The lights come up to reveal EILEEN, a
middle-aged, homely-looking woman, seated
in a comfortable chair, staring at the screen of
a laptop computer that rests upon her thighs.
After a moment, EILEEN closes the lid of
the computer and looks up at the audience.

EILEEN
I have presence…can you tell? Can’t you feel it oozing out of my every pore?
(With a chuckle.)
No, probably not. That’s because I don’t – not in that sense, in the charismatic sense.
Never did, really; not in 55 years. Just ordinary, I suppose. Always have been. No
one you’d notice…in particular. But, I do have a presence. A web presence, that is.
There’s another me floating around out there in the cosmos. It’s a new and improved
me that no one can see, they can only sense. It’s another life and it’s ever so much
fun.
(Beat.)
My name’s “Misti”…with an “I.” That’s to say, that’s my alternative me’s name, not
the real me’s name – my name. I wanted something with a bit of mystery to it, a bit
of the unknown. And a touch of the poetic – a bit more poetic than “Eileen,” at any
rate.
(With a self-conscious laugh.)
And all right, yes, if I were being honest, maybe just a hint of the young and sexy,
too. Well, why shouldn’t I? It’s a new me, I made it up – I can make it whatever I
want it to be. Who’s to know? No diets, no plastic surgeons, just re-label yourself
and change a “Y” to an “I” and 30 years of your life can just disappear in an instant.
It’s a modern-day miracle!
(Beat.)
Sam’s the one who got me into all this. Sam’s my nephew. He’s a big whiz in the
computer industry from what he tells me. Does all sorts of programming and coding
and…whatever else it is they do. He’s one of the best, from all accounts. Anyway,
he’s the one that pushed me online, as it were. He said I needed “modernizing,”
which I had a good laugh over. “Sam,” I said, “I’m a woman on the threshold of old
age, not a 1970’s prefab kitchen – there’s not a lot you can do to change me at this
stage in the game.” “You’d be surprised,” he said. And I was. Mind you, I will admit
there were a few scenes and tantrums and one or two panic attacks along the way –
not to mention the day I broke down in tears, sobbing that if I couldn’t even set the
toaster right to do dark brown instead of burned, how on earth was I going to
communicate with 4 billion people across the globe, most of whom didn’t speak
English? But I got there…eventually.
(Looking down at the computer.)
I mastered this beast…this magic box.
(Beat.)

He’s a very patient boy, our Sam. And persistent. “You never come and visit, you
don’t show up at family get-togethers, and you never call us, so maybe this way we
can all get to hear from you a bit more often.” “Yes, Sam,” I said, “You have my
word. From now on I’ll let my fingers do the talking.”
(Beat.)
I do love him. He reminds me of my Billy in some ways. Or at least…how I imagine
Billy would be if he were still here.
(Pause.)
I have a boyfriend now – did I mention that already? Hard to imagine, isn’t it, me at
my age, after all these years, back on the dating scene again. But I am and I do. His
name’s “Rocky”…with a “Y.” We’ve been seeing each other for almost six months
now. Six months. That’s quite a long time – or it seems like it. Though I should add,
we’ve never actually used the words “boyfriend” or “girlfriend” in any formal sense.
It’s more of an unspoken thing, really. But he makes his intentions clear enough.
Once he sent me an instant message with an emoticon of a very stiff, expressionless
couple holding hands, and underneath it he’d written: “This is us.”
(Beat.)
I’ve been learning another language, too. There’s no end to the challenges I’m taking
on these days. Though this one still gets me a bit flummoxed at times, I have to
confess. It’s the language of the internet, and though it might seem simple in theory,
it’s actually quite tricky until you get the hang of it. I’m getting better, but Rocky says
I’m still a WIT – that’s Wordsmith In Training. I was LOL when I read that…that’s
Laughing Out Loud, in case you didn’t know.
(Beat.)
If Billy were here he’d soon get me up to speed. He was ever so bright, he was. He
took to books like a duck to water. Don’t know where he got it from. Not from me
or George, that’s for certain. But he had a real head on his shoulders, did Billy. It was
obvious to anyone. We had high hopes for that boy…high hopes.
(Pause.)
Anyway, I’m getting the hang of it, even if I do make the odd slip up, like last week
when Rocky wrote and told me he’d just reached his one year anniversary of being
clean and sober. He’d had a bit of a drinking problem in his past, apparently. Well,
naturally I just felt so happy and thrilled for him, so I quickly typed back “So thrilled
for you!!!,” which I shorthanded as STFU – thinking he’d get my drift – followed by
three exclamation points. Some time later a sad face appeared on my screen,
followed by the words “Shut the fuck up???” question mark, question mark, question
mark. Oh, I just felt so awful I could have died on the spot. It certainly taught me a
lesson about making up your own shorthand. Go by the rules – the rules of the road.
After I’d written back to explain what I’d meant he sent me back another emoticon
of a big, beaming happy face that was wearing sunglasses, and next to it a pair of big
red lips with the word “Muah” written beneath it, which he’s already explained to me
to be the sound you make when you blow someone a kiss. Like this…
(Pursing her lips, she demonstrates making the sound.)
Muah!
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