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Lights up on young woman.  She is dressed very simply. Plain white t-shirt and jeans. Nothing overstated about her appearance. In her hand, she holds a necklace with a wooden cross.  She stares out in to the audience as though she is looking in to a mirror. She checks her hair, face – looks over her clothing again. She is overtly nervous. Holding the cross necklace eye level, she dangles it for a moment, studying it intently. Very animated: 

YOUNG WOMAN
I’ve always been a risk taker – from the moment I shot out of the womb like a human cannon, I’ve terrorized my parents for years. 

My mother tells the story of when I was 18 months old. I hurtled out of my crib and hit the floor with a thud, rolled myself up in my blankie, and mummy hobbled to the top of the staircase. I bounced down the steps like a rubber ball. That was my first trip to the ER. 

When I was three, I threaded spaghetti noodles up my nose on New Years Eve – so far that the doctors couldn’t get it out with their scary long tweezers. Two days later, the noodles flashed out of my nostrils like lightning - I sneezed eight times. All over my mother’s pillow.

Picture this: when I was four, I super-glued foil on my feet and ripped my mother’s antique red tablecloth to make a cape. I took the neighbor’s trash can lid for my shield – 

I was Wonder-Woman.  

I don’t know what sort of evil I was conquering, but in my valiant efforts, I leaped out of the cherry tree in the backyard, assuming I’d fly standing upright.  I hit the ground – hard. Broke my arm and my collarbone.  

You’d think that would have nipped my risk disease. Hardly.

When I was seven, we had a winter storm that covered the ground with a sheet of ice two inches thick.  My brother Steven and I snuck out in the middle of the night with my grandmother’s electronic wheelchair. In a moment of genius, I decided we’d use the porch as a platform… 

Zip this way – that way – faster – faster – wham! Slamming on the brakes, Steven catapulted out of the seat on to the trampoline below. I sort of – pushed him. He didn’t bounce. 

This time, he broke his arm. And collar bone. And my granny’s chair was totaled. My first job was when I was 7, paying off a set of wheels that had nothing to do with my driver’s license.

It gets worse. 

When I was 11, we were at my dad’s boss’s house for a picnic. They owned a golf-cart. And a cute boy. Wanting to impress him – I told him that I could drive it. Problem was, I didn’t know which pedal was which. The gas pedal and brake pedal looked the same… 

I learned early on in life that looks could be deceiving.  And expensive.

I crashed. “Brand new just drove it off the lot that very day” Mercedes.  The driver’s door had to be replaced.  Which meant they couldn’t drive it until it was fixed. Which meant they didn’t have a car for a while. Which meant the cute boy didn’t think I was cute. I won’t even tell you what happened to the golf cart.  We’ll just leave it at – it wasn’t cute.

That was my defining moment. I decided to put the dangerous stuff behind me. Find another way to turn heads. It was really quite easy. I just became a conformist. And when that got old, I conformed to the nonconformist. For a long time, it worked. 

That cute boy when I was eleven happens to be the most popular kid in school these days. He is having a costume party. It’s supposed to be the event of the year – and despite my checkered past, I’m invited. Everyone who is anyone is going to be there – from Lady Gaga to Darth Vader – Super Mario and even Bugs Bunny… you name it – you’ll see it. 

I’ve been wearing all sorts of elaborate costumes for years now. It started with Wonder Woman – and just got more understated over the years.  I’ve transformed myself in to whatever role is needed to basically fit in any and everywhere.  I’m a Prom queen hanging with the mean girls one day, and the next, I’m the broody Goth girl who hates the mean girls.  I can be funny and witty or nerdy and boring…cutesy or smart or athletic – I can even blend with the wallflowers that no one notices – and none of it – absolutely none of it – is me.  In fact, I am pretty certain I’ve never allowed anyone to see me for who I am. 

Until tonight.

I grew up in the church. And like the other costumes, I mastered the role of “Christian” all my life whenever the moment called for it. I know every worship chorus and exactly how to stand – raise my hands – what to say – and I can pray heaven down and make the demons tremble.  

It’s been too easy to be so manipulative. 

I’m tired of the game. It felt like I was alone and back in that cherry tree as a kid – the fun was only temporary – that my shiny foil shoes wouldn’t fly and my shield was just a trashcan lid – that I might look the part, but regardless, I will always fall – and fall hard – and hurt myself – and like the wheelchair on ice with my brother – I’ll hurt others.  Deeply.

So. For the first time in years – I prayed – and I meant it – for God to change me. Something happened. Something absolutely real happened. I’ve been transformed.
  
MUSIC UP: AMY GRANT / ALL I EVER HAVE TO BE / Holding up the cross necklace again, and putting it around her neck. 

Tonight, I’m going to the Costume Party as “Myself – Transformed.”  And it’s going be a risk. Biggest one to date.  And this is a costume that I refuse to take off. 

Lights.
