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Scene 1: In the basement 
Mary Spirit Audio Diary, entry 1: August 30, 2001, 2:30 AM 
 
Mary: ​ (music playing) Hello. Ummm, I’m in the basement… on the couch aaand I was 
just sitting here and I thought of doing an audio diary about myself. See not a lot of 
people know anything about me so I guess when I die they can find this and know the 
true Mary Spirit. Okay well hello future people who are listening. This is me, I’m Mary 
Spirit.  
 
Ms. Spirit: ​ (from upstairs) (footsteps going downstairs) MARY TURN DOWN YOUR 
MUSIC! I’M TRYING TO SLEEP! 
 
Mary: ​ Oh, sorry. I forgot about my music. (stops music). Okay well, I feel like writing 
now so I’m signing off here. I’ll talk to you later.  
 
 

Scene 2: Mr. P finds out about my passion for writing 
Mary Spirit Audio Diary, entry 2: September 2, 2001, 5:30 PM 
 
Mary: ​Hey, Mary here. Soo, you probably don’t know this, but I secretly LOVE romance 
novels. I’ve never told anyone about it because it’s too embarrassing. Nobody in the 
entire world knows this except for Mr. P. Now that I think of it, how did he find out 
anyways? Did someone tell him? I hope that he didn’t tell anyone because I’d be so 
mad if he did. Whoops, got off track for a second. Well, as I was saying, I love romance 
novels, both reading and writing them. After I had graduated from high school, I 
wanted to write novels, but I never had the courage to. I mean I did try to work up my 
courage to, but I just stopped and doubted myself. Pretty sad, I know. Um, well  I guess 
that’s all for now. Hopefully I’m doing this right. 
 
Scene 3: She looks for a job 
Mary Spirit Audio Diary, entry 3: November 16, 2006, 12:36pm 
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Mary: ​ Hello, I'm looking for a job can I get a job application 
 
Manager: ​Ummm yea sure, here you go *Hands her the paper*  
 
Mary ​: Okay thanks 
 
Okay so it’s been 2 days since I've turned in my job application and i'm still waiting for 
a call back.  
 
It’s Thursday and I still haven’t heard nothing but i'm just going to write to junior to 
kill time *phone rings* 
 
Manager: ​ Hello this is Rick the manager, you sent an application a couple days ago. We 
went over it and we just don't think you’re experienced enough sorry 
 
Mary: ​ Oh.. well you know what I'm going to write a book and become famous *hangs 
up*  
Mary : ​welp that didn't go well but you know what I should start a book... after I finish 
my letter to junior.  
 

Dear Junior, 

I am still looking for a job.  

 

They keep telling me I don’t have enough experience. But how can I get enough 

experience if they don’t give me a chance to get experience? Oh, well. I have a lot of 

free time, so I have started to write my life story. Really! Isn’t that crazy? I think I’m 

going to call it HOW TO RUN AWAY FROM YOUR HOUSE AND FIND YOUR HOME. 

What do you think? 

Tell everybody I love them and miss them! 

Love, 

your Big Sis! 

  

P.S. 

And we moved into a new house. 

It’s the most gorgeous place in the world! 
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Scene 4: She Dies 
Mary Spirit Audio Diary, entry 4: February 12, 2007, 10:30 PM 
 
Mary: ​ (a lot of people talking and screaming) I’m sooo drunk right now you have no 
idea. I’m surprised I even got this thing up and running. You know, it’s like alcohol 
reminds me of things that are really important and makes me want to talk about them. 
Anyways, I had a nice reunion with some old friends including alcohol and… I’m going 
to sleep now.  
 
Random Guy: ​ Ayy, where’s your lighter gurl?  
 
Mary: ​ I don’t know…. it’s in the kitchen. 
 
Random Guy: ​Okay, cool.  
 
Mary: ​ (really drunk) Okay, I’m going now. Byyyeeeeee. (doesn’t turn off recorder) 
 
 Explain How She Died (Fireman) 
 
 Fireman: Soo, this is the recording of Mary Spirit. I found it on the rubble of what her 
house was. She died a peaceful way by the fire burning her while she was asleep. The 
cause of the fire was a person left the candle burning and a curtain caught on fire by 
the stray wind. 
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