
Of course, I told my parents everything I could remember, and they 
just sat there.  I think they wanted to believe me, but they just couldn’t 
wrap their minds around it.  I mean, after all, why would an alien 
spaceship choose me?  I’m nobody special.  I wanted to file a report, or 
talk to NASA—something.  These things need to be documented, don’t 
they?  My parents wouldn’t hear of it.  They said that ordinary people 
should live ordinary lives.  If I wanted to be a freak, then I should join a 
circus.  I guess my parents, like everyone else in this town, were just too 
overwhelmed to believe my story.  It wasn’t a story though.  It happened.  
For whatever reason, I was abducted by three aliens.  I was taken aboard a 
spaceship and was medically examined, then returned two days later.  No 
one else in town saw or heard anything.  My parents and I are the only 
humans who know about my own personal Gulliver’s Travels.

.
I still go to school, and I still work at the grocery store.  I’ll be graduating 
this May.  The manager of my store is the only one who seemed to notice 
any changes in my behavior.  He told me he thought maybe the pressure 
of stocking and bagging was too overwhelming for me, so he moved me 
up to the registers to be a cashier.  It’s funny.  Every item I pick up has to 
be scanned.  Laser lights flash across each label—logging its data into my 
register.  As I scan my customer’s groceries, sometimes my mind wanders, 
and I recall my secret adventure.  As I drive home each night, I no longer 
listen to the radio.  Instead, I look up at the sky and gaze at the stars—all 
of those magnificent shining stars—and I wonder—if they’re watching 
me.  I wonder, if they’ll ever return.  It’s all just too overwhelming, you 
know?

 

notes

Imagine having the ability to remember, with crystal clarity, every 
moment of your life.  This is the catalyst that serves as the driving force 
behind Bridget Grace Sheaff’s work of fiction, Forgive and Forget.  
Written as a first-person confessional, this selection may be performed 
by a female, or with careful editing, a male, and be entered in either 
Prose Interpretation or Dramatic Interpretation.  For most people, 
memories become somewhat cloudy after a period of time; however, for 
the protagonist in this selection, each memory is as fresh as the moment 
it happened.  It will be extremely important for the performer to let 
the audience see the thought process as the character transitions from 
one memory to the next.  Also, reacting to each memory will play an 
important role in the overall effect of this performance.  How does the 
character feel about each memory? Obviously, facial expressions will 
play a huge role in creating the desired reaction.  Vary the pacing, too.  
Some of the memories should be harder to talk about than others. This 
is an outstanding story about a fascinating subject and should prove to 
be a challenging selection for the mature performer.  The drama mask 
icons are simply visible to show the performer when to turn the pages 
of the manuscript.

I had salmon for dinner last night, pasta the night before that, and on 
Saturday, June 8th, 1991, I had tacos. And the evening of the 1989 
Oscars, Sunday March 26th, I had chicken—fried chicken. And cold 
mashed potatoes. I was seven. I have this, well, thing. I have superior 
autobiographical memory. It’s a real thing. I remember everything. I’m 
serious—literally everything. I remember every birthday, every first day of 
school, every anniversary, every lyric to every song written by Hootie and 
the Blowfish—and everywhere they played. I am capable of remembering 
everything. This means I am capable of winning every trivia contest, acing 
every history exam, and you never want to fight with me because I am 
capable of bringing up events you probably don’t even recollect—which 
my husband has called “cheating” 127 times in our relationship. There is 
only one thing I am not capable of—forgetting.

I hate when people ask me, “Do you remember that one time…?” I just 
want to shake them by the shoulders and say, “Of course I do! Why would 
you even ask?”  But of course, it works the other way, too. I remember 
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everyday, but nothing in this room possessed any type of identifying 
markings.  I mean, if you go to a dentist’s office, a doctor’s office, 
anywhere—everything has a label or some sort of marking on it.  This 
room and everything in it was completely devoid of anything identifying 
what it was or what it could be used for.  

Another interesting observation was that there didn’t seem to be any 
communication between the three aliens examining me.  I thought to 
myself, why aren’t they speaking?  I guess I sort of expected to hear 
gibberish—some sort of alien dialogue, like a robot would make—or 
ET—something.  But no, there was nothing—complete silence—except 
for this low humming sound, like the hum you might hear if you put 
your ear up to a refrigerator or something.  It’s weird.  I wanted to say 
something to them, but I had lost my ability to speak.  One of the aliens 
examining me seemed to sense my urgency to say something, but of 
course, I couldn’t.  Instead, I looked directly into its eyes, and it looked 
directly into mine.  It was like we were communicating through some sort 
of telepathy.  After staring at each other for quite some time, I relaxed and 
knew they weren’t going to harm me.  

The next thing I remember, I was lying in the same field where I was 
abducted.  My car was gone, and I was forced to walk the remaining few 
miles to my house.  While I was numb during my examination on the 
spacecraft, I was now in tremendous pain, as if my body was bruised all 
over, though there was no visible evidence of bruising on my body.  I was 
also incredibly thirsty. 

When I walked into our house, my parents were at first relieved, then 
furious.  It wasn’t until later that I found out it was now Saturday.  I had 
been gone for two days.  No wonder I was thirsty.  I hadn’t had anything 
to drink since Thursday night.  My parents had found my abandoned car 
that Friday morning and called the sheriff, who had them file a report.  The 
sheriff said there was little he could do until I had been missing for at least 
forty-eight hours.  Everyone in town assumed I had hooked up with Cathy, 
the young cashier from the store, because she, too, had been reported 
missing.  It turned out that Cathy had run away from home to go find some 
guy named Earl she met on the Internet who was living in another state.  

what seem like hugely monumental events, and no one else even knows 
what I am talking about. It is often strange to think about people who 
don’t remember everything. People who are forgetful baffle me. Not 
forgetful in the way that they misplace their reading glasses, although 
I would never do that. I’m talking about those who can’t remember the 
details of the past or the feelings of ordinary moments.

Of course, those moments which other people see as remarkable, I 
usually remember better than they do. Like with my sister. I will bring up 
things about her own life that she doesn’t even recall. Or if she does, she 
remembers them differently. Don’t worry. I straighten her out. I remember 
everything that happened the day after the Berlin Wall was torn down—
November 10th, 1989. I was in fourth-grade then. Ella, who would have 
been in seventh- grade, was telling me everything that her classmates had 
discussed about Germany and the news footage. Surprisingly, I learned a 
lot from Ella. Not that she was dumb. We had a lot of conversations like 
that walking home from school. It was only four blocks from our house, 
but we would walk slowly—so we could talk. Goodness. I looked up to 
her so much. She was so brave and wise. And I was always shy. In fact, 
I spent most of my elementary years hiding. Ella would never hide. She 
would stand face to face with whatever problem was ahead and stare it 
down.

Ella was never the prettiest girl in her class. I thought she was beautiful, 
but… she was bullied relentlessly at school. There was this one boy, Max, 
who was absolutely awful to her. I remember Ella crying in her room after 
school, because of the atrocious things he said to her. I remember them all. 
Every insult rings in my head, stored in the file of my fourth-grade year. 
It didn’t even happen to me, but…I never tried to help. I would see him 
walking outside to the playground after lunch, and I would hide. I would 
flee to some refuge far away, and he would find Ella and the taunts would 
begin. Ella put on a brave face and tried to ignore them. 

One day, December 2nd, I was hiding under the slide, when Max came 
outside. Ella and her friends stood huddled in a small bunch, trying to 
stay warm. It was freezing outside, and there was an inch of snow on 
the ground. Max walked out in this truly hideous olive green ski jacket 
and neon-orange stocking cap. He sauntered over to Ella and threw out 
the always popular, “Hey, loser.” Ella ignored him, and her friend Jane 
muttered, “Buzz off, Max.” Max was relentless though. He grabbed Ella’s 
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