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☆彡 

WINCHETT 
The Dichotomous Letters of a Lonely Dream 

 
FORWORD 

 

Winchett is a short, single act monologue – divided into two scenes – about the eponymous alcoholic, 
Winchett Gabriel Stardale. It’s set around Christmas in the mid-21st century. Winchett is an aging 
man who has long been pursuing his childhood dream of being a language tutor. Unfortunately for 
Winchett, advances in technology and shifts in globalisation have led to conventional 
communication falling into disuse and he struggles to find steady employment. Frustrated by a 
seemingly shattered dream, Winchett is consumed with a bitterness for an era that he cannot 
understand. However, it’s not all hopeless for Winchett, as it’s on this particular Christmas that he 
receives something extraordinary from someone he once tutored. 

A technical note for any prospective theatrical production: The first scene is predominantly verbal 
whilst the second is largely non-verbal, production elements will need to emphasise this.  

  

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 For Stardale
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SCENE ONE 

It’s late in the afternoon in Winchett’s apartment. It’s an immensely cluttered space with sheets and 
clothing in piles. Winchett enters hauling a case of papers. He is noticeably exhausted from the day’s 
work and drops his case with a sigh of relief. Noticing a tattered paper scrap falling from it, 
Winchett retrieves it and reads it aloud, flask in hand. 

WINCHETT “Dear you: You probably won’t remember why this was written by the time you read 
it. You probably won’t even remember who wrote it to begin with. The teacher asked 
us to write a letter to ourselves in the future for homework. So this is a letter to myself, 
Winchett G. Stardale. I don’t really like my name, it sounds made up, like it came 
from a story or something. The G is for Gabriel, it’s kind of embarrassing, but I 
suppose only you and the teacher will read this. Apart from my name though, I think 
I’m pretty average. I’m not the tallest boy in school, and I’m not the smartest boy 
either. I’m not strong or fast. I don’t think I’m handsome, but mother says I am. And 
I’m sure as hell that I’m not cool. Not. Cool. At. All. 

I’m not really good at anything. All I really do is read, sleep and eat. Read in class, 
read at home, read going to school, read coming back and, somewhere in between 
readings, I’ll sleep and eat. Usually I won’t say much, but sometimes when I’m 
talking about something I really like – like a really good book – I’ll talk and talk and 
won’t stop. (beat) So actually, I guess I’m okay at talking as well, but that’s about it 
really. Really. Pretty. Average. 

I hope that you – the future me, I mean – are really successful. But I don’t know what 
you could be successful at, maybe a professional sleeper-reader-like-thing. Would 
someone pay for that? Probably not. Though if I really put my effort in and stick to it 
long enough, I’m sure that I’ll be successful at something. Probably something really 
average. Sincerely yours, me Winchett G. Stardale” 

Winchett stows the scrap into his pocket, chuckling to himself. His laughter quickly turns to a smirk, 
slightly bitter, occasionally stopping to sip from his flask. 

WINCHETT That was me forty years ago. Nobody writes letters anymore. It frustrates me to no 
end. Incredible minds have worked so hard, making progressively more incredible 
ways to communicate. I remember back when email was something very new and 
exciting. Now however, we can communicate with each other without language at all. 
Not a peep of writing or a squeak from the vocal cords. No, nothing of the sort, 
nowadays we send just our thoughts by phone. Our raw, unrefined thoughts. Simply 
connect yourself to your phone line and you’re inside the global, neural network. 
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WINCHETT It’s not like it used to be. I’m tutoring this one young man, he’s currently struggling in 
his language classes. He truly is the spitting image of myself when I was his age – as 
far as his personality goes however, we couldn’t be less alike. I know for certainty 
that he has all this potential built up inside that head of his, but he wastes it, never 
works hard unless almost forced. He simply doesn’t apply himself at all. He claims 
that language, by my teaching, is dead. It’s archaic, a mindless tradition that should be 
displayed in museums, not spouted from the mouth or scrawled by a hand. That this 
language, written and spoken, does not compare to the pure language transferred 
through the network. It’s deceptive and misleading, information transfer is inefficient, 
it’s otherwise imperfect. I showed him this letter of mine and asked him to write a 
letter in kind. He couldn’t do it. Oh, but he promised to work on another, ha! 

Beat. 

WINCHETT Maybe the lad is right though. Maybe this language is dying. I cannot keep up with 
the pace that others communicate with each other. It seems foreign to me. No one 
really seems to appreciate language anymore. In fact, that boy’s parents are my only 
clients at the moment. If they’re fed up with me, I’ll lose the last of my income. I 
can’t imagine anyone else seeking a tutor as archaic as I. 

 It’s all rather downhill from here, isn’t it Winchett? 

With a pessimistic expiration, Winchett turns the apartment lights off, and collapses asleep in a pile 
of rags. 
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SCENE TWO 

One year has passed. Winchett has since been unemployed and was recently evicted from his 
apartment. It’s night and a powdering of snow has fallen on a dim alley floor. It’s almost Christmas 
and carols can be heard off in the distance. A drunk Winchett appears, clothes tattered, again flask 
in hand. 

WINCHETT I knew it’d come to this. A whole year has passed and the only one still around is my 
liver – (with a swig from his flask, to his belly) and you’ll leave me soon enough, 
won’t you? 

Winchett kicks about at the litter around the alley, some of his apartment furnishings are visible. 

WINCHETT My, my old apartment. 

Distracted by his old belongings, he stumbles into a rubbish bin with a crash. An unopened envelope 
is knocked out along with a mess of thrown out clothes and waste. He shudders from the chill and 
reaches for the clothing. In doing so, the envelope catches his eye and Winchett collects it, 
examining it carefully. 

WINCHETT (smirking) Ha! To Mister Stardale. 

Winchett collapses into the snow and strewn clothing much like he collapsed in his apartment. 

WINCHETT (wearily) From an old pupil. 

The Christmas carols are noticeably closer now. He struggles to maintain consciousness. Failing to 
open the envelope – simply too inebriated to do so – he holds it gently to himself and drifts off. 

FIN 
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