
(0) - DIARY EXTRACT: Dear Diary. I was incessantly weighing the pros and cons of meeting 
him, and I got bored. I indulged in meeting him at Roasted. I told myself that their coffee 
would never fail me.   
 
DIARY EXTRACT: And because each sip of the macchiato I ordered was putting order into my 
thoughts, my cup got emptied in a matter of minutes. 
 
(1) DATE fades in the scene: At last, Sam! A bit more, and I was giving up. I never texted 
someone for so long before meeting them. (He has a big smile) But good god, you are a 
special one. 
 

 
TEXT ON HANDS (keyword capitalised): 

 
 a) But I wasn’t “LATE” (+1 distraction) 
 b) Indeed, I am a bit of a “WRITER” (-1 anxiety) 
 

 
  
(1a) DIARY EXTRACT: My cup was looking at me, empty, deprived of its substance, of what 
was making it worthwhile. Resurrecting the cup would be as easy as ordering a new coffee. 
But it is never that easy. 
 
(1a) SAM: Oh, I am sorry if I made you wait, a lot of traffic this morning. 
 
(1a) DATE: He is laughing. What a relief you’re witty in real life, too! You wouldn’t believe... I 
met so many real-life sad shows on the apps. 
 
(1a) DIARY EXTRACT: My mind was wandering to places I never effing asked it to wander to, 
but luckily he interpreted this as wittiness rather than off-topic replies. 
 
(1a) DIARY EXTRACT: Date’s behaviour made it evident that he thought I was this one-of-a-
kind encounter. 
 
(1a) DIARY EXTRACT: While I was but only the sum of all the “sad shows” he encountered in 
his apparently so rich and fulfilling life. 
 
(1b) SAM: Writing is my main hobby. I enjoyed our conversations. 
 

 
If player 2 clicked on the date’s phone (+1 anxiety) c) 

 

 
 
(1c) DIARY EXTRACT: I wish we were still texting and nothing else. At least I would still have a 
coffee. 
 



(1c) DIARY EXTRACT: Regrettably, the possibility of bothering the waiter was almost as nerve-
wracking as it was tedious to appreciate the present. 
 
(2) DATE Normal face: Oh, Sam, you know, I am glad we are here, together at Roasted, it’s a 
delicious moment. It was delicious reading your words. Are you a professional in the field? 
 

 
TEXT ON HANDS (keyword capitalised): 

 
 a) “DELICIOUS” indeed (+1 distraction) 
 b) I used to study “CREATIVE WRITING” (-1 anxiety) 
 

 
 
(2a) DIARY EXTRACT: During our last session, Stephanie strongly encouraged me to think 
about the date. Annoyingly, the success story of the indie coffee shop Roasted remained my 
favourite subject. 
 
(2a) SAM: I am glad you are enjoying your toast. Delicious food here, indeed. 
 
(2a) DATE looks surprised: What? 
 
(2a) SAM: Didn’t you just say you find it delicious? 
 
(2a) DATE: Not at all. I asked you a question. 
 
(2a) SAM: Oh. I am sorry. 
 
(2a) DIARY EXTRACT: The guy often had to repeat his questions. I could not focus on 
anything else than the saddening lack of coffee. Regularly, naively, I forgot this disaster and 
was reaching for my cup, hoping for a sip of the delicious nectar, in vain. 
 
(2b) SAM: I used to study Creative Writing back home. I left, so I had to stop. I am focusing 
on other things now, like hanging out in great coffee shops with good company, haha. 
 
(3) DATE: That’s such a shame. Why did you leave then if it prevented you from pursuing 
your dreams? I insist you are such a talented writer, it would be such a waste to not take 
advantage of it. 
 

 
TEXT ON HANDS: 

 
 a) I wanted to see the “WORLD” 
 b) “THANK YOU” for your nice words (+ 1 distraction) 
 

 
 



(3 b) DIARY EXTRACT: The sugary tone he was continually using was leaving a bitter taste in 
my mouth. His ramble was not only tedious, but it felt like a pair of pincers were tinkering 
with my brain. 
 
(3 b) SAM: Thank you for your nice words, it was just texting, nothing more. But I appreciate 
the compliments. 
 
(3 b) DATE: It feels like you are avoiding opening up... I fancy discovering every little detail 
about you, so humour my small talk for a bit. 
 
(3 a) SAM: I needed a breather. I wanted to see the world. It was a good thing. 
 

 
If player 2 clicked on the door (+1 anxiety) c) 

 

 
 
(3 c) DIARY EXTRACT: Criticising my need for distraction, and how much I was clinging on my 
coffee while I should enjoy the date was so unfair from my therapist. It was so unfair while 
everything was making me think about what happened. 
 
(3 c) DIARY EXTRACT: Why do you care if I left home, date? Why do you care if I had to 
escape? Why do you care that I could not cross the street anymore? Why do you care that 
every street’s corners wear his shadow? 
 
(4) DATE: Well, in any case, I admire strong-willed people that can take decisions. 
 

 
If player 2 clicked on the menu (+1 anxiety) c) 

 

 
 
(4 c) DIARY EXTRACT: Maybe I should have told him that I did not choose to leave. In the 
same way that I did not choose to miserably stare at my empty cup of coffee, petrified at the 
idea of ordering a new one. 
 
4) DATE: What should one have on themselves to impress you, sweet Sam? 
 

 
TEXT ON HANDS: 

 
 a) Order a “COFFEE” (- 1 anxiety / + 1 distraction) 
 b) Being “REALISTIC” 
 

 
 
(4 a) SAM: Hum, another coffee. 



 
(4 a) DATE: Once again, you’re confusing me, Sam. Is it a metaphor for something more 
meaningful? 
 
(4 a) SAM: No... Sorry... Literally, I am thinking of ordering another coffee. Do you want 
anything?   
 
(4 a) DATE: What did I do to deserve so little attention, Sam? Did anyone force you to be 
here? 
 
(4 a) SAM: I... I haven’t slept much lately. I’m just distracted. I’ll pay more attention. Sorry. 
Tell me more about you. You’ve been reading anything interesting recently? 
 
(4 b) SAM: I surround myself with realistic people. I am not too fond of the kind of person 
trying to smother how bad a situation is instead of facing it. 
 
(5) DATE: I’m absorbed in this great book about positivism and the power of visualisation. 
Life-changing! 
 
(5) DATE: You will only encounter positive experiences if you fill your life with the correct 
intention. Don’t fill your glass with beer if you’re gluten intolerant, you know? haha He’s 
smiling 
 

 
TEXT ON HANDS: 

 
 a) That’s “NONSENSE” 
 b) I could use a “BEER” (+ 1 distraction) 
 

 
If player 2 clicked on the glass (+1 anxiety) c) 

 

 
 
(5a) SAM: That’s easy to say. Sometimes life doesn’t give you a choice. And it has nothing to 
do with you. It’s not your fault. 
 
(5a) DIARY EXTRACT: The more the date was talking, the more I realised he was considering 
himself like a life-guru. His pseudo-self-actualisation was seeping through his words. 
 
(5 b) SAM: Talking about beers, I could use one or two. 
 
(5 b) DATE Smiling: You formulate an intention, and the universe grants it to you. I received 
my monthly box of hand-crafted beers. Wanna come to mine? 
 
(5 b) DIARY EXTRACT: I did not tell my therapist how I felt his hand, again, grasping around 
my neck. The other hand, from the other He, when the date casually offered me to finish the 



date at his. Déjà-vu. Again. 
 
(5 c) DIARY EXTRACT: The date was not the first person I met that seemed to believe that life 
would only bring you what you deserved or wished for. 
 
(5 c) DIARY EXTRACT: But what should you do when you ignore what is veritably in your 
glass? When you are reassured it is apple juice but it is nothing but the foul-tasting hoppy 
swill of treason. 
 

 
If anxiety > than 3, player 2 decides the answer d) 

 

 
 
(5 d) DIARY EXTRACT: And while I was looking at the date, hearing his voice, seeing the 
impatience in his eyes, I was slowly falling backwards in my mind, memories rushing down 
my throat, sly, insidious. I was not in control anymore. Were the choices in my hands 
anymore? 
 

 
 6) No, I’d rather stay here. (+1 distraction) 
 
 END 1) Sure, why not! (PANIC) 
 

 
 
END 1) DIARY EXTRACT: I realised that my skin was burning. My cheeks were wet. It was my 
tears irritating my anxiety rashes.   
 
END 1) DIARY EXTRACT: I grabbed my bag and ran away while the date looked at me, 
puzzled. It was not his fault.. 
 
END 1) DIARY EXTRACT: But was it my fault? Was it my fault, really? I felt like a puppet. I felt 
like a part of a bigger game I didn’t control. What did I do to deserve that? 
 
 

 
 
6) SAM: I am afraid I have to disagree with this whole concept. Sometimes life doesn’t give 
you a choice. And it has nothing to do with you. Now, I have a choice. I intend to finish the 
date here and then go home alone. 
 
6) DATE: Well, we have different life philosophies. I believe in the power of intention, you 
see. If something bad happens, that means that somehow you wanted it to happen. The 
universe gives you what you put out in the universe. 
 
 



 

 
TEXT ON HANDS: 

 
 END 2) I’m “LEAVING” 
 END 3) Yeah, “SURE” 
 

 
 
If player 2 clicked on the “Zipp It” poster (+1 anxiety) c) 

 

 
 
6c) DIARY EXTRACT: “If something bad happens, that means that somehow you wanted it to 
happen”. Hours later, his words still strike me as badly as they did during the date. 
 
6c) DIARY EXTRACT: I know he did not mean what I heard. The date knows as much about 
my past that I chose to reveal to him - which is nothing. 
 
6c) DIARY EXTRACT: But it always feels like people know. Like if what happened was iron-
branded on my face. Like if my face never ceased to blush since this day. To blush from 
shame, and nothing else, despite my inner blame for what happened. 
 

 
END 2) SAM: What you are saying is deeply inappropriate, and I don’t enjoy this date, so I 
am going home. I insist you don’t contact me again. 
 
END 2) DIARY EXTRACT: Stephanie would be so proud of me. So proud that I stuck to my 
guns and refused to take any more. I doubt that the date will understand why I left. I would 
have to open up too much to make him understand. And sometimes, it is just not necessary. 
 
END 2) DIARY EXTRACT: I am not ready to openly acknowledge what happened back in my 
home town. And it’s OK. It’s my right. Until then, I must protect myself from anything which 
would reopen my wounds. I guess that is what it is, self-compassion. 
 

 
 
END 3) SAM: Yeah, sure, why not. 
 
END 3) DATE: I had a good time, but I am working early tomorrow. I’ll text you. 
 
Date fades out. 
 
END 3) DIARY EXTRACT: He never texted me back. It was probably for the best. I am not 
ready to date yet. I need to take care of myself first, and it is OK. Also, he was very lame. Not 
the person worth doing all this healing work for.  
 



 

 
If at any point of the game, the player reaches 5 anxiety: 

 

 
 
END 4) DIARY EXTRACT: I swear I was trying my best to keep up with the date and enjoy the 
present moment, but my limbs were lead and my head full of sighs. I could not bear 
spending time with this invading stranger. 
 
END 4) DIARY EXTRACT: I wanted to go home and cry my eyes out and dwell on everything 
that ever went wrong in my life and how a single event and a single person that I despised 
with every single bone of my body ruined any hope I ever had of a happy future. 
 
END 4) DIARY EXTRACT: It didn’t make sense to be so angry. No, it didn’t make sense at all. I 
didn’t make sense. Here I was, shaking of anger, pulsing of anxiety, in front of this guy, so 
confused about what was happening. I mumbled a few apologies, grabbed my bag and left 
Roasted. 
 
END 4) DIARY EXTRACT: This date ruined my safe place. 
 

 
If at any point of the game, the player reaches 3 distraction: 

 

 
 
END 5) DATE angry: Do you even care about anything I’m saying? And why do you keep 
staring at your hands? 
 
END 5) DATE: What’s wrong with you? Can’t believe I washed my hair for that. Text me if you 
sort yourself out, I still think you have potential. 
 
DATE fades out. 
 
END 5) DIARY EXTRACT: I still cannot believe how angry he was when he left, and I also 
cannot believe how unfocused I was. But what is worst? Shouting at your date because they 
are not giving you enough attention or not paying attention because you have another 
ongoing battle? 
 
END 5) DIARY EXTRACT: One would say you should not fight two battles at once, especially if 
one is already draining you of your will to live. But no. I refuse. I refuse to stop myself from 
living anymore. My wounds are not who I am. And other dates I will have. And a better one. 
With better guys or gals. 
 


