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Abstract

The following manuscript and accompanying artist’s statement examine the
process of developing the play When She Was Good. It explores the cultural idealization
of the modern mother along with the journey to create a drama that illustrates its harmful

implications.
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INTRODUCTION

Cultural ideals, like the ideal mother, are by their very nature unattainable. But the gap
has never been as wide as it feels between what we expect of a good mother and who we
are.

Brigid Shulte, Overwhelmed: Work, Love and Play When No One Has the Time

I am a mother to two young children and the above quote resonates deeply.
When She Was Good is the third play 1 have written about motherhood and I continue
to return to this topic out of a desire to explore some of its darkest corners as those are
the pieces that often seem to be missing when we talk about our parenting experience. It
is difficult for mothers to share their reality including their disappointments, fears and
failures in the face of our idealistic notion of what a good mother should be. When
She Was Good was written to depict an unflinchingly honest story about the
experience of motherhood that contemplates the danger in our unreasonable
expectations and hidden truths. This thesis will review the process of creating the play
from its conception through the meandering path of research and inspiration to the
practice of writing, rewriting and the staged reading that led me to the final draft of the
work.

As I discuss the steps in my research journey, I will examine their subsequent
affect on the narrative of the play. I will also reflect upon the rich and often unexpected
inspiration I found in the work of playwrights I was reading during the many months I

wrote. Next I will talk about the delicate operation of shaping, refining and coaxing out
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the text in response to feedback from my supervisor, my peers, the staged reading process
and what the play itself wanted to tell me. In conclusion I will reflect upon my intentions

for the piece, how they developed, and some of the surprises I encountered.



SETTING FORTH

Whatever happened in this tragedy, there is no evidence that Diane Schuler was a bad person.
What evidence we have is that she was a very good mom and a very good person generally,
maybe a bit too good, a bit of a perfectionist.

Dr. Harold Bursztajn, Theres Something Wrong With Aunt Diane

A play is conceived from many different sources. Often a true story captures my attention
in a way that compels me to research further. This initial interest may or may not last, but
when it does, I find myself asking that inevitable question: “Could there be a play here?” In 2011
I watched the acclaimed documentary There’s Something Wrong With Aunt Diane directed by
Liz Garbus. It is the story of a young mother who was responsible for one of the most tragic
accidents in New York State history and the aftermath of that event. After driving almost two
miles in the wrong direction on the Taconic State Parkway, Diane Schuler caused a collision that
killed seven people - four of them children - and herself. Many assumed that Diane, described as
the perfect mother by all who knew her, must have experienced a medical event
that afternoon. When toxicology reports were later released she was found to have the
equivalent of 10 drinks as well as THC in her system. Apparently this ordinary soccer mom
had a secret, and she isn’t alone. Statistically speaking, it’s no secret that women are drinking
more. In fact they are single handedly responsible for much of the growth in the wine

industry in the past decade or so. (Glaser 28)



Being a mother myself and having many friends with small children, I began to develop a
theory about why modern mothers imbibe more than ever before. Parenting was never
considered a task for the faint of heart, but as Shulte notes in my introduction the job has become
even more difficult in modern times because of the increasingly unrealistic expectations we place
upon ourselves. This evolution in our approach to parenting is a development I will explore
further in Chapter Two.

A glass of wine is considered respectable, may improve heart health (Komaroft 2) and is
a popular Western coping mechanism for dealing with stress. When I first undertook to explore
the relationship between our current cultural notion of what it takes to be a good mother and the
increased consumption of alcohol by modern mothers I didn’t have to go far. The popularity of
wine culture in our social circles was clearly apparent to me. Several mothers in my own
neighborhood had convened a monthly book club that was more about the wine than the
literature and a brief Internet search of popular Mom Blogs and social media proved we weren’t
alone.

In 2013 I wrote a comedy about the perils of modern motherhood and how a close knit
group of female friends and a bottle or two of wine can get you through it. This led to the
development of two scripts and two world premieres through Lunchbox Theatre’s Stage One
Festival of New Canadian Work. Book Club and Book Club I1I: The Next Chapter are scripts that
have allowed me to fulfill a personal mandate to provide truthful and complex roles for women
through my work. Yet I wanted to return to the original impetus for writing about motherhood
and there was no room for Diane’s tragic story in either of these comedies. I wished to challenge

the idealized notion of the good mother further and illuminate its harmful affect on women’s



mental health. I wanted to continue to raise questions about our unrealistic expectations of
ourselves and their relationship to women’s increased dependence on alcohol. Eventually it
began to occur to me that I longed to give Diane Schuler a voice.

I was drawn to this seemingly normal woman who was viewed as a monster by the rest
of world. I wondered what she would have to say for herself if she were able to speak about
her actions and I was fascinated with the kind of a mother she had been. My research into
Diane herself revealed a startlingly familiar person. She struck me as almost identical to any
of the hard working mothers of small children that I had ever met. Before the accident, she had
appeared to be coping better than many. She enjoyed alcohol and used it to deal with the
demands of her busy life as a parent, just as I did along with the members of my book club.
Her friends and family saw no indication prior to the accident that alcohol had become a
problem for her. She was a picture of normalcy and that terrified me. Under the
same conditions, could any one of my friends have ended up in the driver’s seat that day?
Could I have? I dismissed that horrifying thought convinced that no mother I know
would ever allow herself to get behind the wheel inebriated. So why on earth did Diane
Schuler?

As I became increasingly obsessed with the events of that particular day, I had to accept
that there were many questions that we will never have answers to. The only person to
provide them is deceased. This led me to the idea of incorporating the character of a medium
into my play and allowing Diane to speak through her. I proposed a plot that established contact
between a troubled young mother and the ghost of Diane who had come from the afterlife to

speak with her.



Initial feedback from my supervisor indicated that while I had an interesting premise,
there were a few inherent problems with my structure. The main character, Samantha, was
missing a clear and active goal to strive for as well as a single antagonist to struggle against. The
presence of the ghost also needed attention: why had she chosen to appear and what compelled
her to speak with my protagonist? This was the first time I was faced with the crucial question:
“What does Samantha require?” My answer at the beginning of the process was simply:
“She wants to be a good mother.” I constructed an outline that created mounting struggle for
her. I decided that she would be suffering from Postpartum Depression (PPD) and rendered a
quite clueless husband and an overbearing mother-in-law for her to seek support from. I
meditated on the explanation for Diane’s appearance trusting that sooner or later I
would find a connection between the two characters that proved the inevitability of her
presence.

As I began to write the first draft my research lead in several directions. I also analyzed a
wide variety of plays while investigating the craft of playwriting and began to identify
complications that needed attention in my own work. As well, I received regular feedback from
my peers and supervisor and the play continued to transform. Throughout the writing and
revising process my struggle to define Samantha’s action and externalize it remained consistent.
This was the greatest dilemma I faced throughout the creation of When She Was Good and

as the following chapters will reveal, it took many drafts for me to solve.



CHAPTER TWO: INITIAL RESEARCH

1 just couldn t reconcile the kind Diane I knew with the evil Diane depicted in the tabloids.

Hance and Kaplan, I'll See You Again

As I constructed Act One, I read numerous articles about the Taconic tragedy and
gathered information about Schuler herself. 1 explored research regarding women,
specifically mothers, and their increased use of alcohol as a coping mechanism. I found
many essays and books that dealt with the idealized notion of what a good mother is and
the rise of intensive parenting practices in the 21st century. I also explored literature that
discussed PPD particularly looking at material related to intrusive thoughts of harm. Many
discoveries were quite useful to my process. They often found their way into my play,
some directly influencing plot and character choices, others merely suggesting numerous
possibilities for the script.

Diane Schuler’s sister-in-law Jackie Hance, who lost all three of her young daughters
in the crash, later wrote a memoir about her experience. Losing a child is a parent’s
worst nightmare, losing all of your children because of a family member’s blatant disregard
for their safety is unthinkable. Yet Hance indicates that when she thinks of her sister-in-law,
she recalls the kind person she knew and loved and still cannot fathom that Shuler did what she
did. Hance asserts that she had never seen Diane drunk and found the idea of her “chugging
vodka in front of the kids” ludicrous. (64)

In fact the Garbus documentary not only painfully recounts the tragedy but also closely

follows a desperate attempt on the part of Diane’s husband and other family members to
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find another explanation for the accident. At one point in the film, Danny Schuler speculates that
maybe his wife had a stroke or other medical event that caused her to drink out of a bottle of
vodka found smashed in the wreckage thinking that it was water. His denial never wavered in the
aftermath. In an interview with New York Magazine months after the crash, he steadfastly
asserts that Diane was the perfect wife and mother to reporter Stephen Fishman, seemingly tired
of his interviewer’s probing questions: “““What would you do if your daughter died and you
knew for a fact that their mother was outstanding.” he asks me sharply.” (Fishman)

Interviews with Diane’s close friends reveal a similar kind of staunch loyalty. A best
friend and neighbour is certain that anyone who knew Diane simply would not believe that she
could have gotten behind the wheel drunk and high. She adds “I would put my life on
that.” (Fishman) Yet toxicology reports are rarely wrong, leading to a more likely and the most
commonly accepted theory: Diane Schuler was a high-functioning alcoholic who successfully
kept her addiction hidden from those who knew her best.

According to author and journalist Susan Cheever, this explanation makes the most sense.
In an article entitled Mommy's Little Secret: The Truth About Diane Schuler, Cheever explains
that female alcoholism is more difficult to spot as our culture has a hard time believing that a
“delicate creature bursting with maternal instincts” could have the same addiction issues as a
man. This is complicated by the fact that women are better at hiding their dangerous drinking
behaviour and are more likely to have developed strategies for doing just that as it is deemed
culturally inappropriate. (Cheever)

Perhaps society does take an old-fashioned and more critical view of women who drink

compared to men, yet it doesn’t seem to be stopping us. One only has to take a quick look at



social media to encounter one of the many memes about Moms Who Drink Wine. You can find
the term Wine Mom in the online Urban Dictionary and Toronto hosted A Very Mommy Wine
Festival last fall. As I noted earlier in my personal observations, there is no denying that alcohol
has become a big part of mom-culture and the statistics are sobering.

The Journal of the American Medical Association published a study last year that
confirmed that women in the US are among the leaders in significant increases across
the general population in categories like alcohol use and high-risk drinking. (Grant et al. 911)
They scored an 83.7% increase in the prevalence of DSM-IV alcohol use disorder over
a 12 month period in 2013 compared to 2002. (913) According to Gabrielle Glaser,
author of Her-Best Kept Secret, this phenomenon is partly the result of efforts made
by the wine industry to market its product to the housewives of the 1970s. (43) It looks like it
worked. As of 2013 women were buying almost two thirds of the 784 million gallons of wine
sold in the United States. (43) Canadian women seem to be following a similar path of
consumption. A 2015 study of our drinking habits published in The National Post revealed
that the greatest rise in alcohol use has occurred in women of childbearing years. (Boesveld)

The evidence leads us to the logical conclusion that Schuler was one of many
modern mothers who used alcohol to unwind. She became increasingly dependent on it and
eventually lost control of her ability to safely monitor the amount she was ingesting, leading
to the events of that fateful day. But why the secrecy? Why did she maintain the facade that she
wasn’t abusing alcohol instead of seeking help? I think the answer lies with the very same
reason she and many other women use alcohol in an unhealthy manner in the first place and it

has to do with the current cultural perception of what makes a good mother.



More than 20 years ago, author Sharon Hays called it “intensive mothering” and defined
it as having three components:
“1. mother as central caregiver
2. appropriate child rearing practices are child-centered, expert-
guided, emotionally absorbing, labor-intensive and
financially expensive.
3. child rearing is superior in its importance and therefore cannot

be compared with paid work.” (8)

Almost 15 years ago, Susan Douglas and Meredith Michaels termed it “the new
Momism” and described it as “the highly romanticized and yet demanding view of motherhood
in which the standards of success are impossible to meet” that was being spoon fed to the
public through Western media. (4) Dr. Fiona Green, Professor of Women’s and Gender Studies
at the University of Winnipeg, adds that these pressures and ideals are reinforced through
social institutions and interpersonal exchanges with friends, family and strangers. “A
woman’s family, friends, peers, co-workers and acquaintances also perpetuate the dominant
expectations of motherhood through their attention/surveillance and unsolicited suggestions,
and the good woman/mother standard is presented and normalized through their voluntary
remarks, advice and/or personal judgments.” (25)

Over a decade ago, I simply called it “parenting” and blamed it for the reason I felt
compelled to read numerous books by Dr. Sears and bought Baby Einstein CDs to nourish my
daughter’s mathematical reasoning at the age of 9 months (expert-guided). I recognized that this

was a very different kind of mothering compared to how my mother raised four children in the
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1960s and 70s, yet I felt it was a normal evolution. The 21st century is the age of Google after
all. We have a lot more information about how to usher our precious offspring toward a happy,
successful adulthood and we simply want to do the best job possible.

Or maybe I was simply a slave to mass media. As Solveig Brown argues in her paper
Intensive Mothering as an Adaptive Response to Our Cultural Environment, one of strongest
driving forces behind this parenting style is an economic one. “Advertising images draw on
intensive mothering norms to create an ideal of mothering perfection. These images
simultaneously evoke insecurity and aspiration, a potent combination in creating consumer
desire.” (31)

Had I, and many others like me, been absentmindedly buying into this form of
perfectionist parenting without realizing that 1 was just a cog in a giant marketing machine? I
agree with Brown that it’s more complicated than that. The many ways our culture has
changed from an increasingly competitive world, to our steady diet of anxiety -inducing
news media, have created a “ripple effect” on the expectations we have for ourselves as mothers.
(33) If one thinks of the standards we are holding ourselves to and agrees that they are
impractical, if not impossible, doesn’t this present as a recipe for enormous pressure and anxiety
that could in turn lead to unhealthy coping strategies?

We should also consider the fallout for women who leave satisfying work in order to
devote themselves to child care or pursue mom-track careers to allow them to spend more time
with their families. What about the women like Diane who return to their jobs after a short
maternity leave? I am sure some who do quickly discover that their dreams of

gender equality when it comes to child care and household duties were sadly just that, dreams.
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“When a couple chooses to have children, all gains women have supposedly made
over the past few decades suddenly vanish, as the time machine of motherhood transports us
back to the 1950s.” (5) I have to admit I chuckled (wryly) when I read those words from
Rebecca Asher’s book Shattered: Modern Motherhood and the Illusion of Equality. | am sure
the above experience is not true of all couples who have children but a common complaint
among my female friends who are parents is that they end up with the lion’s share of
household duties and child rearing responsibilities whether they work outside the home or not.

Diane Schuler was described as one of those perfect mothers who had and did it all. She
apparently excelled in her role of full-time cable executive as well as caretaker of everyone and
everything in her home. (Fishman) One has to wonder what kind of toll it took. “For many
women, the unfulfilling, stressful tasks of running a household, mixed with the regret of lost
opportunities and the loneliness of social isolation, add up to a 750-millilitre reason to
drink.” (55) I agree with Glaser that motherhood in this era whether one is working outside the
home or not is an unrealistic, unpaid, unsung and highly demanding job that forces women to
place their needs at the bottom of the hierarchy of importance day in and day out. Perhaps a
glass or two of wine is just a civilized way to cope. Yet drinking too much alcohol certainly
doesn’t fit the ideal image modern mothers wish to present nor the perfectionism they are trying
to achieve. So when it becomes too much we hide it, we joke about it on social media and
we ignore the signs that tell us it is becoming a problem: just like Diane did. The more I read
about, observed and participated in mommy wine-culture, the more convinced I became that I

was writing a play that it might initiate a useful conversation about this dangerous trend.
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At this early point in the research/writing process, I was focused on developing the
exchanges between my protagonist Samantha, the medium Melissa and the ghost of
Diane Schuler. Diane’s character was troubling and upsetting to write. As I let her emerge, I
had a sense that I had become a sort of medium. In giving her a voice in my work,
it seemed that I was resurrecting her and I wondered how the families of her victims
would feel about my play. As I continued to write Diane began to surprise me. One
of her earliest scenes revealed a very unconventional type of ghost. She was hotheaded
and impatient, probably a nod to her take-charge personality I had read about and also the
defensiveness I felt as Iimagined her speaking for her actions.

As I began to create the world that Diane was speaking from, I became inspired by the
idea that she might be followed everywhere she went by a mournful theme of music as a result of
the tragedy she had caused in life. This led to the notion that I might include a cellist to play her
theme every time she entered. I loved the idea of having a musician on stage. It is in every way
dramatic to watch and listen to live music and I felt the musical component would
differentiate her world from the rest of the play. I wanted to evoke a sense of sadness and
loss for the audience, the same emotions I encountered whenever I thought about her. The
cello’s low rich tones have always sounded mournful to me.

Melissa’s quirkiness was also unusual. It’s not every day that we run into someone
who can communicate with the dead and I gave her some colourful characteristics to fit the
bill. I have experienced working with a medium and was able to mine that for personal
details and mannerisms that stayed with me after our meeting. This left my

protagonist, simply a young mother struggling with the demands of a newborn, rather lacking.
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I turned to my research on PPD to help me define Samantha. My supervisor had advised
me that making a character struggle is a proven way to cause them to emerge more clearly for the
writer. PPD seemed a sensible choice given that the symptoms that accompany this condition,
such as low self-worth and extreme self-doubt, would directly conflict with her wish to be a
good mother. It wanted to present a truthful depiction of PPD, as studies show it remains a
condition that although treatable is missed by patients and their doctors far too often. An article
in the British Medical Journal from 2014 states that “good evidence exists that episodes of PPD
are missed or misdiagnosed.” (Jones and Shakespeare 349) A study referred to in the article
found that only 15% of 211 women experiencing PPD received medical help, had been
prescribed drugs, or had hospital contact. (349)

I placed my main character in a difficult situation at the top of the play using the
information I found in an article regarding antenatal risk factors for PPD. It was important for me
that Samantha fit into the category of PPD itself, rather than postpartum blues or
postpartum psychosis. The former is more common yet less severe in its symptoms and passes
within weeks or days without requiring treatment. (Roberson et al. 290) The latter category is
quite rare and I wanted to depict a mother that was going through something many others
suffer from to raise awareness of this treatable condition. I observed the strong to moderate risk
factors for PPD and worked them into my plot. Significant life events can be a strong
predictor of PPD (291) so I opened the play with Samantha and Richard’s move to a new
home and neighbourhood. I calculated that the move would also deprive Samantha of her

immediate social support network which is another contributing factor of PPD. (292)
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Later in the play I decided to make her relationship with her mother estranged as to
remove emotional support even further and eventually came upon “poor relationship with
one’s own mother” as a possible contributor to PPD. (Patel et al. 536) This research also led to a
risk factor that surprised me: not breastfeeding one’s infant. (536) Upon further investigation I
found a heartbreaking article about a mother from New Westminster B.C., Florence
Leung, who suffered from PPD and committed suicide in 2016. (Schmunk) A few
months later her husband posted an open letter to mothers on Facebook describing his
wife’s anxiety over breastfeeding as he felt it was one of the several contributing factors to
her PPD. Kim Chen wrote: “There needs to be an understanding that it is OK to supplement
with formula, and that formula is a completely viable option.” (Schmunk)

This tragic story seems to me to be indicative of the intense shame a mother can feel
when she struggles to live up to a standard that has been established by obstetricians for decades:
“breast is best.” (Roussy) Not to mention the “moral self-righteousness of breastfeeding
advocates” points out Courtney Jung, author of the book Lactivism . (Roussy) In an interview
with CBC News in 2017, Jung referred to the bullying that mothers who don’t breastfeed
exclusively receive from those who preach it: “They really believe mothers who don’t
breastfeed are doing damage to their children.”(Roussy) This illustrates yet another
expectation that mothers are held to, an especially harmful one for those like Florence
Leung who can not meet it. It became essential that I clearly illustrate Samantha’s
struggle with breastfeeding in the play and show the guilt she experiences because of it.

Another area of interest in my research into PPD was the presence of intrusive thoughts

of harm in those diagnosed with the disorder. I had spoken with other mothers about our early
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fears around our tiny newborns and knew first hand the anxiety caused by the thought of injuring
those fragile little limbs while trying to remove a onesie. Yet when I explored the world of
intrusive thoughts, I could only imagine the distress of a mother suffering from this horrible and
pervasive condition. It is described as “the presence of ideas about acts of infant-harm ” (Lee
and Chung 184) and it is not widely researched. In 2012, Abigail Maimon noted in her
Doctoral dissertation that there was a single qualitative study on the subject. (i) These women
suffer from terrifying thoughts and images of hurting their children similar to
those diagnosed with Postpartum Obsessive Compulsive Disorder (PPOCD) yet fall into a
subclinical category. (32) They often don’t share their symptoms for fear of judgment along
with the agonizing conviction that voicing their thoughts will cause them to give into them. (i)
Maimon also cites a study conducted in 2008 by Fairbrother and Woody which conveys
to the reader just how common this experience is. She wrote: “This study explored intrusive
thoughts of harm in women 4 and 12 weeks postpartum and found that ego-dystonic, intrusive
thoughts of harm toward one’s infant are a relatively normative experience during the early
postpartum period. Nearly 99% of participants in their study reported thoughts depicting
unwanted harm accidentally happening to the infants and just below half of all participants
reported thoughts of intentionally harming their infants.” (34) Thoughts that were reported in the
study included throwing one’s baby out the window, dropping it on purpose, drowning, burning
or stabbing it either intentionally or by accident. (32) I began to realize that my main character
was in a very personal and immediate hell and I needed to find a way to communicate this
onstage. I tried to make her behaviour reflect her terrifying obsessions yet feedback from my

peers and supervisor seemed to indicate that her journey remained internal and private. I
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continued to work to open her up through her exchanges with Diane and by having her speak
aloud her thoughts to her infant daughter.

I also ruminated upon Diane’s journey. I still had not found a reason for her visit. Why
would she contact Samantha in the first place? In addition to the information in Maimon’s
dissertation, I found a case report from 2016 where a patient diagnosed with PPD reported
“elementary auditory hallucinations.” (Latha et al. 452) This opened to me the possibility that
perhaps Diane’s ghost did not exist at all but instead her voice was a manifestation of Samantha’s
PPD.

At this point I had generated a first draft of Act One, the bulk of my play. I had
also written the climatic scene of Act Two and felt confident about where I was going with the
piece. As I revisited my outline and continued with my writing, I simultaneously
completed the course work for my Master's degree. In this work, I found myself
gathering inspiration from the plays I read during the term. I put my research aside and let
myself absorb the work of the gifted writers I was studying as I laboured on with my

own play, hopeful that it would help me to complete a solid first draft of When She Was Good.
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CHAPTER THREE: FINDING INSPIRATION

The next step in my journey focussed on analyzing the work of several established
playwrights. I read many plays as a component of my course work and was especially drawn to
works that I felt could assist me in addressing the weaknesses in my own writing. After reading
and attending plays when I could, I researched academic papers, articles, reviews and interviews
written about the works that most interested me. This chapter explores a few key examples of the
plays and playwrights that contributed to my learning process as I finished the first draft of When
She Was Good.

Ak
Braidie: I woke up this morning to this sound. This sound that feels far away one second then
from right inside my gut the next. Very pure with the potential to be extremely creepy. But before
I've even opened my eyes this other thing worms its way in and wreaks its usual havoc: the voice
of mum.

Joan MacLeod, Shape of a Girl

As I embarked on the second act, an element of my work that continued to need my
attention was my main character. [ often find myself struggling to find a voice for my protagonist
and in my experience, the secondary characters almost write themselves complete with neat and
tidy objectives while the main character remains maddeningly elusive. It would be difficult to
estimate the number of times I returned to the question “What does Samantha require?” A review

of the feedback I received from my peers and supervisor during this period proves that each new
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scene brought forth more questions regarding Samantha’s action. I set about trying to answer
them by studying several works of Joan MacLeod in order to consider the extended single voice.
Reading Shape of a Girl reacquainted me with MacLeod’s formidable skill at creating
rich character voices as well as her apt use of monologue. I began to experiment with
monologue as a way to reveal Samantha to myself and eventually an audience.

The monologue can be a valid tool for exposing a character as it can act as a running
diary of the character’s thoughts, but it tends to swallow the energy on stage unless it is
motivated by a strong desire. Braidie is the only character in Shape of a Girl and her speeches
are a confession to her absent older brother as she struggles to explain and understand her part in
the events of the play. (Wasserman 9.) When I tried to incorporate monologues into my play, I
had difficulty finding a reason for Samantha to share her inner dialogue. Her speeches were
provoked more often by my wish to reveal her than her need to divulge. For example I tried the
convention of Samantha speaking to her baby in monologue when there was no one else in the
room but I wasn’t satisfied that it worked. The speeches seemed unnatural in scenes that were
trying to convey a realistic portrait of a young mother struggling with postpartum issues.

Alternatively I began to engage Samantha with the cellist. I felt that the musician needed
to be more involved in the piece beyond a dispassionate observer. Perhaps if I could imagine
the cello as a representative of Samantha’s inner voice, then I could reveal her through a sort of
conversation between the two of them. I wanted the musician to respond to the actor
spontaneously in a musical language that Samantha could understand perfectly and the audience
would have to imagine. This was something I had not encountered in the plays I had read and I

felt it would be engaging. It was a theatrical way to illustrate Samantha’s racing inner thoughts
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and I didn’t have to be concerned with what was natural as it took the play out of the realm of
realism during these exchanges. My comfort zone stylistically is realism so I felt that this was a
good opportunity to try something new.

To facilitate these improvised responses I wrote the musician’s lines as a series of
question marks, exclamation marks, or ellipses and added an explanation as to what each of these
punctation marks might represent. I asked them to read the script and imagine responding in the
moment to Samantha in an attempt to represent a struggle with one’s own thoughts: the act
of talking ourselves in and out of things. Often we choose to ignore the still, small voice inside
that we know perfectly well is speaking the truth in favour of our blaring inner critic and I
was interested in how a musician would show this. In this same spirit of collaboration, I
did not choose the score for Diane’s theme as I preferred that the musician compose their own

theme or at least be free to choose a piece of music that resonated with them.

koskok

And I just sat there, looking at an empty fireplace. And I sat there until it got bright. I was like a
boy, you know? I couldn’t move in case something saw me.

Connor McPherson, The Weir

During this period of writing I read several of the celebrated Irish playwright Connor
McPherson’s plays including The Weir. 1 was fascinated by the powerful atmosphere he created
in this story where a group of characters gather in a cozy pub to share supernatural tales while

the wind howls in the darkness outside. McPherson’s gift for narrative is compelling and urges
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the audience to draw closer as the ghost stories grow increasingly disturbing and tension builds
to a breaking point. (Kerrane 108) Reading the play, one can imagine sitting quite still in a
darkened theatre anticipating the moment that would make the audience jump, just as the
character Finbar sits motionless throughout the night in fear of a ghostly encounter in the above
quote. I wanted to create this erie mood in my own play and also give the audience the sense of
being on the brink of some terrible occurrence, like Samantha was. I wanted them anticipating
the thing that would make them jump in the dark. I felt I had a structured a strong climactic scene
in the bathroom that would build tension but I realized that having live music on stage was
also extremely useful in creating a haunting atmosphere.

This led me to imagine that adding another instrument would contribute a richer musical
element and might also be used for the voice of the baby. I had been pondering how to manage a
crying effect with the right edge to make my audience uncomfortable without causing them to
withdraw from the world of the play (or their seats.) So I began to write parts for another
musician, a violin, which I imagined could produce notes in a higher range than the cello making
it suitable for a crying baby but also slightly different. I also liked the possibility of the two
instruments joining together to produce more complicated pieces of music. I wanted Diane’s
theme to be the tragic sound of the afterworld as she experienced it, a place of great loss and
loneliness, a ghostly hint of the sorrow she had created in life. In the scenes with the medium I
imagined a tune of anticipation, foreboding, and mystery. I knew a sound designer could produce
this kind of musical cue for the piece but it was important for me to experiment with the idea of

live musicians. I had fallen for the image of one or two of these otherworldly, possibly
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omniscient characters that responded to the story unfolding in front of them: existing in
Samantha’s mind and Diane’s place of limbo as well.

skskk
GALLIMARD: Look at me: the life of every social function in Paris. Paris? Why be modest? My
fame has spread to Amsterdam, London, New York. Listen to them! In the world’s smartest
parlours. I'm the one who lifts their spirits!
With a flourish, Gallimard directs our attention to another part of the stage.

David Henry Hwang, M. Butterfly

M. Butterfly was another play I was drawn to as I wrote Act Two. I was struck by the way
the main character speaks to the audience not only from a desire to explain himself and
confess his sins from his jail cell, but also as a sort of guide who leads us through his story. In
constructing his drama as a memory play with Gallimard as our escort, Hwang manages
to deal with a story that takes place over several years, depict the action in many settings
and reveal character through the lens of his protagonist’s memory and perception. (Street 43)

I decided to imagine Samantha as a sort of guide as well, revealing to us the moments of
the story that were most important to her and directing us to watch the events unfold on stage in
whatever order she saw fit. This would reveal character and also allow the action to move
seamlessly onstage with minimal set changes. In my experience as an audience member, pauses
to change the setting of a play can take me out of the story. I prefer to be engaged mentally in

keeping up with the events unfolding on the stage and to save my reflection for after the curtain
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call. I began to play with the idea of having Samantha address the audience directly after reading

M. Butterfly and although this convention did not appear until a later draft, the idea was brewing.
kksk

This is a work of imagination. My intention is not to exploit the events that took place on 6

December 1989 in the Ecole Polytechnique where fourteen women were murdered, or to feed off

the pain of families and friends who have been devastated, but to use the public event as a point

of departure.

Colleen Murphy, The December Man

Colleen Murphy’s Author’s Notes at the beginning of her Governor General Award
winning play 7The December Man brought with them a question for my own work. How
was | handling the fact that my play also dealt with an event that was public and tragic?
Murphy chose to depict the action of her play in reverse order to avoid exploiting the
character’s grief and letting the audience feel safe because this sad story was not happening to
them (Farfan 15). She asserted that going backward offered something quite different: “You
start to put it together, you see? This family and the family dynamics and class.”
said Murphy in an interview with Penny Farfan published recently in the Journal of
Dramatic Theory and Criticism (14). It was concerning to read her logic as it caused me to
question my own motives. Was I in fact offering a story that would make the audience feel
safe because Diane’s Schuler’s tragic story was not their experience? That was not my
intention of course. I wished to ask questions and stimulate a dialogue about many things,

from women’s addiction issues to the insanity of our society’s current ideals around modern
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motherhood. I certainly didn’t want to hurt anyone who had been personally affected by this
tragedy. Murphy’s work urged me to consider more deeply what I wished my play to achieve,
what I did not want it to do and how it could reach the outcomes I desired.

I also read that Murphy was quick to clarify that the characters in her play were fictional
when a review in the Toronto Star noted that they bore a strong resemblance to the members of a
real-life family who was also devastated by the events of December 6. (“It’s Okay”) I was
actually using Diane’s full name and locating the accident on the Taconic State Parkway in New
York where it took place. How would the family and friends of the innocent victims react if they
happened to stumble upon my play at some point? I realized this was another question to
meditate on as I continued to prepare my work to share with an audience whomever and
wherever that might be.

skeksk

These were the works that resonated with me as I completed the first draft of When She
Was Good. 1 submitted it knowing it was nowhere near finished, yet satisfied that I had found a
shape for the play that I could now go back to fine tune. After receiving feedback, I put the play
aside to rest. I strongly believe we need to go away from our pieces for a time to be able to return
with the gifts of fresh eyes and renewed enthusiasm. If the work is resting, it doesn’t mean that
the writer is. Daily writing is crucial to nurture one’s creative habits and routine and this is
probably the most important insight I gained in the process of writing this play. As the work
rests, just for the night or for a longer period, it never fully leaves one’s mind as long as you

continue to engage in the act of writing.
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Physical activity is also an important element in channelling creativity. In my experience,
exercise allows one to be more fully present in the body and frees the mind to address questions
and issues that have arisen while writing. Some of these questions came to me quite consciously
as I worked on other projects and made time for regular walking that spring, other ideas that had
formed in my second term continued to percolate on a subconscious level. In the next chapter I
will explore the many revisions I undertook over the next year that led me to the final draft of the
work, the experience of the public reading in the Alchemy Festival of 2018, and my final

analysis of the play itself.
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CHAPTER FOUR: THE EXCAVATION OF A PLAY

After the work had rested briefly but sufficiently enough to renew my passion for the
project, I began to work on revisions. The note that resonated most deeply from my last round of
feedback was the familiar question, “Why does Diane appear to Samantha?” I had trusted that an
answer would come to me and the answer came from my main character. Samantha needed to be
more active in the play, her struggle less internal. I decided that Samantha would pursue the
spirit of Diane, asking the medium to summon the ghost rather than the ghost simply choosing
to appear. This would reveal character, render a protagonist who was pursuing a desire in a more
active way and bring us to the first supernatural exchange more quickly.

I decided at this point that Samantha wanted to speak with Diane because she already
knew who she was. Rather than discovering her history during the course of the play, Samantha
would already know about the crash and her wish to hear Diane speak would come from a place
of both fear and hope. She feared that she and Diane were similar, that they were both ordinary
women who used alcohol as a coping strategy in the face of the enormous pressure they felt to be
good mothers. Yet they were flawed humans, unable to meet the expectations they had set for
themselves and alternatively, quite capable of horrendous action. She was hopeful that Diane
would give her some other explanation for the tragedy. That she might reveal an undiscovered
event from the day the accident occurred that explained her actions and somehow released her
from blame. If Samantha could exonerate Diane’s spirit, perhaps she could imagine a happy

ending to her own story. If Diane wasn’t capable of hurting a child, then maybe she wasn’t either.
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Like the protagonist Gallimard, I also desired to have Samantha in charge of her
own story, guiding the audience through the unfolding of events. I questioned whether or not
direct address was warranted given that she could already talk to the cellist as a way to bare
her soul yet the idea of Samantha as a chaperone had its hooks in me. I felt it grounded the play
in a style and structure that would make sense to an audience. She was not only telling her story,
she was the master of ceremonies. She was responsible for organizing the action on stage in a
space that had few set pieces and required the story to move swiftly from one space and time to
the next.

I realized that Samantha needed a convention to speak to the audience and I was struck
by the idea that she could be speaking from beyond the grave as well. If Diane was doomed to
wander eternity telling her story, couldn’t the same fate befall Samantha? Of course she
would have to die but that only raised the stakes, always a good thing in drama. So I
chose for Samantha to commit suicide at the end of the play by drowning. It was an end that her
daughter escaped and a choice that she felt necessary to protect her baby from harm.

I worried that the new ending would be far too dark, leaving my audience hopeless, yet |
felt it paid tribute to all the mothers struggling with PPD who had eventually taken their own
lives. If I had done my job well enough to engage the audience with Samantha to the point that
they cared what happened to her, then the ending should be affecting. Powerful plays get people
talking and perhaps my work could raise awareness around the issues I had undertaken to
explore. My mind drifted to Florence Leung, the young mother from British Columbia whom I
talked about in Chapter Two. If a play could provoke a conversation around an issue like

breastfeeding then I would feel it worthy. If it could actually encourage our unwilling culture to
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consider the harmful effects of an inflexible attitude towards it, then I wanted to be the one to
write it.

Another significant change I made was in Diane’s name. Reading Colleen Murphy made
me realize that while I felt it was reasonable to be inspired by Diane’s story, I needed to protect
those more personally involved by changing names and locations. I decided to base the story in
Canada. I also changed the name Diane to Mary as a nod to the Virgin Mary, another long
suffering figure and iconic image of motherly perfection. This religious reference came to mind
as I already had wine in the play that could be thought to represent the blood of Christ, along
with the image of baptism. These references to birth, purity and sacrifice fit very well with
my exploration of societal expectations of the ideal mother. Changing Diane’s name to
Mary now left me with two character with names beginning with M and I felt that could
become confusing. I solved this problem by changing the name of the medium to Christine.

Lastly I added the element of the Victorian seance by writing an additional scene in
which Christine reluctantly summons Mary for a second time using a table to communicate with
her. This would be an easier avenue for Christine if she wished to give Samantha another
supernatural experience without actually summoning a ghost. I felt the reference to the Victorian
era along with the thumping of the table and the haunting sounds of the cello would help to
create the unearthly atmosphere that Connor McPherson inspired me to search for. The second
seance would also give more evidence that Christine was in over her head, revealing her

character more fully and allowing for more comedic moments.

ek
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The notes I received from my supervisor in response to Draft Two were very
encouraging. It seemed the new elements worked well, but there were some areas that still
needed attention. Richard had been neglected in revisions and my supervisor directed me
again to his character as well as his relationship with Samantha. Both of these aspects had
become one-note and needed texture to make them live more comfortably in the drama.
Richard seemed so emotionally incompetent that one might wonder why they were together,
or why Samantha was seeking support from her husband at all. I needed to work on
making Richard more available if I wanted Samantha to open up to him (and the audience)
about what she was experiencing.

Although the direct address and the use of the cello as a sounding board were
both working to illuminate what was driving my main character, the reasons that led to her
final decision still were not clear. Other questions about Samantha also remained but I
noticed they were becoming more specific. Instead of hearing “What does she want?” I was
asked why she did not seek help from professional avenues rather than pursue a ghost. This
told me that I was getting closer to understanding what my protagonist required and that if I
continued to write, digging more deeply and demanding that she explain herself, eventually she
would comply.

I was also advised to consider how I released information to the audience. It was prudent
to maintain the audience’s attention by revealing a bit of Mary’s story every few pages
rather than divulging too much at the top of the play. Now that Samantha knew about the tragedy
from the beginning it became a more delicate maneuver to let the audience enjoy the mystery as
they made their own assumptions about Mary’s back-story.

In the initial conversation about my second draft we also spoke at length about escalation.

I had a strong cliffhanger at the end of Act One and a satisfying climax in the bathroom scene,
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but there was a question as to whether the action escalated incrementally throughout the play,
especially with regard to Act Two. It was logical that Samantha should be at her most desperate
by this point, her strategies more creative and her willingness to risk far greater. In some ways it
seemed she had stalled. She continued to talk to Mary, eventually getting to the point in a
roundabout way, and she persisted in her attempts to communicate her situation to Richard and
Phyllis. I felt there was more she needed to do but I was uninspired and frankly discouraged.

I had reached the point in my process where the story seemed to be firmly on a path and I
was at a loss at how to steer it into new territory. It isn’t unusual for me to be somewhat torn by
the sense that the play I am creating wants to emerge in a certain way and I am attempting to
wrestle it into a structure that I believe will work better dramatically given the feedback I have
received and the knowledge I have of playwriting. I spent some time waftling between the
conviction that I should remain true to my original vision for the work and the sense that there
were so many things wrong with the piece that it had become impossible to fix.

When 1 reflect on that part of the process now, I see it as a necessary step in creating a
play. The writer must allow the story to emerge; just as an archeologist scrapes carefully at the
ground to expose ancient bones or ruins. At the same time the playwright must strive to develop
the analytical tools and sound dramatic instincts that show her where to dig. This is a practice
that takes time to evolve and one must accept that uncertainty will be part of that journey. Self-
doubt can be debilitating to a writer and I find it takes away my ability to generate new and
exciting solutions to problems. My attempts to rewrite a path of escalating action for
Samantha felt dull and ineffectual: akin to trying to dig up Pompeii with a teaspoon. Yet there is

nothing to do but keep writing. I focused my energy at this point on addressing the other notes
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I had been given, the ones I felt able to fix, and decided to live with the problem of weak
escalation in the second act of the play. I wrote three more drafts that fall as I prepared the play
for a reading in the Alchemy Festival. Richard took shape but the question of what
Samantha required continued to haunt me.

ks

I approached the Alchemy Festival with a script that wasn’t fully complete yet it was
sufficiently prepared for a rehearsal draft. In previous workshop experiences I have brought
scripts that were in much earlier stages of development and they changed dramatically once I
was able to hear them read, answer questions and participate in the discussions around the table.
I anticipated that this play would not undergo such a transformation as I had developed it much
more fully before bringing it to the actors and director. Of course, I was wrong.

In our first rehearsal I was reminded of an elementary rule of playwriting: plays must be
read aloud to understand their potential. Hearing the play read in its entirety led me to
immediately cut the first scene. I had received a note three drafts earlier that the play seemed
to authentically begin the first time Christine and Samantha summoned Mary but I
wasn’t convinced until I heard it read. It was obvious while I listened that the play kept the
audience waiting as I set up a story that would be served better by diving in. My director Jenna
Rodgers, also a talented dramaturg, agreed and imparted a very useful piece of advice: “The first
scene is usually for the writer.” That phrase will stay with me while I move forward in my
playwriting career as I recognize that dynamic beginnings can be a challenge for me. The
cut worked beautifully and now the play began with a newfound energy that had the

audience working to catch up with the unfolding events.
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Another eureka moment came much later in the rehearsal process. I had spent most of the
process listening, answering questions to clarify character intention and scrambling to cast a
cellist. The rehearsal draft only required one musician as I had cut the violinist not long before. I
had anticipated that it might be difficult to find two musicians and that it would be easier to
produce the play if one musician could make all the sounds required. I had toyed with the idea of
searching for someone who could play both instruments but finally settled on the cello as the
most important and reasoned that a cello could probably provide the sound of a baby. As fate
would have it, we could not find a cellist available to perform. Eventually we found a violinist
who was comfortable with the element of improvising and willing to join us so that I was able to
turn my attention back to the script. I had been making small changes here and there in
the dialogue to smooth conversation, I cut a few unnecessary lines to improve pacing and worked
to clarify intention where actors were unclear. The only addition of any major significance
came when the last week of rehearsal arrived.

As I returned to earlier drafts of the play for the purpose of composing my Artist
Statement, I discovered a monologue of Samantha’s from the very first draft that had been cut. I
could only surmise that I did it when I was employing a strategy from my course work where one
goes through the piece and trims the last one or two lines from every speech to quicken the pace
and let the audience fill in information in areas that may have been overwritten. Somehow I had
cut a speech entirely in the final scene where Samantha tries to explain what she is experiencing
to Richard. It was motivated, deeply visceral, revealed her character more fully and I put it
back in. Upon hearing it aloud, I realized that it was effective in opening Samantha up to the

audience in a way she hadn’t before. It answered questions about the severity of her
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mental struggle that I had planted earlier and its placement close to the end of the play seemed
natural as a final cry for help. It also helped the actor playing Richard to find authenticity in his
response to her. Samantha’s brutal honesty provoked the fear, anger and pain that he had been
searching for. The action escalated and the scene worked. Workshops are powerful avenues for
trying out a hunch or an instinct when a moment isn’t working no matter how many different
ways an actor tries to attack it. The ease with which their performance lands after the fact is a
good indication that your changes have worked.

Thinking I was done revising, I sat down to listen to the actors one more time and was
astonished to realize I suddenly knew what Samantha required. She needed Mary to tell her what
had happened the day she drove a van full of innocent children head on into traffic. She needed
to know the truth. Samantha had been fantasizing that the results of the toxicology reports were
wrong, that Mary was not a flawed human, just like her, who made a terrible decision that led to
tragic results, but that in fact the accident was no fault of her own. Samantha required a miracle.
I changed a single line in the play, but to me it was a line of monumental significance. In
the climatic bathroom scene, Samantha simply says to Mary, “ Just tell me what
happened.” This was the question she always had for Mary. Sadly she doesn’t get the
answer she wants. Once she realizes that Mary is in fact fully responsible for the deaths of
all those innocents, Samantha realizes she is capable of visiting the same tragedy upon her
own daughter. Suicide seems the only option left.

sk
This new understanding sent me into the Festival with a great sense of accomplishment. I

had brought the play as far as I could and now I was thirsty for feedback. I sat in the back row of
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the theatre for each of the three performances, watching the audience and listening to them
carefully. My sense as | observed the audience was that the play captured and held interest and
moved at a pleasing pace. The audience seemed engaged, laughed throughout and I didn’t detect
a lot of restless movement. I could feel a shift after the climactic bathroom scene when the baby
is in danger. It was an audible expression of relief when the scene was over, indicating to me that
the tension had a strong build. At the end of the play there was a sense of heaviness that I was
unsure of. I had wanted the audience to be affected yet I wondered if I needed to offer a glimmer
of hope to the piece. It felt uncomfortable sending my audience off with nary a smile in sight, yet
I had been striving to write a play that had significant weight and this was nothing like the
comedies I had written before. It came to me in a discussion with a peer after the reading that my
distress could be a result of a need or wish to please people, an annoying personality trait that |
admit I suffer from. Upon further reflection I also think it could mean that I haven’t quite found
the ending to the work.

The comments I received were positive for the most part and I am sure some of
these exchanges were simply expressions of support. Yet when I heard “it was very powerful”
and “I thought about it long afterwards” I was encouraged that I had created a work that was
affecting. Some longer conversations were very helpful in that they inspired revisions. I also
received a few anonymous comments in a notebook that I placed on a table in the theatre and
invited audience members to respond in after the performance. The following are a few
observations and questions that resonated.

First of all, the audience enjoyed the musical element. Again and again I heard about how

the sound of the violin affected the mood of the play and especially how well it depicted a crying
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baby. One of the several written comments described it as “effective, haunting and humorous”
Another said: “the music and sideways glances were fantastic.” I had a sense that the relationship
between the violin and Samantha was appreciated because it generated a lot of laughter and I
welcomed the lightness it brought to such a heavy topic.

There was also a note that indicated confusion as to why Mary could hear her musical
theme and Samantha could not. I had received this note before and I was satisfied with the notion
that the musician in my play has the ability to live in more that one time and space: providing
music and sound to augment the action of a scene while representing Mary’s eternal theme, the
inner workings of Samantha’s troubled mind and the sound of a crying baby. In fact I was
beginning to view the music as a spiritual element in the piece, able to transform into many
things. [ realize that audience members will form different opinions as to what the music
actually symbolizes to them and that is fine with me: it could provoke interesting discourse.
I didn’t feel the need to clarify until a conversation with my supervisor inspired me to
meditate more deeply on this aspect of the work. Questions such as: “Why does Samantha
converse with the musician while Mary does not?” or “What function does the musical
theme serve in the afterlife?” are extremely intriguing to me and provoke more questions
about deeper themes in the work. What do I perceive to be the function of the afterlife itself? Is
Mary doomed to wander forever listening to her musical theme or is there a way she can find
peace? These are all valid and exciting questions that will take time and care to address but I
fully intend to explore them in the future.

The fact that the musical element of the piece was so well-received did leave me sure of

one thing: it simply worked. It worked so well that I entertained the idea of adding a violin again

35



in my final draft feeling perhaps it was necessary for the sound of the crying baby. Yet I felt
that the sound of two instruments would obscure the actor’s voices, a problem that we had to
address in the staged reading. I observed that the actors had to work much harder to project
when the violin played under their dialogue and was not convinced it would work to force
them compete with the sound of two instruments. I was certain that my instincts about the
tone of the cello were right for the piece over all, enough that I chose to leave it as the primary
instrument.

There were also several encouraging comments about the topic of the play. More
than one person wanted to tell me a traumatic breastfeeding story and was pleased to see
the subject tackled onstage. I was applauded in the written comments for writing
something “real and relatable” and my willingness to “unfold this social taboo.” A mother
shared that she “saw moments of truth that will speak to all new moms.” Someone else
thanked me for having photocopied materials available at the door that gave information
about local mental health resources and supports for mothers experiencing postpartum
difficulty. These comments indicate to me that the work is successful in its ability to
provoke discussion about the some of the darkest aspects of the experience of modern
motherhood and that audiences are willing to engage with the subject matter.

There were a few character notes that proved useful as well. A professor who
was fascinated by the role of the medium confessed that she found the character confusing. There
was some question in her mind as to whether or not Christine’s intention was to scam Samantha.
Why had she decided to warn her near the end of the play if she was simply a charlatan

looking for an opportunity to make some quick cash? Another comment intimated that the
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medium was almost unnecessary in the play. While I didn’t agree, I felt that particular comment
was indicative of a lack of clarity surrounding her intent. I went back to Christine in my final
draft and rendered a character more affected by her supernatural experience and wishing to
repent in her final scene for years of deceit as a con-artist. I also saw this scene as an
opportunity for escalation in my second act. It was a good moment to reveal
Samantha’s growing desperation.

In addition, I received a few interesting comments and questions about Mary. At
least three people wanted to hear more from her and there was a written comment that simply
said “ Clarify or elaborate on why Mary also wanted to talk to Sam.” These comments brought
me to the realization that I never had addressed Mary’s reason for speaking to Sam beyond the
fact that she was summoned and I wondered if that was enough. It didn’t feel like enough
after hearing the play read. I also noted that Mary remained strangely quiet in the final scene.
She watched Samantha take her own life rather dispassionately, only attempting to interfere
for good at the very end. Why didn’t she speak? I felt there was more for her to say and in the
final draft I let her speak. It wasn’t much, just a few lines. I didn’t want to prolong the ending
too much after my climax as that didn’t feel right structurally, but I did want Mary to clarify
how she felt about Samantha’s actions.

I also found myself questioning whether or not Mary’s interference should
save Samantha. | had a strong desire to exonerate Mary, perhaps because I empathized with
her. It is my belief that we are all broken in some way and she is simply a broken human who
acted badly, something we are all capable of. That her behaviour, combined with the perfect
storm of events, inflicted so much pain and suffering is still almost incomprehensible to me.

Yet in my feeble attempt to grasp the events of Diane Schuler’s last day on earth, I cannot
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reconcile a belief that her actions were purposeful. I must believe that if she were able to
go back and change the outcome she would. So perhaps in resurrecting her I was trying to
forgive her.

In the staged reading, Mary warned Richard of Samantha’s impending death by knocking
over a mug of tea. He rushed to the bathroom to save his wife but he was too late. If I changed
the ending and let Samantha live, Mary would have shown an act of kindness therefore
encouraging the audience to look upon her more kindly and perhaps afford her some degree
of forgiveness. If Samantha lived, it would give the ending the small sense of hope that I
was searching for, yet that action would ruin my original convention that established Samantha
was speaking to us from beyond the grave. I tried this new ending but was ultimately dissatisfied.

The conversation with my supervisor that had encouraged me to reflect upon the deeper
meaning of the music and the afterlife gave me the inspiration I was looking for. I decided that if
I had created Mary to be able to forgive her terrible transgressions, then it was in my power as a
playwright to do so. Perhaps on some level, changing her ending helps me forgive my own sins,
and encourages other mothers and struggling imperfect humans to forgive themselves as well.
I released Mary into the light indicating that her earlier confession to Samantha and the
musician had finally allowed her to escape a dreary limbo and move to a new place of
peace. I remain undecided as to whether I have truly found my ending and intend to reflect

further, but for now I have a great sense of satisfaction with Mary’s final act.
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CONCLUSION

For tragedy is a mimesis not of men (simply) but of actions - that is, of life.

Aristotle, Poetics

I learned many things about my craft in the process of writing When She Was Good.
Taking the time to properly excavate a story is both painful and beautiful, often at the same time.
A story is emerging, and it is just as important to listen to what it is trying to tell you as it is to
follow the principles of dramatic writing. Along the way, the story will take twists and turns
leaving you uncertain of the next step. A strong instinct for sniffing out useful feedback is
paramount. This was easy for me as I had an accomplished dramaturg in my supervisor, yet I feel
I further developed the inner compass that tells me which notes need attention immediately and
those that will prove less fruitful to my process. The practice of reading, attending and critiquing
plays allowed me to strengthen my analytical skills and these are so necessary for viewing my
own work with an eye for its strengths and weaknesses. It is a practice I will continue to follow
when my degree is finished. A daily writing habit that fosters a close relationship with the piece,
making time for physical activity, letting the work rest but not the writing, were also
crucial lessons learned and I feel that my final draft reflects this.

I have also learned the importance of rigour when planning a play. Looking back on
the journey, I wish that I had put more careful thought into that first simple question “What
does Samantha require?” before sitting down to my laptop. A well-developed outline with

strong structural elements and a clear line of action for each character is a beacon in the
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darkness as a writer tries to capture a story on the page. If I had noticed how general my answer
to that central question was before beginning to write the play, I may have been able to refine my
response into something more specific. Rather I set myself up to tell the story of a young
mother’s gradual and internal struggle, a difficult task for a play that I have now learned
firsthand. I was reading Aristotle at the time and I should have known better. Yet it was
a valuable learning experience for me as a writer as struggle and failure are excellent teachers.

I have now experienced a workshop with a play that has undergone many drafts, differing
from my former forays that always involved works at a much more raw stage of their
development. This led me to conclude how vital the workshop process is to new play
development. Even at a later stage in the work, until I could hear the play read aloud and watch
the actors and directors struggle with a particular moment that wasn’t working, it was difficult
for me to see what those moments were. I also feel I reached a level of clarity with my
protagonist’s action that I would not have found without watching the actress search for
her intention in the most pivotal scenes of the play. The actors and directors approached my play
with fresh individual perspectives and new questions that opened up the work and helped me
achieve a deeper understanding of how I could accomplish what I wanted to say.

The play itself is successful on many levels. It has satisfied my wish to use the story of
Diane Schuler as a starting point to explore the idealistic perception of modern motherhood and
its harmful affect on women’s mental health. Samantha just wants to be a good mother. But in
our culture a good mother means a perfect one and she drives herself over the edge scrambling
to fill a role that is unachievable. She dares not share what she really feels because only a bad

mother would think such awful thoughts. Meanwhile a glass of wine is
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never far away, yet no one comments on her drinking. Mary is the tragic example of what can
happen when denial escalates into out of control alcohol abuse. I have created a drama that can
bring awareness to the pervasive use of alcohol as a coping mechanism for mothers, an issue that
our society is sadly both undereducated about and reluctant to speak of candidly.

I have created a work that brings more awareness specifically to postpartum mental
health issues. I had never heard of PPOCD nor did I understand the prevalence of postpartum
intrusive thoughts of harm before researching for this play. The very week that it was produced
in the Alchemy festival one of the actors sent me a Huffington Post article entitled Mothers Who
Think About Hurting Their Babies Need Help, Not Judgment. It relates the story of a woman in
California who was forcibly committed to a hospital psychiatric ward after describing her violent
thoughts to a doctor during a routine postpartum check up. (Wong and Letourneau) “If you think
this can’t happen in Canada, think again” relates one of the article’s co-authors, Dr. Gina Wong,
who is currently working on a National Strategy on Maternal Mental Health. As a medical
professional, she has been witness to many similar occurrences right here in our own country.
This to me is a clear indication that PPOCD and the experience of intrusive thoughts of harm are
conditions that we need to learn about as a society to quell the shame for sufferers so that they
may speak up and obtain proper support when they do. I did not originally intend to tackle this
issue, it was simply one of the many twists that the play took, and as a result I think it could start
another much needed conversation.

Finally, I am certain that in the process of writing this play, especially in the act of
forgiving the character of Mary, I have found a way to say goodbye to the ghost of

Diane Schuler. Now I will be able to let her story rest with her, satisfied that I have
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addressed it in a way that may help others that are presently struggling with similar
issues. In giving her a voice, I have tried to encouraged mothers to speak truthfully about the
darkness in their own journeys as an alternative to pouring another glass of wine. In my
quest for artistic self-expression and growth, I am hopeful that [ have created a well-crafted,
engaging drama that will be of interest to other artists wishing to bring stories about

authentic, complicated women and their honest experience of motherhood to life on stage.
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APPENDIX A: WHEN SHE WAS GOOD
by Meredith Taylor-Parry
Characters

SAVMANTHA (30) desires nore than anything to be a
good not her but her deepest fear,the one she
cannot share, is that she has the capacity to be a
horri bl e one.

MARY (34) is a fictional character inspired by the
driver responsible for one of the nbst tragic
accidents in New York State history. After driving
alnmost 2 mles in the wong direction on the
Taconi ¢ Parkway in July 2009, D ane Schul er caused
a collision that killed seven people and herself;
four of themyoung children. Many assuned t hat

D ane, described as the perfect nother by all who
knew her, nmust have experienced a nedi cal event
that afternoon. Wen toxicology reports were |ater
rel eased she was found to have the equival ent of
10 drinks as well as THC in her system Her
husband remains in denial and asserts that D ane
di d not drink.

RI CHARD (31) is on top of the world. He has a
beautiful wfe, a new job, a new baby and they’ ve
just noved into the nei ghbourhood of his choice.
O course the added responsibilities will take
sone adjusting to but he is sure Sanmantha w || get
back to her old self once the baby bl ues pass.

CHRI STINE (39) is a psychic. She didn't set out to
be a con artist but her supernatural skills aren’t
al ways reliable and the job requires her to give
answers whether she is receiving themor not. She
is quite unprepared to neet Mary.

PHYLLI'S (54) is |l ooking forward to spending tine
with her son’s new baby and is determ ned not to
be a nmeddling nother in |law. She just wants to be
hel pful .

CELLQO BABY The Cellist will represent SAMANTHA' S

i nner voice and the BABY with inprovised sounds.
The Cellist is also responsible for MARY' S t hene
and provides nusic in response to the action of
the scene, as they tell the story al ongside
SAMANTHA. There is no score for the individual

pi eces, the nusician is asked to provide their own
nmusi c.
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Synopsi s

Samant ha, a fornmerly gifted nusician,

is determned to be a good nother but life with a
newborn is nothing |ike how she inmagi ned. Ashaned
at intrusive thoughts of harm ng her baby

she seeks help froma nmedium Perhaps the answers
she is looking for lie with the worst nother of
all.

Setting
The play takes place in 2011 over several weeks in
Samant ha’s and Richard’s new hone in a |ovely

nei ghbour hood in the suburbs of Toronto, a
nearby cafe and Christine’ s apartnent.
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SAMANTHA

ACT |

Scene 1

Li ght reveals a CELLO and a chair on a snmal
platform USL. A nusician enters, acknow edges the
audi ence and bows. They sit down, pick up the
CELLO and begin to play sonmething pretty. SAVMANTHA
enters carrying a glass of wine and sits in a
light DSR. The |ight spreads to reveal a bathtub
that she | eans against to listen. She is in her
bat hroom at hone, a place of refuge. There is a
portabl e baby bassinet and a bottle of w ne at her
feet, along with a few candles and a lighter. The
musi ci an brings the tune neatly to an end and
SAMANTHA |ifts her glass to the nusician then the
audi ence.

Bottons up. Mst expensive thing about notherhood, al
the wi ne you have to drink.

CELLO

SAMANTHA
|t

CELLO

SAMANTHA
Vel |

The CELLO represents the sound of SAMANTHA' s i nner
critic; her thoughts. Al artists have one and
SAMANTHA is an artist, even if she considers
herself a failed one. This inner voice is not

anot her version of herself, it has its own
personality. SAMANTHA and the CELLI ST should | ook
at each other occasionally when they have a
"conversation", just enough to help the audi ence
understand that they are addressing each other.

(Note to the Musician: ? - denotes a question, ! -
an expression of alarmor nmaybe anger, ... - could
be anything, use the text to help you and

i mprovise.)

is so funny.

| think it’s funny and that’s all that matters

because I’mthe one telling this story not you.

CELLO
!
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SAMANTHA
No need to get pissy.

CELLO
SAMANTHA
Yes you are. You're pissy because | don’t listen to you
anynore.
CELLO
!
MARY enters in her work blazer, DSL. The CELLO
plays a different tune this time. A nournful one,
like a funeral march. It is a short "thene" that
is played every time MARY enters. She sits at a
tabl e DSL that doubles for her work desk in its
own spotlight. She takes a | aptop out of her
briefcase and places it on the table. She opens it
and begins to work.
SAMANTHA

It’s hard to conprehend that something awful could be
happening in the sane nonent that you are just, going
about your day, isn't it? Your world renains

conpl etely ordinary and soneone el se’s just changed
forever. You have no consciousness of the pain and
suffering that people you don’t know and have never nmnet
are experiencing in this very nonent. Thousands of
tragedi es, countless tears, all the horrific sounds of
grief ... but you aren’t aware.

CELLO
?

SAVANTHA
The story needs sone background. |’ m show ng her at

wor k.

CELLO

SAVANTHA
This is how | imagi ned her.
(to the audience)
She was VP of sales, for a conpany you never heard of,
but she was very conpetent. She worked full-tinme and
had 2 little kids!

CELLO
!
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SAVANTHA
kay, OKAY. | just wanted to point out that she was
good at what she did.
(she wat ches Mary)
But what really took hold of nme, was the fact that she
was such a good not her.

BABY
!

The CELLO is also used to create the sound of the
baby. It does not have to sound exactly |like a
baby, rather it should enbody the the various
noi ses a baby nmekes: crying, fussing, burping etc.
It should not be a pleasant sound; higher pitched.
(''" - denotes crying, ! - mght be a fussy noise
: - just a sound.)

SAVANTHA

Right on cue. Can’t tell this story w thout you.

Li ghts down on MARY. She exits as SAMANTHA
awkwar dly picks up a baby fromthe bassinet and
puts it in a sling she is wearing.

SAMVANTHA

This is Rachel, she is probably the npost inportant
character but she never says a word.

BABY
!
SAVANTHA
Shhhh. Shhhhh. Atiny little girl with a great big
voi ce.
CHRI STINE enters DSL. She brings a chair with her
and sits at the DSL table with her coffee and a
deck of cards, the space is now the outdoor patio
of a small cafe. She sits to play solitaire.
Lights dimon her living roomas SAMANTHA wal ks
slowy towards CHRI STI NE then stands a few feet
away and sways her body in the famliar dance that
all Mommi es do to soothe their babies.
SAVANTHA

(singing softly)
There was a little girl and she had a little curl,
right in the mddle of her forehead...
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CHRI STI NE
(smles)
How ol d?

SAVANTHA
Four weeks yest erday.

CHRI STI NE
VWhat ? You | ook fantastic!

SAVANTHA
Not really but thank you!
(she huns then sings again)
She was very, very good... and when she was bad. ..

CHRI STI NE | ooks up.

SAVANTHA

Sorry, I'"'ma terrible singer. It calns her.
CHRI STI NE

That’ s because it rel axes you.
SAVANTHA

If | get anynore relaxed I'Il fall asleep right here.
CHRI STI NE

| renmenber those days. Lots a sl eepless nights.
SAVANTHA

Ch yeah.

Si | ence.

SAVANTHA

| wish | could think of a better song. It was playing
in the waiting roomyesterday when we went for our
check-up. Tal k about the soundtrack to hell: crying
babi es and Mt her Goose.

CHRI STI NE | aughs.

SAVANTHA
Do you know if there’ s a drugstore around here?

CHRI STI NE
There’s a Shoppers about 4 blocks that way. That’s the
cl osest one.

SAMVANTHA
Thanks. W just noved here so | don’t know ny way
around yet.
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CHRI STI NE
Wel conme! It’s a great nei ghbourhood! |1’ve been here for
2 years. Just a few bl ocks over

SAVANTHA
Oh really? It’s great.
CHRI STI NE
It is you' re going to love it.
SAVANTHA
(starts to nove on)
Well, I should get noving, she's going to want to eat
soon.
CHRI STI NE

| " m Christine.
Ni ce neeting you.

SAMANTHA
Samant ha, thanks agai n!

SAMANTHA wal ks across the stage and CHRI STI NE
wat ches her. Just as SAMANTHA is about to exit,
CHRI STINE junps up abruptly and hurries to catch
up with her.

CHRI STI NE
Samant ha?

SAMANTHA turns back and sml es.
CHRI STI NE

Look | don’t want to be like too pushy or cone off as
sonme kind of a crazy person, but |I’ma nmedium

CELLO
!
SAVANTHA
Oh.
CHRI STI NE
That’s not all | do. I"mpsychic too so | read tea
| eaves, tarot cards that kind of stuff.
CELLO
I
CHRI STI NE
| can see things that nost people can’t. Like that kid
in the novie... (funny voice) "I see dead people.”
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CHRI STI NE chuckl es. SAMANTHA doesn’t respond.

CHRI STI NE
Anyways, | don’t want to bug you so if you aren’t
interested that’s okay, but you have |ike A TON of
spirits around you.

CHRI STI NE pauses to take in the nunber of spirits
around SAMANTHA. The CELLO pl ays a creepy thene.
SAMANTHA t akes a step back.

Just thought you should know.

SAMANTHA
Ckay.

CHRI STI NE
Here’s ny card. If you' re interested in naki ng contact
wi th sonmeone who’ s passed.

Anyway, see ya around! And wel cone to the hood!

SAVANTHA
Thanks.
CHRI STI NE exits. SAMANTHA | ooks at the business
card in her hand.
SAVANTHA
| " mnot thinking what you think I am | didn't think
she was crazy, | liked her right away.
CELLO
?
SAVANTHA
And | wondered if one of those spirits around ne m ght
be Mary.

Lights dim W can hear the sound of running water
for a nonent.

Scene 2

Li ghts up on SAMANTHA in the |iving room of her
house USC. There is confortable reading chair CS
wWth a side table near by. Joining the chair are a
few piles of boxes that are placed on the stage

W th no visible organization to them These things
have not yet found their place in what is to be
the main living area of Samantha and Richard s new
honme. Yet the space has a kind of coziness to it,
an echo of what their happy famly
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life could have been. She is pacing with the baby
who fusses steadily. RICHARD enters.

BABY
(continue until SAMANTHA is seated)
I
SAVANTHA
It’s about tine.
RI CHARD
H honey, |’ m horme.
SAVANTHA
Take her, 1’ve been doing this for hours.
SAMANTHA hands the baby off to Richard and exits
to the kitchen
Rl CHARD

(cuddl i ng Rachel)
Hel l o there. What’s wong?

(called out to SAMANTHA of f st age)
| s she hungry?

SAMVANTHA
(of f)
Well if she is she has a funny way of showing it. |’ve
been trying to feed her for 2 hours.
Rl CHARD
s she wet?

(to baby)
Are you wet?

Richard feels in the baby’s diaper, then cuddles
and bounces her. The baby begins to quiet.
SAMANTHA enters with a glass of w ne. She
collapses in the chair. Rl CHARD wal ks t he baby who
gradual | y becones silent.

SAVANTHA
What are you a w zard?

Rl CHARD
| " mthe baby whisperer.

SAMANTHA bursts into tears.

RI CHARD
Aw shit, | was ki dding.

Honey? Are you okay?
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He tries to confort her while holding the baby
t he sane tine.

SAMANTHA
Nooooo.

Rl CHARD
VWhat can | do?

SAVANTHA
| don’t knoooow.

Rl CHARD
Have you eaten anythi ng?

SAVANTHA
(wi pes her eyes and nose on her sl eeve)
kay, |’ mokay I’ m okay. Just breathe.

Rl CHARD
You' re exhaust ed.

SAVANTHA
Stop it. Don't be nice, it nmakes nme cry.

Starts to cry again

Rl CHARD
Awwy. . . maybe it’s the baby bl ues.

SAMANTHA

at

| don’t know what she wants Ri chard! She seens hungry

and then | try to latch her on and she gets angry.

Baby starts to fuss, right on cue.

BABY

I
SAVANTHA

She MJST be hungry.
RI CHARD

Should we try a bottle?
SAMVANTHA

NO.

She stands and takes the baby from him

Rl CHARD

Why not ?
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SAMANTHA
It interferes with breast feeding. Renenber what the La
Leche | ady sai d? N ppl e confusion!

Rl CHARD
Sounds nore |ike something an 8th grade boy woul d
suffer fromthan a baby.

SAMANTHA
How is this funny Richard?

Rl CHARD
That was a little funny...wasn’t it?

SAVANTHA
Hand ne that pillow

He does. She tries again to nurse the baby.
Rl CHARD hovers.

Rl CHARD
(tentative)
| think if you can just bring her chin up a tiny bit-

SAMANTHA
SERI QUSLY?

Rl CHARD
l’mtrying to hel p!

SAVANTHA
It’s annoyi ng when you lurk around and tell nme what |’ m
doing wong. If you want to help nme, grow a pair of
TITS and feed her yourself!!

Beat .
Rl CHARD
Okay, I'Il leave you to it.
He exits to the kitchen.
CELLO
I
SAMANTHA

And you are NOT ny nmarriage counsell or.
SAMANTHA swi tches the baby to the burping position

and pats her back. RI CHARD cones back after a
mnute with a glass of w ne.
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CELLO

SAMANTHA
Sorry.

RI CHARD
It s okay.

SAVANTHA
Maybe she doesn’t like the taste of nmy mlKk

Rl CHARD
No way.

| s that possible?

SAVANTHA
| don’t know.

Maybe there’s not enough of it.

Rl CHARD
How do you know? What did Jane say?

SAVANTHA
She said it’s hard to tell sometines if she's
swal | owi ng or just sucking.

And | ook.

She pulls out her shirt and | ooks down the front.
Do these | ook big enough to you?

RI CHARD t akes a gl ance down her shirt.

Rl CHARD
What ' s bi g enough?

SAVANTHA
Renenber when they | ooked |ike footballs? They don’t
| ook that big to ne anynore.

Rl CHARD
They aren’t exactly small.

SAVANTHA
Maybe | shoul d start punping...

RI CHARD
Way don’t you call Jane?
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SAMANTHA

| don’t want to call her. 1’'ve called her three tines
al ready. Could you get the punp?
Rl CHARD
Now?
SAVANTHA
You can hold her while I punp.
RI CHARD
VWere is it?
SAVANTHA
God knows. One of the boxes in the spare roonf
RI CHARD
Are you serious?
SAVANTHA
Haven't exactly had tinme to unpack!
Rl CHARD
Okay, okay ... 1'Il go I ook.
He exits. SAMANTHA gets up and wal ks and jiggl es
t he baby. MARY enters in pjs with a bow of
popcorn and a renote control. The CELLO pl ays
her thenme. She curls up in the chair she has
pul l ed DS and points the renpte out to the
audi ence. Cool blue lights flicker on her face.
SAVANTHA

How | ong did you breastfeed Mary? You had to go back to
work didn’t you. | bet you punped and brought the

l[ittle bottles hone to your babies. | don't even have
to work and | still can’t feed ny baby. It is ny sole
responsibility and I’ m conpl etely inconpetent.
CELLO
SAVANTHA
(angrily)
She was a GOOD MOTHER. | don’t care what anyone says.
CELLO
I
SAVANTHA

Does that erase everything she ever did before? |If
you put everything she ever did in her |ife that was
good on a giant scale...like the ancient Egyptians

( MORE)
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SAMANTHA (cont’ d)
did...if you balanced all that good against a single
m st ake?

CELLO

SAMANTHA
But maybe it was just that ... a horrible m stake!

CELLO
SAVANTHA
On shut up

BABY
[

SAMANTHA sits and tries to latch the baby on.

SAVANTHA
Cone on, it’s right here. You can do it.
BABY
Il
SAVANTHA
JESUS!
RI CHARD enters carrying a box. Lights down on
MARY.
Rl CHARD

It was right on top.

He sets a box on the floor and takes the baby.
Come on sweet pea. Let’s go for a walKk.

Rl CHARD exits

SAMANTHA pul | s a breast punp out of the box. As
soon as she switches it on we can hear the
annoyi ng hum of the suction rhythm and the bottle
falls off the bottom She attaches it again and
hol ds the suction part up to her breast. She

wat ches and waits.
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SAMANTHA
Ri chard?

She digs for the directions, sits on the floor
reads themwhile holding the suction to her
br east .

It doesn’t work. It’s brand new and it’s broken.

RI CHARD!

Rl CHARD
(entering quickly)

SHHHHHHHH! | got her down in her crib.

SAVANTHA
(hushed)
How did you do it?

Rl CHARD
| just, put her down. What is it?

SAMANTHA
Just put her down?

RI CHARD
She was tired.

SAMANTHA
How did you learn howto do this shit?

Rl CHARD
She was tired. Is it working?

SAMANTHA
No, am| doing it right?

Rl CHARD
(chuckl es)
You' re asking ne like I should know.

SAVANTHA
Wl |l you know how to do everything el se.

Rl CHARD cones over and sits down near her. He

and

| ooks at the punp and then reads the directions.

Rl CHARD
It | ooks right to ne.

SAMANTHA
There’s not hing com ng out!
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Rl CHARD
Not hi ng?

They both watch the punp for a nonent nore. Wth
focused concentration...willing the mlk to cone
out .

SAMANTHA
Look! LOKI

Rl CHARD
| saw it.

SAMANTHA
Did you see that?

Rl CHARD
| saw it.

SAMANTHA
It was a drop!

Rl CHARD
There you go.

SAVANTHA
It’s definitely dripping.

RI CHARD
See?

You just need to be patient with yourself.
Longer pause.

SAMANTHA
Ch ny GD, it’s so sl ow

Rl CHARD
It’'s steady though, it’s a steady drip.

SAVANTHA
This is going to take forever. What tine is it?

RI CHARD
8:30. Did you eat anything? | could get you sonething.

SAMANTHA
| had toast. You?

Rl CHARD
| had a bite with Pete after work.
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SAMANTHA

Asshol e.
Rl CHARD
It was a working dinner! And the cal amari was chewy.
Si | ence.
SAVANTHA
This is not how | pictured it would be.
RI CHARD
| know.
SAVANTHA
She won’t go to sleep like that for nme. | can’t nake it
to the door of her room and she’s already crying again.
Rl CHARD
She does that to nme too.
SAVANTHA
But she’s like that all day. | feed her and she barfs
it up. So | keep trying to feed her cause | think she's
still got to be hungry and she gets nmad at ne.
RI CHARD
That’ s ridicul ous. She’s not mad at you.
SAVANTHA
| piss her off because | don’t know what |’ m doi ng.
RI CHARD
Sure you do.
SAVANTHA
Look.

She turns off the plug and unfastens the punp from
her breast, holding up the bottle so that Rl CHARD
can see the negligible anount inside.

| suck.

Rl CHARD
You suck a little at punping.

SAMANTHA
Thanks.

RI CHARD
|"mjoking. It was a pun.
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SAVANTHA
Ha ha.

Rl CHARD
You are a fantastic nom

SAVANTHA
Right. The apple never falls far fromthe tree.

Rl CHARD
You are NOT your nother. You aren’t anything |ike your
not her.

SAMANTHA
| don’t know about that. She used to tell ne how
colicky I was. How | wouldn’t settle until Dad cane
hone, sound famliar?

Rl CHARD
She was probably pissed that she couldn’t rehearse for
12 hours a day and it was all your fault.

SAVANTHA
At least there’'s no fear of that.

Rl CHARD
Come on. You woul d never be that self-absorbed. Even if
you were playing right now | KNOWyou wouldn't. You're

sweet and kind and | oving. And you are going to be a
boss at this.

Beat .
SAVMANTHA begi ns to | augh.

RI CHARD
VWhat ?

SAVANTHA
(1 aughs harder)
| thought I was going to be an earth nother...al
curled up with the baby in a fluffy bed-cocoon for
mont hs. Snuggling the days away and then preparing
beautiful organic nmeals for us with her strapped to ny
chest.

Rl CHARD
(1 aughi ng)
Jesus, you're losing it.

They |augh for a noment. When they are through
SAVMANTHA | ooks at RI CHARD.
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SAMANTHA
Do | |look the same to you?

Rl CHARD
VWhat ?

SAVANTHA
Look at ne.

He does.
Wel | ?

RI CHARD
You | ook...fine! You look tired.

SAVANTHA
s my face the sanme?

RI CHARD
Yes. You have the sane face.

SAMANTHA
| think I look different.

Rl CHARD
You' re just tired.

SAVANTHA
Maybe.

Rl CHARD
| can’t keep ny eyes open.
(yawns)
Way don’t you cone to bed?

SAMANTHA
I wll.

Rl CHARD yawns agai n

SAMANTHA
Go.

RI CHARD
No way!

SAVANTHA
"1l punp better if you aren’t watching ne. Just give
me ten m nutes and pass nme ny phone.

He hands her the phone. Beat.
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Rl CHARD

Pl ease conme to bed, | don’t want to be an asshol e.
SAVANTHA
| assure you, you are not being an asshole. Except when
you go for dinner with Pete you' re not an asshole. |I'm
ri ght behind you.
Rl CHARD
Ckay. I’mgoing. I'lIl bring her to you when she wakes
up.
SAVANTHA

That woul d be | ovely. Now go.

RI CHARD exits. Lights up on MARY who has fallen
asleep in front of the TV. SAMANTHA wat ches her
t houghtful ly.

SANMANTHA
Ri chard tries.

Mary barely saw her husband. She worked full-time and

did everything else. | think he was a bit of a prick
actual ly.

CELLO

SAVANTHA
No, | don’t tell himeverything. He’'s a problem sol ver,
Christ he’s a man! He'll insist | see soneone.

CELLO

SAVANTHA
Look | am barely hanging on here! | have no desire to

open ol d wounds, |let alone new shit. Besides we can’t
afford it right now ..even if we could when would I
have the tine to find a therapist? They' d probably want
to punp ne full of anti-depressants and that woul d be
the end of breast feeding.

CELLO
SAMANTHA
| do have a pl an.
She pulls Christine’s card out and dials a nunber

on the phone.
Ch hi. It’s Samantha here, fromthe coffee shop?

65



| aminterested. When can we neet?
Scene 3

Lights dim Wen they rise, MARY is gone. Cafe
table and chairs DSL are now part of CHRI STINE S
kitchen and an additional piece of furniture
and/ or decor denotes this new space as CHRI STINE S
apartnment. Perhaps a side table with assorted

kni ck knacks or a sinple floor lanp and a rug. The
space needs to contain an old radio and sone
candles. CHRISTINE sits at the table, listening to
nmusi ¢ and playing solitaire with a deck of cards.

We hear a knock at the door. She gets up and
ushers SAMANTHA in

CHRI STI NE
Cone on inl

SAMANTHA
Hi .

CHRI STI NE
|’ m so happy you call ed.

SAVANTHA
Thanks for inviting ne. You have NO idea how good it is
to get out of the house.

CHRI STI NE
This your first one?

SAMVANTHA
Yes.

CHRI STI NE
Thought so. Bet you could use a drink.

SAVANTHA
Oh, maybe. Are you havi ng anyt hi ng?

CHRI STI NE
It depends on how the night goes, | like to wait and
see.

SAVANTHA
That sounds prom sing.

CHRI STI NE

| never make any promises, try not to anyway. Have a
seat .
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CHRI STINE |ights the candl es.

SAMANTHA
Do you have ki ds?

CHRI STI NE
One, he’s all grown up now. Tine flies. These are the
best years so enjoy them

SAVANTHA
That’ s what everyone says.

CHRI STI NE
So you just noved here?

SAVANTHA
We did. For Rich’s new job.

CHRI STI NE
You're married?

SAVANTHA
Fi ve years.

CHRI STI NE
VWhat does he do?

SAMANTHA
Advertising. It’s a pronotion.

| decided to stay honme with the baby.

CHRI STI NE
What do you do?

SANMANTHA
|’ma nusician. Used to be.

CHRI STI NE
What do you play?

SAMANTHA
The cel |l o.

CHRI STI NE
Ch, that's nice.

SAMANTHA
| used to play the cello, but | got injured. It’'s a
long story. Anyway with the nove and the baby - this is
a new begi nning for us. W | ove the nei ghbourhood.
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CHRI STI NE
That’s a | ot on your plate.

SAVANTHA
Yes well, it’s okay. We | ove the nei ghbourhood.

Christine smles. Beat.

SANMANTHA
So how does this work?

CHRI STI NE
Are you nervous?

SAMANTHA
Alittle.

CHRI STI NE
Well first we have nmake the sacrificial offering...

CELLO
!

Si | ence.

CHRI STI NE
(1 aughi ng)

| * m ki ddi ng, bad joke! Look these things are usually a
| ot nore boring than you could imgi ne. You woul d think
i f sonmeone was going to cone all the way fromthe other
side to say their piece that they d have sonething
inportant to say! Usually they just talk about what
they see you doing in your life. They tell you things
you al ready know. Like, they nmention you went on
vacation or tell you that the rose bush in your yard
| ooks ni ce.

SAVANTHA
Wiy nake the effort then?

CHRI STI NE
Maybe to renenber. Maybe they m ss being alive.

SAMANTHA
Do you ever get bad news?

CHRI STI NE
Not usually. Don’t worry.

SAMANTHA
| " mnot having nmuch luck with that |ately.
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CHRI STI NE
Oh did | nention ny fee? | think | forgot.

SAMANTHA
. ..

CHRI STI NE
Sorry.

SAVANTHA
That’ s okay. Wat do you-

CHRI STI NE
Seventy-five.

The first session is always discounted...just for new
clients.

SAMANTHA
| didn’t bring cash.

CHRI STI NE
That’ s okay, you can pay nme next tine | see you.

But now, let’s just take a m nute. C ose your eyes.

She cl oses her eyes and breathes deeply, in and
ouuuuuut .

CHRI STI NE
Feel the chair supporting your weight and the fl oor
supporting your feet. Let nother earth hold you.

SAMANTHA suppresses an awful urge to giggle.

Pause. The radio turns to static, then cuts out.
MARY enters and stands near SAMANTHA. The CELLO
begins to play the nournful tune, after a nonent

t hey change to sonet hi ng deci dedly creepy sounding
that can intensify as the scene continues.

Anot her nonent goes by. CHRI STINE takes a sl ow
breath, in and out.

CHRI STI NE
Hel | o.

MARY
Hel | o yourself.
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CHRI STI NE

(startl ed)

Hel | 0?
MARY

You al ready said that.
CHRI STI NE

Uh, you are wel cone, in our space.
MARY

Thank you.
CHRI STI NE

Good.
SAVANTHA

Is it really happeni ng?
CHRI STI NE

We. .. we have gathered here-
MARY

Good | ord..
CHRI STI NE

W have gat hered today-
MARY

It’s not ny funeral | ady.
SAVANTHA

| s she speaking to you?
CHRI STI NE

What is your nane?
MARY

Mary.
SAVANTHA

What i s she sayi ng?

CHRI STI NE
Ckay, Mary. Wl cone.

| s there anything you have to say to Samant ha?
SAVANTHA

(startl ed)
Did you say Mary?

70



CHRI STI NE
(hi ssed)
Do you know soneone nanmed Mary who passed?

SAVANTHA
Do | know her?

CHRI STI NE
Think hard. This isn't the tine to hold back.

SAMANTHA
... 1"m..

CHRI STI NE
There nust be a connection, there always is.

MARY
|’d like to talk to her in private. Wthout your
meddl| i ng.

CHRI STI NE
|’mjust a conduit.

MARY
You're a crook.

CHRI STI NE
Excuse ne?

SAMANTHA
| amreally freaking out right now

MARY
You used to scam peopl e.

CHRI STI NE
| used to read tarot-

MARY
You made it up.

CHRI STI NE
It isn’t an exact science. Sonetines you have to
i mprovi se.

SAMANTHA
What’ s happeni ng?

MARY
Bul I shit. You took their noney.
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CHRI STI NE
Look, sonetines people need soneone to listen and hel p
them figure things out.
(hi ssed)
Who are you?

MARY
None of your business.

CHRI STI NE takes a nonent to conpose herself.
CHRI STI NE

Mary, thank you for comng. |Is there sonething we can
do for you?

MARY
You guys summoned ne. \Wat does she want ?
CHRI STI NE
What do you want ne to ask her?
Pause.
CHRI STI NE
Samant ha?
SAVANTHA
Me?
CHRI STI NE
She wants to know if you have anything to say to her.
SAVANTHA
| don’t know.../
MARY
Wiy did she want to talk to ne?
CHRI STI NE
kay! One at a tinme! Samant ha, why did you conme here
t oni ght ?
SAVANTHA
| was ... curious.
MARY
That is a load of shit, and she knows it.
CHRI STI NE
Interesting, so Mary thinks you may have had ot her
reasons.
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MARY
She has a question for ne.

CHRI STI NE
Do you have a question for Mary?
SAVANTHA
l....
MARY
Tell her | see her talking to herself.
CHRI STI NE
She saw you tal king to your yourself -
MARY
| know all her secrets.
CHRI STI NE
She says she knows all your secrets.
Musi ci an stops playing. MARY bl ows out the
candl es, she exits. SAMANTHA stands up abruptly
knocki ng her chair to the floor. CHRISTINE clinbs
under the table.
CHRI STI NE
(tentative)
Mary?

Are you there? Mary?
| think she left.

SAVANTHA
VWHAT THE HELL WAS THAT?
CHRI STI NE
Cal m down.
SAVANTHA
Is this sone kind of joke?
CHRI STI NE
Real | y? You have just had a supernatura
experience! It can be overwhelm ng... just breathe.

You' re okay. W' re okay.
Christine breathes deeply to cal mherself down.

SAVANTHA
| don’t know if | believe you.
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CHRI STI NE
Conme on. I’mnot that good an actor. Did you see the
candl es for Christ sake?

SAMANTHA
Yes.

CHRI STI NE
My hands are shaki ng!

| need a drink. You?

SAVANTHA
Yes.

CHRI STINE craw s out fromunder the table
carefully. She is still spooked. She produces a
bottl e of scotch.

CHRI STI NE
Hope this is okay, it’s all | keep in the house.

The radi o cones on by itself making them both
junp. It is not static anynore but rather a piano:
pl ayi ng MARY' S nournful tune. CHRI STINE pours a
drink for each of themwth difficulty and turns
of f the radio. They drink.

SAMANTHA
How | ong have you been doing this?

CHRI STI NE pours anot her shot for each of them and
t hey pound it back.

CHRI STI NE
For a while.

Lights dim Samantha rises, noves back to her
spotlight DSR and pours nore w ne. CHRI STI NE
exits.

CELLO
?

SAVANTHA
O course | knew who she was. | lied. Christine was
obviously full of shit too. Mary was the only one being
honest .

She wanders into the living area. Lights up as she

sits in the chair, exhausted.
| was always a big fat fucking chicken.
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CELLO

SAVANTHA
(def ensi ve)
Let ne tell you something, it is one thing to want to
nmeet a ghost and another thing ENTIRELY to actually sit
in the same roomwi th one. | renmenber thinking I'm
never doi ng that again.

The nusician sets the instrunent down and gets up
as if to | eave.

SAMANTHA
Ch here we go.

The musician continues to exit.

SAMANTHA
I’mtelling the truth! I was going to try to let it go!
The nusician is al nost of fstage and SAMANTHA is on
her feet.
SAMANTHA
ALRI GHT!
The nusi cian halts.
SAMANTHA
You' re right. | wasn't letting anything go.
The nusician turns to | ook at her.
SAMANTHA
| told nyself that | was, then | blaned it on the
dream But it wasn’t the dreamit was ne. | didn’'t want

to let Mary go.
Beat. The nusician returns to the platform sits
and picks up the CELLO They play under SAM s
telling of the dream

RI CHARD enters and stands behi nd SAMANTHA

i stening.
SAVANTHA
The Dream The begi nning was so ... peaceful. | was
standi ng on the top of a nountain peak but it wasn't
cold at all, it was beautiful. Like a spring day with
just a hint of breeze, snell of rainin the air. It was
| ovel y.

( MORE)
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SAMANTHA (cont’ d)

| had Rachel in ny arns and | | ooked down at her sweet
little face.... then | |lifted her up over ny head and
hurl ed her into the bl ue.
Rl CHARD
Jesus Sam
SAVANTHA
| can’t stop thinking about it.
Rl CHARD
It was just a dream
SAVANTHA
| was smling.
Rl CHARD
Come on it was just a dream
BABY
!
Rl CHARD
"1l get her.
Rl CHARD exi ts.
SAVANTHA
| shouldn’t be dreaming at all because | don’t sleep.
He sleeps and | listen. That’s ny job.
Rl CHARD
(of f)
Saml She smled at nme Sam You should see this she’s so
cutel!
SAVANTHA
| listen to the nonitor to nake sure the baby is
breat hi ng because if | don’t listen, she’'ll stop.
RI CHARD returns with the baby. Lights down on
Mary.
Rl CHARD

Awmv she stopped. Cone on, snile for nmommy!
He passes her to SAMANTHA to breastfeed.
Rl CHARD

| was just changing her and she | ooked right at ne and
sm | ed.
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SAMANTHA
Sonetimes you nmake it hurt so nuch Rich

Rl CHARD
VWhat ?

SAMANTHA
Not hing. | just |oved you.

Rl CHARD
| love you too.

Silence. SAMANTHA tries to get the baby to Iatch.
Rl CHARD wat ches | ovingly over her shoul der.

Rl CHARD
You going to bathe her today?
SAMVANTHA
| can’t find the baby bath.
Rl CHARD
Use the tub
SAMVANTHA

No. She gets too slippery.

Rl CHARD
Just don’t put too nmuch water in.

SAMANTHA
She's fine.

Rl CHARD
She snells |ike cheese.

SAVANTHA
No she does not!

Rl CHARD
Couldn’t you put her in the kitchen sink?

SAVANTHA
She gets slippery! | mght drop her.

Rl CHARD
You aren’t going to drop her.

SAMANTHA
You give her a bath. When you get home? Pl ease Rich?
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Rl CHARD
| mght be | ate tonight.

SAMANTHA
WHAT?

Rl CHARD
| told you yesterday, we're neeting with a new client
and | -

SAMANTHA
| NEED you hone by five. Do you realize how hard it is
to be alone until then?

RI CHARD
| told you yesterday!

SAMVANTHA
Wiy did we have a baby if you didn’t want to take care
of one? Tell ne that.

Pause. He is stung.

Rl CHARD
That was really shitty.

SAMANTHA
" msorry. Just - go to work.

He puts on a coat and begins to exit then stops.
Rl CHARD

Why don’t you | ook for a baby group? There' s probably
one at the library. Ask at the library.

SAVANTHA
Maybe.
Rl CHARD
Call Jennifer.
SAVANTHA
Way don’t you go to work and stop telling ne what to
do?
Si | ence.
Rl CHARD
"1l try for five. | really will.

RI CHARD exits. SAM puts the sl eeping baby in the
bassi net. There is a soft knocking. SAM ushers
CHRI STINE into the living roomfromthe other

si de.
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CHRI STI NE
| didn't expect to hear fromyou so soon.

SAVANTHA
| want to do it again.

CHRI STI NE
What ? Real | y?

SAVANTHA
| think maybe she has a nessage for nme. Isn’t that
possi bl e? Maybe that’s why she got in touch.

CHRI STI NE
(she digs in her bag)
Look why don’t we do sone Tarot, | brought ny-
SAVANTHA
| don’t want to do Tarot, | want to talk to Mary.
CHRI STI NE

(eyes Samant ha cooly)
Why, do you know her?

Si | ence.
SAVANTHA
No...not personally.
CHRI STI NE
Wo is she?
SAVANTHA
| don’t know.
CHRI STI NE
Look if I"'mgoing to do this, | need to know what is
goi ng on!
Si | ence.
CHRI STI NE

(starts to exit)
kay, see ya around.

SAMANTHA
No! Pl ease don’t go.

SAMANTHA notions for CHRISTINE to sit in the chair
SAM sits on a box.
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SAVANTHA
There was a wonman...an ordinary nom A few years ago
she was involved in a terrible car accident and a | ot
of people died. Children died. She did too.

CHRI STI NE
What happened?

SAVANTHA
She was driving the wong way on the highway. It was a
head on collision. | think the spirit we contacted is
her .

Silence. Christine pulls an e-cigarette out of her
purse and puts it back.

CHRI STI NE
Way do you think that?
SAMANTHA
It’s hard to explain. | think about her a lot. |’ve

al wvays wondered what happened to her that day, why she
was driving the wong way.

CHRI STI NE | ooks her over for a m nute.

CHRI STI NE
Do you mind if | vape?

SAMANTHA
| have a baby! YES | m nd.

CHRI STI NE
Fair enough.
(pops a piece of gumout of a blister
pack and chews it, thinking)
Don’t take this the wong way, but | can’t figure you
out .

SANVANTHA
Look, | know it sounds unusual .

CHRI STI NE
Unusual ? Most people | neet want to talk to their dead
grandparents, parents...or God forbid their dead
children. That’'s the kind of people | get. Then this
one lady calls ne up wants ne to try and talk to her
dead cat. That was unusual, this is really weird.

SAVANTHA
| just have a feeling that it’s her.
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CHRI STI NE
Mary.

SAMANTHA
Yes.

CHRI STI NE
And you don’t know her and you’ ve never net her.

SAVANTHA
No, but she’s on ny mnd...often.

CHRI STI NE
Why ?

Beat .
SAVANTHA
It was a such a horrible accident. | want to know what
happened to her.
She was nmy age. She had two little kids!

CHRI STI NE just | ooks at her.

SAVANTHA

And | think she’s trying to warn ne.
CHRI STI NE

VWArn you?
SAVANTHA

What if sonething bad is going to happen and she is
trying to tell me?

CHRI STI NE
Why ?

SAMANTHA
| don’t know. Maybe she’s | ooking for forgiveness.

CHRI STI NE
| guess, but why you?

SAVANTHA
Wuld you do it for ne if | paid you extra?

CHRI STI NE
Li ke how much extra?

SAVANTHA
Doubl e what you charged ne |ast tine.
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CHRI STI NE | ooks at her.

SAMVANTHA
Triple. You nane the price.
CHRI STI NE
"1l have to go away and think about it.
SAVANTHA
VWhy? | want to do it now.
CHRI STI NE
| have to think. | can't do it in the daytinme anyway.
SAVANTHA

No you have to do it now | can’t get away tonight, ny
husband is working | ate.

CHRI STI NE
VWhat does he think about this?

SAMANTHA
He's fine with it.

Christine gets up to

eave.
CHRI STI NE
Look | have to go, but I'll call you.
SAVANTHA
(pl eadi ng)
| have to talk to her Christine. Sonmething awful is
going to happen if | don’t. | have a bad feeling.
CHRI STI NE
Me too.

CHRI STINE exits. Lights dim
Scene 4

When |ights cone up they are on SAMANTHA. She
wal ks with the baby. There is a w ne gl ass near by.

SAMANTHA
(beam ng)
Today | wal ked with Rachel on the overpass.

Ta da!
| was just an ordinary nom pushing ny baby in her

stroller along the handy pedestrian bridge to go to the
park. Usually | get to the edge of the bridge and I

( MORE)
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SAMANTHA (cont’ d)

have to turn back, because | imagine letting the
stroll er dangle over the edge with ny baby in it.
CELLO
?
SAVANTHA
BUT, today was different. | got to the other side! It
felt like | was starting over. A fresh start. | wal ked

honme and everything | ooked shiny, brand new. ..and |’ m
t hi nki ng maybe you can do this Sam Mybe R ch is
right.

RI CHARD enters and SAMANTHA i mredi ately puts the
baby in his arnms and ki sses hi m hard.

RI CHARD
H there.
They ki ss agai n.
Rl CHARD

|’msorry I'’mlate, but don’t be nmad because | brought
you a surprise.

SAVANTHA
(smling)
| hope it’s wine, we're out.
PHYLLI S enters and goes strai ght to SAMANTHA. She
is dressed well, expensive but confortable for
travelling. Phyllis has inpeccable taste but she
is quite practical. She pulls a streanlined

carry-on bag behind her.

PHYLLI S
(hugs her)
SURPRI SE

SAVANTHA
Phyl lis! You' re...here.

PHYLLI S
| took a week off. When Rich called |I knew ny
conscience wouldn’t be clear if I didn't drop
everything. So | nmade a couple of calls and booked a
flight.

SAMANTHA
You didn’t have to-
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PHYLLI S
Look it’s end of term next week, ny report cards are
finished and | don't want to hear another word about
it! 1"'mhere now and that’s all that matters. Now | et
me at that angel!

She goes to Richard and deftly scoops the baby out
of his arns.

PHYLLI S
Oh ny goodness. Look at you. Ch Rich | ook, she has your
mout h. She is absolutely adorable. On I w sh your
fat her was here.

SAMVANTHA
The bed in the spare rooni s not made up
Rl CHARD
You sit, I'll doit.
RI CHARD exits with PHYLLIS suitcase.
SAVANTHA

(drops into the chair)
Phyllis the house is such a ness. W haven’'t even
started unpacki ng.

PHYLLI S
Stop it, stop it right now | will not have you
worrying about ne, I'Il get right back on that plane.

But now that | have you in ny arms how could | ever
| eave you huh? You little angel straight from heaven!

Ch Samantha she’s so cute, her pictures don’t do her
justice. She’s such a good baby too, not a peep out of
her.

SAVANTHA
She’ s exhausted, she didn't nap today. | couldn’t
settl e her.

PHYLLI S
| don't believe it. You are just perfect aren’t you?
Are you breast feeding her? Does she get fussy after
she eats?

SAMANTHA
Seens to...it’s hard to get her to latch on.

PHYLLI S

It mght be sonething in your mlk. Wat did you eat
t oday?
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SAVANTHA
| had sone toast...

PHYLLI S
That’'s all? You' re not taking care of yourself! You
shoul d be drinking water with that wine. And don't eat
spicy things, you want as plain as plain can be with a
baby. They don't |ike spicy and they don't |ike
caffeine. I knowit’s cruel but you have to watch your
cof fee i ntake.

SAVANTHA
| try to, | have tea instead.

PHYLLI S
Even with tea you have to be careful

The baby starts to fuss. PHYLLIS switches her to
her shoul der and pats her.

BABY
(Continue until she gets the bottle in
her nmouth.)

I
PHYLLI S

There there there. Sweet little angel. Wat’s wong?
SAVANTHA

She m ght be hungry.
PHYLLI S

When did you feed her |ast?
SAVANTHA

" m not sure, maybe...45 m nutes an hour?
PHYLLI S

Forty-five mnutes! She can’t be hungry already Sam
SAVANTHA

Maybe it was a little longer, | don’t renenber.
PHYLLI S

That’s what |’m here for, | can help you keep track of

things and we’ |l get her on a schedul e.
SAVANTHA

W aren’'t feeding her on a schedule. The doctor told us
to feed on demand.
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PHYLLI S
You know what you get when you feed on demand? A
demandi ng baby.

Shhh, shhhhh, shhhh. You re okay little one, G andma’s
got you now.

RI CHARD enters and goes to PHYLLIS and t he baby.

Rl CHARD
What’ s wong sweet pea? Grandma’s here to spoil you
rotten!

Did you tell Sam about the chariot?
Mom bought us a chariot. Top of the |ine.

SAVANTHA
Phyllis!! You didn't have-

PHYLLI S
Not a another word. It’Il be delivered by the end of
the week AND they are going to put it together for
you.

SAVANTHA
Thank you very much.

PHYLLI S
It’s ny hostess gift for you letting me cone stay with
you and see ny little angel. Shhh shhhh shhhh.

SAVANTHA
She didn’'t eat very nuch the last tine | fed her.
Rl CHARD
Here nom we’'ll see if she needs a top up.
RI CHARD t akes the baby from PHYLLI S and brings her
to SAVMANTHA. SAMANTHA |ifts her shirt
and struggles to latch the baby on while Rl CHARD
and PHYLLIS stand on either side of her and watch.
SAVANTHA

You can do it. Come on, it's right here.

Rl CHARD
Maybe she’s not hungry. Aren’t you hungry sweet pea?

SAMANTHA
She seens hungry...but she just can’t latch on.
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PHYLLI S
Have you tried giving her a bottle?

Rl CHARD
Not yet.

PHYLLI S
Wiy not?! | used to bottle feed you! You slept like a
dream from 2 weeks!!

SAVANTHA
W’'re worried that it mght...confuse her.

PHYLLI S
What do you nean?

SAMANTHA
The Le Leche | ady said she m ght stop breastfeeding.

PHYLLI S
Ch they are so mlitant about breast feeding these
days. In ny day it was the opposite, you didn’t breast
feed unl ess you were poor. And | ook at all the choice
t hey have now | picked up sone formula |ast night that
is good for sensitive tummes, let nme get it.

SAVANTHA

That’ s okay-
PHYLLI S

|”ve got it in nmy bag. Wiere’ s ny room Ri ch?
RI CHARD

"1l show you.

They exit.

SAVANTHA

It’s not necessary! She’ s fine!
BABY

P
SAVANTHA

Are you going to gang up on ne too?

After a nonent RI CHARD and PHYLLIS enter. They
both have a bottle of formula, she is carrying the
rubber ni ppl es.

PHYLLI S
See? You just put this right on the little bottlel
Isn’t that smart? | made sure to get the ones for

( MORE)
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PHYLLI S (cont’ d)
newborns. ..l 1l just go wash these and warmthis up. Is
t he kitchen through here?

She exits.

Rl CHARD
Yup, thanks nom

Look! This is awesone, you don’'t even need to mix it!

SANVANTHA
Ri ch.

Rl CHARD
No, just look at the | abel. Look! It says "Sensitive:
Specially fornul ated for gassy babies, bloating and
colic.”

SAVANTHA
Ri chard, when did we decide we were going to do this?

Rl CHARD
What if she’'s hungry! Maybe she’s not getting enough!

SAMANTHA
(faltering)
What if she stops breastfeeding?

Rl CHARD
You' re catastrophizing! Here, give her to ne and go lie
down! Momand | can handle it. If she Iikes the bottle
| can get up with her tonight. (takes the baby)

Can you imagine what it would feel like to sleep
t hrough the night?

SAVANTHA
(weakl y)
But | don’'t want her not to breastfeed.

Rl CHARD
(sni ffs baby)
Did she get a bath today?

PHYLLI S
(entering with a bottle of fornmula that
has a nipple on it)
Al ready to go!

SAMANTHA
She m ght not take it.
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PHYLLI S
You' || see, once she tastes that good stuff com ng out,
she’ Il know what to do. Here Richard, can | do it?

Rl CHARD passes the baby to PHYLLIS. She settles
herself in the chair with the baby, shakes the
bottle and tests the formula on her wrist.

PHYLLI S
Perfect! Now lets try this sweet angel.

Rl CHARD st ands behind the chair so he can watch.
SAMANTHA stands off to the side, marvelling at how
efficiently they have taken over.

They are all quiet for a nonent. The baby takes
the bottle easily.

PHYLLI S
See! What did | tell you. Now I'Il let her have about a
third of it and then burp her. And you have to get them
up high on your shoulder, don't be afraid to really
smack that little back! That’s the secret. Cet those
bubbl es out and they sleep like angels. Filled right up
to the top!

Rl CHARD
That was easy. Look Sam she loves it.

SANMANTHA
| can see that.

Rl CHARD
This is fantastic. Now you can get sone sl eep hon.

PHYLLI S
Yes dear, why don’t you go lie down. She's in good
hands and now you can get sonme rest. That’'s what |'m
here for.
(sniffs the baby)
She needs a bath Richard!

Rl CHARD
We can't find the little tub-

PHYLLI S
Nonsense, 1’1l use the kitchen sink. You go get it
ready, she'll sleep |like a lanb after her nice warm

bath, won’t you darling. Get it nice and warm Ri chard!

He exits.
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SAVANTHA
| guess I'1I1I-

PHYLLI S
Go to bed dear! Sleep well

W' Il take good care of her.

SAMANTHA trails out of the room defeatedly. Lights
di mon PHYLLIS and RICHARD, they exit.

Scene 5

Li ghts up on CHRI STI NE | ayi ng out Tarot cards on
the table DSL and listening to country nusic on

the radi o. SAMANTHA enters and sits at the table
with her. She watches for a nonent, she shivers.

SAMANTHA
That wind is sonething else, I'’mfrozen.

CHRI STI NE
Terri bl e.

See this card? You have a strong fermale figure in your
past .

SAMANTHA
And ny present.

CHRI STI NE
Mbt her ?

SAVANTHA
Mot her in | aw.

CHRI STI NE
Uh huh.

SAVANTHA
She | oves to be "hel pful."

CHRI STI NE
| " m sure she does.

Did you say you were a nusician?

SAVANTHA
| used to play the cello.

CHRI STI NE
Ri ght .
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SAMANTHA
Phyllis isn't a witch or anything, she’ s just doing
what Phyllis does. .. supervising.

| thought Rich had a little nore faith in ne.

CHRI STI NE
It’s here in this card, nmusic. You don't play anynore?
SAVANTHA
| can’t play anynore.
CHRI STI NE
Why ?
SAVANTHA
| fell off my bike and shattered ny hand. | had surgery
but it wasn’'t successful. | can't feel sonme of ny

fingers, so now !l can’'t play. Not well enough to
per f orm anyway.

CHRI STI NE
Did you sue hinf

SANVANTHA
VWho?

CHRI STI NE
The sur geon!

SAVANTHA
| couldn’t. Permanent nunbness was one of the possible
outcones. | thought it was worth the risk.

CHRI STI NE
That' s awf ul .

SAVANTHA
Well its not cancer. It’s just ny career.

CHRI STI NE
| guess so....

SAMANTHA
How nuch | onger do we have to do this?

CHRI STI NE
| need sone nore infornation, before | deci de whet her
|’mgoing to do this or not.

SAVANTHA
s this good enough?
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She digs in her purse and takes out a roll of
bills, putting themin front of CHRI STI NE who

pi cks them up, slides off the elastic and counts
t hem

SAMANTHA
Vel | ?

CHRI STI NE
(pocketing the noney)
kay, listen up. | need you to do what | say here,
al right? Conplete cooperation or | call the whol e thing
of f.

SAMANTHA
Fi ne. Just tell nme what to do.

CHRI STINE ri ses and begins lighting the candl es on
the side table. She turns the radi o down but not
off and sits.

CHRI STI NE
Okay, hands flat on the table |ike this.

SANVANTHA
Li ke this?

CHRI STI NE
Just lightly. Now breathe deep, in through the nose out
t hrough the nouth. And keep your hands on the table.
You mght feel it nove, but don't freak...keep at |east
your fingertips in contact with it.

SAVANTHA
kay.

CHRI STI NE
It mght shake or tip or it could vibrate fromthe
i nsi de.

SAMANTHA
Wiy are we doing it this way?

CHRI STI NE
They like it if you do things different. Ghosts get
bor ed.

SAVANTHA
But if you can talk to her-

CHRI STI NE
Shhhhhh. Just breathe. Put your energy into the table.
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Si | ence.

CHRI STI NE
s there anyone there? If there is, you can nove the
table to Il et us know.

They sit quietly for a nonment. CHRI STI NE breat hes
deeply and gives SAMANTHA a | ook to tell her to do
t he sane.

The tabl e bunps. SAMANTHA | unps.

CHRI STI NE
Mary? |Is that you?

The table bunps tw ce.

CHRI STI NE
Hel | o Mary. Samantha asked ne to summon you here, she
has sone questions for you.

The tabl es bunps three tines.

CHRI STI NE
Does that bother you Mary?

The tabl e bunps twi ce.

CHRI STI NE
| told you this was a bad i dea.

SAVANTHA
Wiy can't we do it the other way?

CHRI STI NE
Look, it’s not up to ne how a spirit chooses to
communi cat e.

SAMANTHA
But you picked the table! And how am | supposed to
under st and her answers?

CHRI STI NE
It’s usually one bunp for no and two for yes.

SAMANTHA
But what if the questions | have aren’t-

CHRI STI NE

Wiy are you being such a pain in the ass? | didn’t want
to do this in the first place, so if you want to stop-
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SAMANTHA
No, don’t stop.

| can ask yes or no questions.

CHRI STI NE
Then go ahead.

SAMANTHA
Mary, when you were alive did you have chil dren?

The tabl e bunps twi ce.

SAMANTHA
Did you have 2 children? A boy and a girl?

The tabl e bunps twi ce.

SAMANTHA
And did both your children die in the sane acci dent
that you died in.

The tabl e bunps once.

SAMANTHA
Mary, did you have a fight with your husband that day?

The table remains still.

CHRI STI NE
Are you still here Mary? Are you here?

Si | ence.

CHRI STI NE
Looks |i ke she’s gone.

SAMANTHA
Gone?

CHRI STI NE
| think she’s done talking to you.

They wai t.
See? She’ s gone.

The radi o makes a sound of loud static as the
station fades out. CHRI STINE junps out of her
skin. She gets up to turn off the radio and pours
hersel f a gl ass of scotch.
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CHRI STI NE
Do you want one?

SAVANTHA
How about ny noney back instead.
CHRI STI NE
It’s not ny fault she didn't want to talk.
SAVANTHA
You nust think I ama real idiot.
CHRI STI NE
What ?
SAVANTHA
This whole thing was a scam | knew it. Anyone can nake
a tabl e-

The table begins rattling madly. It is |oud and
erratic.

CHRI STI NE
STOP I T!

SAVANTHA
| m not doi ng anythi ng!!

She pushes her chair away from the bunping,
rattling table abruptly. Slowy the table begins
to settle down, the bunping becones nore
intermttent. Eventually, it is still.

CHRI STI NE
(throwing the bills across the table)
Take it then. Just take it! | never wanted to do this
anyway.

SAMANTHA backs away fromthe table.

CHRI STI NE
You think I’m scamm ng you? Then take your noney. Take
all of it!

SAMANTHA
| don’t want it, | want your help!

CHRI STI NE

You don’t know what you' re playing with. | think you
shoul d | eave now.

SAMANTHA wal ks sl owWy across the stage. Lights dim
on CHRI STI NE as she exits.
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AS SAMANTHA enters the living roomlights rise on

PHYLLI'S wearing the baby in the sling, humm ng and

whi spering to her.

PHYLLI S
(surprised whisper)
Saml | didn’t know you were back.

SAMANTHA
| s she sl eepi ng?
PHYLLI S
Yes. Now, | know you like ne to put her in her crib
when she’s asleep, but she is so confortable. Look at
her.
SAMANTHA cones cl oser
PHYLLI S

| always |let ny babies sleep on ne. They were so
content. They |like the novenent.

SAMANTHA
| -
PHYLLI S
| know I know, you're the nmom Here, do you want to
t ake her?
PHYLLI S takes a step toward SAMANTHA and SAMANTHA
takes a step away from her.
PHYLLI S
Don’t you want to put her in the crib?
SAVANTHA
No. She’s asl eep now.
PHYLLI S
Are you sure?
SAVANTHA
It’s fine.
PHYLLI S

Ckey dokey. Mommy’s the boss.
PHYLLI S begins to exit.

SAMANTHA
Phyl I i s?
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PHYLLI S
Yes dear?

SAVANTHA
What were you singing? To Rachel just now?

PHYLLI S
Oh that! It's a silly little nursery rhyme that’s stuck
in nmy head. You know that one (sings) "Wen she was
good she was very very good and when she was bad she
was horrid."

SAVANTHA
| know t hat one.
PHYLLI S
It’s an awmful rhyme, | don’t know what possesses ne to

sing it. My nother used to sing it to ne every single
nor ni ng when she braided ny hair. She pulled so hard it
made ny eyes water, but | wasn’t allowed to say a word,
believe ne. She was a very severe wonan.

Rachel you're so lucky to have such a nice Mommy. You
have no idea. Now off to bed. N ght night Mmy.

SAVANTHA
Good ni ght.

Phyllis exits humm ng softly. SAMANTHA wat ches her
and then stands al one on stage for a nonent.

Li ghts up on MARY as she enters and goes to her
"desk" again. She takes her laptop out and sets it
up, she is dressed for work. SAMANTHA wat ches her
as the CELLO plays her thene.

After a nonent she turns and wal ks swiftly to the
bassi net and the candles where we first saw her,
DSR. Her own light rises again as she lights the
candl es scattered around on the floor. She sits
amdst themin a nmeditative pose and takes a deep
breath. She cl oses her eyes and tries to
concentrate.

SAVANTHA
Mary?

MARY
Yes.

SAMANTHA junps. She turns to | ook at MARY who is
al ready | ooking at her.
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MARY

Now what do you want ?
Li ghts down.
End of Act One.
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ACT TWD
Scene 1
Li ghts up on SAMANTHA and MARY sitting in the sane

positions we |eft themin at the conclusion of Act
One. The nusician plays MARY s thene.

SAVANTHA

s it really you?
MARY

What do you t hink.
SAVANTHA

| think I’ m going insane.
MARY

Coul d be.
SAVANTHA

| can’t believe you re here!

MARY

You sunmmoned ne.
SAVANTHA

But | have no idea what |’ m doi ng!
MARY

The candl es were a nice touch.
SAVANTHA

Thank you.
MARY

| ncense woul d have been. .. el egant.

SAVANTHA
How does this work?

MARY
How t he hell should I know?

SAVANTHA
| would think you should know nore than | do. You're
t he one who' s dead.

MARY

Well | don’t. Dying doesn’t give you any answers
obvi ously.
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SAMANTHA
That ' s di sappoi nti ng.

MARY
Maybe for you. | could care |ess.
SAVANTHA
What is it like ... Wiere you are?
MARY
Repetitive.
She stands and addresses the nusician as she
renoves her jacket.
MARY
HEY!
SAVANTHA
(frightened)
Aah!
MARY
Do you think we could maybe have sonething a
little....livelier?
The MJUSI Cl AN stops. They begin to play sonething
livelier. MARY dances a few steps.
SAVANTHA

You scared nel!

MARY
| used to love to dance. Dad said | used to dance
everywhere | went. | danced fromroomto room | danced
down the aisles in the grocery store.

Then | grew up and stopped. Such a sad story. Every
little girl’s story is sad don’t you think?

SANVANTHA
| mnot sure |-

MARY
Sure you do. Little girls grow up and get their
periods. First the cranps then the bl ood then
childbirth if you aren’t careful. W got a raw deal
don’t you think?

SAVANTHA
| guess.
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MARY
You have a little girl, what’s her nane?

SAMANTHA
Rachel Eli zabet h.

MARY
Pretty. You gonna put her in dance | essons?

SAVANTHA
| don’t know.

MARY
Bet you will. Bet you'll buy her the little pink tights
and the tutu and the |l eotard. So danmm cute.

SAVANTHA
Mary?

MARY
VWhat ?

SAVANTHA
Do you want to tal k about...when you were alive?

MARY
No. | don't.

Now shut up for a mnute. | need to concentrate.
MARY attenpts a pirouette or equally difficult
manouver .
Shit. | used to be able to do that. Did you take dance
| essons?

SAMANTHA
No.

MARY
Wel | make sure your little girl does. Every little girl
| oves to dance.

The MJSI Cl AN stops and changes the nusic back to
t he nournful tune.

MARY
|’mso SICK of that MJSI C.

She exits. The MJSI Cl AN stops playi ng.

SAVANTHA
VWhat rmnusic? Mary?

( MORE)
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SAMANTHA (cont’ d)
Mary?

Lights dim
Scene 2
Li ghts up on SAMANTHA' s |iving room

SAMANTHA enters carrying several sharp kitchen
utensils and sone dishtowels that she sets down
one by one as she kneels on the floor. The
unpacked boxes are gone save one that is sitting
open near her marked NURSERY. There is a pai

near by. She speaks to the audi ence.

SAVANTHA
It was that easy. Who knew? | guess Christine isn't the
only one who can talk to dead people.

She scrolls through her phone and chooses a
playlist. Loud punk rnusic plays through a speaker.
The nusi ci an | ooks on di sapprovingly.

CELLO
?

SAVANTHA
No. | don't really like this nusic but it expresses the
darkness in ny soul

CELLO
!

SAMANTHA
well, deal with it.

She picks up a large kitchen knife fromthe pile
of utensils. She carefully waps it in a dish
towel and pops it into the open box. She
continues, this tine with a |l arge skewer. As she
speaks she waps nore itens and packs them up.

CELLO
?

SAVANTHA
The thought of them are keeping nme up at night and I'm
tired of worrying about what | m ght do.

CELLO
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SAMANTHA
And how do you propose | tell themthat | don’t trust
nyself with sharp objects around the baby?

No one will notice that they’'re gone. No one is cooking
anyway. Phyllis has been getting Rich to bring hone
gournet food daily.

CELLO

SAVANTHA
| know, maybe it’s not so bad having the old girl
around after all. She gets all the neals, feeds the

baby, changes the baby, washes the baby, rocks the baby
to sleep. Now if she’d just have sex wth R chard
everyone woul d be happy.

CELLO
'

SAVANTHA
You're right, that is offensive. Apparently you becone
crude when you are goi ng crazy.

PHYLLI S enters with the baby. SAMANTHA swiftly
bundl es the whole pile of utensils together, drops
themin the box and pushes it away from her.

PHYLLI S
| thought you were finished unpacki ng!

SAMANTHA
|”mjust puttering. Putting sone things away for |ater
that we don’t really need.

PHYLLI S
| thought you d be sick of boxes by now It snells like
bl each.

SAMANTHA
Phyllis, are those-

PHYLLI S
| just cleaned the bathroom | hope you didn’'t do the
bat hroom Did you? Good Lord that nusic. Do you m nd?
PHYLLI S switches the nusic off.

PHYLLI S
There, that’'s better.
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SAMANTHA
Are those flip-flops new?

PHYLLI S

| got thema few weeks ago. Aren’t they cute?
SAMANTHA

Have you worn them outsi de?
PHYLLI S

Once or tw ce.
SAVANTHA

Coul d you pl ease disinfect them

Pause.
CELLO
(amused)

SAVANTHA

The lysol spray’s under the sink in the kitchen.

PHYLLI S
They | ook pretty clean to ne

Shows SAMANTHA t he bottom of her shoe.

SAVANTHA

You can’t see gerns.

Pause.

PHYLLI S

No. | suppose one can't.
SAVANTHA

| like to put the baby on the floor for her tumy tine.
PHYLLI S

VWhat the hell is tumy tine?

SAMANTHA
You put themon their tummes. It makes them stronger.

PHYLLI S
| see. Here, take your baby. She needs her bum changed
before her "tumy tine."

SAMANTHA
WIIl you do it? | was going to put this box downstairs.
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PHYLLI S
| have to clean ny shoes.

PHYLLI S pl ops the baby in to SAMANTHA' S ar ns.

SAMANTHA
She’s nore confortable with you

PHYLLI S
Nonsense! Tell her a story.

PHYLLI S EXITS to the kitchen.

BABY
(baby fussing)
SAMANTHA hol ds t he baby awkwardly. She snells her.
She sighs. She | ooks around the room and spies the
di aper bag. She retrieves it.
She puts the baby down in the bassinet.
SAVANTHA
Shhh shhhhh shhhh.
BABY
!
SAVANTHA

She’s not stupid. She thinks I’mgoing to prick her
with a diaper pin. Thank God they’re di sposable or |
probably woul d.

BABY
!

SAVANTHA
|’msorry that your nommy’s a freak. It’s not ny fault
really. It’s probably all those bunnies I killed.

BABY
!

SAVANTHA
| was a bunny nmurderer and now |’ m suffering the karma
| have created. Your G andfather taught nme. He only
did it as a hobby. Hs real job was at the university.
He was a history professor. He net your G andnother at
the University, she taught nmusic. She is a fanobus
cellist. She also has a personality disorder.

She renoves the diaper and bundles it up using the
tape on its sides.

( MORE)
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SAMANTHA (cont’ d)

| was really good at snaring rabbits Rachel. That
probably tells you all you need to know right there. An
eye for detail and ... what? A cruel streak?

She uses baby wi pes to clean the baby up.
W'd go into the woods and find an al der bush with
branches that are about as thick as your finger...mybe
alittle nore. Then you cut a branch off the bush and
take a piece of wire, about as long as your arm and
you twi st one end of it into a teeny tiny, little
noose.

CELLO
!

SAVANTHA
Shut up. She’'s not crying, is she?

She puts on a fresh di aper.

Then you take the other end of the wire and you feed it
t hrough the tiny noose and nmake a bi gger noose, big
enough for a bunny’'s head to fit through. Then you w nd
the other end around the m ddl e of your branch many,
many tinmes. Then you have a snare. You find a rabbit
path in the snow and you | ook for a place where the
rabbits have to squeeze through an openi ng between two
bushes and you put your snare right in the mddle of

it. They put their head through and pull the noose

tight and ... voila.
That’ s how you kill a bunny.
Faby wai | s. PHYLLI S rushes in on SAMANTHA' S | ast
i ne.
BABY
1l
PHYLLI S

Good Lord Sanml That’s how you kill a bunny?

SAMANTHA
| was telling her a story.

PHYLLI S
She wants soneone to pick her up!

SAVANTHA
She doesn’t |like ne to.
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PHYLLI S
O course she does.

SAVANTHA
(stands and picks up the box instead)
Pl ease Phyllis? | have to put this away.

She exits.
PHYLLI S
(scoopi ng up the baby)
There’s nothing to cry about see? Grandna’s here.

PHYLLI S wal ks with the baby for a nonent soot hing

her.
BABY
(baby cal m ng)
SAMANTHA returns. She watches PHYLLIS rock the
baby.
SAMANTHA

My Dad told ne once that bunnies cry when they are
dying. It sounds |like a baby. But | don’t understand
how t hey coul d nake a sound with that noose tight
around their neck.

PHYLLI S
My goodness this is a norbid topic.

Are you feeling alright?
No response.

PHYLLI S
Santf?

SAMANTHA
Do you think I'’ma good person Phyllis?

PHYLLI S
O course | dol

SAVANTHA
But |’ ve done bad things.

PHYLLI S

Where on earth is this comng fron? You nust be worn
out .
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SAMANTHA

I"mfine. I"mjust feeling...a little guilty.
PHYLLI S
Sam | don’t want to....offend. It’s just that you
don’t seem yourself.
SAVANTHA
Do you believe in ghosts Phyllis?
PHYLLI S
Did you say ghosts?
SAVANTHA
Spirits. The supernatural
PHYLLI S
On | don't know. Wy?
SAVANTHA
Have you ever gone to a psychic?
PHYLLI S
| went with a girlfriend once. She loved it. | thought
it was a waste of tine. And noney.
Si | ence.
Wiy don’t you go lie down? | just gave Rachel a bottle
and she’s going to go down soon. |’Il just give her a

rock and a cuddl e.

SAMANTHA
| don’t feel tired.

PHYLLI S
(to the baby)
Mommy is so silly! She knows she needs her rest. She’s
bei ng a stubborn isn’t she?

SAVANTHA
If I say I’"’mnot tired Phyllis, I’"mnot tired so stop
telling nme to take a fucking nap!
Silence. PHYLLIS is at a |l oss for words.
CELLO
!

SAVANTHA
l"mso sorry Phyllis. I...1'm
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PHYLLI S
You' re not yourself.

SAVANTHA
|"mnot! | keep trying to tell Rich-

PHYLLI S
| know dear. Renenber |1’ve done this before, it changes
you.

SAMANTHA
Yes!

PHYLLI S
You beconme two peopl e when you have a child. You al nost
forget what it was |i ke before they arrived, when it
was j ust you.

SAMANTHA
And | have ... awful thoughts.

PHYLLI S
O course you do! It's all part and parcel of being a
not her .

SAMVANTHA
Phyllis, I"'mafraid 1’'lIl do something...wong.

PHYLLI S
Every new not her goes through it!/And we have since the
dawn of tine.

SAVANTHA
D d you?
PHYLLI S
Did | what dear?
SAVANTHA
Thi nk about hurting your baby?
PHYLLI S
| poured a cup of hot coffee right on himn
SAVANTHA
No | nean-
PHYLLI S
Didn"t | tell you that story? | was-
SAVANTHA
Yes! You told ne. But | didn’t nmean by accident, | nean

on purpose. Hurting a baby on purpose.
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Pause.

PHYLLI S
No not her hurts her baby on purpose.
SAVANTHA
Psychopat hs do.
PHYLLI S
Vll, | suppose they do and that is awful, but we're

not psychopaths. Look Sam | know what you are getting
at here. Your nother is a piece of work and it sounds
i ke your chil dhood was sinply atrocious but she
obviously did sonething right by the way you turned
out. And I know | don’t say it often enough, but I

t hi nk you are amazi ng.

CELLO
!
SAMANTHA
Thank you Phyllis.
PHYLLI S
You' re overtired and a little overwhelned is all. A new

baby and a new house, no wonder! But ny son knows a
strong girl when he sees one and | thank ny |ucky stars
that he married you.

SAMANTHA
Did you ever feel like...you were a stranger?

PHYLLI S
(alittle irritated)
Oh nonsense! Al you need is a little rest and you’ |
be right back to normal, | prom se.
The doorbell rings.

PHYLLI S
Good Lord! | neant to put a note up over that doorbell!

PHYLLI S noves to answer the door.

PHYLLI S
Hel | o!

CHRI STI NE enters nervously.

CHRI STI NE
H . |s Samant ha here?
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PHYLLI S
Sure. Cone on in.

CHRI STI NE
|’m Christine. | need to-

PHYLLI S
|’m Phyllis, the doting G andma. She’'s such a good baby
too! Not fussy at all, are you sweetheart?

CHRI STI NE

| hope |’ m not -

PHYLLI S
No, Samantha refuses to take a nap so you aren’t
di sturbing us at all.

SAMVANTHA
Hi .
CHRI STI NE
H how are you?

SAMANTHA
| was just telling Phyllis | don't feel tired.

PHYLLI S
Samantha is the only one around here that doesn’t need
sl eep apparently.

SAVANTHA
|"mnot as tired now that you and Ri ch have been
getting up with the baby.

PHYLLI S
And you were dead set against the bottle feeding at
first! Can you believe that Christine?

SAVANTHA
|"mstill breastfeeding Phyllis. Trying to.

Si | ence.

PHYLLI S
Do you want to sit down?

CHRI STI NE
Thank you.

PHYLLI S
"1l get a chair fromthe kitchen

She sits. PHYLLIS exits
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SAMANTHA sits on a box.

SAMANTHA
Isn’t this cozy.

CHRI STI NE
| had to cone, |-

PHYLLI S enters with a stool.
PHYLLI S

| hate these stools, they have no back support. You
have to get some nore furniture in here Sanant ha!

CHRI STI NE

Here, take this chair.
PHYLLI S

You don’t mnd do you?
CHRI STI NE

Not at all.

They sit. CHRI STI NE perched sonewhat unconfortably
on the stool.

PHYLLI S
You need to get out and do sone shoppi ng! Wiat do you
think I’mhere for?

SAVANTHA
| don’t know what col our to get.

PHYLLI S
That’ s easy, dark grey. It hides the dirt and goes with
everything. Right Christine?

CHRI STI NE
Sounds |i ke a good choice.
CELLO
!
Si | ence.
SAVANTHA

Christine’s a psychic.

PHYLLI S
Oh really! Now that’s interesting.
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SAVANTHA
We channel | ed a ghost.

PHYLLI S
Oh ny.

SAMANTHA
Then we talked to it through a table.

PHYLLI S
How f asci nati ng!

SAMANTHA
You told nme you thought it was a waste of tine.

PHYLLI S
| did not!
(to Christine)
| went with a girlfriend to see a psychic once. |
thought it was very interesting.

SAVANTHA
| thought you said it was a scam

PHYLLI S
Now you are putting words in ny nouth Samantha! | said
| didn’t like that particular psychic. But that’s just
ny opinion. I'msure Christine is very good at what she
does.

CHRI STI NE
| do my best.

PHYLLI S

You must have a talent for it.

SAVANTHA
She does. We tal ked to a dead wonan.

PHYLLI S
Who was she?

SAVANTHA
Her name is Mary.

PHYLLI S
| went to college with a girl named Mary. Pretty girl.
She died recently of congestive heart failure. |
suppose it couldn’t be her.

SAMANTHA

Wiy woul d soneone you went to college with want to tal k
to nme?
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PHYLLI S
| don’t know. She was a nurse, maybe she has sone
advi ce on breastfeedi ng.

She | aughs. SAMANTHA i s pi ssed.

PHYLLI S
Ch cone on dear, I’monly joking. Don't be so
sensitive.

Do you have children Christine?

CHRI STI NE
| have a son

PHYLLI S
Oh yes, now is he grown?

CHRI STI NE
Just started university.

PHYLLI S
Tinme flies doesn’t it? Well then you know all about
bei ng a new not her. Maybe you can hel p Samantha to get
some perspecti ve.

SAVANTHA
Per spective?
PHYLLI S
You worry far too nuch over a | ot of nonsense.
SAVANTHA
It’s not the 70's Phyllis. I'’mraising Rachel in the
i nformati on age. | have access to all kinds of

wonder ful information these days. Like the long term
effects of second-hand snoke on chil dren.

PHYLLI S
Samantha! |If | didn't know better |1’d think you were
trying to enbarrass ne! | haven’'t had a cigarette since

Ri chard was three years old! And let ne tell you, it
wasn’t easy to quit back then! There was no patch.

CHRI STI NE
My parents snoked.

PHYLLI S
Everyone did. And | ALWAYS rolled the wi ndow down in
the car. Most people | knew didn't bother but | didn’t
like the idea of all that snoke in such a small space.
| renmenber telling Frank that it wasn't good for
Richard. He didn’t listen to ne but | always put the
wi ndow down! And he’'s fine. He’'s healthy as a horse!

(MORE )
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PHYLLIS (cont')
It doesn’t hurt to have a vice or two, Samant ha. You have
your wine, | had ny cigarettes.

Si | ence.

CHRI STI NE
No one’s perfect.

PHYLLI S
Look at ne! | nmay not be perfect, but | can
still settle a baby.
(to the baby)
Isn’t that right Rachel? I'd like to think I’ m hel ping
out a little around here. What do you think?

SAVANTHA
(sheepi sh)
You do help Phyllis.
PHYLLI S
Vell I'"’mglad to hear it.

(to the baby)
Now, | should get you bundled off to your crib. W'l
just let these | adies chat. Here you can have your
chai r back

PHYLLI S gets up
It was | ovely neeting you!

CHRI STI NE

You t oo.
PHYLLI S

Say ni ght night to Rachel Monmy!
CELLO

!
SAMANTHA

(not ent hused)

Ni ght ni ght.

PHYLLI S

Ni ght ni ght Monmy!
PHYLLI S exits.

SAVANTHA
What do you want ?

CHRI STI NE
| couldn’t sleep last night.

115



SAMANTHA

Hot flash?
CHRI STI NE
| had a dream It was about you.
SAVANTHA
Me.
The CELLO pl ays underneath CHRI STINE s story and
t hroughout her exchange with SAMANTHA unti |
CHRI STINE' S |ine: "She was drunk.” It is a tune of
dar kness and for ebodi ng.
CHRI STI NE

You were in a parking lot at a rest stop. A wonman
pulled up in a red mnivan. She got out of the van and
she | eaned against it. She | ooked |i ke she was going to
puke.

SAVANTHA
You googl ed her/ didn't you.

CHRI STI NE
O course | did!

There was a baby in the van, in her carseat. | knewit
was your daughter because you started screani ng and
bangi ng on the wi ndows. You tried to open the passenger
door and get her out but it was | ocked.

SAMANTHA
Oh CAOVE on-

CHRI STI NE
She got back in the van and shut the door. You al npst
put your fist through the wi ndow but she didn’t | ook at
you. She just drove away.

SAMVANTHA
Bi g deal, you | ooked her up.

CHRI STI NE
| DIDN'T LOOK HER UP LAST NI GHT. After you left | had a
scotch and wat ched The Voice. Then | went to bed and
had a dream | never dream You thought she m ght have
a warning for you? This is a warning.

SAVANTHA
It was a dream
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CHRI STI NE
This norning I got up and you re goddamn ri ght
googl ed her. Mary, wong-way crash, 401-

SAVANTHA
Well don’t believe everything you read-

CHRI STI NE
SHE WAS DRUNK

Si | ence.

CHRI STI NE
She was blind drunk with 5 kids in the car and she
killed them Her little girl was the only one who |ived
and what kind of a life will she have? What do they
tell her? That her nmommy was a drunk piece of -

SAMANTHA
STOP!

CHRI STI NE
Oh ny God! Look at you!/ Defending her!

SAVANTHA
Those toxicol ogy reports could have bel onged to soneone
el sel What if the coroner nade a m stake?

CHRI STI NE
A m st ake?
SAVANTHA
Maybe she had a stroke, or an infection that caused
sonmething to...she had an absessed tooth! | read that-
CHRI STI NE
Bul | shit!
SAMANTHA

(al nost a screan
VWHY? WHY THAT DAY? YOU TELL ME VHY!

JESUS! SHE DIDN T EVEN DRI NK SOCI ALLY, WHY THAT DAY?
Si | ence.

CHRI STI NE
Maybe because she wanted to.

SAVANTHA
She didn't want to kill anybody. | know she didn’'t.
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CHRI STI NE
No you don’t. You don’t know her. You read about her on
the internet! You don’t know her!

SAVANTHA
| spoke to her |ast night!
CHRI STI NE
What ?!
SAVANTHA
| can light candles all by nyself.
CHRI STI NE
LISTEN to ne!! Don’'t talk to her!
| didn’t have to conme here. I amnot a bad person.
...l don’t scam peopl e-
SAVANTHA
Sure you don’t.
CHRI STI NE
| was a single nomand | needed the noney! | only added
in a fewdetails here and there. | never hurt anybody!

Peopl e started asking nme if | could comrunicate with
their dead | oved ones...and | figured, why not. I KNOW
how it sounds, but it gives themconfort...people need
sonething to believe in! It never did any harm

SAMANTHA j ust | ooks at her.
CELLO
CHRI STI NE

Shit! Okay, okay - it was wong and nmaybe this is ny
puni shnent, but |1’ m scared. She scares ne.

SAVANTHA
Wl | maybe you should go back to Tarot.
CHRI STI NE
Her spirit is ... dark! | let sonmething bad into your
famly... how can | sleep at night? Please stop.
SAVANTHA

(rmoving to the door)
It’s time for you to go.

After a nonent CHRI STINE stands and begins to
| eave. She stops.
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CHRI STI NE
Have you told your husband yet?

SAMANTHA grabs CHRI STINE by the jacket violently.

SAMANTHA
Listen to nme, you stay the fuck away from ne and ny
famly, or you are going to be very, very sorry that
you ever net nme.

She |l ets go.

CHRI STI NE
(shaken)
Fine. Maybe you' re just a crazy bitch too.

She exits. SAMANTHA pull a rag out of the bucket,
wings it out and begins to scrub the floor
vi gor ousl y.

The CELLO plays along with her as she cleans, an
echo of her racing thoughts that we don’t get
hear. The | ouder the CELLO the nore frantic her
actions. After a nmonment RICHARD enters. The CELLO
st ops.

RI CHARD
Hey.

SAMANTHA
(conti nues scrubbi ng)
Hey.

Rl CHARD
Who was that?

SAVANTHA
Take of f your shoes!

He does.

Rl CHARD
You just did that this norning.

SAVANTHA
It | ooks dirty.

Rl CHARD
No it doesn't.

SANVANTHA
You can’t be too careful with a newborn.
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Rl CHARD
Who was that?

SAVANTHA
She’ s no-one. She was selling sonething.

SAMANTHA | ets the rag drop and runs to RI CHARD
She grabs on to himtightly.

Rl CHARD
Hey!

SAVANTHA
Rich. Can we go away? Can we go away from here?

RI CHARD
What ?

SAMANTHA
Pl ease pl ease pl ease please Rich. Let’s get out of
here. Your nom can take care of the baby. | have to get
out of here.

RI CHARD
VWhat is it?

SAVANTHA
| don’t know how to tell you what this feels Iike!

Rl CHARD
Just try.

He hol ds her for a nonment.
SAVANTHA
Sonmething is different. I heard sonething shift. Like a
string breaking.

My mind isn t...nornal

Rl CHARD
What do you nean?

SAVANTHA
Today, | had the curling iron plugged in. And |
thought....it’s so hot. And she’s just in the other
room.in her crib..and what if I...what if sonehow...|

bur ned her.

Rl CHARD
Sanmi e, it’'s neurotic thoughts. You re tired and your
i magi nation gets the better of you. But think about it,
she’s fine! It’s not |ike she’s a toddler and she could

( MORE)
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Rl CHARD (cont’ d)
wal k to the curling iron and pull it down sonehow and
burn herself. She’'s safe in her crib. R ght?

SAVANTHA
But what if |

Rl CHARD
It’s like the floor. Look at it! It’s clean! And here
you are scrubbing away and you think she’s going to
catch the plague or sonething and she’ s not.

Si | ence.

SAMANTHA
Can we go to the | ake? We could | eave tonight. Just a
coupl e of days?

Rl CHARD
Ckay, just let ne talk to Pete. Maybe in the next
coupl e of weeks-

SAMANTHA
(she pushes hinm
| said NOW | need to go NOW

RI CHARD
| can’t! I'"msorry. | can’t right now, we're in the
m ddl e of -
SAMANTHA turns away from him
Rl CHARD

Way don’t you go to the spa for the day? Monmi s here.
You coul d go get a massage.

SAMANTHA doesn’t respond. He goes to her.

Rl CHARD
Just take a day and go shopping or sonmething. O play!!
You could play Sam Now that nomis here. |I’'ll set up
the studio for you-
SAVANTHA
No.
The CELLO begins to play again. SAMANTHA | ooks at
the musician as they pl ay.
Rl CHARD
Why not? You haven't taken it out of the case since we
noved.

121



The lights dim The CELLO plays on, over the
transition into the next scene. RICHARD exits.

Scene 3

SAMANTHA noves DSR to her spotlight picking up a

gl ass of wine. She sits with her back agai nst the
tub and takes out her phone. She dials and waits

for the person on the other end to answer.

SAMANTHA

H Dad, it’s ne.
Not hi ng nmuch, how are you?
Everyone is good. It’s good to hear your voice Dad.
| haven’t heard from her

Beat .
Dad? | was thinking about us snaring those rabbits. Wy
did you teach nme that Dad? | was only a kid.
Dd we kill a lot of then? Well how many do you think?
It makes nme sad. | regret it. It wasn’'t a very hunane
way to die! Poor little things! Did | even LIKEit? Did
you ever ask nme?

No, | guess not. | |liked being with you. Just you and
me. |-

kay. Okay, well you better go then.
kay. Okay. Tal k soon.

She hangs up the phone and pours nore w ne. MARY
appears,she is lying on her back on the floor in
her own space. The CELLO takes up her nournful

tune. PHYLLIS enters to listen on the other side
of "the door" just beyond the edge of SAMANTHA' s

spot|ight.
MARY
It hel ps doesn't it?
SAVANTHA
What ?
MARY
The wi ne.
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SAVANTHA
Yes.

MARY
Shuts up that voice. The shitty one that tells you
you aren’t doi ng enough.

SAVANTHA
Ha, | don’t do anyt hi ng.

MARY
That’s not true, you sterilize the shit out of those
baby bottl es.

SAVANTHA
(chuckl es)
| like your sense of hunour.

MARY
| Iike yours. Maybe in another tine and place, we could
have been BFF s.

SAMANTHA
Mary, could I ask you sonet hi ng?

MARY
My inner voice was a real bitch too. The kind of voice
that couldn’t stand it if a hair on a kid s head was
out of place. If their favourite cereal wasn't in the
cupboard. If the ironing wasn't caught up or the
baseboards weren’'t w ped down ..

SAVANTHA
Baseboar ds? Jesus.

MARY
Look who's talking. | could eat off this floor.

SAMANTHA
That’s the first time you ve ever tal ked about your
ki ds.

MARY
| know.

SAMANTHA
Mary-

PHYLLI S
Samant ha? Santf
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SAVANTHA
(freezes)
Yes?

PHYLLI S
| s Rachel in there with you?

| thought | mght take her for a wal k.

SAVANTHA
| thought you were |ying down?
PHYLLI S
| was too restless. Wre you....l thought | heard you
tal ki ng? Were you on the phone?
SAVANTHA
Yes. Rich was just checking in.
PHYLLI S
kay....well..
SAVANTHA
Maybe | ater?
PHYLLI S
Yes?
SAVANTHA
She’ s sound asl eep, what about later...for the wal k?
PHYLLI S
Al right.
Well, I guess I'll just go nake a cup of tea. Do you
want one?
SAVANTHA
No t hanks.
PHYLLI S takes a few steps then cones back.
PHYLLI S
Can | get you anything el se?
SAVANTHA
No.

PHYLLI S exits, her concern show ng. SAVMANTHA
listens for a nonent to be sure she is gone.
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MARY
At | east you have Phyllis.

SAVANTHA
Can we tal k about -
MARY
Way didn’t your Mom come?
SAVANTHA
W don’t...we would kill each other to tell you the
truth.
MARY

| didn’t even tell ny Mother | was having a baby.
CELLO pl ays nore passionately, |ouder.

SAMANTHA
Mary, | wanted to ask you-

MARY junps to her feet. She is angry, threatening.

MARY
Pl ay sonething different!

MUSI Cl AN st ops and | ook at MARY. Then they
continue the sane nournful tune fromthe
begi nni ng, quietly again.

SAVANTHA
(alittle frightened)

Who are you tal king to?

MARY
(pacing violently)
Can’t you hear ny nusic?

SAMANTHA
No

MARY
It follows nme everywhere. The sanme tune over and over.

SANVANTHA
VWhere does it cone fronf

MARY
| don’t know.
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SAMANTHA
Does everyone have a song?

MARY

How woul d I know?! 1’ve never seen anyone!
SAVANTHA

| kind of |like that idea. That everyone has a song.
MARY

|’ m sure you do, dunbass.

SAMANTHA chuckl es.

MARY

What’ s so funny?

SAVANTHA
You're such a bitch

MARY
Part of ny charm

SAVANTHA
Yeah. You're a real people person.

MARY
What can | say? Eternity nakes you crusty.

SAMANTHA
| guess it’s not for everyone.

MARY st ops paci ng and | aughs out |oud. PHYLLIS
enters tentatively. She cones to the edge of the
spotlight and listens.

SAVANTHA
VWhat’'s it |ike?

MARY
What ?

SAMANTHA
Deat h.

MARY
Enmpty. And endl ess.

SAMVANTHA
Jesus, you're painting a bleak picture.
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MARY
What did you expect?

SAVANTHA

| expected...others | guess.
MARY

| don’t m nd being al one.
SAVANTHA

You can see ne though.
MARY

Yup.

Si | ence.

SAVANTHA

Can | ask you a question?/
PHYLLI S

Sanmant ha?
SAVANTHA

Yes?
PHYLLI S

You' ve been in there a long tine, are you alright dear?
MARY

| can’t see Phyllis, but | can hear her.
SAVANTHA

| " m havi ng a bat h.
PHYLLI S

| didn’t hear the water running.
MARY

She sounds |ike the type that dresses nice. Does she?

SAVANTHA
| didn’t run the water yet. Just...going to now.

PHYLLI S
| thought | heard you talking..

SAMANTHA turns with her back to the audi ence and

bends down to turn on the tap. W can hear the
water begin to run into the tub
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SAMANTHA
Can’t hear you Phyllis!

MARY

Ni ce sweater..... linen pants...
PHYLLI S

Do you want ne to take Rachel now?
SAVANTHA

W' re FI NE!
PHYLLI S

Ckay.

PHYLLI S exits agai n, uncertain.

MARY

| hate ironing.

SAMANTHA
Is that really what you want to tal k about? You cane
all the way fromthe other side to talk about Phyllis's
i nen pants?

MARY
Ha | was right. They are |inen.
SAVANTHA
Mar y-
MARY
(suddenly irritated)
What ?!
(m m cking her)
Mary? Mary?

Spit it out! What is it?
Beat .

SAVANTHA
| know who you are.

MARY
Good for you

SAMANTHA
| know about the acci dent.
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There is a deadly silence. MARY cones cl oser, eyes
bl azi ng. The nusic changes and

hei ghtens. .. sonet hi ng sharp, atonal and

di sturbi ng. Maybe an echo effect on the CELLO
woul d be enough. Her attack is vicious.

MARY
Fuck you.

SAVANTHA
You caused an acci dent .

MARY
You’'re no better than ne.

SAVANTHA
On the 401. Eight people died. Children-

MARY
| was TWCE the nother you are. You aren’t fooling
anyone. Don’t you think she knows?
Babies can tell. You don’'t even LIKE her!

SANVANTHA
That' s not true!/

MARY
You don’t even want to be around her! She cries when
you hol d her because she knows what you’ re thinking!
She can tell that you' re going to hurt her. You re a
HORRI BLE MOTHER

SAMANTHA weeps.

MARY
YOU RE SICK. A real SICKO

| was a good nother. Such a good not her.

Look at ny nother. Selfish bitch. I was only nine years
ol d when she left.

| gave them everything. They got all of ny LOVE. And
that counts for sonething nore than ONE day. There was
sonething wong with ne that day. My head hurt.

SAMANTHA
JUST TELL ME VWHAT HAPPENED!

The MJUSI Cl AN stops at once.
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MARY
Shut your nmouth. |’ mdancing now, | want to dance.

MARY is frantic. She runs and | eaps from one side
of the spotlight to the other. There is no nusic.
She tries to pirouette, but stunbles and

col | apses. The baby starts to cry. SAMANTHA sobs.

BABY
!

SAVANTHA
Please tell me it was a m stake. That the toxicol ogy
reports were wong. That you had a stroke and took the
wrong exit by accident. Please tell ne that’s what

happened.
RI CHARD enters SL and crosses swiftly with PHYLLIS
foll ow ng.
PHYLLI S
(frantic)

She said she was on the phone with you.

RI CHARD stops at the other side of the door at the
edge of the spotlight. He tries the doorknob.

Rl CHARD
It’s | ocked.

BABY

PHYLLI S
Oh ny God Richard! | can hear the baby!

Rl CHARD
Sanf? Sam honey, are you alright?

SAMANTHA pi cks up the baby woodenly. She turns and
stands with her back to us. She bends and with one
hand and adjusts the tap to turn off the water. W
hear the water stop, the tap drips loudly as MARY
speaks. SAMANTHA strai ghtens and stands very
still, listening to MARY struggle to tell her
story between gasps for breath. Every single word
costs her, it’s excruciating to watch.

MARY
| ... don't ....renenber

( MORE)
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MARY (cont’d)
head

hurt.

RI CHARD
Samant ha?

CELLO

MARY turns and addresses the MJSI Cl AN.

MARY
| was .... standing at the back ... of the van.

Hi ding fromthe kids.. looking... at the ..
licence plate.

Rl CHARD
Samant ha open the door!

MARY
|  threw up.

Rl CHARD
Samant ha | can hear the baby crying! Wat’'s going on?

MARY
| thought | could handle it.

It wasn’t that nuch! | really didn't think I put in too
much. |1’ m al ways an EXCELLENT driver. But ny head hurt.

| could only taste the orange juice, | swear to GOD
She writhes in agony.

Rl CHARD
Samant ha you are scaring ne open the goddamm door!

MARY rises slowy, she weeps. SAMANTHA does t oo,
she weeps for MARY

MARY
| was just trying to get hone. | never wanted to hurt
them Those sweet little faces. Those | ong dark
eyel ashes, red cheeks, white baby teeth...they were
singing to ne. | can see themso clearly! Like little
angel s. They | aughed and | aughed and then they stopped.
And by then | couldn't see.

( MORE)
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MARY (cont’d)
| don’t remenber.

CELLO
Rl CHARD
SAM
Rl CHARD begins to throw his wei ght against the
door, trying to bash his way in.
SAVANTHA

You’ ve cone here to stop ne.
Si | ence.

MARY is conpletely broken. Al the fire is gone.
She speaks in a dull, robotic voice.

MARY
How woul d I stop you? No one stopped ne.

SAMANTHA
But | need your hel p!

MARY
| can’t hel p anyone anynore.
She’s too little to go in the tub.

MARY exits. SAMANTHA, still weeping, |ooks at the
baby in her arns as if for the first tine.

SAVANTHA
Fucki ng al coholic! | don’'t need your help!
SAMANTHA swi ftly bends forward and places the
baby in the water. The wail of the CELLO
escal ates. The baby is clearly in distress. She
backs away and watches it.
CELLO
I
Rl CHARD
SAMANTHA! !

Rl CHARD ki cks the door open and he and PHYLLI S
charge in. They take in the room the enpty

bassi net and SAMANTHA staring at themin surprise.
RI CHARD rushes to the tub and i mrediately scoops
the baby up out of the water and holds it to him
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PHYLLI S
Oh ny God. Ch ny God.

Rl CHARD
She’ s okay. She’s okay.

He spins and stares at SAVANTHA
What the hell is going on?

SAVANTHA
" m gi ving her a bath.

The CELLO trails off. Lights down.
Scene 3

It is the next norning. Richard and Samant ha sit
inthe living room It is early. Cheerful norning
sunshi ne nakes its way into the space |eaving a
wi ndow shape of light on the floor. A windowis
open and we can hear the sounds of a city waking
up. The tone is fresh and hopeful .

SAVANTHA
It’s a beautiful day. Your nother took Rachel out.

Si | ence.
| hope she renmenbered sun screen.

Rl CHARD
Santf?

SAVANTHA
We need to get sonme curtains up in here so that the
furniture doesn’'t fade with the sun. There’'s so many
W ndows.

W need to get furniture.

Rl CHARD
Wiy didn’t you tell me what was goi ng on?

SAVANTHA
You don’t believe in ghosts.

Rl CHARD
Chost s? What ghosts?

SAVANTHA
Mary.
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Rl CHARD
Way did you put Rachel in the tub like that?

SAVANTHA
It wasn’t that deep

Rl CHARD
You were on the other side of the bathroom

SAVANTHA
| didn’t want to drop her.

Rl CHARD
You know she’'s too little.

SAVANTHA
That’ s what Mary said

Sil ence. RICHARD puts his head in his hands.

Rl CHARD
Who the fuck is Mary?

SAVANTHA
Do you renenber that big accident on the 401? CGuess it
was...two years ago. W saw it on TV. It ran across the
bottom of the screen: "Wong Way Crash kills 8." And
you sai d, "How coul d t hat happen?"

RI CHARD
| don’t renenber.

SAMANTHA
She was on TV, on the cover of every mmgazi ne, every
newspaper: a big smling picture of her. The headlines
sai d: "HOW COULD SHE?"

| renmenber thinking so that’s what evil |ooks |ike. She
| ooks just like ne.

Rl CHARD
You' re scaring the hell out of ne right now

SAMANTHA
| know.

Rl CHARD
| don’t know what any of this neans.

SAMANTHA
| think I’ m beginning to understand.
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Rl CHARD

Can you explain it to ne?

SAVANTHA
| don’t want to hurt our baby-

RI CHARD
You woul dn’ t/ hurt her.

SAVANTHA
| know that’s what you-

Rl CHARD
| know you!

SAVANTHA
But 1" m not ne.

Rl CHARD
What does that nean?

SAVANTHA
Just |isten!

Rl CHARD
| am

SAVANTHA
Li sten hard. Ckay?

Rl CHARD
Ckay.

SAVANTHA
| amin a fog right now Rich and it’s so dense and so
thick I could choke onit. I can’'t find ny way out and
| don’t knowif I’mever going to find nyself again,
|’mlost. | thought Mary could | ead me back. That she
could break through the nurk and snap nme out of it. As
long as | had her near, like a warning, | wouldn't do
anyt hing bad. | have bad thoughts Rich. Al the tine. |
see the stairs and | have to grip Rachel tighter. Don’t
do it Sam don’'t do it. You Il crush her tiny skull in.

| sit with her
my thunb pressing i

in this chair and all |

can imagine is

nto her fontanelle. | can see that

soft downy hair and the crust fromher cradle cap and |

t hi nk, what woul d happen if |

My thunb sinking in al
Rl CHARD
STOP IT! That's BULLSHI T!

Samant ha. And this

pressed a little harder?
the way up to the knuckl e-

You are ny wfe,
S...you' re depressed!

you are
But you are

going to talk to sonmeone and we are going to figure
( MORE)
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Rl CHARD (cont’ d)
this out. There's prograns and supports and nedi cati on,
if we have to. W’'ll find a good doctor that’s the
first thing...you have to talk to soneone.

Si | ence.

Rl CHARD
Ckay?

SAVANTHA
kay.

Rl CHARD
Mom can stay | onger.

SAMVANTHA
Yes.

Rl CHARD
There’s nedication for this.

SAMVANTHA
Yes.

He goes to her. He touches her.

Rl CHARD
It’s going to be okay.

SAVANTHA
Do you renmenber the last tine we drove up to the | ake?

Rl CHARD
(stroking her hair)
| do. That was a good trip.

SAMANTHA
It was.

Rl CHARD
When ny project’s finished. In a couple of nonths
Rachel will be better in the car seat. W can take a

trip back there. Qur first trip as a famly.

SAMANTHA
W took the 401, didn't we?

Rl CHARD
| don’t renenber.
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SAMANTHA
We did. | pretend that we saw her Rich. | inmagine that
we stopped at a rest stop because you had to pee.

Rl CHARD
(he pulls his hand away)
| don’t know what you’' re tal king about.

SAVANTHA
And then | saw her. She was standing on the grass by a
red m nivan. She | ooked |ike any ordinary soccer nom
except she was bent over with her hands on her knees.
The van was running and it |ooked like it was full of
kids. Something wasn’t right, | felt it. Alittle boy
| ooked at nme through the wi ndow. And I got out of the
car and | smled at her and | said "Are you okay?"
That’ s what | inmagi ne, over and-

RI CHARD
ENOUGH!

Pl ease. This isn’t helping. You aren’t that woman, she
was a nonster. W aren’t going to tal k about her
anynor e.
W are going to get you an appointnment with a really
good doctor and we are going to find out what the hel
i's going on.
You have to trust ne. Pl ease.

Si | ence.

He touches her again.

Rl CHARD
It’s going to be okay.
SAVANTHA
Can | have sonme tea?
Rl CHARD
"1l get you sone. Just sit okay?
SAVANTHA
Ckay. | love you
Rl CHARD
| love you.

He exits. SAMANTHA sits for a nonent.
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CELLO
?

SAMANTHA
He’ s wrong.

The CELLO takes up MARY' S nusic as she enters.

SAMANTHA
No one stopped you. Friends, famly, husband..

SAMANTHA stands. She turns in a slow circle and
takes in the room She goes back to the chair and
pi cks up a baby’s sleeper that is lying on the
back of it. She snells it, then carefully folds it
agai nst her body and puts it back down.

She exits the living space, noving to the
bat hroom MARY slowy cones downstage to
SAMANTHA' s spotlight, nearer than before.

SAVANTHA
| wish | had seen you on the road that day. Maybe I
coul d have stopped you.

MARY
Maybe.

SAMANTHA runs water into the tub. She checks the
tenperature to make sure it is warmand puts in
sone baby soap. As the water runs she pours

anot her |arge glass of w ne.

SAMVANTHA
Maybe if | hadn’t killed all those bunnies.

MARY
Mur der er .

SAMVANTHA
| s that supposed to be funny?

MARY
Just trying to lighten the nood.

RICHARD returns to the living space with a mug. He
sets it near the chair and exits. SAMANTHA
stretches her arm behind the tub with sone
difficulty and fishes a pill bottle out. She hol ds
it up for the audience and MARY to see.
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SAMANTHA
Percocet. | saved themfromny surgery. Convenient yes?

MARY
Real | y?

SAVANTHA
Funny thing: | worried | was going to stab my own baby
but I don’t think I could bring nyself to cut into ny
fl esh.

She opens the pill bottle and shakes nost of the
pills into her nouth, then follows with a big gulp
of w ne.

MARY
God you are such a cliche.

SAMANTHA
Look who's tal ki ng.

MARY
Don’t you think if I had a chance to change ny story |
woul d? You don't get a do-over ny friend. This is it.
You shoul d be thinking about your famly right now ...
your daughter.

SAVANTHA
| am

She finishes off the pills with another [ong drink
and shakes her head. The CELLI ST plays a | ong
sharp note and then stands.

CELLO
?

SAVANTHA
They can handle it.
(to audi ence )
You can handle it can’t you? If you can’'t then too bad.
Every little girl’s story is sad at sone point or
anot her. Ri ght Mary?

MARY
It doesn’t have to be.

SAMANTHA
Thi s one does.

SAMANTHA renoves her clothes and begins to clinb into
t he tub.

( MORE)
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SAMANTHA (cont’ d)

She is unsteady now and begins to slur. The CELLI ST

sits.

SAVANTHA
That ' ss ni ce.

|’mgoing to snell all clean and fresh.

MARY
Li ke a baby.

SANMANTHA
Li ke a babeeee.

Mary?

MARY
Yes.

SAVANTHA
Thank you.

MARY
| didn’t do anyt hing.

SAMVANTHA
Now |’ nma good not her.

SAMANTHA sl ides down into the water out

of sight.

RI CHARD re-enters and stands | ooking at the nug of

tea, lost in thought.

A bright light illum nates the stage behind the
musician. MARY approaches it w th wonder.
| ooks to the musician who nods. MARY exits into

the light as the musician begins to play a new
tune of sadness. This is SAMANTHA s t hene.

Rl CHARD suddenly bolts to the bathroom and scoops

SAM s head and shoul ders up out of the water.

Rl CHARD

NO NO NO NO NO

Rl CHARD

(the kind of screamthat hangs in the
dark after the lights go down)
MOTHER! !

Li ghts down.
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THE END.
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