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THE GATES OF HELEN

CAST:

HELEN  (HELEN RANSOME):


Late forties, wealthy, very well dressed.  Striking physical features, aggressive manner.  Overtly sexual.  Attracts attention wherever she goes.  Easily lovable, easily detestable.

DR. STEVE  (STEVEN PIERCE):


Mid thirties.  Helen’s therapist.  Successful, attentive, caring.  A New York, Gay Professional.  Good looking, but subdued.  Careful manners.

ACT I
Four Scenes/Four Mornings

ACT II, Scene 1
Late Afternoon/4th Morning

ACT II, Scene 2
Later that Evening

SETTING:

Dr. Steve’s office.  Early Autumn.  Central Park West.  Upper West Side of Manhattan.  Well appointed.

Two main acting areas:  Stage Left: His desk, with laptop computer, desktop amenities, chairs for consultation; and Stage Right: small “living room” area (part of the office), with small sofa, arm chair.  A comfortable, large office.  He is at home with eccentric modern art, sculpture, paintings, eye-catching lamps, etc.

ACT I

[SCENE 1. – HELEN IS SEATED;
DR. STEVE ENTERS]

DR. STEVE:

Helen.  Hi there!  Good to see you.  Okay, let me get settled … and we will—

HELEN:

—get started.  Your secretary, Miss Kindergarten, let me in.

DR. STEVE:

That’s Kirsten.  She’s new.

HELEN:

Like a lot of things.  She told me to be “extra specially careful with the gorgeous new carpet!” — So I used the paper.  And you’re late.  40 seconds.  I’ll expect a deduction from my bill.

DR. STEVE:

How are you today, Helen?

HELEN:

You really.  Do not.  Want to know.

DR. STEVE:

I do want to know, actually.  Rough week?

HELEN:

Rough life, Baby.  Wouldn’t have it any other way.

DR. STEVE:

So!  Where did we leave off?  [SITTING; REFERRING TO HIS COMPUTER]  We are….  I believe we are talking about John.

HELEN:

Who’s John?

DR. STEVE:

Your husband.  In his words.

HELEN:

He can’t talk right now.  Next!  C’mon, Steve!  Where in hell are we?  If you don’t know, I’m goin’ home to watch TVLand.  Mary and Rhoda – they’re my role models.

DR. STEVE:

Alright.  What about Black Rock Arkansas.  Your brother.  Ronnie.  Let’s pick up there.  Soon as you’re comfortable, you can jump right in.  [PAUSE]  Helen?

HELEN:

Yeah!

DR. STEVE:

So….  What’s going on…?

HELEN:

On!  On what?  Somethin’ good, I hope.  What ya got, Doc?  …  No pills!  I hate pills.

DR. STEVE:

We’re not prescribing for you, Helen.  And yes, I remember.

HELEN:

They don’t go down.  When they do go down, they’re too damn slow.  …  Alright, alright, I will behave, I will concentrate.  …  I liked Phyllis, too.  She was a bit dykey for my taste.  …  Where are we?  Where in hell are we, Steve?  I’m waiting!

DR. STEVE:

Black Rock Arkan….  Where do you think we are?

HELEN:

Black Rock what!  Arkansas?  No, no, no.  Not a place, Stevie.  The band.  The band???  From Black Rock, Arkansas?  In nineteen seventy … something.  Nineteen seventy — I was sixteen — two.  1972!

DR. STEVE:

Sixteen in 1972 – and your brother — his name is “Ronnie” — is in the band…?  Oh, the band is Black Rock Arkansas!  Am I following?

HELEN:

Not your scene.  Yeah.  Sort of.  Yes.  You are following.  Ronnie was a roadie.  For the band.  He was a musician — a fine musician — but the gig was roadie for Black Rock Arkansas — are you following?  Black Rock was the badass wild bunch, the Harley-Davidson of cool bands — originating from that cultural wasteland we now refer to as “the Midwest” — and yeah, some of ’em really did ride Harleys from town to town and all the kids had their records and posters and bandannas and shit.  And my brother Ronnie was on their roadie crew.

DR. STEVE:

I’m just not familiar.  How did you feel about your brother being in a band?  The band?

HELEN:

With what are you not familiar?

DR. STEVE:

Don’t remember their music at all.

HELEN:

Well, how would you?  First of all, you’re generation X-Y-fuckin’-Z.  Second, you’re queer as a three dollar bill.  We’re not talking about Cher or the Divine Miss M, or assorted relics from that era.  Speaking of relics!  Anyway!  Black Rock Arkansas was down and dirty and completely fucked up.  Most of them were dead by the ’80s, or addicted or in jail.  As for their music — worthless shit.  Total vomit.  Couldn’t play to save their lives.  They were talentless, backwater, low-IQ, cousin-fuckers.  But they put on a great four-hour rock concert.  And I got to go!  ’Cause my brother was their roadie.  Which is what this … gigantic digression I suppose is all about.

DR. STEVE:

I’d like to hear more about that.  So we won’t call it digression.

HELEN:

We won’t digress, we won’t digress, we won’t digress!!!

DR. STEVE:

No we won’t.  Now, I want to stay with Ronnie.  Being 16 and ….  Okay.  Helen you said last week that after your father left home — which is when you were ….  [HE SCANS FILES/NOTES]  You were six.  Ronnie became the most important person in–

HELEN:

How long have I been here.  I mean coming here?

DR. STEVE:

Five weeks.

HELEN:

You know, I have things to do.  Can we pick up the pace a bit?

DR. STEVE:

Five weeks, Helen.  This is session number 6.  I think we’ve made some progress.

HELEN:

Six weeks!  Whoa!  Six weeks is good for me!  Usually, two sessions and I forget to go back.  Like “Oh, shit!  I’ve got a shrink appointment – three weeks ago!  What planet have I been visiting?”  Six weeks in a row means I like you, Baby.

DR. STEVE:

Thank you, Helen.  No judgments here.

HELEN:

Okay, confession!  The real reason I’m here is, ’cause I can only have queer therapists.  It’s true!

DR. STEVE:

Why is that?

HELEN:

Think I act this way out there?  In TVLand?  “Fuck this, fuck that, pee-pee, pooh-pooh?”  No way, Baby.  Hell no!  They’d throw her back from whence she came.  I save the real me for you guys.

DR. STEVE:

Real Helen said, a few weeks ago…, she was buried alive by six, and on her seventeenth birthday, burnt at the stake.  She still hasn’t said why.

HELEN:

I simply cannot have hetero-therapists.  Does not — will never — work for me.

DR. STEVE:

That’s fair.  A lot of patients are more comfortable with a therapist who is not, and will never be, an object of sexual fixa—

HELEN:

Kinda like writing romance novels, isn’t it?  – Except nobody’s reading.

DR. STEVE:

Meaning … you’ve written one of these—?

HELEN:

Fuck you too, Dr. Oedipus!  No.  That’s their game, not mine.  Boring schoolteachers parading as hetero-therapists.  They want you to fall in love with them.  They expect it.  Pathetic, pill-hustling freaks.  And what chick could ever deal with that until they were, like, you know, five martinis to the wind?

DR. STEVE:

You digress.

HELEN:

I digress.  Hey!  I beat one up once.

DR. STEVE:

Beat one up?  A therapist?

HELEN:

A therapist, yeah!  Few years ago.

DR. STEVE:

A therapist — that you were seeing?

HELEN:

Beat the crap out of him.  He was taking liberties.  You bet he was!  And I was having none of it.  Would you?  I mean would you ever — with a patient?

[HE DOESN’T RESPOND]
Don’t answer that.  None of my biz.  But have you?  Have you?  Have you?

DR. STEVE:

I’m gonna say “no” to that.

HELEN:

You’re lying.  But it’s “okay.”  I lied to that quack whom the word “shrink” would legitimize existence — yeah, I lied.  And he existed only in his tiny vodka-holic mind, I assure you.  He perceived me as being vulnerable and deeply, deeply disturbed.  So much so, he anticipated a good 7 or 8 years on his couch.  And what an operator!  Had me turned upside down.  I was like “What the fuck did I just say in there?  What have I been doing for an hour — and a couple hundred dollars — except amusing his ass?”  So I just started lying.  And lying.  And lying.  And it was fun.  Lying is fun, isn’t it?

DR. STEVE:

Lying to your therapist?  What’s fun about lying, Helen?

HELEN:

What isn’t?  Lying … and crying.  He was not fulfilled unless drenched hankies led to rigorous flagellation, the beating of breasts, and/or the violent expulsion of demonic entities from the viscera.  But hey!  Does that mean I am so despondent — is my head so completely up my twat — I do not notice a wayward hand sneaking up to clutch my shoulder, while his other paw is suddenly mid-thigh?  And I swear to God, at the next sobbing breath, he is at the fork in the road, massaging the former Miss Hot and Nasty of 1972!

DR. STEVE:

Good God…!

HELEN:

Don’t get the vapors, Dearie.  But, yes — if you dare to visualize — I got fingered on the couch.

DR. STEVE:

What did you do?

HELEN:

Well, let me see.  I sat up.  Gave him a look.  Then I broke his jaw.  At least I hope I did.  He fell on top of his desk then rolled onto the floor.  Moaning.  I walked over to him and said “I think you need a doctor.”  Then I left.

DR. STEVE:

Okay.  Helen.  Wow.  Good.  I needed to know that.  Thank you for telling me.  I want to assure you that in this room you are safe.  You can say what you need.  Together we can….  [PAUSE]  Are you lying now?  Helen?  Are you lying to your therapist now?

HELEN:

[DEAD SERIOUS:] Will you respect me in the morning?  When you really get to know me?  When I tell you about the things I’ve done?

DR. STEVE:

I respect you now.

HELEN:

You don’t answer my question; I don’t answer yours.  Quid pro quo, Doctor.

DR. STEVE:

That was a violent, traumatic episode.  Did you talk to anyone –

HELEN:

It was nothing!  Really!  I grew up that way — defending myself.  Chicks were vicious where I came from – had to be.  I WAS Miss Hot and Nasty of 1972!  I wasn’t lying about that!

[BLACKOUT;
SCENE 2. – ONE WEEK LATER;
NEW POSITIONS; HELEN STANDS DS OF SOFA]

DR. STEVE:

Ronnie.

HELEN:

Ronnie.  [LONG PAUSE]
DR. STEVE:

Helen?

HELEN:

Steven?

DR. STEVE:

Back to Ronnie.  Can you tell me about that relationship.  Can you describe it?

HELEN:

Describe it?  Sure.  My brother was my whole fucking world and then he died.  How’s that?

DR. STEVE:

That’s a start.

HELEN:

Okay, Okay.  No shitting.  I don’t talk the “Ronnie” talk with you guys … because….  [UPBEAT:] It feels like the ground is moving … if I even say his name too casually.  As if everything stopped when I was 16 — that’s when he died — right before my next birthday.  Growing up past that point was pretty pointless.  I kept imagining God looking down at me from the foot of my bed, saying:  “You filthy worthless little ….  Ronnie is gone forever.  Your father is gone forever.  Your mother drinks until she hallucinates and someone from the bowling alley where she works is hopefully kind enough to drive her home by three in the morning.  You are 17 years old, you’re a drugged out, drunken slut.  How — how in the name of Christ is this not your fault?”  You know!  Those 17-year-old, burnt-at-the-stake kind of feelings!

DR. STEVE:

Sounds like … one feeling.  Beneath the anger.  One in particular.  What are you feeling?

HELEN:

Abandoned.  I guess.  They walked out.  One after the other.  How should it feel?  It feels like crap!  Death is not reversible, okay?  Forever means forever.  As in “not coming back.”  My mother — God — that bitch did not come back — stuck her head up a bottle of booze and never saw the light of day again.  As for Daddykins — where the fuck do I start.

DR. STEVE:

At six, Helen.  Let’s start there — when he left.  I’d like you to look over there.  That empty chair.  He’s sitting there–

HELEN:

Oh, God.  Here we go.  You know, I’d much rather talk about you.  You have problems!  Huh, Baby?  C’mon, tell me, tell me, tell me?  … sitting there like … skinny Buddha!

DR. STEVE:

-your father.  Right now.  Big as life.  There he is.  Look at him.  Talk to him.

[HELEN SITS; SHE EXTENDS HER MIDDLE
FINGER TOWARD THE EMPTY CHAIR]

As the six year old, Helen.

[THE GESTURE IS FUTILE; SHE SLOWLY ALTERS AND FOLLOWS DR. STEVE’S INSTRUCTION]
HELEN:

Christmas.  Told me you were coming back.  Said, the day bef… before you …, “Don’t tell anybody, Sugar Pop!  Our secret.  Me and you.  ’Cause Daddy gotta go.  Christmas time, I’ll be….”  But you never did.  Did you!  Out West, Mama said.  For good.  What happened, Daddy?  Did you….  Did ya find a woman?  New wife out West?  Was she as good a fuck as my mommy?  Hey, Asshole!  Did you walk out on her too?  Huh?  Like you did to us?  [PAUSE]  Why, Daddy?  Do you hate us?  Don’t ya never want to come back?  [EXPLODING:] I hate her, Daddy!  Please!  Please, take me!  Take me and Ronnie with you!

DR. STEVE:

Answer as him.  As your father.  Tell your little girl.  Why did you go away?

HELEN:

She told you … I owed bad people a whole bunch of money, huh?  — What Mama said?  Fellas wanted to know where I got off to?  Kept comin’ round, did they?  That’s liquor talkin’, Sugar Pop!  Don’t you believe Mama when she’s like that.  No sir!  That’s all….  That’s the past, Baby.  We gonna be together.  You ’n’ me.  Cross my heart.  [ALTERING:] Yeah, right.  How far do we go, Daddy?  Where do we look?  What highway?  There is no answer — no bright light at the end of the tunnel; there is no “why” — for fucked-up, fatherless little girls like Sugar Pop.  Is there?

DR. STEVE:

Go on.  Talk to him as you.  Tell him how you’re feeling right now.

HELEN:

I have money!  Sugar Pop’s a rich lady now.  I’ll give you some.  You still alive, Daddy?  Haven’t heard from you ….  Did you die?  [PAUSE]  Forgot us.  Didn’t ya?  You rotten lowlife son of a street-whore.  She paid your debts, you know.  Some of ’em.  What she could.  ’til they stopped botherin’ her.  [PAUSE]  You dead and buried? — In the ground — Daddy?  Did you die a slow and painful death?  Did you die all alone?

DR. STEVE:

[PAUSE]  Helen.  Helen?

HELEN:

She seemed a little sedate today.

DR. STEVE:

Sedate?

HELEN:

Sugar Pop!  Not like herself.  Her heart wasn’t in it.

DR. STEVE:

Not like herself?  Why?  What’s different?  Can Sugar Pop forgive her father?  For leaving?  What about Helen?  Can you forgive him?

HELEN:

Beats me.

DR. STEVE:

Let’s get back to Ronnie.  Last week you said that … Ronnie was still … holding secrets about you.  Dead, but still controlling.  “Haunting,” you said.

HELEN:

I want to talk to Ronnie now.  Is it okay?

[STEVE NODS]
[REFOCUSING:] Hey, Darlin’!  Remember that friend of ours — whatshisname — that long-haired acid-trippy dude — Sebastian!  Anyway, yeah, Sebastian – he comes up to me at this party and says “Know why your brother is so cool? — ’cause even the Mona Lisa would lay down and spread her legs for him.”  It was true, Baby!  Like it made the headlines or something — “RONNIE HITS PUBERTY!”  The whole neighborhood — fuck, the whole high school — seemed to acknowledge this very primitive power about you.  If I worshipped you — which I did — well it was only natural and what everyone else seemed to be doing.

DR. STEVE:

Did you and Ronnie have a sexual rela–?

HELEN:

You were dead before I understood half of what you ever talked about.  What you were.  Believed in.  You introduced me to so much!  Life.  Guys.  Music.  The meanings of things.  And “things” were different back then, weren’t they.  [ACCELERATING, THEN GETTING LOST:] You made me believe — didn’t you, Ronnie — that people, young people, had the collective and individual power — and the right to that power — ’cause the country was ours too, goddamit — to change the world.  And we did!  Stopped the ugliest fucking war in the history of this regime — I mean country! — that’s all.  Re-invented the concept of free speech, that’s all!  Remember free speech?  Yeah…, right….  All those Haight-Ashbury hippies and Berkeley flower-heads are now stockbrokers and lawyers.  Hey!  Did you guys “find” yourselves?!  You know, before you, like, SOLD OUT?!  Groovy!!!  Fucking establishment hypocrites! – I spit in your face!  Ronnie spits in your face, too!  Jesus H. Christ, look at your kids!  Chairman Mao’s dream has come true!  The next generation of lemmings – with Gold Cards.  Ah, Conformity!  Renewing itself!  ’Til they DRAFT you, that is.  You’ll find your balls then — I hope! — before they get blown off.  Well, arrogant little pricks – I mean kiddies! – it’s your turn.  And may you live in interesting times.  “Oh dear, what nonsense I'm talking!  Curiouser and curiouser!” cried Alice. …  Just remember what the dormouse said!

DR. STEVE:

[PAUSE]  Go on.

HELEN:

Back to Ronnie.  No digressions.

DR. STEVE:

Ronnie.  Yes.

HELEN:

Let’s just say … he was not the only one in the family with physical gifts.  No sir!  When I was 16, I was already near six feet tall in platforms, hair down to my ass, and if you can believe it — Miss Scarlett had a 17 inch waist.

DR. STEVE:

Do you think you’re still good looking, Helen?

HELEN:

I am a forty-six year old freeeeeek.  I WAS hot as a pistol.  I was Miss Hot and Nasty of 1972.  And yeah, people used to tell me I was beautiful.  Still get that occasionally — if things get hazy enough.  But guess what?  It really is a double-edged razorblade.

DR. STEVE:

Why not tell her this.  Miss Hot and Nasty.  She’s sitting right there.

HELEN:

[FIXING HER GAZE:] You loved the power, didn’t you, Baby?  Beauty.  Drank it like bourbon; smoked it like good ol’ shit.  Yeah.  Well, let me tell you somethin’ —  When it was gone, when it was over, I looked in the mirror one day — I looked at you — and said “Bitch, you have had too many drinks and too many pills and Elizabeth Arden cannot fix this!”  And it feels great.  Great to be a freak.  And out of that ridiculous, dangerous game.

DR. STEVE:

Dangerous?  Why?  Tell her what that means.

HELEN:

Well, it is!  It brought you everything, and you worked for nothing, and you were confronted one day with the fact that you have not grown up.  You have been beautiful — in the physical sense — but you have not developed.  And that is painful.  Because other people have made it.  Simple people.  People who do not understand and do not care about people like you.

DR. STEVE:

People like … who?  Tell Miss Hot and Nasty about those people.

HELEN:

Yeah!  Who have mortgaged the future by playing with other people, those people who crawl up to you and say “Use me.  I need you to use me.”  What they are truly saying is “until I use you back.”  People like you — Miss Hot and Nasty!

DR. STEVE:

Let’s hear from her now.  How does Miss Hot and Nasty feel about this?

[A TRIGGER – THE 16 YEAR OLD EMERGES AND THEY BOTH GET MORE THAN THEY BARGAINED FOR]

HELEN:

[TO OLDER HELEN:] You are depressing the fuck out of me!  Old bag!  And I don’t want to be depressed!  [TO STEVE:] Hey.  I have really got to tell you — I am so much better!  You are working wonders with me, and I am so grateful.  What are we talking about?

DR. STEVE:

Your brother.  Ronnie.  1972.

HELEN:

1972!  The time-warp.  The great pretend.  Where if you announced to the world you were an … artist or musician or … a dancer, well you suddenly were what you said you were, and — voilá! — fame and fortune would be thrust upon you.  You would never seek these things out, because that would be uncouth.  But I digress.  Anyway.  Ronnie.  My big brother Ronnie — you were drop dead gorgeous.  Weren’t you, Baby.  Smart as a whip.  Sensitive.  Artistic.  The most beautiful eyes possible on a boy-man.  Everything just came to us.  By divine right.  Naturally.  Automatically.  And we fucked because … their rules simply did not apply.

[HE’S BEEN WAITING WEEKS FOR THIS; HE PROCEEDS WITH CAUTION AND SPECIFICITY]

DR. STEVE:

Helen.  Ronnie was your older brother.  Why “natural?”  Why “automatic?”

HELEN:

It was good for a while.  God knows, it wasn’t exclusive.  We didn’t … dwell on it.  It just happened.  If we were damaging each other, then — you get where I’m going….

DR. STEVE:

Was he your first?  Sexual experience.

HELEN:

What difference would that make?  All a blur.  Who I did!  What I did!  How many I did!  Baby, I did it all.

DR. STEVE:

You mentioned that thing about “their rules not applying.”  That’s an interesting concept….

HELEN:

Well, yes it is — it’s called “incest.”

DR. STEVE:

How do you feel about incest?

HELEN:

Well…, it’s a taboo — like that cheap-whore perfume my mother used to wear.  Cannibalism.  Eating human flesh is a taboo.  Something you don’t talk about.  A secret.

DR. STEVE:

What does that mean?

HELEN:

It means I was young and bizarre and … and … and I wanted my brother.  Because….  I dunno why.

DR. STEVE:

Does Miss Hot and Nasty know why?

HELEN:

I didn’t want for anyone else to have him!  I wanted him all for me!  Christ, he must have been just as screwed up as I was.  I fucked my brother!  Yeah, I fucked my brother.  Should I get tee-shirts?  Whatd’ya think?  A scarlet “I” for incest?

DR. STEVE:

“I wanted him all for me”?  Helen, you just said—

HELEN:

I know what I said.  I’m sitting right here.

DR. STEVE:

What does that mean?  What does “I wanted him … all for me” … mean?

HELEN:

It means….  [PAUSE]  Were you popular?  Huh, Steve?  You know — 10th-Grade popular?  High-School popular?  Go to parties, play spin the bottle?  End up naked, maybe, in bathrooms and closets you had no business bein’ in?  How ’bout getting thrown out of MacDonald’s for food fights — throwing chocolate shakes at the wall?  Ever do that?  Me and Ronnie did.  And lots, lots more.  He WAS excitement.  Wherever.  Whenever.  My brother was IT.

[HE’S NOT SATISFIED, SHE KNOWS IT]

It means.  It means.  It means.  He was the only person who did not shit on me.  Okay???  It means that everyone wanted him, but he was my brother.  My only….  Even teachers hit on him, man.  Yes!!!  Saw it in their eyes.  How pathetic!  One look at his ass and they were like “Oh, Ronnie, you must do the school play.  You must be in our production of Up The Down Fucking Staircase, Ronnie.”  Jesus!  One idiot English teacher almost got herself tossed.  I mean her license, okay?  Ronnie had to swear that nothing went on, but he fucked her brains out — at her home — when her husband wasn’t there.  Okay???  Get the picture?  That was his Senior Year.

DR. STEVE:

This was when?

HELEN:

1972!  Thirty years ago.  I can feel my face falling off!  Is there a good plastic man in this building?  Money is no object.  [APPLYING LIPSTICK, ETC.]  Anyway.  I took the bus to meet Ronnie in … Detroit.  I knew about the Miss Hot contest, ’cause it was part of the tour — the Black Rock Arkansas tour – are you following?  Every closing night there was a contest.  I did not want to be a biker band beauty queen — I just wanted to get the hell out of Kansas.  Be with Ronnie.  Get with the In-Crowd.  Mommie had really, really, really, hit rock bottom that summer.  She was enraged that Ronnie had left home without her permission.

DR. STEVE:

Tell her about that.  Tell her what you saw.

HELEN:

When’s he going to do that?  When’s Ronnie going to get your “permission?”  Huh, Mommie?  At the crummy bowling alley, where you start the shift drinking 7 and 7s, and end up drinking anything anyone buys you?  If you are home the next day, you are in no state to talk to the teenagers, and the teenagers are avoiding you like the fucking plague.  Aren’t they, Mommie!

DR. STEVE:

What about your father — any appearances that summer?

HELEN:

Are you joking?  He was gone and for good.

DR. STEVE:

Be your mother.  Talk to your teenagers.  Talk to Helen.

HELEN:

[AS MOTHER, NOT SOBER:] Every day passes — he’s not here.  You’re here.  That’s the slap in my face your father said his good-byes with.  Ain’t it!  My life is over.  ’Cause you, Missy, you and that pussy-crazed brother of yours are all I got.  Who takes care of me?  Huh?  Who the hell takes care of me?

DR. STEVE:

Answer her.  Helen, answer your–

HELEN:

[YOUNG HELEN:] Grow up, Mother!  You are not the child in this house!  Your life is over ’cause no one can stand you!  [EXPLODING:]  That’s what you are!  Don’t you dare call me that!  They talk about you, Mother.  Bowling Alley Bimbo, they call you!  Go on, boys!  Knock her down!  Everyone else has!  I’m sick of it!  Ronnie’s sick of it, too!  [TO DR. STEVE:] She and I fought like bitches.  Ronnie wasn’t having any of her shit — he laughed at her, which made her totally fucking crazy — she was always grabbing his hair and trying to slap him.  He would just ram her against the refrigerator and say “I am bigger than you, woman.  Go to the damn bowling alley if you want to brawl!”  Then he would take off, and stay God knows where, for days on end.  I would catch up with him later at the school cafeteria.

DR. STEVE:

They were violent.  Your mother and Ronnie?

HELEN:

So what?  Made her feel like a “real woman,” I guess.

DR. STEVE:

Are you saying … they were—

HELEN:

Do not go there.  I swear to God, Steve, I will throw up all over your carpet.  No! No! No!  At Mommie Dearest, he drew the line.

DR. STEVE:

What about John?  Let’s shift gears for a moment.  What about your –

HELEN:

Wha…,  What ya…,  What about John?  Who the hell is John?

DR. STEVE:

He’s your husband.  I’m asking whether a substitution might have taken place.  The way Ronnie took the place of –

HELEN:

I married my father?!  Big deal.  Every girl’s dream, right?  I’m not completely in the dark, you know.  Next topic.

[BLACKOUT;
SCENE 3. – ONE WEEK LATER;
NEW POSITIONS]

HELEN:

Don’t’ be such a bitch.  I’m asking politely, aren’t I?

DR. STEVE:

Yes, but I’d prefer that we stay on point.  Talking about me is—

HELEN:

—exactly what I want to talk about.  Jesus, Steve, you’re the first one who doesn’t spend half the session yapping about THEMSELVES.  You’ve got a dungeon around here somewhere; I’ve just got to pry up the floorboards.  You know — with slave boys—

DR. STEVE:

1972, Helen.  I want to get back to—

HELEN:

—prancing around in thongs, serving cocktails.  ….  All right, don’t tell me!  Let me guess!  Back to Ronnie.  Down the rabbit hole.  No digressions!  No, no, no!

DR. STEVE:

Miss Hot and Nasty.  1972.  The contest.

HELEN:

Well, okay!  The contest!  So!  He calls me from the road that summer — Ronnie — he’s been gone for a week and half — no word — says this cool guy named Kim introduced him to the Black Rock Arkansas boys.  Kim’s been their roadie for a few seasons, and at the end of the concerts he gets on stage and the guys let him play and sing.  Ronnie tells me he has been doing this for four days.  He’s backstage working, then he’s onstage playing guitar and singing with Black Rock Arkansas!  I said to him “You better get me outta here fast, or someone’s gonna be dead when you get back.”  Well, it was end-of-June.  I fixed things somehow.  Borrowed some cash.  Put my narrow, little-girl ass on the bus.

DR. STEVE:

Borrowed money?  From whom?  Your mother gave you this —

HELEN:

Alright, I stole the fucking money.  Left a note explaining why.  I left a note, okay?!!

DR. STEVE:

Okay.  What did the note say?

[SHE GIVES HIM A HOSTILE GLANCE]
You took the bus.  Where to?

HELEN:

Detroit!  We all meet up in Detroit.  And the women, the gals, the chicks that are hanging around these guys just shock the crap out of me.  They are living six to a room, three to a bed, and they stink!  These girls smell foul.  Well in my head, Ronnie has brought me there to be one of them.  When I see how they claw and clutch after the guys, I want to puke.  Then Ronnie introduces me to his “new old lady,” this witchy creature called “Cheyenne Eagle-Feather,” and Cheyenne Eagle-Feather refuses to acknowledge my existence.  The blue-eyed, buck-toothed, WASP bimbo from Burbank who is sleeping with my brother — who has been Miss Hot and Nasty in 3 cities — does not look me in the eye or speak to me — ever.  Okay, the whole situation pissed me off.  Then Ronnie’s friend Kim, who is small and muscular and blond – and talking to me with his hands on my hips – tells me that I should be in the Miss Hot and Nasty contest!  He thinks I could win!  Well, Kim’s a true stoner, and much better company than is my brother and his succubus, the Feather-Woman.  So I start planning my victory, introducing myself as the very next Miss Hot and Nasty.  And you may be sure I fixed the swing in White Squaw’s tail feathers — but good.  To make a long story short and sleazy, two nights later is the Detroit closing; Kim and Ronnie really are up there playing with the Black Rock Boys; and I am in the dressing room with the other big tarts, dolling up like a Druid priestess about to throw herself on the sacrificial flame.  Six-inch platforms, dark purple hot pants, halter top.  Covered head to toe in glitter.  I am a six-foot Christmas tree with false eyelashes, and Bowie himself should kiss my feet.  Well, I strut my stuff onstage — this is the old Detroit Arena, okay — and the crowd goes fucking bonkers.  They are clapping for me-me-me.  Close your mouth, Cheyenne Dances-With-Ugly-Coyotes!  The crown is on my head!  Thought you’d take my brother, huh?!!  You’re not even one of our species!  Night-of-the-Living-Dead bitch!  Now ship yourself back to that Charlie Manson commune you crawled out of and don’t come back!  Drum-roll please:  Five cities later, I am five times a winner and 1972’s TRUE! MISS! HOT! AND! NASTY!  You may now kiss my feet, David Bowie.

[BLACKOUT;
SCENE 4. – ONE WEEK LATER;
NEW POSITIONS]

HELEN:

Are you kidding?  All that bitch cared about was the money I stole.  So, anyway.  I get home that summer, three whole days before Junior year, sick as…, sicker than I have ever been in my life, praying to God she wouldn’t notice I was pregnant.  She didn’t notice.  Neither did I.  I went into what you assholes now call “denial.”  Shit.  Didn’t talk about it.  Didn’t think about it.  I was oblivious.  The boobies were high and mighty back then, so it was easy to hide.

DR. STEVE:

Where was Ronnie?  Did he know about this?

HELEN:

With the band.  No.  He did not know about this; he never was to know about this; he died not knowing about this.

DR. STEVE:

[LONG PAUSE]  Helen?  Are you okay?  Helen?

[SHE IS HOLDING HER BREATH; IN A TRANCE.  SHE DID NOT INTEND TO DISCUSS THE PREGNANCY AND REALIZES THERE IS NO WAY TO BACKTRACK]
Helen!

HELEN:

Jesus God!  What happened?

DR. STEVE:

I don’t know.  Let me get you some water.

HELEN:

Yeah, water.  Fuck water.  I’ll have a Margarita.  How ’bout you, sugar?

[SHE TRIES TO DRINK THE WATER,
SPITS IT ALL OVER, HE TAKES THE GLASS]

	HELEN:
	DR. STEVE:

	The fuck is this?  Truth serum or date-rape juice?  Whoa!  [SINGS, DANCES:] I feel good!  Like you knew that I would now.  Hey!  I wanna dance.  Come on, Baby….  Lef’ a good job shakin’ tittie!  Workin’ for the man every which way I can….  Dance with me!  Hey, stick in the mud!  Come on, let’s have some fun!
	It’s water, Helen.  Just water.

Helen, why don’t you sit here a while.  Calm down … and take some deep ….

Helen.  Please sit … down.

Are you okay?  Helen?  Are you … Okay?


[A “CERTAIN ENTERTAINING VULGARITY” NOW BECOMES OUTRIGHT HOSTILITY]

HELEN:

Fuck you, cocksucker!  Stupid faggot therapist!  I am not okay, okay?  Hey, you.  Look at me!  I wanna tell you something.

DR. STEVE:

Helen, I’m looking.  Tell me.

HELEN:

I have never told a single living, breathing soul this, what I am gonna tell you, and then Baby, I am going to light a cigarette and drill a hole in your skull with the truth about me, Helen.  Are you listening?

[HE GESTURES FOR HER TO SIT]
Alright.  You think I came here to talk about Ronnie and the past and all that shit and I will comply, because you ask so politely.  And I like you.  You’re a cute guy, you’re a sweetheart.  Really.  Things are just a little … dark right now.

DR. STEVE:

Take your time.  We have time, Helen.

HELEN:

I have no time at all!  Have you not been listening?  I am completely and totally….  Okay.  Okay.  Where am I?  Where!

DR. STEVE:

Home.  Back to school.  Your mother didn’t notice….

HELEN:

Yeah.  Right.  [SINGS:] I’m a little school girl, tall and….  [PAUSE]  Ronnie is not coming home.  He is staying on with the…, the tour and they are in … Atlanta.  When Ronnie talks to me it is very late and Mommie is not home.  Things are not good, he says, things are going … to hell.  There’s a problem with the cops.  The pigs — as he would say — are after someone in Black Rock.  This guy, this bass player, is wanted for questioning.  They think he killed the …, the brother of his ex-old lady, or ….  I can’t make heads or tails out of this shit, and Ronnie’s story changes every time we talk.  But they were rough, okay?  That band had a reputation for this shit, and cops were pretty much around wherever we went.  So whatshisname, blondie-roadie — Kim! — calls me beginning of December that year.  1972.  He says, things are as bad as he has ever seen.  The Atlanta dates are a disaster.  The pigs raided the dressing rooms, cracked a lot of heads.  Ronnie was put in a mental ward somewhere north of Atlanta — Asscrack County Georgia.  The pigs told the Judge my brother was insane.  Couldn’t control him.  Fucking liars!  The Judge believed the cops.  Had him committed.  Whatever happened during those next few weeks I cannot tell you, because I cannot remember.  What I do remember is my mother pulling me out of class, and telling me in the hallway, against the lockers, that Ronnie had … died … while incarcerated in Georgia.  O-D’d on heroin or some shit drugs some orderly smuggled in to him — and if I had any sense this would be my “WAKEUP CALL TO LIFE” and I would change my life from then on.  The bell rang.  Kids started running around the hallway, heading for the next class, and I started to slide down that locker, ’cause I was gonna black the fuck out.  “Oh, no you don’t, Missy!” she said, grabbing my arm.  “I have had enough crap from you kids to last my whole life!”  And she yanked my ass home.  What I did not tell her….  What I never told her…, what I have never told another living human being, is … that….

DR. STEVE:

Tell her now, Helen.  What happened?

HELEN:

Before Ronnie died.  A month or so before….  On the bus home.  Mommie!  Cramps.  Real bad.  At the door.  I called you!  Couldn’t make it to my room.  Took off my clothes – in the bathroom.  But couldn’t stop the….  And I got down and… cleaned… the floor, the white, tile shiny floor.  I tried!  But blood … everywhere!  I smashed that thing!  I didn’t mean to!  The glass statue of a, a, a Spanish Lady!  Holding her fan!  And then I was holding.  A thing.  In the broken glass.  Of the Spanish Lady.  And this thing is … a ….  And … I … flushed.  That little.  Red thing.  Down the….  That’s what I did.  Oh, Jesus God….

DR. STEVE:

Helen.  Mommie hears you.  She’s listening.  She forgives.  Mommie forgives Miss Hot and Nasty.  It is time for Miss Hot and Nasty to forgive herself.  She could not have been responsible for the deaths of her brother and—

HELEN:

[ALTERING; LAUGHING, GIGGLING, INAPPROPRIATE BEHAVIOR:] Oh, really?  That’s just the appetizer; here comes the main course!  This morning….  Today.  Real early!  I went to my husband’s office.  Goldilocks went through the big, dark forest to Pookie-Bear’s cubbyhole.  No one was gonna be there.  Goldilocks knew that!  Pookie-Bear in from Dallas.  Pookie-Bear heading to Philly.  Nineteen lawyers out of town – stickin’ their dicks in everybody’s porridge.  Ooooh!  That one’s too hot!  That one’s too cold!  But this one’s ….  “Helen!  The fuck are you doing here!”  He was sitting at the desk and…, I got up close.  So I wouldn’t miss.  I shot him.  Right in the….  Fired a gun.  In the chest, the heart…, I guess.  Watched him die.  He watched me.  Then he was dead.  Then I left.

[AGAIN, HELEN IS HOLDING HER BREATH;
SHE CAN’T BELIEVE WHAT HAS JUST OCCURRED]

DR. STEVE:

Helen?  What’s happening?  What are you….  [NO RESPONSE]  Helen.  Hel—

HELEN:

Then I, uh…, I went shopping!  But it was early.  And the stores were…, weren’t open.  So I came here!

DR. STEVE:

Helen.  What is this?  What’s going on?  [NO RESPONSE]  Helen, in this room you can say whatever you please.  I want you to feel safe — and say and do whatever you please.  But there is a real need for truth to be at the heart of–

HELEN:

Goddamit! Goddamit! Goddamit!  He doesn’t believe me.  Listen up, you!  My life — the shitstorm of my life — is about turn into an extinction-level tsunami!  I fully expect to spend the rest of my life behind bars in the New York State penal system.  Think I came here today to talk about my brother?  Who’s been dead for 30 years?  Think I haven’t come to terms — decades ago — with what I did to that baby?  Or do you believe in that tiny therapeutic mind of yours that women throughout history haven’t disposed of the evidence the exact same way I did?  Got news for you, Mr. Man.  That thought alone kept me alive.  The universal fucking truthful thought — that I was not the only screwed up chick this terrible thing ever happened to — that kept me sane.  You want to talk about Ronnie?  Fine!  We talked about Ronnie.  Right now I am here to hide out.  From the law.  For a while.  I’m gonna sit the fuck down and think about what in Christ I am gonna do.

	DR. STEVE:
	HELEN:

	Helen!  Is this a lie?  Helen?  Helen!

You’re making this up.  Aren’t you!  Tell me what happened … when you lost the baby.  Helen!  You’ve got to tell me what happened!

Listen to me!  We are talking about your brother.  Talking about RONNIE!
	[ON “LIE,” SINGING]

Helen’s in trouble!  Helen’s in trouble!  Helen’s in trouble!  Helen’s in trouble!  Helen’s in trouble!  Helen’s in trouble!  Helen’s in trouble!  Helen’s in trouble!

I just told you
what happened!

Helen’s in trouble!  Helen’s in trouble! Helen’s in trouble! Helen’s in trouble!


HELEN:

You son of a bitch!  I’ve never told a lie in my life!!!  [GATHERING HER THINGS]  Hey — Stevie!  It was dead when I flushed it.  In case you’re wondering.  Very dead.  Never was alive that I could tell.

DR. STEVE:

Helen!

HELEN:

I’m sorry, Doctor, our time is up.  [AT THE DOOR:] And as for my husband….  Let’s just say … I couldn’t have done it without you.

[LIGHTS OUT
END ACT I]

ACT II

[SCENE 1 – SAME DAY, LATER THAT AFTERNOON]

[DR. STEVE, AT HIS DESK, WORKING.
HELEN ENTERS, DARK SHADES, DARK OUTFIT,
AN ARMFUL OF NEW YORK NEWSPAPERS]
HELEN:

Do you like to suck cock?  I’ve got a big one!

DR. STEVE:

I beg your pard—?

HELEN:

Thought that might get your attention.  Thought about coming here buck-ass naked, but they arrest you for that.

DR. STEVE:

Helen!  What are you doing here?  Why—

HELEN:

Didn’t wanna believe me, huh, Stevie?  What kinda therapist are you anyway?  “Say two lousy fathers and one drunken mother and — 

DR. STEVE:

Helen, please sit down.

HELEN:

— go and kill no more!” — That kind, Stevie boy?  Hey!  When I tell ’em about my confession in your office; how I heaved my guts out all over your — 

DR. STEVE:

You’re upset.  I’ll help you.

HELEN:

— Royal Axminster carpet; how you broke through my bullshit then sent me on my way —  What are they gonna make of that?  I mean, they do license you fuckers, don’t they?

DR. STEVE:

Helen, please calm—

HELEN:

Hey!  Accessory after the fact — that’s you, Baby!  Accessory after the—

DR. STEVE:

For God’s sake, Helen.

HELEN:

Do they have the death penalty in New York?  Course they do!  New York has it all!  But your Honor!  She can’t be guilty!  Her lipstick told her to do it!  This crazy bitch is crazy.  We don’t fry crazy people, your Honor!  And that schmuck over there — that’s her therapist!  Ask him.  Ask him how she hid in his office until he threw her out — ’cause he didn’t believe her.  [PAUSE]  Now I suggest you put on your thinking cap and handle the situation you so professionally fucked up this morning.  Don’t worry, Baby!  No need to be scared of big bad Helen and what she might or might not say.  Now pick up that phone and tell Kirsten, She-Wolf of the SS, to cancel the rest of your appointments.  Now!
DR. STEVE:

[ON PHONE:] Kirsten — yes.  She’s here.  I know.  What have I got left?  Alright.  No, cancel.  Cancel them both.  With my deepest apologies.  I’ll call them tonight.  Soon as I’m able.  Yes.  Yes, you can.  I’ll see you tomorrow.  Thanks, Kirsten.  [HANGS UP, THEN TO HELEN:] You’ve seen the papers.  Obviously, you’ve seen—

HELEN:

Who hasn’t seen the papers, Steve!  Well, okay, I’m holding my breath; what is your point?

DR. STEVE:

[READING FROM LAPTOP:] “Madison Avenue Murderess Confesses.  A secretary at the white-glove law firm of McClintock, Ransome & Levine confessed to the murder of Jonathon Ransome, 61, Partner—

HELEN:

Managing Partner!  What is that – The Times?

DR. STEVE:

“A distraught DeeDee Louise Mulroney, 28, confessed to police that—

HELEN:

DeeDee Louise!  Oh, sweet Jesus!  Fetch my smelling salts.

DR. STEVE:

“… confessed …. to the homicide, first believed to be suicide, of well-known mergers and acquisitions lawyer, Ransome.  In past years, Mr. Ransome had guided the firm to international prominence, but recently was believed to be in a state of emotional anguish over approaching personal bankruptcy, the firm’s possible dissolution, and the state of the economy in general.  Miss Mulroney—

HELEN:

“The state of the economy in general”?  That is so New York Fucking Times.  [GRABS A PAPER]  And fuck the Internet!  Here.  Try a real paper – the News.

DR. STEVE:

This is her?  This picture?  [READS:] “Miss Mulroney—

HELEN:

They say she looks a little like Meryl Streep — a very young Meryl Streep!  I’m told I’ve met her on several occasions, but for the life of me….

DR. STEVE:

“Miss Mulroney … was taken into custody this morning, after admitting to police that she and Mr. Ransome had an ongoing affair.  In recent months—

HELEN:

They took her into custody babbling like a banshee, smeared with John’s blood and her own.  She locked herself in a stall in the ladies’ room, then commenced yanking long blond locks of pretty hair out of her pretty scalp in massive fistfuls.  You see, Ms. DeeDee Louise Mulroney has a psych file at her tender age that is three times the size of mine.  My husband was drawn to a particular type of woman.

DR. STEVE:

That poor girl.  [SCANNING THE COLUMN:] How do you know these things?  None of that is—

HELEN:

Spies, Baby!  Spies.  I’m the wife of an important corporate lawyer.  I know how to play the “wife-of-important-corporate-lawyer” game.  Keep reading.

DR. STEVE:

She found him?  Like that?  You’re saying she was the one who…?

HELEN:

[INNOCENT GESTURE — SHE DOESN’T KNOW]

DR. STEVE:

[READING:] “Anonymous sources confirm that Miss Mulroney was distraught over the break-up with Mr. Ransome some time ago.  One law firm employee, expressing shock and sorrow over Mr. Ransome’s death, said that she … ‘really wasn’t surprised’ because in her words, Miss Mulroney ‘could be incoherent at times; especially in recent weeks’ and that ‘people were afraid of her.’”  Helen, do you really care to hear more?

HELEN:

Well, I’m all agog.  Perhaps we’d better skip to the end of the column.  If you’re gonna be sensitive — let’s skip to the Post.

DR. STEVE:

[SCANNING THE POST:] “When questioned about the murder weapon, which has yet to be found, DeeDee Mulroney stated that there was ‘no hope of finding a gun’ because the bullets were fired….  [HE STOPS, STUNNED]
HELEN:

Keep reading.

DR. STEVE:

“The bullets were fired from her fingertips by the FBI agent who inhabits her body.”

HELEN:

And ya wanna know what else?  They are tearing that office apart as we speak.  Four floors of a Madison Avenue law firm have been declared a “crime scene” while they empty every filing cabinet, every drawer of every desk — in every associate and partner office — looking for that gun.  Because Young Meryl Streep must have put it somewhere!  Finish the article.

DR. STEVE:

Oh, God.  Here we are….  “The deceased is survived by William Eldridge Ransome, 35, his son by former marriage, and current wife, Helen Randolph Ransome, … in seclusion at her home … unavailable for … comment.”

[PAUSE; STEVE PUTS THE PAPER DOWN]
You found him.  In his office.  After he’d been shot.  You saw the body.  Saw what happened ….  Helen, you were in a state of shock.  You believed … somehow…, you had….

HELEN:

[APPLAUDING:] Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!  Oh, my God this is so funny!

DR. STEVE:

Funny?

HELEN:

Baby Jesus!  Help me!  This man still does not believe me!  Ha! Ha! Ha!  Oh, my God!

DR. STEVE:

Believe?  Believe?  I want to believe!  Tell me the truth, Helen, if you are capable!  And I will believe it!  If you can distinguish the truth from that other place you seem so desperate to live in, I will believe it!  I SWEAR ON MY LIFE, I WILL!  …. I am so sorry.  That’s not me.  Please ….

HELEN:

[OPEN-MOUTH STUNNED:] Don’t you dare apologize to me, Baby!  I love your anger.  Makes me moist.  ’Course at my age that could be hot flashes.  But no Baby!  You’re upset; I wanna help.  Now I’ll be Monty Clift and you be Liz Taylor:  “Tell Mama.  Tell Mama all!”

DR. STEVE:

Helen, please.

HELEN:

Stevie the shrink is alive!  “Young man!  Young, young, young man!”  Well, in your case — hung, hung, hung….

DR. STEVE:

Helen, what are you doing?

HELEN:

Doing?  I’ve just told you—

DR. STEVE:

What are you doing, Helen.  Here?  Now?  How can I … possibly….

HELEN:

Gosh, Stevie!  What AM I doing here?  Let’s see — you’re my therapist and I’m ….  If it makes you feel better, this is sanctuary and I’m the Bell-Ringer of Notre Fucking Dame.  What do ya want from me, Stevie?  I like it here, okay???

[PAUSE – A STANDOFF]
Now sit down and take that look off your face.  I have no intention of letting Miss Meryl Streep go to prison on my account — and I have no intention of abdicating my 15 minutes of infamy to her or anyone else.

[SHE SNAPS TO ATTENTION — RISES —
WALKS DIRECTLY DOWNSTAGE TO A “WINDOW”]

That’s a siren….  Hear it?  Where are we — 14th floor?  There they go.  Into the park.  Little toys!  Little toys!  One.  Two.  Red blue.  [SINGS:] Someone’s in trouble!  Someone’s in….  [SPEAKS:] They’re coming for you.  Aren’t they!  With sirens!

[PAUSE – STILL AT THE WINDOW]
I killed my husband, Steve.  It is time for you to believe me.  I want to enjoy this pageant play while I may, but…, well…, enough damage has been done.  For everyone.  Now, if you would be so kind, I’m gonna stay here and talk things out.  I want you to … help me … orchestrate things.

DR. STEVE:

“Orchestrate.”  What thi–

HELEN:

Yeah.  Orchestrate!  My — you know — my ….

DR. STEVE:

Turning yourself in?

HELEN:

Why should I?  I got away with it, didn’t I?  Didn’t I?!!  What do I do for an encore?  Huh, Steve?  Make my getaway?  Shack up in Brazil with some drug-lord?  Sell weapons to third-world potentates?  Buy a Hong Kong flower shop, maybe?  Or maybe … I’ll just sit and wait.  Whad’ya think?  Wait for them to … acquit DeeDee.  Drag me back.  Like some cheap, tawdry, not-so-young, not-so-sane, … murderess.

[SHE PACES THE ROOM]

I’m turning myself in, I’m turning myself in, I’m turning myself in.  Okay?  And you’re gonna help.  It’s over!  Okay!  La commedia é finita!
DR. STEVE:

I’ve misjudged you, Helen.  Missed the boat, apparently.  If there’s anything I could have…, we could have done.  To prevent….  I would very much like to know why you did this.

HELEN:

That’s between him and me.  If it gives you any comfort, he deserved what he got, and I’m glad it’s over.  I can now look forward to spending quality time with him — in hell.  [PAUSE]  Stevie.  Stevie, I’m sorry.  I really am.  Ask me whatever the crap you want.  Just not about him.

DR. STEVE:

Then don’t tell me about you and him.  Tell me … what happened.  What does—

HELEN:

Oh, you mean, “what happened” — as opposed to “what happened.”

DR. STEVE:

How does DeeDee Louise Mulroney fit this picture?  Who is she?

HELEN:

She’s no one.  Poor bitch.  My husband’s latest victim.  In a long line of victims.

[DR. STEVE GESTURES FOR HER TO CONTINUE]

I was his secretary.  Back in the Middle Ages.  When he was “Thane of Cawdor” — and not yet “Big Cheese MacMuffin.”  The Good ol’ days.  Humping legal documents — not me.  One very-very late-late night — in a frustrated, overworked fit — Pookie-Bear referred to his wife — “Cynthia” was her name — he referred to her as … “the Penis Fly Trap.”  Well, I made my move — and as they say — Civilization fell to her knees.  I realized later, when Lady Cynthia was deposed — that I was merely a younger version.  I realized later — when I married him — what he was:  A serial abuser of desperately unhappy women.

DR. STEVE:

“Desperately unhappy women.”  Helen.  Have you been … thinking about suicide?

HELEN:

As a matter of fact, Dr. Sigmund, I have.  But not now.  We talked about this — remember? — few weeks ago.  You take care of me, Baby — don’t ya.  I like you.  Anyway….  Haven’t thought about offing myself serious since Sugar Pop dumped her baby down the toilet.  Little red thing that nature rejected; that nature would not allow.

DR. STEVE:

Recently.  You’ve considered it recently?

HELEN:

Think so.  The glacier started moving.  Tearing up the landscape.  I’m referring to the wall of ice between him and me.  It was him or me, get it?  Him or me!

DR. STEVE:

Why Helen?  Why this life and death struggle?

HELEN:

’Cause it wasn’t gonna be me.  He was the destroyer!  Get the picture?  I was the strong one — he loved strong women — he married strong women!  Used the weak ones.  [PAUSE]  You still don’t get it.  [PAUSE]  He forced DeeDee Louise … to abort.  Three, four months ago.  Then he stopped talking to her.  Then he transferred her to Real Estate.  Then she snapped.  She fried.  She short-circuited.  I know all about DeeDee …, and Linda and Martine and Sherry and Joanna.  She cost a lot!  She was gonna sue.  But she didn’t.  Jo came to see me; get a few things off her chest – you know, reconnoiter, check her ordnance?  She cost a lot.  Oooh, Baby!  Pookie’s dick in the meat-grinder again!  But it was … Olga — I loved Olga! — she threw a drink at him at the Holiday Party.  The partners were horrified.  Olga was banished to rehab.  And the Armani suit was ruined.  Priceless!  Well, that’s the story of my husband – cut off one dick, he grows back two.  [PAUSE]  I needed … a more permanent … solution.

DR. STEVE:

I get the picture.  When you left my office.  This morning.  What happened.  Where did you go.

HELEN:

Shopping.  I guess.  Then….  Pinnocchio’s!  We were supposed to meet there — John and I – we had opera tickets — Wagner.

DR. STEVE:

Ninocchio’s?  Nino’s?  I live near there.

HELEN:

Right you are, Baby.  Always right.  Well, I was sitting at the bar, it was almost three o’clock, and I thought, holy fuck, I’d better get my ass in gear and quick.  So I called Judy, my husband’s secretary.  Judy is 55-ish, brilliant secretary, very discreet, very “alert” – if you take my meaning.  Anyway!  In this real Cherio! HiHo! voice, I said “Hey, Jude!  It’s Mrs. R.  Can I speak with him?  I just got to the restaurant, I wanna know if he’s getting off early, blah, blah, blah.”  Of course, I was met with The Silence of the Lambs, and she says after a while, “Helen, are you sitting?  It sounds like you’re in public.  I need to know if you’re sitting.”  “Jude, I’m on a bar stool.  What in God’s name is going on?  You sound awful.”  “There’s been a tragedy here, and blah, blah, blah.”  She puts me on the phone with the office administrator, who is, I suppose, standing there right beside her.  I do not like this man and he does not like me, but all of a sudden I am the Virgin Mary, and he is boo-hooing about what HE HAD JUST BEEN THROUGH, and the poor demented thing the police had to drag out of the building.  Well, all I can say — and I say it loudly in a crowded bar — is “WHERE IS MY HUSBAND WHAT HAVE THEY DONE TO MY HUSBAND!”  I put the cellphone very carefully on the bar, then I swan dived from that stool to the floor.  Pandemonium ensued!  Two big strong boys hoisted me to the back room and they called the office for me.  Jim, the administrator, gave them the phone number of detectives assigned to the case, and they were so sweet, they accompanied me to the morgue.

DR. STEVE:

Did they … want to interview you?  The police?  Ask you questions…?

HELEN:

Nope.  The two muscle-boys were allowed in with me, ’cause it was clear to all that I was a li’l’ bit tipsy.  And the scene I played over that table — have you ever been to the County Morgue? — let’s just say Miss Meryl Streep will not be accepting any awards this year; the Oscar goes to me!  And Stevie.  Honest to Christ.  I wanted to turn myself in.  I did.  I tried.  I started shrieking “It was my fault, I did this,” etc. etc.  But someone else had already played that scene, right?  Then, flashbulbs!  Everywhere!  Barking like dogs!  “Hey!  Was she SCREWING YOUR HUSBAND?”  “Did you know her?” “How OLD WAS SHE?” — then the drugs kicked in — the lying drugs — and I knew — I was gonna sit back and let ’em do their thing.

DR. STEVE:

And now.  You’re going to straighten everything out — 

HELEN:

Yeah. Yeah. Yeah.  I am.  I will.

DR. STEVE:

What’s next.  What happens next?

HELEN:

I dunno.  I’m gonna sit here and be quiet.  Like the dormouse.  ’Cause, really.  There’s nothing left to say.

[PAUSE, A “LIGHT BULB” GOES ON]

So tell me about you.  Go on.  I want to hear.  I feel like this has been a one-way ticket to truth-and-lightsville, and well, there have been, and will be, consequences.  You could not have prevented this, Steve.  Okay?  I could not have prevented this.  So come on.  Tell me ’bout your stuff — your “issues.”  Hey!  Want a tissue for your issue?  You wear it on your face, Baby.  All you guys.  Pain.  I can see it, the world can see it.  Sister Brünhilde wacked my knuckles!  Father Timothy pulled my pee-pee!  Ooooooh!  Bad Father Timothy!  Hey!  Hey!  Maybe you thought you were a little girl trapped inside an altar boy’s body.  [HE REACTS]  Well, alright!  I have hit the target.  I have won the prize.  Step right up, Ladies and Gentlemen.  Meet the 35-year-old shrink who thought he was a little–

DR. STEVE:

Helen!

HELEN:

–girl!  [PAUSE]  Come on, Goddamit!  I’m not playing with you, don’t you play with me!  [PAUSE]  Fine!  Maybe this’ll help.  You know.  Move things along.  [SINGS:] Helen!  She’s got you on your knees!  Helen!  You’re beggin’ darlin, please!

[PULLS THE GUN OUT OF HER BAG,
COCKS IT — AIMS AT STEVE]

Oh!  Look what I found!  I think you’re heading for a break-through, Steve.

[STEVE PICKS UP THE PHONE]
DR. STEVE:

Helen.  I want you to put that—

HELEN:

Steven.  I want you to put the—

DR. STEVE:

—gun down.

HELEN:

—phone down.

DR. STEVE:

Right now, Helen.

HELEN:

Right fucking now, Steven.

DR. STEVE:

Helen.

HELEN:

Steven.

DR. STEVE:

Helen!

HELEN:

Steven?

DR. STEVE:

Please.  Put the gun—

HELEN:

Put the phone down!

[SHE PISTOL WHIPS HIM.  A MOMENT OF PURE,
UNEXPECTED TERROR.  HE FLAILS/HITS THE CHAIR
THEN FALLS TO THE FLOOR; SHE STRADDLES HIM]

Good boy.  We don’t want anyone getting hurt, now do we.  You smell that, Baby? — Yeah — That nasty smell?  That’s a freshly fired pistol, Baby.  Believe me now, don’t ya.  Like ’em big, don’t ya!  Yeah, Baby!  Sniff my gun!  Sniff it!  [HE DOES]  Good boy!  Now, sit.  C’mon!  Up!  Stevie get himself aaaaaaaall comfy.  Okay, buster — start talking.  ’Cause if you think I’m going somewhere….

DR. STEVE:

About what?  Talk about what?  I belong to a … handful of organizations — Helen, professional organi… — who believe that — never, under any circumst—

HELEN:

I know, I know!  So what!

DR. STEVE:

I could lose my license.

HELEN:

Quid pro quo, Doctor.  Quid pro quo.

DR. STEVE:

This is … what you want?  You’re sure?

HELEN:

Look, Dudley, I think it’s really sweet you want me to be some damsel-in-distress, tied-to-the-railroad-tracks type of chick.  But I’m not.  I’m a cunt.  A cunt with a gun.  And you are not hero material; so don’t try anything.  Now where were we?  Digressing! Digressing! Digressing!  Oh, yes!  Talking about the murder that I committed; but now we’re talking about what killed you!  So talk.

DR. STEVE:

All right.  I’ve never spoken with my father.  Lived in the same house with him for 18 years but never … made that … connection.

HELEN:

I never spoke with…?  I’m gonna kill you right now, Sucker.  Then splatter my own brains on your lying fucking carpet!  That’s how they’ll find us.  Wanna see?

DR. STEVE:

No.  No!  I’ll tell you!  I’ll tell you, Helen!  Please let me tell you!

HELEN:

[BACKS AWAY SLOWLY]  You lie, you die.  Figure it out, Steven.

DR. STEVE:

[ATTEMPTING COMPOSURE:] I was five or six.  Just had my tonsils out.  I don’t know what the argument was about — what can a father argue about with a five-year-old? —  He got mad, very mad, … always.  I tried to run away.  He slammed a door on my hand — on purpose.  Broke two fingers.  Ripped the nail off at the root.  Fingernail was just … hanging … backwards.  I’d had my tonsils out.  So I couldn’t yell or cry for help even.  My throat locked up with so much pain.  I ran into the yard and rolled on the grass like a dog that just got kicked.  My sister took me to the hospital.  And, and, and … I’d just gotten out the week before.

HELEN:

That fucking bastard.

DR. STEVE:

When I got back, all bandaged up, cried out…, when my voice returned…, I walked up to him … at that Sunday dinner table.  I showed him the hand … and I said….

HELEN:

Yeah, Baby!  He’s sitting right there in that chair — that one.  You tell him, Baby!

DR. STEVE:

I said….  “Mr.—

HELEN:

Him!  Tell him!

DR. STEVE:

“Mr. Pierce.  I am not your son no more.  I will not speak with you ever again.  I have no daddy any more.”  Mommie said “Oh, he’s upset and tired; he’d better cool off” kind-of-thing.  But you, Daddy.  You got the message.  Yes, you did.  [PAUSE, TO HELEN:] He never spoke to me again.  Nor I to him.

[PAUSE, THE GUN IS STILL POINTED AT HIM; HELEN MOVES CLOSER, STROKES HIS CHIN]

That’s not the whole story.  Listen to me, Helen.  I’ll tell you.  Years later.  I was in college…, okay?  What I’m talking about here, it’s not just about me.

HELEN:

My lips are sealed, Darlin’.  Going over the rainbow.  No one to listen, no one to hear.  Who the hell believes me anyway.

DR. STEVE:

My sister called from Baltimore.  Where she lived.  Said she needed to talk with me.  She was coming to New York.  Well okay…, sounded great.  She had been visiting with our Aunt Edith, who lived there.  She was quite old….

HELEN:

Baltimore?

DR. STEVE:

Baltimore.  She…, Aunt Edith, was convalescing from surgery.  Susan loved Aunt Edith.  One night, the phone rings – she’s there – and a man says “Can I speak with Edith Pierce?”  My sister says, “No, oh no, she’s sleeping.  Just got out of the hospital.”  And the man says he knows that, he wants to come out and visit — he was her nephew.  Well, Sis gets all excited and says – she’s her niece, Susan – what part of the family was he from?  So he says… “I’m Douglas, Walter Pierce’s son.  Who are you?”  And she says, “But I’m Walter Pierce’s … daughter.  Isn’t there some mistake?”

HELEN:

Oh my God!

DR. STEVE:

Douglas and Susan get together right quick to sort things out.  Seems our father, before coming to Chicago — Susan and I, we come from Chicago — seems Dad started another family back east.  Douglas had a brother and a sister.  They all knew Aunt Edith.  They were crazy about her.

HELEN:

Aunt Edith kept secrets.

DR. STEVE:

Yes.  Yes, she did….

HELEN:

But that’s not all.  Well, let’s have it.  I think we’re getting somewhere.

DR. STEVE:

Susan …, well…, she’s very—

HELEN:

Wait a minute.  There’s a woman in there, yes? — an “other” woman? — the mother of three children?

DR. STEVE:

A sick woman.  Manic depressive.  Suicide attempts.  Psychotic episodes.  Dad put their mother — the other woman — in an institution.  Had her committed.

HELEN:

Oh.  How compassionate.

DR. STEVE:

Anyway….  Susan is … angry.  Angered.  Over our father’s double lives.  And uh…, she gives her best friend, Linda, a call.  Linda …, she and Susan are joined-at-the-hip buddies, okay? – FOR ALL TIME.  So she calls Linda, but Linda doesn’t even want the whole story — she says “Susan, if we’re going to talk about your father, you need to know that your father … molested me.  Lots of times.  And what is more, I saw him… at least once… molest you.”  Well, Susan is in shock over this, and Linda says “There is a difference between spanking and sex, Susan.  I know what your father was doing to you — because he was doing it to me.”

HELEN:

Is this man alive?  I have a gun.  This man needs his fucking head blown off!

DR. STEVE:

It’s alright, Helen.

HELEN:

It is not alright.  Holy shit.  Shit!  When are they gonna stop fucking with us?

[SHE MARCHES DOWNSTAGE, YELLING OUT THE WINDOW, WEAPON IN HAND, BRANDISHING]
When are the fucking parents gonna stop fucking with their kids’ heads and their little girls’ pussies, where they have absolutely no right to go?!!  Jesus.  I think I’m gonna be sick.  No, I’m not gonna be sick.  I’m gonna have a drink.

[RETURNS TO COUCH; IN HER BAG, A FLASK]
You too, Darling.  Here.  Cognac.  Come on.  You’re havin’ a hard day.  Drink up.

[HE DOES — A BIG ONE —
SHE LOOKS AWAY; HE REACHES FOR THE PHONE]

No, no, no!  Bad boy!  Stay away from that phone, Bad Boy!  In this room you are safe!  You can say whatever!  You can do whatever!  But stay away from that phone.  Now go on — what happened.

DR. STEVE:

Susan! — yeah, yeah, okay!  Susan told my father … what she knew.  She was very rough with my mother, too.  She was….  Demanded she throw him out.  My mother wasn’t able to do that.  Susan still won’t—

HELEN:

Poor brain-washed bitch — of course not!  You don’t preach to the perverted.  You Steve.  You. You. You!  Where the hell are you in all this Ozzie and Harriet, Father-Knows-Beaver bullshit?

DR. STEVE:

What do you mean?

HELEN:

What do you mean “what do I mean?”  What did you say to your father?

DR. STEVE:

Nothing.  We don’t speak.  Susan and I.  We don’t.

HELEN:

[SPEECHLESS FOR A MOMENT:] I gotta tell ya, Stevie boy, if I were you I would fly to Chicago and beat the living shit out of that son of a fucking bitch.  That man was not your father.  He was the anti-father.  That is not a man.  That is dirt.  [PAUSE]  Why, Steven?

DR. STEVE:

What?  Why what?

HELEN:

I don’t get this.  Where’s the big breakthrough?  Why are you not falling on the floor, grieving for the single most important relationship you never had — and will never have?  What are you made of?  You are not this desk, you are not this stapler, or this lamp or this weasel-ass computer!  You are flesh and blood, Baby!  Cock and balls, Baby.  Cock!  And!  Balls.  Here!  Have a tissue!  For your issue.

[SHE THROWS TISSUES AT HIM — THE WHOLE BOX —
HE DOES NOT RESPOND]

Look, Asshole.  I’m not gonna play this scene by myself.  This is New York.  Broadway!  Bright lights, big titties!  The folks want some show for their money!  Get your tap shoes on!  You’re goin’ out there a chorus girl, but you’re comin’ back a—

DR. STEVE:

I don’t cry, Helen.  I just … don’t.  Sorry if I’m disappointing you.

HELEN:

Talk to him.

DR. STEVE:

What?

[SHE CIRCLES DR. STEVE, EVENTUALLY SITTING IN THE EMPTY CHAIR]

HELEN:

Right now, your High-Holiness.  Talk to your father.  Look at him!  He’s sitting in that chair.  Your mother-fucking father, Steve.  Tell that man what you think of him.

DR. STEVE:

Helen, I dropped that sword a long time ago.

HELEN:

Tell him!  Hey.  Stevie.  How come he slammed that door on your fingers?  Huh?  What did you say?  What did ya do that got him so fucking mad — huh! — that he broke a little boy’s fingers?  Put your nose, maybe, where it didn’t belong, maybe?  Saw something you shouldn’t have, maybe?  Let’s put it this way — if your sister and her best friend were being diddled on a regular basis — how in bloody hell did you not know about it?  Huh!  Where the fuck were you when your sister needed you!

DR. STEVE:

I, I, ….  Helen, please.

HELEN:

Here, headshrinker.  Right here.  Big as life.  Now tell him.

DR. STEVE:

I forgive you.  Daddy.  I can’t…, I won’t ever forget what you did.  But I forgive you….  For everything….

HELEN:

Wow.  That’s it?  Simple as that?

DR. STEVE:

I’m not finished.

HELEN:

B’da-b’da-b’da.  That’s All Folks?  Y’all come back next week – we’ll have real good—
DR. STEVE:

I’M NOT FINISHED!  [REFOCUSING:] The son that I would raise, Daddy — the son — my son — that I would respect and cherish and love as I would my own soul — would never recoil from my touch.  Would never get sick to his stomach at the sound of my car on the driveway.  And hide like a frightened animal.  My boy — my very own – wouldn’t be afraid of anything.  Least of all … you.  [TAKES A DEEP BREATH]  There.  I’m done.

HELEN:

Breakthrough!  See?  That wasn’t so hard.  Shit.  I’m good at this!  What d’ya think?  [LOOKING AROUND]  Hey!  Where’s the liquor?  Where’d ya put it?  [HE POINTS TO THE DESK]  Oh, thank God.

[SHE TAKES A LONG SWIG]
Steve.  Steve.  Listen to me.  I’d love to continue talking art and literature and poetry.  I love you!  Really!  Like the brother I should’ve had.  But the Chitty-Chitty-Bang-Bang is over.  Gotta get down to business; make some phone calls.  Get my titties on straight.

DR. STEVE:

Sure, Helen.  Whatever you need.

HELEN:

This movie, after all, is about MY jumping off the Grand Canyon, not you.

[PULLING OUT HER PHONE BOOK,
RAPIDLY TURNING PAGES:]
Yeah.  My movie.  I hope the premiere is everything I’ve ever dreamed of.  Kleig lights.  Paparazzi.  Great reviews.  Now be quiet and let me concentrate.  Jesus!  Where the fuck do I ….

[MAKING A LIST, WRITING IT DOWN]

My lawyer.  Accountant.  The cops.  Well, of course, the cops!  [PAUSE]  My mother.  That great bitch — if she’s still alive.  What the fuck do I tell her?

[SHE LOOKS UP FOR AN ANSWER AS
BLACKOUT]

[SCENE 2. – LATER THAT EVENING;

NEW POSITIONS – HELEN IS ON THE PHONE — PACING, STANDING, SITTING;
THE GUN IS DOWN, BUT CLOSE.]
HELEN:

[TO HER LAWYER:] Liquidate them.  Yen, Euros, Pounds.  Get that money the fuck off this hemisphere.…  Because those real estate boys are gonna be up your asshole with lawsuits!  Next — I am messengering over to you keys to the bank boxes — Chase Manhattan — ask for Dick Silverman….  You know Dick?  Great.

[SHE FISHES IN HER BAG FOR KEYS, FINDS
THEM, TOSSES THEM AT DR. STEVE]

In the first box are stocks, bonds, deeds to the properties.  They’re yours and may they do you some good.  Second box — are you sitting? — Diamonds.  Unset.  Very clear, very valuable.  Nothing under 5 carats.  Give the rocks to your wife, Arty.  All of ’em.  She’ll know what to do — dump everything in your kids’ trust fund and use it.  Send them to Harvard — on me.  Arty, for fuck’s sake ….  Well, in 25 years to life — if I make it — I’ll bang on your door and you can give me whatever’s left.

[PAUSE]  I love you too.  And I adore your wife.  She is my true sister in this world.  I know what I’m doing, Arthur, I murdered my husband, okay?!!  Okay.  Yeah.  I’ll sign everything next week.  Through the bars, I guess.  Yeah.  Yeah.  Yeah.

[PAUSE]  Well, there is no longer a Mr. McClintock and Mr. Levine is an ass-wipe!  Yes, Baby — burn it to the ground and take no prisoners….  Arthur! — listen — there’s a secretary there — name of DeeDee Louise….  Yep.  That’s her.  Give her something.  If she so much as squeaks about where it came from, tell her that the FBI agent living inside her body is gonna….  Okay!  Yes, Arty….  Thank you.  Love you, too.  Bye.

[TO STEVE:] Got an envelope, Sugar?

[SHE TAKES OFF NECKLACE, BRACELETS,
EARRINGS — PUTS THEM IN THE ENVELOPE]

These are for Judy – Judy O’Connor – my ex-dead-husband’s secretary.  Believe me, she deserves a lot more.  Oh, look!  My bondage and discipline ring!

[TAKES OFF HER WEDDING RING, TOSSES IT IN THE ENVELOPE; STEVE SEALS IT SHUT.

Who’s next?

DR. STEVE:

Your mother.

HELEN:

That’ll be quick.  [DIALS]  Hello, this is Helen Ransome.  I need to speak with my mother.  Dorothy Lynn Randolph.  Then you must find her because this is urgent.  [WAITING; THEN TO STEVE:] She’s not gonna understand a word I say.  When we landed on the Moon, she was already on Mars.  Hi, Mom? — Okay, yeah, give her to me. — Mom?  Is that you?  Hi!  It’s Helen!  Listen Mom — I just shot my husband to death and I’m going to jail for the rest of my life….  Bye!

[PAUSE, HELEN EXTENDS HER HAND;
DR. STEVE BRINGS HER THE FLASK; SHE DRINKS]

Next!

DR. STEVE:

The police, Helen.

HELEN:

Already?  [STEVE NODS]  No.  Not yet.  I’m gonna sit here for a while.  And be afraid.  Then I’m never gonna be afraid of anything again.

[PAUSE, HE SITS NEAR HER]
You think I’m evil, don’t you….  Before you answer that, before I hurl the next string of expletives in your general direction, let’s just say I agree with you.  I am evil.  There’s one enormous problem, however.

DR. STEVE:

I’m listening.

HELEN:

There is no evil, Steve.  There is no Shirley Temple, there is no God.  And there is no evil.

DR. STEVE:

What does that mean, Helen.

HELEN:

Unless God is Shirley Temple, in which case…  Well, anyway….  What I’m trying to say is — a few hundred years back — the vestal virgin days — me and “Great White Father” had a little argument — about everything.

DR. STEVE:

Ronnie.  Your father.  The baby.  There was no answer.

HELEN:

Bingo.  But the questions remained.  How does a man…, a grown up — a father — get up from breakfast one day – and not come back?  How does this man call us three days later, and ….  I don’t remember what he said.  But he crushed … the life … out of my mother.  That World War II Air-Force hero, that two-bit gangster who slept in my mother’s bed, squashed her like a cockroach.  I do not even … remember my mother before that.

DR. STEVE:

It’s called weakness, Helen.  Weakness and fear and self-loathing.

HELEN:

And ego!  He was a man.  Ego!  Ego!  Just like you, and you know what I mean.  He was a man.  He thought he had the right.  To walk out.  Throw us away.  Garbage!  Old shoes.  Me and my brother.  Me and Ronnie.  Because he could.  Same way your father walked out … on that poor woman.

DR. STEVE:

Not your fault, Helen!  Not my fault, either.

HELEN:

Yeah, yeah, yeah!  So why does it take 40 years to figure out.  40 years to brush a deadbeat out of your life.

DR. STEVE:

It’s like a bomb going off.  One day you’re a family — maybe not the happiest — but the next day — that family no longer exists.  It’s warfare.  A declaration of war — from what used to be a father and is no longer a father.  Mine declared war on me.

HELEN:

Yep.  He did.

DR. STEVE:

Total war.

HELEN:

And prisoners were taken.  Led away in handcuffs.  Thrown down the stairs.  Left there to rot in the basement.  [GRABBING THE GUN; STALKING, CIRCLING THE EMPTY CHAIR:] I forgive you, Daddy!!!  Okay?  Is it all better now?  Can I come out of the basement, please, please, pretty please!  Come on, Asshole!  Say it!  Get on your knees and tell me – tell the world!  ….  You remember, Daddy — don’t you?  In the basement…?  That damp, smelly cot?  “You and me, Sugar Pop.  Come on down here.  Daddy won’t hurt ya.  This here’s our game.  And don’t you never, never tell a soul.  ’Cause that sweet-tastin’ Sugar Pop…, that sweet-as-candy-tastin’ Sugar Pop … belongs to me.”  ….  I never did tell, Daddy, I swear.  Who the hell would’ve believed me?  And what did it matter – YOU WERE GONE!!!  ….  C’mon you pathetic bastard!  Say it!  You were half the man you should have been.  You deserted your family.  Left a huge, gaping, deformed hole … where a little girl used to be.  But I forgive you.  Mr. Half-a-Man.  You are forgiven.…

[REFOCUSING:] And Ronnie – Jesus, Ronnie, what is there left to say?  –  ”Wish you would’ve come home?”  Home to what, Sweetheart?  Truth is – you weren’t gonna make it.  No way – never! – were they gonna let something so beautiful, so wild, so pure…, exist.  Nature would not allow it.  So I forgive you.  You too are forgiven.  … Well, Ron, they’re coming.  Gonna drag me outta here in handcuffs.  And you know what…?  It feels like I just got the old ones cut off.

DR. STEVE:

You did, Helen!  Don’t let anyone put them back on!

HELEN:

Right.  Like I ever had a choice.  Judge, jury, executioner – Great White Father hath spoken!  I am once again on my knees.  Miss Hot and Nasty.  Open for business!

DR. STEVE:

Take responsibility, Helen.  Please!  I understand what you went through.  Why you did what you did.  They will understand.  Society will understand.  Tell them what you told me—

HELEN:

Fuck society!  Where I am going there is no society!  I am going straight to jail.  Where I will look at four concrete walls and sleep on a rough mattress.  Where the state will give me three meals a day.  Where I will be used and abused by characters from some ghastly pulp novel until I learn to abuse them back.  Where I will grow fat and ugly and probably go stark raving mad.  How’s that for society?

[SHE PUTS THE GUN TO HER HEAD;
STEVE STANDS; THEY BOTH PAUSE IN DISBELIEF]
Uh…, Steven…, there is a gun pointed at my head.  I don’t know what’s gonna happen, and I really don’t want to make a mess on your brand new carpet.  So…, may I suggest … you get this thing outta my hand?!!  Now, Steven?!!  Before—

[HE GRABS THE GUN FROM HER
(IT REMAINS WITH HIM TO THE END)]

Now gimme that phone!
[HE PUTS THE PHONE IN HER HAND]

Okay!  There’s a card.  Detective something or other!  In my bag?!  Get me that card!

DR. STEVE:

[LOOKING IN HER BAG:] Where …?  I got it!

HELEN:

Thank you!  Here I go.  [DIALS]  Hi.  My name is Helen Ransome and I need to speak with Detective Lenny Briscoe.  Wha…?  Well I’m mispronouncing it then.  Hold on.

[HELEN SHOWS STEVE THE CARD]
DR. STEVE:

“Briscescu.”  Lenny Bris-ces-cu.

HELEN:

Lenny Bris-ces-cu.  Thank you!  [TO STEVE:] What the fuck kinda name is —?  [TO PHONE:] Hi!  Detective!  Yeah.  This is Helen Ransome.  Right.  Well, I gotta tell you, you gotta let Miss Nutbag Meryl Streep go.  You are definitely barking up the wrong tree.  [PAUSE]  Well, she didn’t do it.  [PAUSE]  She didn’t do it because I did it.  [PAUSE]  I don’t know what to say to you, either, Detective.  Yeah.  Well, yeah.  Yes, I was intoxicated; it’s sweet of you to remember.  Okay, look.  I am not wasting your time!  Can you hold a second?  Please.

[HANDS THE PHONE TO STEVE]

DR. STEVE:

Hello.  Detective…?  Briscescu.  This is Doctor Steven Pierce.  I’m Helen’s therapist.  P‑I‑E‑R‑C‑E.  She’s been under my care for several—.  I’m aware of that.  My office, 856 Central Park West.  No, she’s in a good state of mind; she’ll make the statement.  No.  No, of course we’re not!  Because we’re producing the gun; that wraps up the case, right; gets that other girl out of custody?  I do, I have it.  …  Can we have 15 minutes?  I’d prefer that you not do that!  We’ll meet you in the lobby, then — in 5 minutes.  Yes!  8-5-6 Central Park West.  …  And thank you.  [HANGS UP]  That was scary.

HELEN:

He’s a beast.

DR. STEVE:

Guess so!

HELEN:

Not your type.  Not my type.  Not nobody’s type.  Five minutes?

DR. STEVE:

Helen.  You’re gonna make it.  Survive.  You will get through this.

HELEN:

Been in handcuffs all my life, Baby.  Don’t you worry about me.

DR. STEVE:

You’re a tough lady.  Toughest I’ve ever met.

HELEN:

Bet your ass.

DR. STEVE:

I’m going with you.  When they come.  Far as they’ll let me.  …  There is such a thing as mitigating circumstances, Helen; there is such a thing as severe emotional duress.  It’s why you came to me.  I’ll tell them.  I’ll—

HELEN:

Thank you.

DR. STEVE:

Are you ready?

HELEN:

Are my titties on straight?

DR. STEVE:

Straight as they’ll ever be.  How are mine?  Helen.  I want to make an appointment for you.  Let’s say … in 5 to 7?  Good behavior?

[THEY EMBRACE]

HELEN:

Beautiful brother I should have had.

[DOOR BUZZER GOES OFF]

Fuck me!  Jesus Christ!  What’d they do, get a helicopter?

DR. STEVE:

Helen!  Helen, I’m going to remember you.

HELEN:

You bet your ass, Baby.  You bet your ass!

[HELEN QUICKLY GATHERS HER BELONGINGS; SHE GLANCES AT THE “EMPTY CHAIR,” THEN STRUTS PAST DR. STEVE, EXITING AS DOOR BUZZER GOES OFF AGAIN.  DR. STEVE CHECKS THE GUN AND EXITS BEHIND HER]

[DIMMING LIGHTS REMAIN BRIEFLY
ON THE “EMPTY CHAIR” THEN

BLACKOUT
END OF PLAY]

