GIRL, INTERRUPTED
 
 
ACT 1 
 
 
            SUSANA (voice over).  Have you ever confused a dream with life?  Or stolen something when you’ve had the cash?  Have you ever been blue?  Or thought your dream moving while sitting still.  Maybe I was just crazy.  Maybe it was the sixties.  Or maybe I was just a girl, interrupted.
 
(Lights.)
 
Scene: Living room in Dr. Crumble’s house.  
 
            DR. CRUMBLE.  Susana, if you had no bones in your hand, how did you pick up the aspirin?
            SUSANA.  (distant) By then they’d come back.
            DR. CRUMBLE.  Oh, I see.
            SUSANA.  No you don’t.
            DR. CRUMBLE.  Well, indulge me then.  Explain it to me.
            SUSANA.  Explain what?  Explain to a doctor that the laws of physics can be suspended.  That what goes up may not come down.  Explain that time can move backwards and forwards and now to then and back again and you can’t control it.
            DR. CRUMBLE.  Why can’t you control it?… (Susana dazes out)… Susana, are you stoned?  Do you smoke pot?  Take LSD?…  No drugs?  What do you feel right now?  
            SUSANA.  I don’t know; I don’t know what I’m feeling.
            DR. CRUMBLE.  You know you’re the only one in your graduating class that is not going on to college?  Why?  What do you plan to do?
            SUSANA.  I plan to write.
            DR. CRUMBLE.  Write, huh?  Susana you need to rest.
            SUSANA.  I’ll go home and take a nap.
            DR. CRUMBLE.  No, no.  You need to go somewhere where you can get a genuine rest, and you’re very lucky.  The best place in the world for someone like you is less than a half an hour from here.
            SUSANA.  You don’t mean Claymoore. (upset.)
            DR. CRUMBLE.  Susana, 4 days ago, you chased a bottle of aspirin with a bottle of vodka.
            SUSANA.  I had a headache. (firmly)
            DR. CRUMBLE.  Susana, your father is a friend of mine.  He’s a colleague. He asked me to see you even though I don’t do this anymore.  You’re hurting everyone around you.  Claymoore is a top-notch place.  A lot of people go there.  Even writers, like you.  (Walks L. to a telephone.)  Ah, yes, I’d like a cab at 1240 Milford, please.  Thank You.
            SUSANA.  My mothers here.  (confused)
            DR. CRUMBLE.  It’ll be less emotional if we do it this way.  Your parents and I have already talked about it.
 
(Black.)
 
(Lights.  Curtains open.)
 
Scene:  Claymoore’s ward for women.  VALERIE, head nurse, is giving SUSANA a tour.
 
            
            VALERIE.  (offstage)  Alright, this is the second floor.  I need you to stay close to me because it’s easy to get lost.  (VALERIE and SUSANA enter UC.)  This is our ward.  The music room is down there.  To your right is the living room; everyone hates it.  (Patients stare at SUSANA.)  And these are the phones. (Passing the phones.)  If you need to make a call, pick up the handle, tell the nurse and she’ll connect you.  This is the nurse’s station which is self explanatory, and this is the T.V. room.  (They come to a stop.) Where everyone hangs out.
             JANET.  I want my fucking clothes!
            VALERIE.  Then you’ll have to eat something, won’t you.  (Continuing the tour.)  This is the checking board.  ( JANET racially begins to sing and dance; “Oh Lordy, pick a bail of cotton”, VALERIE stops.)  She thinks that bothers me.  
            JANET.  (Screaming.)  That’s not fair!  That is not fair!  74 is the perfect weight!  (Running off stage UC.) 
            VALERIE.  (Resuming her conversation with SUSANA.)  Right now you’re in R which means you’re restricted to the ward, but I think in about a month you’ll probably move up to 2 to 1, which is 2 nurses to every patient.
            SUSANA.  I’m not gonna be here that long.  I’m just here for a rest.
            VALERIE.  It’s alright, everyone gets the same tour free of charge.  (Entering R. into Georgina’s room)  Georgina, this is Susana, your new roommate.
            GEORGINA.  Great, hi.  (Putting down the book she is reading to shake hands with SUSANA.)
            SUSANA.  Hi.
            VALERIE.  Susana, you’re very lucky.  Georgina is an excellent roommate.
            GEORGINA.  Why thank you Valerie.  (Playfully.)
            VALERIE.  (NURSE enters and whispers a few words to VALERIE.)  Susana, will you excuse me, I have some business that I have to attend to.  Georgina, will you take Susana down to the dining room in about a half an hour? 
            GEORGINA.  Sure.  (Gladly.)
            VALERIE.  (exits L.) Yes means yes Georgina. 
            GEORGINA.  I know.  (SUSANA crosses to her bed starts to unpack her things.  She pulls out a cigarette box.)  Groovy box.  (Pointing.)
            SUSANA.  (Confused.)  Oh, yea, they’re French.  The French Resistance used to smoke them I think.  (Sitting on bed.)  So, why are you here?
            GEORGINA.  Pseudologia  fantastica. 
            SUSANA.  What’s that?         
            GEORGINA.  I’m a pathological liar.   Did you ever read this?  (Holding up the book she was reading.)
            SUSANA.  No.  But I saw the movie a bunch of times though.
            GEORGINA.  Oh, well, the movie is actually based on the first book.  I read that one too.  But there were no ruby slippers in it originally.  (SUSANA moves towards the window, focusing on outside.)  This one takes place afterwards.  And Dorothy doesn’t have such a big part in it.  (GEORGINA joins SUSANA and peers out the window.  GEORGINA beings to mildly cry.)
 
(LISA, handcuffed and smiling, enters with policemen and nurses.  Patients, including GEORGINA and SUSANA, gather about to see what is unfolding.) 
            
            LISA.  Hey Dais.  (Being free of her cuffs.)  Let anyone in your room yet?  (Daisy, a patient, nonchalantly turns around and walks into her room.)  Hey girls!  Hey sexy.  (Making cat noises and removing her coat and items from her pocket, handing them to VALERIE.)  Its good to be home!  Hey Torch (To POLLY, a burnt patient, watching LISA return.).
            POLLY.  Hey Lisa.
            LISA.  You miss me?
            POLLY.  Not much.
            VALERIE.  Did you enjoy the fresh air, Lisa?
            LISA.  Yea, I did Val, thanks.
            VALERIE.  Good, cuz that’s the last time you’re leaving the ward.
            LISA.  Is that a dare or a double dare?
            VALARIE.  Get her to her room.  Greta will do the strip search.
            LISA.  (Looking over towards GEORGINA’S room.)  Who’s that with Georgie girl?  (A Male nurse escorts LISA away to her room.)  Who is it?  Where’s Jamie?  Where’s Jamie?!  Where is she?!
            GEORGINA.  I can’t deal with this.  (Shutting the door.)
            LISA.  Where’s Jamie?!  Where’s Jamie?!  (Yelling obscenities, LISA elbows the nurse in his side.  She struggles to get to GEORGINA’S room as others attempt to secure her.  She breaks free and barges into GEORGINA’S room. )  Who are you?!  (Slamming the door and barricading it with a chair.)
            GEORGINA.  (Explaining.)  Her name’s Susana and she smokes French cigarettes.     
            LISA.  (Backing SUSANA up against a corner.)  Why is all your shit on her bed?!  Huh?  Why?  Where’s Jamie?!!
            SUSANA.  (Scared and bewildered.)  I don’t know what you are talking about!  (Louder.)  I don’t know what you are talking about !!!  (GEORGINA curls up and cries.)
            VALERIE.  (VALERIE and the ORDERLY finally break in.)  What the hell are you doing Lisa?  Back off her.  Back off!  You’ve been gone for two weeks, a lot of shit has gone down.  Back off!
            LISA.  How did she do it?  How did she do it Valerie?  (ORDERLY grabs her.)  Get the fuck off me!  Get the fuck off!  (Screaming as she’s being dragged out.)  You weak people!  You’re all weak fucking people!  You’re victims!  You people are fucking sick.
            VALERIE.  Greta.  (GRETA, a nurse, who is standing near by with a shot in her hand.)
            LISA.  (Struggling.)  What. No, no, no, Val, please!  (Moving L. into TV. room.)  No!!!  (Male nurses try and carry her away while VALERIE injects LISA with the shot.  LISA scratches VALERIE with her nails.  Patients cry and look on as they watch Lisa’s battle.)  Get off me!!!  No!  (LISA is exited DC.)
            
            VALERIE.  (To GRETA.)  We’ve go to cut those nails again.  (Exiting UC.)
            SUSANA.  (Going back into GEORGINA’S room.)  My God.  What the hell was that?
            GEORGINA.  (Wiping her tears away.)  That was Lisa.
            SUSANA.  And Jamie was your roommate?
            POLLY.  (Appearing at the door.)  Jamie was Lisa’s best friend.  (Calmly.)  She was sad last week because Lisa ran away so she hung herself with a volleyball net.
 
(Black.)
 
(Lights.)
 
(MRS. McWILLEY, a nurse, hands out medication to the patients at the nurse’s station. )
 
            MRS. McWILLEY.  Next!…Cynthia Crowley!… Susana Kaysen!….(Becoming annoyed.)  Susan Kaysen!  (SUSANA appears at the nurse’s window.)  I am Mrs. McWilley and these are for you.
            SUSANA.  What are they?
            MRS. McWILLEY.  They’ll help you sleep.
            SUSANA.  It’s 10:30 I’m not gonna-
            DAISY.  (Interrupting her.)  For Christ sake.
            MRS. McWILLEY.  You can discuss it in the morning dear.  With your doctor.  In the meantime we’ll just have to agree to disagree.  Take them here.  (SUSANA gulps down the pills.)  Have some water.  (SUSANA crosses R.)  Polly Clark!…Teresa McCullion…Daisy Randone…Angela Cory…
(SUSANA sits down by the TV and begins to write in her diary.  A man on the TV is pulling birth dates out for the draft.)
            M.G.  Bingo!  (M.G., a patient with Turret syndrome, chants out “Bingo” to the TV.) 
            T.V.  December 14th.  December 30th.
            SUSANA.  Oh my God.  
            JANET.  What?           
            SUSANA.  A guy that I know was just drafted.
            JANET.  What’s his name?
            SUSANA.  Toby.
            JANET.  He’s dead now.
(LISA enters from UC. smiling.)
            DAISY.  (LISA kicks DAISY’S door open.)   Get out Lisa!
            LISA.  I’m not in your room Daisy, I’m right fuckin’ here.  (DAISY slams the door.)  I was gonna offer you some of my nail polish.
            MARGE.  (MARGE, a young nurse who is watching the girls.) You’re looking better Lisa.
            LISA.  Why thanks Margie.  (LISA sprawls down on the couch, laying across M.G.’s lap.)  So how’s the engagement going?
            MARGE.  Oh, you know.
            LISA.  No I don’t.  I’ve been away.
            MARGE.  Joe wants me to, you know, before the wedding.
            LISA.  Fuck his brains out.  Use a rubber.  (LISA, getting up and horse playing with some of the patients.  Crosses R. over to SUSANA.)  Can I bum one?  (Sitting in a chair.)
            SUSANA.  Go ahead.  (LISA lights cigarette.)
            LISA.  So… have you had your first “Melvin” yet?
            SUSANA.  Who’s that?
            LISA.  Bald guy with a little pecker and a fat wife.  Your “ther-rapist” sweet pea.  Unless they’re giving you shocks.  God forbid letting you out.  Then you get to see the (In a Russian accent.) great and wonderful “Doctor Dyke.”
            MARGE.  She means Doctor Wick.
            SUSANA.  I’ve been in his office, but I haven’t met him yet.
            M.G.  He’s a she.  Doctor Wick’s a girl.
            LISA.  That’s right M.G.  Wicks a chick.  Hence the nickname.  So, what are you here for?   
            SUSANA.  I don’t know.
            LISA.  You don’t know?  You’re not crazy are you?  
            SUSANA.  We‘ll I’m here aren’t I.
            LISA.  True.  What’s the craziest thing you’ve ever done?  
            SUSANA.  I don’t know.  I broke a window in a church once.
            LISA.  Oooh, steer clear from you.
            SUSANA.  I had an affair with a professor.
            LISA.  What!?  Who?
            SUSANA.  One of my friends’ dad.  His name is Mr. Gilcrest.  He teaches at Wellesley. 
            LISA.  You meet the misses?
            SUSANA.  Yea.  At my dad’s birthday party.  
            LISA.  Oooh, awkward, huh?  (Mel, a nurse enters UC.)  Hey Mel, when the fuck is my check up?  Nice chattin’.
            MEL.  Now Lisa, its now Lisa!  Shouldn’t you be in your room.
            LISA.  (Exiting UC.)  Can’t let you sit too long with out popping the hood, huh?  (Escorted by a male nurse UC.)
            NURSE.  Susana, you have Melvin at 12:30 tomorrow.
 
(Black.  Curtains close.)
 
 
 
 
(Lights.)
 
Scene:  Melvin‘s office.
 
            MELVIN.  Why are you using the past tense?
            SUSANA.  What do you mean?
            MELVIN.  Well, he was only drafted today so chances are he’s not dead yet.  He probably has several months before he even reports.
            SUSANA.  He was just a nice guy,  that’s all, and it made me feel bad.
            MELVIN.  You’ve been feeling bad in general?  Have you been depressed?
            SUSANA.  Well I haven’t exactly been a ball of joy Melvin.
            MELVIN.  I understand you tried to kill yourself last week.  (Lighting a cigarette.)  Anything you want to tell me about that?
            SUSANA.  I had a headache.  (Firmly.)
            MELVIN.  So I assume you took the recommended aspirin dosage for a headache?
            SUSANA.  I didn’t try to kill myself.
            MELVIN.  What were you trying to do?
            SUSANA.  I was trying to make the shit stop.
            MELVIN.  Time jumps, and depression, and the uh, headaches, and the thing with your hand?
            SUSANA.  All of the above.
            MELVIN.  I understand.  So what is it?  (Long pause.)  Are you puzzled about something?
            SUSANA.  I guess I am Melvin.  I guess I’m puzzled as to why it is I need to be in a mental institution.
            MELVIN.  You put yourself here.
            SUSANA.  No, my parents put me here. 
            MELVIN.  No.  No they didn’t.
            SUSANA.  Everyone here is fucking crazy!  
            MELVIN.  You want to go home?
            SUSANA.  Same problem.  (Hopelessly.)  (Grabbing papers off his desk.)  What is this?  Borderline what?
            MELVIN.  Oh, I don’t think that’s useful.
            SUSANA.  What is it?  Borderline between what and what?  Melvin.
            MELVIN.  It’s a condition called Borderline Personality Disorder.  It’s not uncommon.  Especially in young women.
 
(Black. ) 
 
 
 
 
ACT 2
 
(Curtains.)
 
(Lights.)
 
Scene:  A group of girls, including LISA and SUSANA, are playing a game of cards.
            
            LISA.  (In a southern dialect.)  Razors pain you, rivers are damp, acid stains you, drugs cause cramp, guns aren’t lawful, nooses give, gas mask awful you might as well live.
            GEORGINA.  Gin.  (MRS. GILCREST enters.)
            MRS. GILCREST.  (To MARGE.)  Hi, do you have any applications?
            MARGE.  Let me go see.
            MRS. GILCREST.  Thank you.  (She spots SUSANA and makes her way to the table.) 
            MRS. GILCREST.  Hello Susana.  Do you remember me?  You must remember me.
            SUSANA.  Oh, hi Mrs. Gilcrest.  How are you?  How’s your daughter?
            VALERIE.  (From nurse’s station.)  Susana are you ok?      
            SUSANA.  Yea-
            MRS. GILCREST.  You know, I know all about you.  And I hope they put you away forever.
            LISA.  Is this the professor’s wife?
            JANET.  What professor?
            MRS. GILCREST.  Oh, so you told everybody.
            LISA.  Lady, back off.
            MRS. GILCREST.  Was I talking to you?
            LISA.  No, but you are spitting on me so mellow fuckin’ out.
            MRS. GILCREST.  Don’t you tell me what to do!      
            LISA.  Look, she gave your husband a rim job.  Big fuckin’ deal.  I’m sure he was begging for it and I heard it was like a pencil anyway.  (VALERIE makes her way to the table.)
            MRS. GILCREST.  How dare you!  (Pointing her finger at LISA.)
            LISA.  (Grabbing MRS. GILCREST’S hand.)  Some advice, ok, don’t point your fuckin’ finger at crazy people!  (JANET begins to bark like a dog.  GEORGINA and POLLY begin to howl like ghosts.)
            VALERIE.  Let go now!  (LISA releases her hand.  MRS. GILCREST swiftly walks to the exit.)
            MARGE.  I found some applications.
            MRS. GILCREST.  Fuck it!  (MRS. GILCREST exits.  The girls begin to laugh.  LISA, not amused, rises and turns off the TV.)
            POLLY.  Hey.
            JANET.  Asshole.
            LISA.  Fat-so.  (LISA sits in a chair and holds kitten puppet while using a childish voice.)  M.G. look at me, play with me.  Don’t be sad.  Don’t be sad.  (GRETA brings meds over to LISA.)  Hey.  (GRETA administers the meds to LISA.)  Ahhh.  (Showing that she swallowed the pills.)
            GRETA.  Thank you.  (GRETA crosses L. to other patients.  LISA and SUSANA notice DAISY‘S father drop something off at her room.  LISA looks over towards SUSANA and bring the meds back out of the mouth with her tongue.)
            MARGE.  (Crossing down from UC.)  Checks… Checks.
            LISA.  (LISA rolls the chair she is sitting in towards MARGE, blocking her.) Hey Margie.   
            MARGE.  Hey Lisa.
            LISA.  What’cha doin‘?
            MARGE.  Checks.
            LISA.  How’s Joe?
            MARGE.  He’s fine.
            LISA.  Yeah?  (MARGE tries to pass LISA.)
            MARGE.  (LISA blocking MARGE again.)  Lisa, I have to do my checks.
            LISA.  And what, taking five minutes for me would be a “dare election of duty“?  Huh?  (MARGE again tries to pass LISA, but she is stopped.)  What if I had a punctured artery?  What would you do?  Would you keep goin’ about your rounds ignoring my wounds?
            MARGE.  Lisa, stop it.
            LISA.  Stop what?  You fucking people.  (Removing a pen from MARGES clipboard and holding it to her neck.) Look at this.  Go ahead, go ahead.
            MARGE.  That’s enough!
            LISA.  Take one more fucking move and I’ll jam this pen in my aorta.
            MARGE.  Stop it!
            VALERIE.  (Coming from nurse’s station.)  Lisa, your aorta is in your chest.
            LISA.  Good to know.  (Clicking the pen.)  I’ll make a note of that.  (Hands the pen to MARGE and rolls back over to the couch.  MARGE and VALERIE head back into nurse‘s station.  LISA heads back to the couch.)
            GRETA.  (Making her way from the patients to SUSANA.)  Susana. 
            SUSANA.  What are these?
            GRETA.  Co lace, its just a laxative. 
            SUSANA.  Oh, I don’t-
            GRETA.  Are we going to have a problem?  (SUSANA puts the pills in her mouth.  LISA is continuing her childish voice, now mocking i.e. “Are we going to have a problem?”)
            GRETA- May I see?  (SUSANA opens her mouth for inspection.)  Thank you.  (As soon as GRETA leaves, SUSANA takes the meds out of her mouth and into her pocket.)
            LISA- (Childish voice.)  Nope, no problem.
            NURSE- Susana, phone call, booth one.
            SUSANA.  Hello?  Hello?  Hi mom.  (Pause.)  I’m fine dad.  (Now paying attention to DAISY’S problem.)
            DAISY.  (In the background.)  Please Greta!  Oh god!  Valerie!  Valerie, please, if you can’t give me any X-Lax, can I please have some co lace, please?
            VALERIE.  No.  No laxatives.
            DAISY.  Margie?
            MARGE.  I can get her some prune juice.
            DAISY.  (Laughing.)  Prune juice?!  This is outrageous.  (Marching back to her room.)
            SUSANA.  Ok, love you too.  Bye.  (Susana makes her way to DAISY’S room.  She knocks.)  Daisy?
            DAISY.  Fuck off!
            SUSANA.  I have something you want.   
            DAISY.  Come in.  (SUSANA enters.  DAISY is on her bed eating the chicken her dad has just brought to her.  SUSANA makes her way to a chair.)  So what do you have that I want?  (SUSANA produces the co lace from her pocket.)  Put it on the bed and get out.
            LISA.  (Out of nowhere.)  Put yours on the bed.
            DAISY.  Oh Jesus.  Get out.  Get out!
            LISA.  (Closing the door.)  C’mon Dais, don’t take advantage of her just because she’s new.  
            DAISY.  Get the fuck out or I’m calling Valerie.  Valerie!
            LISA.  Yeah, yea, why don’t you call Valerie, let’s call Valerie and  ask her for some co lace just like Suzie Q’s got in her fuckin’ hand.  Why does it stink in here?!  (Disgusted.)  What are you going to do, are you gonna eat that?  (Referring to the chicken.)
            GRETA.  (Opening the door.)  Checks.  Hey, you’ve got visitors Daisy.
            DAISY.  I want some fuckin’ co lace.
            GRETA.  Talk to Melvin tomorrow.  (Exists.)
            LISA.  You know what I think Daisy.  I think you want to poop Daisy.  I think it’s been days.
            SUSANA.  (Rising.)  Its ok, I don’t care.
            LISA.  I do!  I do care!  (Making her way around the room.)  So uh, you never leave unless Valerie makes you go to the cafeteria, where you never eat.  You’re a laxative junky so, I always thought you were like Janet, but here you are with this fucking chicken.  Bock Bock Boock.  (Making chicken gestures.)  So what’s with that, huh?
            DAISY.  My daddy owns a deli, asshole.  With a rotisserie.  I like my dad’s chicken and when I eat something else, I puke.
            LISA.  Oh, of course.  (Sarcastically.)
            SUSANA.  Why do you eat it here?  Why don’t you like to go to the cafeteria?
            DAISY.  Which do you like better, taking a dump alone, or taking a dump with Valerie watching?
            SUSANA.  Alone.
            DAISY.  Everyone likes to be alone when it comes out.  I like to be alone when it goes in.  To me, the cafeteria is like being with 20 girls at once, taking a dump.  
            LISA.  That is fucked up Daisy.  (Playfully.)  C’mon lets go.  (Signaling SUSANA to the door.)
            DAISY.  Alright!  Assholes.  Fine, here.  (SUSANA and LISA stop.  DAISY removes some meds from a stuff animal and places them on the bed.  LISA puts her meds on the bed.  They swallow them quickly.  LISA then looks under DAISY‘S bed to investigate.)  No!  Lisa don’t!  No, no, no, no, please!
            LISA.  You’re fucking me out.  (Coughs.)
            SUSANA.  These are chickens?  (Coughing.)
            LISA.  I guess that’s how daddy knows she’s eating.  (LISA and SUSANA laugh.  TOBY enters.)
            DAISY.  (Calmly.)  When I get five, Valerie makes me throw them away.  (VALERIE enters.)
            VALERIE.  Susana, you have a visitor.  (SUSANA, LISA, and VALERIE exit DAISY’S room.)  
            SUSANA.  (Surprised.)  Hey!
            TOBY.  Hey Susana.  Is there some place we can talk?
            SUSANA.  Yea.  (They both cross R. to her room.  GEORGINA and LISA simulate sex and make sexual-orgasm howls.)  So, how are you?  What are you doing here?
            TOBY.  I’m going to Canada.  Susana, you’re not crazy, ok.  You don’t need to be here.
            SUSANA.  I tried to kill myself Toby.
            TOBY.  You took some aspirin-
            SUSANA.  I took a bottle of aspirin.
            TOBY.  And that buys you a year in this place?  Susana, that’s bullshit, ok.  They’re breaking you.  Now come on.  Everything’s changing man.  What the fuck do they know about being normal?
            SUSANA.  I have friends in here.
            TOBY.  Who?  Them?  Those girls?  Susana, they’re eating grapes off of the wallpaper.  They’re insane.
            SUSANA.  If they are , I am.
            TOBY.  No. No baby, come on.  Look, my dad gave me five grand.  Ok. (Getting excited.)  We can go up there and we can build a cabin in the woods.  Susana look, I know this sounds crazy but, I think I love you.  So come with me, ok?  Come with me.  You wanna leave don’t you?
            SUSANA.  Yes, I wanna leave.  But not with you.  Not with you.
            TOBY.  Not with me?  (Furious.)  Fine.. that’s just…fine!  (TOBY storms out the door and exits L.  SUSANA exits her room and plops down onto the couch.)
            LISA.  (Making her way to the couch to comfort SUSANA.)  Hey, are you ok?
            SUSANA.  Yea.
            LISA.  You sure?  I can kill him if you want me to.
            SUSANA.  (SUSANA laughs.)  No, that’s ok. 
            LISA.  (Outside DAISY’S door.)  Hey listen, tongue your meds tonight.  After                  1 O’clock checks, Greta always goes out for a smoke.  Check the mirrors, and if they’re clear, make your way past Hector’s closet and take a left to the music room, it will be open.  We’ll need your help.
 
(Black.)  
 
(Lights come up.  Susana sneaks out her room down the hall and makes a left.  She later helps LISA and some of the girls bring out an old record player.  They set it up and begin to dance to Aretha Franklin‘s “Right Time“.)
 
(Black.)
 
(Lights.)
 
Scene:  Midnight in the TV. room.  (Lights are dim.)
            
            POLLY.  (Screaming and throwing a tantrum.)  No!!!  My face!  My face!  My face!  (Male nurses rush to her side in the TV. room.  They carry her out UC.)  I’m ugly!!!
            SUSANA.  (Coming out her room and into the TV. room.)  Hey.  (To LISA.)  What happened to Polly?
            LISA.  (Sitting by the TV.)  What needs to happen?  No ones ever gonna kiss her mouth.  They’re building a new Disneyland in Florida.  If I could have any job in the world, I would be a professional Cinderella.  You could be Snow White.  And Polly could be Minnie Mouse.  Then everyone would hug her and kiss her and no one would know what’s in that big giant head.  You know?
            SUSANA.  Give me your keys.  Take care of Mrs. McWilley.  (SUSANA heads UC and makes a left.  She comes back with instruments.)  
            LISA.  Got cha’.  (LISA crosses to the nurse’s station and drugs MRS. MCWILLEY, who is sleeping.)  
            SUSANA.  (LISA and SUSANA cross UC. to where POLLY is staying.)  Hey Polly.  Its Susana.
            LISA.  Just play something.  (They both sit.  SUSANA begins to strum the guitar and proceeds in singing “Downtown”.)
            SUSANA.  “Just listen to the music…”(LISA joins in and bangs a tambourine.)
            ORDERLY.  (Enters from R.)  Back to your rooms please.  Back in your room.  McWilley is going to wake up.  Susana give me the guitar.  (LISA rises and dances with him.)
            SUSANA.  “…happy again.”  Its ok.  Come here.  Come here.  (He bends down towards her.)
            ORDERLY.  You’re going to get me fired.  (They begin to kiss.)
            SUSANA.  Shh.  (They lie down.  LISA lies down also.)
 
(Lights are brought all the way up.)
 
(VALERIE enters from L.  She looks around for a moment.  She spots the patients and the orderly on the floor.  SUSANA gets up and runs to her room.  The ORDERLY stands.  VALERIE follows SUSANA. )
            VALERIE.  (Barging the door open.)  I’m writing you up.  I am sick of this bullshit!
 
(Black.  Curtain closes.)
 
 
 
(Lights .)
 
Scene: Dr. Wicks office.
 
            VOICE.  You may go in.  (SUSANA enters from L. She sits in a chair.)
            WICK.  You look tired.
            SUSANA.  Polly freaked out last night and we stayed up singing to her.  Lisa and I.
            WICK.  Have you become friends with Lisa?
            SUSANA.  Why is that bad?
            WICK.  Does it feel bad?
            SUSANA.  No.  Look, am I in trouble for singing to Polly, or for kissing an orderly?
            WICK.  Melvin says you have some very interesting theories about your illness.  You believe there is a mystical undertow in life, quick sands of shadows.
            SUSANA.  Yeah, and another one of my theories is that you people don’t know what you’re doing.
            WICK.  I must tell you, I acknowledge the problem coping with this quicksand.
            SUSANA.  I have a problem coping with this hospital.  I want to leave.  I’ve been here way too long.
            WICK.  I can’t do that.
            SUSANA.  I signed myself in, I should be able to sign myself out.
            WICK.  You signed yourself into our care, we decide when you leave.  You’re not ready for it Susana.  Your progress has plateau.  Does that disappoint you?
            SUSANA.  I’m ambivalent.  In fact, that’s my new favorite word.
            WICK.  Do you know what that means, ambivalence?
            SUSANA.  I don’t care.
            WICK.  It’s your favorite word, I would have thought-
            SUSANA.  It means I don’t care!
            WICK.  On the contrary Susana.  Ambivalence suggests strong feelings in opposition.  The prefix as in ambidextrous means both.  (Rising.  Picking dictionary off desk, searching for word and handing it to SUSANA.)  The rest of it in Latin means vigor.  The word suggests that you are torn between  two opposing courses of action.
            SUSANA.  Will I stay or will I go?
            WICK.  Am I sane or am I crazy?
            SUSANA.  Those aren’t courses of action.
            WICK.  They can be dear.  For some
            SUSANA.  Well then, it’s the wrong word.
            WICK.  No.  I think it’s perfect.  What world is this?  What kingdom?  What shores of what worlds?  It’s a very big question you’re faced with, Susana.  The choice of your life.  How much will you indulge in your flaws.  What are your flaws.  Are they flaws.  If you embrace them, will you commit yourself to hospital for life.  Big questions, big decisions.  I’m surprised you profess carelessness about them.
            SUSANA.  Is that it?
            WICK.  For now.
            SUSANA.  Do you think I could get out before the end of the year?
            WICK.  Possibly.  That all depends on you, Susana.  You.
            VOICE.  (Aside.)  Dr. Wick, Lisa Rowe is here.  
 
(Black.)
            
            SUSANA.  (voice over.)  John, the orderly, was moved to the men’s ward and Lisa never came back from Dr. Wick’s office.  I began to feel lonely.  I started to hate life and I wanted to fly away.  Fly away from it all.  But I was trapped and I didn’t know how to fight the loneliness.
 
 
 
 
 
 
-INTERMISSION-
Wilco’s “How to Fight Loneliness” plays over.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
ACT 3
 
(Curtains open.)
 
(Lights.)
 
 
Scene:  Susana’s room.
 
            VALERIE.  (Entering and crossing over to SUSANA’S bed.)  I think you need to get up.
            SUSANA.  (Half awake.)  I’m just gonna rest for a while.  (VALERIE exists to the nurse’s station and returns with a bucket of cold water.  VALERIE pours some of the water onto SUSANA.)  Fuck!  You stupid- (VALERIE pours the rest on her.)
            VALERIE.  Sorry, too cold?
            SUSANA.  What the fuck are doing!?  Get me a fuckin’ towel.
            VALERIE.  Get it yourself.
            SUSANA.  Where’s Lisa?  Where the fuck is Lisa?!
            VALERIE.  What‘s the matter?  Can’t hack it without her?
            SUSANA.  You banish her for singing to Polly, we were trying to help her.  We were trying to help her.  This place is a fucking fascist torture chamber.
            VALERIE.  No.  See, I’ve worked in state hospitals.  This place is a five-star hotel.  (SUSANA starts to jump on the bed and racially begins to sing “Oh, Lordy pick a bail of cotton.”)  You know, I can take a lot of crazy shit from a lot of crazy people.  But you, you are not crazy.
            SUSANA.  Then what’s wrong with me, huh?  What the fuck is going on inside my head?!  Tell me Doctor Val!  What’s your “diagnonsense”?
            VALERIE.  You are a lazy, self-indulgent, little girl who is driving herself crazy.
            SUSANA.  Oh, is that your medical opinion, huh?  Is that what you learned at your advanced studies at night school for Negro welfare mothers?  I mean, Melvin doesn’t have a clue, Wick’s a psycho, and you, you pretend you’re a doctor.  You sign the charts and you dole out the meds but (In a petite voice.)  yous aint no doctor Mrs. Valerie.  Yous aint nothin’ but a black nurse maid.
            VALERIE.  And you’re just throwing it away.
 
(Black.)
 
(Lights.  Very Dim.)
 
Scene:  Susana is sleeping in her bed.  Lisa enters quietly.
 
            LISA.  (Creeping over her bed.)  Did you still want to go to Florida?
            SUSANA.  What?
            LISA.  Let’s go.
            SUSANA.  Lisa, we need money.  (Sitting up.)
            LISA.  You’ve been tongue-in your meds right?
            SUSANA.  Yeah but I only have-
            LISA.  They gave me shocks again.  Alright, Jamie, I have to get out of here.  Get packed.  (LISA exits             SUSANA’S room and stands guard waiting for her.)
            SUSANA.  I’m Susana.  I’m Susana.  (She starts to pack.) 
            LISA.  (Entering abruptly.)  Shit.  Someone’s coming.  Get back into bed.  (LISA hides and SUSANA gets back into bed.)
(DAISY enters and turns the light on.)
  (Lights up all the way.)
            SUSANA.  Hey Dais.  (Softly.)  
            DAISY.  Who are you talking to?
            SUSANA. What?  What do you mean?
            DAISY.  Where is Georgina?  
            SUSANA.  Oh, she’s staying with Polly tonight.
            DAISY.  Why is all your stuff packed?  Are you going somewhere?  (She spots LISA’S shoe.)  What the fuck is she doing here?
            LISA.  Hey Dais.  Peace man, peace.  C’mon, I’m sorry for being a bitch, I was a drag.  Here, (Pulling a home-made bracelet from her pocket.)  I made this for you.
            DAISY.  Give me some Valium and I won’t say anything.  
            SUSANA.  Ok.
            DAISY.  Are you two escaping?  (Realizing they are.)  Oh this is great.
            LISA.  We’re going to Florida?  
            DAISY.  What’s in Florida. 
            LISA.  I’m gonna be Cinderella at Walt Disney’s new theme park.  Susana’s gonna be (In a sexy voice.) Snow White.  You can come if you want.  You can uh, (Thinking and finally retrieving her joke.) you can be the cocker spaniel that eats spaghetti.  You can get daddy to pay your way.  And when you’re in dire need, he can send you his chickens.
            DAISY.  I’m not interested.  I’m getting out soon.  (To SUSANA.)  I’d help, but- 
            LISA.  But what?  We don’t need your daddy’s money.
            DAISY.  I’m tired.  (Walking over to LISA.)  Give me the valium.
            SUSANA.  Thanks Daisy, but I think we’ll be fine in Florida.
            DAISY.  I’m sure.  Just give me the fuckin’ Valium.
            LISA.  What’s this?  (Noticing the slash marks on DAISY’S arm.  LISA grabs it.)  Huh?  What’s this?
            DAISY.  Fuck off.  Get the fuck off me.  (Freeing her arm and backing up into the dresser.)
            LISA.  Less appealing for daddy, huh?
            SUSANA.  Lisa!  (Moving to Georgina’s bed.)
            DAISY.  Look at your own arm, asshole.
            LISA.  I’m sick Daisy, we know that.  But there you are in so called recovery, playing Betty Crocker, cut up like a goddamn Virginia ham.
            SUSANA.  Lisa just stop it ok?  Someone’s gonna walk in here!
            
LISA.  Help me understand, Dais, cuz I thought you didn’t do Valium.  Tell me that you don’t drag that blade across your skin and pray for the courage to press down.  Tell me how your daddy helps you cope with that.  Illuminate me.
            DAISY.  My father loves me.
            LISA.  I bet.  With every inch of his man hood.  (Softly.)
            SUSANA.  Oh god.  (Covering her head with a pillow.)
            DAISY.  I’m going to sleep now.  (Slowly walking out the door.)  You’re just jealous Lisa.  (Turning around.)  Because I’m getting better.  Because I’ll be released.  Because I’ll have a chance.  And a life.
            LISA.  They’re not gonna release you because your getting better Daisy.  They just gave up.  You call that, out there, a life?  (Getting louder.)  Taking daddy’s presents and eating his chicken, fattening up like a prize fuckin’ heifer.  Out there you’ll change the scenery but not the fuckin’ situation.  And the ward makes house calls.  And everybody knows,  (Quieting down.)  everybody knows that he fucks you.  (With a smile.)  But what they don’t know is that you like it.  You like it.
            SUSANA.  Shut the fuck up!
            LISA.  But hey man it’s cool, its ok.  Its fine, its fuckin’ fine.  A man is a dick.  He’s a man, he’s a dick.  He’s a chicken.  Dad.  Valium speculum, whatever.  Whatever.  You like being Mrs. Randone.  That’s probably all you’ve ever known.
            SUSANA.  Lisa!
            DAISY.  Have fun in Florida.  (Closing the door.)
            LISA.  Look we can’t leave now, everyone is probably awake.  I’m gonna crash here and we’ll leave tomorrow.
            SUSANA.  What?  What about Daisy?  
            LISA.  She won’t say shit.  Look, aren’t your parents visiting tomorrow?  You’ll get off-ground privileges.  And we’ll be off on our way to a life of luxury.  Ok?…Susana?
            SUSANA.   Ok.
 
(Black.)
 
(Lights.  Skeeter Davis’ song “End of the World” plays in the background.)
 
Scene:  Afternoon in the ward.
 
            SUSANA.  (Coming down from UC. And turning into her room.)  Lisa.
            LISA.  Are you ready to go?
            SUSANA.  Yeah, um, has she come out yet?
            LISA.  Who Daisy?  No.  (To DAISY’S wall.)  But she’s been playing that shit all morning!  What are you doing?  (SUSANA heads out the door.)
            SUSANA.  I just want to tell her goodbye before we leave.  (SUSANA makes her way to DAISY’S room.  She knocks.)  Hey Daisy, its me, Susana.  Um, about last night, I’m really sorry.  I know I should have said something, but- Daisy?  (Knocking again.)  Daisy!?  (SUSANA opens DAISY’S door and screams. LISA runs to SUSANA’S side.  DAISY has killed herself.  Everyone in the ward is startled.)  Oh god!  Oh my god!
            LISA.  Oh, what an idiot.
            SUASANA.  (Running to the phone.)  Yes, I need an ambulance.
            LISA.  Make it a hearse.
            SUSANA.  Yes, Daisy Randone.  She killed herself.  Claymoore Institution.  Please hurry.  (Everyone is crowded around DAISY’S door, not even noticing LISA.)  You pressed her buttons and-
            LISA.  I didn’t press shit.  She was waiting for an excuse.  Look we have to go.  Susana, don’t be stupid.  Fine, be stupid.  (LISA bolts out the door before anyone notices her.)
 
(Black.)
 
(Lights.)
 
Scene.   Same day.
 
            VALERIE.  (SUSANA is lying in bed.  VALERIE enters.)  Checks.
            SUSANA.  Did they find Lisa?
            VALERIE.  No.
            SUSANA.  I couldn’t stand up to her.  A decent person would have done something.  Shut her up.  Gone to her room and talked to Daisy.
            VALERIE.  The girls said you went to her room.
            SUSANA.  Too late.  (Softly.)
            VALERIE.  What would you have said to her?
            SUSANA.  I don’t know.  That I was sorry.  That I’d never know what it was like to be her.  But I know what it was like to wanna die.  How it hurts to smile.  How you try to fit in but you can’t.  How you hurt yourself on the outside to try and kill the thing on the inside.  
            VALERIE.  Susana, it’s good to tell me all this, but you gotta tell some of this to your doctors.
            SUSANA.  How the hell am I suppose to recover when I don’t even understand my disease.  (Turning over.)
            VALERIE. But you do understand it.  You spoke very clearly about it just a second ago.  But I think what you gotta do is put it down, put it away, put it in your notebook.  But get it out of yourself.  Away so your can’t curl up with it anymore.
            SUSANA.  (Sitting up.)  Lisa thinks it’s a gift.  That it let’s you see the truth.  
            VALERIE.  Lisa’s, been here for 8 years.  Susana, they’re gonna let you out.             SUSANA. What?
            VALERIE.  Yup.  I overheard Dr. Wick and the board.  Actually I was eavesdropping.         
            SUSANA.  Yea.  (Hugging VALERIE.)  I’m so sorry, I was a pig.  I was a pig.  
            VALERIE.  Do not drop anchor here.  Understand?  (VALERIE exits.  SUSANA grabs her diary and begins to write.)
SUSANA.  (voice over.)  When you don’t wanna feel, death can seem like a dream.  But seeing death, really seeing it, makes dreaming about it fuckin’ ridiculous.  Maybe there’s a moment growing up when something peels back.  Maybe, maybe we look for secrets because we can’t believe our minds.  And though I miss Lisa, life was easier without her.  It was a hard thing to control.  All I know is that I began to feel things again.  Crazy, sane, stupid.  Whatever I was, I knew there was only one way back to the world.  And that was to use the place; to talk.  So I saw the great and wonderful Dr. Wick three times a week  and I let her hear every thought in my head.  (SUSANA here’s noises outside her bedroom.  She goes to investigate.  Orderlies bring LISA in.  LISA crosses SUSANA UC and shoots her a cold stare.  SUSANA turns back into her room and lies down.)
 
(Black.)
 
(Lights.  Dim.)
 
Scene:  Same night, Lisa and the group of girls are in the TV room reading Susana’s diary out loud to each other.  Susana wakes up and  follows the noise into the TV room.
 
            LISA.  (Reading from diary.)  “So I let them relax.  And that wasn’t much better.  My veins bulged.”  (To POLLY and GEORGINA.)  Shut I’m reading.  Shut up!
            SUSANA.  Lisa!  (Making her way to them.)
            LISA.  (Reading.)  “…By Freud’s definition I’ve achieved mental health.  My discharge sheet reads recovery.  Whatever that was…”
            SUSANA.  Lisa!
            POLLY.  Hey Susana.
            LISA.  Hey, we figured since it was your last night we’d have a little salon, a little read-aloud.  To celebrate all the wisdom you’re carrying into the world.  Try to learn something, try to grow as people.  We read when how you were a baby, they strapped you to a board, and how you think Georgina doesn’t really want to leave, and Polly never will.  And that I’m criminally insane.
            SUSANA.  What are you guys doing here?
            LISA.  (Reading.)  “Lisa eyes, once so magnetic, now just look empty.”
            SUSANA.  Lisa, that is mine.  That is mine.
            LISA.  (Reading.)  Georgina, “Georgina lies only to people who keep her here.  Sometimes I think she wants to live in Oz forever.”  How perceptive.
            GEORGINA.  (Making her way to SUSANA and yelling in her face.)  You better erase it.  You better erase it!  Cuz my father is the head of the CIA and he could have you dead in minutes.
            LISA.  (Reading.)  “In this world, looks are everything, sometimes I think Polly’s sweetness and purity aren’t genuine at all but a desperate attempt to make it easier for us to look at her.”  So nice of you to pass judgment on us now that you’re cured.
            SUSANA.  What the fuck are you doing Lisa?
            LISA.  I’m playing the villain baby.  Just like you want.  I try to give you everything that you want.
            SUSANA.  No you don’t.
            LISA.  I’m fucking consistent,  I told you the truth, I didn’t write it down in a fucking book.  I told you to your face.  And I told Daisy to her face.  What everybody knew and wouldn’t say and she killed herself.  And I played the fuckin’ villain.  Just like you wanted.
            SUSANA.  Why would I want that?
            LISA.  Cuz it makes you the good guy sweet pea.  Makes you a good guy.  Meanwhile, I’m blowing guys at the bus station for money, trying to get the fuck out of here!  (SUSANA runs to her room.)
            POLLY.  Stop it Lisa, she’s too-
            GEORGINA.  Shut up Polly!
            LISA.  (Following SUSANA.)  Where are you going?  I’m talking to you!  Susana! What, you don’t like me anymore?
            SUSANA.  No I don’t!  (Trying to open her window.)
            LISA.  Because you’re free?  You think you’re free?  I’m free!  You don’t know what freedom is!  I’m free!  You are gonna choke on your average fuckin’ mediocre life.  You know there are too many buttons in the world.  They’re just beggin’ to be pressed.  Just beggin’ to be pressed!  And it makes me wonder, why doesn’t anyone ever press mine?  Why am I so neglected?  (Crying.)  Why doesn’t anyone reach in and rip out the truth and tell me that I’m a fuckin’ whore, that my parents would wish I were dead-
            SUSANA.  Because you’re dead already Lisa!  (Giving up on the window.)  No one cares if you died.  Because you’re dead already.  Your hurt is cold.  That’s why you keep coming back here.  You’re not free. You need this place, you need it to feel alive.  It’s pathetic.  (GEORGINA lets out a scream and throws the diary down.  LISA begins to weep on the floor.)  I’ve wasted a year of my life.  Maybe everyone out there is a liar.  Maybe the whole world is stupid and ignorant.  But I’d rather be in it.  I’d rather be fuckin’ in it than down here with you.  (LISA lets out a few more howls.  Orderlies come in and escort LISA, POLLY, and GEORGINA out.)
 
(Black.)
 
(Lights.)
 
Scene:  Next day.
 
(SUSANA is putting on makeup in her room.  JANET enters.)
            SUSANA.  Hey.  Did you get it?
            JANET.  Yeah.  Had to trade with a transvestite in the men’s ward.  (They both giggle.) 
            SUSANA.  Thanks.  (She gathers her belongings and exits her room with her suitcase.  She makes her way to the couch where LISA is.  She begins to paint LISA‘S toenails.)  
            LISA.  I’m not really dead.
            SUSANA.  I know.
            LISA.  I’m gonna miss you Suzie Q.
            SUSANA.  No you’re not.  You’re gonna get out of here and you’re gonna see me.  Ok?
            LISA.  Yup.  (SUSANA makes her way around the room, giving hugs and telling everyone “bye”.)
            SUSANA.  Hey Georgina.  That stuff that I write in my journal, I don’t know what I’m saying.  They’re just thoughts.  Maybe I’m the liar.
            GEORGINA.  Maybe not.  (GEORGINA gives SUSANA a hug.)
(She says a farewell bye to everyone.  She stands before VALERIE.  They exit together.)
            SUSANA.  (Voice over.)  Declared healthy and sent back into the world.  My final diagnosis: a recovered borderline.  What that means I still don’t know.  Was I ever crazy?  Maybe.  Or maybe life is.  Crazy isn’t being broken or swallowing a dark secret.  It’s you or me, amplified.  If you ever told a lie and enjoyed it.  If you ever wished you could be a child forever.  They were not perfect, but they were my friends.  By the 70’s, most of them were out.  Living lives.  Some I’ve seen, some never again.  But there isn’t a day that my heart doesn’t find them.  
 
(Black.)
 
(Lights.)
 
(“Downtown” by Petula Clark is plays during curtain call.)
