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Synopsis

Truths, Lies and Consequences is the story of two families destroyed by events and emotions left unexpressed and unattended. It is about unfulfilled dreams, and actions motivated by fear rather than love. It is ultimately about control, the impossibility of control, and the need to break from others’ control in order to become whole. It comes down to a simple premise: to a lesser or greater extent, we are all free to choose our life’s path. No matter how small a choice may be, the possibility of choosing is always there. And sooner or later, we can not blame anyone else for where we find ourselves.

Lies, Truths and Consequences is narrated by and seen from the perspective of Eric Michaels, a psychoanalyst. He is drawn into the life of a suicidal young man – Alex Caldwell – for reasons far beyond what his own conscious can willingly comprehend.  Yet the attraction is there. And as he seeks to understand Alex and his predicament, and ultimately how to save him, he finds himself drawn down into a well that he is emotionally unprepared for.
Cast of Characters

(In order of appearance)

Mrs. Helen Caldwell

Eric Michaels

Patient

Alex Caldwell

Annie

Nurse

Annika Mrs. Caldwell’s sister)
Mother (of Helen Caldwell)
Father (Alex’s father)
Ben

Carrie

Friend (Father’s mistress)
Woman

Eric’s Mom

Eric’s Father

Tom

Stranger

Act 1

The stage is split into 3 parts – stage front right, stage front left and stage rear.
Stage front right is Eric’s office which consists of a desk, a sofa, and a chair, with some filled bookcases. It occupies little space and it is minimalist so as not to take away from stage rear and stage front left, where many of the events described in the play are visualized.
As the curtain rises, stage front is dark. Through a translucent screen, a dinner party table is visible in stage rear. There is the noise of glasses, trays, and people talking. It is a black-tie fund-raiser, and it is being attended by New York’s elite. Over the noise of the event, the following conversation is heard clearly.

Mrs. Caldwell:
…(turning to Eric) and you are Mr.?

Eric:
Michaels. Eric Michaels. Mrs.?

Mrs. C:
(Slightly put off) Me? Everyone here knows who I am.

Eric:
Sorry, I don’t.

Mrs. C:
Caldwell. Mrs. Caldwell. Michaels? The New York Michaels?
Eric:
The Brooklyn Michaels. It was actually Michalevski. My father changed his name.

Mrs. C: 
Ah, my maid is Polish. She had an awful life until I came along. I stole her from the Ritz in London. Is your wife a psychologist?

Eric:
No. I am. I’m not married. I…

Mrs. C:
(Turning away) Oh, it must have been hard for you. Mavis! Over here! How are you dear? 

The noise of the event takes over, drowning out the conversation. The lights dim. A spotlight comes up on Stage Front right. Eric opens a door and walks into his office. His umbrella is wet; he is wet from the rain. He takes off his raincoat and hangs it on the back of the office door. He walks over to his desk, turning on the radio on the way (sitting on a shelf on the book case).
Radio:
9 AM. WQXR News. George W. Bush is expected to officially open his presidential campaign for 2004. New York City Transit is to announce new fares for January 1 and, just in, New York socialite Elaine Caldwell died today in her Park Avenue apartment. She was 69.
Eric pauses for a brief second and then goes back to his work. The lights dim. As they come up again, it is evening of that same day. He is letting a patient out of the office. Waiting for him outside the door  is Alex.
Eric:
Ok Susan, you take care of yourself. See you next week.

Patient:
(turning away) Thanks. Bye.

Alex:
(Standing in the doorway) Mr. Michaels?

Eric:
Yes. What can I do for you? Did we have an appointment?

Alex:
Hmm, no, but I need to speak with you? Can I come in?

Eric:
Look, I’m wrapping up for the day. Here is my card. Call me and maybe we can set something up.

Alex:
I really need someone…

Eric:
(Starting to get his things together to go) I’m really sorry. Please call me in the morning. Thanks. By the way, your name is?

Alex:
Alex. Alex Caldwell.

Eric:
OK Alex. Talk to you in the morning. We’ll set something up.

Alex turns away. Eric draws a deep breath. It has been a long day. He grabs his bag and closes the door. The lights dim. When the lights rise, we are in Eric’s apartment (Stage Rear). There is a sofa, a bookcase, a TV. The set is minimal. Eric takes off his raincoat, throws his bag down and collapses on the sofa, grabbing the phone as he does so. He dials a number. 

Eric:
Hi sweetheart. It’s Dad. How’s my baby? How was school? What? You got an A?! I am so proud of you! I don’t know when I’m coming. I promise I will try real soon, OK? Is Mommy there? Oh, well who is with you? Beth? Who’s that? Can you put her on? Thanks. I’ll call you tomorrow. Be good. Love ya!....Hi, Beth? ….Is my wife there?...I see. OK. Tell her I called and I need to speak to her. She can call me on my cell phone. Thanks….Oh, and Beth, how old are you? 16? Yeah, I’m sure you’re responsible. Just make sure Kate gets to bed on time and no friends over please…..yours or hers! You have my number in case you need anything? OK. Bye.

Lights dim. As they rise again (barely), we hear the phone ringing. Eric is in bed. He struggles to answer the phone in his sleep. 


Eric:
Hello? Yes, this is Eric Michaels. Lennox Hill Hospital? Alex? Alex Caldwell? No. I’m sorry. You must have the wrong number. Sorry….what? me?
The lights dim again and the next scene is Eric at the hospital talking with a nurse. Stage Rear has a reception like counter and there is a hospital bed with Alex in it, on IV.
Eric:
Hi. Eric Michaels. I’m looking for Annie.

Annie:
You found her. What can I do for you?

Eric:
For me? You called me! About Alex Caldwell.

Annie:
Yeah, right. That was fast. So you next of kin?

Eric: 
What? I don’t even know him.

Annie:
Well, he knows you. Look, officer over there found him passed out under the 59th Street Bridge. They thought he was dead. Almost was. They found a wallet on him, with 500 in cash, your name and number on a piece of paper and a gym club membership with his name. That’s it.

Eric: 
so what do you want me to…..wait. Can I see him? 

Annie: 
Be my guest. 1 minute. ICU rules. Bed 4.

Eric walks over to the bed, looks at Alex and then walks back to nurse’s station
Annie:
So, got your memory back?

Eric:
yeah. Yeah, I think so. I think he’s the guy who came to see me this afternoon. I had a bad day. I couldn’t see him. I told him to come in the morning.

Annie:
Well, looks like your morning freed up. He’s not going anywhere for at least a day.

Eric:
Is he OK? Is he going to pull through?

Annie:
Yeah. He’ll be fine. Probably be upset when he hears that.

Eric:
What?

Annie:
He downed every kind of pill he was able to get his hands on. Expensive stuff. Prescription drugs. Not easy to come by. More Park Avenue scrips than East Village, if you know what…hey, that socialite, what was her name? Elaine Caldwell. Yeah, that’s it! You think he’s related. I wonder. 

Eric:
Don’t know. What are you talking about?
Annie:
Gotta read the papers more Mr. Michaels. Big socialite. She died yesterday.

Eric:
I have to go.

Annie:
Hey wait, what about Lord Fauntleroy over here?

Eric:
He’s not my problem.

Annie:
Look, we need someone to vouch for him. He’s in a bad way. What if he doesn’t pull through….

Eric:
You said..

Annie:
You never know. It’s still critical.

Eric:
You have my number. Call me when he pulls through. Never mind, I’ll call in the morning.

Annie:
Yeah, sure.

Eric leaves the hospital. The lights dim.They come back up on same set. It is the next evening.

Eric:
Hi, I’m looking for Annie

Nurse:
She’s off

Eric:
Is Alex Caldwell still in bed 4?

Nurse:
Alex Caldwell? Bed 4? No. Let me see (checking lists). Here he is. He checked himself out 2 hours ago.

Eric:
He what?

Nurse:
He checked out. 

Eric:
You were supposed to call me? Where did he go? What…?

Nurse:
Hey, I don’t know who you are, but he checked out. That is all I know.

Lights dim. Set goes black. They come up on stage right. Eric’s office. He is on the phone with his wife Alexa. 

Eric:
You know I don’t like you leaving Kate with someone that young….what do you mean it’s not my business? She’s my daughter too….Oh God, not that again….Look, I needed time to think. We agreed to it…..what do you mean I gave you no choice? We discussed….What?! So it’s all my fault? What? No, there’s no one else. I told you that. Of course I care about Kate. Don’t give me that shit. I am 40 minutes away. I always said I am there when you need me for her and I will always be there for her. You know that!....Look, I didn’t call to argue. I just would prefer you not use some high school kid whose vocabulary doesn’t extend beyond yeah, OK, sure and whatever to watch our daughter. I have to go. I’ll come up this weekend and we can talk more about this….Have I cleared my head? Cleared my head? Fuck knows. Do I still love you?...yes. I do. That’s why I needed the time away. Look, I have to go….Bye. Give my love to Kate. 

There is a knock at the door. Eric opens the door. Alex Caldwell is standing there. He is pale, shaking slightly. 
Eric:
Mr. Caldwell? I wasn’t expecting you, I…

Alex:
I know. I’m sorry. I just needed someone to talk to, I (beginning to cry)…

Eric:
Come in. Sit down. Why did you leave the hospital? Actually, I think we need to start before that, don’t we?

Alex:
(sitting down, shaking, tired) I guess.

Eric:
You guess? Mr. Caldwell, I…

Alex:
It’s Alex. Not Mr. Caldwell. 

Eric:
Alex. OK Alex. Sorry about this, but I need some information first. If you are going to be a client, I need to know a few things. Particularly after last night.

Alex:
I’m sorry. I didn’t know they would call you. I only found out yesterday. That’s why I checked out. I wanted to repay you, I…
Eric:
Alex, your date of birth?
Alex:
September 3rd, 1963.

Eric:
Address and contact number?

Alex:
I, uh, I mean, I don’t know, I…
Eric:
What do you mean you don’t know?

Alex:
25 West 8th, 555-9048

Eric:
Next of kin? Whom should I contact in case of an emergency? 
Alex:
 There isn’t anyone.
Eric:
No one? Come on Alex, your parents, a friend, a partner?

Alex:
No. No one. My parents are dead. I’m an only child. I’m single.
Eric:
Alex, do you have someone you can talk to? I can see you twice a week. The rate is $120 for each 50 minute session. I have Tuesdays and Fridays at 5? Can that work for you?

Alex:
(as if somewhere else) Yeah, that’s fine. That would be good. Tuesdays and Fridays at 5. OK.

Eric:
Alex? Alex? You with me? You OK? You have somewhere to go tonight? Someone you can be with? I don’t think you should be alone.

Alex:
What does it matter? (Suddenly pulling himself together) Yeah. I’ll be fine. See you Friday at 5, right?
Eric:
(Surprised) Yeah, but where are you going?, I have some time and I think we need to…

Alex:
I want to be alone right now. For the 1st time in my life I actually want to be alone right now. (Getting up and leaving) I’ll see you Friday at 5. Thanks.   

What follows are a series of dialogues between Eric and Alex. Each session is separated by a slight dimming and raising of the lights. Eric is in his chair, facing Alex, taking notes as Alex speaks. 
Alex:
(Sitting in a comfortable chair, facing Eric, but looking away, out the window, most of the time) I don’t really know much about my family. My father was an only child. I never knew his parents. He worked a lot. He really wasn’t around. Better when he wasn’t. All they did was fight. 
Eric:
How bad were the fights? Were you involved?

Alex:
Me? Oh yeah. Big time. I was their yo-yo. She never wanted kids. She really didn’t. I was a big obstacle to her social life. But when dad was drunk and started getting violent, then she needed me. She’d scream for me, middle of the night. I knew what I was in for every time too. I was such a sucker, I…
Eric: 
It wasn’t your fault. How old were you? 

Alex:
Goes back as far as I can remember. 4, 5? Maybe earlier, right up until I was shipped off to boarding school.
Eric:
You were a child Alex. You were caught in the middle of a sick game, you…
Lights dim to black. Lights go up in stage rear. Alex’s mother and father are having a fight in their bedroom. Alex’s father is drunk. 
Mrs. C:
Alex, help me. Your father is going to kill me.

Mr. C:
Stop using that miserable excuse of a child as a crutch. You’re nothing but a manipulating bitch.

A young Alex (7 or so) runs in just as his father punches his mother, who falls back on the bed, nose bleeding.

Alex:
Mom, mom, are you OK? Mom, wake up. Dad, you killed her! 

Mr. C:
Get to your room Alex, this is none of your business. Your mother is fine. Go! Get out of here! Now!

Stage rear lights dim. Stage left lights come back up. Alex and Eric are in session. It is a different day. Alex and Eric are both dressed differently.
Eric:
How are you feeling today Alex?

Alex:
OK. Living day to day. You know how it is.

Eric:
Sure. You know, we’ve met a few times now, and I know there is a lot going on with you, but you haven’t really let me in. It’s hard for me to help you out if I don’t know what’s really going on. You want to help me out?

Alex:
Me help you? That’s a good one. 

Eric:
Come on Alex. You know what I mean. 

Alex: 
Yeah. I guess I do. I just feel like I’m drifting on the high seas and I’m not sure you or any amount of talking is going to help. I’m kind of used to sorting things out on my own.

Eric:
So why come to me?

Alex:
(staring out the window). Because I’m really lost. Because I did something awful and I don’t think I can deal with it on my own.

Eric:
What’s so awful? What is so bad that you wanted to commit suicide?

Alex:
You know Helen Caldwell? The big deal New York socialite? The one who died 2 weeks ago?

Eric:
The nurse at the hospital mentioned her. She wondered if you were her son?

Alex:
And you didn’t? Should read the papers more…

Eric:
That’s what she said. So are you?

Alex:
Yes. You see, I don’t know. It’s all so screwed up. But yeah, I am…was. She died because of me….I killed her Eric. I didn’t mean to. It was all so sudden. I…(tears start coming, he stares out the window)

Eric:
(Unsure how to respond to this) Alex, I’m sorry. Really I am. If I am going to help you, I think you had better backtrack a bit. 
Alex:
I don’t even know where to start. And get this, she left the entire estate, except for a small amount, to some guy I have never heard of and the lawyers won’t tell me anything. Looks like she got me after all. Almost like she knew this was all going to happen. Never heard of the guy. Someone called Lars Anderson. 

Eric:
No idea at all who it is? Try thinking back.

Alex:
Trust me, no idea at all.

Eric:
A relative of some kind?

Alex:
Only relative I had was an aunt who lived in Brooklyn. I met her once. I asked about her about 10 years ago. My mother said she had died in a car accident. Not sure I even remember her name. I think it was Annika Monroe. She had married an American GI.
Eric:
You saw her only once?

Alex:
Yeah. I remember she showed up at our place on Park Avenue. I opened the door. Boy did I get hell for that…

Lights dim on Eric and Alex and come up on Stage rear. Doorbell rings. Alex, 10 years old, goes to the door. 
Annika:
(Speaking with a Scandinavian accent. Dressed modestly). Hello. Is Marie Caldwell in?

Alex:
Who is Marie Caldwell? My mother is home, but her name is Helen. Who are you?

Annika:
I must be your aunt! Well, time really has gone by. What is your name?

Alex:
Alexander. But I like Alex better.

Annika:
Smart boy. Alex is a nice name.

Mrs. C:
(voice approaching. As she speaks, she appears, dressed very expensively. Tall, elegant, cold) Alexander? Who….Alexander! I told you never to open the door without calling me. Now go to your room. Hurry. I don’t have all day.

Alex goes up a staircase, but stays hidden form view to listen.
Annika:
You look well. And Alex seems very sweet. I didn’t know you had had a child.

Mrs. C:
Annika, why are you here? You need money? You could have called. We really don’t have anything to say to each other.

Annika:
But we do. Our mother passed away last night. I wanted to let you know in person. I am flying home tonight. I thought you might come too.
Mrs. C:
No. 

Annika:
No?

Mrs. C:
My life is here now. I don’t want to go back. She always preferred you anyway. (Turning away) If you need money for the air fare, let me know. 

Annika:
No. I don’t. It is not about money. 

Lights come up on Eric and Alex again, but without dimming on Stage Rear. As Alex speaks, Annika leaves and his mother closes the door, pausing with her head against it as she closes it.
Alex:
….and that was the only time I ever saw her. Her name was never mentioned again until I brought it up some years later and that’s when I was told she had passed away. Too bad. She seemed like a nice lady. 

Eric:
Did you ever try to reach her on your own?
Alex:
No. There would have been all hell to pay. I learned that my mother wanted nothing to do with her past. I mean, she had even changed her name. And my aunt was a reminder of her past, whatever it was.
Lights dim on the entire stage and come back up on Eric, alone in his office, on the phone.
Eric:
Hi Kate, how is my favorite girl in the whole world?...Really?! That’s great! Remember, we have a date this weekend. I’ll see you Saturday. Put mommy on the phone now, OK? Hi….OK….Preoccupied? Maybe a little. Just dealing with a tough case right now. I’ll pick Kate up on Saturday at 9, OK? What do you mean? We agreed. No, I don’t want to see my parents right now, and they don’t want to see me. We’ll talk about it on Saturday. Bye. (Hangs up phone and picks it up again, pauses and then dials). Do you have a listing for a Annika Monroe? I don’t know. Brooklyn I think. You do? 555-1765? Thank you.
A few days later. Eric is in his office. There is a knock at door.
Eric:
Yes? Mrs. Monroe?

Annika:
Yes. 

Eric:
Come in. Please have a seat. Thank you so much for coming, I…

Annika:
I wasn’t going to. The past is the past. 

Eric:
So why did you?

Annika:
You mentioned a name. Lars. After all these years. I could not believe it. 

Eric:
So you know this Lars Anderson?

Annika:
No. But I know who he is. But tell me about Alex. Is he all right?
Eric:
Mrs. Monroe, all I can say is that he is going though a difficult period. I really should not have called you even. He trusts me, or is starting to. But curiosity got the better of me. When I found your number and discovered that you were still alive…

Annika:
Still alive? Of course I am

Eric:
Alex was under the impression that you had passed away in a car accident many years ago.

Annika:
How convenient. I wish I knew him. He is family after all.

Eric:
Maybe you should try to get in touch with him. I unfortunately can’t…
Annika:
I understand. Anyway, I am very much alive. My husband passed away, but a year ago, in his sleep. So now it is me and my 2 children. But they have their own lives now. They are doing well. One is a doctor you know, the other is an actor. Quite well known now. Helen would have been proud. But that is not what you asked me here for. You want to know about the past.
Eric:
I want to know anything that you are willing to tell me and that would allow me to help Alex more.

Annika:
Lars is Marie’s son. Or should I call her Helen? But why don’t you ask her yourself?

Eric:
You don’t know?

Annika:
Know what?

Eric:
Helen died a few weeks ago. 

Annika:
Oh. No. I did not know. I was so busy with things that I have not read the paper in weeks. And no one called me. But if I was dead, I guess that would make sense, wouldn’t it?

Eric:
I’m sorry. I thought you knew. And she left most of her estate to this Lars Anderson, whom Alex doesn’t know.

Annika:
I see. How strange. Well, I will tell you what I know. My sister and I are from a modest family in Denmark. Our father was a schoolteacher. Our mother did not work. Marie…Helen…was 3 years older than me. We were actually quite close as children. Our mother insisted that Helen go to private school. Our father was against it, but mother won, as she so often did. That is when Helen and I grew apart. She started seeing a very snobbish crowd. It was the 30s. The war had not started yet. There was an air of desperation though. It was as if people knew what was coming and so they lived every moment. Helen’s friends had money. We didn’t. But she kept on asking for more and more for dinners, parties, weekends. I was just younger enough to not be a part of all that. Helen saw me as a nuisance. I could tell. She wanted to go out, have fun, see the world. Every now and then she would come home very late and sneak into my room to tell me about her rich friends and the world that was out there that she wanted to be a part of. But she blamed our father for not letting her do the things she wanted to. Then the war came, but it was as if it had no impact on her life at all. She just kept on going out night after night. Money was like a drug for her. She wanted everything it could buy. But then one night something happened.
Lights dim as Annika is talking and come up on Stage rear. It is late. There is banging on the door. Helen’s mother rushes down to open it. Helen is there, clothes torn, hair disheveled..
Mother:
Marie, what happened to you? Quick, get inside. If the Germans see you…

Mrs. C:
(Laughing) Believe me mother, they have already seen me! Now leave me alone. I am going to bed. 

Mother:
But Marie, what happened to you?

Mrs. C:
A German had his way with me. Are you satisfied? Now leave me alone (going upstairs)

Weeks later, Helen and her mother at the kitchen table.

Mrs. C:
I already told you, mother, I am not having this child. I have dreams, plans…big plans. Some sniveling little child is not going to stop me now.

Mother:
Be quiet. You are having this child. You have no choice. I have arranged everything. You leave for Sweden tomorrow. A young couple who cannot have children have agreed to let you stay there until the child is born. They are well off, they will take good care of you. Here is your train ticket. 
Mrs. C:
What?! I am NOT going to Sweden…

Mother:
You have no choice. You created this situation. I will not have you stay here. If anyone ever finds out who the father is, they will run us out of town. The Andersons believe that the father is Danish.

Lights dim on Stage Rear and come back up on Eric and Annika in his office.
Annika:
She left the very next day. It was strange. Her name was hardly ever mentioned after she had left. I knew of course what had happened, even though our parents told me she had gone off to work for some relatives. She had told me that night that she had come in. But she didn’t really seem to care. In her mind, she had already left home to another world. It wasn’t a real world, the one she lived in. She had been raped, but she never used the word and she almost excused the German soldier who did it. In a way, I think he gave her the excuse she needed to leave. When she did leave for Sweden, I was in school. I came home and she was gone. I didn’t see her for 9 months. And then, one night, she appeared. The moment she walked in the door, I knew her life had changed. She had transformed herself into one of the most beautiful creatures I had ever seen. Tall, elegant, refined. She was dressed to perfection. 

As Annika is speaking, the lights come back up on Stage Rear. Annika and her parents are in the kitchen, eating dinner. Suddenly, the door opens and Helen walks in. She is expensively dressed, well made up, elegant. She is no longer a young girl, but a seemingly sophisticated woman.

Mrs. C:
Hello. Miss me?...Close your mouths! It’s rude to stare, or don’t any of you know that? And don’t worry, I am just back to pick up a few things. I won’t be long…
Mother:
Marie, what are you doing here? The make up? Did you have the baby? Did…
Mrs. C:
Baby? Of course I had the baby. That’s what you sent me away for isn’t it?

Father:
How dare you speak…

Mrs. C:
Relax father. I will be out of your lives in a few minutes. The baby is fine. It’s a boy. They named him Lars. Happy now? Annika, come upstairs with me while I get some things. Oh, and just so you know, I am married. I married an American. He’s waiting for me in Goteborg.
Annika follows Helen out of the kitchen. She is speechless as Helen speaks.
Mrs. C:
Annika, here is some money for you. Spend it however you like, but if you are smart you will use it to get out of here. You like my clothes? Nice aren’t they? Mrs. Anderson gave them to me. You should see their house! It is huge! Lars has the life I always wanted. The American I met is very rich you know. We are going to move to New York. Stop staring. Yes, it is me you are looking at. I’ve done it Annika! I’ve left this hell hole! And the funny thing is I owe it to our parents! They probably don’t even realize it. Sending me away was the best thing they could have ever done for me. There’s a whole world out there Annika, just waiting for me. Come, help me get my things. Actually, I didn’t really come here to get anything at all. I wanted was to rub their noses in it. I wanted them to see that I am not the same person that they sent away. And I wanted to give you some money. So here, take it. (Walking back through the kitchen with a small bag)…..I’m off. Don’t worry about me. I’ll be in touch…some time.
Lights dim on Stage Rear.
Annika:
The next time I saw her was in New York. I received a telegram from her after the war with an address on Park Avenue. Some years later, I too married an American. From Brooklyn. I saw Helen when I moved here. She hardly recognized me. It was as if she didn’t even remember that she had a sister. She was awful to me. She let me out the back door! Can you believe it?! And that was it until I went to tell her that our mother had passed away. Our father had been killed in the last months of the war, but Helen never asked. I don’t think she ever knew that. 
Eric:
She never went back?

Annika:
Not that I know. Strange to be telling you all this. And then there is Lars. He must be close to 50 now. Our mother would send me newspaper clippings every now and then. She stayed in touch with the Andersons. She had some kind of morbid curiosity about Lars. He’s done very well. He lives in London, last I knew. 

Eric:
You never met him or the Andersons?

Annika:
No. I wasn’t even supposed to know they existed. Everything was a secret. When I left, I was happy. I was running to something. To someone who loved me until the day he died. I never regretted my decision. I’m not so sure about the rest of my family. Pause. I would like to see Alex. 

Eric:
I think he might like that. I’m not sure. I’m still trying to get to know him. He is dealing with a lot right now. Why don’t you try to get in touch with him?
Annika:
I guess I could. Maybe I should? Is he in trouble?

Eric:
Not that I know. 

Annika:
Maybe I will find him.

Lights dim. They come back up on Alex and Eric. It’s a rainy dark day.
Alex:
You seem out of it today. Maybe I should ask you what’s on your mind?

Eric:
No. I’m fine. I was just thinking about our last few sessions. 
Alex:
There’s nothing to think about. I didn’t tell you anything….So what is on your mind? I can tell it’s not me today.

Eric:
(Smiling) Hey, who’s meant to be doing the talking here?

Alex:
Me, I guess. You have it easy.

Eric:
What do you mean, easy?

Alex:
I talk, you listen. You try to figure out if I’m going to jump out the window. Probably not today, so you go on to the next person. You can turn yourself on and off like a radio. But I have to go home with my thoughts. All the ones I came in with. The ones that keep me up nights. The ones that make me look at every one that passes in the street and make me think how much I would give to be in their shoes – anyone’s – because nothing could be worse than this. And when I hear myself saying them to you, they sound so stupid, so petty, just another poor little rich boy who can’t make it in the world. That’s what people think you know, but I don’t have a dime, I just look the part. I walk out and I feel fine for an hour or two, and then the world closes in on me, the gory, naked, grotesque world that you and I have to make it in every day, and all I want to do is crawl into a dark hole. And the cycle repeats itself twice a week. And when I know I am coming in to see you, can you believe I wake up with a slight bounce in my footstep? Really, I do. But how perverse is that? I actually have to pay someone to feel even a little bit alive. And when I leave your office, my head floods with all the things I wanted to say, should have said, but I never seem to be able to. I swear, these have to be the fastest, most expensive and pathetic 50 minutes on the planet. 
Eric:
(Smiling, looking down, mind slightly drifting)

Alex:
Go ahead, make fun of me…

Eric:
Alex, I promise I am not making fun of you. But what you said just now, it’s the first time you’ve actually let me get a glimpse of what is going on inside your head. Inside you. Why is it so hard to talk to me? Do I make you feel uncomfortable? Maybe I’m not the right person to help you?
Alex:
What are you saying? That you don’t want to see me anymore?

Eric:
No Alex. I’m not saying that. Not at all. But what you said just now, I want to be able to help you. I really do. You have so much going for you. I…

Alex:
Going for me? Who are you kidding?! I’m a tortured, socially inept, gay manic depressive who just attempted suicide a month ago, who’s been disinherited by his own parents and, and…let’s not forget the reason I came here, shall we….who caused the death of his own pathetic pitiful mother, a tortured soul in her own right who probably is happier now than she ever was but I can’t live with that because I just see the scene over and over again in my mind in my every thought in my dreams nightmares in the mirror when I look at myself in the morning and the worst part about it is that I did what I had thought of doing my whole life but never actually thought it would happen and now that it has and it’s all been swept under the carpet and I am actually free now I can’t feel anything I feel nothing Eric except a loneliness that transcends human comprehension mine anyway and that feeds on my every thought every action and that has me looking down one of the most frightening things a human being can look at an endless cracked dried up river bed without a human being in sight and no destination that makes any sense except maybe to the gods above but I don’t believe in them anyway so it’s just me nothing else no one else just me and so maybe I will jump today….(lights dim during last part of speech as Alex, who has stood up, slows his speech down and stands by the window looking down on the wet street).
Lights come back up. It is another day. The sun is shining in through the window.
Eric:
What happened to the bounce coming here gives you? You don’t want to be here today do you? Something I said?

Alex:
Probably something you didn’t say. 

Eric:
So what would you like to talk about today? 

Alex:
Talk about today? I can’t turn on and off like you. I can’t pick up where we left off. Can’t even remember where we did leave off. No need to look back through your notes. I know where we left off. Trust me I know. Eric, I’m not sure how long I can do this. 
Eric:
Do what?

Alex:
Live I think. It’s as if there is something inside me so deep down that stops me from feeling. It stops me from living, from enjoying life. You’re all I have. Pretty sad isn’t it.

Eric:
Thanks…

Alex:
You know what I mean. Look…look outside. It’s one of those rare spring days that make Manhattan come alive. Why would anyone ever want to be anywhere else? But it’s like I am not a part of it. It’s all happening out there somewhere, and I’m stuck in limbo, looking from the outside in.
Eric:
No one has it perfect Alex. Trust me on that. No one. You’re the only one who can decide what you want to be a part of. What you want. I don’t have the answers. If I did, I would give them to you. But I don’t. All I can do is listen, and hope to God that somehow I am making a difference.
Alex:
Maybe I was wrong about you?

Eric:
What do you mean?

Alex: 
Maybe you do care. 

Eric:
I do. 

Alex:
Why?

Eric:
Alex, what have you been up to since our last session?

Alex:
Why won’t you answer me? Why do you care?

Eric:
Alex, please, let’s get back to you.
Alex:
Back to me? OK, back to me it is. Where do you want me to start?
Eric:
You tell me.

Alex:
Well, let’s see, I had 2 one night stands. Hell not even a whole night more like an hour or two. Want to know more?

Eric:
If you want

Alex:
Hmmm, playing aloof now? I must have struck a nerve somewhere under that perfect façade you keep. OK, you’re not going to talk, so guess I will (during this dialogue, Stage Rear is lit by shadows that act out what is being told). Should be no surprise that I am not very good company right now so staying home alone gets old very fast. So I went to this bar down on 23rd Street. It’s not my kind of thing normally – on second thought maybe lately it is – but the music is so loud, there are so many bodies in one room that you can’t think. It’s almost like an out of body experience It brings the human race down to its purest form – basic animal instinct – with all these oversexed desperate bodies in search of another for one lousy moment of feeling like they belong to someone, anyone. You put on a T-shirt and jeans and you look like everyone else in the crowd. For a split second you actually blend in, your own private demons checked at the door. And the amazing thing is you don’t have to talk you can’t talk it’s so loud so you rely on a look a gesture and when you lock eyes with someone and you can feel the attraction you give in and you get your lousy moment of belonging either in your bed or in someone else’s but you pray to God they’re gone before you get to know their name. But God that one moment feels good, because for just a second you understand what it can be like to have the comfort of another human being nearby. That one moment is all consuming. It’s like being on ecstasy. Your body can’t get enough. You want to crawl inside them, be a part of them, consume them. You feel like you could just fuse yourself with the other and become one, until you realize you have no idea who the other person is and so you sober up really fast put your clothes on and sneak out before they wake up. You fill with remorse and this feeling that you’re going to burn in Hell for it but soon enough that desperate longing for someone, for the warmth of another body comes flooding back and so you go on the prowl again and every time you do you become just a little more desensitized until one day you have no feeling left because you’ve wasted all your emotions on total strangers and so then not even that one fleeting moment satisfies you. Nothing does anymore.
Eric:
(Sad, slightly uncomfortable) Don’t you think you might deserve more than that?
Alex:
I was brought up to believe that the world owed me anything I wanted because I am a Caldwell. But that world is imaginary. It always was except for my mother. She never understood that she got all the things she wanted not because of her name, or because people liked her but because she could buy them. And she always wanted more because that was the only thing that would distract her from her life as it really was. Her drug was material possessions. Mine is human warmth in the guise of anonymous sex. Maybe we’re not that different after all. Maybe that is why we never got along. Then again, I was the one crack in her plan for social self-fulfillment. 

Eric:
That’s her. You’re a separate person Alex. You didn’t answer me. Do you think you deserve more than one night stands?

Alex:
I don’t know. I scare people off. 

Eric:
Have you had a serious relationship?

Alex:
(Looking out the window) I think. I mean yes. I don’t know. It was a few years ago. We broke up. And he was the reason I came out to my mother. 

Eric:
What about your dad?

Alex:
Dad? Whole other story. But I never came out to him. He died when I was 18. 
Lights dim on Stage Right and come up on Stage Left, where Alex is slouched on a sofa while Ben is sitting on the floor, his back against the sofa, head on Alex’s legs.

Alex:
Ben?
Ben:
Yeah?

Alex:
I was thinking…what if we moved in together?

Ben:
What if we what?

Alex:
Moved in together?

Ben:
Alex, after 6 months? I don’t think we’re ready for that yet.

Alex:
Why? We spend all our time together. It feels right.
Ben:
Alex, we might get there. I don’t know. Can’t we enjoy what we have and take it step by step? Is what we have right now so bad?

Alex:
No, it’s so good. That’s why I want us to move in together. You even met my mother…

Ben:
So? 

Alex:
Nothing. Forget it. I just thought you felt the way I do.

Ben:
I do Alex. But we need to know each other better. And you need to stop worrying about us so much. I really do care about you. That’s why I want to take it slow. 
Alex:
Sure. OK.

Ben:
Alex, don’t do that.

Alex:
What?

Ben:
You pretend to just give in, but I know you well enough to know you that your mind is busy at work with all sorts of contorted thoughts. 

Alex:
You staying over tonight?

Ben:
I can’t. I have to be up really early. Remember, I’m flying to Chicago for the day?

Alex:
Oh, yeah. Forgot. Well, I could stay over at your place…

Ben:
Alex, please don’t be like this. 

Alex:
Like what?

Ben:
So desperate. I’m not going anywhere. I care about you. But you don’t want to let me do that. You have this idea that I’m out playing around with every guy on the street. I’m not like that. Look, it’s getting late. I have to go. I’ll call you when I’m back from the windy city.

Alex:
Yeah. Sure.

Ben:
Alex, stop the hurt routine. Please. I’ve got to go. Bye sweetie. Be good.

Alex:
I’m always good. I’ll miss you.

Ben:
It’s only a day Alex. Bye.
Two days later. Ben is at Alex’s. He is in a suit and tie, just back from work. He is leaning against the wall as Alex comes in from the shower.
Alex:
Hi. Missed you. A lot.

Ben:
Alex, there’s something I need to say and I’m not sure I can do it. It’s breaking me apart, but I have to. Alex, I think we need to take a break from each other. 
Alex:
Why? I…

Ben:
Please let me do this Alex. It’s hard enough as it is. Alex, I was gone for 24 hours. My flight was delayed. I got home at 2 AM and there were 7 messages from you, plus I don’t know how many hang ups. I can’t do it Alex. I can’t be what you want me to be. I am not the answer to your prayers. Trust me. I really do care about you, but the problem is you don’t care enough about yourself and it’s going to destroy you. It already destroyed us. You don’t trust me. There’s no relationship if there’s no trust. I thought you would get beyond this after a while, but you seem to get worse Alex. And I just can’t deal with it. I am so sorry. You have no idea. Please, take care of yourself. Let’s take some time. 
Ben leaves Alex’s apartment. Alex goes to the phone to call Ben and leave a message. Ben, I’m sorry, really, I’ll try to be different, please Ben…Lights dim and come back up on Alex and Eric on Stage Right.
Eric:
Did you see Ben again?

Alex:
Yeah I did. 3 months and tens of messages later. At a restaurant in the Village. He was with someone else (Eric is uncomfortable here. He moves in his chair). They were much more than friends. It was obvious. I never called him again after that. 

Eric:
Has there been anyone else? 

Alex:
Not since Ben. No one serious anyway. Just a lot of anonymous encounters.
Eric:
I’m sorry to hear that. What do you feel about Ben now?

Alex:
(Starts singing quietly) “…the man that got away”
Eric:
What about what he said?

Alex:
What he said? He was right of course. I was…am…desperate. That’s why I scare people away. I seem to have it in neon lights on my forehead: “DESPERATE SEEKS COMPANION”.

Lights dim. Alex leaves and Eric goes to the phone to call his daughter. 

Eric:
Hi. Just thought I would give a call and say hi to Kate. Is she still up? Oh. Yeah, didn’t realize how late it was already. What? Yeah, I’m fine. I don’t know. Talk? What about? Kate and our future? Sounds serious. Yes. It is serious. I know. OK. Saturday night when I bring Kate home. Bye.
Lights dim on Stage Right and come up on Stage Left, where Carrie is sitting at a dinner table with a glass of wine. There are two empty places. Eric comes down stairs and sits down at one of them.

Carrie:
She asleep?

Eric:
Yes. We had a long day. She was tired.

Carrie:
So, let’s talk.

Eric:
Don’t waste time do you?
Carrie:
I need to know what’s going on Eric. You walk out 6 months ago saying you need “space”. Everyone needs fucking space Eric, but that doesn’t mean they walk out one day with their bags packed and not even a note to say what the hell is going on.

Eric:
Carrie, I’m sorry for that. Honestly I am…

Carrie:
So you said…

Eric:
Look I don’t want to fight. Can we talk calmly about this?
Carrie:
You’re the shrink. You tell me.

Eric:
Do you believe that I love you and Kate? Do you?

Carrie:
(Quietly) Yes, I do. But I don’t think I like what’s coming next…

Eric:
Carrie, I want a divorce. This is the hardest thing I have ever had to do. Believe me. But I have to do it. 

Carrie:
Why? WHY? Why do you have to fucking do it?

Eric:
Carrie, I am 35, and I have never made a decision that was truly mine. Everything just sort of…happened. School, college, work, you, Kate, the house,….
Carrie:
Oh great, so much for love…

Eric:
I do love you both, very much. And if you don’t believe that, then I am the only one to blame. I know. But I feel like I have been on a one lane highway my whole life, with no exit signs anywhere. My parents had it all planned out. My God, Carrie, even our marriage was planned for us from the time we started going out in high school. And I never stopped to think about anything I was doing. And maybe this is the biggest mistake of my life, but the only thing I now for sure right now is that I need to take control of my life, for the first time ever. And yes it is going to hurt people, including me…
Carrie:
You selfish bastard. What about us? Me? Kate?

Eric:
I will always be here for you. Always. I know you don’t believe that now, but I promise I will. But please try to understand. I need to do this. I need to take time to think about what I really want in life. I don’t want to get to 70 and realize I wasn’t true to myself. 
Carrie:
I don’t understand…

Eric:
I’m not sure I can explain, I

Carrie:
If you can’t, who can?

Eric:
Carrie, I spend my life listening to people’s problems. People whose lives have gone wrong, people who have lost control of their own destiny, their own fate. I do everything I can to help them to get their lives back. To take control. To convince them that they are the only ones who can determine what their lives will be. But I’m not sure I can convince them of it anymore, because I haven’t even done it myself. I need to know that what I am telling them is not bullshit. I need to know that I can do what I am telling them to do. Otherwise, none of it makes sense anymore. Can you understand any of that?
Carrie:
You’re scaring me because I think I do. But I love you and I don’t want to lose you. 

Eric:
You’re not losing me. Not really. I will be always be here.

Carrie:
You keep on saying that. But what am I meant to do? Wait while you sort yourself out? What about me?

Eric:
I can’t ask you for more than what I have already. That is why I want a divorce. I want you to be free to live your life.

Carrie:
And that’s meant to solve all this. Getting off kind of light aren’t you? Let me go to be free and you think you’ve done your bit. You’ve been true to yourself and you’ve given me freedom. But what if I don’t want freedom? What if I like the life we had? What about that? And maybe it was all too neat, compact...planned out? So what? Do you know what people would give to have our lives?

Eric:
Yes. I do. More than ever. 

Carrie:
So why give it up? Why?

Eric:
Because I have to. 

Carrie:
So are you saying that everything until now has been a lie?

Eric:
I don’t know. Maybe. 

Carrie:
You know how to make someone feel good. Or is that only for my benefit, all this honesty?

Eric:
Carrie, can’t you see? I don’t know what has been a lie and what hasn’t. That’s what I need to find out. And I know I could lose you in the process. But I need to take that risk. Carrie, I remember you had dreams in school. Big dreams. You wanted to be an architect. Everywhere you went, you were always thinking how you would have designed it, how you would have made it better. What happened to those dreams?
Carrie:
You. And Kate.

Eric:
And you never think about what might have been? Never?

Carrie:
(Almost a whisper) All the time. But dreams are dreams. Maybe they are never meant to be realized. Maybe this is the life that we were meant to have. I’m willing to accept that because there is a lot worse out there.

Eric:
Life by default. I can’t do that. I can’t settle. For better or worse, I need to take control. Carrie, I don’t know if I can explain myself anymore than I have. I know I am hurting you and I know Kate does not understand. I know all that, (tears coming) but I have to do this. I just have to. 

Carrie:
Are you leaving New York?

Eric:
No. Not for now.

Carrie:
I see. Look, you had better go. Right now, no matter how much I love you, I hate you. I don’t want to see you for a while. We can talk on the phone. Kate is always happy to see you and she needs that. You can see her whenever you want. 
Eric:
Thank you.

Carrie:
Don’t thank me. I am doing what is best for her. If I could, I would cut you out of my life right now. But I can’t do that. But go now. I want to be alone.

Lights dim on Stage Left. They come back up on Stage Right. Alex is alone in Eric’s office. He is looking at the books on the shelves. After a minute or two, Eric comes in. 
Eric:
Sorry I am late Alex. Have a seat.

Alex:
You look frazzled today. 

Eric: 
I guess I am a bit. How are you?
Alex:
Not sure. 

Eric:
Can you be more specific?

Alex:
I got a call the other day. From my aunt. The one who was supposed to be dead.

Eric:
(uncomfortable, but does not answer)

Alex:
I thought it was a bad joke. I thought it was someone trying to get money – not that I have any to give. I hung up on her the first time. But she called back.

Eric:
Must have been quite a shock.

Alex:
I guess you could say that. 

Eric:
What did you do?

Alex:
I didn’t speak. I just listened. She told me things that convinced me. Turns out I have 2 cousins. Can you believe it? 2?! 

Eric:
How does that make you feel?

Alex:
Empty. Like I’ve been cheated out of most of my life. Like I don’t know who I am or where I am from. I listened. We met for coffee. She’s a nice lady. 

Eric:
Did you meet your cousins?

Alex:
No. Not really ready for that. Not sure I can deal with knowing my aunt is alive. 

Eric: 
Look at it as a good thing. You’re not alone any more. Isn’t that good?
Alex:
Yeah. Yes it is. But it scares me. I started asking her a lot of questions. I could tell she was uncomfortable. I asked her if she knew who this Lars guy is. She does, you know? She says she’s never met him, but she knows he lives in London. She gave me some newspaper clippings about him. I….I….I just don’t know what to do with all this. Do you know what it’s like to realize you know nothing about your own past? It’s like you’ve lived in a make-believe world since the day you were born. I feel like I’ve been manipulated the entire time. I don’t think they ever really cared about me. I don’t think they ever wanted me. I was a duty. I was their moral obligation. I was the personification of an invisible contract they had with society.
Eric:
Who is they?

Alex:
My parents.

Eric:
Why do you think that? They brought you into this world….

Alex:
Not exactly.

Eric:
What do you mean?

Alex:
You know what he said once? I couldn’t believe it…

Lights dim and come up on Stage Rear and Stage Left. Alex – around 20 – is in the shadows of Stage Left. In Stage Rear, Alex’s father is sitting with a cigarette and a drink, talking to a friend of his.

Friend:

So how are things going for you Tom?
Father:
Good…

Friend:
And how is that son of yours doing? Alex, right?

Father:
Alex. Yes.

Friend:
So what is he up to these days? He must be in his early 20s now…

Father:
I’m not sure what he’s up to. We don’t talk much. I can’t seem to communicate with him. His mother seems to be the only who can control him. I had high hopes for him, but I don’t anymore. I don’t think he’ll ever amount to much. His mother has ruined him. 

Friend:
Oh come on Tom! He seemed like a good kid. It’s just a phase. They all go through it.

Father:
No. I don’t think so. 
Lights dim on the whole stage. It is dark.

Alex:
Maybe he was right. Maybe I never will be anything. 

Eric:
What do you want to be? What’s important to you?

Alex:
I used to know. But not anymore. Now, I just go though the motions of being alive.

Lights come up on Stage Left. Alex’s father and a woman are at a restaurant table in NY. There is the noise of a crowded restaurant. Alex walks in and sees his father kissing the woman.

Alex:
Hello dad. Going to introduce me to your friend?

Father:
Alex! What are you doing here?

Alex:
Same as you. Meeting a friend for lunch. So…going to introduce me? Hi, I’m Alex Caldwell. His son. You are?

Woman:
Claire. I’ve heard a lot about you…

Alex:
I’m sure you have, but you can spare me the details. I know them already. So dad, see you back home? Should I tell mom you’ll be home for dinner?

Father:
You asshole…

Alex:
Now, now. Is that a yes? Nice to meet you Claire. Be careful. He doesn’t always say what is on his mind.

Lights dim on Stage Left and come up on Stage Rear. The Caldwell’s dining room. Mrs. C is at one end of the table, Mr. C at the other. They are eating in silence. There is the noise of a door closing. Alex walks in. 

Alex:
Hi mom, hi dad. Have a good day? So, how was the food? I didn’t think it was that great myself, but then again what do I know…

Mrs. C:
What are you talking about?
Alex:
Oh, didn’t dad tell you? I ran into him at a restaurant in the Village. Who would have guessed in a city this size that we would choose the same restaurant, when we can’t even meet up at home without making an appointment it seems?
Father:
Alex, do shut up. Sarcasm doesn’t suit you.
Mrs. C:
So, what restaurant is this? I thought you hated the Village?

Father:
Can’t remember the name. Some place on lower 5th. It was a work lunch.

Alex:
Is that what it was?

Mrs. C:
So who were you with? Alex, you sure it was a work lunch. I wouldn’t be surprised if it was some floozy. God knows, it wouldn’t be the first time. 
Father:
(Getting up) I don’t have to listen to this. 

Mrs. C:
So it was. I can tell. What’s her name this time? Maryann? Jessica? Oh, those were before. Sorry. 

Father:
For God’s sake, leave me alone.

Mrs. C:
So what was her name? Alexander, did you meet her?

Father:
Leave him out of this. Just for once, leave him out of this. He can’t be your crutch forever. 

Mrs. C:
So what was her name? Was she attractive Alex? I am sure she was. 

Father:
Can we end this now? I can’t do this anymore. 

Mrs. C:
(Going after him) Do what? Stay married to me? It’ll be a cold day in hell before I let you out of this marriage. But I’ll be damned if you embarrass me in public. Do whatever you want, but do it behind closed doors. You hear me?!

Father:
Yes, I do. But I don’t care anymore. I want out. Do you hear me this time? Out! Take what you want! And don’t forget to take Alex with you.

Mrs. C:
I’ll take every cent you have. I’ll drag your name through every rag sheet in this city. I’ll destroy you.

Father:
Go ahead. You already have. Not much left to destroy. 

Mrs. C:
Alex, did you hear that? Destroyed you?! I made you what you are!

Father:
I’m leaving. I believe the correct phrase is “My attorney will be in touch”. And for the sake of Alex, if not for me, leave him out of this. Let him live his life. He might still yet amount to something in spite of you.

Father slams door. Lights dim and come up slowly on Eric and Alex.

Alex:
I never saw him again. Well not alive anyway.
Eric:
What do you mean?
Alex:
No one knows what really happened. He walked out that night. My mother ran after him. A divorce would have been humiliating in her mind. Somehow, she seemed to handle the idea of him fooling around better than the idea of a divorce. She was still yelling at him when I saw her running after him in the elevator. He looked like a broken man. Looking back, I think he was. Pause. Staring out the window. Anyway, I got my things and left to go to my place. I figured it was just another day on the home front and it would all blow over in time. It usually did and things would settle down to an eerie kind of routine and politeness. But when I got outside the building, police were already there. My father had been hit by a cab and thrown against the building. He died instantly. My mother played the grieving widow so well. She was made for the part. He was buried within a week. There was no investigation, no questions from the police. It was open and shut or so they said. The police never even questioned me. It was deemed an accident. Rain, speeding cabby, etc. His funeral was a big deal. Made all the social columns. And you could tell she was basking in all the attention. When we got home after the 3rd memorial service in a week, she turned to me and said that if I wanted to come by in the future I had to call first. She was starting her life over and wanted privacy to do as she pleased. Can you believe it? She actually said I was a “guest” in her house from that point on. 
Eric:
How long ago was this? 

Alex:
10 years now. She got the houses, the money, the name, everything she always wanted and now there was no one around to tell her what she could or could not do. I remember feeling sorry for her.

Eric:
Why?

Alex:
Because I realized she was as lost as I have always been and no money in the world was going to change that. She has wasted her whole life being miserable, but convinced it was all worth it because of the things she had to show for it. It’s cliché I know, but true. Funny,…

Eric:
What is?

Alex:
A friend once said that people make fun of all the cliché, contrived “easy listening” songs because they know that the songs are right and so it’s easier to make fun of them than to deal with reality sometimes. But listen to them. They’re all about unrequited love, love gone wrong. There are thousands of them. They can’t all be wrong. I mean, in the end, we’re all looking for the same thing, aren’t we? Someone to belong to. Problem is, I was taught to always be strong. Never show your emotions. Never depend on anyone. It’s a sign of weakness. But the more I heard that, the more I wanted someone. And then when I found out I was gay, God….what a mess I was. I mean, I couldn’t show emotion, and then all I wanted was to show it even more. I wanted to shock my parents. I was a mess for years, but I also kind of enjoyed it, because I knew I was different. I wasn’t like them. Like my mother or my father. Only now, I’m not so sure. The weirder thing is I miss my father. He had a kind side to him. I just think she never let him show it.
Eric:
What was going on in your head when your father died?

Alex:
I had spent my life defending her from my father. He could be brutal. Literally. He was never around. But when he was, I saw him beat her. He beat me. He drank. But the day that he died, it was suddenly more than I could take …because something inside me clicked. Somewhere I knew that she had driven him to his death. She never let him come up for air and I knew she had done the same to me. And my world kind of fell apart because everything I had done had been for her. Growing up, she was all I had to hang on to when things got bad at home, but I’m not sure now who was hanging on to whom. She had controlled and manipulated both of us from the beginning and the day she died she made that as clear as could be….
Eric:
What happened? The day she died?

Alex:
I have to go Eric. (Getting up) I’ll see you next week (closes door behind him)

Eric:
Alex? 

Following telephone dialogue is in the dark, except for shadows against the Stage Rear wall. 

Mrs. C:
Alexander?
Alex:
Yes mother?

Mrs. C:
Don’t call me mother. I hate that term.

Alex:
What should I call you? Helen?

Mrs. C:
Yes. Why not?

Alex:
Little pretentious don’t you think?

Mrs. C:
I don’t see why. Anyway, I am calling to see what is going on with you at college?
Alex:
What do you mean?

Mrs. C:
I just received a bill for next term. But you’re graduating next month.

Alex:
No, I’m not. I changed my major. I told you. It requires an additional semester.

Mrs. C:
Sorry, but you’re graduating next month. I confirmed it with the university. Your change in major is ridiculous. I won’t pay for it. And I trust you have finished your applications to medical school?

Alex:
No. I haven’t applied.

Mrs. C:
My God. All you think of is yourself. Remember, I am the one paying the bill. You’ll do as I say.

Alex:
I’ll get a job.

Mrs. C:
Don’t be ridiculous. What kind of job is going to pay that kind of tuition? 
Alex:
I’ll get a student loan.

Mrs. C:
My dear boy, you wouldn’t qualify. You’re officially my dependent and I have more money than most of the second rate banks that you would be talking with. So face reality and finish up. 

Lights back up on Stage Right. Eric and Alex in Eric’s office. Alex is standing by the window. He never looks away from the street throughout this session.

Eric:
Why did you leave so suddenly last time? We still had some time left…

Alex:
What? You afraid you’re ignoring your professional responsibility if we don’t do the whole 50 minutes?

Eric:
Alex, you know that’s not the case. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to sound so cold.

Alex:
Don’t worry about it. I’m used to it.

Eric:
Are you feeling sorry for yourself?

Alex:
Sorry for myself?! And what if I were? So what? Let me indulge a bit.

Eric:
Not if it means no improvement.

Alex:
Ah yes. Improvement at all cost.

Eric:
That’s not what I meant. You’re twisting what I say. 
Alex: 
I learned from the best.

Eric:
And yes I do have professional obligations, but I also care. But I have to keep emotion out of this. This is about you, not me. What I think or feel doesn’t matter.

Alex:
Doesn’t it?

Eric:
No. It doesn’t. 

Alex:
Too bad. I was hoping it did.

Eric:
Why?

Alex:
Because I need you to care. I need you to feel what I can’t. I keep on trying, but there’s nothing there. I’m numb. I used to feel so much. I shut it out and now I don’t know how to get it back. How crazy is that? Most people in the world would give anything to not feel the hell they live in. But they’re wrong. They’re all wrong. In the end, good or bad, what really matters is that you can feel. That’s what makes us alive. And sometimes it’s like I could reach out my hand and literally touch all the emotions I used to have – they’re that close – and then they’re gone. There’s nothing there. It’s as if I were in a perpetual fog without a compass.
Eric:
Maybe you’re trying too hard. Maybe you’re afraid of what is going to happen if you do feel everything that you’ve bottled up inside.
Alex:
Tell me that letting go of all my walls, all my defense mechanisms, all my god damned layers will actually achieve something and I might be able to do it, but I can’t do it alone.

Eric:
You’re not alone.

Alex:
I forgot, I have you. My emotionless friend. 

Eric:
You have your aunt now.

Alex:
I haven’t seen her again. We’ve spoken. But I don’t know what to say to her. All seems kind of pointless right now. She has 2 successful children. Why should I go and screw things up.

Eric:
Maybe she cares.

Alex:
Maybe. Maybe not.
Eric:
Give her a chance.

Alex:
God I’m pathetic! All my life all I wanted was to be free…free to do what I wanted, to pursue my dreams, no matter how crazy and now that I have freedom, it’s worse than ever. Maybe my father was right.
Eric:
What does success mean to you? What’s your definition?

Alex:
(shrugging) Who knows? To be happy I guess.

Eric:
And what would make you happy?

Alex:
To be loved. To be able to love back. Sounds like a B movie dialogue today. We’re slipping. No high tension drama.

Eric:
Not every day or session needs to have high drama. We’re not made that way.

Alex:
Some of us are. But no, you’re right, I’m not. Truth is, I have no idea because I grew up in a world in which money equaled happiness. But I’m not made that way either.

Eric:
No. No, I don’t think you are. So let go of the past. You are your own person. Yes, you got a bum deal so far. But let it go. In the end, you have to live with yourself.

Alex:
And I do. Every day.

Eric:
Alex. You’re smart, good looking, young, you have your whole life in front of you. Are you going to let someone else control you from the grave? How long do you think you can live like that? How long before one of your chance encounters goes wrong? How long before you give up without ever having given yourself a chance to be you? Grab control Alex. Take every opportunity you have to assert yourself, and if you screw up, so what? At least you are in control. Better to be in control and fuck up than fuck up and have someone else to blame, don’t you think? You can’t wallow in self pity forever.
Alex:
Is that what I’m doing?
Eric:
I’m not sure. I think your family really screwed you over Alex. I honestly do. But how many people out there can say that? You know what? A lot. But they move on. Some make it. Some don’t. You have no reason not to make it. And you owe it to yourself to try. You owe it to yourself to have someone like Ben back in your life.

Alex:
Ben? You said his name as if you knew him. Wouldn’t that be a strange twist of fate. Imagine if you were the one I saw him with…

Eric:
Alex, don’t let your imagination run wild. When you spoke of him, I could tell you were in love with him.

Alex:
Yeah. I was.

Eric:
And maybe you still are. Maybe you need to give someone like him a chance. Whether it’s him or someone else.

Alex:
Can’t go back in time, can you?

Eric:
Would you want to?

Alex:
No… But I don’t want to go forward either. How does the song go? “Afraid of dying, but don’t feel much like living”?
Eric:
Yes you do want to go forward Alex….Alex, tell me what happened that night. 

Alex:
I….I killed her. I can’t  do this. I have to go….

Lights dim. They come back up on Stage Left. Eric is there with his wife and his parents. His parents are sitting down. He and his wife are standing against a wall.

Eric:
Mom, dad, Carrie and I have something to tell you….Oh Christ, let’s just get it over with. We’re getting divorced.


Silence.


Well, say something.

Eric’s mom:
Why? Carrie, has he done something to you? Has he hurt you?

Eric:
Thanks mom. I appreciate the vote of confidence.

Eric’s father:
You always were a screw up. Divorce a girl like Carrie! You’re crazy.

Eric:
I don’t expect you to understand. 

Eric’s mom:
But why? And Kate?

Carrie:
Kate is fine.

Eric:
We’ve been separated for almost a year now. Kate is fine. I see her whenever I want.

Eric’s mom:
Carrie! You can’t let him do this!

Carrie:
I don’t think we have much to say about it. He’s made up his mind.

Eric:
Yes. I have. I need to do this. This is about me. Not about Carrie and not about either of you.
Eric’s mom:
Why can’t you be like your brother? He is so successful and happy. He has such a wonderful family.

Eric’s father:
Because he’s a screw up.

Eric:
You know what? Your screw up son is about to walk out the door and you’re not going to see him for a long time. You’ve doted on Mark ever since I can remember. Neither of you are capable of seeing the truth. You live in a dream world. Both of you. Carrie and I are divorcing. It’s none of your business. The only reason I bothered to come here today with Carrie was because I was hoping I could make you understand. But now I see that that’s never going to happen.
Eric’s father:
Eric! You will not shout in this house as long as I am in it.

Eric:
Then leave. Because I haven’t finished yet. That other son you dote on. The one who can do no wrong. Well guess what. His marriage has all the plots and twists of a soap opera, and he’s been unemployed for a year, but I bet you didn’t know that, did you?

Carrie:
Eric. Eric, don’t. Let it go.

Eric:
Let it go? Sure. I’ll let it go. I can’t believe I’m even wasting my breath anyway. The only person to blame here is me. Hear that, mom? Dad? I don’t even blame you for any of what’s happening because I’m responsible. I always tried so damned hard to please you both, but nothing was ever good enough and I fell into the trap. You tried your best. I have to believe that. I just didn’t know when to stop beating myself up and to listen to my gut. To what was right for me. 
Eric’s mom:
Eric! What nonsense! You’ll regret this.

Eric:
Maybe I will. But at least I won’t even be able to pretend that if it all goes wrong I can blame it on the both of you. See mom, you’ve been up to your eyeballs in self pity as long as I can remember. Look at him. Just once look at him and see him for what he really is – a self absorbed bully. You should have left him years ago when you still had a chance. But I know now that you can’t….Sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. It’s none of my business. I have to go. 
Carrie:
Eric? Wait!

Eric:
No Carrie. I’ll grab a cab. Thanks. I’ll see you Saturday. Mom, I’ll call you. You have my number if you need anything. Don’t lose it.
Lights go down. They come back up on Stage Right. It is evening. Eric is in his office. There is classical music on the radio. Eric is reading. There is a knock at the door. Eric gets up to open the door.
Eric:
Yes?

Alex:
Eric? It’s Alex.

Eric: 
(Opening the door) Alex? What are you doing here?

Alex:
I’m sorry. I tried to call, but I got the machine and I didn’t know what to say. 

Eric:
You OK? You look beat!

Alex:
I’ve been walking for hours. Not even sure where I’ve been. When I got here, I saw your light was on. I needed to talk to someone.

Eric:
Come in. Sit down.

Alex:
I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have come.

Eric:
Alex, it’s OK. It’s what I’m here for.
Alex:
I..

Eric:
What?

Alex:
I was trying to think of something smart to say to that, but I couldn’t think of anything.

Eric:
(Smiling) Next time.

Alex:
Yeah. Next time. 

Eric:
What’s going on Alex?

Lights go down. Stage is dark as Alex begins to speak. They gradually come up on Stage Rear. 

Alex:
I need to tell you what happened. I keep on reliving it in my mind and sometimes I think it’s going to drive me over the edge. It’s like there are a thousand voices in my mind all chattering simultaneously. Maybe I am losing it. What do you think?
Eric:
No. No – I don’t think you are. But I do think you need to get it out if you are going to move on.

Alex:
Move on? Yeah. Move on. OK. I can do this. Here goes… I had been cleaning my place – you know? Sorting through papers, cleaning out closets, just trying to put some order in my life. I get like that every now and then. I get these compulsive attacks as if cleaning my place is going to somehow miraculously clean my life up. Anyway, I was going through everything when I realized that I had left some clothes at my parent’s place. Winter clothes. And it was getting cold out so I figured I would go get them. I called, but there was no answer. I waited a bit and then called again. Still no answer. I still had a set of keys and the doorman knows me of course, so I decided to go over there. When I get it in my mind that I need something, I can’t relax until I have it. Really compulsive, I know. So, I take the subway uptown and walk over to the apartment. I asked the doorman if my mother was in and he said no. He thought she had gone away for the weekend. So I let myself in. The place had changed. At first I almost thought I was in the wrong apartment. There was all new furniture, new paintings, new everything. She hadn’t wasted any time in getting rid of traces of my father. I couldn’t believe it. The entire place had been redone. I hadn’t been there in over a month. After looking around downstairs, I went up to my room. None of my things were there anymore. I mean nothing. No clothes, no furniture, no posters, stereo…nothing. That’s when I heard the front door open and she called my name…

Mrs. C:
Alexander? Tom said you were here. I thought we agreed that you would call first.

Alex:
(Coming out of his room looking down stairs) I did call first. You didn’t answer.

Mrs. C:
So why are you here? I hate it when people snoop around my things.

Alex:
What about my things?

Mrs. C:
What things?

Alex:
My clothes? My books? My personal things that were in my desk? Everything!

Mrs. C:
Well, since you moved out, I assumed you had taken everything you wanted. Now really Alexander, what do you want? I have things to do and I have to go out for dinner. 
Alex:
I came by for some of my winter clothes. It’s getting cold out, or didn’t you notice?

Mrs. C:
Don’t get smart with me young man. Any clothes you left behind are either in storage room or I gave them to the Salvation Army.

Alex:
You what?

Mrs. C:
Oh please, it’s not like you don’t have enough clothes. (Going upstairs) Now hurry up. I need to change. My lawyer will be here any minute. We have things to talk about over dinner.
Alex:
Well, before you get yourself changed, how about telling me what you did with my things? Where is everything that was in my desk?

Mrs. C:
Alexander, you moved out. This is my place now. Your room was wasted space. I have houseguests coming and I need it. 
Alex:
OK. But that still doesn’t answer my question.

Mrs. C:
Oh do leave me alone.

Alex:
NO. Answer my question!

Mrs. C:
Don’t ever use that tone with me in this house or anywhere else.

Alex:
Then answer a simple question. Where are my things? There were things in my room that you had no right to touch. They were personal. 

Mrs. C:
Personal! You seem to forget that this is my house. I live here. I can do what I want here. I don’t need to ask you or anyone else. I spent years, decades, always being watched by your father. I certainly am not going to let you take over where he left off.

Alex:
Take over where he left off?! My God, you are pathetic. I’ll go once you tell me where everything is.

Mrs. C:
Who the hell do you think you are?!

Alex:
Your son!

Mrs. C:
(Laughing) Alexander, I gave your things away. The things I could. I threw the rest out. 

Alex:
You threw my things out?

Mrs. C:
Oh grow up Alexander. It was all junk. 

Alex:
Junk? What right do you have to….

Mrs. C:
What right? I told you, this is my house. Now do leave me alone. I have to change.
Alex:
Is that all you care about? How you look? Your dinner engagement? What other people think? You never really cared about dad… or me – did you?

Mrs. C:
I cared more than you think. I loved your father. But he wanted things I couldn’t give him. We grew apart. The only reason we stayed together was you.

Alex:
Me?! Damn, you always have to blame everything on someone else, don’t you? What is it you couldn’t give him anyway? Sex? 
Mrs. C:
Get out. 

Alex:
I never really understood how you had me? Any physical contact with another human being disgusts you!

Mrs. C:
Get out! You have no right…

Alex:
You have no right! You have no right to snoop through my things! My life! Christ, to think of all the hell I went through because of you. I used to think that dad treated you the way he did because of me. That it was my fault. But you knew that didn’t you? But you never even tried to protect me.

Mrs. C: 
Oh for God’s sake Alexander, you’re not even mine!

Alex:
I…I’m what?

Mrs. C:
You heard me. You’re not mine. 

Alex:
What are you talking about?

Mrs. C:
You were never supposed to know. Your father never wanted you to know.

Alex:
I don’t understand.

Mrs. C:
It’s not very complicated Alexander. Your father had one affair after another. He wanted a child. I didn’t.

Alex:
That’s the first thing you’ve said that I actually believe.

Mrs. C:
Oh do shut up. One of his tramps got pregnant. She made all sorts of threats. A real tramp. It’s all so sordid.

Alex:
Tell me. For once, I’m actually interested in what you have to say.

Mrs. C:
She had the child, but she decided she didn’t want it. She didn’t want you. So your father took you in. 
Alex:
And you held that over his head his whole life didn’t you?

Mrs. C:
We had an agreement. He was going to break it. I gave my whole life to him and to you.

Alex:
(Starting to walk towards her. She backs up towards stairs) You gave nothing. It was all a deal. An agreement. Is that all I am to you?

Mrs. C:
That’s all anything is in life Alexander. It’s all about deals and agreements. You’ve just never understood that.
Alex:
I’m the one who gave you my life. I did everything for you…to protect you.

Mrs. C:
Oh be serious. You saw how your father treated me…

Alex:
No. No I didn’t. I saw what you wanted me to see. If you didn’t want children, then why did you take me in?

Mrs. C:
Why? Because that tramp was threatening to take it to the papers. The gossip columnists would have had a wonderful time. And I wasn’t about to let that happen.

Alex:
God forbid that people see the way things really were.

Mrs. C:
I worked too hard to get where I am to lose it all, to be publicly humiliated!

Alex:
That’s all life is about to you, isn’t it? What others think. You used me. 

Mrs. C:
You never lacked anything.

Alex:
Nothing material. But that’s all that ever mattered to you.

Mrs. C:
Now you know. Whatever is yours that I kept is in the cellar. The key is in the kitchen. 

Alex:
(Walking towards her, she backs up) You never really cared about anything did you?

Mrs. C:
You have no idea what I care or don’t care about. You have no idea what I’ve been through in my life. No idea! You have no idea what I gave up to get where I am. No idea what your father put me through. No idea about anything. I was determined to make more of my life than my family ever had. I never looked back. I couldn’t. You’ve had it easy. You always have. You’ve been spoiled your whole life. You don’t know what it is to want something and to work for it, to give up the things you care most about. 
Alex:
You ruined his life! Because of you I never got to know him. You took away the one chance I had of having a family. He was never around because of you. You’re all I ever had. I believed in you. I believed you cared.

Mrs. C:
Alexander, you’re talking nonsense. Now please leave.

Alex:
I can’t believe this. You bitch!

Mrs. C:
Get out right now.

Alex:
No….No. I want answers. 

Mrs. C:
(Backing up) Answers?! You know what there is to know now.

As she backs up, she trips and falls backwards down the stairs. She lands on the bottom floor. She dies on impact.

Alex:
Oh my God. 

Alex runs down the stairs, but it is too late. As he sits next to her, on the bottom step, there is a knock at the door and Tom (The lawyer) walks in. The door was ajar. 

Tom:
Alex. How are….what happened?

Alex:
(Crying) We had an argument. I don’t know. It happened so fast. 

Tom:
What were you arguing about?

Alex:
She told me I wasn’t her son. I lost it. We started shouting…..

Tom:
OK Alex. Relax. It was an accident. 

Alex:
I….I don’t know. I can’t remember.

Tom:
Alex, I am going to call 911. Don’t touch anything. Let me do the talking.

Alex:
But…

Tom:
Alex, let me do the talking, OK? You’re in no condition to talk to the medics or the police.

Stage goes dark.

Alex:
I don’t really remember much after that. The police came. Tom spoke with them. There was some kind of inquest. They asked me some questions the next day and that was it. 
Eric:
Alex, it was an accident. You didn’t kill her. Why do you think you did?

Alex:
Maybe because in my mind, I had a thousand times over. All I ever wanted seemed so easy to me, but I could never understand why I couldn’t have it. And that night, I was so mad, so hurt…do you know what it’s like to hear that your parents never wanted you in the first place? That you were an “agreement”? I lost it. I was killing her in my mind. I wanted her dead more than ever because of everything she put us through.
Lights come up on Stage Left and Stage Right. Eric is in his office with Carrie. As they speak, Alex is on Stage Left. Alex is talking to a man on the street. It is cold out. The man follows Alex inside to his apartment. The man closes the door. Alex walks towards the man, but the man attacks him until he is unconscious and then takes his wallet and leaves.
Carrie:
Eric? Eric? You’re not listening.
Eric:
I’m sorry. You’re right. I apologize. It’s been a long week. 

Carrie:
I’m sorry to come by like this, but I was in the area and I wanted to see how you were doing. That was quite a scene at your parents.

Eric:
Yeah, it was. 

Carrie:
Mind you, as much as I hate what is happening, I’m glad you told them what you did. The truth never hurt anyone.

Eric:
(Quietly) Don’t be so sure. I am always fighting for the truth. I believe in it. But sometimes, some things are better left unsaid. Just a few words can destroy a life. Make you feel so small like you don’t matter. Some people can never recover from that.

Carrie:
Eric, you OK? 

Eric:
Yeah, I’m fine. You? (Phone rings) Don’t go. I’ll only be a sec. I need to talk to you.

Eric:
(Picking up the phone) Hello? Yes, this is Eric. What?....You sure?....OK, I’ll come over now. Thank you for calling. (Eric hangs up the phone. He is still, very quiet, staring at the phone. He is visibly moved). Sorry Carrie, I need to go out. I need to see someone at NY Hospital. 

Carrie:
Hospital? What happened?

Eric:
Can you come with me?....Please.

Lights dim. They come up on Stage Center. Eric and Carrie are in Alex’s room. He is in bed., severely bandaged. He is conscious, but barely.  

Nurse:
(As she leaves the room) Mr. Michaels, not too long now. He is still in critical condition. I am right outside if you need me.

Eric:
Thank you.

Carrie:
Eric? Who is this? Why are we here? Why am I here?

Eric:
(Taking Alex’s hand) Alex, don’t go. Please. Don’t go. Stay with me.
Carrie:
Eric, please…who is this?

Eric:
This is Alex Caldwell…. This is the man who, without knowing it, gave me the motivation to give that speech to my parents that you are so proud of. This is a man who deserves a second chance. A man who probably might have been better off not knowing the truth. This is someone who does not deserve to die, not yet, not now….This is the person who made me question everything I know and believe in and has made me realize that, no matter how ugly people are, no matter how vicious or disappointing the circumstances, no matter how angry you feel, or betrayed, what really matters is to be true to yourself and to never doubt yourself. It doesn’t matter what others say. I didn’t listen to him when I first met him. I was too busy. It almost cost him his life. I wanted so much to reach out to him, but I didn’t know how. He came to me again 2 days ago. I thought I had helped. I really was listening. But I guess I didn’t let him know that. If he goes, we both lose this time. 
Carrie:
Eric? …..Are you in love with this man?

Eric:
(Squeezing Eric’s hand) Yes. 

Lights go down.

The End.
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