The Loss of Loss 2.0

By: Dr. M. Shane Heard

Note about script: 	
1. Overall Meaning to World:	It would drive one nuts not remembering anything, much less who you 
are and what you did! 
2. Overall Meaning to Self:		Finding yourself is more than a metaphor when you can not really 
remember who you are.  
3. Overall Meaning to Judge:	Who you are is very important. We all need a self-identity. 

Note about the Song/Poem:
Chosin’ Texas by Ella Langley


Note about the Character:		
1. Sophia:				Dissociative fugue: A psychological state where a person forgets their 
personal identity and past, often triggered by severe trauma.

Note about the Language: 
I try, as I always do, to make the character as real as possible. Sadly, foul language seems to make most 
characters more “believable.” If, however, you want to cut or slightly change the language to be more
“audience-friendly” (depending on your venue), go for it! Offer the alterations back to me in the form of a
revision for approval and publication.  Doc. H. 

We begin:

Sophia: 
(Singing) She's from Texas, I can tell by the way

You ever get a song stuck in your head and can not get it to leave? Frustrating, isn’t it?

The problem is that is ALL I can remember. 

(pulls out a note card and reads aloud😊

Dissociative fugue: A psychological state where a person forgets their identity and past, often triggered by severe trauma.

You see, I can’t remember things from before the time I woke up…
No, I do not mean I am forgetful. I mean I woke up in a hospital bed exactly three weeks ago, and I can’t remember anything before then. I could not remember my name, my parents…the boy they say is my boyfriend, Jake…not a thing. 

(trying to make light of the situation) 
So, technically I am three weeks old! (laughs) Yeah, the doctors and the police did not find that joke funny either.

Police?  

Apparently, the car I left behind at the wreck, the one they had to cut me out of, was: 
1. not mine and 
2. Had someone else in it, in the passenger seat.

A girl. (long pause) 

She…she didn’t make it. I mean, she is…dead. 

So many questions for me:

Where did I meet the girl?  
Apparently, I had never known Blair… 

Why was she in the car with me then?
Why was I driving at such a high rate of speed?

I….CAN….NOT…REMEMBER….

Most importantly though, I also answer why…

(Singing) He's two steppin' 'round the room

Why did you not hit the brakes BEFORE you ran into the wall?

INTRODUCTION
		
Hook:
How would you feel waking up one day without a clue who you were or where you came from? Not a single name or memory of a loved one or trusted friend anywhere in sight?
Scared? Frustrated? 

Judge: Maybe curious about what your life was like before you forgot who you were?

World: Dissociative Fugue; a state that can be caused by dissociative amnesia that affects 2.8% of the female population as a defense mechanism, leaving patients- both male and female- seeking out answers of who they were once before.

Sophia runs into these problems as she wakes up in the hospital after a car crash with a dead girl next to her. 

And this is the focus of the story of Loss of Loss by Dr. M. Shane Heard





Sophia: (Complete): 

(Singing) She's from Texas, I can tell by the way

So, the police started asking others about me. OBVIOUSLY, asking a girl with no memory questions was getting them nowhere…they found I was just an average person…

No prior records 
No records of aggression 
Nothing to suggest that I was a bad person

Sooo. Why did I take a perfect stranger, jump in some cowboy’s car, not even sure how the hell I got the keys?...and drove us both at over 100 miles an hour straight into a STONE WALL. 

No brakes. They had said I never hit the brakes?!?!? 

(Singing) He's two steppin' 'round the room

(Growing impatient and agitated, this part goes quickly!)  So many questions! So many damn questions left unanswered and nobody to answer them… because the only other person who might have known couldn’t remember ANYTHING, and the other person who could know was lying dead in that seat next to me when they found us!

(Calming herself)  Sorry, apparently, I have a bit of a temper?

Oh, I did find something interesting: Apparently, I hate to wear my seatbelts. Drove my mom nuts!

I…never..wore..my..seatbelt

AND according to Blair's parents, she was quite the opposite, AND she was a fanatic about wearing HER seatbelt…

Weird, right?

You know what else is weird? 

According to Police: 

1. I had no traces of alcohol or drugs in my system, but Blair…Blair was apparently highly intoxicated, NOT on alcohol, but on some foreign drug the doctors had a hard time identifying… What the hell?
2. And this one will blow your mind.  As we were slamming headfirst into a damn wall. Blair, Ms. I Always Wear My Seat Belt, did not have her seatbelt on….AND I…who hated seat belts did have MINE ON! WHAT? I know, right? Weird

I guess that explains why Blair smashed into the windshield and…yeah…died…Jesus

(Singing) And judgin' by the smile that's written on his face

(Exploding again) SO, THAT’S WHY I AM HERE, MURDER? MANSLAUGHTER? LOCKED UP WAITING FOR MY DAY IN COURT…WAITING TO BE PUNISHED FOR A CRIME I CAN’T REMEMBER COMMITTING OR WHY I COMMITTED IT!!! IT IS JUST SO FRUSTRATING!

Sorry, there is that temper they keep telling me about…

I just met with my court-appointed lawyer, yeah. My mom and dad don't have much money, and I can tell you right now he's not gonna be much help. I'm pretty sure he thinks I'm lying.

(Man Voice):	So, Ms. Sophia, you remembered nothing, absolutely nothing, before the accident?

Sophia:		No, Sir, I do not remember anything before waking up in the hospital.

(Man Voice):	Don’t you find that convenient?

Sophia:		No, Sir, since I am innocent, I would say it is very INCONVENIENT that I can not 
remember anything!

I was getting very frustrated! Of course… of course…I knew what I was saying sounded like a lie, but it was not a lie…

Was it?

Was it?

I am not a bad person.  I would remember wanting to kill someone, or maybe even killing myself…I would definitely remember.. (Loudly) RIGHT? (softer) Right?

(Singing) 
There's nothin' I can do

Oh, I did get some help though, in a way (digging in her pocket)...

Right at the end of our meeting, my lawyer handed me two notes:

One note, he told me, is written in my handwriting..

But the second note, that one is written in a different handwriting, “a girl’s handwriting,” according to him, and addressed to me. My mother apparently found them while she was going through my room…

I have not read them yet. Honestly, I am a bit scared… (looking at audience) 

But now that you are here, maybe I should?

I will start with MY letter (opens letter, holds up a receipt):

What is this? A receipt from some shady pharmacy for Rohypnol? God, that doesn’t look good.

Ok, the letter says, damn there are tear marks all over it:

(Singing) She's from Texas, I can tell by the way

(Deep Breath) 

To all who read this…
One: 	No, I am not in my right mind!
Two: 	No, I will not leave this world in my right mind! 
Three: 	By the time you read this, I will be dead!
Four:	I'm going to take that skank with me!

Love, Soph

Oh, shit

(opening the second note): 

It smells like perfume.

u7(Singing) He's two steppin' 'round the room

Dear Sophia:

My friends call me Texas, because that’s where I am from. You do not know me, because we have never actually met. I have to tell you something, and after I do, I won’t blame you for hating me, but:

Jake and I have been seeing each other behind your back. 

I am so sorry, but please do not blame Jake; he is a great guy and we never really planned for this to happen. I swear. But it just did; we fell in love.

I am so sorry; he did not want me to tell you, but I would feel even worse if you never knew why he left, BECAUSE he plans to leave you and move away with me, tonight.

I am so sorry, but everything happened so fast. 

Blair

Oh…now I remember..And the damn song, the one stuck in my mind…as I came to…it was still playing on the radio…ain’t that something? The car totaled, Blair was dead (SMILES), and Ella was playing on the Radio!

(Singing) 
It doesn't take a crystal ball to see
A cowboy always finds a way to leave

So, I guess, you could say I lost everything. My memory, my love…my life…all a big LOSS.  I loss loss. How the hell can someone do that? Lose their loss. I ready, take me away. 

She's from Texas, I can tell by the way
She’s Two-Stepping round the room. 
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