The Screaming Silence in My Head 2.0

By: Dr. M. Shane Heard

Note about script: 	
1. Overall Meaning to World:	We never really understand the trauma in others. 
2. Overall Meaning to Self:		We never really understand trauma until it affects us directly. 
3. Overall Meaning to Judge:	We all have trauma we need to address in healthy ways or we will do 
thing we wish we had not. 

Note about the Character:		
1. Meghan:			Meghan is deaf. She speaks as a deaf person would. One must work to 
make sure she does not sound “funny.”

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:

Meghan: 
The rain is funny, don’t you think? (Holding out her hand as the rain hits it) 
I love the way it collects on my hand (raises arm slowly up), runs down my arm, cascading onto my shoulder. (Hold face to the sky) As it falls, it dances on my face. (smiles, take a deep breath)
Rain brings life.
Plants would not grow without the millions of beautiful droplets that fall to the earth. 
Without rain, life would end.

Romantics fall so in love with the rain. But rain holds a deep darkness, a secret, if you will. 
Shhh (puts finger to mouth and smiles) Shall I tell you the real secret of rain?
It…is…a…killer. 
The terrifying part of a storm is not the thunder, not the rain, but the true evil in storms is the lightning (holds herself in a moment of terror and whispers:)  The lightning is the real monster.

As you probably noticed, I cant hear. I was not born deaf, NO. 
One day, God decided that I didn’t need to hear any more. Oh yes, It was God who decided to put me into a world of eternal silence. (Getting angry) PLEASE DO NOT SAY HE DID NOT, BECAUSE HE DID! (calming herself) Why, you ask. (laughs)

BEAT. BEAT. BEAT. BEAT. He wanted to punish me for what I had done and wanted to make sure I would be capable of doing what he wanted me to do! 

One day, when I was trapped outside during a violent storm, he decided to punish me with a little stroke of hot, white lightning. 

I can still see the flash, feel the hair standing up all over my body as the massive jolt of energy hit me. 
And with that explosion of brightness, I was going to die. I knew it. As a nurse, I knew it. I was going to die.

But I did not die; I did, however, lose my ability to hear…

[...] screaming with my hands etc.

(Evil smile) But that was a good thing…

It is a good thing that I cannot hear their silent screams in the darkness, as I do what he calls me to do… 

For I am now an Angel of Death…his vengeance in silence….I take from them what God took from me…

Though I’m not a mother, and though I have never been a mother, I cannot imagine what I would feel like if I lost my child. I would scream, I would cry. Words of empathy would fall on deaf ears. How would you feel if you lost your child? How would you feel if you were stuck in the quiet silence of regret, shame, and remorse? As the world is now, predictions put as many as 1 in 10 adults with disabling hearing loss because of the consistent stress we put on our eardrums. Soon enough, this could be you. Meghan finds herself childless, soundless, and alone, listening to The Screaming Silence in My Head by Doc. M. Shane Heard.
		
Meghan:  

Cecilia. I was going to name my daughter Cecilia,, but that never happened, did it?
God took that from me, didn't he?  BEEP

Can you feel that? The vibrations just now in the air? No?

Interestingly enough, what they say is true. When you lose one sense, the other ones step up. Since my accident, I may not be able to hear, but I can feel it. I can feel the vibration of life as it pulsates around those beats and me. BEAT. BEAT. BEAT. BEAT…whisper to me. Tell me what I must do. 

Don’t laugh. DON’T YOU DARE LAUGH. I can feel them…can’t you?. 

(Calming herself). 

Let me paint a picture…
As I was being rushed to the hospital, smelling the burning charcoal scent hanging on my clothes, I could still feel the lightning pulsating through my body and finding its way to kill my Cecilia; I could begin to feel the beat of things around me.  BEAT. BEAT. BEAT. BEAT. 

It was almost intoxicating…palpable.  I knew something was wrong immediately. How had I survived a fucking lightning strike? BEAT BEAT BEAT BEAT

There had to be a tradeoff; I must owe something…. 

Then the doctor came in and explained, well, the best they could, though hand signals. (shakes her head in disbelief)...that I had lost my baby, my Cecilia. That was the price. Beat. Beat. Beat. Beat

That is when my inability to hear really struck me. I could not hear the sound of people, the shuffle of feet, the constant beeps and chirps of all the machines in the hospital- nothing. Complete and utter silence. 

My nursing friends stopped in my room trying to tell a newly deaf woman just how sorry they were for me, but to keep my spirits up; I lay there helpless and “recovering.” For hours I lay in that hospital bed, pondering what to do…mostly feeling sorry for myself…

All I had was the newsfeed on the TV set in my room. Hour after hour it played. One sad story after another, then, a heavy vibration BEAT. BEAT. BEAT. BEAT…pulse began to go throughout the entire hospital room; in that moment, an Angel of Darkness whispered to me, and then I understood what I must do. I understood why God had spared me. I understood the mission he had for me. My job, my new focus in life, was to make sure that if my baby could not come into (flash of crazy) THIS SHITTY WORLD, then NO BABY WOULD COME IN THIS SHITTY WORLD!

Feel that now? The vibrations in the room? BEAT. BEAT. BEAT. BEAT. You can feel that message too, right?

No? No matter. I could feel it; I CAN feel it. 

So, after they released me to go home, I began my quest. 

I waited a month to return to work, doctor’s orders. 

I spent that time training myself. Learning to navigate a world of sound without hearing. It was…a hard time…but I prevailed. Stronger, more in tune.  

And then my real work began. On the first night, it was so easy. Being a nurse, I know all the ins and outs of that hospital. 

I know how to unlock the meds cabinet without being seen and grab a syringe and a vial of Succinylcholine (Suck-Seh-Coh-Leen), BEAT; I know how to slip down the service corridors unseen, BEAT; I know how not to get caught, because “getting caught” means I can not continue my work…His Work! BEAT.

By a happy coincidence, early in my career, I received two Nurse Badges. One was mine; the other was a “Unassigned Badge” that Danny, Head of Maintenance, my boyfriend at the time, and unknown father of my dead child, told me happened from time to time and said it was a badge he and his work buddies used when they wanted to step out a secured door for an unsanctioned smoke break, when they didn’t want to be caught. 

With my Unassigned Badge, I let myself through the back door to OB…

The vibration gets stronger the closer I get to my target! Surely, you can feel it now? BEAT

Stronger BEAT. BEAT. BEAT. BEAT I was so excited I was about to do what I needed to do, what I was called upon by God to do! 

I slipped into the first patient room. The expecting mother was sleeping, with her Readiness IV already implanted to help her prepare for her coming delivery. 

She looked so tired, but peaceful. 

(Crazy Slipping out again) She just didn't understand that she was about to bring a child into THIS world, THIS horrible place that no child should have to enter, and I, we, were not going to let that happen. BEAT. BEAT. BEAT. BEAT.

Quickly but steadily, I pierced the IV Port with the needle, and I slowly pressed on the plunger of the syringe BEAT…until it was empty…BEAT…then, I simply walked away. As I did, the young mother’s heartbeat slowed.

BEAT, BEAT, BEAT….  I could not hear it…of course, but I could feel it! (Deep breath revealing in the sensation). 

Of course, I had no intention of actually killing that young lady; I didn’t. I am good at what I do. 

Every time I have done this now, 10 times I have done this over the course of several years (can’t get caught, right?)…BEAT…the same thing happens…happens after I am long gone and back to my desk…BEAT….the alarm goes off as the mother falls into cardiac arrest, of course, BEAT..the doctors and nurse have to come running in the room, of course, BEAT…Every time they decide in the moments they have to save the mother, of course., BEAT. They grab the Crash Cart and after a few shocks to the mother’s heart, of course. AND Every SINGLE TIME, just LIKE WITH MY little Cecila, that energy… that beautiful flash of energy from God, delivered through the defibrillator, shocks the mother back to life…

Beep…Beep…Beep…

but….every time….

The child was BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP!  LOST

(Smiles.) I did my part to fulfill the Will of God. Until the next time the BEEP. BEEP lightning calls. 
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