Letters from Mom

By: Dr. M. Shane Heard
6:30
We begin:

Eve:	(Holds up a note from her mother and shows audience)
I was high, very high, the day my mother died. To say I don't remember that day would be a lie. It is one of the blessings and curses of being “stoned.”  Though drugs may give you a chance to escape reality for a while, they also have a tendency to force you to hyper-focus your attention on the things that you definitely do not want to see, much less want to remember.

See this? This letter? This is all I have left of my mother? (Pauses to consider). All…that…I…have…left.


I guess you could say I had a difficult childhood. But that too is really a bit of a lie. I could blame my mother for having to work three jobs to support me, and never being home. I could blame my piece of shit dad who was never there for us…

But truth be told, I am simply… “Am?” (thinking) Well, “Was”, well still am? Shit, I don’t know. (deciding) 

Yes, I am a bad daughter, a terribly bad daughter…and now I am sitting in this dark cell waiting for judgment day…for what I did…for what I let happen…I deserve to die for that!

INTRODUCTION
		
Eve:  

Yes, your honor, I do swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help me God. 

(Listening to the Judge) God? No sir, I do not think he will help me. He never has before.

(Begins to ramble, this next part goes quickly, very quickly) Now, my final memory of holding her hand as she took her last breath only exists as sort of a foggy dark dream, that is somehow ultra sharp and clear…clear (shakes her head) that’s not quite it. Damn, it is really hard to explain to someone who has never been high...it’s just that, well…while it seemed as if things happened to someone else, and not to you, when you are really bad, when THINGS get really bad,  and you're “drugged out” …well, you seem to think about it as if it happened to someone else, as if is it perhaps someone else who told you the story of something they did, of a time when they were tweaked out (she laughs manically, takes a deep calming breath)…

(Listening to the Judge) No sir, sorry, your honor.  I am not sure why I am here. 

(Listening to the Judge) “Negligible death?” I am not sure what that means. IT wasn’t MY fault my mother died!

What? How?

(Listening to the Judge) No, I have never done drugs at all (starts itching arms).

(Listening to the Judge) (Looking at arm) These, oh, they are insect bites…

INTRO: I love my mother. More than anything in this world. But what happens when your love is clouded by this fog of inescapable addiction? Approximately 2.2 million adolescents aged 12 to 17 in the United States alone suffer with this. And 700 to 1,100 of those children die without saying goodbye to their mother, let alone knowing how they mean to her. So lets open our eyes and read the “letters from mom” by dr M shane Heard.



(Receiving a piece of paper from the Bailiff.) What is this? 

Oh, a Taxology Report at the time of my arrest,  oh, shit  No, sir, your honor, sir, I do not know what “6-monoacetylmorphine” is…(Listening to the Judge) Heroine, the report shows I was “Extremely High” on Heroin at the time of my mother’s death…ok…yes…Yes, YES! I do “drugs.” You got me. It didn’t start out with that, you know? With doing brown suga, brown tar, dope…I did not start riding the dragon right from the start. There were parties…alcohol, a few joints…then I met Kenny….(Listening to the Judge) 

Sorry, your honor, you are right, I am rambling, you would not understand anyway…

(Listening to the Judge) Yes, I will admit, under oath, that when my mom died, I was high as hell! Sorry..yes…I was high, but I do not see how that has anything to do with my mom.

(Listening to the Judge)  How was my mother and my relationship? 

Well, we were not best friends. She had kicked me out almost a year ago, because…well..because…we argued a lot towards the end…and some of her money went missing, and of course she blamed the druggy. 

But I did not hate her or anything like that...my shitty life was my own fault…my “happy shots” were my own fault…I loved my mom and she still, despite all my shit all my fuckups, I know she still loved me… that's why when she called telling me she was dying, I got a ride as fast as I could and went home…to her..to watch her…to hold her…as she…she died….

(Receiving a piece of paper from the Bailiff.) Now what? Yes, I found this letter from my mom after she died and while I was waiting for the ambulance to get there, though it was too late…It was a letter she left for me.(Listening to the Judge)…you want me to read it out loud? Fine:

Dear Eve:
I have to write this quickly. My time is almost gone, and I know you are on your way, but I may not be able to talk when you get here. The pain is so bad, SO BAD. I am almost done. I just want to tell you…I love you… No matter how much we fought…no matter what I said or what you said…just know I love you and will always love you, my Little Eve.  

(Listening to the Judge) Yes, your honor, I noticed she did not sign it…she must have run out of energy…in fact, when I found her…(starting to cry) barely breathing…almost…almost dead…she had the letter in one hand and the pen in the other…Then I held her….and she…(sobbing) she died..(looking at arms) died in these Gawd Awful ugly tracked up arms. 

(Regaining a little composure) But you see, you see, THIS LETTER shows that she did love me…and I loved her…so how the hell can you’all blame me for her dying..I have already spent nearly a month in detention, dying for a Score….sweating…shivering… and no one will tell me why! 

(Listening to the Judge) No, they never told me what I was arrested for…

Oh, yes, I was high at the time my mother died, but I would remember being told by the cop, OR my “appointed lawyer,” what the hell I was being “detained” for!

 (Getting a bit hysterical). 
No, I do understand you, but what YOU do not understand is what it is like to have my, my condition. 
The world is against me; the only way I could cope is by shoving a needle in my arm! 
NO, damn it, YOU do not understand ME or what I have gone through. 
You do not understand what I had to do to survive.
I had to do so many… “things”…some really shitty things to get the drugs.

(Picking up pace)

I was beaten, raped more than once while I was high, I had to…to do so many dirty things to…to…get what I needed to forget…to get what I needed to get away from this shit hole of a life….That is why it was better for my mother if I was not home. It was better for her if she did not see me. 

(Screaming)

SEE ME LIKE THIS! YOU JUST DON’T FUCKING GET IT! NONE OF YOU DO! 

(Calming down) Sorry…sorry…No, there is no need for him…

(Receiving a piece of paper from the Bailiff.) (Listening to the Judge) A second letter. You found it under her pillow?…in her handwriting….no, no, your honor..I have a feeling I do not want to read it…I really don’t want to read it. Why do they need to hear? Fine…you’re the boss:

To whoever finds this:

The cancer has won. The pain has won. I have lost. I simply can’t live like this anymore. I just want to go to sleep and escape the agony in my bones. Fire. I feel like I am always on fire. I am done. By the time you read this…the amount of pills I just took will do their job. I am so sorry I am so weak, but I am not strong like my Little Eve. She is the only reason I tried to carry on, but I just can’t anymore…I just can’t…I am not sure what will happen to my Little Eve, but I just can’t….

Cancer? Killed herself? I don’t understand…I never knew…she never told me…but…how is this my fault? I mean I know I was a shitty daughter…but cancer is not my fault…her killing herself…is not my fault…

(Listening to the Judge) More on the back of the letter... read it for the court? Fine, I owed her that much…

(Reading aloud from the back of the letter):

P.S. 
Please do not tell Eve about the Cancer, the Pills, any of it.  She never knew I was sick. 

She will blame herself if she finds out the pills I just took were the ones I found in her room, that she told me she was “holding for a friend.” 

The pills are the reason I kicked her out, because I suspect there were more. I KNEW there were more, and my Little Eve was struggling, BUT I was already too weak from the cancer ravaging my body, that 
I could not help her. 
I could not fight for her. 
So, I made her leave. I did not want her to see me getting worse, and I knew I could not hide my illness much longer, so I made her leave…

The only person I loved more than life itself…I made her leave.

I should have fought for her, but in the end, I used her pills. 

I am sorry.

Oh, I understand now. I have nothing else to say. So, so, please just take me away.




