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Holding Her Alive

By Dave Carley

Holding Her Alive was given a staged reading at the Sanctuary for the Arts, Columbus, with Ellen Nickles and Nick Lingnofski. Kathy Burkman directed. 

All speech is voiceover. Ideally, the two  actors doing the voicing are present, and speaking into stand-up mikes. Practically, they could be pre-recorded, and mixed with the music. Some kind of amplification should be used.
MOTHER  is in a hospital gown. SON is in a business suit. 
Suggested music should be mellow, contemplative. Enough to underscore movement, not enough to overwhelm. 
Black. As lights come up,  SON is waiting on stage. MOTHER, entering slowly, sees him.
MOTHER:

It’s him, he’s come.

SON:

There she is.

Music starts.

MOTHER starts to crumple. SON runs to her and catches her, just as she is falling. For the rest of the piece he holds her, sometimes completely bearing her, sometimes her feet work and she moves with him. The exception is the point when she is talking about holding him and waiting for the ambulance, their positions are then reversed and she appears to lead the dance and have the strength. MOTHER’s eyes are open, but she does not appear to be conscious. Their voices can overlap slightly.
MOTHER:

Why’s he here.

SON:

I’m here.

MOTHER:

Why now.

SON:

It’s me.

MOTHER:

It’s been so long.

SON:

I’m here.

MOTHER:

Why isn’t he talking to me?
SON:

It’s OK, hold me

MOTHER:

I know it’s him. It smells like him. It feels like him. They can’t tell me it’s not him this time.
SON:

I’m sorry it took me so long, mother. I’m sorry
MOTHER:

So soft. So small. Chocolate. Damp socks. 
SON:

You smell the same.

MOTHER:

Sweat.
SON:

Sweat.

MOTHER:

He hates taking a bath. Hates me scrubbing his back. (Looks behind his ears.) Hates me scrubbing here.
SON:

Lily of the Valley.

MOTHER:

Why is he here now?
SON:

I meant to come sooner. 
MOTHER:

I’ve wanted this for so long.
SON:

I tried.

MOTHER:

Why did he wait till now?
SON:

Things came up. 
MOTHER:

Why now?
SON:

Things happened. Life, you know. Life happens. Things.
MOTHER:

That lump. (Pulls back his hair, feels for it.) It’s gone! (Ruffles his hair.)
SON:

(Leans forward with his head while she ruffles his hair.) Lily of the Valley. I gave it to you for Christmas. The bottle said Eau de Toilette. I was six and I couldn’t resist. Toilet water.
MOTHER:

I look terrible, why would he come when I look like this?
SON:

How do I look?
MOTHER:

They haven’t bathed me in days. Weeks.
SON:

Lily of the Valley.

MOTHER:

They won’t bathe me.

SON:

I hated baths. You yanked at my ears.
MOTHER:

He’s turned out exactly as I hoped

SON:

I didn’t expect you to feel like this. Your bones
MOTHER:

I knew he’d be successful. I hope everyone sees. I hope they all notice. (To hospital room.) This man – he’s my son!
SON:

You look good Mom

MOTHER:

He’s so handsome!
SON:

I won’t let you go, I won’t ever stop holding you, don’t let me go/
MOTHER:

(Getting some control here) Does your head hurt?
SON:

Are you in pain?
MOTHER:

Let me hold you/
SON:

Is this hurting you, me holding you. Should I lie you flat, should you sit up, am I squeezing you too much… (To room.) Should she be sitting up, I don’t know what to do
MOTHER:

Don’t let go don’t put me down don’t go/
SON:

Should I call your doctor should I call the nurse/
MOTHER:

Don’t let go, stay awake, keep your eyes open/
SON:

Where’s the bell, can someone call the desk/
MOTHER:

Do you hear the siren?

SON:

Is there someone I can call?

MOTHER:

I hear a siren. Can’t you hear it? Listen. It’s coming closer. They’ll be here in a minute/
SON:

Lily of the Valley.

MOTHER:

You smell of chocolate. (Ruffles his hair, pulls it back.) So much blood. Don’t close your eyes, baby. You mustn’t close your eyes.
SON:

I want to sleep.

MOTHER:

They’re almost here. Think about the chocolate that waits for you. All the chocolate for all the rest of your life.
SON:

Toilet water. I gave that to you.

MOTHER:

They’ll fix your head. I’ll kiss it better too/
SON:

I have to let you down./
MOTHER:

Keep talking. Don’t close your eyes.
SON:

You’ve lost so much weight. You smell nice.

MOTHER:

Lily of the Valley. It’s all I have ever worn. Forty years, nothing else. I have bottles and bottles of it. I planted my entire garden with it. 
SON:

I meant to come sooner. You didn’t let me.

MOTHER:

I wasn’t ready.
SON:

I know.

MOTHER:

It would have been too soon. But you’re here now.

SON:

I’m going to close my eyes now.

MOTHER:

It’s just a bump.

SON:

Good night.

MOTHER:

It was just a car. You’re stronger than a car.
SON:

I want to sleep now. 
MOTHER:

You close your eyes, you’ll never come back.

SON:
You smell so nice.

MOTHER:

Your skin is

SON:

You smell so

MOTHER:

Sort. Precious.
SON:

I want to go.

MOTHER:

Don’t go.

SON:

You have to go now. We have to go.
SON lets MOTHER collapse gently to the hospital floor. As he walks off the stage, lights fade out.
The End.

