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And why would you want to steal ideas anyway? 
I hereby without regard for my own feelings, give you permission to contact me with critique useful, hateful, funny, loving, or otherwise. 

Through an intercom, we hear that the PATIENT is coming through and that she is being escorted by MILITARY POOLICE.  After a few seconds, the door opens, the PATIENT walks in and takes a seat by the window, looking outside, in a day dreaming manner, as if drugged.
doctor

Its’ good to see you again, how long has it been?

patient

Yes, it’s been a while

doctor

When you stopped coming I assumed you had moved back to America. 

patient

No, not quiet. 

doctor

So why did you stop coming? I thought we were making excellent progress. 

patient

Actually, I know you have questions but I asked to see you today 

(Beat)

I thought we could talk about...

...about something else. The thing is, as you might have gathered from my escort outside I am on borrowed time. 
Call it a feeling I have but something tells me this will be the last meaningful conversation I will ever have. 

I hope you don’t mind if I help myself to some of your wine over there. 

Doctor apathetically nods at the wine bottle, scribbling something on a pad. The PATIENT helps herself to a tall glass of red wine. 
patient 

I thought I would see you today because I am hoping I will have my moment of clarity while I am here. 

You remember Edward don’t you? I told you before he wanted to date me but there was the slight issue of my marriage. 

Anyway long story short, sometime two weeks ago, Ed came to visit me at my apartment and after a glass too many, I let my guard down and we...

(Beat) 

Well, we slept together. 

DOCTOR

I see. 

patient 

I didn’t intend to cheat on my husband but I am sure you will agree that...

Listen to me making rationalisations already. Well we got closer than I originally intended and we ended up spending the night together in my husband’s bed. 

God, what must you think of me?  A married woman playing away whilst her husband is away.
doctor

I would actually like to carry on from our last session before we talk about that if that’s ok with you.  When we last met if you recall, we talked about how much of a hard time you were having since you moved from America. And how that was even harder for you since your husband deployed overseas leaving you here all alone. 

patient 

Well I found a well to deal with my loneliness didn’t I? 

DOCTOR

Suppose you did. The thing that concerns me is how you reacted to the affair.
patient 

The affair? That was just a fuck not an affair.

doctor

Ok...I am worried that your attempted suicide following your one night of lust with Ed was an overreaction. 

What I mean is that attempted suicide following an affair is, well, an unusual reaction, regardless of how strong the guilt you felt was.

patient 

I wasn’t aware you knew about that...I was going to suprise you. 

doctor

Yes, the hospital notified me when you rang. 

patient 

In any case doctor, I appreciate what you are saying but that’s not why I came here today. I didn’t try to kill myself because of the guilt...

Sure enough, I felt  guilty but I was hoping we would talk about something else.

I came here today partly because of what happened with Ed, after we slept together I suddenly realised that I well and truly loved my husband. And no matter how much he had mistreated me in the past, I suddenly had a paralysing realisation that he didn’t deserve this, I felt I was betraying myself in some way, and it pained me a lot to think like that. 

I was so disgusted with myself and even though I was sleeping next to Ed, I felt so alone in the world, so overwhelmingly alone that I was petrified. I felt as if I was the only person alive on this earth, as if everyone and my husband included were playing the cruelest of tricks on me by hiding away from me.
I remember wanting to wake up but it wasn’t a dream, I started torturing myself and realised that I was so very sorry for what I had done, I just wanted my husband to know how sorry I am. The more I thought about how sorry I was, the more alone I felt and the more I cried. 

And then something extraordinary happened but first, tell me doctor, do you belive in kismet?

doctor

Fate? Do you believe in fate?

patient

No, I don’t but I told you something happened, I think fate happened. 

As I slept next to Ed wishing my existence away, wishing I had never cheated on my husband, my mind suddenly drifted to the day...

To the day I had a termination. 

doctor

I wasn’t aware you had a termination. When was this?

patient

For some reason my mind was stuck on that day, I remember it so well, even now when I shut my eyes I can see the freckles on that nurse’s neck as she injected me and I can smell the cigarettes on her fingertips. I can still feel the life drain out of me. 

It happened 5 years ago. My husband was due to be deployed and I had just fallen pregnant.  He didn’t want me to be a single mother while he was away so he said I should terminate.  We agreed we would start a family after 5 years, which is when his contract with the ARMY would be done. So I had to terminate, I didn’t want to, but I let him persuade me.  I should have fought harder but I was weak. 

In the end I terminated my baby. After the procedure, the nurse called us into a room. 

She explained that there was a problem. My heart sank as she started talking about complications here and there. In the end my mind drifted away and I couldn’t register what had happened or what was said. 

I woke up after what seemed a heavy sleep and my husband gently explained that I would never be able to mother a child.  That day I lost my child and any potential to have a baby in the future. 

Let me tell you this doctor, the loss of a child is unlike pain you will ever experience, even more so when the possibility of mothering a child is abruptly taken away without a warning or some kind of sickness. It’s the most devastating experience imaginable; I wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy. 

doctor

Losing a baby can be an extremely traumatic experience but let me ask you this, why do you think after you slept with Ed your mind drifted back to that day?

patient

I don’t know really, all I know is I felt the exact emotions that day. I just wanted to disappear into thin air.  I wanted to die but even if I had tried to, I couldn’t have mustered the energy to kill myself. 

doctor

Why do you think sleeping with ED reminded you of that day?

patient

I DONT KNOW DO I? I just wanted it to be over with. I wanted to...

doctor

Kill yourself?

patient

No, I wanted to be forgotten by time and everything else. I wanted to sit in a corner, hide my face and fade away. 

When I heard about the complications after the termination, I knew my dream was fading; I had always ALWAYS wanted to be a mother. 

And it may sound odd to you, mourning the possibility to be a mother, but it is grief at its worst, it’s like a paradox personified, mourning what you never had and what might have been

doctor

I wonder if the fling you had with Ed took a lot out of you. 

With an affair, the difference between reality and fantasy is often too much for people. 
The fling left you feeling so vulnerable and you were grieving for your independence and your former self. And the only other time you were at such a loss was when you lost your child and with it, any possibility of mothering a child again. 
The loss of the child and any mothering capabilities stripped you of your identity as a woman, stealing the dreams you had as a child to be a mother. Add that to the pressure of relocating and adapting to a new culture when your husband is away, it only heightened the loneliness you felt. 
This explains why you were desperate to be forgotten by time and everyone else. 
Sleeping with Ed was the physical proof that your relationship with your husband wasn’t as strong as  you thought it to be, the sex with Ed allowing you to witness the connection and solidarity to your husband disappear. 
All those factors required a lot of mental strength and you had been so strong for so long until finally you went over the cliff and tried to kill yourself...

patient

When you put it like that...

But that’s not the reason I tried to kill myself.

(Beat)

I asked you about fate earlier because as I was lying there with Ed feeling sorry for myself and silently weeping, I desperately wanted my husband to be with me so I could tell him how sorry I was, I wanted so much to hold his face and tell him how much I loved him. 

I remember closing my eyes and tried to think Ed into my husband but even before I opened my eyes to confirm my failure, Ed’s schoolboy aftershave betrayed my failure. And again, I cried harder and then fate intervened. 

My husband called me on SKYPE. It was if he felt my pain and called to comfort me.  Separated by thousands and thousands of miles, he called me when I needed him the most, tell me that isn’t fate doctor?

Doctor nods then drinks water. 

patient

And it’s even more amazing because he never normally calls me at such odd hours. He always called on the weekends during lunchtime. 

When he called it was maybe 4 in the morning. I started panicking, didn’t know what to do. I wanted to answer but Ed was still there. So I took my laptop in the living room and told him I was working on a presentation for work. 

doctor

Why did he call at four in the morning? Was everything ok?

patient

He called because he had been given notice, his regiment were coming home a year earlier than planned, something about government and NATO budget cuts.  He was coming home to stay forever. 

It was as if I was on the outside looking in, in ten minutes, I had committed the worst possible thing I could imagine and I was also hearing the news I had waited to hear for 3 years, news which I had prayed for on a daily basis without fail. 

There is no single doubt in my mind that fate intervened. 

I should have been overjoyed but the guilt was too much for me, I was readying myself to tell him when from nowhere...he proposed to me. 

I was completely shocked, he said he wanted to renew our vows and that he had another surprise for me and he would show me the surprise in a week when I would see him. 

The whole week I waited for him to arrive, I didn’t know what to expect. I stopped eating and sleeping altogether and almost worried myself to an early grave. 

On the morning of his arrival, I remember adding extra make up to cover up my ghostly face and wearing a thick coat to cover my weight loss.

And then when I went to the train station to meet him, I remember I was sick on the way there. I couldn’t control my own body, it was sickening. 

And I remember waiting for him to step off the platform, and there he was, in his uniform and he looked beautiful. 

He stopped and looked at me, and then he smiled. But he didn’t run to me, he put his shoulder bag down on the floor and he knelt down, then I remember thinking he was going to propose to me there and then and give me an official ring. 

I was excited and all of a sudden my worries seemed juvenile, I started feeling self conscious, I thought it was sweet he was going to propose to me again and all these people on the train would witness my joy.

 I suddenly felt like crying and an overwhelming urge to shout yesssss!!! I wanted to run to him and shower him with kisses as he proposed to me but I was too weak. 

I tried to shout but I couldn’t, I had lost my voice a week earlier. But as I was looking for my voice, he turned around and faced the train, extended his arms and a child about four years old ran into his arms. He lifted the baby and started walking towards me with that baby in his arms.  

I stood there, literally with no voice, my knees shook so hard I remember dropping to the floor and immediately feeling the pain. I knew I wasn’t dead or because I heard people rushing to help me and I moved my head, I looked at the baby in his arms and she asked him “daddy, that woman fell” 

It was then that I passed out. 

I remember waking up in hospital. 

DOCTOR

And that’s when you tried to kill yourself? 

pATIENT

If I say yes you will understand why won’t you?

My husband forced me to terminate our child, not because he wasn’t ready. He asked me to terminate because somewhere across town, he had already fathered a child and he didn’t want my baby. 

He brought his bastard into my life, claiming it was a gift. The one thing he knows I am unable to have and my heart wants so much, he brings another child, his child, and gives it to me. He knows full well I am unable to have children because of his decision, he is the one who begged me to terminate and yet he gets a child and I am left barren and childless forever?

He said I would grow to love the baby and that one day I would thank him and look at the girl as if she were my own. I told him she should have been mine, my baby would have been the same age, and she would have had my looks, his hair and the other million things I loved about him and he loved about me. But he said let bygones be bygones. I told him this was unforgiveable and if he thought I was going to thank him then he didn’t know me all that well. 

I asked him how he could betray me so vehemently. Did I mean that little to him? I asked him to think back if he ever did truly love me. But now we are a family he claimed. He asked me to give them a chance, said that once I was out of the hospital, I would feel better; he promised I would love his child. 

That’s when it hit me, I had sacrificed my life and everything else for him, because I thought it was what we both wanted. 

But he had asked me to terminate because he couldn’t afford to raise two children at once. How was I supposed to love this stranger when I know that she was the reason my body was failing me and eternal damnation awaited me?

That baby was the reason I was going to hell, I had terminated and strayed from God’s will, I had blood on my hands, I would never hold a child, all because of this same  baby I was now expected to love and look after?? 

doctor

So what happened with the baby? I haven’t heard you say her name yet.

patient

I couldn’t forgive him for what he did to me. I sacrificed everything for him and how did he repay me? I gave up my job and moved halfway around the world for him, when he asked me to terminate, I did without a doubt in my mind he was thinking about us. Tell me doctor, what would you have done? There are  so many setbacks I can handle, I was angry, I have lost count of the many Hail Mary’s I have said over the last 2 weeks. I can no longer sleep now; I am berated by that face. 

And the funny thing is when I pray, I am praying for my soul, I am not even asking God to open his arms and welcome that sweet angel, she was only four. I didn’t even learn her name. It wasn’t her fault she died, she shouldn’t have been at all. She should have been mine. She died because her father, my husband, had to learn a point. 

doctor

The Military Police didn’t bring you from home did they? They brought you from jail?

patient

It was my home; I have a right to be in there as much as anyone else. He told me to be patient, before I know it I would be playing happy families with his baby. 

I was always second best to his job but this was different, I was suddenly second best to a child who wasn’t even mine, to some bastard who I loathed with every fibre in me. I knew something had to give, so I put her to sleep. I did what anyone else would do. 

doctor

So you killed her? 

patient

I wanted him to know how it felt. I wanted him to go through what I went through. I killed that baby and I am not sorry, I am just sorry he put me in that position. I am sorry I can’t forget the baby’s face. I never learnt or even cared to ask her name. 

That’s why I tried to kill myself. 

Doctor drinks water as a bell outside chimes and the Military Police enter as if on cue, escorting the weeping patient away. Doctor sits on the chair, unable to comprehend what she just heard.
PAGE  

1 of 11 

