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Beside Herself 
-by Tara Beagan 

 
A work for two female actors. 
 
The play was first presented as a staged reading at Market Hall in Peterborough, ON. On April 
21, 2011. It was later presented in the same venue as a workshop production April 2012, all by 
mysterious entity. Financial support from the OAC. 
 
The creative team included actors Patti Shaughnessy & Michaela Washburn, director/producer 
Em Glasspool, stage manager Nicky Gibreault, physical theatre consultant Ker Wells, 
choreographer Bill James, and designers Martha Cockshutt, Kate Story and Jimson Bowler. 

 
 
ACTORS AND CHARACTERS 
 
Actor A - originated by Patti Shaughnessy: 

CATHERINE: Female, 23 through 68. Wife to Orson. Struggles with depression and 
later, early onset Alzheimer’s. 

 ROBERTA: Female, aged 30something. Wife to Beth. 
 A WOMAN: Young, vibrant and inviting. 
 
Actor B - originated by Michaela Washburn. 

ORSON:  Male, ages 24 through 71. Husband and widower to Catherine.  
BETH: Female, aged 30something. Wife to Roberta. Struggles with addiction, 

triggered by a desire to self-medicate her bipolar disorder. Daughter to 
Orson and Catherine. 

 
  
NOTES ON TIME 
Throughout the play, it is revealed that three years ago, Beth and Catherine passed away. 
Today, Orson runs a circle for people who have lost their spouses/partners.  
Roberta has moved to the same town as Orson to get support with she and Beth’s daughter. 
The play’s final reveal is that Roberta has joined Orson’s circle. 

 
The play is minimal of set, and extremely fluid with time, space and physicality. The transitions 
occur with light marrying movement, never in blackout. 

 
 
PROLOGUE... 3 years ago 
 
It is the day Beth dies. 
The actors physically shift through multiple realities. Coming together at times, then moving away. Lights 
carry them through time. When they land, they are Beth – mid 30s-  and Catherine – late 60s. Beth is 
there only in spirit. 
 
BETH:  Mom? 
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Catherine turns to Beth. 

 
CATHERINE: Elizabeth! You’re home. 
 

Beat. 
 
BETH:  I’m here. But we’re not at home, we’re... (beat.) Mom, did you hear what I said? 
 
CATHERINE: Oh. I’m sorry, Beth. What is it you were saying? I must have... wandered away 

somehow. Upstairs. 
 
BETH: Stay with me, mom. You need to know that I know. How incredibly you fought, 

and in the dark. It wasn’t fair. But even when I was little, I knew that you were an 
amazing woman. A remarkable mother. You endured the blows of a disabling 
disease, over and over. Then you’d come back from the wars and become 
Supermom, as though you had something to make up for – apologize for. (Beat.) 
You didn’t. You were magnificent. 

 
CATHERINE: “...of course, Beth lives in Vancouver, now.” 
 
BETH: I’m here, now, Mom. With you. (beat) I never told you before. And now I don’t 

know if I’m... too late. And I fear that. I fear that - more than anything - that 
you’ll think I didn’t know how hard it was for you. 

 
CATHERINE: There’s no need. 
 
BETH: There is. I need you to know. Even more than I needed to learn that, and say it, I 

needed you to know. I know how you have suffered. And in spite of all of that, 
you have been... wonderful. 

 
A moment while this is afloat between them. 

 
CATHERINE: It’s... it’s quite something. I feel myself hoping that this is something that I’ll 

remember. But I’m afraid... I’m afraid that might be up to you by now, my girl. 
 
BETH You know that you’re forgetting? 
 
CATHERINE I haven’t forgotten. It’s all within, somewhere, surely. It’s just... at times I feel I’ve 

wandered beyond... beyond myself. And our home. My garden! What will 
become of my garden? 

 
BETH Roberta will… It’s in good hands, mom. 
 
CATHERINE And your father. He needs me.  
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Catherine closes her eyes.  
Beth takes her hand and closes her own eyes. 

 
BETH You’ve done beautifully. I’ll see you soon. 
 

Beth kisses her mom and then goes. 
Catherine wakes. 

 
CATHERINE Orson. 
 
 
ORSON AND CATHERINE, laters years. 3 years before present day. 
 
It is the day Beth was buried. Orson has just entered.  
 
ORSON My beloved. 
 
CATHERINE Orson! 
 
ORSON Hello, there. 
 
CATHERINE Beth was here. 
 

Orson catches his breath.  
 
CATHERINE Darling, you look so dapper. And me in my cozies, looking a fright. If you’re 

headed out dancing, I’m afraid you’ll have to take someone else. 
 

Orson sits with his wife. 
 
ORSON I wouldn’t dream of it. 
 
CATHERINE Beth told me you have a room downstairs. On the main floor. That you don’t 

want me to know, because it might upset me.  
 
ORSON When did she tell you this? 
 
CATHERINE I don’t recall. This is a care facility, she said.  And the main floor is for the more 

independent residents. This floor is for those who need more... care. 
 
ORSON Catherine, I- 
 
CATHERINE I suppose they do all sorts of dreadful things, here. Bingo nights and craft time. 

And you with the wherewithall to partake! Poor soul. 
 
ORSON Catherine, you’re so bright. I haven’t seen you like this in so long. 
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CATHERINE And you look positively dour, my beloved. And in funeral blacks. Oh! I suppose 
those are a regular social event around here, too, though, aren’t they? 

 
Beat. 

 
ORSON Yes. 
 
CATHERINE She was just here, you know. Check the hallway, will you? You may have to 

rescue her from some old crone who’s trying to sap her youth from her. (laughs) 
 
ORSON Alright. 
 

He goes. 
 
CATHERINE My valiant Orson. I love you. 
 

He looks back at her and she is gone. 
 
 

ORSON & ROBERTA RECOUNT, ORSON in present day and ROBERTA 3 
years ago 
Orson is in group therapy, Roberta is at a Nar Anon meeting. 
 
ORSON: Orson.  
 
ROBERTA: (almost choking on it) Roberta. 
 
ORSON: An old-fashioned name. Even when it was given me. Destined to be square. How 

do you like that for luck? Well, there’s no bad luck without good luck, so they 
say. And I have lived a life of love and heartache, sure as I’m sitting here today.  

 
ROBERTA: (clears throat) Roberta. Um. I never liked it. “Roberta” after my maternal 

grandfather. I never met him. I hear good things, though.  
 
ORSON (distant) That very night, she went. 
 
ROBERTA Sorry I was late.  
 
ORSON: Now, this Sunday past, that marks the anniversary of the first time I saw her. I’m 

certain it was. Though it seems improbable, having both grown up in such a small 
city. In the garden, there. A flowered dress and a furrowed brow. I wanted to 
reach out and smooth her eyebrows – soothe her worry away. 

 
ROBERTA: Um. Yeah. So. Named after a grandpa I never met.  
 
ORSON: I wanted to reach for her, but I feared I had forgotten how to walk. 
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ROBERTA: I have, um... a sort of surrogate grandad, I guess. Father-in-law, actually. But he’s 

pretty old. “Orson.” My wife wasn’t, uh... named after him. Which is good.  
(deep breath.)  
Yup. “Roberta.” No last names, right? Or is that just for the alcoholics? 

 
ORSON: I understood, in that moment, what it was to want a drink. As my father had 

done so often. In he’d come from work, prattling on about his day, scarcely 
stopping for breath, and at the end of his daily report,“Where’s that rye?” he’d 
ask, as though he hadn’t the slightest idea as to where it was kept. As though he 
wasn’t the only person in the house who partook. As though it could be 
anywhere other than the last place he’d left it. (Beat.) I wanted a drink – just to 
have something cool and glassy to hang on to. Something to burn down my 
throat- snap me back into my standing. 

 
ROBERTA: Feels like you’re just kind of staring at me. (clears throat) 
 

Looking at Roberta/Catherine, moving around her, rapt. 
 
ORSON: I looked her way, and I... I trembled before her. I don’t mean to suggest that my 

hands shook or my knees felt weak. I trembled on an atomic level. Understand 
that I hadn’t ever taken an interest in a girl before. Atall [read: “at all”]. Until that 
day in the garden. I hadn’t come close to feeling taken. But from the moment she 
met my eyes, I was hers. In every way.  

 
Roberta/Catherine fully becomes Catherine.  
She notices Orson staring at her. 

 
ORSON & CATHERINE, 1960s 
 
A moment or two of Orson, staring. 
 
CATHERINE: Is there something the matter? 
 
ORSON: (As though he has never spoken the words.) The… matter? 
 
CATHERINE: Are you lost? Or indisposed in some way? 
 
ORSON: Well… 
 
CATHERINE: Is there something you need from me? 
 
ORSON: Everything. 
 
CATHERINE: I beg your pardon. 
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ORSON: Everything. I want… I want your… everything. 
 
CATHERINE: (She laughs.) 
 
 
ORSON RECOUNTS, present 
 
ORSON: And she laughed. She threw back her head and she laughed. With a joy that 

warmed the soles of my feet. And the rest of our years together, she kept me 
laughing. 

 
 

ORSON & CATHERINE, 1960s 
They return home from a night out. 
 
CATHERINE: I’m not the girl who requires your undivided attention when in  

conversation.  
 
ORSON: Frankly, I fail to see how you’ve arrived at that deduction.  
 
CATHERINE: Do tell. 
 
ORSON: You were extremely abrupt with me from the moment we had that 

disagreement during supper, forward. 
 
CATHERINE: You interrupted me. 
 
ORSON: I beg your pardon. Proceed. 
 
CATHERINE: Not just now, Orson. At dinner. 
 
ORSON: When? 
 
CATHERINE: I was telling Alan and Mary Ann about the O’Brien’s new den, and you butted in  

to tell Alan about refinishing your old jalopy.  
 
ORSON: And you would have preferred if I’d addressed you?- or not spoken up at  

all? 
 
CATHERINE: I’d prefer if you’d allow me my piece without interruption, full stop. 
 
ORSON: Ah. And so you do require my full attention when in conversation. 
 
CATHERINE: No. Only when I’m speaking. 
 
ORSON: (Laughs.) 
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CATHERINE: I’m perfectly serious. 
 
ORSON: I know you are! 
 

He embraces her, still laughing. She gives into his laughter and joins him. 
 
CATHERINE This is our first argument! 
 
ORSON It is. How about that? 
 
CATHERINE We did beautifully!  
 
ORSON: I am mad about you, Catherine. Stark raving. 
 
CATHERINE: Poor soul. 
 

 
ROBERTA RECOUNTS, 3 years ago 
 
ROBERTA: You know, my wife made me come here. She’s um… what. She is - or was, really 

- my... “addict.” (Silence.) Weird. That, um… verbiage. ‘Cause, you know. 
She’s not a spaced out frigging pisstank pothead anymore. So why she has to 
keep calling herself an addict is... aaaanyway.... Um. So. We met... we met at a 
party. Ironically. I was the DD, so I was sober and she was, uh... ha. We met and 
I was pretty much done for. 

 
ROBERTA & BETH, 2000s 
At a party. 
 
BETH:  Hey! You! 
 

Roberta looks at Beth. 
 
BETH:  Hey. You’re pretty! 
 
ROBERTA: You’re pretty drunk. 
 
BETH: Yeh. But, also, do you think I’m pretty, too? Not pretty drunk, but regular 

pretty? 
 
ROBERTA: You’re pretty damn cute. Probably moreso when you’re not all... blurry. 
 
BETH:  Well, for you, baby – the moon! 
 

Roberta laughs. 
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ORSON & ROBERTA RECOUNT, Orson present day, and Roberta 3 years 
ago 
 
ORSON: We probably married too soon. We met in the garden of the Presbyterian  

Church, and we were engaged two weeks thereafter. Wed within the month. I 
entered her maw willingly. And she consumed me. It was a good way to go. 

 
ROBERTA: I don’t usually go in for the whole true love forever bullshit, but she just... Full 

on. Um. Is this...? I mean... how do I…? Do I just talk until I run outta gas, or…? 
(Sighs.) Oh-kay.  Well. She sobered up a few years ago. And then started in on 
me to do this. 

 
Orson becomes Beth. 

 
BETH:  You should see someone. 
 
ROBERTA: Fuck. She’s so stubborn. Gently stubborn, always. We had the same argument so 

many times. But now it’s… anyway… I finally told her I’d come at least once. To 
see. And she said that was cool, as long as I really gave it a fair shot. So… here 
we go. 

 
 

BETH & ROBERTA, 3 years ago 
Beth holds a pamphlet. 
 
BETH:  I’m serious, Roberta. Please. 
 
ROBERTA: I can see that you’re serious. I just kind of… can’t believe it. 
 
BETH:  (Scoffs.) 
 
ROBERTA: DON’T MAKE THAT SOUND AT ME. 
 

Beat. 
 
BETH:  What are you so afraid of? 
 
ROBERTA: I’m not afraid. I just don’t like elitist clubs. 
 
BETH:  Nar Anon is not a“club”. Nor are they elitist. 
 
ROBERTA: Club. Cult. Whatever. 
 
BETH:  How can you talk like that about it when you know how much it’s helped  
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me? 
 
ROBERTA: How could you even say that? 
 
BETH:  Say what? 
 
ROBERTA: THAT I SHOULD SEE SOMEONE? 
 
BETH:  Because you clearly fucking should.  
 
ROBERTA: JUST BECAUSE YOU GO TO CIRCLE JERK AND GET OFF ON IT,  

IT DOESN’T MEAN THAT EVERYONE SHOULD! 
 
BETH:  Cass says- 
 
ROBERTA: Of course Cass says. Cass never shuts her face hole. 
 
BETH:  I just think- 
 
ROBERTA: YOU think? Or Cass thinks? 
 
BETH:  I think. I know that it would help you understand why I go, and how it’s become  
  so important to me. NA has saved my life. You’re my wife, I want you to get  
  where I’m at. Do you understand that? 
 
ROBERTA: You have saved your life, Beth. YOU. Not some league of axiom-spouting  

Jesus freaks. 
 
BETH:  They’re not Jesus freaks, babe. 
 
ROBERTA: I just picture this roomful of long-haired Holly Hobbies smiling through  

tears and trying to get me to drink the kool-aid. Fuck that. 
 
BETH:  I’m not gonna bully you. And you’re not listening anyway. The list is here  

if you want it. (Beat.) I’ll put it on the desk. 
 
ROBERTA: Give. 
 

Beth passes a pamphlet to Roberta. 
 
ROBERTA: “Wife.” You’re cute, how you say “wife”. Like it kinda breaks your heart  

to think of it. 
 
BETH:  It kinda does. In a good way. 
 

They smile at each other. 
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Roberta looks at the pamphlet. 
 
ROBERTA:   UGH! AH HA! SEE? SEE? 
 
BETH:  Oh, what!? 
 
ROBERTA: You tell me they don’t indoctrinate, and yet the meeting tonight is at a fucking 

CHURCH! Fuck that. I’m not going to a fucking church. Jesus Christ, some priest 
will mistake me for a little boy and I’ll end up bent over the altar. 

 
BETH:  It’s an available space. (beat.) The church! They’re being nice letting us hold  

meetings there. It has nothing to do with actual church. 
 
ROBERTA: Why do they say “He”? 
 
BETH:  Who? 
 
ROBERTA: NA. The literature says “the God of your understanding”but then they  

keep saying “He”! 
 
BETH:  It’s a… I don’t know.  
 
ROBERTA: Fuckssakes, make something up. 
 
BETH:  Roberta. 
 
ROBERTA: What? You’re the one swallowing all of this shit from these people. What  

do you tell yourself to excuse all of the “He” “He” “He”? 
 
BETH:  (She reads the pamphlet.) Jesus, Roberta, it’s not even a Catholic Church. 
 
ROBERTA: What does that have to do with anything? 
 
BETH:  Well, I’m just saying. The church isn’t Catholic, therefore... your chances of  

getting buggered go down exponentially. 
 
ROBERTA: You’re a jerk. 
 
BETH:  Go. 
 
ROBERTA: No. 
 
BETH:  Please. 
 
ROBERTA: O-KAY! 
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BETH:  Really? 
 
ROBERTA: Yeah. 
 
BETH:  Why? 
 
ROBERTA: You want me not to? 
 
BETH:  No, I just… Thank you. 
 
ROBERTA: Fuck you. 
 
BETH:  Hey, maybe I’ll get lucky. Maybe you’ll go on the wrong night and  

stumble into an anger management group. 
 

Beat of incredulity from Roberta. 
 
ROBERTA: I fuckin’ love you. 
 

They kiss. 
 

 
ORSON & ROBERTA RECOUNT, Orson present day and Roberta 3 years 
ago 
 
ORSON: I married the first girl I ever kissed. 
 
ROBERTA: So, yeah. My wife is… ugh. “My addict.” Can we say it some other way? Or is 

that a part of the deal? I know these things are completely conformist. (Beat.) 
Huh. So you just… smile at me in a way that you think is comforting, but you 
don’t… what... respond? (Beat.) No? Oh-kay. Fuck. I dunno. Someone else go. 
Can we? Can we come back to me?  

 
ORSON: Not that she was the last. I wavered at times. During the long, scary, hard times, 

I... I once spent an entire weekend in the Muskokas without her, at a friend’s 
wedding. Catherine couldn’t come. She had fallen terribly ill with a flu, and was 
on a long bout of deep deep sadness. So thin already, and then this flu. But she 
insisted I go ahead, and I said I would as long as she’d go stay with her mother. 
They lived in Cavan, so… not far from here. Not far atall. I detoured a titch and 
dropped her there on my way to the wedding. She was in such misery on the 
way out, I ought not to have gone. 

 
ROBERTA: I don’t know why she’d make me come here. We don’t get enough time 

together as it is, and now I’m here while she’s at home, probably feeling 
miserable because I might fuck this up. Which I probably will.  

 
Roberta strikes a more guarded, detached posture. 
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ORSON RECOUNTS, late 1960s 
 
ORSON: The ceremony was… by rote. Not in any way memorable. For me. But the band! 

The band was marvelous. I’m an old-fashioned man. Even when I was young, my 
tastes were gauche for the day. Behind-the-times. Big Band!  

 
Stompin’ at the Savoy, Benny Goodman, fades in. 

 
ORSON: The only music I can really dance to. “Wrap Your Troubles in Dreams”, 

“Woodchopper’s Ball”, “It’s a Pity to Say Goodnight”… hm. 
 

Silence. 
Roberta shifts to another very guarded seated position. 

 
ROBERTA: Please, can we just… can someone else just go? We can come back to me.  

If that’s… if that’s a thing. If that’s allowed. 
 

Roberta becomes another woman under Orson’s gaze. 
 
ORSON: This woman was sitting apart from the celebrations, utterly unaffected by  

the music. No foot tapping, not keeping rhythm with a bob of her head…  
nothing. Of course I had to speak with her. 

 
Big Band music continues, shifting into Sophisticated Lady by Duke Ellington. Slow, yearning... 
The Woman stands abruptly and bumps into Orson. 

 
ORSON: Pardon me. 
 
WOMAN: Oh. Yes. I’m sorry. 
 
ORSON: Dance with me? 
 
WOMAN: Glutton for punishment. 
 
ORSON: ? 
 
WOMAN: I’ve already stepped on your toes. 
 
ORSON: (Laughs.) 
 

Shift. They dance. 
 
ORSON: I know now that I spent the evening dancing with that woman… that I  

ended the evening with that woman… because she reminded me of Catherine. In 
her good times. Is that despicable? 
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WOMAN: What is your wife’s name? 
 
ORSON: Pardon me? 
 
WOMAN: Your wife. What is she called? 
 
ORSON: (Beat.) Catherine. She isn’t… she’s not…/ here. 
 
WOMAN: Oh. Oh, I’m sorry. 
 
ORSON: Uh… 
 
WOMAN: When did she… leave us? 
 
ORSON: Not long ago. Not long atall. 
 
WOMAN: That must be so difficult. Poor soul. 
 

Orson starts slightly, at hearing Catherine’s verbal tic. 
The woman, taking this as a need for comfort, puts her cheek on Orson’s. 

 
 
ORSON RECOUNTS, present and late1960s 
 
ORSON: I didn’t correct her. -she assumed!- But I know. I knew then that it was as  

good as telling her I was widowed. Despicable. The truth was. Is, maybe.  
-it feels as “today” as it was then- the truth is that Catherine – (time and space 
bleed through) Catherine...? -had been quite… unwell… for a time. Maybe not… 
not as long as one might have to endure to justify… well. Anyway. She hadn’t 
been herself since she lost the baby. In sixty-six.  
 
Her mother said she was prone to moods in her youth. In high school. But  
then, we all were. But she’d lately been something of a shell of what she once 
was. Sad all the time. Either staring, empty, or crying. Crying over the sink.  
Crying into her coffee. Crying and staring… and I had become lonesome.  
Not that that excused anything either.  

 
But this woman’s warmth. And her jovial spirit... was so… easy. I’d been  
holding Catherine up for two years by then. And myself. That night? With  
that band playing that music for me and that woman? For the first time in  
years, I felt held.  

 
I returned home to Catherine – picked her up in Cavan – and felt relieved  
that she wasn’t meeting my gaze. Too exhausted – sick and tired, she was.  
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CATHERINE: I had thought... it’s silly. I don’t honestly know whether I hoped. But I had 
thought that maybe it wasn’t a flu. That maybe it was morning sickness. (Beat.) 
But it wasn’t. It was just a flu. 
 

ORSON: I wouldn’t have been able to look her in the eye. (Beat.) Somewhat... 
mysteriously... rather interestingly, the crying stopped. We returned home, and 
she immediately began to catch up on the laundry. Oh, I’d been learning my way 
through the housework she usually tended to- had to. But the sheets weren’t 
pressed. Folded, but not pressed. The little, fussy gee gaws hadn’t been dusted, 
throws hadn’t been freshened, etcetera. She sprung into action as though moved 
by an unseen engine. And that night, she treated me with tenderness. Which is 
unbearable when you’re guilty of betrayal. 

 
 

ORSON & CATHERINE, late 1960s 
Catherine brushes Orson’s cheek with her hand gently, startling him. 
 
ORSON: Uh! 
 
CATHERINE: Sorry. 
 
ORSON: No, no, I... oh. 
 

Softly, gently, she kisses him. 
She sets her face a short distance from his and gazes into his face. He can hardly look her way. 

 
CATHERINE: You’re the handsomest man I’ve ever known. 
 
ORSON: You’re not very well traveled. (he laughs awkwardly.) 
 
CATHERINE: I missed you. (Beat.) This weekend, in spite of feeling nauseous, I ached to dance 

with you. Imagined you having two desserts to make up for my absence. (she 
caresses his belly and kisses him lightly about the face and neck.) 

 
ORSON: Catherine… 
 
CATHERINE: You’ve been so dear to me. Treated me with such love. 
 
ORSON: Catherine- 
 
CATHERINE: I know I’ve been... that its been as though I’ve been absent. Away. I’ve  

been quite beside myself and I’m sorry you’ve had to endure such a...   
such a ghost in this house. The fever has broken. I’m home again. With  
you. 

 
She turns his face to hers – he meets her gaze. 
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CATHERINE: Thank you, Orson. My valiant beloved. 
 

Orson cries. 
She holds him, soothing him, rocking him. 
Orson becomes Beth. Catherine becomes Roberta. 

 
 

BETH & ROBERTA, 3 years ago 
Beth cries into Roberta’s embrace for a moment. She pulls away, trying to will her sobbing to stop. 
Roberta tries to return her to her arms – Beth resists. 
 
BETH:  No! 
 

She sobs. 
 
BETH:  (to herself.) Stop it. STOP IT. (she pounds her own head.) STOP IT.  

STOP IT. 
 
ROBERTA (Stopping Beth from hitting herself.) Beth. You wanted to use, but you didn’t. Right?  
  You didn’t. 
 
BETH  (crying and shaking her head.) I didn’t. 
 
ROBERTA So? It’s okay. 
 
BETH  (wails) 
 

Beth resumes hitting herself.  
Roberta lunges at her, stopping her from hitting herself more. 

 
ROBERTA: You cut that shit out! NOW! 
 

Beth collapses into herself. 
 
ROBERTA: You can’t do that anymore. NO MORE. 
 

Beth cries, Roberta soothes. 
 
ROBERTA: No more hitting, Beth. I’m serious. You gotta cut that shit out. For good. 
 
BETH:  I can’t... I can’t stop the feeling of just... just wanting to STOP. Just to  

stop being. Feeling. I just don’t want to... I don’t want to. Anything. Breathing in. 
Out. Looking up. Seeing. Swallowing. The sound of my own voice I hate it hate it 
hate it! 

 
She sobs. 
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ROBERTA: I can’t hear you say that anymore, Beth. I can’t convince you that you’re  

worthy of love. That you deserve happiness. That you’re beautiful. And  
you’re going to have to find a way to believe it on your own soon enough,  
because you’re going to have your own eyes staring back at you very  
soon. Sooner than you think. 

 
Beth’s crying eases a little. She looks questioningly at Roberta, her breath still hitching. 
Roberta merely nods. 

 
BETH:  Really? 
 

Roberta nods again. 
 
ROBERTA: I think it took. 
 
BETH:  Oh my god. 
 
ROBERTA: Yeah. 
 
BETH:  Holy fuckin’ shit. 
 
ROBERTA: Holy bloody fuckin’ shit, mother fucker. 
 
BETH:  (slight giggle.) 
 

Beth grows frighteningly quiet. She stares at the ground. 
 
ROBERTA: What is it, babe? Aren’t you happy? 
 
BETH:  I’m… we shouldn’t have... we should have used your egg. 
 

Beat. 
Roberta withdraws from Beth. 

 
ROBERTA: Don’t do that. Don’t regret our child before she even arrives. 
 
BETH:  No! I just... I don’t... I don’t want our child to feel the way I feel. 
 
ROBERTA: Do you remember what your mom said when she was told you’d been to  

the hospital? When you stayed for those few months?  
 

Beth turns away from Roberta. 
 
ROBERTA: You didn’t tell her where you’d been. For months. Almost a year. Afraid  

she’d blame herself, as though genetics are a choice. Do you remember  
when she found out? What she said? She called you right away. And she  
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said...? 
 
BETH:  She said, “I’m so happy for you, my girl.” 
 
ROBERTA: That’s right. Because you know. We know, Beth. We will be attentive. And aware.  

And informed. We are informed! Your mom had to wait until Alzheimer’s set in 
before she was diagnosed with a disorder she had all her life. But you. Poor thing. 
Hit by a truckfull of crazy at twenty-six. But if you hadn’t jumped on the tracks? 
And if the last train hadn’t already gone by an hour ago? Dude, you’d still be 
suffering. Or dead. 

 
Beth can’t help but laugh a little at this. 

 
ROBERTA: Our daughter will be treated – if she has to be, and there’s no guarantee  

that she will have to be – as soon as she shows symptoms. Because we  
will see them. It’s a power we have in our hands, my love. Hey? Babe?  
Look at me. 

 
Beth looks at Roberta – she is crying in silence now. 

 
ROBERTA: Our daughter will have your bloodlines. And they are rich. You are so  

much more than this depression, okay?  
 
BETH:  Okay. 
 
ROBERTA: You need to think about new treatments, love. You’re working so hard to 

wrangle this, but you need help. 
 
BETH: I can’t take pills, Roberta. 
 
ROBERTA: You have to think about it. I can’t be worrying that I’ll come home from 

Gymboree with our little scrapper only to find mommy dangling from the 
rafters. 

 
BETH: Ugh...  
 
ROBERTA: It scares me, Beth. 
 
BETH: I’m sorry. 
 
ROBERTA: Don’t be sorry, just... we have to change something. Didn’t you say the definition 

of insane is trying the same thing and expecting different results? 
 
BETH:  Holy shit you had a beer at Gwen’s last Friday. 
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ROBERTA: That was two Fridays ago. And yes, I almost did, but then I barely sipped it. 
Grossed me out.  

 
BETH:  Smart little bean in there. (beat) Hey, how’ll that be for you? Not drinking for  

nine months.  
 
ROBERTA: I like that – how subtle you were about changing the subject, there. 
 

Beth hangs her head, trying to smile. 
Roberta touches Beth’s face. 
Roberta kisses Beth’s face. 

 
BETH:  I love you, Roberta. I really do. 
 
ROBERTA: I know. 
 
BETH:  Thank you for having our baby. 
 
ROBERTA: Thank me when I’m in stirrups, mkay? I’ll be clawing at my cooch and  

screaming vengeance at the gods. I’ll need every bit of sugar I can get. 
 

They laugh lightly. 
 
BETH:  Is this why you finally got out to a meeting? 
 
ROBERTA: Well, yeah. This. And you. Us. A bigger us, coming at us very soon. 
 
BETH:  Thank you for trying. 
 
ROBERTA Yep. 
 
BETH:  You’ll have to try again.  
 
ROBERTA: Hm. 
 
BETH:  I can’t handle all of it. 
 
ROBERTA: ... 
 
BETH: My own... shrieking demons. And trying to explain them to myself. Conquer 

them. Explaining them to you, when I manage some insight.  
 
ROBERTA: But that’s why I think you should think about taking meds again. 
 
BETH:  Do you honestly believe you tried?  
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ROBERTA: What? Yes! 
 
BETH:  I mean, were you Bully you or Gentle you?  
 
ROBERTA: Well... both. And neither. I think. 
 
BETH:  What happened? 
 
ROBERTA: What do you mean? 
 
BETH:  Well, what happened? What did you say? Do? Feel? Learn? 
 
ROBERTA: I learned that the vacant inbreds who go to Nar Anon have no sense of humour. 

I felt like a dipshit. I didn’t DO anything. 
 
BETH:  And? Did you share? 
 
ROBERTA: Of course! I... I totally participated in all of it. 
 
BETH:  Uh huh. And how’d that go? 
 

Roberta heaves a deep sigh, transitioning. 
 
 
ROBERTA RECOUNTS, 3 years ago 
 
ROBERTA: So. My wife is a bi-polar self-medicating control freak and I’m a stubborn 

loudmouth who hates doing shit like this. In a church. That’s it for now, I guess. 
Thanks so much. Unless you wanted to roll me for my wallet while you’re at it. 
(Beat.) Aw, come on. That was funny. No? Mkay. Hey. Anyone ever tell you you 
look like that guy in the hamburger commercial? He does, right? The one with 
the bulldog and the guy trying to figure out a Rubik’s cube- oh. Oh, shit. That is 
you, isn’t it? Sorry. So much for the “anon” part. At least you still got the “Nar” 
part, right? Ha. Huhhhh... Sorry. I’m done. 

 
  
BETH AND ROBERTA FACE REALITY, 3 years ago 
They look at one another. 
 
BETH:  Uh HUH. 
 
ROBERTA: Yeah. 
 
BETH:  Good trying. 
 
ROBERTA: I did try. 
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BETH:  “Trying” is a coward’s alternative to “doing.” 
 
ROBERTA: Oh, really nice. Geez, I didn’t see that little chestnut taped up to the wall at the 

church. Musta missed it. 
 
BETH: Yeah, you musta. 
 
ROBERTA: I TRIED, Beth. It’s your turn. 
 
BETH: I have been trying. I’m worn the fuck out. 
 

Silence. 
 
BETH: I read this thing. About... love, I guess. Love and chemistry. And insanity. 
 
ROBERTA: Your memoirs, or what? 
 
BETH: My mom’s. 
 

They share a grim laugh. 
 
BETH: No, but really. This article. Said something so kinda scary. Said – about people 

with OCD - said the action/reward correlation to compulsively – whatever – 
check the stove or wash your hands – the relief of that. The chemical high is 
alarmingly similar to the way we pursue connection to the one we love. 

 
ROBERTA: Well... “Madly in love with you.” “Crazy about you.” 
 
BETH:  Yeah. Ha. (She dons a character.) I love you in a rational and orderly way. 
 
ROBERTA: I think of you sensibly and reasonably. 
 
BETH:  Oh, yeah. Whisper that right in my ear, baby. 
 
ROBERTA: (she moves to Beth’s ear.) My love for you is comprehensive and completely 

manageable. 
 
BETH:  Hump me right now. 
 
 They smile.  They hold one another. They’re so tired. 
 
ORSON RECOUNTS, present and late1960s 
 
ORSON: We’d stopped trying for children. It pained her so much – all of the loss we’d 

been through, trying. What could I do but give her her time? Time to 
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recuperate. At that point, it felt like all I could offer. So I learned to numb myself 
to my own desire for her. Learned to love her from over here. I didn’t want to 
make her feel obliged. And I could feel, at times, when holding her... that she had 
boundaries up already. Limits to how much she would let her body... 

 
CATHERINE: Would you...? Would you mind, terribly, opening the window, Orson? I feel as 

though I can’t breathe. 
 
ORSON: I see now that it added to the loss. Along with hopes of a child, we nearly lost 

our way to one another. Catherine and I... we used to commune. It was holy.  
 

Not to be indiscreet, or... uncouth, mind... but. The way that we... our private 
time was... quite something. Especially when it was all new. It was – quite literally 
– for me, at any rate – entirely new. I had, until Catherine, more or less kept to 
myself and my hobbies and what not. As a young boy it was train sets and spy 
novels. And then, well... my father and I were restoring a nineteen-twenty Model 
T. No small feat. What with procuring the correct parts, or sourcing reasonable 
replacement parts, and sorting through the nuts and bolts of a machine that 
essentially revolutionized- I digress. Suffice to say I was inexperienced. And then, 
all at once, well... Catherine and I got to know each other intimately. In a darn 
hurry. But. A gentleman doesn’t... well. When she was poorly, that changed. That 
– oh. Stopped. Altogether. Most times. 

 
 
ORSON AND CATHERINE, early 1970s 
 
CATHERINE: Come here. 
 
ORSON: What’s that now? 
 
CATHERINE: Put that down and come over here. 
 
ORSON: Are you...? Sweetheart? 
 
CATHERINE: “Sweetheart.” Sweet sweet sweet... is it sweets you’re after? Naughty  

thing. You’ll spoil your dinner. (Beat) Come here. 
 
ORSON: Alright. 
 
 Catherine assertively begins to undo Orson’s belt. 
 
 
BETH AND ROBERTA, 3 year ago 
Roberta assertively attacks Beth’s belt. 
 
BETH:  Baaabe... what are you doing? 
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ROBERTA: I’m going to blow your mind. 
 
BETH:  What? Are you drunk? (beat) Roberta? 
 
 Roberta keeps at Beth’s clothing. 
 
BETH:  Roberta, we need to talk. 
 
ROBERTA: Yeah, yeah! Keep talking, as long as it’s filthy. I’m listening. 
 
BETH:  Babe, we don’t have time for this. We’re due at Gwen’s for eight. 
 
ROBERTA: Just... shhh. Quick little appetizer. No big deal. 
 
BETH:  Okay. Stop. STOP. 
 
 She does. 
 
ROBERTA: What is your problem? 
 
BETH:  What’s going on here? 
 
ROBERTA: I was going to give you oral pleasure, Sexual Partner. Cunnilingus. Your labia, 

majora and minora, will become- 
 
BETH:  Roberta. 
 
 A moment. Roberta struggles. 
 
ROBERTA: You know you haven’t touched me since we found out? And these hormones  

are making me horny! 
 
BETH:  Babe! We’ve had... a bit of a time. Bit of frigging stress. We had a great weekend,  

though, no? You love /Montreal. 
 
ROBERTA: No. We didn’t. 
 
BETH:  I thought you had a good time. 
 
ROBERTA: I did, Beth, of course, but we didn’t do anything. Chaste as monks! 
 
BETH: Well. They said it would be hard at first, with this cocktail of happy pills they 

have me on.  
 
ROBERTA: You think I’m repellant.  
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BETH: “Repellant?” Roberta! There is nothing repellant about you! God, I still have to 
shake my head in the morning when I wake up and see you beside me. You’re a 
goddamn FOX. You give me boners all day long at work. I’m like a teenaged boy 
over you! 

 
ROBERTA: Well then? 
 
BETH: Aw, it’s just... I just... fuuuuuuck... 
 
ROBERTA: What? 
 
BETH: It’s not... it’s nothing. 
 
ROBERTA: Fuck you, little miss talk talk talk and rainbows and auras. You can’t shut up now. 

You revoked that privilege loooong ago. Speak. 
 
BETH: The... (sigh) I’ve been trying to... fuuuuck. 
 

Roberta waits.  
Beth struggles. 

 
BETH: I’ve been trying to figure out how to propose to you. 
 
ROBERTA: (bursts out laughing.) 
 

Beth says nothing. Can’t look at Roberta, too hurt. Eventually, Roberta calms. 
 
ROBERTA: Oh! Ohhh... I’m sorry. I’m sorry to laugh, love. I am. (she laughs a bit more) I’m – 

(clears throat) I am sorry. 
 
BETH: Yeah. 
 
ROBERTA: Hon. Why? Why propose? 
 
BETH: Really nice. 
 
ROBERTA: No, I just... I mean... I tried the marriage thing before, and it really wasn’t for me. 
 
BETH: You were married to a man. 
 
ROBERTA: Not his fault. And they’re not all bad. Some of my closest friends are men. 
 
BETH: Ha, ha. 
 
ROBERTA: Beth. I thought we agreed on this. 
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BETH: I know. But... feels different, now. Now that we have a little one on the way. 
 
ROBERTA: Aw, babe. You’re such a spaz. 
 
BETH: Don’t call me that anymore. 
 

Roberta, exasperated, throws her hands up in the air and walks away a little. 
A few moments pass. 

 
ROBERTA: I don’t know what to say. 
 
BETH: How ‘bout “yes”? 
 

Roberta looks at Beth – is she for real? 
 
ROBERTA: We agreed that calling one another “wife” was good. Felt good. Term of 

endearment. Without all the bureaucratic heterocentric bullshit. (beat.) So? 
What?  

 
BETH: I want to marry you. 
 
ROBERTA: Beth… 
 
BETH: Please, love. Think about it. 
 
ROBERTA: We make our own ceremony all the time. We renewed our vows last week. 

Remember? 
 
BETH: Yeah. 
 
ROBERTA: In the express lane at the grocery store! 
 
BETH: I know. 
 
ROBERTA: Come on. 
 

They do “rock, paper, scissors”, but with different words. 
 
Simultaneous: 
BETH: Roberta. Beth. Forever. 
ROBERTA: Beth! Roberta! Forever! 
 

It ends in both hands doing “scissors”, and then the fingers scissor each other. 
 
ROBERTA: Ya! And remember that one time, in the bathroom? 
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BETH:  Yeah. 
 
ROBERTA: You were in the shower, and I was on the pot? 
 
BETH:  Yeah. 
 
ROBERTA: I was pooping, you know. You were rinsing and repeating, and I was  

pinching one off. 
 
BETH:  Holy word. 
 

Roberta laughs and hugs Beth. 
 
ROBERTA: (laughing lightly) Aw, babe. You’re so cute. 
 
BETH:  I want to be real wives with you. I mean it. 
 

Roberta and Beth are quiet a moment, foreheads together. 
 
ROBERTA: I’ll think about it. 
 
BETH:  Yeah? 
 
ROBERTA: Yeah. 
 

A moment more. Tenderness. 
 
BETH:  We said no pooping. 
 
ROBERTA: I know. 
 
BETH:  We said “peeing if we can’t see the pee, but no pooping.” ‘Cause  

otherwise the romance dies. 
 

Beat. 
Then, a burst of laughter from both. 

 
ROBERTA: Sorry the meds are making you feel off. 
 
BETH:  I hope you mean the libido thing, and not the marriage thing. 
 
ROBERTA: I do. 
 
BETH:  Ah! See how naturally that came out? 
 

Roberta instigates a rare moment of seriousness. 
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ROBERTA: I’m sorry you have to medicate the juices in your brain. But I’m proud of you for 
trying. You are a strong and wonderful woman, and this does not change your 
sobriety. 

 
BETH: Cass says it does. 
 
ROBERTA: I think you should tell Cass to go fuck herself and find a new sponsor with a little 

goddamn nuance in her approach to NA.  
 
BETH: Can’t tell Cass to go fuck herself.  
 
ROBERTA: Did she tell you to stop taking them? 
 
BETH ... 
 
ROBERTA Beth. 
 
BETH ... 
 
ROBERTA Did you stop them? 
 
BETH:  (sighs.) 
 

Roberta walks away and then sits. 
 
 

ORSON RECOUNTS, present and early1970s 
ROBERTA & BETH, 3 years ago 
 
ORSON: When we finally took her in for her “moods,” the doctor tested her for 

everything, and didn’t say much of anything about her psychiatry and that. It 
wasn’t done. Anyway, we learned she was three months along. Somehow, with 
all of the back and forthing, emotionally, we hadn’t either of us noticed. 

 
ROBERTA It’s a girl. 
 
BETH  What? 
 
ROBERTA It’s a girl. I asked the ultrasound technician after you left. 
 
BETH  They won’t tell you. 
 
ROBERTA I bribed her. 
 
BETH  What? 
 



Beside Herself by Tara Beagan 28 

ORSON The doctor suggested a two-week stay in their facility. He said, almost 
conspiratorially, that Catherine would “quite likely change her tune if she were 
faced with spending a longer stretch of time - away from the one person 
unconditionally willing to abide by her disposition.” I remember every word.  

  “A world of compromise opens up to any woman” he said “faced with time 
away from the comfort of her pretty home and her doting husband.” 

 
ROBERTA Forty bucks. 
 
BETH  Jesus. 
 
ROBERTA Right!? I was prepared to go to eighty. 
 
BETH  We said we weren’t finding out. 
 
ROBERTA Sorry. 
 
BETH  Roberta! 
 
ROBERTA I know. I’m sorry sorry sorry! 
 
BETH  We’re having a daughter. 
 
ROBERTA We’re having a daughter! 
 

They celebrate. 
 
ORSON: You must have forgotten, Doctor.  We are expecting a child. He stared at me a  
  moment, and then back at his paperwork. “Orson, I myself delivered the news.  

Of course I haven’t forgotten.” 
 
 No, doctor. You must have forgotten. For no human being would suggest 

threatening an expectant mother – a woman who wrestles with the shrieking 
demons that live in her precious head - demons that now wrack a body that is 
housing a new life - with institutionalization. No compassionate human charged 
with the well-being of others would consider that as a remedy to any person’s 
troubles. 

 
 I regret that I allowed that one experience keep me from professional help for 

many, many years. When she began to slip away from me in our later years, in a 
completely new and terrifying way, I think my fight was just... drained out of me. 
The Alzheimer’s may have been better managed had I... It became a slow, 
prolonged loss. And me, too numb to stand up and try to haul her back to me. 

 
 
ORSON & CATHERINE, 2000s 
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Catherine makes a mountain of sandwiches. Orson enters, and is alarmed. 
 
CATHERINE: Oh. You. Oh... is she gone? 
 
ORSON: I... um. Who, darling? 
 
CATHERINE: She must’ve... oh, my. I’m such a ninny. Beth came home at lunch  

time and I didn’t have anything for her. I didn’t... I wasn’t... expecting  
her. 

 
ORSON: Catherine? 
 
CATHERINE: Elizabeth came home for lunch, and I didn’t... I simply hadn’t made  

anything for her. I wasn’t prepared. Oh. Oh, my. And so I made... oh. 
 

He takes her hands, gently but deliberately. 
 
ORSON: Catherine, these look wonderful. Now we’ll be ready. No question. 
 

Catherine looks at the mountain. 
 
CATHERINE: Oh, dear. 
 
ORSON: We’ll clean this up later. Why don’t I make us some tea? 
 

Catherine takes Orson’s face in her hands. 
 
CATHERINE: Orson. You put up with so much. And so beautifully. 
 
ORSON: I love you, Catherine. 
 

Beat. 
 
CATHERINE: Poor soul. 
 

Orson starts tidying the mountain of sandwiches. 
Catherine sits and stares, not at all thinking on what she’s just done. 

 
ORSON: Beth of course... Beth lives in Vancouver, now. 
 
CATHERINE Of course. 
 
 
ORSON RECOUNTS, present 
 
ORSON: Beth hadn’t been in touch in some time. Not even a card at Mother’s Day, which 

would have hurt Catherine had she noted the day. Was feeling frightened, I 
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reckon. Since her mother’s decline. The moods she could somehow handle – 
even when she was small, she was so good about it. Never felt put upon or 
uncomfortable. But the morning she rang up and Catherine asked her three 
times in the course of a few minutes who was calling, well... (shift) It broke my 
heart to lose her, piece by piece, inside of herself. Something about the way she 
looked at me when there was a thing she could not recall. As though she knew it 
was in there – somewhere – only she’d mislain it. She’d look at me with a 
question on her face, as though to ask me, as I had to her all too many times, 
“Have you seen my slippers? I could swear I’d left them under the bureau.” 
With Catherine, though, in those last years, it wasn’t slippers she was missing. It 
was dates, time. Whole swaths of time, unrecollectable. Names. No. Not names, 
in fact, but entire [pronounced ENtyer] people. Even myself, at the worst of 
times. 

 
 
ROBERTA & BETH, 3 YEARS AGO 
Roberta holds an empty bottle of booze and speaks through a door. 
 
ROBERTA: Babe. You had a few drinks. It’s okay. I know it isn’t okay with the program, and I 

know you’re feeling super fucked up right now, but I have to say it coulda been 
worse.  And I’m grateful it wasn’t. Okay? 

 
 Let me in, hon. (Beat.) Beth? Come on. Don’t you think it’s kinda par for the 

course? I don’t mean to belittle your sobriety.  At all. What I mean is that the 
pressure and the fear and the screaming joy of expecting a kid is huge. Bigger 
than anything.  

 
  The kitchen reeks. Glad you sinked some of it, though, babe. Don’t want to  

imagine the headache you’d have if you’d downed the whole thing. And really  
relieved you didn’t try to hide it from me. 

 
  Open up, Beth. Come on, that’s enough. Let me into your pity party. Come on.  

We’re in this together, mkay? We’ll be alright. I mean, it would be way worse if  
it had been me who’d gone on a bender. Right? I’m the people pod. Beth. I’ll help  
you call Cass when you’re ready. I’ll even let her in our place, okay? It’s okay. 

 
 
ORSON & CATHERINE, 2000s 
In the garden. 
 
CATHERINE: Good morning.  Are you here for the eavestroughs? 
 
ORSON: The eavestroughs? 
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CATHERINE: Over here, see? All choked up. (beat.) Now, you poor thing. You might do well 
to return after 4 or 5. The bright noonday sun is upon us. Not an ideal time to 
be up a ladder, hard at work. Though I’d be up there, myself, if I could. 

 
ORSON: Catherine. 
 
CATHERINE: I haven’t the nimble footing anymore, and the ivy has been sunning herself on the 

roof again. Twining and crawling and creeping. Virginia Creeper. How it glows in 
the fall. Redorange. One whole side of the house, lit up with memory of green. 
Or maybe in remembrance of the tiger lilies. I favour the tiger lilies a great deal, 
and I think the others know it. Especially her. My Virginia Creeper. She seems to 
want to stake her claim, even growing over the winter. How can anything be so 
resilient? 

 
ORSON: Look at me. 
 
CATHERINE: Small tendrils unfurling and clinging. Making sure all of its toil is maintained when 

spring returns. Small tendrils reaching out and threading in. Just so the efforts of 
some small shoot does not go unsung when it celebrates, all ablaze in the fall. 
How clever. 

 
ORSON: Do you know me? 
 
CATHERINE: I’m sorry. I’m going on. I’m Catherine. 
 
ORSON: Virginia Creeper, you say? 
 
CATHERINE: “Parthenocissus quinquefolia.” A native plant. Not some stodgy English import. I 

find the Hedera Helix - of every sort - too insistent, don’t you? Almost 
impertinently so. 

 
ORSON: Hedera... “Hedera Helix.”And what of a Boston Ivy? 
 
CATHERINE: Parthenocissus tricuspidata! Beautiful in the fall, as well.  
 
ORSON: And the Dropmore? 
 
CATHERINE: Dropmore Honeysuckle. “Lonicera x brownie” A fellow from out in Manitoba 

bred that one. (laughing) Is this an exam? 
 
ORSON: DO YOU KNOW ME? 
 
CATHERINE: (startled, steps back) 
 
ORSON: I’m sorry. 
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CATHERINE: Not at all. I’m sorry. I mistook you for someone else. I’m so sorry. 
 

She walks away. 
 
ORSON: Catherine... 
 

Orson, defeated, slowly comes to resting, fully lain out. 
 
 
ROBERTA says goodbye to Beth, 3 years ago 
Roberta holds the empty bottle again. 
 
ROBERTA: Okay, I’m barging in. 
 
Roberta enters the bedroom. Beth is laying down, oddly still. 
 
ROBERTA: Hon? You still passed out? 
 

Roberta moves to Beth - she is very recently deceased. 
 
ROBERTA: Oh, love, no. 
 

Roberta finds an empty bottle of pills in Beth’s hand. 
Beth slowly rises – Roberta sees only the still, lifeless body of her Beth. 

 
Roberta lays herself down – to her reality, on top of Beth’s body, embracing her. 
We see Beth standing above Roberta. Roberta does not hear Beth anymore. 

 
BETH:  I am so sorry, Roberta. 
 
ROBERTA: I tried. 
 
BETH:  I know. 
 
ROBERTA: I tried. 
 
BETH: I couldn’t. I coudn’t wait for her to come, and never be enough.  Wanting escape 

from myself, and see her staring back at me – our little “you and me.” Spend the 
rest of my life worrying about what her suffering will be. Feeling sorry. But you – 
you always knew how to take care of me. You’ll do beautifully.  

 
Silence. 

 
 
ORSON, present 
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ORSON It’s a blessing, in a way, that Catherine will never learn how Elizabeth went. I had 
been warring with myself about whether or not to tell her. And then, I... didn’t 
have to. The day we laid Beth to rest, Catherine was clear and bright. Yet she 
insisted Beth had been by. Maybe she had. At any rate, late that night, in her 
sleep – I hope – she just slipped away. (beat) Sure grateful for that Roberta gal. 
She and the little one. My sweet little tiger Lily. Fiery and sweet, that girl.  

 
 
ROBERTA & BETH, 3 years ago 
 
ROBERTA So, HE doesn’t have Alzheimer’s. 
 
BETH  No, no, no. 
 
ROBERTA Good. Wouldn’t want him blanking out, and thinking this was a date. Try to get 

all handsy with me. 
 
BETH:  Ugh! (elaborate “willies” seizure)  
 
ROBERTA: Oh no! Look out! She’s off her meds again! 
 

They laugh and embrace. 
 
BETH:  You have a dark, dark humour, my love. 
 
ROBERTA: That’s racist. 
 
BETH:  Don’t forget your keys. I might be konked out by the time you get back. 
 
ROBERTA: Yeah, right. I’m sure old Orson’s a real night owl. Hey, Beth? 
 
BETH:  Yes, mistress? 
 
ROBERTA: How much does he know that I know? 
 
BETH: Oh. Um... (beat) He knows I tell you everything. I suspect a part of the reason 

behind this lunch – other than to treat you to the dinner special at  
Pete’s – is to let you know what he can about what he’s learned. Get you talking 
about it, make sure you have support. 

 
ROBERTA: I’m not trying another group therapy night. 
 
BETH:  Nar-Anon is not group- 
 
ROBERTA: I know, I know. I’m just messin’ with ya.  
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BETH:  Fuck yoooooou. 
 
ROBERTA: Fuck you back, babe. 
 

Roberta kisses Beth and heads for the door. 
 

BETH:  He’s really excited to have us here. Excited for our little banshee. 
 
ROBERTA: Free babysitting. And the kid will be more industrious than if we’d stayed in  
  Vancouver. She’ll have to set up her own meth lab. Can’t just pick it up at any  
  corner store. 
 
BETH:  You’re thinking of heroin. 
 
ROBERTA: Right. Fucking west coast hippies. ‘K bye. I’ll bring you a roll wrapped in a napkin. 
 
BETH:  Hey! Keys. 
 

As Roberta returns to grab her keys- 
 
ROBERTA: I have my keys. 
 
BETH:  Hey. 
 

Roberta turns back. 
 
BETH:  I’m sorry. 
 
ROBERTA: What? No sorries. I love you, cuckoo. 
 
BETH:  I love you. 
 
 
ORSON RECOUNTS, present 
 
ORSON: How does that saying go – “Death and taxes”? Well, the way I see it, both of 

those things are change. Change is the one thing you can count on, by Jim. There 
always was depression, I figure. Always was bipolar disorder. It’s only the naming 
of it that made it new. (beat.) What a name can do. It wasn’t until I could speak 
the word “widower” that I finally asked for help. I had held on to Catherine so 
hard for so long. Forty years. Didn’t know how to admit my arms were empty 
after all that time. And after a few months, I could relax my empty arms a little. 
And then I realized – and I know how corny this’ll sound, I do - but I’ll say it 
anyway. After a few months more, I realized my arms weren’t empty. I was 
hanging onto myself. And after all those years of holding my Catherine, I knew I 
could look after my own happiness, too.  
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Stayed on at the home, so as not to let myself go along with her. It’s good to 
be... in company. Put on a sports jacket, splash some aftershave on my jowls and 
just go... be “a part of.”  

 
It was Roberta who brought me the brochures for that Lifeskills course. Going 
back to lessons at my age seemed ludicrous, but... it all seemed pretty nifty to 
me. Turned out I already knew a lot more than I realized I did. Roberta says I 
helped Beth in ways I didn’t even know. Maybe I did. Our sweet little Beth. So 
much like her mom in some ways. Even more so like her dad, poor soul. Our 
dear girl. Our one and only. She brought us Roberta, though. And then brought 
us – me – our granddaughter. Same soft eyes and tiny puppy nose as our Beth. 
Shame Catherine didn’t get a chance to see her. 

 
ORSON AND CATHERINE, 1970s 
 
CATHERINE: Some believe a child chooses which parents he will be born to. 
 
ORSON: Or she. 
 
CATHERINE: Yes, love. Or she.  
 
ORSON: And what do you think? Do you think this little mite chose us? 
 
CATHERINE: If he did. Or she did... she’ll have to have quite the spirited nature, don’t you 

think? 
 
ORSON: She’s half you. There’s no doubt that’ll be portioned out to her in spades. 
 

She kisses him lightly. 
 
CATHERINE My wish is that she is every bit you. Sensible. Honest. But maybe just a little less  

likely to put up with some shrieking banshee.  
 
ORSON: (he tries a joke) Now, I’ve asked you not to speak ill of my mother. 
 
CATHERINE: Orson. My husband. My harbour. Will you tell him? Or her? About our good 

times? If I am ever altogether lost, I mean. Will you tell our child about these 
times when we simply held one another and what a celebration of creation that 
was? 

 
ORSON: Don’t past-tense yourself, Catherine. Don’t write us into the past when our 

future is looking so fine. Please. 
 
CATHERINE: I need to make sure our child will know who I was when I was well. 
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ORSON: “Am well”, Catherine. “When I am well” -and she will! You’ve come through so 
much. Having this child will not take anything from you. 

 
CATHERINE: How do you know? 
 
ORSON: How do you know I’m an honest and sensible man? 
 
CATHERINE: Because I know you. Better than anyone else. 
 
ORSON: Yes. 
 

Beat. 
 
CATHERINE: Yes. Alright.  
 
ORSON: Do you see? 
 
CATHERINE: I do. 
 
ORSON: See me seeing you. I’ve got you. You will not be lost. Not while you’re with me. 
 
ORSON RECOUNTS, present 
 
ORSON: So that’s me. My Catherine passed on, but I hold her, still. Proud to be leading  

this circle, now, and will do so as long as you’ll have me. Main thing is to know  
that you’re not letting go of who you were married to. Just... they  passed on. 
And they would ask that you move forward. So. I’ve been spending time with a 
nice woman from up around Owen Sound area. Madeleine. Haven’t uh… told 
the girls yet. T’might help them move on when they’re ready, though. I’m to have 
lunch with Roberta and Lily after this. Roast beef and spuds on special, today. 
Intend to tell them about Madeleine. Roberta and I have been helping each other 
cope with losing our Beth. It’s good, I think, for Lily to know we miss her, and 
why. Good, also, to talk about the wonders of Beth and Catherine with Lily, 
there. Three years gone. Sure, it hurts at times, but one must at some point 
open a wound up to the air, so as it has a chance at healing. 

 
Roberta enters. 
 

ROBERTA:  Hi. 
 

ORSON:  Oh! Well, speak of the devil. 
 

ROBERTA: Hi, Orson. Hello. Everyone. 
 
ORSON: Hello, dear! 
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ROBERTA: Sorry I’m late. I’m guessing you already know who I am, but I guess I should, 
uh.... ha. Hi. I’m Roberta. 

 
 Orson hustles to add a chair to the circle. 
 
ORSON: Welcome, Roberta. 
 
ROBERTA: After my maternal... (sighs truly and quavering.)  
 
ORSON: Take your time, dear. You’re quite at home, here. 
 

Roberta connects with Orson and then gathers her courage. 
She comes into the room and claims her chair. 

 
ROBERTA: The last time I tried to be in a circle, it didn’t go great. But I wanna try. I do. I’m, 

um... my dearly departed is Beth. Was Beth. I lost her to depression. We. Lost 
her. To depression. Three years ago. And we... Beth and I. Had a daughter. I’m 
raising Lily – with much support from Orson, here. And I... have some changes to 
make, if we’re gonna make sure Lily doesn’t suffer as Beth did. And as her mom 
did, before her. 

 
ORSON: Hm. Change. It’ll getcha every time. 
 
 
END OF PLAY 


