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MY PLEASURE 
By ã Tara Beagan 

-a part of the Red Machine for the Room- 
 

CAST: 
Hugo  A man with locked in syndrome. Originated by Christopher Stanton 
Hugo2  An embodiment of what Hugo was before he was locked in. Originated by 
David Yee. 
Helen  A woman in love with Hugo. Originated by PJ Prudat 
 
Originally directed by Chris Hanratty for SummerWorks 2009. 

 
A small, bright, focused light on Hugo’s face. He sits, absolutely still, in a wheelchair. 
His mouth is slightly open, his jaw weak. 
 
Hugo’s voiceover comes from everywhere but his mouth. We are inside of his locked in 
body. When Hugo blinks for “yes” or “no” it is accompanied by a sound. 
 
There are busy household sounds, now and then, offstage. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I am my own ghost.  
 
Silence. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) Who said that? 
 
Silence. 
 
HUGO: (v/o)  “I am my own ghost.” Wake up thinking it. Saturday. Where is she? 
 
His eyes look to one side and then back. This is slow- effort. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) “I am my own ghost.” Neruda? No. Pound. Tagore? Shut up. Ponce.  

(beat) Yeah, Tagore. I think.  
 
Silence. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) Prob’ly fuckin’… Jim Morrisson, fuck. (laughs)  
 
He exhales a bit harder – his laugh, in body. 
Silence. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I am. I’m here. And I’m there. And there. Where she is. Where I  

was. Where we were. I see myself out there, as I would have me. As I’d  
want to be for you. Upright. Strong of body. Agile. 
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A flash of full light shows Hugo2 standing strong and proud. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I’m holding you. You’re holding on… to me. 
 
A flash of Hugo2 and Helen, embracing. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) We are wrapped up in each other, and it’s Right. It’s Full. And  

glorious. It is so right. 
 
HELEN: (from the dark) You’re crying. 
 
Hugo blinks vigorously and then closes his eyes. They flutter. 
 
HUGO 2: (from the dark) No, I’m not. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) And then you touch me and I can see beyond myself. 
 
Helen arrives at Hugo in the wheelchair, and as she touches his face, the room is washed 
in light and Hugo2 responds as though Helen is touching him. We now see that the walls 
have pages tacked all over them. 
 
HELEN: (as she goes to Hugo) Are you? Crying? Hugo. You’re okay. I’m here. 
 
HUGO2: …you touch me… 
 
Simultaneous: 
HUGO: (v/o) …and there is a sky. 
HUGO2: …and there is a sky. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I can feel everything again.  I realize that I had forgotten I have a  

body. Your touch brings it back. 
 
HUGO2: I can feel everything. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) And I don’t know which is worse. 
 
HUGO2: It’s bigger than you. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I know. 
 
HUGO2: “It’s bigger than me.” Say it. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) No. 
 
HUGO: (v/o, in the past) I don’t want to live like that! 
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HELEN: (v/o) You’re more than what you want. You let people in when you love  
them, and I am here now. This is bigger than you. 

 
HUGO2: “It’s bigger than me.” She said. You agreed. Say it. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) It’s bigger than me! 
 
HUGO2: Good. Remember that. 
 
Helen kisses the non-responsive Hugo, Hugo 2 moves as though he is kissing Helen back. 
 
Simultaneous: 
HUGO 2: I love you. 
HELEN: I love you. 
HUGO: (v/o) I love you. 
 
Simultaneous: 
HUGO: (v/o) Is it sponge bath time? 
HUGO2: Is it sponge bath time? 
 
HELEN: Time to wash up. And get dirty. Whadda you say? 
 
Simultaneous: 
HUGO: (v/o) Uh huh. 
HUGO2: Uh huh. 
 
HELEN: “Uh huh.” …you’d say. 
 
Simultaneous: 
HUGO2: You’re beautiful. 
HUGO: (v/o) You’re beautiful. 
 
Helen brings a washbasin and cloth closer to Hugo. 
She wrings the cloth and touches it to Hugo’s cheek. 
 
HELEN: How’s that for temperature? Good? 
 
Simultaneous: 
Hugo blinks twice. 
HUGO2: Yes. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) Fuck off. I got that one. 
 
HUGO2: Cling to what you can. 
 
Hugo closes his eyes. 
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HELEN: You okay? 
 
Nothing. 
 
HELEN: Hugo. 
 
HUGO2: Just tell her “yes”, fuckssakes. 
 
Hugo opens his eyes and then blinks twice. 
 
HELEN: I feel you, Hugo.  
 
Simultaneous: 
HUGO: (v/o) I know. 
HUGO2: Yeah. 
 
Helen gently removes Hugo’s shirt. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I don’t want her to- 
 
HUGO2: Be quiet. Be here for her. 
 
Hugo2 breathes deep and then takes his own shirt off. 
Helen kisses Hugo’s neck and chest. 
Hugo2 responds as though he is being kissed. 
 
HELEN: Which one do you want to do? 
 
HUGO: (v/o) Aw, Helen. I don’t wanna- 
 
Hugo2 goes to the wall and looks up to a set of pages. 
 
HUGO2: Hot summer day, bath after work! The day you got the project in Dublin  

and my piece came out in the Walrus. 
 
HELEN: You wanna do the outdoor shower in Barbados? 
 
HUGO2: Aw, that one’s good, too. 
 
Simultaneous: 
HUGO: (v/o) No, I don’t. 
Hugo blinks once, with purpose. 
 
HELEN: Okay. How ‘bout… out on the deck, in the rain, when we both called in  

sick and spent the day having our second annual Executive Assistant’s  
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Day fuck-a-thon? 
 
HUGO2: And spent the next week worrying we were up the pole. Nah, naw. Let’s  

do the hot summer day Dublin/Walrus bath day. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) Shut up! 
 
HUGO2: No. 
 
HELEN: Oh! Walrus bath! 
 
HUGO2: Blink twice. 
 
Hugo blinks twice. 
 
HELEN: Ha! 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I didn’t fuckin’ do that. 
 
HUGO2: You did. 
 
HUGO: You did! 
 
HUGO2: And who the fuck am I? 
 
Helen walks over to the pages that Hugo2 was looking at. 
 
HELEN: Yes. Tub. She started without me. / Fingers. Moans. Okay. Okay! I think I  

got it by now. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) Helen. Don’t. Please? Hear me. 
 
HELEN: I like this one.  
 
HUGO: (v/o) I can’t do this. It’s taking something from me.  
 
She takes up the wash cloth again. 
 
HELEN: C’mere. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I don’t know if I can do this anymore. I know they’re us, but it feels  

so far away, I can’t- 
 
HELEN: So, it starts with you coming in from grocery shopping. It was so fucking  

hot out that day. Something like thirty-eight degrees with the “humidex”. 
Which you hate, because “humidex” sounds like 
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Simultaneous: 
HUGO2: something that treats the symptoms of humidity. (soft laughter) 
HELEN: something that treats the symptoms of humidity. (soft laughter) 
 
HUGO: (v/o) Please Helen, don’t. 
 
HELEN: I was in a cool tub, waiting for you to get home. 
 
As she starts to take her shirt off, Hugo2 helps her. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I can’t do it. I hear you saying it, and it’s been so long, it’s like I’m  

watching someone else with you.  
 
Hugo2 kisses Helen’s neck and back. 
Hugo closes his eyes. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) (groans) 
 
HELEN: Look at me. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) No. 
 
Hugo opens his eyes. 
Hugo2 is touching Helen. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) Stop. 
 
HELEN: Okay. I’ll say it how you wrote us. 
 
Hugo blinks once. 
 
HUGO: No. 
 
HUGO2: Yes! 
 
Hugo2 quickly leaves. 
 
Under Helen’s recitation, we hear the sounds of a keyboard, and sometimes, faintly, 
Hugo’s voice muttering along. 
We can also hear the sounds of someone in a tub. 
 
HELEN:  “She’s been in the tub for ten minutes, soaking in scented oils and stroking  

herself they way he will. Her breasts have started expecting his lips, rising, 
already, to meet them when they arrive.” 
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The sound of an inside door opening.  
Hugo2 makes an entrance. 
 
Simultaneous: 
HUGO2: Did you start without me? 
HUGO: (v/o) (low and close) Did you start without me? 
 
HELEN:  (v/o) Yeesss. 
 
Hugo blinks once. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) NO. I said “NO”! Look at me! 
 
HUGO2: I’m gonna sit here and look at you. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I’m not him anymore. 
 
HUGO2: This is bigger than you. 
 
Hugo2 moves in behind Helen and begins making love to her. 
 
HELEN:  “He sets himself down at the edge of the tub. ‘Yesss.’ she says. She stares  

into his eyes and slides her own fingers between her legs. She giggles.  
And it’s enough for him. He is hard as a post and reaching for himself,  
now. Only inches away from her, and denying himself the contact – an  
exquisite torment.” (she moans) 

 
As Helen turns into Hugo2, to kiss him, the light is sucked out of the room and becomes  
a hard-focused light on Hugo’s face. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) I don’t see myself in this. I don’t… it’s someone else. You’re  

fucking someone else. 
 
A flash of Helen and Hugo2 fucking, then return to light only on Hugo’s face. 
 
As he screams, Hugo’s voice is rounded up from being everywhere to coming from the 
live actor, on stage.  
At the same time, Hugo’s light becomes a bedside light. 
The transition is disorienting and moves us in time. 
 
HUGO: AAAAHHHHH! (long scream, and then) What the fuck what the FUCK!? 
 
A page snaps up in front of Hugo’s face. He holds it away and reads, eyes racing. 
 
HUGO: “He cums in her. Without asking. It’s another bit of bad behaviour  

between them.” 
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HELEN: Hugo- 
 
HUGO:  “They are defiling each other. Filthy-disgusting. An appetite, prodding,  

throbbing. They share it. All of it. Every deviant gesture. And it binds  
them more tightly. A gripping wet mess to share, another contract in skin  
and sweat and blood.” 

 
HELEN:  Hugo, stop- 
 
He crumples the page. 
The room is washed in nighttime light – Hugo2 is nowhere to be seen. 
 
HUGO: FUUUUCK! 
 
HELEN:  What the hell is going on? 
 
HUGO:  You tell me. 
 
HELEN:  Wuh- 
 
HUGO:  YOU TELL ME! 
 
Hugo flicks on the overhead bedroom light, revealing a floor littered with sheets of 
paper. 
 
HUGO:  Thisthisthisthisthis… SHIT! I wouldn’t fucking wipe my ass with this shit. 
 
HELEN:  Hugo- 
 
HUGO:  I wouldn’t wipe the cum off your ass with this fucking… SHIT! 
 
HELEN:  What is WRONG with you? 
 
HUGO:  You ask me? YOU ASK ME! Get the fuck out of my house. 
 
He sits among the papers, crouched like a kicked dog. 
 
HUGO: (whimpering and muttering) Oh god. Oh god! How the / fuck did this  

happen to me? 
 
HELEN:  You’re being scary. 
 
HUGO:  Fuck. They were UNDER THE MATTRESS, for fuck’s sake. Fuck… 
 
HELEN:  Hugo, I’ve never seen these before. 
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HUGO:  (quietly) Fuck you. Get out my house. 
 
HELEN:  Hugo. We both live here. 
 
HUGO:  Get out my… What did I say? Get out my… fuck. Get. Out. Of. My…  

house. Right? “Get out of my house.”? Is that right? 
 
Silence. 
 
HELEN:  Six weeks ago you were writing. When you came back to the… the what  

you were writing, you couldn’t read it. You couldn’t make it out. Do you 
remember that? 

 
He stands and stumbles a bit, finally coming to rest in the wheelchair.  
 
HELEN:  You’d been writing gibberish. No, you… (beat as she searches  

desperately) You’ve been writing but what you type is not what you’re  
writing. It’s not… any language. The typing. Remember? Hugo? Please,  
will you answer me?  

 
He looks down at the wheelchair. 
 
HUGO: What is this? 
 
HELEN: Look at me. 
 
He does. He is scared. 
 
HELEN: Do you remember? 
 
Long held silence, eye contact. 
He labours over the next word. 
 
HUGO:  Nnnnnnnooooooo. 
 
The light is sucked out of the room and becomes only a pinpoint light on Hugo’s face. 
 
HELEN: Once for “No.” 
 
Hugo blinks once. 
 
A beside lamp fades up, on Hugo2. He holds a landline receiver. 
We see only the faces of Hugo and Hugo2. 
 
HELEN:  (v/o) Are you sorry? 
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HUGO2: Yes. 
 
HUGO: (laboured, distorted) This is nnnnnnnot. Whowhyyyaaaaam. Nnno. 
 
HELEN: (v/o) You really scared me. (beat) Are you gonna say sorry? 
 
HUGO2: I’m sorry. 
 
HELEN:  (v/o) Me, too. How did you remember? 
 
HUGO2: I didn’t. Homecare came by. (beat) They were good. She was good. We  

set up some signals around the house – to remind me.  
 
HELEN: (v/o) Not notes. 
 
HUGO: Nnnoo. 
 
HUGO2: No, no. Visual cues. Non-verbal.  
 
HELEN: (v/o) Good. 
 
Silence. 
 
HUGO2: I’m sorry. 
 
HELEN: (v/o) I know. 
 
Silence. 
 
HUGO2: Where are you? 
 
HELEN: (v/o) My mom’s. 
 
HUGO: Oh. 
 
HELEN: (v/o) Yeah. 
 
HUGO2: Ew. 
 
HELEN: (v/o) Yeah. 
 
They laugh. 
Silence. 
 
HELEN: (v/o) You brought a tonne of pages to me two weeks ago. You worked on  
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nothing else for a whole month. Some of them were… huh… in English.  
Legible. We put them around in the house wherever they should be.  
Breakfast memories in the kitchen, summer parties in the chest out on the  
deck. You told me I should read them out loud  when… Hugo, do you  
remember?  

 
Simultaneous: 
Hugo blinks once. 
HUGO: Nnnnn… nno. 
 
HELEN: You said there would come a time when… when we couldn’t… 
 
HUGO2: She said I won’t get better. The homecare woman. I’ll get worse. She read  

to me. About what might happen. 
 
HELEN:  (v/o) You wanted to write us. You said you… you’ve been writing down  

all of our realities. Our fantasies. Our past, our recent past, and our dirtiest  
things. Wonderful things. Do you remember? Because you said that one  
day…  

 
HUGO2: Said some people live for years like that. Some die pretty quick. 
 
HELEN: (v/o) You were afraid that one day you wouldn’t be able to – do it  

anymore. Any of it. But mostly… mostly you said you’d miss doing me.  
And so you put those pages in the bedroom. I guess you stuck ‘em under  
the mattress. 

 
Hugo2 picks up a sheet of paper. He looks at it. He flips it around – indecipherable to 
him.  
 
HUGO2: I don’t know which is worse. 
 
HUGO: (v/o, past) Some people live for years like that. 
 
HELEN: (v/o, past) Don’t say that. 
 
HUGO2: Don’t stop, Helen. 
 
HELEN: (v/o, past) What, love? 
 
HUGO2: Just because I stop, doesn’t mean you should. Read them – it’s a good  

idea. And if you get sick of reading to me, and you wanna make some new  
stories, fuck it. Get out. Go. 

 
HUGO: (v/o, past) Go. Leave me. 
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HELEN: (v/o, past) You won’t get rid of me. 
 
Hugo blinks once. 
 
HUGO2: I don’t want to. But if you have to- 
 
HUGO: (v/o) Go. 
 
HELEN: (v/o, past) I wanna be with you. I’ll take care of you. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) No. 
 
HUGO2: Yeah, remember what you did to that cactus your mom gave you? 
 
HELEN: (laughs) Well, we’ll get a nurse, too. 
 
HUGO2: A cactus, no less. 
 
HELEN: Yeah, but it was too undemanding. I forgot all about it. I need something  

midrange between a real plant and a cactus. 
 
HUGO2: Aw, see? 
 
Simultaneous: 
HUGO2: I’m your guy! 
HUGO: (v/o) I’m your guy. 
 
Helen enters. The bedstand light slowly fades on Hugo2. He sets down the receiver. 
 
HELEN: Don’t say that. 
 
HUGO2: Come on.  
 
Simultaneous: 
HUGO2: That’s gold. 
HUGO: (v/o) That’s gold. 
 
Helen gets on top of Hugo2. 
 
HELEN: I love you, Hugo. 
 
HUGO2: Call me veggie. 
 
Simultaneous: 
Hugo blinks once. 
HELEN: No. 
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Silence. 
 
HUGO2: She said I might still be able to get a hard on. 
 
HELEN: Oh, well, then, I’ll water you for sure. 
 
They laugh. 
The nightstand light is gone on Hugo2 and Helen. 
Light, only, on Hugo in his wheelchair. 
Sounds of the tub return. 
Sounds of typing return. 
Sounds of Helen climaxing over the next bit of reading. 
 
HUGO:  (v/o) “Lust has them tearing up the furniture, from room to room, fucking  

and sucking like shrieking animals. Desire is lapping them up in its  
tongue, carrying them in its mouth. Tight in its jaw, enclosing them,  
forever inhaling, exhaling and crushing them in this, their shared  
perversion. It clutches at them, fierce with the feeding - a cunt begging for  
the cock fucking it. Wanting more now that the taste of it is in their  
blood.” 

 
Helen collapses on Hugo, in his wheelchair.  
She is panting and sweat-soaked. 
As she lands, the room is bathed in light again. 
Hugo2 is nowhere. 
 
HELEN: Oh, Hugo. God… (she sighs and generally winds down) Jesus Christ. 
 
She slowly untangles herself from him. 
 
HELEN: Are you okay? 
 
Silence. 
 
HELEN: Hugo? 
 
HELEN: (v/o) Twice for “yes”. 
 
Hugo blinks twice. 
 
HUGO: (v/o) No. 
 
Helen kisses him. 
 
HELEN: I’m gonna wash up quickly and I’ll be right back, okay? 
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Helen leaves. 
Sounds of a tub running. 
A few moments of motionless Hugo. It feels too long. 
Lights slowly fade and shrivel, with Hugo’s face as its centre.  
Fade until only Hugo’s face is lit, and hold. 
 
Blackout.  
 


