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Psychiatrist’soffice. Psychiatristis Sittiniginaichair, writ-

ing in a notebook. Wallace walks iriqy . 7"

SYCHIATRIST. You must be Wallacr,
LAGCE. Yeah, Um bim.

PSYCHIATRST. 1t you'd like,
WALLACE. IdNgems like the prope
PSYCHIATRISTNGo right abeag! :
WALLACE. I shouldparn youdhar }'ve had my head mea-
sured by 2 close friend,sgd #you shrink it by somuch asa
millimeter, 1'm taking you Mgourt.

PSYCHIATRIST. 1 dpf't siNgk heads. P
WALLACE. If 1 say/7 do”, dovg that make me ifsane? _
PRVCHIATRINTZIs not that sitole. Wallace figs down on

WALLACENice couch, Where'd youy itk
PSYCHIATRIST. Bloomingdale’s.

WALLACE. Really? T would have thought 1% 'd b sorae
hat would sell special couches sor prydRiateists It
odon’t feel as good when you know thiar anyhody Whafew
fucks can get one. RSN
PSYCHIATRIST. Tell me why you're hete, ‘Wallace,” .
WALLACE. It was either this or a straitjacket Tsuppose.
PSYCHIATRIST. Why's that? A
WALLACE. Come on, didn’t my Father welbyowalhhis? -
PSYCHIATRIST, 1'd like to hear what you Have t say:
WALLACE, Can't argue with that. - au-seei Dye been
byeaking glasses. In the kitchen. - - -
PSYCHIATRIST. Any particular reason
WALLACE. | like to live dangerously; Y ou
‘al fear of slicing the soles of my fs¢ _.
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it is, bt ever sce they ot thetumbilical cortl Uve, bee

obsessed with sharp things. Espe fally knives: l'magractec
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you have 4-knife, doctor? S ¢
12

i AR e e

PSYCHIATRIST. No—

WALLACE. Do you want to buy one?

PEYCHIATRIZY. No.

WALLACE. (4. (Long pause.)

PEYCHIATRIST. Teil me about your mother, Wallace.

W ALLACE, Shewas live Sylvia Plath without the publishing

contract.

PSYCHIATRIST. Do you remember much about her?

WALLACE. Noching.

PSYCHIATRIST. Nothing at afl?

WALLACE, Nope.

PSYCHIATRIST, Are you sure?

WALLACE, Why are you asking me this? Tell me, would
o ask e shis i my facher weren's paying you?
POYCHIATRIST. You're upses because your father made
you come here.

WALLACE. No, 'm upset becawse he didn’t pick a prettier
prvchiatyist. .

PSYCHIATRIST. Was your mother pretty, Wallace?

WALLACE. (Pause} Yeah, she was prewty. Pragy pretty.

Pretey suitidal. And now she'spretty dead.

PSYCHIATRIST. You koow, Wallace, you don't have 10

sav anything you don's want U say.

WALLACE. Olay. {Lony silence) ,

PSYCHIATRIST. What are vou thinkiog about, Wallace?

{Peuse) Wallace? (Pouse.) Wallace? :
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