2

BENEATH THE SKIN DEEP
 

A TV studio. We see technicians preparing for a broadcast. ACTOR is stood motionless upstage. The FIRST A/D is pinning a small microphone to ACTOR’S lapel. There is a voiceover.
V/O. (ACTOR). My heart is encased with armoured plating, shot through by steel rivets and bolted to my ribs to stop it from shaking. Not allowing anyone to climb in and stopping anything from getting out. Impregnable to most things maybe, but not from the corrosion within. Nothing is ever free from time and nature and the punishment that those twin gods of fear and anxiety rain down upon us.
The light fades to black apart from a single spot focusing on the actor’s face.
ACTOR. I wonder what it is about me that makes you believe that I’m incapable of showing my emotions. Do you think that I’m invulnerable from pain? Or grief?  Maybe it’s easier for you to think of me as someone who doesn’t really care or show much sympathy whenever you talk about the pain you feel and the suffering you’ve had to endure before coming to see me. Well, let me correct you on that part of the equation that identifies solely with you and dismisses me to the margins set aside for figuring things out. Guess what? I hurt too. Difficult to believe isn’t it. That maybe I hurt as bad as you in my own way, it’s hard to say, but I’m sure it’s more than you imagine. And here’s the crunch, I don’t show it. I can’t fly that kite on a breezy day and then try to get it back up there when the air is still. It just doesn’t work that way. And if it’s a case of us comparing each other’s sense of frustration at not being able to deal with the cause of the problem, what then? Of course, I’m the villain. It’s easier that way, someone to blame. The person who probably could have helped, but who wouldn’t help. You see, it places me and all I hold dear in a delicate situation, one that is as uncomfortable for me as it is for you. Don’t you think that I’d love to step across that wall of silence that separates us and reach inside of you to make you strong again? Don’t you know how strong I have to be myself from even trying something like that? Sometimes, I have to show you that your agony is not exceptional and even if at times it feels as if it’s tearing you apart, that there is always someone else whose pain is probably worse than yours.
Pause.
So what’s the coping mechanism, you ask. The truth? There isn’t one. At least not one that fences you off from any discomfort. But if you could multiply those symptoms of yours by a couple of hundred or so then you’d have some idea of why I have to lower the shutters so much further than I’d like them to be. Unlike the priest in a confession box, at least you get to see my eyes. And although I’m not on the hotline to the creator, bowing my head to one side and muttering words of absolution to rid you of your pain, I still wish for that pain to go away as much as I wish for the anxiety that accompanies it would subside in me. Ours is not the kingdom of heaven and these hands that you feel upon your flesh are not blessed to heal. They are there for reassurance and comfort.
Pause.
ACTOR.  I hope that I’m not all rock face and dry monologue being squeezed through my lips like a well-rehearsed script. I hope there is some kind of sentiment in my voice because I do care what happens to you and most nights I lie awake worrying, wondering how you’ll cope if the situation becomes much worse.
Light rises.
ACTOR is motionless. The FIRST A/D moves to ACTOR and attempts to move him to the next set.
ACTOR. You must know that you can call me anytime, day or night? I’m always there for you. You may not like what it is that I have to say and I may not always be happy to see you. But I’ll never turn you away. Never. I wonder if you could say the same to me.
ACTOR is escorted by the FIRST A/D downstage to a desk and chair. On the desk are framed photographs of children and a family group photo, a desk pad with pen holders, etc. Light fades until there is a single spot focusing on the ACTOR’S face. He looks at the photographs then reaches forward to push a button on a small metal box.
ACTOR. Hello. Could you send my next patient in please? Thank you.
Set is disassembled. 
Fade to black out.
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