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Scene:

Group Therapy circle.  Other patients have spoken before David & they have obviously been encouraged to talk about what has led them to seek treatment.  Some have clearly been forced to undergo therapy.  David has taken no part in discussions before his “turn”.
David:

My name is David & I play the cello.

& I’m here because….

The first time it happened they say I just sat in the corner for hours reciting poetry.

“I caught this morning
morning’s minion
kingdom of daylight’s dauphin
dapple-dawn-drawn falcon
in his riding of the rolling level underneath him steady air”

It’s Hopkins…. Gerard Manley Hopkins.

One of the tone poets.

Onomatopoeic, you know.
“The Windhover”, it’s called.
Extraordinary how the sound echoes the meaning…. of a bird just…. hovering.

That was the first time….

They put me on Amitriptyline Hydrochloride…. one of the first generation of anti-depressants…. the  tricyclics…. dry mouth…. blurred vision…. muscle spasms.

But of course I went back to work after….

After the long silence.

Back to my beloved cello.

The second time was almost not worth talking about.
I mean it would be funny if it wasn’t so….

They say I spent a full morning on the median strip outside my house aiming a hair dryer at passing cars…. like a radar gun, you see…. trying to get them to slow down apparently.

After the silence they put me on Mono-Amine Oxidase Inhibitors…. Tetany…. Tinnitus…. Tardive Dyskenesia.

& the cello.

& when SSRI’s…. Selective Serotonin Re-uptake Inhibitors…. the third generation…. became available they put me on them…. Loss of libido…. weight gain…. Insomnia.
But it happened again.

Oh, no poetry or hair dryers this time…. just the silence. 
I remember waking up in Queen Elizabeth Hospital’s Psychiatric Ward…. 

2B…. Ward 2B.

I remember because I used to stare up at the sign thinking…. 2B or not to be…. Hamlet, you know
& that was when Mr. Richards from the orchestra told me I couldn’t go on tour any more.
I said I was getting better.
& he said they couldn’t take the responsibility.

I said “but I play the cello” & he said he knew that but I couldn’t play with the orchestra any more.

& I said I thought he just meant on tour & he said no I’d misunderstood & I couldn’t play at all.

& I said “but what will I do?”

“Who will I be?”

& he didn’t answer me.

& he left.

& I’m not sure what happened then….

< beat >

So you see, my name is David…. & I play the cello.

