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SHARON POLLOCK ■ DOC 

Demii — no, Demsky. I go to him, I tell him I been gettin' this 
pain in my ticker, and he has me walkin' up and down this 
little set a stairs, and runnin' on treadmills. Jesus Christ, I said 
to him, I'm not tryin' out for a sports team, I'm here because I 
keep gettin' this pain in my ticker! For Chrises sake, I said, 
put a stethoscope to my chest before you kill me with these 
goddamn stairs! 

So how are you now? 

It would've served the bastard right if I'd died right there in 
his office — do you remember how good Valma was with your 
mother? 

I remember. 

Every statutory holiday your mother's killin' herself or seein' 
things crawlin' on the walls or some goddamn thing or other, 
and Valma is like a rock, isn't that right? 

I guess so. 

So I come home from Demsky's, and I get the pain in my 
ticker and I wait  ail  night for it to go away, and long about 
four or four-thirty, I phone Valma. Valma, I say, I'm havin' a 
heart attack, Valma — and she drops the phone nearly breakin' 
my ear drum and I can't phone out and I'm damned if I'm 
gonna get in that car and die all alone on Charlotte Street like 
that foolish Hazen Arbeton — If you were livin' in town, I'd 
have phoned you. 

You couldn't if Valma dropped the phone, Daddy. 

I'd have phoned you first! 

Would you? 

Well if I'd known she was gonna drop that goddamn phone I 
would have. 

What about Robbie? 

Who? 

Your son — Robbie. 

I'm not senile, I know who the hell Robbie is, what about 
him? 

You could have phoned him. 

I couldn't phone anyone! I was  connected to Valma and I 
couldn't get disconnected! 

Would you have phoned him if you could? 
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