Screenplay: Drunks by Gary Lennon
Given circumstances: She is at an Alcoholics Anonymous meeting

Shelly

I am in a state today. My mother is in town, and she is staying with me…in my apartment, in my bedroom….in my bed…..with me! I am too old to be sleeping with my mother. If I could crawl out of my skin I would…..she is driving me crazy, and if I say something, she acts like she doesn’t understand what I’m talking about…she acts like I’m making it all up….I don’t want her going to the bathroom in my house, I don’t want her sitting on my toilet bowl. I just don’t want it…..my mother is the type of person that you want to write to, not to talk to….not see every day. I know that sounds mean but it’s true. I can’t stand the person I am when I’m around her. I placate. She controls me. She is controlling. My mother could have won World War II by herself with one hand tied behind her back…..and today I’m running all over the place trying to find something to buy for her, for a birthday gift…..she doesn’t need anything…she’s loaded….I know what I want to get her, I want to get her a chocolate covered valium or prescription for lithium, whichever is stronger….but I think she already has one of those…..I don’t know. Maybe a hit of ecstasy would do. I know I’m over-reacting, but right now, I’m in the middle of it and can’t see my way out, and I’m feeling crazy…I have to remember I am a survivor. I have survived alcoholism, not to mention the tender loving care of my mother…..life goes on…..deep breaths…I’ll be alright, thanks….I’m shaking, I guess my parents are fine, they’re just not my kind of people. Thanks.
