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…today—a contemporary college town and Harvard Medical School


Dr. Helen Harlow
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Jack

Brian

Dr. Sizer

Hamlet
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Jack Kirwin
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Dr. John Harlow

Dr. Sizer

Mrs. Phyllis Adams
Doubling

Sizer/Sizer

Phyl/Phyllis Adams

Hamlet/Phineas
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Brian/Dr. John Harlow
Jack/Jack
Helen and Finlay do not double.


Epigraph

The leading feature of this case is its improbability. A physician who holds in his hand a crowbar, three and a half feet long and more than thirteen pounds in weight, will not readily believe that it has been driven with a crash through the brain of a man who is still able to walk off, talking with composure and equanimity of the hole in his head.

This is the sort of accident that happens in the pantomime at the theatre, but not elsewhere. Yet there is every reason for supposing it is in this case literally true. Taking all the circumstances into consideration, it may be doubted whether the present is not the most remarkable history of injury to the brain which has been recorded.
—Dr. Henry J. Bigelow, md, Professor of Surgery at Harvard University, The American Journal of the Medical Sciences, July 1850
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Play
Act 1

Loud music, off. Thumping bass.
A tiny basement suite in Phyllis Adams’s boarding house. phyl lights a smoke, switches on a low-watt bare bulb with a chain.
phyl
Watch your head.
helen enters, carrying a sports bag. They shout over the volume of the music.

Two hundred and eighty, first of the month. No cooking in your room. No loud music after midnight. Bathroom’s down the hall. Baseboard heat. You won’t need it. There’s a window up there. Doesn’t open. Looks onto a brick wall ever since they built that condo next door.
helen
I’ll be out during the day.
phyl
They’re buying up all these old dumps where the college kids live, tearing ’em down and building condos. I’m holding out for a million. Where you from?
helen
Winnipeg.
phyl
Where?
helen
Win-ni-peg.
phyl
Jesus! Finlay! Finlay! Keep it down!
helen
I’ll take it.
phyl
I’ll need references. Real references, not “character” references.
helen
Okay.
phyl
And a month’s deposit, and first month’s rent.
helen
Okay.
phyl
It’s not very quiet, you know. The boys just come and go all hours. You a student?
helen
Uh, no.
phyl
You’re not on the run? Last fellow I had in this one was on the run. ’Scaped from the mental. That’s why I ask for references. Real references, not character references.
helen
I’m going to be teaching. At the college. Look, here’s my faculty id.
helen hands her a laminated card.
phyl
Dr. Harlow. You a real doctor?
helen
Ph.D. Neuropsychology. I study consciousness.
phyl
Consciousness.
helen
The mind?
phyl
Like esp? I’m a bit psychic, you know.
helen
Is that right? Look, I really, really need to find a place.
phyl
Smart young gal like you with a good job could find a real nice rental closer to town. Might suit you better; no offence. My boarders, they’re all good boys, don’t get me wrong. But you got to trust your instincts, know what I mean? I know right away in my gut if they belong here, or if they’re going to run into trouble.
helen
I won’t be any trouble. I promise. This is fine for me.
phyl
All I’m saying is, it’s hard to make good choices when you’re on the run.  
helen
Look, I’m just not myself right now. I’ve been driving for three days. I haven’t slept; I just have to sleep. Please let me stay here. Even just for one night, a couple of hours. Then you can size me up and decide. Just—please. Please.
phyl
Oh, hon. Okay. I’ll get you the keys. You meet me up in the office, first floor, by the laundry. Take your time.
helen
Thank you.
phyl
Phyllis Adams. Boys call me Phyl.
helen
Helen.
phyl
You should get one of ’em to help bring in your things, Helen.
helen
I don’t have much. Thanks. I’ll be fine.
phyl exits, yelling to her boarders.
phyl
What did I tell you about those pizza boxes—get them out of here. I’m not your mother. Do I smell pot? Finlay! Keep it down! Finlay! Finlay!

helen falls onto the bed. Pause. She tosses and turns. Pause. She opens her bag and pulls out a sweater. She unrolls the sweater and removes a human skull. She refolds the sweater into a pillow. Lying down and pulling her coat over herself, she falls asleep with the skull in her arms.
An autumn morning at a railroad construction site in Cavendish, Vermont, 1848. phineas Gage, twenty-five, is preparing a drill hole for a blast. He holds a heavy iron bar, pointed at one end about an inch and a half in diameter, three and a half feet long. He scratches calculations on the ground with a small rock.
phineas
Kirwin! Where’s the fuse, Kirwin?
jack jumps in off a rock. He’s sixteen. He has a pack on his back and carries a reel of safety fuse.

Watch it, Jack! Go slow and keep your mind on what you’re doing and nobody will get hurt. Take a tumble with a sack of black powder and I’ll be docking your pay for the time you spend up in the sky.
phineas helps jack take the pack off.
jack
Thing is, I probably can’t help it. Sophie says I have a underdeveloped faculty of cautiousness, but a pronounced faculty of destructiveness.
phineas
A what?
jack
She’s been reading up on the New Science before the lecture tonight. You going, Phin?
phineas
I’m not much a one for travelling lectures.
jack
Sophie’s going. She’s been making pie all day.
phineas
I’ll take that into consideration.
phineas measures a long fuse and cuts it with a knife, slipping it down into the drill hole.
jack
You like her, right, Phin?
phineas
Your sister? Sure. I like her fine.
jack
You should get married. Just sayin’.
phineas pours sand into the hole, then carefully packs it down with the blunt end of the tamping iron, removing the iron smoothly without scraping the sides.

One day? You could settle here for good, move outta Mrs. Adams’s. Then you and Sophie’d get married, maybe start a stable—she always says she wants to marry a man who raises horses. Then I was just thinkin’, they’d need somebody for this job, so you could train me to be foreman.
phineas
Sounds like you got it all planned out.
jack
I’m just sayin’, it’d be a good life.
phineas
Listen, I’ll make you a deal. If we blast four more yards of the cut today—

jack
Four yards!
phineas
I’ll come to the lecture—for some pie.
They shake hands.

Now pack it up.
jack packs up the kit.

(yelling off) Murphy! Two more to drill beyant 
the bend ’fore end of day. Go take cover, Jack. Way back this time.
jack exits. phineas calls after him.

Farther. More.
jack
Here?
phineas
Keep going.
jack
I can’t see anything from here!
phineas
Keep going!
jack
Aw!
phineas
Now stay there. Take cover! (pause) Fire!
The fuse is lit. phineas exits. Explosion.
helen wakes and suddenly sits upright.
finlay
Hey.
helen jumps. finlay is sitting on the end of the bed with a couple of cans of beer on a plastic six-pack ring and an open can in his hand.


Made you jump.
helen
Were you watching me sleep?
finlay
No. Five minutes tops.
helen
I was just—what time is it?
finlay
Time is an illusion.
helen
What?
finlay
Time is a human construct—
helen
Look, do you know what time it is or what?
finlay
Ten after eleven. Finlay.
He holds out a beer.

This is where you’re supposed to say who you are.
helen
Sorry. Helen.
finlay
Phyl says I should help you with your stuff.
helen
This is it. No baggage.
finlay
Huh. So, who’s your friend?
helen
Friend?
finlay
Skeletor.
helen
Oh. It was my dad’s.
finlay
No shit.
helen
Not his. It belonged to him. It’s a memento mori?
finlay
Right. Huh.
helen
A reminder of one’s mortality?
Pause.

finlay
Why would you want that?
helen
Contemplation?
finlay
Interesting. He really adds to the atmosphere down here. We call this one the crypt. Mine’s the cell. We’re the only rooms in the sub-basement. Beer?
helen
That’s okay, thanks.
finlay
Go ahead.
helen
I can’t.
finlay
Pregnant?
helen
No.
finlay
aa? Meds?
helen
No, look, I just— I’ve been trying to get some sleep.; I’m starting class tomorrow and—

finlay
Okay. Okay. I get it.
helen
—get some rest. Sorry. It’s nothing personal. Maybe later.
finlay
Understood. So what are you taking?
helen
I’m teaching. Psych 101.
finlay
Sorry. I mean, I thought you were a student.
helen
I may as well be. I’m totally unprepared. I’m normally a very prepared person. I was thinking I might just try to wing it. Not overthink it.
finlay
How hard can it be, right?
finlay finishes his beer and opens another. helen opens the last beer, knocking back most of it in one gulp.

Whoa there, shotgun. You okay?
helen
I’m fine. Fine. Fine. I’ve been sleeping in my car.
finlay
You have a car? Sweet.
helen
So, anyway.
helen looks at the exit. finlay makes himself comfortable.
finlay
I’m studying Biochem. Finishing my masters. Course I said that last year.


An
d the year before. I guess I got stuck, and now I don’t like to think about it.
helen
I know what you mean.
finlay
Oh yeah?
helen
Sure. You have a subject that interests you, and the more you get into it, the more it starts to feel like you’re on the verge of finding the key to the secret of life, and you start to see clues everywhere, but then it starts to consume you, mock you. And years go by, but it won’t leave you alone. And the only thing you can do to kill it is finish the work, which is a disappointment to everyone, but mostly to yourself, and then it’s over and you’re just empty.
finlay
Yeah, I should get going.
helen
I’m sorry. What are you studying?
finlay
Eukaryotes.
helen
That’s—yeast?
finlay
Very good. Yeast. Brewer’s yeast.
helen
That for genetics?
finlay
Yep. Don’t remember why I thought it was interesting. I was sort of drifting around, didn’t know what I wanted to do. For some reason I kind of glommed on to yeast.


They’re good-natured little guys. Uncomplicated.
helen
Here’s to yeast.
They drink.
finlay
So, I told you mine.
helen
My thesis was called The Recovery from the Passage of an Iron Bar through the Head.
finlay
Nice.
helen
My great-great-great grandfather was a country doctor in Vermont who kept a journal to document the case of one of his patients, Phineas Gage? No? Who had this freak accident illustrating how the brain—A PAUSE stage direction is needed here.
finlay
What?
helen
The school asked me to give a public lecture on it. My dad taught here years ago, and they’ve named the new visiting lecturer series after him, and they thought… I don’t know what they were thinking. It’s going to be a train wreck.
finlay
I’ll come and cheer you on.
helen
No! It’ll be all donors and Dad’s colleagues and the faculty.
helen vomits a little in her mouth and washes it down with beer.
finlay
I’ll take you out to the pub after.
helen
No, no, no, no. No, really. Don’t.
finlay
Come on, I bet you’re great.
helen
No. No, I am not. I get…

finlay
Will your dad be there?
helen
No. He’s um…

She looks at the skull.
finlay
Sorry. Like recent, or?
helen
Pretty recent. It’s okay. Alan Harlow? No? He won the—oh, never mind.
finlay
What did he teach?
helen
Hamlet.
finlay
Just Hamlet?
helen
He said he found everything he needed in there.
They drink. helen closes her eyes.

So, what are your plans for the future? When you’ve finished your degree?
finlay
Maybe travel. Start a band. Find a cure for cancer. I don’t have a fucking clue.

I don’t like to think about the future, or the past. My strategy is to live in the present. What’s weird is I can imagine the future, robots and that, right? But I can’t picture myself in it. Walking around in it, being a future person, what kind of me I would be then. Sounds stupid, right? Yeah. I know, I know.
helen is asleep.

Hey. Hey. You should lie down. Hey.
finlay gently takes the beer can from her hand and tiptoes out.
A church hall in Cavendish, Vermont, 1848, set with a podium for a lecture. Dr. John harlow paces nervously. sophie Kirwin sits with mrs. adams. jack and phineas stand near the back.
harlow
Are there no more chairs? No?
mrs. adams whispers to harlow.

Oh, very good. Ladies and gentlemen, while we await the—I’m certain—

jack
Speak up!
harlow
—imminent arrival of our distinguished lecturer, Miss Sophie Kirwin will treat us to a song. Miss Kirwin.
Applause.
sophie
How should I your true love know

From another one?


By his cockle hat and staff


And his sandal shoon.

And will he not come again?

And will he not come again?


No, no, he is dead,

Go to thy deathbed.

He never will come again.
jack
He’s here!
harlow
He’s here? Excellent.
mrs. adams
Sh!
sophie
He is gone, he is gone,

And we cast away moan:

God ha’ mercy on his soul.
harlow
Brava, Miss Kirwin.
Applause. The last to finish clapping is phineas. sophie curtsies and returns to her seat. Dr. sizer, assisted by jack, enters briskly with a rolled phrenological chart and porcelain bust. He and harlow shake hands.

Do you need a moment?
sizer
Just go on with a few words of introduction, Harlow.
sizer sets up his equipment. harlow stands at the podium. He is shaking and looks sick.
harlow
Ladies and gentlemen. Ahem. It is my honour to welcome—

jack
Speak up!
harlow
It is a special honour to welcome to… Cavendish, the esteemed Dr. Nelson Sizer.
sizer gives harlow a signal to keep going.

Uh. Dr.… Sizer is a noted expert in the New Science of Human Nature, and I’m certain you will uh… find his lecture this evening enlightening, um. Entertaining. Excuse me.  And filled with good, sound common—
jack
We can’t hear you!
sizer approaches the podium.
harlow
—common sense! Dr. Sizer!
sizer
Thank you, Dr. Harlow, for that eloquent introduction. In’t that right? This evening is entitled “To Thine Old Self be True.” Yes? This above all, to thine old self be true, and it’ll follow, as the night the day, you can’t be false to anybody. In’t that right?

It is a serious matter for a man to be acquainted with himself. They that truly understand Human Nature, beginning with their own nature—those men are best equipped to make a success of life. Now, with the help of the New Science, we can begin to truly know ourselves, through the study of the formation of the skull.
He unrolls a phrenological chart: a picture of a head divided up into “faculties.”

The Organs
, or Faculties, of the Brain. Language. Memory, Form, Colour, Size. Compassion, Benevolence, Veneration. Sublimity, Spirituality. Republicanism. Philoprogenitiveness… that’s a love of little babies, in’t that right, 
ladies?
Titters from the ladies.

This evening we will be engaged in a public examination of a man’s character. Let us begin with a volunteer.
Everyone puts up their hands except phineas, who stands with his arms crossed. jack holds phineas’s arm up.

You, sir!
phineas
Me? Nahhh…

sizer brings phineas up on stage. Applause.
sizer
A fine specimen, in’t that right? Welcome! What is your name, sir?
phineas
Phineas Gage, sir.
sizer
Very pleased to make your acquaintance, Mr. Gage. Now tell me, have you ever been examined by a phrenologist?
phineas
No, sir.
sizer
Very well. Take a seat here. Look this way, please. Your age, sir?
sizer measures and feels phineasPlural Apostrophication of your choosing here  :) skull.
phineas
Twenty-five.
sizer
A Vermonter born and bred?
phineas
No, sir, New Hampshire.
sizer
High forehead. Denotes an excellent business sense. And here, a protrusion—an enlarged faculty of Constructiveness - more faculties as discussed above., ladies and gentlemen. Memory, Time and Locality, all well developed. Judging from your characteristics, a man of your temperament is likely to be employed as a manager in a construction trade.
Mumbles in the audience.

Please reveal your profession.
phineas
Blasting foreman for the Rutland & Burlington Railway.
Applause.
sizer
Dangerous work, Mr. Gage.
phineas
Yes, sir. Got to stay alert, know what you’re doing.
sizer
Pays well?
phineas glances at sophie.
phineas
Yes, sir. Well as I could want.
sizer
And how does your wife feel about your daring profession, sir?
phineas looks sheepish.
phineas
I’m not married, sir. I live at Mrs. Adams’s hotel.
sizer
Ah, Mrs. Adams. Possessor, ladies and gentlemen, of one of the most magnificent craniums I have ever had the pleasure of examining. Mrs. Adams, would you agree with this evening’s assessment of Mr. Gage’s character?
mrs. adams
Yes, sir. Doctor. He’s a hard-working young man, always on time with the rent, helpful with repairs around the hotel and minds his manners. I only wish these boys weren’t playing with explosives—gives me a palpitation just thinking about it.
sizer
Mrs. Adams, rest assured with this fact: your boarder has a fully developed organ of Cautiousness; one of the best I’ve seen.
sizer hands phineas a piece of paper.

As we like to say in my business, son, you’ve got a good head on your shoulders! May I present you with a complimentary phrenological chart to commemorate this occasionoccasion?    
phineas returns to his place in the audience with jack. harlow stands.
harlow
Shall we break for refreshments?
mrs. adams and sophie serve pie. sizer and harlow shake hands.
sizer
My excellent friend!
harlow
It’s been a long time.
sizer
Thank you for making the arrangements for my visit to your pretty little country town.
harlow
I bring in scientific lectures when I can, though I’ll admit it’s mostly for my own benefit. You’ve been making quite a name for yourself.
sizer
And I have a matter of vital importance to discuss with you. Visit me tomorrow, at Mrs. Adams’s. I’ll be reading heads there till one, then you come join me for a drink, like old times, in’t that right?
jack eavesdrops on sophie and phineas as harlow and sizer look on.
sophie
Want some more pie, Phineas?
jack
Phin, someone asked you a question.
phineas
Uh, yeah, sure. Sure is good pie.
sizer
Ah, look at them, Harlow. They speak, they move, they eat, they reason.
phineas
You’re a good singer.
sophie
Well, thank you very much. I take lessons. I have a good teacher.
phineas
Kind of a gloomy song.
sophie
It’s the Bard of Avon. (pause) William Shakespeare?
phineas
Oh. Well, you’re still a good singer.
sizer
They dance, they blush, they love.
sophie
What?
phineas
Uh, that’s… That’s a mighty pretty dress.
sophie
This? It’s nothing but an old calico hand-me-down.
sizer
They make things with their hands, read, write, calculate, create art, create children, raise them, teach them. They love God.
sophie
It’s stuffy in here; I think I’ll step out and get some air.
sizer
This Human Nature we have been given is by far the greatest miracle, in’t that right, Harlow? What a piece of work man is! In’t that right? How noble in reason! How infinite in Faculties! Faculties! Yes! The beauty of the world! The paragon of animals!
sizer and harlow exit.
phineas follows sophie outside. They stand together looking at the sky.
phineas
Nice evening.
sophie
Look at those stars.
phineas
Gets dark early now. Happens slow so you don’t notice it, then one day it just sneaks up on you.
sophie
Why is that, do you think?
phineas
Earth’s getting farther from the sun.
sophie
I didn’t know that.
phineas
They say you can learn something new every day.
sophie
You must be clever, like the doctor said.
phineas
Nah, I prob’ly couldn’t get past the fly-leaf of the primer.
sophie
I think I’d like to be a schoolteacher. One day.
phineas
You?
sophie
Yes.
phineas
Nah.
sophie
Why do you say that?
phineas
Only old maids end up as schoolteachers.
sophie
Well, maybe I will be an old maid.
phineas
I don’t think so.
sophie
No?
phineas
I’m pretty sure about it.
sophie
Why do you say that?
phineas
Sometimes you just get a feeling about something.
phineas takes a stone out of his pocket and fidgets with it. Pause.
sophie
Jack sure does admire you. He talks about you night and day.
phineas
He’s all right. A little rough on the edges, but he’ll settle down, if he don’t blow us all to kingdom come first.
sophie
He says you’re thinking of settling here—once the railroad goes through?
phineas
Maybe. There’s plenty of things I could do, if I put my mind to it.
sophie
What sort of things?
phineas
Might travel, head out west. There’s gold out there, they say. They’ll need skilled foremen. Could make my fortune.
sophie
Oh.
phineas
Or head back to New Hampshire, work the family farm.
sophie
I see.
phineas
Or I might stay right here. Who knows. I might settle down right here in Cavendish. Pretty soon. I’ve been thinking, what I’d really like to do is set up a stable, maybe raise horses for the mail.
sophie
I love horses.
phineas
Is that a fact?
sophie
They’re my favourite thing in the whole world. My uncle has a stable; I go there whenever I can.
phineas
I think that’s what they call a coincidence.
sophie
He’s always looking for help.
phineas
Maybe I should call on your uncle.
sophie
Maybe you should. Maybe I could introduce you.
phineas
Maybe you could.
She watches him play with the stone.
sophie
What’s that?
phineas
Just a stone, from out of the river. Use it for marking where the tarriers need to drill.
He makes it disappear, and then reappear out of her ear.
sophie
Can I have it?
phineas
It’s all scratched up. ’Sides, it’s nothing special, you can fish out a handful yourself down the road a piece.
sophie
I like the one you found.
phineas
It’s kind of my lucky one.
sophie
Oh.
Pause. He offers it to her.
phineas
Here.
sophie
But it’s your lucky one.
phineas
Nah, it’s just an old stone. You have it.
sophie
Are you sure?
phineas
Sure.
sophie takes the stone but holds onto his hand. She inhales deeply.
sophie
I just love that smell. That autumn smell, when the leaves just start to fall and it smells so sweet.
phineas
Yeah.
sophie
Just smell it.
They kiss.
harlow
(off) Ladies and gentlemen, please return to your seats and we’ll continue the demonstration.
jack runs on.
jack
It’s starting!
sophie runs inside.

What happened?
phineas
We were just talking.
jack
I saw you sparkin’.
phineas
Wasn’t nothing. Sides, she just likes me for my Organ.
jack punches him.

Of Constructiveness! Constructiveness!
They grapple. phineas gets jack in a headlock and drags him back inside.
A college lecture hall. Students are seated in the audience. helen enters in a rush with her bag, an armload of books and loose papers. She loads her things on the podium; some fall off.
helen
I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m late, I know—they sent me to the wrong building. Perfect. I'moff to a great start. So. This is the second term of Psych 101: Understanding the Brain. “An Introduction to the entire field—

jack
Speak up!
helen
—field, Emphasizing the Behaviours of the Normal Adult Human Being.” Everybody in the right place?
No reaction.

I’m in the right place, yes?
Snapping sounds. wendy, a first-year student, is snapping an elastic band on her wrist as she reads a paperback edition of Hamlet.

Anybody?
wendy
Yes.
helen
Thank you. What’s your name?
wendy
Wendy.
helen
Wendy. Thanks, Wendy. Wendywendywendy. Got it. Okay, if I can have everyone’s attention now, please? I’ll pass around the course outlines—they’re here somewhere. Oh, crap. I must have left them on the— Yes? Sorry, what’s your name?
jack
Jack.
helen
Yes, Jack. Go ahead.
jack
Where’s Bill?
helen
He’s on sabbatical.
jack groans.
jack
Who are you?
helen
I’m Dr. Harlow. Now let’s… Okay—yes, Jack?
jack
Do we have to call you Dr. Harlow?
helen
No, you can call me Helen.
wendy
But can we call you Dr. Harlow?
helen
So, anyway, last term with Bill you studied parts of the brain and their function. Let’s start with a review of that, okay? We still have a few minutes. Oh wait, I have prizes.
She digs around for a dollar-store bag containing some brain-shaped erasers, which she puts on the podium. Some of them bounce off onto the floor.
jack
What are those supposed to be?
helen
For those of you who’ve done the reading. Little brain-shaped erasers.
jack
Lame.
helen
Right. Well, I’m going to be honest with you, I haven’t taught this material before, but…
helen aims a PowerPoint remote at a projection screen. She can’t get it to work. A hugely amplified computer error “plonk” sounds as helen pushes the wrong buttons.
jack
Helen?
helen
Yes, Jack? What is it?
jack
You haven’t taught before, have you, Helen?
helen stares at the remote. wendy sighs and gets up to show her how to use it.
helen
Oh, great! Thanks W… Whitney?
wendy
Wendy.
helen
Wendy! Wendy. Thanks, Wendy.
The first projections are Michelangelo’s “captives” sculptures. helen clicks through them.

These aren’t mine.
wendy
They’re from another class in here. History in Art 130. We’re doing the Renaissance.
jack
That’s from that ad. “Is your soul being held captive? Struggling to free your authentic self? Get your real self free with Authenticor.”
They flip through more projections. The Sistine Chapel. God reaches out to give life to Man, first the fingers almost touching in close-up, then a full view of God and the cloak that surrounds him.
helen
Thanks, Wendy, it’s okay. Never mind. You can sit down. I’ll draw it on the chalkboard. Where’s the chalk? Where’s the board?
wendy
There isn’t one.
jack
It’s a smart classroom.
helen
Smart classroom. Perfect. Never mind, I know, we’ll use…

helen holds up a brain eraser and tries to point something out on it, but it’s too tiny. She looks back at the slide.

Okay, so this was supposed to be a cross-section of the brain. But okay. Look. This looks kind of like a brain, right? So say this is a brain.
helen points out the brain-shaped area of God’s cloak.

So, what’s this part here? Can somebody tell me what this area here would be? Come on, use your imagination. Starts with an F. Fffff?
jack
Fffffuuuu…

helen
Come on, you guys should know this. Anybody?

wendy
The Frontal Lobe.

helen
Yes! And what do we know about it?

Silence.


Wendy?
wendy
The frontal lobes are involved in problem solving, spontaneity, memory, personality, initiation, judgment, impulse control and social and… sexual behaviour.

helen
Perfect! Here’s a brain.

helen throws wendy a brain. It hits wendy in the eye and bounces across the floor.

Great. Moving on. So. The brain. Okay. So if we were to examine a slice of brain tissue under a microscope, a slice the size of your little fingernail might be full of maybe a million—

wendy
Neurons.
helen
Right! Neurons! With ten thousand synapses each that fire off little electrical impulses, which are all layered and connected to other neurons elsewhere in the brain.
jack
Like the Internet.
helen
Could you hold up your hand before you talk? Thanks.
He holds up his hand.

Kind of like the Internet. But a billion times more complex. Okay, yes, Jack—what?
jack
But if the Internet was made of meat.
helen
Maybe if it was made of meat.
jack’s phone rings. He receives a message and laughs. He texts. The phone continues to ding at intervals as new messages arrive.

What I’m especially interested in is consciousness—you know about that, right?


So, anyway, it’s about the way our brain’s biological functions and systems work together to make thought, feeling, awareness—and a continuous sense of self. That is, what it feels like to be you. Yes, Wendy?
wendy
Like the soul?
helen
Well, you could use the soul as a metaphor for consciousness, I guess.
wendy
So there’s no soul.
helen
Ah… It’s just—consciousness is a very elusive phenomenon. We’re just starting to put the pieces together, but it’s so vast—it’s beyond human comprehension, really. How can I put this?
wendy
How brains work is too complicated for brains to figure out. Is that right?
helen
Possibly.
A bell 
How about: The campus clock chimes.rings. The students leave.

Well, I guess that’s it. That’s all the time we have anyway. Please read the chapter on—!
helen tries to turn off the remote, but it moves on to the next image—a tortured soul from The Last Judgment, being bitten on the leg and dragged to hell by a serpent. wendy crawls past helen, looking for something on the floor.

Can I help you, Wendy?
wendy finds and holds up the little brain eraser.
wendy
I lost my brain.
helen
Reading Hamlet?
wendy
Yeah.
helen
For English?
wendy
No. I’m just memorizing it.
helen
Wow. Are you an actress?
wendy
no.
helen
I just know they’re doing the play here soon, and I thought you might be trying out for Ophelia.
wendy
No.
helen
You just look like you could be in drama, that’s all.
wendy
What’s that supposed to mean?
helen
No, no, I mean, you look nice, interesting. So, just memorizing Hamlet, for fun?
wendy
I don’t do fun.
helen
Oh.
wendy
I just do it. To pass the time.
helen
The time till what?
wendy
Death.
helen
I see.
wendy
It’s kind of—spiritual. When I’m learning things by heart. I go into this state, like an empty state, like a white page or an empty glass. And the words just sort of float down. Fill the emptiness.
Pause.
helen
Oh, so hey, Wendy, I just wanted to say—you know, back there, I wasn’t trying to suggest that people don’t have souls, if that’s what they want to believe. People have all kinds of crazy… I mean, some people don’t think we have consciousness or free will or a continuous “self” even. If we can’t see what’s going on inside other people’s heads, how do we know that they have consciousness? Maybe the world is full of zombies that look and behave and talk just like us, but are just blank and empty inside! Not that you’re—

They look in silence at the slide.
wendy
Dr. Harlow?
helen
Call me Helen.
wendy
I’d rather call you Dr. Harlow. It gives you some dignity.
helen
Thanks, Wendy.
wendy
Do you think there is? A soul, I mean?
helen
No.
wendy
So all we are is just a bunch of electrical impulses in neurons that trick our bags of flesh and bones into feeling alive. How is that different from being a zombie?
helen
Well, anyway, I’d better clean up here and get going; there’s another class coming in. I’m not kicking you out, it’s just I have office hours posted if you have more questions; you can come by any time.
wendy
So, do you think I should?
helen
What?
wendy
Try out. For Ophelia.
helen
Why not. Sure. 
wendy
’Kay. Bye.
finlay enters, bumping into wendy as she exits.

Ow! Watch it, asshole!
finlay
Whoa. Sorry. Didn’t see you there. Hey, Brainiac! How was your first class? I thought I should show you around, take the car and drive into town— Hey, what’s up?
helen
I’ve made a terrible—
helen starts to cry.
finlay
What are you talking about?
helen
I can’t face them again.
finlay
Hey. Don’t. Oh, Christ. Look, I’m not good at… emotional. I’ll get you a… no, listen. I’m gonna go. Okay? Oh don’t—hey, don’t do that. Look. Just—breathe, okay?
helen
Okay.
They take a few breaths together. She calms down and sniffles.
finlay
Just a sec.
He uses his shirttail to wipe her eyes.

Go ahead.
helen blows her nose on his shirt. finlay puts his arm around her shoulder.
helen
What are you doing?
finlay
I thought you might need a—
Pause.

My mistake. I don’t have that much experience with… dealing with…

helen
Multicellular organisms?
finlay
Hey.
helen
I’m just—I’m fine. I’m okay. See?
finlay
You’re going to be okay. Right?
helen
Yeah, yeah.
finlay
Pack up. I’ll drive you home.
helen stuffs her papers etc. in her bag and zips it.

Where’s your keys?
helen looks for her keys in her coat pockets, then unzips and paws through her bag on the floor. No keys. She curls into a ball.

It’s a nice day. It’s spring. Nearly. Sun’s out. We’ll walk. No, hey, the patio’s open at the pub; we can sit outside and then get the bus.
helen
I don’t want to get the fucking bus!
They exit. sizer and Dr. harlow enter, followed by mrs. adams with a tray of drinks.
sizer
There’s an insatiable thirst across this land for information about the New Science. I can’t keep up with the lectures on my own. Listen, Harlow. I’m going to branch out. I need partners.
harlow
Partners?
sizer
I’m only looking for a small investment up front. We’d have you trained at Fowler and Wells, then set you up to tour the Midwest.
harlow
I have a practice here now.
sizer
Country doctor. Treating stubbed toes and broken hearts, in’t that right?
harlow
It’s a nice town. A good life. Uncomplicated.
sizer
That right?
sizer looks at harlow’s suit and shoes.

And what do these good, simple folks pay you in, Harlow? Preserves?
harlow looks at his shoes.

We are on the brink of understanding the essence of the mind, Harlow—the soul! The secret to existence! And there’s money to be made.
harlow
There are other rewards. To help people—ease their pain, give them some comfort.
sizer
There is no Faculty of Altruism, and that’s a fact. Old-school phrenologists once thought there was, bless ’em. Research shows that a man makes decisions in life to serve himself first. We are self-serving animals, Harlow.
harlow
I refuse to believe that.
sizer
You might think that you’ve done humanity some good by treating a bee sting on a toddler’s toe, but you’ve done it for yourself. Maybe not for money, maybe to win a smile from that child’s pretty young mother, in’t that right?
harlow
No. Absolutely not.
sizer refreshes their drinks.
sizer
Do no harm. That’s your oath, doc, in’t that right? Do no harm. That’s a fine and noble sentiment, but it sounds like doing nothing, and doing nothing sounds like the opposite of doing something to me.
harlow
What matters is the life I’ve chosen for myself. Nobody chose it for me.
sizer
Oh, I ain’t denying you got free will, John. I’m reminding you that you do.


We had plans, Harlow! Ambitions! We were going to shake this world awake. Or don’t you remember?
harlow
That was a long time ago. We were students, boys. I’ve changed. People change.
sizer
No, they don’t. They only repress their natural propensities.
harlow
In any case, it’s obvious to anyone that I’m not the right man to give lectures. You’ve seen how I function at the podium.
sizer
A technicality. There’s nothing to fear from public speaking, Harlow. Nothing that practice, preparation and a little liquid fortification can’t cure.
harlow
You don’t understand. My mouth goes dry, my heart pounds, my mind goes—blank. Completely blank.
sizer gives harlow a book.
sizer
Here. Read.
harlow reads.

Out loud. I’m giving you elocution lessons. Dollar an hour.
harlow
But—

sizer
Clock’s ticking, my friend.
harlow
Sure He that made us with such large discourse,
sizer
Stop. Take a deep breath. Again!
harlow
Sure He that made us with such large discourse,

Looking before and after, gave us not

That capability and godlike reason


To fust in us unused.
sizer
Again!

helen’s office. helen, dressed in an old-fashioned skirt suit and heels, is searching through books and papers and scribbling madly on index cards. She looks at her watch.
helen
Oh, Helen, no… Why do you do this to yourself?
She puts her head down on her desk and covers it with her arms.
wendy
Hello? Hello?
helen
Who’s there?
wendy
Wendy. From 101.
helen
Hey, Wendy.
wendy
Are you okay? Or is it—yoga?
helen
You know, Wendy, I’m sorry, but this isn’t a great time.
wendy
It’s your office hours, right?
helen
Well, normally, but I have this thing in an hour…

wendy
The Alan Harlow memorial lecture.
helen
Yeah, right, so, I’m running kind of late and I’ve got some stuff to do to get ready.
wendy snaps the rubber band on her wrist.
wendy
That’s okay. It’s not important. I’ll leave you alone. Bye.
wendy turns to leave. Snap, snap.
helen
Wait— Okay, look. I guess I have a minute. Right. So. Wendy. Is there something you wanted to go over?
wendy
No, not really.
helen
Just came by to say hi?
wendy
Yeah. Hi.
helen
So—how are you finding the class?
wendy
Okay.
helen
Of all the students, you seem the most prepared.
wendy
I’m a brain, you mean.
helen
Don’t be ashamed of being smart.
wendy
I just have this memory. It doesn’t mean anything, apart from making me a freak.
Snap. Snap.
helen
You aren’t a freak.
wendy
Yeah, right.
helen
You aren’t. What’s that around your wrist?
wendy
Office supplies.
helen
Doesn’t that hurt?
wendy
It’s supposed to.
helen
Okay.
wendy
It’s punishment. For when I think a negative thought.
helen
What about?
wendy
Myself.
Snap.
helen
And that helps?
wendy
I don’t know anymore. My wrist is kind of numb.
helen
Why don’t you just—give that to me. Okay?
wendy hands over the rubber band. helen slips it over her own wrist. wendy takes another band out of her pocket and puts it on.
wendy
Look, I wanted to talk to you about something that’s kind of related to class—but if it’s not just tell me to get lost.
helen looks at her watch.
helen
Sure, sure. Shoot. What is it?
wendy
It’s about personality.
helen
Great.
wendy
It’s stupid.
helen
No, go ahead. Go, go, go. I mean—take your time.
wendy
What I was wondering about is, what if someone ruined their personality?
helen
How do you mean?
wendy
Like by reading or thinking too much, could you make a new one?
helen
Uh…

wendy
Like if you’re weird and you can’t fit in and you feel like people are judging you and thinking bad things about you.
wendy takes a glossy fashion magazine out of her bag, rolling her eyes.

I don’t normally read this—I found it on the bus—but look at this: “Do You Have Social Anxiety Disorder?” So I start to take this questionnaire, ironically, not for real. And all twenty-five questions I checked off D! Look! Extremely anxious, extremely lonely, extremely panicked, extremely depressed, extremely nervous, extremely shy, extremely worried, extremely sad! I scored 250! The highest, worst score!
helen
This is an ad, for a drug company. Emotions, like sadness, or fear, or—
wendy
Or rage.
helen
—rage, yes, these are fundamental human experiences. We can’t survive without them. You feel a certain way about certain things because your experiences and instincts are working together to keep you safe.
wendy
Safe, great. What about happiness?
helen
What about it?
wendy
What’s it for?
helen
I guess it’s supposed to give some meaning and shape to your life.
wendy
You guess?
helen
And sadness tells you something isn’t right in your world.
wendy
In my world? There’s nothing right in the whole world—look at it! It’s exactly like you said.
helen
What is?
wendy
That everyone else in the world is a zombie but me, maybe you, and we’re the last real humans with brains and consciousness, and duh, zombies eat brains. So you have to be on guard all the time, protecting yourself, so they don’t get you. But maybe you should let them get you, because it would be so much easier to just be a zombie and not have all these doubts and feelings all the time.
helen
That wasn’t quite what I meant, but I know how you feel.
wendy
No you don’t. You don’t know how I feel because you’re not me. It’s like in your dad’s book about Hamlet!
helen
You read his book?
wendy
Hamlet feels like he is the only thinking, feeling person in a world of ghosts, and once he figures this out, he can’t feel empathy for anyone else.
helen
He wrote that?
wendy
And Ophelia started out as a real person but ends up a ghost too. Haven’t you even read it?
helen
Look, Wendy, sometimes you have to—make an effort. To go out and live your life, and meet people, find your place in the world, and like yourself for who you are. I mean, you’re young, you should be out there with your friends, having…

wendy
Sex.
helen
I was going to say fun.
wendy
Do you like yourself? The person you turned out to be?
helen
There’s things I’d change.
wendy
So why don’t you just change? Make more of an effort.
helen
Because… you’re right. I’m the last person in the world who should be giving advice.
wendy
That’s okay. I got the part. Ophelia.
helen
Wow, Wendy, that’s great.
wendy
You told me I should. So I—did.
helen
That’s really great. Congratulations.
wendy
But then I read in your dad’s book how playing Ophelia messed up all those actress’s heads.
helen winces.
helen
I’m sure you don’t have to worry about that, Wendy.
Pause.

Yes?
wendy
Did your dad really— (mimes pulling a trigger, quietly) Kapow?
Pause.
helen
Where’d you learn that?
wendy
Googled him.
helen
Googled him.
wendy
Were you there?
helen
Yes.
wendy
Couldn’t you stop him?
helen
No. He’d made up his mind.
wendy
Did he leave a note?
helen
Yes.
wendy
What did it say?
Pause.
helen
“Remember me.” This is off the record, okay? Wendy?
wendy
T’is in my memory locked, and you yourself shall keep the key of it.


Bye.
helen
Bye.


wendy leaves. helen looks at the magazine questionnaire.

“I feel uncomfortable in social situations.” (check) “I am always afraid I will embarrass myself.” (check) “No one will ever think I am attractive or loveable.”
She snaps the band on her wrist.

Ow-ow-ow-ow-ow fuck! (check) “My greatest fear is public speaking.”
helen looks at her watch, covers her head and moans.
Dr. sizer and mrs. adams on the piazza of the Adams hotel. mrs. adams sits with a phrenological bust on her lap. She is in a trance. Dr. sizer strokes down her shoulders and arms. He snaps his fingers and waves his hand in front of her face.
sizer
Mrs. Adams, can you hear me?

mrs. adams opens her eyes.
mrs. adams
Yes.

sizer
You are now in a deep Phreno-Magnetic sleep. When I excite each Faculty of your brain, you will freely respond. Do you understand?

mrs. adams
Yes, Doctor.
He rubs his hands together briskly and holds them, palms facing, a few inches apart, gathering a “magnetic field.”
sizer
I will now stimulate the area of Conjugal Love.

He slips his finger under her hat.

Tell me what you see?

She speaks tenderly to the phrenological bust.
mrs. adams
My dearest Robert! My soul’s mate! Darling, it’s your Phyllis! How I have missed you! How I long to kiss your lips.
She kisses the bust.
sizer
It is your late husband you see?

mrs. adams
I have been so lonely, my love! At last we are together again!
sizer
But he left you well provided for when he departed this life?

mrs. adams
Oh yes, he left me nearly twenty thousand, from his investments.

sizer
Splendid.

sizer waves his hand over her head to “remove the influence.”

I will now excite the Faculty of Sublimity.
He slips his finger under her hat.

Tell me, Mrs. Adams, what do you see?

mrs. adams
Such a lovely scene! From up here I can look down over the whole town. The white church steeple, poking up above the trees, and there, the river is babbling along so prettily over the stones. Hello! Hello! I’m up here! Why can’t they see me?

sizer
Who do you see?
mrs. adams
The railroad boys, my boarders. Here I am, here! Wait! Be careful with that knife, young man! That’s no way to— Oh dear! He’s cut himself, oh dear! I can’t bear the sight of—

Very suddenly, mrs. adams covers her ears and ducks, as if she were in the midst of a huge explosion.

Oh, oh! Oh, heaven! Oh sweet heaven! Help! Help!
sizer
Mrs. Adams? Mrs. Adams?
She falls to her knees.
mrs. adams
Someone! Help! Help! Help! Oh heaven!
sizer
What has happened? What do you see?
mrs. adams
Sweet Jesus! Help us!
sizer again makes “reverse passes” over mrs. adams’s head in an attempt to wake her. He consults a manual when she doesn’t wake. He pats her face to bring her out of the trance, then shakes her and slaps her face. He snaps his fingers. She wakes, peacefully.

Did you succeed in getting me to sleep, Doctor? Doctor? Was the experiment a success?
They turn towards the sound of an explosion in the distance.
helen is pacing backstage at the lecture hall, fighting the cord of a lapel mic. finlay comes racing in with helen’s index cards. helen snatches them away.
finlay
Hey, you’re welcome.

helen
Is there anybody out there? Tell me no one is out there.
finlay
Uh…

helen
No, don’t tell me.
She tries to make the mic wire lie flat over her shirt but it sproings up.
finlay
Just relax.
helen
Funny thing about telling someone to relax…
finlay
Here, you clip the pack on your belt and then run it up, under your shirt.
He takes the mic from her, clipping the pack on her belt and lifting her shirt.
helen
I can do it! I can do it myself, okay?
helen turns her back and runs the wire up her shirt.
finlay
I got a seat saved out front. So you can just forget that there’s hundreds of people there and just talk to me. It’ll be okay.

helen
Okay. Go. Go. Wait!
He turns and she throws him her bag.

Okay, now go. September 18, 1848? September 13. September thir— September 13, 1384. Shit! Oh, shit! My mind is totally blank. Don’t do this to me, Helen!
She paces back and forth. finlay puts down the bag and grabs her shoulders.
finlay
Hey. Stop. Take a deep breath. Use your notes. They’ll love you.
He tilts helen forward and kisses her. He tilts her back.

For luck. Go team!

He gives her the thumbs-up and exits to sit in the audience.
helen
Go team.
helen regains her balance and smoothes down her skirt. She takes a deep breath and steps out onto the stage, in front of a projection screen. Her voice is slightly amplified. A projection of the Black River in Vermont, lush and green.

September 13, 1848. Just outside Cavendish, Vermont, on a rock ledge overlooking the Black River. A railroad construction gang, specializing in blasting—they’re known as tarriers—is preparing to blast away a section of rock face to make way for the Rutland & Burlington Railway line.
Projection: A gang of tarriers.

The foreman of this crew is a young man named Phineas P. Gage. Gage is a capable man with a head for business and well liked by his crew.
phineas enters with his tamping iron. jack comes in behind, carrying the blasting kit and a sandbag tied with a cord. phineas and jack prepare the charge.

In preparation for blasting, Gage partially fills a pre-drilled hole in the rock with explosive black powder, then inserts a safety fuse—pressing the charge down lightly with a metre-long iron rod, known as a tamping iron.
phineas gives jack the black powder.
phineas
Fetch the sand, Jack.

helen
Gage takes care not to scrape the sides of the drill hole during this procedure, since a single spark off the rock could ignite the powder.

A projection of a cross-section of a drill hole filled with powder, wick, sand.

A layer of sand would then be poured in over the charge, and this could be tamped down firmly.

jack can’t untie the knot on the sandbag. He borrows phineas’s knife and hacks a hole in the bag, but he cuts himself and cries out.
jack
Ow!

The 1848 action is now in slow motion as helen narrates.
helen
Phineas Gage hears something behind him, and he turns and looks over his shoulder. The tamping iron slips from his hands down into the hole, and as the iron hits the granite, there’s a spark.

phineas lets the rod fall into the hole. Explosion. Projection: the trajectory of the rod through phineas’s head.

The drill hole acts like the barrel of a gun. The iron rod shoots, pointed end up, through Gage’s left cheek and exits through the top of his head. It shrieks through the air and lands with a clang on the riverbank.
Sound of the clang. The action continues in real time. jack and phineas are thrown back by the force of the explosion. jack gets up and rushes to phineas’s side.
jack
No! Phin! Phin! I’ll get a tarp. Somebody! Sullivan! I get… I’ll get the cart. Sullivan, I need help! Phineas! Phineas? Can you hear me? Phin. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. Aw, Phin.
jack sits back. Pause. phineas stirs. He moans and sits up, with extreme difficulty. He’s very calm. He holds his hand over the copiously bleeding left side of his face.
phineas
It’s all right.

He’s struggling to stand. jack watches him get up.

Don’t trouble yourself there, Jack.
jack helps him up.

Let’s call it a day, boys. Can somebody give me a ride into town?

jack
One of the tarriers will get the cart.
phineas
I think it’s time for my physical, anyway. What do you think Jack?
jack
Maybe somebody should take a look at that.

phineas
Maybe I will take this opportunity to visit a physician.

jack takes his shirt off and presses it to phineas’s head.
jack
I’m sorry, Phin. I’m real sorry.

phineas
Accidents happen. Give me a hand there.
They exit.
helen
Phineas Gage should have been dead instantly, yet within moments of the accident he is able to speak, and stand, and walk. He sits upright in a cart for the ride into Cavendish, three quarters of a mile over rough terrain to the Adams Hotel, where Gage and other migrant railroad contractors reside. Along the way, he records his hours in his time book.
On the piazza of the hotel, sizer sits fanning himself with a kerchief, an empty glass in his hand, recovering from his Phreno-Magnetic experiment. mrs. adams enters with a bottle on a tray, from which sizer pours himself a stiff drink. mrs. adams drops her tray and sizer stands as jack and phineas enter, phineas drenched in blood. phineas can walk on his own, but jack, also bloodied and with his cut hand wrapped in a rag, assists.
phineas
Hey, Doc. Afternoon, Mrs. A.
sizer
You’ve got a pretty bad wound there, friend.

sizer lifts the compress from phineas’s cheek.



What happened?

jack
Blasting accident.

phineas
How’s my eye look?

sizer
Tilt your head back, son. Have you sent for the doctor?
jack
One of the terriers gone to get him.
mrs. adams
While you’re (gag) waiting, may I offer (gag) you gentlemen any refresh(gag)ments?

phineas
Ice-cold glass of cider would go down a treat, wouldn’t it, boys?

jack
I guess.

phineas
And a couple of clean shirts!
mrs. adams
I’ll just be a—

She faints. sizer tries to revive her. phineas is woozy from the loss of blood.
sizer
What’s your name, boy?

jack
Jack.

sizer
Keep him talking, Jack. Make sure he doesn’t lose consciousness. Understand?

jack
Yes, sir.

sizer exits with mrs. adams. jack sits with phineas.

Warm today, ain’t it?

phineas
Woo-ee.
jack
Yep.
phineas
Indian summer, all right.
jack
But getting cooler at night.
phineas
Wanted to get the cut through to Proctorsville before snow. That’s about—how far?

jack
Mile and a half?
phineas
We’ll make it.
jack
Yep. We’ll make it.

sophie enters, running.
sophie
Oh, Phineas. Can’t you do something, Doctor?

sizer
I’m a doctor of philosophy, miss. They’ve gone to fetch Dr. Harlow.

sophie
Where is he? Why isn’t he here?

phineas
Settle down, woman, I ain’t going anywhere.
sophie
He’s here.

sophie runs off. mrs. adams returns, averting her eyes, with a jug of cider and glasses and two clean shirts. phineas tosses one to jack and applies the other to his head. mrs. adams is handed the bloody shirt and faints. sophie enters, dragging harlow by the arm.
phineas
Here’s work enough for you, Doctor.

harlow
What happened?

phineas
(calm, alert, but emotionally dissociated) I was packing down a charge, and there was a spark, and blam! Tamping iron went in here, came out here. Iron flew off, how far would you say, Jack?
jack
Fifty, sixty feet.
phineas
Fifty, sixty feet. Now that’s something. Hope I’m not too badly hurt.
harlow
May I look?
phineas lifts the shirt.

You say it went in—?

phineas shows him, a slit on his cheek.
phineas
And it came out here.

harlow
Well, I’ll be.
sizer
I’d say it’s passed between the Faculties of Benevolence and Veneration.
sophie
It’s a miracle.

harlow
We’re losing light out here, I’d better get you inside. I’ll ask you men to help me carry him—

phineas
I can walk.
harlow
I don’t know if that’s wise.
phineas
Wise or no, I can walk.
harlow helps him up. As phineas walks past sophie, he performs the following actions:
He took me by the wrist and held me hard.

Then goes he to the length of all his arm…
And falls to such perusal of my face…
At last, a little shaking of mine arm
And thrice his head thus waving up and down
He raised a sigh so piteous and profound
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk

And end his being. That done, he lets me go,
And, with his head over his shoulder turned,
He seemed to find his way without his eyes…
And to the last bended their light on me.
As the others go in, sophie stays behind. She opens her palm, revealing the stone Phineas gave her the night before. 
helen is behaving strangely, jittery, sweaty and nauseated.
helen
John Harlow is a simple country doctor, so he does what he knows how to do. He cleans and dresses the area around the wound and advises Gage to rest with his head elevated, to promote drainage. Um. Excuse me. I’ll be back in a moment. Just a minute. Right back. Won’t be a sec. Talk amongst yourselves.
helen walks off the stage calmly, smiling. As soon as she reaches the wings, she breaks into a run. The stage is empty, but her mic is still on. You can hear her run down the hallways, a door swinging open, a bathroom stall. helen vomits noisily, several times.
finlay gets up from his seat in the audience and runs after her.

Oh, oh, oh. Oh fuck. Oh, fuck. Okay. I’m going to be okay. I can do this. Be rational. You are having an anxiety attack. Don’t be weak! It’s all in your head! You understand the brain! Get a hold of yourself! Snap out of it!
helen slaps herself and pounds the sides of the stall.
finlay
Helen? You in here?
helen
Get out of here! Leave me alone! Just leave me alone, for Chrissake. (vomits)
finlay
You got the flu?
helen
Go and tell them I had to take an emergency call or something. Go! And what did you mean by kissing me back there? I’m warning you, don’t get involved with me, I’m fucked up! (She vomits.) Ohhhh. Why did I choose this outfit? What was I thinking?
finlay
Uh, Helen—
helen
Why did I take this job; I hate this crappy town! I hate teaching; I’m terrible at it! And my students are just— Argh! I just can’t cope with people, normal people! I’ve never been to a party that wasn’t for Nobel fucking laureates, or even had a boyfriend. And I’m thirty-three! Thirty-three! I’m a thirty-three-year-old depressive virgin nun bookworm with no life, whose life’s work— Ha! “Work,” if we can call it that, is a joke! I’m a total fraud, and one day everyone is going to realize that I have nothing, nothing of interest to contribute. (weeping) Oh, this is so humiliating. I’ve never been so humiliated.
finlay
Helen.
helen
What?
finlay
Your mic is on.
Sound of the mic being torn off and hurled across the room. The rest is silence.
Intermission.
ACT 2
helen’s room and phineas’s room. Everyone is unconscious.
helen is asleep in her bed with her pillow over her head. finlay lies on the floor, propped against the bed, with a beer in his hand.
harlow is asleep propped up at his desk with his head in his hands.
phineas lies in bed with his head elevated. sophie kneels near the end of his bed, hands clasped in prayer, but asleep.

harlow’s head slips and he wakes with a start. He looks at his watch and places it on the desk. He gets up stiffly and goes to Gage’s bedside.
helen stirs, then sits up suddenly. She shuffles to the desk, looks at harlow’s watch.
helen
Oh, shit.
She sits at the desk with her head in her hands.
harlow touches sophie’s shoulder.
harlow
Miss Kirwin?
sophie wakes.
sophie
Is he gone?
harlow
He’s still with us. Go lie down. I’ll send for you if there’s a change.
sophie
Where’s Jack?
harlow
I gave him some drops to help him sleep and sent him home.
sophie
Can I get you anything, Doctor?
harlow
Would you ask Mrs. Adams to bring some tea?
sophie exits. phyl stands at the top of the steps to helen’s room.
phyl
Mornin’, hon. Finlay says you weren’t feeling so hot last night.
helen
I guess you could say that.
phyl
I brought you some tea. And I threw your clothes in the washer.
helen
Oh, right. Thanks.
helen takes the tea. phyl sits on the steps.
phyl
How’s the brain work going?
helen
Not great. Mine isn’t working so well at the moment.
phyl
Happens to all of us. My old man, Robbie, rest his soul, he had the whatchacall, tumour in his brain. Size of a golf ball. They sucked it out with a little vacuum. Robbie’s awake the whole time, joking with the doctor in the operating theatre. He says, “Hey Doc, relax, this here’s brain surgery, it ain’t rocket science!”
helen
You must miss him a lot.
phyl
We’re soulmates. We’ll meet again next time around. That’s how it goes.
Pause. They watch finlay sleep.

You could do worse than this one, I guess. Good to see him cleaned up for a change, ’stead of holed up alone in his room, irrigating his sorrows night and day.
helen
We’re not—
phyl
It’s okay, hon, I been around the block. Dryer buzzer’s gonna ring.
Dryer buzzer rings.

Told ya I was psychic. You feel better, okay? Holler if you need anything.
helen
Thanks, Phyl.

phyl leaves.
harlow takes phineas’s pulse and records it in his journal. phineas is restless.
harlow
Pulse seventy. Head hot. Constant agitation of the lower extremities.
phineas opens his eyes.

Good morning, Mr. Gage.
phineas
Mornin’, Doc.
harlow
How are you feeling?
phineas
Kind of banked up here on the left side. What time is it?
harlow
Seven o’clock.
phineas
I’m late for work.
He tries to get up but is too weak to lift his head.
harlow
Mr. Gage, I regret to inform you that you won’t be going to work today.
phineas
Tell the boys I’ll be a couple of days.
harlow
You’ve lost a great quantity of blood.
phineas
I got an iron constitution, Doc. I’ll show you. Beback to work in no time.
harlow
Rest now, and live to show me, Mr. Gage.
mrs. adams enters with tea. She puts it on the desk. Over her arm are phineas’s clothes, which she places neatly near the bed.
mrs. adams
Here are his clothes, cleaned and pressed. I’ll leave the dressing of him to you and the cabinet maker.
harlow
Thank you, Mrs. Adams.
mrs. adams
He’s waiting down on the piazza to take the measurements. What do I tell him?
harlow
(taking mrs. adams aside, quietly) That he’s approximately five foot six, a hundred and fifty pounds.
mrs. adams
He likes to take the measurements of the deceased himself.
phineas
Mornin’, Mrs. A.
mrs. adams starts. phineas coughs up a piece of bone. He holds it up to his right eye.
mrs. adams
Oh, my Lord.
phineas
This good for something, Doc?
harlow examines the flat piece of bone.
harlow
A fragment of skull. I think I should examine the wound manually, Mr. Gage, to make sure that there are no splinters of bone embedded in your brain.
harlow begins to unbandage phineas’s head.
phineas
Be my guest.
harlow
Mrs. Adams? Will you hold this for me?
Harlow finishes his tea and hands Mrs Adams his teacup.

Thank you.
harlow drops the piece of bone in the saucer with a clink.
mrs. adams
But it’s the Limoges!
harlow rolls up his sleeves.
harlow
Mr. Gage, having never served in the battlefield, I have only read about this procedure. It may be unpleasant.
phineas
Well, take a deep breath then.
harlow
For you. It may be unpleasant for you. But I’ll take your advice just the same. Mrs. Adams, you may want to avert your eyes. Please open.
phineas opens his mouth. harlow takes a deep breath and inserts his index fingers into the entry and exit wounds. He removes fragments of bone that he drops into the waiting saucer. mrs. adams swoons each time she hears one hit the porcelain, but remains conscious for the sake of the china.
phineas
Good work, Mrs. A. You’re doing fine.
helen kicks finlay’s foot.
helen
Hey. Hey. Hey! Wake up. Wake up.
finlay
What? Hey. Ow.
helen
I need my keys.
finlay fishes the keys from his pocket and hands them to her.
finlay
Wait, back up. What’s going on?
helen
Do you need a ride?
finlay
Shouldn’t you call in sick? I told them you have the flu.
helen
Do you want a ride or what?
finlay
No. What’s the hurry?
helen
Oh, nothing. I got myself a brand-new life and I’ve already screwed it up, as usual.
finlay
No you haven’t.
helen puts on her coat and scarf.
helen
Instead of living up to my so-called potential, I’m teaching first-year psych in some rinky-dink, dead-end college. And I suck at it! The students scare the shit out of me. After the spectacle I made of myself last night they’ll probably fire me. I’d fire me.
finlay
They won’t fire you. They’re worried about you.
helen
That’s just what I need. More people asking me if I’m okay.
finlay
They care about you. People care about you. I—
helen
It always starts the same way. I get this feeling, sinking, drowning. Like you’re being pulled under and at some point you stop struggling and just let go. Let it take you. And you might come up this time, or—
finlay
Hey, don’t talk like that.
helen
Or somebody might swim out to rescue you and you’ll pull them down too.
She sits on the bed and puts on her shoes. finlay sits next to her.

Once, I threw myself in the Red River in Winnipeg. I was on this medication, I wasn’t myself. It was really cold and the water was high. I put stones in my pockets. I thought that was a nice touch. But the river spat me back up on the bank. I didn’t even get hypothermia. I lay there for a while, but nobody found me, so I walked home. I didn’t have any money for the bus. I wasn’t planning to take one. I walked down the highway. Cars went by but no one stopped to pick me up.
Pause. He starts to put his arm around her but thinks better of it.
finlay
I would have picked you up.
She looks at him. Pause.
helen
Thanks.
helen checks her pockets for her keys, grabs her bag and exits. finlay pulls the covers up on her bed. There is a lump in the bed. He pulls out the skull and holds it up, Yorick style.

He puts the skull down and pats it absent-mindedly.
phineas is talking feverishly in bed. sophie sponges his face and neck.
phineas
Kirwin! John Kirwin! Where are you, Jack?
sophie
He’s not here. Dr. Harlow gave him a draught to help him sleep. You try to be still now and rest.
phineas
You be careful now, John Kirwin. That’s right. Don’t you get out of my sight.
sophie
It’s Sophie, Phineas. It’s me. Sophie.
phineas
Sophie.
sophie
That’s right. I’m here, I’m right here.
phineas
I’ll not live long so.
sophie
Doctor Harlow? Isn’t there anything you can do?
harlow
Keep him as comfortable as possible.
sophie
He’s been asking for Jack.
harlow
It might be a good time to fetch him.
sophie
I need to be here when he…

harlow
Go and fetch the boy.
sophie exits.

Mr. Gage. You’ve been in a comatose state for a week now. I’ve bled you to ease the fever, and for now I’m going to clean the discharge and trim the fungus from the exit wound and around your left eye. I need you to lie as still as possible.
phineas
That you, Kirwin? Be careful.
harlow
Yes. I’ll be careful.
harlow goes in with scissors.
helen is waiting in Dr. sizer’s office in a medical gown, staring into space. A knock.
sizer
Knock knock knock!
helen
Yes?
sizer
We all set?
helen
Ready.
sizer enters.
sizer
Helen, is it? I’m Doctor Sizer. Hope I didn’t keep you waiting too long.
helen
It’s okay.
sizer
I see you’re teaching at the college.
helen
Kind of. They sent me to get a—physical. For the insurance, I guess.
sizer
Okay, let’s have a look at your history.
sizer reads for a long time, humming a little tune.

Looks super duper. Let’s have a look. Pop up here for me.
He pats the examination table. helen gets up, holding her gown closed in back. sizer checks her blood pressure while asking questions.

Any heart disease in your family?
helen
No.
sizer
Diabetes, cancer, anything like that? Breast cancer?
helen
No. Not that I know of.
sizer
You smoke?
helen
No.
sizer
Super dee. Drink?
helen
Sometimes. But not—
sizer
That’s super. Say “Ah.” How’s your love life?
helen
Wha?
sizer
Are you sexually active? On the pill?
helen
Oh. No.
sizer
Anything you want to tell me?
Pause.
helen
No.
sizer
Super duper. Your parents both alive?
helen
My father is deceased.
sizer
Cause of death?
sizer takes helen’s blood pressure.
helen
Suicide.
sizer
Depression run in your family?
helen
Yes.
sizer
How about you?
helen
Yes.
sizer
Since?
helen
I was eleven.
He makes some notes in her chart.
sizer
But you’re not on any medication? Antidepressants, ssris?
helen
I was. I stopped.
sizer
How come?
helen
They made me suicidal.
sizer
Whoops, that’s not supposed to happen. There’s a new generation on the market, just been approved—I can give you come samples to try. The idea behind this drug is that it introduces you to your “authentic self,” uncovering the real you that’s being held back by your anxiety or depression.
He gives her a small sealed blister pack.
helen
Get your real self free with Authenticor.
sizer
You’ve heard about it?
helen
I worked on the clinical trials. As a research assistant.
sizer
Well, that’s super, isn’t it? Just super. You must feel super proud of your contribution there. It’s helped a lot of people. Very few side effects and super results.
helen
It was like they all had a personality transplant. Everyone was happy, outgoing, open and full of self-confidence and hope.
sizer
Sounds super.
helen
Yeah.
sizer
So what’s the problem?
helen
I hate that kind of person.
Pause.

You’re on it, aren’t you?
Pause.
sizer
If you don’t like the way it makes you feel, you can stop taking it. There may be some side effects when you stop. Dry mouth, insomnia, heart palpitations, night sweats, headaches, rashes, bloating. That kind of thing.
helen
Heart failure. Phantom limb. Hysterical blindness.
sizer
What’s that?
helen
Nothing. Have you ever stopped taking it?
sizer
Why would I?
helen
That’s what they all said.
sizer
Do you know my pain?
helen
Excuse me?
sizer
My wife and I lost our son in a car accident. And now she wants a divorce.
helen
I’m sorry. Jeez, I’m really—
sizer
These drugs have helped millions of people feel better. They’re just trying to cope, go about their daily lives. Try not to judge them.
helen
Okay. Sure. Sorry. I’m sorry.
sizer
Super! Well, I guess we’re done, you can get dressed. I’ll have your paperwork up front. Nice to meet you, Helen. Bye bye now.
sizer leaves the room. helen looks at the samples in her hand.
sophie enters with jack. jack is a ghost of his old self, groggy, weak and shaking. He drags the tamping iron along the floor.
sophie
Go on. He won’t bite.
jack
Phin?
phineas opens his eye.
phineas
Hello there, Jack.
jack
How you feelin’?
phineas
Never better.
jack
Brought you this.
jack hands him the tamping iron, but phineas is too weak to lift it. jack lays the iron next to him on the bed.
phineas
There you are, you ol’ sonofagun! Good to see you, old pal!
jack
Found it on the rocks by the river. I tried to wash it off but it’s kind of greasy.
phineas
Yep, he’s a slippery one, ain’t you? Yes sir. What’s the news at the pit?
jack
Tarriers down Dublin ain’t happy, they brought in the company man to boss the cut.
phineas
Well, they can send him packing home again, ’less he’s looking for trouble. Is he? Because if the company man’s looking for trouble, my old pal knows where to find it.
phineas raises the iron with great difficulty.

Let’s go have a word with this company man. Where are my pants?

He tries to sit up but cannot lift his head.
harlow
Lie back.
phineas
Day or two, I’ll go down the patch and fix it with the boys. You tell them that, hey? You chancy little slackarse.
jack
I ain’t workin’ the cut no more.
sophie
They sent him home on account of not being so good with the noise of the blast.
phineas
Bit late for that, ain’t it?
jack
You said it was an accident.
phineas
I’ll be up on my feet in no time, and when I am, look out boy. I’m coming to put a window in your skull and see how you like it. You’ll be as sore as a scalded pup.
phineas drops the end of the iron rod on the ground, making a loud bang. jack shrieks and recoils. phineas laughs. sophie holds jack.
sophie
Sh. It’s not your fault. Everyone knows it wasn’t your fault.
jack breaks away and exits.

Dr. Harlow? I’m worried after Jack. He doesn’t sleep—he says when he closes his eyes he sees bad things.
harlow gives sophie a preparation in a small bottle.
harlow
Give this to your brother in the evening. Just a spoonful. And keep the bottle with you. Out of sight.
sophie tucks the bottle in her pocket.
phineas
Sophie?
sophie
I’m here.
phineas
I’m starvin’, Sophie.
He digs the tamping iron into the floor and uses it to roll on his side and sit himself up.
harlow
Please lie back, Mr. Gage.
sophie
What do you want, Phineas?
phineas
Pie?
helen pops a pill out of the blister pack and weighs it in her hand.
phineas, alone in his room, places the pointed end of the tamping iron on the floor and pries himself up. He stands, leaning heavily on the iron. He puts on his pants. He takes small, slow, determined steps forward.
helen swallows the pill, with difficulty. She coughs the pill up.
sophie wraps a blanket around jack’s shoulders. Sheopens the small bottle and sniffs it, then measures out a spoonful and offers it to jack.
sophie
Please, Jack. Take it. Take it! For me. Take it for me. Please.

She holds his head and forces him to take it. jack pulls away from her, but soon settles.
helen, gagging, chews the pill and swallows until it is gone.
mrs. adams is making phineas’s bed as harlow enters.
harlow
Mrs. Adams, I left strict orders that he was to remain in bed.
mrs. adams
He came down into the parlour and called for breakfast. Then he went out.
harlow
You let him walk out the door—
mrs. adams
He had that crowbar in his hand; I had to let him go.
harlow
Less than two months after his injury!
mrs. adams
He’d dressed himself, walked down the stairs on his own, had a full breakfast and two cups of tea and went out into the street. He always comes back before supper.
harlow
He’s been out before?
mrs. adams
For the last two weeks, every day but Sunday.
phineas enters with the tamping iron. It has been raining and he has no coat.
harlow
Mr. Gage. Why aren’t you in bed?
phineas
A body gets restless, lying around.
harlow
Where have you been?
phineas
Outside. There ain’t a goddamn law against it.
mrs. adams
Language, Mr. Gage!
phineas
Bleeding Jesus on the cross, woman, don’t work yourself into a lather.
harlow
I’d prefer that you were in bed, Mr. Gage.
phineas
I’m better in every respect! I’m fit as a stallion and hung like one too. Right, Mrs. Adams?
mrs. adams
Oh! Oh!
She flees.
phineas
Ugly as a tar bucket.
harlow
You may feel well in your body, but your temperament must be given time to recover. If you don’t return to bed, I will administer another purgative, and that will knock you off your feet, I promise you.
phineas
Your purgatives make me puke!
harlow
That’s what purgatives are for, Mr. Gage.
phineas
That’s what purgatives are for, Mr. Gage.
phineas parrots harlow. mrs. adams enters with a letter.
harlow
It is inadvisable that you continue to venture out of doors in this weather. Stop that!—without proper shoes or a warm coat. You’ll catch a chill!
phineas
Catch a chill!
harlow
Stop that at once.
phineas
Stop that at once.
harlow
You’re behaving like a child.
phineas
You’re behaving like a child!
harlow raises his finger at Gage. Gage raises his finger back. Pause. Gage withdraws his finger and scratches the scar on his cheek, laughs. harlow opens the letter.
harlow
I’ve had a letter from Doctor Sizer. You remember him?
phineas
To thine old self be true? In’t tha’ righ’, ladies? Yes?
harlow
Very good.
phineas
Fix me up some chitlins, Yankee, I’m starvin’!
harlow
He’s related your story to the dean of Harvard Medical School. We’ve been asked to travel to Boston at their expense for the presentation of my journal of your recovery.
sophie, jack and mrs. adams enter. jack is suffering from opium withdrawal, aching, agitated and confused.
phineas
Boston, eh?
harlow
When you are able to travel.
phineas
Goddamn beaneaters.
harlow
Miss Kirwin.
sophie
Doctor.
harlow
How are you feeling, Jack? Sit down here.
harlow examines jack, looks in his eyes, takes his pulse and temperature.
jack
Tell him.
sophie
Shush, Jack.
jack
Tell him!
sophie
I gave him the medicine.
harlow
And he’s sleeping now?
sophie
A kind of sleep.
harlow
Good lad.
jack
We used it all.
harlow
What’s that?
jack
We used it all.
sophie
He means the medicine.
harlow
I don’t see any reason to continue the course, nature will take over the good work from here.
jack
But!
sophie
Doctor says you don’t need any more, Jack.
jack
Tell him! Soph. Please, please.
sophie
That’s enough, Jack.
jack
Soph!
sophie
I said that’s enough!
jack strikes at her and harlow grabs him.
harlow
Are you looking after him on your own?
sophie
Auntie Rosemary’s taken us in. It’s only for a little while, till Jack can find new work. Hello, Phineas.
phineas whistles.
mrs. adams
Say hello to the young lady, Mr. Gage.
phineas
Well hello, Miss Sophie. Look at you, all feathered out in your gladrags.
sophie
You sure are looking well after your ordeal. Are you in pain?
phineas
No kind of pain a night in the whorehouse wouldn’t mend, if you get my meaning. Do you?

mrs. adams
I’m sorry, dear. He just comes out with these things.
sophie
I brought you some oatcakes, Phineas. I made them myself.
phineas
Goddamn oatcakes. Too dry. Get stuck in a fuckster’s craw.
mrs. adams
Mr. Gage! I’m used to your big behaviour, but Miss Kirwin is not. You apologize this instant.
phineas
Save part of your breath for breathin’, woman. You’re such a talker you blowed in on your own wind.
sophie
Please don’t talk to Mrs. Adams that way.
phineas
Just airin’ my lungs, ladies! They oughta hire her to keep the goddamn windmills running.
phineas starts eating oatcakes.
sophie
I thought you didn’t like oatcakes.
phineas
Better’n what she dishes up; can’t stomach it. Right now I could eat a folded tarp.
He chews, then lets it fall out of his mouth into his hand. sophie turns away and harlow follows her. While they talk, jack quietly reaches into the doctor’s bag and grabs what he can.
sophie
Dr. Harlow. I can help take care of him.
harlow
You have your brother to care for, Miss Kirwin.
sophie
But I want to help. I want him to come back, back to his old self.

He just needs to get back to work. He wants to. He walks up the river to the site every day, every day they send him home—company man says they’ll take him back when he’s himself again. How long do you think that will be?
harlow
He might never be his old self.
sophie
Don’t say that.
harlow
He shouldn’t even be alive. It’s a miracle that he survived.
sophie
My uncle needs a man to work the stable. I’ll go and ask him now. Jack! He can work there until he’s well again. Jack, it’s time to go! Where is he?
harlow
You’ll be careful, Miss Kirwin?
sophie
What do you mean?
harlow
Just—be careful. He’s not the man he was.
sophie
Jack! We must be patient. All will be well. Jack! Where are you, Jack?
jack is gone.
helen’s room. She enters in workout clothes with a tin of muffins. Her bed is made with mathematical precision, but she stops to straighten it minutely as she walks past. finlay staggers past her door and looks in.
finlay
Morning.
helen
Good morning! How are you?
finlay
Me?
helen
Yes!
finlay
I’m okay.
helen
Super! Love your shirt.
finlay looks at his shirt. She points out the tin of muffins.

Help yourself.
finlay
You made these?
helen
Just a mix out of the box, but they’re not bad. I picked it up when I was out jogging. Want one?
finlay
No, thanks. Jogging?

Pause.


You sure you’re okay?
helen
Why, do you notice something different?
finlay
You seem kind of—

helen
What?
finlay
—hard to describe.
helen
Come on. Try.
finlay
Perky?
helen
Like, more relaxed, more at ease with myself?
finlay
No, just—not yourself.
helen
Maybe I’m more myself. A whole new me. Think about that. Maybe I’m more—authentic?
finlay
Right. Like in those ads, “Break free! Unlock your authentic—”
He picks up the Authenticor pack from off the desk.
helen
The old Helen was too serious, too sad, too fearful. Everything was too packed with meaning.
finlay
I liked that Helen.
helen
Really. What did you like about her, exactly?
finlay
I don’t know. Exactly.
helen
Her inability to cope with the smallest thing? That special way she had of embarrassing herself in front of hundreds of visiting dignitaries?
finlay
Hey, I brought her home that night. I made excuses for her. I put her to bed. I hosed down her car.
helen
Well, I like the cap O old - it's the name of that Helen, Old Helen.old Helen is gone. G-o-n-e. She’s dead. She’s nowhere. Where she belongs.
finlay
No she’s not. She’s still in there. I know it. You in there?
helen
This is me. Me.
finlay
Look in my eyes. You’re in there, right?
He grabs her face and stares in her eyes. She smiles and sticks out her tongue at him. He drops his hands.
helen
It’s better this way. Not just for me. Look, maybe I’ve finally woken up? Okay? Maybe the clouds have lifted and—surprise! I feel better. Like a normal person.
finlay
Normal. And what’s that supposed to feel like?
helen
Like this! Like a normal, stupid, happy person!
finlay
Stupid?
helen
You know, okay, not stupid, but not always so self-aware.
finlay
What the fuck?
helen
This morning the new, improved, authentic Helen, me, woke up to get on with her fucking life. And maybe you should think about doing the same, instead of hiding out in this dump, slacking off and trying to avoid ever finishing your degree.
finlay
I’m not stupid.
helen
I didn’t say you were.
finlay
You implied that I was.
helen
I wasn’t calling you stupid, just people in general. No no no. It’s just that you’re not—
finlay
What?
helen
Deep.
finlay
I can be deep. I’m deep.
helen
Yeah, and what do you study? Yeast.
finlay
Yeast… cellular biology! The foundation of life! It’s not easy, you know. Just because they’re single cells, they’re still—it’s hard, okay? A lot of math, chemistry. Genetics! Jesus! Lay off! It’s complex. I’m deep.
helen
Fine. You’re deep.
finlay
And what’s so great about complexity, anyway? Single cells don’t have brains, but they’re still born, and they live, and have relationships, kind of, and support each other, and reproduce, and die.
helen
Good for them.
finlay
You have no idea how other people feel, do you?
helen
I know exactly how other people feel.
finlay
How do I feel, then, Dr. Harlow? What’s your professional opinion?
helen
You are experiencing an emergent property of the mammalian autonomic nervous system, which is based on protein synthesis.
finlay
What is that supposed to mean?
helen
All through your life, your brain has been creating a template, against which you profile every person you meet to see how they stack up with your ideal.
finlay
No I haven’t.
helen
Yes you have, you just aren’t conscious of it.
finlay
Well, you certainly aren’t my ideal. My ideal is a lot younger, and blond. With big tits. And a nice car. And she doesn’t have a thought in her empty little head, and if she does, she keeps it to herself. Okay? How do you stack up? You have a car, and I wouldn’t call it nice.
helen
Well you certainly aren’t my ideal.
finlay
Oh yeah?
helen
Yeah. I want a brilliant, cultured, academic man, a man with wit, class, taste, vision and ambition who knows where he’s going! Not some pathetic pound puppy who’s always hanging around trying to bum a ride to the liquor store.
finlay
Oh, very nice. Well, you know what, Evil Helen? If this is the authentic you, you suck.
helen
I’m just trying to cope with my life here, okay?
finlay
Everyone around you is trying to cope with life. It’s hard and deep and serious and mysterious.
helen
“Deep and serious and mysterious.”
finlay
Knock it off. You aren’t the only one in the world with problems, or feelings, or a brain, or an inner life, okay? At least my Helen was a human being. Now she’s some kind of zombie.
helen pursues him like a zombie.

Knock it off. I said—!
He flicks her hard on the forehead.
helen
Ow!
finlay
How do I get this through your thick skull?
Flicks her again.
helen
Ow!
finlay
Wake up! Wake up!
helen slaps him with her oven mitt.

Okay, fine. If my Helen comes back, tell her—
helen
There is no “your Helen.”
finlay
Maybe not. But if she decides to make an appearance, tell her—

helen
What, tell her what?
finlay
Never mind. Forget I said anything.
finlay exits.
helen
Tell her what?

Pause. She tries to cry, but can’t.

Weird.
She picks at a muffin, chews a bit. She lets it fall out of her mouth into her hand. She scrapes the crumbs off her tongue.
Harvard Medical School, 1849. phineas on a step with his tamping iron. harlow is pacing. sizer enters.
sizer
I’ll say a few words of introduction: Distinguished surgeons, et cetera, et ceterea, faculty of Harvard Medical School, the case which is before you today seems beyond the realm of possibility, and yet, contrary to popular belief, it is no Yankee invention!
harlow
They think we invented it?
sizer
Doesn’t hurt to plant a little suggestion of fakery; it makes the truth look better. You look pale, Harlow.
harlow
My reputation is at stake.
sizer
When you have proved to the panel beyond a doubt that the iron bar did pass through his head, just think of it! Illustrated pamphlets, books, exhibitions, miniature souvenir tamping irons!
harlow
We’re not interested.
sizer
I’ll handle the business end for my share of the profits, and we’ll provide for your friend here—room and board and a close carriage between destinations.
harlow
He’s not insane, he doesn’t need a padded carriage.
sizer
Where’s your sense of drama, Harlow! The arrival of a sealed conveyance in a provincial town heightens the element of mystery! Danger! Besides, his head’s healed over now, he’s not much to look at. You have to give the people their money’s worth.
harlow
I won’t allow you to capitalize on his misfortune.
sizer
His misfortune is our good fortune. I’ve contacted Mr. Barnum’s American Museum of New York. They are most interested in Mr. Gage’s fascinating history.
harlow
I’ll go in there and deliver my paper, but it ends here, do you understand?
sizer
But, Harlow, think of what it means for science!
harlow
It may have no meaning. He was the victim of a one-of-a-kind accident.
sizer
He recovered!
harlow
To a degree.
sizer
But you healed him! It’s a bona-fide miracle!
harlow
I dressed his wounds and tried to ease his pain. God, or nature, or whatever you want to call it, healed him. He healed himself.
harlow begins to pace.
sizer
You really do look unwell, John. I hope it’s not your nerves. Just remember to breathe. You’ll be fine.
sizer pats harlow on the back and exits.
harlow
You’re quiet today, Mr. Gage.
phineas digs the rod in the ground.

They’ve asked if you’ll consent to sit for a plaster life mask after the lecture. They’ll display it here in the Anatomical Museum for future generations. Harvard has brought us here at very considerable expense, it would be a gesture—

phineas
I’ll give them a gesture.
phineas makes a series of very rude gestures. harlow mops his brow.

What’s up, Doc? Your gills are green.
harlow
I don’t take pleasure in addressing an audience.
phineas
Don’t you worry; I’ll do all the talking. I have a lot of experience.
harlow
I’d rather you didn’t in this instance, Mr. Gage.
phineas
I’m not afraid of a bunch of bigwig docs. Puffed up gasbags; my old pal could take the wind out of their sails straight.
phineas swings and lunges with the tamping iron as if it were a sword. harlow wrestles it away.
harlow
Mr. Gage, what have I said about the iron?
phineas grabs at it, but harlow holds it out of his reach.

Now, I will ask you to remain silent during the proceedings. They may question what happened to you. They may not believe it happened at all. Please, no matter what they say, do not speak. I beg you. Do you understand?
Gage nods.

Good. And I want to apologize, for getting you into this.
harlow gives the rod back and Gage holds it close. sizer returns.
sizer
They’re ready.
harlow
I’ll be there in a moment.
sizer exits. harlow smoothes his jacket and clears his throat. Quietly:

September 18, 1848. September 13—September… September 13, 1348.
He mops his face. phineas puts his hands on harlow’s shoulders and straightens harlow’s tie.
phineas
Take a deep breath, Doc.
They take a breath together.

There’s nothing to fear but a bunch of old gasbags.
phineas makes a long farting sound and waves the air. He puts his arm around harlow’s shoulders as they go in together.
harlow
Thank you, Mr. Gage. That’s very encouraging.
phineas
Any time, Doc.
sizer steps up to a podium.
sizer
And now, without further ado, my personal friend of many years, Dr. Harlow.
helen enters and stands at the podium. She looks tired and she is drinking from a huge water bottle. jack is asleep and snoring. wendy is wearing a daisy chain in her hair and is picking at a small bouquet of weeds.
helen
Okay. Sex differentiation in the brain. Females are more likely to internalize their psychological problems, and this may result in anxiety, depression, eating disorders and suicidal thoughts. Adolescent males may exhibit oppositional behaviours and delinquency, chronic fatigue—

jack snores.
finlay enters, in a lab coat, with a chart. It has a hastily drawn picture of the brain with arrows pointing to bits of it, some chemical names and a list of symptoms or “side effects.”
finlay
Five minutes.
helen
Why are you wearing that lab coat?
finlay
Uh—I’m a chemist?
helen
This is my class.
He sets up the chart.
finlay
Yeah, I can see they’re riveted. Okay, people, wake up!
jack wakes.

Today we’re going to talk about chemistry.
wendy
Uh, this is Psychology?
jack
Who are you supposed to be?
finlay
I’m a guest lecturer.
helen
You are not.
wendy
He’s Helen’s boyfriend.
helen
He is not!
finlay
If you’ve been paying attention here in Dr. Harlow’s class, you know that the way we behave has a lot to do with chemistry. Your brain is saturated with all kinds of chemicals, which influence the way you behave and your body state. How do you feel, man?
jack
Okay.
finlay
No, how do you feel?
jack
Okay. Hungover.
finlay
Right! So chemicals are being produced and absorbed all over your brain all the time, and they’re telling you how to feel. We’ve got some neurotransmitters over here, norepinephrine, and dopamine, they can make you feel kind of high and exhilarated, like you can’t sleep, you’re not hungry, you’ve got lots of energy, maybe you have kind of obsessive thoughts about something, or someone. How am I doing? You guys getting all this?
wendy
Yes.
finlay
How about you, bud?
jack
Yeah.
finlay
Great! You guys are quick. We’ve got the oxytocin here— It’s created in your—? Come on, you guys—
He looks at helen.

Dr. Harlow?
helen
Hypothalamus.
finlay
Excellent. And released into your—
helen
Pituitary gland.
finlay
Very good, gold star! So these neurotransmitters here can cause your heart to beat faster, blushing, sweaty palms and a feeling of well-being. You feel kind of more alive.
He looks at helen.

I’m not going too fast for some of you?
helen
No.
finlay
So with this chemical soup sloshing around your brain, your personality can change. Your brain gets messed up, and there’s nothing you can do about it, you can’t control it. And things can start to look different to you, clearer, like the world is maybe a better place than you thought it was. Okay, so what are we talking about here?
jack
Drugs.
finlay
Try again.
jack
Sex.
finlay
On the right track.
wendy
Love.
finlay
What was that over here? Did somebody say something?
wendy
It’s about love.
finlay
Right. Good work. Love. It’s a fundamental human drive. Hands up if you’ve been in love.
He puts up his own hand. wendy puts her hand up.

There, she knows what I’m talking about! It’s great, right? Nothing to be ashamed of. Come on, people, work with me. Hands up.
jack puts up his hand.

Very good, you guys have got it. I probably didn’t need to make you guys a chart.
He looks at helen. She looks at her watch. wendy’s hand is still up.
helen
Did you have a question, Wendy?
wendy
No.
finlay
Give the kid a break; she’s in love, right?
She puts her hand down.

helen
Wendy?
finlay
Looks like we’re out of time. You guys can go early.
helen
What?
finlay
Enjoy the sunshine. Take care of that hangover, bud.
The students leave. helen and finlay look at each other. He grabs her wrist.
helen
What are you doing?
finlay
Collecting data.
helen
Stop taking my pulse.
finlay
Little fast. You on any medication?
helen
No.
finlay
Interesting.
helen
I didn’t like how it made me feel, okay? Okay? So now I feel as crappy as ever, thanks. Worse. If that’s even possible.
finlay
I thought Evil Helen was supposed to be the real you.
helen
You hated that me. I hated that me.
finlay
What’d you do with the rest?
helen
Added it to the water supply.
finlay
That’s my girl.
helen
I’m not your girl. And this (She waves her finger between the two of them.) is not going to happen.
Pause.
finlay
It’s going to happen.
helen
It’s never going to happen.
finlay
Bet you five bucks.
helen
I’m not going to bet—that’s ridiculous.
finlay
Because you know you’re going to lose.
helen
Oh yeah, what makes you think so?
finlay
Phyl told me.
helen
Told you what?
He waves his finger between the two of them.

What? Okay. Five bucks. Okay!
They shake on it.
finlay
Sweaty palms. Check.
helen
Listen, Finlay, you seem like a—like a good person. And I’m sorry I’ve been such an asshole.
finlay
I like a challenge.
helen
But I can’t.
finlay
Why not?
helen
I have things to do.
finlay
Like what?
helen
Things. Stuff. I have a lot on my mind, okay. This is too complicated.
finlay
It’s not complicated. It’s simple. It’s yeast-like in its beautiful simplicity. Helen—
helen plugs her ears.
helen
Don’t say it!
finlay takes her fingers out of her ears.
finlay
I love you. And I know you think something bad might happen, or I’ll get hurt or whatever—but I can take it. We can take it as it comes, right?
helen
Maybe my brain just isn’t wired for—
finlay
Listen, you have a choice. You can go ahead and live in your Shakespeare tragedy, fine—or join the rest of us, over here in romantic comedy, where the same shit happens and we go around feeling like crap about ourselves ninety percent of the time, but we bounce back! We bounce!
helen
I just don’t think—
finlay
Don’t think. You can’t control everything. Just be.
helen
What’s that supposed to mean? Be. Be.
finlay
To be! To be! Don’t you get it? Just be! Amazing. Maybe you really don’t get it.

But maybe you’re like one of those people who think they can’t be hypnotized.
helen
What about them?
finlay makes some “hypnotist” gestures in helen’s face. He snaps his fingers. Pause. He exits, walking and clucking quietly like a chicken. Pause. helen looks at the chart and checks her pulse.
A stable in Cavendish. sophie enters, carrying a basket with a cloth over it.
sophie
Hello? Are you there?
phineas leaps out with his tamping iron. She drops the basket.

Phineas!
phineas
You should see your face! Running round like a turpentined cat!
sophie
I brought you some supper. You didn’t come when Aunt Rosemary rang the bell.
phineas
I got things to do, woman!
sophie
Uncle said you were cleaning the stables. It doesn’t look very clean.
phineas
Shovel don’t work properly. Doesn’t fit the hand. Good shovel fits the hand like a glove. (to the iron) I have my tools made to order, don’t I, old pal?
sophie
I’ve told you, if you don’t do the work, Uncle won’t be able to keep you on. He’s done this as a favour to me. Please do what he asks you to. Please. Please.
phineas
That old man’s blind as three kittens in a sack at the bottom of the creek. Got me shovelling horseshit when I’m a natural-born bronc buster, one of the best! I got a lot of experience! I know all there is to know. You gotta keep one leg on either side and your mind in the middle, and don’t be afraid of a fall. Bronc’ll toss you so high that you come down with a bird nest in your shirt pocket. You gotta be boss but be gentle, get inside their heads. Don’t want to break their spirit or they ain’t no use. Ever seen a horse with a broken spirit?
sophie nods.

It’s the most mournful thing in creation. Send ’em off to the glue factory, that’s what I say. Some souls is way past savin’.
sophie
Phineas?
phineas
Phineas?
sophie
I want to give you this back.
She holds out the stone.

You said it was your lucky one. I never should have asked you for it. May be you wouldn’t have had your accident.
phineas
Luck is for the weak! I have an iron constitution. Iron constitution, get it?
sophie
You probably don’t even remember.
phineas
I remember. That night, when the stars smelled so sweet.
sophie
That’s right.
phineas
I been saving it for the right moment, but now you gone and spoiled it, so here. Picked it out. For you. To remember me by.
He hands her a small shiny black stone.
sophie
Thank you. It’s beautiful.
phineas takes an identical stone out of his pocket.
phineas
Wait, look at this one. It’s a beaut. A beaut!
He takes out more stones, one after the other.


And this one, it’s a beauty too, or this. I thought you’d like this one, see that there—
sophie
It’s very nice.
phineas
Wait, that’s not it. Where’s the…

He empties his pockets into her upheld apron.

It’s here somewhere. When I saw it, I said, “That girl will turn cartwheels. I’ll polish it up nice, and one night we’ll go for a nice long walk by the river and I’ll give it to her and I’ll say, Miss Sophie—”
sophie
Phineas—

phineas
No, I’ll get down on one knee and say, Sophie—
sophie
Please, don’t.
phineas
Will you marry me?
sophie
Oh, Phineas, don’t you know how much you’ve changed? I hardly know you. You need more time to get well. I know in my heart that, if I’m patient, you will come back to me. I know you are still in there.
phineas
You’re so beautiful, Miss Sophie. You’re pretty as a picture. You’re sweet as pie. You’re a pretty good singer. You’d make me a good wife. I’m a hard worker. We’ll head out west to California, make us a fortune in gold. You’ll have everything you need, silk and lace and rubies and sweet perfumes. What do you say?
sophie
I want you to be well. You and Jack. That’s everything I want in the world.
phineas
I just need a wife awful bad. I got ambitions, sure, but I’ll stay put right here if that’s what you want. You bet. Settle down, raise those horses you’re so crazy about. We’ll have little babies. You women sure do love the little babies, but you gotta be careful about them, look after them, don’t let them get up to mischief with sparks or dynamite, or something bad might happen. Bam! Over in a second and you won’t know what hit ya. We’ll wake up in the morning when the rooster crows, you feed the little babies, I’ll head out to the stable, bust a couple broncs before coffee. It’d be a good life. That’s all I’m saying.
He kneels at her feet and begins to play with the hem of her dress. She backs away.

How does that sound? Hey? Sometimes I get to wondering, what’s under all that calico, hey hand-me-down? What you got under all that calico, little miss? I’m mighty keen to find out. I’d treat you right, don’t you worry. I’ve got a lot of experience in those areas.
sophie
Stop it! Stop it!
She runs away and falls, and the stones gathered in her apron scatter. He advances on her but she scoots away. He catches her leg and climbs over her.
phineas
What’s the matter with you? You’ve changed. I don’t hardly know you. Never mind, I’ll marry you anyways. You’ve changed plenty since your accident but I still love you. You’re honest, right? Or are you a little slut, flashing your fetlocks at every man you see? A little pig-bitch in heat? Put on earth to breed other little bitches. You drive me crazy, woman.
sophie
Please, come back. Please, let him come back. Let him come back! I can’t bear it.
phineas
You’re as crazy as a parrot eatin’ sticky candy. Have you gone blind? I’m right here! In the flesh! (He puts her hands on his face.) I’m not gonna hurt you. I love you. (wiping her nose with his finger) You’re sure a pretty girl, even with your nose all wet and red and your eyes all squinty and bloodshot. I can still see the pretty girl underneath. I can see her.
sophie
Oh help! O sweet heaven!
She runs away.
phineas
I can see her in there. There she is. I can see her. I can still see her.
phineas becomes hamlet. During this speech, helen walks in, creeping around so as not to disturb him.
hamlet
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all,


And thus the native hue of resolution


Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought,


And enterprises of great pith and moment


With this regard their currents turn awry


And lose the name of action.—Soft you now,


The fair Ophelia.—Nymph, in thy orisons


Be all my sins remembered.
helen
Hi, Hamlet. How’s it going?
hamlet
I humbly thank you. Well. Well. Well.
helen
Sorry to interrupt. I had a class in here this morning and I think I might have left my keys… there they are. Don’t mind me. Keep going.
hamlet
That’s okay. Uh, where was I?
helen
Well. Well. Well. Ah! My lord, I have remembrances of yours I have longed long to redeliver. I pray you now, receive them.
hamlet
Hey, that’s good. You teach lit?
helen
No, psychology.
hamlet
But you know Hamlet.
helen
Oh, yeah. I know Hamlet.
hamlet
Well you should tell the drama department, cause we need an emergency Ophelia.
helen
How come?
hamlet
We had to let ours go.
helen
Wendy?
hamlet
You know her?
helen
What happened? Is she all right?
hamlet
Nothing like that. She was just really into character. All the time. Always asking to run lines with me. But she already knew all the lines—all the lines—like some kind of weird robot. Correcting everybody—it was making us all crazy. Anyway, she starts following me around everywhere, calling me “My Lord.”
helen
Oh, Wendy.
hamlet
Like, okay, it was flattering at first, but then it just went on and on. I tried to be nice about it. I didn’t want to hurt her feelings, but she couldn’t take a hint. So I had to explain that my name is not actually Hamlet, that I’d never been to Denmark and that we weren’t actually going to hook up. We’re in a play. It’s pretend. I have my own life, right? I mean, thanks, but I don’t need a stalker right now, I’ve got essays due and shit.
helen
Right.
hamlet
So the director calls her in, and gives her a warning, and next thing she’s dancing around the pond in the quad in her nightgown singing “hey nonny nonny.” It was just too distracting for the rest of the cast. So they let her go. Hey, you want an Aspirin?
helen
Hm?
hamlet
You got a headache?
helen
It’s nothing. Just a little bruise. Hey, do you guys need a—skull?
hamlet
A skull?
helen
Yeah. For the play. Yorick.
hamlet
A real skull? Like a human skull?
helen
Yeah.
hamlet
You’ve got one?
helen
Yeah.
hamlet
Yeah. That would be wild.
helen
It’s kind of fragile, so you’d have to be careful with it.
hamlet
Of course.
helen
Actually, it’s not that fragile. It’s amazingly sturdy, really. But you know. At one point it held a real—

hamlet
Guy.
helen
—brain. No, you’re right. You’re right. A real guy.
hamlet
We’d totally look after him, for sure.
helen
I’ll drop it off at the drama department.
hamlet
Thanks.
helen
Thanks, Hamlet. Take care.
jack and harlow walk along the bank of the Black River, carrying lanterns.
jack
Sophie—
harlow
Where did you see her? Boy—listen to me. Where did you see her?
jack
She floated under the bridge, then I saw her on the bar beyant, there, by that low branch. Soph—
jack falls to his knees. harlow climbs down into the river and carries up sophie in her undergarments, dripping wet.

Wake her up. Wake up, Soph. Wake up.
harlow
Your sister’s drowned, son.
jack
Do something. Wake her up. You did it for him. He’s the one made her like this, broke her heart, left without saying goodbye. Wake her up. Wake up, Sophie. Soph. Get up. You can do it. Get up. Get up!
harlow carries sophie away and jack follows.
helen’s office. She wraps the skull in paper and places it in a cardboard box. Knock.

wendy enters, sopping wet and dripping. She is dressed as Ophelia, but with hundreds of rubber bands on each arm.
helen
Hi, Wendy.
wendy
Hi.
helen
What’s going on?
wendy
Not much.
wendy peels off the rubber bands into helen’s wastebasket.
helen
I heard about Hamlet.
wendy
Super.
helen
Do you want to talk about it?
wendy
Not really.
helen
I understand.
wendy rubs her bare arms.
wendy
You’re leaving.
helen
Yeah.
wendy
For good?
helen
I don’t know yet.
wendy
Were you going to tell us, or?
helen
I’m sorry, Wendy.
wendy
I get it.
helen
But you’ll like the new instructor. She’s a really smart grad student, really fun, lots of energy.
wendy
Whatever.
helen
I’m sorry, Wendy. I’ve been kind of wrapped up in my own little drama. I just didn’t think anyone would—

wendy
No. You didn’t.
wendy walks towards helen and leans against her. They remain there for a moment. helen finally puts an arm around her.

Okay, bye.
helen
Bye.
wendy darts off, still dripping. helen looks down at her damp shirt. The sound of a collision in the hallway.
wendy
Ow!
finlay
Sorry! Didn’t see you there.
wendy
Watch where you’re going, asshole.
finlay enters, wearing a shirt and tie. He carries a ream of printed pages held together with a binder clip.
helen
Can I help you? Oh. 
finlay
Hi.
helen
Hi. I hardly recognized you. You look…
finlay
What.
helen
I don’t know. Different.
finlay
Thanks. I guess.
Pause. finlay holds up his thesis.

I’m finished. My thesis.
helen
Wow.
finlay
Five years in the making.
helen
Wow.
finlay
I finished a year ago. Actually. I just had to make a table of contents.
helen
When’s your defence?
finlay
Did it. This afternoon.
helen
Oh. That’s why the—

finlay
Tie. Yeah.
helen
How’d it—
finlay
Well. Well. Well.
helen
That’s great.
finlay
Really well. Sailed through. Flying colours.
helen
Well. Congratulations. You should have told me—
finlay
It’s a surprise.
helen
Well. I’m—surprised.
finlay
And now, to celebrate, you and I are going out for dinner, at a nice place, a classy place. You’re going to like it. I had to make a reservation.
helen starts to protest.

No, don’t—you’re coming. And don’t worry, I’m not going to pull anything, try anything, I get it, I’m over it. And you know, the funny thing is, it was good, really, because I could just focus on finishing this piece of shit so I can get on with my fucking life, and I think that I deserve to celebrate, with whoever I want. So humour me. Okay? Just one time, that’s all I’m asking.
helen
I can’t.
finlay
Why not?
helen
I have to go. I told Phyl I’d be out by five.
finlay
What? Where? You quit?
helen
Kind of. Well—they’re giving me some time off. After the “incident.”
finlay
How long are you going for?
helen
A month. At least. I might head out east. Look into a fellowship that I blew off to come here.
finlay
You driving?
helen
Yes.
finlay
Can I come?
helen
I have to leave right now.
finlay
I’m ready.
helen
It wouldn’t be any fun for you.
finlay
Why not? I’ll help. I’ll drive.
helen
I think I need to go myself.
finlay
Okay. You’re coming back, right?
Pause. helen packs her bag and loads up with all her stuff, including the skull box. She has a final look around the office.

Right?
helen
Maybe.
finlay
Well. Bye.
helen
Bye.
helen turns out the light and exits. finlay stands in the dark.
finlay
That’s it.
He tosses his thesis in the trash can. helen comes back in and, juggling her stuff, gives him something.

What’s this?
helen
I owe you five bucks.
helen exits. Pause. finlay unfolds a five-dollar bill.
harlow takes his place at the podium, next to a long, narrow display case covered in a cloth.
harlow
After leaving New England, Mr. Gage was employed for seven years in Chile, where he drove six-horse stagecoaches on a route from Valparaíso to Santiago. During his time there, his health began to fail, and he joined family members in San Francisco. Almost twelve years after his accident, he suffered a series of epileptic seizures, and died.There was no autopsy at the time. When I learned of his death six years later, his family, waiving all claim of personal and private affection, placed these items in my care, which I now deposit with Harvard Medical School.
harlow puts his hand on the case, takes a deep breath and continues.

Mr. Gage’s wonderful accident serves as a reminder of how much we have yet to discover. Perhaps it provides a small piece of the puzzle of our human nature.

In a century, or more, will our descendants be able to say with certainty that they have solved this greatest of mysteries, the secret of the human mind? Or will they find that the puzzle has no borders, only an infinite number of pieces? That is the question.
phyl enters helen’s room with a bucket of cleaning supplies, squirting and wiping down the surfaces. finlay enters. He sees helen’s sheets in a pile on the floor and sits on them.
finlay
I finished my thesis, Phyl. I guess I’ll be moving out soon.
phyl
’Bout time.
finlay
Want to go to dinner with me tonight? Celebrate?
phyl
Sorry, hon. My show is on.
finlay
Okay. That’s okay.
phyl
Don’t worry, hon. She’s coming back.
finlay
What makes you think so?
phyl
I just get a feeling.
finlay
I don’t know, Phyl.
phyl
It’s going to happen, hon.
She sits next to him and puts her arm around him, gives him a squeeze.

Just some things happen gradual, so you don’t notice at first. Then they kind of sneak up on you.
helen enters.
helen
Hi.
finlay jumps. He looks at phyl.

Sorry. Didn’t mean to sneak up on you. My car won’t start.
finlay
Is it just dead or?
helen
It feels like it wants to start.
finlay
Is it making a sound? Like rer-rer-rer?
helen
Kind of.
finlay
I’ll come look.
helen
Do you know how to fix cars?
finlay
It’s not brain surgery.
They exit.
harlow becomes brian, a curator of the collection at Harvard Medical School. helen calls from off, then enters.
helen
Hello? Hello? Is anyone here?
brian
Yes?
helen
I’m Helen Harlow.
brian
Dr. Harlow! I’m Brian.
helen
Hi, Brian.
brian
It’s so good to meet you at last.
helen
Oh, okay. Thanks.
brian
You just made it; we’re closing.
helen
That’s okay, I’ll be quick. I have someone waiting in the car.
brian speaks to the covered display case.
brian
Hey, Phin, you have a visitor. Dr. Harlow’s here.
helen
He’s in there?
brian
You want to do the honours?
helen lifts the dust cover on a display case. Inside are the tamping iron and phineas’s skull.
helen
Wow.
brian
I know.
helen
Wow. The skull is so small and the iron is—
brian
Yeah. I know. It’s a miracle.
helen
Well, not a miracle—

brian
Hey, I’m not a religious person or anything, but let’s call a miracle a miracle.
They look in the case.

Human beings are amazingly resilient.
helen
Yeah.
brian
It’s great to finally meet you. I was a student, of Alan’s, about fifteen years ago.
helen
Oh, really?
brian
Your dad was the best teacher I ever had; he taught me how to think, to really think. To trust my brain. He had that gift. I have a vivid memory of this eureka moment—I was in his Hamlet seminar, and it was a sunny day in the fall and the leaves were starting to turn, and he was lecturing and looking out the window and kind of smiling. And suddenly a light went on in my head. I was a unique entity, capable of independent thought. It was like waking up to the world. He talked about you all the time.
helen
He did?
brian
He had this newspaper clipping in his office; you were getting some international science prize when you were a little girl and you looked so—
helen
Miserable?
brian
No, not at all! Just proud and happy, just like a super smart happy little kid. Alan said if anybody’s going to figure out what it’s all about, it’s that little girl. You okay?
helen
It’s his birthday today.
brian
Your dad?
helen
No—Phineas Gage.
brian
We should celebrate. Just a sec.
He exits. helen leans over the case.

Don’t lean on the case.
helen backs off.
helen
Sorry!
She crouche,s looking into the case. The lights in the library are being turned off. brian returns with a Tupperware container.
brian
Pie? It’s from lunch. Ta da.
He takes out a sparkler and lighter.
helen
Wow. You’re really prepared.
brian
My pal here is a regular party animal, isn’t that right, Phin? I will let your old friend Dr. Harlow do the honours.
helen
This cannot be allowed, Brian.
brian
I don’t think it will set off the sprinklers.
She lights the sparkler.

Let’s sing him “Happy Birthday.”
helen
Oh—I don’t think so.
brian
Come on. He likes it. See? He’s smiling.
helen
No, really. I’m a crappy singer.
brian
I bet you’re great.
helen
You go ahead, I don’t want to ruin it.
brian
What are you talking about? Ruin what?
helen
The moment, or whatever.
brian
What the hell. Live dangerously. Okay?
helen
Okay.
They take a deep breath together.
brian
Okay, go.
helen
You go.
both
Hap—

The sparkler goes out.
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Neuropsychologist Helen Harlow is an expert at understanding the functions of the human brain, and yet her own remains a mystery. Turning her back on a once-brilliant future filled with scientific promise, Helen attempts to escape the mess of her life by diving headfirst into a new one: living in a frat-house basement, teaching Psych 101 to clueless freshmen, and confronting both her depression and the puzzling attentions of her slacker housemate Finlay. Pushed to the brink and increasingly desperate for some semblance of normalcy, Helen finds herself in a doctor’s office looking for a change. But not everyone chooses to change. Certainly not Phineas Gage, a construction foreman in 1848 who miraculously survives an explosion that shoots an iron rod though his head. While Phineas makes an extraordinary physical recovery, he has a dramatic change in personality. Attended to and observed by the young doctor James Harlow, Helen’s ancestor, the legacy of Phineas’s dramatic story shows how far we have come scientifically, and yet how little we can comprehend of the mystery of our own hearts and minds.

“…a colourfully instructive and insightful romantic comedy about change and new beginnings.” —Bob Clark, Calgary Herald
 
“…a wild theatrical romp.” —Louis B. Hobson, JAM!

�If you have one.


�nope


�From what I’ve been able to gather, it has never actually been called the Harvard Medical College, but rather has always been referred to as a school. It was once the Massachusetts Medical College from 1816 to 1846. I got this info from Wikipedia (� HYPERLINK "http://bit.ly/bvw44a" �http://bit.ly/bvw44a�), but I’ve been able to come up with other links that supports this info.


�It was referred to as “the college” in Bigelow’s writing on the subj., but I am v. happy to go with School. 


�I don’t have anything against indicating who the characters are, but it looks out of place to describe just one character out of 14. On the other side of just removing the description, we could also include descriptions for all of the characters.


�What do you think about including the doubling note? Is it necessary or is there a better way to do it? 


�Beyant is correct.


�One paragraph.





�Usually I advocate for using less capitalization in a play, but for this one I’m in agreement with how you’ve used capitals throughout. It adds to the sense that these aspects―Human Nature, the New Science, Faculties of the Human Brain―are being approached with a religious wonder and fervor. Or at least Sizer is playing up those aspects of what he’s trying to sell. I’ve also kept these stylistic choices consistent in the modern sections of the play for the parallelism, and I’ve even suggested places where capitals could be used to make the style consistent throughout. I don’t get to say it often, but excellent use of capitals for emphasis.


�Why, thankye. 


�Should this be title case throughout, as it continues below?


�Would a bell ring at a university-level class?


�Looking back at this change, I’m not sure anymore if this is what you meant. Is Sizer removing the compress to take a look at the wound, or is Phineas removing it himself to show Sizer?


�Sizer is lifting.


�Thanks:  Phineas Gage authority Professor Malcolm Macmillan for his enthusiastic support and his invaluable book, An Odd Kind of Fame: Stories of Phineas Gage.


�


Can you use any of these below from the original production in Victoria? The Calgary production was kind of weird and very heavily skewed to the romcom side...I'd just hate to perpetuate that as the only flavour based on the Calgary reviews. I know these are in the catalogue.








MEDIA REVIEWS








“Anyone interested in seeing one of the finest plays of the year—not to mention the latest and possibly greatest work (to date) from one of our best local playwrights—should rush to catch That Elusive Spark.  I’ve already booked my tickets to see it again.”


-John Threlfall (Monday Magazine)


“Great choice.  With no preconceptions, approaching a new piece has obviously inspired some great performances in the cast, all around, one of the finest productions in recent history at the Phoenix (and my memory goes waaaaay back when it comes to the Phoenix).  Thank director Linda Moore for coaxing groundbreaking work from several of these young stars…”


-Robert Mitchell (CBC Radio)


“Yet overall, That Elusive Spark flashes with admirable vivacity and originality.  It’s an inventively told yarn that pinwheels like a firework, and for Munsil, appears to be something of a breakthrough.”


-Adrian Chamberlain (Times Colonist)
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