Elsa Means Truth
Oral History Performance by Jenna Willis (2007)

Scene
Elsa is a divorced fifty-eight year old Mexican woman. She does not look Mexican nor
does she speak with an accent. Elsa has short dark hair and wears glasses. In her home, she
sits alone on her couch in black and red lounge wear drinking cheap red wine. A faded red rose
is in the vase next to a tissue box on the coffee table.

[In the dark. Play “Delta Dawn” cue #1.]
...When is God going to say,
“Okay, Elsa has paid enough”

[Spotlight on couch that Elsa sits on.]

...My “Meow-Meow Sisters” are way better than having a psychiatrist
Trust me,

I’ve had my share

They don’t have the history that the “Meow-Meow Sisters” and I have
Joanie is my best friend

Our friendship keeps growing

but I really thought it wouldn’t after I moved to Arizona,
twenty-seven years ago (Drink wine.)

I hate to call her my friend

because she’s more than that to me

There should be a word for that relationship

LOVE

I would do anything for her and her daughter

I call her

“Child of mine”

She’s the daughter I wish I had

But oh well (Drink wine.)

...My fear is that my children will die before me

I couldn’t live through that

I sometimes think I wish I never had children

I love my children

don’t take me wrong

But I think of how painful my life has been because of them
and it’s not their doing

I blame myself for not doing better at raising Milena

Adam had no choice on his life

I know that I did my best for him

(Drinking wine.)

...I was raised in California

East side San Jose

Being the unwanted baby of nine Mexican kids was just crap
I learned English when I went to school

Now I’'m not that fluent in Spanish

but I know my name “Elsa” means truth

My son hates it when I respond in English while he speaks in Spanish
He taught himself by watching Mexican soap operas on TV
Adam,

with all the challenages that he has had to go through

he has surpassed what all the doctors said he would ever be able to do
He puts me to shame,

he is so loving for the word of God



(Pour wine into glass.)
...I hate the word
RETARDED
because of my son,
when he was born his pupils didn’t dilate
at first the doctors told me he was blind and deaf
but it turned out to be Cerebral Palsy
he’s wobbly when he tries to walk, so he’ll always need a wheelchair
even though he is about twenty-two,
his mind will never be over twelve
(Drinking wine.)
...of course,
my ex-husband and daughter blame me for his condition
I HATED them for not being there
not for me so much
but for Adam
I have learned a lot about myself from having him in my life
He has taught me how much I could fight for him and his needs
I learned not only the good in me
but the bad in me as well
I blamed myself for so many years
I see other young men the same age
and cry (Take glasses off and place them on coffee table. Tissue. )
because my son will never have what they have
(Pour rest of wine into glass until bottle is empty.)
Shit
(Tissue. Stand up and pace with wine glass. Drinking.)
I wanted so much to die
I just didn’t know any other ways to help him
I tried everything I could
I just felt I was alone in this and I was tired
I wanted OUT
And out meant for me to die
I just couldn’t do it anymore
I had a home to run and job to keep in check
and a son with many medical needs
that I was just running on empty all the time
[Play “Delta Dawn” cue #2.]
(With wine glass, lay on floor.)
[Kitchen lights slowly come on.]
...after my last attempt to die
I’m lying on the floor and I look up
my vision was blurry
but then I saw this good-looking man over me
and I stupidly said,
“Are you an angel come to take me to heaven?”
You know what, (Sit-up. Drink.)
he had the nerve to call me “mame”
he said,
“No mame, I’m just a paramedic” (Drink.)
I had lost all the abilites to comprehen
the State told my ex he will have to take Adam to live with him
after all,
we had joint custody
and I was ready to do just that



I wanted OUT

Within days my ex and daughter started looking for a group home
They didn’t do this for me

It was because he was shitting bricks

after all,

he would have to start being a real father

...on my last attempt

the doctor called my ex to see if he would pick me up from the hospital
and he told the doctor to put me in a cab

all these years,

my ex and daughter made me feel so unwanted,

so worthless of a person

But I have forgiven them

I can’t hold on to the hate inside of me

or it will destory me again

and I’m not going to let them do that to me ever again
Oh, shit

I have to pull my head out of my ass

(Drink wine until empty.)

Well,

in truth,

maybe now that my daughter is a new mom

we can somehow reconnect

God willing

...Okay, I'm off my soap box

(Look at empty wine glass. Get up and walk to kitchen.)
[Spotlight turns off.]

I think it’s time for the good stuff

(Sit near phone and pour drink. Sip. Pickup phone and dial.)
And now I think it’s time for a session

Meow-meow! Hi girls! (Laugh.)

[Kitchen lights fade.]



