Three O'clock by William H. McCann, Jr.

Characters

Harrisson Morriss: late 60’s, retired trial lawyer. 

Eleanor Morriss: a few years younger than Harrisson, her husband’s dedicated caregiver; she is struggling to maintain Harrison’s life as it is. 

Dr. Mary Walton: 40’s, neurologist at St. Elizabeth’s Hospital; she is endlessly patient and unflappable.

TIME AND SETTING:

January 2011, St. Elizabeth’s Hospital, Florence







AT RISE: ELEANOR and HARRISSON are 








seated in an exam room waiting to see a 








doctor.
HARRISSON:  

What are we still doing here, Ellie? It’s been a very long day.

ELEANOR:  

I think all that’s left is for us to meet with the doctor together. I think that she will tell us what’s going on.

HARRISSON:  

That’d be nice. How long have we been here, anyway? 

ELEANOR:  

Four or five hours I guess; we got here at 9:00. Must be close to three by now.

HARRISSON:  

Will we have to come back?

ELEANOR:  

I don’t know. I think they’ll tell us something today.

(DOCTOR MARY WALTON, a doctor in her late forties, enters carrying a doctor’s bag which she sets on the exam table.)
DR WALTON:  

Hello, I’m Mary Walton. Are you Mr. and Mrs. Morriss?

ELEANOR:  

Yes. I’m Ellie and this is Harrisson.

HARRISSON:  

Hello, Dr. Walton.

DR WALTON:  

Hello, Mr. Morriss. 

HARRISSON:  

May I call you Mary?

DR WALTON:  

Of course. I’m sorry that the room is a bit tight—no money in our budget for family comfort, I’m afraid. Mrs. Morriss, please have a seat back there in the corner. I’ll sit on this stool in the center. And Mr. Morriss, please sit here near the door. Is everyone comfortable?


(No response; DR WALTON continues.)
DR WALTON:  

Mr. Morriss, are you having trouble remembering things?

(Throughout the exam DR WALTON is gentle and kind, speaking in a low and reassuring tone and never acknowledging mistakes by HARRISSON or the tensions in the room.)
HARRISSON:  

Not that I’ve noticed.

DR WALTON:  

Mrs. Morriss, have you noticed any instances where Mr. Morriss has had trouble remembering things?

ELEANOR: 

He’s constantly misplacing things, Dr. Walton. But I do that, too: keys, cell phone-—those sorts of things.

DR WALTON:  

Has he ever gotten lost?

ELEANOR:  

Lost?

DR WALTON:  

Has he ever gone some place and had trouble finding his car, or getting back home?

ELEANOR:  

Well, there was one instance—-I’d forgotten about it. I guess it was about a year ago—-when Harry walked down to Baskin-Robbins, two blocks away, and couldn’t find his way back home; we’ve lived on Halligan Drive for years and he couldn’t remember how to get home. I got a phone call from Harry asking me for directions.

HARRISSON:  

I eventually got home, didn’t I?

ELEANOR:  

I drove down and picked him up.

HARRISSON:  

I’d have found my way home eventually.

DR WALTON:  

How did you feel when you got lost, Mr. Morriss?

HARRISSON:  

It was just a grand adventure; I was seeing things in a new way.

ELEANOR:  

No. (Pause) I remember that he was panicked, Doctor. I found him walking up and down in in front of the ice cream store—he was sweating on a cool September day, his hair was disheveled, he looked confused and disoriented. When I pulled up he ran to the car, got in and said that he was relieved to see me.

HARRISSON:  

I was glad to see Ellie; I’m always glad to see her.

DR WALTON:  

I’m going to take some notes as we talk. How long have these things been going on?

HARRISSON:  

A couple of weeks. . . maybe.

ELEANOR:  

Well, he got lost about a year ago. But mostly it’s been recent.  Our sons, David and J.R., came over . . . in, I guess, August or September. (beat) Just before I left to go to the store for a few things I told Harry that J.R. had called to say he would be late. But Harry forgot to mention that to David.

HARRISSON:  

It didn’t matter that J.R. was late.

ELEANOR:  

It did. David told me that you said J.R. was being disrespectful by being late and not calling first.

HARRISSON:  

Well, it was. The least he—

ELEANOR:  

He did call, Harrisson. You just didn’t remember that I’d told you.

HARRISSON:  

Oh.

DR WALTON:  

Are you taking any medicines?
