
SITTING DOWN WITH PAM

BY ANNE MARIE JACKSON

Pam: Anne Marie

Miles: Avery

Shiloh: James

Peg: ???

SITTING DOWN WITH PAM, INT, A CABLE ACCESS TALK SHOW STAGE SET,
DAY, 1993

Pamela Everheart,  a funky, confident, new aged hippie-type,
adorned with copious turquoise and jingly jangly
jewelry/headscarf decorations, sits in a unique arm chair,
spread eagle, her hands in a yogi-type pose.  She is a clash of
cultures and misguided good intentions bordering on intrusive
idiosyncratic "guru" behavior.  Still, she's very confident in
her "powers" as a "healer".  Sometimes she's dead on, and it's
spooky.  Other times, she makes awkward, forced,  intense eye
contact- attempting to "connect" with guests to the point of
severe discomfort.  For everyone. 

A camera man from offstage speaks.

CAM-MAN
And we're on in 3, 2, . . .  

The show's jingle/theme song plays

The show's Logo, which is dated even for cable access televison,
appears on a screen behind Pam, which reads

"SITTING DOWN WITH PAM: AN INTIMATE JOURNEY WITH PAMELA
EVERHEART" A SHOW FEATURING PAM EVERHEART AND PEG GOLDMAN."

as Pam sits intently, trying to appear wise and calm,

while in the background, her "longtime lover" aka broken man of
a husband, Miles, is fiddling with the set- which is mostly
comprised of 18 dream catchers and a slew of cheaply made
bean-bags that are arranged beneath Pam's strange little guru
throne. 

Pam tries to maintain her look of calm strength as she angrily
swats at Miles to get out of the frame.

Miles reacts as an abused man might, ducking and scampering away
dutifully.
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PAM
Hello Friend. And welcome.
Bien-burritos. To "Sitting down with
Pam".  We've got a doggone sparkler of a
show for you folks tonight. Peg's back
from her vacation with the Lakota-Souix.
They're Native Americans. And who better
to guide us on a journey through this
great land?  But first up, we've got a
real treat for you-- a special guest who
will later be performing his hit single,
"In the heartland", a cherished local
Country Singer and Spiritual Wanderer
who just happens to be of Native decent,
himself! 

Miles shouts out a feminine "woo!" from off stage.

PAM
We all know that was you, Miles. Miles
is a huge fan. I caught him trying on a
new look the other day- cowboy boots,
bolo tie, the whole nine yards--- he's a
follower, my Miles. But what an act to
follow! Ladies and Gentlemen,  Please
welcome Shiloh Cimmaron!

Canned Applause.

Shiloh, representative of the Spirit of the Southwest trend in
the early to mid nineties, walks proudly onto stage, looking
something like a hispanic Garth Brooks. He is a large, proud,
strong man, and it's very clear that Pam finds him attractive. 

SHILOH
Hello, ma'am.

Shiloh tips his hat graciously before attempting to sit across
from Pam in one of the set's awkward vinyl bean-bag chairs.  As
he shifts around to get comfortable, the material causes a
sharp,loud noise, similar to a big fat fart.

PAM
For all you little gigglers out there, I
assure you, that was merely the sound of
cheap vinyl-- not a fart.  (addressing
her producer, Bryce) Bryce-- how many
times is that now? Get us some chairs,
my man?  (addressing audience). 
Producers. (addressing Shiloh) My
apologies, Shiloh!  A little fart sound
never hurt anyone, though, am I right?

SHILOH
I've been known to produce a mighty
thunder of my own.
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PAM
Oh ho ho! I like that! A man who isn't
afraid to claim his farts! Now, that, I
can get behind. We're all full of hot
air, aren't we? Let's own it! Miles
calls them "toots". 

SHILOH
I call em' the thunder from down under.

PAM
Oh lordy! Peg can tell you all about
that! Alright, let's get intimate. We
didn't come here for small talk, let us
begin our intimate Journey.  Shiloh,
what is your greatest fear?

SHILOH
Drowning.Like my grandfather. 

PAM
Mmm. You look like a fella who can float
alright. What gives?

SHILOH
I get very relaxed in the bathtub. But.
. . I think it's mostly. . .

PAM
Don't we all. I hear you, Shiloh. I hear
you. Am I too bold to assume that
perhaps your song  "murky waters"
touches on this subject?

SHILOH
It's. . . well, (he hesitates,
thinking).

Pam grabs his face and turns it to face hers, in a forced eye
contact stare-down.  He tenses up, caught off guard.

PAM
Reeelaaax, I'm the best friend you've
got. It's time to face this fear,
pardner. Look. Look into your fear. Look
straight into your fear.

Pam stares intently, making weird little chanting sounds, still
directing Shiloh's gaze.

Shiloh squirms and tries to look around for help.

SHILOH

I. . . I was told. . .
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PAM

(scoffing) You were told. Producers lie.
This is  a show about GROWTH! Now grow,
my little succenlent, GROW.

In a dramatic thrust, Pam shoves Shiloh away and he collapses
into a shameful pile amongst the beanbags.

Muttering to himself, Shiloh struggles to stand, marching off
set angrily. 

Pam, oblivious, turns to address the audience.

PAM
Sometimes what feels like pain is your
spirit surrendering. And upon
surrender---what are we enabled to do?
That's right! We CATCH. OUR. DREAMS.
Catch your dream, Shiloh. You're
welcome. 

We can hear Shiloh blubbering from off-stage, referring to an
"evil devil woman" and "waters of the dark", etc.

PAM
We'll be right back after this brief
message.

Miles, sporting a pony-tail and a well-trimmed goatee, marches
onto set wearing his own version of Shiloh's country singer
attire, along with a leather fanny-pack and several rings on
each hand.  He removes his hat, trying to be repsectful of the
delicate nature of the subject, but instantly fails to garner
Pam's respect or sympathy.

MILES
Pam, now, listen, pumpkin butter,  I
think you've gone too far. Shiloh is a
sensitive soul and your tactics are very
aggressive. Very, Very aggressive. Mean.
Scary. Very mean and scary.

PAM
Miles, quit projecting. Lord of the
Rings over here has a problem with my
"tactics", surprise, surprise. Let me
remind you that you are at best an
Honorarary set designer and occassional
fill-in guest, NOT A PRODUCER ON THIS
SHOW. And for the 100th time, that
fanny-pack makes you look like your
mother!

MILES
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This is genuine leather!

PAM
And you're a genuine fool. Now scram!

Miles sulks and turns to leave. 

Wait.

Miles, expecting an apology, turns to Pam expectantly.

PAM
(gesturing to the fanny pack)

I know you've got corn-nuts in there,
gimme some.

Miles scowls, hesitant.

PAM
(Cutesy, manipulative)

Come on, Bean-Dip, you know my blood
sugar thing.  What flavor? Ooh goodie.
You always get the best ones!

Miles softens and supplies Pam with her treat, then kisses her
forehead dutifully and walks off stage feeling validated.

CAM-MAN
And we're back in 3, 2, . . .

PAM
Betcha missed me! Welcome back! You're
just in time for Flashbacks- featuring
my charming co-host and one-of- a- kind 
partner in crime, Peg Goldman!

Peg enters, dressed scantily in "native garb", holding a
rainstick as though it is a staff, her short, spiky grey hair
done up with feathers and sticks.  She moves as though all her
steps have been carefully choreographed, looking intently into
the audience/camera with a bold, smug, "I am woman, hear me
roar" sort of attitude.

As Peg hams it up for the camera, Pam gets increasingly annoyed
with having to share the spotlight, and keeps brushing Peg
aside, trying to signal to her that she is blocking the camera's
view of the host's chair. 

Peg bows dramatically, and Pam sighs, anxious to get on with the
segment. Peg eases smugly into a beanbag chair, adjusting her
many bracelets.

PEG
Heyyyy Pammawhammadingdong. How's it
hangin'? 
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PAM
Oh Peg! You old jokester.  Ha! Sometimes
I think to myself, Gee, Peg sure sounds
an awful lot like "Pig". It's only one
letter off. Did you ever get called
"Pig" as as a child?

PEG
I've always had the fortune of grace,
so, no.

PAM
But I'll bet people were thinking it to
themselves. Pig. Peg. They're very
similar.

PEG
They did call me Pegasus at one point
though- you know- that mythical horse
with wings? I feel that's much more
representative of my inner psyche. I
soar with the eagles with the strength
of a wild mare. Always have.

PAM
 You soar. Yes. Well, you do like to be
high, don't you? I can think of some
other words that rhyme with Soar that
would illustrate your nature QUITE well.

PEG
Roar? Because I sure do. I am WOMAN.

PAM
No. No. Not that one. Another one.
Another word.(beat) Let's flash back !
This is the portion of the show where
Peg and I journey through our friendship
via photographs, mementos, and our own
memories via our Power of Emotion
Totems-  custom dolls designed by our
very own Miles Everheart-

Peg and Pam each hold up their doll look-alikes, grinning. Peg's
is far more glorious, adorned with glitter and wings- Pam's is
plain, with angry-looking angular eyebrows. Pam is very aware of
this slight, and it fuels her passive aggression.

PEG
Sometimes it's easier to say what we
really feel through the use of dolls.

PAM
Potems. Power of Emotion Totems. They're
not just dolls.
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PEG
Right. Pam is the guru, I'm just the 
pretty little helper fairy! (gesturing
with her sparkly doll)

Pam grits her teeth,trying to contain her annoyance with Peg's
upstaging/self praise.

PAM
Let's get started shall we?  I'll set
the scene: It's 1984, and Wild Peg
Goldman is high on angel dust, driving a
bus she stole from the School for the
Deaf.

PEG
I told them I'd be right back.

PAM
(motioning with the doll, encouraging
Peg to follow suit)

Meanwhile, here I am, working at the
Dairy Queen, just trying to make an
honest living while I explore an
education in  abnormal psychology and
metaphysics.  What happened that day,
Peg? Take us there.

Peg and Pam act out a dramatic scene with the dolls.

PEG
Hey! Quick! Get in! I've got something
that's gonna change your life! 

PAM
But. . . I'm still on shift. . . what
about the. . .

PEG
Don't be such a square, Pamela, the
Dairy Queen will be here tomorrow.
Besides, you're never gonna lose all
that weight working around all those
tempting treats. Let's go on an
adventure!

PAM

Well. . .  I do like adventures. I trust
you, Peg. You're my best friend, and I
know you'd never put me in danger.

(Pam sucks in her breath, holding
back tears-breaking her doll
character)
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What happened next, Peg?

PEG
(somber, as herself)

I took you to Oklahoma and left you at a
nightclub while I did the hokey pokey
with a man named Cricket.

PAM
Yes. Yes you did. And how does that make
you feel, Peg? Show us and tell us.

Peg positions the doll, face down, arms and legs akimbo.

PEG
It makes me feel like a real drag. How
do you feel about it, Pam?

Pam positions her doll with a prop-gun , pointing at Peg's
character. 

PAM
(In a determined, angry voice)

I feel that you are an asshole.

PEG
Wait- Pam-- is that-- is that a gun?

PAM
(defensive but crafty)

No. It's a grappling hook- (BEAT) Ok,
yes, it's a gun. It's a gun to represent
my lingering anger!  Twelve men called
me ugly that night! And four of them
were ugly too! I had my first Coors
Light and kissed a stranger with a
mustache the size of Texas! And just
like you said to those poor deaf
children, you told me you'd be right
back! You said you'd be right back!

PEG
I came back, Pam. I came back for you.

PAM
Six hours later, as I sat, shivering and
alone, ducked behind a Ford Pinto for
shelter. And then what did you do, Peg?
THEN WHAT DID YOU DO??

PEG
I encouraged you to try angel dust and
took you to a party full of strange men.
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PAM
You said we were just going to "have a
little fun". Well let me tell you, Pig
Goldtooth, naked seizures in a hot-tub
full of wrestlers is not my brand of
fun.

PEG
But it's where you met Miles.

PAM
Sweet, simple Miles. He was a shining
beacon of goodness that day.

PEG
He really did wonders with that massage
oil, didn't he? I'll bet those wrestlers
missed him somethin' awful. With hands
like that? Woowee.

PAM
 His hands ARE magic. There at that
Day's Inn, I knew I'd found my match. He
was just as lost as I was. . . oiling up
wrestlers, when he was merely looking
for  the strength of a real love. I had
it.   And we never looked back. Now. My
Potem needs a hug, so I'm gonna have it
straddle this teddy-bear. I've been told
I give very sexual hugs.

Pam and Peg embrace in an emotional display, then Pam turns to
the camera without missing a beat-

PAM
We'll be right back after a message from
our sponsers.

Miles walks onto set, arms outstretched,  flattered and
sentimental, hoping to comfort Pam,  but Pam shoves him off,
annoyed.

Miles mutters "bitch" under his breath, Pam turns, gives him a
warning look, and gestures with an "I'm watching you" motion.

CAM-MAN
And we're back in 3, 2, . . .

PEG
Ladies and Gents, once again, Shiloh
Cimmaron!

Shiloh, a teary-eyed, beligerent wreck, stumbles onto stage and
mumbles his way through his hit single, "In the heartland". 
From the set, Pam shakes her head, as though she saw this
break-down coming.  Peg does a lot of sniffing and nose
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touching, somehow really feeling the music and nodding along
excitedly, suggesting that she might be high.

SHILOH
And in the prarie-land, you feel  your
hair stand- straaaaaight up-

like the corn you had from your daddy's
hand. . .

when you were just a pup-

But them doggy days amongst the golden
Maise are gowne-

'cause you lost your heart, when you saw
ol grandpa start

to drown.

Don't ever go back- it only makes you
fat and sad -- in the heeeaaartlaaaaand.

(breaking the song and shouting)

Fuck you Pam Everheart! You're a
toothless Sea Monster! Burn in hell!

Pam steps up calmy, snaps her fingers for Miles, who comes
running from behind the curtain to comfort Shiloh and escort him
off stage.

During Pam's closing monologue, Miles and Shiloh begin to kiss
passionately from behind the curtain, which Peg accidentally
exposes when she lifts the curtain in her clumsy exit.  Peg,
amused, makes humping gestures at the camera from behind Pam,
egging them on, hamming it up for the camera  and pausing to do
what she thinks are discreet rails of cocaine off her own arm as
she watches Pam and nods along excitedly.

PAM
Well, folks. Healing is a process. I
don't expect miracles. I expect growth.
Sometimes when you're the caretaker, you
tend to absorb the venom from years and
years of people's pent-up emotion.

That's okay.I'm made of pure grit.
Because I'm a healer. I know my truth.
And probably yours too--all I have to do
is look you in the eyes. Are you afraid?
Don't be. We all have gifts.

And sometimes gifts can be a curse. Like
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Miles. He buys me Precious Moments
figurines for every special occassion,
and I hate them. Sometimes I take out my
anger  by throwing them violently into
the hot tub, only to later step on their
remnants, cutting myself with the shards
of my OWN inner rage. 

In this wild world, we are all
constantly forced to grow as we are
faced with valuable lessons. Today I
learned that  people who fear drowning
often visualize their perceived enemies
as mythical sea creatures- and that
wielding a gun, even if it's merely a
toy, can give one a taste of true
power.  Join us next week for a follow
up with Shiloh Cimmaron and a live
performance by a real mime Peg met in
Barthelona!  And remember- catch that
dream!! I did. 
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