OFFICER SHELBY MONOLOGUE

Carla, a therapist, is enraged over her patient's self-pity. Upset, cruel, smart.

You give up so easily! You don't get validation, you walk away. You don't get enough attention,
you take some pills. That's the problem with your generation, really. You're over-indulged by
your parents and you're spoiled and impatient and entitled. Hence the so-called suicide

attempts. You don't want to die, you want people to pity you. It's pathetic.

If you wanted to die, you'd be dead. You would keep trying, over and over, until you got it right.
But you don't drink bleach. You don't hang yourself or jump off a bridge or crash your car into a
wall. You take pills. You stick your head in the oven. It's a cry for help. So stop wasting your
time idealizing and romanticizing death and accept the fact that everyone is miserable. Life is

hell for everyone. They just fake it better.



