Form's Intervention:

Nervous chatter before:  "He'll be too high to negotiate."  FORM'S A PIECE OF WORK, YOU KNOW?  WHO'S TO SAY HE'LL COMPROMISE.  THAT DOWNWARD SPIRAL THING.  CHEAP WINE.  HE HASN'T SHOWERED IN WEEKS, I BET.  "Here he comes."  LET'S BEGIN.  "Form, what have you got to say for yourself?  I mean, this writer here has given and given and given.  She can't cover for you anymore.  Please say you'll get help now."  OH, FORM.  OH, FORM.  WE'RE HERE BECAUSE OF YOU, FOR THE LOVE OF YOU.  (Weeping.)  "Form?"  Form's father reads his letter.  (Garbled words.)  FORM, SAY YOU WANT HELP.  THAT YOU'LL GO NOW.  A TREATMENT CENTER FOR HAPLESS FORMS.  IN THE SOUTHWEST.  WE'VE GOT YOUR BAGS PACKED.  "Form?"  (Weeping.)  The mother's letter.  (Weeping.)  FORM, THE ONE WHO LOVES YOU, SHARES YOUR BED, DREAMS EACH NIGHT, WAKES IN SWEAT . . . THAT YOU ARE DEAD.  BECAUSE YOU NEVER COME HOME.  Form gathers his things and leaves shouting, "I'll do it but on my own terms, Fuckers, Fools!"  Fade out.  Black.
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