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Jonathan Mitchell: This episode of The Truth includes strong language and deals with 
postpartum depression, so if you’re sensitive in that area, you may want to skip this one. 
  
[The Radiotopia logo plays: A filtered voice singing the word ‘Radiotopia.’] 
  
[The sound of a pen writing on paper begins and continues under the voiceover.] 
  
Joanna (voiceover): Dear Diary...  
  
[Ominous chime music begins playing.] 
  
Joanna (voiceover): [small chuckle] I think the last time I wrote “Dear Diary” was back in high 
school. And now… I have a baby. 
  
Joanna (flashback): [screams in pain] 
  
[Under Joanna’s scream, a heart monitor is beeping.] 
  
Doctor (flashback): Push! 
  
Eric (flashback): I can see her! 
  
Joanna (flashback): Oh! 
  
[A baby wails. The baby continues to cry under the dialogue. Joanna makes sounds of 
exhaustion and euphoria, as Eric laughs in wonder.]  
  
Joanna (flashback): Oh god! 
  
Eric (flashback): She’s here! 
  
Joanna (flashback): Oh god! 
  
[Joanna and Eric laugh.] 
  
Eric (flashback): She’s beautiful. 
  
Joanna (flashback): [exhales] Oh! 
  
Eric (flashback): You did it. 
  
Joanna (flashback): [whispers] She’s here. 
  



Eric (flashback): Yeah! [laughs] 
  
Joanna (voiceover): The first thing that surprised me after she was born was her face.  
  
[Baby coos.] 
  
Joanna (voiceover): We’d spent so much time looking at sonograms, but this was the first time 
I saw her… features. It felt like the first secret she had ever kept from me. 
  
[A montage of overlapping voices: “she’s perfect”; “oh my god, she’s beautiful, you guys”; “oh, 
look at her fingers!”; “she looks just like you”; “you’re glowing”; “you must be over the moon”; “I 
am so thrilled for you two.” Many overlapping voices repeat “over the moon.”] 
  
Joanna (voiceover): Everyone’s so happy for me, and I know I should be, too… I mean, I have 
a baby now. I— 
  
[Three quick knocks on the door.] 
  
Joanna (voiceover): ...guess that makes me a— 
  
[The door opens.] 
  
Nurse: Mommy? 
  
[In the background, there are muffled voices from the hallway and from televisions in other 
rooms.] 
  
Joanna: Wh—? Oh, uh…  
  
Nurse: Yeah, I’m… I’m talking to you—Mommy! 
  
Joanna: Oh, right. [laughs] 
  
Nurse: You’re Mommy! [laughs] 
  
Joanna: [laughs] Of course. Yeah. 
  
Nurse: Just checking your vitals, okay? 
  
[The nurse flips papers on her chart.] 
  
Joanna: Okay. 
  



Nurse: [clicks mouth] Aww, look at her! She’s gorgeous. 
  
Joanna: Thank you. 
  
Nurse: She look like you or your husband? 
  
Joanna: Um, well everyone says she looks more like me. 
  
Nurse: Agh, such a little sweetheart! I bet you just can’t imagine life without her. 
  
Joanna: Um, of course, of course not, um… 
  
[Rustles as Joanna shifts.] 
  
Joanna: Hey, um… [exhales] can I ask you a question? 
  
Nurse: Mmhm. 
  
Joanna: Uh, is it… um… [clears throat] is it normal to feel a little, um… distant from the baby? 
  
Nurse: Oh! Do you—you want me to move her closer? 
  
Joanna: Oh, no no, I—[laughs uncomfortably] it’s fine, it’s fine.  
  
Nurse: You don’t want her closer? 
  
Joanna: No, no, I guess I just, um, what I meant is um… [clicks mouth] you know I’ve been 
feeling a little… not myself. 
  
Nurse: Ah, the baby blues. Everyone feels that. You’ll be fine. 
  
Joanna: Yeah, but I mean, I just feel really off, like I-I know I should be happy, but for some 
reason I-I’m not, I—[sighs] Is that normal… for me to feel a little… bad? 
  
[Intense, rhythmic bass synth begins playing under dialogue. Midway through, a high, rhythmic 
synth plays a simple melodic pattern.] 
  
Nurse: [tone shifts to abrupt, protocol-style questioning] Are you sleeping? 
  
Joanna: I-I-I mean I guess I’m not sleeping well. I-I feel tired— 
  
Nurse: And your mood, what’s your mood? On a scale of one to ten? 
  



Joanna: What does that… even mean— 
  
Nurse: Any physical changes? 
  
Joanna: I mean, I just had a baby, so— 
  
Nurse: What about your thoughts? 
  
Joanna: Wh-what about them? 
  
Nurse: Are you planning to hurt her? 
  
Joanna: What?! 
  
Nurse: Yes or no? I have to ask these questions. If you’re planning to hurt her, we need to take 
action to protect her. 
  
Joanna: Well, no, I don—no, I don’t want to hurt my baby— 
  
Nurse: Have you ever been physically violent? 
  
Joanna: That’s not what I’m trying— 
  
Nurse: Has your husband ever been violent with you? 
  
Joanna: N—Eric? No! Never! I—you know—forget I said anything. I just wasn’t feeling like 
myself and wanted to know if it was because— 
  
Demon Voice: You have no idea how to take care of me. 
  
[Eerie, high-pitched tones begin playing.] 
  
Nurse: Oh my god! 
  
Joanna: What was that? 
  
Demon Voice: It’s me… your baby. 
  
[A synth begins playing a minor-key, melodically simplified version of the lullaby “Hush Little 
Baby.”] 
  



Jonathan Mitchell: We all know having a baby isn’t easy. Sleepless nights… you got a sudden 
drain on all of your time and energy, and that feeling that you have no idea what you’re doing. 
Today on The Truth, a story about when your bundle of joy feels more like a bundle of terror.  
  
[ad break] 
  
Jonathan Mitchell: Now back to “Hush Little Baby.” 
  
[Eerie tones play in the background.] 
  
Nurse: What did you do to her? 
  
Joanna: I didn’t do anything! 
  
Nurse: Then why does she sound like that? 
  
Joanna: I don’t know! Is that normal? 
  
Nurse: Of course it’s not normal! 
  
Joanna: Well why is she doing it?! 
  
Nurse: You were talking about how distant you feel, and you think there’s going to be no 
consequences? What will your husband say? 
  
Demon Baby: He’ll say you’re a monster for making me a monster. 
  
Nurse: She’s right. 
  
Joanna: But I-I didn’t mean to! 
  
Demon Baby: He’ll say you’re a monster for not knowing how to feed me. 
  
Nurse: You won’t feed her? Just feed her! 
  
Joanna: I tried, but she just wasn’t latching— 
  
[An intense drumming begins under the dialogue.] 
  
Demon Baby: Feed me! 
  
Joanna: I don’t know, I don’t know how to— 
  



Demon Baby: Feed me! 
  
Joanna: I don’t know— 
  
Demon Baby: DOGS AND PIGS knows how to do this! 
  
Nurse: Just feed her! 
  
Joanna: I’m trying— 
  
Demon Baby: Feed me! 
  
Joanna: Just—just latch! 
  
Demon Baby: FEED MEEEEEEE! 
  
Nurse: Quick, before anyone hears! 
  
[The demon baby growls as it gets its mouth around the nipple.] 
  
Joanna: AUGGHHHHHH! 
  
[The music abruptly stops. The baby is calmly suckling. The door is thrown open.] 
  
Eric: [alarmed] What is it? What happened? 
  
Nurse: Nothing, everything is-is-is completely all right! 
  
Joanna: I was j—I was trying to feed her and she— 
  
[Baby fusses.] 
  
Eric: Is she okay? 
  
Joanna: She’s f—sh—yeah, she’s fine. She’s okay. 
  
Eric: [sighs in relief] 
  
Nurse: And look! She’s latched. 
  
[Baby suckles and fusses.] 
  
Eric: [gasps] Th—uh—that’s amazing! Wow! 



  
Joanna: Yeah. [sighs] 
  
Eric: You okay? 
  
Joanna: It just, it h—really hurts. 
  
Eric: Do you want me to go get the lactation consultant? 
  
Joanna: [interrupting] No! I-I’m fine! I— 
  
Eric: She’s just outside, I— 
  
Joanna: I’m—I know what I’m doing! 
  
Demon Baby: Riiight, sure. 
  
Eric: [gasps] Oh, shh, shh, hey, hey, it’s okay, little one. 
  
[The baby makes normal baby fussing sounds that continue under the dialogue.] 
  
Joanna: You can hear her? 
  
Eric: Hear her crying? My hearing’s not that bad. [laughs]. (to baby) Let’s take a little walk down 
the hallway, huh? (to Joanna and Nurse) We’ll be right back. (to baby) Come on, oh, it’s okay… 
  
[Eric’s voice and footsteps fade out as he leaves the room.] 
  
Joanna: Why can’t he hear her like I can? 
  
Nurse: I don’t know. You don’t even seem that bonded. 
  
Joanna: I have to tell Eric— 
  
Nurse: No! [exhales sharply, then whispers] If I can hear her, that means that you can ruin her 
for him, too. 
  
[Eric’s voice gets louder as he comes back into the room.] 
  
Eric: Shhhhh… 
  
Nurse: Keep this to yourself. 
  



Eric: Sh-sh-sh-sh-sh-shhhhh…. She’s falling asleep! [gasps] Shhhhh. Daddy’s got you, Daddy’s 
got you. Wow. 
  
[An eerie, musical sting plays under the Demon Baby’s voice.] 
  
Demon Baby: But I’ll be back! See you any time between five minutes and three hours from 
now! 
  
[Sting turns into music box chimes and fades.] 
  
Eric: What were you two talking about? 
  
Nurse: Nothing. Just, you know—she’s… she’s a little angel! 
  
Joanna: Right. 
  
Nurse: [whispers to Joanna] Don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone. 
  
  
  
Doctor: And you’ve been sleeping well? 
  
Joanna: Yes. 
  
Doctor: How about your mood? Scale of one to ten. 
  
Joanna: I’m a… 10! Yep, I’m feeling great. Eating great. Doing great. So, yep, I am all set! 
  
Doctor: All right! Just remember to keep track of your baby’s eating and sleeping schedule for 
your pediatrician appointment, okay? 
  
Joanna and Eric: Got it. 
  
Eric: We’ll write it all down. 
  
Doctor: How’re you feeling about going home? 
  
Eric: [laughs] Excited! [continues laughing] 
  
Joanna: Yeah. I’m—really good. 
  
Doctor: Wonderful. Well, we’re wishing you all the best. 
  



[Pensive piano music begins and continues under the dialogue.] 
  
Doctor: Congratulations, Mom and Dad. 
  
Joanna: [laughs] 
  
Eric: That’s us! [laughs] 
  
[Joanna and Eric both laugh.] 
  
Eric: Thank you! [continues laughing] 
  
Joanna: Thanks. 
  
[The last chord of the piano music is held and fades out. A door opens.] 
  
Eric: Welcome home, Sweetie! You’ve never been here before. This is your house! And this is 
the living room… 
  
Demon Baby: [over Eric’s speech] He’s already so comfortable with this. What do you think 
you’re missing? [normal baby cooing and fussing] 
  
Eric: [continuing under Demon Baby] … and this is where the shoes go, and there are 
bedrooms to see! 
  
Joanna: I’m gonna go pump. 
  
Eric: Okay. [a pause, then gasps] Ooh, ooh, hey hey hey! 
  
Joanna: [alarmed] What! Is everything okay? 
  
Eric: Check it out! She loves this light! 
  
[The buzzing of a fluorescent lightbulb grows louder.] 
  
Eric: She’s really staring at it! 
  
Demon Baby: Hope this fluorescent lightbulb doesn’t burn out my retinas! 
  
Joanna: Um, what if that’s bad for her eyes? 
  
Eric: Babies look at light. That’s like the only thing they can see. 
  



Demon Baby: Doesn’t seem like he’s listening. Maybe I should tell him directly… 
  
Joanna: Nonono! No, no, no! Just, uh, Eric, can we just, could you please just not do that? Just, 
j—you know, just in case. 
  
Eric: I-I mean, it’s just… okay— 
  
Joanna: Just, I don—I just don’t—! 
  
Eric: Fine! Yeah, fine! 
  
Joanna: Okay? 
  
Eric: Fine, all right. Yeah, we’ll… we’ll… turn the light off. 
  
Joanna: Okay. 
  
[A switch is flipped, and the lightbulb buzzing abruptly stops.] 
  
Demon Baby: Way to suck the air of the room. 
  
[The door opens.] 
  
Lena: Oohoo, diaper delivery! 
  
Eric: Oh, hey! 
  
Joanna: Mom! I didn’t  know you had keys. 
  
[A bag is set down with a light, jingling thud.] 
  
Lena: Yeah, Eric gave me your spare set yesterday. [to baby] Hi, Sweetie! Oh, it’s Gammy! I 
love you! [laughs, then to Joanna] Welcome home, honey. 
  
Joanna: Yeah, it’s good to be back. 
  
Eric: Thank you so much for the diapers. Um, could you set them over by the changing table? 
  
Lena: Um [laughs], Eric, the uh, the changing table’s not done yet. 
  
Eric: Uh, it’s—it’s a lot of the way there. 
  
Lena: Really? Is it though? 



  
Eric: Partly. 
  
Joanna: We’re working on it. 
  
Lena: Honey, when you were a baby, we just stuck you on a mat and called it a day! [laughs] 
You’ll get it taken care of before Friday. 
  
Joanna: Why Friday? 
  
Lena: Well didn’t Eric mention anything? 
  
Eric: I—uh—no, we didn’t have a chance to talk— 
  
Joanna: Mention what? 
  
Lena: Nothing bad! [laughs] Don’t sound so alarmed. I was just planning a little celebration for 
you next week. For the baby. And you! I mean, so people can meet the baby. And see you! 
  
Joanna: Uh… 
  
Demon Baby: All those people watching… they’ll see what I am! 
  
Eric: I think it’s a nice idea. We’ll get to introduce her to all our friends! They’ll 
get to meet the best baby on the planet! 
  
Joanna: But she’s so... new. 
  
Lena: Well, if she were a boy, you’d be having a bris after eight days— 
  
Joanna: I mean, not necessarily, Mom— 
  
Lena: Of course you would. 
  
Joanna: W-we never talked about having a bris. 
  
Eric: Uh, right, because we were having a girl. But if she weren’t a girl, and we did have a bris— 
  
Joanna: What are you talking about? 
  
Eric: I-I’m—I’m just saying, it would be nice to introduce her to our friends! 
  



Lena: Okay, I’ll do all the planning. All you have to do is show up! And that’ll be easy enough 
since it’ll be at your house. 
  
Joanna: But I don’t want to host a party— 
  
Lena: You’re not hosting. I’ll be hosting! Back at the hospital, I met this lovely couple 
with their own catering business— 
  
Joanna: Who are these people? 
  
Lena: Okay listen, we’ll do it in two weeks instead of this week. Okay? That way everyone will 
be happy. 
  
Joanna: But I... I don’t— 
  
Eric: Why don’t we talk about this later. Want to go for a little walk, just the three 
of us? 
  
Joanna: But who will watch the baby? 
  
Eric: I meant the three of us: you, me, the baby. 
  
Joanna: Oh. Yeah, yeah. That sounds good. 
  
[Children are playing in the distance, as stroller rolls along a paved pathway.] 
  
Eric: And this is the playground! You’re gonna have a lot of fun here. Right, honey? 
  
Joanna: Uh— 
  
Demon Baby: He’s waiting for you to act excited. 
  
Joanna: Yeah! That’s right. It’ll be—it’ll be great. 
  
Eric: I can’t wait for you to run around, and play, and do the tic-tac-toe thing over there… 
  
Demon Baby: [over Eric’s talking] If you think this is hard, imagine what it’ll be like once I can 
run away from you! Heh heh! Hah hah! Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha! 
  
Eric: [under Demon Baby] … and skin your knee, and… 
  
Joanna: Let’s keep walking. 
  



Eric: Yeah, sure. 
  
Young Woman 1: Oh my gooooooosh! 
  
Young Woman 2: [gasps] Oh, she’s sooo cute! 
  
Eric: Thanks! 
  
Joanna: Oh. Thanks. 
  
Young Woman 2: How old is she? 
  
Eric: Five days. 
  
Young Woman 1: Five days? 
  
Young Woman 2: You must be so in love! 
  
Joanna: Of course. It’s, you know, it’s the most love. The most… love you can feel. 
  
Eric: Absolutely. 
  
Young Woman 1: Uggggh, god, I can hear my ovaries screaming at me: “GO HAVE A BABY, 
CARLA! HAVE A BABY RIGHT NOW!” [laughs] 
  
Joanna: Don’t. 
  
[An awkward pause.] 
  
Joanna: Because… well because… you know, y-y-y-y-you have to wait until you’re ready. Uh, 
or you won’t, you know, you won’t be good at it… so… 
  
Demon Baby: Do I have to tell you how embarrassed you should be right now? 
  
Young Woman 2: Oh, she’s fussing— 
  
[The baby makes normal fussing noises.] 
  
Joanna: Stop it! 
  
Young Woman 2: I’m sorry— 
  
Joanna: Not you, the baby. 



  
Eric: Uh, we have to… keep moving… have a great day. 
  
Young Woman 1: Uh, yeah, you too. 
  
[The women’s voices fade into the distance as they walk away.] 
  
Young Woman 2: [to the other young woman] Okay, what the fuck was that? 
  
Eric: What was that about?! 
  
Joanna: They need to know it’s a responsibility! 
  
Eric: They were just being nice! You freaked them out! 
  
Joanna: Well, I’m sorry for embarrassing you! 
  
Eric: I didn’t say that— 
  
Joanna: You know—no one tells you how it is… when you’re that age! They need to know so 
they can prepare. Like how we read those books and took that class. I’m just trying to give them 
good advice. Like a good parent. 
  
Demon Baby: You’re showing your cracks. Keep this up and he’s going to know how terrible 
you really are at this! [transitions back into normal baby fussing] 
  
Eric: [to baby] Shhhh, shh, shh, it’s okay, honey, it’s okay. [to Joanna] I think she’s hungry. 
Want to sit down and feed her? 
  
Joanna: In the park? No. I-I-I need to write down the feeding schedule. 
  
Eric: We don’t have to do it in the park— 
  
Joanna: I just want to go home. I want to write it down. 
  
Eric: Okay. 
  
Demon Baby: Aren’t you a joy to be around. 
  
[Pensive piano music begins as park sounds fade out. The scribbling of a pen on paper begins 
and continues under Joanna’s voiceover.] 
  



Joanna (voiceover): 6:05 a.m.—woke up and drank two ounces, napped at 8 a.m., woke up at 
8:05, back to sleep by 8:25. Diaper changed at 10:30, napped again at 
11:10. Woke up at 1, two more ounces, back to bed at 2, changed diaper at 3:30... 
  
[Joanna’s voiceover starts with a single voice and gradually shifts into a chorus of her voices 
listing repetitive fragments of the baby’s daily routine. The voiceovers and music fade out, 
replaced by the baby crying over a baby monitor.] 
  
Demon Baby (over the monitor): Hey. HEY! Someone get in here! Hellooo! 
  
[The baby continues crying over the monitor during Joanna and Eric’s conversation.] 
  
Eric: [inhales sharply] I got it. 
  
[The bed creaks as Eric and Joanna sit up.] 
  
Joanna: No. 
  
Eric: Let me— 
  
Joanna: Just no, I’ll get it. I’m already up. 
  
[The sheets are pushed back.] 
  
Eric: You can’t be the only one taking care of her when she fusses. 
  
Joanna: [sighs] It’s better if I just go— 
  
Eric: Do you not trust me? 
  
[More creaks and rustles from the bed.] 
  
Joanna: What? 
  
Eric: Honey. It’s been two weeks. She makes the slightest peep and you rocket out of bed 
before I can even get my head off the pillow. 
  
Joanna: Well, your paternity leave ends next week anyway, so I should get used to doing this 
myself. 
  
Eric: You should get some rest before the party tomorrow. 
  
Joanna: Or what, I won’t be presentable? 



  
Eric: No, that’s not—I’m trying to help. I’m worried about you. You’re not acting like yourself. 
  
Joanna: Gee, I wonder what’s changed? 
  
Eric: I-I know it’s—I know it’s a change! Okay? But you’ve just been isolating yourself, 
completely cutting me off— 
  
Joanna: Okay. Do you want to take over breastfeeding? 
  
Eric: Honey, that’s not—what I— 
  
Joanna: Stop trying to fix everything! It is what I’m supposed to do. I’m supposed to go in there 
and feed her. And you know what? Tomorrow you’ll get to have the party you’re so excited to 
have. So congratulations, Eric. You. Win. 
  
Eric: You don’t have to have a party! 
  
[More rustling from the sheets.] 
  
Eric: I just thought it would be nice to see our friends! 
  
Demon Baby (over the monitor): FEED MEEEEEEEEEE! 
  
Joanna: [getting up] She’s hungry. 
  
Eric: She might just need to be rocked— 
  
Joanna: No. She’s hungry. 
  
[The bed creaks as Joanna gets up.] 
  
Eric: I’ll keep you company. 
  
Joanna: I don’t need company. 
  
[Joanna’s footsteps move down the hallway. Eric’s voice fades as the baby’s crying goes from 
being heard through the monitor to being heard in the room.] 
  
Eric: At least leave the monitor— 
  
[The door slams. There is knocking on the door from the outside.] 
  



Eric (through door): Honey? Please open the door— 
  
Joanna: [to baby] I’m here, I’m here. 
  
[The baby stops crying.] 
  
Demon Baby: There she is. 
  
[Three more knocks on the door.] 
  
Eric (through door): Honey, please— 
  
[The baby begins suckling.] 
  
Joanna: [to Eric] Go back to bed! [to baby] You’re going to eat, and I’m going to get some rest 
before this stupid party. 
  
Demon Baby: You think “rest” is going to help? 
  
[Four more knocks in the door.] 
  
Eric (through door): Will you let me in? 
  
Joanna: [to Eric] I’m fine! 
  
Demon Baby: If you feel this way about spending time with me, imagine what your friends will 
think. 
  
Joanna: I won’t let them see what you are. 
  
Demon Baby: You think you can fool everyone? It’s only a matter of time before they see the 
truth. You can’t spare Eric forever! 
  
Joanna: I’m just trying to make sure he can love you. 
  
Eric (through door): Please— 
  
Joanna: [to Eric] Leave me alone! 
  
Demon Baby: Keep saying that and it just might happen! 
  
Eric (through door): Fine. I’ll go back to bed. 
  



Joanna: Eric loves me. I’m… I’m not gonna… let you… make him miserable. 
  
Demon Baby: Or maybe he just loves me now. 
  
[Eerie music box-style music begins playing.] 
  
Joanna: He loves both of us. 
  
Demon Baby: But everything’s different— 
  
Joanna: It’s not that different— 
  
Demon Baby: You seriously believe that? Just look at yourself. You’re a monster. 
  
Joanna: [laughs] I’m not a monster. You’re a monster. 
  
Demon Baby: Or maybe the real monster is the woman who can’t bond with her baby. 
  
Joanna: Stop— 
  
Demon Baby: Maybe you’re the reason you don’t want to have the party. Maybe the nasty little 
thing you want to hide isn’t me... 
  
Joanna: [her voice begins to get lower] Stop! 
  
Demon Baby: Everything I am comes from you! 
  
Joanna: Stop! 
  
Demon Baby: So if you think I’m a monster then you must be a mo— 
  
Joanna-Monster: JUST SHUT THE FUCK UP!!! I’M TRYING TO BE A GOOD PARENT, SO 
STOP BEING A FUCKING MONSTER!!! 
  
[Eerie music swells, then fades into a sustained note.] 
  
Demon Baby: Well, well, well. Now this is very interesting. 
  
[A phrase of the music box music plays then fades out.] 
  
Jonathan Mitchell: “Hush Little Baby” will return in a moment. 
  
[Mid-roll ad break] 



  
Jonathan Mitchell: Now back to “Hush Little Baby.” 
  
  
Lena: Well there she is! 
  
Eric: Hey, how are you feeling? 
  
Lena: Let me tell you, I started making the mimosas, and if you ask me—they’re tasting pretttty 
good! Cheers! 
  
Joanna: I don’t want to have the party. 
  
Lena: But people are coming in a few hours. 
  
Joanna: We have to cancel it. 
  
Eric: Okay, uh, let’s talk about this— 
  
Joanna: You wanted to talk yesterday and then you fell asleep. 
  
Eric: Uh, I’m sorry, you told me to go to sleep— 
  
Joanna: I don’t want to do it. 
  
Eric: [sighs] Then we don’t have to. Lena, let’s just send out an email. We can resched— 
  
Lena: No, no, no, listen, I know you get anxious, but this is a wonderful thing! You have a baby! 
  
Joanna: Everyone keeps telling me how wonderful it is! Constantly! All the time! But you know 
what? It’s not. 
  
Lena: All right, don’t be dramatic. 
  
Joanna: Jesus Christ, Mom, you’re one to talk! I was a mistake! 
  
Eric: Honey— 
  
Lena: You weren’t a mistake—you were a surprise! 
  
Joanna: Right, right, and I’m sure that’s how you felt when you realized you were pregnant. Did 
you, um, did you have a party right then and there, or did you wait two whole weeks! 
  



Lena: Okay, stop talking about this in front of Eric. 
  
Eric: Oh, no, it—it’s fine— 
  
Joanna: I am sooooo sorry for having literally anything to say about myself at all! 
  
Lena: Okay, sure, you were a surprise. But you know what? I stepped up to the challenge. On 
my own. Do you have any idea what I sacrificed when you were born? 
  
Eric: Lena, please, she— 
  
Lena: No! Do you? 
  
Eric: She didn’t get a whole lot of sleep— 
  
Joanna: “SHE”?! So now I’m just, I’m— 
  
Eric: I was talking about the baby! 
  
Lena: No, I’m done! I’m done doing nice things for you! 
  
[Keys jingle as they’re grabbed.] 
  
Lena: Cancel the party—I’m going home! 
  
Joanna: I don’t even know who you invited! 
  
Eric: You can’t drive, you’ve been drinking mimosas— 
  
Lena: And they are fucking excellent! 
  
Eric: All right, I’m gonna drive you home. Let’s just take a couple of hours and regroup. [to 
Joanna] You and I need to talk when I get back. [calling out] Lena, wait! 
  
[The door closes. A long, sustained tone begins and plunges into music with an intense beat. 
Joanna screams. Midway through her scream, it becomes a roar. Her footsteps pound up the 
stairs. A blanket is ripped back.] 
  
Joanna-Monster: We’re going. 
  
Demon Baby: Going where? 
  
Joanna-Monster: I don’t know. 



  
[A car door opens. A car seat and seat belts are being shifted around.] 
  
Demon Baby: Do you even know how to strap in a car seat? 
  
Joanna-Monster: Shut the fuck up. 
  
[The seat is being moved around, and eventually the seatbelt clicks.] 
  
Joanna-Monster: [growls] Calm down. Deep breaths. Deep…breaths. Whewwwww. 
  
[The car door slams. Another car door opens, and Joanna gets into her seat, and her keys 
jingle. Joanna’s breathing has returned to normal.] 
  
Joanna: Okay. Okay. You’re okay. You’re okay. 
  
[The car engine starts up.] 
  
Demon Baby: What are we doing? 
  
Joanna: We’re going for a drive. 
  
Demon Baby: Where? 
  
Joanna: Stop asking me shit! I don’t know! I don’t know! 
  
[The car pulls out of the driveway. The sound of the car engine continues under the dialogue.] 
  
Demon Baby: So that was pretty interesting before, huh? 
  
Joanna: I’m not going to talk about it. 
  
Demon Baby: Why? 
  
Joanna: Because it’s going to—[monster voice] MAKE ME UPSET! [breathes and returns to 
herself] I’m just gonna breathe. I’m gonna breathe. And drive. 
  
Demon Baby: He’ll want to know where you are! I mean, really, he’ll want to know where I am! 
  
Joanna: You’ll be with me. 
  
Demon Baby: That’ll reassure him. Ha! You know she’s right. Your mom didn’t have a support 
network when she had you. You have it easy and look at you! 



  
Joanna: I’m fine. 
  
[The car engine noise stops, and the keys are removed from the ignition.] 
  
Demon Baby: Why are we getting out here? 
  
Joanna: Because I wanna go for a walk in a park. I wanna go for a walk in a park, like how 
things used to be! 
  
Demon Baby: So why don’t we go to the park near home? 
  
Joanna: Because! It doesn’t feel like how things used to be! 
  
[The car door opens. Children are playing in the background as the stroller rolls down a paved 
pathway.] 
  
Demon Baby: Think these people can tell you’re a baby-hating freak? 
  
Joanna: Just give me two minutes, okay? Just for two minutes, I’m going to pretend I’m a good 
mom. 
  
Demon Baby: But I’m hungry. 
  
Joanna: No, no, please... 
  
Demon Baby: I’m fucking HUNGRY! 
  
Joanna: Please just wait ‘til we’re in the car. I don’t want to be a monster again, please— 
  
Demon Baby: No. Now! 
  
Joanna: [light growl] It says restrooms ahead— 
  
Demon Baby: I’m not going to shut up, you’re not going to reason with me, and if I lose my 
cool, all these people are going to see what you really are— 
  
Joanna: [monster voice] No! [resumes control] I’m not going to let you do this to me again! Not 
here! 
  
Demon Baby: Fix this. FAST! 
  
Joanna: [panting] I—I’m sorry, do you mind if I sit over here? 



  
Woman: Oh, of course, go ahead. 
  
Demon Baby: NOOOOOO-OOOOOOWWWWWWW! 
  
Joanna: Okay, okay! 
  
[The demon baby growls as it gets its mouth around the nipple and begins suckling. The 
suckling continues under the following conversation.] 
  
Joanna: Shh-shh-shh-shh-shh, okay. There you go. 
  
Man: [clears throat] Uh, ma’am? 
  
Joanna: Yes? 
  
Man: It’s a public space. 
  
Joanna: She’s gotta eat— 
  
Man: Right, we all ‘gotta eat,’ but you could do that at home. 
  
Joanna: [a hint of monster in her voice] I’m just trying to be a good mom! 
  
Man: All right, Jesus, there’s no reason to get angry. I’m just saying there are kids in this park. 
  
Woman: Kids in this park? What do you think she’s feeding, a dildo? 
  
Man: I-it’s not appropriate— 
  
Woman: My son’s playing over there right now, and he doesn’t have a problem. [her voice 
lowers] So what is your problem? 
  
Man: I’m just trying to— 
  
Woman-Monster: No—IT’S A FUCKING BABY, YOU JACKASS! 
  
[Ominous music comes in under the woman’s monster voice.] 
  
Man: All right, this doesn’t concern you. I’m talking to her! 
  
Woman-Monster: YOU ARE TALKING TO ALL OF UUUUUUUUUSSSSSS! 
  



Man: All right, all right, fine, I’m out! [voice fades away] Jesus Christ, what is wrong… 
  
[The music fades as the woman breathes deeply.] 
  
Joanna: What—what happened? 
  
Woman: Don’t let him make you feel bad. 
  
Joanna: But—but I’m a monster. 
  
Woman: [sighs] Everyone’s a monster. [pause] Are you okay? 
  
Joanna: Yeah, she’s fine. 
  
Woman: No, not her—you. Are you okay? 
  
Joanna: Uh... no. No, not really. I wanted this for so long, and I just… nothing’s going like it’s 
supposed to, you know? I don’t know, I mean I… I thought that I was gonna be a good mom. 
And I just… I don’t feel that way. I feel really, really… really sad all the time and really alone. 
  
Woman: You’re not alone. 
  
Joanna: Thank you. 
  
Woman: We can be monsters together. 
  
[They both laugh.] 
  
Woman: What’s her name? 
  
Joanna: Olivia. 
  
Woman: Oh! That’s funny! That’s my name. 
  
Joanna: No way! Wow, really? Oh, that’s so… I mean, it’s a beautiful name. Obviously I’m 
partial to it. 
  
Olivia: Thanks. 
  
[They both laugh.] 
  
Demon Baby: HEY! What’s going on up there? 
  



Joanna: Oh, um—I’m sorry, I’ve gotta go. Uh, we should go. 
  
Olivia: Are you sure? You don’t have to go anywhere. 
  
Joanna: Eh, I don’t want to be a bother. 
  
Olivia: You’re not bothering me. 
  
Joanna: Are you sure? 
  
Olivia: Just stay, stay here. Feed your little monster. 
  
Joanna: Hm, thank you. 
  
Olivia: Yeah, of course. 
  
[Sweet guitar and chime music begins playing.] 
  
Joanna: I’m Joanna, by the way. 
  
Olivia: Hi, nice to meet you, Joanna. I’m Olivia. 
  
[They both laugh.] 
  
Olivia: And that’s Olivia. And that’s my son Ernie. 
  
Joanna: Awww. 
  
Olivia: He’s got—he needs a haircut. He’s got that emo swoosh. 
  
Joanna: So cute, what a cool kid. 
  
Olivia: He is—isn’t he a cool kid? 
  
Joanna: Yeah. 
  
Olivia: His dad loves shopping for him. 
  
Joanna: Oh, yeah? 
  
Olivia: Secondhand. Okay? Secondhand. Because they’re just going to grow out of it… 
  



[Their conversation and the park ambience fade below the music, and the chimes play a simple 
melody.] 
  
Jonathan Mitchell: To hear more original stories like this, go to thetruthpodcast.com. You can 
also follow us on Twitter and Instagram. Our handle is “TheTruthFiction.” 
  
“Hush Little Baby” was written by Marina Tempelsman and produced by me, Jonathan Mitchell. 
It was performed by Ann Carr, Erica Schroeder, David Ebert, Katie Hartman, Louis Kornfeld, 
Leslie Meisel, Erica Hernandez, Ariel Gitlin, Boris Khaykin, and Tallie Medel. 
  
Special thanks to Magnet Theater. They offer classes and shows on improv, sketch, and 
storytelling in New York City. Find out more at magnetheater.com. 
  
The Truth is a part of Radiotopia from PRX. We’re a curated network of extraordinary, 
cutting-edge podcasts. You can learn more about all the Radiotopia shows at radiotopia.fm. 
  
Our associate producer is Emily Marinoff. Our intern is Cara Ehlenfeldt. I’m Jonathan Mitchell, 
and you have been hearing: 
  
[The sonic logo of the show plays: a low-pitched voice saying, “The Truth.”] 
  
[End of episode.] 
 


