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To Suma
 
Thanks to Letitia for her really unique cappuccino as well as to »Little D« Djamina, »Big S« Sylvie, »Miss O.B.« Ortrud, my »nameless friend« Karsten, and all the other friends from my past who appear in this play. At last thanks to the »legendary« Café Duck in Bonn. Today I cannot think of my time in Bonn without instantly missing the floating lightness of the »Candy« nights there in summer 1991.
 
 
 
SCENE 1
 
 
 
[A dim-lit stage with a few old wooden boxes lying about. There is one transparent booth to the far left, a second one to the far right. In every booth there is a light on.]
 
[SPEAKER 1 sits in the left booth, a microphone on the small table in front of him.
SPEAKER 2 sits in the right booth, also a microphone on a small table in front of him. Both speakers are dressed identically in blue formal shirts and black ties. Two identical tailcoats are hanging over the seat backs of their chairs. Upstage is a grubby old sofa. Behind it, a large screen onto which different sequences and images are being projected throughout the whole play. Electronic music is playing.]
 
[SCREEN: Image of a grey wall]
 
[RAT, a young woman, enters the stage in simple sportswear, white socks and pool shoes, a chart in hand. She stops in front of the image of the wall and starts to dance, hugging herself with closed eyes. BLUE, a young man in his twenties enters the stage in slightly worn-out casuals. He walks around slowly and indecisively while the music fades out. RAT sits down on the front edge of the stage. BLUE keeps walking around.]
 
BLUE: The wind has blown me here tonight, [laughs] the last green leaf in the fall of society.
RAT: Stay. Anonymous. No noise. No.
BLUE: This is me. The subway tunnels. Me. Old, abandoned. [Pause] Subway tunnels. Here I get alive. Down in the earth. In the womb. [Pause] I and me, my own small society.
RAT: Hail, hail, hello! Hallowed be thy name!
BLUE: Or [Pause] trying to be, as I am not yet quite complete. Not yet. No. There is still pain. 
RAT: Quite complete.
SPEAKER 1: Useless.
BLUE: Sometimes I fear I lack almost everything I need. [Pause] And I need so much.
RAT: So much.
SPEAKER 2: My fuck!
SPEAKER 1: Fear.
SPEAKER 2: Me.
BLUE: One day I feel like wasting away.
SPEAKER 1: Suffocate.
SPEAKER 2: Hate.
BLUE: [opening his arms] Hating everyone! One day. The next on top of the world again. Up there! No in-between. The world turns in each and every one of us. We're all artists in a way, one way or another, tuning in to this arrhythmic rhythm. We're the actors, we're the crowd while the stages, the real stages ... [Pause] life is empty. Deserted.
RAT: Some have names.
SPEAKER 1: Child.
RAT: Some don't.
SPEAKER 2: Brain dead.
BLUE: Some appear, some leave, not leaving a trace in this through life.
 
[SOUL, a woman around BLUE’s age, enters the stage. She has black hair, wears a black sweater, a pair of torn jeans, and combat boots. Two little wings dangle from her back.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of white clouds]
 
SOUL: Nobody cares, we're all angels.
RAT: Stay. Anonymous.
BLUE: Angels! Little souls with wings.
[BLUE and SOUL look at each other]
BOTH: [smiling] We recognize each other!
BLUE: A look into your eyes.
SOUL: I know.
BLUE: This unique significance. This little divine smile shows in your eyes.
SOUL: Our looks.
BLUE: Our spirits match. Caress each other.
RAT: Mutually.
SPEAKER 1: Petty!
SOUL: From the distance. Wings are also what you feel at times. [Takes her wings off and holds them in front of her]
BLUE: They aren't strong arms.
SOUL: [stands next to BLUE and takes his hand] Strong hands.
BLUE: You can feel them, still you can never hold them.
SOUL: [dropping his hand] They cannot hold you when you fall. [Stands behind him, putting his arms around him, holding her wings in front of him] So desperate to be accepted, appreciated by those lovely human beings. Understood with all your dreams.
BLUE: All my dreams. [Pause] My dreams. There are so many.
RAT: Weird ones.
SPEAKER 1: Yes! Weirdo!
SPEAKER 2: Sorry figure.
RAT: Sad ones!
BLUE: Happy ones! Like to finally find my counterpart in life to master me. I can have everything. [Touches the wings in front of him] It's all within reach, inside me. There is love that I can feel. It is there, the longing.
SOUL: The yearning.
BLUE: The wish to be completely at a beautiful girl's mercy. [SOUL's free hand wanders down towards BLUE’s belt] My life compressed for the instant, the very moment she pops the cork. And when she does, I know I will be able to fly! [SOUL backs away from him.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of fireworks exploding in a night sky]
 
BLUE: From the distance I already saw her. It might as well have been a dream. Changing times, changing faces. Still, the impact, the sense of disorientation did not fade, as, in her voice, in her words, I didn't find my future, but eternity. Inside beauty I found the smiling face of pain. The blank eyes of language lost, eyes of insignificance. It opened my eyes. I know now I, as well, had been there the day my dreams began, stunned by silence when everything was better, promised to be better, though not clearer. In my heart lost fragments of a mirror, broken, reflect the missed-out moments she was really REAL.
RAT: File: The moment Major Tom cuts the umbilical cord and drifts off into space.
SPEAKER 1: Kill yourself, stupid!
SPEAKER 2: Happiness is an illusion.
SPEAKER 1: For you it is.
RAT: A mere fraction of a second in the indifferent face of ....
BLUE: [raising one hand, making a fist] Divine eternity!
 
[Screen and all lights go off. A moment of silence. A single white light falls onto the stage. BLUE and SOUL sit down on two of the boxes, BLUE to the left, SOUL to the right]
 
RAT: Stay. Anonymous.
BLUE: Positive!
SOUL: [to BLUE] We are eternally indifferent, aren't we? But we're truly divine, which is why you would so much love to surrender to one of us.
BLUE: No matter what price I had to pay. I would gladly devote myself to a girl who's totally worth it.
SOUL: Who you can't resist.
BLUE: Who makes me surrender. I would rest at her delicate feet in fishnets, please her, feed her.
SOUL: Obey!
BLUE: Let her have her way, so I can drink freely from the fountain of her true...
SOUL: Cocky!
BLUE: Happiness!
SOUL: Become one with her, rest your weary head in her lap and be her true servile pet.
BLUE: My life has always been best when I felt like dying.
SPEAKER 1: You will.
SOUL: Again?
BLUE: I want to feel it in a positive way.
SOUL: Again?
BLUE: Have a girl treat me like prey, like possession.
SOUL: A toy! [The light goes out. SOUL leaves the stage.]
BLUE: [surrounded by darkness] The sky splits red to yellow, to light and green. Hiding paintings inside colours. She smiles, leaving footprints on my dreams. Resting. Dissolving. Like asleep.
 
[SCREEN: Image of a canvas]
 
[RAT gets up and goes over to BLUE. Loud techno music. They do an improvised routine so that their shadows can be seen dancing on the canvas.]
 
[Music fades out. Dim red light. BLUE moves over to sit on a box in the middle of the stage.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of an empty beach with calm waves perpetually rolling in]
 
RAT: Do you remember who it was? [Pause] The beginning. Be [Pause] the boy again that you were before.
BLUE: She was fourteen or sixteen. [Shaking his head] Must have been. She looked mature. Unapproachable. Wounded.
RAT: What happened? Tell me everything. Speak up and let me know, because [Pause] I know you.
BLUE: She was standing unobtrusively, in front of a church out of town, when I walked past her on a way to some friend's party. I don't remember much of it, but I remember having seen her.
RAT: What happened then? Was it love at first sight? You cannot love her, you love me!
BLUE: Her hand in my hair, my eyes closed. That’s what I felt. A first, in the sense of first [Pause] kiss. Her lips burning, my dreams overturning. Legs [Pause] shaking. Legs. I don’t know [Pause] legs. Her sneakers, purple. Longing to go [Pause] all the way. For a moment we looked at each other. Faced each other. Smiled. We could have loved each other eternally, I knew we were soul-mates. When I walked by, I felt a little scratch on my soul. One that only ...
RAT: Say it.
BLUE: Angels leave.
RAT: File: Lifetime prisoners mark their years on a prison wall. [Pause] What happened? [Pause] Go on. [Pause] Love. [Pause] Another?
BLUE: Yes. Another. She first introduced me to the nature of...
RAT: Say it.
BLUE: Angels. The way they are. Then she went back home to her country.
RAT: File: Home.
BLUE: Morocco, if I'm not mistaken. [SOUL appears, now without her wings, wearing a loose leather belt around her waist. Slowly, she walks around him] She was a mistress of indifference, while at the same time her eyes burned with love and fervour for me. She craved me. Her parents, I assume, would have killed her, if they had found out.
SOUL: Killed you!
BLUE: If she had kissed me.
SOUL: If we had kissed.
BLUE: Like I had wanted to. The more oil she put into the flames, the more passionately I suffered. I didn't only endure it, but impulsively savoured it. [Pause] A kiss like a knife carving my heart. I long for [Pause] razor sharp lips. Red. Me, drunk on poison, lost, intoxicated. Dying down the way from [Pause] so long ago to far away. A fierce animal in her looks. Her face unexpectedly next to mine.
SPEAKER 1: You're dead!
SOUL: You enjoyed it!
BLUE: I wished it would never stop.
RAT: File: Swimming in adoration. [Pause] File: Undefiled idol.
BLUE: I still love her.
RAT: File: Idiot.
BLUE: If she retuned today. I'd be her most tried and true friend, her lover, her disciple. [SOUL stops in front of him] She. I dream of her. Imagine her. Changing my world at night. My second-hand emotions calm down beside me and cover me like dust. Her high heels, no more shyness, leather. A moving exhibition of [Pause] certain smiles [Pause] of longing. She. Changing at night. Her fragrance [Pause] Mystery. [Pause] The air like incense. Burning my love.
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of trees bending in a storm]
 
BLUE: I'd be happy to kiss the ground she walks on. [Falls to his knees and hugs SOUL's legs] I'd even be the ground she walks on, I would have her tanned feet walk all over me, to please her, to make me hers, just hers. Completely.
SOUL: Get up!
[BLUE gets back on the box. SOUL looks at him sternly.]
BLUE: The first lightning that struck me with this new-found rapture, was Big S.
RAT: File: Lightning.
SPEAKER 1: Brain dead.
SPEAKER 2: Schizophrenic.
SPEAKER 1: Autistic p.o.s.
RAT: Stop it!
 
[SCREEN: Abstract scenes of domestic violence]
 
BLUE: Big S, my silent beauty. She appeared on rare occasions, like a miracle, and never said a word. She disappeared like she had stepped into my life and was never seen again. Never. Again.
RAT: File: Waiting for thunder.
SOUL: Lightning strikes often down here.
RAT: Thunder. Negative!
SPEAKER 1: Bonkers!
BLUE: [enthusiastic] Every lightning strike leaves a tension in the atmosphere, right down to the very bone. The untouchables of night start to shine, make me want them, tear me from hope to despair!
SOUL: Most often, despair.
BLUE: I'm too sensitive, my nerves play tricks on me.
RAT: Tricks without frontiers.
BLUE: They always do!
RAT: Tricks with the fears.
BLUE: I admit that, apart from a penchant for spells of depressions...
SOUL: You are submissive!
BLUE: Yearning to be led by a woman's hand.
SOUL: Remote-controlled.
BLUE: To once be at a girl's feet, to serve as a table for her food and fruit.
SPEAKER 1: Weakling!
 
[SCREEN: Repeated sequence of a coconut falling from a tree and breaking open]
 
BLUE: Hot and creamy, sweet and painful. [Sighs] Sacrifice myself to her needs.
SOUL: My lust. [She pushes BLUE off the box and sits down. BLUE sits on the floor, looking up to her.]
RAT: Stay. Anonymous.
SOUL: Huh? Where are my wings? [Smiles] We are untouchables, one way or another. We bring out the best, the worst in everyone. You cannot escape us like you cannot escape the final fall.
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of white clouds]
 
BLUE: The constant falling at night. I'm yearning for it. Drowning the fun, afloat on gently teasing paranoia. I find myself slamming doors out of pure nostalgia. Inflamed inside raw thoughts, a boy suddenly alive again deep down in the soul. Losing control, compliantly going to where ever pain may beat him. Expecting suffocation, scarred and feathered down to the last tattoo. I lost my language. Myself, smaller, reduced to scorched emotions, a pinhead forced into a silent heart, now unknown to me. The world, a stone lost between us.
SOUL: Running in circles.
BLUE: Stranded.
SOUL: On the way to sweet, sad, higher spirits.
BLUE: Yearning for someone to kick my travelling heart ahead.
SOUL: Someone to trust.
BLUE: To give my heart to completely.
SPEAKER 2: Pull yourself together.
RAT: No decay?
SPEAKER 1: Dreamer!
RAT: Isolation. Negative. [Pause] Say it.
SOUL: Angels have pure hearts and only other...
RAT: Stay. Anonymous.
SOUL: Angels can get to those hearts through their disguises. [Looks down at BLUE] You've got to be open.
BLUE: Vulnerable.
SOUL: Still not oversensitive. You have to have dreams.
SPEAKER 2: Knock them out of you.
BLUE: Sometimes I look through someone's eyes into the heart, and this feeling is so intense that the world gets locked out for a moment.
SOUL: Both hearts become one, for a split of a second.
BLUE: I know one day I'll find someone worthy enough to tear my heart out.
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of a garden in heavy rain]
 
RAT: Completely.
SOUL: Eternally.
BLUE: Relieve this tension!
SOUL: It becomes an addiction. Once you've felt it, you're not open to normal feelings                 any longer.
SPEAKER 1: Sick!
SPEAKER 2: Repulsive!
BLUE: I know there's something beyond. Something less superficial that enables me to become myself.
SOUL: To be beautiful?
BLUE: A shining star. A supernova!
RAT: File: Stars unite in spontaneous combustion.
SPEAKER 1: Fools fade away.
SPEAKER 2: That's all he wants!
BLUE: [stands up and places himself in front of SOUL] Get the girl of no tomorrow to pop my cork. [SOUL touches his waistline] Let her burn my heart out.
SOUL: According to your needs.
BLUE: It may get me into trouble, I know, but it's difficult to find the right one to fall for. It's got to be the one who loves me.
SOUL: Loves you her way. The way she loves her lucky doll. [Turns him around, slaps his butt, stands up, and walks off. The red light goes out and dim stage lights go on instead.]
 
[SCREEN: Scenes from a black and white slapstick movie on constant repeat]
 
RAT: [takes the chart, stands up, and walks over to stand beside BLUE. She reads from the chart]: At first, it's always like a fight. Your whole life is a fight.
BLUE: Yeah, she told me that.
SOUL: [returns and walks around BLUE in circles]: We have force-fields around us.
RAT: [also starts to walk around BLUE in circles. Reads out] Make ourselves all unapproachable.
BLUE: I know. Touch me if you dare, but don't dare. It's the art of fighting when only they know the rules. By intuition. I remember incidental meetings. The way she shyly played with one of her many curls when she wanted to tell me.
RAT: Think it!
SOUL: Don't speak it out!
RAT: And then?
SOUL: What happened?
BLUE: I spoilt it countless times by trying to use words.
RAT: Words!
SOUL: Use.
RAT: Say it.
BLUE: Angels read your eyes. Read silence. The quality of it. A little adoration perhaps.
SPEAKER 1: Dreams!
SPEAKER 2: Him!
SPEAKER 1: A dreamer!
SPEAKER 2: Good Lord!
BLUE: A room for them to live in, then sometimes ... they become real. [RAT and SOUL stop next to BLUE, both put a hand on BLUE’s shoulder]
 
[SCREEN: Moving pictures of a female vampire in black and white]
 
BLUE: I loved those black eyes of unspoilt youth. I never told anybody as much, as I haven't told her. [Pause] It's such a pity. [Pause] She was around [Pause] for only such a short time, [Pause] but somehow [Pause] that's the nature of... 
RAT: Stay. Anonymous.
BLUE: Angels. You can never own them. Never get to know them [Pause] completely [Pause] or as real persons. I wonder if she found a new realm. I wonder...
RAT: Like? [Turns her head to BLUE]
SOUL: Like? [Turns her head to BLUE]
BLUE: The one we have here. [He shakes the hands off his shoulders and stands up] Strangely, I always lose the ones I like most. But, one way or another, we're all losers.
SPEAKER 1: Loser.
SPEAKER 2: Snivelling coward!
BLUE: We don't feel like losers. Never do. Down here. Nostalgia's a quiet corner in everyone. [Pause] A little bigger in me. [Pause] But there are many quiet corners to hide in. [Pause] To lick your wounds in. [Pause] Down here as well. Like timeless zones they seem. Places in which you can step back into your shadows. Once again, stripped off my skin that had fit so well. Once again, exhaling the cold I’m dressed in. The surprise to find myself not even being naked, but simply gone. Skin, a matter of emotions. My mind blank. Dreams destructed by ignorance with just one clear [Pause] cut. A flower cracking through the asphalt, run over carelessly by a passing car. This is life. This is inside me.
 
[Stage falls dark.]
 
 
SCENE 2
 
 
[Same setting as before. Dim stage light. Both SPEAKERS now wear their tailcoats.]
 
[SCREEN: Image of an empty underground station]
 
[BLUE sits on the floor between the two booths, his back resting against the left booth and an open bottle of wine next to him.]
 
BLUE: The birthday seller. He's smiling all the time. No-one knows where he's from [Pause] or how he got his name. He's a happy man. Unlike me, he's happy all the time. Party all the time. A walking party preacher.
SPEAKER 2: It's a perfect night for a birthday. [BLUE gives a thumb-up] I brought some wine. How you doin'?
SPEAKER 1: Fine tonight. The stars are dancing! They're dancing all around us! [BLUE drinks]
SPEAKER 1: You're a star!
SPEAKER 2: Let's dance!

[Music starts to play, BLUE stands up and sways across the stage for some time with the bottle in one hand, trying not to spill the wine. SOUL (being MISS O.B. now) dances onto stage, wearing a dark blue pinafore dress over her clothes. She puts one arms around BLUE and dances with him until he plants a quick kiss on her cheek. She shrieks and dances off the stage again. The music fades out.]
 
SPEAKER 1: I feel the spirits flowing over.
BLUE: Let's go into one of the corners and share the rest!
SPEAKER 2: Cheers, mate! [Stage falls dark. A moment of silence]
SPEAKER 1: Alone. Blood still pumping. Saved from another attack of paranoia.
 
[A dim blue light goes on. BLUE sits hunched up in the middle of the stage, hugging his knees. There are two bananas next to him; he takes one, peels it, but doesn't eat.]
 
[SCREEN: Image of giant fish tank in a zoo]
 
BLUE: When I’m small, I live in a fridge. I do. I always do, I always go back there when there are too many cold people around me. People who remind me. [Pause] Strict people. Hard ones. The annoying ones. They become fruits or veggies. I freeze. There's a smaller fridge, a mini-fridge in my heart, in which I store the good ones. Preserve them. Keep them fresh. Some cheesy girls, some yoghurt and chocolate ones. A few nylon carrots, high-heel leeks, and honey-toes. [Pause] I like to swim in foods. In a world of foods. [Looks up] Eat and be eaten. The only women I cannot stand are women with perms. They make me aggressive. Remind me, cause this cutting pain. A clear case. Silent death by cauliflower head. [Laughs bitterly]
 
[A red light goes on and mixes with the blue light. SOUL (now being IRIS) enters, wearing white sports shoes and a white hat. She sits down on the sofa and motions BLUE to sit beside her.]
 
[SCREEN: Images of New York, Times Square at night]
 
BLUE: Sometimes, my whole world falls apart and my mind drifts away. [He stands up and starts to eat his banana] It can be fun. [Walks over to IRIS] Especially with someone like you. [He sits down] We met on a train once. Right? A year later we met again and recognized each other instantly. 
SPEAKER 2: A coffee somewhere.
BLUE: We drifted away.
SPEAKER 1: Big city night.
BLUE: We laughed all the way.
SPEAKER 1: All the way.
SPEAKER 2: No way.
BLUE: Dark corners felt like home. Home. We hugged and kissed. We ran off high-spirited.
SPEAKER 2: Playing hide-and-seek.
BLUE: Already with your white hat.
SPEAKER 1: It's my fun-hat.
BLUE: Yep.
SPEAKER 1: It always makes me happy.
BLUE: We kissed and ended up in a crowded pub, drinking... hey, what was it?
SPEAKER 2: Pernod.
BLUE: Thanks!
SPEAKER 1: I think I'm dying.
SPEAKER 2: Let's get out of here.
IRIS / BLUE: [Laughing]
SPEAKER 1: Sometimes I can feel it.
BLUE: Oh, the night was warm and dark. We paused for a moment and you kicked off your shoes. I looked at you, suppressing my feelings. Upcoming love.
SPEAKER 2: Look at me, where are we?
BLUE: You walked behind me.
SPEAKER 2: We're mad, aren't we?
BLUE: I turned around to look at you.
SPEAKER 1: We’re not going nowhere in this life.
 
[SCREEN: Image of Times Square dissolves into sequences of a fountain in a park]
 
BLUE: [Dreamy] You ran off to this little fountain and you jumped around in it with your arms spread like an eagle. I wondered why you wore that hat. When you sat down beside me, you smiled. Looked at me. Threw me a smile as carelessly as if you were to be mine for a moment, within the heart of a moment. You were breathing butterflies, blooming roses with a scent that only youth supplies. That very afternoon, at sunset, you landed in my garden. On the balcony, cuddled up to a chair, beneath a tree. I asked you in and gave you fruit, prepared a tea. We took a little rest in bed, just you and me, still fully dressed. Like my expectant eyes, your smile was bright and we both knew then that everything would happen in the darkness of the room that night.
SPEAKER 2: [Coughing] Why can't it be that summer again next year? That night?
BLUE: And how she smiled!
SPEAKER 1: Why can't I hold you now?
BLUE: You smiled...
SPEAKER 2: It's getting late.
SPEAKER 1: I can feel it.
BLUE: I closed my eyes, took a deep breath. [Both SPEAKERS leave the scene]
 
[SCREEN: Poems scrolling down in flaming letters with a sporadic “WHO AM I?” flashing up]
 
BLUE: [Walking over to the booth on his left] And every night I'm hanging out here on the platform. My stomach's aching. It's familiar. Hunger. Hangover. [Pause] I should put myself to sleep now. My hovel outside, yes, you should see it. All the walls are covered with pictures. There are pictures everywhere! Clippings from magazines. Food and people. Faces from adverts, snapshots. [Walks a few steps, thinking] Mainly the eyes are interesting. Eyes all over. Do you need anything more than eyes to know someone when you meet them? Angels talk through their eyes. Even some pictures on my wall talk. Only a word or two, of course. [Pause] I'm not sure if it’s just my weird imagination. A side-effect of it. Or if it's real. [Pause] Sometimes. [Pause] Sometimes the eyes look like frozen peas to me. It's because the people are cold. I’ll never forget her eyes. This innocence and thrill of being alive! [Sighs] I fear I may once be forced to make out- make love with a pumpkin girl, you know. Forced by need. By circumstances. The gullibility of my good heart. [Walks upstage, stops, and turns around] Thinking about the future is making me sick! Creamy, fatty throw-up! I hate people who look down on me and think they're better. They know nothing about life down here!
 
[Stage falls dark.]
 
 
SCENE 3
 
 
[A partition divides the stage into two halves. The right half is empty and dark. The left half is lit, a folding table and two wooden chairs in it. A large poster of a naked woman hangs on the empty booth. Techno music is playing.]
 
[SCREEN: Black-and-white picture of a bar, flickering like in a silent movie. From time to time an image of a girl dancing in a swimsuit appears for just a second or two]
 
[SOUL (being LETITIA, the waitress now) has put an apron on and dances while she cleans the tables. BLUE and the NAMELESS FRIEND (NF) enter in high spirits.]
 
NF: [Pointing at the poster on the booth] Wow, she's cool. Just look at her! Might be Brazilian, right? What a body!
BLUE: [Sighs] Making love to herself, as always. It's boring, she's boring. A fake. No fruit, no spice, no nothing.
NF: I wish there were some real girls around tonight. From outside.
BLUE: I don't think so. I mean, just thinking.
NF: Why look for real girls when she already tempts my ordinary desires so much? I'd give away almost any ‘outside’ girl for a real night with her.
LETITIA: [Dancing over to BLUE] You still remember me?
BLUE: How could I ever forget!
LETITIA: Haven't seen you around for more than a week.
BLUE: Yeah. Quite busy.
LETITIA: Busy with what, sweetie? Doing nothing?
BLUE: Oh, meeting people and all that. LOTS of things to do.
LETITIA: [Looks slowly from his head to his shoes and raises one eyebrow] Don't look like you’re meeting anyone tonight. Something to drink, boys?
BLUE: Sure, from you, anytime!
NF: Me too!
[BLUE smiles at her and imitates some of her dance moves]
LETITIA: [Putting her hands on his shoulders and joining in] Old fool. [She stops and turns around]
NF: She always do that?
BLUE: You know she does.
NF: I'm starting to like this place.
BLUE: I know. It's almost what you came here for. Look, Miss Asparagus is posing.
NF: How can I get her to do that for me at home tonight?
BLUE: Boy, she's dumb as shit.
NF: Like I care! How old do you think she is?
BLUE: About twenty-one?
NF: [To LETITIA] Hey, how old are you?
LETITIA: None of your business!
NF: Twenty-three?
LETITIA: Close.
NF: Twenty-four?
LETITIA: [Goes over to NF] Some hot chocolate before bedtime, little one?
BLUE: [To LETITIA] One nil to you.
NF: Wow, wow. So funny!
BLUE: I'm not going to sit around here all night and pass my sell-by date. You gonna come over to the pub with me?
NF: Nah, I don't think so. I like it here.
 
[BLUE puts some money on the table, blows LETITIA a kiss, and walks over into the dark half of the stage on the other side of the partition. The music ends.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of a gutter in rain. From time to time, the scene is being played backwards for a second or two]
 
BLUE: Ah! The cooling breeze goes right through me. It stirs up my thoughts! Not that I'm thinking about anything in particular. It's just that, in the back of my head, my mind keeps working away all the time. Sometimes it switches between programmes at random.
 
[SCREEN: The word “Emotion” rains down and gets washed away by the rain]
 
BLUE: My body works and functions automatically. [He stops and looks up towards the sky] Everything I see, touch, smell, and hear is directly transformed into emotion. [He walks on] A short walk at night paints a colourful picture. It creates a rainbow in my mind. I sense myself as a part of the surroundings. Like in a still-life or a fruit bowl.
 
[SCREEN: The word “Memories” rains down and gets washed away by the rain]
 
BLUE: I enjoy it. A lot. People and situations become real again in my mind. Feelings, from euphoric to depressed, close in on my soul and fill it to bursting. It's like a step out of reality. A step back in time. With open eyes, I re-live parts of it. It's like being on a flight. Only in my case, a crash is guaranteed. As always in my life. [He stops and stands still] In the morning, madness melts away, making room for fear. That fear becomes me, running, stumbling inside, along the panic line. Fallen prayers form blinding, burning tears. It tears my soul out. Hurt. No exit. I remember clouds of stupidity and love above, no blackness to recall until the nights. [Pause] Flying is a matter of perspective, a matter of landing. The directions I remember. [Pause] Convinced I gave everything. Not a tear.
 
[SCREEN: The rain stops, the word “Slow motion” moves from right to left]
 
BLUE: Everything become so tardy. Feels like my body is ageing half a century within a second. Sometimes I seem to lose my ability to react; nothing from outside is able to touch me. In the time before love, imperfection was easier to take. The hurt, disguised as self-pity. Matches to light a fag for the last deep drag. Attraction then inhaled. A cut-throat taste of suffocation.
 
[BLUE walks over into the left half. There's a table cloth on the table and cushions on the chairs.]
 
[SCREEN: Image of an almost empty bar. Walls and ceilings are in black and the shades are drawn, so that only little light comes in. A little bar area can be seen, as well as some grave-light candles on low tables]
 
BLUE: Of all the places I know, I like this one best. I mean, look around - it's not really comfy. The atmosphere changes with the people, several times a day. Along the walls, the old wooden benches make you feel like you've missed the last train. [Pause] I mean, that's my life, isn't it? Missed trains, missed chances. A handful of people is all I have. Familiar faces, everything from fresh fruity vitamins to burst ham sausages. No-one who loves me for my own sake. For who I am. [Walks to the bar, get himself a bottle of beer, then sits on a table in the dark] I remember Magic Iris, you know. [Pause] I instantly miss something about her. Something positive. Something stimulating she just emitted. Our world was books to me, she taught me how to read. Most of the time she was hilarious. It was hard to resist her with her painted nails, shorts, and trainers. Once you’d made contact, her fun was contagious, like she was something mixed with vodka. Definitely. [Pause] One time she was sitting beside me, laughing as always, raising her head up, and taking a look at the sky. By chance, I saw the clean, white flesh of her neck. Right in that second, I wished I could study that delicious neck for a lifetime. The thought of her lying next to me, quiet and motionless, grew in my imagination. The contrast attracted me. Her as a thoughtful and relaxed person, her as a well of wisdom. It seemed so unreal. We were almost friends, real friends, but I missed something that must have been under the surface. Something soulful, or less anonymous perhaps. I don't know. We were both drunk when we met and ended up in my hovel, falling asleep almost instantly. Loaded. Dead. All the things we could have done...
 
[BLUE gets up from the table and walks around.]
 
[SCREEN: Images or short sequence of people walking into/out of the bar]
 
BLUE: This always happens to me. It always does. I imagine something and it's wild! It's great! And then it happens. It [Pause] happens, you know, like for real. But in my mind, I'm somewhere else. Or frightened. Or drunk. So, when it happens, nothing happens. But, weeks or months later, I re-live what could have been but never was. Even greater and wilder. More fantastic than it was or could have been. In reality, I wasn't there. She could have done literally anything with me. My life is a chain of missed opportunities. 
 
[BLUE sits down again on one of the tables.]
 
[SCREEN: The scene gets blurred] 
 
BLUE:The next thing I remember, she was standing in front of me on the bed in her briefs and one of my shirts. My only white shirt. Unlike me, she seemed to need hardly any sleep. She left after my few conscious moments. [Pause] My white shirt never appeared again. I see her on very rare occasions and it looks like her magic is slowly fading. I wish I had known her better, so that now I could tell how much she has changed. 
 
[BLUE gets up and walk around again.]
 
[SCREEN: The bar again] 
 
BLUE: I'm convinced I always meet the people I deserve. Strangely, these encounters always last for only a short period of time. Special periods, though. Like Iris, there were so many supernovas who shone brightly, seconds before fading into insignificance. They were angels for a short time, unable to cope with the spirit of humanity. I don't know if they remember these times the way that I do. With time, I got used to the fact that I have to see them all fall. Even if it seems cruel, there’s no way to change it. Perhaps they're nothing more than just fine food in a divine fridge. [He walks over to sit at the bar with a new bottle of beer] Still deep in my thoughts, I sense it approaching more than I actually see it. For a moment, for a split of a second, the world around me falls out of sync. I wish it would never stop. I’m sinking into it.
 
[SOUL, with blonde hair and dressed completely in white (as SUMA), enters the bar and sits next to BLUE. The two SPEAKERS enter the bar as well; one sits next to BLUE, the other next to SUMA. Both have newspapers with them that they unfold and read. The chorus of Leonard Cohen's “Closing Time” is playing.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of a chocolate fountain in motion]
 
SPEAKER 1: This feels like coming home again after such a long time. It's giving me the creeps.
BLUE: [Looking into SOUL's eyes] Welcome to my world. One silent night I found myself praying to you, but you weren't there. Or if you were, you were absent-minded. Which didn't really matter. The world felt as small as my blue heart, and I felt even smaller. Praying to you one silent night. Being myself. Caught absent without leave.
 
[Music fades out]
 
SUMA: I see you've got ...
SPEAKER 2: Needs as much as I do.
BLUE: Pretty one. I'm too stunned...
SUMA: To be surprised?
BLUE: Who are you?
SUMA: I'm Suma.
BLUE: Well, then...
SPEAKER 1: Anonymous.
SPEAKER 2: White.
BLUE: Where are you from?
SUMA: Almost everywhere.
SPEAKER 1: Almost everywhere.
SPEAKER 2: Like a gypsy.
SUMA: A gypsy angel.
BLUE: Shouldn't you have darker hair?
SUMA: No. [Smiles brightly at BLUE] Are you having another beer?
BLUE: Sure, good idea. You also want a drink?
SUMA: Will you get me a coffee, pretty one? Please?
SPEAKER 1: She called me.
SPEAKER 2: Pretty one.
SPEAKER 1: My imagination starts to run wild.
SPEAKER2: I imagine her in a pool of hot chocolate.
BLUE: Are you here for the first time tonight?
SPEAKER 1: She opens her legs as she climbs out...
SPEAKER 2: …to let me in.
SUMA: I don't go out alone that often, I’m new here.
SPEAKER 1: Her smile is the sweetest smile I've seen in a long time.
SPEAKER 2: I feel comfortable beside her. Excited. Aroused.
SPEAKER 1: Like a rocket.
SPEAKER 2: I wish that, from this moment on, we could be together day and night.
SPEAKER 1: Especially the nights.
SPEAKER 2: When I fall in love...
SPEAKER 1: …I fall completely.
SPEAKER 2: All doors and drawers open.
BLUE: You think we'll meet again?
SUMA: You know we do. But, I know you’re not leaving now.
BLUE: Just in case…
SUMA: You wouldn't leave, now that you found me.
BLUE: You never know.
SUMA: Crazy man. [She sticks out her tongue at him]
BLUE: Huh?
SPEAKER 1: I'm falling.
SUMA: Tequila?
BLUE: Tequila?
SUMA: Sure. And a beer. I've had enough coffee now.
SPEAKER 1: Do you think you’ll like me?
SUMA: I'm getting drunk on you ...
SPEAKER 2: Already?
BLUE: How about another one?
SUMA: Stupid question!
 
[SCREEN: The name “SUMA” scrolls across it and flashes up once in a while]
 
SPEAKER 1: Suma!
SPEAKER 2: S
SPEAKER 1: U
SPEAKER 2: M
SPEAKER 1: A
BOTH: SUMA!
 
[Both SPEAKERS get up and walk over to the empty half of the stage. BLUE and SUMA keep sitting at the bar.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of a subway station, flickering black and white in time lapse]
 
SPEAKER 1: I am swaying through subway tunnels, one third drunk, two thirds excited. Thrilled.
SPEAKER 2: What has she done to me, stirring me up like this? Mixing her apples with my vanilla sauce.
SPEAKER 1: Come home with me!
SUMA: [to BLUE] Same time tomorrow?
SPEAKER 1: [sitting down at the wall] I'm sending out signals tonight.
SPEAKER 2: [leaning against the wall] I'm happy. It echoes though my mind.
SUMA:[to BLUE] Happy, huh?
BLUE: See what I mean?
SPEAKER 1: The world is with me tonight. I can't sit here and do nothing. I need music, I need people, now. I want to dance and tell everyone that I'm happy.
SPEAKER 2: Look, there's Miss O.B. with a new guy.
BLUE: Look at me! I think it hit me!
SUMA: Never too late! [Stands up and walks off]
SPEAKER 1: Suddenly I feel so lonely.
BLUE: [walking over to join the SPEAKERS] How I wish to be close to her now.
SPEAKER 1: To be kissing her.
SPEAKER 2: Holding her.
BLUE: Give myself to her and let her practice her wicked gypsy voodoo on me.
SPEAKER 1: I wonder where she is now.
SPEAKER 2: What she tastes and feels like.
SPEAKER 1: What we could be doing together.
SPEAKER 2: This very moment.
BLUE: [his beer in hand] I feel cold! I'm drowning in emptiness. With every sip of the beer, my deep desire to be strong turns into fear. With every tear I waste, like an addiction, my head spins around because I don’t know how to end this pain. With every beat of the clock, more memories come up that refuse to come true. Confusing the future with past in lethargy.
 
[BLUE sits down on the floor. SUMA and both SPEAKERS leave the scene; RAT enters and sits down next to BLUE.]
 
[SCREEN: Two pairs of bare feet splashing in clear water]
 
BLUE: I hate it! I hate it! I hate it!
RAT: You grew up with it, didn't you? Hating and being hated?
BLUE: I want to smash something. I always do.
RAT: Dear, it's you who needs to be...
BLUE: Hurt. I wanna hurt myself.
RAT: That can be taken care of.
BLUE: Hurt the hurt out. It's driving me crazy.
RAT: Very effectively.
BLUE: Of course, I want to be in love, but I don't want to fall so deep.
RAT: You better fall. Love is overrated, anyway.
BLUE: I can't wait to see her again.
RAT: She’ll leave you when she finds you out. They all do. You'll never get it right!
BLUE: Every time I'm in this, I swear I'll never let it happen again.
RAT: Romantic fool. You're hopeless.
BLUE: I gladly throw away any good resolutions any time I have the slightest chance to. And I hate it.
RAT: Again?
BLUE: Intense memories of these moments will remain someday, but that doesn't help me at all now. Her razor-blade nails cut the silence off from the exhaustion. Pull the label off the cork. Her bare was face a wreck against her white ghostly hands, a little too quickly destroyed by sweat. You know, at night all cats are grey. Shame on life.
RAT: No one can help you.
 
[SCREEN: Poems scrolling down in flaming letters with a sporadic “WHO AM I?” flashing up]
 
BLUE: When I was in love with Big S, there was nothing in my world but her.
RAT: Ha! She never spoke a word with you. She never cared about you.
 
[SCREEN: Image of a canvas]
 
BLUE: Nothing raised her interest. Every afternoon, I waited like a crazy to catch a glimpse of her in her bright wooden clogs. When I came too close, trying to catch her smell or say something, she turned away and disappeared. She lived in one of those areas where I never dared to go.
RAT: Violence? Her mother was a whore, I know, her father a drinker. Family disputes every night. They couldn't keep it quiet.
BLUE: She moved away unnoticed, but, as it is, the memories linger. I often think of her, wonder where she’s gone and what’s become of her.
RAT: Say it.
BLUE: Angels don't last in real life, it's a law. They slip through your hands like water. Like air. Like love. They fade into a myth. There's no way to hold them, yet I haven't found out what happens to them when they disappear. Could I meet someone who’s already been an angel for some time? How do I find out? How do I know how long she’ll last? And if Suma has always been...
RAT: You won't know before she’s gone.
BLUE: I fear, I sadly fear, that she won't stay with me for any longer than the others. I’d better enjoy every single moment in which I know she really exists. Especially, of course, the few precious moments with her. To be in love with an angel makes me feel special. The hilarious, bitter-sweet moments are unique. It feels like suddenly being in a different life, and all those different lives come back at once to mix together and make a fantastic new life. It's Suma, it's “Closing Time” playing over and over in my head. My companion, now and in the years to come. I'm in love. I made it! No more dying.
RAT: Says who?
BLUE: Oh, I'm tired, I'm sick of waiting. I'll be going home now. Suma in my head. Soft fur in a cave. Being well. The timeless grass of an early summer. Morning. Holding hands, we face each other, nudity in eyes. Vulnerable, if not sleepy like Sunday. A day of nowhere, left alone. For a second, living for you, being with you. Walking and resting. Closed eyes, dressing desires. Unexpressed, unthought. A golden towel of smells after the shower. Feeling like soft fur in a cave. Being in love. Tired of waiting. Sick of it!
RAT: Sick! You got it!
 
[Music starts to play. SUMA appears and dances in front of the canvas. RAT joins her.]
 
 
SCENE 4
 
 
[Left half of the stage. Same setting as before. LETITIA behind the counter, BLUE sits on a bar-stool. RAT sits at the front end of the stage again.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of a caged lion in a circus wagon]
 
LETITIA: Not even noon and you're up already? [Motions to the coffee machine] Cappuccino?
BLUE: Of course. Yes.
LETITIA: Cream?
BLUE: Oh, yes please!
 
[LETITIA takes the can, pulls up the sleeves of her shirt.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of a woman licking whipped cream from a spoon]
 
LETITIA: Too much of it will give you a sleepless night!
BLUE: Oh, yes please!
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of a roaring lion in heat]
 
LETITIA: Have you had something to eat?
BLUE: Not yet.
LETITIA: Me neither. How about getting us a pizza, then?
BLUE: Sounds good. What one?
LETITIA: With everything.
BLUE: Who pays?
LETITIA: You do.
BLUE: Naturally! What's a pizza compared to that smile?
LETITIA: See? The world is smiling at you.
RAT: Some days are like daydreams.
 
[BLUE walks over into the right half of the stage.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of pizzas baking in an oven.]
 
[RAT gets up and goes over to BLUE with a pizza box in hand.]
 
RAT: Are you there?
BLUE: Kind of. In my mind, I’m assembling scattered thoughts of her. Trying to remember every detail. [Pause] I wonder where she is. Wonder if she's thinking of me now.
RAT: If she remembers you?
BLUE: [Falling to his knees] Please do, Suma, please do. My world depends on you. My days and nights!
RAT: [Handing him the pizza] Here you are!
 
[BLUE takes the pizza and goes back into the left half of the stage. RAT leaves the stage.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of people entering and leaving a pub]
 
[BLUE shares the pizza with LETITIA, flirting with her.]
 
BLUE: I'm in the right mood now.
LETITIA: In the mood for dancing?
BLUE: No. In the mood for a miracle. And definitely tequila. First one today, warming up for Suma.
LETITIA: Warming up for what?
BLUE: Suma. A little angel I met last night. We'll be having a lot of fun tonight, I'm sure. I'm already looking forward to seeing her so much. Like seeing her laugh again.
 
[LETITIA pours a tequila for him. He empties the glass, blows her a kiss, and leaves. BLUE crosses over into the right half again. Both SPEAKERS are there, leaning against the wall.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of children dancing around a trash can]
 
BLUE: [Looking at the screen] Happy Birthday! [Going over to SPEAKER 2] I'll be meeting the perfect girl tonight.
SPEAKER 2: Then let’s drink to it! Screwing her tonight?
BLUE: Come again?
SPEAKER 2: You young guys all want the same. Come again. [Laughs]
BLUE: You probably did.
SPEAKER 2: Come on lad, you're young and healthy, grab the chances as they come.
BLUE: May I say “Hello” before I screw her?
SPEAKER 2: Someone else will already say “Hello” when you see her.
BLUE: [Laughing] Old man.
SPEAKER 2: There's nothing old about it, that's pure life.
BLUE: I'm going to enjoy my life tonight, that's for sure.
SPEAKER 2: Good luck, I'll keep my fingers crossed.
SPEAKER 1: That won't help. He can’t be helped. Lock him away, yes, lock him away. He's a coward, he'll always be a coward. He was born a loser. A parasite, a critter. Nonviable.
 
[SUMA enters the stage, RAT enters from the opposite side. SUMA walks directly towards BLUE, who seems to be amazed and immobile, while RAT walks around both.]
 
RAT: One look was enough to make you fall again? You melt like peanut butter, like honey in her presence. Be careful. Still, try not to remember the things they said to you. The names they called you.
 
[BLUE moves closer to SUMA and puts one arm around her.]
 
BLUE: Any plans for tonight?
SUMA: What would life be without surprises? [Lets BLUE kiss her] Another drink somewhere before we go?
 
[SCREEN: Random images of bars]
 
RAT: [Stops] Oh yes, I know what's coming. Going to the clubs and bars, having a drink or not having a drink, meeting people or not meeting people. She'll take your hand to make sure you don't leave. You'll mistake it for passion - or at least attention.
 
[SCREEN: Image of a strict teacher]
 
BLUE: With you I feel safe and sane. My nerves are steady. Suma, my savior tonight.
RAT: [Raising hands] Save me!
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of SUMA and BLUE hugging and kissing in crowded pubs and busy streets]
 
SUMA: I didn't get lost, I'm still here. [Puts her arm around BLUE.]
 
[SCREEN: BLUE's face appears on the Statue of Liberty]
 
SPEAKER 2: [In semi-dark] No, the planet didn't shift. The whole thing wasn't sensational in particular. Exceptional, perhaps. It was a dream, a beautiful dream. Like being in a dream. Floating through a bowl of fruit salad with whipped cream.
SPEAKER 1: Whip him! Smash his fruit to pulp! What a dreamer. It's a sin!
 
[SCREEN: The Statue of Liberty melts. Screen goes off]
 
BLUE: Hand in hand, we run down the streets.
RAT: Pause.
SUMA: Let's celebrate!
SPEAKER 2: Wait a second. What does she mean?
SUMA: How about [Pause] each other’s birthdays?
SPEAKER 2: Each other’s birthdays?
BLUE: Today?
SUMA: Why not? Let's go and get some things. Presents and stuff. We'll have a real good party, you and me. I’ll give you ten minutes in the store. Come on, let's go. [SUMA and BLUE leave.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of a busy shopping mall]
 
RAT: Surprise, surprise! [RAT leaves as well. NF enters and sits between both SPEAKERS at the bar.]
NF: If I had to buy presents, what would I buy? I haven't bought presents for ages.
SPEAKER 1: Presents! All he thinks about is presents. Toys! What a feeble-minded idiot! Incurable.
SPEAKER 2: He may pick something nice.
SPEAKER 1: Mental block.
NF: How about a birthday cake?
SPEAKER 2: A punk doll.
SPEAKER 1: Terminally ill.
NF: A water pistol.
SPEAKER 2: Confetti.
NF: Make it two.
SPEAKER 1: No sense of shame.
NF: When I was in love, nothing made sense. Nothing needed to make sense. We weren't ashamed of anything.
SPEAKER 2: She's serious about it, isn't she?
NF: A rubber pig. Perhaps some electronic gadget.
SPEAKER 2: It moans when you grab it.
NF: Like me. I wish I'd...
SPEAKER 1: Hit him over the head with it. What a disgrace! He ought to be committed! Locked away!
NF: …get locked-in in a toy store or furniture store with her overnight. I reckon I'd like that. Perhaps in Brazil.
SPEAKER 1: He didn't get it.
NF: In bright sunshine with my eyes closed.
SPEAKER 1: He never got it.
NF: My eyes follow her.
SPEAKER 1: No matter how hard I thrashed him.
NF: Short shorts, tank top, heels.
SPEAKER 1: No belt could bring him to his senses.
NF: She looks terrific!
SPEAKER 1: Weakling.
NF: Enjoying every breath.
SPEAKER 2: Burning her picture into his mind.
NF: How about dinner?
SPEAKER 2: Already had pizza.
 
[SCREEN: Sequence of BLUE stopping a cab, opening the door for SUMA]
 
 
SCENE 5
 
 
[Both booths are decorated with photos of young women. The lights in the booths are on, both SPEAKERS are inside. A large bed and a bedside table are the only items on the stage. BLUE and SUMA enter.]
 
[SCREEN: Image of a shabby bedroom]
 
BLUE: I still have champagne in the fridge.
SUMA: Not for very much longer.
 
[BLUE gets the bottle and two glasses from the dark back of the stage, opens the bottle, pours two glasses and hands one to SUMA, who now sits on the beds and looks at the photos.]
 
SUMA: [Pointing at the photos] All your girlfriends?
BLUE: Huh?
SUMA: All your girlfriends?
BLUE: Not quite.
SUMA: [Points at one photo] Who's that? Just for example.
 
[BLUE looks at the photo, then sits beside SUMA and kisses her on the forehead.]
 
SUMA: Happy Birthday! Now come the presents?
BLUE: Same to you! How old are we turning today?
SUMA: Sixteen.
BLUE: Sixteen?
SUMA: Sixteen is the perfect age for tonight.
BLUE: Well, if you say so. Cheers!
SUMA: Cheers! [They clink glasses, then SUMA reaches into her bag. She fumbles out the presents, confetti, paper streamers, and festoons.] Look at the dinosaur. I instantly loved it when I saw it, I just had to get it for you.
BLUE: It's cute. Not it also reminds me of you.
 
[They laugh and kiss playfully. SUMA takes her shoes and socks off and stands on the bed.]
 
SUMA: Let's hang the festoons over here. You have some pins or some tape? [Hangs festoons]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of beautifully decorated rooms in summer houses]
 
SPEAKER 2: [Through microphone] How I wish I could touch her. Hold her, feel her naked body, cream her skin.
SUMA: Looks much better now, doesn't it?
BLUE: Absolutely! You did a great job!
SUMA: That's not all, wait, some streamers are still missing.
 
[BLUE fills up the glasses while SUMA starts on the streamers.]
 
SPEAKER 2: She's so funny!
SPEAKER 1: The little maniac talks to himself. His lost self. Lost in her. Doomed.
 
[BLUE gets a camera from upstage.]
 
SPEAKER 2: This sweet expression on her face.
SPEAKER 1: Serious.
SPEAKER 2: Happy.
BLUE: Let me take a picture?
SUMA: Why?
BLUE: To capture that look on your face.
SPEAKER 2: Those lovely lips and eyes
SPEAKER 1: Drowning. She's uncertain. As broken as you. Trash.
SUMA: Now?
BLUE: Yes, it's that smile that I love. Just go on. [Takes photos]
SPEAKER 2: I can't believe she's so beautiful!
SPEAKER 1: Dreamer! Don't you dare!
SPEAKER 2: Ask her to undress!
SUMA: Satisfied now?
BLUE: For the moment, I am.
 
[SUMA makes herself comfortable on the bed.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of children playing happily with each other]
 
SPEAKER 2: Happy and playful like a kitten
SPEAKER 1: A room filled with happiness! Man, are you serious?
BLUE: How I would love to...
SPEAKER 2: Fill her with happiness!
SUMA: Tell me something about you.
SPEAKER 2: You could have used the silence.
BLUE: Does it matter?
SUMA: Not particularly, but tell me anyway.
SPEAKER 2: Smile!
SPEAKER 1: Voodoo. Definitely voodoo!
BLUE: There's nothing much to tell. Or know. I was born here, grew up here. I’ve always been here, I never made it out.
SPEAKER 1: You're so out!
SUMA: Parents?
BLUE: Sure.
SPEAKER 2: Ouch!
SPEAKER 1: Stupid twat!
SUMA: Not good?
BLUE: Kicked me out and never cared.
SPEAKER 1: Bastard!
SUMA: Family is very important in my culture.
SPEAKER 1: Culture? [Laughs]
SUMA: What about school?
BLUE: Finished. Jobs, from time to time. Temporarily.
SUMA: And now?
BLUE: Always the same, you know. I mean, look around here. I don't have much, but it's okay.
SPEAKER 1: Your death warrant.
SUMA: Dreams?
BLUE: Lots of.
SUMA: Like?
BLUE: Like being with you now. Or like making every day a dream. With you, from now on.
SPEAKER 2: Was that really your reply?
SPEAKER 1: What a fool you are! Do you feel so sick to be questioned about your fucked-up existence?
BLUE: You're so... so...
SPEAKER 2: Gracious. Not at all demanding. Not as it should be. As you thought it would be.
SUMA: [staring at the wall] I wonder what your dream girl looks like.
BLUE: Dreams change all the time, don't they? Once they're fulfilled, they make room for new ones.
SPEAKER 1: As if you ever…
SPEAKER 2: I don't know.
BLUE: I'm happy with you right now. My dream girl.
SUMA: And who were you happy with last time?
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of children arguing over a toy]
 
BLUE: Curiosity, my present dear, is the death of every cat.
SPEAKER 1: You kill that cat!
SPEAKER 2: Careful.
SUMA: Did you love her?
BLUE: No, not particularly.
SUMA: Ah. I see!
BLUE: See what?
SUMA: Tell me about her.
BLUE: Like what? Name?
SUMA: No, only the facts. Things a woman wants to know.
BLUE: Ask me and I’ll answer frankly.
SPEAKER 2: Did I say she's not demanding? She's a living coercion.
SUMA: She had something in her head? Like brains?
BLUE: She wasn't stupid.
SUMA: Good looking?
BLUE: Definitely.
SPEAKER 2: Why do you defend a girl that you don't even know? Because you laid her?
SUMA: Personality?
BLUE: Special.
SPEAKER 1: Aaaarrrgh!
SPEAKER 2: Why on earth...
SUMA: A stupid twat, right?
BLUE: No, she wasn't.
SPEAKER 2: Not that it matters anymore, but what would that make you in her eyes?
SPEAKER 1: Yup!
SUMA: I tell you, she was a slut and you adored her for it.
 
[SCREEN: Blurred sequences of drunken people at a party]
 
BLUE: Why do you want to know?
SPEAKER 2: It's going from bad to worse now.
SPEAKER 1: Tell her you're still a virgin.
SUMA: You used - stress: used - her to satisfy you needs. Your lust. She was available. Convenient, like me.
SPEAKER 2: The less you know about a girl, the more likely you are to fall in love with her.
SPEAKER 1: But who would want to fall in love with YOU? Who would want to know you at all?
BLUE: Suma, my gorgeous one?
SPEAKER 1: Leave it.
SPEAKER 2: Leave it.
 
[SCREEN: Goes off]
 
[RAT enters wearing sunglasses, a book in hand, dragging a deck-chair behind her. She places it in front of the stage so that it faces the bed, then she stands at the foot of the bed. SUMA freezes.]
 
RAT: Now, my dear, let me say it like this: ending up in a child's birthday with an angel-like, but obviously completely insane girl, wasn't exactly your idea of a first date, right?
BLUE: Why not?
RAT: She an...
SPEAKER 2: Anonymous.
SPEAKER 1: Anonymous.
BLUE: She’s sexy. Beautiful.
SPEAKER 2: Excuse me?
SPEAKER 1: Unforgivable!
RAT: Come again?
BLUE: I'm falling in love. Lovers...
SPEAKER 2: You know.
BLUE: …do foolish things.
 
[SUMA wakes up from her solidification and sits in BLUE's lap. They hug. SUMA lies back on the bed with BLUE at her feet. RAT makes herself comfortable in the deck-chair and starts to read. Both SPEAKERS walk to the back of the stage; the light follows them, leaving BLUE, SUMA and RAT in dimmed light. Both SPEAKERS grab a beer from the props.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of people shamelessly seducing each other and kissing fervently]
 
SPEAKER 1: Say “Happy Birthday”, will you?
SPEAKER 2: Happy Birthday, my love!
SPEAKER 1: What would you like to do now?
SPEAKER 2: Tickle your feet?
SPEAKER 1: Wrong answer, try again.
SPEAKER 2: Kiss you?
SPEAKER 1: Where?
SPEAKER 2: Everywhere!
BLUE: Call that a mile-wide smile!
SPEAKER 1: Do I hear excitement in your words?
 
[SCREEN: A short sequence shows balloons being kicked from the floor by a pair of feet, followed by a test picture that remains]
 
SUMA: [in a robotic voice, stressing every word] My. Hand. Between. Your. Legs.
BLUE: [in a robotic voice, stressing every word] My. Hand. Under. Your. Shirt.
BLUE/SUMA: Our. Lips. Meet. Again.
SPEAKER 1: Didn't you say “everywhere”?
SUMA: Open. My. Shorts.
BLUE: Circuit.
SUMA: Shorts.
BLUE: Circuit.
SUMA:Shorts.
BLUE: Circuit.
SPEAKER 1: Peel me.
SPEAKER 2: Out of it.
SUMA: No. Clothes.
BLUE: Naked.
SUMA: My. Tongue. Slides.
BLUE: My. Body.
SUMA: My. Throat.
BLUE: Your. Breasts.
SUMA: Erect.
BLUE: Further. Down!
SPEAKER 1: Let my mouth in.
SPEAKER 2: I am open.
SPEAKER 1: I am moving.
SPEAKER 2: In circles.
SUMA: My. Ankles.
BLUE: Grab!
SUMA: Up! Slowly!
SPEAKER 1: Halfway.
SPEAKER 2: To ecstasy.
BLUE: I. Am. There.
SUMA: See. How. I. Respond.
BLUE: I. Am. There.
SUMA: At. My. Feet.
SPEAKER 1: How sweet she is.
SPEAKER 2: Both hands.
SUMA: Between. My. Legs.
BLUE: See. How. I. Respond.
SUMA: Ready. To. Explode.
SPEAKER 1: I hate to stop.
SPEAKER 2: Turn around.
RAT: [shouting] FUCK!
 
[SCREEN: Sequence of humidity rising from a damp lawn in an early morning]
 
BLUE: Struggling. To. Survive.
SUMA: Faking. The. Fall.
SPEAKER 1: Can you do this again.
SPEAKER 2: To my ears?
 
[Both SPEAKERS leave the stage. RAT folds up her deck-chair and follows them. The light is back on the bed.]
 
[SCREEN: Shows SUMA and BLUE on the bed, the picture freezes]
 
BLUE: I must have dozed off.
SUMA: [Laughs] You bastard. It's getting dark outside. Mind if I stay here over night?
BLUE: How do you know it's getting dark?
SUMA: It always gets dark at this time. [She hops out of the bed, upstage, and stands still.] Is that all?
BLUE: What are you looking for?
SUMA: Milk.
BLUE: Are you crazy?
SUMA: No milk?
BLUE: Have a beer and bring me one as well!
SUMA: [singing] “No milk today, my love has gone away ...” [She returns with a six-pack of beer] You’re good for my ego.
BLUE: At least that’s one thing I’m good for. But you're right, a strong ego is important to graduate from the school of hard knocks and survive this kind of life.
SUMA: [sitting on the bed] You satisfied your needs through me, but don't worry, you also satisfied mine tonight.
BLUE: You're a philosopher?
SUMA: Oh shit.
 
[Screen and lights go off]
 
 
SCENE 6

 
 
[The stage is divided into two halves again. The bed is now in the right half, the bar in the left half. SOUL (being MISS O.B. again, wearing yoga pants and flip flops) sits on the front right edge of the stage with a bottle of beer in hand; RAT sits on the far left edge. Both in darkness. BLUE sits in pale light in the middle of them, also on the front edge of the stage.]
 
[SCREEN: Image of a ransacked bed]
 
BLUE: Wrong again. Whatever I do, it's wrong again. I never seem to get it right. But this time I'll try. Try again.
RAT: With teasing and funny arguments?
BLUE: I’m so happy and no-one can take that away from me.
RAT: Falling asleep in her arms.
BLUE: She woke me up so early, already dressed to leave.
RAT: She left you with a smile.
BLUE: She blew me a kiss.
RAT: Good bye! [Gets up, walks over to the bed and sits down on the edge of it] It smells of her, doesn't it?
 
[BLUE gets up, walks around the bed, then crosses over into the other half of the stage. He gets a bottle of beer from behind the bar.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of underground stations]
 
BLUE: Can't kick the habit, can I?
 
[MISS O.B. gets up from her edge of the stage and tries to perform some T'ai Chi movements, despite the bottle in her hand. BLUE walks back to the front of the stage.]
 
BLUE: Nothing's going on here. The whole day passed by goopy like a devil's fart. [Pause] Where is she now? Please help me. Tarred and feathered, determined to strike back, wash myself clean. Despised by vultures. Rotting away, unnoticed. Eternally falling pain. [He walks around until he spots MISS O.B.]
 
[SCREEN: Image of empty underground station]
 
MISS O.B.: You want to go for a walk with me? I'm [Pause] a bit [Pause] slow.
BLUE: So we've both be drinking. Cheers!
MISS O.B.: [Taking Blue's arm] What would I do without you?
BLUE: What am I doing with myself? Doing things I don't want to do. I want to be alone with my thoughts and re-live last night once more. My angel. Saying your name pacifies me. Suma. Amen. Suma. I can't explain, it's the sound of her voice. Images of past and future. I try to shape sound and laughter, try to frame hers. Ending up trapped, at home in the sound of her voice.
 
[They keep walking around arm in arm and silently lost in their thoughts. Every now and then they stop and smile at each other, then walk on. After some time, they stop to sit down on the floor next to each other.]
 
[SCREEN: Image of a green park]
 
BLUE: Who’s this guy I’ve seen you with lately? Anything serious?
MISS O.B.: No-one from nowhere. [She takes a sip from the bottle and struggles to finish the sentence] He thought I was crazy. He tried to convince me that I needed to see his shrink.
BLUE: His shrink? You seem to attract such people, huh? [MISS O.B. looks at him, then stares ahead, nodding silently] I never knew you practised T'ai Chi.
MISS O.B.: No, it's not really that. It's more a way to relax when I'm under stress. Or when I've been drinking. I feel so at ease then.
BLUE: At ease then.
MISS O.B.: First, I close my eyes. I close my mouth. I put my tongue lightly against my upper teeth and concentrate on my breathing.
BLUE: On my breathing.
MISS O.B.: Make it deep and steady.
BLUE: Deep and steady.
MISS O.B.: It's all there is behind it. It's not as easy as it may sound.
BLUE: And the movements? How can you move like this when you've been drinking? Don't you ever fall over?
MISS O.B.: [Laughing] No, I move in sync with my breathing, without any physical tension. I have my patterns of movements for a continuous flow of energy. Call me “Miss Cosmic”. I practice at home regularly, but I'm really no good at it - I get distracted far too easily.
BLUE: Far too easily. Looks good to me, what you're doing.
MISS O.B.: Thanks. It makes me feel good, that's why I'm doing it.
BLUE: You don't want to learn it properly?
MISS O.B.: I listen to my body, which tells me what's right.
BLUE: What's right. Sounds reasonable.
MISS O.B.: Mind us going back? I'm getting a little tired already.
BLUE: You want to go home? My body hasn't told me anything so far.
MISS O.B.: You want to come with me? Only for a drink?
BLUE: Sure. If you don't fall asleep. You sound a bit light-headed and washed out.
 
[Both get up and walk over to the other half of the stage. RAT gets up from the bed and leaves the stage silently. MISS O.B. lies down on the bed, BLUE sits on the floor in front of it with his back leaning against the bed frame.]
 
[SCREEN: Image of a bedroom in semi-darkness]
 
BLUE: Brandy with cola. [sings] “C-o-l-a cola...”
MISS O.B.: I'd like to be on a beach now.
BLUE: I wouldn't mind being on a beach now, as well. With you...
MISS O.B.: Sun and sand and happiness. We could fly our kites.
BLUE: We could swim or just do nothing.
MISS O.B.: I like this moment. With you now. It's real life's poetry.
BLUE: It's floating by like so many others. Sand through our hands.
MISS O.B.: Gosh. I'm really getting tired.
BLUE: I wanted to leave, anyway, before I’m too drunk to walk. My day has just begun.
MISS O.B.: Glad I don't have to walk anymore.
BLUE: Yes, that's true.
MISS O.B.: I live here. I only need to fall into bed. Oh. I'm in bed already!
BLUE: I know. You don't need to tell me.
MISS O.B.: You know?
BLUE: I do.
MISS O.B.: That's good.
BLUE: Well, then. I better be going.
MISS O.B.: You're a sweetheart.
BLUE: I’ll see you around next time.
MISS O.B.: If you say so. [Pause] Blue? Do I really need a shrink?
 
[Stage falls dark. BLUE walks to the front of the stage and stands in a spotlight, uncertain where to put his hands. Slowly, he starts to walk around the edge of the stage.]
 
[SCREEN: -off-]
 
BLUE: A good day so far, I assume. This is the type of life that I can deal with. It keeps me busy. Appreciated. Successful. [Pause] That was a good day so far, I assume. [Pause] Oh daddy, what am I supposed to do now? It's the fear. It's always the fear. What am I supposed to do if she doesn't like me? What if I can't make her fall for me? [Pause] Oh dad, why did you have to do it? It always goes wrong. Angels are flying, they’re born to fly. So free and beautiful. So beautiful to watch. I don't know why I panic, it always goes wrong. [Pause] I feel so small. A green pea. In a nutshell. Right here and now, there's someone knocking down the door. I’ve heard footsteps and I'm scared it could be her. Right here and now, inside me, I’m a room inside a room and someone's knocking down the door. I’ve felt her footsteps for so long and I'm scared it could be her.
 
[The bar area lights up and BLUE walks over. SOUL appears as LETITIA once more.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of people entering and leaving a pub]
 
LETITIA: Hello, Mister Cappuccino, you're looking good today!
BLUE: Thanks, Letitia. You're looking fantastic tonight! In fact, you could be my only true love in these hard times.
LETITIA: Were you unfaithful and had a drink somewhere else?
BLUE: Life can be cruel sometimes. Especially in these hard times.
LETITIA: It's so much like me.
BLUE: In that case I'll have a cappuccino.
LETITIA: [With a wink] Sure you do. It's not time to get hard right now.

[SCREEN: Sequences of whipped cream piling up]
 
LETITIA: What are you thinking?
BLUE: I don't know, Letitia. I have no idea.
 
[SCREEN: -off-]
 
LETITIA: Oh no! Not again! Spare me your depressions. You should go to bed early, for a change.
BLUE: I feel so run down, but it’s still too early to go to bed. You know I really feel at home here on days like these? I just don't want to go home now. I don't want this day to end now. [LETITIA turns away] It's been far too long, anyway. Dear, I don't know. Letitia! Mexican beer, my dear! I may get drunk. Where's Leonard Cohen when you need him? [Pause] Closing Time. Oh, Suma. Suma. A lovely touch, sudden magic. A new dress, softly kissing fingertips. A short, improvised dance. With pure hearts we fall. The world skips, dreams eternal. Sand our blankets. Waves roll in.
LETITIA: [bringing a bottle of Tecate] Zoom. Who?
BLUE: The girl I left with last night, the blonde one.
LETITIA: I think I saw her here today, but only shortly.
BLUE: Did she ask for me?
LETITIA: Not that I remembered, no.
 
[RAT enters the stage and sits next to BLUE at the bar. BLUE turns around and faces her but doesn't seem to see her.]
 
[SCREEN: Plain black]
 
BLUE: Great! Fantastic! Just what I need right now! I should have stayed in bed. [Pause] Suma! Don't you feel how much I miss you? I want to see you. Hear your laughter. Smell your perfume. Don't leave me here alone in this place tonight. [Pause] Don't leave me here. Inside myself. In automatism. Routine.
 
[NF enters the bar and takes BLUE's arm; RAT gets up and takes the other one. They talk to BLUE and try to take him home, but he refuses at first. Finally, he lets them take him to bed on the other half of the stage which doesn't light up when the three enter. BLUE lies down, NF and RAT sit down on the floor and lean against the bedstead. Both SPEAKERS enter the bar and sit down. Music starts to play, LETITIA starts to dance.]
 
[SCREEN: Random sequences of brain waves, nightmares, and melting colours]
 
[When the song ends, both SPEAKERS walk to the other half of the stage and stand at both ends of the bed. LETITIA leaves the stage.]
 
[SCREEN: Image of a room with streamers scattered on the floor]
 
SPEAKER 1: Oh, look at that! What a kid he is! Unable to cope with life.
SPEAKER 2: Again, he stayed out way past midnight last night. They had to take him home! Unable to cope with life.
 
[SCREEN: Image of a shabby bedroom]

[BLUE turns around restlessly in bed as if having a nightmare.]
NF: He was more wasted than usual this time.
SPEAKER 1: He's talking waste.
SPEAKER 2: He doesn't know what he's saying.
RAT: He will not remember.
NF: He won't?
RAT: You know him, don't you?
NF: He's not wrong, is he?
RAT: No, he's not. He just... never grew up.
SPEAKER 1: He's just blowing smoke.
SPEAKER 2: He's an embarrassment.
BLUE: [In his sleep] Terrible!
NF: You also hate these mornings?
RAT: I do.
NF: Why does he have to fall in love?
RAT: Why?
NF: It's his own fault.
SPEAKER 1: He's a creep.
SPEAKER 2: No plans for his life.
SPEAKER 1: He'd better find a job.
SPEAKER 2: Try to give his poor, miserable life some meaning.
SPEAKER 1: Earn some money.
SPEAKER 2: Poor so uncool.
SPEAKER 1: Tell him!
SPEAKER 2: Do you think he would listen?
SPEAKER 1: No.
NF: [Turning his head towards RAT] Do you have a job?
RAT: [Laughs]
 
[BLUE wakes up and looks around, confused and disorientated.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of lava flowing down a volcano]
 
BLUE: I'm in love, in love, in love!
SPEAKER 1: It can't go on with him like this.
SPEAKER 2: He's got to pay his rent.
SPEAKER 1: Get up!
SPEAKER 2: Grow up!
NF: [To RAT] You don't look bad!
RAT: [To NF] Who are you?
BLUE: I may meet her tonight. Meet her tonight. If I'm lucky.
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of thick grey clouds]
 
BLUE: Deep inside me, I know you're gone. I'm in love. Lonely. Sad. [Pause] I'm utterly sad.
 
[Classical music starts to play]
[BLUE gets out of bed and walks off-stage. RAT dances in bright white light in front of the screen.]
 
[SCREEN: Black and white scenes of everyday life in fast forward]
 
SPEAKER 1: A hard day at work.
SPEAKER 2: He's had.
SPEAKER 1: He's working.
SPEAKER 2: Hard to believe.
SPEAKER 1: Hear, hear!
SPEAKER 2: Work-shy, what a shirker.
SPEAKER 1: What is he supposed to do?
SPEAKER 2: Get a life, get a job. And not just work for booze and parties.
SPEAKER 1: Just give him a break.
SPEAKER 2: No.
SPEAKER 1: Give him a chance.
SPEAKER 2: Some don't deserve.
SPEAKER 1: Why all that?
SPEAKER 2: By all means!
SPEAKER 1: Times may have changed.
SPEAKER 2: He messed with my life.
SPEAKER 1: He was born.
SPEAKER 2: Rats never change.
RAT: [stops in her tracks] Fuck you, guys! [Walks off-stage]
[Music fades out]
 
[Both SPEAKERS leave the stage. Dim lights in the bar on the left side. BLUE appears and slowly walks around.]
 
[SCREEN: Rotting vegetables in time-lapse with a sporadic “WHO AM I?” flashing up]
 
BLUE: Five days packaging orders of frozen food into boxes. As if it was my life! Yet I didn't do anything wrong. My life reduced to the hours between 5 and midnight. Trying to stay myself in all this. Wondering how I really am. What I'm capable of. I wanna be me, and not just function like a robot or machine. I'm not a clone, like the rest of those in the company. Hard people. No understanding.
 
 
 
SCENE 7
 
 
[The bar area (now deserted) lights up once more. BLUE wears sunglasses and walks aimlessly around. Instead of the two SPEAKERS, there are now RAT and SOUL in the booths.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of a pole dancer in black and white, like from a silent movie]
 
RAT: Back in the pub again.
SOUL: Talking with a nameless friend.
RAT: Talking with a nameless friend.
SOUL: Back in the pub again.
BLUE: Another friend of mine.
RAT: Friend of mine.
SOUL: Watching Maria.
BLUE: Watching Maria, the Brazilian vegetable.
RAT: Watching Maria.
SOUL: Being bored.
BLUE: Being bored again. The way she dances. A wayward sense of love. Determination. From level to level I wind her up, direct her. Tease her with my joystick until she overturns the tables. Until the first of us admits defeat, admits to giving in to white silk stockings. She's spinning at the speed of light.
RAT: Back in the pub.
SOUL: Talking.
BLUE: Being bored again.
 
[SCREEN: -off-]
 
BLUE: [Walks to the front of the stage and stops there] Since Suma's disappearance more than three weeks ago, we’ve been meeting here almost every night.
RAT: A friend of mine.
SOUL: Watching Maria.
BLUE: I can't say what exactly we’ve talked about.
RAT: Every night.
BLUE: Or what we’re talking about now.
SOUL: Watching Maria.
BLUE: Often, I come in only to say “hello”.
RAT: Every night.
BLUE: I have a drink or two, then disappear into...
SOUL: The underground.
BLUE: Sometimes I join the birthday seller or whoever else there is.
RAT: Being bored again.
BLUE: Sometimes I watch people passing by and just enjoy the atmosphere.
SOUL: Every night.
BLUE: It's good to be here.
RAT: Days go by.
BLUE: My life's almost dull, presently. A good, but unadventurous time.
RAT: Unad…
SOUL: …venturous.
RAT: Good to be here.
SOUL: Every night.
BLUE: I'm slowly becoming sane, it seems.
RAT: [Leaving the booth and walking towards BLUE] It seems?
BLUE: Days go by. My attitude, my dreams keep me from.
SOUL [Leaving the booth and walking towards BLUE]: Being bored again.
BLUE: They carry me through the day at work.
RAT: Your shield against reality.
SOUL: Against too much of it.
BLUE: In the real world, I would have long become depressed as there’s nothing for me to make on. Down here, I have dreams that keep me busy. Shyness sparkling like those nights between us, within an inch, uniting us in the glittering, all-forgiving darkness. Charm, a vacant space in time. Reversing distance with closed eyes. Sensing like a candyfloss jungle. Hand in hand, like simple boy and girl again. Having fun. Lost in the awe of speaking out the words.
RAT/SOUL: [Walking like robots] Every night. Every night.
BLUE: A happy-go-lucky attitude that, like me, wouldn't survive outside.
RAT: Reality.
SOUL: Too much of it.
RAT: Reality.
SOUL: Too much of it.
RAT: Reality.
SOUL: Too much of it.
[Both women leave the stage]
 
[SCREEN: Images of RAT and SOUL morph into an image of a young woman wearing a big black sweater, a calf-length blue skirt and orange-coloured boots. Her blonde hair falls onto the backpack on her back]
 
BLUE: Wait a moment! [Classical music starts to play] Wait! Don't!
 
[SCREEN: Woman is morphing into endlessly turning spirals that seem to hypnotize BLUE] 
 
BLUE: Look. She keeps standing by the door. So fragile. As if she had just arrived from another planet. Wait. Look. She's not sure, if this is the right place for her. Look! Her eyes keep wandering around. Uncertain. Oh no! She leaves again! Wait! Wait a moment! 
 
[SCREEN: Image of empty alley with brick walls on both sides] 
 
BLUE: There’s something special in the way she walks. She's like sleepwalking. Sleepwalking. My first impression when she came in. Apart from her eyes, she did not look awake. These eyes, they amaze me. [Pause. Music fades out.] I wish she had stopped, turned around, opened her arms, and told me that we’ve finally found each other. A cinnamon dress, apple orchard, open hair. A hand like a piece of vanilla soap. Cotton candy, sugar legs. A smile like a foam bath. Pineapple, chilli, crispy olive ear. Green eyes shake a tree.
 
[SOUL enters the stage from the back, now being SUMA once more.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of sandstorm in a desert]
 
SUMA: Long time no see.
BLUE: [Abruptly turning around] Suma? What are you doing here?
SUMA: That's a surprise!
BLUE: I'm on the way to the pub.
RAT: [Enters and sits down cross-legged on the stage] Another anonymous angel disappears at the end of the road. Another end of another road.
SUMA: Looks as if we’re going the same way then.
[BLUE and SUMA stand frozen]
RAT: Those eyes! I'm melting! [Turns head to look at SUMA and BLUE] Oh Suma, how beautiful you are!
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of polar regions]
 
RAT: [mechanically, like a robot] Tie my hands. Blindfold me. Make me lick your shoes. Take me home with you. Let's always stay together. [Stands beside SUMA] Don't ever [Pause] never leave me again.
SUMA: [slowly turning head to BLUE, mechanically] So, we meet again.
RAT: [mechanically] Not even a little kiss? [Pause] Obviously not.
BLUE: [mechanically] I thought you’d come around to the pub some time since we last met.
SUMA: [mechanically] Oh no. Not me.
BLUE: [mechanically] But you still recognized me here?
SUMA: [mechanically] Of course I did.
BLUE: [mechanically] Let me give you a little kiss then.
SUMA: [mechanically] No, not now.
BLUE: [mechanically] Why are you laughing. What's so funny?
SUMA: [mechanically] I'm happy.
BLUE: [mechanically] How about a drink?
SUMA: [mechanically] Maybe.
 
[SUMA leaves the stage. Piano music starts to play. BLUE sits down beside RAT.]
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of driving through a city at night]
 
BLUE: On my way home.
RAT: On your way home.
BLUE: I feel uncomfortable.
RAT: Talking with Suma.
BLUE: Talking with Suma has led to nothing.
RAT: Nothing and nowhere.
BLUE: She was giggling all the time.
RAT: All the time.
BLUE: Except for a few single...
RAT: …meaningless words.
BLUE: She said nothing.
RAT: I wonder.
BLUE: Wonder what's going on in her head.
RAT: What does she take?
BLUE: What does she smoke?
[Music fades out. BLUE leans against RAT.]
 
[SCREEN: Images of stars in a night-sky]
 
BLUE: In my head, there's an unknown sleepwalking angel.
RAT: Mixing with your feelings for Suma.
BLUE: My feelings for Suma?
RAT: Love is life...
BLUE: …disguised as a dream? No. Life is pain.
RAT: Pain. [Hugs him. Lights and screen go off.]
BLUE: Splinters in the air from angry looks. I'm sitting in a corner, lost inside myself. Tonight, the fireworks, the atmosphere, so gloomy and unspeakable. Walking down to the subway I get a bottle of wine from the liqueur store. Sometimes it's so good to hang out in the darkness. [Pause] My sacred home, a home in the shades between dreams and reality. A home whose own reality is a mix of memories of the past and dreams of the future. A home in which feelings can become dreams.
 
[BLUE and RAT silently walk off the stage.]
 
[SCREEN: Poems scrolling down in flaming letters with a sporadic “WHO AM I?” flashing up]
 
BLUE: [Without being visible or present on the stage] Sitting in my dark cave with the wine running down my throat, I suddenly remember people I once knew. People who never understood my longing to be here. My longing to be free.
 
[SCREEN: -off-]
 
[SPEAKER 1 walks back into the left booth, SPEAKER 2 into the right booth.]
 
BLUE: [Walking back onto the stage] There must have been many nice people among them, but no matter how nice and understanding they were, we never managed to cross the inevitable, invisible borders between us.
SPEAKER 1: The truth of being.
SPEAKER 2: Circumstances of childhood.
BLUE: Invisible borders between us.
RAT: [walking back onto stage] The child in me lives on.
SOUL: [walking back onto stage] No sophistication?
SPEAKER 1: Never a real home.
SPEAKER 2: Never, never.
BLUE: I may lack the feeling, never had a real home.
RAT: But you were a child!
SOUL: You roamed the streets with us.
SPEAKER 1: Never a member.
SPEAKER 2: Never, never.
RAT: Your first love.
SOUL: Your first sexual encounters!
SPEAKER 1: Hanging out in the streets!
SPEAKER 2: All day!
RAT: Little devils.
SOUL: Tough and close to life.
BLUE: None of us cared much about the future at that time. One day, future had come for all of us. Somehow we had to cope, to identify with it.
RAT: Life went on.
SOUL: So did life in the streets.
SPEAKER 1: What is life? What is your life?
SPEAKER 2: Boy, oh boy.
BLUE: When I see kids playing in the streets today I wouldn't mind joining them.
RAT: Hey, you're still young!
SOUL: You grew up here.
RAT: You know the spirit of the streets.
SOUL: You belong here.
BLUE: I belong in my world.
SPEAKER 1: The underground.
SPEAKER 2: Decline.
BLUE: I live according to my own rules.
SPEAKER 1: What are rules? What are your rules?
SPEAKER 2: Boy, oh boy.
BLUE: Happy or sad, but always myself.
RAT: Live your dreams, your fantasies.
SOUL: Anonymous.
RAT: Angels.
BLUE: The unique atmosphere. It's like religion to me.
SOUL: This place.
BLUE: I have never let anyone in.
RAT: From outside.
SOUL: The underground.
SPEAKER 1: Caveman. Life is loneliness.
SPEAKER 2: Loneliness is life.
BLUE: The magic only works when I'm alone or...
RAT: …with a soul-mate?
 
[SCREEN: Sequences of a canvas onto which colours are being splashed/thrown]
 
BLUE: At times, I tried to paint blindly in the darkness. Or tried to write poetry at night. But I never caught the exact moment of fading gravity in my head. I found it impossible to catch.
SPEAKER 1: You lost it.
SPEAKER 2: Lost. Oh boy!
BLUE: I failed to concentrate on that very moment.
[RAT and SOUL dance in front of the screen. Psychedelic music plays.]
RAT: Divine lightning strikes his soul.
SOUL: That's me.
BLUE: I failed to describe.
RAT: The moment.
SOUL: The Nat effect.
 
[SCREEN: -off-]
 
[Music stops. RAT and SOUL stop dancing.]
BLUE: Good example. Nat was an average girl I normally wouldn't have noticed.
RAT: Stay. Anonymous.
SOUL: Angel.
BLUE: Her spirit made her absolutely beautiful.
SPEAKER 1: Only.
SPEAKER 2: In your eyes.
RAT: When she first passed you by.
SOUL: You were attracted by her.
BLUE: Vibrations!
RAT: Split!
SOUL: Of a second later.
RAT: Her perfume.
SOUL: It hit you!
BLUE: I fell for her!
SPEAKER 1: The Nat delay.
BLUE: She came on one of the trains, sometimes, to meet her boyfriend. Every time she passed by I first got absorbed by her appearance, then by her perfume - which was always the sensation of the day or even the week for me.
SPEAKER 2: The Nat decay.
BLUE: Music!
RAT: That's another sensational thing.
SOUL: Always has been.
RAT: It revives memories.
SOUL: Past.
BLUE: Every stage of my life!
RAT: Every moment.
SOUL: Special emotion.
SPEAKER 1: Good as well as bad.
SPEAKER 2: Preserved in songs.
BLUE: Closing time.
 
[SCREEN: Endlessly turning spiral, almost hypnotic]
 
BLUE: Down here I can go back in time.
RAT: Ride back in time on music.
SOUL: I'm there in your past, if you care to find me.
SPEAKER 1: Past is pain.
SPEAKER 2: Past is the key.
SPEAKER 1: Pain is past.
SPEAKER 2: Pain is the key.
BLUE: Music is all around me. It's permanent.
RAT: Meditate.
SOUL: Wrap yourself in it.
SPEAKER 1: Likes.
SPEAKER 2: Dislikes.
RAT: Naturally.
SOUL: But first of all.
BLUE: Music has to suit.
RAT: Support.
BLUE: My situation.
SOUL: Restore your self-confidence.
RAT: It makes you strong.
SPEAKER 1: Aggressive as he pleases
SPEAKER 2: Weak.
BLUE: I need it!
RAT: The whole variety.
SOUL: From punk to new romantic.
SPEAKER 1: A defensive weapon.
SPEAKER 2: Self-manipulation.
BLUE: It's very much like acting. With music, I can slip into new surroundings and get accustomed to new atmospheres.
SPEAKER 1: It's hard to switch back to normal.
SPEAKER 2: Hard to get out.
RAT: Music beats you. Beats in you.
SOUL: You can't lock it out.
BLUE: Down here. The place of my own music. Inside me I continue to write my own personal song. The song of my life.
RAT: It's full of happy nostalgia, of love and longing.
SOUL: It's in your heart.
BLUE: My heart provides me with everything I need.
RAT: It's a pure heart.
SPEAKER 1: Scratched.
SPEAKER 2: Bruised.
BLUE: Two people came through to my heart.
RAT: Don't talk about them.
SOUL: Remember silently.
BLUE: Precious memories, so many of them. One day I should write them down, or at least list them chronologically. But presently, I'm short of situations that would make valuable memories.
RAT: Put every little bit together.
SOUL: Make it a memorable time.
BLUE: About that time when I met Suma.
SPEAKER 1: It's hard to get to know him.
SPEAKER 2: The more songs he collects.
BLUE: I don't know myself very well.
SPEAKER 1: Too many faces.
SPEAKER 2: Too many extremes.
SPEAKER 1: Too many moods.
SPEAKER 2: Unpredictable.
BLUE: I respect people the way they are. If we don't get along, I simply stay away. I’ve learned never to expect anything from anyone, no matter how close.
RAT: Close like me?
SOUL: Like us?
BLUE: I don't like to argue.
RAT: There's a certain logic in human behaviour.
SOUL: Are you curious about it?
SPEAKER 1: Logic is so rational.
SPEAKER 2: He doesn't understand it.
BLUE: Develop a way to feel it.
RAT: An ability.
SOUL: Learn to predict things.
SPEAKER 1: His unreasonable logic.
SOUL: Again and again!
SPEAKER 2: Leaves people in anger.
BLUE: Amazement and wonder!
 
[Lights in both booths go off so that the SPEAKERS are no longer visible. RAT and SOUL leave the stage. BLUE walks to the front of the stage.]
 
[SCREEN: Images of a subway tunnel ending into an underground station]
 
BLUE: Starting to feel sleepy, I leave my cave to go home. The neon lights nearly blind me as I turn the corner to the platform. My thoughts get lighter and fly away, leaving me empty for a moment. [Pretends to be sleep walking] A girl walks towards me, heading for the escalator at the backside exit. The sound of her footsteps is way too loud for my ears in the empty station. 
 
[SCREEN: Images of white neon lights at a ceiling.] 
 
BLUE:She looks well dressed. Pretty unusual at this time in this place. [Pause] I quickly brush away the thought of wanting to hold her in my arms, to exchange my dreams with someone. Again, with someone. Nameless. Anonymous. 
 
[SCREEN: Scenes from a black and white movie] 
 
BLUE: As we pass each other I notice that she has a Liza Minelli haircut. It makes me wonder who she might be and how she lives. I turn around to look after her, feeling somewhat dirty in my shabby clothes, but suddenly I become a prince wearing my Sunday best. A bright smile shows on my face as she stops and turns around to look at me. A change in the air. She sings an old love song from a movie that I don't remember. [SOUL walks silently towards him from the back] Slowly she walks towards me. I hear myself say... 
 
[SCREEN: -off-]
 
SOUL: I'm here to save you, to explore you, to lead you to life. 
 
BLUE: She stands before me silently, closes her eyes. I move my head forward, kiss her softly on her soft lips. They taste like cinnamon. All good girls taste like cinnamon, I suppose. In fact, I can't judge from experience. Good girls are usually a turn-off. [Pause. SOUL wanders off again.] I remember one night when whats-her-name and me dressed in our best clothes, with make-up and perfume and all that stuff, went to have steak and champagne in a fancy restaurant. We tried so hard to behave, but failed spectacularly. It was hilarious, a ball of decadence. We spent two whole hours in this restaurant exchanging dirty fantasies dressed in noble upper-class conversation, ripping off our clothes afterwards at home. [Pause] Well, that was it. Nothing happened. As usual. These are my thoughts as I am walking home now. Feeling safe in the world. My world. [Pause] Reality killed my poetry. At times I feel very human and fragile.
 
[SCREEN: Image of a single bed]
 
BLUE: Deep inside I'm a good boy. [Pause] Back in my bed I remember that good boys don't masturbate, but on the other hand a good boy needs it sometimes. [Pause] Kiss me again, Liza!
 
[Stage falls dark]
 
 
 
- THE END -
 
 
In 1992 I spent many of my nights in a pub where Letitia and Suma were working their shifts seven nights a week. Having just moved there without knowing anyone around, Suma very soon became my idol. She was one of the most attractive woman I've met in my youth. Unfortunately, she disappeared after a couple of months without a trace. In 1994 I began to write a story that I worked on for some time every night when I came home from work, and that for a whole year. It was about a young man who spends his time hanging out in subway tunnels and stations, philosophizing about his misspent youth in a very juvenile way. Suma appeared in it - however this one did of course not have anything to do with the real one.
 
Back then I didn't manage to finish the story in a satisfactory way, so a good ten years years later I tried to re-write it, but again I didn't succeed. Now, for its »25th anniversary«, I took the original notes once more and worked them into a play. During this process I deleted large parts and added even more new parts, hoping it has at last become worth reading. If so, it’s most probably also due to the efforts that my wonderful editor Bonnie put into it. Thank you!!
OEBPS/toc.xhtml
		Blue Rat Soul

		Section 2

		Section 3

		SCENE 1

		Section 5

		SCENE 2

		Section 7

		SCENE 3

		Section 9

		SCENE 4

		Section 11

		SCENE 5

		Section 13

		SCENE 6

		[The stage is divided into two halves again. The bed is now in the right half, the bar in the left half. SOUL (being MISS O.B. again, wearing yoga pants and flip flops) sits on the front right edge of the stage with a bottle of beer in hand; RAT sits on the far left edge. Both in darkness. BLUE sits in pale light in the middle of them, also on the front edge of the stage.]

		SCENE 7

		Section 17

		Section 18

		Section 19





OEBPS/images/image0001.jpg





