I am a dreamer. This is my nightmare.














I believe that it started on the tenth day of March, 1981A.D.  In the Chinese Zodiac, it is the year of the cock.  Some of me is still in that day.  i don't know what it looks like or where it is. Maybe that means I've lost it.





I'm setting myself up for something horrible and I don't really know what it is. 











Where are you going?


im going blind.


Why are you going there?�DNA. And bad reading habits.


Such as?


Low light. Too much computer time.


Why so much?


It was a world I could control, and left angry after I controlled too much of it. The world was given to me by someone with even greater control.  I grew obsessive.  i lost control.


what is control?


it is the domination of something.  it is manipulation at will,


what is will?


will is...myself


what is yourself?


it is very small.  corporeal, yet undefineable(?) It seeks definition.


What is definition?


.  





(A prison cell. It is dungeon-like, damp stone walls, lighting only from a single lightbulb.  A barred window is center stage, too high for an average man to look out.  The bars to the cell are thick pillar-like shadows and are cast behind the audience. 


THE PRISONER is crouched in the corner, upstage left.  He is wearing a clean grey dress shirt and dark grey slacks.  The gate, offstage, opens, and ENTER BEN, as he is thrown violently into the cell.)








BEN: (scrambles to his feet, dusts himself off, he is frantic.  He stares at The Prisoner for a moment, and then begins looking for an escape)


THE PRISONER: Nora, I know it's four in the morning but I think I've realized my mortality and how precious these fleeting moments are and how self-dramatizing I've been and how I have these feelings for you and I think I want to share them with you so that I'll at least be able to live without this aching useless sense of assymetrical mystery and that you could know this and that we could, oh, possibly take it from here. And then she said, "I'm in love with you. Let's go make love like rabbits in the snow." No, she said, "I'm in love with you also.  Let's go make love like ice weasels in the snow." (looks at Ben) Who are you?


BEN: (stares at The Prisoner, silent)


THE PRISONER:


	I kill for money. I eat chicken because everything tastes like it.


	I'm going to sleep.  End of chapter. �BEN: (ignores The Prisoner, he runs toward the gate, grabbing the bars in pantomime)  


THE PRISONER:  I present an illusion to strangers. It is what minimizes friction. My illusion is my lubricant, my vaseline, my KY jelly.  It lets me fuck you up the ass later, after we've gotten to know each other better...and shit.  And then, having realized what I really am is not that which you bargained for, that I am more monstrous than you realized, that the illusion of my looks, my clothes, my first-date personality, is simply bullshit, you leave. (stands and walks toward Ben)


BEN: (sees The Prisoner) Guard!


THE PRISONER: (stops. After a moment of nothing, he continues) 


BEN: Don't hurt me!


THE PRISONER: I'm not hurting you.  Are you allright?


BEN: I'm fine! Just... don't! Stay away from me!


THE PRISONER: (stares at Ben for a moment, and then at the floor) We're going to be here for awhile. It's the Ides of March, you know. (he goes back to his corner)


BEN: What? Jesus. (runs up to the window, begins jumping under it)


THE PRISONER: You're not tall enough.  �BEN:  Shut up!


THE PRISONER: You're too short.


BEN: Shut up!�THE PRISONER: How strong are you?


BEN: (stops jumping, looks around for another escape)


THE PRISONER: (looks at the window) It's dark out. 


BEN: Oh my god...


THE PRISONER: You should get some sleep.


BEN: Jesus... Jesus...


THE PRISONER: (sighs, curls into the corner)


BEN: (after a moment of silence, screams) HELP! HELP!�(The Prisoner stands, he stalks toward Ben, and smashes his head into the bars. Ben collapses)





(A hilly field.  It is spring.  Flowers and butterflies are everywhere.  There is a sweet barely audible note playing out of thin air.  The Pretty Girl is sitting on the horizon, her back is facing Ben.)


�BEN: Hello there!


(The Girl is silent)


BEN: (walks, and then jogs toward the horizon) Hello...


(The Girl turns, she is heartbreakingly beautiful and smiles at Ben)


BEN: Hi...�(The Girl stands, grabs Ben by the wrist and leads him center stage, into the middle of the field.  She dances around and with him. Ben laughs, and topples into the grass with the Girl. She climbs on top of him and puts his face in front of his)


THE GIRL: Do you love me?�BEN: (pause) Yes...


(there is a tenuously romantic moment.  ENTER several dark, monstrous things appear over the horizon.  They begin tearing the field apart, ripping the grass)


BEN: (tries to get up, but is restrained by the girl's body) What? What's going on?


THE GIRL: Shh.


BEN: Jesus. We have to get out of here!


(The monsters begin fighting with each other. They topple over one after the other, until only one is left.  It approaches Ben and The Girl.)�BEN: Oh my god!


THE GIRL: (her hand over Ben's mouth)  Hush, baby.


(The monster stands over the two.)





(black out)





(A harbor.  The sun is setting over the ocean.  The dock is downstage center to center stage.  The Boy is fishing on the left side of the dock. ENTER Ben downstage. )





BEN: (stands behind the boy, hands in pockets.)  Caught anything?


THE BOY:  Nope. 


BEN: (pause) Been here long?�THE BOY: Nope.


BEN: (pause) How's your bait?


THE BOY: It's dead.


BEN: Oh.  �THE BOY:  (grabs the fishing pole tightly.  The line is bitten.) Hey! 


BEN: You got something?�THE BOY: Yeah! It's tough!


BEN: (crouches next to boy. Grabs the pole) It's a big one all right!


(They reel in. A wormlike thing with thin appendages and a shrimplike exterior is caught on the end of the line. Ben throws it onto the dock. )�BEN: (crouches next to it) I've never seen one like this before.


THE BOY: Let's eat it.


BEN: No, let's throw it back.


THE BOY: Let's kill it first.


BEN: No. We're letting it go back to its family.


THE BOY: I wanna keep it.


BEN: It doesn't belong here.


THE BOY: Ahw! But its so cute.


BEN: (picks it up) Slimy.


THE BOY: Can I touch it?�BEN: (handling it carefully in front of The Boy) Okay. Now just look.


THE BOY: (Stares) Cool.


BEN: Okay, it's time to put it back.


THE BOY: Can I toss it?�BEN: Allright. Carefully. (slips it into The Boy's arms)�THE BOY: (walks to the edge of the dock, drops it into the water)


BEN: (stands) There.





(A room in a library.  A wooden table is center. Ben is standing next to a collection of Encyclopedia Britannicas.  He begins pulling them out one after another, setting them on the table.  He picks one out and opens it)


�BEN: (sits, begins reading) Dreams. (pauses) Among the Eskimo of Hudson Bay and the Patani Malay people, it is believed that during sleep one's "soul" leaves the body to live in a special dreamworld. Believers often consider it dangerous to wake someone lest his "soul" be lost. On these grounds the Tajal people of Luzon, for example, severely punish for awakening a sleeping person. In other cultures, dream events are held to be identical with reality; thus, a Macusi Indian of Guyana is reported to have become enraged at the European leader of an expedition when he dreamed that the leader had made him haul a canoe up dangerous cataracts. He awoke exhausted and could not be persuaded that the dream was not real. There is a tradition in Borneo that if a man dreams that his wife is an adulteress, her father must take her back. A Zulu man is said to have broken off a friendship after dreaming that the friend meant him harm. A Paraguayan Indian, reportedly having dreamed that a missionary shot at him, attempted to kill the missionary. 

















