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RED, YELLOW GREEN- MONOLOGUE
WOVAN | S I N HER BED AT NI GHT. SHE
STARES UP AT HER CEI LI NG AND QUT HER
W NDOW AT A STOPLI GHT.

WOVAN
Green. Yellow. Red. Geen. Yellow Red. You ever notice...a
pattern? And identify it, for the first time? A stoplight...
right? Green. Yellow. Red. Go. Speed up. Stop. You don't even
have to | ook. You just know...the pattern. Making a m stake is

easy... like falling off a wagon. Lying in bed...|l ooking up at
the ceiling...It looks |ike the surface of the noon. | w sh
you were here with nme. | see...light reflected through that

w ndow. The seasons nust change up there too. Red...green...
yell ow. The pattern repeats...at intervals. Yellow red,
green. C ose your eyes...it's still there. Like a m stake you
can't undo. Light through your eyelids, a shading. Colors
filtered through themlike Stained gl ass...nenbranes and
veins. Geen, yellow, red. The clock runs down in the corner.
Signaling outside in that blackness. That "U ban Beacon" is
giving orders. Eyes open...and the pattern repeats in another
order. Scarlet enerald and gold. |'ve nmade m stakes.
Spinning on this ball of rock, floating on ny back, | think
of all those polar opposites. Sun and noon. Light and dark.
Yin and Yang and now... You and ne...| dream of a world wthout
si gnal s.

[ BLACKOUT]
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COVA- MONOLOGUE

MAN IS IN A HOSPI TAL BED. HE | S
COVATOSE FROM A CAR ACCI DENT. WE HEAR
H S THOUGHTS.

MAN
Menory of an Island and you. Fish in a tank on ny desk-
floating. Shirt and white socks, the sane | oad. Mown grass
and cuttings...rotting. Post-it-note with a manifesto on it.
Break |ights ahead...stopping. These days are getting shorter.
You remenber that first tine? Eyes wide and the whole world
new. WIlow on the edge of that |ake. This pen-Ilight,
exam ning ny pupils. My eyes are still Dbloodshot, dil ated
Have you seen ne? Do you still know nme? Wul d you ever?
Falling is a kind of relief. At least it's a forward
monmentum This hospital bed feels like a raft. I'mglad there
are no mirrors in here. My flying dreans have stopped. Do you
know that I'mstill...dream ng? What does that nean to you?
God, this feeble kind of exile is tedious. Qutside the trees
change clothes. This wheel keeps on turning... while this
machine is still in me. Punping away, circulating. Breathing
wth ny lungs... Life...Beating with ny heart. Fluids...
keeping ne alive, still. Wo's nmistake was it? Wwo's fault?
Asking, "Can you identify the body?" |I w sh they woul d open
nmy eyes so | could see...the light again. They want ne to
blink...but this neat is not ne. | can't nove it. | mght as
well be a braininajar. | can't tell howlong it's been.
Ti me has no neani ng. The com ng and going of years, or is it
mnutes? | can't tell now Wiy am| here? | think I'mstil
here...so | nust be...are you out there? | can still see your
face...you know. 1'll only stay, as long as that's true...

[ BLACKOUT]
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FI SH BOAL- MONCOLOGUE

THE BACHELOR |'S STARI NG I NTO A
FI SHBOAL. HE JUST FOUND OUT H S
G RLFRI END | S PREGNANT, BY ACCI DENT.

BACHELOR
Little rocks on the bottom Plastic coral, for color. Foi
al ong back for privacy. Air filter, and punp... bubbles. A
treasure chest. Diver with air-hose. Propeller on the bottom
Tiny anchor chain. No swimmng sign. No fishing sign. No

diving sign. No kidding...it's so small. | nmean- |Is there any
roomleft for the fish? Look, this is nuts...She knows it was
a m stake...Ri ght? Maybe | should get a dog. Alittle

bl ack Lab puppy. Chasing sticks and balls on the beach. He'l
have... floppy ears and cute eyes... with feet too big for
his body. How ing at the noon...pissing on the bed...so what?
Unconditional love, it's worth it... Isn't it? Maybe a
cat? They're self cleaning. I'll call him Shrodinger

Comi ng and going in and out... Nah, too noody. A turtle, a

pi g, maybe a parrot? | just can't identify with fatherhood.
Does she really want one? And can | support us? The three of
us on this salary? She says."It doesn't matter” \What's w ong
with then? They grow up and turn into.. Teenagers...Shit- that
nmeans...!|'mturning into ny father. I won't. "Make a good
one." She didn't really say that did she? She knows how
feel...] mean we talked. It's too soon. | don't knowif I'm
ready. | like the "idea" of new life. Maybe |I should start
out small with like, a fish in a bow... or maybe tw? |'ve
got nine nonths. God! That's a long tine...But, ny inner child
still wants out.

[ BLACKOUT]
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PATTERNS AND WAVES- MONOLOGUE

STANDI NG AT THE PCDI UM A YOUNG WOVAN
PHYSICIST | S G VING A LECTURE TO HER
CLASS. SHE | S VERY OBVI OUSLY PREGNANT.

PHYSI CI ST
Think of the smallest things you can. A baby's fist,
hol ding...a grain of sand. A cell? A nolecule? An atonf
El ectrons? In their orbits. Spinning around their nucleus...
Made up of protons. Made up of quarks. Leptons, and gl uons
and so on. There's where identity breaks down...At the
smal | est | evel. Because we were m staken...there is...
not hing. There are no things...nothing solid. No little sticks
and balls, just waves. Measure the notion, plot the position.
Patterns energe...i nterconnections. The chaos dissolves into
order. Probability coalesces into a point. Reality conmes into
focus. Interference patterns intersect. To define a shadow...
an outline. A glinpse at the true nature of the water in
which we all swm Mtter is nerely our m nds way of making
sense of our perceptions. Tinme is an illusion caused by the
passage of matter through space. So, everything...i s nade of
not hi ng. Not hi ng but patterns and waves and not hi ng exi sts,
but this relationship between reality and our perceptions. A
perception of patterns, in this chaos. 15 billion years ago
Carbon forned...and it asked itself these questions "Wat am
I? Wiy do | exist?" W are just now beginning to find
answers to these questions, in these patterns that we can
det ect .

[ BLACKOUT]



