COMMON PEOPLE

A proposal for one-act play inspired by short story of G.G. Marques. It should be done in collaboration with MPS because of its technical needs; meaning that at the end, when I add music and visual effects to it, it’d be still a play but more like performance that embraces three art directions: The theatre, music and visual arts. I even threw some poetry into actual script to add some romantic taste to this highly Freudian play that equalises theatrical catharsis with an actual orgasm which can be interpreted as dying as well.
P.S. Because of its nature, this play demands an actress that is very comfortable with her own sexuality. That might be hard to find because women develop their sexual self esteem when they turn mid twenties. Talking in general, of course.

    “The woman who CAME at six o’clock”
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The Scene:

A bar, two tall bar chairs.

The Bar can be made from a frame with white sheet thrown over it. The Pimp sits behind the bar; we are looking at him straight on. Precious sits at the end of the bar; we are looking at her in a side profile.

Lights:

 Front cans to light actors faces (white light or the best possible imitation of sunlight; something natural anyway). Purple and red to be dominant to mach with love, death and sex as a main theme.

 Music:

Chemical Brothers and Prodigy.

Script

She is sitting in the bar, on the stool, expecting him to come. She is checking the big clock on the wall and it’s one minute to six. She is too early. He is always on time. She is putting a cigarette into her mouth and digging into her bag trying to find the lighter; at that moment he enters the bar and sits next to her on another stool. She has that unlit cigarette in her mouth all the time. He’s in expensive Armani coat and she is in some cheap but sexy, half-naked outfit.

He: 
Hello Precious. (checking her out, top to toe) what do you want today?

She: 
First of all, I want to teach you how to be a gentleman. (showing him with body language the unlit cigarette).

He:
I didn’t notice.

She:
 You still haven’t learned to notice anything.

(He gets up, leaves his coat, takes the matches from the bar and finally lights that cigarette for her with a bitter facial expression. Then, suddenly his expression changes during his eye examination of her beauty.)

He:
 You look beautiful tonight, Precious.

She:
 Enough bullshit, Honey, I don’t think that is going to help me pay you this week. Once more, I don’t have any money.

He:
Well, let me buy you a nice lunch today.

She:
 I still haven’t got any money; there was no work yesterday.

He:
 You haven’t done anything decent for the past two months and yet I always buy you something to eat. Isn’t that true?

She:
 Today is different.

He:
 Every day is the same. Every day clock hits six and you say you’re hungry as a dog and then I buy you something to eat. The only difference is that today you didn’t say you’re hungry as a dog; everything else is the same.

She:
 I am right Honey, today is different. I didn’t come at six o’clock today; that's why it’s different.

(He looks at the clock)

He:
 I’ll cut my arm off if that clock is one minute slow.

She:
 That isn’t it. I didn’t come at six today. Every day is the same, but today is different. Actually, I just decided that now. I’ve had enough of my life in general, it is becoming boring somehow. I deeply feel that from now on it’s going to be different.

(He is laughing out loud to her face) 

He:
 You are so funny, you know! How can it be different? For years and years already - the same story: we meet here every day at six, I am never late and you are always; which means I always wait for you; than you pay me what you have to because that’s the way it is. I am your pimp, you are my employee (this word with irony on his face) and that’s the way our worlds are set at the moment. Do you really believe you can change something? You need manual to even change your socks  ha-ha (laughs to himself)

She:
 I’ve been here for twenty minutes already.

(He turns his face closer to hers, showing his index finger)

He:
 Blow on me here.

She:
 Stop underestimating me, I haven’t had a drink for six months already.

He:
 Oh, tell that to somebody else; don’t bullshit a bullshitter! I’ll bet you’ve had a pint or two, at least.

She:
(with the innocent, honest face) I had a couple of drinks with a friend earlier.

He: Oh, you bloody, pathetic alcoholic with your poor willpower.  I knew you will never make it. I mean, darling, is that grey mass inside your scalp working at all? So many people are hungry in this world and you spend that money on booze? Shame on you, that is so inconsiderate, so selfish!

She: What is with you today? What are you talking about? This is one of the most hypocritical things I’ve ever heard, especially considering whom is coming from! Anyway, since when you care about hungry people? Please, don’t make me laugh! Man, you make all your money selling other peoples pussies! Jesus! And… what about your gambling tendencies…?

He: That is different! I spend my earned money! I have enough to cover. I even give to charity every year….

She (laughs at him): You are so pathetic! With your double standards - you make me sic

He: I really don’t give a shit about your opinion, considering where you coming from! Well….I understand your problem…

(hits the bar with his palm, a bit angry)

She:
 There’s nothing to understand. I’d been here for a quarter of an hour before you even arrived. That is the sign that something is changing in my life. I am moving forward. Slowly but surely.

He:
 Well, if that is what you want…after all what difference does it make, ten minutes this way or ten minutes that way, when the time doesn’t exist anyway.

She:  What do you mean?

He: Well, let’s put it this way: If I say e.g: Now, that moment when I said the word now is already gone, it is already past. It was present tense just at that second when I said it. See? I’ll do it again: “Now!” See? It is already a past. So, the present is something that lasts only a second and next second is already a past. Do you get me?

She: I do, and we usually say that life is what is happening now, it doesn’t matter what has happened to us or what will happen, it matters what is happening now. I am living now, not yesterday, not tomorrow. So….(thinking deeply) that means that……time is just another matter of convention!

He: Yes, we are timeless. Also, speaking about the time, have you ever thought about death? Where do we go when we die? Do we go anywhere at all?

She: Well, I was thinking about that numerous of times. I am sure that next life, if there is any, is definitely better than this one. You know why? I am absolutely positive that it just can’t be worse! Everything on this planet is so unfair! If you ask me, I am sure there is better place than this one and I somehow, somewhere deep inside, I know that place is waiting for me….

He: (surprised): What do I hear; are you becoming religious or what? Or it’s just you; you and your everlasting optimism….

She (interrupts): Oh no, no, no! You know how I know? It is logical. Listen. We can’t die. Because the essence of human soul is: existing. That is what makes living people – people. How could anyone BE what they are if they don’t exist or if they aren’t alive? Are you following me?

He: Not really….I followed till essence of a human soul….

She: Look. Is the dead person a person? No, it is just a body, isn’t it? What made that person the person that she or he is, was A LIFE inside. And how can LIFE – die? Life wouldn’t be a life if it’d be able to die I think we just change place. Energy, life, call it however you want, just goes somewhere else….

He: Interesting….you mean; energy can’t disappear, or it can’t appear from nowhere…

She: Exactly! That was even proven by A. Einstein. You know – E= mc2. Ooooh…that’s what II like about you, we can talk about anything. That’s so cute….you know, if we had met in some other circumstances… (putting her arms around his neck)

He:
 Stop it, Precious, not today…I am not in the mood for hugging.

She:
(totally surprised with her eyes wide open) How come? You are always in the mood to give me a hug; haven’t we became friends during all these years.

He:
 (Nervously with his head down) Yes, but not since I’ve realised something, Precious, you might be surprised with what I’ll say but I’ll be straight (lifts his chin at looks her in the eyes) Do you know that I love you very much?

She:
(A bit angry and ironic) Ye-e-e-es? What a discovery, Honey. What are you trying to achieve talking like this? You think your fairytale it’s going to help you to sleep with me? What’s your problem? Do you really believe  I would sleep with such an immoral and ugly creature like you? Not even for a million.

He:
 That is not what I meant, Precious. I’ll repeat – you haven’t been hungry for past few months even though you haven’t been working. Think about it.

(She makes some funny face)

(They change seats, she is now behind the bar facing out; he is in profile)

He:
Precious, I actually wanted to talk to you about something that happened to me lately…I wanted to tell you that I am in love with you…I didn’t want it to happen to me….but somehow, by the time I came to the conclusion I should tell you this. It is the first time I feel like this, I’ve never felt like this before – and this is not a cliché.

She (interrupts him): If you really think… 

He : Listen to me, please.  I am trying to be honest here. What I feel about you it’s pure; the purest there can be. It’s like some light growing inside of me. And, of course, as I am just a human, I want to touch you, to hug you, to kiss you. I want to feel you. I mean, I won’t lie to you (that would be stupid of me) – yes, I do want to sleep with you. But you have to understand that’s beacause I love you; it has nothing to do with taking any advantage of you or something like that. You know I can sleep with everyone I want. I want t o give you what I know I can by making love with you. Something that you’ve never felt before. I’d like to make you feel love for the first time – physically. Wouldn’t that be  a whole new experience for you?

She: What are you saying? You think I hate to be a hooker? No I don’t! I love my job! That’s why I am good in it!

He: I know, I know, you are one of the kind in that matter but I ma talking about something else here…I want to give you a present, to show you my love by making love to you…Did you know that the orgasm is the closest you’ll ever get to God of all material things?

She:
(interrupts him) I said: If you think that is going to help me to pay you what I owe…

He:
(interrupts her) Precious,this might help you to understand – I wrote a poem for you. The  first poem I’ve ever written. I love you and I have never ever even slept with you…strange, I have never even kissed you…and even stranger… 

(He removes the poem from his jacket and begins to read)

He:
So, the game won’t happen

    
So we’ll never be,

    
But is giving yourself to a wasteland

    
Some kind of dig at me?

    
Creeps sleep through romance

    
Communication failed

    
I observe but I can’t connect

   
And I’m still searching for my grail

Co-inspiration and great compliment

When only you and I exist

But is this really the part of the plan?

This can’t be in the script…

Pushed in the state of shock,

I watch u and me

But, fuck, where do you go, dear Precious,

How can they see what I can see?

What the hell can I say to that anyway?

I don’t want to break your crystal ball.

Yeah, I said Precious and I meant it,

We’ll soon rise above it all…

She:

(pissed off)

 I don’t believe you but now it’s my turn I suppose. Do you

 really want to know what you start in me? So, you'd like to know how I feel about you, even though you're psycho? Fucking psycho! I mean, you and I,

we know that we’re people from the streets and therefore we aren’t normal

and we can’t compare ourselves with ordinary people that walk down the

streets. You’re bloody psycho, bloody pimp. How could I ever care about someone like you? …….but, still, I admit….love has nothing to do with reason.

I actually wanted to tell how I feel about us.I don't even know do we co-exist. Sometimes I wonder: can you feel me? At all?

Here's what I think and how I feel, I’ll be straight too:  this is a story about the ball. 

Look… there is a great shiny crystal ball (imagine one) somewhere between my breasts actually. And its shine is pleasant and warm. But I always wonder how did the ball get there, at the first place? Where from, that's what's counts. It was first a little ball in my head. Then it grew a bit. 

(her voice is going slightly down)
Then it fell down between my chests, then between thighs. Its light consumes me. I am becoming the ball. Do you understand me? How did you do it? To me? I can feel it physically. I'm all trembling right now, actually. I even shake sometimes. Is the ball coming from You or is it God? Is it Us?

You know, honestly, I could swear on that God that for all my life I somehow knew and I had experience about the ball in my head and my heart. But that one between my legs I've never felt before. You know me, I used to use my sunflower vagina, for the job, you know...

(Here she continues to talk to him, the voices are getting lower and the music is starting to play louder, the audience can see them but can't hear them because conversation has transformed into music.

Honey, it's going to sound ridiculous but I know that no one could ever want you as much as I do... (we can still hear what she's saying)...

That is what I need, to have someone to rely on...to have you for laughter and for  tears. And if I searched the world, I doubt I could find another like you. 

But what I could never figure it out about us is: to love you more or to go away? Sometimes I feel I’d rather die in this ecstasy. Because I think we’ll never be happy. We’re too sick to love each other like common people do.

 Love me or kill me…
(Her voice softening again)…

And why me? Dear God, why me?? I’ve passed all the tests, wasn’t that enough? Why I do have to feel the ball? Why is that fucking ball here? (voice higher, especially word fucking. She’s between screaming and crying)
Why is all this so sacred and so infinite? Is it possible that in this ordinary

 life exists something like that? Something of what you’re trembling and what you admire at the same time? 

He: It is love, Precious! You felt love for the first time. Now I’m going to set you free and you’ll feel love forever…it’s going to be your permanent state of being. Isn’t that the best present you can get?

(He lays her down behind the bar; white light silhouettes the two writhing figures as he makes love to her. She screams out her first and only orgasm and then he strangles her.)

Lights: reds and violets flashing from the front, bright white from behind the bar.

He (totally calm with what he’s done, on his knees, next to her body, talking to himself):  I love you so much, my Precious. And we’d never be happy as a common people as you said (he kisses  her dead body) I love you, I only want you to feel happy. Forever, my Precious.
Exit.

