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A note on aesthetics.  
 
Every theatrical production carries some amount of limitation 
mixed up with its possibilities: it is difficult to map where 
the limitations end and the possibilities begin. Always some 
things exist that are "givens." Just as I might grapple with a 
3/4 thrust stage as a production "given," I leaned into, for 
example, our costume aesthetic (which was beyond the realm of 
choice): all of the performers would wear orange. So be it. 
Everyone in orange is a fact in our production. There is poetry 
in this.  
 
In creating a piece in a prison with collaborators who are 
incarcerated and producers who are prison administrators, I 
experienced a dynamic tension between limitation and constraint 
versus possibility and…(artistic) freedom. In compiling this 
script from the work we did in our workshop, I tried only to 
create a work of high aesthetic value. We chose some unifying 
production elements, such as paper, that we knew would be 
allowable in our context. If we had created this work on the 
"outside" however, I imagine we may have made many of the same 
choices.  
 
In order to develop the necessary framework with which to build 
this script, I worked over six weeks with 20-25 men, 
facilitating writing and movement exercises and generating 
characters and text from improvisation. And then I spent four 
days, literally surrounded by the work of these generous 
collaborators, furiously pulling it together into the script 
before you.  
 
Every single man in the workshop is represented here. 80-90% of 
the performance script was constructed from the writings of 
these men, their dreams, images, and ideas. In the process of 
building this text, I have grown so grateful for their 
creativity and intelligence, just two of the many gifts they've 
shared with me. We were guided by the idea that individual 
stories can become collective stories. This particular 
collective story is one of a much larger narrative too…how it is 
told, is open to interpretation.  
 
Of course. 
 
-Julie. 
April 10th, 2014 
 
  



A note on the script. 
 
Due to limitations, there are a few moments that we imagined but 
were not realized in the production. In this draft of the 
script, I have left those parts in the script, but indicate that 
they were cut in our production. 
 
I publicize this script because the men at Eyman were committed 
to making their voices heard. They did high-quality creative 
work, and it deserves a wider audience than the 50 or so 
prisoners, scant prisoner staff, and several professors present 
on the day of the production. Now that I have caught my breath a 
bit, I have gone back and filled in some of the stage directions 
so that you will be able to better visualize our production, 
though the precious hour of the performance can never be 
replicated.  
 
Please share this work generously. If you are interested in a 
staged reading or a performance, please let me know. With the 
enthusiastic permission of the folks at Eyman, I am happy to 
share. 
 
-Julie. 
July 3rd, 2014 



ACT I

Prologue

Visitation room. Inside: audience members seated
at tables, fluorescent lights, vending machines, a
mural along the front wall with a small raised
stage. Maybe there is a looped video of a bird
flying on paper affixed to the wall. Maybe.

A single man sits alone, writing intently in a
journal.

Outside: a number of men are mingling about in the
yard, visible through the windows of the
visitation behind where the audience is seated.
The yard is long and there are at the most distant
proximity to the room.

Receiving a signal, they organize themselves: one
large group and a single individual, separated
from the rest. With a quality of presence, the
group moves together, flocking in slow speed, the
individual moves with more freedom and grace,
taking up space, spinning, leaping.

Once the men are in motion, the writer speaks as
he continues to write.

A long suspended note of music, starting quiet
begins to underscore the scene. Or...perhaps a
tune by "Helios."

WRITER
The phoenix, a mythical creature whose appearance is
said to announce great events, is a bird about the size
of an eagle, brilliantly colored in plumage; it is a
dazzling mixture of red, gold, and blue. It is the only
one of its kind and lives at the end of an epoch. After
it has lived 500 or a thousand years in the wilderness,
it feels its death drawing near. It builds a pyre of
the sweetest spices, on which it then sits, singing a
song of rare beauty-

(the music becomes a bit more present)
With a fluttering of its wings, the bird ignites the
nest of spices and is burned to ashes. From the ashes
arises a worm, which grows to be a new phoenix. The
bird’s first task is to gather the remains of its past
and fly to the City of the Sun, accompanied by a throng
of other birds which, like the stars that follow Venus,
escort him from a distance.

(CONTINUED)
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At this point, the other men have arrived in the
space in a clump (through one door), the Phoenix
is still outside, dancing.

WRITER
(continuing, as though struggling with
what to write next, working it out)

The phoenix is the rising sun, a heavenly emissary,
said to be the prototype for the individual soul-

(crossing out what he just wrote, not
happy with it, asks aloud)

But what about the collective soul? Hm. If the phoenix
announces great events, that must mean something is
happening with the people, some threat to their
survival, or maybe, some collective dream being
actualized...hmm...

(trails off, thinking)

The Phoenix drops the stylized movement, pops his
head into the other door, speaking directly to the
Writer, in a very conversational tone, breaking
the mood. The underscoring music stops abruptly.

PHOENIX
Hey. Hey! You comin’, man? The TED Talk thing is
starting. C’mon.

WRITER
Yeah. I just...yeah. I just. I gotta finish up this
thought. You go on ahead.

PHOENIX
Okay, but you don’t wanna miss it. C’mon...

Phoenix goes around to other door and joins the
clump of men who have been waiting. They all enter
with some hubbub. Four people take the stage. The
rest grab chairs in the audience or on the stage
floor, to watch. The Writer is still thinking.

An artist begins to draw with charcoal on a large
piece of paper that serves as a backdrop. The
backdrop has a skyline of a city in charcoal
already on it. As the artist works, in real time,
he is always present but does not draw focus. He
creates the image of a bird with a wide wingspan,
which becomes more grand and detailed as the
performance progresses. He is engrossed in his
work.

WRITER
(to himself)

(MORE)
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WRITER (cont’d)
The phoenix, as big as nine mountains, shines its
unmistakable beauty amid the sadness, watching all
possibilities trailing by-

1. TEDx Cook Unit

The Host takes the stage with three panelists,
everyone’s attention is on them. TEDx-style intro
music plays. The Host speaks.

HOST
Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, and welcome to TEDx
Cook Unit, Ideas Worth Spreading. Today’s talk is
entitled "I Have a Dream: Breaking the Nightmare." In
preparation for tonight’s conversation, we conducted an
online Twitter survey asking folks like you to make a
statement about dreams, in 140 characters or less, of
course. We were surprised by the overwhelming response
to our poll, our most popular to date. If you would
like to contribute to the conversation, follow us on
Twitter at T-E-D Talks, hashtag dreams. One of our
Twitter fans wrote that "dreams are the driving force
of humanity," and another that "children are dreams,"
and bearing these sentiments in mind, I would like to
introduce you to our guests: Shawn Wallace,
international reporter for the Post, Marcos Julio
Puentes, originally from Juarez, and Elena Segura,
visiting from El Salvador. I hand it over to you, Mr.
Wallace.

JOURNALIST
Good evening. This story is not about me. Last October,
I was working on a feature about poverty in Southeast
Asia. On my travels, I met Hope. Hope is a young woman
I met in an orphanage in Chiang Mai. The orphanage was
overcrowded, housing about 36 girls and boys, all
between the ages of 8-14, in a four room cottage. Many
of these children were very sick. Many had escaped from
brothels or servitude. Hope greeted me at the door with
a shy smile, and making use of her surprisingly clear
English and my embarrassingly broken Thai, we talked.
She told me of her father’s death from a motorcycle
accident which left her family destitute and she told
me stories, horrific stories, of trying to survive on
the streets, of pain throughout her body. Unconcerned
with her own suffering though, she told me that she
worries about other children: the other children in the
orphanage and any child who is starving throughout the
world. Before I left, she clasped my wrist and begged
me to help other children: to tell her story and the
story of others. Unfortunately, Hope can’t be with us
here tonight. I left with the promise that I would help
others.

(CONTINUED)
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We will be talking with two young people who, like
Hope, have faced tremendous obstacles in their short
lives. Marcos, here, who is joining us from Arizona.
Tell us a bit of your story.

MARCOS
Well, I am a Mexican national. Sick of the violence in
Juarez, my mother smuggled me and my sister across the
border. The journey was very scary and, even once we
arrived, it was still scary, living in secrecy, not
having documents and stuff. We settled in Tucson where
my mother worked at McDonald’s and at a dry cleaners.
We were happy to get away from the crime in Juarez. I
loved to learn as a kid and I worked hard. It was a
tough life and sometimes I felt like I was judged by
the color of my skin, not by my work ethic or my
perseverance in learning the language. But I was the
son of brave parents, my father before he died, and my
mother who was pretty, muy bonita, and loved to sing.
It was a good life.

JOURNALIST
Other than studying, what did you like to do as a
child?

MARCOS
(laughing)

Well, I loved to play outside. I loved when the sun
would bake into my bones. My best friend was a kid
named Gerald Fitzpatrick. Together we would go out in
one of Tucson’s many abandoned lots and dig holes, like
kids do. When grown-ups asked us what we were doing, we
said we were digging a hole to China to go sight-seeing
and learn kung-fu-

(joking)
The sun, of course, is the most revered object in human
history, but in Arizona, it’s just hot.

JOURNALIST
(laughter)

Indeed!

MARCOS
Don’t get me wrong, I love Arizona. I will never leave;
it’s my home. Gerald was Irish though, so he would get
horrible sunburns and would go home, and when he left,
I would take the extra dirt and start forming it into
huts and little houses. I think that’s where my love of
architecture was born.

JOURNALIST
Let’s talk about that. First though, tell us, how old
are you?

(CONTINUED)
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MARCOS
17.

JOURNALIST
And you are in the Architectural Design school at
Arizona State University in Tempe, Arizona, is that
correct?

MARCOS
Si.

JOURNALIST
Marcos, isn’t that an extraordinary accomplishment?
Aren’t you the youngest person ever admitted to ASU’s
architecture school?

MARCOS
(smiling)

Yes. Yes, señor, I am.

JOURNALIST
And, I don’t mean to be indelicate, but, I mean, I am
assuming you were undocumented...and...

MARCOS
Yes, well, I was part of the Arizona Dream Act
Coalition, which helps young people who were not born
here but want to stay here and attend college. They
helped me with my application, when I was a sophomore
in high school, actually. For the application, I
designed desert villas, like my mud huts, that were
self-sufficient, powered with solar, wind, and
geothermal energy. I was accepted early! It was hard to
leave my mom in Tucson, but...

As the talk continues, banners of these on paper
are rolled out, as though they run along the
bottom of the screen, like a Twitter ticker on
CNN.

Tweet #1:"Dreams are the foundation of our gifts
and purposes. Hooray! #dreams"

JOURNALIST
Wow, well I guess, as they say, dreams can come true.
What do you dream of next?

MARCOS
(kind of teasing the journalist)

Well, on the long flight here this afternoon, I napped
and dreamed I was the leader of a mass indigenous
national population, is that what you mean? Sleeping
dreams?

(CONTINUED)
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JOURNALIST
Well, sure. I meant aspirations, not dreams in your
sleep? Is that an aspiration of yours?

MARCOS
(laughing lightly)

No. No, not really. I just dream that my family, here
and in Mexico, will be taken care of.

JOURNALIST
A pretty good dream to have. You seem to be on the
right track toward helping that come true! Now on to
our next guest. Young lady, will you tell us your name?

ELENA
(The man playing Elena is soft-spoken
and covers his mouth lightly as he
speaks)

Elena. Elena Segura.

JOURNALIST
Thanks for joining us, Elena. You’ve traveled far. Can
you tell us how old you are and where you’re from?

ELENA
I am nine years old and I am from San Pablo Tacachico.

JOURNALIST
And where is San Pablo Tacachico?

ELENA
(brightening)

Oh! In El Salvador. The village where I am from.

JOURNALIST
Can you tell us a little about why you’re here with us
today?

ELENA
Well, my mommy says I’m beautiful but I know it’s not
true. When I went to the markets and to school, the
people stare and the other children call me names. I
have a, how do you say, cleft lip? I got very sad. When
I am, how do you say, bullied? My mommy would say:
"Elena, you are special and will change the world." But
I always said "No, Mommy. All children can change the
world." But then she’d say:

(in unison with two other voices, writer
and another)

"Ah, yes, my girl, the difference is that you were born
with the heavens and delivered unto me in the fashion
of a dream." And so I once had a dream. A dream to
change things. But then one day the other children were

(MORE)
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ELENA (cont’d)
so mean, I lost my dream. I had no dream. I was, how do
you say, a blank stare?

A suspended moment wherein the "audience" of
performers turns and looks out at audience,
simultaneously, with no expression on their faces.

JOURNALIST
A blank slate, maybe?

ELENA
Yes, that. I hurt myself. Bad.

JOURNALIST
I know that must have scared your mommy.

ELENA
Uh, huh. So she went on the computer and found a doctor
for me. When I was in hospital, she came to me and
said, I am going to Los Angeles to get an operation and
to meet Minnie Mouse. So now I am living a dream.

Tweet #2:"Dreams share moments of pain + loss from
times past #TED #dreams"

JOURNALIST
I bet it feels like one.

ELENA
It is!

(leaning in, as though to tell him a
secret in a stage whisper)

Dreams can be miracles.

JOURNALIST
One question, Elena. How did you catch such luck?

ELENA
(very, very serious)

I don’t believe in luck. I believe in grace.

JOURNALIST
Wow, what a startling and wise thing to say, Elena!
When is your operation?

ELENA
Next Tuesday.

JOURNALIST
Are you nervous?

(she vigorously shakes her head "no")
When do you go to Disneyland?

(CONTINUED)
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ELENA
Is today Friday?

(he nods)
One week! One weeeeek! Seven-

(gleeful, counting on fingers, Saturday,
Sunday, etc.)

-Wait no! Six sleeps away!

Tweet #3:"Dreams are the struggle to belong. We
love you, Sabina! #dreams"

JOURNALIST
Well, I would like to wish you luck but you don’t
believe in it.

ELENA
Right!

JOURNALIST
Do you know who will be in Los Angeles soon, maybe even
soon enough to join you at Disneyland next week? The
person who inspired all of this: Hope.

Tweet #4:"Dreams connect to other dreams. Have fun
at Disney @Sabina, @Hope! #dreams"

(to audience)
I told you Hope’s story earlier, but I did not give you
an update. It was fate meeting Hope. Through contacts
at the Post, I was able to help Hope find a new life.
Soon, she will be moving in to her home in Los Angeles,
with her adopted parents, both professors at UCLA. We
hope they will take her pain away and help her live her
heart’s desire. They say the American dream is based on
hope, and in this case, maybe it is. It is my dream to
use my position as a reporter to share the stories of
other courageous young people in this beautiful, broken
world. And I am committed to making sure no child has
to endure what Hope endured. Each day I say to myself:

Please don’t let the darkness of the this heartless
world engulf me. I too have a dream to bring childhood
poverty to an end. On my headstone, it is my solemn
hope that the epitaph below my name will read: "He
fulfilled his dream, he realized his goal, he
triumphed."

When bad things happen to good people, it doesn’t mean
we have to lie down and die and give up.
Hope...dream... educate yourself...like Elena, Marcos,
and Hope, don’t let fear decide your future. We do have
a divine power to exceed what we cannot imagine. We
have so much potential and so much to lose if we remain
stagnant. We can heal and help others heal: all of us

(MORE)
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JOURNALIST (cont’d)
in the process of healing. We all have a story of who
we once were--

Everyone freezes. Each person who is sitting,
stands and says a line and then, throws a paper
airplane.

CHILD 1
Growing up without a father.

CHILD 2
I was the only kid with a chemistry set.

CHILD 3
I was her keep-her-husband baby.

CHILD 4
From an educated, smart, wealthy family.

CHILD 5
Eleven years old. I loved planes. And flight.

CHILD 6
Under the influence around age nine, shoot ’em up,

ALL
bang, bang--

CHILD 6
--bloods and crips, a numbers game...

CHILD 7
Crying under the covers.

CHILD 8
Jumped by skaters.

CHILD 9
We weren’t white and life would’ve been better if we
were in Puerto Rico.

CHILD 10
Mormon Lake and a cheerleader. In the summertime.

CHILD 11
Converse Chucks remind me of my dad teaching me to
skateboard.

WRITER

This text may also be spoken simultaneously in
Spanish by another performer.

(CONTINUED)
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(interjecting, writing, maybe in a
stylized way? scale = large?)

I’d think about candy all night, stop the ice cream
man, buy little airplanes, design the best Chinese
stars made from Popsicle sticks and shoestrings...

JOURNALIST
(as though picking up where he left off)

As this point, the other performers have shifted,
maybe doing a movement sequence as chairs are
cleared away, setting up for next scene.

Thank you to TEDx Cook Unit for making these stories of
inspiration possible. Any last words from our young
panelists? Marcos?

MARCOS
(speaking in the performer’s natural
voice)

Embrace Mexico. As your own.

"I heard someone talk about grace and courage.
Those two words together. #winning #hope #dreams"

JOURNALIST
Elena?

(speaking in the performer’s natural
voice)

ELENA
Luck. Is not about money, health, success, or even the
future. It’s about the wonder and awe of the present
moment.

TEDx-style music.

JOURNALIST
There you have it folks. Couldn’t have said better
myself. Thank you for joining our discussion. Have a
great evening!

TRANSITION
(The Writer is still writing, as though
expanding on or taking notes on what
just occurred.)

WRITER
Being, becoming, belongingness...

(as though it is a revelation, to
himself, not writing)

It’s not always what you know, but the spirit of your
flow...

(CONTINUED)
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SONG.

RAPPER

The rest of the performers find the paper
airplanes they have thrown in the past section,
crumple them up and throw them at the Rapper. He
catches or dodges them.

When I was younger, I was living for a dream, Momma
didn’t have no money, doing taxes every spring, tryin’a
make some extra dollars cuz our landlord was a fiend,
and the only thing consistent: eating ramen every week.

Growing up I rarely had a father, he was fighting in
the army while his sons were gettin’ slaughtered, grew
up in the ghetto so you had to learn harder, my family
had to eat, growing up without a father.

Thoughts of being rich, but I only had a taste. I was
tryin’a be a king but it took me to this place. Now I’m
lookin’ at my life and I see how much I’ve changed, I’m
working for the future, but I’m growing by the day.

I finally realized that I’m living in a dream, cuz I
finally woke up and I’m back out on the streets. I’m
standing with my family and it’s hard for me to
breathe. They can see how much I’ve grown from a boy
into a king.

ALL: sing hook - 2x through. "From a boy into
king, everybody’s gonna see, that you’ll always
find your way, when you’re chasing after dreams."

WRITER
(setting up for the next scene and then
returning to his writing, speaking as he
writes:)

Walking along a path, breathing in the deep fragrance
of life...

TRANSITION

2. Tony Two-Teeth’s Taxi

Four chairs set up like a cab. Tony, the driver
with a thick Brooklyn accent, is already sitting
in it. Later, when he drives, each performer
passes with a large piece of paper with a
cityscape moving continuously upstage (as though
scenery is passing by). When the cab stops, the
performers with papers stop moving. They are
otherwise queued in a line behind the audience.

(CONTINUED)
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Three men enter, very animated and talking about
the TED Talk. They have just come from there and
are mid-argument/verbal joust which evolves into a
kind of Socratic dialogue (based on a model of
questioning and contrasting differing points,
ending in integration). Maybe. They listen to each
other’s points and try to counter them. They joke
but they keep it friendly.

ARGUER 1
(Text overlaps, ad libs, an animated
argument between friends...who enjoy a
bit of debate, they speak as they enter
the space and approach the cab.)

No, man, like I said, you weren’t listening. You never
listen.

ARGUER 2
What I am saying is that, no, those people aren’t
better off, they shouldn’t have been like that in the
first place.

ARGUER 1
(pausing before getting in, the other
two men go toward the backseat)

I don’t wanna sit up front.

ARGUER 2
Why? What’s the matter.

ARGUER 1
(whispering to them, Tony hears, rolls
his eyes)

It’s just, you know, awkward. I don’t know that guy. I
don’t wanna make stupid small talk.

ARGUER 2
Are you serious? You’re a grown man, don’t be a baby.

ARGUER 1
I’m not a baby, I just don’t want to sit up front,
okay?

ARGUER 3
Seriously?

ARGUER 2
Are you sure you want to sit back here with someone who
is "soooooooo wrong" about everything in the world?

ARGUER 1
C’mon, dude, I’m not saying that--

(CONTINUED)
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TONY
Eh! Somebody get in the freakin’ fudgin’ car, already,
eh?

ARGUER 3
I’ll sit up front. I like to ride shotgun anyway and
then I don’t have to sit next to you two clowns.

ARGUER 1
Fine!

ARGUER 2
Fine!

ARGUER 3
You’re welcome.

ARGUER 2
Okay, so where did we leave off in your impeccable
logic?

ARGUER 1
That’s what I’m saying. If they had worked harder, or
their families had worked harder, or whatever...

Arguer 1 & 2 go silent, or to a much lower volume,
but still appear to be talking during the
following exchange.

TONY
Howdya put up with these guys, huh?

ARGUER 3
Well usually they are at least...funny.

TONY
Enough chitty-chat. Where to?

ARGUER 3
I am going to a better tomorrow.

TONY
Okay.

Tony always receives poetic or nonsensical answers
about where his passengers are going. He always
acts as though what they say is perfectly logical
and he knows the fastest route to get there. He
begins to drive, with confidence. When he isn’t
speaking, he checks his mirrors, fiddles with
dials, watches the road, maybe mutters about the
conversation or at traffic. Arguer 3 mostly
listens. He is following the conversation, just

(CONTINUED)
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not participating much. This dialogue should be
QUICK and snappy!

ARGUER 3
(chatty)

We just came from this inspiring event. You know of Ted
Talks?

Tony grunts, not interested.

ARGUER 2
It’s sort of a crappy thing you said. You think that
poor little girl, Elena and her mother needed to "work
harder"?

ARGUER 1
No, man, c’mon. I thought that girl was awesome. And
surprisingly smart for her age.

ARGUER 2
I know this is kinda weird, but did she kinda seem like
an older man to you? Couldn’t you see him, white hair,
glasses...?

ARGUER 1 & ARGUER 3
(unison)

Huh?

ARGUER 2
Nevermind.

ARGUER 1
I’m just saying that the American Dream is chased all
over the world.

ARGUER 2
Why do you say that?

ARGUER 1
Because, over the decades of the last century, the
world has seen how the American Dream was given space
to change, to teach and embrace.

ARGUER 2
Okay. I see what you’re saying, but it is so
optimistic. Remember what I said? We were never meant
to live.

ARGUER 3
Guys, what is the point of all this discussion?

(CONTINUED)
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ARGUER 1
(ignoring 3, responding to 2)

And that’s the freedom of it. The dream can be achieved
through persistence and hard work.

ARGUER 2
What!? Rhetoric. You’re spewing rhetoric.

ARGUER 1
Look at that kid back there on that panel. He is
working and his dreams are coming true.

ARGUER 2
How do you know his dreams are the "American dream"?

ARGUER 1
Well, why not? The American Dream is about hope.

ARGUER 2
Rhetoric! Again. Ha! I think you’re being naive. The
American Dream is tainted and dripping with calculated
dismissiveness.

ARGUER 1
Ha! Hyperbole. Invalid. And whoa, cynical. And minus
one for flowery language.

TONY
They do this all the time??

ARGUER 3
Yup. And they’re my roommates. It’s like navigating
personality landmines...

TONY
(to Arguer 3)

Sheesh. I was beaten as a kid. Got my two front teeth
knocked right outta my head. Them bullies called me
Tony Two-Teeth. I guess the name kinda stuck. What do
you think them eggheads in the back would think about
that? American dream enough for them?

(Arguer 3 shrugs as a response)

ARGUER 2
The American Dream is a lie.

ARGUER 1
Nope. Try again. "Geese go in gaggles, but eagles fly
alone."

ARGUER 2
What? What are you implying?

(CONTINUED)
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ARGUER 1
(stating it like it is obvious)

Individuality, man. The eagle. The American Dream...?

TONY
(to Arguer 3)

Did you know that seeing an eagle in your dream
symbolizes nobility, pride, fierceness, freedom,
superiority, courage, and powerful intellectual
ability? It also represents self-renewal and your
connection with your spirituality. You will struggle
fiercely and courageously to realize your highest
ambitions and greatest desires. To see a chained or
trapped eagle in your dream represents a desperate
situation where you are feeling restricted and
confined. You are unable to express yourself and be who
you really want to be.

During this, the Writer is looking up dream
symbols, perhaps. Maybe speaking some of the words
along.

ARGUER 3
Huh. Um...?

TONY
Driving a cab around the city, I dunno. Can get boring.
Not tonight, just, you know, other nights. Started
studying dream interpretation a few years ago. At least
there is always something to talk about. Or it can get
awkward thinkin’ of small talk with passengers, you
know?

ARGUER 3
Awkward. Yeah. I know. But they were talking about,
like, the American Dream. Different kind of dream.

TONY
I dunno they said eagle, I thought to myself, "Self,
what’s that mean?" Besides, a dream is a dream. Same
difference. Eh, fuhgeddaboudit!

ARGUER 2
And...therein lies the problem. No individuality for
me, my brother. I love you, man, but you gotta
reconcile: the American Dream is a lie. Straight up.

ARGUER 1
No! The American Dream is not a myth to the abused,
oppressed, asylum seekers-

(CONTINUED)
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ARGUER 3
Unfortunately, it seems to be selective.

(This shuts up Arguer 1 & 2. They look
at each other, can’t think of an
argument for that.)

As you pointed out already, actually. It all depends.
For example, were you born here or did you come here?
It is selective and subjective. Clearly. You two are
best friends, and even you can’t agree.

Listen: As a child, I was taught that the American
Dream was a rite of passage. And I came to find out it
is not as close as some people believe it is. I’ve had
to work hard, and at times, harder than most folks and
yet it seems I can never reach this dream. Why does it
seem the American Dream comes easier to some people and
not to others? Does the American Dream discriminate or
do we not have what it takes to achieve it? Maybe some
people were not meant to live this dream? We need
another hero, someone like Martin Luther King, to come
and fight for everyone. For everyone to live and
achieve the American Dream. Now, that would be the true
American Dream.

TONY
All this tootsie-fruitsie talk. The American Dream is
simple: becoming financially independent and doing
something you love. Like me. Tony Two-Teeth, taxicab
driver. I wouldn’t trade a day. The American Dream was
born in a cab. We’ve arrived at your destination, pay
up.

ARGUER 1
Try comparison. Are you saying that the American Dream
is like a plea agreement?

ARGUER 3
The American Dream is serving many years in prison for
a crime you didn’t commit.

ARGUER 2
The American Dream is-

ARGUER 2 & WRITER
(in unison)

-the freedom to choose.

They get out of the cab, a man, Dean, approaches
and gets in right away. The rest of the performers
are scattered throughout the audience. They move
in ever-shifting clumps during Dean’s scene.

(CONTINUED)
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DEAN
I’m going to the city.

Tony looks back, confused.

DEAN
I’m going to the city, void of life.

Acting as though he just got an exact address,
Tony starts the meter and begins to drive. Silence
for a moment.

TONY
Lost?

DEAN
(as though answering this question)

Country boy. West. Dusty. Dust everywhere. Wind. Dust
in my nose and on my skin.

Silence.
Just dust and exhaustion. Everywhere.

You ever see quail? Or better, listen to quail when
they’re all coveyed up in the shade.

Silence.
I don’t get lost in the West. The sun is my compass. I
know where I’m going. Sun. Something I can always count
on.

Silence.
Know what you can’t count on?

Silence. Longer this time. Tony has been
listening, evaluating.

Women. Women and luck.

Tony snorts, maybe judgment, probably agreement.
And a bit of amusement.

DEAN
Where’re you from, young feller?

TONY
(with pride)

The city void of life! Born and raised.

DEAN
Well I dunno about here, but I reckon it’s about the
same or worse here where it’s so hectic, but it’s like
nobody has time to be gentlemanly anymore. Like you
when you’re out at market and you’re runnin’ like a

(MORE)
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DEAN (cont’d)
scalded jack rabbit to catch the door and folks just
let it slam in your face if you’re not fast enough.

TONY
Sounds like an old man problem to me.

DEAN
I used to think my best friend, Sherman, was a
gentleman. We used to walk up to the Denny’s out yonder
by the outskirts, everyday right at noon, dressed in
our gentlemanly best, boots clean, Open Road Stetson
atop our just-washed heads.We’d order patty melts and
coffees and admire this waitress, Faye. Faye. She had
the unmistakable stamp of compassion roundabout her
eyes. Then one day, Sherman just up and left with her.
All that time, I didn’t know he had that kinda lowness
in him. Well, I guess I figure you cannot bring the
buffalo to the flute.

TONY
What?

DEAN
You can’t bring the buffalo to the flute.

TONY
Yeah. That. Been drivin’ cabs for 26 years and I never
heard anyone say that. What’s that mean?

DEAN
You know, I dunno. Something my pappy used to say. And
I say it all the time.

(laughs big)
Beats the hell outta me.

(Tony starts laughing too, then
suddenly)

TONY
Well, I know a buffalo means survival, strength, and
power. The buffalo warns that you are deviating from
your life path and goals. In dreams anyway. But I can’t
figure what a buffalo would do with a flute.

They both laugh again, then Dean becomes suddenly
serious.

DEAN
She left. She left with him. Been hugging my empty
tears since.

(Conclusively.)
I guess I just got no luck.
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TONY
Not sure I believe in luck, man.

DEAN
Believe in women?

TONY
Oh, yessir. I sure do.

(quotes Shakespeare)
"O’er ladies lips who straight on kisses dream..."
That’s some gentlemanly stuff, right there, eh? Boom.

All the other performers strike a stereotypical
Shakespearean actorly pose.

DEAN
I just can’t wait to get back home. Where things make
sense and the sun transforms the colors of the
manzanita and the yucca.

TONY
Where’d you say your home was?

DEAN
What makes a home? Home is where I stand. I’ll get out
here if you don’t mind.

Dean exits one side of cab, while a man slides in
from the other side. The rest of the performers
make a tight clump, as though enclosed in a small
space, moving constantly in a breathing crowd.

TONY
Busy night. Hey man, where ya headed?

MAN WHO DOESN’T KNOW
I don’t know.

(pause)

I don’t know.

I don’t know.

I don’t know.

I don’t know.

I don’t know.

I don’t know.

I don’t know.

(MORE)
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MAN WHO DOESN’T KNOW (cont’d)
I don’t know.

I don’t know.

I don’t know.

I don’t know.

TONY
Well. Um. Cool your jets. Just wanted to know where I
could take you. You’re the one who got in the cab.

MAN WHO DOESN’T KNOW
(definitively)

I am going to Delaware.

Tony shrugs. Man leaves and is consumed by the
swarm of other performers. Tony has a private
moment. The "street" behind freezes. Breathes,
gets a book from inside cab or back pocket. Begins
to read, flips through the book, maybe looking
things up.

INTERVAL.

WRITER
Night coming tenderly, black like me. And the cascading
moon...

Writer scribbles a word, crosses it off, writes a
new word, erases it, clearly frustrated. Reaches
for book. The Writer reads aloud. The words in
bold are also spoken by Tony:

WRITER (AND TONY)
Synchronicity: Noun. 1: the quality or fact of being
synchronous. 2: the coincidental occurrence of events
and especially psychic events (as similar thoughts in
widely separated persons or a mental image of an
unexpected event before it happens) that seem related
but are not explained by conventional mechanisms of
causality --used especially in the psychology of C. G.
Jung

They both furiously flip through their respective
books, looking for:

Carl Gustav Jung: born July 26, 1875, died June 6,
1961, often referred to as C. G. Jung. Jung was a Swiss
psychiatrist and psychotherapist who founded analytical
psychology. Jung proposed and developed the concepts of
extraversion (just Tony for "extraversion") and
introversion; archetypes, and the collective

(MORE)
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WRITER (AND TONY) (cont’d)
unconscious. Jung is one of the best known contemporary
contributors to dream analysis and symbolization.

They don’t look up from their books but they know
they heard each other and they freeze. Eerie.
Writer and Tony make meaningful eye contact.

They lift their books, a stream of glitter spills
out.

INTERVAL.

The spell is broken, activity begins again on
stage. Performers fan out, moving slowly in grid
pattern and enacting stylized gestures which imply
a morning ritual. Tony has softened some in this
break. A nervous looking man approaches Tony; the
man keeps his arms and hands close to his body. He
seems shut-off and a bit paranoid.

ANTHONY
You out of service?

TONY
Nope. Just taking a break. Where are you headed?

ANTHONY
A vacant room.

TONY
Gotcha.

Tony turns and opens his door to get in. The man
stops him.

ANTHONY
Wait! Uh. Wait, could you just, you know, uh, open this
door for me?

TONY
(a bit put off by the request)

Your door?

ANTHONY
Yeah, this one here.

TONY
Eh, no problem.

He opens the door, the man thanks him and climbs
in. Tony shakes his head and gets into his seat.

(CONTINUED)
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Silence.

TONY
(not accusing, more curious)

So. What’s that about? Was that some kinda power trip
or something?

ANTHONY
Naw, man. Not at all. I appreciate you doing it. It’s
just...

TONY
Yeah...

ANTHONY
Just...sticky people. Everywhere.

Tony laughs softly. They drive.
Actually, you got any, uh, sanitizer in here?

TONY
Naw, man.

ANTHONY
You have got to sanitize, sanitize, sanitize!

A moment passes.
The joy of flipping on and off a light switch.
Or...or...controlling the shower.

Other performers do physical movements of turning
on/off switches or shower dials. Anthony speaks as
though this is a sacred thing.

The joy of it. Free...

TONY
(confused, but humoring him)

Yeah?

ANTHONY
Free. Free from germs.

TONY
Okay.

ANTHONY
What?

TONY
We’re here. Been here for a minute. I’m gettin’ other
calls man...
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ANTHONY
Would you mind just...?

With a big sigh and a lot of eye rolling, Tony
gets out and opens Anthony’s door.

Thanks, man. That’s decent of you. I’d shake but...
(he scurries off)

Tony drives for a moment and then stops and waits.
Bill gets in. The other performers line up
horizontally, facing upstage. Throughout, the move
through a series of gestures of their morning
ritual: shaving, face washing, teeth brushing,
hair combing, etc. They move throughout but don’t
draw attention.

BILL
Thanks for coming. You were so helpful at Jeanie’s
appointment last week, I thought I’d give you a ring.
As you know Jeanie, my wife, and I are having a spell
of bad luck. We’ll take kindnesses where we can find
them.

TONY
Eh, no problem. Kind of you to say. Where are we going?

BILL
This is a good question.

Tony begins to drive. He understands. Quiet.

TONY
Sun rising. Been a long, busy night.

BILL
She inspires me, she blesses we, she delivers freely
life’s nutrients in abundant capacities.

TONY
I never heard you talk so much, all at once.

BILL
Guess I don’t usually have much to say these days.

TONY
That about your, uh, wife? Jeanie?

BILL
(pensively)

I guess it could be. It was more about the sun. The sun
is like a cozy blanket. And, come to think of it, it’s
about the same with Jeanie. I used to get up every
morning, finish my exercises before the sun had busted

(MORE)
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BILL (cont’d)
over the horizon. But, um. I guess that was back when I
was at the helm of a powerful corporation. If you woke
up at six a.m. those days, you had overslept. Rat race.
Now, my dreams have condensed. Family torn, investment
scorn, stealing time from the funeral pyre, I wish I
had sunk into those clean sheets every morning, skipped
breakfast, and slept in. With her. Can you imagine? No
hustle and bustle. No meetings or agendas. No plan for
the future. Just porch sittin’, toe wigglin’, tea
sippin’, loungin’. Laughing. But I guess I just got no
plan for the future.

TONY
How long?

BILL
Not much. It’s pretty aggressive. I get nine months
with her, if I’m lucky. And God, I’m lucky. Blessed.
Her vibrant presence...

TONY
Nine months. Not much time. Or a lot, I guess. Depends
on who you are and how you’re looking at it. You know,
I’ve done time a little time, nothing much, but, but
long enough to learn: time can be warmed or chilled by
small happenings, small comments, small encounters.

BILL
And then? I’m so...I am uncertain. And afraid of the
black hole of sadness and pain of love lost. I can’t
even- I dream of dying. Before her. Or, eternal
slumber. With her...

Tony doesn’t respond. He looks back at Bill.

TONY
Same store this time, man?

BILL
Lowest interest I can find in the neighborhood, just
like you said a couple trips back. Thanks for that, by
the way.

(after some time, then quietly)
Our wedding rings.

Silence.
This damn pre-existing nonsense. It’s criminal. I’m
watching pawn receipts pile up in a bronze ashtray on
my desk, signifying a lifetime’s worth of dreams,
burning down to ashes. I have excellent coverage. So
does she, actually. Just not for this...
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TONY
Oof. Aren’t you pissed off, man? The bastards denied me
coverage for my glasses and I was furious. I fought
’em.

BILL
Yeah? You win?

TONY
Naw, man. Of course not. They gotcha by the balls every
time.

BILL
And your glasses?

TONY
Fuhgeddaboudit. Never got ’em. Screw you, health
insurance! That’s what I say.

BILL
Well, that’s what I say, but I imagine some of your
other passengers might not like to know you should be
wearing glasses and you’re not. I, of course, got
bigger fish to fry and don’t care if I go anyway...

TONY
(shrugs)

Eh.

So, you gonna fight ’em?

BILL
We tried. We tried to rage against the system. I’m
tough, but even at the peak of my professional career,
I was never as formidable as Jeanie, and together, woe
to those who crossed our paths. Before she got sick,
that is. At first I was so...bitter, internal fire. I
wanted to renounce my faith in God and humanity. But
then I gained a foothold. I know what it means to love.
I could hate them, but they may not hear it or feel it.
I know they won’t be changed by it. But I could love
you. Right now. And what is the difference between love
and joy? I am swaddled in the lost pieces of my spirit
that had been forgotten. I am...a weeping willow. I
am...to be determined. And my family is who I am with.

TONY
Ain’t that the truth? It’s the great gift of human
beings that we have this power of empathy...we can all
sense a mysterious connection to each other. Kinda like
Jung’s collective unconscious or whatever...
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BILL
What’s your name, son?

TONY
Tony, sir.

BILL
Tony, I’m Bill.

(Tony has stopped the cab, reaches over
the seat and shakes Bill’s hand)

And I already mentioned Jeanie. Thanks for the ride.
And the talk. We might call you again, for some of
Jeanie’s appointments. Sometimes we just need a little
human connection to break up the day.

They behold each other momentarily.

TONY
Take care of Jeanie, Bill. And yourself. Stick around,
okay? We all can use another guy around like you.

BILL
Sure, Tony. But remember, if I go, I go
willingly...rapture.

TONY
Oh, and if you ever see a willow tree in your dream, it
symbolizes mourning and sadness. But it also represents
survival or rebirth.

BILL
Rapture.

Bill tosses a bit of glitter out of his pocket in
an understated flourish and disappears.

INTERVAL.

Writer crumples paper after paper in frustration.
Nearby, Roommate folds an origami bird.

WRITER
Grr. The sun warms the soul and gives hope. The sun
gives off energy and touches people. Like I would like
to do with my writing.

A moment of centering and surrender. A breath. The
Writer appears to pray or meditate.

I am the apprentice of the sun. I know I exist. I am
apple tree. I am cosmos. I am death. I am
non-existence. I listen as he whispers...
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Roommate crosses behind Writer, dropping off
origami bird on his way past. Once he passes,
Roommate pauses, retraces steps, and hugs Writer.
Goes again.

INTERVAL.

The next section with the Congressman was cut for
the performance on April 11th, 2014. It remains in
this script for reference.

CUT.

Smooth transition into next moment when the
Roommate enters and transforms into congressman.
Congressman whistles and hails Tony’s cab. Tony
navigates through traffic, sound of horns honking,
crowds, etc. In the meantime, Congressman’s phone
rings, he takes it and starts barking orders at a
receptionist and/or expressing concern for second
quarter earnings in fossil fuels or something,
etc.

CONGRESSMAN
Taxi!

TONY
Yeah, yeah.

Tony pulls up, Congressman gets in.

TONY
Eh, good mor-

CONGRESSMAN
(cutting him off)

I’m going to hell. And I’m late. Step on it.

TONY
No directions needed.

CONGRESSMAN

The Congressman is still on the phone, he ignores
Tony. This speech flows quickly. At each misused
word, Tony winces.

No Janet. I told you. If he doesn’t vote with the rest
of the coalition, then I don’t care how much money he
brings to the party, we have got to get him off
Appropriations. I am mindful not only of preserving our
majority in the House for my term and also for my
predecessors. Well, we’ll dongle a carrot or intimidate
him, either way, he needs to retire. The party has

(MORE)
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CONGRESSMAN (cont’d)
moved on he can’t keep up with us, especially with all
of the fresh energy and uncompromising ways of the
junior Tea Party representatives. Now they can toe the
line with states rights and if he can’t he’s gotta
g--what? How much? And that’s all from his Mackenzie
contact at Freeport--of course, I remember him because
I have a photogenic memory, Janet. Okay, I got this
cabbie guy snooping and I can’t get into a numbers
game, Janet. You know that. We’ll pick up at lunch,
until then, it’ll be a cliff-dweller--

TONY
(under his breath)

The mass confusion of the political mind...

CONGRESSMAN
You talking to me?

TONY
Naw. No, sir. You’ll know if I do- Actually, I do have
a question.

CONGRESSMAN
Well, I am a busy person. Staff at my office can take
emails and calls from constituents during regular
business--

TONY
I’m a tax payer, I figure I got a right to ask. I
respect your right to refuse.

CONGRESSMAN
Fine. What? But if my phone rings, I’m--

TONY
Do you think that your personal life affects your
political life? And furthermore, do you think your
being a Congressman affects who you are as a person,
you know, like deep inside?

CONGRESSMAN
When I was a kid, I only wanted to help out...

TONY
And now?

(beat)
Do you think you possess the ability to question your
own thinking? Your own reality?

CONGRESSMAN
Of course I do. That is the mark of intelligence.
Frankly, it is insulting that you asked.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 30.

TONY
Well, I recognize you as Representative Buck, and sir,
I asked because, respectfully, based on some of your
policy decisions--

CONGRESSMAN
Argh. Here we go again. I would like to ride to my
office in peace. If you’re one of those liberal
socialists who wants to live off the government dome--

TONY
No. I’m not. But in particular, I have some
reservations about the reversal to last year’s decision
about pre-existing conditions and--

CONGRESSMAN
Well, I am afraid I don’t have time to take opinions
from a cab driver who wants to give me advice on the
financial outlook of our country.

TONY
(overlapping)

Well. I am afraid of misinformed zealots who use a
malapropism every three sentences.

CONGRESSMAN
Listen, you don’t know me at all. You don’t know how
hard I’ve had to work to get this far. And you dare
judge me for the decisions I make in the alarmingly
difficult job of running our country. I can assure you,
I am not who you think I am. Most of us aren’t. I’m
still learning this job. I’m still learning in general.
If I can’t admit that, well then, it’s all over, isn’t
it?

(a breath)
Did you know that I was 25 years old when I put on my
first suit?

A moment.

TONY
To dream that you or someone falls off a cliff suggests
that you are going through a difficult time and are
afraid of what is ahead for you. You fear that you may
not be up for the challenge or that you cannot meet the
expectations of others.

A moment.

CONGRESSMAN
(sarcastic)

Yeah, well. That little pearl of wisdom and $2.75 will
get me a subway ride. Which I intend to take home so I
don’t accidentally bump into you.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 31.

(stands up to exit)
Keep the change. We all need change.

CUT END.

A man approaches who is clearly high on drugs. He
walks along the upstage line of performers asking
for change (but what kind of change, exactly?)
then subsequently falls into the cab.

TONY
Whoa. Whoa, hey man, uh, I’ll give you a lift, sure.
You look like you could use one, but, uh, where are you
headed?

MAN ON DRUGS
I am jumping into another reality. Dreamy.

Tony concerned about the man, gets out, goes
around to backseat, and discovers a suit case.

TONY
Aw man, someone must have left this behind. To dream
that you are left behind represents feelings of
rejection or not fitting into a group. It may also
highlight fears of not being able to keep up. You are
questioning your abilities. The dream may be telling
you that you are not utilizing your full potential. If
you left something behind, then it indicates that you
are ready to let go of the past or move forward.

The Man on Drugs, wakes, takes suitcase and begins
to move through the space at hyperslow motion.

3. Suitcase Sequence

WRITER
(stands)

I am passionate and empathic. I asked my peers.

MUSICIAN
That’s right.

A murmuring of "That’s right" as it is passed
around the room with a fist bump. Writer sits
again.

POETS

(CONTINUED)
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The following text is spoken by different people,
first coming to center, speaking, and performing a
"morning routine" gesture. Then each person moves
to his visitation table, scattering in and among
the audience. Meanwhile the Man on Drugs with the
suitcase continues slowly to the Writer.

I see sunrise and sunset in burnt orange and dark,
bright blue.

I am young at heart.

I am cute. And flirtatious.

I am leafy, rustling, full, and vibrant.

I am jacaranda.

I am a math major and a music entrepreneur.

I am authentic, vulnerable.

I am emancipated and empowered.

I am very little.

I am rejection.

I am confused. Alone.

I am an overachiever, persistent.

I am humble and strong.

I am a descendant of kings.

ALL
We all are!

POETS
I see my girl. And the moon.

I am being left behind.

POETS

The Poets, in a line, unroll a giant scroll of
paper. They tear it up. Each piece contains their
text on it, beautifully decorated.

These next sections of text occur simultaneously
(and are not arranged in a particular order). The
Poets sit at a table or in individual
conversations with assembled audience. The tone is
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intimate, the words are like offerings. When each
individual poem is completed, the Poet will ask
the listener, "What is in your suitcase of
dreams?" and wait for a response. If no response
is given, the Poet will repeat the question
encouragingly.

POET 1
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is a world full
of regret for all of the lost dreams and forgotten
opportunities I have discarded in my life. I also am
hard on myself for the choices I make. And I never
allow myself to move forward until I have forgiven
myself for those mistakes. Every choice leads to new
opportunities to progress or regress in my life and
both options scare me to death. I am also absolutely
afraid of change and could completely do without it.
Today, I moved to a new bed and it freaked me out
because everything is going to be so different here.
What is in your suitcase of dreams?

POET 2
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside I hold dreams,
dreams of all kinds. Some are abstract and some are
real. I like the abstract ones the best. They are so
out of this world and make me feel like I am no longer
in prison: that I can be a superhero or fall in love
with an elf. Or sometimes I dream of real dreams and
become a leader or a liaison of a corporation that can
change the world for the better. What is in your
suitcase of dreams?

POET 3
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is everything I
ever wanted and I will do whatever I have to do to get
there, even if I have to starve and be broke. I’m’a do
everything I can to make it, my family is counting on
me and I can’t let them down. It’s all on my shoulders.
I love my family so much and I just wanna see them
happy. I’m tired of being broke. I’m tired of prison. I
need to get out of this place and live my life. I need
to give it all I have. What is in your suitcase of
dreams?

POET 4
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is music
surrounding me on every side and inside, filling my
head and heart. I hear my grandchildren’s laughter. I
see them running and playing. I can feel the breeze on
my face and the breeze is warm, there are slight flecks
of water on my face. A humming bird flits around the
feeder and dances away. I feel my cat cuddle my neck
and rub y hair. I see my mother smiling...What is in
your suitcase of dreams?
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POET 5
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is nothing and
everything with a side order of wishes, hopes and
seagulls laughing, cackling raucously, and cackling
furious five. Crash life. That isn’t a way for me to
start so let me begin all over before the end. Right
now this moment is yours, mine, and ours without bars
or cars to stop crashing rapids from whistling madness,
laughing--I love you, my dear. Let go.--Please. I’m
falling. Trees, being uprooted and filled with filigree
breeze! What is in your suitcase of dreams?

POET 6
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is the color
orange. I’m almost always in a D.O.C. outfit. A mall.
Mall security, fashion clothing by the racks. But they
are all secured with locked cable. Pouring rain, cold
weather, abandoned parking lot, locked doors. A lot of
running. Fear. I open door: a food court of two levels,
jammed with people, looking for someone I can’t find.
What is in your suitcase of dreams?

POET 7
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is everything
that’s positive and productive. Lively things, fluffy
things, places that have green grass, trees, and
flowers, animals, people smiling, laughter, music.
Smells of food cooking and bread baking...running,
jumping, encouragement, spiritual, sun shining. What is
in your suitcase of dreams?

POET 8
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is a blanket of
ignorance that, upon my shoulders, awakens the Truth
within my heart of bursting forth Love and Beauty upon
skies of bliss emancipating the masses from a slumber
of complacency. Upon these wings, once a blanket, I fly
toward the heavens to witness the angels of my birth,
realizing the family I have always belonged to is
always there supporting and loving me. As I awaken from
this dream into a dream of Truth, I cry out to my self
to let go and fly. Grounded in my body. I feel the
emergence of the light becoming into the stars
of...What is in your suitcase of dreams?

POET 9
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is the full
gamut of possibilities: astronaut, engineer, doctor,
non-death longevity, video producer, musician
extraordinaire, all-consuming love, healing the world,
repairing spirituality, exploration of the universe,
forgiveness, acceptance, knowledge, community...What is
in your suitcase of dreams?
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POET 10
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is an entire
wardrobe of ideas, thoughts, feelings, hopes,
disappointments, successes, and achievements longed
for. I have a pin-striped suit for the businessman and
company owner I want to become. I have a baseball
uniform for the star second baseman. I have a helmet
for the heroic firefighter. I have a spacesuit for the
astronaut. I have a Hawaiian shirt for the retired
beachbum. What is in your suitcase of dreams?

POET 11
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is my freedom of
getting out of this place and starting a new chapter in
my life with my family, friends, and everything that I
missed while being locked up. Now I don’t know what to
say, my hand is starting to hurt. Getting back on my
feet...What is in your suitcase of dreams?

POET 12
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is an unknown
world of indescribable thoughts, feelings, and
emotions. This world is alien to me, for having dreams
to chase was not something that was encouraged when I
was growing up. The most I was allowed to express is
that color of boots I wanted when I had enough money to
buy my own! The dreams of my childhood were fanciful
and I am recently discovering them in this razorblade
suitcase. What is in your suitcase of dreams?

POET 13
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is the ability
to write consistently, the love of another who accepts
me for who and what I am. The ability to draw what I
think. A happy family. Everything I need to survive. A
wild imagination. My creative mind. The One. What is in
your suitcase of dreams?

POET 14
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is the future
and I have no idea what the future will bring. I just
can’t wrap my mind around it at this time because all I
can conjure up is a blank. I don’t think in dreams, I’m
more of an opportunist who will humbly and gratefully
accept whatever the plentiful world provides. What is
in your suitcase of dreams?

POET 15
I have a suitcase of dreams and inside is a highly
intellectual woman who grasps her purpose...to love an
artist that is sensitive to her for 50 years...What is
in your suitcase of dreams?
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POET 16
I have a suitcase of dreams and my dreams are...dark. I
find that the Shadows are my dreams of happiness. What?
Change it before she thinks I’m crazy. You are crazy.
Crazy like Tyler Durden or crazy like Wyatt Earp? I
don’t know, think about what you just said and you tell
me. Shadows are my happiness? That’s not crazy, it’s
honest...What is in your suitcase of dreams?

WRITER
(shouting)

Count!

This startles the men who, at this point, are
listening to the audience. They put up a hand to
halt the conversation or say excuse me, gently
stopping the speaker. They all turn and give their
focus to where the Man with Suitcase stands, over
the Writer. The Man with Suitcase opens the
suitcase and dumps it over the Writer’s head and
desk. Glitter, confetti, origami birds, paper
airplanes spill out in a giant mess. A moment of
stillness.

WRITER
(shouting, again)

Count!

The men excuse themselves, not rushing, saying a
quick goodbye. They leave their "suitcase poem" as
an artifact with their private audience and the
table, and take a chair with them, returning to
the stage area, forming a line. They each sit,
individually in a sequence. Then proceed with an
individual series of sleeping positions in the
chairs.

4. Dream Catching

PSYCHOLOGIST

The Psychologist stays at his table in the
audience, addressing the Writer across the room.

(to Writer, with notepad)
So, (writer...name?), I was told you were having some
trouble and could use someone to talk to? How’s your
sleep? Have you been dreaming?

He goes and sits next to the Writer in that
slightly inauthentic, warm-but-distant way some
clinicians do. Meanwhile, Not Lewis Carroll begins
his speech across the room, drawing focus.
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NOT LEWIS CARROLL
Down the rabbit hole, with Alice we trip, trying to
hold onto reality with a bionic grip,

WRITER
I am reborn in my dreams every night.

NOT LEWIS CARROLL
The Red Queen, the White Rabbit, the Cheshire Cat,
makes us all wonder exactly where we are all at,

WRITER
I know that dreams can be beautiful and feel so real.

NOT LEWIS CARROLL
The world of dreams, the land of slumber, snoring away,
sawing the lumber,

Someone rouses, startled.

SOMEONE
Light in my eyes. Too bright.

Someone falls back asleep and resumes the series
of sleep shapes.

WRITER
I know that dreams are a reality in one’s own mind.

NOT LEWIS CARROLL
Daydreams and nightmares, fantasies too, wishes and
prayers to whomever you choose.

Not Lewis Carroll takes his place in the line of
sleeping men.

WRITER
(writing)

I am gently nudged awake by a dream.

MONKEY MAN
(Jumping up, and going to the Writer
with a grin, nudging:)

You need help writing? I brought you this monkey. He
will help you write. His name is Mr. Smelly Feet.

Writer reaches out to touch monkey, hand moves
through the air.

He has an MFA from the Iowa Writer’s Workshop!

PSYCHOLOGIST
(Speaking to Writer. Writer is
distracted by Monkey Man and trying to
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focus. Monkey Man continues to offer
"monkey" with a giant smile.)

Among the many puzzles of medical psychology, there is
one problem child: the dream. The dream is a fragment
of involuntary psychic activity, just conscious enough
to be reproducible in the waking state.

Each Dreamer speaks separately, but works in pairs
to create visual pictures after each line.

DREAMER 1
I peeled and peeled at an onion to get at the truth.

He stands on a chair and unravels a ball of white
ribbon.

Finally, the truth revealed!

DREAMER 2
Stop purring, Count Hissy McPaws. I’m trying to talk
about my feelings.

DREAMER 3
My ship was destroyed by a Kraken.

DREAMER 4
A joust over a brown pony. In Delaware.

DREAMER 5
Teacher, I think you would look top notch with a shaved
head and and a Statue of Liberty headdress on for a
battlescene.

DREAMER 6
No matter what words I chose, I couldn’t finish the
verse.

DREAMER 7
I was holdin’ conversation with a unicorn queen. What’s
your life advice?

PSYCHOLOGIST
How does one proceed to lay bare the inner, meaningful
structure of a dream? Apparently the dream follows no
clearly determined laws or regular modes of behavior.

DREAMER 1

Writer tosses Dreamer 1 another ball of white
ribbon, which he begins to unravel.

Another onion popped up! Yikes!
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DREAMER 2
You sleep all day, which is pretty cruel, considering
my insomnia. You are just not emotionally available
when I need a heart to heart. McPaws, I just need more
from you in this relationship!!!

DREAMER 3
...but it was okay the ship was gone because all of a
sudden I was a deep sea welder, laying pipe for a major
oil rigging company.

DREAMER 8
(talking to Dreamer 4)

Well I bought the brown pony with my settlement money
from the great Alaskan earthquake, so I’m the one that
should own it! You have no claim to it.

DREAMER 9
(talking to Dreamer 5)

No, I will not shave my head for you, but we can wear
fake bald wigs and you can write on them like fake
tattoos.

DREAMER 5
Awesome!

DREAMER 6
So my friend guides me to a vast field with a large
tree with huge veiny leaves. I am struck with
inspiration.

DREAMER 10
(to Dreamer 7)

As your queen, I come to kindle courage and hope!

"She" laughs absurdly; the other performers sing
"Ah!" in a hallelujah-style and orbit Dreamer 10
like he is the head seraphim in a heavenly angel
chorus. It is obviously all in fun.

We may not be large players in the fate of the world,
but in our little corner of the universe, power can be
used to make a difference.

PSYCHOLOGIST
I say to myself, "I have no idea what this dream
means," and then I can begin to examine the dream.

DREAMER 1

Continuing to unravel the ribbon
I begin again to peel, how many tears this time?
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PSYCHOLOGIST
There are typical dream-motifs known to the layman,
such as of flying-

For each of the items in the list, there is a
collective movement for each, accelerating toward
the end.

-crowds of people, going about with insufficient
clothing, frightening animals such as snakes, losing
your teeth, or climbing stairs or mountains.

They all "climb stairs" rhythmically.

The Dream Keeper steps in and puts hand on Dreamer
1’s shoulder, who is almost frantic, still
"peeling the onion" throughout. The Dream Keeper
then uses the ribbon to connect all the dreamers,
gently handing them the ribbon, as though healing
each of them.

PSYCHOLOGIST
This process is the spontaneous realization of the
whole man. The more he is merely "I," the more he
splits himself off from the collective man, of whom he
is also a part. Since everything in life strives for
wholeness, the inevitable one-sidedness of our
conscious life is continually being corrected and
compensated by the universal human being in us. Thus we
speak on the one hand of a personal and on the other of
a collective unconscious.

During the Psychologist and Writer’s dialogue,
some of the other performers have used the ribbon
to create a giant vertical web: a dream catcher.
The other performers move like shadowy demon
creatures.

WRITER
Doc, it’s more like I’m sleepwalking. Sleepwalking
through an abattoir, I am to be slaughtered by shadow
personas and wolfish fiends.

PSYCHOLOGIST
Usually a dream is a strange and disconcerting product
distinguished by many "bad qualities," such as lack of
logic, questionable morality, uncouth form, and
apparent absurdity or nonsense. Just take this
Risperdal and, in a week or two, you will feel much
more calm.

Each performer queues up to take a turn getting
caught in the net, speaking their first line and
then passing through. As they move to an isolated
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place surrounding the audience, they repeat their
last sentence over and over softly and repeat a
gesture. Each performer is lost in his own
reality. The rest move as though in a demon
cesspool, grabbing at one another to pull each
other down.

NIGHTMARE 1
I am on stage in a room full of critics. I’ve just
performed. They start to laugh.

(passes through web, laughs softly)

NIGHTMARE 2
My Aunt Margaret is a zombie and even though I love
her, I have to kill her.

(passes through web, then repeats softly
in a loop:)

I love you, I’m sorry.

NIGHTMARE 3
I’m lost in a city. I’m in an alley. I can hear my
daughter. She’s in trouble. I can’t find her.

(passes through web, then repeats softly
in a loop:)

Daddy’s coming for you, honey.

NIGHTMARE 4
Running scared, a knife in hand.

(passes through web, then repeats softly
in a loop:)

Oh my God, what did I do?

NIGHTMARE 5
I look back on the destitute people slowly making their
way to a mass pauper’s grave.

(passes through web, then repeats softly
in a loop:)

It will be all over soon.

NIGHTMARE 6
I am being chased. By a hooded figure. To a gnarly oak.
It was a clown.

(passes through web, then repeats softly
in a loop:)

Please, please, wait!

NIGHTMARE 7
I am on the floor of my room, blood running from the
needle holes in my arm. I convulse. My friend walks
away.

(passes through web, then repeats softly
in a loop:)

Why am I doing this to myself?
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NIGHTMARE 8
A botched drug deal. A woman is shot and disabled. Her
boyfriend goes to prison.

(passes through web, then repeats softly
in a loop:)

It was an accident. How did I end up here?

NIGHTMARE 9
I see zombies on steroids and chemical rehab.

(passes through web, then repeats softly
in a loop:)

Please, don’t eat me.

NIGHTMARE 10
One sharp yelp-two-three, red bleeds from an entity, a
scream. Declaring victory.

(passes through web, then repeats softly
in a loop:)

Victory!

The performers repeat their gesture, increasing
the intensity, the volume crescendos. It should
have a quality of the inevitable, that doom is
coming and cannot be stopped.

Demon enters, moving as though in ankle and wrist
shackles. He is tweaked out and intimidating. He
stands on the Writer’s desk. The performers’
gestures continue in the same pattern but each
person shifts their looped text to simply:

ALL
Please, please, please, please, please, please, etc.

WRITER
Please, please, please. They are only shadows, they are
only shadows, they are only shadows, etc.

PSYCHOLOGIST
(over the sound, speaking to audience)

"Everyone carries a shadow," Jung wrote,"and the less
it is embodied in the individual’s conscious life, the
darker and denser it gets."

Collectively, the speaking stops.

WRITER
(writing)

Like I am the only soul in pain, drowning in a sea of
grief, dreaming all the collective pain. To survive, I
am sidestepping orange and brown landmines.
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ALL return to individual looped text, it grows
louder, more intense, more chaotic. Those not
speaking making shapes of strife and statues of
nightmares.

Demon moves throughout the space, seeming to
"sidestep" or otherwise navigate the space,
knocking over chairs. Demon arrives at the web and
tears it apart. As he speaks, he moves toward the
audience in a threatening way.

DEMON
(cutting out all the sound with a
half-growl/half-yell, alternating other
languages with English, here Italian,
not included in performance:)

CUT.
Scorre lento il mio tempo che scivola su velo en mi
corpo, il mio destino, se resistero, non restero a
guadar lenz sera una colpa eterna sin cura.

Translation: The veil of time slowly scrapes on my
body my destiny which resists. I can’t feel peace.
Shall it be my fault without a fix...

END CUT.
You don’t want to know my dreams! Keep your sheep close
and your wolves even closer, cuz I will stab your eyes
out, I will--

WRITER/VOICE
Lockdown!

All action freezes.

ANOTHER VOICE/PERFORMER 1
(to Writer)

Whoa. No, man. You can’t do that!

DREAM KEEPER
(quoting Langston Hughes)

Bring me all of your dreams, you dreamer, bring me all
of your heart melodies, that I may wrap them in a
blue-cloud cloth away from the too-rough fingers of the
world.

During this speech, the Dream Keeper has
approached Demon. When he finishes speaking, he
opens up his hand and blows some glitter and
confetti gently in Demon’s face. Demon stays
frozen, as does everyone else. No movement as
Dream Keeper gives Demon a hug. Demon unfreezes.
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Dream Keeper puts his arm around Demon, and they
begin to walk offstage.

5. Statements

WRITER/VOICE
Lockdown!

DEMON
(now not Demon, just regular speaking
voice)

No. See? We can’t do this. Nope. I’m out.

The man playing Demon "quits" the performance,
becoming an audience member (he eventually
rejoins).

Everyone has become themselves. They are no longer
in any kind of character, except maybe Writer. The
performers drop any sense of performing or
heightened movement.

PERFORMER 1
(continuing to talk to Writer)

No. Seriously. We can’t do that. You can’t write it. We
can’t perform it.

General agreement from a handful of people. Some
people silent or listening, they begin to cluster
around Writer. As the argument continues, the
performers express both frustration and support
for the differing opinions. No one gets defensive.

WRITER
Why? Why not?

PERFORMER 2
Because man, you know why. It’s too...political. Or
controversial.

WRITER
I don’t think so. Lockdowns happen all the time around
here. They happen. Big deal. I mean they suck, but they
are a part of life around here.

PERFORMER 3
See? And that’s a problem too. I don’t think I even
want to do a show about "here."

WRITER
Besides, we were already political. We had an argument
about the American Dream, for gosh sakes. How much more
political can you get?
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PERFORMER 3
Yes. But we were acting. I like using my imagination...

PERFORMER 4
Yeah, being other people, living in another reality.

WRITER
Yeah. We’ve been doing that. Maybe it’s time to get
real.

PERFORMER 1
You just have to be careful. We have to be careful. We
don’t know how it will be interpreted.

WRITER
Saying "lockdown"?

PERFORMER 1
Yeah.

WRITER
Why? What?...are people, those people sitting right
there, supposed to pretend they aren’t in a prison?
Like that’s not what’s going on? That they didn’t have
to go through gates and security and see fences topped
with razor wire? That we aren’t in a visitation room in
a prison, with a bunch of tables, a line of vending
machines, and a mural of a--

(he looks at it, double-take)
--forest, not-so-masterfully rendered?

Performer 5 who had been lingering about for the
conversation, goes to the vending machines when
they are mentioned, as though he is reminded of
their existence.

PERFORMER 5/FOODIE
Vending machines! Yeah!

PERFORMER 3
(back to writer)

Yeah. Of course they can see that. It’s
just...just...that’s not what this is all about.

WRITER
Aren’t we writing it? Don’t we get to decide what "it"
is "about"? I just want to be honest, share from our
hearts, not sugarcoat our lives.

Throughout this whole sequence, Foodie goes to the
vending machines, looking at the items, lost in
his own world, and fantasizing about other foods
(good and bad).
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FOODIE
I taste crust and sugar, like a syrupy sweet.

PERFORMER 2
Well, just don’t go deciding what it is about for all
of the rest of us. I, for one, would like to avoid any
controversy.

WRITER
There’s no controversy! We’re writing about our lives!
Lockdowns are part of our lives!

PERFORMER 3
Being able to do theatre and make art, is just too
important to me. My education is too important to me. I
don’t want to do anything that could endanger this. It
is a precious opportunity.

PERFORMER 4
Mainly, I just want our audience to have a good time. I
want them to be moved by our work, to see us as
artists.

WRITER
Me too. Of course.

PERFORMER 1
(overlapping)

Just so long as you’re not trying to make some kind of
statement.

WRITER
(overlapping)

There’s no statement!

PERFORMER 4
(trying to make peace)

Okay. Well, maybe we should make it really obvious that
we’re not trying to make a statement.

PERFORMER 1
(responding to Performer 1)

How?

PERFORMER 4
I dunno. Make, like, a disclaimer or something. Just
something obvious.

ALL
(turning directly to audience and
speaking in unison)

WE ARE NOT TRYING TO MAKE A STATEMENT.
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WRITER
Satisfied?

With this, the Writer returns to his work.

INTERVAL.

POET

As he speaks, he flicks wads of paper out toward
the audience in rhythm with his words.

I once had a dream. I had a dream when I was 8 years
old of being a trumpet king...Louis Armstrong. I had a
dream when I was 11 years old of being a famous
tapper...Gregory Hines. I had a dream when I was 15
years old of being a movie star...Sylvester Stallone. I
had a dream when I was 17 years old of being a
world-champion fighter...Bruce Lee. I had a dream when
I was 18 years old of being a race car driver...Dale
Earnhart, Jr.

I’ve had so many dreams, yet never did I dream: ending
up in a prison. Now I dream of getting out. I dream of
settling down. I dream of starting a family. And I
dream of dying...Warm in my bed. Surrounded by family.

INTERVAL.

6. Getting Grounded

Each "Prisoner" line is spoken by someone else.
With each line, the men take a step toward center.

PRISONER
I have trouble with my memory. Every morning as I wake
up, I can’t remember where I am.

PRISONER
My roommate makes hot chocolate every morning...

FOODIE
I taste brownies and Starbucks.

Foodie 2 appears. He joins Foodie. Foodie 2 talks
to Foodie. Foodie talks to vending machines,
hearing but not really acknowledging. A surreal
conversation.

FOODIE 2
(excitedly and conspiratorially)

Ooh! We gotta talk.
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FOODIE
No comment.

PRISONER
I would hate to work litter control, picking up all of
the cigarette butts. Funny thing is: that’s my job.

(flatly)
Haha.

PRISONER
(an echo, ironic)

Haha.

FOODIE
I taste cheesecake. Marblecake.

PRISONER
Started doing drugs when I was eight years old. At 23,
I realized I had a problem and I wanted to quit, but I
didn’t know how. In prison, ironically, my dream is
realized.

FOODIE 2
(consolingly)

If you need a sweet fix, man, Corn Pops and Fruit
Loops?

FOODIE
I taste chocolate. Dark chocolate. Ginger. Cocoa and
fudge with vanilla.

FOODIE 2
Yeah. Can’t help ya there.

PRISONER
I drew a picture I didn’t have the skills to draw
before.

FOODIE 2
I slept in and skipped breakfast. Opened up a brand new
jar of that-

FOODIE & FOODIE 2
(in unison)

(I taste)...peanut butter with cinnamon.

FOODIE 2
(continuing)

I didn’t like it.

PRISONER
I write songs. I’ve gotten albums ready in prison.
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PRISONER
I pretend I smell sunshine on clean sheets.

FOODIE
I taste chai tea.

FOODIE 2
Best you’ll get: An "orange milk-cicle." Ice, milk,
orange Kool-Aid. Not bad actually.

PRISONER
I was gonna be a DJ with my older brother, moving
crowds to dance. Three weeks later, I was in prison for
12 years and he’s doing a life sentence. We’re together
through our letters...

PRISONER
Started at 117 years. Then relieved to life at 25. Now
with 8 left on 17 years, I am not guilty still.

PRISONER
My ability to smile and make other people smile has
gotten me through these past six years.

FOODIE
I taste Hawaiian BBQ.

FOODIE 2
Boiled chicken. Boiled chicken and watered down BBQ
sauce.

FOODIE
I taste A-1 Steak Sauce.

PRISONER
Choices made, selfish ways. Staring at an 5x10.

PRISONER
I journaled. An environment of 23 hour lockdown, from
the ages of 17-19. Then I was released into the freedom
of prison.

(beat)
I made the choice to be released from a prison that was
better than when I entered it.

PRISONER
A person in lockdown confronts angels and demons.

PRISONER
Standing naked in the rec pen at SMU in the rain.
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"SMU" stands for Specialized Monitoring Unit, in
other words, solitary confinement. The rec pens
have high walls and only an open roof for natural
light. The people in SMU can only access these rec
yards for about 45 minutes every few days.

While the Prisoner who speaks this line steps away
and performs private, ritualistic movements, the
Prisoners break out into momentary ecstatic song,
both celebratory and sacred, and dance to Pharrell
Williams’ "Happy": "clap along if you feel like a
room without a roof...because I’m happy...clap
along if you feel like happiness is the truth."
Then the performers snap back into the previous
scene immediately. The performer who spoke this
line continues making ritual gestures on his own.

PRISONER
I dream of being a better person than when I came to
this place.

FOODIE
I taste sushi.

FOODIE 2
Okay! There is a lot that I have not experienced. To
narrow my favorite taste down--salty, sweet, spicy,
etc.--is extremely hard!

PRISONER
I am not successful now. I am not happy but I am
learning to be. Prison isn’t what I wanted.

PRISONER
We create all what we need from the smallest of seed.

FOODIE
(completely lost in it, blissful and
yearning)

I taste fresh fruit. I taste red raspberry, juicy
peach. I taste a fresh, ripe pineapple.

The other men react with yearning. Clara steps
out.

Speaking to parole board, as "Clara," he is
soft-spoken. The performers close the gaps between
them, standing in a clump like a massive beating
heart. They pat their thighs gently, beating out
the rhythm.
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CLARA
Please. Consider this.

PRISONERS
Prison isn’t what I wanted.

CLARA
I sat quietly in my car for a few minutes after exiting
the courtroom. Jonathan had just been sentenced to ten
years in prison.

PRISONERS
Prison isn’t what I wanted.

CLARA
I began to weep as I thought of being separated from my
boy for so long. As the sobbing wrecked me, I came to a
realization. My boy would be safe as long as Heavenly
Father was there to watch over him. And now, eight
years later, I ask you to let him come home now.
Please.

PRISONERS
How do you feel about your son being incarcerated?

CLARA
Please!

PRISONERS
How do you feel about your son being incarcerated?

CLARA
I am failure.

ALL
Please.

CLARA
Let him come back to--

She is interrupted.

WRITER/VOICE
ROLL UP!

Again, everything stops. Frozen. Radiant
stillness. A moment of suspension. Then everyone
breathes at once. And again. Rapid breath, like
hyperventilating. The Writer, who has been
participating, is lifted up by several other men
and dropped off near his desk on the ground, where
the contents of the suitcase had been dumped
earlier. He lies on the floor in a broken
position.
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7. Blue

POET (NOT WHAT YOU THINK)
I am not what you think I am. I am not just someone who
got into a jam. I made a mistake and I’m doing my time.
Did something stupid, got on the wrong side of crime.
Please don’t judge me, I’m just a man, trying to do
better and be the best that I can. My life is on hold,
it’s been put on a shelf. No need to remind me, I’ll
berate myself. Please do not comment unless you’ve worn
my shoes. I look forward to the day that I put on my
blues.

RAPPER/POET
I never thought the color blue would mean so much to
me, others might think of water and maybe even sky, but
in prison it means one thing: freedom. Seeing happiness
in such a rough place is sometimes unimaginable. After
being locked up for 20 or 30 years in the hell hole, it
wouldn’t seem real that one day, he’s going home. Well,
today is that day. And I see the look on his face, not
sure how he’s to react, wondering and afraid of the
world outside of this prison, he thinks of the very
first day in prison and then looks at the journey
before him. Could this be happening? It’s not real
until you get your blues.
It seems like yesterday it just started and the only
assurance of the time he did is when he looks in the
mirror and sees how much he’s aged. Sometimes men cry.
And I’ve seen some men not even want them. I am
grateful that I can be a part of people’s happiest day
of their life and forever more, blue is the most
meaningful color I’ll ever see...

8. Broken Wings

Poem and movement. The Healer supports the Writer
to stand again.

HEALER
A bird once broken can never fly, they say, quite so
high again. Perhaps...

But as for me, now desperately in need of mending; I
have a healer who will restore these foolish wings
without a scar.

I will lie quiet beneath His touch, I will listen as he
whispers,

ALL
"Rise and fall no more."
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Everyone removes glitter, feathers, confetti, and
flowers from their pockets and toss it all in the
air.

HEALER
And then...than I shall soar!

CUT.

The artists who have been constructing a giant
bird, run through the audience, passing it over
their heads, like a giant bird flying overhead.

END CUT.

In the next section, each man, after speaking,
moves to the windows behind the audience to look
out.

WRITER
I feel touch. I feel my bare feet on the cold cement. I
am in prison. Grounded.

PERFORMER NATURE
(joining Writer, sitting with him)

I dream of walking in grass barefoot. No joke. I miss
nature.

TONY
(joining them)

To see a phoenix in your dream symbolizes
transformation, immortality and renewal. You are moving
toward a new phase in your life. It may also mean that
your past continues to haunt you.

HEALER
I dream and then awake before dawn. I pour myself a
tall glass of fresh squeezed orange juice. Before I
hurry out the door, I pause to kiss my beautiful wife;
her laughter is so sweet and angelic. My soul is quiet
and yet ecstatic as I drive the empty streets leading
me to Piestewa Peak.

WRITER
The phoenix whose appearance is said to announce great
events. When friends gather in a garden in the cool of
the evening to play music together, it will often join
them.

PERFORMER
I dream of my own record label, I will hire my own
artists, make beats and perform around the world.

(CONTINUED)
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PERFORMER
I dream of thunderous applause.

PERFORMER
I am an artist because I am alive. This is my dream.

PERFORMER
I dream the audience can see me for an artist and not a
gang member. For the people are going to wear the paint
one day, as a whole.

PERFORMER
I dream of getting out. I dream of settling down.

PERFORMER
I dream of working hard...vacant dreams.

PERFORMER
I dream that my son remains judicious, safe, healthy,
and prosperous...and that he gets his degree!

PERFORMER
I dream of becoming a psychologist.

PERFORMER
I dream of freedom, eating Hawaiian BBQ in the rain.

PERFORMER
I dream of someone to love, a beach, and a beer.

PERFORMER
I dream that I am 110 years old. I eat only vegetables
and fish.

PERFORMER
I dream of freedom. Freedom of choice: when to eat, to
sleep, to play. My favorite dream right now is for my
body to be 110% healthy. I am dreaming of a white
Christmas, even though it’s February. I’m dreaming of a
1/2 gallon of cookie dough ice cream. I’m dreaming of a
white Russian with endless refills. I’m dreaming of
running a 1/2 marathon under an hour, thirty. I will
make that dream come true.

PERFORMER
I dream of what I always wanted: true love.

PERFORMER
I dream of human liberation.

PERFORMER
I dream that my life will count for something.

(CONTINUED)
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At this point, all the performers stand at the
windows. The audience must turn to look at them.
Their backs are to the audience and they have
their eyes on the horizon. The audience sees what
they see: fence, razor wire, cactus, parking lot,
desert, sky. Sky.

WRITER
Because the phoenix holds back the rays of the sun,
because of the fire and heat which last throughout the
day...if his wings did not form a screen against the
rays of the sun, no living being would survive.

HEALER
I hurry up the rocky path, running most of the way. I
quickly settle down on the ledge facing east for my
morning ritual--watching the sun rise in it’s fiery
rebirth. It’s so majestic and powerful--I swear I can
hear that burning orb! If you listen with your whole
spirit, you can hear it...a low distant rumble.

(all inhale)
It’s breathtaking.

(exhale)

Sunset. One by one, the performers exit out on the
yard to return to where they started, to get a
closer look.

Curtain Call

When the performers return, it’s actually a dance
party.

END.


