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An epic romance for one performer.
Soundtrack

Stars of the Lid - Sun Drugs 


LCD Soundsystem - Freak Out/Starry Eyes

Bob Dylan - Bob Dylan's 115th Dream 

Hudson Mohawke - FUSE 

Solomon Burke - Cry To Me 

(The Ballasted Orchestra, 1997)

(45:33, 2007)

(Bringing It All Back Home, 1965)

(Butter, 2009)

(I Almost Lost My Mind, 1964)

January 2010

PROLOGUE: LCD Shaving Mirror

Play music: LCD Soundsystem - Freak out.
Lather up with shaving foam. Hand razors to two audience members and hold one in each hand. Mirror them simultaneously while they mime shaving themselves and in this way shave yourself.

CHAPTER ONE: The sun is coming up
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or the earth is falling down.
CHAPTER TWO: Manila traffic

Credits fade, camera pans down. Sunrise over Manila. Three lanes of highway, one huge road gripping tightly to itself as it plunges up and down through the ceaseless omnivore Manila
on either side rise concrete walls and smashed brickwork patched with corrugated iron, 
drenched in signs that say THE KING OF KINGS WILL TRUMPH 7th day adventist church 
or Triumphant Vulcanising Service 
or AN ARMED SOCIETY IS A POLITE SOCIETY Jorge's guns and sighting service, 
or simple grafitti in black paint saying GRETCHEN  I LOVE U  TOTOY    

Here on the traffic floor a few human figures move through the sluggish river of cars. Men and women wearing mudstained dustmasks covering all but their eyes, 
they sell t-shirts, glowsticks, trays of cigarettes, leather belts looped over their shoulders, wooden boxes with wristwatches, even a guy with a snake knotted through the fingers of one fist, 
and they hammer on car windows and flutter lightning fast through their merchandise, 
dodge out of the way of the motorcycles and pedicabs that streak through the clots and snares, 
and when they're tired they sit perched on the railings of the bridge, high above the canals

the canals which far beneath us overgrown with jungle.

One of these vendors is Smallpox, is Smallpox. He wears a smoky grey handkerchief across his face and his hair is black and slicked with grease from the tyres and his mouth sags open under his face mask and he struggles always to get his breath. 
He sells t-shirts he carries a bundle of t-shirts on narrow wire coathangers and he shambles but his instincts are tuned perfectly and look at him move when those cars are caught! 
He steps aside just enough to let a truck carrying fighting cocks pass him by, 

hangs in the slipstream just a fraction longer than he should, then

SLAM into the hole opening up between two jeepneys and without shifting his cigarette in his mouth he disappears between the BY THE GRACE OF MOTHER MARY and the SWEET LUCK ON ME and 
boom, he's leaning on the windowsill of a dirty black taxi with a dazed looking mother in the back, would she like a t-shirt? Of course she would. 
CHAPTER THREE: The Bet

The camera pulls away from the scene and moves back through the traffic. We see Smallpox and his victim grow smaller and smaller, then suddenly the camera swerves around and close up on a new car. Inside are two teenage boys driving to school. 

throat
Hey Mouth, I reckon I can paint a picture of a hospital ward faster than you can eat four tubes of toothpaste.
mouth
I bet you can too, Throat.

throat
Mouth we can't both bet the same thing.

mouth
Listen, Throat, we've got one week left of high school. Prom is on Saturday night: I don't want to make silly little bets about toothpaste. If we're going to bet, let's make it about something serious. 

throat
What's serious, Mouth? 

mouth
Ladies, Throat. Ladies ladies ladies.

throat
Mouth, I'm the man when it comes to girls. You name a girl, I can date her, sleep with her, change her whole outlook and then dump her before prom night. Bet anything you like.

mouth
Throat I bet you can't make Alexis Cobweb into prom queen.

throat
Alexis Cobweb? But Mouth, she's an art class geek! She's got a nose ring and opinions about the environment. 

mouth
Are you a chicken, Throat? 

throat
God damn it, Mouth, it's on. I'll turn Alexis into prom queen. But when I do, I get your braces.
mouth
But Throat, I need them for my defective mouth!
throat
'But Throat, I need them for my defective mouth!'
mouth
All right, deal. But if she's not prom queen by this Saturday, I get your name. I’ll be Throat and you can be Mouth. 

break down laughing
hah hah hah – start again

heh heh heh heh heh

hoo hoo hoo hooo

wait a minute now… he heh heh

okay take two

Music: Bob Dylan - Bob Dylan's 115th Dream. Fade it down at 53 seconds
CHAPTER FOUR: Kareoke Bar
Blurry image. Sound of laughter, shouting, music. Camera focus: we're downstairs in a bar. At the table in one corner sit two of the most virulent diseases known to humanity. On one side: Cancer. On the other: Smallpox. Cancer speaks first.

Cancer
So I’m stirring the cream into my coffee, and he’s just sitting there with a folder on his knees, not saying anything. And I’m not saying anything. I never speak first.
Smallpox
No, it’s bad policy to talk first. They should understand that.
Cancer
Well most of them do. Most of them know that to even meet with one us is pretty serious business. For them and for us. So they do their research, they bring all the information you need, and usually all you have to do is agree on a price. This kid, I don’t know what the fuck he thought he was doing.
Smallpox
How’d he get in touch with you?
Cancer
He had Tuberculosis when he was a little kid, they kept in touch.
Smallpox
So what did he want with you?
Cancer
Well that’s what fucking blew my mind. When he finally does speak up, he tells me he wants to hire me to tackle some dinner function. 200 guests. One night. I said ‘Boy, I’m Cancer.’ He says ‘I know.’
Smallpox
He clearly doesn’t know, if he wants you for one night.
Cancer
I said what can I do in one night? I can start a few tumours, get the ball rolling here and there, but then what? I said I’m a craftsman. I do beautiful work, irreversible work. But it takes time. I can’t just run over the rooftops dropping tumours down the chimney into everybody’s christmas stocking.
Smallpox
If he wants a function he should have spoken to Pneumonia.
Cancer
Or you. I told him, why not speak with Smallpox? Smallpox shows up at your party, forty minutes later everyone’s dripping with sores. 
Smallpox
Thanks, Cancer.
Cancer
No thanks required. I've always said, you're an artist.

Smallpox
So what did he say? Does he want to hire me?

Cancer
He said he wanted to speak with a couple of other people before he made a decision.
Smallpox
Do you know who else he’s speaking with?
Cancer
HIV.
Smallpox
Serious?
Cancer
Pretty sure.
Smallpox
You know Anorexia and Parkinson’s told me that last job HIV did, she got paid 900 square kilometres of temperate forest?
Cancer
Can we not talk about her, please?
Smallpox
Yeah, no, forget about her, Cancer. She’s been lucky, that’s all.

Cancer
Don’t bullshit me. She’s brilliant. She’s the best.
Smallpox
Yeah.
Cancer
She’s not coming tonight, is she?
Smallpox
Christ no. She hates kareoke.
CHAPTER FIVE: Throat asks Alexis 
Cross-fade - high school, lunchtime, outside the science labs. A girl walks out of class wearing black jeans, faded sneakers, an Alanis Morrisette t-shirt, her black hair in pigtails. She walks down the corridor and we see a guy running after her.

throat
Hey Alexis! 

alexis
What do you want, Throat?

throat
Just, saw your latest art project and I wanted to say how amazing I think it is.

alexis
You don't take art. How did you even see it?

throat
Well, that's what's so amazing.

alexis
Cut to the chase, Throat. You're the most popular kid in school and I'm a geek with an art project to finish. What do you want?

throat
Alexis will you go to the prom with me? 

Alexis stops dead. 

CHAPTER SIX: Manila, Quiapo Markets

Camera cuts to next day. Afternoon, somewhere in the city. Camera pans down and we see where we are: 

Quiapo markets
on a bridge over the highway stalls display guns, knives, sniper scopes, vibrating cockrings
trikes carrying blocks of ice

DVD porn and Japanese computer games

cheap blood pressure and pregnancy tests in the subway
camera tracks through the crowds,
we see Quiapo Cathedral ‘the Black Nazarine’

in this marketplace there was a bombing in the 80s 

people encourage miracles by walking on their knees from one end of the square to the other

we see Hidalgo Street -
vegetable stalls – broccoli eggplant lettuce mushroom tomatoes garlic

men playing checkers on boards drawn the street w/ chalk

people singing pop songs as they walk past CD stores
fish in plastic bags

we see Escolta street

The old business district – destroyed by the yanks in WWII

an old man lying in the street staring up into the sky
we see Ongpin Street – Chinatown

sign outside shop says ‘We buy birds’ nests... sharks’ fins... seahorse’

there is a famous chihauha that rides on the roof of a pedicab in this district

missing persons posters - faces stuck to lamp-posts

hunchback with bags of potatoes

advertisement says ‘Tasted something exotic... like a 16 year old?’ 
holds up bottle of 16 yr old brandy
we see East Binondo district
sweet rice patties with coconut

a rich philanthropist has bought firetrucks for this area
they are all purple

grafitti says ‘I love you Che Guevara’ over and over
street vendor holds up birdcage with ten tiny birds shaken around inside it

kids here look angry

smell of sewage and petrol – 

a man with one leg limps past on crutches
CHAPTER SEVEN: Updating Alexis' look

We see Alexis and Throat walking through the markets. 
throat
Go slower, Alexis, I can barely walk. I got bruises up and down my legs and I think my left kneecap is broken.

alexis
And you've got paint in your hair and two black eyes. Did you have fun?

throat
You shot me twenty five times, Alexis. Fifteen in the back.

alexis
You did alright for your first time. Next time don't scream so much when you get hit, it gives away your position.

throat
So do you paintball every weekend?

alexis
Pretty much, except when I'm doing climb training with Greenpeace. Before you can sneak into a coal plant and hang a banner from the smokestacks, you need to be able to climb a grade 6 rock face and attach a sleeping hammock to a 15mm crack.

throat
You're really gonna be an activist, then. That's really cool, Alexis.

alexis
The great Throat Lucero, class hero, deigns to congratulate me on my choice of career. I'm honoured that you approve, Throat. 

throat
Godammit, Alexis, I mean it. I think it's great that you know what you want to do and you're making it happen. 

alexis
Whatever. What is it you want to show me out here, anyway?

throat
It's a surprise.

alexis
Couldn't you just take a photo and mail it to me?

throat
I wanted to show you the Markets. This is where I grew up, pretty much. My parents used to have a stall along this street selling fish. Me and my brother Mouth used to take it in turns to chase the flies away with a whisk.

alexis
What happened?

throat
When I was seven years old my brother and my mom caught Tuberculosis. Mouth got better, but my mom... After she died, my dad couldn't handle being around here, so we moved to Quezon City.

alexis
I'm sorry. 

throat
It's okay. Hey, we're nearly there. Close your eyes. Hold my hand. Okay, open them!

alexis
Throat, what is it?

throat
It's a prom dress. 

alexis
It's beautiful - but I can't wear that.

throat
Sure you can. You'll look great.

alexis
I don't wear makeup, I don't wear high heels, and I don't wear dresses like that. I don't know how.

throat
It's simple. You just need to feel sexy, and you'll look sexy.

alexis
But I don't feel sexy. 

throat
Try this. It belonged to my mother - I think she'd want you to have it.

alexis
What is this?

throat
It's a vibrator. 

CHAPTER EIGHT: Vibrator making workshop

Alright, now we come to the educational component of this evening's performance. Vibrators. It's simple: put your mobile phone on silent. Now, take out your condom - everyone brought condoms tonight?

Put mobile phone inside condom.

Spread your outer lips apart to explore your vulva's intricate internal design with its delicate folds. Locate your clitoris at the top of your vulva just below where the pubic hair begins. Identify the shaft and hood of the clitoris. Pull the hood back so you can see your clitoral glans.

Starting on a low setting, touch the vibrator to your feet and your hands, across your belly, your shoulders and neck, your scalp and face, in circles around your breasts and nipples, up your inner thigh, over your labia and run it gently around your clitoris. Some women report that one side of their clitoris responds to vibration more than another. Explore.

While far more nerve endings are outside the vagina than inside, you may enjoy penetration with a vibrator.  Spread your inner lips apart with both hands. Locate your vaginal opening. It will appear as small folds that will part when you enter with your finger.

Get yourself aroused by using the vibrator externally first, then carefully insert it into you. The hymen is a membrane that partially covers the vaginal opening. Most young active girls today have already opened it through sports or using a tampon. If this membrane is unusually tough it might have to be surgically opened, but this is fairly rare.
It has been hypothesized that nerve endings in the cervix respond to stimulation and pressure. Pressing the vibrator against the top of your vagina (such as pressing it towards your belly) may provide g spot stimulation or even indirect clitoral stimulation.

Besides paying attention to what you are feeling, focus your mind on some erotic image or idea to help the process along until you begin to experience a series of involuntary muscle contractions around the vagina that may or may not produce an ejaculate or a vaginal secretion, an increase in muscle tension and relaxation, especially around the pelvis, and chemical changes in the brain releasing a rush of hormones such as endorphins. This is known as an orgasm.
CHAPTER NINE: Manila, flash-floods

Close up on Alexis, lying under a tree, rain splashing against her skin. The camera pulls out, and Alexis pulls on her jeans, walks away through the rain.

The camera lifts up, we're looking down on Rizal Park from above. We move over Malate as the gutters fill up and the rain starts to spill into the streets.

jeepneys pressed against each other in the ankle-deep water

tyres carve huge tracks that radiate outwards in waves

intersected by other waves, combining churning amalgamating

kids splash waist-deep in knee-high water

brown and murky in the yellow streetlights 

they shouts and push each other into the waves made by passing trucks

the camera lens is blurry with rain

but we see a taxi shove forward through the chest high water

in the backseat two teenagers

boy in a tuxedo, girl in a long gown, both of them terrified

water starts to rush in through the driver's window

the driver puts the car in reverse and slams down the accelerator

and there is a horrible sensation 

the wheels come free of the road and they spin against nothing but water

the flood rises over the camera

and we fade to black

CHAPTER TEN: The Prom

Suddenly light and colour! 

The camera pans in a circle - we are inside the school gymnasium.

Paper streamers and ribbons hang from the walls

Balloons suspended above the dancefloor

Gym mats, trampolines and boxes full of basketballs shoved in the corners

Mr Amon the History teacher's on the decks

The beats are so heavy they almost drown out the sound of the rain against the windows

Everywhere, fucking... teenagers

Dressed in tuxedos and gowns

Eating chips out of paper bowls

Sneaking to the toilets for a cigarette

Suddenly silence

Heads turn as one

Mouths drop in unison

Throat stands at the door in a crisp black dinner suit 

Beside him, in a tight blue minidress

Immaculate makeup, hair perfectly piled on her head,

Balancing precariously in high heels

The sexy, sultry, satisfied

Ms Cobweb.

The crowd surges forward to mob her. Everyone wants to talk with her, to offer her a drink, to ask her to dance. Alexis lets them lead her across the dancefloor, like a queen amid her subjects.

Throat stands by the door watching her

A faint smile plays across his lips

A boy sidles up to him wearing an identical crisp black dinner suit

Mouth
Well well, Throat. Alexis is ravishing. How did you effect such a drastic change in such a short time?

Throat
Well Mouth, do you know the film 'Dirty Dancing'?

Mouth
Of course. You were Patrick Swayze to her Jennifer Grey. But don't start reaching for my braces just yet. This competition isn't over. You didn't think I'd just leave this to chance, did you? Our last high school bet? Our Prom bet?

Throat
Mouth what have you done?

Mouth
I tipped the odds a little. I'd like you to meet my date... Smallpox.

Throat
Smallpox? But Mouth, he'll devastate the whole prom!

Mouth
Yes, and he's cheaper than HIV. Let's see Alexis get voted queen when the voting population is busy coughing their lungs up.

Throat
Dammit Mouth, this isn't about Alexis. This is about Tuberculosis, isn't it? You wish it was me that caught it instead of you.

Mouth
No Throat, I wish it was you that caught it instead of Mom. But that's for the birds. Oh listen - they're playing your song. You can share this dance with my date, Throat - but don't start pashing when my back's turned!

Throat
Mouth!

Smallpox
Hi, Freddie Prinze Jr. I hear Tuberculosis got your mom - you should know that TB is a real teddybear compared to me. 

Hudson Mohawke - FUSE
Smallpox
I'm going to destroy your entire class, starting with you.

Throat
Is that so? Well I'm going to destroy your entire pants, starting with your balls!

Throat fights Smallpox. 
Smallpox
Don't feel too bad, Freddie Prinze. I been around for 16,000 years, I know every trick there is. Oh hey - looks like your date's getting friendly with my date.

Throat
Alexis! Mouth! What's he saying to her?

Smallpox
Probably telling her the truth. About you. Her. That silly bet. It's over, kid. Think she'll want you now she knows the truth?

Throat
It's not like that! I love Alexis, and she loves me!

Smallpox
Little early in the night for love, Freddie Prinze.

Throat
Godammit my name is Throat!

Throat defeats Smallpox. End music.

throat
I'm sorry, Mouth - I couldn't let you do it. 

mouth
That's all right Throat - cough cough - I guess I wasn't immune to the pox. Oh well - you can take my braces, Throat. You win.

throat
I win?

mouth
Alexis is queen. You win the bet. Oh!

Mouth dies.
alexis
Throat?

throat
Alexis!

alexis
Is it true? Am I a bet? Am I a bet? Am I a fucking bet?

throat
Yeah, but it's more than that now. I really care for you, Alexis! Alexis, come back!

As Alexis runs into the night, Throat is left alone in the ruins of the gymnasium. The flood waters rush under the door and wash away balloons, streamers, and the pox-ridden bodies of Throat's classmates, the graduating year that never will. 

CHAPTER ELEVEN: Late-night Manila
Vision slowly returns, we see faint lights and hear murmuring voices.

Focus the image - it is Roxas Boulevard, later that night.

The floodwaters are subsiding as Alexis walks the streets.

Still wearing her prom dress, makeup is streaked with rain.

It is quiet, it is late night slow. 
A kid follows her wanting money. 
A trader with watches. 
A spruiker inviting her into a bar. 
The ripple of her breath across the roof of her green tea. 
A lizard on a white wall of course orange in the streetlights. 
Vendors at the front of the Coyote Club tallying up coins from selling cigarettes.
And there she is at Throat's house. 

Gently, uncertainly, she knocks on the door.

CHAPTER TWELVE:  Dirty Dancing

alexis 
Can I come in? 

throat 
I got a-- I guess it's not a great room. You probably got a great room.

alexis 
No. It's a great room! Leave the record player on. I'm sorry about the way I treated you.

throat 
No, it's fine. People treat me like I'm nothing because I am nothing.

alexis 
That's not true! You're everything!

throat 
You don't understand the way it is for somebody like me. Last month I'm eating candy to stay alive. This month, women are stuffing diamonds in my pockets. I'm balancing on shit and I can be down there again.

alexis 
No, it's not the way it is! It doesn't have to be that way!

throat 
I've never known anyone like you, baby. You think you can make the world a better place. Somebody's lost, you find them. Somebody's bleeding--

alexis 
I go get my daddy. That's really brave, like you said.

throat 
That took a lot of guts to go to him! You are not scared of anything.

alexis 
I'm scared of everything! I'm scared of what I saw. I'm scared of what I did, who I am, but most of all I'm scared of walking out of here and never feeling for the rest of my life... the way I feel when I'm with you. 

Music: Solomon Burke - Cry to me

alexis 
Dance with me.

The sex scene from Dirty Dancing.
End.

PAGE  
1

