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Act 1

 

Scene 1

Lola! What do you think about my little purple
flowers?

Purple looks cute and it smells like death a bit,
don’t you think?

(She bends over towards Lola who whispers to her
ears)

Louder Lola! Stop talking to my ear, nobody is
around us! You can tell me very loud what you think deep
down!

What? Mommy, is she listening to us
really?

No she is not here anymore, don’t
worry.

Wait, I am going to double check this, you got me
scared about that all of a sudden.

No it is all right, I looked through the window she
is not here nor is she in the garden or in the next
room;

She must be in the kitchen…

What? Elsa is not home and then?

Yes that’s true: if mommy knew that she sneaked out
on the quiet to meet with Pedro she would be
upset.

Elsa is really on edge at the moment. Why does she
like Pedro? He is not good-looking.

No, honestly, it is not true Lola; maybe you like
it, but to me, his big muscles that look like a dumb bull have no
effect on me.

What about the door?

Ah yeah that’s true Lola, there is a noise behind
the door.

I’m going to open the door.

AHHHH!!

(Fainting)

 


Scene
2

(Maya is lying on the floor and wakes up with
difficulty)

 

-Lola, stop hitting me; it
hurts me on the cheek

• ah ah! But
it’s horrible but what happened to Elsa …

• But she doesn’t have legs anymore! Let’s go get a
Doctor now.

• -ah you called one already?

• What? Yes, yes, I get up!

I am not allowed to be scared?? Are you kidding me?
I just had a moment of weakness.

• ah !
She is going to die; I can even see her heart through
the pierced chest wall…

• Tell me your last words Elsa; this is for your
gravestone.

• What? You are not dead yet? No, I don’t bury you
before your death,

But I don’t know if you can see but you only have
your head left, well hardly the last body part
left…

These landmines they are really worse than mommy’s
make-up; this really disfigures you!

• No it is not funny Lola! What about the comparison
with your mother’s make-up?

• OK, well, let’s listen to Elsa’s last words
instead

• I can’t hear anything

• She is whispering ; she is
choking.

• Be quiet Lola, I can’t hear
anything

(she bends
over)

• ah it’s not fun; she says « life is crappy, Beat
Pedro up, smash his face »

• on the other hand it is accurate but on a
gravestone this lacks romanticism a bit

• ah at last she is dead , I mean I think she is, it
looks like it

• Lola, check! is she really dead?

• Death is not really beautiful; I thought it would
be more romantic.

• Usually one puts a flag, a trumpet and a president
drugged with tranquilizers and it calms the revolt. But no, la la I
am disgusted.

 


Scene
3

 

(Maya puts make-up on)

 

- Don’t look at me like that, I’m too tired, I know,
I’m on edge but I must look beautiful for Elsa’s
burial.

-No she won’t be buried at the church, the priest
refused. My mother said I was
crazy. The priest said that one doesn’t bury imaginary
characters.

- pff Elsa is not imaginary ; her body is still
all bloody

-he looks at me coldly.

Her little heart won’t beat
anymore

Butterflies do not live long
enough.

-Do my hair Lola, make yourself useful ;
besides you are quite gifted with your fingers.

-mmmhh yeah lean the mirror a bit
over.

Yes, yes it’s not bad.

Put cornflowers in my hair.

Cornflowers, they’re tender.

And it always smells like death a
bit.


Perfumes,
nostalgies…

I hate funerals.

I am going to collapse into tears.

• Don’t you want to be the master of ceremony
Lola?

• As far as I’m concerned, honestly, I can’t. I feel
bad… I won’t be able to say more than two words.

• You don’t want?

• Make an effort,
please

• You used to be a much better friend to Elsa than I
was.

• You knew all about her: she would not tell me
everything.

• She was a princess, a goddess.

• Laugh, laugh

• Now that she is dead she looks like she’s an
angel

• Death really glorifies

• After death the worst people become
heroes

• Somehow it is kind of cool to
die

• The living people like
illuminations.

• My mother already pins me up alive on the wall, so
being dead things would not be much different I
think…

• She shows me off at the tea house; I must pose
with a stupid smile in front of guests and I must not make waves
above all.

• I’ve got the impression that I’m an exotic
butterfly hung up on a wall.

• Ok! Lola stop dancing: I know you are not
interested in that.

• Ok ! ok ! let’s dance !
(Rough-shape of a
dance)

• Ah ! no we can’t it is the
funeral. (She gets
frozen)

• We have to bury Elsa

• and then since you don’t want to celebrate the
ceremony that’s the big owl which will take care of that and we
will do it in the big dark forest.

• Little messenger dove will be the bearer of the
news to the residents of the dark forest (release of the dove with
the wrist swing)

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 4

 

• Lola, give me your hand. I’m
scared.

• The route towards the forest is not
safe.

• Do you hear these noises? ….
Somebody is following
us.

• Mr.
Gingerbread !!!
(Tender hug)

Mr. Gingerbread, you at least, you are always there
for me when I’m not doing fine. It is so kind to come for Elsa’s
funeral. We were really scared in the forest all alone. Now that
you are here I feel protected.

- I feel so unhappy… I’m overwhelmed by anxiety. My
head is burning me.

Gingerbread, hold us in your arms.

- I feel
better.

How is Mrs. Gingerbread doing?

-She stayed home to look after baby
Gingerbread?

- He
cries a lot ?

Yes at the moment the sky is worrisome: it is
purple. It smells like death.

The forest is sad, at a
standstill.

Sing me a song Gingerbread.

I’m gonna cry

You are so soft and sweet.

This life is too hard; I feel like
dying.

Is it still far
?

I’m hot, I’m feverish, I’m
thirsty.

Yes, stop at the source.

Is she far?

I’m
thirsty…
.

 

 

 

Scene 5

 

(She drinks with her hands)

 

The water calms my body, numbs my
soul.

soft music

smooth and cold,

little torrent water which wanders

between the rocks.

Fluid, you give yourself to
everybody

And you belong to nobody.

Shame on the companies

Which want to imprison it!

Shame on these pimps who want to prostitute
it!

(She tosses the arms in the air)

Spirits of the profit, I lay a curse on
you.

Go your
way…

I was born into Water

I come from water

Water you are my body

Body you are water

Water, you are eternal…

Poor human, mortal.

Why are you disturbing my moves?

Why are you preventing the animals and trees from
dinking me ?

so be the forest,

wild and untamed.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 6

 

(Gloomy dance Maya and Elsa hug each
other)

 

Elsa I am dancing one last time with
you!

You died way too early

Your hair is soft

I love your eyes

And your lips are salted

Let yourself be devoured before
leaving

By my sweetened bites.

Let yourself be penetrated by my
desire

feel my wet lips

feel me melting.

Golden dreams,

shattered, destroyed by greedy
men,


Stupid,

Who venerate chunks of coal and
metals.

I want to stay wrapped around your Blood-drenched
dead body

My hair is reddened by the crime.

My eyes are blackened by hatred

My eyes are a cutting dagger.

Weapon manufacturer, American
empire,

I am ripping up your flag.

You created enough mess in my
country.

You can make your uniforms shine,

Your soul is black and it absorbs all the
light.

The animals, you call them ferocious
beasts

But they always live in
equilibrium.

The lion tries not to devour all of the
gazelles.

He always leaves some get away freely in order to
let his larder reproduce.

But you men, you replace the living with the
radioactive, toxic, concrete, petroleum and
plastic!

Herbicides, pesticides,
rat poison, You poison the
planet.

The only things left will be
figurines, cuddly
toys and pictures: all of the
livings which are not human beings will be dead!

• Oh, who are you, little ghost?

• You are a
dodo ?

• Yes of course, I know you: you are some kind of
reported missing being destroyed by the European navigators during
the 18th
century.

• Poor dodo

• I will avenge you

 

 

 


Scene
7

 

(She struggles against ghosts who are taking Elsa’s
body away)

 

No
No!

Leave me with Elsa!

Don’t take her away!

She is still alive!

She is dancing with you!

Elsa… ..

(She collapses)

Gingerbread, wrap yourself around me with your soft
arms.

Yes Lola what does Mr. Owl say?

he
hoots?

That’s
all ?

He hoots

He says that human beings do not make long speeches
for animals that are dying

Animals do not make long speeches when human beings
die

Oh Lola the owl is taking off…

Ah I see: he is taking in his claws Elsa’s soul to
the moon

Thank you Mr. Owl…

Come on, Lola, Gingerbread! I am exhausted, let’s go
home.

Elsa is dead.

Life will be sadder now.

 

 

 

 

 

ACT 2

 

Scene 1

 

(Lying down on the couch or on a bed under a
blanket, drowsy)

 

Stop it Lola!

Stop bugging me

Let me sleep

What ?
already?

Are you sure?

The sun is up?

No, don’t open the shutters.

Mr. Gingerbread? He is not here? Where is
he?

Ah ? He
went back in the dark forest? At least he could have said bye to
me.

Yes maybe I was asleep, but he could have woken me
up.

Yes yes ok that’s right most likely he did not dare
to wake you up.

Ok good night.

She goes back to bed to sleep then in her sleep she
sits and looks into the remote then lies down again
whispering:

Elsa,
Elsa…

 

 

 


Scene
2

 

(She gets up then has a drink and get
drunk

She wanders and zigzags)

The world …

ahh ahh !!!

The world is beautiful!

Ouhh! I am flying (she
lifts the arms, spreads them to fly like a bird)

ouhh ouh !

Lola, another
drink !

But, you are not nice!

(She jumps)

Oups sorry, Mr.

I didn’t want to disturb you
(deference)

Very pretty, the tie…

Very cute suitcase…

Ah ah in order to loosen social relations ah ah
ah!

And me the obedient ties to the
employer:

I spit them in their face

And hop 10,000 sold landmines

And hop there!

Ah ah! Hoppp !
No more Elsa around

Our legs you love them, you love
them ?!

And my eyes, my eyes, you like
them?

-Lola, leave me alone!

Ah no, nice speech!

Very beautiful? And what gets your beautiful country
going?

Hein?
Sales of arms ?

And you, you think you are civilized???(sounds
of farts)


ah ah!

Eh about the tie, have you ever disobeyed? Hein?
You’re a perfect little citizen;

a perfect employee; get get the system
going !!!

and the tie ? Have you at least thought about
what you were doing?

 

 

Scene 3

 

(Wrapped around her blanket, asleep on the
couch)

(Opening and drawing the arms
apart)

mmmmh

hmmmmm

(Sitting and throwing the
polar fleece
jacket)

rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr


miaouh(mean)

miaouh
softer

miaoux singing

then turns on the music and dances or
flies

- Lola, I am in better shape now; let’s take a
flying brownie.

- I don’t know, if we have a high tide for the
flying brownies?

Anyway it does not make any difference. If we have a
low tide they will still be stuck in the custard sauce, and they
will get caught much more easily.

-No, I am in a very good mood.

It’s you, every time that I want something; you
place an obstacle in my way.

You’re like my mother.

Ok, shall we go?

I put on my scarf

It is cold at a high
altitude

 

 

Scene 4

 

(The flight of the brownie)

 

Yeah, I don’t know if it is the right
road.

Brownies, they like sugar cliffs and cocoa mountains
much better.

Through this way you reach the salt
valley.

I don’t think that we will find
some.

Have you seen the weather forecast? Just to see
where the last custard sauce tornado struck ? They should not
be far.

You feel something?

What, a white chocolate lake?

Where?

Quick, quick let’s hurry up:

Hand the binoculars to me

There behind the mont-blanc, a flight of
brownies.

Mmh, it smells like roasted
hazelnut.

We are getting seriously
closer.


How unpretty it is:

A whole family together.

Daddy, mommy and the little
children;

They look very soft.

We must take them by surprise

(And hop jump on the couch on the knees, then hold
the brownies by the horns)

Come on! Unstick brownie you!!!

ouh My heart is aching we went up too
fast.

It is funny I am floating
(she moves her arms apart)

Free.

The world of the low people, so
arrogant

is so little now.

Hello, Mr. Cloud.

I think I don’t like the human
beings.

Far from everything here, in the
wind,

I feel good.

Damn the weather is getting bad.

Milky storm on the horizon;

U-turn, let’s go home.

Lola, all this made me hungry.

Miam !

 

 

Scene 5

 

-Lola you hear nothing?

I thought I had heard someone
walk.

(She has ears for it and there jumping with
terror)

Lola!!!

Ahhh !!

She looks like Elsa!

Bah yes, it’s Elsa?!

(She walks around)

But she is all white with her black-shaded
eyes

And she floats in the air.

Elsa?

Are you talking?

Well you made us scared?

I must admit you don’t seem to be completely
alive

What happened to you?

Oh well what a story!

Did you hear that Lola? Gods are not
happy

They think Elsa passed away too
early

They asked her to stay a bit longer on
earth

You want a chewing-gum?

Because your breath smells like death a
bit

Well up there I’m sure they don’t have any
toothpaste or bathrooms….

That’s
horrible?!

Oh well, do you want some
tea ?

Ah? Dead people are not hungry anymore,
well.

Very Strange this message they gave you up there
Elsa:

« When you see your enemies your body will become
glowing and you will come back to us »

Shit! My mother is calling me.

What does she want the
fat
cow?

Fuck, the Doctor!

Nobody wants to see him!

 

 

Scene 6

 

No, Mr.
the Doctor.

I’m
fine,

Much better ever since I have been staying
home.

Besides, there is nothing interesting
outside.

That’s why they invented the media and
advertising.

Nobody would step out if there were no TV and
advertising which push you to consume, to go to the movies and to
crowd at the “club med”.

No, not at all, I don’t hear any
voice.

Who am I talking
to ?
To Lola of course and now it’s Elsa who has just
resurrected by the way.

Anyway, I don’t have a choice: everybody ignores
them and if I didn’t put them up at my place they would die outside
on the street.

I don’t see why you worry.

Spending one’s life in one’s bed is all things
considered very pleasant.

Are you jealous?

Of course! Spending one’s life in an office is so
fascinating.

You are jealous and your goal is to imprison
everybody in offices.

Actually you have a bitter and vengeful
soul.

Once everybody is in an office, people will be all
robots!

What about poetry in all of that?
Love? Hatred ? Sadness ?
And joy ?

Ah ? You
think I’m delirious

Not me. I am extremely
clear-headed.

You want to give something to help
me.

Pink pills?

What is their name?

Haldol?

Couldn’t you tell me you wanted to give me a
neuroleptic?

I don’t like neuroleptics.

It makes me stick my tongue out.

And it prevents me from thinking.

All this is subjective: I think my thoughts are way
more beautiful than yours.

My thoughts build me and do not destroy
me

Listen : why
Haldol ?

Mrs. haldol stopped by yesterday?

You could not do anything against her blondness and
her 85 C breast?

I understand the health visitor girls are super
hot…

we can’t
resist…

But well, I don’t need any medication, I need
love…

You don’t have any lovers: yes I am looking for
mothers, sisters and girl friends … this I want
definitely.

And oh well yes a psychologist why not? She gives
kisses?

If she does not give kisses and
hugs,

The therapy won’t work.

You treat and cure human beings or
robots?

Yes, anyway from your look I can
tell

You are not Fun, really!

How could you treat and cure crazy people if you are
not crazy yourself? Honestly this world is
despairing!

No fantasy whatsoever.

What? Now that I refuse to cooperate you want to
send to hospital 

Why?

Elsa doesn’t like to be locked in at
all.

You know that full well, right?

Ok,
bye.

 

 

Scene
7

 

Lola, fuck, you saw this bastard

He should lock himself in at the
hospital.

It’s very simple, just all of those who are
bothering,

And hop at the hospital.

Eventually maybe we will meet interesting
people.

Oh well.

I’m worn-out.

What will I be able to bring over
there?

Lola, answer me!

You’re right Elsa, a bride’s dress and a Pyrenean
Bear.

It’s more than indispensable.

And also the star which
exaggerates.

I like it, the star which
exaggerates.

She will bring some light to me,

Even in broad daylight.

And yes, it’s the star which
exaggerates.


Exaggerate!

I like it this star.

Its light is beautiful

I love it.

(kiss)

Dreams of one night,

Dreams of boredom, pierced dreams.

Kisses on the pillow,

An awake night

In crumpled blue sheets,

Forsaken bodies,

Salted blue dreams,

Embraced loves.

I see myself as everything

 

 

Act 3

 

Scene 1

 

These hallways are a bit too white for you?
Hein?
Elsa?

Yes Lola, it is the smell of the
hospital:

When one is not used to it makes your heart
burn.

Yes, you go to the hospital and already you don’t
feel well.

You breathe these alcoholic
perfumes

And hop you pass out.

The hospital is an old people’s
home.

Supposedly we treat and cure people
there,

But actually one injects lots of toxic products one
barely knows the effects of.

Lots of people die there

But still, people still think that hospital treats
and cures.

The hospital is an old people’s
home

It is a place where one kills
people

Who became useless.

I am already fed up; let’s take
off.

Elsa, pull out your perfusion.

Ah ! I feel better

ok Lola, the hallway is clear and
free?

Well, ok when the nurse and her cart are not in the
hallway anymore then we will go.

It is super quiet.

Luckily I brought the bear with
me.

it is going to protect us.

One can’t talk with a bear,

Especially mine.

He is not likeable.

But the bride’s
dress,

It is a bit cumbersome.

I will leave it here.

It is kind of useless.

 


Scene
2

 

It is not really beautiful all these
roads

Elsa, where are we going?

We have to find your enemies.

Who killed
you ?

Of course, the one who installed the
landmine

Yes but who?

We don’t know.

On the other hand it is complicated. There are those
who own the manufacturing company that builds landmines, those who
run the business, those who assemble the landmines and those who
install them.

If we kill everybody it will be a real butchering
act. We would need someone to help us. Maybe the owl in the
forest

One of his birds must have seen
something.

Yes but the forest is a bit far

Bear, take us to the dark forest.

 

 

Scene 3

 

Big owl,

Tell us who installed the
landmine.

Listen Lola and Elsa! Do
something!

Big owl hoots and hoots.

Tell him to be a bit serious.

Elsa you must take revenge.

Big owl! I don’t understand you.

You don’t want to tell us anything

well.

Let’s take off again

I am fed up with bears.

Let’s get a seagull instead.

Come on
girls.

Ah !
Lola your hair is completely messy.

Come here!

I’ll redo your pony tail.

I’m fed up

How are we going to find Lola’s
killers?

To be honest this revenge matter gets on my
nerves.

Actually let’s not care about
that.

hein
Elsa ?

besides, if you take revenge, you go back to the
sky. So,

let’s have fun and let’s enjoy
ourselves.

Where do you want to go Elsa?

You don’t
care?

You feel like committing suicide, but you are dead
already!

Now I am not thinking about anything
anymore.

Yes I know Elsa you are not completely dead nor are
you completely alive either.

It’s annoying but it is really
pleasant.

You don’t need to eat

By the way I am hungry.

Seagull bring some seafood and fruit to us in a
tropical island

And well no I prefer to dream.

Seagull

Let’s run away from the earth

Take us to the country of dreams

What? You refuse ?

Why ?

It is impossible to come back from there? And
then?

Lola and Elsa are sad

Me too I am bored

Take us far from the world

I already cut myself off from
everything

I will not miss life

The world does not like innocent
people

I can’t go for walks all naked

I can’t spend my time looking at the
clouds

Every month, I kill an ovum

It bleeds

And I feel guilty

I am a killer of ova.

Well you may object that if I don’t kill it I need
to find a spermatozoon.

Where even on sale I would not want
any.

Spermatozoa are way too noisy and
annoying,

Their owners are super demanding and completely
dumb.

They watch asses and soccer all day
long

No definitely I prefer to wrap myself around a soft
cloud

Looking at mermaids flirting with the star which
exaggerates.

Bye crooked world

Full of chemicals

You call a painting with a panda bear a piece of
art

And you destroy its forest

He is disappearing slowly

I am going to give big kisses and
hugs

In the panda bear’s country.
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