THAT

Translated by Erica Johnson Debeljak

cast of characters:

That and Albert

(That is sleeping on the top of a bunk bed. He is hugging a big stuffed monkey.)

THAT: Mn, mn, mnnnn. Give me a smooch, Milka! Ooooh! (Snores.) Now we're man and wife. Tomorrow will be our wedding... amn, then come the babies. If the children are too small, we'll have to kill them all. Mn, hgrr. (Silence. Snores and turns over.) Mn, mn, mnn. Little Milka, little Milka. Nyy. (Someone is knocking at the door. That suddenly sits up with wide-open bulging eyes. Louder knocking. That falls back on his pillow. Snores. Knocking once again. Silence.) When I grow up, I'm going to be a rock 'n roll star. 

ALBERT: (From behind the door.) Mister One! Mister One! 

THAT: And I'm going to call all the other rock 'n roll stars and we'll thrash the naughty little devil.

ALBERT: Mr. One! Here at the door!

THAT: (Sits up again, looks left and right, not knowing what's happening.) Ha? Ha? Ha? (Looks at the monkey.) Mister Sleepyhead! (He lifts up the monkey and kisses it.) Mister Sleepyhead! 

ALBERT: I'm at the door, Mr. One! Open up, Mister One! I'm here to change your life! 

THAT: (He looks toward the door and claps happily.) A visit! (He tosses  the monkey away from him and slides down the slide in his pajamas.) A visit, a visit, a visit! 

ALBERT: Can you hear me, Mister One?

THAT: (He turns on the light because it is late afternoon and opens the door.) I hear you, Mister Visit. 

ALBERT: (Waits at the threshold with his hands full of books.) Good afternoon, Mister One! My name is Albert Trombone. Am I bothering you, Mister One? (He tries to offer That his hand but the books tumble to the floor.) Shit! I mean fudge! 

THAT: Loony tunes! Say, do you know how to read?

ALBERT: (Picking the books up from the floor.) Of course. I know how to read and I read. (That  squats down next to Albert. He folds his hands on his lap.) That is to say that I  both read with a professional eye and I admire with great happiness – the pictures, drawings and photography of which there is more than enough in these books. Believe me you!

THAT: I don't believe you.

ALBERT: You don't believe me ? Well, take a look at this. (He flips the pages before That's eyes.)

THAT: (Smiling coyly.) Aaah! A naked girl.

ALBERT: Excellent pose, I can assure you of that. And what about this?

THAT: Poor pig.
ALBERT: Now here's something that will really make your mouth water. There are over fifty thousand recipes and hundreds of colored photographs. The price, you'll have to trust me when I tell you, is so ridiculously low that my last customer and I laughed for a half hour only because of the price. (He laughs idiotically.)

THAT: This is nice. (He picks up a book.)

ALBERT:  Charmalina. (He puts all the books into a pile.) Charmalina is a fairy tale. You get it free with purchase. As a gift.

THAT: Yes, please! (He claps.) I'll take it.

ALBERT: You can't. You get it free with purchase. As a gift. 

THAT: Yes. Give it to me.

ALBERT: I can't.

THAT: I said please.

ALBERT: That's not enough.

THAT: Of course, I'm enough. 

ALBERT: What do you mean? You're enough. 

THAT: You said That.

ALBERT: I said that's not enough. 

THAT: Well. I am That.

ALBERT: (Albert looks at him for a few seconds and then...) You are that? Mister One.

THAT: Aaaahahaha! Another one who doesn't know who That is.

ALBERT: Who?

THAT: You. I am That. Aaaahahahaha! That's so funny – That! (He claps.) Aaahahaha! This One! That One! The Other One. I'm That. Aaayayayayaya! 

ALBERT: (He looks at the name on the door.) On the door it says One. 

THAT: And on me, it says That.

ALBERT: Mister One, Mister That. (He pauses.) That One! 

THAT: (Nodding.) Isn't it the best?

ALBERT: The best.

THAT: You visits are great.

ALBERT: Thanks Mister That. Now can you please give me the book back?

THAT: No. (He clutches it against his chest.)

ALBERT: C'mon. Give it back. It's only a fairy tale. (He stretches out his hand.)

THAT: No.

ALBERT: Don't be childish, Mister That.

THAT: But I am childish. 

ALBERT: Then you'll be punished.

THAT: I can hardly wait.

ALBERT: Don't be stupid. You can't have the book. Period.

THAT: Why not?

ALBERT:  Because you can only get it free with purchase! Because it's a gift!

THAT: Well, then, it's mine.

ALBERT: No it's not. Give it back.

THAT: No.

ALBERT: What do you think you're up to?

THAT: (Mad.) It's mine. 

ALBERT: It's not. Give it here! (He grabs the book and they struggle.) Let go!

THAT: You let go!

ALBERT: (Through clenched  teeth.) It's not yours, you know it's not yours.

THAT: It's mine, miiiiiine!

ALBERT: No it iiiiiisn't!

THAT: (He stops.) Hello, neighbor. Hello, Milka. (He nods to someone behind Albert's back. Albert turns to look who's there. That pulls the book away from him and runs into the apartment. He slams the door behind him and locks it.)

ALBERT: Ooooh! Thief! Liar! (He pounds on the door.)

THAT: Hahahahahaha! It's mine, it's mine! (He struts around.)
ALBERT: Give me back my book,  you creep!

THAT: The finger. (He decisively shows him his middle finger.)

ALBERT: Thief! Robber!

THAT: (Dancing around.) It's mine, mine! The book is mine! And I'm looking at it, looking at it! 

ALBERT: I'll call the police!

THAT: You go ahead! You're the one who said that it was a gift.

ALBERT: But not for you, thief! It's only for the one who buys the whole collection. 

THAT: Then I'll buy it.

ALBERT: What?

THAT: I'll buy the whole collection.

ALBERT: The whole collection. 

THAT: (Grudgingly.) Yeah, the whole collection.

ALBERT: Well that's wonderful, Mister That. I can say that I am personally in complete agreement with your decision. It's the best for both of us and it also provides a solution to our little conflict. From my heart, I give you the charming book of fairy tales which you already have in your hands. You will see how happily your heart will frolic while reading its moving pages. 

THAT: (Thumbs through the book.) Really nice pictures. (He nods.) A sun, a little sun!

ALBERT: Isn't that right, Mister That? Nice pictures. Well, now, why don't you  let me in? (That unlocks and opens the door.) Thank you. (Albert wants to step inside.)

THAT: Just a minute. (He stops him.) First you have to wave your hands on both sides of your head. Like big ears. Then do it once in every direction. North, south, east, west.

ALBERT: Like how?

THAT: You know. (He waves his hands at the side on his head.) Bllaaah! Like big ears. 

ALBERT: (He thinks.) Okay.

THAT: They say the more you do it, the better protected you are against the flu. You know, when you have a white tongue.

ALBERT: Oh yeah. (He doesn't know where to put the books. He sets them on the floor and wiggles his hands, like big ears.) Bllaaah! Bllaaah! Bllaaah! Bllaaah! (The last one, the most enthusiastic one, is addressed toward the audience.)

THAT: (Shakes his head.) You're not doing it right. Do you have any more of these? (He points to the Charmalina book.)
ALBERT: (Picking up the books and entering.) Of course, lots of them.

THAT: (Sits in the sandbox.) Come here. I'll cook something for you.

ALBERT: (Surprised.) Oh, a sandbox. (He sits on the edge, careful not to dirty his clothes.) How imaginative! (He looks at the slide.) And a slide. How cute!

THAT: (He pours sand from a little shovel into a plastic bowl.) And a shovel. Look. And a door and a window and walls. Isn't it cute? Isn't it imaginative?

ALBERT: Cute and imaginative. (He nods.)

THAT: Here. Eat. (He puts three bowls of sand in front of Mister Albert.)

ALBERT: Thanks.

THAT: That is (He points to one of the bowls.) ... not me. Hahahahahaha! That is ... but not me.

ALBERT: I get it, ha ha. (Sourly.)

THAT: That is spinach, that is mashed potatoes and in the pail is pudding. You can cook the eggs yourself.

ALBERT: Aha. That's spinach. 

THAT: Yes. So you'll be strong, Albert.

ALBERT: Okay. (He takes the bowl.) And who cooked it?

THAT: My mom, dummy.  

ALBERT: (Smacking his lips.) Of course. (He makes a gesture as if he only just now remembered. Then he begins to pretend he is eating from the bowls.) Hmm, it's tasty. Hmmm. You can buy the collection, Mister That, with cash or in one single payment. Yum yum. And that is your gift (He points to the book.) ... not you, of course. As a gift you receive the charming book of fairy tales which you already have, and you don't need, yum yum, to give it to anyone. (That begins to laugh at the top of his lungs.) What is it? What is it?

THAT: Sand. (He laughs and can hardly speak.) You're eating sand.

ALBERT: And it's good.

THAT: Hee hee. (Incredulous.)
ALBERT: Only the mashed potatoes are not salty enough. 

THAT: You made them yourself.

ALBERT: Well, as I said, you won't be sorry.

THAT: You didn't.

ALBERT: Didn't what?

THAT: You didn't say that I won't be sorry. It's the first time I've heard it today. 

ALBERT: You're right Mister That. It's the first time. Look at these ten books. Only fairy tales. As many as your heart could desire. 

THAT: Yippy! (He claps.)
ALBERT: This collection will change your life.

THAT: Yuk! Then I won't take it.

ALBERT: Why not?

THAT: I don't want anything to change.

ALBERT: Oh, well then, it won't. Don't worry. Nothing will change. Absolutely nothing, not a tiny bit. After all, they're only fairy tales. Nice innocent fairy tales. That, for example, is a fairy tale about cooking. (He points to one of the books.)
THAT: I am a fairy tale about cooking.

ALBERT: Exactly right, Mister That. That is a fairy tale about love. (He points to another book. That picks his nose.) That is a fairy tale about cars. That is a fairy tale about animal husbandry. That is a fairy tale about flowers. A fairy tale about dogs, a fairy tale about technical-metallurgy, a fairy tale about bacteria, about dieting, a fairy tale about sewing, a fairy tale – which we wrote ourselves – about pastries, one about rivers. Fairy tales, fairy tales, fairy tales. Only fairy tales. 

THAT: About what?

ALBERT: Well, I just told you – about everything. And Charmalina, of course. 

THAT: You are a totally great visit.

ALBERT: The entire collection comes to seven-hundred and fifty-four dollars and twelve cents. All the books are printed on paper, have hard covers and contain numbered pages. There are countless colored photographs and an enormous amount of letters. And each book, each one with no exception, has a clear and legible title. 

THAT: Charmalina too.

ALBERT: Especially Charmalina. I represent a serious company, Mister That. I think that must be clear to you by now. Each book carries a four-year warranty. (He emphasizes.) Four years.

THAT: Milka is totally great too. She lives on the fourth floor. Every morning we meet each other on the bus. When it's crowded and if she lets me, I press up against her and push my weeny against her bottom. It's a little bit freckly. That's why I bought her some cream on the eighth of March. Then she gave me a little kiss. And I gave her one back – with my tongue. Oooh, (He's shaking.) how she squealed. Otherwise, I work in a store. What do you think? Are we man and wife?

ALBERT: Pardon me?

THAT: Are Milka and me man and wife?

ALBERT: Will you buy the collection?

THAT: I asked first.

ALBERT: You would be man and wife if she lived here permanently with you.

THAT: We're in the same building.

ALBERT: It doesn't count. You have to be in the same apartment. Will you buy it?

THAT: I'll write you a check. (He stands up and walks over to the desk.) You see, I didn't know that. It's good you came.

ALBERT: Write one million seven thousand one hundred and fifty-one...

THAT: (He fills in the check.) M-i-l-l-i-on se-vennnnnn thousand one hundred and fifteeeeee one.

ALBERT: Write my name here, Mister Albert Trombone. (He shows where. That quietly spells to himself. Albert steps toward him and says the letters with him.) Your signature. Right. (Casually takes the check.) Then it's settled. Oh, it's the last one. 

THAT: (Nods.) So what? I can get as many of these checks as I want. Will you read me a fairy tale now?

ALBERT: That's not part of the deal. You have in your sandbox an extraordinarily valuable collection and with this, (He waves the check.) you have the right to an additional gift which you already have so just keep it. Sincere congratulations on your intelligent decision. I can assure you that just by turning these pages you will travel to completely new horizons, far far away at the edges of all human endeavor. And now I bid you goodbye. I will pay a visit to you once again with some other articles. Goodbye Mister That. (He waves and tries to leave. That jumps toward him and takes the check from his hand and scrambles up on the top bunk.) What are you doing? Have you lost your mind?  

THAT: You're not such a great visit any more.

ALBERT: I said: have you lost your mind?

THAT: My mother read me this fairy tale the last time. 

ALBERT: Well let her read it again! You little jerk! Give me the check back.

THAT: Read me a fairy tale.

ALBERT: Give me the check back, creep.

THAT: Fairy tale, creep.

ALBERT: I'm calling the police. 

THAT: There. Take your stupid collection.

ALBERT: Give me the check back. (That shakes his head.) Why are you acting this way? I need it to cover the overdraft at the bank. It's important. My children need to eat.

THAT: Just read me the fairy tale, please. 

ALBERT: Read it yourself, please. I'm tired. 

THAT: I would but I don't know how to read.

ALBERT: What do you mean you don't know how to read? Who wrote the check?

THAT: I know how to write but not how to read.

ALBERT: Do you take me for a fool?

THAT: I take you for Albert and myself for That. And That knows what he wants to be.

ALBERT: What?

THAT: A rock 'n roll star. The kind with a guitar. (He takes a guitar from the corner and shows Albert what kind. He strums off key on the guitar and screams.)

ALBERT: Mister One, give me the check please. 

THAT: What do you want to be when you grow up?

ALBERT: The happy owner of that check. 

THAT: You show how it looks – like I did. 

ALBERT: (He makes a forced happy grimace.) Why do I always have to run into the biggest nuts?

THAT: Well, what do you want?

ALBERT: The check.

THAT: (Rolls his eyes and lets out a strange sound.) Not That. Not me. Tell  me something else. Something good. Tell me what you want. Tell me what you want to be. 

ALBERT: Just money. 

THAT: Ooh, just that – not me, I mean – but that, just money is what you want. Do you know what I want?

ALBERT: (Shakes his head.) I have no idea.

THAT: Cream of wheat. With chocolate. Just like mom used to cook it. And I'd like my own merry-go-round, as big as this whole building. I like Milka's kisses too. And thicker skin so I wouldn't get so mad when they tease me at work. Please, oh please, (Begging.) tell me what you want. (Albert walks to the center of the stage, turns to the audience and thinks.) Well, go ahead.

ALBERT: Just to be rich and nothing but rich. How I want to be rich! How I long to be rich! I would treat myself to the most expensive caviar and the best champagne, the biggest pool, the biggest tits. I would tell those jerks what they can do with all their errands. I would never do them again… (He stops.)

THAT: Most of all, I want that little devil to stop coming. 

ALBERT: Little devil?

THAT: Yeah. When it's getting dark. And then when it is dark – like now. 

ALBERT: And what does it do?

THAT: It scares me. I don't know why it scares me but it does. I'm a good boy. 

ALBERT: And what if I'm that little devil. 

THAT: (Jumps to his feet.) Come on! Don't say that!

ALBERT: Yeah, I'm a little devil! And if you don't give me the check, I'll eat you up!

THAT: (He scrambles back up to the top bunk.) Prove it!

ALBERT: The proof will be when I eat you up. Just look how hungry I am. Grrrrr!

THAT: You're lying. A devil has long fangs. 

ALBERT: (With a deep voice.) Give me the check.

THAT: I'll tell Milka and then you'll be good. 

ALBERT: (With an even deeper voice.) Will you give it back? (He rattles the bed.)

THAT: You're lying! You're lying! (He throws the pillow at him.) You're not any kind of devil. The devil is here inside! (He points to his head.) And it comes when it's dark and I'm alone. Sometimes it doesn't come at all because my mom would read me a fairy tale. And now Rumpelstilskin will come and take you away because you're lying. (He starts to cry. A few seconds pass. Albert hits himself on the forehead and shakes his head incredulously. He picks up a book and sits down on the desk. He starts to read.)

ALBERT: Once upon a time... 

THAT: I don't want you to read anymore. 

ALBERT: What is this now?

THAT: It's nothing. I don't want you to. 

ALBERT: Why not?

THAT: Just because. Because you're stuttering. 

ALBERT: I'm not stuttering. 

THAT: You're stuttering and groaning. 

ALBERT: If you had to do what I have to do, just to sell a few books. 

THAT: Oh yeah? Do you know how to play hide-and-seek?

ALBERT: You've gotta be goddamned kidding.

THAT: Yuk! And you swear. (He slides down the slide and steps through the door on the left which leads to the kitchen.)

ALBERT: Give me that goddamned check and I'll go.

THAT: (He returns with a glass of water.) I think it's warm up at Albert's house. (He points to the bed.)

ALBERT: Where? 

THAT: At Albert's house. Albert's the name of my monkey.

ALBERT: We'll see about that. (He throws himself on the bed. He clumsily climbs up the ladder. That puts his glass down on the desk.) Where is it? Where did you put it? (He rummages through the bed, looking for the check.)

THAT: You're cold, you're getting colder. (He tosses the monkey into the air.) Well, well. (He picks up the monkey and places it on a chair.) Warmer, warmer! (He takes a slingshot and aims at Albert.) Hot, hot, hoooot!  (He shoots Albert on the butt.)
ALBERT: Ow! (He jumps in the air and hits his head against the lighting fixture which hangs from the ceiling. He falls back on the bed and tries to hold on to the railing but it breaks.) Aaaaaaa! (He comes flying down the slide on to the floor.)
THAT: Mister Albert! Mister Albert! (Runs over to him.)

ALBERT: Ow! Ow! (Twisting on the floor.)

THAT: I didn't want this to happen. (He bursts into tears.) Believe me! I really didn't want this to happen! Bad naughty railing.

ALBERT: Oooow! It hurts so much.

THAT: Where does it hurt, Mister Albert?

ALBERT: Everywhere. (He's mostly holding his butt.)
THAT: (Wailing.) I didn't want this to happen. I really didn't want this to happen. Now you're going to die and I'll go to jail. I'll never see my Milka again. I won't work either. My swing and my slide will get old and rusty, the raspberries on my raspberry bush will go sour and everything will fade in my memory. I didn't want this, I didn't mean to do it. 
ALBERT: (Looks up at the ceiling.) God, what did I ever do to you?

THAT: Oh, He's coming to take you away, isn't he? You see Him already, don't you? (He stands up, clasps his hands and prays to the ceiling.) Dear God, don't take him. Dear God, please don't take him. What will happen to me then?

ALBERT: (He pretends that he is about to die.) Oh, beloved world, only now that I am about to depart this cherished realm do I realize how unique and wonderful life is and how beautiful the life remaining to me could have been. Ah, the carefree springs.

THAT: (He takes Albert in his arms.) Hang on, Albert.

ALBERT: Aghrrr. No, my time has come. 

THAT: Albert, hang on. You're a fighter. Remember the children.

ALBERT: Oh, there never were any. 

THAT: And your wife. 

ALBERT: It wasn't official anyway. 

THAT: You weren't living in the same apartment. 

ALBERT: (He shakes his head.) Oh God, I drank too much, I sinned too much on this earth. Will you ever be able to forgive me?

THAT: Of course, He will.

ALBERT: Aghnnnrrrpppccc bhaa.. That's it then ...

THAT: No, not That!
ALBERT: A long hallway and at the end... a light! Oh, blessed light. I am coming.

THAT: Don't go Albert. Does it hurt you? Just let me blow on it a little... (He blows.) You'll see. You'll be around to pester people with your books again. 

ALBERT: Aah! I'm coming to the light... 

THAT: No, no, no. Please God. (He looks up.)
ALBERT: I'm going. Unless... 

THAT: Unless what?

ALBERT: Unless you can cover the overdraft at my bank, maybe then I would have the will, the strength… to stay!

THAT: Then go. (He lets Albert fall from his lap and stands up.)

ALBERT: Ow! (When his head hits the floor.) Dead. (He pretends to be dead.)

THAT: Big deal. (He goes out whistling to the kitchen where he bangs some pots together. Albert is still »dead«. Every so often, he squints in the direction of the kitchen from which he can still hear only whistling. Then it stops. That's head appears from behind the door. He watches Albert. Slowly he approaches him and touches his foot. Albert doesn't move. That leans down and pulls up Albert's eyelids. Nothing. That takes one of his own slippers and waves them in front of the »dead« man's nose. Nothing. That gathers saliva into his mouth as if to spit in Albert's face. Albert's leg nervously twitches but That doesn't notice. Then he goes into Albert's jacket and pulls out his wallet.)

ALBERT: (Grabbing That by the hand.) Aha, little thieving magpie!

THAT: (Tries to pull his hand away.) Let me go!

ALBERT: Trying to sniff something out?

THAT: I just wanted to see what your children looked like. 

ALBERT: Why?

THAT: Maybe they would want to play with me.

ALBERT: I told you, I don't have any kids. 

THAT: Then your concubine. 
ALBERT: My what? Oh Stephanie. She's not much to look at.

THAT: Lemme go. (Albert lets him go and they stand up.)

ALBERT: So, my little friend, now shall we dance to a different tune?

THAT: I'll sing, you dance. 

ALBERT: I've had enough of your stupidity, understand?

THAT: I don't understand.

ALBERT: Give me the check or I'll go to the nearest police station and I'll tell them that you tried to rob me. 

THAT: It's not true. 

ALBERT: It is true. Hello? Check. 

THAT: It's not true.

ALBERT: Now you're really going to go to jail.

THAT: It's not true. I just wanted to give you mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. 

ALBERT: What?

THAT: Mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. But your molars stink to high heaven. 

ALBERT: Now I've had enough. Give me the check, thief! (He takes a step and waves his hand under That's nose.)

THAT: I don't have it anymore.

ALBERT: Give it to me!

THAT: The cat ate it.

ALBERT: Jerk! Are you going to give me the check or not? (He steps again towards That who backs away from him.)

THAT: But I don't have it. 

ALBERT: You're lying! (He starts to chase him around the room. At first slowly and then fast.)

THAT: I'm not lying. 

ALBERT: You're lying!

THAT: I'm not lying. 

ALBERT: You're lying!

THAT: You're lying! I bet you don't even have a concubine. 

ALBERT: It's none of your business if I do. Come here!

THAT: You can't do anything to me because I know karate. (He demonstrates.) I have a black belt and black and white checkered suspenders. 

ALBERT: (Nervously.) Come here, c'mon. Come on, come on. 

THAT: Yeah, just try, you'll see. (He does some »karate« chops with his hands.) I know how to strike a deadly blow, just by touching you... 

ALBERT: (They stop and assess each other. This is the »big guy game«.) Just come over here. C'mon, c'mon. Just come. I dare you. I'll break you in half with my two hands. You won't get up until tomorrow morning.

THAT: Oh yeah. Is that what you'll do? I'll take you with just one hand and I'll hold you down. Then I'll let you go and I'll stick an umbrella up your ass and open it. 

ALBERT: (Angry.) Just try it. (He puts his butt toward That. Then runs away.) Just try it. C'mon, c'mon, try it, try it.

THAT: Asak! (He kicks him in the butt.)

ALBERT: (He throws himself on That with a wild scream. They tussle. That is a little bit stronger. Albert pulls the check from That's pocket and jumps up and down.) I got it! I got it!

THAT: (Rushes toward Albert and grabs the check from his hand.) No you don't! No you don't! 

ALBERT: (Grabs it back.) Yes I do! Yes I do! (That pulls it back again. Then it goes from hand to hand until it is torn in half. They both stand there surprised. Albert hits the table.)  And it was the last one!

THAT: It would have bounced anyway.

ALBERT: What?

THAT: I used all my money to buy Milka an engagement ring.

ALBERT: Where do you have it?

THAT: We can play »warmer, warmer«. 

ALBERT: Oh no. (He sits on a chair and puts his head in his hands.)

THAT: It's on her hand. Don't be sad. (He holds Albert by the shoulders.)

ALBERT: How can I not be sad? Tonight I have to pay back my debts to Spicy Annie. 

THAT: I call my girl, Sexy Milka. 

ALBERT: That's a bar. 

THAT: I'm not a bar.

ALBERT: Not you. Spicy Annie. It's the bar where I play cards.

THAT: Great. I know how to play cards, too. Fish, Crazy Eights, Old Maid. 

ALBERT: You don't know how to play for money! Neither do I for that matter! I owe a whole pile of money to the Hairy Walrus. Can you believe he lent money to a loser like me.

THAT: Very nice of him. 

ALBERT: Yeah and  he's even nicer when you don't pay it back when it's due. He'll probably do that trick with the umbrella.

THAT: (He offers Albert his hand. Albert weakly accompanies him to the swing.) Sit. (That goes behind him and pushes.) It's your fault. Because you're not a good boy. Look at me – I'm a good boy because I work at the warehouse. Ten years now. Since I was twenty-three and three-quarters. I've already gotten two awards. Two. My mom was right. If I'd obeyed my dad, I would have been a drunk and a gambler, just like you.

ALBERT: (Jumps off the swing.) Who's a drunk? I'm not a drunk.

THAT: No, of course not. Sit. (Albert sits down again on the swing.) There's a good boy. (That starts to push him again.) You have to be good, you know? You're so lame. Doesn't Stephanie take care of you at all? There. Swing by yourself awhile.

ALBERT: (He swings by himself.) Poor thing is so fat that she hardly ever leaves her apartment. 

THAT: My Milka is also on the chubby side. But I like it. 

ALBERT: I don't.

THAT: Do you see my muscles? (Flexes the muscles in his arm.) If I shake you with this, you'd think an airplane hit you. Look at this. (He stands in his underwear and flexes his muscles.)
ALBERT: So are you gonna save me from the Hairy Walrus?

THAT: Not that. 

ALBERT: Not you.

THAT: I said not that. My muscles are for self-defense only ... Here. (He takes a glass of water from the table and offers it to Albert.)
ALBERT: What should I do with it?

THAT: Nothing. It's water to wash your mouth out. Because you swear.

ALBERT: Do you have anything else? 

THAT: Make it yourself. (He points to  the sandbox.)
ALBERT: I mean to drink. 

THAT: There's raspberry juice in the kitchen. 

ALBERT: Nothing else.

THAT: Nope. Just raspberry juice.

ALBERT: (Albert steps into the kitchen.) Why are you called That?

THAT: Because I'm not This or the Other. I'm That. (He quietly pushes a chair against the wall beside the door and steps on to it. He makes a face like a vampire and prepares to attack.)

ALBERT: Where is it?

THAT: (Now his voice is also like a vampire.) In the moldy black cupboard.

ALBERT: Why don't you keep it in the fridge?

THAT: All the easier for you to find it. 

ALBERT: Why do have that weird voice?

THAT: All the easier for you to hear me.

ALBERT: What?

THAT: I have a cold.

ALBERT: Maybe you wiggled your big ears too much. (The sound of Albert gulping raspberry juice comes from the kitchen.) Hmm, hits the spot. Why do you have such a big oven?

THAT: All the easier (Then quieter.) to eat you.

ALBERT: Weird place. (That gets ready.)
THAT: (Albert walks out of the kitchen and That, with a horrible scream, jumps on him.) Auhgrrvau! Vampire! (Albert is frightened. Moaning, he rolls his eyes, clutches his heart and slides down the wall to the floor. He holds his glass in his hand but nothing spills. That waves his arms around and threatens with a deep voice.) Vampire! Vampire! I am a terrible vampire! I want to suck your blood! Because I am... a vampire

ALBERT: (Still shaking and clutching his heart.) My heart, my heart...

THAT: (Stands up, disappointed.) You're not gonna die again, are you? You don't know how to play at all. (He sits on the bottom bunk where he puts on a pair of pants and a shirt.) Pull yourself together. (Albert really isn't well. Still trembling, he slowly drinks his juice. Then he clutches at his heart again. He is pale. That  takes one of the books from the sandbox and thumbs through it. Albert steps toward him and pulls it away.) Albert? (Albert pays no attention to That.) Albert? Are you mad at me? (That steps toward Albert.) Why are you pouting? You can scare me, too, if you want. (That turns his back and waits. Albert picks up the last book and wipes it off. That turns back toward him.) You don't want to? Well, let's do something else then. (Albert says nothing. He steps toward the book of fairy tales lying on the bed. But That is faster. He grabs the book and runs into the kitchen, locking the door behind him. Albert jumps after him but he's too late. He angrily rattles the door handle.) Albert, say something. (Albert shakes the handle even harder.) Albert, please, just one little word. 

ALBERT: (He kicks the door.) Do you have any idea what low blood pressure I have?

THAT: (Gently.) No.

ALBERT: One-twenty. 

THAT: Terrible.

ALBERT: Yup. One-twenty. And the doctor gives me only two weeks to live. 

THAT: Terrible. 

ALBERT: Yup. And here you are jerking my chain!

THAT: I didn't know.

ALBERT: Yeah well, I didn't know either. What are supposed to think when you're gonna die in two weeks? 

THAT: It can't be very nice. 

ALBERT: That's right. Now come out of there and give me my book back.

THAT: (Slowly opens the door.) Here. (Albert angrily takes it and starts to leave.) But I want to buy all the books. 

ALBERT: (He stops at the door and looks at That.) Are you jerking my chain again?

THAT: I want to buy them, I do.

ALBERT: Really?

THAT: I swear. (He raises his left hand.)
ALBERT: With what?

THAT: I'll give you the money tomorrow. We're getting a holiday bonus.

ALBERT: What if I need it today?

THAT: I'll give it to you tomorrow. We're getting a holiday bonus.

ALBERT: What about the ring?

THAT: Milka has it.

ALBERT: How much did it cost?

THAT: Seven hundred and them some. As much as you said. 

ALBERT: Is it gold?

THAT: (He nods.) Milka has it. 

ALBERT: Come here That. Sit down. (They sit together on the bed.) We're friends, aren't we?

THAT: I don't know.

ALBERT: Would you want to be? 

THAT: I dunno. I never had a friend before.  

ALBERT: It's terrific to have a friend. We could play every day.

THAT: Really? That would be great. I would be great, too. 

ALBERT: Of course, it would be great. It would be terrific, it would be fantastic. Just you and me and the sandbox.

THAT: You'd stop drinking and gambling. I would be a happy and good friend. Oh, it would be so great. Maybe even my little devils would disappear. 

ALBERT: Of course, they would. True friendship overcomes all troubles – all adversity. 

THAT: Yeah, but if you're gonna die in two weeks. 

ALBERT: (He's confused.) Hmm, yeah, two weeks. Listen, there's something I ought to tell you. I can trust you now that we're friends and all. 

THAT: No one's ever trusted me before. Not even Milka though she did say I was her little mouse from Mars.

ALBERT: You see,  I trust you, because I'm a real friend. 

THAT: And I said that she was my little mouse from Mars. 

ALBERT: I didn't give you the straight scoop before. Because we weren't real friends yet. It's not exactly true that I'm gonna die in two weeks. If I have an operation in time, I may live. 

THAT: Yippie! (He hugs Albert.) 

ALBERT: (He shakes him off.) Hold on a minute. That's why I need the money – for the operation. 

THAT: Ouch! That hurts. 

ALBERT: Would it be better to die?

THAT: Well, it would be cheaper. They could never get me into that hospital, that's for sure.

ALBERT: That's the way I used to talk. But when a man gets sick, he changes his tune. You have no idea how much I've suffered in the last year. You have no idea what pain means and what it means to lose everything. 

THAT: (He covers his face with his hands.) Oh, don't talk to me about pain. I don't like pain. 

ALBERT: I, my friend, don't like it either. But what else can I do since I'm a poor man who hasn't got two dimes to rub together. 

THAT: What about Stephanie?

ALBERT: We've spent everything we had on all those damn doctors. The operation is my only chance. 

THAT: So you were lying about the Hairy Walrus?

ALBERT: I need the money so badly, I'd do anything. 

THAT: (Thoughtfully.) Anything? (Then with more interest.) Anything?

ALBERT: (Nodding as if in pain.) Anything. 

THAT: Would you play with me?

ALBERT: My friend, That. Where do you have the ring?

THAT: I gave it to Milka. Because she showed me her bush. If you want, we can swap. When I fight with Milka, I'll go with your Stephanie. And when you fight with Stephanie, you can have Milka. 

ALBERT: Maybe it would be better if we just played. 

THAT: What about Parcheesi?

ALBERT: Stupid.

THAT: How about »Tell the Pig it's a Swine«?

ALBERT: No way.

THAT: How about »Kick the Can«?

ALBERT: I know. Do you have any cards?

THAT: Old Maid?

ALBERT: Give 'em here.

THAT: Cards are fun. (He rummages through a drawer and pulls out a deck of cards.) I always win when I play with myself.

ALBERT:  I'll shuffle. (He shuffles the cards.) We'll draw. Cut. Whoever draws the Old Maid wins and gets the ring. 

THAT: Yeah but Milka has it. 

ALBERT: You'll go get it. She'll understand that you lost at cards – against a friend. And if not, I'll go home and we'll never play again and I'll never be your friend again. 

THAT: Big deal. You're not the only person in the world.

ALBERT: C'mon. Draw.

THAT: Which one?

ALBERT: Whichever one you want. 

THAT: This one. (He draws.)
ALBERT: Well, what do you have. Turn it over.

THAT: The Bear. 

ALBERT: (He scoffs.) The Bear. Now it's my turn. (He makes some fancy movements with the cards through the air, he spins on his heels and steals a peek at the cards, knocks with them and blows.) Here it is. (He draws a card. Disappointed.) The Goat. The goddamned Goat.

THAT: (He scoffs.) The Goat. The Goat. Gimme. (He draws.) Ladybug! How pretty! (He admires the card. Albert sets up the deck to be sure he gets the Old Maid.)
ALBERT: Come on now. Come on! (He takes the card from That and puts it back on the pile.) Now, it's my turn. (Repeats the former procedure only this time more feverishly.) And it's..... Elephant! Elephant? 

THAT: (Takes the card from Albert and looks at it.) Mmm, it's a nice one. (He nods.)

ALBERT: But I fixed it. (He looks at the deck and can't understand.)

THAT: Now look. (He takes the deck and presses it against his hear. Listens. Then he smells the deck, strokes it and licks it. Lets out a steady squeal.) Abracadabra! Simba salom! God flies in the air.....brrrillllinnnniiiaaant... Puff! (He draws a card.) The Old Maid! 

ALBERT: No?!

THAT: (Clapping.) I won! I won! I won! Yippeee!

ALBERT: Shit! Shit! Shit! 

THAT: That's how you shine your shoes, shine your shoes! Shhht! Shhht! Shhht!

ALBERT: Fuckin' shit then! (He angrily steps into the sandbox and starts to kick the sand in all directions.) Diarrhea! Diarrhea!

THAT: I won! I won! Tralala! I won! I won! Tralala! (He skips around the sandbox with his hands lifted over his head.)

ALBERT: Idiot! Idiot!

THAT: I won! I won! Tralalalala!

ALBERT: Ooow! (He's kicked something hard with his foot.) Ooooow!

THAT: (He jumps into the sandbox on his knees.) My souvenir. My beautiful souvenir. 

ALBERT: Oow! It hurts! (He sits on the edge of the sandbox.) Oh, oh, oooh!

THAT: (He pulls out of the sandbox some broken glass and dried flowers.) You broke it, you broke my beautiful souvenir. (He starts to cry.) And it was so nice. (He digs in the sand.)
ALBERT: (The pain has faded a little.) What are you sniveling about?

THAT: You broke my souvenir. I look at it before going to sleep every afternoon and every evening. It was the only thing that protected me from the devils. 

ALBERT: I didn't do it on purpose.

THAT: (Reproachfully.) Not on purpose, not on purpose. I'll show you something. (He digs up from the sand a framed picture and a little chest.) This is my buried treasure.

ALBERT: Treasure? (He comes closer.)
THAT: Yes. Treasure.

ALBERT: (He takes the framed picture.) Who's that?

THAT: That's That. (He pulls the picture out of Albert's hand.) None of your business.  

ALBERT: Everything on my body hurts, absolutely everything. 

THAT: (He hands him the picture.) My mother.

ALBERT: Your mother?

THAT: Yes, Albert, my mother.

ALBERT: She has nice hair.

THAT: She does, doesn't she?

ALBERT: Where is she?

THAT: (Takes the picture back again.) Nothing. My social worker comes every Friday and the psychologist come once a month. (Silence.)
ALBERT: I had to go to treatment too. Because I drank too much.

THAT: Is that why you're dying?

ALBERT: Maybe.

THAT: Because you're not a good boy. Look. (He opens the little chest and pulls out some more photographs.) That's me, that's That around twelve years old when I went to school. Me and mom. Mom and me. Me, me, me. 

ALBERT: Do you have pictures from your job?

THAT: No. Here, look. (He pushes the little chest toward Albert and stands up. He paces up and down nervously. Albert studies the picture while surreptitiously observing That.) 

ALBERT: What's the matter?

THAT: Nothing. (Silence.) What are you going to give me?

ALBERT: Why?

THAT: Because I won.

ALBERT: Nothing. 

THAT: That's not fair. Let's play »its one o'clock and death does not knock«.

ALBERT: Not now.

THAT: And you broke my souvenir. 

ALBERT: I didn't mean to.

THAT: Kicking around the sandbox like that. I didn't give the ring to Milka.

ALBERT: You didn't. Why not?

THAT: I'm not telling. 

ALBERT: Well, I don't believe a word you say anyhow.

THAT: I took it back. At first, they didn't want to give me my money back but then I started to act like a baby. I cried all over the counter.

ALBERT: Liar.

THAT: (He raises his hand.) I swear. 

ALBERT: So you have the money?

THAT: Yeah. It's in the drawer. But first I want to play »its one o'clock and death does not knock«. (Albert sighs deeply.) Please. It's not hard. 

ALBERT: Oh alright. How does it go?

THAT: Yippee! You're so nice. You can scare me first.

ALBERT: What? Like a vampire?

THAT: No, no, That's something different. Not me. Ha ha ha! The scaring game is something different. I'll turn off the light. (He turns off the light.) You have to hide and then jump out and scare me because you're death. Only you get to pick at what time you do it. You just hide and then scare me. You'll get it when we start to play. C'mon. 

ALBERT: Where?

THAT: Somewhere in this room. (He goes into the kitchen.) Hide. (Albert runs back and forth and finally hides under the slide.) Albert? (From the kitchen.)

ALBERT: (Quietly.) What is it?

THAT: Are you hidden?

ALBERT: (Quietly.) None of your business. (He pulls a sheet from the bed and puts it over his head.) 
THAT: Are you hidden? I'm coming. (He steps in from the kitchen and looks around.) Its one o'clock and death does not knock. It's two o'clock and death does not knock. (Albert steps out of his hiding place and walks behind That. That doesn't notice him.) It's three o'clock and death does not knock. (Albert hides in the kitchen.) It's four o'clock and death does not knock. 

ALBERT: (From the kitchen.) Oooooooooh! 

THAT: (He moves toward the kitchen. Slowly.) It's five o'clock and death does not knock. 

ALBERT: Aaaaah! (He jumps from the kitchen and pours raspberry juice on That.) 

THAT: Aaaaah! Ghost! Ghost! Ghost! (He flees through the front door. Albert pokes his head out from under the sheet and watches That in amazement. Then he runs to the front door and locks it.)

ALBERT: Now I've got you. (He turns on the light, walks to the desk and starts to rummage through he drawers. He picks up every item and tosses them out one after another. Pacifier, ball, plastic swimming ring, marbles, yoyo, music box, etc.) Where are you? Where are you, sweetheart? (He doesn’t' find what he wants.) It's not here. It's not here. (He looks under the blanket and under the mattress. He climbs to the upper bunk where he finds a brassiere, a stethoscope and a rubber snake.) It's not here. It's not here. It's not here. (He stops.) Where does he keep it? (And then he continues. Rummaging again through the drawers. Getting more and more nervous. He finds an Indian headdress made of feathers, a tomahawk, children's drawings.) Aha! Here it is! The promised land! (He's holding a small paper package.)
THAT: (He stands at the kitchen door. His face is black and sooty.) Albert?

ALBERT: (Startled.) Hnn?!

THAT: (He walks into the room.) What are you looking for?

ALBERT: (Hiding the paper package behind his back.) Nothing. What happened to you?

THAT: I look good, don't I? I came in through the chimney. (Albert turns away and quickly steals a peek at the package.) C'mon. We can both go. 

ALBERT: What is it? (He unfolds the paper.)

THAT: (He grabs it away immediately.) Oh, great. You found it. (Importantly.) That, not me, but that is a family tree and it shows all my relatives. Do you see how many there are? And I know all of them and write them letters. And they all love me. That's me. That One. My mother, Christina One. My father, Henry One. And then all my aunts and uncles, cousins, grandma's and grandpa's. They're all my relatives and they all love me. Do you have so many relatives?

ALBERT: Even more. 

THAT: Oh yeah? Show-off. Read some of the names to me.

ALBERT: You already know them. 

THAT: I don't remember. What does it say here?

ALBERT: (He reads.) Mercy Kreps nee Luben. Father unknown. Sir name unknown. Frank Muster, known as Frankie with the umbrella.

THAT: All mine. (Proudly.) You thought I didn't have anybody, didn't you?

ALBERT: Leopold One, founder and foreman of the Osbalt fire brigade. Died during the performance of his duties. 

THAT: My grandfather. If I don't grow up to be a rock star, I'm gonna be a fireman. That's what I decided. 

ALBERT: Irma Utenreiter. Irma Utenreiter! Illegitimate daughter of father Franklin Utenreiter. Missing. Irma Utenreiter! My aunt also had the family name of Utenreiter and Irma was her given name. Is it possible?

THAT: Am I maybe... 

ALBERT: My aunt also went missing and she was illegitimate. Are we maybe...

THAT: Brothers?

ALBERT: Cousins?

THAT: I'd rather have a brother.

ALBERT: Cousin. (He holds out his arms toward That.)

THAT: Brother. (He holds out his arms toward Albert.)

ALBERT: (Dropping his arms.) You can't be my brother. 

THAT: (Dropping his arms.) Why not?

ALBERT: Because then we'd have the same mother. 

THAT: I'd still rather have a brother. 

ALBERT: Well, you can't.

THAT: I'm going to be a brother.

ALBERT: Well, fine. 

THAT: Brother. (He holds out his arms.)

ALBERT: Gimme a break.

THAT: We could be blood brothers.

ALBERT: Stop already. 

THAT: (Dropping his arms.) Albert, my brother, what's wrong?

ALBERT: Nothing's wrong. What could possibly be wrong except the fact that I made all of this up. 

THAT: What did you make up?

ALBERT: Everything. That I'm your cousin, that I have to return some money by midnight, that I have a girl named Stephanie, that I'm gonna die. 

THAT: Also that you're my friend. 

ALBERT: Yeah that, also that. 

THAT: And you're not ashamed?

ALBERT: No I'm not. Because I have a higher purpose. 

THAT: How high?

ALBERT: I don't even make a living selling books. Today was the first time and you are my first customer. They begged me to do it. 

THAT: Who Albert?

ALBERT: I am selling these books because of the poor little children who have no mommies or daddies. For the orphans who are alone in this world, who are hungry and without shoes. The proceeds of anything I sell goes to a charitable cause. Now do you understand why I lied?

THAT: No. 

ALBERT: In order to make the poor little children happy. 

THAT: Aha. And why didn't you tell me right away that you were lying?

ALBERT: Why? Because dear That, then it would not be a lie anymore. Why, if you had only seen those poor little orphans... It nearly breaks my heart just to remember. (He snivels.)
THAT: Don't cry, Albert. That will help them. Wait. (He disappears into the kitchen. Albert smirks and makes a satisfied gesture with his hands. That appears from the kitchen with a big package in his arms.) You take the whole collection and I'll just keep Charmalina. 

ALBERT: What's this? 

THAT: Nothing. Stuff from Social Services.

ALBERT: From where? (His voice is trembling slightly.)

THAT: This is the original packaging. Everything's in here. Flour, oil, woolen socks. (He doesn't finish because Albert throws himself on the bed with a terrible shriek and starts to bang his head against the side.) Albert?

ALBERT: (Throwing himself around.) Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!

THAT: (Startled.) Albert!? (Albert falls on his knees and, with his head still on the bed, lets out a strange sort of sobbing. That kneels beside him.) Albert, what is it? Some people are very satisfied with this package. Albert, my Albert, what is it? (That starts to cry and hugs Albert.) Don't cry, Albert, don't cry. I'll give you a lollypop. (Albert cries even louder.) Albert! Let's play cards. Let's do something, only stop crying. (Albert shakes his head and sobs louder still. That steps toward the slide. He pulls something out from beneath it and offers it to Albert.) It's money, Albert, money. Look, my friend. (Albert looks.) There. Just don't cry anymore. (That sits beside Albert and strokes him.) There, take it. A million and a half. That's all I have. (Albert slowly takes it.) Take it, Albert, take it. That's the way. Just don't cry anymore. (Albert puts the money away.) Bravo, Albert! (That claps.) Bravo! Good boy. Good Albert.

ALBERT: (He hugs That.) Mister One, I'm never going to forget you.

THAT: I'd rather you called me That.

ALBERT: Never, That. 

THAT: Read me a fairy tale.

ALBERT: (Letting That go.) You already know the story.

THAT: Not because of the story, because of the devils. They're here now. Please. (He sweetly begs.)

ALBERT: (A deep sigh.) Alright.

THAT: Yes, yes, yes! (He cheers up.) I'll just put on my pajamas. Oh and my face. (Hurries out to the kitchen.)

ALBERT: (He picks a pillow from the floor and tosses it on the bed.) Why do you have a bunk bed anyway? 

THAT: (From the kitchen.) In case I wet one bed. (He emerges from the kitchen with a clean face.)

ALBERT: What about your teeth? 

THAT: I brushed them this morning. (He puts on his pajamas.) You know, I lied too, about my job and about Milka. I had to say something since you had made up so much stuff. She doesn't even live in this building. Milka is the name of my social worker. I don't go to work at all. And he (He takes the monkey in his arms.) is not named Albert. I call him Mister Sleepyhead. (He's already up on the top bunk.) But she is sexy, that Milka. She sure is sexy alright.

ALBERT: (He holds the book in his hand.)  Now listen.

THAT: Turn off the big one and put on the little one.

ALBERT: What? 

THAT: The light.

ALBERT: Aha. (He turns on the lamp on the desk.) Listen.

THAT: (Clapping softly.) I can hardly wait. 

ALBERT: Well, Mister That. 

THAT: Fire away, Mister Albert.

ALBERT: Hmm, hmm. One night when it was already getting close to morning, when Charmalina was waiting for the soft warbling of the first bird, she noticed that the Sun was not asleep. And not only that, she also noticed that the Sun was crying in her bed. Charmalina walked toward the sun and went up on her tippy-toes and asked: Why are you crying, Sun? And the Sun answered: I'm just crying. Just like that. Charmalina stretched up even higher on her tippy-toes so it almost hurt and she asked: Why are you crying, Sun? And the Sun answered: Just like that. Every day, I walk across the vault of the heavens, from one side to the other and I caress everything that lays upon the earth, everything that exists between sky and earth, but no one ever caresses me. (That rolls over and hugs his monkey.) Oh, you little silly, said Charmalina and she smiled. Don't you know that the happiest one is not the one who takes, but the one who gives? 

The Sun looked at Charmalina in amazement and then he shined with such happiness that in that instant day broke and poured over all the forests and meadows. The flowers lifted their bent heads and the leaves burst into the most magnificent morning that ever was. And every tear that dropped from the flowers was a tear of joy and gratitude. And even today, if we get up early enough to embrace the rising Sun, we see such tears on the grass, on the flowers, on the leaves and we call them dewdrops. (That snivels loudly and Albert closes the book. Quietly.) Good night. 

THAT: (Snores.) Zzzz. (Albert is already at the door.) Albert? 

ALBERT: Hmm? 

THAT: It's the money Milka brought me from Social Services. For the electricity bill, the rent, the central heating. 

ALBERT: (He doesn't move for an instant. Then he turns around, pulls out the money and lays it on the desk. He turns off the light and leaves.) Good night That. 

THAT: What about the books? 

ALBERT: The hell with them.

THAT: Good night, Albert.

ALBERT: Yeah. (He closes the door after him. Silence. That is peacefully sleeping. The front door slowly opens and Albert sneaks through it. He takes the money from the desk and is already about to leave when That jumps on top of him.)

THAT: (Gasping.) Albert! 

ALBERT: Aaaah! (Frightened, he leaves the money.) 

THAT: I knew you'd come back. (He kisses Albert on the cheek.) I knew it!

ALBERT: (He pushes That away.) Yuk! Yuk! (He wipes his cheek.) Are you an idiot or what?! Are you nuts?! I didn't come back because of you. I came back for the money, you idiot! You retard! (Albert is breathing hard.)

THAT: (Insulted.) You're the retard – so what am I?

ALBERT: You are an unbelievably stunted deranged disgusting messed-up piece of shit! 

THAT: That's what you are – so what am I?
ALBERT: An iiiiiiidiot! 

THAT: That's what you are. 

ALBERT: Enough! Enough! I swear to God I've had enough! (Hitting the switch, he turns on the overhead light. He pulls a little jack knife out of his pocket and opens it.) Gimme the money right now, or else.... (He slides the knife along his throat.)

THAT: You wanna see mine? (He pulls out a big hunting knife, still in its sheath.) It's three times bigger. Here, you can have it, if you want. (Albert closes the penknife. He holds it without strength and just stands there.) Albert? Albert? Now what's wrong? (That waves his hand in front of Albert's eyes. Albert doesn't move.) I'll make you a vitamin C. (He goes to the kitchen and speaks from there.) You'll see. It's really tasty. (Albert turns around and walks lifelessly out of the apartment. That returns from the kitchen with a big tablet in his hand.) Where are you hiding? Albert! Albert! (Through the window.) Albert! Albert! Albert! Come back! Albert! (He sits down on the bed. He sobs.) Albert. Albert. My Albert. (Still crying a little.) You forgot the books. (There's a knock at the door.) Albert! (He jumps up and opens the door. Albert is standing there with his head bent down. That hugs him.) Albert! Albert! Albert! 
ALBERT: Will you give me something to eat and a place to sleep? 

THAT: I will. Come in. (He pulls Albert into the apartment.) Where did you go? 

ALBERT: I don't know.

THAT: (Sits Albert down on an armchair.) You just sit here and don't worry about a thing. I'll fix everything. 

ALBERT: Can I sleep here tonight? 

THAT: (He thinks a little bit.) Okay. I'll cook you some dinner and then we can play doctor. Only when Milka comes, you have to leave. In the morning. Otherwise, we'll stay inside all day and play. Great, great, great!

ALBERT: I lied to you again.

THAT: So what? I also lie. 

ALBERT: I'm a thief, you know? A robber. I stole those books. 

THAT: I am too. Once, I stole some peppermint candies. And some of those chocolate bananas. You know which ones? The ones with just a little bit of chocolate? 

ALBERT: I don't know. 

THAT: You know the ones that are so good, a little chocolate, a little banana. 

ALBERT: (Unconvincingly.) Oh yeah, those ones. They let me out of jail last week. 

THAT: (Impressed.) Reaaaally? How cool.

ALBERT: (Nods.) Right, right. I was in for two years for check fraud. 

THAT: I'm also going to jail. 

ALBERT: Why?

THAT: I'm going to kill somebody. 

ALBERT: Who? 

THAT: I don't know yet. I'll think of someone.

ALBERT: I had an apartment and a car. She sold everything. God knows where that whore is now.  

THAT: Who?

ALBERT: Angela. 

THAT: Your girlfriend? 

ALBERT: Scumbag. 

THAT: Don't worry about her. I'll take care of you. We don't need to argue about money ever again. (He starts to tear up the money. Albert looks at him shocked – then he turns away and faces the audience. At each sound of paper tearing, a look of torture passes over his face.) Okay? 

ALBERT: (Through his teeth.) Okay. 

THAT: (Louder.) Okay. 

ALBERT: (Even more miserable.) Okay. 

THAT: (He tears up the last of the money.) Now straight into the garbage. (He goes into the kitchen.) What do you want to do now? 

ALBERT: Eat.

THAT: (He comes from the kitchen.) Okey dokey. Right away. (He steps into the sandbox.)

ALBERT: But not from the sandbox.

THAT: No dummy. I'm going to make hotdogs – real ones. But I have to straighten up a little. That shouldn't be there, this, this, (He points with his hand at the things strewn around the sandbox.) just lying around. (He puts all the pots in a pile. Albert helps him.) And I have to bury my treasure again. 

ALBERT: Where is your mother?

THAT: Nowhere. She left. A long long time ago, she just left. Milka says that she'll come back. If I'm a good boy and I do what I'm told.

ALBERT: When does she come?

THAT: She brings me lunch and my medicine at 12:00. One day I'm going to give her my semen and we'll have a baby.

ALBERT: Does she know that? Not you. Does she know about what you just said?

THAT: (He stands up.) I'll put the hotdogs on. You just watch television. Here. Vitamin C. (He hands Albert the tablet and goes into the kitchen.) Everybody needs Vitamin C. 

ALBERT: (Turns on the television but it doesn't work.) That!

THAT: (Comes out of the kitchen with an apron on.) Hmm?

ALBERT: It doesn't work. 

THAT: It has to work. 

ALBERT: Look. (He presses the button.)
THAT: It did in the morning. (He goes to the receiver and tries to turn it on.) You just sit. (Albert sits in the armchair.) I'll fix everything. (He hits it.) Dummy! (He reaches his hand behind the television. It explodes and burns. That screams and jumps away. Darkness.) It's dark.

ALBERT: Blown fuse.

THAT: Albert.

ALBERT: What?

THAT: I'm scared.

ALBERT: C'mon.

THAT: Really scared. Can I sit with you? (Silence.) Can I?

ALBERT: (Sigh.) Yeah. (That sits on Albert's lap and hugs him. Albert is uncomfortable.)

THAT: When it's dark, the devils come.

ALBERT: I'm here now.

THAT: Thank god. When I'm really scared, my little heart sometimes just stops. Then I go a little crazy. And something inside me starts to buzz and murmur. (Shows his head.) That's why Milka brings me medicine. 

ALBERT: The hotdogs are going to burst. 

THAT: Will you sing me a lullaby? 

ALBERT: No.

THAT: My mother always did. 

ALBERT: I already read you a fairy tale. 

THAT: I'm afraid, so afraid that I need more than a fairy tale. Please?

ALBERT: I don't know any lullabies.

THAT: Then just sing me something. Just hum some nonsense. Mother used to just squeak a little. (Albert hums and then suddenly stops.) What is it?

ALBERT: I'm going to change the fuse. (He tries to get up.)
THAT: (He clings to him strongly.) No! No Albert. Don't go. Don't leave me alone. (He starts to tremble.) Don't leave me alone. 

ALBERT: What's the matter with you?

THAT: (Trembling and stammering.) The devils. They're coming. Now. Don't leave me alone or they'll take me away. 

ALBERT: I won't. I won't. 

THAT: Don't leave me. 

ALBERT: What did your mother do when you got scared?

THAT: She tickled me.

ALBERT: What else?

THAT: She tickled me. 

ALBERT: Where?

THAT: Here. (He lifts his arms and shows his underarms.) And my sides and my knees. 

ALBERT: Here? (He tickles him under his arms.)

THAT: Uuuuu! (He writhes around.)

ALBERT: And here? (He squeezes his knee.)

THAT: Uuuuu! (He jumps right out of Albert's lap.)

ALBERT: And here and here and here and here? (He starts to tickle That without mercy so that That practically »dies« laughing. Suddenly he stiffens and gasps violently. His head begins to twitch and then his whole body. He convulses.) That! That! What's wrong? (Frightened.) That! What's the matter with you? That!! (Albert goes into the kitchen.) Shit! (He wanders around. That lies still on the floor.) Shit. (Albert goes into the entryway, jiggles something and the lights go on. Then he kneels on the floor beside That, puts his hand on his heart and feels the pulse in his wrist. He looks under That's eyelids, tickles him and slaps him lightly. He tries to rouse him. That lies motionless on the floor.) Shit. (He leans down and begins mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. He's on his feet in an instant.) Yuk! (Using his sleeve, he wipes his lips and the inside of his mouth.) Yuk! (He spits.) Yuk! Yuk! Gross!

THAT: (He opens his eyes.) I thought you were Milka.

ALBERT: Are you really that crazy?

THAT: Say glass.

ALBERT: There's a worm crawling up your ass.

THAT: How do you know that one? 

ALBERT: Because I know.  

THAT: Say stick. 

ALBERT: Your daddy's pulling on his prick. 

THAT: (Disappointed.) You know all of them. 

ALBERT: Say die. 

THAT: Why?

ALBERT: Say it? 

THAT: Die. 

ALBERT: Gimme a hotdog and a French fry!

THAT: Say live.

ALBERT: That's all I've got to give!

THAT: No, no, no! You always win. I won't give it to you. 

ALBERT: But you promised.

THAT: So what? If you're so smart.

ALBERT: We're not friends anymore.

THAT: No.

ALBERT: Will you give me something to eat?

THAT: No. 

ALBERT: Fine. (He steps into the hallway.)

THAT: Albert, where are you going? (Albert jiggles something in the entry hall. Darkness.) Ooooh! (He flees to the upper bunk.)
ALBERT: (From the doorway.) Where's my hotdog?

THAT: In the pot. (Albert goes back to the hallway and switches the fuse on again.) Go ahead and eat it. I'm just happy if you know that it was me who gave it to you. (Albert goes into the kitchen.) Blaaah! (That sticks out his tongue at him. Albert loudly smacks his lips. That goes into the entry hall and comes back right away and follows Albert into the kitchen.) How'd you make the lights go back on?

ALBERT: (With full mouth.) It's easy.

THAT: (Insisting.) How?

ALBERT: This is good. 

THAT: Oooh! (He runs angrily back to the entryway.) Where? Albert, are you listening? Where did you do that?

ALBERT: (He sits on the desk with the hotdog on a plate. He continues eating.) You're cold, colder...

THAT: Nooo! (Squeals angrily.)

ALBERT: Yes.

THAT: (Standing near the open front door.) You're a pig.

ALBERT: Come back in.

THAT: No.

ALBERT: Should I go out?

THAT: (He closes the door.) I'm going to tell Milka. (Crushed, he sits on the bed.)

ALBERT: Tattletale.

THAT: No I'm not.

ALBERT: Are too.  

THAT: Am not. Am not. You're not great at all.

ALBERT: And you're a tattletale. (That starts to sob.) Don't cry.

THAT: You're mean.

ALBERT: Don't cry. When I finish eating, we'll play something. 

THAT: Really?

ALBERT: Yeah. Last one is a rotten egg. You can be the rotten egg. Or the froggie up and died and you can be the froggie. (He guffaws.)

THAT: Mean, mean, mean. And you're a drunk on top of it. 

ALBERT: (He stands up and raises his hand as if to hit That.) Shut up, you little brat! 

THAT: (That also stands. With an authoritative voice.) Now you're going too far. (He steps into the hallway, jiggles something and the lights go out and then on again. That comes back.) Okay, now you'll see what's what. One hotdog is mine. (He grabs the astonished Albert's plate and starts to eat. He smacks his lips even louder than Albert. He belches.)

ALBERT: (After a pause.) Can I get some raspberry juice? 

THAT: Yes you may, Albert.

ALBERT: Do you want some too? (That nods. Albert goes to the kitchen for juice.) When did you say Milka comes?

THAT: She's not coming.

ALBERT: (Brings the juice.) How's that?

THAT: Thanks. (He guzzles it down. He hesitates and then finally speaks.) She just won't.

ALBERT: Why?  

THAT: No reason. You can stay. Will you?

ALBERT: I will. Thanks. 

THAT: I'll show you mine, if you show me yours. 

ALBERT: No way. 

THAT: Oh I know why. (He jumps to the door of  the closet, opens it and a pile of things falls out. He jumps back.)  Shucks. (He starts to rummage through the closet.)

ALBERT: I'm still hungry. (He points to the empty plate.)
THAT: Help yourself.

ALBERT: (He's already in the kitchen.) What are you looking for? 

THAT: Something for you.

ALBERT: What?

THAT: Something. You'll see.

ALBERT: Can I eat this chocolate spread? 

THAT: Yeah, help yourself. Aha, here it is. (He pulls out a radio from the pile and turns it on. Static.) Goodie! It works. (He pulls up the antenna and tunes in a station.) 

RADIO: (Very loud and annoying.) Temperatures will be higher than eighteen degrees.

ALBERT: (From the kitchen.) Can I take a slice of bread? 

THAT: (He turns down the radio.) Yeah, yeah. Help yourself. 

RADIO: And now a special announcement. (That presses his ear against the speaker.) Early this afternoon at about 1:30, the mass murderer, Alfonz Trombone, or the Centipede as he is called by his accomplices, escaped from the high-security prison known as the Old Bucket. During the lunch hour when prisoners were waiting in line for dessert, the Centipede exited from the north tower where the library is located and climbed down to freedom. 

ALBERT: (From the kitchen.) What is it?

THAT: (Frightened.) Nothing. You didn't want to listen anyway. 

ALBERT: (At the door.) Turn it up.

THAT: It doesn't go. 

ALBERT: What doesn't go?

THAT: It's mine. (He hides the radio behind his back.)

ALBERT: But you said it was for me. 

THAT: So what? It's mine because it's mine. 

ALBERT: Fine, fine. It's yours. (Both sit down. That watches Albert. When Albert notices, That quickly looks away.) What is it? Why are you looking at me like that?

THAT: Mmm. (He shrugs his shoulders as if to say what do I care? Silence.) Why did you want to play the froggie up and died? 

ALBERT: I dunno. I just thought of it. 

THAT: Do you really want the froggie to die?

ALBERT: What is with you, That?

THAT: Nothing. I just feel sorry for the froggie. What's your favorite animal?

ALBERT: Praying mantis.

THAT: Not the centipede?

 ALBERT: Not any more.

THAT: Why were you in jail?

ALBERT: Because I steal, I lie, I have fleas. 

THAT: You're lying now!

ALBERT: I can go if you're afraid.

THAT: Ha! I'm not afraid. Ssssss! Afraid of what?

ALBERT: That I'll steal something from you.

THAT: You can't. I sleep like a cowboy with one eye always open.

ALBERT: Did I tell you that I have a brother?

THAT: You didn't, Albert, you didn't.

ALBERT: In jail

THAT: No. Because you escaped. (He starts backing toward the door.)
ALBERT: Not me. I was lying to you before. 

THAT: Just stop, stop already. Stop, stop, stop, stop, stop, stop, stop, stop, stop,

stop! You escaped! And you have killed many many many times. Masses of people.

ALBERT: Not me.

THAT: You! You! It was on the radio. They said your name was Alfonz Trombone. 

ALBERT: The Centipede. 

THAT: Yes.

ALBERT: Alfonz?

THAT: Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!

ALBERT: But I'm Albert.

THAT: (He thinks hard.) Show me some identification.

ALBERT: I don't have any.

THAT: Well, see? And why not?

ALBERT: Sit down, That.

THAT: I won't.

ALBERT: Now I'll tell you the truth. 

THAT: Go home. I'm going to bed.

ALBERT: The devils are waiting. Can you hear them? They're already coming.

THAT: (He flees up to the upper bunk and hides his head under a pillow.) You're so mean! So mean!

ALBERT: I'm going to tell you the whole truth.

THAT: You're totally not a great visit. You're not great at all.

ALBERT: I am. Just hear me out and then I'll go. I'm a secret agent.

THAT: Oh! Oh! The things he says.

ALBERT: I swear That. I'm a secret agent from a different universe. 

THAT: Oh! Oh! The things he says.

ALBERT: I've been sent here on a special mission – with a very special job to do. 

THAT: Oh! Oh! The things he says.

ALBERT: Yes That, it's true. And you're going to help me. 

THAT: Stop, stop, stop!

ALBERT: I swear. On my brother's head. 

THAT: Stooooop already! You know what you are? You know what you really are? A nut! A lunatic! You're crazy! Crazy, crazy, crazy! Crazy, crazy! (He's breathing hard. His body twists in pain.) Oooooow! The devils, the devils. (He's in great pain, his body twists into a cramp.) Ooooow! Devils! Go away, go away, go away! 

ALBERT: That! 

THAT: Not that, not that! 

ALBERT: That! (He climbs up to That on the upper bunk.)

THAT: Go away, go away! Make them go away! 

ALBERT: (Tries to calm him down.) They're going, they're going. They're not here anymore. (He holds That and caresses him.) 

THAT: Away, away, away. 

ALBERT: There, there. It's alright, alright now... 

THAT: Pleeeease.

ALBERT: It's alright That. It's me – your friend Albert, your own Albert – I'm here with you. 

THAT: (Quieter now. Now and again his body trembles.) Away, away...

ALBERT: Yes That. They're gone now. No more. Gone. They're all gone. 

THAT: Back there. 

ALBERT: Back there, That. They've all gone back there. 

THAT: Yes. (He closes his eyes and relaxes.)

ALBERT: (Stroking That.) They've gone. Gone back. But I'm not going back, That. I'm never going back. Never, That, never. 

THAT: (He presses close to Albert.) Mom.

 ALBERT: (Lies next to That.) Yes sweetheart. Sleepy, sleepy. Go to sleep now. Good night.  

THAT: (His voice is even quieter now.) Mom, mom... (They both fall asleep. Darkness, only the sound of their breathing.)

THE DANCE OF THINGS

(A long pause. The things in the room rise up and float here and there through the air. The doors open and close. The glass, the plate, everything that fell from the closet before floats about and silently dances through the space. In the total darkness, some dark figures appear and begin to move about. They are so dark,  they are like a part of the darkness. Then they start to take away all of the furniture and things. In the end, only the bed remains. As the black figures carry away the last of the things, Albert jumps on one of them. They flee but he has caught one of them.)

ALBERT: I got him! (The dark figure tries to get away.) I've got him! Devil! (He struggles with his quarry.) I've got him. That! (No response.) What are you doing here? (He shakes the dark figure.) Are you deaf? I said what are you doing here? (He doesn't get an answer. The other dark figures return and grab Albert and carry him off.) What are you doing? What do you want?! Let go of me! Let go! (He resists.) Help! Help! Help me That! Thaaat! Help! Thaaaa.... (His voice is lost in the distance.)

THAT: Why didn't he believe me? (Pause.) He didn't believe me. (Pause.) No one ever believes me. But it's true. (He jumps to his feet and starts to go crazy and scream on the bed – like a rock 'n roll star. A guitar plays in the darkness. End.) 
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