
Girl

Mind if I sit here?


Michael

Not at all.  (continues writing)

Girl

Are you a writer?


Michael

No.  (beat)


Girl 

Why do you write?


Michael

Why do you breathe?


Girl

No, seriously.


Michael

Seriously.  Why do you breathe?


Girl

Because I have to to survive


Michael

Exactly.


Girl

So you have to write to survive?


Michael (turning to first page in notebook)

I feel the passion to write. I want to remember all the nuances of this crazy life that keep on flying through my head; I want to believe in it after its gone. So I write. I don't consider myself a writer; by defining something, you effectively kill it. By putting boundaries on something you set limits on it. And with as much as I want to see in this world, I cant have limits on me to keep me from doing everything I can.

 Writing is just something I do; I'm not a writer. A writer is someone who can sit down and say to himself "I will write now." And they put words down on paper and tell stories through conscious thought and plotlines and idea structures that don't directly sap chaos. I cannot do that. The best I can do is recognize the muse's touch brushing across my third eye, the eye that can see all the things that aren't there, the perception of imagination; and when I feel that touch I can purge myself of the fire that the muse burns me with by splurging it all out on paper. It's a fiery orgasm I have no control over making or directing or ending or beginning…all I can do is hold on and act as a conduit between the muse's idea and a blank sheet of paper. As much as I try to create, I know that I really just tap into the power of creation and let it flow through me unhindered. Because if I tried to do anything but channel that creation, if I tried to color it or shape it in my own fancy, I would be nothing but a writer.

 And I'm a lot more than that.


Girl

That’s good.  You write that?  (Michael nods)  Yeah, you’re a writer, all right.


Michael

You didn’t understand a fuckin word I said, did you?  Get away from my table.  Go!


Zac (coming outside, lights cigarette)

And you wonder why you never get laid.


Michael

Aw, bite my ass.

[credits, etc.
shots of Michael walking through Portland, seeing inspiration, writing


seeing inspiration—



when Michael sees something that inspires him, the screen goes 


black and white, and time slows.  Outside sound is faded out, and 


replaced with whispered poetry (4 channels overlapped)]

[shots of customers in Coffee Time, chess, books, conversation, etc.]

Michael
[behind counter]

I am the last legal dealer.  The drugs I sling are available to anyone at anytime, at any age.  See, here in America we have a War against drugs.  Im not entirely too sure whos winning or losing this war, or even who it is that’s fighting it.  But it means that if you want drugs in America, legal or illegal, you have to know the rules of the war.  Take alcohol, for instance—you have to be twenty one years old to buy it, you cant consume it in public unless it’s a designated establishment where they are licensed to sell it, and in some states you cant buy it on certain days of the week or times of day.  The specifics vary state to state, but it is still a regulated drug, like tobacco.  Tobacco also has an age limit, and ever since the Marlboro Man rode off into the sunset on the back of Joe Camel, they have been much stricter about enforcing it.  18 or nothing.  Your simple “hey mister” aside, it makes it much more of a hassle for young kids to start smoking until they’re at least old enough to start sneaking into bars.  And for those who are old enough, the designated places within which they are allowed to smoke are dwindling fast.  Other drugs, marijuana, coke, theyre all just off the list.  No can do anywhere.  Drugs in America are such a dangerous force that the local and federal governments do everything they can to regulate where and how the drugs are being sold, used, and consumed.  All drugs, except one.  Triple iced caramel mocha latte!  There you go sweetie.


6-year old

Thanks, mister.

Michael

See, Caffeine is the lifeblood of a place like this.  This has grown beyond a coffee shop; it is a gathering place, a center of culture and intellectual thought, a place to shelter from the stereotypical world where freedom of expression is encouraged.  It’s a place of curiosity.

[walking through shop, getting dishes]
For addicts, like myself, caffeine is a wonderful thing.  Theres no need to spend an hour preparing yourself for the day when fifteen minutes and a cup of joe will get you jazzed enough to jump into 9Am with both feet pumping.  And who needs an afternoon nap when theres a five minute pick me up conveniently sold in 12, 16, and 20 oz. containers?  People are on the go.  In an urban life,  you need to be moving.  All the time.  Just spend one moment a lull and before you know it, five months have gone by, before you even knew you were wasting time.  The edge is the only place to be if youre going to get anywhere.  And coffee keeps you right on that edge.  All the time.

{Have you ever had a caffeine headache?  Not from drinking too much, but from not having enough.  You faithful out there know what Im talking about.  This unexplainable headache that goes away with your very first sip of coffee.  Its withdrawal.  Your body begins to sag from lack of energy, and the ephedra in the coffee serves as an instant stimulant to tide you over until you get the rush of caffeine back into your bloodstream.  Its what keeps us going, really, here in Portland.}
(walks outside in rain)

Portland is the smallest city on the west coast; or at least that’s how I look at it.  Its not as big as Seattle, or San Francisco, or LA; but its still a city.  Not nearly as prestigious; theres really nothing to make Portland stick out except this: the rain.  Seattles got it too, which is why they are the only city in the world to have more coffeeshops per capita than we do.  Starbucks started there.  But, so did the grunge scene.  So did a revival in west coast theater.  They’ve got great colleges and a national football team.  Portland—its just got the rain.

(walking)

Don’t get me wrong, I love this city.  Its an amazing place, big enough to hold us all but small enough for a small town feel.  I cant walk through downtown without running into at least one person that I know.  But theres nothing particularly outstanding about this town; when somebody comes to visit, theres really nowhere to take them.  It’s a running joke we have: the Portland tourism board.  Got visiting family?  Well, you can take them up on this big hill over here, and—watch the rain.  Or you can go downtown, and –walk in the rain.

(passes another coffeeshop)

That’s why this is our chosen respite.  Coffeeshops.  Unlike Seattle, there really isn’t anything better to do.  Entertainment in Portland consists of three things: going out to eat, drinking in bars, and hanging out in coffeeshops  That’s the three biggest industries in Portland for ya, right there: food, beer, and coffee.

(passes restaurant)

I like coffeeshops because they don’t have as many constraints as the other two choices.  In restaurants not only is the food overpriced, but you have a waiter who is always going to be checking up on you to make sure your water glass is filled and see how long it is before you get out of the restaurant and out of his section so that he can make more money with a new table.  And because you have “your” table, you cant go and find a new one whenever you feel like it, and you damn sure cant just go talk to strangers in here.  Restaurants are private places in public.
(passes bar).

Bars are fun, because theres always some mildly interesting drama going on due to alcohol-induced stupidity, but the name of the game here is meat.  People go to bars here to get laid.  There’s a few aficionados who take advantage of the numerous microbreweries here—more than anywhere else except Germany!  So we’ve got good beer.  But all that does is make a more pleasant ride to the intoxication, the stupor, and the game of who’s getting laid tonight.  And whether or not youre hanging out in one of those bars, theres someone in the bar who is.  Its a factor that’s always breathing its sweaty stink down your neck.  It weights every conversation you have or could be having.  Plus, bars have to close.

(walking back to front of CT)

Coffeeshops, however, don’t.  Many of them do, but I work in the coolest coffeeshop in town.  Its open twenty four hours a day, the prices are good, theres a room in the back for smokers, and the conversations always intriguing.

Chess is really big here.  Good indicator of the intellectual level among the patrons.  This here is Mono.  Monos a taxi driver by night and a chess hawk by mid afternoon.  He plays for money—5 bucks a game. (Mono Attack!)

And this—is Coffee Time.


(credits)


Zac

You play some tekken?


Michael
No, I just went to go get some smokes.


Zac

What took you so long?


Michael
I had to smoke some.  Im not gonna let a fresh pack spoil.  


Zac

So’d you hear about whats goin in on Glisan street?


Michael
Where Blue Moon burned down?  No, what?


Zac

New starbucks.


Michael
Youre fucking kidding me!  They’ve already got one two blocks that way!  


Zac

Yeah, well they didn’t have one two blocks that way yet.


Michael
Think business’ll drop?


Zac

Fuck no.  That starbucks right over on lovejoy is the highest grossing coffeeshop in the city; they moved in after we revitalized 21st street.  We put in the hard work of making a commercial scene here, they came and squatted on our turf, and we’re still here.  Makin more money every year.


Michael
Yeah, and you know whats funny, some of that is probably due to the knockoff from that store.  People get sick of waiting in the longest lines in the city and they come check this place out.


Zac

That’s probably occurred to them.  It’s why theyre putting another store over there.  We’re gonna be the tasty center of a Starbucks sandwich, man.


Michael
You hear the White Door’s closing down?


Zac

Aw, that sucks.


Michael
Yeah.  Brand new coffeeshop, only there six months before the Evil Empire moved in.  Another six and they go under.  It’s the story of the predator, man.  Did you know that Benjamin Franklin wanted the national bird to be the turkey?


Zac

And this relates to Starbucks…how?


Michael
Because he believed the eagle was an immoral bird.  It doesn’t always hunt for itself; sometimes it watches smaller predator birds until they catch something, and then the eagle swoops down and it takes it from them.


Zac

No shit.  Sounds like a much more accurate description of America than a turkey, though.  (Customer at the counter) Whats up.


A

Heya, can I get a frappacino?


Zac

Youre looking for Starbucks, its two blocks down that way.


Michael
Or two blocks down that way, now.


Zac

Yeah, and I think if you go two and a half this way, you should see one…


Michael
Oh, hell, just walk two blocks in any direction and you’ll find one, Im sure.


A

Well, what do you guys have that’s like a frappacino?


Michael
Nothing.  


Zac

It’s a Starbucks drink. 


A

What do you call your frappacino?


Zac

We call it go to starbucks if you want one.  They made it up.  We don’t have anything like it.

A

Ok.  Thanks anyway.


Zac

Asshole.


Michael
I bet he doesn’t even really know what espresso tastes like.


Zac

Of course not.  That’s why he drinks those foofy fuckin sugar cups.  So you get the coffee without ever havin to taste the coffee.

[serves frappacino to customer as iced cappuccino, customer spits it ou, “its as close as we got.”]


Zac

How ya doin.


C

Good, can I get a mocha?


Zac

What size?


C

Grande.


Michael
I got it.(begins making drink.)  Its slow today.


Zac

Yeah, it’s a tuesday, alright.  Should pick up though, in like an hour.


Michael
Yeah, MLC gets out.

[makes sign on cup]


Michael
Im bored.


Zac

Go smoke some cigarettes.  Theres nothing to do back here.


Michael
I’ll cover you for a Tekken break later.  (goes outside, smokes, writes)

)[other front scene, poetry first, then next]

<Michael lights a cigarette, takes out his notebook, and looks around.  Occasionally it comes close, but not quite.  Finally, he sees a woman across the street stop and tousle her hair in her reflection in the window.  Inspiration.  he writes.>

Skater

Thras-e-machus was a punk, man.  (takes off.)


Michael

I guess he meant Thrasymachus?  


Nicole

I suppose so.  


Michael

He doesn’t look like your average Plato fan.


Nicole

But he’s right.  Thrasymachus was a punk.  When did you read Plato?


Michael

Back in school.


Nicole

What’d you major in?


Michael

Nothin.  Didn’t get past my freshman year.

Nicole

Why didn’t you ever go back?


Michael
Why bother?  Years of sitting through bullshit classes that don’t teach me anything so that I can get a piece of fucking paper?  I usually knew more than most of my teachers anyway.  It was a waste of my time.


Nicole

Yeah, but all your teachers had pieces of paper.


Michael
And look at the huge boost of intelligence it gave them.  God, I would have hated to see them before.

Nicole

Well, it opens doors.  No matter how smart you are, you can never have their job.  They have a leg up on you, even though theyre all dumber.


Michael
Whoopee.  Id be a shitty teacher anyway.

Nicole

It doesn’t matter, though.  Teacher, secretary, systems analyst, engineer, you have to have a degree to get anywhere in almost any field.


Michael
Not every field.  I seem to be doing fine in the coffee business.


Nicole

Do you really want to work in a café all of your life?


Michael
Suits me for right now.


Nicole

The day will come when you wish you had that piece of paper.  You’ll see a job you really want, or some company you really want to work for, and in the interview they’ll ask you “So where’d you go to school?”  And you can tell them “I went here and there, but I never graduated.  My teachers were too dumb.”  You wont get anywhere without it.


Michael
Look, please don’t try to justify to yourself this big wasted section of your life by telling me that Im not going to get anywhere.  You can screw up your life any way you want, and I’ll screw up mine just the way I please.


Danny

Why do you do that?


Michael
Because I cant stand people telling me what my future is going to be like.  People like her are so scared of their own destinies that they have to find fault with everyone else’s, and it makes them feel a little safer about their own.  

Danny

You wanna play some chess?


Michael

Sure.  White or black.  


Danny

I don’t care.  Black.


Michael

You came over to my table and sat down here with a chess board specifically to use the French defense against me.


Danny

Ok, I’ll be white.


Michael

No, no, none of that.  Ill fight your fucking French defense. 


Danny

Ok.  (set up, play)


Michael

That’s not the French.


Danny

No, it’s the Alekhine.


Michael

Why aren’t you using the French against me?


Danny

Because you hate the French.  And anytime I use it against you, the whole game is taken up with you bitching about the French defense, about French people in general, French wine, French cuisine, French diapers..


Michael

Yeah, but now I wont have any fun.  “Ooh, that fuckin…alekhine…


Danny

Yeah, so shut up and play.

{x below, remove to another, replace}

You spend all your time here.


Michael
So?


So?  You could be doing something with your life.


Michael
Whats your problem?


I just hate to see good potential wasted.


Michael
Who says Im wasting my potential?  I happen to really like being here.  I have an income from this place that lets me be a good consumer, just like King Bushie would like.  I get to meet lots of people and talk about problems and politics and joke around and have fun—what is it Im wasting?


Your life.  you could be living a whole life out there.


Michael
But Im living a whole life in here.  It doesn’t matter where you live your life, its what you do with it.  I can see your point if someone hung out here because he doesn’t have anything better to do with his time.  But me…man, this is the best thing I could be doing with my time.


Danny
Don’t do that.


Michael

Ok.


Danny

Nope.


Michael

Well, do you want to tell me what my move should be?


Danny

I could, but that wouldn’t help you at all.


Michael

Whats your rating, Danny.


Danny

1536.


Michael

That’s great.  See, I don’t even know what that number means, because I don’t have a fucking rating.


Danny

That’s why Im going easy on you.

Michael
Appreciated, but come on.  Youre not just going easy on me, youre toying with me.  For all I know you don’t really want to save me from your attacks, but you want to guide me into a clever trap that you would really feel proud of pulling off.  


Danny

You could ignore what I say, and move wherever you want.


Michael

Yeah, but you would have had me in mate five moves ago.


Michael

Dave, get out of here!


Dave

How are the finances tonight?


Michael

They suck, Dave, piss off.


Emily

Whats with that guy?


Michael

You haven’t met dave?  Hes an asshole.  He spends all of his time in a bar, drinking.  When he runs out of money, he walks up and down the street until he gets enough money for his next drink.  


Emily

Sounds like a lame way to spend youre time.


Michael

Hes a lame kinda guy.  Notice that nice coat he has on?  Could be urban legend, but I hear tell he got that while he was an actor in New York.


Danny

Yeah, hes real charismatic.  Hes got no qualms about going up to anybody, asking for anything.  I saw him up on 23rd, and some lady in a beamer stopped and asked him for directions, so he told her how to get where she was going and said, “Give me twenty bucks.”  She was so startled she did.


Emily


Fucked up.


Michael

Its getting kinda busy in there.  I concede.


Zac

Ok, four caramel lattes, and two grande coffees.  To go?


Customer

Yes please.


Zac

Michael, can you get some drink trays out of the back?


Michael

Sure.  What can I get you?


C2

Um, I would like a grande hot chocolate with a little bit of cinnamon.


Michael 

You got it.

[shots of coffee being poured, espresso pulled, milk steamed, etc.

 many customers served, lots of cash going into the drawer]

[see line from out the door, baristas flyin back and forth]


Zac

That was a fun little rush.


Michael

Yeah.  Lasted long for a Tuesday.  Whats up Steve.


Steve 

Hey, guys.

Michael

How’s Erica?


Steve

Good.  Things are really good.  We’re taking a trip this summer.


Michael

Where to?


Steve

I don’t know.  Were just gonna drive.  Im gonna quit my job once this play is done, and her company’s basically shutting down for a month and a half.  We both have all this time and we both wanted to do some travelling, so…we’re just gonna do it together.  See the country, dig on the sights, dig on each other…should be fun.


Michael

Right on.  You want something to drink?


Steve

Yeah, let me have a raspberry mocha.


Michael

So which would you be, steve?  A Cassady or a Kerouac?


Steve

Cassady, hands down.


Zac

Who?

Michael

You know who Jack Kerouac is.  He was the forerunner of the Beat poets, he wrote on the road?  Yeah, well Cassady was the guy he wrote On the Road about.


Steve

He didn’t write it about him—

Michael

No, youre right, he wasn’t the narrator, Kerouac was.  But Cassady was the protagonist, he was the inspiration for the book itself.  Cassady lived in what Kerouac called a “holy madness”—a lust to live every part of life that he could.  Theres a really good series of letters between NealCassady and Jack Kerouac.  Never been a real bigbeatnik, but Im a big big fan of Cassady.  His writing was never that great, because he never got over the fact that he was writing and could never relax himself enough to let the words flow like they should have--unless he was writing just a dinky letter to somebody with no fear of it ever being critiqued.  It let him let go of his inhibitions and write some really fantastical things....


Steve

Kerouac would shuffle around behind Cassady and Allen Ginsberg like he always shuffled behind people all his life, wishing he could live how they lived, dance

through the world like they did, and wrote about them as an outlet of his longing.  Cassady and Ginsberg had an intense relationship; they would sit indian-style on a bed across from each other staring into each others eyes and strip themselves of all of their preconceived notions of what to say and tell each other exactly what they were feeling and thinking as purely as they could for hours…and Kerouac felt the loss of not being a part of that more intensely than he felt the friendship with either one of them.  He introduced them and went from good friends of both to decent friends of two lovers. 


Michael

Cassady was the proverbial holy goof, living life for all it was worth, but couldnt write for shit.  Kerouac was a great writer, recognized by his peers (during his lifetime! no small feat for a writer) and acclaimed as the poster-child of a generation, but was jealous of Cassady's ability to live like he wanted to himself, as Cassady was jealous of Kerouacs ability to write like he wanted.....

which would you rather be?  Kerouac or Cassady?


Zac

Wow.  That’s a really tough one.  Neither of them really lived the life they wanted to.


Michael

Nope.  But If you were Kerouac, youd basically attain immortality through your influence, and reserve a page for yourself in history.


Steve

But is that more important than living a life you love?


Zac

How did Cassady turn out?  (beat)

Michael

Well, he froze to death on an abandoned railroad track in Mexico with a bottle in his hand.


Zac

I think Ill have to go with Kerouac, then.  Im gonna go play some tekken.


Michael

Go for it.


Veronica

Hello.


Michael

Hi.  How ya doin.


veronica

Im fine.  Can I get, a…um…a caramel mocha?


Michael

Sure, what size.


Veronica

Just a tall.

[sees inspiration in her face, in the way she holds her grace, and glances every second into chances never taken]


Michael

Whats your sign?


Veronica

Im a libra.


Michael (draws libra on mocha foam)

There you are.  One libra caramel mocha.


Veronica

Cool.  Thanks.  (pays)


Michael  (gives change)

Hey, whats your name?

Veronica

Veronica.


Michael
Veronica, Im Michael.  Do you wanna go out to dinner some time?

Veronica

Um…ok.  


Michael
With me, even?

Veronica

Sure, give me your number.


Michael
Here ya go.  Whats yours?

Veronica

No, its ok, Ill just call you.


Michael
When?

Veronica

Sometime soon.  Let me look at my schedule and stuff.


Michael
You have to look at your schedule to call me?  C’mon, give me your number.

Veronica

No, really, Ill call you on Thursday, ok?


Michael
No you won’t.

Veronica

Don’t you trust me?


Michael
Of course I don’t trust you.  You have the power to break my heart in two.

Veronica

I won’t.


Michael
I don’t believe you.

Veronica

Why not?


Michael
Because Ive seen this too many times before.  A girl comes into my life, amazing, beautiful, full of energy and vibrance and everything I want, and then she flies away as soon as I let her sink her claws into my heart.  It’s like that essence, the primordial blood pumping out of my veins, is what everyone wants; just a taste of it, and then theyre gone.


Veronica

…okay.  Im gonna go.


Michael

Of course you will.


Veronica

I’ll call you, Michael.


Michael

Of course you will.

[day ends, new day starts

{I love this city in the rain?}
I love the rain.  

Somehow it doesn’t seem right to me when the sun shines.  I live my life in the rain, under the cover of night.  The wet midnight is when I prowl the streets with my notebook, hunting for nuggets of inspiration.  That’s when I really feel alive.

But the dawn, with its murky gloom, always sends me back home like some nocturnal vampire freak who cant stand to see the light of day.


Michael(reading poem at open mic, )

Thanks.  That was about the afterlife that came before.  Now Im gonna read a few from this uh—chapbook that I made.  Its called “Losing the Muse—a Work on Writers Block.”  [read a few]  Thanks.  .(goes to a seat near back.  Dave announces next person, who comes up, high school reader)  This goes on every Thursday.  The poetry scene in Portland is plenty ripe—theres not much else to do all winter.  Some of the younger poets are amazing—putting all their burn and fire into their words for one fleeting moment—it makes me decry this whole theory of the slacker generation.  They just don’t have anything to get riled up about.  Give them a pen and a passion, and watch out. (applause, he sits, new poet—Dave)

[smoke break]

I liked that poem you read tonight.  About the coffe, and it being cold.


Michael

Thanks.


Steve

Yeah, that’s a great little chapbook.


Michael

I like it.  Im makin another one soon.


Steve

Yeah?  Whats it called?


Michael

Not sure yet.  Im working on it.  Looking through all the stuff on my computer, try and find a theme.



Let me know when you make it.  Id love to buy one.


Michael

Oh, that’s ok.  I’ll give one to ya.



T



Thanks.


Michael

I liked your stuff about the nickel in the video game machine.  I felt like I missed something in my childhood for not trying it.


Steve

You can still try it now, if you like.



Yeah, every adventure gives you something to write about.


Michael

If you have enough time to write about them all, yeah.  How many hours do you spend writing every day, Steve?


Steve
Probably six.


Michael

I wish I had your job.



Why?  Whats your job?


Steve
I work for a software company.  Part of my job is to download very large programs off the net, that sometimes take up to three or four hours, even with a T3.  So while that’s going on I just boot up a Word program and type to while away the time.



Wow.  Are they hiring?


Michael

Ive got dibs.

Steve
Theyre not.  Theres only three other positions like mine, and one is held by a gamer, one by a crossword junkie (don’t get me started on that guy) and the other is by this guy who refuses to go through a day without reading at least one science fiction novel cover to cover.



Why are they all guys?

Steve
Because most people in the tech industry are guys.


That’s a little sexist.,


Michael

Not really.  Its just the way our culture works out.  Proportionally, there are many more males who have no life and cannot get anyone to interact with them socially than females.  And socially defective people are the ones who are most likely to spend huge amounts of time reformatting their hard drive for fun.  No offense, steve.


Steve
None taken.  You’ve gotta start somewhere.



So you started out in computers by being socially defective?


Steve
Yeah.  Still am, as far as I can see.


Michael

Yeah, it sure helps with writing.


Danny

Hey, you guys wanna go for a walk?


Michael

Sure.


Danny

Steve, you wanna come?


Steve

No thanks.  Got some writing to do later.


Danny

That’s a lame excuse.


Steve

Ok.


Danny

Why doesn’t he ever smoke with us?


Michael

I just don’t think he smokes.


Danny

Why not?


Michael

I dunno.  Probably afraid of having his ambition killed or something.


Danny

Aww, you think if he tokes up he suddenly wont have the drive to finish that book hes been working on for two years?


Michael

No.  I think he thinks that.


Danny

Whens he gonna be done with it?


Michael

When its finished.


Danny

Yeah, but, does it usually take years to get something like that done?


Michael

Sometimes.


Danny

I dunno, man.  I think hes being a pussy about this whole thing.


Michael

What whole thing?


Danny

His book.  Hes being a pussy.


Michael

Youre being a dick.


Danny

Well, why doesn’t he just finish writing the damn thing and get it over with?


Michael

Because he enjoys writing it.  If he were finished, he wouldn’t have anything else to write about for a while.

Danny

You heard about the new starbucks, right?  (line fades out into VO poetry, b/w, M watches Megan go by)  (fading in) fuckin find their own turf.


Michael
I gotta go.  

(follows Megan, watches her turn corners, bwPO, fades in and out when he can get glimpses of her.  She stops at crosswalk, turns, waits.  M leans against balustrade, watches, she leaves.  He sits on pedestal and writes.)

(Watching pen moving furiously, page turns, becomes color notebook in hand being read.)


Dave

Is anybody in a good mood tonight?


Michael
Piss off, Dave.


Dave

You don’t like me much, do ya?


Michael
No, I don’t, Dave.  You’re a sorry excuse for a human being.


Dave

Im not an excuse.  Im a reason.  


Michael
What the fuck is that supposed to mean?


Dave

Figure it out, Shithead.


Michael
[points to traveling musician]
Dave, you see the people on this street who have no money and actually do something for it?  That may not be the best occupation in this country, but at least it merits respect.  This motherfucker obviously doesn’t have a home, and everything he owns is probably right in front of us.  He is leaning on society in order to survive.  But he is offering something back, by playing us a song.  You just don’t want to use your own money for your alcohol addiction, so you sponge off the rest of the people in this neighborhood, because you don’t feel like paying it.  youre a leech, Dave.


Dave

Im homeless.  I don’t have a home.


Michael
Nice coat.


Dave

Yeah.  Its all that keeps me warm at night.


Michael
That’s not the same shirt you were wearing yesterday.  Wheres the rest of your stuff?


Dave

I stash it, so I can come back to it when I need something new.


Michael
Youre a fuckin liar.


Dave

And besides, I give back!  I entertain people! 


Michael
You bother the shit out of people.


Dave

No, I just bother the shit out of you.


Michael

Steve,  (no answer.  Few minutes pass.


Steve
Michael.


Michael

Can I give you something to look at?


Steve
Sure.


Michael

It’s a story Ive been working on.  Im thinking of publishing it, but I don’t know if I should bother.


Steve
Where are you thinking about sending it?


Michael

Well, I’d love to find some atheist journal to send it to, because the plot is hopelessly messianic.  Its your basic guy who hates the church and burns one down kinda story.  So theres a lot of places that wont touch it, but Im thinking of publishing it as an e-book or on an e-zine, maybe.


Steve
Let me look at it.


Michael

Ok.  Hows the book?


Steve
Slow.  I don’t know if it will ever be a book in any finished form kind of way, but at the very least its an exercise for me to keep my wits sharp.

Michael
Leslie, take out the trash before you go on break.


Leslie

How’d you know I was about to go on break?


Michael

Because you haven’t been out for a cigarette in about an hour, and when that happens you either go out to smoke or turn into a flaming bitch.  So Im actually hoping for the best.


Leslie

Okay, ill go now.


Michael

Hey, finish these drinks first!  Fuck.  What was it you had?


Customer

Caramel latte and a iced mocha.


Michael

Kay.  Let me finish these real quick—there ya go, 2.65.  Thanks.  Latte and a iced mocha!  Comin right up.


Kamal

Can I have a chess board?


Michael

Lemme get your ID.


Kamal

I don’t have an ID.


Michael

I don’t have any chessboards.


Kamal

Why do I need an ID?


Michael

So I can make sure that you don’t leave chess pieces around for me to clean up.  Get somebody else to leave an ID for you.  $4.50.


Kamal

C’mon, I’ll clean up.  Gimme a board.


Michael

Gimme an ID.  Hi, what can I get you?

Do you have frappacinos?


Michael

Youre looking for Starbucks, two blocks that way.

Well, what do you have that’s like a frappacino?


Michael

Nothing.  It’s a Starbucks drink.  Go to Starbucks.  Next!

Wait, wait, I just want the drink you have that’s like a frappacino that you cant call a frappacino because Starbucks trademarked the name.


Michael

Lady.  It is a blended drink.  I do not have a blender.  Walk out the door, go two blocks that way, its on the right.  Hi, what can I get you?

Lemme get a triple espresso.


Michael

Triple espresso, you got it.  That’s two and a half bucks.  Hi, what would you like?

Let me have two grande mochas and a tall coffee.  For here, please.

You got it.  Hey, Emily, how are you doin.


Emily

I’m fine.  Whats goin on?


Michael

Slavin to the coffee grind.  The usual.  You want anything?


Emily

No.  Just sayin hi.


Michael

Come on!  Let me make you a drink.


Emily

I don’t have any money!


Michael

So let me make you one anyway.


Emily

Alright.  Twist my arm.


Michael

$7.65, big guy.  So what’re you in the mood for?  Something cold?  Somethin hot?  Somethin sweet?  Somethin not?


Emily

Somethin good.


Michael

Somethin good.  I can definitely make that for ya.


Emily

You put out your new chapbook yet?


Michael

Not yet.  Maybe sometime this weekend, so I can have it ready for the next reading.


Emily

Great.  I’d love to read it.


Michael

There’s one about you in there.


Emily

Nu-uh.


Michael

Seriously.


Emily

How’s it go?


Michael

I’ll read it next week.  Whats your sign.


Emily

Im a saggitarius.


Michael

Figures.  There you go, poor starving saggitarius who cant afford a mocha.


Emily

Well, I can afford one if youre working.


Michael

You could afford dinner, too, if you went out with me.


Emily

I suppose I could


Michael

So you want to go out with me this weekend?


Emily

Oh…you were serious.


Michael

Yeah, I’m serious!  Let me take you out on a date.


Emily

Michael—I just—I like you too much as a friend.


Michael

(beat)  Okay.


Emily

I mean, Im sorry if—


Michael

No, its fine.  Enjoy your mocha.

(writes)

Leslie

So hows life?


Michael

Life isnt peachy, but I don’t have any complaints.  You?


Leslie

Im still working here.  Hey, why don’t you come to PSU with me on Friday?  Theres an art exhibition one of my friends has her pieces in.


Michael
No thanks


Leslie

Cmon, it’ll be fun.  besides, I want you to meet this girl.


Michael
Why?  Is she a soul-sucking heartsquasher like all the rest?


Leslie

You never know.  She might be.


Michael
No thanks.


Leslie

Seriously, this girl and you would be perfect for each other.  Shes young, shes smart, shes really into art and music—


Michael
Where does she hang out?


Leslie

I don’t know.


Michael
No, I don’t mean where specifically, but where does she spend her free time?  Does she barhop on the weekends, is she outdoorsy hiker kinda chick, never bathes, that kinda thing?


Leslie

No, definitely not.  Shes very well groomed, I assure you.  Oh, but…I don’t know.  I guess she hangs out at the university a lot—I know shes into dance, I see her hanging out at Body Moves sometimes.  Oh yeah, she told me she loves to hang out at the park by the river, just sit and read a book, that kinda thing.


Michael
Sorry.  I want a girl I could meet in a coffee shop.


Leslie

Theres no reason you cant meet her in a coffee shop.  Ill bring her here one night, and you can meet her.


Michael
So you would put someone out of their normal situation to have me meat them in an artificial environment?  youre sick, Leslie.


Leslie

Im not saying its outside her natural environment, Im just saying I don’t think she hangs out in coffee shops as her primary activity.  You know, theres lots of nice people in the world who do not stay in a coffee shop all of their waking hours.


Michael

Nobody I would want to meet.


Leslie

What is with you today?  Youre being such a little bitch.

Michael

Leslie, I am so fucking tired of everybody trying to fix me by setting me up with someone.  I do not have any luck with women, I never have, and I never will.  Im going on break.


Steve

This’s good.  Is this your final draft?


Michael

No, I guess it’s my first draft.


Steve

Ok, well, when you do your final draft….


Michael

That is the final draft.


Steve

So you want to submit it like this?


Michael

Yeah.  I don’t believe in editing.


Steve

What?  You don’t believe in editing?


Michael

Nope.


Steve

Why not?


Michael

Because there’s a spark the first time you are translating your idea to paper, and that fire is what I like to capture.  By the time something is rehashed over hundreds of times, there’s no more truth in it, its all contrived to make a point.  Its not the inspiration that’s doing the talking, it’s the reason.  And I don’t enjoy that.


Steve

So if you do any misspellings or grammar mistakes in the first draft, it stays in the whole thing?

Michael

No, no.  With things like that, when I write on my computer, if its underlined in red, I’ll correct it.  If its underlined in green, I usually leave it alone.  And if its not underlined at all, I don’t touch it.


Steve

That’s touching. So you let Bill gates do your editing for you.


Michael

If you want to call it that.  Its more of just a spell-check, which isnt really editing.


Steve

Theres nothing wrong with editing.


Michael

Ok.  Edit away on your own stuff.  I don’t mind.


Steve

But why don’t you edit your own stuff?  I mean, this is a pretty good story.  In a couple of places it’s a little rocky, and if you changed a few lines, then the whole story would flow more smoothly.


Michael

I’m not interested in writing something that flows smoothly.  When you write, the ideas do not come in a smooth, orderly pattern.  It jumps and it starts from time to time.  Sometime you have so many ideas that you cant write fast enough to keep up with them all, and you lose some in the overflow.  Sometimes you mindlessly drag yourself along the keys to keep the pace going, until you just have to stop and wait for the muse to come again.  That’s how I write.  So that’s how my work should be.


Steve

Yeah, but that’s not how people read.  When you read, you sit down and open to page one and keep reading until you feel like stopping, and then you put your bookmark on your page and you shut the pages away from the light until you feel its necessary to come and pick that book up again, and you do it at your own pace.  Nobody wants a writer to dictate the pace to them while they read.

Michael

Then why do people read at all?  They do it to hear what the writer has to say, and they listen to it in the way he wants to say it.  When you were reading my story, I had complete control over how the story went, and how the pace went, and everything.


Steve

No, you didn’t have complete control.  I could have put the story down anytime I wanted.


Michael

But you didn’t.


Steve

No, I didn’t, because you asked me to read it.  But when youre writing to get something published, in like a magazine, lets say, then the story is published because it will make people read the magazine.  I don’t know anyone who reads a magazine to be told how to read it.  They flip through pages, find something that catches their interest, and read it until they either get bored or finish it.  But they can get bored and flip the page at any moment.  And no magazine wants to populate its pages with things that people don’t really want to read.


Michael

Well, then this might not be magazine material, by that argument.


Steve

I don’t think it is.  But, if you wanted to just trim it a little, here and there…


Michael

No.  I don’t edit.


Steve

Ok.  Publish it or not, its up to you.


Michael

This isnt about whether or not I want to publish it.  Its about whether or not I want to be true to my work.


Steve

Dammit, michael, you can be true to your work and still try to get the point across in a clearer way.


Michael

If you are somebody that edits, sure, you can.  But I am not.


Steve

Editing is something that writers do all the world over, since the beginning of time.


Michael

Exactly.  And its time for a change.


Steve

Sorry, michael, but you aren’t the first person to think that your work is so good that it shouldn’t be touched.


Michael

No, I’m not.  But I’m going to try and take this medium even further.


Steve

The medium of what?  Trying to publish unedited first drafts?


Michael

No, not to publish.  Trying to explore how the first inspiration can bring things that surpass the reasoned mind.


Steve

Youre going to have a really hard time convincing me that unedited work is in any way superior to edited work.  Everybody does a first draft.  Everybody.  But some people use the good parts of their first draft in their second draft, and they clean up all the extraneous language and make it tidier, so that its an easier pill for the reader to swallow.  Yes, what comes out first is very important, and a lot of times it makes the best stuff in a story.  But unless you put it all in a coherent order, the reader is not going to enjoy reading it, no matter how good the little nuggets in there are.  It has to be seamless throughout, or it won’t work.


Michael

On the Road worked.


Steve

That’s different.


Michael

No its not.  The scroll was a first draft.


Steve

Yeah, but when he wrote it, it came out in good form.


Michael

And didn’t mine?  You thought yourself that it was a final draft.


Steve

But don’t you see, youre missing an opportunity!  You could make this story even better.


Michael

I think it is better, just on the fact that it is the very first draft.  Wasn’t that one of the amazing things about Kerouac’s scroll, that it was done all at once?  No matter how good on the road was, it made it a little better because of the way he wrote it.



Sorry to interrupt, but whats this scroll youre talking about?


Steve

Kerouac wrote On the Road in one long stretch.  He was immersing himself so deeply in his experiences that he just typed like a madman, and found that the action of reloading a fresh sheet of paper into his typewriter would throw him off track.  So he taped sheets of paper together so he wouldn’t have to change them. And three weeks later wound up with this large scroll of a book, took that to the publishers, and became famous.

Michael

Yeah, and there was some other writer on a talk show a little while later, and he was asked about what he thought about that method of writing a book.  And he said, “That’s not writing.  That’s typing.”


Steve

That’s a pretty apt description.


Michael

Ok, so “just typing” can produce something like On the Road, though.  You wouldn’t call that writing?


Steve

Oh, no, I think every first draft counts as writing.  Because, after all, that’s when youre doing most of the actual creative work, right there when theres nothing in front of you but the ideas falling out of your fingers.  But that’s only a part of it.  Its in the next stages, when the sweat and tears really come out, that you really make something.

Michael

Name one writer who did something more inspirational in his organization of what hes already written than he did when he first wrote it.


Steve

That’s easy.  I can name any writer I like except for Kerouac and you.

Michael

What?  So every writer in the world does their greatest work of genius in the editing?


Steve

Yes, because that’s when they form the overall story.  In the beginning, you write idea by idea, but in the end, you use the whole idea, the overall concept, to put it all together.

Michael

So if I edited that story right there, I would automatically do greater creative work than I did when I wrote it?


Steve

Not automatically, because there might not be that much to edit.


Michael

Aha!  Then it might be a good enough story already, and the overall concept might still be fluid, and the reader might still enjoy reading it, even on the very first draft?


Steve

Yeah, its always possible.

Michael

That is exactly what proves my point.  If I don’t edit any of my work, then occasionally I will get a story that comes out brilliantly, even on the first draft!  And because it’s the first draft, theres something else there, something magical about it, because it was created in the moment of first inspiration.


Steve

Basically, then, youre doing this for bragging rights.


Michael

Exactly.  I might never get published, but I can always say I never edited a thing.


Steve

I don’t see how that helps.  If you edited all of your stories, and published ten a year, or if you edited none of them, and published one a year, where is the gain?


Michael

Well, its not in your income, that’s for damn sure.  And if you were writing to get published, then yeah, this would be a stupid way to go about it.  But if youre writing for the sheer joy of the art, why not limit yourself to the most joyous part of it?  Why bother with slaving away at making the sentences fit together properly, when you can really just do it for the love of it, and if it works, it works, and if not, fuck it, who cares?  Youre still holding true to what writing is all about—it’s the creative act, and not the organizational mandate.


Steve

Maybe.  But here’s my question: do you want to be a barista for the rest of your life?


Michael

What?


Steve

Working in a coffee shop and writing for pleasure is all well and good when youre twenty something, but what about when youre thirty five?  When youre fifty?  Wouldn’t you rather be doing what you love as a career instead of doing a day job to get by, and waiting for the occasional spare moment when you have to steal away to return to your passion?  Look at Dave.  Hes forty years old, divorced, unemployed, and writing.  Hes not getting published, mind you, but he spends all his time writing.  Do you really want to end up like that?


Michael

Ill see you later.

I don’t want to get paid for my work.  If I was getting money for doing this, then Id feel obligated to continue doing it.  Just like I feel obligated to go to work every night.  Sure, I enjoy it, I like working here, but its still a job.  Its not really mine.  If someone was paying me to write, they would be paying me for certain reasons, and if I wanted to continue making money, then Id have to continue writing for the reasons they want me to.  And my writing doesn’t come from a place like that.  It comes from some deep, dark nether-region where I cant really tell the difference between faith and reality, between need and want, between here and now.  Its an urge.  I cant stimulate it and I cant create it and I sure as hell cant control it.

Sometimes it comes, and sometimes it goes.  Sometimes I find myself going through three months at a time without picking up a pen except to write my phone number down for some girl who’ll never call me, and sometimes I will go through a flurry of pages in a matter of weeks, unable to put down my pen for longer than it takes to draw breath.  

During one of my blocked periods, I spent an occasional cigarette break trying to butt my head up against the block.  In return, at the end of it, I got ten poems I had written about how I couldn’t write anymore.  I made this little chapbook—a chapbook is like a cheap Kinkos version of a book, which you can sell to try to make some profit off your writing.  I gave mine away.

Im working on a new one, now.  Its called “Women: and what they do to me.”  There’s three chapters, Blondes, Brunettes, and Redheads.

I spend a lot of time writing poetry about women.  Its not like Im a stalker or crazy or anything—at least, I don’t think I am.  Ive never yet met a crzy person who admits it, or someone who admits it who really isnt.  So I guess by that rationale, I am not crazy about women.  (beat)  I just don’t fuckin get it.  I look in the mirror, and I know Im not ugly.  I talk to my friends, and I make them laugh.  I meet strangers, and they seem to like me.  But women, for some reason, get to know me a little bit and then back the fuck off.  Its like I have some hige character flaw that Im totally unaware of that chases girls away as soon as they see it.  Take this girl, for instance.  Hey, baby, wanna fuck?  (smack)  See what I mean?

Okay, this isnt the line I usa on any girl.  Actually, I don’t use lines on girls.  I do something I always thought should work: I talk to them.  I ask them questions about themselves, about what they think about the world, about who they are and who they wanna be.  Sometimes they ask me back.  Sometimes they don’t even bother.  


Heres a case in point.  I met this girl last week, got her phone number, and convinced her to walk with me through Forest Park.  This is the largest park in the city limits of any city in America.  So we wont be walking all the way through it.  Theres lots of paths to take, ample time for a good, lengthy conversation.


Its been three hours.  She hasn’t showed up.  I’ll call her tomorrow, maybe get an excuse, maybe not.  Watch.


Michael

Hi, is Sarah there.


Sarah

This is she.


Michael

Hi, this is Michael.


Sarah

Michael, hi!  Oh my god, I had the wierdest thing happen to me yesterday.


Michael

Yeah.


Sarah

I ran into this friend of mine that I havent seen in ten years, we went to elementary school together.  We started chatting, and I totally lost track of time.  I tried to call you, but you werent home…and I didn’t want to leave a message, because I felt so bad….


Michael

Oh, its okay.  Maybe we can do it some other time?


Sarah

Yeah, you know, that would be great.


Michael

What are you doing tomorrow?


Sarah

Umm, Im gonna be at work until six tomorrow, and then Ive gotta go see my mom in Vancouver.


Michael

How about Saturday?


Sarah

Saturdays bad too—actually, Im really busy all this week.  Let me get back to you.


Michael

Sure.  Just give me a call.


Sarah

Thanks a lot, Michael!


Michael

Uh-huh.

This happens to me.  All the time.  I don’t know why, but I can never get a girl to pay any attention to me.

Maybe when I offer to do something sometime, they agree out of courtesy, and when we trade phone numbers, they do it because they know I wrok at Coffee Time and it would be bad to alienate one of the baristas there.  Ive seen it happen before.  Zac got dissed by this one girl, really  hard, and she started ignoring him.  So he refused to serve her any coffee, word spread, and we all backed him up.  Now she doesn’t go there anymore, even though plenty of her friends do.  Shes been ostracized by ostracizing the wrong cat.

So maybe none of these girls want to do that, and they agree to meet me sometime out of politeness, knowing full well that they have no intention of ever dating me.

And try as I might, I just keep doing it again and again, all over, every time.

Fuck this noise!  I am so tired of this bullshit.  You wanna say something to me, say it!  If you don’t want to spend any time with me, fuckin tell me so I don’t have to waste my time calling you!  

Every once in a while I actually convince a girl to go on a date with me.  I like it, its fun, but this evening is usually the extent of our relationship.
[kinkos]

The world will give you what you need exactly when you need it.


Michael

I need a woman.

No, you do not.  If you did, if you truly did, the universe would provide.  But right now, you need what you are getting.  Trust in that.


Michael

Im not gonna trust in that.

And why?


Michael

Because the universe has shown me no reason to trust it.

The universe has made you who you are.


Michael

Yeah, and Ive got a fight to pick with the universe over that one.

Are you so dissatisfied with your current life?


Michael

No, actually, I rather enjoy it.  Sometimes.

Well, the universe, whether you like it or not, has made you into this exact person.  It has given you all the opportunities and chances you have ever had, and has put you into this exact spot.  Now, you have two choices, as you always do.  You can ignore the fact that you are always in your current situation for a reason, and live your life however you please.  But don’t worry, if you do this, the universe will still keep giving you opportunities to learn this lesson.  The other choice you have is to acknowledge your current situation as a step on a path, and consider what youre next step on it will be, appropriately.  In this way, you can choose where your path will lead.


Michael

And you see it as the second way?  That the universe has put you into this coffee shop talking to me right now for a reason?

Of course.


Michael

Whats that reason?

Obviously, to help you.  I spent a large part of my life believing I knew more than everyone around me, and that no one had anything to teach me.  I became very lonely.  So I entered the realm of Buddhism, and found what I was looking for; now all the company I could ever want is my own, and although I live by myself, I am not lonely.  For every now and then I do want to learn something, so I go out into the world and seek out people like yourself, who can teach me things.


Michael

What have I taught you?

You have taught me about yourself, and about your particular predicament in the human condition.  You have given me an opportunity to share what I have learned from life, and in turn I learn about how my experiences can hopefully change your own life.  You see, being brilliant is a gift.  But first and foremost, it is a gift to be shared.  By keeping it to yourself, you are being selfish.  Very selfish indeed.


Michael

So the universe has put me here, today, with you, to learn that lesson?

Why else would you be here?  The universe does nothing in vain.  The trick is to figure out why it puts you wherever you are.  Then the whole world, your entire life can teach you.  If you wish to have a teacher more brilliant than yourself, there is no greater teacher than the universe itself.


Michael

You keep saying “the universe” like it was easily personified.  What do you see the universe to be?

Well, many see the universe, in the sense that I am speaking of it, as the Tao.  You have read the Tao te Ching?  Good.  Read it more.  It will guide you along the path, no matter what your path is.  However, I find it to be a little too—generic, for overall spiritual use.  It is a fantastic book, but it leaves the Taoists a little generalized in their overall belief, for it is their main text.  This is why I enjoy Buddhism, because I can use it as a platform to explore the wisdom of all the great religions, and find use of all of them.  I think Christ was a pretty cool guy.  And sure, I even think he was the son of God…but then again, I think all of us are.  The universe, in a sense, is god, and we are the organs that God uses to sense himself.  For his body is nothing short of the Universe itself.

I have been rambling.  I apologize.


Michael

No, no…go on.

Well, you see, the universe….(fade out)

You spend every night out here.  Are you a vampire?


Michael

No.  Did you know every male from 18-25 is naturally nocturnal?

Bullshit.


Michael

Seriously.  When we were apes we were the ones who would guard the pack.  The males in their prime.  It stuck with us, and that’s why you see so many young men prowling the nightlife; its cause we don’t sleep very well unless its daytime.

Well, that’s only if you believe in that evolution bullshit.


Michael

Excuse me, Cardinal Danny, I didn’t mean to offend your fragile religious beliefs.

You know, its ironic that you say that.  Most religious beliefs are pretty fragile, when you get right down to it.  One unspoken impure thought, bam, you’ve got a disbeliever on your hands. 


Michael
Alright.  Im gonna be trainging you today.  You ever worked in coffee before?


Caitlin

Yeah.  I worked at Starbucks. 


Michael
Really.  What was that like?


Caitlin

It was really busy.  I worked at the one right down the street, and they’ve got the most business out of any starbucks in the city.  But the place ran really smoothly.


Michael
Do you…still have your soul?  Or did they already take that with them?


Caitlin

No, its not so bad as all that.


Michael
Really?  Then why aren’t you working there?


Caitlin

Because I hated the uniforms.


Michael
What?

Caitlin

Yeah, you have to wear a white shirt, which of course gets stains on it every single shift, so you go through those like mad.  And then you have to wear an apron, which makes you feel like youre working at a Denny’s.


Michael
Zac, zac, come here.  This is Caitlin.  She worked at a Starbucks for a year, and now shes working for us.


Zac

Alright, we converted one!  Welcome back to the true path.


Michael
Well, unless shes a spy.


Zac

Oh, shit, you don’t think so, do you?


Michael
I don’t know.  Theres only one starbucks in a two block radius, we should probably be on our guard for the next five coming in.


Caitlin

Im not a spy for Starbucks.


Michael
Sure.  And if you really were a spy, what would you say?


Caitlin

Im a spy for Starbucks.

Zac

You would make one shitty spy, then.  So, how fast can you make a latte?


Caitlin

Wheres your milk?


Michael
Right down there.


Caitlin

And your pitchers too, ok.  Ready?


Michael
Go.


Caitlin

Wheres the thermometer?


Michael
We don’t use thermometers.


Caitlin

How do you know when the milk is hot enough?


Michael
Come on, they didn’t teach you this in Starbucks?  


Caitlin

No, they did, but we just did it with thermometers.


Zac

Thermometers are for pussies.


Caitlin

Ok, then I’ll just guess.  There.  one Latte.


Michael
Milks burnt.


Caitlin

Well, how the fuck was I supposed to know without a thermometer?


Michael
Here.  And I’ll show you how we make our cappuccinos. 

First step, and the most important, is this.  Cold milk.  Always makes the foam better.  Take yourself a cup, warm it with some hot water.  Then, we do the foam first.  


Caitlin

Why don’t you just pull the shot while youre steaming the foam?


Michael
Hold on and I’ll show you.  Now, you don’t want to just stick the wand all the way in the bottom (demonstrates) because I hate that sound.  It sucks.  And you don’t want to steam it on the surface (sprays) because it gets everywhere.  Sorry.  Where you want the tip of the wand….is right there.  You hear that sound?  And its almost just about to come out?  That’s where you want it.  But the foam rises as you do this, so you have to go with it, make sure that its always staying just below the surface.  Here, feel this.  You feel that?  That’s about how hot it should be.


Caitlin

You measure it by touch?


Zac

This is an art, baby.  You’ve gotta have the touch.


Michael
So then, you put this…in here.  (refirigerator)


Caitlin

Why?


Michael
You’ll see in a minute.  Now we pull the shot.


Caitlin

You have to rinse the portafilter first, don’t you? 


Michael
Sure, if you like.  I mean, if youre going to be doing a shot of straight espresso, then yeah, that’s what you do.  Because you only want the flavor strictly of that espresso.  And for a cappuccino---eh, its probably a good idea to, because a lot of times people don’t add anything to it.  But for mochas, flavored lattes, most of the drinks we sell here—people cant tell whether the shot was pulled decently or not, because they want all this sugar in it that will mask the flavor of the coffee anyway.  And when you have a line out the door, (knock) that’s all you gotta do.  


Caitlin

At Starbucks we had to rinse and wash the portafilter after every use.


Michael
That’s because at Starbucks they actually pay something for their beans.  We get the cheap stuff.  If you are a straight espresso drinker, this is not the right shop for you.  All of our customers want different levels of complexity in a really sweet drink.

Caitlin

Then why are you bothering to show me how to make a straight cappuccino, if nobody will order them?


Michael
Well, first, you have to start somewhere.  Second, we need to illustrate the difference between Italian cappuccinos and Starbucks cappuccinos.


Caitlin

Whats the difference.


Michael
This glass holds the largest cappuccino we make.


Caitlin

What?


Michael
Italian style.  You can get a single cap or a double cap, but theres no way in hell you could ever get a 20 oz cappuccino.  One third of each.  We start with a third espresso, then we add one third milk, and the last third---look at that.  That is foam.


Zac

That’s not foam.  You should see some of mine sometime.


Michael
Don’t worry, she will.  Shes working with us tonight.


Zac

Her first night is on a Saturday?


Michael
Eric said since she handled volume at starbucks, she can handle volume while shes training.

Zac

Alright.  If it gets real busy though, we might ask you to step out of the way.  This areas not terribly big, but it works perfectly when its slammed if everybody knows how to move back here.


Michael
That’s a great point.  At Starbucks you had stations, right?  One person on register, one on drinks, one here, one there, and so on, right?


Caitlin

Yeah.


Michael
Well, here we don’t do that.  If you take a customers order, you take them through their entire interaction with Coffee Time proper.  

Zac

Its like this.  Normally I would walk up to the counter and take both their orders, make em both, and the other person would hang out and make chai or do the crossword or smoke a cigarette or whatever.  but we’ll split them up to show you.  Hey, how you doin.

C—good.


Zac

Great.  What can I getcha?

C—12 oz mocha.


Zac

Single or double?

C—Double.


Zac

Alright.


Michael
Hey, whats up?

C—Not much.


Michael
Anything I can get you?

C—Sure, um, how about a double caramel latte.


Michael
12oz?

C—Yeah, that’s fine.


Michael
Now see, we each use a puller, and a steamer wand.  But when one of us needs something, the other either hands it to him or gets out of the way so he can get it.


Caitlin

Ok.

Zac

Now when Im done, I take the change from my customer and put it in my pocket instead of the tip jar.


Michael
Or not.


Zac

Or not.  But you can only do that when youre working with Michael.


Michael
See, he’s had one customer, Ive had another, and we each kind of do our own thing while doing it around each other.

Caitlin

So its not a team effort to get the drinks out, its more like an individual one.


Michael
Exactly right.  That gives the customer a closer connection with their individual barista, putting more of a face on this place.

M

Hi, excuse me?  Um…I know you don’t know me or anything, but I was wondering if you’d mind if I read you something.


Megan

What is it you want to read?


M

Well, actually, it’s something that I wrote about you.


Megan (bit flustered)

Okay.


M

I wonder about her.  She strikes me in a way I haven't been in a long time--I thought that girl I saw in here, out there, that unnnamable she, I thought she was gone. But when I look at those beatific eyes with the promise of the next sky in them, I wonder about her. I wonder if whats behind those eyes can match what I see in them. I wonder if I can defeat the surge in my heart that stops my breath and stabs my eyes with the next sky I see, and someday read her this. I wonder if she will flee, if she will see, if she can be whats part of me. Am I too scared to find what I'm looking for to try and find it? What if she waits for me to speak, silently waits like the silent pen in my hand, ready to spill forth inspiration from my touch? What if she's waiting for me, waiting for my touch, and I never give it? The fear of losing what I hope I've found grows as I wonder,

 I wonder about her.

My name’s Michael.  (offers hand)


Megan

Um, hi…(shakes hand)


Michael

So you wanna go out to dinner sometime?


Megan

Yeah, sure, lemme give you my number…. (Michael gives her notepad and pen) god, that poem was beautiful.


Michael

Well, its about you, so somethins gonna rub off.  (takes notepad)  Megan.  It was good to finally meet you.


Megan

Its good to finally meet you too.


Michael

You free on Friday?


Megan

No, Ive got some stuff to do for school this weekend, so…


Michael

How about Saturday?


Megan

Well….


Michael

Oh, come on, how important is your education in the long run anyway?  (she laughs)  Saturday?


Megan

Yeah.  Saturday.


Michael

Great.  I’ll call you.

They walk through the city.  A bum is leaning on a wall.


Bum

Spare change?


Michael

Tell me a joke.


Bum

Tell you a joke?


Michael

Yeah, tell me a joke.


Bum

Lessee, I don’t think I know any jokes—


Michael

Oh, come on, everybody knows a joke.


Bum

Well, there was this one—ok, why did Mickey Mouse break up with Minnie Mouse?


Michael

Why?


Bum

Cause Minnie was fuckin’ Goofy.


Michael

Alright, that’s worth sixty cents.  Take it easy.


Paul

You know hes just gonna drink that shit away, right?


Michael

I don’t care.  I mean I used to, Id only throw change at street musicians, you know, and Id only give it to people who asked if I knew they weren’t a lush.  But lushes are gonna get their drinkin money from somewhere, and if they get it from me, I make em tell me a joke.  They’re still flushin theyre life away, but at least I can make em look up for a minute.


Paul

You’re too damn optimistic.  If an alcoholic is on the street he will stay on the street until he sobers up and wants to get off.


Michael

But what makes him want to clean up?  Something clicks in his head and he changes his mind, throws the bottle away and fights the new day sober—why?  His mind works out a pattern of external influences and internal nuances that lead him to make that decision.


Paul

And you’re one of those external influences?


Michael

I try.


Paul

You can’t change someone’s life by making them tell you a joke.


Michael

You never know.  You cant honestly tell me you’ve never had a life changing experience due to some random occurrence.


Paul

This morning, actually, yeah.  See I was feeling kinda hungry at around 10:30, which was odd, so I went and got this bran muffin out of the vending machine.  Then this afternoon I took the most intense shit I have ever had in my whole fuckin life.  Right in the middle of it, eyes squinted shut, veins poppin outta my forehead, my butt cheeks clenching, I realized, right then and there, that I don’t like bran muffins.


Steve

I notice you never ask Dave for a joke, and he just drinks his shit away.


Michael

Yeah, but that fucker gets enough money as it is.  

[date, etc.]

[Shot of M outside quickie mart door, stunned, turns and goes inside.  Buys a 40, leaves, chugs.  Goes to CT.)


Michael

Im going to stupor, do you want to come?


Steve


Where are you going?


Michael

Stupor.  Drunken stupor.  Come on.

[in bar]

Two beers and three shots of jack.


Steve

I don’t drink Jack.


Michael

I know.  That’s why I bought you a beer.

Steve

Youre not playing around with this stupor thing, are you?


Michael

The journey isn’t whats important.  Its getting there, and getting there fast.


Steve

Nice duds.


Michael

Thanks.  Thought I had a hot date.


Steve

What was it you had?  Ugly date?


Michael

Nope.  A hot tease.


Steve

Megan?


Michael

Yeah, Megan.  Shoulda known.

Steve

What happened.


Michael

You want the whole story?

Steve

Of course I do.  And I don’t want to wait until tomorrow, when you’ve had time to rehash it all over in your head.  I want the first draft, right now.


Michael

Yeah.  The first draft is where all the tears come out.  I can probably tell this story later and it’ll be funny, maybe even weird, but tonight—you get the full blast of it, Steve.  I met her downtown.  She doesn’t drive, I don’t drive, so we met underneath the Christmas tree in Pioneer Square.  

I took her out to dinner at this greek restaurant she really likes

Megan

They do this dance, its traditional greek, where they just basically swirl their hips around and snap, and the whole family showers them with money.  Then all the money on the floor goes to the musicians.

Michael


Must be psychologically energizing, having money thrown all over you.

Megan

Yep.  That’s how the greeks live, too, as if everything good in the world is being showered on you all the time.


[money is everything good in the world?]


Michael

We went out to see a play.  Nice, cultured, urbane kind of date, you know?  Then we walk around downtown for hours.  We talk about everything, about life, about happiness, about love and what it means and what it doesn’t, and about who we are and who we want to be.  I was having one of the best dates of my life, with this girl.  I thought she was too.  We amble our way back up to northwest, talking and laughing, and Im falling for this girl.  So hard.  Shes bringing out everything in me that makes me like being me.  And a cab pulls up to the corner, she turns to it as the guys getting out and asks the driver, “Hey, can I be your next fare?” He nods, and over her shoulder she says, “Thanks, had a great time, see you later” and she’s gone.  Just like that.  Flits away out of my existence before I can even realize shes leaving.  Its like I was holding eternity in the palm of my hand, and then the dream ended and I woke up.  I found myself on the corner, inconveniently more than a block away from the nearest bar.  So now Im making amends.


Steve

Wow.  That’s unreal.


Michael

Why, steve?  Why did she just leave me like that?


Steve 

Well, I dunno, maybe she doesn’t kiss on the first date, and she wanted to avoid an awkward situation.


Michael

So instead of slightly hurting my feelings by not kissing me, she crushes my heart in between her slim little fingers.  Is that it?


Steve

Just a theory.  A bad one, I know, but it’s the only one I could come up with.


Michael

I thought I had finally fixed it all, you know?  I thought I had finally found the one I was looking for, and she was listening to me and responding to my thoughts and she was really there, steve…she was really there.  For once I didn’t have to imagine this unnameable she who I fell in love with thirty times a day—she was right in front of me, and she was laughing with me and we were talking about the world and what it all meant, and I thought I finally got it…I thought I had gotten it.   I gotta go.


Steve

Hey.  Its not going to happen forever.  Nothing lasts forever. 

writing

[Buddhist?]

You know what I want?  A desk.  A real writer’s desk.  Ah, hell. I don’t know what Id do with it if I had one.  This is the only place I can write.  Its here on the edge, in between the rain and the shelter, under the heat lamps, so its cold and its warm all at the same time—you cant put a desk in a place like this.  Desks are always in stale environments where distractions are minimalized—but man, I need distraction.  Its here that I can get all my fodder for inspiration.  Take this for example:  (towed her car away poem)  

I saw that while I was sitting right here, waiting for something to come along for me to write about.

The poetry doesn’t matter so much as the delivery.  You’ve got to have that fire in your voice and in your presence, not just on the page.  If I write an impassioned speech about war or love or anything that really matters, who’s gonna listen if I just sit there and drone on about it like its boring bullshit?  You’ve gotta BURN with the poetry.  Feel it consime you.  Then you can BE the poetry, instead of just be the writer of it.

I wanna be a poem.  For all of my life.

But instead I find myself simply writing them, day after day, as if they were the instructions that I should follow on how to do it, rather than the records of my poetic existence.

I want to live the life of a poet, not just be one in my off time.

You know Keroac was one sullen son of a bitch to be around, I hear.  Ginsberg was an asshole.  Hemingway was an egotistical nut.  But man, they could write.  I guess that’s why Im an asshole here, sometimes.  I want to see if that’s the necessary part of being a writer that Im skipping by, the disassociation with society, the complete and blatant disregard for conventions to let you live in the world you need to in order to fucking produce fantastical things on paper.

But whats that gonna get me, huh?  Im gonna be an asshole at the end of the day.  I may have pages and pages of poetry that people can read and enjoy, but what the fuck do I get out of it?  Everybody will think Im an asshole.  Maybe Ill be admired posthumously, but that wont do me any good.  The life of a writer isnt getting me anywhere.

They pass a BP


Bob (smoking cigarette, pumping gas)

You wanted regular?


Patron

No, uh, Ultimate.


Bob

Oh, fuck.  (switches pumps)  There, we go.  The good shit.


Patron

Excuse me, uh, are you sure you should be doing that?


Bob

Yeah, its my job.


Patron

No, I mean smoking a cigarette.


Bob

Don’t worry sir, I’m a professional.  (holsters pump)  $8.50  (Paul and Michael approach)  Okay, theres ya change, now get the fuck outta here.


Michael

Slavin to the grind.


Bob

You know it.  Im tryin my damndest to get fired, but (flicks butt at pump, other two flinch) this new manager’s a fuckin moron.  Hey, you guys wanna go to a party in the hills tonite?


Paul (stepping on his cigarette)

Who do you know that lives in the hills?


Bob

Nobody.  But I heard there was a party up there.


Paul

Sure.


Bob

You guys gonna be at the diner later?


Michael

We’re headed up there now.  Take it easy.  (car w/3 blondes pulls up)


Paul

Hang out a minute, I gotta get some smokes.


Bob

Yeah, hang out—over there or somethin.  Ladies, its gotta be destiny.  You run outta gas on my last shift.


Paul (inside)

Camel Wide Lights in a box, please?


Clerk

Camel light?


Paul

Camel Wide Lights.  Box.


Clerk (searches, searches)

Camel, you wanta box?


Paul

Yeah.


Clerk (pulling Camel non filters)

$2.60.


Paul

No, I want Camel Wide Lights.


Clerk

Camel Wide?  (pulls down wides)


Paul

Lights.


Clerk

Oh, Camel light.  (pulls soft packa lights)


Paul

Camel Wide Lights.  Here.  (sits on counter, reaches back and grabs them himself)  And its $3.60, new guy.  (he pays, leaves.)


Leslie

You drink too much sugar.


Michael

You drink too much caffeine.


Leslie
So do you.


Michael

Yeah, so piss off.


Leslie
How many of those do you have a day?


Michael

Its just a vanilla coke.


Leslie
Yeah, and as if coke didn’t have enough sugar in it already.  Youre adding more.  And you down up to a dozen of those things every shift.


Michael

Yeah, and I even come in on my off time to get one, too.


Leslie
Youre totally addicted.


Michael

Oh, come on!  Who has to make pit stops whenever she goes downtown to get a double shot of espresso because her energy is lagging?


Leslie
That would be me.  But you know damn well neither of us can help a caffeine addiction while we’re working here.


Michael

So neither of us can resist the free drinks.  Quit bitching.


Leslie
No, that’s not what I fuckin mean.  When you pull a shot, espresso grounds get on your skin.  You automatically absorb the caffeine.


Michael

direction.

She woulr hand?


Leslie

Your skin is the most sensitive organ that you have.  I tried to quit caffeine once, couple years ago, and Id be tired anytime I wasn’t at work and boosted fifteen minutes after I started my shift.  Occupational hazard, Michael.  If you work in coffee, you are addicted to coffee.  But sugar—man, that’s just cause youre stupid.  When does your shift start?


Michael

Six.  Im gonna go beef up my sugar addiction before I start.
[bar]


I don’t know.  I don’t think I can keep my emotions in check to show someone a specific side of me—that’s too close to changing into someone Im not.


Jen

Im not saying you have to change, just—don’t play all your cards at once.  The only thing more attractive than indifference is mystery.

Chess is more than just a game here.  It’s a way of life.


Zac
Theres a lot of shit starin each other down on this board.


Michael

I know.  Weve gone far deep into the middle game and weve exchanged two pawns.  This is fun.  Its like an extremely advanced opening.


Zac
I know.  My rook is on a center square, here.  Its amazing.


Michael

Well, time to fuck it all up.


Zac
Oh, so that’s the way were goin, is it?


Michael

Uh huh.


Zac
Ok, then. (take)


Michael

Alright. (take)


Zac
Push it.  Come on.  (take x 4)


Michael

Ah, fuck.


Zac
Yeah, you see that now, dontcha?


Michael

Oh, come on.  You just happened to have that bishop there.


Zac
Nope.  I planted it there.


Michael

How did you know I was gonna trade the pieces I did though?


Zac
I didn’t.  I just planted my bishop on a powerful diagonal.  There wasn’t any real good way that I could use him in the showdown, so I kept him on the sides. He was always pointing his way in, though, just in case.

[[break of poetry reading]


Steve

Michael, let me buy you a drink.


Michael

So I’ll go away?


Steve

No, so I can talk to you.  On second thought, lets go for a walk instead.


Michael

You want to go for a walk?


Steve

Yeah.  It will make this easier.


Michael

Ok.


Steve

There’s something I need to tell you.


Michael

About what?


Steve

About Megan.


Michael

Ok.


Steve

I didn’t know how to put this to you.  But after hearing what you read tonight—you’ve gotta know, man.  She—that night at the bar, when we were all sitting there, and you went up to get some more drinks, do you remember?


Michael

Yeah.


Steve

This is not going to come out right no matter how I say it.  She told me some things while you were gone.  About how she felt.  About me.


Michael

Ok.


Steve

She went on into this drunken prattle about how I was so innocent, and this and that, and basically confessed her feelings for me.  And then you came back, and we were playing this cat and mouse game about relationships and love and it was totally unfair to you because you had no idea what the rules of the game were, or what the stakes have become.

Then I took her home.


Megan

Will Erica be angry if I hold your arm?


Steve

No.  She’s not the jealous type.

[get in car]


Steve

Where do you live?


Megan

Just cross the St. Johns Bridge.


Steve

O—k.  

Megan

You know, I get proposals all the time.  There was a lawyer who proposed to me just last week.


Steve

Are you going to marry him?

Megan

Of course not.  He’s like forty years old.  But that happens to me a lot.  All these guys always telling me they want to whisk me off to some foreign country, or they want me to move into their mansion, or see their new diamond mine….


Steve

Seems like you have a lot of wealthy suitors.

Megan

It’s just the life I live in.  My sister started her own company a few years ago, and gave me a job.  I made thirty thousand dollars last month.  But that’s not the kind of life I want to live, you know?  Where all the focus is about money, and society, and there’s no attention paid to what really matters.


Steve

Like what?

Megan

Oh, you know.  Like love, and art, and what makes the world really worth living in.


Steve

Michael seems to care about all those things.

Megan

Oh, sure, but he’s just like all the rest.  Telling me theyve written something about me.  They think Im stupid, that I believe them.  I know its not about me.


Steve

This would be a bad point to tell you that I’ve written something about you, then.


Megan

You have?


Steve

Yeah.  But you won’t believe me.


Megan

No, I believe you.


Steve

Why do you believe me and not Michael?


Megan

Because you’re so—innocent, and, well, you’re honest.  I can see that.


Steve

Ok.

Megan

Michael is just like all the other guys that hit on me.  They all want something from me, and they make up all these things to make me believe theyre somebody that theyre not.  But you, youre different.


Steve

Because I don’t hit on you?

Megan

I have never had to hit on a guy before.  Guys are always hitting on me, asking me out, and theyre all the same.  But this is the first time Ive ever had to chase anyone.


Steve

And youre chasing me.


Megan

Not anymore.  Ive got you.


Steve

And Ive got a girlfriend.


Megan

It cant be that serious.


Steve

It is.  I live with her.  Were going on a road trip in three weeks.


Megan

Road trip?


Steve

Yeah, we’re going to just drive around the country for a month, dig on each other, live life on the highway, see where it takes us.  Then, we’re going to college together next fall.  Where is your house?


Megan

I don’t really know where we are.


Steve

Neither do I.  We’re in North Portland.  I doubt that your house is anywhere around here.


Megan

It’s not.


Steve

I’ll stop at this gas station to ask for directions.  


Megan

Do you want to have an adventure?


Steve

Nothing is going to happen tonight, Megan.  Ive put too much of myself into who I am now, and Im not going to risk it.  Its not worth it.


Megan

Do you mean Im not worth it?


Steve

Yes.

Megan

Look, it’ll only be one night.  Nobody will have to know.  Ive just—Ive never had anyone in my life like you.  Ive never given myself to anybody.  I want to give myself to you.


Steve

You should give yourself to someone who wants to take you; not to the ones who don’t.

[gets out, back to stoop]

Im not surprised at all that she told you she doesn’t remember anything that happened that night.  After how humiliating she must have felt, finally throwing herself at a guy and getting nothing but a cold stare in return—she maybe wanted to blank it out of her memory for good.  Maybe she did.


Michael

Wouldn’t that be an easy way to forget all of this.


Steve

Im sorry, Michael.


Michael

Don’t be, steve.  You did nothing wrong.  You stayed faithful to your girlfriend, and to me.  You crushed a stupid little rich girl’s dreams.  I wish I could have been the one to do it, though.


Steve

No you don’t.  If you were given the opportunity, you would have lived with her happily ever after.


Michael

But I wasn’t.  I never am.  Fuck, why don’t I ever get the girl?


Steve

Why do you love to write?


Michael

What?


Steve

It’s a simple question.  Why do you love to write?


Michael

It helps me get through times like this.


Steve

Ok.  If you didn’t have times like this, would you be able to write?


Michael

What are you talking about?


Steve

Youre a writer, Michael.  You write anout women who don’t want you and unrequited love.  Megan will give you a whole lot to write about.  But if you ever did get the girl, you might have to give up writing.


Michael

Why?


Steve

It’s a choice, Michael.  You make these choices, and fall into these situations, and I know you love being a writer, I know you do.  But remember that being a writer is who you are.  You feed off these experiences just like you feed off this city to stay a writer.  The two are inextricably bound up with one another.  If you met the girl of your dreams, and she wanted you back, would you still be able to write?


Michael

I don’t know.


Steve

That’s why youre not meeting her, then.  You are too afraid of giving up the life you love for someone you haven’t met.  If you stop feeding off these depressing hopeless experiences as the fodder for the life you live, then maybe you can meet someone who doesn’t do this to you.

Megan walks by Michael, sitting in front of coffee shop


Megan

Hey, Michael.  How’s it going?  (Michael looks at her)  Are you ok?


Michael

Fine.  (gets up to leave)


Megan

Hey—whats up?  You don’t wanna talk to me?


Michael

No.  I don’t wanna talk to you.  (walks away)


Megan

Michael—


Michael

Why did you kiss me?  (beat)


Megan

What?


Michael

Why did you kiss me fifteen minutes after you confessed your feelings to somebody else?  Why did you kiss me fifteen minutes before you tried to seduce him?  Was that your idea of not leading me on?  By cuddling with me in the booth and holding my hand while Im pouring my heart out to you?


Megan

Michael, I didn’t—


Michael

You did!  You fuckin did!  You knew how I felt about you.  Are you so used to men falling over themselves for you that you thought that was how I was supposed to act.  Of course I’m gonna fall for you.  I’m just some random guy.  Im just another dog groveling at your feet.  Gimme a kiss, toss me a bone every once in a while and I’ll keep my interest and you’ll still have a harem of men all staring at you longingly wishing they could reach the unattainable Megan.  You fucking spoiled conceited bitch!  


Megan

I don’t have to listen to this bullshit.


Michael (grabbing her)

You do.  You’re not leaving till I’ve had my say.  (beat)


Megan

That’s it?  I’m leaving.


Michael

What was it about Steve?  (She stops)  It wasn’t his eyes or his wit or his body or his intelligence or his talent—you didn’t give a flyin fuck about any of that.  He didn’t want you.  (beat)  He never once tried to ask you out, never once made a pass at you, never once did what everybody else did, everybody from street hippies to businessmen to doctors to dirty old men to broken hearted poets—he never fell for you.  And that made you feel so insignificant.  So inadequate.  So hurt by the fear that someone actually wouldn’t want you that you had to do everything in your power to prove to yourself and to him and to all the world that you can get any guy in the world.  But you failed, Megan.  You never got him.  And you know what that makes you?  Normal.  It makes you just another average girl who never got what she wanted—and who threw away the best chance she ever had.  (he leaves)

(As he walks away, a man stops him)


Man

Hey, who was that?


Michael

(Looks back)

That?

 (sees her in b/w, hears whisper, both fade to color and silence)

That was the girl I never had.

