Cast:

Actor 1: Young adult, somewhere in his mid-twenties.

Actor 2: Young Eurasian teenager (fifteen to seventeen years of age), wearing a school uniform.

Actress 3: Rich, trendy young girl, a little older than Actor 2.

Actor 4: Old man, somewhere in his sixties.


<All lights off, except for spotlight on Actor 1.  Actor 1 is sitting on the raised platform>

Actor 1: (Dreamily) Sometimes I cannot help but dream.  I sit on my front porch, as I am doing right now, and I stare into the distance.  Warped, beautiful, eccentric, morbid, any type of illusions rushes into my mind, and I slowly release the sentiments of my soul from its cage in my heart.  Everybody might have experienced that before, but I can tell you my dreams are not normal, everyday dreams, because my dreams have neither answer nor meaning to them.  A dream, anything, is there for you to give a definition to it, and inevitably other people who experience your dream later will give a definition to it that is different from yours.  Thus I never touch this job, and wade in the shallow thoughts where no meaning exists.


Today my dream seems strangely bizarre.  I am thinking about death.  When I rest myself in that hole, and when you sweat and toil, and place the earth above me, will that be the time when I am finally equal, where I am finally not the struggling young personality trying to find my true character among others? Will I be finally recognized as one of—you?  If the grave is defined by the tombstone, as society is, then life must be worth living after all.  But what a rotten life it must be.


I am getting confused.  I figure that anybody who thinks about this must be.  Maybe I should escape from the world of death and decay, and dream about a world that I am all too familiar with. <Spotlights dim>

<Spotlights on Actor 2>

Actor 2: (Resigned, but angry) I cannot help it.  This dream, another dream, strikes me at the peak of my confusion.  A memory, to be specific.  It keeps coming back to me, a check in, of and for reality, a chain of rude and cruel facts.


It was mathematics class.  I always hated my teacher.  She was the stereotypical bigot: She looked at your race before even glancing at your work.  Thus I grew to hate her.  (Frustrated) Damn face, damn permed hair, damned disgusted  look as she saw me walking into the classroom.  But this loathing only struck me hard after this particular math class.  A problem was posed to us on the board, and none of us could make much sense of it.  I referred to my textbook, and after much searching I found the key to the answer, which was deviously simple.  I immediately raised up my hand and proceeded to answer the question easily.  (bitterly) I can vouch that I was the happiest, proudest little child that day, being able to answer a question that nobody else knew how to crack. But my happiness came too soon.  My teacher proceeded to stare at me incredulously for a moment, and then scolded me upside down for using a method that we had not learned to solve the problem. “Why did you use this method!? This method cannot be used, I have not taught this to you before! You better not be such a smart aleck next time, because the next time you give me this crap I shall send you straight to the principal’s office and call your nigger parents!” I was badly hurt emotionally, but it did not really matter yet.  The peak of my anger came when she explained the bloody problem with a method that was identical to mine, but by that time I had realized that I could do nothing to change it, and I had become more or less resigned to my fate.


As I walked back home that day, it slowly dawned upon me that it was my skin colour that stopped me short of being labeled a “whiz kid”.  I rushed back home and told this incident to my mother.  “When you are a black, the world is much more complicated than what it actually is.” “But why, ma?”  “Be a white and you will know.  Nobody like us will ever know what a white man is really thinking deep inside him.”


(Suddenly soft and resigned) She left it at that.  Subsequently, my dreams were flooded with ideas about being white, but I never could understand what fuelled the white men to treat us this way.  The dark side of human nature never did dawn upon me.   In my hasty, child-like decision I decreed to myself that nobody else would actually know what the dark side of human nature was.  But now, 5 years down the road, I strongly believe that my idea will forever be correct. <spotlight dims>

<Spotlight on Actress 3>

Actress 3: (Sadly) Again I fall prey to my memory.  Yet another bad memory I want to wash away, but just can’t.  With delicate, intangible threads drawn from beauteous dreams I weave an illusion where my non-conformity can become conformity, but this web is mercilessly torn asunder by this scene.  I live in a poor family, where our income is not enough for us to have decent meals each day, let alone talk about getting new clothes and catching up with the latest trends.  Everyday I wear my same old clothes, take my same old watch, bear the same old me.  Thus I compel myself to become a rebel against society and time.  Followers of the trends, time, society, fashion… everybody, they tease me, bully me, make fun of me, despise me, and I cannot and do not resist.  But deep inside me I search, high and low, for a place where my non-conformity should become conformity, where these everyday ideas and statements are not even heard of, let alone seen.  Slowly, unconsciously, I segregate myself from society, and search for my yearned for utopia alone.  A few futile months go by, and I suddenly realize that my hoped for oasis only has a place in my imagination, and nowhere in reality does it exist.  Frantically I back-track from my path, fervently craving, searching for the bridge that once linked me to the old world, and to my dismay I find it burnt to a heap of ashes.  I have really separated from my crowd, and up till this day I am still looking for them.  But by now, the damage has been dealt, and I cannot do much, since I am in no position to do so.  


If this is a dream I will be overjoyed.  Dreams exist only in reality.  This was, is and will always be – Reality. <Spotlights dim>

<Spotlights on Actor 4>

Actor 4: (Pleading voice) Please, listen to me.  I have lived 60 years.  Dreams come and go, and if I catch one by the tail you can expect that I will hold on to it tightly and experience it well. It is rare to dream nowadays anyway.  There is this dream, though, that catches me before I am able to muster all my energy and run away from it.  It is a dream of a doomed reality of the future.  I am terrified of this dream, but it compels me to listen, and listen well.


Sometime in the early future there shall be graveyards where all the graves located at that plot of land shall have standard sized tombs, holes, identical tombstones and similar designs on the stone itself.  Because of reasons pertaining to equality, each grave shall be given a number, and the number shall be carved on the tombstone, with only that number to denote my existence.   And with that number people shall remember me – fondly.  Not by name, mind you, but by numbers, equal in size and shape.  And when my death anniversary comes, my grandchildren shall stumble through this rocky plain in search of my grave, scanning through rows and rows of identical rocks that look as if they were all made for the same person.  And if they forget the number, and pray in front of the wrong grave, it will not matter, because every tombstone in the grassy meadows looks the same, and thus it will not matter which one they are praying to.  

From there society shall progress.  When it is your turn to die, the world shall be full of people who not only have identical tombs, but also are identical when they are alive.  In my opinion, it shall be as if there was some gigantic Xerox photocopier making photocopies of mankind and sending them to Earth.  Those of you who are different will be separated and not cared for, but you shall possess the same tombstone as the conforming people of the future when you eventually are laid to rest.

As much as we want to escape from this dream, we all know that it will come through someday.   Don’t run, it is of no use.  A reality of the future will become a reality of the present someday. <Spotlights dim>

<Spotlights on Actor 1>

Actor 1: (Raises head and faces audience, as if he has just awoken) Time passes too fast for me.  In my dreams I imagine myself pacing with time, never feeling tired at all.  But there is this thin line between this dream and the real world, and we know it all too well.


All of us have our own dreams.  Through this vast library of ours we can easily mould our past, present and future into one, and change the road in front of us to one that is much brighter than at the present.  But I must be the only one who knows this, because nobody else is as daring as to actually dream along with me.  As I tell myself “What is the use of not using a certain ability when you have the power to use it?”  And so, I commit myself to this perilous affair, flying into another world on the wings of reality.  

If we knew all the answers to our thoughts, then we would know what our goal in life would be.  However, we would not have a goal to achieve if we knew all the answers.  But who cares now?  Keep quiet for a moment.  This is the only moment where I can reflect, and drown happily in non reality… 


Come fly with me.  It is a little cold up here, and I feel lonely.  (Beckons to the audience) Come.

<Spotlights dim>

~The End~
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