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Characters
Ile



A young pharmacist

Moondirt


An older blues singer

Note: the gender of Ile and Moondirt is interchangeable. In this text Ile is male and Moondirt female, but this could be reversed, or both could be the same sex.
Setting
The play takes place on a narrow cliff ledge high in a mountain range, with just enough room for two people to huddle together. Below the ledge is a rocky outcropping. Above it is an icefield, sloping steeply upwards. The play begins at sunset when the light is fading and ends when the moon comes up. 

It is a cliff face of rock and hard ice. There is a ledge with just enough room for two people to stand. Above and below it the cliff stretches nearly vertically. There are jagged loose rocks and snow sticks wherever it is not too steep.
there is a noise from below. Moondirt’s voice can be heard.

moondirt – can you hold on? I’m trying to climb around.

ile’s voice is barely audible a few metres beneath.

moondirt – there’s an overhang here. I’m trying to figure it out.

ile’s voice.

moondirt – can you give me a second? this is a hard pitch.

moondirt climbs on to a narrow ledge. she scrambles around until she finds a secure spot to sit. she unhooks her backpack and rests it next to her.

moondirt – I’ve found a rest spot! all right, I’m securing myself!

moondirt screws an ice-screw into the wall, then hooks her rope through it. she tests her weight against this security.

moondirt – okay, I’m pegged in! climb on up!

moondirt keeps a hold of the rope. with her other hand, she opens her backpack and takes out a water-flask. examines it. from a few metres below, ile’s voice is now clearly audible.

ile – how do you get round this overhang?

moondirt – get your hooks in and swing around to the right. can you see the crack?
ile – christ! don’t kick any more ice down on me!

moondirt – just get your fingers in the crack and you can follow it up.

ile – all right, climbing.

moondirt listens intently.

moondirt – ile! stop!

ile – what?

moondirt – freeze! listen!

silence.

moondirt – okay, keep coming up.

ile – climbing.

moondirt – ile, watch for that rock. that’s loose.

ile – I got it.

moondirt – careful. can you not kick that much ice off the mountain? we’re trying to be quiet here.

ile appears over the overhang, pulls himself on to the ledge. 

ile –  this is your rest spot?

moondirt – well.

ile – I need some water.

moondirt – it’s frozen.

ile – let me see.

moondirt passes ile the water-flask.

moondirt – you’re leading the next pitch.

ile – I know. give me a minute.

moondirt – I don’t think we have too long to wait. you see the sun?

ile – I know. can I have a minute?
moondirt – where is it?

ile – I’ve got it.

moondirt – let me see.

ile – safe. secure. ile’s pocket. safe. secure. ile’s pocket. 

moondirt – ile, listen. I don’t want to push you past what you can do, but we don’t have long. I think about another twenty minutes before the sun goes down and then it’s going to get dark fast.

ile – what’s up ahead? I reckon we can get to the ridge in that time, but it depends what’s up ahead.

moondirt – it looks like the ice-field you can see from the lake.

ile – ile need more different equipment. we need some more screws.

moondirt – it’s not too steep.

ile – no, but it’s all exposed. there’s nothing on there to secure to except hard ice. I’m too frigging tired to just kick in crampons with my feet. if the wind picks up you can imagine me being PEEEEEELED

moondirt – from the ice-field like

ile – peeeeeeeeled from the ice-field like

moondirt – peeled from the ice-field like raindrops sometimes are peeled from the windscreen of an accelerating car.
ile – what’s in the board-game girl’s gear?

moondirt pulls a small plastic bag out of her backpack and opens it.

moondirt – a bottle of gas. bag of coffee. some chess pieces.

ile – but no ice-screws? no climbing gear?

moondirt – no.

ile – I know she had some.

moondirt – She did. And they’re probably still lying there next to her. We didn’t exactly have time to sort through her gear in detail, did we? Are you ready? 
ile – just thinking how much luckier he is than you or I.

moondirt– the Thin Man? he’s dead and scalped.

ile – He’s got friends to get revenge for him. You and me, moondirt, when we die, we’ll be lucky if we get enough stones over our carcasses to keep the dogs off us. 

moondirt – We’re not friends with the mountains like he was. 

ile - all right, where am I climbing to?

moondirt – Just get us up over this ice.
ile – you want me to climb the whole ice-field in one pitch?

moondirt – where are you going to stop? look, you see up there, that shattered pillar of rocks? there must be some soft snow in there. we can dig a cave and stretch a tarpaulin over it for the night. can you make it that far?

ile – hey before, when you told me to freeze – was that?
moondirt – it wasn’t. I thought I heard it but it was just wind.

ile – it hasn’t caught up to us yet.

moondirt – but it will, if we just stand here.
ile – climbing.

moondirt – ile, is it secure?

ile – it’s secure, it’s in my pocket. climbing.

ile climbs upwards a metre or so. he looks around him.

ile – this is rotten rock, moondirt. it’s not going to take an ice-pick.

moondirt – can you reach around to that outcropping?

ile – we’re not even going to be able to get on to the ice-field. sorry, what did you say?

moondirt – I said, can you reach around-

ile – no, not you. hang on, how many of us are there?

moondirt – two.

ile – that’s what I thought. ile and moondirt. but I just heard a different voice.

moondirt – I only said things in one voice.

ile – moondirt, I won’t say you said it, but I heard a third voice - hold on, this whole rock is loose! shit, it’s about to come down! SHIT!

moondirt – are you okay?

ile – I’ve got it, it’s crushing my hand against the wall – get out of the way, it’s gonna fall!
moondirt – ile, let it go!

ile steps downwards and a rock falls past moondirt.

moondirt – ile, watch your footing! watch your feet, ile!

ile – what?

ile’s footing is loose and he falls into moondirt. moondirt takes his weight and nearly falls off the ledge.

moondirt – ile! can you hear me? ile, hear this! keep on, keep on!

moondirt holds ile and reaches in her pack.

moondirt – ile, I’m going to strap you to the wall, okay? I’m going to put you in a harness and tether you to the wall. can you hear me? all right, I’m going to move you now!

ile – ow! my hand!

moondirt – I’m sorry, ile, I’ve got to harness you against the rocks here. If you can’t stay conscious, you’ve got to be tethered.

ile – why are you hissing in my ear? I can’t… what do you want me to do?

moondirt – I’m not in your ear. keep your hand still.

ile – it’s me and moondirt, we’re all that’s left.

moondirt – ile, who are you talking to?

ile – come on, I don’t understand strategy games. just tell me what you want to tell me.

moondirt – ile, you’re tripping out, aren’t you? you’re hallucinating on me. thanks, man. that’s perfect right now.

ile – well we need to take it back to Billenium, don’t we. that’s why we’re here. we need to take it back home for the reward. 

moondirt – let’s see how bad your hand is. ile, I’m going to take your glove off. can you try and keep still?

ile – well we need to take it home. why do you want me to throw it back? this is what we came for!

moondirt – ile, keep your arm still! shit. this is not good. you can’t climb on this.

ile – I don’t want to. I want to get the reward.

moondirt – ile, what are you saying? what are you trying to do? you’re not throwing anything back.

ile – my fucking hand!

moondirt – I’m trying to get your glove back on.

ile – all right, I’m throwing it!

moondirt – no, what? no. no. ile, give it to me. 
ile – it’s in my pocket… moondirt, what are you doing in my pocket? get your hand out of my pocket!

moondirt – I’m going to carry it. give it to me.

ile – get out of my pocket! fuck off!

moondirt – okay. okay. just leave it there. do not take it out.

ile – the board-game girl wants us to throw it away.

moondirt – who?

ile – the board-game girl said to throw it back off the ledge.

moondirt – ile, slow down. when did she say this to you?

ile – yeah, I’m telling her. moondirt, there’s been a change of plan. the board-game girl’s figured out a new strategy. we’ve got to get rid of it. come on, let me go.
moondirt – ile, listen. we’re both operating on low oxygen here. we’re not mountain climbers, we haven’t had a rest or any food or water in near twenty hours. I understand that. but you can’t hallucinate on me. now please, if I let you go, leave it in your pocket.
ile – all right, who should I listen to? on the one hand is the board-game girl – strategic prodigy, one of Billenium’s greatest ambassadors and the official leader of this expedition. on the other hand is moondirt, a frigging blues singer off the streets. in whose advice should I put my faith?

moondirt – the board-game girl is dead. 

ile – board-game girl wins two votes to one, I’m going to throw it over. sorry, what?

moondirt – she died yesterday evening.

ile – who the fuck have I been talking to?

moondirt – you’re out of your bloody head, ile. hold this rope, I’m going to peg you in.
ile – I could hear her – her voice was right there… hello?

moondirt – get out the stove, I’m going to melt some snow. 

ile – she died, she died last night. how was she talking to me? what are you doing?

moondirt – we need to drink.  
ile – we need to climb! it’s getting dark, we have to climb.

moondirt – get the stove out. we’re going to have to hold in here for a couple of hours.

ile – it’ll catch us! no, we can’t!

moondirt – we cannot keep climbing. we cannot. we’re exhausted, we’re dehydrated, you’ve smashed up your hand and now you’re hearing things. we rest for a few hours and when dawn comes up we’ll start on the ice-face.

ile – moondirt, yes I’m tired, but stopping is a very, very bad idea. the noise army is going to catch up to us.

moondirt – yes, it might. it might find us and eat us both alive, that’s right. but if we try the ice-field in the dark we’re going to fall, and that’s all. do you have the matches?

ile – get me out of these ropes, I’m going to climb.

moondirt – no.

ile – you stay. get some rest and then follow up when you can. it’s not you they want, it’s the scalp.

moondirt – you’re not climbing on your own. was there a bottle of gas with the board-game girl’s stuff?
ile – I’ll get back to Billenium and the windmill bosses will organise a search party, we’ll come and meet you.

moondirt – have you seen your hand? try grabbing an ice-axe with that! listen, ile, I don’t care if you stay or go. personally, if you want to jump off this ledge and fall five hundred metres into a frozen lake, I couldn’t be happier. but you’re not killing yourself when you’re carrying the entire point of this trip in your pocket. it’s worth too much to throw away. 
ile – I’ve saved my energy for this pitch. I’ll be fine.

moondirt - ile, I just saved you from flying straight down the cliff! was that a waste of my time? 
ile – all right, fuck this. moondirt, thank you for helping me just then. yes, I would have gone over the edge. thank you. but two people and the kangaroo already died to get this back to Billenium, and I’m not waiting for the noise army to come and take it back. have a good night. climbing.

moondirt – please! ile please!

ile – let go of me.

moondirt – I’m begging you. ile, I can hold you back, I’m stronger than you. I outrank you, I can order you. if I have to keep you here unwillingly I’ll keep you. but I don’t want to do that because I need to trust you. stay with me. we’ll melt some snow and have some water. we’ll rest our arms and legs. when the moon comes up strong enough we’ll climb the ice-field.

ile – when the moon comes up?

moondirt – yes.

ile – that’s about two hours?

moondirt – it’s already getting dark. not even an hour.

ile – all right, let’s tie in.

moondirt – let me get the stove started and we’ll have some water.

ile – let me lean across you and get this screw in.

moondirt – why isn’t this stove lighting?
ile – look, you can see where we’ve come from. on the other side of the valley, the snow ridge on the Thin Man’s mountain.

moondirt – I can’t smell any gas in here.

ile – can you see the Thin Man’s hut? I think it’s just out of sight, but you see how we escaped. down into the valley and over the glacier lake.

moondirt – ile, you don’t have any gas left, do you?

ile – why?

moondirt – the board-game girl’s gas bottle is empty.

ile – shit. what are we going to do for water?

moondirt – nothing. nothing. our bodies are too cold to melt the snow in our mouths. 
ile – what did you say?

moondirt - we’re going to get thirsty, is what we’ll do.

ile – not you. sorry, you want to know the last few hours?

moondirt – ile, what are you doing?
ile – we camped on the lake last night and then this morning we started on this mountain-face. bashed through the deep snow until we reached the rock chimney just above the lake…

moondirt – ile shut up! ow! don’t bite me!

ile – sorry! just tell me if you’re going to put your fingers in my mouth.

moondirt – what were you saying just now? who were you talking to?

ile – it was…

moondirt – was it her again?

ile – the board-game girl? I think so.

moondirt – and she was asking you what route we took today?

ile – she wanted to know where we are.

moondirt – this is not good. I don’t like this at all. we need to figure this out.

ile – where’s the water? I thought you were melting snow.
moondirt – okay, vibe with me. this is what the board-game girl did to work out our strategy against the Thin Man. it’s called a thought experiment, and we’re going to feed in all the information we know. then we’re going to try a couple of different hypotheses and see how well they work.

ile – is this to figure out the board-game girl’s voice talking to me?

moondirt – this is to figure out who or what it is you were talking to. okay, relevant information. situation – ile and moondirt are the last two survivors of a five person expedition. Manson Lane, the board-game girl, the kangaroo, all dead.

ile - in the last two days. straight-away after we left the Thin Man’s hut.

moondirt - we’re being chased by the noise army.

ile – by the Thin Man’s noise army. 

moondirt - and we’re pinned on the side of a mountain about two weeks’ journey from home. suddenly ile starts talking to an invisible voice which only he can hear. okay, when did start hearing noises? 

ile – the first thing ile heard was when he was about to start the next pitch over the ice-field. I didn’t hear her legibly until I... I fell back down, didn’t I?
moondirt – you were passed out and you were moaning shit about how you were going to throw the scalp off the edge.

ile – she was talking to me, she was explaining how she had some new strategy to save us from the noise army, and then she told how we had to throw the scalp back.

moondirt – why? this is what we came for.

ile – she figured it out on some game-board. there were some glass pieces that represented us and then four feathers that were the Thin Man and the noise army, and she was moving them around on the game board to figure out the best strategy, and the best winning strategy for us is to give the Thin Man back his scalp. 
moondirt – her winning strategy was to give the scalp back? even though this whole expedition, which she was the leader of, was put together to take the scalp from the Thin Man and bring it back to Billenium, her advice was to give it back to the Thin Man?
ile – something about how the glass pieces could only move in deteriorating parabolas, or… look, if the strategic genius has a strategy, you don’t try and understand it. you do what you’re told.
moondirt – what about just then? you were telling her about where we climbed.

ile – I thought she wanted to catch us up, or something.

moondirt – except she’s twenty hours dead. okay, step two – hypotheses. firstly, you’ve got altitude sickness, you’re hallucinating shit. maybe you’re having a breakdown, I don’t know. either way, you can’t handle that the board-game girl is dead and you’re trying to trick yourself into thinking she’s still here.

ile – yeah. yeah, okay, I see what you mean. I’m sorry, moondirt, I thought I had a better handle on this. this is my first time out of Billenium, I thought I was doing all right.

moondirt – no, there’s more to it. she told you she figured it out on a board-game with glass and feathers.
ile – right.

moondirt – did she ever talk to you about board-games on the expedition before the Thin Man’s house?

ile – no, she didn’t really talk to me at all. moondirt, can we stop this? my hand is killing me, I can’t think.
moondirt – what was the game called?

ile – Kantenchunker?

moondirt – Kangchenjunga. they play it in the Glass Cities north of Billenium. she was telling me how she learned to play it when she was Billenium’s ambassador up north. now she never mentioned this to you?
ile – no. moondirt, I can’t answer all this right now. I’m sorry, I hallucinated some voice and it wasn’t real. it’s the altitude. please that’s enough.
moondirt – how did you hear Kangchenjunga? how did you know what kind of pieces they use? something was speaking to you that knew about the board-game girl.

ile – so it was the board-game girl’s ghost?

moondirt – there’s something else to factor in.

ile – maybe she didn’t really die, she’s been following us. what if she’s trying to climb up and she was yelling up to us?
moondirt – there’s another fact we have to consider. go back. ile, go back twenty two hours. last night. what do you remember?

ile – I can’t remember. Manson was killed and eaten? we were running away… I can’t think-

moondirt – ile! wake up! you’re drifting. listen, this is important. something from last night links in with this. remember with me, man, twenty two hours ago. where were we? ile, if you fall asleep here and now you won’t wake up again. 
ile – I’m just cold…

moondirt - ile! wake! you poor blue-boy, you’re dying right. let me into your skin and get your heart back crunching! 

ile – what are you doing? hey, you’re pushing me off!

moondirt – I’m gonna get my knuckles into your skin and bring you back alive.  

ile – no, leave my clothes. I’ll freeze.

moondirt – there’s bones under your flesh, ile, like rocks in the ocean and your heart is a big old shark swimming between them rocks and right now that shark’s stopped swimming and water’s fogging up its gills but soon enough Moondirt’s gon’ jam her hand in that ocean and get the water swirling again and teach that shark how to swim once more, how to swim once more, jam the whole ecosystem into healthy working order!

ile – yes, she’s playing with me. are you surprised? you thought she wanted you, because you’re the best game-player in Billenium and you’re everyone’s favourite teenager, and because moondirt kept flirting with you and trying to get into your pants and now she wants me-
moondirt – ile, shut up.

ile – you don’t have to watch if it’s embarrassing you.

moondirt – ile, I’m not trying to feel you up. stop talking to it.

ile – we’re resting on a ledge for a few minutes until the moon comes up.
moondirt – ile, stop talking to it! stop telling it where we are!

ile – where exactly are we? where exactly are we? I don’t know where exactly we are, I have a finger squeezing the arteries around my heart… oh shit, I can’t breathe – moondirt, what are you – what are you – that’s my lungs, you’ve got your fingers in my lungs – oh shit – oh shit, my face, my fucking blood – my blood’s going – my blood’s going – oh god – oh god moondirt! 
moondirt – now are we feeling lively?
ile – oh god yes.

moondirt – we’re feeling lively on this fucking cliff edge!

ile – oh yes we are. we feel cunning and confident and we’re going to sail right over these mountains and strut back into Billenium like the heroes in a war movie!

moondirt – do you hear that?

ile – we’re going to burst in among the windmill bosses and throw the Thin Man’s scalp on the table and say hey! fuckers! we pulled it off! ile and moondirt pulled it off!

moondirt – shh! down the cliff, by that band of snow. listen.

ile – the noise army?

moondirt – I can’t tell. can you hear it?

ile – I hear something. it could be. shit. how did it know we climbed the cliff face?
moondirt – it’s all right, we’re just going to be quiet. it’s just noise, it can’t smell us or see us. as long as we keep our voices down. now, ile, vibe with me. you just started talking to the board-game girl again.
ile – it was funny, because I thought you were attracted to the board-game girl and I imagined her getting really embarrassed watching you play with my body under my clothes…

moondirt – you were trying to tell her whereabouts we are. whatever it is, it wants to know where we are. now until we figure out what the hell it is you’re hearing, ile please, please don’t tell it how to find us!

ile – right, sorry.

moondirt – okay, now ile – look me in the eyes. I’m going to dig into your brain right now, understand?
ile – wait, what?

moondirt – it’s just a little exercise to aid your memory.

ile – no, none of your weird blues singer shit. I don’t like it.

moondirt - I’m going to manipulate your brain-casing with my fingers and with my song and you are going to flashback to last night. something happened last night when the board-game girl and the kangaroo were still alive that has an eery similarity to what’s happening to you and me now. I want you to go twenty two hours deep into your skull, and bring everything from that time on to your tongue. okay, here we go.
ile – no! keep your hands off!

moondirt – come here. stop fighting, come here.

moondirt uses her hands on ile’s head. sings softly.

moondirt – there’s a bear in there



and a chair as well



there are people with games



and stories to tell



open wide



come inside



it’s ile. it’s ile.
moondirt – okay, twenty two hours in the past. what do you see? 

ile – you and me and the board-game girl and the kangaroo coming down the ridge from the Thin Man’s hut. it’s still blue sky, but there’s big clouds sprouting up to the south east and the wind’s blowing them towards us. the wind’s nearly pushing me off the edge of the ridge, except I’m tied to the kangaroo-

moondirt – ile, shut up. not the environment – what’s happening to us? 

ile – I’m pissed off because we’ve all just left Manson back at the Thin Man’s hut without even trying to help him. moondirt’s scared shitless because she thinks whatever those noises were that ate Manson will come after us next. but the board-game girl has all these plans about how we’re going to escape and get back over the mountains to Billenium. the kangaroo’s just bouncing along behind me. he seems all right.

moondirt – go forward an hour. it’s now twenty hours ago. what happens to the board-game girl?
ile – she’s up the front and she’s mumbling to herself. talking about… shit, about Manson, and whether Manson was in charge or she was. I don’t know, the wind’s howling. I can’t hear.

moondirt - not talking about Manson. talking to Manson. this was about four hours after Manson got eaten by the noise army back at the hut, but she was talking to him.

ile – if you say so. I can’t hear.
moondirt – I was right behind her. she’s telling Manson that we can’t wait for him, we have to keep moving. okay, forward ten minutes.
ile – okay, the board-game girl’s stopped in her tracks. she’s giving moondirt her backpack to carry, and she’s giving me the Thin Man’s scalp… telling me to take care of it, get it back to Billenium – she’s repeating that I must never let go of it, it’s important, and she’s going to… do something… she’s going to wait for something – she’s going to wait on the ridge and we have to keep going.
moondirt – she’s going to wait for Manson.
ile – and then she starts walking back up the ridge towards the Thin Man’s hut. moondirt’s yelling after her and begging her not to go… then moondirt stops and we all hear this noise, this humming and buzzing and shrieking and screaming and laughing and choking all bundled together, this army of noise, the same noise that ripped open Manson Lane back at the Thin Man’s house, has come for the board-game girl. and I just stand there watching the sounds strip away the board-game girl’s teeth and her clothes and her.
moondirt – do you see what’s happened? it’s the same thing that’s happening to you.

ile – I can’t bring myself to move, and moondirt’s frozen too, and then the kangaroo started bouncing away down the snow-slope and pulling us behind him-

moondirt – all right, ile, you can come back now.

ile – and moondirt’s running just in front of me and sobbing about the board-game girl and I can hear her saying “I love you” “I love you” over and over in a choking crying cough-
moondirt – ile! that’s enough! come back to me! I’ve got a hypothesis that fits the facts, okay? the noise army. an army made entirely of noise that was released when Manson scalped the Thin Man. the noise army ate Manson Lane, and then it came after the rest of us. the noise army ate Manson Lane, but it didn’t kill him. he’s in there, he’s a part of the army. now when the army came after us on the ridge, it used Manson’s voice to talk to the board-game girl.

ile – yes. I see a shattered ice pillar.
moondirt – all right, so now it’s eaten the board-game girl and there’s some remains of her voice in there as well. I think we threw it off the trail when we decided to go straight up the mountain face, but it’s coming closer.

ile – we are directly underneath the ice-field that runs up to the summit.

moondirt – ile?

ile – we’re nailed into a little rock ledge. the shattered pillar is about thirty metres to our right.

moondirt – you FUCKING idiot!
ile – ow! what was that for?

moondirt – shh! hear that?

ile – no. fuck’s sake, moondirt!

moondirt – it’s gone silent. the wind’s dropped. where’s the wind?

ile – oh, shit. I told her.

moondirt – yes.

ile – she was just there and I was all hazy… I’m sorry.

moondirt – what’s that smell?
ile – she was pretty close already. she knew we were above the lake.
moondirt – because you told her, you fucking idiot pharmacy-boy. what are you even doing on this kind of expedition? can you smell that? 

ile – moondirt I’m sorry. don’t be pissed off at me. I’m sorry I don’t know as much as you or Manson or the board-game girl about this sort of adventuring. how bad is it?
moondirt – what do you think?
ile – you’re right, I can smell something. what is that? moondirt? hey moondirt, what if the noise army gives up? it’s not the noise army’s scalp that we ran off with. maybe it’ll get bored and it’ll go home.

moondirt – no it won’t do that. do you know why?

ile – yes.

moondirt – why? say it out loud.

ile – because they’re afraid of the Thin Man.

moondirt – even after he’s dead they’re afraid of him. christ, it stinks of rotten meat. I think I’m going to be sick.

ile – in the ice? moondirt, are you winding me up? of course we can’t smell anything! it’s well below freezing temperature, our nostrils are growing frost along our nostril hairs.

moondirt – ile, I agree. that’s why I’m wondering

ile – what it is

moondirt – why we can smell meat

ile – what it is 

moondirt – it’s the Thin Man’s scalp.

ile – yes.
moondirt – I’m going to pull it out.

ile – no.

moondirt – I’m going to pull it out.
ile – the board-game girl said to keep it completely safe. don’t risk it. 

moondirt – it’s just a scalp, ile, sawn off the top of someone’s head. it’s dead meat and hair and some blood. it’s just a scalp and it’s only that. 

ile – this is part of the body of the most dangerous mountain wizard in Billenium’s history. this is beyond our scope and beyond our ken. now rather than mess with things we don’t understand, why don’t you just keep it in your pocket until we get back to the city, give it to the windmill bosses, collect our rewards?

moondirt – you’re a parrot, ile. you’re an ignorant, gullible parrot. take your hand off my arm.
ile – just because I’ve never been out of the city before doesn’t make me a parrot.

moondirt – no, shut up. okay? shut up. you’ve fucked up way too many times tonight! I’m tired, I’m thirsty, I’m frightened and I’m feeling ill from the smell of rotting meat, and instead of resting up for the ice-field I’ve been arguing with you, performing surgery on you, strapping you to the mountain, and all you’ve done to repay me is hand out our location the fucking noises that are following us. you’re not a parrot because you’ve never been out of the city. you’re a parrot because you think exactly whatever Manson Lane and the windmill bosses told you. do you think we were given the whole truth about this mission? the Thin Man is evil, so of course Billenium, being a good city, has to send a party to kill him and bring home a bit of his body. it’s that simple, is it?
ile – well of course there’s deeper reasoning behind it. it’s self defence. the windmill bosses prophecy that the Thin Man is going to try and destroy Billenium. that’s why they send us out – pre-emptive strike- 
moondirt – no, shut up! I’m fed up with you. we’ve got the noise army zeroing in on us right now, and if all you can do is spout Billenium propaganda you copied from Manson Lane, you can shut your mouth and let me see what it is we came all this way for. let me go. let me the fuck go.

ile – all right, calm down.
moondirt – get your hand off me. unless we’re sharing warmth, I would prefer it if you didn’t touch me. 
ile – all right. I’m sorry. get the scalp out.
moondirt – hmm.

ile – what’s the matter?

moondirt – it’s stuck to my thigh.

ile – it’s what?

moondirt – the blood has frozen and stuck to my thigh. it’s frozen to me, all right? I can’t pull it off without tearing the flesh off my left leg. 

ile – are you joking?

moondirt – shut up.

ile – we’re a real class outfit, aren’t we? we left Billenium with the greatest strategic genius of the last two generations and Manson Lane, one of the wisest and trickiest sages in the city’s history.
moondirt – and a kangaroo.

ile – and what’s left? a pharmacy-brat with a broken hand and a blues singer with a scalp stuck to her thigh. 

moondirt – it feels like this thing is gripping my leg.
ile – am I slut?

moondirt – what?

ile – I don’t mean to freak you out. I’m just concerned that you’ll think less of me after what happened last night on the lake.

moondirt – see, with that whole thing-

ile – I am really worried moondirt. do you like me less now that we have kind of done it? do you respect me less? shall i wait until a different time to discuss this? but... i dunno - tell me that i don't mean less to you now... i'm really scared.

moondirt – listen what I think is I don’t think we necessarily should repeat this or go into it again. 

ile – I don’t know what I want you to tell me, moondirt. just tell me what you think.

moondirt – I don’t think anything. it was strange circumstances, we were both in a weird mental place… strange things happen. I haven’t really thought about it and I don’t think I want to think about it right now.

ile – so you didn’t like it?

moondirt – no, it was fine. it’s just… all right, I didn’t want to say these things to you but you asked and you keep asking, so I will tell you as straight as I can. I don’t like you. I really don’t like you. of everyone in the expedition, you were my least favourite. you’re really immature, you’re unfocused, you’re overconfident and you’re selfish and self-important. so with what happened last night on the lake – I don’t see it happening again. okay? I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be so blunt. 

ile – I blew it and I knew what to do and I didn’t do it.
moondirt – no, fuck beating yourself up about stuff when it’s not even you or your fault-

ile – I didn’t come, did I?

moondirt – not properly, no.

ile – what about you, fog-fucking-rat? what about, moon-fucking-dirt? bag-bitch-fuck-piss off! slag! fucking cum-reptile! little piss-beast! stupid dumb cow! fucking goddamn.

moondirt – shh. hear that?

ile – I can’t hear anything.

moondirt – it’s coming.

ile – where?

moondirt – listen. over the sound of the wind.

ile – it’s found us.

moondirt – okay, are you ready? we plugged into the wall securely?

ile – I don’t know – this ice is soft, it’s not holding the screws well-

moondirt –  don’t have time. grab me. get a hold of me.

ile – I can hear her talking again.

moondirt – ignore. grab me tightly, like this. now you’re going to block my ears off as tight and as hard as you can. okay?

ile – I can hear her. she’s talking to you too. they want the scalp.

moondirt – ile! grab my head and squeeze my ears closed as tight as you can.
ile – um-

moondirt – do it now!

ile and moondirt grip each other’s heads tightly. there is a frightening noise that gradually builds in volume, then slowly recedes.

ile – MY FUCKING HEAD!

moondirt – MY TEMPLES! you fucking COCKwit, Ile!

ile – my fucking head!

moondirt – I think you burst a bastard vessel in my brain, ile!

ile – it’s passed us. it didn’t hear us. 

moondirt – oh, you little shit. you’ve done me some damage, haven’t you?
ile – moondirt, don’t lean out like that. grab a hold of the rope. moondirt, come on, get back to the wall. come on, get back.

moondirt –you’ve snapped something in my brain. you’ve fucked my head!
ile – I’m here, I’m right here. please stop leaning forward like that. can you hold yourself upright?

moondirt – I can’t do a frigging thing. I’m going to roll right off this ledge in a minute.

ile – don’t do that. I’ll hold you here and I’ll tighten your harness. is it all right if I touch you just for a few seconds?

moondirt – I might have lost my music. when you squeezed my head you might have crushed my songs. I don’t know where they are in my brain.

ile – I haven’t crushed anything, you’ll remember your songs. you’re fine. just tip your head back and I’m going to feed you one of these.

moondirt – I’m going to need to go into diagnostic mode. I’m shutting down for a minute.

ile – you don’t have to do that. I’m giving you a pill for the headache. here, on your tongue. just close your mouth and swallow.
moondirt – what are you giving me?

ile – just a little ecstacy tablet to smooth out the skull-ache. just swallow it, it’s all right.

moondirt spits the pill down the mountain.

moondirt – I’m not taking a bloody euphoria pill. will you move back off me please? I’m going to shut down and do some rewiring.

ile – don’t. don’t shut down. please.

moondirt – it won’t be long. goodnight foot.
moondirt finds specific points on her foot and applies pressure with her fingers. her foot goes limp.

ile – listen, when I said I was going to climb the ice-field without you, I wasn’t being serious.
moondirt – it doesn’t matter. goodnight foot.

ile – no, but I was saying that because I thought it would energise you and make you come with me. I was not going to leave you here on your own. moondirt I didn’t mean to squeeze your head that hard. please. 

moondirt – it’s not about that. I’m not punishing you. but if I can’t think straight now, how am I going to be when we’re trying to tackle that ice-field? goodnight knee.

ile – did you see that?

moondirt – no. goodnight knee.

ile – one of my hairs just came loose from my head. just right then.

moondirt – okay. goodnight hips.

ile – moondirt, you’re scaring me. I don’t like this blues singer stuff. it freaks me out. you’re paralysing yourself deliberately.

moondirt – I’m just going into diagnostics to scan my brain. don’t tell me you’ve never seen this before. good night belly.

ile – well how long will you be?

moondirt – goodnight hand. goodnight elbow.
ile – so you’re just going to stand here deaf dumb and blind.
moondirt – it’s not that scary. goodnight shoulder.

ile – shit! it’s another one! moondirt, look, it’s another hair!
moondirt - christ, my head hurts. what do you expect me to do about it? if you want to go back in time and refrain from cracking my skull in your hands, I wouldn’t be doing this. goodnight ribcage.
ile – I want you to stay with me. moondirt I want you to stay with me.
moondirt – goodnight throat. grow up, ile.
ile – see? my hair! did you see that one?

moondirt – goodnight face.

moondirt is completely frozen except for one arm. she begins to softly hum. ile grasps at his hairs when they fall from his head.
ile – moondirt? okay, you’re all right. another one! little hairs, little hairs, why aren’t you sticking to me? is this an altitude thing? do you start going bald when you get six thousand metres above sea level? what do you reckon, moondirt? hey! moondirt! can you feel this? no, not a thing. what if I put my hands here…
moondirt - THERE’S NO DIRT ON THE MOON



PROFESSOR SAID

ile – shit! you scared the crap out of me!
moondirt - 
THERE’S NO DIRT ON THE MOON



OR SO THE PROFESSOR SAID




PLANETS STRIKE WITHOUT WARNING



IN THE LAND WHERE I WAS BRED

ile – okay, I can figure this out. I’m going to do a thought experiment. I get the facts, then I try a hypothesis and see if it fits the facts, then keep changing the hypothesis until it does. facts: ile is losing the hair off the top of his head. and not one here, one there, but in fast forward, like a hair every few seconds. what’s another fact?
ile – we were just swooped by the noise army. that was a pretty close call, maybe it weakened the muscles in my scalp.
ile – however, if we’re talking scalps, it’s probably worth considering the one in my pocket. shit, two of you! come back! goddammit, the top of my head is coming loose!

ile – facts, I’m carrying the scalp off the head of a mountain witch and the skin off my head is starting to come loose. what’s my hypothesis? this is not a coincidence. it’s doing something to me. shit, I can feel it. I can feel it pushing against me!
ile – that’s my skin! get out of my skin! you monster! we killed you! we came to your house and we killed you and we scalped you so that you can never be a threat to our city again! you can’t do anything, you’re a scrap of dead skin.
ile spasms and twitches unco-ordinately. his voice changes and thickens, and his eyes squint closed.

ile – nyar! Manson Lane, you bastard! a poison dart in the back of the neck? you cowards! ohhhh, this hurts so much! what am I inside? where am I? I have to feel… I have to feel it…
ile – who’s singing? what’s that? I’m in a body, I’m in someone’s human body. who is this? what’s wrong with this hand? okay, I’m here. it’s the Thin Man! it’s not the Thin Man!
ile – where am I? there’s no vision! you’ve gone snowblind! who’s this next to me? hello? hello? that bastard Manson shot me with a poison dart! where is he? where are you? come here, you crippled coward! what’s this? this is rope. I’ve been tied somewhere. okay, there’s no ground in front, don’t step forward. we’re on a steep slope.

ile – I know where I am. these are the people that murdered me. you two are two of the scum that came from Billenium with Manson Lane to poison me. what did I do to you? did I ever fuck with Billenium? but you come up into my mountains, into my house, and you kill me with a poison dart? you goddamn mercenaries! I was sitting watching the clouds in my own house and then without warning you bastards put a stonefish quill right in the base of my brain!

ile – I know what you are. you’re a Billenium blues singer. I know what you witches do to get your songs. you came along to sing my dirge! bitch! 
ile grabs moondirt by the throat. moondirt remains frozen, except for her free arm, which flails around and pushes him off. now she begins to reverse the process of paralysing herself, manipulating each body part into life with her free hand and a greeting.
ile – I know what you are, too. can you hear me back there? I’m going to relax my control a bit and just let your hands do what they’re used to doing.  well, well. feels to me like you’re mixing something in a bowl. possibly a mortar and pestle? maybe you’re the cook for the other assassins. wait, no, what’s happening with this one? looks like you’re pushing very small things into little cases. 
moondirt – good morning face.

ile - you’re packing pills, aren’t you? you’re a pharmacist, or at least one of those brats in the factories mixing up doxylamine sachets and scraping calmurid grains out of brachiopod shells. am I right? now why would Manson Lane bring a chemist-kid on a trip over the mountains?
moondirt – good morning throat. ile, are you all right?
ile – it was you mixed that fucking poison, you little prick. you’re going to die. this body’s going right over the edge right now.
moondirt – ile! what are you doing?

ile – the Thin Man doesn’t want to be stuck to a cliff face any more! I’m going to bite us free. shall we have a little fall?
moondirt – good morning hand. ile, stop it. stop biting the ropes. good morning elbow.

ile – ile’s not biting anything. ile’s crouched in the back of his skull wetting his pants with fear.

moondirt –  Thin Man? good morning shoulder. Thin Man, please stop. let him go. what do you want?

ile – you can guess what I want.

moondirt – you don’t have to kill us. please. talk to me. come on, I can’t let you do this. good morning ribcage, good morning belly. all right, come here!

ile – let go of me! you’re coming down with us, blues-singer witch! we’re all going to take a nice tumble off this edge here!

moondirt – leave him alone! go back to hell!

ile – here we go! are you two ready? let’s all jump and smash ourselves wide open on the rocks! can you dig it?
moondirt grabs ile’s pocket and squeezes it.

moondirt – let go of him.

ile – ah! that’s my scalp you’re crushing!

moondirt – get out of him.

ile – you’re all dead for this.

moondirt – all right then, let’s try this.
moondirt begins to punch ile’s pocket. ile comes to with a start. his eyes open, his voice returns to normal.

ile – moondirt? please stop punching me.

moondirt – is he gone?

ile – I think. I don’t know.
moondirt – you psychopath. you’ve bitten almost all the way through this rope.
ile – I’ve bitten?

moondirt – feel this.

ile – this is – oh shit.

moondirt – this is the rope that’s going to take my weight if I slip! you fucking idiot, why did you have to turn into some kind of self-destructive monster when I’m depending on you?

ile – he’s really angry with us. he was wriggling all through the front of my brain.

moondirt – are you supported? I’ve got to put my arms around you. you need to take my weight, can you do that? he’s going to come back. he’s going to come back and take you or me. listen, we’re going to have to get over this ice-field.

ile – there’s no moon.

moondirt – doesn’t matter. he’s got a fix on us where we are. that scalp’s like an antenna and he’s tuning in to us. get a hold of this rope, I’m going to start unscrewing this harness.

ile – I can’t grip it properly, my hand’s too numb.

moondirt – I know, me too. hold it. hold it tight.

ile – how can you even see what you’re doing? moondirt you can’t see-
moondirt coughs.

moondirt – ile we don’t have many more chances. we get over that ice-field and on the other side of this ridge tonight or we’re just going to wait for the Thin Man or the noise army to come back and eat us from the inside out. what do you want to do?
ile - I can’t feel my fingers. it’s frostbite. I can see my fingertips turning black.

moondirt - step out of this harness. okay, now you keep a grip or we’re both going over the edge.

ile – we get home we’re going to be famous.

moondirt – they’re going to make a movie out of us.

ile – they can call it “Ile And Moondirt And The Quest For The Thin Man’s Scalp.”

moondirt – just call it “The Quest.”

ile – that’s too generic. call it “The Scalp Quest.”

moondirt – that’s just stupid.

ile – sadly true.

moondirt – how about “Scalp of the Thin Man?”

ile – that’s superb.

moondirt coughs into her hand.

moondirt – what is this in my mouth?

ile – what is that?

moondirt – I’ve got something caught in the back of my throat. ile, I’ve got one screw left – you’re going to go first. can you get your pack on to your back?

ile – I don’t know if I can hold an ice-axe.

moondirt – well, try. come on, the moon will be up any second. just get on the ice-field and keep hacking.

moondirt coughs into his chest.

ile – what is that? that’s hair.

moondirt – it’s like a hairball.

ile – that’s my hair. those are my hairs you’re coughing up. how did they get in your mouth?

moondirt – I don’t know. 

ile – they were blowing down the mountain. what the hell are they doing in your mouth?

moondirt – well let’s take a guess. I don’t think it’s a good sign. now climb.

ile – climbing.

ile starts to climb up the cliff face. he is unable to use his frostbitten hand. moondirt coughs into her hand.

moondirt – ah, shit, it’s in my mouth.

ile – I can’t see where I’m going. hang on, I can jam my hand in this crack…

moondirt – reach up to your right. right arm reach - left leg kick off ice - left leg insert in hole - right leg step up and to the right - right arm ice-axe hacks - left arm reaches to new hole – 

ile - you solid there, grandma?

moondirt – solid as candy!

ile – I foresee good times ahead! right leg scrabbles for hole - left foot slips

right arm fumbles with ice-axe – hold on, shit, I’m coming loose!

moondirt – he’s in my fucking mouth!

ile slips back down to the ledge.

ile – moondirt? moondirt – what’s that in your mouth? 
moondirt – IIII’M THE TTTTTHIN MAN!
ile – oh, shit.

moondirt – I have you. I have a hold on you so tightly. Toes. Fingers. Mouth. And I control your breath. You’re a lot easier than your friend, you are. Used to having other people inside you. Used to letting other people take control.

ile – Moondirt? Moondirt, can you hear me? Uh, hi.
moondirt – You’re the poisoner, then. Ile, right?

ile – Yeah.

moondirt - What are you doing here, Ile? Should’ve stayed in the factory and mixed up medicine. You don’t belong in the mountains.

ile – you’ve got to get out of moondirt now. I can wreck your scalp-

moondirt – Stop it! Don’t make threats or I will throw this body off the cliff. You stay calm and I’ll stay calm. Okay?

ile – Okay.

moondirt – I’m sorry I was all wired up before. It was just all very sudden. One minute I’m sitting meditating in my hut, watching the clouds cluster around the tip of Spider Mountain. Then I’m shot and poisoned and someone’s peeling the skin off my head. And then, the very next thing, I wake up inside the body of one of my killers. It was all very exciting, I got a little bit too emotional. I think I’ve got a handle on it now. 

ile – she didn’t kill you. we didn’t kill you. it was Manson Lane with the blowpipe-

moondirt – I know it was Manson. And I know that that little board-game genius planned the whole sneak attack and that the Kangaroo carried the gear all the way from Billenium. And I know that the windmill bosses back in Billenium arranged this whole assassination. I can guess all of that. And I can guess that you and Moondirt were just two little rocks caught up in a big avalanche. Right?

ile – I was just working in the assembly line measuring 2CB powder into capsules, and then there’s this guy Manson I’ve never seen before and he asked me if I wanted to do something for Billenium. Something important for the whole city. I didn’t know! 

moondirt – Course not. Just come with us on a little trip over the mountains and mix up a particular poison when we tell you to. Because you’ll be doing a great service to Billenium and the Windmill Bosses themselves will be grateful to you. Right?

ile – Yes. And because I get to leave the factory and go with Manson.

moondirt – And you fell in love with Manson Lane. Well, that’s reasonable enough. So they never mentioned the Thin Man. You came along to do your job as a pharmacist and as a citizen of Billenium, not as an assassin. I can’t blame you because you never knew what was going on. They never told you you were coming to scalp the Thin Man. Hey Ile, look at this! See how much control I have over this body? See how precise I am with her fingers? I can’t blame you, because they never mentioned the Thin Man.

silence.
moondirt – They did mention the Thin Man. 

ile – Yes.
moondirt – What did they tell you?

ile – You’re a witch. 

moondirt – I am that. What else?

ile - You used to live in the city and you worked in the windmills. Then you started turning into a man and getting hair on your body and all bad powers came into you. Then they made you have to leave Billenium before you brought all the badness into the city. The windmill bosses made you go into the mountains and stay there. But you keep on planning to come back and make everything back into gravel.

moondirt – That’s what they told you? I wanted to wreck the city of Billenium?

ile – It’s been prophecied by the windmill bosses.

moondirt – So this was a pre-emptive assassination? Kill the Thin Man before he kills us? Right. Did they tell you why you had to peel the skin off my head after you’d killed me and take it home with you? 

ile – To prove that you’re dead. 

moondirt – What’s so special about my scalp that they’ll recognise it? Answer me. What’s so special about my scalp?

ile – I don’t know.

moondirt – You don’t know. And you aren’t to blame because you were told you were doing a good deed, saving Billenium from an evil mountain-witch. You were just the poison-mixer, you can’t be blamed. But what about Moondirt? Can she be blamed?

ile – No, she didn’t know. She’s a blues singer. She was going to write a song about this whole quest and perform it back home. She never hurt you, you can’t do anything to her-

moondirt – She’s a blues singer? This voice can sing?

(sings)
I might clutch the thick black cloud



Pull it into shreds



Bind the threads of thick black cloud



Tightly round my head

That didn’t come out right. Her throat’s too cold. Are you telling me that the board-game girl and Manson Lane took this woman out of Billenium, all the way into the mountains to my hut, so she could watch them kill me and write a song about it?

ile – It was going to make us famous. Everyone would know that we saved the city... 

moondirt – Have you heard her sing?

ile – Yes.

moondirt – Do you know what happens when she sings?

ile – The people that the songs are about... She summons them and they come into her and sing through her. 

moondirt – Who do you think was going to be singing through her when she got back to Billenium? Shall we ask her? Moondirt, can you hear me? Come here, come forward, just relax... That’s right. Now speak.


Please get out.

ile – Moondirt?

moondirt – Please get out of me. I’m sorry. You’ve got to get out of my body, please.

ile – Are you all right? Moondirt, can you push him out?

moondirt – Moondirt! We had a question for you, about your role in this mission. Ile thinks you’re here to write a song about the brave Billenium heroes who crossed the mountains to kill a witch. Is that the case?


...I just... I can’t think right-


Answer! Or I twist your brain around inside you! Why did you come?


...When we get back... I’m supposed to carry the Thin Man – and the windmill bosses are going to learn how – I mean, I’m going to channel the Thin Man, and the windmill bosses can talk to him and learn how to do mountain magic...

ile – What about the song you’re writing?

moondirt – Ile, it’s bad in here. He’s in here with me and he’s hurting me- Shit my mouth! My... my...


...my... mouth. My mouth. Did you get that, Ile? When you get back to Billenium, Moondirt’s going to raise my spirit and the windmill bosses are going to force me to teach them all my tricks. 

ile – They don’t want you there. They chased you away. 

moondirt – I walked away from Billenium of my own free will. No-one ever chased me, except Manson Lane, asking me to come back and serve the windmill bosses with him. I wanted to be alone and learn what I needed to learn without the city breathing down my neck.

ile – Manson said you tried to bring down bad powers to drive the whole city insane.

moondirt – Why would I want to hurt Billenium? That city has nothing to offer me. A whole city edited together out of black and white movie footage. Everything flickers and nothing stays stuck. Just a few factories and windmills and five thousand starving people slaving for the tyrants in the windmills. I was fifteen and I could see that much. But I never tried to destroy it, I just wanted to get away. 

ile – it’s been prophecied that you’ll try to destroy Billenium.

moondirt – Well I will now. Of course I will now. You came and shot me in the back of the neck and tore the skin off the top of my head! Of course I’m going to destroy Billenium now!

ile – hey listen, I’m sure you can kill me. I’m sure you can finish off me and moondirt. but if you think you can mess with Billenium-

moondirt – Billenium is screwed! blood in the streets in the town of Billenium! blood stains the roads and the palm trees of Billenium! bloody red sun on Billenium’s bloody ruins! yes! I will tear down your windmills, your pharmacies, your power plants! I will see darkness cover the eyes of every man woman child in the doomed city of Billenium! now how could you possibly think that I wouldn’t destroy you?

ile – because you’re dead. how do you get to Billenium on your dead legs?

moondirt – moondirt will take me.

ile – she won’t.

moondirt – it’s easy! I walk moondirt’s legs right over the mountains all the way into Billenium and say hey! hi! I got the Thin Man’s scalp! and all the city men and the city women and the city children gather round and say hey! hooray! we got the Thin Man! we’re proud of ourselves. and then, and then, right at that moment, the mountains knock at the doors of the city.

ile – not going to happen.

moondirt – you think I can’t roll the mountains right over the city? how sick in the head can you be?

ile – you think I won’t kill moondirt first?

moondirt – let go of me.

ile – I’ll let go of you.

moondirt – no hold me! don’t drop me! you’re going to drop your friend off this cliff face?

ile – yes I will. to save a whole city – I’ll drop her. bye moondirt – it’s been nice, but all good things – you going to get out of her body?

moondirt – no. drop her if you want. kill her. I’m not leaving.

ile holds moondirt over the edge.

moondirt – ile? ile? can you let me go now?

ile – moondirt?

moondirt – yeah, it’s me. can you put me back on the ledge, please?

ile – he’s going to use you to destroy the city, you realise that?

moondirt – every one of our options has been cut off one by one and now we’re past desperate. we have one move left to us.

ile – what moves?

moondirt – there’s only one item left in moondirt’s bag of tricks and there’s only one card left in moondirt’s hand and ile there is only one thing left for us to do. ssss…

ile – ssss…?

moondirt – surrender.

ile – what?

moondirt – HERE YOU GO! TAKE IT! TAKE YOUR FUCKING SCALP BACK!

ile – what are you doing? what did you just throw?

moondirt – it’s gone. no more scalp. we’ve failed.

ile – moondirt the scalp’s in my pocket. it’s been in my pocket the whole time.

moondirt – what did I just throw?

ile – nothing.
moondirt – there was a time when I was carrying the scalp.

ile – I’ve always had it. since the board-game girl gave it to me. it hasn’t left my pocket.

moondirt – I know. but there was a time when I’d always had it. the board-game girl gave it to me and it never left my pocket.

ile – yes. I remember that.

moondirt – but still it’s in your pocket.

ile – yes.

moondirt – whenever it wants to be. and then it’s back in mine to take me over. ile I’m sorry. I think you were right. I don’t think we should have stopped climbing.

ile – am I a slut?

moondirt – well

ile – I don’t mean to freak out I’m just concerned that you’ll think less of me after what happened on the lake. i am really worried moondirt. do you like me less now that we have kind of done it? 

moondirt – you are a good lay. I’ll give you that.

ile – same to you.

moondirt – the problem is your personality. I really try and keep away from emotional head-freaks like you.

ile – and you’re always let down by your need to scrape your pussy against something hard something quivering something FLY!

moondirt – no part of ile is worth the trouble of moondirt to fuck!

ile – then never fuck on me!

moondirt – it is the wind in the mountains, Ile, and it is the wind in the south american mountains, and it is late at night in the slut slut wet mountain crevices, and my horn is horning me with the lust of a motherfucker!

ile – we got such a good vibe, moondirt. it’s no wonder we survived the longest. Look, the moon’s come up.

moondirt – AAARGH! GODDAMN YOU!
ile – moondirt? there’s something moving in your mouth!

moondirt – see how precisely I can move these fingers? see how precisely I can manipulate this girl? watch this! goodnight shoulder!

moondirt strikes ile’s shoulder. his arm instantly falls limp.

moondirt – these blues singer tricks I can play with! here again! goodnight knee!

moondirt strikes ile’s knee. he crumples to the ground.

ile – leave her alone! take me! get out of her body!

moondirt – I can’t use your body, ile. your hand is frozen solid. you’re not climbing any ice-field, no matter what the circumstances.

ile – you’re going to leave me here?

moondirt – no. I’m going to summon the Noise Army. you’ll be with your friends again. Manson’s in there, and the board-game girl. can’t wait to see you again, I’m sure. ARMY! COME AND FEAST!
moondirt begins to climb.

moondirt – remember this, ile. I hope this lesson doesn’t come to late to be of use to you: don’t get caught up in matters you don’t understand. don’t follow leaders. goodbye.
ile – at least let her say goodbye. at least let her say goodbye. at least let her say goodbye.
moondirt climbs out of view. ile sits and waits.

after a few seconds, a noise is audible. it gradually grows in volume as it gets closer. ile sits and waits for it to arrive.

black out. the noise grows louder still. 
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