ELIZABETH 
sensual, musical, bit of a space cadet.



NATASHA Intellectual, snobby, effete.
Natasha is chopping a tomato.

Elizabeth is sitting by the window.

Natasha:

You remember Sally, that slip of a girl in swaddling clothes we rescued that one night in Pittsburgh with the police and the sirens and the wailing city and your eyes that were dilated like black holes, around 2am it was, I think.

We went into the subway and there were men there gambling with cards and dollar coins, a hundred or more shiny, fake-gold Sacagaweas gleaming in neon and dim fluorescents.

You remember what you said to me.

Elizabeth seems to be ignoring her.   Natasha, unperturbed, chopping, continues:

You said: “It wasn’t her, anyway.   She wasn’t the one.  She wasn’t you.”  Of course, it was the drugs talking, but after we cleaned her up and you wouldn’t stop staring at her I wondered whether there were truth in what you said, or a half-truth, a dreaming truth that slips up on you and insists on its right to exist, truth that is a penalty, a void, a paradox of the spaces between people.  Which is, as they say, where life beings, in the empty places.

Natasha:

Are you still chopping those tomatoes?

Elizabeth:

What if I am?

Natasha:

I could have killed you so easy.  I could have brought you into the interiority of dying like a lover into a warm bed.  I wanted to.

Elizabeth smiles.

Natasha comes closer to Elizabeth, who has stopped chopping but is fondling the edge of the knife in her hand.

Natasha leans into Elizabeth to kiss her neck, whispering:

“Wouldn’t it have been easy to surrender back then, fascists and surrealists and nihilists all crying out for blood, the government’s , each others?   That bowling alley with the beer from decades old bins, chilled for 20 minutes, and then poured into wooden cups like the 15th century and crawling with fat bearded men of obscure motorcycle clubs, it was what we should have been doing, we should have been nurturing them.”

Natasha is unbuttoning Elizabeth’s blouse.  She takes off the blouse, still talking, kissing Elizabeth’s neck, softly, occasionally.

Natasha:

“When I fucked you in the back of that place, God knows, the time of my life, I wanted to remove you from the sidewalks of Pittsburgh, and Pennsylvania, and the 21st century, I wanted to throw you into a bowl I could make with my hands out of cold sand, and never let you get one day older.”

Natasha:

“Would you have let me love you, even then?  Would you have held on?  Would you have cared, even if I’d been someone else, someone else for you to rescue with firm tits and ass and a smile that could melt thighs and break bones?”

Elizabeth swiftly pushes Natasha against the edge of the counter, putting her weight against her, her breasts pushing against Natasha’s, as she playfully slides the dull edge of  her knife along the side of Natasha’s cheek.

Elizabeth:

Do you think we have enough tomatoes?

CUT TO:

Natasha is running through the bushes, with a torn t-shirt on, mascara streaked, making little whimpering cries.

A moment later, Elizabeth is running after her, wearing a crazed grin.

CUT TO:

Back in the kitchen, night now.

They are both wearing evening dresses.

They both sign a document, and then clink glasses.

Natasha sips.

Elizabeth:

“Drink all of it.”

Elizabeth drains her glass, Natasha follows suit.

Elizabeth:

“I want your mouth on me.”

CUT TO:

Natasha ducking under a branch, Elizabeth is close pursuit, who we see now is still holding her knife.

CUT TO:

Natasha straddles Elizabeth on the couch, slipping Elizabeth’s dress off her shoulders.  She cups Elizabeth’s breast, staring into her eyes.

Natasha:

I think our love went back there to Pittsburgh, after we left.

She wets her fingers, and rolls Elizabeth’s nipple between her fingers.  Elizabeth squeezes her eyes shut momentarily, gasps.
Natasha:

I think I wanted it there, actually, someplace distant where I could look at it, not close, like I’m looking at you, but far enough to appreciate it in its outlines, without having to taste it, or swallow it, or smile even, to say that it existed.
They kiss, hotly.

Elizabeth:
If you had been dead you could have held me forever.   You could have held me forever.  In your arms, in your arms, you could have held me forever.  And when I woke up I would have been part of you, your left arm, perhaps, a reminder for when you closed the driver’s side door, or hoisted that extra loud of laundry, and juggled your keys and your soda and the grocery bags, I would have been there for you to hold against my lips in the evening like a lost and dying breath, already passed on, already forgotten, already a remnant of that other self I met on the street.

Natasha grips Elizabeth’s face in her hands, squeezing her cheeks, forcing her lips out into a pouty shape.  She leans in as though biting the edge of a piece of pie, and sucks on Elizabeth’s lower lip.

