WALCHAK:

What’s the point?  

What did oxygen ever do for me?  

What kind of favor is gravity?

Chaining me to this dirty tennis ball earth.  Every lousy, goddamn, miserable, stinking soul on this rotten filthy planet shares the same predictable, boring, BORING set of bullshit desires and petty opinions

Strung together by selective memory and chicken-scratch alphabets of unreason, invented by retards who lived in shit.

There’s no fucking justice in this toilet-bowl nation.

No fucking sincerity in this dreary, liquor-blooded, frozen dog-shit city.

If there was any justice this disgusting, ash-tray train would provide me with two bottles of vodka, two beautiful nurses to massage the knots out of my shoulders with their tits, and a fucking butler who was raised FROM BIRTH to compliment and flatter me.

Seriously, is God jealous of me?  
Was I put on this earth to be profoundly disappointed?  What pleasures am I allowed?  What malignant tumor of discontent and malaise infects my every gesture, every thought, every dream.  When do I get to smile?

I’d kill for a little senility.

A little Alzheimers.

If it were contagious I would roll in nursing home waste

I’d wear used bed-sheets under my clothes.  

I’d lick a hundred liver spots if the poison would invade my memory and carve out this biological boredom, FINALLY.  PLEASE!  

BALLBOY:
It’s the early bird!

(BALLBOY gets balls from offstage and makes a little pyramid out them.)

Pyramid complete!

Match time!  This is when things get serious.  

No more stalling.  

No lolly-gaggin’ and draggin’ your feet.

I said dragon!

That’s a majestic beast.

This is where you show your stuff.

Like a peacock.

Remember winning isn’t everything.

A good attitude counts for a lot.

Some people play to win and some play for kicks.

What do you play for?

Hands for winning. (He counts.)
Hands for kicks. (He counts.)
KICKS WINS, YIPEE!  Me too.

I’m the Ballboy.

I carry a heavy burden.

But it’s invisible, in my head.

I am going to watch closely.

So no foot faults, no netballs, and no low punches -- that’s from boxing.
HINCZ:

What a miserable shit-show this is.

Look at her!

Puddles remain where deep lakes once thrived.

Anorexic trees stripped by permanent winter.

This piss-stained train barrels through her weary body like a cancer.

Myslotch! I'm coming.

Sky over soil, soil over sky, I am digging, fingers in between the ribs.

Look at my wrists, torn by sharp rock and bone.

And there is no gin in this bottle!

What kind of a story will my body tell me today?

Will my lower intestine obey ancient, animal patterns of quick painless release; will it cooperate with the moon and sing lullabies into the soil?

Will my saliva flow into a fairer pond, mingle and transmutate?

Will it romance me a son, or a daughter, one who will learn my lessons and weep at my grave?

Will my special pus embark upon an odyssey to the center of creation? 

Or will it spray on the ground and give birth to tragedy?

The heart is a funny plant isn't it?

Who knows how to care for it?

Cuculus non facit Manocum, that is to say, “The evil within mirrors the evil without.”
Nobody understands my work.

HENRY:

I’m mad?  I’m mad?  You don’t remember anything.  You don’t have any idea what I’ve seen.  I need to remind you.

FRANCIS!  FRANCIS!  FRANCIS!  One for every hour in his damp prison.  FRANCIS!  Always to remind me of your charade of suffering.  FRANCIS.  The cries of an actor, shouting in the evening to a crowd of heavy lids.  You can’t move our hearts so you disturb our sleep!  

FRANCIS!  Get used to it Mr. Hincz.  FRANCIS.  How worthless I was in contrast to your departed son.  FRANCIS.  I want you to hear it!  Better still:  MAYA!  MAYA!  How does it feel to be infected with someone else’s longing?  MAYA?  Does it dig grooves in your mind?  MAYA?  Do you see how stupid it sounds, when someone calls for things they can’t have?

