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A Monologue of the Screen After the Movie

I am the screen at the front of the hall,

white and big, like a quiet lake.

This afternoon, a white whale swam through my lake,
and a glowing coral reef floated past.

The bell of the ending rings, ding-ling-ling,

the projector closes its one bright eye,

the lights rise up, one by one,

and on my lake, the story goes out with the tide.
Wait, wait, let me put things away slowly,

white whale, go back and fold into my left side,
butterfly, rest in the folds on my right,

and the little hero holding the flag,

hide in the deepest layer right in my middle.

The children stand up, row by row,

some rub their eyes, some keep looking back,

Ends
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a little girl rises on her toes,

wanting to whisper goodbye to me.

Of course I will answer her,

only my goodbye has to wait until tomorrow,

until the projector opens its eye again,

until the lights go out and the drums start again.
The chairs are empty, the popcorn crumbs sparkle,
like little stars left on the bottom of my lake,
the cleaning broom walks past, swish swish,
sweeping the laughter into the dustpan.

I look out through the glass of the door,
watching them walk into the evening street,

the street lamps light up, one by one,

that is their road home.

That little boy who rubbed his eyes,

is stepping forward on the shadows of the lamps,

he does not know that his white whale

is hidden here with me, waiting for him to come back.

That little girl on her toes,

looked back at me once at the door,

I heard her goodbye,

and I pressed it into my topmost layer.

Mom holds a hand, Dad carries the bag,
chattering all along the road home,

they tell the white whale to the street lamps,
and the lamps listen, blinking brighter.

The wind carries their voices back to me,

www. vv99. net



to me, the quiet listener,

I keep every word safe,

folding them neat, pressing them flat, putting them away.
The hall is empty, one light still on,

I am white, like a bed before sleep,

the white whale breathes softly on my left,

the butterfly dreams on my right.

The cleaning aunt turns off the big lights,

and leaves one small working lamp,

like keeping a tiny star for the stories,

so they will not be afraid at night.

I also give a big yawn,

shake my four corners, and stand straight,
tomorrow at half past three,

when the bell rings, I will light up again.

Then, when the lights go out and the drums begin,
the white whale will swim out first,

it remembers the boy who rubbed his eyes,

and he will remember, on the road home,

the street lamps kept a dream safe for him.
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