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“THE LINGERER” – “LA NOSTÁLGICA”
DIALOG TRANSCRIPTION
THE SWEEPER
Another one. Lingerer,

Come, it's time.

There is nothing here for you.

PANINA
No. Please.

THE SWEEPER
Lingerer, I've work to do.

You exhaust me at the waking hour.

I cannot make exceptions for you.

Go.

PANINA
No, I won't.
THE SWEEPER
I've seen you before. Waiting here

hoping, holding your breath, the cheers

Of spectators still echoing.

And I've seen those cheeks before,

Flushed, alive. How I've wanted more—

to touch them. To feel her pulse on my lips.

I am a fool. A Sweeper of Dreams.

But look, these halls are empty now.

The sun is born

I've work to do

Dreams to burn.

And you to burn from these visions now.

PANINA
Six months, he has been gone from me.

Six months since he flew.

And here I'll stay, where we cheer,

Where his face is bright,

Where we meet each night.

THE SWEEPER
Lingerer, there are dreams and there is death

Lingerer, you cannot have the two.

It will not do.

PANINA
Please, please. I beg of you,

Do not wake me from this sleep.

Don't sweep away his singsong voice,

The smell of his skin, his palm on my cheek.

He's happy here, and I am, too.

Let the living world rust,

But do not burn my son to dust.

THE SWEEPER
This is no world for you.

The boy is gone.
PANINA
My boy is here.
THE SWEEPER
There is only madness dear

If you choose to stay.

I've seen the sturdiest men

crumple under savage screams.

You cannot live in the wreckage

of your dreams.

Come, boy.
PANINA
Take me, too!

	THE SWEEPER
	PANINA

	She comes to me each night. Standing here

Waiting, holding her breath,

The crowd, the cheers,

lifting her on a cloud…


	He comes to me each night. Standing here

Living, 

The crowd, the cheers,…




	
	lifting him on a breeze…



	To serenity. I'm not allowed...


	

	
	But heaven can't have him, he's here with me.



	And to see her cheeks, flushed, alive.

How I've wanted to

hold them…


	And to see his cheeks, flushed, alive.

How I've wanted to take them.



	To feel her pulse upon my lips.


	

	My ashen lips turn golden…


	To feel his pulse upon my lips,



	I am a fool, a Sweeper of Dreams.


	My mourning soul awaken.



	
	I am a mother, without her son.




PANINA
But look, these halls are empty in the sun.

THE SWEEPER
I've work to do, for you, I swear.

Back to the breathing, the waking air.

Back to your living child who waits.

I sweep so you can come again, come renewed.

These dreams I burn for you.

