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Lazaro

Do you think we’re all going to die?  I do.  What does it matter?  What’s the worst they could do to me? Graft my head onto a cow?  So what?  I like being milked.

He opens a baby’s coffin with a screwdriver, unscrewing it carefully.

MAria

You’re as bad as he is.

Lazaro

Worse, I daresay.  I sucked out part of my brain last night, trying to relieve the pressure.  I put a little hose into one of the holes, and sucked.  First I got a mouthful of brain-pan water.  That made me feel better.  So I got a little overzealous you know, as you do, and I sucked again and got a mouthful of offal.  Not bad actually.  Better with onions, (he has the lid off the coffin)  where did you get the baby?

MAria

One of the mausoleums.

Lazaro

Quite a child. (Takes the baby out; its hair is very long and white, its dress is lace, its teeth are those of a beast)  All these treasures buried underground.  People don’t realize, do they, what they’re walking on. (Puts the child on the altar, having molested it)  The problem is, I run out of outrages.

enter veronique, in her wedding gown.  the transformation goes on.  Her hair is copper, her skin speckled like a snake’s.  Her dress is a fantastique: a potpourri of laces, shrouds, ribbons and ropes.  Exquisite, sexual.  Her skin glints through the lace.  She has no veil however.

Lazaro

Our lady of the shrouds.

Veronique

Oh Maria, you’ve done well.

Maria

Thank you.

Veronique

We need incense.

Lazaro

I have it.

Veronique

Light the censers then.

LAzaro

Yes.  Yes.

Veronique

Where’s the bridegroom?

Maria

Getting ready for the ceremony.

Lazaro

I think he’s too old for you.  When you coupling he won’t know if he’s coming or going.

MAria

(laughs) He’s right.  You’ll have to take lovers.

Veronique

I suppose I will.

Maria

Young men.  With sweat to spare.  I’ve got a rose you know.  You look parched.

Lazaro

You need a wet man, oozing out of every pore.

Maria

Fountains.

Lazaro

Me, I could be your lover.  I’m good with virgins, especially docile virgins who died early.

Veronique

The dress is exquisite.

Lazaro

Thank you.

Veronique

But I have no veil.

LAzaro

No veil!  Ah!  I could kick myself.  In fact I will! (Kicks himself around the stage, much to Veronique and Maria’s amusement; he is basking in their attention)  I’m an idiot!  I’m a brainless cretin!  No veil!  Ah!  No veil! (goes into the baby’s coffin, throwing out dead flowers, and hauls out a length of lacy shroud)  What about this?  Hand-sewn.

Veronique

Let me see.  Yes, that’s beautiful.

Lazaro

It smells of children.

Veronique

Why not?  So do I.

LAzaro and Maria Fuss around the bride, putting the veil on her head, arranging her dress and train.

Lazaro

(Giving her flowers; fantastic blossoms made of human tissue with eyeballs at their centers)  There!  There!  Are those gross enough for you?

Veronique

Perfect.

Lazaro

Let me take a photograph.

Veronique

Maria.

Maria

Lady?

Veronique

Did Cockatoo come home?

Maria

No.

Veronique

No message?

Maria

Nothing.  He was ill.  He shouldn’t have been let loose.

Veronique

Was it a trick then?  Your talk of the Salamander?

Maria

I heard nothing more.

Veronique

Did you say it to hurt me?  Is that it?  Because I’m getting a husband and you’re going to fret on with an ache between your legs?  Jealousy was it?

LAzaro

Ladies.  Ladies.  Let me shoot the blushing bride (Photographs Veronique)  Beautiful.  Beautiful.  One more.

A banging on the door.

LAzaro

The Cardinal.

Veronique

He’s here.

Maria

At last.

Lazaro

I’ll fetch him.

Vronique

Do that.

Lazaro

Don’t forget me, lady.  Brides have wishes granted.  Pray I understand soon.

Veronique

Understand what?

Lazaro

What the hell it’s all about, eh?

exit lazaro.
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