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The audience rises for the queen.  Standing ovations, flowers – oh, Lord, no.  What 
did I do to deserve this?  Oh, but I love it.  I love my public.  And most of all, I love 
myself.  Who could do this job as well as I do?  No one!  I smile, wave at the 
audience and add the rest in my mind.  The red velvet curtains are drawn.  That was 
it!  I stand in the dark; beyond the curtain, the applause thunders on.  My smile, 
though, has faded.  I look around.  The stage crew swarms all around me.  They 
want to clear the stage as fast as they can and get off work.  I can understand that.  I 
feel the same way.  
“Miss Glory Lie!  You brought the house down again.  It's a sensation!  Are you 
coming?  We're having a coke party in Lorenzo's office.”  
She eyes me impatiently.  
“Nah, darling.  I've had it for tonight.  Maybe another time.”  
“As you wish – if you've got something better to do.”  
She's visibly annoyed.   Lorenzo and his coke parties.  They'll be the death of me 
yet.  My ego's much too big already.  Where would it end up?  Anne winks at me and 
turns abruptly.  That's how caring we can be with one another – at least when we 
consume narcotics together.  Everything else is kept within bounds.  It's not like we 
need any extra effort.  I kiss another seven people on the cheek, five of whose 
names I've forgotten, and run off to the dressing room.  I'm constantly surrounded by 
people, day and night.  How am I supposed to remember all their names?  I need a 
break – a chance to unwind a little, maybe a weekend relaxing in some little 
backwater, far away from Berlin.  No, I probably wouldn't survive that.  I press up 
against the door with the biggest star on it and roll my eyes.  Not again!  Simon's 
having sex with Emma.   Emma's got a dildo in hand that reminds me of a light 
saber.  And there's someone else whose name I don't know, wearing nothing but a 
red bow-tie around his neck – cute enough to eat.  Olivia notices me.  Benjamin 
circles around me.  I can hardly concentrate any more.  

 



“Hey, Kate!  There you are.  We've been waiting for you the whole time.”  
Oh, how I love my work.  
“Guys!  Thanks for the lovely invitation, but I'll pass.  I just don't feel like it today.”  
They look at me in horror.  Benjamin puts on a grimace, and now, he looks like a 
bonobo ready to pounce on me.  I'd better make a run for it.  I take a step into the 
dressing room, grab my bag and worm my way adeptly past those kilos of muscles. 
Whoa!  Just let anyone say I'm not agile.  As if!  I run down the hall to the door to the 
vast exit door, push myself against it, and I'm out.  
“Hallelujah!” 
The air in there could knock you over.  But life is no bed of roses - even if we all try 
to make ourselves believe it is.  So, what's going on with me?  I take my mobile out 
of my bag and check my messages.  I have 99+.  Most of them are from chat groups 
having to do with this or that event.  I stopped keeping up with them long ago.  I 
glance over my social life and realize that I just don't feel like it.  I don't want to see 
anyone – just my two sweet roomies, and they're action enough for me.  I hail the 
next best cab and get in.  The taxi driver's eyebrows connect.  He stares at me with a 
puzzled look.  He's having trouble nailing me down with his tiny brain.  These yokels! 
Probably never seen anything as beautiful as me.  Incredible that, even in Berlin, 
people can be so backwards.  
“Where to?”  
Pretty gruff tone from this guy.  
“Just down to Monbijou Park – next to the streetcar stop.  
And off we go.  Outside, it's starting to rain.  As always, the weather's a blessing in 
this city.  You get used to it.  The colored lights blur together.  It's Friday night, 11:27 
p.m.  The streets are filling with people.  Now, you don't notice the winos as much, 
because everybody's drinking.  Bottles are everywhere.  It's a bonanza for all the 
deposit bottle scavengers.  There's lots of noise.  People are bounding across the 
street.  My taxi driver loses his cool, honks like a maniac and rants in some other 
language to himself.  I couldn't care less.  Something vibrates in my bag.  I react fast 
as lightning.  It's Beatrix.   I'm sure they're wondering why I took off so quickly.  It's 
just too much for me.  I power off the mobile and toss it back in the bag.  Oh, man! 
How these looks get on my nerves!  
“Have I got something on my face?  Or why are you staring at me the whole time like 
some ol' biddy?” 
He looks straight ahead and steps on the gas.  Jerk!  Even in the taxi, you feel like 
some kind of alien.  As if the subway weren't bad enough.  
We're almost there.  One more block.  Made it.  The meter says eighteen euros.  I 
root through my pocketbook and disgustedly pick out all my five-euro bills.  
“Keep the change.”  
Actually, he didn't deserve it.  But at least I got rid of those fivers.  It drives me nuts 
just thinking about how many noses those bills have already been in: little ones, big 
ones, hooked ones, pointy ones, stubby ones, flat ones – just all kinds of noses.  He 

 



thanks me, but in his eyes, I can see that he hates me.  That's what you call 
discrimination.  I grab my bag, climb out of the car and slam the door just as hard as 
I can.  It wobbles.  He yells, I laugh.  
I hope all the run-ins with all these wackos haven't conditioned me to leap to 
conclusions too quickly.  And what if they did?  You don't have to be open to 
everybody.  Suddenly, two bike riders zip past me.  On a reflex, I swing my bag 
around me.  I hit one of the two in the back.  He starts wobbling and falls over the 
handlebars and smashes with full force into a garbage can.  He doesn't move.  “My 
nose!  My nose!”  
I review his trajectory in my mind's eye, and the whole thing suddenly strikes me as 
incredibly funny.  I can't control myself and burst out laughing.  
“That was something for the Olympics!  Fantastic!”  
I have to sweep the high-heels off my feet, or I'll go down, too.  It's a riot!  He tosses 
a couple of choice words in my direction, but my laughter drowns everything out.  I'm 
so sorry.  I try to hold my mouth shut.  I laugh so hard, tears run down my cheeks.  
“Oh, no!”  
Piece by piece, he picks himself up again, grabs his bicycle, shakes his head and 
rides on.  I wipe my face dry.  I hope my make-up isn't smeared.  After all, it's Friday 
evening – who knows what else will happen?  I trudge barefoot up the creaking 
staircase and ring the bell.  After a few days of sharing an apartment with those two 
slobs, I got into this habit pretty quickly.  It's a kind of signal that I'll be coming in right 
away – a way to protect myself from the very worst of scenarios.  I turn the golden 
key and enter the apartment.  
“Shit!”  
“What's happened here?”  
I toss my shoes to one side.  They disappear in the smoke.  I'm going to lose my 
mind.  I steady myself against the wall and grope my way down the hall.  The kitchen 
is glowing with a red light.  Is it a fire?  I stick my head cautiously in through the door. 
“What the hell, Sebastião!”  
He doesn't budge an inch.  He must be totally wasted yet again.  
“Sebastião!”  
No reaction.  He's standing on the kitchen table, above him a red lamp.  Who knows 
where that came from?  Right over his head.  His face is glowing red, as well.  His 
eyes are closed.  Toilet paper is wrapped around his body.  I leave the kitchen, 
thinking out loud, “there's someone else here, besides.”  
I open the door to my room.  No one there.  I run to the next door.  
“Fabio!”  
He jumps.  I cough.  He stares at me with great big eyes.  Music or some such thing 
drones from his speakers – drumming, in any case.  
“You're whacked out!”  
“Yeah.”  
He smiles this cagey smile.  

 



“What's that you've got in your hair?”  
He feels around the top of his head and shakes himself.  He must have a good fifty 
incense sticks wedged into his headband.  
“Have you lost your mind?”  
I leap towards him – throw myself in his direction.  He dodges me.  I fall against the 
table.  One leg breaks, and everything slides off.  I lose my temper.  
“You little...”  
He runs out of the room with me right behind.  I catch all the smoke in my throat – 
hold my hand in front of my face.  
“I don't believe this!”  
I enter the kitchen.  He's hiding behind Sebastião, who remains standing under the 
red light like a mummy.  
“I've had enough!”  
I yank open the cabinet, throw all the condiments on the floor and pull out the 
mini-revolver.  I take the safety off and point the gun straight up.  
I shout, “Stop!”  
And fire three shots into the ceiling.  Sebastião has snapped out of his coma.  Both 
stare at me in horror.  I gasp for air.  The plaster from the ceiling lands on our heads. 
They're back.  We all regard each other with wide eyes.  
“Kate, what are you doing with a gun in your hand?”  
“I told you she was violent!”  
“You can all just suck my...”  
“And what are we doing up here on the kitchen table anyway?  And what have you 
got there?  Are those incense sticks?”  He pulls one out of Fabio's hair.  
“People, I realize you're crazy.  And that's one thing I really like about you.  But aren't 
your little games with acid starting to get out of hand?  I mean, come on!  This has 
been going on a whole month now.  You don't even come down for a day, and you 
keep slipping each other tabs in secret.  Is this Sebastião and Fabio in Wonderland, 
or what?”  
They steal glances at one another and grin.  I heave a sigh.  They kiss each other 
and start laughing.  
“Very funny.  And I thought our apartment was burning down!”  
“Oh, don't exaggerate.”  
“Well, just look around.”  
He rolls his eyes.  I shake my head.  The place is a crazy house.  I open the window 
to let some air in.  
“Fresh air – would do you a little good, too.”  
“Now don't start that with us again.”  
“Yeah, well, I never have understood how you could hit the employment exchange 
on LSD.  That was just totally ridiculous.”  
Sebastião looks at Fabio in surprise.  
“Oh, yeah?  Really?  You were at the employment exchange on LSD?  You never 

 



did tell me.”  
“You slipped two drops of acid into his orange juice that morning.”  
He laughs.  
“That's true.  But I didn't know he went to the employment exchange afterwards. 
This story keeps getting better.  Tell us: how was it?”  
“Pretty touch-and-go.  I was already watching you, but the orange juice in the 
morning – I never would've expected it.  I was straight, and all at once I was high – 
just like that.  What fun!”  
He sneezes.  The smoke all around him swirls through the air.  There's a burning 
smell.  
“Alright.  I was on the train, hoping the ticket checkers wouldn't show up, because I 
didn't have a ticket.  Everything was as usual: completely overcrowded, and I was 
high as a kite.  Felt a bit claustrophobic.  Everybody was squeezed in together, and 
nobody said a word.  It was a pretty oppressive feeling.  That and having to worry 
that every guy with a beltbag might be a ticket checker.  Really annoying.  I got off 
four times, because I thought they were coming.  I was scared shitless.  I felt like I 
was running from a monster.  And all the looks all around me.  OK, I think I was 
probably staring at them, looking pretty weird with my dilated pupils.”  
Fabio jumps up and yells “Damn it!”  
We flinch.  He's torn the headband off his hair and thrown the incense sticks on the 
kitchen floor.  The embers go flying every which way.  I take a leap back, trying to 
save myself.  Sebastião dreamily takes in the light show.  
“Isn't it beautiful...”  
I could just kill them.  
“My hair's burning off!”  
“It's your own fault.  Who does stuff like that?”  
“Yeah, yeah.  Tell me, can you see anything up there?”  
He turns around and shows us the back of his head.  Oh, no.  An enormous bald 
spot.  If I tell him… 
“Naah, everything's fine.  Don't worry, you look just as pretty as ever.”  
He turns around and smiles.  
“Keep talking.”  
“Well, I got to the employment exchange – much too late, of course.  And then, with 
all these people around me.  You can just imagine the kind of conversations they've 
got going there.”  
He shakes his head.  
“That was too much for me.  Problems on top of problems on top of problems and 
about their problem children.  It wasn't 'til they finally called me in that I realized I was 
sitting on the floor.  For some reason, I was meditating.  Yeah, really!  Right in the 
middle of the employment exchange's waiting room.  I've never meditated before. 
You should've seen the looks people gave me.  But the best is yet to come. 
Eventually, I went to see my caseworker, Ms. Topf, who looks just like a pot, and 

 



that's when it hit me full force.  I acted like I could still read, but I was drawing instead 
of writing, and holding a really energetic speech about how a country like Germany 
shouldn't just be paying out unemployment benefits but distributing love, as well. 
Then, still in such a state of euphoria from my speech, I didn't sign my own name but 
wrote Gandhi and put a heart after it.  All of a sudden, a deep mistrust of Ms. Topf 
started to take shape inside me.  It was just that she knew too much.  I thought that 
was creepy.  A dancing plant started growing out of her pot-shaped head – a 
dancing, carnivorous plant.  I got scared.  She kept asking me what was wrong with 
me.  I just shook my head and didn't take my eye off that plant.  At some point, I 
noticed it was communicating with the other plants in the room.  And then a 
comforting thought occurred to me: maybe it knew the plants in our apartment, as 
well.  They were all sharing information with each other!  Yes, they knew everything! 
At this realization, I cried out and started hysterically rubbing my chest.  
Ms. Topf folded her arms and leaned back: “You ought to get yourself 
psychologically tested.”  
I looked at her in horror.  I looked around.  Everybody was staring at me.  And, you 
know that special look an official from Berlin comes out with?  That disgusted and 
completely condescending expression?  I felt like the biggest idiot in the world.  On 
the way home, it really hit me what all had happened.  Anyway, now I've got an 
appointment with a psychologist.”  
He hangs his head sadly.  That reveals the bald spot at the back again.  
Sebastião and I can hardly control ourselves – we're laughing so hard.  Fabio leaves 
the kitchen with his shoulders drooping.  
Sebastião and I give one another a questioning look.  Do we even have any plants in 
the apartment?  
Whatever.  I'm tired.  I put the mini-revolver back in the cabinet and rub my eyes. 
“What a day.”  
“You can say that again.”  
“Not your day.”  
“Yes it was for me, too.  I had a photo shoot this morning.”  
“Oh, yeah?  What was it for?”  
“Galoshes.”  
“How much?”  
“Six hundred.”  
“That's alright.”  
“Four hours.”  
“That's OK.”  
“Yeah.”  
He scratches his head and gives me a kiss on the cheek.  
“And you, darling?  How was the show?”  
“Oh, nothing great.  I don't know what's going on with Lorenzo these days.  For some 
reason, he's not bringing any good people in any more.  I'm the one trying to keep 

 



the show together.  In the end, it all gets left up to the drag part.”  We leave the 
kitchen, walk down the hall and hear Fabio babbling to himself.  Pretty strange.  We 
peek through the door to his room and see him kneeling in front of his wardrobe, 
which is pouring forth light and weed leaves. 
“So, that's what it's about.  I've been wondering what plants you mean.  Now I 
understand.”  
“Yeah.  And I don't know how much Ms. Topf already knows.”  
I turn to Sebastião.  
“Just great.  You see what you've done?  Now he's gone batshit crazy.”  
He shrugged his shoulders.  I've had it and really just want to sleep.  I go back in the 
kitchen, toss three sleeping pills into a glass and down the stuff.  A strong woman 
needs strong medication.  I wipe my mouth dry and head to my room.  Finally!  I peel 
the dress off of me.  How much of my precious time do I waste doing this?  Oh, what 
the hell.  I slip in under the covers and count the money I have stashed in a little box 
under my bed.  I love the feel of a five-hundred-euro bill in my hand.  I chatter away 
to myself.  

In Dreamland 

Something's tickling my nose.  I scratch it.  It tickles again.  I flail around.  It tickles 
again.  I lose my temper and open my eyes wide.  
A paper streamer shoots into my face.  
“Sebastião!”  
“Happy Birthday!”  
 I'm totally out of it.  He hugs me.  
“What's going on here?”  
“Hey, it's your birthday!  We're all waiting for you in the kitchen.”  
I reach for my cell phone and look at the screen.  The fourteenth.  He's right.  My 
birthday.  
“Give me a minute.  I'll be right in.”  
“OK, but get up.  You're not getting back in bed!”  
“Yeah, yeah.”  
He leaves the room.  I slowly sit up.  Damn it.  I totally forgot.  At some point, you just 
don't want to get older any more.  I hope they know I'm turning thirty-seven, just like I 
have for the past five years.  If not, I can get pretty unpleasant.  I contemplate my 
nails.  I really should have them done again.  
“Alright.  Let's go.”  
Oh, I've still got all the cash lying on top of me.  I must've fallen asleep while I was 
counting it.  To be honest, I can hardly do it any other way.  It's the only method I can 
use to fall asleep: counting money.  And even then, it has to be a lot, so that I can 
keep counting for a long time.  One bill after the next.  And high denominations are 
the best.  

 



I sing, “My purple half-a-grands, how I love to count you and hold you in my hands.” 
I get up and sit at my vanity.  And I have to pick out the perfect dress.  
An hour and a half later.  
Outside my door, things are already getting noisy.  The downstairs neighbor's getting 
mad and banging his broom against the ceiling – unfortunately, right under my own 
room.  How I hate him!  I go to the kitchen.  A throng of people leap toward me.  I 
hardly have the time to recognize individual faces.  A thousand happy-birthday 
wishes.  I'm just about to throw up.  There's Odette, one of the toughest women I 
know.  She elegantly tosses her arms around my neck and bites my earlobe.  
“ Bon anniversaire, mon coeur. ”  
I get goose bumps.  This lady.  I'd kill for her.  She kisses me and shoves a pill into 
my mouth with her tongue.  
“ Ma nouvelle création. ”  
I swallow it down.  She looks at me with her light-brown eyes.  How I always lose 
myself in them.  She winks at me once more, and then she's elbowed away by 
others wanting to give me their best wishes.  Actually, I'd be willing just to party with 
her alone.  That would be great.  Sebastião gets the corks popping.  Everybody in 
the kitchen cheers and sings for me.  I turn red.  Even though I'm always in the 
spotlight, I always get a little bit embarrassed at birthdays like this.  Odd.  I laugh for 
everyone, even though I don't find this funny, at all.  But you learn to do this in my 
line of work.  They're done.  Now comes the alcohol.  This is what I've been waiting 
for.  At last!  First, the glass, then the contents.  We raise the toast.  All the attention 
is on me.  I direct my gaze to Odette.  She watches to see how I'm taking all this in.  
“To Kate!”  
“To Kate!”  
“Happy birthday!”  
We drink.  That hits the spot.  I look around.  They're already doing lines off the 
kitchen table as fast as they can go.  And at the window, the first cigarettes are 
already lit.  Fabio turns the music up.  Sebastião  opens up his favorite box, packed 
with any number of costumes, and pulls one onto everyone present.  It's a 
masquerade.  Animal heads, glamour.  This is how it should be.  Odette gives me a 
kiss on the cheek and brushes past me.  Fabio smiles at me and hangs golden 
garlands around my neck.  
“Careful with the hair.”  
“I know.  I've been living here with you for three years now.”  
“Well, then, we're cool.”  
He kisses me.  
“All the best, deary.”  
I smile at him. 
“Thanks.”  
He adorns the next one.  I pluck a smoke out of my purse and lean against the 
window frame.  I light it and blow the exhaust outside.  All at once, somebody shows 

 



up who I don't know.  Tired small talk.  The time passes.  I talk to all kinds of people 
– a different face every time but the same story.  I try not to lose the smile. 
Sebastião shoots off a confetti gun.  Its contents fly all around the kitchen.  I'm sure 
some of it is getting caught in my hair.  
He yells, “To life and the night!”  
We raise our glasses.  The pill is starting to work.  My body feels incredibly soft. 
Suddenly, I feel fifteen years younger.  Now, my party guests are more likable, too.  I 
pour the rest of the champagne down my throat, then a schnapps and then another 
schnapps, followed by a glass of champagne, then, taking a little break, a glass of 
water.  Everyone's going nuts.  The music's getting louder.  People are dancing – on 
the tables, on the chairs, with each other, by themselves, naked or wearing an 
animal head.  We're having fun.  “Kiss” by Prince is on.  Fabio, Sebastião and I 
dance in a circle.  They jump on top of one another and kiss.  How sweet those two 
are.  Then I see the tongue.  I press my lipstick onto their cheeks and turn around. 
Simon is standing in front of me.  He stares deep into my eyes.  It's not hard to tell 
that, once again, he's three sheets to the wind.  This is the moment he always tries 
to come onto me.  I wonder why the boys even invite him every time.  Oh, well, he's 
good-looking.  That's enough by itself.  He puts his hands around my hips.  I bet the 
whole scene looks pretty funny, because he's a head shorter than me and has to 
look up at me.  I could spit on the top of his head.  Should I do so?  He tries to kiss 
me.  I push him away.  He falls back onto the sofa and stays here, lying motionless. 
What a wuss!  Bleah!  I need another smoke.  I go to the kitchen, and Odette 
intercepts me.  
“Where are you off to?”  
Wow!  Is she hot!  The way she looks at me.  
“I wanted to go to the kitchen for a smoke.”  
She grabs hold of my hand and pulls me into my room.  
“How do you feel?”  
How DO I feel, actually?  Good question.  
“Everything's soft.  My body's relaxed, and I'm totally horny.”  
“ Bienvenue dans le monde de l'amour. ”  
“I'd been wondering where you were.”  
“ Hier bin ich, baby. ”  
She throws me onto my bed, glides up my body, kisses me, first the lips, then the 
tongue.  In no time, we're both naked.  We have sex.  We just couldn't keep our 
fingers off each other.  And the good thing about that pill is, the whole time, you feel 
like just before the climax.  It's incredible.  The door opens.  That doesn't interest us. 
Suddenly, Simon is standing next to us, babbling something with an “excuse me” in 
it.  He lands on the bed naked.  We all screw together – all night long and into the 
morning.  Gradually, the effects wear off.  I realize how wrecked I am.  I seek out a 
little corner of my bed that's still free and fall asleep. 

 


