PUSHING UP DAISIES




One side of a two-sided puppet named
Fore & From who performs in the four acts of
Pushing Up Daisies.




PUSHING UP DAISIES

(Annotated Treatment)




AMERICAN YOGA

Two puppets are in an American
yoga class. We can tell because
there is muffled pop rap playing
and they are breathing heavily.

They are talking to each other
in an activated warrior pose
two, lunging downward & upward.
One puppet is having a crisis.

I'm not sure | can be spending my
time like this. I just... | can’t stop
thinking about my own — Flease.
Stop 1t How else would you be
spending your time? You need to

indulge 1n some distractions.
It’s not that hard. Life 15 filled

with distractions! Amazing work
guys you're doing so good, now
integrate the arms with the
lunges. Lift your arms up with
your lunge! What do you mean,
distractions? ‘You know, like, I
don't know. What we’re going have
for lunch later. Or like this.
Thi= 1= a distraction. A good one.
It’s these kinds of things that
make life meaningful. Now a quick
transition into power crunches!
Get on your back and find that
fire, we're pulsing for five What
I'm trying to say is, there is so much
more happening. My eyes are so

open, they huri. It's impossible not
to think — it a meaningful life is —
what happens to our lives when they
— What happens when we — I
know it hurts so good! And that's
our four You need to stop. I know
where you're going with this. It's
not helpful, and I want to stop
talking about 1t. Right now. You're
going to hawe to start thinking
more about yourself. Taking care
of yourself, you know? You seem
unuell. You got this three Did you
hear? Here comes our two Hear
what? So strong, keep pushing!
Entire families. Every single person.
And now, a school... And here's

our one, last push, you got this!
Oh please. Those people. they
aren’t your family. They're not
even even your neighbors! You've
got to give it up. It's not your
responsibility. I'ts just news. And
release, sooo strong everyone,
amazing work. We're transitioning
to downward facing dog. Down
dog everyone, meet me there and

let's peddle it out It'S just that — I
just think, you know if it happened to
them — and we saw it happen — if
it happened to them — then it could
happen to — they could —

(The puppet in crisis breathes
deeply. Their chest moves up and
down. Their breath is labored.)




We're peddling out the backs of
the feet, stretching our shoulders

long, twisting the arms outward |
see all of the mothers — that town
is s0 small —

(The puppet begins to sob.)

A couple more counts, you got this

(The puppet is weeping)

Yogi's choice; transition from
chaturanga through upward facing
dog, finding your final resting
position

(The puppet continues to weep
while following instructions.)

And release into shavasana, corpse
pose. So yummy

(The puppet wails. The puppeteer’s
head is down, sobbing with the

puppet.)

Lay your arms wide, mat width
apart

(The puppet continues to sob.
The puppeteer helps the puppet
make these adjustments.)

Our feet are falling to each side

(The puppet continues to sob.
The puppeteer helps the puppet
make these adjustments.)

We are releasing our jaw, wiggling
our fingers

(The puppet continues to sob.)

Thank yourself for coming out
today

(The puppet continues to sob.)

Saturday afternoon, such a great
time to treat yourself to this
practice

(The puppet continues to sob.)

And know that after all that hard
work, the only thing you have left
to do is breathe

(The puppet continues to sob.)

(The puppet breathes.)

END




TOWERING PEOPLE

A two-sided puppet recounts
their dreams to each other: they
dreamt of a strange event they
did not recognize. The event
is the funeral of a leader,
either planned meticulously 40
yvears before their death, or
delayed for security reasons,
and attended en masse.

They interrupt each other
infrequently, searching for a
stable recollection.

I remember towering people.
Upright at the event of their
lifetimes they stood still,
proud to be there. Crowded,
they swarmed. After every
step a pause. what = tempo,
like a heartbeat! RUshing

people. It was outside, high
ceilings with pious acoustics.
Seated, powerful people
whispered to each other. what
were they whispering about? I’'m
not sure, but it seemed like it
was unexpected. | could hear
voices speculating about what
they were saying. A strange
public intimacy. The crowd
moved chaotically forward,
their arms up to touch a
shrouded thing. » shrouded

thing? Yes. Couldn’t tell what

exactly. They threw dirt. t
the thing? YeS. And it wore

a black skirt, draped. sounds
nice. It was.Under a dome it
sat still. A shame for such an
outfit. On a truck, it moves
with the people, slowly as to
not hurt them. Horses, black
horses pull it. A long stage,
padded on the inside. It had

a window with beige curtains
parted in the middle, revealing
a cloth dotted with stars.

The walls of the stage were
transparent. There was one
person on stage. where was

the audience? The people stood
back, gave space, alarms rang
and flashed. The crowd rushed
forward, cheering. silent
cleared streets. No oncoming
traffic. Sounds like a rendering.
Yes, like a city waiting to be
filled. You couldn’t see the
ground there were so many
people. A small group stood
still and watched, nodding
silently in sunglasses, some kind
of approval. The people were
walking, swarming, the people
were standing still, heads down,
with shoulder pads. The song
was played on a piano, no
one was singing. that might

be from the show we saw last
night. But the song was also
sung into the streets from tin




can speakers, hands to hearts
beating, hands to hearts still.
People covered their faces,
people were unable to let go,
they were holding on tightly.
Were you holding on? NO. I was
watching, worried | would
have to grab on. Someone
else always took hold the
moment another released. The
speakers sounded like they
were wailing. The thing moved
slowly through the crowd,

with the crowd. It descended
steps with a pause between
each. Backward and forward it

breathed through. And then it
was dark, flashlights. No one
was tired. Seven hours, an
entire day. Four hours, enough
time to get back to work.

You know in dreams, time
collapses? vean. I couldn’t
hear any crying, not over the
crowd’s loud voices. It was
so quiet | could only hear the
sound of the horses’ hooves. |
heard a voice calling the scene
a historic moment. Something
about respect. Wwho was the
voice? Someone that wasn’t
there. Someone watching and
transmitting. Then, a person

in a straight line of people

standing still fell backwards.
Yikes, why? It’s not clear why.

They were dragged away by
the shoulders. Wwho were they?

I’m not sure. Fighter jets fly
low. was it combat? NO, not
combat, a warning. A show of
strength. Flags flapping, flags
draped over a box. Like our

box? No, a heavier box. A show
of strength. Something had
shifted, it was clear. There was
a new narrative. Maybe it was a
sports stadium. 1t looked cold.
I heard the voices watching
saying, this is a historic day,
God will remember this day.

People were saying, this is an
event planned for history. it
sounds dark. Yes, SO very dark.
The last moment possible to
write history before this chapter
closes. Chapters close? 1
don’t think so, but they did.

END




DEATH BED

A puppet describes their wishes
for their final moments in their
death bed to their puppeteer.

A bed in the middie of the forest. If
this is not possible, a big window,
natural light, trees inside and
outside. The smell of burning wood.
No, not incense but a wood fire
burning nearby, or outside the open
window. Wind. A thin net over me,

0 | can see it billowing. Everyone
should be crying. Even you. Warm
water, with those big loose cinnamon
sticks in it. If 1 can no longer
swallow, fed it to me with sponges on
sticks. Warm sponge baths, or cold if
I'm sweaty. Glean sheets dried crisp
outside. Keep my skin moisturized,
especially my elbows, and my lips
unchapped. | hope 1 will still be able
to cry. If no tears come, prepare
eye drops. Music, slow and also fast.
What is the color? Oranges and reds,
a deep blue at dusk. Humor me this
once, you lucky liver. Let me tell you
how | would want it, if I could have it
at all.




She continues to sing at the
controller until they cannot
take it any longer. They shut
off all lights in the room.

YOU ARE A STAIN

A two-sided puppet sings a
song with one line: YOU ARE A
STAIN. Their two mouths first
take turns with words, and
then with phrases. They sing to
an audience. They look around
and point to them, singing
You! You ARE ASTAIN. The
puppeteer looks where they
look, their eyes landing where
the puppets’ eyes land.

Suddenly, the puppets Took
upwards to the puppeteer and
begin to sing at her. Shocked by
their accusation, she physically
recoils. She sings back to them,

YOU ARE A STAIN. she leans
downwards confrontationally.
You ARE A STAIN! The three
of them sing at one another.
The puppeteer’s voice takes
the majority while the puppets’
voices interject sparsely.

Eventually, the puppets fall
silent and limply to the floor.
The puppeteer sings alone. She
sings gently to the puppet body.
She searches the audience,
singing with despair YOUW, You
ARE A STAIN. Her gaze lands
on the control booth. You ARE
A STAIN, she tries to sing

at th controller. YOU ARE A
STAIN, she sings with more
sureness. YOU ARE A STAIN.




You. You ARE A STAIN, IMPOSSIBLE TO IGNORE: AN INCONSISTENCY A SMUDGE
ON A PAIN A RUPTURE TO6 sSOME OTHERWISE UWNIFORM PATTERAM, BEGGING
TO BE DARNED AWAY, You, You ARE A STAIN, TROUBLING SOME ILLUSIONS OF
HOMOGENEITY. YOU ARE A STAIN. WE STRAIN TO SUSPEAND OUR DISBELIEF
FROM THE BRITTLE & TENUOUS THREADS OF YOUR IMAGE, OUR FANTASY
SWINGING. FROM YOUR INARGUABLE REALITY. YOU, A STAIN: PROOF. A MARKER
OF AN ACTION OR PRESENCE PAST. A STAIN, A SHADOW, AN ECHC, A

REMINDER, CAN'T SEE PAST You IF WE TRIED. WE ARE NOT ALONE IN

THIS WORLD, DAMMIT. DAMMIT , WE ARE NOT ALONE IN THIS WORLD, You,

You ARE A STAIN. AND You ARE A sTAIN, AND You ARE A STAIN, YOU ARE A
STAIN YOou ARE AND YOoUu, You AReE A STA STAIN, AND You ARE A STA STAIN, YOU ARE A
STAIN, YOU ARE A sTALN You ARE A STAIN YOou ARE AND You, rou

—_—







Pushing Up Daisies is an
exhibition of artworks and
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Beeldende Kunsten in Amsterdam,
The Netherlands in June 2025.
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