Marica.
What time is it? I fell asleep.
I'm almost done.
Relax.
Why didn't you wake me up?
Relax, you still have time.
What? Something wrong?
Is this really important?
You're crazy. You learnt to cook during the night?
Bon appétit!
What's the time?  There's still some clothes and my kit's all over…
That's two seconds.
...and I need to be there two hours in advance. I'll get dressed, okay?
Don't get dressed.
The food's really crap on these flights.
That Iranian flight also crashed when they were serving breakfast.
Please, don't talk about that.
Put it back on, please.
I was listening. Put it back on, please.
It's such a shitty song.
Yeah, shitty.
Real shitty.
No, nothing… It's just weird that I can't even put a song on that we'd finish.
We listened to it a hundred times.
A hundred?
Okay, a thousand then.
To what?
This, or any other that you choose or play. Three minutes and it's over.
What is it now?
Nothing. I just don't get why it's always shit what I want…
I didn't say it's shit, we just listened to it a hundred times…
It's not only about this song.
Then?
Okay, don't act like that, alright?
I'll finish packing.
You'll be playing at the Garden?
Well, not there…
Gosh, this is amazing. I'm really sorry I can't make it.
I'm going deaf in this goddamned city. SHUT UP ALREADY!
You don't want to sit back?
It's really tasty.
Leave it, I'll throw it out.
Listen, I'm sitting here with you, when I'm late from my plane, it's freezing cold, I'm afraid of heights…
Won't you be living on a fucking cliff?
I will have something to distract me there.
Oh, right. ‘Cause there's nothing here. Only your plants, but even they go to rot.
Take care of them, okay? Please.
I'll definitely won't have time for that.
You'd rather watch them dying?
What should I do with them? Already when I'm not tripping in a fucking fig, I'm breaking my toes on some banana tree.
Visit me this fall! The job will settle by then and…
We're playing a gig.
You can come in the winter, it's warm there.
You know how dangerous it is to be flying around like that?
Those Iranians too…
So what do you want me to do then?
Something… Anything that isn't about you.
Who is this about?
Now even eating is for my sake? Can you even breathe on your own?
You want me to sit here twirling my fingers, cause you might still be the next Hendrix?
Áron.
Áron, let me in, this isn't funny.
