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Momma’s Dying Again
A Vaudeville in Three\cts

by Nadezhda Ptushkina
Translated by Slava I.Yastremski and Michael M. Naydan

Translators’ Notes

In our translations we try to find English equivalents for the colloquial Russian of
Nadezhda Ptushkina’s texts. For translations of theatrical pieces, the lines must
sound natural for the actors performing them as well as for the audience. To that
end, we asked the amateur and professional actors mentioned in the
acknowledgements to do a staged reading of most of the plays in this volume and
have incorporated much of what we heard in our translations.

Ptushkina’s plays are closely connected with the realia of Russian culture during
its transition from the Soviet regime to the new, quasi-capitalist environment of
today’s Russia. This period has seen a tremendous shift in cultural and spiritual
values. Under the totalitarian Soviet regime when religion was banned, some
Russian and foreign authors were prohibited from being published. Culture was the
only means for preserving spiritual values. With most of the population being
equally impoverished in the USSR, no one cared much about money. There was
not much you could buy, even if you happened to have it. Perestroika and the first
few years of the new Russia brought a complete reversal in people’s attitude
toward culture and money. This is prominently present in almost all of Ptushkina’s
plays. For example, in I Pay Up Front, the character Polina complains about the
change that had taken place in Russian culture where spiritual and cultural values
such as art, literature, reading books, despising money, etc. were replaced by the
new corrupt capitalism such as businesswoman Olympiada’s interest in nothing but
money and the attitude that it can buy anything — from a painting by Picasso (not
because she admires its aesthetic values, but because of its monetary value) to
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buying a married husband for herself. We find a similar clash of the protagonist
Alla’s idealistic views on love and life and the mercantile values of Alexandrina in
Somebody Else’s Candlelight. In Momma’s Dying Again, the lead character Sophia
from the older generation has a difficult time understanding how a bookkeeper can
acquire money to buy a car along with a summer house in Spain.

In Momma’s Dying Again we encounter a problem in the cultural translation of
things connected with the New Year’s celebration. During Soviet times when
religion was all but banned in the public sphere, the biggest and the most popular
holiday was the secular New Year, which was celebrated exactly like Christmas
(which according to the Russian Orthodox Julian calendar is on January 7) — with a
decorated fir tree, Santa Claus (called Father Frost in Russian), the giving of
presents, a big holiday dinner, etc. Even when religion made a return to favor after
the collapse of the Soviet Union in 1991, the New Year’s holiday has remained the
people’s favorite. Russian people now celebrate Orthodox Christmas on January 7
according to the Gregorian calendar, but the tree, the presents, the visit from Father
Frost, all continue to occur on New Year’s Eve. In our translation we have opted to
use terms more familiar to a Western readership and call the Russian New Year’s
fir tree a Christmas tree and Father Frost St. Nick.

One other major issue in translation is that Russians have a penchant for using
diminutive forms. Where possible we have retained them in the translation. For
example Polina is also known as Polya, Polenka, Polyushka. They are all the same
person, of course. Just as Olympiada is also Lipa, Lipusha, Lipochka, and
Lipuchka. In other instances we have opted for using an Anglicized version. For
example, instead of Allka as the diminutive of Alla, we use Allie, and Tannie as
the diminutive for Tatiana or Tanya.

Finally, in translating Rachel’s Flute, written in the lofty biblical style of the Old
Testament, the book of Genesis and the Song of Songs in particular, we have opted

to translate the Russian original directly without any precise quotations from the
Bible.

Slava Yastremski and Michael M .Naydan
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Introduction: My Plays Are My Erotic Dreams

Since the mid-1990s Nadezhda Ptushkina has been the most popular and widely
staged playwright in the Russian theater. When I first met her in 1996, she had
eight plays produced in Moscow alone. To this day she has written more than
seventy plays, forty of which were produced in many theaters in Russia and
abroad, including the Baltic states, China, Japan, Germany, and Scotland.
Ptushkina also has written screenplays for nine films, three of which she directed
herself. As she said in a recent interview for the Novye novosti (The New News),
she moved into the media of film in search of what Chekhov once called “new
forms,” which the playwright hopes to find at the juncture of the most ancient and
the most characteristic dramatic art form for the 20th century and beyond. In recent
years Ptushkina also has turned to directing her own plays at several theaters.

Ptushkina has had an extraordinarily diverse and colorful biography before her
success as a playwright. Earlier in her life, she experienced years of financial
hardship and was forced to work to provide for her family. During Gorbachev’s
perestroika, when the entire cultural infrastructure of the USSR collapsed,
Ptushkina became a businesswoman. she had to navigate through and stand her
ground against the mafia, corrupt officials, and competitors (mostly men).

Her first play was staged in Tashkent in 1982 at the Tashkent Theater for Youth,
and in 1989-1990 she was invited to the Central Asian city of Dushanbe to write
several film scripts. Despite the fact that she wrote a number of scripts, as a result
of the hardships experienced by Russian theater at that time, it was difficult for her
to stage her plays. She had to postpone her theater career while she continued to
support herself through other means. However, Ptushkina continued to write plays
that fed on her experience with people from all walks of life.

Ptushkina’s fame as a playwright began in 1994 when St. Petersburg’s
“Experiment” state theater produced her play A Monument to Victims. The success
led to the same theater releasing a production of another of Ptushkina’s plays — A
Mad Woman the same year. Eventually, Vitaly V. Lanskoy’s production of her
play Somebody Else’s Candlelight at the “small stage” of the Stanislavsky Theater
in Moscow in 1995 after which she became the most staged playwright in the
capital almost overnight. Later that same year true recognition as a playwright
came to her after Boris Milgram’s production of Rachel’s Flute (The Little Lamb,
as it was literally called in Russian) at the independent Art-Club XXI theater
company. Although initially the play caused a scandal and was attacked by
conservative critics, the production enjoyed great artistic success and has remained
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extremely popular to this day. Her later play Momma’s Dying Again (literally
“While She Was Dying” in the original Russian) now has a large fan club.

It should be pointed out that Ptushkina’s plays are not limited just to erotic themes.
She wants to know how people’s psychology changes in today’s turbulent world.
she asks questions such as: What is love? Why do the spiritual and the base, the
constructive and the destructive, coexist in every person? What is the relationship
between the ideal and reality, truth and deception? Ptushkina’s characters are real
people who have a wide appeal not only for the Russian theater, but for a western
audience as well.

Rachel’s Flute is based on the Biblical story of Jacob and Rachel, and Rachel’s
older sister Leah, who tricks Jacob into marrying her instead of Rachel. The
scandalous success of the Moscow staging was the result of the unbridled eroticism
of the play. The dramatic and poetic, biblically-based play can be seen somewhat
as a literary precursor to Fifty Shades of Grey in its unabashed depiction of
sexuality.

Somebody Else’s Candlelight is a fast-moving play for just two female characters.
The play speaks to the need for human contact and understanding, which women
may find briefly in each other, but which is very often destroyed by the men in
their lives.

Ptushkina’s plays are unmistakably written for the theater. The playwright
observes that she strives to create parts for actors, which will allow them to respect
themselves. Ptushkina’s characters are not supermodels from Cosmopolitan or a
body- builder’s magazine, which, in the playwright’s opinion, do nothing but
traumatize people and serve as a means for developing inferiority complexes
among people. Her play Momma’s Dying Again provides an excellent example of
this particular theme. Ptushkina describes the play as a vaudeville; however, it
might be more appropriately called a New Year’s holiday fantasy.

I Pay Up Front is a typical Ptushkina comedy, which mixes comical, almost
farcical scenes with tragic implications of the comic actions in the Russian
tradition of “laughter through tears.” In any case, money is temptation and
represents the battleground between God and the devil. Ptushkina says that for her
God and the devil are Siamese twins: one cannot exist without the other.

This theme is continued in Ptushkina’s most recent play, included in this collection
— My Goldfish (2012). It tells the story of SHE, who for thirty years has been in
love with HER neighbor, a musician and composer, who lives one floor above
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HER. In this play Ptushkina continues to explore the theme of a great, ideal love
set against the background of the Christian context of the fish as the symbol of
Christ as well as of certain cultural traditions of Russian literature, such as
Alexander Pushkin’s “Tale of the Goldfish”.

The universal themes of love, the need for human closeness, and multifaceted
complex female characters make Nadezhda Ptushkina’s plays desirable material
for any professional theater, and the translators hope that the availability of these
translations will make their adaptation to the Anglophone stage easier.

Slava Yastremski
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Cast
Dina
lgor

Saophia
Tanya

Act1

A oneroom apartment in which two women are growing old together.
Everything is oldashioned anadomfy. 1tOs been this way for years. A
chiffonier, a cupboardshelvescrammed with serial editions, blinds
with bows, a tablecloth with tassels on a round table. Massive chairs,
cumbersome armchairs, a lampshade. Now all of this shows through
the semidarkness and looks meaningful, poetic, and sad.

The room is lit by three candles.

Clearly visible is only an old woman with a throw on her lap (Sophia)
and a woman slightly younger, on a low bench beside the feet of the
old woman

with a book on her lap (Tanya

TANYA. (reading aloud “They walked in to dinner arm-in-arm, and sat down

side by side. Never was such a dinner as that, since the world began. There
was the superannuated bank clerk, Tim Linkinwater’s friend; and there was
the chubby old lady, Tim Linkinwater’s sister; and there was so much
attention from Tim Linkinwater’s sister to Miss La Creevy, and there were
so many jokes from the superannuated bank clerk, and Tim Linkinwater
himself was in such tiptop spirits, and little Miss La Creevy was in such a
comical state, that of themselves they would have composed the pleasantest
party conceivable.”’

Sophialets out a long sigh
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TANYA. (raises her head from the book and looks at her mpthkam, does
anything hurt?

SOPHIA. No, Tanya, donOt worry.

TANYA. (having waited a bit continup©Then, there wadrs. Nickleby, so grand
and complacent; Madeline and Kate, so blushing and beautiful; Nicholas and
Frank, so devoted and proud; and all four so silently and tremblingly happy;
there was Newman so subdued yet so overjoyed, and there were the twin
brothers so delighted and interchanging such looks, that the old servant
stood transfixed behind his master’s chair, and felt his eyes grow dim as they
wandered round the table.””

Sophia once again bitterly and protractedly sighs.

TANYA. Read on?

SOPHIA. That’s a very difficult question.

TANYA. Are you tired of listening?

SOPHIA. (sighs) I should, I should have a talk with you, Tannie, I should.

TANYA. (closes the book) Page one hundred sixtwo. (places the book on the
shel) Shall we have supper?

SOPHIA. Tell me theruth, Tanya, just the truth.

TANYA. Yes, mom?

SOPHIA. Will it be easier for you when | die?

TANYA. (she kneels down in front of the armchair and presses her cheek to her
motherOs hanysreally love you, Mommal!

SOPHIA. Many of us old people, while we@wving this world, are comforted by
the fact that with our departure we hope to ease the life of those close to us. |
donOt have that comfort. 101l die, but your life, IOm afraid, will become even
sadder.

TANYA. Are you feeling worse?

SOPHIA. My baby girl, just don’t get scared and panic. I know I’ll die either today
or tomorrow. Sadness and melancholy are clenching my heart.

TANYA. YouOre making all this happen to yourself. IOIl call the doctor.

SOPHIA. 1tOs time, itOs timeE 10Om not afraid of death. Mgmoholy is for you,
Tannie. I0m leaving you alone, without a husband, without children, without
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anyone close. YouOre the best of daughters. Where is the justice in that? Why
do you have to walk your path to the end in loneliness? Why? Why?!

TANYA. Mom, there are lots of old maids in this world!

SOPHIA. DonOt utter that word! YouOre pretty! You have a nice figure; youOre well
educated! YouOre respectable, a good homemaker, intelligent, you have no
bad habitsE.

TANYA. The classic portrait of an old maid! ¥avant oatmeal or ricporridge?

SOPHIA. Tannie! I’'m being serious.

TANYA. Me too. Farmer’s cheese or cottage cheese patties?

SOPHIA. I never asked you.

TANYA. 1tOs been a while since weOve had an omelet! And we should have!

SOPHIA. 1tOs impossible to figuout anything by just looking at you!

TANYA. (she tempts hgHow about an omelet? Slightly fried, with grated cheese
and celery?

SOPHIA. May | ask at least just before my death? 1tOs very important for me.

TANYA. Of course, Mommal! Ask about whatever yaant! But answer first tea
for you or coffee?

SOPHIA. Have you ever been in love?

TANYA. What do you think? IOve been prone to falling in love! It was gboyt
to fifty years ago.ste pushes the armchair to the table) Here you have to
eat up this carrot and apple salad. It’d be nice to get by without a laxative
today.

SOPHIA. And did you have... relations?

TANYA. Relations? What do you have in mind?

SOPHIA. Well, letOs supposeE just donOt be insultedE letOs suppose, with men?

TANYA. 1Om afraid there we. And with men in fact. Just donOt worry, Mommal
ThatOs all in the past!

SOPHIA. You have a past? A lot?

TANYA. A lot of what?

SOPHIA. Well, theseE relations?

TANYA. It seemsE twoE Do you have enough sour cream?

SOPHIA. Two?! Over what period of time wimss?

TANYA. DonOt worry, Momma! Twe thatOs over my whole life.

SOPHIA. Two?! How terrible! Just two!

TANYA. (with dignity) | didnOt go for quantity.
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SOPHIA. Just twoE Long ago?

TANYA. (laughg Quite a long time ago.

SOPHIA. Why didn’t you want to marry those two?

TANYA. They didn’t want to!

SOPHIA. Idiots! WhatOs with them now?

TANYA. Both are married- as far as | know.

SOPHIA. And do you stay in contact with them?

TANYA. Since they got married, no.

SOPHIA. ThatOs not very farsighted, Tanya! They cgelddivorced, become
widowed. IOm sure they remember you. And bitterly regret their mistakes.

TANYA. | donOt think so. Is it tasty?

SOPHIA. Have you tried to inquire about them?

TANYA. Never. Mom, you’re not eating very well today.

SOPHIA. If you were married, I’d die happy. It’s my fault. You’re left alone
because of my selfishness!

TANYA. YouOre exaggerating, Momma! Eat another spoonful!

SOPHIA. It’s hard to die with this kind of stone lying on my heart.

TANYA. I definitely have to call the doctor!

SOPHIA. The doctor won’t comfort me. Just one, just one thing would reconcile
me with the thought about parting from yeif only you were married.

A loud knock at the door.

SOPHIA. SomebodyOs knocking! How strange!

TANYA. Nothing strange! The neighbor, for sure.

SOPHIA. Strange that theyOre knocking and not ringing.

TANYA. The electricityOs turned off, MommaaKes a candle and goes to open
the dooj

SOPHIA. All the same itOs strange. Ask who it is!

TANYA. (at the dooy Who is it?

IGOR. from the other side of the door, playfyllieeka-boo! Tannie sweetie!
Peeka-boo!

TANYA. (opening the door, ironicallyPeeka-boo!
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IGOR. (@bruptly shoves roses and champagne a) kierthere! fe understands
that heOs made a mistake and ishdiock) EHiya, Mums! Can you get
Tanya, please!

TANYA. IOm Tatyana.

SOPHIA. from the room Tannie, whoOs there?

TANYA. In a minute, in a minute, Momma!

IGOR. You want to say that youOre Tanya?

TANYA. What do you see wrong with that?

IGOR. YouOre the only ffana here?

TANYA. The only one.

IGOR. LetOs see!ttt Autopark Avewe, house number 13, building no. 3,
apartment 31.

TANYA. 3-B.

IGOR. What?

TANYA. The building number. 3B.

IGOR. Is there a-3\?

TANYA. Naturally. And a 3C, and a O, and a EE

IGOR. Sodo | have to now run through the entire alphabet? And conquer the fifth
floor every time? ArenOt you supposed to have elevators in yourisas®!

TANYA. Well, excuse me!

IGOR. Okay, mums! No problem! Thanks for the consultation! Allow rnetes
the rsses and champagne from h&é®m beginning to carry out my walk back
down! 1tOs so frigginO dark and stinky here! How is it you havenOt killed
yourself here?

TANYA. Take a candle!walks after him

IGOR. Thanks, mums! | have a lighteftigks it) Damn! Jus enough to get to the
landing. It died on me!

TANYA. Hold the candle! And be carefuflou might slip on something

IGOR. What am | supposed to davalk in the street with a candle, as if | were in
a church procession!

TANYA. 1tOs dark. No electricityOm afraid that the streetlights donOt give off
much light.

IGOR. YouOve convinced me, mums! Thank you! G

TANYA. Take care of yourself'tgrns to enter the apartment, slips and falls
Ouch, ouchE
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IGOR. WhatOs happened, mums?

TANYA. (through tear} Nothing. DonOt pay any attention!

IGOR. Need help?

TANYA. No, noE ( gets up with difficulty, soh©uchE.

IGOR. (eturng WhatOs wrong?

TANYA. | slipped. The neighbor boy is always munching bananas and throws the
peels on the floor.

IGOR. You could break soething, and at your age itOs fraught with consequences.

TANYA. (irritated) | donOt need your help! Go!

IGOR. As you wish! Did you hurt yourself badly? Let me walk you back, okay?

TANYA. Well, itOs stopped hurting alreadgégins crying

IGOR. Why are youwrying?

TANYA. | want to, so IOm crying! Sorry! Pay me no mind. My motherOs dying
right now.

IGOR. @silent for a bi} My condolences. But IOm powerless here. Money wonOt
help. ThoughE Take it! pushes money at Her

TANYA. Are you out of your mind?

IGOR. tOgjiven witha pure heart, even though itOs a material thing. All of us have
had mothers at one time!

TANYA. | didnOt beg for alms from you!

IGOR. | figured it out myself! For me this amount is nothing! Take it, donOt worry!

TANYA. And how do you dare sult me offhandedly this way!

SOPHIA. screams from the rooyiTannie! Did something happen? IOm worried!

TANYA. (scream}$|Om coming, IOm coming, Mommal

IGOR. | wanted to help. And you for this or that began to attack me! So long!

TANYA. Sorry!

IGOR. Chage your mind? ThatOs better! When somebody giwdways take it.
ThatOs my opinion.

TANYA. Ah, | donOt need money! But anyway, itOd be better if you accompany me
back to the apartment!

IGOR. Sure. Hold my arm.

TANYA. Let me hold the rose and champaghed you hold the candle.

Igor escorts Tanya to the apartment.
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TANYA. Be careful, watch out for the doormat. Don’t trip, here’s the apartment
door already.

Arm in arm, Tanya and Igor find themselves standing in front of
Sophia

Tanya has the roses and champagne.

Igor is holding a candle.

SOPHIA. How do you do?

IGOR. (extremely sadly) How do you do?

TANYA. Momma, allow me to introduce, this... this....

IGOR. (finally figuring it oud Is Igor. Pleased to meet you.

TANYA. And this, this, thiskE.

SOPHIA. Have you forgotten everybodyOs names today, Tannie?

TANYA. Is Sophia Ivanovna. My mother.

IGOR. She is the one, whoE.

TANYA. Yes, yes, it was about her and no one else | was talking to you about.

SOPHIA. (o Igor) Have you known Tanya for long?

IGOR. (looks at his watchYes, sure, itOs already beeriB&

TANYA. (interrupts Forty! Exactly forty! Years! How fast time flies! DoesnOt it,
Igor?

IGOR. Stunningly fast, 10d say.

SOPHIA. Very, very pleased to meet you! Sit down, Igor! Can | go by your first
name? Though you arenOt very young, but IOm a lot older than you. Why
didnOt you, Tannie, tell me that we have a guest for supper? And so well
mannered- with flowers, and chanmggne! Whip up something right away!
You cannot drink champagne with oatmeakridge! Here, give me the
roses, please! TheyOre so fragrant! | feel young and happy! We havenOt had
roses in our house for a long time! Tannie, take Igor’s coat! And march to
the kitchen! Igor and I will have a chat here.

TANYA. (to Igor) Your coat, please!

IGOR. But I, really, it’s time for me to go already! (looks at the roses and
champagne, decides to leave the roses, but picks up the champagne)

SOPHIA. Open up the champagne! What do you know — such a well-mannered
man! He came with roses, champagne, sat down for a minute and is running
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off right away. This is somehow even old fashioned. No, IOm not letting you
go! Be so kind to take off your coat for starters!

Igor takes ofhis coat and gives it to Tanya.

SOPHIA. | donOt understanavhy are you still standing around, Tannie? At least
go make something! And Igor and | walhat for a bit in the meantirhe

TANYA. (to Igor) DonOt be afraid! IOl be back soeritg the room

SOPHIA. (o Igor) Tannie has told me a lot about you.

IGOR. Told you about me?

SOPHIA. Of course. She doesnOt have much to tell about anyone else.

IGOR. You must be confusing me with someone else!

SOPHIA. My legs arenOt worth anythinfpr sure. But my had, as you can see,
praise be to You, Lord, is in full order!

IGOR. Sorry, | didnOt mean to insult you. And what could Tanya have possibly told
you about me!

SOPHIA. DonOt be surprised, just good things. You donOt even suspect how well
Tanya thinks of you!

IGOR. | really didnOt suspect a thing!

SOPHIA. | already managed to notice that youOre somehow not sure of yourself.
But you shouldnOt be! Yes, youOve made your mistakes! But thatOs in the
past! Not all is lost! And donOt be upset over your age! Happgas
very, very possible for you!

IGOR. What kind of happiness?

SOPHIA. Family happiness, of course. There isnOt any other kind in this world.

IGOR. | prefer personal happiness.

TANYA. (enters IgorOs always joking. HeOs been joking for 40 years.attere
some oranges, and all the rest is vegetarian! (to Igor) What would you like?

Health salad? Oatmeal? Cottage cheese?

IGOR. Thank you. I'’ll take an orange.

SOPHIA. In any case man should not live on oranges alone! How shy you are!
And all in all very touching! Tannie, give Igor a bit more porridge!

TANYA. (to Igor) Open up the champagne — what do you say?

IGOR. (gets up) You go on without me. It was very nice to get acquainted! (With a
sense of purpose leaves the room)
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TANYA. (grabsa candle and runs after hiiwait a minute!

IGOR. (@lready in the hallwayWhere can you buy flowers and champagne in
your dumpy neighborhood here?

TANYA. 10l give you back the money right now!

IGOR. | donOt need the money!

TANYA. Then sit down for anotr fifteen minutes IOm begging you! Then 10|
take you to the store! For MommaOs sake! SheOs dying, after all!

IGOR. IOm not a doctor or a priest!

TANYA. |0l explain everything. Fifteen minutes!

IGOR. Okay. | just have to make a call.

TANYA. Go right ahed, go right ahead, talk as long as you want. No problem.
Here’s the phone. (as good manners dictate, departs into the room, leaving
Igor a candle)

Igor dials the number.
In the room.

SOPHIA. to Tanya conspiratoriallyls this one of those two guys?

TANYA. (mysteriouslyAlmostE.

SOPHIA. Which one of the two?

TANYA. Later, Momma! (eaves to go to IgdritOs uncomfortable for you
here. Let me bring you some lightakes the candle and raises it up
high)

IGOR. (gets through on the phondannie baby! N Bunnykins! 10Om
running late here! Pussycat, IOl be there in half an hour. Me? At a
meeting! It was like at the last minute, IOm not happy about it myself!
DonOt be angry, my Mousey Wousie! No, my Birdie, it wonOt be long
now! IOmsendingyou passionatdissed My prickly little hedgehog!
Peeka-boo! (hangs up the receivir

TANYA. Better to ask the birdie wirdie in which apartment building her
nesty westy is!the phone rings

TANYA. (into the receiver) Yes! No, an apartment. Who lives here? I live
here! Who do you need? What? What? (she puts down the receiver
then turns to Igor) She started cursing. Apparently she was calling
you. Evidently it was her, your mixed breed.
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IGOR. Who? Damn! She has a phone with caller ID! Whastie say?

TANYA. She said that if IOm a blonde, then IOm a bleach blonde. That she
wanted to spit on my legs, even if theyOre growing out of my neck.
And that my sex-appealing looks for her are absolutely... let’s put it
this way, diddly squat.

IGOR. Good that she didn’t call you a fool!

TANYA. She didn’t? You think so? You’re mistaken.

IGOR. Called you names?

TANYA. Naturally!

IGOR. What names?

TANYA. The usual!

A pause.

IGOR. Really?

TANYA. Alas.

IGOR. Forgive me!

TANYA. And what do you have to do with it?

IGOR. She has a temper. SheOs just twenty!
TANYA. Twenty?! What do you talk to her about?
IGOR. Well we practically donOt talk at all!
TANYA. Twenty! And sheOs jealous of me!
IGOR. She? Of you?! You just imagined that!
TANYA. You know, it was morgleasant to talk to her than with you!
IGOR. Well, sheOs never even seen you!

The phone rings.

IGOR. to Tanya DonOt pick up the phone! [tOs for me!

TANYA. Sometimes | get calls herepiCks up the receivgrAh, my Bunnykins!
Listening. Right away, Moy Wousey, |0l get him! IOm giving him the
receiver already. Pussycat! So long, prickly little hedgehagle¢ the
receiver to lgoy

IGOR. (nto the receiverTannieE TannieE WhoOs a skithaser? Who has legs?
She doesnOt have legs at all!!l
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TANYA. Why is that? | have them! My legs are like anyone elseOs legs! Quite nice
ones in fact!

IGOR. WhoOs a blonde? SheOs not less than 60! | swear!

TANYA. And you shouldnOt swear on that. IiftyE nine.

IGOR. Well, TannieE vidently they hung up on the otherdeof the ling There it
is. (to Tanyd What have you done?! Can you even imagine how long I0ve
been working on her?! Two weeks! At least! IOve had enoggibs his
coal)

TANYA. Don’t leave! What will I tell Momma?

IGOR. | couldnOt settle at your plasen out of the love of mankind!

The phone rings.

IGOR. ThatOs definitely for me!

TANYA. DonOt grab the receiver in my house! YouOre compromising me!

IGOR. What do | do to you?

TANYA. You wonOt understandhfo the receiverYes, itOs me, the legless sixty
yearold. Yes, | want to steal Igor from you.

IGOR. What are you babbling? Give me the receiver!

TANYA. 1tOs for me! For me! Better that you hold the candfed\es the candle at
Igor) YouOre of that opinion about IgortlOf a different opinion! HeOs
kind and bighearted! HeOs noble, and he has good manners! And mostly,
heOs handsome!!! Who am 1? Thank you! And what else am 1? Well, this is
all too much, youOre flattering me! What am | like? Thank you. 10m
beginning to believe in myselfl Even that?! Thanks to you, Pussycat, |IOve
stopped feeling my age! Should | give the receiver to Igor? DonOt have to?
Ah, itOs me youOre calling?! I0m touched! Call more often! Good, 10l pass
along all this to Igor with pleasure! All theet to you! It was interesting to
talk to you! puts down the receiver, turns to IgdOve been asked to pass
along that you shouldnOt worry. Your Mousey Wousey has somebody else to
spend this evening with.

IGOR. Getting hung up at your place is simplygearous! ghoves the candle back
to her) Hold it! (dials the numberDamn! SheOs not answering! What do you
permit yourself to do? At your age?!

TANYA. And whatOs wrong with my age for you? How old are you?
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IGOR. I’m a man.

TANYA. So what — do two years count for one for men?!

IGOR. Well, how old, how old do | look?

TANYA. About fiftyE.

IGOR. (flattered Yes?E

TANYA. Because itOs dark here!

IGOR. | rang your doorbell by mistake. You slipped. | conducted myself like a
gentlemankE.

TANYA. But itOs impossibl@tbe a gentleman for five minutes! Then itOs better not
to begin at all!

Igor suddenly moans and grabs his stomach.

TANYA. What is it?! An attack?

IGOR. Gastritis!

TANYA. Just eat something! Right away! The oatme#hatOs whatOll get you up
on yourfeet!

IGOR. Good, give me your oats!

TANYA. (pulls him by the arm into the room) Quicker! Does it hurt bad?

IGOR. 10Il survive!

TANYA. Sit yourself down. The kashaOs right in front of you! Eat it!

SOPHIA. Tannie, youOve forgotten about the roses! Putithewase!

SOPHIA. (o Igor) Don’t eat! Open the champagne first!

Igor with evident regret puts down the spoon and begins to open up
the champagne.

TANYA. (returns with the roses in a vase then turns to J§@hat are you doing?
Eat! YouOve gotten an ar§or champagnelp(its down the vase, takes the
bottle from Igoj

SOPHIA. Tannie, | insist: uncorking the champagne is the manOs job.

IGOR. (struggles to take away the bottle from Tanyat me open it!

TANYA. Why are you clinging to that bottle? Eat! I@knage to open it!

The cork flies off with a pop. The stream pours over IgorOs suit coat.
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TANYA. Oi, sorry! ItOs an expensive suit, isnOt it?

IGOR. Yes, youOve given it a facelifties off the suit with a kerch)ef

SOPHIA. TannieOs never had to deith alcohol! She just doesnOt have a clue
how to handle it! Our family’s non-drinkers, itOs even embarrassing to admit
it.

TANYA. (to Igor) Sorry!

IGOR. Forget it! Wine glasses would be very useful now.

Tanya hurriedly sets down three glasses.
Igor readies to pour out the champagne.

TANYA. (hurriedly pulls away one glassMomma canOtltgkes away a second
ond You shouldnOt have any eithgsughes the third onePour it in this
one! IOmM going to drink.

SOPHIA. Tannie, let Igor also drink a littlde doesnOt look like an alcoholic.

TANYA. Champagne with oatmeallq( Igor) Here, I0Il put on some more kasha for
you. Momma, a glass of cold tea for you, and a drop of champagne in the
tea. Well, letOs drink up! That is, letOs clink our glasses, airihkCtldown
by myself.

SOPHIA. Tannie, come on, let Igor have a drink!

IGOR. DonOt be concerned, IOm not going to drink.

SOPHIA. Not going to drink? Why?! There must be some reason for that!

IGOR. IOm behind the wheel.

SOPHIA. Ah, youOre a driver! Whatvanderful profession!

IGOR. I’m an accountant.

SOPHIA. A driver and an accountant?

IGOR. Just an accountant.

SOPHIA. Then why behind the wheel? An accountant behind the wheel? ThatOs
strange!

IGOR. 1tOs my car.

SOPHIA. Yours?

IGOR. My own. And why does #t surprise you?

SOPHIA. Where did you get a car?

IGOR. What do you mean?
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SOPHIA. Where did you get a car from?

TANYA. Momma, donOt ask impolite questions!

SOPHIA. Did you win the lottery?

IGOR. No.

SOPHIA. An inheritance?

IGOR. I just bought it.

SOPHIA. You bought it? A car? Surely that wasnOt easy! Scrimped and saved your
whole life! Denying yourself everything!

IGOR. There was a time when | used to deny myself everything. But hereOs whatOs
strange- | didnOt manage to accumulate anything then! And jost make
good money.

SOPHIA. Working several jobs, probably? 1tOs not worth it to get overtired at our
age!

TANYA. I propose we drink up. Rather, I propose we all clink glasses, and I drink
up by myself.

SOPHIA. faises up the glagsTo you, Igor, and tolannie! So that this time
everything works out for you.

IGOR. EverythingOs already worked out much better than | expected.

SOPHIA. Said beautifully! To you!

TANYA. (drinks it down in a gulp and laugh&Os gone to my head.

SOPHIA. From being out of habit.looks quite stupid that IgorOs not drinking but
chases it with the oatmeal.

IGOR. | havenOt had oatmeal for nearly fifty years! My mother used to make me
eat it when | was a kid. And she used to say: OEat your oatmeal, Iggie, youOll
grow up to be a hean!O ItOs too bad | didnOt listen. So | didnOt grow up to
be a heman! ItOs very tasty. IOIl make up for lost titoeTgnya Please give
me some more!

SOPHIA (to Igor) You are a pleasant guest and a grateful eater.

IGOR. You can recommend me that wayatl your friends and acquaintances. And
| love home cooking.

SOPHIA. Tannie, | like your Igor very much! Very, very much! How did you
manage to find Tanya? After so many years?

IGOR. | was probably just lucky.

SOPHIA. Well said! In a manly fashion. Youagbably didnOt even hope to find
her?



All rights reserved © Nadezhda Ptushkptashkina@mail.ru 2C

IGOR. | couldnOt even imagine it!

SOPHIA. to Igor) And | could not imagine that in the twilight of my days life
would bring me such a loAgopedfor gift! You never really know anything,
anything!

IGOR. You’re absolutely right! Just an hour ago | would have laughed at myself if
someone predicted that IOd be having a supper of oatmeal kasha in the
company of twoE ehE such sweet ladies.

SOPHIA. A wonderful toast! LetOs raise our glasses! Today, Tanya, you are
drinking for three!

All three clink their glasses.
Tanya drinks up and begins to laugh.

SOPHIA. Our Tannie is so happy today! And itOs because of you, Igor! You havenOt
seen each other for forty years! How do you find things, has Tannie
changed?

IGOR. For thebetter.

Tanya pours another glass and downs it in a single gulp.

SOPHIA. DonOt get carried away, Tannie, you have to know your limitations both
in joy and in sorrow.

IGOR. Do you think TanyaOs drinking a lot today? What are you saying! |
remember how mutshe could drink forty years ago! She used to outdrink
everybody!

SOPHIA. You used to let yourself get drunk, Tannie? Well, that happens with
everyone.

TANYA. (to Igor) What nonsense are you saying?

IGOR. 1tOs all in the past! Why hide it now® $ophid Sophia Ivanovna, | will
never forget how Tanya danced the night away on tables! So many bar
patrons applauded her!

SOPHIA. ¢o Tanya You used to go tbars?

IGOR. Men were absolutely crazy over her! | used to go mad from jealousy!



All rights reserved © Nadezhda Ptushkptashkina@mail.ru 21

SOPHIA. How true it ighat mothers are the last to know the truth about their own
daughters! Now | understand why you never married Tanya! But now sheOs
completely different!

IGOR. Oh, | donOt knowE Eh, IOm not so sure!

TANYA. Igor has also changed. HeOs become bolder! And/, todams, heOs
finally gotten the courage to propose to me!

SOPHIA. Tannie, youOre getting married? To Igor?! What joy!

TANYA. | have to think about it, Momma.

SOPHIA. Think? About what?

IGOR. Sophia Ivanovna, you shouldnOt pressure Tanya. 101l wait.

TANYA. Thank you, Igor. WeOve spent a wonderful evening together. | know
youOre in a hurry. We should let Igor go, Momma.

IGOR. No need to let me go. After all. | have no place to go any more. 10d better
eat some cottage cheese, which | havenOt tried yet. Menfmm forty
years ago have overwhelmed me.

TANYA. Excuse me, Igor, but Momma needs peace and quiet.

SOPHIA. Thanks to Igor | feel peaceful and quiet for the first time in many, many
years.

TANYA. LetOs not be egsts, Momma Thank you, Igor. Forgive u$ anything
wasnOt right.

SOPHIA. What couldnOt have been right? Everything is perfect! You two will
make an ideal couple! Are you retiring soon, Igor?

IGOR. | have no urge to retire. | prefer to work. What will | do when | retire?

SOPHIA. What to do whegiouOre retired? 1tOs the best time of your life! YouOre
retired. TannieOs retired. How romantic it would be! YouOll buy a piece of
land, build a house. We have some savings. Tanya will take care of the
garden. Can it be that youOre opposed to having yeurhouse in the
countryside?

IGOR. I0m not against it. | already have a house.

SOPHIA. You have a summeottag® Along with acar? Where?

IGOR. On the Canary Islands.

SOPHIA. On the Canary Islandghd what kind of land do you have? Is there
enough room to move around there?

IGOR. Yeah, thereOs lots of room to move around.

SOPHIA. And what about the house? I1tOs not too small?
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IGOR. No, not very.

SOPHIA. Do you have woods there? A river? Are theymega

IGOR. No, all those are quite far away.

SOPHIA. Why did you choose such a place? Without a woods or a river! Do you at
least have anything growing on your land?

IGOR. SomethingOs growing.

SOPHIA. And who is taking care of all this?

IGOR. No one. Igrows by itself.

SOPHIA. 1tOs funny to listen to men! Grows by itself. And what do you have
growing by itself there? Weeds?

IGOR. Oranges, | think. | rarely go there. No time for that.

SOPHIA. Oranges? What did you say? The Canaries? You? | heard sontikéhing
that but canOt remember what exactly. On what commuter line is it?

TANYA. 1tOs in Spain, Momma.

SOPHIA. A plot of land in Spain? So far away. Why? 1tOs not convenient. And
expensive!

IGOR. Just the opposite, itOs cheaper there.

SOPHIA. Tanya, do younderstand anything about this?

TANYA. A bit. Quite enough.

SOPHIA. Then explain it to me!

TANYA. 10Il do that.

SOPHIA. My God, how far behind life IOve fallen! In my time nobody would buy
land in Spain! Maybe itOs not bad. | think life is becoming adsitien

IGOR. Now I really must be going. It was a pleasure to make your acquaintance.
Thank you for such a pleasant evening.

SOPHIA. No, Igor, | wonOt let you leave like that. Tannie, turn me around. Have
you been baptized, Igor?

Igor doesn t understand.

TANYA. Did your mother baptize you?

IGOR. A very long time ago. When I was a baby.

SOPHIA. That is quite satisfactory. Come closer to me! Stand right here! Tannie,
take down the icon and give it to me.
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Tanya takes an icon from the wall and gives Bophia.

SOPHIA. Stand next to Igor!

TANYA. What are you doing, Momma?

SOPHIA. | cannot waste time. | feel | will die soon. Tomorrow. Maybe a week at
most. Children! God bless you! Live long and happily! Care for each other
and be happy! | bless you both!

TANYA. Momma!

SOPHIA. DonOt interrupt! These are the most wonderful moments in the life of a
woman! | remember now how your father and | were given a blessing,
Tannie! We got caught byE Well, itOs not important nowE And your father
gave me an engagemengi ©Ghows herhand Now you canOt get it off.
TheyOll bury me with this ring. And then we did the wedding ceremony.
Tannie, put the icon back in its place! And what do you think of wedding
ceremonies, Igor?

IGOR. About weddings in general? TheyOre besutif

SOPHIA. Tannie, promise me that you and Igor will have a wedding ceremony!

TANYA. You should never decide anything in a rush, Momma!

SOPHIA: TannieOs very proud, Igor! She never threw herself at men! Never! She
had a girlfriend, you know what she did?

TANYA. IgorOs not interested in hearing about my friend, Momma.

IGOR. YouOre mistaken! | find everything interesting here!

SOPHIA. You see, Tannie, youOre not right. Igor loves you for real. And everything
about you interests him. It was like this. It happd that her girlfriend
would notice a suitable man on the street and right away she would pretend
she slipped. And she grabbed that man and asked that he take her home,
saying she didnOt have the strength to make it there alone. She got married
eight times this way, and my Tanya not a single time!Tanya You have to
warn your man what kind adeceptionsother women are capable otb(

Igor) But not Tanya! No, not Tanya! When will the wedding be? WeOll
organize the wedding of course? You can have a modest ceremony, but
definitely a wedding! When?

TANYA. | wouldnOt want to rush into things!

SOPHIA. One shouldnOt rush, but you shouldnOt dinag thut either! How about
in a week, okay?



All rights reserved © Nadezhda Ptushkina ptushkina@mail.ru 24

IGOR. We accountants have to balance the books now. | wouldnOt want to toss the
balancing and the wedding into a single pile E

SOPHIA. Of course, a single pile would be bad. When do you turn in the books?

IGOR. By the first of March. And after that the quarterly report right away. By the
fifteenth of April. And after that....

SOPHIA. I won’t live till then. I have a premonition, Igor, that it’s my time. A
week or two is all that’s left. Of course I'll try.

IGOR. Just don’t change your plans because of us!

TANYA. Igor!

SOPHIA. And if I die, you’ll postpone the wedding for not less than a year for
mourning?

IGOR. What are you saying?! Who observes a mourning period these days? And
for a whole year for that matter!

TANYA. Igor!

SOPHIA. Come over to our place tomorrow a bit earlier! WeOll discuss everything
and make a definite decision.

TANYA. That wonOt work. IgorOs leaving on a business trip tomorrow.

IGOR. Me? On a business trip?!

SOPHIA. For how long?

TANYA. For halfa year.

SOPHIA. And what about the balance sheet?

TANYA. He’ll do it on the business trip and send it.

SOPHIA. If not for me, Tannie would be able to go with you, Igor. It’s always,
always me — the obstacle to her personal life.

TANYA. 1tOs impossible fome to go with Igor! Can you at least imagine where
you want to send me off?

SOPHIA. Where | want to send you off?

TANYA. To the tundra! To permafrost! To ride on dog sleds. To eat fish all the
time! Raw fish!!! And to sit in an igloo with the light of an oil lamp while
Igor plugs away at his balance sheet.

SOPHIA. Igor, you have to quit that kind of job!

IGOR. Somebody has to do the work.

TANYA. Igor will call me often.

SOPHIA. From an igloo?

TANYA. It’s the end of the twentieth century, Momma!
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SOPHIA. Youbetter write letters to each other! | still keep the letters from TanyaOs
father to this day. And if there had been telephones in the trenches, what
would | have left?the electricitycomes back gn

IGOR. They only turn on the electricity here at nighksses SophiaOs hand
Thank you for a fascinating evening, Sophia lvanovna!

SOPHIA. Take care of yourself for our sakpul{s him toward herself and kisses
his cheek) 1’ve become fond of you like a son.

IGOR. And you take care of yourself!

Igor and Tanya step out into the corridor.

IGOR. (putting on his coat) If | stay a bit more, you, without winking, would have
sent me packing to another galaxy.

TANYA. Are you really angry?

IGOR. Never mind! JustE.

TANYA. Just what?

IGOR. It worries me a bit thatgave my word to marry you before the icon.

TANYA. Never mind! Forget about it!

IGOR. | wouldnOt want any disagreements with the Lord. And | donOt recall that He
has a sense of humor.

TANYA. What kind of problem is that! You gave me your word! | solemniyegt
back to you.

IGOR. An incredibly frivolous woman! True to your word for not more than half
an hour. Now I’m beginning to understand why you never got married.

TANYA. And what makes you think we gave some kind of oath before an icon?

IGOR. I point out that it was only you who drank anything. Take note, I didn’t
have a drop.

TANYA. Did you at least take a look at the thing you made an oath before? An
icon! I took it off the wall and gave Momma a portrait of Dickens. And
Dickens, by the way, had a great sense of humor.

Igor runs into the room, looks at the portrait, runs out into the
hallway and stubbornly looks at Tanya.

TANYA. Well?
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IGOR. Your friend whoOs gotten married eight times is simply an angel compared
to you.

TANYA. In my turn | wish you lotsof happiness with your lonlggged little
hedgehog, with your pussycat blondie, with your sexy bunnykins, and with
your menagerie altogether!

IGOR. Thank you. Gootiye!

TANYA. Farewell!

IGOR. Tomorrow IOIl drop by to check how your motherOs doing.

TANYA. DonOt make life difficult for yourself!

IGOR. Forget about it. I0Il be next door anyway. By the way, | didnOt find out her
building number.

TANYA. Find out and sit with your young little mousey there.

IGOR. Have I insulted you somehow?

TANYA. No, you got ligh marks.

IGOR. Have | even managed to be a gentleman? WhatOs your opinion?

TANYA. The highest marks!

IGOR. But | canOt be a gentleman just for one evening! Then it wasnOt even worth
it to start!

TANYA. Your pussycat will be in ecstasy from your viewtbé& world.

IGOR. The pussycat values my other qualities more.

TANYA. Give pussycat a OhelloO from me!

IGOR. How will you wiggle your way out of this if | donOt come anymore? Kill me
off in a car accident? Shove me in the path of a robberOs knife? Give me a
sudden fatal illness?

TANYA. 10Om not bloodthirsty. Keep on living! During long winter evenings 10|
remember this tale of ourE our relationship. And then relate it all to
Momma. You canOt even imagine how inventive | can be!

IGOR. | have some idea alreadyeel like listening further.

TANYA. You donOt remember anything at all yourself?

IGOR. WhatOs there to remember?

TANYA. YouOre right. 1tOs hard to remember what never happened forty years ago.

IGOR. LetOs fix that. IOm ready to remember everythingaoi

TANYA. 10Il read your letters to Momma.
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IGOR. Letters? Aa-a. From the tundra! Be more modest at least! DonOt read the
intimate parts aloud! 1tOs nice for me that our accidental meeting has created
such possibilities.

TANYA. | understand that our & seems insignificant to you. 1tOs easy to guess the
way it passes. It’s all clear about the stores where I make goodness knows
what kind of purchases. Modest apartment cleaning, making meals, washing.

Rare phone calls. Who calls us? Every half year a long letter from relatives.
Reading aloud. Monotonous, mundane life, scant in events happening.
NobodyOs interested in an old woman and her old maid daughter.

IGOR. You look great! In any light!

TANYA. Thank you. But for me and my mother, we and our life locoknpletely
differently. We really love each other. And where thereOs love there are
always many events, storms, joys, worries. | donOt just shop, cook, and
clean. | do it for Momma, trying to prolong her days. And all the same, at
some point 101l be lefompletely alone. What will | do with my tenderness
and love? What will | do with my constant need to worry about and to take
care of someone? Who will listen to me with interest and understanding?
And who will | listen to? No one in the world will care athane!

IGOR. Renew your previous acquaintances. Get out more with people!

TANYA. Triviality instead of love? Loneliness and suffering are worthier. Momma
is terrified of leaving me alone. 10Il fool her. Let her leave this world assured
that | wonOt be lolye SheOs dreaming that 101l get married. Let her believe
that the dream will come true.

IGOR. But why donOt you find someone real, so as not to be alone?

TANYA. At the age of 20 | refused to get married without love, and at é@en
more so Sorry that pu wasted the evening with us.

IGOR. Just the opposite. The evening was wonderful! IOl still drop by to see you.
Promise! 1tOs no bother, 101l be here close by without fail.

TANYA. Thanks. But no way!

IGOR. You dislike me so much?

TANYA. |Om afraid youOpeoduced too strong of an impression on me!

IGOR. ThatOs nice to hear.

TANYA. Probably itOs because all of this at once: the candles, the roses, and the
champagne hit me because | wasnOt used to itE Ah, why hidgauOre
handsome! ghe laugh¥ 1Om flugered. IOm uneasy. IOm mixed up. | say
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things | shouldnOt saghé laugh¥ Well, whatOs the difference! All this, it
goes without saying, wonOt lead to anything.

IGOR. | really liked being with you. And | liked your mother. I1Od like to come by
to see heagain.

TANYA. No. You shouldnOt come by here anymore.

IGOR. 101l write down your phone number and give you a ring in the meantime.

TANYA. ThatOs not necessary.

IGOR. But maybeE.

TANYA. 1tOs not worth it.

IGOR. 10d just like toE.

TANYA. Thanks! Goodbye!

IGOR. Goodbye! (he comes bagkBut itOd be stupid to break off everything like
thisk.

TANYA. Farewell!

IGOR. Are you at least sure?

TANYA. Absolutely!

IGOR. But it seems to meE.

TANYA. Positively, nd

IGOR. And ifE.

TANYA. Well, what are you saying? Itése! 1tOs time for you to go. And | have to
go back to Momma. Farewell!

IGOR. Goodbye! IOm glad we got acquainted!

TANYA. IOm glad, too.

IGOR. And what- IOm supposed to go now?

TANYA. All the best to you! ¢loses the door after him and returns to themp
Momma! How are you?

SOPHIA. All this is terrible, Tanya, terrible!
A pause.

TANYA. YouOve figured it out anyway, Momma. Forgive me!

SOPHIA. Of course IOve figured it out. Right away! IOm not deaf and not blind,
and | havenOt lost my mind yet.

TANYA. Forgive me, forgive me, Mommal! | wanted things to be better for you!

SOPHIA. What should | forgive you for? For your last autumn years of happiness?

TANYA. What are you talking about, Momma?
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SOPHIA. DonOt hide things from me and donOt be shy. EnoughVvesghieg—
how much you love him! YouOre lucky this timé&e loves you! It strikes
you right away! You two will be happy!

TANYA. You think so? Thank you, Momma!

SOPHIA. IOve stopped beisgifish 10m glad for your happiness.

TANYA. But youOre cryinglommal

SOPHIA. Because | am still a little bielfish 10ve already gotten used to the
thought that youOre married. But thatOs not enough for me!!! All the same my
heartis heavy

TANYA. What stone are you talking about now, Momma?

SOPHIA. You and Igor i never have children! 1tOs my fault! Things were so
good for me with you. In my heart | was always afraid that youOd get
married! 10ve been cruelly punished. | want a granddaughter, but never will
have her! Lord, how | want a granddaughter! So that stee®dne! You,
too, of course! So that weOd all be happy! Right now IOd be expecting great
grandchildren instead of death! And grandchildrerthatOs joking and
laughter in the house! And so many cares, so much distress, surprises. And
itOs my fault thanstead of all this youOre sitting days on end next to a
boring old lady!

TANYA. | love you, Momma! And | love being with you!

SOPHIA. But it would be even better for us if we had a big friendly family! A son
in-law, grandchildren, greajrandchildrenE How too lateE how
hopelessly, how irretrievably late do we understand anything!

TANYA. Momma, you shouldnOt get agitated like this! Drink some valerian.

SOPHIA. Valerian- thatOs all that my daughter can give me at the end of life! And
Igor is such an interésg man! And youOre still a beauty even now! We
could have had a wonderful little girl! She could have already been forty!
(she begins cryingTanya, forgve me! IOm an incorrigible égth For you,
of course, itOs painful to listen to me! Why were yodusidul?!

TANYA. (hugs he)y Forgive me, Mom!

SOPHIA. Such a loving daughter! Why?

TANYA. Forgive me, Momma, forgive me!

SOPHIA. All the same 10m happy that youOre getting mastiectries

TANYA. | donOt need anyone, Mom!

SOPHIA. (ithout tears in hereice, matterof-factly) Have you gone crazy?!
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TANYA. (confusedlMom?

SOPHIA. IOm happy! And you?

TANYA. Me too.

SOPHIA. éuddenly sobbingNhy are we so unlucky?
TANYA. (soothes hgrEverything will be fine.
SOPHIA. {n a different tongl congratulate you.
TANYA. Thank you.

SOPHIA. | wish you the best.

TANYA. Mom!

SOPHIA. Are you happy?

TANYA. (through the sobbingvery happy, Mom!
End of Act 1

3C
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Act 2
The same apartment.

Only now the room is lit not by candles, but by a floor laft@re are
roses in the middle of the table.

The stage amngement is the same asAint 1

TANYA. (read9 Orhen, there was Mrs. Nickleby, so grand and complacent;
Madeline and Kate, so blushing and beautiful; Nicholas and Frank, so
devoted and proud; aradl four so silently and tremblingly happy; there was
Newman so subdued yet so overjoyed, and there were the twin brothers so
delighted and interchanging such looks, that the old servant stood transfixed
behind his master's chair, and felt his eyes growas they wandered round
the table.””

Sophia gives a long sigh.

TANYA. What is it, Momma? You not in the mood to listen to Dickens today?

SOPHIA. ThatOs right, Tanya, stop! My thoughts are far away. How beautiful these
roses are! Move them closer to me.

TANYA. Page one hundred sixtwo. (closes the book, puts it on a shelf, and
moves the roses closer to Sophia

SOPHIA. Should we have dinner?

I ANYA. YouOre hungry already?

SOPHIA. Are we waiting for anyone?

TANYA. Who would come to us?

SOPHIA. Today itOs a pleasure to look at you! YouOve pinned the pink bow. The
great grandmotherOs bow is a couple centuries old. It suits you, Tanya, it
gives you a fresh and younger look. 1tOs as though today is a special day!

TANYA. Special? Why? laughs a bit nervously) | canOt believe youOre thinking
like that because of the bow.

SOPHIA. Also because of the bow. ThereOs something mysterious hovering in the
atmosphere of our home. YouOve suddenly taken up the culinary arts. YouOve
been cooking all day. Ad what are we looking forward to?
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TANYA. Ravioli, beet salad, cakeE A lot of trouble, but nothing special came out
of it.

SOPHIA. And Igor left?

TANYA. | think heOs already now on his way, far from Moscow.

SOPHA. | donOt understand anything.

Doorbell rings.

SOPHIA. YouOve invited someone after all?
TANYA. 1tOs a surprise!

SOPHIA. Is it Igor?

TANYA. No, no!

SOPHIA. Who?

TANYA. Wait a minute. goes to open the dopr

Igor is in the doorway with a bouquet of roses.

IGOR. Greetings!dffersthe roses to hei~or you!

TANYA . (doesnCt accept the ros¥suOve already left for a business trip! Did you
forget?

IGOR. CanOt you hear? A dogsled team is barking by the lobby. In half an hour IOII
throw myself flat onto the sled and race to the tuntfbae climbed up here
only to say goosye to my fiancZe.

TANYA. Bon voyage! Have a successful descent down the steps!

IGOR. | need to stay here for a while. To gain strength before descending. You
know, after all- age! How is your dear motherOs heaiifzhe way, give
her these roseséftends the roses to Tanya

TANYA. (she doesnCt take thefimanks. She still has the ones from yesterday.

IGOR. 1tOs all right if she has some mastibpornly tries to hand her the rodes

TANYA. You better indulge youbunnykins with these roses.

SOPHIA (loudly) Tanya, whoOs there?

TANYA. Nobody, Momma, nobody!

IGOR. (very loudly I1tOs only me, Sophia Ivanovna!

SOPHIA. Why you are not coming inside, Igor?

TANYA. HeOs in a rush, Mommal!



All rights reserved © Nadezhda Ptushkptashkina@mail.ru 33

IGOR. I0m hurrying to see you, Sigplvanovnal!

SOPHIA. Then whatOs keeping you? Where are you? Come here!
IGOR. Coming! IOm running!

TANYA . (steps aside from the dgdplease, donOt stay too long!

Still in his coat Igor goes up to Sophia and kisses her hand.

IGOR. These are for youhénds her the rosgs

SOPHIA. 10m so glad you came! Tanya didnOt warn me. But | thought you might.
Tanya has been really, really waiting for you. She bought so many things and
was cooking, and cleaning the apartment the whole day. She didnOt want to
start dnner without you.

IGOR. (kisses TanyaOs hauDs a pleasure to hear that youOve been waiting for me
so intently, dear Tanya.

TANYA. 1tOs not you IOve been waiting for.

SOPHIA. Not for Igor? For who then, Tanya?

TANYA.. (to Igor) | thought you had left. i®surprised.

IGOR. Pleasantly surprised?

TANYA. Just surprised.

SOPHIA. Igor, take off that red coat! Feel at home. Tanya, put the roses in a vase.

TANYA. We have only one vase in our house.

IGOR. | understand. 10l bring another one tomorrow.

TANYA. And what we are supposed to do with your roses today?

IGOR. Throw them away!

SOPHIA. Lovers, donOt argue! Tanya, take care of the roses!

Tanya takes the roses from Sophia and leaves the room.

SOPHIA. Your business trip was postponed?

IGOR. Cancelled all together.

SOPHIA. The dream has come true! | saw a road and on the maadh a big pile
ofE ( cutsherselfshor)) Sorry! ThatOs for luck!

IGOR. And just imagine- | saw exactly the same road and on the same pile
ofE.

SOPHIA. (becomes very animateditiventhusiasml can imagine!
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Tanya comes back with the roses in a champagne bottle.

SOPHIA. Can you imagine, Tanya, Igor and | dreamt the same dream.

TANYA. What was it about?

SOPHIA (with enthusiasinWe sawE (checks herseélfl forgot. But as soon as |
saw lgor, | remembered.

TANYA. So what did you see smincidenly?

IGOR. Ah, this is my shared secret with Sophia Ivanovna. How do you feel today,
Sophia Ivanovna?

SOPHIA. Wonderful! | had a good dream, and it came-try@uOg come! Time to
eat, Tanya. Everyone is here.

TANYA. Unfortunately, Igor is rushing to catch his train.

SOPHIA. Tell her, Igor! She doesnOt even suspect yet what happiness awaits her!

IGOR. Just imagine, Tanya, my business trip was cancelled all together.

SOPHIA. WeOll celebrate the New Year together!

IGOR. Dear Tanya hasnOt invited me yet.

TANYA. 1tOs still too far from the New Year.

SOPHIA. Only a week. Quick, invite Igor! Though why do you need to invite him?

TANYA. ThatOs right, why?

SOPHIA. Of courselgor is at home with us.

TANYA. Unfortunately, Momma dear, Igor wonOt be able to celebrate the New
Year with us.

SOPHIA. Why?

TANYA. Igor always celebrates the New Year with his group of friends. With his
colleagues. 1tOs a tradition. Igor will wish usapdy New Year by phone.

SOPHIA. And you find that normal?

TANYA. The world has changed, Momma. Lots for summer cottages are now
bought in Spain, and the New Year is celebrated in a restaurant with a group.
People invite all kinds of bunnies and hedgehti@®s normal, Momma.

SOPHIA (to Igor) What do these bunnies have to do with it? Do you work in a
700?

IGOR. I stopped working there today.

SOPHIA. But what about the balance sheet report?
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IGOR. The work in the zoo was temporary. Concurrent with, speéak, my main
job.

SOPHIA. | feel, Igor, you have a very complicated life. You should get married as
soon as possible.

TANYA. Igor, | must remind you that itOs time for you to go.

SOPHIA. But, Tanya dear, the business trip was cancelled.

TANYA. But the balance sheet report is left. Go, Igor, and donOt come back
without the balance sheet report done!

Igor moans and grabs his stomach.

SOPHIA. What’s wrong, Igor dear?

IGOR. (with a look of suffering) Tanya knows.

TANYA. Gastritis?

IGOR. At least give me a piece of bread! I have to eat something right away!
Intolerable pain!

SOPHIA. Why are you standing around, Tanya? Do something, quick! Set the
table!

Tanya goes to the kitchen.
SOPHIA. Igor dear, sit down!
Igor sits down by the table.

IGOR. The most important thing for me right now is not to move. To sit down and
to stay that way. At least for five hours.

SOPHIA. Sit, please. It’s our pleasure. I don’t understand what is happening with
our Tanya today.

IGOR. What about it? I didn’t notice anything.

SOPHIA. She’s been waiting and waiting for you... But when you finally arrived,
it’s as though she’s upset. Why is she dawdling there? Maybe you can walk
over to the kitchen and check?

IGOR. I'll look. (goes to the kitchen)
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In the kitchen.

TANYA. (warmsup something on the stove, moves something from one plate to
another) It’s good that you came here. Sit down! I’ll give you something to
eat here, real quick.

IGOR. IOm in no rush, donOt worry. The bow suits you really well. CanOt help but
notice your tae.

TANYA. (sets down a plate in front of him) Don’t get distracted! Bon appetite! The
beet salad. Ravioli. Here’s a piece of cake for you. Bread. Butter. Cheese.

IGOR. Why are you putting everything on one plate. Don’t do that to me!

TANYA. It’s a big plate. Everything will fit perfectly on it.

IGOR. Why do you feed me in the kitchen? That belittles my human dignity!

TANYA. Chew faster!

IGOR. Why are you rushing me all the time? 1Om getting nervous because of you.

TANYA. | constantly worry about yougastritis.

IGOR. My personality isnOt limited to the gastritis. By the way, itOs very tasty. |
havenOt tasted food like that in a long time.

TANYA. Should | put a bit more on your plate?

IGOR. Thanks! I0Il say OnoO for the time being. If | eat my fill there 101l sit
there in the room like a total fool and watch you eat.

TANYA. What do you want from me?

IGOR. Honestly?

TANYA. Absolutely.

IGOR. Well, to be completely honest, | donOt know.

Telephone rings.

IGOR. IOm not here.

TANYA. What — theyOve alreg started calling you here?

IGOR. Nothing like that. IOm saying that just in case.

TANYA. (into the receiverHello. I recognized you. How? By your chirping. Igor?
Of course he’s here. Where else could he be? (o0 Igor) It’s your pussycat.

IGOR. You have an abominable character.

TANYA. As an old spinster is supposed to.

IGOR. (into the receiverYesyes. Peela-boo!
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TANYA. The pussycat is cooing! The natural order of things is totally destroyed.

IGOR. Today? It’s hard to say. Possibly... I’ll try but... No, don’t cancel anything
because of me. If you’re busy, you’re busy. I’ll give you a ring at some
point. Ciao! I give my little hedgehog a big wet kiss!

TANYA. I need to remind you that it’s not a telephone station here, and not a hot
line. And after all- |IOmexpecting a call.

IGOR. Bye, my honey bunny! | donOt know if | can call you today. Pussycat, you
see, there’s a line here... I’'m calling from a phone booth.

TANYA. (throws his overcoat on Igor’s shoulders) Run over to your mousey
wousey! She’s tired of waiting for you! And I’m expecting someone.

IGOR. I'll call you later, my little hedgehog. Bye. (hangs up the receiver) Who is it
you’re expecting? A new candidate for husband? Your mother has already
become so attached to me. You can’t traumatize her! And I’d like to know
why I wasn’t right for you? Your mother, for her part, has no complaints
about me. And that’s the most important thing, isn’t it?

TANYA. What do you want from me? Somebody’s coming over to me right now.

There are one too many of you here. What do you want from me?

IGOR. Nothing special. I just like it when the candle’s lit and the table is set. I got
tired, you know, going to restaurants all the time... No one has been as glad
to see me as your mother for a long time. You know never in my life have |
been a son-in-law.

TANYA. All the reason to marry your little hedgehog!

IGOR. 10m too young for her.

TANYA. You? For her? Young?

IGOR. Sure. You see. I0Il last at least another twenty years, and sheOs dreaming
about not getting married, but becomingidow.

TANYA. What do you need her for if you think that way about her?

IGOR. What do you mean what for? IOm a man after all!

TANYA. | see.

IGOR. YouOve misunderstood me just now. Picture this: weOre sitting at work,
somebody says; OYesterday in my Jelepdl an incredible interview with a
real cowEOQ, and another says: OYesterday | picked up a girl, and she and
IEO

TANYA. | get the gistof it.

IGOR. Excuse me! Do you want me to always sit quietly?
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TANYA. WhoOs stopping you from talking? Say anything tbates to your mind.

IGOR. Yeah? ThatOs a solution!

TANYA. If your colleagues think about a war, it doesnOt mean they personally took
part in a military campaign.

IGOR. Thanks for the advice.

TANYA. Just go!

IGOR. In that case, why do I have to go anywhere? I’d better stay here.

TANYA. Do you think only you have a personal life?

IGOR. 10m the only one who doesnOt have a personal life.

TANYA. But | do!

IGOR. Say anything that comes into your head.

SOPHIA. Tanya dear! Are we going to have dinner or not?

TANYA. Right away, Momma, right away!

IGOR. WeOre bringing everything in right now, Sophia Ivanovital!Ténya
Should | take it in for you2dkes the bowl with salad

The doorbell rings.

TANYA. Leave, leave this instant!

IGOR. While IOm carrying the sala#hat do you take me for? 1Om a well
mannered person.

TANYA. Take the salad to the room and donOt show your face!

IGOR. Yes, maOam!

TANYA. Then why are you standing here?

IGOR. 10m just curious whoOs coming to see you.

The doorbell rings.

IGOR. Why arenQbu opening the door? Are you ashamed to show him to me? By
the way, how am | supposed to introduce myself? As your fiancZ? As your
fictitious fiancZ? As your former fiancZ? IOm confused. LetOs get our story

straight.

The doorbell rings.
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IGOR. So persient! He definitely decided to marry you.

TANYA. 1tOs a business visit. From the Social Welfare Office.

IGOR. Maybe | should change my job to the Social Welfare Office. | see how
people prepare for their visits.

Tanya opens the door.

As though she habiroken loose from a chain, Dina flies into the
apartment and yells in a hearénding voice: ®omma dear! ItOs me,
Dina, your flesh and blood daughter! | missed yowsobmuch!O

IGOR. My now deceased mother used to say to me: OYou drink too much, Iggy!
YouOll end up marrying some damn woman with child one day.O
SOPHIA. Tanya! WhatOs happening? What is all this shouting?

Dina, almost knocking Igor off his feet, rusheso the room and
wraps her armaround SophiaGs neck.

DINA. Grandma, my dear! Wenally meet.

SOPHIA. Tanya! Help!

TANYA. . (pulls Dina away Not right away! Gradually!

SOPHIA. Do you know her, Tanya? Who is she?

DINA. (immediately tears herselfnay from Tanya and wraps her arrasound
Sophia®s neceranny! DonOt you recognize yown flesh and blood?

IGOR. (to Tanya about DinaShould | throw this flesh of bloodf yours out of
here?

TANYA. (once again pulls Dina away from SophiBhis is my daughter! Your
granddaughter, Momma!

DINA. (wraps her armsaround TanyaOs neciommad Dea! (wraps her arms
aroundSophiaOs nec&randma! My dear!

TANYA . (yells) Stopyelling! Stop wrapping your armeround everyoneOs neck!

SOPHIA (yells) DonOt yell at the child! Who is she? | donOt understand! Heavens,
my heartOs beating so fast. Tanya, stop tormenting me. Who is she?

TANYA. Your granddaughter. Forgive me for keeping it from you.
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DINA. SheOs been keeping it a secret for forty years. ®Beafvaid of you,
grandma. She was afraid that youOd scold her.

SOPHIA. Where have you been hiding her, Tanya?

DINA. She gave me up right there, at the birthing clinic. Strangers adopted me.
And they already had seven of their own! And they were heavketsh
ThatOs what my life has been like! Orphaned! But now with a living mother
and grandmotherk(ies)

A pause.

SOPHIA. How could you give up your child, Tanya?

DINA. | personally wonOt let you scold my mother!

SOPHIA. Tanya, might it be that all thstrue?

DINA. The naked truth. ifnpulsively embraces Sophi&randma, | canOt get
enough looking at you. YouOre my unsung song! My precious darling!

SOPHIA. 1tOs my fault. Forgive me, Tanyta! ina) And you must forgive me.

DINA. ThatOs okay, granny,rddt worry, forget it!

SOPHIA. My poor girls! You were so afraid of me, Tanya? Is it true that | was such
a monster? Forgive me, my dear girls!

TANYA. Momma, calm down, everything is not like that. 101l tell you the entire
truth now.

DINA. DonOt! The trutfs too bitter! And IOve grown up already. WhatOs the point
in figuring out whoOs to blame and what to do? WeOve been doing it for a
hundred years, but weOre still stuck in the same place.

SOPHIA. Let me look at you. WhatOs your name?

DINA. Dina.

SOPHIA. Your eyes are TanyaOs. But the chin is mine. IsnOt that right, Tanya? My
chin! And the eyebrows are my departed husbandOs. The poor man didnOt
live long enough to see her. The chin is mine, and the eyebrows his. Or are
they also mine? No, let the eyebroweshis.

TANYA. Of course, his! Who elseOs could they be? They say that features are
inherited over a generation.

SOPHIA. The eyes are TanyaOs. The brow TanyaOs. The expression on the brow.
Igor, look at her forehead!

IGOR. IOm enchanted by her forehead.
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SOPHIA. And whose nose is it?

IGOR. (to Tanya At least give us a hint about the nose. Whose is it, after all?

DINA. (to Tanya about Iggrwho is this? You didnOt warn me thereOd be someone
else.

IGOR. What was the point? I0m an accidental visitor andhavifeel at this sweet
celebration of life.

SOPHIA. Igor, | canOt believe youOre reproaching Tanya for hef-wedlock
child. Those events are so distant in the past.

IGOR. Who am | to reproach Tanya for anything at all?

SOPHIA. What do you mean who areu? YouOre almost married?

IGOR. Yes, | was nearly ready to marry a woman who assured me that she was a
spinster. A spinster, that sounds touching and romantic, stern and helpless at
the same timeAnd suddenly | find out that for forty years sheOs beiewy
a double life. Bunnies and little hedgehogs are more respectable. With them
everything is clear from the very beginning.

DINA. WhoOs he?

TANYA. This isE thisE well, simplyE.

IGOR. After all IOm going on my business trip. Tanya 10Il call you frm the
tundra. Right from a snowdrift.

DINA. Who is he?!

TANYA. Your father.

DINA. (immediately throws her arms aroutgbrOs neglDaddy! feadily showers
him with kissesDaddy!!! My dear! WeOve finally found each other! | didnOt
even suspect that | hadaher! IOm so glad! | need you so much!

IGOR. No, no, it wonOt work with me! | wonOt agree to adopt you!

SOPHIA. You renounce your own daughter? YouOre beginning to disillusion me,
lgor!

IGOR. | donOt have any children! And never did! Neither daugtdesons!

SOPHIA. My Tanya is incapable of lying. You of all people should know that.

IGOR. Yes, | noticed it.t¢ Dina) How old are you?

DINA. DonOt ask about that, daddphs

IGOR. (yells) How old?!

SOPHIA. DonOt yell at the child! How old are ybapy? Answer your father.
DonOt be afraid.

DINA. Forty. So what?
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IGOR. Nothing. ItOs just that | have nothing to do with it. Forty years ago | was in
the army, stationed near Vorkuta. That was very, very far away from here.

SOPHIA. And you, Tanya, forty s agoE.

TANYA. Worked in Yelets. On assignment. From my library institute.

SOPHIA (to Igor) Have you ever been to Yelets?

IGOR. Never.

TANYA. I10ve traveled from Yelets to Vorkuta.

SOPHIA. You? From Yelets to Vorkuta? What for?

TANYA. Sight-seeing.

A pause.

SOPHIA. Igor, the nose is definitely yours. Take a better look.

IGOR. (to Tanya Do you seriously insist that sheOs my daughter?

DINA. WhatOs the point in worrying about it, daddy? What harm is it to you? tOs
too late to payhild-support | have myown place to live. [tOs nothing but a
gain for you. Your old age is just around the corner, and your own daughter
shows up here. YouOll have someone to give you a glass of water when you
need it.

SOPHIA. YouOve completely browbeaten the child! Sit dowt teeme, Dina
dear. Tell your grandmother about yourself. How did you live without us?

DINA. Can you even call it life? My father and mother were denied their parental
rights because of their constant drinking.

SOPHIA. What mother and father?

DINA. Thosel ended up with. | donOt consider them my parents at all.

TANYA. Why are you saying that? | brought you up, after all.

DINA. Who brought me up? First | wasted away my days in an orphanage, then in
a dormitory.

IGOR. | donOt believe anything sheOs saying.

SOPHIA. Tanya, you knew how your daughter was suffering and didnOt say
anything?

DINA. How could she know? We lost each other right after | was born.

IGOR. And how did you find each other?

SOPHIA. My God! Really, how did you find each other?

DINA. Literally by accident. Literally yesterday.
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IGOR. Fantastic! And how did you recognize each other?afi@ty of kindred
blood?

DINA. (shakes a toddlerOs undergarments and overalls out of he) Herse

IGOR. What is this trash?

DINA. My dowry! My baby clothesjumpsuitsE (sobg Those that my momma
left for me!

IGOR. | donOt believe this Mexican soap opera! No way!

DINA. Here, especially for you. Here are MommaOs markings in the corners. You
still donOt believe me after that? This is very strange. Grandma, yoould
agree that itOs strange not to believe after that?

SOPHIA. Let me take a looklopks carefully [tOs TanyaOs handwriting.

IGOR. Sophia Ivanovna, you are a reasonable woman after all.

SOPHIA. But it is really TanyaOs handwriting. Even though itOsenotvery
clearly.

IGOR. (to Tanyd When you were in the process of abandoning your cidd,
were sewingnarkings on hebabyclothes?

TANYA. Naturally.

IGOR. You are just like a cuckoo that leaves her eggs in other birdsO nests! But |
donOt believe anye here!

DINA. Well, | donOt know what to say! How could you not believe? And donOt you
dare speak to Momma like that! Yes!!! The call of blood! On my part |
noticed Momma long ago. Intelligent, stated.She used to come to our
vegetable store. Once | happened to miscalculate and was short for the dayOs
balance sheet. | was crying in a storeroom with the door open. | needed
money urgently! Nobody | knew had any. Momma was standing by the
counter waitingl came out all blubbering and started to throw everything
onto the scales. And she quietly told me: OHow much do you need? Just
donOt cry, for Christ sake!O She gave me the money and didnOt even look at
my passport |D.

IGOR. | donOt believe any of this.

DINA. How dare you not believe? She did give me the money, | swear on my life
she did.

SOPHIA. Poor girl. Suffering. Always alone.

DINA. Alone. But now IOve found Momma and you, Grandma.

SOPHIA. YouOre so genuine. And beautiful. Why havenOt you married?
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DINA. Well, do you want to know how many times 10ve been married? Officially
five times. My passport is all blotted over with marriage registration stamps.

SOPHIA. Do you have any children?

DINA. ThatOs what | donOt have, thank God.

SOPHIA. We have to mov&o we can live together. We must be together. So much
time has been lost!

DINA. 10d be glad to, but | literally have nothing to exchange for a shared
apartment with you. Look what a palace you have, andjust have a
doghouse in a communal apartment.

SOMIA. We have a studio apartment, you have a room. We can ask fora one
bedroom apartment. Enough of you living with strersty WeOll live
together! Tanniggive me my jewelry box.

Tanya gives a rather large jewelry box to her mother.

SOPHIA (opensthe jewelry box in front of Dind.ook, granddaughter!

DINA. (clasps her handBut it is a real museum! A Tretyakov Gallet\o less!

IGOR. (looks Not bad! Where is it from?

SOPHIA (gives a demonstratigi\ crown with pearls of various sizes. A diandon
necklace and bracelet. A sapphire signet ring. Everything is pure gold.

DINA. 1tOs a treasure! Did you rob a museum or what?

SOPHIA. Family jewels. Inherited through the female line.

DINA. Did you get them from your mother?

SOPHIA. My mother, your gregirandmother, was a scientist. She even received a
Stalin Prize. But the jewels, of course, are not hers. A Stalin Prize isnOt
enough to buy them!

DINA. Does it mean that that scientist got the jewels from her mother?

SOPHIA. Her mother, my grandmother, aymur great, great grandmother was a
revolutionary. She played a major role in the PeopleOs Will Party that
assassinated Tsar Alexandef II.

DINA. Anna bought the jewels with the Party money! Good going, great, great
grandmother! Kept her wits about her!

SOPHIA. What are you saying? Where could the Party get that kind of money?

DINA. So whose jewels are these after all? Who bought them?
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SOPHIA. My great grandmother was a very fashionable woman. She adored
jewels and bought them all her life.

DINA. Who wasyour great grandmother? Probably some aristocrat in the TsarOs
court?

SOPHIA. Almost. She was a serf, my great grandmother.

DINA. A serf? That means that your grandmother was fighting for the freedom of
your great grandmother?

SOPHIA. Something like thaMy great grandmother was a serf, her daughter, my
grandmother a revolutionary.

DINA. Did your grandmother ask your great grandmother if she needed that
freedom?

IGOR. She is an exceptionally inquisitive and clever child.

DINA. And now these jewels are ys?

SOPHIA. No. Now these jewels are yours. Take them and take good care of them.
You, granddaughter, are such a joy for me, such a joy! And for Tanya you
are such a joy, such a joy! Thank God, | have someone to give the jewels to!
Thanks to you, 10Il dieappy!

DINA. Stop it, grandma! You have to live!

TANYA. Give me the jewelry box, Momma. IOl put it back. Let it stay there. Dina
will know that the jewels are hers. SheOll come over to us to look at them.

SOPHIA. Why these complications? Let her t#kem! Let her have them! What if
she decides to put one of them on? Take them, Dina dear! You are my
greatest jewel!

DINA. Grandma, are you really going to give these to me?

SOPHIA. IOve already given them. Who else should | give them to other than to
you?

DINA. But these are royal jewels! TheyOre worth outrageous money! A few cars at
least!

SOPHIA. But we are giving them not to the first person we meet, but to our only
daughter and granddaughter.

DINA. Oh-oh-oh!!! (throws her armsiround SophiaOs ng@&ranny, you are worth
your weight in gold!!! Thank you SO much!!'throws her armsaround
TanyaOs necklomma dear!!! Thank you for finding mettfrows her arms
around IgorOs nerkhank you, Daddy! My dear!

IGOR. You donOt have to squeeze me! ThereOsgfuthiyou to thank me for!
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DINA. | will look at these jewels and remember you all.

SOPHIA. Why remember me? | want to be with you while IOm still alive. Because
| have a premonition that | only have a month or two to liveE.

DINA. It goes without saying, Ui | have to go now.iif a jerking motion she
shoves the jewelry box into her pursdave to get up early and do all kinds
of things.

SOPHIA. ArenOt you spending the night at our home, Dina dear?

DINA. For sure! But some other time! Today IOm going ast# is! Maybe 1Om
dreaming?

TANYA. The jewels are, of course, yours, but it would be better if you left them
with us. 1tOs dangerous to walk the Moscow streets at night with that kind of
treasure in your purse.

DINA. Take a look at me! What an idiot walube tempted to rob me? Grandma,
Momma, Father, so long everyone!

SOPHIA (makes a sign of the cross over Dihard, bless and keep my joy!

DINA. (hurriedly retreats to the dodrThank you, everyone! Thank you for
everything! | will always remember thiag!

TANYA. (after he) DonOt hurry! Be careful on the stairs! The boy from the
neighborsO apartment is always chewing bananas and throwing peals on the
floor.

DINA. IOm not afraid of bananas! | work with bananas! So long!

Igor enters the hallway.

IGOR. Maybe you can explain something to me now?

TANYA. . (shoves the coat into his hand¥ho are you for me to explain anything
to you or to justify myself? Good night!

IGOR. YouOre just kicking me out after everything that has happened here?

TANYA. And what hashappened? It was a minor amateur performance.

IGOR. If forty years ago | found out that | had a daughter and that she had been
treated like that, | would have taken the girl in.

TANYA. And would have brought heover in the hem of your skirt to your
MomméP?

IGOR. Dina would have grown up in my family and everyone would have loved
her and taken care of her. And my mother would have lived longer.
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The telephone rings.

TANYA. 1tOs for you.

IGOR. IOm not here.

TANYA. Tell her yourself!

IGOR. (into the receiver Hello! Why are you talking to me this way? | have a
daughter whoOs twice your age. Stop calling here. My rrotfenvOs here,
my daughterOs hereE No, sheOs not my wife. Yes, | have a 4imelder |
have a daughter, but sheOs not my wife! What didablout? Yes, | ended up
here by mistake. Yesterdayby mistake too. But today itOs not. Yes, the
situation will continue for a long time. DonOt call me any mdwgs up
the receivey You canOt change the past! But itOs possible to make the present
correlate with the past. To balance debits and credits.

TANYA. And to draw the sum.

IGOR. Because of our mistakes and our irresponsibility, the girlOs life is totally
shattered. | personally am ready to sacrifice myself to redeem the past.

TANYA. In what sene— sacrifice?

IGOR. Literally.

TANYA. DonOt frighten me!

IGOR. I think that if we marry, nothing terrible will happen to us.

TANYA. Is it worth the risk?

IGOR. We canOt think just of ourselves! And in any case, at some point we have to
build a family. Foryou, your mother, our daughter and me, for all of us to
live apart is much worse.

TANYA. Did you come to believe that now?

IGOR. IOm beginning to remember you. DonOt be upset, after all, forty years have
passed.

TANYA. You and | met for the first time iour life just yesterday. | never was in
Vorkuta. | never gave birth. Dina is just a saleswoman from the vegetable
store on the corner. | donOt even know her telephone number. | donOt know
her last name either.

IGOR. Are you taking me for an idiot? You dok@ow her last name and give her
the family jewels? Or are the jewels fake? Is everything you have fake?
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TANYA. The jewels are real, and life is real. Only the daughter is fake. My mother
is dying, and I0Il do everything just to make her die happy!

IGOR. (yells) Is Dina my daughter or not?

TANYA. DonOt shout!

IGOR. (in a whispe)y Daughter or not?

TANYA. Of course, not.

IGOR. Who is she to me?

TANYA. Nobody. She is nobody to you. And my mother is nobody to you. And |
am nobody.

IGOR. YouOre a monster! A etucold woman! | wipe you from my memory.

TANYA. IOm not imposing my company on you and am not keeping you here.

IGOR. Not keeping me here? Can you even understand what IOve endured these
two evenings? You think | can leave this house now and put evegydioit
of my head?

TANYA. Well, you need to know, | canOt let you put down roots here.

Igor slaps her in the face and leaves. The telephone rings.

TANYA. (into the receiverHello! (listeng Now you listen! | am sixty with all the
ensuing consequences. Besides that | am a spinster. He has a stupid habit of
joking. Igor will never come back here. There is no methdaw and
especially no daughter! There are no longer any family jewels. ha@na
wife to him. No, not a wife! Not a wife!!! Yes, he proposed. | turned him
down. Yes, turned him down! Turned him down!!! Because | donOt love him!
And you donOt love him? It turns out that nobody loves him. What a pity! He
deserves to be loved. Wejlou and | have had a lovely talk. By all means,
call me again, go on keep calling! | almost never get callgs the receiver
down He slappedme! (strokes her cheek, remembering the slap with a
certain blis3 He thinks IOm a woman. IOm unhappy as aawoas a
daughter, and just as an idiot. God, how pleasant it is to be unhappy! How
long itOs been since 10ve been unhappitzés along the corridor, speaking
in a totally happy voigeGod, how unhappy | am! How hopelessly unhappy
| am!

SOPHIA (from the other room Tanya! Where are you? Where did you go? IOm so
happy! SO happy!
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End of Act2

48
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Act 3
A week has passed.

The holiday table is set for two.
There are roses on the table. The radio is on, broadcasting something
for New YearOs Eve.

Sophia,dolled up, sits by the table.
Tanya, dressed up in ordinary clothes, decorates the Christma’s tree.

SOPHIA. Has Igor call today?

TANYA. Not yet.

SOPHIA. Did he call yesterday?

TANYA. Momma, youOve asked me several times, and |IOve answered several
times: gor calls every day.

SOPHIA. And what does he say?

TANYA. He passes along his love.

SOPHIA. To whom?

TANYA. To us.

SOPHIA. Could you be more specific?

TANYA. He worries.

SOPHIA. About what?

TANYA. About your frame of mind. About your health.

SOPHIA. Do youand he always talk just about me?

TANYA. Not always.

SOPHIA. Does he love you?

TANYA. Naturally.

SOPHIA. And you him?

TANYA. It goes without saying.

SOPHIA. | don®t like all this.

TANYA. | think everything is wonderful.

SOPHIA. And where did Dindisappear to?

TANYA. | told you already- sheOs sick.

SOPHIA. WhatOs the problem?

TANYA. | told you already- she caught a little cold.
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SOPHIA. IOm not happy about that. Why do you treat it so lightly? Because you
didnOt bring her up. At first every illsetooks harmless, but it can end
badly. A child requiresindividedattention.

TANYA. Dina stopped being a child long time ago.

SOPHIA. For me sheOll be a child forever.

TANYA. No reason to worry- itOs just a slight cold.

SOPHIA. Then what is happening Wigou? Can you explain at least that to me?

TANYA. Everything is fine with me. Do you like the treeshé turns off the light
and turns on the lights on the tjdethink itOs very beautiful. Do you like it,
Momma?

SOPHIA. | donQt like anything, at all. Do you think, Tanya, | donOt understand
whatOs happening with you? | know what makes you upset. | know
everything, Tanya. You are not being candid with me. And it hurts. Why do
you continue to lie to me? Do you thihkeserve that?

TANYA. Did you figure out everything, Momma?

SOPHIA. Even a blind man could see it. Dina wonOt celebrate the New Year with
us! So what? LetOs notsmdfisH DonOt repeat my mistakes, Tanya. Dina has
her own young company. LetOs wish hgoad time. So something really
joyful happens in her life. Everything will be all right. She will be a good
daughter for you, Tannie, when she gets to know you a little better. YouOll
see.

TANYA . (embraces Sophjd love you, Momma!

SOPHIA. Then leave menmediately! Do you hear? Leave right away! And donOt
dare argue with me!

TANYA. Leave? Me? Where? Why?

SOPHIA. Go to Igor! You have to celebrate the New Year with him!

TANYA. | donOt want to.

SOPHIA. DonGt lie to me! You really want to! | not only want imleave me
alone. | demand it! | have a right to it!

TANYA. ThatOs impossible, Momma.

SOPHIA. Tannie, my daughter, honey, | implore you with all my strength! Leave!!!
101l be perfectly all right on my own. | really want you to celebrate the New
Year withlgor!

TANYA. Momma, | will never leave you alone!
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SOPHIA. You want to deprive me of the holiday? So that the whole night 1Od suffer
and be upset because of you? | thought: what if while weOre sitting here Igor
meets another woman? The New YearOs celetrdifings out the
unexpected. | wonOt survive it, Tannie! If he dumps us Go to him! |OIl
have a truly happy holiday only without you! IOIl imagine the two of you
sitting next to each other, dancing, laughing, or being just silentE | need just
one thing fe my happiness for you to leave.

TANYA. 1tOs already dark! How can | get there?

SOPHIA. YouOve become totally antisocial holding on to your motherOs skirt. Take
a taxi!

TANYA. Where can | find a taxi on New YearOs Eve? | shouldOve ordered one
earlier.

SOPHIA. Nonsense! 1tOs only nine. YouOll make it even by public transportation.

TANYA. 1tOs dark, wet, and slushy outside.

SOPHIA. People are rushing in the street in anticipation of the holiday. TheyOre
friendly and happy. Slushy? 1tOs underfoot. Fronveatso light snow is
falling. Trust me- as soon as you are in the street, your mood will change
markedly.

TANYA. | have a slight chill. IOm probably getting sick.

SOPHIA. Dress warmly.

TANYA. | donOt want to go anywhere, Momma.

SOPHIA. Then do it for my sa&k Tanya!

TANYA. But youOll be all alone here.

SOPHIA. Alone?laughg Nonsense! All those dear to me will be with me.

TANYA. All right. | give up.

SOPHIA. Hurry up, Tannie!

Tanya goes to the entryway, puts on her coat, and comes back in the
room.

TANYA. IOm ready!

SOPHIA. What about a present? A present for Igor? 1tOs New YearOs after all!
TANYA. Of course, of course, IOl buy something on the way.

SOPHIA. What are you saying Osomething?0O Forlgmmething?

TANYA. DonOt worry, Momma. |0l think of setiming.



All rights reserved © Nadezhda Ptushkptashkina@mail.ru 53

SOPHIA. | already know!rfysteriously | noticed when Igor was leaving during
his very first visit to us, he suddenly ran like crazy to the portrait of Dickens
and gazed at it with blazing eyes. ThereOs something in it. 1tOs most likely
that Igor,just like you and I, really loves Dickens! Give him ourvddume
collection as a present.

TANYA. And how will you and | survive without Dickens?

SOPHIA. Where will Dickens go to? You and Igor will get married, and Dickens
will return to these shelves agai

TANYA. You donOt mean | should drag thevblume set with me now?

SOPHIA. They arenOt that heavy. | implore you, Tannie dear, donOt be lazy! It will
be a wonderful present that will mean a lot to Igdanya puts the volumes
of Dickens into a bag

SOPHIA. Come over to me. Let me kiss yolarya comes up to heWhy such a
gloomy face? Smile! Here you go! ThatOs a different story! IOm happy that
youOre leaving me this New YearOs nigisgds hex

TANYA. | also wish you happiness, health, and |difey

SOPHIA. | wonOt last too long. Maybe a year at most.

TANYA. |10l stay with you, Momma.

SOPHIA. | wonOt allow it! My regards to Igor.

Tanya leaves the apartment. On the landing cheenklbdies can be
heard from under all the doors, rushing out dildnding together into
a merry cacophony.

Tanya puts the bag down by her own door and sits on it, leaning
against the wall. The telephone rings in their apartment. Tanya jumps
up, listens nervously, but doesnCt dare to return. Sophia also listens to
the hone in the apartment.

SOPHIA (to herself Dear Igor is callingE Or DinnieE And Tannie is not here.
(moans, groans, gets up, and thBmgoes to the phone, keeping to the wall,
grasping for everything on her way, and mutte)ibgpw, Igor, dear, nowE
Now, Dinnie, my darling granddaughterte@ches for the phone exactly
when it stops ringingWell, one more time! One more time! Here | anh
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made it! Ring one more time. [tOs not that hard. IOm not good for anything.
(sits down on a chair by the phone

Tanyaalso hears the phone stop ringing. She again sits down on her
bag, taking a book from it.

TANYA. Page one hundred sixtwo. (opens a book and tries to ree@There was
Newman so subdued yet so overjoyed, and there were the twin brothers so
delighted and interchanging such looks, that the old servant stood transfixed
behind his masterOs chair, and felt his eyes grow dim as they wandered round
the tableE.O (cries bitterly)

While she was reading, shedding tears all over the pages, first from
far and then closer and stronger, a strange, -nlaythmic sound could
be heard.

Finally a St. Nick on crutches appeared at the landing with a bag over
his shoulder. AChristmas tree sticking out of the bag.

TANYA. (jumps upDonOt come near me! Or I0Il scream!

ST. NICK. (in DinaOs voi¢eHappy New Year! gours confetti all over Tanya
Happy new happiness! Did they kick you out, or what? Because of me, isnOt
it? DonOt be afraid! You donOt recognize me, do you? ItOs me, Dina! Your
daughter! Remember? Something drew me to you. ItOs New YearOs! You
wonOt kick me out, | thought. And | seriywere kicked out yourself. With
your things.

TANYA. Dina? 1tOs you?

DINA. Did you think | was St. Nick, really?

TANYA. Dina!!! How wonderful! | am so glad! How amusingly youOve thought of
everything! ItOs so funnySt. Nick on crutches! Happy New Yeatlappy
new happinesstigs at Ding A real St. Nick! Last time St. Nick visited me
was a half century ago. HeOs reailins her around and tugs at DipaeOs
real!

DINA. Slow down! Slow down! The crutches are real, too.
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TANYA. | also have crutches!walks on straight legs LetOs be two invalids.
(laughs and tugs at Dina

DINA. Careful! Ouch, donOt! Ouchet me go! 101l falll!! | shouldnOt do it! The
crutches are real! | swear on my healthall§ on Tanya

TANYA. (holds her, confus@drhe crutches are redVhat happened to you, Dina?

DINA. God punished me.

TANYA. Could you be more specific?

DINA. IOm telling you God punished me.

TANYA. Well, did He personally appear and punish you?

DINA. No, not personally. He delegated it to that boy who eats banaddkraws
peels on the floor. God punished me for you. Forgive me, Tanya!

TANYA. | donOt understand, Dina, | donOt understand anything at alll.

DINA. | grabbed your jewelry ahlost my mind. Here, | thoughtlOll be provided
for my whole life. | wonOt sébot in theirE , | mean, your house. What if
they, | mean, you, might change your mind? And | rushed down the stairs
from you like a madwoman. But slipped at the bottom of the stairs. | broke
both legs. They used to chop off the hands of thieves, and noavesgly
God started to use legs for punishment. | brought your jewelry back. |
couldnOt do it earlier | was lying down with my legs elevated. Tanya,
forgive me. 1tOs the truth that my parents never gave a damn about me. They
didnOt even buy me an appig whole life. And you- from the very start
bang!- the family jewels to dear Dina! Anyone can flip out over this kind a
thing. Someday 10Il ask for this jewelry from you, hang it all over me, and
stand at the counter in my grocery store. TheyOll gy éram all our stuff.

The manager will turn green from envy!

TANYA. IOm so happy you came! What a smarty you dweds( and kisses her
LetOs go inside and make Grandma happy. God!!! What grandma? What am
| doing? I0ve surely gone mad! IOm sixty, and avhatdoing?

DINA. Sixty? Your worst enemy wouldnOt say youOre more than fiftyE seven. Our
manager idifty -five, though she tells everyone shéfbg-two, and she has
three lovers. You donOt believe nhestvear on my health! Three! IOm not
trying to console you. | know all of them personally. Our freight handler
Grishka is one. As soon as he gets drunk, he prattles on that the managerOs
his lover. Then a retired guy often picks her up in a car, one avith
handicapped sign. And the inspector! Well, that oneOs in action only during
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inventory. By her looks, youOd say, sheOs not fit to lick your boots. Sixty! ItOs
the most appropriate age to have a good time! To have a good time all the
time! The most approjate time!

TANYA. (laughg Oh, how lucky | am to have you, Din®h how wonderful you
are!

DINA. Me? Wonderful? 1tOs you who is wonderful. 1tOs you who 10m lucky to have.
| wish | could @k you for advice about life! Qthow | need it! IOm simply
dying totalk to you!

TANYA. WeOll talk. We have the whole night ahead of us. Well, what? WeOll go to
confesfon together. Otherwise my headlvgitart spinning from lying.

DINA. Confess? What are you saying? You want to send off ymmmmato the
better world during these holidays? Do you really think truth is more
important than life? YouMommais a real baby! And on top of that | canOt
return the money you paid me for my li¢ spent it.

TANYA. DonOt worry about the money. [tOs not itapd.

DINA. You are not of this world! MoneyOs not important! The family jewélsre
they are for you, Dina deatr, just take them!

TANYA. She, after all, thinks that youOre her granddaughter.

DINA. And my old man and woman knew for sure that | was tii@irghter. What
did | get from them? Not even once did they ever even pat me on the head!
(sobbing DonOt take my granny away from me, Tanya! | ainOt got no one but
her! | ainOt got no other relatives! Only her!!!

TANYA. Then letOs drop formalities, asonOt forget call me Momma. Got it?

DINA. No problem! From the bottom of my heart!

TANYA. Then, letOs bite the bullet and go home?

DINA. Forward! Charge!

They open the door and resolutely walk straight into the living room
without noticing Sophia in thentrance hall.

TANYA. (solemnly and in a bold ton&omma Look what joy has come to visit
us! (suddenly checks herself) Momma! Where is she?

DINA. Maybe she went to the potty?

TANYA. Momma hasnOt been able to walk for ten years now.
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DINA. SheOs been kn! What times weOre going through neeverything gets
stolen.

TANYA. | didnOt take a step away from the door.

DINA. They took her to heaven alive! After she gave me the family jewels, |
wouldnOt be surprised at anything.

TANYA . (desperatelyMomma!!!

SOPHIA. (shoutg Tanya! Where are you? What happened? WhoOs with you?

TANYA. (rushes to her motheMommad How did you get here? Is everything all
right?

SOPHIA (about Dina who is hobbling after Tanya on her crutghggo is that?

DINA. IOm old St. Nickrom the forest! With a silver beard! As usual 10m robust
and merry! Happy New YearOs, little ones!

TANYA. DonObe afraid, Momma. [tOs our Dinn&he wanted to surprise us.

SOPHIA. Granddaughter!

DINA. I®m a merry St. Nick, | brought presents for gihd

SOPHIA. Smarty! How original! St. Nick on crutches! Very funny, | never saw
anything like that. What does it mean?

DINA. It means | broke both my legs.

SOPHIA (to Tanya And you argued with me! A slight cold! Not dangerous! You
see now what complitians it brought?

TANYA. You have to go back to the living room, Momma.

SOPHIA. | will. IOm perfectly capable of walking there on my own.

TANYA. Lean on me!

SOPHIA. | can do it without any support! But you, Tanya, keep an eye on me. And
you, Dinnie, stepside so | donOt knock you over, God forbid.

Dina goes to the living room, puts the Christmas tree, which she had
brought with her, there, and places presentbright wrapping paper

under it.

All this time Sophia slowly, holding onto the wall, makesway to
the living room.

TANYA. Careful, Mommd
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SOPHIA. You donOt say! | wonOt fall under any circumstances now that my
peaceful happy life has just begun!

TANYA. Momma you better lean on me!

SOPHIA. No need to. | should get used to it. | wonOt have charice to sit
around. With a family like this. There will be so many concerns!

DINA. (meets them in the living rognMy presents for everyone are merry and
bright!

TANYA. Sit down, sit downMommad

SOPHIA. 10l sit for a bit here and walk somewhere agiéia.New YearOs after all!

DINA. | have a camera for you, Granny.

SOPHIA. A camera? For me?

DINA. WeOll take pictures of each other! Will make a family album.

SOPHIA. | used to take pictures in my younger days, but now IOve forgotten how
to do it.

DINA. I0Il teach you! YouOll remember everything! We have the whole night ahead
of us! And for you,Momma is this. fands a shimmering evening dress to
Tanyg Please put it on. And put on as many of the family jewels as you can.
| sank all the money youage me into this dress.

TANYA. Thank you, Dinnie, but IOm afraid IOm too old for this kind of dress.

SOPHIA. If youOre too old, give it to the child. Let her wear it.

DINA. Put it on,Momma YouOll look younger in it right away.

SOPHIA. DonOt argue, Tatgamut it on! In any case, no one will see you in it.

TANYA. Okay, 10l put it ontékes the dress and leayes

DINA. Meanwhile, weQll decorate the second Christmas tree. The more holiday
spirit we have, the better. WeOll have a great time the three (fihisbes
decorating the Christmas trge

SOPHIA (examines the cameyares, there were a lot of different things in my
youth. | was fascinated by photography. | took pictures of your grandfather.

DINA. (absentmindedWhat grandfather?

SOPHIA. Yours! Who elseOs could he have been? We have a lot of pictures of him.
He, poor thing, didnOt live long enough to see you. Well, this technology
hasnOt changed much. The world changes slowly in general. The same
feelings, the same joys that extste hundred, two hundred, or a thousand
years ago. ThatOs the way | think after IOve lived mytdikes(a snapshot of
Dina and cries out because of the flpal!
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DINA. DonOt be afraid, granny. 1tOs a flash. Why did you take a picture of me with
the bead?

Tanya enters wearing the new dress, beautiful thigbled shoes, and
jewelry.

DINA. God, look at her! The Swan Queen! The Mistress of Copper Mountain! A
malachite jewelry box!

SOPHIA. Will Igor be coming over?

TANYA. HeOll call.

DINA. Stop by my greery store dressed like that. 101l mattfiefactly say to my
manager: OThis is my mother. She stopped by to get some carrots. SheOs
cooking borsch for my visit!O

TANYA.. (in a serious tondOll definitely stop by. Thanks.

SOPHIA (getting ready to take picture) Stand just a little bit to the left, Tanya,
between the two trees. So | can get them into the shot. WeOll send it to our
relatives. Dina, go and stand next to your Momma. 1tOs wonOt be very
interesting to photograph Tanya alone.

DINA. Just a minut. 10l take off the beard.

SOPHIA. | need photos with and without the beard. Smile, Tanya, smile!
Otherwise youOll be gogegtged as if something magical were happening
with you. God forgive me!dicks the cameraDone! And now, Tanya, go
away, quickly!New YearOs is soon.

DINA. Grandma, why are chasing Momma away? Where?

SOPHIA. To your father. To Igor. You, Dinnie, and | will have fun together here.
How fortunate everything is turning out!

TANYA. | wonOt be able to make it there in time. New YearObavithiming in
any minute now.

SOPHIA. All the more so you donOt waste time! Run, get going, run, run!

DINA. 1tOs the worst thing, grandma, to chase a man! You run after them, and they
— run away from you. ItOs better to run from him. Then heOll chasgoatte
They have this kind of reflex! 1tOs not their fault. 1tOs quite possible they
arenOt happy about it themselves.

SOPHIA. DonOt interrupt when adults are talking! Go, Tanya, go to him, go! DonOt
worry about us!
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TANYA. All right, Momma.
SOPHIA. DonOobfget the Dickens.

Tanya takes the bag and goes to the entrance hall. The telephone
rings.

TANYA. (grabs the receiver, happily and in hgpees, itOs me!lldisappointedl
How do you do, Miss little hedgehoghank you. Happy New YearOs to
you, too! Be happy! Give my regards? IsnOt Igor with you? No, | canOt give
him your regards. No, he of course isnOt here. No, he wonOt be coming here.
IOm sure. So when he comes to you, give him my regards. No, heOll
definitely not come over to me. Yes, IOm sure. Guyed

SOPHIA. Tanya! You havenOt left yet?

TANYA. (returns into the roojnNot yet, Momma. lfopefully) What? You want to
celebrate the New YearOs with me?

SOPHIA. Under no circumstances! I0m worried you havéngtleGo quickly!

DINA. 1tOs a mistake, Grandma! A fatal mistake!

SOPHIA. DonCt interfere.

DINA. | canOt stay indifferent to my motherOs fate.

TANYA. DonOt quarrel! Better have furkisses her mothgrl wish you good
health,Momma, dedrAnd happinessAnd a long, long life!

SOPHIA. What are you sayinglong! A year or two is all thatOs left, no more.

TANYA. . (kisses DinaThanks for dropping by. Be happy!

DINA. (walks with Tanya to the dopbonOt go far! Stay put.

SOPHIA. The present, donOt forgetghesent!

Tanya goes out onto the outdoor landing and sits down on her bag

DINA. Well, Granny dear, we have to say gdmngk to the old year!

SOPHIA. WeOQll have a really wild time. Today IOl get drunk! Well, pour out some
vodka for meE about twenty dropRRight into the cranberry punch.

Dina prepares drinks for herself and Sophia.

SOPHIA (worriedly) DidnOt you pour too much for yourself,rgtdaughter?
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DINA, DonOt you worry. There will be enoughbrought quite a lot with me.

SOPHIA. Do you drink a lot?

DINA. In general | donOt drink by myself. But we have to have a drink now! To the
Old Year! Be it damned! To hell with it' Hooray! Long éithe New Year!

They drink.

DINA. Now IOm going to take the vodka away. So you wonOt get neyaestd
the stairway with a glass and the bottle of vgddaw are you doing here,
Momma?

TANYA. Thanks. Quite well. A little bit lonely, but IOm with yioumy thoughts.

DINA. LetOs say godulye to the Old Year. Hold onto ittjizes her a glags

TANYA. W hy should we drink in the stairway like winos?

DINA. But we have to have a drink! ItOs better to drink in the stairway than not to
drink at all! 1tOsbvious to everyone!

TANYA. Without a chaser?

DINA. Not everything at once! The main thing is to have a drink! 101l bring the
food out a little bit at a time. To the Old Year! Be it damned! We have to
have a talkE Momma! Hooray! DonOt sip! YouOll get drgolckly that
way, and youOll have to drink all night. And youQll lie around the stairs
decked in diamonds. LetOs have another drink right away! Because | donOt
know when I0Il manage to drop by at your place again.

TANYA. Oh, itOs already too much alcofmi me, Dina.

DINA. You have to drink over here. Otherwise youOll catch cold. Close your eyes
so you donOt see it, pinch your nose, and drink!

Tanya closes her eyes and in hesitation, drinks slowly.
DINA. What | want to say is that IOm pregnant. tRete was no husband and no
foreseeable one. And IOm forty. What was | to do? DonOt open your eyes and

dondt stop drink, drink it down!

Igor approaches them dressed as St. Nick with a Christmas tree on his
shoulders.
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TANYA. (finishes her drink and opsrher eyes| havenOt had that much, but |
already see two St. Nicks.

DINA. Ah, a colleague has dropped by! WeOll pour another one for us, and for you
(to Igor) Chug it from the bottle.

TANYA. What have | sunk to? | shared a bottle of vodka with two gikeple on
the stairs.t0 Dina about Igoy Do you at least know this one?

DINA. This one? Of course!

TANYA. Who is he?

DINA. St. Nick.

TANYA. | see. To the Old Year!

They clink and drink.

DINA. (to Igor) Let me pinch a little bit off your Christmas tret Tanya Sniff
the tree for a chaser, Mommal! Otherwise youOll be tipsy.

In the living room.

SOPHIA (rises from the chair and moves to the entrance dBama! Dina!!!
Where did you disappear?

DINA. SheOs calling for me! DonOt be bored! 10Il soon pop over to you with some
champagne!ifitercepts Sophia and leads her back to the jalay have
you, Grandma, started to scamper around so much? For ten years youOve
been sitting quietly and havenOt scantbareund.

SOPHIA. Where did you disappear? | got worried.

DINA. | stepped out to the restroom.

SOPHIA. The restroom is on the other side.

DINA. | went outside. IOm used to doing that in my village. IOve been living in the
city for twenty years but stitanOt get used te-itvhat a nuisance!

On the stairs.

IGOR. Have you decided to celebrate the New YearOs here?
TANYA. Yes. What about it? Why, are you surprised at that?
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IGOR. No, itOs okay. In principle | like it here. Can | celebrate the New Ye#rOs wi
you?

TANYA. Why would | need two St. Nicks? | have two and somewhere else,
maybe, they donOt have enough.

IGOR. | understand. IOIl leave. The joke didnOt wpuls (off his hat together
with the eyebrows, moustache, and beard, leaving only his r&)l nos

TANYA. Why are you doing a striptease for me here? There was a St. Nick and
now— thereOs a clown.

IGOR. | came to apologize to you. DonOt worry, 10l leave in a mitakies Eff
the nosg

TANYA. DonOt strip down completely naked! There was a clovewy heOs
become Igor!

IGOR. 10ve wronged you.

TANYA . (laughg Are you talking about the slap? DonOt apologlaeighs loudly
Nobody ever slapped me before! Your slap is my best memory! Why are you
staring at me? You think 10m drunk. So what? [tOs New YearOs! You still
disapprove, donOt you?

IGOR. | admire you! You are staggeringly beautiful! | thought that nothing like this
would ever happen to me!

TANYA. Yeah? Your little hedgehog sends you her regards. The mousey wousey,
by the way, is waiting for you.

IGOR. Are you hinting itOs time for me to go?

TANYA. | have no intention of hinting at anything like that. She just askedome t
pass it along to you, and | did.

IGOR. | have a present for you.

TANYA. | also have a present for yoypushes the bag with her fgdtere. Inside.

IOm so drunk that if | bend to get the present, IOIl fall. YouOll have to get it
yourself.

IGOR. Later. Al now give me your hand, please. Your right one.

TANYA. Not on my life! (gives him her handOh! (take it away This one turns
out to be the left. Now I0Il have to figure out which one is the right. HereOs
the right one. But you need to check if it is the right one for sure. | can be
mistaken, you know. WhereOs the heart supposed to be? Here it is. And here
weOveidured out which oneOs thght hand. Why do you need it? Ok
ring!
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IGOR. | worry a lot- what if the ring doesnOt fit or you donCt like it?
TANYA. Why wouldnOt it fit? It fits! And | love itll§or bends to kiss her
TANYA. Oh, whatOs wrong with you?

IGOR (laughg Everything is fine with me!

The chimes are heard striking midnight.

IGOR. Happy New Year! All the best wishes!
TANYA. DonOt get distracted all the time!

Igor is about to kiss Tanya as Dina appears with champagne and
glasses.

DINA. HappyNew Year! All the best wishes! | wonOt bother you! LetOs the three of
us drink up the champagne, and I0Il go to @ranagain. Ohbut itOs
Daddy! Happy New Year, Daddy! All the best wishes! Why are we standing
here? New YearOs is a family holiday. Ittoase celebrated at home and not
on the stairway.

TANYA. Yes, itOs true why are you standing here?

IGOR. WeOve been standing for a while, so letOs move on.

TANYA. LetOs go inside!

IGOR. Have you invited me in?

TANYA. Pick up the bag! It has a present jau.

IGOR. 1tOs heavy. Can | take a look?

TANYA. Of course.

DINA. (looks into the bagl canOt believe these people! Ready to give away
everything! Just take everything out of the house.

IGOR. (looks in the bagO, God! Dickens again!

TANYA. From me and m motherE and from Dinnie.

In the apartment.

SOPHIA (once again tries to get jina! Dina! Where do you disappear all the
time? The bathroom is to the left!
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DINA. (runs i IOm always anxious to be with you, GranhygéSophia and sits
her in the armchaj DonOt jump around so much all at once, Granny! Save
yourself for us!

Igor once again puts on his costume and appears in SophiaOs eyes as
St. Nick with a Christmas tree and a bag.

SOPHIA. Three Christmas trees and twb Nicks! ¢licks the camerpa Our
relatives will be really surprised!

Igor sets up the tree. Dina quickly begins to decorate it, including
using the family jewels. Igor puts Dickens on the bookshelf.

SOPHIA. | told you, Tanya, about Dickensofistantly clicking her cameyaBy
the way, what are you doing here, Tanya? What did you forget here? Where
are you supposed to be? And with whom?

Igor completely frees himself from the wig, moustache, eyebrows,
nose, and hat, and hugs Tanya.

IGOR. HappyNew Year, Sophia lvanovna! All the best wishes!
SOPHIA. In the shot there are three Christmas trees, the bride and the groom.
(constantly clicking her came)a

Dina sheds her costume and stands next to Igor and Tanya.

SOPHIA. The family is in the shotcl{cks)

DINA. IOm pregnant. To have the child or not to have it? That is the question!

SOPHIA (drops the camenaYouOre pregnant? That means IOl have a great
granddaughter?

TANYA. Definitely have the child! IE your papa and I, will always be there to
helpyou!

SOPHIA. 10m still alive, too.

IGOR. We have a summer house. YouOll go there with your child and will take him
or her to grow up next to nature.
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SOPHIA. Their summer house is so far away. And thereOs no river, no woods. |Om
going with you. 10l helpou.

DINA. | wonOt crowd you?

IGOR. Not in the least. ThereOs plenty of room, and itOs empty.

DINA. And how about stores there?

IGOR. YouOll have plenty to eat there.

DINA. After all. | was born in a village. 101l somehow adapt to your summer house
and suvive. Nothing frightens me now.

IGOR. | donOt doubt it!

SOPHIA (embraces Din How many things have happened while 10ve been
dying.

DINA. Grandma, | love you.

SOPHIA. Dinnie, just donOt get upset. | feel not long is left for me to be with all of
youE.

DINA. Grandma, dear!

TANYA. Momma, dedr

IGOR. Motherin-law, deat!!

SOPHIA. No, donOt try to argue with me! 1tOs timeE itOs time for me to goE Two
three years more andE 1Om not afraid of death. But one thing worries me
the child has to have a father.

DINA. | wish | had at least a vague idea of who that could be!

TANYA. There are plenty of single mothers in the world.

SOPHIA. | donOt want to hear it! Dinnie is a beauty. She is kind, joyful,
respectable. No one will console me if the baby has no father.

TANYA. Dina, there is no way you can escape getting married. If your
grandmother gets something in her headE.

IGOR. (changes the subject of conversa)id®Il balance the books and take
everyone to mylacha You can discuss everything there.

DINA. To yourdachain the winter?

TANYA. But itOs summer at tideacha

IGOR. And we expect a large crop of oranges.

SOPHIA. The child might be predisposed to illness from the oranges. Dinnie and |
will plant carrots, radishes, and dill. Well, itOs time to start padikilegby
little. What is the first thing weOll need?
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IGOR. Dickens?gtarts taking the DickensO books off the shelves and giving them
to Dina, Tanya, and Sophia
TANYA. (laughs and embraces Soph@f course, the Dickens, Momma!

THE END

Notes

1. Charles Dickens, OA Comfortable Couple,Thim Life and Adventures of Nicholas
Nickleby(New York: Harper & Brothers, 1873)

2. Charles Dickens, OA Comfortable Couple,Thim Life and Adventures of Nicholas
Nickleby(New York: Harper & Brothers, 1873)

3. Charles Dickens, OA Comfortable Couple,Thim Life and Adventures of Nicholas
Nickleby(New York: Harper & Brothers, 1873)

4. In Soviet times and in todayOs Russia, citizens needed to carry internal passports on thei
person at all times.

5. The StateTretyakov Galleryis themain gallery for Russian airt Moscow

6. The assassinated Tsar Alexandeodicurred in 1861 in St. Petersburg.

7. The Soviet government shunned church holidays, but the holiday tree remained a New
YearOs traditio®n theRussian Julian calendar Christmas occurs on Jantlary 7

8. Charles Dickens, OA Comfortable Couple,Thim Life and Adventures of Nicholas
Nickleby(New York: Harper & Brothers, 1873)

9. Russians normally give presents for New YearOs and not at Christmas on Yanuary 7
10. A reference to the Swan Queen from Petr ChaikovskyOsSvediet_akend to the
character of the Mistress of the Cepplountain, a strict but just goddess of the Ural mountains
and precious stones, from Pavel BazhovOs book of modern faifjhalbtalachite Casket
(1939) which was extremely popular in Rusdia.1954, Sergey Prokofiev wrote a balldte
Stone Flowebased on these stories with the Mistress of the Copper Mountain as a lead
character.



