http://ptushkina.com

I Pay Up Front

a comedy in two acts

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



All rights reserved © Nadezhda Ptushkina ptushkina@mail.ru 4

company. Although initially the play caused a scandal and was attacked by
conservative critics, the production enjoyed great artistic success and has remained
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
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— 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
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:

Mikhail Alexandrovich Raspyatov
Polina (Polya) Sergeevna Ametistova
Olympiada (Lipa) Nikolaevna Sidorova
Natusya

Act 1

An adjoining two-room apartment in which Raspyatov and Ametistova
already have been living for twenty years.

Even at the very first glance, it’s obvious this is a nest of artists:
photographs, posters, mementos... There are many bouquets of
flowers; there are even flowers standing in a pail.

A sleeper-sofa is folded out. The bed coverings are crumpled. There
are two people sleeping on it. Mikhail, in coat tails and bow tie, is
lying on top of the blanket. Olympiada’s head with the remnants of a
formal hairdo is sticking out from under the blanket.

It looks as if Mikhail is cold because hes turning in his sleep and
pulling the part of the blanket that covers Olympiada — trying to wrap
it over himself. He succeeds, but his maneuver awakens Olympiada.
She wakes up like a soldier at a watch post — she immediately assesses
the situation. She's dressed, or perhaps its better to say — undressed,
stunningly as if in a hard-core western porno film. Her nakedness is
not covered but emphasized in every possible way by all kinds of
garters and undergarments in the fashion of which everything, to
which we, Russians, are traditionally used to, is absent, but there are
many excesses. Lipa carefully scrutinizes Mikhail.

LIPA. (philosophically) It looks like there’s apparently no point in hoping for
breakfast in bed. (without getting up, she pulls out a mirror from a purse
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lying not far from her and examines herself.) Fifty years old! My God, my
God! What a beauty! And every year looking better and better! Can it be the
power of love? Help me, Lord! All in all, ’'m on my own as usual, but you at
least give me a safety net! Lipa, take this punch standing up straight with a
sardonic smile! (tries to take back part of the blanket for herself and
succeeds)

Mikhail grabs the blanket and wakes up from it.

MIKHALIL. (aggressively though half-awake) Polina! Polya! Polenka! Polyushka!

LIPA. (bends over him and says as if trying to hypnotize him) Lipa. Lipusha,
Lipochka. Olympiada. Lipuchka.

MIKHAIL. Eh? (clearly has difficulty understanding what'’s going on, his voice
shows the signs of the post-alcohol syndrome, looks into Lipa’s face) And
you are here? What a surprise! Good morning.

LIPA. Good evening! We slept through the morning. As we also did, by the way,
through the afternoon. So — good evening! Do you remember the song from
our younger days: “‘Good evening,” what does it mean? It means the day has
started in a good way. It means the day’s been lived in a good way, and it’1l
bring us more good days ....”"

MIKHALIL. (loudly) Polya! Polinka!

LIPA. Polina Sergeevna didn’t sleep here last night.

MIKHAIL. What do you mean — didn’t sleep here? In what sense?

LIPA. Are you jealous?

MIKHAIL. Jealous? Me? Of whom?

LIPA. Of the spouse.

MIKHAIL. Whose?

LIPA. Yours.

MIKHAIL. Polina? Jealous? What for? Never!

LIPA. Then why are you so nervous?

MIKHALIL. No, I’'m not nervous. And you? Did you spend the night with us?

LIPA. To be more precise, I spent a day. After all, I brought you here close to
morning. And Polina Sergeevna, if you remember, didn’t stay at the banquet
and left for her daughter’s place in a hurry. So I volunteered to deliver you
and the flowers home.
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MIKHALIL. You delivered me? Strange. Thank you.

LIPA. Thank you!

MIKHALIL. Don’t thank me. The success of yesterday’s premier is ours, yours and
mine, a mutual success.

LIPA. I now thank you not as a spectator, but as a woman. For the pleasure you
gave me as a woman.

MIKHAIL. In my half-awake state everything you are saying seems quite
mysterious to me.

LIPA. Try to remember.

MIKHAIL. Remember what?

LIPA. Anything! Well, put your intuition to work, guess!

MIKHAIL. My intuition is awful. I had a tad too much to drink yesterday. My
head’s too heavy.

LIPA. Should I give you a hint?

MIKHAIL. Please do.

Lipa jumps up to her full height right on the bed in her erotic attire.

MIKHALIL. (also jumps up in surprise, after a pause, in a frightened voice) No.

LIPA. (triumphantly) Yes!

MIKHAIL. What are you hinting at?

LIPA. At that!

MIKHALIL. It’s a nightmare! Was I really that drunk?

LIPA. (climbs under the blanket and turns away) Thanks a lot.

MIKHAIL. (sits next to herForgive me for GodOs sake! | didnOt want to, | wasnOt
thinking, 1 don®t remember anything. | really had too much to drink
yesterday. Lipa, dear,nlever make passes at any other women, and never at
you. Think, would I, in a normal state, even think about making a pass at
you? For what reason? Why would | want to spoil our relationship? Please
stop worrying, it will never ever happen again.

LIPA. It will never happen again?

MIKHALIL. It was the influence of the alcohol. Just that! I shouldn’t drink. I just
stop being myself when I drink, and, most importantly, I don’t remember
anything.

LIPA. Don’t remember?
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MIKHALIL. As if nothing happened.

LIPA. It happened all right! And how!

MIKHALIL. Disgusting! I got drunk and started to show off!

LIPA. Ah, it’s great it happened! Ah!

MIKHAIL. How awkward. Forgive me, for being such an idiot. Let’s pretend that
nothing happened.

LIPA. It’s impossible! It did happen; it happened!

MIKHALIL. I don’t remember, I don’t remember anything. What are our plans for
today?

LIPA. Ah, my plans... I have such plans, such plans... Okay. Let it pass. Let’s
forget it.

MIKHAIL. Thank you.

LIPA. Don’t even think about it! I can assured you, I’ve already forgotten it. It was
all just imagined by me; it was just a dream... Oh, did it happen!

MIKHAIL. I’m truly grateful to you.

LIPA. It’s nothing. All’s forgotten. Oh, how it happened! Enough, everything’s
forgotten! This is forgotten, and that is forgotten...Ah, I’'ll even forget this...
Everything, everything, everything...

MIKHALIL. Before we forget all of this, may I ask you a question?

LIPA. Of course, sure. Eh?

MIKHAIL. What did you think — was I up to snuft?

LIPA. You? Not quite.

MIKHALIL. Oh, really? I shouldn’t drink. At all. Not a drop!

LIPA. It was okay just the third and fifth times.

MIKHAIL. Third and fifth? You’re kidding. You must be taking me for someone
else.

LIPA. Of course I'm kidding. Everything was marvelous in fact. You’re an
exceptional man. Both on stage and in bed.

MIKHALIL. Time to get up. It’s already evening. (sings) “Good evening, and what
does it mean?” I remember that song. Where are you going after here?

LIPA. I’'m going nowhere after here. I intend to have my breakfast here in bed.

MIKHAIL. In what bed?

LIPA. This very same bed.

MIKHAIL. What do you mean by breakfast?

LIPA. You seduced and dumped me, and on top of that you’re refusing to feed me?
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MIKHALIL. No, no, no, I’'m not refusing to feed you.

LIPA. Then cook breakfast and bring it to me in bed.

MIKHAIL. Yes?

LIPA. Yes!

MIKHAIL. Maybe, we’d better...

LIPA. What?

MIKHAIL. Go out somewhere to eat?

LIPA. I want it in bed. And then we can go somewhere.

MIKHAIL. I’ll do it in a minute. (rushes to the kitchen, puts on an apron and
mitts) Eggs? Didn’t I have eggs somewhere?

LIPA. Look for them and don’t hurry. Don’t be nervous! I’ll wait.

MIKHALIL. Here they are! Polina always hides the eggs. I can never find anything.
Will fried eggs be all right with you?

LIPA. Do I have a choice?

MIKHAIL. A bit. | can do scrambled eggs.

LIPA. In that case fried eggs. Three of them.

MIKHAIL. | have only two.

LIPA. WeOll share.

MIKHAIL. | donOt have any appetite.

LIPA. 1tOll come while weOre eating.

MIKHAIL. Who will come?

LIPA. Your appetite. Hurry, hurry!

MIKHALIL. I am hurrying, I’'m hurrying.

LIPA. I’'m going mad from impatience! After expending so much energy last night!

Mikhail drops a heavy frying pan with a crash on his foot.

MIKHAIL. Damn!

LIPA. Don’t worry so much! The worst is behind us.

MIKHAIL. Damn!

LIPA. Are you all right?

MIKHALIL. Not counting that I dropped the last two eggs. And besides the eggs, it
seems, Polina and I have nothing at all. Polina gave herself completely to her
role and didn’t pay any attention to the housework. On top of that she’s
living in two households. She often goes to her daughter’s. We have a
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granddaughter there, and Polina wants to spend more time with her. Polina’s
daughter is from her first marriage. When we married, Polina moved in with
me, and her daughter stayed with her grandmother. We, of course, from time
to time have taken her to our place, but you know the kind of life artists live.
We’ve both done a lot of movies and were doing some theater. It’s a bit
quieter now, but back then life was in full swing. But now Polina has a guilt
complex over her daughter, and she tries to compensate for it with attention
to her granddaughter. Polina is just crazy about her granddaughter. She
doesn’t need me. I’m afraid she’ll cool down about the theater as well. Here!
I’ve been looking everywhere and can’t find it! Quick, quick, let’s get up,
get dressed, and — go somewhere else! Thank God, nowadays in Moscow
there are places where you can eat.

LIPA. (goes to the kitchen) How can it be that in a home with a family there’s
nothing to eat? So that’s the kind of wives artists make! What are you saying
nothing to eat? | canOt believe liboks into several drawersiere is some
Hercules oat cereal

MIKHAIL. Are you going to eat this muck?

LIPA. Me? Eat?Going to eat! Englishmen have been eating it for several centuries
for breakfast. Every day!

MIKHAIL. Englishmen? Every day?

LIPA. I personally have been to England. They do. Every day — Ohere are your
oats, sir.0

MIKHAIL. And how do they cook it?

LIPA. Pour it in a pan and thatOs it. 101l be waiting in betdrigs to the bed

MIKHAIL. I1Ove started!

LIPA. IOm lying in bed, looking forward to it.

MIKHAIL. Will it take long?

LIPA. About five minutes.

MIKHAIL. Should I stir it?

LIPA. Lightly.

MIKHAIL. | do nOt like this slop at all. Do you still want it?

LIPA. Yes | do! And what will there be besides the oats?

MIKHAIL. What do you mean?

LIPA. | mean coffee or tea.

MIKHAIL. A -a! ThatOs what you mean. You can have whatever you want.
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LIPA. Cocoa.

MIKHAIL. Cocoa?

LIPA. | want cocoa.

MIKHAIL. She wants cocoa!l¢oks into the roonSheOs lying in bed and wants
cocoa. Spendthrift! ThatOs what you are!

LIPA. Me? Spendthrift? You seduced me and now you call me names.

MIKHAIL. She was seduced! Honestly, | didnOt expbi of myself. ButE
hushE LetOs forget about it just as we agreed.

LIPA. Oh, how itOs beginning to stink! Otow it really stinks.

MIKHAIL. Stinks? What are you hinting at? The Herculesii fiaste he rushes to
the kitchen, grabs the pan with his bdrand, yells, and drops)it donOt
understand these Englishmen!

LIPA. (runs to the kitchen and takes Mikhail by his HaBdrned yourself? My
poor little fingers! You probably didnOt put in enough water.

MIKHAIL. Did | have to use water? You didnOt evemtiun that.

LIPA. (blows on his fingefsDoes it hurt?

MIKHAIL. You know, itOs very tender.

LIPA. |10l take care of that easilprésss his temples with her finggrs

MIKHAIL. Why are you pressing on my temples?

LIPA. Does it still hurt?

MIKHAIL. You know, no. It doesn’t hurt anymore. How could you do that? Are
you some kind of mind healer?

LIPA. I don’t believe in that kind of stuff.

MIKHAIL. So breakfast in bed was a failure.

LIPA. We can’t allow that to happen.

MIKHALIL. But we have nothing to nibble on in the house.

LIPA. How can you live like that? But here’s some bread.

MIKHALIL. It’s stale.

LIPA. I can’t be fussy. (slices the bread)

MIKHALIL. I don’t see any tea, or coffee, or cocoa.

LIPA. In that case — bread and water!

MIKAHIL. We’re not in prison. Let’s quick, run somewhere to grab something to
cat!

LIPA. I want it in bed! Hold this. (gives him the tray with the bread and watkbl|
fix our bed.
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MIKHAIL. Maybe, you can get dressed? At least a little?

LIPA. IOm not cold. Maybe you could undreéittla?

MIKHAIL. Me? What for?

LIPA. To have a breakfast of bread and water in bed dressed in long tails is okay
more or less. But the apron is really too much.

MIKHAIL. 10l take off the apron.

LIPA. Thanks. gettles in beli Sit down, a bit closer to m@&h, what have we done
in here?

MIKHAIL. ( drops the tray Damn! How many times do | have to apologize to
you?

LIPA. Especially since | donOt blame you.

MIKHAIL. Put on something. I insist.

LIPA. Are you nervous? Does it mean youOre beginning to remembénhdke
you nervous?

MIKHAIL. You are a strange woman.

LIPA. A strange woman and a famous artist meet once upon a time by chance in
bed. An intriguing beginning for any genre.

MIKHAIL. We met in the theater, not in bed, Olympiada Nikolaevna. And | wonOt
ever forget it and will always keep this welcome memory in my heart.

LIPA. (hums a funeral margh TamparamparampataramparamparamE
Mikhail Alexandrovich, 10m still alive.

MIKHAIL. 1Ove been sick worrying over this production for two years. But these
days everything comegown to money. | was in despalrwas depressed.
Suddenly you came along and offered to back the production with money.
You appropriately shared in our caess yesterday. You werenOt mistaken
when you believed in us and invested your money in the production. Are you
satisfied?

LIPA. | invested the money in you personally.

MIKHAIL. Thanks, butE The production would not have worked without Polina.
After all, sheOs a great actress.

LIPA. I0Ove respected Polina Sergeevna since childhood.

MIKHAIL. And for our debutante Natusya, you opened the doors wide to the
world of the theater. The former student will wake up famous in the
morning. (ooks at his watohShe&sprobably alreadyawake | have to call
herE.
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LIPA. Not now. What if sheOs still asleep? Let her have a good sleep. The burden of
fame is very heavy, let her gain some strength to carry it with dignity.

MIKHAIL. DonOt you agree that Moscow hasnOt seenittdsok debut in a long
time?

LIPA. | donOt understand anything about debuts. But nonetheless | invested money
in you.

MIKHAIL. YouOre very sweet. Thank you.

LIPA. Do you remember the filrly, Icarus, Fly?

MIKHAIL. Do | remember it? How can | forget myery first film? How many
years have passed since that?

LIPA. Thirty-one.

MIKHAIL. Really? (sighs) YouOre really precise.

LIPA. Guess how many times | saw that movie?

MIKHAIL. How can I? 1tOs impossible.

LIPA. Do you have a rough estimate?

MIKHAIL. Twenty?

LIPA. Way off the mark.

MIKHAIL. Well, ten.

LIPA. Cold, coldE.

MIKHAIL. Five?

LIPA. IOm freezing.

MIKHAIL. A hundred times!

LIPA. Getting closer, warmer, warmer.

MIKHAIL. | don®t believe you.

LIPA. Three hundred and sixiix. The film came out on Januaty and it was a
leap year.

MIKHAIL. Yes, it was a great success! Festivals, awardsE | traveled all over the
Soviet Union with that film. And traveled half of the world on top of that.
But what you said to me just newis the loftiest honor.

LIPA. The award has caught up with the hero. Thiotye years ago | fell in love
with you.

MIKHAIL. Yeah, there were female fans thenE They wrote me letters, lay in wait
for me.

LIPA. TheyOre still writing anglihg in wait.

MIKHAIL. They stopped doing that a longrte ago.
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LIPA. Not everyone stopped.

MIKHAIL. Everyone. ThatOs how earthly fame passes.

LIPA. | never stopped. A letterevery day.

MIKHAIL. Why didnOt you send them?

LIPA. | was waiting for the angels to trumpet my hour.

MIKHAIL. And when will they trumpet?

LIPA. Any minute now.

MIKHAIL. YouOd better get dressed in any case. I1tOs all the same to me, but my
wife can come back any moment.

LIPA. Polina Sergeevna wonOt come any moment. SheOs at her daughterOs. Give mi
your hand.

MIKHAIL. My what?

LIPA. Your hand.

MIKHAIL. ( stretches his hand toward RerdonOt understand butE here it is.

LIPA. IOm asking for your hand figuratively.

MIKHAIL. Say what?

LIPA. Marry me.

MIKHAIL. What?

LIPA. IOm asking you to becomeE Marry me!

MIKHAIL. Me? You? What for?

LIPA. | want you to marry me. | want it!!!

MIKHAIL. Did you also have too much to drink yesterday? It looks as if youOve
gone mad!

LIPA. Anyone would go mad! Is it easy to love the same man for tbivgyyears!?

Think what kind of hellish patience youOd have t@ha

MIKHAIL. Thanks, of course, but IOm married.

LIPA. ThatOs not an answer. Today youOre married, tomogomOre a bachelor,
the day after tomorrow, youQll think up something else. YouOre an artist after
all. How many times have you married?

MIKHAIL. This conversation is getting very strange.

LIPA. You, personally, havenOt said anything strange yet. And what is so strange
about me wanting to marry you? Do you have some kind of-bpfig
WhatOs strange about that?

MIKHAIL. 1tOs not strange that you watat marry me, but itOs strange youOre
talking to me about it like this.
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LIPA. WouldnOt you have guessed if | hadnOt told you about it?

MIKHAIL. Of course not, I0d never have thought that.

LIPA. That means I0Om right in speaking about it.

MIKHAIL. Know what? Get dressed! | insist! You must!

LIPA. Yes, sir. fosses on a luxurious short fur coat right over her underwear and
sits down next to Mikhail) IOm dressed now, and | still want you to marry me.
For one year.

MIKHAIL. This is some kind of nightmare!

LIPA. 1Ol pay you a million dollars for one year of married life with me.

A pause.

MIKHAIL. What? What did you say?

LIPA. A million bucks. I0Il pay up front.

MIKHAIL. | donOt believe you! For a million bucks you can buy yourself a whole
male harem. Your jokesnOt working.

LIPA. You donOt joke with that kind of money. You can get killed for that kind of
money. And youOre hesitatingo marry me or not. And itOs just for a year.
For that kind of money you can set up your own theater.

MIKHAIL. A million dollars! | canOt even imagine what that kind of money looks
like. I wonder what can surprise you after you have a million dollars? For
me, youOre an alien from another planet. | donOt really even know how to
talk to you. Yes, IOve been dreaming about my own thfeate long time.

But itOs this way for most Russians: | dream, but things never get past the
point of talking about it. Why do you need this?

LIPA. IOve loved you for thirtgne years. With a few interruptions of course.

MIKHAIL. Astounding!

LIPA. You canOt even imagine how sick | am of loving you! How 10ve struggled
with myself! IOve come to the realization that the only way to stop loving
you is to marry you. Not a single love has ever survived marriage.

MIKHAIL. What youOre saying is dubious. IOve bearried to Polina Sergeevna
for twenty years already, and she still loves me.

LIPA. With her looks, she practically doesnOt have any choice.

MIKHAIL. And youOre prepared to pay a million dollars to stop loving me and pay
up front?
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LIPA. | can arrange foit today.

MIKHAIL. Is this something out of Dostoevsky, or from an Ostrovsky play? And
you think you just can buy anything?

LIPA. Yes, you can buy absolutely anything. If you carefully think the transaction
through.

MIKHAIL. Astounding! How do you imaginehis will work out? YouOll sign a
check or write a check? | donOt even know how to say it right. IOm not
familiar with money matters. My life is ordered in a way | donOt even know
where | need to go with your check, to what place should | go?

LIPA. YouOlfigure it out in time.

MIKHAIL. YouOd better throw a stack of bills in my face! IsnOt it accepted practice
to count the money in these cases?

LIPA. ThereOs no point in throwing money around. 10l pay through a bank transfer.

MIKHAIL. 1tOs not enough thatoy buy me, you want to acquire me through a
bank transaction.

LIPA. 1tOs more convenient. 101l transfer the money to your savings account.

MIKHAIL. Nothing is sacred amyore! How much is it in Russian money?

LIPA. According to the current exchange ratepuatisix billion rubles.

MIKHAIL. For six billion you want to buy a person? An artist? An actor?

LIPA. No one will give you more than six billion!

MIKHAIL. IOm not one of those New Russians! | donOt sell myself. On top of that |
donOt have any feelings todayou. IOm, IOME in love with a totally
different woman.

LIPA. ThatOs pretty hard to believe after last night.

MIKHAIL. | donOt remember anything!

LIPA. 10Il tell you.

MIKHAIL. NO! NO! NO!

LIPA. But youOre curious.

MIKHAIL. No, IOm in a vile mood as it.is

LIPA. You have no reason to be upset. You were magnificent!

MIKHAIL. | donOt remember anything. | donOt want to know anything.

LIPA. Good. IOve also forgotten everything.

MIKHAIL. ( after a pauspAfter all, itOd be interesting to know whatOs so special
that you can tell me.

LIPA. | can tell you SYU-CH stuff. But | donOt want to. IOve forgotten it all.
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MIKHAIL. Okay. Go ahead- tell me! Finish me off!

LIPA. Finish you off? IOm not bloodthirsty.

MIKHAIL. Well, donOt sulk! IOm really curious.

LIPA. 1tOs todate. IOve forgotten it all.

MIKHAIL. Olympiada Nikolaevna, what if | really beg you?

LIPA. Try me.

MIKHAIL. Please! Please! Please!

LIPA. All right. Lie down!

MIKHAIL. What do you mean?

LIPA. Lie down! What do you have to lose now?

MIKHAIL. Okay, IOm lyhg down.

LIPA. (suddenly jumps on him with passionate ki}3é¢®mtOs what you did.

MIKHAIL. ( tries to get frepl did that? 17 | donOt remember!

LIPA. And you roared like this{oarsO in a really feminine way

MIKHAIL. Who roared?

LIPA. You roared!

MIKHA IL. Me?

LIPA. You also behaved like a madman doing it!

MIKHAIL. | donOt believe you!

LIPA. You shouted: OLipa, my love, be mine forever!O

MIKHAIL. | shouldnOt drink!

LIPA. You shoutedE

MIKHAIL. ( sharply interrupts hey Stop! IOve said | roared.

LIPA. Firstyou shouted then you roared. Come on, join itOs difficult for me to
play both parts.

MIKHAIL. Come on—what? YouOre a crazy woman. Come aiat?

LIPA. Shout, shout!

MIKHAIL. | donOt know what to shout. Let me go.

LIPA. Well, roar! Who is theartist between the two of us? You canOt do a damn
thing!

MIKHAIL. ( OoarsO then laughd canOt. 1tOs ridiculous.

LIPA. 1tOs ridiculous, canOt you even roar with a woman?

Mikhail roars. Both of them laugh.
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MIKHAIL. YouOve awakened the beast in me! Jost wait! ThereOs life in the old
dog yet

Polina Sergeevna enters with oranges in a plastic bag and becomes
frozen in shock in the doorway. No one notices her.

MIKHAIL. ( pulls at Lipa, and they roll wrapped in each otherfssditerally all
over the r@m) | love you! | love as IOve never loved before! IOve dumped
twelve women. Nine have dumped me. But | didnOt love a single one of
them the way | love you! | offer you my hand. Yes or no? You donOt want it?
LIPA. | do!

At that moment they stop rollinggtit against PolinaOs feet.

MIKHAIL. (intuitively rather than in reaction to seeing hé&olina.
LIPA. (persistently Not Polina, but Lipebaby, Lipahoney!

Polina Ogrowl.O

MIKHAIL. (sees heyPolina!
LIPA. Lipa-honey, Lipababy! Gees Polina PolinaSergeevna! How do you do?

Awkward pause.

POLINA. Why didnOt you lock the door? 1tOs good that it was me. But what if it
were the neighbor?

MIKHAIL. Polina, donOt get excited. Nothing happened.

POLINA. Mikhail, youOve turned out to be just a maniac! Ansamiac!

MIKHAIL. 10Il explain everything. Nothing happened.

POLINA. And you, Olympiada, have turned out to be quite a rAadeted
woman: an entrepreneur, a sponsor, and aE.

MIKHAIL. Polina, itOs not what it looks like.

POLINA. If you please, whatOs yaearsion?

MIKHAIL. There was nothing going on at all between us. Lipa, tell her.

LIPA. DonOt drag me into your skirmishes.
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MIKHAIL. Lipa asked me to show her something.

POLINA. Asked to show something? | get it. What exactly? DonOt be nervous,
Michael. Inany case | stopped bgr just a minute. To get the juice maker.
IOm concerned only about fever at the moment. | played my role yesterday,
but was thinking only about the fever. But IOm an actress. | have to. This,
Olympiada, is our actorOs curse! |O# thk juice maker and leave, and you
can continue from where you left off. IOm worried only about the fever.
WhereOs the juice maker? Where is it?

MIKHAIL . (touches her handNothing happened.

POLINA. (scream$ DonOt touch me, you maniac! Where couidve put it? Did
you give our juice maker to someone? You donOt value anything in any case.

MIKHAIL. You really have a fever!

POLINA. | — have a fever? You donOt even remember that | never get a fever.
Where, where is it? Give my juice maker back right how

LIPA. Please, calm down, | beg youybifis in the search for the juice maker

POLINA. If only it were just the fever! But in addition to that, she has an allergy to
medicine! It’s only possible to bring down her fever with orange juice. Do
you understand? ThatOs her constitution. Just with juice and just with orange
juice! | rushed here for a second to get the juice maker. | donOt need anything
else from you!

MIKHAIL. Maybe, you should lie down?

POLINA. He suggests | should lie down too! Michagbu are really a maniac.
YouOre a sex symbol! WhereOs the juice maker?

LIPA. O, God! ItOs much easier to buy a new one.

POLINA. (testily) 1tOs easier for you! For the New Russians. YouOre rolling in
money! But | canOt spend everything |IOve earned froexhmaysting acting
work for juice makers.sharply grabs the receiver and begins to yliahave
to make a call! Urgently! 1tOs busy! Busy again!

MIKHAIL . (to Lipa) WonOt you at least get dressed now?

LIPA. WhatOs the point of doing that now? ItOs too late

POLINA. Busy! Busy! What can that mean? 1tOs a tragedy!

MIKHAIL. It means only one thing- someoneOs on the phone. Put it on automatic
redial. puts the phone on automatic redidind wait. 1tOs a madhouse!

ThereGs a young womanGOs voice on the spéskeraOMommy!O
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POLINA. (grabs the receivgrWhatOs happening to her?

YOUNG WOMANOS VOICE. The feverOs going down.

POLINA. IOm rushing over to you, IOm on my way.

YOUNG WOMANOS VOICEDonOt worry. As soon as her fever went down,
Syapa began to look for yaight away. She was turning her head in every
direction saying: OGranny, whereOs my granny?0

POLINA. IOm on my way! 10Il grab the juice maker and run! IOve already bought
the oranges.

YOUNG WOMANOS VOICE. Imagine, she started to look for you right away.
Swch a smart child!

POLINA. My darling granddaughter! Tell her, granny misses harg very much
and is rushing over to her darling granddaughter. To the apple of her eye, the
smartest, the sweetest, the dearest, the most tender child!

YOUNG MANOS VOICE(cuts i) Dear Mothetin-law! Halloo! We miss you. We
donOt even sit down to eat supper without you. IOve made a beet salad for
you — the way you like it- without herring. But your daughter dropped it
Ocause she got so excited. DoughnutOs almost readyDooghnut,
Doughnut, bark!

A dogOs barking is heard.

POLINA. Quiet the dog down! ItOll upset Syapa. 101l be there in a sec, IOm on my
way — with the juice maker.

YOUNG MANOS AND WOMANOS VOICEGn unisor Kiss you, kiss you, kiss
you! Yay!

POLINA. (puts down the receiver, lovinglf¥he feverOs gone down.

MIKHAIL. 1tOs a typical thing with children they have a fever one minute, then
they donOt.

POLINA. What do you know about children? Whesnthatdamned juice maker
be?

LIPA. Here it is— yourjuice maker.

POLINA. Here it is, my dear one.

LIPA. And quickly, quickly, run! TheyOre waiting! They wonOt eat supper without
you!
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MIKHAIL. Who do you think you are- ordering everyone around here? And on
top of that you still arenOt dressed!

POLINA. You donOt have to dress. IOm leaving anyway. Let me take a good look at
you before | leave. Oh, well, oh! Turn around, please!

MIKHAIL. 1tOs a real nuthouse. Polina, nothing happened!

POLINA. Of course! YouOve been drinking tea. YouOre in your long tails, sheOs
barely dressed. IOm a deceived wife. 1tOs not just a role for me now, IOm
typecast. But it seems to me that you, Olympiada, are trying to steal
someone elseOs role.

MIKHAIL. What are you babbling about?

POLINA. (to Lipa) You think IOve caught Mikhail ftie first time like that?

MIKHAIL. When did you ever walk in on me with someone else?

POLINA. 1tOs happened. And more than once. | simply managed to run away
before you noticed me. One thing | canOt understdnoiv did Olympiada
butt in here? What does esthave to do with it? Could | be so blind and
stupid? Could | imagine all of that? Could | have made such a mistake?

LIPA. You didnOt make a mistake.

POLINA. What are you talking about?

LIPA. About the same thing you are.

POLINA. And what am | talking abd®

LIPA. You know better than | do.

POLINA. DonOt confuse me. | canOt make ends meet as it is.

MIKHAIL. Nothing happened! CanOt you believe me?

POLINA. Believe you? After twenty years of marriage? DonOt make me laugh! IOm
completely confused.

LIPA. | madean offer to Mikhail to marry me.

POLINA. ThatOs sudden. And whatOs next? Did | catch you at the moment when
Mikhail was impetuously expressing his consent? | didnOt even suspect that
this kind of temperament had been dormant in him for twenty years.

MIKHAI L. I0m trying to tell you it was improvisational acting.

POLINA. Olympiada, how did you manage to awaken such a passion for teaching
in him?

LIPA. | offered that he become my husband for just one year.

POLINA. Just one year? ThatOs very civilizedwéitifor him, like a sailorOs wife.

Will you at least allow me to visit him?
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MIKHAIL. Polina, stop it!

POLINA. But what did you attract him with? Maybe itOs unpleasant for you to
admit it, but you are the same age as | am.

LIPA. Not quite.

POLINA. To a T.Come on, reveal the secret of your charms for me! Do you have
such lethal sexappeal?

LIPA. For one year of marriage to me | offered Milkhail Alexandrovich a million
dollars.

POLINA. Impressive. But what if you go bankrupt?

LIPA. You do have a business sitb you.

POLINA. Tell me who your friend isE.

LIPA. | pay up front.

POLINA. ThatOs sensible. The monein the morning, chairs in the evening.

And at the very moment | entered, you were checkingeeif there were
any chairs, werenOt you?

MIKHAIL. T hat’s vulgar, Polina. I’'m beginning to get very disappointed in you.

POLINA. For a million dollars you can find many more shortcomings in my
character. For a million dollars you can become disappointed in me from the
bottom of your heart. For that kind mfoney you can dump somebody better
than a wreck like me. Youth, beauty, and passion can be betrayed. | read
about it in Balzac. What country have | ended up in? In what century? Of
what novel am | a heroine?

MIKHAIL. You might have asked if | agreed to it.

POLINA. (to Lipa) Did he refuse?

LIPA. HeOs hesitating.

POLINA. If he hasnOt kicked you out right away, heOll agree. But | wonOt allow it! |
wonOt allow it in my own house! | wonOt allow it in my theater! The theater
is a temple! Desecrated, degraded, &#uemple nonetheless! And | wonOt
allow it in the temple! You are Satan! You want to rule in our temple! You do
businesghere! It wonOt work! Get out of here! Be gone! And donOt set your
foot either in my house or in the theater! Out! Or 10Il smash rjoney
coated mug with this juice maker!

LIPA. Bravo! 10l leave right away after | iron my shoelaces. But what will you,
Polina Sergeevna, be left with? How will you get by without me? Did you
think about it before you got all excited?
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POLINA. Ha-haha! You think that itOs your presence here that inspireshre@$
her clothes at hgrHere are your shoelaces! And forget about the theater!
WeOll keep acting perfectly, for a long time, and quite happily without you!

LIPA. It wonOt work- acting without me.

POLINA. | have been on stage for thirty years and it always has worked.

LIPA. This play is my property.

POLINA. Nonsense! Can a birdOs flight be someoneOs property? Or a sunset? A
storm?

LIPA. | invested money in the production, not in the flight of a binda sunset, or
a storm. Let the bird fly as much as it can. Let the sun set as much as three
times a day, but there will be no production!

POLINA. What does your stinking money have to do with it? You think that the
audience was laughing and crying oyeur money yesterday? WeOll act in
the street, in rags!

LIPA. Who stopped you from doing this from the very beginning?

MIKHAIL. Girls, girls, donOt fight! Polina, nothing happened, | swear!

POLINA. DonOt touch me, you dirty gigolo! What right doestshe to deprive
the audience of our play? Can it be that everything is bought and sold now?

LIPA. Absolutely everything!

POLINA. 1tOs the Apocalypse! And she is Satan!

MIKHAIL. Satan is a man!

POLINA. These days you donOt know whoOs a man and whoOs a woman

MIKHAIL. What are you driveling about? Be quiet! Olympiada Nikolaevna, 10|
try to explain it to you. For example, letOs assume you bought a Picasso
painting.

POLINA. Picasso? SheOs never heard of Picasso!

LIPA. What are you saying? | very recently acgdia Picasso drawing.

POLINA. You?

MIKHAIL. Picasso?

LIPA. WhatOs so surprising about that? If a Picasso is sold, it means that someone
buys it. Why not me?

POLINA. So you consider the Picasso drawing your property?

LIPA. | even have a document to provesi

POLINA. And if the idea comes into your head, you can just take this Picasso
drawing and tear it up?
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LIPA. Tear up a Picasso?

POLINA. What of it? ItOs your property after all.

LIPA. What do think | am? 10d tear up a Picasso?! Can you imagine how much
money | paid for it?

POLINA. You are a monster! We grew up at the same time, walked along the same
streets, listened to the same songs, studied in the same schools, but for me
itOs easieotunderstand an alien than you.

LIPA. If we donOt try to understaeach other, the world will collapse and we will
all perish.

POLINA. Well, art, as usual, demands sacrifices. |, Mikhail, sacrifice you. 10Om
leaving. For twenty years |0ve been torn between the theater and you. |
abandoned my daughter, leaving her with geandmother. And while |
served you and the theater, that daughter grew up, got married, and gave
birth to my granddaughter. But | kept serving and serving, and got the award
| deserved! The theater somehow has stopped loving actors. You, Mikhail,
have gtten bored without a great love. YouOve become dissatisfied with the
quiet harbor of my personality. After two marriages you sailed into this
harbor driven by a mad and passionate love, and once again youOve been
drawn to the open sea. What would hapgeme if not for my daughter? It
suddenly has turned out that my daughter, my granddaughter, and even my
sonin-law love me. | found a stray dog in the street and brought him not
home but to them. The dog was so hungry it entered the apartment and
started ® eat doughnuts right out of the boiling oil. They also fell in love
with the dog, and named him Doughnut. It seems to me that | also manage to
take out doughnuts from boiling oil. I am not deserving of their love. They
love me purely, not for some servicperform. When | spend a night in their
tiny apartment, itOs like the air in it is filled with the aroma of love, of
forgotten dreams. I looked at the moon through their window and I was in
pain, physically in pain from happiness. But how I0ve servedimtheater
and you so devotedly. My two idols! And you chewed me up and spit me
out. IOm no longer needed. The time for people like me is over. Now there is
nothing but money everywhere! Where to get money for a production?
Where to get money for a téuMoney, money, moneyE There we are, the
creative intellectuals who, first through conversations in our cramped
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kitchens and then from high podiums, prepared this coiptdRow they
neglect us.

LIPA. History has never been made in kitchens and perfofroedhigh podiums.

POLINA. You, the New Russians, it seems, have stolen, grabbed, and robbed
enough moneyE Save the theater! Where are the former patrons of the arts
— the Tretyakovs, the Mamontovs, the Morozowhere are they? Where?

LIPA. As | remembe Morozov shot himself.

POLINA. Yes he did, out of love for an actress.

LIPA. ThatOs a fine end to his help. No, MorozovOs example doesnOt appeal to me.

POLINA. And you buy love! None of you will shoot themselves.

LIPA. We donOt have time for that. Wet@iag shot by the competition.

POLINA. IOm leaving you, Mikhail. IOm going to where I1Om loved and where my
love isnOt being sold for a million dollars. IOm suffocating here. Where is the
juice maker?

LIPA. ThatOs the right decision. Leave! IOm giving ymuhundred thousand as
compensation.

POLINA. To me? What for? IOm leaving anyway.

LIPA. | understand transactions better than you.

POLINA. ThatOs stupid. What for? A hundred thousand! Can you believe it! What
for if IOm leaving anyway?

MIKHAIL. (grumpily) DonOt squander our money! There wonOt be enough for the
theater. PolinaOs leaving me for free.

LIPA. DonOt worry, | know how to count money. | just need a firm guarantee.

POLINA. What guarantee? Mikhail will throw me out any day now, like a needless
thing. | have no reason to take money from you. IsnOt that right, Mikhail?

MIKHAIL. Olympiada is a stranger. LetOs not discuss our private matters in her
presence. She isnOt interested in that.

LIPA. IOm interested in everything. | know what IOm doing. Takentney,
Polina.

POLINA. Are you serious?

LIPA. One hundred thousand dollars!

POLINA. How dare you insult me!

LIPA. YouOll buy an apartment for your daughter.

POLINA. | am not for sale!
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LIPA. Otherwise there is danger that the aroma of forgotten dreamswaporate
and be replaced by irritation, bad moods, and conflict. YouOll lose the last
thing left in your life. How will you live if you lose your daughter? Oh, well,
| wonOt persist.

POLINA. You could have tried to talk me into it, at least for a sefs#ecency.

Well, 101l take it without persuasion. IOm ashamed, but 10Il take it.

MIKHAIL. Good girl! IOm sold here for wholesale and retail prices, just as in
Uncle TomOs Cabin

POLINA. 10m doing it not for your sake. Really, itOs too crowded in a studio
apartment— my daughter, my granddaughter, my sodaw, and 1Ove
brought home a dog on top of that. And I, myself, intend to move in with
them. | donOt want our love for each other to require constant labor, heroic
efforts, and endurance. Will this moneyf yours be enough for an
apartment?

LIPA. For a large, bright apartment. Renovated by European standards.

POLINA. A hundred thousandE | will probably have to pay some tax on itE

LIPA. WeOll avoid the tax!

POLINA. What are you saying? | am a kabiding dtizen.

LIPA. In that case no renovation.

POLINA. My sonin-law is a master of all trades! I0Il take up a paintbrush myself.
101l take whatever you want! YouOre not afraid that Raspyatov will refuse to
marry you at the very last minute? That he wonOaway from you at the
church?

LIPA. From me- he wonOt run away!

MIKHAIL. Run away? Me? What are you saying, Polly, dear? | wonOt upset you.

POLINA. | donOt want to predict something bad for you, but you, kiganot
exactly his taste. His ideal is Juliet. Innocence, chastity, youth. And you are
just some kind of Messalirid. donOt want to offend you, but you are vulgar.
What is this purple porn garment? Are you in this kind of combat readiness
every day? Ohave you dressed up that way to sedengeRaspyatov, my
Crucified On€ You shouldOve asked me at least. Is it okay for me to ogle
you? Terrible! How can a decent woman, a mother, a grandmother, wear
that? Where did you buy it? WerenOt you ashamed indfoné salesmen?

You and | are the same age. Do you really think that this cheap porno chic
makes you more alluring and younger? Our age is the age of elegance.
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Mikhail, IOm asking you as a disinterested pardy all these clothes on a
woman arouse you?

MIKHAIL. | can hardly wait until you finally leave with your juice maker and |
can jump on top of Olympiada Nikolaevna.

POLINA. All my life IOve been an elegant, decent, educated woman. Oh, how sick
| am of it! | want to be depraved, vulgar, and pervielfsehave any money
left after buying the apartment, IOl buy the same skimpy undies as you have,
Olympiada. For the first time in my life 101l have my own room, and IOlIl
walk in that room wearing the same erotic underwear!

LIPA. (pulls something packed a label bag and tosses it to Pol)n& present for
you.

POLINA. What is it? gnwraps the package, in it is exactly the same undergat
as the one Lipa is wearifi@id you buy this wholesale?

LIPA. There was a discount for two sets.

POLINA. Thanks. | acept it. IOl try it, IOl try it on right away.

MIKHAIL. Are you going to put that on? Maybe, we should stop this farce.

POLINA. WeOre artists, our place is in a farce.

MIKHAIL. Polina, | have to have a serious talk with you. What are you doing?

POLINA. Undress.

MIKHAIL. Right here?

POLINA. 1tOs still my home.

MIKHAIL. Have you gone completely mad?

POLINA. YouOre still my husband.

MIKHAIL. WeOre not alone here.

POLINA. So what? Our guest is practically naked. Okay, okay, I0Il change in the
bathroom if youare so repulsed looking at mgoés to the bathroom

MIKHAIL. Olympiada Nikolaevna, it would be better if you leave now. You can
see yourself that we canOt think about your money now. Polina and |
generally have always despised money. When we have gewaut a feast.
When we don’t, we eat fried eggs. If I get a good honorarium, we go to the
seashore. When we have nothing for our pains, we hang out at our friendsO
summer cottage. When Polina doesnOt have an evening dress, she borrows
one from a friendBut when | got the State Prize, | bought her a diamond
ring. We have a lot of friends, we always have someone if we need to
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borrow money at some critical moment. WeOre indifferent to money,
Olympiada. Your expectations are ridiculous.

LIPA. As | expectedyou are slaves to money. Your entire life, all your plans, your
mood, everything depends on money. You despise it the way slaves despise
their master. The habits of slavery make you slaves not less, but more. You
depend on money without thinking and untimgly. Meanwhile, if you had
money, youOd create your own theater. How many plans, how many projects,
how many ideas you have! And all these are destined to disappear. But you
could have realized them. And, who knows, maybe your theater would
outlast youand bring joy to your dutiful descendants.

MIKHAIL. If | have to pay money to enter eternity, | refuse immortality. 1Om in
love, IOm madly in love, IOm in love this way for the first time in my life.
You donOt understand me if you think that a millionag®lcan be more
important that love.

LIPA. Money is not less important than love. You should choose what gives you
the opportunity to create. Everything is not that simple. Love can humiliate
you, turn you into a nonentity, it can destroy your life, deprou of the
future. Money can ennoble you, give you the opportunity to fulfill your
destiny on this earth. Oh, how complicated everything is, Mikhalil
Alexandrovich.

MIKHAIL. You are a strange woman. And | am troubled by your words. Maybe
you really are San?

POLINA. (appears wearing almost the identical garment as LipaOs and strikes an
OerotcO [as she understands it] ppsafell, how do you like it? g long
pausé You know, Olympiada, no matter how strange it may seem to you, |
like the fact that you argiving me a hundred thousand dollars. It will
change my attitude toward money. | already am beginning to like it. IOm
falling in love with it. My grandmother was from the nobility. And not, by
the way, from an impoverished family. | probably have her gdneant a
big beautiful house, and peace and happiness in it, and the whole family
gathered at the dinner table, and a starched tablecloth crumpled on it, and
porcelain dishes and intoxicating vermilion in thin goblets twinkling in the
candlelight.

MIKHAI L. Do your grandmotherOs genes stimulate you to appear at the family
dinner wearing this garment?
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POLINA. DonOt you like it?

MIKHAIL. Like it? It makes me dizzy.

POLINA. | deal with men just that way now. If | donOt appeal to someone sexually,
let him goto hell. Sex first, and then only deal with a refined soul, talent,
unearthly kindness, obedience, an obliging nature, etc. But &est. And
only that way!

MIKHAIL. Long live the new, no, the most modern way of thinking! | need you
like that.

POLINA. Right in the presence of Olympiada Nikolaevna? |0Ove, of course,
liberated myself a bit, but not to that degree.

MIKHAIL . (insistently pulls her by the hand to the entrance HaetOs step out
for a minute.

POLINA. Why are you dragging me to the stairway&vel you gone mad from
desire?

MIKHAIL . (pushes her outrothe stairwell Stay behind the door and think a bit!
(slams the dogr

POLINA. (bangs on the dod®ire you crazy? 10Il catch a cold.

MIKHAIL . (through the closed dopDonOt stand still, jump around!

POLINA. 10l be raped.

MIKHAIL. It seems like youOve been dreaming just about that.

POLINA. Open up, you scum!

LIPA. (comes to the dodiLet her in! SheOs a famous actress.

MIKHAIL. Well, you open the door for her!

Lipa opens the door, and Mikhail sharply pushes her onto the
staircase. Locks the door.

LIPA. Mikhail Alexandrovich, have you gone mad?

MIKHAIL. | advise you not to yell- people will come running.

POLINA. Do you understand what we look like? This isnOt theePPigalle.
WeOre in the suburbs of north Moscow.

MIKHAIL. YouOre wearing a fur coat.

POLINA. One for the two of us? They donOt permit this kind of thing even on
Place Pigalle. Every prostitute has her own coat there.

MIKHAIL. YouOll get by with one cador two. YouOre twin sisters now.
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POLINA. And what if somebody walks up the stairs? TheyOll recognize me!

MIKHAIL. If they recognize you, give them your autograph! 10l take a shower and
leave in an hour, then IOl let you in.

POLINA. You scum! IOmushing to see my granddaughter.

MIKHAIL. | didn®t lock you in, quite the contrary.

LIPA. Mikhail Alexandrovich, enough! Open up!

MIKHAIL . Offer me money. IOl open the door for about five million. Dollars! |
donOt take the local Russian currency!

POLINA. Open up! IOIl take the juice maker and leave you for good.

MIKHAIL. Go out on the street, IOl throw you the juice maker through the
window.

LIPA. Milhail Alexandrovich, IOm becoming disappointed with you.

MIKHAIL. What can you expect from a man whom yolaqmed to buy for a
million? Nobility? Sophistication?

POLINA. Misha, ThatOs enough. Well, please forgive me.

MIKHAIL. Since youOre asking to be forgivenE.

LIPA. (interrupts him Ah, how much | regret giving myself to you today!

POLINA. So it happened! Wha shit you are, Michael! My dear husband! | mean
ex-husband! How much were you paid? You whore!

LIPA. The elevatorOs coming.

POLINA. No, just not that! Our neighborOs a priest. HeOs coming back from church
right this minute. We always chat about all lsndf heavenly subjects.
Quick, cover me with your coat! Why is it so short? With your money you
could have gotten a longer and wider one. ItOs just degrading for you. And
very impractical, as you can see. HeOs coming. What do you think, should |
say helloto him? 1tOs probably not a good idea for me to introduce you to
him at this time. What if we pretend weOre rapt in conversation? WeOll turn
away from him and chat. So, chat with me!

LIPA. What can we chat about when weOre naked on the staircase?

POLINA. About anything! About Picasso. So you acquired a Picasso painting?
How do you like it?

LIPA. Well, that Picasso is like any other Picasso. IOm not enthusiastic about
Picassos. | just invested money in it.

Natusya approaches them with a bottle of champagher hands.
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NATUSYA. (imperturbably and amiab)yHow do you do, Polina Sergeevna.
YouOre also here, Olympiada Nikolaevna? Good evening.

POLINA. Natasha, dear! My dear child! Is it you? You canOt even imagine how
good your timing is.

NATUSYA. Why canOt magine it? 1tOs obvious. You left the keys in the
apartment? Locked yourself out?

POLINA. Yes. The keys are in the apartment. TheyOre there, in the apartment. Yes.

NATUSYA. | see youOre still celebrating the premiere!

POLINA. This is— yes. WeOreelebrating in full swing. 1tOs an important occasion
after all.

NATUSYA. Well, should we break down the door? Should I look for a locksmith?

POLINA. Maybe we should ask Mikhail Alexandrovich to open the door?

NATUSYA. And where is Mikhail Alexandrovich?

POLINA. HeOs there, inside.

NATUSYA. (rings the doorbe)l Mikhail Alexandrovich! Are you here? This is
Natusya.

Mikhail swings the door wide open and stretches his hands to her.

MIKHAIL. | was going to your place. 1tOs so good you came. Otherwise we would
have missed each other. HereOs the woman IOm madly in love with. SheOs
arrived! Here she is!

End of Act 1
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Act 2

A halthour later. The same apartment and the same characters.
Mikhalil is still wearing the same long tails, but the women are all
properly and smartly dressed.

POLINA. (speaks on the phopeSorry, IOve been delayed, but IOm leaving very
soon. She woke up and asked for her granny? My sunshine, my joy! Tell her,
gramy will be coming very, very soon and will make her fresh orange juice.
Granny has picked up everything for thaits(down at the tab)e

Now all three women ceremoniously sit at the table with their backs
straight. Natusya is shaking. Mikhail, stoopirayer the bottle,
finishes opening the champagne. There is a pop, and a stream of
bubbly bursts out of the bottle. Mikhail pours the champagne into the
glasses. Everything is taking plaes if in the slow motianNone of

the women reaches for a glass. Miklstands up with a full glass.

MIKHAIL. | wanted to say this in a different situation, but | have to do it now,
Polina! Golemnly IOve fallen in love with another woman.

POLINA. ThatOs typical for men your age.

LIPA. You see, Polina, your intuitiomasnOt without grounds.

MIKHAIL. 1tOs not your fault. 1tOs threypdence of fate. Natusya and | are made
for each other. You, Polina, and I, on the other hand, have gotten used to
living without love. We donOt even notice that our life is passing without
happiness. But a person is born for happiness the way a bird is tofly.
1tOs simple, but we forget it. And we shouldnOt forget. | caught a second
wind. IOm striving for success. | feel light and happy. Though | feel hurt for
you, Polina. But youOdrfive me, if you could hear the melody echoing in
my soul.

POLINA. | hear it quite distinctly. 1tOs a pretty trite melody. A primitive tune. | can
kiss my new spacious apartment gdmek. All my hopes for daily family
dinners under a cozy pink lampshad&d gone to the dogs.
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LIPA. DonOt lose heart! Fate is changeable and unpredictable. | personally
experienced it. Many times.

MIKHAIL. You, Olympiada Nikolaevna, are clever and observant. You hit it right
on the mark- IOve been dreaming about creatingeattir. And IOm capable
of creating it. But this young woman, my Juliet, my Ophelia, is loftier than
any dream for me, and she can be the whole world for me! | love her, |
admire her, | breathe her! Pardon me, Polina, for this tactlessness. | wouldnOt
give her up even for millions of dollars. Is it even thinkable to betray this
purity, this innocence, this gentleness? To destroy this sacred trust? To
shatter this young life? Polina, Olympiada Nikolaevna, you both are
intelligent and highminded. Show the openness of your mind drink to our
happiness!drinks first and throws the glass doyn

The women barely touch the glasses.

POLINA. You slammed the glass exactly the same way at our wedding. Wives
change, habits remain the same. But the glass didnOtthesakt wasnOt
crystal, it was made of thick sturdy glass.

LIPA. Well, IOm sure the champagne at your wedding was better. This one is pretty
crappy. ItOs fake. You should buy champagne just at the specialty stores.

NATUSYA. You guessed right. | boughtat a kiosk on the way here.

MIKHAIL . (embraces and kisses NatuyyOs wonderful champagnglogrs a
glass fo himself and hands her a glassetOs drink, my joy! To you, my
love!

POLINA. (drinks down her champagne in one breath and throws her glass)down
IOm just flipping out seeing how nonchalantly younger women are stealing
husbands nowadays. Without thinking twice! In the presence of their wives!

LIPA. Well, Polina, what do you intend to do? What are your actions going to be?
Pull her hair out? Splasdtid in her face?

POLINA. The intensity of feelings isnOt at that level. And | never overplai it
life or on stage.

MIKHAIL. WeOre cultured people, Olympiada Nikolaevna. 1tOs time, Natusya, to
say gooebye and leave forevemgndsNatusyaher coaj

A pause.
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Natusya makes several attempts to speak, making vague incomplete
gestures. ItOs obviously difficult for her.

NATUSYA. (stares intently at MikhailOs facepeaks plaintively and timigly
Mikhail Alexandrovich, | came today not to take you away fiware.

LIPA. Polina, pay attention! Otherwise you might miss a twist of fate and wonOt
have time to take advantage of the situation.

NATUSYA. (in an extremely guilty mannefo the contrary, | came to say geod
bye. | came to leave.

POLINA. This is a blowof fate! Mikhail, cross my heart, IOm innocent in this
trampling of your happiness.

NATUSYA. IOm leaving you, Mikhail Alexandrovichiufsts out cryiny

POLINA. Olympiada, | feel sorry for her. My motherly instinct has flared up in me
at an inopportune tim

LIPA. | advise you to stifle that instinct. | have a premonition there is someone out
there to console Natusya.

NATUSYA. (speaking like a schoolgyl Please forgive me, Mikhail
Alexandrovich! Everyone, please forgive me!

MIKHAIL. | donOt understand aryhg. My silly little one, how did | hurt you?

NATUSYA. Can you really hurt anyone? You are so gentle, so talented! In this
dinner jacket you are so elegast, handsomeE gob9

MIKHAIL. Natusya, my angel, my baby, my silly girl, calm down. WhatOs
happened?eMmbraces her and wipes her tears with the palm of hishand

NATUSYA. (sobbing desperate)yl love you so much. And | also love Polina
Sergeevna very much!

POLINA. Well, IOm not the one to be loved in the present situation.

NATUSYA. You are a grat actress, Polina Sergeevna. | never lie.

POLINA. YouOre not a bad actress yourself, Natusya. When | was your age, | was
far from having the success you are having.

NATUSYA. And you, Olympiada Nikolaevna, please donOt resent me. IOm leaving.

LIPA. Good riddance! You donOt live here after all. HereOs a thousand dollars for
you from Polina and me.takes money from her purse and offers it to
Natusya

NATUSYA. (she doesnCt takg or me?
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LIPA. Let it at least console you a little. Money for a woman is wdintléherapy.
But you shouldnOt overdose on it.

NATUSYA. But what for?

LIPA. Just for being who you are.

NATUSYA. Thank you. fakes the mongyrhank you. laughs in embarrassmeént
How wonderful! | even know what 101l buy newa widehemmed Italian
sun dres made of real leather. | tried one on a short time ago, but didnOt
have the money to buy it.

MIKHAIL. Stop it! What happened, Natusya?

NATUSYA. Nothing.

MIKHAIL. That canOt be!

NATUSYA. (guiltily) It just turned out that | love another persastarts crying
once again

MIKHAIL. What do you mean- it turned out?

NATUSYA. | finally understood it just this morning. Before that no matter how
hard | tried, | couldnOt understand whom | loved motém or you. |
suffered a lot over that. Even more so becawseare so much better than
he is. Honestly! But despite that, in the end, unfortunately, | love him.

POLINA. ThaOs a fine howo-ya-do.

MIKHAIL. Natusya, what are you saying? YouOve all gone mad! | donOt
understand. WeOre going to have a baby! YouEdidaOE our childE.

NATUSYA. Oh, what are you saying, Mikhail Alexandrovich! A child is something
sacred! HeOll be, heOll be born, donOt doubt that! | want him and will be
looking forward to him so muchE And he, the one 10ve been talking about
now also islooking forward to himgE HeOs very happy there will be a
babyE He already loves him!

MIKHAIL. What right does he have to be happy about my child? | wonOt give it to
him! IE IOl bash his face in! IOIl kill him! Who is he?

POLINA. Mikhail, donOt you remembénat weOre supposed to be intelligent
people?

MIKHALIL. Stop talking nonsense! Who is he, Natusya? What right does he have to
be happy about my child?

NATUSYA. He has a small right. You have to understand, that itOs also half his
child.

MIKHAIL. What do you mean half? It doesnOt work that way.
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NATUSYA. Sometimes it does.

MIKHAIL. Whose child is it? Answer me!Shakes her.

NATUSYA. (obediently puts up with the shaking, but once again begins Yo cry
How can | know for sure? When heOs born, weOll see whokisdike! |
want so much for him to look like you!

MIKHAIL . (lets her frep Natusya, youOre saying horrible thingab(t9 It canOt
be! | donOt believe you! 10l kill you, him, and myself!

POLINA. DonOt you dare scream at a pregnant woman!

NATUSYA. Let him scream. | can take it.

LIPA. ThatOs an example of true selflessness!

MIKHAIL . (moan9 Whose child is it?

NATUSYA. DonOt be so upset, Mikhail Alexandrovich! When it all comes down to
it, what difference does it make whose child it is? The main thitigatsall
three of us want him and will love him. YouOll be his godfather.

POLINA. Mikhail was my daughterOs godfather as well.

LIPA. Men like to begin from the beginning.

MIKHAIL . (stunned, looks into NatusyaOs jabell me, have you been cheating
on me # the time?

NATUSYA. No.

MIKHAIL. This is a madhouse! Have or havenOt you been with another man?

NATUSYA. No. Just you and him. | couldnOt make a choice. But as soon | chose, |
decided to come and tell you right away. Just donOt tell him anything. He
doesi0t know about you. HeOs not as good as you are. ldi kias of
biases And to tell you the truth, itOs not that easy with him. Mikhail
Alexandrovich, | need your friendship so much andE love. | wonOt make it
with him on my own. You canOt imagine hafficlilt a person he is! | also
need your friendship, Polina Sergeevna! And thank you, Olympiada
Nikolaevna, for everything! Now 10d better go. IO0m so sad.

LIPA. Go, go! ThatOs right!

MIKHAIL. Natusya, Nastusya, itOs a mistake. ItOs a fatal mistake. J(siGoe
young! YouOre nineteen! This is all unreal for me. | donOt understand at all
what it is to be- nineteen. | never had children. | completely forgot what |
was like at nineteen. ThereOs something very wrong here! WeOll straighten it
out. Trust myexperience.

POLINA. Natusya, he really has experience.
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NATUSYA. (cries bitterly) DonOt try to change my mind, Mikhail Alexandrovich!
DonOt torture me! You canOt even imagine what a tragedy it is for me to leave
you! | love you as IOve never loved anyoselel

MIKHAIL. Then why are you leaving me? IOm an idiot! 1Ove get lieOs
threatening you! LetOs go see him right now!

NATUSYA. We canOt go to him! He hasnOt sorted out his feelings for me, and if
you show up on top of that! | love you madly, Mikhail Aédrovich!

(cries) But I love him just a tiny bit more. Only this muclksh¢ws how much
with her fingery DonOt torment me, Mikhail Alexandrovich! 1tOs bad for the
child! (runs out quickly

POLINA. IOm gloating! IOm in exultation! IOm kicking the faifer IOm leaving
you at a difficult moment in your life! IOm merciless to the vanquished foe!
And 10m doing all of these things with great pleasure! Oh, how delighted |
am to dump you at this difficult time in your life! Oh, IOve dreamt for so
long of humiiating and dumping you right at a rough time in your life!

MIKHAIL. Oh my God! Where am 1?7 Who is this next to me? Who can | believe?
That innocent look of devotion, that gentle prattle about love, and all the
time she has had another man.

POLINA. She wagracticing on you. DonOt judge all women by me! ThatOs too
hasty. Because 10m a gift of destiny sent to you, but you scorned it.

LIPA. | admire artists. Not only on stage, but even in real life, you speak so
beautifully.

MIKHAIL. Well, Polina, sell me forthe apartment!

POLINA. You sound as if IOm underselling.

LIPA. ItOs a profitable transaction. In fact Polina is selling what she is about to lose
at any moment. Though how can we know? Fate has such sharp twists and
turns.

MIKHAIL. Take me, Olympiada! | a yours! The woman with whom I’ve lived
for twenty years sells me for one hundred thousand dollars. Another woman
whom | believed more than myself, more than my motherE She gazed at
me and her eyes trembled with loveE She looked at me as though | were the
best of men in the universe. And what? It turned out that she just hops into
bed with one man after another.

LIPA. Yes, morals have noticeably declined.
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MIKHAIL. IOve been looking forward to this child so much. IOm almost sixty
already, and it would be miyrst child. Can you imagine what it is to have
your first child at sixty? Women canOt understand that!

LIPA. For a woman to have a first child at sixty is a unique experience. But | can
understand you in principle.

MIKHAIL. You are a woman too, answer mean you play with these kinds of
feelings? Who is she? A cruel villain? Or a child who doesnOt know what
sheOs doing?

LIPA. SheOs an egoist. But really, who of us knows waatredoing?

MIKHAIL. 10ve lost everything. All my hopes are gone. A half hao kfelt as
though | were a young man who was just beginning to live. Now IOm a very
old man for whom life already has nothing, no meaning. My soul is tired.
Well, Lipa, 101l sell you my emptied soul. The theater is a great price for a
dying soul. From ma on IOIl serve nothing but the theater. | will totally
dedicate myself to the theater. Take me and give me my theater!

The doorbell rings.
No one goes to answer the door.
Natusya opens the door and enters.

NATUSYA. Your door isnOt locked. NothingOs kapgd?

MIKHAIL. You came back? But now IOm savegicks her up m his arms and
spins her aroundSaved! Saved!

POLINA. Their child will definitely be born an idiot.

MIKHAIL. | was going mad! My darling girl'! My love! How you frightened me! |
was really gang mad. It even suddenly seemed to me that our dear
Olympiada Nikolaevna is no one other than Satan. And she was buying my
soul, giving me a theater for it. IOm saved! Saved!

NATUSYA. Mikhail Alexandrovich, what ihappening with you? | knew it. ph
how | was afraid for you! You are so vulnerable, so refined! Polina
Sergeevna, take good care of him! DonOt leave him even for a minute!

POLINA. You shouldOve thought about that earlier.

MILKHAIL . (puts Natusya dowrnWhat are you saying, Natusya? You drare
leaving! Right now, immediately!
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NATUSYA. Olympiada Nikolaevna, you are a disinterested party in this matter. At
least you donOt leave him, please! Not for a moment! Day and night!

LIPA. DonOt worry, | wonOt leave him for a year.

NATUSYA. HeOs nowapable of anything! He migldie by his own harldHeOs a
unique person! He knows how to love. YouOre a genius at love, Mikhail
Alexandrovich!

POLINA. Then why are yothrow all these geniusesvay?

NATUSYA. | had bad luck! I met two such amazing peopléhatsame time. And
theyOre totally different. Mikhail Alexandrovich is a great artist, and the
other one is an unassuming bank manager. Mikhail Alexandrovich has lived
a long and interesting life, and the other one is still a greenhorn; heOs not
even thiry yet. Mikhail Alexandrovich recognizes only spiritual values, and
the other one is crazy about making moneyE You can imagine how difficult
it was for me to chooseE

LIPA. 1tOs really difficult to choose between the old and the young, the rich and the
poor.CouldnOt your heart tell you?

NATUSYA. Well, my heart was saying one thing one day, and something else
another. Then Mikhail Alexandrovich and | rehearsed a play for half a year.
It brought us closer together.

MIKHAIL. | donOt understand. | donOt undexstanything. Everything is foggy.
IOm getting nauseous.

NATUSYA. This is what | was afraid of. Mikhail Alexandrovich, dear, | love you
like crazy.

MIKHAIL. Why then are you leaving me?

NATUSYA. | love him that tiny bit more! Just this teeny, tiny bit.

LIPA. Why did you come back then, Juliet?

NATUSYA. | got nervous. What if Mikhail Alexandrovich does something to
himself? | rushed here like a madwoman. | was afraid it would be too late.

LIPA. And now, run away from here like a madwoman.

MIKHAIL. DonOt intefere with her buying my soul.

NATUSYA. (cries) What is he saying? How can one sell his soul?

LIPA. Only those who never had a soul donOt know how one can sell his soul.

MIKHAIL. Satan, Satan for sure.

NATUSYA. He called you Satan, Olympiada Nikolaevna.
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LIPA. DonOt spread this malicious rumor! The current contract is concluded
between Olympiada Nikolaevna Sidorova, hereafter called Satan, and
Mikhail Alexandrovich Raspyatov, an artist of the bankrupt Academic
Theater, hereafter called, the GroomE

NATUSYA. What did you have to drink? Maybe, youOve been poisoned? Did you
snack on mushrooms or what?

MIKHAIL. Why did you come back if you didnOt come back to me? You thought it
wasnOt enough for you to break my heart? You came back to look at the
pieces of my hedrt.ook! Here they are!

NATUSYA. (takes a step away from hinviikhail Alexandrovich, you were the
one who broke the wine glass hereE.

MIKHAIL. 10l strangle you the way Othello strangles Desdemona. IOIl drown you
the way Hamlet drowned OpheliaE.

NATUSYA. Mikhail Alexandrovich, calm down! WeOll see each other all the time.

POLINA. Stop it, Mikhail! SheOs pregnant! And maybe even with your child. It
would be better for you to leave, Natasha.

LIPA. Here are two thousand dollars for you, now go, go!

NATUSYA. Why do you keep giving me money? You really scare me.

LIPA. Go, we donOt have time for you.

NATUSYA. Well, okay, thank you, I’ll take it. Though it’s strange. (piercingly from
the dooj Mikhail Alexandrovich!

MIKHAIL . (rouses himself with his last hgpg¢atuya!

NATUSYA. Take care of yourself! Goeolye forever! quickly goes ou

LIPA. Can we continue with our negotiations?

MIKHAIL. IOm now completely yours.

LIPA. Is that your final decision?

MIKHAIL. You see yourself- IOm no longer needed by anyone.

LIPA. | canOt depend on NataliaOs mood. We have to sign a contract.

MIKHAIL. A contract? (aughs loudly

LIPA. | have it with me. flummages in her purs&hatOs not the right one. This one
is for the delivery of sulfur. A million dollars is big money. | canOt give
away without a contract.

MIKHAIL. A contractE YouOve always had fantastic intuition, Polina. This is
really Satan. The end of the millennium must be marked by something like
that. IOm a sinner already just because | perform in the theater. [tQs sinful
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live someone elseOs life. [tOs a sin that | wanted to leave you and go to live
and fornicate with a woman who could be my granddaughter.

POLINA. Well, youOve fornicated a little. In our day and age, fornicitipretty
common. In comparison with what@oing on around us generally, itOs the
most innocent thing. Who repents for fornication nowadays? You scare me.

MIKHAIL. And she doesnOt scare you? The contract doesnOt sound suspicious to
you?

POLINA. Yah, this business with the contract is really giean

LIPA. Ladies and gentlemen, come to your senses. Nowadays in Russia thousands
of contracts are being signed every minute. And wharte all of them the
collusionsof Satan? HereOs the contract! Sign it!

MIKHAIL. In blood?

LIPA. In gold. HereOs my Parkpen for you.dives him a pen

MIKHAIL. Sign what? This is just a blank piece of paper.

LIPA. Try to read the contract aloud. Well? | will create a theaterE

MIKHAIL. | will create a theaterE

LIPA. Well, be bolder!

MIKHAIL. | will create a TheaterE A heater that will only make people happy
and entertain them. Because entertainment isnOt a trifle, but an immense
spiritual need. Let politicians have their forum, scholara podium, the
clergy— a pulpit, but theater is for the common people. The audia@nts
to cry and laugh, to believe in love and in the fact that everyone will be
rewarded according to his or her faith and hope. Never on the stage of my
theater will a common man be humiliated, judged, cruelly ridiculed about his
weaknesses. Never frothe stage of my theater will a spectatbe told:
look at yourself, look at what a nobody you are; your secret thoughts are
repulsive, youOre capable of the most terrible things, your subconscious is
just a dung heap. My theater will arouse just kind feelings, just faith in
oneself, just love for onese#ind admiration of oneself in every person. |
thirst for comradeship and a striving for tolerance and understanding of other
people! At the end of a play every spectator will leave their seat with a bit of
regret and at least for a moment look at this @vaml a new way, thinking
what a joy, what happiness it is just to live and feel! And you, Polina, will
shine on the stage of such a theater! Shine with the true brilliance of your
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talent and your wonderful soul! In life our paths have gone different ways,
but will you stay with me in the theater?

POLINA. No. IOm leaving theater. [tOs timeE IOve had enough! IOm tired of living
someone elseOs life. Where is my unique life? WheraBs(a pack of
photographs from the table and scatters them while sheeaksg) All
these are of me? Is this my lifé®e third little pig,Naf-Naf, in Three Little
Pigs, the seventh kid goat ifihe Wolf and the Severo@sE Aha, here are
my main roles: the monkey Gkihi, Little Red Riding Hood! And here is
the high point- Ogudalova’ Lady MacbethE And where is the real me?
Where are my long winter evenings with my only daughter? Where are
strolls along the seashore? Where at least is a single night | spent sewing her
an evening gown? Maybe | also sold my soul to that mondtez theater?
What did | get in return? Fame? Yes, IOm famous. If | run out of gas on the
road, any driver will share his gas with me with a smile. IOm famous butE
Komissarzhevskayaor Eleonore Duze are much more famous. Money? |
never know what IOl liven next week. | canOt make ends meet with delays
in my pay even for a day or two. | live in an awful apartment and besides an
old Sovietmade piece of junk car, | have no other property. The love of
people? But IOve already tasted it enough to distingmishfrom friendly
curiosity. WhatOs left is that IOm a lonely, unattractive woman whose
husband has left her. Spiritual strength? But IOm an idieonOt get my
spiritual strength from thisArt, satisfaction with life, a calling? Lies, lies,
lies! | gd tired quickly during rehearsals, | hide my irritation from everyone,
being a hypocrite, when | pretend IOm full of enthusiasm. | panic before
every play, and after every play IOve been satisfied maybe-tiorefour
times in thirty years on stage. Novihdve a granddaughter. | want to be the
person whoOll teach her to read, show her Moscallvthe quaint streets,
my favorite old houses, the parksE | want to travel with herE And |
wouldnOt exchange her love for the love of all of humanity! My daughter,
my sonin-law, my granddaughter and my adopted mutt Doughnut, it turns
out, can take the place of the whole world for me. | donOt want to die on
stage. | donOt want my personal life to become the end of someone elseOs
invented life! | want peace! Give mesgce! Where did my juice maker
disappear again?
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MIKHAIL. | had a premonition about something like that. LonelinegsbatOs my
lot from now on. With you or without you, Polina, but there will be the
Theater! Where do | sign?

LIPA. Right here. Be sure itfegible. Put your passport number below it.

Right when Mikhail is about to sign, there is a flash of lightning and
then a clap of thunder.

POLINA. What is that?

LIPA. A thunderstorm.

POLINA. In December?

LIPA. It happens. Rarely. But it happens.

MIKHAIL. Strange. The thunder and lightning interrupted my signing your
contract.

POLINA. Mikhail, stop! I1tOs a sign that you shouldnOt sign.

LIPA. ThatOs ridiculous! YouOre a megalomaniac, like all artists. Well, the
megalomania in artists isnOt a vice, but gifable weakness. DonOt be
ridiculous and pathetic! Sign, Mikhail Alexandrovich!

For the second time when Mikhail is about to sign there are thunder
and lightning.

POLINA. DonOt sign! ItOs a sign!

MIKHAIL. Yes, it really is suspicious.

LIPA. Are you semus? Do you really think that the lightning flashes and the
thunder are for your sake?

MIKHAIL. YouOre very convincing, Olympiada. It is really difficult to suspect
something like that. 101l put my signature on this document now and get my
theater. What Wil be required of me?

LIPA. To become my husband. For one year. Nothing more than that.

MIKHAIL. It sounds quite innocent. What will | have to do? Eat frogs, chasing
them down with the blood of innocent babies? Burn black cats at cemeteries
at night? Whatvill be included in my responsibilities as your husband?

LIPA. Everything.

MIKHAIL. | canOt do everything.
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LIPA. But you were able to today.

MIKHAIL. IOve already told you | was drunk and | donOt remember anything.

LIPA. Alcohol isnOt an extenuatisgcumstance- not while youOre driving or in
bed. IOve studied physical activity by your Stanislavsky méteDIl build
our happiness according to that method. YouOll bring me flowers. Every day.
In the morning youOll kiss me before going to work. Va@Mays praise
everything | cook. YouOll always admire the way | look. And this admiration
has to consist of at least three original phrases. In the evening weOll stroll
along a boulevard holding hands. And all these activities will evoke genuine
feelings for me in you.

POLINA. ThatOs practical. Stanislavsky is really eternal.

MIKHAIL. So from now on IOm doomed to play in life and live in the theater. |
accept this fatewants to sigh

Lightning flashes twice, and the thunderclaps are particularly loud.

POLINA. (pushes MikhailOs hd away from the piece of papddonOt you dare!
(drags him behind hgrWe have to run from herepills Mikhail to the
door)

LIPA. | understand, Polina Sergeevna, that you are an actress. But not to such a
degree.

POLINA. (shouts and swings the juice makéonOt come closer, or IE IE 10Il
make a sign of the cross over you!

LIPA. Polina Sergeevna, why do you try to frighten Mikhail Alexandrovich so
much? HeOs white as a ghost.

POLINA. Out of my way! Misha, donOt let go of mgnt because IOve been
baptized and you havenOt. WeOll try to get through this together. 1 wonOt
abandon you! I0m very hurt, but in the face of Satan, IOm beyond any hurts!

LIPA. What you are swinging that juice maker for? You can hurt someone.

POLINA. Thisis Satan. All the evil spirits arose before the end of the century.
Misha, close your eyes! IOl make the sign of the cross over her, and sheOll
fall into bits. IOm telling you close your eyes, and let go of my hand! You
always were stupid. Well, Satampld on! fnakes the sign of the cross over
Lipa with her handvhich holdshe juice maker, and closes her eyes
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While Polina stands with her eyes closed, Lipa carefully comes to her
and tries to pry the juice maker out of her hand. Polina jerks her hand
with the juice maker away from Lipa and pulls Mikhail away.

POLINA. DonOt touch the juice maker! [tOs for the child. | wonOt let you hurt the
child! Misha, hold the juice maker tightly. IOll make a stronger sign of the
cross. (liligently makes signs d¢iie cross over Lipa

The thunder and lightning really get going. Lipa shudders.

POLINA. She shuddered. SheOs almost trembling. What if | make another sign of
the cross over her? | just need to concentrate.

LIPA. Do you, Polina Sergeevna, seriously belighat 101l crumble into dust from
your sign of the cross? | havenOt crumbled facing much worse things.

POLINA. DonOt come any closer! Misha, hold on to the wall and weOll get out of
hereE Straight to the nextloor apartment, to the priestE HeOll helpul(s
Mikhail behind her, constalyt making the sign of the crgsSt. Nicholas,
intercede for us, help us!

LIPA. Polina Sergeevna, youOre an educated lady, an artist loved by the peopleE
What would your admirers think if they saw you now?

POLINA. SheOs tryinip destroy us. You, Mikhail, pray, otherwise something bad
can happen to you. St. Nicholas, help us!

LIPA. Who are you taking me for? | was baptized myself! | know prayers by heart!
| even know prayers in Polish, in Italian, in English, and in FrenchE IOl
out-pray you with easelntakes the sign of the crgsQur Father, Who art in
HeavenE

POLINA. (shouts over herSt. Nicholas, come and help us, come!

The doorbell rings. The women abruptly become silent and freeze in
the same poses in which the doorbell caught them. Mikhail stands

listless. A silent scene.

The door opens and Natusya appears on the threshold.
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NATUSYA. The door wasnOt locked once agdillo, once again. How good that
youOre still here, Olympiada Nikolaevrar¢fully but without surgse and
alarm looks at everyonéVhat are you doing? Rehearsing?

POLINA. (without moving but in a forceful top&latalia, youOre right on time! Go
to thekitchen!

NATUSYA. (impervious to the forceful ordewhy?

POLINA. Go! IOl tell you what to do, step by step.

Natusya goes to the kitchen.

POLINA. Have you been baptized?

NATUSYA. (after thinking | donOt remember. My grandmother said something
that eiher it was good | was baptized or it was bad that | wasnOt; or maybe,
it was good | wasnOt baptized, or it was bad | was. IOm a bit confused about
that. 101l ask my grandmother tomorrow and will call you to let you know.
But right now IOve just come fommment, to see Olympiada Nikolaevna.

POLINA. Keep as far away from her as you can! She is Satan.

NATUSYA. Yes, women over fifty sometimes turn into something like that.

POLINA. Look in the cupboard.

NATUSYA. I0m looking. OfitOs really dusty!

POLINA. DonOt get distracted. Do you see a bottle?

NATUSYA. ThereOs just a single bottle here.

POLINA. Grab it!

NATUSYA. WhatOs in it?

POLINA. Our only chance! A matter of life and death!

NATUSYA. I0ve got it!

POLINA. Now quick sprinkle this one with itpgints & Lipa) DonOt drag your
feet. Quicker, quicker!

NATUSYA. Olympiada Nikolaevna, can | sprinkle you?

LIPA. Do whatever you want! In fact, how close we still are to another Inquisition.
A few coincidences, a series of misfortunes, and you can have ahuitch
again.

Natusya sprinkles her. It has an incredible effect. Lipa cries out,
waves her hands, coughs, wheezes, and spins in place.
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POLINA. It worked! It worked! Can it be | was right?

LIPA. Are you mad? You almost burned my eyes out! What is it? Codkroac
poison or what?

POLINA. (snatches the bottle from NatusyaOs hands, smells it, andl kg |
see. It means we used holy water to poison the cockroaches. And | wondered
why they began to multiply instead of dying. Natusya, youOve come right on
time. Take Mikhail! [tOs better if you get him than her.

NATUSYA. No, no. ItOs a misunderstanding. | see that Mikhail Alexandrovich is
completely all right. Thank you all. IOve come to see Olympiada just for a
moment.

LIPA. What are yok&.

NATUSYA. Nineteen. I0mstill a sophomore at the theater school.

LIPA. What are you here for, IOm asking?

NATUSYA. How did you guess?

LIPA. What did you come back for? Not for Mikhail, | see. That means itOs for
money.

NATUSYA. IOm even ashamed to ask you. | need an amouomirady that | canOt
even say.

POLINA. (shakes Mikhail Why are you in such a daze! Misha, Misha, my darling,
come to your sensesdldps his facg

NATUSYA. | wanted to buy a sundress, but since | had so much money, my
requirements grew.dhosea super dres but | was shortE by a dollar. 1snOt
that ridiculous?

LIPA. You could die laughing. Take it mmages in her purs8ut itOs a loan.

POLINA. (to Mikhail) Come to your sensessticks the bottle under his ngse
Smell it!

Mikhail coughs, waves his hanaljshes the bottle away.

POLINA. What potent stuff! We should try to use it on the cockroaches after all.

NATUSYA. (takes the dollar from LigaThank you, Olympiada Nikolaevna! All
the best to all ofou! | wonOt come back here amye.

LIPA. DonOt croshat bridge until you come to it.

NATUSYA. (at the door in a melancholy topMikhail Alexandrovich!
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MIKHAIL . (tiredly) What do you need, Natasha?

NATUSYA. DonOt despair! YouOll still meet your true love.

LIPA. Go buy your outfit, put it on right in the s& and hurry over to your
unassuming bank manager.

NATUSYA. You guessed right. ThatOs exactly my plan of actibowg kisses to
everyone in the roojm adore all of you.runs ofj

LIPA. The storm is over. The snowOs falling quietly, peacefully. It@htwand
you have the urge to think and talk about the meaning of life. How strange it
Is— snow, Moscow, Russia, love.

MIKHAIL. Polina, forgive me, forgive me! Please donOt leave me! I0Il be honest
for the first time in my life. | loved Natalia unbebhg sweetly, desperately.
| was so happy with her that | forgot myself. Now sheOs broken my heart.
And | keep thinking that itOs not crystal beneath our feet but the pieces of my
broken heart.

LIPA. By the way, it needs to be swept away, somebody mighhemself. ficks
up a broom and sweeps the flpor

MIKHAIL. Even now, this very moment, | still love Natusya. But IOm beginning to
see clearly that | love you just this much more.

LIPA. Think about the apartment, Polina! About family dinners under a pink
lampshade! Now itOs the right moment to remember how much you hate the
theater and want to end your days surrounded by true and not pretend love,
in real life and not on a stage. Remember all these things, Polina!

MIKHAIL. DonOt do it, Polina! You wonOt &lgle to live a normal life. If you yield
completely to real life, youOll understand that itOs too tame for us. Passions,
scandals, impulses are all too rare in real life, and emotional experiences too
fruitless, monotonous, and persistent. How boringdbstumes are! How
dull the surroundings! Howanal the interactions betwepaople! Reality is
just too burdensome for those who were born actors. If we donOt draw our
strength from the stage, then we canOt handle reality. DonOt walk away from
the theater, Polina! DonOt leave me!

POLINA. What mystery is there in the theater? Wisaits magic? After thirty
years in it, Istill havenOt come close toamswer. The thoughts and actions
of some silly and not very virtuous woman, who was just invented by
someone, excite you more than the babbling of your dear granddaughter. 1tOs
really monstrous! But you try to understand that woman. What does she
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LIPA.

have to do with you? But you think about her dag aight. I1tOs as ihe
possesses you and sucks you dry érplrop. You begin to adore her; you
justify all of her actions. You give heroyr face, your intonations, your
gestures. You sacrifice the best you have in you. YouOre ready to stir up
childhood memories; you bravely descend into the chasm of your
subconscious; you watch and listen to everyone like a spy assigned to steal
the most mportant secretsk And all this is done to understand the meaning
of some stupid phrase! YouOre not as attentive and tolerant to anyone close to
you as you are to that woman. You only want to know everything about her,
about this woman. And what for? So theople who come to the theater,
people whom you donOt know, can believe that this invented woman lives,
feels, and thinks? That itOs not you but she acting, struggling, dying, coming
back to life, laughing, and crying before the audience? So that eeecaon

love her as you do? The fact of the matter is that while anyone longs to be
filled with the life of another person, a hero or a villain, a good citizen or an
outcast, while someone is capable of attracting the close attention of many,
many other pedp to this invented person, there is the hope that weOll try to
understand each other, and it also means that we should forgive each other.
The theater is just a terrible judgment on an individual. And actors are
defenders of the people. 1tOs not for thkesof a witty remarkhat the
theater is called a temple. People donOt work in a temple; they pray and serve
it. There are many invited to it, but there are very few chosen ones. Religion
and theater are eternal because without them people lose themityuamal
become animals. OBear your cross and believe,O thatOs what Anton Chekhov
said, and someone who at least once felt that she or he is a chosen one will
live and die in the theater!

| wanted to take away, to win over, to buy a man from two worhean do

that. But the theater, like a menacing prehistoric bird, spreads its huge
powerful wings over you, either trying to peck you to death or to protect
you, or both. | donOt know how to defeat this boolldcts her things, puts

on her fur coak

POLINA. Are you leaving?

LIPA.

IOve lost.

POLINA. We werenOt very hospitable to you. ThatOs not true. You gave us money

for the play, and everything worked out so wellE it turned out that that play,
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maybe, is the pinnacle of our acting. [tOs a completgarical success. But
when you gave us the money, you werenOt aspiring to conquer the theatrical
summits. You wanted to be closer to Mikhail. You gained something for
yourself— a regal gesture to give people happiness for one night with the
man of your deams.

LIPA. Nothing transpired! Nothing happened! Nothing at all.

MIKHAIL. What do you mean nothing? What about the third and fifth times?

LIPA. Nothing happened! You just looked at me crazily and mumbled: OYouOre not
Polina! YouOre somebody else.§hduldnOt have gotten you drunk at the
banquet. In that drunken state you experienced something like a feat of
marital fidelity.

MIKHAIL . (to Poling And you didnOt believe me! | told you a hundred times
nothing happened. Who was right?

POLINA. | forgive you everything for this. You know, Lipa, | almost went crazy
from jealousy over you.

LIPA. Do you really mean it was over me?

POLINA. | understandvhat you are hinting at nowNatusya is youth, beauty,
temptation. SheOs one of many charming young worhe®sSeplaceable.
WhatOs the point of being jealous of youth? 1tOs not love; itOs just sin. And
one may have to pay bitterly for his sins! But youOre a rival. Can it be that
such a strong, clever, and ler®daded woman as you could be a dreamer?

LIPA. A dreamer? How did you guessk Birds of a feather flock together, donOt
they? A dreamerE He had wings at that time, and he soared over a strange
unearthly toy city.

MIKHAIL. And that film Fly, Icarus, Fly was being shot in Tallinn. O youth! The
patriotism andaccent of the Estonians, fashionable cafes, gh@stlleysE
We wanted at least to beliewe something and to love beyond beliefE
Youth! | long for youth!

LIPA. | gradually found out what theater you played in, where you live. | lied in
wait for you ina crowd of women just like me. Only once did you notice me
in passing. Our eyes met and sparks flewE ThatOs it. | swore to myself that
someday, let it be in old age, I0Il be your wife. | found the meaning of life
for myself. | decided that | had to becoswmmeone so you could love me. |
became a political heroine and ended up in prison. There was quite a lot
written about me in the underground press, but during those three years in
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prison | understood that | hadnOt come even a step closer to you. Afiar pri

| conceived the idea to become the most famous actress in the country and
ventured into amateur theater. | conscientiously studied how to sing, to walk
on stage, to fall without hurting myself, to fence. But | couldnOt overcome
my distaste for sayinghé same nonsense with the same intonations one
evening after another. Then | decided to marry a millionaire. During those
days it was hard to find a millionaire in our countoyt | did. He was a
notable academic but after we got married, | discoverethat he was
involved in shady dealings. He also had cancer. Instead of preparing for an
accidental meeting with you at a staponsored concert, | nursed him for a
year. | didnOt become rich after | became a widow; his partners wouldnOt
allow it. But whilehe was sick, | did work errands for him and learned a lot.
Then the idea of becoming a foreigner dawned on me. | quickly married a
toughlooking African guy and left to Africa with him. | turned out to be his
seventeenth wife. @ how wonderful my life washen. My husband was a
prince, a real one; he was educated, \welhnered, hardorking. He
provided for everyone. We, the wives, lived in peace and friendship and
artfully took care of him. The wives were from many different countries. He
had such goodaste that in that environment | received quite a good
education and now | know several languages, economics, law. | know how
to manage a business. But there, under the African skies, | missed you. |
confessed everything to my husband, and he granted meraed | returned

to Moscow as a quite welb-do woman of thirtythree. Every evening |
went to the theater to watch you. | decided that only my spiritual qualities
might be able to win you. | concentrated on mercy for the fallen. | chose
Mother Mary asan example. | was already so cl#ainking that nobody
could trick me. Legends started to circulate about me. At that moment a new
epoch began in our country, and one day life led me to meet an American
hobo. He had come to help resurrect Russia and leeeatotal drunk. |
started to take care of him. My compassion reached the point that | married
him. We went to America for a trip, and | found out that he was a billionaire
who owned factories, houses, ships. | wasnOt insulted. | was tired of loving
you ard living with empty hopes. My husband showed me the seven
wonders of the world, the whole world. He wanted me to give him a child.
Suddenly | understood clearly that | still loved you. | came back. | didnOt
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want to take anything from my husband, but hadkgtotherwise. | returned

a rich, practicallyninded woman, who knew how to do a lot of things. | was
welcomed everywhere, and | dared to conquer you on your territory. | came
to your theater and offered money for a production about which you had
dreamt ad spoken in all your interviews. | sat through rehearsals, drank
coffee with you in the cafeteria, and all the more clearly understood that, just
as before, | didnOt have a chance. And then | decided to try to go the
depraved route and just take you aviaym Polina. | had my opportunity,

got you drunk at the banquet, crept into your bed andE failed one more
time. The last thing left for me was to buy you. My love for you gave me the
whole world, molded my personality, taught me to love life and to respect
and value myself. | went through fire and water. For your sake | was a
heroine, an actress, a millionaire, the wife of a prince, a nurse, a patron of
the arts, and a prostitute. | had paid for everything up front, but | didnOt even
get breakfast in bed.

POLINA. | donOt know if | can comfort you by saying this, but not even once has
Mikhail brought me breakfast in bed. What do you need Mikhail for? What
can the reality of his presence add to your history of love? Imagine that in
your early youth you had beme his wife. What a monotonous life you
would have had, a life full of hurts and disappointments. Mikhail drank, used
to make love with all kinds of women, wasnOt free of his megalomania, and
didnOt want to burden himself with anything. You would havekeugor
bustled around the house, have been humiliated by the lack of money. If you
had had a child, itOs most unlikely that she or he would have grown up
healthy. The theater crowd was always around the house, drinking, with loud
arguments and boastful plangis friends at that time would have seemed
uninteresting and pitiful to you. A young actor and an actor who has lived all
his life on stage are totally different kinds of people. The former is foolish,
conceited, intolerant, envious, and arrogant. Thterlas wise, tolerant,
magnanimous, bigninded, and kind. In the end you would have divorced,
cursing each other. YouOre lucky, Olympiada. Love shone for you all your
life like a guiding star. Maybe, in fact, the happiest kind of love?

MIKHAIL. Hey, | wasnOt as bad as all that. But | admit that what Polina said is true
to a great extent. It didnOt even cross my mind that youOre such a wonderful
person! What a life youOve had! How | envy you!
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POLINA. IOm hungryske dials a numbgrKiddie! WeOre definitelyoming now.
Me and Mikhail, and weOll bring a guest. DonOt worry, weOll buy something
on the way. Did she wake up? Is she happy? Kiss her for me and tell her that
her grandma will come soon and make her some orange juice. You did it
yourself? You squeezetithrough cheesecloth®hyty) Well, thatOs goodE
Kiss you. puts down the receiver

LIPA. Can it be that everything | looked for all over the world in all these different
ways and for so long you can find on the small space of a stage? Your
colleague Sakespeare was right on the mark: OTheater is the whole world.O

MIKHAIL. Shakespeare said it differently: OAIl the worldOs a stage.O

LIPA. Is it really different?

The door opens and Natusya enters with a bottle of champagne.

NATUSYA. Once again itOs nloicked. For some reason | was sure that itOs not
locked. | didnOt even bother to ring the doorbell. 1tOs good youOre still here.
How do you like my new outfit?p(ts the champagne down, takes off her
coat, stands in the middle of the room, turns from sdade, showing her
new outfit toeveryong

Pause.

LIPA. Why do you delight us with this outfit and not your unassuming bank
manager? And what does the champagne have to do with it? HasnOt the time
to drink already passed and the time to get sober come?

NATUSYA. It was a mistake, Mikhail Alexandrovich. | love only you. Are you
happy?

LIPA. (to Mikhal) That chain that Natusya trying to throw over you clearly has
some missing links. Is the champagne from the same kiosk? Or this time is
there a chance that we all can be incredibly lucky?

POLINA. 1tOs cruel, Natasha. What if the unassuming manager commits suicide?
Did you at bast ask someone in the bank to watch over him?

NATUSYA. | assure you he doesnOt need that. He has nothing in common with
Mikhail Alexandrovich.

POLINA. YouOve already told us about it.
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NATUSYA. He is an abominable and smalinded creep. He disappointe@&m

LIPA. Besides emaotions, there clearly must be some facts. Keep closer to the facts,
Natusya!

NATUSYA. | come to him in this outfit that cost me three thousand bucks.
Unimaginably beautiful. Full of love, tenderness, and melancholy. And | find
him raging He stamps his feet at me, breaks everything within reach and
throws all these broken things at me. His glasses had fallen off right from the
start of all this and broke. He kept throwing things at me and couldnOt see a
thing. He could easily have hit me!

POLINA. A loversQ tiff is a way to renew love.

NATUSYA. If it just had been soE l§egins to cry You canOt even imagine what a
scum he is! You know what he did? It turns out that he put me under
surveillance. You, Mikhail Alexandrovich, and | were followked a whole
week. He hired an entire detective agency. They videotaped everything, the
most intimate things that happened between us. When | arrived, he had just
finished watching the tapes. You, Mikhail Alexandrovich, would never do
anything like that.

POLINA. First of all, Michael canOt afford these kind of amusements.

MIKHAIL. What do you want from me now, my dear child?

NATUSYA. | love only you. IOm carrying your child. IOm sure of that. Almost. |
was cruel and ditzy. Forgive me! 10Il never do it agidm happy now.
Because | understand how happy you are now. You probably canOt believe
your eyes? LetOs drink champagne to my return andhayodg Mikhail the
bottle, puts the glasses on the tgble

POLINA. WhereOs my juice maker? Where did it disapp@a it back to me,
give me my juice maker!

LIPA. Life is complicated; itOs tangled and dotted everywhere with surprises. How
much visible and invisible love there is in it! Take this punch, Polina,
standing up straight withnaronic smileon your facé

MIKHAIL . (busies himself with the cork, suddenly frepRadina, IOm dying here!
Save me!

The cork flies out with the deafening sound of a shot.

THE END



All rights reserved © Nadezhda Ptushkptashkina@mail.ru 56

Notes

1. A very popular song from a 1965 comic filgive Me the Book of Complain(idir. by
Eldar Ryazanov, Mosfilm, 1965)ext by A Galich and B. Laskin, music by A. Lepin.

2. A quote from a popular satirical novBlelve Chairg1928) by llya IIf and Evgeny
Petrov that was made into a popular fimL971(dir. by Leonid Gaiday, Mosfilmand remade
in 1976 in a TV serial versioflir. by Mark Zakharov, TO OEkranO)

3. Pavel Treéyakov was a collector of Russian realist art of the 19th century. Tretyakov
Gallery in Moscow comprises his collection. Savva Mamontov was a rich industrialist who
created an artist community at his Abramtsevo estate near Moscow where such Russias artists
Mikhail Vrubel, Vasily Polenov, the brothers Vasnetsov, Ilya Repin, and others lived and worked.
He was also a supporter of the Russian opera. Savva Morozov is famous for his collection of
French art which became the foundation of the Pushkin Museiosoow.

4. Valeria Messlina was the third wife of the Roman Emperor Claudius. She was famous
for her promiscuity and is sometimes called the worst wife in history.

5. A public square next to Montmarttdill in Paris, famous for its streetwalkers.

6. Larissa Ogudalova is the lead character in Alexander Ostrovsky@¥ithlayt a
Dowry (1878). The role is considered to be one of the greatest female roles in Russian theater.

7. Vera Komissarzhevskaya was the greatest dramatic actriesssia at the enaf the
nineteetth and the beginning of theventigh century.

8. A reference to the system of psychological, realistic acting on stage developed by the
Russian theater director Konstantin Stanislavsky (18838) according to which an actor finds

in him- or herself emotions that allows him or her to become the character they portray. Instead
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of acting the character quhe actor becomes the character. Later this system was adopted by

Lee Strasberg and employed for training actors in the Method.



