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Action I
There is a room with a huge building. It was a luxurious house. There are carved and cracked furniture, a natty men suits, an expensive swords wallow everywhere. There are portraits of a beautiful women on the walls.

Don-Juan in a nightshirt and a hubcap sits in an armchair. He’s not less than sixty, he’s prostrated by duels and illnesses. there are some medicines, herbs and a pitcher with a wine on the table.
DON-JUAN. Dolt doctor said that I would die today. The unique right diagnosis from them is your death. And my doctor doesn’t mistaken at all, he sent to grandfathers almost every patient. How tired I am! I’m so tired that even eternal dream seems like a sweet temptation…
Leporello, Don-Juan’s servant, enters the room. He’s in age of his master, but looks younger and more vigorous.

LEPORELLO. It’s me, master!

DON-JUAN. Have you brought?

LEPORELLO. No. Any priest doesn’t want to confess you. The church’s abbot said that even pope couldn’t bear a burden of your sins.
DON-JUAN. Stupid!

LEPORELLO. Who? The abbot?

DON-JUAN. You! You’re stupid! They can’t refuse a Christian in sins’ selling! It’s their job.
LEPORELLO. Why do you grieve, master? I’ve served you thirty years and can’t remember if we had gone to some church. Only to look on beautiful ladies. You just don’t believe in anything!

DON-JUAN. What do I believe in – is not your affair! If I would die without a confession, they would bury me like a dog, behind the graveyard railing.

LEPORELLO. And your kind ladies wouldn’t know where they can bring flowers and drop the tears from beneath the vail. Don’t worry, there is one who may come.
DON-JUAN. Who?!

LEPORELLO. One monk may come. After church I went in a monastery, behind the city gates, and told a abbot about your request. And he began to wave by hands and yell. Of course, I’ve heard yelling of giving birth women or inquisitors victims, but to yell like he do!.. Then he quieten down and began to yell quiet.

DON-JUAN. What did he said? Say!

LEPORELLO. I’ll try to translate without swearing. He said… Said that any priest wouldn’t transgress a threshold of your house because anyone didn’t want to be infected!
DON-JUAN. Fool! Did you explain that I’m dying not because of an infection, but because some jealous idiot stuck a dagger in my back?!

LEPORELLO. I couldn’t say any word. And he named your illness like an “infection of adultery”! In meaning, that everyone, who are close to you on less, than five steps, certainly would start to molest to women! But then one young, near thirty years old, man went out from a brown fraternity and said: “Padre, may I save the soul of this great sinner”. An abbot quieten down, strangely looked on that monk, but he couldn’t refuse in front of that crowd. You’ve also said, that it’s their job. I think they would sell sins for a good payment. Just combine all of them, weight all and value. I warn: a wind’s walking in a purse!
DON-JUAN. So will he come?

LEPORELLO. He said, that he had to pray good before such work. Selling your sins is Sisyphean task! Will you really tell him about everything?

DON-JUAN. There is a confession.

LEPORELLO /Sighs/. I’m afraid, that your talk would last till morning.

DON-JUAN. What are you whispering there?

LEPORELLO. Nothing. I don’t know, should you on this confession mention all the women, that you…
DON-JUAN. Shut up, fool! Give me a wine!

LEPORELLO. God, but doctor forbade you to drink wine!.. Though now you can do everything. How is said: you can’t spoil a porridge with a butter. /Fills a wine/. Master, you… are you really going to go to the sky?

DON-JUAN. Yes. And do you know why?

LEPORELLO. A doctor said it.

DON-JUAN. Because your physiognomy’s made me sick and tired during thirty years! Who have you asked about it?

LEPORELLO. Simply… Because of curiosity.
DON-JUAN. Don’t lie! You always keep something in mind! Say or I’ll carry away you in a hell. /Laughs/. Do you remember this baize?

LEPORELLO. There are a lot of stories about you…

DON-JUAN. Recall, Leporello! When I umpteenth was stuck by a sword, you took me away in a mountain shack, and in two months we returned in a town and heard an amusing story, that I’d seduced donna Anna in a garden of her house and a statue of her dolt husband on his grave had become alive, caught my hand and dragged in Hades.

LEPORELLO. What people talks! They buried him in a garden! So he darted out, because of curiosity. If he would been buried on a graveyard he would lie undisturbedly.
DON-JUAN. So why have you asked if I would die today?

LEPORELLO /Sighs/. What why! It’s kike in a family… Somebody of spouses dies and another stands, cries, and in his head different combinations are spinning – whom will he live with tomorrow, why will he go on a fair, what will he do in evenings. You know, some sadly feeling of light freedom! So I… When a doctor said, that you would go today, I thought: ehe, Leporello, you’re in a good story. You’ve served by a trust and a confidence your master thirty years and, like in Saint writing is said: “naked came - naked went”.
DON-JUAN. Don’t whimper. I mentioned you in a testament.

LEPORELLO. And what will you leave after yourself! Two suits and three swords? You house is pawned hundred times. Dishes and furniture… insert in a testament. To be short: I became sad and I asked myself: “where are you going, Leporello?” And here don Sebastian appeared, you must know him.
DON-JUAN. Don’t remember.

LEPORELLO. He’s owner of a castle in three miles from Cadis, has manufacturing factories, sheep herds.

DON-JUAN. Wife is beautiful?

LEPORELLO. He’s been a widower forty years almost!

DON-JUAN. If a beautiful wife didn’t be how can I know him?!

LEPORELLO. You’re again talk about your! So, don Sebastian has heard about your death and suggested me to go to him. He’s ready to pay me a double salary.
DON-JUAN. For what? For your laziness?

LEPORELLO /Conservatively/. Well! I am a servant of Don-Juan! What a cabaliero do not want to have such one? And ladies will run to a house to look at me. You’ll not be, and I’ll stay. Like your shadow, like your memory.

DON-JUAN. And why does don Sebastian need a memory about me?

LEPORELLO. He wants to marry, and a young person, whom he put an eye on, trembles with fear when sees him. He, between you and me, is a horrible sight, which our God creates very rarely, maybe when he gets angry on a human gender. But a the oldster is rich! So he decided, that when he’ll have such… /Conservatively/. such a famous servant, he’ll soften his lady! I’ve already taken a deposit and in a day after tomorrow I must be on a service.
DON-JUAN. Why in a day after tomorrow when I, like you say, will die today?

LEPORELLO. And who will bury you? And again – to sort our in a testament. I’m not a cattle, God excuse, tomorrow I’ll bury you, put in order the house and – to don Sebastian! Don’t worry, I’ll care about you: I’ll order a mass and put a candle for quietness of your soul. And particulary in the days, when your ladies will begin to die.
DON-JUAN. Why?

LEPORELLO. When they all will be in that world, they’ll make a good whipping for you! Each one thought, that she has your heart!
DON-JUAN /Smiles/. Maybe… But what will be then! Oh, what will be then!

LEPORELLO. Of course, it’s known! Tears, kisses, remorse!.. This women are fools – is what I say!

DON-JUAN. So why are you going to marry?

LEPORELLO /Shudders/. How do you know?

DON-JUAN. You’ve got old, gunsmith! And have search a comfort and a quietness in your master’s castle. And what a comfort and a quietness without your Carmella!

LEPORELLO. In a difference from you, I’ve loved only one woman!

DON-JUAN. And what about my ladies’ maids? What did you do with them when they brought their ladies to me, and you watched our quietness in front room?
LEPORELLO /Varying/. Don’t consider the maids. I mean, that we, servants, are also alive humans. God didn’t say, that it could do only noblemen! All games are fit from a tedium. 
DON-JUAN. Marry, I don’t care. But how old is Carmella?

LEPORELLO. Never mind! You said, that women didn’t have an age.

DON-JUAN. To whom did I say it?

LEPORELLO. Well… To those ladies, who broke in our door at nights. 

DON-JUAN. So you eavesdropped, unimproved?

LEPORELLO. What else! It got into my ears itself! So, you defrauded them? And you want your sins to be sold!
DON-JUAN. I want.

LEPORELLO. You’re like a reasonable man and believe in an afterlife!

DON-JUAN. Look how many books are here!

LEPORELLO. And all of them about your adventures.

DON-JUAN. I’ve read all of them. There isn’t even a gram of truth in any of them. That’s why I want at least one man to whom I’ll entrust a tale about my life, to know a truth.
LEPORELLO /Offended/. And me? I’m with you thirty years…

DON-JUAN. You’ll tell better tales about me!

LEPORELLO. How I need it!

DON-JUAN. At least once, free entertainment will be guaranteed for you in all taverns!



A patter in a door.

LEPORELLO. Didn’t lie! It’s a monk! /Yells/. The door isn’t locked!

The door is opening and a Monk enters the room. He’s in a dirty brown cassock, with a prayer book and rosary beads in hands. His glance is stubborn and aggressive.

MONK. Let be peace in this house!

He wants to cross himself, but can’t find any icon, and almost do it on a portrait of some woman.
LEPORELLO. Sit down, saint father! Thank you for coming! A glass of wine? The weather is fine today, but who said, that drinking a wine is pleasantly only in time of rain or ferocious snowstorm?
MONK. I don’t want wine. /To Don-Juan/. So you are… that?..
DON-JUAN. Yes, saint father. I am Don-Juan de Tenorio, Cadis nobleman, sixty two years old, was baptized in  church of saint…

MONK. It’s known. Do you know what a confession is?

DON-JUAN. Very approximately.

MONK. Do you know, that you mustn’t lie on a confession? That you will be listened by God?

DON-JUAN. Priests say so.

MONK. Are you ready to confess open-hearted in all of you sins?

DON-JUAN. Yes, saint father.

MONK. So, the last question and let’s start… Say honestly, why do you want to confess? You have never transgressed a threshold of any church since your baptizing?
Pause.

DON-JUAN. I want to be buried like a human. People, I think, will be pleasant to know, that I died confessed and found peace and quietness for my soul.

LEPORELLO. People like weak. 

MONK. And you? Do you confess?!!

DON-JUAN /Vaying/. It’s terribly to say, but I’m dying like a happy man, and happy men doesn’t feel sorry for anything.

MONK. You’re sick on your proud!

DON-JUAN. Do you want me to tell a truth? You’ll have a time to confess thousands of hypocrites. I think, it wouldn’t bring a joy not for you, not for Him.

MONK /Toughly/. Well, let’s start. /To Leporello/. You may walk away!

LEPORELLO. I go, saint father, but don’t pull. A doctor said, that he might be in the way before a sunset!




Leporello goes away.

MONK. Do you know what is a sense of confession?

DON-JUAN. Yes, it’s when a man pours a tub of dirt on you. Conceptually, it’s justly, my father, because we pour by a dirt others whole life.
MONK. I know, that it’ll be not easily with you, and abbot warned me about your treachery, but, I hope, we’ll overcome your stubbornness, reprobate! So Ten Commandments, that God bequeathed us, his sinful creatures, to live in frames of these Commandments, do not evade from them.
A secret door behind a the screen quietly is being opened and Leporello creeps from there. He listens, hidden.
DON-JUAN. Yes, Ten great Commandments. I’m ready, father! I haven’t been noticed in first sin, because I haven’t worshipped other gods, except our Father heavenly and his son, Jesus Christ. I believe, that God’s son suffers mortal torments on a cross for our sins.

MOKN /Surprised by a moribund’s passion/. Hm, good… Perjuries? 
DON-JUAN. I repent. I lied sometimes. But agree, saint father, a lie can be different. Sometimes we use it to make somebody near us happier. Well, for example, if you would say to looser, that a great future was waiting for him, wealth, glory, and he’ll straighten his shoulders, a smile will abbear on his lips because of your words – could such lie be a sin?
MONK. It seems to me, I begin to understand a tragedy of wretch women – you have good hung up tongue. Assume, that I’ll sell this sin, but what would you say about Commandment “Do not kill”? Or you’ll start approving, that you made murders because of noble and high goals?
DON-JUAN. I have killed on duels.

MONK. Never mind! You have killed. 

DON-JUAN. Duel is a such thing, saint father, that one should fall first without fall. When your enemy pulls out a sworn, when a fury sparkle in his eyes and  spume appears on his lips – what Commandments! You can forgot parents! And then, I think, that I’ve killed my enemies with God’s consent.

MONK. What?! You’re… blasphemous, that couldn’t be found in whole Spain! And you wait, that I would sell this mortal sin?!

DON-JUAN. Well, yes, God was on my side and directs my sword. If he had thought, that I’d done something wrong, he would present a victory to my enemies. God beautifully had seen, that I’d killed protecting myself. I’ve not called anyone at a duel first.
MONK. Your audacity exceed all frontiers! You’ve been called on a duel by people, to whom you’d inflict a fatal insult!

DON-JUAN. Maybe, saint father, I’ve insulted somebody, but no me – they’d forgotten great words of God: “forgive our sins, like we forgive our enemies”. Why couldn’t they forgive me? What an example of humility would it be for the world! But no! You just sneak a peek at a window, where a woman’s head disappeared, and somebody tries to hole you!

MONK /After pause/. I feel stuffy… May I ask a glass of water?




Leporello darts out from a hidden door in stairs.

LEPORELLO. One minute, father! Though there is a crisis with water in the house. We prefer to keep a wine in a cellar. /Fills a wine in a glass/. Good, young wine.

MONK /Oppressed/. I’ve asked water…

LEPORELLO. When a rain season will begin – then your water will be.

Drink, saint father! Maybe, our wine is not so exquisite, like in your monastery cellars, but from an open heart and without any left thought!
DON-JUAN/ Leporello, you’re preventing us!

LEPORELLO. I go, master! But hurry up, you’ve stuck on fourth Commandment, and there are ten ones!




Leporello runs away. Monk drinks a wine.

MONK. Your house is a threshold of a hell…

DON-JUAN. Yes, it’s rather gloomy here. I tell Leporello every spring about repair, or blanching the walls, but such stacker like my servant you wouldn’t find on both sides of Pyrenees.

LEPORELLO /From his hidden place/. Interesting, why is not a sin, when sins are written off on lower persons? Where is a money for the repair? Have spent all state on women!
DON-JUAN. Saint father, I profound repent in death of wretch men, who have been happen to… who I’ve killed. Sell this my sin. 




Pause.

MONK. I don’t know, why have I agreed to come to you, monster! There is some boasting in your humility!

DON-JUAN. Boasting at half of a day before death? I’m not so stupid, monk, to fool around and play with words! I feel so gravely… a wound have been opened… Let’s finish quickly. I say sincerely: I am sinful! Sinful like a human, who had born in a sin. I am guilty in all the sins, that exist in this world.
MONK. In all of them! Thank God, you plead.

DON-JUAN. Besides one.

MONK. Which one?

DON-JUAN. Which has brought you here because of curiosity.

MONK. Wha-at?! Don’t you mean…

DON-JUAN. I’m innocent in a sin of adultery.

MONK. Good thing: six hundred and seventeen virgin women, that you’ve seduced! Six hundred seventeen innocently killed souls! Are you sneering on a church usher? Instead of selling sins I would damn you, wretch!
DON-JUAN. Wait! Firstly, I have to say, saint father, that a woman couldn’t be seduced, like you’ve said. She can seduce everybody herself. It’s written in holy Bible.

MONK. Nor snake, neither Eva could help you, blasphemous! Don’t resist!

DON-JUAN. Saint father, is there a garden in your monastery? Do you go there?
MONK. What?

DON-JUAN. There is a garden behind my house. In autumn, in sundown time, when blue herald of a night painted tops of mountains, I went in my garden. I chose a tree, where apples had grown and listened, how branches were crackled under fruits’ gravity. I chose one apple and waited with opened hands. Hours had gone one by one and the apple felt in the hands with a breath. I mean, that do not tear down a fruit, just have a patience, and it would fall down itself. And may I ask, saint father, what is a fool numeral: six hundred seventeen? Who have counted?
MONK. A hearsay of people says…

DON-JUAN. Oh, yes, a hearsay. A base of arithmetic.

MONK /Carefully/. We’ve distracted. Adultery is a terrible sin.
DON-JUAN. I’m innocent in it. What to sworn with?
MONK. Well, wretch, so you’ll die without any confession! I have nothing more to do here!




Leporello runs into the room.

LEPORELLO. Some wine, saint father? Please, sit, keep quiet!.. My master is right to some extent. These ladies are insidious creatures. I sell them in a door – they go through a window. Sometimes you see such: she has everything! A husband, a farm, herds of sheep and first pew in a church. But no – bring Don-Juan to her! There are a lot of them – he is alone. And what should we do? They must be ripped. By rods.

DON-JUAN. Blabbermouth! Disappear!

LEPORELLO. I’m disappearing, your lordship! But I dare to call your attention, that sun has already flowed from its orbit to mountain’s tops, and it means, that an evening will be soon.



Leporello goes.

DON-JUAN. Sit down, saint father…

MONK. Have you reconsidered?

DON-JUAN. Tell me, father, do you keep a secret of confession firmly?

MONK. Strange question! Each one from brothers gives a sworn to observe a church rules, and a secret of confession is the main of them.

DON-JUAN. You’re also humans, and great secret’s possession sometimes is unbearable for plain men, even if he’s a monk. How bigger the secret is, how much it breaks the possessor, cheat him like a wine cover under ardent heat. He said one word, another, whispers to his friend, another, and – the cover are torn.
MONK. Say more clear!

DON-JUAN. I want to save a legend about myself. People are accustomed to it and don’t want to hear something, that can’t be inserted in a fictitious story. I ask you to sworn, that you wouldn’t tell my secret anyone and anywhere, even on Terrible Court.
MONK /Bewildered/. I swear…

DON-JUAN. We talk about adultery. God and a nature gave me everything to be happy – a talent, a good luck, a male beauty, an occurring, a wealth. And deprived only one: a happiness to possess a woman.

MONK. I haven’t understood?.. How is it?

DON-JUAN. In a childhood, when I was two years old, a wet nurse dropped me into a freezing creek. I was ill during long time, I was returned to a life, I didn’t die. But a nature deprived one thing… to be a full-fledged man, to be loved, spouse, father. And it means, that here, saint father, I am pure like an angel.
MONK. Wait, wait!.. You mean, that six hundred sev…

DON-JUAN. I’ve touched nobody of them by a body. To fondle – I’ve done it, and there were a sea of kisses, but… If I am sinful, it’s only because of I gave wretch victims of flesh a hope. Though – what victim? Flesh is given us for enjoyment.

MONK /Threatening/. Haven’t you forgotten, that we have a confession?

DON-JUAN. No, I haven’t. I should go soon, what a reason to be cunning? I could not call you – God have seen everything. There is not this sin on me. I’ve just wanted to die undisturbedly.



Pause.

MONK. Assume, that I’m ready to believe, but…
DON-JUAN. Why have you fallen silent?
MONK /Embarrassed/. It happened to confess women, which… well, which, like they repented, you seduced! On the confession they described your endearments so shameless, that it was impossible not to believe!

DON-JUAN. A woman on confession is still a woman. You waited, that she would tell, that Don-Juan kissed her naked body, carried to insanity, and then ran away and didn’t vent a prohibited fruit?
MONK. Did you run away?!

DON-JUAN. What else could I do?
MONK. Now it’s clear… Clear, why do the hate you so much.

DON-JUAN. Their hate is for a world, it’s showy. They always will love me in a soul. How have you said, how many were them?

MONK. Six hundred seventeen.

DON-JUAN. Well, let it be. I wouldn’t argue with hearsay. Hearsay is like a condemnation of a court!




Pause.

MONK. Well, assume, that I’ve believed in it. But explain me, why did you seduce? Why did you approach to them, if you’d knew, that… that nothing would happen?! After all you pulled them into a fatal gap, and couldn’t give them what they waited?
DON-JUAN. I did not seduce.

MONK. You lie! Well, Ok, widows, or young women, let it be so! But all the six hundred and seventeen victims were married matrons!
DON-JUAN. I saved them.

MONK. He saved them! With what? With pitting horns on heads of their husbands?
DON-JUAN. Horns?

MONK. Oh yes!.. But I don’t care! You poached on someone else’s family hearth, like a bandit! They didn’t know about your ill and were ready to…
DON-JUAN. Ready to get to know a happiness, that was not given them by husbands! Listen, monk, married women are the most unhappy creatures in the world. On a wedding feast it seems to them, that happiness will be forever. One day passes, another – and what? Like a bird in the cage in her room, a lattice on the window, shuttered door. And waits for husband months. Anguish! And I wanted to light a fire of love, heat hope in this hopeless world.
MONK. Who’ve given you a right to bottom in someone else’s life?!

DON-JUAN. A debt of man. Do you know what is it? To serve to loved woman, not with words, but each day and each minute.

MONK. To serve to loved woman? And you’ve loved all of them? All six hundred seventeen?

DON-JUAN. I’ve loved… After all, you wasn’t born like a monk?

MONK. What is an attitude…

DON-JUAN. Do not argue with me! Let’s taste a wine. /Fills two glasses/. A wine has twice unexplained taste. When you taste it for the first time, and when you drink it for the last. Let’s rise these goblets for the most beautiful creation of God – for a woman! But don’t say, that they are envoys of hell, that they are damned by a sin of Adam’s wife, that woman is a receptacle of vice…
MONK. Apologists of a church, such as…

DON-JUAN. Such wretch, like I am. With a difference, that my defect doesn’t prevent me to love them. Drink, and then we’ll continue.

They drink. Don-Juan – with pleasure, Monk – inadvertently, carefully.

MONK. I’ve confessed people, But such tangled and incomprehensible person, like you, I see for the first time.

DON-JUAN. Because my confession is honest. I could hypocritically repent in a sin, which I’d not done, you would be raised in a rank, and peoples’ hearsay would quiet down because of my confession. Though it wouldn’t trust. So I asked how long have you worn the cassock?
MONK. Fourth year, so what?

DON-JUAN. Before it you was a loved son of your parents, while they…

MONK. Died. From epidemic of cholera, which had place five years ago in Sevilla.

DON-JUAN. I remember. The epidemic was also prefixed on me.
MONK. Illnesses are sent us for our sins.

DON-JUAN. Assume, but I think, that illnesses are an essence of our ignorance. So, you stayed alone. Was any facilities?

MONK. What a facility can have a peasant? Five cows and old ox.

DON-JUAN. And a herd of sheep. You could live! Could marry, take a hard-working villager girl as a wife – such as blood and milk! She could give birth to children – fool house. But you decided to become a monk. Do you love God so much? More, than life?
MONK. What a sadness for you?

DON-JUAN. No, maybe you love God – for what not to love him? He gave us lives, forgives our sins. But you want in a monastery because of another reason. You went, burning all the bridges behind! A lot of people go in such way.

MONK /After pause/. I don’t want to speak about it.

DON-JUAN. About what? About her, who was sweetie, like nothing in the world could be, whose name with you want to bed and woke up, and she was married with another one?

MONK. Fall silent, unbearable man!

DON-JUAN. An obedient daughter couldn’t contradict parents’ mind, who’d found a fiancée better, than an orphan with five cows.
MONK /Desperately/. But what should we do?!

DON-JUAN. Run away!

MONK. Without parents’ blessing?!

DON-JUAN. Fool you are, though you are literate! Parents’ blessing! You don’t need any blessing, where God lights love. Love is a blessing of God! But you didn’t love, it seems.

MONK. How can you judge about something, that you don’t know?! She ran in the morning to say, that she’s matched up to liver-stock’s buyer-up. Of course, he has more money, and stone house. Like your one. We grieved a little, I went to her father, felt on knees, and he ordered to banish me away. Three days I cried, drank wine. Well, then…
DON-JUAN. Went in a monastery to find a consolation. Everything’s clear with you. You’re more dead, than people you confess. Are you at least thirty years old?

MONK. Twenty eight.

DON-JUAN. Do you love her?

MONK. Four years passed. All my feelings I gave my prayers.

DON-JUAN. Well, and she?

MONK. What she? Got used to, probably. Those, who are from our village come sometimes in a monastery and tell. Well, she has children. Works, like an ox. She’s good.
DON-JUAN. Oh, my son, it’s not love. You took like love the first ray of sun, but a cloud hadn’t have a time to close it and the world was fallen and life was ended.

MONK. It seemed to me. But it’s offensively even-so. But when I was learning wisdom of books, which are thousands in a monastery’s library, I understood, that love isn’t the main thing in our life, and it’s possible to live without this love perfectly.
DON-JUAN. It’s a trouble of people like you, that you read God knows what! Can you learn life with books?

MONK. What’s the other way? with stars?

DON-JUAN. Life is learned by life. You’re poltroon, thrifty and lazy! You haven’t got to know love, stuff a bruise in first attempt and come to judge me – me, whose glory thunders in whole Spain? Poor boy, who was given by almighty God everything to do happy even one woman, and you? Draw on dirty blanket and go over houses and scare people with devils, griddle? What was her name? Answer now!
MONK /Scared/. Whose?

DON-JUAN. The wretch, who had been brought on marriage with live-stock’s buyer-up?

MONK. Lucia.

DON-JUAN. Listen me, monk. When she ran to you in that evening to say about separation, you had to shower her with kisses, carry her on lofts and compel to fly!
MONK. Fly?

DON-JUAN. My son, I’ve seen a lot of women. Men usually look on waistline, on breasts, bearing, skin, and I’ve always looked in the eyes. I’ve seen thousands pairs of eyes – extinguished, angry, tired, mistrustful, skittish, I’ve never seen an insane look of a woman, who could fly! Because there wasn’t a man with them, who could teach this art! And I, wretch cripple, who was refused in pleasure of possessing a woman, sworn, that I’d make them flying! And, I swear, all the six hundred seventeen Eva’s daughters have flied with me and died from love! And I, happy, cried. Cried because I – listen, I! – gave them something, that hundred healthy like oxen cabalieros can’t give!
MONK. But why do they hate you?!

DON-JUAN /Sighs/. Do you know, who did think up a slave trade? Women. Each woman wants someone, who taught her flying to belong only to her. And each man wants to teach flying as many women as possible. There is a difference between men and women. Not in a corset or in a sword.

MONK /Embarrassed/. So, let’s drink… Your tale…
DON-JUAN. Fill my glass too!




They drink a wine.

MONK. You tale is unusual. But how did you do for them to fly?

DON-JUAN. In certain time you’ll fell yourself what to do for her to like a bird…

MONK. Me?! No, excuse me! Why have I asked… Nobody from that women hasn’t confess in your weekness.

DON-JUAN /Haughtily/. What was I week in?

MONK. They come and repeat over and over again: I had a sin with Don-Juan, here is a baby from him…

DON-JUAN. It’s clear. How father is wanted to a baby? Who was an entailment of ideal man!
MONK. So it’s very strange. Anyone haven’t betrayed you, but they came on confession…

DON-JUAN. No, my son. They ran to you like to a friend, to cry about Don-Juan…




Pause.

MONK. Well, assume. that Lucia came to me to say, that father had given her a live-stock’s buyer-up. Well, I’d kiss her, we loved it. Even it was pleasantly. She always smelled like fresh milk… Well, assume…Assume, that I persuaded her to go on lofts with me… She’d go! She burned in that morning!... And you think, she would fly?
DON-JUAN. She would.

MONK /With joy/. And me?

DON-JUAN. You too.
MONK. Great!.. And then? She had to go at home and tell her parents…

DON-JUAN. Why? You’ve flied away.

MONK. But human can’t… I mean, who’s felt in love, in your opinion, fly always?

DON-JUAN. They can. But they are lazy. Laziness is the biggest enemy of love. You know, monk, in love you must never postpone on tomorrow something. Never!

MONK. It seems to me, I understand…

DON-JUAN. You understand nothing. Never mind. Have you trusted me?

MONK. Yes.

DON-JUAN. So sell my sins, I have one or two hours, and I want to end a letter.

MONK. To whom? Tem, who fly?

DON-JUAN. Oh no, to notary. I have to order with an inheritance. You see my parade suits? I want to live them for a man, whose name women would pronounce with delight.
MONK /After pause/. Of course, I’ve trusted you. And I sell the sins, in which you’ve confessed… but may I stay here a little time?

DON-JUAN. Leporello has been stiffened in his kennel, probably.




Leporello appears. 

LEPORELLO. Have you called, senior?

DON-JUAN. No. But if you have good ear, make a supper on two persons.

LEPORELLO. It’s time! I am so hungry, like a wolf!

DON-JUAN. You’re not invited to the table by anyone. We’ve not yet finished.

LEPORELLO. If you stars to repent in all the sins, a week wouldn’t be enough for you!



Leporello goes.

DON-JUAN. Why are you silent, son?

MONK. I’m, so, awkwardly to take a lot of your time, but a confession, an Eucharist…
DON-JUAN. Do not go around a pole. Not lot of time is left. Do you want to ask how to call woman’s attention?

MONK. Of course, I am a monk, but knowledge…

DON-JUAN. Don’t spin, or I’ll order to chuck you away!

MONK. Oh, sorry, I repent! I want you to tell how to approach to those, who’s liked, who comes to dreams with no permit…

DON-JUAN. So there is such person? A nature is stronger, than a hair shirt?
MONK. So, yes.

DON-JUAN. And who is she? Lucia?

MONK. No! A young person, who comes in monastery. Near eighteen years. Pale and sad. All in black. She buried her mother some time ago. And relatives took all the property and match up to the most terrible creature in the neighborhood – don Sebastian.

DON-JUAN. Don Sebastian? Leporello has soaped the shoes to him!




Leporello appears.

LEPORELLO. Have you called, your lordship?

DON-JUAN. Nobody’s called you, rascal!

LEPORELLO. Why not, when I’ve heard: “Leporello”!

DON-JUAN. Wait. You’re going to be don Sebastian’s servant. And he’s not married?
LEPORELLO. I told you: an oldster proposed a marriage to one maiden. So beautiful, like Madonna! And orphan. And he’s lame, crooked and ugly like a monkey, which are brought by sailors from hot Africa for children’s fun. Of course all her relatives leaned heavily on her, she’s can’t do anything, and he forced, showered with money tailors and jewelers! I’ll not be bored.

MONK. It’s she! She!

LEPORELLO. Who?

DON-JUAN. What’s a name of don Sebastian’s bride?

LEPORELLO. I don’t know! /Proudly/. The women, which are interesting for me don’t have names, senior!

DON-JUAN. Go. And be capable with supper!

LEPORELLO /Grumbles/. I’ll try. The last supper, still and all!




Leporello goes.

MONK. Her name is Anna.
DON-JUAN. How did you get known?

MONK. Parishioners don’t have any secrets in a monastery.

DON-JUAN. Your case is bad, monk! Don Sebastian, of course, is old and ugly, but he’s noble and rich. And your wealth is a dirty cassock, eaten to holes by mice!

MONK /Provoking/. He would never teach her flying!




Pause.

DON-JUAN. So you’re a smart chap!..

MONK. I’ve just said it… Accidentally…

DON-JUAN. Has she seen you?

MONK.I think, no. We, brothers, have the same faces. And I couldn’t dare to approach to her. I watched from a pillar in a monastery church.

DON-JUAN. And blazed.

MONK. How do you know?
DON-JUAN. Look on your face in mirror!... Though, wait! Remove your hood!

MONK. Why?

DON-JUAN. You want me to teach you how to approach to her, what to say, and how to say and light a fire inside of her?

MONK /Passionately/. Yes, senior! Yes and hundred times “yes”! /Falls on knees/. I’ll pray for your soul’s quietness whole life, noble Don-Juan, just teach me your tricks!

DON-JUAN. Tricks! Ha, monks thought up such word! Well, I’ll teach. Remove your cassock! Take the suit, trousers and go behind the screen!
Monk takes suit and trousers and disappears behind the screen.

Forgive me, God, I don’t steal a sheep from your herd, you sold a bait in a monastery temple.
Leporello enters the room, he has a tray with food in his hands.


LEPORELLO. Don’t scold me with a hunger, I bring some cheese, some vegetables and verdure. Where is a monk?
DON-JUAN. He is preparing to a flight.

LEPORELLO /Carefully/. Where? In sky? But he, it seems to me, is healthy and isn’t going to die, unlike you.

DON-JUAN. Fool! Isn’t it possible to fly away because of some another reason?

LEPORELLO. When you speak with riddles, I start to feel nervous, and when I start to feel nervous, the goose will be overcooked without fall. And then I’ll get on nuts.

DON-JUAN. Eh, Leporello, how many times you would remember me with a good word!
LEPORELLO. Of course with good one! Abusing decedents is a last affair.

DON-JUAN. I speak about your new master.

LEPORELLO. People tells everything about him, but for a double charge it’s possible to tolerate. Have you written a testament?

DON-JUAN. Why? I leave everything for you. Dishes, furniture, clothes, everything, except blue suit.

LEPORELLO. Where is it?

DON-JUAN. I’m afraid, It’s founded a new owner. So, sorry!

LEPORELLO. I wouldn’t dress it. It’s become familiar so much! For many cabalieros it’s like a rag for an ox. Swords leave scabbards with this suit’s appearing.
DON-JUAN. I’m pleased, that you don’t like it.

LEPORELLO. I’ve not sait it. I’d sell the suit to some horns’ owner.

DON-JUAN. And he would start to tell, that he removed it with a skin from me.

LEPORELLO. And what to do with a case?

DON-JUAN. Which one?

LEPORELLO /Pulls out the case/. This one. Here is presents from your ladies. Here is everything! Letters, ribbons, kerchiefs, garters, fans. And even pants. Do you remember, it was left to us by Madrid judge’s wife?

DON-JUAN. I don’t remember. But I don’t care, take it. It would be a gift for Carmella.

LEPORELLO. And I’ll burn the letters.

DON-JUAN. Fool! If there is some valuable in the case, there are letters. Give them to notary, he’ll keep them always. You may take a horse, of course.

LEPORELLO. There is a generous grant! I mount my donkey by a narrow margin. And it’s become stubborn with an old age.
DON-JUAN. We all have changed.




A monk appears. He’s unrecognizable in Don-Juan’s suit.




Pause.

LEPORELLO /Surprised/. Who are you? How have you got here?

DON-JUAN. Good case! Don’t you recognize the suit?

LEPORELLO. Monk?!.. Sorry, saint father, I’ve thought you’d gone!

MONK /Embarrassed/. I’m not accustomed to worldly clothes…

DON-JUAN. You’re very handsome man! Hey, Leporello, if you would be a woman, what would you do, seeing such cabaliero?
LEPORELLO. It’s known! Swooned and allowed to undress me.

DON-JUAN. You hear? Leporello knows something about women!
LEPORELLO. I must know to whom I serve!

MONK. I’d take off the suit probably…

DON-JUAN. In no event! Putting on a new cloth is like starting a new life!

MONK. I’m not well. And big sin.

LEPORELLO. So sell it! Your abbot says: “Own hand is powerful!”

DON-JUAN /To Leporello/. Bring a wine!
LEPORELLO. But you mustn’t, the doctor…

DON-JUAN. I feel much better! In hell all doctors!

LEPORELLO. So you’re not going to… eh?

DON-JUAN. I’m weak, but I can take a stick in hand.

LEPORELLO. I go, I go, don’t swear! Do something and immediately – stick!




Leporello ges away. Monk looks on himself in the mirror.

MONK. You think, the suit will help?

DON-JUAN. Of course! There aren’t many handsome men in whole Spain!

MONK. No, I don’t want! If whole sense is in clothes…

DON-JUAN. Keep quiet, wretch! Clothes is just a cause. Do you worry about feelings?

MONK. Yes!

DON-JUAN. In that case tailor is powerless. Though there are fool creatures, who adore a buckle on a self-complacent idiot’s shoe during hours! They are very dull in a bed.
MONK. And what can I do? Give me a lesson!

DON-JUAN. Firstly let’s have a dinner. It’s necessary to eat. During the dinner I’ll try to explain you how to bewitch a woman. Sit down!
MONK. I’ll change the clothes.

DON-JUAN. It’s foolishness! Get accustomed to new garb! You must wear it, like you were born in a palace! Furthermore, let me enjoy to look on myself from the side, like in youth. It’s possible to return everything: wealth, if you lost it, glory, if it had tarnished, even a wife, if she ran away from home with somebody. But you can’t return youth. That’s why it’s beautiful. Sit down, eat, drink, and fill my glass too!



Monk fills glasses.

MONK. And if fighting would happen? I don’t know how to fence.

DON-JUAN. You would have a fighting with don Sebastian. And he, like Leporello says, is very old. Push him by a finger, he’d fall down. Or better – make faces. He will die from fury.

MONK. Well, I’ll do him, but others…

DON-JUAN. Whom else are you going to fight with?

MONK /Evading/. You can meet somebody in evening on empty streets.

DON-JUAN. Oh! You aren’t cheated with abilities by God! In fight, my dear, you must behave like in love. Half of reason, half of passion – and you’re winner. Because those, which throws a calling to you will be infuriated, furious – so vulnerable.
MONK. How it?

DON-JUAN. What have you done in a monastery?

MONK /Carefully/. I’ve prayed…

DON-JUAN. Fine! So pray before striking a blow! Hey, Leporello, where is your goose?




Leporello runs in the room.

LEPORELLO. It’s putting on rouge. But I hear a patter, somebody’s coming!



Leporello dashes out.

DON-JUAN. I don’t wait for anybody. A notary, perhaps? I have to give him testament.
Some noise and voices are heard from outside. Leporello runs in the room.

LEPORELLO. Master! Some mad wants to kill you!

DON-JUAN. What are driveling about?

LEPORELLO. Seriously! He’s young, with crazy eyes, has sword in hand and yells, that he’d kill you because you had disgraced his mother!

DON-JUAN. One more! God, they can’t give me an ability to die in quietness!

MONK. Probably, you should tell the poor fellow, that you have nothing to this case?
DON-JUAN. How can I know: have I or don’t?




Patter in the door.

LEPORELLO. He’d break the door! But you, master, said, that you’d die in a bed, with your own death! So no!

DON-JUAN. It’s not an evening yet, Leporello!




Leporello runs out.

MONK. I’ll go out, look on him.

DON-JUAN. Don’t hurry. Take the sword in hand.

MONK. Why?

DON-JUAN. He wants to find Don-Juan.

MONK. I’ve understood it.

DON-JUAN. You’ve understood nothing! New life always begins with this.
MONK. With what?!

DON-JUAN. With a fight! You’ve become Don-Juan wearing my suit!

MONK /Tries to undress himself/. What else! It’s foolishness!

DON-JUAN. You think I’d persuade you? No, dear! But you’d see your sweetheart never, like your ears!

MONK. So you order me to fight?!

DON-JUAN. Of course!

MONK. Because of you?!

DON-JUAN. Because of Anna! Imagine, that the way to her lips is on the tip of your sword! Boldly, lad!



The patter becomes stronger.

MONK /Crosses himself/. Oh, God! Save and help!
DON-JUAN. Leporello! Let in the goby! Toreador is ready!

The end of the first action.

Action II

The same situation. Don-Juan stands behind the armchair. Monk waits and awkwardly waves by a sword. The patter becomes louder, finally, a young man with a sword in hand runs into the room, After him – Leporello.
LEPORELLO. What a incontinence?! How may I introduce you?

STRANGER. Go away, dolt! I’ll introduce myself! /To Monk/. Well, cheater, you’re got finally? /Leans the sword to Monk’s throat/. Do you know some prayers?

MONK /Oppressed/. I know all the prayers.

STRANGER. You need only one. Read it, quickly!

LEPORELLO. Excuse me, noble seniors! Master, let me take your present! /Takes the box/. It seems to me, that I’m spare in your dance!



Leporello carries the box away.

STRANGER. He’s said “master”? /To Don-Juan/. Oldster, you are master here?

DON-JUAN /Humbly/. Maybe. If the servant thinks so…

STRANGER /Shows on Monk/. And how did Don-Juan get here? Whose house is it?




Leporello appears again.

LEPORELLO. I’ve forgotten the vase! I’ll take dishes afterwards, and furniture too. But, Godness sake, don’t cut it.

DON-JUAN. Swindler, you’ve decided to run away now?

LEPORELLO. Why have I to run away? I’ll wait. Behind the door. To put in order after you. Well, seniors, have good luck!




Leporello goes out.

STRANGER. Villainous den! /To Monk/. Have you prayed?
MONK. Who are you?

STRANGER. Never mind! But I have a deep reason to kill you, villain!

MONK. God, pardon, why?!

STRANGER. He asks! Because you seduced and left my mother – holy creating! My father called you on a duel. You killed him. And mother, dying from grief, told me everything!
DON-JUAN. Let me ask you, senior, from what grief your mother deceased?

STRANGER. It’s clear, because of husband’s death! Twenty years she was in mourning and went out like a candle. Who are you, tatterdemalion?

DON-JUAN. Me? A traveler. I was sheltered and given meal here. /Shows on Monk/. This noble caballero.

 STRANGER. There is so many nobility in him, like a grass in a desert!

DON-JUAN. I wouldn’t over-persuade you, but I’d like to listen about your mother in detail!

STRANGER. What is your attitude to wretch?

DON-JUAN. For whom did she grieved so much? For Commandor or Don-Juan?
STRANGER. Listen, you, oldster! If you wouldn’t be in such a venerable age, I’d force you fighting!

DON-JUAN. Oh, well! I’ve held nothing in hands, except a spoon since birth!

STRANGER. Stop chattering! /To Monk/. You’re ready?

MONK. For what?

STRANGER. For washing off disgrace with blood!

DON-JUAN. At least, please say your mother’s name!

STRANGER /Varies/. Never mind!

DON-JUAN. Good case! What if I… I mean he has no attitude for this? What if you’ve raised false allegation on this man?

STRANGER. There is a forest of deaths and sea of tears behind this man! Enough words! Protect yourself!

Stranger stands in a fight rack. Monk waves the sword. Stranger makes a riposte, Monk beats it off, operating with a sword like with a stick.
DON-JUAN. Wait! You’d spoil all the furniture! Leporello wouldn’t outlive it!

STRANGER /To Monk/. You don’t want fighting?

MONK. Truly saying, no!

STRANGER. Poltroon! Thrice poltroon!

MONK. No, not a poltroon, I just need to know a reason why do you want to make me holey!
STRANGER. What? Laugh on me?! You killed my father!

MONK. Who is he! I… well… have killed many men…
STRANGER. My father is Commandor! Donna Anna’s husband!

MONK. Oh, God, I haven’t known, that he had a brother!

DON-JUAN. Commandor? Oh, it’s who grew up from a casket and dragged me… I mean him…

STRANGER. Well, enough! Your chatter becomes loathsome for me! To the fighting, senior! I sworn by my parents’ memory, I’ll terminate you like a chicken-hearted cock!

Dashes on Monk, but he takes Stranger’s hands on his back and starts fighting, knocks out a sword from adversary’s hands, instinctively brushes off a hat from Stranger’s head – there is young, beautiful woman. It’s Anna.



Pause.

MONK. So you… aren’t brother?

ANNA. Take away your hands! Take!

DON-JUAN. So you’re a daughter of donna Anna and Commandor?

ANNA. What about my mother and was named in honour of her – it’s right. But my father… he was killed by me with these hands!
MONK. In what poor Commandor was so guilty?

ANNA. What Commandor?! My father is… Don-Juan!
DON-JUAN. Oh, God! One more legend! How these women can think up!

MONK. No, seniorina, it’s impossible!

ANNA. So, you don’t agree?

MONK. But I’m not Don-Juan!... Look, I’m too young to be your father.

ANNA. Really. Or you’re in collusion with devil, who gave you eternal youth!

DON-JUAN. Oh, If it would be possible, I’d play a part of chess with him!

ANNA. Wait! This oldster is Don-Juan?

DON-JUAN. Alas, nice creating, I am, whose name was it. There is a fading shade in front of you.
ANNA. So, it’s you…

DON-JUAN. Easy, my dear! Easy. Firstly, I fight with women on sheets. Sorry, fought. Secondly, I’d recognize my daughter with great pleasure. Oh, if sky would be generous and on a sundown of my life would present me a daughter, or a son! It’s so terribly to die futile! Nobody would bring some flowers of a grave, or remember with good word, or taste a gulp of wine in day of funeral repast…

ANNA. But mother, dying, opened a mystery of birth of mine. She’s sure, that I’m daughter of Don-Juan. How can’t I believe my mother, who’s opened in wink before a death?! You’re liar, senior, or worse: poltroon and villain! Betrayed a memory of woman, who’s dying with your name!
DON-JUAN. I loved her too. Oh, donna Anna, pure creating!

ANNA. Don’t wag, senior! Of course, it’s strange, why did my mother love an oldster.

DON-JUAN. Twenty years was passed since that times. But, I think, if we had met in this time, our eyes had been burning, like in that evening.
ANNA. It’s not strangely for me, that you don’t agree from parenthood. A figment of love is terrible for you like a fire! As for me – there is no honour to call you father. But here is a portrait! /Takes off a chain, there is a portrait in an oval frame in it/. Do you recognize?
DON-JUAN. I presented it to Anna in a day of our date.

ANNA. Look! Who is your appearance like?

DON-JUAN. Yes, seniorina, you’re right. On me.

ANNA. And isn’t it a proof?

DON-JUAN. Parenthood is a rhetorical question! I think, when your mother carried you under her heart, she looked on this portrait for a ling time. And soaked the flesh by features…
ANNA. Again quibbles! You’re an old man, with one leg in a grave, so have a courage to confess!

DON-JUAN /Softly/. I’ve already confessed, my child!

MONK. Yes, I’m a witness.

ANNA. I require an answer: was you a secret husband of my mother?!

DON-JUAN. How say…

ANNA. Yes or no?!

DON-JUAN. In a primitive sense, that hearsay prefixes to this word – of course, I wasn’t. But in a feeling – sincerely, truly, I was her liver. I’ll tell. Sit down and drink some wine.

ANNA. We’ll drink some wine afterwards! Tell!

DON-JUAN. For the first time I saw Anna in a church, when she was married with Commandor. I was stroked by a sadness in her face. Of course, there is no joy in marriage with gloomy and unsociable man, which was our decedent. Usually women in such minutes in front of altar search a salvation from above, look over with plea of happy…
ANNA /With contempt/. You’re mad!

DON-JUAN. I caught her look. It lasted several seconds. In it I aw an abyss of her suffering, I imagined what would this chaste child feel in embraces of snooty fiancé, who’s loved in his life only horses and war. I swore to give her happiness. Even an instant, a little piece, but happy minutes – like precious diamonds. You can lose a diamond, but memory – never!.. A gentry was invited on a sumptuous feast of Commandor’s wedding. Your obedient servant was there too. It’ wasn’t difficult to make drunk the fiancé, and though he drank like a horse whips water an Arabian desert, he had been pulling under the table in the midnight. My Leporello seduced your mother’s maid – he’s master better, than Don-Juan! The maid gave to the bride my note.
ANNA. What did you write?

DON-JUAN. “I’ll wait in garden”.

ANNA. That’s all?!

DON-JUAN. What is developed in a woman most of all?

ANNA /Varying/. Bashfullness?

DON-JUAN. No, my child! Most of all a curiosity is laid in women by a nature. You just intimate on a mystery and she’s ready to give half of world for its solving.
ANNA. I don’t agree with you! So what did happen afterwards, when my mother read the note?

DON-JUAN. Why do you want to know it, you’re not so curious, aren’t you?

ANNA. Damn it! Well, I repent… What did happen?

DON-JUAN. She came. And the garden became a heaven.

ANNA. And more in detail?

DON-JUAN. Firstly I introduced myself. Of course, my name frightened wretch bride – slanderers had time to work, but I implored not to hurry, because guests were drunk, music thundered, Commandor slept under a table. Probably, in that minute she needed a friend. Fate gave this role me. I immediately proposed to run away. Of course, Anna was scared, prattled, that she could run with a sweetheart, but she didn’t know me. But… only a quarter of an hour passed, we befriended, gave vows to each other… No, I can’t tell everything! You need words, and I can’t show her look, and breath, and tears! Something, that is born between man and woman can’t be described with words… It seems to me, that she had never smiled before our meeting. I made her smiling. Kissed. She became dizzy, I caught her, spread our my raincoat on grass, and lowered on it my precious burden.
ANNA. Why’ve you fallen silent? What did happen then?

DON-JUAN /Sighs/. Commandor awoke. Bride is absent. I don’t know, who’d put him on a trace, but in one minute he arrived in the garden. And swords started ringing… After the murder I escaped in tumult. I had to kill to save your mother’s honour, my dear!

ANNA. Wait! Did you have something in the garden… with her?!

DON-JUAN. No, anything. I swear by a family vault of ancestors.
MONK. He came to her afterwards, at night. 

DON-JUAN. No. I haven’t seen her since that time. I’ve written letters once in a year, and once in a while received an answer.

MONK. Senior, wait, there’s something wrong here. If, like you approve, you didn’t have something with Anna, and bridegroom was killed by you before a marriage night… so whose daughter is she?

ANNA. Really, after all my mother had worn a mourning twenty years. Refused bridegrooms.



Pause.

DON-JUAN. Mankind has a lot of mysteries. Scientist men solves them. A mystery of Prometheus was solved, they found, that Earth doesn’t rest on whales, but it’s round, like an orange. And secrets of chemistry and astronomy? All mysteries are solved! But mysteries of women… Even God can’t sovte!




Leporello comes in.

LEPORELLO. Senior! /In surprise, to Anna/. So you are woman?! I know you! You’re my new lady!

ANNA. Me?! Your lady?!

LEPORELLO. I am Leporello, this senior’s servant. But today he… gives me leeway. And I agreed with don Sebastian to serve him, and he, is seems, will marry you?
DON-JUAN. Hey, go away! You weren’t called!
ANNA. It would be better to die, than to become a wife of heinous freak!

MONK /Ardently/. Right! /Embarrassed/. I mean, that death isn’t necessary!

LEPORELLO. Who asks women in Spain! She doesn’t want! They’d beat, link and deliver in a bedroom!

DON-JUAN. Away, villain!

LEPORELLO. So what! I’m not her father! I wanted to ask how long will he… she stand here?
DON-JUAN. What’s the problem?

LEPORELLO. A horse of our guest is not indifferent to senior’s horse. And he’s ready to make… a dance with her! It’s necessary to undress the harse. I mean: to take off a harness.

ANNA. Oh, God! What a house! I go away! Good bye, seniors!

MONK /Desperately/. Don’t go! 

ANNA. I don’t see any reasons to stay here.

DON-JUAN. There is a reason. Stay! you’d not feel sorry.

ANNA /Varying/. One more mystery?

DON-JUAN. Maybe. Though I know: you’re not curious.
ANNA /Varying/. So well. I’ll just look what your servant  wants to do with my horse!




Anna goes to an exit.

LEPORELLO. Not me! A horse of senior Don-Juan!




Leporello runs after her.

DON-JUAN. Are you ready?
MONK /With awe/. To what?

DON-JUAN. To forget about past, present. Forget who you are and where from. To take this girl away, behind Pyrenees! So far away, that even a memory about you will be disappeared, like a mist under a the sun!

MONK. Y-yes, I t-think. But what does mean your “take”? She’s not a thing. I’m not interesting for her…

DON-JUAN. You’re right! Stand, like a monument! By statues, my friend, people goes indifferently. Of course, if you’re not sculpted by Michelangelo.
MONK. So teach me! You’ve promised!

DON-JUAN. When you agreed to confess me, you knew a lot about Don-Juan?

MONK. So, how to say…

DON-JUAN. Rumors, gossips, thousands of books were thought up, in which are described all the tricks I had used.

MONK. But you’re another, I’ve understood it!

DON-JUAN. Another? There is a legend, and everybody wants to believe in it. And now you’ll remember and explain everything like in these legends. You understand? And push hit on the main women’s organ.
MONK /Scared /. But she’ll take offence, if I…
DON-JUAN. If – what?

MONK. Well, if… I’d hit on the main organ!

DON-JUAN. What do you think about, lecher?

MONK. Well, eh… Women hide the main organ under the dresses, pulling out ten skirts and tying them with laces!

DON-JUAN. Fool! The main women’s organ is an ear! So hit on it! The secret is, that woman really packs all seductive parts of her body, thinking, that danger hides in this place. And only ears are open. And ears are hidden doors in impregnable fortress.
MONK. I understand. But don’t go out…

DON-JUAN. Eh, no, it couldn’t be in such way. In such situations even a midge is spare witness.

MONK. But what…  from what to start? Oh, God!...

DON-JUAN. Love very much?

MONK. Madly!

DON-JUAN. All right. Words will be found. Be honestly and say the truth. The truth disarms women. Start for the moment, when you watched on her in church.
MONK. But…




Anna and after her Leporello enter the room.

LEPORELLO /Rave/. Listen, master, this lady is a daughter of donna Anna, remember? The father was Commandor, which you put on a sword, like a chicken! They thought, that the decedent stood up from casket, when you were seducing his widow in a garden, and he carried you in the grave. What a blather!
ANNA. I’ve believed also in it earlier, but now…

LEPORELLO. You’ve believed! Buried father in a garden – wait for ghosts! Put the decedent in a closet – I’ll watch your dreams! Dark people!
DON-JUAN. Enough chattering! What’s with horses?

LEPORELLO. Unsaddled. I gave an oats, but your fighter didn’t even look on it. Only with the horsy! /Proudly/. Knows, bastard, what a surname is written to! Firstly – ladies, food – afterwards! But it’s bad, that lady came to us without a maid. Tell her, senior, that next time…
DON-JUAN. Next time I’ll lock you in a cellar! Help m to go on an air. I want to admire the sundown. My last sundown…

LEPORELLO. And a wound? You must lie!

DON-JUAN. I’ll have a time for it. Take… with him the armchair and stand on a terrazzo.
Leporello and Monk drag one of the armchairs to exit. They go out.
ANNA. You, it seems, wanted to tell what someone else’s ears mustn’t hear?

DON-JUAN. Yes, ears… The problem is in someone else’s ears! Listen, Anna, I could give everything to have such daughter, like you, and before death escort her to an altar and there sent to a bridegroom.

ANNA /Biting/. To don Sebastian?

DON-JUAN. What are you talking about?! I’d kill you by my hand!

ANNA. Oh, there aren’t father’s words.

DON-JUAN. There aren’t words of someone, who was refused in fatherhood!

ANNA. Tell me, please, are you – my father?!

DON-JUAN. My child! I swear, I didn’t touch your mother! Only kisses. First, second… It seems to me, I’ve solved her mystery.
ANNA. So what is it?

DON-JUAN. Donna Anna had a lover.

ANNA /With scare/. What are you talking!

DON-JUAN. Keep quiet! Love can not be convicted. Love isn’t sin! And donna Anna agreed to become Commandor’s wife just to her child – it means you, have a visible father. How to hide a disgrace, when germination’s instants would be counted? Here I was got, not privy in this secret. I would be killed and this sin would be dumped on me. But everything happened in another way. I killed Commandor. Who she could call father? Lover?
ANNA. He would be killed by kinsfolk!

DON-JUAN. Exactly! And Don-Juan… I’m the coffer, where women accumulate their sins. Nobody convicts women, who’s felt in network of Don-Juan! Because he’s not a man, he’s fate and nothing more! Notice, that if woman is unfaithful to her husband with other man – she has one end: death or monastery. But if she’s with Don-Juan, husbands forgive them, and somewhere in depths of soul are proud, think, that they have not horns, but a crown! If Don-Juan mounts on their beauty, it means, that the good is expensive! Elected by a fate!
ANNA. Why are you talking about it? I want to know who is my father!

DON-JUAN. I swear, I don’t know!

ANNA /After pause/. So, there’s nobody to mourn me. It’s good. After all I would hurt nobody.

DON-JUAN. What’ve you conceived?

ANNA. Never mind. But I’ll not belong to don Sebastian.
DON-JUAN. You’ve chosen death? Stupid decision!

ANNA. Do you advice to live with horror? To live with spiteful freak, who can take you whenever he wants, like heartless thing?!




Pause.

DON-JUAN. Have you been brought up in monastery?

ANNA. In monastery…

DON-JUAN. And haven’t danced on balls?

ANNA. No. There was eternal mourning in our house. Mother hadn’t met with anybody, and we hadn’t went somewhere.
DON-JUAN. So, you hadn’t seen men completely?

ANNA /Derisively/. No, why, there were servants at home. And many relatives. My uncle, for example, decided he to marry me with don Sebastian.

DON-JUAN. And you haven’t met a young man, whose look burned and made your heartbeat faster?

ANNA. To search for live? What a foolishness! My mother’s fate is unforgettable lesson!

DON-JUAN. You need just boldness to break a ring of fate. Donna Anna hid her love so deeply, that even was afraid to remember about it.
ANNA. And what would she do?

DON-JUAN. Run away with sweetheart!

ANNA. Where?

DON-JUAN. Anywhere! Even in those lands, that were found by Columbus! To Indians, Niggers, monkeys!

ANNA. But where can you find such love, that you can forget your home, your country?!

DON-JUAN. We often search looking to other side of horizon! And meantime…




Leporello and Monk come in.

LEPORELLO. Master, the armchair is on the terrazzo. Hurry up – the sun is going down.

DON-JUAN. Help me, Leporello! /To Monk, who dashes to him/. And you stay here! And invite the guest to table, she’s hungry, probably!

LEPORELLO /With a horror in his voice/. Oh, God, my goose! Probably, burned, like a Turk in precipitated fortress!



Leporello runs out.

MONK. I’ll help, senior!

DON-JUAN. No-no, there is some power and legs hold, it seems. I leave you not for long. Anna, my guest, probably, wants to tell you something.
MONK. Me?!

DON-JUAN. Not me! I have no wish to enlarge my score. I stopped on number six hundred seventeen!.. I can add something, seniorina, that he’s unsophisticated in love affairs as well as you. He’s honest and decent. Awkward a little bit, but indifferent to cards, drinks a little, full orphan. Good guy! And all the rest is in almighty God’s hands. Right, friend?
MONK. There’s holy truth in hai hands!

DON-JUAN. I’ve said: “all the rest”. And do not bore, I’l soon be back.

Don-Juan goes out, but in certain time appears with Leporello in his hidden place, attentively staking out Anna anMonk.
ANNA /After pause/. You’ve wanted to tell me something?

MONK. Yes, I’ve wanted to ask… Do you like to watch on birds?

ANNA /Quizzically/. Why do you ask about birds?

MONK. I do not know. Just flew in head.
ANNA. No, you’ve asked with intent. You want to be a bird?

MONK. I want! And you?
ANNA /Varying/. I think, I want. I could fly away there, where I neither relatives, nor my ugly bridegroom could get me!
MONK /Disappointed/. So, you need wings only for escape?

ANNA. What a strange talk we have! Who are you? Senior Don-Juan’s kinsfolk?

MONK. Oh yes, I am a nephew… Or godson. We’ve just cleared up it.

ANNA. I’ve also thought, that he’s my father. But – alas! So I would agonize in guesswork rest of life.



Pause.

MONK. Where will the day of marriage be?

ANA. Tomorrow.

MONK. Tomorrow?! So we have barely enough time!

ANNA. Who – “we”? What do you mean? I can’t understand! First the talk about birds, then a participation in my fate.

DON-JUAN. Boldly, lad!

MONK. So I’d be frank! /Whispers/. Oh, God, save and help!

LEPORELLO. All the monks are like children! Any step without father: just help and help!

ANNA. I listen!

MONK. I… I suggest you to run away!

ANNA. Run away?! Where?! I do not know you!

DON-JUAN. Come on, come on, my lad, to the attack!
LEPORELLO. When have you taught him, senior?

MONK. You do not know me, but I know you! One year I’ve watched for you!

ANNA. Watched?!

MONK. Oh, it’s inexact expression. Not watch, but observe! You’ve come to church on Sundays, in monastery, behind the city. How I’ve waited Sunday! I’ve become resurrect, looking on you!

ANNA. I’ve not seen you.
MONK. Of course! I’ve hidden.

ANNA. Hidden? Why?

MONK. Not to betray myself.

ANNA. No, you’ve not been there! Your suit is too bright to hiding. And there have been only monks in the church.

MONK. I’ve been one of them.

ANNA. So you’re a monk?!

MONK. I’ve been. Before the meeting with you. Then in my prayers has been only your name. I’ve seen you in my dreams and while awake!

LEPORELLO. It’s time to take her hand.

ANNA /Disappointed/. And I thought you’re noble cabaliero. Are you a nobleman?

MONK. In soul or according to an old-time paper?

ANNA. You have a good-hung tongue. Have taught with Don-Juan?

LEPORELLO. Master, an abbot was right: who contacts with you, catch the illness! Oh, what’s its name?! “Infection of adultery”!
DON-JUAN. Keep quiet, fool! It seems, our monk’s run short. Let’s go, servant, let’s help the lad!



Don-Juan and Leporello disappear.

MONK /Distressed/. I’m not nice for you?
ANNA. You’re funny! When we were left alone and Don-Juan said, that you’d had a serious talk to me, I understood, that you’d start to nag.

MONK. Me?! Nagged?!

ANNA. Not me!

MONK. How did I nag? I haven’t even touch the dress!

ANNA. You think, I didn’t understand why had you talked about birds? In meaning of flying?

MONK /Terrified/. So you have flied already with somebody?!

ANNA. I’ve flied with nobody!.. Mother told me. Thank you for entertainment. I need to go. It’s evening soon.




Don-Juan comes in.

DON-JUAN. Have talked? Haven’t long for?
ANNA. Yes, I’ve entertained with talk about birds.

MONK /Quietly/. This is the end. I’ve lost.

DON-JUAN. My son, go to Leporello, it seems, that servant, like an inquisitor, have seen a heretic in goose and fries the bird to bones!




Monk goes out.
ANNA. The monk is your relative?
DON-JUAN. It’s important for you where does he serve? Monk, judge, scientist – we differ by clothes. Gentry, castles, money are transmitted like inheritance. Feelings couldn’t be transmitted. That’s why, he’s just a man. Madly enamoured in you. 

ANNA. Rave fool!

DON-JUAN. All the enamoured men are fools! Ore children, who require beautiful toy with shout and tears.
ANNA. You’re right! I’m not a toy!

DON-JUAN. Have you examined him closely? Have you liked him?

ANNA /Varying/. He’s young, good built…

DON-JUAN. Closer. Continue!

ANNA. Respectful, well-mannered, and of course loves books.

DON-JUAN. Suppose, he’s read not that books, though you toss true portrait… Are you afraid, Anna?
ANNA. Afraid what?

DON-JUAN. To lose a reason.

ANNA. I’m ready to lose the reason, shame and chastity if I’d meet the unique person, who I’d love whole life!
DON-JUAN. You’ve met him! He’s here!

ANNA. How can I know, that he madly love?

DON-JUAN. My dear, you are in love?!

ANNA. An hour hasn’t passed, that we have got acquainted!

DON-JUAN /With indignation/. An hour! It’s an eternity!

ANNA /After pause/. I don’t know. Of course, near don Sebastian each man looks like Apollo. Your monk is strange… It’s pleasantly to listen to him. When he began to talk about birds, my heartbeat became faster. And I thought…
DON-JUAN. About what?

ANNA. No, I’m afraid. It’s impossible to trust men. When you get your aim, you search for new victim. After all when a fortress felt, what can you do in it? To snore in a bed, increase a fat?
DON-JUAN. It seems to me, he wouldn’t search for other, he loves, and is ready do give the life for you.

ANNA /Derisively/. Oh, how generous you are in promises! If each one, who gives such vows thoughtless, would perform it, all the fields in Spain would be dotted by hundreds thousands of corpses!

DON-JUAN. Let’s examine?

ANNA /Scared/. How?

DON-JUAN. Ask him to prove his love and then to die near your legs!

ANNA. Yes, right now!.. He’d die, and what then?
DON-JUAN. You would be complacent with the proof.

ANNA. Good proof! He would die, would prove, and who would I love then? Whose wife would become?

DON-JUAN. Oh, women! How to please you?! Die! Resurrect! Kiss, no, go away! Probably even God, who created you, couldn’t understand what did he create! Good, we’ll examine him…

ANNA. But how?

DON-JUAN. I want you just to accompany me! /Yells/. Hey, Leporello! Can you stop to torment the goose, inquisitor?!

Leporello comes, he carries a dish with a poultry, Monk goes after him.

LEPORELLO. I’m coming! It’s slightly burnt, but still edible.
DON-JUAN. Fill the wine for everybody!

LEPORELLO. Just a moment, senior master! Three glasses? Or four?

I want to bid farewell with you too!

DON-JUAN/ Fill your glass! You got accustomed to whip from barrel!





Leporello fills everyone’s glasses.

LEPORELLO. I’ve done it. Master, by the way, the sun is down!
DON-JUAN. Careful servant is more dear, than a brother! Don’t worry, Leporello, I agreed with doctor and traded three hours.

LEPORELLO. Paid a lot?

DON-JUAN. Get out!.. What can I say, my friends? Thank foreside for bringing this young person to threshold of this house. We started with quarrel, and from quarrel live have been born. 
MONK /Scared/. What have been born?!
DON-JUAN. We have opened our souls for each other, and understood, that we love madly and without reason. I solemnly declare to you, that Anna, Commandor’s daughter, have agreed to become my wife. We wouldn’t postpone the wedding. We have the priest, have wine, have bread. /To Monk/. Hurry up, my son, I’m blazing for impatience




Pause.

LEPORELLO. Master, are you all right?! Other ladies are waiting for you in a heaven.
DON-JUAN. They will wait! I drink for the bride, for an angel, who is sent to me in last minutes of life!

MONK. Wait! How could it be?! I love her!... You’ve just said… Oh, scoundrel! Villain! Insidious cabaliero! You’ve allured her to take her away from me?
DON-JUAN. Remember: it’s possible to take from owner! Is she your? I gave you time, what did you do with it? Lost! Each minute is expensive for me! The sand in clock have gone to decrease! /To Anna/. I drink for you, my love!

ANNA /Scared/. Me too…

MONK. Stop! Are you sneering, senior? I’ve believed you like father, like friend! I’ve opened heart!

DON-JUAN /Laughs/. You believed Don-Juan? Of course, you can believe, if we’d kept an account with money, or share a bread, licked wounds, but woman has appeared between us and I would not allow to approach to her on a distance of my sword!
MONK. So well! Protect yourself!





Monk takes a sword.

LEPORELLO. Master, protect yourself!





Leporello throws one of the swords to Don-Juan.

DON-JUAN. Thanks, Leporello!

MONK. I understand, why others hate you so much!

DON-JUAN. Who hate? Horny husbands? But how wives love me!

MONK. You’re going to steal not my wife! You’re going to trample my life, my fate, my love! So avoid! There will be no pardon!

Monk does several awkward ripostes and in one instant Don-Juan’s sword abuts in his chest.
ANNA. Stop!

LEPORELLO. Yes, master, please! I’d have no money to bury your two!

MONK /Lowers on knees/. Do not listen to them, Don-Juan! Kill! I don’t need the life without her! To know, to see, that she’s with somebody other? Death would be better and leave her loved, gentile and noble!
DON-JUAN /To Anna/. He’s ready to die, you see?

ANNA. I see…

DON-JUAN. Terminate?

ANNA. You’re mad!

Anna repulses Don-Juan, lowers on knees near Monk.

MONK. Forgive me, Anna!

ANNA /Tenderly/. You love so much, that are ready to give the life?
MONK. Who do I need the life without you? You’re not guilty for me because of choosing other. Who am I? Rootless orphan, a monk. And he – a skilful ladies’ man. There was no labour to bewitch the naive girl. Believed the heartless reprobate…
ANNA. I believed the man, who loves you, like a son! Who wish you happiness.

MONK. Wish happiness? Me? Don-Juan?

ANNA /Flirting/. We’ve played with you! I wanted to know if you were man, who’s ready to give the life for orphan?
MONK. So, it’s just a playoff?! Senior, sorry…

DON-JUAN. Do not apologize.

MONK /To Anna/. Do you love me?

ANNA /Flirting/. I need a time to think!

LEPORELLO. Oh, God! What think about! Goose has been burned, and evening felt, and my master is going to hit the road.
DON-JUAN. Where is a stick, Leporello?

LEPORELLO. What have I said? If you have reconsidered to die, am I against it? I see: don Sebastian couldn’t be broken off here. So, nowhere to hurry!
MONK. Senior, I ask you to become a father and ask for seniorina Anna’s hand for your son!

DON-JUAN. I’m not a master in such cases, but how couldn’t I try for son!

ANNA. Wait! /To Monk/. You’ve said you love only me?

LEPORELLO. Said? He He’s gone on sword!

ANNA. Well… Everyone can do this! I’ve wanted to ask about unique. So, you’ve loved nobody and never? Am I really unique?

DON-JUAN. I think, also the last one!

LEPORELLO. Senior, she has witch’s character!

ANNA. That’s why stand by! /To Monk/. Am I you first?

MONK. Y-yes…
LEPORELLO. Holy truth! I swear!

ANNA. You’re in such age, when men know women.

LEPORELLO. I wish my eyes had never seen you! He’s hidden from the women in a monastery!

DON-JUAN. Enough the tortures! Do you agree, Anna?

ANNA /After pause/. Give me an advice, like a man, who knows everything about love, beginnings, takings off and fallings.

DON-JUAN. Assume, that it’s impossible to know everything.

LEPORELLO. We do not trade by free advices!

DON-JUAN /To Leporello/. Take the basket, put in it the goose, some wine and bread.

LEPORELLO. Are we going?!

DON-JUAN. And stick!

LEPORELLO. Oh, God! He’s not indifferent to my back!






Catches the dish with food and runs out.

MONK /Varying/. I’ll help him?

DON-JUAN. Go. Don’t worry. You’re leaving her with father.

MONK /Fearfully/. I do not worry, why do you think…






Monk goes out.

ANNA /Complacently/. He’s scared, it’s on his face.
DON-JUAN. He hasn’t know all the women’s tricks yet.

ANNA. What are you talking about? Lovers in a closet?
DON-JUAN. In closet, in dresser, under bed! Whence do you know?

ANNA /Embarrassed/. Maids gather gossips from all around and tell in evenings near hearth. And I… have ears.

DON-JUAN. I see.

ANNA. You think, I can trust him?

DON-JUAN. Doubts, Anna, are a companion of old virgins.

ANNA. To light love is not difficult, particularly when you’re young, see the world like varicoloured. How to hold it, make to blaze exactly, to have the fire till last days?
DON-JUAN. To life six thousand days like first one? Ah, however, the recipe is! Resist! Now you will go. The night waits. In herd’s shack, or maybe, under opened sky. Night hides a shame, he’d try to kiss you.

ANNA. I would allow to kiss, I think, but all the rest – only after wedding!

DON-JUAN. What after wedding? Without complaining allow your mister to possess yourself?
ANNA /In surprise/. But debt of wife…

DON-JUAN. Forget about it! You must resist even after wedding, to make him agonize, suffer, ask for alms, go on assault!

ANNA /With horror/. And how long have I to torment him?

DON-JUAN. Whole life! But do not go too far, he can pine away, or start to drink. Catch a moment/ when he will simmer, then throw a white sheet like a flag, but try to be another each time – skittish, sad, frantic, obedient – to make him lost and agonized in doubts, not finding an answer on question: what are you indeed! Don’t open your secret completely. And he would have to solve the one riddle – you! If he wouldn’t do in longer – love would be saved longer too.
ANNA. Do you believe, that it could be always? That all my wishes could come true?

DON-JUAN. Not all ones. I know, when God will have a wish to punish somebody, he performs all his wishes. If wishes don’t exist – life loses a sense. Happiness and suffering are thrown to us in pieces by fate, to make us not to know where can we wait for them. But either or both of them are measured for each one. You’ve suffered eighteen years and have known only black colour. The colour of mourning. Now everything have changed and eighteen years – of course, I wish you three times eighteen! – you will be happy. Do not afraid! On horse, and in the way! And remember the edification of someone, who was loved by your mother.
ANNA. Thank you, Don-Juan! How want to name you father!

DON-JUAN. So name! Why must you suppress your wishes?

ANNA /Dashes to Don-Juan/. Father!

DON-JUAN. You see, donna Anna, there’s a fulfillment of your wish!


Monk and Leporello come in.

ANNA /To Monk/. My friend, I’m ready to go.

LEPORELLO /Troubled/. Maybe, you’d stay till tomorrow? The day is difficult, and night will be soon…
DON-JUAN. They have to hurry up, Leporello! A chase wouldn’t compel to wait. What can I present you like memory?

LEPORELLO. Senior, let me remind you, that all the property and also horse, according to the testament, belong to servant. I didn’t pull you for tongue!

DON-JUAN. Don’t worry, Leporello! The property is your, according to the testament, I wouldn’t rewrite it. I’ll present them a trifle, but it’s expensive.

LEPORELLO /Suspiciously/. What is it? Some bounded jewel, which you didn’t pawn in pawnshop?

DON-JUAN. Bounded. I present you, my precious!
LEPORELLO. Me?!

DON-JUAN. Can you sell them alone? At night? In mountains? There is a long road to Pyrenees!

MONK. Yes, we’ll go in France! My godfather lives there!

DON-JUAN. You see, dear Leporello, how will your life be changed! You’ll see France! Beautiful country and women beautiful like here!

MONK. I’ll argue with it.

DON-JUAN. Argue. Theoretically. Anna is jealous.
ANNA. I’ll prick off his eyes!

LEPORELLO. Wait! So, I have to go with them now?

DON-JUAN. Yes, you have to. Call Carmella quickly!

LEPORELLO. What attitude Carmella has to France? It’s fool to drag your own teapot in Paris! Carmella would be waiting! I worry about… the dishes, the furniture, swords. Some boxes. I couldn’t take it all on hunch! 
DON-JUAN. Send a vehicle from the town. Pay the coachman, he’ll deliver everything. Here is a testament, take it! Give it to a notary in Cadis.
LEPORELLO. Would you really send everything, senior? I trust you, but your time… excuse me… ends.

DON-JUAN. Don’t worry, I will not die before the term. Or will trade an immortality! /Laughs/. So man believes in other’s death! It seems, that we’re immortal!

LEPORELLO. If you order, I’ll go. /To Anna/. So do you have a maid?

ANNA. We’ll hire her during the trip!

LEPORELLO. I’m warning: I love thick women, with well-fed figure. I’m not a nobleman to play on ribs! My eyes become weary from leans. Well, so good bye, my master.


Don-Juan embraces Leporello.

DON-JUAN. Good bye, my old knave! I’ll miss you.
LEPORELLO /With tears/. Eh, there’s a lot of something to remember. Don’t keep an ill on me.

DON-JUAN. I’ll think about you like about best friend.

LEPORELLO. Really?! And I can tell everyone, that I’m the best friend of Don-Juan?

DON-JUAN. You can. But do not make my score bigger. Remember numeral: six hundred seventeen!

LEPORELLO. Well, there are, whom with their husbands saw you. But there were some, who were closed by night.
DON-JUAN. Can you keep quiet one minute?

LEPORELLO. I do. I’ll go, saddle horses. /To Monk and Anna/. I’ve prepared food. Hurry up. I need to go in town, to notary, you need to find a maid.

Leporello goes out.

ANNA. Bless us, father!


Pause.

DON-JUAN. I bless you! Keep your feelings. Remember: you can find and lose everything. Even a needle in hay’s stack. You couldn’t catch lost feelings. And remember: our world is a distorting mirror. We see in it things, which we want to see. You want a purity of picture? Look at each other, eyes in eyes. World will be pure. Go with peace.
ANNA. Father, when we’ll settle down in France, I’ll send for you Leporello.

MONK. Good bye, Don-Juan! God bless you!


Monk and Anna go to exit.

DON-JUAN. Wait! Her name is Anna, and your one? I do not know your name.

MONK. Giacomo I am…

DON-JUAN. Giacomo. And surname?

MONK. I left it in the past! I’ll take a surname of godfather. Send a letter to us in France. He is well-known there!
DON-JUAN. To whom to write? Where?

MONK. Paris. To Giacomo Casanova!


Monk and Anna run away.


Don-Juan slowly goes around the room, it seems, that he bids farewell with some things, which are dear for him. He gets a letter and a ribbon from the box.

DON-JUAN. Donn Anna… Your letter and ribbon. Do you remember, I took them in the garden?... You sent to me a daughter, to teach her how to be happy. You sent a daughter, like a testament is sent to reliable persons. You see from the sky: I’ve made for Anna something, that I couldn’t give you. Now I am ready too, there’s nothing to hold me. I’m ready to answer for my life. I know, nobody ask the questions t h e r e, but answer. That’s why we are afraid of death! But how much I want to know… maybe, not only me… God, is love t h e r e?!! Is t h e r e love, that holds Earth?! No sound… Nor “yes”, neither “no”… Well, if t h e r e isn’t love – no problem. Love will be t h e r e! I’m coming!

Quietly sits in the armchair.

The end.
