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Act I

Scene I

The kitchen in Italian flat. A woman haven’t been there during a lot of time and it’s possible to imagine a disorder in the another part of a stag dwelling.

There are heaps of dirty dishes and saucepans. There is a TV on a stand and its screen is turned to a window. The TV is turned on and a machine gun queue of words by an Italian football narrator is a music background.

Before the mirror, above the sink Chesare is dancing – a thick Italian forty years old. He tries to tie a neckerchief in a fashionable node and hatefully yells on players of favorite football team: “Cretino! Cornutto!”. He is clad only by half – the lower part of his body cover long undershorts the sme colour, that the neckerchief is. What’s it? Is it an accidentally coincidence or good thought-out plan of womens’ seduction? And why is he dancing – does he want in toilet or burn from another impatient desire?
A telephone rings loudly. Chesare gives an answer quickly.

CHESARE. Pronto! /Disillusionly/ Ah, mom, it’s you. I haven’t provided yet. How can I know – when? I said: at ten o’clock!.. Mom, I’ve not already a little boy! No, I firmly decided! No, not me, but my bank! Your doctor is dolt, he took all my money and where is result?!.. Mom, I’d just said: I’ll get married! But in marital life one detail is very important. Work. In another case I’ll be with horns… Sorry, I’m not a vulgar, but in five years anyone of your sexopatologies will not be able to help me!.. Mom, stop, don’t say such foolish things. How can I fall in love in Russian? They all are prostitutes! Can your son marry a prostitute?!.. Ha, thank you, mom. Silver forks and knives I hid in the safe. What valuables? Fahter’s portrait? Do you think that this portrait was drawn by Rafael! Mom, I remember that you outlived a caesarian section during my birth! Why must I pay for it all my life? Yes, I’m a tough child. Yes, in childhood I had a scarlet fever and a jaundice!.. Yes, I started smoking at twelve years, but I stopped in year! What Mario? He is my friend, he… No, he isn’t a womanizer! And not a lecher! But when your wife is like a Mario’s one, even a nanny goat seems a woman!.. I’ll phone you!.. I’ll phone you without fall, but please, do not phone me! Oh, again you became angry! But you know that you always phone me at the most unbeseeming moment. Do you know what may happen?
The sound of a door bell.
Oh, it seems to me they’re coming! Mom, bye, bye… Kiss you! Chao!
He throws away a phone tube and look for trousers. He finds it in the box with newspapers, draws on and jumps on one leg.

The bell is repeated.

I’m coming! Coming!

He is in the trousers. Chesare grabs a deodorant, spray it on himself, combs hair and constantly looks in the mirror.
One more bell.

I’m coming! Oh, Madonna! Can’t wait a minute!..
Chesare goes into a vestibule and returns with his friend Mario. Mario is thin short man, but with claims for fasion.

MARIO. Hey, have you hidden money?

CHESARE. I’ve talked with my mother!

MARIO. Oh, it’s clear. Sex on telephone. /teasing/. “Chesare, my son, did you urinate today? Did you crap?”
CHESARE. Don’t speak in such form about my mom!

MARIO. Idiot! I speak about you, you!.. Oh, God, what a disorder is here! And halitosis! What is the scent?

CHESARE. It’s a deodorant. What?

MARIO. It’s a facility against roaches! One vial costs three liras. And turn off this television!

CHESARE. Wait a minute, did you come along?

MARIO. Oh, Madonna! Your deodorant had bounced my mind!
Mario runs away and in three seconds returns pushing in the room Nina – a beautiful, graceful woman thirty years old. She keeps a big sport bag in hands.

They all keep quiet several minutes. Chesare because of presence of beautiful woman in his flat, Nina watchfully waits for development of the action, Mario enjoys an effect.

NINA. Hello… Oh! Bon giorno!
CHESARE. B-bon g-g-iorno…

MARIO. You can speak with him in Russian. He’s studied Russian during the month.

CHESARE. Yes, R-ryassian. Very dolce language… Good. Hello. My name is Chesare. I am forty two year. I have not been marry yet.

NINA. /Stretches hand/. Nina.

An aristocrat wakes up in Chesare and he tries to kiss her hand.
Oh, no!

MARIO. He is an aristocrat. He is a bastard son of the sixth prince Gverciolli.

NINA. Oh, I worked with one graph! He slept all day long and at night taught his parrot to swear. Do you have a gentry deed? He had, an old one, in a gold frame…
CHESARE. You see, there is a horrible bureaucracy in Italy! But aristocrats take me as a prince! Mario, confirm! What kind of education do you have?
NINA. Do you really want to know? I worked as a teacher. The teacher of History.

CHESARE. Oh, History. Are you a professor? Grandioso! Hey, are there schools in your country? My neighbour said that you are wild. Like a gypsies. Do you know Italian?

NINA. Poco a poco! Sono in Italia cvasi da unanno e parlo poco italiano, ma capisto tutto.
CHESARE. Tutto! Capisto tutto! Oh, Madonna, it’s great! /Looks back/. Oh, pardon! Uno momento!

Shovels away from table dirty dishes and dust from chair by hand, gets a bottle if wine, fruits, three wineglasses. All this actions he do in a mad rate.
Please, sit down! Mario, invite lady to sit.

NINA. Let me help you!

CHESARE. So much dirt… I feel so awkwardly…

NINA. It’s OK. That’s why I came to you.

CHESARE. Oh, it all is in future! A work can wait! Let’s drink the wine!
NINA. I’ll take away the dishes. There is no place to sit down.
She puts dirty dishes in a sink.
MARIO. You’re in a good mood today. I’m almost sure in success.
CHESARE. /Whispers/. I’m burning inside!

MARIO. Already?

CHESARE. /Whispers/. Not there! You don’t understand me, but she… she is delicious! Tell me like a friend… do you understand me?..

MARIO. In a bed she is exciting, but forget about it! Do not even dream! We agreed, didn’t we? I lend you for some time.
CHESARE. Oh, yes, Mario, you’re my friend! But if I…

MARIO. If you what?

CHESARE. If I won’t bear?

MARIO. She will bear. Will you, darling?

NINA. /Rubs dishes/. Yes. But I can’t understand what do you talking about. Is it a game? Or usual men gossips?

MARIO. Don’t worry. You can’t imagine your own safety now!
NINA. /Watchfully/. But you said that he was married, that I would help him with a flat, wash something. And he said he is single. Listen, Mario. Your family strippings are enough for me! Everybody wants to raise my skirt up and then I have problems with your wifes! Is he married or single?
MARIO. He told lies to you. You know Italians! We like to dream. He has a wife. An ideal woman on my opinion – she is deaf and speechless.

NINA. Oh, what a misery! Does he scruple her?

MARIO. Is it pleasantly? Paralyzed bitch! I saw her once. Accidentally. 

CHESARE. What do you talking about? About me? I can’t understand you. Speak slowly.

NINA. I tell Nina about her duties.
CHESARE. Yes, duties! /Fills wineglasses/. Keeping an agreement is the main thing! Mario, will lady excuse us the first toast for you?

MARIO. Of course. She guessed a long time ago that I’m not a blue man.

CHESARE. Nina! I want to drink this wine for my best friend, for Mario! He is a delicious man!
NINA. /With irony/. Oh, yes. Candy, not a man!

MARIO. I’ll cry!

CHESARE. Don’t laugh! I know how much do you love her…

MARIO. Chesare, women must not know how much are they loved.

CHESARE. No, let me say! Nina, it’s almost one year that he have spoken only about you! It’s almost one year…

MARIO. /Not loudly/. Chesare, shut your mouth!

CHESARE. /Inspired/. Every morning we speak by the phone about you, and every morning he delightly tells me how clever and beautiful you are. He loves you and now I understand a casualty he presents me!
NINA. What a casualty? Me?

MARIO. One more word, Chesare, and I’ll brake the wineglass with your head!

CHESARE. Of course, Pope is contrary to divorses…

MARIO. But why do you have such alacrity to marry?

CHESARE. My mother wants so. She said she wouldn’t die while I’ll be married.

MARIO. So prolong mother’s life, idiot!

CHESARE. Of course, mom have to live long. But what is my attitude?
I have dreamed about going to priory since childhood! You’ve bored me with your marriage! I feel good without it!

A telephone rings.
You see? As soon as we start speaking about my mom she is right here! She’s a military locator, not mom!.. Mario, answer! Please! Mom loves you. Speak with her.

MARIO. /Answers/. Signora Sofia? Bon giorno!.. Yes, we’re all right. Chesare’s in a good mood… What is he doing? He is having a lesson of Russian… Signora Sofia, what my morale? Mistress is a symbol of material welfare. Like an expensive car or good shoes. Only beggars and your son do not have mistresses. How much did he wasted to the doctors? No, tell me a proper prise!.. Right. It’s possible to buy a half of Palermo for this money. Why do you want to buy another half?.. I always told to my wife that you are the most wise woman in whole Sicilia… When will a result be? I think, in one week you will guide him to the altar. But near the marriage bed a doctor must be present… Because he will harass your Lucia on thousand pieces! She will remember this night till her death! What is he doing now? He is drinking wine with Nina… No, donna Sofia, she isn’t that you’ve said. She is a historian, a school teacher, professor!.. Why doesn’t she teach history at homes? You see, their country is very young, their history is being written now, that’s why she decided to have a rest in Italy a few years… What wine are they drinking? Good wine… Chesare, your mother asked if you had diluted wine with mineral water. Yes, he had. I watched it personally… Ok, I’ll be beside. I’ll watch him to do everything right. Don’t worry. Oh, tell me about lunch you’ve had… Oh, your amazing and famous bean soup!.. Oh!.. No, I like more onion, but only good roasted…Yes… Tomatoes must be a little bit unripe, yes, pink… It must be stewed twenty minutes, not thirty… M-m-m, I have it on my lips… Ravioli? What kind of sause?... No, I can’t! Enough! I feel spasms in my belly! Cao! /Puts a telehpone/. Jews says: Mother gives life her children and then withdraws it by pieces. Well, for what have we drunk?

CHESARE. For you.

MARIO. So, that I’ll be healthy!
CHESARE. Nina, here is some fruits… Eat, please!..

NINA. /With tension/. Can you explain me where have you brought, and what do your all grimaces and hints mean?

MARIO. /Nervously/. I explain! My jealous wife caught us in a small pantry, that’s why you will temporarily live with Chesare.

CHESARE. Why with Chesare? I could find work myself.
MARIO. Look at the dirt around! You need half of a year to put in order only kitchen!

CHESARE. Hey… Week is enough.

MARIO. You will get 800 dollars.

CHESARE. You said 700!

MARIO. 800! You will live in a separate room. Your duties are cleaning the flat, laundry and this fruit’s feeding.

CHESARE. But 700 dollars!

MARIO. 800! Since you don’t have an Italian visa, breath fresh air you will at night.

NINA. I know.
MARIO. Chesare, do you understand that nobody must know about Nina? We are a nation of squealers. She will be depart in three minutes.

CHESARE. Of course, but… you haven’t told her about the main thing.

Pause.

NINA. Mario, what is he talking about?.. Mario?.. Did you sell me?! Sell?!

MARIO. Shut up!!!.. Nobody sells you! I don’t have another way at the moment. But if you would be with Chesare I’ll be calm.
CHESARE. Nobody worries. Peacefully. Quietly. Pianissimo.

NINA. But you said he had a deaf and speechless wife, and now I am realized of his mother’s wish about his marriage with Lucia! Why do you make fool from me? What had you conceived? Living together with me?!
CHESARE. Gosh! I can’t even only with you, Nina!
MARIO. Nina, it’s necessary at some time. I need time!

NINA. God, why do I approach on a same rake everytime?

MARIO. I love you, fool! But what can I do?! What?! Nobody sells you. If we have such situation, help Chesare!

NINA. How?

MARIO. He’s an impotent. From birth.

NINA. Wha-at? And what can I do? Let goes to doctors!
CHESARE. Doctors are dolts! Vampires! I’ve urinated with Viagra half of year and don’t have any result. I bought 150 cassettes of porn, I nagged to a prostitutes, went to sanitariums, had three operations! And what?! Have anything helped?

NINA. Wait, I can’t understand anything. Is he really an impotent?
MARIO. Naturally. That’s why I didn’t want you to go to another family. I feel peacefully when you’re with Chesare.

CHESARE. Yes, nobody wants to carry some embellishment on a head.

NINA. Great! And how do you imagine the therapy?

Pause.
CHESARE. Mario said, even dead would has a stood up… /Embarrassed with his own shallowness/. Sorry!..
NINA. /Crudely/. And you’re alive! And what should I do? Lie in a bed, rub a fat and hair belly waiting when a boy will want a girl? Maybe, let’s try striptease in beginning? Ha? I must know all my duties!

CHESARE. You know… I tried striptease. I looked and thought: God, why did you created women? I don’t understand who needs them? But… Mario, may you explain?..

MARIO. Ok! There is some way, I think. Russian women are merry, they have an experience…
NINA. Say more simply, Mario. Russian women are shifty hookers.

MARIO. Nina!

NINA. Wretch noodle man! I am not Nina! I am Russian woman!

On letter “b”1. Unique word you can pronounce without accent! But every “b” has her own price!
CHESARE. Sorry, but…

NINA. Thousand bugs in month and come on, bambino! I’ll treat you! From all weaknesses! And from dandruff also!

MARIO. Nina!

NINA. And you – go away! Don’t you care what I’ll do with him? Ah, you want to say goodbye? Last time. Well, come on. Where? To the bathroom? In a small pantry? Chesare, in a pantry he do it excitingly! Oh, and on a balcony, when neighbours drink wine under it!.. Chesare, we tried it all!
MARIO. Shut up!

Beats her in a face.
CHESARE. Mario! Nina! What are you doing?.. Oh, stop! I don’t want so, I don’t want!..

NINA. /Coming off/. He doesn’t want! Noble aristocrat! Sixth prince of Palermo’s goats! Wretch impotent! You’ve afraid already, pervert? God, what is it?! Mummy, why am I guilty?.. Well!.. enough!.. Call the police! Let them throw me away from your sunny Italy! I am an illegal person! I am a thing! An animal! Call the police!..


Pause.
MARIO. Chesare, you don’t have a coffee. Go to the shop.
CHESARE. /Worried./ Why do you think that I don’t have a coffee?

MARIO. /Yells/. Go to the shop and buy a coffee, idiot!

CHESARE. /Afraid/. I’ going. Could you say orderly?



Fearfully goes away from the flat.
MARIO. Nina… I’m sorry…
NINA. You’re gunk, like others!

MARIO. I’m a man and I can…

NINA. What you can? What? Fuck helpless woman and then beat her? I shouldn’t go to Italy, there are a lot of such escorts at home.

MARIO. I apologized!

NINA. Yes, it’s important – to apologized in time. Good. Nothing had been happened. Let’s go.

MARIO. /Offended/. But I really didn’t want to beat you.

NINA. /Sharply/. I said enough! I apologize you, my lord! 

MARIO. I’ve just wanted to help Chesare. And you.
NINA. You’ve wanted to help yourself. You have a phenomenal luck. Your friend is impotent, you can undisturbedty leave your woman with him, and on weekends come at some time and in a bed discuss wretch cretin’s troubles, who thinks that you’re his best friend. And he pays for everything. What a luck!
MARIO. /Tired/. Ok, talk, if it helps you!..

NINA. What about, sweetie, what? I was fond of Italian films in my childhood. God, how a pity were they for me! Whole life be doomed to live with become hateful woman, every sort and kind of passions, Italian marriage, Italian divorce. And then you became fantastically lucky! Millions tons of alive meat tumbled on your rusty sofas, millions of beautiful girls, which you have – just say! And everything is almost costless! Prostitute is more expensive, you can’t play love with prostitute! But with bondwoman you can. She’ll wipe your undershorts, make you a dinner, stand wife’s chamber pot, listen to your love, while you squeeze her bruisely!.. And she will keep quiet! Because she’s an illegal person, because she’s afraid of loosing her job, be threw away from country with a mark in passport!.. We are bondwomen, Mario, bondwomen of the fourth Reich proudly named “European society”! What a name?! European community of impotents, sexual maniacs, faggots and heinous slobbery oldsters!.. And you teach us how to live? Us, which are fucked by our motherland, which are fucked by you and by whole world till our daughters will grow up? Good! Because we are slaves, and there is no ceremonies with slaves. /After a long pause, by usual tone/. Well, what should I do with this impotent?
MARIO. I don’t know.

NINA. Do not lie! You’d promised him something, ha?

MARIO. I’d promised him nothing. Just had told about you… How beautiful you are. And how much I love you.

NINA. Your granny had slept with our man. Exactly. Our men also beat women without any reason and then tell them about love. Good that you don’t drink vodka!

MARIO. Nina, forgive me. You don’t want to understand our laws. I can’t divorse with my wife, I can’t leave my family!.. It’s Italy!

NINA. Mario!

MARIO. What?



Pause.

NINA. Nothing. You have a beautiful name. I want to pronounce it aloud… We can go away.
MARIO. Where?

NINA. To me. I live in very beautiful town. There are also a lot of ancient buildings there.

MARIO. /With irony/. And what will I do there? Sell a pizza?

NINA. Is it important in time you love?.. If you want, let’s sell a pizza. Or Italian furniture. Our fools pay 2000 dollars for your plastic bed.

MARIO. You’d said that your country is more beg?

NINA. Rich people are anywhere. But ours are greedy and thiefs, I don’t know why. But foreign people are loved by our people. You know, how are they called? Investors. I like this word. It’s gentle, kind.
MARIO. I’m just an engineer on a furniture factory, I have ill wife and three children. Money in a bank are community with my wife. When she’d saw us, she’d blocked my credit card. I’m empty like a drum. Do you need such husband?
NINA. A half of people in our country live without money and don’t die.

MARIO. How?

NINA. It’s a secret of firm.

MARIO. Do you love your country?

NINA. I do.

MARIO. But your country withdraw your family, job. Why don’t you want to stay in Italy?

NINA. It’s not my motherland.

MARIO. I understand, you tear there because of your daughter. And you propose me to forget my children. You’re an egoist!

NINA. I am a mother, Mario. And I madly love my Natasha. And mother. They’re all, that I have in my life. For the sake of them I came in Italy. Why, you think, do I tolerate all? Why do tolerate thousands like me? Because of our children, our houses, which were left behind us. There was left everything…
MARIO. And you? When will you live?

NINA. Afterwards. Someday.

MARIO. It seemed to me, that we had relations, feelings!

NINA. We needn’t be defrauded, Mario. You’re not mine. Do you think, that for woman is important how is a man in bed and how does he earn? The most important for her is to take his hand and walk on a main street of a city. When heart is jumping and screaming: look, he’s mine! He’s only mine! It is real happiness! 
Chesare enters the room. He have ten pockets of coffee in hands.
CHESARE./Stupidly smiling/. I haven’t know, that when you buy ten pockets of coffee you would be giving a discount!

MARIO. You’re going to die with infarct?

CHESARE. No, but she can’t leave the flat!

MARIO. There is coffee for the year!

CHESARE. But I don’t chase her anywhere! We’ve just got acquainted.

NINA. Hey, boys! I’m tired. Let’s speak about case.

CHESARE/ Exactly! Closer.

NINA. What have I to do?
MARIO. Nothing.

CHESARE. What does mean nothing? For what do I pay such money?

MARIO. Shut up!

CHESARE. Hey, it’s wrong!
NINA. What’s wrong?

CHESARE. His behaviour. He promised me that you would help me to cure from impotention…

MARIO. /Frantic/. I told you – no bed?! Did I?

CHESARE. You did. But how I would know if treatment was successfully?

NINA. God! Mario, what I have to do? What did you promised him?



Pause.
CHESARE. /Timidly/. He said when you wash the floor, every man is burning from the inside and dead men are darting out the graves to look. 
NINA. What do I do? Wash the floor?!

CHESARE. /Boldly/. Yes! He said when you firstly stooped to wash the floor – he was sitting at the kitchen at the moment! – the belt on his trousers was harassed! He even went to a psychiatrist, to consult! He had a high pressure – 240 on 180.
NINA. /To Mario/. You went to a psychiatrist?! Oh, God, now I understand why did you always walk in a flat with dirty shoes, littered chips, threw spaghetti on the floor!.. Floor! I can wash this floor?!

CHESARE. Yes. Wash this floor. When Mario will go away.

NINA. But if it wouldn’t help?

CHESARE. Why wouldn’t it? It would! I feel it!

NINA. Dolt! Ok, now I’ll stand under your nose like a doggy, wash the floor and you will have it on half to six, like you had! What then?!

CHESARE /Timidly/. Wash one more time!...

NINA. Of course, I’m not a girl, saw different fools, but hadn’t omitted to such perversions… Ok, bambino! Thousand in month and I will wash the floor three times in day. But I don’t guarantee a result.
CHESARE. Agree! Result will be, I feel it! It’ll be without fell because of three times! Important is to wash the floor good!

NINA. Well, we learned how to clear up your sties! We licked up your Europe – from Poland to Portugal! Having disorder at home, but for thousand bugs at home you will not only stand like a doggy, will meander like a snake, fly to the ceiling like a swallow – you’ll be given nothing! The contract is confirmed. Agree?
CHESARE. Agree! God, what the aphorisms! Real professor!



Chesare tries to kiss Nina’s hand.

NINA. Hey, without shallowness! Where is the pail? Rag?

CHESARE. Here, everything is here! /Runs to a small pantry, stops/. No, not now. When he’ll go away.
NINA. Clear. You pay – all the pleasure is your. Sorry, Mario, I’ve worked off with you. And under you. Let’s go, cara mia, get out of here to your family, I have to work… What are you looking? Your wife will find a new house worker woman. At night you’ll get up and scream scared. We are different here. Beautiful and not. What? Contrasts are useful nerve system.
MARIO /Coldly/. Chesare, let’s go out for the minute. Have a talk.

CHESARE. I do not want any talks. I want her to wash my floor immediately!

MARIO. She will, she will!



Pushes Chesare in another room.

NINA. Chesare, may I phone?

CHESARE. /Scared/. Where?

NINA. To mom.

CHESARE. /To Mario/. Is it expensive? How much the minute costs?

NINA. It’s in count of my salary!

CHESARE. Ok, phone as much as you want!

Mario pushes Chesare in another room. Nina sits near the telephone, deals number.
NINA. Mommy? Hello, mom, it’s me!.. Oh, I phone with opportunity. So, how are you? Where is Natasha? /Disappointed./ Walks? Yes, I understand, that today is Saturday, but. I found a job. A new one. /Whisper/. Thousand in a month, imagine?!.. Mom, shame on you! What men, what brothel?.. I found it on a farm. A lot of work. Farmer is an old man and he’s ill in sexual sense… I’m not a girl, God forbid! He promised me to pay more if I would look after his wife. She is deaf and speechless. And can’t go. You see, there isn’t happiness in money!.. Mommy, be carefully with these lodgers. Girls tell me some stories! My drunkard didn’t pay the alimony, of course. Forget about him! Mommy, I’ll get an advance and immediately will send you. Not by bus, but over the bank… No, our racket bombed a bus last week. They took everything!.. What police? They don’t interfere in our affairs. Italians don’t touch our racket. Well, that’s the news?.. What? Election again?!.. Oh, how should I know for who to vote. Berlusconi! A real man!.. Oh, write my phone number! /Looks on telephone/. Six – seven – eight – three – zero – two. The code is the same!.. Well, tell quickly. Well… Aha! And you go to Administration, to that goat and say him that he has no rights to check me out!.. Don’t worry and be careful… Two words: how is Natasha?..  Ah, clever, good!.. Mommy, I don’t know when I’ll come. We have one way ticket. Come back – it’s the end! Will have something to Natasha’s dowry and come back… You know how fast is time. I do not have anybody here, mom! What a hell they need us? To wash the floor? Well, kiss you, boss may come now!
When she is saying last words, Chesare enters the room. He is obviously embarrassed.

CHESARE. Is everything Ok?

NINA. Yes, thanks. Where is Mario?

CHESARE. In a bedroom. He wants to say goodbye to you.

NINA. We’ve done it already.

CHESARE. He asked. He’s killed by grief.
NINA. He asked you?

CHESARE. Yes.

NINA. Do you know how does he say goodbye?

CHESARE. It’s unpleasant, of course, but Mario is my friend. He said – it would be the last time. Ok, I’ll tolerate.

NINA. Oh, God! If you nave no claims… Do you count this day like a work one?

CHESARE. Well… well… I’ll consult with Mario. Afterwards.

NINA. God, what a greedy! Ok, don’t worry, bambino, I quickly! We’ve always had it quickly! Wife couldn’t saw us.
CHESARE. I’ll be waiting. But come back quickly! I miss you! Already.

NINA. Don’t worry! I’ll wash your floor after coming! It will shine!

CHESARE. Really?

NINA. I do not defraud men. I sworn by Coliseum!

Nina disappears in depths of the flat. Chesare in bewilderment strolls in kitchen, moves dirty dishes, foolishly scrags a floor. Suddenly the door is being opened and a rubber doll is flying in Chesare.
MARIO. Get away your deaf and speechless! And don’t be long without us!

The end of Scene I
Scene II
The situation and furniture are the same. It seems that nothing was changed, but the floor is clean only by half and in the centre of the room overturned pail and rag wallow. 

There is some noise in another room. Chesare comes in same luxurious undershorts. He goes by a narrow margin, his hands are searching handhold – a cupboard, a table, chairs.

CHESARE. /Rave./ Fantastico!.. Fantastico!..

He greedily drinks water from a teapot, takes a telephone, carries it to his ear and shakes it. He understands that the telephone is disconnected and switches on it. Dials a short number.
Hello! Police? What date is today?.. I’m not drunk, just want to know what date is today!.. Listen, lieutenant, I pay tax that you in any second, on my first claim answer me: what date is today?!.. Who is asking? Berlusconi is asking, fool!.. Will you say? Ok, you’re dismissed! You can go home! Your wife is making horns to you with a neighbour!..


Dials one more number.
It seems to me I begin to understand Corsicans!.. Hello? Padre?.. It’s Chesare. Padre, excuse me, but I have a little bit strange question: what date is today?.. Twenty seventh?! Are you sure?! Madonna, I’ve been somewhere three days! Three days!!!.. Where have I been? In heaven, padre, I’ve been in heaven! Thank you, dear, you helped me!.. /Puts the phone./ Oh Madonna, three days!
Nina comes. She is dressed in Chesare’s shirt. She looks on Chesare, slowly stretches, like a cat, then takes a pail and begins to wash a floor – by a rag, like a peasant.
No-no-no, do not, I’m going mad!



Dashes to Nina, kisses her back, neck.

Nina, my sun! Do you know how long we?.. Three days! Imagine?!

NINA. Almost world record.

CHESARE /Kissing her./ Nina, Nina, darling! I’ve lived forty years and haven’t known that could be something like that!.. I love you!

NINA. Usually these words are said “before it”.

CHESARE. “Before it” – there was nothing! Before you – there was nothing! Emptiness!

NINA. You have Lucia, marry her…

CHESARE. Never!

NINA. And mother? What will say your mommy?

CHESARE. Mom wishes me happiness! And I am happy! I’ll fly now! Like a bird!

NINA. Chesare, calm down. You just feel good. It can be always.

CHESARE. No, no! Good – it’s not warm sun, pleasant wine, funny company, but these three days – are not only good! It’s other. I became another man! Inside, you understand?
NINA. /Simple-hearted, like a child/. Chesare, stop chattering, I’m hungry!

CHESARE. Yes, I’m too!



He goes to refrigerator, pulls out some products.

Pizza became stale, there are sardines! Do you like sardines?

NINA. Let me cook.

CHESARE. No, I will cook breakfast in our family! Do you want coffee in a bed?

NINA. No! Who will wipe spots?

CHESARE. We’ll have a house worker. I’ll bring you coffee in a bed. And buns. And then I’ll eat you! /Leaves meal, pounces upon Nina, passionately kisses her/. Oh, what are you! Mmm! What!.. My apple! My orange!

NINA. Do you know how is said in my country?

CHESARE. Talk, I want to know everything about you! I’ve learned so much beautiful words during these three days!

NINA. “Do not feed nightingale with fables”.

CHESARE./Rave./ “Do not feed nightingale with fables”! What have I to feed it with?

NINA. Sardines. Listen, you should quiet down!

CHESARE. Oh, Madonna! Sit down, I will feed my nightingale with sardines. Open your mouth!..

They sit near the table and greedily, like students, eat everything that they see. Suddenly Chesare grasps Nina’s hand.
Stop! We forgot to drink!

NINA. Do we have wine?

CHESARE. I have an especial wine! /He looks for something in a lower part of a cupboard./ I hid it here twenty years ago and swear that I would drink it with my first woman! You’re my first woman. And the last one.

NINA. Somewhere I heard it. 

CHESARE. You don’t know Chesare! My word is hard like a diamond!



He uncorks the bottle and fills wine in wineglasses.
Nina!.. I want to say to you something important…



A telephone rings. Chesare answers.

Hello!.. Yes, mom!.. Listen, I’ll explain everything!.. / He holds a phone on some distance. To Nina./ She have to talk out!.. Mom, have you said everything?.. The phone didn’t work… How should I know why? Probably a telephone station was exploded. How should I know who?! Terrorists!.. Yes. She’s with me. She is sitting opposite… We are drinking wine… No, she’s not a house worker anymore and why can’t I drink wine with her at two o’clock? You said that aristocrats have a late dinner… What? Did I do it?
Ha! Mom, your son is a champion of Italy! I have a cup of champion!.. I don’t jest. Ok, mom, I want to say the most important thing! But, please, sit!.. Did you? On a sofa?.. No, sit on a sofa, please. No, in an armchair would be better. In father’s armchair, it’s deep… Did you? Ok, mom, I marry!.. Thanks, mommy, but Lucia have no connection with it. I marry with Nina!.. What does mean who is Nina? It’s woman, with which I’ve flied in heaven three days… No, I’m not mad, I’m normal, full-fledged man and all the experiments are stopped… So what? You may call to the police, we go away! To her country, to Ukraine!.. oh, God, you studied in school and don’t know where is Ukraine situated! It’s between Russia and Japan!.. Well, how to explain? There is Italy and there is Sicily. It seems something one, but it isn’t. Italy and Sicily are different… No, I’ve already learned the language… It’s difficult, but beautiful! The second in the world by beauty. After Italian! What? Say something in Russian? /Madly searches some paper in the undershorts/. “I don’t give a shit of your tomatoes!” Beautiful?.. No, I don’t know how to translate it, but it seems to me, that it’s something about vegetables… no, mom, I decided! Definitively!.. Of course, we’ll come and you will bless us. She’s very beautiful. Like Madonna. And kind. Like you… Mom, don’t disturb father, he dead long ago… no, you’ll come to us and nurse your grandchildren. You’ll have a lot of them, I promise!.. Well, mommy, we’re very hungry and want to eat… What do we eat? Sardines, cheese, olives… don’t worry, olives are without pits, I remember that I mustn’t eat with pits. Mom, what parmesan?! I hate it!.. What tell Lucia? Tell her in Russian… wait… /Again searches a paper/. Here: “A woman from a wagon – mare feels better”! No, Lucia is not a mare, a mare is me, Lucia is a woman. A mare threw a woman and feels better. Clear? Yes, it’s very deep sense. Ok, I’ll phone you. In evening! Kiss you! /Puts the phone. To Nina/. Why do you keep quiet?
NINA. What I have to say?

CHESARE. I made an offer to you.
NINA. I heared.

CHESARE. Are you agree?

NINA. I have not been asked about my consent long time.

CHESARE. Everything ended three days ago.

NINA. That’s why I have nothing to say.

CHESARE. I’m firstly with woman, but it seems to me you like me a little bit.

NINA. You’re a child, Chesare, big child.

CHESARE. A man already. And I want you to become my wife.

NINA. I’m tired to lose.

CHESARE. But I don’t want to lose that I found. 

NINA. Chesare! Be silent! All boys want their first women like a wife.
CHESARE. /After pause, embarrassed/. Well, let’s drink!



They drink.

NINA. /Laughing/. God, it’s a vinegar!

CHESARE. Turned sour! Winegrower didn’t plan the time of my first night with woman! But I’m ready to drink even a vinegar now!

NINA. Wait!

Goes to room, returns with a little package. She unfolds something and cuts it by a knife.

Try it!
CHESARE. What’s that?

NINA. Salo2.
CHESARE. And how… how to eat?

NINA. Silently. With a garlic. And with vodka. Better – with a home-brew. Have you ever drunk a home-brew?

CHESARE. No. What’s that?

NINA. A fluid currency of our people.

CHESARE. I didn’t know that money may be fluid. And salo I saw in a sausage. In a sausage it’s tasty.
NINA. Try!

CHESARE. /Eats/. Oh!.. Very fat… Very. In sausage is better.

NINA. I’ll ask my mom, she will send us a home-brew, a salo and a garlic. Then you’ll understand.

CHESARE. No, I like it! really!.. I like everything that you touch!.. And what do you have in your country, except salo?

NINA. Everything. 

CHESARE. /Mistrustfully/. And tomatoes?

NINA. Tomatoes, cucumbers, oranges, and apples are better than yours. And red roe is cheaper than here! We have a roe like a dirt – so many!

CHESARE. /Rave/. Can not be!
NINA. It can.

CHESARE. So why can’t you sit at home? Ha, you have a roe more than a dirt! And they go!
NINA. We haven’t go anywhere seventy years.

CHESARE. Ah, I know, an iron curtain!

NINA. Yes, then it was permitted and we all tugged in different countries. Where eyes ware looking.
CHESARE. I understand. Tore. Like me.

NINA. Eat, I’ll cook a coffee.



Chesare eats, Nina does something near a stove.

CHESARE. Probably, Mario phoned… Imagine, what does he think!
NINA. Afraid?

CHESARE. We defrauded him.

NINA. Again you pull me in the past.

CHESARE, No. I made an offer to you. Believe me, it’s very serious.

NINA. I answer you nothing. Now.

CHESARE. You can’t refuse.

NINA, Why?

CHESARE. In Italy wife can refuse her husband in everything, even in marital duties – the law allows it whet, for example, she has a headache. But when free woman is offered by hand and heart, she must say “Yes”.

NINA. And is it democracy?

CHESARE. It’s Italian democracy. We’re not look like the other world.

NINA. /After pause/. I have a daughter in Ukraine. She’s ten. Have you understood everything.

CHESARE. A daughter? Perfect! We’re together only three days and I’ve already had a daughter! You must bring her here!

NINA. Chesare… it’s not funny…
CHESARE. You’re fool! Fool! Ill hit you now! If I said: your daughter is my daughter, it that I want so! We’ll live in one family.
NINA. A visa is necessary.

CHESARE. Tomorrow I’ll go to a City Administration and will learn documents, that is necessary for marriage. You will live in Italy and will afraid nobody. If you want, let’s go to your country and return with your daughter. Let’s withdrew your mother here! Oh, perfect idea! She’ll learn Italian and will speak with my mother. Does your mother like talking?

NINA. God, how beautiful do you tell! Fairy tales about Italy. Daughter, mother!..

CHESARE. /Can’t understand/. But I have a big flat, everyone will have his own bedroom.



A telephone rings.

No, I don’t want to answer. We don’t exist. It’s all! I died! Died!


A telephone rings very emphatically.
God, who is my mom so bored?!.. I’m not a little boy! I’m a man! grown-up man, who do that he wants!.. Well… she’s understood, that she mustn’t disturb us.
NINA. Chesare, put a phonograph record that we listened at night.

CHESARE. Do you like it? I present it for you!

He runs in a room, after several seconds a beautiful song plays. Chesare returns.

Nina, you haven’t answered me…

NINA. Keep quiet. I feel something good. Like in school, school prom. All the people are beautiful and a little bit scared. And I become a woman. There are some things, that are happen with people only once. It seems to me, today is a such day.
CHESARE. It’s so good, that you came! We should not meet. Long live realignment!




A bell in a door.

NINA. Don’t open. I plead: do not!

CHESARE /Not sure/. Maybe something important?

The bell is emphatically and it seems that a man, who rings knows, than there is somebody in the flat.

NINA. Chesare! Not now!

CHESARE. Even police can’t enter the flat without my permit… It’s foolishly, finally!


A door is opening. On a threshold is Mario. He has pockets with a food in hands.
MARIO. Are you deaf? I’ve tried to phone you three days.
CHESARE. A telephone haven’t worked.

MARIO. I’ve brought a pizza with mushrooms to you. Are you hungry? /Sits/. Well, tell me!.. Oh, why is a floor so dirty?

CHESARE. Mario! This is because we decided to get married with Nina.

MARIO. Bravo! When I was coming here, I tried to guess the first phrase you would say to me. I don’t know why, but I thought about marriage. Syndrome of a boy, who lost an innocence!

CHESARE. I think, Nina has to go.

MARIO. No, she’ll stay here. Tell me. Have you slept with her?.. I ask one more time: have you slept with her?!

CHESARE. /Firmly after pause/. It does not concern you.
MARIO. It means you have!.. And you want me to yield such woman? A woman, who can treat any impotent?!

CHESARE. But you don’t want to marry with her!

MARIO. And this does not concern you!

CHESARE. It does. She’s a human and she has a right on a personal life.

MARIO. Have you decided so?

CHESARE. Mario, I’m not guilty. Nina has turned everything inside me. I felt in love, Mario! And I want to marry with her. I’ve already said about it to my mother.

MARIO. Bravo! I try to help my friend, give him my woman to treat from impotention, and he felt in love! I don’t give a shit of your love!
CHESARE /Stubborn/. I’ll marry with her.

MARIO. It’ll pass. I had a talk with my sister, Nina moves to her in Verona.

NINA. You forgot to ask me.

MARIO. Have decided to legalize? Ha? Boldly, girl, don’t afraid? But do not say , that you love him! You have a very practical mind.

NINA. It does not concern you!
CHESARE. Mario… go!

MARIO. What?! Just look! Cock! Fighting cock! Maybe, hit me?

CHESARE. Go…

MARIO. You… cattle!... Do you remember your broken car? I gave you my “Alfa-Romeo”! You’d driven it month!

CHESARE. I brought it back to you. And what?

MARIO. You’re right, you did. When I gave you Nina, what did we agree about? What about, donkey?! That I give her temporarily! It’s all! The time is over! Are you fool?!

CHESARE. I ask you at the last time! Go away!

MARIO. Nina! Do you also want me to go?

NINA. Yes. It would be better for all of us… Spare me, Mario! I’m so tired of your family, your jealousy.

MARIO. Did you forget, where I found you? A mad professor with a parrot sneered on you! He banished you from a house, withdraw your passport! /To Chesare/. She slept on a bench near a bus stop and at day hid in a toilet! /To Nina/. I brought you at my home,  beat the professor and returned your documents, I gave you everything: a room, money, my love! And now I get a sputum in my face?!
NINA. You brought me here!

MARIO. /After pause/. You will feel sorry of it!


Mario goes.

NINA. I knew that it would be. I knew.

CHESARE. Take it easy. He’s always such: yells, brawls, then quiets down… He’s from Calabria, there all people are such… Excuse me, I have nu right to ask, it’s everything in past… did you like him?
NINA. For woman is difficult to be without a man. But I got accustomed. And Mario?... I don’t know. When you’re in a coge, somebody can do anything with you – to feed, to hit, to love… People survive even in the most terrible prison.
CHESARE. I will only love you. The whole life.

NINA. No, Chesare, everything is changed.

CHESARE. What? What “is changed”?

NINA. I don’t want you to think, that I’ve agreed only because of place of living. You’ll always think about it. That’s why – no marriage. Even no start. I’ll find another house, another job.

CHESARE. Fool. I think about another too. I think about Roberto. Nice, strong boy with your eyes.
NINA. Who Roberto is?

CHESARE. A son. Who you will present me.

NINA. Visionary. I said – no.

CHESARE. /Stubborn/. I want a son. I’ve already have a daughter.

NINA. You know, even if nothing would be from all of this, I’ve been happy these three days.

CHESARE. Is it confession in love?

NINA. Don’t hurry me. It’s a unique thing, that I ask. I have to forget a lot of something.

CHESARE. Just don’t leave me, please!


A door is opening with a rumble, excited Mario enters the flat.

MARIO. It’s the end! Finita la comedia! /To Nina/. You have ten minutes to take your belongings and go away immediately. I’ll bging you to my sister.
NINA. I do not go anywhere with you.

MARIO. Fool! You’ll go to another way! You’ll have a mark “deportation” in a passport! And you never – you hear?! – never will see Italy Again!

CHESARE. Have you called the police?

MARIO. Yes, I’ve called the police. They will be here in ten minutes. /To Nina/. Get ready! /To Chesare/. And we will talk! Do you know why do they come here? To find such cretin like you, marry him with themselves and stay here for ever!

CHESARE. Go away now! /To Nina/. Don’t worry, darling, I’ll explain everything the police. They will dare nothing to do with you.
MARIO. She will be deported, idiot! Deported! /To Nina/. You have five minutes. Are you going?!
NINA. What a wretch are you!..


Suddenly Mario powerfully hits Nina in a belly. Nina falls down.

CHESARE. What are you doing?

MARIO. Pay. And will do it with you.

CHESARE. /Falls on knees/. Nina! Nina… What?! Say – what?!

NINA. /By a narrow margin/. Why did we open a door?

CHESARE. /With unexpectedly rage, to Mario/. How you?.. how you?!.. A-a-a!..

Suddenly Chesare takes a big kitchen knife and twice yonders it in Mario’s belly. Mario slowly falls down on  a floor.

NINA. /In hysterics/. Why?!!

Mario in bewilderment presses a wound by a hand. Chesare is dazed, he really can’t understand why he have done it.
A long pause, in the end of which is heard a week sound of police siren. This sound is getting stronger.
The end of Scene II

Act II

Scene III

A flat, where KOSTYA lives is unlike an accustomed dwelling. Let’s begin with a fact, that it is situated in a huge cellar, in which falls a crooked stone stairway. A vaulted ceiling. A living place is forced by an old furniture, amongst which a connoisseur’s eye could find an expensive antique things, and heaps of a rubbish turn out to be a lot of valuable things, sorted on “themes”: a separate rank of animal figures, a rank strange of teapots and samovars, a hutch of old books, candlesticks, a Chinese screen. But a majority of things are plastic bottles. There are so many bottles, that it seems, that the room-ship, made of plastic bottles, will be taken away by a strong wind.
A landlord, who is coming down by a stairway is a typical homeless in a motley old clothes, with a bag of plastic bottles on his back and a plaid bag with another belongings. He seems to be a little bit strange: he uses a snow-white towel after washing a face, throws off rags, dresses in better jeans and sweater, combs a hair. Then he opens his bag, gets a phonograph record, carefully rubs out a dust by his sleeve, gets a tablecloth out of servant, sniffs it and lays it on a table, brushed off a dirt before it. He sets a table leisurely in spite of the fact that door upstairs has aloud boomed and in the “flat” has appeared Mikhail Ivanovich3 NESMELIY – strong man with a big face, fifty years old. In a guest’s gait an army influence is felt and cop’s effrontery in his voice.
NESMELIY. Well, reject of a capitalism, have you come? I’ve come down in your social gap thirdly already!

KOSTYA. What, can’t your legs move themselves?

NESMELIY. “Gagarin got flied”!.. Be careful, a person without definite place of living! Where have you gallivanted?
KOSTYA. Listen, cop, when will you stop commanding?

NESMELIY. Never! We’ve agreed – at six o’clock? When you herd your cans, what the fuck do you think about? Greedy, like an African oligarch!
KOSTYA. I was busy!

NESMELIY. You? Busy? /Looks at his watch/. It’s three hours before bearing of people! Asshole, say to me “thank you”, because we have an especial day today!
KOSTYA. Stop itching, a vampire of domestic initiative! Help me to set a table.

NESMELIY. What do you call the table? A lid from a bowl with leftovers of human civilization on it? /He proudly puts his bag on a table and extracts different delicacies – a cognac, a roe, a sausage, some fruits/. Here… here… here and here! Take, philosopher!
KOSTYA. Bastard! You again robbed some stall.

NESMELIY. /Teasing/. Sta-a-al! There are only forgeries and shit in stalls. /Boastfully/. A gastronome! Central!
KOSTYA. Lie, but with a measure!

NESMELIY. I sworn by a Motherland! I drop in, how to say, without a exploring. Any prescription, any direction – it’s not my point. I have no rights here. But businessmen know my physiognomy by heart  - I’m present in their dreams more often than lovers. I see – they’ve got circumspect. Whisper. And I walk between shop windows, look on a scales, ask to show some pocket to check an application time, dig up an excise mark, whisper with buyers, like Shtirlitz with a pastor – it has worked! A boss is coming to me. Face is like a tart tomato, says: let’s go to a cabinet. Well, I start to conk like a cherry, “well, I’m without a check, I’m just breathing a fresh air from your conditioner, it’s powerful, good. Did you buy it by a hard cash, over a transfer?” Well, he turns crimson, becomes filled with air, just a second – and he will fart, butts me by his belly, butts to a cabinet side. I don’t resist and say to him in the cabinet: you have not understood, now I’m not a tax agent now, I’m an ordinary customer, it is one lady’s Birthday today, so I want to buy something, etc. And he smiles more tart: here you are hand over to your lady my congratulations. To be short: three minutes – here you are! How the ration is?..
KOSTYA. You’re a bandit!

NESMELIY. I’m a product of a socialism. I live according to needs, thank God, they are modest, and give all my giant abilities to a society. Generally speaking, I risked with that gastronome. Do you know who is their “hood”?
KOSTYA. I don’t give a shit! It’s your problems.

NESMELIY. Have you called to Nina?
KOSTYA. Why? She will come when she ends all her affairs.

NESMELIY. /Looks at a watch/. We’ve agreed at seven o’clock. Ten minutes… /He’s obviously worrisome/. Hey, “Spinoza”, I have a serious talk to you.

KOSTYA. Talk, if you want!

NESMELIY. Talk on equality.

KOSTYA. I’m a vagrant4, dig in a rubbish, you are a colonel of a tax office. Where is equality?!

NESMELIY. There is some distance, you understand it right, but it’s not about politics, but about some private!
KOSTYA. Listen, Mikhail, if you like Nina, invite her to your house. There isn’t a house of dates, hey!..

NESMELIY. We-e-ell. It’s warmer. But maybe I’m a sadist? Maybe, I want to unwind lamures on your eyes? Why do not ask: why?
KOSTYA. You’ve said - a sadist!

NESMELIY. That you feel more pain! You like her too!.. Ha? I’m frankly with you, like a man with a man!

KOSTYA. Hey, enough! Cut the sausage and open olives.
NESMELIY. Well, a talk will be!.. It’s possible to cut the sausage and open the olives. Meal isn’t a hindrance of a talk. Ok, listen attentively, “Spinoza”! We must decide everything before Nina’s coming.

KOSTYA. Decide what? A crisis on Near East?

NESMELIY. Stop! My talk is direct. You’re like a soap last time – slither and slither from a theme!.. Well! We are two – Nina is one. In scientific: a triangle. You like her and I’m, how to say, in a critic age. Need to create a family – I don’t want to die in a loneliness and make a flat stinky, and have nobody to bury me.
KOSTYA. Businessmen will buy a casket to you. And order a music. They aren’t greedy, I think.

NESMELIY. So you don’t want frankly.

KOSTYA. What do you want? Private life, private life!... Philosophizes here! You had a wife!
NESMELIY. She went away. With a soviet politburo. In general, I suggest: to make an offer to Nina.

KOSTYA. Two together?

NESMELIY. Idiot. I make separately, you – separately. Chosen will stay. The third will go away. Without spare frictions.

KOSTYA. And if she would send both?

NESMELIY. /After a pause/. Hm, such variant was not considered. I think, she wouldn’t. She has no reason! Your profession, well, isn’t very wonderful. But with an economical standpoint each garbage can gives you ten ten hryvnias5 in a day. You have four cans and foremen work. So, forty in a day, multiply on thirty days, as people litter on weekends too…
KOSTYA. Not forty, but thirty. Ten I pay a district police officer, feed a caretaker.
NESMELIY. Let be thirty. Nine hundred in a month. Purely, like academicians!

KOSTYA. Why do you count my money?

NESMELIY. My work is to count others’ money! Don’t worry, I don’t work now. Though… Listen, how many a garbage cans are in the city? Thousand are?

KOSTYA. /Shattering/. Eight hundred and sixty nine. Why do you need it?
NESMELIY. And in the country? How do you think, how many cans are in our country?

KOSTYA. A lot!... Hey, colonel, what have you conceived? Just try! They shouldn’t find you on any scramble!
NESMELIY. No, I just dream! But money is considerable. If to tax these cans – we could return all our debts to America. /Angry/. Ok, don’t go down! A habit!.. In general, I think, Nina should not refuse. She has to build a family, she’s not young already, but has nothing, lives in a container in winter and summer.

KOSTYA. She searches a daughter. Our fair is large, everybody has been here. That’s why she is afraid to miss. Asks – have seen or not. Don’t you know her problem?
NESMELIY. I’ve tried to help her, have tried! Killers are searched during months and years, who will search a waif? How many they are!.. And let’s do not alarm her with talks about Natasha! Today is Nina’s Birthday even so!

KOSTYA. I’ve never begun talks about Natasha. Sometimes just tell some other happy stories, but only when she starts to be frank.

NESMELIY. /Looks at a watch/. It’s a quarter!
KOSTYA. She has such work. She’s not a boss of herself.

NESMELIY. Have you bought a gift?

KOSTYA. I’ve changed it.

NESMELIY. Show me!

KOSTYA. And what have you bought?

NESMELIY. I can’t say. It’s a surprise.

KOSTYA. Well, I have a surprise too.

NESMELIY. Darken! Maybe, let’s drink?
KOSTYA. We’ll spoil a table setting. I think, her boss has brought goods late and compelled her to unload it. 
NESMELIY. / Fills a cognac in glasses/. Her boss is a good goose! I’ll brake his legs!

KOSTYA. Are you jealous?

NESMELIY. He quietly gives me lieutenant on hand. Probably trades a left.
KOSTYA. Do you envy?

NESMELIY. You don’t understand anything! A stepson is a male dog! He don’t miss any skirt.

KOSTYA. Stepson is a lieutenant?.. I’ve understood!

NESMELIY. What do you understand in this life! /Raises a liquor-glass/. Well, adversary, do not shoot each other, but I’ll take you on my wedding like a witness. Do you have a decent suit?

KOSTYA. You’ll lend me your uniform.
NESMELIY. I’ll yield it on one day for fifty bugs. Well, garbage oligarch! For Nina, a mother of my future children! Any objection? No objection. Unanimously.


They drink. Carefully nip pieces of bread.

KOSTYA. Mikhail Ivanovich, I’ve wanted to ask: are you really a colonel?

NESMELIY. Haven’t you seen me in a uniform?

KOSTYA. Well, we haven’t met on parades, but I know, that you’re just a worker in a tax office.
NESMELIY. Want in snout? Are your teeth strong?

KOSTYA. You’ve said, that your boss is lieutenant Pasynok. How can a lieutenant be a boss of a colonel?


Nesmeliy fills a glass, than drinks.

NESMELIY. Can. Everything is possible in our young state. It’s called a disease of stature. Haven’t I really told?

KOSTYA. I don’t remember.

NESMELIY. I have. On Christmas.

KOSTYA. Hey, when we drank like gophers?
NESMELIY. Exactly!

KOSTYA. When I’m drunk, my brain hangs up. I don’t remember anything. 

NESMELIY. Somebody is lucky! Don’t distrust, I’m really a colonel. Here is a certificate.

KOSTYA. I believe!

NESMELIY. Reed! Nesmeliy Mikhail Ivanovich, colonel. I was banished from militia to tax office a year ago. Thanks, that they enable to serve to pension. It is left ten months and – freedom!
KOSTYA. Why did the banish you? Reduction?

NESMELIY /After pause/. I broke one freak’s two ribs.

KOSTYA. I recognize native militia!

NESMELIY. He was guilty. He raped with his friends a juvenile girl. I couldn’t pass it.
KOSTYA. /Mistrustfully/. And that was a reason?

NESMELIY. You must know to whom and what to break. That freak turned out to be a sonny of one important nub. That girl was scared, she was forced to take away her statement and I was transferred in a tax office because of body damage. On a lieutenant job title. They gave me ten stalls, go, check copy-books and bring to Pasynok a month plan. They bought me, Kostya, not to go to prosecutor’s. Gentlemen agreement.
KOSTYA. Do you have some profit from the stalls?

NESMELIY. An old cat’s tears! Girls sit at nights for a hundred in month, cuds for boys, condoms for sluts. This is all profit! Enough talking about work, “Spinoza”! Better - let’s drink. I’ve taken a compensatory leave for two days. I’ll come off!
KOSTYA. Nina will come and we are drunk. We’ll spoil her holiday.

NESMELIY. So what, you have no chances!

KOSTYA. You think so!

NESMELIY. You’re bore.

KOSTYA. /After pause/. Has Nina told you about Italy?
NESMELIY. Generally. Worked at ones, then at others. There was some turbid story, someone killed someone, she was in a prison three months, her money was stolen. Then they deported her like an illegal person… Why have you asked?

KOSTYA. So…

NESMELIY. What so, “Spinoza”! You want to clear up her past. She didn’t work in a brothel! Another character. If she did, so what! Listen! I ask you at last time: can you fill my glass today?
KOSTYA. Of course, colonel!



Fills one liquor-glass.

NESMELIY. And you?

KOSTYA. I’ll abstain. I told you: too much – and I don’t remember anything.

NESMELIY. Lucky man! Millions of people want to fall in a forgetfulness, but they can’t, they are torment by thoughts, nightmares, recollections, and he has a recipe! Boom – and you’ve hung up, fly in heaven with no visa! Well, your health, “Spinoza”!

He drinks at one gulp, wries. 
Again left! When will the country end with this left vodka?

KOSTYA. Kings rolled up their necks. Even Iosif Vissarionovich6 didn’t stop it. Though he had a success in everything else.



Nina Enters the room. She is dressed very conservatively, a make-up is absent. Not to say that she’s got old, but years take its. She is unnaturally merry, excited, she’s “on verge”. There are big bags in her hands.
NINA. What, couldn’t hold, drunk already?

NESMELIY. By a little!

KOSTYA. Were goods brought? It’s near eight o’clock…

NINA. Goods, goods! /Judges the table/. Oh! Who have tried?

KOSTYA. A colonel, who else!
NINA. Boys, I’ve brought your laundry. Here is. Kostya – there’s your, and this is Mikhail Ivanovich’s one.

NESMELIY. /Distressed/. Oh,God!.. /Gets flowers from his package/. Why we?.. Nina! Let me today, in your Angel’s Day…

KOSTYA. Angel’s Day was three days ago.

NESMELIY. I haven’t give you a right of voice! Dear Nina, our combat friend! Let me congratulate you in your Birthday, wish you happiness, health and success in, how to say, in an operative-searching work. Here is flowers, here is a gift.

NINA. /Kisses him in a cheek/. Thank you, Mikhail Ivanovich! Can I look? /She gets a luxurious evening dress from the package/. Oh, God!.. /Tries it on herself/. Where will I put it on?

NESMELIY. /Very complacent/. Looking good! A queen!
KOSTYA. Nina! My congratulations!.. Well, have everything Ok!


Pause.

NESMELIY. Give a gift, blockhead!

KOSTYA. Gift – afterwards. Nina, you… put on this dress.

NINA. Now?

KOSTYA. We’ll turn.

NINA. Ok. I’m behind the screen!


Takes a dress, goes behind the screen.

NESMELIY. You’ve good thought up. Good lad, “Spinoza”!

KOSTYA. Colonel, something has happened. Something has happened with her.

NASMELIY. Hey, what?
KOSTYA. I feel. She’s a secretive woman, but today has something happen. Just look!


Pause.

NESMELIY. /Brushes away from unpleasant thoughts/. Enough! What could happen? /Whispers/. She has only one care – to find a daughter! Maybe, she was told something? Don’t bore with your stupid questions now. If she wants – she would tell.


Nina gets out from the screen. She goes like a model on a podium.

NINA. How is?

NESMELIY. No comments.

NINA. Kostya, do you like?

KOSTYA. Beautiful!.. Maybe, let’s go to the table?
NINA. Yes, let’s go! May I get undressed? Not to make it dirty.

NESMELIY. /Takes care of her/. And we put a napkin on knees. Look on “Spinoza’s” setting? Paris, ha?

KOSTYA /Fills liquor-glasses/. So, colonel, your first toast, you can speak beautifully. 
NESMELIY. Well, let’s start a solemn part of our action. Dear Nina! Dear and loved Nina! I don’t remember how long have we known each other.

NINA. Four years. When I returned from Italy, remember?

NESMELIY. Exactly! And I say, that we’ve known each other an eternity. That’s why a contact with such wonderful woman how you are cleans up our rusty souls, swabs it by a quietness and a confidence. And I lift this glass for your Birthday, I wish you to become finally a happy woman. And if you need a life of modest colonel – just order! Let be a death for me if even one drop will be left in this glass!
NINA. Thank you, Mikhail Ivanovich!

NESMELIY. Nina, today without name and patronymic. How much must I say?

KOSTYA. Your rank upsets her.

NESMELIY. Really?

NINA. In some sense…

NESMELIY. Enough! I demote myself! I’m a soldier! A first year toiler! Say to me “Misha” and let’s drink a loving cup!

KOSTYA. Firstly you must drink in that way and then say “you”.

NESMELIY. I adore “Spinoza” because he knows everything. It seems, that he works in a library, but not on a scramble.


He fills a liquor-glass by a vodka and gives it to Nina. They drink a loving cup. Then kiss awkwardly.

NINA. Thank you, Mikhail Ivanovich!

NESMELIY /Yells/. Misha! Mi-sha! I asked you!

NINA. Well, Ok… Misha! I need to get accustomed. Thank you, guys, thank you for everything.

NESMELIY / He’s very complacent, even kisses Nina in a cheek/. You, thank you, Ninulya! I will call you Ninulya! Eh, good! “Spinoza”, say! Your turn!
KOSTYA. Nina… Dear Nina!.. Wait, first a gift!



He gets a phonograph record, puts it on a player. Sounds the same music like in Chesare’s house. Nina petrifies. 

You said somehow, that several hours in your life you was happy and in that time this song sounded. Well…


Pause.

NESMELIY. How about drinking?

NINA. /With tears/. Thank you, Kostik!

NESMELIY. Well? Why you? Crybabies. Really, a good song! By the way it’s everything all right with Italian art.
KOSTYA. Keep quiet!

NINA /Nervously/. Thank you, guys! For great evening, for gifts. I’m really happy today! Very happy!

KOSTYA /Hastily/. Let’s drink, Nina!

NESMELIY. Let her talking! We’ll drink the third, for women. Say, Ninulya!

NINA. I’m happy. Because today I found my daughter. And then I was raped. What else does a woman need for real happiness?

NESMELIY. Are… you… jesting?

KOSTYA. You found Natasha?

NESMELIY. Who? Who did rape you?!


Pause.

NINA. Guys… let’s drink!


Drinks at one gulp.
The end of Scene III
Scene IV



The same situation after two hours. KOSTYA and NINA.

NINA. She even didn’t go somewhere from the city. Maybe, she hundred times went through my tent.

KOSTYA. And what does she say?

NINA. Nothing. While I was in a prison in Italy, mother dead, a flat was withdrew. Mother was forced to sign some paper before death. She was trustful. Afterwards she understood that was defrauded, the heart didn’t bear. Natasha was with a second aunt. God knows what happened, I don’t know good that kinsfolk, but Natasha run away. She gallivanted in cellars, on lofts. I couldn’t even imagine, that there are so many waifs in our country!
KOSTYA. What do doctors say?

NINA. They keep quiet. Natasha didn’t recognize me. They cease to feel, to recognize, to rejoice, to suffer. All life comply with one: to get the next dose.

KOSTYA. How old is she? Fifteen?

NINA. Fourteen…The most terrible, Kostik, is that I can’t cry. I want – but can’t. Everything is frostbitten inside!.. A girl lies on a bed, in a dirty rags, a flat is full of smoked and hyped juveniles. A menagerie!... I look at her – it’s my, dear! – but can’t cry.
KOSTYA. Oh, God! What did they say in a hospital?!
NINA. That she will regain consciousness and run away. Such people is brought him every day!
KOSTYA. Drug addicts are cured. Are cured!

NINA. It’s late. The doctor said it was the last stage. I wanted to stay at hospital. I was given an hour. I sit, keep her hand and she feels nothing. Sleeps – and does not. Looks at me. Looks past, indifferently… I’ve searched her so long!..

KOSTYA. Don’t surrender! When you think about something bad – it comes. Think about good. We’ll find money, find doctors, extrasenses, we’ll cure her!
NINA. Strange, that you are not maimed by life! You still believe in something.

KOSTYA. A man maims himself.

NINA. Does a former engineer say that?

KOSTYA. Who digs in a garbage cans? Say, it’s not a shame for me! When so many indifferent sheep are in one country, always a shepherd will be found. Phooey, shit! Me too!

NINA. Don’t you know why do people talk so much about policy?
KOSTYA. They are treated so. If to reprimand – always would be better. You can charge everything on policy. It’s like to say something obscene. It removes stress. Did you find Natasha accidentally?

NINA. Misha’s boss gave me an address. Pasynok. I didn’t want Mikhail Ivanovich to know, that this whelp liked me. A boss bored me every day: ”Give yourself him!” And I’m, what, a duty giver? Let him go to fifteenth row, where cafes are and for ten get all the pleasures immediately… He somehow heard about Natasha, that I’d searched her – it’s a fair even so, it’s impossible to hide something! Yesterday he came, showed me a photo. “Your?” – asked. I was stunned. “Do you want an address?”.. Well, I faded. For the sake of such you would plough not even legs, but a soul!.. 
KOSTYA. Misha guessed it!

NINA. He’s asked me about a lieutenant long ago. Molests – or don’t. A cop’s scent!

KOSTYA. He would peel his mug today.

NINA. Fool! He will be banish without a pension.

KOSTYA. He’s without a brake. He was contused on a war.

NINA. What war?

KOSTYA. Such people, like Misha, always find their war!

NINA. God, can’t wage war!


Pause.

KOSTYA. Nina… What have you decided?

NINA. What are you talking about?

KOSTYA. Marry me. If you want – let’s endorse.
NINA. Endorse on what? I don’t have even a passport. It disappeared with mom’s junk. I live illegal in my country. With a reference from militia. Funny.

KOSTYA. And I was banished from house by my wife seven years ago. She said, that I was a looser. Our plant was closed that year, I couldn’t find a work. Then starter to drink and when I sold all my belongings, turned out to be without a dwelling.
NINA. You’ve told me about it,

KOSTYA. When I saw you… When we got acquainted, I thought, that the life hadn’t ended, I can try once more. I like you.
NINA. Kostya, let it be without love, Ok? It’s nauseating, when I hear it. When somebody tells me about love, some filth will happen without fall. You’re good, kind, but I don’t need it. When I searched my Natasha, then was some sense, and now?.. I’ll stand on my fair twenty years more, in a snow, rain, heat, will get a heap of illnesses, a state will give a pension to die slowly. Understand? I don’t exist! I am deleted from the life! I am nobody! A crowd! We aren’t asked about our life, they steal our children, job, flats, they recall us once in four years to steal our votes, because we are illegal persons, who live in one enormous garbage scramble! We can’t stop, we can’t without our garbage pit, because a halitosis replaces a clean air for us. What will we do if in the world appear a kindness, a probity, a honesty? We’ll die! Because we don’t remember how to use it all.
KOSTYA. You’ve just become broken.
NINA. I’m tired, Kostya!

KOSTYA. Do not, you hear? Do not! I understand: it’s because of Natasha. I’ll find who, where and when was treated, who was been helped. We’ll find clinics’ addresses. I heard that some medicine was found!.. How many it costs!..
NINA, I want to believe and afraid! My wings have been cut so many times. 

KOSTYA. Are you talking about Italy?

NINA. About Italy too. There was some zeal there – to earn more money. For Natasha’s dowry. To start a new life. I abandoned to everything, accumulated money. I wanted to earn five thousand, to come and live like a queen! To hook a serious man, to live like people live! I earned…
KOSTYA. Someone married in Italy.

NINA. The climate is good. It promotes.

KOSTYA. Did you have a man there?

NINA. Kostya, I’m not a girl.

KOSTYA. Sorry, I’m about other.

NINA. And people say that women are curious! I had a love story. Three days. His name was Chesare. Funny like a child! / Not without pride/. I was his first woman. He was kind, gentile. Well, I faded… And in three days his friend – by a knife! No! I don’t want to recall!
KOSTYA. I would find you! /After pause/. Move to me. And let’s bging Natasha here from a hospital. I’ll whiten a small room, put a bed there. She’ll be with our care. What will you do in your container?
NINA. I can’t return to a fair now. Misha, probably, has beaten my boss.

KOSTYA. Misha likes you too.

NINA. How old are you, Kostya?

KOSTYA. What, am I like a boy?

NINA. Yes.

KOSTYA. So, will you move?

NINA. I’ve already done it… What are you looking so? No, I don’t jest. Here are my belongings. /Tries to smile/. We’ll drop anchor. But just one condition: less talks about love. Nowadays beautiful words cause a suspicion.
KOSTYA. Nina… Nina…

NINA. I’ll go away.

KOSTYA /After pause/. We need to inform a colonel. He’s wanted to make an offer to you too. We agreed that everything had to be honestly. Who would be chosen by you!..

NINA /laughs/. My admirers! Somebody had fought for me in Italy.

KOSTYA. It’s clear. 

NINA. What is clear?

KOSTYA. Nothing. I just believe, that everything will be Ok… Yesterday I was proposed to return on a plant. Germans bought actions, they invest big money. They promise to start in three months. I was there. A lot of cars, a huge construction site, they run, make a fuss. I plowed there twenty years, it’s all my. What if return there? A salary, of course, isn’t super, but it’s not the main thing! Do you hear me, Nina?
NINA. You think, it’s possible to treat Natasha? I don’t know, what would I give…

KOSTYA. Do you know what the strongest thing in the world is? Faith! Even lost people, cynics, everyone believes in something.

NINA. Kostya… embrace me! I want nothing now – nor past, neither future. I want like in a childhood. Do you remember the game “Stand still!” Say to me.

KOSTYA. Stand still!



They sit embraced. The steps rumbles and appears NESMELIY. He is in a colonel uniform, with an order planks. He silently goes to the table, fills a glass of vodka and drinks it at one gulp.

NESMELIY. Aren’t you bored?

KOSTYA. Where have you been?

NESMELIY. I’ve had some affairs!

KOSTYA. Have you beaten his mug?

NESMELIY. It’s not business of your. Well, have you talked, explained?

KOSTYA. There is some affair…

NESMELIY. Clear! Ok! /Fills glasses/. Well, my doves, for you, for your happiness, let it be everything Ok, like Raisa Ivanovna says!

Drinks at one gulp.

Hey, what? We have a holiday or what? Funeral?


Kostya and Nina indecisionly drink. 

NINA. Mikhail Iva…

NESMELIY. Stop! We drank a loving cup.

NINA. Misha, what have you done?

NESMELIY. Nothing especial. Just have shot off his eggs.

NINA. To whom?

NESMELIY. To whom I needed.

NINA. Have you killed Pasynok?!

NESMELIY. Why killed? I’ve told you: shot off a subject of first need. Take into account his age and we can say, that his life will be useless. What a life, when instead of sexual organs had left only eyes? I’ve, well, shot off with fingers!
NINA. Can you tell what has happened?!!

KOSTYA. He’s drunk… Wait, Nina, wait!..

NINA. Have you shot?! On a fair?!

KOSTYA. Nina, he’s drunk. Keep quiet!

NESMELIY. Why “drunk”? You’re an alcoholic yourself!.. Don’t worry, I’ve wanted to do it long ago! You think, I hadn’t known that he’d trampled a road to you? Nesmeliy has agents everywhere. They’ve left for that times!.. Do you know, where have I found this nit? Near your container. He drank with your boss and laughed like a stupid horse. Shared the impressions! Well, I approached, peacefully said: let’s leave, goat, have a talk. He said “fuck off”. Then I asked him head-on: what had you done with Nina, asshole? And he gets his instrument from the fly and starts to piss on my boots. And there is nothing in a statute about a lieutenant pissing on a colonel’s boots.


Pause.

NINA. What now? Are you mad?!!

KOSTYA /Gloomy/. You will be put in a prison. Now – will be.

NESMELIY. You know what a hurly-burly is there? The whole fair thinks that a racket’s started a redistribution. To be short, I’ve tangled everyone. So, Nina, you’ve decided right. Let’s drink and I’ll go to do “Hende Hoh!”
NINA. Enough!.. Kostya, we must do something!

NESMELIY. Do not do anything. I wouldn’t run from them like a rabbit. I’ll sit with you and then go yield. “Voluntary confession softens a punishment”.

NINA. Why do you cry? There is not any hopeless situation! Think, think! No to death!..

KOSTYA. Maybe, some extenuating circumstance is?

NESMELIY. Yes. For exact shot. I didn’t expect.

KOSTYA. No, I mean… here, you have many orders. Are they your?

NESMELIY. Yes, don’t worry. For Afghanistan and other feats. I have always been thrown in a hot places. Conflict people is pulled there, and I am a conflict man. It’s written in my last characteristic.
NINA. Enough! I know what to do!

NESMELIY. Guys, give me to drink, it will be not possible there.

NINA. Stop whine!.. I’ll go with you in militia. And will tell that Pasynok had raped me and you are my husband. We’re in a civil marriage. Kostya will go like a witness, with my girls. And you’d done it because of jealousy, in condition of, how it?..

KOSTYA /With a fallen voice/. In condition of fit…

NINA. Right, in this condition you’d shot. You hadn’t thought! Maybe, you even wouldn’t be judged. You’ll be banished from the work, so what! We wouldn’t gap.

NESMELIY. Good idea, but they will check! They will sniff everything!

NINA. And I move to you! Kostya… He’ll help to carry the belongings! Kostya! We will… talk afterwards!

NESMELIY. Thank you, but I can’t take such casualty.
NINA, What a casualty, idiot? They’ll put you in a prison on ten years!

NESMELIY. I don’t agree without love. 

NINA. Oh, God! You’ve bored me with your male love. /Yells/. I love you, I love! More than life! Are you blind?


Pause.

NESMELIY. And why have you wanted to live with him?

NINA. Because a woman lives not with that who loves, but with that who stings!

NESMELIY. Sworn!

NINA. To… that… Oh. man! Do what I say!

NESMELIY /Stands up, fastens buttons/. Thank you, Nina!.. For such words I’ll shoot all the reptiles! On surnames!


Nina and Kostya seat him down.

NINA /Tries to embrace Nesmeliy/. Why are you so anxious, Misha? It’s impossible…

NESMELIY. A character!.. I want to be kind, good, want to sit in pajamas near the TV, to watch a football, want you to fry cutlets in the kitchen, and tasty scent in a flat, and clamoring children in all rooms, their laughter and games wouldn’t disturb me! I want it all, but – a character! It’s all clear on a war. This is coward, this is a normal one, this is fool, and this – a good man, here are yours, there are enemies. I shot up a TV recently. Saw one kisser, he told lies so smoothly, now we’ll stand up, overdress and go to Europe. Fucking Susanin! So, I shot all the cartridge clip. Good, that it’s possible to buy patrons on a fair, because authorities give them on a receipt. I watch only a weather forecast now. They lie too, but do it so pleasantly.

NINA. Well, let’s go! But I will tell and you don’t argue.

NESMELIY. Nina, do you really… love? Me?...

NINA. I’ll beat you now! By a flatiron! On a head! Stupid nut!

NESMELIY. Do it! The whole life I’ve dreamed about a wife who would beat me. Women haven’t beaten me. I think, it’s pleasant. If I would be in a prison – will you wait for me?

NINA. I will, I will! And, Goodness sake, keep quiet there, do not argue.
NESMELIY. Yes, sir colonel! But let me drink!

NINA. We’ll return and drink.

NESMELIY. Return? I like people who believe in happy end. Americans do it beautifully. Kostya, don’t keep a malice on me.
NINA. Oh, God! Go, fiend!


NESMELIY goes upstairs. NINA goes behind him.

KOSTYA. Nina! I… I’ll find everything for Natasha, Don’t worry.

NINA. Thank you, Kostik!

KOSTYA. You… I’ll carry your belongings. Don’t worry.

NINA. Kostya! You’re strong. You’ll bear.

KOSTYA. Where can I go from a submarine!

NINA. Sorry. 



NINA runs after NESMELIY. KOSTYA strolls in a flat. He approaches to a player, puts a phonograph record in it, and an Italian song sounds in the room again. Kostya embraces his head by hands and listens it, it’s incomprehensibly – is he crying or thinking about something. He doesn’t here that somebody carefully comes downstairs. When the man stops on a last stair we can see CHESARE. He has a bag and a raincoat over his hand.
CHESARE. Bon giorno. Excuse me, may I come in?

KOSTYA. You’ve already done it. Who are you?

CHESARE. Chesare. Good eve-ning!

KOSTYA. An Italian?
CHESARE /With joy/. Yes, yes, Italiano!

KOSTYA. A-a, clear. Everything started from you.

CHESARE /Watchfully/. What started?

KOSTYA. The world history. An ancient Rome, Pontiy Pilat and others. Well, what are you standing? Sit!

CHESARE /Sits down/. Tha-nk yo-u! So, my visit here…

KOSTYA /Interrupts/. Would you drink?

CHESARE. A trace!

KOSTYA. It’s impossible. There isn’t such glass. Here you drink or do not. Hold the glass, Italy!

CHESARE. Tha-nk yo-u!

KOSTYA. Be happy! You speak in Russian well. Where have learned?

CHESARE. In a prison. For what do we drink?

KOSTYA /After pause/. For a singer of these songs.

CHESARE. Oh, Pavarotti! Grand artist! Do you know him?

KOSTYA. My best friend. We parted yesterday.


They drink. Chesare desperately waves by hands, searches water.
CHESARE. Wha-at is it? O-o-o!... Vodka?

KOSTYA. An alcohol. Me and colonel drank all vodka. Don’t worry, it’s clean alcohol. Medical. Hey, Italy, does someone treat drug addicts in your country?

CHESARE. Just have money! Do you want /Reads some paper/ “to ram a jamb’?

KOSTYA. I don’t smoke.

CHESARE. Who will we treat?

KOSTYA. You’ll know. My name is Kostya. Konstantin. There was an emperor with such name in your country.

CHESARE /Cautiously/. You know better.

KOSTYA. Well, for an acquaintance.

CHESARE. No-no, I’ll be drunk.

KOSTYA. Do you respect me?

CHESARE. Of course! I respect you very much!..

KOSTYA. So, what’s wrong?

CHESARE. What’s wrong? Wait, wait! I’ll recall!.. /With joy/. “A case is in a hat”!

KOSTYA. You’ve surprised!

CHESARE. I learned it in a prison! I was in it with your people! There are a lot of them in Italy. “With no talks”.

KOSTYA. Bandits?

CHESARE. Why bandits? An authoritative people.

KOSTYA. Solidly! Well, Italy, let’s drink for our love!



He drinks at one gulp. Chesare sends in his mouth burning liquid with closed eyes.
CHESARE. O-o-o! It’s Vesuvius!

KOSTYA. Goes well?

CHESARE. Aha. And what love we’ve drunk for? What have you meant?

KOSTYA. I’ve meant love. You came because of it, right?
CHESARE. How do you know?

KOSTYA. It’s written on your forehead. And what else can Italians search here? Business?

CHESARE. No, it’s dangerous here.

KOSTYA. And I say that love is the best investment.
CHESARE. I search a woman. Four years ago I had a woman. From your city. I felt in love like a boy. I lost my head! My best friend wanted to steal her.

KOSTYA. You needed to kill him.

CHESARE. I beaten him a little bit. By a knife. “Concretely”. I was put in a prison. On four years. I sat with your brothers there.

KOSTYA. I don’t have brothers.

CHESARE. No-no, they call themselves in such way. “Brother!” When I went out, they gave me a phone of authoritative man of your city, they said that he would do everything. He was put in a prison a month ago. Already here. Of course, I met with his business partners, but they said that now they /Looks in a paper/ “lie on a bottom and don’t make any noise”. They gave your address.
KOSTYA. My address?!

CHESARE. They said that… /Looks in a paper/. “vagrants” could help me. And their chief is Kostya – you.
KOSTYA. Who did give an address, Crooked Senya?

CHESARE. He doesn’t have one eye and there is a scar on whole face. Crooked on complection. Excuse me, but who the “vagrants” are?

KOSTYA. It’s a kind of business. Secondary conversion of a raw.

CHESARE /With a respect/. Good business. People make big money on it in Italy.

KOSTYA. Would you drink?

CHESARE. No-no, please, I can’t!

KOSTYA. Well, settle down. Nina may come.
CHESARE. Nina?! Oh, Madonna! I was correctly told that the vagrants knew everything! When may she come?

KOSTYA. I don’t know. Perhaps today, perhaps in a week.

CHESARE. In a week? Ok, I’ll be waiting, I’ve waited so long! Kostya, may I live here with you? I’ll pay! /Wants to get a wallet/. Two hundred would be enough?

KOSTYA. A friendship can’t be sold!

CHESARE. Oh! Am I your friend? So! I invite you in Italy! Live in my house as long as you want! I can organize a meeting with your colleagues, do you want to create joint business?

KOSTYA. No, thank you! It’s necessary to pay a tax there.
CHESARE. And why does Nina come here?

KOSTYA /After pause/. To get warm!

CHESARE. Yes, it’s cold here! Is a such weather always here? You know, Kostya, I have a daughter here. But I have never seen her. She’s very beautiful and clever. It’s good, isn’t it?
KOSTYA. How old is she? Fourteen?

CHESARE. Wait! /He counts something on fingers/. Yes, fourteen. A bride almost! I want to see her so much. I have a gift to her. /Shows/. It’s my mother’s gold cross. And for Nina I have a family ring. Would she like it, what do you think?
KOSTYA. She would. Can you really organize someone’s treatment from drug addiction? Don’t worry about money.

CHESARE. It will be done! People who I was in a prison with can hold up all the professors. “Four from the side and nobody yours”! /Looks on a watch/. Where does Nina live? May I go to her?

KOSTYA. You’ll be lost. Sit and wait.

CHESARE /After pause/. She even doesn’t know that my mother dead. Poor mommy, she wanted me to get married so much!.. Are you sure that Nina will come even in week?

KOSTYA. What’s a difference – a week, a month! When you love, time doesn’t mean anything.
CHESARE. Yes, sure! Love is the whole life!.. I’ve waited her so long! Ah, come whatever may! Fill the glass, amigo!

KOSTYA. My countrymen prepared you perfectly. /Fills glasses/. What is a term of your visa?

CHESARE. I’m without visa! I couldn’t wait! I missed Nina so much! She’s so beautiful, isn’t she?.. I came by a bus with your illegals. I was pelted with some boxes, I gave one hundred dollars on a border and – hello, I’m here! There is “a window” on your border. It’s also good business. In general, you have a rich country. There are a lot of fairs, everybody sells something, buys. It’s good, when people have money. I don’t understand why do your ministers come in our country and beg, beg! Well, Kostya! /Recalls/. “Be healthy, don’t cough!”


Chesare drinks, but doesn’t wry, he drinks deftly, at one gulp, then nips a piece of bread.
KOSTYA. Eat salo.

CHESARE. Where is salo? Where?! O-o-o, Madonna! Nina had a piece of it, it was a dream! /Eats for both cheeks/. We, Italians, understand in meal better than everyone! A meal and a football were thought up by Italians. You have good country too, but there are a lot of bad roads here. I beaten off my ass in a bus. Oh, Kostya! I’ve wanted to ask: why do they have so gloomy faces?

KOSTYA. We think. 

CHESARE. Think, please, but why don’t you smile? Why don’t you rejoice the life?

KOSTYA. Is there any reason?

CHESARE. Of course! You have salo, you have Kiev “Dynamo”, you have Shevchenko! Nina said, that there was a roe more than a dirt! And finally, you have your women! You can’t imagine what have they done with Italy! We had capitulated with any shot! We, proud descendants of Julius Caesar, we had collapsed on knees and forgotten our history. We undisturbedly had eaten spaghetti, drunk cianti, torn the hair when Italian team had been loosing some Brazilians, and – suddenly! The sun had become shining brightly! The sea had become warmer! The strikes had stopped! National product had been grown on seven percents. Why? The goddesses had descend on earth! Hundreds, thousands of alive goddesses! They can do everything – to love, to wipe, to boil, to give birth, they breathed a life inside of us, they made us men! They always hurry to help somebody! They rescue this mad world! Why don’t you write poems about them? Why don’t you kill each other for them? Are you blind? When I said that I was going to my sweetheart, the whole prison accompanied me! The whole prison sang an Italian anthem! /Tries to sing an anthem/. Well, Kostya! I want to drink for your country. I stand!

KOSTYA. What a pity that you’re an illegal. You could be a honorable council. There is some deficit of patriots in our country!

CHESARE. It’s dream! God, I’m here! And I’ll see Nina! Even if she had forgotten me – never mind!.. I know what is to wait and to love. Love and wait. you must fall in love, Kostya, and then you’ll think about nothing: who are you, where are you… Fill my glass, friend!

KOSTYA. No, Chesare. We will not drink anymore. Enough!

CHESARE. But what will we do?

KOSTYA. Listen to the music.

CHESARE. And wait for Nina!

KOSTYA. Right, Italy! We’ll wait for Nina. Do you know what can we do for the best? To wait.


And again sounds music. They listen it each with his feeling: Chesare is a little bit drunk, glad, rocking, and Kostya – hides his face in palms.

THE END
NOTES
1. Russian analogue of English word “whore” begins on letter “b” (“blyad”).

2. A kind of meat, very popular in Ukraine. It’s a layer of pig’s fat.

3. A form of patronymic in Russian.

4. The word “vagrant” is an analogue of Russian word, that sounds like “bomzh”. It means a man without definite place of living.

5. Hryvnya is an Ukrainian money.

6. It’s a name and a patronymic of Mr. Stalin.
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