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1. THE INVALID FOR LIFE

Sidor Konyagin, the owner of the house

Alevtina Konyagina, his wife.

Larisa Bubentsova, a social worker.

A country-house on the outskirts. A cow is bellowing in the yard, goats are bleating, pigs and hens are running. Larisa Bubentsova (quite pretty woman at the age of thirty … er… five) has just taken up a position as a social worker and now she’s delivering disability benefits to nonambulant people. A blooming man of fifty opens the door on her knocking. He’s a leather blood-stained apron on. He’s just stuck a pig. 

BUBENTSOVA. Does Sidor Konyagin reside here?

KONYAGIN. Here, here. Come in, darling.

… I’ll be back in a minute!..  Excuse me, what’s the matter?

BUBENTSOVA. I’ve brought a disability benefit for him.

KONYAGIN. But where is Mikhal Borisych?

BUBENTSOVA. Mikhail Borisovich was dismissed… A case was built against him…  

KONYAGIN. (flinging up his hands) … You don’t say?! … So, he was at a fault!... Heh, pity… A good man he was…

… Alevtina!.. Alevtina!.. Bring the sack for the government here!.. I’m sorry, can I dignify you by the name of…

BUBENTSOVA. Larisa Igorevna, junior specialist.

KONYAGIN. Very good!.. Lovely!.. Will you partake of the food with us? Countrylike, so to say…

    Alevtina!.. What’s taking you so long?!.. 

Alevtina, with an effort, brings in a ponderous sack. 
KONYAGIN. (He takes the sack from his wife) …Lay the table. Chop-chop! (To Bubentsova) …Here it is.

BUBENTSOVA. What?

KONYAGIN. Fresh pork, chicken, tomatoes, all kinds of greenery, young potatoes… Horseradish.

BUBENTSOVA. …What horseradish? Where is Sidor Konyagin? …Wait. So are you Konyagin?

KONYAGIN. …Thus, to some extent, I am…

BUBENTSOVA. But… how? … But how can it be?...

Here it’s written – the invalid. No forearms, no right leg to the very… to the very ribs… Cranial trauma with implications for excitatory system and supporting-motor apparatus. Pneumonia, glaucoma. There is a photo attached here. Is it you on it?

KONYAGIN. …Me. Pasha Ziggelman took it, a local photographer. All in all, I don’t like this nation, don’t know why… But I loved him with all my soul. When he took that photo – he just took my fancy. Wanna - he said - me take out your eye in addition? Professional, creep.  

BUBENTSOVA. Are you serious…? Do you know what comes next? You… you’re just deceiving your state.

KONYAGIN. Do not touch my home state. You’re a new person here, while I, may be said, have laid down all my health for it.

Alevtina!... Bring the documents here! There is even an honorary certificate from Nikita Khrushev’s brother-in-law himself.

       Stay out! I’m too old to be caught with chaff!... I’ve got all necessary certificates!... (Alevtina willingly gives the documents to him) Right, Alevtina. Here it is. This is the contusion. This is the trauma. This is the leg. The forearms, the head, you see. Look, look at it. Everything’s marked.

BUBENTSOVA. …But here are your forearms…

KONYAGIN. …But on paper?...

BUBENTSOVA. It’s just some nonsense!... For such things, I don’t know, you must be on trial!... Children are starving in this country, teachers, doctors, civil cervants…

ALEVTINA. So we are! 

… Don’t frighten!.. We’re not so easily scared!... It’s not 1937 now.

KONYAGIN. Don’t barge in, Alevtina!... Larisa Igorevna is a young specialist, junior, she’ll catch up with it. Will you? (He moves the sack closer to Bubentsova)

BUBENTSOVA. …Whaat??? I’ll write it up. I’ll go to ministry. Let me out of here right now! 

KONYAGIN. (Stands in the doorway) …You won’t go.

   …You, European randy!! Damn muckcraker!...

… Say – what do you need? 

BUBENTSOVA. What I need… I need the invalid!... Real. Not on paper. With no forearms and legs… 

KONYAGIN. So, invalid!... Alevtina!... Bring the ax!... Bring the ax, fool!...   

ALEVTINA. …What’s with you, Sidor?...

KONYAGIN. Bring the ax, fool, before I do away with you.

Alevtina runs away.
BUBENTSOVA. … Wh-wh-what?... What you gonna do?

KONYAGIN. Anon!... You’ll see!... There’s no truth in our state. Pen pushers messed everything up. What have we come to! Even in stamps they don’t believe.

  Alevtina comes back with the ax.  
BUBENTSOVA. (Sobbing) …Mummy…

Konyagin grabs the ax. Brandishes it in front of Bubentsova’s nose.
KONYAGIN. Hack!!!... Hack, I say!!!... (He thrusts the ax into the table)

BUBENTSOVA. …Whaat???...

KONYAGIN. …Hack, you, pen pusher!... Hack as it’s written!... To the elbow!... 

    Alka!!!... Prepare the rags!... You’ll be wrapping the stumps!...

ALEVTINA. (Howling)   Ooh, you my breadwinner!...  What are you leaving me for?... What a rogue has come in our house?... I’d poke out her rotten eyes!... Oh dear Sidorushka! My darling!!!...

Konyagin foists the ax into Bubentsova’s hands.
KONYAGIN. Hold the ax or I’ll hack you myself…

Bubentsova, blinking, holds the ax. 
KONYAGIN. …Hack!!!...

ALEVTINA. (Sobbing) …Murderer!!!...

Bubentsova faints away. Konyagin and Alevtina look at each other.
KONYAGIN. Go bring salmiac. Make it stiffer.

    Alevtina comes up to Bubentsova and brings the salmiac to her nose. She comes to her senses. Alevtina strokes her hair.
ALEVTINA. … How are you, sweetheart?... What a thing to do!... 

… Here, eat some pelmeni. We’ve got nice, home ones…

(She’s shoving a fork with pelmeni in her mouth.)                                                
      … Have you got babies?

BUBENTSOVA. (Weeping) … Two…

ALEVTINA. … And salary’s not so high, I’m afraid? Buy meat on the market?

BUBENTSOVA. … Uh-huh…

ALEVTINA. While here are fresh, home. We’ll have stuck the heifer by this fall… I’ll set the best pieces aside for you. And our tomatoes are known throughout the neighborhood. Sweet!...

     … Here, check it out. Sweet?... (Pushing a tomato in her mouth)

BUBENTSOVA. …Sweet….

ALEVTINA. Do you like it?... I’ll fetch more, right from the bush.

… You don’t be shy, drop in if anything. Just for no reason, like friends – when passing, come in. Have a cup of tea or milk…

KONYAGIN. … The sack is too heavy… You’ve no chance to carry it… I’ll take it right to your house… Don’t worry about this. With these hands. (Shows his powerful arms, catches himself and hides his arms) … Hrmph… Sorry…

ALEVTINA. Do you wanna some strawberry brandy?... You’re shaking all over.

BUBENTSOVA. … I don’t drink… (Alevtina pours a pony brandy into her mouth, almost by force)      
ALEVTINA. Fine girl. I like you so much. When I saw you I just thought – “we’ll become friends”.

 … So, what’s to do if our state has got so much of rotten people?... There’s nothing to do. They’ll mend…

KONYAGIN. Where should I sign, Larisa Igorevna? What bills do you have?... We’ll find the change, don’t worry.

 Bubentsova limply pull out the list and the money.
KONYAGIN. That’s a dear…  That’s we met…

… You have a nice job, Larisa Igorevna. Close to people, to their expectancy. Holy cause, in a manner of speaking.                                                   

    … Your address, be so kind… I’ll bring the sack when it’s dark and cool… And I’ll add some horseradish!... Horseradish, you know, is so nice for salt pickling! … 

 He shows her the door.

KONYAGIN. Oh, yeah! I nearly forgot… Larisa Igorevna!... Let me speak with you friendly, cousinly. People say, large families are entitled to new benefits. Our benefactress, please, don’t forget about us!...

BUBENTSOVA.  … Have you got many children?...

ALEVTINA. We’ll churn them out!... On paper – as many as you like! 

KONYAGIN. (Tenderly fastens eyes on Bubentsova). Sure. Why not, … for us, for invalids?... Today we start.        

2. THE MUMSIE WITH A LORGNETTE                                                                
Maxim Belenkiy, a civil cervant

Nataly Goloborodova, a lonely lady of 40

Nadezhda Leopoldovna, her mother
A typical one-room-“Khrushchev-era”-flat. The corner is fenced off with drawn curtains, the mother’s sleeping behind them. The furnishing of the room is quite… meager. Alack.

Belenkiy and Goloborodova almost flew into the room on the wings of love.   
NATALY. (Excited and perplexed simultaneously, with a bunch of flowers in her hands) … Maxim, it is so unexpectedly!... We just met – and straight to me!... Please, take a sit here… (She sits him down; then she peers behind the curtains, so as Belenkiy wouldn’t notice, and makes certain that the mother’s sleeping)
… I didn’t count on it… It’s so untidy here… And all that… You’re so persistent! So persistent!... The restaurant was pretty nice, wasn’t it?... Ah, flowers! A weakness of mine!...

MAXIM. (Takes his suit off, loosens the tie) … Nataly, dear! All flowers of the world will be yours! … (Pulls out a bottle of champagne from a briefcase and puts it on a coffee table; doesn’t know where to put his briefcase) … You know, there are documents of much value here… Work, work twenty-four hours a day… Even Japanese never dreamed…

… Seize the moment for a rendezvous with the Fair Lady – and again into the deep end of business… Danger, risk, constant se… erm… stress!... (Pulls out a gas gun from a pocket) … Don’t be afraid. It’s gas! … My head costs so much… (Examining the photo of a boy on the table) … Son?... 

NATALY. … Son… Timur… At summer camp… Quiet boy…

MAXIM. And father?... Though, it’s obvious. I identify single women at a glance. Without mistake.

… So!.. Raise glasses to our love?... Ah, you are so far from me! … Almost lyrics…

They drink.     
MAXIM. … It’s so hot here … (Takes his shirt off)
NATALY. (Embarrassed) What’re you doing, Maxim Leonidiovich? … Really! I don’t know…

MAXIM. But what? … It’s hot! … And, all in all, I like to drink champagne in a bed.

He takes off his shoes and socks.
MAXIM. …Have you ever been to … Canaries?...

NATALY. …No… Certainly not…

MAXIM. The day comes, and I’ll take you far away from here… Somewhere to Canaries… or Florida… Miami Beach!... (Pours them champagne and moves closer to Nataly)
… The sun is hot, the salt water of the Atlantic! … I’ll take a yacht… - no, pleasure boat’s better! – and we’ll split along right to the ocean!... Around us -  dolphins, sharks!... Ahead, on the horizon – looming Cuba!... Coast Guard are in panic!... But we’re happy, we’re drunk from our freedom!...

NATALY. My God! … So nice…

He touches her on the blouse.

MAXIM. Is it cotton or silk?...

NATALY. (Embarrassed) Not so fast, Maxim… Not so fast…

MAXIM. …Buttoned?... With poppers?...

… Oh, I’m a romantic, Natusya!.. You’ll feel it at once. We gonna have a wonderful evening and a miraculous night.

NATALY. Do you want to stay here, with me?

MAXIM. Forever. And only with you.

NATALY. But where is your home?...

MAXIM. I have no home… I have only a briefcase, a gas gun and you, my star.

NATALY. (Timidly) …But the ring?...

MAXIM. I eloped, I left my wife for you.

NATALY. But we met two hours ago.

MAXIM. Now I’m yours forever. (Kneels at the feet of her) Put out my passion, otherwise I’ll burn in my own fire.

Suddenly his eyes rest on the lorgnette that sticks out from the curtains.

Maxim stays put, then jumps to his feet, rushes to the curtains and peaks them out.

Nataly’s mother’s sitting on the bed behind the curtains, the lorgnette in her hands.   
MOTHER. Morning, comrade.

MAXIM. (Shocked)… M-m-m-morning…

MOTHER. (Courtly offers her hand) Nadezhda Leopoldovna.

MAXIM. M-maxim Leonidivich…

MOTHER. (Without coming his hand away) … You’re not from cultural and educational circle, by any chance?...

MAXIM. (Trying to free his hand) … N-no…

MOTHER. (Without letting him free) … Pity. There was a time when two sweet young men from that circle hung me round… Admirers of Mayakovski!...

  … Legs got numb… Old enough, you know… Carry me, please, to the water closet!... It’s a pleasure to carry a woman in your arms, isn’t it?...  

NATALY. Mum!!!... What are you talking about? … Maxim Leonidovich is my guest…

MOTHER. But what am I saying? It’s not my fault that my legs refuse to go. I just ask that… (Examining Maxim through the lorgnette) … courteous young man to help me. What’s the big deal?...

She climbs on his arms, almost by force.
MOTHER. All women love when they’re carried shoulder high… But it happens with me more and more rarely…  Do not stop dead!... It’s there…

NATALY. (Points embarrassedly) … There…

Maxim carries Mother to the lavatory. Comes back. Walks about the room.

Grabs the shirt, the shoes, the coat and the brief case. Sits down.

Nataly, shaking all over, looks at him. There is a sound of flushed water.
MOTHER. Young man!... Takes me back!... Where are you?...

Maxim furiously rushes to the lavatory and quickly carries Mother back.  
MOTHER. Not so fast, please!... Let me enjoy it.

NATALY. What’s with you, mum? Why are you doing this?

MOTHER. (Finding herself in a bed) Thank you kindly. Go on, the young. I won’t bother you. I must sleep, as I’ve taken sedatives… Draw the curtains, please.   

Maxim draws the curtains.
NATALY. Maxim Leonidovich… I beg you, don’t be mad at me. Why?... Why are you distressing yourself so?

MAXIM. (Annoyed) Why didn’t you say that there was also your mumsie in the room?!...

NATALY. I meant well… Mum always sleep so soundly… Then, you heard it, she took her pills… Now – she’s already fallen asleep…

A peaceful snoring of Mother is heard. It completely confuses Maxim.

NATALY. I beg you, stay with me… Let’s go back to Canaries. Let’s have a drink?... (She pours them champagne herself)
MAXIM. Is she really sleeping?...

NATALY. Dead above the ears.

MAXIM. (Nervously) Yes… Should have a drink.

They drink.
MAXIM. … Okay… Let’s forget it! … Natusya! It’s even more romantic now. (Laughing) “Comrade, you are not from social circle?” Ha-ha! … Funny Mumsie. Lovely Mumsie.

NATALY. It’s nice that you liked her.

Maxim hugs Nataly, unbuttons her blouse.  
MAXIM. Vine turns my head… You turn my head … I can’t dam up my feelings….
The snoring behind the curtains doesn’t cease. But the lorgnette again sticks out from the curtains.

Maxim, setting Nataly on to the sofa, accidentally raises his eyes and… sees the lorgnette, directed at him, again. 

He rises with a spring, rushes to the curtains and peaks them out.

Mother is sitting on the bed, snoring melodiously and looking in the lorgnette.
MOTHER. (Calmly) … I can’t get to sleep. Insomnia. You, young man, have you got insomnia?

Maxim starts running about the room, shouting something inarticulate. 

NATALY. (Shout) Mum! How dare you? You’re breaking my life!

MOTHER. Stop shouting at your mother! If his feelings are serious, he’ll stomach it all. I didn’t bother you…

… And then. Shouldn’t I know who’s going to marry my daughter?

MAXIM. Mumsie!!!... God Forbid! … Who’s gonna marry here? (Clutches his head) O-o-o… I’m off!... (Rushes into the armchair)
NATALY. (Crying) Mum!!! … I beg you!...

MOTHER. (Offended) What’ve I done? ... I even snored…

    Young man! Go, you explain to her.

MAXIM. (Shrieking) Enough!... Stop it!...

NATALY. (Desperately) Mum!!!... Maxim Leonidovich!!! …

  (Crying) …Maxim Leonidovich! ... Yes. Really, I think, you’d better go now…

MAXIM. …What?... But where would I go?... Outside – it’s cold, night. For wife – I’m on business. It’s too late for a hotel. And I haven’t a bean after dinner with you!... No, thanks, I’m staying the night here.

MOTHER. That’s a boy! Pour me some champagne too.

She sees that no one’s pouring her anything; she does it herself.
MOTHER. Fine fellow, Max. That’s right. You started it, and you are to finish. Decided to get married – go, get married!... Here’s my, Mother’s, blessing.

MAXIM. Why have you, Mumsie, stuck to me like a burr?!... I’m here like at a railway station… Just to wait through the night….

MOTHER. Excuse me! Did you tell her about Canaries?... Have you turned the girl’s head?... She’s given you all her maiden pride!

NATALY. Mum!!!

MOTHER. Chuck it, Natashka.

MAXIM. What maiden pride do you mean? She has a son at the summer camp.

MOTHER. That’s beside the point.

Suddenly Maxim’s passport turns out to be in her hands, she managed to fish it out from his coat indistinctly on the hop.

MOTHER. So, let’s have a look!... No children… One wife… We’ll divorce… Address: Kosmonavtov street, 15…

MAXIM. This is my passport!... What’re you doing?... Give it back!...

MOTHER. Take that!... My sister in law lives near there… Actually, I’m going to visit her tomorrow… And I’ll visit your wife as well… I’ll tell her, that you’re divorcing and moving to our house.    
MAXIM. … But… how dare you meddle in my interior life?...

MOTHER. But what? You clapped dish at the wrong woman’s door… You thought to have a lark, swallow champagne, break the life and say goodbye, didn’t you, ah?

MAXIM. (Sobbing) Please listen…Have mercy… Let me go… I don’t want to get married… My father-in-law will kick me out of the house and bring me to court.

MOTHER. And he’ll be absolutely right… Can’t believe it, you’re an adoptee there as well…

NATALY. (Sobbing) Mum, let him go. You see, he doesn’t want to marry me.

MOTHER. (Grumbling) …Doesn’t want… Nice song… Not long ago he wanted. Where will you find one who wants, fool? 

Will you become a lover, Nataly?... May be, a keptie?... 

NATALY. Mum!!!... Don’t disgrace me, please.

MOTHER. What can you expect from him then?...

       …At least, put your shirt on, a shameless man.

MAXIM. (Putting the shirt on, rambling) …I work at the administration… In charge of the plant… Can get hold of buckets, pitch forks, rakes!... Ah?... Shovels.

MOTHER. Even a mangy sheep is good for a little wool.

    Look, Natashka, what gallants we have!... Kind of disabled. I remember those two from the cultural and educational circle – oh, my God, how they read Mayakovski, how they read… Rogues!... Night after night… (Embarrassedly) So, anyway…

    … Go, Maximka, put the kettle on. Insomnia. We’ll be drinking tea.

Nataly gives a sob.
MOTHER. (Calms her down) Don’t cry, Natashka. Don’t cry. Rakes? Okay, let it be rakes. None the less. Waste not, want not… Ah? Right?                                                                                               

3. THE ROTHSCHILD’s HEIR

Volodya Chugunov, a working man… or an unemployed man (it’s hard to say in recent days)

Verunchik, his wife, a sewer

Tanyukha, their neighbor, a tradeswoman, working at the market, almost “New Russian”

Tolyan, a friend of Chugunov’s

The action is taking place at a communal flat – in the kitchen, in the common hall and in the Chugunovs’ room.

It’s Sunday morning. Chugunov is lying on bed, groaning a little. Verunchik is looking for money in the china-cupboard.
CHUGUNOV. Oh-oh-oh!... Verunchik!... Stop fussing around, please, Verunchik!... I beg you, please, go, bring a small can of beer?... Oh-oh-oh…

VERA. Where’s the money? Here, in the butter dish, there was the money… Where?... Where is it?...

CHUGUNOV. Oh, Verunchik, for God’s sake!... You bought something… A blouse or a ring… Oh-oh-oh!... Beer, beer, please!...

VERA. (Hits the ceiling) A blouse?... A ring?... You drank all the money away! You drank it away!...

     … You’ve broken my life. You’ve made a crone from me. That’s it. Enough. (Grabs the suitcase and throws her threads into it) … I’m leaving you. I’m going to Mother.

CHUGUNOV. Flew up… Bah!... Have you lost money? I, may be, have lost my life! But I’m silent!... I married the shrew… Take it…  

       … Going away? Roll over! … Roll over! ... I wish you torture each other with your Mumsie.

VERA. (In the doorway) Layabout! 

CHUGUNOV. Bottled duck! … Look at yourself, a widow with the husband living…

Verunchik runs away. The door slams after her.
CHUGUNOV. Okay! ... It’s okay!... A man after forty is just in his prime. (Goes to the kitchen) … They’ll all flight at once at my whistle. Look at her! Reproached me for peanuts!!!

Chugunov dashes around the kitchen, then drinks from the tap.

Tanyukha comes in, a branded seductive dressing-gown is on her.         
TANYUKHA. Railed again?...

CHUGUNOV. I’ve kicked her away!... Basta!... That’s it!... I’m starting a new life, Tanyukha… A marriageable groom!... Take while the going is good.

TANYUKHA. Grooms like you are sold for scrap.

CHUGUNOV. Lend me some money, Tanyukh, ah? Give back on Saturday.

TANYUKHA. But what will happen on Saturday?... You’ll become a deputy?...

CHUGUNOV. Well, you never know what will happen… Verka may come back…

TANYUKHA. You know my rules. I do not give alms. Bug off, Chugunov! I should have my coffee.

CHUGUNOV. One more… Not a rotten apple in the bunch… Where do you all come from?

Chugunov goes back to his room. Throws himself on the sofa. Jumps to his feet. Goes around from corner to corner, like a blown jaguar. Grasps at the phone.
CHUGUNOV. (Speaking over the phone) … Tolyan, is it you?...  Feel sick?... Me too!... Mine went away… Completely… To her mother…. That’s it…. Neighbor at home… Come on, cover up for a friend!... Variant five, with a telegram… Okay?... I owe you one!... Only wrap your snoot with something, she mustn’t recognize you. 

He replaces the receiver. He lies down on the sofa. He tumbles. He waits. Tanyukha is drinking her coffee in the kitchen and doing her morning toilette. There is a newscast on TV.
CHUGUNOV. (Shouts from the sofa) Tanya, how they are in Indonesia?... Ah?... Elected someone or still shooting?... Tanyukha, why dummy up?... (Failed to wait until the answer, he turns towards the wall) … go to… Peace negotiations reached a deadlock…  

The doorbell rings. Tanyukha goes to the door. It’s Tolyan in the doorway. His face is twisted round with a scarf. 
TOLYAN. Postman. Telegram. Does mister Chugunov live here?

TANYUKHA. He’s my neighbor.

TOLYAN. Ah, whatever. Sign here. Take it. (Gives the telegram to her and slams the door)
TANYUKHA. (Reads the telegram out of curiosity) “MISTER CHUGUNOV STOP AUNT DIED QUEBECK CANADA STOP YOU ONLY HEIR TWO MILLION DOLLARS STOP FLY OUT IMMEDIATELY STOP BILLY CLARK NOTARY OFFICER QUEBECK ONTARIO SHAMPAGNE AVENUE SIX STOP” … 

She reads again. She understands. She becomes week in the knees. She sits down on a stool near the door. She has another read of the telegram.
CHUGUNOV. (Shouts from his room) Who’s there?...

TANYUKHA. (Perplexedly) …Erm… It’s to me… Neighbor… Knocked the wrong door… (She hurriedly goes to her room)
CHUGUNOV. Ah… (He turns back and keeps waiting)
A few dreary minutes go by. Chugunov’s lying on his bed. Tanyukha comes in and stops in the doorway, striking an advantageous pose. She has a pretty hot and tempting dress on. The room is being sweetened with the odour of delicate perfume.     
TANYUKHA. (Tenderly) Volodya!... Volodechka!... Are you sleeping?...

CHUGUNOV. I am.

TANYUKHA. What about Vera? Left you completely?

CHUGUNOV. Body and soul.

TANYUKHA. Oh, I’ll be right back!...

Almost in no time she appears with a tablecloth, plates and crystal wine-glasses. She quickly lays the table.

Brandy, champagne, vodka, black and red caviar, salads and appetizers arise on the table, as if the table-cloth weren’t simple but magic. 
TANYUKHA. (Keeps making preparations for meal) Volodya!... I’m a lonely woman. Feasts are so rare in my life. And I’ve never had a real man.

CHUGUNOV. (Sits down on the sofa, appraises the table, gulps) What about that Georgian with oranges?...

TANYUKHA. Well, first, he is from Baku… And then… You see, I wanna nestle up, heart to heart, talk about near and dear… But not about chebureki and tangerines…

CHUGUNOV. Mm-hm… I see…

TANYUKHA. Have a drink?... A bit of brandy, please…

CHUGUNOV. (Pours willingly) To?

TANYUKHA. To love, Volodya, to love!... To true love… That knocks you down at a glance… Sometimes, it seems… well, you see a man every day, but do not notice him… Such things do happen… 

… But one moment – boom! – all of a heap: - But here he is, your dear, close at hand, in neighborhoods! … Did that ever happen to you?...

CHUGUNOV. (With his mouth full) Often… It happens every time…

TANYUKHA. True, true… That’s what I’m talking about….

     … Have you ever loved, Volodya? ... True love?!... Such love, like in the movies – that you scream with passion and cats on the roof fall down to water shoots with fear. 

CHUGUNOV. True love?... Put caviar. Thicker, make it thicker. Is it Stolichnaya vodka? Okay. True love, you said?... Well no. Doubtfully. I’m not lucky with women. One left me. Another was left by me. And the third – well, you know her…

TANYUKHA. Volodya! But me?! … (Looks into his eyes)
CHUGUNOV. You are a passionate woman, phat… Not for the like of me…

TANYUKHA. But what if you won my heart?

CHUGUNOV. But Georgians?...

TANYUKHA. Throw them away!... Let us dance?...

Tanyukha turns on the music. They’re dancing a passionate tango.
TANYUKHA. I used to be an actress, Volodya… You don’t know about that. That’s history… I was the reigning beauty of the theatre. What directors ran after me! What engagements they offered! “Moscow – Paris, and further on”. But as a result – only “…further on”. Director – a jackass. Then I worked in a children’s theatre in one-horse town. You know, I played rabbits – jumped into the orchestra pit. But once I got out from it and told myself: - That’s enough!... And went to the market, to sell sunflower seeds.

   … Where are you going, Vova?...

Chugunov sits down the table. Pours vodka. Tipples. Takes head in hands.
CHUGUNOV. (With tears in his voice) … Everything’s gone, Tanyukha… Everything’s gone…

TANYUKHA. What’s gone, Volodya?...

CHUGUNOV. Weekend is gone.

TANYUKHA. Volodya, I wanna tell you one thing… It’s so hard… So tormenting… I don’t know…

CHUGUNOV. Do what’s hard while it’s easy…  Now we pour – say after this…

They pour vodka.
TANYUKHA. … Volodya, I love you… Will you marry me, please …

They drink.           

CHUGUNOV. Right away?...

TANYUKHA. Well, preferably, right away… (Drops her eyes) … The main thing in love is – timeliness, Volodya… You see, we are no longer in our first youth…

CHUGUNOV. Yeah, hell of daisies…

TANYUKHA. That’s what I’m saying… Don’t think that I’m faithless… No, I’m not… And in love I am…

CHUGUNOV. I know… I often heard through the wall… 

TAYUKHA. Kiss me, darling!... (She kisses him herself, lays his head down on her bosom) … Do you hear this?... My heart’s beating like mad…

    … Now, they say, all newlyweds make marriage settlements… Well, kinda, all husband’s property and all wife’s belongings are considered to be common, divided between…

CHUGUNOV. What should I divide? Three shirts, two ties…

TANYUKHA. (Heartily) All yours will be mine, and all mine – yours.

CHUGUNOV. Deal!... Blind men can judge no colours…

TANYUKHA. Kiss me again!... Hotter!...

The doorbell rings aggressively. Tanyukha goes to the door, upset. There is Tolyan at the door, “the postman”.
TANYUKHA. What do you want?...

TOLYAN. Tips, for the telegram. Chugunov promised. 

TANYUKHA. What tips?

TOLYAN. In due order. Call Chugunov.

TANYUKHA. Okay, okay… Don’t shout, please. Take it.

TOLYAN. Should I take it all?

TANYUKHA. Yeah. Now go away.

CHUGUNOV. (From the sofa) Who’s there again?...

TANYUKHA. It’s to me… A friend… (She elbows Tolyan out) I asked her to pop in tomorrow…

    (Comes back to Chugunov’s room) … Volodya! You know what I’ve got?... Two rings of pure gold… I bought them last fall off a gipsy… I kept them for the occasion… Let’s drink champagne to the engagement! And let’s put on the rings, like in truth.

CHUGUNOV. Is there any bridal veil in your trunk, by any chance? I would like it, with a veil…

TANYUKHA. Don’t fool the saint, Volodya…

They drink champagne brotherhood, and ring each other.

A long hot kiss. They hardly break apart.

… There is Verunchik in the doorway, stands mute with wonder, the suitcase in her hands.
VERA. …What is it?...

CHUGUNOV. …Engagement…

VERA. …Wh-what? Engagement?...

CHUGUNOV. Go, call the priest. You’ll be the fiancée’s mother.

VERA. Tanya, what’s happening here?...

TANYUKHA.  … Well… Why did you come back?... You split with him – and that’s it. And, on top of that, we’ve been loving each other for a long time…and… Volodya is my ideal.

VERA. Volodya’s what?

TANYUKHA. Ideal.

VERA. Volodya!... How so? … What’s for me?... What’s for us, Volodya?...

CHUGUNOV. Mother isn’t at home, is she?    

VERA. (Crying) I gave you everything… I looked after you like a nurse…

CHUGUNOV. You know what oppress me most in life? The ease with which women slop tears. Why are you always weeping?... You came, you didn’t make anything out – but you’re crying… Who knows, maybe, we’ll do it threesome?...

TANYUKHA. Threesome? How? 

CHUGUNOV. Well, probably, like Persian or Arabian…

TANYUKHA. Do you think what you’re talking about?...   

CHUGUNOV. Bother it! You’ve mixed me up. One’s roaring, another is growling. Sort it out to each other first, okay? …

     (Pours himself vodka) … Yeah, there would be the engagement, if not for the wife…
     (Drinks) I wish you’d put that veil on, Tanyukha…

The doorbell rings even more aggressively. Verunchik, crying, opens the door. Tolyan appears.
TOLYAN. (On seeing the luxurious table) Hi, folks! Spare three rubles!... Oh, my… Is it friendlily?... He’s stuffing himself with caviar and brandy while I’m gulping thin beer at the boozer… I should have buried my own aunt in Québec…     

CHUGUNOV. Oh, come on, Tolyan, sit down. Do I mind?... You got lost somewhere, didn’t come in… You’ll give away the bride… You see, I’m getting married… or divorced… I don’t understand yet…

Tolyan pours himself some brandy and tries to drink.
TANYUKHA. Just a moment… Tolyan?!... (She attempts to take the shot glass away from him) … Don’t you work at post office?...

TOLYAN. Sure… Coachman… O-o-o-o-p-s, sorry!... (Finally he manages to have a drink and gives the empty glass to Tanyukha)
TANYUKHA. But the telegram?...

VERA. What telegram?...

TANYUKHA. His aunt died in Quebec. She bestowed a fortune upon him… Two million dollars….

TOLYAN. At first, I wanted to write “twenty”…

CHUGUNOV. Too much… She wouldn’t have bitten it on… 

VERA. He has no aunt, really…   

TANYUKHA. How?

VERA. Yeah. No aunt. She’s never been.

TANYUKHA. … You dirty filthy scum!... Got pie-eyed?... I’ll tell Kazbec – he’ll kick all the caviar out of you, you, African asshole!...

VERA. Hey, you, stop yelling at my husband!... And all – get out from our home!...

TANYUKHA. (She ties the table-cloth with everything on it in a knot) …Your home?... My shed is better than your home…

CHUGUNOV. Tanyusha, should I hand in the ring?...

TANYUKHA. Give it here, Judas!...

She goes away with all her belongings.   
CHUGUNOV. (After her) Women! Mean, how mean you are!... Throw tantrums because of such trifles! Unlucky with Canada –  lucky with Greece or Switzerland… Big deal!...  Right, Vera?...

VERA. Go away!... Off you go! Both!... Go!

CHUGUNOV. Come along, Tolyan. (Shows him a hidden bottle of brandy in the pocket of his coat) … Winged sentiments – aren’t for women… I tell you right. (They leave)

4. A BORED ANONYM

Peter Antonov, a literature lover

Clavdia Antonova, his wife

Rosa Skripnik, their neighbor, Clavdia’s friend

The action takes place at the Antonov’s flat.
Scene 1.

It’s ten p.m. Antonov is sitting at the desk and filling in his diary. Clavdia is already in bed. 
ANTONOV. (Writing in the diary) “… Boring. It’s July – but it smells like Autumn, leaves are turning… At the age of forty it smells like Autumn even in the middle of July. But erstwhile, even in September I used to feel Summer! ...”  

… Clava, are you sleeping? ... (Silence)… Sleeping… It’s ten o’clock but she’s sleeping… And no one to talk to…

… No, I must variegate our family life! … Passion, jealousy, fresh blood!... Otherwise I’ll get old before I blink…

… Feelings are fading… Lack of adrenalin… (Looks at the wife)
… Sleeping… Securely… She’d better not sleep but burn with passion, nibble pillows with jealousy! ...

… What if I write a letter! ... Say, from an anonymous friend… Yeah, why not? … Say, your husband, sorry for a wish to help, is dating with a blond bombshell of springtime and perfect upbringing… And events, by the way, while you’re sleeping, tend towards a wedding, as, by his forty, he’s become very handsome for love-starved women. Not so much because of his look as because of his pregnant mental world… So, if you do not immediately become more kind to your husband, to his intellectual requests, you will see neither head nor hair of him! …         
(Looks at the wife) … Sleeping… Showing senselessness… Well, sleep-sleep… Up to a certain time…
(Addressing the envelope) … “To highly respected Clavdia Antonova from a well-intentioned anonym. Deliver to named recipient only.

Scene 2.

Next morning. Antonov’s finishing up his coffee on foot.
ANTONOV. Well, I go to work. Come back for lunch.

What’ll have for lunch today, Clava?

CLAVDIA. Money’s run out… May be soup from kraut… May be tea… 

Antonov’s going away, mumbling something and leaving the letter in the post-box. Clavdia, with hatred, opens the fridge door. With hatred she takes the kraut.

While Rosa Skripnik, the neighbor, is passing the Antonov’s door and spots the letter, protruding from the post-box. She reads it. She rings the doorbell. Clavdia opens.
ROSA. Do you have Corvalol?...

CLAVDIA. Yes… I have some… What happened?...

ROSA. Take it!... Take it more!...

CLAVDIA. Can you tell me what happened?!...

ROSA. … Sit down…

CLAVDIA. (Aghast) …The dacha’s burned-out???...     

ROSA. … Worse…

CLAVDIA. …What?!...What?!...What?!...

ROSA. … Here…Read.

Clavdia reads the letter. Weeps. Savagely tears the letter to pieces.
CLAVDIA. … Scoundrel!... Usurper!... Rascal!...

ROSA. … We should do something… We should do something…

CLAVDIA. What should we do, Rosa?... What can we do?...

ROSA. Who’s the owner of the flat?

CLAVDIA. He, tyrant.

ROSA. I told you, I told you not once. I registered mine in the country right away.

CLAVDIA. And he left you right away.

ROSA. But I’ve got the flat.

CLAVDIA. … Oh, my, my!... And what can he do?

ROSA. Well, bring the whity and you’ll live all three! … As a piece of cake!... The young, you see – now they are very grasping, grab housing space with blood…

   …May be, they’ve already registered?...

CLAVDIA. My God… Don’t say this…

ROSA. …So… I know what you have to do… You have to win him back.

CLAVDIA. …But how?...

ROSA. To begin with, do not show that you know something, pretend that nothing’s happened… She has youth, but you have experience. Charm, caress him!... Go back to when you were a young girl… Indulge all his bastard’s caprices… Hold your nose, stick it, suffer!... And don’t forget about the flat, re-register it bit by bit on yourself… To be safe.

Scene 3.

It’s lunch. Peter Antonov is sitting at the table. The wife is fussing around him.

CLAVDIA. Here is, Peter, fresh print media… As you love!... Would you like a pony of brandy, for the appetite?... The best brandy, French… Or maybe you’d like some beer, fresh, imported?...

ANTONOV. Do not drink at lunch time, thank you… Unless you had a piece of lemon… Then I’d love half of a pony… Do you have some lemon?

CLAVDIA. Sure!... Of course!... What a brandy is it without a piece of lemon?!... I understand it…

ANTONOV. … Or with caviar?...

CLAVDIA. I have caviar as well!... So, what do you wish?...

ANTONOV. Let it be caviar… And lemon as well…

CLAVDIA. Half a moment!... (She brings a pony of brandy, caviar, lemon)
… Help the soup?...

ANTONOV. What is it today?...

CLAVDIA. Your favorite beet-root soup with croutons and sour-cream… The second course – Oven Baked Mutton, fried chicken… Pates, salmon, different appetizers…

     … Peter!...  I was looking forward to you so much today, so much!... Looked all my eyes over!...

ANTONOV. It’s okay, okay, Clava… Good for you!...

You’re such a pretty little thing today!... (Tenderly pinches her)
CLAVDIA. (Joyfully) Oh, Peter! What’s with you?!.. You make me blush!... 

Clavdia clears the dishes from the table, goes to the kitchen. Sits down on a chair, very tired. Mops her brow. Listens keenly to how Antonov’s having meal.
ANTONOV. Clava!... Clava!...

CLAVDIA. Yes, Peter?...

ANTONOV. There isn’t any horseradish to chicken, is it?...

CLAVDIA. (Perplexed) …Sorry, there is no…

ANTONOV. (Heatedly) My goodness!... What is that?!... Chicken – and no horseradish!... It won’t go down!...

CLAVDIA. I’ll go for it, Peter! I’ll be right back!...

ANTONOV. Too late, Clava!... I’ve eaten my fill!... Fed up!... Thank you for everything, as they say. It is time to work.
     (In the hall, severely) … I’ll come late. The inspection.

Scene 4.

Several days went by. It’s morning. Clavdia and Rose are in the kitchen.
CLAVDIA. (With tears in her eyes she shows another letter to Rosa) … Read it...

ROSA. … My God!... One more?... (Reads) “Dear Madam!...” … Uh huh… Uh huh… “It is in vain if you intend to deter your husband’s delicate heart from the charming blonde by force of your meals and tender sights only. His soul needs more elevated intellectual and erotic delights… Hurry!... Time’s ticking away!...”

… Bastard.

CLAVDIA. It’s all over… I’ll poison myself…

ROSA. Tender sights bore him?!... We’ll make him squirm!... If he doesn’t want to play it soft – we can play it hard.

    … Dress up…     

CLAVDIA. Why?...

ROSA. Come on, come on. The best dress, all jewels what you can find… I can add some of mine… Well… I’ll lend you money. All the rest – just details… Today we have cultural outing.

First – a beauty parlor, then – a restaurant, and in the evening – a woman’s night casino with male striptease.

CLAVDIA. …But…

ROSA. Don’t argue. Fight fire with fire. He’s got the bottle blond, we’ve got strippers and amusements. There men can table hop at will… Throw one sight – and forget about your bonehead for half a year.

    Yeah!... It’s a go!... Don’t be stubborn!... He will lick your boots, pour over your bed with coffee…

Scene 5.

It’s evening. Antonov is hurrying and scurrying about the room. There’s a mess all over. Wife is not at home. It’s 1 p.m. Wife is not at home. It’s 2 p.m. It’s 3 p.m. Wife is still not at home. Antonov takes Validol. Rolls over the bed. Then again he walks about the room. 

At last, the door is being swung open. Got sozzled good and proper, a cigarette in her mouth, Clavdia is swaying in the doorway.

ANTONOV. (Shouts) Where were you?... Where the hell were you?...

CLAVDIA. …Shhh!... (Makes a hiccup) … Stop fussing, boy…

… Yeah… We went on a spree a little… Yeah… First I felt like going with you, but now I don’t.

ANTONOV. (In horror) … Where were you???...

CLAVDIA.  …Oh! Look! Peter!... Undress me, fella!... These goddamn shoes!... What fool offered to pour champagne in them?!... They’ve blistered my heals.

    …Peter!... It was something else! Big time!... We went to ladies’ casino and watched male striptease. You should certainly watcha! If you don’t learn to dance like those boys, I’ll be very disappointed…

    … And now sorry fella!... Your baby wanna sleep like mad!... If somebody knocks and asks Clavdyusha – send them to hell!... I’m sick and tired of them.

She falls down on bed and falls asleep. Antonov, horror stricken, looks at his sleeping wife. Then he rushes to the desk and furiously writes a letter. 
Scene 6.

The kitchen. Morning. Rosa and Clavdia are reading another letter.
ROSA. (Reading) “It’s all over. Your husband is wounded to the quick!... In a few days he marries the blonde!... You have one last chance left to save the lied away love…”

   … That’s it!... Gone!... Point of no Return!... I have some rat-poison in my medicine-box. Add to his soup. This scoundrel should pay for everything! For every ruined woman’s soul…

Clavdia is sitting with her head low, weak and totally pale morning-after.
CLAVDIA. …I can’t…

ROSA. Don’t be afraid… I’ll take care of you…

Scene 7. 

Sorrowful Antonov is sitting at the dinner-table all by himself. There’s no wife nearby. Unwillingly he puts some spoons of soup in the plate. Looking into the distance, he snaps off a piece of bread, then spreads it thick with horseradish, that’s appeared in the kitchen against all the odds.  

ANTONOV. …Ah, Clava, Clava… how could you?...

Almost with tears he swallows some spoons of soup.

Clavdia and Rosa rush into the room. Clavdia sees the soup and, horrified, freezes up. 
CLAVDIA. …P-p-p-peter!... H-have you taken my soup???...

ANTONOV. (Sadly) … Yes, I have, Clava… It’s nice… And where were you?...

CLAVDIA. (Weeping) …Pete!!! Darling!... The only one! Forgive me!... Please, forgive me!... I can’t live without you!

     … Pete!!! I follow you, Pete!!!... Follow you!!!...  

She gets a vial with the powder remained out of her pocket. She pours it out. She swallows and convulsively washes it down from the water bottle.  

ROSA. Good heavens!!!... Killed herself!... My God!...

ANTONOV. …What?.. Clava, what does it mean?... What’s happening?...

He switches the vial out of her hands. Tastes it. 
ANTONOV. …Kind of soda… Baked soda… Have you got heartburn, Clava, or what?...

Rosa rushes to Antonov. Also tastes the powder.  

ROSA. …Soda… Really… Thank God!... I seemed to get the vials mixed up… 

   …Clavochka, my dear! I mixed them up!....
Clavdia falls in Antonov’s hands.
CLAVDIA. (Through weeps) Pete!... Don’t leave me!... Darling!!!

ANTONOV. I won’t, Clava!... I would rather die!...

They passionately kiss each other. Rosa, looking at them, smiles happily through tears.
ROSA. (Crying with happiness) … That’s a dear… Kiss and make friends… After all pangs… God, how happy I am!...

5. THE RESURRECTION OF GORYUKHIN
Lavrenti Petrovich Goryukhin, a dweller of a small country Sentsovo, 50 years old

Makarych (Ivan Kokurin), 60 years old

Nicolas Shalyapin, of uncertain age

Nicolai Portnov, a district police officer

The action is taken place in Sentsovo. It’s midsummer.
Scene 1.

It’s evening. A country alley. A fence. Behind the fence, not later than yesterday, the house of Goryukhin stood out in all its beauty. But now – there’s nothing but a foundation. In front of the fence – there’s the family.
AUTHOR’S NOTE. The most prosperous resident of Sentsovo, a meanie and a lone wolf, Lavrenti Gorykhin had the imprudence to fall ill. He lived, he lived for a long time, but then he fell ill and died. Precisely on May 1st.

To be more exact, he didn’t die. He just fell into a lethargic sleep. But should have the first-aid man got outside of it, especially on a feast day?

So, the burial service was quickly read and Goryukhin, to the clinking of glasses, was hastily buried, not to rain on people’s parade.

… But next day, towards night, amazing things started…
Several man-figures are running through the alley.

GOTYUKHIN. Bastards!...

SHALYAPIN. Help! ...Wicked one!... My God, Mother of God!...

GORYUKHIN. I’ll kill you!... Kill you!... You, jerks!... You, bastards!...

MAKARYCH. God forbid, Lavrenti, it’s we!...

SHALYAPIN. Portnov! ... Portnov! ... The police!... Portnov!...

Makarych and Shalyapin are running through the alley, looking back in panic, shovels and ropes in their hands. Furious, ragged, bloodstained and worn-out Lavrenti Goryukhin is chasing them, having only trunks and tank-top on, also with a shovel in his hands. He looks horrible.    
GORYUKHIN. I’ll kill you!... Kill ya!... You, bastards!...

Makarych and Shalyapin stumble and fall in front of the bench. Goryukhin stiffens above them. Portnov rushes in. 
PORTNOV. Stay put!... Arms on the nape!... You’re trapped!...

  …Stay put!... Drop your weapons now!...
Goryukhin drops the shovel down.
GORYUKHIN. What?... Where am I?... Who am I?...

MAKARYCH. Portnov, save and protect, dear! Portnov!...

GORYUKHIN. (Palpating himself) …Me?... Me…

PORTNOV. Weren’t you, God save the mark … buried yesterday?...

GOTYUKHIN. Was I?... And where was I?...

MAKARYCH. (Carefully) …There…

SHALYAPIN. …Right there, Petrovich.

PORTNOV. So-o-o-o!... Off you go to the bench! ... Seat down, I say!... 

Goryukhin sits down on the bench still fanning himself. Makarych and Shalyapin cautiously take sits on the other side of the bench. Portnov, with the same cautiousness, sits down between them, then takes a notebook and a pen.
PORTNOV. We’ll draw up a protocol, as the phrase goes.

Makarych! (Makarych springs) Down!... From the two you’re more long-headed and, in addition, … (Inspects him) … with marks of violence on the face.

Explain, then, your actions to the investigation!

MAKARYCH. (Nervously) What actions, Portnov?... Just made a small joke, not “actions”!...

PORTNOV. (Strictly) Makarych!...

MAKARYCH. Okay, this is the way it was. We got tangled up at the funeral… of Lavrenti Petrovich, so to say… Kolya, rascal! (Points to Shalyapin) “Half a kilo of gold!... Why waste the good? ...”

SHALYAPIN. What?... I just mentioned – and you ran for shovels. Remember how we talked.

PORTNOV. Don’t butt in!... I’ll give you the floor … Maybe.

… So what gold were you talking about?        

MAKARYCH. Well, he has golden teeth. Kept walking and shining about the country! A deceased doesn’t need them, does he?!... (Goryukhin springs) … Who knew? Who on earth knew?

PORTNOV. (Settles Goryukhin) Continue!...

MAKARYCH. Well, that means… Today we headed off when it grew dark… We took a nail puller, shovels, a bottle, well, routinely… So we go… But I felt a queer feeling in the pit of the stomach, fuck my old boots!... Believe it or not – I felt that we’d slip up!... How, I thought, can we slip up? The grave is new, marked… But inwardly – it ached, it tempted…

SHALYAPIN. (Skeptically) Why didn’t I notice that you were tempted?

MAKARYCH. Well, it didn’t surface! It’s beyond your depth!... 

   So, we kept going… And just before the cemetery – a black cat!... Out of nowhere!... Coal-black. The eyes are burning!

SHALYAPIN. At night they are all black.

MAKARYCH. Black-black!... You said the same at that moment. And where did you get that sign – to asperse a cat’s footprints with vodka?!... (Mimicking) “It’s ten out of ten, Oldy!” … Ah?... Splashed half a bottle! Snotter!

PORTNOV. (Strictly) Makarych!

MAKARYCH. That’s what I’m saying… Write it down…. We found the grave. Then we took off the branches, carefully, we’re not barbarians. Poured one out… But then, when we started to dig it out this sufferer again nipped into with his sign. (He looks at Goryukhin cautiously) “We should spend a penny, - he said, - on the coffin of the decedent…”
Goryukhin springs.

MAKARYCH. We couldn’t, Petrovich, simply couldn’t!... As if it were cut short with fear! So, just like that, without the sign we … pulled you out…

   …Tell us, Lavrenti, don’t torture: are you alive or … dead?...

GORYKHIN. (Bursts out) Yeah, I’m dead! Deceased! A ghost! Uh-uh-uh-uh!...

PORTNOV. … The aid-man did examine you…

GORYUKHIN. Where is that man? I’ll give him hell!

PORTNOV. Well. Not the capital, it’s true. The medicine leaves much to be desired… What was next, Makarych!

MAKARYCH. Nothing. Doomsday. Shalyapin took a shine to the suit. New, foreign-made.

GORYUKHIN. Only two-times-worn. A special order.

MAKARYCH. And I told him: - What good will this suit do you? Not your length, not your size. Leave it to Lavrenti Petrovich – who knows maybe he’ll need it…

SHALYAPIN. (Sarcastically) Oldy! Didn’t you suggest taking him to a health resort, by any chance?

MAKARYCH. (Cap in hand) Do not blaspheme, puppy… All of us will answer for what we do… You noticed little with your young eyes, while I, a man of huge wisdom, was keeping the protocol in view from the very off… You’d better be kinder to me, Kolya. We’re one gang – you and I.

SHALYAPIN. A plague on you!... What faces us, Portnov?

PORTNOV. The instigator – to the fullest extent of law. The accomplice – somewhat less.

MAKARYCH. (Reacts immediately) …Well, what a mess you’ve made, Shalyapin…

SHALYAPIN. (Stunned) But…wha…you…

PORTNOV. Okay, where is the evidence?

MAKARYCH. What evidence?

PORTNOV. Where’s the tooth, I mean?        

MAKARYCH. (Rashly) Ah!... Here it is, lies around in a pocket!... (Takes the tooth out) … Not to miss, so to say.

PORTNOV. Take your tooth, Lavrenti, and go home. I’ll deal with these two myself.

Goryukhin takes the tooth, opens the gate and… stiffens. There is no home.  

GORYUKHIN. (Perplexed) …But… where’s my home?...

PORTNOV. (Scratches his head) …Oh, yeah!... I forgot… You see, such a story… As far as you lived solitary, with no heritors, there was a rumor that an authorized agent would come from the town and your property would be seized in profit of state… So… The same night someone took it to pieces… To the last log…

GOTYUKHIN. Who?

PORTNOV. Someone.

MAKARYCH. Must be someone alien.

GORYUKHIN. But where’s the car?

PORTNOV. Disappeared.

GORYUKHIN. And the garage?

PORTNOV. As well.

GORYUKHIN. But where were your eyes?!...

PORTNOV. (Makes a helpless gesture) … The element…

GORYUKHIN. (Springs and shouts) I’ll show you, mark my words! I’ll lock you!... Thieves!!! Monkeys!!! (Clutches his heart, falls down) 

SHALYAPIN. (Palpates Goryukhin) … Seems not to breathe…    

PORTNOV. Take him quickly, carry him.

SHALYAPIN. Where?

MAKARYCH. Take him, he said! Why argue?! Take his legs! Not so, despot! Go!

Makarych and Shalyapin drag Goryukhin.

PORTNOV. Where’re you going? 
MAKARYCH. To the cemetery.

PORTNOV. Idiots!!!

MAKARYCH. But where then?

PORTNOV. Drag him to your home! Quicker! Hold on, I’ll help you.

MAKARYCH. Tooth, we lost the tooth!...

PORTNOV. Damn, what a devil with him!

MAKARYCH. We’d better cure him.

PORTNOV. Yeah. Here, take the tooth, Makarych. Go to old Morokha, tell her that it’s from me. This tooth can cost a half of case of vodka. And then in a flesh to Shalyapa!

MAKARYCH. I got it. (In no time disappears with the tooth)
PORTNOV. Bend down, Shalyapa. (Loads Goryukhin onto Shalyapin) … Come on!...

SHALYAPIN. You’d better help me.

PORTNOV. Go, go! Not made of sugar…

They leave. 
Scene 2.

The Shalyapin’s apartment. The kitchen. Goryukhin, Portnov, Makarych and Shalyapin are at the table.
SHALYAPIN. (Sings with tears in his eyes)
You made my childhood happy,
The sun was shining, the sky was blue.
Mummy, my darling mummy!
I love you, I love you!

MAKARYCH. And where’s your mother?

SHALYAPIN. I turned her out. She went to the neighbor. She reduced me to that. “Again with a lot! Again with friends! But tomorrow you work!” She was nagging, she was always nagging…

    … Let us! ... (Chorus) 

Mummy, my darling mummy!
I love you, I love you!

PORTNOV. Fellas! I’m drinking with you now, right? But it’s only on official business. And tomorrow I maybe lock you. Can you see it, Makarych?

MAKARYCH. That’s why I love you, Portnov! A smart man you are!... The likes of us!... I remember even when you were a greenhorn – how you got bims to come to my sauna.

SHALYAPIN. Portnov! You, tell me – for what did you lock me up last time?

MAKARYCH. Shalyapa!

SHALYAPIN. No, let him say!...

PORTNOV. It was not me – it was the crowd who locked you up.

SHALYAPIN. (To Goryukhin) I just decided to take a bath. And the main thing – I was absolutely sober!... Is it my fault that I like to sing?... Petrovich, I so much wanted to sing – awfully!...

PORTNOV. At two p.m.?

SHALYAPIN. At two p.m. All the singers, for your information, fly with the owl… I was in the bath – and I started to sing!... And the neighbors called the police! From the bath - right to the sobering up room!... Tell me, Portnov, for what?... Where is such a law that a man is not allowed to sing in his bathroom?

PORTNOV. A law? I am your law!... Don’t push it, Shalyapa. Or tonight you will concertize for free at the same place.

GORYUKHIN. Don’t quarrel, folks!... The heart’s bleeding!...

MAKARYCH. Sure, it’s bleeding… It’s coming to itself, hapless…

    … Writer Gogol, you see, Nickolai Vasilievich, they say, he was buried in the same way. He fell asleep, but people thought he’d died. In a year they dug him out, just to make sure that everything’s alright, and he laid, turned over in the grave, and all nails were torn and the casket door too. He tried to get out but he couldn’t….

Everyone is mechanically looking at Goryukhin’s nails.            
SHALYAPIN. Nails are alright.

MAKARYCH. We came in time. 

GORYUKHIN. There was Lavrenti Goryukhin and there is no Lavrenti Goryukhin anymore. Ah, old fellows? And the world hasn’t turned topsy-turvy – no earthquakes, no catastrophes, no tsunami!... Lavrenti Goryukhin laid in the cold ground and he was not forgotten only because of the golden tooth…

MAKARYCH. Be glad that we kept in mind at least something about you. And what about the others?...     

A pause. They think about it. 
SHALYAPIN. Why do wealthy bastards always have privileges?... My father-in-law was buried. There were exactly zero golden teeth! ... And no one had the idea to check him up…

PORTNOV. (Hiccups) It seems to me that a little more and you go to turn over all the cemetery. 

GORYUKHIN. You’re my be-ne-factors!!! Be-ne-factors!!! (Starts weeping)
SHALYAPIN. Do you see it, Portnov? You say – “lock up, lock up”… But look! Maybe the people should be decorated with orders…

PORTNOV. You can have it both ways.

Goryukhin determinately gets on his legs.
MAKARYCH. Where’re you going, Lavrusha? ...

GORYUKHIN. Thank you, my friends! My darling! I’ll start a new life!... I realized it, I woke up, it dawned on me!...

    … I’m leaving. Going into convent. I’ll pray for forgiveness, bless you… And do not hold me off.

SHALYAPIN. We won’t, Lavrusha.

GORYUKHIN. Good bye, brothers!

PORTNOV. Good bye, friend. (He took a bottle of vodka away from Goryukhin’s pocket, he’d put it there in no time)  

Goryukhin opens the door and dissolves in the night.

THE EPILOGUE

AUTHOR’S NOTE. Lavrenti Goryukhin didn’t get to any monastery. The rest of the night he spent at the cemetery.

    Two days later he took to court the first-aid man, Portnov, Makarych, Shalyapin and the whole country.

  … Shalyapin was convicted to be the principal accused…    

6. OH, “MERSEDEL”! 

GRIGORY DOLGOV, over sixty years old

ANTONINA DOLGOVA, Dolgov’s ex-wife, sixty years old

VERA RYKOVA, Dolgov’s nowadays lover, over fifty years old

It’s Antonina’s flat. There are carpets, a wall cabinet, crystal, a mini system, an expensive TV set. On the table there is a bottle of brandy and a vase with fruit. On the wall there is a reproduction of Shishkin.

Dolgov is sitting at the table. Antonina’s perched on the sofa. Rykova is in the kitchen.
DOLGOV. Why on earth have you come?... Tell me why?...

ANTONINA. Why do you ask why?... I wanna just check on you, Grisha… I miss you so badly….

RYKOVA. (From the kitchen) Don’t forget, Grisha – we’re invited to the guests today!...

DOLGOV. You shouldn’t come here…

   Why are you steamed like a lobster?... Been in the bath house or what?...

ANTONINA. Yes, I’m right from there. I had a wash. I changed into all fresh.

   … Why did you leave me, Grisha?... It’s no good… It’s not as others do…

DOLGOV. Oh, there you go again… I told you: cut this song!... It’s all settled. Why talk about it one hundred times?...

   … I feel more cheerful here… The society, the acquaintances… We get together – and we can play at cards, can discuss whatever we want!... The Life, in one word.

   Like, do you want some brandy?...

ANTONINA.  But, what about me?... The society… But you are at your seventies!... We lived together five decades… You’d think about the soul!... This society won’t even bury you as it should be…

DOLGOV. Stop it!... Say, why you’ve come – and… and go away. I have no time. 

ANTONINA. But what should I do?... I’m left alone…

DOLGOV. Be neither sugar nor salt… I bestow you the flat…

ANTONINA. Good Lord! What the life I lead?

DOLGOV. You have no right to keep me from it… Any lawyer can affirm this… I’ve had a consultation…

RYKOVA. (In the doorway) Should I serve coffee or not?... Ah?... You, Antonina, prefer with lemon or brandy?...

ANTONINA. I never drank your brandy in my life… With lemon, please.

RYKOVA. Hot toasts, hot dogs, Austrian cookies?...

ANTONINA. Save and forbid! Maybe some other time…

RYKOVA. Ok, I’m coming.

DOLGOV. (To Antonina) You, go easy… Hear me? You’re not at home…

ANTONINA. I see, Grigory.

Rykova comes in with a tray. Cups of coffee, a sugar bowl and a saucer with lemon are on it.               
RYKOVA. French crystal!... My son has just come from Paris, with this present for Mother.

ANTONINA. I wish I wouldn’t break it….

RYKOVA. Yeah, try not to do it, Antonina.

DOLGOV. Crystal is a delicate thing…

ANTONINA. Well, while we never got a child from Lord…

DOLGOV. (Angrily) Hell of a Summer, isn’t it? It’s hot and then it’s cold!

RYKOVA. One more coffee?

ANTONINA. No, thank you. The heart is already jumping.

    … Oh, what’s with me?!.. What a fool!... I forgot!... I’ve baked some pies – blueberry, raspberry. As you like, Grisha! (Takes the pies from the bag) Help yourself! And you help yourself, Vera!

Dolgov makes a long arm for a pie and bites it with pleasure.    

RYKOVA. No, thanks. We must not. Grisha always has heartburn after baked things. And his hip aches. We’d better have toasts. 

ANTONINA. How come? … He always loved it!... Home, warm…

DOLGOV. (Pulling out the bitten pie from his mouth) Why are you sticking with your pies?... Give it a rest! She told you, no need…

ANTONINA. But how come?... Take it just… You said, you have guests… Well, to the guests… To the children…

RYKOVA. Such a woman you are, Antonina, really! Try to understand – we don’t need. Have it yourself.

ANTONINA. Good Lord! Even here in a poor way!...

RYKOVA. (Clearing away) Grisha! I’ll be in the kitchen. Call me, if anything… I’ve ironed your shirt, that, blue, that you like… Don’t forget, you have to take the syrup. 

DOLGOV. Yeah, I remember.

ANTONINA. Are you ill? (Caressing his arm)  

DOLGOV. Well, I just receive treatment out of sheer idleness… She goes to expense, buys costly medications – she has money to burn.

ANTONINA. A rich skirt.

DOLGOV. Stop it, I said.

ANTONINA. I will.

   … Now I come home. Sit down. And have no one to talk to. I’m going mad, Grisha – I talk to the TV. It tells me about Albania and the homeless. While I tell him about how you’ve left me. 

    … I cry, I complain – and it seems to be easier. I had a cat but she ran away. Lured away too. She was a good cat, ginger. Nyuska.

DOLGOV. … As if without cats that wasn’t enough!...

     … How is the neighbor? Matveich?

ANTONINA. He’s in hospital. Katrine goes to visit him. There’s barely any one on the bench near the house, everyone’s so busy.

    … I went to the church, Grisha… I lit a candle for you. The priest asked me to take you there. 

DOLGOV. You complained of me even there, didn’t you?

ANTONINA. Forgive me, Grisha! I’m a fool.

DOLGOV. We’re not officially married. Can you see it?

ANTONINA. Do I mind?

A pause.
DOLGOV. … Well? … Is that all?... Or you have any other news?...

ANTONINA. Vadik, from the third floor, bought a car…

DOLGOV. You don’t say! Heh, rascal!

ANTONINA. Yes. “Mercedel”.

DOLGOV. Ah?

ANTONINA. “Mercedel”.

RYKOVA. (In the doorway) Not “Mercedel”, but “Mercedes”. You’re just like down in the country, Antonina! 

DOLGOV. “Mercedel”! Shame on you, scatterbrain! “Mercedel”! You’re still like that! Don’t know the simplest name! And you watch TV!

ANTONINA. I’ve become confused. I’m sorry, Grisha.

Rykova sits down near Dolgov and lays her head on his shoulder.
RYKOVA. Have a taste of the apples, Antonina, please. From our garden. Grisha got them in himself.

DOLGOV. (Having a try) Tasty.

RYKOVA. And here are my ficus plants. Do you like them? They’re literally shining!... Aren’t they?...

ANTONINA. Yes, they are.

RYKOVA. Do you know the gimmick? Every morning I wipe them with sunflower oil.

DOLGOV. Just the waste of the oil. You’d better pour it harder in the salad.

ANTONINA. Do not say this, Grisha. She does it for you. 

DOLGOV. I did say nothing. Let her wipe.

ANTONINA. (To Rykova) … At night it is the worst… I do not sleep at all. So lonely, as I howl from pain.

RYKOVA. I can give you sleeping medicine. Do you wanna?

ANTONINA. Yes, sweet, give me a pill. I’ll try it today, you know, I’m so tortured.

RYKOVA. The pill will do good.

DOLGOV. Yes, the pill will do good.

ANTONINA. Thank you so much. I do know how to thank you.

DOLGOV. Well, it’s time for us to go.

ANTONINA. Already?

RYKOVA. We should set out. You know, we go to the guests.

ANTONINA. Vera! Grigory! Just one more second! Just a second! Lend your ear to an old fool like me!

    … Vera! You are a noble woman; it doesn’t probably suit you to do some… housework. Please, allow me to come here - I can either mop the floor or concoct something in the kitchen. I’m a good cook, don’t judge me by these pies. Like, Grigory never complained!

DOLGOV. What’s with you, old woman?! Went mad completely? Are you gonna be a maid?...

ANTONINA. I’m grieving so much… And here I can see you at least, now and then…

RYKOVA. Okay, listen, Antonina, we do not need it… I’m none of a kid glove, and I perfectly cope with the housework myself…

ANTONINA. Please, allow me to come at least once in a week?... To mop the floor, to dust something?...

DOLGOV. She told you, didn’t she? Why are you so… my God!... Ough, such a shame!... What devil brought you over here?!...

     If you need money, just say it. I’ll give you money.

ANTONINA. … What should I do with it, with your money?... Collect for a coffin?...

DOLGOV.  Oh, why are you so … stubborn?! … madcap!...

ANTONINA. So, you don’t let me come here?...

RYKOVA.  Just think about it, Antonina! What will it look like? You’ll feel awkward, I - ashamed… And Grisha will suffer!... You know, he needs quietness…

ANTONINA. But I do not need quietness, do I?... So you say, that I just get in your way… Right?... Is that right, Grisha?

   … I’m quite hard bitten but I’ve never felt such a grief…

Antonina pokes about in her basket, takes out a pack of paper and photos.                      
ANTONINA. Then, take it, Grisha. Look, here are our wedding photos, you’re in a soldier’s blouse… Your letters, the certificate, different papers… 

DOLGOV. What do I need them for?

ANTONINA. Ah, for whatever… You can either chuck the fifty years away or burn them… Anyway, now I have my conscience good.

     The passport, the pensioner card, the bankbook, the will. Here is the address of the niece in Klin, write to her, when it all comes right.  

     … Well, good by. Really, I sat too long.

Antonina gets on her feet and goes, though she comes not into the hall but into the kitchen and shuts the door.

DOLGOV. (Perplexedly) What passport?... What bankbook?... Are you crazy or what? Are you mad?... Vera, what’s with her? What for? I do not know what from which…  
RYKOVA. Antonina, don’t take it unkindly – we mean it for the best…

Rykova tries to open the kitchen door. It doesn’t open.
RYKOVA. Antonina, unlock the door!... Grisha! Grisha! She’s locked the door!

DOLGOV. Tonka! Madcap! Unlock! Unlock, till I call the police! Don’t disgrace yourself like a stupid girl!

     Verka, give me the pry, or the ax – what’s this about?...

Meantime, Antonina coolly closes the window. Then she turns on all the rings on a cooking stove and sits down on a chair.    
ANTONINA. Too late, Grisha, it’s too late… It’s over, sweet, our happiness is over… I’d have some tea in the end, as I didn’t have any tea after the bathhouse, a sinner…

   … I won’t come back there, Grisha… There’s no place I can come back to…  

Here I’ll stay, near you… Grisha, my darling, my sweetheart!... You’re my sunshine!

RYKOVA. Grisha, a smell of gas!!! Grisha, she’s turned on the gas!... Grisha, my goodness!...

DOLGOV. Tonya!... My bird! Don’t do that, Tonya!!...

Dolgov helplessly goes down the floor near the door.

DOLGOV. Why’re you doing this?

RYKOVA. Antonina! We agree, agree! Come to us, wash, clean!... What’s this, my God?!... Help!!!... Antonina!...

Silence.
RYKOVA. Grisha?! What to do, Grisha?!

DOLGOV. Okay, Tonya…, I…., I’ll come back… Do you hear me? I’ll come back…

The door is opening. Behind it there’s Antonina, pale as a chalk. She can hardly stand straight. Rykova rushes into the kitchen and turns all the rings off, then throws up a window. Antonina falls on her knees in front of Rykova and embraces her legs.  
ANTONINA. Thank you, honey!... Thank you, dear… For bread and salt - thank you… (Kisses Rykova, who’s taken aback) Your ficuses are wonderful, amazing ficuses… I’ll bring you some oil for your ficuses…

DOLGOV. Ah, Tonya, Tonya… This clearly wouldn’t do!...

ANTONINA. This wouldn’t, Grisha, this wouldn’t… A sinful soul… I’ll thank you until death, you’ll never hear me talking back… Forgive me, Grisha, forgive me…

RYKOVA. (Perplexed) So what’s to be done?...

ANTONINA. Come for a visit… Well…, let’s go, Grisha?

    Good by!... Shall we kiss or what?... Okay, we shall not…, yeah, we shan’t.        

Antonina takes Dolgov by the arm and leads him to the door.

ANTONINA. … Grisha, you won’t leave, will you?...

DOLGOV. How can I?! I wish someone’d give me a cue…   
7. HAPPY NEW LIFE, NEFFY!

Daniil Chetvergov, the owner of the apartment

Lyudmila Sergeevna, his guest and his boss

Stepan Vatagin, Chetvergov’s uncle, from the country

It’s Chetvergov’s flat. It’s New Year’s Eve. Daniil and Lyudmila are laying the holiday table. A quiet happy New Year’s party is coming, and Daniil strongly intends to declare himself during that.  
CHETVERGOV. Lyudmila Sergeevna!...

LYUDMILA. Just Lyudmila!... We’re not at work… Forget, at last, that I’m your boss and you’re my subordinate… And then. After all today’s New Year’s Eve… And I … I personally said yes on your invitation…

CHETVERGOV. Yeah-yeah!... Sure, Lyudmila Sergeevna!... I mean, sure, Lyudmila!...

    … How beautiful you are today! ... Your shapely arms!...

LYUDMILA. When a woman has nothing to compliment, she’s praised for her arms…

CHETVERGOV. What a nonsense, Lyudmila Sergeevna! … I didn’t want to say this way… I didn’t mean this…

LYUDMILA. Drop it!... Here, as I can see, not enough fruit, there – we can place “the dressed herring”. Yeah, here it is!... The table is done!... 

CHETVERGOV. If only you knew how nervous I am!... How trembling is my heart!... We know each other three months and now, at last…

... Champagne?! Champagne in this case!

LYUDMILA. But it’s too early. 

CHETVERGOV. Tell you as it is, without champagne I’ll be tongue-tied!... I’ll be boring and tedious and … and… will say nothing!...

LYUDMILA. Well, except for you not to feel so … shy!...

Chetvergov pours the champagne. They clink glasses. Chetvergov drinks at one draught. Then hiccups.
CHETVERGOV. (Hiccups) I’m sorry!... It’s with excitement!... (Hiccups)

LYUDMILA. Chase with a rye bread!...

Chetvergov chases but still keeps on having the hiccups.         

LYUDMILA. You’re so awkward…

CHETVERGOV. (Hiccups) I’m sorry!... It’s gonna cease! … (Hiccups) For God’s sake!...

The doorbell determinately rings.
LYUDMILA. Have you invited anyone else?...

CHETVERGOV. No. (Hiccups) And you?...

LYUDMILA. How could I have invited anyone to your house?...

The doorbell rings even more determinately.
CHETVERGOV. It’s a mistake!... I’ll be right there!...

Chetvergov goes open the door.

At the door there is his uncle from the country, Stepan Vatagin. The uncle stands swaying. He is disheveled and red. He’s, obviously, already become sozzled.
VATAGIN. Neffy! … Danilka, damn! I call, I call!... I even thought you’re not at home!...

     Well, hello, barbarian!... Receive the uncle! Kiss me harder, why are slavering me like a woman?!..

Vatagin gets undressed in the hall. 
VATAGIN. I’ve had a run-in with Katerina!... She’s a dissident!... I’d choke all the women!... “You’re damned wretch, I thought, take that – I’ll go Danilka! He’ll be glad! We’ll meet the New Year beach bunny!” I hardly caught the last train! …

Vatagin barges in the room.
VATAGIN. Oh! … You have a lady here!... Let me put on the glasses!... (He puts the glasses on and examines Lyudmila)

    …Erm… hrmph… Well, okay… I’m Stepan, Danilka’s uncle! ... I’ve raised him, may be said, instead of father!... He owes me so much, rascal!...

LYUDMILA. Lyudmila.

Vatagin admiringly views the table.    
VATAGIN. You are a one, neffy!... Good stuff that!... Are you stealing?... 

CHETVERGOV. (Hiccups) Don’t tell me so, uncle!.. After all, it’s holiday!...

VATAGIN. I do not condemn!...  Steal, but not be caught by the authority!... (To Lyudmila) He’s got used to theft from the childhood!... If he sees that something lies in a temptation way – he grabs at once!... I beat him mercilessly! With everything I could!... And no result!...

CHETVERGOV. (Hiccups) What are you talking about, uncle?!... Where does it all come from?!...

VATAGIN. What am I talking about?... About the truth!... I get used to telling the truth, buddy. (To Lyudmila) Like, for example, I see, you lack two teeth, you have a squint in the eye and your skin is slack. And so what? Shit happens! After all, it’s not me who’ll lead you down the aisle. While Danilka maybe won’t look closer!... No, no, you don’t blush, everyone is imperfect…

    For example, Danilka… He’s running after girls since he was knee-high to a duck, but he still can’t get married!... We put him off even old bones!... You know, there are some robust crones… They lived with him a week and then kicked him away!... Such a bad luck!... “We don’t need – they said – your epileptical impotent.” And that’s that! “And take your money away!”      

   … Maybe, he’ll be luckier in city. You see, he’s lost to all sense of honour…

Why’ve you paled, Danilka?... (To Lyudmila) You know, sometimes he has attacks. He doesn’t have a clue.

     … Have a drink?... Have a drink, Danya! It’ll do good!

They drink. Vatagin gets absolutely pie-eyed. Lyudmila’s gloomily piddling. Chetvergov’s perplexedly having the hiccups.  
VATAGIN. Lyuda!... (Lyudmila is silent) … Lyuda!...

LYUDMILA. What do you want?...

VATAGIN. So you try to harness him?... Well, yeah… You’d hardly find someone better…

    …Why not? … Go for it!... I, as a folk, approve… But I wanna ask: where is my profit?!... You forgot about me, didn’t you?!...

    (Crying) … You bastard, Daniil!... You’ve turned out to be such a bugger! I cherished a snake in bosom!... We’re starving there, can’t buy a bread crust – everything’s for Danilka, he shouldn’t live worse that others in the city!... And you?!...

     You, Lyudmila, work with him, doesn’t you? Right?... As what?... Higher than this bonehead?... Higher?... I knew it!... Well, in this case, Danya, I’ll tell her all about you, as it is!!!... I’ll conceal nothing!...

CHETVERGOV. (Shouts) Shut up, uncle!!!

VATAGIN. He… He… (Cramming food into the mouth, laughing) … he, if only sees a female boss – gets into her pants at once!...

CHETVERGOV. What???... How dare you?!... Where did you take that?... My foot! Do not believe him, Lyudmila Sergeevna!... Ravings of a drunk madman!...

VATAGIN. He lives at rumpy-pumpy with female chiefs!... He was kicked away from every office in the country!... (He tips back in the chair) … Pooh! I’ve stuffed myself! Have to breathe heavily!... Yeah!.. He’s unstable, they said, so changeable!...

CHETVERGOV.  Do not believe a word, Lyuda!... This’s all from love!... He doesn’t know what he’s saying!...
(To Vatagin) Get out of here!!! Get out!... You…, you …, you’re no uncle to me!... You’re an impostor!...

VATAGIN. (Calmly) What’s with you, Danya? … Angry with me?... You shouldn’t be angry with the truth… And where I can go to? I’ve no place to go to… I’ve come to visit my nephew.

LYUDMILA. Then it’s me who gets out!... (She jumps on her feet)
CHETVERGOV. No!!!... Never!!!...

LYUDMILA. Hands off!... Do not touch me!... Mean person! Careerist! (Cries) … Blackguard!... The same as your uncle!...

Lyudmila rushes to the door. Chetvergov’s following her.
CHETVERGOV. Lyudmila Sergeevna! This is a mistake!...

The doors bang. Furious Chetvergov rushes back into the room. Vatagin’s peacefully sitting at the table.                                             
VATAGIN. Oh, Danyukha! Sit here!... Are you worry about it? Ah, come on!... The chime is coming… Thank God, we’ve got rid of yours… A good beginning of the year makes the whole year good!... I’ve told fortune: meet the year without women – and will be happy for the rest of life! … The same to you – no trouble, no attacks.

     …On a good note she wouldn’t go. It’s the same with my Katerina. I’ve rescued you from serfdom, Danilka… You’ll lick my boots, you’ll see. At least once in life we can celebrate the New Year humanly, without blood-sucking!... Oh, I felt sad, you know, but now I’m cheerful, warmed up!...

     … Hear! The chime! Danila! Such a joy!... Well, Happy New Year, neffy, Happy New Life!...

      Why don’t you clink glasses with me, pig?...

THE CURTAIN

