КИТАЙ ГОРОД



MARLENE MADE ME


by

Jeremy Noble

To the Beloved Mr L.S.
To Klyuev
Now my love is not what it used to be.

Oh, I know, you are grieving, you are grieving

That the broom of the moon

Didn’t splash around the puddles of verses.

Feeling sad and rejoicing at the star

That falls down onto your eyebrows

You have given the cabin a heart through song,

But you didn’t build a home inside your heart.

And the man for whom you waited in the night

Again passed by the hospitable cover.

Oh my friend, for whom did you gild your keys

With the signing word?

You will not sing about the sun

And you won’t see heaven through a window.

This is how a windmill, waving it’s wing,

Still cannot fly away from the earth.

Sergei Esenin. 1918.

Translated by Vitaly Chernetsky

The Characters (in order of appearance):
THE PREY & THE PREDATORS

McDONALD’S GIRL (SONYA)

A BOTTLE PICKER

VADIK

PYOTR 

LYOKHA 

DIMA

YURII

ALEXANDER

LYOSHA

Voices of FROU FROU (aka KOLYA), VASSYA, DIMA, FIRST MILITSIA OFFICER, SECOND MILITSIA OFFICER

Iliyinsky Park, Kitai Gorod, Moscow. The monument is upstage centre, massive, cast iron and bronze; do we know or care what it commemorates? – dead soldiers, as always; ironic now, with all the cadets that ‘parade’ here; I think it resembles more a totem pole, a ceremonial setting for less august purposes – the steps are where the PREY now come to rest, and around them, day and night, circle the PREDATORS. 

Upstage, left and right, are two low-lying corner walls, and behind this the suggestion of civic vegetation. Back of stage, flanking the monument, is a wall surmounted by steel railings, and on both sides of this the steps down to the metro; the action must emphasise the daily disgorging of new adventurers –  their always hopeful arrival, and later the crestfallen lonely retreat, or the proud escorting of PREY back into the bowels. There is the hum and intermittent blare of traffic swooping down Lubyanski Proezd.  

It is early evening in high summer, the season for rutting and hunting. Turgenev’s hunters would have understood the waiting game here of long, patient, watchful silences – the stalking before moving in for the kill. In the wild, gathering at the only water hole, the lion drinks with the gazelle; later he eats his neighbour; in Moscow’s hunting ground PREY and PREDATOR similarly sense and see every eye upon them. 

PROLOGUE

At curtain rise Marlene Dietrich is heard singing ‘Cherche la rose;’ there is a very particular sound to this recording (Paris, May 12, 1962; music by Henri Salvador, lyrics by R.Rouzaud) which takes us back both to the rainbow world of the ‘modern’ nineteen sixties and to that earlier mythological black-and-white world of Dietrich herself. Burt Bacharach’s orchestration is a masterpiece of developing colour: Marlene’s lament begins with only the piano and double bass as backing; Bacharach brings in an ondes-martenot (the most ‘period’ instrument), strings, saxophone –amplifying the volume, scaling it back for the middle section (introducing the solo violin – ‘ …ou la nuit rêve du jour …’), and then unleashing a piano roll into a crescendo that carries us along on a wave of strings and brass with trumpeted top notes; the diminuendo brings us back to Marlene with just the piano, double bass and solo violin, a rising undertow and dying away of strings until we are left with only the final fading whistle of the ondes-martenot that seems to echo into an endless desert that is Marlene’s final words – “la rose … la rose ….” All this in three minutes and fifty-six seconds.

This musical leitmotif haunts the play; here it accompanies an idealised choreographed moment when the PREY, the PREDATORS and the McDONALD’S GIRL come onto the stage like Nureyev and Fonteyn; later, perhaps it will remind us – characters and audience alike – of that undefinable something that we are all of us looking for. During the prologue there is nothing of the hardness and ugliness that we will see when the music stops; the PREY and the PREDATORS do not dance but they enact in elegance the rituals of courtship – pairing, separation, jealousy, as the McDONALDS GIRL is passed around them (think Aurora with her cavaliers). The silence finds them in stasis; moments later Tatu can be heard screaming, ‘Malchik Gay! Malchik Gay!’ and the tableau comes back to life without the rose tints.   

ACT ONE

The PREY are now lounging around the monument – hustlers, drunks, ‘real’ girls, students; who is for hire and who is not is all a part of being here. The ‘sellers’ move like peacocks, strutting, alert to the need to attract – even the ‘straight’ ones have a poetry about them. At any moment the Militsia can arrive to check documents – why the army and navy cadets congregate restlessly around the edges, on the walls, backing into the undergrowth, ready to run. 

Back and forth across the stage, encircling the monument, the PREDATORS herd –  queens, ‘suits,’ husbands … so many husbands; they act like they’re so anonymous you’d think they really have come to take the air. 

A self-absorbed youth, less obvious but no less one of the hunted, carries a ghetto-blaster on his shoulder, playing over and over at full volume Tatu’s ‘Malchik Gay!, Malchik Gay!’ he wanders aimlessly, on and off the stage –  DJ to the cattle show.

The McDONALD’S GIRL roughly pulls her boyfriend close to her, tongues him, then pushes him away; he goes off with his boyfriend, she follows, gesturing crudely. 

McDONALD’S GIRL: Fuck you! Cunt! Go fuck yourself!

A woman, not very old, in a dirty tracksuit and slippers, is scavenging for beer bottles and empties; she carries two full carrier bags. She finds an empty can, stamps and crunches it underfoot, and adds it to her stash. She screams at a man who has swooped upon an empty on the other side of the monument:

BOTTLE PICKER [running towards her adversary]: Cocksucker! Vadik you cunt! I’ve been watchin’ that fuckin’ bottle for twenty minutes …. [VADIK runs off with his booty. The BOTTLE PICKER gives chase for a few metres but fearing for her other bottles she gives up the game, and lopes back to the monument. One of the PREY speaks.]

THE PREY: Vulture.

BOTTLE PICKER [cursing furiously]: Arse fucker! Bum bandit! Whore! Child molester!

THE PREY [calmly]: Fuck off cunt.

The BOTTLE PICKER exits, still muttering curses.

THE METRO MOMENT


From beneath the floor of the stage can be heard the rumble of the metro and the ‘click-clack’ of the wheels speeding along the tracks. Above the wind roar, there is the raised voice of a metro hawker: “Good day citizens ... today is the chance to buy a completely up-to-date map of the city... no chance of getting lost ever again... stop your wife from screaming ...  only ten roubles ...”

The klaxon sounds and the catatonic monotone of the train intercom announces, “Kitai Gorod, next station ... Be careful, the doors are closing.” We hear the doors close and the accelerating crescendo of the train pulling away. Swirling gusts of theatre smoke –  blue, yellow, red – blow up out of the stage floor, and billow out across the set. It is a magical, a diabolical, a mythological moment of drama – Fairy Carabosse? No, PYOTR and LYOKHA have come out of the depths. 

PYOTR and LYOKHA make their entrance both at the same time. PYOTR comes  up from the steps stage left, and seamlessly joins the circle of PREDATORS. There is nothing to mark him out from the other hunters, meaning that he’s middle-aged, in fair shape, not so bad looking, dressed a few years out of fashion, altogether unremarkable. LYOKHA comes up from the steps  stage right. He is dressed in an expensive deep-pink silken tracksuit that ripples and clings to his body, hinting strongly at the compact musculature beneath –  precisely the effect he knows it has; his sneakers are the latest fashion, the baseball cap worn backwards. He still has something left of that disarming ‘straight off the farm’ look – hair cut short, the rounded red-cheeked face of Esenin before Isadora. He is not as young as some, twenty say; he carries a Walkman around his neck, but is not listening to it. PYOTR immediately notices him, as do all of the PREDATORS.  LYOKHA affects not to notice anybody, but he is aware of the attention he has caused; he swaggers across the stage, and sits on the low-lying wall stage left, chain-smoking, seeming not to look at anything in particular. The PREDATORS circle; several times PYOTR seems on the point of making a move towards the impassive LYOKHA but each time he wimps out; finally, he sits down  on the steps of the monument to smoke and observe. A PREDATOR detaches himself from the pack, and moves to sit next to LYOKHA. He is over-eager.

THE PREDATOR: I haven’t seen you here before.

LYOKHA [without looking at him]: Fuck off.

[The PREDATOR retreats. One of the PREY adds to his humiliation.]

THE PREY [laughing like a hyena]: He must be straight dear!

[There is an altercation between two queens somewhere by the 

monument, and taking advantage of the distraction PYOTR 

nonchalantly places himself on the wall at a slight distance away from 

LYOKHA. A ‘knowing’ silence follows – one mustn’t rush, one is here 

by chance, who moves first is lost …. PYOTR steals an occasional 

sideways glance at LYOKHA who gives no indication that he has seen 

him.
A PREDATOR picks up a soldier boy and marches him off to the 
metro. Cue the last few bars of ‘Cherche la rose.’]

PYOTR [reading the inscription on the monument, and very carefully not looking at the boy]: ‘Love is great … for a man … who gave a life for his friend’ … mmm, that depends. [Pause – long enough to make an audience uncomfortable; then looking up at the setting sun.] It’s hot. [There is no answer. Pause. He takes out a pack of cigarettes, searches for something, then dares to look momentarily at the boy.] You’ve a lighter? I’ve lost mine. [He as soon as turns his head away and looks down at the ground, examining his shoes for dust.]

LYOKHA [with a mocking shake of his head but not looking at PYOTR]: Liar … it’s in your trouser pocket.

PYOTR [affecting a lightness of tone, he keeps his eyes fixed on his shoes]: Bang goes my opening line. Still, you noticed … I’m a writer, I notice things too.

LYOKHA [lighting another cigarette, and still not looking at him]: You think that makes you more interesting? [Pause.]…You have money?

PYOTR [just a hint of acid]: In my trouser pocket. 

LYOKHA [looking at him]: That makes you more interesting. [He immediately looks  away and sets himself to blowing smoke rings.]

PYOTR [allowing himself a cautious smile as he looks again at the boy]: I guess that means we understand each other. [Leaning towards him he extends his hand.] My name’s Pyotr … Petya, 

[LYOKHA ignores the outstretched hand, and PYOTR awkwardly takes it back.]

LYOKHA [looking straight ahead]: Lyokha.

[Another long pause. Getting anything out of LYOKHA is a 

frustrating process; he speaks slowly –  hard to tell if he’s backward or 

his few words are the result of long maturation; he says something 

intelligent or witty and you wonder where it’s come from. To the end of 

this scene and the next there is no speed to their repartee, it drags and 

stumbles along like a three-legged race; not that looking at them you’d  

notice they are communicating, for they barely look at each 

other –  a matter of self-preservation, allowing them to walk away 

unnoticed if the ‘courtship’ is unproductive.



A PREDATOR tries his luck with the ghetto-blaster boy. His music 

screams out “Malchik Gay, Malchik Gay ….” ] 

PYOTR: Why do they keep bleeping out bits of that song?

LYOKHA: So you don’t become a faggot.

PYOTR [more to himself]: Who decides that… [To LYOKHA.] What are the real words?

LYOKHA: Cock.

PYOTR: How do you know?

LYOKHA: Everybody knows.

[The PREDATOR ‘scores’, and bears the boy and his blaster off to the 

metro; as they exit, Tattoo’s gay anthem is replaced with the last few 

bars of ‘Cherche la rose.’ Pause.]

PYOTR: What do you do?

LYOKHA: I’m working.

PYOTR: I’m not. [Pause.] I was going to eat, are you hungry?

LYOKHA [shrugging his shoulders]: Depends. [After a few moments.] McDonald’s is up the street.

PYOTR: We can go somewhere better if you like.

LYOKHA [lighting another cigarette]: You’re not dressed for it. 

[PYOTR is uncertain if there is any sarcasm in the put-down. He looks 

at himself critically.]

PYOTR: What’s wrong with the way I dress?

LYOKHA [blowing more smoke rings]: You write the same way you look?

PYOTR: Isn’t it a bit early in our relationship to be talking philosophy?

LYOKHA: You’re a philosopher? 

PYOTR: It helps. 

LYOKHA: This is your philosophy … picking up boys in parks?

PYOTR: It’s as good a place as any... I don’t see that it makes for a better relationship just because you meet somebody in a cinema … loneliness feels the same wherever you are.

LYOKHA: A philosopher … my first.

PYOTR: I’m not a prize.

[PYOTR stands up, moves forward a few paces, and  then realises that 

LYOKHA is still sitting down, smoking. He turns, fear momentarily 

shows on his face that the boy has played him for a game; he feels his 

exposure to all those eyes behind him, poised for his humiliation. 

LYOKHA watches, even enjoys, his discomfiture, and prolongs it; 

then, like a lion rising from a baking rock on the African plain, he 

stands up and stretches,  yawns, stubs out his cigarette, ties his laces; 

there is a knowing sexual provocation – or is it danger – in his every 

lazy move …he might kill or mate. He is ready, he looks about him, 

seeing and yet unseeing, uncaring king of all he surveys. 

PYOTR walks proudly alongside him towards the metro, and casts a 

quick boastful glance at the monument.] 

LYOKHA: I’m not a prize.

PYOTR [he has the grace to smile, even laughs openly]: Let’s have a Big Mac.

[They exit down into the metro. A light change dims the monument, and 

brings up the cruel lights of a McDonalds, under which not even a 
catwalk model could look good. Alla Pugacheva is singing ‘I’m 

leaving.’ ]

Upstage, the two PREDATORS who got lucky –  with the ghetto-blaster boy, and the soldier boy – are feeding their victims.
PYOTR and LYOKHA are sitting at a table downstage. LYOKHA is still eating. PYOTR is singing along sotto voce with Pugacheva; he sings the refrain ‘at’ LYOKHA, who makes a face of protest. The McDONALDS’ GIRL is sweeping the floor. 

PYOTR: Two Big Macs, two large fries, milk shake, pie and ice cream. What do you eat when you’re hungry? [LYOKHA doesn’t think this is worth answering – he knows he doesn’t have to answer; the two of them understand each other, they know where the evening is leading, but unlike LYOKHA, who could say nothing for hours at an end, and anyway doesn’t care what he says, PYOTR can’t sit in silence; for one, this would be too unlike the ideal of what he imagines dinner for two on a first date should be, and for another his intellect can’t be idle for so long. Of course, his questioning has another side to it ….] So … you like girls. 

[LYOKHA just shrugs his shoulders. PYOTR gives the McDONALDS’ GIRL his tray; she takes it from him mechanically, giving LYOKHA ‘the eye’ as she does so; LYOKHA gives her the once-over.] 

PYOTR [as she exits]: You were pretty friendly with that girl.

LYOKHA: I fucked her.

PYOTR: Great …dinner for two and still the girl gets to come. Nobody can say I haven’t been warned. Where do you live?

LYOKHA [absorbed in his milkshake]: Close.

PYOTR: What do your parents do?

LYOKHA [slurping his milkshake]: I live with my grandmother …. They make the shakes too thick. [Another painful pause.] My parents and my sister were killed in a car crash last year … and … [More slurping.] I was the only one left alive … I crawled out of the car. You need a spoon to eat them. My grandmother brought me here [He noisily sucks up the dregs.] … the car exploded like in a film. I hate Moscow.  

PYOTR: I’m sorry. Where were you living?

LYOKHA [he picks at the remains of the fries]: Tver. 

PYOTR: What did your parents do?

LYOKHA: Some sort of business. You dye your hair?

PYOTR [bristling]: I hate these lights. Your mother ….

LYOKHA: Nothin’ much. It wouldn’t notice if you used a lighter colour. My grandmother doesn’t like me going out … she says I’m all she has left. I don’t go to the park much. 

PYOTR: You caused quite a stir. [Another comment not worth answering.] You could go to college.

LYOKHA: What for?

PYOTR: I’m a great believer in self-improvement. 

LYOKHA [cleaning his teeth with a toothpick]: Yeah … you should ditch the shirt.

PYOTR [stung]: So … you don’t like the way I dress … my hair is wrong … before we go any further … anything else? I’m not much of a prize. Do I have anything going for me? 

LYOKHA [he smiles brightly]: S’in y’r trouser pocket. 

PYOTR [instantly relenting]: When you smile like that … it’s like being in a toothpaste commercial … be still my beating heart …. [Pause. Pugacheva is singing ‘River Bus.’] Why me?

LYOKHA [He doesn’t pause for an answer]: Because you didn’t fuck around with your phone. [PYOTR looks at him quizzically.] LYOKHA holds up an imaginary phone to his ear: “Sell all my shares! ... Buy a Lamborghini! ... A bath of champagne! [LYOKHA purses his lips together and makes a long spluttering sound of protest: “Prrrrrrrr”.] Like I’m a fish to catch.

PYOTR: You’re not straight off the farm after all.

LYOKHA [angrily]: I’m not a farm boy!

PYOTR: Sorry. [Pause.] I lied about the lighter. 

LYOKHA [he allows his head to loll backwards and then sideways, like Petrushka; he looks at PYOTR with ‘big’ eyes]: I’m not interested in things I already know.

[PYOTR seems not to have been listening to him, but to the music; he 

‘drifts off.’] 

PYOTR [still ‘miles away’]: He jumps overboard when she leaves him [Pause as he comes back to himself.] …in the video – hello hello, goodbye goodbye. You can chart my life with the songs of Alla Pugacheva. [LYOKHA looks at him with mocking pity.] Pop philosophy. You haven’t asked me anything.

LYOKHA: What’s to know.

PYOTR: Where do I live? … do I live on my own? … do I want to invite you back?

LYOKHA: You wanna do it outside? We can go to Electrozavodskaya.

PYOTR: Why there!

LYOKHA: No reason … there’s a building site … and there isn’t really a dog. [He laughs loudly at the recollection of some adventure; for the first time we see him with his ‘defences’ down – childlike.]. He was so scared the dog’d come and find us and bite his dick! 



[PYOTR also laughs, but with more restraint – he looks around him to 

see if anybody else has heard. ]

PYOTR [half an ear on the music]: She’s a bit like a drug addiction, not something you admit to … (By way of explanation as LYOKHA looks at him.) Pugacheva.



[Pause.] 

LYOKHA [suddenly standing up]: I’m ready.

[LYOKHA moves off. PYOTR remains sitting for a few moments 

to see if he will turn round, but he keeps on walking.] 

PYOTR [speaking more to himself than to LYOKHA’S departing figure]: You bastard …you won’t turn round will you … [PYOTR hurries after him.] You have a nice ass. 

[They exit. During the scene change the theatre is filled with music 

from Act I of Der Rosenkavalier (Von Karajan, 1956, with 

Schwarzkopf/Ludwig/Stich-Randall), beginning with number 12 – The 

Tenor: ‘Di rigori armato il seno.’]

Half an hour later. PYOTR’S apartment. It is decorated in the Art Deco style of the early 1930s,  the period when the House on the Embankment was completed. Except for a computer, telephone and music system upstage centre, and an ‘executive’ black leather swivel chair on castors, everything – down to the ashtrays – is of the period. But it is not a very tidy, nor a well-kept, ‘museum’ – PYOTR  is a bad housekeeper, and the furniture, the wallpaper, the lamps, are showing their age. There are doors leading off to a bathroom stage left, a small galley kitchen upstage left, and to a bedroom upstage centre (which is on a raised level, and later visible through a transparency). Upstage right an occasional chair underneath a window – PYOTR’S ‘memory’ window, through which can be seen the Moscow skyline. This window is over-sized, out of proportion to the rest of the apartment, in keeping however with the outsize role that it has played in PYOTR’s life. About the Moscow skyline, this is seen  in shades of grey, because this is how it seemed to PYOTR when he was growing up, and how it must have looked to Marlene Dietrich. We are high up – PYOTR lives in a top-floor apartment – and what we see through his window is not tourist Moscow – no Kremlin, no St Basil’s – but the unloved, the reviled monuments of Stalinist Gothic – the condemned Moskva Hotel, for example. There is colour to the set: for the Moscow of today there are huge neon advertising signs, for cigarettes, fast-food, banks, cars ...  – Manhattan in cyrillic; for the Moscow of the USSR the grey skyline is enlivened with an historical parade of the giant propaganda slogans of the Red Army, from the early nineteen-twenties – ‘Workers to Arms you are needed by the Red Army’ – to as late as 1986 – ‘We’ll keep heroism in our memory and in our hearts’; which signs are used when doesn’t really matter – what’s the difference between advertising and propaganda...
[The lights have been left on, and Der Rosenkavalier  is now playing in
 the apartment – beginning 15: ‘Da geht er hin …’ . To the end of this 
scene PYOTR’S words are intermittently punctuated with his 
‘quotations’ from the opera. There is the  sound of an old elevator 
rising.] 
OFFSTAGE VOICE OF PYOTR [in answer to something LYOKHA has said]: Aeons ago… little boy that you are … might just as well be talking about Napoleon …three hundred at the last count, my grandfather among them – he’s on one of the plaques outside. He was a big-shot bureaucrat, that’s why they gave him the apartment. [The heavy elevator doors are pulled open, and then allowed to slam shut.]

It was the last word in luxury... people used to visit just to wash with hot water... even when I was a child the fountains in the courtyard were still working. [He starts to sing.] 



“A stone box – 

The government’s house

In the stone box

We all live together.”
A lullaby ... sort of.

[PYOTR and LYOKHA enter.]

PYOTR: Welcome to the time warp, me the curator... [as LYOKHA looks around in astonishment]: Yes, it’s not to everybody’s taste. It’s called Art Deco, it was fashionable in the nineteen thirties... every style has its day. [Taking his shoes off.] They’d come in the middle of the night... [In a voice that parents use to frighten their children.] the bogey men …[Pointing to an old leather suitcase in the corner of the hallway.] You’d have a suitcase here by the door because somehow you just knew they were coming. [LYOKHA takes off both his sneakers and his socks, carefully stuffing the socks back into the sneakers.] They sent the suitcase back to my grandmother … nice and tidy of them … she couldn’t bear to touch it … [He lightly brushes dust off the suitcase.] or to move it. My father took it with him when it was his turn. He didn’t come back either... the suitcase did... I’ve never opened it. Do they still take you away? Living here I feel as if they must. Or perhaps nowadays you just make your own hell. [PYOTR sorts out a pair of slippers.] These should fit. 

LYOKHA: It’s a waste of electricity keeping the lights on … and the music.
PYOTR [hastening to turn it off]: I’ll change the music. 

[More confident now that he is in his own ‘world’ PYOTR is reluctant to turn off the music, and pauses, ‘conducting’ with his right arm; in a strong tenor voice he echoes and extravagantly mimes the Marschallin; he looks at LYOKHA to see what effect he has made.]    
LYOKHA [bemused by the showmanship]: Leave it! … I didn’t say I didn’t like it. Cats screaming.

PYOTR: Sorry. [He turns the music down.] I keep the lights and the music on so I don’t get scared when I come back in. It’s opera ... I just have to listen to my messages … then we can start.



[LYOKHA makes a study of the apartment. PYOTR sits down at his 

work table to listen to the answer machine. He listens to his 
messages. Rosenkavalier is still playing in the background.]

VOICE OF FROU FROU [high camp]: Send him back to barracks dear, you’re meant to be working. Listen, now don’t ask me how –  such a genius queen – but I found the recording of Marlene at the Estrada... only it’s an EP –  four songs … vinyl, seven inches, you remember, too small for you dear!… Are you that old that you still have a turntable in a cupboard …[We hear mocking laughter.] Ooh! Bitchslap Frou Frou … call me you slut.
[LYOKHA is amused, PYOTR less so.]

PYOTR: My best friend.... It’s full of ghosts this building … mostly mine. 
VOICE OF VASYA [a young man’s pleading voice]: Pyotr, this is Vassya, can I come this evening ….”
[PYOTR abruptly deletes the message. Tape machine announces, “Message deleted.” PYOTR holds the machine on pause.]

PYOTR: My grandparents lived here – together ‘til nineteen thirty seven, and then just my grandmother... she didn’t die in her sleep, she was run over... then it was me and my parents... together til’ nineteen sixty four … then just my mother and I … then just me. 
[PYOTR releases the pause button.]
VOICE OF DMITRI [another young man’s voice]: “Pyotr Leonidovich, this is Dmitri, assistant manager – little Dima... you remember, at the National Hotel. I think I have what you want. You were right, Marlene Dietrich did stay here during the dates you gave us in nineteen sixty-four, but not the two nights you said... for three... I think she must have flown to St Petersburg... not by train... but it would have been Leningrad then, I’m sorry, you know that of course. You’d remember...” [PYOTR, exclaiming in annoyance over the tape: “Yes, dear, I do know that.”] … I think a play about her here is a brilliant idea … I love the thing about all the luggage and I admire your work really very much and I hope that you come to the hotel again soon so that …” 
[PYOTR saves the message. Tape machine: “Message saved.”] 
PYOTR [talking back at the machine]: So you can fuck me in any room you like … so much I did get. Now the place is worth a fortune... estate agents ringing the doorbell every day... or perhaps they’re secret agents. [The tape machine announces “End of messages.”] Marlene would have been at home here. 
LYOKHA: Uh?

PYOTR: Somebody I’m writing about. 
LYOKHA: You rent or you own it? 

PYOTR: Privatised … with the house demons as squatters … they don't seem to want to go … when I wake up at night and think that I’ve heard the door bell ring. [He jumps up out of the chair.] God! I haven’t offered you anything to drink! [He goes to the kitchen.] I thought about ripping it all out... those orange lampshades, horrid aren’t they? But I couldn’t. They made the furniture to order for each apartment … even the ceilings... they brought painters from the Hermitage – I’d feel like a vandal. [Pause. He finds a proverb to explain himself.] When you chop wood the chips fly. You probably don’t understand. [He pauses, looking at LYOKHA, with the light from the half-open fridge illuminating him.] But p’raps you do.



[Something in the way that PYOTR looks at him produces a 

momentary ‘atmosphere’ of tension that LYOKHA quickly dispels.]

LYOKHA: What’s it look like?

PYOTR: What does what look like?

LYOKHA: A play.

PYOTR: I’ll show you. [He goes over to the computer and clicks the mouse; the play that he is writing about Marlene is projected enlarged onto a back scrim.] You can read?
LYOKHA [coming over to the computer and sitting down] Only one word at a time. [scrolling up and down the document]: Why’d you write it backwards?

PYOTR [going back to the kitchen]: I always know how I want it to end. Getting there’s the difficult bit.

LYOKHA [making himself at home on the sofa]: Beer? 

PYOTR: Good idea. [He opens the fridge door wide.] Shit … I’ll go get some, there’s a 24 hour down the street.

LYOKHA: … n’ chips. 

PYOTR: You’ve just eaten!

LYOKHA: I’ll give you the money. 

PYOTR: Isn’t it meant to be the other way around?  

LYOKHA: I won’t steal anything.

PYOTR: Just leave me the suitcase. But I’ll lock you in anyway … [Looking at 

LYOKHA reclining like Madame Recamier.] so you don’t have to get up.

[PYOTR briskly puts his shoes on and goes out, locking the door after 

him. LYOKHA immediately rises; he turns the music up loud (number 

16), sits down in the swivel chair and propels himself around the 
apartment, taking out books, examining the photographs, fanning 
through the papers cluttering up the work table. He then rolls himself 

back to the computer and reads more of  PYOTR’s play, again 

projected enlarged onto the back scrim. When he hears the key in the 
lock he hurriedly gets up, and lies down on the sofa.]

PYOTR [he has two carrier bags of groceries]: Just in case we have a siege. [He puts bottles of beer in the fridge.] Did you miss me? 

LYOKHA [with heavy sarcasm]: Very. 

PYOTR [putting things away in cupboards]: You turned it up. [Number 17 is now playing.] This is one of my favourite bits – ‘Die zeit, die ist ein sonderbar Ding’ … time is a strange thing.’ … So, what did you find out about me?

LYOKHA [he makes no move to help with the groceries]: Uh …?

PYOTR: Darling, I’ve been round the block, I don’t mind you looking … I’ve been here before, many times…. [With a sweeping gesture.] This is me, you don’t have to know me if you don’t want to … you can just take the money and run if you like, but I don’t want to be … [He makes a ‘queeny’ gesture.] ugh! that awful word, a client … I like to play pretend as close as I can to reality. [His attention to what he is saying is momentarily distracted by the music; he ‘drifts off’ – mouthing the words sotto voce –  and then comes to ….] I see I’m not really putting you at your ease am I? Okay, so tell me what you learn about me just looking at my apartment.

LYOKHA [he looks around him, then drily]: You like books … [Looking at the framed photographs.] You’re famous? 

PYOTR: Sort of, whatever that means. I won’t be here to see if it lasts. Who’d have thought we’d remember Marlene Dietrich for her singing.

LYOKHA: You’re married?

PYOTR: Not anymore. The ring’s a keepsake.

LYOKHA: You don’t like housework.

PYOTR [opening beer and chips]: Even when I tidy it’s a mess. [Holding up the bottle.] You want a glass? [Before LYOKHA has had a chance to answer.] No of course you don’t. [Remembering, and throwing him the pack.] I bought you cigarettes. Catch!

LYOKHA [taking the cigarettes]: Parliament’s better. Why don’t they sing in Russian?

PYOTR: Because it was written in German. [About the cigarettes he is not offended, only disappointed that he got it wrong.] You were smoking Chesterfields. 

LYOKHA: Only when I don’t have money.

PYOTR [handing him the beer and chips]: That’s an unusual way of knowing if somebody has any money …. [Raising his voice above the music – number 18.] This is where the Marchioness says to her young lover that sooner or later he’ll leave her for somebody younger … that’s just how it is, but she won’t try to keep him, she’ll let him go, even with her blessing – you wonder would she in real life. [He ‘goes off’ again.] … He says never … he’ll love her for always … then of course he meets a young slut and falls in love … it’s a love triangle. I'll play you the best bit.

LYOKHA: A threesome. 

PYOTR [laughing]: Sort of … but they don’t all sleep together. [He delays changing the disc; his tone again becomes ‘philosophical.’] Everything is temporary … accept it or we suffer the consequences. A tough philosophy. 
LYOKHA: It’s a woman singing, how can it be a he? I know … she’s a tranny!

PYOTR [laughing even more]: There’s a thought for you. I’ll explain, he wanted a woman’s voice … Strauss – not the one who wrote waltzes please – because she’d sound more like a young boy, but [His index finger wags like a metronome.] … just to really confuse you the female singer playing the boy dresses as a woman so that the Baron – who’s a real man, don’t ask me where he comes in – thinks that the she who’s a him is a she … if that makes sense.

LYOKHA: Like the Three Monkeys  –  trannies prancin’ around in feathers n’ hiding their dicks up their ass.

PYOTR: We all have a bit of woman in us. [He holds up his bottle to LYOKHA in salutation.] To us.

LYOKHA [looking at the bust of Tchaikovsky]: Who’s the guy?

PYOTR: Tchaikovsky …a dead composer. 

LYOKHA: A faggot.

PYOTR: Take all the great faggots out of the world my dear mister normal and who do you have left? 

LYOKHA [unusually quick off the mark]: Straights.

PYOTR: Very funny … [A little camp.] darling we go back a long way, or you think we came with the french fries. Ivan the Terrible Queen – he’s a good one to start with – [He counts them off on his fingers] Eisenstein, Diaghilev, Nijinsky, [counting on the other hand.] Leonardo, Michelangelo, Botticelli, Caravaggio … foreign fags, still, nothing for the tourists to gawp at in the Pushkin. … [He addresses LYOKHA sternly]: Ever read any Kuzmin or Kharitonov? [Startled, LYOKHA shakes his head.] Esenin?  – you look a bit like him did you know that? [LYOKHA obediently murmurs “No.”] …Mayakovsky,  Shakespeare  – left only his second-best bed to his wife, did you know that? 

LYOKHA: Who’d ‘e give the best bed to?

PYOTR: Don’t interrupt me when I’m in full flight … Saint-Saens the dying queen…   danced a pas de deux with Tchaikovsky, our very own icon – nothing for you and all the rest to see at the Bolshoi … shall I go on? I can recite ad infinitum, it’s our defence against you … Nureyev … 

LYOKHA [interrupting him]:  … Aids.

PYOTR [not very aggressively]: Fuck you … we didn’t start it. [He goes over to the music centre.] That’s enough about queers. I’ll play the best bit and then we’ll drink beer out of the bottle like real men. [Changing the disc, and abruptly returning to his diatribe, viciously]: Peter the Great and Menshikov … ooh! Blasphemy! … Paul the First, Alexander, Nicholas’s uncle Serge … blue buggers … Oh! And the red buggers – I like to bitch fairly … Yezhov – he dressed up in women’s clothes …. But we don’t know much about the red ones … up against the wall and pow!  Best thing for us.

LYOKHA: Faggots ... they just write and dress up.

[The great final trio of Act III is heard, number 13: ‘Hab’ mir’s gelobt.’ LYOKHA is listening attentively but he is also watching PYOTR in submissive fascination, close to being mesmerized by the unexpected wildness of it all.]

PYOTR [a little more calmly]: Listen, the best bit … one voice to start … then the second … you hear? And the third, all together. … She gives him up, she lets him go … your threesome’s at an end …[More to himself.] why doesn’t she try to keep him … [He goes into a type of trance. As the music climaxes he turns up the volume full blast; his hand goes up to his mouth as if to stop himself from crying out. His hand slides down to his heart …‘In Gottes Namen …! He turns the music down.] Oh God! Don’t you feel for the poor bitch …love’s a form of prison. [He turns off the music.] The awful pain Lyokha … we live for these moments, it’s what makes all the shit bearable.



[Silence as PYOTR comes out of his trance. Pause.]

LYOKHA: You don’t have a video?

PYOTR [taking out another beer from the fridge]: No. I’ll buy one if you like. I must be drunk. [He again stands with the fridge door open, in pensive mood.] Funny how you find us at both ends of the madness … Basmanov murdering for Ivan, Yezhov for Uncle Joe. You know what links the two? They both loved to dance about in womens’ clothes … Secret Terminator Queens of the World Unite! 

LYOKHA: You’re a nutcase. 
PYOTR [still pensive]: Lots of killer queens if you think about it. Look who did for Rasputin ... Princess Felicity.

LYOKHA: [Going to the computer]: You’ve got internet?

PYOTR [snapping out of his reverie]: Add to that monster, pervert and cradle-snatcher. Yes. What shall we listen to? Or shall we just listen out for the house demons? Marlene then, when she’s singing they don’t come out. [Marlene sings Cherche la rose; the track is repeated until Lyokha changes the music.]
LYOKHA: Let’s look at some porn.

PYOTR: Okay ... then I’ll turn the lights down. [Beer in hand he turns off the overhead lights, leaving only the lamplight. He goes upstage and leans over LYOKHA.] Just click on the icon ‘Rol.’ … [He guides his hand over the mouse]: Up on the left … it’s automatic … but it doesn’t always connect first time. [He casually places an arm on LYOKHA’S shoulder. The familiar tone of an internet connection is heard.] It’s my lucky night … you know what you want to look at.

LYOKHA: Blondes with big tits.

PYOTR [typing]: Wouldn’t you know it … and the bigger the better … when you see something you like double click and you can see it full size … don’t click on the banners because it costs money and I’m not that rich … I’ll write the password down so that you can do it yourself ….

[PYOTR takes a pen and paper by the side of the telephone, and writes 

the password. At first, while LYOKHA surfs, PYOTR stands by him, 

stroking the back of his neck; then he kneels down by the side of him, 

resting his hand on LYOKHA’S leg.]

PYOTR: You know the Latin alphabet quite well … 

[PYOTR moves round to kneel in front of him.] 

PYOTR: Przhevalsky! There’s one you wouldn’t have known ... an explorer... he discovered a horse.

[LYOKHA raises himself slightly from the chair, and allows his tracksuit trousers to be pulled down.]
LYOKHA: Big deal ... horses in Red Square. Fucking stupid faggot going that far.

PYOTR: It was a very small horse. There’s a statue of him in Peter.

LYOKHA: With the horse?
PYOTR: No, with a camel. 

LYOKHA. He found that too?

PYOTR: No, I think that he just sat on it.

LYOKHA [PYOTR’S head is buried in his lap]: I don’t do anal …

PYOTR: You say the nicest things … you and Alexander Sergeyevich, “Have mercy on my ass,” ... in a letter I think. It’s the only clue we have. 
[LYOKHA punctuates his viewing with sighs that might be either 

approval at what he sees on the screen or at what PYOTR is doing to 

him down below.]

LYOKHA: What’s in the folder ‘Internet Boyz?’ [He doesn’t wait for an answer.] ‘Name: Blueboy. Country: Russia. Town: Moscow. Age: twenty. Email: yes. ICQ: no. Profession: I have one’ – what’s that mean? ‘Orientation: None of your business:’ Agreed. ‘Interests: Write with a photo and we’ll see. Demon Nine’ – good one for you – [PYOTR mumbles, “Thanks …”] … ‘Russia … live in hell’ Where’s that? [PYOTR can be heard to say, “In your head.”] ‘Twenty-three, photographer’ – a faggot who takes pictures – another ‘none of your business … masculine body and nice appearance’ … boring …. ‘Sergei … Stavropol … eighteen … student … straight’ … why bother to save them? [PYOTR: “You’re asking me?”] ‘Looking for girls to act out my fantasies.’ Yeah, he’s all right. ‘Guy, Russia, None of your business.’ That’s all? ‘Dima … Sochi’ – nice tan. ‘Seventeen … Still at school … Gay … In bed passive … Email … [He laughs.] Just a kid at mail dot ru! Looking to meet a man from twenty-seven’ – why twenty-seven? –  ‘up to forty, for friendship and sex. Don’t forget photo.’ Nice body. Bet you sent him a message. [PYOTR mutters, “Don’t remember.”] Yeah, right. [PYOTR remembers something, “The younger they are the bolder they are.”] ‘Vladislav … Moscow, nineteen, universal … I’m looking for a long relationship, can also meet for money.’ Cheap whore. ‘Friendforman … Petersburg … twenty-seven … Bisexual … Active. Profession, sexopath! Twosome, threesome, foursome, toys.’ Pervert. [Leaning back.] Who’s this... Alexei … Tver … Who cares? Same. Email no, ICQ no. P’raps I’m looking for you. [Back to the screen.] ‘Kostya …Novosibirsk’ – freeze your balls off – ‘Twenty-four. I’m a graduate in maths … now a businessman … I like writing poetry, the countryside, wild animals, art, architecture and interior design. I want to find a man who can bring meaning to my life’ … Jesus! What a faggot! Thinks he’s bi ….you can tell what they are just by looking at them. [PYOTR, with some vehemence, “No you can’t.”] ‘Lyosha. Capital. Twenty one, one-eighty-seven, seventy-nine, nineteen by six’ … what the fucks that mean? …  [PYOTR can be heard to say, “Age, height, weight, dick size.”] ‘Escort.’ Not bad looking. Another one who gives n’ takes it … ‘you and me and the wife, how about it? Hundred bucks for a meeting! [PYOTR remarks, “Don’t get ideas.”] LYOKHA puts his hands behind his head, and leans back in the chair, no longer looking at the screen.] Not as big as mine. Petya … St Petersburg. Twice my age. Email don’t know … ICQ don’t know … Writer… Orientation … [Starting to laugh at his joke.] pretty obvious … Interests … boys! Boys! [Laughing openly.] and more boys!

PYOTR [lifting his head up as he cottons on]: Fuck you! I thought you wanted to look at girls.

[Abrupt silence. After a short while LYOKHA takes off his tracksuit 

top; underneath he is wearing the Navy’s regulation striped blue-and-

white vest.]

PYOTR [he tries to makes light of it, keeping his head in LYOKHA’S lap]:You lost your uniform?

LYOKHA: Not exactly.

PYOTR: I see. When did you run off?

LYOKHA: ‘bout two months ago. 

PYOTR [coming up for air]: Why?

LYOKHA: My ass is my own.

PYOTR: It’ll be worse if they find you. 

LYOKHA: They won’t.

PYOTR: You could pay a doctor to get you out completely. About fifteen hundred bucks … you need about another [He makes a quick mental calculation.] … seventy-four like me.

LYOKHA: Funny. You want to give me the money? Then you can fuck me ... seventy-four times.
PYOTR: Plus this evening [Saluting with his bottle.] So, here’s to harbouring a criminal. Well, everybody runs away from life at some time … more philosophy.

LYOKHA [standing up]: I need a piss. …

PYOTR: On my philosophy … I must get you a clean towel.

[LYOKHA goes off to the bathroom. PYOTR hurriedly goes through 

the pockets of the tracksuit; he finds only two condoms, and a 
switchblade, which he flicks open, curiously runs the tip across his 
throat, presses it back into its holder and puts it away.] 

LYOKHA [returning to his place at the computer]: Nice bathroom. You’ve got hot water … ours is turned off.

PYOTR [going back to his blow job]: You can have a shower … or a bath if you like. [He sniffs affectedly.] And remind me to give you some clean socks. … Sorry, I forgot the towel …

LYOKHA: Yeah, right.  Later … I’ll wash my feet … or you want to just get it over and done with. … You didn’t find out anything?

PYOTR [readily acknowledging his guilt]: You don’t even have a passport … how do I know you are who you say you are? What if you’re really called … I don’t know … Maxim.

LYOKHA [aggressively unconcerned]: Call me what you like … you’re the writer not me. [Pause. Less aggressively.] I lost my passport … in the accident … my grandmother’s going to get me a new one. We can buy an ID if you want me to be somebody. You want me to be this Maxim?
PYOTR: I want you to be who you are. [Pause.] If they stop you it’ll be a real hassle … and if they check … where can you buy an ID?

LYOKHA: Leningradskii … from the pigs. [PYOTR is about to express more astonishment but LYOKHA cuts him off.] I worked there … deliveries. You say you’ve been robbed … it’s always happening.

PYOTR [smiling at him with admiration]: You’re quite something.  [Looking at the discarded tracksuit.] Business must be good.

LYOKHA: Fucking’s a sideline … or didn’t you find them? 

[LYOKHA goes over to the hallway; he takes out an insole from one of his sneakers, turns the sneaker upside down, and empties out a flat pack of silver foil. He lays the pills out on PYOTR’S work table.]

LYOKHA: Mercedes, buy for three hundred, sell for four hundred fifty … Mitsubishi, buy for one seventy five sell for three fifty …this here’s a new one, it’s called Bird … you see the bird?  … cos it really sends you flying. 

PYOTR [not looking too closely]: I believe you. What’s that?

LYOKHA: Heroin. Only two hundred roubles …

PYOTR: Why not cocaine? 

LYOKHA: Heroin’s cheaper, ‘til you get further down the road … You want to buy?

PYOTR: Do I get a discount?

LYOKHA: What for?

PYOTR: What do you recommend for virgins?

LYOKHA: Bird … coming down’s easier.

PYOTR: I’m afraid of flying … when they staged my last play in New York I was more afraid of the flight than I was of the critics …Oh, why not … I write plays or didn’t I tell you?

LYOKHA: P’raps it’ll make you write better, like you’re all alchoholics [Giving him a tablet.] … swallow, don’t crunch.

PYOTR [he obediently swallows, and washes it down with beer]: And now we add drugs to the myth of creativity is that it. … How long does it take to have an effect?

LYOKHA [he takes a pill himself, and carefully puts the remaining pills back in his sneaker.]: You’ll know. [He takes out a disc from his Walkman.] Let’s have some real music.

[LYOKHA puts his music on –  the triplex live mix of OSKAR, ‘Between you and I’  –  and starts to sway and dance, singing along: “…how much time is left with you ….” PYOTR doesn’t dance as such – he is waiting for something to happen to his head – but merely moves his arms and legs in a circumscribed rhythmical motion.]

LYOKHA: I bet he dressed up when he went exploring!

PYOTR [Laughing and shouting above the music]: Music to fuck and get high with!

LYOKHA [shouting back]: You know, you use really bad language for a writer.

PYOTR: Chekhov’s out of date, dear. … Nice music.

LYOKHA: You should see the video. More faggot stuff … s’bout his boyfriend runnin’ off … jumps off the bridge when’s it’s all over.

PYOTR: What else can you do. Nice words. 

LYOKHA: Why can’t you just listen? S’only words. 

PYOTR: I am just listening … only I like to find meanings in everything … 

[LYOKHA laughs at him, takes off his T-shirt and writhes around lasciviously in only his shorts.]

LYOKHA: Your eyes are like saucers!

PYOTR [worried]: Is that how they should be?

LYOKHA: Everything’s ok. Relax.

[LYOKHA’S dancing becomes wilder, and he briefly pulls his shorts down.]

LYOKHA: Well armed but not dangerous!

PYOTR: Now who’s seducing whom ….

[The doorbell rings repeatedly. PYOTR is visibly startled, frightened even; he signals for LYOKHA to turn off the music. There is an abrupt silence, and as the doorbell continues ringing PYOTR holds his hands to his ears, and then in dumbshow asks LYOKHA if he is hearing things or the bell really is ringing; LYOKHA confirms that it is the bell. PYOTR goes to the door to look through the spyhole; he tiptoes back, waves wildly at LYOKHA to go into the bathroom and then moves again towards the door; he is about to open it when he remembers something; he bends down, picks up the sneakers, runs back to LYOKHA, frantically gesticulates how to empty out the sneakers into the toilet, and to keep the door locked. He takes a deep breath, trying to compose himself, and purposefully goes to open the door. We do not see who is standing outside.]

PYOTR: Yes?

FIRST MILITSIA OFFICER: Is this your apartment sir? Having a party are you?

PYOTR: Yes, why? I mean I own it … no, there’s only me here.

FIRST MILITSIA OFFICER: Can I see your passport?

PYOTR: Why? I told you I live here. Is there anything wrong?

FIRST MILITSIA OFFICER: The passport. [PYOTR pulls out his passport from his jacket hanging in the hallway and hands it to the Militsia officer. There is a short pause.] 

FIRST MILITSIA OFFICER: What do you do … Pyotr Leonidovich?

PYOTR: I’m a writer.

SECOND MILITSIA OFFICER: Famous are you?

PYOTR: I have friends yes.

[The meaning hangs in the air, menacing like a stalactite in spring. Slightest pause.]

FIRST MILITSIA OFFICER: Your neighbours are complaining that the music’s too loud. 

PYOTR [with an almost hysterical laugh]: Is that all! But it’s not even eleven o’ clock! Which neighbour?

FIRST MILITSIA OFFICER [handing back the passport]: That doesn’t matter. Turn it down, so we don’t have to come back. 

PYOTR [more to himself than to the Militsia]: I’m ready to leave at any time.

SECOND MILITSIA OFFICER [sensing, if not fully understanding]: Writing makes you all excited does it? 

PYOTR [sharply]: No, why? … [Abruptly.]You’re right, I’ll turn it down. 

FIRST MILITSIA OFFICER: We’ll leave you alone for now then Pyotr Leonidovich, good night.

PYOTR [closing the door]: Good night.

[LYOKHA comes out of the bathroom, holding the sneakers, which he puts back in the hallway.]

PYOTR: Did you get rid of them?

LYOKHA: What for?

PYOTR [angrily]: Because they could have arrested me, that’s why! And you as well! What a mess! 

LYOKHA: They didn’t.

PYOTR: How can you be so calm! It must be the pills. I’m hallucinating … p’raps there weren’t really two of them … what do I look like? [He goes into the bathroom and comes out a few moments later.] I look as if I really have seen a ghost! What planet’s this? How far away’s Jupiter? 

LYOKHA [laughing, as he puts the music back on at low volume]: In your head! [He moves to the kitchen and begins to look through cupboards.] You have tea? Sugar?

PYOTR: Of course I have.

LYOKHA [opening and immediately banging shut all of the kitchen cupboards]: Chewing gum? … Chocolate? … Coke? … Mineral water? … Lemons? 

PYOTR [completely discomposed]: For God’s sake! What are you doing! What do we need chewing gum for? I hate the stuff.

LYOKHA: You’ll get used to it.

PYOTR: Calm down please, I’ll see what I have. [Checking the cupboards.] Chocolate biscuits … a frozen Mars bar … almost half a lemon … what else did you say? … Coke I never buy …mineral water I have. You want me to go out again? I don’t understand why we suddenly need all these things? 

LYOKHA: Okay … forget it … when you want them you’ll go get them.

[LYOKHA returns to the computer. For a short while PYOTR seems uncertain as to what to do, standing irresolute; then we see him begin to sway to the music, close his eyes and gyrate his body. LYOKHA swivels round to look at him, putting his arms behind his neck, and opening wide his legs.

LYOKHA: What do they look like these ghosts?

PYOTR [coming close to the chair, and writhing his body like a snake charmer’s python]: Horrible … they come through the walls. What do your’s look like?

LYOKHA: I don’t have any.

PYOTR: Liar. [He takes his shirt off, and flings it away. He resumes his kneeling position between LYOKHA’S legs; his words are interrupted by the sexual activities of his tongue.]  Next time I won’t open the door. You can stay as long as you like….  Tennessee Williams had a boyfriend who’d been a soldier … at the opening night of whatever play it was - Rose Tattoo I think - somebody asked him what he did and he said, “I sleep with Mr Williams.” You have a nice dick. Please don’t ask me who was Tennessee Williams … he was a playwright … only Chekhov gets as good.

LYOKHA: Another faggot. Mind your teeth.

PYOTR: Chekhov? No … unfortunately not. He destroys my theory that the best writers are always poofs … fuck!



[The sound of a mobile can be heard. PYOTR gets up from his knees, 

in a state of undress. Holding up his trousers he takes out his phone.]

PYOTR: Peter the Great … yes it’s me… Dima? Which Dima? Aah! number one … hi … yes, yes, I’m busy … yes … no, I’m still on act one … two, I told you [Pause as he listens.] mmm …. What’s he like? Yura … a beer can … I’ll remember ... I promise …okay …. I do too. Kisses.



[PYOTR returns to his position between LYOKHA’S legs.]

LYOKHA: When do you work?

PYOTR: A mouthful of cock and you want me to talk about writing? What is an artist Lyoshinka? An artist is somebody who doesn’t work. The restorer came today, for the sofa, and as he was leaving said “This is the life eh? The Bolshoi’s in Japan, Japs love ‘em”. I told him I didn’t know they were there, he was almost offended, as if I needed to know … like he knows football. Oooh … I’m flying …

LYOKHA [pushing him to the floor and embracing him]: Shut up and just fuck me.

Oskar is still playing as the curtain falls.

ACT II

A week later.  PYOTR is in the final stages of cooking and setting the table. He is  singing along to Marlene Dietrich: ‘Falling in Love Again.’ The music, however, is not coming from a CD, but from an EP played on a turntable – placed on a dining table chair – wired up next to the music centre.

PYOTR: … “Falling in love again never wanted to, what am I to do I can’t help it …  love’s always been my game play it how I may … [He makes a ‘queeny’ gesture.] I was made that way ... I can’t help it.”[Dishing up.] … “I know I’m not to blame ….” [He lights candles, and then addresses the bathroom.] It’s ready Your Highness.

[As the saxophone floats in PYOTR is dancing by himself; LYOKHA comes out of the bathroom with only a towel around his waist; PYOTR attempts to make him his dancing partner.]

PYOTR [clasping him around the waist]: … “Men cluster to me like moths around a flame and if their wings burn I know I’m not to blame.”

LYOKHA [freeing himself]: You know I don’t understand. Can’t we listen to somebody who isn’t dead? Where’d you put the bag with my new things?

PYOTR: Where you left it. [More singing.] “ … what am I to do … I can’t help it.” And here she isn’t dead. You hear the applause? Are you going to sit down? 

[LYOKHA sits down and starts to shovel the food in. Marlene is  singing: ‘Wo ist der Mann.’ ]

PYOTR: This isn’t a collective farm. It took me ages.

LYOKHA: I didn’t put ketchup on it …

PYOTR: I only said that you should try it first and then add the ketchup …

LYOKHA [pointing at the wall]: That was after you threw the plate.

PYOTR: I don’t believe in much …

LYOKHA [in mock recitation]: “Words … cooking … Marlene Dietrich” and … some other things …

PYOTR: Who is she?

LYOKHA: Does it matter?

PYOTR: Why do I bother?

LYOKHA [his mouth full]: ’Cos you love me.

PYOTR: Did I say that? 

LYOKHA: For the last … [He looks at a watch that must be new.] eight days. 

[He sees the bag in the hallway and gets up to collect it. He very deliberately first takes off his towel, leaves it lying on the floor, then, naked, he lays out his new clothes on the sofa, and dresses as he eats.]

PYOTR: I buy him a watch and he uses it to say he doesn’t have time for me. [Looking at LYOKHA in his new underpants.] I bought them so that I could take them off you.

LYOKHA [good-naturedly]: Pervert. You can later.

[PYOTR abandons his food and goes over to kneel in front of LYOKHA.]

PYOTR [pressing his head against LYOKHA’S crotch]: How about now. Who knows who’ll ’ve had their hands on them by then.

LYOKHA [walking away and putting on his trousers]: I’m late, and you said you wanted to start work by eight.

[PYOTR angrily stands up; as he does so a knife falls on the floor.] 

LYOKHA [delighted, grinning]: Who is he? 

[PYOTR ignores the superstition, marches over to the music centre and abruptly lifts the needle off the turntable. During the tirade that follows LYOKHA imperturbably carries on dressing and picking at the food.]


PYOTR: Why do I torture myself! I will tell you our future, my rose cavalier: we’ll love and fuck and I’ll become nothing to you … [He bangs on the dining table.] How dare you not give my food the attention it deserves! Why don’t we just to go to Mcdonalds every day, if you like it there so much. [He pauses for effect.] P’raps you’ll be brutal like you are in bed … cut me out like ... like... cheese from a cheeseburger … or perhaps just little by little –  slivers of subterfuge – as you both plan your escape … ‘til there’ll be nothing left of me in your new normal life, no photographs of ‘uncle Pyotr’ in the family album. ... You won’t telephone, you’ll forget my birthday … [LYOKHA is having difficulty with his new shoes.] – use a shoe horn. And one day you’ll see me on Tverskaya, the three of you, or will it be four by then … only your remembering eyes will give us away … your wife will ask “Who was that?” and you’ll say “Who?” And you’ll feel no guilt, nothing … I won’t exist … the living dead.

LYOKHA: Did you rehearse that? [Preening himself.] How do I look? 

PYOTR [His anger has run its course]: You’re a little fucker. [Picking up the towel.] Fantastic. I wish I was living with you.

LYOKHA: You’re trying to write, I’m trying to live.

PYOTR: Who’d you steal that from? 
LYOKHA: I don’t know, it sounded good. Opium! [He goes into the bathroom. PYOTR follows after him, and stands in the doorway watching him; we hear only his voice.]: Petya, we had an agreement, you write and I go out.

PYOTR: I don’t want to write, I’m too tired after all your shopping. Don’t put too much on or you’ll smell like a whore. And what do you care, you never read it.

LYOKHA: I said I’ll read it when it’s finished. 

PYOTR: Then it’s too late. You don’t even know what it’s about.

LYOKHA: Don’t I? [He re-emerges, stopping close in front of PYOTR. He pauses, more to wound than for dramatic effect.] … It’s about an old Hollywood queen who sticks sellotape on her head to stop the lines showing and you think she’s the fairy godmother in Cinderella. 

PYOTR [now it is his turn to hurt]: Not bad for a farm boy.

LYOKHA [angrily, taking a step forward]: I’m not a farm boy!

PYOTR [backing off, softly]: Why do we fight?

LYOKHA: Because we … [His voice trails off.] You want me to leave you more medicine? 

PYOTR: Yes, and I want to go very fast.

LYOKHA: Strong medicine. You could buy a Mercedes with what you’re spending. Careful, you might run out of road. 
PYOTR: Salvation doesn’t come cheap. They help the demons come.

LYOKHA [going to the hallway]: You’re crazy. Nobody wants their demons. When am I gonna see these demons?

PYOTR: You do my darling.

LYOKHA: Keep your demons to yourself … they’re making you paranoid.

[LYOKHA takes out his supply from his ‘old’ sneakers, gives two of them to PYOTR and puts the rest in his trousers pocket.]

LYOKHA: You have a thousand roubles?

PYOTR: I don’t believe you! You want me to finance your fucking her as well? You know how much money I’ve spent today? 

LYOKHA: You can throw me out at any time.

PYOTR: I notice you tell me that after I’ve bought the clothes. 

LYOKHA: Your wallet’s in the kitchen drawer.

PYOTR [going for his wallet]: Do you want me for anything other than my money?

LYOKHA [grinning]: No.

PYOTR: Liar. [He gives him the money.] Don’t drink so much this time, please. You came back at eight this morning … you were so drunk you were on all fours talking to the cat … two cats. 

LYOKHA: We don’t have a cat!

PYOTR: I almost thought we did. 

LYOKHA [going to the hallway for his jacket, and to admire himself this time in the hallway mirror; off-handedly]: Did I say anything interesting?

PYOTR [following]: Why do you ask?

LYOKHA: Just asking.

PYOTR: Nothing I didn’t already know.

LYOKHA: What’s that meant to mean?

PYOTR: Just saying.

LYOKHA [putting his jacket on]: Fuck you. [Pause, count five.] Tell me, what did happen to your dad? 

PYOTR [sitting down on the suitcase]: He left. He didn’t come back. 

LYOKHA: Like what he just disappeared?
PYOTR: I don’t know. I’m not going to know. Leave it. 

LYOKHA: Only asking.

PYOTR: Don’t leave me. 

LYOKHA: If you’d bought me a mobile you’d know when I was coming back.

PYOTR: I promise. [Looking at his watch.] Well, if you’re going you’d better go.

LYOKHA: Now you want to get rid of me. So then I’ll take yours.

PYOTR: No! Just so you can call me from the custody cell, like the night before last? [LYOKHA is about to protest his innocence but PYOTR cuts him off, his hands up.] Enough! I know, the pigs gave you a hard time. God! What am I doing … here. [He stands up and gives him his mobile]: One of these days I might leave you sitting there. 

LYOKHA: No you won’t. [Trying his jacket collar up, and then down.] You really think I look all right? 

PYOTR: What do you think I am, your mother? [The moment he has said it he regrets it.] … I’m sorry. Down is better. [He smoothes down the jacket collar, and kisses him as he opens the door.] I love you.

LYOKHA: So write us a happy ending.



[LYOKHA goes out. PYOTR puts Marlene Dietrich back onto play – 

‘Wo ist der Mann’, swallows the tablets, washed down with beer, 

clears the dirty plates, and re-sets the table. The doorbell rings. 

PYOTR is again  singing along to Marlene as he opens the door. 
DIMA enters; he is the archetypal handsome military cadet, dressed in 
uniform, with four stripes. He is everything that LYOKHA is not – 
well-spoken (when he chooses …),well-educated ….]

PYOTR: You’re early. Where’ve you been? Have you eaten? I cooked for you. 



[They kiss each other familiarly.]

DIMA [taking off his jacket and shoes]: They stopped my leave … bastards … for fighting. I’m starving. Can you believe it, two o’clock in the morning, this monkey wakes me up asks me to suck his dick, fucking sticking out like a missile it was. He gets me to go into the boot room … then he wants to fuck me so I say no, he loses it, n’ I end up breaking his nose.

PYOTR [taking the jacket and carefully putting it onto a hanger]: Is he nice looking? Sit down. Beer? Bochkarev or Miller? It’s ready.

DIMA: Yeah, not bad. Miller. One year above me. 

PYOTR [busying himself in the kitchen]: So?

DIMA: ’Cos he was mouthing off saying he’s tired of jacking off all the time while the faggots go out on the town ’til morning, and how’s he to find anybody to fuck between seven and ten in the evening. 

PYOTR [dishing up]: Why’d he pick on you?

DIMA: Like it’s not a secret I’m doing it both ways … [Eating.] Jesus, if you can’t find a fuck in uniform here you’re really sad …Red Square they’re fuckin’ wettin’ themselves. [He mimics the tourists.]‘Can I take your picture?’ ‘Yeah, and you want me to show you my ass too?’

PYOTR: Ketchup? Bread?

DIMA: Nyuh uh … bread. How I met my wife … she ordered me over the phone, but I didn’t take the money after, you can’t take it from a chick. Butter? [PYOTR dutifully produces the butter.] It’s costing me a hundred fifty to get out of that shithole ’til 

morning now … company commander, I should suck his dick … and she offered me fifty bucks – cunt, I could have been rich if I hadn’t married her.

PYOTR: She knows … she doesn’t know what she knows, but she knows. 

DIMA [his mouth full]: She doesn’t know you even exist.

PYOTR: Oh she does. You always do. Still, strange to think of yourself as the other woman … man. Not a role for the faint-hearted.



[The phone rings. PYOTR listens to the answerphone click in; we hear 

his slightly camp message – ‘This is Quasimodo, I’m not here but I can 

hear you if you leave a message.’ LYOKHA’S voice is heard: 

‘Petya … it’s Lyokha … Petya! …]

PYOTR [rushing for the receiver]: It’s me! I’m here! … [He raises his voice, concerned.] Where are you? … What’s happened? They locked you up already? [Then laughing, his face becoming all smiles.] … I do too. Give her one for me … What? Okay, only wake me up with a hard-on. 



[PYOTR returns to the table.]

DIMA: My understudy? 

PYOTR: You know, you think very highly of yourself. You’re going to be insufferable when they make you a lieutenant … more than you are now. Seconds?

DIMA: I’m full. Who is he? Cadet? You’ve cigarettes?

PYOTR: Not quite. I bought some … Parliament even [He takes out cigarettes from a kitchen cupboard, finding a lighter also which he holds out patiently while DIMA unwraps the pack.] What did your last slave die of? 

DIMA: He hasn’t he’s still…

PYOTR [cutting him off]: … still enjoying the pain. [He starts to wash up.] You know, it should be you lot paying me: I feed you, I never have any socks [DIMA is about to ask him] … yes, I did, they’re where they always are. …You know how many end-of-term papers have been printed on my poor overworked computer? And I pay them off when you don’t pass. What, do they hand out my telephone number when they recruit you?

DIMA [smoking]: Word gets around. Max and Serge say hi by the way. So if he’s not a cadet he must be a whore. 

PYOTR: Say hello back. There’s an answer to that … and who’s this new one coming? [DIMA looks blank.] You called me, you little pimp …

DIMA: Aah! Yura, you’ll like him. 

PYOTR: How many others have already ‘liked him?’ 

DIMA: Fresh in the market. You owe me three hundred roubles. 

PYOTR: After I taste the goods.

DIMA: But we’re going to Luga on Sunday … camp training. 

PYOTR: And …?

DIMA: And I can’t ask my wife. 

PYOTR: Cadet logic. I hope he’s worth it, or I’ll have you for free next time.   

DIMA: Where’d you find the new Mister Right? The happy hunting ground?

PYOTR: It’s close. They’re like fast-food, if you don’t get them home quick you go off them.

DIMA: And the play?

PYOTR [putting things away in cupboards]: Like being in school – write out a hundred lines … and then wipe them all off. You see? … I have a line for everything … just not a thousand that all fit together. 

DIMA [whimsically]: There’s always another line … and a boy … around the corner. Joke. 

PYOTR: Very funny, ’cept sometimes a good line’s all I have to cling to. How about [he feigns hesitation]: … Marlene Dietrich left eighty pieces of luggage.

DIMA: Where’d she leave them?

PYOTR: After her death dickhead. 

DIMA: What’s that got to do with anything?

PYOTR: Nothing, but what’s anything got to do with anything. This is her singing [Marlene is singing, ‘Give me the man.’ ]. She was here, and so was I …I mean literally, [Pointing to the ‘memory’ window.] leaning out that window. It’s my first memory with any focus ... they took my father away, and then Marlene came ... the same evening … Estrada Theatre [DIMA points his finger downwards.] ... yes … May twenty-first, nineteen-sixty-four. … What you want to ... can’t forget, and what you so want to remember ... and how do you do that? [He goes around the apartment turning off the lamps, leaving only the ‘memory’ window illuminated.]That’s what I’m writing about. 
DIMA: The luggage?

PYOTR: Sometimes I think it’s true what they say about cadets.

DIMA: Yeah, you can measure our brains by the size of our dicks. 

PYOTR: Wrong way round.

DIMA: Up your arse without vaseline and we’ll see who’s right. Who’s Marlene Dietrich anyway?

PYOTR: Exactly, that’s another reason for writing about her. [He comes back to DIMA and embraces him about the shoulders.] I missed you. ... [He massages DIMA’S shoulders.] The whole town must have been in a ticket frenzy. Hollywood came to Moscow for two nights but who got to watch? Not us of course ... newly-minted enemies of the state. Krushchev only had three months left at the top … not that I suppose he knew the game was almost up, or p’raps he did. Did he go like Caesar to the Forum? Brezhnev must have been busy like Brutus plotting … did he go? How’d they sell the tickets? The whole thing must have been rigged. And she was a lesbian – not all the time, just if she wanted to.

DIMA: It was ages ago … 

PYOTR [moving to the window]: Thanks. But I’ve been living all this time and not knowing what I saw ... I turned on the TV ... a year  ago, whenever it was ... and it was her, Catherine the Great … Marlene Dietrich. There’s a wild moment in the film when the whole revolt thing could go either way ... she looks all these guards up and down straight in the eye, then she zeroes in on their dicks … you could imagine Catherine herself doing exactly that ... even the uniform fetish is me.
DIMA: So you think you’re this Marlene Dietrich. [Pause.] She’s what made you a faggot.

PYOTR: I wish you hadn’t said that.

DIMA: Sorry, I forget we’re all married.

[PYOTR kneels on the chair under the windowsill, and looks out into 

the street; we hear faintly in the background, from the beginning, 

‘Cherche la rose …’ PYOTR’s ‘soliloquy’ lasts the length of the song.]

PYOTR: No, I mean because I don’t sleep that it might be true. [Pause, count five.] I’m four years old, my father has gone, I don’t know where ... I’m standing on the chair practically falling out this window, waving at the car that’s taken him away ...  my mother and my grandmother are sitting at the table saying nothing, too scared to cry. And then the street begins to fill up with people, as if for a demonstration. I watch them as they wait in a mass ... for something. I can hear police sirens, there are flashing lights, and then a cavalcade of cars snakes down the street like a funeral procession. A long black limousine – it must have been a Zil – stops in front of the theatre. I can see the door being opened, and out she comes  – it’s the snow queen! Cinderella in a long white sparkling dress and a feathered jacket … Odette. I thought there were fireworks in the street – camera flashbulbs going off – and so many people pushing forward … seeing it, still makes me understand the word crush. There was so much beauty as she emerged ... an unfolding ... a fairy tale coming to life. She seemed to hold the crowd at bay. [There is a tightening in his voice.] And I’ll never know why, p’raps she was looking for an escape, or another way in, but she stood still and looked up – right up at me – and for a moment outside of time that you can’t ever measure, she saw me here, and she smiled, and there was so much ... understanding, in the way that she smiled, as if there was something between us that she knew what it meant, and it would take all this time for me to find out. [Immersed in memory he gets down off the chair and enacts the remembered movement.] Holding up her dress – god! that dress … transparent like an angel’s … like a vision – one, two, three steps … “HURRY! HURRY!” The crowd massing to close her in, swallow her up … four, five steps and then she was gone … like the moment when out of a puff of smoke a magician produces a white dove that beats frantically higher and higher out of sight up into the flies. [He is crying and there is a loud vehemence in his faltering voice.] And I wanted her to be safe from them … from the dark demons who live in the building and come in the night to take you away and nobody tells you why … my grandfather, my father, and when I grow up me as well. [He wipes his tears. Pause.] But what if the demons are afraid of her … if you can keep her with you, then you can fight them. [Pause. His voice recovers.] I just want to find out which was the one that made me, made me what I write, made me who I fuck ... maybe if I find that out, I might get to know which one will out. [He murmurs along with the music, sotto voce.] ‘la rose …la rose’ … [His last words are spoken over the fading sound of the ondes martenot.] I wonder, if I jumped out the window would she catch me?

DIMA [not unkindly]: In your dreams.

PYOTR: Dimchik, they’re the only things I’m good for. [He ‘comes back to himself.’] That and sex. [Turning out the lights.] Let’s fuck. Two can play at that game.



[Slow fade-out as they undress and make love in silhouette. We hear 

Marlene sing, ‘Ja, so bin ich;’ The end of the song marks the end of 

this scene.]



[Immediately following. PYOTR and DIMA are in bed, barely visible 
through the transparency. There is almost no light on the stage – 
except for the glow and traces of smoke from both their cigarettes –, 
and we hear their voices seemingly come out of the dark.]

PYOTR: What’s life’s biggest question? 

DIMA [after thinking for a moment]: Money, if you’ve just had sex … and sex if you haven’t.

[Pause.]

PYOTR: How much money can you spend on somebody before the money becomes more important than the feelings? You can’t have a relationship and not spend any money … you can have a relationship that’s only about money – you and I say … 
DIMA: I like you.

PYOTR: Yes, but you like me as well as the 500 roubles you take out the door. Would you come here if I said I had no money? 

DIMA: I’m not telling … I lose either way.

PYOTR: You see, it makes us short-sighted. I just wish that I didn’t see so clearly. [Pause.] What if you start out paying them and then you want to make it like a normal relationship? 

DIMA: Easy, stop giving them any money.

PYOTR: Sometimes you have to guide people to what they want … educate their feelings. Trouble is the money’s always there, getting in the way like … camouflage.



[Pause.]

DIMA [reflectively]: You know what happens most of the time when you turn up somewhere? You’re just shit to tread in. 

PYOTR: I could never do that. I never think of myself as a client … even when I hand over the money. But that’s the price I pay. If I counted up all the money I’ve handed out over the years, and matched it with all the disappointments, would I find myself richer or poorer? And every time it doesn’t work out I tell myself that I don’t care about the money. [Pause.] Neither of us mentioned it … not that I didn’t think about it … I thought he might charge by the hour, like a real professional … [He gives a short laugh at the memory]: Ha ha! … but then he didn’t leave. It was like it should be – we woke up, had sex and breakfast, went shopping, lunch, we even went to the Tretyakov. 

DIMA: That’s a real professional.

PYOTR: I don’t see the difference.



[Stage lights come up as PYOTR gets out of bed.]

DIMA: Don’t forget the three hundred.

PYOTR [dressing]: Now I do.

DIMA: You’re not going to sleep?

PYOTR: I have a play to write … more an exorcism.

DIMA [getting out of bed]: You’re very strange this evening, like you’ve been … I don’t know …

 

[They both dress. Pause.]

PYOTR: Nobody likes him.

DIMA: Why?

PYOTR: I think they’re worried that he’s going to bite them. [Taking out his wallet.] I don’t have much money … the three I owe you, and one, two, three, fifty, sixty, seventy, ninety, four …finished.

DIMA [taking the money]: You know, each time you give me less and less.

PYOTR: Because I like you more and more. 



[PYOTR waits for DIMA to finish dressing, he doesn’t hurry him but 

….]

DIMA: I know, you want me to go. [He puts his jacket and shoes on, checks himself in the mirror.] I told Yuri five hundred. Call me. 

PYOTR [kissing him]: I promise … I’ll give you a post-mortem. 

[DIMA goes out. The lights go down, leaving only the light from the 

computer screen. PYOTR puts Marlene back onto play – ‘Allein, in 

einer grossen stadt’ – and sits down at the computer to write. The 

progress of the play that he is writing about Marlene is projected onto 

a scrim. We watch as he types, edits, revises... After a short while the 

phone rings. PYOTR lets the answerphone click in, and listens as he 

types.]

VOICE OF FROU FROU: Take your hand off his dick and put it where it’ll do some good, like a pencil, or a pen, or a mouse. I know you’re there, so you’ll have to listen. He’s a whore, he’s using you ... Frou Frou’s Ten Commandments, remember? Number One, once a whore always a whore. Number Two, don’t ever give them the key to your apartment. Three, we live live up here, they live down there. Four, he’s lying when he tells you he loves you. Five, he’s lying when he tells you anything. Six, they’re not clever, they’re cunning. What’s seven?  
PYOTR [picking up the phone, and continuing the recitation]: … Number Seven, a hard luck story is a story. Eight, a fuck is a fuck is a fuck . Nine, what your friend thinks about him is always right. Number Ten, see Number One. Frou Frou, sweetie, I know ... don’t tell me ... but whoever lived by the Commandments? Thanks for dinner. … He was drunk! [Pause as he listens]: … Kolya dearest, I know he’s dangerous, that’s why I like him. [Pause.] No, I don’t want you to check … no, I don’t know if the grandmother really exists either. … So she doesn’t exist what then? He’s not going to be any different to me .… [Pause.] It was an adventure, I don’t have many of them … following his ass around every platform and kiosk looking for his dodgy friend. That’s why they all smell like fried food … all it needed was a dancing bear … no, he sells shaverma … darling, if you’d been standing there that long you’d have eaten it … anyhow, I’m still alive whatever it was. … I told you it cost fifteen hundred, plus the photo booth … listen, at that price I was tempted to become somebody else, p’raps then I could have come home and the demons would have gone. [Pause, as he listens to a more extended monologue.] I am not becoming an addict. They just make me see things differently. … [Pause.] At the moment? Yes. So? No! I’m not shooting up. … [Pause.] No, it’s more like living with a tiger, you never know when you’re going to get eaten. Darling, I know that he can’t string two words together, and yes you can’t have a conversation with him. … He’s been traumatized! ... I’m not being naïve! I think he’s telling the truth, and you know, I don’t care if he isn’t – everybody lies. Frou Frou, listen, let’s talk about something we do agree on, I’m going to wear out this vinyl you got, can’t we try to record it onto a disc somewhere? [Pause.] Okay, you find the studio and I’ll pay for it … Kolya, enough! If he sticks a knife into me … I don’t know, just make sure they do the play. Bye. Kisses.  

[PYOTR goes back to his typing. Marlene is singing, ‘Das Lied ist aus 

(Frag’ nicht, warum ich gehe).’ PYOTR is restless – the tablets taking 

their effect; this is signalled by a lighting change that throws ever 
more lurid psychedelic strobes over the stage – the visible 

manifestation of his demons coming out of the walls. When the first 

single strobe sweeps the stage he is startled, raising his head as if to sniff the air for danger; at the second – opposing beams of light – he shields his head in his outstretched hands; at the third – a maelstrom of psychedelia – he swivels around as if to face them; gripping tightly the arms of the chair he tries to track them as they come at him from every angle. He abruptly leaps out of the chair and takes refuge on the chair beneath the ‘memory’ window. As the music swells in volume, and the lighting attack intensifies, he feverishly, repeatedly enacts his ‘Marlene memory:’ he stands up,  steps out of the limousine, holds up an imaginary gown, takes a few steps forward, looks up at ‘himself,’ a few more steps, and the pattern is repeated. The very repetition of his actions seems to steady him; he measures his pace, the strobes decelerate, and as the music climaxes, his final action ends not with ‘Marlene’ going in to the theatre, but with ‘her’ stopping and holding out her hands as if to catch him when he falls. The lights go out with PYOTR frozen in this gesture.]

Immediately following. A couple of hours later. Sounds of lovemaking from the divan. PYOTR comes out from the bedroom. He stands close by the divan for several moments, watching.
PYOTR: What the fuck are you doing?

LYOKHA [emerging from underneath the bedclothes; he is very drunk]: What’s it look like I’m doing? I’m fucking!

PYOTR: In my apartment!

LYOKHA: I live here.

PYOTR: With me, not with this … this …

LYOKHA: She’s a girl. [He very formally introduces them]: Sonya, this is Petya. Petya, this is Sonya.



[Mumbling from somewhere among the sheets.]

PYOTR: Did you explain to her? 

LYOKHA: Explain what?

PYOTR: Couldn’t you fuck her behind my back?

LYOKHA: Where?

PYOTR: In the street … where you both belong.

LYOKHA: Be careful.

PYOTR: You see? I was right about you cutting me out altogether … just not quite so soon. Why don’t you put a knife into me right now? Go ahead! I’ve always wanted to be the victim of a crime of passion. 

LYOKHA: Stop being so dramatic. … Why are you shivering? It isn’t cold in here. 

PYOTR: She makes me ill.

[SONYA sits up, exposing her breasts. A home-dyed blonde, she is  young and pretty, pretty enough for her to make PYOTR both jealous and yet pleased that LYOKHA hasn’t brought a ‘dog’ home. ]

SONYA: Lyokha, just tell him to fuck off.

PYOTR: Get her out of here.

[LYOKHA says nothing; he looks at SONYA and thumbs at the door. SONYA gets out of bed; she makes no effort to hide her nakedness, rather she flaunts it; she dresses in her McDonalds uniform.]

PYOTR: I knew it. ... 

LYOKHA: Why not? You like them in uniform.

PYOTR [going to the kitchen]: I need some tea.

LYOKHA [unpleasantly]: And plenty of sugar …[To SONYA, who laughs.] His demons are on the march.

PYOTR: You know how to hit somebody when he’s down don’t you.

[PYOTR makes tea. LYOKHA gets out of bed, naked, and escorts SONYA to the door. She embraces him, more accurately she ‘paws’ him; she says something in an undertone.]

LYOKHA: She needs money for a car.

PYOTR: She’s got legs hasn’t she?

LYOKHA [to SONYA]: Better wait here ’til the metro opens.

[PYOTR silently takes out his wallet from the kitchen drawer and lays out some notes on the table; LYOKHA pads back to collect them, and returns to the hallway.]

SONYA [loud enough for PYOTR to hear]: We’ll have to do it again. [To PYOTR, brazenly.] Goodbye, it was nice to meet you. 

[PYOTR says nothing. LYOKHA kisses her, and she goes out.]

LYOKHA [putting on his underpants and coming back to the kitchen]: I see you bought the coke and the chewing gum.

PYOTR: What are you doing? Is this what you’re really like? 

LYOKHA: Like what?

PYOTR: Are you trying to hurt me? Have I done something wrong?

LYOKHA: I fucked her. She’s gone. What’s the problem? 

PYOTR: You had no right to bring her here in the first place. And she says she’s coming back. 

LYOKHA: Only if I say so.

PYOTR: Oh! And then it’s all right! Perhaps I should go for a walk, and wait for you to call me to say when it’s okay to come back to my own apartment … or perhaps you want me to join in.

LYOKHA: I thought you liked the idea of a threesome. Or you just like to sing about it.

PYOTR: Life isn’t an opera!

LYOKHA: Now it is.

PYOTR: How could you do such a thing? Okay, fine to come back at whatever time in the morning – I just don’t ask what you’ve been doing – but to do it here. I’ve given you everything.

LYOKHA: You bought me the clothes, you didn’t buy me. 

PYOYR: I’ve never tried to buy you. I’ve always treated you like …

LYOKHA: Like I’m not a prostitute.

PYOTR [softly]: I’ve only ever joked about money. I know what it is, I know what it does. I have some, you don’t have any, but that doesn’t have to mean you’re selling and I’m buying … same thing just because I’m older and you’re younger. If I buy you something it’s not a business deal, it’s because it makes me happy to make you happy. 

LYOKHA: I told you I’m free to do what I like.

PYOTR: Nobody’s really free Lyokha. How do you want to be free? Or what do you want to be free from? Having no money? Lots of money doesn’t make you free … find a rich man he’ll tell you that. No responsibilities? You want to be naked on a desert island? No worries? Okay, so you’ve paid the rent, the fridge is full … and then you start to worry if you can keep it all going…. Freedom from thinking what you don’t want to think about? I’m still trying … you have to Lyokha, even if it is just a mirage … something to see in your mind … something to believe in … but not to ever really have. 

LYOKHA: I’ll show you how free I am. 

[He pulls out carrier bags from a kitchen cupboard, and begins to stuff them full with his belongings.]

PYOTR: In Pretty Woman she leaves behind all the things she’s bought with his money.

LYOKHA: Life isn’t a film. 

PYOTR: Ahh! So it’s like an opera but not like a film … only like bits of art is that it? Just the ones that suit the moment.

LYOKHA: For you it’s just something to write about.

PYOTR: Why is it you only sound clever when you’re angry?

LYOKHA: I wouldn’t know … I’m a farm boy remember.

PYOTR: I forgot … you can take the boy off the farm, you can’t take the farm off the boy.

LYOKHA: You’ll bite your tongue if you keep grinding your teeth like that. Demons making a last stand are they? Try the chewing gum. 
PYOTR: At least I keep them well hidden.

LYOKHA [abruptly savage]: Yes? Where are they hiding? I’ll show you where your fucking demons are! [He marches to the hallway, puts down the carrier bags, and picks up the suitcase.] In here! Why don’t we open it and let them out, let them run around [He puts it down and scrabbles at the locks.] … let’s see if they bite! … p’raps if you give them some money they’ll go away! 

PYOTR: Don’t you dare touch it!

LYOKHA [trying to force the locks]: Out you come ghosties! Uncle Petya wants to meet you … Granddaddy demon … daddy demon …

PYOTR [almost throwing himself at LYOKHA, he grabs the suitcase from him, falling to the floor]: Leave them alone!

LYOKHA: What are you afraid of? Let’s play kill the demons!

PYOTR [clinging to the suitcase, spitting out the words]: I want to let them live! But what about yours eh? What about mummy demon … and daddy demon and little sister demon … oh but they’re not really demons because they’re not really dead!

LYOKHA [taking the switchblade out of his pocket, flicking it open, and pressing it up close against PYOTR’s throat]: I’ll kill you for that!

PYOTR [raising his voice to a shout]: So you can give pain but you can’t take it is that it!

LYOKHA [pushing PYOTR’S head against the wall]: You only get to hurt me if you pay me!

PYOTR: That’s right! Once a whore always a whore!

LYOKHA: NO MONEY NO PAIN!

PYOTR [screaming hysterically, LYOKHA’S hands still around his throat]: Stop lying to yourself! I know they’re dead! … So don’t tell me that you don’t have any demons! I know what you told the cat! I watched you break the windscreen glass and crawl out, here in the hallway! I listened to you cry, “Papa! Papa! Mama! Mama! Wake up! … Please wake up! I watched you try to pull Nastya out of the car … and you crawled away in a panic!

[LYOKHA is transfixed – his mouth open, wanting to say something yet unable to utter a word; he breaks down, stumbles a few paces; the tears come, he beats his fist against the wall, shuts his eyes to block out the pain.]  

PYOTR [Horrified, he puts his hand to his mouth, and moans]: Oh God! God forgive me! [He crawls towards LYOKHA, his arms clawing at and clinging to LYOKHA’S legs.] No! No! … I didn’t say them! … you didn’t hear them! Hurt me! Hurt me! Put them back … back in the suitcase … let’s hide them away! [He howls.] Our demons! Our demons! Our demons!

[LYOKHA sinks to the floor, his hands scraping down the wall; in his tearful blindness his arms find and entwine themselves around PYOTR’S shoulders;  his head slumps on PYOTR’S chest; leaning both of them against the suitcase, surrounded by carrier bags, they hold each other fiercely.]

PYOTR [softly as a lullaby]: Our demons … our demons … our demons … 

[Slow fade-out.]

ACT THREE

Several weeks later; early evening. PYOTR’S apartment; it is immediately apparent that it has been subjected to a rigorous cleaning – everything in its place, the kitchen spotless, papers all in order. 

LYOKHA and SONYA are sitting at the kitchen table, smoking. The music of OSKAR is playing at full volume: ‘War.’  PYOTR enters; he takes off his shoes, puts on his slippers, ostentatiously kisses LYOKHA, and does his best to ignore SONYA’S presence.

PYOTR [turning down the music]: Are you deaf? 

[He sits down to listen to his messages
VOICE OF FROU FROU: Frou Frou’s thought for the day: Send him back wherever he came from … if you can find a hole deep enough. Shit happens. I just thought you’d like to know that your beloved is selling himself on Rateme and Love.gay.ru at a hundred bucks a meeting. Have a nice day now!

[There is another message.]

VOICE OF FROU FROU: The Eleventh Commandment: They’re young, but we’ve got the money.

[We hear the machine announce: “End of messages.” PYOTR looks at LYOKHA – they half-smile at each other – he dials, picks up the phone and speaks without introduction.]

PYOTR: Is he in the top one hundred?

LYOKHA [piping up, proudly]: Top twenty.

PYOTR [to no one in particular]: I’m flattered. [to FROU FROU]: Yes, he’s here … yes also … my Swedish family. I’ll ask him … have you had many offers?

LYOKHA [raising his voice so that FROU FROU can also hear]: Thousands.

PYOTR [more to himself than to either FROU FROU or LYOKHA]: There you are … so I’m not the only fool in the world. [He listens; count five]: ... I couldn’t be so lucky, this is a life sentence. … advertise the three of us, take us all on … likely … as a social experiment maybe. [Count five.] The immoveable object? … No, we’ve been over that. [Count five.] … charge an agent’s commission … [He smiles falsely at LYOKHA who grins. Count five.] ... I’ve got the list here … how do you think I got it? Great Lays of the National Hotel. ... Sweetie, if you want the part, put out. Besides, he’s quite cute. … I am not! Do you want me to read it or don’t you? [He reads from the play on his computer; the screen is projected, enlarged, onto the back scrim..] Thirty-seven suitcase stands, twelve wastepaper baskets, an ironing board, disinfectant, an electric typewriter, a stove for fuck’s sake! A pot – Beef Stroganoff perhaps? Twenty-four notepads with pencils, two bathrooms  that one I do understand  – one for her, one for the flowers. So, what you have is a legend with a passion for porters, who doesn’t trust the cleaners, is too mean to call for room service, and when she’s not singing her heart out, spends her time making wastepaper notes to herself about all the things she has to do when she gets back from work? And that’s all it is, glamour or no glamour, it’s a job … it pays the bills. Beauty’s hard work – even Cinderella needs a bank account. You work your ass off to make yourself famous, and then you have to keep on being famous, it’s not something that goes on by itself. It’s just a race against the undertaker. [In a ‘tragic’ tone]: Frou Frou, I’m depressed. … [Count five.] No! that I can handle … I think. I just wanted this to be magical – bouquets, encores, applause. [With increasing introspection.] I’m keeping it all in the room; start with the suitcases coming in, finish on a low note – taking the needles out of her scalp, taking off her make-up, back to being a grandmother. Suite or no suite, this one’s like all the rest around the globe, only that special greyness, you remember, makes the glamour here a bit more sulphurous – like a sparkler in a tomb. I’d better go, he says he’s hungry. … Love you too. Ciao bella. 

[PYOTR puts Marlene onto play: ‘Assez.’ LYOKHA mocks and grimaces.] 

PYOTR: It’ll all be over soon, and then she’ll be out of here. [He crosses to the kitchen to start cooking.] ... I wonder if she took the sewing kit. 
LYOKHA: ’course she did. You got what you wanted out of him then.

PYOTR: It was free.

LYOKHA [after a slight pause]: I need the money – you know why – and you’ve spent yours. 

PYOTR: So now you’re going to keep me?

SONYA: Why should he?

PYOTR: Did somebody speak? We need some things, you want to go?

LYOKHA: If you like. 

PYOTR [putting money on the table]: Milk, bread, eggs, pelmeni – we’re economising .... I’m damned if I’m going to really cook [then taking the money back, sharply]. No! Why should I? Let’s even the score. And sour cream.

LYOKHA [putting his sneakers on]: Try not to fight. 

[LYOKHA goes out. PYOTR makes a pretense of being busy in the kitchen. There is a long ‘loud’ silence; Marlene is still singing in the background. SONYA paints her nails. When they do speak, the exchange resembles sparring boxers – jabbing and punching.]

SONYA: You can have him all to yourself this evening.

PYOTR: Perhaps I don’t want him.

SONYA: Do you write as well as you act? 
PYOTR: I’m not trying to win.

SONYA: You won’t.

PYOTR: He can make his own mind up.
SONYA: He doesn’t need to. 
PYOTR: I don’t fight fair. 

SONYA: Women don’t.
PYOTR: You want to play pass the parcel, or you want me to write out a timetable? 

 SONYA [maliciously]: Time’s on my side. 

PYOTR: Oh, I’m not going to put needles in my scalp. 

SONYA: Just hair dye.

PYOTR: Ouch! I hear they promoted you ...careful you don’t leave varnish on the burgers. [Pause.] Doesn’t it bother you?

SONYA: No.

PYOTR: Can I ask why?
SONYA: He isn’t really like that.
PYOTR: Aah ...

[LYOKHA comes back in with the groceries. PYOTR puts the pelmeni on to boil.]

LYOKHA: You cleaned up the blood.

PYOTR: I’m cooking with it.

LYOKHA: Cannibal.

PYOTR [looking at SONYA]: It’s that time of the month. 
LYOKHA: Are we using our hands, or you want to try using knives and forks?

PYOTR: Oh, let’s try to be civilised.



[LYOKHA sets the table, PYOTR dishes up. They sit.]

PYOTR [gushing with a false camp bonhomie]:Well, isn’t this so absolutely charming, an intimate little family dinner, just the three of us ... diner a trois. I should have lit some candles; so much more romantic when you bugger somebody by candlelight. What shall we talk about? I know! I have just the thing to go with pelmeni. I’ve been doing my history homework – famous threesomes. Who shall we start with? [To LYOKHA]: this reminds me of our first date, when was that? Surely you can’t have forgotten already? And we’ve been married only such a short time. Remember the list of Russian queens? No, of course you don’t. All in the past ... where I belong. Where are we now ... aah! yes ... so ... Turgenev – a writer, but not one of us – Pauline Viardot – she sang – and Mr Viardot, fuck knows what he did, but there they all were under the one roof, all being so very polite, just like us, more sour cream anybody? Then for the more animal amongst us I offer you Quasimodo, Esmeralda and Phoebus ... No! too wishy-washy, better Frollo  – I wonder which one I’d be. ... Ever noticed how the triangle’s the symbol for warning? … Even great old Will – you know Shakespeare Sonya? So talented ... but there you had Will, Will’s boyfriend – who was he? that’s what we’d all like to know – and the boyfriend’s girlfriend – the dark lady. Gosh! Will really didn’t like her, accused her of all sorts of things, what he called her! Quite unfounded I’m sure, perhaps she did put it about a bit, but he must have been just jealous. Funny how we don’t think that life has anything to do with literature. I’m sorry you can’t play her Sonya … not unless you wait for the roots to grow out. You know this all seems so right, you wonder why the supermarket never sells food in packs of three. Sonya, can I offer you some poison? [Addressing LYOKHA]: So, how was your day at work dear? Fuck somebody nice? 
LYOKHA [angered, and yet smiling in spite of himself]: He gave me a bonus. 

PYOTR: I hope they have a cure for it. But that would get you out of the navy. [turning his spiteful attention to SONYA.] You know, we are so lucky you and I to have such a stud who puts it about all day and still has something left to service the both of us. Seconds anyone? 
LYOKHA: She has to leave.

PYOTR [deadpan]: I couldn’t have put it better myself.

LYOKHA: To go to work.

PYOTR: Too bad, and we were only just getting started. Well, don’t let me keep you.
LYOKHA: Somebody coming?
PYOTR: Jealous?

LYOKHA: I don’t care.

PYOTR: Pity.

[LYOKHA escorts SONYA to the door.]
SONYA [gaily]: Bye Petya, you’ll make somebody a lovely wife one day.

[SONYA goes out. LYOKHA is laughing as he returns to the table.]

PYOTR: I don’t see what’s so funny.

LYOKHA: You.

[With false bravado PYOTR puts Marlene back onto play on the CD: 

‘Quand l’amour meurt.’]
PYOTR: I still have one line left to write.

LYOKHA [facetiously]: The End.

PYOTR: No, the dedication. 

LYOKHA: I won’t miss that bitch.

PYOTR: Neither will I. [falsely]: Oh, sorry, you meant Marlene?
LYOKHA: Funny. 

PYOTR: Tea? 
LYOKHA: Yes. [Pause.] They want to know when you’re gonna pay them for all the stuff you’ve had.
PYOTR [making tea]: I’m going to write my way out of debt like Dostoevsky.

LYOKHA: Shall I tell them that?
PYOTR: I didn’t think you cared.

LYOKHA: I keep telling you, you shouldn’t think, it’s bad for you.

PYOTR: What should I tell them? [spreading wide his arms, indicating the whole apartment]: I’m rich, I just don’t have any money?
LYOKHA [heaping sugar into his cup and stirring mechanically]: I’ll deal with it.
PYOTR: Now I am scared. [Pause.] At least it isn’t getting any worse ... my nose hasn’t itched for a week.
LYOKHA: Give it time.
[They sit in silence, sipping tea. Count ten.]

PYOTR: What happened?
LYOKHA: You’re thinking.
PYOTR: I want to put your picture in a frame on a table and dust it every day.
LYOKHA: You lived like a tramp.
PYOTR: I can’t find anything.

LYOKHA: Your shirt’s ironed.
PYOTR: True.
LYOKHA: And?
PYOTR: Where are we?
LYOKHA: Moscow. Your apartment. Talking about nothing. [Pause.] We’ll be fine.
PYOTR: We?

LYOKHA [shrugging his shoulders and smiling broadly]: Why not?
PYOTR [almost cheerful]: Okay! So let’s make the best of it. It’ll be quite like old times.
LYOKHA [standing up]: I have to get ready.

PYOTR [like a punctured balloon]: I thought you were staying?
LYOKHA: You thought wrong. 
PYOTR: Night shift?
LYOKHA [taking off his shirt]: Petya, don’t go on. 
PYOTR: Marlene and me.
LYOKHA [going into the bathroom]: You just can’t leave it can you.
[There is silence as LYOKHA quickly gets ready. PYOTR sits at the computer, scrolling up and down the screen, but he doesn’t type anything. LYOKHA crosses to the hall to put on his shoes; PYOTR gets up, follows him, and opens the door like a butler. LYOKHA mouthes him a big smacking kiss, but their lips don’t meet.] 
LYOKHA [going out]: Don’t wait up.

PYOTR [closing the door and leaning back against it, intoning]: I’m not going to fall apart. I will not fall apart. I am not going to fall apart. Not this time. I can live without him. I am not going to fall apart. [pleading]: Just come back, please. I’m tired of starting again. [vehemently]: Go on! leave me you bastard! Fuck off and die. 


[The door bell rings. PYOTR flings opens the door.]

PYOTR [aggressively]: Pocket money!
YURI [out of sight]: I’m Yura, Dima sent me.

PYOTR: I thought you were somebody else.

YURI: I saw. I can go.
PYOTR: No, your timing’s perfect. Come in.

[YURI comes in. He is a first-year cadet, dressed in uniform; clean cut, square-jawed – straight out of a propaganda poster.]
YURI [taking off his hat, jacket and shoes.]: He said, “Nice uniform.” Don’t say, “Who said.”
PYOTR: I won’t. We had an argument ... only he didn’t argue.
YURI: About?
PYOTR: Her.
YURI: Understood. [offering his hand]: Yuri.

PYOTR: Pyotr. This is all back to front. [crossing to kitchen]: Where are you from?

YURI [looking around the apartment]: Does it matter?
PYOTR: Look, relax, I’m not going to run to the barracks screaming, “I fucked Yuri wotsisname!”
YURI: Only if you don’t.
PYOTR: Oh god, where have you been all my life?

YURI [smiling]: Growing up.

PYOTR [standing by the fridge]: You have a head in your trousers. So, what do you like?

YURI [studying the books]: Men.

PYOTR: Tell me, am I old-fashioned, or has it all changed and I just haven’t noticed? I meant beer or vodka? I’m going to get drunk.
YURI: Whatever you’re having. What do you do?

PYOTR: I write. Normally it’s me who asks the questions. [taking out vodka and a carton of juice]: straight or adulterated? 

YURI: With fruit.
PYOTR [pouring out large ones for both of them and holding up his glass to the light]: I’m going to get screwed. [they clink glasses]: To meeting.
YURI: To meeting. You don’t like her?
PYOTR: I want to fry her alive and serve her with french fries.
YURI: She loves him?
PYOTR: She likes his cock.

YURI: So you do have something in common. 
PYOTR: You’re bold you are. [Pause.] Can you share love? Like a cake for slicing?
YURI: If you have a sharp knife. He loves you, and her?
PYOTR [sighing]: Oh, in his way. Man meets boy, boy meets girl, man loses boy. 
YURI: You can’t sit on two stools at once.

PYOTR: Only in the circus.

YURI [indicating the books]: You’ve got culture.

PYOTR: People … me, suck cock, listen to Richard Strauss, write long words, spout philosophy, cry over Pugacheva, and all in the same sentence; you see how fucking cultured I am?

YURI: He’ll come back.
PYOTR: Oh yes ... he has the time. [Pause.] There’s a day you never expect when there’s just more of looking back than there is looking forwards. There’s no pattern to it, it’s all wreckage.
YURI: Somebody’ll come along. 
PYOTR: Happiness? You might as well pin a cloud to a wall.

YURI [after a slight pause, and smiling suggestively]: How about pinning me to a wall?

PYOTR [snapping out of his melancholy]: You move fast for a virgin. 
[They move to the bedroom, undressing as they go, and make love in silhouette.] 
[SCENE DIMS OUT.]
[Immediately following. Later that same evening. There is a loud repeated ringing of the doorbell. PYOTR sits up in bed; he puts on a dressing gown and goes to the door; he looks through the spyhole; when the door is opened LYOKHA lurches into the hallway.]
PYOTR: Where’s your key?
LYOKHA: Don’t know.

PYOTR: You’re drunk.

LYOKHA: You’re old.

PYOTR [wistful]: And you’ll be sober in the morning. 


[YURI comes out from the bedroom, dressed only in his shorts.]

LYOKHA: What the fuck’s he still doing here?
PYOTR: He’s a boy, he’s called Yuri. [excessively polite]: Yuri this is Lyokha, Lyokha this is Yuri.  

LYOKHA: Tell him to fuck off.

PYOTR: Why?
LYOKHA: I love you. Happy?
PYOTR: And in the morning?

LYOKHA: My dick’ll get hard, still happy? [to Yuri]: Get out, if you don’t want your face rearranged.   

YURI: You and who’s army?

PYOTR [making peace with his arms]: You’d better go. 
[YURI nods and goes back into the bedroom to dress. LYOKHA raids the fridge and sits down at the kitchen table, eating with his hands, and drinking beer out of the bottle. PYOTR sits on the old suitcase in the hallway, watching both men, making no move.]
LYOKHA [pulling money out of his trousers and throwing it at YURI who has crossed to the hallway, and is adjusting his hat in the mirror]: Here! Officer! Catch! he calls it taxi money. 

[YURI, now dressed, very carefully picks up the money off the floor, as LYOKHA looks on triumphantly. YURI comes up to the table, shuffling the money into order; he slowly leans over towards LYOKHA and flicks the money at him.]

YURI: I’ll be here long after you’re gone.



[LYOKHA leaps up, pushing the table forward.]

LYOKHA: You’re dead!



[PYOTR has jumped up and run over to put himself between them.] 
PYOTR: You do and it’s the end!
[LYOKHA stands still, his hands gripping the table. YURI calmly walks to the door; PYOTR looks warningly at LYOKHA, and then crosses to the hallway.]   
PYOTR: Dima has my number.

YURI [shaking hands]: Okay, take care.

[YURI goes out. PYOTR sits back down on the suitcase, his head in his hands. LYOKHA squares the table into place, sits down and carries on eating. Count ten.]
PYOTR: I just want to understand.

LYOKHA [aggressively] : Understand what?

PYOTR: I don’t know. Us.
LYOKHA: There is no us.
PYOTR: That’s not what you said a moment ago.
LYOKHA: What’s the difference?


[Count five.]

PYOTR: I won’t crawl.

LYOKHA: You will.

PYOTR: I won’t. You can’t hurt me.

LYOKHA: Can’t I?

PYOTR: No.

[LYOKHA stands up, and still munching a chicken leg, goes over to the turntable; he takes the Marlene EP, smashes it to the floor, and grinds it with his foot. PYOTR holds himself calm.] 
LYOKHA [pointing the chicken leg at the suitcase]: Opening time?
PYOTR [standing up]: Go ahead, it’s empty.

LYOKHA: Demons on holiday?

PYOTR [crossing back to the table and sitting down]: They died. Don’t you remember?
LYOKHA [momentarily sober]: I remember. [Crossing back to the table, he stands facing PYOTR. Count five.] What? I’d better go?
PYOTR: You’re leaving me? I let you go. 

LYOKHA: Playing again?
PYOTR: No, for real. 


[Count five.]

LYOKHA: I am not your life.

PYOTR: As you say.

LYOKHA [suddenly angry]: You’re a fucking monster!

PYOTR: Yes, and Quasimodo’s the one with all the humanity.

LYOKHA: Tasted fresh meat have you? With you it’s all carnal.
PYOTR: I’m meant to say that.

LYOKHA: Dogs think.

PYOTR: All you want is a hotel and a bank, and I provide them both.

LYOKHA [shouting]: You fucked me! You paid me! What else do you want!

PYOTR [quietly, the tears welling up]: Love.

LYOKHA [swiping everything off the table onto the floor,  in a smash of crockery and food]: I DON’T DO LOVE!

PYOTR [viciously, through his tears]: Why not, you do everything else … and it doesn’t cost anything.

[LYOKHA manhandles the table away to the side, and advances towards PYOTR, clapping his hands repeatedly, close in front of PYOTR’S face; PYOTR backs away, scraping the chair on the floor.]
LYOKHA: Faggot! Faggot! Faggot! 

[LYOKHA wrestles PYOTR off the chair and kicks him several times. PYOTR doesn’t try to defend himself, not even caring to cover his head – he looks up at LYOKHA as if to egg him on; this only enrages LYOKHA yet more, and the beating intensifies.] 
LYOKHA: Faggot! Faggot! Faggot!

LYOKHA takes the switchblade out of his pocket and flicks it open; he lifts PYOTR up by his collar.]

LYOKHA: Faggot! Faggot! Faggot!





[SCENE DIMS OUT.]

Police and ambulance sirens can be heard. In the half light unidentified men in white coats enter and take away PYOTR on a stretcher. A few moments later men in balaclavas come onto the stage and ransack  the set, taking off whatever they can carry. When the lights come back up the apartment is  empty, except for the old suitcase lying open on the floor in the middle of the stage, and the chair still in place beneath the memory window. 


[PYOTR is kneeling over the suitcase, trying to repair the locks; his 
head is bandaged. ALEXANDER stands over him, watching him as he 
talks. Cocky, his talk is as smart as his clothes  – Hugo Boss meets 
NKVD – both his tongue and his tie betray a talent more for corruption 
than for catching criminals.]
PYOTR: ... How do you think I feel? I’ve lost everything.

ALEXANDER: Why d’you think they left the chair? Must be worth a bit.

PYOTR: Perhaps they don’t like art deco.

ALEXANDER: They say a robbery feels like a rape.

PYOTR: I wouldn’t know, I’ve never been raped.
ALEXANDER: We’ll need a list of all the people who’ve been here in the last three months.

PYOTR: Nobody’s been here. I live alone.

ALEXANDER: I suppose you don’t have a wife.

PYOTR: No, I don’t have a wife. Do you?

ALEXANDER: Perhaps you know who did it …

PYOTR: Do I? 

ALEXANDER: You don’t seem to care.
PYOTR: People lose things all the time.

ALEXANDER: You recently registered somebody else as living here. 

PYOTR: Did I? I’m impressed.
ALEXANDER: You don’t remember? It gives him the right to live here. You must have gone to a lot of trouble. What’s he to you?
PYOTR: Somebody I knew. 

ALEXANDER [searching for a piece of paper]: Alexei ... Borisovich ... 

PYOTR: I know his name.

ALEXANDER [finding the paper]: Date of birth ... 
PYOTR: ... I know when he was born.
ALEXANDER: We need you to write a statement.

PYOTR: And then?
ALEXANDER: Then we need to talk about what I’m going to do.
PYOTR: Do? Your job, maybe?

ALEXANDER: They pay us a pittance.
PYOTR: Yes, it’s well known. [Pause. Count five.] I’ve no need of a bounty hunter. 
ALEXANDER: Huh?
PYOTR: There’s no reward.
ALEXANDER: You won’t get anything back. 

PYOTR: You can’t take it with you.
[ALEXANDER thinks about this; slight pause.]

ALEXANDER: What will you do?


[There is a long pause as PYOTR thinks about the innumerable, 
multiple possibilities that no longer exist for him.]

PYOTR [as if to himself]: Buy new furniture. 

ALEXANDER: He did very well out of you.
PYOTR: What does it matter what you say about people.

[ALEXANDER says nothing; the two men shake hands, and 
ALEXANDER goes out; PYOTR shuts the door after him. He comes back into the apartment, and stands, immobile, looking around at the emptiness,  uncertain as to how to move, what to do. He picks up the suitcase and takes it over to the ‘memory’ window. Placing the suitcase by the chair, he sits down, and for one last time he re-enacts his Marlene memory: he kneels on the chair, opens the window, looks out; he stands up, and now as Marlene he  steps out of the limousine, holds up an imaginary gown, takes a few steps forward, looks up at ‘himself; Marlene gestures at him to jump. He grabs hold of the suitcase, momentarily clutches it to his breast, and then hurls it out the window; he does the same with the chair. He clambers up onto the sill, and perches, clutching the frame.] 




THE SCENE DIMS OUT
During the scene change Marlene can be heard singing, ‘Leben ohne liebe kannst du nicht.’ The song continues through part of the next scene.

EPILOGUE
Iliyinsky Park, Kitai Gorod, Moscow. It is deep Winter. The monument is almost bereft of PREY, and only a few diehard PREDATORS are making the circuit. 

[However many days, or months later. PYOTR enters from the steps 
stage right; he is wearing a long, dark, winter coat, scarf, fur hat and 
gloves. He makes a few solitary treks around the monument. LYOSHA 
enters from the steps coming up from the metro stage left. He looks 
under-fed, and is shivering against the cold in his not-so-new navy-
blue tracksuit. His sneakers are from last year. He sits on the low-lying 
wall stage left and looks about him. It doesn’t take long for PYOTR to 
come over. He sits down. There is only a short pause.]
PYOTR: It’s cold. 

LYOSHA: Fucking freezing.

PYOTR [He takes out a pack of cigarettes, and makes a show of looking for a lighter]: Lighter? I’ve lost mine.

LYOSHA [giving him a lighter]: Give us one.

PYOTR [giving him a cigarette and putting out his hand]: My name’s Pyotr, what’s yours.

LYOSHA [shaking his hand]: Lyosha.

PYOTR: I was going to eat, are you hungry? There’s a MacDonald’s up the road.

LYOSHA [standing up]: Okay. 

PYOTR [walking off, barely looking back]: What do you do?

LYOSHA [hastening to catch up]: What do you want me to do.

[We hear the last bars of Marlene Dietrich singing,  ‘la rose … la rose 

…’]

They exit.

Curtain.
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