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ACT I

Scene I

The action of the play takes place in Ilya's two room flat. Deafening screech of brakes. The sound of breaking glass. This is the signal for the play to begin.

Semi-darkness. "The little wagon" - liya's tiny two-room flat on the eighth floor of a new building. On the window - a lace blind with a big hole patched by looping black thread. The balcony door is jammed with a mattress. This is how the tenant protects himself against the frost. A chair with one leg fastened with rope. On the ceiling - part of a lampshade, as if somebody had bitten into it. An old, broken armchair on which something has been spilled many times. So there are stains. Clothes have evidently been dried on the doors of the wardrobe- the polish has come off. In the middle of the room a table. On it rubbish, empty bottles, murky glasses. Crumpled newspapers, magazines, a few books have been flung onto a bookshelf that hangs by one nail. The wallpaper in the flat is peeling. There are blood stains on all the walls. As if the tenant had crushed bed-bugs out of sheer spite. This is all in the big room.

In the second room, narrow as a coffin, stands a bed with grey sheets. Next to it a bedside table, on it a television. In the kitchen a table, a stool. On the windowsill tins and bottles. Outside the window the lights of multi-storied buildings. Evening.

On the landing the lift rumbles. Someone mutters, cries, sobs, curses.

They can't fit the key into the keyhole on the front door. They take a long time unlocking. The voices still come from the landing.

ILYA'S VOICE: Everyone last one of them is lying, I know it for a fact! They hide what goes in in their disgusting little mindsl They cover up! They all do it, every one of them, the lot! Fucking cunts, but life teaches us ... What is our life anyway? Marvellous, eh! Remember when we didn't have colour television, they gave us them screens with coloured bits to put over the box ... Remember them? Grey they were, sort of, sort of coloured. That's us: we stuck in our murk, we hide there only on the surface we fucking paint pictures, never stop ...

ANTON'S VOICE: Where's your light?
ILYA'S VOICE: (after a pause). All right, that's it, this'll do ... Go on! Get lost, get out of here ... It's bad enough without you ... I've already told you too much ... I said, get lost! You've done your bit, you've helped a cripple! Step on it, move, get out!

ANTON'S VOICE: Please yourself ...

Pause

ILYA'S VOICE: What are you waiting for? What do you want? Look, I've told you, go ... Isn't he kind ... A kind little boy ... If everyone was as fucking kind as you we would have built communism long ago ... All right, this'll do, that's it! Push me into the room - and bugger off!

ANTON'S VOICE: Let me help you ... I'll put you to bed! You're totally pissed ... All right then, all right, just don't carry on ...

ILYA'S VOICE: I said get lost, arsehole!

But Anton is already groping for the light switch on the wall. The light comes on. A dim bulb lights llya's den. Anton quickly looks round, instantly understands. He opens the front door wider, wheels in llya sitting in a wheel chair. He pushes in the wheelchair insuch a way that we don't see llya, only hear his curses.

ILYA: God, what a fucking viper ... a pioneer helping the elderly and invalids, fucking do-gooder ... All right, so you brought me here, fantastic, bravo! What do you want, what? Get out, get out!

Anton walks round the room, cranes his neck, looks at the chewed lampshade. Anton is eighteen. He's wearing a white shirt, jeans. He's clearly a big hit with the girls.. But there's nothing insolent or arrogant about him, as there usually is with his type. He's good looking, well built, his straight hair thrown back from his forehead.

ANTON: So this is your dump?

ILYA: I rent it.

ANTON: Are you serious?

ILYA: I am. Three hundred roubles a month! You think that's cheap? I'm paying extra for luxury! Go on, clear off! Get out, get out! ...

Pause

ANTON: Live alone, do you?

ILYA: Oh he's smart, arsehole ... What it got to dowith you, eh! Get on the other side of that door fast! What did I just say?

Anton turns, takes a breath, goes towards the door.

Wait!

Anton goes to the door. 

I said, wait! Wait, can't you?

ANTON: What for?

ILYA: (after a pause) Look boy, do something for me, will you?

ANTON: What? In there? What do you want?

ILYA: (laughs) Gave you a fright, did I ... I don't need no one to put me on the pot. I'm not that far gone. I can get there myself... Don't get anxious ... Listen, mate ... I've got a flask stashed in that wardrobe ... Well, a little bottle! In the corner there ... Fetch it ... I like it handy for the night, a quick sip, ... It's scary being on your own ... Go on, bring it here, fetch it ...

ANTON: What for? You're pissed to the eyeballs already. 

ILYA: Like you ... right? Don't teach an old man to suck fucking eggs .. Come on, stop farting around ... I would like to pour you a glass ... We'll quaff together ... Don't think I forget a kindly deed ... (laughs) Not me! You have rescued a little chapie, you deserve a drink! Young man! You have saved the life of a cripple, an invalid! Dear comrade citizen! You should be written up in the papers. You should get an award! A medal! A wooden one! A gun with your name on it! A watch! A diploma! Can't you find it? (He turns himself round in the chair.)

For the first time we see his face. His clothes are filthy. His face yellow. His eyes black, malicious and sober, but his hands are drunk. They fly in all directions. Hya's hands are unusual. White, thin, the fingers incredibly long.

ANTON: ( rummages in the cupboard, it leans over, almost falls on Anton) This it?

ILYA: hat's it ... Glasses are there ... Open it ... No need to wash them, leave them! They're all alright, leave them!

ANTON: They're filthy...

ILYA: Won't kill us ... No one's's got aids ... I haven't croaked yet, you won't either. I eat, I drink - never wash anything ... Pour me some ... That's it. Pour sop, but drink wine, as one of my dear alcoholic acquaintances says That's enough, that'll do nicely. (Gulps it down. Pulls a face, drops his head on his chest, his shoulders heave.) Bloody noxious ... Revolting .... but good ... Aren't you having any?

ANTON: Me, no ... Nor should you...

ILYA: Fucking preacher ... (Moves away from the table, looks hard at Anton. Takes a long hate-filled look at his clothes, his face.) Look at you ... A baby, but he teaches grown men: go on, shout at me ... Oh, what a good boy ... Ever so nice ... A fucking stud with a komsomol badge ... l’ve seen freaks like you, fucking pricks .... Oh a fine bird has flown into my mansion ... Laid plenty of women, eh? Throw themselves at you, I expect, so neat, so nicely turned out, as if he was licked clean! Stand in line, do they? There's never been women like that here, I can tell you. Only alcoholic slags come in off the street ... Eugh, you ... (Suddenly.) You know what, boy, I've never had a woman, not one ... Never! Not even once! Not in my entire life! I've never slept with anyone! I'm thirty three, and I'm a - virgin! Are you following me, are you listening? I'm talking seriously to you, are you laughing at me ...

ANTON: I'm not laughing ...

ILYA: Then don't interrupt when I'm talking! Tell me something, why am I thirty three, but I'm a - virgin. Why? Well? Why have you got it all and me nothing? Why do I fucking have to wear myself out masturbating, answer me that? Ahha! I see! It's because I'm a-a legless cripple, only you're an animal, but with two legs. Bastard, I hate every fucking one of you, if you only knew. I hate you, every fucking one of you, hate you! (He swings his arm round and throws the glass at Anton.)

Anton turns away, the glass hits the wall and little pieces fly about the flat.

Get out, you bastard ... (Quietly) Go ... get out or I'll kill you ... shithead ... scum ... Motherfucking communists, they create fucking heroes, they won't let a person quietly kill himself, no, some hero hurls himself into a whirlpool, under the wheels of a train, into a burning house, underneath a car! They save everyone, everyone! So they can then get three fucking lines printed about themselves in a paper: a noble deed, a life saved! Arsehole, who asked you to save me, who, you scum? Get out or I'll kill you ... I'll smash you, did you hear me?

Pause.

So, what are you waiting for? Think I can't smash the back of your head in with a bottle? Don't believe? Or maybe you think I can't reach? Listen, I'm no fool ...

ANTON: Who do you think you are, rushing at people like a dog?

ILYA: I said go!

ANTON: (calmly) Yes sir, right away. I just want to iron my shoelaces first. Maybe I like it here. Go on, hit me, if you want! I'm staying.

Silence.

ILYA: (suddenly) All right, stay. But I can get up to all kinds of tricks, and don't you forget it. I can't be held responsible, I'm a cripple, I'm only half normal.... So I'm warning you, it's up to you ...

ANTON: Don't try frightening me. People have tried it before. Pause.

ILYA: Here. Open it. My favourite dish. "The tourist's breakfast" ... ( He takes a tin of food from the old canvas bag hanging from the back of the wheelchair.)

ANTON: (holds out his hand, takes the tin. Looks round for an opener). Haven't you got an opener? What do you use?

ILYA: Look under the bath. It should be there.
ANTON: Under the bath?
ILYA: I hide knives. They frighten me.
ANTON: What are you afraid of?
ILYA: Cutting my throat. I told you, in the bathroom? Anton hesitates. Goes to the bathroom, returns with the knife. Found it? Take it back when you're finished ... Silence.

ANTON: You're doing all right really ... I wondered where you lived. So - this is it ... I see you all the time, you know. You sit outside the comer shop ...

ILYA: So?

ANTON: Nothing, it's just that I see you. I watch you. The way people throw money to you ... I watch.

ILYA: Must be envy.

ANTON: What of?

ILYA: I do fuck all and rake it in. Be honest: you was envious.

ANTON: Envious? What could I be envious of? What are you blathering about? I've stood there looking at you: at your hands, your fingers ... You've got very long fingers ... like a pianist's ... I saw somebody with hands like that on television ... Looked a mess too, like you ... And he had the same ...

ILYA: Fingers? Fingers are fingers ...
ANTON: But your eyes are malicious. Beggars ... Well, like you

ILYA: All right, all right, go on, I won't kilt you, don't worry

ANTON: Beggars, you can see their eyes asking: "Give me a kopeck please." Only yours don't. You look at people with malice, with hatred, and you smoke those foul cigarettes. One after the other, non-stop. You just automatically inhale.

ILYA: I don't notice you, you didn't register ...

ANTON: I could see: people don't register with you. You don't look at them. I've watched you days on end. The day before yesterday you went out drunk onto the street, swinging your bag at people ... whoever was in reach - barn! - you hit them in the rear, and cursing a blue streak. I should take take lessons from you, I'd learn something ... Why do you drink? You'll burn out with vodka.

ILYA: None of your bloody business. Pour and give us a cigarette. There's some in the kitchen, a new packet, on the table

Anton goes to the kitchen, comes back with cigarettes. Pours wine, hands llya the glass. Silence.

The kitchen tap's dripping. There were a fucking flood the other day.

ANTON: Was.

ILYA: Eh?

ANTON: Was a fucking flood.

ILYA: Fucking scholar! Don't you criticizes me ... (Drinks up. Falls silent.) What's your name?

ANTON: Anton. What's yours?

ILYA: My mother, the bitch, called me llya. Where do you live?
ANTON: What is this, an interogation?

ILYA: You don't fucking know what an interrogation is. I asked you, where do you live?

ANTON: The building opposite. First entrance. Flat seventeen.
ILYA: How old are you?
ANTON: Come off it ... Eighteen. Anything else?

ILYA: Why are you not in the army? Who is going to protect the this country. Me? Fuck it, I don't need it!

ANTON: (hesitates) That's like that joke . About Ustinov. I'm studying at the institute. Forestry. I've finished the first course. Listen! A cockroach just jumped into a bucket in your kitchen. Out of desperation, I expect. Drowned himself. Must have been looking for something to eat ...

ILYA: I should feed cockroaches. When I've got nothing to eat myself. Turn off the light, boy ... My eyes hurt ...

Anton turns off the light. The room. is in half darkness. Anton straddles the only chair in the room, looks at llya. llya is silent for a long time, smokes. Outside the window, the unclear, strange, unearthly, incomprehensible sounds of the city at night. Just as strange are these two people. As if bound together by silk threads stretched between them..

(softly) Found something to amuse you, haven't you?. Bored, I

expect, with restaurants, films, dancing, chasing after girls? Here's something spicy , not so sweet. Right? A dirty legless cripple, and lives in a pigsty, cockcroaches, bed-bugs, drunk, filthy ... Right? Oh, his eyes are shining with the pleasure of it, his hands are trembling from the emotion! So, my eyes are malicious?

ANTON: Right now - no.

ILYA: Right now - it's dark.

ANTON: I can still see ....

ILYA: Eugh you fucking torncat ... He can see, just look at him .... He can see in the dark, fucking horny animal ...

ANTON: Did you really want to die?

ILYA: (shrieks) None of your fucking business! (Pause.) You're poking your nose in my life, arsehole ... Keep out! Stay right out!

Long pause.

(Smokes, his hands are shaking.) It was lies, what I said all lies, remember that, boy! Like them television screens before there was colour ... Lies ... Now listen, because now I am talking, me. Learn something and don't forget it: people don't die, not like that, they do it on the quiet, out of sight, secretly. When people want to die they don't pretend ... But me - I just talk. I ache inside, I'm crying, I'm suffocating ... I want to shove my fucking sores into people's mugs ... So I busk on the street ... It would have been no great loss if that lorry had crushed me, only I would have known, I would have known already this morning it was going to happen ... I would have felt it. Death, well .... It tells you it's coming, that is one thing I do know ... I didn't feel it! Do you follow me? I'm a coward. I can't stuff myself with pills and croak, I can't do it! I'm a coward! I can't give up the ghost here one night in silence in this dump, I can't do it... Time I did though, high time ... Why waste life waiting, what for? For nothing ... Only I'm scared ... Them three seconds before you die, they scare me ... I dream about them ... Often ... I dream a lot. I dream about everything. I've dreamed my whole life already. Three years ago, must be, I had a dream I was sitting here just like this, and you - there. I've dreamed about you. I've had dreams. It's all coming back ... You and me ... sitting here ..

ANTON: I've had experiences like that ...

ILYA: Eh? (Pause.) If you say so ... (Pause.) When I was still little I had a dream I was going to have an accident when I was twenty, my legs was going to be cut off and I'd be rolling around in a wheelchair ... I remember I liked rolling in a chair ... I was a child, I woke up laughing, I was happy ... And ten years ago maybe it was I had another dream ... As if my legs was made of wood and I'm lying on a bed. There was this strange light in the room like now, coming from the street ... Dark. Nobody was there and there was this noise in my ears, like drilling ... like a beetle ... My legs were made of wood and there was beetles, worms breeding in them ... Breeding in the wood and chewing it .... I'm lying there and my legs are coming apart, they're breaking up, disintegrating like a rotten tree ... Only my legs were alive and they were hurting really bad ... I could feel them chewing holes in my legs, my living legs. I'm lying down - I can't do anything, not move, not my hand, I can't, not my fingers ... I was terrified ...

Pause.

What about you ... do you dream?

ANTON: Often. Well, sometimes.

ILYA: (moves the chair to Anton, in a dull whisper, breathing in his face.) Do you dream about naked girls?

ANTON: (silent for a moment) Sometimes ...

ILYA: (heatedly) I do, I dream about them every day! Every night! Whole crowds of them , all round me! Naked, beautiful, crowds of them, bathing, dancing! And there's men with them, as far as I can make out ... They're naked too, and beautiful, bathing with them, happy, leaping in the air ... (Pause.) I feel ashamed

ANTON: Ashamed, why?

ILYA: Talking like this - it's embarrassing, eh? Me, a full grown man and...

ANTON: It's nothing to feel ashamed about. It's normal. You told it to me, not just to anybody. I'm not going to repeat it.

ILYA: I'm not bothered, do or don't. But you don't go saying things like that out aloud to people. It's not right. It's shaming .

ANTON: If there's somebody you can trust like you trust yourself, you can say it. That's my opinion.

ILYA: There's no such person. That's all there is to it! Keep quiet! I'm almost twice your age. I know. (Pause.) What I said was all lies anyway. I'm drunk. I've been spouting whatever rubbish came into my head. So just you remember, I was tying. It wasrubbish. (Whispers.) Got slides at home, have you, pictures, photographs?

ANTON: What kind of slides?

ILYA: As if he didn't know! Pictures! Naked girls!

ANTON: Ahha. Yes. From magazines. I used to collect them. Only they're not girls, they're old women, slags. Girls don't get themselves photographed like ...

ILYA: You're right. Clever, you are. Higher education, doesn't show, mind you ... I want to see. I want to stare!

ANTON: At what?

ILYA: (irritated). The pictures? Bring them!

ANTON: All right. Now?

ILYA: Some other time. Are you coming back?

ANTON: Am I being invited?

ILYA: You are. You're good at keeping quiet. You keep quiet a lot. I respect people that do that. Some just gas and don't stick to the point. But you listen. Why haven't you asked who I'm living with? Eh? Why not?

ANTON: I can see the answer to that.

ILYA: Of course you can. You are brilliant, boy? Keep quite some more. I've got plenty to tell you. I'm going to tell you another dream. Really interesting, this one ... I dreamed it a week ago. It was like I was a crow. I'm flying, here I am flying over a town. I'm flying over my home, flying past the balcony, flying ... I've got black feathers and wings like they have ... And I'm cawing, only what comes out is: "I'm a crowl I've got no sex! I'm not female, I'm not malel I'm going to spit on you! You disgust me! I'm going to fly and shriek at you about myself for three hundred years! I'm going to live for three hundred years!" Only then suddenly I said: "Cuckoo! Cuckoo!" Comical, eh?

ANTON: You're flying - that means, you're going to grow.

ILYA: (silent for a long time, maliciously). Would you know if I'm going to sprout legs?

ANTON: (coughs). So, you live alone?

ILYA: Oh, I get you. You want to know: am I on my own or is there someone else? I get it. Fuck off. Questions like that and it's auf Wiedersehen. Goodbye! I want to sleep! I'm drunk ... Shove off before I bash you. I want to sleep! I need to, get it? Me and death, we fucking almost kissed today ... (Grins.) Coming again, are you?

ANTON: Yes.
ILYA: When then?

ANTON: Tomorrow.

ILYA: What time? I want to know exactly.
ANTON: In the evening.
ILYA: I said exactly!
ANTON: All right, tomorrow at nine. Nine!
ILYA: Go ...
ANTON: See you ... (Goes to the door, turns. Stands there amoment, leaves, slamming the door.)

ILYA: (doesn't move, calls after him). Don't: fucking deceive me do you hear? Eh? I said don't deceive me. I can't have deception ... Did you hear me? (Drunkenly shakes his head, mumbles quietly.) Wishing you happiness, success in your endeavours, wishing you a happy new year ... No, that's not it ... Wishing you every happiness, success in your endeavours, wishing you a happy new year ... Are you listening? Don't deceive me ... Did you hear me? Don't fucking deceive me ... (Pushes the chair to the window.)

A small window pane is open and the blind stirs in the warm summer air. For a long time he looks out at the city at night. A blue light from the street lights his figure in the chair - pitiful, squirming ... For a long time he looks hard at the window, as if he trying to see something. Somewhere far in the distance the red advertisement for a large store flares, then goes out, then flares, then goes out ... llya falls asleep, still muttering something or other ...

First dream

Voices echo. Either people are walking about the room, or their shadows flitting. Here comes llya. Approaches, smiling happily, gaily. Squats, strokes a cat, God knows where it came from.

ILYA: What a beauty .... Oh, what a beauty? I know you, little cat, I know who you are ... You're black, you're Bagira ... black and brilliant ... Oh, and so beautiful ... You're the one, I know it's you out in the fields drinking the cows' milk, you empty them, you suck their tits, it's you, you ... It's all your doing, black cat! No, you're not a cat, no, you're the old woman lives in flat forty six ... But at night you turn into a cat, a black cat ... I'm going to roll you up right now in a towel, a green terry towel, fill a bath full of water and drown you, drown you ... You'll squirm in my hands, you'll die, die ...

ANTON: Don't, don't! You'll remember it all your life, you'll smack your fingers for it. Your beautiful fingers ...

ILYA: Why are you walking about naked?
ANTON: Am I naked? I'm dressed. You just don't see me ... You need to get a prescription for glasses. Don't kill the cat, don't, don't drown her. She's an old woman, a human being, not a cat ... You musn't kill people.

ILYA: Why are you so kind, pitying everybody? You even pity the cockroach in my kitchen ...

ANTON: Because nobody pitied me. Ah, the cat's caught fire! It's burning, it's burning - A black fire! Black! Ah! Fire! ...

The sound of breaking glass.

Scene two

Same flat. The rooms have been hastily tidied. Even the floor has been washed. A newspaper is spread out on the table. The room is clean, llya is sitting in the chair by the half-open door. His head hangs. He's asleep.

Early morning. In the windows the dazzling sun. Anton appears on the landing. Peers into the flat, sees llya. Looks at him a long time, is silent.

ANTON: (coughs) Your door's wide open. Living under communism, are you?

ILYA: (immediately wakes, gives a frightened smile.) You've come ... Hello... Hello ... I waited for you yesterday. In the evening. At nine. But you didn't come. He's deceived me, that's what I thought. So I fell asleep by the door. I opened the door. I thought, he's deceiving me. I thought I'm seeing a ghost, I'm dreaming this. You've been here before, haven't you?

ANTON: Yesterday - no. I couldn't, old chum.

ILYA: The day before? You were here the day before? You and me was both here. I babbled rubbish, I was drunk ... All right then, are you? ... Take no notice. All right?

ANTON: You didn't babble. We tasked heart to heart. About this and that ... Nothing out of the ordinary. Here, take them. The pictures. You asked for them.

ILYA: Throw them away, will you! What's got into you, I was joking? What should I do with them? I don't need them. You'll be thinking next I'm some kind of prick. I was having you on, I made it all up. I was drunk. Lost my marbles. In actual fact I'm okay. All of me is in proper working order, even though I'm an invalid. Don't worry yourself about it. I've had women by the ton. So don't you get any ideas. I was having you on. There's this bird that comes here, my neighbour ... What's her name, Larissa ... What I told you, I was taking the piss, don't get any wrong ideas ... Everything's all right with me, I'm okay, so there's no need.... no point in you ...

ANTON: (after a pause) You're like them.
ILYA: Eh?

ANTON: You've become like the rest.
ILYA: The rest? Who?

ANTON: Bragging cock-artistst I hate them. They all lie, only they're shameless. They don't blush, but you, you went red. A little! But them - fucking sexual giants! They've screwed this one, and that one, and all three together! Only it's nothing but fucking lies. You obviously have got a bee in your bonnet. Calm down, calm down. Why did you tell me all that? Never mind! It doesn't matter. Nothing to worry about, it's okay ...

Silence.

ILYA: Check, and I threw a glass at you, eh? Right? I was drunk, I'm sorry ...

ANTON: (smiles) Don't worry. It missed. Here, I brought you some grub. I took it. My mother made it, it's fresh. You're not going to refuse! (Takes a bundle from the parcel, puts it on the table.)

ILYA: (waves his hands) I don't want it, I don't want it, I don't want it! There's plenty in my kitchen. I don't need it, take it away...

ANTON: All right, don't carry on so. (Takes an apple out of the bag, eats.) The main thing is, you should stop drinking. I sympathize, I know it's grim. Makes no difference - stop! Don't do it! You have to keep occupied though, right? A hobby, do pokerwork, I don't know ... Or take up fretwork, what do you think? ... If you want I'll bring you a fretsaw. I've got one lying about at home somewhere, it's from when I was at school. It's not the end of the world, you know, being like that ...

ILYA: (quietly, angrily). Get out of here, you fairy ... Did you hear me? Go' Don't try pouring healing balm into my skull! "Compassion", one more bloody charitable society ... I said get out, arsehole ... Or I'll let you have it smack between the eyes, that'll be the end of you!

Pause, llya moves the weelchair to the window, looks behind the curtain. Lights a cigarette.

ANTON: (gaily) Cool it.
ILYA: Eh?

ANTON: (laughs) I said cool it, cool off. Or is his highness always going to be barking at me for no reason? ... Sorry, old chum. That's enough, stop it. I didn't mean it. My intentions were the best. I'm sorry. Let's stop, this is all about nothing. (Goes up to llya, sits down in front of the wheelchair, looks him in the eyes.) Come on, don't sulk. Peace? Yes, peace? Why don't you tell me what you've been dreaming. Will you? I like your dreams. They're weird, they're so alive ... Go on, please?

ILYA: (smokes). Found yourself a toy to play with, eh? One that talks, right? A talking toy, only without legs, one that moves in a chair. Right?

ANTON: That's enough, that'll do. You like a mouse puffed up on cheese. So, what have you been dreaming?

ILYA: (looks out of the window). I had a dream about a black cat.

ANTON: A cat? Black? Something bad is going to happen. It's true, llya.

ILYA: (laughs). You're like some old woman telling fortunes. Want more? Get ready for what's coming? I dreamed you were racing around my flat without your pants. How's that?

ANTON: (serious). Naked? Completely? That means something disgracing is on the way.

ILYA: (smiles). There was something else. I don't remember. Hand over the pictures. I'll look at them later. (Puts the 'pictures' on the window sill.) Here, what about a drink, eh? Come on, just a little one? What's the point of sitting here like this?

ANTON: You've had enough drink. You don't need more.

ILYA: (gaily)- We're not having more. We having less. All right with you?

ANTON: (eating an apple, looks at llya). Want some?
ILYA: Give it.

ANTON: I haven't got more. Just this one. I've bitten into it. Do you mind?

ILYA: I said, give it. (Takes the apple, carefully bites it. Looks at Anton. Has a coughing fit.) You didn't want to give me a bite, did you , you rat ... Sorry, are you?

They laugh.

ANTON: Very sorry. You've filled out on my apple, you're going to put on weight. (Walks round the room, hands in his pockets. Look at the walls.) Been crushing bugs, have you? That's not how you do it! You have to spit on your thumb- get him! - then you carefully carry the bug to the toilet and drown the bugger!

ILYA: (laughs). Idiot! Got swarms of bugs at home, I suppose.

ANTON: Me! What do you think! I've got an ideal home, clean, sterile. Like an operating theatre. My mum's a teacher, so's my dad. They educate me to stupefaction. As for bugs, a friend of mine has them. That's how he does it. I mean, into the toilet.

ILYA: (after a pause). Got lots of friends, have you?

ANTON: Not really. It's so boring. Everywhere it's the same. I've tried drinking - don't like it. Then I've got a headache the next day. I'm not wild about music. Hobbies, all those hobby groups -eugh. (Stretches.) Boring.

ILYA: Got girifriends, have you? A lot?

ANTON: No. I had one. I offended her. (Suddenly sits down next to llya, takes his hand, looks him in the eyes). Want me to tell you about her? What happened with her and me? I've not told anyone, I'll tell you. You told me about yourself and I believed you.

ILYA: (takes away his hands) I was drunk, I lied.

ANTON: You're lying nowl Don't lie! You're like a snail in your shell again ... This time I want to tell you something, you should understand ... You see, me and women, it doesn't work, nothing happens ...

ILYA: So?

ANTON: Don't start thinking the worst ... I'm talking honestly to you, you're not going to repeat it, I know that. And you're not going to laugh. It scares me. That that's how it is - scares me. I've been to bed three times with women - nothing happened, if know what I mean? The first time was like this: I'd gone to the hostel, the gang was there. There was a booze-up and this girl attached herself to me. There were two of them in the room, both of them were drinking wine. Then one of them left, and me and this one, the other one, we got on the bed, we turned out the light. She undressed, it was pitch dark, I couldn't see. It was the first time I'd had a woman's breasts close to me like that, all she'd kept on was her briefs. I was naked, totally ... She hadn't want to at first for some reason, only then when she'd taken everything off, when she was naked, nothing happened. To me. She was letting me, but I was - zero, nothing. Know what I mean? So, what the word for that? I didn't get stimulated, that's what it was. I said to her: do something ... I wanted her to do something like in those pictures, like ... I felt ashamed! Then suddenly she went - grrr! - and fell asleep!

They both chuckle.
ILYA: You could have had her while she was sleeping ...

ANTON: While she was sleeping, what are you talking about! Any desire I ever had to sleep with her went even more when she started snoring. It's true, then she woke up, rubbed against me like she was ready. But me - zero. I turned my back to her - and slept. Well, I didn't sleep, but, well, I lay here ... In the morning I was so ashamed, it was horrific. Nothing had actually happened? But I was so ashame?. Well, that's why I was ashamed. But if something actually had happened I think I would have burned up with embarrassment ... And I've been with two other, also on booze-ups. And it was the same each time. We hug, we kiss, only me - zero, half past five ...

ILYA: Half past five?

ANTON: Hangs straight down. My knees were even knocking, I was that terrified ... Otherwise generally I'm okay, well, in the morning everything's right .... Only then it still doesn't work. Why is that, tell me? Maybe I should see some doctors? I'm too ashamed. What do you think? Why is it like that? Is it fear?

ILYA: (moves the chair away to the side) Why are you telling me all this? You've found yourself a real expert here. How should I know ... I haven't a fucking clue.

ANTON: (silent, looks at the floor) I don't know. Phew? I was burning up as I told you. You know what, I'm feeling better already ... Why's that? You and me are alike. Right?

ILYA: Right. Peas in a pod. Two depraved idiots. We're useless- like fucking sunshades in the arctic.

ANTON: (silent} What do you do all day? Do you just sit here like that? Do you read?

ILYA: All the time, when it's not Marx it's Lenin, and when its not them it's Tolstoy? What do I need books for? I get up in the morning - go to the store. The lift here often doesn't work, that's bad. I crawl down on my own, don't ask for help. And back up if the lift isn't working, same thing, to the eighth floor. I wanted to change down to the first - couldn't do it. Nobody wants this rabbit hutch. It makes me sick. I get to the store. I sit there a while, I collect some money. People give me a lot, they feel sorry. They think I'm an Afghan veteran. While I'm young they'll give. I collect enough for a bottle or two. Then I drink. Alone, in the park. It's quiet there. Or with somebody that chips in. Then I collect some more. It's good in summer, warm ... I've also got another chair, a little one. I belt myself in - it goes like the fucking wind. Only it rubs me open. Then I get sores and I bleed ... I go on this one too. I know it's big, but I don't mind. Basically it's brilliant, I've got all I need - I'm okay!

ANTON: Have you got artificial legs?

ILYA: They're in the bathroom by the toilet. I soak them so they don't dry out ... (Laughs) They're heavy. Drag them, myself as well, and then two crutches - I'd split a gut! To hell with them! It's too difficult. This way is easier.

ANTON: Where are your family? Have you got any?

ILYA: My mother lived with me. Only then she went off somewhere. In the north. It's hard for her with me, too much. She gave up the flat, chucked everything in and flew off. To some man. Doesn't even write. I don't have a father. She slept around, an easy lay, my bitch mother ...

ANTON: Don't talk like that about your mother.
ILYA: Shut your fucking mouth! Preaching again. Pause.

I know what I'm talking about. You are so fucking pure ...
ANTON: What about your neighbour? You did say ...

ILYA: What, Larisa? She's another one. Famous throughout the district. "Wide open Larisa". That's what they call her. She's latched on to me. She's a bad dirty woman. "When the husband's away the bitch comes out to play." True, she's kind. Comes here, cleans for me. I don't ask her. She'd like to put a ring through me nose, fuck me. Get her hands on this flat. Concerning which, you know what I say to her: Your mouth is like a fucking can opener.

ANTON: What?
ILYA: She has got her lips clamped onto my flat. Both laugh.

She lives in a communal flat, shares with the neighbours next door. Pays thirty roubles a month. She does something or other in a factory. I need her like I need a violin. She needs my flat, me, she doesn't...

ANTON: Like that, is it ... Do you get a pension?

ILYA: I do. The postwoman brings it. It's a good one. Only it's not much. They gave it me at work. They infringed a safety regulation, that's why it's a good one. A cable cut my legs off in Vladik. I was working on a floating fish-factory. Long ago, this was. Thirteen years back, I was returning to see my mother. Well, they carried me to her. (Pause. Clenches and unclenches his hands.) That's it, looks like I've told you everything. Boring, eh? Routine, nothing out of the ordinary ....

ANTON: (with a wave of his hand). Right. Like with me, nothing special?

ILYA: I wouldn't say so. Mind you, that's life: one person gets the doughnut, another gets the hole. You can walk. It's brilliant. You come, you go, you call where you please, everything's okay. What more do you want? With me, the years just run and on ... And they're all empty...

ANTON: Well, probably...

ILYA: When I could get around I didn't know being able to walk was fantastic. Do you follow what I'm saying? My little legs have rotted long ago somewhere or other, in the hospital, on a refuse heap ... But I'm here.

Pause.

Listen, Anton ...
ANTON: (starts). Ah? Were you going to say something?

ILYA: I'm asking: I can call you Anton, can I? Listen to what I'm trying to tell you ... For some reason I feel ashamed around you. I'm a bit scared. Come on, let me have a drink, I'll unwind. We can still talk ... But this doesn't feel right like this, I'm ashamed ... Can I? Please? You're not in a hurry, are you?

ANTON: No. But don't drink, llya. There's no need. Don't. What's the point?

ILYA: All right, forget it, forget it. No, wait ... Just one, a toast to getting acquainted - how about that? Right now, hold it ... (Quickly wheels the chair through the room. Finds a bottle in the wardrobe. Hurriedly opens it with his teeth. Pours into a glass standing on the windowsill. Quickly drains it. Breathes heavily.) Want me to hear something funny? (Wipes his sweaty hands on his trousers.) What I getting at is: dying is frightening, it's a waste of time. Listen. I got drunk the other day and I fell. I was asleep and I fell from the chair. There I was with lying with my head the television. Haha! Funny, eh? I woke in the night: dark, my head - Bang! Wallop! I could feel a plank over me. And I thought: they're fucking throwing earth on top of me, they're burying me... I yelled! Did I yell! "Bastards, bastards, I'm alive, I'm alive, you're burying me alive, you bastards! ... " - I yelled ...

They laugh.

Larisa woke, she came running. There's nothing she doesn't hear on the other side of that wall. And here I was shrieking my head off: "I'm alive, I'm alive, I'm alive! ..."

Pause.

And I cry a lot too.
ANTON: Come off it ... You cry?

ILYA: Not really. Not because of this, because of other things. A good story, this is. I'm drinking vodka, and I'm reading the Consitution or the Party programme - and I start to howl, tears are pouring down , my boggies are dangling to the floor.

ANTON: (smiles). Why?
ILYA: Don't know. Felt like it.

They chuckle.

ANTON: Don't drink.

ILYA: It's all right, a little doesn't hurt. (Pours wine into a glass, drinks.) It's good you came. That you didn't deceive me. You're so smooth, so smart, so clean ... And those come-and-get me eyes.

ANTON: (laughs). Those what eyes?

ILYA: You know what I mean. Ladies' man you are, eh? Well, something similar. The girls all like you, do they? You're fortunate. I envy you. You go somewhere, you chat. Where you are there's plenty to do. Where you are, that's where life is.

ANTON: (after a pause). No. That's not where life is. It's here, were you are. Here, in this room, - life's here.

Long pause.

ILYA: (quietly. What sort of life, in this bug's nest ...
ANTON: Well ... You dream dreams ...
ILYA: Dreams are not life.

ANTON: Still, you're special somehow. You're not like other people.

ILYA: Unhappy, is that what you mean? Unfortunate?

ANTON: What way are you unhappy? Stop making out you're miserable! You're sane, okay, sane! You're not like other people, and thank God you're not? We're similar. In everything. Honestly. Talking to you is like thinking my own thoughts. It's very easy. How old are you?

ILYA: Thirty three...

ANTON: Me - I'm nineteen ... So, you're just thirteen years older than me'

ILYA: (laughs). Thirteen too many!

ANTON: Too many, thirteen! There's nothing in it. It's probably why we're similar. We're are, very, you and me ...

Pause.

I've also wanted to die, often ... (Sits on the floor by the wall, looks at the ceiling, dreamily.) I'm going to die under a car. I even know how it's going to happen. Imagine it, I'm crossing the road on a red light. There's a lorry coming straight for me, a hundred tonner, huge ... I turn my head, see the bumper on this lorry, the headlights are bearing down on me ... In the window I notice the distorted face of the driver ... The window shatters into little pieces - The wheels go over the back of my head, and in the last few seconds I just manage to see my brains squeeze out of my cranium, out of my eyes onto the dirty ground, like toothpaste from a tube ... And it's goodnight! Darkness! Death! Brilliant, eh? Beautiful!

Pause.

ILYA: You wanted what? You ... you wanted to die? Is that true?

ANTON: It's so good being alive? What's good about it? There's nothing to live for? No-thing. That's how it is.

llya rolls himself to Anton who is sitting on the floor and begins to slap his cheeks, striking him with his fists.

ILYA: Brainless, brainless! Get out, arseshole! Get out! Arsehole, screw, get out of here, dog! Take yourself off on your legs, idiot child with a new toy, clear off, arsehole, clear off, get out, get out, get out, get out! ... (Pushes Anton out, slams door shut. Breathes heavily. Moves the chair to the table. Pours wine in a glass, drinks. Is silent a long time. Then with all his strength begins yelling some song with a strange tune. Yells, shrill, grimacing.)

Two old women once here was!

By the name of Petroushki!

And they had dogs!

By the name of Cuckorachka!

The doorbell rings, llya doesn't move, vacantly looks out of the window. Again and again sings these four nonsensical lines. Black-out.

Second dream

Sound of breaking glass, llya is walking about the room, treading carefully . In the small window flutters a pigeon, a black pigeon.

ILYA: Look! There's a black pigeon fluttering in the window ... It wants to fly to me ... Aah! What are you doing here?

ANTON: Who are you talking to?

ILYA: You. I'm talking to you. How did you get here? Didn't I kill you? I saw blood ... Why are you still alive?

ANTON: I can't be killed. Because I am alive. Look, I've got a file in my briefcase. . No, it's not just sheets of paper. It's my book. I've been writing it all my life. Aah, the wind! The wind! The whirlwind! The wind carries everything away, all the pages of my book! There's no gathering them again, never, never! Never ...

ILYA: Beautiful, isn't it? White pages flying in the black night ... Like in the cinema ...

ANTON: It's my blood that's flying, pouring out, spilling, splashing, my blood, my blood, my blood ...

Scene three

Three days have passed. Late evening. Twilight in the room. llya is sitting on the bed, his hands resting on the blanket. Larisa is kneeling in front of him, crying. She is in a nightdress.

LARISA: Why? Why? Explain it properly, so I can understand. Why?

ILYA: (dully). Go away, Larisa, go away ... Leave me, please ...

LARISA: Why don't you want to, why? You're a man, aren't you? Why? I've sunk this low, look! I'm here on me knees before you, I've got undressed. God, it's humiliating! Here I am crawling, me, into your bed! Did you ever see the like! What more do you want, what else? Why are you such a heartless blockhead?

ILYA: Go away, Larisa please, I want to sleep, don't torture me ... I'm asking you, go ... You're a good woman, but go away, I'm asking you, please ...

LARISA: I love you, I love you! You may not know this, but women like me are the best! They are, yes! I'm hiding nothing from you, nothing! There have been others, there have, so what! What of it? I forgot them long ago, bloody curse them I do, spit on them! Only you're kind, tlyushka, you'll forgive me and we can live nicely together, like people should. We can go away somewhere if you want, if you feel scared here. I can do enough running for two, what more do you want me to say? I love you, what more do you need. I love you, what else can I say , what?

ILYA: Won't anyone else marry you then?

LARISA: If I want them to, they will! I'm not that far gone, don't you go thinking that! I don't want any of them, not even if they was to come free. I want to be with you! So take me, come on, take me, take me ... I'll do whatever you want me to, I can do it all ... You'll be all right with me, my little boy, you'll like it, come to me, come on ... I'll be yours, yours, yours, yours ...

ILYA: Go away, Larisa, you're drunk ... Go. It's not going to happen. I don't want to with you ... It wouldn't work ...

LARISA: Wouldn't work, why not! Come here, come to me, it'll be all right, I'll do it all, come on, come to me, come on ...

ILYA: (pushes Larisa away). Go away! Bloody moron! I've told you, it's not going to happen, that's it ...

LARISA: (crying). You fucking rat ...

ILYA: (quietly). What I see is a legless deformity climbing onto you with red stumps instead of legs, and I feel sick ... I keep seeing you and me together like from the outside, I see that and it disgusts me, it scares me , it wouldn't work!

LARISA: You won't have to climb up on me, llya dear, you won't have to do that. I'll take care of it all, I'll do it all, I'll do it another way. It'll make you feel good, dear, I'll do it all ...

ILYA: Go away, wilt you, you whore! I don't want you, you bitch, go away!

LARISA: You are such a bastard ... Who else, do you think, is going to be tempted by a runt like you? Who needs you, a cripple, who? There's so little of you anyway, half a person, half a kilo in your pants! Eugh, you make me want to throw up! I spread myself out for you, fool that I am! ... For scum like you, slime, I look after you, clean for you. ... The tap was dripping in the kitchen again. I fixed it.

ILYA: Were dripping.

LARISA: Got educated all of a sudden! ... So fucking clean up for youself! llya, llyushenka, darling! Look at you, how are you going to cope on your own? Eh? You'd stop drinking, we'd live together. You and me! I'll be the mother of your children, lots of them, as many as you want. Life could be sweet, what do you say? Because I love you, I do, I do, t do, I love you, an idiot, but I love him ...

ILYA: The way pigs do. Rabbits. Even cats. But that's not the way people love each other. Loving means you - you try to look someone in the eyes. Then afterwards you're - you're scared to take a bite out of an apple. Then you take a bite and you go red, you're ashamed ... That's what love is. It's not what happens in bed, under a blanket. Go away, will you. Nothing doing, clear off ...

LARISA: May you perish, you legless creature! You cripple! An animal, that's what you are! A bloody animal! I know what you're afraid of! I know! You're afraid for your flat, you're hanging on to it! You think that's why I'm after you? And even if it was, so what! You'll peg out here, you'll rot in your fucking flat. They'll come for you when it's begun to stink on the stairs! Mark my words, that's how it'll be! I'm telling you! So, hang onto yourself, keep your flat! Eugh, you make me laugh! I'm not ashamed anymore, not after this! I'm laughing at you now, oh am I going to be laughing at you! Oh, he's never been kissed, he's a virgin! A virgin that's had seven abortions! A bloody virgin! What sort of man are you - you're a piece of vomit, not a man!

The doorbell rings, llya starts fussing. Moves from the bed to the wheelchair, in his hurry drops something on the floor.

Go on, go on! Hurry! Run! Your alcoholics have come! Your playmates! They only come here because there's nowhere else they can drink! They only drink with you because there's no one else to drink with. You'll let them all in, dung heap! For a bottle you'd hang yourself! Can't see the daylight for bottles! You'll snuff it, mark my words! Go on, run, run, what's the matter? A fool, that's me, a bloody fool, on me knees before him, a fool ...

Slips on a dressing gown. Goes to the door. Flings it open. On the threshold stands Anton.

Who do you want, alcoholic?
ANTON: Him.

LARISA: Him! Don't even know his name then! He wants him! Him! Go to him, go on! Brought a bottle? Fill him up to the eyeballs, go on! Stinking bastards! I'm calling the screws! This fucking flat can blaze in hell! I'll fix you, stinking pigs! Vodka's all he cares for, bastard! Drunkard! Get stuffed! Men, you are! Real men! Still doing a load your trousers! Eugh, you're worse than old women! Get fucking stuffed! Bastards ...

Leaves slamming the door. llya comes out of the other room, looks at Anton. Anton slids down with his back against the wall, sits on the floor, looks at the ceiling, laughs.

ANTON: (he is a little drunk) Here I am. I've come. Paying a visit. Hello! You're not throwing me out?

ILYA: (fidgiting). No. Good boy! You did right! Why should I mind? What for? It's how it should be. Smart lad! Good to see you! Good boy! Come to the kitchen. I've got some homemade vodka in there. We'll top up. Come on. You don't mind, do you ... CHECK

ANTON: I won't ... llya. Not me. I've knocked back enough today. I've been drinking with friends. Not for me. I'm happy as it is.

ILYA: Well, what then? We'll have tea, all right? The vodka isn't ready anyway, I only started it this morning ... Tea all right then?

ANTON: I don't want anything, stop fussing. What made her so angry ? Is that your Larisa?

ILYA: What do you mean, mine? Public property, that one is. Take no notice of her. When she's drunk she comes here. Then it's the old story, over and over. Complains, curses. I don't love her, only I feel sorry for her ...

ANTON: But maybe ... maybe it's worth giving it a try? Why not?

ILYA: I'm scared. It's like I'm ready for it and everything, only then I see myself with her... see us together ... me with my pinks stumps on her - that's it, it turns me off.

ANTON: (after a pause). I've been thinking about you for the last three days. Wondering.

ILYA: I've been wondering about you. Thinking.
ANTON: What were you thinking about?
ILYA: You tell me first.
ANTON: No, you! I asked first.

ILYA: Well, what I've been thinking was, you've got education, I haven't.

ANTON: Educated, I'm not educated, me! In what way? I'm dead ignorant, I'm pig stupid! (Laughs.)

ILYA: All right. So you pretend to be stupid, you try and use the same words as me, but you are educated. Some things you say, I don't even know what you mean. Fourth form and exit, that was me. But your parents are teachers, and you're at the institute ...

ANTON: Leave off. Educated, not educated, that's all rubbish. People are the same everywhere. Only some are kind and some are malicious. Some have more luck than others.

ILYA: I haven't been lucky and that's why I'm malicious. Is that what you think about me? ANTON: It's true, you haven't been lucky. But you're not malicious. You're just in a rage. In such a rage sometimes, such a rage!

They laugh.

But I've been thinking .... I think it would be good if ...
ILYA: If?

ANTON: Only don't start twitching, please. It would be good if I could help you in some way. God, what a trite thing to sayl Trite, but beautiful and sincere! It would be good if I could help you in some way.

ILYA: You already are helping me. Here I was looking out of the window all the time. Waiting for you.

ANTON: What can you see from the eighth floor? (Laughs.)

ILYA: Don't you know? I see everything! When I see you, it does something to me, I feel calmer inside. I'll be feeling empty, but when you're around I'm calm. I even talk to you at night. I've already told you everything, my whole life ...

ANTON: And me - I've told you ...
ILYA: Tell me again ...
ANTON: What shall I tell?

Silence.

(Looks at the ceiling. Starts talking, taking his time). When I was little I had a toy, I think about it all the time, almost every day. Started thinking about it once I was grown up. I had a kind of pelt, sheep skin, I think. My mother was collecting skins for a fur coat. And she was always giving me one to play with. I'd spread it on the floor, put soldiers on it and play. There was wool on the skin - like a dense forest, and soldiers hiding in it, running, marching ... I'd lie on the floor, my cheek on the floor and look at the pelt, at the soldiers, and it was as if they were big, from another life, another country, and life seemed big, without boundaries, long, interesting ...

ILYA: Wait, wait ... Wait ... I had a pelt like that ... Mine was ... Black, right, with long fur? Only it wasn't sheepskin, it's goat, kid?

ANTON: Maybe ... The kind that's shiny?

ILYA: Yes ... And out on the street there was a blizzard, the snow was hitting the window, everything whistling. Only in the room there was no one, it was dark, still. Yes? Yes?

ANTON: (astonished). Yes, there was a blizzard .... It was dark, still ... I hadn't gone to nursery school because my throat hurt.

ILYA: Me, I had a bad cough. I had a fever, I had bad dreams at night.

ANTON: No, I didn't have bad dreams. My throat hurt, my mother made me drink boiled milk, I remember that vividly ... (Pause.) Can you believe iti What a coincidence ...

Pause.

ILYA: You're a good lad. It's good you've come. And that you didn't take offence - Good boy. What am I going to do to entertain you? (Fidgits.) Wait, let's get up to something together ...

ANTON: Get up to what?

ILYA: Fetch the washing machine from the bathroom. Put it here. In the middle ... We're going to have fun!

ANTON: How? What for? We're doing a wash, is that it?
ILYA: (laughing). Fetch it, fetch iti Don't ask questions!

Anton brings an old, shabby round washing machine from the bathroom. Stands it in the middle of the room, plugs it in. Laughs, llya in his chair fetches two three-litre bottle jars from the kitchen, pours the contents into the washing machine.

Turn it on!

ANTON: What is it?

ILYA: Vodka! Home brew! Ready in half an hour! I only started it this morning, so we'll speed it up just a wee bit, we'll hurry it along!

ANTON: You might as well eat yeast and call it bread. All you need do is chew!

ILYA: It's okay, this method has been tested! We can laddie it straight out of there!

ANTON: I'm throwing up already.

ILYA: No you won't! Turn it on! We're going to get plastered! Turn it on!

Anton and llya laugh merrily and infectiously. Anton turns on the machine and it begins to roar like a plane taking off. Anton sits down in front of llya's wheelchair. They both for a while talk, shouting something, laughing, gesticulating, llya seems to light up inside, from the look of his eyes when he looks at Anton. Suddenly llya turns off the machine. He runs his hand over Anton's head.

Poor you, poor ... What hair .... You've got such ...
ANTON: Your fingers ... they're so long ...

Pause. It's as if something is about to explode - both are that tense. Anton suddenly leaps up, begins fumbling and checking his pockets, getting ready to go.

I'm ... You ... I'd better be off... Time I went ... It's late ... Shall I go then?

ILYA: Stay a while.

ANTON: I'll come ... I'll come tomorrow ... definitely ... I have to go ... I'll come ... tomorrow ...

ILYA: Only don't deceive me ...

ANTON: Deceive you, no ... I'm off ... (Goes to the door, is silent. Turns.) It's good we met, isn't it? (Awkwardly) Remember how I dragged you here and you said: "You helped a cripple, now bugger off"'.

ILYA: You said: "Is this your dump?"

ANTON: And you said: "It isl I rent it! Thirty smackers a month! Shut the door from the outside! Bugger off, arsehole ... " And I left. {He goes.)

ILYA: And I shouted: "Stay!" (Louder.) Stay! Stay! Stay!

Anton has gone.

Scared, llya moves the wheelchair to the door, gets entangled in the lead from the washing machine, falls from the wheelchair, calls in a hoarse voice, crawls to the door.

Stay ... stay ... Come back ... Stay ... Please, come back ... Please ... Come back! ... I can't ... without you ... Stay! Stay! Come back!

Darkness.

ACT 2

Third dream

llya's flat. Twilight. The windows are open and a breath of wind stirs the blind. Sorrrbody's bare feet patter across the moonlit square on the floor .

VOICE: This is good ... so good ... Is it good for you? VOICE: It's never been so good, ever ...

VOICE: The moon has gone mad ... The street's alight, hot from the moon ... It's burning, everything's on fire ...

VOICE: Such freedom ... I'm lucky ... I feel so good ... Happy ... Am I dreaming? Tell me, am I dreaming?

VOICE: You're dreaming, yes, dreaming, dreaming ... Sleep ... We're dreaming ... There is no life, there are only dreams ... Sleep ... We're dreaming, dreaming, dreaming ...

At the window the blind stirs. Happy laughter, whispers. Darkness.

Scene four

Morning, llya's flat. llya is sitting in the wheelchair, freshened up, smiling awkwardly. On his knees is a pile of photographs. They keep falling to the floor, and llya picks them up with difficulty. Anton stands beside him. White shirt, white trousers, white sports shoes.

ANTON: Why don't you buy yourself an album? You should take care of photographs. They're memories for life. Captured moments. Look how the corners are creased! This one here is beautiful, it should be in a frame on the wall. Look how crumpled they are! I'd like to know why you never bought yourself an album?

ILYA: (smiling) I will now. Honestly.

ANTON: (sorts out the photographs, drops them on the floor) Now' Easyilysaid. What's the good of it now? You should have thought of it earlier, before. See? They're all coming apart, every one of them, all torn. Who's that?

ILYA: That's my mother. Mum. Young. See, she's by a life bouy. See what's written on it: "Forget-me-not". Look what's written on the back, she wrote that: "If fate should be so cruel that we shall never meet again, let this immobile image remind you of me. Love me, Vasya, as I love you. Your Valya."

ANTON: Ahha. She was going to send that to one of her boy friends, but she didn't. What do you think? Well, there's no mystery ... it's obvious ...

ILYA: It was somebody she was in love with. White socks, white shoes ... Won't your parents be wondering where you are?

ANTON: No. Mine's also got a heap of photos of herself when she was young at home. Only that was a different era. They didn't dress like that when she was young, people didn't take photographs like that any more ...

ILYA: There's a big difference in our age ...
ANTON: Rubbish! We're almost the same age ...
ILYA: If you say so. I'm of the same opinion.

Pause.

And that's me. Here's when I was at school, I was one of the best in the bottom class, always got top marks. That's me with two class mates. I'm in the middle there. Not exactly a likeness, eh?

ANTON: You'd think it was three girls sitting there. Your eyes are the same. And your hands. Your fingers are like a grown-ups -eugh!

ILYA: Honestly?

ANTON: No, I'm lying! Why do you keep saying: "Honestly, honestly?" You're a pain!

ILYA: I won't do it again ... I'm sorry ...

Pause. Anton walks about the room.
ANTON: And what's that guitar for? Do you ever play it?
ILYA: Sometimes ...

ANTON: So why didn't you say so before? Right, strum away. Come on, let's hear you, get on with it, get on with it ...

ILYA: I don't know what you like.

ANTON: What I like! What am I, a bashful beauty? A prison song, something gutsy, sexy, with swear words! Come on, stop fucking around, bash out a tune!

ILYA: I don't know ... It's a long time since I last played ... It won't be good ... the songs are rotten, stupid ... No ... I won't ... I can't ...

ANTON: What is the point of coming here and paying you a visit! You ask the man, you ask him, you keep asking him, and what does he do? He behaves as if he's naked in 10 degrees of frost. Am I supposed to applaud first? All right then, all right, if that's what the comrade artist wants, if he insists!

ILYA: Honestly, I can't ... Don't ask me, don't ...

ANTON: All right, that's enough, that'll do. We're going to remember this. I forget nothing. I bear grudges. We're going to remember. You sing for your alcoholic friends, don't you, you yell and croak for them for all you're worth! Hang yourself for a bottle, eh! But for me, for me you're too lazy! For me you don't want to! I understand! I'm going to remind you of this one day, I will, I will ... (Pause.) So, why don't you say something? Offended? Come on, come on, admit it: you're offended. You're so sensitive, you're useless! (Pause.) What's the silence for? Come on, I'm your guest! Entertain me, because this is boring. So, let's talk about something! Well? Suggest a topic! Oh, birds, right! Good! Let's share our impressions, our thoughts on that subject, eh? Oh, by the way! Yesterday evening I walked home with this gorgeous chick! Lick your fingei-s? Roll over and die! Juicy! Eyes, breasts, arse - she's got it all! Oh Sveta, I thought, I'd like to spread you out on a sofa, bliss, and get into every hole, every crack! Oooh, bliss! By the way ... where are my pictures? You do remember, I brought you girls? You don't remember? Where are they?

ILYA: There, on the shelf ...

ANTON: Really? Why did you put them there? They belong under the mattress, you want them where you can reach them. Handy for the job. (Chuckles, gets a packet of "pictures" from the wardrobe.) Haven't come on them, have you? Look at me! But then you know your way in and out! Oh, this one - fabulous! You'd have a go with her, right?

ILYA: I wouldn't say no.

ANTON: What about this one then, this one ... No, come on, look, look! That pose, like she's bloody going to war. Listen, llya, to what I'm going to tell you. (Goes and sits down in front of the wheelchair, looks confidingly into llya's eyes.) You know what I think: you are going to have to get to know a girl, right ... So you haven't got legs, it doesn't matter ... Look at the flat you've got ...I mean, not that I like Larisa either, she's got a bloody nerve, and she's dirty, forget her! You're right to turn her down ... I'll bring you a nice clean girl. She'll do whatever you ask ... To get to your age and still be a virgin, can you believe it! ... It's not right ... Everybody begins at fourteen, some even earlier ... Me, well, I was a bit late, but I'll catch up, you have to start, it's high time .... (Silence. After a pause.) Are you crying? Are you?

ILYA: That was a yawn ... a big one ...

ANTON: Yes. Of course. (Again walks about the room, talks loudly and cheerfully - his words resonate through the rooms.) No, we're going to sort this out, we're going to put this to the test! We'll find one that's willing! Anyway, your flat could be a great knocking shop - it's brilliant! You in this room, me in that one! We can drag a camp bed in here ... Or - why bother? A mattress on the floor - that's all you need! Right! I remember the mattress, my first time? For a bet, a bottle of red wine! I cracked my virginity. (Chuckles.) Why didn't I think of it sooner! You could have fantastic nights here! We could even swop, right? Are you listening, llya? Why didn't I think of it before! (Finds a catapult on the window-sill.) What's this? (Laughs.) What's this for, llya, eh, lad? Why do you keep this in the house?

ILYA: It's a catapult. My catapult.
ANTON: I said, what's it for?

ILYA: I shoot through windows. (Dully.) I go out on the street at night and shoot ...

ANTON: You're pretty weird, why?

ILYA: (After a pause). To give people a bad time. To fucking make them stop enjoying themselves ...

ANTON: What!
ILYA: You heard ...

ANTON: You are such an idiot ... Look at you, llya, an idiot! They'll catch you one of these days and smack your arse. You think you can just run away, do you, after playing a dirty trick like that? (Roars with laughter, the tears come.)

ILYA: I don't run away. I shoot and I wait till they come rushing out onto the street. They schriek and yell, but nobody thinks it's me. I say to them: 'There, that way, he ran that way! Grab him!" So they race off. Nobody touches me ...

ANTON: An idiot, llya, you are a total idiot ... Trust you to think up something like that! What a dirty trick to play on people ... What an arsehole! I mean, what a lack of consideration for people. Has that ever crossed your mind? What are they supposed to do? Sleep all night with a smashed window? Then there's a draught, there's children, they catch colds! I mean, what a shit! What a spiteful creature! What if somebody did that to you? To you, you shit? Shall I take this coin, shall I put it in the catapult and smash your window? Shall I shoot, shall I do that, shall I? You'd like that, would you? You'd like it, right? Bastard, how'd you like this! (In a rage maliciously shoots the coin at the balcony door.)

The sound of breaking Tflass. Long pause. Silence.

Anton wipes the sweat from his forehead.

(Quietly.) That's it. I'm off. See you. Take care, big guy.

ILYA: Wait ... Anton, please, wait ... Anton, please don't go ... Stay ... Please, stay ... I'm begging you ...

ANTON: (shrilly). I'm disgusted! Disgusted! I feel vile! I feel like I've eaten shit! It was filthy ... Why did we do it? Why? What made it happen, what, what? It was filthy, I feel ashamed ... God, it was like in a dream! .. I could die ... It was vile, vile, vile ... It's that home-brewed vodka of yours, it makes you insane ... Obscene, it was obscene ... As if spiders were crawling over me, what a dirty trick, what a dirty dirty trick ...

ILYA: (quietly). This was something you dreamed? Yes?

ANTON: Belt up, shithead! Belt up! Don't play the fool! Don't fuck around! Stop acting! Don't you understand anything? Aren't you disgusted with yourself? A boy, you are, a boy ... Pure! Do things things like that often, do you! It's filthy, God, it's disgusting, disgusting, disgusting!

ILYA: (urgently]). You dreamed. You had a dream. Everybody in this flat usually has dreams ...

ANTON: So it goes on all the time here, does it? You lure people, right? It's filthy, it's disgusting, it's obscene ... You're the arsehole! You shit!

ILYA: (Goes on, not listening). People dream strange dreams in this flat, dreams that are like true. Anything can happen in a dream. Even what you might think never would ... I had my dream too, only now I'm awake I know it was all lies. It wasn't the truth, it was a dream ...

ANTON: Belt up! Belt up! I didn't dream anything! It happened white we were awake. I remember it very well!

ILYA: Was yours a bs.' dream then? That's not my fault ...

ANTON: Bad dream, bad dream! You sent up a smoke screen, words! You put poison in your disgusting drink, fucking witch, legless stump! I hate you, you're a snake, I hate you, hate you! (Slams the door with all his strength.)

llya sits a long time hanging his head and not saying anything. Rolls the wheelchair to the balcony door. Wipes his tears. Begins picking up the glass fragments. Cuts himself, blood drips to the floor, llya doesn't notice this. Throws the pieces of glass to one side.

ILYA: (quietly). So long as he doesn't do anything to himself ... he'll come back ... he'll come ... So long as he doesn't do anything to himself ... He'll come back ... he has to ... Or I've got nothing to live for ... He'll be back ... he'll come ...

Darkness. The sound of breaking glass.

Fourth dream

Again vague shadows roam llya's rooms. And now he's here himself, slinking, hugging the wall. Larisa comes into the room from the balcony.

LARISA: So this is where you're hiding? Wanted to run away? You can't run away from me ... It won't work, dearie ... I know everything about you now, the whole truth, all there is to know, I know it ... And here I was, thinking: what's the problem? But now I know everything ... Everybody's talking about it, the whole town ... You're rotten, you're nobody, you're scum ...

ANTON: You're rotten, vile, an arsehole ... I wouldn't wipe my feet on you ... You played the fool ... You buggered my mind ... You are rotten ... You are despicable ... You are nobody ...

ILYA: You should understandand, you should forgive everything ... I know you know how to do that ... Understand, forgive, understand, forgive ...

ANTON: Scum, scum, scum ...

LARISA: Putrid, putrid, putrid ...

ILYA: Oh, look! Oh! It's back! The black pigeon, it's beating against my window! It wants to fly in through my little window! There's no glass, why doesn't it fly in?

LARISA: It'll fly in, don't you worry! It'll fly in! It's death that has come for you! Your death ... It's done with fluttering around you, that's finishee ... You and it should have met a long time ago, long long ago .... It's your death, yours, yours ...

The sound of breaking glass.

Scene 5

A week has gone by. Evening. In llya's room everything is as it was. True, some order has been brought in. The broken window is covered with gauze. There's no dust in the corners. llya is walking about the room. These steps don't come easily to him. The heavy artificial legs, like cast-iron, hardly move from place to place. One step, then another ... The doorbell rings, llya becomes agitated. His body turns to the front, then the back, to the table, then the door. He almost falls. He keeps his balance. Makes it to the wheelchair.

ILYA: (calls). Coming! Wait! Coming! (Sits in the wheelchair, swears. Moves to the door.) Who is it?

ANTON'S VOICE: Me ... Open up ... Scared, are you ... I can imagine

llya turns the key in the keyhole, opens the door a little. Anton kicks the door open. He's drunk. His hair flies wild . He's wearing a blue T-shirt, Jeans. He comes into the room without looking at llya.

ILYA: Hello ...

ANTON: Oh it's good to be back home sweet home where I belong! Been away a long time, haven't I? How's life then, how's the turn-turn, got a nasty headache? No hard-on? Eh? (Sits on a chair, puts his feet on the table, shakes ash on the floor.)

ILYA: (smiling). In the USA today, are we ... You'd look at home there ... Good you came ... We'll have a chat something ... Do you want something to eat? I'll fix you something right now ...

ANTON: (pulls a face). I'm at home here, don't fuss ... What's the matter with you? I've got some new jokes for you. Two chickens meet, one asks the other: "What do you charge for laying an egg?" The other replies: "One rouble thirty kopecks. And you?" "Me - one rouble five kopecks". "Why so little?" asks the first chicken. "Well" replies the other, "Am I going to tear my arse for twenty five kopecks'" (Laughs). Tear arse, get it? Brilliant, eh! Here's another. These are called paradoxes. Here's a paradox: my neighbour's arse is lily white, only she's called Rose. Paradox! Paradox! Here's another, you're going to like this! This is the paradox of the century: she's in love with him, only he's in love with him. Him! He's in love with him! Get it? (Laughs fiercely until the tears run.)

ILYA: (also laughs). Tea's coming.

ANTON: That's nice, because I've come already come! Fetch glasses! We'll drink a toast, we'll screw, my dear old friend! We'll screw! We'll screw! Cheers! (Again something makes him merry. He laughs until he's sobs, hysterical. He even slides from the chair to the floor and starts beating the floorboards wth his fists.)

llya brings glasses, puts them on the table, all the while never taking his eyes of Anton.

ILYA: (laughs). I've been waiting and waiting for you to drop in ... It's all I've been doing, waiting, waiting ... and you nowhere in sight! I thought something had happened to you ... No sign of you all week, I waited and waited ...

ANTON: I didn't see any sign of you either. What's up, stopped hanging around the corner shop, have you? Eh? Given up working? Taking time off? (Chuckles.) You could have sat there, collected for a bottle, why didn't you? Or have you come into money ? Have you come into an inheritance, llya? Why aren't you at work?

ILYA: Inheritance, me ... How could I, Tony ... I haven't felt like going out, Tony...

ANTON: Well well. Sir. Not so familiar. Tony now, is it. So, what are we going to drink? (Takes a bottle of wine from a transparent plastic bag, opens it with his teeth.) Right! Today has to be celebrated! Today is a red-letter day in my calender! Today is a day to remember for the rest of my life! Have to! You don't forget something like this?

ILYA: Passed your exam?

ANTON: (again crawls on the floor, chuckles, bangs with his fists). Right! Spot on! Dead right! You spoke the truth! You hit the mark! I passed my exam ... got an A! Got an A plus! Got excellent! My first teacher gave me that mark! Know she said when we parted: "Clever boy, Anton! I have never in my entire life had such a good pupil! ... "

llya is also laughing, infected by Anton's laughter. He doesn't understand what Anton is talking about. Anton, still laughing, pours wine into glasses.

ILYA: Well, congratulations...

ANTON: Thank you, old fellow! Thank you! Well done! You managed! You made me laugh! Right, now congratulate me on it like one man does another! On passing my exam. Right? Are we men or old women, damn it? Let's clink glasses! We're men! So we drink to to girls, to women, only we do it standing! That's how it should be! For those of us with self-respect! Never mind, never mind, you sit, permission granted, sit, sit ... Me - I'm standing! (Fierce) Standing! To girls! All of them! The old days are over! To girls. Wear Adidas and get laid. We're men, you and me, right? Are we men or not? Why don't you say something? What are we?

ILYA: Men.
ANTON: So, let's drink! Get on with it!

They drink up. Pause. Anton is chewing bread, looks at llya without blinking, smirks. Both are silent a long time.

Listen, llya ... I'm not here for nothing ... No -ooo, not for nothing? I don't do anything for nothing ... you see, llya what's your name? ... llya Whatovich?

ILYA: llya lvanovich ...

ANTON: Well, of course! A thick russian mug like yours could only belong to an lvanovich. Why didn't I quess it right away! Vanek! Mitek! I should have known instantly? Van-ya! (Chuckles. Sits on the table, swinging his legs looks at llya.) Right, llya lvanovich. I have come to blackmail you. Yes. I've decided to do a bit of racketeering. Something quite original. What can you do? If you live with wolves, be a wolf! What else is there? A smack in the face or a bribe in the hand ... You - are going to get a smack in the face! Well? Why don't you say something? You don't understand?

ILYA: What's the matter with you?

ANTON: As if you don't know what I'm talking about! Pay me - I'll keep quiet. Get it, no? You don't?

ILYA: No ...

ANTON: Oh dear oh dear me, he still doesn't understand ... Well well. I'll explain as he's slow-witted. I'll come here and I'll start talking to the neighbours, I'll tell the whole building, the whole street, that they are cherishing a snake in their bosom. I'll talk ... The psychotherapists will have a good time with you at the nuthouse... That's what's going to happen if you don't pay. But if you pay I'll keep quiet. What's it going to be?

ILYA: (quietly). I've got no money ... not right now ...

ANTON: No, of course not! And you won't have, will you! You're not working. You're going to have to go out, go out every day, sit, ask, beg! You can earn plenty! Go and ask, say: I've got no legs, poor me, I'm an unfortunate cripple, I can't see properly, I can't hear! CHECK? Write a placard: have just returned from Afghanistan, protected the wogs, lost my legs. Still don't get it? I'll think up the text for you right now: "Friends, I have returned to the motherland. Help me?" Get it? I can get a coat for any rank, any kind you like? With officer's shoulder-straps? Or a corporal's? Well? You are going to pay me everyday, let's say fifty percent. I won't let you die of hunger. But you are going to be my meal ticket, I'm taking it easy. Well? Let's come to an agreement, llya lvanovich, or I'm talking, I'm telling everything about you, everything, everything!

ILYA: (quietly). Anton ... Don't ... This isn't like you ... (his throat siezes up, ready to burst into tears.) Don't. I could believe you was an angel, but I can't believe this of you.

ANTON: (shouts maliciously). Aiee-aiee-aiee! How we talk! What beautiful words we know, straight from books! Can't say two coherent sentences, has to help himself out waving his hands, and then suddenly - an angel! Let me tell you a joke on that subject. A really fabulous joke! Really good! About angels, I mean! An angel ... Imagine one ... Look at you, scared already, scared, I saw it in your eyes, you get scared, out come beautiful words ... All right, okay, listen. Imagine a sewer. Why imagine it? Your flat will do! There's not much difference. (Roars with laughter.) And there's shit floating down this ditch, lumps of shit, clumps of it, rags of it, ... A whole ditch full of shit! And along it, chocking, struggling through it, is a filthy, scruffy rat ... its eyes ... Oh, exactly like yours: tiny little eyes, and so malicious ... They're gleaming with malice, with fear ... And on the back of this rat there sits a little rat, vile, scabby, with ringworm, ulcers ... Suddenly over the ditch a bat flutters past, just as filthy, stinking and worn out. The little rat cranes its neck and shouts: "Mum, look, mum, an angel!" (Laughs.) Brilliant, eh? Taken straight our of our lives, yours and mine ... Very, very similar ...

Pause.

Silence.

What are you staring at? What's the matter with you? You're like an unfucked hen, peering at me with your bulging malicious little eyes! Why don't you say something? Is there something you don't like? Something that doesn't please you? Come on, tell me, out with it! You don't like me? I said out with it!

ILYA: I like you ... A lot.
ANTON: (shouts). Belt up! Belt up! Belt up! I'll kill you.

ILYA: Kill me.

ANTON: (for a long time paces the room, says nothing, runs his hands through his hair). By the way ... Except it's not by the way. But it doesn't matter. It's not important! I still haven't told you where i've where I've been, where I've come from, what I did and what exactly it is we're celebrating here drinking this wine! I forgot the main thing. It slipped my mind. You were right, yes, you guessed it, today I passed my exam. A plus! Calm down! Calm down! God, what an idiot! I was really scared because of those three times, I was shaking, but they were cows, those three girls! As it turns out, it was their fault. Not mine! Theirs! They were like logs! They should have done something to help me a little, but they were sexual illiterates. Got it? To cut a long story short. Remember I told you about this chick, this girl I know? Sveta? The one that's got it all? Remember? Don't deny it, you remember! Never mind. Here it is. Today my mother and father -thank you Lord, God grant them health! - went out to the cottage. I called Sveta to come round, have a coffee, watch a video ... I wasn't even thinking about that, it wasn't on my mind, it was not on my mind! She suggested it, it was her! She did everything! Everything! It was sheer and utter ecstasy! Everything went right, are you listening? Afterwards she even said she'd never had a man like me in her entire life? She'd never enjoyed herself so much in bed with anyone as with me! She said I had a beautiful body, I had beautiful hair, as a man I was irresistible! As a man! And she's right, are you listening, she's right! I believe her! She's given me strength, she's turned me into a human being. I'm calm now, calm! I was going out of my mind, I was rushing around, idiot, idiot! I wanted to see doctors, thought I was impotent, thought I'd got a dose of radiation, or something like that! I was even going to throw myself under a car, stuff myself with pills, idiot, idiot! And it turns out I can do it beautifully! I wasn't at all ashamed to look her in the eyes, not when doing it was something that came naturally. Do you know what I'm saying? It came naturally! I'd thought I was ill. But I'm healthy. I'm fit as a bull, as an elk, a stallion. Four times - in two hours! What do you think of that? She was over the moon! So that's it! I'll be having kids after all! I like childen! I love children! I have a very very strong feeling for them! My wife and I are going to make heaps of kids! Five, six, seven, eight! I'll come home in the evening from work, and they'll be tearing around, jumping, leaping, racing around me! And they'll be mine, my children ... It's going to happen, I know it ... it will!

ILYA: (coughs quietly). Me too ... I did it ... just like you ... Only yesterday. With Larisa. Let's have a drink. Fill up. She came here and I did it. Of course not like you ... worse, of course ... But it worked out. Everything's okay, back to normal! Come on then, let's drink! If it was that fantastic you had better celebrate quick, it only happens once in a lifetime, you have to drink to it, but plenty! Come on then! Come on!

Anton, immediately convinced, talks quickly, without stopping and without looking llya in the eyes.

ANTON: With Larisa? Well done, llya! Good! That's how it should be! You should have started long ago with her! Long ago! She'll look after you, take care of you, clean for you. And so she should! It went all right, did it? Good, was it? Was it brilliant? Well done! It's how it should be, should have been like it long ago! You see, everything scared you! No problems, right? You enjoyed yourself? Fantastic, was it? Let's toss it down, come on, faster, faster, faster!

They drink up in one gulp. Teeth chatter against the glasses -either llya or Anton is trembling. Silence.

ILYA: It's dark already ... Cold. Soon be autumn.

ANTON: (quickly). It's good, you and Larisa ... It's how it should be! Well done! Fantastic, was it? Should have happened long ago, long ago! It's right though, llya! It's the way it should be.

ILYA: I've not been drinking lately ... My head's beginning to whirl ... Everything's turning ... (Laughs, holding his head in his hands.) I'm remembering something, it's coming back to me: my mother once stole a chicken from somewhere, from somebody .... she stole a live chicken! I was little, she brought it home ...

Anton also laughs.

ANTON: A chicken! Honestly? A live one!
ILYA: A live one! My mother called it Esmeralda. A chicken - Esmeralda? It sat there until evening, under the bed ... fouled everything, and then ... (Chocking with laughter) And then my mother put it ... put it on a stool, grabbed its head and ... took an axe ... took an axe ... One, two, three ... It jumped up, got away, my mother fell on the floor, swore, and the chicken ... the chicken started spraying ... with its neck ... started spraying ... the wallpaper ... splashing this room, that room, that room ... with its neck ... That room ... And I was hiding in the bed watching my mother and laughing at her, and it was spraying and spraying and spraying the wallpaper...

They both roar with laughter.

ANTON: (through his laughter), llya ... Let's come to an agreement right now, here ... Let's agree on something, can we?

ILYA: (laughs). Let's have it then, let's have it!
ANTON: Listen ... You've done it now, and so have I ... Right?
ILYA: (loud laugh) Right?

ANTON: No, listen ... This is iti (crosses his hands in front of him as if to ward of something .) This is it - get me? Everything's okay. But we have to forget what happened between us, we have to forget it, tear it right out, forget ... What you said then was right. We dreamed it. Of course, we drank too much ... Something like that could only happen if you were drunk, right? So let's forget it. I won't be coming to you any more, that's it? Why? You'd feel ashamed and so would I ... It's wrong. It's dirty, it's disgusting. It makes you ashamed. It shouldn't happen between men. It's dishonourable. You can see that? We're men. We mustn't. It makes you ashamed ...

ILYA: I'm not ashamed ...

ANTON: (quietly). Keep quiet, keep quiet ... if anyone heard that ... Keep quiet ... You're an adult, and here am I, a kid, trying to tell you what's right, to persuade you ... Of course it's your affair, you can go on doing that with whoever you like, but me ... Not with me, I haven't sunk to that. It's wrong, it's wrong, it's wrong, you mustn't do it, it's shaming, it's disgusting ...

ILYA: I don't need anyone else ... Only you ...

ANTON: (shouts). Belt up! Belt up! Keep quiet! (Quickly paces the room, holds his head in his hands, rushes from one side to the other. Whispers.) Quietly, quietly ... Stop, stop ... It was just that moment, a sort of fire went through us, a sort of magnet - drew us together, that's all ... Blindness! It all comes from loneliness, it's all from that! You're bitter and I turn up and paint you a picture of my puerile worries, my stupid anxieties ... But it's disgusting, disgusting, disgusting, it's repellent ... I curse myself for being weak, it makes me sick, sick that I couldn't resist, I curse myself for it, there was no need to do that ... I thought about it all the time, every day, I wanted to lay hands on myself, stuff myself full of pills, I don't know what I would have done ... If it hadn't been for Sveta today I would definitely have done something, because I can't carry the memory of that night in me ... But today - today I got rid of your filth, washed it off! I had a bath after Sveta, I washed myself, washed and rubbed myself with a sponge! I washed off the filth! I'm not going with anyone now! Not until I get married! With Sveta it was so simple, I've proved to myself I can do it, - and that's it! Finished! I'm going to quit now, I'm keeping myself pure for my wife! I'm going to find a good woman, marry her and tell her I'm a virgin, I saved myself for her! I want to wipe out what happened with us! It makes me sick to think my hands ... my hands that have touched you ... my hands are going to touch her, the mother of my childen! I shall be embracing my childing, kissing them with the lips that ... It's so filthy, it's disgusting, it's vile, vile!

Pause.
ILYA: (quietly). So you weren't making it up?

ANTON: Listen, maybe you could move to some other city? I'll get you the money. I'll find some, I'll get plenty. If only you'd just disappear from this city, just stop existing! Will you do that?

ILYA: (flinches). Why? I'm not going to tell anyone anything
ANTON: That's true, I suppose ... Yes ... Why admit about yourself ... You're right ... Okay, okay ... You're a good sort, you're decent ... You'll help me, why worry about it ... You'll help ... You ... Look: as from today we don't know each other. Wherever we meet, when we see each other - Don't let on! We don't know each other, and that's it, not after ten years, not after twenty, never - and that's iti Did you hear me? Never! And if - God forbid - you should suddenly ... Then I'll ... I'll ... I will take you and ... You know what I'm saying. I don't know what I'd do to you ... Promise me right now you will never let on you know me, can you promise me that, can you?

ILYA: (silent for a moment). You're too worked up. Get a hold of yourself. You've got a life ahead of you. It's going to be complicated enough without all this ... What are you scared of? I give you my word: we will not be meeting again, ever, and if we do you needn't worry ... (Laughs hoarsely.) If we meet in the next world ... if there is one ... you don't mind if we say hello there, do you?

ANTON: Come off it. Don't play the fool. This is it. The end, llya! I'm going! Don't pull a long face and don't be an idiot. It's going to work out for you as well, I'm not worried. It will.

ILYA: Stay...

ANTON: (at the door). No, no, don't hold me back, don't do it! I should be home by now, they're expecting me, it's already late, goodbye, don't hold me back. I'm off, this is it... goodbye!

ILYA: Stay, I said ... You don't have to worry ... I won't touch you ... Take back your ... playmates! (Throws the packet of pictures at Anton.)

Anton starts quickly picking them up off the floor, stuffing them into his pockets, drops them again.

ANTON: Yes. You're right ... Better not leave any evidence ... Give them to me ... Let me have them, let me have them ... Goodbye... (Makes for the door.)

ILYA: Stay just a bit longer ...

ANTON: (shouts). Why are you torturing me, what do want, what, what?

ILYA: (silent for a moment). You musn't get so worked up. Your children will grow up to be idiots. Like their dad . All right. You haven't promised me ...

ANTON: (maliciously) What is it you want, what, what, what?

ILYA: You haven't promised ... not to recognize me. I promised you, but you haven't promised me.

ANTON: (breathes more freely). Don't you worry about that! You can rest assured! Thank God! I'm not even going to throw you a brass kopeck, not one, not as long as I live, let alone recognize you! God help me! (Laughs.) That's it, chum! Be seeing you! Take care! Or rather, goodbye!

The door slams shut.

llya sits a long time without moving. Then swings the wheelchair round and slowly moves it to the window. Looks at the sky and whispers.

ILYA: Lord, hear my curse on him, hear it! May his cruelty torment him for the rest of his life, let him pay for it! Let his dreams trouble him, awake and asleep let nightmares torment him, let him wake for the rest of his life in a cold sweat, all his life, all his life! Let him never be able to love anyone, no one, ever! Cruelty has to be paid for! Even your cruelty when you were a child, the cat you drowned, the window you broke with a stone, you have to pay for it all, for everything! Let him pay for the rest of his life! May he be cursed, cursed, cursed ...

Silence.

Lord, what am I saying ... No, lord, no, no ... Help him to live. May there never be an evil person at his side ... May he forever remain as beautiful, as innocent as a child ... May his soul never grow dark ... Let everyone love him, everyone pity him, let him never cause anyone pain again... Ever ... no one! Lord, lord ... We'll meet, Anton, you and me, we'll meet ... You'll not forget me ... Ever ... We'll meet ... You won't forget me ... You mustn't ... We'll meet ... Forgive me, forgive me, forgive ... (Opens the balcony door. Slowly crawls from the wheelch air.)
The night wind passes through the room, stirs newspapers. Darkness. The sound of breaking glass.

Scene six

Half a year has gone by. Winter has set it. The staircase. On it, the doors to four flats. Anton is slowly coming up the stairs. He is wearing a winter cap, jacket. He feels lost, scared. It clearly costs him a great effort to come here, to ring llya's bell. It's as if a magnet were drawing Anton here ... Anton is breathing heavily - it's hard to climb to the eigth floor. He stops on the landing, takes off a mitten, is about to press the doorbell. Leaps back from the door as there are sounds of movement in one of the flats. Anton quickly goes down, turns round. Larisa has come out carrying a rubbish bin. She is in slippers and a dressing gown, her hair not done. Her eyes meet Anton's, she's frightened.

LARISA: Lord, you gave me a fright ... What do you want? They keep coming ... They smashed the lift again ... But they still keep coming ... It's him you want, is it? Who are you looking for?

ANTON: (with a dry throat]). Him ...

LARISA: You alcoholics make me sick ... Everybody else has known it a long time - He's gone! They keep on fucking coming. Back to the old address, eh? Or do you want me to hang up a notice downstairs? He doesn't live here anymore.

ANTON: Where is ... llya then?

LARISA: Where ... Up your arse, that's where! Get out of here!
ANTON: Did he leave? Give me his address ...

LARISA: Oh yes, he left! He's in the country, gone for a stroll in Svernoye. He's a prick, your llya! I begged him, I tried talking him into putting the flat in my name, - I lost the flat! The council sealed it!

ANTON: What ... what happened? Something has, what? Has he gone in a home? Where is he? LARISA: He snuffed it, that's what! He was an alcoholic, he finally overdid it, fell from the balcony! He had it coming to him. Lived like a cockroach under the stove, croaked like one! Get out of here, clear off, before I bash you with this bucket! You keep coming throwing your fag ends everywhere .... I said get out!

Anton goes down. Turns, climbs back up.

What ... Why are you looking at me like that? What do you want? ... Don't you look at me like that ... Don't ... What's the matter with you... What? I'm calling the police right now ... I told you, he croaked, he croaked, he's finished!

Anton pushes Larisa against the wall, starts hitting her hard, persistently , methodically.

ANTON: Whore ... whore ... whore ... You killed him ... You ... None of you loved him ... None of you can love! None of you! Whore ... whore ... whore ... whore ...

Larisa keeps her mouth shut, doesn't even cry out, slides down the wall to the ground. Anton hurls him at the door. Pushes it with his shoulder, pounds it with all his strength, shouts.

llya! llya! Where are you, llya? Open, open! Open, llya! I've come to see you, llya! llya! llya! llya! .. (Slaps his cheeks, cries like a little child.) llya, my darling! I'm here llya! Where are you, llya! llya, I'm here! llya! llya! llya! llya! ... (Sits on the doorstep, cries.)

At his side, Larisa. She is also crying. Darkness.

Last dream

White twilight.

ILYA'S VOICE: Now I know what death is ... They say death is darkness, blackness, night. That's not true. When I was a child I was almost killed by an electric shock ... There was a thick white mist in front of my eyes. Then I saw a kind of dead end - a corridor - a white, white corridor ... But then they brought me back to life ... Why? I should have gone down that corridor then, into the white light ... And not tormented myself and others too ... That's the main thing: don't torment people ... Don't torment them. God has punished me for everything ... God has punished me ...

ANTON: For six months I didn't come to see you ... And then I came. I've come for good ... I came and I knew already you were dead ... I knew on the day you passed away, I already knew then, I knew it .. Will we meet? Tell me, llya, will we? Say just one word, llya, will we?

ILYA: We will ... It's bound to happen ...

Darkness.

