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Editords Not e

Welcome to the Fall 2018 issu&loé Mercurian: A Theatrical Translatibii-iRe\p&ys, one opera,
and one book review present different translation challenges having to do withditidieally
approaches to theatrical structure, character, and language from Roman@ma8arh&Spanish,
Korean, French, and German than commonly occurs in conventional U.S. dramaturgy.

We open the issue with Mihaodelag wMurgdhur &k@sl ut rTair:
actThe Thief or Three in the Bddnsahark comedy uses the device of the erotic triangle to examine
Romanian society after the fall of Ceausescu in December 1989. In the process Tuculescu reveals the
hypocrisy and carption of Romanian politics in the period.

Next i s Zeljko Maksi movic and Cory Tamlerods t
We Arghe Ones Our Parents Warned Us Whazlt the accidental meeting of a middkxl woman

and a teenagedyin a public restroom becomes a series of scenespldyoig as they attempt to

make sense of their lives. As the translators note, not only were they faced with conveying the cultural
and political complexity of the Balkans to an Ergflisaking alience, but also with a text heavily

imbued with regional Bosnian idiomatic expressions that might be difficult for even a native speaker
to untangle, as well as allusions to Bosnian folk songs, Serbian TV shows, and bloody regional conflicts
that might elde the understanding of even audiences from the region.

We Arghe Ones Our Parents Warned Us #bodto | | owed by Samuel Buggel
School for Mothens Vol . 4, NHatei 8 Wold. MB) i No e d &§nslatmmd Ar i
of Argentine pl aywWhydpobes EvRahingSeplr eQperl eogia ldDwsr o desx t
three sequences utilizing various doubling schemes for the actors as the play investigates state
bureaucracy, art, business, religion, and stipergts the translators discuss, contemporary
Argentine theatre, and Spregel burdds own comp
lines overlapping each other in a manner that can seem chaotic to Anglo audiences. The fact that
Spregelbur directs and performs in his own plays and that such productions often tour or run
intermittently for two years or more, frequently means that a published text does not reflect the rhythm
and/or textual changes made in performa@ceorking closely wipregelburd on their translation

Buggeln and Gurevich attempt to recreate that feeling of Argentine performance on the page.

Spregel burdds play is followed by Walter Byon
SamS hi k PlachidgsTonpfealllBy means of-l aggadkbegstdtdbowho
of the outside world to an isolated village, Pai creates an allegorical satire that explores the tension
between tradition and innovation. Drawing upon the travel diarye@héeentitentury Korean
philosopher named Yeénh m, Pai 6s ptAaayndesx mlearrecsh Yeoan pr act
Chinese Confucianism that could be used to modernize Korean Asdigtpn discusses in his
introduction, while KoreaAmerican playsghts have recently begun to receive recognition,
contemporary Korean theatre in translation has largely been absent from thepEagirghtheatre.

The Mercurhmo pes t hat the publication of Chonds tra
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Wecomnm i nue with David Carter ds -tentayFsehch playwright of t
Art hur Aheévasidn€ostemporary and friend of Antonin Artaud, André Gide, and Jean
Vilar, Adamovds play i nvest iEgrape éenthe 1098ewitmat ur e
references that seem all too contemporary as we deal with present day issues of mass migration.
I nfluenced by both August Stri ndbelikgscemarias Fr an
with existential angst and politicalotty.

We conclude this issue with Mark Her man and R
and Fr anz dgngspikbu Haissatmerad 3 ed wi th Rick Davisdo re
bookTranslating for Singing: The Theory, Artant&@rsifiting LyAds1 Hassaalthough using the

tale of Abu aHasan told by Sahrazad to King Shahyldronsand and One Nprtllels Weber and

Hi emer ds own <consthanvi sddonkddak one wifewd efbrtes ent
oexpl ofathenperils and promise of translating
largely shunned by Anglophone productions of opera.

Back issues dihe Mercuriean be found altttps://the-mercurian.com/.

As the theatre is nothing without itsl@nce,The Mercuriarelcomes your comments, questions,
complaints, and critiques. Deadline for submissions for consideration for Volume 7, No. 3 (Spring
2018) will be February 1, 2019.

i Adam Versényi

Advisory Board

Neil Blackadder, KnaRollege

Catherine Coray, hotINK at the LARK/New York University

Richard Davis, George Mason University/Theater of the First Amendment
Jean Grahatdones, The Graduate Center, The City University of New York
David Johnst on,Belaat,&Nermeldnd Uni ver sity,
Kirsten Nigro, The University of TexalsPaso

Caridad Svich, Playwright/Translator

Paul Walsh, Yale School of Drama
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The Thief or Three in the Bedroom
by Radu§uculescu
Translatedfrom the Romanianby Mihaela Mudure

The oneact playThe Thief or Three in the Bedeodymamic comedy inspired from the Romanian
realities after December 1989, the year when the Communist system dismantled through a violent
popular uprising. A burglar breaks into a rich house in a residential neighibdHeomiddle of the

night. This event will uncover the corruption and the immorality in the Romanian political high life.
The wife of a VIP sleeps with her husbandds c
the intruding thief. She hdsways been attracted to the man wh
these men have something in common? They are all enticed by goods that do not belong to

t hemsel ves, i n other words, they all mnsdlleal . C
becauge at least he practices the craft in the open, will be invited to join the party. His skills might

get more refined. As political phariseism is everywhere the same, the play can be associated with the
realities from other societies as well.

The basic structure of the play is the famous (erotic) triangle. There is first the triangle of the Wife,
her Husband (who is only heard on the telephone), and the Hunchback. Then there is the second
triangle which is formed during the burglary night: Tfee e Hunchbacland the Thief. They

interfere according to changing dynamics that adds a lot to the humour of the play. The power balance
between characters is in full swing according to a symbolic motility that has significant gendered
connotations. Iiboth triangles the woman holds the reins but she is not visible in the public limelight.
Yucul escu uses here a very famous stereotype
scenes.

The text can be inspiring both for actors and directors. Otseassets: it can be played in-non
conventional spaces. Last but certainly not |
culinary ones. Food can make the most different people stick together. Just like similar political

i nterestseée

i Mihaeh Mudure

Radu YUCULWb&®siE194dnTg. MurelL, Romania) i s,aad novel
translator from German into Romanian. He was booraifiamily of Romanian intellectuals, his
father Dumitr u Y¥nownuphysidgao.He draeluatedyfrora theaMusid High School

of CluNapoca (Romania) in 1967 and studied- violi
Napoca (1972He workedor the Cluj Studio of the Romanian Television and Radio Company from

1972 till he retired. One of the most important contemporary Romanian playwrights and novelists,
Yucul escu has been awarded prizes ofesiderices Wr i t
in Switzerland, France, and Austria. He has lectured on his literary creation in Paris, Viena, Torino,
Haifa, and Tel Aviv. His novels and plays have been translated into English, Italian, German, French,
Hebrew, and Hungarian. Since 2010 hdbleae n pr esi dent boft htehe njt @er n ad
Theater Festival for Youth.
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Mihaela MUDURE (born in 1954in ClupNapoca, Romaniay a Professor in the English
Depart menBohyabdBaba 8Napeca,Ronagia. $he ha€lheenjguasspor in

Turkey and the Czech Republic and a member of the Beatrice Bain Research Group at the University
of California at Berkeley (2€2@16). Dr. Mudure is interested in ethnic studies, the intersection of
gender and ethnicity, and the British Etdigment. Her publications include books as well as
numerous articles in Romanian and international journals. Dr. Mudure has edited several issues of the
journalStudia Philologiad three collections of articles. She is also a versed translator fiim Engli
and French into Romanian and from Romanian i nt
of articles on the racial phenomenon known as passing.
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THE THIEF or THREE IN THE BEDROOM
A Comedy
RADU §UCULESCU
English translation by MihaelaMudure
Characters:
Thief (Shopi)
Hunchback (Adi)
Wife (Evi)

The bedroom is plunged into obscurity. The darkness is not quite complete; the shy, pale light of the ne
street can pass through the drawn curtains. For soneatithe,deepdaeaths of Wife and Hunchback who
are sleeping in bed. The tick ofdackiama wall clock. Silence dominates all beings and things.

All of the sudden one can hear from beyond the door of the bedroom the baagingradisecKdtie bottles
over or even broken and Thiefds indistinct sw

Wife (scared, confused, whispering)\What is this?! Am | dreamiriggain, noise of bailesp,
I am awake! Good Lord! Adié Adi, open your ey

Hunch (confused because not complety awake).Did you say something?

Wife: Did you hear that?

Hunch: Yo u é

Wife:1 n the kitchen. Thereds someone there.
Hunch: Who the hell? At this time?

Wife:1 heard bottles breakingé someone is there.
Hunch: A bottl e may hayv egotttoppt héneasvayover é You for
Wife:Be qui et! Can you hear? Stepsé

Hunch: 1| dondt hear anything.

Wife: You are deaf, on top of it all. They will kill us.

Hunch: Who t he hell ? Evi, youdve gone mad.

Wife: Not so loud.

Hunch: | f you say soé

Wife: We havenogu, no kni f eé
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Hunch: Not even a grenade!

Wife: Do you feel like mocking me?
Hunch: 1 t hink youdve b
Wife: Did | forget to lock?

Hunch: 1 6 | | bet you did

een d

, kit

reaming, kitty. Afte

ty.

Wife: Oh, no! I do remember well, Adi. We both checked the door, we also put the chain.

Hunch: | ndeed! Yesé it
Wife: Who?

Hunch: The chain.

| ooks

|l i ke a huge watch <c

Wife: They are experts. Theydve openertbckeverythin
Hunch: 1 think you have been dreaming, Evi.

Steps can be heard beyond the door. The planks of the inner stairs creak gently.

Wife: Now? How about that?

Hunch:. You are righté Somebody is climbing the s
Wife: 1 61 1 di e wighadanykids.even havin

Hunch: | 6 m sure hedll |l et you Ilive if you mentio
Wife: Could there be more than one?

Hunch: According to the footstepseé | dondot think
Wife:Heds by the door .

Hunch:. Let s hide under the bed and get him by t
Wife: This is a couché how the hell can we hide
Hunch: Let 6 s hol d our breath.

Wife: | 6| | hit him with the bedside | amp.

Hunch: Good idea. So will I!

The door opens slowly. Feeble creaking. Some swearing whispered through teeth.

Thief: Thi s house creaks
smash, Fodki ef ds cry.)

Complete silence for few seconds.
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Wife: What can that be?

Hunch: He fell, | think.

Wife: Heds watching us.

Hunch: 1 61 | turn on the bedside | amp.
Wife: Wait. Let us listen.

Lugubrious silence.

Hunch: Nothing.

Wife: He seems to have stopped breathing.

Hunch: Let 6 s turn on the bedside | amps at the sar
Wife: | count one, two, three.

Hunch: Where the hei$ the switch?

Wife: Under the bulb, genius.

Hunch: 1 6ve found it.

Wife: Oneé twoé threel!

They turn on the bedside lamps. Strong light. Thief lies on the floor, at the end of the couch and the tw
Wife: | dondt see anyone.

Hunch: Mene t her é | 81 | get off the bed.
Wife: 1 6 m afraid.

Hunch: Leave it. l o1 | have a | ook.

He gets off the bed and discovers Thief: Hunchback cries out.

Wife: Is he there?

Hunch: Yes é | hope(lahghs).s not dead

Wife: Why the hell are you laughing?

Hunch: Do you know what the oaf stepped on?

Wife: How would | know?

Hunch: Your |l ittle barbell sé haé haé the small 0|
you practice sport, Kitty.

Wife: Is he dead?
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Hunch (looking carefully athim) | 6 m not sur e.

Wife (gets offthe bed) | t 6 s al ways me \(Sheberdaaer theoHbrEdgtyn d t hi
speaking, he seems a bit still.

Hunch: Head blows are the most dangerous.

Wife: What on earth shall we do, I mean, i f heos
Hunch: Try mouthto-mouth resuscitation.

Wife: Maybe you.

Hunch: We 861 | € bury hi m.

Wife: Where?

Hunch: In the cellar.

Wife: Impossible. The floor is cemented.

Hunch: We could find some space on the lawn.

Wife: Are you mad? What if someone sees us?

Hunch. Let s throw him into the garbage can.

Wife: This guy is enormous.

Hunch: He has to weigh about a hundred kilos.

Wife: We 6 | | have to tumble him down on the stair:
Hunch: He seems to be breathing.

Wife: Is he?

Hunch: Fetch me a mirror.

Wife: You want to see how handsome you are?

Hunch: No, to put it in front of hasss mouth to sec¢
Wife: Isee( She fetches the mirrlotrdsanco vheorledds witt h nst
Hunch: So hedsthenot dead

Wife: Thereds no bl ood on the carpet.

Hunch: He hit his head and fainted.

Wife (scared) Adi , | ook, heds moving! What do we do i
just one blow.
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Hunch: He i s stil | qui t e edgthz z vy, he doesndt have :
Wife:Let 6s stifle him with a pillowé | etds tie I

Hunch: Maybe | should hit him in the chin.

Wife: Hit him!
Hunch: | t i s a bad idea. Wedd rat her convince hir
Wife: Youdre right. Let him | eave on his own feet

Thief gets up on his elbows, groans loudly, and opens his eyes. He sees Hunchback, screams, and fa
Hunch: He6s fainted again.

Wife: When he saw you! No wonder! He may have thought he was in hell.

Hunch: 1 f he had seen you firsteée

Wife: Hedd have thought he was in heaven, | Kknow.
Hunch: Are you having hot flashes?

Wife:l 6 m not, you bl ockhead! Wedll put i1 ce on hi
Heldlbe grateful that we didndét call the pol i ceée
back into thin air!

Hunch: You are right.

Wife: As usual.

Hunch: | am going to fetch the ice.

Wife:l hope youdol !l find 1it.
Hunch (sings) Hope nev(getsoud) es é

Thief is about to wake up. Wife looks at him scared. Thief opens his eyes, he sees her, and he is ast
his eyes and then the nape of his neck. A few groans of pain.

Thief: Am | dreaming? Before | sawa mongterHunc hback dwarfé 1 tds cl

~

| 8 m having hallucinations.

Wife: Dondt hurt me.

Thief: The monster turned into an angel.

Wife: You feel like playing jokes after entering my house like a murderer!
Thief: Woman, | am a Thief, not a rdarer.

Wife: Mind your words.
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Thief: Aha. Still, | am hallucinating. In fact, you are that scarecrow who changed its appearance in
order to take me in.

Wife: | am no scarecrow.

Thie: Tempt me, stun me, and then hit me. An ang
Wife: Youdre talking nonsense.

Thief: Who the hell uses these small barbells, good only for dwarfs?

Wife: Theydre mine.

Thief: | could have broken my head and stayed in a wheelchair for the rest of my life, my mouth
crooked and one of my hands paralyzed.

Wife: Such things happen to those with bad intentions.

Thief: I di dndt come here f or Yywkndwovhatleneanur e me .
Wife: Youdd better | eave, quietly and peacefully.
Thief: | am making the decisions around here, woman!

Wife: Give up that stupid word!

Thief. Youdre right. Wgaoghs). i s a stupid word

Wife: You find yourself laughing.

Thief: First you hit me in the head, then you make a fool out of me!

Wife: Do not shout, please, and calm down.

Thief: Shut up{He takes out a gun, upon which the Wife stiflee gacsssntt)is little gun?

Wife:Yeahé 1t is so big!

Thie: When | have it in my hand, | decdedik what 0s
Wife:l 6ve got it.

Thief: In bed.

Wife: Why?

Thie. No comment s. Il dm gonna sit in the aelmchair

me where K Hoaaeochbiac#écan be hd@amndamdheariggithings: o0Ho
now? Whooés that?

Wife: Youdbve seen him already.
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Thief. The monster? Damn hi m! Does h gointsehig quthsp e x i s
door).

Wife: Dond6t shoot, please. He went to fetch ice.
Thief: Ice?
Enter Hunchback. He discovers Thief in the ar
Hunch: Hi!

Thief: My goodness, you are so ugly!
Hunch: | got some ice for ya put on your head.

Thief: Aha, yes! Very good! Give me the bag. Slowly, no quick movements. If you try to do anything,
| &1 | bl ow your brains out.

Hunch: Of course. Some people only dream holes. Here you are.

Thief: Now go to bed(Hunchback gets into bed, obedientlyvnear B/a)d é by her si de
even uglier. Youbre |i ke Beauty and the Beast

Hunch (ironically). Did you read it?

Thief: You look worse thanthedewib you pl ay the ironical guy.
monster, | only read cartoons.

Wife:One can see thate

Thief: How can one see that?

Wife: Sorry. ltds just words dondt get angry.
Thief: Do you think | am a muttonhead?

Wife: Not at all

Thief: In order to be a successful burglar, one must think thoroughly.

Hunch: Namely. Did you think a lot before breaking in?

Thie. You guys arendt suffering because of the h
Still yOu reasonthg. st ur bed m

Wife: You mean?

Thief: | saw the windows were closed, the curtains drawn, as well as the draperies, no little window
left open for a gust of wind. Pitch dark all over the house. No noise, no bedside lamp on, no music in
a low tone. The TV swas not on!! These guys must be away on holiday, | told myself. Correct?

Hunch: Right.
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Thief. 't 1 s hardly el even o0dcl ock. How t he hell
such heat?! You would have judged the same.

Wife:l't sowmdsé&lc in your mout he

Thief: Which word?

Wife: The word "judged. 0

Thief: Real |l y? 1 tdés | aughable, is 1t? | have noth

Wife: Youdre a Thi ef who has the sense of humour .

Thief: Correct. With humour and a gun. Ha, ha Anl feel l i ke | aughingé
side.
Wife: Youdve said it before. It is ridiculous to

Thief (barking out): | repeat what | want, as often as | want, wo(hnagitates his duam) the
boss, now.

Hunch: Youdre right. Take care |l est it should fir
Thief: No rush movements. I dm an expert.

Wife: Have you shot a lot?

Thief: Me? Wel | é t hadefles. a professi onal

Hunch: Euvi, stop asking questions. It looks like a -@xasination.

Thief. Ri ght! Youdre a smart guy, a Hunchback one
Wife (sulky). No, his name is not Adam.

Hunch: Adrian.

Thief: Close enough. A and E.

Wife: What 6s your name?

Thief. Wondét you ask me where | |l ive, when | was
smart one.

Wife: Sorryé

Thief: Eve was a very smart woman, too. She fooled poor Adam and he tasteddhd apEe
the stupid one took a bite he was damned. Ha, ha!

Wife: You're astonishing me!

Hunch: Stop it, Evi.
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Wife: Well you do know a lot of stuff.
Thief: Aha! You are mocking me.
Wife: 1 woul dndt dar e.

Thief. Youdd bett er n o tihtingswWith A&danadnd Eve! But they wesedoeaatifulp a
Their naked bodies were OK; they had shapes pleasant to the eye. And the serpent.

Wife: Looked like you.
Hunch: Euvi, stop it!

Thief (laughs, amused) | like the idea. Why not? Butitwould bedvent t er i f é t he t
were Adam and Eve! Painted on each side of theeggpldaked. Oh my! How amused the beholder
would be! Eve, the fairy queen and Adam, the Hunchback dwarf with a hideous face. They would roll
in the aisles! Madness!

Wife: Do you feel any special pleasure when you make fun of us?

Thief: This is the truth, Evi. My friends call me Shopi. Would this nickname be good for a serpent,
as well? You, what do you call little Adi when you caress his hunched back? My swollen one or my
wild hillock?

Wife: You can play the smart guy with a pistol in your hand.

Hunch: For get it , it doesndt bother me.
Thief: You see, Adi is wiseé unli ke Adam who took
talent . | 6d s e liohantd ¢eea nigeasunmdf momeay plasttameé. he auct

Wife: True believers would not buy such blasphemy.

Thief: You are wrong, my precious. One is attracted by whatever is more hideous, more shocking,
more disgusting and this becomes a commodity. And what da#sritwho buys it? And you do
not seem to be believers. Your bedroom is not endowed with any icon.

Wife: Do you have one?

Thief: Of course, | do. | have one right here, in my wallet.

Hunch: To protect you from thieves.

Wife: You took the words out of my mouth!

Thief (laughs heartily) Good cue, youé Quasi modo! The icon

Wife: Did you say Quasimodo?
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Thief: Why are you so surprised? The Hunchback from Notre Dame, that church from Paris where
he used to rinthe bells and then he fell in love with a beautiful woman. Rather like the two of you,
the only difference is that the Quasimodo Little Adi is wooing you.

Wife: Dondot tell me that you read books?!

Thief: No, dear, | watch movies and read comics! Areyott i sf i ed? | gahideae at
comestohismid.)ct ur es? Ha, ha. Thatds it. Why didnot
(He takes the mobile phone out of his pocket.)

Hunch: What are you doing?

Thief: Taking pictures. Sorpei ct ures with both of you in diff
successful with them.

Wife: Noll
Hunch: 1 dondét think itds a very good idea.
Thief: | t ds bril |l iant. Come on, turn a littl e, i n

Wife: | beg you, no! | have a lot of jewellery over there, in that drawer from the mirror. Take them
all' Take everything you want!

Thief: | 61 | take t hem, Tlho we t ®ll empthyo nef maikmes short
know how(To Hunchbaéke you good at this?

Hunch: No.

Thief: He r , Il will ask nothing. Even i

f she is go
make such ff aceepictur¥oudre spoiling th

Wife (almost screaming) | am not sitting for pictures. Yo
sitting for picturegShe disappears under the blanket.)

Thief (furious). Fuck, get out from under the blanket!
Wife:1 wonodt .

Thief: 1 0 It & buletun you head.

Wife: Shoot! The neighbours will hear and call the police.

Thief: Ah a'! | have a silencer, too. Bloody hel !
out! (He snatches the blanket from Wife and throws dfithe cmom. Wife groans loudly and starts crying.
She wriggles.)

Hunch: Evi, calm down.

Wife:l dond6ét want pictures!
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Hunch: Maybe we can make a deal.

Thief: Woman, stop wriggling like this, fuck y@®ie slaps her hard and throws her intofthe arms

Hunchbach)ow | i sten to me. I f you dondt calm down,
youodl | need several plastic surgeries to redo
can recognize you? You are not some actrsisgjer.

Hunch: She i s not é

Wife:l beg youé

Thief (starts taking pictures) Adam, my darling, touch one of her breasts with your hand. Like
this. Grand. Now kiss her on the neck. Bravo! Caress her thighs gently. Good Lord! What a contrast!
| could have you both naked and in dilftftes emat |

|l i ke this, thereds more mysteryé but also sorm
bendé | ike thisé the hump is so big, and abov
of her. Come on, | ushalHow ietérestmg Ydurthead only teaches hee € H
breasts. Wel | , thatds not a bad place, after
Quasimodo, put your face on her buttocks. Wow! How nicely they can be seen through the nightie!
Closeyourege. Youdre in an ecstasy. (HWaises therbfankéténd!| t 6

throws it over the two pgdoplg/gu can cover yourself with the blanket. Well, was that so hard? So
much fuss over nothing! Sorry | had to slap youTHvier e wondt be any trace:
down somehow, otherwise | could have shot, Go

Wife (ina weak voice) Youdve ruined meé
Thief. Youdre exaggerating. Calm down, | wondot po
Wife: 1 6 m undone.

Thief. Youdre repeating the same thing and getti n
things.

Hunch: A glass of brandy might help. What do you think?

Thief: Alcohol? What exactly are you plotting, you ugly dwarf?

Hunch: Nothing inappropriate

Thief: Dondét tell me! You think I dm stupid, dondt

Hunch: Not at all.

Thief.: Now youdve started plotting. You want t o
perceptive, and then, boom, youdl hit me ove
Hunch: Youdr e wrong.

Thie. You can drink, i1f this calms you down. | é
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Wife: | am going to fix something for youé

Thief: You stay where you are. Hedl | go. Let me t
must have some salmon fillets in your fricig@,

Hunch: We actually still have some.

Thief: | knew it. So, something simple. Slices of thinly buttered bread and salmon fillets with a little

bit of | emon. Or maybe you dondot have | emon?
Hunch: We do.

Thief. And some still watterry, tion dwhsiscahl weo ua nwo npdo wd €
Hunch: Dond&ét worry. | 6m of f .

Thief. Far ewel | and dondt slip on the stairs.

Hunch: Do you worry about me.

Thief:. When you return with my sandwiches nicely
(he laughs)

Hunch: 1 t 0 s(exi@ K .
For several moments, Thief stares at Wife and smiles vaguely while shaking his head.

Thief: Curiosity is gnawing me like a fat worm. How the hell did you mate with Quasimodo? This
must be his house, he must have a big bank account, and he must be a successful lf\Wifleessman.

looks at him without making anylgestlrelé may also haveiapé | heard that the
better i n bed, more capable, arendét they? At |
keep silent. Stubborn and a Ilittle angry! You

him formoney,idd ndt y ou ? (imohicalldf was it lowe at fesy sight?
Wife: Do you think | am beautiful?

Thief: | thought you had lost your speech.

Wife: Tell me.
Thief: Youdre wonderful. Even when |little Adi IS
Wife: What?
Thief: Withhimby your si de, a strong conflict appear

Wife: Of course.
Thief (hits his forehead with his hand) That 6 s 1 t. The | aw of contra

Wife: Everything is natural with me.
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Thief: | suspect ed ae throstiacsiiringe angwhére; ot enem into your lips, is it?
Wife (rises and sits on her knees)No. You can see by yourself.
Thief: Stay still, | believe you.

Wife: My breasts have no trace of silicone. Look, they are not too big, but they adedliastian
Come on, touch them and see for yourself.

Thief: What are you thinking about?
Wife: My belly is flat, | have never had any liposuction.

Thief: | believe you. You |l ook | i ke a sportswoma
stepped onagur barbells.

Wife: And my buttocks.

Thief: | noticed them, too! Your nightie is quite atlserigh.

Wife:1 f you dondt | i ke it, I can take it off.
Thief: | mean, what are you up to, woman?

Wife: Come closer, sit on the bed.

Thief: Stop with these temptations, damn woman. Do you think | am an idiot?

Wife: You are tall and strongé

Thie. Exactly! 18l <cl obber you again.

Wife: Beat me if it turns you on!

Thief: Have you gone mad? Get back m¢d, bloody hellHe takes a silencer out of his coat pocket and
starts screwing it onto the gun.)

Wife: What are you doing?
Thief: What do you think | am doing?
Wife: That is a silencer.

Thief. Youdr e beaut i(flegétsaapiyily ont ehi hgenwobudre smart
my nerves, tempting me |ike that. Arendt you

Wife: Youdre exaggerating.
Thief: You are overdoing it.

Wife: And what about the silencer?

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 19



Thief: We | | well é& i fl lyou ulgomd tbudtlep iitn, ylodur Kknee
| ame for the rest of your | ife. And youol |l ma
hunchback!

Wife: Youdreé horribl el A horrible Thief!

Thief: More horrible than you wantitmme to touch you and showing me your breasts and your
bottom? And what is all this show for? I f you
swear [0l shoot!

Wife (falls on bed and starts crying) For the pictures.

Thief: What pictures?

Wife: The pictures from your <cell phoneé
Thief: | 6ve already forgotten about them. Youdre
Wife:l beg you, delete themé

Thief (angry) This is the last time that ever you beg me for this stupigthi You got it ?!
whining and whi mpering voiceé driving me nuts
some more pictures now when | ittle Adi shows

Wife (resigned) What do a few extgactures matter?

Thief: Some pictures with both of you dancinghBi&aThe difference should be very obvious. And
| &1 | enj oy myself whenever | stare at t hem. ‘
pictures.

Enter Hunchback. He is carlgrgg &ig plate on which salmon fillet sandwiches have been arranged artist
his other hand, he has a bottle with still water.

Hunch: Good food has arrived.

Thief: Are you talking to me?

Hunch: We 6 ve eaten, had enough.

Thief: You talk to mesif | were three years old.

Hunch: 1 woul dndt dar e.

Thief: Come on and take your spouse and dance.

Hunch:. Dance? Thatds a good one.

Thief: You made me angry again and now | have to calm down. | am taking some pictures.
Hunch: That 6 s r irgohuts, tio Oesatd awmhgeen youdre upset.

Thief: Youdre smart, Quasi modo, |l already told yo
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Hunch: Ther eds no musi c.
Thief: Youdre going to sing.
Hunch: We dondt exactly have an ear for musi c.

Thief (angry) s that so? Fuck you. Come on, give me a téignchback and Wife sing a wordless
tune that resembles a classical tango. Thief also hums, growing more and more amused, going arout
in hand®o o d . We | | done. You Adhad lyawe | @amke€&amafr er |
more movement, try some tango dance figures. You should hold a carnation between your teeth, Little
Adi! Ha, ha, ha, ha! Evi should bend very low in order to take it from between your teeth! Come on,
more sentimental, asntimental as possible. Poum! The Waves of the Danube! Pirouettest Tum

tumt um! Turn around, Evi, swingé and I|if4 your
tumt um! As i f we are at the cir cuosuér Bfreasvtoi!v al é o
In bed, both of you, I am hungry.

Wife: Have you calmed down?
Thief: Of course. You should calm down, as well.
Wife: Are you happy?

Thief. Not yeté Let us see e holds hiséand to tAkd a sahdiwesh, tiien x e
changes his mind, takes the plate, goes to the bed ardefjvgsutdeliMiel) a sandwich.

Hunch:. Dondét you trust me?

Thief: I d @aoHumchdnd you will have a sip from this bottle with water.
Wife takes a bite from the satamébback drinks from the bottle of water.
Wife: Now, are you happy?

Thief: Yes. Oh, Lord, | am as hungry as a hufiereats slowly, taking delight in eMeeyshit@dn
fillet, very tasty. 1tds not bad to be rich a

Hunch: Right.

Thief: Do you know what Evi tried to do while you were out?

Hunch: Steal your phone.

Thief: Seduce me!

Hunch: That s a good one.

Thief: D o n 6 durprisedd. Anyway, | look better than you, much better.
Hunch: | agree.

Thief: But a married woman must take care of her house and her family.

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 21



Wife (fronically). The moralizing thief!

Thief. It seems you dondt have children.

Hunch: We dondt é

Thief. For a | oose woman, it doesndt matter anywa
Wife: You pretend to be brave when you have your gun with you and you dare offend me.

Thief: 1 6| | be calm once my stomach is taken care
Hunch: A normal reaction.

Thief: My Wife made me the laughing stock of the world. The wretch!

Hunch: Of the world? This means you should be famous.

Wife: You should thank her.

Thief: Enough with your stupid remarks! A worthless whore!

Hunch: Your Wife?

Thief: My Wi f e, even i f we didnodét have the offic
anyway? We had been living together for many years. And then | caught her.

Wife: You caught her?

Thief: She used to post pictures of herself lying nude, arteheet. She wrote to several wankers

who showed her, in return, how big their penis was. She had lewd dialogues even on the phone, under
the blanket, at night. When | heard about it and confronted her, she was the one who actually shouted
at me saying th& was backward and blockheaded, and that it was a very modern and innocent
practice. This word stirred up a hurricane 1in

Wife: Which word?
Hunch: Innocent, my dear.

Thief. | nnocent é She was a thin bei ngthatshewasithei f ul ,
embodiment of virginity and innocence. | beat her until | got dog tired and she was in hospital for
many weeks. They did their best to restore her face, but her beauty and her tender expression were
lost for ever. Her real face came but,d e o u s &

Hunch: And you got sent to the cooler.
Thief. So what? | am not sorry. Thatds where | | e
Wife: And what a great trade!

Thief: 1 t 6s | i ke any other trade i f you practise
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Hunch: As if you were in class, reading life lessons from books.

Wife: Soap opera talk.

Thief: | only steal from the rich. | prefer the upstarts.

Wife: You probably also give to the poor, like Robin Hood.

Thief. Bedti me stories. A writerds f antnay. Do vyo
Wife: Children?

Thief: What about them?

Wife: Did you two have any?

Thief: "1 am too young, 6 she would tell me, "we h
Wife:l think | can understand her, i n this respe
Thief: She looked like you.

Wife: Like me?

Thief: Yes. The same angelicefatie same graceful body.

Wife: Now | can see why you hate me.

Thief: You exaggerate.

Wife:So youdre taking revenge on her by destroyi
Thief: What are you talking about? Thatds nonsens

Wife: Yes, posting my pictures on the Internet for th@lewvorld to see me dancing almost naked

and |lying in bed in embarrassing positionseée! £
revolt you. Youd6re a hypocrite, a |iar, you b
Thief: Enough l dm still di gesting, wo man! at this
though!

Wife: Shoot me!

Hunch: Euvi, stop it. The gentleman is not a murderer, he is a Thief:
Wife: The gentleman?

Thief: Exactly.

Hunch: Itis indelicate of us disturisisiesta.

Wife (staring at him). Am | hallucinating?
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Thief. You mi ght . It is sweltering. How is it tha
Hunch: It is not healthy.
Thief: But to sweat like a pig, is healthy?

Wife:1 61 | open the window a |ittle.

Thief. Youdl | open nothing. You want to draw atte
Wife:1 61l do it for youé to breathe the fresh ni
Thief: Bravo! Youdve Irientgrmydl.egr.oudawdrpalbei ng f ur
Wife (continues the game) | mean it, you are breathing heav
clearé

Thief: Am 1?

Wife:. And your forehead is dripping in sweaté yo
heat é

Thief: Am | panting?
Wife: Your chest is wheezing like a lawn mower.
Thief (very astonished) A mower?

Wife: Maybe | should call an ambulance.

Thief (bursts into laughter) Hunchback, dondt you burst into |
saying?

Hunch: Ye s, itds comical

Thief. She t hinks | am really quite stupid, I i ke,

Hunch: You are not stupid, but you did get a blow to the head.

Wife: Youdre not stupid, you are a Thief.

Thief: A classy one, niyo v e ! Even when I 6m being mocked.
Wife: | made a proposal to you for your own good.

Thief: You see, Quasimodo, this is your woman!

Hunch: | can see.

Thief: Frivolous and insincere.

Hunch: Depending on the situation.
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Thief. First she makes a pass at me, then she flatters me, she fawns over me, she pretends she want:
to do me good! Luckily, | have eaten. When | have had my fill,  am much calmer.

Hunch: Nor is it healthy to get mad at any trifle.

Thief: Are you a doctor?

Hunch: | am not.

Thief: Are you? | forgot to ask you. What is your job when Eva lets you free?
Wife: He is a programmer. An IT expert. A brilliant mind!

Thief: An expert, and brilliant. | suspected as much. Judging by all of the brilliant prodaats one ¢
see all aroundé

Wife: Highly qualified work must be paid accordingly!

Thief: You are entirely right.

Wife: Why are you so enthusiastic?

Thief: | also do highly qualified work.

Wife: Andé whoodés paying you?

Thief: 1 am my own employer.

Hunch: Simp e and efficient. Only one employee whood
Wife: Now you can sleep in peace. This is your big hit.

Thief.: Of cour se! I shall | eave wi-dridejeaelleryer y r i ch
Wife: Stop pretending.

Thief: | d otn 0itt & e

Wife: You o I | have a monthly income without | ifti
television, go on exotic trips by yourself or even in company.

Thief: Youdre talking nonsense.

Wife: And i f you are a smart boy, youdll take cat
Thief (fo Hunchback). Did she drink something?

Hunch: Last night. But she has turned the corner.

Thief. Can you understand what shed&s hinting at?

Hunch: | think soé
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Wife:You are playing this comedy in front of wus.

Thief (amused) Youdve already asked me thisoesIimycan o
shirt, trousers, ande

Wife: And the money, where do we have to bring it?

Thief: What money?

Wife: Youdre a miserable pretender.

Thief: 1 am a miserable man who had his fill eating salmon fillets.

Wife: The blackmail!

Thief: What kind of blaakail?

Hunch: Sheds talking about the pictures.

WifetExactly. Thatds why you took the pictures.
like cows.

Thief (angry) | 6 ve found a stupid cow! Dumb cowr! Unab
her body to any new com@ie walks all over the room, aBitatkichdil? Do you think everybody

thinks like you? Blackmail is for the impotent, for guys who have no character. For those who are able
to step even on t heobrneaclothemgoalsot her sd cor pses ju

Wife: You make me laugh, really you do!

Thief: You laugh stupidly. The blackmailer is an ordinary crook, a little grain, a nothing!

Wife: Youdre such a smart one!

Hunch: Evi, i tds no use provoking him. | believe
Thief: Normd | y. Youdre a mané

Thief (rushes to Wife, and gets her by the throat) will not blackmail anybody, woman. If you
go on with this madness.

Wife: What will you do? Will you stamp me out the way you did your sweetheart?

Wife: | did not stamp her outé | only wiped that
honest woman. | already told you.

Wife: Youdre a choleric. You | ose your temper, t
Thief: | t 6s because of you and the heat i1 n this h

Wife: She may have had enough of your hysterics and then looked for some consolation, an
alternative.
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Thief: How well women candefendcela ot her even when theyodve nev
Hunch: Especi ally when theydve never met.

Thief: Apparently, you might be right.

Wife: Apparently?

Thief (walks again all over the room) Finally, she admitted that she had been practising that
pornographic sporgpparently, only virtually since the first months that we lived together when we
billed and cooed. I had no idea that wedre bi

Wife: And you found this outé after breaking s o0me
Thief.: Somet hi n g(Suddekle hetputsahis Bght hand orOis®etly.)

Hunch: Is something wrong?

Thief. | t 6s not good. I feel badé

Wife: If you feel like throwing up, do it in the bathroom, not on my rugs.

Thief: I dondt feel | i ke pufletis@ig. What the hell wa
Hunch: Nothing. They were fresh, | assure you.

Wife: | ate as well. You obliged me. But [ 6m fi ne
Thief: | feel my stomach churning all of a sudden.

Wife:1 can hear ité

Thief: Wher eds your toilet?

Hunch: That door.

Thief (grabs thepistol). You must come with me!

Hunch (smiling): That 6 s an i dea.

Wife: Have you gone mad? Maybe you want wusé to hc

Thief: 1 f | | eave you aloneé you can call é call t
Wife:Shall we come with you? Shall we watch you
Thief: | 6 m | ogi cal . Stop talking, lletst e e | I canot

Wife: | will not enter the toilet with you even if you kill me.
Thief: | must see youé what the hel !

Hunch: You could leave the door open.
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Thief: OK, little Adi! There is still somebody thinking in this house. | leave the door open and you

willsit in front of it. Here, on the carpeteé so
Wife: You mean we sit as if we were at the theat:H
rid of your | oad! While youdre straining!

Thief: Youtr n your back to me, damn you! And stop
dizzy, youdl | f a(Heptlls heaby tthe hana anc drage het iraflork of theyblathroom wi

he throws her down. Amused, Hunchback sits.down by Wife

Wife: You feel like laughing. As if he were your relative, this guy stuffed with salmon fillets!

Thief: You whi st | e a n(@e apénatpe dgooaithe batlaroom, $edves it wide open, and er
Wife: Youdve gone mad, I tds clear.

Thief. Lest € you should hearé

Wife: Embarrassed, are you?

Hunch: Of cour se, dear . He i s a c¢l| as s y(Helclpsand. He
whistles.)

Wife: Take care of your little gun. Maybe you drop it into the water and your ammwilhijiein
wet.

Thief: Aa a a é

The two clap and whistle. At a certain moment they even synchronize and sing a fashionable tune. Aft
reappears in the doorframe. He listens to them, an expression of supreme relief spreads on his face. F
the rhythm of theet

Thief: Youd6re gifted, indeed you are. You can for
Hunch: You look like another man.

Thief: Indeed. | feel like another man!

Wife: What if we formed a trio?! You beat the drum with the silencer! Wonderful life!

Thief: Back in bed! You were good and obedient.

Wife: This is how people are when they are threatened.

Hunch: Ev i real l vy, itds no ube manrhasggap thd b
OK.

Wife: And wedre ecstatic! You have such bl ack hur
Thie. Youdre exaggerating |like any other woman.
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Wife: You got rid of your upset stomach and now your appetite foadifeeturned. You feel like

flying.

Thief: To the contrary. | feel like sitting in an armchair, breathing freely and relaxing.

Wife:1 t s only wus that you wish to keep under di

Hunch: | am not at all under duress.

Thief (to Wife). Butrelax,de&vi . Stress deepens wrinkles. 1|t
And it would be a pityé

Wife (fo Thief). Might you suggest some naturist recipes for my skin and some ideal diets? You may
happen to be a great nutritionist without even realizing it.

Thief: If | had such talents, | would not have swallowed, like a-simpled man, all of those fillets.
Wife: You finally speak the truth!

Hunch: You could have a glass of still water with some drops of lemon now.

Thief: 1 risk nothing.

Hunch: Itis advisable. Maybe even a glass of water where you dissolve a spoonful of clay. Guaranteed
disinfectant.

Thief: | read about clay as well. It seems to have a lot of qualities.

Wife: But you are a real reader. Amazing!

Thief. Thi s amazement of yours is because there a
dondt see a single one. At | east on the night
Wife: Theydre in the | ibrary, where they belong.

Thief: And the library, where is it?
Wife: As you can see, this is a big house; consequently, no one sleeps in the library.

Thief. Youdre right. (didactic) One sBuetkeplsaryj n t he
where is it?

Wife: Next door. See for yourself.

Thief: This time, | believe you. It would be complicated for me to go there. You should come with
me and é | dondt feel |like bringing you. | fe

Wife: The stomach chuimg.
Thief: Do you have old books?

Wife: How old?
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Thief: Hundreds of years old.

Wife: What would we do with them? Who knows how many unwashed hands could have used them?!
How many germs could live among those pages, even viruses of some diseateefroenaury?

Thief: Theoretically, something like that could happen. But old and rare books are very valuable.
They are worth the risk.

Wife: Have you taken such risks?
Thief: A thick-headed guy | accidentally saw in a programme on a local chaineeinmes
Hunch: How did he inspire you?

Thief: He bragged about the old and rare books that he had acquired, alongside numerous paintings
and other artefacts. All of them were hoarded in his villa, which the cameraman kept shooting very
thoroughlythrog hout t he show. I got angry at the mant

Hunch. Look whods talking! As i f he were on a poc

Thief: He bragged that he had never read a book in his entire life, and that neither did he intend to.
That he had [w®me rich without having much education, only the compulsory classes. Schooling and
reading: a waste of time! The guy was obviously on his soapbox, but he was an individual who knew
what do with their money and where to invest it. His impertinence batédaaugd challenged me.
Consequentl yé

Hunch: You robbed that villa.

Thief: Yes, | did. | did it with utmost pleasure and thorough preparation. Such a villa has all sorts of
alarms.

Wife: We 6 | | have to set up an alarm as well

Thief: After 1 dm | eavingé

Wife: Youdre funny. |l am sure you wlsetageowondfoat al
us.

Hunch: And?

Thief: And | made off with all his books. All his shelves were emptied.
Hunch: How many shelves?

Thief: Two. A whole fortune. He did not announce the theft. During that TV programme he had
also bragged about tineincible alarm system his home was endowed with.

Hunch: And the books, did you sell them?

Thief: Some of them. | spent the money with my beloved, my honest Wife:
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Wife: Whose ribs you |l ovingly broke afterwardsé

Thief: Such rarities can be sold only one by one, at well calculated intervals. Lest you should become
a suspect. |l &dm very careful with every detail

Wife: Youdre a perfectionist.
Thief: Thank you.

Wife: | also have a cooking book.

Thief: A cooking book. | have a dozen.

Wife: Mine is from 1830.

Thief: Real | y? 1 dve never seen such an ol d cooki ng
to eat centuries ago. It makesmy maight er € Youdve made me very cul

Wife: You can take ité next to the jewels.
Thief: This will happen, be sure.

Hunch: Do you like cooking?

Thief: Cooking is my great passion.

Wife:Besi des thievingé

Hunch: And mine.

Thief: 1 would cook at home even when | was living with my beloved Wife. That is why she had time
enough to get bored and gallivant. | would bring her food tray to bed while she was writing to several
wankers.

Hunch: 1 cook to jazz music.

Thief: Me, too! Whaa coincidence!

Wife: You, you are relatives, admit it!

Hunch: Do you cook the eggplant salad with mayonnaise?

Thief: Not at all. It takes away its real taste, its eggplant taste.

Thief: Ri ght . I dm also not an adept of putting ma
Hunch: It shows lack of creativity and taste.

Thief: | scrape a little bit of parmesan and mix everything until it melts into the freshly baked and
peel ed eggplants while they are stil]l hot. Th
flavour.
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Hunch: I get the point. Il dondot cut the onion ver
a few lemon drops.

Thief: | use lemon, too. It is obligatory in mayonnaise.
Hunch: Stuffed eggs swimming in the mayonnaise.
Thief: Delicious! It is a delight to cook them.

Hunch: [ thin down the mayonnaise with the runny, not fatty kind of sour cream, and then | spread
freshly cut dill on everything.

Thief. A great idea! | also add some very thin slices of raw mushrooms.
Hunch: The flavour of the champignon is stimulating.

Thief. Next é the stuffed eggs! I remove the hot
herbs. Not with pork poOt ®é

Hunch: Extraordinary! | also use only butter and spices.

Wife: Rubbish!

Thief: | like to have fun with the halves of the stuffed dfyggnagination runs wild.

Hunch: 1 i magine |little boatsé floating on a yel!/l
Thief: Li ttl e ducksé with eyes made of black ol iv
Hunch: é beaks and wings made of pickled red peppce
Thief: A fat fi shé

Hunch: or aé half yell ow submari ne!

Suggestion for the director. In this moment, seizedthwthiasiinang two men could sing together a music
phrase frofellow Submaking The Beatl es while Wife | ooks at

Thief: | also tried swans!

Wife: Havendt you triedé storks, crows, |little se
Hunch: But what about cabbage? The cabbage! The carefully stewed cabbage!

Thief: Raw cabbage thinly cut. Cutting the cabbage is the only moment that | do not like.

Hunch: Neither do I.

Thief: Thenl scald it well, I let it drip, and then | put it in a big heatproof pot without any drop of
sunflower oil.

Hunch: No drop?
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Thief: No drop. | add two thin slices of fat bacon, two glasses of white dry wine, | squeeze two
lemons, thyme, black pepperitabsalt.

Hunch: 1 al so pour wine and a few slices of tomat
Thief: Of course, and slices of onion. Everything cooked on a small fire for about an hour and a half.
Hunch: Pati ently, so that everything gets tender ¢
Wife: 1 6 m getting dizzy.

Hunch: And now let me present my personal contribution.

Hunch: Your secret.

Thief: Exactly. | grate a big, long white radish. Inside the cabbage | thrust an apple with the core
removed, and in that empty spaceé | pour hone

Hunch: Extraordinary! | suspect everything disappears in the end, except the cabbage.

Wife: Of course. Eugthing melts except the cabbage. The cabbage has a divine taste! There are also
some bacon | eftovers which are thrown awayeée

Wife: A genuine cooking lesson.

Thief: You could have taken notes.

Wife:l 6 m just stunned | istening to you.

Thief: I f | 1 ttl e Adi can cook, you dondt waste to
Wife: You got it! | would only disturb him.

Thief. Are you keen on theé internet, as wel l ?
Wife: No, the internet, no? But | got interesitetaking pictures.

Thief: Taking pictures?

Hunch: This is a surprise.

Thief: Are you talking about something precise or generally?

Wife: Passi ons can appear all of a sudden, tooé
Hunch: And so do some ideas.

Wife (to Thief). Have you ever appeaiadewspapers or on TV?

Thief: Me? Back then, after the beating, there was a short piece of news on some programme or
anotheré | wasndét an i mportant person, a VIP
have paid much attention to me?
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Hunch: You remained a nobody.
Thief: Normally. In my trade, anonymity is vital.
Wife: Soé nobody has seen your face.

Thief: Youdre the first. Il n such heat, at a reaso
the |Ilights off, no TV, no movementé | was tem

Hunch: According to what we saw in the movies, you ought to shoot us.
Wife: Annihilating eyavitnesses.
Thief: Theoretically, yes. Practically it would be a stupid thing to do.

Wife (takes her cell phone from the bedside table) thought | should take a picture of you, as
well.

Thief: What are you talking about?

Wife: You t ook so many pictures of wusé | am taki:H
Thief: Sit still and forget about the phone.

Wife: To look at you in my moments of sadness.

Thief: Stop it.

Wife: | may even print it.

Thief: | felt so good and now yare destroying everything with your stupid ideas.

Wife: Hang your face on a wall or on the street! Yes, hang it on posts, in metro stations, or in gas
stations.

Thief (makes a real jump to the middle of the bed)St op i t , woman! eatl 61 | h i
with this gun, did you hear me? You wil/ be wu
hear your voice anymore!

Hunch: Evi, be more reasonable.

Wife: The cooksd coalition!
Wi feds mobile phone rings. Some moments of <co
Thief: Don 6t answer . ltds midnight.

Wife: On the contrary. | will.

Thief: 1 t 8s a mi stake. Or some psycho. Or some int
at random!

Wife: | have to answer.
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Thief. You are sleeping sound at this time or do you want me to punch you in the mouth?
Wife:1 t s my husband.
Thief (as if thunderstruck) Husband? Husband!?

He stands up from the bed and sprawls himself into the armchair, astonished, and mumbling some ind

Wife (on the phone) Y e s |, |l ove, you did not wake me up! I
thrilleré you know la |ITtiee ftéh eaméd yowrue afo otéh ons & |
you? Yes? | told you to be careful what vyou
yoghurt and cereal sé t he(auglyg odun 6nha khea vimee yloaglhgihr &
drank solmed¢ddamn nfgéel ité wel |, how can | scol d
| know, you have to smile at all those stupid
I am dying with impatienceé wel | udcancenyincd ov e'!
anybodyé why should you apologize? |1tds good

outé are you coming back tomorrow? already? v
there? 1 0m gladé by thae 1he3@iflpioghteéolf dcbuwai
|l |l ove you, tooé

She puts her mobile on the bed night table and looks at Thief, a huge smile on her lips. Several mome

Thief (low voice) L o v €he looks at Hunchback in deep amazenigimd, stoisdig)sv e € | 6 v e
made a fool of mysel f. I told you my |I|ifeée |
womené the whoresé | opened my heart in front

Wife: You did not exactly open your heart.

Thief: What a fool | was! How ridiculous! How pathetic! How pitiful!
Hunch: Youdr e exaggerating.

Wife: You should look for the comical side of the situation.

Thief: Comical? What the hell do you see comical? You are a harlot, this what you are gnothing els
And you, you are pathetic. Wi thé Quasi modo? E
you grew up on the same streeté that you used
He may be your husband&ds dnosicle | amBed upwith allancth n o't
everything.

Wife: The Thief a philosopher! Thieves will be thieves.

Thief. At | east | still have my pride, though who
have been laughing to yourselves while | was g@osidtmning my Wife and playing the moralist.

Wife: | did not feel like laughing very much.

Thief: What disillusionment, what a disappointment, what perplexity!
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Wife: Maybe youdre going to cry.

Thief: | feel sick.

Hunch: Also the salmon?

Wife: Do you still need to go to the toilet?

Thief. Enj oy yourself, you have all the right. Ma
i né

Wife: Nobody told you that we were married.

Thief: | 8dm going to | eaveé |t iwasmyt hweh onhoes tl iefneb arlr
taking anything from here. It would remind me of the whore with whom 1 lived.

Wife: Time cures everything.

Thief: Is that so? | had no idea.

Wife: Youdre taking something with you, stop pret
Thief:. What should | take? Maybe these barbell s |
Wife: The pictures.

Thief: Ah , the pictures. I should del ete them, n
remnd me of my whore, whenever | looked at them.

Wife: Then shall we delete them?

Thief: We | | , (allyofeasu@den another thought crossBsyhis mihde) way , |l want to
your beloved husband, how does he look, that you cheaton Emwito r r v, Adi , | do
hurt you, buté

Hunch @amused) 1 t 6 s OK. My sense of humour is very w

Thief (to Wife). Show me a picture. You must have some albums with the places where you travelled,
where you spent your holidays full oélov

Wife: OK, | got it. (She pushes the bed drawer and takes hobé piciypeijure. Stare!

Thief (looks at the picture, then at Hunchback, then again at the picture)Well, your love
|l ooks well é veryé veryée welleé&ré@vemey ilia&i me&dpe
practises sportsé maybe swimmingé maybe rides

Wife: Then do we start deleting?
Thief: This face is familiar to me! Where from? Clarify this for me.

Hunch: He is a senator.
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Thief (explosive) Senat or ?! Senator! Yes, senator . Now
senatoftoWifé) so you are the senatords wife! 1tds vy
meetings, and whom he shows of fswifeh public as

Wife: You can givenghe cell phone, | am good at deleting, too.

Thie. So t hen are you the senatords cook?
Hunch (Jaughs) Well, not exactly. | am his chief secretary.

Thief: His chief secretary! Why am | not surprised? With your mindritnialn

Wife: Maybe the two of you can still exchange culinary recipesniaahemel can delete the
picturesé

Thief: Quickwitted!(He walks around the room while holding the picture in Benaturtase pbsef
secretaryé IRPapéhywé sleamadieWisds, yWiudekt@say | look wonderful!

Wife: Of course.

Thief. Better than the Senator! At least | am younger, | have no grey hairs, a nice, even attractive
face, no? Look at me, face up, profile!

Wife: Do you want to participate in a beauty contest?
Thief: I am not stupid either. |l ©&m even quite sly
Wife: Inyou t r a d(@snuatirdglaybe you still want me to take a picture of you!

Thief (enlightened) You wi || take pictures of me, Evi! Y
them all over the city. Everything in due tim
discuss it, we have all the night at our disposal. You have fmoish@gb here for the moment,
havendt you?

Hunch: | 6 m getting dressed.
Wife: Are you going out for a drink? This beats everything!

Thief: | would invite you as well but you must rest and meet your beloved husband at the airport
tomorrow, witha fress,er ene compl exi on without dark <circl

Wife: What are you thinking of?

Thief. | 6ve made up my mind to give up my shady d

Wife: Politics?
Thief. Yes, youdve heard wel |l . JsupportmeoNow comments.t y. A
Wife: Thené will you give up deleting the picture

Thief: For the moment, yes.
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Wife: And youdre talking about dignity!
Thief: My dignity as a Thief. |l shall give it up.
Wife: Like the snake thatestts its skin.

Thief (amused) Ex act | vy, Evi. Youdre a beautiful, attr
think | like you. Very attractive. Even dear é

Hunch: A normal reaction for a future member of our party.

Thief: A potential one.

Wife (sighs deeply and loudly) That 6s it. I n fact, why not?
Hunch: | am ready.

Thief: | know a night bar with discreet booths.

Wife: Take care do not get drunk!

Thief: Tonight, it is out of the question. | have a lot to learn.

Wife: Adiis a very good teacher.

Thief: | have intuitively felt his potential from the first moment.

Wife: Then | wish you fruitful debates.

Hunch (laughs) Well done, Evi, you spoke as if you were at a meeting.

Wife (also laughs) Do | get a littlkiss from you when we say gdye?

Thief: What about me?

Wife: From both of you.

Both men kiss her on a cheek.

Thief: Your skin is |ike a peaché

Wife: And youé a very subtle observer.

Hunch: And a violet perfumeé

Wife: No more flattering! To work!

Thief: We 6r e gone. I f you want, |l can | eave you t

The three of them laugh.

7~

Hunch: The 1l ittle barbellsé are enough for her.

Thief: Rosey dreams.
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Wife: Get lost!
Thief: OKI

The men get\te takes the barbells in her hand and makes some movements with them while singing
she leaves them in the middle of the room and gets back into bed.

Wife: How was that recipe with cabbage? First you cut it thinly, then you add twdf glasges o e €
you squeeze a |l emoné and oil é& no, not oil é f
radi shé and an apple with honeyé onioné tomat

While Wife remembers the recipe, the light gets dimmer. Happy, rhythntveanititechiarbedisdstarte
jumping to the music. They will turn into two puppets taking after Thief and Hunchback.

End
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We Are the Ones Our Parents Warned Us About: A play for two characters
By Tanja gljivar
Translated from theSerbeCr oat i an by Cory Tamler and g¢gelj ko

Bosnian playwright Tanja gl jivar, Serbian act
scholar Cory Tamler first met in 2012 in Belgrade, Serbia to work together on a series of original
perfomances created for underutilized public spaces in the city. As our sense of artistic and personal
connection to one another grew beyond that original project, we became interested in two things: the
idea of literary translation as a communal act, aschieefliormative practice; and the excellence of
SerbeCroatiadanguage theater compared with the relative lack of excellent translations of dramatic
texts from the language into English. The latter problem, we knew, was partially an issue of fluency
(sofew English speakers learn Serbian), but it also had to do with the difficulty of translating the
complexity of the cultural and historical reality of the Balkans into an-gmegikimg context

without weighing it down with endless footnotes and explaaVe began to consider collaborative
translation as a method of wusing our 1interest
particular challenge because her characters often speak idiomatic regional Bosnian that would at times
be diffcult even for a native speaker to untangle. Her Sterija-WavairtgWe Are the Ones Our

Parents Warned Us Abauitveperson play in which the accidental meeting of a ragktievoman

and a teenage boy in a public restroom one summer eveningieads th rolglay through which

they try, and ultimately fail, to narrate their whole lives to one another. Milan and Mara, the characters
in the play, face the same gap that the three of us come up against in our collaborations: the one of
orientingandeor i enting within one anotherds | anguag:
songs to intricate references to Serbian TV shows and bloody regional conflict, the script is dense with
elusive, allusive meaning. We have included a glossary wyittepnbyv ar , whi ch f ol | ov
of the text make sense of some of the more complex cultural references; but in production, we
encourage the director and actors to find their own solutions.

Tanj a wasbornin Banjaluka, SFR Yugoslavia B 83® holds both BA and MA degrees in
dramaturgy from the Faculty of Dramatic Arts in Belgrade, as well as an MA in applied theater studies
from JLU, Giessen, Germany. Herletigth playslow Much is Pag®atching or How My Grandmother
Killed Her§aNe are the Ones Our Parents Warned Bigt Ao@ity Has ProtectetllMedventurous
Women DRegime of Larel the short pl&tillborrhave been published, read on stage and produced

in professional theaters in Bosnia and HerzegovinaaC8sabia, Albania, Spain, Poland, Austria,

and Germanymost recently in Deutsches Theater, Berlin; Schauspiel Stuttgart; and Atelje 212,
Belgrade). She also writes short stories, radio plays, screenplays atmdhedséats. She has
received sevdrawards for her playwriting, most recently the prestigious Sterija Award for the best
contemporary play in Serbia, the MESS Mark@bdoiction award fokll Adveturous WomeimnDo
Bosnia, and a nomination for the Retzhoferdramapreis 2017 for theagaimeApistria. Her plays

have been translated into sderelanguages. She has been a guest of writing residencies IHAG in
Graz, Austria, Museums Quartier 21 in Vienna, Austria, and Prishtina Has No River in Prishtina,
Kosovo.
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Cory Tamler (www.corytamler.com) is a writer, editor, translator, and artist whose academic and
critical writing and translations have been publisti&ddries in Musical Théaymptgt€ulturehot

The Offingxtended PlalowlroundndSCENA. As an artisghe works across performance, writing,

and installation to create fresh points of contact between environments aritl luinje&is and
nonhuman in them. She has created and participated in resasechperformance projects in the
United States, Germanyd&erbia, and has worked with museums and companies including the New
Museum for Contemporary Art, Open Waters, The Civilians, Sprat Artistic Ensemble, Yinzerspielen,
and the School of Making Thinking. Cory was a Fulbright Scholar (Berlin) and isaineDtly
student in Theatre and Performance at The Graduate Center, CUNY.

gel j ko Manassbbrmio Belgiade in 1985 but grew up during the 90s in Loznica, a town on

the border with Bosnia and Herzegovina. He studied English Language and Literature and Japanese
Language before he enrolled at the Faculty of Dramatic Arts and graduatedDeatiment of

Acting. He has translated essays and books on theatre theoryCsuchlas i dgeds | ntrod
Direcinpy Mari a Shevtsova, and several works by T
published in various nationaldainternational publications. He works as an actor, TV host, and
translator in Belgrade (Serbia) and occasionally Prague (Czech Republic) where he collaborates with
the director duo SKUTR. He | Regimeuaf koedndiel2}2 per f C
theatre in Belgrade.
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We Are the Ones Our Parents Warned Us About

Characters:
MILAN, a couple of hours more and hedl | be 17,
MARA, 45, came here tonight to fix her majgend to rest

Everythgntakes place in Bosnia, in a public toilet

éand | wal ked in back with crazy Neal: he wa
east and in the west. O0Theydr e ealkinds;,emthg di f i
West they just write their names, Red OO&6Har a,

| oneliness that differs just a sha

On the Raathck Kerouac, 1957
Andso the years, the young years walk by in this damn countt

A Ukrainian forced laborer in Germany, writing on the wall of a Gestapo prison in Cologne, 1944

Free market and marketing, get out of the University.
Graffiti i n t he wadydi@anynsGiesseni 2018t a't

Al t hough the restroomds public, itds white an
to write about the kind of dick they like on the walls of the restroom. Peoplealikieviowiditecdibia@ut

to shove a wooden plank up the ass of whatever ethnic minority they hate on the walls of the restroom
are in the restroom ficmwonamncleans it regulaly and tgehcknatitis the J u
that tracks the hourly schedule. It might be one of those restrooms you find at rest stops along highw:
stations, the kind that dondt even exist in B¢
fof i fty cents off a coffee or a pastry. But mo
could also be a telephone booth at a post office, scribbled on with ballpoint pen, or a park where people
into th bark of the trees, or the wall of a squash court particolored with graffiti, or a classroom with ¢
covered in chal k scrawl s. But 1 tds probtabl y a
birthday anddai never guess t hat {fMavrea iSsh edvse rmofuarntiyn,g
never had one. Regularly, Milan takes a drink from a bottle of whiskey he got from his dad as a birthday
and Milan meet each othefirirtthne tonight, and they understand each other well.
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Scene One

Beloved son odmine, my green appl
MARA: 1 kneel at my sonds grave and wail. He car
MILAN: 1 dm in my grave. My mothecakbhttehsamblber a
MARA: | buried my son in JoGavka. Or at Crni vrl
of t hose smal/l vill ages. Definitely somewher
everything.
MILAN : Iwas buried here,e ar | el inac. I n BrezilLani. Or gnj
bought a buri al pl ot her e, for herself. But v

sudden. So to avoid taking out loans for a plot in Banjaluka, she tossed meluwitglike already
had.

MARA: | prepared my famous veal and potato stew,
them into the pressure cooker whole, and everyone at the funeral ate them like that: a whole potato
in a spoon. All it took was alétextra chewing and no one choked.

MILAN: She coul dndt call a priest. Il didndot die

MARA:He 6 s gone but nobody took him from me, wha
into the cooker, put on a tight black skirt, and head béfry him in my own plot.

MILAN:Baba O6uja (she once came into my room whi
underwear on, so she slowly crossed herself and only then closed the door and went out) kissed my
mom with her slobbering mouth.

MARA: And Vuk, and Dragica, and Krstan and si X
slobbered all over me, covering me with their tears, and snot, and saliva, and eye goop; and their dry
skin flaked off their cheeks onto mine. The rest of the pespleugged me. And everyone was

sorry, really sorry.

MILAN : No one at my funeral looked good except for my mom.

MARA: When | was little, | was convinced that | could jump from the third floor and not get hurt. |
thought that because of a dream | had:dnamp from the balcony and land on my feet, my white
sandal s in the green grass, and dondt even tw
die if Baba Ouja kisses me once more at your
potato and veal from my stew in the corners of her mouth. She chews the whole potatoes, | go to the
toilet and with a felt pen | write Dear son, my green apple.

MILAN: 1 dm in my grave and | candt hear my mot he

MARA: I kneel at dnywaiolnd sHegraardtanhear me anymor
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Mara reads off the restroom wall a song of lamentation she once wrote there.

MARA:
Bel oved son 06 mine, my green appl e
Oh alas, thou dear unwed boy o006 mine

Thy bereavdd mother hath not married thee

Nor hath she roasted aeftbacon
Nor hath she washdd enough hampers of socks
Nor c¢cleandd up enough bowls of your vomit

Thou hast hastendd again, dear son 006 mine
Dear bridegroom, the son of a dear mother

Thou hast not chosen thyself a maiden

Unmarried shall the ylamsels remain

They shandét stew enough sauerkraut for you
Nor abrade enough shit down the toilet
Nor cover up enough bruises with scarves

Despairdst thou not, oh dearest heart o006 mine
That thou hast brought thy mother so much grief?

Oh, shalt thou fe@i commiseration?

Pay thy mother heed when she begs of you

Not to lie about coming home on time

And to graduate from the greatest schools

At least bruise not your dear lonesome mother

If thou shalt give her no fondness at all

If you were alive, | wouldake you scrambled eggs now.

MILAN : If | were alive, | would sit next to you now.

|l ©&m going to kill mysel f, Mo m.
MARA is silent.
Mo m, |l ©&m going to kill mysel f.
MARA is silent.

You were sitting on the bl ue <coueapfabrigjibwad d | us
rough but somehow it felt nice when | would lie naked on it to jerk off when you and Dad would go
visit someone, and you were smoking. | walked past you carrying a big black garbage bag filled with
sneaker s, y ou d i wentinto the bathroom) laidookt alkof thersmeakers in the
bathtub and | et the cold water flow over them.
give a fuck about c¢cleaning it up, d that playes u  wer
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you were so proud to be the first one in our building to own, but you realized later you fucked yourself,
it wondot play pirated CDs, and itdéds hard to f
listen to Billie, but you dont really <care. I l i ke to wal k thi
cleaning my sneakers with that pink cloth you gave me, so soon the bathtub was full of muddy water.
You took the white remote control plastered with Scotch tape and switched te &x#Tzi, you

candt get enough of the pretty hlieteelebrises.llayat t | i
down naked on my sneakers and the muddy water reached my nipples. You changed the channel,
leaving the pretty hostess behind; novt ead of rejoicing in her ne
watching the news and rejoicing in hearing about all of the accidents that have happened without
touching you. A soft cotton Adidas sneaker was wedged up my ass, a Puma underneath my back,
under myneck a Reebok, | rubbed a Nike between my legs, a Kappa floated ovebuotjobediyd

a Champion near my mouth (I bit it early on, when it really started to hurt) and a Fila bobbed up
beneath my ear. You started to wonder then why | was keepingethenwiat so long, so you
screamed OoOWhy are you keeping the water on so
to shave your armpits but al most never your |
it a little bit. My beadtil, my warm red blood gushed out of me and you were sitting on the cheap
upholstery, smoking. Sneakers below me, sneakers on my head, sneakers under my arm, sneakers @
my pupils, sneakers in my teeth, sneakers in my capillaries, | was covered ,iarsthgmitermns,

and pretty lines, yellow and purple and red with air cushion soles and with cleats, made of rubber and
made of plastic and made of cotton and made of polyester and made of my blood. Instead of going
to get some vodka, you came to the bathrim get me. The bathtub was filled to the brim with me

and with sneakers. It was beautiful to you, you wanted to call Explosiv, that sensationalistic TV show
youdre al ways watching, you stared at the sce

MARA screams
MARA:Ever since you were 10 I havendt been abl e

MILAN : You bought me higtop sneakers, soft around the ankles with white shoelaces that turned
grey after three days.

MARA: | also bought you those air ciashsneakers with a bright red line on the side.
MILAN : And soccer cleats.

MARA: And tight black sweatpants.

MILAN : And white socks to tuck the sweatpants into.

MARA: And a windbreaker, black.

MILAN : And a sweatshirt, blue, cotton.

MARA: And abright green one with a Nike symbol.

MILAN : And one with a purple zipper, made out of something like silk. We always went shopping
in sports stores on Gospodska Street and in Zenit and in Boska when you would get a paycheck, but
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once when you were drugkp took me to the flea market. You kept asking the women if the sneakers
they were selling were fakes or the real thing, you were just fucking around, they looked blankly at you
and one told you oWhat do you meamkséal Relmemg
when | was a baby and you were dead drunk with a bottle of vodka in one hand and a bottle of milk
that you never even heated in the other, how you would stick the bottle in my mouth and the vodka
in your mouth and sing me to sleep? (Milann g s ) Boi l some coffee for
yourself, dear son. Aaand | will come around midnight to sit beside you. And then you would always
sit on the floor and rock the crib, and | would always fall asleep. At the age of six, | igdmed ho
make coffee just the way you likédlét it boil once, no sugar, and then | would give the coffee to

you after your seventh shot of vodka, and then we would start together: Boil some coffee for me, son
and then we would sleep together in your big bed

MARA: But coffee was always waiting for you, too, and a fnestie/bed. No matter how wasted

|l would get, | would always make your bed. Yo
mat c h. You woul dndot come fwoubdrdeeoomaysbsor Ff
From the war. You woul dndt come for three yea

But coffee and bed were waiting for you.
MARA AND MILAN (singing together) :

Make the bed for me, mother/son
Just aysurselff dear indiher/séno r
Aaand | will come around midnight

To lie beside you.

MARA: Just come back to your mot her, at mi dni gt
thirteen year s, itds fine, just come back to
MILAN : IfIlwereal i ve, tonight | wouldnodét go play Cour

a casino, or the gym, or a coffee shop, or to a club, or a bar, or a bistro, or a commissary, or a café, or
to a disco, | would stay to sleep with you in the big bed.

MARA AND MILAN (singing together, hugging and rocking each other gently, then
stronger).

Dondt come, mot her/ son
No need
Cause | 6m caressing another mother/son now

Aaand | have said
That | found a better mother/son than you

MARA: When you were alive, Icha zillion problems, now I just have one: visiting your grave.

MILAN : My mom would never say something like that, but fine.
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MARA: If | had ever had a son with Vojo, he would kill himself and | would say just that. Or he
would die because of Vojo, Vojasnethal. When Vojo loved me, | was always ill. The first time we

met, | got cancer of the esophagus, and then when we fucked for the first time, it metastasized to the
l ungs. I yell at him oVoj o, | 6 ve gthetendilgoti ¢ s h
jaundice and | would vomit constantly when he cuddled me, but he was never around, anyway. | had
a fever for the first three months of our relationship, then he left me after six, married Milena later,
he only gave her slight nausea, sim& thesetroot every morning, so it was easier for her to bear him,

| could never do that, 1 tds bitter.

MILAN : When we were coming home from a Nike shop with a sleevslegsdr the gym and

sneakers, white, for hangil®dgn groowmd,t ol kwamht eng
too hot, so | just drank Red Bull from a plastic bottle, the kind that can fit into a holder on a bike. |
also wanted to say something to Gram once, th
ride wthuswen we were supposed t o, but it was so
neck and her wrinkled cleavage and | started s
so | didndt say an y-drawh cad, riding\Veithr@ndnda fromeKebatoucino a h o

Mahovljane. Uncle Ostoja was sitting in the front, he had the reins and he was the only one the brown
horse would obey, because they both had dark complexions. Grandma and | were sitting on a wooden
bench behind him, | was skin@randma was fat, she was sitting on a blanket, she took it all for
herself and riding on the wood hurt my bony butt and a woman blocked our way. Ostoja pulled the

reins, the brown horse stopped and Gr akedma an
Ostoja, youdre not driving potatoes! d Auntie
wo ol socks, she didndét say anything. The womai

at Grandmads eyes,yéebeweneniny eyesbl Aubécadse
she said sheds from Prijedor and she wants wus
past her. Grandma later told me this story, she said it had happened to her and my aunt and Ostoja
ad that | wasno6t there. Then that | dreamt it
was television coverage on it. There was also a film. But | still think that | was driving with Gram and
Uncle Ostoja and Aunt Slavka on a hdrag/n cartAnd that there was a woman blocking our way

in front of the brown horse, brown as wuncl eds
factory, | used to make ceramic tiles, blue ones with white flowers, and pink with a white stripe down
the middé, and yellow with an ochre pattern, and after, at the factory, when | took a dump | would
take it in a barrel, they slapped me, they knocked out my tooth, and my left tit was out and they
squashed it with their hands, and the beans were small ancantugiigy turned off the lights at

nine, and my ribs were visible and one of my 1
of my teeth got smashed, that one | broke mys
reeked, and she had hugese one green and the other grey, and you could see her bones, and

Grandma told Ostoja to keep going, but not | i
he started up the cart, but he cobedcallsedtvasgo ar
stupid. And because | was Ilittle. And Gram al :
l unch, ORemember when we were going to Mahovl

| said o0ls that theewemandtba¢e HOraredyddeagde6r a
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each other and said o0Yes, how do you know t ha
put a cotton handkerchief over my face, because it was hot, so she wanted to cool me down and keep
mefran | ooki ng. And then | forgot. But | ater, t
manufacture tiles, and after, they wouldndt |
make them shit in barr edaboutdhe womdn. Sokhe told @randraay n t
ol had a dream about her, the one with one gr
tal ked about it again. Otoja didndt even care
potatoes, he nevdreamt about her.

Scene Two
June 21, two drops of blood

MILAN: 1 6 m definitely going to have a daughter.
horsedrawn cart with a granddaughter from Kobatovci to Mahovljane. Grandma was asjig once,
knows that any girl would get hot in the cart and that her little belly and tits would shake.

MARA: 1 6 m el even years old. And my panties are |
and my skirt is bloody, and my thighs are bloody. Andewyg kre bloody, but | skinned them on

the cobblestones four days ago, so itds not t
MILAN : | am thirtyf i v e . | dm weasldieryea whitreée @marta sing
sweating.

MARA: 1 6 m standing facing a short mansleavedtstirt a mo L
and a singlet I's showing underneath and heos
blood.

MILAN : The girl has scabby knees and a green skis mbtion on the back.

MARA: I 8 m wearing a green |inen skirt with a ri6pb
told me when | asked her, and | asked her two
my dad.

MILAN : The girlsaystha her mom t ol d her, when she asked
care before, that 1 6dm her dad.

MARA: My dad i s an engine driver, I found him i

got to his offi ce e ayyhouse My dadtgtaduatedfromya highasohoobdf o ¢ k
uselessness, so he spent his days getting drunk at the local dive where everything smelled of beer an
old men with liver spots and grey hair on their chests when | first got my period, he works as as a
condictor with a baton and as a history teacher, | saw two drops of blood on my panties in the third
floor toilet at the elementary school, my dad deals with exports and imports, we talked in a big
warehouse and | smil ed ogolanengineerieg degreeandhedwndt s
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a tailor shop, he spends all day sitting in a bingo hall looking at white balls with numbers on them,
when a womands voice announced that the numbe

MILAN: Ther eds tdh @i rglreen skirt and a ribbon on t
she says she asked her mom and that she told

MARA: Daddy . Daddy, |l dm bl eedi ng, right now, an
four days ago, dhe cobblestones, but | was watching where | was going, Mom drew me a map to
get to your store, | go out of my house, then turned right, then the second street to the left and |
stopped at the crossing, I di d myleg arfdaticking. Daddy

MILAN : What am | supposed to do with it now? Her

MARA: He gave me some red satin from the shelf
explain how to use it.

MILAN : And a red card | would give tplayer if he kicked another player in the balls.

MARA: And a red roll of film, undeveloped, with photos he exhibited at the town gallery and in a
group exhibition in Vienna.

MILAN: And a ball of red cotton | wgafierldelllgmte e t o
spit.

MARA: A red folder to hold wills authorizations statements proclamations and permissions.

MILAN : Take the red curtain from a window of the bus that | drive from Bakinci to Kobatovci each
day every fortfive minutes.

MARA: And a red rag he uses to wipe down the bar and the thin rims of glasses.
MILAN: This red glove | wear when | 6m changing o

MARA: And a piece of red chalk he uses to write formulas, containing pentane and octane and
aldehyles, on the blackboard. He also passed me a red bowl that | could drip into.

MILAN : Have a tomato juice.

MARA: 1 61 I wear red |ipstick to turn attention ¢
MILAN:Just dondoét wear red cl ot heshookerspecially o
MARA: And youdre a fag.

MILAN: Use a party membership card to stop it up
about it.

MARA: I dondt talk about it. Cause iIitds nothing.
MILAN : Put it against your thigh.
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MARA: In my panties.

MILA N: On your knee.

MARA: In my panties.

MILAN : On your belly.

MARA: In my panties.

MILAN : Wherever i1itds | eaking.
MARA: In my panties.

MILAN: So that i1itdés not showing.
MARA: In my panties.

MILAN : In your pants.

MARA: In my panties.

MILAN : I  d oanndtt two know where it is, just as |l ong

MARA: You spread it open, and you look into the mirror. In my panties, | tell you. Dad, will you
take me to the hospital? Thereds something wr

MILAN : | dondot know iwhgegrfer ym,udy @u ddeemnot bl eedin
from, stop it, her e, i tds stopped bl eeding, vy

MARA: When my tits started growing last year, when | was ten, Mom thought | had cancer or a

bloodclotatlest, so she took me to the doctor who t «
went sledding and when | came home, my panties were bloody, less than now, but enough to make
me | ose my mind, |l was alreadegd?2d elvemngi dMolm dia
said oWhat do you mean you didndt, you did, vy

fence. 6

MILAN : While we were dating, your mom was always ill. After our first date she got cancer of the
esophagus, and then after | spent the night at her place for the first time, it metastasized to the lungs.

She called me once, said she had toxic shock syndrome,satf | didndét want to
called so often that my old man said he woul d
Shedd put in a tampon for the first time in h

wool before tht because it was natural and odorless and because it was good enough, well it never

actually leaks that much, and because it was white. | pulled out her tampon; she said | saved her life.
We thought it was impossible that we would end up with a littleegye was so much blood on the

bed. However, eventually she ended up with both jaundice and you, and she would always vomit when
| caressed her, but | was never there anyway. Now my wife drinks beetroot juice every morning, so

she can putupwithmenuc bett er than your mom, your mom ¢C
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MARA: | see clearly that my mother is insane.

MILAN : | can drive you to the hospital, but | ceé
with you anyway.

MARA: Milanka anBr anka already have their periods, |

avoiding gym cl asses, she |l ies and puts some
that, shed6ll just say o0Sir, |  h anore oftenythapsbe | o d
participates, So sometimes she gets her perio

because he drinks too much and he likes sparing girls from participating in class so that their hands
dondt get scr gctlimbing bar an @ rouighybasketball or aungked bocce ball. When
the three of them are sitting out of the gym
watching us then and candt see Isam justiheanday we
girl called BoHana. The teacher then watches
Mi |l ankads neck and Brankads back, he doesndot
told me that she and Pedjandvéers s when she i s excused from gy
actually doesndot I|i ke it when heds sticking hi
excused, from everything, compl emel per iNodv tl o dv
and | wondt get busted for not knowing how to
at the back of my head and breathe i nto It anc
who also doesedvekaow BoWana will be grateful
none of the boys in the class thinks | am pretty, at least the gym teacher will think so.

Il am in my dadods | iving room. Thi s thesversitne f i r ¢
of Mom, and another version of me. And | found this other me on Facebook, then I looked up where
she lives on Google Maps, then | rang the bell and Dad opened the door. | am eleven and in half an
hour, | will get my first period.

MILAN : lami n my | iving room. Thereds a gir| who ¢
coll ared shirt under a blue sweater. Sheo0os f a

MARA: Mom feeds me well.
MILAN: My daughter isndot fat.
MARA: | am your daughter.

MILAN : There she is in the photo. She also has a blue sweater and a white shirt; so yes, the two of
you do resemble one another, sort of.

MARA: When | was six, Mom told me you were an engine driver. | went to the park because there
are no trains there. Okay, exd¢eat one in front of the museum, but on this train it says A locomotive

used during the National Liberation Struggle for the needs of the National Liberation Movement in
Bosanska Krupa, Gornji Podgradci , Mdnnéeverktoldwa s n 0 1
me you liberated any nation. This park also has a cannon and a tank and for my last birthday, ten of
us climbed up on the cannon and we took photos. When | was eight, she told me you were a tailor,
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so | went to a swimming pool and | divett Wi my eyes open, okay so it
okay it was too shallow to dive and really | was touching the bottom covered with yellow square tiles,
but | only had my trunks, | had nothing on that you might have sewn. Then last year she told me you
were a bum and a maniac, so | didndt go out oI
but I could do it in my room as well.

MILAN:1 6 m an accountant .
MARA: Shi t | now | donot know where not to go. Wi

MILAN : In offices. | also learn magic tricks in my spare time.

MARA: Ah f uck, |l |l ove the circus, | cand6t avoid
an elephant, |l 6ve got a photo of it, and | wa:
rght, the Il ast thing I need is somebody at scl

out of a hat or a pigeon from a hankyd or som
knows you anyway, but whatever, can you please not petfegraircus, the Italian one that comes

to Banjaluka every summer? | always dress appropriately for the circus: neon green and pink pants |
got on the discount rack along with half the neighborhood.

MILAN : Ther eds pudding i melft he fridge, go find it

MARA: He gave me the raspberry pudding my other mom made for the other me and there was still
some left when my stomach started to hurt and | told him | needed to go to the toilet. | could not sit

on the toilet seat because Mom told me neverdansit ot her peopl eds toil et s
other people, so | pulled down my panties and squatted above the seat and saw the bottles of shampoo
beside the bathtub: one said-dandruff, the other one said it was for damaged hair, that bottle was

b gger, and there was also a pink shampoo bott
the blood on my panties. Dad is devouring the remains of the raspberry pudding in the living room,
and hereds me i n t he thhnyblbodydinger, Junetwefitgt twogdromsn t h e
of bl ood. | pulled up my panties and zipped m
room where my dad was sitting.

MARA reads the menstruation calendar off the toilet walloteattelre.once wr
MARA:

June twefitgt: two drops of blood.
June twesgcond: there were sixteen.
June twetttyrd: so many drops of blood that | thought it was all over and in a few hours | would be deac

MILAN : The antidandruff shampoo is mine.

MARA: And this would happen every month and Mom gave me a card to put Xs on for days when
thereds bl ood, but told me never to show it t
wonodét come, even those fidstprewendl tWwialktl htella
will have Ivana, then Marko. Marko will be prettier, it was clear from the moment the nurses first
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showed him to me, wrapped into a cotton diape
the women fromhe neighborhood.

MILAN : The girl with a white collared shirt underneath a blue sweater has just peed in the toilet and
now she is standing in my living room again and saying something about blood.

MARA: My panties are bloody.
MILAN : You fell on the tds.

MARA: | can wal k, I didnot fall. I can wal k on
platforms, you taught me how to walk.

MILAN: Then youdre not bl eeding.
MARA: Dad, take me to the hospital.
MILAN : | have to go shopping. | can drggu off but your mom has to pick you up.

MARA: Mom and me stand by the fridge and eat. White bread topped with fresh creamy kajmak
made with real cream, and with prosciutto and ajvar. | can taste the roasted red peppers in the ajvar,

and the garlic. We each have gum own tphleatsa den
disgusting to mix it like that. Then she cuts a huge slice of the cake that was frozen and waiting for
the Xs in the calendar. We eat the entire cak

cherries as deation. Mom says you and me are the same, we bleed on the same days, we only need
one card, you mark all of the Xs down and tell me when the fourteenth day from the first X comes,
thatds when | cannot see Zoka.andut lmd watylse re amh
have their periods on the same days, they are
wait until she gets to mark the Xs down only
smaller so she can hang outtwh Zoka more often, but maybe sh
Mom also says that in her day, she only used cotton wool. Mom says that every time something starts
or ends you are allowed to be crazy, so now | am allowed, cause it just startedillaaddsbe

allowed, in about twenty years, when the blood stops, when her cycle ends, to be crazy once more. |
only have one more thingtoaskiydiom i s st upi d sfodesde Ga@amadn Bme/
live in Sarajevo?

Scene Three

Just say it, Genal or A mountain, burst into leaf; upon it a brother and a sister

MILAN : At t he cl ub, |l watch my sister dance. She
hem. Sheds alone on a smal/l dance f leroimget, onl vy
down from there, she candt hear me.

MARA: At t he di sco, I went up the three steps to

to dance with the pole cause then everyone would look. | practice at home, barefoot in front of the
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mirror, so | 6m surprised by how nice it i's at th
purple Iights flaring all over me and tomorro
| ©m dancing in front oftd@drenomv malort o bede aiuts eh @

MILAN : | am wearing a tight blackhirt and a lot of hair gel, my hair smells stronger than the sweet
machinenade smoke thatods winding around my sister

MARA: | dance my head off,ddndadea,ncmy dr edlomn dits gs o
tomorrow, thereds no nothing. Last night from
brother through the smoke, he says something to me.

MILAN : She sees me, comes down off the stage towardsaoetse some jerks are looking at

her, oneinawhitesshi rt wi th print t hat-@ast tsewthgioawhde t o |
t-shirt with a decal of some Chinese letters on it which has started peeling off over his left pec, the
third onein a white-shirt with a decal of a cobweb and the fourth one in a regularstinitetight

and sleeveless. Fuck them all.

MARA: Fourguysinwhiteshi rt s ar e wat chi ng-nenledresslthatstowsl vy | 0
off both of my tits, but ntdoo much, and there comes my bro wanting to tell me something, his hair
smells nice, | can smell it in spite of the thick smoke of all the Marlboros and the stink of sour wine
and sweet cola and vodka and the yellow light and silver disco ballwhackieln s o it doesH
and the triangular mirrors and gray smeke. T
speaking world after 1980, they moved on there to nightclub or dance club or just club, but we kept
calling them discos, us and then@mns and the French and the Latin Americans. My brother puts
grease in his hair and you can smell it from miles away.

MILAN : | put grease in my hair. Light grease.

MARA: Guys are jealous of hi m, t hey tbutchk heds
borrowed from Mom, the one she only carries at weddings, | take a pack of Partners, with filters, and

three of the four guys in whitshirts come to me with lighters, a red plastic one, a fake Zippo, and

a blue plastic one with Lovely writteion whi ch doesndt even wor k, m
from my mouth and asks them if thereds a prol
theydre |Iike bro, take it easy, yourmelfsis is f

MILAN : | ask them if thereds a probl em, because
says something |ike Mara is fine, Il swing my
Krajina is our destiny starts playing, Krajina israyei Krajina is our destiny, forever in our hearts

and me and the four shitheads start jJjumping o

t he way, but first 1 tell her 1 &dm going to ki
ever loved me as | loved you, have you ever loved me as | loved you, have you ever loved me. | think,
| dm gonna tel]l her now, she needs to know, we
we watched pigs eating watermelon rinds and we waatddhem too, and every time | see her in

the meadow behind the house | know exactly wh:

of her elbow, and | think why not tell her.
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MARA: The band that sings this song is Medeni mjesec andri@imeans Honeymoon and they

di sbanded, itds not known precisely when, SO0
monasteries, and some are stil/l maki ng musi c.
MILAN : Sis, lam going to kill myself, irlatboht ub, 1 611 pil e all the sni

me, an Adidas in the ass, a Puma underneath my back, under my neck a Reebok, a Nike between my
legs, a Kappa on my bdilytton, below my mouth a Champion to bite into when it starts to hurt in
thebegi nning, a Fila beneath my ear. 10611 |l et t
are you keeping the water on so |l ong?6 | wono
smoking on the new cheap upholstery in the living,riten instead of going to get some vodka,
shedol | come to the bathroom to get me and she

MARA:Fuck youdre drunk, | et me take a picture o
it looked great oyou, so | kept the photo in a drawer, | was afraid to take it out because Mom would
see that youdd started smoking.

MILAN : Or when she made me a cherry cake for my ninth birthday, but | wanted a chocolate one,
so my smile was sour and my teeth cameaking really white because the light from the chandelier
reflected off of them.

MARA: Or at the swimming pool when you were missing your two front teeth, you were only six.

MILAN :When | go to war |1 0l1 send vy ogreemanccpffeane i n
brown, with a white shirt underneath, the one | wore for phys ed that Mom washed once a week, |
t hought vyou could also wash it someti mes, I n

keep that one in a frame on a plywobtktan your bedroom and everyone will think it was taken

there because the table in the photo is exactly the same as the one in your bedroom that the photo in
its frame is sitting on and then youeiwwanot f e
taken

MARA: Or when you brought Jelena over and | took a photo of her not wanting to eat the peas Ma
made and youdre sitting beside her, drunk as
you do. | captured her blonde highligalistight, then her ma put it in a frame, placed it on a cloth
cloth doily and on top of t helawdokéa.nd tol d eve

MILAN : Or when our old man took a photo of us in Makarska and cut off half of your head.

MARA: Or when you were on a small stage, speaking and | was in the audience, applauding, | used
up the entire roll of film, but only two photos were good enough to go into the album. Today, as |
become a Pioneer, | gfi Malshaystudgncowork diligently, respeect d o f
my parents and my seniors.

MILAN : Or when Baba O6uja hugged me at the Sl ava
us, SsO0O you canodot see sheds missing half her t
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MARA: We drank five more kalimotxos each. Uglyamtbuth, ugly going down the throat, ugly

in the stomach, but pretty in the head. He paid for everything, because Mom always gives him more
money than me. | scrounged around to be able to get the last round, my teeth were already red by
then when | looketh the triangular mirror, not white, and | asked a kid with a cap to give me three
billion so me and my brother could drink a kal
it now, I thought hedd jusbutobk abymyoGetsth
here slut, o6 but then the waiter bougrmhilliterme t he
plastic cups and then | gave him only one piece of advice.

MILAN : Five kalimotxos in thirnilliliter plastic cups,got wasted and went to the toilet to piss,
one of those ones you have to squat over, of course, the disco was so white trash, then | threw up,
my sister held my head.

MARA: Stick two fingers inside, the index and the middle finger, | tell him, butthé ca

MILAN: 1 candot stick my fingers down my throat,
up the beans she made tonight.

MARA:I't sprays my heels a bit too, but at the ¢

MILAN : My sister washes me, slnenches a handkerchief at the sink and wipes my neck, | write
on the toilet wall with a key. Just say it, General.

MARA: | drench the handkerchief and wipe his neck, then my high heels, cleaning his vomit.
Milan reads a rhyme he once wrote walthe toilet
MILAN :

Just say it, General
And wedll fly Iike bullets.

Fly in the air, kid? Better go to school.
Somebody added that later, | saw it next weekend when | came back to throw up again.

| wrote to the Generalbtulhlaet $f &red ) wisd SwgE& We
know, but me and those four jerks inwhgelti r t s who were hitting on n
mind.

MARA: 1 find it funny, so on the next tile | write Dragana Mirkovic with a felt pen and | draw a
heat.

MILAN : Somebody left me an answer that said | should go to school.

MARA: | only gave him one piece of advice, and it was: Milan, before you go to war, abstain for six
days from eating fat and drinking beer and on the seventh day, go and recemnercorasiufor

six days, but it will be counted as twelve because you are from a family of heathens, because our old
man 1 s not a believer, because he says 0Godf
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although heds happyneansd whkerrn alysd 9 Gwaltf aifcikn g gtd
and on the seventh day take white bread and r

MILAN : She says something about Pa watching TV and about white bread, | heave, my stomach
t witches, encomeupmythoma, # jush doesdack down.

MARA: Dondt touch yourself for six days and don:
wi || say heds giving you the body and bl ood o
body is dughy and it has a crust and the blood is bitter and sweet, the blood is made out of late
harvest grapes.

MILAN : She says doughy and she says body and out of me comes tHikechebow® liquid.
MARA: And if you lock yourself in the bathroom and édknbecause | want to put on my

waterproof mascara and | know what youdre doi
that 1 n bed and you candt because Dad wonodot we
it doesndotyonatstweeat Aand aotf on the day of the cc
a shower, you can also do that, it doesndt ma
doing number two, go to the plastic toilet beside the church, thembakenton, you can also do

that, it doesnd6t matter.

MILAN: 1 throw up from the smell of my sweat. I
from the hole in the ground and | throw up a

MARA: And even if youefel sick like today, just throw up, then take communion, then throw up

agai n, it doesndt matter because the sacramen
knows what body tastes like and what blood tastes like. | would join youybeuatday | will have

my period and | would bleed out all of the ne\
that, it does matter. And just so you know, s

bread and red wine, nikd the real body and blood you tasted with me that time when you were six
and later all the time with Jelena, but you should pretend in front of the priest that it tastes like body

and that it tastes |ike blood, mine and Jel en
MILAN : Shesaystoremder Jel enads body. I remember Gr a
ladder to the roof of the summer kitchen wearing a long skirt without underwear and Mara and me
| ooking under Grandmads skirt. Grandmay,i snot
Grandma hasnoét stuffed cotton wool bet ween he
doesndét know what a tampon is, Grandma hasndt
wearing panties. Gr andma &lse climbsaotlte ropf@fthe sumoher wn  h

kitchen to take something down. | stop throwing up. Grandma never took communion.

At Kruna, in one of the booths, my sister dances with three of her girlfriends, | come alone to tell her
my good news.

MARA: J o v a ulled@lsof her hair up in a bun, Ivana has slicked hers back and has a high ponytail
on top, Anlelads wearing her hair parted on t
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MILAN : One life, one dream, to be rich and young. And I love you and | love yowe \ahéde
|l &m fighting and burning, while 1 6dm afraid. I
my sis.

MARA: Bot h Jovana and Anlela have the hots for
they dondt see hitamchesimhmliarbanes thehh any ahaekbgne ant theserha is
with us.

MILAN: Some <crazy bitch with a shaggy haircut <co
an earring she lost.

MARA: A mi x of t wel ve mdordigg sha Sags Pst gourdhands uadnd welall v e
put our hands up for fun | i ke wedre at a conc
us. | only know | gave the flower of my youth to him.

MILAN : | press one in a puffy white dress agthaswall just for the sake of doing it, | can see her

a |little better under the | asers, fuck sheds
and say:
Si s, | dm getting married.

MARA: Momds gonna go nutssake pénhautclswitlytenrainpane ddttlesfof h e |
vodka, sheds gonna bust it apart, I wondét be
going to a parking lot in Paprikovac for a roakesession.

MILAN: Ei t her that oeak@élrlk Mal oughal methe $he b
top of them and let the water and my beautiful blood flow. An Adidas in the ass, a Puma underneath
my back, under my neck a Reebok, a Nike between my legs, a Kappa ciurttpieliglow my
mouthaChampi on to bite it when it starts to hur
smoking on the upholstery, watching TV, instead of going to get some vodka, she comes to get me
and starts to scream.

MARA: Oh fuck getting married, let me takectupe of you. | also have one in my phone of you
eating a gyro.

MILAN: The one where | Oo0m with Pero at the stadiu
| dm wearing a Partizan scarf and we came to a

MARA: | 6 v &n 8§B memory card, | can fit seven hundred more.
MILAN: And the one after the gym, l i ke I 6m sweat
MARA: And the one with you smoking a cigar.

MILAN: And one you took here in this booth with
becausalweamngbuttehown shirts. But okay, tdhigireds al
like, Homer Simpson drinking beer.

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 58



MARA: Under the blossoming tree, in a white dress, | will always wait for you like our grandmother
waited for our grandfather arne tsacrament of marriage will be revealed to you and Jelena and her

bl onde highlights and to sheets crusty with ¢
doesndt even know about because of allthet he v
wedding, | will request the most songs, | will break the most glasses, | will adorn the most guests with
flowers and ornaments, | will give you the most money in a white envelope, | will bake you the biggest

cake and 106l b r il bugthei most phatds frantthe photdgnaphgrhltwill caich w i
the bouquet, but you wondot be able to | ook at
your heads, yours and Jel enads, which will g
betrothal service you wonodot be able to | ook a
short dress (but my | ittle brotherds getting
married), no cleavage because of the uncle wbw ] When we shake hands, would like to put mine

on his cock, but candét do it because of the ol

violated the sacrament of marriage with Jelena, because you are the only one who knows the ways |
scratch m eyelid or my elbow when you look at me in the field behind the house, because the
newl yweds wear wreaths as a sign of wvictory,
marriage and that this is what grants them entry to their shared lgdaghate victors over carnal
pleasures, if someone, caught in lust, has surrendered to fornication, why would they, as the defeated

party, get to wear the wreath of victory upon
t hat me &t ntoa be, and youdl | know that Mom wa
was | istening to you in the other room, youdl |
al | heard when you two br oke owwhatitsvdse¢hhtthetwo u we

of us promised and touched and said and swore and cut and bled and sang and told and dreamt and
vowed and felt and knew and thought and didno
buried again under the blossoms wheas eight and you were six.

MILAN: Sheds gl ad that 1 dm getting married, but
when | was banging her while everyone was hon
wr eat h, f uc kyot e mare immpottant things eorwdrity about?

MARA: Let 6 s take a photo. Joca takes our pictur
so sheds also in the photo. We pose in front
whenltat ed t he ol d wine, how can such a hot gir]l
bastard plays. We hear a click, Mi |l an sticks
in a picture.

MILAN : Jelenais always the craziestonep i ct ures, she wears sungl as

She will be a pretty mother, if ours had looked like that we would be fine now.

MARA: At your wedding, wedll take one to put in
behind yo Mom&@sake print clutch swollen with her
because of Jelenads puffy wedding dress with t
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to you, youdre holding both meaasttodel dnasar o
show any cleavage and high heels, and wedre a

MILAN : Jovana takes a photo of us in front of the mirror in Kruna with her iPhone, I think | should
fool around, so | stick my tongue out.

MARA: After we take that giere, you and Jelena will stay to take pictures with the entire wedding
party, Mom will go to the kitchen, supposedly to make sure that they bring out the heated sarma but
actually to down shots of vodka, the old man will go back to his table so thhéwkated sarma
comes out heds ready to pack his mouth full 0
and Jelena take pictures with Vuk, and Dragic
Persa, and Anlepkat o Thfertelde |t wd sof bgoa i n t he
you on the cheek, sl obbering al/l over you, an
The photographer clicks the camera, Balal ®@umj a
in the toilet, writing on the tiles with a waterproof eyeliner pencil. A mountain, burst into leaf; upon

it a brother and a sister.

Mara reads a lament she once wanted to write there off the toilet wall.
MARA:

A mountain, burst into leaf;
Uporit, a brother and a sister

In mud the pigs wallow
Brother makes a promise to Sister

Touches Sisterds knee
And collar bone

And eyelid

And mouth

My sister, it will not be much longer
Before | return to our homeland

Why, hence, dost thou not come to me
Broth@

| would come to thee, sister
But a foreigner forbids it
A foreigner, a good maiden

Sister taketh out her eyes for her brother
But her eyes cannot grow back

Nor can her heart for the brother

My eye will never cease to cry
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They donodot yduove you | i ke | | ove

|l wasndét planning to write the | ast | ine, but
the old man requested it after the sarma, like, for his two children and for him and his sister who
wasndt even at the wedding.

I will write that with the waterproof eyeliner pencil, then | might even erase some lines with a wet

wi pe, Baba Ouja and Rosa and Persa and Anl el Kk
and then 10611 say to myself:Abealudlyl, ffaaslhibat
come out , and once again |06l dance the most
ornaments and 106l I bring out the biggest cake
MILAN : She says she will make memethbhanbddygogewst tak
a line off Jovanads i Phone.

MARA: When we took another picture, someone started banging on the toilet door, | told them to

fuck of f, we each snorted a |ine and went bac
more
MILAN:1 t ds either that or 1081l kil | mysel f.

MARA: | wanted to take another picture for Facebook, | held my phone up above our heads, pressed
my cheek against his, he closed his eyes because of the bright light, | opened my eyelids as wide as
could,l always look good like that and we laughed. We take three, four, five, six more pictures and he
kisses me and | kiss him.

Mara and Milan kiss on the mouth.

MILAN: 1 wondt even teldl Mom. That 1 dm getting m
the invitation.

MARA: I wondot teldl Mom either.

Mara and Milan are still kissing on the mouth.

MARA: Thi s i s your biggest secret. YouoOre doing
Mara and Milan are still kissing on the mouth.

MARA: | have a test in Latin tomorrow, but never mind. The only thing | know is that Ma always
says the first sentence in her Latin book was
The girl is pretty. And the pupil is harorking. The fuckam.

Mara and Milan are still kissing on the mouth.
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Scene Four
Young man, no compensation
Mara and Milan are still kissing on the mouth.

MILAN : In the public toilet, | kiss a woman thirty years my senior. She looks at my shoulders and
at the white motd tiles and | scratch words into them with a bottle opener. Young man, no
compensation.

MARA: In the public toilet a kid with a bottle of whiskey in his hand scribbles something on the tiles.
| look at his shoulders.

Milan reads a personal ad hetgustere off the toilet wall.

MILAN : Young man, no compensation, will fuck your brains ousireed, discreetly, big cock,
frantically, welbbuilt, with dedication, black hair, better than anyone else, green eyes. And no younger
than fifty-four, dease.

| am in an ugly flat belonging to a woman who read my ad in the public toilet. She wants to give me
fifty-five marks for sex, on an armchair which smells like my grandma did just before she died, when
she wasndt abl e t o bathedzenonde aweskeduttmosilyoplyrhermack ands o |
armpits, before Happy People on Sunday evenings, because that was the only thing we all watched
together, and my sister would always cry if Grandma smelled too bad.

MARA: | sit on an armchair with mygkecrossed, opposite the kid whose ad | read in the public
toil et. | -five inarkg fonsex, nte onnop,fkissfng inycluded, touching my boobs and clitoris
included, if he can find it. | bought the armchairs on sale, two for one, on theothirftlile Kastel.

| paid at the cash register and when they put them in two large plastic bags, they weighed more than
| expected, and when | turned to ask my child to help me with them, | figured out that she was gone.
OWhere are youg lhvearnawi6t hl twhaes schaolpl ians si st ant wh
with duct tape. | found her among the carpets which were hanging one next to another from a mobile
metal contraption. She was thirteen and her cheeks were red from what the shopassestant cl

was wool but was actually polypropene. | was a bit embarrassed, not because lvana was among the
carpets, but because | gave birth to her, but | just handed her the armchair in a bag to carry. Right in
front of Kastel, we hitched a ride in a yellogoYthe color of piss, the man smelled just the way

these armchairs smell now, he had a small green pine tree hanging from his rearview mirror which
smelled even worse than him, so lvana threw up. While | was cleaning her mouth with a tissue, | asked
hervhat she was doing back there among the carp

MILAN : Between the armchairs there are three tables. The first fits into the second, and they both
fit into the third. My ma also had these three nesting coffee tables, butrdbelheuethe smaller

t wo; she didndt want them to get dusty for no
from Makarska on rocky ground with a church, and a photo of a man and a woman on the beach,
sitting on a rough cotton towel witlll0 Da |l mat i ans print. Sheds in a
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|l ook |Ii ke the |l etters i n alphabet soup across
and heds wearing a white singletonesnd bright b

MARA: Branko and me, on our first summer holiday together. All day long we played Parcheesi and
all night long | was on top, kissing included, touching my boobs and clitoris included, if he can find
it.

MILAN : On alacquered commode byttha bl es, t hereds a color TV wi
over the speakers, and a beautiful big red on/off button.

MARA: And an orang&hite empty vase on it, Ivana always said like a giraffe. And a cloth doily
whi ch Branko®6s mom hcer ovwahsee ,e dt, h autn dteirmee alteh di d n ¢
nights | cut up all the other ones with scissors and threw them into the toilet. Then | flushed.

MILAN : A row of thin red books, then a row of thin blue books. My mom bought the green and
the brown oms with her first paycheck.

MARA: And an oilcloth that crumbs stick to, with green and navy blue and pink stars.

MILAN : | turn off the lamp which matches the viabeth of them orange and white like a gffiaffe

and | say to the woman that |l 6ve been cravin
unbelievably.

MARA: | havendt seen an dr aothn d0do ck ei m nteh rnevew, y eea |
turned off the fucking lamp. | turn on the lamp that matches the vase, orange and white like a giraffe.
His cock is on his stomach, itds both dark an
hait ess and hairy, both circumcised and wuncircu
MILAN : | charge extra for bl owjobs, I tell you |

do that free of charge now.
Mara touches Milands hair.

MARA: When you were born,ofund a br own bug and a nest of |
didndét even scratch, she was too lazy for tha
metal scissors all the way to the scalp while all the old ladies of Banjalukd pottenagatch from

under their hood dryers, and then she was, but she already had been, uglier than Marko.

Mi |l an touches Marads eyes.

MILAN : When | first saw that my mom had tiny black eyes, which always scared me, and which
turned into slits after adr and a half of vodka, you were twemgirt and you hated cooking that

entire year, and also shopping and going to have coffee and to the movies and to Gospodska Street,
and talking to your mom on t he phohmgtelevisiamd t o
and filling out forms, and driving in the car, and combing your hair, but you loved lying in bed and
covering your head. Branko would buy two hundred grams of cheese with holes, a blood sausage,
pickles, a can of sardines and a loaffofvbite bread, and you both got fat.
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Mara touches Mil ands mout h.

MARA: When Marko first called me Mom, yours had her head in the toilet for three hours. You
bought toilet paper, lavendgmented, to wipe her mouth, but she vomited even more fromrte sce
in the end you left the bathroom and laid on the bed she made while she was sober.

Mi |l an touches Marads nose.
MILAN : Mar ko hit you here once, when you woul dnbo
Mara touches Mil ands teeth.

MARA: lvana gotwo of her molars fixed, and then | bought her a Kinder Surprise for not crying at
the dentist, and it rotted her first premolar.

Mara touches Milands eyebrows.

When lvana plucked her eyebrows for the first time, she was so red around the eyes {ed she skip
her first two classes and came back crying from the last, and then she drew them back on with a pencil.

Mi |l an touches Marads ear s.

MILAN : Mom took you to the jeweler so that you would be the prettiest girl in the street, he pressed
the small piercingun against your earl obe, oWhat <col or
purple, she said blue, you took them out after seventeen days because your left lobe went blue and
you were back to being just the third prettiest.

Mara touches Milands neck.

MARA: | would kiss Branko on the neck when he snored, every night for six years, | saw something

|l i ke that in the movi es, his mouth reeked, S C
coul dnoét Kkiss me back, thewds deads solhkissed l@syneck anavio u | d
was soft and | got wused to the smell, and whe

but imagined kissing his neck while he was snoring.
Mara touches Milands upper ar ms.

MARA: When Marko had beenigg to the gym for three months Branko told him not to be lame,

but to get work on a construction sitefiva n Bud
on a construction site for office buildings downtown. When Marko had been goiggrofthresix

months, he cut his hair and then he was, but he already had been, prettier than lvana. When Marko
had been going to the gym for nine months, he brought home a girl named Jelena, she had blonde
highlights in her brown hair, | spoke a bit abdmattto her, | told her | used Revlon, and she nodded,

then they went to his room, and she was loud, and he was silent, | thought of her blonde head, |
couldndt even smoke. When she | eft, Mar ko r er
together When Marko had been going to the gym for a year | had no idea what his arms had been
like a year before, | wanted to touch the vein on the right one, to remember, but | remembered the
bl onde head in his bed, so | didnot .
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Mi |l an touches Marads mout h.

Zokawas my first kiss, we were sitting in a park where the stone fountain was, where the metal
fountain is now, and | was talking about the countries and cities ggassihglayed at home with
my brother, | thought of thtialk huani a, my brothe

MILAN : A woman with a dry mouth and big ears was my first kiss, she told me she had been sitting
in the other room when her son broke a shelf
even smoke.

Mi |l an touches Marads breast s.

MARA: Zoka was also the first to touch my tits, | was sitting on a plywood table and again | thought
of a country, I told him o0Zoka, i-4 isr ta armd ndir
guess it was Bulgaria.

MILAN : The first nipples lauched were on tits that had started growing at the same time as my

momds had. They were sagging and smell ed diff
freckles all around the nipples andtitostarted he ni
shrinking when she started getting wasted on vodka. She said hers started growing when she bought
apushup bra at the second stand on the | eft at 1

MARA: When | asked Ivana how come she had sgchhhir east s al | of a sudd
her, she couldndt possibly have exceeded me,
market, she said they sold bras that make your tits grow, and | bought a black and a white bra there.

Maraputser hand into Milands pants.

When | first saw a cock, it was shown to me by a boy with a big nose behind a building, everyone said
he ripped cl ouds when he put his head back, at
big, itwassomethig el se as wel | |, and then theydd giggl
| asked him, and then he showed it to me through the fly of his blue shorts and it was so ugly that |
dreamt about two pink wor ms waiatdwakewp imttge mormngwh i t e
and go to school.

Mil an puts his hand into Marads pants.

MILAN : When | first saw a cunt, | was celebrating my seventeenth birthday in the public toilet. |
read the graffiti on the toilet wall with a woman thirty yearsmay, gesaid A mountain, burst into
leaf; upon it, a brother and a sister, and it said June 21: two drops of blood, and | told her about Ma

and the vodka, because it had happened even i
therazor,becas e t hat had happened even i f she hadnot
blue razor and | told her that, and she told me she loved dancing at the disco and then we fucked, |
did her because | had never done it before, and she did me bedaaseshé&t done it f or
Mi |l an and Mara have intercourse on a closed t
white.
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| had my first fuck on my seventeenth birthday, it was a bad year, | was dead drunk on clieap whiske
that was the first and the last time | drank it, Dad gave it to me as a present. And | told her her hymen
was sil ky and | told her I di dndét want her fi
eightythird time for her and the only thinglou |l d t hi nk of to say was wkt
be your third, at least. It was in a public toilet and | never felt like going there again.

MARA: | always thought my first fuck would be with Zoka, but it was actually with Voja, why, | have
noida . Al | |l have | eft from Zoka is a photo he
in a rumpled uniform, a mixture of green and coffee brown, with a-sHirteunderneath, the one

he wore for phys ed that his mom washed once a weekyaunght | could also wash it sometimes,
hefs sitting at a table. The plywood of the t
the same stuff, one time a small piece of it rammed into my thigh while Zoka and | were naked on the
table, thex was blood as if he were inside me, but actually he only touched my tits. And everyone who

comes over asks, did he take the photo here, |
made me sick, after our first date | got cancer of theaggspland then when we fucked for the first
time it metastasized in my | ungs. |l call ed hi
up. | also had Rajko, Rajko promised me love, had a wife before me and promised her the same. | was
crazy,heceu !l dndt handl e it. Raj ko once sang to me
this way, and then he went to his third wife,
anymore. And here | am wi tthnowBanyaor&. o no w, how,
MILAN: Last year for my birthday Mi Ga and | bou:
peanut s. It was neither cold nor sunny outsid
wasndt bright ei tshaesrthe sunwas negherwmner dowo, it was mysixteenth
birthday and | had no idea what to do with my

but he certainly didndt know what to dect with
covered in fallen leaves, and on the left there was a house, we knew we would enter it. We never met
the people who lived in the house, we never even saw them, although we passed by every day on the

way from school , we diordsirigle wdmamn ava single mah, eria eouplea s ¢
or a single person. We were sitting in the living room. There was a painting of horses on the wall and
another one of poppies. We heard a mother put
TV. We didndt open the cans. At first, we di d
crying, | started chewing on the peanuts.

MARA: I was going with Branko for dinner at our
five minutes before |l him to stop, that | needed to take a breather and fix myumakeeed in

the toil et dabbed at myself with paper, fl us

some kid with a bottle of whiskey there. In my bedroom, as a girl, | ha witlost couple in the

front seat of a convertible and theyodore drivi
would be nice if you came for me I|i ke that on
would just go and sleep in ta& and in the hostels along the road, and it would all be like an American
film, but the hostels would be cleaner than my room and the seats of the convertible would be more
comfortable than the armchairs in my living room, and the receptionistostdtsetould be nicer
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t han Branko and | vana and Mar ko, and | woul dn
or sandwi ches. And we would do what wedre doi

MILAN : When | had chicken pox, your capégbroke, one over here under your left breast and
the other there, in the middle of your belly,
under my left breast and one over here in the middle of my belly.

MARA: The kid and | had a coupletoh e same scars on our bodies,
capillariehad broken or hedd made them just now wit
car, Branko asked me what took me so long, | said, | was fixing rupraald peed and took a

breather. He said you coulddve taken your bre

MILAN : Her husband asks her what took her so long, | gulp my whiskey.
MARA: Took a breather and fixed my make
MILAN : She says she fixed her max@nd took a breather. | gulp my whiskey.

Milan and Mara are still sitting in a sterile, white, public toilet. The tiles in the toilet are still mottled. Ev
still a bit sad, but a bit pretty as well.

THE END

GLOSSARY
By Tanja gl jivar
Edited by Cory Tamler and gel j ko Mak
SceneOne

1. People like to write about what it would be like to shove a wooden plank up the ass of whatever
they hate on the walls of the de&troanj. ok e 6 whi ch a fell ow stud:¢
once made. We all laughed a lot. | thoaglattime, that it was a very brave joke for a child.

Now, | am intrigued by the image which is implied.

2.1 buried my son in JoGavka. Or at Crni vrh
vill ages. D e f i adiThese togonysne arecalvdmallrvidages er emunicipabtiesi n a
| barely ever visited any of them, | just like how these names sounded in succession, they are
all near | elinac, which is |l arger bust stil/l
but stil]l provincial. They are options for
a very small girl running through imaginary meadows, yet trapped in a mental space which is
a province.

3.She coul dndt cal lcauaedlpig officadlytforbidden fdrian @rivddoxd i e o
priest to attend a funeral if the deceased has committed suicide. | always found this tradition
disgusting, although if | give it a second thought maybe | can see more clearly that, in such a
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case, it iso longer necessary for a church official to play the mediator between the deceased
and the deity when a kind of direct contact might have already taken place.

4. When | was little, | was convinced that | could jump from the third floortlamaghottust hurt. |
because of a dream | laldreascalways looking at the green grass from thédloirédalcony
of my gr and madititBezmed mvitiagpbatrstill noé as tompletely convincing as
it had been in my dream.

5. Mara reads off theooestwall a song of lamentation she oncé weoeeishine link to the
original songt comes from Croatia, and when one can read the original language then it is
easily detectable which parts are appropriated from the song, and which parts | added. At this
link there is also more info on the figure of the woman mourner. Stanzas from the original
song and my own stanzas alternate: the first stanza is a sligtitbutedéesion of the
original, the second is mine, and this pattern repeats until the end of the song.

6. You were sitting on the blue couch [...] then you staiTéd tavecF®asmows referenced in
this monologue are, in the original play, the gmoyExkluziv and Explosixcluzivis a
Croatian version of an originally German show, covering showbiz events and celebrity
lifestyles. | really did like the first female host of the. ghént. Exploziv, now playing on
the Serbian channBrvag is bizarrely described as a ©0
turbulences in public sphere, as well as provided better and more bfigridrechany of
our fellow citizené

7. Gospodska Stée€he main pedestrian zone in Banjaluka, built in Adstrgarian times,

nowadays resembling many European <citieso
Ni ke, et c. I n the collective consciousnes
measwment unit for all the other pedestrian and/or shoppingizangs Kartner Stral3e

or Mariahilfer StraCe in Viemna would be d

8. Zeni® A department store Banjalukdl love the trashphotos of the store on its website).
It was built in the socialist traditiomery basic brand chaicéut in 2001 it relocated and
became super trashy. Il n the About-Z&si ts@ct
Banjaluka is located in the stMkaidike Platona 3, in the triangle between the Orthodox
Church of the Holy Trinity, the Municipal Court of Banjaluka and the City Stadium. At the
present l ocation and in its present for m,
inherited the tradt i on and experience of the old 0Ze
after the Great Earthquake of 1969, and located in the very center of the city, between the city
hal l and Banski dvori (Bands Court dfjts and w
poor condition. As such, it became the subject of our special attention, as the favorite place
for shopping in Banjaluka (which | find hilarious, because it is under no circumstances the
favorite place for shopping in Banjaluka). Like all sighibbgcts with longtanding
tradition and -Zemiotwdh , hadaL tOheajalielcity to in
destined to be always at the center of the event. At the beginning its location was at a dead
end, and today, in its immediate vigiratcompletely new city center has been built with a
number of important facilities, such as the Republika Srpska Government Building complex,
RTV of Republi ka Srpska, the énéwbustnessand i v e
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residential cityslit r i ct . 6 Such a description says a |
knows the pravar city and the pestar one. Street names, architecture, history, and culture
merge to form a kind of nightmarish etlmeatric city with a bad marketing strategg. |
under no circumstances the favorite place for shopping in Banjaluka.

9. Boska® Also a socialist shopping center, which today is for sure more posh than Zenit, and
involved in several scanlasne being that President of Re|
daughter started her own business there, opening a sushi lounge at the most attractive location,

Boskads rooftop. | n twebsitaAtb osuaty sUs asDeecptai rotnm eon
was built in 1978 in the centéBanjaluka. Boska was immediately imprinted on the hearts
of all of Banjalukads citizens and became

symbols of the city. Boska was one of the largest department stores in the former Yugoslavia.
In a shorttime, it achieved the largest turnover in the former Yugoslavia and thus became
known not only in Yugoslavia but throughout the Balkans In 2010, Boska regained its former
glory! The reopening was a special event for the citizens of Banjaluka. This depagtment stor
became once again the center of shopping in Banjaluka and the wider region, because its
offerings, on 16,000 square meters, were now enriched with the world's most famous fashion
and sports brands. Here you can spend free time with a loved one, fiaemtsoShopping

or relaxing and hanging dut's up to you to decide. Boska has prepared to fit to all your
wishes and requests. After a great shopping experience, you can refresh yourself in one of the
cozy cafes and enjoy a variety of specialtiexegptional service. Shopping is the ultimate
pleasure, and Bosk#he symbol of Banjaluka at its very cénigour favorite place where

you can feel al | the colors of shopping!o
should one fall for sucharketing Bos ka i s definitely not the
famous fashion and sports brands. One is more likely to find poor quality goods, for a decent
price.

10.You kept asking the women if the sneakers they were selling weng fakesnerthpistdlitking
around, they | ooked blankly at you and one
hundr e ®d | mealy didsthisowith a friend once when we were very young, and a
saleswoman replied exactly the shing, twe laughed about it like crazy back then, and we
even | augh about it today. Why is it stil]l
about long summers in the province and encounters between youth and the uncensored
worldi atmosphees and events which could never be repeated, not with the same intensity,
now that we are grown up.

11.Boi | some coffee for me, son, jJjust as if i
beside yéuwaraphrased from a Bosnfam | k s ong: each inspance ¢
which denote the male singerods female obj e
words omotherd6 and o0sond6 respectively.

12.B u d 8lAskiburban neighborhood Banjaluka whose name comes from thk Wark for
ogodfor sakdemradmrgndrhe Bosnian war, in 1993,
other streets and neighborhoods. Its new name, Lazarevo, refers to Knez/Emperor Lazar
Hrebeljanovic, known as Lazar of Serbia and an important Satbigcahfigure from the
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times of the Battle of Kosovo. This battle and this historical figure play the main role in
constituting the conscious and subconscious identity of the Serbian nation. The battle was lost
to the Ottoman Empire, but in the tradit@nepic songs, it was celebrated as a victory. The
practice of ideological renamings is not unique to Banjaluka, but is part of broader public
policies all around the former Yugoslavia. Despite such identitarian politics, the new names of

the neighborhod never became part of the colloqui.
thus Mara uses the old name of the neighborhood, as most locals would.

13.1 f | were alive, tonight | dendeaférddtopiacdsag o pl a
gamers would visit in the | ate 0690s and e

computer at the time. In these huge halls, which formerly served as warehouses or
underground passages, young boys (and, rarely, girls) would gather totgiaynasléirst
person shooters and RPGs) as an escape fromt@nwvagality, each fixated on his own
computer screen, in his own personal virtual reality, and yet feeling as if he is part of a larger
gaming community. Extremely popular, some of theses@éll exist today around the
former Yugoslavia. | used to enjoy the feeling of being surprised by the sudden darkness
outside, which | would experience after spending the whole afternoon in such gaming dens,
only to discover upon exiting them thathe butside world sunset was long past and the
streetlights were on.

14.When we were coming home from a Nike shop [...] he neverdidésninaboldguer.is
somehow central, thematically and formally, to the whole play. The fabrication of individual,
familial, and collective memories of the war and war crimes is here represented both through
t he monol ogueds content and through the wa
The woman is and could be interpreted as a war crime survigbthégiame time her status
as such is constantly questioned and doubted, even by herself. Media coverage, as well as
personal and public opinions on the nature of the war crime in question, remain obscured and
the subject of dispute. The boy, the nar@ftthe monologue, shows willingness to accept
and find out the trutd but the whole system of narratives and ideologies is preventing him
from accessing this truth. | used to make ceramic tiles there at theftesosentence
uttered by the mystetds woman refers to Keraterm, a concentration camp, run and
controlled by the police and Army of Republic of Srpska. However, this claim could be
guestioned, too, since the camp had no female inmates. | have the strongest and weirdest
feeling that my grantbther once told me about a similar encounter with an unknown lady
somewhere near Omarska, where these atroci
able to differentiate between dreams, reality, my own memory, my constructed memory, my
f a mi Imory, nd m childhood imagination.

Scene Two

15.Kobatovci, Bakinci and Maha3jaaill lowland villages around Banjaluka. Mahovljani today
Is where Banjaluka airport is located, and where the war airport for the Army of Republika
Srpska was.
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16.A locomotive used during the National Liberation Struggle for the needsatdmedetoaat Libe
in Bosanska Krupa, Gornji Podgnsdaption on the locomotive, an artefact from WWII,
placed in front of the Ethnographic Museum in Banjaluka. Like all the streets and
nei ghbor hoods, t he museumds logpdaverechamges be e
throughout its histofiy the most recent one being renaming it from Museum of Bosanska
Krajina to Museum of Republika Srpska. | do have a photo made by an analogous camera
from my 13th birthday celebration, where me and my classn@itebedl a huge cannon,
also dating from WWII, just for fun.

17.Kaj mak ( pr o ndAneanyg dairyplodust sirail&r do)clotted cream, made from
the milk of water buffalos, cows, sheep, or goats in Central Asia, some Balkan countries,
Turkic regionslran, and Irag. Nowadays, as | undergo a-de&ydiet, my memories of
kajmak are bittesweet.

18.Ajvard A spread made out of red bell peppers. Usually also contains garlic, agtplaint
peppers. It is used in the Balkans in several natiomr@suisich autumn my parents buy
huge sacks of peppers at the market and spend a whole weekend preparing winter supplies of
ajvar. Then they transport it to my place, wherever | might live at the time. Sometimes | just
eat their home made ajvar directhh wispoon from a jarlike in that wonderful scene in
Dane Komljends movie Bodily Function. I gu
tangible, oral substitute for home.

19.Gor a n JBantmanofprodably the most famous Bosnian and Yugoskavand Bijelo
Dugme, in the | ast decades active as a filr
films. My mum had a stalking episode, as a teenager visiting Sarajevo, when she together with
a few girlfriends rang a random doorbell inscibed h t he sur name Brego
partly inspired by the event, but also by the confusion and discomfort revolving constantly
around many formerly Sarappased artists who do not live there anyfinéret and
foremost due to the war and siege. Bhtionship of some Sarajdawn artist to their

homet own is nowadays controversial (most n
to understand that someone whose art is so deeply rooted in his hometown might have moved
away.

Scene Three

20.Lastni ght from t he ashedThelsestarle tshoemel yfriirces.
sondsf: |G spavaM@euoative] bobhemafiage name of S
the most famous Serbian tuifiotk singer popular throughout the Balkans whose career
began in the 80s. A widow of a war criminal and a criminal herself, she is nevertheless adored
by many and is also .knhown as the o0Serbian

21.Partned A brand of Yugoslav cigarettes, produced in a tobacco factory in Skopje, Macedonia.
My father used to smoke those cigarettes before the war, when | was a child.

22.KrajinaisourdestiAy quot e from a nkrtadjoinmd ijsé bpEklia I
band Medeni mjesec (Honeymoon) about Krajina, -preglimed Serbian parastate
(formally, from 19985) in Croatia during the Croatian War of Independence.
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23.Have you ever loved lmecasybUA s ong by Montenegrin Bai nger
| 6 si i ka.dla mene voljela

24.The band that sings this song is Medeni mjesec and their name means Honeymdos and they di
known precisely when, some members went abroad, others went to rehab at monasteries, ar
making mudi€omment left by some user under the YouTube video clip of the song Krajina
je naGa zakl etva

25\When | go t o meviaarunipled uhddsseriptobn of sophotoanspaed by an
actual photo | saw on the Facebook page of the Army of Republic of Srpska in 2013, when |
wrote the play. Due to the huge number of the photos currently uploaded on the facebook
page of thé\rmy of RSt is impossible to retrieve the actual photo. | remember the photo
filled me with a combination of sentimentality and distress, since the young man was so thin
and somehow inexperead that despite the uniform he was wearing his masculinity was, if
not deconstructed, then shattered by his facial expression and bodily posture while sitting at
that plywood desk and smoking.

26.Makarska Popular but trashy Yugoslav family holiday destin&day belonging to the
Croatian coast.

27.Today, as | become a BiQuese from the Yugoslav Pioneer Pledge. Saying this pledge was
a significant part of each school gener at.
The last generation oftTo s pi oneers was the one born i
the year 1989/1990.

28.Slava@ The annual family ceremony and veneration of its patron saint, a social event in which
the family gathers together at the house of the patriarch. The Slamagal$oends to the
house, regardless of whether they have the same Slava. The family saint is inherited from the
patriarch. The tradition is an important ethnic marker of Serb identity. Serbs usually regard
the Slava as their most significant and roleshe feast day.

29 Just say it, GeneApopularrdymidg grafétiGvhich | saw bothinl y |
Croatia and in Republika Srpska, referring to two different generals and war criminals in the
respective geographic locatiodsn t e Gotovina and Rat ko M| a
nationalism is thus nicely presented in th
oinimical 6 |l ocalities to reference two dif

30.Fly in the air, kid? Better go tdgsteotoodjng the graffiti once, | found a discussion on it
on some online foruinand a male anonymous forum member posted this remark, which |
found interesting and suitable for the scene. In the play Milan says that this sentence has been
added by someone elsetlom toilet wall, after he wrote the rhyme of praise for the general,
and | find that it matches my idea of inscriptions and writing messages by anonymous people
to anonymous peopiebe it online, or on the toilet tiles.

31.Dragana Mirkodié folk star, bu not t he controversial type;
who became famous for her voice, married a millionaire and ended up with shitloads of
money, but (in spite of it all) still acts morally superior in a trashy way. She now runs her own
music anentertainment TV channel, DM SADr agana Mi rkovi L Satel]l
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32.sacramental curtain of the Ewdclsanse of the formulations like this one have been
appropriated from the Serbian Orthodox Church propagaeidite The main ironical point
of Marads advice to Milan here is that no
communion, unlike her, if she is menstruating.

33.0ne life, one dream, to be rich and young. And | love you ane | lowehyoul, leve m & m f i
burni ng, hyrick fomlljubawn majdoy Hithi @dredi feat. Dado Polumenta.
Frontman of this former fogkop band Rel ja Popovictessfpll ayed
Serbian film Ordinary People, dealing with a massacre resembling the one in Srebrenica, in
which he portrayed a young soldier being forced to perform atrocities without previous
knowledge of what will take place. Relja is married to Nikolijigveosial singer and
daughter of one of the greatest Yugoslav and Serbian folk stars, Vesna Zmijanac.

34.1 only know | gave the flower of my y@uthytorhimc s f r o Rustfeene dadgsgdms ong 0
(Justletmeseehim) i n which she sings about the fai
youth.

35. Paprikova@d\eighborhood in Banjaluka, whose name was not changed during the 90s due to
its innocent and ideolofige name deriving from the vegetapaprika. The big parking lot
in front of the biggest public socialist hospital in town is a popular drinking and hookup spot
for youth driving cars and pretending to be leadin§nuiSican lifestyles

36.Red Star and Partég@wo major Serbian, Belgrduesed soccer clubs; Borac is a soccer team
from Banjaluka.

37.Under the blossoming tree, in a white dress [...] and dug out and then buried again under the bl
was eightandyouw@éMaix ads whol e account ofttyddcutaenods w
description of Orthodox weddings in villages throughout the Balkans, and in the meantime,
of many wurban weddings, too. O0The wreatho
the priest puts on the c oung)lriea, sandtheystbgld whi |
symbolize the innocence and virginity of the couple being wed. Many of the wordings here
have as well been appropriated frioissource

38.dondét you have mboutel iitreparlitlaynt otlhi nwmpsu |l tdo bweo
heal t h. ¢

39 sold my soul to the devil when | tasted
doing to me, you ba@stamics from pogf ol Kk si nger ds Bkela abbut& ol i L G
failed love between a younger woman and an older man. | used the song, characters, and video
for it as a base for some of the scenes and sketches of characters in mydatgbtgdlaly
Regime of Love.

40.A mountain, burst into leaft,upbrother and a §iSteis song is a masip of folkloric poetry,
popular songs, and wedding songs. The largest part has been appropriated from two folkloric
poemdONajvela je Halost za bratom (Thad bi gge
tulinka (Brother amlmd Thiestlearstarmnvder s@emseiogn nt
appropriated fromaturbofalong popul ar at weddi ngs: OBr at
by the duo B k i Bekil and Vera MatovilL. The topic
deceased males in war or battle. Théegld sorry about her husband and his brother, but

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 73


https://svetosavlje.org/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FFafv0PCN4Q
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ueVmtsJJ--k
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ueVmtsJJ--k
https://svetosavlje.org/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Zfjbi3KP-QM

the biggest and the only irreparable grief is the one she feels for hersgrobwdized in

her act of taking her own eyes out. The sol
interesting in regard to connections between patriarchy and incest, because in it, the brother
blames his newly wedded wife for not visiting hisst er mor e often. Beki

is about a brother working as a guest worker abroad and his sister waiting for him at their
village house back in the homeland. All these songs are exemplary of pathological feelings and
expected sacrifices fraanwoman in the family, especially from a sister in regard to her
brother. | mixed several lyrics from all three of them, by connecting them through the same
motifs that appearinthéim | ke t he sisterds question abol
retun or | i ke the motif of the sisterds eye
for the US American context, Maksi movi L an
dondt | ove you |i ke I | ove vy oeadsupfwitroMaraher s
stating that she added the last lines because of the song the wedding band just started playing
(oBr at i sestra, 6 Beki L&Matovi L), we had
Orthodox wedding.

41.beauty, fashion and music knmitsdrf sentence | came across on some Internet forum, left
by a anonymous female user. | found it striking; as far as | can recall now it was a comment
on the forum topic/section dedicated to the previously mentioned band Medeni mjesec
(Honeymoon), thecareers and songs. This was also the title of the photo coverage of the
first haute couture fashion show, by the
Yugoslavia, in 1968.

42.Yugoslavia est patriad tgafather would often, with great pleasuetejthis, in his own
words, first sentence of his Latin book.

Scene Four

43.Happy PeopdYugogla8 Meseries that girad drom) 1993 to 1996, following the
affairs of the family GolubovilL. Cefesat ed b\
Serbian TV show ever produced after the breakup of Yugoslavia. | remember that when |
broke my left elbow in 1994 and had to stay for a few days in the hospital, filled with soldiers
wounded in the war and ol d wng mpdreatesaregtet | a c k
was the fact that | would not be able to w

44.Kasted Small socialist shopping center named after one of the most important buildings in
Banjaluka, a historic castle dating from the RoraamMgrfather, as a student in the 80s,
worked on furnishing the space as his side job.

45.A row of thin red books, then a row obthokddleo pul ar edi ti on, Rel i
Thought), in paperback format, of classics of world and nationalrétgnaiblished by
Belgraddased Yugoslav enterprise Rad. Due to its affordable prices, the collection served, in
some families, just for the purpose of filling in space on library shelves. The book series had
the most amazing desediptoomnRel ieaklhsaovier
of the world and national literatlireshich everyone could use and need. The books are
equi pped with style, and have affordable p
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intentions of Yugoslav culturallipos are easily detectable: first of all it was a construction
company that printed this editioso the culture was intertwined with other spheres of social,
economic, and political life, and not seen as a separate, elitist, or untouchable enity. Second
the print and prices were designed so that everyone was a potential consumer of this literature,
primarily workinglass people. Last, but not least, the choice of the writers was truly anti
colonial and progressive, due to Yugoslaxalgmed polite and support for third world
countries.

46.Relak¢ Soci al i st hairdresserds chain throughoi
privatization. The thing most specifically remaining in my memory of Relaks is the numerous
hood dryers used for the purposes of the permanent wave hairstyle. Mytghaedm@® s s p e c
treat for herself was a monthly visit to Relaks, and her own hairdresser Bilja.

47.park where the stone fountain was, where the metd Refetainggmtive reconstruction of
the park in central B a nopeaof theknast radit@ thanges o L i L
the townds appearance, apart from the dest
Pictures of old Banjaluka always show pedestrians and young and old people together hanging
out in the park, by the old fountaibhn e of t he rare photos from
shows her smiling near the fountain, looking directly into the camera. | had my first kiss in
that park, by the fountain. Today the park has something called the musical pavilion which
does not really sertr@at purpose, marking the transitional minimalist architecture style. There
is an urban legend that the old fountain was never destroyed, but that it is simply being stored
somewhere, just waiting for enough initiative and political will to causgppéar®n some
other spot in town. Pictures of the old and new park can betfexend

48.poster with a couple in the froateeakotidkliso a very strong memory from my childhood,
when | was staying in the countryside, Wi
bedrooms, where | was actually sleeping the whole time, all the walls were covered in posters
of heterosxual couples in cars, on motorbikes, on picnic blankets, in erotic poses,
representing a girlds wish for | iberation,
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Why DoesEverything
By Rafael Spregelburd
Translated from the Spanish by Samuel Buggeln and Ariel Gurevich

I n addition to being a prolific playwright,
prolific translators of Englidanguage plays into Spaniskleveloping this translation, Ariel and

| were glad for several hibgline working sessions with him. In these sessions Spregelburd also
provided a significant amount of informdiiaften describing a staging moment or clarifying a

dramatic beétthatdoes 6t appear i n the original publi sh
the original text was published, Spregelburd performed in thgeauBuenos Aires run of the
pl ay, during which time a number saggestiore xt ual

therefore, this version adds a number of stage directions and incorporates some line changes that
do not appear in the published Spanish text.

At the playwrightds suggestion, some charact
appr@riate connotation to an Enghspeaking audience.

The original Spanish title is Todo, or simpl
by the o0tododé in the titles of the three par
quétod arte deviene negoci 0?0 and 039.Hleese qu® |
resonances are much | ess clear in English, r

become a bureaucracy?6 For t he b&mtgrakesthis ver si
relationship clearer and simply because in English Why Does Everything is a better title.

In the introduction to the published Spanish text, Spregelburd d8saribebadasters as using

of all acious reasonihg, addunkdoocusopki SEeirc owus
readers will recognize this strategy on the page, | reproduce the note here as insurance that these
moments of illogic and inappropriate (and even fake) words are not mistaken for mistranslation.

In perhag a related vein, when directing this play in other couspriegelburd reports finding
t hat casts have at first had difficulties gl

rhythm of, 1 f you wil | , sthabhpeodyctiorss ghowdd not etrevdto t y p
resolve questions such as: in Act |1, t-he <cro
storydé of the mime being inconsistently usec«

Act Ill the identty of the Visitor. On the contrary Spregelburd urges that productions stress the
unresolvability of these questions, and not shy away from incompatible and/or logically
contradictory choices.

Finally, a note about Buenos Aires theatre in general: Portefio theatre makers (and citizens in
general) are unafraid of very fast talking and a lot of chaotic overlap. Many lines can be spoken
simultaneously. My frequent experience of watching an Argehtiaey | 6 ve read i n
the text coming at me as i f out of a fire ho
trait. The running time dfodan Buenos Aires was two hours.
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Nominee, Maria Guerrero Prize
Best National Author: Rafeé&pregelburd

Nominee, Florencio Sanchez Prize
Best Director: Rafael Spregelburd

Nominee, Florencio Sanchez Prize
Best Supporting Acress: Andrea Garrote

Quim Maso Prize
for the Catalan production

Projectes Esc nics de LOAjuetament
for the Islas Baleares production

A play commissioned for tBehaubihneTheatre, Berlin, for the festival

digging deep and getting dirty
I nternational Aut horsé Festival on Il dentity and

TODO 9 a production of El Patron Vazquez (Buenos Aires)
and Schaubuhne am Lehniner Platz (Berlin).

de F

Hi

St

TODO is part of the project 060 Years of Germany. Ajpproxi mi

uncomf or t a bdwih the support of Kuljustiftung des Bundes.

Premiéred as a work in progress March 19, 2009 in the FIND Premiéred in Spanish Octobr 15, 2010 at the Beckett
Festival, Schaubiihne Theatre, Berlin Theatre, Buenos Aires.
Cast: With the support of INT and the Ministry of Culture of Buenos*Aires
Belén / Dai Chi and Narrator (Il) / Celina Andrea Garrote
Nelly / Diana Ménica Raiola Cast:
Guillermo / Del Ménico / Doctor Carpio Pablo Seijo Belén / Dai Chi and Narrator (Il) / Celina Andrea Garrote
Client and Narrator (I) / Fano / Ramiro Rafael Spregelburd Nelly / Diana Ménica Raiola
Omar / The visitor and Voice of the visitor (I1l) Alberto Suarez Guillermo / Del Ménico / DoctorCarpio Pablo Seijo /
Mariano Sayavedra
Music: Zypce Client and Narrator (I) / Fano / Ramiro Rafael Spregelburd
German Translation: Sonja and Patrick Wengenroth (Suhrkamp Verlag) Omar / The visitor and Voice of the visitor (l1l) Alberto Suéarez
German Narrators: Urs Jucker, JutiiRosmair, Thomas Bading
Video: Alejo Varisto, Juan Schnitman, Music: Zypce
Agustin Mendilaharzu Video: Alejo Varisto, Juan Schnitman, Agustin Mendilaharzu

Video postproduction: Alejo Varisto Video postproduction: Alejo Varisto
Scenery and lights: Santiago Badillo Light and scenery: Santiago Badillo
Assistant director: Lalo Rotaveria Costumes: Julieta Alvarez
Photography:Nicolas Levin, Heiko Schéfer Assistant director: Ignacio Bozzolo
Photography fovideos: Dario Feal, Cecilia Szalkowicz Photography: Nicolas Levin, Blu Mambor
Producer: Corina Cruciani Photography for videos:  Dario Feal, Cecilia Szalkowicz
Director: Rafael Spregelburd Program design: Santiag Badillo, Alejo Varisto, Isol

Production: Corina Cruciani

Director: Rafael Spregelburd

Premiéred in Catalan December 10, 2010 at the Theatre La

Premiéred in German on January 21, 2010 in the Insel Theatre Planeta, Girona, during the Festival de Tardor de Catalunya

at the Badisches Staatstheater in Karlsruhe, Germany

(Temporada Alta).
Cast: With the support of thQuim Mas6 Prize, Institut de les Industries Culturals, Teatre
Nelly / Diana AnneKathrin Barholomaus Pincipal de Palma, Institut Ramon LIl ull Pr emi
Belén / Dai Chi and Narrator (Il) / Celina Barbara Behrenedt Palma de Mallorca, Casal Catala of Buenos Aires and Ajuntament de Girona
Client and Narrator (I) / Fano / Ramiro Olaf Becker
Omar / The visitor and Voice of the visitor (I1l) Thomas Birnstiel Cas}: o . X
Guillermo / Del Ménico / Doctor Carpio André Wagner Belén/ I:_)al Chi and Narratéll) / Celina Mgrlt_xell Yangs Font
Nelly / Diana Cristina Cervia
German Translation: Sonja and Patrick Wengenroth (Suhrkamp Verlag) Guillermo / Del Ménico / Doctor Carpio David Planas
Music: Zypce Client and Narrator /s Fano / Ramiro Albgrt Prat
Lights and Space: Steven Koop Omar / The visitor and Voice of the visitor (I1l) Toni Gomila
Costumes: Ursina Zircher . ) X
Video: Steven Koop, Gunter Essig, Johannes Kulz Catalan translatio Marc Rosich
Sound: Johannes Kulz Music: Zypce )
Dramaturg: Bettina Weiler Video: Alejo \/arlsto, _Juan Schnitman,
Assistant Director: Marlene Holenda ) ) Agustin Mendilaharzu
Assistant Sets: Barbel Kober Vlldeo postproduction: Alejo Varisto
Assistant Costumes: Mara Fiek Lights: August Viladomat
Video photos and art: Steven Koop Scenery: Ricard Prat
Prompter: Stefanie Rademacher Costumes: Judith Torres
Photography: Jochen Klenk Assistant director: Frar)msco Baglu_at_to )
Program illustration: Isol Video phobgraphy: Dario Feal, Cecilia Szalkowicz _
Director: Rafael Spregelburd Production: El Canal (Centre doArts Esc niques
Mentidera Teatre and Ferro Productions
Direction: Rafael Spregelbur
1Second season, from MaRfH 1. 2Replacing Pablo Seijo from April to June 2011.

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No(Rall2018) 77



Dramatis Personae:
(when changed for this versionginal names appear in parentheses)
Why does every state become a bureaucracy?: Part 1. [BUREAUCRACY]

Voice of the Narrator
Nelly

Isabella (Belén)
Oscar (Omar)
Guillermo

Client

Why does every work of art become business?: Part 2. [BUSINESS]

Voice ofanother Narrator
Nelly

Del Ménico

Steeler (Fano)

Dai Chi

Oscar (Omar)

Why does every religion become superstition?: Part 3. [SUPERSTITION]

Voice of the visitor
Ramiro

Diana

The visitor

Celina

Doctor Carpio

The play may be performed withiaaiety of cast sizes and doubling schemes. The productions to
date, which Spregelburd has directed, have used the following setup, for five actors:

Actor 1: Isabella / Dai Chi and Narrator (Act Il) / Celina
Actor 2: Nelly / Diana

Actor 3: Guillermo / DeMonico / Doctor Carpio

Actor 4: Client and Narrator (Act I) / Steeler / Ramiro

Actor 5: Oscar / The visitor and Voice of the visitor (Act 111
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Why does every state become a bureaucracy?

Part 1. [BUREAUCRACY]

As the onstage situations tell theseiasm@sNarrator will simultaneously provide another story, which com
corrects or complicates what we see. In each act the Narrator will have a different relationship to the w

Part 1: A government office. AImost no scenfiseiementsmportant. With the exception of Isabella and
Dscards desks and the stamp on |sabellads des
folders and carry nonexistent cups: think that the propsvhdvaendaihgetast has been ordered to go on
without them, in a-sepnovised situation. This creates a great deal of confusion around the identities of tl
worse by the fact that the actors have different levels of mime lb(t)caredisiEeremedsponses to the
situation. Guillermo takes the task very seriously and sometimes uses invisible items to challenge al
other characters; Isabella is annoyed and refuses to handle anything unlessNlty areblOsaghas to, ar

muddle by as best they can in their different wgsitiehsganetverlaps densely with the literal story.

At rise, only Isabella (30s) is onstage. She looks attentively at the rubber stamp attachedeto the leg of h
to stamp something on Dscards desk, but since
tiem at this before giving up.

NarratorrHer eds what wedre going to do. | Olota t el |
big story to tell, barely a fable. But a fable with a moral, like Aesop but no animals. Why does every
state become a bureaucracy? Perhaps the offices are staffed with people whose activities are routinizec
Boring. And who d owobtktspategas teing \ery importantkor worth keepire i
up.(Oscar (60ish) erifetsp t 8s Dscar. This is his office. Ds
to newer colleagues. Oscar thinks of those Greek gods whose duties are very specifitnand very

But very necessary.

Meanwhile, Oscar explains to Isabella how to solve the peculiar problem. Instead of bringing the stamp
he brings the paper to the stamp. Isabella is reserving judgment.

Nelly (50ish) enters. Shegoes @ Isabéelt h a document that, in |ine
exist.

Nelly: Is this it?

Isabella: No.

Nelly shows it to Dscar. Dscar cané6t really t

OscarSoé You haveé thatos fromé?
Nelly: Welll had it, but nowée

Nelly leaves, crossing paths with Guillermo (40s), apparently carrying something very heavy.
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Isabella:Hey, hey, hey, thateop. Youdre chucking
Guillermo: | had to get like twenty vaccines.

Oscar:But isthatstill useful?

Guillermo: Thisis going oubn the street. Period.

Guillermo leaves to dispose of the artifact on the street. Isabella silently shakes her head. She has ar
about that, but decides not to say anything. For now.

Narrator: This office has taken the best years offenydscar thinks that sometimes.

Isabella:Ds car , I &dm starting to feel l' i ke there ar
OscarNoé Listen, |Isabella, sweetheart: you dond
Isabella: Ah. In fact | was about to ask if you knewneo or | ess what exactly
Osca:No! Thatds the worst thing you can ask. I

stamp that little stamp. But that little stamp greases the whole conveyor belt. Around here you have
to make yourself indispsable.

Isabella: How?

Oscar: Listen. Sometimes | hide a document. | put it somewhere secret, and | start to gauge the
effects. When | see everyoneds desperate, I p
running again. | make myself spéinsable, you understand?

NarratorrHe doesndt say this with pride, but i ke
having limited gifts.

Nelly: (Entering with a new document, al Narrator:Ds car woul dndt
as everythingelse.) t hi s i t é 7toKronos or Posidon, the masters of Tin
and the Oceans; he loves to think of hirr
as one of the deities poets tend to ignore

Isabella: Aiiiilaaaaay ou ar en d

it, 1T tds obvious! .

favorites are almost always dome
Nelly:1 am | ooki ng f o goddesséss ay Junods w
so many thingseé Apol l o8s manicuri s

the minor leaguesf the cosmogonice
order. In his dreams, he imagines hin
doing delicate, feminine jobs; sometimes
Nelly: Andfindit s he s ays]|timd Heritrode, poorly attired in foal
responsibilit , darling. | | bringer of the rapturous inspirations
can. youth. Or the unrenowned Apedias, sme

Isabella: | just gave it to you yesterday.
go. Look for it. And find it!
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(Exits.) of absinthe, a minorrs@nt in the temple ¢

Isabella:d The best Yy ou Hera, in charge of the hygiene of childbi

been to not | ose i
This is very surpi
asking people for
responsibility to do them?

Guillermo comes back in from the street.

Guillermo: Done, | got rid of it.

Isabella:Howd d t hat go?

Guillermo: Lean out the window and take a look. Take a look.

Isabella: (Wants to go to the window. She picks up the stamp, but the cord prevents her from moving
meter fromherdeskx anét ri ght now. (Shhiedicates the spaliisle@ends ¢ a me
on.)

Guillermo:1 t s | i ke a p| Narrator: On his best days, Oscar is Herr
Trismegistus, Mercury: the messenger ¢
gods, the keeper of the stamp and the w
You throw somet hi n|conceal what should be illegible to cur
pick it up. eyes. Because, Oscar thinks, certain t
should work without being seen. Wi
some things are too visible, they mr
undestanding blind.

Like five or six kids.

|l Omna go sort out
hall.

Guillermo exits.

Nelly: (Entering. About Guilledrhe.d s t aki ng out an insane pile o
be as useful to those folks as he thinks. Lot of enthusiasm, tlfabdsabella, breeklbr it is,
Vicki had it with the things she was bringing to Dep@siibella desliheoffended. To Obaiehdy

told him he should sl ow down. And say oOexcuse
useful stuffé
Nell yébs gesture has | eft her hands in a posit

Oscar( About Nel | #andisthipusefy?or t ed it em. )
Nelly:Oh, umé | domlottdé tdii akolswes . )

Oscar:So OK.
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Nelly:1 6 m going to go back and help him find thirt
going to lose it a second time.

Isabella:That 6 s not it.
Nelly:1 t 8s i denti cal
Isabella:But i tds not it. And youdre putting me in
Nelly: OK wel | I woul dndt go that far. Vicky alre

hand looks terrible.

OscarrWel | é Something bit him.

Isabella:Back in there?

Nelly: It could have happened to anyone.

OscarWas it aé.

Isabella: Something.

Nelly:1't had to be aé terrible thing.

Guillermo comes back through, carrying something filthy, a pife cdgadeectorias.

Guillermo:1 8 m t hrowi ng this out, itds practically &
OscarrzYou found that backé there?

Isabella:Back é& where youeé

Guillermo:The heck ddédyou think?

Guillermo goes out to the street to throw them out. |sé&iseiéa, Wit doiah in silence.

Nelly: I have to say he took it pretty well.

Isabella:l t must be horrible, youdre ¥Wwamrking, not
Narrator: Yesterday, something bit Guillermo.

Isabella:Somet hi ngé bit hi mé

Narrator:Ds car doesndt understand.

Oscarsl dondt understand. | think about it and t
Isabella: He got bitten. Think about it all you want. But he got bitten.

Nelly: By what?
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Isabella: Something.
Oscar:l t was aé re.t ds a night ma

Guillermo enters holding the hand of a little friend and introduces him to everybody. The friend is invi
actors are outraged. Invisible objects are one thing, but people?

Guillermo: These are the people | work with. Say hi! Nelly,.Oscar

Nelly: Hi there!

Guillermo:Come her e, Il 61l get you something to drir
The boy tries to touch the sacrosanct rubber stamp.

Guillermo:Don 6t touch that. This is Isabell a.
Isabella:Don &t t ouc h(Getdobject X fronatheaesk amad diferFake it.

Guillermo: Did he take it?

Isabella: Take it.

An uncomfortable sil ence. Guillermo | eaves, h
More silence.
Isabella:He br ought iné a kidé from the street?

Oscar:Matias!

Nely: That s not Mateo.

OscarrWh at & s namMe?t 2 as o

Isabella: Guillermo.

Nely:He 6 | | answer to either.
Guillermo comes back in.

Oscar: Matias, you just left to throw something out and when you came back, you brought a street
kid?

Guillermo: | was throwing stuff out and I told him,
IsabellasHe 6 s so little, very very little.
OscarrDondt do it again. ltds been a heck of a d

Guilermo:Thi nk so0? Yesterday was (Geoeraesileata)sa o0hhec Kk ?0 f
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Narrator: (As Oscar solemnly rises to his feet to geehNshavt spet 6 s up to Dscar,
his favorite miserable gods always arrive bearing inspiration. They dictate to him with great cleverness,
they perform dramatic gestures for him; the wheat sprouts forth, the flies are decimated.

Oscar:D o n 8 lack ghere alone, Mati@nd he sits back down.)

Guillermo: 1 ddaing &ll alone(To IsabellAlpne.(To everyoN®ijone guy here, not a single random

per son, thought this through. Look. Thors i s t
seventy people come here a day, and those peo
doesndt seem | ike it, but those things pile
anymore, now it has volume. Nobody ever caduledw long before all those square nieters

cubicfi were gonna overflow? When do records expire?

Nely:Every four é
Oscar:Thr ee é
Isabella:T e n é

Guillermo:Fi ve years? Nobody ever figured out a sys
five yearsld?

Oscar:( Guessi ng wh eQhepleaBeendtshe gimalsing wi t h t hi s.)
Guillermo:1 t 6 s tr ue, Dscar!
Isabella: What about the urinals?

Guillermo: This is a building, right? Therefore somebody designed it, right? Reflect: an architect, or
some functinary, got told: put a bathroom on every floor for the people who work here. Right?
Somebody had the time, got the request, and felt the dedication to think about that for at least five
minutes.

Isabella: So?

Guillermo: So, what. What would you say isatrerage number of urinals on each floor?
Isabella:1 dunno.

Guillermo: Say a number.

Isabella: Two.

Guillermo: Seven

Narrator: This is Guillermo.

Guillermo: Seven urinals per floor.

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 84



Narrator: And the urinals issue is complicated.

Guillermo:Incaseyo hadndt noticed, al most all the staf
on every floor we have a bathroom wéhiemrinals? A building created so that 70 men can piss at

the same time, an insane space designed for an absurdity, and afetanthensire hallway packed

with cabinets bursting at the seams because there is not enough physical space to accumulate so man
things, where when you stick your hand in you
asshole engineer caltedithat this is the way it had to be?

Nelly: (Brief pausé/hat happened yesterday, Chris?

Guillermo: Now you want to talk to me? After you all sent me to that shitty hospital alone, now you
want to talk to me about yesterday?

Nelly: Well, we were scared.
Guillermo: | was more scared. And more alone.
Oscar:You went alone?

Guillermo: Of course, nobody here believed me! | had to bring back a certificate from the hospital
before they6d say OEw, itds true, he got bit!

Oscar: They gave you a certificate?

Guillermo: Look. (He pulls an imaginary paper from his pocket and gises @ito himl. ©@e s n 6t  k r
take it, holds it backwards, Guillermo turns it over.)

Oscar:| di dndédt know they gave these things out.
Did you ask for this, or did they just give it to you?

Guillermo: And they tread me sdasimy head was spinning.
Nely: Ther e wasndt anyone there before you?

Guillermo:How do | know! I arrived and went right
it?

Oscar:Bad service?

Guillermo: Fastervice.

All [disapproving]: Ahhhhh.

Oscar:What a shame.

Isabella:Tot al Il y, and now if it werendt for that p:

Nelly: Did you tell them something bit you?
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Guillermo:Yeah | told them, but I didndt nhameld t o,
Theydre doct oordefcodke |l | y, not short

Oscar:Did they give you something?

Guillermo: Like twenty vaccines. OK, enough. You wanted to talk? They gave me like twenty
vaccines. You want to keep talking? OK: they got to give me twenty moes vawery single one

on a schedule. On top of that, Itdos all preverl
to it because | went alone.

OscarrLook, Mat 2 asé

Guillermo: Guillermo.

Oscar:sl 8m sorry. Guiller mo. Il mi x you up withe
Guillermo: Yes | know.

OscarHave you thought about ivwhateveryauuwdéciere wiloi ng t
support you one hundred percent.

Everyone stands up in a ritual gesture of solidarity. Guillermo is moved.

Guillermo: N o . I havendt thought about what l &dm goi
wound is still fresh, Oscar. | need to clear my head a little.

Nelly: What do you have to do going forward?

Guillermo:Mor e vaccinati ons ! r@aldyanfectet agredt,iscresvedraehousandl ! |
needles in the ass for nothing!

Nelly: Do you need to take time off? Did you show Vicki your certificate? Are you going to keep
throwing things out?

Guillermo:1 f | dondt, who wi |l | ?IseRogetibitteh before | geta tinga i t

bit of support? Those people dondot even | ook
to keep throwing stuff out until we can see e
ask. Ande ol | see i f | keep working or if | take s
Nely:No, no, no, | meant about your hande

Guillermo: Ah. No, not one day. They told me not to get myself bitten again.
Oscar:Incompetents.
Guillermo: Not to get myself bigtgminl 6 m goi ng to go throw more st u

Exits up to find things to toss.
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Nely:Dscar, youdre goi fingardumd thisaituagiont o dr aw a t hi cl
Guillermo comes back through carrying something very heavy. He brings it towards the street.

Nel liyf ®e wants to throw things out go ahead,
the office. Poor things.

Narrator:Ne|l | y doesndt trust Dscar. At one point tt
Nelly had just gotten a divorce, and her first goal was forthestend Ricardo to believe that her

social life, and why not her sex life, had remaineel @atiithstanding the breakup. So Nelly would

find any excuse to invite Oscar to her house.

A client appears (40s). A citizen who has to
but for now i t bedotieed.n &t matter. He waits to

Nely:Dscar é
The client shows them a form. Nelly indicates that he should see Isabella.

Isabella: (To Nelly, re Guilleron) , but eventwually itdés gonna get
it it ogqTokhe Rliedt)ilyldi @ménjustaseb. y o

Nelly: What happened to Lydia?

Isabella:Apparently there was a fire in Lydiads off
Nelly:Lydi ads office? Thatos terrible.

Isabella:It all burned.

Nelly: Again?

Isabella: Apparently the office is a total loss, they have to eelomgOff the paper the client gave her.)
You see? Theydre already st airethertagks)]t o send peo

Nely:Andé But over here, thateé
Oscarsl dondt knowé Over here that color isnété
Nelly: You should check with Santorinofour.

Extended minimalist procedure in which the paper passes from one person to the next and returns
delivers it to the Client and explains to him to check on another floor. Guillermo returns from throwing
and offersstoow him how to get to the supposed fourth floor. Isabella, Guillermo and the Client exit.

Narrator: So Nelly often invited Oscar to her house, trusting that {yeraidid son Enzo would
take it upon himself to tell his father about these visits. Alotbstg ever happened during these
visits, they usually talked about work, watched some movie, or had coffee and graham crackers. One
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afternoon, Nelly went into Enzo6s room and Ds
date and Nelly had goteepick up sandwiches. Enzo was showing Oscar an Excel spreadsheet and
explaining how to import it from Office 2000.
screen and had one hand on Enzod6s rrhakddambuts houl
it with Enzo. Not with Oscar either.

Isabella: (Enteringl) sent him to four. But i1 tds Lydiabds t
Narrator: Bit by bit, she started to find excuses to not invite him to her house.

Nely: Shedd better not come here.

Narrator: She was receiving fewer and fewer male visitors, and keeping a close eye on Enzo.
Oscar:l t s not the first ti me. ltds happened to
Nely: That 6s why shedd better not come here.
Isabella: But what bad luck.

NarratorrEnzods rel ationship with his parents had
Isabella:6 Cauée gbe nothing to do with it, but ther
Oscar:l t s the fourth time itds happened. There

Nelly: (to Oscand t hat ds why | dm t alybne whp cap teluLydialm@ c a u s «
They need to relocate her somewhere else.

OscarHow am | going to tell her that? o06Sorry Ly

Nely: You see? Everyoneds terrified of that fats:¢

Oscar:Not terri fied, ciatnddst jsuasyt, snoome tohfifnigc iyaolul y . r
said if{Ilsabkél @& dBwts nidft ywew m ay igtett a ther i n
6til the cows come home.

Nely: Shedd better not come here.

Narrator:En z o divdmmmiuch. t al k

OscarHowds Enzo doing?

Nelly: (Brief pausiine. Totally fine.

OscarDi d he find a solution for theé? The thing

Nelly: Y e s, i tds all fine.
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Narrator:Ds car di dnét come over any mor e, bgt Nell
silent messages on her answering machine.

Nelly:Hi s father knows a police commissioner, t he
to wait in line.

Oscar:Oh, great.
Narrator: Nelly erased the silent messages. She never asked Enzo if e kheouid be.

Oscar:sl 8d promised him Idd try to track down tha

Nelly: Yes but it dBlIséballldKn daries ofs. your s, | dm gi vi
(Exits.)
Isabella:1 & | | t edtlth.yoludmhlkawirng a hard time believ

having an extremely tough time.
OscarWhat 6s up?

Isabella: Nothing, she gave me something very similar. But not the thing.

NarratorrLet 6 s see about all this.

OscarrBut itds similar?

Isabella:But 1t ds not i]|Narrator:Isabellais new here and occu
iC')stcar:I tl % similar? | i\lrgulcr: Ic;w.er poT?itiLcl)nt on tr;e:iierzirchyit

because Isabella is always sitting, while
seems to run from one end of the builc
Isabella: | &imand this is the truthl do | to the other. This privileged pasit of
not know what she does. | s a brfieskalted, Gexpectantly, passive
the great majority of the tifmhallows her tc
think a lot of things.

S
m sure that
S

Vicki o des k.

Oscar:Who?

Isabella: Nelly.

Isabella:l dondét know what Nelly does, |l dondt kno
things up without any rhyme oars o n . And you know whatods gonna
come when 1 d6m going to have to bring this dow

OscarrYou think on two theydre going to notice t

Isabella:l t s not my |jbb todohdnhkwabboutoteéaen thinl
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Narrator: Isabella quarrels with Nelly. She knows Nelly is scandalized by her ideas, which is maybe
why she mostly discusses them with her.

Nelly returns.
Isabella: Nelly!

Nely:Heds takidg lawagndtectolmi nk wedre supposed tc
out everything he sees?

Oscar shrugs.

Isabella:You gave me something very si mi [Shereturnsut i
the thing shedd been given.)

Nelly:But i tds si mi |(Hipste dotument oveeandtses tb give it hatki) s .

Isabella;l dondét oOomdemsiagda hard ti me understandi |
Oscar:(Tolsabell@)ake it, theydre going to accept it fi
Isabella:Theydre not going to accept it. |l dondt wq

Nely: Youdre not going t o g ocausel alreadyggaveittboyos. agai n t
Isabella: What if they ask me for it?

Nely: Theydre not going to ask you for it becaus:¢
Isabella:But i tds not i t!

Isabella: Oscar, do you happen to have ams@®2o

Oscar:Yep.
Isabella:Li st en, she gave me something very similatl
OscarrJust puut your haaands oontoo iiit. If ité

Isabella: Great. Delightful(She crosses her arms, offended.)

Oscar:Wo w, |l have tlawckayg disimms got! Why do all h
Nelly:Wel | € everythingds fl ammabl e. Paper, fol det
Oscar:Toner is flammable?

Nely: Tot al | vy, itds a petroleum derivative, I t 0s
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Guillermo enters withaapedest a c ol umn, somet hing | arge whose
Belenn'Youdre going to throw that out?

Guillermo: Is it yours?

Isabella: No.

Guillermo:1 s 1t anybodyds? No. I &m t hrowing 1t out.
Nelly: (Scandalizéd) 6 s al ways bleemet hler edoegsndtel gantgst hr o
Isabella;l t 6s been there | onger than we have. | t 6s
Guillermo: O h , itds overy iconicd6? You foya thistimed expl ¢

Nely:Dondt you dare throw that out.

Oscar:L o 0 k , Mat 2 as: that s been there since befo
to get angry about it, nobody put it there.

Guillermo: Do you guys seriously think this was literally put here by NOBODY?
NarratorrMat 2as0 r eal name is Guiller mo.

Guillermo: Nobodgut it here?

Narrator:But Dscar calls him Mat?2as, because the g
named Mat 2 asé

Oscar:sl't was there from before, it doesndt have
Narrator: é but Oscafi atthetménever quite | earned Mat2asé na
Oscarsl t s an object that has no purpose, so | ea
Guillermo:L et 6 s al | (Witheffatdemeovek thenobject to the center of the office.)

Narrator: He always callednmiMateo, and then immediately corrected himself and said Matias. So
now Dscar cané6t stop calling the new guy Mat 2

Guillermo:1 6 m going to | eave this here, smack in tl
NarratorrHe dd | earnedl atewr @Gungl |l andotdoesndt care

Guillermo:And when youodore all/l fucking tired enough
throw it away(He exits) Mat 2 a s , Mat 2as, please throw it awe

Nelly: No ,  ynot pultingahat there. Guillerm@&xits after him.)

Oscar: Matias!
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Guillermo: (Peeks back Anyone want a coffee? The coffee people are here. Frappolatte?
IsabellaandOscar (Because Guillermo will want to borrdvemoney)

Narrator: Something absurd is happening to Matias / Guillermo.

Guillermo: OK. (He stays there, looking from one to the other, as if he were going to say something els

Narrator:Si nce the day | sabella arrived, cimesioa been
to him fairly explicitly, but then she always backs off, almost always leaving him in the uncomfortable
position of having said something vulgar.

Isabella:zYou 6re seriously going to | eave that poki:
Guillermo:Y e a h . T h e yeda sack myobone éthely want me to get rid of that piece of shit.

Narrator:That s Gui |l | er mo: both shy and vulgar. Wh
always winds up saying something rude.

Isabella:As far as |1 &m concerned it can stay.
Guillermo: Here it stays. Coffee? Anyone wantacdfffeh ey shake their heads

Nelly enters, followed by the Client, who r em:
with Oscar in a low voice.

Narrator:Gui | | er mo doesndt really know why, but he
Why would she think he was Jewish? It bothers him a lot. He has nothing against Jewish people, who
have always seemed very cultured to him. But he has nothingitto those traditions, nor that

food. Heds never managed t dNebyfimlypiwessorheynewanstructi@enc t

to the Client, sending him to anothenfloor¢ 6 s no scenari o i n which he
youhink I d6m Jewish when I d6m not?6 He heard it
to be paying too much attention to her, which would be bad for his plan. His plan is to have outrageous
sex with I sabella andstamenphawnehecalsledhemn aga
very cute but very unstable girl named Judith.

OscarrNel | yé What | was trying to tell you befor
Nelly: What?

OscarrThe thing about Enzobs papersé

Nelly:1 t 8s done, |l tol d yioaund tvéelso ddsone .P®L ISCH aG@ O MN
Oscar: | know. But tell him again | can get them for him. | talk with the security guys here, and

|l istené Listen to me, i n two days they can ge
Isabella:Dr i ver 6s | i cense?
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Oscar:We | | é that, not

Guillermo:Why not ? You got one for Judith@eé
OscarrYeah. Uch, | dunno, huh? You never knowé T
IsabellasWh o6s Judi t h?

Guillermo: (SharpNobody.

OscarNobody é she used to work hereé

Narrator: The previous week was Rosdshanah, and before she left Isabella wished him a happy
new year.

Isabella:l 6d | ove to have a Bl | icense.

Narrator:l t was his opportunity to explain to her
Nelly: But do you drive?

Isabella: No.

Narrator:é T h a t his mem@m was Cat hol i

Isabella:That 6s why | want to find out if | can get
Oscar:N o , youdre crazNarrator: € and thadt tk
different. She knew how to drive, sheymuc h about his fat
to have a |license,lwhen he was two, a

happenedé some he a husbanddid come from a Jewish family
that they werendt

Oscar:What was it that happened to her?
Guillermo: How the fuck should | know?
Narrator:0 Nobody&s practicingo6, | sabell a replied.

Oscar: Some nervous thing, you know how you have to copy a bunch of little drawings to pass the
mental health part?

Oscar:| donot k n ow e X Narrator: Guillermo knew she was s
butitwaswer enough t ha{confused. Still thought he was Jewish, 1
to renew iteée a Jewish family.
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Guillermo: OK , |l ©&m going to keep(Extspking for stuff t
Narrator:So met i me s has®idsong Catholie sainth e a

OscarAnd she couldndt renew it. And the Securit
Isabella: This was Judith?

Narrator:But at al most all of these moments | sabel

Guillermo: (EnteringDo youknow how Saint Genevieve died? No? Google it. Gogiets.)

Oscar:Poor girl . But shedd already had a |icense
Isabella:No, it ds fine. |l dondt want one.
OscarOr in Enzods case. The kid drivesé Does sp

Nelly: Less and less.

OscarBut he does t hem! Heds got quite a little
Nelly:Yes, with his dad. Theydre very cl ose now.
Oscar:You see? So beautiful.

Nelly: What is?

Oscar:Father and son, planning things together, goimugfistusting each other, sharing things.

Nelly: Oh yes. They share things. Enzo tells him everything, you understand?

Osca:Yeah, and | was a bad sporté | told him IZ¢
ti meée

Nelly: You called him?

Oscar:No é | l et him down, I coul dnot.

Nelly:1 candét tell him anything | dondt want his
Everything. 1 tds dangerous.

OscarWe |l | é thatds OK. But itdés beautiful é

Nelly: Who is?

Oscar:Thatis, betweenakilh o 8s soé young, and sweeté and hi

Narrator: Until one day, after a few glasses of cider at a party, Oscar told Guillermo that Isabella had
asked him with real curiosity whether Matias was circumcised.
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Guillermo returns, with something elgettdHisrome it seems to be a pipe or aupeeanpsilled
Guillermo: Watch out, watch out.

I of weeks you should s

Nelly: OK buté for a coupl e
il you é6keedthewapbes hledsd gionedoiun g é

At | east "t
him.)

Narrator: It never became clear to Guillermo whether Isabella was actually referring to him or to his
predecessor, MateoMatias, who he had never even met. But since then it seemed tothin that

only way to clarify his origin was to show Oscar that he was not at all and never had been circumcised,
so Oscar could clarify the situation to Isabella for once and for all. It was a perfect plan, and it only
required making sure that Oscar saweis p

Nelly returns.

Nelly:1 dm feeling anxious. This morning | was | uUSs
he owes me a hundred and fifty pesosé

Guillermo: (Coming in from the Sttty
Nelly: You should have that hand looked at.
Guillermo: Again with that?

Narrator: Guillermo would try to find his way to the office urinals at the same time as Oscar, and to
urinate standing as far as possible from the wall, so that Oscar might catch an innocent glance.

Oscarsl 8m going mo the bathroo
Guillermo: Oh, me too. Cool.

Narrator: These urinary exercises almost always produced disgusting results. Guillermo would wet
his shoes and Oscar would be repulsed. Oscar now avoids going to the bathroom whenever Matias is
there.

Oscar:Oh, no, I need t o f i n dortleatuguy yetfhe shdule pedhackany e nt
second and we dondt(Hepaetermds to loak fousonéethihghoe hisucoméuter, but h
mi me is terrible, heds just scratching at the

Narrator: Oscar had no problem, on the otherchasumping into other young colleagues in the
bat hr oomé

Guillermo:OK, | 61 | (hoddakelldgdd tl ttace. a knot in 11t.

Narrator: Mostly the newest hires, who he always treated very paternalistically, offering to acquaint
them with the different pscts of the job.
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The Client reappears. I sabella | ooks at what
desk, avoiding a collision with the imaginary pedestal, which has remained there, although its location ¢
clear to the actors. The Client is given a seat and the three simultaneously express contradictory thoug!
destination for his paperwork. Nelly, on the other hand, remains off to one side, thinking about her ac
urinals.

Narrator: Since Oscar had an important position, everybody thought of this as absolutely normal.
Except for Nelly, who had never quite approved of these gatherings of junior employi@es which
accordingtorepofist ook pl ace i n t he ftoerniishwasenatthe otosest o n |
restroom to Oscar, but it was the foras Nelly was once furtively able to ascertait lacked

dividers between the urinals, which denied gentlemen some minimum ofhev@tgnt stands up,
confusda)t definitelysaved a certain amount of that vital space that was steadily being reclaimed by
the files and folders that idly accumulated in whatever little territory remained free in that architecture.

The Client leaves.

Guillermo: Done. We gonna go take a piss?

Narrator: Nelly had, in fact, counted seven urinals.

OscarrYou go, 1811 catch up with you.

Narrator: And then discreetly slipped out of the bathroom without having been seen.

Guillermo:1 61 | wait for you, that waywaddayatalite way b:
Nely: St op throwing things out, youdre going to |

Guillermo: Do you guys think there's zero, | mean zero relationship between my hand and the fact
that 1 d6m throwing things outydnkidd Iigtoomé@ver oc

Isabella:Formygodd Youdre throwing things out for funée
Guillermo: What fun?

Isabella:l t 6 s obvi ous.

Guilermo:Ther e are things that are obvious to you
Isabella: Everyone likes throwing theigut. All cultures.

Guillermo: What cultures?

Isabella:The city dwell er, the isolated tribe in t|

Nelly: (quite interestéal) throw things out?

Isabella: Sure. Clothes, Tupperware, pots.

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 96



Nelly: (disappointed, irblug) fabulous of you. Stuf you dondét need anymor e.

Isabella: Clothes, lots of clothes. | keep them moving. fhiegtgo in the closet with the clothes |
wear, then | pull them out and put them on the other side of the rack. Then | take them down and

put them in a plastic bag | have, Il stack the
the next. Theni ake t hem down and put them under the b
when under the bed is full, I move them to t|
l ongest time. Then | ater, maybsesomstonmElikeligoesy we e

back into circulation, but most of it | put in a bag next to the door to the street, and out it goes.
Oscar:Like a conveyor belt.

Isabella: Oh, did you see the coat | wore today?

Nelly:1 t 8s beauti ful

Isabella: Do you guys knowbought that coat in the eighties? | bought that coat for three hundred
dollars, which at the time was the same as three hundred pesos.

Oscar:N o , I f 1t was in the eighties it would hayv
Isabella:No, the end of the eighties.

Nelly: Whatdid we have in the eightidg®strales? Argentine pesos? Law pesos?

OscarrNo, we stopped using the | aw peso iné
NarratorrNo b o d vy , i ncluding myself, could remember
matter.

OscarrJust | et mer et htihnek él itthtelye woer own ones é

Isabella:l t doesndét matter. |t was when it was 0o0n:

Oscarr6 One Do one

Isabella: Right. A peso was worth a dollar. And vice versa. OK, so | bought it for three hundred
dol | ar sé

Oscar:ét hen.

Isabella: And since then, the coat did that whole cficyaile, closet, bed, up, dawbut when |
was going to throw it out, instead | sold & sireet fair in Pompeya, for twenty pesos.

Nelly: Nothing.
Oscar:Five dollars, more or less. Today.

Nelly: (Upset, doingthe mathvirong.y 6 s | i ke ten times | ess than
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Guillermo: (Under hisbredthyo hundr ed ti mes | esseé

Isabella:Doesndt matter. The thing is that a |l ong
new store, vintaggou know, beautiful things restored, and | see it! The same coat, same pattern,
nothing deconstructed, nothing reinvented, there itois): four hundred pesos.

Oscar: Today pesos.

Isabella: Of course, in Palermo. | go back to look at it, gorgeous! | fall in love with it all over and |
buy it again.

Oscar:You bought it again?
Isabella: Yup, for four hundred pesos.

Oscar:Today pesos.

Isabella:PalermopesoB.ut anyway, thatods taste.
Oscar:Wa i t , wiain dcgounting terti$tsh at 8s a mes s .
Isabella: N o , It doesnodt matter. Dondt Kil |l your sel

wanted it cause | liked it.

Oscar:Well depending how you look at it, maybe you came out on top.

Isabella: How did | come out on top?

Oscar:Because before it whsde hundreddollgre s os and now youdre buyil
Nelly: Four hundred is cheaper than three hundred?

Oscar:We | | sure buté how weirdé Because, from an
Nelly: How did she lose out?

Oscar: Because before she paid three tathgpesos and now she paid four hundred. She lost a
hundred.

Isabella:You think that, because itds the same coa
so.

Nelly:1't 6s really nice. The one you wore today?
Isabella:Yeah, wai t (E&its$ e c, I 61 I get it.

Nelly:1't s gorgeous. I dondét know why she sold i

anymore, English draping. Put together like a brick shithouse.

Isabella brings in the imaginary coat affid shows it o
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Isabella: So? What do you think? Was it worth it or not?
Nelly:1 t 6 s s gShettiea to iedl ther miraculous fabric.)
Isabella:Y e a h . But | think now I dm gonna throw i1t

Nely:Youdre gohnautRtowtds gorgeous!

Isabella:Y e a h it just came down from the high shel
Nely:But i1 tds so nice.
Isabella:O K, I 61 | bring it back for them to sell i

OscarTheydre going to give you twenty pesos aga

Isabella: Oh well...

Nelly: OK, | &1 | buy it from you.
Isabella:No, no, |l &m going to sel]l it at the fair,
OscarrBut why not to her? | f she |likes ité

Nelly: Youdre cutting out the middl eman.

Isabella:B u t I donot know how much to sel/l it for.
dondt know how much youdre going to offer me.

Nelly: Wa i t . I f you want we can go to the fair to
you wat a little bit more.

Isabella:But you know itds worth more than that. Y
paid for that in dollars!

Nelly: Fi ne, i f they offer you thirty 106191 pay f i f
IsabellaiReal | y? So | can show up at the office ant
Nely: 1 f you want we can agree | wonot wear it t
knows, you might want to buy it back from me
Isabella:Butlpai d four hundred pesos for this, and Yy«

understand you, Nelly.
Guillermo:1 t 6 s better to get screwed by someone Yol

OscarrThat 6s kind of true,ybetayseddf hpve wanpag
|l i ke this: the purchase price is always four
this gap between the two things and say what you will, it gives me goose bumps.
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Isabella:And for herthepr chase price would be twenty. You

Nelly: N o , no, wait. Wedre doing the math wrong.
Isabella:L o0 0 k Nel | vy, I |l i ke you and everything bu
worth, you candt buy it, peri od.

Oscar:Obviously.

Nelly:1 8 m not paying four hundred pesos for somet
OscarrFi ne then, sheés not asking you to buy it!
Nelly: But you were going to throw it out!

Isabella:Anyway now | dondét know i f | thatamudh,itmoest get r
be true.

Nely:Ohhh you are a total bitch! Sheds going to
takes that and tarantalizes me!

OscarBut youé youdreé you want to buy it for |e
Guillermo:Y e a h , Nelly: You never want to admit whe
water, swipe the fishermands profits and then

Nelly:1' t s not worth four hundred!
OscarrThis is why | domdwolmekhé st gugest iiomsol ved

Nely: The fact youdre not interested in womenads
your coat up your ass. Sallow

Isabella: Oh thanks for the tip, Nelly. And ndwdshallow? Who kicked up the whole stink over a
shity coat?

Nelly:1 t s not @urststintoyedrikg itallot. k e 1 t .

The Client reenters. He sees that the situation is delicate, and remains at a prudent distance. So pruc
he remains there for some time, doingvatthing bueryone. Finally he decides to seize the stamp himse

stamps all the papers heds brought. He exits.
Nelly:You come here and pretend youdre some big |
what | doo, and in fact youdre just shall ow,

anybody can do thdto Guillerm®ame as you, obvioyslfcourse, with the perfect excuse that you

got bitten, with your fucking alibi, now Yyou
peopl esd wor k. And in case you forgot: youodve
now, | fo imwesh ntotouml e 1d6d | i ke them back pl eas
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Guillermo: What do the two things have to do with each other?
Isabella: They have NOTHING to do with each other.

Guillermo:And |1 6 m going to pay you back. You Kknow v
and tre swelling in my fucking ass goes down.

Nelly: Gr eat . You know what? Why dondt you throw s
hundred and fifty pesos | loaned you. Because | have to buy myself a coat.

Isabella;l t s not for sal e.

Nelly: A hundrel and fifty pesos!

Isabella:l t s not for sale. And certainly not for
price? Where did it come from? Did it come from the labor value of the coat? Did it come from the
supplydemand curve? No, cameout t he bl ue. Il tds witchcraft.

you guys, what does that have to do with me?
Nely: Youdre seriously going to throw it out?
Isabella: Now it seems | basically have no choice.

Nelly: But why? Youdre t hrhoawsi nmgo owa |l useo mtea hy ovg! t Ihfa
fabulous, throw out money.

~

Isabella:That 6 s not t he s ame.

OscarNo, itds not the same.

Nelly:1't i s the same. Get together four hundred
feel.

Isabella:Throwingasmy money i sndt throwing away stuff.

it up and buys skim milk. See? | threw away dough but the kid picked up milk. Not the same case.
Money transforms things, I t 6 s a caomglgteddts cycten d . I
You want it? Go get it when | dve thrown it ou
pesos, which | think I 6m not going to throw o

~

Nelly: 6 m not going to humi | to#&low yomgraurdltad see whlrea t Y
youdre going to throw out the coat?

Isabella:Not at al | . Il 61l tell you where I 6dm going
Nelly:1 8 m not gonna get s (Briéfpads@hpere? o your sick di :
Isabella: (Thinks of a random p&&e)z Avenue at Beazley.
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Nely:But thatodés in Pompeya It wondt | ast a sec
top of everything else you want me to fight
anymore? You want to let me wnohat | ever did to you? Since you got here.

Isabella:Wwh at 2?7 What are we talking about? Are you t
my old clothes? I d6m having a hard time wunders
but [wWmderodt andi ng, | see movement but thatods
Vicki, | think | asked you for it politely.

OscarrAl right, alright. | f youdre going to fight

Nely: Youdre not goi ng atnhyrwhueghe .p oWendtr eb yg o;mmian tg ow |
She throws owvorthlesshi ngs and comes here talking about
Oi nnovationdé, she says 0she s eesisworthgometengt 6! St

Oscar:You <candt throw out mo n e y-contradietbry. $he aldeddyp s n ¢
explained it to you.

Nelly: Fine. Let her burn it!
Isabella: You want me to burn money to demonstrate what exactly?

Nelly: That it doesndt nradtt etrhrtow yiotu.o urto,u swerer? iDto
rice or milk.

Isabella: OK. Fine.

Nelly: Burn money.

Isabella:l 6d do it but | dondt have any money.

Nely:Her e, fifty pesos. Take 6em, burn 6em. Cut
so free. Go on, show us. I f you can burn fift
you. I f you dondt bouurdnr e hae bfiitfcthy wheosdoss gl odtl Is tty
Isabella:So | dm not burning fifty pesos, |1 0dm buyi n¢

Nelly: No no no no no.
Isabella: OK, you want me to prove it?

Narrator: This is horror itself. Even the minor gods who inspire Oscar arengyatciunned
silence. |ltdéds the beginning of the end.

Isabella:F i ne, Il dm going to burn the fifty pesos.

Guillermo andOscar:No, no!
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Isabella:You want to | et me do this so yimmwho®ms pr c
selfish!

Isabella buths bill.

Narrator: Apedias faints and the Olympian winds dissolve her like sand, Heritrode bursts into tears
and becomes water. You candt see the fire, b
burning.

Nely:Youdre crazy!

Isabella: Oh.. Now | dm crazy, when you begged me to d
Oscarsl di dndt beg you to do anything.

Isabella:Youdre a voyeur.

Nelly: Ar e you aware of what it is youdre burning,
OscarrOK, dondét cal l her that. You were egging h
Nelly: All because d shitty coat.

Oscar:l t 8s not a coat , itds trust! You said it
understand them until they start making sacrifices. Here! Bukethiékes money out of his wallet.)

Isabella: (Loving thi(pu burn it.

OscarNo, | dondt think | coul d.

Isabella:A hundred pesos. Burn 6em, go ahead.
Oscar:No, no. Not in a million years.

Isabella: OK, give him a smaller bill, maybe he can do it with something smaller.
Guillermo: Yeah, we have to make space. Burn a two peso bill and see how it goes.
Oscarsl dondt have two pesos.

Guillermo: Ok, ok, Nelly, can you lend me ten pesos in small bills?

Nelly:1 & m telling you you owe me a hundred and fi
to him so he can burn them!

Guillermo: Exactly.

Nelly: This is crazy. This is evil. This will baigphed.
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Guillermo: Not at all. You just burned fifty pesos. So now | only owe you a hundred. Burn another
hundred and | wondt owe you anything.

Nelly: You want me to burn my money so you wonodt
mu c h ? | @&ing anyarioneya u r

Guillermo: Fine, give it to her.

Isabella:1 loved doing it.

Nely:Because the money isndét yours!
Isabella:l t s mi ne. You gave it to me and | burned
Nelly:1' t s not your s! Wheredd money come from, h

( She meVhnetthenbodn e g ¢ 60 Her mi sspoken question han

Oscar:(ScramblingaWwg | | € you gave it to her, I tds hers.
kept it and bought a blouse or something.

Nely: We d6r e mi xi ngeegerytasngwuph money, dignity
hundred and fifty, what business is it of yours what | do with the money you owe me. | can give it to
her to burn if | want to.

Isabella:Now | d6m the bl ack hol e, huh?

Guillermo: (To Isabell®ya i t , donot burn that hundred pesos
(Isabella gives them to Oscar, Wwill you lend me a hundred pesos? | give them to Nelly, now | only
owe you fifty, and you give them to Isabella to burn. Done.

Isabella: Here itgoes!

They all watch, moved, as the bill burns.

Guilermo:That 6 s amazi ng. Do you have any more?
OscarWel | yes, but | dondt thinkée

Isabella: Burn it, burn one yourself, Oscar.

OscarBut | only have hundredsé

Guillermo:Gi ve me one armomthd cofled guyg ¥ou gugshwanhcofiee? f

Oscar:Y e a h , |l 6d have one now.
Isabella:l & | | have an espresso.
Guillermo:1 61 I be ri ght back (Eiswchagdéthelbil)our n al | t he
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Nelly: You people are crazy.
Oscar:That could be.
Guillermo enters with a government document hidden under his sweater.

Guillermo: Hey! How much does it cost to get a form stamped? Three thousandbhesssthe
documerntburned it!

Oscar:What did you do?
Guillermo: | burned it!
Oscar:Where did yoget that?
Guillermo gestures outside.
Oscar:And what was it?

Guillermo: Beats me! Paperwork, bureaucracy.

Dscar experiences a profound, sudden angui sh.
Oscar:N o . No. You dond6t wunderstand.

Guillermo:1 t 6 s | i hkee thdusandmpeésosg t

OscarrNo! | tds not | ike that. You wanted to burn
Somebondy 6 s

Guillermo:1 t s t he same t hing, Dscar .

Isabella:Now t he dudeds going to show uwpreeasking f ol

Oscar:A hundredpesob i | | is the same as any other hundr
as the money iitds worth. We have to have a
bureaucracy the conveyorwdoesabt benli Wibhbgout
mi ni mum of all this you can only manage bears

you with a stick, | break into your cave to attack your family, anybody can get away with anything
b ecaus e omthetdoks argvihsere.

Isabella:OK, you dondt have to go crazy about it el

OscarrThe thing is thereds Apmrenlyaa guyda Igiok ¢ enhifs
started here. They were reduseitadf;the guy was pissed off amqmened some files and took out a

random folder. Oh god, when we found out!! I s
a client comes in. He brings me the file numb
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not thereanymorel wale up, | go to the office, and everyone who comes up to the counter has the
face of the guy in the dream.

The Client enters, transfigured. As i f he wer
Oscar: | know sooner or | ater heds goi ngasktfsm c ome
number 56055/89.

Pause. Oscar and the Client look at each other in silence. The Client looks at his file. He could very we

Isabella: | may not have been working here very long, but | want to thank you guys because even
with our ups ad downs and all that, | still think you guys are good people, and the truth is this is a
job Ii ke any other job, and you have tql |live
have nothing to complain aboiirausd.want to tell everylaby : |l dm going to repo

The Client, or the ghost, smdestsatedly and leaves.
Oscar:What?

Isabella:l 8 m going to report you. You burned gover
unrecoverable property.

Nelly: And who are you going to report us to?

Isabella: (Very aggressive, re: the stamp she ceasélessly guards.yv what t hi s i s, o
what this is?
Guillermo: St o p, stop, | sabel l a. Howdre you going t ¢

Isabella: Trivial?

Guillermo: We were all togete r é

Isabella:Dondét include me.

Nelly: And me neither.

OscarHe 6s not wel |, | sabell a. He got bitten!
Isabella:l m going to report him.

Oscar:If you have to report someone, report me.

Isabella:OK, both of you, | & m g odisarigiinatedasedeompreligian. b ot h
Guillermo:1 am not J/ é!

Oscar:Wait, Isabella sweetheart, why are you going to report me?

Isabella:You di dndt stop him.
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Oscar:Neither did you.

Isabella:That s not my | ob.
Silence.

Oscar:And what is your job?

Silence.rRaps nobody knows.

Oscar:What is it?

Pause.
Isabella:Ha h, you guys believed me? | wasndt going
Guillermo:Oh my god youd6re a bitch. |l shit a brick

Isabella: Anyway how can | report you guys, the reports all go to Lydia!

OscarLydi aé Ha ha. Oh, that was a scare.

Isabella: All righty. You want to go get a drink, Nelly? Or we gonna keep burning money?

Nely:Let s go to happy hour, that pub on Mayo A\
Guillermo:No, wait, |l etds burn a |little more money.
Isabella and Guillermo exit.

Oscar: Nelly, you think in the end your brother might have been right? That thing he said about
Lydia?

Nelly: My brother?
Oscar:Yeah, youremember? Tha¢ i r d Chri st mas we spent at yourt

Nelly: Oh yeah, he brought thaté Korean girl é

OscarExactly, you remember? Theé Korean girl! W
of fices, and how one day | 6dé how one day 106d
He | ooks around the office with sudden terror
Blackout.

Scene change.
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t he

Why does every work of art become business?
Part 2. [BUSINESS]

previ ous CdorBnz ts shatsn hig noan, absdibed i ¢he computer. Nel

is taking care of finishing touches. Del Monico is dealing with some item in the kitchen, offstage. During
we see projected the chatroom conversation betweeririemzio and a virtual

NZvrtl10
GhostRider
NZvrtl10
GhostRider
NZvrtl10
GhostRider
NZvrtl10

GhostRider
NZvrtl10

GhostRider
NZvrtl10
GhostRider
NZvrtl10
GhostRider
NZvrtl10
GhostRider
NZvrtl10
GhostRider
NZvrtl10
GhostRider
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fkdup. my old man dates grlz

so?

no way im doing xms w/him

was it his trn???

yup. alredy told mom im not going
were was it gonna b?

friends ranch. escobar. evrbdy crzy oldOkéolk music. evrbdy shtfced. falling drunk
in the pool n we have to pull em out. drinkn naked til there clothes dry

rofi

i wish. ones a psycoanalyst. always the same blsatd like a lightblb. puts a
bottle on his head and dances some kindo calypso. ya wanna throw up. thinks hes mr
suaveee. stinkin drunk

whats calypso?
music

4 old people?
ya. srsly cheezy
dondt go

not on yr life. staying home

cool. we cn chat

there all comin here

old man 2?

yup

gross

10¢



NZvrtl10 gross gross

Narrator: |l tds Christmas eve of | ast yesawotagodde 0r e ¢
idea. But holidays are like that, they pervert things. Also, Nelly insisted. Because Nelly has a plan to
solve some of her fundament al probl ems- Most

husband, Robert.
Nelly: Robert, can | not asfou for a simple favor?

Del Monico: (From the kitchehgu 6 r e | eavi ng me al one with the
use this. Enzo!

Nelly:! donét know which end is the handle and wl
(Exits into #hkitchen.)

Narrator:Herexhnus band i s a phil osophy professor. Hi s
him come out of that door in a few moments. He once wrote a short book and managed to get it
published: a reading of Hegel, a teaching text imaora tritical one, which wound up being adopted

by a fair number of high school teachers. It seems that Hegel is complicated.

Nelly and Del Monico are arguing in the kitchen.
Nelly: Everything is complicated for you!

Nelly comes back in with plaigs of fo

NarratorrBut the |l ittle book OHegel at the School h
called himself by his surname, o0Del Moni cod6, |
to recognize him as the author of that littlekbpo a sensati on in the 80606s
greato.

Del Monico: (Appears. Struggling withthé knifieay be a man but that doe:
a kitchen utensil, I tds designed poorrsuffdingwo ma n ¢
father?

NarratorrHe now teaches philosophy in a girlsd pr

taught philosophy. When it happens, the subj et
theology.

Del Monico: Enzo! Caryou unhook yourself from the computer for a second and help set the table?

Narrator: The extent to which this hidden catechesis can be tempered depends on the ability of the
teacher.

From his room, Enzo replies something we dond
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DelMonico:0 A dPcRre you kidding me? What do you me
youdr e gon r{He starts to page tleraugh thk instruction manual of the electric knife.)

Narrator: He has hi s g iOn the Origiredd Spec@mrr emissatvdsy wrgng and 6
fall acious booké

Del Monico: (about the instruction manbal.)s i s t he worst ever €
Narrator:ré but t hey read it from A to Zé
Del Monico:1l 6ve read the entire thing.

Narrator: € ma k i n g bkisCatlolic highasthool girls have the personal tools to refute any
mystical explanation of our origin.

Nelly:But did you stick the pokey thing in theée?
Del Monico: Yes, Nelly, | stuck it in.

Narrator: And he secretly introduces his schoolgirls to Maokis¢gts via his famous little book on
Hegel, smack there in the place where Marx is a forbidden word.

Del Monico: These things should be banned.

Nelly:1 t s super practical. |l won it saving up p¢
DelMonico:1 f 1t 0 s mecampetle tutkeygyoarkelf. c o

Nely:1 tol d you, |l dm scared of it.

Del Monico:Oh gr eat , I f somebodyds g o i(Exgstotthe kitbhanc)k o f
NarratorrThe fact is, his students ainastateefihdrmeat Cat |

explosion, ready to fly into a tizzy over any siroiegd professor who wears a pair of pants rather
than the habit.

As we | isten to Del Moni co cut the t wemiobe, N e
working.
Del Monico: ( Ret ur ns and waXalwt est iNlell | lyadwe f dutt i d et ted rf «
these days youdre all goiln@@mtgoomgred feil ed t o wtc uft re
in the Sun.

Narrator: Thething is that for three years now Robert has been having relations with some of his
pupils.
DelMonico:We 6 r e goi ng t dHefsits ily, tomfortablygoh the cbueh, thinking his thoughts
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Narrator: Robert can never resist the temptatidhese brazen creatures, connected to their magical

i Pods, who challenge him with their feline, \
categories. For the first time in his life, in this insignificant prep school, when he was least expectin
it Del Moni co has found his place in the wo
phil osophy is a senior class, so the girls ar:

amorous adventures will be found out. Aftesses are finished, they continue for barely a few weeks.
Nely:Robert é Are youé are you still seeingé umé’
Del Monico: Yes.

Narrator: And then thosepreni ver sity girls forget hi m. They
Sooner or later they all forget him: Christina Diaz Caprone, Maria Luisa Mendizabal, Sophie Vanini.
Sophie! And now, like every December, now that the school ye@isoRobert doesndt
to do to hold on to these warm, elusive girls, so nervous and so bold. How to hold onto them at least
until autumn, when classes begin again and a new set of anxious eyes appears behind scandalous banc
Seeing him and Nellygtee t her , It 0s i mpossi ble to imagine
common.

Del Monico andNelly: Enzo!

Narrator: OK: Enzo.

From his room Enzo replies something we dondt
Nelly: En z o, l i sten to your father s@gamthg.put on S 0 M«

Narrator: Nelly and Robert have a son in common, Enzo, barely younger than the creatures with
whom Robert abandons himself to pleasure in his studio apartment.

Del Monico: Is he doing OK?
Nelly: Beats me. Go find out.
Del Monico: Wh 'y d o nodeal wythohum. g

Narrator: Robert deeply loves his son Enzo. However the system that allows him to only see Enzo
on the occasional weekend is ideal for Robert to dedicate himself to his treegeddokession:
(Robert 6sChristnd, Mwihohseari agd) Sophi eé especially

Del Monico: (answers his Selbhie(Lowers his voice and continues talking with her.)

Narrator: Robert has been more and more absent, and by the time he noticed it, Enzo had become a
kind of cyberpunk emooi, lashed to the keyboard, unknown to anyone in the world except his virtual
friends on the networ k. Roé butwhattanh hed&abouhitPide s on
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makes efforts to feel | ess guilty. For exampl e
at the ranch of some friends in Escobar.

DelMonico:( We dve been heari ng dthonetsillyf Wharg dogauthisk of h
| dm spending Christmas?

NarratorrEnz o canot stand his fatherods friends.
Del Monico: (Onthephoned m st uck her e r e(Thexldugm)g t he Gr eek

Narrator: Enzo told Nelly they were a bunch of-peticlaimd intellectuals who got messily drunk
within five minutes.

Nelly: Did you chop up the turkey?

Del Monico: (To NellyAs best | couldPhoneMy ex.( € Ye s . | 8dm spending Chr
son.( é Yeah, your age.

Nelly becomes visibly upset.

Narrator: S0 Enzo sai d no: he told Nelly who told L
available on such a fanfiigndly day, Robert insisted on spending Christmas with Enzo anyway.
Nelly decided theydd all spend it together.
Nelly: If you prefertospendi wi t h friends, go on, itds fine.

Del Monico signals for her to stop bugging him.
Nelly wanders around the house not really knowing how to stay busy.

Narrator: When Del Monico moved out, Nelly completely fell apart. She started to {aheetyti
medication, and to channel her grief into her work.

Nelly looks at Robert, checks to see if there are any messages on her phone, unpligethenree, plugs it
the radio, which explodes at an earsplitting volume, immediately turns it off. Walks around. Does nothi

Narrator:But the truth is that Nellyds work 1s 1ol
tells herselhers hleiofse ruepa dayn d og agientg agai n. That
going againo. But every time she sees him, sh

Del Monico: (Phondje too.

Narrator: Or maybe she | oves the | i f gingsthhfecdsdonthead wi |
Oscarthingt Nel | 'y | ooks i mp @dcaris adwbriker, and eventhdugh nBtiingo 6 s |
has really happened between them, Nelly enjoy:

l i fe up an(delgloy nmr etgean i .t 0o r labrdextq disguisesthetrie 0 n a't
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purpose of the evening, which is to display Oscar and her looking natural together, Nelly also invited
her brother Steeler.

Bell.
Nelly: Uch, Steeler!

She goes to thiedoor.
Narrator: St eel er | i ves far away, he6s a visual art
mystery. He makes conceptual art, 1tds been vy

not paint paintings.
Steeler apdi Chi enter. Steeler is carrying a present from the Duty Free. Steeler and Nelly hug affectio

NarratorrThey hug affectionately. But itds clear t
heds an eccentric.

Nelly: What did you bring mé®present?

Narrator: But it happens to be Christmas and Steeler is in Buenos Aires. Nelly thought that by inviting
more people, her projécbf showing herself and Oscar off to Del Mofiemuld seem more
natural . I dondt k n ow ytrealizimy this elecigion wsegbing,to hhave t I
catastrophic results. Letds hope for the best

Nelly opens the gift: a box of pasta.

Nelly: Noodles.

SteelerY e a h, I didndét know what you were going to
Nely: So youé Thereds t ur ksapposedhoado witdthig? f ood. What
Steeler:Whatever you want. Free country. Peronist but democratic. This is my new girl: Dai Chi.
Narrator: And Dai Chi is me.

Nely: Sheds much younger than you.

SteelerYou noticed? | 06ve got tamessigniretheClerege oroscopeh er .
right?

Nelly: Really? What sign?

SteelerHow do | know, Nel (SgesDel Modic, who id stillgalkingdoeboghie.s p e
Monico, my friend!

Del Monico makes a frugal gesture as he finsttgenhisledakes refuge in the kitchen.
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Nelly: Well because this is the year of the Buffalo.

Steeler makes some strange signs to Dai Chi. He imitates an animal.

Nelly: What are you doing? Is she deafe?

Steeler!l dondt think so. But | dondt speak Korean

Dai Chi smiles, nods several times, puts her hands together as if praying, and then murmurs some syll:
tongue.

Dai Chi: Tawkee orresaymee.

Dai Chi wrinkles Beout and acts as though she were nibbling a nut. She emits indecipherable syllabic ¢
Nelly: What 6s she saying?

SteelerMm.

Nelly: But you guys can understand each other?

Steeler:Squirrel. No.

Dai Chi: Lat. Rittle LAT.

SteelerRat, s h®lbsdsayi mat .

Nelly: Ah, the most intelligent sign. The rat was the first animal to reach Buddha.

Dai Chi Says something in Korean that sounds dang8twmesly dbs# taffing!

Nelly: Robert, hang up and come say hi to my brother!

Steeler:(Low.)Did you invite him or did he just show up?

Nelly: Enzo insisted on spending Christmas with his father, what do you want me to do.
Steeler:You could have warned me.

Nelly: Is this the books?

Del Monico enters from the kitchen.

Del Monico: (Atensewa®9 ? Howds it going?

Pause.

Steeler:Fine.

Del Monico: Merry Christmas.

Pause.
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Steeler:Yes.
Del Monico: (Crosses to Dai Chi, offers hiBdlavdnico, pleased to meet you.

Dai Chi is startled by this large hand so closhesbtvweiadren, retreats and performs some Asian reveren
l'tds all unf ortunate. Mur murs something in pu

Dai Chi: No-poka tedee! Mudda fukka!

SteelerThat s my girl friend. SMeothdt K@gredarn.o oS hd ols:
thinké

Del Monico: ( Doesndt baélwihaweh ame |waqgridcd adf siitnicleut Dai C
opts to play along with the game in a ciibzednvay.)

Dai Chi: Fo-rean.

SteelerHer name is Dai Chi.

Dai Chi: Dai Chi.

Del Monico: Oh how nice. How do you say Merry Christmas in Korean?

Dai Chi: Tu ply-cee.

Steeler:No idea.

Del Monico: OK, Merry Christmas.

Nely: They dondét celebrate Christmas there.

Dai Chi: Tuuu plycee.

Nelly:Enzo! | d mouragain! t el | i ng

Dscar emerges from Enzods room. They all | ook
Steeler:You grew up a lot since | last saw you.

Oscar:Hi. No! (Introducing himgasichr. Oscar Castrilli.

Steeler:Castrilli? This isim? Your new boyfrien@lakes a vulgar gesture. Oscar is startled.)

Nelly:Oh pl ease, no, heds a friend.

SteelerOh wow sorry, pl eased to meet you, |l dm St e
Oscar:Nice to meet you. Merry Christmas.

Del Monico: (Introducing himself very fddelailohico.
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Pause.

SteelerDondt tell him your | ast nameé | tds creepy
All at once.

Nely:He uses his | ast nameé He wrote this book t
Del Monico:A book on Hegel, itds not a big deal é

Nelly: Of cour s e, on philosophy, he goes by his | :
SteelerA book oné oné

Del Monico: (To Oscat.)d m En zHegel§ odHadgel 6 was to Steeler.)

Oscar:Yes of course. The dad.

Del Monico: Y e a h , Enzobés grown now, he understands t
Oscar:What?

Del Monico:Wel | , now that Enzodsé how old is Enzo,

Nelly: How bout keep track of it yours¢lfo Oscaiyhat do you have there?

OscarWel | you seeé
NarratorDscar is so solid as to be boringée
OscarrThe truth is | did everything a bit wrongé

Narrator: Rather taciturn.
Oscarsl wanted to bring a Christmas present, but

Narrator: Sensitive, but slightly gdious.

Nelly: What?

Oscar:We | | I bought him a book, but then | saw &
heart to give it to him, I 61 1 return it.
SteelerHe 6 s not that mature. What is it?

DelMonico:o The Snake who was Opaqueo.

Nelly:But st hmatcthi | drendsd booké

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 11€



Oscar:OK , yes, but itds a sweet ideaé | tds abou:
through her(PauseAnd for exampls he | i es in front of a stick,
doggyé And wants to pick up the stick but can

Dai Chi: Beechy sakey pakey.

OscarrNo, the snake isn6t a bad person, itdés jus
Nelly: Ah. OK, d oucaéntretumat.r r y, Yy o

Oscar:Y e a h , l 61 | buy him something moreé | dondt
Nely: Do we want to sit down? Whatos Enzo doing i
Oscarrédi al ogui ng?

Del Monico: Youmeardo me s sagi ngo6?

OscarMmé He and his friends are typing things.

Nely: Theyodre not friends. They dondt even know ¢

OscarWow. Theydre dialoguing |like they know eac

Steeler:They are friends. Friendly little voices of binary codeydradl that have trareswded the

pestiferous flesh. | wish | had a million lirked f r i ends . | dm going to op
off as a tortured teenager with an ecological conscience, see if | catch anytliihg ipdadiuces

Oscar to Dai Chihis is Dai Chi, myesh and blood girlfrien.tHe a d s i n Emeo, Eanwow 8 S r 0
open an account for your uncle the snob?

Oscar:Hello, pleasure to meet you.

Dai Chi performs some obeisance and laughs hysterically for a longish while, whichydigtogserts everyb
in Korean that seem to be other things, for example:

Dai Chi: Udda mudda fukka no poka!

Nely: Sheds Korean.

Oscar:Ah.( He doesndt understand if this is a joke
Nely: Guys, Steeler says sheds Ké&drean, she doesn:¢
Dai Chi: Data sowyke boofrsheep.

Oscar:Ah.

Suddenly Dai Chi hands out little cards to everyone. They seem to be some kind of Pokémon.
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NarratorrMay be this is a good time to clarify the
you what | ws told, but | might not have all the information. Robert never much liked Steeler. He is
pretentious and arrogant, but the worst thing was the books. In 1989, Steeler presented a work in the
OYouth for Democracyo6 Bienni al

Dai Chi offersthemcardethahs t o bear characters, selecting c
or what. She gives Dok, N&hnlek&GhivéHdgmerstp erca |

Oscar:Oh, look, how nice.
Nelly: It must be her buséss card.

Oscar:All these little drawings.

NarratorrEver ybody was young once. And so was Arge
Nelly:Oh | ook, mine is different. Theydre so pr et
OscarWait, 1611 give you my card.

Oscar looks in his wallet and gets out a business card.

Gives it to her.

Dai Chi doesndt understand what sheds been of
She raises Dscards card to her mouth.

Narrator: The Berlin wall had just come down, everywhere you looked there was an indefinable
effervescence. In the end, his piece was very commented upon. Hostile reviews appeared in
newspapers. It was a performance in which Steeler himself, seated on a $taghmeedsl of
philosophical texts and then threw them in the fire.

Nelly: What 6s she doing?
Dai Chi |l icks the card and discovers itods not

Narrator: A pile of two hundred philosophy diks. Steeler would open one randomly, select a
fragment, read i1t to the auditorium, and then
started a fire with lighter fluid and charcoal.

Dai Chi: Rick! Rick! Handsnowf! Sukkit beech!
Oscar:Oh, they must be sweets.
Nelly: How original!

They |l ick them. Long pause. Nelly and Dscar t
she mimes licking the card and putting it on the back of her hand, thus tnendfevkimg tveéhrdagght
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at the image on the back of her hand. We may understand the meaning of this sequence of gestures,
and Del Monico do not.

Narrator: The performance lasted all day, from 10 to 6. Steeler only took one five ewkute br

eat a hot dog (the hot dog was much discussed), and then around four in the afternoon, instead of
single pages Steeler started throwing entire
to the flames.

Dai Chi: Foto?
Dai Chi takgshotos of them licking the cards.

Narrator: The polemics and insults Steeler received were great for his career, and suddenly he became
part of certain neoconceptwualist art circles.
understood why.

Del Monico: This is paper.
Nelly: Of course, they must make it with rice pap:¢

Narrator: Cultural institutions the world over began to commission works. Steeler received
scholarships and traveled widely. He endedngpil Zurich. Or Basel.

Oscar;sl t s ki nd ofé mentholated, is it?

Narrator: The point is that most of these books belonged to Del Monico. One day, Steeler had come
to Nelly and Robertds house and askeadktheno borr
He didnoét mention he was going to burn them.

Dai Chi wants to take a photo of Del Monico, but he declines.
Del Monico: 1 t 0 gHe takek the card out of his mouth and throws it in the garbage.)

Narrator: Some of the books had been signed by friends,-digifeends, by some university
professor, he said. They were irreplaceable.

Nely: OK, thatds enough. Very tasty, you.
Dai Chi bows her head. Then she sits to look at the photos sahwrhttle Asia

Narrator: Included were the complete works of Heidegger in hardcover with burgundy cloth lining.
Steeler never apologized. Del Monico asked him several times to give back his books. Steeler always
replied evasively and then left the countryn@utt was Christmas, and Steeler had come home. As

had Del Monico. Everyone had come home.

Steeler enters carrying the sleeve of a shirt, apparently violently torn off. He also has a bit of blood on

SteelerLet s see i f this can be sewn back on.
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Nely: That 6s Enzods new shirt.

SteelerYou dondt know what we got into. Hedl | t el
Nelly: What were you doing?

Steeler:Nothing. Just dicking around. Is dinner ready?

DelMonico:You want t o eputtlhseWogles dnahe &éiré? y o u

Nely:Drop it, wedre not eating the noodl es.
SteelerCour se not , i f t hB sesodsly eat thémesomegthey ime ¢ fou f f .
want , l &m not bringing them back.

Del Monico: (With heavy iroihyg |, no, take the Ronzoni back i f
green bean casserole and tynkgiyt?

Steeler:Right. Did you bring anything for dinner?
Del Monico:Doesndt matter. Now that you mention it,
Steeler:Maybe. Between Buenos Aires and Montevideo. | have a little project there.

Del Monico: Oh, Montevideo, how lovely. Could | ask you something else, could you please give me
back Volume | of the Complete Works of Heidegger that you took in 19897

SteelerCour se. 1611 give it to Nelly.

Del Monico:You dl | give it to her ?utYght® The haodoovet wite o n e
the nice burgundy cloth lining?

Nely:Pl ease | etds not start up with the book r ol
DelMonico:They o6got burnedé6?

Nelly: Can we try to make peace. Or go outside and fight a dueis Butrthh house.

Del Monico: Your house? This y@uhouse?

Nelly: (Confronting himg f ar as | d mnabhies tios umydehcuaed, Ye:
whoever | like(To OscaQscar, have a seat. And thanks for talking to that friend ef almuut
getting Enzo a new passport.

During all this, Dai Chi has taken a yogurt out of her bag and is eating it with her fingers.
Del Monico: A new passport?

Nelly:1 6ve been telling you for two mont hsd t hey |
you told me youdd take care of 1t. Well fine,
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Oscar:Sur e . |l tds not hard for me, some of the gu
Del Monico: Why does Enzo need a passport? Is he leaving the country?
Nely: You know what, Robert? I f you only came to

Del Monico: | came for Enzo, and now it woul d seem
even know where to.

Steelerl told him if he wanted he could come see
Del Monico:Oh fine then, if itds to visit his wuncle
SteelerBasel.

DelMonico:é hi s uncle the pyromaniac, no probl em!

SteelerMm. |l woul dndt go that far. Burning things
to burn so we could lheere eating turkey and being what we are.

Dai Chi throws the yogurt container on the floor. Nobody dares say anything.
SteelerAndyouDs car ? Dondt you burn things? Youdve n

Oscar:No o, | 6ve al ways hra @©h, Naly dichyouchkar whathapeeoed tof o r
Lydia?

Nelly: To Lydia? No, what?

Oscar:Oof , you (@ooStedldrokeaguailro NellyYou know how they transferred her
to Alsina because the Virrey Cevallos office burned down?

Nelly: Yeah.
Oscar:Can you believe, yesterday Alsina burned down.

Nelly: No! The poor thing! Twice in a row!

OscarWel | é kind of three ti mes, because shedd cc
there was some kind of short in the electrica
Steelerl t 6s her . She burns the offices.

Oscar:Pardon?

SteelerNot hi ng. Just offering the most | ogical ex
into that turkey.

OscarrThe thing is, fire is uncontrollabl e. 't h
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Steeler: Depends in whose hands. It can be a greatly constructive force, if we dive into its
contradictory capacities. You know, Dscar, I

Del Monico: Did you really?

Steeleré yes é where basically fr ag mepolict readf puled me o1
from someé volumesé of phil osophy, and after
everyonedosod eyes.

Oscar:é and ?
Steeler:The philosophical idea lagteid this countrii no longer than it took to be read.
Del Monico: False, thedea lived on, printed in other copies of the same books.

Steeler:It was a representation. Like a painting. A landscape, but of morality. The represented object
in a painting stays frofeni t doesndt matter whether the act
mi rror image of the pai nhatflomgry meadow.whet her now

Del Monico: How lovely. So the flowery meadow mirroring your fabulous piece would be, oh,
Hei degger and Kanté now all rained upon of <co

Nelly offers Dai Chi some cheese cubes skewered with toothpicks in a iétsesat hestgetiogt @aiaChi
(it may resemble a Pok®mon villain that has b
a huge number of toothpicks.

Nely:Now t hat you say |l andscapeé Why did you st

Steeler | have an enormous <capacity for surpassin
representing altogether.

Del Monico:Aha. You dono6ét paint, you dondot writeé
Steeler:Words? No!

DelMonico:You dondét representé

Steeler try not to.

Del Monico: So what do you sell to these biennials?

Dai Chi: (Says something in Korean that seems amsheédigednd begins to fix the cheese cubes to
the branches of the Christmas tree as if they were snow.)

SteelerWe | | é |t get s ham tbextricaterodesel aom dhe fetishism ofriie a
commodity é

DelMonico:éand still figure out how to sell it
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SteelerMm. Il ddm a survivor . You have to |ive on so
Del Monico: Fine, on grants. Subsidies.

Steeler:Subsidies? Please! A cheap td#WAcoins cultures toss artists so we can show them what
road to follow.

Del Monico:A cheap toll ? Wow. | 6d have been del i gh
continue my work on Hegel.

Steeler:We all would have been delighted.
Del Monico:What s t hat supposed to mean?
Nelly: Nothing. Basta.

Del Monico:No, oObastadé with the bullshit. Check it
have one guy who burns books, and one guy who writes them. Tries to write them. Who do you think
gets walomed into the warm embrace of Culture?

SteelerAl right, i1 tds not that big a deal, | only
it.

Del Monico:Onl'y once? Wow, thatds great. And | only
Nely:And you did great, they read it in all the
Steeler candt avoid |letting out a cackle at t
adl i b something |ike 0Thatds the second editio

Nelly: Agh, what an animal!

DelMonicooWai t, |1 61 1 get (Bxiswthskiamen, really poeas to avadpenchang Steeler
Steelerl 6 m sorry.

Nely: Youdre an ani mal . Pl ease, Il dm asking you: (
Steeler! didndot start it.

Nelly: Then end it. Buy a handful of random books somewhere and give them to him.

SteelerBut doesnd6t he under st gtha they twveaetburtet ia allbheio k s r
glory? Can he be that meanthataive?

Nelly: Youdre a moron.
Oscar:What books?

Nelly: Nothing, my ex lent him some books and he burned them as a work of art.
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Steeler:Stop, Nelly, seriously. When you say itHéd sound like a monster.
Nelly: We | | I f you want to say it another way, go

SteelerYeah but i f thatds what happeneddawnR@ ber t |
never apologized, did I?

Steeler sees Dail@torating the tree with the cheese and indicates to her that the cheese is for eating. S
it off the tree. He indicates that no, it should be eaten from the hedgehog. Dai Chi begins to carefully ti
back from the trdeetb@dgehog. In her mouth.

Nelly:! donét want any more drama. Come here, Dsc
pants, wedll get you out of these, I 611 dry t
Oscarsl t 6s fine, we dondt need to.

Nelly: You &6 r e n o tristrsap ia mydhousegwittQoissy pants.
Oscarsl t 6s only a |little water.

Nelly: Enzo! See if you can lend Oscar some fatsi d pus hes Dd®mndgaou,listemt o En
her e, l ook in my eyes. Wedr e g¢gonrmahellhgtimapgiriup t h
Korean? You think we were born yesterday?

SteelerD a i Chi ? Sheds Korean.
Nelly: Please, Steeler. Koreans are from Asia.

Dai Chi seems to understand that theyo6re talk
emmugh. She gets up in an extremely Western manner, as if she were ending the scene, and fed up, |
and leaves for the kitchen shouting indecipherably.

Steeler(Trying to calm her down, maybe in Germap taragyomegigit, darling(To NellySee what
you did?

Nelly: Fine, keep it up. Adults.

SteelerSh e 6 s (Rause3hawas adopted. By a Korean family. They found her abandoned. A
Korean husband and wife were on vacation, they found her as a baby on the beach. Theydasked arou
there on the beach, she didndét belong to anyb:«
a tsunami. Her biological parents probably died.

Nelly: Seriously?
Long pause.

Steeler:Hand to god.
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Nelly: Tourist parents?
Steeler shr&jence. If it were true, and it could be, it would be nothing to laugh about.

Oscar:( Emerges from Enzods r oom, wearing his own
which fit him quite snGggaj}, he loaned me some lil shorts.

Nely: Youdre not wearing those? Enzo!

Oscar:The long pants were all too small.

Nelly: So are those.

Oscar:| tried on everything.

Nely: Youdre not going t o s pe(BxdstoGihdranother pasr of paits.)e i n
Del Monico entetts avioll of paper towels. Sees Oscar. Is about to ask him something. Thinks better of i
SteelerRobert, 1 6d | i ke to apologize to you.

Del Monico-My goodness, OK. Thatds interesting.
Steeler:About the books.

Del Monico: Yes?

Steelerl é wel lapolodgizbat . |

DelMonico:And thatoés it? | meané | etds say for meé
| dondt accept your apologyé then I dm a son o
SteelerN o , I dondot t hink s oysiséthpatttjust mow, it enade ilsound , t F

like | burned your books like some totallyofithe-mill insensitive guy.

Del Monico: That is what happened.

SteelerMm. It was a piece of art.

Del Monico: To whom? To Culture? To Biennials?

Steeler:You lovel those books that much?

Del Monico: | adored them.

SteelerYou shoul dndt h(Bhe mextlinesroverlaphem t o me.

DelMonico:l di dndot | end them to youl! You see? Ther

Steeler:You lent them to mg¢To Oscate lent them to mel!
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DelMonico:l di dndt | end them to you! You didndot ev
SteelerObvi ousl| y. I didndét know what | was going
therfi OK, | flipped through thef and then | made them immortal. Oscar my friend, those were

years when people could still be scandalized by legible @iaidsl. Maco.Seen from another
perspective, which because of your personal a’

feel thankful to me.

DelMonico:Thi s is over. |l dondt want to fight.

SteelerBecause you dondt wanptwhochosbébvibuapygkogi d
little hard for me. You could say thanks, cou

Del Monico: Am | the only person who can see the potential for this to become really disagreeable?

Steeler:(to Oscal)i sagr eeabl e? Wh at sinee when dadwe alllhava i agreb?e
Not everything in the world can be agreeable. The whitietrgth contradictions. For that matter

af

the world i1isnodot even the wawodld And byttle svayatimat i d e o

construction is gerned by the logic of capital. Of money.

Del Monico: Not all worlds are.

Steeler:But this one, where you and | are having this conversation, is. The fact that money is

constantly tightening the threads of this construction we call the world is wdrydeyeactiorfas
Nelly is drying the pants on a fan, condoms and a lollipopfall onb aiotiterpplatais) no bean
casserole, no quest for beauty, can opt itself out of the cruel symptom of ideology.

Oscar:How is that?

Steelerl € see you in those shorts and contempl ate

Del Monico: No, no, no, pleas&o ahead, enlighten & Oscal) di dndt know t hi :

defend an argument in addition to being a pyromaniac.

SteelerDef end! Thatds a piece of cake. The hard tnh
|l tds pure postmar xi sm. Look: all around, post
Del Monico: Congratulations. Obviously you read those books carefully befovengalithem.
Steeler:ObviouslyTurn on the tap and what comes out?

Oscar:Water?

Nelly: Postmarxism, Oscar.

Steeler:Postmarxism(Gestures all around. Dai Chi comes back from Thes kichesphere of

ideology, gentlemen. There areideaslhel@e as ar e i nevitable. They co

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 12€



Oscar:All of them?

Steeler:All of them. They all have a blind spot spiked into their souls, a fatal flaw in their categorical
definitions.

Nelly:1 t 8s goi ng t o be nrhavdstartedhhe poto shladve wondt evel

SteelerExact |l y! Thatdés what 1 6m saying. Give me a
Whatever you want.

Dai Chi: (Sings, plugged into herpstBh h at 6-se. a mo r

SteelerWhat?

Dai Chi: Amore.

Steeér: What?

Dai Chi: Amore.

SteelerLove! Of <course. Love is a wuniversal i dea.
isndt it?

Oscar:Most beautiful word in the world.

Steeler:Beautiful! We all say it: love is great! Filial love. EroticSleve. u a | | ove. Wh a 't
gallery(indicates Del Morlicwg for friends(kisses Nelfgy family.(The tred¢:pve for art. Love for
little girls.(Nelly looks at Del Morfi@s. handsome youth@scar chok&elflove. (Steeler indicates

~

himelf) t 6s a di saster: itdos all gonna add up toc
occasionally designating its opposite.

OscarrBut -loswddé Thatds not | oveé

SteelerWhat is it?

OscarWe |l | é i tds narcissism.

Steeler(Feigning deféat)f , yes. And whatodés that? How woul d
OscarAn excessiveé |l oveé for oneself.

Steeler:Oh, love. It is love.

OscarOK | used the word buté

Steeler:Of courseyou used the word! We all use words and we forget that every word is actually an
enormous set that includes among its subsets concepts that signify the contrary. Same thing with any
ot her universal value. What evuesrt .y oBue aluitkye.. Whuast
what 6s horribleé
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Del Monico: Freedom.

SteelerF r e e(Blaése©ph, you nailed me, huh? Perfect. FreefldasitateN)o , | dm not sé
anything. Freedom is good. l sndt it?
Oscar: Yes.

Steeler:Global idea. Universal. Andt 6 s very good. We say: 00h boy
those poor people who dondt have their freedo

Oscar:Yes. Look at lrafOr Cu b a , right? 1 dve never been the

SteelerBut i tds f al se, iswmvarsadideano freeddmvhichdssso dodd! s e . T
contains morespecifideas, concrete examples of freedom: freedom of the press, freedom of
expressionée

DelMonico:Fr eedom t o burn someone el seds books in

Steeler:Absolutely!, freedom of commoer(which is also known as usury), freedom of religion (as
|l ong as you dondt want to wear a turban on an

you can see, it includes at | east ofihesglabalpect ,
freedom (o0religionéd), that refutes the univer
OscarrSo the real thing goes against the idea it:@¢
SteelerFor exampl e: the i deahatthahte 6as |dafbroereedr thoa ss eo
the market that suits him best. That fantasti
you in a pretty box | abeled o0freedomdé. This ui
veryoppesi t e concept: freedom. The box, by the wa

t he 01 o(vee el Mowde)klity,(re Nellyfamily,( put ti ng hi s sexaald on
repressioné Every §ToDegMoeidAl ydueideaswork likesthgloiOscar.) t hat .
And all words are ideas. OK, Oscar. How many hours a day do you work?

Del Monico: How many do you?
SteelerNo n e . | 6ve opted out. But | etds check this
Dscar doesnmedteratedaltlo laisk ea bodianbgorrer 6.

Oscar: Listen: lamfree to sell my own work on whatever market suits me best. For example, if |
decide to walk out of my officeé

SteelerWhere do you go?

Oscar:To another division.

3 0r, at the time of this translation, perhaps Syria. Update as needed.
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Steeler:Oh, youaréree!
Oscar:Yes, arckegtadchnical 6 have asked for me more

SteelerAt t hi s point I dm not sure 1 f 1 tds the shc
(Pauserhe very work you sell on your free market is the enslavement of the laborer to capital.

Oscar:Fi ne, i f you guys dondt want | wondt say a
Del Monico: And you, do you even know what a laborer looks like?

Steeler:(LaughsNo, but | always pictured him more or l@sscribes Ogba)height, balding,
wearing hot pantseée

Oscar:| thought we were allowed to have an opinion.

SteelerMh . OFreedom of opinion6. Of course youdre
wedbre all wunited by this primal trauma.

Dai Chi: (Says something that souhtsrikefutu menny peenheeah.

SteelerWe use words, we believe theydre universal
best, basically words are our alibi! And we justify this sneaky and reprehensible move via the abstract
universalidéao f r eedom. 6 roldats.gnaw | i ke

Dai Chi: Lat! Rittle Lat!
Steeler:We gnaw our words.
Del Monico: Some gnaw harder than others.

Steeler:Well no, some have more sucdkas others. But everybody gnaws. He does, she does,
everyone does. The brilliant winners and the born [&eitshing referents quickly to avoid getting punched.
Who live off of Swiss government subsidies.

Oscar:What | think is, maybe we should find another word fortbessb | ed o0fr eedomd o f

Steeler:N o . Error. The e xtha all those freedoing have thd saresnantegeinr r i f
factt hah@és basi s of t h eothinyweusyalty thiokf of ag freedera, dvitiam the
cheapest dictionary in the world can define.

Oscar:So the dictionary lies.
SteelerHoo-ha!
Oscar:Wer@ really gonna have to find another word.

SteelerLook out, youdre starting to get excitede
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OscarWhy shoul dndt | ?

SteelerHey dondt get me wrong, itds fabul ous. Thi
going like this, one ofthedeay s youdre going to show up at yo
Or this dimwitds going to thank me for burnin

DelMonico:l di dndt | oan them to you. Anhdiregydope bur ne
smokng posthippy douchebag. Or are you gonna tell me that eyebrow piercing had opted out of the
symptom of ideology?

Steeler:(unfazedjo. | burned them because, exactly liké ytike our new friend Oscar in his

hotpantf | 6 m trying toThatokwdrod tthat Iwomd@t i n the
Del Monico: A h youdre an artist! Of cour se. How wc
anything.

Steeler:There are a couple things | give a fuck about.
Del Monico: Not words.

Steeler:Well that might be true

Del Monico: And not my philosophy books.

Steelerl di dndét know how much they meant to you.
you, the more sense my piece should have made
You di dn dthat ®teley. me e a

Del Monico: | wasnot i nvited.

Steeler:A h . Oh. We | | um, | O mé I donot know. That
apologize again.

Del Monico:l woul dndét have gone i n any case.

Steeler:Fantastic. Nelly, are we going to Batly, are you OK?

Nelly: No . I candot t ak gTodal Mdnicba)viteds/a dooEmzb. Batfas ybuhcans .

see, | m getting my |ife going again, so now I
to go spend Christmas alooe;, wi t h one of your schoolgirls, |
explain it to your son when heds old enough t

Del Monico: What?
Oscar:What?

Nelly:1 dondt know what exact t yopréttledaiflfriends. 8&ohyo m y o
brother is right.
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SteelerNel | yé No é
Nely:He ds right about (ERits, varylupset.y . Freedom sucks.
Pause.

Narrator: Nobody has much more to say. This sort of thing happens at Christmas.

Del Monico:Per fect. This i1s the thing. I l ove a gir
she i s. But I |l ove her. Ri ght (to Swerfor exdimplee |1 6 m
punching you in the face, |l ©&m al so thinking al

universal idea. It is particular, and concrete, and instead of wasting my time here whilesog ass
tweets and looks atpoin6 m gonna c¢cross this fucking city,

gonna drag her from the family table and | dm
Sanctuary.
Steeler:(Wants to respond to Del Monico, but his telefgthgne virge) me . Il tds the

Montevideo Biennial.

Dai Chi explodes into tiny hysterical applause, and goes to sit at his side.

Narrator: The next day things always return to square one.

Steeler( Gesturing to Del SkcbreliokYes, How are youhMedryl Christmas! wi t

Dai Chi searches among various absurd objects in her purse and finally passes him a daybook bearin
calculations. Steeler speaks on the telephone but maintains a stranggestetasonithf kggns and

NarratorrBut not yet. This magi cal hour is stild]l [
slowly, painfully die.

SteelerRi ght . | 6ve been calculating how much 1t w
Narrator: Words areat ont r adi ct or vy, and say what theydre
opposite.

Steelerl t s not good business.

NarratorrBecause words arendt sound.

SteelerN o . I dondt think youdre going to be abl e
Narrator:They arendét noi se.

Steeler: think you should call someone else.

Narrator:They arendot wusef ul

Steeler:No.
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NarratorrThey arendt beauti ful

SteelerYoudre not gonna be able to.

Narrator: They have no purpose.

SteelerNo, the piece itself isnd6t complicated. Bu
Narrator: Words are at best our way of existing in the world.

Del Moni co sees that the grand exi t gdiséiSabat,ann o
thinks about saying goodbye to Enzo, but changes his mind and leaves.

Steeler O K, i f you want |81 explain it. You have
first theydll talk a bit & .| Tchaant speanrdt 8yso uc hseoanp
thing is that at a certain point in the discussion, they start to burn money.

Dscar, who was about to slip quietly into Enz
room.

Steeler:Yes real banknotes.

Dai Chi undergoes strange contortiéns oféatixi ¢ | aught er. Sheds a Tasn

~

SteelerThat 6 s t (hé&Nopthas bolbereal monéyé Wait wait wait wait. If an artist asks

you for oils and you offer him tempera, vdues that make yo(?é No. Why? My piece will cost

you exactly the amount of moéVeeyl |yéo undor,e iptr edpoaers
sense to do it with that |little. Il wondt put

Dai Chi: To-donto!

Steeler:l can do it in Toronto, they want to burn three times thathflow muchiHe makes a sign

to Dai Chi. ShedeclNes.) | dondét know. It doesndt (£peak t
What laws of supply and demand? Pleasesdo come to me with that, i
piece is not a produ¢t.é) dondt know why Toronto offered t
about therealvalue of this piece. Not a pair of Cartesian axes, go argue about that with your

bookkee p e r . Li sten, I me a n, I dondét know what ki
accountanf, €K, wel |l wedre negotiating, right?
Blackout.

Scene change.
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Why does every religion become superstition?

Part 3. [SUPERSTITION]

Thediningroo@@l i na and Ramirods house. A feverish b
to the babyds room.

The first thing we hear is an intense, persistent rain. Then the Narrator.

Voice of the Visitor (off)Many more than two thousand yea@ as we are told in Exodushe
Pharaoh of Egypt, Tutmosis lll, was holding the Chosen People captive. The Jews implored him to
let them return to the promised land. But the Pharaoh refused.

The god of that people then rose into a patient rage. Airzeryamath.

And | ashed the Egyptians with ten terrible pl:
far as the subtle distinctions between tyrannies and democracies, so to simplify things and make a
great story of it, he not only punishedghiborn Pharaoh, but also the entire Jewish people. At

least with the first three plagues. With the other seven he protected his people and only punished the

Egyptians.

But how did he recognize his people?
How does one recognize a people?

Ramiro and Diana enter, dying of laughter, soaked to the skin. The Visitor enters with them, a very si
wi || never wind up becoming compl etdenjapdthear t o
forgotten. He is often about to speak and thinks better of it. Ramiro is completely and comfortably awar
Celina not yet.

Ramiro: But who the heck was she? Did you know her?

Diana: No, no. | must have met her at some pbini,t sheds crazy.
Ramiro: | cannot believe that happened.

Diana: Oh please, she was just messing with you!

Ramiro: Messing? No, no, nbswearwith a hand puppet gebtitedallpelieved

Diana: What a son of a bitch. She liked your book, andydumbcer | i ke a psychop
Celina appears from the babyds room. Very pre
Diana:Ah, Celina, your husbandds a jerk.

Ramiro: Not news to you, my darlir(@rosses to give her a kiss, eventually kisses her on the forehead.)
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Celina:You guys are soaked.
Voice of the visitor(off) Like a sigh.

Diana:l t s raining |ike 1itds the | ast time itoll

Voice of the visitor(off) It could be the last one. This storm. They say the first plague was released
by Aaron: he struck thveaters of the Nile with his rod, and all the great river ran blood. But the
Pharaoh refused to give the Jews their freedom.

Ramiro brings cocktails to Diana and the visitor.

Celina:How was it?

Diana:The book event? Very goodé¢

Ramiro: Total bore.

Celina: Did you sign a lot of books?

Diana:Of 0The Snake whotonwas Opaqued? A shit

Ramiro: | was only signing the old book, as usual, and it was going fine, | guess, until | got ambushed
by a muppet.

They |l augh | i ke crazw. wbhaltidrsa swarntusintyo | augh

Voice of the visitor(off) With the second plague, Aaron extended his hands over the waters, and all
Egypt was visited with a plague of disgusting frogs, with slimy skin and piercing eyes.

Celina signals to them to lower the golume;, g ng t owards the babyods bec

Ramiro:l s he asl eep? Sorry, you donot know what
everythingds | ovely, | &m tal king my head off
transparent snake, she goes here, she goes there, but if shegtopsinsf s omet hi ng vy
it because shebd6s opaque, anyway a ton of peop
|l i ke 1'dm some kind of god, poor kids!, the go

up, akindofShariLews wi t h a hand puppet é

Diana:Thi s disgusting frogeée

Ramiro:ét hi s i mbecilic, this horrifying thingé
Diana:And this crazy bitchShkdabts tlsaug@Hiknghgt dm Hha
RamirooAnd sheds making the frog talk to me! é

Celina:Like aventriloquist?
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Ramiro:No. No.Li ke a giant talking turd! She was movV
| & m f r o ggnynamdsaahdd wantrto tell you that Ferchu and | loved your snake that was
opagque €o

Diana: And this asshole thanksj very seriously, putting on hi s
very much, Ferchuoé

Ramiro: (Asthefrog)Woul d you sign our copy?6é6

Diana:And t he woman isnd6t talking to him, wonodt

Ramiro: That fucking bitch forced me to have a conversation with a sock frog!

Diana: No, a toad!

Ramiro: In front of everybody!

Celina:Candét win for | osing, huh?

Diana: All the kids lookingt hi m, heds stiff as a board, oh ¢
CelinaaWas Ferchu the frogds name? Or the womanos
RamirooHu h? Beats me! Sheds going OFerchudé, OFerc
Celina: OK, well | hope you were nice @ast.

Ramiro: Nice? Me?

Diana:He was al most <choking, poor darling. l dm t
author punches astonished puppeteer in the mi

Ramiro:Y e a h, that dd be a obse that jays théd doldem egydesfructs mu . Th
front of your eyes!

Doctor Carpio emerges f rcalldoctorhe babydds r oom. H
CarpiccEveni ngée

Ramiro: What happened?

Celina: Nothing.

Ramiro: Did something happen to the baby?

Carpio:N o . No, heds fine.

Celina: He was very squirmy and | called the doctor.

Ramiro: Why?
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Voice of the visitor(off): With the third plague, all the sands of Egypt became lice.

Celina:He was very squirmy.

Voice of the visitor(off) But the Pharaotil refused.

Celina: He had a fever. But by the time the doctor came he was already better.

Carpio:Y e s, heds fine. The 1| il tyke was probly a
Celina: | was scared.

Carpio:l't was good to call. B out. Canh hjestrgetéher JohrmoHerryy n gt
here?

Ramiro: Of course, of course.
Celinail coul dndot find the insurance emergency nu
Ramiro: | left it in the drawer with the bills.

Celina:Ye s , yes, I know, but | dondt kmoaw wehaetndh
answering your cell é

Voice of the visitor(off) With the fourth plague came the flies. All kinds of filthy flies.

Ramiro:l t was packed. Il had to turn it off, it we
Celina:Yeah | figured. But | also called you in t
Ramiro: | was doing an errand all morning.

CelinatAnd | tried toé What errand?

Ramiro:l t d o e s whéaterrandaGelina.

Celina:Yes it matters!

Ramiro is quiet. He goes to his briefcase and pulls out the invisible paper from Act | and places it on
contained violence.

Ramiro: Here it is. | spent the entire morning bouncing from one ¢ffithe next. They had a great
time denying me that magical stamp. You know what | did in the end?

Celina:Ah. Wel | |l called you to find out the numb
RamirooNo, no, the thifPausidedpgomodi dmdbucahktwmer k-
Capio:l dondt know. Which company?

Celina:l just looked in the yellow pages.
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Ramiro: Ah. There are doctors in the yellow pages?

CelinaaTherebds everything in the yell ow pages.
Ramiro: Ah.

Celina:l called the closest guy.

CarpiocYes, wel | I &m not that c¢close. The office a
Celina:Ug h, I made him come all t he way fromé whe
Carpio: Me? Belgrano.

Celina: (on the verge of tégiisyvhat a long trip for nothing, in all this.rai

CarpiooDondét worry about iit, it was good to calll,
check with your pediatrician. So you just cheer up, little lady.

Celina:Yes, yes.

Ramiro: Thanks.

Carpio: OK.

Pause.

Ramiro: How much do we owgou?

Carpio: Seven hundred pesos.

Silence. Nobody wants to say anything about the astronomical figure.

CarpiooMake sure he doesndét get too hot, and take
Ramiro: Yes. Um... just a sec.

Checks in his pants pockistspmkied suit jacket.

Voice of the visitor(offfWi t h t he fi fth, the | ivestock died.
Celina:l dondét have it.

Voice of the visitor(off) The camels.

Diana: Well how much are you short?

Voice of the visitor(off) The cows, theheep.

RamirooNo, wai t , | 611l go get some cattl e.

Diana: Some what?
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Ramiro: Some cash. At an ATM.

Diana:l n t his rain? Youdre crazy.
Ramiro:Al ri ght, wel | I 61 1 pay you back | ater.
Diana: How much do you need?

Ramiro:Mmé | have a hundred and thirty.

Diana: | have five hundred pesos here. They gave me an advance on the distribution at the book fair,
so in any case this week wedd have to pay you

Ramiro:Ah . Wel | i tds mine then. thidesupposedmworkPheyer goi
laugh. Tothe do¢tdd.)m s eventy short.

Doctor Carpio is unmoved.

Voice of the visitor(off)For the sixth, Moses took ashes from an oven, threw them into the sky, and
God sent them back to earth as itching boils, ulmbdeath.

In rhythm with the previous speech, the visitor takes seventy pesos out of his pocket and puts them on
Ramiro: Oh great. Here you go, doctor.

CarpiooOh, thanks for the change. I 61 1 need it fo
Ramiro:Ri g ht , t hrmeotgbirsgxoibe abl¥ to bad one in this rain. Can | call one for you?
Carpio:l f youdd be so kind.

Ramiro: Yes of course. Just a Sdoves to the side to call a taxi.)

Voice of the visitor(off) With the seventh, the heavens were brought low: rdiridgianing and
fire. The sky rained fire mixed with ice. And yet the Pharaoh refused to believe.

Celina: Did you eat?

Diana:No, some teeny sandwiches at the fair, the
Voice of the visitor(off) With the eighth came the locusts.

Diana:Thirty sausages on toothpicksé

Voice of the visitor(off) The locusts devoured everything in their path.

Diana: They last about a second.

Voice of the visitor(off) The Pharaoh saw famine looming over his subjectstilBug refused.

Celina: We can heat something up.
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Diana:N o , Il tds fine, dondét worry about it. | hav
Celina:How are you going to go, in this rain?
Diana:l1 61 | cal l another taxi. Ramir o, ask them f

Ramiro: (Still on the pho®&.,) sorry, can you make it two® Yeah, same address. How long will
thatbe? € ) lehgAv é No, no, send them anywéiangs ug.)t & | | be | i ke half

Nobody says anything. The atmosphere is unbearable.

Celina:O K, | &1 | heat up the | amb a bit.

Nobody says anything.

Celina puts a pot on the stove. Then gses int
head.

Voice of the visitor(off)With the ninth, God by now fed up sent darkness. For three consecutive
days the sun refused to shine on Egypt. The darkness was so thick you could touch it with your hands.
But the Pharaoh claimed to be stronger thah @&nd refused to free the Jewish people.

The visitor catches Ramirods eye, as i f he we
Ramiro:Si t down, Doctor, pl ease. ltds goimg to b
or é?
Diana: No.

Carpio: Sure. Thank you.

Ramiro: (Goes for some snétiat. p night.

Diana:You candt see a thinge
Ramiro:Y e a h itds freezing.

Carpio: You guys should dry yourselves off right away.

Ramiro:Yeah, yeah. | was | pWehear @dina waeping th®uglytbetbabyg manitomn
onthetablBheds a Il ittle bit |Iike that, about the b
Carpio:l t 6s OK. Whatods his name?

RamirooThe baby? Of course. She didnodot tell you |
Carpio: No.

Ramiro shakes his head silently.

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 13¢



Diana: (Jokinfdecause heds so ugly.

Ramiro: (Laughingyhat did you say!?

Carpio:Oh yes. Heds homel y.

They look at him in silence.

Carpio: Well, all babies are kind of ugly.

Ramiro: Are you a GP or a pediatrician?

Carpio: (miserabigdiatrician. Pediatrician.

Ramiro: Ah.

Voice of the visitor(off)So God was getting tired. And sent the tenth plague.

A

God whispered the plan to his oppressed pddpimugh the baby monitor we hear Celina sing a lullaby.
OAround midnight shall I finally descend into
the firstborn shall die. But do not be afraidabhes e my br eat h wi | | not to
return for this magnanimous gesture, God asked of his people a single, strictly practical, act of faith:
0You shall mark the doors of your houses with
ooer the houses which bear that mar k©oé. During
and sacrificed them in His honor, and before night fell, full of terror, they did what their God had
asked. And marked the doors of their houses. Then thegcenhtheir children, and all waited, in

silence, as the sun set.

The visitorerters and sits again in his chair. We hear Celina weeping.
Ramiro:1 & m ¢Erits to the bedroom.)

Diana: Did the baby have a high fever?

Carpio: Nope.

Diana: Mm.

Voice d the visitor (off) The storj like all good stori@sis full of contradictiongOver the baby

monitor we hear Celina and RamirdHangushi.possible, for example, that the plague of frogs was
borne from the waters of the Nile, when it would seéenNile was still running with blood? Or

where did the Jewish people get the lambs to sacrifice, when the fifth plague had killed all the lambs?
How did the Jewish people wait for nightfall if the ninth plague had brought darkness, so it was always

nghtexodus doesndt explain how all this could F
one asks about these discrepancies, they tell you the story is constructed entirely of symbols, as if that
freed it from responsibility to the truth. Sometimnégss har d t o believe in sy
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Celina and Ramiro come out of the bedr oom. Th

Celina: Alright, Doctor. | have to ask you a question. If you have a new car, and you hear that the
basilica in Lujan performs a mass of healingto blesspnads, you dondt bel i eve i
what is the problem in going to Lujan anyway and buying an oilcan of holy water to use for windshield
wiper fluid?

Carpio: None.
Celina:You see?

Ramiro: What? What do you want now? You want to go to Lujatheittoctor to buy a plastic jug
of holy water?

Celina: No. | want to go with you.

RamiroWhy ? | dondt believe in any of that.
Celina: Me neither.

Ramiro: Agh!

Celna:The doctor doesndot either.

Ramiro: Agh!

Celina:But we go any wa yifferepce between gob antl me t gd anyway @hat
part dondt you understand?

Ramiro: None of it.

Celina;l dondt get your problem with blessing the
Ramiro: Is it going to protect me from an accident? Is it like insurance?

CelinaaHow do | know? But itds free. I't doesndt c

Ramiro: No! It costs youbelief

Celina: No.

Carpio: No.

Celina:l t s a tradition, 1tds free.
Ramiro:l dondét | i ke that kind of thing.

Celina: Why is what yolikeso important to you?
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Ramiro: | know my tastes are of no importance to anybody here, but they might be the only thing
| 6ve got | eft.

Diana: That ds an i mpoverished |ife, if the only
everything.
Ramiro: Oh, pleas, Diana, sooopeni nded! | wanna see what youdd

you with a frog.

Diana: (They both laugh.) d ondét think i td&éd bother me that mu

They all abruptly | ook towards traéangthingabyds r oo
Ramiro:l t was outsi de. 't wasndét there. 't was ne
Celina sits down. Sheds very wupset. For the f
doctor.

Celina:Your taxi®6s on its way, doctor.

Carpio: Thanis.
Ramiro:Look at t hese bread sticks, Di ana. Want t
Diana:They 6re addictive.

Ramiro:N o , no, theydre oOkosher 6. So they package
and slap a stamp ont hiatt tthraute ?s akKyoss hoekro snheearn.s6 o0OBsuut
As far as | can tell, Kosher foods follow hygiene rules that are older than the Torah, most of which
no |l onger make sense. So conservative Jews do
commonthenbud o n 6t hBatghe precautionsvget taken all the same. Just because. Because
of tradition. SoashHiton of peopl e see this package says ¢
good but because they say oOkoshero6. Tradition

CelinaaWe buy them because they koshért e good. What

Carpio:l t 6s actwually pronounced Okahshero.
Ramiro: No.

Diana: No.

Carpio:YesWe l | , i tds the same.

Ramiro: So? Are they healthier?

CarpiooHe al t hy, heal t hy év enroywtahdianygsd sn ogtehnientgi ciasl.l yE m
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Ramiro:Ther e you have koshér wehse ni ntvheen tweodr dt hd s gene:
di dndt exi st , sloshetimeawsost cad beshecompiyiwibhiall teedules, snd
be a carcinogenic chemical.

CarpioWel | , i tds never been pr @adfergout hat genetica
RamirooThat ds my point. Not hi ngds proved. l'tds a
protect a Ford Fiesta in a haacollision. But we go and do it all the same. Out of tradition. Because
itds free. Becamse it doesndét do any har

Carpio: What harm does it do?
Ramiro:Whatharm® St arts to reply, doesndt.)

Suddenly Celina stands up from the table, goes towards the pot where the lamb is heating up, puts hel
herself, takes out her hand, covered in seudepgard tiraws an X on it. She curls up on the floor.

Celina:Ow, | burned myself.

Pause.

Ramiro: Excuse me, could you leave us alone please?

DianaaYes of course. Wedll wait for the taxi i n

Carpio and Diana solemnly pull togethes. t6eiirthingbs on the floor. The visitor looks at her. Before Car,
can leave, Ramiro flies into a rage at him.

Ramiro: What harm does it cause, doctor? You want to know what harm? My wife lives in terror.
Celna:That 6s not true!

Ramiro: Terror! Three mot hs ago we had a son sheds afraid

die. oOoOWhatoll | do i f he dies?06, she says. OW
Wh a (He startstocB/heds terri fied. | ipbetwedrtaplastobidcananda nd
her terror, between Luj8n and death, but donot

the harm it does!

Carpio: Good night(Exits.)

Diana hesitates a moment more in the doorway. Goes to Gedmla &ed tries to co

Diana:Don 6t pay any attention, itds not you. Hed:
Ramiro:She di dndt makeammedl ookousdi tmoubke bigges

Diana turns off the burner where the dimgeGizasditi the door and cleans off the dripping sauce stain. Le
the rag there. Makes a small gesture of goodbye. EXxits.
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The visitor stands, making the chair available for Celina. Celina sits.
Ramiro and Celina, alone with the visitor.

Celina:l 6 my.d was afraid.

Ramiro: | know.

CelinaaWhat 6 s going on with you? Is it his fever?
Ramiro:l t 6s everything. ltds everything.
Celina:He o | | be better tomorrow.

Ramiro: Who will?

Celina candt answer .

Ramiro: Who, Celina?

Celina candt answer .

Ramiro: Who will be better?

Voice of the visitor(off)And god came down to earth in the form of a sigh.

The visitor arranges things, gets the glasses together, cleans the table. Then he stays very still.

Voice of the visitor (off) The darkness was thick, and an icy breeze entered through every crack,
filtered through windows, slid below doors. And as had been written, all the firstborn perished. They
lay still in their cribs, in their beds. They sighed no more. They all diedfdEtbemons of the

chosen people. The Pharaoh was forced to submit to the evidence. And the Jews left in freedom.
There begantheessay The passage to the promised | and.
home.

Celina:My s o n 0 s (Celinanvpeysithe Bame of her son.)

Ramiro: At last.

Voice of the visitor(offfL et 6 s go home.

The visitor slowly moves to the childds bedro
Celina:l 8m afrai d heds going to die.

Ramiro:That i sndt going to happen.

Celina:How do you know?

Ramiro: | dondt Bkhowdm not afraid.
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Celina:Do you think everyt(Pausa) dwenddrte wdaonitn g oi sbée QK
Ramiro:l t 6s al right .
CelinaaWh at 0ds it | i @Pausaow isit dohe? Hoenot & afraad? d ?

Ramiro thinks for a moment. Heean provt hi n g. He has nothing to o
Ramiro breaks. He stands with difficulty. Puts his hand in the lamb. Is burned. Crosses to the door, ma
Smiles at Celina.

Before goi ng i nseesthdXmaed cltahges didedtion. Celina follpws this movemierd as if w
a ghost.

The visitor exits through the main door.
Ramiro and Celina look at each other.

Celina smiles for the first ti me. And with in

Blackout.
Rafael Spregelburd
January 18, 2009
Trans. Samuel Buggeln/Ariel Gurevitch

May 2013
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Inching Towards Yeolha
By SamShik Pai
Translated from the Korean by Walter Byongsok Chon

In October 2010, Columbia University saw the stagiglkébout Yeqlaa adaptation of a Korean

play by Sar®hi k Pai . This producti on, an MFA thesi
marked an encounter that, in my opinion, has yet to becoreefreguent: an exposure to
contemporary Korean playwriting for U.S. audience. It was with great pleasure and pride that | became
part of this project as translator of the original play by Pai.

It was in the summer of 2010 that the director Yi contacteabout this play, which, in Korea,
premiered at Towol Theater in Seoul Arts Center, directedlagliBohn, in March 20@Vliteral

translation of the original title wouldlbehing Towards Ygdtwha being the destination of Jiwon

Park (ka YeorAhm), areighteentitentury Korean philosopher who traveled to China in pursuit of
practical ideas to modernize the traditional Korean satigty was driven by Confuciani@ased

on YeorAhmds travelogud,he Jehol DidPgi created an allegoriedirs, exploring the questions of
tradition and innovatioRai introduces us to a neddsysilized, fictive village in a desert, and guides

us through the turbulence the village undergoes at its first encounter with what the villagers call the
oexoYeondhén, the narratolregpded hlregpdtay ,and, aaDf ol
the world outside the village, provides the initial conflict of theélptaglking eventually makes her

the scapegoat to saveé the village from being

In the American theatre scene, contemporary Korean playwrights are only to be found by avid

researchers aimingto findthéhmar t of the reason is that Kor ece
disconnect in the early twentieth century while it was bedsdupation of Japadnly after 1950
could Korean theatre emerge adain. t he director s note, Yi me nt

playwrights whose works had been translated into Bngasisuk Oh, Yutaek Lee and Kasdgaek

Ledl which gave him arehg incentive to bringeolhto life in New YorkThe three aforementioned
playwrights are some of the most recognized playwrights in Korea, yet hardly any of their work has
received a professional production in the U.S.

In theatre history educationetkignificance of Korean theatre is mostly allotted to the ritual tradition

of Kutand mask dance callelchuntowever, the modern and contemporary playwrights are hardly
covered comparedtowelle cogni zed Asian pl aywr i(lhétBusStapu c h 8
The Other Shoreor Japands Yuki owhidiKsrdairetaid tlfemds davd beehy A0
depicted by playwrights such as Yealean LeeSpngs of the Dragons Flying ty Bigdaveho
(Aubergiheand Lloyd Sut(mericaHwangap to name a fef it is reasonable to say that these two

authors write from a distinctive Koreamerican perspective.

The American audience was first exposed to a Korean theatre production with the LaMaMa
production ofPrince Hamyah adaptationf ¢-damletdirected by Minsoo Ahn, in 19A7revival of
this piece callddamyul/Hamlglayed LaMaMa in July 2011, directed by Byungkoo Ahn, the son of
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Minsoo AhnRecently, more Korean troupes have been bringing their acclaimed productions to the
U.S.In 2009, Sadari Movement Laboratory performed their adaptation of Georg Bil¢byzeeck
directed by DéWan Lim, at the Public Theater as part of the Under the Radar Sesiivfactory

for the Performing Arts (SFPA) put on their adaptation of EwsifilddeaalledVedea and its Double

at LaMaMa in January 20T@ese companies imaginatively fused western classics with traditional
Korean performance elements and created original works crossing over both cultural traditions.

For Walkabout Yeqlti® guarantee of performance, combined with the significance of representing

a new Korean play to the New York audience, was certainly a big advantage as | entered into the
translation procesRicturing the performance venue, | imagined how the words aduRhibe

delivered to the audienbd&y primary objective was to enable fluent communication between the two
cultures: making what is Korean in #&xtpreseand relevant for the American audieAseis
frequently toucheduluponal tranhet ptéebobatieaonhadai &sd
proficiency in both languages but also a complete embracing of both cultures.

In Yeolhamy first challenge was to make explicit and active what is innatelyTKeregiage in the

play takes &dr a traditional Korean village that operates on a hierarchy based on patriarchy and
gerontocracyVhat is unique in terms of language among people who have become so familiar with
each other is that they often use insinuating and provocative rem&ke of ptraightforward
statementsg:or example, to a prodigal son who returned home after a long absence, a Korean mother
woul d sarcasrta clnddly slaryea dyWdDUuAre you sure you
of bursting into tears and showimgy joy at the reuniom the play, the villagers by now have
absorbed this kind of language pattern, which reflects the intimacy amohigetfeemguage among

the villagers also reflects the hierarEby.example, a village senior could throw a dénmr
comment to a village woman or boy without being considered the least bit tBatltiimg respect

for elders is, after all, deep in the Korean cultural genes, and elders, if not receiving the proper respect,
actively demand While the play cldgiprovides the appropriate context for the tone of each word,

it was my responsibility, when it came to the underlying Korean sentiments, to find the right
expressions to convey the subtle nuance.

More broadly, delivering the right tone was of utmosiriamze for the allegory and satire in this

play to be fully realize@he idea which prevails in the diotsadition being threatened by
innovatiorii establishes this play as an allegory about the danger of complacency, while the chaos the
villagers go thragh in the struggle brings out comic and satiric ele@entkct occurs more often

between groups or between individual and group than between individuals, so each character needed
not only to breathe as an individual, but also to be characterirgoeashat is, as a member of a

certain groupkor example, the men, in general, give straightforward addresses, while the women
speak more in a scrupulous manrtee.seniors, to show their authority, use formal and commanding
vocabulary, while th@ys talk in fragments and colloquial ididitne.main characters are given their

own particular ways of speaking: Y&bm, the narrator, speaks articulately and objectively, just like

the Stage Manager@ur Towrand the Inspector, to emphasize thabdiengs to a completely
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different world, uses bombastic phrases and terms.

Since the premiere Wfalkabout Yeqlbaveral new Korean and Korganerican voices emerged,
including Hansol Jungdrdboard Piaato Humana Festivabhmong the Deaid MaYi Theater
Company), Celine Sofithé FeaastMAP Theater in Seaitl@and Jihae PaiRderlesisYale Repertory
Theatre).Moreover, the growing popularity ofROp, currently at its peak with the global
phenomenon BTS (Bangtan Boys), has put Korea on thetresan cultural map as w¥lkt
translation of contemporary Korean plays still remains an underexploiedfieldurrent climate

where theatres actively pursue diversity and inclusivity, translations not only open up intercultural
communication bwlso address and reflect the present from a global persipeztinee of multiple
tumults,Inching Towards Yelf#tra us questions about complicity and its consequences, the need for
as well as danger of innovation and new ideas, and how totfimgsfon moments of transitiofis.

is my hope that this play can generate more curiosity about Korean theatre and initiate more
opportunities for contemporary Korean plays to be introduced.

The original Korean production lofching Towards Y@odmaered at Towol Theater in Seoul Arts
Center, directed by Jilmek Sohn, in March 2007.

Walkabout Yeqllaam adaptation of this translation, premiered at Columbia University, adapted by
Kyoung H. Park and directed by Kon Yi, in October 2010.

A passage froct Il and Act Il was presented as a staged reading, directed by Sam Buggeln, at the
conference Drama Across Borders: the Politics and Poetics of Contemporary Theatre in Translation,
held at Cornell University and The Cherry Arts Space in Ithaca Naw Magk2018.

The English translation of Act | is publisheAsgmptqt®©ctober 2018.

SAM-SHIK PAI is an acclaimed contemporary Korean playwright and a professor of playwriting at
Dongduk Womends University in Seoul, Korea. He
premiered at the Seoul Performing Arts Festival in 1999. He has writtemamwagdlays including

The Woman from AR014 Cha Beot®eok Drama Award for Best Play)e White Che{2009

Donga Award for Best Plal)¢ching Towards Y087 Donga Award for Best Play, Dae San Literary
Award), and\ Fairy in the W&A005 bnga Award for Best Actress). His recentlldgpremiered

at Myeongdong Art Theater in July 2017. He holds a BA in anthropology from Seoul National
University and MFA in playwriting from Korea National University of Arts.

WALTER BYONGSOK CHON is an Asstant Professor of Dramaturgy and Theatre Studies at
Ithaca College. He served as dramaturg at the Yale Repertory Theatre, Yale School of Drama, the
Eugene OO0Nei l |l Theater Center, t he Great Pl ai
Festival. Hiarticles have been published eatePraxisThe Korean National Theatre Magakine
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The Routledge Companion to Dréaieatarsiated Sahh i k Inéhiag Tovsards Y é&olfmakorean

to English, an adaptation of which premiered at Columbiertltyna$Valkabout Yeolh2010. His
Korean tr ans| a flruedaywanieredCah Seoul PerformMvg Aetd Festival in October
2012. Recently, he became the managing editor for South Korea for the onlineThagezeagre
TimesWalter regived his BA in English from Sungkyunkwan University in Korea, MA in theatre
studies from Washington University in St. Louis, and MFA in dramaturgy and dramatic criticism from
Yale School of Drama, where he is currently completing his doctoral dissertation
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INCHING TOWARDS YEOLHA

5 =|=>A 0 6

CAST OF CHARACTERS AND ETYMOLOGY OF NAMES
THE INSIDER S

Village Seniors
HO-CHEH ( ) Despotic pigFirst Senior of Yeolha, 60s.

GANG-RYANG () Righteous and benigbecond Senior of Yeolha, 60s.
Village Chief

CHOO-OH ( ) Keeper of the cattl€hief of Yeolha, 50s.
Village Men
CHANG-DAE ( ) Flourish and prospe¥eonrAh més owner , 60s.
JANG-BOK ( ) Lasting luck60s.
BOO-HYEH ( ) Patiently waitingtOs.
YOO-YOO ( ) Name of a legendary beals.

KYO-CHOONG ( ) Arrogant bug40s.

Village Women

CHO-MAE ( ) The world still in darknessanBo k 6 s wi f e, 60s.

GEE-YUH ( ) Bird nameA widow, 50s.

GOO-YUH ( ) Easily taken by surpriBeoHy e hos wi fe, 40s.

SAHN-YUH ( ) Sympathetikyo-Choongdés wi fe, 40s.

MAHN-MAHN ( ) Barbarian,savage Vi | | age OEducator, 6
Village Boys

GUH-BOH ( ) A doer, leadeA teenager.
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SAHN-GOH ( ) High mountainKyo-Choongand Sakthu h6s son, a t e

JEH-GUN ( ) Totally castrated (cowpooHyeh and Go&¥ uh6s s on,
teenager.

THE OUTSIDERS

YEON-AHM ( ) Swallois rock A scholar ofsilhak (practical studies,
promoting industrialization, commerce, and the introduction
of foreign technology) from the Joseon Dynasty. The narrator
of this ply.

INSPECTOR Touring Inspector of Intern&xternalPrivatePublic
IndividualCommunalCommonplacandMysterious
AffairsExecutiveBureau

PAN-CHEN ( ) LAMA Zensharing cameh camel

CHO-JUNG ( ) Cho Cynasty gazeboa tiger
MOO-KWAN ( ) Exuberant jpes a silkworm
ACT |

An open field. A sandstorm has just come and gone. A bell rings from a distance.

YEON -AHM : How it happened, what caused such a mystery, who could ever guess what God has
in mind. Once upon a time in a tiny village caladha, there used to be a spring, known for its
limitless outpouring of hot water throughout the seasons. Yet over time, the village turned into a
desert, lost its legacy, and fell into oblivion. Now all you can see is land, plain land, which directly
meds the skg

(The stage gradually lights up whi{&FME@Nspeaking. A post at downstage center. A rope, tied to the pc
is extended to both ends of the stage. Other than that, it is an empty stage.)

YEON-AHM: ta@o small for a Manchurian horse, toofbiga pony, not a donkey, not a mule,
from a certain angle resembling a dog but is certainly not a dog, there was an ecteggec four
beast embodying some characteristics from all the aforementioned Siméntead. double eyelids,
and while her hawas shiny and reddish, her ears were huge and whitish.

(While speaking, YEGNM turns into tiiudegged bénst.
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YEON-AHM:1't all started on a spring day when t he
decided to put a yoke on her aad tyer, a spring day when a sandstorm blurred the boundaries
between land and sky, erasing what little was left of the barren landscape.

(Senile CHANGAE enters, with one hand carrying a fodder bucket and with the other holding on to
CHANG-DAE is wearing sq@mndtection glasses. He puts down the fodder bucket, catches his overdraw
and takes off the glasses.)

CHANG -DAE: MeeJoong! Medoon@ Are you deliberately starving yourself to death? (putting
fodder in front of her) EaEat, please. Have a shot at it.

(The BEAST looks away. A GIRL with protection glasses swayingly enters, holding onto the rope. Sl
high heels, surprising footwear for the desert. The heels get stuck in the sand, makjng it hard for her tc

MAHN -MAHN : Mr. ChangDae!

CHANG -DAE: Who is it? MahiMahn?

MAHN -MAHN : Yes! Can you help me?

(CHANG-DAE helps her to the post. MMANIN takes off her glasses and catches her breath.)
MAHN -MAHN : What a sandstorm! | can't see a thing.

CHANG -DAE: You can easily get lost on a day like this. Why didn't you stay inside?
MAHN -MAHN : (approaching the BEASTipsity. Not yet?

CHANG -DAE: No.

MAHN -MAHN : (hugging and rubbing the BEASTVeeddong, Medoong

(The BEAST sullenly fre=$)

MAHN -MAHN : What is the matter with you?

(The village ho§gJH-BOH, SAHNGOH, and JE¥SUNM noisily enter, holding the rope, calling after
CHANG-DAE)

GUH-BOH: Not yet?
SAHN-GOH: No?
JEH-GUN: Did she?
CHANG -DAE: No.
GUH-BOH: Two weeks!

SAHN-GOH: Fifteen full days!
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JEH-GUN: No eat. No sleep!

GUH-BOH: What a freak!

SAHN-GOH: A wonder! A true wonder!

CHANG -DAE: (boxing their e®i®) rascals! Whatso exciting about that?
GUH-BOH : The thrill.

SAHN-GOH: And the fun.

CHANG -DAE: Fun? | am dying of anxiety, and yowkay? Can't you find any
SAHN-GOH: No, sir.

JEH-GUN': 1dn bored to death.

MAHN -MAHN : Hey. | play with you.

SAHN-GOH: Yeah. Like every day.

GUH-BOH: How come there is not a single soul getting lost and coming into the village this year?
Remember last year? That tiegged man?

JEH-GUN: Him? The village seniors hid him in the dugout, forbidding any contact with him.
GUH-BOH: You are so stupid.

JEH-GUN: What? Then you?

SAHN-GOH: Went to see him every night.

JEH-GUN: You, too, Sahgoh? Without me?

SAHN-GOH: If we brought you, you would have told the seniors right away.

GUH-BOH: Those weird stories he told. He wouldn't shut up.

JEH-GUN: Wha kind of stories?

SAHN-GOH: None of your business.

JEH-GUN: | can still tell the senioréou know what they say. Anyone from outside this village is
a spy from the enemy.

SAHN-GOH: Traitor. We couldn't tell you if we wanted to. We couldn't understand a thing.
JEH-GUN: Are you kidding?
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SAHN-GOH: You dumbass. That's the weird part. Whyldhibbbe weird if we could understand
everything?

JEH-GUN: | bet he understood everything you said. Spies can do that.

GUH-BOH : You think we're that stupid? We did the same to him.

(GUH-BOH and SAHM50H speak to each other in nonsensical sugtd$. They

SAHN-GOH: All night long.

GUH-BOH : Man. What fun we had!

JEH-GUN: No way!

SAHN-GOH: You have no idea. But we expect none from you anywgunJeh

(The VILLAGE WOMAN1 GEE-YUH, GOGYUH, and SAHNYUHJfi enter along the rope.)

GOO-YUH : Are you hereMr. Chandbae?

CHANG -DAE: Who is it?

GEE-YUH: Not yet?

CHANG -DAE: No.

SAHN-YUH : Did she die?

CHANG -DAE: No!

SAHN-YUH : How bizarre.

GEE-YUH: That 6s it! Sheds pretending to be sick s
GOO-YUH: That 6s not it. I think she ate somet hi ng
SAHN-YUH : Maybe a worm got in her head?

CHANG -DAE: Cut it out, you handfulg'o u 6 rhelping.o t

GEE-YUH: We dr e si mply concerned.

CHANG-DAE: Concerned? Youdre just waiéting, arenodt

GEE-YUH : (Cutting him @&f)eaking of dedthwhich, by the way, is just awful, awifuflshe does
di e, can | skppesqdtotpteventhaalods.? 1t 6s

GOO-YUH:: | call foot!
SAHN-YUH : Ribs!
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CHANG-DAE: Don o't even think about it . Even i f s he
will cremate her and throw her into thin air.

GEE-YUH: What ? Youdr @er?2goi ng to burn
GOO-YUH: That ds not fair!
CHANG -DAE: Why is it any of your business what | do with my pet?

SAHN-YUH : Because she is all of our business! Where did all the millet stalks that she devoured
come from? From our fields in our village!

GEE-YUH: You said it! It is our business.

(From the other side enter the VILLAGEFCBHBOOHR and VILLAGE MENi BOOHYEH,
YOOYOO, KYGCHOONG, and JANBOK)

JANG-BOK: (yawningill kill myself first before seeing the damn donkey die!
CHANG -DAE: Donkey? Watchoyur mout h! Sheds a horse.

JANG-BOK: Whatever that thing is, her whinnying keeps me awake all night long. How long has it
been?

GUH-BOH: Two weeks!

JANG-BOK: Dondt | know that? We should do somet hi |
CHANG -DAE: | did everything | possiblywd.

CHOO-OH: Did she?

CHANG -DAE: (Sighs.)

JANG-BOK: 1 told you. Sheds horny. She misses her
CHANG-DAE: That ds not what it is.

JANGBOK: 1 6m telling youl!

CHANG -DAE: Believe me. | took herto Béby e h 6 s hYoorosfes, nYuol@&h 0 ocanngdd sK y ¢
donkey. You all saw that, didndoét you?

BOO-HYEH : Yeah. How she fought.

YOO-YOO: Tel Il me about it. She kicked and broke c
JANG-BOK: What happnedtoKyelChoongds donkey?

BOO-HYEH : Took off. Like the wind.
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JANG-BOK: Coward. Just like his owner!

KYO-CHOONG: Shutyour mouttie 6 s smart | i ke me!

JANG-BOK: Then what is the mattgiTo VILLAGE CHIEF) Hey, Chief. Any clue?

CHOO-OH: (Examining the beastfromaisides) on <c¢cl ose inspection, I

JANG-BOK: | t s hopeless! There is no point in keepg
more weight.

CHANG -DAE: Eat your wife!

JANG-BOK: What did you say?

CHANG-DAE: Your wi fe. Thereds no point keeping he
JANG-BOK: You little¢ you better watch yourseléven when you tell the truth!

CHANG-DAE: Look whods talking about t heme?Iinmy h! Do
Sixty years, mysonMégeo ong was al | I h a dé and now itds th

CHOO-OH: Can we maybe leave her in the field?

CHANG -DAE: What if she runs away, justlikeNleeong? | wondt be abl e t
(Sighs.)

GOO-YUH: You pamper her too much.

SAHN-YUH: Sheds right. You regard her as your son
YOO-YOO: Spare the rod, and spoil the child.
CHANG-DAE: I tried the rod. Only | couldnot. Look

tears, begging e

GEE-YUH: Mr.ChangfDaed6s a softy, and itds no good.
YOO-YOO: |1 6ve had it! Give me the rod. | will <cor
KYO-CHOONG : Are you that stupid?

YOO-YOO: What did you say?

KYO-CHOONG : | am well aware of heymptomsWhen hair first grew in my fire pot, | had the
same predicament.

YOO-YOO: Which is?
KYO-CHOONG : Depression.

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 15€



ALL: Depression?

KYO-CHOONG : One aggravated by insomnia and anorexia.
JANG-BOK: When you had that, your father beat the hetifordu.
KYO-CHOONG : That did not cure me. It ratlger

GEE-YUH: Ok ay, we get it You had it and now sh
depression? Whatoés the reason?

KYO-CHOONG : Itisé my father beat the reason out of me. Anyway, that begtied my life!

YOO-YOO: That beating made you who you are! You should be thankful. Depression? What a joke!
We should beat the hell out of her so that th

KYO-CHOONG : What did she do? ThisisallMr. CHArye 6 s f aul t .

CHANG -DAE: My fault?

KYO-CHOONG: Just |l ook at yoursel f! Youdre | ike a
CHANG-DAE: 1 donodét sl eep, |l dondot eat, all/l becaus

KYO-CHOONG: That 6s the problem! A beast takes aft
after his beastt Wilyon 6t you try bei nYgoushbw youn mgapcholydilthd s mi
face to her, and no wonder she doesndot sl eep

CHANG -DAE: Is that so?

KYO-CHOONG : Smile! Make her laugh! Try it!

CHANG -DAE: (laughs awkwardly)

JANG-BOK: What theheck! Did you chew sumac? What was that?

CHANG-DAE: | t s been a million years since | | aug
(CHOMAE, JANGBOKds wife, calls for him from outsid
CHO-MAE: (voic&o! Ao! Oe ou oe aa uu, uu ae! Aa uo oe ue eea!
(Janpok! Jadmpk! Whereeth hel | are you, you brat! |l 8dm goi ng
(ALL are startled.)

SAHN-YUH : Go! Before she catches you.

JANG-BOK: On my way({to CHANGDAE) | f | hear her cry one mor e
am going to break her neck!

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 157



GOO-YUH: Let d6s hit the road! Or wedoll get the roc
GEE-YUH: ChoMae is so bizarr8'he candt hear! She candt see!
YOO-YOO: (exitind)isten to me! A kick in her ass will do the job!

KYO-CHOONG: (exiting augh! And make her | augh! Dondot |
GOO-YUH: (exiting, to CHANBAE) Speaking of kicks, | get the feet!

GEE-YUH : | get the tail!

SAHN-YUH : Ribs!

BOO-HYEH : Women!

(The Village people exit rom CHAANG 6 s h o u s e i -NMAEaehtérs, liblidingehe topeaamnds .
swinging a rod. Her gait mimics an el ephantds
rod recklgy.)

CHO-MAE: Ae eue ae ou! Ouo Ae uo uo ae ee een aa ae un ee ae oua uo ae!

(Get here at once! Or 1ol put your head betw
JANG-BOK: | am right here!

(CHOMAE grabs JANB OKd s nape. )

CHO-MAE: Uou ue ie ou! Ueau ea ae uou eae?

(You useless bum! Where on earth have you been?)

JANG-BOK: It wond6ét happen again. 't is all my f aul
(CHOMAE beats JANBOK with the rod. JABGK does not resist.)

CHO-MAE: (sniffing)aa? Oa ee oou uee?

(What ? Wheaetl?d s that odd sm

(CHOMAE exits with JANBOK, tilting her head.)

CHANG-DAE: 1 s that so? Al my fault? 1 look I|ike
this. If anything goes wrong, | am to blame. (sigh) Okay. | willNeegloongMeeJoong, look at
me. Alrigh¢ | augh. Whatdés not té | augh about! So, | o

(CHANG-DAE tries to laugh for his BEAST (= NIBENG = YEONAHM). He laughs this way and
that way and later uses his hands, feet, his whole body, and treesnakerytieREASTalaagh. While
CHANG-DAE is making an effort, the BEAST speaks.)
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YEON-AHM: That 6s right. This beast is suffering
anorexia. This critical condition started one morning, from the top of her noseedutar itch.

Somet hing that would go away iif she ignored i
unbearable! She would rub her nose on the stable post, roll on the floor, and do everything imaginable
to stop the itching. Did it go aw? It only got worse! This poor beast was a complete prisoner of the
itching. All day long she would fight the itch, only to find herself totally exhausted in the evening.
Sensing the strange smell of her own blood filling her nose, the beast laphé¢helsitable post,

looked out at the sandy whirlpool inthe darknessnd asked hersel f: oO0OWhat

It all started from this questohh e beast began to O6think. d

(CHANG-DAE now sings and dances in merriment.)

CHANG -DAE:

Over the stovehe millet rice is boiling, boiling, boiling.

Why not take a bite? Oh God, how yummy, yummy, yummy.
Over the stove, the millet gruel is boiling, boiling, boiling.

Why not take a bite? Oh God, how yummy, yummy, yummy.
Over the stove, the millet cake is frying, frying, frying.

Why not take a bite? Oh God, how yummy, yummy, yummy.
Over the stove, the millet rice cake is ripening, ripening, rgpening

(While the song continues with the same cooking motifL thenikag®PERPback of the stage and enact
what i s happening in the BEAST8s mind. This ¢
the storm and build a road with the ropes. They connect separated rohds apdniddenemianrged Tike

a spider web. While all this is happening, the BEAST speaks.)

YEON -AHM : The beast was snowed in with numerous questions, as many as the grains of sand
from the storm in the dark fiel@lhat night she stayed up, with her eyds apenAlso, the next

day, and the day after that. Who can say that, among the many, many dayflies that ever set foot on the
earth, not one of them learned the fundamental Bughyose there was one, then we can say what
happened in its mind is now peaping to this beasbn the seventh day, this beast became
omniscient, and her greedy spirit transcended space and time and roamed between the past and the
future. Among the memories of the past, the present, and the future, she @ut tbetsecond

seventh dafi that is yesterdayt he beast ¢ oul dfordytthe geoile onmerbadg | on
littl e more patience, the countl ess fipmifior i es |
during a dozéulled by exhaustion, the beast felt terriblglyoAt t hat moment ¢ ame
merciless beating and the lonely spirit had to hold on to that. At that moment, the beast recognized
herself in the old man for the first time and chose to stay with him.
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(The BEAST (YEOWRHM) absemhindedly obseBANGDAEGs per f or mance, cl
like an almost subconscious habit from the past, tries to fold her legs and sit. However, she loses her b
over. CHAN@AE looks at this.)

CHANG -DAE: Look atyou. Yourlegsaweo b bl y, and you Upd&Nowifyosuppor
fall now, you will never stand again!

YEON-AHM : ChangDae.
CHANG -DAE: (looking outsMéo is it? JaAgok?
YEON-AHM: Somet hi ngdés wrong. Very wrong.

CHANG -DAE: (blankly stares at YE®HNIM fora few seconds and then shakebltvg hicadke.
Well, this hairy thing kept me awake for days.

YEON-AHM: My body, ther eds s onCaandDaenHelpmeup.Aerrifici t h  m
story just popped into my head. But then | got s@clsuchoccasions, | must sit, fold my legs, and

cup my chin in my hands to continue thinkiBpe attempts the posture she just mentioned but keeps fal
downQ®uch. What is happening to me? | cannot sit.

CHANG-DAE: No . This,é& this canodt be

YEON -AHM : Whatare you muttering to yoursdlf? ke youdre crazy or S Om
up. Now!

(CHANG-DAE stares at YEGAHM for a moment and starts screaming and swinging the rod, in order to
the beast away rather than to beat her.)

CHANG -DAE: Shoo! ShoqRuns out of the héiedp)me! Help! A ghost! A real ghost!
YEON -AHM : Is he really crazy? Chddge! Chandae!
(YEON-AHM, in distress, tries her ideal thinking posture. She falls again.)

YEON-AHM: Wh y céa?(Sb« scrdatches her head with hemfdahefoaotices thafbbtwhat
is that?

ACT Il

The stage darkens with the increasing sound of bells ringing. In the dark, rumor spreads in the village.
protection glasses come and go, holding on to the ropes, and gossip. The ropes are dizzyingly spread
one spot, thOMEN gossip.

GEE-YUH: No way! That ol d mandés gone insane!
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GOO-YUH: Tell me about it! People go crazy at this time of the year, especially the old ones.
GEE-YUH: Who was it last spring? Who said the kettle kept singing?

SAHN-YUH: Booo k 6 s g r wentoy @ throtieaway and never came back.

GOO-YUH : After the sandstorm, that kettle was found on the village border.

GEE-YUH: That 0 s -Mahéesn ghoandma di sappeared.

GOO-YUH: They had a little something something going on.

SAHN-YUH: Idonot believe that!

GEE-YUH : Believe me! They never came back because they chose not to come back!

(The WOMEN giggle. BEYEH rushes in, holding the rope. He is out of breath and tries to gesture.)
GEE-YUH : What is it! What? Talk! Talk!

BOO-HYEH : She talks! She talks!

GOO-YUH: She what?

BOO-HYEH : She talks!

SAHN-YUH : Who talks?

BOO-HYEH : That horse, or mule or donkey? Whatever she is, she talks!

GEE-YUH: Really?

BOO-HYEH : | heard it. Clear! For ir

GOO-YUH : What did that horse or mule or donkey say?

BOO-HYEH:I dondt know. | couldndt wunderstand.
SAHN-YUH: You call that o6talkdé if you couldndt wun
BOO-HYEH : She said things too intellectual for me, and she kept going on and an and on
GEE-YUH: That thingds not intellectual. Youdre ju
BOO-HYEH: Anyway, dono6t you think sheds better 1t a
GOO-YUH: Welel dondét know. Letds go and check ours

(The WOMEN exit. SAHSOH and JEK5UN, eacholding a small sack of grain, get in line in front of
MAHN -MAHN. SAHN -GOH hands the sack to MAHAHN. MAHN -MAHN assumes the position.)

SAHN-GOH: Not that.
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MAHN -MAHN : Then what?
SAHN-GOH: Lie down.

MAHN -MAHN : This position is better at this timetloé year. Your knees will get bruised in the
sand.

SAHN-GOH: | donot care about brui ses. | Odm sick of

JEH-GUN: You only think of yourself, selfish bastard! If she gets sand all over her, what am | gonna
do? | am allergic to dust.

SAHN-GOH: Damn!

(SAHN-GOH and MAHNMAHN have sexual intercourse. There is neither lust nor guilt. It looks like n
exercise.)

MAHN -MAHN : What did Medoong say today?

JEH-GUN: Not MeeJoong. Yeo#hm.

MAHN -MAHN : Okay. What did YeeAhm say today?

SAHN-GOH: A lot of things.

MAHN -MAHN : Like what?

SAHN-GOH: Wi | | you stop talking? One thing at a t
MAHN -MAHN : Alright Why dondt vy oAnd, &Eun. Yoo telrme.c a k e .

JEH-GUN: Way back in thpast, when YeeAhm was old Mr. Chaiga e 8 s mast er , t h
by our village and it was full of birches.

MAHN -MAHN : Birches?

JEH-GUN: Yeah.

MAHN -MAHN: That s what my mother said, too.
SAHN-GOH: Dond6t talk about mother!

MAHN -MAHN : She saw birche@ghen she was my age.

SAHN-GOH: Don 6t t aé k(Hedibishes the erercideamn it! (gathering himself) Jeh
Gun. Dono6t tell my mother. She worked hard fo

JEH-GUN: (handing his sack to MAWMNAIN) Don®@tr rw . 106l 1l tell (Heer you
starts the exercise with MARINN.)
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MAHN -MAHN : She said birches are yellow and red, like flames.

JEH-GUN: No, like moonlight. So, white, like your bottom.

MAHN -MAHN : Really?

JEH-GUN: Yourmother, was full, of shiiiit.

SAHN-GOH: Hur ry wup! |l tds time to go |Iisten to
JEH-GUN: Birches, would sing, a lullaby, hushaby, hushaby.

MAHN -MAHN : Really?

SAHN-GOH: Today, YeoAhm, sang that song.

MAHN -MAHN : Sing it.

SAHN-GOH, JEH-GUN:

(singDver the stove miso soup is boiling, boiling, boiling.
One bubble, one mississipi two bubbles two mississipi.
One drop one mississipi two drops two mississipi.

Bubble pop | pop Drop pop | pop. Pop pop pop pop
where did it go, where did it go pop pop pop pop!

(JEHGUN finishes the exercise.)

MAHN -MAHN : What happened to GtBoh? Is he not coming again?
SAHN-GOH: Heds weird nowadays.

JEH-GUN: Talking gibberisand shit.

SAHN-GOH: Let s go. Wedre gonna be | ate.
JEH-GUN: (To MAHN-MAHN) Ar en®6t you coming?

MAHN -MAHN : No.

JEH-GUN: Why not?

MAHN -MAHN : No reason.

SAHN-GOH: Let s hurry! Sheds not coming.
(SAHN-GOH and JEKBUN exit. From the otheXid¢&BOH enters and calls MAHAHN)
GUH-BOH : MahnMahn!

MAHN -MAHN : Hey GuhBoh! What took you so lon@FPappy to see him, she gets into position.)
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GUH-BOH : MahnMahn.
MAHN -MAHN : Dondt worry about the tuition. I dm gi v
GUH-BOH : MahnMahn! Just stop! Stop torturing me!

MAHN -MAHN : Why are you acting so strange? |1 06m tor
GUH-BOH : This is not what | want!

MAHN -MAHN : No? Then what do you want? This is all | can do for you.

GUH-BOH: Si I Iy girl ,t It htao!l d ydoourkidow werdesrsuppased to doo i t .
it, but what | want i s, |l want you only for my
about my suggestion?

MAHN -MAHN : I di d. |l thought about it carefully, I
GUH-BOH: Why not? You donot | i ke me?

MAHN -MAHN : Yes, | do like yoBut | also like Sak@oh and Jelsun. What will they do if |

dondot play with them?

GUH-BOH: They have their fiancées!

MAHN -MAHN : So do you.

GUH-BOH : | will tell BoeOKk to find another man.

MAHN -MAHN : Dondt do that! Youdre all sheds got.
GUH-BOH: 1 6 m all yours.

MAHN -MAHN:1 candét do this. My | ate mother used t
working for the chastity of thiflageY ou ar e protecting the village
moment . To compensate for the womendslpati enc

your job to turn them into men, realm@m n 6 t Ah educgt@ should always &ie fo everyone.
|l f youdre not, s ¢ e dgne avgnyithaeng myimiother tglcenie, ahways fair té
everyone.

GUH-BOH: Fair? To everyone?

MAHN -MAHN : Yes.

GUH-BOH: We are not animals. Wedre human!
MAHN -MAHN : You & r e r i glthavetobefiam!t 6 s why

GUH-BOH : Do you think this is fair for you? Living like this?
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MAHN -MAHN : Yes. Absolutely.
GUH-BOH : Absolutely?
MAHN -MAHN : Ye s . But youdre confusing me with your

GUH-BOH: Oh,YeorAh m coul dndét be more right! You t el
snhap right back at you.

MAHN -MAHN: 1 dondt snor e.

GUH-BOH: You need to look at yourself for once. Hmthetic you are.

MAHN -MAHN : | 6 m pat heti c?

GUH-BOH: Yeah! Beyond description!

MAHN -MAHN : | never saw myself that way. What makes you think so all of a sudden?

GUH-BOH: Notallofasuddem.d6 ve been f eel i ngBuYearAhmwalg f or ¢
me see it more cleaBnce | told her about you, she cried silent fEaose tears made me redlize
how much I, MalMahn, how muchél

MAHN -MAHN : What?

GUH-BOH: é What 6 s 4 Arajfwawwrydoudre torturing me. Il ¢
MAHN -MAHN : 1 t hink thatoés because you havendt dor
see what happens. You might change your mind after that?

GUH-BOH: Ah, youdr eBwtotl geandtnggiivte up. Il am goin
JustwatDon 6t do it with anyone wunt.il | come back!
(GUH-BOH runs out.)

MAHN -MAHN : What i n my mother dsWmatm&s i ¢ o thfeent ail rkti m
Ahm cried? For me? Whpausd.)f t hat happened f diwouldbaebeen I am

an ordeal seeing heréry

(MAHN -MAHN enters her house. LimpingMBHQ@rosses the stage. She still blurs her words, but they a
much clearer than earlier.)

CHO-MAE: JangBok! Jang@ok! Where the hell is he? JBog! JandBok!
(JANGBOK ansve running towards GHE.)

JANG-BOK: On my way! Right here!

CHO-MAE: (Hitting him abruptyhere the hell are you going so much nowadays?
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JANG-BOK:
CHO-MAE:
JANG-BOK:

CHO-MAE:
What 0s

JANG-BOK:
CHO-MAE:
JANG-BOK:
CHO-MAE:
JANG-BOK:

ChangDa e 6 s d o n k(te jimse¥$h att &lsk itrhge. use?

Whet her a donkey talks or not

(in surpris€an yoé hear me?

what 0s tt

Yeah. I 1 & 5 &Ketrstaffivepied.stufAnd | see thingg. o m getting d
happeni ngnsiktpyears?he very first

Is it true? Can you hear me? Can you see me?
(poking him with the §tigk)is you, right?

So you can!

How ghastly.

Ghastly? 1tds a miracle! A mi

t

i me

racl el

CHO-MAE: Miracle, my ass! habst got lost because of that mirac#dl this a bolt from the blue!

That 0s

an What the teltl a taenmegroti!ng t hr ough

al

thi s,

whereGrab my hand. Take me home, you shifidathis sound and sight are makirggmauseous!
|l candt wal k!

JANG-BOK:
CHO-MAE:
JANG-BOK:
CHO-MAE:
JANG-BOK:
CHO-MAE:
JANG-BOK:
CHO-MAE:
JANG-BOK:
CHO-MAE:
JANG-BOK:
CHO-MAE:
JANG-BOK:

(to himselihis wench is making this all up, to keep me by her side.

What did you say?

No, nothing. Letds go home.
What the hell is going on in the village?

ltoldyou. @angDa e 6 s édonkey

Not that.

Then what?

You dond6ét hear anything?
Hear what?

Sounds like a stone mill or a thunderstorm.

The wind?

No. This is not just the wind.

You got sand in your year? A wor m?
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CHO-MAE: No! I still hedit 0ist gettdosggébuuideg , c I mgs d
my whol e bodyds going to explode!

JANG-BOK: (covering her atrdis hand$pw do you feel now?
CHO-MAE: That do aVatigit? Wha capit be?

(JANGBOK exits with CHMDAE. From the other side enter the VILLAGE RIEIHBOGOOHA and
the senidrslO-CHEH and GANGRYANG)

HO-CHEH: Wh at ? Wlhastard? tahnatt he vil |l age storytell er!
permission?

GANG-RYANG: A donkey talks? A donkey?

HO-CHEH: You, <chief! What kind of a chief are yo
what? For such a scandal, yowshiave informed us immediately!

CHOO-OH: It was such nonsense, | thought it would go away.
HO -CHEH : How much of a talker is that damn thing anyway?

CHOO-OH: Not just much. The things she utters are so unexpected and uncontrollable, hopping
hereand there, bottoms up and top down, pushing you away and pulling you bagjquhiitintg
in-the-face sheer absurdiBut once you think about them, they sound like they contain some kind
of a substanée

HO-CHEH: What ? So youdve been there yourself?
CHOO-OH: Just oncé

HO-CHEH: Trai tor! Youdre the chief!

CHOO-OH: It was more for surveillance and information than entertainment.

GANG-RYANG: So what is the substance?

CHOO-OH: Wel |l , i tds dthedy dowe summmags zreere.er seen nog¢
HO-CHEH : Never seen nor heard of?

CHOO-OH: T h at & Butthey geént to make much sense in a way, so even if you resist yourself,
you canadt hel p but fall into the narrative ol
everything, ahthen you wish you had seen all that for real.

GANG-RYANG: Enough!
CHOO-OH: No t t hat I believed t hem. But t hat 6s wh
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GANG-RYANG: So | gather that thing doesndt talk at
HO-CHEH : So | gather, that thing rambles on aboeioutside?

CHOO-OH: Mostly, yes.

GANG-RYANG: How long has it been talking?

CHOO-OH: About a couple of weaks

HO-CHEH : A couple of weeks? What a disaster!

GANG-RYANG: This is an emergency!

HO-CHEH : We let this go on, and our village will be ruined.

GANG-RYANG: Village meeting! Right away!

The SENIORS ring the bells.

ACT IlI

Loud bells in the dark. Once it brightens, the village PEOPLE spread the ropes in a way that the ends
They sit at each end. In the center of the cikléNs YEON

HO-CHEH : Have you all gone completely insane? Where do you put youp leeadp,| e ? Do nad
you remember it is absolutely forbidden to talk about the outside in our village?

GANG-RYANG: Itis only us, the seniors, who can talk about the outside!

GEE-YUH: Dondt get too upset.

GOO-YUH : Who in this village would believe sucH3tuf

SAHN-YUH: That 0t s ghtust for fun that we | isten t

HO-CHEH: How many ti mes do | have to tell you? Th
you, then they take your arms and legs!

GANG-RYANG: Poor wretched souBld youforget how we ended up heba@ you forget what
our ancestors have been through?

GEE-YUH: No.
HO-CHEH: I f you didndt, how dare you stil/l say 0
GANG-RYANG: Take out our ancestorsd sayings!

(The village PEOPLE take out a booklet from their clothes
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GANG-RYANG: Chapter 3, Paragraph 1 ThieflG®finst Fondness
(The PEOPLE open their booklets with a rustle.)

CHOO-OH: GAs our ancestors say, stay away from th
PEOPLE: 0All the evil in the world originated in the foadhs f or t he exotic! 6

CHOO-OH: 0T hose who are fond of the exotic are th
PEOPLE: 0A | | the battles in the world originated

CHOO-OH : oHow vast and endless! The fondness for the exotisdakater that never quenches
your thirst!é

PEOPLE: oV ai n, vain, and ever vain!boé

GANG-RYANG: The world outside is still dominated by the exiatiery Jack and Jill is so
absorbed in acquiring the superficial, the vain, the filthy, the exotic thaayngoasdby without

multiple battleahn er e can you find oOnl gncestbrsodovbéehaty
outside world lead you into temptati®abn that vain world will perish into oblivion, and someday,

~

| strongly believe, ourancests 6 beawuti ful tenets will drive a
PEOPLE: Revenge! No more shame!

YEON-AHM: Revenge? Whends that coming?

HO-CHEH : How dare she!

CHANG-DAE: MeeJoongP| ease stay put and be qiveness.! Say
Say 01l wondt G@QGoameenyMedoonglound again. o

YEON -AHM : | told you time and time again. It is a breach of decorum to address your elder by the
name.

CHANG -DAE: My Goodness! What am | going to do with her?
HO-CHEH : Reveal yourself! What is your intention of spreading propaganda about the outside!
YEON -AHM : | am only passing on what | have heard and seen.

HO-CHEH: You have no c¢cl| ue a bheborhherg hna heies setdonttoside e ! 3
this village!

YEON-AHM : There is more than whatyoudee. k e, t hi s body of mine dc
am.Then what do you people know about the outslde& you got a glimpse, at least?

HO-CHEH: Thereds no neéeedsf admrnag eWbahml stay awdyohnedrt e .
go asking for trouble. You will get hurt!
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YEON -AHM : Ignorance creates feBut if you want to catch a tiger, you have to enter his cave.
HO-CHEH : How dare you say thRat

YEON -AHM : Ruling the world, it all comes down to power. How can one acquire thatByower?
getting a grip of the exotic. The more, the mightier.

HO -CHEH : We have our tenets!
YEON -AHM : Without power, those tenets are a hurricane in a teacup.
HO-CHEH : You sound just like the Outsiders!

YEON-AHM : | am well aware of what your ancestors wer&likely put, they were exactly like

those you call the OutsideFsie atrocity your ancestors committed back when they ha@ pbwer

was no less, maybe evenmarthan that of the OutsideMou can shove your tenets up your mighty
assesA cowardly excuse for losers, the last cry for the appearance of pride for those who had power
but lost it and are ousted.

HO-CHEH : How dare you make such an insult to ocestors!
GANG-RYANG: Enough!
HO-CHEH : She called our tenets a hurricane in a teacamardly excuse!

GANG-RYANG: Sheds a mere donkey and Thsisbeyorm our nf | ue
toleranceWe would only give this thing more chansptead herwords.t 6 s cr y sMha |l c | e
can trigger something of such scandalous proportion?

HO-CHEH : Who?

GANG-RYANG: TheOutsidersT hi s oneds their spy.
(Whisper among the PEOPLE)

GANG-RYANG: Silence! Only one sentence can serve hebDragtih!

(More whisper among the PEOPLE)

CHANG -DAE: No, please, stop! May it please your honorsTspy® r e 6 sPlease spaveaher.
fornow.Sheds Whareyssisauk fer i ngasfnrootm egartaevne ai Itlhniensgs .r
for two weeksHaven 6t we al | been t her e, Feelnglike akstranger,in bei n
our own bodies, having dreams that make no sense and believing them tcalssueaidb h e 6 s

having such dreams right at this moment. Please, cut her sonftevslbplssLike a sandstorm

that comes and goes, she will wake up sane and heé&litty she just started eating and sleeping.

HO-CHEH: Youd6re saying all that to save this sil]|
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CHANG -DAE: She is not a donkey but a hosad she is like mgon.I dream of growing old
with her.

HO -CHEH : That kind of attitude is the cause of all this!

GANG-RYANG: Ten t housand to one, should she turn
alive.Not as long as she keeps chattering.

CHANG -DAE: MeeJoong. No, YeeAhm.Promise thenNever to utter a word agahhow!

(YEON-AHM is silent.)

GEE-YUH : Death is a little too severe.

GOO-YUH: Tel |l me about it. ltds not | ike she kil

HO-CHEH: Tal k! That d0s et deonpt olslteom! iltf, we dondt
ourselves into!

BOO-HYEH : Then what do we do before bedtime now?

HO-CHEH : What do you dolZzke beforeYou come to me to hear stories.

SAHN-GOH: But your stories suck. With all due respect, sir.

HO -CHEH : What impudence!

JEH-GUN: He 6 s Trhieglotr.e al |l about mill et and grain e

HO-CHEH : YouingratesT hat 6 s al | f You think dar stories witi evey proddce a
single grain of rice?

SAHN-YUH: Your honor?
HO-CHEH : What is it?

SAHN-YUH: I f youdre going to kill her, would it b
the tiger? We were cut off in the middle.

(The PEOPLE agree.)

YOO-YOO: So the widw and the teacher did it and were kicked out? Or was it before they did it?
KYO-CHOONG: That 6s not the point of the story.
YOO-YOO: ltis to meDid they do it or not?

BOO-HYEH : Of course they did it. What else could they do?

GEE-YUH : Were you evelistening to the story? They could not! Am | right, YAdon?
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BOO-HYEH: That 6s not fair!

SAHN-YUH : Maybe they were in the middle?

GEE-YUH : In that case, the sons are sons of bitches. They should have let them finish at least.
GOO-YUH: ThankyouA son doesndt care an inch about th
KYO-CHOON: That 86s not the point of the story!

(The PEOPLE loudly voice their diffeosrst op

GANG-RYANG: Attention! We cannot postpone the death penalty by one séfwitler they

did it, couldndét do it, or were in the middle
and falsd_ook at yourselves, arguing abdutovd s r i ght or wr on ¢Shedsvaer s u ¢
curse to our village! We must kill her now!

CHOO-OH: (to CHANGDAE) Mr. ChangDae.You can always get another beast, but not another
villageWill you please let it gbfdtead of this hatfreedwe wi | | get you a genui
a stallionWe can all chipén

GEE-YUH: Wait, Chief? Did you just say ochip ino6?
CHOO-OH: This concerns the whole village so

GEE-YUH : | will not eat her, and | will not paydonkey tastes like rubber.

GOO-YUH: Don6t vyou think that one would taste | ik
BOO-HYEH: What 6 s the difference? Way back when, w
GOO-YUH: Why are you bringing that up?

BOO-HYEH : You started it!

GEE-YUH: Anyway countmeoutle at 1 sndt ev e nEsgpoatlydonkey meaty our h

SAHN-YUH: Y o u 0 r &t thisitimehof the year, with the sandstorm and all, we must preserve
our grain.

CHOO-OH: This is not about whether you eat meat tir no
GEE-YUH: No?

SAHN-YUH : Your honor?

CHOO-OH: Be brief.

SAHN-YUH: |1 6 v e b e eShe igobtiofindr mindgright? If she is out of her mind, that means
she is in some other mind.

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 172



CHOO-OH: | told you. Be brief!

SAHN-YUH: That me a n sspirg bnehérsthatgneeans, aven if she dies, that spirit will
survive, right? Where would it go?

WOMEN: Youd6re right! Youdre right!
SAHN-YUH: Ten to one, it would go to one of us, right?

GEE-YUH: T h at & $ortunatayhit is stuck with the beastv. But what if it sticks with a
human? Thatol |l be a disaster.

GOO-YUH: Now sheds only talking, but s oAdterall, woul d
we did try to kill her.

GEE-YUH: What is it, then? The human who gets her spirit is going be killed as well?

SAHN-YUH : How horrific!

YOO-YOO: Why dondt weletlskeepugaedogslte. at t hat ?

KYO-CHOONG: Sleepingdog§?hat 6 s t he point of this predic:
YOO-YOO: You with you points.

KYO-CHOONG : There is something that you missed, your honors.

HO-CHEH : What is it?

KYO-CHOONG : If YeonrAhm is a spy as you concluded, although | do not agree with it at all, we
must be extra careful before considering killindgfvee. killa spy from the Outsiders, would they
just watch her diddilling YeonrAhm is equivalent to a direct declaration of Waat will you do

about that?

PEOPLE: That s right. Good thinking.
KYO-CHOONG : Killing YeorAhm is acting exactly by thewenario.
(PEOPLE agree. The SENIORS talk among themselves.)

CHOO-OH: Your honors.

HO-CHEH: What 6s our pl an?

GANG-RYANG: His theory makes sense, as hurtful as it might be to adntité.r e s onl vy
alternative.

HO -CHEH : Which is?

GANG-RYANG: Banishment.
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HO-CHEH : In this sandstorm, she would most likely dieanyjwayat doesndét make a
GANG-RYANG: Uhmé

HO-CHEH: Why dondét we spar e-Dhegegquested? now as Mr . ClI
GANG-RYANG: So we just let her talk and spreadadords?

HO-CHEH : We can gag her and keep her silent.

GANG-RYANG: 1 t 6s temporary, but thereds no alterne
(The SENIORS face the PEOPLE.)

GANG-RYANG: SilenceDkay.Justice demands that this beast be killed immedatalythese
speal circumstances, we decided to give her another chance and keep her under our observation until
the sandstorm passébhen we will make the verdict.

CHANG -DAE: Thank you, your honors! Thank you!

GANG-RYANG: Instead, we forbid you, from this vergment, to visitMr.Chafiga e 6 s and | i
to the beast talk! You will forget all the gibberish rambled on by this beast and you will not spread any
of that! Anyone who does not obey this will be banished! We order upon this beast Kigag law.
ChangDaewill immediately gag her and will teach her to make the appropriate animal howl until the
due datels that clear?

CHANG -DAE: Yes, your honor!
GANG-RYANG: Dismissed!
The PEOPLE agitatedly disperse.

ACT IV

CHANGDAE®G s h o tAEMis gaggedOMHAMNIAE.

CHANG-DAE: So youdre saying, i n our former |ife,
nine rivers a day, climbing mountains, passing through fields, and encountering all the eccentricities
of the world? (laughs) Quite intriguing for sucherseExcept for the part that you were the master

and | was the stable béyngagging YEOMHM) Now, try it?

YEON-AHM : Try what?
CHANG-DAE: Dondt t al k butAftenal,iyaybreahorsek e a hor s e.
YEON-AHM : My, my, myNever have | thought | would go through such an ordeal.
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CHANG-DAE: That 6 s f deverything yowsaid veele true, you are a shamelBsdiags.
me to the grind in the former life, and coming back to give mehioovadfld you end up like tRis

YEON -AHM : Like what?

CHANG -DAE: How did you get to talk?

YEON-AHM: Letmeseel coul dndét stand the itching.

CHANG -DAE: Itching? What you needed was scratching, not talking.

YEON-AHM: You i gnorant peasant. Thatds a metaphor
CHANG -DAE: A metaor? Is that some kind of a skin diselsstfat contagious?

YEON -AHM : (laughines. A metaphor is very, very contagious.

CHANG-DAE: That expl ains t heDamblcéti &g Novaemgh,ibkee.n ge
a horse!

YEON-AHM : No.

CHANG -DAE: No?

(GUH-BOH brings MAHMWIAHN into CHANGDAE®&s house along the rope
MAHN -MAHN : No. | said, no!

GUH-BOH : ShhhhQuiet!

(CHANG-DAE feels their presence and hurriedly gagivWwWEON
CHANG-DAE: Whods there?

GUH-BOH: I t 6s +Beh, Guh

CHANG -DAE: What are you doing here? What if someone sees you?
GUH-BOH : | came to see master Yednm.

CHANG -DAE: Meejoong no longer talks.

GUH-BOH: | heard it all.

CHANG -DAE: Heard what?

GUH-BOH : Your conversation.

CHANG -DAE: Watch your mouth.
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GUH-BOH: Dondt worry aboutAhnd. s (defingdy&ONHMmmgaydler Y e on
putting a gag on honorable master Y&lom! What a sharée

CHANG-DAE: Dondt touch her.

(GUH-BOH urgags YEONRHM.)

CHANG -DAE: Alright.What is it? This late?

GUH-BOH: 1 candt take it any |l onger.
CHANG -DAE: Take what?

GUH-BOH : Master YeoAhm is rightOur village is rotten to the cov®e are turning into living
skeletons her&. o |l &m | eaving.

CHANG -DAE: Leaving? You, t9 MahaMahn?
MAHN -MAHN : Thi s i s the first |l 6ve heard of it .

GUH-BOH: (To YEONAHM) Master, please help ¥®u know the way ouRlease help us out
of here.Take us to the birches, a place just for Niéddm and me.

CHANG-DAE: Dondt be @acklomegg and go

GUH-BOH: Dondt tr e atlthoumhtthis Kllage was thehwholedworlthat is, until |

met master YeeAhm.| saw MahfMahn as nothing more than what she did Berteeverything

changed since | met master ¥Abm.Sheopened up my eyes to the world beyond this village, made

me see MahMa hnds pain, and that pai n Tnhaadtdigsmtei trle al
Love!l love MahAMahn!l cannot leave her like this.

MAHN -MAHN : But | want you to leave me likésthLike you used to.

GUH-BOH : How is that possible? | love you!

MAHN -MAHN: Love? | dondt wunderstand that word, bt
GUH-BOH: Me, too.

MAHN -MAHN : Then why are you doing this to us?

GUH-BOH: Why?

MAHN -MAHN : You love me becaue | & m glavasring beforeayau yo?ed me.

GUH-BOH: Do you feel crazy now?

MAHN -MAHN : | think so.

GUH-BOH: SodoIMahnMa hn! Y ou 6 r eAmd doingiitgoyou? t o me.
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MAHN -MAHN : Well. Not exactly. No.

GUH-BOH : What? How come?

MAHN -MAHN : (lookinginto YEGNH MO s| e§®sgone.

GUH-BOH: What is?

MAHN -MAHN : My favorite part.

GUH-BOH: What is it?

MAHN -MAHN : MeeJ oongds eyes.

CHANG-DAE: MeeJ oongds eyes? Theydre right there.
MAHN -MAHN : No! Theyod6re not the same!

GUH-BOH: You dondét &e me as your

MAHN -MAHN : Sor r y. But | really candt go with you.
(MAHN -MAHN exits along the rope.)

GUH-BOH : What?looking into YEGNH M6 s Wieatydel gou do to my Maivbiahn? | thought
| could trust yougrunning outsiehnMahn!(turning to YEGAHM) How can you do this to me?
MahnMahn?

(GUH-BOH and MAHNMAAHN vanish into darkness.)

CHANG-DAE: My, my, mg MahnMahn is rightThis is all your fautY ou dono't tal k
everything will be fine.

YEON-AHM: I wi sh | could, but | candt neigh 1i ke

CHANG-DAE: That 6 s why yolhédrae@&s tooTpdsantdstoimon pdso s e .
by soonBefore that happens, you have to prove to the village that you are indeed lzaihss#.
you wanto live.

YEON -AHM : Is that really necessawfat about learning from that kid and getting out of here?
YesLet 0s get out of here right now.

CHANG -DAE: Out in this sandstorm, with a deranged horse likeWeu@ | | get |l ost o
step out of the village.

YEON -AHM : Even betterWe 0 | | take the road | ess taken.
CHANG -DAE: Lunatic.

YEON-AHM: | sndét that what you wanted?
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CHANG-DAE: Shi t ! But wd eda drsd tl elaeveev ea f nt But wethdveto s and s
survive until then.

YEON -AHM: So much ado about a talking hér#dright.Li ke you say, And wonot
| 81l practice the neigh.

CHANG-DAE: That 6s more | ike 1it.

YEON -AHM : Except.

CHANG -DAE: Except?

YEON -AHM : Show me the proper respect.

CHANG -DAE: What?Youcluelessbeadtoudr e a hor se, and I dm your
YEON-AHM: Wrongl 6 m your master, and youdre my stabl
CHANG-DAE: Dondt stréush pPeomssbfyou can talk doe

YEON -AHM : Look, kid.How many times have | told ythat there is always more than what you
seeTan you carry your own house on a pilgrimage?

CHANG -DAE: Where did that come from?

YEON-AHM : The same principle applies to the b@mhce a piece of wood is burnt up, the fire
moves on to the next piece aiod. That piece of wood can become an oak tree, a pine tree, or an
empress tre@hough | am stuck in the body of a horse, the principle that | am your master stays the
same.

CHANG -DAE: SilenceStop talking and practice your neighing!
YEON -AHM : Unlessyou show me the proper respect, | will keep talking and not practice anything.
CHANG -DAE: Suit yourselfThey will kill youNot me.

YEON-AHM: 1 6d rather die than bei ng Braitmmrg nder di n.)
ready.

CHANG -DAE: Give me a bregkFine.Would it please you if | showed you some respect?
YEON-AHM: The proper resfplact. oOoMasterod Yeon

CHANG -DAE: The proper respect. Master Y-@dmim.Now, would you follow me, pleageftates
a horse)

YEON-AHM: That 6 s pretty good. You can al ways tell
CHANG -DAE: Shut youg (calming him&#buld you please stop talking and follow(m&ighing)
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YEON -AHM : (follows him slovenly)

(While 6BANG -DAE and YEONAHM are practicing neighing, stars in the sky start shining one by one. It
dark. A cry in the dark.)

VOICE: The sandstorm has passed!

Bells ringing all over the village. The bells stop ringing at the same timngaSifahecEaimgninsn a
radio.

ACT YV

Blue sky at dawn. Once it lightens up, we see a wagon in the center of the village field. It is tilted, with
sand. The covering tent is raggedy, but thed@edsiibiuihgs, showwiagc e s of t he wago:
Only a few of the many tiny light bulbs on the wagon manage to flicker. The music is coming from the ¢
the wagon. The village PEOPLE are in awe at this unexpected sight. The VILLAGE QEIEF enters v
SENIORS. Everyone silently gathers around the VILLAGE CHIEF.

CHOO-OH: There.

(SENIORS are startled at the sight of the wagon.)

CHOO-OH: What on earth can that be?

GANG-RYANG: (to HOCHEH) What is it?

HO-CHEH : (going through the book in highmadnd) candét find i t. ltds no
GANG-RYANG: Not registered?

HO-CHEH : No.

GANG-RYANG: (to the PEOPLHEYas that here before?

YOO-YOO: Thereds no way that was here before.
GANG-RYANG: Of course. Of coues

GEE-YUH : Maybe that was here before, but we never saw it.

BOO-HYEH : It was not here before the sandstofm.at 6 s f or sur e.
GEE-YUH : How long has it been? Since its appearance?

GOO-YUH: | saw it, at dawn, on my way to the field.

YOO-YOO: How careless!
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GOO-YUH: What did you say?

YOO-YOO: 1 f you hadndét | ooked at it, it could hawv
GOO-YUH: Youdre not making any sense!

CHOO-OH: ShhhKeep it down!

HO-CHEH : Yoo-YooisrightThisisGoeYu hds f aul t .

GOO-YUH : Excuse me?

HO-CHEH: Yes. Do you know why there are no mountains in our village?

GEE-YUH: What 6s that got to do with this?

HO-CHEH: That 6s because the women Whenthe warldwas | | a g e
being created, mountains would rise from the earth gtstan@ would reach the sky, while others

would get spotted by the early women and settle onRaarthe women in this village, since our
ancestors, have traditionally been sound sleeges.t 6 s why all the mount ai

GOO-YUH: That makes lousy senSe.what are you saying?

HO-CHEH : That this is all your fault, Gotuh! You broke the village tradition and caused this
mayhem!

GOO-YUH : We have tons of work and you, men, are not moving alMhahdo you expect me
to do?

CHOO-OH: | said, keep it dowio GANGRYANG) What do we do? Shall we set fire on it?

GANG-RYANG: No. Thatds agé@hasttlbiumng pir $ no oWwhlaethdesr e ,
the use of setting f i Meatcanfrmsstoaxistandei ng t hat doe

CHOO-OH: Then what do we do?
GANG-RYANG: Pretend we never saw it.
CHOO-OH: For real?

GANG-RYANG: Listen up, everybod@ur involvement would only make matters wikseare
not the cause of that thingjust appeared alfasuddenrSo | et 6 s Letat disagpeardn al on

~

its own.Am | understoodWe never saw that thifighat thing does notexistet 6 s get back
GEE-YUH: Goo-Yuh.You should be ashamed of yourself.

(The music stops. A MAN crawls uglptheimwagon. He is wearing colorful clothes and is heavily covere
dust. The PEOPLE are stunned.)
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INSPECTOR: (tapping on the radio at the front seat obtlerwagort) hi ngds br oken a

(The I NSPECTOR s ens e sthedPEQOPLE. Bahesideg dreestadled prhedPE@PLEE e
try to leave the scene.)

INSPECTOR: Hey!

CHOO-OH: (whisperirdghore him.

INSPECTOR: You, there!

SAHN-GOH: But I can hear him.

CHOO-OH: You havendt heard anything.

INSPECTOR: Can you hear me?

SAHN-GOH: We candot hear you! We candt see you!
CHOO-OH: Dondt answer, you dumbass!
BOO-HYEH : What a beautifulday.he sandst or més been unusually
YOO-YOO: 1t 6s time to sow the seeds!

INSPECTOR: (laughingd o y agoofing eneD o | l ook Iike 106d go a
embarrassment if you ignore M, | will notl, as Touring Inspector of InterriakternalPrivate
PublicIndividualCommunalCommonplacandMysteriousAffairsExecutiveBureau  in  the
InternatExternaiPrivatePublicindividuaitCommunaCommonplacandMysteriousAffairs

ExecutiveBureau under direct order of Emperor Almighty, command you in the name of Emperor
Almighty!

(The PEOPLE are frozen, nansensicad termimologdy,iragherrtran beingt
intimidated by his authority. The INSPECTOR, tapping his radio, gives a command.)

INSPECTOR: Stay where you are!

The radio plays majestic grandeur music. The PEOPLE, overwhelmed by the mesioghbwit deeply in k
darkens.

ACT VI

When it dawns, we see the INSPECTOR sitting in front of the wagon, devouring millet rice cake and di
The PEOPLE, seated in front of him, are watching politely.

GEE-YUH : Take your time.
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GOO-YUH: He must have bedost and starved for days.

INSPECTOR: What was thatdow dare you say such a thing? Me, Dostou think it possible

for an inspector underl @wWhe dgotp ee oo Bptthafeanord caen d
| refuse what you have so sinlgeaad devotedly prepared? Everythiog scheduléarrived here

at the exact time of my scheduled arrival.

GANG-RYANG: On schedule?

INSPECTOR: Exactly.(looking at his mdfmaytly 586 years ago today, this wagon reached this
vilage,ant o day ds vi si t h a SFhishisea®onmco-pd8byearsrperiddic snspactioa. t her
You should consider yourself fortunate beyond b&fidfyou tried to ignore me like that?

HO-CHEH : It was such a surprise that we lost our sense of decency.
IN SPECTOR: Surprise? Did | not tell you this inspection is periodic?
GANG-RYANG: We never dreamed youdd honor our secl

INSPECTOR: That s why iThe Bmpire I§6 .vas8dtanding ipdwsshall we get
starte?

CHOO-OH: Started witté ?
INSPECTOR: The inspecting business | came here to do.
CHOO-OH: Forgive my impudendBut what is your business again?

INSPECTOR: Ignorant bumpkins! Touring inspection of IntefkrnalPrivatePublic
IndividualCommunalCommonplacandMysteriousAffairsExecutiveBureau under direct order
of Emperor Almighty.

CHOO-OH: Pardon?

INSPECTOR: In short, | am in charge of discovgrand collecting mysteries in the world.
KYO-CHOONG : What do you do with them?

INSPECTOR: Do?

KYO-CHOONG : Yes. What | mean is, what is the purpose of gathering all that?
INSPECTOR: For mot hTaair 8tgpidity B &ppallingghy do you breathe?
KYO-CHOONG : To live.

INSPECTOR: Why do you live?

KYO-CHOONG : (He is touched and in tears.)
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INSPECTOR: 1 asked you why you Il ived, and youdore i

KYO-CHOONG: (cryind) 0 m t dwahérchve no i dea hfomsomeaneg | 6 v
to ask me that very questiénl. | | ve been asked was: Did you e

sleep®
INSPECTOR: My goodness, this is pathetic.

KYO-CHOONG:| 6ve been asking mysel f ThdaattofE askingst i on
oneself such meaningfuhs humanbeingsy ou know, éi t ds kinda |ike

INSPECTOR: You can be frank with méou never asked yourself anything, did you?

KYO-CHOONG : Yes, | did! | always asked myself many thinggé&r got any answers, but | know
the eds an answer to why | |ive.

INSPECTOR: Silly kidYou live becauseyouexisher e s no answer oOr purop
Even i f there were, youdd Onecvee ry okun dw,n dy cowd d nye

KYO-CHOONG : (bowinghishégad)dondét care if | go insane. Pl
INSPECTOR: He 8 s h Dakechimensay from me.
(YOOYOO and BOAYEH take KYGCHOONG away from the INSPECTOR.)

INSPECTOR : Same principle heiemperor Almighty is in full comgrension of all the mysteries

in the worldOt her wi s e, he woul dDogdu nowenddfstapdetire gravityof mi g h
my task heredk, let me condescend to your IEWed collecting is in itself the purpose, and this task

is in itself Emperor Almigy! (The PEOPLE mutter in incompreHemsionrl)g h, enough! I
any more time answering your behoederatentelligence questiorGhiefWh at 6 s t he my st
this village?

CHOO-OH: | donot know.

INSPECTOR: | will stay here all day longstjlike 586 years agmd you have one day to find a
mystery that will intrigue Emperor Almighty.

HO-CHEH : We | | , we O | do our best, but | Oménot S U |

INSPECTOR:1's t hat so0o? Youodd b eaveledthoudards ofirkilesiiheotighr e vy
the sandstorm and learn there is nothing worth a mystery in thitHollagathetic would that look
like?That s why we decided to erase all the vill
this inspeaon.

CHOO-OH: Erase?

INSPECTOR: In other words, exterminate their existefkbe.village, the people, everything.
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PEOPLE: Holy shit!
SAHN-GOH: Sir inspector?

INSPECTOR: Donot call mRBepedtSafter mel Tosripge Inspectorldérnal
ExternalPrivatePublicindividuatCommunalCommonplacandMysteriousAffairsExecutive
Bureau.

SAHN-GOH: Touring® Inspectoé Interioré Affairsé
INSPECTOR: Damn! What do you want?
SAHN-GOH: 1 dondét think thatodos fair.

INSPECTOR: Wh a t 6 s aboubthat¥illagesmwithout mysteries and, of course, their inhabitants
have noreasontoexisthey dr e wort hl ess!

SAHN-GOH: Would it be ok to just erase us from the map?

INSPECTOR: What? Do you have any idea what you are saym@g?t 6 s h degdrving r e a s o
decapitation, Hbwydarweyeodt nauthitde Empireod
The Empireds map should reflect the topograph

(The PEOPLE fall into grave silence.)
CHOO-OH: Sir Insg
INSPECTOR: What did | say?

CHOO-OH:  Touring Inspector of Intern@xternalPrivatePublicindividuaiCommunal
CommonplacandMysteriousAffairsExecutiveBureau!

PEOPLE: Wow!
INSPECTOR: What is it?
CHOO-OH: | know you are on a tight schég] but a day is way too short for us.

INSPECTOR: Too short? A day is a luxury for a village likdthisdt on 6t need to do |
| thought about just passing by and erasing this village.

WOMEN : My goodness!

INSPECTOR: But Emperor Almightyrgnted this village an equal opportuBigcause equality is
his utmost priority.

WOMEN: Equal ity! Thatds a great Emperor!

INSPECTOR: You should be thankful to have me as your inspector. Any questions?
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GANG-RYANG: Yes.So, in the previous inspectitmt is 586 years ago, what did our ancestors
offer you?

INSPECTOR: (looking in his ndtesine se& a handful of millet. A breed that grows well even in
sand.

CHOO-OH: (excitediyillet grows in profusion in our village!

INSPECTOR: (jeeringlyJow, it grows in profusion in many other villageb.er e s not hi
mysterious about thgkooking at his ndte$)72, a baless maide® woman without balls.

GEE-YUH: Women donot have ball s.
BOO-HYEH : Did women have balls back then?

KYO-CHOONG: NonsenseThey mus't have meant 0dgubtsé nwhte nt c
uncommon in ancient documenssthat right’A woman without guts, so a coy maidemloman
thatdos coquetti stohemelf., t herefore, keeping i

GOO-YUH: A crazy woman? Or a retard?

INSPECTOR: That 6s your | i mit. You hawhendhey wotet a ¢
oball s, 6 t hey | Cangouiaaging howrauahnsiveatdhe reecotd keederansist ave
drenched t o come uplessmati hd etnh e eax pwoearsasni omi ,t hdohlua |
thing that is neither man nor womam@ you talk about guts and crazy woman and retard?

KYO-CHOONG : Now I get it!
SAHN-YUH: (to hersdlf}d d r a ballesl that twveanch.

INSPECTOR: Anyway this man or woman served Emperor Almighty for life and was loved as his
favorite.

KYO-CHOONG : Now | get it!

INSPECTOR: Am | moderately understood?

GEE-YUH: | get an idea, but only vaguely.

GOO-YUH: Yeah.Can you give us a specific example?

SAHN-YUH: Exactlyl f you showed us some of your <coll ec

INSPECTOR: Youdre really deter mi ne dVell whatgauwlt thesee t o
country bumpkins knowbaut the current trenddright. | will grant you a huge favdihe theme of
this year éileologg.spection i s

(The PEOPLE remain silent in incomprehension.)
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GOO-YUH: Ideology?
GEE-YUH : Is that some kind of a spice?

INSPECTOR: You 0r e ¢ é&bnteihingdike ¢hbYoosue .have t oo much, anc
tasteBut too | ittle,Wandsgodout wolmdvehphentanpnyin t h
arartyThe youth of today, they doThéydevayitranejusa da mn
the way it igNow, be prepared for the wonder!

(The I NSPECTOR turns on the radio. The theme
INSPECTOR: Camel Panchen Lama!

(Through the tent of the wagon enter CAMEL PANCHEN LAMA. The PEOPLE lapptgud and c
GEE-YUH: What a strangeoking creature!

GOO-YUH: 1t s saying something?

SAHN-YUH: Qui et ! I candt hear.

(PANCHEN LAMA, gesturing in a way that suggests penance and discipline, mutters.)

PANCHEN LAMA : |, the 689 Panchen Lama, sy theship crossing the desdftthe desert

is too hot make yourself hotter if the desert is too cold make yourself colder if the desert is too vast
make yourself vaster if the desert is too dark make yourself darker if life is too painful make yourself
more m@inful, so I, the 689th Panchen Lama,Barything | said so far is bWhat | just said is

bull is also bulEverything in this world is bull a desert is not a desert you are not a ship | am not the
689th Panchen Lama then what are you looking at?

(PANCHEN LAMA sits, crossing his legs, and closes his eyes. The PEOPLE are at a loss.)
GEE-YUH : A spice or ideology or whatever is supposed to be salty or sweet or sour or hot, but this

is jusé

INSPECTOR: That 6s what this ideology is al/l about .
GOO-YUH: He 6s got nbedésrahmobtl|l afskel et on.
INSPECTOR: He 6 s been fasting for 689 days.

GEE-YUH: How come?

INSPECTOR: That s h(toPANCHENAdAMAYGet back inside.

(PANCHEN LAMA slowly enters the wagomtséifing.)

KYO-CHOONG: | st i | | Codldyowddive s a suminary?
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INSPECTOR: I n s hort, that 0sWhertedoed sdffermd begny The ihSids.uf f er
bringitoutst i I I t hat ani mal i nsists heds been Pancl

BOO-HYEH: It still doesndt make much sense to me.
INSPECTOR: That 86s why he was granted a spot on t he
YOO-YOO: Oh! So an ideology is not supposed to make much sense?

INSPECT OR: More likely soThe less sense, the befi#kay, next. Chdung, the tiger.

(The theme music ofILHNG plays. Through the tent of the wadoiN@&H@s out terrifyingly.-CHO
JUNG is tied to chains.)

CHO-JUNG: Wake! Those of you who are oppds&ree yourselv&VerturnlOverthrow!The
old and corrupt institutionBlo n 6t go after r ot t e dakerhgmadowniheit r at |
EmperoriTear him apar8tart a new world with your fang!

BOO-HYEH : This | can understand.

YOO-YOO: | st thi8 rather dangerous?

INSPECTOR: Not at all.

YOO-YOO: What if he attacks the Emperor with his fang?

INSPECTOR: It happens onceinawhileh at 6 s Empsror &lmighty iwoulyl look at this

beast and be reminded of the impendarggerl n f act , he doesndt exact]|
still need him, so that Emperor Almighty has something to shoot with an arrow whenever he is
irritated.Thi s oneds not a fine breed, but thereds
worth.Get backThe nextonéc andt make an entrance on its ow

(The INSPECTOR enters the wagon and brings out a small potted plant.)
INSPECTOR: 1 never imagined THids sdndds fd ntdr wel er airfi
BOO-HYEH : Itdoe s ndt | ook much | i ke a hazard.

INSPECTOR: You have no ide&mall as this might look now, it used to be a tree with branches
and leaves, covering the whole wété#lven and earth were under the shadow of this creature.

KYO-CHOONG : Tree?

INSPECTOR: Thi s tree grows on human bl ood and prod
it is called democratic tréayone who goes under its shadow believes they are the Emperor of the
world. (laugh€)an you believe that? There ever were such primitive times!

KYO-CHOONG : Where was Emperor Almighty back then?
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INSPECTOR: Sitting on top of a tree, enjoying his vacation. Look clbsejypu see something
like a chrysalis?

(The PEOPLE all approach the plant.)

INSPECTOR: That is not a chrysalis but a human béirgg 6 s ¢ aKwhareatd idvtleesole
survivor of that era.

GEE-YUH: This is a human being?
GOO-YUH : How did he shrink so tiny?

INSPECTOR: Think aboutitEver yoneds cl ai ming himself the E
worldissosmall, hi s one had to adjust hi sltleokszlikehd o t he
decided to stay put, reel i mHg O0ssi Iskt,i Islo nmuhateratn

YOO-YOO: 1 dondt hear a thing?

INSPECTOR: Li sten c¢cl ose! OWho am I ? Who am | ?28, he
KYO-CHOONG : Ah. I hear it. | hear it!

INSPECTOR: Was that enough for you? Now go look.

(INSPECTOR takes the plant and enters the wagon, yawning.)

CHOO-OH: Everyone! Let 6 s nbfwsand iy you hBve rtBut by toneorrow g r a i
morning, you have to find this thing called ideology!

It gets dark. Loud and discordant music plays. PEOPLE run around, ringing bells. The village is how
sand. YEOMHMG6 s neighing resonates.

ACT VI

LightsupinCHANBAEGs house. The PEOPIDEEdn&YEONABMt her ed
look at the PEOPLE in surprise. The PEOPLE are covered in sand and are panting. Pause.

GANG-RYANG: (pantingdjhat 6 s what happened.

(pause)

CHANG -DAE: Noé way.

HO-CHEH : Nobody signed up for this.

CHANG-DAE: Youb6re messing with me, right?

GANG-RYANG: Do we | ook I i ke wedre messing with yol
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GEE-YUH: AI'l day |l ong, we | ooked under evWey gr ai
dondt eve nfséndtoefferdimgr ai n

GOO-YUH: That 6 s no s \Whemever veedound angthing eeindtejy lexotic, we threw it
all awayf-or how long.

BOO-HYEH : We even broughthmB&@k 6 s kettl e, but it woul dnot

YOO-YOO: | dug up a corpse in the samtere was no sign of life, but it was perfectly preserved,
with lifelike complexionwWh e n | brought It to him, he said
buried it again.

HO-CHEH : Kyo-Choong tried to cut off his balBut the Inspector said blés men were no
rarity.l f it wa-¥uhte wolild have st himballs for nothing.

GANG-RYANG: Can you get ideology by cutting off your balls?
KYO-CHOONG : Who knows?

SAHN-YUH : Shut your mouthhitting KY@HOONG on the hedtho sayyour balls belong to
youZl heyd6re minel!

KYO-CHOONG : | was only trying to save our village!
SAHN-YUH: (pinching hiwhat about me? Huh!
HO-CHEH : Save our village. You were thinking of yousfish bastard.

SAHN-YUH: How can you say that®w desperate must he have been to dare try such a thing!
Speaking of desperate, I sndt 1t tHaeeysudone or s w
anything while he was trying to cut ofé his

BOO-HYEH: That 6 s Whatdifferencg doés.it negkalls or no balls?

HO -CHEH : What difference?ou bitch! Have you seen them? Huh? Have you?

BOO-HYEH : Do | need to?

HO-CHEH: You better wateé&h your mouth, or | 0dl]1

CHOO-OH: Enough! Please,enougf 6 ve al |l been so outlyfoogbt our
about this onépointing at YEGAHM).

GEE-YUH: Yeah. We ran around for nothing.
BOO-HYEH: Sheds the only one that can i mpress the

YOO-YOO: YeahShe doesnodt make much sense, so sheds
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GANG-RYANG: Does she still talk?

CHANG-DAE: Not at al I . Sheds completely nor mal n o
(OnCHANGD AE 3 s g e sAHWets put avldagndigh.)

PEOPLE: (in despahp!

HO-CHEH : No. She must talk!

GANG-RYANG: What a disaster! How long has it been?

CHANG -DAE: A few days.

GEE-YUH: 1 t s probably not too | ate.

GOO-YUH : Make her talk again!

CHANG -DAE: Now you want her to talk? You were going to kill her for that.

SAHN-YUH: 1t wasn6ét wus. |t was the seniors.
CHANG-DAE: Do you know what Cththerz been through to
HO-CHEH : For our village, please make her talk again!

BOO-HYEH : YesShed6s the only one that can save our

YOO-YOO: 1 f we think about Hettalkingwasanhsmen df erricbedhingse o f
to come.

CHANG-DAE: Thabs why she stopped talking! What mor ¢
GEE-YUH : Her not talking will not solve anything now, will it?

GOO-YUH: No! Do you think the touring inspector of Interesiernad whatever was simply
passing byle sensed somethifthat thingnvited him here!

SAHN-YUH : One who has tied a knot must unti& all started from her mouth and so should it
end!

GEE-YUH: Let 06s stop talking ourselves and make he
(The WOMEN surround YE&NM.)
GOO-YUH : Hey! Talk!

SAHN-YUH : Sure, thawvill make her talkdey! You are so full of bull and sRitétentious, goed
for-nothing thing!
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GEE-YUH: You ar e al |l surface and no substance. Y ¢
good at, slimy mudfish!

GOO-YUH: Youcantalk allyouwamtb out | i fe and tenets and mor
teapotYou dr e not even a horse. Youbdre an ass. Ge

SAHN-YUH: You ramble on about the outside and what you saw and heard, but this is all you got?
Youdbre going to make us all di e!

(YEON-AHM, instead of answering, lets out a long neigh. The WOMEN pinch, scratch, and make a m
YEON-AHM, saying 6Tal k! Youdre stildl not gonna

CHANG -DAE: (pushing the WOMEN away from YAEHM Stop! How can you be so cruel to an
animalthee candét even tal k?

GEE-YUH: That s why you have to make her talk!
CHANG-DAE: | t 6 s @hk ik completely cured.
GEE-YUH: (falingonthegroBrid) t , wedre ruined! Wedre all go

GANG-RYANG: Please grantusthisfa®i. nce you made her stop talk
again?

CHANG-DAE: | 6d rather not.

HO-CHEH : What?

CHANG -DAE: If she talks, the inspector will take fieh.at means [ 811 never s
GOO-YUH: How can you be so selfish?

SAHN-YUH : Tel me about it' My man almost cut ofh{sol

GOO-YUH: Do you think youdoll be happy i f everyone
GEE-YUH: We 0r e al | going to die anyway! That freas
CHANG-DAE: I reaély donot

HO-CHEH : We really will!

(Pause. EVERYONE is staringintoCHANNGE 6 s ey es . )
CHANG-DAE: You candt | uwst threaten her to
HO-CHEH : (rejoycir@k, ok! Then what can we do?

CHANG -DAE: You have to respect her feelings.
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HO-CHEH : How?

CHANG -DAE: First, you have to treat her with respaétth utmost politeness, address her as
Master, Lady, Your Honor, or Madam Y-&dm.

BOO-HYEH : (laughs)

GEE-YUH: (boxingBOBY EHO Do @ & it )THemwhgth !

CHANG -DAE: By the way, when does she have tbtatking?

GANG-RYANG: By tomorrow morning.

CHANG -DAE: That soon? It took me two weeks to get her to stop talking.
GANG-RYANG: But we dond6t have two weeks!
HO-CHEH : We will all be dead in two weeks!

CHANG -DAE: (after a momebotemplatibigjuor used to turn her into a chatterbox.
CHOO-OH: Liquor? No!

CHANG -DAE: (realizing his mistakepw, of courseOur village strictly forbids the brewing of
liquor.But this hairy thing, | mean Master, kept asking for it.

GANG-RYANG: Alright! Everyone, Go brew liquor!

CHOO-OH: But abstinence is our villageds traditi
GANG-RYANG: Where there is a village, there is tradition.

GEE-YUH: Doesnd6t it take |ike a long time to brew

GANG-RYANG: Do you hae a better ided¥e should apply every means pos$ilaie! Brew
liquor! Make it quick and reassemibteyou all remember what the beast, | mean her honor, has
taught you?

BOO-HYEH : You gave an order to forget everything.

GANG-RYANG: Rerememberl estbring it all back for Master Yehm! So that she can finish
what she starte8he should be dying to utter the next word! Hurry up!

The PEOPLE scatter. YE®INM lets out a long neigh, as if laughing at them. It darkens.
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Night. Stars fill the sky. JANGK 6 s
BOK as the cow. QA E 0 s

CHO-MAE
JANG-BOK

CHO-MAE:

anyway.

JANG-BOK

CHO-MAE:

JANG-BOK
CHO-MAE
JANG-BOK

CHO-MAE:

JANG-BOK
CHO-MAE
JANG-BOK
CHO-MAE

ACT VIII

field.

eyes are cl osed.

: Yo-ho! Yoho! There you go! There you go!
. Is it really necessary to plow the fieisl late at night?
Day or night, it doesndot make
:Thatds because | spend the ni
I am making you do this, only

: What more can you possibly want in bed?
back. (hftihgeghimthard) what 6 s
: Ouchl!(falls with his hands on his back)

You tal Kk

Up.
: My back! It hurts!
Donot trick me !

a on

pl ay
. | am sixty years ol@an we at least take a brédy? b ac k 0 s

: And you call yourself a man.

(JANG-BOK takes off the plow and drops himself on the ground.)

CHO-MAE
JANG-BOK
CHO-MAE
JANG-BOK
CHO-MAE
JANG-BOK
CHO-MAE
JANG-BOK
CHO-MAE

. JangBok.

Yes, madam?

Howds the sky? Any stars?
: Open your eyes and see for yourself.

. (boxing his edms$wer me! Are there any stars?

. Plenty.

S0 youdre sixty already?

. | told you.

. So forty years since you married me?
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JANG-BOK: That 6s about it.

CHO-MAE: What on earth happened to you?

JANG-BOK: What do you mean?

CHO-MAE: Youusedtol®a man. Dondt you remember?

JANG-BOK: No.

CHO-MAE: Youstupid blockhead!

JANG-BOK: What did | do?

CHO-MAE: Are you crippled or something?

JANG-BOK: Candt you | eave riera briefononeentbfpeaceone second"

CHO-MAE: You hate me, dondét you? You wish 16d ju
you?

JANG-BOK: Where are you going with these questions?
CHO-MAE: Nowhere& Plenty of stars?

JANG-BOK:1't |l ooks | i ke theydre falling al/l over
CHO-MAE: Are they?

JANG-BOK: A falling star. Another one. Right there.
CHO-MAE: Right there?

JANG-BOK: Yes.

CHO-MAE: Right theré

(Pause)

CHO-MAE: JangBok.

JANG-BOK: Y e s , ma o am?

CHO-MAE: JangBok.

JANG-BOK: What?

CHO-MAE: Do you know who | am?

JANG-BOK: What?

CHO-MAE: Do you, or dondt you?
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JANG-BOK: Of course | do.

CHO-MAE: Then, arendt you scared?

JANG-BOK: | 6 m sorry?

CHO-MAE: Because | am, scared of myself.

JANG-BOK: So am I, a little.

(CHOMAE hits JANGBOK with the stick.)

JANG-BOK: Why are you hitting me? | havendt done
CHO-MAE: (She giggles, firmly hugsB®KGnd they roll over the sand.)

JANG-BOK: (StucktightinCHMDAE G s gr i p, ©Ouch! Ouch iy back! 8y badcklh e s an
(CHOMAE releases him after a while.)

JANG-BOK: Holy cow.

CHO-MAE: Up.
JANG-BOK: | canodot .
CHO-MAE: Let d6s <cal |l it for tonight and go home.

JANG-BOK: (He stands up immediately, is about to head home Yanduh&nr sewps) ot comi ng
CHO-MAE: 1 61 I enjoy the cool air for a whil e.

(JANGBOK, after a short moment of confusion, takes the plow and M sdftena. fl@kGeconds
of hesitation, opens her eyes. In fear, she closes her eyesygminitls hetbovansl sigr

CHO-MAE: é Tickling. Tickling you little ones When was & tens of yeaés hundreds of

yearé thousands of yedaranillions of yeags when you left mé&e | cannot see, but | hear the bell.

The bell ringing No. | said né Why me? Why does itygato be me@oawayDon 6t come ne
me.Get oue JangBok. Jandoké JangBoké .

(CHOMAE puts down her hands that were covering her eyes, lifts her head, and stares into the starr
MAE gets up and strides into darkness. On the otReUBIdGEEDQIH, and SAHNYUH cross the
sand, with liquor buckets in their hands.)

GEE-YUH: Howdd you gve hYot had thal for a while, right?
GOO-YUH : Speak for yourself.
(The THREE WOMEN laugh.)
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SAHN-YUH: But wo n Gstispidiobs®g 6 get apparently way too ea
GEE-YUH: Let 06 s keep our Whoacaras shattamortolw leringp esent .
GOO-YUH: Ai n6t nobody with sober hands in this vi
SAHN-YUH: Even so, | etds slow it down.

GEE-YUH : Shall we.

(The THREE WMEN stop.)

GOO-YUH : Damn. Look at all those stars.

GEE-YUH: The only asset worth a view in our village.

(SAHN-YUH drinks from the bucket.)

GEE-YUH: What the hell you are doing?

SAHN-YUH: |1 6 m dri nking.

GEE-YUH: Are you insane?

SAHN-YUH: Who cares? | dondét give a shit!

GOO-YUH: Are you upset about Ky@hoong?

GEE-YUH : He still got his balls.

SAHN-YUH: Who gives a shit about hiHleddcidddtooffer | 6 m
himself without saying a word to his v@@@nyou believe that? Even for the sake of saving the village?
Why do | have to suffer for that? This sucks.sucks(drinks)

GOO-YUH : Hey, stop drinking!

GEE-YUH: You dondt know what youodr eAlyoageedisgpalls. Thoug
GOO-YUH : Pish.(drinks)

GEE-YUH: Hey why are you drinking?

GOO-YUH: Who needs balls if theydre grains of sar
GEE-YUH : Are you kidding meShowing off before a widow? | | be damned. (dri
GOO-YUH: 1 6 m getting tipsy.

SAHN-YUH: What 6re we going to do?
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(The THREE WOMEN sigh and head toward CBANGSG s . On t he otHNEHr si de
YOOYOO, and KY-OHOONG, standing in a straight line, are peeing on the field.)

BOO-YEH : Starry fucking night.

YOO-YOO: Those stars aedl partoflandP hi s | and wedre stepping on
in the aié

BOO-HYEH : What the fuck are you talking about?
YOO-YOO: That 6 s what Youweretheven k ey sai d.
BOO-HYEH : Bullshit.

YOO-YOO: Yo u 6 r B8utsomeghomttoga | f e el |l i ke I dm flDBoating |
you remember?

BOO-HYEH : Remember what?

YOO-YOO: When | was fourteen, | got lost in the sandstorm on my way back from the millet field.
BOO-HYEH: 1t wasnd6t even spring, but it was wild.
YOO-YOO: What would have happened if | didndot ret
BOO-HYEH : You would have died.

YOO-YOO: What if | didndot die but found another v
BOO-HYEH : You would have died anyway because they would have banished you.

YOO-YOO: Why are you always being so negdiive? could have welcomed me as their guest.
BOO-HYEH: Maybe me. But éyou, | dondt know

YOO-YOO: You sucker! In that sandstorm, | imaginedting people from other villagéisen |

tripped over something, missed my balance, and fell, and that was the way back to our village. | held
on to the rope and rahheard my mom calling me right tha@tgank heavens, | was alive, | thought.

But someth n g w a sltreti like somepduyt was choking me.

BOO-HYEH: What 6 s wi th you br i ngVYooupgadytp kick thedbuaket?mo r i e

YOO-YOO: Whatisitwithme?rf |1 d6m to kick the buckeHey, | 061l |
Kyo-Choong.What do you think?

BOO-HYEH : Why do you have your hands on your balls? Are you performing a ritual?
YOO-YOO: You finally did it. You cut them off?

BOO-HYEH: Let 6 s see.
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KYO-CHOONG : Shhh!

YOO-YOO: What are you shushing about, dickhead!

KYO-CHOONG: Pl eas e, guys. What is wrong with you?
BOO-HYEH : So that you can cut off your balls?

KYO-CHOONG: Bal Il s or no ball s, |l &m trying to crea:
YOO-YOO: ldeology? Yo

KYO-CHOONG : Whatif Yeo’PAh m d o e s n 6We shoald skill ceageaan idedlogy out of
what she said, one way or another.

BOO-HYEH : Create an ideology?

KYO-CHOONG : You know | have a good memory.

YOO-YOO: Only for things not worth remembering.

KYO-CHOONG : | remember everything that Ye&hm told us.

BOO-HYEH : But?

YOO-YOO: You candt make head or tail of them?
KYO-CHOONG : | can make too many heads and tails of them.

BOO-HYEH : Too many heads and tails?

KYO-CHOONG : They said an ideologias not supposed to make much sense in the first place.
That s what (Ahtmdeu gvotr desf aXedn r st , but the moi
t hey mak e.é (ihthalghts &gain)k n o w

YOO-YOO:1 candét make head or tail of what youodr €
BOO-HYEH : Damn it'Will we see another day, peeing on the field like this?

(The stage darkens on t he MEJDB and 3EMGHN araholdingb r i gt
MAHN -MAHN. GUH-BOH is ksen up on the ground.)

SAHN-GOH: That was close, man! Really close!
JEH-GUN: Did you have to be so harsh on him?

SAHN-GOH: He deserved it big time, m&unning away with Maitviahn when everyone else is
trying to save the village@es she belong toy?

(SAHN-GOH gives GUBOH several hard kicks. 8@ faints.)
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MAHN -MAHN : Stop it! Stop! will do anything you wargo please stop it!
(The INSPECTOR comes out of the wagon.)

INSPECTOR: What s going on out here?
SAHN-GOH: We brought yosomething.

(SAHN-GOH and JEKSUN bring MAHNMAHN to the INSPECTOR.)
INSPECTOR: What?

SAHN-GOH: (pushing MAHMAHN) This wench.

INSPECTOR: Who is this wench?

JEH-GUN: MahnMahn.

INSPECTOR: MahnMahn? What does she do?

SAHN-GOH: She sleeps with us.

INSPECTOR: Sleep?

JEH-GUN: You know.(Sex.)

INSPECTOR: I s she a prostitute? Theydre everywher e
MAHN -MAHN : What 6 s a prostitute?
INSPECTOR: I t 8s a filthy thing.

MAHN -MAHN : Th at ¢ a habntdoing i for tte chastity ofighvillage.
INSPECTOR: That 6s what prostitutes do.

SAHN-GOH: Then, what about these high he€lé?e s e wer e our i nitial of
take them off of her, so we brought the whole package.

INSPECTOR: What about these high heels?

JEH-GUN: Let me enlighten yoA. long time ago, her ancestors took over our village and had all
the women in our village wear these heels.

SAHN-GOH: But wten her ancestors were kicked out of our village and had to run for their lives,
t her e was one wo man wh o fail ed t o escape,
gr and mo grdnénotbes.
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JEH-GUN: Our ancestors made her grandmother wear these hibalssk® would be reminded
of the shame of defeat, whenevegé syreu know whafgesturing s&kjpse heels have been passed
down to this ongpointing at MAHMAHN)

INSPECTOR: Uhm.The filthy heels of chasgty

SAHN-GOH: I knew Yy oud dWhateaeyoutmnk?oeld yolcallntHem an ideology?
INSPECTOR: MahnMahn.

MAHN -MAHN : Yes, sir?

INSPECTOR: Dondt you feel mistreated?

MAHN -MAHN : No.

INSPECTOR: Ar end6t you ashamed?

MAHN -MAHN : Of what?

INSPECTOR: Ar endt you in pain?

MAHN -MAHN : Not at all. At least not until a few minutes ago.

INSPECTOR: A few minutes ago? What about now?

MAHN -MAHN : 1 6 m not so sure.

INSPECTOR: Uh m. |l candt do this yet.

SAHN-GOH: Why not?

INSPECTOR: | té dos risky.

JEH-GUN : Tell him you feel mistreated! Now!

SAHN-GOH: Youdr e ashamed and in pain. Tel!/l hi m!
(MAHN -MAHN is at a loss.)

INSPECTOR: That 6s all. And please keep it down.
(The INSPECTOR enters the wagon.-MAHN caresses GHB®H on the ground.)

MAHN -MAHN : Guh-Boh. GuhBoh.

JEH-GUN:: Is GuhBoh your other half or somethingh at does he Ihdmw eh urhtaitn c
just as much!

SAHN-GOH: Yeah! Wedr e g¢gonnaMadnrMeahn!'tYaurclmamgedow any way!
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JEH-GUN: Yeah! You only care about Gaibh!

MAHN -MAHN : That 6 s not t rlikeyoudl,eqgualldndét change.
JEH-GUN: You tried to run away with GiBoh and leave us here!

MAHN -MAHN : | told him no. But he forced e

GUH-BOH: (managing to open hid&yeb)ahré be true to yourself.

SAHN-GOH: This is pathetic!

JEH-GUN: Do you really think heol |l kil |l us? Li ke
SAHN-GOH: (sarcasticalyhat do you think?

JEH-GUN: How do you think hedl |l kil | us ?
SAHN-GOH: He sai d, oOexterminate. 0

JEH-GUN: But what does mda duitdilemubbing diroo# out skim?mi n
SAHN-GOH: Not just rubbing but chafing it off wunt
JEN-GUN: (almost in tedrsat would hurt a lot.

SAHN-GOH: (almost in tedr€ven hurts to rub.

JEH-GUN: Ah, I wish thisvas all bull!

SAHN-GOH: (standing straight all of a SitdeviphAivia h n ! Letds gol! I feel
JEH-GUN: Me, too!

MAHN -MAHN : No.

SAHN-GOH, JEH-GUN: No?

SAHN-GOH: Did you just say no?

MAHN -MAHN : Yes. No.

SAHN-GOH: Did you hear that3he said no?

JEH-GUN: Wow. This is turning me on!

SAHN-GOH: | 6ve never felt this way before! Let ds
(SAHN-GOH and JEKSUN take MAHNMAHN by force and run out.)

MAHN -MAHN : No! Let me go! | said no!
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(GUH-BOH manages to get himself up.)

GUH-BOH: MahnMahré MahnMahré | f | candt have youéStdrs donot
up there, | have no other cho&e

ACT IX

CHANG-DAEGOs house. Al most d a wn . -AHMWy anxidadyOvRitingfora r e
her to open her mouth. PauseAMEI(Kgeps sipping liquor.

KYO-CHOONG : So your honor, and then you said, the greatest profit of the greatest number is
the foundation of the welfare of citizens, and the welfare of citizens is the standard of justice in the
society? That 6s whEhe proplenuis thaathe@dt of makisg profit mevitalblyt | t
accompanies unequal distributom e 6 s p r e f 0 tsBage# e ahis prindiple, the welfare

of citizens cannot but be the welfare of a certain group of citizens, and, in the same way, justice is the
virtue of only the selected fdw.this case, can we still call it justide® only thing that renmes

intact in your teaching is the greatest profit of the greatest nlih&welfare of the citizens and

justice in the society are all k®w can you respond to that?

(YEON-AHM keeps silent.)

KYO-CHOONG: You donot have an athYsowmerr ?2h oOfo rcoosu rtsesa c
nobl e, but the world isnot S O.

(JANGBOK runsin.)

JANG-BOK: Excuse me.

HO-CHEH : What is it?

JANG-BOK: Has any ofyouseenmywi®#A e di dndt come home | ast ni
HO -CHEH : She must have. Where could that earthworm go?

JANG-BOK: | looked everywhere.f sheds not here, where is she
YOO-YOO: 1 f sheds gone, isndét it one |l ess thing t
GANG-RYANG: We havendtooke en streemh.er e. Youbre causin
JANG-BOK: (runs out in distdd8sre could she be?

GANG-RYANG: Continue.

KYO-CHOONG : And then, your honor said that virtue lies neither there nor here but somewhere
in between. What did you mean by tiai@r honor made it sound like it contains something
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profound, but it is nothing but a play on woWlkat we are truly in need of is not profound chaos
but simple and clear order.

BOO-HYEH : What do you mean by that?
KYO-CHOONG: Dondt dil $tma praidundsubject.
GEE-YUH: Who would want to talk if you keep pushing like that? I certainly would not.

YOO-YOO: Start with something light and concrask her if the widow and the teacher did it or
not. Youdre giving me a headache!

GOO-YUH: Yourhonor. Did they do it? Or not? Please tellais dying to find out.

(YEON-AHM keeps silent. Lights change. The other side of theMtsdh, Kfyibbvered in sand, is
running away from something. After she has run for aavbilaedsipahbioks In the dark;MOAEO

comes out of nowhere and blockBIMARNVAHN -MAHN is startled and tries to run away, but as
CHOMAE grabs MAHNVIAHN by the hand, MAHMAHN falls down on the sand-\ @A grabs
MAHN-MAHN® s ankIl e therhidh el eol osk ss hcel doss eweya raitn g . )

MAHN -MAHN : é Pl e as e déatnhbets ed oh etehliss ar e my mot her ds ¢
Are you trying to break my ankle? Pleased $top

(CHOMAE takes off the heels from MAMNH NGO s f eet . S h €HOMAE khowsa t  t h «
the heels back to MAWAHN. MAHN -MAHN picks them up and looks at them. Tears in her eyes. Her
silent tears turn into sobbing, and then into a wild burst of crying. Pause.)

MAHN -MAHN : Who are you? Who am 1?

(CHOMAE reaches out her haM@diN -MAHN. MAHN -MAHN, after blankly staring at €HO
MAE&ds hand, grabs it and stands herself wup. T
the other side again.)

GOO-YUH: Ma n ! | dm going insane!

YOO-YOO: Shit! What the heck ame doing!

BOO-HYEH : 1 t 6 sWeodrreeg .t hr ough!

SAHN-YUH : The sun is risingoffers more liquor to YEBM) Pl ease, tal k! 1 dm b

YOO-YOO: (taking the liquor bottle away fromY&AHN hat 6 s We doeBPdbae! wast e
good liquor(drinks from the bottle)

BOO-HYEH : (She drink8W)e should have listened to the chief in the first place and set the inspector
on fire!
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YOO-YOO: (He drinks.) (to KXYABIOONG)Y o u 6 v e aThav@uysislerssaie respbnsible for
our misery in this villagiVe must have our revenge.

BOO-HYEH: That 6s right. What are we waiting for?

HO-CHEH: Dondt beltbdi thkeo&kEmpber or, t hdttakem®B6r e t h
years just for a tour.

GANG-RYANG: 1 t 6 s not t hhadwitiyolodot asdgmpam mor e t han
on! Their retribution does not terrify me. In fact, | have done some thinking, about how to defeat
them for good.

BOO-HYEH : We 6 | | | eave t he Butlwe arkreadygofighd you, seni or
YOO-YOO: Why all this talk? 1tds all/l or nothing!

GANG-RYANG: Listen, everyone! We are not like those saVigeshould be proud of théit.
we go and fight t hem, and i f we take them dow

HO-CHEH : Y o u iBghtewWe still havetimB.ut i f the beast doesndt t:
late to reconsider the attack.

BOO-HYEH: Not too | ate! Thatoés why we are al ways
YOO-YOO: Wedre not asking you to come with us, soc
HO-CHEH : What?

(There generates great tension between the SENIORS and the MEN. Somebody claps and breaks int
YOO-YOO: Whods | aughing? Who is it?

YEON-AHM: That 6 s what | wanted to see! Thatodos wha
GEE-YUH : She talked! Yeeihm talked!

(The PEOPLE are applauding in cheers.)

WOMEN : Hurray! Hurray!

GEE-YUH: We 6r e saved!

GOO-YUH : Our ancestors are watching over us!

HO-CHEH: What did | say? | said itds not too | at
GANG-RYANG: Dondt wunder eoklexpemendtcee our age

(ThePEOPLE are chattering in excitement.)
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YEON -AHM : Silence! Silence!
GEE-YUH: Yes, sir Whheseyvemadaom! say, dondt stop tal

YEON-AHM: Dondt get too excited! I &dm tal king now,
Inspector fellow.

YOO-YOO: What ? You obviously havendt | earned your
YEON -AHM : Watch your mouth!
GEE-YUH: Sheds ri ght . Whatihshd plagsdioagarn?e her .

YEON -AHM : Listen upl opened my mouth again, not because | care about inydli. r at her
than foll ow the i nspec i maan ieBatdoubtevial bibkeringkandp er or
despicable conducts made me too impatient.

HO-CHEH : So, for the inspector, are you going to talk or not?

YEON -AHM : If you keep interrupting me, | will definitely not.

GOO-YUH: Dono6ét interrupt!

YEON-AHM: Let 6 s me as uWhat hapgers if btadktfar thenirspector?

SAHN-YUH: Ever yt hingds going to be okay.

YOO-YOO: We will live, and you will live in Imperial luxury.

YEON -AHM : Everything okayi? will be for only 586 years. But what happens after 586 years?
BOO-HYEH: Who cares? Thatodés none of our Dbusiness!

YEON-AHM: Ifyour ancestors had been a |ittle more
had to go through all thi$.you send me away now, it will only be a temporary reYioeowill be

burying your headsinthesanhdhat 6 s no f unNeg,weant Alappehsgti dnl d
the inspector?

YOO-YOO: We will finish him ourselves.

YEON -AHM : Finish him®Vill that solve anything? Imagine the afterifathu can 6t f i ght
of the Empire.

GANG-RYANG: So what are you suggesting?

YEON -AHM : | nbsuggesting a plan that guarantees not only my own but also all of ydDf safety.
course, we wouldndét have to go through the tr

CHOO-OH: Enlighten us.
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YEON -AHM : Be the subject, not the object, of the erasure.

BOO-HYEH : What is she talking about?

YEON -AHM : Go back home and pack your things. Lightly. Only the essentials.

GEE-YUH : Pack our things?

YEON-AHM: We 6 r e | eaving. Before the break of dawn
(Pause)

GANG-RYANG: Leaving? Did you just say o0l eavingo6?

YEON-AHM: That 6s what I sai d. Il téds this ground,
sufferingWhat is it thatds keeping you her & Look
canodot take three st epsWhatdtiahsavilage ppssessesisiafewmpiacast i n ¢
of millet, which youdd al ways have to dig up

you candt even sit up st rHavegh got amihingetse?t wor r vy
BOO-HYEH : é No. Nothing.

YEON-AHM: Look at yourselve¥.our vision is blurred in the sand and dust, your body is all
withered by the lack of nutrition, and your spirit quailed likedaudrear of milletyoo-Yoo. Tell
me.What difference is there between the corpsduguout from the sand and yourselves?

YOO-YOO: énot much. Not at all. Wedre just | ike t

YEON -AHM : What can you gain, staying here? Why would you want to sthgderSet out
of hereNVanish!

HO-CHEH : But what will the Emperor do to us?
GANG-RYANG: He & | | catch wus and kil us al |l

YEON-AHM: You move with t Aaketheriepd@o md O ss wam.,0hek eep
wagon will never find you. Because we will never\8&ttieill erase and erase further and move on!

| 68 ve s elPmins withhgeem.gréssountains covered with tréegalleys with crystal clear

springg riverg velvet flowers on the hiélghe sea!

YOO-YOO: Green grass
BOO-HYEH : Treee
SAHN-YUH: The sea

YEON -AHM : Yes!We will pass all of them, and you stdhd up straight, you will see the world
with vigor, you will take spry steps, and you will sing your heart out about the jbytodife! t he br
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ofdawnlL et 6 sBenfowreé t he i nspector wakes up, before
no sounds, leave no trace, and be out of here in an instant! \faighielcome me, | will join you!

(Pause)

YOO-YOO: Absol ut el yHisisSitnpadedo livei g ht !

BOO-HYEH : Da mn ! Letds see how far we can go!
GANG-RYANG: Calm yourselvek!t 6 s sael thanidane.

CHOO-OH: 1t 6s better than death.

GANG-RYANG: Et tu, Chief!

HO -CHEH : Why all this chao&¥e offer this beast and have a happy ending!

CHOO-OH: That d6s for cowards, with no vision for |
HO -CHEH : What did you say?

CHOO-OH : I am all on board with Master Yehm.We must look ahealiges ago, our ancestors
settled here and cultivated thisl&hd.t now it i s barren. Thereds h

SAHN-YUH: YesNo matter where we go, it candt be wo
GOO-YUH : It will not be easyut think of our children.

YOO-YOO: Agreedl t s our turn to venture into the woi
GANG-RYANG: We are not ready yet!

BOO-HYEH : When will we be ready?

YOO-YOO: Right now! Now!

CHOO-OH: We must make a choivéill we bravely step up and promise our children a future of
prosperity®r will we remain and leave our children the pain, the poverty, and ourT$tusa &?
favor of leaving, please put on your protection glasses!

(The PEQEE put on their protection glasses one by one.)
HO-CHEH: No ! I tds ti meWher esodvo tyheu gs wpmase youdr e

CHOO-OH: With all due respect, dear seniors, we have made our deuesipone. Go back
home and pack your thingsiftly and silentlylost lightly! Only the essentials!

The PEOPLE scatter in determination. The darkness right before dawn.
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ACT X

When it brightens, the VILLAGE CHIEF and CHBNE are waiting, with bundles. The VILLAGE
CHIEF is wearing protecticgsglassY EONHM is standing next to him.

CHANG-DAE: Hey, Chief. 1 ®dm not so sure about this
CHOO-OH: Shut up.

CHANG -DAE: | have to wait for my son, M@eongWh at i f he comes back a
CHOO-OH: MeeJoong is dead.

CHANG -DAE: He might be alive.

CHOO-OH: What is everyone taking so long?

(GEE-YUH enters, empty handed.)

CHOO-OH: Ms. GeeYuh. Where is your stuff?

GEE-YUH: 1 6ve been thinki ngburyioeud khneorwe, . m¥Yh ohduss bgaoni ¢
himiflleavé Go ahead. I 611 stay.

CHOO-OH: Ms. GeeYuh!

(The family, SAHXUH, KYOCHOONG, and SAHXEOH enter, all enfjatiyded.)

CHOO-OH: You, too?

KYO-CHOONG : It looks like my wite

CHOO-OH: What about yauwife?

KYO-CHOONG: Sheds been getting nauseous | ately, a
SAHN-YUH: | candt give birth on the road.

CHOO-OH: Why not?

KYO-CHOONG: 1 t 6s not only that, but you knagsw, al |
| remember every single event that transpired in this village, but if | leave, what happens to my
memoryDne day, 16d |like to createémy own ideol ot

(The family, G&X@H, BOOGHYEH, and JEHGUN enter, embanded as well. diteefurious.)
BOO-HYEH : Why the hell would you insist on bringing that crappy cupboard?

GOO-YUH: Crappy cupboard? Watch it! This was my wedding gift from my rmother. k eepi ng
this, forever!
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BOO-HYEH : Fine! Then carry it yourself!
GOO-YUH: How can | carry this myself?
BOO-HYEH: 1t 6s not just the &upboard! The tabl e,

GOO-YUH: How can we leave withoutthem® n 6t you remember what I
them?

BOO-HYEH: Why dondt you bring the cornerstone as
GOO-YUH: Youdbndt think | can?

BOO-HYEH : Give me a freaking break!

CHOO-OH: So what 6s the verdict?

BOO-HYEH:1 t 6s not tBButl |l wokl dhdhegb Sheds not n
GOO-YUH : Speak for yourself!

CHOO-OH: (in distresshat about Yo&roo? And the seniors?

KYO-CHOONG : Yoo-Yoo is sick in bed at my place.

CHOO-OH: What happened?

KYO-CHOONG : He was tearing down his hagise

CHOO-OH: Tearing down?

SAHN-YUH : He insisted on tearing it down before leaving thisfplageod.Then it fell on him
and he got hurt batle barely survivetle keeps saying ol etds get out
move an inch.

(The SENIORS enter, of coursbaeangdy The INSPECTOR enters behind them.)
CHOO-OH: Dear Seniors!
GANG-RYANG: (ignoring hifif)ere was no other way.

INSPECTOR: Thereds no need t olThey arg, attbdste belatédanfoenerea n t
Dondt underesti mate t he JIEgtermalPrivagePublielrdipidualt o r o f
CommunalCommonplacandMysteriousAffairsExecutiveBureau.Eating millet rice cake and

sleeping in the wagon were merely a camol#agev all about this beast from the beginhiwwgs

simply waiting for you to complete the t&sod job.

(The INSPECTOR steps tora@N-AHM. The PEOPLE move out of his way.)
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INSPECTOR: Exactly what | was looking f@omething dramatic but not threateéiivgon
Ahm,isitTher e i s one t hMaybg yoy didbut gdretehaed notAb.tkee placesz e .
that you mentioned aadready occupiedou may pass by. Maybe takea®w.t you canot
there. No stopping and keep moviHgppy with a glimps& you really believe that will be enough

for these peopld? wo u | d nMan is boond © settle dowaentuallyWwhat can you say about

that?

YEON-AHM: |l wonodot tYMok @aary tmake.me, but 13611 only

INSPECTOR: That 06s exactl|ly lwhlandlt meed, ylbywareslloe IdIs. |
recorded.

YEON-AHM: Oh!

INSPECTOR: Bind her.

HO-CHEH : You heard her! Bind this bedsté inspector wants to take Henoblem solved!

(The PEOPLE are reluctant.)

GANG-RYANG: What are you all waiting f@® it!

(GUH-BOH who has entered running at some point runil tattitcivdE@uts a rope on her neck.)
GUH-BOH : Stay back!

INSPECTOR: Who the hell are you?

GANG-RYANG: GuhBoh, you bastar’tVhat do you think youdre doir
GUH-BOH:1 6 m going to kill this beast!

HO-CHEH : You what? Have you gone completely insane?

GANG-RYANG: Do you realize the consequence of your action? She dies, we all die.
GUH-BOH: That 06 s e x a cThibktyashwfraailiagelis bettar off deadsed!
GEE-YUH: What 6s gotten into him?

SAHN-GOH: 1 t 6 s al | bMaknause of Mahn

HO-CHEH : MahnMahn?

GUH-BOH: T h at 0 bwam MahiMahn!

GEE-YUH: Then, take hewh at 6 s st opping you?

(@]
—

GUH-BOH: Iwantherformysell d m i n | @wt,aenthgivitage, hkerodw | can
for myself!
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INSPECTOR: My, my. What a clown.

GUH-BOH : Ideologyhis, you call ideologif/our ideology cannot save a girl from pain and
shame, you can throw that ideology to the dbgsideology is better off de&dhy bek!

(GUH-BOH stifles YEOANHM with the rope. YE@MNM is choking.)

PEOPLE: Stop! No!

CHOO-OH: Somebody go find Mafiviahn! Quick!

INSPECTOR: Dead or alive, doitfast.t 6 s al most ti me to go.

All of a sudden, a strong sandstorm comes. Téae PiEOPIgEaround in confusion.

ACT XI
INSPECTOR: What the hell? Where did that come frbn@?n 6t pani c! St ay wher
(The sandstorm calms and the wagon has appeared out of nowhere. A voice is heard from inside the \
VOICE: A moment of cosim transition occurs with a wind of change.
INSPECTOR: Whods in there? How dare you!
(The tent of the wagon opens, revediig Sttt inside. MAHMAHN is sitting next to her.)
JANG-BOK: My wife! Honey!
GUH-BOH : MahnMahn!
INSPECTOR: Wh a t &is?Vholate you to be sitting there? Where the hell is all of my stuff?

CHO-MAE: Thi s wagon was too damn packed, and what
them all out.

INSPECTOR: You what? Kicked them out?
CHO-MAE: They ran for their freedom.
INSPECTOR: Do you have any idea whaalll dve gone 't hr

CHO-MAE: Don &t ma KIkis tauring iospattmn was not meant for that rubhistas
meant for me.

INSPECTOR: You? What are you?

CHO-MAE: What am 1Y ou are practically bindon 6t you r ecognize me?
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(The INSPECTOR is startled.)

CHO-MAE: Wasnot it

y who broughWamaeodtoithiysuviw
me al | about what

ou
06s going to happen today?
(The INSPECTOR steps back in fear.)

CHO-MAE: T h at d& bamihe mpWw Emperor.

(Music is playing from the radio. TheTR&R&Es down in his knees and bows his head. The PEOPLE
bewildered, kneel and bow their heads as well.)

CHO-MAE: |1 dve finished tndys pteirrnmspettooppltl teet wagbme. .
(The INSPECTOR approaches the wagBRHs&teps inrftrof the wagon.)

GUH-BOH : MahnMahn!

(CHOMAE throws MAHNM A H N 0 shedisitogGBOH.)

CHO-MAE: That s yourMabnel oved Mahn

(GUH-BOH, in awe, picks up the heels.)

CHO-MAE: (smoothly touching MAHNHN) MahnMa hn! Ther e d sLesnawagh al | o
you.Clean and cleafou will bear no pain, no shame, no anger, no despair, and no desire, but people
will remember you with pain, shame, anger, despair, andBdeainse you are my daughter and my
successor.

MAHN -MAHN : Mother.
CHO-MAE: Lett s go.
Another sandstorm blows over the knelt down PEOPLE. The wagon is gone. It gets dark.

JANGBOKO®s sil houet t e-BOKisovarwelnet with ihenunexgeeted tteeedom..He Ko
around in joy and Afeeaemile, he stopsuSilenee yHis silholiatie disappears in t
dark.

ACT Xl

When it gets bright, we see the field and the staBPgkyniAdi@iddle of the field, is sobbing. He is at a
loss of what to do, just liked@s$ringrionette

JANG-BOK: Sheds gone&. Sheds gone
(CHANG-DAE and YEONAHM enter the field.)
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CHANG -DAE: Masteé What happens to me if you leave by yourself?
YEON-AHM: You can join me.

CHANG-DAE: 1| 6 m t oo ol d.

YEON-AHM: That 6 s what you used to say.
CHANG -DAE: Here it comes again.

YEON-AHM: A horse stepped on your foot. You wer e
walk.You coul d barely crawl. A nWhatddppehsito meafyouc r i e
|l eave by yourself?6

CHANG -DAE: You let me ride the horse, put a blanket on me, and you walked?
YEON -AHM : No. | left by myself.

CHANG -DAE: é

YEON -AHM : But you still followed me, persistently.

(Pause)

CHANG -DAE: You may not remember this, but whea were young, that is, before you started
speaking, you had beautiful eyeenjoyed looking into thenThey created this yearning in

meé T h at 8 lsused to lgaheta yearnifg.get out of this village and travel far alwags twenty

five when | cold afford a horsd.would have left. f onl y it wa She@dntedtor t ha
have a childShe said | could leave after our first cfifgting.Her tears turned my horse into an

apron, a pot, and a piece of miltabok ten years until we higtbeJoong, but then what happened.

This creature of a wife died in childbiighteen years passed by, and | finally thought | could leave

this village, now that Mdeong was an adBut guess whdt.was his turé@ Forgive me for all this
grumbling. Yo& must think | dm a

YEON-AHM: No . I donot .
CHANG-DAE: You donodot ?

YEON-AHM: 1 6 m just a phant om, g iOnlyetmoseavhosfeelaapich by p
can feel paé But the pain is more than what you feel, so what can we do ahout th

(Pause)

CHANG-DAE: | s ndt il barelg tememnbegveh@ my wife or my son looked like, but | can
vividly picture the horse | did not get to buy.

(YEON-AHM, in silence, takes a few steps.)
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CHANG-DAE: Masteé Wher eds your destination?
YEON -AHM : Nowhere.

CHANG-DAE: What 6s your plan?

YEON -AHM : Jusé wanderingWe are born to walk about.

(YEON-AHM exits, hummng a song.)

YEON -AHM

Over the stove miso soup is boiling, boiling, boiling.
One bubble, one mississipi two bubbles two mississipi.
Onedrop one mississipi two drops two mississipi.
Bubble pop | pop Drop pop | pop.

Pop pop pop pop where did it go,

where did it go pop pop pop pop!

JANG-BOK: (intear§heds gonégoneshe | eft me

(Another sandstorm erasesAME®@from sight. The d@ogmes faint, the bell silently continues ringing, anc
then there is a long cry from neither a horse, nor a donkey, nor a mule, neither happy nor sad, neither at
but somewhere in between. The sandstorm eR2AEsa@HANREBOK fromight. In the dark, we hear
YEON-AHM&6 s voice.)

YEON -AHM : People soon forgot the beast and the events of th€ldagDae and Jangok,

finding comfort in each ot Al bdysplagdvdtnteesnselvesmo v e
picturingMahrrMahn, but one sargtormy day brought another girl and she replacedNetim
Guh-Boh drank the extract from boiling Malma hn6s heel s, sl ept for a

up with no memory of Makdahré

(While YEOMHM is speaking, the PEOPLIE @méeby one and engage in their everyday life. On one side
the WOMEN.)

GEE-YUH: So youdr e sAhmwasdrunk deadtin thé eniddbe of the market place?
GOO-YUH: They could tell by her reddish hair and white ears!

SAHN-YUH: She loved thaigquor.

GEE-YUH : After all she taught us, she is nothing but a drunkard?

(On the other side of the stage are the MEN.)

BOO-HYEH : | heard she climbed up Mount Chun to dig up herbs, but then fell down the cliff and
died.
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YOO-YOO: She di dn dhersetf froen the world irha reimote cave in that mountain and is
in search of the fundamentaltrdthou can see a | i ght coming out
YeonA h md s Theyycaneven hear her yawning, down at the village!

KYO-CHOONG: That 6s ol d news! She found the fundam
robbers.

CHOO-OH: That must be iRemember, she had a lot to complain about.

(On another side are the BOYS.)

SAHN-GOH: Can you believe that? Yedimm rode a rainbow up toelsky?

JEH-GUN: No way.

SAHN-GOH: It can only be true. This is coming from a guy with five eyes.

JEH-GUN': He tricked you into giving him your millet rice cake.

SAHN-GOH: No. | can see YeeAAhm doing that{to GUHBOH)Can you?

GUH-BOH : (oblivi@yMWhat?

JEH-GUN: That must have been one bitter medicine.

SAHN-GOH: We had a lot of fun, right?

JEH-GUN: She was one funny beast.

SAHN-GOH: I f sheds not in the sky, where could sh
JEH-GUN: 1 f sheds not dead, shedd be spreading he
GUH-BOH : What?

SAHN-GOH: What are you whaitg about, silly?

YEON-AHM: T h at 6 Fhiswiilageh which would be lost in oblivion throughout most of the

year, had a few visitors in samais seasorSome of them shared news about a certain Deast.
people, while doubting the authenticity of thg
cast a long gaze over the vast-storthy field, and was reminded of the reddiséchavhiteeared,
liquorloving, eccentrilessorspreading, nestoptalking beast, sighing or smiling without knowing

exactly why, then shook their heads, and ran into their houses to shovel out the piling sand.

(While YEOMAHM is talking, the PEOPEBpped working. They look like they are daydreaming. The st:
gradually darkens, the SENIORS ring the bells.)

HO-CHEH : (voicajillage Meeting! Village Meeting!
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GANG-RYANG: (voicver yone. Take o0 uTodaywerareacadifapter@8r s o s .
Paragraph 18! 0o00On t@GheflHtitltrt ue of the Ordinary.

Gradual black out.

End of Play.

The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 21€



The Invasion
By Arthur Adamov
Translated from the French by David Carter

Popular throughout the francophone theatrical space, Adaneaetiad profound influence on the
French stage, though his work suffers from a lack of exposure in thedpeglisig worldCited

in Martin Essli®& landmarkTheatre of the Ahsddamo® works, though highly influential and
recognized for their drdnce early on, have sustained an Exghghiage silence excepting a few
small plays translated decades ago.

When | first began translatifige Invasjdghe contemporaneous feel of the work caught me off guard.
How could a play, written in the 1940d later dismissed by the playwright in the 1@8@mate so

strongly in today world2Vhile Adamov could never have anticipated (nor could many of us today!)
our contemporary global political issues with the environment, immigration, refuge status and
womerd rights, we find them bubbling up throughout the Niawer the direct focus of the work,

within the play there lives a churning undergrowth of political disclbigemtportant to remember

that Adamov lived as a political refugee himsélfirectly witnessed the politics of Nazi Germany

and Vichy France and the Armenian genocide.

Outside the political dimensions of the play, an almostametarn for any translator sits at the

center of the workrlhe main character, Pierre, strugglesnaitscribing and preserving the writings

of a (unknown?) writer and deceased friem@ughout the work Pierre wonders and argues about

the act of transcribing these writings: does he directly copy the writings, disregarding errors and
preserving misspelys, or does he mine the work for the ad@hotent and clean it up as he goes.

Here we ask, do we value the writer or the reader and how do we faithfully display the genius of a
work between languages, a concern squarely planted at the feet oflatioy.inainanslating the

script, | felt this tension, and attempted my best tightralkéng with my choicdsighlighting these

concerns of communication, the play focuses around themes of isolation and eXperssisra
loneliness in this strugdb communicate correctly.

The piece, a mediation on artistic creation, the communication of ideas, and the power of language
furthers the predominate concerns of the French Absurdist stage of the 1940s and 1950s and its
fixation on existentialism arehsoticsThe Invasiaas first produced at the Studio ChaElgsees

in November 1950, directed by the acclaimed Jean Vilar, an early supporter of Arth@& Adamov
theatrical experimentatidwot only historically significant for its placement in antemde on the

absurdist movement, the play remains a relevant force fé& sadthgnces.

Born in 1908 in Kislovodsk of the Russian Cauoadhsy Adamov moved to Paris, France with
his family, spending his infancy and childhood in transit through Switzerland and occupied Germany.
Beginning in 1922, Adamov remained infP@&xsepting his time as an internment camp prisoner in

19471 until his suicide in Mdrof 1970.
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Attracted to the power of languages and their abstraction of the human experience, Adamov began
writing poetry and drama at an early age, influenced by symbolist writers and later surrealist dramatists.
Once in Paris, he immediately attachedédif to the Surrealist groups, editing and publishing the

first edition oDiscontinuite.

During World War Il, Adamov was interned under the Vichy R8dimméiternment radicalized his
political ideals about language in political and personal #paess. attracted to the theatre,
Adamows dramatic output during and after the War produced major successes and proved highly
influential on writers such as Samuel Beckett, Eugene lonesco, and FernandGitedadsla

founder of the Theatre of the Abduhis influence directly changed the course of French literature.
Furthering his stage writing through publications on dramatic theory and criticism through the 1950s
and 1960s, Adamov shifted his writing to directly engage in a political world.

At a tme in French dramatic history when an abstracted fascination with existentialisn® and man
ineffectual and nonsensical actions dominated the stage, Adamov broke from the mainstream and
delved into a highly caustic political space, bringing alienatigricagichEatic ideals to the French
stageThe first dramatist to adopt absurdist tendencies in his work, he was also the first to abandon
them.

Struggling with depression and alcoholism for much of his later life, Adamov committed suicide as a
successfuthough deeply impoverished wrifem. eccentric and outsider, Ada@ageoetry and his
plays enjoy continued success and sustained productions throughout the French speaking world.

David Carteris a dramaturg and theatre and visual artist interestechgithreréonnections between

audience and art through a range of artistic mediums, fromuttosd theatre and opera to-site

specific sculptural landscapes. David holdd=4 in Dramaturgy and New Play Development from
Columbia University, and has worked on productions in New York, Paris, Washington DC, and Santa
Fe, including producing the second largest Fringe Festival in North Akseait@acher, David as

taught cowses on Shakespeare while in Paris to French language speakers, as well as brought French
artists to America to speak on the significance of theirMaskrecently, David has collaborated

on the major Land Art project, Star Axis. David is currentlyeehgaganslating the complete poetry

and dramatic writings of Arthur Adamov, as well as an upcoming new translation and production of
Moliéres The Misgdebuting in Santa Fe in March 2019.
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The Invasion

Cast of Characters:
Pierre

Agnés

TheMother

The First Passerby
The Friend

Tradel

Madame Tradel

The Child
Act 1

Stage in dark

Man® voice: Agnes, Hey, do you hear me?

A Woman® voice: (Drowsyhats the matter?

Mand voice: | cari find them. Whefi@ you put them? You promised nevedpoteh them again.

The light gradually comes up. We see in the light a messyfistatljdeahereeRiepgces back and
forth.

On the wooden floor, there are two different piles of paper arranged like decks of cards.
Hanging from the ceibngalalamp with a complicated system of pulleys.

Left, downstage, a sofa where Agnes is laying. At the head of the sofa, two folding chairs. Close by, a
covered with papers.

Right, downstage, and turned three quarters to theulefiy@efodumupholstered in velvet: the armchair of th
Mother.

Upstage to the left, a window. Close to the window, a table. On the table, a typewriter, and again pap
the right, a chest of drawers: it is also covered inypaibefs)ldrat atand.

On almost the entire length of the walls, there are shelves of a library where some books are shelved \
of paper.

Here and there, chairs. On almost all the chairs, some papers, some laundry, some clothes.
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Thredoors: right, left, and upstage.

Agnés: You must have put them under the bed. Look again, they must be there.
Pierre: (Bending doWwegri see a thing.

Agnes: (Leaning on an el@m&h up the curtains.

Pierre goes to the windowattamptiyng to open the curtains.

Agnés: Theyde caught in the sill. Pull the top. ¥euall, reach up, you can do it.
Pierre tries again to pull the curtains, but again without success.

Agnes: Hold on.

Agneés throws off the covers, rises, mphgngbea B a young graceful woman, slightly pallid. She takes a
and drags it to the window, climbs on top of it and pulls the curtain. Light shines in. Morning light, whic
brighter and brighter.

Agnes will sit on the sofa. Piginersteld before thaulgpiles of papers on the ground. He kneels down anc
shakes them out.

Pierre: Theyernot here. | did not put them on the flogte gets upgdknow, it was the paper
bearing the letter head of that hotel where you bothllfoeget the name now.

Pierre goes to the chest and searches through (still more) papers.

Agnes: (She gets up, and, in a voice aln@ktyjegpoag day, you wanted to get a room but they had
no rooms for you. So then we strolled down the boulemaddthe wind began to blow so strong
that we just had to stgpaughinghd then we had to stay there.

Pierre: (He has gone to the night stand with ségesrpamergre messing it up. Youddget it, |

cannot waste time, not even a sed@wgies begins to sit down at the typewriter and types, Islowly, jerking
stayed up all night trying to figure out these pencil scratchings, but@ doutd{iPauséf would

have been better if | did not follow a chronological order. But | had noaggthe oldest, most

faded paper, otherwise it would have been much more difficult. Who knew that pencil fades so
quickly? But if | could just find a word scribbled like it somewhere else in the work.

Agnes: You are working too hard, you will go blikd this.
Pierre: | would be less exhausted if you would help a little more.
Pierre sits on the sofa and works with the papers on the night stand.

Agnes: But why did you take all the papers from me? You know full well that if we stick together, |
canfigure out all kinds of things. We will eventually manage. Nobody knew him the way we did. |
was, after all, his sister, and you were his best fdandéknow sometimes | am wrong and make
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a mistake with a word. But | always find JPaus&yYhathurts the most are the pages where the
pencil point breaks or his lines run off the page. It is in those tattered pages where | see him clearest!

Enter the Mother, a newspaper and an electric iron in her hggabl@heomanfiitybust antidet:
looking. She goes directly to Pierre and kisses him.

Mother: What, already working? Did you at least sleep? Surely you are not sleepir{Ges®ugh.
towards AgnEake this. You could iron Pigsre s hi rt s é af t éNhisperognesdkes h t h e
care of him. You know his eyes are fragile. Working like this for two years, he risks losing his vision.
(Mother moves to her armchair and opens the newspdperedigiedsTiyisesamigration thing has

been dragging on for months andstilecannot find a solutiond@talways the same: no one is capable

of taking an initiativéPaus@jaturally, they take advantage of it, but if they honestly have no work
wherever thaée from, why must they come here looking for it?

Agnes: But who ede would do the work that nobody wants to do? And at half the rate as everyone
else.

Mother: You dorii understand: they are spreading the sin of their laziness, whoever they are.
Pierre: (He gets up and goes toward&admés) it!
Agnes: What?The word you were looking for?

Pierre: Better, the whole sentence! | was stuck on this one word trying to understand it, so | tried to
see what was written around it; it was so illegible. But, suddenly an incredible clarity: first, the words
on both theight and left of it. And then, the sentence came t(Paes#)only Tradel had had half

of my patienceé

Mother: | admit that | advised you to entrust him with this. But since | have seen him work, | realize
it was not such a good idea.

Pierre: Heis not thorough enough in his work. When hé daoipher a given word, he just makes

it up. As long as he catches the idea, he is satisfigtigéthmm to understand that we ddave

the right to do that(He goes to look for a book posititmete®nsically he is satisfied with an
approximate word;& due to his lack of conceptualizing a focused @lgening the notehsbéip,

for example, what he oO0deemedd incoherent: two
hejo ned them together with the word ofor, 6 bu
temptation but & dangerous. Because he lacks discipline: how do we know if such errors were
originally written intentionally, accidergatly even out of fear? Oimusly, nothing can be proved.

What if all this was caused by working himself too hard.

Mother: You know Tradel does nothing on his own. Remember way back in school he would be lost
as soon as either you or Jean(PausButaftenadlindt her e t
all bad, just think of his personal attachment to the work.
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Agnés: He will definitely come here again today. | only hope that he does not stay all day like
yesterday.

Pierre: | wonder if it was wrong to give him onehaf notebooks. They were easier to read, but they
do have their own difficulties. I f Jean coul d
those last months we lost sight of him.

He becomes absorbed with his papers.

Mother: | have never undeastd why, Agnes, who was always so close to her brother cannot make
more sense of it to you.

Agnes types faster.

Pierre;1 t hought so! 't is not oOi mportantlyd but
more patientPauséhave to stop, | cannot see anything anymore. Agnes, the light, would you?

Agnes rises, turns the light on and returns to heryalatke papeesfoom the typewriter and places the carb
copies backwards. She gets upset, and frustratedly replaces the papers with difficulty in the correct or
work on the typewriter.

Enter the Friend, a large hand bag und&hbeeaembles a parakeet: tall, lean, and speaks with an affes
tone. She wears a frilly dress and a featheredrizanwithl aviieilfout a care for those working, she enters tr
stage.

Friend: (To the MothEejyst came from the Comité. Alir friends are asking for y¢Pauséknew
| would find you at Pier@iehouse.

Mother: How insightful of you!

Friend: We decided to get together before noon and write up the protest letters. Now is the time to
act if we want to stop them from takihg best jobs. If they get them, we will never be rid of these
people.

Mother: | do doubt the effectiveness of your protest.
Pierre: But if | made one idiotic mistake, | can very well have made others elsewhere, everywhere!

Friend: (Going towards Rieseems like things are not going well today, RigheWvaits expectantly
for a response, steps towards Agnes, then, changing her mind] geesttomés tha d/adagtied to her
new line of work.

Mother: She has no other choice.
Agneés typfaster.

Friend: May I sit? | should start on this.
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She sits, pulls a packet of paper out of her briefcase and writes on her lap.

Agnés: (Approaching Pierre, paper imteaead}$ a word | ddnunderstand. What are you trying to
say here? You shodig to write clearer.

Pierre: Listen. | have asked you to stop deciphering. | am fully aware that it is beyond your abilities.
So now, all you need to do is copy the pages that | have already figured out. You should be able to
handle that all by yoursélfie pages that you are currently typing are not finished, of course if they
were | would not have this anxiety. Beell me it is difficult to competently tyffeaus&)ou know

full well that | must have several successive versions so | can reathesaiptwith fresh eyes.

Pierre rises, placing the lamp on the floor and hangs it by a nail above the night table. He kneels dowr
and closely examines his papers.

Mother: Tell me, Agnes, is it true that your brother never wrote to you?

Agnés: No. We never left each other. Whenever he left the house, | followed along.
Friend: His death must have been terrible for you.

Mother: It& a pity that his handwriting is so unfamiliar to you.

Agnes: He hated writing(Pierre raiseshieiadl) know that better than anyor{faus@)here were
moments, at the end, where to just hold a pencil was torturous for him.

Pierre: (Risinghnd yet, he must have written from time to tif8aowing the papers which are strewn
about everywhiéeroof!

Mother: Agnes says that he wanted to destroy his papers.
Agnes: (Risinggxactly! He hated them. They reminded him of his suffering.

Pierre: (Gets up and walksgny case, he did not destroy th@gneés sits down dg@iniseless to

bring ths up again(Stopping himself in front of YAguné&sn imagine that even before starting, |
assumed this responsibility. | thought we resolved thigEssuneiating his worts) and for all. Of

course, he spoke of destroying his papers, andftgntermugh. But it was during terrible moments

when all seemed so pointless. But if he had never experienced such moments | wonder whether he
would have ever written. As long as | am around, the papers will neither be published nor destroyed.

Friend: Death poses cruel dilemmas.

Friend rises, puts on her gloves and takes some steps while readjusting her hat. Pierre leans on the ¢
the papers that he has kept in his hand. Enter Tradel. He seems like a caricature ofceréame, of whom
manners. He speaks very fast and often right in the face of people. He is dressed rather poor. Pierre ¢
Agnes types anew. The Friend looks at Tradel and again sits in her chair. She follows Tradel with her
him wither eyes.
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Tradel: So | was right. | saw it coming. The family has decided to take us to trial. They have begun
the procedures.

Pierre: They can do nothing against me.
Tradel: But I&ve seen the lawyer. He told me. He is not at all so sure we are right.
Pierre: We dord@ have to worry about it until we know more. For now, do not stress about it.

Tradel: All I know is that we must defend ourselves. &/patventing them from coming and
looking for the papers, today, tomorrow, I@onk n o wé A n d awe taker themhtleey vioh
know what to do with them. Wi ll they go so fa

Agnes: They will never sell them!

Mother: Agnés is right. What parents would sell the cause of thérddwslth?
Friend: Assume nothing! Thegud use the money.

Tradel: Something must be done, now.

Pierre: Well, here it is, another day wasted. Like | could afford to be interrupted all (Rauspe.

| do not even dare to open my files anymore. | am constantly pulled away from a pile of work that
still is nowhere near finish€tio Agne¥pu know, | have found so many mistakes that | am deciding

to begin again from start to finish.

Friend: Work carbe full of surprises!

Busily, she rearranges her papers.

Pierre: (Appearing to leave, to Tradledpe the lawyer.

He is again absorbed into his papers.

Tradel: (Approaching Piéré)ou have a chance to look over the work that | did?
Pierre: Hardly. | cannot talk about it now.

Tradel: | need you to comb through it carefully. But first, | need to explain certain things about it. It
i s absolutely necessaryéOur wel |(Felre gnentoshadoer, t h
Tradeldllows accompany you, @dalk on the way.

Pierre: Excuse me, but | need to be alone.
He looks again at his papers.

Friend: (Rising, to Motl&npuld we go about our business as well?
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Mother: Yes, in a momen(fTo Tradelyadel, why ddhweprofit from Pierr& absence and unravel
the mysteries and difficulties of your work.

Tradel, at a loss looks at Pierre who goes towards the door, then to the Mother.

Agnes: (To Pierr®ond come home too late.

Exit Pierre

Friend:1 have known this boy forétwenty years and

Agneés takes her work and exits by the door in the back. The Mother rises and begins looking at some
the chair. Tradel stands motionless, arms dangling.

Mother: (Bringing the clothes to Tradel who tadas ¢hartgke these back. If they are not done to
perfection, you report right back to me. This arrangement is still working for you, right?

Friend: (She approaches Tradel and feel®hRalthing! Yowrife is an excellent seamstress.
She sits close to the Mother. Tradel puts the clothes down.

Mother: You will not have such a hard time selling them. Well, now that you have some free time
since yod@ie out of work(Pausé)ssuming from what Pierre hakitme of certain things which are
not satisfactory.

Tradel: What has he said?

Mother: Oh, nothing big. Simply, he does not agree with your style ofaerkriend raises her head)
But dori worry your little head over(aus&)ou do not understa him, but you are not alone. His
t houghts are so difficult, so deepé

Tradel: But, why does he disagree with me?

Mother. He suspects you of erasing adkaoywearythingaddi n ¢
mor eé

Tradel: He doesfi want to understand that wal never finish this if we do not decide to recreate
what is missing, that which escapes us. | have explained this to him a thousand times...

Mother: Recreate?

Tradel: Recreate, no, of course not recreate. But | have found passages absolutehplenpenetr
have been forced toéto fildl in the gaps.

Mother: | would never have guessed so many things were unclear to you, especially in the notes of
your friend.

Tradel: Obviously, for me, it is clear. But | damork just for me.
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Mother: True. What yowant above all is to be published.
Friend: If it would help, | know an editor. Only, these notes, they are very special, right?

Tradel: | always wanted to fully compile the collected works of Jean. But doing it this way, it
condemns them entirelydob s cur i t y é

Mother: If you desire to publish some of these pieces, | would advise you to speak about it with
Pierre.

Tradel: That is exactly what | wanted to do today. But you saw what haffjpens@yell, we have
pl enty of time tiomgthimwlke aklket iimmégRaasithiere act i o
importantly is what Pierre thinks of the work that | just finished.

Mother: Idond bel i eve he will talk to you about it
odds with youdfedetakn on a poin

Tradel: Yes, my alleged errors. If only | knew where Pierre had put my notebook, | could show you
one by one all those passages and then you wo

Mother: ( Desi gnating the c¢hai rlitisovetheré(Tradél searshesgonthe t i
book with his e@@sthat chair.

Tradel quickly takes the notebook and returns towards the Mother, examining it.

Friend: (Rising to the Moftliet) coming, Blanche? They will die of impatience waiting for us!
Shdaughs, looks in the mirror and goes to the door on the right.

Mother: Yes, we can go now.

She rises and brushes herself over. The Friend waits for her close to the door.

Tradel: (Notebook in hand, he follows the Mother getting dréssedotleavie)e t r ayed t he
added nothing of my ownél Hba vaer bpietrrhaarpysé | mowdai sf i
infallible intuitionéOkay and this I ntui tion
| o g {Opeéing the notebeok)for exanipe , I read oOapparentlyo and
oillusory. o6 | f Jeaadhtldi $adhé heevemewodvol dehav.

Mother continues to not pay attention to Tradel. Tradel stops abruptly, notebookins lzanado dkesFriend lat
fun at Tradel with the Mother while pacing about waiting for the Mother to get ready. The Mother laug!
The two women prepare to leave. Enter, by the back door, Agnés, smartly dressed, holding her robe.

Mother: (Turning her headards Agnié$3 such a pity that you did not have the furniture delivered
here yet. Believe me, this would all be better if you would finally move in.
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The Friend laughs. Agnés looks desperate standing in the middle of the staaye. Tiiaddtreamdinues to
turns politely towards the Mother to let her exit first.

Curtain.

Act 2

The same decor, but the room is now cluttered with various furniture thrown about: all in a disarray w
small tables, a coffee table, e@mairso®eme parts of a credenza, and on all the furniture: papers.

The armchair of the Mother is in the same place, at right, a little up stage.
Agnés takes a few steps, looks around. She seems to be looking for something.

The Mother is seated ininefreloiel, in an overcoat, paces back and forth. In a general manner, he stog
something up, and then begins pacing again.

Mother: (Without raising her eyes from the ffelvspdpet)room you are looking fo ibehind
you.

Agnes: (Takng the brodmgver would have found it by myself.
She sweeps, at times the floor, the wall, and then the ceiling.

Mother: (Positioning the newspaper on @éc&neses)anxious, we just sit here idly. All this time and
instead of facing the probiienead on, we act as iféeeall asleep. Now that these foreigners have
stolen all of our jobs, finally our men rouse themselves to discuss closing the border. But they know
how ridiculous they are and nothing will happen.

Tradel: (Approaching the MdRiexrés ridiculous. He only comes to me when he needs me. So where
is he? | am always waiting for him!

Mother: We all wait for hin{Paus&)ou see, Pierre is a little disorganized at the m¢Reunsd)o
speak truthfully, | d@know how he can pport the weight of such work all alone.

Tradel: If he® alone, & his fault. And for that matter, if he wants me to help him redo all of this
work starting from the beginning again he is going to do it my way by my rules.

Mother: He who will force his conditions on Pierre has yet to be (Baunsdust between us, |

dond believe that he will let you work in the house again. Things have really changed over these two
years(Paus®i erre i s busy wi t hdentniasewspaperiYou pablished it,f o u n
yes? And without telling anyoneé

Tradel: Pierre has long known my intentions. It is useless to continually revisit the p&st. What
essential, is to complete the work right away.
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Mother: In any case, Pierre cannotiiet on Agnés anymore. Before writing to you, he had asked
her to help him, and she refused.

Agnes: (Stopping for an instant from sWeepiog)ld | have done? Since it seems that | am not as
capable of typing on the typewriter!

Tradel: | get it: afer Agnés refused him then he resorted to me.

Mother: Yes.(Pausésuppose that he is willing to try again with you. So straighten up and do better
this time around. Ddinlet this opportunity pass you by, as there will not be ar{@thees while
sweeping, sweeps up a rulizdebthiis) ball. & your little kid, Tradel, he must have left it héfe
Agnésyou really dohsweep very often, do you Agnes.

Agnésgnnoyed, positions the broom and goes to the window and opens it.

Noise of opening it. Enter the First Passerby in sport jacket, a briefcase in hand. Slick, He walks abot
one notices not only the ease by which he moves in b thanhHsodgjdyst lsis body and takes pleasure in
looking well kept.

First: Hello ladies.dn looking to speak with Mr. Weisenhauer.

Tradel: You are mistaken, this dsit

First: Well tha® surprising.

Mother: The nerve, Mr. Weisenhauer is dead.

First: Really? | must see him about his apartment.

The First Passerby notices Agnés standing at the window; he takes a step towards her.

Tradel: (Approaching the Moterare not telling me everything. bonl eave me i n such
Mother: (Disregarding Tradel, to the First Passarbbypoking to rent the apartment across the hall?
First: (Serioul it big enough to move some desks in?

Mother: Ah, so you run a successful company?

First: (Mysterioudypy be é But t el khuemdie recedtly?dVasitebad® e n h

Agnes: (Turning aroukti} wife let him die carelessly. And yet he loved her.

The First Passerby, very interested, takes a step towards Agnes. He does not stop looking into her €
until the end of the act.

Mother: Agnés, watch what you say. You speak too ffeelyre First Passetby)as already dead.
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Tradel: (To MotheBut his letter, so, according to you, what is it that he has to Seaehing his
pocketknow he wrote me, | didrdream it

First: This place works for me. But wlatith all the furniture laying about down the hall?
Tradel: If you want to, go find out yourself.

Mother: Therés nobody therdTo the First Passénkggpt maybe the nurse. | think she took over
the apartrant. But she went out for the newspaaus&ince it is raining, you should wait here for
her.(Paus®lease, sit, yda more than welcome.

She designates a chair for the First Passerby. The First Passerby sits down and strallidles his cha
continually inch closer to Agnés who remains at the window. The Motteatiisfisdsheckenall self

Tradel: (To Mothewyell, did Pierre tell you anything spedqiiib@ First Passerby rises, puts his hand on
the back of his chair gims @ rock back and forth)

First: (To AgneSuch a beautiful view.

Agneés quickly closes the window and busies herself. She nervously looks for something. She eventue
iron, takes it and puts it on the table, but tookifioresaimething else. The First Passerby follows Agnés w
his eyes. Following each of her movements, he turns on his heels. Tradel has taken the papers from
examines them. The Mother dusts the arm of her chair. Trad# he¢atomoabemdons the papers and
continues to walk around nervously.

Agnes, who has not found what she has been looking for, exits upstage. The First Passerby, who w
stands with his back to the audience.

Mother: (She gets up @pidaaches the First Pagsertbas a Medal, the Croix de Geurre.
First: (ProudYo, it& the Croix du Mérite.

Mother: We need more men like ygBauseéh your opinion,whatlo you think? Is our country
ready to take charge, show the world what we are made of?

First: | hope so.
Tradel: (Stopping for a moment, Wowwkspw as well as | do that we will do nothing.

Agnes smnters, a pair of pants on her arm. Shevpleigthén she kneels down, downstage left, to iron on t
floor.

The First Passerby, after pivoting on his heels following her movements, takes a step towards her.

Mother turns around and sits on her armchair. Tradel stops and Giefhpebsenetwdent Agnés and
the First Passerby.
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First: (To Agne®Yhat? You ddihhave an ironing board? This is no way to(Pais&)ou are not
made for suchéhardships.

Agnes: (Ironind)ask myself, for what am | made.

Agneés does somethind heomige becomes unplugged. The First Passerby goes to plug it in and returns t
Agnes grateful, nods her head and continues to iron.

First: (ToAgne)hy are you so sad? Pretty as you areé
you. Tell mevhats up! Something troubling your heart, something on your mind?

Agnes: (Raising her héad)er talk about myself.
First: But Why? A womdsecrets are safe with (Raus&yho has made you sad?

Agnes: (Ironingt does not matter, the pain you have or the pain you give to oflersthing,
nobody is responsible for(auséhave no right to complain about Pierre.

First: Pierre?

Agneés: (In the same mammghusband. | do not like to talk about him.

First: Why?

Agneés: (Same toBEcause nobody can judge him, me, least of all.

First: Oh, oh! H& that incredible, is he. Well | have the impression that you too are no ordinary girl.
He laughs.

Agnés: (Same tom@m an ordinary girl.

Tradel: (Appoaching the mother, in a lc8hewsspelaks about Pierre to the first person who comes
along!

Mother: Look Tradel, one can speak of Pierre however, whenever they want. Would it even bother
him?

Sound of an elevator. Enter Pierre feverishiykéss Hdagbes then Agnes, still on her knees, who does n
turn around.

The First Passerby, intimidated, moves upstage left. He immediately finds the rubberball. He places it
and without dropping it, takes a few small ste@s;alipstagglhe observes everyone.

Pierre: (To Traddl)am grateful that you came,6ilT r a d e | i s Dendi veorrntaboetdne at t h
sir, from now on | am addressing everyone forrRadlys&xcept Agnes, of course.

He paces.
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Mother: Agnés, you have not done the introducti(@ise signals to the First Passerby who leaves the ba
and advanddshsieur came to see Mr. Weisenhauer. Since there was no one there, we offered him
our hospitality.

Pierre stops, the First PasserinegbhsioThe two men shake hands.
First: (ToPierrd)l | ow me to i ntroduce mysel fé
He makes a gesture of digging in his pockets, but finds nothing. Pierre goes towards Tradel.

Pierre: (To Traddhave you read my letter? | hope you are able to understand me. The work is done

at |l ast, we can consider it as if it were don
it right awayéOne becomes, whenatlyso confused.
Tradel: | understandéThat is exactly that what br
not ebookél had to put It down and come to te
anymore.

Pierre: You finished? | knew this would come up aff@2iranging his t¥ioe)cannot understand the
pain of questioning when you think all is finished and one can see, turning around, how little was
actually achieved along the way.

Tradel: But one doedihneed to look back! | ddrknow, | see thingsa®ti mp | er é

Agneés rises, takes some steps, then goes to sit down, and takes a book that she flips through distra
Passerby wants to follow her, but thinks again and stays in his place. Agnés drops her book on the
Passerby adeartowards her.

Pierre: (To Tradel)sten to me. | have arrived at the point where | arrange, for each questionable
word, various hypotheses. Before, | did not want to choose. But now, it is necessary that | establish
the correct word.

First: (Taking atep towards PiErre u s e me . Il am not fully aware

The Mother signals to the First Passerby to check himself. He slowly obeys and comes to position him
where he tries in vain to make himselHeotadezbhtbe book off the sofa and glances through it. Observ
throughout, Agnées, who does not notice him.

Pierre: (To Traddnfortunately, | myself am too familiar with all the varying possibilities. The right
word is choked, it wdicome out. In widking with you, | could become indifferent to each possible
word. It is the only way for me to find the truth.

Tradel: | know that working together, we can do this again.
Pierre: Nothing is finished. We still have long work ahead of us. For oncek wallido be patient.

Pierre goes to the chest and looks through the papers which are wrapped up. Tradel follows.
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The First Passerby holds the book out to Agnes.
First: (To Agnéekhave heard some things about thi gibt some good reviews.
Agnés: | have not read it.

The First Passerby slightly deflates then begins to pick at his fingernails. He begins to busy himself: a
his hat, etc.

Pierre takes a paper from the chest and comes to show it to Tradel.

Pierre: Take this, there ismissing word between the others. Youddmren want to know the
suffereing | have endured over this ofe.dried trying to figure the thing out. However, | can see
four possibilitiegPausés it leadin@ is itdorturing?...

Tradel: (Leaningtime pap&ija i t éi t s eems f & the page atained witi inkatdhe r s e é
top. But | reme mb e r éPausd)Irhad ailitde quied, | couldadzdnsruct ai e r e .
of the sentence, and even more, all of the conversations we hadwielt, it left such a strong

i mpression on mee

Pierre: Listen, | dod want impressions, or approximations, or maybes. | need the right word.

Tradel: But who would know it? Who would recognize it? And then, who would dare argue with us
on the errorshat nobody can prove, and nobody would even know that there are errors. What counts,
before all else, is the reader @hhe beauty.

Mother: The reader? Do you always keep the reader in mind?

Pierre: (Wearily$o, after all my effort, we begin at@imrgue on an already absolutely established
point. We will not publish. At least not until there is here or elsewhere, a worthy man to receive this
work for which | am responsible.

First: (Leaning towards Agfts)husband is completely right. la Itfis necessary to know what
one wants.

Agnes rises, takes some steps, hesitates, then goes to the window. The First Passerby follows her, Pi
and the First Passerby.

Tradel: (To Pierre, infuria@dgourse, you are full of resporigioi And this responsibility will be
catastrophic if you let the chance pass by to find this man of whom you speak and who may not even
exi stéhow do you even know? | n aendfHedaltes @largel wi |
step to the rgydr, then turnigparently, you agree with the family: like them you too are scared of
yourself.

He exits

Mother: Poor Tradel! This time, | think he went too far.
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First: (Approaching Pierre with a lightstdpgnd is nervous.

Pierre: (He hesitates, then going towards Agnés who remaibscay therarimsion®r tgo andouy
paper?

Agnes: No.

Pierre: Do you even want to work with me anymore?

Agnes: (She turns around, hesitates)

Pierre: Wel, it seems that | must go and look for the paper myself.

Mother: Pierre, since you are going out, bring me back the newspaper, would you?
Pierre: Fine.

Instead of leaving, he goes towards the chest.

Mother: You must not leave without your coat at sutime.

The Mother goes to look for an overcoat hanging on the coat rack, returning towards Pierre, he holds
throw it over his shoulders, but she forces him to put it on, while slightly pushing him to the door on t
takes aegi towards Pierre. The Mother turns her head towards Agnes.

Pierre: (He puts his coat on at th€raoiks.
He exits.
The Mother stays before the door. Agnes does not move.

First: (He advances, with a pompus air, towards Agneés, jugglisgrtigefdrajipu. You didntell
me that your life was so complicated.

He puts his hand on Agn s0 shoulder, she dise
Agnes: | will go and catch up with him.

Mother: (Barring access to the door froinigh\goega)good idea. You are algeen so much pain.
You do not need to catch a cold on top of it all.

Agnes stays a minute immobile, then she does a half turn to go towards the door on the left and finds |
with the First Passerby. The First Passerby begitietddaggh.iMber turn. Agnes is surrounded.

Curtain.
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Act 3

The same decor, but the papers are no longer all over the furniture: they are arranged in piles on the c

Upstage left, Agnes is up on a stepladder, cleaning the wimdlmw paiogenElde the First Passerby is on
the arms of the chair standing behind Agnés with his legs slightly apart, hands behind his back.

The Mother reads her newspaper, seated within her armchair, remaining in the same place, at right.

First: (One foobw the top step of the stepladdet,gavkghike thafLow)Since the two of us will
|l eave toget her é

Agnés turns around and stays a moment with her arms raised, the rag in her hand.

First: You will see at my house, all your worries willkiea t@are of. And all of your time will be
devoted to yourselféand to me.

He laughs.
Agnés: | dond understand, Pierre should have returned by now.
She leans on the window; the First Passerby descends from the stepladder.

Mother: He set up camp down attlcafé to work. Per usu@@auseoon they will start to get
annoyed. | can just see him now, alone, occupying three tables.

She laughs.

First: (Positioning a foot on the first step of the stepladdelt@ofmé¢oifAgndeednreturn. You
wouldrd even like it if he came back anyway. We loave time.

Agnes: | dond know what | want.

First: Luckily, for me, | know it for you.

He raises his shoulders, descends the stepladder and takes some steps to the right.

Mother: (Dropping the napep To the First PasBetlygen us, how do you think this will play out?
First: (Mysterioudlgard really say.

Mother: Yet you should have an inside scoop.

First Hapé Of cour se.

Mother: If you want my opinion, they will do absolutely notMfiten push comes to shove, no
one will have the courage to use force even though it is the only solution to returning employment
back to as it was before all this.

First: Sure, sounds good to me!
The Mercurian, Vol. 7, No.(Rall2018) 234



The First Passerby turns his head towards Agnesmesenl h&senaontinues watching for Pierre from the
window. The Mother, rises, taps the shoulder of the First Passerby and laughs indicating Agnes. The
shakes his head, laughs in his turn and with an air about him, goesrstapladtietomardsahs Agnes

by the waist and places her on the ground. The Mother sits down again, laughing.

Agnes: (To the First Passgvhygt do you want?
First: | dond want you to catch cold, tlat a | | é

The First Passerby leans on a steplafitees, stith a conquering air and watches Agnes. Agnes takes
hesitating steps, then returns to the window and leans her forehead against the window. The First Pz
muscles.

Enter, at right, Tradel. He takes one or two steps then stops

Mother: Agnés, Tradel came to look for that old overcoat of @idRemember, he set it aside for
him.

First Passerby laughs.

Agnes: (Turning around slighttygh overcoat? | am a little out of it these days.

Mother: (To TradeHonestly these last few days we have had other things on our mind.

Tradel has an annoyed | ook signifying: oOLeave

Tradel: (Going towards the Mbtaene to warn Pierre. We must immediately arrange for the papers
to be secure. Whatever they intend to do, we will not be able to stop them. They have the law on their
side.

First (Pl acing a hand obonolwoaydbeel stidhnings:ht aill dll da@krout! pat er
Tradel: (Disengaging hinfsetf not here?

Mother: As you can see.

The First Passerby laughs.

Tradel: (To Mothdram sorry if | was a bit anxious the other day. But after all this time, Pierre knows
me.llosemy emper quickly, but | calm down quicklyé

Mother: You came too late. Oh@ihot of importance. Thank god, he has succeeded in finishing his
work, and | must say, to complete satisfaction.

Agnes: You are alwaysatisfied with everything!
Mother: Yes! | am even satisfied before being so.

Tradel: (Approaching Agheajy case, you seem to bear his absence rather well.
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First: (To TradeDne does all that one céiraus&)ou are not satisfied?
He advancesatier@ngly on Tradel.
Tradel: (Cowering awaiiyl not expect to meet the new guy here.

The First Passerby newly advances on Tradel, but very quickly, turns around, raising his shoulders. Ti
and forth.

Agnes: (Turning arouidhat noise yoall make!
She nervously takes a few steps. The First Passerby goes towards her.

Mother: You should go take a walk for now, Agnes. The air would do you good.dBgw don
alone. The streets are full of soldiers. UnleBsgounot afr ai d thaté

The Fst Passerby laughs.

Noise of an elevator. Agnés and Tradel stop. Enter Pierre. He slowly walks, head lowered. Tradel .
Passerby go to meet him. Agneés stays in her place and watches Pierre. The Mother does the same.

Tradel: (Who has moaedy from the First Passerby t@apadogize for the other day. | should not
have been so angry. But you will see why, just let me explain.

First: (Interruptingpve you had a good walk M. Pierre?
Pierre, absent, continues to walk sldelppwsddel. The First Passerby watches Agnes.

Agnes: (She goes towards Pierre andYoumities)l came to accompany you. He was scared that
the news had frightened (Bausé)e got ahol d of some info@mati on
know yet, bt the negotiations are moving along.

The First Passerby shakes Pierreds hand who ¢
putting his hands in his pockets. Agnées takes a step towards Pierre, then talPastepoypwards the Fir

Tradel: (Face to face with Pibee)ews that was given to me is not reassuring. This time, they seem
preparedtoacfToAgnés) am convinced that it is your fath
should have warned us.

Agnes: You are fully aware that | never see him.

Pierre goes to take Agnés by the hand and guides her near the Mother who remains in her chair. Agneé:
follows Pierre. The First Passerby turns towards the Mother looking aisreglandsvimglyh8ipestures:
hands on his hips, torso extended, etc.

Pierre: (To Agnes and the Matimeigt speak with you both.
Tradel: (To Pierr&hould | go outside?
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Pierre: (Continuinghave made a very determined choice. | would like foo ymdérstand the

reasons which pushed me to it. But for the moment | am incapable of explaining. | need you to trust
me. | am sure that soon all will be WeHuséxannot continue to work under these conditions, it is
crucial that | leave. Thatisstcay ét hat | be alone for a certain

Agnes: But in all senses of the word, you are alone dlelan feel like we live together.

The Mother takes Pierreds hand and holds it t
Tradel: So this is your way out. Fine. | @dpghat there was another way.

The First Passerby, downstage, seems to listen attentively to the conversation.

Pierre: (In a weary vditegve you to understand my difficult position. But, to return at each stage of
my work, to expose you to each alietall the problems that | have had to resolve, and that | still
have to resolve even now. | have no more will. | can simply tell you this: all that | have drawn out
from the shadows, called up to me, and recovered, all is so tiresomely boftiteyepleats the word

0fl atd several times | i ke a man who does not
he has never heard EDeore. pver understand why a thing is suddenly discarded? Disposed? Suddenly
rejected oudf hand?

The Mother releases Pierreds hand. One has to
Tradel: But you are crazy! Now you are insulting J
Pierre: | will not rest in peace as long as these things nenfiaished.

Tradel: But these things have nothing to offer; they are as they &a|lth&atyode disappointed,
it is because you no longer have faith in the work.

Pierre: It was not so long ago that | could not even work till the end of a sehtertoee myself
during these hours with the simplest questibetaching his wokthg) does he sadnre appeaié?®
who is thishe) what does he want from me? Why does orrs#lye groundrather thar@or
@ver? | have lost too much time tkimg of these thing@PauséXond want the meaning of words,
but their shape and movemédRaus®o longer will | hunt them dow(Pauséwill wait within the
silence, motionless, | will become very attelffl@eisejnust leave at once.

Agnes: But not right away.
Tradel: You cafi leave now when the papers could be taken from us at any moment.
Mother: Will you be absent for a long time?

Pierre: Rest assured. | do not want to go far. | want only to spend some dagldehmymts to the
bacldoordn the crawl space.

Agnes: But you cannot live there. You will suffocate.
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Mother: We can make the room more hospitable.
Tradel: But where will you put the papers?
Pierre: | will not take them. It is the only way for me not to fall back interdeis.

Tradel: (He rushes towards Pierre and he graBsaisl &eqg) you to stay! | feel, | am sure, that
together, we will find a better solution.

Pierre listens to Tradel and begins to pace. Tradel stands stupefied in hisnplat@idkgnessgbes in fr
speak to him, but the First Passerby advances resolutely towards her. Pierre stops and watches Agi
Passerby.

First: (Low, to Agn&x) you have anything to say to him?
Agnes: (Making a half turn, intaspeNo, it® all been said.

Agneés goes to sit down again. Pierre follows her for a moment with his eyes. The First Passerby apprc
Mother makes a sign to him to distance himself. He goes to the window, opens it and leans against it.

Pierre: If anything has yet to be done, it can only be done in there.

Agnes rises. Pierre goes to kiss the Mother, then Agnés who is unresponsive. Pierre heads towards tt
Tradel: (Barring the way to PYeroedorid know what you arm@oing!

Agnes: (She goes to put her hands on the shoulders of Pierre who dDesnobddaidecte exit)

The First Passerby turns around and closes the window. Tradel has stayed in front of the door in the b
Pierre: (Cautiously esc#pman s ¥ou can wad for)me with peace of mind.

Agnés distances herself.

Mother: | will arrange for heating in the room.

Pierre: Not now, thank you. Later we will see.

Mother: | will bring you your meals regularly.

Pierre: | will ask of you near to speak to méHe goes towards the chest and designatesrihe papers)
confiding this to you; I know that you will take care of them.

Mother: Just you relax.

Tradel: (He erupt¥pu know what ydie risking. | warn you. | can do nothing else to stog{iteu.
goes to the ddbnyell, let them take it. When they take it all, then you will realize what you truly lost!

He exits.
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First: (Advancing towards Pierre in a rofinglgawe are riof that moron!
Agnes: (To Pierr€an | come see you?

Pierre: (Still near the chest, visibly iriceeisive will see.

Agnes: Fine.

Pierre goes briskly to the door upstage center and exits. Agnes at first remains in thitodane place, put
face and remains thus.

The First Passerby questions the Mother. They
can go to her. o6 The First Passerby approaches

First: (Advancing towards Agnés his aAns opemho only dreams of you.
Agnés: (Showing her face, heartsookare nice.
Mother: | did not want to oppose Piegavill. Nobody, for that matter, has the right to, or will.

The lights quickly go out. Total blackout. One hears the FimstrPtssedpeaking in a whisper. During
the last words, the voices become again definitively distinct.

Agnes: No, not now. | cai leave like this, without anything.

First: We will find your things. | will help you.

Agnes: | will never be able to wrigeletter in this darkness. | want to leave him at least a word.
First: You could write to him tomorrow, relax.

Agnes: | cannot leave without my notebook.

First: Which notebook?

Agneés: The notebook that Jean gave to me, | am never without iprdhmase, at least, | want to
keep.

First: Remember you are mine Agneés.

A long silence.

Agnes: The overcoat. Ya@e keeping it?

First Yeséand you with it.

Agnes: (In one breaBaly, you will take me far from here. We will go to the edgeNofehé only

went once with Pierre, the first timeéit was
saw it(Paus#)rained, we were soaké&she laughs nervbaskyinyself, if there was always this work.
(Pausé)vould like so muclotsee it again, and at the same time, | am scared.
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First: Not of me, | hope.

Agnés: No, with you | have never been scared. You lift me up in your arms. | will come to see this
as a good thing. You are so bige

First: And you so small!
Agnes: Hold me inyour arms.

The lights come back on. Bright lights. One sees the First Passerby, Agnes in his arms, heading towar
Agnes holds the overcoat that she leaves trailing along the ground. The First Passerby is grabbing the

The Mothekplodes into a coarse laugh while hitting her thighs.

Curtain.

Act4
Same decor. But order and comfort reign: The furniture is in order, there are no more papers. Lots of r
The Motherdés armchair uses now front and center

The typewriter is no longer in the same place and it is covered by a dustcover. On the chest, an electric
At the side, a rolling table with a tray on it on which is arranged a tea service. At the froat of the stage
large mirror. The floor is completely covered in a rug.

The Mother is seated in her chair. She no longer has her newspaper. She is wearing a comfortable hot
feel, as the curtain is rising, that she has become the mistress of the house.

The Friend, before the mirror, looks at herself complacently from head to toe. She holds her hat: she i
Mother: (She gets up, goes to the chest and prieprere bélem t®@)ong since | have been so happy.
Friend: In any case, we hasscaped it beautifully.

Mother: | knew that all would end wéthe pours the tea in tHerdypkad imagine when all will
return to normal.

Friend: We have not had a moment of relaxation.

Mother: (Pushing the rolling tea setlypstagahted peace, no matter the pfiRaus€et this, you
wond believe me, but yesterday, regarding the immigration problem, on which I am now an expert, it
finally stopped, and what a relief, more than a agliekpanse of joy.

The Mother takes the cup from the Friend, who is approaching her. The Friend sits, the cup in hand.

Mother: (Sitting in her chidieyre returns today.
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Friend: It& not possible! Reall@he riségt me kiss you!

She leatmvards the Mother, kisses her, then sits down again.

Mother: He announced it earlier, when | gave him his meal. He could appear at any moment.
Friend: | ask myself how he could have held on after fifteen days under such conditions!
Mother: Fifteen daysReally, it was only fifteen days. It seems to me so much longer.

Friend: And Agnés? Have you any news?

Mother: For all | know, her situation has become more and more precarious.

Friend: How is that possible? | thought her friend successful?

Mother: All is in order. We can only wait to see how it will unfold.

Friend: He was such a beautiful boy, but oh so nay@mg'has a good [Hagirally, Pierre knows
nothing?

Mother: (Changing her tdoge)yet.

Enter upstage, Pierre, very weary, ehsdigmliothes are unkempt, he has a beard of fifteen days. He sl
takes a few steps, looking all around him. Visibly he looks for something.

Mother: (Risind)could not be happier, all is finished. Come so that | can kiss you.
Pierre goes to hisdvland kisses her mechanically.

Friend: (Stretching out her Aerdkne, no one kisses me anymore?

Pierre does not seem to notice the Friend, he paces.

Mother: Promise me, from now on, to spare your strength.

Pierre: (StoppinBe quiet. | am no longer excited by either my research or my work.
Friend: But é

The Mother signals her to be quiet.

Pierre: You are content. | have fully decided to live like everyone. That is what | have understood
there.(He points to the upstagendibanderstand nothing unless | find a way of leading a completely
ordinary life.

Pierre looks one more time around him, takes a step towards the Mother, seems to want to speak with
his mind. The light begins to lower.
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Mother: Are yau looking for your papers? | rearranged and placed them in t{fehleopoints out a
voluminous object covered by arertelrbpbind you; you only have to raise the {fapbe Friend)
Oh, the light, this electricity...

The Friend rises asd@ue right.

Pierre: | see. You have put them in order.

Pierre goes to the chest, opens and stays before it. The Friend turns the switch.
Friend: If at least we could see clearly!

The Friend goes to sit down.

Pierre still stays in frontaf@hehest, back to the audience. He kneels, sorting slowly through the paper
box, looking at them for some minutes and placing them on the floor. He contemplates them, immobi
minute, then collecting several of theemhérstarsryhquickly, but soon very slowly. The debris of the pal
accumulates. Pierre is as if drowning in the middle of them.

Since Pierreds entrance, t he Mot her has not S
briskly ses and goes anew to try to fix the light. The light is not going back to normal.

Friend: Always this light,& insufferable.

Pierre: (Interrupting himself from tearing papers for a momerixdesevhispés)not having
understood you earlier.

Pierre takes the last papers that he has before him, he rises and tears them all while walking about a
The torn papers are strewn about now over the greater part of the stage.

Friend: (To the Mothkwould have so much wanted to stay, 8cuse me, you know? | am already
very late.

She goes towards the right door.

Mother: Of course, of course.

The Friend prepares to leave.

Pierre: (Dropping himself into a chair, a little withdrawiWhstsges lafihés? | want to see her.

The Friend stops in the doorway, then positions herself close to the window where she observes Pierr

Mother: (She rises and stands, her hand positioned on the liRiekref ihés thegrjhat you heard
the ruth, Agnes is gone.

Friend: (Raising her vola#) the first person to come along!

Pierre: What do you mean, left? You mean to say that she went out?
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Mother: No. She is gone, right after your departure.

Pierre: Right away!

Mother: (Laughin@her have been some troubles. | suppose that she profited by the occasion.
Pierre makes an effort to rise, but stays seated.

Pierre: She could not do it anymore, of course. Where could she have drawn the strength to support
such a disordered life?

Mother: (Going to PiefBelf the trouble, it was her and her alone who was responsible for it. It was
her who intruded on our life.

Pierre: She left too late, or too early, if she would have had a little more patience, we could have
started anew.

Mother: Ohwell t hi s i s better. Your sensitivity wil
will restart your work.

Pierre rises and heads towards the upstage door.

Friend: (To Pierrélave you forgotten something in there?

Pierre: Yes.

Pierre exits. The Mgtes slowly to sit down again in her chair. Pause
Friend: (To MotheY)ou always had been too lenient on her.

The Friend take a few steps. The Mother does not move. The light lowers again. It is now rather som
small noise. Tragpkars on the doorstep. A suitcase in hand. The Friend is immediately amused again.
stop turning and laughing around Tradel.

Tradel: Nobody came?
The Mother makes an evasive movement. Tradel makes a gesture towasdsneifstage astérto invite

Enter Mme Tradel, a young woman very thin and very pale, followed by the Child, a boy of seven y:e
disposition. They are both poorly dressed and carry under each of their arms, a canvas bag.

Tradel: (Very quicklyhey could arrive at any minute. Bgou understand? | told them to come.

Yes, i really happening, but | will not be here, and they will find that we are not interested anymore.
(Paus&Yhat have | done? All this for a moment of venge@d@ags®Yhere is Pierre? Where are the
papers?

Mother: Look under your feet. You are walking on them.
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Tradel bends over, feverishly collecting the paper debris, seeing others further off and others even furtl
he runs to get them all, andnalsngstom all fours.

The Friend bursts out laughing. Mme Tradel, stationary, watches Tradel. The Child sits on the ground.
Mother: You¥e come five minutes too late. Pierre just tore them.

Tradel and Mme Tradel collect the papers and plateabersnid bagsuilhey position their bags on the chal
at |l eft, the other bags and the suitcase at t

Friend: (To the Moth¥Qu are letting them do this?

The Mother makes a gesture signaling o0This is
Tradel: (Holding Mme Tead 6 &o heaal.@l Latch up to you.

Mme Tradel: (Taking back the Bag)f | meet them, what would | d@ tather wait for you.

Sound of the elevator. Tradel grabs the drape which covered the case were the papersavere and thro
and the bags. The chair disappears under the drape. The lights come back.

Friend: Finally.
She goes to sit close to the Mother.

Agnes appears on the doorstep of the stage right door. She is dressed in her overcoat. Mme Tradel te
Agnéghen stops.

Mother: (Turning her head towardsBAgrogshe in, Agnes.

Agnés: (She advances timidly, looking around hefNathihgdaasd)hange@aus&)et, one could
say, that it does seem clearer.

Agnés takes some steps upstage, the Mother rises briskly, but Agnés changes direction, the Mother
Tradel wat ches the Mot herds movement s. He pac

Agnes: (Walking at random with hesitapdidond see the typewritegiTo Mothel)apologize for
speaking so openly but | am so accustomed to seeing ifShertnoks where the typewriter once was)
Ot herwiseél only came to rent it fsobhuyeéeu. . .|

Mother: | know, you cannot find them anywhere.

Agnes: (Mumbling)e s éwe are in such a predicament that
know. But we were not going to keep it for a

Friend: We wish to see yow more.

She rises and goes to look at herself in the mirror
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Mme Tradel: (Going to kiss AghBaye been thinking of you ever since your departure.
Mother: (To Agnes)xtually, Pierre spoke to me of you.

Agnés: How is he doing?

The Frieddughs. Mme Tradel distances herself. Agnes paces.

Mother: He asked of yofAgnés is startiak) without much insistinAgnes wants to sgeatoll
the truth, the typewriter is not in good shape. It will have to be repaired. | believe thattébdid n
you much and that you could procure another one.

Agnes: (Mumblingthank you.
Friend: (Still in front of the mirror, turns aunfliend still has his position?

Agnés: (To the Mothewanted to ask another thing of Pierre. Do you think that he will return soon?
| could wait. | have a little time.

Mother: (Risingyou know very well that Pierre never tells anybody of his comings andSjuengs.
takes a steps towards Agnésskwa i t i ng f or not hing, and since Yy

She takes another step towards Agnes, who does not move.
Mme Tradel: (To AgneByomise me yd@licome see us.
Agnés: (Absentlywill come.

Agnes takes a step towards the stageright door.|[Téardothedasds not move. The Friend approaches
Agnes.

Friend: Do you still have some time?

Agnes: Oh no! I need to | eave. I have to be retu
administer the needl esé

Friend: What, is your friend sufferg ? Such a strong mané
Agnes: He fell ill suddenly. There were no warnings.
Friend: But tha terrible! Who takes care of his business?

Agnes: Nobody for the moment. | am not capable of doing it myself. | have never been able to learn
accounting. Thefgur es, for me, they are a mysteryeée

Mother: (She walks up to Agnes and pushes her towards theYstadeaxighdldage been a quick
learner.

The Mother takes Agnés by the arms and pushes her outside, slamming the door blesind her. The Frie
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Mme Tradel: (In a whisp&yor Agnes!

The Friend, laughing, pats the shoulders of the Mother. The Mother brushes herself off and painfully si
armchair. She sits and positions her hands on the arms.

The Child abandons his gamdiftéd haorner of the curtain which covered the chair and the bags. He oj
bag and places on the ground all around him some of the paper debris. Tradel continues to pace back

Tradel: (Briskly stopping, to the Maihdi@d!(Pointinp the upstage &oeme is there, | know it.
Mother: Yes, he is there.

Tradel, who has hastily gone towards the upstage door, exits. The Mother does not move. Mme Trade
if to follow Tradel, but stops. The Friend gluesdwaredahto@dd continues to empty the bags at the feet
the chair and scatters the papers around him. Nobody watches him.

Tradel: (He reappears at the door, knocking intofhe Erierde é Pi erre i s dead.
myself!

Mme Tradel hdids face between her hands. The Friend stops, immobile, her mouth is open: we see hi
Mother turns her head slowly leaning against the back of her chair: she keeps her hands positioned
Child continues to play with th@ eajeérafter standing still a moment, hurriedly goes to the stage right do
exits. Mme Tradel follows him with the Child, who at first resist a little, then gives in. He has had some
some bits of paper which he carries. THesraienchtbdise Mother.

Friend: (Wrapping her arms around the shoulders of the Mother, in a voicelrknoevfalse than ever)
feels.

Curtain

The End.
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Abu Hassan: Musical Farce in One Act

Music by Carl Maria von Weber (1786826)

Libretto by Franz Carl Hiemer (1768L822)

Translated from German into English by Mark Herman and Ronnie Apter

Abu Hassafi1811), with music by Carl Maria von Weber, is a G&imgspi¢hat is, a theatrical

piece with sung numbers separated by spoken dialodaejrssiriucture to an American musical.

The musical style is Classical, though the shift to Romanticism in German opera was largely brought
about by Webér later operd)er Freischlitz 1821.

Much of Abu Hassaparallels the actual experiences ofré@tars. In 1810, Franz Carl iHes,
Webe friend and accomplice from their frivolous Gutttdays, sent Weber an exuberant libretto
that paralleled their own constant need to borrow money. In fact, at this time, Webeallyas actu
banished from Witemberg under indioent for embezzlemediemer based his libretto on the

part of the tale of AalHasan the Eccentric told by Shafulda King Shahry on the 647through

653" nights of theThousarahd One Nighitiemer probably worked from the popular European
translation by Antoine Galland (1848.5), who had translated Mightdrom Arabic into French

early in the eighteenth centuBgallan@ version of the story is callesl dormeur éveillé [The Sleeper
Awekened]

Weber began by congiog the No. 3 Chorus of Creditors, ndgiically characting his own

Stuttgart tamentors With the composition of the Ovare in January 1811, the work was finished,
except for the No4 Duet, added in December 18ir&] Fatim& mock dirge N@, added on the

occasion of the Dresden revival of the work in March AB2f completion oAbu Hassan 1811,

Weber was living in Darmstadt and, as usual, was iHeldedicated the work to the Grand Duke

of Hesse Ludwi I, who liked it well enough to send Weber the truly princely honorarium of 440
gulden.Thus, thisSingspiehved at least one debtor (if only temporarily) from thaestiéd

creditors it parodie@thers also liked it, addu Hassagquickly becameopular throughout Europe.
However, contemporary performances have been few and far between, though this English translation
has thus far received six productions in the United States and England.

Harun alRashid (764809), the Calif in the story, is stdnical figureA Calif was the secular and
religious head of a Moslem sthii@un was Calif of Baghdad from 786 to 809, one of the greatest of

the Abbasides, the Calif dynasty which ruled at Baghdad from 750 to 1258, and claimed descent from
Abbas, theincle of Muhammad.

One fact aboufbu Hassamarely mentioned, is that it is one of the verynfegteentfcentury
operatic works in which the protagonists are happily married when the curtain rises, remain happily
married (mostly) throughout taetion, and are still happily married when the curtain comes down.
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On sources:This translation oAbu Hassas based, for the sung lyrics, on the critical edition edited

by Joachim Veit (Piavocal score, Vol. 8.2 of Carl Maria von Web@mtliche WerfComplete
Works]WeV C. 6a, Mainz: Schott, 2003), and, for the spoken dialogue, on the edition edited by Willy
Werner Goéttig (Orchestral score, Offech am Main: Seibstthen Buchdruckerei Werner Dohany,

1925; Republication: 1 Westmead, féaongh Hants., England: Gregg Imtational Publishers
Limited, 1968), in which the dialogue is considerably shortened from that presented by Veit.

On the translation of the sung lyricsBecause the lyrics must be singable texmstng music,

with suitablehymes, meter, and singable vowels, the English words sometimes deviate considerably
from the literal meaning of the original German Asxsung, there is much verbal repetition, most

of which is not indicated in this libretto since the repetitionsadtes little sense without the music.

On the translation of the spoken dialogueSpoken dialogue in a musical is often perceived by a
contemporary audience as a bridge between musical nuintbersfore needs to be kept to a
minimum, and be much shortean was customary f8mgspieeGermany in the early nineteenth
centuryAccordingly, though we began with G&tihortened German version, our English version
is somewhat shorter still, and we fully expect stage directors to shalit@ogue even further.

Gottigs intersperal of dialogue and music in the No. 3 Chorus of Creditors does not appear to be
dramatically viabl€herefore, we have made our own arrangement of alternating dialogue and music
for this chorus.

There is &ingspigradition, continuing to the presetay that actors with small speaking parts
embroider their roles with comic-lds. Though this is not shown this libretto, our German
English pianevocal score does show some directions suthbady might takeby including
alternate dialogue g@mns for the characters Mesrur and Zemrud, in British dialect for Mesrur and in
Yiddish dialect for both Mesrur and Zemititese alternate dialogues are available on request.

On das Kabinettin the No. 7 Trio, Fatialocks Omar intdas Kabinétt.earlynineteentkcentury
German,Kabinettneant any small private room, but would probably dieditoomd to most
modern German speakéfge have translated it by the more general aetosetd As the staging
requires the room can be a closet in the coptaary sense, a bedroom, or aroatin, and the
wordaoclosebin our text changed accordingiythe orighnal New York production of our translation,
the cabinet was replaced by a lockable trunk with drawmisk the closétbecameunlatch the
lockerg andodoord becametrunk o

i Mark Herman and Ronnie Apte

Mark Herman is a literary translator, technical translator, chemical engineer, playwright, lyricist,
musician, and actdie writes th@Humor and Translatiorcolumn forThe Chronjclée Journal of
the American Translators Association

Ronnie Apteris Professor Emerita of English at Central Michigan University (CMU), a published
poet, and a translator of poetigr awards include the Thomas Wolfe Poetry Award from New York
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University and the Presid@nAward for Outstanding Research and Creattreith from CMU.
Translations by Herman and Apter of works for the musical stage have been performed in the United
States, Canada, England, and Scotland, and praised in publications rafidgiag\femryork Times

to The [London] Timdgey have also tralated numerous poems and chiffemoks, and published

articles on translation and on op@&itzeir own books includeranslating For Singing: The Theory, Art
and Craft of Translating [(yondon: Bloomsbury, 2016); the namédia (book and compatisk)

A Bilingual Edition of the Love Songs of Bernart de Ventadorn in Occitan and Erfgkstisteungar and Salt
New York: The Edwin Mellen Press, 1999);Cdgding for the Treasure: Translation Afféewound

York, Berne, Frankfurt am Main: Péng Publishing, 1984; paperback reprint, New York: Paragon
House Publishers, 1987).

Abu Hassawas first performed in Munich on 4 June 1811

This English translation was first performed in 1981 and revised in 2017

Singable Translation and Prefatory Mat@opyrightD1980, 201 by Mark Herman and Ronnie
Apter
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Abu Hassan

Characters

Abu Hassan, a favorite of the Calif................ooi oo e
Fatima, ADU HaSSEAWITE............cooiiiiiiiii e ettt e
OMar, @ MONEY IBNAEL..........iiiii e i e e e e eet e e et o 2220222222 e e e e s o 52252 e e e e e
The Calif Harun @Rashid...............ooooioiii e et s
Zobeida, the CalBfWIfe...........oiviirieities et e ¢ s
Mesrur, the Caf Lord High Chamberlain.................. .o eeeiee e e
Zemrud, ZODETHR NUISE.........eviiriiiiii s e e e e
(@3 7= [ (0] £= OSSP

Attendants of the Calif anNd ZODEIUAL ..........vnieie s e e et e e e e s e e e e

Die Handlung geht in Bagdatwdtagsans
Zimmer im Palaste des Kalifen. Zu beide
desselben Divans, bei dem zur Rechten
worauf sich Brod und Wasser befindet. k
links Seitentiiren. Uber der Tir links, an\
Schlussel steckt, ein Gitter. Imudth&srgr
breites Fenster mit Blumentdpfen und Ge
geschmiuckt.

Erste Szene

Abu Hassan liegt auf dem Divan rechts. |
in der Mitte des Zimmers.

No. 1. Duett: Abu Hassan & Fatime

HASSAN: Liebes Weibchen, reiche Wein
liebes Weibchen, reiche Wein.

FATIME: Weder weifRen, noch roten,
Mahomet, Mahomet hat es verboten!
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Speaking Role
.Speaking Role
.Speaking Role
-Men® Chorus

.Mixed Chorus

Baghdad, about 800 Al Hass@apartmel
in the palace complex of the Galifisible ma
room are two identical @waansmall table by
right divan are bread andOmeatiee. right side
main room is a practical door to the @uatttie
left side, there is a practical door to a close
Is a grating on which a key is Atatigergack i
wide window with flower pots and decorati

Scene One

Abu Hassan liegloright div&atima stands
the middle of the room.

No. 1.Duet: Abu Hassan & Fatima

HASSAN: Fill the flowing bowl with wine,
fill the bowl with flowing wine.

FATIMA: Neither sherry, nor claret.
Alcohol is forbidden by Muhammad.
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HASSAN:Dar um
Gib Sorbet!

schenk©

FATIME: Ha! du willst Wasser?

HASSAN: Nein, das Wasser ist mein Toc
Fische Konfitliren,

FATIME: Prasser!
HASSAN: (schmeichedma Pastetchen.
FATIME: Hier ist Brod!

BEIDE: Kann sich da der Geist erheben’
| ohnet sichds der
stille Zeugen meiner Not,

Brot und Wasser, Wasser, Brod.

FATIME: Ich will dir das Liedchesingen:
(parodierei) Aurorens erstem Strahl

HASSAN:Z u r
bringen!

Ver zwei f 1l u

FATIME: nein es stillt des Hungers Qual

HASSAN: liebes Weibchen, liebes Weibc
liebes Weibchen,
liebes Weibchen, reiche Wegw.

Dialog

HASSAN: (stehtom Divan atdine herrliche
Mahkeit!i Brot und Wasseiil Aber so gefr
es allen Marern, deren Weiber besser zu
singen als zu kochen verstehen!

FATIME: Allerliebtst! Der Herr Gemabhl
prafdt, so lange er noch eine Zechine im
Hause weil3. Ich schweige ausligBkeit,
esse mit aus ehelicher Trewsd wie danks
du mir das? Wabhrlich, dudienst auch das
einzige Kleinod zu verlieren, das du noct
nenrst.
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HASSAN: What is hidde leaves no sign.
Quench my thirst!

FATIMA: A glass of water?

HASSAN: May | first be stricken dead!
Mutton, and a pastry,

FATIMA: Glutton!
HASSAN: (cajolingbmething tasty.
FATIMA: Have some bread!

BOTH: What do toil and sweat availwben
both flesh and spirit fail us?
Man lives not by bread alone;
bread and water, skin and bone!

FATIMA: | will sing a little ditty:
(parodyingh the rosy fingered da@n

HASSAN: O Fatima, have some pity!

FATIMA: é let your mouth be filled with
songd

HASSAN: O Fatima, o Fatima, o Fatima!
Fill the flowing bowl with winetc.

Dialogue

HASSAN: (getting up from the &ikead and
water!A fabulous feasWhat do you propose
to do?Sing for our supper?

FATIMA: Most honored lord and husband
there is not oneecchino in the house. You
have spent them all on your fabulous feast

HASSAN: You never warned me!
FATIMA: A loyal wife doedihnag.
HASSAN: You helped me spend it.
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HASSAN:Noch ei n K|l i n
Beste Fatime, laRR dich umarmen und dar
eile, es zu verkaufen!

FATIME: Unverschamter! Ich glaube, du
warst fahig, deine Frau zu verkaufen!

HASSAN: Was hore ich? Dudu bist das
Kleinodi und ich habe mich umsonst
gefreut.

FATIME: Grobian! Es gibt Leute, die jed
Augenblick bereit sind, mir alle ihre
Reichtimer zu Fuf3en zu legen.

HASSAN: Reichtimer will man dir zu Fuf
legen? Gdene Fatime! schoneim
Zartgefuhl nicht; sie sollen nicht lange lie
bleibenfi Aber neifii sprich, wer ist der
Schurke, der dich untreu madhengentlich
der brave Mann, der deine Untreue so
koniglich belohnen will?

FATIME: Omar, des Kalifen demdtiger
Wechsler und Abu Hassaitbermutiger
Glaubiger.

HASSAN: Omar? nicht moglich! dieser
Geizhals!

FATIME: Wenn du mir nicht glauben will
so glaube diesem Brigfge zieht einen Bri
der Tasche und reicht ihn idassammir ersi
vor ein paar Tagen durch eine Sklawvin zL
stecken liel3.

HASSAN:(liesth Sch°nste Fe
Herz lodert in Liebe gegen dich! Lésche «
verzehrende Flamme und gebiete dafir (
alle meine Schéatze! Dein ist, was ich bes
and gl ¢cklich werd
deinem Sklaven vergonrétn Staub von
deinen F¢gCen zu kg

FATIME: Zweifelst du noch immer?
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FATIMA: A loyal wife sha@&her husbarisl
fortune.Really, Hassan, you deserve to hes
one treasure you may still call yours.

HASSAN: A treasurelembracing Benjling
FatimaRun and sell it!

FATIMA: Shame on yodell myself?
HASSAN: Oh. Yolde the treasure.

FATIMA: Some people long to lay their ric
at my feet.

HASSAN: Golden Fatira!Dond leave them
lying limpfi | mean, what wretch would so
sully my wif& honorfi | mean, who is the
fine, upstanding fellow who would so royal
reward your peccadillos?

FATIMA: Your creditofin-chief.

HASSAN: Omar?That penmypincher?
Impossible.

FATIMA: Read thisIShe pulls a letter out ¢
reticule and gives it to Hassan.)

HASSAN: (read$Beautiful Fatima, my hea
burns with love for yoQuench the all
consuming flame that pervades me, my de
my dearesAll | have is your§(asidednd vice
versa(reads agadhyvill count myself fortuna
should you permit me to kiss the dust of yc
feet.Omaro

FATIMA: Well?
HASSAN: And you answered?

FATIMA: That | loathe him, abhor him, de
him, abominate hiim

HASSAN: Bravo!And yeii There must be
some way to fleece your fla@er backs are
to the wallWe¥e got to raise monelhink!

FATIMA: (after a behithing.
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HASSAN: Und was hast du ihm antworte
lassen?

FATIME: Das ich ihn hasse, verabscheu

HASSAN: Bravo! Aber den Spitzbuben
hattest du zu unserem Heil ein wenig an
Nase heruniihren sollen! Geld muf3
irgendwie herbeigeschafft werden! Hilf m
wenigstens auf Mittel denken, aas unser¢
trostlosenLageu befr ei en!
auf nichts?5¢9

FATIME: Nein!

HASSAN: Gar nichts?
FATIME: Ganz und gar nichts!
HASSAN: Ich auch nictifi Halt!

FATIME: Was?
HASSAN:l ch habods!
FATIME: Er hiiaLel®hdrén!

HASSAN: Stirth und du machst mich zur
glucklichsten Manne.

FATIME: Bist du von Sinnerii? Sterben
soll ich?

HASSAN: Verstehe mich recht! Nur die
Maske des Todes sollst du annehmench
hoffe, dieser Spal? soll uns retten!

FATIME: Ach, das ist was anderes!

HASSAN: Also du stirbgt schon. Aber, icl
besinne midh der Spafl3 wird erst
vollkommen, wenn wir Beide & und
aus Hoflichkeit will ich den Anfang mach:e

FATIME: No c h
Gaukelei fuhren soll.

begrei fo

HASSAN: LalR mich ausreden! Wenn
Zobeide meinen Tod vemmt, wird sie dir,
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HASSAN: Nothing?
FATIMA: Nothing.
HASSAN: Ahal!l have it.
FATIMA: Well?

HASSAN: Die and you will make me the
happiest bmen.

FATIMA: Have you gone mad?
HASSAN: You will only pretend to die.
FATIMA: Thats different.

HASSAN: You dieBut the plot is complete
when | die tooAnd I, polite to the last, will
perish first.

FATIMA: But | dori understand.

HASSAN: Allow me tdfinish.| die.Grief-
stricken, you go to the C&lifvife, and she, a
is customary, gives you brocade for my
windingsheet and money for my funeyaiu
come back with your booty, and I, in turn, |
widower for our evegenerous Calif.

FATIMA: (tearingt her clothirRgyewell, my
poor dead husbanidhope to see you waker
a better life(She exits right.)
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