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The action takes place at Saiko family home, nowadays.  
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ACT I 

 

Scene I 

 

Saiko family home, Beta’s room. The evening. The room is brightly 

decorated – it’s evident that no expenses have been spared. The girly 

décor - Barbie dolls and soft toys – is being taken over by adolescent dark 

tones. Music is blaring in the background. On the carpet in the middle of 

the room, BETA and JOHNNY are entwined in a long and passionate kiss. 

It’s erotic but doesn’t pre-empt anything more serious. BETA is leading. 

When JOHNNY stops to catch his breath, BETA quickly gets up and turns 

up the music to deafening volume. The next moment, she turns it off 

completely. 

BETA. Are you being a pussy? 

JOHNNY. No!... Well, maybe a bit. But that’s normal. Knowing what’s about to start.  

BETA grabs JOHNNY’s palm and slides it under her shirt, rubbing it over 

her breasts. 

BETA. The expedition has reached a mountainous terrain, the explorers are getting 

ready to start!  

JOHNNY. They’ll be home any minute...  

BETA shuts JOHNNY up with a kiss: it comes across so desperate that it 

scares him off. BETA stops. 

BETA. Have the explorers fallen asleep? Or died? Hello, is no one there?! 

JOHNNY. I just can’t, I can’t like this... 

BETA. You said that you didn’t care. 

JOHNNY. I promised you that I’ll do everything. 

BETA. You’re a good guy, you’re really wonderful. Just don’t get me wrong but...  
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JOHNNY. ... but he is better than me? Who is he? 

BETA. You promised that you wouldn’t ask. 

JOHNNY. I just don’t get it... No, I don’t. I’m just a ‘doer’ to you.  

BETA. You are very, very, very good. 

JOHNNY. Are you really pregnant? 

BETA. Have you never fucked anyone before? 

JOHNNY. What?! Of course I have. 

BETA. I would like to but I can’t thank you in that way. You deserve it, but...  

JOHNNY. And I told you I wouldn’t accept it anyway. 

BETA. Do you love me? 

JOHNNY. Not like that! You know that I don’t need anything from you!  

BETA. Yeah, I was the one who used you. You shouldn’t bother with me – end it 

before they’ve turned up.  

JOHNNY. No!... Oh, I don’t know. 

He kisses BETA and tries to put his hand under her shirt. This time, BETA 

doesn’t let him.  

BETA. Go home to your grandma, and everything will be nice and sweet again in your 

life.  

JOHNNY. Does he know that we’re here? Your guy. If I were him, I wouldn’t want you 

to be here with me – I wouldn’t like it. I thought that...  

BETA. Ok, you guessed it: being with you is just practice for when I’m with him. 

Thanks, it was ok. You can go home now. Oh, of course – you haven’t been paid yet. 

You’re not gonna turn down money, are you? Oh, here’s an idea! You turn so sour 

whenever you look at my old man’s bike. You’re going red - but it’s nothing to feel 

shamed about. Just take it! He doesn’t use it anyway, so he won’t even notice.  

JOHNNY. Stop it! I’m telling you, I just don’t get how, how you can... well, I don’t...  

BETA. Then shut up! 

JOHNNY. You just want to force your way into our house because you’re a bum! It’s 

really nice to know that this is what your mum thinks of me. 

BETA. Just leave, ok? With your head in the clouds! 

JOHNNY. I’m leaving already! 

BETA. Then go! 
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JOHNNY. I am going! 

BETA. Go!!! 

JOHNNY. I’m going!!! 

Unexpectedly, BETA squeezes JOHNNY in a hug. She’s crying. JOHNNY is 

hugging her back.  

BETA. I will never ever forget, how you... 

JOHNNY. It doesn’t matter, shh…. 

BETA. I hate you so much!!! 

JOHNNY. Same here! But way more!!! 

They remain locked in an embrace: crying, laughing and playfully hitting 

each other. They take no notice when a car horn signals that someone has 

arrived outside. 

 

 

Scene II 

 

Saiko family home, living room. The evening. The open-plan living room 

occupies a whole floor – there’s a kitchen unit in the middle; several spots 

for relaxing on the by the walls; massive French Windows, leading into a 

balcony. Expensive interior and latest gadgets.  

ELITA has been shopping – there’s a massive stack of plastic bags and 

cardboard boxes scattered across the flood. There’s food and household 

items. She’s sorting through the purchases, finding space for each item. 

BETA tries to help her as soon as she enters. 

BETA. Where’s dad? 

ELITA. Why, are you planning on buying something? 

BETA. No reason, I just asked... 

ELITA. No reason... No one ever asks without a good reason – it’s a self-deception 

when people think that they’re asking things for ‘no reason.’  

BETA. You can kiss my ass for no reason. 

ELITA. Oh, wow! Check out those hormones in action! A small part of me wants for 

this to continue – it’s kinda fun.  

BETA. We can talk about your hormones, if you like. 
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ELITA. We’ve talked about them already – thank you, I now know everything there is 

to know. I understand and accept everything, I regret everything, and I put dust on 

my head. Now, what are you going to buy - why did you ask about Dad?  

BETA. I need a pram and baby clothes, granny dear.  

ELITA. We already agreed that Johnny is not going to be hanging around here every 

day. Have you at least finished your homework? What lessons have you got 

tomorrow?  

BETA. The history and practical works of porn. 

ELITA. You have that every day. What else? 

BETA. I’m alive every day, and that’s why he’s also here every day.  

ELITA. Then call him: if we have to live together, then let’s do it together. He’ll enjoy 

it, and I don’t mind. See, the day before yesterday you explained everything 

perfectly to me, and I have changed. I’m positive. 

BETA. Do I have to pretend to believe you?  

ELITA. But I’m your mommy after all. (Calls out.) Johnny! Johnny, Beta is calling 

you!... 

BETA. I won’t leave him with you!  

ELITA. Doesn’t he like me? Johnny!...  

BETA. I don’t like you! Has it ever crossed your mind that someone could be 

interested in me, me as a person, and not in our house? 

ELITA. No, he’ll ask you to move in with his gran in that shithole Bolderaja! Johnny!   

BETA. Where’s dad, has he left? 

ELITA. Do you want to make an official announcement that you’re engaged?  

BETA. No! I’m going to have a baby! His heir. Dad will be happy, won’t he? 

ELITA. I’m happy for you too, darling! 

BETA. What difference does that make? 

ELITA. Who’s going to look after it while you’re both at school? Pampers, doctors. 

BETA. An abortion sounds more appealing. 

ELITA. (Suddenly in a quiet tone.) You know, my mum used to beat me. And I was 

even younger than you are now.  

BETA. When you woke her up from her vomit? But you turned out ok, didn’t you?  

ELITA. Yes, I’m still listening. Go on!  
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BETA. You’re not! You never do!!! 

JOHNNY enters. 

JOHNNY. Good evening. 

ELITA. Did you finish studying? What lessons have you got tomorrow?  

BETA. (To JOHNNY.) You don’t have to tell her anything! 

ELITA. Beta has probably already told you that I didn’t finish school, and that I have a 

fake high school diploma, right?  

JOHNNY. No... 

ELITA. But that’s how it is. That’s why so many things are beyond me. I bought you 

some things, Johnnyny.  

She rummages around the shopping bag and gives JOHNNY a massive 

stack of condoms.  

BETA. Mum!!! 

ELITA. No, he acted like a real man: he swore that there’s nothing going on between 

you two, that he’s never seen you naked. Well done. But it costs a lot – and I can 

imagine how much Beta needs it. Here, I’ve bought ripped and dotted type – I didn’t 

know which ones you both prefer. Will that keep you going for a while? 

BETA. (To JOHNNY.) Let’s go!!! 

ELITA. Don’t be mad! Sorry, maybe it wasn’t very polite of me. I really wanted to do 

this a bit more intimately, but Beta is afraid to leave us alone. I wonder what could 

you possibly do to me?  

BETA grabs JOHNNY by the hand and pulls him away. The condoms 

scatter all over the floor. 

ELITA. Wait, dad’s coming home any minute: someone called him, they are talking 

outside.  

Although they’ve already left the room, BETA pulls JOHNNY back into the 

room again. She’s forcing a smile. 

BETA. We’ll wait. 

They both sit down. ELITA continues to sort through the bags by herself 

for a whole, then JOHNNY starts helping her. He tries to pick up the 

condoms discreetly. ELITA takes out a shiny box from one of the shopping 

bags, and gives it to JOHNNY.  

ELITA. Open it. Go on! 
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Inside the box, there’s a plain but elegant tie.  

ELITA. Do you like it? Then take it. 

BETA. Don’t take it! 

ELITA. We’ll buy a suit one day too: it’s so expensive that it won’t go out of fashion.  

BETA. He’s not going to have a suit! 

ELITA. (To JOHNNY.) He will. And then he’ll look at this little piece of cloth, 

remember his childhood and his old girlfriend. He’ll have a laugh about it, trust me. 

BETA. And what if we get married? 

ELITA. You’ve already been playing “doctor” together. 

BETA takes the tie and shoves it down the sink where the garbage 

disposer shreds it to pieces.  

ELITA. (To BETA.) You have no idea what it’s like when you don’t have any money, 

you don’t have any for a long while, and you only see your parents once every six 

months. I’m talking about Johnny.  

BETA. You’ve said enough, thank you. 

ELITA. (To JOHNNY.) You’re going to live with us: Beta explained everything to me, 

and it’s made me very open-minded. We’ll dress you up, you can take dad’s bike – 

you like it, don’t you? I don’t think he’ll notice. 

ALEXANDER walks in, talking on his cell phone. He’s a young-looking man 

with a few strands of grey in his hair, dressed in an excellent suit. He’s 

always smiling. ALEXANDER is pacing up and down the house. He speaks 

with a bit of an accent.  

ALEXANDER. (On the phone.) ... but of course! All he had to do was get the serve 

right and they would have shat themselves!... Yeah, that’s what we say here: shat 

themselves! (In Russian.) Shat themselves doesn’t have the same ring to it. (In 

French.) Shat themselves!... That’s better, isn’t it?... My barbies send their regards. 

There’s just one Ken on both of them now... No, not me!... They’re saying hi, both of 

them! A pink greeting from inside and out!...  

BETA shows him her middle finger.  

ALEXANDER. ...Oh, they’re sending you a pink kiss, too!... Yeah, we’re shipping it 

tomorrow, you need to wait... Do you know a joke?... I knew you did! (Laughs, then 

switches to French.) Shat themselves!...  



9 
 

ALEXANDER puts the phone down. 

ALEXANDER. Do they teach you French in school? Did I say that right? 

ELITA. They’ve got English. 

ALEXANDER. But they should be taught Arabic. Eduard is sat in a desert somewhere 

and nothing: those beauties will drop him. You need to learn: when an Arab knocks 

on your door, all you’ll be able to say is: (In English.) “Sorry, we’re just pencils!” 

ELITA. He’s going to knock, is he? 

ALEXANDER throws a bottle of beer to Johnny, and he barely catches it. It 

makes the condoms scatter all over the floor again.  

ALEXANDER. Wow! You wouldn’t be able to tell from looking at you!...  

BETA. They’re not his! Mum bought them, asked us to hide it. I don’t know why.  

ELITA. (To ALEXANDER.) She needs money: she’s been waiting for daddy to come 

home.  

ALEXANDER. (To JOHNNY.) Can you hear me and see me? Hello!  

JOHNNY. Good afternoon!... Good evening!... 

ALEXANDER. I can understand many mysteries in this world, but I can’t get my head 

round this one: who’s bought you and why would somebody pay for you?  

ELITA. It’s that Johnny, the same one. 

ALEXANDER. It’s the same with aluminium trade and cemeteries – neither will go out 

of business.  

ELITA. Aluminium was here a week ago – Jerry. This one is Janis, Johnny for short. 

BETA. I’m here too. Hi, Dad.  

ALEXANDER. When did you manage to get changed? You were all pink just now. Who 

are you impersonating today, some singer?  

BETA. I don’t need any money from you. 

ALEXANDER. And I wanted some respect, love and admiration. But since you don’t 

need any money from me...  

BETA hands him a plastic stick: a pregnancy test.  

ALEXANDER. Is this an ice-cream stick? Should I put it in the trash?  

BETA. You’re going to have a grandchild. 

ALEXANDER. This one? So tiny?  
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ELITA. It’s a pregnancy test. Red, is it? (To BETA.) Who was the auntie who peed on it 

for you?  

BETA. It’s mine. I’m pregnant.  

ELITA. (To ALEXANDER.) It’s just some paper, you could put anything on it. We’ll go 

and see aunt Renate tomorrow.  

BETA. I’m having a baby. My child and your grand-child. And I’m not going to go to 

see aunt Renate, or any other aunt or uncle. I’ve decided and I will make all my 

future decisions, too. I just thought that you may want to be kept in the loop about 

all this. But you can forget about it. We’ll get by just fine without your help. Yeah – 

me and him. Together, because the child is both of ours. 

ELITA. (To ALEXANDER.) Ask them how old they are. 

BETA. I’m sorry that I’m already fertile.  

ELITA. (To JOHNNY.) It’s nonsense, isn’t it? It’s obviously nonsense: your face is 

twitching. Can’t you see it for yourself?  

BETA. Are you being a pussy again? 

JOHNNY. No... 

ELITA. Do you know how to put Pampers on? 

JOHNNY. No! It’s... that’s our child. We... We want it! Not that it happened, but we 

wanted it. We know and we understand the consequences, and... we went to the 

doctor – it’s all really happening! I take full responsibility... ourselves, we can do it all 

ourselves! We’ve decided and we don’t need anything from you. It’s not like you 

think! We don’t need anything! She... we have our rights!...  

BETA cuddles up to JOHNNY who has gone red in the face. 

A long silence ensues. 

ELITA. What do your parents say? 

BETA. They know. And they’re happy. They’ll help with money: they’re both in 

England and they earn good money.  

ELITA. And what about school? 

BETA. His grandma will look after the kid. 

ELITA. You’re going to live in the same room with his grandmother? I’m not 

mistaken, am I? You told me yourself that you live in a one-bedroom flat?  

BETA. He doesn’t want anything from you! 
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Even though ALEXANDER’s phone starts to ring, he suddenly hugs 

JOHNNY.  

ALEXANDER. (In English.) Welcome to the family!...  

BETA. We’ll move out in two weeks, maybe three... 

ALEXANDER lets go of JOHNNY, who has gone very tense. Still smiling, he 

doesn’t pick up his phone that’s ringing desperately now.  

ALEXANDER. Are you good with numbers? 

JOHNNY. I got eight in school... 

ALEXANDER. And what about sports? 

JOHNNY. Six... But I’ll improve my grade. 

ALEXANDER. Can you dance? 

BETA. We don’t have... 

ALEXANDER. Can you tolerate vodka? Are you a good liar? 

BETA. He doesn’t need to know those things! 

ALEXANDER. Yeah. From now on, he won’t have any use for the things he already 

knows.  

BETA. People can live differently too! 

ALEXANDER. And do everything with the same organ? Congratulations. I’m jealous.  

He picks the condoms up off the floor, throws them at JOHNNY who tries 

to catch them. As he does so, he lets the beer bottle go and it shatters. 

ALEXANDER finally picks up his phone.  

ALEXANDER. (Down the phone, in Russian.) I’m going to tell you something! Sit down, 

ok? I don’t know, sit on your... thumb!... I’m going to be a granddad!... Do you know 

if Barbie sets come with babies? That’s a gap in the market! Pink Pampers, feeding 

from a rubber tit... (In English.) No, I was just joking!  

 

 

Scene III 

 

BETA’s room, night.  

A table has been pushed in front of the door. On top of the table, a 

computer is playing the music score from a pornographic film. Above the 
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bed, muffled speakers are quietly playing some music. BETA and JOHNNY 

are sat on the floor, in the middle of the room. BETA is pouring whiskey in 

their mugs, but JOHNNY refuses it. The bottle is almost empty, and they’re 

both euphoric. 

BETA. You’re still shaking! 

JOHNNY. Not at all, I’m ok! What part of me is shaking? My hands are, just a little bit. 

BETA. I don’t feel anything. (Downs the glass.) 

JOHNNY. Me neither!...  

BETA. (Laughs, imitating JOHNNY.) I’m going to improve my PE grade.  

JOHNNY. He asked me and I answered... 

BETA shuts JOHNNY up with a kiss.  

BETA. You know, I respect you a lot – I was convinced that you’d piss yourself at the 

last minute. I can tell you all of this now, because it’s a compliment, ok?  

JOHNNY. You said you were sure that I’d do it.  

BETA. I was shitting you, so you’d like it. I’m not shitting you anymore: respect! 

Should we announce it at school too? 

JOHNNY. Why?! 

BETA. Oh, spare me the heart attack! So it’s true, you have got some bitch there? 

JOHNNY. No!... It’s just that my folks will find out then.  

BETA. Did someone fuck them, when we were in the making? 

JOHNNY. They weren’t the same age as we are.  

BETA. Imagine – I’ll be 32 when my daughter is my age. I’d be so old: what would we 

even talk about?... Imagine, if you had a son? How would you like to spend your time 

with him? I’d probably... I guess... lock her up in the house! (Laughs.) And what 

about you?  

JOHNNY. We’d take the boat, with...  

BETA. What for? Would you go with your old man?  You told me yourself that he’s a 

monster.  

JOHNNY. Not always. And not a monster. 

BETA. He beat you! 

JOHNNY. It’s different now. 
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BETA. Someone in England must have christened him, blessed him, because now 

he’s flying around, barely touching the ground, like some Buddhist or Hindu saint!  

JOHNNY’s phone rings suddenly. 

BETA. Your gran again? 

JOHNNY grabs the blanket, puts it over his head but BETA pulls it off 

again.   

BETA. Stop it! Start living and stop twitching! You’re not at Archie’s right now! Give it 

here, I’ll tell her where you are! In my bed – and so what? These things happen to 

boys. And tell her to be grateful that you’re not sharing the bed with another boy! 

JOHNNY. She won’t go to sleep, she’ll stay up and wait... 

BETA. No more respect!... 

JOHNNY hesitates for a moment, then presses a button to reject the call.  

BETA. Respect! You know, I have never met either of my grans. Dad’s gran lives far 

away, if she’s still alive. The gran on my mum’s side has died... only I don’t really 

believe that she’s dead. Maybe mum is ashamed of her, maybe she’s still around.  

BETA empties the contents of the bottle in her mug, and forces JOHNNY to 

drink it.  

BETA. Well, daddy, let’s have one on our daughter’s health! You can have one on 

your son!  

JOHNNY. I can’t... 

BETA. No more respect! 

Both drink. 

BETA. (About the porn sounds in the background.) Just think how mom’s sat in the 

corridor and visual... vis... Imagining our poses, eh?  

JOHNNYS doesn’t answer – he feels sick. 

BETA. To the window! Quick!!!...  Just the cars... 

BETA pushes the window open and JOHNNY throws up outside it. The car 

alarm goes off outside then, underneath them.  

When that’s over, JOHNNY looks so unhappy that BETA hugs him. 

BETA. I’m sorry, I...I.... there’s so much of everything.... I love you.... rinse out your 

mouth with some coke...  

Next minute, BETA throws herself to the window – she also feels sick. 
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The car alarm goes off again, and the gasps of the lovers are still coming 

from the computer. JOHNNY’s phone rings again. After checking the 

screen, JOHNNY is about to reject the call, but after a long pause he 

answers. He’s only listening to the caller. 

JOHNNY. Yes... yeah... no.... yeah... 

When the conversation is over, BETA feels better too.  

BETA. (About the phone.) Was it her again? What is it?  

JOHNNY. My old man... He knows... 

BETA. How?!... Shit, yeah? Did he shout at you? 

JOHNNY. No... he only asked... 

BETA. He hasn’t called you for four months – what’s his business?  

JOHNNY. He’s coming here, tomorrow. 

BETA. To meet me?... Fuck!!!... Don’t cry! It’s not my fault, honest to God! My mom 

hasn’t got your old man’s number... But she could do anything, fuck!!!...  

BETA cries, hugging the embittered JOHNNY. 

BETA. We’ll figure something out, we will... I love you, I do... 

Suddenly there is a very loud knock on the door.  

ELITA. (Through the door.) It’s four a.m.! You’re disturbing others!...   

 

 

Scene IV 

 

The living room, morning.  

ALEXANDER is pedalling the exercise machine that’s next to the wide 

balcony window. He’s wearing a sweat suit, familiar with the exercise. 

ELITA is busying herself in the kitchen, working the juicer. PASHA is sat on 

the couch – a young man who tries to imitate ALEXANDER in the way he 

dresses and in the lightness of his behaviour. 

ELITA. You’ll have to dance with the new relatives tomorrow yourselves! (To PASHA.) 

What are you laughing about? He’s going to sit next to you tomorrow evening. It’s a 

dream come true: to have relatives like them.  

PASHA. You think so? 

ELITA. I know! I’m looking at you! 
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PASHA. Oh, that’s so nice of you to admit! 

ELITA. Beta could have asked me first! 

PASHA. After that insult? That’s why she gave them my number instead of yours. 

What difference would it have made, if I’d told them to come in a week? Everyone 

would have to suffer anyway.  

ELITA. We would have had more time! We could’ve got the boy to tell us all about 

them. 

PASHA. And? Isn’t Beta pregnant? 

ELITA. You can go and check! Go ahead! I would like that to be true, but she’s a 

maximalist with her dear Johnnyny!  

PASHA. In you. 

ELITA. She just doesn’t understand that it’s all a part of a plan. The boy has been 

taught, persuaded and instructed.  

PASHA. At that age, you already know that your cock isn’t just for peeing. 

ELITA. Are you listening to this? (To ALEXANDER, who is laughing.) Are you having 

fun?  

ALEXANDER. You’re starting to sound like my grandma. 

PASHA is laughing. 

ELITA. (To ALEXANDER, about PASHA.) Who is this man and what is he doing in our 

house? Do we need him here?  

PASHA. (Laughs.) I have a contract – I’m that guy who can always be ordered to piss 

off. It goes just like that joke – The hubby gets home, but there...  

ELITA. I’ve already dismissed you twenty four times, but I don’t feel any better for it!  

PASHA. Maybe they don’t need anything from us?  

ELITA. Is someone planning on giving them anything?  

PASHA. On the other hand, maybe we need to buy out our share? They went to work 

in England, they would’ve starved over here. How much could they possibly need?  

ELITA. (To ALEXANDER.) If you’re not going to punch him right away, I will strangle 

him myself! Buy our share from what? Sell what? Buy what? And what about the 

baby? 

PASHA. If there is one. No, it wasn’t me who said it!...  

ALEXANDER. (To PASHA.) Is this another plan? 
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PASHA. I could announce myself as the dad. 

ELITA. But you’re not. 

PASHA. I live here and the girl is unstable. It wouldn’t be a problem to get a fake DNA 

test. 

ELITA. Fine! They’ll put you in jail – she’s fifteen! At least there’ll be peace!  

ALEXANDER. Let’s assume that they don’t put me in jail. 

ELITA. And then you’ll get her to do an abortion?  

PASHA. My folks wouldn’t come here. If you haven’t got any then they can’t come. 

ELITA. (To ALEXANDER.) At least we’d have time – a month, maybe two; that should 

be enough time for her to air out her head, maybe even stun herself on the whole 

thing.  It’s a shame that he suggested it. 

ALEXANDER. Well thought-through, young man. 

ELITA. Do you think he’s made all this up himself? (To PASHA.) Are you that cunning? 

PASHA. (Laughs.) Yeah, I paid both of them too – otherwise I wouldn’t get to be a 

son-in-law in this house!  

ELITA. No, Beta is not that stupid.  

ALEXANDER. I’d do it, if I were here. 

ELITA. No, Pashok is not like that! (To PASHA.) Or are you a shit-stirrer? 

PASHA. I am! I’m a monster! When I’m your son-in-law, you’ll be the first one I 

poison. Dad will be useful to me, he’ll earn me some money. 

ELITA. Have I ever told you that you’re stupid?  

PASHA. Would I have called that orangutan in England to tell him about his 

grandchild, if I wanted it for myself?  

ALEXANDER. You would have done. So that we can find our way out of this hopeless 

situation. And then a prince comes riding along, dressed in a shiny suit... 

PASHA. I’m here already! 

ELITA. Drop this game of chess! I was the same at her age – if I loved someone, then 

to the butter end. 

PASHA. And when did you get over it? 

ELITA. (To ALEXANDER.) Are you going to do something about this or are you just 

gonna carry on smiling? Is it funny? We have a problem!!! There will be people in our 

house tomorrow and I’m not planning to put on a smile for them! 
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ALEXANDER. (To PASHA.) You’re not going to give up on the child, are you? When we 

get rid of that boy? 

PASHA. If I screw you over, I’ll hang myself. I can sign.  

ALEXANDER. That will be a contract. 

PASHA. I wouldn’t be the first one to leave you indebted?  

ALEXANDER. It will be our child. 

ELITA. Do you even realise how serious this is?! You don’t! We’re talking about a 15-

year-old girl! It’s Beta, not some wardrobe or a Porsche! You won’t even get in her 

room! 

ALEXANDER. He’s got a subscription there. Don’t you? Why aren’t you looking me in 

the eye? 

PASHA. I’m cancelling my contract – I don’t like my employer.  

ELITA. (To ALEXANDER.) When will you stop suspecting everyone? 

ALEXANDER. Not everyone. 

PASHA. They land at eight in the morning – should we meet them with an orchestra 

band? 

ELITA. Daddy clearly wants it! Do it! 

PASHA. I don’t want it anymore. 

ELITA slaps PASHA hard across the face. 

ELITA. You do! 

ALEXANDER laughs, chokes on the juice.  

 

 

Scene V 

 

BETA’s room, afternoon.  

It seems that there is no one in here, but after the third, special knock on 

the door, BETA’s blanket stirs: she sits up quickly – she’s naked, wrapped 

in nothing but a sheet.  

BETA. I don’t need anything! Fuck you!... 

BETA turns the music up on the loudest setting, but presses her ear 

against the door to hear what’s happening outside.  
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After a moment, BETA pulls the door open, lets PASHA in and locks them 

again quickly. It’s obvious that they’ve both been waiting for this 

moment: they kiss passionately. BETA starts to undress PASHA. He is 

dismissive, against it, but BETA is insistent and determined. While play-

fighting, BETA accidentally rips a sleeve off PASHA’s shirt, then repeats 

the same with the other. Then BETA gets to work on PASHA’s trousers – 

when the seam rips, PASHA stops the play-fighting. He has to use force to 

halt BETA’s excitement – even though the blow is merely symbolic, BETA 

freezes on spot. Having turned up the music, she gets back into bed and 

hides herself under the sheets. 

PASHA. (Whispers.) You deserved it. Do you hear me? Do you even realise what 

could happen to me, if your folks were to find out? (About his clothes.) What am I 

supposed to say about this?... Stop being so pissy with me. 

He climbs into bed, but BETA tries to get away and doesn’t let him touch 

her. 

PASHA. ... We’re almost at the end, it’s almost over! You can’t even begin to imagine 

what it was like: I thought I’ll wet my pants. No, I did a bit actually... Hey, I’m just 

trying to make you laugh. Do you realise what’s going to happen here tomorrow? 

You know, you should think about me sometimes. Have you any idea how I felt when 

you got it on with that rabbit clone? I know you – don’t give me those eyes! Did you 

rub against each other? How else would you have got him to such a climax – I heard 

it across the whole house. It’s all for real, isn’t it? And who swore to me that this 

type hates sentimental things? Do you hear me? What’s happening?!...  

PASHA becomes rough – he slaps BETA through the sheets. 

PASHA. There’s a man in your bed, ok? A man! A girl doesn’t become a woman by 

simply poking her hole, ok? We’re growing and we’ll mature! You wanted it yourself, 

you still do. We’re starting. No one said that it’s not painful, ok? It’s not a school 

disco...  

PASHA gets out of bed, tries to dress in a way that his clothes would look 

perfect again. It’s not that easy to accomplish, especially when it comes to 

the trousers.  

PASHA. But your old man is a total Universe! He knew it straight away! Can you 

believe it, I thought that... If I hadn’t made a promise to you, I would have bolted – 
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I’d just turn around and run. You know this yourself – when he knows exactly what 

you’ve done and then looks at you in that way... One day we’ll both probably laugh 

about this. Reminiscing about our youth. Surrounded by our grandchildren. You can’t 

even imagine how I wanted to throw this in his face – No! Daddy, it’s nothing to do 

with your millions! It’s all for Beta’s sake, only for her sake... 

BETA quickly gets up. 

BETA. We had our fun, ok! His is long. Longer. If they’re making clones, then they’re 

only using the long ones – makes sense, doesn’t it?  

PASHA. Get some rest. This is going to be the most complicated part. Are you ready? 

No abortion! Got it? 

BETA. Are you listening to what I’m saying? 

PASHA takes BETA’s face in his palms forcefully. He’s not bothered that 

it’s hurting her. PASHA is elegant once again.  

PASHA. You know that I love you, girl. 

His trousers fall to the floor. PASHA laughs.  

PASHA. That’s a good sign, isn’t it? 

Although BETA has gone numb, PASHA carries on to kissing her. Holding 

his trousers up, PASHA is about to leave.  

BETA. Darling?... I’m not pregnant. 

PASHA leaves. 

 

 

Scene VI 

 

The living room, evening.  

Set on mute, the big TV is showing lonesome images. The lights are 

dimmed and ELITA is sat on the sofa, surrounded by dirty glasses and 

cups. She’s pressing a mobile to her ear. 

A car parks outside with a grunt. After a moment a phone starts to ring 

somewhere in the house, it comes closer. It sounds like ALEXANDER’s 

phone. He picks up the call as he walks in. Both are on their phones.  

ALEXANDER. Hallo-hallo? 
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ELITA. Maybe I’m already dead? Ran over by a car, fallen out of a window or stabbed 

in the toilet of a shopping mall. Someone’s found my phone and is trying to reach 

you to tell you. They’ve been trying all day.  

ALEXANDER. How do you feel? 

ELITA. And what if she’s not pregnant after all? I thought about it and I made some 

calculations... But something doesn’t make sense to me. Are you listening? 

ALEXANDER. Yes. 

ELITA. It’s good that you came back before they arrived. 

ALEXANDER. Why would they come here?  

ELITA. Because... What do you mean, why? Their son and our daughter... 

ALEXANDER. …are in love... 

ELITA. Maybe they’ve already divided up the rooms, leaving our place in the 

basement.  

ALEXANDER. You don’t know anything. 

ELITA. What have you got in mind? 

ALEXANDER. Nothing. (In English.) Nothing. (In French.) Nothing. 

ELITA. Then they’ll have to just wait for me to die first.  

ALEXANDER. Why should they wait? 

ELITA. Come again? Hallo, I didn’t get it. 

ALEXANDER. The answer is - no! 

ELITA. I wasn’t asking anything. 

ALEXANDER. We’re not going to do anything. 

ELITA. Pashok is already on it, you asked him yourself.  

ALEXANDER. Let’s cancel it and re-reimburse him for the trouble. 

ELITA. Do you really suspect that he made it all up? It seems so complicated. 

ALEXANDER. I’m not suspecting anything. 

ELITA. Good effort, if he did figure it all out – it shows purposefulness, ingenuity, 

perseverance. I mean, he could have waited a little longer, but on the other hand – 

he had to get in there first. What if we gave Beta to someone else. But if we’re 

letting him, how will we later get him off the tracks? What do you think?  

ALEXANDER. Nothing. 

ELITA. Then you think that it wasn’t him? 
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ALEXANDER. What difference does it make? 

ELITA puts her phone away. 

ELITA. Ok, this Armando is no good for Beta, fine – I agree and I assent. By the way, 

he’s not a fag, he’s not. How many people that you’ve spoken to have been to very 

good schools? That’s all. You’ll see – you’ll kick yourself when he’ll marry, let’s say, 

that Louise, Alekseyev’s girl. That bitch knows how to flaunt her eyes! No, fine, I’ll 

shut up – let’s forget Armando, but these people... you don’t know anything about 

them. You even ask a roofer to give you a CV. Are you listening?  

ALEXANDER. Hallo, hallo!... I guess you’ve lost signal. 

ELITA grabs hold of the phone and speaks into it again.  

ELITA. So things will just follow their own course?  

ALEXANDER. As they do in life. 

ELITA. We’ve never been in this situation before, ever.  

ALEXANDER. Never. 

ELITA. And now, when our most precious...  

ALEXANDER. Hallo, hallo? 

ELITA. Hallo, Alexander? Is that you? Alexander?  

ALEXANDER. For 42 years already. 

ELITA. I know a different Alexander, Alexander. Someone who got everything in this 

world, completely understood it, and if something wasn’t clear, then he took action 

to make it clear, until it was clear for everyone. And suddenly now that’s really bad? 

What’s happening to you?  

ALEXANDER. You’ve got the wrong number, lady. 

ELITA. Are you fucking with me? Why? I already put Armando aside, what else do 

you want from me? Where were you today? Were you at the oncology ward again? 

What’s the matter? Darling...  

ALEXANDER puts the phone down. 

ELITA. And we... we’re just going to sit around and watch her... watch her be 

trampled all over by some mushroom pickers in England? She’s your daughter!... It 

would be better, if it were Pashok. I’ll tell him, yeah?  

ALEXANDER. Tell him that he’s a dick with two ears. 

Suddenly ELITA attacks ALEXANDER and slaps him several times.  
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ELITA. For once in my life, I want to have something too! I’ve slaved away for 19 

years, and I should be allowed to... 

With a soft blow of his hand, ALEXANDER lands the crying ELITA back on 

the sofa, and walks towards the fridge. As soon as he’s opened a beer 

bottle, his phone rings. Having pressed the button to pick up the call, 

ALEXANDER quickly starts to laugh and becomes his usual self.  

ALEXANDER. (Down the phone.) Dude, dude, dude!... Quick, quick, quick!... Yeah 

wow, wow, wow, you guessed it right: I’m naked and stiff as a pole! I shouldn’t have 

taken two pills instead of one! If only you’d have seen the eyes of this pussy! I bet 

you’ve never seen such a best roaming the forest! Wow, wow, wow! Do you want to 

stay on the line until it’s finished? Or should I call you after?... Oh, dude, dude, 

dude!...  

 

 

Scene VII 

 

BETA’s room, evening.  

JOHNNY is climbing in through the window, BETA is helping him. She’s 

dressed in a thin, short nightie. JOHNNY is panting heavily for a moment. 

BETA. I thought that your gran had locked you up already. She doesn’t know 

anything yet?  

JOHNNY. We live on the second floor – I snuck out through the window. 

BETA hugs JOHNNY tightly. 

BETA. I’m sorry. 

JOHNNY. He can sod off, my old man!  

BETA. Did he call you again? 

JOHNNY. Let him! 

BETA. You’re shaking. 

JOHNNY. Not at all! It’s cold outside... 

BETA. You’ll warm up soon. 

She’s pulling JOHNNY to the bed, opening the buttons on his trousers. 

JOHNNY is embarrassed and vague.  
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JOHNNY. You said it was something important. 

BETA. I just wanted to thank you. 

JOHNNY. I don’t need it, not like this. I can’t...  

BETA. I do. 

JOHNNY. And what about your guy? 

BETA. You don’t want it? 

JOHNNY. Has it been going on for a long time... I mean, with him? 

BETA. When you were coming here, what did you think was happening? That he’s 

dumped me? That my own dad was raping me? That I want to have your baby? What 

else?  

JOHNNY. I didn’t think about anything. 

BETA. Women are crazy. If I were you, I’d probably be afraid of me.  

JOHNNY. I’m not... 

BETA. Then what do you want? Go home!  

JOHNNY. I’m thinking about tomorrow... 

BETA places her hand on JOHNNY’s crotch.  

BETA. Is this how you’re thinking about your old man? 

JOHNNY. I haven’t got a condom. 

BETA. I already told you that I’m pregnant – zero chance. You’ll be telling your 

grandchildren later on how crazy your first girlfriend was.  

JOHNNY. I want to strangle him. I mean, that guy of yours.  

BETA. Me too. But I’ll get to you first. 

She pushes JOHNNY on the bed, he no longer resists her.  

BETA. Wait, wait! Go slowly... 

The passion is mutual and true.  

Suddenly there’s a knock on the door.  

ELITA. (Behind the door.) Is Johnny with you? Beta?  

BETA. (Loudly.) Yeah, we’re fucking!  

They both laugh. 

Their young bodies hold back any longer.  
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Scene VIII 

 

The living room, evening. 

DACE is sat on the sofa, her face flushed, holding a wine glass in her hand 

– she’s a tall and energetic woman who likes to laugh. ALEXANDER is sat 

opposite DACE.  

DACE. (Reciting.) 

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, 

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field, 

Thy youth's proud livery so gazed on now, 

Will be a totter'd weed of small worth held:  

Then being asked, where all thy beauty lies, 

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days;  

To say, within thine own deep sunken eyes, 

Were an all-eating shame, and thriftless praise. 

How much more praise deserv'd thy beauty's use, 

If thou couldst answer 'This fair child of mine 

Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,' 

Proving his beauty by succession thine! 

   This were to be new made when thou art old, 

   And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold.1 

That’s Shakespeare’s Sonnet. (About the wine) Even if I drank another three glasses, I 

wouldn’t get a single letter wrong. I teach literature. And I enjoy it. After I finish 

three glasses I’m going to prove to you why I like it. And I do! Others – not so much.  

DACE drinks to hide her bashfulness, and she’s laughing too loudly: it’s 

not clear if ALEXANDER is even listening to DACE.  

DACE. I thought that you had three bodyguards in each room – they always have 

them in movies about similar homes. But maybe that’s not even the real you?...  

ALEXANDER smiles. 

                                                      
1 W.Shakespeare – Sonnet #2 
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DACE. No, I guess I should be quiet now, yeah? That’s the trouble with us, teachers: 

as soon as I find a listener, my mouth opens on its own accord.  

ALEXANDER pours her more wine.  

DACE. Maybe the boy isn’t even here, perhaps he’s run away somewhere. His phone 

is off. But where would he go, if he’s been at yours for three months without a 

break? Fine, I’ll be quiet, I get it!... That’s a pretty house, very beautiful... but 

everyone must tell you that, right?  

ALEXANDER. Pretty legs. 

Only a moment later does DACE realise that he meant her legs. 

DACE. I apologise – it’s silly, of course!  

ALEXANDER. Maybe this isn’t even you. 

DACE. Me?... I’m Johnny’s grandma, of course. Right, I feel I’m flirting with that 

already – it’s silly, of course, at my age. I don’t feel like a grandma, haven’t felt like 

one for 16 years. I’ve got three grandsons actually. But you probably know all this 

already – has Johnny told you? Don’t give me anymore!... Karlis – my son, he hates 

when I can’t keep my mouth shut. Jesus!... You’re looking at me like a snake eyeing 

up a rabbit! I hope that you don’t think that I rushed over here to meet you, only to 

use my first opportunity to become related to you? I worry – after all this... and 

under these circumstances. Puberty, nerves – I’m a teacher after all: every day!  

ALEXANDER. Is that why he joined the army? Your son Karlis. To get away from his 

mum? 

DACE. Yes! No! If you pour me another one, I’ll spill the beans, I swear! No, I don’t 

know. I’m a single mother, but my son understands that he’s no Jesus and I’m no 

Mary, that there was a real seed at the root of it. And stupid me, I spat at him – Your 

dad was a soldier. Classic, isn’t it? Besides I don’t dig soldiers at all. But don’t ask me 

who he was. I’m a proud single mother; now a proud single grandmother.  

ALEXANDER. Karlis is a hero – only three have ever been given that medal from 

Afghanistan.  

DACE. Yeah! No!... Did Johnny tell you this? He doesn’t usually boast – father and 

son conflict, you know. And two brothers in England too... Oh, it’s complicated. Too 

independent, too early on, along with all the consequences that come off that. But 

I’m not controlling him, I let him. And that’s probably why I’m here now. And you’re 
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here. And you hate me and my grandson, maybe now even my great-grandson. 

Jesus! Don’t pour me anymore. Where could he be: I’m a little afraid, truth be told.  

DACE holds back her tears. 

ALEXANDER. None of my teachers knew how to recite anything off by heart.  

DACE realises what ALEXANDER is talking about only a moment later, she 

laughs.  

DACE. You shouldn’t be pulling on that string – now hold on tight! I’m crazy! Go on, 

what would you like to hear?   

ALEXANDER. I don’t know what I’d like. 

DACE. What warms your heart the most? 

ALEXANDER. And yours? 

DACE. Don’t try and wriggle out of this one! Confess!  

ALEXANDER. I don’t know, really. 

DACE. These flirty men. 

ALEXANDER. Something about India? 

DACE. India? Oh, illusions, dreams, Chimera carousel!...  

DACE jumps up, opens her mouth to start reciting, when ELITA enters the 

room.  

ELITA. They’re fucking. 

DACE. Excuse me? 

ELITA. Your grandson is busy. 

DACE. Did he say that? I’m sorry. Puberty, nerves... 

ELITA lays out various colourful dolls on the table that she’s just brought 

in. 

ELITA. (To DACE.) Choose! 

DACE. They’re pretty... 

DACE chooses a lime green teddy.  

ELITA. It suits you. 

DACE. (Laughs.) My twin! Especially after I’ve had three glasses of wine. Why has he 

got a key on his butt - I’m sorry?   

ELITA. That’s the key to your room. 

DACE. I... I’m leaving. 
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ELITA. Go, get your stuff, take a taxi and move in with us. Come, I’ll show you where 

you need to go – you could get lost around here. You’ll have enough time to 

exchange it for a different room by tomorrow morning, if you don’t like it. The 

remaining rooms are for your relatives. Come. 

DACE. I just worry about Johnny... Is he coming?   

ELITA. You’re very welcome! 

DACE. Will I find the door myself? 

ELITA. You don’t feel too well? 

Without giving an answer, DACE rushes off, fighting back tears. Then she 

comes back for a moment to pick up her handbag. It seems that she 

wants to say something else, but she can’t find the right words. DACE 

exits.  

ELITA. It’s just like you wanted it – life keeps on moving by itself. Like poetry. I’m 

trying.  

A door slams shut somewhere deep inside the house, then another. And 

another.  

ELITA. She’ll find it. 

ALEXANDER gets up and rushes after DACE. A door slams shut, then 

another.  

ELITA drinks whisky. Slowly, but straight from the bottle.  

 

 

Scene IX 

 

BETA’s room, evening.  

BETA and JOHNNY are sat on the bed next to each other.  

BETA. Well? It’s been a minute already. Can you repeat it, say it again? You’ll do it?  

JOHNNY. Let’s run away. Both of us. 

BETA. Wow. Did I overhear you? 

JOHNNY. Yeah, I... I wouldn’t have done it all, wouldn’t have agreed to it, if I didn’t... 

I want to be with you, only you, yeah.  

BETA. And my baby from a stranger. 
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JOHNNY. I don’t care. 

BETA. You realise that the plans are different. 

JOHNNY. I don’t care. 

BETA. Are you so scared of your old man? You’ll just disappear and leave it at that?  

JOHNNY. I don’t care. 

BETA. What do you care about then? 

JOHNNY. Your happiness. 

BETA. Who taught you to say that? 

JOHNNY. Then we wouldn’t be sat here, the two of us.  

BETA. My dear boy, the world has been a different place for a long time now: I can 

sit on my bed with whoever I want. What difference does it make?   

JOHNNY. It does. 

BETA. Drop it, ok? 

JOHNNY. I get it – you are who you are and I am who I am, but... people don’t need 

much and I’m ready for... I can do anything, lots of things.  

BETA. And what if I suddenly said yes! You’re not prepared for that, are you? 

JOHNNY. I can’t be a paedophile, I read up about that, because we’re the same age. 

It’s our decision then, and our parents need to accept it. We’re not criminals, no one 

can launch a legal search for us, if we tell them where we are.  

BETA. And where are we? 

JOHNNY. I would’ve told you all that anyway – even if you hadn’t called me to come 

over tonight. 

BETA. You waited for ages. Not convincingly but it was ok.  

JOHNNY. I had to keep quiet, because I promised you.   

BETA. Nothing’s over yet, it’s only just beginning. Nothing’s changed from the fact 

that we’re sat on my bed.  

JOHNNY. You’re going to live the same boring life as everyone else. Are we just re-

producing our parents’ fates? We’re not living our own lives! Someone else’s life 

until we’re old... 

BETA. Oh, that’s complicated. 

JOHNNY. Is that guy in the suit the one? I mean, the dad... What’s up with you?  

BETA. You don’t even know him: maybe he’s got more to him than just his suit. 
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JOHNNY. He’s just as cunning as your old man: such a Universal plan with me! Why 

can’t he just marry you? Isn’t that allowed? Are you blood relatives?  

BETA. He’s not a relative. He’s a bell-boy.  

JOHNNY. A bum? 

BETA. You just don’t get it!  

JOHNNY. Remember what they taught us in Sociology yesterday? “You just don’t get 

it!” is the last argument that a person uses, when he hasn’t got any other arguments 

left, when he admits to the truth that another person has told them.   

BETA. Well? Where shall we run off to? 

JOHNNY. I’ve got a few ideas. 

BETA. One will be enough. 

JOHNNY. Let’s go! 

BETA. Before your old man shows up.  

JOHNNY. How does that have anything to do with it?! It’s my life, my decisions. 

BETA. I know one place where we could go to.  

JOHNNY. You don’t. 

BETA. Don’t I have any rights to free speech? 

JOHNNY. No, I meant that it would be a surprise. Fine, where are we running to?  

BETA. To the mall. To get some coke and crisps.  

JOHNNY gets up, and starts to get dressed in a hurry, without saying a 

word. Then he climbs onto the window-sill to get out.  

BETA. Wait. 

JOHNNY. You’re also scared of your old man! You depend on him! This and that 

secret plan, it’s all just a show – all for him, just for him!  

BETA. Wait! 

JOHNNY doesn’t turn around. But he doesn’t climb any further – he sits 

down on the window-sill, his legs dangling off the ledge.  

BETA turns on the music loud.  
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Scene X 

 

The living-room, night.  

ELITA is very tipsy, but she pours herself more – she doesn’t let PASHA do 

it, who’s sat right next to her.  

ELITA. I’m gonna have such a bad hangover tomorrow!... I hate it!!! I hate hangovers, 

I hate myself! Cheers!...  

She drinks by herself, downing the large whiskey glass in a single 

mouthful. She drops the ice-cubes into her mouth and tries to chew on 

them.  

ELITA. You’re a slut – Alexander was right! Don’t even start!...  

PASHA. How could I have come up with something like that? Think about it, what 

guarantee would I have had that she wouldn’t leave with that boy? It’s absurd! Do I 

need this? I’m fine as I am, I’m doing really well – I appreciate being here! 

ELITA. (Laughs.) And Beta agrees! My Beta agrees with this!  

PASHA. I’m telling you: I’m amazed myself! I think it calls for a more tragic act. 

Started to cry and agreed that I’ll take Johnnyny’s place. I even got scared that it 

might all actually come true.  

ELITA. Stop talking shit!!! It was your plan! Confess and I will forgive you, my darling 

son-in-law! We’ll all live like it’s Heaven on earth! You came up with the whole thing, 

didn’t you? My dear boy!  

PASHA. No, no, I didn’t! I could never do something like that. 

ELITA. Good for you – hard as a rock! You picked it up from Alexander, he knows 

what you’re like. 

PASHA. Fine, ok – I decline! Do I need all this?  

ELITA. You wanted to scare us? Paupers are coming! They’ll be knocking on the door 

tomorrow!  

PASHA. You know me... 

ELITA. You know us. Alexander has already cancelled the order: you don’t need to 

fake a buyer anymore! We’ll work with the real one! I need to welcome them to the 

utmost standard! Life has to run its own course!... If it was your plan, then you’ve 

just shat yourself! What are you looking at?!  
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PASHA. Should I take you upstairs? You need to rest – they’ll be here soon.  

ELITA. You don’t believe me?! Ask him yourself!  

PASHA. You said that he’s asleep. 

ELITA. Ask yourself – why am I pouring for myself, huh?! I don’t have a problem, do 

I?! Does it look like I do?! I do this every day, do I?!  

PASHA. Not every... 

ELITA. Every single day! 

PASHA. Alexander put that boy in his place – why did he change his mind?... No, 

you’re just messing with me, aren’t you?  

ELITA. Changed his mind!... I don’t know what’s happening with him. 

PASHA. The tests came back fine – he laughed about it himself, that he was scared 

he had cancer at first.  

ELITA. He’s got cancer in his thinking! See, I can say clever things too, can’t I?  

PASHA. Then I must go and see Beta, to call off our plan.  

ELITA. She’s fucking! Yeah! With that pimpled douche bag! Yeah! Look me in the eye! 

Oh, you look so worried! 

PASHA. Aren’t you?! Don’t you feel disgusted?! 

ELITA. She’s doing well – at her age, I was also...  

PASHA. How do you know? 

ELITA. She told me. 

PASHA. To annoy you. 

ELITA. The boy’s gran was here, to look for him. Apparently he’s here.  

PASHA. Music is on but you can’t hear a think – she’s just trying to annoy you.  

ELITA. A teacher! “And where’s my boy?!” She’s the one who taught him where to 

shove his dick, and now she’s playing all innocent. Meanwhile, her eyes are scanning 

every corner – “This will be my home! I’ll live here!”... 

PASHA. What does Alexander say? 

ELITA. He’s asleep!!! 

Suddenly ALEXANDER’s phone rings – it turns out that it’s slid between 

the sofa cushions. ELITA rips it out of PASHA’s hands when he tries to pick 

it up.  



32 
 

ELITA. (Down the phone.) This is lead pussy speaking, darling dear! The dick who’s in 

charge has shrivelled up!... Yeah, yeah, lead pussy is always up for it, she’s got no 

days off!... No, I’m not listening! Shove it up your ass! Yeah, shove your funny joke 

up your fucking ass! Shitter!...  

She laughs, throws the mobile in the air. PASHA catches it.  

ELITA. Who was it? Alexeyev?  

PASHA. Is Alexander sleeping without his phone? He can’t live without his phone.  

ELITA. Of course, he’s gotta be hot! Always ready!!!...  

PASHA. Where is he? 

ELITA. Hasn’t he got a right to go one day in these twenty fucking five years without 

picking up his damned phone?! Ever since they invented these machines, he walks 

with it, sleeps with it, and fucks it! 

PASHA. I’ll help you get upstairs, ok?  

ELITA. Fuck me right here! If it’s not your baby then I’m not your mother-in-law! 

Come here, fluffy!  

Suddenly PASHA hugs ELITA tightly and holds her for a moment. She 

calms down and starts to cry.  

PASHA. I know, I know... 

ELITA. Everything’s ruined in a single day... 

PASHA. It’s not, it’s not. We’ll get it sorted, between all of us...  

ELITA. I need to go to India, Alexander is right...  

PASHA. India? Alexander? 

ELITA. In castles and huts... Fuck India, if everything here is like it is, if my own 

daughter... Something’s happening to Alexander. I wish it was just a feeling, but... 

old age doesn’t come unaccompanied…  

PASHA. You’re not old. 

ELITA. And what do you know about life?! 

PASHA. Has he really decided that their whole family should come and move in 

here? 

ELITA. Life doesn’t go its own course like this anywhere, nowhere, not even in his 

shitty India!  

PASHA. Where is he? 



33 
 

ELITA. Do you know how to fight? We’ll need it! 

ELITA leaves the room, tripping over herself. PASHA follows her 

reluctantly - only when he hears her fall over somewhere deep inside the 

house.  

 

 

Scene 11 

 

BETA’s room, night. 

The music is still blaring loudly. The window is open, but no one’s in the 

room. Someone knocks loudly on the door, but there’s still no movement 

in the room. The music is overpowering the voices on the other side of the 

door, the speakers still can’t be heard. The knocks get louder and more 

forceful. Then the knocking stops for a moment; a moment later, the 

music goes down and the lights go off: it’s obvious that the fuse has 

blown.  

Someone knocks again – more quietly this time, but still just as 

determined.  

ELITA. (A voice on the other side of the door.)  The whole city lost electricity!... 

Johnny could come out. Put your pants on and come out. Are you listening to me?!  

It’s dead quiet in the room – ELITA is annoyed.  

ELITA. Come out – I need to know, what to get from the pub! God forbid, are they 

vegetarians or those shitty vegans?  

PASHA says something to ELITA, but she doesn’t want to listen and talks 

to him.  

ELITA. Why later?! They’ll come straight to ours, you’ll see, straight from the plane – 

they stopped serving free meals years ago! They’ll be here at 7.15, mark my words! 

Do you want to bet on it?!... Johnny, wipe yourself off and come out – I won’t even 

peek! I need you to look at something for me – I bought a top for Beta, especially for 

greeting your folks: is it too revealing?... (To PASHA.) And so what if it’s night-time?! 

Are we dying at nights, are we no longer alive then? What’s wrong with you?!... 

Johnny, there’s a guy who wants to shake your hand! I don’t know why. Over Beta I 
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guess. He also likes her, but he’s very clever, letting you get the upper hand! He 

won’t be leaving until you shake hands! Just the hands!... (To PASHA.) Fuck off!...  

It’s quiet in the room. The jumble of duvets and bedsheets isn’t moving. 

ELITA. Ok, we’re sorry! Sleep, children – sweet dreams! See you in the morning!... 

But the next moment the key is broken, and the door opens – ELITA rushes 

in, tripping over herself, and falls over in the middle of the room: she’s 

smashed the door open with her shoulder, and it hurts. PASHA runs in 

after her.  

PASHA. They’re not here! 

ELITA. My shoulder!... 

PASHA. There’s a key downstairs, that’s what I was telling you: I could have run after 

it.  

ELITA. I feel sick, so sick!...  

PASHA gets ELITA up and tries to get her towards the open window.  

ELITA. I never throw up, ever – I’m that seasoned!... Stairs? Why are these stairs 

here? You haven’t even noticed them, dear son-in-law! 

PASHA. They’ve run away. Where to?  

ELITA. To the mall. To get some coke and crisps. 

PASHA. I’ll knock on Alexander’s door, ok? Will you be able to stand up by yourself? 

You ok?  

ELITA. No! 

PASHA. He’ll make a decision.  

ELITA. He...not here either. He’s run away!!! Also!!! Yeah!!!...   

PASHA. He did?! No!! 

Instead of responding, ELITA starts to vomit. In the silence of the night, 

the whole neighbourhood is filled with the noises and the car alarms. 

  

 

Scene XII 

 

The living room, early morning.  

Dim light outside the windows. There’s no one here, everything looks the 

same as before.  
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Suddenly the TV switches itself on – there’s no video, only sound coming 

from the screen: it sounds a lot like a door-bell. It rings again, then again 

– each time more assertively.  

KARLIS. (Voice.) Ding-dong, ding-dong!... Good morning, folks! The sun will be setting 

soon... Ding-dong, ding-dong! I hope we haven’t woken you up?... Watch out, 

burglars are here!... Doesn’t this house have security? Have we come to the wrong 

place? Is this the Saiko family home?...  

ELITA enters the living room with lots of effort, wearing nothing but a 

dressing gown. She’s holding onto her head that’s pounding; she looks at 

the TV screen: ELITA’s pain seems to disappear from what she’s seen on 

the TV. 

ELITA. We’ll call the police... Police, I’m telling you!...  

KARLIS. Good morning!... Excuse me, could you please press the buzzer and let us 

in...  

PASHA enters, wearing only underwear.  

ELITA. (Whispers.) Who are they?  

PASHA is stood there for a good while, silently looking at the screen. 

PASHA. The home-owners are not here!...  

ELITA. Yeah, we’re not here. 

KARLIS. But we were invited. Is this the Saiko family home? It’s us.  

ELITA. What do you mean by ‘us’? 

PASHA. (Whispers.) It’s them! 

ELITA. We weren’t expecting some mummers!  

PASHA. It’s them... I knew nothing about this. 

ELITA. No... It can’t be! 

KARLIS. Press the buzzer, please!.. Oops! No need – the door is open.  

ELITA. Who left it open?! 

PASHA. There’s no one here! 

KARLIS. We’re coming! 

ELITA. Quick!!! Put all the valuables away!!!... 

ELITA and PASHA start to hide the items on the shelves, chaotically 

clutching onto anything they can see: decorations, glasses, bottles. 
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When the living room door opens, they have just about hid everything 

away. Both get breathless, and ELITA just remembers to close the front of 

her dressing gown to hide her naked breasts. After taking off his shoes, 

the first one to enter is KARLIS – a smiley, broad-shouldered man with a 

bushy beard and a Muslim hat on his head. Two women follow him, 

dressed in black niqabs – one is holding a baby, the other is carrying three 

massive travelling bags – they are VELTA and KINTIE.  

The last one to enter is PETER - a weedy-looking boy, dressed in all black. 

He’s wearing a black hat/mask over his face that looks like a sock, with 

white Arabian letters printed on the forehead. Only his eyes are visible. 

They all remove their shoes. 

KARLIS. As-salamu alaykum!...  

No one speaks for a moment. 

KARLIS. Did we interrupt, Mr Saiko? 

ELITA. He’s not my husband! 

KARLIS. Oh, I’m terribly sorry... 

ELITA. We didn’t... We were sleeping, it’s early...  

KARLIS. We must have made a mistake: we received a phone call, inviting us over.  

PASHA. Yes, of course. Please, come in.  

KARLIS. (Laughs.) But we’ve already inside.... (About the baby.) Our boy has just 

weed himself!  

KINTIE puts the baby on the kitchen table and starts to open his nappy.  

ELITA. No!... 

KARLIS. Excuse me? 

ELITA. No, it’s fine, of course... He hasn’t sh... been for a ‘number two’, has he? 

KARLIS. (Laugh.) Yeah, I think he has!  

PETER. (Loudly.) Four past six!...  

KARLIS. Excuse us! Which way is Mecca?  

ELITA. What? 

PASHA. We don’t know... 

PETER has already found the right direction and laid down a rug that 

they’ve brought with them. The men are in the front, the women remain 

at the back.  
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KARLIS. Excuse us... 

PASHA. Of course! 

PASHA drags ELITA outside, but they remain standing in the door aisle. 

The guests get on their knees on the rugs – they start to pray. KARLIS is 

leading. Outside, the sun is dawning. 

  



38 
 

 

 

 

 

 

ACT II 

 

Scene I 

 

BETA’s room, daytime. 

ELITA is sat on the window-sill, smoking with pleasure. She’s dressed in 

fine clothes, and she’s wearing bold make-up. ELITA calls someone every 

now and then, but no one answers. The Muslim prayer can be heard 

downstairs. There’s a secret, careful knock on the door.  

ELITA. It’s open! 

PASHA enters – still wearing a suit, but he does not seem to be his usual 

confident self. He sits down on the bed. He’s quiet.  

ELITA. The kids broke the lock... Well? 

PASHA. I’m trying to call and – no one, nothing. 

ELITA. I’m calling! You’re supposed to be looking after our relatives!  

PASHA. I thought about it and then I remembered – we had a talk and Beta spat out 

that she may not be pregnant after all... Well, when I talked to her, when Alexander 

asked me to.  

ELITA. Did I ask you to think it over? Or remember something? What’s happening 

downstairs?  

PASHA. They’re waiting for you. 

ELITA. I’m asleep! Hasn’t that been made clear? 

PASHA. How long for? 

ELITA. Did you find out who they are? 

PASHA. It’s his second wife – the younger one.  

ELITA. How do you know that she’s young? They both look the same! 
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PASHA. She seems so to me. Johnny’s real brother is not the baby but the one who’s 

dressed like Batman. 

ELITA. A fool could have guessed that! 

PASHA. I found some papers – Alexander had gathered some information, but it’s all 

just standard stuff. The good citizen: a family, two kids, time served in the army, one 

medal.  

ELITA. What for? 

PASHA. For some sort of battle at Maymana, for his courage.  

ELITA. Is that somewhere in Syria? 

PASHA. I think it’s in Afghanistan. 

ELITA. What was his business there?  

PASHA. He was on a mission. On a work assignment.  

ELITA. Wounded? Did he have a contusion, did someone hit him over the head? Why 

was he dismissed, if he’s such an admirable soldier? 

PASHA. Maybe because... 

ELITA. I’m not asking you, what could have happened! 

PASHA. It doesn’t say anything about it here. After some construction work in 

England, the last three years are blank.  

ELITA. Allah? 

PASHA. It doesn’t say anything about that either. 

ELITA. And what do you think? 

PASHA. As I already tried to explain, maybe... 

ELITA. He’s a terrorist! 

PASHA. Not every Muslim is... 

ELITA. Did I ask for your opinion?! Obviously, not everyone is. 

PASHA. They would like to meet Alexander. 

ELITA. He’s away on business! 

PASHA. They wanted to go to see that granny, but her phone is off, and they haven’t 

got the keys. She hasn’t been to school either – I looked for her.  

ELITA. I know!!!... Ok, I’m sorry. I don’t know anything... And now these weirdos are 

going to walk in and out of our own house? 

PASHA. We’ll find the gran. 
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ELITA. You won’t... What are you looking at?! I drank her blood and buried her in the 

basement. Alexander too – he got on my nerves, always talking about India... Now 

you can laugh.  

PASHA doesn’t. 

ELITA. That’s why Johnny was so quiet – didn’t say a word about his old man. That 

man is a real slave driver. 

PASHA. It doesn’t look that bad. 

ELITA. Doesn’t it?! How about you climb inside a barrel and I’ll make two holes for 

your eyes – are you going to like that? You’re just agreeing with all the idiots – it 

doesn’t look that bad. An slave-driver with three slaves; three-and-a-half actually. 

What language do they speak? Do the others even talk, do they talk to the owner?  

PASHA. They only pray in a different language, Arabic maybe.  

ELITA. Would you want your own mother, or your sister to...  

PASHA. I haven’t got any. 

ELITA. While they’re in my house, no one is going to walk around like a terrorist.  

PASHA. It’s not like... 

ELITA. Shut up! 

PASHA. Should we ring the police after all? The youngsters have gone missing.  

ELITA. Switched off their phones, they haven’t gone missing. When I was their age, 

did we have any mobiles?  

PASHA. He wants to meet you, Johnny’s old man.  

ELITA. I’m not wrapping my head in a cheesecloth!  

PASHA. In place of the landlord. 

ELITA. I’m the landlord around here, me! Go and tell him that! 

PASHA. Is Alexander involved with Johnny’s gran, the teacher?  

ELITA laughs; she’s laughing too loud. 

ELITA. Yeah, Alexander is now after grannies! I’ll be one in nine months, too! A 

different profile: when the sand starts to grind down there...  

PASHA. What should I tell them?  

ELITA. To have some food. 

PASHA. They’ve brought their own food along, they’ll only have their own.  

ELITA. Let them in the rooms. 
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PASHA. They’re refusing, I offered twice already.  

ELITA. Don’t you get anything? What am I going to talk to them about? 

PASHA. We have to find Beta. 

ELITA. They’ll be hungry soon... Did Beta really say that she might not be pregnant?  

PASHA. Then they wouldn’t be relatives.  

ELITA. Why did she say that to you? 

PASHA. I don’t know... 

ELITA. Were you the first one to call England? I didn’t believe when Alexander said it 

at first, but now it’s clear – Johnny wouldn’t have called them himself. But you had 

to organise this attack of the stone-age people? And then a prince on a white horse 

will come galloping in – you. And nothing can be done about it.  

PASHA. Ok, I give up. 

ELITA. Then maybe we’re related? 

PASHA. How about an abortion? 

ELITA. Maybe she’s not really pregnant? 

PASHA. I’ll find them, I will!... Will you go downstairs? 

ELITA. How many wives can they have? 

 

 

Scene 2 

 

The living room, daytime. 

The furniture has been moved – the middle of the room is cleared to make 

space for the rug. Now everyone, including the home-owners, are 

removing their shoes, as soon as they enter the room.  

KARLIS and PETER are having tea by the coffee table. PETER has opened 

the bottom of his hat, but doesn’t take it off after all. KARLIS isn’t 

removing his hat either. VELTA and KINTIE are busying themselves around 

the baby in the corner, both dressed in niqabs.  

ELITA remains standing on the threshold. She’s left open the top two 

buttons of her blouse.  

ELITA. Am I interrupting anything? I just need to get through.  
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KARLIS. We were expecting you. 

ELITA. You were expecting the landlord. 

KARLIS. He’s out of town apparently. 

ELITA. Then do I fit the role? 

KARLIS. (Laughs.) You don’t but never mind. Would you like some tea?  

ELITA. Yes, sir. I’ll stand though – I’m not wearing any panties.  

KARLIS. Some people find it more comfortable to be kneeling. 

ELITA kneels down by the coffee table.  

ELITA. (About the room.) It’s pretty. 

KARLIS. Your boy gave us the permission to change things around. We’ll put 

everything back in its place before we leave. I hope our granny will turn up soon. It’s 

a total mystery – never happened before.  

ELITA. He’s our assistant, my husband’s assistant. Not my boy.  

KARLIS. Did I say that? I didn’t mean it like that.  

ELITA. Why not? 

KARLIS. Should I have? 

ELITA. Your language is good – speaking without an accent after so many years. Can 

you speak Arabic too?  

KARLIS. Yes. That’s exactly what I wanted to talk to you about. (To Peter.) Leave, 

please.  

PETER leaves obediently. He’s trying the same battle moves behind the 

balcony window: obviously practicing.  

ELITA. (About VELTA and KINTIE.) Maybe we could, all of us together?  

KARLIS. We’ll be having more of a manly conversation.  

ELITA. I feel very honoured. Should I feel scared, too?  

KARLIS. I’ll be honest. We haven’t come here to visit Johnny. We’re not a brigade or 

some mafia. We’re fighters. Have you seen the baby? He’s not even here. Yeah, it’s 

just a beeper in his place. We used the opportunity, when we had a legal reason to 

get inside your house, a good house. This is a very advantageous place. You 

understand me, don’t you?  

ELITA. To blow up our house?... 

KARLIS. That’s the idea of terror – the louder the better. Here it will be loud.   
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It’s very quiet for a moment. 

ELITA. With... with everyone still here?... 

KARLIS. Otherwise it’s not a terror act. (About PETER.) Look at that boy – he’s ready, 

he’s confident.  

ELITA. He’s playing Batman... 

KARLIS. Do you think that I’m joking? 

ELITA. I... no, I don’t. 

KARLIS. (After a pause.) I am joking though. 

ELITA. You... no, you’re not. 

KARLIS. I’m joking. 

ELITA. No... 

KARLIS. We’re not some mummers. I heard you say that this morning. But we’re not 

terrorists either. Smile!   

ELITA. I... I didn’t think that you were. 

KARLIS. You did. 

ELITA. Fine. Yeah, I did. And I apologise, I no longer think that way. You taught me a 

lesson.  

KARLIS. And do you know why I sent Peter outside? He’s allowed to listen to and 

hear everything. But he shouldn’t be seeing you. He had such a hard-on, that he 

could barely squeeze through the door – it’s a vane desire. A bodily one. And I don’t 

need a third wife either.  

ELITA. I wasn’t... I am wearing panties. I’m sorry, that was stupid, I admit. You can’t 

even imagine what’s been happening... And you don’t have to.  

ELITA buttons up her blouse, and pulls her legs closer towards her. 

KARLIS. Good day! As-salamu alaykum!... 

ELITA. Alaikum assalaam... (Laughs.) I’ve heard that in the movies. Did I say it right? 

KARLIS. Alaikum assalaam... Shall we start from scratch? 

ELITA gives her hand to KARLIS, they shake their hands. ELITA looks at the 

women.  

ELITA. I’m not used to this. 

KARLIS. You can talk to them later. Velta?   

VELTA. Yes, of course. 
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KARLIS. Velta is Janis’s, or Johnny’s mum, but I’m the one who’s responsible for him. 

In matters concerning your family.  

ELITA. I, we are responsible too. They ran away without telling anyone.  

KARLIS. Should they have given you a warning that they’re running away? But why 

did they run away in the first place?  

ELITA. I don’t know!... We’d already talked everything through, arranged everything, 

no problem. No, of course, we were shocked when we found out. Same for you, I 

guess?  

KARLIS. Johnny is a man. And men have to do these things.  

ELITA takes it as a joke, but she’s the only one laughing.  

ELITA. A storm of hormones, as I say – they’ll get hungry and come running home, 

they won’t go missing for long. 

KARLIS. And what if they don’t? Why did they run away? 

ELITA. I don’t know! What would be their reason for that? They’ve got everything 

they could possibly wish here. When I was young...  

KARLIS. We are a bad example – they don’t want to be like us. 

ELITA. Us?... You? 

KARLIS. All of us. 

ELITA. They ran away from my home. We had no idea who any of you were. 

KARLIS. Johnny hid it, he didn’t tell you. 

ELITA. What didn’t he like? It doesn’t look that you don’t enjoy... well, living like this.  

KARLIS. You don’t need to enjoy it. It’s life.  

ELITA. Oh, I’m probably...too ignorant for Eastern philosophy.  

KARLIS. You don’t need to know, you just need to be honest and that’s it.  

ELITA. Thank you! Respect to those who are honest!  

KARLIS. You didn’t hear me out.  

ELITA. Where is your mother? 

KARLIS. Yeah, that’s strange. She doesn’t normally do this. I’ve asked a few friends to 

walk around the town. She’s only ever got one route – home, school, the library and 

back again. Do you know more about this?  

ELITA. I’ve only seen her for a short while, from a distance – she came in, looking for 

Johnny. She’s a very pleasant woman.  
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KARLIS. Why are you lying? 

ELITA. I’m not! I didn’t exchange a single word with her.  

KARLIS. We can’t get into her place. But we can move into a hotel. I didn’t plan for it 

– there’s lots of us.  

ELITA. No one is forcing you to leave! We’ve all got something...in common. At least 

in theory. We’ve somehow forgotten about it. But we’re all relatives. Maybe. We 

already discussed it with my husband that you must come and live with us.  

KARLIS. Why did you ask about my mum then?  

ELITA. She stole my husband! 

KARLIS laughs, then ELITA joins him. 

 

 

Scene 3 

 

BETA’s room, daytime. 

PASHA and PETER are here. PASHA is sat by BETA’s big computer screen.  

PASHA. Look! It’s the latest make, see that? Look!  

A video game starts – noises follow, interrupted by shooting every now 

and then. Having had a quick glance at the screen, PETER gets up to 

leave. 

PASHA. Wait, you’ll see!...  

But PETER is already opening the door.  

PASHA. Yeah, I admit it – I dragged you in here to talk to you for a bit. Please! It’s 

really important!  

PETER listens. 

PASHA. We must find your brother Johnny. You’re his brother, you probably keep in 

touch with him – over Skype or some chat-room? I checked – you’re not on 

Facebook. Unless you’re registered under a different name? Help, please: where 

could he have got to, where is he hiding? Who is he friends with? Please, understand 

me – it’s not just about Johnny. It’s also about Beta. He’s probably sent you some of 

her pictures, hasn’t he? They’ve been going out for a long time – we’re all very 

happy. Well, Beta’s parents are... are you listening?  
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PETER stands by the open window, looking down.  

PASHA. That would be a good deed. You know, there is a third person involved. 

You’ll be their uncle soon. With a moustache. Has yours started to grow yet?... Your 

brother has, he’ll have to shave it off soon. Are you just as cool? I taught him how to 

do this – I was the one who introduced him to girls. I know how hard it was the first 

time – I was pretty old when I first had to do it, eighteen. I’m quite ashamed. Do you 

want to go? They’ve got such juicy pussies here!... Listen, I’m sorry, but I’m just dying 

to know: have you been circumcised? It’s mandatory for you, isn’t it? You have been, 

haven’t you? I really want that, too – two ladies have already confessed to me, that 

they enjoy it more, when you are. But you don’t know. Come on, we can sneak out 

this evening, in secret. After we’ve found your bro. Peter, help us. Help us to 

remember. Any detail will come in handy.  

PETER remains quiet. 

PASHA. Listen, it’s very personal. I don’t understand anything about this life: does 

your sock have a significant meaning? Do you never take it off? Aren’t you hot?... I 

was Spiderman at your age: I’d made my own mask from a rubber ball. I must have 

looked ridiculous. No, yours doesn’t look funny, not at all! I just want to understand 

– if you walk around like this all the time, does it then give a message to others, to 

those who get these things? I’m an amazing guy? I’m cool? It’s a Muslim thing, isn’t 

it?  

Now PETER is looking at PASHA, but he’s still quiet.  

PASHA. Just between us. Are you in a brigade?... The army?... I’ve seen it on the 

internet, that... well, those who execute the death punishment on non-believers, 

they’re wearing socks with some letters written on them. The non-believers or 

traitors apparently, I couldn’t quite make it out. Are you a suicide-fighter? With a 

belt? Could you?... No, I’m not reading you a lecture, I’m just admiring, but... I’m 

really scared. Honest... Have you given some kind of silent vow?... Or are you just 

messing with me?... Fine, listen – how much do you want? Of course, we can pay you 

– it’s no secret that we’ve got money, is it?! How much?... And you’ll get this 

amazing computer as well – the latest Mac.  

Suddenly PETER turns away and jumps out the window.  

PASHA. Wow!!!... Wait!! We have to find them, all three of them!  
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PETER. (A voice coming from downstairs.) Sixteen nineteen!...   

Soon, a prayer starts to sound downstairs. 

 

 

Scene 4 

 

The living room, day-time. 

PETER is exercising behind the window. Two men are stood in the middle 

of the room, locked in a tight embrace – KARLIS is more touched, 

ALEXANDER is more reserved. KARLIS lets go of ALEXANDER after a long 

while, he is laughing more than usual.  

KARLIS. As-salamu alaykum!... I can’t believe it – Saiko himself! No, I was just 

chatting about life: you never know what and how might happen, everything just 

carries on. We plan but Allah does his bidding, and so we stand here today!... Are 

you Alexander Saiko? Or are you his double?  

 KARLIS leads his two wives towards ALEXANDER.  

KARLIS. This is my first wife – Velta Basaria, and my second – Kintie Kamila! She 

chose Kamila herself. It means “perfect” in translation. (To Velta.) We agree, don’t 

we? (About the baby.) And Haytham! It means – the “young eagle”. But my young 

eagle is always asleep – he’s getting ready for his heroic deeds, his flight!... Peter!... 

Having sent his wives back to the kitchen, KARLIS leads PETER inside.  

KARLIS. This is my second kid – Pete, Peter. Just Peter for now. He didn’t like the 

name Hasan – it means “handsome.” He doesn’t want it, my good boy. I tell him to 

choose his name for himself. He’s got another three days to mull it over. Some 

people might say that it’s not right, but I’m telling you: if every person on this Earth 

were able to choose their own name, then we’d all be... let’s say we’d make more 

sense. We’d be forced to think about ourselves, about our soul, our own goals... 

Tea?  

PETER is invited to sit down by the coffee table.  

KARLIS. This is your home, but I’m acting as if it’s mine, aren’t I? Are you lost for 

words, Alexander? Are we intruding your home, yeah? We were given full 

permission, you know. 

ALEXANDER. What’s your name? 
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KARLIS. I see, you’re starting to think about yourself now? Everyone thinks that 

Alexander means “the victor” but actually your name means “the defender” – but 

you know that yourself already. And that’s something to think about, isn’t it? I’m 

Unal – it means “the fighter, warrior, strong in spirit.” Does that sound scary to you?  

ALEXANDER. You’ve deserved it.  

KARLIS. At Maymana, yeah. Everyone knows about me, don’t they? But I’ve tossed 

my medal. That’s why I’m strong. I haven’t shot anyone but I came close to death, 

very close. A dishonourable death at that... But that’s not why we’re sat here!   

ALEXANDER. Is there such a thing as an honourable death?  

KARLIS. There is, in battle. If you only defend yourself with the name Allah, that’s not 

enough. No, of course, you will get to Paradise, but evil has won on earth, it starts its 

work on your close ones. 

ALEXANDER. Were you the evil one there?  

KARLIS. People killed their daughters, wives – so we wouldn’t get to them. And that 

was right – you can’t think only about yourself.  

ALEXANDER. I’m sorry. 

KARLIS. No, I’m sorry! Maymana... Now I’m fighting my own Maymana, my big battle 

over souls. My own soul, too. The world is so.... it can’t be understood. But it needs 

to be, because how else are you going to live? You have to shoot at someone, but 

actually all you’re doing is shooting at yourself! A sea of blood, everyone’s shouting, 

and you don’t understand anything anymore. Welcome to hell. It’s not good, it’s not 

right, but it is... Oh, Alexander! You know, if I were the old Karlis now, we would have 

had a serious binge by now – your cupboards are full of all kinds of fancy spirits! I 

almost tried one of your whiskeys. But just the smell was enough! I remembered 

everything – what a turf, just like a dream!... Were you out?  

ALEXANDER. Have the young ones been found yet? 

KARLIS. They’ll get hungry soon, that’s what your wifey tells us. They’re not capable 

of anything serious – their world is ruined even here.  

ALEXANDER. You haven’t seen your boy for three years – maybe something’s 

changed.  
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KARLIS. I was raised by the same woman! Who’s now gone missing somewhere – did 

she explain that it’s because of her that we are getting on your nerves now? Gran 

has gone to Africa! I wouldn’t be surprised.  

ALEXANDER. How did she raise you? 

KARLIS. Like someone incontinent. It’s about time. We need to take him away from 

her now.  

ALEXANDER. I like Dace, I met her. 

KARLIS. Over a glass of wine? The third glass? Her ideals and life... I don’t know, 

they’re like a finger against shit, as old my commander used to say. No, I’m all for 

ideals, but if they’re just floating around in the air without any order to them... Did 

you like her? If she’d raised you, we wouldn’t be sat here, you wouldn’t have a house 

like this, forget it. Who are your folks?  

ALEXANDER. The yard. 

KARLIS. I guessed it! The yard has an order to it. 

ALEXANDER. How do you know? 

KARLIS. I’ve been beaten in my own yard! With my - Dace’s upbringing. Should I tell 

you honestly, Mr Saiko? I envy you. You’ve got everything in order, you’re not in 

danger of any private Maymana, you don’t need it. And your wife – ohhh! – she’s 

pure fire! (Laughs.) I like you! Thankfully, Johnny knew where to... what to do, right? 

Ah, I hate it: floating about all the time – you’re millionaires, we’re scumbags! Yeah, 

it is true, but believe me when I tell you that I, we don’t see the world in those 

categories. Don’t we, Peter? Ladies?... We have other values, we simply have values. 

Oh, no! I don’t mean that you don’t have any values, just that we do!... In fact, you 

and me may just be alike.  

KARLIS gets up, takes a whiskey bottle off the shelf, opens it and smells 

the aroma from the drink.  

KARLIS. (Laughs.) It’s like a drug!  

He offers ALEXANDER to sniff it, but he declines. KARLIS doesn’t put the 

bottle down, but takes another sniff every now and then.  

KARLIS. All Muslims smoke drugs, right? (About PETER.) But he knows what he’ll be 

missing, if he even tries it. What will you lose, son?... (About PETER’s hat.) Listen, do 
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you ever take it off to wash your face? Is that really comfy? Alexander wouldn’t even 

recognise you on the street.  

The door opens suddenly, ELITA enters.  

ELITA. Call again, maybe your grandma has re-appeared! 

KARLIS. I have an old army comrade working for the police, I asked him for a favour – 

she’s not in hospitals or morgues. He looked for Johnny and your Beta too – glory to 

Allah: they’re nowhere in sight.  

ELITA. (About women.) The bath for the boy is ready! Girls!  

VELTA and KINTIE get up, take the baby to follow after ELITA.  

KARLIS. Women are usually happy when their man comes back home.  

ELITA. My man hasn’t been born yet. Maybe when I reach the pension age I’ll find 

one.  

KARLIS. (Laughs, to ALEXANDER.) Listen, do you know this woman?  

KARLIS is the only one laughing. The women exit.  

KARLIS. This psychological gibberish is too complicated! But there’s a solution. Order. 

Not discipline, not army, but order, an orderly world. It’s both easier and makes you 

high. I needed three years as a disciple to understand it and get used to it. By the 

way, it’s fascinating – this baby who hasn’t even been born yet, came as a sign: Make 

the next step! I know, and I’m certain that you know what I’m talking about – 

without order, there’s no millions, as they say. Well, for example, a wife. Between 

us, guys – you’ve got a lover, haven’t you?  

ALEXANDER. You just saw her. We’re not married.  

KARLIS. But that’s so complicated! You’re probably both thinking so many useless 

thoughts: will I be good for him or her? You call it: being in love all the time?! You call 

that sixteen years together?  

ALEXANDER. We did. 

KARLIS. And you haven’t had anyone else in those sixteen years? 

ALEXANDER. I’ve had no time for that. 

KARLIS. Because you had to be earning? Don’t get me wrong, I’m not about to 

lecture you! I’m just sharing my happiness. Only that – sharing! 

ALEXANDER. Does having two wives equal happiness? 
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KARLIS. Happiness is when everything is clear, happiness is when we’re all clear 

together, without any objections. Listen, Peter, listen to this!... Don’t get me wrong – 

I’m not a convert, as they call the likes of us these days: I haven’t changed anything, I 

haven’t had anything to change – I’ve just started to live again. I’ve come out of 

chaos. 

ALEXANDER. Have you thought about opening a Mosque? People would come to it. 

KARLIS. I haven’t!... No, I lied to you and myself. I’m telling you about that now – my 

grand-child was my sign: I need to come here, someone is sending me here, waiting 

for me... Seriously, a mosque? Do you think that I should?  

ALEXANDER. No. 

KARLIS. Then why did you ask? 

ALEXANDER. A deal. Just business. 

KARLIS. What can I take from you? You help me with the mosque, and I... what can I 

do for you? 

ALEXANDER. I want your mother. 

KARLIS. Eh... For medical experiments? For research about birds that live inside 

someone’s head?   

ALEXANDER. What if I’m serious? 

KARLIS. (To PETER.) Leave! Leave! Didn’t you hear what I just said?  

ALEXANDER. Drop it, it’s not a big deal.  

KARLIS. Can it be a deal? She doesn’t belong to me.   

ALEXANDER. I’m sleeping with Dace. We might get married. No, I’m certain we will. 

KARLIS. You were... She was missing... Oh, what did I tell you?! She did it all by 

herself in a single night!  

ALEXANDER. I’m bewitched. 

KARLIS. You’re joking, aren’t you?  

ALEXANDER. (To PETER.) Do you remember your gran? Those birds in her head. 

KARLIS. It took me a whole year to get it out of him; no, more like two! Peter, leave 

now!  

ALEXANDER. (To PETER.) She said that your father would kill her.  

KARLIS. Why?! Who have I killed?! 

ALEXANDER. There’s no order. 
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KARLIS. We’re moving out of here right away! Out! Peter!!!  

PETER gets up quickly, rushes out of the room.  

KARLIS. Now the second boy will be missing too! He can run very far!  

ALEXANDER. Is that not the first time? 

KARLIS. Disgusting! Species of the millionaires! 

ALEXANDER. Should you kill me now? Stone me to death? According to the Sharia 

law? Or is it different, when it comes to mothers?  

KARLIS. I don’t know! I don’t know!!! Peter!!!... 

KARLIS rushes outside, and away.  

He’s left his hat – ALEXANDER tries it on, but it doesn’t fit him after all.  

 

 

Scene V 

 

BETA’s room, daytime.  

The closet door is fully open – Beta has an impressive wardrobe, and 

KINTIE is busying herself around her clothes. Every now and then she 

comes out, wearing a different outfit, jumps on the sofa excitedly, 

watching herself in the opposite mirror. KINTIE is young, naive and 

careless. VELTA has also taken off her niqab. She’s wearing old, ragged 

underwear that covers almost all of her body up. VELTA’S hair is 

completely grey. ELITA stands opposite her, dressed in a spicy bra and 

panties – without any rush, VELTA helps her to put on the niqab. 

HAYTHAM is asleep, which is why the women try to be quiet. 

ELITA. It’s like I had to pull all this stuff out of you with plyers.  

VELTA. I had to think. I had never even admitted this to myself. 

ELITA. About Kintie. Are you jealous? Have you been a long time now? Does it ever 

go away? 

VELTA. She’s an angel. I began to feel alive only when Kintie came on the scene. 

ELITA. That’s the victim’s syndrome! 

VELTA. He calmed down. From his Maymana to Kintie’s arrival I had to go through 

my own Maymana. It was like hell on earth.  
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ELITA. Did he become an alcie? Yeah? That’s what happens after being to war, I read 

about it.  

VELTA. That was the least of the troubles. 

ELITA. Islam, Quran? 

VELTA. He was trying to be born again.  

ELITA. Do you believe in these tales? 

VELTA. Actually I didn’t know many things myself, I didn’t know him. Only years later 

did I realise that I’d actually fallen in love with his mummy, Dace.  

ELITA. She’s not only gone with the birds, but doesn’t separate them either – man or 

a woman, it’s all the same thing?  

VELTA. She didn’t know about it, she still doesn’t, we haven’t talked about it. Karlis 

and I, we lived and breathed Dace’s world. I’d never met anyone like her. I had just 

come out of my perfect country family, but she... the whole Universe belonged to 

her. I don’t know how easy it is to understand that.   

ELITA. She’s only ever quoting others! Not her own thoughts! A teacher! She 

bewitches with the tenth grade curriculum!  

VELTA. Johnnyny was born and Karlis joined the army. Those were his ideals.  

ELITA. What’s so ideal about a mum who makes him shoot people in a strange 

country?  

VELTA. He went to fight for a better world. And then at Maymana... Apparently he 

was the only one who cried real tears there. I found that out from others only later, 

he didn’t tell me anything.  

ELITA. Thanks to mummy! 

VELTA. He wasn’t fit for life. He had to shoot people, many of them.  

ELITA. He became an alcie. 

VELTA. You wouldn’t even be able to tell anymore, it’s all fine.  

ELITA. Islam heals. 

VELTA. Dace had ideals. 

ELITA. Doesn’t Islam have any? 

VELTA. Islam has an order. Ideals are... it’s complicated, then you have to do it all 

yourself, you’re alone, no one tells you what to do. 

ELITA. I’ve been alone all my life! And you know what - I’m fine, I’m still alive. 
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VELTA. Peter was born very sensitive because of that. No, almost normal, but 

sensitive.  

ELITA. Is he using his sock as a way to hide? Forever Batman? What’s that writing on 

his forehead? Coca-cola in Arabic?  

VELTA. After that Karlis could no longer look me in the eye, I was disgusted by his 

hairy chest. I hadn’t even noticed before then, can you believe it?  

ELITA. Get a divorce and be done with it! Each to their own!  

VELTA. Go and divorce yourself! 

ELITA. No, it’s different here. I want to! I do.  

VELTA. Who? Him? 

ELITA. We were in love, for sixteen years.  

VELTA. He just didn’t have time for any others, you said that yourself.  

Finally ELITA is dressed in a niqab. 

ELITA. Is it like role-play! Sexy. Like being in the cinema – sat in the dark, watching 

everything that’s happening, but none of it concerns you... 

VELTA. But you are just you. If we’re all the same.  

ELITA. Well, that was really complicated again. 

VELTA. What makes you so valuable? Why does anyone need you? 

ELITA. You’re valuable because you can lift a hundred and twenty bags, make food 

and change nappies for Kintie’s kid. 

VELTA. And what about you? 

ELITA. I care about him and I’ll make him remember that. 

VELTA. You tried to please him for sixteen years. 

ELITA. And you?! 

VELTA. He knows who I am. Who Kintie is. Since she’s come to live with us, we’ve 

started talking. About the world and life. I have no more illusions about life.  

ELITA. All the grand ideals are tossed in the trash! 

VELTA. Ideals are not the same as stereotypes. Ideals are of your own making but 

stereotypes are made by others.  

ELITA. Here you go again!... What else are you going to come up with to justify your 

own slavery!... Ok, I’m sorry. Forgive me, I come from a rough home... I... (About the 

niqab.) Listen, this is really good – no one can see if you cry, right?  
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VELTA. I don’t cry anymore. 

ELITA. Does the Quran and Islam help?! Go ahead, preach to me! Your darling Karlis 

knows – he’s preaching at the end of every word.  

VELTA. He pretends to be sure of himself – but on the inside, he still can’t get over 

Maymana. 

ELITA. You know... I don’t have the urge to fuck anymore... Almost never.  

VELTA. Do you need it? 

ELITA. Don’t I?... Oh! That’s the Maymana! (To Kintie.) Do you like to fuck? Do you 

take it in the mouth? Did he find you somewhere in England, pick you up from the 

streets, so you wouldn’t starve? Fresh meat.   

VELTA. Dace is not fresh meat. She’s a teacher.  

ELITA. Come on, he doesn’t mean it – I read it in his eyes that he wants to ask me for 

forgiveness.  

VELTA. What for?  

ELITA. For all that’s happened between us. For a whole decade he was a proper thug. 

He could get anything done, he had his own gang. Is that not Maymana too, my 

Maymana?  

VELTA. No, you enjoyed it. 

ELITA. As if! I didn’t have the time to think if I liked it or not!  

KINTIE. Why don’t you have a maid? 

Kintie speaks with a soft English accent.  

ELITA. He’s stingy. No, the official speech is different: “We mustn’t become like 

masters.” Why not, if we are? He doesn’t want to spend. He started out as a pauper 

and that’s who he has remained to this day. He even fired our security guard – he 

walked around with a gun! I don’t know how to shoot! Now, where did I put that 

thing?  

She pulls out a ladies’ pistol case from the pile of her clothes.  

ELITA. This is Maymana! (To VELTA.) You don’t feel jealous at all? Maybe you stand 

next to them? Teach them how it’s done? 

VELTA. You’re not listening. 

ELITA. Yeah, I’m not. I... I don’t want to hear it! (About KINTIE’s jumping around.) 

Stop it! Now!!! (About VELTA.) Do you realise that this woman is using you?! She gets  
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you under him, so that they can later discuss the world and life! Exclusive and totally 

legal! (To VELTA.) But what will happen to her? 

VELTA. The same thing. 

KINTIE comes out of the wardrobe with three of BETA’s outfits.  

KINTIE. Can I take these three? 

ELITA. I was only joking. 

KINTIE. They’re very pretty. 

ELITA. You can take the whole wardrobe! That girl won’t even notice!  

KINTIE. Thank you! 

ELITA. But what for? Are you going to wear it under your casket? (To VELTA.) If I say 

that people nowadays only wear clothes, so that others could admire them, is that 

going to sound totally clever or totally lame?  

VELTA. She’ll know what she’s wearing underneath. 

ELITA. I’m going to shoot myself – people can’t be this wise! Is that something I could 

ever dream to attain?  

VELTA. It’ll be wise of me not to respond to that. 

ELITA. Where’s my gun?!... (To VELTA.) Do you also want something? Underwear. 

You’re not doing too well with money? You haven’t got any?  

KINTIE. Can we have these two as well?! 

ELITA. I already told you: take them and run away!!! Yes, run far away from them! 

KINTIE. Where to? 

ELITA. To freedom! 

KINTIE. It’s all ok... 

VELTA. What is freedom? 

ELITA. No!!! That’s enough, my head hurts!  

Suddenly VELTA’s wrist-watch goes off.  

ELITA. Oh, is it time for pills? 

VELTA. It’s prayer time. Where is Peter? He’s our little bell-ringer after all...  

VELTA and KINTIE get dressed quickly.  

VELTA. We won’t make it!  Which way is Mecca?...  
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They both get on their knees and start to pray. ELITA watches for a 

moment, then kneels down next to them. She doesn’t know how to pray. 

Besides, HAYTHAM has started to cry. 

 

 

Scene VI 

 

The living room, evening.  

BETA and JOHNNY enter the room.  

JOHNNY. There’s no one here.  

BETA. Wow! It’s a proper mosque. My folks have probably been strangled and buried 

somewhere... 

JOHNNY. My folks shouldn’t have been here.  

BETA. Islam is power! Let’s run away while we still can. 

JOHNNY. They’re all worrying together – about us, I mean.  

BETA. They’re worried but they haven’t called the police. We went to the mall to get 

some crisps, right?   

JOHNNY. You’ve got 162 missed calls. 

BETA. They don’t give a shit.  

Both rummage around the fridge.  

BETA. Fuck, what’s all this stuff? 

JOHNNY. My folks probably brought it with them. 

BETA. Do they make anything themselves?  

JOHNNY. This is the right kind of food – it’s called halal. Just don’t ask me how it’s 

different. They don’t eat pork, ok. 

BETA. And there’s no halal yoghurt or smoothie?  

JOHNNY. Mum is a good cook. 

BETA. Why are you shaking again? 

JOHNNY. It’s cold. 

BETA. Quit it! 

JOHNNY. If mum wants me to come with her... 

BETA. She’s had no interest in you for three years.  
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JOHNNY. On Skype. 

BETA. I wish my folks lived only on Skype.  

JOHNNY. They can take me away, at least for another nine months while I’m still 

underage. 

BETA. I’ll tell them that I can’t live without you, that I’d die if my beloved was taken 

away from me.  

JOHNNY. If you haven’t got a baby... 

BETA. Well, I don’t know – if you want to run away, then do! I don’t want a dad like 

you for my child, and I’m not going to talk you into it!  

JOHNNY. I’m not afraid! It’s just that...  

BETA. I want to eat, I’m starving!!! You haven’t got anything!  

JOHNNY has put a few things out on the kitchen bar, he takes out various 

types of food.  

JOHNNY. Try this, I know this one.  

BETA. Let’s make a selfie – so they can see who’s poisoned me!  

They both start to eat, BETA grows bolder and bolder – they’re both very 

hungry. JOHNNY stops eating quickly.  

JOHNNY. Wait! 

BETA. Is it poisoned?! 

JOHNNY. You said that I should tell you, when I get it myself.  

BETA. You promised me – no more poems! My jaw is hurting from laughing already.  

JOHNNY. I don’t love you. 

BETA. Oh, stop reciting to me! 

JOHNNY. I want you to know, so that we’re being honest with each other. If we... 

well, if we’re now together. Maybe.  

BETA. When you wanted to get into my bed, you loved me then. 

JOHNNY. Yeah, but that’s not what it’s called.  

BETA. What difference does it make what it’s called? 

JOHNNY. It does. I guess I don’t know what it means to truly love someone.  

BETA. When you find out, let me know. 

JOHNNY. And what about you? It was just bed, exercise for you too?  
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BETA. No, I do love you. Children can only be born out of love! Isn’t there such a 

poem?  

JOHNNY. Seriously. It’s going to start soon, but I don’t know how to say it when they 

ask me. 

BETA. Don’t take it too seriously? 

JOHNNY. It’s a baby. A real baby. 

BETA takes JOHNNY’s hand and slides it under her shirt.  

BETA. Feel how the mountains vibrate, oh, traveller!...  

JOHNNY pulls back his hand. 

JOHNNY. I’m serious! 

BETA. Now I believe you. 

She hugs JOHNNY tightly.  

They both stand there for a good while. 

BETA. Sing something to me. 

JOHNNY. Then you won’t love me anymore...  

They kiss. 

PASHA comes in energetically. He goes straight to BETA and JOHNNY, 

sniffs them out.  

PASHA. The mall! Unbelievable – you were at the mall this entire time. Did I guess 

that right?  

Neither of them give an answer.  

PASHA. (To JOHNNY.) Young man, don’t you want to thank me? If it wasn’t for me, 

you’d still be a virgin. The story must be well-known already? You ran back to mum 

and dad’s to get some food? 

They don’t reply. 

PASHA. (To BETA.) I want to talk to you for a bit, just the two of us.  

BETA. The two of us without you. 

PASHA. But involving my child? I’ll demand a DNA test. Please, don’t take this as a 

threat. Your mum and I have talked it all over, we cried... you’re only fifteen!  

JOHNNY. Paedophile. I’m not but you are – according to the law.  

PASHA. I’m going to arrange that with Elizabeth’s mother, ok? Beta, I know what 

really happened. I was too fast, I agree. But mum agrees with me – the sooner you 
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understand what real life feels like, the better. Yeah, it’s no box of Ferrero, and I’m 

not to blame for that. That’s just how it is... Yeah, I was stupid – I thought that if I 

had a child, then it would be safer, but either way I would have... anyway, baby or no 

baby, I would have gone to your parents and asked them to...  

JOHNNY. (Interrupts.) Our mall doesn’t have a McDonald’s or a KFC!  

PASHA. What’s that got to do with anything? 

JOHNNY. We don’t smell like grease! Smell it, or don’t, but you won’t be able to tell 

where we’ve been!  

PASHA. Well, a mall can only smell like... like a cheap and shitty mall, my friend.  

JOHNNY. (To BETA.) He’s installed a tracing application on your phone! When you 

turned it on, he could see everything!   

PASHA. That’s ridiculous! 

JOHNNY. Then how did he know that we’re back, that it’s us? Show me your phone!  

PASHA. Fine! Even if that were so, what’s so wrong about that?! I was worried about 

you! I... love you. I’m sorry that I have to talk using such banal words, that I can’t tell 

this to you when it’s just the two of us.   

BETA. There is no baby for you. I already told you.  

PASHA. Again – I’m truly sorry! 

BETA. There’s nothing there. There was, but no longer is.  

PASHA. You haven’t been to the clinic? 

BETA. That child was in my head. You are... you were such a guy, so cool – I only told 

you what you wanted to hear; you wanted to hear that a lot. So that your plan could 

work out, so I could call a guy like you my boyfriend. I really hoped that I’d caught 

something inside of me – but I didn’t. You missed.  

PASHA. And the test? 

BETA. It was beetroot juice. 

PASHA. Don’t give me this, ok? I know you!  

BETA. And what am I like then? 

PASHA. I’m sorry but you... you lie! 

BETA. Fine, I do. What difference does it make? 

PASHA. So you don’t have a baby then? 

BETA. I didn’t say that I didn’t have one.  



61 
 

PASHA. Oh!!!... (To JOHNNY.) Turbo conception! Giant! 

JOHNNY hits PASHA, but the whole thing is so clumsy that the attacker 

wants to cry.  

BETA. Fuck off to your own asshole! 

PASHA. Ok! And afterwards I’ll demand a DNA test from the baby!  

The door opens, KARLIS and PETER enter – he’s holding his son firmly by 

the hand.  

KARLIS. As-salamu alaykum!... (About JOHNNY.) Brother! He’s appeared! Hello, my 

eldest!... (To PETER.) You were looking forward to seeing your brother so much!... 

(About PETER.) We’re a bit worried – we missed the prayer. Peter has a clock inside, 

take my word for it! Something went wrong, the alarm went off too late, it was total 

chaos! But never mind!... And is that your brother’s girlfriend? Elizabeth Sally, right? 

As-salamu alaykum!... It’s a pleasure to finally meet you! You’re daddy’s little 

princess!  

 PASHA. (About himself.) And this is the boy whom she’s sleeping with: let’s both 

look after our princesses! You’ve got two women, she’s got two guys. 

KARLIS. (Laughs.) And the baby is both of yours then?  

PASHA. If it’s a boy then the dad will be the one who managed to stick it in first, if it’s 

a girl, then....  

Suddenly BETA hits PASHA several times – it comes so unexpectedly that 

PASHA falls down. Then he gets up and leaves.  

PASHA. D-N-A!!! 

PASHA exits, shutting the door after himself.  

KARLIS. See, Peter, your big brother is learning to live. Will you say hello at last? You 

haven’t seen each other for such a long time!  

Although JOHNNY comes over to embrace PETER, he hits JOHNNY with full 

force. Then PETER runs towards the door. KARLIS runs after him.  

KARLIS. He’s your brother, your own brother!!!... Wait, I haven’t got the strength in 

me!...  

Both exit. 

BETA. What was that?  

JOHNNY. Nothing... 
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BETA. It was really proper.  

JOHNNY. Everyone needs to learn to live by themselves – how can I help him? Tell 

him what it’s going to be like? 

BETA. Did you promise him? That you’ll go check out bitches together?  

JOHNNY. I’m here and he’s over there! 

BETA. Did you promise him to come sooner?  

JOHNNY. I told him but I didn’t promise! And actually!...  

BETA. Is it because of your old man? 

JOHNNY. Would you go? Would you?!... 

BETA embraces JOHNNY. 

BETA. Boys... Sing something to me. 

JOHNNY. You’ll no longer love me then...   

 

 

Scene VII 

 

BETA’s room, daytime. 

ALEXANDER and DACE are stood in the middle of the room, embracing.  

ALEXANDER. And now you’re leaving? 

DACE. Wait, I’m gonna wake up in a moment... any moment now...  

ALEXANDER. You haven’t even met little Haytham yet. 

DACE. You had put something in that wine after all.  

ALEXANDER. It’s more likely that they’ll suspect you.  

DACE. I don’t know anyone who’d be a grandmother and a great-grandmother to the 

same child. But that’s how it is.  

ALEXANDER. Honestly, I did call her. You haven’t stolen me away from her.  

DACE. Be honest now, you’re messing with me? I just don’t get why? Is it some 

hidden camera?  

ALEXANDER. You know, I have never in my life struggled to talk someone into 

something for so long.  

DACE. What’s the next stage?  
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ALEXANDER. Let’s both leave. We’ll leave a message – “we’ll figure it out in a 

month.” 

DACE. In a year. Five years. We’ll figure out what’s going on here?  

ALEXANDER. (Recites.) 

…Thy self thou gav'st, thy own worth then not knowing, 

Or me, to whom thou gav'st it, else mistaking, 

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing, 

Comes home again, on better judgement making. 

   Thus have I had thee as a dream doth flatter: 

   In sleep a king, but waking no such matter…2 

 

DACE. But I only recited it once! You didn’t look it up online, did you? You 

remembered all of it? All that stuff I was yapping on about? There’s a very good but 

very dead tenth grade teacher inside of you somewhere!  

ALEXANDER’s phone suddenly goes off. Looking at the phone screen, he 

hands it over to DACE.  

ALEXANDER. I’m not here, I won’t be here today.  

DACE doesn’t take the phone. 

ALEXANDER. It’s the last time, please! 

DACE. You already said it was the last time two times ago.  

ALEXANDER. I can’t do it so quickly... 

The phone rings, and ALEXANDER waits until it goes silent. When he 

wants to embrace DACE again, she avoids him.  

DACE. (Laughs.) Should we play like we’re teens? Catch me, if you can!...  

ALEXANDER stops. 

ALEXANDER. Nothing like that has happened to me, it couldn’t have happened. I 

understand that it all looks awfully sudden, but, if you think about it, I... I had just 

been waiting for you. That’s a quote from a romance novel, isn’t it? I haven’t figured 

it out yet, why it’s like this. Later. I want to start thinking, and the sooner the better. 

Let’s go downstairs, I’ll explain it all, so it’s all clear – what to eat, where to live, and 

then I... then we... Yeah, that’s an adventure! An adventure at last. You can call me 

                                                      
2 W. Shakespeare – Sonnet #87 
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an adventurer for real now. And not just call me that. I understand it, I’ve realised it. 

Believe me. Are you listening?   

DACE. What? Did you say something? Were you telling me something, darling?...  

Having hesitated for a moment, ALEXANDER takes the phone and calls. 

When someone answers, he’s only listening for a long while.  

ALEXANDER. (On the phone.)... an old joke... Yeah, I... Yeah, I’m calling from the 

other side, that’s what everyone says around here... No, no one is dancing, no one is 

naked, no, stop asking... What’s on the certificate?... Suicide... Do I recommend it? 

Not for you.... Ok, do that! See you then...   

ALEXANDER takes off the lid off the phone, takes out the battery and 

throws it inside a glass vase that’s holding flowers in water.  

ALEXANDER. Are we going downstairs now? 

DACE. You can always come back. 

ALEXANDER. I left her the house. She knows.  

DACE. (Laughs.) I didn’t mean the house. 

ALEXANDER. That’s my dream home. 

DACE. I’m just a little crazy but you’re just a bit stuck on me.  

ALEXANDER. Let’s go. 

DACE. You know what? Let’s leave the light on when we get into bed, for the first 

time. So you can see me exactly as I am.  

ALEXANDER. That’s frightening. 

DACE. And what if it will be? 

ALEXANDER quickly embraces DACE.  

ALEXANDER. Sing me something. 

DACE. Then you won’t love me anymore... 

 

 

Scene 8 

 

The living room, afternoon.  

A woman, dressed in a niqab, sits on the floor in a prayer pose, bowing all 

the way to the floor. That’s ELITA. BETA sits next to her. 
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BETA. Mum! Mum, get up, please! Please!!!... 

When BETA tries to get ELITA up on her feet, she resists her, refusing to 

give in. 

BETA. Take it off, mum! Off!... You don’t need to wear clothes that don’t look good 

on you!...  

Finally, BETA has managed to lay her mother on the floor. Exhausted, she 

sits down on her mum’s belly.  

BETA. Those rags are soaking!.... Mum, are you listening? Johnny would say that 

you’re hiding from yourself. You can’t do it your whole life... Oh, do you want 

honesty? I was only repeating what my freak was telling me – I don’t know, why you 

can’t stay for your whole life, I don’t know it yet.  To me, he’s... he’s a real freak for 

me, I’m so lucky that it all happened so unexpectedly. I was born of love after all, you 

were right, mum, are you listening? I’ve been lucky. Mum! I love you so, so much!... 

Take off those shitty clothes, please!...  

Suddenly ELITA starts to cry loudly, they both embrace, but when they 

hear that someone is coming, they both jump up and disappear down the 

corridor.  

JOHNNY enters, followed by VELTA and KINTIE with HAYTHAM. Both 

women are wearing niqabs again.  

JOHNNY. She said that she’d be here.  

VELTA. Allah must have asked her to leave. 

JOHNNY. You don’t want us, both of us together?  

VELTA. I’m not able to not want it, I can’t – that’s not in my power. You haven’t said 

hello yet. Kintie Kamila has already drained me, asking about you – are you the same 

as Peter or different, like dad.  

JOHNNY. I don’t know... (To Kintie.) Good afternoon, Janis. Johnny. As-salamu 

alaykum!... 

KINTIE laughs.  

VELTA. Kintie Kamila... Say hello to your little brother!  

KINTIE shows him HAYTHAM.  

VELTA. Such a normal child – sleeps, eats and laughs. You were like that only for the 

first month, and Peter.... Peter has never been like that. Dad is right – when 
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everything sorts itself out, when we get clarity on everything, then everything 

resolves by itself. Isn’t that right?  

JOHNNY. But that’s Kintie’s child. 

VELTA. Am I not here? Your dad is the same... And what about you? Are you going to 

be happy with your girl? Is your baby going to smile?  

JOHNNY. I don’t know. 

VELTA. You’ll have a child, that brings clarity. 

JOHNNY. Mum... 

VELTA. Go on, go on. What’s the matter?  

JOHNNY. I don’t even know what Kintie looks like – I wouldn’t be able to recognise 

her on the street.  

VELTA. Later. Everyone is going to come here now: we’re not allowed. We’re not one 

big family yet.  

JOHNNY. What for? That’s even sexier, sorry. Well, if we’re talking about Kintie.  

KINTIE laughs. 

VELTA. (To KINTIE.) What’s so funny about that? (To JOHNNY.) You wanted to ask me 

something else, didn’t you? Before this.  

JOHNNY. No. 

VELTA. I get it, you’re starting your own life, but we’re not here to support you: that 

must be very difficult. That’s why dad wants us to unite. Aren’t you happy about 

that?  

JOHNNY. I don’t know. Happy. But what about Beta? And grandma? 

VELTA. Someone is starting to sort out our lives. Someone whom we can trust. You’ll 

see in a short while – I have a feeling. Maybe you’ll even be surprised. 

JOHNNY. Allah? 

VELTA. Smile! And trust! 

JOHNNY. Mum, how is Peter?  

VELTA. He’s maturing. 

JOHNNY. He... is he.... going to be ok? 

VELTA. Yes. 

JOHNNY. Mum, I’m sorry – but you’re lying. Why? Forgive me, but.... is everything ok 

at home?  
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VELTA. You can see it for yourself! Just look at Haytham. Do you know what his name 

means in translation?... Son...  

She wants to embrace JOHNNY but he escapes her.  

VELTA. It’s so good that we came here. It was probably meant to be.  

JOHNNY. How Peter is doing with computers? 

VELTA. We don’t have a computer at home – we’re Skyping you from Hamza’s place, 

you know that.  

JOHNNY. I thought that you just didn’t have any internet.  

VELTA. Peter is no longer interested in that, dad persuaded him.  

JOHNNY. You mean, he forced him. 

VELTA. What are you talking about? Son, the world hasn’t just collapsed itself into 

that little box – you’ll realise it sooner or later. Are you always on your phone?  

JOHNNY. But he was a computer genius! The things he knew, that stuff he’d 

invented...  

VELTA. Maybe he knows all that now, maybe he’s invented a lot more than that? You 

don’t know him anymore, you haven’t even met him yet.  

JOHNNY. What’s that writing on his sock? In Arabic?  

VELTA. Some sort of Coca-cola. 

KINTIE. Death to the infidels! Yeah, he told me so himself.  

VELTA. Our whole block is wearing things like those – it’s just fashion. 

JOHNNY. (To KINTIE.) Why does he need it? Does he ever take it off?   

KINTIE. He’s crazy. 

VELTA. (Laughs.) Stop it, children! Look at the world outside – it’s so beautiful.  

ELITA returns quickly, acting formally, followed by BETA. ELITA has 

changed back into one of her bright dresses. 

ELITA. Well, are we all vibrating to the same frequency as The Universe? 

VELTA. (To BETA.) Hello, I’m Johnny’s mum. Velta Basaria. 

BETA shakily gives her hand to VELTA. 

VELTA. And that’s Kintie Kamila, Johnny’s second mum, if we can use the expression. 

And that’s Haytham, our young eagle, our little brother. Have you considered what 

name you’re going to give yours? Look, see, he’s so tiny and vulnerable, isn’t he? 

That’s our responsibility.  
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ELITA. You had better aired out the room – it stinks like old socks! They’ll be bringing 

dinner from the pub any minute. No pork, none. Everything is halal! Did I say that 

right?  

VELTA. Is everyone coming already? 

ELITA. The young family’s big gathering – three fathers, five mothers, six children. 2 

plus 5 plus 6, makes ... 9 altogether. Not 13, but 9. Because this is a special family, a 

happy family!  

VELTA. (Laughs.) You’re great, I like you! Thank you.  

KARLIS comes in, laughing. He’s leading in ALEXANDER and DACE, holding 

each by hand. 

KARLIS. Look, who I found in the yard by accident. I invited them inside! Did I do the 

right thing?  

DACE manages to escape his grip, but ALEXANDER doesn’t. 

KARLIS turns solemn quickly.   

KARLIS. My darlings, this is a special moment. I am proud that we’re all stood here, 

side by side in front of you, with this honourable man – we’ll both have something to 

say because another miracle is happening on Earth: two families are joining together 

today. Saiko and Kapralis.  

ELITA. Sai-pralis. And me - Krasta.  

KARLIS. Of course, I feel how just how pathetic I’m being, but we wouldn’t be human 

if we didn’t make space for special moments like these in our lives. I’d call them 

destined moments. (To ALEXANDER.) Would you agree? 

ALEXANDER wants to let go of KARLIS’S grip, but he doesn’t succeed. 

KARLIS tries to be less pathetic. 

KARLIS. There are three generations in this room – my mum on one end, Haytham, 

our young eagle, on the other. But maybe there’s four generations already – 

apparently, unborn children can hear everything that’s being said and thought 

around them.  

VELTA. Peter? 

KARLIS. My middle child says hello to all of you – he needs some rest: he went to lay 

down. But, using this opportunity, I’d like to tell all of you that today Peter found his 

name, his second “I” – from now on he is going to be called Mustafa. Translated, it 
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means “the chosen one”. He arrived to that conclusion himself, it was not the will of 

his parents. 

ELITA. They’ll be bringing dinner any minute, no pork... 

KARLIS. We, the fathers of our families, would like to say something else. (To BETA 

and JOHNNY.) Dear children, thank you. It’s because of you that we are stood here 

today, thinking the thoughts that we are thinking. Personally, I am thinking about 

your future life... What could we wish you? I give the word to the Saiko family 

elder... 

ALEXANDER. Yeah, it’s a big day... 

DACE. We have to go. 

ALEXANDER. No, I do want to say something.  

ELITA. Actually, if you haven’t noticed it yet, this isn’t a wedding. Maybe the test was 

wrong, beet-root juice, just maybe.  

KARLIS. I think that we could wait just for another two minutes!  

ELITA. (To BETA, JOHNNY.) Are you getting married? Yes or no?  

KARLIS. I’m reminding you that they have a child.  

ELITA. And I’m reminding you that they can choose whether to get married or not.  

KARLIS. It’s a child! 

ELITA. Are you married to Kintie? 

KARLIS. Yes. We didn’t have a legal chance to do it, but we have a child, and that 

means more than being married to someone.  

ELITA. They don’t have one, not yet. And they’re living their own life. And they may 

never get married, they’ll just love each other, excuse the banal expression. 

KARLIS. It’s a child! And we shouldn’t have the same attitude towards it that this 

rotten old world has. Children are a blessing that’s given to us, so we can understand 

it.  

DACE. What? Understand what? 

KARLIS. Mum, if you’ve never heard of it then it doesn’t mean that this world exists 

without some fundamental concepts and a certain order! Alexander could explain it 

to you.  

ELITA. Fight! Let’s split up in pairs!!! 

KARLIS. It’s a child!!! 
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KARLIS has been so frighteningly categorical that the room falls completely 

still and silent for a moment. 

JOHNNY. We’re children too... And I, we want to say that...  

KARLIS. I’m talking now!!! 

ALEXANDER. This really is a special day... 

KARLIS. We haven’t finished yet! 

DACE. Is anything still unclear? 

KARLIS. What’s clear? 

DACE. It’s clear that we’re alive. 

KARLIS. You and I will have a separate talk, mum! We’ve never had a proper 

conversation before! It’s about time! 

ALEXANDER. It’s time! 

ELITA. Saiprals! Without me!  

KARLIS. It’s a child!!! 

ELITA. We heard you already. And what? 

KARLIS. Oh, Allah, give me strength! 

KINTIE screams suddenly and loudly.  

KINTIE. Ticking! It’s ticking!! Haytham is ticking!!!... 

A total silence falls around then, before everyone rushes over to KINTIE 

and HAYTHAM, who’s started to cry inconsolably.  

DACE. He’s ticking! Something inside is ticking!  

ELITA. A bomb?! 

KARLIS. Don’t open it, I’m telling you!!!  

JOHNNY. He’s ticking!!! 

ALEXANDER. Out, out!!!... 

Panic sets in, KARLIS holds HAYTHAM high above his head.  

KARLIS. I’m going alone! You stay here! Out of my way!!!... 

He rushes out of the room, but everyone else rushes after KARLIS, except 

for BETA, JOHNNY and ELITA.  

BETA. A bomb? 

JOHNNY. Did someone make a bad joke? 

ELITA. About a child?! A joke? 
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JOHNNY. Shhh!!! Can you hear it?!... 

He pulls open the door to one of the cupboards, pulls out a little box and 

puts it next to his ear.  

BETA. What is it?! Put it down! Let’s run!!!...   

JOHNNY. It’s still here! Ticking!... 

ELITA. Get outside!!! 

JOHNNY. Peter is still asleep upstairs!  

JOHNNY pulls open the balcony window, throws the box outside. Then all 

three desperately search the whole room – they find more and more 

boxes, and they’re all ticking.  

PASHA runs in from the other side.  

PASHA. Where’s everyone?! Peter!... 

JOHNNY. Peter is asleep! 

PASHA. He’s up on the roof! On the edge!  

ELITA. It’s not that high. 

PASHA. He’s got a gun! 

JOHNNY. From where? 

BETA. Mum?! 

ELITA. I don’t know where... where?! I put it away neatly.  

They all rush outside, and exit.  

BETA. Peter? 

JOHNNY. Yeah! He could have done it!  

PASHA. What’s this – a clock shop?  

When BETA and JOHNNY gather the ticking boxes and throw them out of 

the window, PASHA finally realises what’s happening. He runs without 

looking back.  

BETA. I can’t believe that it’s happening! 

JOHNNY embraces and kisses her. 

BETA. You idiot! 

But BETA is quick to kiss JOHNNY herself: hard and passionately.  

Both rush outside the house after that.  
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Loud voices are coming from outside, screaming. Everything goes dead 

quiet when a gun-shot resounds around them. After a while there’s 

another one. Then everything goes quiet for a long time.  

 

The ticking can be heard in the silence – evidently, all the boxes have not 

been found yet.  

 

The sounds of the evening prayer are coming from outside. There are 

several voices. But it’s still ticking inside the room.  

 

 

 

 * * * * * 


