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THE WATCHMAN
Six nights in an acting workshop.
Characters
LIF – a student. 
MAX – a watchman.
MOROZOV – Max’s father. 
 The scene is laid on the eve of New Year’s Day in Saint Petersburg, these days. 
                                                                        2018
                                                                   THE FIRST NIGHT
 An acting school – a rehearsal room. A pair of side-scenes and some folding screens. There are two gym mats on the floor by the wall , adapted as a bed. On the left side of the room there are tall windows, drawn together with thick drapes. On the right - the door to the corridor. A rope is tightened obliquely across the room. Lif is hanging out the laundry. Somebody starts pulling the front door vigorously from the outside until it is unlocked. Lif turns off the lights quickly and hides herself behind the screen. A watchman comes in,with a flashlight in his hand. Eventually, he finds Lif. 
MAX. I knew it. 
LIF. Good evening, sir. 
MAX. So, what are you doing here? 
LIF. I’m just… I’ve just stayed behind after classes. The subway was closed so I decided…
MAX. You must be a very bad student. It’s all a lie!
LIF. That happened by accident.  
 
MAX. Doing the laundry here also by accident, huh? This is not a public hostel, young lady. 
PAUSE
The guard switches on the lights.
MAX. What are we waiting for? Pack your stuff and get out of here. 
LIF. Please, let me stay. It’s 2 o’clock in the morning now. I’ll leave a bit later, I swear!
MAX. You know, I didn’t get this job easily. And I’m not gonna lose it because of some idiotic students. So, hurry up!
LIF. (under her breath). I'm not sure who’s an idiot here.
MAX. What’s the matter? If you don’t go, I’ll drag you out myself.
LIF. How brave of you! 
MAX. And where are the keys? 
LIF. What keys?
MAX. To the door. The duplicates, where are they? 
LIF. I've no idea. 
MAX. Then I have to frisk you. 
LIF. You’d better not!
MAX. I’ll report to your authorities what a piece of work is dwelling here.  
LIF. No! No, please, don’t tell anybody about me! I’m leaving right now.
She goes towards the door, then she stops, sits down on the floor, and starts crying.
MAX. It won’t work. 
LIF. Where do such inhuman creeps like you come from? It’s dark outside, it’s freezing. I’ll certainly catch a cold, though I mustn’t be ill. For goodness sake, let me stay, let me sleep on chairs by your post. I’ll definitely leave at six. 
MAX. Maybe I should let you into my room, eh? What do you think? And when the inspection descends, I’ll be brought to court for molesting. Good idea, isn’t it? As for “inhuman creep”, I’ll report about this too. 
LIF. Molesting? Do you know how old I am? 
MAX. I can’t get it if you are so stupid or so impudent. Suck it up and go away. 
LIF. Look, that’s what you’ve pressed for – my nose’s bleeding. 
There is real blood on the girl’s hands. She spreads it over her face along with tears. The watchman is frightened. He starts fussing. The girl lies down on the floor.
MAX. Hey, stop it! What’s with you? I’m telling you, stop your tricks!  
LIF. It’s okay, it’s okay, it’ll soon be over. I’ve had almost no sleep for the last three nights. Blood pressure also. And bad genetics. 
The watchman goes to the wash basin at the back of the room. He finds a rag there, wets it with water from the tap, and brings it to the girl.
MAX. Here, dab it to your nose. 
PAUSE
LIF. If I die now… will you be punished? 
MAX. What? 
LIF. Then I’ll die on purpose. Specially for you to be punished for heartlessness. 
MAX. You’ve got a very long tongue. 
LIF. All right, don’t be afraid. Now, as soon as blood stops, I’ll disappear. I’ll go out to the night, to the blizzard… And you’ll calm down. 
MAX. Do you live in the dorms, young lady? In Peterhof?
LIF. No.
MAX. Are you from Petersburg, or what? 
LIF. No. 
MAX. Where do you live then? 
LIF. It’s none of your business anyway. You don’t give a damn.
MAX. Tell me your name at least. 
LIF. No, I won’t.
MAX. So you live nowhere and have no name, right? 
LIF. Sort of.
Max’s phone’s rings. He goes to the corner. 
MAX. Yes, mum. No, mum. They’re on the nightstand. Look carefully. First the big one, then the small one. The neighbor’s in the know, she’ll help you anyway. No! Only two, no more! I said – no! Call me back, if you don’t find them.
Max comes back.
MAX. So, has your blood stopped? 
LIF. Yes. I’m packing my things and leaving. 
She’s taking down the clothes from the rope.
MAX. Where do you live, after all? 
LIF. At the world’s end.
MAX. Do you? Well, if so, go right there!
LIF. Don’t tell me what to do, okay? I’ll try to get into some warm porch after I get out of here.
PAUSE
LIF. I’m not afraid of dogs or tramps. What I don’t like is rats. They’re impudent. They can snap you at hands or face while you’re asleep. 
PAUSE
LIF. I’m leaving now. Only I should put some cottonwool into my nose for it to stop bleeding. Just in case. Oh, damn, I’ve run out of cotton rounds! Do you have some? 
MAX. No. 
PAUSE
MAX. Why do you all poke your heads into big cities? Stay at your out-of-the-way places, where people are responsive and friendly. What do you all barge into here for? 
PAUSE
MAX. Isn’t it clear that everybody has their own responsibility? You must’ve dragged yourself here for fame, eh? But I – I play no part in it! I’ve got a hell of my own cataclysms. Clear? 
PAUSE
LIF. Certainly. For me everything’s clear about you. Look, I’m leaving, though feeling dizzy. Now I’m all ready. The washing hasn’t dried out though, it’s still wet. But it’s okay, I’ll lay it out on a radiator if I find one. 
PAUSE
MAX. Hold it!
LIF. Yes? Are you going to frisk me after all? I told you, I have no keys. 
MAX. Listen up. At six o’clock you’re getting the hell out of here. 
LIF. What did you say, sir?
MAX. Don’t pretend, you heard it. Six o’clock! 
LIF. Oh, thank you! Thank you so much! I’m just having temporary difficulties. I was going to go home for New Year’s but my roommates robbed me. They’re drunkards. I didn’t have money to pay the rent… So here I am… But I’ll cope with it. 
MAX. Don’t turn on the lights. They mustn’t be on. That’s it. Bedtime!
LIF. Thank you very much! Let me kiss you!
She throws herself on Max and kisses him on the cheek.
LIF. You’re so nice! 
MAX. Okay, okay, cut it out… I’m leaving. I’ll lock the door and unlock it at six. Clear? 
LIF. You’re so very kind! Thank you so much! 
The watchman goes to the door, turns off the lights, comes out, and locks the door. Lif’s silhouette is seen in the dark. She’s waiting for some time until the tread fades. Then she takes out the washing from the backpack, hangs it out, and turns on the lamp which stands on the floor. She puts on earphones and starts dancing. The watchman comes back. He unlocks the door. The girl’s taking no notice of him until he turns on the light.  
MAX. What’s going on here?
LIF. Sir! Have you changed your mind?
MAX. I said – bedtime! 
LIF. Yeah, sure. But I must rehearse. And I’m wearing the earphones. Nobody can hear anything.
MAX. No back-talk!
LIF. Okay. I got it. My bad. Now I’m going to bed. 
MAX. Look, she’s rehearsing! What do you need that for? 
LIF. What do you mean?
MAX. Dashing to classrooms and porches at night…
LIF. Do you really want to talk about it?
MAX. I’m just wondering. 
LIF. Tell me, do you have a dream?
MAX. So what?
LIF. What do you dream about? 
MAX. It doesn’t matter. I’m asking you: what’s all this for?
LIF. Cause I’ve been dreaming about acting career since I was a child. Four times I applied to acting schools. And now, when my dream’s so close, I’m ready to make any sacrifice to make it come true. Any sacrifice! This job is the most difficult one. You just don’t know. Does that sound good? 
MAX. Playing the fool and jerking your legs – that’s very difficult.
LIF. Being a watchman’s undoubtedly much cooler. 
MAX. I’m not a watchman. I’m a guard. 
LIF. Let me guess…  You used to dream about being a captain of a spaceship or something like that. 
MAX. You’re quick-witted. 
LIF. So, what stopped you from doing that? You’d be somewhere in the space now instead of tormenting me here. 
MAX. Am I tormenting you? Really? 
LIF. I’m sorry but it’s you who touched the subject. You must be a former serviceman. You speak so…
MAX. How?
LIF. Well, you give it straight from the shoulder.
MAX. That’s the only way to talk to your kind. One should watch your step with you.
LIF. You see? You can talk figuratively. It suits you better. Most women like when men talk nicely. Women love with their ears, they say. 
MAX. Pulling their legs… or ears – not for me.  
LIF. You’re an interesting character… I mean a type.
MAX. What?
LIF. Oh, my tongue’s my enemy. Always lets me down. Sorry, it just slipped out. Are you on guard every night? It must be very tough. 
MAX. Once in three nights. Sometimes more often. It’s okay.  
LIF. Your boss must be very strict. 
MAX. So far, so good. 
LIF. Are all the guards here like you? 
MAX. What do you mean?
Max’s phone rings. He steps aside, pulls out the phone sharply, it slips out from his hand, falls down on the floor, and comes to pieces.  
MAX. Oh, for Christ’s sake! 
Lif and Max are assembling the phone back. Max tries to start it, but it doesn’t work.  
MAX. Now that’s the limit! Damn! Damn!
LIF. You’re taking it so hard, sir, as if it was a catastrophe. Any phones can be repaired these days. 
MAX. Can you not pry?
LIF. Sorry. That’s all my fault. If you sat calmly at your post, the phone would be safe and sound. If not for me… I’m a magnet for misfortunes, it’s a fact. 
MAX. She’s forever phoning! Why phone if everything’s prepared, everything’s laid out?
LIF. Isn’t there a phone downstairs?
MAX. At nights it’s allowed to be used only in state of emergency. Now she’ll turn the whole city upside down. 
LIF. You’re talking about your mum, aren’t you? 
MAX. (About the phone) Chinese trash!
LIF. Don’t take it so closely. Here, you can use mine. I don’t need it at night. But you do. You need it more. In the morning, at six, when I’m leaving you’ll give it back to me. You do remember her phone number, don’t you? 
MAX. For sure…
LIF. Take it. Really, I don’t need it now. 
Max, hesitating for some time, takes the phone. 
MAX. Sometimes, when she’s not herself, she can phone at two, at three – whenever not. I’ll take it just in case. But how will you do without an alarm clock? 
LIF. You said you’d come at six. 
MAX. Okay, that’s right. Well, now go to bed. See you later.
LIF. Good night! 
Max’s faded voice is coming from the corridor. 
BLACKOUT
A video appears on the screen. It shows a continuous movement of people in a big city. Shots are replacing each other with an increasing speed. The last ones are running so fast that the picture can be hardly seen. 
THE SECOND NIGHT
The same location. Lif revises a text aloud, trying to learn it by heart. The door is being unlocked from outside. Lif stands, rigid with surprise. She doesn’t have time to turn off the lights. Max’s at the doorway.
LIF. Good evening. Is that you? Well, you see, I’m here again…
MAX. I see.
LIF. I’m glad it’s you. I was so frightened. Would you like a cup of tea? I’ve got some tea bags.
MAX. Thanks, I’ve loaded myself up with coffee.
LIF. I thought it’s not your shift today.
MAX. My workmate got ill. 
LIF. Mmm, I see… I just thought for some reason that it’s because of me.
PAUSE
MAX. Why on earth? 
LIF. I’m just trying to joke. To clear the air.
MAX. You, joker, would better tell me how you slid past the guard post downstairs. I’m just wondering. 
LIF. I’ve got a cloak of invisibility.Do you believe me, sir?
MAX. I don’t. 
LIF. You’re just like Konstantin Sergeevich. 
MAX. Who?
LIF. Never mind. Forget it… sir. 
MAX. Come on, stop calling me “sir”. Let’s drop formalities. 
LIF. All right.  
MAX. Today’s German’s shift. He’s a wicked man, you know. If he finds you here, he’ll certainly inform against you or rip you off for the lodging. That’s not the thing you need now, isn’t it?
LIF. No, it isn’t. Thank you very much.
MAX. For what? 
LIF. Well, that your workmate is ill. It’s so unexpected. And so touching. I don’t know what to say. Sorry, that I called you a creep yesterday. I didn’t really mean it.
MAX. Okey-dockey. Thanks for the phone.
PAUSE
LIF. I’m going to stay here over three more nights and then everything’ll get settled! I swear!
MAX. Why you keep on repeating it over and over again? I heard you. But others don’t give a damn about your problems.
LIF. I know. But I’ll get out of it somehow.
MAX. Anyway, today everything’s okay, and tomorrow… we’ll see. Now I have to make my round. At six o’clock…
LIF. I know, like last night. I won’t let you down. 
MAX. Well, see you then.
LIF. Is it so necessary? I mean, making a round right now.
MAX. Not really. But it’s supposed to be done - every three hours. 
LIF. Nobody comes here at night but me. That’s for sure. Especially now when New Year’s at hand. Most of the students have already left.
MAX. When I make my round I usually turn off the lights here and there. Left?
LIF. Home. Half of the people in our class are out-of-towners. 
MAX. Putin once said on TV that he turns off the lights everywhere. We have a competent president. If all people were like him... Did you see that programme about Putin? 
LIF. No, I never watch TV. 
PAUSE
MAX. When I saw the light from beneath the door I savvied right away that you were messing around here again. 
LIF.  I was rehearsing the etude.
MAX. What?
LIF. This is my homework. Etude. Some kind of improvisation. I’m getting ready for the test.
MAX. Etude?
LIF. You can even take part.
MAX. But I’m not an actor.
LIF. It’s easy. Everybody can. 
MAX. Do you pay for study?
LIF. Yes, I do. 
MAX. How old are you?
LIF. Well, say, twenty-six. Why?
MAX. I thought less.
LIF. Thanks for the compliment. I can’t get a grant at this age. So I pay tuition fees. Lots of people think I’m twenty-two. I studied to be a manager, then worked in my native Yoshkar-Ola. And I was saving up money. 
MAX. Yoshkar-Ola… Is it the Chuvash Republic? I’m not good at geography.
LIF. No, it’s the Mari El republic.
MAX. So you are…
LIF. I’m only half Mari.
MAX. Well, I’m Russian. Hundred-per-cent Russian. Nice to meet you.
                                                                           PAUSE
LIF. Yeah. Nice to meet you too. So, will you help me?
MAX. But how?
LIF. I need someone to act it out with me.
MAX. No, no, I can’t.
LIF. You’ll just give the cues. Nothing more.
MAX. It’s not my cup of tea.
LIF. Oh, come on. Tomorrow is the last run before the weekend. The guy I’m rehearsing with didn’t show up today. Moron!
Max laughs.
LIF. A big one! One day he comes, another day he doesn’t. He tells stories about his poor health or his ill granny and they forgive him. He’s considered to be the most gifted in our class. But if you ask me, he’s just a stupid peacock. Tomorrow he’ll show up at the run as if nothing’s happened, and they’ll say that he’s a good boy, and they’ll ignore me as usual as if I were a nothing.
MAX. When I worked in a bank there was also a bonehead. He craned his neck and walked around. We used to laugh at him. And what’s more, his name was Justin Case. Can you believe it?
LIF. Funny. Look, there’s not much of the text. Max? Your name’s Max, right?
MAX. How do you know my name?
LIF. Well, your mum phoned me several times that day. 
MAX. What the hell did she want? I told her everything. 
LIF. It’s okay, it’s just woman’s curiosity. She got everything quickly. And my groupmates said you’re a regular guy, not a jerk. And I’m Lif.
MAX. Sorry?
LIF. Lif. I always say: keep the word lift in mind and you’ll never forget my name. 
MAX. Funny. Lift.
LIF. Okay, I’ll start now and you just give the cues in blue. The red ones are mine. The blue – yours. Let’s try. Sit down on the chair, I’ll be walking around. We will give the cues in turn.
Max stands near the chair, hesitating.
LIF. It won’t hurt. And it’s very easy. I’m serious.
Max sits himself on the chair. Lif goes to the back wall.
PAUSE
LIF. Strange to say, all this is kind of…
MAX. What’s strange? Shit happens to all people. 
LIF. Stop! Max, did you get the hang of it? We’ve already begun. I’m reading my lines. Look at the paper and read in return. Let’s try again. Okay?
MAX. Yeah, now I got it.
PAUSE
LIF. Strange to say, all this is kind of…
MAX. I’ve never talked to or seen such beautiful women like you. 
LIF. Why didn’t you come? Were you afraid? 
MAX. I haven’t been afraid since an explosive bullet hit me. 
LIF. It looks like you want to kiss me? 
MAX. Yes, and for a long time. So badly that it’s painful. 
LIF. They said you’re a limp but you turn out to be a macho, and a hero. May be you even have a medal? 
MAX. I do.
LIF. Turn aside, I want to undress.
Max stands up and turns aside. Lif laughs.
LIF. Hey, why did you turn aside?
MAX. You said ‘turn aside’.
LIF. But your character doesn’t turn aside. He’s got one more cue.
MAX. Well, but I…
LIF. Sorry, that’s my fault, I didn’t say there was a direction. Stage direction is an explanation for actors what to do. You’re so straight, by the way. Really! Only try not to read your cues so fast.
MAX. All right. Who wrote this?
LIF. I don’t know. They just handed out the texts. Why?
MAX. No, nothing…
Max’s phone rings. He goes to the corner.
MAX. Well, what else? You’ve found it. That’s good. Go to bed. I’m all right. Because I didn’t want to wake you up. The workmate urged me. He’ll take my shift in return. No, it has nothing to do with money. What’s my money to you? It’s quite different. What? Milk? Okay. That’s all. Over.
Max returns. 
LIF. What’s with your leg?
MAX. Nothing.
LIF. You walk oddly. 
MAX. I’m all right, I just have a corn. Shall we read once again or I can go?
LIF. Yes, let’s go through two or three more times. It’s important. Please!
MAX. No problem. I’ve no place to hurry.
Max takes a sit again. Lif moves to the wall.
LIF. Now, read the text calmly and silently. Then look at me carefully. You’re free to utter your cues whenever you like. You’re free not to say a word even for half an hour. This etude is about atmosphere, when people think, and they are silent. Imagine that something’s going on between us. Or something is to happen.
MAX. I don’t understand.
LIF. Well, as it sometimes happens in life, you see somebody for the first time, they start speaking, and you realize that all this reminds you of something, you are somehow connected, may be you’ve met them before or seen them somewhere.
MAX. Who are they? 
LIF. At this point it doesn’t matter. Simply start speaking and perhaps something will appear and come up from the inside. 
MAX. Ummm… Like, when you’re asleep? 
LIF. Not exactly. Don’t think up anything right now. Just speak as it goes. You know, sometimes you can blurt something out without thinking. The text shouldn’t be rehearsed, it should be unprepared. That’s an important thing. And don’t forget the last cue. 
MAX. I got it. I'll try. 
PAUSE
LIF. Strange to say, all this is kind of…
PAUSE
MAX. I’ve never talked to or seen such beautiful women like you.
PAUSE
LIF. Why didn’t you come? Were you afraid? 
PAUSE
MAX. I haven’t been afraid since the explosive bullet hit me. 
PAUSE
LIF. It looks like you want to kiss me? 
PAUSE
MAX. Yes, and for a long time. So hard that it’s painful. 
PAUSE
LIF. They said you’re a limp but you turn out to be a macho, and a hero. May be you even have a medal? 
PAUSE
MAX. I do.
PAUSE
LIF. Turn aside, I want to undress.
PAUSE
MAX. Like hell I will! You whore!
LONG PAUSE
MAX. What’s with you?
LIF. Nothing. It just seemed to me that I should start to cry. What do you think?
MAX. I don’t know. It’s not written here. There’s no more text. No more recommendations.
LIF. Directions. Thank you. This feeling… so weird. Well done, Max. You didn’t even look at the text. Only you gave the last cue in such a low voice.
MAX. Well, I just… Why shout it? I don’t know… I didn’t want to shout. 
LIF. It’s alright. Let it go as it goes. The main thing is to let yourself go. These texts aren’t quickly memorised. One should repeat them several times. They should be, so to speak, laid on your subconsciousness, as they explain it to us. One needs to improvise, like we did, and only after that you suddenly realize who was talking to you, what they were, and where from. 
MAX. While I was speaking so many things popped into my head.
LIF. Good! You see, it means something’s appeared in there.
MAX. Something's clear.
LIF. But not for my partner.
MAX. Well, he’s an idiot.
They laugh.
LIF. That’s right. A big one. And you’ve memorized the text at once. This is great.
MAX. There's nothing to memorize here. I sometimes read an ad or a notice and it’s mine as if I took a photo.
LIF. All this is very strange, isn’t it?
Max’s phone rings. He goes to the corner.
MAX. I’m listening to you. I don’t know. I haven’t watched the news. Why should I? Ships sink quite frequently. It’s not interesting to me. No, he hasn’t phoned for half a year. I’ve no idea. Let’s talk about it tomorrow. Of course, I’m alone. That’s all. I have to make my round. And stop ringing my phone, I’m busy! I’m very busy!
He comes back.
LIF. Is she awake every night?
MAX. Well, sometimes, yes.
LIF. You can make your round a bit later, can’t you? Really? It’s so important for me to rehearse this etude. So much! I’m not doing very well at my studies. I have a real chance to be expelled. And the test is on the 2nd.
MAX. You just need to train. The same goes for every job.
LIF. Thank you. Let’s go on. Only first, let’s keep silence. Let’s think about the text and let’s forget it. As if it didn’t exist.
They act out the same text. At the end Max shouts the last cue ‘Like hell I will! You whore!’. He does it so powerfully and with so much energy that Lif, surprised, drops the glass, which she’s been holding all along the dialogue, down to the floor. The glass smashes up. Max’s phone rings. He springs up, and leaves the room. Lif lends an ear. Max’s voice comes from the corridor. He speaks on the phone fiercely and loudly. Lif picks up the pieces of glass. Max returns. He takes his seat. He is silent.
PAUSE
MAX. Why do you have such a name? Lif… «Lift» – what’s all this? Thanks not a subway.
LIF. You see, my mother wanted to call me Love, but my father – Faith. They fought over it, but in the end it was a draw. They joined two names in one. 
MAX. Now I see. But what does it have to do with “lift”? Nonsense!
PAUSE
LIF. Max, maybe you should go make a round. That would be better.
MAX. I’ve put it on mute. Nobody’s gonna call.
Max puts the phone on the windowsill.
MAX. Once again?
LIF. No, I don’t think it’s a good idea. It’s unsettled me somehow. 
PAUSE
MAX. She’s healthy like hell, she just has nothing to do. She just fools around. 
LIF. Thank you for help, Max.
PAUSE
MAX. I’m telling you, there’s gonna be no more phone calls. Period. I want to know what  happens next there.
LIF. Really? Well, I know it's captivating.
MAX. Let’s do it again.
LIF. Okay.
MAX. Is there a continuation?
LIF. There’s a text somewhere, but we haven’t tried it yet. First one should go through the first stage.
MAX. Can I read what’s next now?
LIF. Well, yes, if I can find the second sheet. 
Lif goes behind the folding screen. Max walks around the room, thoroughly examining it. He stops in front of the portrait of Stanislavsky. Suddenly the lights go off. The alarm starts peeping.
MAX. What the hell is this?
LIF. It happens here sometimes. Usually at five or six p.m. when we have voice&speech class.
MAX. I understand why it happens during the daytime. But why now? I’ll go to the control panel. If it’s not over in ten minutes, follow the evacuation signs to go to the ground floor. Is it clear?
LIF. Clear. Here, take the text of the continuation. Just in case.
Lif hands the sheet with the text to Max. Max pulls out a flash light, turns it on, and goes out. Lif also has a sheet of paper. She comes up to the window and pulls the curtain aside. A street lamp light comes into the room. A video appears on the back wall of the class. It’s the text, which is the continuation of the first dialogue.
SHE. Call me any names. But don’t judge me. I’m so lonely.
HE. I know something that’s worse than loneliness.
SHE. Could you take me to Argentina?
HE. Could you bear a son and a daughter for me?
SHE. That’s a very high price. And we are totally different.
HE. One night my fate visited me.
SHE. You didn’t recognize her at first, did you? 
HE. I told her, ‘I don’t need your sympathy, you whore!’  
BLACKOUT
THE THIRD NIGHT
The same location. Silent music. Lif’s dancing. The door’s slowly opening. There’s Max at the doorway. He’s in casual clothes.
MAX. Hello.
LIF. Oh!
MAX. Nice music. (Comes in) How do I look? 
LIF. Oh, that’s you. A getup really changes some people.
MAX. I wear casual on weekends.
LIF. It’s kind of unusual.
MAX. How are you?
LIF. Bad. I can’t find a room. Nobody cares. But they gave me an ironclad guarantee that there’d be something on the 2nd.
MAX. How much did you pay German for the lodging?
LIF. Nothing. I bought a bottle of champagne for him and a Christmas tree toy. 
MAX. Oh my, not champagne! He’s on the wagon! If he takes to the bottle again, God knows what might happen…
LIF. Well, I didn’t know that. And he doesn’t look like a boozer. He seemed rather personable to me indeed, we talked about poetry. He said he likes Esenin and knows some of Mayakovsky’s by heart.  
MAX. Old windbag. He can’t be trusted.
LIF. I have no other way. I did the washing again. If it confuses you, I can get it off.
MAX. No, it’s okay. Do you sleep on the mats?
LIF. Yeah. Two mats, one on another, and I’m on top of them.
MAX. No pillow?
LIF. No. 
MAX. Good.
                                                                      PAUSE
MAX. Well, actually I’ve come here on business. 
LIF. If it’s something bad, don’t tell me straight away. 
MAX. Why bad?
LIF. I don’t know. I feel like I’m trembling all over.
MAX. Are you cold?
LIF. No, it’s different. I sometimes see what may happen in near future.
MAX. Why do you think it’s something bad? Quite the opposite. I’m offering you to move to my apartment. You can live there till you set your things going. It’s here, around the corner, on Vas’ka
. Three rooms, not a communal flat. No money for the rent. The room is empty anyway. 
LIF. Are you serious?
MAX. Yep. Mother agrees.
LIF. How can she agree?
MAX. I make decisions myself, that’s above all. We can go right now. Shall we?
LIF. So strange. Doesn’t she think me a prostitute?
MAX. Who?
LIF. Your mother. 
MAX. Have you lost your mind or what? 
LIF. You know, she phoned me this morning, she called names, and announced that she wouldn’t allow me to muddle her son.
MAX. Well, she talks nonsense when half-awake so what of it? She flips her lid sometimes but she’s fine most of the time. So let’s go?
LIF. Thank you. Thank you very much. But I can’t go today, I’m waiting for a guy.
MAX. A guy? What do you mean?
LIF. My partner. I told you about him.
MAX. That peacocky bonehead?
LIF. Yesterday in class I took the master’s fancy, he praised me for the first time, and he pulled Vlad’s play to pieces. So he got a move on.
MAX. Well, it’s 10  already. It’s not allowed. German won’t let him in.
LIF. He said he would. We’ve arranged about it.
MAX. Is he a blithering idiot or what?
LIF. Well, I have to rehearse. I explained it.
MAX. Well, then I’d better go. Bye.
Max goes to the door. Then he returns.
MAX. I can help you one more time if you need it. You said I was doing well. 
LIF. That’s true. But at the run-through I need a real partner. You know I can’t take you to the class with me.
MAX. Okay, I see. Good bye!
LIF. Are you offended? 
MAX. Why? It’s up to you. It’s none of my business.
LIF. No, Max, you’re offended, that’s why you say so. 
PAUSE
MAX. A no is a no. I have to go to the pharmacy.
LIF. Wait! Please, don’t go. You know, I put my foot in my mouth. Nobody’s going to come. I was just frightened. Such a great surprise. And that weird call in the morning. All in all, I can’t do that straight off.
MAX. Why be frightened? I just wanted to help, with no back thoughts. Don’t bother about my mother, I’ll calm her down right there. I see you’re worried. You know, I’ve been watching you for a long time.   
LIF. Watching me?
MAX. Our box’s at the entrance, the diner is near, and you often hang out around there.
LIF. Yes, I sometimes sit there alone by the aquarium. I mean, I often seat there.
MAX. The windows in the box are plate-glass. So I can see you, but you can’t see me.
LIF. I see. So, do I look really worn out?
MAX. I didn’t know anything about you. I just watched you sitting there. 
LIF. Do I really look so awful?
MAX. No, I don’t mean it… You’re awesome. Only all the other girls frisk like little bunnies, funny and playful. And you don’t.
LIF. They’re each seven-eight years younger than me. I’m the oldest in my class. And among the guys only Volodya’s twenty-five, the rest are also babies.
MAX. So what?
LIF. I can’t frisk like them. I work from six to nine at the store, do the cleaning. Then lectures, classes, and in the evening when the acting class begins I’m on autopilot. 
MAX. At first you were different, I remember. 
LIF. Probably… I was renting a good room back in the Fall and it was close to school but then it all began… Now it is how it is… You must pay for everything. 
MAX. I said you don’t need to pay for the room.
LIF. Yes but I mean… You must pay for all your mistakes.
MAX. What mistakes? You’re talking as if you were a hundred years old.
PAUSE
LIF. Yes, that’s right. You’re right. I’m one hundred years old. I feel like an old woman. An old humpbacked woman. I can tell you something if you want. Do you?
MAX. Yeah, go on. 
LIF. The fact is I’ve already graduated from one university. I applied to acting schools so many times. But I had no luck. Every time I had no luck. So I got the manager qualification, worked for a big expensive store, and met a man. I had a fiancé, a good one. Do you believe me?
MAX. Why not?
LIF. But every day I thought that I shouldn’t be there, I shouldn’t be with those people. And time was dragging so slowly, and I didn’t know how to kill it to go to bed and fall asleep and stop thinking. Even at night I dreamt about theatre. Everything was fine around me, it worked out so well as if there had been somebody who’d given me a hand and said ‘Look, Lif, how cosy it is.’ One day early in the morning, just before our wedding, I woke up and came up to the window, and it was snowing outside, two yellow street lights were shining brightly, and a sweeper was clearing a path. The snow was falling heavily but he kept on cleaning it. He was doing it for a long time, very diligently. Then he suddenly stopped, threw his shovel off, and fell into the snow, his face up, his arms spread out. He was lying there, looking at the sky with an insane smile, and I  was watching him, frightened. At that very moment I realized that I had to break away from all that, from my old life, otherwise I’d do something to myself. Jump out of a window or slash wrists.      
MAX. And you broke away?
LIF. At the auditions I always flunked at the very end. I wasn’t strong enough to make it all the way. I told myself that I’d never try again. I made it my rule and I stuck to it until… I gave it all up, had a terrible rough at work, quarrelled with mother, drove her to heart attack, my fiancé wanted to kill me. He chased me around the town with a knife. Bastard! He thought I’d cheated on him. 
MAX. Things do happen.
LIF. I ran as fast as my legs could carry me. So fast! I sold everything of value that I had and came to Petersburg to try to apply to school again, to stop that terrible itching inside me, to find peace… Sorry, it’s just flooded back.
PAUSE
MAX. When I was in school I also used to write verses. I gave it up later.
LIF. I still know no rest. I can see how they look at me. Some of them look at me as if I were mentally ill, others just laugh behind my back. An adult woman who crawls around the room pretending she is a dog or a hen. Of course, it’s funny! But I don’t give a damn. Nobody can do the splits but me. Our movement teacher holds me up as an example. Okay, I’ll never play Juliette, but I’ll certainly get Anna Karenina. So I put up with mockery because it’s a part of the job. I study a lot, more than anyone else, and I should work even harder. But I can’t. I can’t, because every minute I think about everyday life. I think about what I’m going to eat the next day, that my life’s been a failure, that I should’ve had children, that my body is flabby, that my memory is poorer than others’. Awful. I’m getting crazy! I drink buckets of coffee. That’s why my nose bleeds.
MAX. Come on, you look cool…     
LIF. No, I don’t. It’s they who are eighteen and who drive to school in Mercedes. They look cool. 
Max’s phone rings. He doesn’t answer.
LIF. It’s ringing. 
MAX. I don’t care.
LIF. I won’t say anything more. I think I’ve said too much. 
MAX. It’s okey-dokey. I understand.
(He answers the phone) Well, what do you want? I’ll tell her about neighbors myself. How can I know if she smokes or not?! What slippers are you talking about? Settle down! I’m not a school boy and she is not a young girl. No! No! No!
PAUSE
LIF. If it’s about me, I don’t smoke. I gave up two years ago. 
Max puts the phone in his pocket.
PAUSE
LIF. (Says very quickly). Max it seems you want to help me because I attract you as a woman. Am I right?
MAX. No! 
LIF. You just said ‘no’ three times on the phone. So you answered my question mechanically. 
MAX. What? Mechanically? I said what I said.
LIF. I’m sorry. I’m terribly sorry.
MAX. She used to work at school, you know. So she’s got a habit to give commands to all sorts of shorties.
LIF. Whether you like me or not – it doesn’t matter… Stop! It does matter! It’s one thing if I’m  completely ugly, and it’s another if I’m at least sexy. Right? It turns out that even night watchmen don’t find me attractive. All in all, men have stopped paying attention to me, it’s a fact. 
MAX. Nonsense. It’s winter now, it’s dark. People take no notice of each other.
LIF. Our classes finish late at night, you know it.
MAX. I do. You’re always hanging about here to the max. 
LIF. And after it you have to get home, have a wash, have something to eat. Normal people won’t bear it.
MAX. You’ve already said you won’t go to me. Let’s drop the subject. 
LIF. I have this nasty habit of thinking for other people. It always lets me down. I shouldn’t do that. Of course, I shouldn’t. But it helps when you’re on the stage, I checked it.
PAUSE
MAX. What were you dancing here?
LIF. Oh, one of my oldest turns. 
MAX. The music was dope. Was that Argentinian tango? I’m fond of tango.  
LIF. Yes, Argentinian. Dance is the only thing I can do perfectly well. Maybe better than anybody else. The girls in my class don’t like me for that as well. I’ve been dancing since I was a kid. I won competitions. I even taught classes.
MAX. I went dancing too.
LIF. Did you? Really?
MAX. I started at school, then I went to the studio for five years.
LIF. What did you dance?
MAX. Break dance. Hip-hop. And there was also something else…
LIF. And now?
MAX. Now I’m a watchman.
PAUSE
MAX. I’ll put the key over here. The address is easy: line 16, building 6, apt 4. If you make up your mind…
LIF. No need. 
MAX. No need of what?
LIF. No need to feel sorry for me.
MAX. Who’s feeling sorry for you?
LIF. Well, if you don’t find me attractive then what’s all this for? There must be a motive. It’s as clear as the day.
MAX. I just do what I do. 
LIF. Max, when people do something they necessarily have a motive and a goal. It’s Stanislavsky. And it’s proved. 
MAX. Why are you foisting that Stanislavsky on me? Didn’t you say that you were doing badly and so on?
LIF. I was just looking for sympathy.
MAX. And what’s my goal then?
LIF. You have to do a noble deed.
MAX. Hell why?
LIF. I don’t know that. Only mind you that all that you’ve heard from me is just a scene from a play where I’m so terribly unhappy. There, as it progresses, my fiancé abandons me, I quarrel with my mother and now I’m getting ready to commit a suicide, I look out of the window all the time and I want to jump right onto the pavement. But then prince charming appears. And so on. This is a play. But in my real life everything’s great.
MAX. You’ve been lying to me all the way or what?
LIF. No, it’s just the text. But I’ve also told you that I’m renting a room after New Year’s. Have I?
MAX. You have.
LIF. So this is true. By the way, it’s here, across the street. I’ve already got money from my parents, so I’m all set. Thank you for participating! Give best regards to your mum. What’s her name by the way?
MAX. You’re really crazy!
LIF. Max, I didn’t want to…
MAX. You’re just a fool!
Max comes out of the room and shuts the door with a bang. Lif, puzzled, stands in the middle of the room for some time. 
LIF. So I’m a fool. Ah, whatever! Whatever!
She pulls out her backpack and fishes a jump rope out of it. She starts jumping, uttering a tongue-twister. 
LIF. Oh what to-do to die today at a minute or two ‘till two
A distinctly difficult thing to say yet harder still to do
For they’ll beat a tattoo at twenty to two
With a rattatta tattatta tattatta too
With a raddadda daddadda daddadda doo
With a rannanna nannanna nannanna noo
With a rallalla lallalla lallalla loo
And the dragon will come when he hears the drum
At a minute or two ‘till two today
At a minute or two ‘till two.
The door opens. Max is at the doorway.
PAUSE
MAX. So, tell me what play that text’s from? 
LIF. What text?
MAX. That very text about your life, about your fiancé and all.
LIF. Oh… That’s a contemporary play. The author’s a young playwright from Ekaterinburg.
MAX. It’s all bullshit!
LIF. Why bullshit? Do you know all contemporary playwrights?
MAX. Because it’s written all over your face that you’re lying. They’re right if they want to kick you out.
LIF. When I was crying for real you did believe me. Didn’t you?
MAX. Hell no! If there was anything real, that was your blood. Why not say it as it is? Why not explain yourself like humans do?
PAUSE
LIF. I don’t want anybody to pity me. I can break down and grow weak. But I mustn’t be weak. If I’m weak I’ll just kick off.
MAX. What if I simply want to help? Nothing more! And I’m not lying. Why tell lies in response to one who doesn’t? What all these antics and grimaces for?
LIF. It’s terrible!
MAX. What’s terrible?
LIF. You’re an ordinary onlooker and you’re right. One can see how false I am! In these moments my cheeks burn with shame! They’re burning now! Oh, and my nose’s bleeding again. For real. Look. As if on cue.
Lif lies down on the floor, throwing her head back. Max stands still, looking at her. He takes out his handkerchief and hands it to Lif.
LIF. I didn’t mean to hurt you, Max. Thanks for the invitation. But if you think of it, I’m an adult woman, I’m moving to a man but I won’t have to pay money for this. How can it be? It’s easy how. I’ll have to pay, pardon, in kind. Another woman would probably agree but not me. I have other goals. I must become a star, you see? And I’m pressed for time. I have no time at all! If you were a producer or a director, or some other kind sponsor… I’d probably accept it. But now… Sorry. 
MAX. If you were a man, I’d beat your face for such words.  
LIF. Blood’s stopped. You seem to have a light hand. My granny used to say so.
BLACKOUT
                                                                THE FOURTH NIGHT
The same location. Sitting on a suitcase, a man is seen in the darkness. Noise. The window opens. Out from the street Lif is climbing in through the window. She’s wearing a costume of the Snow Maiden, the gown tucked into the belt, a rucksack of the Father Frost is on her back. Lif jumps down on the floor, shuts the window with difficulty, takes off the gloves and puts her frozen hands to the radiator. She’s either dead tired or slightly drunk.
LIF. (Sings, her teeth chattering). Jingle bells, jingle bells, jingle all the way…
MOROZOV. There she is!
LIF. Who’s here? Who’s that?
MOROZOV. Gotcha, birdie!
Morozov turns on the lights. Lif’s taken aback. In the middle of the room stands a man in naval officer regimentals. 
LIF. Who are you?
MOROZOV. I’m the ambush, and you’re my prey.
LIF. Where’s German, where’s Max? Where’s that… Boris?
MOROZOV. I’d give the sack to all of them, pension them off to hell. They’ve screwed up the work. They didn’t savvy the simplest thing – you can get here by climbing up the fire escape without any keys. Right?
LIF. Right.
MOROZOV. In the afternoon you leave the window open, and in the evening you just leap on the second floor. Yes?
LIF. Yes.
MOROZOV. Though, you can’t get to the stairs from the ground on your own. You need accomplices.
LIF.  Accomplices? Well, no! Usually I ask some guys for help. They’re responsive, give a leg up, glad to put a hand on my ass… A lot of them are hanging around today on the streets. Everyone is happy to see the Snow Maiden.
MOROZOV. You’re keen-witted, I like it!
LIF. And you are that…?
MOROZOV. No. I’m this!
LIF. I mean… Are you the Chief Security?
MOROZOV. I’d hang this security in the boat toilet.
LIF. I’ve stayed too long after classes, the trains are not running, so I have to…here…
MOROZOV. I know. Max’s reported on it.
PAUSE
LIF. So, he’s reported after all… Do I have to leave?
MOROZOV. Leave where?
LIF. I don’t know… To the street, to a porch…
MOROZOV. No way! It’s New Year!
LIF. And what?
MOROZOV. Well, I’ve been under water for six months without any women. You’re an actress, aren’t you? Sing, dance, right?
LIF. Well, I’m… Yes. 
MOROZOV. That’s a dear! As soon as Max fulfils his mission we’ll start a sumptuous feast! Agree?
LIF. What mission? And you…who are you? 
MOROZOV. Let’s get acquainted. 
LIF. It would be nice. 
MOROZOV. Maxim Maximovich Morozov, captain 1st rank. Father of your fiancé Max.
LIF. Ah… I see. I’m Lif. My name’s Lif.
MOROZOV. Beautiful name. It must be decoded as Love and Faith! Wonderful! Poetic! Am I right?
LIF. That’s right. But how do you know that he’s my fiancé?
MOROZOV. His mother told me.
LIF. Awesome!
MOROZOV. Rita, his mother, and I have been divorced for ten years already, but I sometimes come to Saint Petersburg to celebrate New Year’s Day. It’s almost a tradition. But today she didn’t even let me in. She’d been opening the door for so many years, she’d accepted presents and treated me with rissoles… But today – no! We were talking through the key-hole. Hell of a disposition before the feast – my ex-wife calls me an arch-traitor and my son is on an off-schedule duty. Though Russian sailors never give up… nor stay at railway stations on New Year’s Eve. So I’ve decided to moor myself here. And now, when I see you, I understand clearly that for the love of such a beauty one may never come home but work here daily and nightly.
LIF. Actually I have this wig and this ridiculous costume on and…
MOROZOV. You’re irresistible in this character. I confess you, I’ve never seen such beautiful women like you! I can’t help myself, I would just  kiss you right now… Well done, son, I approve your choice!
LIF. Excuse me, Maxim…
MOROZOV. Maximovich. All eponymous men in our family are Maxims. So I can’t wait for my son’s present – my grandson Max…
LIF. Uh huh, I see. But first we need to make something clear.
MOROZOV. You’re putting it mildly! “Something”! Listen, we’ll lay the table now, have a drink for the New Year, then have a drink for those in peril on the sea, and then we’ll talk till the very morning, and figure it all out. It’s past eleven now! Let’s arrange the table quickly!
LIF. I don’t mind, but all I have is some biscuits. Father Frost’s given me half of children’s presents but there’s nothing but sweets. I’ve been performing  since morning, you know. And I have some tea bags.
MOROZOV. It’s very good that you’re hard-working! See the case? That’s my magic table cloth. I suggest placing the table right under the portrait of Konstantin Sergeevich. 
LIF. Oh, do you know Stanislavsky? 
MOROZOV. Of course. Pity that Nemirovich-Danchencko isn’t here.
LIF. So, you like theatre?
MOROZOV. Dear Lif, theatre is the only safety valve for the man in front of you. 
LIF. Is that true?
The door opens, Max’s there. He’s holding a Christmas tree in one hand and a sack with food in the other. 
MOROZOV. Well, boy, you’re slower than molasses in January./(it took you ages.)
MAX. But it’s night already, everybody’s at the table.
MOROZOV. Look who’s fallen into my trap.
LIF. Hi, Max. 
MOROZOV. Just as I’d expected – your princess got in through the window. 
MAX. I hope you’ve got to know each other. 
MOROZOV. It feels as if we’d gone through thick and thin together. Huh, Lif?
MAX. I thought you wouldn’t come back from your gig. 
LIF. I’ve no other place to go. Now it seems I have to entertain you. May I change clothes? 
MOROZOV. Dear, astounding Lif, please forgive us, stupid bumpkins, you are free to do whatever on earth you like in your Kingdom of crooked mirrors.
MAX. Have you already crooked your elbow, dad?
Lif disappears behind the folding screen. Max doesn’t know where to put the Christmas tree. Morozov takes out the food from the sack.
MOROZOV. I never drink alone. So, we’re laying the table. I’ve got the full load – dishes, forks, spoons, caviar, squid, crabs, sausage, pineapples, brandy and some pure alcohol.
MAX. You shouldn’t have ventured all this, dad. The check-up may come today.
MOROZOV. Even if the devil himself – we don’t care. I shoulder the responsibility. 
MAX. Okay, yes, but it’s me who’ll get fired.
MOROZOV. And it will be right. At last you’ll find something to your liking. 
MAX. Why didn’t mum let you in?
MOROZOV. Because she loves me too much. It’s good that I’ve got to you. We can have a heart-to-heart talk without foolish comments.
MAX. You should’ve waited a bit. Her mood changes every hour. 
MOROZOV. Belay there! Dear Lif, aren’t there some candles and candle sticks in your theatre props?
Lif comes out of the screen. She is wearing a beautiful dress for ballroom dance. She’s holding two candelabra with candles in her hands. The men are impressed.
LIF. Yes, mister captain. Max, let’s put the Christmas tree on the windowsill.
MOROZOV. I’m lost in admiration. This is not a woman - this is a goddess. 
LIF. Thanks. It’s 11:40 already. We risk missing the ceremonial moment.
MOROZOV. Quicker to the table! Before the fireworks burst out. 
They seat themselves at the table. Max lights the candles. Morozov pours. 
MOROZOV. You may make a wish, dear Lif, you’re sitting between two Maxes.
LIF. I probably should make a wish about my wedding.
MOROZOV. Your wedding? I thought, that’s a bargain. Rita told me that Max even…
MAX. What “Max even”? What are you talking about?
LIF. Your father thinks that you’re my fiancé ; your mother said so. I’ve been recently told this news, now you know too.
MOROZOV. Let the old year go to hell. Hooray! Hooray! Hooray!
They drink.
PAUSE
MOROZOV. What’s wrong guys? Have you had a quarrel? 
LIF. We’ve known each other for five days, we haven’t even become friends yet.
MOROZOV. I wouldn’t say so. Five days – it’s enough. I know one lieutenant, he came from Naval School in Summer, so he found himself a wife in two days. They met in a bar. Three point plan. He’s on the ship, she’s expecting a baby.
PAUSE
MAX. Why do I get into a mess every time you come here, dad? What’ve you barged in here for? What the hell is this– to come without a word, without a call, like a kick in the head? How are we supposed to know that you’re going to come? Are you in the Arctic or in the Atlantic or hell knows where else? You just appear matter-of-factly. What if we had gone away? 
MOROZOV. Son, you’re talking irrelevantly.
MAX. I’m talking pretty relevantly. I’m saying that this girl is not my fiancée. Just an acquaintance. Not even an acquaintance, in fact! Imagine what she thinks about me after mother’s calls and after you’ve turned up here.
LIF. Never mind, Max, I understand. It’s alright. I’d be sleeping now if I were alone, but with you it feels like a real holiday. 
MOROZOV. Are you making a fool of me, dear actors?
LIF. Excuse me, may I eat while you’re talking?
MOROZOV. Of course. But now we’ll have a drink. The second toast.
MAX. We certainly won’t go to sleep without him.
MOROZOV. For those in peril on the sea! Stand up!
They drink in silence. Then Lif attacks the food.
MOROZOV. Go on, son. 
MAX. It’s a serious talk, dad! Let’s come out and continue over there. 
LIF. No! Please, stay here. I might be concerned too. Talk here. Only quicker, the chimes are soon to strike.
MOROZOV. Her wish is our command, son. 
MAX. Okay. Let’s arrange matters while you’re sober. We’ll sit here quietly for an hour. Then we’ll book a room in a hotel for you, you’ll go there, I’ll hand over my shift in the morning, and we’ll meet at home in the afternoon. You’ll make it up with mum. She’ll cook your favourite rissoles and we’ll celebrate New Year in our family circle. Agree?
MOROZOV. But what about Lif? 
MAX. Lif has nothing to do with it. She’s a stranger. She doesn’t give a damn about our family troubles.
MOROZOV. Dear Lif, are you doing anything tonight?
LIF. Getting warm, eating my fill, dancing and sleeping.
MOROZOV. Very well! As soon as my son turns out to be nothing to you, I’m ready to be your cavalier, pay for all your follies all New Year’s night long.
LIF. Thanks. I’ll think about it.
Shouts and sounds of fireworks come from outside.
LIF. The chimes are striking! The chimes! Raise our glasses and drink! Happy New Year!
MOROZOV. Happy New Year, princess! Happy New Year, prince!
MAX. Happy New Year!
Lif opens the window wide. Fireworks sparkle, firecrackers explode. 
LIF. Happy New Year, people! Be happy! Hey, you all, I’ll be the first anyway! Remember my name, my name’s Lif! Hurray! Hurray! Hurray!
Lif turns on the music, dances on the windowsill. Then she climbs down to come to Max.
LIF. Oh, seems I’m drunk and have a frost-bitten nose. You can warm my nose. Take my nose!
Lif takes Max’s palm and cover her nose with it. 
MOROZOV. You see, Max, you’re of use to some things in this life if such beautiful women entrust their nose to you. 
Lif falls asleep standing. Max holds her having no idea what to do next.
THE FIFTH NIGHT
The same location after a while. Max and Morozov are sitting at the table. Lif’s sleeping on the gym mats by the wall, covered with Max’s overcoat.
MOROZOV. I’ve been thinking a lot about you recently, son. 
MAX. Have you? What happened?
MOROZOV. I’m serious! I got the point, son. You’re a watchman. A real one, a professional one, an old hardened hand at watching business. But it’s neither a building that you watch over, nor people. It’s you, you watch over yourself. You’re afraid of changes, afraid of roughness and storms. Afraid that someone will come and shatter your peace and quiet. Is that so?
MAX. It isn’t.
MOROZOV. But there’s one secret, and I’ll reveal it to you. There’s no use watching over yourself and your quiet harbour. One day someone’ll certainly get in to you through the window. You should plunge into life, like into the sea, and flounder there with all your might.
MAX. It’s all very well for you to say, captain 1st rank, as you sail a submarine.
MOROZOV. I don’t sail, I go on a submarine! Why should I repeat that again and again?! Well that’s my deliberate choice. Of course, it can go down at any time, but even if I start sinking, at least it won’t be boring. Now look at yourself.
MAX. You mean to say I’m a failure, don’t  you?
MOROZOV. I don’t mean it, but you’re thirty. You could’ve been a captain-lieutenant or even a captain 3rd rank. What are you? Tell me.
MAX. I’m nothing. It doesn’t suit you? 
MOROZOV. It suits nobody. And nationwide it’s a catastrophe.
MAX. Remember that day when I broke my arm after you’d decided that I had to enrol in military academy?
MOROZOV. Hell yes! I kept all my chaps on toes to get you through all examinations with your poor marks. And you, shithead, showed up with a plaster. 
MAX. I didn’t break it in fact. I deceived you. The plaster was real, but there was no fracture.
MOROZOV. What do you mean “no fracture”? You told me that you’d fallen off your bike! 
MAX. I hated the very idea of living in barracks and saluting.
MOROZOV. This is not true! You used to like military stuff, you’d play toy soldiers, I’d give you toy guns, toy swords and war games. You’d ask me for that yourself!
MAX. Because I knew that it pleased you, dad, you were literally blooming after such requests. I saw you so rarely, and that’s why I wanted you to be content with me. But every time you went to the sea again I’d give my toys away to neighbor kids. Sorry, but it’s true.
MOROZOV. Recall that, after you’d finished your school you still couldn’t make up your mind what you wanted to do. 
MAX. I did, but it never occurred to you that your son was able to make his own decisions. Mum knew me a bit better. She knew how I loved dancing. I was really good at it. Though we were frightened even to hint you that I attended dance classes. You’d have taken me out of that by the collar, it would've been a row, as it was when I started going figure-skating. Remember that?
MOROZOV. Vaguely. But why the hell should a man jerk his legs? 
MAX. Here you go! These words are settled in my head. I repeat them with your intonation. Do you see what a mess you’ve made?
MOROZOV. I see that I’ve brought up a man, not a ballet dancer. And this is right!
MAX. And then came that story with the army. 
MOROZOV. We didn’t force you to give up your studies, you had a legal deferment. But when you give an oath you’re never immune from getting into a war.
MAX. That damn college was just a concession to mum. Oh, you know nothing about that either. 
MOROZOV. I only know that you became a private soldier after you’d shirked from being an officer. 
MAX. But what could I do? She was crying for the whole week, locked herself up in her room, she threatened that she’d hang herself if her son didn’t get in to a respectable school. Though I didn’t give a shit about that college cause I  wanted to become a choreographer. 
MOROZOV. You should’ve acted like a man, and your mother’d get past it after all.
MAX. Probably she would, if not for your another lover who showed up at our house that summer and announced that she was pregnant. That was a hell of a show, half of the house took part in it.
MOROZOV. I embarked for a Pacific trip then, and she just jumped at the chance. But it was all bluff. Lyudmila was a swindler. She was lying at every step. You know that I divorced her very quickly.
MAX. I don’t know exactly when you divorced one swindler and married another. What I know is that I hated my parents, suffered physically from strength of materials and mechanics, and my head split from the very thought that I had to go to that damn place again. But you know what? I had a safety-valve. I spent all my free evenings in a dancing studio, I danced, and I understood that I belonged there. And then… You know what happened then… Anyway, you didn’t care about mother and I, you were hiding underwater.
MOROZOV. Oh, wait, wait a little! You don’t mean to say that it’s also me to blame for your disablement, huh? And no mistake! What a fine fellow! Your mother can be proud of you - she’s put her most disgusting features into her son.
MAX. Hands off mother! 
MOROZOV. Maxim, you’re my eldest son, and I’m ready to do everything I can for you. I’ll give you money to buy a new prosthesis. There are great foreign-made prostheses available. You can count on me. 
MAX. And what’s next?
MOROZOV. What do you mean?
MAX. I’m not a Hero of the Soviet Union like Maresyev, I’ll never be able to dance with prostheses and fly a fighter plane. My life finished ten years ago because I’d been living only my passion.
MOROZOV. Poor Max… There’re lots of things on me that I did wrong but… you cannot understand that life is still beautiful! You shouldn’t overthink your miseries. You need to get married, have children, buy a car, travel somewhere on holiday! And everything’ll be fine! Cheer up! Cheer up, I say! And the main thing – you need to acquire a new dream! 
MAX. It’s you who’re good at cheering up! An expert of new dreams! Acquired one love, then another, then one more. I’m not like you! Do you get it?
Max suddenly stands up and goes to the far corner of the room.
Lif wakes up, sits up on the mats, and rubs her eyes.
Morozov drinks pure alcohol.
LIF. Happy New Year! I seem to have dozed a little. 
PAUSE
LIF. Maxim Maximovich, where’s your son Max? 
PAUSE
Lif stands up and comes up to Morozov.
LIF. Imagine, I can’t remember how I dropped off. I was sleeping and having a dream where Jack Sparrow’s carrying me in his arms, and we’re boarding The Black Pearl. 
MOROZOV. Who’s that sparrow?
LIF. Have you seen “Pirates of the Caribbean”? 
MOROZOV. No, but I’ve ploughed that sea…
LIF. Are you upset? You’ve drunk all the alcohol. What happened?
MOROZOV. Do you sing?
LIF. Sorry?
MOROZOV. Can you sing something?
LIF. Well, I can. But what?
MOROZOV. Something cheerful, or else I would just shoot myself. 
LIF. But where’s Max?
MOROZOV. Boy seems to be crying in that corner. Go wipe his snots, dear Lif. 
Max comes back, making his way to his father. 
He seems to take no notice of Lif. 
MAX. And one more thing. If I ever have a boy, I’ll never name him Maxim. Never ever! I swear! I’ll put an end to it!
MOROZOV. Come to your senses, son! Take back your words until it’s too late!
MAX. You must at last understand that there’re other people in the world and they want to be happy. Not on your regulations, but in their own way! 
MOROZOV. You’ve found the one to be blamed for all your woes. Well done! A real man’s man.  
MAX. I didn’t invite you! You always come at the wrong time and spoil everything. Why?
Father and son are disposed warlike. Lif is frightened.
LIF. Stop it, don’t quarrel, please. Today is the New Year’s Day! I’d rather sing for you.
MOROZOV. Sing, Lif, sing! Let him see how others are climbing up the ladder while he’s waisting  his life in a dog-hole. 
MAX. Sing, Lif, sing! Let him be ashamed of everything that he could’ve done for me but never did. 
LIF. Okay. But I don’t know such songs…
Max’s phone rings.
MOROZOV. Here’s your mother. Tell her that I’m doing perfectly well without her rissoles! Perfectly! 
Max answers the phone.
MAX. Yes. Yes, it’s me. Yes, sir. I haven’t heard the phone ringing. I’m making the round. Clear. I’m coming.
LIF. Who’s that, Max? 
MAX. Here we are. The checkup. I told you not to make a fuss here. I did tell you. 
MOROZOV. Oh, stuff, I’ll take it on me. Let’s go together. Who’s the boss there, what’s his rank? 
MAX. You’re not going anywhere. You’re drunk as a fiddler. Don’t make a move. Nobody’s going  anywhere. Sit here quietly. And not a peep! I’ll lock the door from the outside.
MOROZOV.  There now! I hear an adult not a youngster speaking! 
LIF. But what if they ask to open the rehearsal room?
But Max doesn’t hear her, he turns off the lights rapidly, and closes the door. There are several candles lighting on the table. Morozov, quietly and expressively, is humming the song “Varyag”. 
PAUSE
LIF. I loved my father very much.
MOROZOV. So did I.
LIF. I loved my mother too.
MOROZOV. Did they die?
LIF. Yes. Long ago. I lived with my aunt.
MOROZOV. Max told me that you’d run away from them.
LIF. I played a trick on him.
MOROZOV. Of course, if I hadn’t left the family, his life would’ve been different.
LIF. He’s a good man. He’s kind.
MOROZOV. Rita and I did our best. But being a good man isn’t a job.
LIF. Well, sometimes a good job turns a man into a monster. 
MOROZOV. I hope you’re not talking about me, kind Lif? 
LIF. You know, when I was a child I used to think that people go to work because they like it. They run, they hurry, they leave their coffee unfinished, as if something incredibly pleasant awaits them there. But then I understood that it’s not like this at all, that most of them hate their jobs, they can’t wait to be retired, that for most of the people their job is a hard labour. They sentence themselves. And they’re unable to break free or escape.
MOROZOV. Max needs a beacon. A star in the night. Otherwise he won’t come through it.
LIF. I heard what you were talking about while I was asleep.
MOROZOV. You know, I love theatre, but I despise actors. 
LIF. I wasn’t eavesdropping. I swear. 
MOROZOV. Personally, I like you, Lif. And Max seems to be crazy about you being together. 
LIF. So, why don’t you like actors?
MOROZOV. Move in with him. I’m letting you take my room. You guys match each other.
LIF. What? What are you talking about?
MOROZOV. Rita and Max live in the apartment. They don’t have any legal rights for it, cause it’s my parents’ apartment. After the divorce Rita and I agreed that I have a claim on nothing but one room. I retired and decided to come back to Saint Petersburg. They don’t know about my retirement, they don’t know that I’m single again. I was going to announce it today. A New Year’s surprise – father’s come back after the sea-roving. But it is as it is…
LIF. He’s here because of me. If he was with his mother, everything’d be different.
MOROZOV. Certainly. I’m sure, Rita’s still crazy about me. And actors… I don’t like them because you are tricky people. You’d better give it up until it’s too late.
LIF. It’s too late.
MOROZOV. I have money. I’ll buy myself a dwelling nearby. And when it all settles we’ll pay visits to each other. 
LIF. Do you really think that I’m going to nurse your son? 
MOROZOV. Sometimes the alliance of two opposites creates beautiful things.
LIF. I prefer men of absolutely different kind.
MOROZOV. I’m gonna build a dacha with a large swimming pool and teach your children sailing and general navigation. 
LIF. There’s a song, you know “Starts me off, sets the theme, helps me dream my Christmas dream…”
MOROZOV. Oh, Lif, if you only knew how much I wanted to be happy.
LIF. Poor, poor Max.
Voices come from the corridor, they’re getting closer.
LIF. They seem to be coming here. If they find us together, they’ll certainly drive me away! I’ll be expelled with a scandal! What a jam I got into! Gross! No, it can’t  happen! No! No! Just no way!
MOROZOV. Don’t fuss, Lif. When a ship’s going down one mustn’t fuss.
LIF. No! No! Let’s hide! I’ll hide you! We’ll hide together! There’s a huge trunk behind the screens, it's empty. I’m begging you, faster!
Lif feverishly hides the empty bottles. She grabs Morozov’s overcoat and hat.
LIF. I’m begging you, let’s go over there.
MOROZOV. Give me back my overcoat, princess.
Lif hands the overcoat to Morozov. Morozov, calmly, puts on the overcoat and the hat, comes up to the window, opens it wide, and climbs up the windowsill.  
LIF. Maxim Maximovich, what are you doing? 
MOROZOV. It doesn’t suit an officer to hide in a trunk with part-time actresses. This isn’t a vaudeville, dear Lif, this is life. Good bye. And be happy.
Morozov disappears in the window. He has either jumped down or climbed down the escape ladder. The wind, burst into the room, blows out the candles. 
THE SIXTH NIGHT
The decorations and all the other things have disappeared. It’s snowing. Two figures stand out against the snow.
MAX. Lif, I’ve learned the text of the continuation.
LIF. I bet. You have a talent for it. Start when you decide that it’s time. 
MAX. I can’t.
LIF. Why?
MAX. It all starts with you.
PAUSE
LIF. Call me any names. But don’t judge me. I’m lonely.
MAX. I know something that’s worse than loneliness.
LIF. Could you take me to Argentina?
MAX. Could you bear a son and a daughter for me?
LIF. The price is too high. And we’re totally different.
MAX. One night the fate came to me. 
LIF. But at first you didn’t recognize her. Right?
MAX. I told her, “I don’t need your sympathy, you whore!” 
PAUSE
MAX. And what’s next?
LIF. The snow falls down beautifully.
MAX. You live and never know who’ll give you hope.
LIF. Just listen carefully and you’ll hear.
MAX. I can hear… It seems like I can hear her. 
Sounds of Goran Bregovich tango “Ausencia” are coming from afar. Max is standing in the middle of the room, Lif is dancing slowly around him, as if inviting to begin. Max responds, and soon the dance unites them passionately and tightly. The partner limps at first, but his flaw is gradually disappearing, as if it’d never been there. The lights are dying out slowly. Only two silhouettes of the dancing pair, vague and unreal, are scarcely seen in the dark. 
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