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A c t i n g
C o n f i d a n t

P r o m o t e r

A l b i n o s

R o g u e 

T a l e t e l l e r

T e r m i n o l o g i s t (silent on stage)

Z y u z y u k a, the T a l e t e ll e r's W i f e and O t h e r s (not on stage)
Acting is 65 years old, alert and agile. The others are in their forties. Elegantly dressed, in strict suits. Keeping amicable, although there is a hint of the real importance of each one in the relationship. They communicate without calling the person they are talking to by name.
R o g u e asks questions. The others sometimes react to them.
PROLOGUE
With a whoop, a whistle, a hoot - a trolley whizzes by. It is controlled by A l b i n o s; and Acting is standing in it, obviously enjoying the action. The members of the retinue participate in the game in a cheerful manner: they hop with dancing motion, clowning and fooling around.
The group disappears backstage, the clinking of broken glass is heard.
Act One

A room in a hotel in a European city.
A l l except the T a l e t e l l e r. A heavy atmosphere. T h o s e p r e s e n t can sense the A c t i n g's growing irritation and know the object of the irritation - the T a l e t e l l e r. 
Waiting to show up to pounce on him.
R o g u e. All problems are from under-: under-feeding, under-drinking, under-sleeping, under-...
C o n f i d a n t (feeling his way). The early riser will not soon see the sundown. Diligently carrying out the assignment.
A l b i n o s. Meeting the challenges of modernity at dagger point. 
R o g u e. Clingy. The ladies grow numb. 
A l b i n o s. Waking up early is beneficial. Who gets up with the day dawn, retains the foresight. The one who missed it is brain fogged.
C o n f i d a n t. Pluto was whisked away. It was a waste of effort. Astronomers - bang - listed it as a dwarf, the spoiler's gone. Humbly spinning in orbit, without throwing up roadblocks. Unprecedented cuts are predicted.
P r o m o t e r. Only let loose. They'll put it down to pygmies. The crowd, as always, is silent.
C o n f i d a n t. Before, one might speak well of it once in a while.
A l b i n o s. Big bang... Dark holes... Still starving.
R o g u e. The devil take it! 
P r o m o t e r. And rightly so. Hell with Pluto! 
R o g u e. There are germs everywhere. In a gram of dust - over the top. Fierce battles cannot be avoided. Or let's take an iceberg. You cut the top off, it stubbornly pops out of the water. None the worse for it. 
C o n f i d a n t (shouting in fury). Who squeezed into the delegation? 
A l b i n o s. Our corporate team is staffed, traditions are cemented....
C o n f i d a n t (rankling). The unbreakable rule is, "Move to the stone jug." Sit tight, we dime no one out. We'll cover up.
A l b i n o s. Quarrels, no glass broken, running alongside.
R o g u e. He might have a screw loose... not know beans? 
A l b i n o s (bluntly). Not know beans? Business sharks tremblingly cross the threshold of the reception area!
C o n f i d a n t. Over-jumping or someone pulling the levers.
P r o m o t e r. Undermining the canons.  
A c t i n g. Too late. Arrangements are made from the get-go.
A l b i n o s. Squeezed in, desperately needed....
C o n f i d a n t. The delegation was recruited in the authority.
A c t i n g (frowningly). Personally?
A l b i n o s. Petrov invited me.
P r o m o t e r. There's a lot of Petrovs there, all Yuri Nikolayevichs. Old-fashioned.
C o n f i d a n t. He've sworn off being buddy-buddy with dubious individuals! On the verge of a nervous breakdown... Louse, rotten, but tormented by uncertainty.
R o g u e. Bluffing! Authorising occasionally.
C o n f i d a n t. This is the problem! Who authorises? We take no one off the street! We use lie detector, make enquiries. The security division is in charge of human resources. And still, a newcomer shows up, I prick up ears. They characterise him: "skilful," but he's a primitive cuke. They recommend him to be a "one of the gang," but he's an enemy till the end of days. It's not hard to get into trouble. (Pause.)
Is he on the right or the left? Team member?
A l b i n o s. What a member is a member, the grouping is unclear.
P r o m o t e r. There's a lot of kangaroos out there. He's into one in the morning, then betrayed in the evening. Where there's a hefty dividend, that's where you go.
R o g u e (with a rise). Suppose it's spring and summer. Can you guess the diametric ones?
C o n f i d a n t. In the main line-up?
A l b i n o s. Backup. Probation. 
C o n f i d a n t. A member of the team....covering each other's backs.... 
R o g u e. He's wandering around.
C o n f i d a n t. They've been lounging around for a long time, but they're not allowed to go to court. Huffing and puffing, for no reason at all. 
P r o m o t e r. Keeping on a short leash. In anticipation of merit, agrement. For many are invited, but few are chosen.
C o n f i d a n t. Coalitions don't come by chance. Selection is tough, painstaking. 
A l b i n o s. Got caught up? Do not trouble trouble until trouble troubles you. The river flows into the ocean, the money into the treasure pot.
R o g u e. Give a dressing down? Commit boo-boo? 
A l b i n o s. Beat up a bit?
A c t i n g. It will keep!
P r o m o t e r. A snoop, a stool pigeon?

A c t i n g. Okay, by ritual. Drinking, dancing. We'll gradually put out a feeler. He'll pop down to the organising committee, register it. (On an upbeat note.) Do we like international contacts?
A l l (all together). Close to us!
A l l breathed a sigh of relief.
With a pile of passports and a bunch of keys, a radiant T a l e t e l l e r appears.
T a l e t e l l e r. The hotel clerk is confused as to why the extra room. "Administrative. Advisory." He tailed off. I'll give him his travel allowance. Ministry of Finance directives are vague. Day of arrival and day of departure - one day or two? Let's reason: we flew in early, we'll leave the night after tomorrow.... 
C o n f i d a n t. Cut the cackle! Get the bottles!
T a l e t e l l e r. Bottles in a jiffy. Passports and traveling allowance...
A l b i n o s (venomously). Are you deaf? Bottles, then stinky traveling allowance.
T a l e t e l l e r. Stinky? I mean, they're green, brick, blue....
C o n f i d a n t (tartly). Are you hooked on these colours?
P r o m o t e r. We're... apathetic.

T a l e t e l l e r. I'll get the bottles, please bring glasses. Your passports and keys, gentlemen. 
Handing over the key and passport in turn.
A l l carry bottles, crockery.
T e r m i n o l o g i s t with a tape recorder and a fishbowl, puts it on the table. Feeding the fish periodically.
A l b i n o s holds out orange armbands to A c t i n g.
A l b i n o s. This is for you.
A c t i n g (putting on armbands). Orange? You got me. Thank you.  
With two packed briefcases, the T a l e t e l l e r shows up.
T a l e t e l l e r (chirping carelessly, taking out bottles, food wrappers). There's a lanyard with an SOS tag hanging in the bathroom. Whoever needs it, pulls it, the clerk's right there. Share a meal. You're welcome, gentlemen, independently.
A l b i n o s (ominously, to the T a l e t e l l e r). Why not in the stone jug?
T a l e t e l l e r. Why should I?
C o n f i d a n t. There was a directive.
A l b i n o s. On the defence of public considerations.
T a l e t e l l e r. Directives... considerations...
C o n f i d a n t. Did you crack the glass?
T a l e t e l l e r. The camera caught it, it wasn't me.
A l b i n o s. Who smashed it to pieces?
T a l e t e l l e r. On the monitor.

C o n f i d a n t. Video cameras are cheating. A planned demarche. 
A l b i n o s (decidedly). It doesn't matter much who essentially abused the shop window.
T a l e t e l l e r. Off and running, I chase after.
C o n f i d a n t. Authorship doesn't matter. Should have parried steadfastly, to sweeten the sour flavour associated with our high mission.... 
R o g u e. There's a bunch of press at the airport. Does the hotel have a psychological stress room?
C o n f i d a n t (intoning). Failed to show willingness on the jail until the incident was cleared....
A l b i n o s. ... until the amount covering the cost of the damn glass is paid.
T a l e t e l l e r (repelling himself). Trotted. Everyone shot off, I'm in the pack.
A l b i n o s. There is no selfless devotion to protect higher priorities.
T a l e t e l l e r. Agree with you. But the undercurrent of interpretation slips away.  
A l l look at the T a l e t e l l e r attentively.
A l b i n o s. You're rattling on in a bizarre manner. Any guarantees given?
T a l e t e l l e r. Guarantees these days?
A c t i n g. (softly)  Do a little time in a police station... under my responsibility?
T a l e t e l l e r (bluntly). What good is your responsibility? 
R o g u e (indignantly). You're looking at the Ambassador of Goodwill. Do you dare to be impertinent?
Acting. Well, okay. Not under responsibility, but under honour.
T a l e t e l l e r. Does it wield influence? 
A l b i n o s. Are you being rude again? Chairman of the Presidium of the Executive Committee of the Supervisory Board, President of the Federation of Artistic Whistling... 
The Acting takes the Napoleonic pose, the others take the "Attention" posture.
P r o m o t e r. The stockbrokers of all continents respectfully heed, and the intruding butthead rejects the obvious.
A c t i n g. Off with the responsibility, honour. What the heart thinks the tongue speaks. Do you trust me?
They look expectantly at T a l e t e l l e r.
P r o m o t e r. Not ours! 

A l b i n o s. A frankly vile fiend! (Examines bottles, sandwiches.
To the T a l e t e l l e r). And chabichou? Wedge of the programme. Instructed?
T a l e t e l l e r. Wherever one looks, there's a wedge. Here's the tricky bit with chabichou. 
A c t i n g (in a grouchy tone). A nonsense here, a confusion there. Is it gonna be smooth?
A l b i n o s (to the T a l e t e l l e r) Intended to dig and spritz around? Exceptionally positive.
Immediately, they forgot about the T a l e t e l l e r.
They huddled around the table. Drinking lightly, savouring the beverages.
Making up stories.
P r o m o t e r. It goes well. Down the oesophagus, slowly spreading along the walls of the stomach.... Rushed past the pancreas spewing out a dose of insulin.
A l b i n o s. What is poured into the shot glass mixes homogeneously in the stomach.
R o g u e. Love scenes in theatre and cinema. In the case of a simulation, we are entitled to exclaim unitedly with the maestro, "We don't believe it!" If it's de facto lovemaking, it's a brothel. An insidious antagonism. 
A l b i n o s (to the P r o m o t e r) Shall I add the caviar eggs? Is it moving forward? Don't be secretive.
P r o m o t e r. Down and down. Along the curves of the gut. An intense savour! 
A l b i n o s. Handpicked vodka, whiskey, gin, cognacs, liqueurs.
P r o m o t e r. Absorbed into grey matter cells, increase masculinity, restlessness. A char to cell penetration.
Drinking. The T a l e t e l l e r makes notes in his notebook.
A c t i n g. You want to hear a funny story?
C h e e r s o f j o y: Yes, yes. We do.
A c t i n g. The hedgehog is resting on a stump, snoring. Up close, Bear crunched peskily. The Hedgehog decided to kick him out. "Hey Bear, want me to show you something amazing?" Bear: "Show me." - "Then let's climb the spruce tree." We chose a spruce tree and climbed to the top. "Do you see the raspberry bushes on the horizon?" - "I do." - "It's the most fertile part of the earth."
S a m e e x c l a m a t i o n s. Ha-ha! Raspberry bushes are a fertile land! Hedgehog, you rascal!
Laughter, mutual friendly pokes.
T a l e t e l l e r. Does a hedgehog climb trees?
C o n f i d a n t (balefully). Listen, what's your name... Pushed back the head of the delegation?
T a l e t e l l e r (wondering). Where?
C o n f i d a n t. At the airport, in the loo. 
T a l e t e l l e r.  Is there a written protocol?
C o n f i d a n t. Written and unwritten.
T a l e t e l l e r. We could flip a coin, toss up.
A l b i n o s. Do you have your head screwed on right?
C o n f i d a n t. He smirked smuttily. 
T a l e t e l l e r (defending himself). In general, I hardly smile, indecisive, screwed-up... There was a condition.
A l b i n o s. Conditions invading?
T a l e t e l l e r. At that time. I always smile conceptually. My psyche is labile and fragile.
A l b i n o s (rudely). Whose are you? Strayed in?
T a l e t e l l e r (pathetically). Thank you for your question. When they called, I rushed to the call. I'm acting on a signal. Discipline, chivalry are my parameters. I can be reckless, boisterous.... And strength is coming in. 
"D e l e g a t e s" are divided into two groups. In the middle - A c t i n g. At the side, not taking part in the play, stands T a l et e l l e r.
G r o u p o n t h e l e f t (stirringly). Geese, geese!
G r o u p o n t h e r i g h t (just as stirringly). Honk, honk, honk!
G r o u p o n t h e l e f t. Do you want to eat?
G r o u p o n t h e r i g h t. Yes, yes, yes!
G r o u p o n t h e l e f t. Well, fly as you like,
G r o u p o n t h e r i g h t. We can't! The grey wolf is beneath the mountain, won't let us go home!
Acting. Ready or not.
Players on the right side run to the side of the left group, those on the left side - to the side of the right group. Acting. - with enthusiasm - catches them. "Those caught" are going back.
A l b i n o s (to the T a l e t e l l e r) You don't catch geese?
T a l e t e l l e r (looking up at the sky). Where are the geese?
P r o m o t e r. We're geese. 
T a l e t e l l e r. Swan geese or common geese? In Latin, "geese vulgaris."
A l b i n o s Of course, the Swan geese.
T a l e t e l l e r. Warn when the geese are geese and when those authorised.
A muffled pause.
In silence, A l l silently take off their jackets, lay them on the bed, look expectantly at the
T e r m i n o l o g i s t. The one with an outstretched index finger - slowly and ceremoniously - walks to the tape recorder, presses the button. "Golden-domed Moscow" fills the room:
Golden-domed Moscow,
The ringing of bells,
The Tsar's cannon of power,
The flavour of pies.
Sweets and ring-shaped rolls,
Like swans on a sled...
"Hey, you vagrant horses!" -
A shout is heard from the coachman's seat.
Ruddy gymnasium girls,
A little drunk from the cold
Gracefully knocking
the loose snow off their heels.
I remember the doughty troika,
Flashes of distant dawns,
Your tired posture,
The flutter of long lashes.
It's all gone, it's all flown away
Into an irretrievable beyond.
There's nothing left,
It's just sadness and wistfulness.
Sweets and ring-shaped rolls,
Like swans on a sled...
"Hey, you vagrant horses!" -
A shout is heard from the coachman's seat.
Ruddy gymnasium girls,
A little drunk from the cold
Gracefully knocking
the loose snow off their heels.
The men - ecstatically, aggressively - perform the dance.
C o n f i d a n t. Zyuzyuka was offered to come with us. "Europe for three days?"
A c t i n g. In the heat of the moment? You weren't checked? 
A l b i n o s. The hindsight will tell if it's in the heat of the moment or if it's sane. In favour right now, hyped.
C o n f i d a n t. His pun: "Utopia is bubbling and zombifying." Cackling jauntily about monetarism. "The world order is excellent!" - declared in a public voice. 
A c t i n g. The old granny on the zavalinka... Oracle!
A l b i n o s. Jumped out from under the umbrella. A child with matches.
A c t i n g. What about the oath? Out of line. Floating upstream in hydrochloric acid.
R o g u e.  The salmon are also against the current.
A l b i n o s. Made a fuss at the tax office. Expressing discontent. Asked for proof of the cottage: where the dough came from. He states: "Bagged." Prove it! He'll regret it if he doesn't fly. Simeon the Stylit. Sat on the pipe - and stood still. A vassal in the janitor's room. Kamikaze. He'll beseech for some bread.
P r o m o t e r sobbing ample tears.

A c t i n g. Has there been a misfortune?
P r o m o t e r. I feel sorry for him.
A c t i n g. For whom?
P r o m o t e r. A little elephant. Dead, gone.
A l b i n o s. Of diabetes?
R o g u e. Of AIDS?
A c t i n g. Where was the demise?
P r o m o t e r. In the zoo? Of decrepitude.
A l b i n o s. Exhausted biological resource! Had a great life. Well-treated, crony. Not like us... 
C o n f i d a n t (P r o m o t e r). After you've lived as long as he has! You never know... 
R o g u e (to P r o m o t e r). You brought the elephant cow?
P r o m o t e r. One could say that. Trunk fans... Without hesitation, bursting with desire.... He delved deeply into the labyrinths of female psychology.
R o g u e. Was she pretty?
P r o m o t e r. Hottie! (Through sobs.) For appearance, she was stubborn, then flirted. 
R o g u e. The elephant cows are imposing, cordial, ...
P r o m o t e r. Thoroughly clean up the dirt. Selflessly indulged in a magical moment of love.
R o g u e. The elephant cow is spooning near delivery. A pregnant smile shines on her face. Was she filmy?
P r o m o t e r. I should say so! 
R o g u e. Where is it located?
P r o m o t e r. Usually between the eyes.
R o g u e. The trunk doesn't interfere?
P r o m o t e r. The trunk is the predominant structure of the film. 
R o g u e. Are animals subject to tempests of passion to the point of lethal sighing?
A c t i n g. Are elephants capable of suffering?
P r o m o t e r. They're the only ones who are.
R o g u e is whimpering too.
A c t i n g (to R o g u e). What's wrong with you?
R o g u e. I feel bad for the elephant cow. Orphan.
A c t i n g (sternly). Don't hang head. Congress is about to convene. Let's commemorate the animal. 
Drinking.
A c t i n g. Easy-drinking nectar. 
R o g u e. Easy-drinking means "easy going."
A c t i n g. Connections, co-operation - the indispensable lockpick of conjuncture.
A l b i n o s. Those close to the subvention administrator get favourable offers.
A c t i n g. Those outside the shortlist are worse off. 
A l b i n o s. Ragtag and bobtail. Her musty scraps.
C o n f i d a n t. There's a major project at stake. My holding among the applicants. I wasn't featured anywhere.... An old acquaintance of mine is a moderator. He and I are the brilliant political scientists of our era. Arranging for a restaurant, fine dining. 
A c t i n g. Initially friendly environment.
C o n f i d a n t. This and that, the chatter. Getting to grips with the hidden mechanism of the contest and my chances. And then suddenly, with a butt on the top of the head, "Why would your firm tender, and not a big name firm?" A night of bargaining!
A c t i n g. Directly extorted?
C o n f i d a n t. Tarantella, barcarola, sarabande, bolero.

A c t i n g (gaspingly). That's an exorbitant level! 
C o n f i d a n t. Drew a diagram of the kickback along the chain. Convinced!
T a l e t e l l e r. An acquaintance's last name?  
T h o s e p r e s e n t frown at the T a l e t e l l e r.
A l b i n o s. There are plenty of history and sociology guys around. Recklessly looking into the depths of the ages! Daredevils! Funnily twist ancient chronicles, put forward stunning hypotheses. 
C o n f i d a n t. They're anatomising all over the place. A gratuitous defence of the hackneyed truth. There was also a mishap with Zyuzyuka. There's a review at the institute. At that time he was not an influential dignitary, but only a candidate of science. The commission consists of a trade unionist, an economics graduate. He had no idea that Zyuzyuka was from the nobility and offered him a school task. For younger grades. A cyclist travelled from point A to point B at an average speed of 20 kilometres per hour. Return - from point B to point A - with an average of 10 kilometres. Calculate the average speed of the cyclist for both segments. Zyuzyuka's bogged down in Fermat's theorem, abstruse integrals. The trade union commander insists. Zyuzyuka talked nonsense, recalled general and special relativity, gravity.
A c t i n g. Speed is not a bagatelle. 
C o n f i d a n t. Saving the offspring of a Politburo member, the scholarly cohort hissed and rejected the task. Out of profile. 
A c t i n g. Chronic Fatigue Syndrome.
R o g u e. Who's got a clue? I'm inquisitive. Persistently striving for the heights. 
C o n f i d a n t. He went from a troublesome macro to an easygoing microeconomist.
P r o m o t e r. Passing a test in Marxist-Leninist philosophy. The examiner digs and delves tricky: "You're in a foreign country. You want to determine whether its disposition is socialist or capitalist by asking a single question."
R o g u e. Who should I ask? 
P r o m o t e r. The first person you meet.
A c t i n g. Set down.
P r o m o t e r. As easy as ABC.
A l l intrigued.
R o g u e. Associated required. 
P r o m o t e r. It is set down in a canonical way: "Who owns the infrastructure of production?"
R o g u e. It's all up! Profits! 
P r o m o t e r. The examiner gave a "C."
R o g u e. But he's dynamic, he's got a good sense of direction. He managed to jump on the footboard.
A l b i n o s (to A c t i n g). There were rumours of a fantastic car.
A c t i n g. A knickknack! Metallic green. Packed with electronics. Climate control, noise isolating heated windscreen, tinted windows, luxury stereo audio system, TV, Internet. The comfort is unbelievable. (Dreamily) Is there a pay channel?
T a l e t e l l e r. Ten euros.
A l b i n o s. Who's asking you? 
T a l e t e l l e r. I'm in charge of coordination.
R o g u e. Unobtrusively, so we don't have to endure the agony.
R o g u e picks up the remote control, flips through the channels. A l l - with shot glasses in their hands - waiting behind the back of the A c t i n g sitting on the chair
R o g u e. There are plenty of paid ones.
P r o m o t e r (grumblingly) Jungle, safari ...

A voice suddenly rumbled.
V o i c e. You're driving the wrong way, you grimy basket cases. Screwed up. It was smooth on paper, but they forgot about the ravines.
A l l startle, flee from the TV. Looking around, looking under the bed, in the cupboard.
A c t i n g (with loss). Whose voice?
C o n f i d a n t. Like from the telly.
A l b i n o s (to the T a l e t e l l e r) Find out. You've chosen. It's not a nice flat. The smell of sulphur.
A c t i n g. Wandering around, there are voices everywhere. Press the buttons.  
P r o m o t e r. Fangs, ghosts, mysticism.....
A c t i n g (with satisfaction). Who's the ringleader?
R o g u e (yauping). Playful, naughty! 
P r o m o t e r (commenting) Cute face.
R o g u e. The busts are equidistant.
A l b i n o s. I would venture to say they are geometrically symmetrical. 
A c t i n g. My car doors are asymmetrical. 
P r o m o t e r. Protruding naively. Provoking.
R o g u e. An obsequious provocation. 
A l b i n o s. The weight is distributed to both limbs. You lift one, it migrates to standing. Amazing! (Enthusiastically.) The weight doesn't disappear, it circulates. Fifty-fifty turns into a one-legged hundred. And it's automatic! 
A c t i n g. Consequences of ignoring?
C o n f i d a n t. Global indifference.

A l b i n o s. Priority? No more worrying about tomorrow! The presumptions of constructive developments are oppressive. And so in the element. Ignoring the consequences. 
C o n f i d a n t (whispering to R o g u e, the others also hear). The naked lady loses her appeal. Our convolutions respond to semi-openness.
T a l e t e l l e r. It varies from person to person.
A c t i n g. The terms "naked" and "nude."
As soon as the word "terms" was uttered, T h o s e p r e s e n t gazed at the T e r m i n o l o g i s t. The one stretched his neck, silently proving his involvement in what was happening.
Before that she is "nude" and after that she is "naked."
S h o u t i n g. A remarkable distinction! 
A c t i n g. Don't lump it together.
T a l e t e l l e r. Before that, after that. Aesops out of the Ark!
C o n f i d a n t (ghastly). Who, who?
T a l e t e l l e r. Aesops' hangout. Putting on an act.
A l b i n o s (decidedly). Is the supervisor putting?
T a l e t e l l e r. Before, after... Made it with prepositions. No more tolerable aspects of speech!
A l b i n o s. The negligee opened awkwardly.
R o g u e. Extremely slick! 
A c t i n g (baby-like). At least a hint of nudity.
A l b i n o s. The hook on her bra clumsily slipped off.
R o g u e. Surprisingly harmoniously!
A c t i n g. Read out the extract. 
R o g u e. Perfectly fine-tuned musculoskeletal system!
A l b i n o s. The support is good to go.
R o g u e. Not slouching under the oppression of years. An amazingly upright posture!
T a l e t e l l e r. I veto films with erotic associations. 
R o g u e (foolishly). Why's that? For what reason?
T a l e t e l l e r. Obliged to report it.
P r o m o t e r. Who are you sending it to?
T a l e t e l l e r. The scientific community.
R o g u e. Collapsed. Long gone.
T a l e t e l l e r. We look apart. Separately. We'll run a talk show. 
The T a l e t e l l e r is again making notes in his notebook.
A l b i n o s. What are you painting?
T a l e t e l l e r. Outlining the backbone statements. Great travellers kept diaries ...
A c t i n g. Mind your own business! Comment.
P r o m o t e r. Taking off his glasses! Wonderful striptease!
R o g u e.  the Domostroy quiet or socialite?
A c t i n g. A paragon of moral purity. Ethereal, airy. 
P r o m o t e r. Signed up at the district library. The desk book is Marx's "Capital."  
A c t i n g. Playing badminton. Rigid corset. Lace, and bells and whistles! The flower of love!
T a l e t e l l e r. A fitted waistcoat. And a short veil. Odious scholasticism. Stylish apotheosis! And the combinatorics are grievous. For all to see!
A l l all looked at the T a l e t e l l e r.
Examining the knee. Wait for him to pull a stunt!
R o g u e. Do they start with knees, lips, or rounds? And permafrost and perpetuum mobile?
T a l e t e l l e r.  Females are said to crave physical contact with males.
P r o m o t e r. Hey, Mephistopheles. You're all anyone can hear. The effect of your presence is overwhelming.
T a l e t e l l e r (indignantly). Showing his armpit ... 
R o g u e. Unshaven is in vogue. Epilation has become obsolete.
A c t i n g. An omen of femininity. Glamour photomodels have exhibited. More seductive than a scorched desert. In previous centuries, mademoiselles did not shave themselves everywhere and anywhere. 
C o n f i d a n t. You can't squander a bequest. 
Keep their eyes on the screen.
P r o m o t e r. Pulse is rhythmic.

A l b i n o s. Blood pressure's in its range.
R o g u e. And what about the unfortunate?
A c t i n g. All neurophysiological mechanisms are up.
P r o m o t e r. It's freezing cold. Pulse is off the charts. 
A c t i n g. Changes in brain activity in the form of pointed alpha waves.
P r o m o t e r. The muscles are stiff. A surge of adrenaline. 
A l b i n o s. Withdrawn. On the cusp of celebration.
R o g u e. An enjoyment incompatible with life.
The T a l e t e l l e r raises his hand.
A c t i n g. Unbearable?
T a l e t e l l e r. Puffing out the speech. 
A c t i n g. Subject?
T a l e t e l l e r. Foot swirls.

A l b i n o s. Benign. Requests permission.
P r o m o t e r. Learning. He'll fit right in.
A c t i n g (to C o n f i d a n t). Gossip about Zyuzyuka?
C o n f i d a n t. I'm sick of foreign touring. In Spain, it was referred to as a caballero. The sound combination, "caballero Zyuzyuka" bewitched me. It didn't catch on here. I bought a jacket made of sack cloth. Shabby, baggy.
A c t i n g. Spouse's impression?
C o n f i d a n t. "A grand wow!"
P r o m o t e r, N-o: "The real deal." 
C o n f i d a n t. All of a sudden, the oddities. He approaches the control desk and is immediately surrounded by customs officers. In a sloppy jacket - bypassing inspection, in sack clothes - the total shakedown. Put it up for auction. Shirked for four hundred and eighty pounds. Bought it for 20 grand. Second hand.
A c t i n g. He had a curiosity with his accountant....
C o n f i d a n t. Yeah, non-trivial. 

A c t i n g. The chief accountant is the general's bastion.
C o n f i d a n t. On the hotel bill, she demanded an addendum: "Breakfast not included." Rubbish, piece of cheese. 
A c t i n g. Zyuzyuka's reaction?
C o n f i d a n t. Forced for e v e r y trip.
A c t i n g. How long was it dragging?
C o n f i d a n t. Way too much. A piquant intrigue. At first I clarified: "Handwritten?" "Yes," the accountant insisted. "Breakfast not included?" - "Meals are included in the per diem." They told me to do it, I did it. (Mysteriously.) One day the accountant didn't show up. Zyuzyuka was wary. Another business trip - also a no-show.
A c t i n g. Dragging you feet. 
C o n f i d a n t. Fired! For financial reporting violations.
A c t i n g. Fired?
C o n f i d a n t. Got off with the gibberish. Withheld nuance. (Pause.) She was...beautiful.
R o g u e. The dark one?
C o n f i d a n t. A brunette. Blacker than anthracite.
R o g u e. Accountants are nervous shrews. What years?
C o n f i d a n t. Like... somewhere... under forty. 
A c t i n g. A woman in those years, a lovely woman. Skilled up and down, intuitive. 
C o n f i d a n t. An expert of the highest calibre. Any amount of money was stashed offshore. 
P r o m o t e r. That's why I bothered with her.
A c t i n g (dispraisingly). Fancy! A beautiful brunette, a skilled labourer, and he kicked her out, tossed her out. No forgiveness for him!
T a l e t e l l e r (with a raised hand). Bubbling? My ankles and ankles sing and dance an unimaginable whirlwind. 
P r o m o t e r (staring at the screen). Promoting a cool beer?
A c t i n g. Or a gam?
R o g u e. It takes away the peace. The gam? Bone lined with an n-amount of corporeality.
P r o m o t e r. The root of the evil is the lover's disturbed mind.
"D e l e g a t e s" look at the Acting with reverence
A c t i n g. (in the pose of a reciting poet). 
                         I spilled wine between a woman's slender gams.
                         A noisy feast of mirth and sorrow
                         I used to be able to afford a lot of things
                         My actions, my gestures were envious.
                          You can't collect spilled wine in a glass
                          Something keeps slipping through the fingers
                          An occasion came and rode like a rider
                          And disappeared in a colourful merry chorus.
T h o s e p r e s e n t exaltedly applauded.
R o g u e. Would you prefer a mug of cool beer or a gam?
A c t i n g. Having a beer to tone up.
R o g u e. Your leg will get tired. The unforgettable Vertinsky. (Humming.) "I've wanted you for too long, I'll never come to you."
Acting, well, a gam then.
R o g u e. The beer will go stale. 
T a l e t e l l e r. Can't we consolidate both components: sipping and stroking a supple gam? It's the poets' fault! Celebrated for centuries. No more tolerable aspects of the body! On the game channels. Not eager to toil behind the plough on the arable land, the poor electorate indulges in endless games. Wouldn't hurt to straighten out the media bias.
A l b i n o s (to the P r o m o t e r) Biting on your channel. Filter and chopper enthusiast.
T a l e t e l l e r. Cinema, wine and casinos.
A c t i n g. Little by little it's coming out.... 
R o g u e (eagerly). Do you like to cut lemon slices into a glass container, powder them with sugar while the juice runs out? Wrapped in an aura, merging in trance with nature. (Without waiting for a reply.) Do you despise Mother Nature?
A c t i n g. Used up, Mother's botanist.
P r o m o t e r. Watching the film is a tectonic trauma. Preliminary contemplation of the panorama out the window. 
Considering the view from the window.
A l b i n o s. Scattered touches of the landscape. A winding street. A house, a tree, a branch over the roof. (to R o g u e). Under the tree you are.
C o n f i d a n t. With friends, with us.
A l b i n o s. Or with a girl. Ripe for tenderness.
R o g u e. And then?
A l b i n o s. A reverse manoeuvre. From tree to branch, from branch to our barracks.
P r o m o t e r (with admiration) The sun gives off light. At its zenith, it's already warming up. The birds are chirping! 
R o g u e. Where, where does it give off? Where to look? Dreaming regularly. Optical deception. I mistake light for darkness. (Turns head.) Where is the light coming from? 
P r o m o t e r. Completely white. Radiant, seductive.
A l b i n o s. Shall we pocket more light? 
P r o m o t e r. Meditating on the eternal... and ceasing to contemplate.
Moving away from the window.
A l l look at the P r o m o t e r.
P r o m o t e r (trapped). Repeat the spectacle?
A c t i n g. Right on?
A l b i n o s (obligingly). The other day. 
P r o m o t e r (giving up) Here we go. 
A c t i n g. Tomboy, below the radar, underhand. 
C o n f i d a n t. They don't come to us. These sums...
A c t i n g. Whisper.
P r o m o t e r (vaguely) The number of zeros?.. Humbly excuse me.
A l b i n o s. Spill the beans, mushmouth.
P r o m o t e r (vexatiously) Naive idiot! It was negotiated for good measure. Once got careless, you're knocked off in no time. 
C o n f i d a n t. You got any plans?..
A l b i n o s. The profit margin is impressive...
P r o m o t e r (evil) Should I make myself scarce?
C o n f i d a n t. In no way! The winning ticket goes to singles. The source is all the same. We assume, but we keep quiet. What's important is the fact.
A c t i n g. The fact is super magnificent.
C o n f i d a n t. It's not a bad thing to forecast prospects.
A short pause. Weighing the arguments made.
(to P r o m o t e r.) We want to help...
P r o m o t e r (manoeuvering) If you please, colleagues. But the splitting is complicated. Suggest a criterion: with whom. With you, yes! But you've got your associates. They're my eventual splitters, too. I'm open to discussion. (Looking out the window.) Two girls appeared at the end of the street.
A c t i n g. Kicking their feet against the pavement. Didn't want to waddle, so off she went.
R o g u e. Tale-bearers have something...
T a l e t e l l e r (mischievously). Not every one.
A l l (indignantly). Are you talking bullshit?
T a l e t e l l e r. Attended, memorised.
A l l. We attended, too.
T a l e t e l l e r. I did it more often. 
A l l. You cheeky bastard! You rascal! We're regulars, too. 
T a l e t e l l e r. A staunch opponent of the functional attitude. I'm proponent of seeing a woman as a mate. A mate in the service, in the home, in the family.
R o g u e. Is a mate in the family allowed to be touched?
T a l e t e l l e r. In extreme cases.

A c t i n g (depressingly). Extravagant thesis. 
P r o m o t e r. Can you put this into practice?
T a l e t e l l e r. Trenching on the foundations. 
The C o m p a n i o n s closely surrounded the T a l e t e l l e r.
A c t i n g. Trenching on fire, water, earth, air?
T a l e t e l l e r. There is an encroacher, a denier, an implementer. Why do you go there?
P r o m o t e r. Where to there?
T a l e t e l l e r. Under the skirt. Young pathfinders! Everything's the same. The way it's done, that's the way it is. Not enough texture, not enough specifics. 
A l b i n o s. A relentless return to the roots.
R o g u e. Come back or don't come back, the hankering never fades.
A c t i n g. New generations with plenty of zing, with abandon. It's fun for them too.
T a l e t e l l e r. Well, dive in.
A c t i n g. Permission granted?
T a l e t e l l e r. Blessing you for your feat of arms. 
C o n f i d a n t. Progressive humanity has been ferreting out ...
T a l e t e l l e r. Misguided. 

A c t i n g (dolefully). We learnt the route by trial and error. The path is trodden, step boldly on it.
R o g u e. Do you enjoy dandelion jam?
T a l e t e l l e r. You'll agree, having listened to the arguments.
C o n f i d a n t. Screw you... Progressive...
T a l e t e l l e r. A convenient alternative: the idyll of a serene existence. It's worth pushing these delights out of your subcortex. Expelled, pacified, rewarded with a serene existence.
A c t i n g (soberly). Old manuscripts of philosophers are useful. A reference to humanity, to progressive... It was misguided, or the insane denier is bogged down in marasmus. 
A l b i n o s. Lucretius Carus, in On the Nature of Things, writes.....
C o n f i d a n t (to T a l e t e l l e r). The handlers tortured?
T a l e t e l l e r. Where I'm going, my destination. Named it. Universal Congress "Modernity and amphibians. A glimpse into the bright future."
R o g u e. Are you fighting your instincts? Hunger, cravings..... Quenching them is a no-nonsense enterprise.
T a l e t e l l e r (without losing the track). There is... a sham... 
C o n f i d a n t. This is a sham! 
R o g u e. And the climax! Climax! They lay down their lives for it.
A c t i n g (with loss). Disturbed. Oh, disturbed! Forgot where he put the money.
(To the T a l e t e l l e r).  Well, look at the smart guy. Ooh, a shamy nerd. 
T a l e t e l l e r. The hand slowly rises to the edge of the stockings and anticipatory area... 
T h o s e p r e s e n t are listening with bated breath.
A c t i n g. More picturesque...
T a l e t e l l e r. Sociological polls say stockings with braces are more productive in teasing the cerebellum. 
R o g u e. Identical matter. A quirk of male pathology.
A c t i n g. Beliberda's secretary overheard gibberish that he was partial to smoky stockings. Instantly, the firm was struck by a delight: sheer smokiness. The head is a spring of violent fantasies. (Touchingly, to T a l e t e l l e r.) You... about the zone. Timely targeting...
A l b i n o s. And targeted timeliness. Congress's hottest topic.
T a l e t e l l e r. The hand is leisurely climbing in a crouching manner..... Long or short, motivation reigns supreme. At a trap, inspiration withers.
E x c l a m a t i o n s o f o u t r a g e. On the contrary, it's getting stronger! He's playing the fool, acting out! 
A c t i n g (in a serious way). Reaching and cultivating a plot of land. I'm committed to tradition. 
V o i c e s. We're committed, too.
A c t i n g. An ignorant orthodox, conservative. 
T a l e t e l l e r. She's fit, graceful. She is to be admired. A little bit of admiration, a little bit of shade. 
R o g u e. Do you remember the cubes, the dirt-pies.... 
A c t i n g. I remember a girl, I was racing a hoop in Sokolniki.... Tags, blind Tom. Sometimes I get it into my head: barefoot childhood, millions, what are they for if you don't run a race?
R o g u e. Sokolniki, rare earth metals.
T a l e t e l l e r. Female regions are captivating, some cause prejudice.
A c t i n g. Everyone's a thrill.
T a l e t e l l e r. There are peripheral ones. A shoulder. You'll get nothing out of it.
R o g u e. She threw the shawl over her fragile and delicate shoulders.
T a l e t e l l e r. Got it on board. And the elbow? 
R o g u e. Sometimes the elbow.
T a l e t e l l e r. Eyes, neck, lips ...
A l b i n o s (with regret). We favour a different kind of paraphernalia. Unfair!
R o g u e. Oblong, curved, wrinkled.
A c t i n g. A forehead is no big deal. 
R o g u e. All sorts of whims are acceptable. No attempt may be made on the inviolability of the hairstyle: holy exaltation.
A c t i n g (to T a l e t e l l e r ). Let's talk about magnetism.
T a l e t e l l e r. As you approach tempting nightmare territory, do you get excited?
A c t i n g. Already declared, orthodox and conservative. Ran the hoop.
A l b i n o s (doubtfully). Getting excited...
T a l e t e l l e r. The same for me! And if you don't come close, do you get desperate?
C o n f i d a n t. Screw you. Approached, distanced... 
T a l e t e l l e r. She's lying wide-eyed, waiting for the fatal...You arrogantly get up and depart in haste. Triumph! Overcame the amorous manifestations!
A c t i n g (feebly). A Jesuit brat.
T a l e t e l l e r. Free from the delusion. Unspoilt, you leave the tilting-yard. 
R o g u e. What do you take us for? (Counts to himself, but A l l hear.) Stencilled alcove pleasures in a day - an hour. Four days a week... Four weeks a month... Twelve months... Multiply by a hundred years... How many novels one can read! Or make up.
T e r m i n o l o g i s t at the aquarium exuberantly expresses his outrage.
A c t i n g (mind-boggled). And madam? 
T a l e t e l l e r. Thank you for the question. (To the A c t i n g) You can sense the creative streak.... The age-old gender litigation.
A c t i n g. To patronise, take under one's wing, or throw under one's own power.
T a l e t e l l e r. Not all will reliably pinpoint its underlying essence.
A c t i n g. The soul is the subtlest substance. Find it.
T a l e t e l l e r. Philanthropically, it should be taken to its logical conclusion. But let's weigh in. Should we? (Pacing focusedly.) Sincere condolences to the martyr in the grip of sexual dominance. His behavioural responses tend towards intimacy with his partner. Excitement...a desirable phase..... But... 
A c t i n g. Don't burden me with science, it's sickening. 
T a l e t e l l e r. The poor man fusses, buys authentic French champagne, black olives... and the refractory stage is approaching. (A l l listen mesmerised.) 
R o g u e. Are black olives a fruit or a vegetable?
P r o m o t e r. A berry. And watermelon is a berry. The pineapple is a cone.
A l b i n o s. Spanish black olives.
P r o m o t e r. It's Greek.
A l b i n o s. More often they bite at Pyrenean ones. Royal fragrance. With a bone rich in olive oil.
C o n f i d a n t. Spitting out the bones delays foreplay.
R o g u e. Stock up on green olives or black olives that are rich and meaty?
P r o m o t e r. Black olives are rubbish. It is cumbersome to quote Aristotle, Montaigne, Nietzsche. 
R o g u e (not calming down). Or the dogwoods and persimmons?
P r o m o t e r. Persimmon and dogwood are astringent.
R o g u e. Persimmons come in astringent, ripe, and blood fruit. 
A c t i n g (to T a l e t e l l e r ). Keep going.
T a l e t e l l e r. Making a deal. Dig into the oil, gas, ore... Warm up the participle. Similar to the gerund in Romance languages.
C o n f i d a n t. Gerund?
T a l e t e l l e r. The same participle. (Scholarly tone.) Still no clarity on the semantic and grammatical status of the participle! 
R o g u e (with acute fascination). Gives shit!
T a l e t e l l e r. Philologists are bickering, at outs. And you ... molybdenum ... tungsten, tin.
R o g u e. Previously, I was seriously engaged in the adverbs "passionately," "hurriedly." I got into banks, started making a lot of money.
P r o m o t e r. Have you been studying the "waddling?"
R o g u e. I have.
A c t i n g. "Bow-legged," "splayed apart?"
R o g u e. I've got a knack for boiling milk. It doesn't go off! I'm agile, compact.
T a l e t e l l e r. Still green, trying to take the helm of a multinational corporation.
A l b i n o s. Speaking of skin. Its landscape cast a sharp aversion. Now there's not a day without skin. It turns yellow, swells, becomes thicker.
C o n f i d a n t. Skins are delicious. There's a lot of skimming to be done.
A l b i n o s. Paired organs agree upon. Two eyes. The field of vision of one covers the field of vision of the other. (Alternately covering both eyes with the palm of his hand.) Open both eyes, the image is combined. Co-operative agreement. They're all working hard.
P r o m o t e r. Let's have a meeting.
R o g u e. On record? The verbatim reports are classified.
A l b i n o s. An agenda?

P r o m o t e r. Let's make a dozen laws. Production and circulation of ethyl alcohol....
C o n f i d a n t. We already have it.
P r o m o t e r. Shall we huddle about tobacco?
A c t i n g. Excuse me, give me elbow-room!!
P r o m o t e r. Tobacco and vodka combined.

A c t i n g. Hustler. Vodka... tobacco... Nowhere to roam? You forget whose fiefdom this is?!
A l b i n o s. Tax Relief Act in three readings.
A c t i n g. Hearing "benefits," "tax holidays," I sink into a pinch of glee.
T a l e t e l l e r (with authority). A typical oxymoron. The contrasts stand side by side. "Sullen clown," "bullshit respect." 
A c t i n g (confusedly). Are we at a congress of linguists or amphibians? 
A l l (all together). Amphibians with their relatives.
A c t i n g. Irrepressible linguists. Every second in suspense. 
C o n f i d a n t. We're stressed out, too.
A c t i n g (to T a l e t e l l e r ). Ox... Ox... oxymoron. You're on diesel. (Passionately). The main thing in an oxymoron is the diversity of opinions standing side by side. The colourful effect of contraposition. But in everyday communication, synecdoche is more common.
R o g u e. Syn... synec...

A c t i n g. Part instead of the whole or vice versa - the whole instead of the part. The little guy's ears are sticking out. You don't call him "Hey you, boy," you call him "Hey you, Dumbo." 
R o g u e. Syn... syn... doc... doc... che... che... 

A c t i n g. Synecdoche. An artistic text is a mirror of some fragment of reality, refracted by the skill of the author and translator. The linguistic differences between the original and translated text can be analysed in the light of their dependence on the translator's personality.
  A l l went deafeningly silent.
R o g u e. I know how to pick worm holes out of potatoes. Have you holidayed at the North Pole? And at the South?
P r o m o t e r. (looking at the bottles). Somebody's slacking off. There's a pause by ritual. 
T a l e t e l l e r. I'm a neophyte, I have a head start.
A c t i n g. Let him have it. We'll regain consciousness faster. 
T a l e t e l l e r. Cluttered thoughts are snooping around, fumbling. It is desirable to nail them and send them off along the azimuth. 
R o g u e.  And the swarm of frivolous ones? Fribbling liberally.....
T a l e t e l l e r. Regulation of the chaotic flow is desirable. 
A c t i n g. It's a tricky subject. Commendable.
T a l e t e l l e r. Blessed to be with you. An intimate stag party. Passions are running high: parliamentary seats are being sorted out, assets, liabilities, no end in sight. We have decency. (Looking round with concern.) And strong-willed: not a single skirt! Magnets are a drag. Princesses are a mile away. We are the elusive, the independent. In search of an absolute... 
A brief silence.
A c t i n g (lordly). You... don't intercept.
T a l e t e l l e r. Perceiving myself in a den of my own... Bosses are annoying: "The one you're betting on isn't ours at all." I was like, "Let's observe, let's not get too excited. The principles of personnel policy are distrust and suspicion." It's ours, you see. The bosses have a counsellor, a litmus test. It grumbled, but it got used to it. Operates like an aeronautical "friend or foe" identification device. 
A c t i n g. Exposed a lot of people?
T a l e t e l l e r (without lapping up). Addressing headquarters. 
A c t i n g (in an obsequious way). Yeah, yeah, go for it.
T a l e t e l l e r. Apologists-adherent like-minded people. My doctrine suspended...? 
R o g u e. You can't have a flame in the house you live in and take in-laws to the facility. Both options are guaranteed to cause mischief. 
The T a l e t e l l e r raises both hands.
A c t i n g. Unbearable? 
T a l e t e l l e r. Cornerstone plots.

A c t i n g. Lay it out.
T a l e t e l l e r. "A Woman in Economic Circumstances."
A c t i n g. Say it again.
T a l e t e l l e r. "Charm in an Economic Context."
A c t i n g (confidently). Issues of the day. Who's the speaker?
Looking at the R o g u e.
A c t i n g. Next.
T a l e t e l l e r. "Tax Evasion Techniques."
C o n f i d a n t. Speaker?
Looking at the T e r m i n o l o g i s t.
Looking out the window, looking up at the ceiling.
It's unclear if they remember what they talked about before, or if those conversations have any meaning.
A c t i n g (over the aquarium). Funny little fish. Swallows a pebble, spits it out. Nothing to do. 
T a l e t e l l e r. What's past is past and long forgotten. Right, guv'nor? In honour of the governor, I'll take off my last T-shirt and underpants. (A l l stared puzzled at the T a l e t e l l e r .) Dear gov'nor, would you like a glass with a red rim?
A l b i n o s (in a trembling voice). You're to... who... are you are you talking to?
T a l e t e l l e r. To my dear guv'nor. Dear guv'nor is our governor.
C o n f i d a n t. Who do you mean?
T a l e t e l l e r (pointing with his finger at A c t i n g). Him. It's rude to use your finger. In the nursery, you would get punished. Show some leniency. 
A l b i n o s (threateningly). Are you crazy?
T a l e t e l l e r. I'm asking my dear guv'nor about the shot glass. (Turning to A c t i n g.) You're my tender, shell-shocked one. The centre has its own leaders, here solidarity. Right, guv'nor? Or do you have sad thoughts, guv'nor, governor?
The "D e l e g a t e s" look at the T a l e t e l l e r in a stupor, then at A c t i n g.
C o n f i d a n t. That's a strange way to say "guv'nor."
T a l e t e l l e r. Nominative of address, vocative. In Gogol, Taras Bulba embraces his eldest son after they have exchanged blows: ‘Well done, sonny!’ (Noticing the embarrassment, he runs out of the room.) I'll get a bottle. 
A c t i n g (in desperation). Underpants, vocative case, gerund ... I forget why I'm here. I was craving lobster with white wine. 
R o g u e. A Muscadet would be nice.
A c t i n g. Or a bucket of warm mussels. Even lobster brings no joy. I can't wait to get home.
C o n f i d a n t. And I want to go home.
R o g u e. Infiltrated, dispatched....
A c t i n g. You... top up the whisky, it'll begin to croak.
The T a l e t e l l e r appears - giddy, fidgety. Carrying a bottle, a sack.
T a l e t e l l e r. Did you have a jump start meeting? Are you making a eulogy to my courtesy?
C o n f i d a n t (indignantly). To your fuss?
T a l e t e l l e r. I've given you some privacy. To gossip, to blow off steam. According to Japanese methods. (To A c t i n g) Did you have a nice stay, dear guv'nor? (A c t i n g's jacket is buttoned three buttons.) Always. (Touching the middle button.) Sometimes. (Touching the top button.) Never. (Undoing the bottom button.) Observe permanently. 
A l b i n o s (moved gloomily towards the T a l e t e l l e r).
A l b i n o s. You dare, kikimora ...
The blow was sharp, imperceptible. A l b i n o s flew off, stretched out at the door. 
"D e l e g a t s" took the defence.
T a l e t e l l e r (languidly). Other than that, it's fine. The shirt is boiling white, the trousers are ironed, the shoes are polished to perfection. The shirt's a little tight. 
A l b i n o s (lying at the door). We checked it, it's a perfect match. 
T a l e t e l l e r. The merchant had everything as it should be: a salary, a stable companion, offspring speaking many languages, a garden with a house, and a cheerful disposition. 
R o g u e. The tap in the kitchen is not dripping. I'm so jealous.
A c t i n g. Our front gardens are tidied up.
A l b i n o s. And the location is heroic.
T a l e t e l l e r (without listening to them). In addition to orchids, there were roses, gladiolus, and daffodils growing in the garden. There were boils on the neck all of a sudden. A colony of boils.
A l b i n o s (from the door). For a merchant, it's illiquid, a non-seller.
R o g u e. You can't even melt a candle with a boil.
T a l e t e l l e r. The healers are playing a fife: say goodbye to the household. I egged on to have a nice little party. What's the point of cheating out? 
A c t i n g. Smart move.
T a l e t e l l e r. I went to the shop, bought some shirts. With a narrow collar. The salesman clocked, "Take a looser one. Otherwise the boils pile up."
A c t i n g. Is mine wide or narrow?
T a l e t e l l e r. Revision. I'm the reviser.
Slips his palm over the collar of A c t i n g's shirt.
A c t i n g (anxiously). And?..
T a l e t e l l e r. A flattened palm slips in at ease.
A c t i n g (hopefully). Is it good?
T a l e t e l l e r. Dear guv'nor, alternately called loadsman or dear guvernor. 
A l b i n o s (from where he lies). What is he now: loadsman or... dear guv'nor? 
T a l e t e l l e r. Combined! The bolted ones don't catch on. We're advanced, we understand the duality of being a guv'nor and a loadsman. (Confidentially.) I'm in the top security clearance category. Operational intelligence is coming through... 
A c t i n g. The greatest value. There's always a buyer. Databases are periodically leaked.
T a l e t e l l e r. Pushing away. Pushing on... a bulldozer. Streamlets generate inexhaustible avalanches of information. The computers are choking. Transfers back and forth, promissory notes, laundering... The insider, closed information prevails.  I'm radically proclaiming to them to cut is short.
C o n f i d a n t. Them who?
T a l e t e l l e r. Those... providers.

C o n f i d a n t. Where are the spongers?
T a l e t e l l e r. In a concrete bunker. A reliable antivirus defence against hackers. 
C o n f i d a n t. Who are you selling it to?
T a l e t e l l e r. To those who pay. Commodity-money-commodity. Minimising risk, making strategic decisions... Increasing competition, identifying disruptive activities.... 
R o g u e. From now on, we are whole blood brothers and sisters! 
P r o m o t e r. Are they supplying you privately?
T a l e t e l l e r. Repeating again and again: I have plenty of my own. Barely enough time to get used, the deep one is obsolete. If you put it in your computer, it's time to block it. (Pause.) There's a whole lot of fakes, too. 
A l b i n o s. It's going down the wrong throat.
T a l e t e l l e r. Do you want a pillow?
A l b i n o s. I bet it's more convenient.
T a l e t e l l e r. Is there a draft coming in? 
A l b i n o s. I'll get up. Stiff neck, then crooked.
T a l e t e l l e r (rummaging in the cupboard). A calico pillow. 
A l b i n o s. At your discretion.
T a l e t e l l e r. Ecological product.

A l b i n o s. I rely on your taste. (Intercepting the glances of T h o s e p r e s e n t.) The experts whispered in my ear.
T a l e t e l l e r. A calico small pillow. 
Putting a pillow under A l b i n o s 's back. He sits by the door and delivers his lines sitting on the floor.
A l b i n o s. I'm not a capricious child. Can I have a shrimp?
T a l e t e l l e r. Shrimp is always welcome. A napkin... to prevent leaking?
A l b i n o s. I'm an aristocratic man, a napkin is right to the point.
T a l e t e l l e r (bringing a shrimp with a napkin to the A l b i n o's mouth on a fork). More convenient?
A l b i n o s. No complaints, no blame. Absorbing moderately. Edifying conversations. 
T a l e t e l l e r. Listen, dear guv'nor, the doctor sausage is like a song! The name is a cheerful one: "Twined Villages." Independent historians, journalists in exaltation. Sympathetic lucidity. Mathematicians are defending themselves. Read between the lines of what they are defending: mathematical truth or secluded profit. If a village wants to twin... to twin with a foreign country, you're welcome to do so. Even opponents are shocked at the reasoned arguments.  Crown degree: doctor of analytics. Proud of it! Let's honour the outstanding achievements of dear guv'nor. 
Filling shot glasses. Bringing it to A c t i n g, A l l b i n o s u, taking it for himself.
Drinking down in one breath, A c t i n g and A l b i n o s automatically do the same.
A talented shabby lab assistant who scribbled this entertaining piece. 
C o n f i d a n t. I urge you to repent of your shameful sin.
A c t i n g. You're a good one to start.
C o n f i d a n t. Sinned, repented. I can be the one. At school, I used to rush to the blackboard without learning the lesson. Those who rush forward are saved.
A c t i n g. Next?
A l b i n o s. If someone sneezes, I pretend to be a lady-bug.
A c t i n g. What's the point?
A l b i n o s. Wished the butcher health, had a heart attack. 
T h o s e p r e s e n t sprung away from A l b i n o s.
A c t i n g. Y-e-e-s. After sneezing with you... You'll forget the pipe. Next?

P r o m o t e r. Tongue stuck... 

A c t i n g. Repent before it's too late! 
P r o m o t e r. Anyway, I initiated the... wand.
C o n f i d a n t. Wand?

P r o m o t e r. For symphony orchestra conductors.
A c t i n g. Is it a deficit?
P r o m o t e r. A clever design.

R o g u e. You got a patent?
P r o m o t e r spread his hands.
A c t i n g. Experienced dealer, let it slide. Competition is fierce these days.
R o g u e. Especially on the wands.
P r o m o t e r. It's programmed. Score, chords, passages. Motorised.
Pause. Reflecting on what they've heard.
R o g u e. Not a sin, an invention! Among the discoveries by Galileo, Einstein. The conductors are elated.
A c t i n g. The inventors of invention?
P r o m o t e r. In the one person.
A c t i n g. On his own...boring... Need assistants, counsellors,...
R o g u e. With copywriting, it's does not harm to be cautious. Send your application to the Intellectual Chancellery, Music Arts section, right away.
P r o m o t e r. A motorised wand is attached to the index finger.
C o n f i d a n t. If the conductor went on a rampage... 
P r o m o t e r. Breaks his finger.
R o g u e. With a crunch?
P r o m o t e r. The crunch brings disharmony to the sound of the symphony. For the clumsy degradation of a note - with a crunch. Bullying, inaudible to the consumer's ear, can be done under con sordino. The phalanges will fuse quickly, the maestro will jump out on the stage with a quick burst of energy. 
A l b i n o s. It's a fine morning.
P r o m o t e r. It's lunchtime.

A l b i n o s. With low cholesterol, vitamins A, B, C, D and even E. 
P r o m o t e r. The day is drawing to a close. The Europeans are looking at their watches.
C o n f i d a n t. The calls are getting more frequent. Total euphoria. 
A c t i n g. (to T a l e t e l l e r) Look, assimilate the snobbery.
P r o m o t e r. Diplomacy, too.

T a l e t e l l e r. Diplomats are in cahoots with the climate: it's plus zero, then minus zero.
R o g u e (phrases from the phrasebook). It's a lilac day, isn't it? Snow and ice are sticking to the wires. The weather is horrible, episodically glorious. In the woods, the unknown lurks. Thick thorny thickets whip at the face. An unspeakable pleasure.
A c t i n g. The car is in an underground car park. Car refuseniks are travelling by transport.
A l b i n o s. They attend the fitness club at the swimming pool.
C o n f i d a n t. Doggy's smart. Aggressive, protective of his host. 
R o g u e. Walking is beneficial. A warm shower relieves the exhaustion. Barefoot boots.
P r o m o t e r. Not having been smacked for days and days, she bestows a heady kiss. He pays in the same coin.
R o g u e. Wifey's lending money. 
P r o m o t e r. The spouse is returning equivalently.
A l b i n o s. The flirtation is becoming irreparable.....
A c t i n g. A balanced daily.
R o g u e presses the buttons on the remote control.
R o g u e. A relaxedness, an emancipated grace. Juicy welcoming lips. 
T a l e t e l l e r. She reveals to us things about herself that she doesn't realise about herself.
A c t i n g. A variety of heels: thick and thin.
P r o m o t e r. By mistake.
A c t i n g. It's rare with women of easy virtue. Exclusive charm.
C o n f i d a n t. Diversity hints at pluralism.
P r o m o t e r. Rough features. It's like singing an Italian aria.
R o g u e. Hassle. I want unpredictability, surprise.
A c t i n g. Avid critics. Comment in a gallant, courtesan style.
C o n f i d a n t. A corny little girl.
R o g u e. On the set of trivial rejects.
C o n f i d a n t. With the hips being too steep.
R o g u e. The steepness attracts, inspires hope.
C o n f i d a n t. The eyebrows are not well-groomed.
R o g u e. Demonstrative lack of grooming is a sign of the benchmark. The architecture of the eyebrows has always been honoured as a dominant detail. 
C o n f i d a n t. Disorderliness in dress is indicative of pretension.
T a l e t e l l e r. She's busting out! Ew, shameless!
C o n f i d a n t. Mentored her daughter...
A l b i n o s. Destabilising. Who will compensate for moral damages? 
R o g u e (to T a l e t e l l e r) Is there an inner voice? Kick around with him.
A c t i n g. A woman's light permeates the universe. Beauty evokes timidity, adoration. Just beauty. The riddle is real. (Pause.) Lyrical remark. 
A l b i n o s. (looking at the screen, rises to his feet and sits down on the floor again). Highest potential! Airy shape. 
A c t i n g. Moseying? The snatchingly sheer outfit emphasises the figure-hugging silhouette. Mysterious boisterous girl...
C o n f i d a n t. She's no stranger to moseyng on. 
A c t i n g. Marching. In undress! 
A l b i n o s. It was purple, wasn't it?
A c t i n g. Exposed in the proper pattern: jeans, tights, knickers, ultra-modern chastity belt. Bravissimo.
C o n f i d a n t. Gives herself to the whiffs! They're enveloping. Flirty. We're misinterpreting her manipulations. On our mind: provisions for dinner. 
A c t i n g. She's having dinner?
C o n f i d a n t. Relishing dill, parsley, celery, asparagus. Voracious, but skinny. 
A c t i n g. The skin is covered with pimples. My eyes go funny. Poppy, enticing.
R o g u e. The pimple smooths the skin. (Shrieking.) Gemini. It's all a thick-and-thin pattern, with the fattest squirt hitting the neighbours.  Reckless pimple. Oh, gimme it, gimme a magnifying glass! 
P r o m o t e r. Fading out. Weak consistency, barbaric copy.
A c t i n g. (in a patronizing way, about the P r o m o t e r) Wrong place for the oil to flow, wrong place for the forest to grow. Pesky little bug. A freeloader.
A l b i n o s. Free shit is cool.
R o g u e. Well, gimme a magnifying glass! (Without waiting for a magnifying glass.) Fly with those who have no magnifying glass. The pimple's gone. 
T a l e t e l l e r (like a blue-assed fly). Howling shame on display! Befitting a young maiden?
A l b i n o s (gets up again, sits down on the floor). Where's the shame and where's the shamefulness? 
T a l e t e l l e r (on screen). There, there he comes. Stomach button. The stage is set! 
A c t i n g. Elegant, artistically trimmed.
C o n f i d a n t. Zyuzyuka's a goody-goody. As a free ride, he's grabbed a steel mill at the cost of a tiny two-bedroom.
A c t i n g. The stomach button is shallow compared to the globalisation of the economy.
P r o m o t e r. Trimmed meticulously, good-looking.
R o g u e (vapouringly). Mine's like whoa. Trimmed at the Mikhailovsky farm. Junction railway station.
P r o m o t e r (to T a l e t e l l e r). What you're suggesting. 
T a l e t e l l e r. Huddled by the fire, squirming with chilliness. The hypocrite is charming. The man's rough-looking, but it's exciting to watch. The masquerade conjures up illusions. 
A c t i n g (snatchingly). Enlarge upon...
T a l e t e l l e r. The skirt is at the level of the kneecap. Bad reflexions don't come in a bad bowl! Purely sublime!
A c t i n g (pause). He's as fast as an agile councillor. 
T a l e t e l l e r. Unbridled imagination turns to pessimism and depression. 
A c t i n g. Fire spreads heat. 
P r o m o t e r. Building a natural fireplace is a virtuosity. We demand natural: logs, deposit.
R o g u e. Natural cigars.

A l b i n o s. Walking down Baker Street. Asked the British to find the house of Sherlock Holmes. Never heard of it. A distinguished gentleman with his lady asks without a moment's hesitation: "Are you a relative of him?"
A c t i n g. Rusty nails at a flea market? They're buying them up?
T a l e t e l l e r. Where did the maidenhood... shyness go? And the grandpa? He'd just slap it on. Where's the grandpa? 
R o g u e. These days, grandfathers are a challenge for granddaughters!
T a l e t e l l e r. I consulted with my gut.
R o g u e. Whispered?
T a l e t e l l e r. Eliminate daisy chains immediately.

P r o m o t e r. You've been rented...
T a l e t e l l e r. In charge of intimate logistics. 

P r o m o t e r. What are you? 
T a l e t e l l e r. A congress participant. 

P r o m o t e r. (not relenting). Kudos... you're a congress participant... Further down the line, does the card fall? 
T a l e t e l l e r. Appreciate a strict Puritan upbringing. I honour the customs of my fathers.
A c t i n g (embarrassed). Screwed up.
A l b i n o s (despondently). Stubborn, didn't break the glass.
A c t i n g. By whom was wrecked?
T a l e t e l l e r. You must mortify the flesh. 
R o g u e. Have you made any progress?
T a l e t e l l e r. Femina inspires rejection. 
The C o m p a n i o n s ring the T a l e t e l l e r. He gets into a chair, gesturing.
Tranquility! You're in tune with your nature. 
Act Two
Same room.
A l b i n o s sits on the floor by the door.
T a l e t e l l e r. I don't lust after the Fashion House. 
Behind his back, A l l exchange ambiguous glances.
A c t i n g (sympathetically). Life is a flimsy thing, a dangerous activity.
T a l e t e l l e r. Transparent as glass. It became easy, disgusting. Judge me, blame me. I'm not interested in the ladies. For the coming days.
P r o m o t e r. And after the said period of time? 
T a l e t e l l e r. Signs of exhaustion are building up.... Dreaming spiritually and bodily.... 
R o g u e. Similar is the case with Beliberda. 
A c t i n g. He utters maxims: inflation, default, investment climate. A canary in a coal mine.
R o g u e. The abstinence record was broken - a month. 
C o n f i d a n t. The Almighty destroyed the shepherd Onan.
P r o m o t e r. To Beliberda later. First, about his terem. An enfilade of spacious rooms. The wife was hiding in the nooks and halloed. (Shouting.) Ow, Ow! He was wandering, catching up.... 
A c t i n g. Did he at least catch up three times?
R o g u e. More than. He's been catching up right. 
A c t i n g. Countless invitations were sent out to businesses and individuals for the birthday party. The trailers were taking the presents to the castle.
R o g u e. Are you in favour of private ownership of land? 
A c t i n g. A verbal aggressor. Did you eat too much semolina as a kid? Three, hibernating. 
R o g u e. I'm going to cock-a-doodle-doo and let it never get light. I'm a dutiful taxpayer of sound mind and firm memory. (Artistic pose.) Are we in a historical vortex?
A c t i n g. (bending his fingers). Deal! 
R o g u e (shifts his pose, no less enthusiastic.). Where do all reforms end up?
A c t i n g. It's a wrap. 
R o g u e. Did you take a fretsaw class?
P r o m o t e r. Oh, the legendary fretsaw, plywood. 
A l b i n o s. Beyond the Urals, everyone is friendly to the fretsaw.
P r o m o t e r. Beyond the Urals, oil, gases.....
A c t i n g. Three. Oh, man.
P r o m o t e r. I'm more of a one-humped camel. Dromedary.
R o g u e (quick as thought). Is it more bizarre to be one-humped or two-humped?
A c t i n g. The limit's banged out.
A l b i n o s (sitting by the door). I admire the hands. Incredible movements. (Rotates in the hands and elbows.) From the front, behind the back. Yeah? What do you think? (Clearly demonstrates, 
T a l e t e l l e r.) You're exhorting Lubushka with your left hand, she doesn't play up?
T a l e t e l l e r. I can use both. The foreign word is "ambidextrous." 
A l b i n o s. You can't use both. A hot girlfriend knows no restraint.
R o g u e (complainingly). Can I go fourth?
A c t i n g (bluntly). The agreement is for three.
R o g u e. Force Majeure.
A c t i n g. Used to keep waiting! 
R o g u e. Appealing to the elders. 
A c t i n g. Voting. (Whispered with "D e l e g a t e s.") Fourth. As requested by the working people.
R o g u e (eagerly). Did the Stone Age end because of a shortage of stones? 
A c t i n g is steeped in silence. Walking around, leaning over the fish. If anyone rushed to disturb the peace, the others put a finger to their lips. Some were silently filling shot glasses.
T a l e t e l l e r (after waiting). Auditing is a torturous process.
A c t i n g. Auditors are appointed with a long view. The prosperity of the shop depends on the inspection. Who's the auditor?
They are looking at T a l e t e l l e r.
T a l e t e l l e r (taking on that responsibility). Puppeteers, line up.
P r o m o t e r, T e r m i n o l o g i s t, R o g u e are lining up.
C o n f i d a n t hides behind R o g u e's back.
T a l e t e l l e r (to C o n f i d a n t). Hide-and-seek is futile. Line up in a row. 
C o n f i d a n t lined up but hides his face behind R o g u e's back.
T a l e t e l l e r (inspecting the rank in order of line-up, to P r o m o t e r). Don't lose your bros. I'm not talking about those rotten zeros. 
A c t i n g. Peanuts. 
T a l e t e l l e r. Talking all out, about major appropriations... We want to get you out of bondage. 
A c t i n g. It's our responsibility.  
T a l e t e l l e r. A small step towards. Talking all out... 
Turns to T h e r m i n o l o g i s t. Looking into his eyes, trying to remember, gaining even air in her lungs, but he gets off rhythm and moves on to R o g u e. Reeling off.
So, a proponent of a unified sexual space. How many litres are in a barrel? Are you positioning yourself adequately? Who will blow the horn? Are you in favour of the death penalty and euthanasia? Have we monopolised all the cardinal sites? A thief can't hide his guilty feeling. 
R o g u e was speechless with surprise.
T a l e t e l l e r and C o n f i d a n t study each other absentmindedly.
T a l e t e l l e r remembered something, returns to T e r m i n o l o g i s t.
T e r m i n o l o g i s t confirms his readiness. But this time, too, T a l e t e l l e r found no words, jumped to the aquarium, froze over the fish, returned to the C o n f i d a n t .
T a l e t e l l e r. So, Zyuzyuka ...
C o n f i d a n t. Sly boy toy. There Schmotkin goes, too. Nihilists! The pace setter articulates, "It's time to start the machine..."
A c t i n g. Articulators! Galloping emissions?
C o n f i d a n t. "... and legalise prostitution." Companion not for toffee! You could put him in the fridge.
A c t i n g. Shmotkin wears galoshes. The clerks were lightning-fast in taking the hansel.
C o n f i d a n t. The screaming cry of elitist fashion.
A l b i n o s. A carpeted walkway from the airliner straight to the front entrance.
C o n f i d a n t. Zyuzyuka reads the text the wrong way about! A hearing with an important boyar. Rolls his eyes and scans - line by line - all the petitions. He never thought of it, his vis-a-vis is trained for side-vision. Stares past the table, up at the ceiling. Or out the window behind. Misleading. Maximum performance at the extreme point of rolling, where a standard citizen's outline is obliterated. Had the privilege of serving in a prestigious office. Pedantic medical examination. With what dad, mum, brothers, sisters, all the wives were sick. Putting a dash. At the airport, he holds out his passport. The border guard shot a look, pressed a button. A lieutenant colonel showed up. He was hospitably taken into an office. Pokes at the photo. Surname and first name are Zyuzyuka's, but the face is foreign. 
A c t i n g. What's a bummer! 
C o n f i d a n t. The lieutenant-colonel is polite: what can't happen to anyone? "Do you recognise yourself? Did you try to cross the border with a fake passport?" The badge was confiscated, it smells like a criminal offence...
A c t i n g. No fence against a flail.
C o n f i d a n t.  Correspondence with the consular department ensued. The fake passport was revoked, the revocation of the revocation. They pasted the wrong photo. The chance was lost. A sinecure, a pyramid scheme. Can't be blamed on a defect of ingenuity. Been with a delegation to India. The negotiations ended successfully. Minutes of farewell. Toward the end, the Indian leader entertains the guests. Naturally, with a localised tinge. Naturally, Zyuzyuka didn't catch on. The Indian delegation collapses with laughter, ours awaits translation. He recalls a corny joke, recounts it in relief. Both delegations reeled, saying goodbye mutually satisfied. Spoke eloquently. On takeoff.
T a l e t e l l e r. I asked for short, you got a ballad. Zyuzyuka's and Shmotkin's credo?
C o n f i d a n t. Their credo is to lend money. To kick in loans for frivolous projects. But not to reimburse.
A c t i n g. Yet they get, don't they?
C o n f i d a n t. That's what they're for, to pocket.
A c t i n g (to T a l e t e l l e r ). Not too tired to carry a sack?
T a l e t e l l e r. Ordinary, pea-sized.
A c t i n g (opens the bag, looks inside, feels with his fingers). Need?
T a l e t e l l e r. To put in a corner. Bogey men. I always do.
P r o m o t e r. Remember the young singer, the sex symbol? Turns out she's a virgin, doesn't drink, doesn't smoke.
A c t i n g (in a patronizing way). It's nice that she's a virgin. The Fatherland has a catastrophic need, a frenzied demand. 
C o n f i d a n t. Shmotkina, a master of utilitarian sciences and part-time professor of cultural studies, divulged to Zyuzyukina the details of living with Shmotkin. Approaching the matrimonial bed, he has a seizure. Skin turning blue, vomiting. Consulted with famous sexopathologists, neurologists, pulmonologists. 
P r o m o t e r. Pulmonologists will make you sick. Breathing is said to be shallow, diagonal. (Not breathing.) Opponents say the opposite: inhale with a full chest, so that the ribs crack at the seams.
C o n f i d a n t. The Shmotkina's epic will make your hair stand on end. When he desires his beloved, the expensive parquet wobbles under his feet, falls through. 
A c t i n g. Misery. Never happened before and it's the same thing again.
C o n f i d a n t. Looking for a reason. The Schmotkins spent their honeymoon on a cruise, the sweet moments falling on a dashing abyss. The reflex has become fixed, it doesn't work in the white-stone Moscow. Shmotkina became very furious. She ran an experiment. 
A c t in g. Scientist ladies are susceptible to the virus of experimentation. They're getting to the crap. 
C o n f i d a n t. Hit and miss. From sea reflex she switched to air reflex. Chose the turbulent Bangkok to Sydney route, unmerciful bumpiness. The terror of the passengers, the crew. The pilot's in a coma, the replacement is sniffing ammonia, the stewardesses are drunk, the plane's on autopilot. In the porthole Viy and the wicked, lightning flashes, boys squealing, dogs howling - doomsday. Shmotkina's in a wasted effort. 
P r o m o t e r and R o g u e (with deliberate consternation). Is the disease curable? 
(C o n f i d a n t, crossly.) Bacillus carrier... Taking an eccentric disease into a sterile community!
P r o m o t e r, T e r m i n o l o g i s t and R o g u e were blown out of the room.
C o n f i d a n t. The sea reflex has taken hold. Epitomised in the Mediterranean Sea during the storm. Occupying the ocean trenches. Chartered a warship. A unique piece. Idealises her husband. She considers him a loyal knight. The flaw: ties. Tagging along, mastering the patterns. Silk tie, lined. The pattern is convex.
A c t i n g. Putting it in an avant-garde perspective. Pushed thorugh her election as a cybernetics academician. 
A l b i n o s. Alchemy and mythological sciences ... The domino principle. Longing to become a multiple academician. His friend Duplo debates ethical theories. Previously attacked the consumer society. 
Those who had previously escaped are returning.
A c t i n g. Duplo intends to take all survivors into account, to provide them with basic supplies. With our money from scratch.
P r o m o t e r. Is Duplo a political technologist? A mediocre hoaxer. There are thousands of tales on websites. Dupla has a friend named Tsutsik. Trouble is annoying: the flowers wither, or the deputy is killed.
A c t i n g. Where did they wither?
A l b i n o s. At home, at the office. Tsutsik is adorable. A subordinate returns from a trip, utters: "Are you stalling actual communication?" - and switches off his mobile phone. Arriving with aЧтобы  к боссу. Чтобы укрепитьгдийски.ольные друг дружкой. Нет, дийцы ещё больше надрывают животики, потому что видят,       litre bottle, he slips in to see the boss. But most are up to reminder.
They were training Tsutsik to be an executive manager. There was a student in the group called Beliberda. He succeeded until the third year, when the faculty was overwhelmed by panic: Beliberda did not pass the entrance exams, personal dossier was not even in the past. Duplo and Tsutsik met him at a symposium on terminology (T h o s e p r e s e n t looking towards T e r m i n o l o g i s t) in the field of technical systems reliability. Ended with the proclamation: "It is so difficult to express anything intelligible in unambiguously understood terms that there must be immense scope for generously paid advice on how to do it better." 
Stony silence. Dumb show.
A c t i n g (confusedly). Play it back...
P r o m o t e r. "To express something no nonsense by means of unambiguously understood terms..." 
A c t i n g. "To express ... by means ..."  In no small way.
P r o m o t e r. A standing ovation.
C o n f i d a n t. Tsutsik has a penchant for testing, "Would you say no to anyone?" No one will say "no" to the bosses. 
A c t i n g. Beliberda was considered for the position. At the height of democracy, he said: far from the rural hinterland. Chatterbug. Cut down. Gone to a major association, rinsing the coffee saucer in the ladies' room. Close to the office. 
A l b i n o s. Drinking coffee from a saucer? 
A c t i n g. At first the ladies squealed with indignation, but when they found out who he was, 
C o n f i d a n t. A honeybunch who owns shares....
A c t i n g. ... started squealing with excitement. When he appeared, the floor girls tried to sneak into the stall. Specific glamour. Imposing services. 
A l b i n o s. A doffee tiddler. Cleaning it is easy as pie, given the right water pressure. You got a warm one?
C o n f i d a n t. This is Beliberda! In the oval room, a geyser of sub-thermal mineral water spurts. Sulphate-chloride calcium-sodium weakly mineralised. There's also tubs of ficus.
A c t i n g. What the hell would it be weak?
C o n f i d a n t. Whangdoodle, saucer! I've got a deep plate sometimes. You put soap on it, rub it with a scrubber, wipe the whole plate. Controversy fades...who was fooled, who was duped.
R o g u e. He introduced the ceremonial of falling down in the office. The director of the department didn't plop. Severe reprimand. 
A c t i n g. The impudence was unapologetic. With a hypocritical mien, they slip out of the stall, ostensibly shyly adjusting the hem of her skirt. They advise, "Mr Beliberda, let me rinse. It's a joy to me." The face of the prudes was covered with a blush of supposed shyness.
R o g u e. Blushing in this day and age? Once occasionally, now not at all!
P r o m o t e r. Used to turn purple to fingerprints.
R o g u e. White skin strewn with crimson spots..... The pinnacle of eroticism! The rules of the road state that if you've had a row, you can't drive. But the electorate is settling down.
C o n f i d a n t. Lied - and the lied words blazed with a blush.
P r o m o t e r. This pigment has left the body.
A c t i n g. "Lie" has been filed away. Discussion people prefer to "act crookedly." They do not take a pot shot at a liar: "You're lying, you wicked fool," but more often they say: "You're lying, my good man." It's called political correctness. 
P r o m o t e r. The cuties exalted themselves: "Clean thoroughly. All-round hard working." Qualities: meticulousness, communication skills, practicality,...  
A l b i n o s. ...absence of bad habits, aesthetics! Everyone was given a cold shoulder. There would be a signal for other figurantes. 
R o g u e. Is sex in the workplace a bad habit? There are contraindications. Do you have a knack for darts?
A c t i n g. Tsutsiks and Beliberdas praise blatant stupidity. Crackling in unison: this stupidity is so damn attractive. They dissect a down and out topic - not worth a penny on market day, - jewellery PR. Withing with doubts: You've been living without knowing about this mess until now, and now you can't take a step.
R o g u e. Duplo's afternoon siesta in the break room. A stack of hay straw. A contract with a farmer. Lying there in a tracksuit. 
A c t i n g. Alone?
R o g u e (Pause). A recluse, a lonely man. Oprichniks out. 
A c t i n g. Is spouting mind-boggling numbers, exotic currency. The audience prances: "A valiant hack job fabricated by bureaucrats counting funds!" A favourite trick at board meetings. The atmosphere heats up, he stands up, "Urgent to the government. Go on by yourself." 
P r o m o t e r. Intercepts the speaker brilliantly. 
A l b i n o s. Speaker: "I have a brief presentation." Duplo spoofs: "We'll see." Speaker: "Unfortunately, my line manager is away." Duplo retorted, "The cat's out of the house - the mice are dancing." Summarising, carelessly compromising, "The document is not prepared. It looks acceptable on the surface, but there is no synthesis of the recommendations." End of quote. Turning to the audience, "Any comments on the conduct?" There's silence in the hall. Soon you get your release order. Personnel officer's visas... of the General Director, and the province went on a spree. In a normal situation, there's a lot of running around. In an abnormal one for a matter of minutes. Phones, faxes, email notifications went dead. It's been pouring into before the board.
A c t i n g. Legal tactics for kicking out. Inspire performance and stigmatise.
A l b i n o s. But stigmatise in a sophisticated way. Along the way, noting the positive traits. But the positive ones exacerbate the sum total of worthlessness.
A c t i n g. And on top of that, you can't even get an assignment. He's a bright kid, begging for his resignation. Duplo always has a stash of alternate airfields.
P r o m o t e r. Beliberda has perfected his push-through style. Discussing an ordinance affecting many opponents. Brawling, chattering. Finally, the document is approved. The signatories are settling down. Except for Beliberda. Quietly making changes, amendments. They destroy the primary essence. The text becomes the antipode. One way or another. Regulatory gimmicks will ruin any document. Objections to resolutions are expedited within six months - and when exactly? From the date of the objecting state's filing with the post office....
A l b i n o s. ... or from the date of registration of the letter at the post office of the state where the secretariat is located ... Putting on a counter. There's plenty to keep a lawyer busy.
A c t i n g. Lawyers are accustomed to. Their bread and butter. Lifetime honours and life annuity.
C o n f i d a n t. Zyuzyuka's mates are sworn antagonists. Setting time with an authoritative arbitrator. 
A c t i n g. Defamation of speed, nothing. No monarch would ever calculate at any price. No cart, no bicycle, no torpedo. And reigns supreme. 
R o g u e. I'll lift the veil. Even the most gorgeous maiden hands over what she has.
A c t i n g. What's the budget got to do with it?
R o g u e. You can't ask for the impossible! 
C o n f i d a n t. Shmotkin squats down on one leg and straightens up plastically. Who's gonna go all out?
Perform the exercise by throwing the free leg out at a right angle, roll over on a soft spot.
Muscle play. And the twine? (Trying to do it.)
P r o m o t e r. Tsutsik's nasty accident in the Canaries. They flew in with a referent. There was a three-room suite available at the hotel, so they put them together. Tsutsik snorted loudly. In the night, the referent wakes up snoring, decides the patron is not feeling well. Cautiously he touched it: "Are you feeling ill?" Hears, "Leave me alone, very good." 
A c t i n g. A succinct answer.
P r o m o t e r. The referent apologised. Again the thunderous booms shook the walls of the suite. Dared to do it again. Tsutsik hissed fiercely: "Go away, leave me alone, I'm marvelling." The referent took aback, and his fingertips vibrated.
A c t i n g. Why were knees shaking?
P r o m o t e r. P r o m o u t e r. He gave yourself away with the phrase "I'm marvelling!" Who says it's oh-so-good? Only a few! And this one is amazing!
A l b i n o s. Even in his sleep he counts himself among the few?! 
P r o m o t e r. Exactly! Genuine Tsutsik-likeness has been documented thanks to snoring!
A c t i n g. A real puncture! (Concerned.) Of us... having a good snore?
A l l's looking round.
C o n f i d a n t. The premiere of a noisy film. Duplo shouted to Tsutsik. Can you imagine that?! Tsutsik refused to listen.
P r o m o t e r. Did he dare? 
C o n f i d a n t. The rationale is negligible: a shareholders' meeting.
A c t i n g. Would have postponed it in the name of sociableness. 
P r o m o t e r. Two men marching to the cinema... They were planning a boat.
A c t i n g. Duplo and Tsutsik are in the boat! They lightly depart from the shore, barely dip their oars, and the vessel glides smoothly along the silvery surface.
P r o m o t e r. Beliberda bought communicating vessels. They're boycotting, fighting, not communicating. A major award-winning scientist has authenticated the Beliberda's phenomenon. "Do you think the laws are immutable? Vessels want to get into a little tea party, don't they?" - the physicist's talking shit. "You don't suppose they've had enough of rubbing elbows for centuries, and for free? You don't suppose?" (Pause.) In a cove nearby, he relaxed in anticipation of the concepts. 
R o g u e. And there's the sea? There's water everywhere.
A c t i n g. Flip through a geographical atlas. Cold. Not for swimming.
P r o m o t e r. A hurricane has hit. Concepts collapsed except for the main one of surviving. 
P r o m o t e r on all fours, howled wildly.
A c t i n g. Cataclysms?
P r o m o t e r. The howling of the wind.
P r o m o t e r howls, mimicking gusts of hurricane-force wind.
T e r m i n o l o g i s t also gets down on all fours, whining.
Both are getting back to their feet.
P r o m o t e r. Seized some taiga - didn't chicken out. The elements frightened me, made me less cocky. I crawled on my hands and knees to the hotel. Overcoming squally winds and hail shower. I donated a euro to the village church.
A l b i n o s. Change is coming? An alien with ambition ...
A c t i n g. Schizophrenic debut. 
P r o m o t e r. It's high right now. Looking for an idea. When it appears, it's going to deprive of leadership. Together with him, a nimble clique ...
A c t i n g. We'll throw him down the stairs with the clique. There's our opinion and there's the wrong one. If we end our enemies, happiness will come.
"D e l e g a t e s" by the window and near the aquarium.
On the forestage, A c t i n g and T a l e t e l l e r.
T a l e t e l l e r wary eyes on A c t i n g.
A c t i n g. With Chronos on equal footing? Late for the plane.... 
T a l e t e l l e r (recklessly). No big thing, locked the flight out.
A c t i n g. Delegation rating....
T a l e t e l l e r. Doomiy competent.
A c t i n g. Braininess is beyond praise. Modest, marvellous.
T a l e t e l l e r. Unimaginable modest men.
A c t i n g. Methodology of scientific enquiry.
T a l e t e l l e r. Filigree.

A c t i n g. An unbruised filigree. In a manner of behaviour, in a manner of feeling. Emotions of pride, of arrogance.
T a l e t e l l e r. A conglomerate of feelings, emotions... a special article. 
A c t i n g. With this landing party to visit the continents, to educate the peoples. I'm attached to your menu card, your congressional agenda. Super-duper! Reading it gave me chills! Master's pen. The items are transcribed. When, who to conditionally scold for scattered attention to amphibians. Affirmative of involvement. "Behold the man, the colossus!" It's a feeling of grandeur. I've been accepted into the untouchable caste.
Quietly, for T a l e t e l l e r.
Winter!.. The peasant breathes a sigh,
Renews his sledge, and makes his way.
His horse, snorting in the fresh snow
With a finicky trot gets along somehow.
And now the dashing kibitka flies,
In the powdery snow cutting feathery furrows.
The coachman sits huddled upon his box,
In a sheepskin coat and a scarlet sash.
A yard boy runs out, and on his sledge
His favourite "Dasher" is the driver,
While he himself is the willing puller;
The rascal struggles with frozen hands;
What fun it is, but so painful too,
While his mother scolds him above at the window.
Do they have a future?
T a l e t e l l e r. Future... Who's going to predetermine?
A c t i n g. Trends ahead.... 
T a l e t e l l e r (bluntly). Body count?
A c t i n g. Yes. Whether the numbers match.
T a l e t e l l e r. About one and a half.
A c t i n g. Isn't it settled with the half?
Silence.
Are the rest of us still on board?
Silence.
T a l e t e l l e r. Was in the reception area. Your invoice is nine hundred euros heavier. Do I pay the excess?
A c t i n g. You're the guardian. 
T a l e t e l l e r. You need an exculpatory note.
A c t i n g. Goodbye fantasy?
T a l e t e l l e r (reservedly). The perpetrator of the excess...
A c t i n g. What's the clerk?
T a l e t e l l e r. Evasive - "personal services."

A c t i n g. Cares about the reputation of the hotel.
T a l e t e l l e r. "Personal" implies... 
A c t i n g. Radiculitis chained up. Massage therapy sessions.

T a l e t e l l e r (deliberately preoccupied). Three hundred each?
A c t i n g. Are you sparing for the dear guv'nor? 
T a l e t e l l e r. I'd give you a belly dance for that kind of titi-miti.
A c t i n g. Doesn't touch my radiculitis?
T a l e t e l l e r. Creepy touching! 
A c t i n g. I hear the irony. 
T a l e t e l l e r. I'd massage hard... for a hundred euros.
A c t i n g. Depends on the duration... area...
T a l e t e l l e r. Proceeded rationally?
A c t i n g. Spa-relaxation vibes.
T a l e t e l l e r. No fool to the old fool...  What's in the letter?
A c t i n g. Money spent on an executive dinner.
T a l e t e l l e r. Massage therapist or professional?
A c t i n g (in a sour tone). Inappropriately and familiarly..... 
T a l e t e l l e r. Shall I specify the invitees to dinner?
A c t i n g. Delicate companion, interrogates tactlessly.
T a l e t e l l e r (cajolingly). It was just radiculitis?
A c t i n g (shattering). Well, you're in the middle of nowhere. Take it off now.
T a l e t e l l e r. I'm taking it off.
A c t i n g. Professional male ... professional female... We are all a little bit professionals..... 
T a l e t e l l e r (moonily). Taking over a massage business? To fill the coffers... A fancy carriage? 
A c t i n g. A prim one! Monumental interior! Velour mat. Headlight washer, awesome acceleration, laser automatic braking, factory armoured.... Buttons are of a very huge amount. Powerful engine, low-flying rocket. 
A brief silence.
Everyone is surprised that you don't move out of town, you stay in your alley... You have an unusual century-old poplar tree in your yard. It's drying out. It was cut down to the middle for fear of falling. Saw brand MSDPK 19. Out of this seemingly dried up cudgel, a young shoot is indomitably bursting forth. You see how much I know. This knowledge is useless. (Glances at his watch.) Charming wife? Difficulties?
T a l e t e l l e r. No more than with the other.
A c t i n g. It's get-ting dark. You, um... calm down.

T a l e t e l l e r (cold). Calm down about what?
A c t i n g. You were on a roll, you went far....  The delegate telephoned the authority. 
T a l e t e l l e r. Who? Have you been notified?
A c t i n g. Consulted... Misfire, it happens. Problem solved. The one who was flopping behind his wife, in the yard, by the poplar tree. They're gonna take him away any minute.
T a l e t e l l e r doesn't listen, frantically dialling a series of numbers on his mobile phone. Looking at his watch.
T a l e t e l l e r. Ksyusha, hi. 
W i f e. Where are you?
T a l e t e l l e r. A cosy European cubbyhole. Any news?
W i f e. A shadow loomed.
T a l e t e l l e r. A hitch. There's no threat.
W i f e (sobbing). The fortune teller had it coming.
T a l e t e l l e r. Who did you call?
W i f e. Sergei. Forewarned.
T a l e t e l l e r. The actions are competent. Are you in the room?
W i f e. In the kitchen.
T a l e t e l l e r. See the poplar tree?
W i f e. Yesterday's hanging around.
T a l e t e l l e r. Who else?

W i f e. No one.
T a l e t e l l e r. You'd meet Kirilka after school.
W i f e. All right, I'll go.
T a l e t e l l e r. What's in the yard?
W i f e. A car pulls in, slowly pulled away... Endless bother?
T a l e t e l l e r. As soon as, right away.
W i f e. I think I'm getting sick. Perversion of taste perception, exhaustion, numbness, dry mouth, depression, drowsiness....
T a l e t e l l e r. Don't mess with it. As good as dead.
W i f e. Blood cells are breaking down.
T a l e t e l l e r. How many in reserve?
W i f e. Are you clowning? Erythrocytes, platelets, white blood cells, lymphocytes - all cytes are elevated.
T a l e t e l l e r. Well, that's a bit of a bummer. Recently broken up, the numbers jumped up.
W i f e. And finally, the scary part: immune abnormalities. Walking up to the bed...
T a l e t e l l e r. Early bird stuff?
W i f e (blowing up). Stop bullshitting.
T a l e t e l l e r. No bullshit, worldly prose.
W i f e. Watch your stuff. It's like a ship moving! 
T a l e t e l l e r. Lie down on the cot. 
W i f e. Sweating, tearfulness, a chill on international events.....
T a l e t e l l e r. Stay home. 
W i f e. Will the feeling of moving go away?
T a l e t e l l e r. It will. 
W i f e. Caught it from who? I'm only friends with you. Since the day of the wedding...
T a l e t e l l e r. A true comrade! However... Telecom contagion... Sleep on the cot. Let's take a collective approach. 
W i f e. Should I call Sergei?
T a l e t e l l e r. I'm tracking it. I'll give him a call tonight. 
W i f e (without whimpering, firmly). Andryusha, I'm worried about you. Waiting for you without any trouble. Screw the goddamn money.
T a l e t e l l e r switches off the phone.
A c t i n g (in a loud voice). Dear guv'nor is charming! (A l l dumbfoundedly look at A c t i n g) Linguistic and sociological background. Longing for solid power. I endorse the neologism. Unheard of in Russian lexicology. A toast to the creator of the rarest of pearls. 
Drinking up.
A l b i n o s. Pearl, paternalism.... Missed it. Because of the rush. What's the hurry?
P r o m o t e r. And I'm tempted to admit Missed out, fouled up...
A c t i n g. Who's stopping you from doing it without putting it off?
C o n f i d a n t. Retrospectively?
A c t i n g. Retro- and prospectively. I'd like to hear an evaluation.
P r o m o t e r. Brilliant. 

A c t i n g. The eulogies of praise are balm on honey. 
A l b i n o s (to T a l e t e l l e r). In the bowels of our clan, a breadwinner of colour. A preacher of the privatisation drive. Charged the air with electricity. In the waiting room, in the room. You spontaneously invented a name: HQ. We shuddered in surprise. The gerund, poplar fluff, sparkled in that word. 
C o n f i d a n t (to A c t i n g). Fluff talk? 
A c t i n g (unwillingly). About the poplar one.
C o n f i d a n t (peeks under the table). Poplars? I wouldn't have figured it out. Double-edged remarks...with kinks.
A l b i n o s. A lovely rope in the VIP room. The bosses, the aces, the cronies. The suitcase is tied with rope. You can buy a cheap belt, but the charm and originality will disappear. 
T a l e t e l l e r. The strain of tossing the suitcase into the trolley is heart wrenching.
A l b i n o s. Mine is equally kicking! The hellish misadventures of the belongings: trousers, shirts, ties, a Brown razor and a Swiss officer's knife. 
A c t i n g. Shmotkin was missing suitcases. First flew to South America. He turned up years later: stripped, crumpled, not looking like himself. Sent it to the dump without opening the locks. The other one went to Honolulu. Back with an added jersey! Trial and error. It's a family holiday, and a missing person has turned up. The long excursion was disconcerting, as well as the foreign object.
A l b i n o s (to T a l e t e l l e r).  Matching habits. The premise of hope... to make bravura prophecies... Your accomplishments...
R o g u e (to T a l e t e l l e r) Congress is forever sensationalising. I don't want to talk about banks, or wells, or laws. I want to talk about the male bonding, the atmosphere. You're a dazed romantic, a passionalist! A leading light!
P r o m o t e r (to T a l e t e l l e r). The seeds of scepticism sprouted the fruit of piety. The gurgling whisper of the river, the bend. Music. Vivaldi, Bach, Haydn, Beethoven, Brahms, Chopin, Mozart, Schubert, Tchaikovsky, Glinka, Mussorgsky, Handel....
C o n f i d a n t (to T a l e t e l l e r). Hybrid! Integrator! The Komsomol cockerel hopping behind the droshky has turned into a financial flow mentor! Breathlessly absorbing your teachings. The track we're stomping on is a cherished road. Wilful bankruptcy.... 
R o g u e. Necessity is the mother of invention.
C o n f i d a n t ...a tried and tested procedure. Either you're screwed. Super profits were slipping away ... The sad eyes of the period. The abyss of despair. The tragedy of world grief. But your Muse...
R o g u e. Inexhaustible and creative.....
C o n f i d a n t. But your inexhaustible and creative Muse has crushed. An epiphany came - a colossus! Owner of the ultimate truth. We are your pets. The damnatory dug a hole, but you exterminated. A seething volcano ... 
A l b i n o s. Tribune of the feudal volnitsa! Perfectionist! All laws are wise! Even at the design stage, they provide for legislative holes in them. An interpreter's playground. 
C o n f i d a n t. You've delivered the message. A thousand copies of your worthless little book sold out overnight. 
R o g u e. A bestseller! Broken down into quotations. A bibliographic rarity. Those who are unlucky enough to buy it pester those who are lucky enough to buy it for the night. In the locus of discourse, your work - confused, vague,...
A l b i n o s. Memoirs are a sought-after commodity. They use lollipops to set up foundations, buy property, send people to school. 
R o g u e. Botching from the youngest days, while the memory is fresh. 
A c t i n g. It is hard to escape a conclusion. Fervour of mind. 
R o g u e. Not traumatised. 
A c t i n g. Passionate about money. 
C o n f i d a n t. Keeping it. 
A c t i n g. Telling of our concern for the hardships of everyday people. 
A l b i n o s. Continuous, deafeningly. We set up committees, tents. In a tight format, a little later in an expanded format. They include figures, deputies, governors. Discover a visionary gift, always alert. Squander interviews with national and Native media. They savour it with relish. All have been successfully housed. A writing, reading public.
A c t i n g. Newspaper-TV people are lured by other people's beds, other people's money, other people's deaths.
R o g u e (jumping up). Keeping quiet about the hotties?
A c t i n g.  
R o g u e. I want to be thorough! Pava touched in the underground, who touched: the ghost or the manifestation? You're shocked, discouraged! 
P r o m o t e r. How long have you been riding the underground?
R o g u e. Once in Tokyo. The non-metre-high, street girl nods invitingly.... Who is nodding: the ghost or the objective reality given in sensation? Keeping quiet about the existential?
P r o m o t e r. At the China Wall underground station, trains rush parallel in the same direction. Phantasmagoria. Two trains rushing synchronously into the tunnel. 
C o n f i d a n t disappears and appears with a full-height portrait of T a l e t e l l e r, with a palette and a brush. Barely touches the painting with the brush. 
C o n f i d a n t (floridly). Final strokes. The Flemish School. Middle Ages. The colours have faded, but the expression remains.
P r o m o t e r. The strokes are rough. Blurriness, sfumato.
A c t i n g. Y-e-e-s... nervous strokes. 
R o g u e. The painting is imbued with contemplation, recreating the massiveness of the alpine peaks.
A c t i n g. The frozen connection of the brevity and timelessness of being. And self-disclosure? 
C o n f i d a n t (to T a l e t e l l e r, with his eyes bent on the ground). For the glory of an indelible meeting. Engraved in the annals in emerald writing. We are grateful to fate for the chance to be near you... 
T a l e t e l l e r. I'm a sentimental dreamer. Touched to the core. My arse sweated from being touched. Middle Ages... Strokes... The steepness of the hips... Set up a masterpiece for everyone's adoration. 
A l b i n o s. Turn it round.
C o n f i d a n t turns the portrait around in his direction.
A l b i n o s. Ooh... Landscape or genre? The Marquis is teaching a shepherdess how to play the flute.
R o g u e. The brush of a court portraitist. The rich tones harmonise beautifully with the garishness. 
A c t i n g.  Will take an honourable place in the pantheon of painting.
T h o s e p r e s e n t admire the painting from different angles, walk around it, and imitate a telescope with their hands.
A l b i n o s. There's a contribution to be made. Let's give your name to the comet. Let it freeze chronically in a space slum. A toast to the new comet. In place of the disqualified Pluto.
Drinking up.
A l b i n o s gets up.
C o n f i d a n t exits, returns with a camera.
C o n f i d a n t (to T a l e t e l l e r). A photo in the background of a portrait.
S h o u t i n g. Not a bad idea! 
C o n f i d a n t gives the camera to T a l e t e l l e r.
T h o s e p r e s e n t are arranged around the portrait.
T a l e t e l l e r stares at the peephole and clicks the button. The camera buzzed and produced a photo. T a l e t e l l e r examines it meticulously. The group waits patiently in the same pose. Holding it out to the frozen group.
T a l e t e l l e r. For eternal remembrance.

C o n f i d a n t (in a shaky voice). Let me hold it to my chest!
P r o m o t e r. And me! Hold it, too.
A c t i n g. (taking the photo) Don't fuss around. 
T e r m i n o l o g i s t has the photo, temperamentally spooning it.
Eventually the photo makes its way to R o g u e.
R o g u e (vapouringly). Came out! Who's in the background?! A well-fed and robust face...  All white and fluffy.
A c t i n g (scarred) I'm with lint too.
R o g u e. Won a place in the sun.
A c t i n g (huffed) Basically... you can't tell.
R o g u e. Just fancy! In the photo, the face is pensive, fundamental.
A c t i n g 
R o g u e. There has been a change of eras. Autocracy, market, internetisation... Out of the nappies early! He didn't walk timidly, he ran. Lucky! 
A c t i n g  
R o g u e. Well, you can't stop now. It's clear to a dummy, Sunday is a holiday. 
(Examining the photo.) Photohygienic. And the eyes, those eyes!
A c t i n g. Faded, wandering. Just like a rabbit.
R o g u e. Brilliant! Dazzling brilliance! I'm a humanist.
A l l are also looking at the photo.
A l b i n o s. The photographic paper glows like scarlet.
R o g u e. My eyes are shining radiantly! If you can get the intelligence on the whole disc, where can I go?
A c t i n g.  What would be the reward? Extraordinary rank... Acting State Councillor? You don't have the guts for a secret one. Or parliamentary mandates.... Guaranteeing immunity. 
A l b i n o s. There's a little bit of everything... It's time to get some.
T a l e t e l l e r (spontaneously, A c t i n g). Meticulously analysed your paradigm. A good, unquenchable appetite. 
R o g u e. Culinary recipes are mumbo jumbo, listing ingredients makes you hungry.
T a l e t e l l e r. Early cabbage soup. Sprinkled liberally with herbs. In one sitting you won't mind devouring a hefty portion of seafood, a hefty saddle of lamb, a cake and ice cream for dessert. Digestif, generally accepted, cognac. (A short reflection.) Zyuzyuka is permanently stuck in the armchair. Stomped in the distance and threw up cards.... Truly a heavyweight... You're a massive showman. Buy an alley in Sokolniki, pay your mum and dad and run a hoop. You have a mischievous optimism in times of danger.
A c t i n g listens interestedly.
A little girl in a reverie, loves eggnog. 
R o g u e. Eggs are getting more expensive. Predominantly Fabergé Easter eggs.
T a l e t e l l e r. A girl, a teenager, a young woman, a woman. The inevitable metamorphosis... A giant scary world. Doesn't realise the hostility of parents, the betrayal of friends. Carefree little girl. Rushing headlong into his arms... listens to vows... despises... waiting for love again. You appear: mighty, raging... with a hoop. 
A c t i n g  
R o g u e. With the fountain or the side one?
A l b i n o s. Transverse to the interior of the park, creating an atmosphere of seclusion. 
A c t i n g. It's cooler with a fountain.
R o g u e. It's more expensive with a fountain.
A l b i n o s. With the side one, it's atmospheric.
T a l e t e l l e r. One with a fountain for dear guv'nor. Order a hoop made of the highest grade of despicable metal. The kids are captivated by the yellowness.
R o g u e. Gold mines ... Kimberlites...
A c t i n g (giving in to a momentary hesitation). Wrapped up in the symptoms of hypochondria..... Stocks, bonds... Palaces, yachts, antiques... I have a desert island in mind. Get away from the hustle and bustle of money, TV, metropolitan noise. Mild climate. A barely perceptible endless ripple. Incognito. They discovered my plan and said bluntly: "We'll search, we'll send a tsunami - not a scrap of the island. Hold still." What does a person need? Dates. Your date of birth, your loved ones, your friends. New Year's Eve is a joyous, homely date. Today, on the eve of the date... (Pause.) Everywhere you look - absurdity, nonsense... I wanted warmth and responsiveness. As long as you don't get needled, you're loved. The primordiality has come over me. Uncomplicated food: jacket potatoes, lean butter, green onions.
T a l e t e l l e r. In French, "potatoes in their jackets" sounds like "potatoes in a homemade dressing gown."
R o g u e. Even the tuber was eroticised. 
A c t i n g (crossly) Why are you interrupting your eldest? Streams gurgle merrily in pastures, levadas.  Villages, forests, rivers. A hut under a thatched roof. By the fireplace in felt boots and a telogreika, you are avidly stirring the coals. Rough furniture, a desk, a hand basin. Amenities outside. In the morning haze, barefoot on dewy grass. You need a little something: dry, old friends, books, music.
T a l e t e l l e r. Is it pangs?
A c t i n g. No conscience, no pangs. Nonsense...fata morgana. When I get excited, the houses rise up, pierce the vaults. Cooled down, they assume normal configuration. We've done an examination. Nuts in the diet: pistachios, walnuts, cashews. Got down from the spoilage. The immediate neighbourhood picked up on the hesitation. They were afraid I'd changed my beliefs. Edvard Munch's painting The Scream has been hidden away. They added droplets to arouse sensuality. I liked the rosé wine. Hormones began to boi 
T a l e t e l l e r. Crisis of adolescence.
A c t i n g.  Foreign classics, Russian folk songs.  Velvety voices recorded. I've been going to a lot of museums. The healing creak of museum floorboards. Yeah, I found out about the quartering. They cut off the arms, legs, then the head. It was cancelled just in time. There are novellas I've cried over. I won't tell you. I thought it was time to pack my belongings... The veil had lifted. My posture has improved. A thirst for exploits, a quest for perfection. Full of vital energy! My purpose is to guide the present civilisation. (Addressing to A l l.) What is the claim of the alley in Sokolniki?
A l b i n o s. Not worth more than money.
C o n f i d a n t. Beliberda advocates reducing oil production. His frantic refrain. (Putting the stress on the first syllable.) They pronounce it "trophy."
A l b i n o s. Underqualified alarmist. Neither soldier nor sailor. Vouching for a reduction. 
A c t i n g. Money avoids noisy gatherings. They prioritise offshoring, oases. The angel invariably circles.
A l l (shouting). And in return? Dreaming of a crumb while lying on the cot? 
A c t i n g. 
R o g u e. Between what?
A c t i n g. Enduring, by the way. You can't climb a fir tree when you're sober, but when you're drunk, when you're shaved.... 
C o n f i d a n t (to T a l e t e l l e r). You bought crisps. I was confused. A broker who owns a controlling interest... and a bag of crisps. 
A c t i n g (to R o g u e). The colour of a frightened nymph's thigh?
R o g u e. Pale pink.
A c t i n g. Good on you!
C o n f i d a n t. You swallowed the mugs, chewing them up, wetting them profusely with individual saliva. The said saliva did not leave the oral cavity. You unintentionally squeezed mugs until full, choking up miserably. The torso went into a spasm, the neck bumping with the rush of blood. I went cold: who would get the bag? It turns out to be good...
P r o m o t e r. Outstanding strategist and luminary! Open the latch - close it, close the latch - open it. The bank account is getting bigger.
A l b i n o s (bluntly). Flimflammers. Limped for a while and ended up here. Alienation of money and those who earn it. 
"D e l e g a t e s" look at A l b i n o s with tightening.
This made an impression on T a l e t e l l e r: he was springing up, standing 
at full stretch.
In all directions. (to T a l e t e l l e r). Glad to meet you. Heard a lot about it, seen it in reality. See you later.
A l b i n o s swiftly leaves the room.
R o g u e (to P r o m o t e r). The cover-up paperwork's in order?
P r o m o t e r. You're too curious.
C o n f i d a n t. All on the continent or differently?
P r o m o t e r. Or differently.
They are stomping on the spot, hesitating to follow A l b i n o s.
R o g u e. Taking a promenade through Africa. Where the tropics are. And the rainy season. And malaria. Walking along, and a lousy tsetse fly comes flying towards me. I'm thinking of getting the male
spayed. Dareful projects! Tropical Africa will breathe a sigh of relief! The harmful thing will be gone forever. Diseases will disappear, cattle milk yields will increase. 
C o n f i d a n t. Paradoxical: the tsetse fly, and the mume plum. Antibacterial antipyretic potion.
R o g u e. The male tsetse and his female do not smell death. At the equator, the temperature is constant. It's not hot. Say "Greetings" in the Sango language. (Waiting.) "Mbi balyamo." "How are you doing?" - "Mo yeke njoni." Rehearse after me: "Mbi balyamo," "Mo yeke njoni."  You will need it.
A l l at once: "Mbi balyamo," "Mo yeke njoni."
C o n f i d a n t. We'll use all our resources to kill the tsetse.
R o g u e. Oil... Gas... Diamond... In one bottle. 
A c t i n g. Our answer to the question "What to do?" (Takes off his armbands, tosses them on the table.) Squeak unpretentious, dignified, sudden voice. Maybe the pattern was right? They marched in columns to exercise, sang in chorus, and had lunch in the collective farm field. (Opens the window. With fury.) The sleep of the mind gives birth to monsters. Where's Victoria, you bummers. Are you in a clover? And for others, a dry crust? Are you hiding from the Russian misfortune in the bed of nettles? Vanity and languor of spirit. What matters is your essence, your deeds. Who are we, our identity? Where is the vector of social engineering directed? Who will articulate a productive idea and implement it sensibly? A tycoon or a penniless agricole? You can't keep hiding a boulder behind your back forever. Eunuchs! Got lost. You're all zeros. Find yourself near money? Minor, petty impulses. There's a great people around the corner. They are not mad, they are not angry, they do not smoke. Regal birches, ringing pines, plenty of goodness... (Pause.) You have everything end over end. I'm fluffier! Down I go! And no nudity!
Leaving. The others hurried in.
T a l e t e l l e r is alone. Periodically glancing at his watch.
Dialing mobile phone numbers.
T a l e t e l l e r. This is me.
M a l e v o i c e. How's it going?
T a l e t e l l e r. According to the schedule.
M a l e v o i c e. The mood?
T a l e t e l l e r. It's perfect.
M a l e v o i c e. Go on.
T a l e t e l l e r (hesitating). Called my wife...
M a l e v o i c e. (interrupting sharply). Measures taken. Do it.
The phone's been disconnected.
T a l e t e l l e r scrutinises the number. Besides bottles and orange armbands, there's a tape recorder and an aquarium on the table.
T a l e t e l l e r (whispers to himself). There stood an abandoned village. An old beekeeper lived near her. It is not clear who is near who: the beekeeper near the village or the village near the beekeeper. Clunkheads walked by, killed an old man. The village has gone feral. There was nothing at all... It hurts. The pain is piercing. It hurts for everyone. You can't change it. Otherwise, it's a massacre. The boys came, the boys did it. There was an old man - there was a village, no old man - no village. Is it worth it to love your children to the point of madness...? An inner voice rustles on about women met and forgotten, hopes lost...? Use the hole to your advantage. Go to Australia? Or to New Zealand? Living with the natives upside down. A free floating country. Drifting where? What will it be like in the end? The homespun truth is that it's every man for himself. That's the end of it.
A lit sconce on the wall.
T a l e t e l l e r sets the portrait in the middle of the room.
Rolling in a suitcase on wheels, tied with a string. He puts it next to the portrait.
He pushes the tape recorder button, disappears. 
"Golden-domed Moscow" sounds.
Silence reigns in the soft semi-darkness.
EPILOGUE
In addition to the main actors, new characters appear on stage.
1st man (bowing to the audience). I'm Zyuzyuka. You've heard of me.
2nd man (bowing to the audience). I'm Shmotkin.
3rd man (bowing to the audience). I'm Beliberda.
4th man (bowing to the audience). I'm Duplo.
5th man (bowing to the audience). I'm Tsutsik. 
Woman (bowing to the audience, holding back tears). I'm Andrei's wife. Do you remember I was talking to my husband? (taking T a l e t e l l e r by his arm). I always worry when he's not around. My husband loves me. And my son.
They split up on chairs by the ramp.
A shot rings out.
THE END
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