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  Vassa was first performed at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 21 October 2019 (previews from 9 October), with the following cast:
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  Characters




  VASSA PETROVNA ZHELEZNOVA




 

 

	 

ANNA
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her children
  


 

 

	 

SEMYON
  

	 
 

	 
 


 

 

	 

PAVEL
  

	 
 

	 
 


 


 



  NATALYA, Semyon’s wife




  LYUDMILA, Pavel’s wife




  PROKHOR ZHELEZNOV, Zakhar’s brother




  MIKHAILO VASILIEV, manager




  DUNYECHKA, a distant relative of the Zheleznovs




  LIPA, a maid




  ( / ) means the next speech begins at that point.




  ( – ) means the next line interrupts.




  (…) at the end of a speech means it trails off. On its own it indicates a pressure, expectation or desire to speak.




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.










  




  As the audience enters, Russian music from before the Revolution is playing.




  Just before house lights go down we hear the opening of The Firebird ‘Suite 1. Introduction’.




  As it plays, the house lights slowly fade.
 

  

  A caption:




  ‘This play is set before a revolution.’




  It fades. Then another caption.




  ‘Capitalism is showing its age.’




  It fades.












  




  ACT ONE




  Early morning, a winter’s day. A large room – VASSA ZHELEZNOVA’s bedroom and study. It is crowded with things. In the corner behind screens is a bed, to the left is a table, covered in papers, with tiles used instead of paperweights. By the table is a tall writing desk, behind that, under the window, is a couch. There are lamps with green lampshades. In the right-hand corner there is a tiled stove-bench, and by that is a safe and a door leading into the chapel. Papers are pinned to the screens with safety pins, they rustle when anyone walks past them.




  In the upstage wall there are wide doors leading into the dining room; a table can be seen, and above it a chandelier. A candle is burning on the table. DUNYA is getting the breakfast things ready. LIPA carries in a boiling samovar.




  

    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        (Quietly.) Is she back yet?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        No.


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        So what’s going to happen?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Er. Shut up?


      

    




    

      	



      	 




      	

        LIPA enters VASSA’s room and inspects it.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        VASSA enters through the doors to the chapel, adjusting her glasses and the hair at her temples.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        You’re incredibly late.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        No, I –


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        It’s quarter past seven.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        No it’s not –


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        ‘No’?


      

    




    

      	



      	 




      	

        VASSA picks up the clock and shows her.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Look.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Alright. I’m sorry.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Look.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        She does.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        You can read a clock?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Yes I can read a clock.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        What time is it then?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        I was talking to –


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        (Very calm.) What time is it Lipa?


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        She looks.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Quarter past seven.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        At last.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        If you’ll let me speak, Vassa, I was getting up to date with everything this morning. Zakhar Ivanovich was bad again last night.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        (Going to the table.) Hm. No telegram?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        No.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        And everyone’s up?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Pavel hasn’t gone to bed yet…


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Why not? Is he ill?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        No it’s because Lyudmila spent the night with someone else I mean with somewhere else I mean she wasn’t at home last night and I’m not saying anything but I don’t know what she was doing.


      

    




    

      	



      	 




      	

        A moment. VASSA approaches LIPA, calmly. Speaks quietly.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Lipa I think your time with us is coming to an end.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        (Frightened.) What? Why? What have I done?


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        You tell me bad news with a little smile on your face. You can’t help it. You enjoy it.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        No, I don’t.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        You realise if I did let you go, people would know what you were like because I would tell them, so you wouldn’t get any other work and you’d quickly be out in the street, either having sex with fat men for money or more likely starving to death lying in some gutter being chewed on by rats, torn into pieces and then the rain would just carry away the you-sludge forever, down down into the sewer –


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        I was just –


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        – so be careful, cos I’m your best bet. I might seem cruel but considering what you deserve, I’m a saint.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Yes Vassa Petrovna.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Now go and call everyone for breakfast. Dunya! Cup! Lipa stop! If Lyudmila is still asleep, don’t wake her, and if anyone asks, she spent last night with her father.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Her father? But she didn’t – she – Oh you mean lie –


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        – and send him in to see me.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        (Quietly as she goes.) With her father. Okay good luck / with that…


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        (Carrying in the tea.) Morning Vassa.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Has he died yet?


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        No. But he was so ill last night, he was sick in a shoe.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Whose shoe?


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        Well he started in his own but I thought that wasn’t right so I offered him mine.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Has he said anything?


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        No. To be honest I’m not sure he will, ever again. I mean, he’s just… blinking.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Like…


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        She demonstrates blinking.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Yes alright. Go and listen to what they say about Lyudmila, then come back and tell me. Go on go to the table.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Exit DUNYA. VASSA lifts her glasses to her forehead, moving her lips. MIKHAIL enters.


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        Vassa Petrovna a very good / morning to –


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Mikhail, can’t you control your daughter?


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        I’m afraid not. Lyudmila is a law to herself. Whenever I try to talk to her, she just rolls her eyes and is like ‘yeah okay Dad’. She says my voice is really boring. That it doesn’t modulate in tone enough. Which might be true but it is what it is –


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        She stayed at yours last night.


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        No we don’t know where she was she – oh, I see, yes at mine, good.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        And I don’t like to give parenting advice but if she really won’t listen to you Mikhail, slap her.


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        …slap her…?


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Just once. But quite hard. Yes? A shock. Show her who’s in charge.


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        But Vassa… I…


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Or grab her by the hair. That works. Fling her about a bit.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        MIKHAIL smiles.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        I’m not joking. It’s what she needs. I’ll do it if you can’t. I hear Zakhar’s bad?


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        Yes.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        He couldn’t sign the will?


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        No.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        But did the priest agree to witness anyway?


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        I’m afraid the priest is asking for three hundred.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Three…?!


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Fine. Do it. Fuck it. Hope he enjoys it. The others are all…?


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        The others are fine, it’s just the priest.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Get his signature on the will today. And when that’s done we’ll think how to deal with the children…


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        Yes we’ll have to.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Why won’t Anna come? There’s no telegram… I thought there would be by now – Dunya, where’s my fucking cup!


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        She hears a noise from the dining room.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Who’s in there?


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        (In the dining room.) Me…


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Why are you hiding?


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        PAVEL enters, pretending to be proud.


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        (Enters.) I’m not hiding. I’m simply / arriving for breakfast –


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        You should say hello to your mother in the morning.


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        Good morning Mother.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        He sees MIKHAIL.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Oh. Where’s your daughter?


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        Your wife you mean. No idea. She’s your responsibility. I handed her over at the wedding.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        You can go Mikhail.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        He does. Once he’s left, PAVEL collapses in torment.


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        Oh God Mum, it’s awful. Everyone knows. They’re looking at me weirdly, like I’m some kind of freak.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Surely you’re used to that.


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        No – I mean because of what’s happened!! God!… it’s so shit, my wife has just gone! Mum please, I’m not strong enough for this.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        I said at the time she wasn’t a good match. You should have married someone… well… like you.


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        Ugly.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        No! Quiet, I was going to say, but yes alright, I mean there’s certainly an aesthetic gap between the two of you –


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        Right I’m ugly so I should have an ugly wife. So there could be two of us, staggering around, couple of crips together –


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        As he does an impression of this, VASSA extinguishes the candle then turns to him.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Do you want them to laugh at you or feel sorry for you?


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        Neither.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Then stop moaning. Right now.


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        But it’s shameful –


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Unseen by PAVEL, MIKHAIL comes back in, and picks up his glasses that he left behind.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        – the wife of a Zheleznov turns out to be a total fucking slut!


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        PAVEL sees him.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        No offence.


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        I left my glasses.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        He goes again. VASSA turns to PAVEL.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Go and have breakfast.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        She goes into the dining room. Speaks to DUNYA –


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Why haven’t you put the candle out, you weird monastic crow?


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        Mum, please, I need some money. I’m going into town… I can’t be here…


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        You… Your father is critically ill, and you want to go to town? Anything else you want to do? Have a party in his room? Why not take him dancing? He can’t move that much I’m told, but apparently he can still blink, so that’s something. You’re ‘going to town’? Brilliant. What a characteristically thick idea.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        A moment. PAVEL, upset.


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        Well what should I do?!


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        He throws himself onto the couch, weeping furiously.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        VASSA rolls her eyes and turns to go into the dining room.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Don’t ruin my cushions…


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        In the dining room, NATALYA walks over to her mother-in-law, kisses her hand.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Did you sleep in?


      

    




    

      	

        NATALYA


      



      	 




      	

        I was up with your husband until three o’clock.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        I’m told he was bad.


      

    




    

      	

        NATALYA


      



      	 




      	

        Yes. He was sick in Dunya’s shoe.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        PAVEL cries.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Who’s crying? Have you been mean to Lipa again?


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        No, it’s a seven-year-old girl.


      

    




    

      	

        


      



      	 




      	

        NATALYA goes to investigate. VASSA drinks tea.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        She just came in and started screaming so I –


      

    




    

      	

        NATALYA


      



      	 




      	

        (Going into the study.) Pavel! Oh… What are you doing? Dunya, get some water!


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Oh, come on, don’t overdo it, he doesn’t…


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        DUNYA enters and looks around.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Well, what have you been told? Get some water…


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        DUNYA goes off. VASSA comes back into the living room.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Pavel, I’m sorry.


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        You’re not.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        No, I am. I should have hidden you away somewhere a long time ago.


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        Yes! Exactly! You’re not ashamed for me, you’re ashamed of me.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Yes but that’s only natural, I mean look at you.


      

    




    

      	

        NATALYA


      



      	 




      	

        You’re a man Pavel, you shouldn’t cry.


      

    




    

      	

        PAVEL


      



      	 




      	

        Don’t touch me… I make your skin crawl, you think I’m a total failure.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        MIKHAIL enters the dining room, tugging at his moustache, anxious.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Because my wife, Lyudmila Zheleznova, is the biggest fucking whore on the entire planet!


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        MIKHAIL stops. Offended. PAVEL sees him.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Oh… Perfect.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        He leaves. NATALYA goes after him.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        What’s wrong?


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        DUNYA comes in with a large pot of water.


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        (Entering her room.) May I come in?


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Yes, of course. Dunya, what are you doing? Go away.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        DUNYA looks confused. Dumps the pot and leaves.


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        Lyudmila has left with Prokhor.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Prokhor? Right. Alright… Where to?


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        The village…


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        She – Oh! The village! I thought you meant for good. Oh well the village, that’s not so bad. You frightened me. Does Pavel know?


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        He will. So my only daughter is lost…


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        And the business, your business, that I have dedicated my whole life to, is collapsing!


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        (Annoyed.) Errrr – no it’s not. Stop moaning. Shush. It’s fine. Your daughter slept with my brother-in-law. Her uncle technically. And that’s not great, but on the positive side he’s not her uncle by blood, that would be much worse –


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        He’s an enemy to everyone.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        And the business is not collapsing, actually, Mikhail, not yet. Lots to do.


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        (In a rage.) You walk around and everyone thinks of Prokhor as so good. Salt of the earth, human being. Conscientious, they say… well in business, men like that, they’re like sand in a machine, you know what I mean? They break the whole thing. And it’s all just pretend anyway – ‘goodness’. Give me what I’m worth, nothing more. You can keep love. Jokes. And when someone doesn’t have anything to offer of any real interest, he pretends he has a conscience! And that makes everyone around him feel for him and agree and cry… and suddenly you can’t work properly any more…


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        So what are you going to do?


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        What?


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        Get revenge or something? Get back at him? It’s okay. You can tell me.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Beat.


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        Well… I’ll… wait a bit… probably.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        I see. You’re going to wait. What a guy.


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        You should go to Zakhar.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        I know I know – There’s still no telegram from Anna?


      

    




    

      	

        MIKHAIL


      



      	 




      	

        What are you hoping for? She’s not going to come. She’s got a whole other life.


      

    




    

      	

        VASSA


      



      	 




      	

        (Leaving.) Yes alright. Enough. Come with me but don’t talk.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        He does and they exit.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        DUNYA appears noiselessly, sits at the table, crosses herself and whispers.


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        Oh Lord, save and pardon your servants at every step on their journey…


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        LIPA runs in.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Where’s Vassa? She’s here!


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        Anna?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Lyudmila! She went off with her Prokhor last night. Her uncle! It’s like a huge thing. Didn’t you know?


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        SEMYON enters.


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        Know what? What’s going on?! Intrigue?! I love intrigue! Well?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Oh. Er. Nothing.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        She goes.


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        ‘Er’ – ‘Er’ – Stupid wench. Yes, what? Go on Dunya. Pour.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        DUNYA pours some tea.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        How’s my father?


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        Not well… I think he’s close to the end now.


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        Believe it when I see it.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        He yawns.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Has everyone had breakfast?


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        (Half-whispering.) Not Pavel. He hasn’t touched anything.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        His wife wasn’t home last night…


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        (Pleasantly surprised.) Reall-lly?


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        She was with Prokhor.


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        She… No way! Ah, Uncle, randy old shit. He did it in the end. Excellent!


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Ha! Look at you!


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        What?


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        Your eyebrows.


      

    




    

      	

        DUNYA


      



      	 




      	

        Well it’s shameful.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        SEMYON laughs.


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        I know! It’s awful! Ah! The face Pavel must be pulling right now. Hilarious. Prokhor!


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        (Entering, muttering.) I’ll rip his fucking ears off –


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        Whose ears?


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        Who’s do you think?! The freak’s. The hunchback of notre-cock… He’s let Rigoletto into the dovecot again…


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        Who’s Rigoletto?


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        Rigoletto.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Rigoletto. Without the leg.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Stumpy Rigoletto.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        Pegoletto.


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        I don’t –


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        The cat! My hands are shaking I’m so angry, look!


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        Right yes that explains the hands but why are your eyes red?


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        And why are you so generally crumpled and a bit smelly?


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        What?


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        Did you sleep in your clothes?


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        (Examining himself.) Me? Oh. Shit. You’re right I look like a laundry basket.


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        At best.


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        I should get changed. Pig! Where’s breakfast? Agh, Pavel’s such a collosal penis. That fucking cat strangled Skobarya and two black-piebald pigeons.


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        He did it deliberately?


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        The cat?


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        Pavel, letting the cat / in –


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        Of course he did it / deliberately.


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        But why would he, Uncle? What on earth would make him so angry?


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        A moment. SEMYON grinning at PROKHOR.


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        Semyon you know where the line is. Don’t cross it. That woman should be an actress or something… a model! She’s not just in a different league to him, she’s practically a separate species.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        LIPA enters.


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Prokhor Ivanovich…


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        What?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        The Manager is asking for you…


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        I am your manager, and no one else. Why are you here?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        Just… to… tell you that Mikhail, the Manager is / asking


      

    




    

      	

        PROKHOR


      



      	 




      	

        You always skulk around… you little… cockroach.


      

    




    

      	

        SEMYON


      



      	 




      	

        What does he want?


      

    




    

      	

        LIPA


      



      	 




      	

        He’s… I don’t know any other way to put it –


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        As if to a child.


      

    




    

      	 




      	 




      	

        He’s ASKING. TO. SEE. / PROKHOR.
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