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  DAD. Get in here.




  DASHA (to us). I resist.




  He pulls me up from underneath the table.




  DAD. Stand in the corner.




  DASHA (to DAD). No!




  (To us.) I slap him on the chest.




  He lifts me up with his left arm and with the right continues arguing with Mum.




  He drags me through the kitchen door into the corridor and puts me down.




  DAD. Stand still and face the wall.




  DASHA. I turn.




  An inch from my nose I see a giant black hole.




  Eight eyes. Eight legs. Hairy.




  (To DAD.) Spider!




  DAD. Stop it.




  DASHA (to us). He presses me from behind.




  I stand here alone. Facing it.




  An inch away.




  Stares at me.




  One-on-one. Fair.




  The sound of the doorbell ringing. She looks at the time.




  Half-seven.




  I get up. Covered in sweat. Menopause girl.




  But there are worse things I went through.




  Pause.




  Half-naked, in boxers and a loose tank top, I jump through the doorway.




  In front of me stands Petya, our postman.




  Since I was eleven, he’s brought us letters and parcels.




  (To PETYA.) Long time no see. What have you got?




  PETYA. Sign here first.




  DASHA. You are shaking. Been drinking?




  PETYA. The elections. What if it’s him again?




  DASHA (to us). And just in front of me he turns from a wise old fox into a worn-out boozer.




  I tilt my head to one side, put my hand on top of his shoulder and say…




  Nothing.




  We stare at each other holding the same thought of inevitability.




  We both know that today Lukashenko is going to be elected again.




  Petya looks at the tattoo on my thigh.




  PETYA. Is it Stalin?




  DASHA (to PETYA). Che Guevara.




  Pause.




  (To us.) I get to the kitchen, pour hot water into a cup, and add instant coffee: three in one.




  In front of me is this large yellow plastic envelope. I can guess what’s inside.




  It’s one of those things that can turn your life around… or cut it in half.




  Stomach is churning, hands are wet from the nerves. I wipe them against my chest.




  Fuck it.




  I tear it apart.




  It’s from the United States embassy.




  Inside: a large ‘don’t open’ envelope, a congratulations letter and passport.




  I flip through the pages and find the immigrant visa.




  I’m officially a Green Card winner.




  Pause.




  Could it be a scam?




  Am I making a mistake?




  Can Mum see me now?




  In moments like this I believe that the dead spy on me.




  (To her imaginary mother.) ‘Yes, I’m doing it for you.’




  (To us.) I turn but the chair is empty.




  She used to sit over there, between the table and the refrigerator.




  Mama.




  When she leaned back her curly black hair became magnetic and turned her into a Frankenstein.




  Pause.




  (To her imaginary mother.) So it’s not a bad offer, huh? Maybe I should take my swimsuits and a pair of nineties sunglasses like in The Matrix… You would’ve gone without blinking, got yourself a little place by the ocean. And you did go… in your own way.
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