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SOLDIER'S HAPPINESS

A historical drama in three acts.

ACT I.

Middle Ages. Gloomy, fanatical and bloody. On the bank of a large European river, two wandering knights are trying to catch fish with their hands. Their weapons and armor piled up next to each other. For some reason, they are not catching fish, and their hunger is getting worse. One knight is very young the other is already in his late teens, but still strong. 

(Music by Deep Purple and Rainbow.)

YOUNG. You are telling me that there is no such thing as soldier’s happiness.

OLD. There is no happiness in life at all, I tell you.

YOUNG. Listen, older brother, speak like a human being, do not go off on wild dialect of yours, or maybe it is your native language?

OLD. Listen, younger brother, get it through your Teutonic or whatever nose - if I say there is no happiness in life, it means that a soldier has no happiness too. I said this in the language of people for whom happiness is precisely dear when there is no happiness, so they proclaim as the highest wisdom that there is no happiness in life.

YOUNG. Ever since?

OLD. Not anymore. Especially when the enemy burned down your home.

YOUNG. Why cannot a soldier be happy? It is so sweet to die for your country!

OLD. Wipe off the bits.

YOUNG (wipes his nose with his sleeve). Nevertheless, why?

OLD. Because a soldier has no personal goal. They led him as a pig to the slaughterhouse and demanded not to break the row. Of course, you can only fight in the ranks if you are a soldier and not a Chekist. The enemy is afraid of cohesion, and kings are always like orderly ranks. In general, kings want us soldiers to march to our deaths in formation, and our faces should radiate one thing: there is no greater happiness in life than to walk in formation.

YOUNG. Everything for the front, everything for victory... you have to give.

OLD. Man given life only once...

YOUNG. Listen, big brother...

OLD. ...and you have to live it like this...

YOUNG. ...so that it does not hurt you so much?

OLD (smiling).  That is right, younger brother.

YOUNG. So that it does not hurt so much the fact that the Holy City Jerusalem, the Holy Grail is still in the hands of the Saracens. In general, in recent years the devil has been walking the earth as if it were his home. While we... we are here gorging ourselves on fish, feasting... orgies... sodomy. Punish me, O Lord!

(Young runs to the river, falls on his knees, makes the sign of the crosses zealously, prays. Old is knee-deep in water hunting for fish.)

OLD. Give us this day our daily bread – do not forget to say it.

YOUNG. Blasphemer, the Holy Sepulcher, the Holy Grail, is in the hands of the wicked Agarians, and you are here with fish.

OLD. I have not tried it with fish yet, I knew the servant of God Rebecca, but not fish.

YOUNG. Blasphemer, you foolish man, Jerusalem is in the hands of the Gentiles!

OLD. What a dog! When I am hungry, I do not think about anything.

YOUNG (terrified, he puts his hands over his ears). Listen, senior comrade I am certainly not a snitch but if someone from the Cheka heard these words, you would not escape the arms of the PF.

OLD MAN. You mean the Internal Police Fine.

YOUNG (even more terrified, he puts his hands over his face). Oh, God, do not listen to him! I am talking about the Purifying Fire.

OLD. There is nothing to be afraid of... 

(PAUSE.)

OLD (continues). Except fear, as one king used to say. The Cheka is not as scary as it is painted.

YOUNG. It is more frightening.

OLD. How do you know?

YOUNG. I know. Listen, senior comrade, I have never told you before, but I will tell you. I saw a Chekist.

OLD. You are lying!

YOUNG. I saw it. I swear. I dreamed of him! He is formidable but fair. He has fiery eyes and a gray beard. He wears a velvet robe the color of ripe raspberries and girded with a belt with golden buckles. He is wearing soft boots, such as the Genoese carry from Colchis. In his right hand he holds a sword, and in his left hand...

OLD. Comrade Mauser!

YOUNG. Do not interfere. The most important thing is the emblem. It hangs on a silver chain on his chest. Do you know what? A red pentagram with a black cross inside it, with the ends bent to the right.

OLD. No, boy, wipe your face and listen, if you have ears: the Chekists are people like us.

YOUNG (laughs). Well, you, old men, you are a fools! Maybe you will say that Saracens are people too.

OLD. Saracens are people.

YOUNG (laughs even harder).  If this goes on, you old fool - you will say that Jews are people too.

OLD. No, I would not say that.

YOUNG. That is right. 

(PAUSE.)

YOUNG. You tell me, big brother, that there is no soldier's happiness. 

(The old man is silent. Hunger makes him shake like an oriflamme in the wind. The young man continues after a tense silence.)

YOUNG. To defend the Fatherland when it is in danger, when you go straight from the parade to the front, blessed by the caring look of your father's eyes, when you put your bare chest on your spear like Sandro de Marin, when the bugles play, the drum beats, when...

OLD. With your bare ass on a hedgehog.

YOUNG: You must be a poor man in spirit, older comrade, is there nothing sacred to you?

OLD. No, it is!

YOUNG. What is it? Share your inner wealth.

OLD. I am just a complete wretchedness inside, and the holy for me now is a big fried fish, a glass of wine and some bread. That is it! I would give my soul for that...

YOUNG (interrupts him, frightened). Shut up! The Lord hears everything, and the Cheka is awake. Let everyone know (shouts), let everyone hear - a soldier's happiness is to fight for his country!

OLD. Why do not you stay in your Moravia, going to Jerusalem instead?

YOUNG. I am going to liberate the Holy Sepulcher, the Holy Grail, from the unholy claws of World Wide Saracenism. I am fulfilling my international duty! I am a Christian Internationalist Warrior and my dream is to free the world from the green plague!

OLD MAN. Do you know how many warriors have been on earth who wanted to conquer the world?

YOUNG. I know one who went to India. He was a Greek, but he was a pagan and died of debauchery: “Women, Vodka, Money.”

OLD. Alexander was a real soldier, without ideological bullshit. He conquered the world. When he died, he ordered that he buried in a glass coffin and that his hands placed palms up.

YOUNG. What, he was getting old?

OLD. No. He died quite young. This is so that everyone could see that by conquering the world, he personally gained nothing.

(PAUSE.)

YOUNG: So you are saying there is no winter in Africa.

OLD. Never.

YOUNG. Never? Why, then, do the knights who went to Palestine to fulfill their international duty return here, where beards freeze to the visor and the iron gauntlet must be stripped off along with the frozen skin to throw it at the feet of the daredevil? Why are they attracted to this depraved cosmopolitan Europe?

OLD. In each of us, even in the internationalist warrior, there is a demon of vanity. Everyone wants return to their native village and boast about their achievements, as a pompous demobilized warrior with velvet chevrons. Truly, human vanity has no limits.

YOUNG. What about you, old soldier, did you return like that too?

OLD. Three times. (Seeing the young man cringe in disbelief.) The age of freedom is unknown!   (The young man cringes in disbelief.) If I lie, let me turned into a goat!

YOUNG. I believe you, I believe you, do not swear so scary! Tell us about your exploits, about your medals.

OLD. I would rather tell you about the trophies. When the Saracens crippled me like the Creator crippled the Almighty turtle, I realized that young women in my region would shy away from me as a Muscovite and would not sleep with me even for Arabian silver piasters, so I brought an African woman with me.

YOUNG. A Moorish woman?

OLD. No, a real Ethiopian.

YOUNG. Where is she now?

OLD. I exchanged her for tobacco and a pipe.

YOUNG. You are not going to say that you lived with her, would you? You did not cohabitate with a black savage, unbaptized one at that did you.

OLD. She was sweet like Greek wine, fragrant like the water that cool Saracens sprinkle on themselves when they go to their wives in the harem. She had lush breasts, luxurious thighs that I gnawed on like a sinner on a pork ham in Lent, and her skin was the color of the drink that Arabian cowboys drink instead of wine.

YOUNG. She professed an ideology that was alien to us.

OLD. Boy, they were Christians even before we were. Beyond the Nubian Desert, there are Abyssinian Mountains, so there are Christian cave churches carved out there and even rock monasteries. One monk said that the Virgin Mary was from their tribe.

YOUNG (Startled). Black monk?

OLD. I have seen such an icon.

YOUNG (jumps ashore, grabs his sword).  Silence, heretic! How do you keep your lips from rotting and your tongue from scabbing? Shut up, or...

OLD (not responding to the escapade). Wipe it off, or you will get the sword wet. Then for a rusty sword, your lord has the right to cut your head off. This law goes back to Clovis the first.

(Young calms down.) 

(PAUSE.)

YOUNG. You mean this the one who, together with two other bad bison, insidiously, under the cover of a dark forest, destroyed the Great Empire.

OLD. No, brother, you got it all wrong. It was a good man who have said, “Learning is light, and ignorance is darkness.”

YOUNG. What are you doing? I was studying too. My dad kept the teacher for a whole year until he started picking on my sister. I passed my exams early, so I did well. The examiner looked so funny, stuck on a stake. His brains mixed with his shit, and his eyes pampered similar to a tomboy. From his look, I realized that I had passed the exams with an A. Ahead of schedule, too.

OLD. Externalization.

YOUNG. No, no. Do not insult me. Do you think I do not know how to say shit in Latin?

OLD. Well, if you are such a scientist, why did the sinful fruit in Paradise have the shape of an apple? Why not a banana, which could have led Eve to sinful thoughts more quickly? Why not some rotten orange? Why not a kiwi, after all?

YOUNG. We did not go through this with my teacher. We passed the alphabet. We passed the short course written by Leader, we passed the Complete Collection of the Leader’s Works. We did not get to the pseudo-science of "fruits and vegetables". He was tempted by the "apples" in my sister's sinus. Where are the apples, they were real ripe melons... So he pierced through and through, and while he was still breathing, I studied his anatomy a little more. I do not know why Eva took the apple.

OLD. The devil tempted Eve with the earth, you know. The globe. For the Earth is round and sideways, like an apple, with dimples right at the top and bottom.

(The young man with the round eyes of horror jumps to the shore, grabs his sword, throws it, and falls to his knees. He prays, finally realizing something and calms down.)

YOUNG. Listen, old criminal, you may be a heretic, a godless person, even a dissident, but tell me how many times you were beaten on the head with truncheons, sticks, stones, how many times your helmet was flattened on your head with swords?

OLD. Once, in the Panjshir Valley, a blacksmith was taking off my helmet. A Dushman hit me in the cheekbone with a war hammer, my lower jaw cracked, I was choking because my teeth clogged, and my armor was all in blood. Thanks to the blacksmith and the Armenian doctor, I was drinking wine on the third day. Like this. 

(Shows. Both laugh.)

YOUNG. How many times was you demolished like that, I ask you?

OLD. Maybe three hundred...

YOUNG. Is not it more than that?

OLD. Maybe five hundred.

YOUNG. That is enough. Thank God, I understood everything. Once a day, that is almost two years. If you beat such a head with a mace every day for two years, will it remain sane? No way. That is why you are a little crazy, and you belong not in the Cheka, but in a basic psychiatric hospital.

OLD. Wait a minute. I still know something about the apple, right?

YOUNG. Philosophize, but do not go deeper than the fruit and vegetable level.

(PAUSE.)

OLD. Listen, smart brother, if we do not catch at least one fish, we will both go crazy with hunger. I survived two famines: in 1933 and in 1947, but I have never been as hungry as I am now. (Grabbing the fish.) You asked for happiness, so here it is.

YOUNG (delighted). No, brother that is not what happiness is! Happiness is to become a king and marry a beautiful woman, to have a lot of money and many possessions! (Suddenly stops talking when he sees the Old Man ironic look.)

OLD. It is okay, boy, do not be ashamed. You had to say this, soon or late, even against your will. You should know that you are not the only one. Every soldier dreams of becoming a general. That is what we are fighting for - for the money!

YOUNG. You misunderstood me. The highest for me it is the idea. The glory of the empire... International duty... The Holy Sepulcher... The State... The Fatherland... Christianity... If the enemy does not surrender, you must destroy it. Because the state is at stake! Therefore, the crusade is to the end!

OLD. Catch fish, boy, and go to your soldier's happiness - money, power and women. I will not tell anyone. I am telling you again, you are not the only one, all soldiers fight for this, and only fools or party members shed blood for an idea.

YOUNG:  What about the Crusaders?

OLD. There are different kinds of crusaders. There are crusaders party members and non-party members.

(PAUSE.)

YOUNG. Look, a drowning man is floating!

OLD. Indeed. A temple of the spirit, image and likeness... Another Vasil Ivanovich Chapaev! Pull him closer with a driftwood, if he drowned long ago, there must be fish somewhere nearby or inside him.

YOUNG: Why is that, wise brother?

OLD. Dialectic: A drowned man is to a fish what a free lunch is to us. It eats the lips, the nose of the human, and then the stomach and what is in the stomach. For some reason, drowned men always swim face down. Pull him over here!

YOUNG. You do it. What, the hell do I need the late Chapaev for?

OLD (pulls the corpse to him). It is a Jew. A fresh one.

YOUNG. I am not going to eat him anyway.

OLD. I do not remember any Jews after Simon being a Fisherman. It was not their profession. It is a waste of time for them. If they have intentions to become Fishermen, they would at least learn to swim.

YOUNG. Oh, there is a whole qahal of them, there are women swimming over there.

OLD. Run along, boy, cut down a convenient hook, there is going to be a different kind of fishing here. "Happy is the fisherman, for he neither sows nor reaps, but his heavenly Father feeds him.”

YOUNG. You are talking anti-evangelicalism again. Cannot you live without sin? You are going to get your comeuppance, my older comrade.

(Both of men search for drowned people and do such a godly thing as looting.)

OLD. Pull, pull! If they were Christians, I would know where to search for it - on the chest. With Jews, still, it is a problem: you never know where they sew their secret pocket.

YOUNG. May I grope women also?

OLD. If you are a necrophiliac feel it up, and if you are just a hungry, albeit noble, knight, then cut off their buttons like... but you do not want to hear that word.

YOUNG. Oh, I found a silver Thaler coin and a copper chain. I would like to make a dam and examine all the folk.

OLD. Even if we could do something like that, we cannot do it, because those in the lower settlements already know about the spawning and are waiting for their rations. Do you want them to come up to us and expropriate the expropriators?

YOUNG. I am an aristocrat, but I am for social justice.

OLD. It is good to be able to share. Because if you do not share, then soon or late, you will end up on the revolutionary guillotine. There are many different things in the world that soldier of fortune is hungry for. They are jewelry, women, power, land, but when you get a little bit of it, it is better to take a little bit of everything. Just as much as you can swallow.

YOUNG: I know from history how one king told his vassals: “Take as much sovereignty as you can swallow.”

OLD. The king was joking. When one of his vassals tried to take some of that sovereignty, the king crucified him and burned the castle.

YOUNG. It is a pity that so much good is wasted. If they were pigs, you could make sausages, and could make soap from the dead bodies, and you could make wallets and lampshades from their skin. Okay, let the plebeians do this. Great things await us - the liberation of the Holy City, bringing the light of Christ's faith to the dark, hungry, and persecuted, who will soon rise up against the exploiters, the Mohammedans. Forward to Jerusalem! Death to the Agarites!

OLD. Do you want to take a public test in political training? Sorry, I cannot assist you. I am not a political officer.

(PAUSE.)

YOUNG. Good Lord! Listen, old brother, there are hundreds of them here floating. What kind of horror is this?

OLD.  I have heard that it happens. Cities sometimes make fateful decisions to get rid of all their Jews. Not so long ago, the Rhine took in eleven thousands of these Gentiles in one day.

YOUNG. Emperor Adolf the Great also contributed to this God-pleasing work by rafting lemons.

OLD. It is not exactly a godly thing to do, but rather a worldly thing, because each of the unfortunates has something left behind of him: a hut, horses, or a beer garden, gold teeth, or a "frog-kiosk" at the market. Thus, under the ideological superstructure, there is a materialistic basis.

YOUNG. Once in Bohemia, during a church service, I committed a great sin: out of boredom - God punish me! (Crosses himself hysterically.) - I began to poke at the wall of the church with a knife and - oh, unheard-of filth and sacrilege! I found a slab of a Jewish tombstone under the plaster. I flew out of that church like Oswald of Bosetto from the saddle in a fight with Lavrin of Galicia, and immediately wrote a report to the Cheka precinct against the grabby contractor.

OLD. Do not pick at the walls in the church. In one city in Spain, I saw a whole street paved with slabs of their tombstones, but that is not all... In my homeland, there was an atheist king in power for a while, and when he died, his successor Joseph of Colchis built monuments to his predecessor in every settlement. Of course, he took the material for the foundations from Jewish cemeteries.

YOUNG. Obviously, that is why you are dragging yourself off to the crusades, because in your horrible homeland, atheists are in power. What is the Cheka looking at there?

OLD. My homeland is on the other side of the Carpathian Mountains, and it is not terrible at all. It is like a real paradise. The atheists driven out of power, and now everyone there is so zealous a Christian that it is rather scary. They cannot divide Christ. Yet, that is not why I am traveling around Europe, having left my home...

YOUNG. Europe is our common home!

OLD. Did you say something about Oswald of Bosetto and Lavrin of Galicia, brother?

YOUNG. Who does not know that Oswald is a traitor and a coward, illegally sitting on the throne that rightfully belongs to Lavrin of Galicia?

OLD. Look, we are not far from his principality, do not say too much, even fish have ears in our Europe.

YOUNG. I will tell him in his lying eyes that he is a traitor and a coward, if he comes to a fight with me, I will beat him the first time. Look! Catch that woman! She is still wearing her jewelry.

OLD. Why are you letting your happiness slip away?

YOUNG. The stinking river.

(PAUSE.)

OLD. Do not jump to conclusions. Everything is relative - for the gods, this channel can be filled with nectar, for humans with water, for demons with dung, and for some other creatures - it is just a normal habitat.

YOUNG. Listen, big brother, I have realized the highest truth: I live in the wildest times.

OLD. There is no such torment that a boy cannot endure, so it is all relative.

YOUNG. Relativism bordering on solipsism. Heresy, in short. For such words, you sent to the Cheka prison...

OLD. Look at the tattoo on the corp. It is a blacksmith. To think they killed a blacksmith!

YOUNG. He is just a Jew for them.

OLD. He looks more like a Gypsy, but in the fever of the pogrom, such details become unimportant. When they start killing specialists: shoemakers, doctors, bankers, electricians, chimney sweeps - the city is finished. That is how Sparta died. They killed babies to improve their breed. That is how Rome fell, because of gladiatorial fights. That is how the Family of the Sympathetic Free Republics fell, where parents and their rulers killed a hundred million of their own children.

YOUNG. Yet, these are only Jews. They were the ones who did not accept Jesus. They were the ones who shouted: "Crucify him!"

OLD. It is obvious that you took history externally, so you know something. What you do not know is that He was a Jew.

YOUNG (jumps out of water, grabs his dagger).  He could not have been. Say it again before I send you to the Hell Sheol to your devil relatives, because I see you are a heretic, an ideological saboteur. Say it again!

OLD (calmly searching the corpse of a stout Jew).  He was! As so as all his apostles are Jews. Maybe that is why we are destroying them continuously. We do not want to hear the truth.

YOUNG. Come ashore, I will cut you with God's help in the name of the triumph of Christian ideals.

(The old man wades ashore quite easily, for his age, disarms the young man with a cunning trick and pushes him into the water.)

OLD. God is love! Have you heard that? While you want to kill me, sinner, repent.

YOUNG. I repent, elder brother, but tell me that you are not a heretic or a hellion, but a good Christian.

OLD. Yes, son, I am a Christian, but I need money.

YOUNG. Me too. What are we worth without money? Who were we this morning? Vagabonds, even with good weapons. After now, wow!

OLD. As long as you have a good sword and a steady hand, you will have money.

YOUNG. Then why are you making me search Jewish drowned people, why do not we attack a merchant caravan carrying silk, leather, and blue cotton pants from Constantinople to Hyperborea?

OLD. Dialectics, historical materialism, in other words. 

(PAUSE.)

OLD (continues). Here we are, Christians, killing Jews with the words "Glory to the Church!", but the most interesting thing is that there was no order from the Church to kill them. No one can recall any official document regarding Jews and Christians. There is only the biblical "There is neither Greek nor Jew," which we are successfully violating. 

(PAUSE.)

OLD. Why are you pulling this one out? I have already searched it, there is nothing hidden in her dress.

YOUNG. It is been a long time since I have seen a naked girl. I want to watch her (Young feels her body). Aaaaaa (Screams). My, oh my! Older brother, she is alive, her stomach pulsates.

ECLIPSE.

ACT II.

The same gloomy, fanatical, bloody time of the Middle Ages. The bank of the same river. Near the fire, the body of a Jewish girl fished out of the water lies wrapped in a cloak. Old and young knights are cooking a stew.

OLD MAN (humming).  I walk like a fish on the Danube...

YOUNG. Move quiet. Do not wake her up.

OLD. Who?

(The young man thinks. Then slowly takes out the knife and approaches the slipping girl.)

YOUNG. Really, who? She is only a Jew, so for the glory of God and the fear of the world's Jews, she be executed because she is still breathing.

OLD. Go ahead and finish her off, what the hell, just do not get blood on my cloak, in which I wrap her for the love to humanity.

YOUNG. I also lost my religious vigilance. So should I cut her throat or just throw her in the water? She may come up again In that case... Ah! She is a witch, so she will not drown in the water. That is how we hunted witches in our country, too: they tied her up and threw her into the water; if she did not drown, she was a witch, and they caught her and burned her in the middle of the city; if she drowned, the Lord took her Christian soul to Him. However, in my memory, not single one has floated out. Perhaps because they previously excluded from...

OLD. ...communist party!

YOUNG ...from a Christian honest and respectable community, because there was something to be done. They looked suspicious... Hmm. What about this one?

OLD. In united Europe, well, in the time of Charlemagne, when someone was going to burn a witch, they be considered witches themselves and were sent to prison. You must admit that there is something savage about that burning...

YOUNG. It was so long ago, and how do you remember everything? Did not elephants roam our lands then? 

(Young unfolds cloak, which covers the girl, looks at the sleeping girl.)

YOUNG (continues). A witch! Truly, she is a witch! Look, big brother, she is red, freckled, and there is a big birthmark on her shoulder, on the left one, on the left. What color are her eyes? If they are green, we release her with smoke. Certainly witch! We have to wake her up. Hey, you, Sarah, wake up, open your eyes. (Young shakes her shoulder.) Hey, Sarah, wake up, we are going to warm you up.

GIRL (opens her eyes).  The light is sweet, and it is good for the eyes to see the sun, and if people lived for many years...

YOUNG. Green, God help me, green eyes! We have to gather wood for the bonfire.

OLD. O sancta simplicitas...

YOUNG (falls to his knees).  Lord, bless me for this feat! Still, how can we burn her without a priest or at least a political officer?

OLD. I do not see any signs of the World Judeo-Masonic Conspiracy against Christian ideals on her pure forehead. On the contrary, she has a secret symbol of the presence of Aryan blood in her nose. Brother, look at her Indo-European nose. Obviously, Japheth entered Shem's tent when Shem himself was not present at home.

YOUNG. The witch should burn in the fire!

OLD. Who is not agree to say? Is she a witch? Well, she is Jewish, well, she is a redhead, well, her eyes are green, but boy, look at this daughter of Zion. 

(The girl is lying naked, not even covering herself with her hands.)

OLD (continues). The roundness of her hips is like a necklace, carved by artistic hands. Her womb is like a round-carved bowl, in which there is obviously no shortage of fragrant wine! Hmm. Who will drink it? 

(Old looks attentively at the Young, who is slowly losing his Komsomol vigilance from the contemplation of a girl's real beautiful body.)

OLD (continues). Look, boy, her belly is a sheaf of wheat surrounded by lilies.

YOUNG (lustfully). Her pearls are like two twin chicks, and her neck is like a tower of ivory, her eyes are lakes in... Hmm. To say this in Heshbon would be to pander to the Judaeo-Masons. No! Then, her eyes are lakes in the Alps, at the gates of the Savoyard Castle. Her nose is like a Lebanese tower, looking all the way to Damascus. You are right, elder brother... Oh, woe to me, sinful maltster, for I forget that the Holy City and the Tomb of the Lord are in the hands of the wicked Agarians... Her condition is like that of a palm tree, and that of a Persian like that of a bunch of grapes.

OLD. Oh no, we should kill her. Otherwise, both of us screwed by the power of devil. We do it now!

(The old man pulls out his dagger and rushes to the girl. The young man knocks him down exposing his own sword.)

YOUNG. The witch should burn in the fire!

OLD (stands up easily). Who is arguing? (Older crosses his sword with the younger man.) Wait, young brother. It is too early for us to fight over a whore. We have time.

(Both lower their swords.)

YOUNG. What are you talking about? I am an honest Christian, and I will do with this daughter of Beelzebub what the pious Jacob Sprenger and Institoris' the Malleus Maleficarum, shortly the Hammer of Witches says. This is my favorite book. 

(PAUSE.)

YOUNG (continues). After the Bible, of course. It does not sink in water, so it is a witch, and a witch - for the third time I say - should burn in the fire. You see, brother, I think with logic, you think with a whore's mind. We should better gather some firewood. It will burn!

GIRL (rises slightly, leans on her elbow). Whoever knocks down wall - bitten by viper. Whoever throws stones – get hurt in answer. Whoever chops wood - threatened by another wood. I think you crazy goyim know about the pit that the one who digs it will fall into it, do not you. 

(The girl stands up naked and beautiful. Her body warmed and turned a natural pink color. She looks sternly at the arsonist knights. She, this Jewish girl, is as beautiful as Shulamite: full breasts, delicate skin, steep hips, etc. - everything as Solomon described. The pause lingers and turns into a silent scene. The Old and the Young first cross themselves in synchronization, then their hands reach for their daggers, but then drop powerlessly. They are silent, like heretics before the inquisitors.)

GIRL. I would better get dressed, because I can see you are about to get a sperm in your head. Give me a cloak. 

(The young man bends down and gives the girl a cloak. She wraps herself up. 

She sits down by the fire.)

YOUNG. We here, this means that, wanted to, wanted you... you... you, miss...

OLD (to Young). ...Witch. Miss witch, say, you activist with a cunt.

YOUNG. We... we wanted you...  

GIRL (stands up).  The Lord is my rock and my fortress, my God is my rock, I will take refuge in him. He is my tower and my refuge. My Savior, you will save me from violence! For the waves of death surround me, the streams of Welliyyaal terrify me, the nets of Sheol surrounding me. In my distress I cry to the Lord, to my God I cry. There in his ears is my cry.

(PAUSE.)

GIRL. You heard me, assholes! Listen now I am hungry and God forbid you serve me pork. I will have some fried chicken.

YOUNG (hastily). We have fish.

OLD. Wait, younger brother, I have a suspicion...

YOUNG. Do you know a mountain called Brocken in Germany, Sarah, do you? As so, Mount Blockula in Sweden? Did not you take the Birmingham-Kyiv air flight to visit Bald Mountain? Huh? Did you ever dance Lambada with Messire Baphomet? Who are you, Sarah, Kathleen or Marguerite?

GIRL. You have read too many stupid books, kid. You look smarter than you are.

(The young man blushes.)

OLD. Maybe you, Sarah...

GIRL. I am not Sarah or even Sarrah, but if you really want, you may to call me Shulamite.

OLD. Maybe I should call you Raghava.

SHULAMITE (picks up the phrase). ...and I perform secret tasks of Judeo-Masonic intelligence, asking the two tramps-crusaders where the fish they caught went? Ha-ha-ha! (Laughs.) I am the medieval Mata Hari! I am a witch! I am...

YOUNG. We are here to burn you, because if you are not a witch, you are a succubus, no doubt. Tie her up, big brother!

OLD. Wait, little brother, succubus do not eat fish, and she asked for it. Let her eat.

(The girl eats the soup hastily.)

YOUNG. Then, if she is not a succubus, although she seduces exactly like that sexual breed of Lucifer. It is hard still we need to kill her. Get ready, Sarah.

SHULAMITE (eating fish). I am not any witch or a succubus, so why burn me.

YOUNG. You are Jewish!

SHULAMITE. You, as ideologically savvy crusaders, should know that there is no written, proclaimed, or circular order to destroy us. Besides, I already killed, there in the upper city by foolish goyim like you. It did not work!

OLD. First, we will divide this soup among three of us, because we will be hungry after the ideological struggle. Take a spoon, boy, sit closer, and you, Sarah, continue to speak without a piece of paper, I will give ID card of a party member if you are not the rabbi's daughter.

(For a while, all three of them eat silently from the same bowl.)

SHULAMITE (continuing to eat the soldier's bread). For it said: that there is nothing better for earthly man than to eat and to drink. By the way, give me some wine, boys. 

(The old man gives her flask. She takes a few sips.)

SHULAMITE (continues). For the man’s soul may see the good of his labor. This is all from the hand of God. For who can eat, who can drink, without Him?

OLD. I tell you, this daughter of Zion is from a rabbi's family. You can hear she recites Ecclesiastes. Why do not you remember another of his wisdoms, Sarah? About all earthly joys are in vanity?

SHULAMITE. Avarice, old man, is also a great sin, for it written, "When you reap the harvest of your land, you shall not reap the edge of the field, and you shall not gather the ears of your harvest that fall, but leave them for the poor and for the stranger. I am that stranger. 

(She examines the knight's cloak.)

SHULAMITE (continues).  Oh, White cross on a Red field. You must be Iohannites Hospitallers. You cannot leave poor Shulamite in trouble. I am an orphan, by the way too (She sobs.)

YOUNG. Shulamite, drive out sorrow from your heart, and remove evil from your body... (He catches the Old Man's eye.) What the fuck am I talking about? We will burn it... (Shulamite's cheerful look fades away.) May we... cut it... we will... cut it...

SHULAMITE. To say... to wheel and deal.

OLD. To dismember, I mean, to shred.

YOUNG. Tearing up like a monkey tears the newspaper "Golos Ukrainy".

OLD. Finely chop like Chinese mandarin oranges.

SHULAMITE. Chop well, like cabbage for borscht.

YOUNG. Cook in resin, as Ivan Petrovich wrote...

SHULAMITE. A beautiful young woman was baking there...

OLD. Ruddy, full-figured, pretty...

YOUNG. It will probably be a pity to watch.

OLD. You can also use a dry branch.

SHULAMITE. I do not agree with dry. Let it be green.

YOUNG. Somewhere around here, I saw a dewdrop in the mountains.

SHULAMITE. Oh, no shit. I am not Marichka.

OLD. You are a chick! Oh! What am I, really?

YOUNG. I read somewhere they can poison.

SHULAMITE. I already told you what you read there.

YOUNG. Oh, no, it is about love in Verona.

OLD. About Roman and Julia?

SHULAMITE. A British goy wrote, and I read it too.

OLD. He also wrote about a Moor. You should know this, brother.

YOUNG. A folk song is very instructive (Humming.): 

You are an old man

You bent like an arc, 

While we are young

We glad to play.

SHULAMITE. Both of you could use a little something about the skin of a bear that has not been killed yet.

(All three of them laugh. It is evening.)

OLD. We have to get ready for bed somehow. Tell a pray, younger brother, you are the most ideological among us.

YOUNG. You old dissident, I know you want to, but it would not work. Pray first.

OLD. Let us think about that bear’s skin again and go to bed.

SHULAMITE. There is a simple decision: I will make a small Palestine for myself on this side of the fire, and you will make united Europe, your common home, on the other side.

(A curtain or some other director's gimmick to convince the viewer that the night has passed. 

Then the morning has come.)

(It is morning. Both knights are warming themselves in their wet clothes near the newly rekindled fire. The girl is still asleep).

YOUNG. You, brother, why are you wet?

OLD. You, brother, why are you wet?

YOUNG. Why? I am fine. I woke up in the middle of the night, very thirsty for water. I slipped.
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