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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
JOHANN LOUIS EDWARD HOZ, scientist of a world-wide importance, Chairman of the League of Nation’s Commission on Solving the World Economic Enigma and So on and So Forth. 101 years old.
INTERGOM, Hoz’s lady-friend, 21 years old.
WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE, about 45 years old.
STATION MASTER. 
UBORNYAK, PYOTR POLIKARPOVICH, writer.
ZHOVOV, MECHISLAV EVDOKIMOVICH, writer.
FUSHENKO, GENNADI PAVLOVICH, writer.
SUENITA, Chairman of the “14 Red Little Huts” kolkhoz. 19-20 years old.
ZHELDOR, the railway station guard.
VERSHKOV, FILIP, a kolkhoznik of declining years.
KONTSOV ANTON, kolkhoznik, 30 years old. Speaks and acts with a faultless clarity.
THE PILOT
SEKUSHCHEVA, KSENYA, kolkhoz worker.
THE GUARD, the kolkhoz guard.
THE DISTRICT OLD MAN. 
GARMALOV, Suenita’s husband, ex-Red Army Soldier.

Suenita’s and Ksenya’s infants in arms.
Some passengers from a long-distance train.

The action takes place in 1932. 
ACT ONE
(Foyer of Moscow Railway Station. Flowers, tables, transparencies with welcoming inscriptions in foreign languages. A few of them in Russian. One large transparency proclaims: “For the Healthy Soviet Old Man! For Cultural and More Fruitful Old Age!” 

( Whistles of faraway locomotives. Sounds of an orchestra tuning up somewhere on the platform. The Station Master is standing on the stage; he vigilantly inspects the premises, now and then replacing and rearranging the flowers – for best effect. At the doorway is the Station Guard. The Welcoming Public Figure enters.
. 
     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:    How do you do, comrade. When do you expect the train from abroad to arrive?

     STATION MASTER:    “The Mighty Bird” Express is to arrive in two minutes. The dispatcher has just informed us, though, that the train is four minutes late. But I think the engineer will make up the time. 

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:    I do agree with you; our transport system is entering an era of due punctuality.
(Long, distant, sorrowful whistle of the approaching train, broken up by speed and swirling wind) 
     STATION MASTER:    (officially) Trans-Soviet “Mighty Bird” Express Stolbtsy-Vladivostok is arriving at platform number one! In the parlor car deluxe travels Mister Johann Louis Edward Hoz, Honorary Member of the Stockholm Academy and Chairman of the Special Committee of the League of Nations for Solving the Enigma of the World Economy and So On and So Forth. (Glancing at his wristwatch) The delay – half a minute! Engineer – comrade Zhivago! 

           (The whistle of the train is heard within the station area. The sounds of squealing brakes. The train comes to a stop. The rumbling voices of the crowd. Greetings. A musical flourish. The Station Master, adjusting his uniform, steps out onto the platform. The Welcoming Public Figure is absorbed in a thoughtful pose. Johann Hoz enters the foyer hand-in-hand with Intergom. Intergom is holding a valise in her hand. They are followed by two writers: Ubornyak and Zhovov. After them comes the Station Master. The Welcoming Public Figure welcomes Hoz. He introduces himself to Hoz and to his lady-companion and utters a short welcoming phrase in French.)

     HOZ:     (irritated) I know, I know. Of course I know! I have already forgotten which languages I do not speak and what things I do not know. Russian, Hindi, Mexican, Hebrew, astronomy, psychotechnics, hydraulics… I am one hundred and one years old, and you are just a boy. (Getting even more annoyed) You are a boy! You dare to address me in French?!

      WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     Excuse me. Your lady-companion, did she also take the trouble to learn Russian?

     HOZ:     A boy! Stop irritating me on this irritated land! Intergom, tell him in Russian about all those trifles of yours. 

     INTERGOM:     Down with anti-hay-stacking sentiments!

     HOZ:     What? What did you say? Fine girl! You know Russian better than I do! Repeat it right now. Can't you see how I'm tormented?

     INTERGOM:     Down with anti-hay-stacking sentiments! I read Soviet newspapers. I learnt it. Anti-hay-stacking sentiments means sorrow in Russian. It's ennui; it's not socialism.

     HOZ:     How bright of you!

     INTERGOM:     No, you're wrong. It's brilliant of me.

     HOZ:     Pardon. It's brilliant! What is it with me? I've started forgetting nonsense like that. Boys, girls, children, give me a walking stick made out of a grave cross so that I can shuffle off to that poor world beyond!

     INTERGOM:     You're a counter-fool, gramps!

     HOZ:     What?

     INTERGOM:     You are a counter-fool, which means you are a clever boy.

     HOZ:     (absorbed in thought) No one knows, Intergom.

     STATION MASTER:     (to Hoz) I congratulate you on your safe arrival. I wish you a pleasant journey about this greatest and as yet most alien-to-you country. 

     HOZ:     Most alien?! No, you miss the point; all countries are equally alien and unwelcoming to me. But thank you.

          (The Station Master bids farewell and departs.)

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     Welcome, Mr. Johann Hoz, great philosopher of weakening capitalism, brilliant master of opportunist trickeries, and I wish you… .

     INTERGOM:     To become a baby, a preschooler, a Pioneer, a dear friend of the new world.

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     (to Intergom, sulkily) That's only partly true. (to Hoz) I am welcoming you to this gigantic, still unknown country on behalf of the laboring people, who are creating happiness and truth for themselves and for you. We are happy to meet you in our common home! 

      HOZ:     I doubt that you are really happy on my account. (A short pause.) I have never yet made anyone happy or gay. (Looking at Intergom) Maybe her, perhaps, but nobody else.

     INTERGOM:     Oh, yes, Johann, I am terribly happy with your love! 

     HOZ:     I know, I know it... You are a woman first, and only then a human being.

     INTREGOM:     Forward and back, I am everywhere a woman. 

     HOZ:     You are counter-clever, Intergom… Oh, mademoiselle girl, I am sick and tired of living within my own organism, of this life, of the boredom of current facts; give me some milk, please! I am bored, mademoiselle girl, I am bored of all those conscious feelings… Some milk for me!!

     INTERGOM:     (Takes a small bottle of pasteurized milk out of her valise and hands it to Hoz.) Have a drink of milk, gramps. Calm down, please, don't think; your stomach is too weak… For God's sake, gramps, empty the bottle to the last drop. I love you.

     HOZ:     (Having emptied the bottle, he gives it back to her.) And now, I would like to have something chemical, caustic...

     INTERGOM:     (Digging in the valise) Here you are, I found something. God knows what. Something chemical and absolutely distasteful.

     HOZ:     Give it to me, I have to swallow! (Takes a pill from Intergom's hands and swallows it. He then right away turns to the Welcoming Public Figure.) Where is this so-called socialism? Just show it to me at once; capitalism irritates me!

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     I am ready to show you some individual elements of our system immediately... Here you are! Just to the right there is a mother-and-child room. 

     INTERGOM:     That's very kind of you, thank you. But for God's sake, show us a room for the poorest old men and show us what they are doing there!

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     (Embarrassed) I'm terribly sorry, but it's being repaired at the moment. 

     HOZ:     Don't be in a hurry, Intergom. There are no old men here; people in this country die on time. (to the Welcoming Public Figure) Chief, comrade, stop repairing the room for old men: there will be nobody to put in there. 

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     I have exaggerated a bit, Mr. Hoz. We don't even have such a room. 

     HOZ:     Don't get embarrassed. I know that you are slightly... (mumbles something indistinctly).... But, after all, we are even much bigger rascals. Communist Greetings! (to all those present) Comrades, let's put it this way. They do have a mother-and-child room, but it's a mere nothing. They have few old men left and, naturally, there's no room for them. This is already a success. I'm right, am I not, gentlemen?

     THE TWO WRITERS:     (intensely, simultaneously, almost in unison) Hail! Valour! Wonderful! Gut! Cardinal! Merci! 

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     You are grossly mistaken, gentlemen! We have a slogan: "For a healthy Soviet old man! For a cultural, more fruitful old age!" Just read it! (Points to the slogan on the wall.)

     INTERGOM:     Johann, are the Bolshevik old men as fond of women as you are?

     HOZ:     I doubt it. 

     INTERGOM:     What would you do then if they overtake and surpass us in this respect?

     HOZ:     Then you'll join them, and I'll marry a young Komsomol girl – younger than you. 

     INTERGOM:     That's horrible, Johann!

     HOZ:     It's my way, Intergom. Don't you know that?

     INTERGOM:     Sure enough, Johann. Your passion makes my body progress. 

     HOZ:     And it's withering as well, Intergom. Your body, I mean. While my experience is getting more rational. 

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     (embarrassed) Our country awaits you, Mr. Hoz.

     HOZ:     Yes, yes, of course. We'll set off straight away into the Russian expanse, into the open air, into the greenery of woods, onto the collective-farm stove of a new world, back to all that natural nonsense!...

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     The car motors have already been started. Just let me know the route you choose to take. 

     HOZ:     Into the obscurity of history, to Asia, into the Eastern Void... We'd like to measure the brightness of that dawn which you supposedly have ignited. 

     UBORNYAK:     May I inquire as to Mr. Universal Thinker's point of view about some critical universal-historical problems?

     HOZ:     What are you, I wonder; a worker?

     UBORNYAK:     I am a true Russian prose writer, Pyotr Polykarpovich Ubornyak. I hope you are acquainted with my books "A Poor Tree", "A Profitable Year", "A Most Cultural Personality", "Forever Soviet", and other works of mine.

     HOZ:     You hope in vain: I don't know any of them.

     UBORNYAK:     The peoples of the world are well acquainted with my international activities in defense of my homeland...

     HOZ:     Excuse my absolute ignorance on the matter. How has your activity been expressed? 

     UBORNYAK:     When the threat of British intervention dangled over this country, I married a famous English lady. At the time of the Japanese military threat, I became betrothed to a high-born Japanese girl.

     HOZ:     Very prudent. The intervention, as is well known, failed; but your services were of inestimable value. Who did you marry during the Civil War?

     UBORNYAK:     A most educated daughter of a respectable Russian general.

     HOZ:     Well done. Among the fools you look clever enough, Mr. Ubornyak. 

     UBORNYAK:     Following a good old-time Russian tradition, according to the heart-felt friendliness of our most noble, most grateful, perfectly wonderful national custom, allow me to embrace you and give you a friendly kiss, so as to make this moment really cultural and historical!

     HOZ:     (Pointing to Intergom) You'd better kiss her on the cheek. She is in charge of my feelings.

          (Intergom offers a cheek, puffing it out. Ubornyak kisses it in the most polite manner.)

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     Two more writers are dying to be introduced to you, Mr. Hoz: Mister-Citizen Mechislav Zhovov and Mister-Citizen Gennadi Fushenko. 

     HOZ:     Make it quick, please. I need reality, not fiction. 

          (Mechislav Zhovov slowly approaches Hoz--almost touching him--with a shy smile, keeping embarrassingly silent.)

     INTERGOM:     Don't you find, Johann, that his face looks like a happy root-plant? I forgot the Russian term for it. 

     FUSHENKO:     It's typical Russian vegetable, Mademoiselle. 

     INTERGOM:     A happy pumpkin!

          (A pause. Zhovov keeps silent.)

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     (To Hoz) He can't speak. He has ten dependants to support. But he is glad to see you.

     FUSHENKO:    (In a low, but persistent voice) Mr. Hoz, I am a member of the Board of the Writers' Union. I write stories from Turkish life....

          (Hoz pays no attention to Fushenko. A pause of complete, stagnating bewilderment.)

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     Maybe Mister Hoz will speak more scientifically on the aims and purposes of his visit to this country where socialism is being built?

     HOZ:     Scientifically?! Stop irritating me! I've come here to enjoy myself and make merry. I'm traveling for trifles!!

     UBORNYAK:     (Portentously) You are mistaken, Mr. Hoz. Here in this country, which occupies one sixth part of the world's dry land, where....

     FUSHENKO:     Mr. Hoz, I....

     HOZ:     Stop pretending to be serious, gentlemen. You can't help laughing in this country, but instead you try hard to think! Just have a good laugh and show sympathy!

     FUSHENKO:     Mr. Hoz, I orga--....

     HOZ:     Very well, then. Keep on writing stories, playing with your fame. 

          (The sound of a train, arriving at the station; the buzz of the crowd of passengers. By the sounds one can guess that an ordinary interurban train has arrived. Some common passengers mistakenly enter the concourse stage, but Zheldor, the Station Guard, turns them out. Two passengers, however, manage to get by Zheldor and cross the stage, carrying sacks. A third passenger, who quietly and accidentally went by unnoticed, is Suenita. She carries bundles over her shoulder, hanging down on both sides; a sack of dried crusts and a mug over her back--a heap of books, tied up by a rope in front. Suenita is a dark-complexioned southern woman; she looks very tired and dirty after a long journey. She examines the people and the setting with an amazed look in her somewhat sad eyes.)

     HOZ:     (Observing Suenita) What a poor creature of nature! 

     SUENITA:     We do not belong to the rich... How can I get to the Kazan Railway Station? I have to go back to the desert.

     HOZ:     (Examining her motionlessly) What is your name, creature of God?... Where are you hurrying, Soviet child?

     SUENITA:     I'm not a child. I'm the Chairman of the "Red Huts" shepherds' kolkhoz. I'm going back home to the Caspian Sea. 

     HOZ:     What a marvel of life...a child is ruling a countryside kingdom! From where are you coming, my defenseless one?

     SUENITA:     I'm not defenseless – we have a kolkhoz, my husband is serving in the Red Army. I went to Leningrad to receive a library as a reward. 

     FUSHENKO:     Comrade Chairman, how many farms have been collectivized? Are kulaks still active? Are there any small breakdowns in your organized economic work? Should we urgently send a breakdown-liquidating brigade of writers to your kolkhoz? I am a member of the cultural association...

     SUENITA:     (thoughtfully) Writers?... Are they clever? There are fourteen little red huts in our kolkhoz. We don't have anything to read; we've read everything already. We read aloud at night. By lamp-light; the glass has cracked because of the flame. I read, and the people around me are thinking. And beyond the circle of light and thoughtful listeners is the darkness of night and the rustle of the Caspian Sea waves. We've read every book we have, and now they've become uninteresting. We found it dull to live only by our own brains. Then, because I kept a good account of my work-days, I was rewarded with a library. Well, they wanted to send the books, but they didn't. They were rather slow. Those bureaucrats don't care a bit about socialism. I decided to go get the books myself. So I did, and I got the books all right. Now I would like to get to the Kazan Railway Station to get a ticket for non-reserved seats.. 

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     Just look and see, Mr. Hoz, this small creature of socialism. 

     HOZ:     No. A gigantic creature, my dear. All of God's world is hidden in the microcosm of this poor little thing. (to Suenita) Give me your hand, my happy one!

          (Suenita meekly holds out her hand. Hoz kisses it.)

     SUENITA:     You'd better spit now. Because my hand is pretty dirty. And besides, hands are not for kisses; hands are for work and embraces. 

     UBORNYAK:     She has taken a short-term hygiene course.

     SUENITA:     Yes, I'm an assistant nurse and even can act as a midwife.

     HOZ:     And have you tried having a child yourself?

     SUENITA:     Yes, I managed that already.

     INTERGOM:     Do you need any eau-de-cologne for your hands?

     SUENITA:     As you like. Not really. Where is the Kazan Railway Station?

     FUSHENKO:     Would you like me to get you a ticket without any queue? 

     SUENITA:     How can you do such a thing?! There are a lot of people queuing up. It's against the law. I myself used to punish people for stealing a kilo of millet. 

     UBORNYAK:     He can do anything, my dear. He even lives without queuing. His turn passed long ago, but he still keeps on living the cultured life! Genya, let's kiss each other!

     FUSHENKO:     Let's kiss, Pyotr Polikarpovich! (They kiss each other.)

     INTERGOM:     (to Suenita) Would you like some milk?

     SUENITA:     I used to drink it on the kolkhoz. Good-bye. I'd better go and queue up to get a ticket. I am afraid I'll be too late. Why are those two kissing each other? It's disgraceful!

      HOZ:     Wait a bit. I'll go with you. Can an old-timer join you?!

     SUENITA:     You're too old. We have no timber, you know; if you die, we have nothing to make your coffin out of. Then we'll have to just bury you in the sand. 

     HOZ:     That's fine with me. Good-bye, gentlemen! Keep on writing your works, go on hailing and welcoming expresses! Take care!

          ( Hoz and Suenita walk towards exit.)

     INTERGOM:     (rushes after them) Johann! Where will I live? Johann! It's a foreign country for me, I'll die without you, Johann!

     HOZ:     (halting for a moment) Well, what next? Go on, irritate me, irritate me! Let the nonsense out of your body!

     INTERGOM:     (Pressing herself against him) Johann, you have exhausted my youth with your love....

     HOZ:     Yes, I did. I am a man, am I not, Intergom?

     INTERGOM:     Don't leave me like this! Have a drink of milk, have something chemical to eat. Let's go to the hotel and forget all about it. Take me to the desert with you; I'll wither away in Europe without you. (starts crying).

     HOZ:     The angels alone die for love and live in the wilderness. Intergom, you are a woman; you are not fit for the desert. In a few hours' time you'll be smiling again.... 

     SUENITA:     Dear old man, all the trains for the kolkhozes are leaving. We'll be left behind.

      HOZ:     Wait a moment. We'll soon have everything arranged, poor things!

     INTERGOM:     (in tears) Where will you have your milk, take your pills and tablets? Who will you love now? I've studied you, I've gotten used to feeling, and now I'll have to forget!

     SUENITA:     I'll feed him with what I have in my sack. I have enough dry crusts and crumbs. 

     HOZ:     (to Ubornyak) Well, Mister Writer! Intergom is a Dutch of Flemish blood, though she was born in Russia. I think it would be be very useful to improve moral and political relations between your homeland and Holland. Take Intergom under the protective auspices of your love. Can't you do a favor for the Queen of Netherlands?!

     INTERGOM:     Oh, Johann! I am so incredibly sad just now! Well, kiss my hand!

     HOZ:     There now, Intergom, calm down: you know well enough that life isn't anything serious. Farewell, my poor body! (Kisses Intergom on the forehead and leaves her, approaching Suenita.)

     UBORNYAK:     (to Intergom, offering her his arm) Allow me to offer you most cultural friendship and hospitality! My door is open to all of Europe!

     SUENITA:     (to Hoz) Let's hurry up, gramps; let's get to our village. My kid's crying there.

     HOZ:     Let's go, you creation of God. Give me a dry crust from your sack to suck on. 

     SUENITA:     Later. Let's get on the train, then you can guzzle all you want.

     WELCOMING PUBLIC FIGURE:     Mr. Hoz, the Buick stands ready for you. The engine is warmed up; the car is on duty for you. 

     HOZ:     Turn it off. I'm beginning to get warmed up myself; let the engine cool down.

          (Departs together with Suenita). 

     UBORNYAK:     (with Intergom on his arm) You'll start an excellent and serious new life in my home, my dear and most sweet Madam Intergom.

          (All on stage depart. Ubornyak takes Intergom by both her hands. )

     UBORNYAK:     Oh, my dear Dutch girl! Yours is a wonderful hydrotechnical motherland! Together we shall write novels and -- sketches! I have a dog named Makar at home; the beast will be crazy about you!

     INTERGOM:     (smiling) Oh, yes, Mr. Ubornyak, I'm fond of novels. And I love Makars, too – they are so very nice! 

     UBORNYAK:     Oh, dear, let me have some of Hoz's milk!

          (Intergom takes out a bottle of milk from her valise and hands it to Ubornyak).

     INTERGOM:     Help yourself, please.

     UBORNYAK:     (after drinking down the milk) That scientific old man had a very cultural habit! By the way, my most excellent one, how could you live with that decrepit old geezer?...

     INTERGOM:     (smiling) Oh, Mr. Ubornyak, life is not so serious!
END OF ACT ONE
ACT TWO
(The edge of a wattle-fence; naked, wind-shaken branches of a withered tree; distant rumbling of the Caspian Sea. Behind the wattle-fence, a wooden extension of a hut in the form of a huge porch or a passage. A writing table is in the middle of the passage. All this occupies the right-hand side of the stage. 

(The left side trails off into the vague, empty distance. Downstage left stands a column with the Soviet State Emblem and the inscription: “USSR. Agricultural Shepherds' Kolkhoz 14 Little Red Huts. Elevation: 19.27 meters. Average annual rainfall: 140 mm. Mouths to feed: 34. Chairman: S.I. Garlamova”. 

(In the center of the stage there is a scarecrow made out of clay, straw and rags. The scarecrow resembles a stern man, one and a half times the size of an average person. Its right hand is raised in a gesture of obscure threat. It is evening. 

(Hoz and Suenita enter, finishing their long journey. Suenita carries the same things she had at the train station in Moscow. They stop. Not a single human voice is heard on kolkhoz.)


SUENITA:     (listening) I don't hear anyone. They put up some kind of scarecrow -- must be there's not enough people around. (A short pause.) Here we are, gramps. You see, it's our shepherds' kolkhoz. We graze sheep here and fish a little. Let's change into clean shoes.

          (They sit down on the ground. Suenita begins to change her shoes)

HOZ:     I don't have any clean shoes to put on. I'll take a seat beside you to have a rest from my cogitation.

SUENITA:     (changing her shoes) Go ahead, sit and bore yourself a bit, then you can go to sleep on the stove. 

          ( Somewhere, far away from the kolkhoz, a baby is heard crying; a woman's voice utters something softly.) 

HOZ:     Who's that crying out there in your socialized fields?

SUENITA:     Those are our babies playing in the day nursery. 

HOZ:     But I hear them crying. 

SUENITA:     What's the good of you hearing them?

          (A distant baby's cry is heard again .)

HOZ:     Again I hear some little grieving cry. 

SUENITA:     It's probably my baby who is crying – he misses me; he hasn't seen me--his own dear mother--in a long time. Turn around; I'll clean my nipples before I go and suckle my baby. 

( Cleans her both nipples. Hoz stares at her breasts, not intending to turn aside.)

SUENITA:     Don't you see there is a lot of milk accumulated, my breasts are swollen?

HOZ:     So I see. 

SUENITA:     What's the good of your seeing it?

HOZ:     I've gotten tired of walking along this most indefinite earth! Amidst flowers, tears and dust the people live; and I, an old man, find myself among them as a witness. Oh, my poor dears, how will it all end?

SUENITA:     Well, gramps, tell me now--do you like our USSR? Everything can happen here, whatever our hearts desire! And so what's all this, "It will end"? 

HOZ:     Yes, indeed, I like your USSR. A lot of contradictions all around, and inside nothing is clear. I ask: when will we exhale our last breath in this empty space and embrace each other in our common grave? When , my little girl? 

SUENITA:     As for us...never; but as far as you're concerned – it's gonna be pretty soon. You're a grandpa, an old man. You're withering up already! 

          (Having changed her shoes, she stands up) 

SUENITA:     Well, the shoes are ready. ( Shouts out toward the kolkhoz ) Antoshka! Ksyusha! Uncle Filya! We're here! Ksyusha, come and bring my baby-boy, quickly. ( in a softer voice ) I miss my baby so much. ( to Hoz) And you, gramps, you'd better go to kolkhoz. Find a stove that's warmed up and lie down there. They'll feed you. When I clean and tidy up my room, I'll call you over.

HOZ:     I hate eating. Do you have anything chemical, instead?

SUENITA:     We have the kolkhoz pharmacy in a box. You can have some powders. 

HOZ:     I'll go have some. (He exits)

          (Suenita climbs the porch and unpacks her things )

SUENITA:     ( sorting out the books she brought ) Oh, how I want to see him soon. A small, warm body that always smells like something tasty. Why has it become so quiet on the kolkhoz? (Calls out) Ksyusha! Ksyusha! Come and bring me baby-boy!

( Silence everywhere. A slight pause .)

SUENITA:     Soon I'll give birth to still another child – I love it so much when something hot, poor and crying comes out of me, just a poor piece of my life. ( Calls out ) Ksyusha! Where is everyone? Where's my baby-boy and where's the kolkhoz? 

(Filip Vershkov appears quietly . )

VERSHKOV:     Hello, Comrade Chairwoman! I congratulate you on your return, on the attainment of health, and on various other successful accomplishments. ( Shakes hands with Suenita) Did you see our good people in the capital cities and pay our respects to them? Or did you clam up? 

SUENITA:     I paid them.. 

VERSHKOV: And how's their health?

          (While talking, Suenita keeps on changing, coming in and out of the hut, and appears finally with a new dress on.)

SUENITA:     They're fine. They wanted me to tell you to work more and talk less--to keep from playing into the hands of our enemy. 

VERSHKOV:     I can't believe my ears, Suenita Ivanovna! Have they really received reports on my sentiments? Oh, now you'll hear me thunder! With everything I have--with all of my bones! 

SUENITA:     Uncle Filya! How are the things here, on our kolkhoz? Have you harvested all the fodder grass? On my way in I didn't see any stacks anywhere! And what about state meat purchase? Have you met the quota?

VERSHKOV:     We haven't managed to do it all yet, Suenita Ivanovna. 

SUENITA:     You devils! I gave you orders! What were you doing? What good are we to the government then? It would be better if there was just a sea here and not people. At least the sea has fish in it.

VERSHKOV:     The sea?! It's an interesting question, Suenita Ivanovna… Have you brought any vitally important books for us? When are you going to enlighten our people? 

SUENITA:     Where's Antoshka? And where on earth is Ksyusha?

VERSHKOV:     They've gone to the sea to look for dead fish on the shore. As for Antoshka, he even tried to fry burdock, and now he's baking loaves out of sheep-stomach waste. We have absolutely nothing to eat: to say nothing about mutton. 

SUENITA:     But what about our kolkhoz sheep? Uncle Filya!

          ( The tempo of their talk becomes quicker and quicker .)

VERSHKOV:     ( hurriedly, choking in his throat ) Just listen to me, Suenita Ivanovna… I'm speaking on behalf of the whole community, on behalf of all the best shock-workers and those who are most conscious. Just listen to me and I will tell you the real facts, reliable to the utmost degree: a Bantik was here.

SUENITA:     What are you talking about, “bantik”? The whole story, quick!

VERSHKOV:     I'm speaking to you in abbreviated forms, arithmetically, like SovNarCom or CheKa. B-A-N-T-I-K -- white BAndits and ANTI-Kolkhozniks!! Fyodor Kirilych Ashurkov is a bantik! The same kulak you dispossessed during the Second Bolshevik Campaign. He's shown up again.

SUENITA:     Did you kill him?

VERSHKOV:     No way! He whacked me three times on my hump. They trampled Antoshka with their boots and they beat him on his head...right on his consciousness--with bricks. But the bricks were soft--they were adobe, not baked, so Antoshka got up again with no damage. 

SUENITA:     They beat him on the head, on his consciousness? And what were you conscious of at the time?

VERSHKOV:     We had no time to be conscious of anything, Suenita Ivanovna; there were seven of those bantiks! They came like a bolt out of the darkness of the steppe, Our kolkhoz fishing boat, the "Distant Light", was at its moorings. Antoshka and I were there, washing the kolkhoz sheep to get rid of the parasites--the entire sum of our property. As for the others – they were digging a well in the distance – no sight, no sound of them.

SUENITA:     Make it quicker! You're so slow...it's like you're not speaking at all!

VERSHKOV:     They drove our flock of sheep aboard the kolkhoz boat…only one ram was left. They also dragged the hut down to the shore, part and parcel with the window panes, and they loaded it on the ship. Then they set sail and rushed off. It was a dreadful manifestation of negligence!

SUENITA:     And what about the salt beef? Our common bread stored in patched-up sacks? Tell me at once!

VERSHKOV:     At once I can't – the fear is still choking me. The salt beef, and our bread, our poor people's bread, stored in patched-up sacks – that also sailed away on the boat to the shores of imperialism.

SUENITA:     Why didn't you kill the kulaks? You have a revolver!? So that means you've taken their side? He who is a coward is now a subkulak! You're nothing, swine, and not Bolsheviks at all! You should all be investigated, to make your hearts beat and not act like cowards!

          (Suenita runs down the porch.)

VERSHKOV:     ( calmly ) And why not? Of course we should investigate everyone! There's too little cultural work among us, that's what I say. As to the revolver, it was dangerous to even show it – they could have taken it away.

SUENITA:     ( cries out ) Ksyusha!

KSYUSHA'S VOICE:     (nearby ) Ah-ah-a-a!

VERSHKOV:     ( in a quiet voice ) This is a tragedy, indeed!

KSYUSHA:     ( embraces Suenita tenderly ) My dear Sunya has come at last.

SUENITA:     Ksenya! How did it all happen? Our hut is lost, all our sheep have been stolen away, our children are crying?...

          ( Pause. The friends still embrace each other, standing.) 

SUENITA:     There is an old man who came with me. Give him something to eat from my share. 

KSYUSHA:     I already gave the order. He's slurping up a grass soup over there, and he had two powders from our pharmacy.. 

SUENITA.     Do we have anything tastier than grass soup?

KSYUSHA;     Nothing. The bantiks have robbed us of everything. 

SUENITA:     Ksyusha! You suckled my baby all the time I was away, didn't you? You didn't run out of your own milk, did you?

KSYUSHA:     No, my breasts are still full. 

SUENITA:     Well, then bring me my baby quickly. I'd like to suckle him myself. My breasts are swollen.

KSYUSHA:     ( uttering a frenzied scream ) Cry for them, Suenita: we have no children any longer!

SUENITA:     (not understanding ) What shall we do then? And why are you not crying?

KSYUSHA:     ( restrained) I've cried all my tears out already. (loosing her restraint) I can't stand it, it's terrible, the wind knocks me around as if I were empty. I want to believe in God!

SUENITA:     Ksyusha, dear! There is no God anywhere – we're all alone with our grief. ( Feeling the pangs of loss, but trying to control herself ) How can we escape this torture – how can we live this intolerable life?!... Where did you bury my little boy?

VERSHKOV:     ( hurriedly, choking in his throat ) Suenita Ivanovna, let me express myself at last! I know everything and am ready to tell all!

SUENITA:     ( cries sorrowfully, nonstop ) Uncle Filya, why didn't you save the kolkhoz? Why did you bury my baby? 

VERSHKOV:     Bury?! Nonsense! You needn't cry over him. He is now sailing safely on the Caspian Sea – in the hands of the class enemy!

SUENITA:     Don't scare me! Uncle Filya, where are our children? 

VERSHKOV:     I have no information, whatsoever!... But just listen to me! Bantik Fedka Ashurkov attacked our huts. He couldn't smell out our wealth right away, so he dragged one of our huts to the shore. That was the hut with our day nursery --damn him! Your little one and Ksyusha's suckling child were most unfortunately fast asleep inside. I attacked the gang, but I was struck with some sort of kulak weight and I sat down on my behind--thank goodness I had something to sit on.

SUENITA:     Uncle Filka, why didn't you do anything to get the children back from them?

VERSHKOV:     Children? I tried to get the sheep back, not the children. Children are merely love, while sheep are our property. You shouldn't overestimate children. You're a healthy woman, you'll have more of them if you want to. 

SUENITA:     Get out of here!...

          ( Babies are heard crying in the distance .) 

SUENITA:     ( forgetting herself ) Ksyusha! They're bringing our babies!

KSYUSHA:     The kolkhoz women are coming back from the shore. They're afraid to leave the children at home, so they take them with them. And the children are crying from hunger.

SUENITA:     Go and fetch me somebody else's baby. I'll suckle it and keep it beside me all night. Take Serafima Koshunkina's baby…

KSYUSHA.     Stop playing the saint! I'll bring you one…

          ( She exits ) 

SUENITA:     ( calls out ) Antoshka! Antoshka!

ANTON'S VOICE:     Let me finish. I'm close by, in the vicinity. 

          (Hoz enters ).

HOZ:     Thanks for your hospitality. I filled myself up with some strange desert grass. 

SUENITA:     That's nothing. You'll have mutton for tomorrow's dinner. ( calls out ) Antoshka!

ANTON'S VOICE.     Wait a bit. I'm measuring the wind. The airways of the Republic should be safe!

          (Ksyusha brings two babies to suckle. She hands one of them to Suenita and keeps the other with herself . )

KSYUSHA:     Let's feed someone else's babies, otherwise the milk will go to our heads and we'll die of grief. ( She exits, cooing to the baby )

SUENITA:     ( examining the baby ) Why is his face so dull? ( Suckling him ) He refuses to take my breast! 

HOZ:     Lay him on the ground, Suenita. Your baby probably wants to die.

SUENITA:     He will remain alone in this world – without us and without any life around him!

HOZ:     Don't feel so miserable, Suenita. You conceived this baby in jest, enjoying yourself and panting with passion. So why get irritated about it now? It's not serious of you… What's one baby for you? You are rocking in your hips, like in a cradle, the whole future of the mankind! Come to me!

          ( The distant, indistinct hum of a flying airplane )

SUENITA:     I can't hear you, gramps. Life is too hard on me right now.

(Anton comes in, his wounded head is dressed with a cloth. )

SUENITA:     Antoshka! Get a horse and ride to the District Party Committee. Call the GPU and tell them to get out to the Caspian Sea. Why haven't you gone after the kulaks already? 

ANTON:     We've been organizing an edible food out of all sorts of reject dust. Besides, the frontier posts are on high alert. No one can escape by sea!

          ( The rumbling noise of an airplane is getting louder: an airplane is coming down .)

SUENITA:     An airplane is coming. Antoshka! Signal it to land! We'll take it and catch up with the kulaks. 

ANTON:     ( looking up in the skies ) I'll get him down. I'll get him down at once! I never flew in an airplane before. Such great technology that my heart is pounding and I want to shout out, "Forward!"

HOZ:     Do you know the signals?

ANTON:     I'm a member of the Society for the Support of Aviation and Chemistry. I'll light a fire and create the smoke of state danger. And you, by the way, should be arrested: you distract me. ( He disappears )

HOZ:     Your baby is asleep. 

SUENITA:     Yes, my baby boy is asleep. ( Covers the baby and lays him on a bench in the passage ) All are asleep – both here on earth and there on the sea. Only one faraway child cries now on board our small ship… He's calling me, he is defenseless there. I'll throw myself into the sea, I'll swim to him through darkness… 

HOZ:     ( approaching Suenita) Don't be noisy, poor girl, our fate is soundless. ( Embraces Suenita and bends in front of her ) I also want to cry with you and be in anguish by your poor skirt, by your dusty feet, smelling of earth and your babies. 

          ( He embraces the weakened Suenita and holds her tight. The distant, fading roar of an airplane flying away .)

HOZ:     I have lived through a century of sadness, Suenita. But now, when I have found your small body, I'm yearning for you as a poor, sorrowful man. I would like to quietly earn my living on your kolkhoz. 

SUENITA:     ( caressing him gently) Stay with us on our shepherds' kolkhoz till your dying day and be happy a little. You can go to the district center and take a course to become an accountant. 

          (Anton enters)

ANTON:     The airplane has flown by high in the sky without stopping! But I'll keep watch; the airplanes fly by here often on their great journey. I'll keep on signaling by setting fires throughout the night. 

          (Anton exits . Suenita goes into the passage and bends over the sleeping baby. Hoz comes up to the wattle-fence. He stands there for a while in complete silence. The twilight grows into the darkness of the night. )

HOZ:     It's a fraud! ( a slight pause ) What a really universal, historically organized fraud!... Wind, they say, is blowing as if it were sad, and infinity is vast like a silly hole, and the sea worries and weeps onto the shores of the earth… As if everything were serious, plaintive and exquisitely fine! But it's all just raging nonsense!

SUENITA:     ( Speaking out from the passage ) Who are you wasting your time talking to, gramps? 

HOZ:     Oh, Suenita, girl, it's all a fraud! Nature isn't like that. The wind is never sad, and the sea never calls anyone anywhere. The wind feels itself nothing out of the ordinary, and there is a bastard beyond the sea, not an angel. 

          (Anton appears and passes by. )

ANTON:     Nobody's flying. Darkness all around, and the sea is roaring. 

          (Anton exits. Suenita goes into the hut and comes back with a lighted lamp. She sits down at the table an busies herself)

SUENITA:     Why are you so clever? Or maybe you're just an ordinary old man?

HOZ:     I'm not that clever. I have lived through a century and know life by the habit of living it, not by wisdom. 

SUENITA:     And who are they, these frauds? Why don't they shoot them? What do they think?

HOZ:     They think exactly like I do: the world exists just because of a mere trifle which was long ago forgotten. So they deal with life mercilessly, like a delusion. Come to me, my daughter, I'll kiss you on the head. 

SUENITA:     Why?

HOZ:     Because I love you. We're both deceived… Don't irritate me! When two deceived hearts hold tight to each other, it turns out to be something almost serious. Let's deceive our deceivers. 

SUENITA:     I don't want to. 

HOZ.     Why not?

SUENITA:     Because I don't love you. 

HOZ:     Milk! Give me some milk! Where's my Intergom?

SUENITA:     We don't have any milk for you – we need to feed our children… Go, gramps, go and count the work-days – I've gotten confused. 

HOZ:     All right, girl. Let's busy ourselves with trifles so we can exhaust our souls. 

SUENITA:     These are not the trifles. This is our bread, gramps, and the whole of our revolution. 

          (Anton enters )

ANTON:     Nobody's flying in the air. I'd better check the inventory. I ought to do something at least. 

          (Anton departs . Hoz comes up to Suenita.)

HOZ:     Where are my eye-glasses? And where is the whole of your revolution? 

SUENITA:     You left your eye-glasses in your lover's trunk. You've come to us without even spare trousers, without a loaf of bread. Our shepherd glasses are lying over here. You can wear them now. (Changing her tone and attitude) Listen, grandpa Hoz!

          (Pause. A distant noise of sea waves. Darkness of the night. )

SUENITA:     I'm sad again. My heart is aching and my body is ashamed to live. 

HOZ:     There, now. Your body doesn't sit well on your soul yet. It'll settle on properly soon. 

          ( Puts on the metal-rimmed eye-glasses in metallic rim, fastens them behind his ears, sits down at Suenita's place and checks the registers .)

HOZ:     Why should I do all this counting? Why should we count up all these figures when everything in this world is approximate?.. Suenita, love me with all your sad, unconscious heart – it's the only exact thing in life. 

SUENITA:     On the contrary! I love you consciously!

HOZ:     Consciously!.. Consciousness is the bright twilight of youth, when you don't give a damn about the trifles governing this world. 

SUENITA:     Consciousness is our mind. If you can't understand this, you'd better shut up. 

HOZ:     Oh, my conscious one! I feel glad when I don't understand. 

SUENITA:     And I feel sad when I don't understand…Make it quick with the accounts; the pay-roll list should be ready by tomorrow morning. You're delaying the payment of the kolkhoz workers! And everything should be clear to everyone; we don't like any vagueness… I'll be back soon! ( She picks up the swaddled baby and starts to depart with him ) It's getting cold, I'd better go warm him up by a warm stove. ( She exits .)

HOZ:     ( alone ) Everything's clear for me. But I want vagueness. Vagueness! I lost you long ago and now I live in a void of clarity and despair. 

          ( Sounds of a hammer on the kolkhoz; screech of a file. These sounds come and go repeatedly. )

HOZ:     ( Counts the pay-sheet figures by abacus. Suddenly stops counting .) Let them be happy approximately! All the same, every account and calculation will have to be redone. ( Writes in the register ) To Prokhor Berdyanschikov – ten kilos only; you, Prokhor, were lazy enough while harvesting grass and you look askance on Soviet power… Ksyusha Sekuscheva – you've done well, Ksyusha, breath of God, you should build up your body – and accordingly you'll get a hundred kilos of mutton, plus the wool. To that Anton – Antoshka – a whole double portion: eat your beef! Because you sowed the grass with the aid of the wind, you also dug two wells – both of them still dry -- you measured the sea for the Academy of Sciences, you staged a play about an axe and explained to all kolkhoz members the idea of cost-accounting… Is there an airplane flying there or not?

ANTON'S VOICE:     Nothing in view – just darkness and the empty elements resounding!

HOZ:     ( counting ) I'll cut 'em! I'll cut 'em! I'll cut everyone's pay by half! They've been messing around with this communism for 16 years already, and still they can't organize this small globe good and proper. Bloody scholastics! I'll fine each and every one of you!

ANTON'S VOICE:     Fine us, comrade universal academician! Strike at the psychology of the masses with our work-days payments!

HOZ:     No, we can't, Antoshka… Karl Marx told me in the middle of the last century that the proletariat doesn't need a psychology.

ANTON' VOICE:     You knew Karl Marx?

HOZ:     How could I not know him?! Of course, I knew him! All his life he was looking for something serious and laughed at the everyday trifles of current events. 

ANTON'S VOICE:     You're telling lies, you man of science, you! Marx didn't laugh at us – he loved the people always and well in advance, he cried over the coffin of Paris Commune, and he stretched out the path of his thought beyond the horizon of the world history! You'd better get rid of your world outlooks here. You'd better understand us – or we'll understand you!

HOZ:     ( counting ) To Serafima Koschunkina and her husband – zero to each; that's nothing, double zero. 

          (Anton enters )

ANTON:     Why do you keep irritating me with your understanding of every issue to the N-th degree? You're blurring the effect of life before my eyes.

HOZ:     Blessed are the mumblers. ( Counts the pay-sheet ). 

ANTON:     We're not blessed yet, we're workers; and why are you behaving like such an awful madman?

HOZ:     ( indifferently, still doing his business ) What can I do for you, you young whippersnapper?

ANTON:     Act like an awful madman--I'm telling you! Just tell me what is the world made of? Of atoms or of something else?

HOZ:     Out of mentally disturbed nonsense!

ANTON:     (in torment) So, that means that every atom is also suffering! I'd better go measure the sea and check the weights, for there's something wrong with reality – we should organize the world in a more accurate way! 

HOZ:     Antoshka! Why did you put up this scarecrow? You wasted three work-days. You squanderer!

ANTON.     We put it up to scare the class enemy! A scarecrow is more frightening than a person. And, besides, the people should be working, we don't have enough of them. 

HOZ:     But the class enemy wasn't frightened!

ANTON:     Since the scarecrow's not alive, of course he wasn't frightened.. It was Filka Vershkov who told me to do it. Make a scarecrow, he said; you don't need a guard. People started leaving the huts--they all went to dig the wells-- and the class enemy attacked. I'd better go, I have a lot of things to do. The airplane is still missing. It's dark everywhere. 

          (Walks away from the stage. Suenita appears with a baby in her arms.) 

ANTON:     Not asleep yet?

SUENITA.     No, he's delirious. It's cold everywhere and nobody cares to heat a stove; his mother is dead hungry and indifferent. 

HOZ:     What's the use of carrying that child around? Let him die. Or don't you have enough love in you to piteously give birth to another one?

ANTON:     ( to Hoz) I'll give you such a blow that'll knock you right out of your boots! You'll fly apart into pieces right in front of us--smashed by the proletariat!

HOZ:     You're wrong, Antoshka. What's the proletariat to me? It's much younger than me. When I was born there was no such thing as a proletariat, and I'll die after it's gone! The proletariat will get mutilated if it tries to strike against my rigid bones!

SUENITA:     There's no airplane?

ANTON:     Not yet. Let me take him. I'll put him in a basket and rock him. ( He takes the child from Suenita 's arms and exits )

SUENITA:     ( to Hoz ) Are you finished counting up the pay-roll?

HOZ:     Yes, I am. 

SUENITA:     Give it to me. I'll check it. 

HOZ:     It's no use, Suenita. All the same, the sheep are not on your shepherds' kolkhoz, but in the hands of the class enemy. 

SUENITA:     Poor gramps! You haven't got the slightest idea about the very strict border guard of ours… Our sacred bread will return to our body. 

          ( Pale dawn. The distant roar of an airplane. Suenita strains her ears. Pause . )

SUENITA:     ( shouting ) Antoshka! An airplane is flying toward us! Stoke up the signal fires! Or, wait a bit, I'll set the hut on fire! (Runs off )

VOICE OF ANTON:     I already see everything and am taking maximum measures!

( A pause. The approaching drone of an airplane )

HOZ:     All sorts of chance events are rushing about. I have to sum up the balance sheets.

          ( An intense red light. A hut on the kolkhoz is set ablaze by Suenita . The engines of the landing airplane roar down. Pause. The Pilot and Anton appear followed by Vershkov. )

ANTON.     And where's Suenita Ivanovna?

VERSHKOV.     She'll come in a moment. She set the hut's roof on fire and can't put it out yet. 

          (Suenita rushes in.)

PILOT:     ( to Suenita) You are the Chairwoman?

SUENITA:     Don't you see it for yourself?

PILOT:     Reporting for duty. I am the pilot of agriculture support airplane number 42-07. I was flying en route to a rice sovkhoz. Noticing the signal fires, I landed here. Comrade Anton has informed me about the urgent necessity of pursuing a gang of kulaks. I am ready to perform air reconnaissance over the sea area, but I need a guide for the purpose of identifying your fishing vessel.

SUENITA:     I'll go with you. Quick! 

ANTON:     I'll go, too. My heart is bursting with joy!

PILOT.     Both of you? Okay. Hurry up!

          ( They depart. Suenita turns back for a moment ) 

SUENITA:     ( to Hoz) Gramps, take care of the kolkhoz, 'cause you love me, right?

          ( She departs.)

HOZ:     Fly, my poor little birdie. I'll be on my guard. 

          (Hoz and Vershkov remain on the stage.)

VERSHKOV:     So, you and I are in charge now, Ivan Fedorovich! Let's give orders. 

HOZ:     Orders? I'll show you! Get out there and work! 

VERSHKOV:     You're right, Ivan Fedorovich. I'm going. We need firm leadership. 

          ( He exits. The light from burnt hut dies down. Grey, boring dawn. The roar of a departing airplane. )
END OF ACT TWO
ACT THREE
(The interior of the kolkhoz office. Portraits, slogans. Live-stock instruction posters. A wall newspaper. A rolled-up red banner in the corner. A table with an abacus on it. Benches. The only window is closed. Early hours of the morning. A lamp is lit. Hoz is sitting at the table with eye-glasses on, unshaven and unkempt.)

HOZ:     What a night! Stillness! I like when all the elements calm down! When you hear nothing but a human being's breath! (He listens. Someone's snoring outside) Socialist Filka Vershkov is snoring. He harvested a whole stack of grass by himself – worked all day and night, made use of the moonlight. So he deserves to be credited with ten work-days. No, he's a pseudo-human being – let it be only four work-days. 

          (Ksyusha enters, all skin and bones.) 

KSYUSHA:     A message for you. (Fetches a letter from beneath her jacket and hands it over to Hoz). It came with the last mail. The postman said it was pretty hard to find you. Read it now. 

HOZ:     (Paying no attention to the letter) I quit reading long ago. 

KSYUSHA:     But it might be interesting! 

HOZ:     No, it's not interesting, Ksyusha! Have you forgotten that your poor baby now sails on the Caspian Sea? 

KSYUSHA:     No, I haven't, Hozushka. How could I? I could never! So alive, so dear, it's as if I see him right before my eyes. I don't have anything to eat myself, but my breasts are swollen with milk. And the only time I can forget them is when I'm fast asleep. 

HOZ:     Good. Keep torturing yourself. That's wonderful. I'm reminding you so you don't forget. Now, about mending the sacks. Have you overfulfilled that plan? 

KSYUSHA:     I fulfilled it, I fulfilled it, but I couldn't quite manage to overfulfill it. My hands are aching with grief. I've got no tears already. I just keep staring with my eyes wide open like a dead fish. 

HOZ:     Ksyusha, my poor, sad thing, come here. Let me embrace and caress you! (He caresses her) 

KSYUSHA:     (Holding tight to him) Grandpa Ivan, you're clever, you're kind; tell me how to live now, help me get through my suffering. 

HOZ:     Don't cry, Ksyusha. As a child, you cried over a broken bottle or over the loss of some blue cloth. And your grief was just as sad. Now you are crying over the loss of your baby. I used to cry, too. I had four official wives. They all died. They bore me nineteen children--boys and girls; not a single one of them is left in this world. I can't find even their graves. I never saw a trace of the warm step of any of my children on this Earth. 

KSYUSHA:     Don't feel sad, gramps. I also feel sad, my poor old man. 

HOZ:     Do you have a pharmacy? 

KSYUSHA:     A small one. 

HOZ:     Go and bring me something chemical I can swallow. 

KSYUSHA:     Right away. 

HOZ:     Hurry, girl. 

           (Ksyusha departs.) 

HOZ:     (Calls out of the window) Filip! 

VERSHKOV'S VOICE:     What do you want, Ivan Fedorovich? 

HOZ:     Come here. 

VERSHKOV'S VOICE:     In a moment. Let me stretch myself. I'm cracking my bones. 

HOZ:     (Examining and looking through numerous papers) There's a real danger of lagging behind the plan. We haven't finished the grass harvesting. We're also behind schedule for meat deliveries to the State. We don't have enough sacks ready for storage of winter supplies. Two kolkhoz women went into labor yesterday -- they conceived on the same day. My God, where am I going to get women to mend the sacks? Oh, Suenita, breath of mine, return as soon as you can to our huts! Your heart beats more wisely than my brains. I just can't recognize the class enemy. But surely this is all his doing!

           (Filip Vershkov enters) 

VERSHKOV:     What do you want? 

HOZ:     Just this...why do you spend so much time sleeping? 

VERSHKOV:     Well, I'll be damned. I thought you were a counterrevolutionary. But it appears you are made of the same stuff as us. Is it true that abroad the only thing they're interested in is us? 

HOZ:     Listen to me, Filka. You're a class enemy! 

VERSHKOV:     Me? Yes, I supposed you could say that, but then again maybe not! You could say that's a foul lie, a trick, and slander of our best people. You can look at it however you like, Ivan Fedorovich: forward or backward, but in general it's just a mystery! 

HOZ:     You're lying, Filka! And you are socially pernicious! Through the whole of mankind I can see the entirety of fate! 

VERSHKOV:     What does it matter what you see? It's all just theoretical. 

HOZ:     But practically, you're vermin! I've entered the second century of my life, and I've taken the measure of real events. You don't love our Party's policy; you're only pretending to be with us, but actually you stand with Europe and the rich! 

VERSHKOV:     Stop getting on my nerves. I'll start stammering and shove something up your.... If you don't stop I may just as well hit you with something, I assure you, very heavy… Who was it that piled up a giant haystack? Who did ten days worth of work in a single day? 

HOZ:     That was you, Filip Vasilevich. I gave you credit for four work-days. 

VERSHKOV:     Four days! You...you're making me crazy. I'm forgetting the facts! You're developing indignation in me, you remnant of the past!

           (Ksyusha enters.) 

KSYUSHA:     It's started to get loud at sea. It must be frightening to be alone on the water. 

HOZ:     Give me my powders. 

KSYUSHA:     Take what you want; I brought everything. 

           (She opens up the pharmacy box. Hoz gulps down three powders, one by one.) 

HOZ:     There's nothing to drink. It's high time to make kvas on your kolkhoz. 

VERSHKOV:     Take them dry. 

HOZ:     Don't irritate me, you insignificant nothing! 

VERSHKOV:     I'll give you insignificant! You know where all the insignificant people are?! All we have here are people of great significance!

HOZ: Stop making me crazy! Get out of the office! 

VERSHKOV:     He's gone bureaucracy-crazy already! 

KSYUSHA:     I can't stay silent either. We have a collective economy here, and we should have a comradely tone here. To be smearing people with unverified evidence -- it's disgusting. 

VERSHKOV:     Let's go, Ksyusha. Let's get away from this alien class. We don't want to sully our world-view.

           (Vershkov and Ksyusha exit.) 

HOZ:     (happily) And so these almost-holy creatures live on. They play various games and the result is world history! It will start to get light soon. I'd better finish with all this accounting for the district authorities. 

           (Day is breaking. The Kolkhoz Guard appears with a rifle in hand.) 

THE GUARD:     Haven't had a wink of sleep, I see? 

HOZ:     Not yet. Still rooting around in the collective life. 

THE GUARD:     It's high time for you to hit the hay, I think you're younger than me, aren't you? 

HOZ:     And how old are you? 

THE GUARD:     I think a hundred already, or maybe not. I might be wrong! My mind is getting foggy – I see the wide world around me, but I take no interest in it. 

HOZ:     So, you're clever, are you? 

THE GUARD:     When I can be. Sometimes clever, then again not. I've got clouds floating across my mind. 

HOZ:     Well, clever fellow, go guard the kolzhoz borders. 

THE GUARD:     But can you tell me straight if I'm a class enemy or not? 

HOZ:     If you are, why are you hanging around here? Go to the District authorities and tell them to arrest you. It's high time for you to learn a little consciousness. 

THE GUARD:     I've already been there. I begged them to arrest me twice. But they won't take me. They say I've got no characteristic features of a class enemy, that I'm just a poor man. They just rationed me a slice of bread and sent me home. 

HOZ:     That means you're socially useful. 

THE GUARD:     Me? I hardly think so. I've read somewhere in a book that people have lived through a hundred thousand years on this Earth – and all in vain, all came to absolute nothing. So you think something's going to get accomplished in only five years? No way! 

HOZ:     Get out of here, you class enemy! 

THE GUARD:     I said that because I'm hungry. Besides, I wanted to check up on your vigilance. Who knows, maybe you're an agent of Ashurkov! I'm a guard here. So I guard everything: the equipment, ideology.... Dawn is coming. Hit the hay and have a good sleep, otherwise you'll be no good during the day. Nowadays, one working day on a kolkhoz is like a thousand years, and the kolkhoz revolution is like a hundred thousand years! That's how it is! That's how it is with us! Have a rest!

           (The Guard departs. A slight pause.) 

HOZ:     (alone) Can't understand anything: my mind is getting cloudy! 

           (The dawn reddens over the kolkhoz. Vershkov enters). 

HOZ:     Why aren't you sleeping?

VERSHKOV:     Can't sleep. I have a lot of things to look after. A new day's coming, but we have nothing to eat. And the people can't get to sleep either. They're tossing and turning 

HOZ:     Well, irritate me, irritate me, interfere with my work. 

VERSHKOV:     (heaving a sigh) I'm astonished at world-wide humanity. Take imperialists, for instance. They're far from being silly people, but they came to you to solve the riddle of their lives. You're a backwards person. You can't even solve the problems of a shepherds' kolkhoz! I would have solved all the world's problems long ago – and would have done it without traveling anywhere, but sitting comfortably in my room, eating and thinking! You can't even imagine what I would come up with then! 

HOZ:     Filka! All world-wide fools are always searching for the world-wide truth. 

VERSHKOV:     So much the better. But you and I aren't fools. You're a universal double-dealer, and I'm a kolkhoz shock-worker-shepherd. And that's all there is to it. 

HOZ:     Filka! Read me the letter. What is Europe writing to me? Write down the answer for that kulak kolkhoz. Now I can see that you're a great man!

           (Hands the envelope over to Vershkov. Vershkov opens it.) 

VERSHKOV:     Yes, I'm whatever you want. It depends. Sometimes a great man, sometimes an absolute nobody! What are you gonna do? Life is a never-ending undertaking. You have to adapt. 

HOZ:     I'm the same as you, Filka, depending on the circumstances. Both of us are working people. 

VERSHKOV:     Do you think I'm blind? I see and know who you are! (Not even looking through the letter, he writes down a resolution) Bolshevik-man can see right through you, fools!

           (He hands the letter with the envelope back to Hoz.) 

HOZ:     (reading the resolution) Filka! Is it really true? Could it really be possible that the world economic enigma was resolved by just four words of yours! 

VERSHKOV:     There is always a reason behind what we write. Take my word for it. (Pause) Yes, there is. 

HOZ:     (pondering) Yes, that's it. You should know better. And what do they write me from abroad? 

VERSHKOV:     Nothing much. Things are unsatisfactory. You may read it aloud yourself. 

HOZ:     (reads with omissions, in an angry halftone) From Moscow came the news... At the railway station you intended to marry a famous beauty, the shepherdess Suenita… Due to a certain limitation of your mental abilities... Concentrated circle of European tragedy... Send us.... New principle… Solution of the world political and economic enigma…

VERSHKOV:     So I wrote it down. Now there isn't any world enigma. 

HOZ:     You wrote it very clearly. There's no enigma. We should send it off. Morning has come. 

VERSHKOV:     And now sign it. I'll countersign it. 

           (They sing humorous folk- songs [chastushki]. They sign and seal up the envelope… An old man from the District appears with a briefcase and some rolled-up red banners made out of red calico and bast matting) 

THE DISTRICT OLD MAN:     Hello! Put out the lamp. What's the use of your sitting here? I've come by foot from the District Committee to see how the socialist competition goes. 

           (The District Old Man removes a Red Banner made out of a fine cloth from the corner of the room and replaces it with one made out of bast matting.) 

VERSHKOV:     What are you insulting us for? 

THE DISTRICT OLD MAN:     And you deserved it, it seems. Typical! 

           (The District Old Man exits) 

HOZ:     Suenita Ivanovna will get irritated. 

VERSHKOV:     That's nothing. What we should worry about, Ivan Fedorovich, is feeding the people. They haven't had anything to eat for some days; they just lie on the ground and cry. 

HOZ:     I don't hear anything. 

VERSHKOV:     You should be thinking, not listening. Oh, go ahead and listen if you like! 

           (He swings the office window wide open. They can hear men and women swearing and the occasional, distant, peaceful crying of children.). 

HOZ:     They're not crying; they're quarrelling. 

VERSHKOV:     They're gnawing on each other; it's worse than tears. People never cry of hunger, they just eat themselves up and die of spite. 

HOZ:     Close the window. How long has Suenita Ivanovna been gone? 

VERSHKOV:     (Closes the window) Nine days and nights already. 

HOZ:     And what about you, aren't you hungry? 

VERSHKOV:     No, I am not. I'm living on sheer consciousness. You can't really live on food around here, can you? 

HOZ:     Go call Ksyusha for me. 

VERSHKOV:     There's no point. But I'll go. (He exits.) 

HOZ:     (alone) My God, life, where is your comfort? I must finish the accounting for the District Center.

           (Ksyusha enters) 

KSYUSHA:     I would've come myself. I was already up. (Blows on the lamp, extinguishing it. The early morning sun rises in the window.) Give me the duty roster. 

HOZ:     Ksyusha! Your heart is breaking. Let it rest. 

KSYUSHA:     What kind of advice is that? What if the GPU suddenly finds my baby, and I'm loafing around here? That would be nice, wouldn't it? 

HOZ:     Ksenya, bring me something chemical. I've grown weak. 

KSYUSHA:     (Calming down) Okay, in a moment. Do you want some milk? My breasts are swollen. I'm going to squeeze it out onto the ground. A woman's milk is useful. 

HOZ:     Okay, go. Milk yourself. Bring it to me in a bottle. And don't forget the chemicals! 

KSYUSHA:     Okay. You can't live without your powders! 

HOZ:     I'm dying.

           (Ksyusha exits) 

HOZ:     I feel the warmth of humanity in this country... The report for the District Center is finished, thank God. I've written books, but I've never felt so happy. (Signs with a flourish) Good! 

           (The cursing and shouting of women and the crying of children is heard through the closed window. Vershkov quickly enters, followed by The Guard, carrying his rifle) 

VERSHKOV:     You hear how they're grumbling? Ivan Fedorovich, now you're going to have to rely on the guard. He has a rifle; he's been certified by the District authorities. 

THE GUARD:     Don't worry. It'll come to nothing! The people will only vent on each other. That's the way it always is. But they'll never touch outsiders. 

HOZ:     You, Filka, are a class enemy! The people must be fed. 

THE GUARD:     That's right. We old men know everything! 

VERSHKOV:     And what will we feed them with? Just politics! With a slogan that comes flying off the top of your head! 

HOZ:     Guard, place him under arrest. You see -- a kulak has been revealed. 

THE GUARD:     I see. Your leadership works well. 

HOZ:     Take him to our prison hut, the one that Antoshka built.

THE GUARD:     I'll take him. And you haven't changed your mind about feeding the people? 

HOZ:     No. Go and do your duty. 

THE GUARD:     Right away. I didn't offend you, did I? (He pushes Vershkov with the butt of his rifle) Get out of here, you, bloody double-dealer! 

           (Both of them exit. Ksyusha rushes in with a bottle of milk) 

KSYUSHA:     Grandpa Ivan, what's going on here? Everybody's shouting, moaning, getting too nervous, irritating each other. 

HOZ:     (taking the bottle) The milk is yours? 

KSYUSHA:     Yes, it's mine. From my own breasts. Only I couldn't fill the bottle. The men kept trying to grab it and guzzle it. Take these pills as well. 

HOZ:     How many children do we have in the kolkhoz, not counting yours and Suenita's? 

KSYUSHA:     Let me think… (counting to herself) They were seven. Two have been buried – that makes five of them left. 

HOZ:     And how much milk do you still have in your breasts? 

KSYUSHA:     Enough to feed both youngsters and oldsters – and still something will be left in reserve. 

HOZ:     (hands the bottle with milk back to her) Go and feed all the children with your own milk. As much as you are able to, until you run dry. 

KSYUSHA:     (feeling happily surprised) Right you are, grandpa Hoz! What a fool I was, sparing myself and suffering so much about it! 

HOZ:     Distribute chemical pills among the men and women – one to each. Tell them that I've ordered that they take them. I take them myself, and I've been living for more than a century.

KSYUSHA:     Oh, they are clever enough and very patient, grandpa Hoz! They need just little something to eat, and they'll forget about their heartaches. 

HOZ:     Go and feed them from your breast and from the medicine chest, Ksyusha. 

KSYUSHA:     I'm going, gramps. (She exits) 

HOZ:     (he takes the pills and chews them) Good. And nourishing! (A pause) I will go on living like our guard lives, guarding all kinds of chance occurrences and valuables! 

           (Laughing, Suenita appears unnoticed. Hoz, deep in his thoughts, does not see her.) 

SUENTIA:     Hello, grandpa Hoz! 

HOZ:     Suenita! You've returned to us, my surprising one! And where's your baby? 

SUENTIA:     My baby is here on the kolkhoz. Fimka Koschunkina is looking after him now. She's the only one who's seen me. Ksyusha's baby is also safe and sound. I've brought them both--they're alive! And now give me a report on the economic situation. 

HOZ:     Wait a bit with these inhuman matters: economy, report, state of affairs! (He opens the window. All is quiet on the kolkhoz in the late, bright morning) It has become quiet, the people have had little something to eat. Let me give you an old man's kiss! 

SUENTIA:     Well, okay, kiss me. I won't dry up. 

           (Hoz kisses Suenita on the forehead.) 

HOZ:     Oh, my eternal darling! I have searched for you for so long – a hundred years! 

SUENTIA:     I was nonexistent then – so you were searching in vain. 

HOZ:     I was waiting for your birth. 

SUENTIA:     You showed up too late – I've already given birth myself. 

HOZ:     I've managed to feed the people. My leadership is working well. 

SUENTIA:     We shall check up on it. 

HOZ:     And where is our kolkhoz bread? Our sheep? Have you taken them back from the class enemy? 

SUENTIA:     In the airplane, we caught up with our kolkhoz ship. The GPU patrol boat towed it to Astrakhan. 

HOZ:     Where's Ashurkov? 

SUENTIA:     When the GPU boat raced after them, they threw half of our bread into the sea. They drowned forty of our sheep--the rest are safe and sound. They threw our hut into the sea and it floated away… Our babies--mine and Ksyusha's--were lying in the hold. Ashurkov himself was watching over them. He cried over them when he was arrested. 

HOZ:     A decent man! 

SUENTIA:     Yes, he is. He was in love with me once when I was a girl, before the liquidation of the classes… 

HOZ:     Where are our sheep and our bread? That's what I am asking you about. 

SUENTIA:     Ashurkov is bringing the whole lot back home on our ship from Astrakhan. 

HOZ:     Which Ashurkov do you mean? 

SUENTIA:     The former bantik. He is sailing with the wind; soon we shall see his sail on the sea. A GPU agent is on board the ship to escort him. 

           (Pause.) 

HOZ:     I don't understand anything… Where have you come from? 

SUENTIA:     From Astrakhan, old man. Me and Antoshka flew in the airplane to the sovkhoz. And from there we came on foot. You understand? As for Fedka Ashurkov, I asked the GPU to pardon him and give him to me for education. I'll make a kolkhoz-shock-worker out of him. I'm sure he'll be better than most of our fellows. I'll tame him. 

HOZ:     So that's what you mean by class struggle! Let the nonsense keep revolving. 

SUENTIA:     And you thought the class struggle was only mass slaughter! 

HOZ:     All right, then. So we need a class enemy, too. We turn him into a friend, and our friends into enemies, just to keep the game rolling. But what shall we have to eat until Ashurkov comes with all our goods and supplies? 

SUENTIA:     Chemicals, old man! You don't understand the game! 

           (Ksyusha rushes in and hugs Suenita.) 

SUENTIA:     Ksyusha, we are two mothers again! 

KSYUSHA:     Oh, yes, my darling Suenita. 

SUENITA:     Grandpa Hoz, send Filka Vershkov to me. I'm going to arrest him. 

HOZ:     I've arrested him already. 

SUENTIA:     Well done, gramps. Then go and bring him here. 

HOZ:     All right. Only none of this is serious. (He exits) 

SUENTIA:     So, what is it Ksyusha? Where are our children? 

KSYUSHA:     Oh, everything's fine, dear Suenita. (They tickle and caress each other) They're sleeping at Fimka's place. I found them. 

           (The Guard enters.) 

THE GUARD:     Oh, the chief citizen has come back. Glad to see you, lassie. 

SUENTIA:     Old man, you know that you're a class enemy...or haven't you realized that yet? 

THE GUARD:     I know. I told you long ago that I'm not what I seem. 

SUENTIA:     Ashurkov told me all about you… How you pretended to be fast asleep in the middle of our kolkhoz while they dragged the hut away… How you left everything to be guarded by a faceless scarecrow! 

THE GUARD:     A free thing, it is. 

SUENTIA:     We'll have a General Meeting. You'll have to leave the kolkhoz forever! Put your rifle down in the corner! (Pause) 

THE GUARD:     (having put the rifle down) Ksyusha, give me a needle, I'll patch my sack. I had my needle but it was broken. Can they make good needles now? Of course not! They can only exceed quotas, but not make good needles. 

KSYUSHA:     (handling him a needle) Just take it, and be off with you while my heart can still endure you! 

THE GUARD:     What is a heart? It is made to ache and endure. 

           (He takes the needle and exits.) 

ANTON'S VOICE:     (on the kolkhoz) I'll test each of you in full accordance with all political lines! Comrade Antoshka knows the despicable, anti-scientific face of the class enemy! He knows why our kolkhoz cart is squeaking! He looks you straight in the face, fearlessly! There does not exist the man who can deceive or frighten Comrade Antoshka Kokhtsov! I shall sort out the whole of humanity according to standard principles! Science! World academicians! You came here to smile. Now go and fight for the quantity and quality of production and against the class enemy! 

           (Transparencies with slogans calling for labor enthusiasm, proper care of horses, etc., pass across the stage.) 

KSYUSHA:     (respectfully) Antoshka has come. 

SUENTIA:     (calling out the window) Antoshka! 

ANTON'S VOICE:     (more calmly) In light of the necessity of making a control-check on the grain expected to arrive with the bantik, a need has arisen to test our Fairbanks weighing scales, since they might have been damaged by the silent hand of the kulak. 

SUENTIA:     Ksyusha, I don't think I like Antoshka. 

KSYUSHA:     He is getting real crazy about all that shock-worker-movement business. They're like two peas in a pod, all these kolkhoz-loving pretenders! As for me, I'd rather deal with bantiks. You arrest one, and he works! And how! 

           (Hoz enters.) 

HOZ:     Filka will be here in a moment. He went to post a letter to Europe. I received a communication from Europe. There's a tragic situation there! 

SUENTIA:     All you think about is Europe, while we have a whole world in our hands. Can't you see that? 

HOZ:     I see. You've gotten yourself in a muddle. Soon you won't be having anything to eat. 

           (Vershkov appears.) 

VERSHKOV:     Good morning, Comrade Chairwoman! I congratulate you on your victory over the class enemy bantik! 

SUENTIA:     Cut it out. You're also a bantik. 

VERSHKOV:     (smiling) You are in a good humor today, I see. 

SUENTIA:     I'm not grieving. But you will be soon. Why did you order Antonoshka to put up a scarecrow! So there'd only be a scarecrow on guard when the bantiks appeared?! Take your revolver. Ashurkov ordered that it be given back to you. He wanted to shoot you with it, but he knows that, all the same, I'll de-kulakify you. 

VERSHKOV:     (without revolver) So you've gotten to the bottom of everything, you dried up old snakes? 

SUENTIA:     Yes, Uncle Filya. We've gotten to the point of your demise. 

KSYUSHA:     Die as quick as possible. I don't have the patience to think about you any longer! 

VERSHKOV:     I'm an award-winning shock-worker! So, citizens, don't be carried away by your silly jokes! 

KSYUSHA:     That's right. He's an award-winner. What's going on in here?! Suenita, I think we'd better have bantiks on our kolkhoz – they at least will be frightened of us and not be such double-dealers! 

SUENTIA:     (to Vershkov) Who had a secret meeting with Ashurkov near the distant well? Who suggested that he attack the kolkhoz and rob us of all the sheep so you could then retire peacefully to the Caucasian region and live there like trade union members? 

VERSHKOV:     So what if I said something? It's a bore to sit around silently. So you just say words as a type of experiment. Words don't count. They're just sounds. 

HOZ:     Mister Vershkov, allow me to ask you a straight-forward question: are you for the kolkhoz, which means for socialism, or against it? 

VERSHKOV:     I am in favor of it, Ivan Fedorovich, and against it. To me it's all the same whether there's socialism or not. None of this is serious, Ivan Fedorovich. It's just a general psychosis infecting the people. 

HOZ:     (thoughtfully) Not serious, Uncle Filya. General psychosis! 

SUENTIA:     Every fool can run over us, but to defeat us is beyond the capabilities of even the cleverest one… Ksyusha, call Antoshka up here. 

KSYUSHA:     (into the window) Antoshka! Come here quick, you nasty fellow. 

ANTON'S VOICE:     In a moment! I'm busy repairing the packages. 

HOZ:     Mister Vershkov, where is that letter for Europe? 

VERSHKOV:     (giving back the letter) Give it to the postman yourself. Now you can judge for yourself: I used to be a shock-worker, managed to solve the world-wide economic enigma – and after all this, I have to perish. 

SUENTIA:     What enigma has he solved? 

HOZ:     The world-wide one! He wrote in his own hand: “Long Live Comrade Lenin!”. The world-wide enigma no longer exists! 

VERSHKOV:     It's true, no longer. I guessed right away. 

KSYUSHA:     What a demon! 

           (Pause) 

SUENTIA:     We are just poor people here and we have nothing but Lenin. We utter his name in a worshipful whisper, and you desecrate it. You are the rich, you have many learned leaders, but we have only him. Who are you, Vershkov? 

VERSHKOV:     And who are you? 

SUENTIA:     I am a member of the kolkhoz. I shall be socialism itself. 

VERSHKOV:     Am I not like you? I am also socialism! 

SUENTIA:     We have one Lenin and one socialism. We don't need two. 

           (She suddenly plunges a dagger into Vershkov's chest. Vershkov sits on the bench in the agony of dying.) 

HOZ:     (to Vershkov) Uncle Filya, what's going on there in the other world? How do you feel? 

VERSHKOV:     (feebly) So-so. The same trifles and nonsense…There is nothing serious here as well. There's no reason to die whatsoever. 

HOZ:     He sees death the right way. 

VERSHKOV:     I am not dying, I'm just switching over. 

           (Pause) 

SUENTIA:     Is he finished? 

KSYUSHA:     (feeling his body) Finished. He's starting to get cold. 

SUENTIA:     (feeling the dagger) But the dagger is still warm for some reason. 

           (Anton appears.) 

ANTON:     (not taking in the scene) From now on each of us should live consciously and responsibly!
CURTAIN
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ACT FOUR
The Caspian Sea shore. Afternoon horizon. The high blue sky. Sparkling light over the distant, vacant water. The kolkhoz jail in the form of the cylindrical wicker basket with a cover on top; it is placed on three stones surrounded by barbed wire. Beside the jail Anton is sitting, holding the The Guard's home-made rifle. He is guarding the imprisoned Suenita. 


SUENITA: (from inside the jail, feebly singing )
    Nulimbatuiya, nulimbatiuya,
    Alyalya, my poor one
    Uvenkuveira fiulumaila
    Alyalya khalma sarvaidzha!

          (A pause.) 

SUENITA:     Are you here, Antoshka? 

ANTON:     I'm always there where I should be in full accordance with the appropriate order or from my personal point of view on the matters of benefit to the State. 

SUENITA:     From here I see though a crack -- how bright the sun is shining on the kolkhoz!... How long am I to be kept here in the darkness? 

ANTON:     For an "N" amount of time. 

SUENITA:     How much is that “N”? 

ANTON:     Nobody knows; it's mathematical. There is N-amount of water in the sea; in the desert, there's no n-amount. Everywhere is one gigantic “N”! 

SUENITA:     I'm cold here. There are shadows all around. 

ANTON:     Taking into consideration that nature radiates quite a sufficient amount of temperature – you are slandering the entire climate of the USSR! 

SUENITA:     (singing in a low voice )
    The grass around is green and warm
    It rains in torrents over my homeland
    And though Lenin is far from my heart
    He is awaited impatiently on the kolkhoz. 

ANTON:     We are a state controlled from the bottom to the top - through region, district and kolkhoz authorities – but it's me who is the supreme authority here; so suffer without complaint!           (Pause.) 

SUENITA:     Antoshka, I'm going to get out. (She scratches against the prison walls) 

ANTON:     Then it would be the death of you. 

SUENITA:     And who was Filka? 

ANTON:     Filip Vershkov was none other than an unmasked class enemy, a dangerous double-dealer, disguised as an award-winning shock-worker. 

SUENITA:     You're lying. He was a true shock-worker! 

ANTON:     But all the same, a class enemy. 

SUENITA:     And a true class enemy. 

ANTON:     So, then the matter is closed. 

SUENITA:     According to our Constitution a class enemy is outlawed. He can be killed. I'm getting out. ( She scratches to get out). 

ANTON:     I'll liquidate you to death on the spot, since there are no orders for your liberation. 

SUENITA:     Do you know our Constitution? 

ANTON:     I know it by heart. Every letter of it. Ask me anything! 

SUENITA:     Why not set me free, then? 

ANTON:     I'm not sure about all the amendments and supplements introduced into the Constitution by relevant acts of the Presidium of the Central Executive Committee of the USSR. 

SUENITA:     But I do know them. 

ANTON:     All the same you don't have any documents on you. 

SUENITA:     You're an accomplice of the class enemy! 

ANTON:     Comrade Anton Kontsov knows himself better than any crazy, unsubstantiated girls taken into custody for exceeding the authority entrusted upon them!

          ( A slight pause.) 

SUENITA:     Somebody's coming over there, Antoshka, call him! . 

ANTON:     (looking intently ) It's the district's old man, the one in charge of socialist competition and the evaluation of the quality of production. He's on foot, distributing directives on the district's most important measures. 

SUENITA:     ( slowly drawing out the words ) His face looks so alien! 

ANTON:     A face is only a mask for ideological and military preparedness, ready to fight on both sides of the front. 

THE DISTRICT OLD MAN:     ( a voice ) Guard! Listen to me from here. My legs are worn out. I'm sitting down to catch my breath. 

ANTON:     I'm listening, comrade from the district. Speak. 

THE DISTRICT OLD MAN:     ( a voice ) Listen to me! Set Suenita Ivanovna free – it's the order of the district prosecutor! Henceforth, until a special order is issued, neither you nor anybody else shall touch her. All her rights and authority must be returned to her! 

ANTON:     Henceforth until a special order? How long henceforth are we talking about? 

THE DISTRICT OLD MAN:     ( a voice ) If it's henceforth, that means forever. Until the very grave she'll be free. You think the prosecutor doesn't have other affairs to attend to? Suenita Ivanovna is a very kind woman. She doesn't kill anybody just for the hell of it 

ANTON:     Go and tell comrade Hozov. Let him give his own order in his capacity as acting Chairman. I find you somewhat dubious. 

THE DISTRICT OLD MAN:     I'll give him a shout in a second. I got tired of walking. I hope I live to see the day when we have some kind of transport! 

ANTON:     You capacity won't entitle you to any transport. 

THE DISTRICT OLD MAN:     ( a voice ) Then I better make a career for myself--get promoted. I'm a hard working and zealous fellow… It's high time I should move on. That's what district service is like in this period of time. ( Mumbles and groans .) 

          (Pause. ) 

SUENITA:     A very old man, but what a bastard he is! 

ANTON:     Old age, in the event of it being profitable to the State, is permissible for an "N" portion of time. 

          (A demobilized Red Army soldier, vigilantly examining the place, enters wearing a greatcoat and carrying a knapsack. He is Georgy Harlamov – Suenita's husband.) 

SUENITA:     Have you come back to the kolkhoz? Have you come back to me? Georgy! I'm sitting here imprisoned. 

HARLAMOV:     ( getting frightened ) Sunya? Where are you? Why are you here and imprisoned? Who's tormenting you? 

SUENITA:     Come closer here, to the wattle-fence – I'll kiss you. 

HARLAMOV:     What about our baby-boy? Is he alive or dead? 

SUENITA:     He's alive. He resembles us so much. Bend down to me, so that I can see you. The barbed-wire is pricking me in the face. ( Clawing away at the inside ) Quick! I'm getting cold here. 

          (Harlamov is groping for her. ) 

ANTON:     ( rising to his feet ) Get away from that secret installation, citizen. 

HARLAMOV:     ( recognizing him ) It's you, Antoshka Kontsov, isn't it? 

ANTON:     Whoever I may be, I am a definite man! 

HARLAMOV:     Comrade Kontsov, set my wife free. 

ANTON:     I've seen lots of masterpieces like you – keep away from here! 

HARLAMOV:     Don't be afraid of me. I'm a Red Army soldier. I won't harm you. I miss my family so much. 

SUENITA:     Egorka! You are a Red Army Soldier and I'm this kolkhoz Chairwoman – just take the rifle away from Antonshka, I order you! 

HARLAMOV:     How dare you treat her this way! ( rushes at Anton). She's the Chairwoman here – the Soviet boss! 

ANTON:     ( Fires his rifle .) I live seriously. Everyone is scared of me. 

SUENITA:     Aha, missed! 

ANTON:     Don't rejoice – I won't miss next time. That was just a warning shot. ( striking the pose of a rifleman ). A reserve platoon commander of the Red Army never misses. 

           (With a yelp, Harlamov falls upon Anton, snatches away his rifle, breaks it in two, and tosses it aside.) 

ANTON:     So, assaulting a guard on duty! In peace time you'll get ten years for that, guaranteed! That's a hard fact. 

          (Hoz appears.) 

HOZ:     Antoshka, get out of here – I've come to replace you! 

ANTON:     It's about time for you not to be late! An official from the District has ordered that Suenita Ivanovna … 

HOZ:     I know, I know that. I've known and understood everything for a long time already. 

ANTON:     And this fellow ( pointing to Harmalov ) should immediately be deposited in a prison institution for a term of ten years. 

HOZ:     Who is this? Whose warrior? 

ANTON:     Suenita Ivanovna's husband has dared to attack the guard, it's necessary to subject him to the most merciless.... 

HOZ:     Will you shut up, you classic of the masses! We'll register this event at the end of the calendar year in the summary of the class struggle. Go check the weighing scales, make up a weather report, get busy with pasture-land organization, examine the stove in the dining room, draw your invention on a large scale… 

ANTON:     Which invention? I have a maximal quantity of them! 

HOZ:     Your most important one – this hut, enclosing a human being. 

ANTON:     I have an idea to conduct an electrical current through all the barbed wire. 

HOZ:     Well, go stick yourself in it, Antoshka. 

ANTON:     Antoshka knows what and where to stick and unstick. 

HOZ:     Then, hurry up and get organizing! 

          (Anton departs.) 

HARLAMOV:     Hey, old man, release my woman. 

HOZ:     In a second. Save up your patience for your passion. 

SUENITA:     ( clawing away at the inside ) I am cold here. I'm wrapping my arms around myself to keep warm. Something burning inside me is going cold. 

HOZ:     Yours are warm hands. You'll warm up whatever's cooling down. 

SUENITA:     Grandpa Hoz, I don't know. Maybe cold alone will be left in my hands, and then my hands will get cold, too! 

HARLAMOV:     Sunya, breathe on yourself and you'll get warm. 

SUENITA:     I'm doing it, and I'm getting warmer already. But you'd better go and dig up the wells and do your best to feed the people. They haven't had anything to eat for so long a time. Do you see a sail over the horizon? 

HARLAMOV:     ( looking intently at the sea ) No sail, Sunya. 

HOZ:     ( unlocks the door of the jail ) Come out, Suenita Ivanovna, and return to your former happiness. Soviet power loves you. 

SUENITA:     ( Comes out, blinking and rubbing her thinned body with her hands.) And where's the Red Army soldier Egor? He is my husband! 

HARLAMOV:     I am here, Suenita Ivanovna! 

SUENITA:     Have you served your time already? 

HARLAMOV:     I was released ahead of time because of my good services. I've returned to my place of permanent residence on unlimited leave to help build up the kolkhoz! 

           (Suenita embraces Harlamov tight, while Harlamov's embrace is soft and tender. ) 

SUENITA:     You are not going to become a class enemy, are you? 

HARLAMOV:     ( turning aside ) I am a Red army soldier! Do not dare to insult me! 

SUENITA:     ( leaning to him ) I will love you and be your wife again. 

HARLAMOV:     Thank you, Suenita Ivanovna. I'll be a kolkhoznik again. I missed the soil so much. 

SUENITA:     Look to it, and try to do your best. We've had lots of trouble and suffered much from hunger and class enemies. Now we are waiting for our ship to come with all our bread and sheep… Don't you see the sail over the horizon? ( Stares out to sea .) A breeze has started blowing. 

HARLAMOV:     And where is our son? 

SUENITA:     He's with Ksyusha now. Go and have a look at him, then start working – you'll have to redo everything that Antoshka did. 

HOZ:     But Antoshka himself is a model shock-worker! 

SUENITA:     You'd better keep silent; you have no vigilance whatsoever! All that was done by Antoshka lacks strength and stability. He dug a well, and it goes dry; he baked a hundred weights out of clay – and all of them broke apart; he built this jail – it terrifies criminals, and they can escape from it. We need everything to be done good and proper and forever… This Antoshka is a mere unserious trifle. 

HOZ:     ( meekly ) I keep silent. 

SUENITA:     ( to Harlamov ) Let's kiss now. 

          (Harlamov, having wiped his mouth, tenderly kisses Suenita, embracing her carefully. ) 

SUENITA:     I love you; we need good husbands and loyal kolkhozniks. 

HARLAMOV:     ( Answers clear-cut like a soldier .) I'll do my best to live strictly, both as your husband and as a kolkhoznik. 

HOZ:     (thoughtfully ) Men disappear in this world, but women remain eternally. 

HARLAMOV:     Good-bye, Suenita. 

SUENITA:     Come and see me in the evening – I'll note down your actual work-day output. 

          (Harlamov departs.) 

HOZ:     Suenita! 

SUENITA:     What is it, grandpa Hoz? 

HOZ:     Let's kiss. 

SUENITA:     Only not on the lips. 

HOZ:     As you wish -- as long as it's your body. 

SUENITA:     All you care about is my body -- you don't love my world outlook. 

HOZ:     Body, just your body. 

          (He kisses Suenita on the temple) 

HOZ:     I love this essence! Girl, you don't have anything chemical with you, do you? 

SUENITA:     No, grandpa, you've already gobbled up our whole pharmacy. Go and take some bleach from Ksenya, I told her to buy some long ago. 

HOZ:     I'll go eat this bleach. ( He exits ) 

SUENTIA:     ( alone ) I can't see any ship on the sea! What a bright light is burning everywhere -- it must be joyful to live in the world these days! I hear a noise! What's going on there out in the world? ( Stares into space in puzzlement and listens ). There's imperialism; it's sad and terrible there. I'm here, alone on the shore, and behind me is the whole entire Soviet Union of Bolsheviks. But I've grown weak, you can see my ribs, my husband won't love me... We'll have to make the winter sheep-folds quickly; we'll have to look after the grain, I'll guard it myself, I won't sleep... ( A distant, harmonious rumbling is heard. Suenita looks up at the sky .) An airplane is flying above the desert! It's also ours -- it carries a drop of our kolkhoz blood. Let it fly higher, we shall endure. 

          (Ksyusha enters) 

KSYUSHA:     Sunya, there's nothing left to eat, the men are all suffering. Anton's puking his guts out -- he ate some poisonous grass. 

SUENITA:     We should have guarded our grain and sheep from the kulaks. Let them suffer now -- it'll teach them science and technology. 

KSYUSHA:     My milk is running out -- there's nothing to feed to our children. 

SUENITA:     Squeeze out your lymph; that's how I fed my son yesterday. 

KSYUSHA:     Sunya, what if the people rise up? 

SUENITA:     The sub-kulaks aren't the people – they'll lie down, they won't rise up. 

KSYUSHA:     Suenita, surely body and soul must depart from such a life! 

SUENITA:     Ksyushka! You take me for a god! Go to hell! Did you give my child something to suck? 

KSYUSHA:     I did. Your husband put some chewed up bread into the baby's mouth. He brought a few pieces with himself. 

SUENITA:     Let him be. Listen, take my husband and go to the state meat farm. Maybe they'll give us a sheep for all our hay! 

KSYUSHA:     And who will feed the child without me? 

SUENITA:     I'll feed him. Go, quick. 

KSYUSHA:     Your milk has dried up. 

SUENITA:     That's not your concern. I'll let him gnaw on my bones. 

KSYUSHA:     ( affectionately) Sunya, when's the last time you ate? 

SUENITA:     I gobbled down some fish soup in Astrakhan. That was twelve days ago. 

KSYUSHA:     But how can you…? 

SUENITA:     Get out of here, like I told you! Don't try to frighten me or coddle me. Oh, such a kulak molly-coddle…starting fights, then bursting into tears. 

KSYUSHA:     Don't be grumbling at me. You dried-up old stick. I don't even want to look at you. You're disgusting. ( She departs .) 

SUENITA:     ( calling ) Grandpa Hoz! 

VOICE OF HOZ:     I'm coming, girl! Don't do anything without me. 

SUENITA:     Well, hurry. 

          (Hoz enters) 

HOZ:     You miss me when I'm gone? 

SUENITA:     Yes, I miss you! Do you know, gramps, I am slowly learning to love you. 

HOZ:     Go on and love me a little. But gramps won't love you back. 

SUENITA:     And why did gramps love me? 

HOZ:     For your imaginary value. You've been like imaginary seduction for my sadness. 

SUENITA:     That's true. I have never put on airs – I'm an empty illusion. 

HOZ:     I have learnt precisely the inner mechanisms of the world construction. It is a mere and purely accidental mixture of crazy actions and trifles. And you're just the same, being part of it. 

SUENITA:     ( Lies down on the ground .) There are also trifles inside me, gramps, I feel them. 

HOZ:     You are just a poor body, aching from the sad substance that it is stuffed with. 

SUENITA:     I have so little substance left. I haven't had anything to eat for such a long time. 

HOZ:     That doesn't matter. I've eaten for one hundred years, and all the same I'm an absolute nothing. 

SUENITA:     Grandpa Hoz, you're a great scientist of world-renown; please, do something to feed our people! 

HOZ:     What shall I do, my girl? 

SUENITA:     Think it over, just invent something chemical! Otherwise death will be soon here, for all of us – feel my bones. 

          (Hoz feels her bones. ) 

HOZ:     You're so thin. I hear your heart beating – it's quite close now. 

SUENITA:     Soon it will beat its way out of me. I want to sleep. 

HOZ:     Keep awake, please, my eternal one. Keep on talking to me – I'm sad. 

SUENITA:     Please, invent some kind of food for us and do it quick. You know the substance of this world -- it's all trifles, you said so yourself. ( A slight pause .) Think of something quickly. You know everything. 

HOZ:     I've started thinking already. Kiss me. 

SUENITA:     Later. First, invent some food for us, if only just a little. 

HOZ:     Wait just a moment. 

          (Hoz tosses and turns on the ground in the torment of vain thoughts.) 

SUENITA:     Well, do you get any ideas? 

HOZ:     I'm thinking. 

SUENITA:     Have you invented anything? 

HOZ:     Not yet. Don't disturb me with trifles. I want to sleep. 

          (Sounds of crying babies on the kolkhoz.) 

SUENITA:     Okay, have a nap. I'd better go to feed the children. 

HOZ:     With what will you feed them? You're all withered up. 

SUENITA:     I'll squeeze something out of myself, my blood at least. 

          (Suenita departs. ) 

HOZ:     ( alone, lying on the ground ) How can I think up bread for the kolkhoz?... Nobody in the world thinks anything! And there is not a single thought, there is just fraud, the combination of random occurrences. 

          (Intergom appears with her valise in hand and sees Hoz. ) 

INTERGOM:     Oh, is that you, Johann? So you are here alive and kicking, thank God! 

HOZ:     ( rising to his feet ) Intergom! A loyal and crazy child of mine! 

INTERGOM:     ( leaning to Hoz, speaking hurriedly ) I was driving around the steppe for ten days, all by myself. The driver died. I was searching for you all over the republic, the car is parked in the District where all the authorities are; I've covered 70 kilometers on foot. I was told that Mr. Hoz is living in the huts. How glad I am to have found you at last. As of old I'll always stay with you and we will never part. Mister Ubornyak has authorized my field trip all over the Soviet Union to search out the ancient dreadful forces that fight against the Revolution. But there are no such forces; I grew weary searching for them, but didn't find any. He is a triumphal man! I had a wonderful time with him, but he was not a Marxist, so they took away his…how do you call it…the horse on which a career is made! My darling, Johann, you look quite worn out, my eternal grandfather-husband! ( Kisses Hoz .) 

HOZ:     Wait a bit, you worthless creature! You know well enough that I like to do caressing in a radical way. 

INTERGOM:     I've given up hack-work, too. 

HOZ:     Hack-work! What are you now? 

INTERGOM:     I'm a Marxist, Johann. Mister Ubornyak taught me – it was so easy and pleasant. Everyone was surprised by me, and they adore me! It's so interesting to live and die for the sake of all working people! I am eager to join the Communist Party, I'd like to participate in the struggle! But there's one thing I forgot. They advised me to be more…more…conscious?...serious?... No, not that. To be more something else. 

HOZ:     Vigilant! 

INTERGOM:     Yes, that's it! You got it; you're a genius! 

          (A slight pause.) 

HOZ:     Where have you come from, you dirty swine? Who thought you up? 

INTERGOM:     I'm not a swine. They taught me all this charm and fine talk in Moscow Palaces of Culture. I've been restructured! 

HOZ:     ( in a serious, almost sad voice ) Listen to me, young girl! It's Bolsheviks who live here, not “Ubornyaks”, they'll turn you out of here. 

INTERGOM:     Deception! Underestimation! I'm an ideological worker, a warrior on the cultural front. I've written three sketches and a play with a co-author! I am a member of the All-Union Union of the Soviet Writers, I'm sure to raise the quality of my writing, I will be welcome everywhere. 

HOZ:     ( getting more thoughtful ) You're quite right, Intergom. If our world is going to hell, it means that you're living. What is there in your valise? 

INTERGOM:     My food and hygiene. 

HOZ:     Okay. Let's go and caress each other in a most radical manner. There's nothing new, except for our feelings. 

INTERGOM:     Oh, Johann! But where? 

HOZ:     Just over there ( points to the jail ). 

INTERGOM:     Only I ask you to be quick. I've withered on the road: without love there's no full hygiene. 

          (They depart and disappear in the jail. Pause. Suenita's voice is heard, singing a lullaby to her baby. ) 

SUENITA'S VOICE:     (singing)
    Go to sleep and wake not soon
    Go to sleep and do not miss 
    Our cows will soon grow up
    We'll drink tea with sugar 

SUENITA:     ( calling ) Grandpa Hoz! 

          ( Silence. Suenita appears on the stage, holding her baby tight to her bosom. 

SUENITA:     My bosom is getting cold, too… Where should I lay my baby to get him warm? Shall I hide him in my belly again? But it's cramped there, he'll suffocate. Out here it's so spacious, though empty -- he'll die. ( lovingly examining her baby ) Do you suffer much or not? Say, that it's not so much. Say something! Why do you close your eyes and keep silent? What are you thinking about to yourself? 

          (Some squeaking sounds are heard from the jail. Suenita lends an attentive ear but fails to determine the source of these sounds) 

SUENITA:     What's this? Somebody's driving in the distance! They've stopped! Come quickly, we're suffering! ( She bends down ) 

          (Anton rushes in) 

ANTON:     My body begins to languish with death. I'm afraid to loose consciousness! The people have all became silent, lying half-asleep on the ground. 

SUENITA:     But are they still breathing? 

ANTON:     I ordered them all to breathe non-stop! I promised to credit an extra work-day to whoever breathes until evening. 

SUENITA:     Don't do that, Antoshka! That was a mistake. Our bookkeeping won't be approved. 

ANTON:     Nothing comes without mistakes. We learn from our mistakes. It's already ten days since I've had any rations to eat – my hands keep on working, my body is suffering, but my head refuses to think. ( Rushes about the stage .) 

SUENITA:     I wish I could exchange myself for some bread and oatmeal to feed the people in the kolkhoz. Anton, where can I get food for those who have not eaten? ( Sits down on the ground feeling sad .) 

          (The squeaking sound in the jail stops. ) 

ANTON:     It's high time to organize some food! Warm up your baby, save his life for the future. 

SUENITA:     I'm trying my best to save him. 

ANTON:     Your baby will live eternally in communism! 

SUENITA:     ( examining the baby closely ) No, he won't. He's dead. (Hands the baby over to Anton.) 

ANTON:     (taking the child ) It's a fact pure and simple: he shall die forever. 

          (Gurgling Intergom's screaming is heard from the jail. ) 

SUENITA:     A woman has died somewhere. 

ANTON:     It's not important. Science shall accomplish everything. Your son and all those who died before time, and who can be of use, will be immortally reanimated and brought back to active life. 

          (A slight pause.) 

SUENITA:     Don't try to fool me. Give me my baby – I'll weep over him. I don't believe in anything after death. That's the end of it all. ( Takes the child from Anton.)



ANTON:     Sit down here and weep like rain. But we'll take your tears as sabotage of our activity. ( Disappears .) 

HOZ:     Cry, Suenita. 

SUENITA:     I shall endure. 

HOZ:     I've heard everything, my poor girl. How shall we get along with you now? 

SUENITA:     Have you invented any food for the kolkhoz? 

HOZ:     Yes, I have. I strangled the class enemy, and there is some food left – some sausages, butter, condensed milk… You may have some of it. 

SUENITA:     Where? 

HOZ:     In the jail-hut. There lies Intergom – my former European woman. I stopped her breathing… 

SUENITA:     Why did you kill her? 

HOZ:     She posed a danger to you and to the whole of socialism – she was more dangerous than the old imperialism. 

          (Pause.) 

SUENITA:     Get away from me, grandpa Hoz. 

HOZ:     But where's nowhere for me to go, Suenita. 

SUENITA:     You'll find somewhere. You'd better leave us. We'll bury your woman in a grave, we shall find our own food… You are a trifle! 

HOZ:     But where can I go, Suenita? 

SUENITA:     Just go and die. 

HOZ:     It's high time, I see… It's already become late in this world! Although… maybe you're joking! What is death? Raw material for silly elements. There is nowhere for a serious man to disappear to! 

SUENITA:     Hold my dead son. I want to wash my face in the sea. ( Stands up from the ground, hands her child to Hoz and departs .) 

HOZ:     ( alone, to child ) So you are dead, my little human being. You cooled-down piece of Suenita's flesh, my dear one, my little one. ( Kisses the child .) So let's lie down on the ground, side by side, and I'll try to die with you. ( Lies down on the ground, puts the baby down close to himself and embraces him.) Let everything get dark before my eyes and my heart stop beating its irritating pulse. Oh, my god, my god. -- childish and forgotten! 

          (Ksyusha and Harlamov appear on the stage.) 

KSYUSHA:   :  Where's Sunya? Everyone's lying down and sleeping. How annoying! 

          (Suenita enters) 

SUENITA:     Did you barter our hay for something? 

KSHUSHA:     Ha! We met with their kolkhoz steward. “All you've got is wormwood,” he says. “It won't make a sheep's fleece grow. Eat it yourselves if your starving!” So that's what we get from the kolkhoz; go and die now! Who would've thought it would come to this?! My baby is slowly dying. 

SUENITA:     And mine is dead. 

HARLAMOV:     Who's dead?! ( Rushes to the baby, lying next to Hoz .) Oh, my weak one, what shall I feel without you?! I doubt if I can go on living.any longer. ( Almost falls over the body .) 

HOZ:     Stop making noise over me, citizen, let me alone…Ksyusha, bring me something chemical for the night. 

KSHUSHA:     You should be treated with dung-wash, you old cripple! I wish you'd croaked, then I could eat you! ( yelling ) Chemistry! I'll scratch your eyes out, 'cause you're the one to blame for all our misfortunes! ( Disappears from the stage .) 

          (Anton rushes in. ) 

ANTON:     The counter-revolution has untied its hands! ( Falls down from weakness, then stands up again .) It's nothing, my mind is clear, the idea is fully intact, a nest of hunger has established itself only in my body…nowhere else! I shall rise again and throw myself forward and fight till final victory! Long live… ( Looses his consciousness .) 

HARLAMOV:     ( rising to his feet, leaving the baby alone and coming up to Suenita ) Suenita, why have you spoiled the discipline in the kolkhoz so there's nothing to eat, our children die from hunger!? 

SUENITA:     It's only our child who's died. You fed him too much bread. All other children are alive. ( Being lost in reveries, starts singing .)…Nulimbatuiya, nylimbatuiya, my poor Alyailya. ( She takes the baby again .) Oh, my little weak one! ( Regaining control of herself a bit, lays the baby next to Hoz .) Warm him up now! 

HOZ:     I'm cooling down myself. 

HARLAMOV:     Away with grief! We have to come to our senses! We are not a family, we're all of humanity! It's time to work. Give me an order while my mind has come to its senses. 

SUENITA:     Bury that jail-hut in the sea. Put more barbed wire on it. We shall use it for catching fish, and we shall feed ourselves. 

HARLAMOV:     Aha, I see, it's a rationalization. I'll improve it and make a fish trap out of it. The only thing that's lacking is bait. Where shall I get it? 

SUENITA:     I'll give you some, later. 

HARLAMOV:     Then I would need a thick rope. 

SUENITA:     Go and fetch one from the kolkhoz. 

HARLAMOV:     There's no rope there. 

SUENITA:     Then I'll cut my hair to make you one… 

HARLAMOV:     You don't have to do that. I'll make the rope myself. ( Departs.) 

SUENITA:     Hey, grandp Hoz! ( Hoz keeps silent .) Get up, gramps! It's getting dark already – make a fire – we'll cook fish-soup… Antoshka, get up, we'll have something to eat soon. ( Antoshka is silent. She leans over Hoz .) Grandpa Ivan! Stop pretending! ( Feels him .) Alas, he seems to have gone dead. Gramps, stop pretending, your cheek is still warm… Grandpa Ivan, death is a trifle, so why have you died? ( Weeps softly over him .) 

ANTON:     It's indecent when someone cries over an alien person… I have one eye still open– I see everything! 

SUENITA:     He knew Karl Marx personally, besides he was working in our kolkhoz as a book-keeper, so that's why I'm crying. I am the master in this kolkhoz. I ought to be sorry for him. 

ANTON:     My mind is clear, and that is dialectics, I have nothing against tears. 

SUENITA:     Sleep, Antoshka. 

ANTON:     Sleep without food replaces bread. I'm sleeping. 

SUENITA:     If everybody dies around me I'll be left alone… There has to be someone, or else it would be very bad in the world. 

HOZ:     ( Stands, then sits ) I thought I had gone dead, but then I burst into laughter and woke up. 

SUENITA:     You won't die anymore? 

HOZ:     Nothing would come of it, girl; Death is not a serious thing. 

SUENITA:     ( Sitting down next to Hoz .) What will you do now? 

HOZ:     Nothing. Just languish motionlessly in the flow of historical events. I am as much a trifle as is everything, living and dead. It is possible to understand everything, my poor orphan, but there is no salvation. 

SUENITA:     ( sorrowfully) Are you going to leave us? 

HOZ:     I'd better go. I'm fed up with all your youth, enthusiasm, capacity for work, and your belief in the future. You are at the beginning, whilst I am at the end. We won't understand each other. Farewell, Sunya! 

SUENITA:     Farewell, gramps, forever! ( Rushes to Hoz, embraces him and kisses him on the lips .) 

HOZ:     ( holding Suenita in his embrace ) Forever? No, it is simply not possible to part with you forever… I'll come back to you once again, though maybe not so soon! I'll come back to you when you are an old women, my withered thin creature, warmth of my old heart. ( Kisses Suenita on her eyes, then turns aside and departs .) 

          (Pause. There appears a sailing boat with a red flag hoisted far away off in the sea, Suenita doesn't see it. ) 

SUENITA:     My child does not breathe. Grandpa Hoz has gone away. The night is coming – it's a bore to be alone. 

ANTON:     ( jumping up to his feet ) I alone remain here with you till our final victory – we shall see who defeats whom – in a N-number of centuries! (Falls down again .) 

SUENITA:     ( indifferently noticing a sail ) There is our boat coming up at long last, with all of our bread and sheep, bound for home… Only my child feels nothing. I'd better go to the kolkhoz and wake up the people. 

          (Anton and Suenita's dead child remain lying on stage. A sail lingers on over the horizon. Pause. ) 

ANTON:     ( standing upright ) High time to go forward! 

          (Disappears instantaneously) 
CURTAIN

THE END
