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Scene one
A summer cottage. Masha, a twenty two-year-old girl, appears on the veranda.
Masha: And do you remember how we used to swim? Our hands aside, our hands up, our toes stretched… al this was accompanied by good music. It was wonderful carefree time. It was youth.
Another girl, Tonya, appears on the veranda.
Tonya: Everything was wonderful but for the smell of the chloride of lime. And my back became too wide because of swimming. So I quitted because of that. Once I came up to a mirror, looked at it and gasped with surprise. And I thought: “Well, it’s time to give up big sports”.
Masha: I wish boys could go in for synchronized swimming. It would be much greater fun, wouldn’t it?
Tonya: A girl synchronically swims with a boy… Well, it just such s pleasure.
Masha: I’m tired, I want to sleep terribly.
Tonya: Where will we lie down?
Masha: Tonight let’s sleep on the veranda. You will sleep on the sofa, and I – on a folding bed.
Tonya: No, I want to sleep on a folding bed too. It is so romantic.
She comes up to a bouquet of field flowers and breathes in.
How the flowers smell. I feel giddy.
Masha: We will go to the field. We’ll have a bouquet of fresh field flowers every day.
Tonya: I’m horrified at the thought of the necessity to return to the city.
Masha: We will leave the window open.
Tonya: When Seryozha courted me he used to make thirty three – thirty five calls a day. He called and I counted. But today he has called only once.
Masha: Is there any difference how many times he has called.
Tonya: There is. I pay attention to everything.
A telephone rings.
It’s him. (Into the phone.) Hello. Mother, hi! (To Masha.) It’s not him! (Into the phone.) I’m in a summer cottage, not our cottage, but at Masha Govorkova’s. Do you remember we went in for synchronized swimming together when we were in the ninth class, and the day before yesterday we met each other in the street near the supermarket, and it turned out that we both became pregnant almost at one and the same time, and Masha is also five weeks pregnant. Yes, mom, we swam synchronically and got pregnant synchronically as well. And we decided to arrange a mini hen party just not to be bored. What does a mini hen party mean? Well, mom, it’s just a mini, a small hen party. I and Masha. We are only two. In short, we are only two in a summer cottage; we breathe fresh air, walk and eat regularly… We drink milk. We buy it in a village. Seryozha will come in ten days; he is driving a car from Frankfurt, and I’ll be back in the city. Send your best regards to Masha? I will.
Masha: My best regards to your mother!
Tonya: She kisses you. We will be careful, mom!
She puts down the receiver.
Masha: I remember your mother pretty well.
Tonya: She is wonderful but too sensitive, it’s better to keep distance.
Masha: We’ll be mothers ourselves when autumn comes.
Tonya: And some time we’ll become grandmothers. Life will fly very quickly.
Masha: It will not be so soon. I have a wonderful night face cream. You’ll be as fit as a fiddle in the morning.
She puts some cream to her face.
Tonya: I wish it won’t be soon. A cicada. It’s so beautiful. I will read a little.
Masha: I can’t sleep with lights on.
Tonya: All right, I will not read. It smells so strange. It is either ammonia or burnt paper.
Masha: Don’t worry. You’ll have to be patient. But then it contracts the skin very well. I’m tired. Let’s stop chattering. Let’s go to sleep, to sleep. Try to make a mask, you will like it.
She gives a can to Tonya.
Tonya: One call a day is very few. He may stop loving me, may he not?
She puts some cream to her face.
Masha: Don’t be so stupid. Stop chattering. I’m going away. I’m falling asleep.
Tonya turns off the light. They lie down into folding beds.
Tonya: Life goes by, I’m twenty two already.
Masha: Have some sleep.
Tonya: We had such a beautiful wedding!
Masha: I’m sailing away.
Tonya: His way of courting me was so beautiful!
She finishes putting some cream to her face.
Masha: I’m so tired. I’m tired. Fresh air. I’ve had enough of it.
Tonya: Just a year ago I could not pass by him so that he did not stop me, embraced and kissed me.
Masha: Well, that’s all. Beat it!
Tonya: I asked him not to go. We have a lot of money. The weather is so good.
Masha: Don’t. Be quiet.
Tonya: Maybe, it’s really better to found one’s marriage not on love but on respect, isn’t it? Just like in good old days.
Masha: I don’t know. I want to sleep, to sleep… I don’t know.
Tonya: I may be suspicious, terrible thoughts come to my mind but I won’t share them with you.
Masha: Don’t, don’t.
Tonya: I’m falling asleep. I’m closing my eyes. Sorry.
Scene two
There are shadows behind the window and on the wall. A cicada is singing. The girls are asleep. Something appears from under a bed sheet covering Masha. Something alike crawls from under a bed sheet covering Tonya.
One: Hi!
The other: Hi!
- Who are you?
- I’m an embryo.
- So am I.
- Are you before ultrasonic scanning or after it?
- I’m after it.
- So am I.
- How old are you?
- Five weeks.
- I’m also five weeks.
- What a smell!
- What has she put on her face?
- Contracting cream. Mine puts it on her face every night.
- I’ve been nearly suffocated!
- Are they asleep?
- They are!
- Such beauties!
- Yours is snoring.
- Her nose is broken after an accident.
- What’s you name?
- I’ve got none.
- They have not invented it yet, have they?
- Nope. They haven’t.
- Are they thinking it over?
- Yep. They are.
- My people are also thinking. They do not excel with fantasy. If it is a boy, then it should be Georgi or Konstantin. If it is a girl, it should be either Larisa, or Tatyana, or Marina, or Victoria, or Natasha.
- In honor of grandfather. In honor of grandmother. And in honor of great grandmother.
- It’s a dead end situation.
- How will we call each other?
- I’ve got a family name.
- What?
- I’m Toporkov.
- And I’m Govorkova.
- Are you a girl?
- I have decided to be a girl.
- You shouldn’t but it’s all the same. Pleased to meet you.
- Pleased to make our acquaintance.
The both shake hands.
- Toporkov.
- Govorkova. Very pleased.
- Let’s make our acquaintance. I want to smoke, I can’t help it.
(He comes to the table, takes a cigarette, lights it.)
Are they asleep?
Govorkova: They are.
Toporkov: Do you want to smoke?
Govorkova: No.
Toporkov: They are for ladies, with low nicotine content.
(He exhales smoke.)
Wonderful.
Govorkova: It’s very harmful. You are just being formed!
Toporkov: I do not inhale.
Govorkova: Do you hear cicadas? 
Toporkov: And, maybe, we don’t need any names, do we? It is so convenient.
Govorkova: Quite convenient.
Toporkov: Hello, Govorkova!
Govorkova: How do you do, Toporkov!
Tonya: I’m going, going alone, I’m going along a path alone!
Govorkova: What’s that?
Toporkov: Mine is talking in her sleep.
Govorkova: It’s so frightful.
Tonya: Put your hands on the oars. Row. Three-four. Start.
Govorkova: What is she saying?
Toporkov: He has not called her.
Govorkova: Who?
Toporkov: Her father. City life. Stresses.
Govorkova: What a night. What a moon!
Toporkov: Will you chew a chewing gum when you grow up?
Govorkova: I have not made up my mind yet.
Toporkov: And I will. I will chew everything. I will swallow something, I will spit something out. Do you want to have a dog?
Govorkova: I do. A small terrier.
Toporkov: I will ask, I will moan: “Buy me a dog”.
Govorkova: So will I. I will make them crazy but they will buy me a dog. And will you play hopscotch?
Toporkov: I will play cards. I will smoke and play cards. I will drink wine and coarse laugh.
Govorkova: And I will drink wine and look at the sea. And let rhododendrons swing over my head.
Toporkov: And what’s this?
Govorkova: Rhododendrons?
Toporkov: Yep!
Govorkova: You’ll know when you grow up.
Toporkov: So this is what I’m thinking about.
Govorkova: And what are you thinking about?
Toporkov: I am Toporkov. What might this mean?
Govorkova: I don’t know. I don’t know what Toporkov is and what it means.
Toporkov: Neither do I.
Govorkova: To my mind, it might mean nothing.
Toporkov: Toporkov! Everybody will say: “To-por-kov. Hey, Toporkov!”
Govorkova: Let them say.
Toporkov: I’m Toporkov, am I not?
Govorkova: You bet.
Toporkov: I don’t know whether I should be happy or cry.
Govorkova: We’ll live and see.
Toporkov: You mean we are human beings.
Govorkova: We’ll be human beings.
Toporkov: Human beings.
Govorkova: Homo sapiens.
Toporkov: Homo! Sounds very promising! Sapiens! Sounds marvelous! Homo sapiens! Sapiens homo!
Govorkova: We’ll go shopping.
Toporkov: We will smoke.
Govorkova: We’ll read lying in a bath.
Toporkov: We’ll work.
Govorkova: We’ll hiccup.
Toporkov: We’ll look into a window.
Govorkova: We’ll travel.
Toporkov: We’ll hit the ball!
Govorkova: Human being! The highest stage of the evolution!
Toporkov: E-mail.
Govorkova: A personal car.
Toporkov: Shoes without laces with a shoehorn.
Govorkova: A personal washing machine.
Toporkov: A favorite hammock.
Govorkova:  Hu-man be-ing!
Toporkov: Hu-!
Govorkova: Hu-, what?
Toporkov: Man be-ing!
Govorkova: Man be-ing! What hu-? Man! Be-ing! A great human being!
Toporkov: But why is it just Toporkov? To-por-kov. I’m Toporkov. I think it’s terrible to be Toporkov. To-por-kov!
Govorkova: What’s terrible about it? What’s terrible in being Toporkov?
Toporkov: It’s a gloomy autumn day. It’s raining. A Toporkov leaves his house, walks along the street with a wet back because he has left his umbrella at home. His money came to an end two weeks ago. His PC was burned, his favorite dog got poisoned. His wife left him for another. His car was stolen. It was raining cats and dogs. He’s got pain in his liver. Winter will come soon.
Govorkova: You have vivid imagination.
Toporkov: I have what I have. I see everything in details. I feel my armpits get wet.
Govorkova: Where do such thoughts come from?
Toporkov: I don’t know, they come to my mind by themselves.
Govorkova: Where do they come from?
Toporkov: I don’t know where these damned thoughts come from. They just come. I think. That’s all!
Govorkova: And, maybe, Toporkov will be quite another person. He will have a powerful PC. A loving wife. Clouds will be carried away by a wind and it will not rain.
Toporkov: And an immortal dog will never piss into his slippers! No. Toporkov will not be another person. It will be snowing. And the slippers will be wet. And I will be watching the life as if a stranger, as if an alien.
Govorkova: Why did you think so?
Toporkov: I just think so.
Govorkova: But life is worth the effort!
Toporkov: Are you sure?
Govorkova: I am. To breathe, to look at the sun! To squint! To hiccup! It’s great!
Toporkov: Listen, I'm bored to sit in the darkness. To inhale the odor of contracting cream. And to wait. Let’s go for a walk! To breathe fresh air!
Govorkova: Where?
Toporkov: To the river! They say the surroundings here are very picturesque. It is Zavidovo!
Govorkova: To see somebody.
Toporkov: To talk to somebody.
Govorkova: To hear a new anecdote.
Toporkov: To give a coarse laugh.
Govorkova: To be charmed with somebody.
Toporkov: To get scared.
Govorkova: To hide oneself. What is this?
Toporkov: Where?
Govorkova: There lying on the table.
Toporkov: Made of iron!
Govorkova: It glitters.
Toporkov: Cameras.
Govorkova: Cool. Let’s take the cameras with us.
Toporkov: And take pictures!
Govorkova: At night?
Toporkov: They have a flash.
They pass by the sleeping girls, take digital cameras from the table and walk away.
Tonya: Masha!
Masha (frightened): What?
Tonya: Have you heard?
Masha: What have I heard?
Tonya: Steps!
Masha: Where?
Tonya: Here! On the veranda. Somebody has passed by.
Masha: But there is nobody here.
Tonya: But I’m telling you there is, I’ve got light sleep. I hear everything even when I sleep. Steps, I’ve heard steps!
Masha: It has seemed to you. Sleep.
Tonya: No, it has not seemed to me.
Masha: Let me give some valerian drops to you.
Tonya: Don’t.
She stands up, come up to the window and looks.
And Seryozha has never called.
Masha: He will call tomorrow. Lie down. The moon is so bright in the sky.
Scene three
Govorkova and Toporkov are going to the river.
Govorkova: It is so beautiful!
Toporkov: Very!
Govorkova: The moon!
Toporkov: The river!
Govorkova: The clouds!
Toporkov: The stars!
Govorkova: The sky!
Toporkov: It is wonderful!
Govorkova: It is marvelous!
Toporkov: It is promising so much!
Govorkova: The air is so fresh
Toporkov: A fish!
Govorkova: Where?
Toporkov: It has jumped out from the water!
Govorkova: I have not seen.
Toporkov: Just another one!
Govorkova: It is so great!
A Butterfly appears on the glade.
The Butterfly: Hello!
Toporkov: Hello.
The Butterfly: Who are you?
Govorkova: We are embryos.
The Butterfly: Summer residents, aren’t you?
Govorkova: Yep.
Toporkov: I am Toporkov.
Govorkova: And I am Govorkova.
Toporkov: And who are you?
The Butterfly: I am a butterfly. A chocolate-butterfly.
Govorkova: Why a chocolate-butterfly?
Toporkov: Because it likes chocolate.
The Butterfly: I am very beautiful. Everyone who sees me is shocked. I am a shocko-buttefly!
Govorkova: It stands no reason. It is beautiful.
The Butterfly: What are you doing here? At night near the river?
Toporkov: We have come out to breathe in fresh air.
Govorkova: To get some fresh impressions.
Toporkov: To walk hither and thither.
Govorkova: To jump a little.
Toporkov: To look around.
Govorkova: To meet somebody.
Toporkov: To talk to somebody.
Govorkova: To hear a new anecdote.
Toporkov: To give a coarse laugh.
Govorkova: To run away if somebody will run after us.
Toporkov: To take pictures.
The Butterfly: And have you got cameras?
Toporkov: I’ve got an Olympus.
Govorkova: And I’ve got a Sony.
The Butterfly: I see embryos with cameras for the first time in my life.
Govorkova: You have never met, have you?
The Butterfly: Never.
Toporkov: Do you want us to take a picture of you?
The Butterfly: I want it very much! Very much! I really do!
Toporkov: Stand here.
The Butterfly: I stand. Here?
Govorkova: Here.
The Butterfly: It’s dark. It’s night. Nothing will come out of it.
Toporkov: It will.
Govorkova: These are serious cameras. With a flash.
Toporkov: Half-length or full-length picture?
The Butterfly: Full-length.
Toporkov: Stretch your wings! Excellent!
Govorkova: Display yourself.
Toporkov: A bird will fly out now!
The Butterfly (terrified): A bird!?
Toporkov: A sort of a bird.
Govorkova: Don’t be nervous. It’s an imaginable bird.
Toporkov: Hold you head higher.
Govorkova: The back is straight. Excellent.
Flashes, flashes, flashes.
Toporkov: Everything is ready. It’s well done.
Govorkova: Come here and have a look. (She shows a picture on the display of the camera.)
Toporkov: Have a look! (He shows his picture.)
The Butterfly (in ecstasy): What a beauty! One can go crazy! It’s madness! It’s the riot of color! It’s phantasmagoria! The top of magnificence! I’m splendid! I’m magnificent! I’m luxurious! I’m superb! It’s so nice! One can go crazy, I’m luxurious, and I’m splendid! It’s a shock! It’s shocko-shocko-shocko-me! It’s a beautiful miracle, it’s a marvelous wonder, and I’m so nice. And there is no need to develop a film, is there?
Toporkov: No need.
The Butterfly: And can one see the pictures immediately?
Toporkov: Well, yes. Have a look.
Govorkova: These are digital cameras.
The Butterfly: It was at night. And such high quality! 
Toporkov: Lenses by Zeis.
Govorkova: Six megapixels.
The Butterfly: This is a real miracle, a marvelous wonder!
Toporkov: We’ll come home and download the pictures to the PC.
Govorkova: We’ll print them on a printer.
Toporkov: And we’ll present them to you.
The Fly appears.
The Fly: Hi!
The Butterfly: Hi!
Toporkov: Hello!
The Fly (to the Butterfly): Who are these?
The Butterfly: Embryos.
The Fly: With cameras?
The Butterfly: With cameras.
The Fly: And each one has a camera of one’s own?
The Butterfly: You bet.
Toporkov: Digital cameras.
Govorkova: One takes a picture and can see it at once.
The Butterfly: With a flash. Pictures can be taken even at night.
Toporkov: Six megapixels.
The Butterfly: Overwhelming quality!
The Fly: Where have they come from?
The Butterfly: They are summer residents.
The Fly: Summer residents?
Govorkova: Yes, summer residents.
The Fly: All summer residents are murderers.
Toporkov: Not all.
The Fly: Time will show. Take a picture of me.
Govorkova: Stand here.
Toporkov: Just here.
The Fly (sprucing up): Just a second.
Toporkov: Stretch your wings.
Govorkova: Smile.
Toporkov: Now move a little bit to me. A bird will fly out now!
The Fly (terrified): A bird!
The Butterfly: An imaginable bird. Cool down.
Toporkov and Govorkova take a picture of the Fly.
The Fly: Show it to me. It’s great! It looks like me! As a matter of fact not very much, but still it’s like me. It’s me! It’s really me. Everything can be seen. Both feet, and belly. Well, I’ll be damned. It’s so nice! I’m so nice! I’m so-o-o-o nice! Wow!
Govorkova: And can you take a picture of me together with the Butterfly?
Toporkov: I want to take a picture of me together with the Fly. Just as a souvenir. But it’ll be later. Stand here.
Govorkova and the Butterfly, they are showing off.
Toporkov (takes a picture, examines it): It’s strange.
Govorkova: What’s up?
Toporkov: It has not worked out.
The Butterfly (looking at the picture): I am present but you are not. Shock! It’s a shock!
Govorkova: It’s me who’s shocked! I wonder why there is no me on the picture?
Toporkov: I don’t know.
The Butterfly: Let’s try once more.
They again make poses in front of Toporkov. Toporkov takes a picture. A flash.
The Butterfly (looking at the picture): What are the wings! What luxury! One can go crazy! How luxurious I am, what the wings are! It’s madness! It’s the riot of color! It’s so beautiful! It’s phantasmagoria! The top of magnificence! I’m splendid!
Govorkova (looking at the picture): It’s a pity. I’m not there again. Why is the Butterfly there while I am not?
The Fly: Because we exist.
The Butterfly: And you, highly distinguished embryos, do not yet exist.
Govorkova: Do you mean to say that you exist?
The Butterfly: While you do not. There is none of you!
Govorkova: What a pity! You exist while we do not!
Toporkov: So, what’s the problem? We will exist. We will exist by all means!!!
The Butterfly: Don’t be upset, don’t cry, you will exist by all means!
Govorkova: Do you know how I want to have a look at it?
The Butterfly: There is nothing one can look at.
Govorkova: And if we do no come into being, just do not exist at all?
Toporkov: Don’t be upset, Govorkova, we will exist, we will exist by all means!
The Butterfly: You will exist, my dear. You won’t get anywhere. We all have been absent before we have become present. There is no thing in the world that was present before it has come into being.
The Fly: You will have enough time to take pictures of yourselves. Just remember my words. Three photo albums in a chest and two in a writing desk.
Govorkova: I’m scared; what if there is no picture, nowhere and never!
Toporkov: She is a girl! It is necessary to distract her.
The Fly: With what?
Toporkov: Do you know any anecdote?
The Fly: Only indecent.
Toporkov: Don’t.
The Butterfly: I know!
Toporkov: Come on! Shoot out!
The Butterfly: Once there walked a rabbit, his ears were caught by a tree and he hung on it. The wind was blowing. The rabbit was hanging and swinging.
Everybody laughs.
The Fly: “The rabbit was hanging and swinging”.
The Butterfly: Yes.
Toporkov: It’s funny.
Govorkova: Caught with his ears? Swinging?
The Butterfly: The rabbit!
Toporkov: Well, it’s time for us to go. Good luck.
Scene four
Toporkov and Govorkova are coming back home.
Govorkova: It is sad. We seem to exist.
Toporkov: And at the same time we don’t seem to exist.
Govorkova: So do we exist or do we not exist?
Toporkov: And let’s take a picture without insects. Let’s do it by ourselves.
Govorkova: All right.
Toporkov: You’ll take a picture of me and I will take a picture of you.
Govorkova: All right! Synchronically!
Toporkov: Three, four!
They take pictures and run to each other.
Govorkova: Let’s have a look.
Toporkov: It’s empty.
Govorkova: There is nothing.
Toporkov: Just blackness.
Govorkova: It’s a pity!
Toporkov: It’s a great pity!
Govorkova: I cannot understand. How can it be so? We exist and we do not exist!
Toporkov: We exist and at the same time we do not exist!
Govorkova: We exist but do we not exist?
Toporkov: We do not exist. But we a sort of exist. A sort of!
Govorkova: I don’t understand.
Toporkov: Let’s go home.
Govorkova: I don’t understand.
Toporkov: The air is so fresh!
Govorkova: The dew is so wet!
Toporkov: The day is breaking.
Govorkova: The sun is so round!
Toporkov: The trees are so green!
Govorkova: Butterflies are so patterned!
Toporkov: Flies are so impudent!
Govorkova: With such pearl bellies!
Toporkov: And we do not exist.
Govorkova: It’s terrible!
Toporkov: And we are nothing – nor round, nor square, nor monochrome, nor patterned, nor silly, nor witty, nor dry, nor wet.
Govorkova: It’s no good!
Toporkov: But some day we will become somewhat!
Govorkova: I hope.
Toporkov: It referred to us so scornfully: “Embryos. With cameras”.
Govorkova: It’s because we are summer residents.
Toporkov: Do you think so?
Govorkova: Nobody likes summer residents.
Toporkov: And I want to be a summer resident! I like to be a summer resident!
Govorkova: And I want to be a summer resident! Let’s be summer residents!
Toporkov: All right!
Govorkova: Let’s do it to spite everybody!
Toporkov: All right!
Govorkova: We seem to have lost our way a little.
Toporkov: Should we go straight or to the right?
Govorkova: It seems to me we should go straight. We’ll be summer residents to spite everybody.
Toporkov: We’ll live here, in Zavidovo.
Govorkova: Till great age.
Toporkov: We’ll go to the forest to gather mushrooms.
Govorkova: In rubber boots over the grass.
Toporkov: We’ll go fishing.
Govorkova: The day is breaking.
The Butterfly appears in front of them. It examines sparkling crystals and throws them away.
Govorkova: It’s the Butterfly!!!
Toporkov: That very one or another?
Govorkova: It’s it! A shocko-butterfly! That very one!
Toporkov: Hi! It’s us!
The Butterfly: I don’t have time for idle conversation. Whether exist you or not, it doesn’t matter to me! It remains for me to live… next to nothing. How quickly time flies. It’s been just getting dark, it was youth, and now it’s half past five in the morning already… the day is breaking. And at eleven o’clock sharp, in five hours and seventeen minutes I will die. Oh, youth, where are you, my youth, where are you, my yesterday day. Oh, time, how you are cruel and merciless!!!
Govorkova (picking up a crystal from the ground): What are you doing?
The Butterfly: I’m enjoying myself.
Toporkov: With what?
The Butterfly: With each moment! Every second is a wonderful crystal. And I examine this crystal; I’m looking at the world through this crystal. And hardly have I time to take pleasure of one moment (throwing the crystal to the ground and taking another one) when there goes another. Life is so short, it is so beautiful… oh!... Just one more moment. Oh, there is another moment. They are all absolutely different. How much time is left for me? (It looks at its watch.) Five hours and thirteen minutes! It’s so terrible, it’s a nightmare! What will be my very last moment?
Govorkova: We have lost our way a little, what is the way to the cottage settlement?
The Butterfly: A cloud flying over the earth. It’s just one more moment.
Toporkov: We should go along the cutting straight and then to the left. Is it right?
A train is passing by.
The Butterfly: The noise of the locomotive. It’s just one more moment.
It examines a crystal and throws it on the grass.
Toporkov: It does not pay any attention to us.
The Butterfly: All this is vanity… along the cutting… to the right… or to left. What is the difference?... Orange dawn sun rays. Poplar seed tufts in the puddle… it’s just one more moment.
Govorkova: What’s up with her?
The Fly appears.
The Fly: Hi, hobos!
Toporkov: Hi!
The Fly (to the Butterfly): My beauty, digress from your moments… say good morning to me.
The Butterfly: A drop of the dew has fallen down on the ground. It’s one more moment! 
The Fly: It is like a mechanism… one more moment… one more moment.
Govorkova: It has no time; it has five hours to live.
The Butterfly: The wind is playing with the grass. It’s one more moment.
The Fly: Moments! Nothing of the kind! It’s just an ordinary crystal. Once there was a plant producing chandeliers here. These are pendants from chandeliers but not moments.
The Butterfly: A swallow in the sky! It’s just one more moment! Four hours fifty nine minutes are left.
The Fly: I know the place where these moments are in great abundance. It is on the glade near the road. A bulldozer dug them into the earth. If it only was crystal… But it is an ordinary glass!
Govorkova: We have to go.
The Fly: Where
Toporkov: Home.
The Butterfly: Home! It’s vanity! The world has gone mad. It’s one more moment. (It examines a crystal and throws it away.)
The Fly: All right. You go and I will stay. I will have a look. It is interesting.
Govorkova: What is interesting?
The Fly: How it will kick the bucket. One has little time to wait. It is the most interesting show, let me tell you. Stay here.
The Butterfly: It’s morning freshness, shivering. The premonition of rain and a rainbow in the sky. It’s just one more moment.
Toporkov: We have to go.
Govorkova: I don’t like such shows.
The Fly: See you.
Scene five
It’s morning. The veranda of the summer cottage. Masha and Tonya are asleep, Govorkova and Toporkov appear.
Toporkov: We need to put the cameras on their place.
Govorkova: How were they lying?
Toporkov: On the table. Near a flower vase.
They put the cameras on the table.
Govorkova: It’s not right. You camera was on the edge, and mine was closer to the tray with candies.
Toporkov: Your camera was facing the grapes, and mine - the ceiling.
Govorkova: All right.
Toporkov: I said it was facing the ceiling, it was placed a little bit diagonally.
Govorkova: So what, till tomorrow?
Toporkov: Till tomorrow. We have spent excellent time.
Govorkova: For the common good.
Toporkov: And it is necessary to delete the pictures.
Govorkova: Why?
Toporkov: Tonya will turn on the camera and there are pictures she has not taken. She should not be nervous.
Govorkova: Do you think she remembers what pictures she takes? Please, don’t say so, I beg you.
Toporkov: Till tomorrow.
Govorkova: Chao!
Toporkov: Arrivederci!
Govorkova: Buenas noches!
Masha opens her eyes. Govorkova and Toporkov do not manage to get back to their places.
Masha: Have you woken up?
Tonya: Yes.
Masha: How have you slept?
Tonya: Not very well.
Masha: Why?
Toporkov (whispering): We have woken her up!
Govorkova (whispering): Hush!
Tonya: I have not got a wink of sleep. I was thinking.
Masha: About what?
Tonya: I want to sleep very much. And, maybe, it’s not necessary?
Masha: What is not necessary?
Tonya: Maybe, it is not necessary to give birth to a baby? Ah?
Masha: What do you mean?
Tonya: I’m only twenty. Maybe, it’s still early, ah?
Masha: My mother gave birth to me when she was nineteen.
Tonya: And what if all of a sudden Seryozha stops loving me and leaves me?
Masha: He won’t leave you, he loves you, Tonya. You yourself said that he loved you.
Tonya: I got pregnant by chance. Maybe, I should first get education, achieve something in life, and then bear?!
Masha: And what do you want to achieve in life?
Tonya: I don’t know.
Masha: If you don’t know then don’t talk nonsense.
Tonya: It will be late in a week.
Masha: What will be late?
Tonya: To have an abortion. My doctor said so.
Masha: Don’t go for an abortion, you are married, Seryozha loves you, and you are a wonderful family.
Tonya: It seems to me that Seryouzha does not want a baby. We have not yet lived for ourselves and there a baby will be born.
Masha: And the baby, it is not for yourself, is it?
Tonya: I don’t know. Sooner or later we’ll part with Seryozha. I’ve got a premonition.
Masha: So what’s the problem if you part with him? What difference does it make? And what about me? I’m not married. Kolomiytsev does not even know that I am pregnant. He is running over African Botswana with his cinecamera.
Tonya: My mother was right, I got married too early. I even myself cannot understand whether I love Seryozha or not. My relations with Seryozha are rather difficult and confused. I don’t love him.
Masha: Well, but you do love him, oh, my Lord! And he does love you.
Tonya: I will return to the city tomorrow morning. I have made a decision. I don’t want a baby. Will you take me to the station?
Masha: I won’t!
Tonya: Then I go on foot. I don’t want to have a baby now. Some say later but not now. I will tell him that it has been a miscarriage.
Masha: What were you thinking about before?
Tonya: Don’t talk me into it; it’s too early for me. I have decided everything. I will have some more sleep. I will have my sleep out and go to the city. Something may change in my life. Later. But not now. I’m still too young. I’m myself a baby.
Masha: Sleep. I will go to the farm and bring some milk. 
She goes away. Tonya turns to the wall.
Toporkov: Have you heard?
Govorkova: I have heard!
Toporkov: I’m done for. Finita la commedia! I won’t be wet under the rain. I won’t have a dog. I won’t try the taste of infidelity.
Govorkova: She will change her mind for a thousand times.
Toporkov: I’ve got no doubts! She won’t change her mind. I am absolutely sure in that!
Govorkova: What to do?
Toporkov: To take to flight!
Govorkova: Where?
Toporkov: To America!
Govorkova: Where?
Toporkov: Damn this country life! Damn these flies and butterflies, fishing, rubber boots, foolish anecdotes. Damn the wine in a faceted glass, cigarettes, glossy magazines on the veranda, frogs in the puddles, and earthworms on the asphalt after the rain. I should forget this forever like a horrible dream. To flee to America! Today, now! Immediately!
Govorkova: Why to America?
Toporkov: Because it is America!
Govorkova: Sounds very convincing!
Toporkov: America is America! This is what it is!
Govorkova: I won’t leave you alone!
Toporkov: Come on. You have the life of your own, and I have my own life. What is it your business?
Govorkova: You should not talk so. We are friends. I will go where you will go. I’m with you!
Toporkov: We have two minutes to get everything ready for a trip. To New York. There is a direct flight! Prepare for a trip. Take the cameras!
Govorkova: What for?
Toporkov: We’ll get a job as photo correspondents. In a newspaper. In the Sunday Times or in the New Yorker!
Govorkova: Who needs embryos in the Sunday Times or in the New Yorker? Just think for yourself!
Toporkov: They need, they need very much!
Govorkova: As a matter of fact, it is not good to take other people’s things.
Toporkov: She wanted to steal my life. It is somewhat more precious. Cameras, no big deal.
Govorkova: Where will we download pictures?
Toporkov: It is necessary to take a notebook.
Govorkova: She has a yearly essay in physics in her PC.
Toporkov: That’s rubbish! And take a USB cable.
Govorkova: I’m ready!
Toporkov: Follow me! Let’s run!
Govorkova: I follow you! Let’s run! To America?
Toporkov: Abroad! To America.
Toporkov and Govorkova take cameras, a notebook and make off.
Scene six
It’s morning. Near the river.
Toporkov: Think properly, maybe, you should not go and stay?
Govorkova: No, I’m with you.
Toporkov: Be careful, watch your steps.
Govorkova: It’s morning. How it is beautiful here. Just have a look. The view is beautiful!
Toporkov: Damn this beauty!
Govorkova: There is the Butterfly!
Toporkov: Is that Miss Moment? (To the Butterfly.) Hi!
The Butterfly: Hi.
Govorkova: We’ve got such things here! We have such developments here!
The Butterfly: That’s all. Three minutes and six seconds are left for me… I have chosen the most beautiful moments out of eight thousand and six hundred moments. I must try to examine them.
It takes out a cloth, produces new crystals from there, takes them one by one, examines them and throws them aside.
Toporkov: We’ll be late for the plane.
The Fly appears.
The Fly: Quiet! You are not at a football match! One is saying good bye to one’s life!
The Butterfly: Here are they, the most extraordinary moments of my life: the last sun ray which got tangled in the grass.
It examines a crystal and throws it away.
Morning wind has blown a semitransparent cap from an ox-eye daisy. Two young pregnant women walk barefoot over the grass. A boy bathes a horse in the river. A hedgehog drinks dew from the cap of an orange-cap boletus. A little boy is looking at me. He likes me. He is running after me with a butterfly-net in his hands. Oh, it’s so terrible! Bicycle spokes are sparkling. It’s the first and the last sunset in my life. Farewell, sun! Two embryos strolling through the night. Digital photo revelations – how beautiful and still young am I! There is a fragment of a mirror near the road – I’m not so young but with the traces of former beauty. Poplar seed tufts flying in the wind. A rain drop. Just only one. It has fallen from the sky. On the left wing. And there was not a single drop. The wind has taken the night cloud away. My throat is dry. I have drunk the only drop and forgotten to thank the cloud. It’s night. The torments of conscience. The first and the last daybreak in my life. To sleep? Never. There are beautiful, full of nectar new flowers on the meadow! The stupefying smell of clover and ox-eye daisy! Life goes away. It’s the last moment. The sky. The great boundless sky. The sky.

The last crystal falls to the ground.
I have remembered only what I have seen. Only images appear when I remember the past. It’s neither grief, nor joy, nor despair. It’s just images! It is strange! As if only images were in the past! Good-bye, the sky, the clouds. The stars, I don’t see you. The stars. The sun! The moon! Arrivederci!
It falls in a dead faint.
The Fly: That’s all! Finita la commedia!
Govorkova: It’s dead!
Toporkov: It has kicked the bucket!
Govorkova: It’s a pity!
Toporkov: How terrible it is!
Govorkova: The Butterfly!
Toporkov: It does not hear.
Govorkova: The But-ter-fly! The But-ter-fly!
Toporkov: It’s still alive.
Govorkova: The But-ter-fly! The But-ter-fly!
The Fly: You won’t get an answer. Nobody has returned from there.
Toporkov: Will we bury it?
The Fly (wiping out its tears): No, let it lie there until it is crumbled to dust. It will decorate our planet with itself. The wind will blow it to the river by night.
Toporkov: How terrible it is! How all this is terrible. It is terrible! Let’s run.
The Fly: Where are you going, bigheads?
Govorkova: To New York.
Toporkov: They want to scrape me out! With a knife!
The Fly: Who!
Govorkova: Tonya.
The Fly: Who’s that?
Toporkov: My own mother.
The Fly: This is what I’ve said! All summer residents are murderers. How cruel it is! Today one fat asshole in a T-shirt has also nearly spread me all over the window glass… with a newspaper. For them to kill is just like to hiccup after a sausage sandwich! And why are you going to New York?
Toporkov: Because this is America!
The Fly: Well, New York is a great city. Though it is dirty in some places that is actually wonderful! And what will you do there?
Toporkov: We’ll take pictures.
The Fly: What will you take pictures of?
Toporkov: Everything.
Govorkova: We will get a job as reporters in a newspaper.
Toporkov: The Sunday Times.
Govorkova: Or the New Yorker.
The Fly: And what is it?
Govorkova: It’s a notebook.
The Fly: I see such a thing for the first time in my life: embryos with two cameras and a notebook are rushing at breakneck speed to America. It is such moments that life is beautiful with, when you contemplate the things you have never contemplated before. (To Govorkova.) And why do you need this America?
Govorkova: I’m going there to keep Toporkov’s company.
The Fly: I see.
Toporkov: Well, we are not against staying in our motherland.
Govorkova: And to be ordinary summer residents.
Toporkov: To go fishing in rubber boots.
Govorkova: To drink wine on the veranda keeping off the flies.
Toporkov: To play cards.
Govorkova: To catch some fish.
Toporkov: Bring it home and forget about it, and in the morning, when it becomes rotten, remember and give it to cats.
Govorkova: To sit by a camp-fire at night and sing a song playing the guitar.
Toporkov: To make shish kebab, to call our friends.
Govorkova: “I will dig a vine seed into the warm earth…”
Toporkov: However it does not work out.
Govorkova: It is necessary to save our lives.
The Fly: Tell them over there that there lives in Zavidovo a dung fly named Dunkel.
Govorkova: We will devote an editorial to you.
Toporkov: In the New Yorker.
Govorkova: Or in the Sunday Times!
Toporkov: Farewell forever!
The Fly: Farewell.
Scene seven
New York. A hotel. Toporkov in an arm-chair smokes a cigar dipping its one end into whiskey. Govorkova is lying on a sofa.
Govorkova: Toporkov!
Toporkov: What, Govorkova?
Govorkova: I asked you not to smoke at home.
Toporkov: It’s not home, it’s a hotel.
Govorkova: While we are living at a hotel, it is our home. Open the window.
Toporkov: I smoke very little, one cigar per two weeks. Do you want some whiskey?
Govorkova: Whiskey and a cigar – this is too coarse.
Toporkov: And what is, in your opinion, refined?
Govorkova: A glass of wine. Morning breeze in the ocean. Big white albatrosses walking over the sand on the Long Island.
Toporkov: And what am I to do with these albatrosses, how can they replace a cigar for me? Do you propose me to smoke a bird?
Govorkova: You should not smoke them; you should just look at them?
Toporkov: And I would smoke an albatross with pleasure. There is a huge plane tree under our window. I would take a skyscraper, for instance, Empire State Building into my mouth singe its top, sit on a balcony and smoke it.
Govorkova: Where does such a passion for smoking come from?
Toporkov: I’m a volcano. I like to smoke.
He takes a glossy magazine.
I cannot understand why the owner appointed a person who knows absolutely nothing about photography to the position of the chief of a photo desk. Miss Guemovich was a guide in Manhattan in her past. And Miss Susanne, the head of sports news?! She hates sports; she was in a laundry business. And do you know who’s heading the political desk? A former sumo wrestler!
Govorkova: And this is a world-known newspaper! My representation of business in America was quite another.
Toporkov: And what’s the point! What’s the point?
Govorkova: It’s a deliberate strategy of management.
Toporkov: And what’s the point of this strategy?
Govorkova: Our owner, Mr. McChilick thinks that professionals should be headed by amateurs and blockheads, idiots. He thinks that real art should be born in a conflict not owing to but contrary to. Which means that we should show the miracles of heroism forcing our way through amateurs to a reader? Therefore the New York Pound is the best newspaper in America. I’ve taken an excellent picture of a fire in Brooklyn, and she told that the fire-fighting vehicles were too red. It was really a superb picture!
Toporkov: Forget it!
Govorkova: Just never say so.
Toporkov: Is it rude?
Govorkova: Very! Will you eat spaghetti?
Toporkov: Yes!
Govorkova: Then stand up from the sofa and cook.
Toporkov: I’ve changed my mind, I don’t want.
Govorkova: The water has been boiling for have an hour already.
Toporkov: I’m reading.
Govorkova: I’m sleeping.
Toporkov: And who is speaking to me?
Govorkova: I don’t know who.
Toporkov: OK. Which dressing would you like?
Govorkova: Sea dressing… with mussels.
Toporkov: The water has been boiled away.
Govorkova: Pour some more water.
Toporkov: May we go to a café?
Govorkova: I don’t want to go out. It starts raining. Do you hear the raindrops falling on the windowsill?
Toporkov: We should have been at the editorial office for an hour and a half already.
Govorkova: They will do without us. It’s so sweet to wake up at half past two in the afternoon. We danced greatly yesterday.
Toporkov: We are shirking work. They will hit our pockets.
Govorkova: To hit one’s pockets does not hurt. It’s raining, it is so beautiful! Open the window.
Toporkov (opening the window): Air is coming inside.
Govorkova: Will you look if my wheels are on their place?
Toporkov: Wheels – this is rude. The car is on its place. What happens to it?
Govorkova (stretching herself): It’s good to stretch oneself! You know what I have thought?
Toporkov: Surely, not.
Govorkova: We belong to the first generation of photographers who do not use a chemical process in their work. Silver and other agents.
Toporkov: Do you know how many pictures appear in Internet daily? About two hundred thousand pictures, some twenty million people take pictures every day.
Govorkova: It’s great.
Toporkov: But only some two hundred pictures will become classics.
Govorkova: I hope a pair of my pictures will get into these two hundred.
Toporkov: I’m dreaming to take a picture which will start the list.
Govorkova: You’ve got megalomania.
Toporkov: I have thought a lot about what this picture could be, at what exactly I should direct the lens of my camera? Just to take this only and quite improbable picture!
Govorkova: And so?
Toporkov: I don’t know.
Govorkova: Such a picture has not been in existence so far. It’s the picture number one.
Toporkov: I’ve got a feeling that it is me exactly who will find himself in a necessary place at a necessary time.
Govorkova: You are a dreamer.
There is a bell at the door.
Whom has the devil brought here?
Miss Guemovich in a bright red dress distantly resembling the dress of the Butterfly comes in. She is followed by the newspaper owner Mr. McChilick.
Guemovich: They are cooking spaghetti and reading magazines.
McChilick: And they are absent at their working place.
Toporkov: And, what is more, we are listening to the raindrops beating against the windowsill.
Guemovich: This is instead of working hard at the editorial office.
McChilick: They have not even got frightened when we came.
Govorkova: It’s not true, I grew pale.
McChilick: It’s a blatant lie! Your complexion is beautiful.
Guemovich: We have recruited embryos from Russia… and now we have problems. So this is your praised personnel policy, Mr. McChilick! I have told you that we should not employ illegal emigrants. All the more they are in the intrauterine state!
McChilick (tasting spaghetti): By the way, spaghetti is ready.
Guemovich: All employees have been at their working places since ten o’clock in the morning… And you?
Toporkov: And we have danced the whole night and now we are lying and listening to the raindrops falling on the windowsill.
Guemovich: You are fired! Both of you!
McChilick: Wait a minute. Let’s listen all together.
Guemovich: What? What do you propose us to listen?
McChilick: How raindrops are falling on the windowsill. Maybe, this occupation is worth doing. I listen to new age, symphojazz, but I have never listened to raindrops falling on a windowsill.
Guemovich: I’ve listened to it for a thousand times…
McChilick: Maybe, raindrops fall on this windowsill in some special way.
Guemovich: But I…
McChilick: I have asked to keep silence.
Everybody sits down and listen to the rain.
It’s great! I like it! Bravo! You’ve got good reasons. The rain is wonderful! The windowsill is excellent! To get inspiration is very useful. We don’t fire you.
Guemovich: But that’s too much.
McChilick: Folks, there is one urgent mission!
Guemovich: Marilyn Manson is going to visit Madonna. We need a photo spread. At about three o’clock in the morning they will leave her house. We need to catch them straight by… well, you know by what!
Toporkov: And are we these happy ball-catchers?
McChilick: Oh, yes!
Guemovich: They are impudent, especially this Toporkov.
McChilick: Summer residents. Summer residents are very impudent. One and all.
Guemovich: I’m boiling.
McChilick: I have inherited the newspaper. Before that I was the chief of a correctional labor colony for juvenile delinquents. Then I headed a fire department. I’ve a lot of things in my life. And I might have given vent to my emotions long time ago. But! They have one merit. They cannot be seen behind their cameras!
So, get your butt in gear and go to the Fifth Avenue. There is a huge house with trees on balconies in front of a Catholic cathedral.
Govorkova: Thank you for confidence, Mr. McChilick.
Toporkov: Spaghetti is ready. Join us.
Guemovich: We are fed up with your impudence.
McChilick: Raindrops which were falling on you windowsill were astounding! You have inspired me. I will go for a walk in the rain without umbrella; I will stroll about Manhattan until by back gets wet and I feel giddy. By the way, Rita, has my wife called you?
Scene eight
It’s night. Govorkova and Toporkov are on the watch at the front door of the house in the Fifth Avenue.
Toporkov: What is the time?
Govorkova: It’s half past two in the morning?
Toporkov: When will they talk long enough at last?
Govorkova: No big deal! A Satanist has come to visit Madonna! Have you turned off the flash?
Toporkov: I have.
Govorkova: They should not see how we are taking pictures of them. We’ll be beaten so that you will wish it had never happened. There are two jeeps of security. They will take our cameras.
Toporkov: It’s half past two in the morning… What are they doing there?
Govorkova: It’s terrible to imagine.
Toporkov: Nothing special. They have choked up their nostrils with cocaine and sit glued to the TV screen.
Govorkova: It’s in the best case.
Toporkov: This Marilyn Manson is a crazy guy.
Govorkova: It’s boring.
Toporkov: Hush, the door is opened.
Govorkova: It’s not them.
Toporkov: Let’s play hopscotch.
Govorkova: And have you brought a bat?
Toporkov: I have.
Govorkova: And have you taken the chalk?
Toporkov: I have.
Govorkova: It won’t work out on the wet asphalt.
Toporkov: It’s a wax chalk.
Govorkova: Draw a square.
Toporkov: It’s ready.
Govorkova: Start.
Toporkov: Throw.
They play hopscotch. A man of strange appearance approaches them.
The man: Hi, folks.
Toporkov: Hi.
The man: What are you doing here?
Toporkov: Don’t you see? We are playing hopscotch.
The man: At half past two in the morning?
Toporkov: So what.
The man: Under Madonna’s windows?
Toporkov: So what.
The man: May I play with you?
Toporkov: And can you play it?
The man: I will learn. They say the game makes one’s figure slender if one jumps on one leg.
Govorkova: You’ll be after me.
The man: All right.
Toporkov: One has to throw the bat in such a way.
The man: I know.
Govorkova: Where from?
The man: I watched you.
Toporkov: And what?
The man: You are paparazzi.
Govorkova: We are not paparazzi. We are more refined persons than it may seem at first sight.
The man: Paparazzi! What is offensive in it?
Govorkova: The fact is that we are not paparazzi, but first-class photographers.
The man: What is the difference between the first and the second?
Govorkova: The difference is that we are artists.
The man: What do you mean?
Toporkov: Here we make our living, but in general we treat a picture as an art.
The man: What does it mean?
Toporkov: It means that we dream of catching a moment, stopping a moment so that millions of people might look at it in future. It means that each of us dreams of taking a unique picture, the only one of its kind.
The man: A unique picture of the pop-star? Of Madonna? There is nothing unique in Mrs. Madonna.
Govorkova: We do not know yet a unique picture of what.
Toporkov: A unique picture of something.
The man: It’s great. But here, in the Fifth Avenue, you won’t take a picture of anything unique.
Toporkov: It is not even discussed.
The man: But I know the place where one can take a unique picture.
Toporkov: What is this place?
The man: There is such a place. On the other bank of the river.
Toporkov: And can you show this place to us.
The man: I can.
Govorkova: You know the place where one can take a unique picture but we don’t know you.
The man (reaching out his hand): My name is Michael.
Govorkova: I’m Govorkova.
Toporkov: I’m Toporkov.
Michael: Beautiful names!
Toporkov: These are family names.
Michael: And have you got names?
Toporkov: No.
Michael: Why?
Govorkova: Our parents have not yet found them.
Michael: Since there are no names then there is no need in them.
Toporkov: And why is this place unique?
Michael: Because one can take such pictures one cannot take anywhere else!!!
Toporkov: What exactly?
Michael: Words cannot describe it!
Toporkov: This really attracts me – something that cannot be described.
Govorkova: You should not speak in riddles with us.
Michael: Come with me, you’ll see.
Toporkov: Where is it?
Michael: On the opposite bank of the Hudson.
Toporkov: And how will we get there?
Michael: I’ve got an acquaintance of mine, he has a motor-boat, and he will take us over the river.
Govorkova: And could you tell in detail about what we are to going to see.
Michael: How can I describe what cannot be described and is a miracle.
Toporkov: I agree. The eyesight is so designed. An eye can see what cannot be described. It is interesting, let’s go!
Michael: It’s not far from here. Follow me!
Govorkova: We will go nowhere! We have a mission of the editorial staff. Yes, we are paparazzi!
Toporkov: Well, it’s up to you, but I will go!
Govorkova (to Michael): All right, I will give you my obsessed friend, and you leave your documents to me.
Michael: I’ve got no documents.
Govorkova: Why have you believed him?
Toporkov: I don’t know but I believe him.
Govorkova: All right. I will take a picture of you. Just to be on the safe side. If anything unexpected happens I will have your picture.
Michael: OK.
Govorkova: Stand close to each other.
Michael: A good camera.
Govorkova: The fifth Zet.
Michael: Does it have the stabilization of a picture?
Toporkov: Well, yes.
Govorkova: A bird will fly out now. (She is taking a picture.)
A flash, another one and once again another one.
Govorkova (to Toporkov): Come to me.
Taking him aside.
It’s empty. He is not printed on the picture.
Toporkov: It can’t be so!
Govorkova: You are not presented on the picture. It is understood. But he is not presented either.
Michael: It’s been since my childhood. I know. I am not printed on pictures.
Govorkova: Why?
Michael: I almost don’t reflect light. I’m very subtle.
Govorkova: Let’s try again. (She is taking a picture.) You are not printed on it.
Michael: My mother told me: “You should eat more”. But I don’t like to eat. I like to drink. This process is somewhat more interesting to me. Even if I drink simple water.
Govorkova: He will not go with you anywhere.
Toporkov: I will.
Govorkova: All right. Then I will go together with him.
Michael: That’s quite another story. I guarantee absolutely unique pictures to you.
Govorkova: And what about Mrs. Ciccone named Madonna?
Toporkov: I’ve heard her last album. Frankly, I have not liked it.
Scene nine
The bank of the Hudson River. Fog is coming up from the water.
Govorkova: How dark it is.
Michael: It’s night.
Toporkov: It’s already half past four in the morning.
Michael: Half past four in the morning, so what?
Govorkova: The day is breaking at this time.
Michael: Clouds are low today.
Govorkova: And where is this owner of the boat?
Michael: Do you hear?
Toporkov: What?
Michael: The sound of water under his oar.
Govorkova: We should hear quite another thing.
Toporkov: What namely?
Govorkova: The sound of an engine.
Michael: Mister Aaron has a very old engine which is always broken, spare parts are not available, and then an oar starts to play its role.
Toporkov: What, have you said, is his name?
Michael: Mister Aaron. He is a very likable person. A motor-boat is of course an exaggeration; he’s got an ordinary boat. But it is very reliable. He has spent all his life on water, his hands have always been in engine oil, and he’s got radiculitis, arthritis. But he has never earned for a real motor-boat. He is coming; I hear the splashing of oars.
Govorkova: Toporkov!
Toporkov: What, Govorkova?
Govorkova: I don’t like your mood.
Toporkov: And I like my mood, I’m disposed to be very determined.
Govorkova: I beg you, please, let’s get back home. We’ll cook spaghetti, open the window. Do you hear the sound of the raindrops? We’ll have some sleep. We will get to work tomorrow.
Toporkov: It’s not interesting.
Govorkova: We’ll be reprimanded for not having taken a picture of Marilyn Manson; we may be even fired from our job. We will walk along Manhattan with our wet backs. Our PC will be burnt! And somebody will slightly scratch our bumper at a parking-lot! Let’s return to the hotel!
Toporkov: It’s not interesting. I’m disposed to something more lofty and mysterious. I want to touch something more unique than a scratch on a bumper.
Govorkova (whispering): How can you trust the first person you have met?
Toporkov: I trust him. He is quite a special person.
Govorkova: Why have you believed him and don’t want to believe me, Govorkova?
Toporkov: There is some absolute magic in him. Something really magical is in this guy.
Govorkova: And he seems very suspicious to me.
Toporkov: You, girls, have never excelled in courage, therefore, you have never made great discoveries.
Govorkova: And do you think that there, on the other bank of the Hudson, a great discovery is waiting for you?
Toporkov: Yes, I am absolutely sure in that. It’s intuition.
Govorkova: My intuition tells me that I’ll never see you again!
Michael: Do you hear the sound of water under Mr. Aaron’s oars? You just listen to this sound! It sounds divinely, very beautiful! Showing great promise!
Govorkova: And what promises this sound?
Toporkov: Adventures! Real adventures.
Michael: What are you whispering over there? Come to me. Help me!
A boat appears from the darkness. In it there is a man in a tarpaulin coat with a hood turned down so lowly that it totally covers his face. The boat moors to the bank.
Michael: Hi.
Aaron: Hi.
Michael: Meet my friend Aaron.
Aaron: I’m sorry for being late, the fog is very thick.
Toporkov: I feel he is not lying to me; I’m at the beginning of a wonderful voyage.
Govorkova: I’m coming with you.
Aaron: I’m sorry it’s impossible; my boat is too small, and I can take only one passenger aboard.
Toporkov: It’s me.
Aaron: Welcome.
Govorkova: All this is very strange. You will never find such an antediluvian and ancient boat in any Hudson harbors.
Aaron: It may be antediluvian but it is impossible to sink it. Its sides are made of ancient Attic oak.
Govorkova: May I take a picture of you, Mr. Aaron?
Aaron: Well, certainly.
Govorkova: May I use a flash?
Aaron: Then I put down the hood; my eyes do not stand bright light.
Govorkova: Stand all together. The three of you. Closer. Closer to each other. A bird will fly out now.
She takes a picture and looks at the display of the camera.
Govorkova (to Toporkov): Look, I have told you. Nobody of you has appeared on the picture. It’s clean.
Michael: But we have not seen your praised bird either.
Aaron: You may have a very bad camera.
Govorkova (to Toporkov): Listen, don’t leave me alone here. Please, stay.
Toporkov: I cannot do anything; I should see something quite extraordinary. I’ll be back tomorrow. I’ll be at home in the morning.
Govorkova: I will never see you again.
Toporkov: I invite you to dinner tomorrow. We’ll go to your favorite Italian restaurant. I will show pictures of fantastic beauty to you.
Aaron: I will take him to the opposite bank.
Govorkova: But we can take a taxi, a subway, anyhow.
Aaron: A subway? A taxi? No way. Everybody does so. Everybody takes a taxi or a subway. There is nothing special in it. Only oars promise us a touch to real mystery!
The boat casts off and fades out in the fog and darkness.
Michael: He’s got a little bit another name, not Aaron. His name starts with the letter X. Aaron’s mother could not pronounce this letter. So they put down the name Aaron into his birth certificate.
Govorkova: Xaaron? Is it correct?
Michael: No. The letter resembles crossroads. None of us belongs to oneself. We are all hostages of our own fate.
The boat disappears in the darkness.
Govorkova: X? H? The letter H? Crossroads! Aaron! Sharon! Sharon!
Michael: Yes, you are right. Sharon. On the boat made of Attic oak. We are at the river crossing. Button yourself up. The wind is very cold here.
Scene ten
Zavidovo. A field. The Fly. Its wings are colored in all colors of a rainbow.
The Fly (looking at the pieces of glass and throwing them aside): Sandwiches left of the table. Unfinished chicken. A water-melon peel in the slop pail. An overturned beer mug. A dump on outskirts of the cottage settlement. A rotten apple swimming in a pool. Oh, how beautiful and transient life is! Where are you, my last moment? Oh, I have quite forgotten! Plum syrup on the table-cloth!
Govorkova appears.
Govorkova: Hi! How beautiful it is!
The Fly: Here she comes, fast enough!
Govorkova: What are you doing here?
The Fly: I’m enjoying the transience of being. It’s August. Soon autumn will come.
Govorkova: It’s beautiful here in Zavidovo!
The Fly: Very beautiful. It starts snowing soon. People will leave their cottages. And it will become good.
Govorkova: A butterfly was on this place.
The Fly: The wind took it into the river. The river took it downstream.
Govorkova: It is sad.
The Fly: And where is Toporkov? Why are you alone?
Govorkova: He was also taken by the river.
The Fly: It is sad. How’s life in America?
Govorkova: Everything is huge. Houses, cars, people.
The Fly: Steaks.
Govorkova: They are served on huge plates.
The Fly: It’s so charming. Where are you going?
Govorkova: Home.
The Fly: Yours is on the veranda. She is reading a file of last year magazines. Toporkova has gone to the city and has not returned. They ate a water melon. It was sweet. But it was long ago! A whole eternity seemed to have passed.
Govorkova: Good-bye!
The Fly: While we were talking another seventy eight moments have passed. I have no time! I’m sorry! Rotten cherries! A wet piece of sugar is on the table in the garden after the rain!
Scene eleven
Masha on the veranda is looking through a magazine. She takes a glass of water and makes a gulp. She puts her hand on her stomach and smiles.
Masha: Calm down! Come on, you have become so rough! Be careful with your feet, please. It only seems to you that you are going somewhere… Don’t be in a hurry… You are not going anywhere so far… You’ll have enough time to walk with your feet…
Govorkova: My lovely mom, it only seems to you so, I do not walk already, I run! I swim, I fly!
Masha: Maybe, I will close the window? Don’t you feel cold?
Govorkova: I don’t feel cold. I want an apple.
Masha: Twelve apples a day – isn’t it too many?
Govorkova: I’m growing up. It’s normal.
Masha: My mother ate chalk. She was a teacher at school. She ate it at a lesson, in children’s presence.
Govorkova: Apples taste much better. So just thank me.
Masha: I have a dry mouth already. What sort do you want – Simirenka?
Govorkova: Antonovka.
Masha: Tonya called me yesterday. She talked to me as if she was a stranger. She will never visit us again. She will have no pleasure to recollect this summer. I spoke with your father over the phone; he said he had found a name for you.
Govorkova: Well?
Masha: Varvara.
Govorkova: I don’t like it!
Masha: You are capricious, my girl.
Govorkova: Can you imagine how many times in my life I will hear this name? Let me be just Govorkova.
Masha: Give us a chance. We still have some time. We will find something.
Govorkova: There is such a book, a dictionary of names, buy it and study it thoroughly, from the top to the bottom, making notes on the margins.
Masha (putting her hand to her stomach): All right, all right, calm down, baby, you must not be nervous. I will tidy up the room a little and we will go for a walk to the river. It is… it is necessary to move, to move.
Govorkova: Move, mom, move. The places here are wonderful!
Masha: When you grow up I will buy fishing rods and we will go fishing. We will sit on the bank. Two beauties. In wide-brimmed hats. And there will be a silver bucket near us with a bottle of champagne. 
Govorkova: I will be the first to see your float coming under the water and cry… “Mom, it bites!”
Masha: Well, I almost see nothing without glasses.
Govorkova: And on our way to the river you will lose them.
Masha: No, most likely, I will leave them on the veranda.
Govorkova: Champagne, shortsightedness… there can’t be good reaction… I will snatch the fishing rod out of your hands, and pull out a fish.
Masha: What will we do with it?
Govorkova: We’ll let it go.
Masha: We’ll let it go… let it live! Though I do not understand at all… how it is possible to live after such a stress!
Govorkova: It’s all right… anything may happen in life.
Masha: We’ll let it go.
Govorkova: We will sit tipsy and so happy on the bank of the river and sing songs. We’ll fish. You and me. Two apple-trees in blossom on the river bank with fishing rods in big wide-brimmed hats.
Masha: We will catch fish and let it go into the river. We’ll catch it and let it go.
Govorkova: And all of a sudden… hark! There is a noise of an engine behind our backs. It’s Kolomiytsev who came to take us.
Masha: We sit in the car and drive home. It’s good, isn’t?
Govorkova: It’s wonderful.
Masha: To walk. To sing, to breathe.
Govorkova: And to take pictures!
Masha: Exactly, to take pictures!
Govorkova: Everything in succession.
Masha: The fishing rods.
Govorkova: The hats. The fish we caught.
Masha: The fish we let off.
Govorkova: The lilac under the window.
Masha: Rusty tubes.
Govorkova: A rainbow.
Masha: A lopsided fence.
Govorkova: Planes.
Masha: Dresses.
Govorkova: Sparrows.
Masha: Neighbors.
Govorkova: Clouds.
Masha: To walk. To sing. To breathe.
Govorkova: And to do all this together. Almost synchronically pressing the release mechanisms of cameras!
Scene twelve
Toporkov (holding in his hands a big photo with the picture to himself): Ladies and gentlemen! A genre named One Picture Show has long been established in world painting. I have invited you today on a photo biennale which will display only one picture. I have made it under exceptional conditions, under absolutely exceptional circumstances. Due to this reason the picture came out to be extraordinarily interesting. But the genre of photography is such that I had to give up ordinary means of its display. Here is the picture.
He does not show it holding it with the back side to viewers.
It is taken into a frame and covered with glass. I’ll take it to the hall and put it on the table with the picture turned to the surface of the table. To see it you’ll have to enter this door, come to the table, take the picture into your hands, turn it over, have a look at it, turn it over again and put it on its place. And then you’ll have to leave the room to let in another visitor of the exhibition. There is only one thing I would like to warn you. After you have seen this photo you will become absolutely happy because you will see something extremely beautiful, which means that you will learn the truth. There is just one “but”. You will lose the ability to feel. Because you have already felt everything. You will lose the ability to think. Because you have already learnt everything and you will have nothing to think of. I hope that my name will go down in history of world art regardless of the fact that I have never had, I have no and I will never have a name. Thank you.
The curtain.
