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EDITORIAL 

When I was first approached by the publisher of The 
Charioteer to compile an issue on the modern Greek theater, I 
had in mind what I thought would be a more ambitious plan 
than the mere publication of representative one-act plays. I in
tended to include a series of scholarly articles on the history and 
character of the modern Greek theater by the most notable drama 
critics in Greece today. In other words, to present to the reader 
an exposition of what theater was like in Greece through the 
eyes of the most competent authorities on the subject. Having 
second thoughts a.bout it, I asked myself: To what purpose? 
Being totally unknown outside the country of its origins, modern 
Greek theater would have drawn little attention and interest if 
it were presented in that manner. Very few would have ventured 
beyond the first pages. Consequently, I thought, the best way 
to introduce it would be to make it available in translation in 
as many plays as space in the magazine would permit me and 
let the reader decide upon the merits of the modern Greek theater. 
Repertory theaters and university playhouses tempted to put on 
something new and different would also have at hand the printed 
texts of the plays instead of drawn-out and often tedious talk 
about them. It is then in this light that the present anthology 
was created, which is, I believe, the first of its kind in the 
English language. 

Twenty or so years ago such a compilation of modern Greek 
plays would have been very difficult simply because most of the 
texts did not exist. With poetry overshadowing all other forms 
of art in Greece, the theater has more or less remained artistically 
in the background-a poor and distant relative of Homer. No 
wonder then that very little attention has been paid to it. The 
great translators of Greek literature, who are largely credited 
with the introduction of the towering figures of Greek poetry
Cavafy, Sikelianos, Kazantzakis, Varnalis, Seferis, Elytis, Ritsos, 
to mention a few-into the mainstream of twentieth century let
ters, have completely ignored the Greek theater. Yet, if they 
had cared to stoop from the heaven where they most often find 
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6 THE CHARIOTEER 

themselves munching laurel leaves in the best of poetic company 
(and deservedly so), they would have realized that there is a 
lot to be said and admired about Greek dramaturgy. Although it 
lacks the grandeur and genius of Greek poetry, it is full of sur
prises and can be rewarding. 

The first recorded productions of modern Greek plays date 
to 1810, in cities with large Greek populations such as Bucharest, 
Odessa, and Trieste. They were staged by groups of Greek high 
school students or by the local Greek parishes, and their sole 
purpose was to arouse the mainland Greeks through their patriotic 
message against the Turks, their oppressors for four hundred 
years. This having been achieved, these productions lose their 
voice and fade away. It is only after the establishment of the 
modern Greek state in 1830 that we get productions of original 
Greek plays in Greece itself. With the Turks gone, at least 
physically, and a breath of artistic freedom in the air, the play
wright could now give full expression to his creative imagination 
and look at the country introspectively for the first time. Every· 
thing seemed to work in his favor. His only enemies were the 
people whose minds were conditioned against anything Greek 
as inferior to its foreign prototype. The people would not support 
the emerging local theater, and although they flocked to the 
theaters to a:ttend productions of foreign plays, they stayed away 
from those that staged Greek works. This great mistrust of the 
peaple for the creative a:bility of their playwrights has been 
present most of the time in various degrees of intensity. It was 
then the playwright's job, from his very emergence as an artistic 
entity within the structure of Greek society, to draw the people 
to his work and win their trust. 

With the appearance in the last decades of at least a dozen 
playwrights, writing seriously for the Greek theater, this mistrust 
has today been suppressed to a minimum. The willingness, too, 
of many theatrical troupes to stage productions of local works 
gives the playwrights credibility. Companies like the Art Theater, 
the National Theater of Greece, and recently the Amphi-theater 
of Spyros Evangelatos, not only seek out and support new talent 
among the playwrights, but they also dig into the Greek theatrical 
archives and unearth ,true treasures, which they stage with success 
to the delight of large audiences. The modern Greek theater has 
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now, I believe, reached a point of maturity and has come into its 

own as a force to be reckoned with. 

The four playwrights represented in this anthology are 

among the best Greece has to offer. Kambanellis and 

Anagnostakis, although by no means old, belong to an earlier 

generation, Kehaides and Maniotis to a younger one. All four 

could very well have their best work still ahead of them. He 

and his Pants and The Woman and the Wrong Man are among 

Kambanellis' s best loved works. Yet it was the production of his 

full length play Courtyard of Miracles, at the Art Theater in 

1957-1958 that set off a theatrical renaissance in Greece. Its 

boldness and insight into the life of the nation stunned the people. 

A few years later, in 1965, Loula Anagnostakis's trilogy of one

act plays, The City, was staged again at the Art Theater and 

established its author as a major talent in the Greek theater. 

The writing was fresh, and the subject matter strange, if not 

bizarre, for the Greek consciousness. The plays paved new ground 

for dramatic writing in Greece. The last two plays, Kehaides' s 

Backgammon (1972) and Maniatis's The Match (1978) offer 

an unprecedented examination of Greek life and character. As 

much as I tried to include one more play in the anthology, I 

could not bring myself to do it. Most of the plays I examined 

written within the last thirty years, even those by long-established 

playwrights, sounded like conversation pieces, with no dramatic 

unity. The selection, therefore, of the works has been more or 

less predestined. I had very little choice. I feel that any one 

with a basic knowledge of the theater would have picked the 

same works. 
The decision of The Charioteer to devote an entire issue to 

the Greek theater should be commended. When it first started 

publication twenty-six years ago, it was the only source of in

formation on Greek literature in translation. Its impact has been 

tremendous. At first, it had to concentrate on the great names 

of Greek letters in order to introduce a new literature to a foreign 

readership. And The Charioteer has done just that for many 

years. Today, it is still a unique publication, as it constantly tries 

to open new horizons and introduce and examine new areas of 

Greek literature. In featuring the Greek theater, I tried to present 

only its best offerings. The publication of this anthology is a good 
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beginning and a great recognition of dramatic writing in Greece. 
The creation of the Greek Theater of New York a few years 
ago could have become another great asset toward this goal. Yet 
more than money, the Greek Theater of New York is in great 
need of a bit of common sense in the selection of the works it 
chooses to present. Money, although difficult to get and ab
solutely essential in great amounts to present-day theatrical pro
ductions, can sometimes be found in the street. Common sense 
never. The Greek Theater of New York could be an invalua!hle 
vehicle toward the introduction of Greek dramatic writing to 
the English-speaking world if it could learn to choose its produc
tions and separate the good from the bad. 

All said and done, I still have to draw a not-so-pleasant con
clusion. Despite the great strides the theater has made in Greece 
in the last decades, few plays can captivate international audiences. 
Some of the plays are excellent, interesting, and worth explora
tion, but they still lack universality. The Greek theater has yet 
to expand. There is a lot of t>alent in it. What is still missing is 
genius. But that, I believe, is coming too, like a breath of 
fresh air. 

GEORGE V ALAMVANOS 



HE AND IDS PANTS 

BY lAKOVOS l<A.MBANELLIS 

Characters 

HE 

[A bachelor's room reflecting tired middle-class taste. On stage left, 
the entrance door. In the center, between the door and the proscenium 
wall, an old bedside table. On the other side of the door, almost at the 
corner, a wash basin and next to it a low cloth-covered cabinet piled 
with kitchen utensils. On the upstage wall, not far from the corner, a 
window that looks onto the back yard. Cheap curtains on each side 
of the window. Near the window, a wall closet. On stage right, a bed 
and next to the pillow a little table with a small roadio on it. In the 
middle of the room, a round table with thick, curved legs. A chair at 
the left of the table and another behind it. He, who lives in the room, 
is just returning from work. He enters sideways, looking back. He stops 
at the open door and mutters.] 

HE: Kitty kitty kitty . . . here kitty come . . . kitty kitty kitty little kitty 
come now ... come on in ... kitty kitty kitty ... (He remains 
for awhile with his back to the audience and then closes the door. 
He takes off his jacket, whistling a popular tune, while at the same 
time he notices a piece of paper which has been thrown under the 
door. With the jacket he has taken off still hanging over his arm, 
he bends down, picks up the paper and reads it.) 

HE: Madame Susie has moved to her new salon. (He crumples the paper 
and throws it away, irritated.) 

HE: Aw, go to hell; what do I care about Madame Susie? (He seems 
agitated. He turns toward the window. He goes and opens it. Out
side, two women can be heard talking. From time to time, the 
crying of a baby can also be heard. He stands to the side of the 
window and looks out, observing what's happening. The women 
are saying): 

WOMAN A: Sophie, give me your baby. 
WOMAN B: Not now, not now. 
WOMAN A: Give him to me to hold a little. 
WOMAN B: No, no, he doesn't know you, he'll start crying. 
WOMAN A: Just for a little while, please give qim to me. 
WOMAN B: Some other time, some other time. I've got to feed him 

now. (They have seen him from the yard and he pulls back, pre-

9 
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tending to be uninterested. He realizes that he is holding his jacket, 
goes to the closet, opens it, takes out a hanger, arranges his jacket 
carefully on it and hangs it in the closet. Then, he takes an old pair 
of pants from the closet and proceeds to take off the ones he is 
wearing. As he takes off one leg, he freezes at the sight of something. 
He takes off the other leg as well and, lifting the pants, notices that 
there is a large tear at the back.) 

HE: How the hell! Now what am I going to wear tomorrow? Can you 
please tell me what I'm going to wear tomorrow? (He has been 
shouting loudly and has come to the middle of the room. Suddenly 
he turns uneasily toward the window to close it. But as he is about 
to do so WOMAN B's voice makes him stop.) 

WOMAN B: (To the baby) Oo-oo-oo-oo-oo, see the wolf at the window. 
Eat, little baby, eat. 

HE: I beg your pardon? 
WOMAN B: Pretend you are the wolf for a while so he'll eat. Come on, 

little baby, open your little mouth. Here's the wolf. Do you see him? 
HE : Oo-oo-oo-oo-oo ... 
WOMAN B: The bad boy, that's the only way he'll eat his food. (He 

loses himself in his thoughts. The woman outside attracts him, but 
then he is carried away by his own problems.) Daddy's coming 
soon, and we'll tell him that you ate all your pudding, all of it. 
And daddy'll be so pleased. 

HE: (Sweetly but with underlying bitterness) That's right, daddy'll be 
so pleased. 

WOMAN B: Scare him a little again. 
HE: Oo-oo-oo-oo ... I'm going to ea-ea-eat you. 
WOMAN B: Oh, oh, oh. The gentleman's going to eat us. Open your little 

mouth quick. (He closes the window carefully, pretending to be the 
wolf one last time behind the closed window. He draws the curtains, 
throws his torn pants over his shoulder and proceeds to put on 
the other pair.) 

HE: Other people have children, but I feed them. What kind of world 
is this? How on earth can I ... I should have somebody ... Do you 
think I know anything about sewing? (He goes to the bedside 
table, opens the upper drawer and takes out a box. He moves to 
the table, talking to himself.) 

HE : Am I a tailor or a seamstress ? What am I? An accountant, that's 
what I am. (He sits on the chair, puts the box on the table, opens it 
and begins to take out pieces of material, a needle, thread . .. He 
arranges the tear in his pants on his knee and tries to fit a patch 
over it. He begins to mutter his thoughts). 

HE: Were you really such a very old man or did you only seem so old 
to me because I was so little? Uncle Manousos, my mother told me 
to get you to give me two measures of string for sewing buttons. 
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No, I don't want it for my fishing rod. Ask her. (He sings, trying 

to remember the tune and the words.) 

"Manousos, your twisted old spectacles, 
In Constantinople or in Venice ... " 

He stops, not able to remember the rest.) 

Squeak, squawk, squeak, squawk, he used to sew all day at the 
treadle. There's only one Manousos. He specializes in formal wear .... 
Never mind the formal wear, what about my pants? Come on, just 
one more time, Uncle Manousos, look, my pants are torn, patch 
them for me. You see I remembered you. And if you knew where 
I'm from ... from far away ... from very far away ... a hundred 
pants away. And I've come to you. It's you I wanted. Do you re
member how I used to come to get string for my fishing rod from 
you? And I used to lie, saying my mother wanted it? Great times, 
weren't they? Great times ! The sea was like a millpond; Pantelis 
and Savvas went off to Stelida to fish. Squeak, squawk, squeak, 
squawk. And I've never found out. ... Is he alive or dead? How 
unfeeling of me never to have asked. As though I'd ask about 
anyone else. I must ask. I must find out tomorrow. 

"Manousos, your twisted old spectacles ... " 

(He is now trying to thread the needle.) 

Come on, sweetheart, get in there. Get in the needle to see how 
nice it is. Bent again. Alright, don't get angry, it's my fault. I didn't 
twist you properly. When it's my fault, I admit it; I'm a fair man. 
Come on now. Come on, so we can sew our good pair of pants to 
get to the office tomorrow to earn our daily bread. (He fails once 
more.) But why are you being so stupid? Why don't you want to 
go in? That's your job, to pass through the eye of the needle. It's 
not the first time, or the second, or the thousandth. Come on, 
sweetheart, don't tease me, this is no time for jokes. Look what a 
nice girl the needle is and she's wild about you. (The thread won't 
go in.) Tell me something, are you crazy or do you think this is 
smart? You've been passing through here since time immemorial, 
you've got on famously with the needle. What's come over you 
now? You want to do as you please, eh? What would happen, 
sweetheart, if everybody did what he pleased? Do you want us to get 
in trouble with the police? (Frustrated) Damn thread! (Furiously, 
he bites the end off, spits, twists it once more and again tries to 
pass it through the needle. This time, however, he notices his hands 
and says): 

HE: The needle's trembling. Stop this nonsense. Who's holding the 
needle? The man next door? You've grown old, you know that? I 
don't care what you say. Look at your fingers. Like crooked sausages. 
For God's sake, do you call these fingers? And how about your legs? 
(He stifles a bitter laugh.) Be quiet, people will hear us. (He gets 
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up, goes and stands in front of the mirror over the wash basin and 
says, looking at his face): 

HE: You'd better be quiet. There's some things you shouldn't talk about. 
(He looks around and sees all the familiar things as though for the 
first time.) 

HE: What about all these things ! They were here yesterday and the day 
before. Door? Present. Wash basin? Present. Bedside table? Pres
ent. Closet? Present. Bed? Present. Radio? Present. I've always been 
honest with you and I'll be honest with you now. The situation in 
here has become unbearable. It'll be better if we make things clear 
right from the start. Anyone who wishes to leave is free to do so. 
He only has to collect his things and be on his merry way. Nobody 
is kept here by force. The door is open. I ask only this ... whoever 
leaves should forget that he has suffered in here. Life is so mys
terious. Isn't anybody leaving? You don't seem to believe me. Then 
I'll admit something to you: if I could, I'd be the first to leave. 
Down with slavery! Furniture of the world, dismissed. (He pounds 
on the table and upsets the sewing box.) 

HE: How on earth can I sew my pants? When my hands are trembling, 
when I've grown old, when the thread won't go in; it just won't go 
in. When I can't do it; you see that I can't do it. (He goes to the 
window like an automaton, pulls the curtains and opens it. He looks 
in the direction where the woman was talking and lets out a howl, 
pretending to be a wolf again.) 

HE : Oo-oo-oo-oo-oo-oo ... 
(The child is scared and starts crying.) 

WOMAN B: That's great, you woke him up. I've been trying so hard to 
get him to sleep and you ... What's got into you? Ssh, don't cry, 
little baby, don't cry. 

HE: I'm sorry, Mrs. Sophie. 
WOMAN B: It's different when he's eating; now he's sleeping. For God's 

sake, how can you scare a sleeping child like that? Stop crying, my 
angel, stop crying. 

"Sleep and I will order 
a pair of golden shoes 
made of pearl and silk." 

(He pulls back, closing the window again. He comes toward the 
center; he stops next to the chair. His mind is wandering and he 
starts talking): 

HE: Sophie, my love, put the child down. He's asleep. Isn't he asleep? 
Come on now, let me put him in his cradle. Look how he's grown. 
You'll need another cot soon. (He laughs silently, happy and proud.) 

HE: No way ... Tell your sister right now so she won't get upset later. 
Tell her to keep her son's cot; she may need it for her next child. 
I want your own child sleeping in a new bed. (Tenderly) Are you 
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tired? No? My darling, you're very tired, I can see it. (He caresses 

the back of the chair.) 
HE: My love, you're up all day from the crack of dawn. What about me? 

Let's say that I ... Don't worry about me. You say you're fine ... 

well, I couldn't be better. (He sits on the edge of the chair.) 

HE: I'm so happy the baby looks like you. Nothing like me, no. You're 
just like him. He's got your beautiful, wine-colored eyes. That's 
right, they look like yours, exactly. (He sits on the floor. He leans 

his head happily on the seat of the chair, holding its legs.) 

HE: I love you, Sophie, I love you so much. I just can't tell you how much 
I love you. I'm poor, wretched, miserable, the scum of the earth, a 

small-time clerk without a future, without dreams, a zero, but I 
don't care at all, not at all. But I need you to love me, love me 

a lot, so very, very much, love me madly. ((He kisses the seat and 

legs of the chair.) 
HE: Your arms, your legs, smell so lovely; you're made of flowers. 

Don't get up, don't. Let the dawn find us here. I like it like this. 
Sophie, my love, I want to tell you, to make you see that it doesn't 
matter. That someone can be a great man, an important man ... 
but ... a quiet man, simple. And then it may be ... perhaps, that 
no one has loved you as much as I do. I touch you and I tremble. 
I take your feet in my hands and it's like I'm holding two white 

birds. I'm poor, I know it, a poor unfortunate, but with the love I 
feel for you I make you a queen, a goddess. You perform miracles; 

you speak to me; you glance at me and angels dance; you radiate 
happiness. I've put my heart in your hands. And, you see, I'll do 
whatever I can. We'll get a better house; we'll buy new furniture; 
you'll have dresses, underwear, furs. Be patient. And if that good

for-nothing bothers you again, I'll put him in the hospital. My good 
woman, why don't you shop somewhere else if you see that he's a 
thief? Scoundrels, all of you, you got where you were because of 

the Occupation. Last Tuesday, he put such a huge bone into a 
morsel of ground beef, the slimy ... (He grabs his torn pants and 

shakes them.) What about this trash? If I take them to be mended 
they'll charge me twenty drachmas. What do you think, all of 
you, that I find money in the street? (He gets up and paces up 

and down nervously.) I want a raise, do you understand? I want 
a raise. Business is not good? What do I care? Am I a shareholder? 
The business is yours, break your neck to get money-to give me 
some, or else .... I'll bring my pants to your wife and daughters to 
mend. I can't walk about with my ass showing. (Somebody knocks 

at the door. He goes to the door and asks withotJt opening it): 
HE: Who is it? 
MAN's VOICE: We're from the collection committee. 
HE: Which collection committee? 
MAN's VOICE: For our parish. 
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HE: Again? 
MAN's VOICE: We've not been here before. 
HE: Can you come back tomorrow? (He gets no answer. Steps can be 

heard fading away. He opens the door a crack and glances out. 
Then he opens it wide and says): 

HE: Kitty kitty kitty come on in ... come in, I'll give you a meatball ... 
kitty kitty kitty kitty come and play with me, come on ... kitty 
kitty kitty. (Dejectedly, he closes the door. He sees the paper that 
he crumpled and threw away-he kicks it. Calmer now, he sits on 
the chair, arranges the tear on his knee again and tries to fit a 
patch. He looks on the table for the needle, but cannot find it. He 
starts looking on the floor. Finally, he gets on his knees and 
searches around the table and chair.) 

HE: It's all right, mother, leave it. I'll find it. Where are you, you bad 
needle, where are you? Mother, when I find it, will you give me 
some cake? Then why did you give Peter such a big piece? 
Thieves, scoundrels, swindlers, I can't get over getting 400 drachmas 
less. Why should I get less? Is Christides better than me? Is 
Tsinas or Prokopiou? How come? Where did you see that written 
down? Every conceited bastard manages to come out on top. Why 
did Christides make a mess of the month's accounts then? I got 
him out of trouble. (Calmly) That's what you always do, stupid. 
(He makes an obscene gesttJre.) How about you, needle, what do 
you say? Do you want to pay for everything? Well, of course, if 
you keep company with threads you can't be any better. And you, 
dear mother, you're always losing your needles. Sew with the 
others since you've got so many, why make me look for it? Your 
breast's a real needlecase, isn't it, mother? Five, ten, fifteen needles, 
and all sorts of threads like little flags. Stop it now. Aren't you 
tired of sewing and sewing and sewing? Morning, noon and night. 
Sewing and patching. In the sun, by candlelight, by moonlight, by 
the oil lamp, sewing and sewing. Mother, dear, how many stitches 
have you done in your life? Thousands, millions of stitches. (He 
stops for awhile and then): Look, you've pricked your finger. 
There's a spot of blood on it. Let me suck it. You're still young, 
you don't know how to do embroidery, you should learn. That's 
why I keep telling you to come over whenever you want. Come 
and my mother will teach you, and, you'll see, you'll get an A in 
Handicraft. Is it possible her husband found out? My heart was 
beating so loudly even the passerby must have heard it. And yet 25 
years have gone by. 

HE: Dialechti ... She has three children and not one looks like me. 
They say they' 11 put the girls and boys next to each other on the 
school benches-one boy, one girl, and so on .... Would you like, 
Dialechti, to sit beside me? Her husband seemed a nice man .... 
three children .. . (He continues the searching.) 
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HE: If anybody saw me crawling about like this, he'd think that I'd 

lost my mind. What do you say, Mr. Table Leg? Wouldn't he 

think I'd gone cuckoo? Well, you furniture put on such airs some

times ... You're just like the dead who you think can talk but 

can't. They do it on purpose as though they enjoyed seeing you 

longing to hear them speak and they stay silent. I swear you look 

exactly like them. Oh, mother, I can't find that needle. Where 

did you drop it, here or outside? I'm going out too. Everybody 

else is playing and I either do spelling exercises or you make me 

pound salt. I'll become an admiral when I grow up and do whatever 

I want. Mother, mother, if you could only hear me and say a kind 

word, it would fall on me like rain, like cool, blessed rain from 

the sky. If only you were sitting on this chair now, to be able to see 

you, to have you here, to be able to tell you ... Do you know 

what I'd ask for, mother, although I'm old now? For you to take 

me on your lap, dandle me, hug me a little ... then, when he was 

a child, could he appreciate it? I miss it now ... feeling your hands 

on my hair, on my cheeks, hiding my face in your apron to cry, 
rubbing myself against you, and you with almonds in your pockets 

to give me some. They beat me, mother. I went out to play and 

they chased me away and beat me. Help mother, fix my pants. Why 

did you die, mother, why? Why didn't you ask me? Help, fix 

my pants, fix my pants. (Before he stops crying, he sees the needle 

and picks it up, crying and laughing at the same time). 
HE: Here it is. (He gets up and leaves it on the table. He dries his 

eyes, goes to the radio and turns it on.) 
RADIO: The lesson of the last Olympiakos-Panathenaikos game could be 

summed up as follows: The clovers are always superior in the right 

forward and wing positions ... while, on the other hand, the Piraeus 

dub always has the best defense. So be sure ... (He has moved 

away from the radio, has opened the door and is making a third 

attempt.) 
HE: Here kitty kitty ... come on ... come on in for a while ... little 

kitty ... 
HE: ... so be sure to study the line-up of our national team. It is only 

by a fair and objective selection, only by having confidence in her 

majesty the football that we can once again be proud of our na

tional football. It is unacceptable ... (He has closed the door. He 

goes to the radio and turns it off. He comes to the chair, arranges 

the tear on his lap again, picks up the needle and tries to thread it.) 

CURTAIN 
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THE WOMAN AND THE WRONG MAN 

BY !AKOVOS KA.MBANELLIS 

Characters 

MOTHER 
POLICE SERGEANT 
POLICEMAN 
SON 

[The main room of a house in a poor district. It is 6 a.m., a little after 
dawn. The room is used as a dining-room and living-room, and in a 
spacious niche a kitchen has been fitted. An inside door leads to the 
interior of the house. The MOTHER picks up and looks at a clock which 
is on a little table next to a sofa. Then she goes to the kitchen, checks 
a little pot, comes to the table stage center, looks at the few utensils on 
the table for her son's breakfast, walks up to the window, looks out 
and finally sits on the chair at the table opposite his place. She is 
shaken out of her serenity by the door being opened violently. Enter 
a man in civilian clothes, about forty, the POLICE SERGEANT, and a 
POLICEMAN. In the silent interval while the two men are scanning the 
place, the MOTHER gathers her wits and calmly says]: 

MOTHER: Good morning. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (Shutting the door) Where is your son? Sleeping? 
MOTHER: (Matter-of-factly) Do you want my son? 
POLICE SERGEANT: Get him up quick and tell him to get dressed! And 

listen, he'd better not do anything stupid. I have help posted at 
the corner; he won't get away. 

MOTHER: Sit down, he'll come. Would you like some coffee? 
POLICE SERGEANT: We don't want coffee; 
MOTHER: You've plenty of time to have some, sit down. 
POLICE SERGEANT: I said, we don't want any. 
MOTHER: You already had some? 
POLICE SERGEANT: (To the POLICEMAN) Find him. (To the MOTHER 

who is about to follow the POLICEMAN as he goes toward the inner 
door.) You stay here. 

MOTHER: (Matter-of-factly) Where is he going? 
POLICE SERGEANT: Do you have other children? 
MOTHER: An elder son, a daughter; they're married, though; they have 

their own family, God be praised. 
POLICEMAN: (Coming from the interior) He's not here. 
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18 THE CHARIOTEER 

MOTHER: (Simply) No, he's not. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (To the MOTHER) Now listen to me and pay atten

tion! We'll go together to his hiding-place and you'll be a good 
mother and tell him to surrender, or else ... (She is about to say 
something but he stops her). Listen to me first! Have you any 
idea how angry we get when we're looking for somebody and can't 
find him ? I wouldn't want to be in his shoes ! So be a good mother 
and let's all go where he's hiding-we'll take you by car. 

MOTHER: He has his own motorbike; he'll come; sit down. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Where ... will he ... come from? 
MOTHER: He's on night shift. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Is that so? 
MOTHER: One week daytime, one week at night. What's the time? 
POLICE SERGEANT: Ten past six. 
MOTHER: He should be on his way; he gets off at six sharp. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Are you telling the truth? 
MOTHER: They get off and the others start work. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (To the POLICEMAN) Wait here. (He goes out.) 
MOTHER: Sit down. (She pauses for him to answer, but he says nothing.) 

How's your job going, all right? 
POLICEMAN: Like any job. 
MOTHER: God be praised. Are you on the night shift too? 
POLICEMAN: Not all the time. 
MOTHER: As long as you've got work, that's the main thing. My son 

cames back home, has some hot milk with bread in it, takes a nap 
till noon, goes out to have a look at the world, takes a nap again 
for a couple of hours in the evening and off he goes. (The POLICE 
SERGEANT returns.) Come on now, sit down. 

POLICE SERGEANT: You sit too, right here opposite me and look me in 
the eye. 

MOTHER: Why don't I make you some coffee first? 
POLICE SERGEANT: I don't want any coffee, damn it! Sit right there 

and don't speak unless I ask you to. (They sit opposite each other.) 
Do you work in a coffee-house? 

MOTHER: No, but I know how to make good ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: I'm not asking you that. Do you know who we are, 

do you understand what we are, what this uniform (pointing at the 
POLICEMAN) represents? Are you aware what this uniform repre
sents? 

MOTHER: The Police. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Aaaah, you know! I was beginning to think you 

took us for something else. Now tell me, do the police come here 
often? 
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MOTHER: Oh yes, they do, they do, from far away, since '461 and of 
course since '362 as well. 

POLICE SERGEANT: That's why it's all SO familiar. (To the POLICEMAN) 

Do you understand? Get away from that window. What do you 
think you are, a stop sign? Come over here. 

MOTHER: (To the POLICEMAN) Why don't you sit down as well? 
POLICE SERGEANT: (To the MOTHER) Don't interfere. Now, tell me 

something, why have we come here, do you know? 
MOTHER: You said for my son, didn't you? 
POLICE SERGEANT: Yes, but for what purpose, just to see if his health's 

OK? 
MOTHER: It must have something to do with your job. 
POLICE SERGEANT: In other words, you do understand why we've come 

and why we're waiting for him! 
MOTHER: I'm his mother, do you think I don't know? If a mother doesn't 

know, who does, the man next door? 
POLICE SERGEANT: (Irritated) Then why do you keep telling us to sit 

down and have some coffee? 
MOTHER: What else can I offer you? 
POLICE SERGEANT: We've come to arrest him, do you understand that? 
MOTHER: You are the police. 
POLICE SERGEANT: And you don't care, or don't you realize what it 

means to arrest him, to take him in! To the Security Police! 
MOTHER: His late father, may he rest in peace-they arrested him too. 

Seven times in all. 
POLICE SERGEANT: So you're aware that if what you told us is lies, about 

him being on night shift, you'll pay for it. 
MOTHER: What's the time now? 
POLICE SERGEANT: Six twenty. 
MOTHER: Would you like some coffee? 
POLICE SERGEANT: I don't want coffee! Don't you understand Greek? 
MOTHER: In my day Greek's all we learned. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (To the POLICEMAN) Can you make out what's going 

on? 
POLICEMAN: I'm baffled. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (To the MOTHER) So, seven arrests for your late 

husband. 
MOTHER: God be praised. 
POLICE SERGEANT: What do you mean, God be praised? 
MOTHER: He was released seven times. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Oh, that's how you think of it. Tell me something, 

did your son get lessons from his late father? 
1Second phase of civil war in Greece between communist led forces and 

the royalists. 
2Purges of communists under the Metaxas dictatorship. 
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MOTHER: My husband worked as a construction carpenter; my son works 
at the weaving factory. Different trade. 

POLICE SERGEANT: I mean political lessons. Where did your son get 
them from, your late husband? 

MOTHER: All our children listened to their father; they had a lot of 
respect for him. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Congratulations! 
MOTHER: Strangers too! Whenever he opened his mouth, they would 

listen and find their way! People used to come to the house twisted 
in knots with their problems. By the time they left it was like the 
door of paradise had been opened to them. 

POLICE SERGEANT: But for your late husband quite another kind of door 
used to open and close behind him. 

MOTHER: May he rest in peace. The second time he got out, he stayed 
home for three years. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Just a moment, lady, you're driving me nuts. Never 
mind how many years he was out, how many years was he inside? 

MOTHER. Just over twenty. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Then, what are you giving me the "rest in peace" bit 

and the "happy memory" bit for? He didn't give a hoot in hell 
about you. Three children and you making four! Can you tell me 
what the hell you ate if he was always in prison? 

MOTHER: He never lacked for anything. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Who gives a shit if he lacked for anything or not! 

I'm talking about you, dummy, and the children. 
MOTHER: Both me and the older boy worked; the girl grew up and got 

work too; he didn't lack for anything; we brought him cigarettes, 
food, clothes, newspapers ... 

POLICE SERGEANT: That's not what I'm talking about, but never mind! 
Fine, you didn't want for food, though you should have, because, 
really, your kind shouldn't have anything to eat. But what's more 
important is this! Can you tell me what kind of family you were, 
what kind of home you had with him always locked up? 

MOTHER: I wanted to tell your people, don't lock him up so much. 
POLICE SERGEANT: He should have thought of that himself! But, the 

Party before everything else! And he didn't care a damn about 
leaving you. · 

MOTHER: He never left us, the poor soul. 
POLICE SERGEANT: What about the twenty years? 
MOTHER: When he was doing time at Averoff, we took a house nearby, 

when he went to Syra, we went too, to Crete, to Trikala, to Corfu; 
we went everywhere he went. 

POLICE SERGEANT: You stood by him, so to speak, in his activities against 
the state. A pillar of strength, a cornerstone of lawlessness. 

MOTHER: He was a sweet man, I had no complaints. 
POLICE SERGEANT: May he rest in peace, right? 
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MOTHER: May he rest in peace. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Tell me something, have you ever been arrested? 
MOTHER: No. 
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POLICE SERGEANT: Too bad! They should either have sent you both to 
prison or if they had a choice locked you up ! 

MOTHER: I wish they had! It would have given me a little education, 
seeing I didn't even go to school. On the other hand, who'd have 
cared for the children? 

POLICE SERGEANT: I see! You think of prison as a secret training ground! 
MOTHER: All the educated people were inside! And he used to say, may 

he rest in peace, that the children should go to the school of the 
world-to the army and prison. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Listen, I can't dig up your late husband to bring him 
to his senses, but you're not going to get away from me. 

MOTHER: I'm too old to learn. What good would it do? 
POLICE SERGEANT: (Looking at her for a while, searchingly) Tell me 

something, lady, what kind of a game do you think you're playing? 
Are you out of your mind, downright stupid or do you think you're 
fooling me? 

MOTHER: Let me swear on the life of my children. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Swear what on the life of your children? 
MOTHER: Everything! 
POLICE SERGEANT: Damned if I've understood anything you've said to 

me all this time ! 
MOTHER: Never mind, don't worry about it. 
POLICE SERGEANT: And where the hell's your son? It's almost six-thirty! 
MOTHER: Shall I go and look? · 
POLICE SERGEANT:No, stay here! If you've lied to me, I don't give a 

damn if your hair's white, I'll make you crawl. Don't even ask 
what I'll do to your son. Do you understand what I've just told you? 

MOTHER: Completely, my son. I've seen so many things in my life, I 
wouldn't have believed them if people had told me about them! 

POLICE SERGEANT: What do you mean by that? 
MOTHER: Why should I lie? 
POLICE SERGEANT: (To the POLICEMAN) I can't take it any more; you 

stay here; I'm going to see if I can get some coffee. 
MOTHER: I'll make you some! 
POLICE SERGEANT: (Out of his mind) I don't want to hear another word 

about coffee! For your own good, you should see the trouble you're 
in! (To the POLICEMAN) Keep an eye on her! (He exits.) 

MOTHER: He must have problems, that's why he gets angry. (To the 
POLICEMAN) Do you get angry? (The POLICEMAN walks up and 
down whistling to avoid conversation.) It's better not to get angry. 
Anger doesn't cure problems, it increases them. We've gone 
through a lot of problems too, don't think that because you see me 
on my feet we didn't have problems; we had. We had patience and 
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sorted them out. God be praised. As a man grows in years, his 
patience should grow too. That's what my late husband used to say. 
Just like the sun, he used to say; as it grows darker a person's 
shadow gets longer. May he rest in peace. You must be starving. 
Would you like some milk? 

POLICEMAN: Are you out of your mind? 
MOTHER: It's morning. You should put something in your stomach. 
POLICEMAN: There's no need. 
MOTHER: I have some hot milk on; it's ready. Sit down. 
POLICEMAN: I don't want any, do you understand? 
MOTHER: Be quiet! Do you hear your mother talking? She knows better 

and she tells me different! Listen ... (She pretends to listen and 
she answers.) Don't worry, don't worry, I've got some of last 
night's bread and a bit of butter and cheese. (She begins to serve 
him.) It's a pleasure for me-after all, we all live on the same 
planet-oh, but I don't know if he likes canned milk! 

POLICEMAN: Don't fix anything. I'll throw it away! 
MOTHER: (Ready to cry.) Why? 
POLICEMAN: I don't want any. 
MOTHER: Tell that to your mother. 
POLICEMAN: I'm not crazy enough to speak from here to Kalamata. 
MOTHER: How much sugar do you take? 
POLICEMAN: Stop it, grandma, do you want to get me in trouble? It's 

not allowed ! 
MOTHER: Oh yes it is, it's my pleasure. I told the other one who was 

here that time. I'm not crying, I'm not cursing you, so it is allowed ! 
You're right, he said! And one time when they came for my late 
husband and had to wait, I made some spaghetti and when he came, 
may he rest in peace, they all ate together and then they arrested 
him. 

POLICEMAN: Not at the table, I'll drink it standing up, right here. 
MOTHER: Why act like a thief? You are the police. 
POLICEMAN: Put it on the table. You're as obstinate as a mule! 
MOTHER: Bread, butter ... 
POLICEMAN: I see them, I'm not blind. But you must stand guard. Stand 

there and keep a look-out and when you see him coming, let me 
know. (He eats and drinks quickly.) 

MOTHER: When you've had your breakfast, I'll fix something for the 
other man. 

POLICEMAN: What other man? 
MOTHER: It's cold outside. He must be frozen. 
POLICEMAN: He won't freeze; he can stand it. Keep looking out! 
MOTHER: Sometimes they go for a bite together. 
POLICEMAN: Are you talking about your son? 
MOTHER: Would you like some more? 
POLICEMAN: You women want to feed everybody. 
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MOTHER: What was that? 
POLICEMAN: You women want to feed everybody. 
MOTHER: What's your name? 
POLICEMAN: Come on, clear the table. 
MOTHER: Have you finished? 
POLICEMAN: Clear the table. You'll get me into trouble. 
MOTHER: God bless you. 
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POLICEMAN: And not a word to anybody, you hear? (He sees something 
outside.) Hurry, he's coming, hurry, and not a word about the 
milk! 

MOTHER: As if I didn't have coffee. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (He enters. To the POLICEMAN) I think he's back! 

(To the MOTHER) You, come here, over here where I am. (The 
MOTHER approaches him.) Look in the street. 

MOTHER: I'm looking. (Sound of a motor-bike.) 
POLICE SERGEANT: Do you hear the motor-bike? 
MOTHER: I hear it. 
POLICE SERGEANT: There he is! Is that your son? 
MOTHER: It's not. 
POLICE SERGEANT: He's turned right. 
MOTHER: He's turned ... (Noise of motor-bike fades away.) 
POLICE SERGEANT: (Taking his jacket off while looking at the MOTHER) 

How do you like that? I, who normally can judge character so well, 
being fooled by this crazy old woman! That's right! This old vixen 
has been making fools of us ever since we came here! But if you 
think, mother of the people, that I'm going away empty-handed, 
you are mistaken! If it comes to it, I'll arrest you; we'll see what 
your darling son will do then ! Will he come running to the Security 
Police or won't he? And we'll also see if he's a Greek and puts 
his mother above all else or if he isn't and acts to the advantage 
of their foreign-operated party. Since you're a mother, I'm telling 
you this! For the Greek, there's nothing more sacred than a mother, 
nothing! And I don't let any scoundrel defile this shining ideal! 
I'll catch him, come hell or high water, he won't escape me, and 
if you try to fool me you'll suffer, all of you! (To the POLICEMAN) 

Start searching inside; don't overlook a thing; hold on to anything 
incriminating you find. 

POLICEMAN: All right. (He goes to the other room.) 
POLICE SERGEANT: You, do you know what the moment of truth means? 

Sit down and don't talk too much. Just answer my questions. Where 
were you born? 

MOTHER: In Smyrna, then ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: In Smyrna? We're off to a bad start. 
MOTHER: She was pretty as a picture before she burned ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: We've heard all this before. When you got to Greece, 

where did you stay? 
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MOTHER: I didn't stay anywhere because the king's men used to come 
and set fire to the huts, because we'd have taken the bread from 
their mouths. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Leave politics out of this; I asked where you stayed. 
MOTHER: They put me in service to a house in Athens. 
POLICE SERGEANT: What kind of house? 
MOTHER: They had a carpet as big as a field, and it took four maids to 

lift it up and spread it on the terrace. They used to give me a 
broom to clean the carpet with, but it was full of designs, like 
flowers and footpaths and they reminded me of our village in 
Smyrna and I knelt on it and cried. 

POLICE SERGEANT: For God's sake, woman, what do I care about the 
carpet? 

MOTHER: That's why I didn't stay. The mistress said, "This refugee girl 
can't do anything"; and they gave me to an old lady who was sick. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Hold on. How old were you? 
MOTHER: Close to ninety. 
POLICE SERGEANT: How old were you? 
MOTHER: Twelve, thirteen. 
POLICE SERGEANT: When you were twenty, where did you work? 
MOTHER: When I was thirteen, I went to that old woman who was blind 

and bedridden. I washed her, changed her, fed her. Because she was 
blind, the house was full of clocks. Big grandfather clocks, wall 
clocks, clocks on consoles, on china cabinets, in glass cases. A 
hundred clocks or more. Yet all of them had chimes and on the 
hour and every half-hour they would strike one after the other. 

POLICE SERGEANT: And who wound these clocks? 
MOTHER: I did, all of them. I also wound the gramophone and put on 

some music for her, but I got sick from hunger and they took me 
to the hospital half-dead. 

POLICE SERGEANT: What about the old woman? 
MOTHER: She's alive and kicking. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Well, didn't the old woman have any money, only 

clocks? 
MOTHER: We never cooked because her daughter-in-law sent food with 

the servant, but only for the old woman. And she said that when 
the old woman couldn't eat any more, I was to eat. But the old 
woman had such an appetite! She used to say, my daughter-in-law 
wants me dead so that they'll inherit my fortune, but I shall live a 
thousand years! And I used to tell her, eat to add days to your life, 
and I fed her. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Just listen to this! And what did you eat? 
MOTHER: Since she couldn't see what was on the plates and want every

thing, sometimes a little bit of food was left for me too. 
POLICE SERGEANT: And why didn't you tell her to share the food? 
MOTHER: She was very wealthy and was always in fear, screaming, 



The Woman and the Wrong Man 25 

"Protect me, they've come back to drown me!" I used to lock the 
doors and tell her I would protect her. What's more, I was scared 
to eat in case they said I was eating her food and that I was respon
sible for her death. 

POLICE SERGEANT: In other words, you starved and looked after that 
corpse's fortune. 

MOTHER: She called me an angel! What else could I do? 
POLICE SERGEANT: A starving angel! If I'd been you, I'd have sold the 

clocks to get money to eat and not starve to death so the corpse 
would live. 

MOTHER: Somebody else's clocks? 
POLICE SERGEANT: You don't say! To have communism prevail, grabbing 

everything that belongs to others and sharing it out among ourselves
that you find moral! Taking somebody else's clock, because you're 
hungry, is immoral, am I right? 

MOTHER: 1t' S stealing ! 
POLICE SERGEANT: All right, it's stealing. 
MOTHER: And you a policeman! 
POLICE SERGEANT: Governments can't be overthrown by thieving of this 

sort, and take care how you talk to me ! As a policeman I tell you 
,that those are isolated, harmless thefts, they are not political 
thefts! In America where they had Al Capone, Dillinger, organized 
crime, mafias, was the government ever in danger? Never! Because 
gangsters are not communists! Every society has its thieves and 
robbers and smugglers and procurers and the entire underworld. But 
they don't go on peace marches or shout, "Down with fascism; long 
live socialism." They mind their business without turning everything 
into politics like you! 

MOTHER: I don't know. 
POLICE SERGEANT: You know very well, but you'll never admt it be

cause you're steeped in red propaganda ! If they wash you out, the 
whole place will turn red! (To the POLICEMAN who has appeared 
at the inner door.) Did you find anything? 

POLICEMAN: Some newspapers. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Left-wing, I bet. 
POLICEMAN: Right-wing, too! 
POLICE SERGEANT: Of course, right-wing too! So we know what the 

enemy, capitalism, is thinking. 
MOTHER: We have a lot ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: I didn't ask you, sit where you are. 
MOTHER: They're on ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: We don't need help, we'll find them ourselves. (To 

the POLICEMAN) Go on with the search. (To the MOTHER) Where 
and when did you meet your husband? 

MOTHER: I had a dream so I go and tell him the rope was hanging from 
the black cloud ... 
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POLICE SERGEANT: Did you understand what I asked you? 
MOTHER: May he rest in peace, about my late ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: Where did you first see him, lady, in your dreams? 
MOTHER: When they fired us from the box factory, we women used to 

go to the other factories looking for work. He comes then on his 
bike and tells me, "Take me to your mother." 

POLICE SERGEANT: Did you work at the same place? 
MOTHER: A hundred women worked at .the box factory. But we did 

piece work, f,ifteen hours on the job, and we didn't make a half
day's wage. So he came on his bike one evening as we were getting 
off, gathered us under the bridge and told us, "You should go on 
strike." We didn't know how to go on strike and he explained 
everything .to us. 

POLICE SERGEANT: He knew, of course. 
MOTHER: Of course. They'd organized a lot of strikes. But our boss 

found oUJt and just before the strike he called us together as well 
and told us: Work is very slow and half of you will have to be 
fired. Since I don't know which of you are in greater need, you 
,arrange among yourselves who will go and who will stay! 

POLICE SERGEANT: What a bastard. 
MOTHER: Fights started, they tore each other's hair out by the roots, 

when before they were a11 politeness and compliments. They said 
things to each other you couldn't stand hearing. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Divide and rule; do you know what that means, divide 
and rule? 

MOTHER: Of course, he's alive and kicking; he's become very successful. 
POLICE SERGEANT: You were the making of him with your strikes! You 

organized, they organized too! They had the money, they had the 
means, who did you think would win-you? Capital had to win. 

MOTHER: He fired more than half of us and one of the girls, Ismene, 
aged nineteen, drowned herself. The newspapers wrote about it and 
said she couldn't stand it any longer. 

POLICE SERGEANT: He trampled corpses underfoot! 
MOTHER: Her name was Ismene. 
POLICE SERGEANT: And what did you cows do, you went to the funeral, 

shed tears and got over it, right? 
MOTHER: We put up with it. 
POLICE SERGEANT: You let that girl drown herself! Why didn't you pUll: 

that bastard in a sack and drown him at the same spot? 
MOTHER: There were a lot of strikes ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: Never mind the strikes! You're stuck on strikes! This 

is propaganda to make you fight with the police and pretend to be 
society's victims. Couldn't you fifty women have united to corner 
him and flay the hide off him ? 

MOTHER: Don't talk like that. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Butcher them all ! If it were not for these leeches, 
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we wouldn't have the slightest hint of communism. Your late 
husband wouldn't have come on his bike to talk to you about strikes 
and anarchy and you, vegetables that you are, wouldn't have swal
lowed it all and spread Marxism. All these antisocial theories have 
their beginnings in social injustice! 

MOTHER: Great injustice. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Very-and they care nothing for it! 
MOTHER: You're just like him. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (Speechless) Who? 
MOTHER: May he rest in peace! 
POLICE SERGEANT: You're wrong! I'm a nationalist! When I talk of 

these things, I'm not talking politics, I'm speaking the truth. I'm not 
sold on any ideologies. If I'd been there and seen fifty women un
fairly thrown on the street, I'd have smashed his face in and let them 
put me in prison for twenty years! I'd have sacrificed myself for 
society, but I wouldn't have sacrificed society for myself! That's the 
difference. 

MOTHER: Which prison were you in? 
POLICE SERGEANT: Prison? Did I say I was in prison? 
MOTHER: For twenty years! 
POLICE SERGEANT: Out of all I said, you heard only this! 
MOTHER: You're right. 
POLICE SERGEANT: I say one thing, you understand something else! I 

don't belong in prison, I'm a policeman. 
MOTHER: God be praised. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (Shouting to the POLICEMAN) How are you getting 

on? Did you find anything else? 
POLICEMAN: (Coming in) A lot of batteries. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Do you think he has a transmitter somewhere? 
POLICEMAN: I don't know. 
MOTHER: He likes radios. 
POLICE SERGEANT: We'll see whait he likes. (To the POLICEMAN) Go on. 

(To the MOTHER) We've been talking for quite some time and 
you've not told me a thing. When did you start taking action to
gether, can you tell me? 

MOTHER: He saw me outside the yarn mill and tells me, "Take me to 
your mother." 

POLICE SERGEANT: How come? Did he have orders from the party to 
marry you? 

MOTHER: He wanted to very much! When we went to the milk-store, 
he took my hand to show me he loved me. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Sorry if I'm spoiling your romantic reminiscences, 
but they love only the party! You've known one, I've known a 
hundred! He married you in order to implicate you! Because 
wherever there is misfortune there you can also find people who 
think alike. It's there these ideologues go hunting, among the poor 
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classes. And then they complain that the police have increased their 
supervision in the poor districts. Where should they increase super
vision, you jerks, in Kolonaki and Psychico ?3 To stop the ship
owners from publishing an underground paper? I ask you! 

MOTHER: It was then that I saw everything in the dream! 
POLICE SERGEANT: Which one this time? 
MOTHER: I was carrying my older boy. 
POLICE SERGEANT: You'd got married, I take it. 
MOTHER: God be praised! And a black cloud appeared over the 

Acropolis that covered the whole sky and the rope was hanging 
from the cloud. It was dragging on the street like a snake and was 
searching the houses. Everybody was running inside and you could 
hear doors and windows banging shut. I went inside too with my 
heart in my mouth and saw the Virgin Mary ... 

POLICE SERGEANT: But if you are atheists, how come you saw the 
Virgin Mary? 

MOTHER: She was sitting on the edge of the bed drinking coffee. She 
says to me, "My daughter, if you are so afraid, you're lost." I 
opened the window and· saw that the rope had stopped outside and 
my husband had caught it and was climbing up and up. Come 
down, I shouted, come down. Then Metaxas4 and King George 
come out of the grocery store at the corner and tell me to stop 
shouting because they're reading. 

POLICE SERGEANT: The grocery store? 
MOTHER: I'm trying to turn back ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: Here we go again, everything's mixed up. What do I 

care about your dreams, lady ! 
MOTHER: And so we learned that they'd all been sent into exile. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (Showing her his watch) Do you know it's already 

seven? 
MOTHER: Wait, he'll come! 
POLICE SERGEANT: When? 
MOTHER: He always comes home. He's my only joy in this house; be 

patient, I'm telling you, I'm waiting for him too. 
POLICE SERGEANT: You've got me totally confused, do you know that? I 

don't know what the hell to make of you! Are you lying, are you 
telling the truth, are you making a fool of me, are you a bit crazy? I 
swear to God, I don't understand! And I work by instinct! My instinct 
always tells me what kind of person I have to deal with. With 
you, my instinct doesn't work, you've destroyed it. Do you know 
that? 

MOTHER: I don't know, my son, I haven't touched anything. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Where's your son then? (The MOTHER does not 

3Kolonaki and Psychico are wealthy districts of Athens. 
4Ioannis Metaxas, dictator of Greece, 1936-41 who led the country to resist 
the Italian invasion during World War II. 
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answer. To the POLICEMAN inside) Do you think somebody else 
went to the factory and got him while we wait here like jerks? 

POLICEMAN: (Appearing at the door) Impossible. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Anything's possible, ifs a crazy house. The Police 

make arrests, the Gendarmerie make arrests, the MPs make arrests, 
the Military Headquarters arrests anybody it wants. Go on with the 
search. At least we won't go back empty-handed. 

POLICEMAN: I've found an address book full of telephone numbers. 
(He gives it to him.) 

POLICE SERGEANT: Telephone numbers. Go on searching, go on. (To 
the MOTHER) Where were we? 

MOTHER (Lost in memories) They all wrote to the Ministry, bring us 
back from exile, we want to go to Albania to fight for our country. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Sure! I can believe that! 
MOTHER: No, no, stay in exile. And when the Germans came, the exiles 

say to the gendarmes, let us all leave together so you won't hand us 
over to the Germans. The gendarmes say, we didn't get a telegram 
with instructions like that. The exiles say, what do you need a 
telegram for? Ask your heart to send you a telegram. The gendarmes 
asked their heart and say, do you commies think that you're for
given just because the Germans are coming? 

POLICE SERGEANT: Impossible! 
MOTHER: My late husband says to the Lieutenant of the gendarmes ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: Impossible, I tell you! 
POLICEMAN: (Appearing at the door) What's going on? 
POLICE SERGEANT: It is not possible for Greek gendarmes to hand other 

Greeks over to the Germans! Impossible! What do you think they 
were, madmen or traitors? What an idea! (To the MOTHER) You 
are illiterate, you're not very smart either, but these are simple facts, 
you must understand, not speak ,them! You have grandchildren, 
don't you? 

MOTHER: Five. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Fine! Take them on your lap and tell them fairy tales 

like this; you'll have them growing up to be vipers. 
POLICEMAN: Don't get mad. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Aren't you getting mad? (To the MOTHER) Tell me, 

the gendarmes were Greek, weren't they? 
MOTHER: They were gendarmes. 
POLICE SERGEANT: But Greek. 
MOTHER: Yes, Greek. 
POLICE SERGEANT: The Germans were Germans, weren't they? If they 

were Germans, they were Germans, weren't they Germans? 
MOTHER: They were Germans. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Then how can you tell me that Greek gendarmes 

handed over Greeks to Germans? Would you have handed them 
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over? If you were a gendarme, would you have handed them over 
to Germans? 

MOTHER: What for, to be killed? 
POLICE SERGEANT: You see! So it's impossible! So it's a dirty lie like 

those you tell all the time! And now they've done the same thing, 
that's why we have a dictatorship !5 You've organized, they've or
ganized! Get it now! (To the POLICEMAN) Make a thorough search, 
tear up the floor if necessary! (To the MOTHER) You're not saying 
they handed the exiles over to the Germans! (He gets angry.) And 
what did the Germans do to them? Did they kill them all? 

MOTHER: God forbid. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Too bad! Because if they had killed them, they 

wouldn't be making such dishonest statements. The Germans should 
have killed them all, all of them, to rid the country of their kind ! 

MOTHER: On the island ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: Don't interrupt! You must tell me right now if 

you've grasped what you've just said! Why are you looking at me 
like a broody hen? Do you want me to tell you what you said? Do 
you? You've been driving me nuts since I came here, trying to give 
me coffee. Did I accept? Not even a cup of coffee. Big deal! And 
I didn't have coffee when I went out either; there's no coffee-shop 
nearby! 

MOTHER: Shall I make you some? 
POLICE SERGEANT: Sit down! I'm like that, a man of integrity, under

stand? And you come and tell me that I would have handed over 
Greeks to Germans because they were communists? No, lady, I 
won't let you say this. We make arrests, beat people up, do what
ever we like, but blood is thicker <than water! And we are not 
traitors either. You should know that! 

POLICEMAN: (The POLICE SERGEANT's shouting has brought him back.) 
Why ... ? 

POLICE SERGEANT: Let me alone, I beg you, don't ask me why. (He 
sits on the sofa.) Go on. (The POLICEMAN exits.) 

MOTHER: If you want to lie down ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: Listen to this, they handed them over to the Ger

mans. You should be ashamed. And then you pretend to be patriots. 
What happened next? 

MOTHER: When they reached t:he caique in secret ... 
POLICE SERGEANT: And let me tell you something else. Me whom you 

call fascist, I am more communist and socialist and Marxist and 
Leninist than all of you. I was fifteen when I first wore shoes. My 
first new pants, the pants which I wore first, were the ones they 
gave me at the Police Academy! It was there that I felt my stomach 
full for the first time, and when they asked me if I wanted seconds, 

5He is referring to the 1967-74 dictatorship. 
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I said no, I'll burst! If you know what it means to be poor, I know 
just as well as you do ! Perhaps better! Do you think I've been an 
enemy of the people since the day I was born? Do you think I 
don't see that the oligarchy of wealth takes the lion's share and 
leaves what's left for the people? Do you think I wouldn't like a 
fairer distribution of wealth, that I wouldn't like to live better? 
What do you think I am, a kinky masochist who likes seeing some 
people loaded and myself with nothing at all? I'm fighting oligarchy 
too, but with personal advancement, not with strikes and secret 
transmitters and law-breaking and insults and claims that we have 
a police state! (Pause) I'm telling you this because you have grand
children-otherwise ... Tell me what's really going on with your 
son. You keep saying he's not hiding in some other house. 

MOTHER: I keep telling him to get married, but he tells me not to hurry 
him. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Oh, right. (He finds a more comfortable position on 
the sofa.) Go on. 

MOTHER: (Continuing her story at another point.) I was speechless when 
I saw him. Give me some clothes to change into, he says, we've 
escaped and if some traitor has seen us and they catch us, I'm lost. 
He got dressed, had a bite to eat, kissed the child who was sleeping
I'm off, he tells me, we are in hiding, I won't be coming home. 
I'll send you somebody to tell you when you can come yourself. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Fine. How did they escape from the island? (She 
doesn't answer.) What's wrong, you don't want to tell me? Any
way, thirty years have gone by and the Germans have been gone 
since '44, are you aware of that? (She is still silent.) Good God! 
Well, all right, say whatever you want. 

MOTHER: I used to go with whatever I could bring him, raisins, a bit 
of bread, a few cigarettes. And I was trembling in case they saw 
me and used to think all kinds of things. I would imagine he 
wasn't in hiding, that I wasn't afraid, but that he had gone into 
that hole to become a saint. I used to walk about and say, what a 
beautiful field, what lovely gardens, all the people seemed to be 
good, like angels. Every time I reached the forest, I was so full 
of joy I thought the birds were singing just for me and the trees 
playing games for me. So I used to go back and forth without any
thing bad ever happening to me. 

POLICE SERGEANT: Mmmmmm. (He reclines on the sofa and yawns.) 
MOTHER: Lie down. 
POLICE SERGEANT: I'm fine. 
MOTHER: As I was going along 1t seemed like I heard a voice telling me, 

look back ! I turned round and saw that ·they were chasing me ! I 
made a detour and took another road. They were still following me. 
I pretended to be gathering grass. They stopped and waited. I took 
the road home again. I got inside and then they kicked the door 
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open and got inside too. One of them said, we know everything
where you go; who you meet. No, I said. If you don't tell me 
where he's hiding, I'll throttle your child. I don't know anything. It 
seemed though that they knew, somebody must have spilled the 
beans. 

POLICE SERGEANT: (Sleepy, with his eyes closed.) Informers, no doubt. 
MOTHER: Are you sleepy? 
POLICE SERGEANT: No, lady, I just closed my eyes to listen better. 
MOTHER: A car came; they threw me in; the child was crying; some 

neighbor women ran and took it. At first they put me in a cellar 
with water up to my ankles, with no window or light. I was like 
that for a week. Are you going to tell us where he's hiding? They 
took me from there, they put me in another cell; they tied me on 
the table and started hitting me. I died. My mother lifted her 
hand and said to me, let's go away. We went up to the cart and 
my father said, come on, climb up. At the back of the cart was a 
load of oranges and I took one to quench my thirst. I heard a 
voice from beneath. I kicked the oranges and saw a sheep. Listen, 
the sheep said, the people driving the cart have instructions to take 
you to the slaughter house. Harness me to the cart. I told my 
father. (The POLICE SERGEANT is snoring.) But the two who were 
pulling the cart heard and started running. But the grass kept grow
ing and growing, it had become as tall as ,two men on top of one 
another and the wheel got stuck. Then they left the cart and dis
appeared. I looked around and saw my husband instead of the 
sheep. But he was not on the cart any more, but at a depot full of 
soldiers dancing. My husband shouted at the top of his voice, 
they've brought her! They stopped dancing and they all turned 
round and looked at me. I try to run to my father and mother; 
they're gone. My husband shouts again, she's the one who betrayed 
us ... 

POLICEMAN: (Entering with a bayonet in his hand.) Look what I found 
under ... (He sees that the POLICE SERGEANT is sleeping. In a low 
voice to the MOTHER.) What happened, did he fall asleep? 

MOTHER: We're talking. 
(The POLICEMAN listens for awhile to the POLICE SERGEANT'S 

· snoring. He leaves the bayonet on the table.) Souvenir. 
POLICEMAN: Tell me, where's the bathroom? 
MOTHER: Come with me. 
POLICEMAN: I have to go because every day at the same time ... 
MOTHER: There's paper in there; let me give you a clean towel to wash 

your hands. (She opens the bathroom door for him. She brings him 
a clean towel.) 

POLICEMAN: Thanks. 
MOTHER: (Returning to herseat.) And when they threw me in I looked 

up. Everybody had gathered at the top of the well and they were 
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pointing at me. I was sinking into the water. I was sinking and 
reached a ladder. I went down the ladder and found myself in a 
square. There wasn't a soul there and all the stores were closed. 
I sat on a bench and took my child in my arms and was rocking 
it to sleep. I saw a man wearing an apron like a photographer's 
and he came and said, give me the child, you're dead. No, I told 
him. Can't you see for yourself, there are no people living here any 
more. I started crying; I followed him because he had taken my 
child. He stopped at a. store that was closed, unlocked it, rolled up 
the shutter and told me to go in. It was like a coffee-house and 
women in black were sitting on the chairs and I knew all of them 
because they were from our own neighborhood. But they were 
all pregnant, even the old ones and were looking at me quietly, 
contentedly and I realized that they were telling me ... (The outer 
door opens and her SON enters.) You're home. 

soN: Good morning. 
MOTHER: You're late. 
SON: A bit. (He looks at the sofa.)Who's he? 
MOTHER: Police. 
SON: Is he sleeping? 
MOTHER: They've been here for quite a time. 
SON: So they've come. 
MOTHER: There's another one in the bathroom and some more outside. 

I told them, he'll be back, have a seat. 
SON: Good. (He leaves a little package he's carrying on the table. The 

toilet is being flushed.) Get me some clothes. 
MOTHER: The same as ever. 
SON: It's their bad luck. (The MOTHER goes inside. He approaches the 

sleeping POLICE SERGEANT and pushes him.) Wake up. I'm here. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (Not quite awake.) What's the matter? Who is it? 
SON: I'm sorry I'm late. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Alright, tell Lefteris. 
SON: Come on, be a good boy, wake up now. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (Jumping up.) Who are you? 
SON: Haven't you come to arrest me? Well, I'm here, wake up! 
POLICE SERGEANT: Don't move or you're dead. (He takes out his 

revolver.) 
SON: Don't be afraid. 
POLICE SERGEANT: There are others outside, I warn you. 
SON: Thanks a lot. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Cut the jokes, OK? 
POLICEMAN: (Rushing in, buttoning his pants.) He's back? 
SON: It's all right. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (To the POLICEMAN) Where the hell have you been? 
SON: It was Mother Nature~s doing; you fell asleep. 
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POLICE SERGEANT: What are you saying? Do you want me to start the 
questioning now? 

SON: I didn't say anything wrong. 
POLICE SERGEANT: I was pretending to be asleep so you'd fall into my 

trap. 
SON: It was completely unnecessary. What good would it do to run 

away? 
POLICE SERGEANT: Don't put on an act with me. I can crush this ar

rogance of yours in an instant. 
SON: In other words, you want me to run away? 
POLICE SERGEANT: You mean you're not afraid of us? Tell me what 

you mean. 
SON: Nothing. 
POLICE SERGEANT: We'll see if you're afraid of us or not. (To the 

POLICEMAN) Tell the others we're coming out· bring the car 
around. 

SON: Just a minute till she brings some clothes. 
POLICE SERGEANT: She won't be bringing you anything; you don't need 

any luggage. (He shoves him.) Go on out. 
SON: I have the right to take a few clothes. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Did you ask me first? Move. (He pushes him vi-

olently.) 
SON: I'm not going anywhere without clothes. 
POLICE SERGEANT: Are you acting tough? 
SON: Not at all. 
MOTHER: (She enters.) Here you are. 
POLICE SERGEANT: (He stops her.) Put them down. Move back! (He 

is shouting.) Eleftheriou, Kostarakos. (To those inside.) We'll 
see who's going to come out on top. You didn't like it the proper 
way, is that right? You prefer the hard way? Very well, we'll have 
it the hard way. (To the two policemen who rush in.) Take bini 
to the car right now! (They fall on the soN.) 

MOTHER: Don't. 
(The SON is resisting.) 

SON: Let me alone, why are you pulling me about? 
(They hit him and drag him around.) 

MOTHER: Why ... my son ... but ... oh God ... Help! 
POLICE SERGEANT: There are two of you and you cannot manage? (He 

kicks him a few times too.) 
MOTHER: (Shouting) Don't! 

(The POLICE SERGEANT falls on the MOTHER and covers her mouth 
with his hands. He keeps her in that position, while she tries to 
free herself, until they take her son away. When the POLICE SERGEANT 

is sure that the SON is !_afe inside the car, he pushes her on to the 
sofa.) 

POLICE SERGEANT: If you say one word, I'll split your head in half! 
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Understand? Not a word! I'm not going away. I'll go and hide 
somewhere nearby and keep an eye on you. If you dare rouse the 
neighborhood-your older son, doesn't he stay in Nea Ionia Street? 
Over the workshop? Do we understand each other? You are respon
sible. (He leaves her speechless, motionless, shocked and sorrowful! 
He hides his revolver, straightens his hair and tie, and exits.) 
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THE CITY 
A Trilogy of One-Act Plays 

BY LOULA ANAGNOSTAKIS 

THE OVERNIGHT VISITOR 

Characters 

MIMIS 
SOPHIA 
OLD WOMAN 

[A room with badly-matching furniture, whatever has been left behind 
by the various people who have rented it. A divan, a night-table, a side
board, an iron stove. Stage center, a table over which hangs a fringed 
lamp-shade. The light is on. A small shelf, two or three chairs. Various 
paintings on the walls. A door right of center stage. When it is open a 
corridor can be seen outside and the bottom of a staircase leading to the 
upper floors. Another door stage left leads to the kitchen. When the 
curtain is raised we can see the OLD WOMAN with her back to the 
audience, turned toward the shelf. We hear music from a music box. The 
OLD WOMAN turns slowly toward the audience. We can see now that she's 
holding an old table clock from which music is coming. She brings the 
clock slowly to her ear. She smiles faintly. She takes the clock away 
from hear ear and stops the music. She dusts it with a cloth she is 
holding. Then she puts it on the shelf. She begins to dust the furniture 
with slow, careless movements. She turns, looks at the light, raises her 
hand with the cloth a little as if meaning to dust it, changes her mind, 
half closes her eyes and drops her arm. With slow, almost automatic, 
movements she goes to the iron stove and tries to light it. The door 
bell rings. With the same rhythm, she goes and opens the door. Enter 
SOPHIA. She is wearing a heavy topcoat and a kerchief on her head and 
is holding a suitcase and large travelling bag.] 

OLD WOMAN: (With a vague smile and a soft sweet voice.) Good eve
ning, come in. 

SOPHIA: (Without moving. A bit confused.) Who lives here? 
OLD WOMAN: (Unchanging) Come in, he's waiting for you. He's 

waiting for you. (sOPHIA ENTERS.) Have you come from far away? 
(She looks at the suitcases.) Leave your things here. You look tired. 
just a moment, I'll call him. (She exits by the kitchen door. SOPHIA 

37 
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looks around. She takes off her kerchief and shakes her hair. The 
OLD WOMAN enters again with the same demeanor.) 

OLD WOMAN: He'll be here in a minute. I'll be leaving in a moment. 
I've tidied up a bit. I've lit the stove. It'll warm up in no time. 
(She looks around.) It's nice in here. I'm going upstairs. I live on 
-the second floor. With my daughter. We're by ourselves. (She moves 
nearer as if to examine her better.) How pretty you are! My daughter 
is ugly. She stays in her room all the time. She doesn't want to go 
out because she's ugly-she's ugly, poor thing. 
(Enter MIMIS by the kitchen door.) 

MIMIS: (To SOPHIA) Oh, you're here? 
SOPHIA: At last! I thought I'd never find it. 
OLD WOMAN: I'm going. I'm going. (She goes as far as the door, hesitates, 

turns toward them smiling.) My daughter will bake a cake tonight. 
She always bakes a cake on Sundays. They're very tasty. If you wish, 
if you have nothing else to do, come about nine to have some tea 
and try my daughter's baking. (She nods in encouragement.) Do 
come. (She exits.) 

SOPHIA: Who's she? 
MIMIS: (With a vague gesture) An old woman; she lives on the second 

floor. She comes here from time to time pretending to tidy up. So 
you had a hard time finding it? 

SOPHIA: (Irritated) "Hard time" is an understatement. (She looks around 
again.) What a horrible room. You're living at the ends of the 
earth too. And all those narrow streets. A real maze. What an idea 
not to come with you, but having to wait for half an hour and 
then start. 

MIMIS: I didn't want to be seen with you. 
SOPHIA: Do you have to account for yourself to anyone? 
MIMIS: I don't like gossip. People do nothing but gossip. 
SOPHIA: That's why I had to go through trouble like that, m all that 

rain, looking for your house? 
MIMIS: I drew you a map. 
SOPHIA: I don't understand these things. I've no sense of direction. If 

you had at least told me your name, I would have asked someone. 
MIMIS: I hope you didn't. 
SOPHIA: How do you like that? Ask for what? If somebody tall lives 

near here who wears a sweater and looks like such and such ? 
MIMIS: Come on, take off your coat to get it dry. (He bends over the 

stove trying to relight it.) 
SOPHIA: Of course I'll take it off. My coat and my stockings and my 

shoes too. I'm drenched. I sank up to my knees in the mud. (She 
sits in front of the stove and begins to take off her shoes.) How 
come you're staying in this neighborhood? Do you call these streets? 
Why don't they put at least a street light so you can see where 
you're walking? Although I think that your whole city is like your 
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streets. It hasn't made a good impression on me. And tell me, does 
it always rain like that, non-stop? Since I set foot here, this awful 
weather hasn't stopped. Listen, do you have anything I can wear? A 
pajama top maybe? (MIMIS gets up and exits stage left while SOPHIA 
goes on talking.) I don't want to open my suitcase for one night. 
(In the meantime, she has taken off her coat, shoes and stockings. 
She takes a pair of Tyrolean mocassins from her large coat pockets 
and puts them on. MIMIS brings her a woman's robe.) Whose robe 
is that? 

MIMIS: My wife's. H got mixed up in my things. 
SOPHIA: Your wife's? Are you married? 
MIMIS: (He returns to the stove.) I was. 
SOPHIA: (Going near him as she puts on the robe.) Oh, why "was"? Did 

she die? 
MIMIS: We're separated. 
SOPHIA: Divorced? 
MIMIS: (Struggling with the fire.) No. 
SOPHIA: So, you're married. Now I understand the reason for all these 

precautions. You don't think I'll have any trouble I'm not expecting? 
MIMIS: (He turns and looks at her.) What kind of trouble? 
SOPHIA: I don't know. Anything could happen. Maybe your wife has 

got someone to follow you so that the divorce decision will go 
against you. Isn't that how it's usually done? Anyway, if anybody 
saw me coming in, try telling them later how I happened to be here 
in this robe. I'm under age too. Don't forget that. 

MIMIS: Your thoughts are running away with you. 
SOPHIA: Oh, I think of everything. Because if I don't think of every

thing, who's going to do it for me? Well? 
MIMIS: Well, what? There's no reason to worry. No one is going to 

bother you. 
SOPHIA: Are you sure? 
MIMIS: (Angry) Oh, you're too much! What do you want me to do, sign 

you a contract? 
SOPHIA: All right, all right, don't get angry. (She takes her clothes and 

spreads them in front of the stove.) Is this OK? Look, I'll put them 
here to dry. You were right to light the stove. Maybe it's too 
early to light it, but I like the heat. And with so much dampness; 
it goes right through you. Oh, my poor hands are frozen. Do you 
want me to help you? 

MIMIS: It'S all right, it's lit. 
SOPHIA: Fine, we'll warm up a bit. (She stretches her hands over the 

fire.) Tell me, what's your name really? 
MIMIS: Mimis. 
SOPHIA: Mimis what? (He doesn't answer.) I see, you don't want to 

tell me your last name. Despite all you say, you're afraid because 
you're still married. And then, how do I know, maybe it's a lie 
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that you're separated. Maybe your wife is on a trip. And you rented 
this room to entertain in. Oh, no, that's just not possible; you 
wouldn't have furnished it so badly. All the same, I want to make 
one thing clear from the very start: I'm not what you think I am 
just because you asked me to come to your house and I accepted at 
once. I don't like sleeping alone in hotel rooms. I'm fed up with 
them. That's all. Why are you looking at me like that? 

MIMIS: How am I looking at you? 
SOPHIA: Wildly. Do you already regret bringing me here? If you're 

tired of me, I'll go. Just say the word; do you want me to go? 
MIMIS: It's all the same to me. 
SOPHIA: Strange man. (She sits on the bed.) In spite of everything, I 

trust you. Maybe because you seem to be a lot older than me. How 
old are you? Forty? 

MIMIS: Thereabouts. 
SOPHIA: (Moving her legs rhythmically) You see? Of all the men who 

were outside the station, I came up to you and asked you where I 
could spend the night. And when you said: "At my house," I fol
lowed you at once. Still, I could have asked someone younger, 
couldn't I? There was one in a red sweater pretending to read a 
sports paper. He was eating me up with his eyes. When I got up to 
leave, he came after me. I swear. 

MIMIS: He came after you? I hope he didn't follow you here. 
SOPHIA: Oh, no. But what's this? You're really scared! No, no, I didn't 

want any adventures. I gave him a nasty look and he turned back. 
(Smiling) He was sweet. Maybe I made a mistake not to have talked 
to him. What do you say, did I make a mistake? (MIMIS has picked 
up the old clock with the music and is examining it.) 

MIMIS: I didn't hear-what did you say? 
SOPHIA: I can see that. You're absent-minded. (She jumps up.) How 

many rooms do you have? 
MIMIS: Just this one. You've not come to a palace. 
SOPHIA: (Laughing) A palace! This surely is not a room, it's a hallway. 

A nice size, I should say. (She walks stage left.) What's this door? 
MIMIS: It leads to the kitchen and the bathroom. 
SOPHIA: Thank God there's a bathroom. Is there any hot water? 
MIMIS: No. But if you want, I'll warm some up for you. 
SOPHIA: Mmmm. I would like to wash my hair. But, leave it for now. 

Maybe later. I want to rest. So this is the whole house. Did you stay 
here with your wife? 

MIMIS: No, we rented another one, a bit larger. 
SOPHIA: You're poor, eh? That's why she left you? 
MIMIS: Who? 
SOPHIA: Your wife. 
MIMIS: Did I say that she left me? 
SOPHIA: That's what I gathered. What kind of work do you do? 
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MIMIS: Nothing important. 
SOPHIA: In other words? 
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MIMIS: I work in a store. They sell antiques and things like that from 
different parts of the world. Most of them are not worth anything. 
But there are some attractive things as well, like this one. Look. (He 
goes near her and shows her the clock he is holding.) 

SOPHIA: What is it? 
MIMIS: A clock. (He starts the mechanism and music can be heard. 

Both of them listen for a few seconds in silence.) It's all carved by 
hand. Enamel and gold. Made by a master craftsman in the 18th 
century in a village outside Nuremberg. Its mechanism is no good at 
all, of course. 

SOPHIA: Expensive? 
MIMIS: For me, very. (He puts it on the shelf and admires it.) I wanted 

it the moment I saw it. It cost me two salaries. I got it on credit 
of course. 

SOPHIA: And what's this? 
MIMIS: A conch shell from Maracaibo. 
SOPHIA: So big? 
MIMIS: Yes. It's called "Volouto, the Lightning Flash." 
SOPHIA: The Lightning Flash. 
MIMIS: Put it to your ear. Can you hear a sound? 
SOPHIA: A roar. 
MIMIS: Like the roar of the sea, eh ? 
SOPHIA: That's right. There's a wind too. What did you say it was? 
MIMIS: A conch shell. 
SOPHIA: And the knife? 
MIMIS: The knife? No, that doesn't come from the store. Someone gave 

it to me. It's Spanish, from Toledo. 
SOPHIA: (Trying it) Is it sharp? 
MIMIS: (Moving away from her) Do you want a bite to eat? Something 

to drink? (He has gone to the sideboard, opens it, takes out a bottle 
of brandy and a glass.) 

SOPHIA: I'm not hungry right now. I'd like something hot to drink, 
though. (walking about examining her surroundings and the various 
objects.) What have you got? 

MIMIS: Brandy, coffee, tea. 
SOPHIA: Is there any milk? 
MIMIS: Yes. (He drinks the brandy in one gulp.) I'll bring you some. 

(He fills a second glass and exits stage left. SOPHIA, alone, con
tinues examining the room. She shouts to make herself heard.) 

SOPHIA: Doesn't this room have any ventilation? 
MIMIS: (Off stage) Draw back the curtains over the bed. 
SOPHIA: Oh! What a lovely yard! What are these plants called? 
MIMIS: Wisteria. 
SOPHIA: Wisteria? Pretty name. Why don't you leave the shutters open? 
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MIMIS: (He enters with the milk.) I don't want the neighbors to look 
in. Close it. 

SOPHIA: The neighbors? Who else is staying here? 
MIMIS: I don't know. I'm new to this house. 
SOPHIA: I would have known in one day. I like talking to people. (She 

has come to the front. She draws what passes for a curtain.) Oh, 
another window ! What are those lights? 

MIMIS: Old districts. 
SOPHIA: Do you mind if I leave it open for awhile so I can look out? 

(She takes the cup with the milk.) Tomorrow I'll take a walk 
around the city. Since I happen to be here, I'd like to see it. I've 
nothing to lose. I might even like it. That's how I am. At the start, 
everything seems awful to me, then I get used to it. Like this room, 
for example. When I came in I thought: how can he live in here? 
I've got used to it now, that's all. What are you drinking? 

MIMIS: Brandy. 
SOPHIA: Mmmmm. You like your drink, I see. It helps when it's cold, 

eh? In Germany they drink a lot. All kinds of liquor. (She has 
sat on the bed again and is sipping her milk.) I stayed three years 
in Germany. I just came from there. Hmmmm! I'm telling you all 
sorts of things about me and you don't give a damn. But, look, I'm 
carrying all this baggage-don't you want to know why? Well, I 
come from far away. I was there with my mother. You'll tell me, 
how did it happen that two women should find themselves in 
Germany? It's a long story. My father had gone to work there some 
time ago. He left and nothing was heard of him anymore. And 
suddenly, three years ago, we get a letter from him asking us to go 
there. We sold whatever we had-our old furniture, in other words, 
and things like that-and we set off for Germany. But when we 
got to the address he had given us, he had disappeared. The earth 
had opened up and swallowed him and we didn't have any money 
left to come back because we had spent everything looking for him. 
In the end, my mother got a job with some Americans and we got 
stuck. Now, I've come back to Greece again. (She raises her shoul
ders.) In fact, I should go to Athens and stay with an aunt of 
mine. But I'm tired of starting over again. You know something, as 
I told you before, tomorrow I'll take a walk around the city and 
if I like it, I might stay here. I should get a job, though. Will you 
give me some help? 

MIMIS: It's hard to get a job in a small city. 
SOPHIA: At the store where you work, maybe they need a girl? I know 

German and a little English. 
MIMIS: Don't count on it. They don't need more people; they have 

enough. 
SOPHIA: Maybe your boss could recommend me somewhere else. We 

wouldn't lose anything by introducing me to him. Can I come with 
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you tomorrow morning? 
MIMIS: Tomorrow morning? No, I'm not going to work tomorrow 

morning. 
SOPHIA: The day after tomorrow then? 
MIMIS: I won't go then either. I won't be going for some days. I'm on 

vacation. 
SOPHIA: Then let's drop by, to introduce me. 
MIMIS: (Impatiently) No, it's not possible. 
SOPHIA: Don't you want to help me? 
MIMIS: I told you, it's not possible! 
SOPHIA: All right then, snce you're on vacation and have plenty of time, 

you should introduce me to some friend of yours. 
MIMIS: I don't have any friends. 
SOPHIA: I see! You don't want to help me. Are you afraid I might stay 

here and be a burden to you? I thought I told you before, I'm not 
what you take me for. 

MIMIS: I don't take you for anything. 
SOPHIA: Yes, yes, like those girls a man invites to his house to spend 

a few hours who stick to him like leeches. You thought I was like 
those bad girls who get picked up at the cafes in the train stations. 

MIMIS: I didn't think anything. And I don't care either. 
SOPHIA: But I do! My life is as pure as the driven snow. And I don't 

need anybody. I'm not penniless. I have enough money to live for at 
least a month and a half. My mother gave me all her savings. Do 
you understand now? 

MIMIS: (Irritated) I told you, I don't care! And stop complaining for no 
reason. You're annoying. You get on my nerves. 

SOPHIA: Fine. Then I'll go. All you have to do is say it out loud. 
MIMIS: You're repeating yourself! Ever since you came in you've been 

talking about leaving. (Pause) 
SOPHIA: You're right. Perhaps I am annoying. But put yourself in my 

position. I don't know how to act with you. I still don't under
stand what you want from me. I thought that ... 

MIMIS: What did you think? 
SOPHIA: Nothing. (Short pause) I don't hear the rain anymore. Would 

you ... would you like to go for a walk? Good idea, don't you 
think? As I was coming here, I saw a soda fountain nearby. You 
know the one I mean. Shall we go and buy something? 

MIMIS: I don't go to soda fountains. A lot of noise, smoke, everybody 
talking loudly at the same time. 

SOPHIA: Then we'll stay here. The truth is, I love noise-not that I enjoy 
it, but, you see, I get bored otherwise, I don't know what to do. In 
Germany, I was always alone at first. We stayed in a rundown 
hotel. It was just a long narrow corridor with rooms on each side. 
Ours was at the very end, next to the toilet. My mother was away 
all day. I didn't know how to spend my time, I was so lonely, I 
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can't tell you! Listen to what I used to do! I would stand behind 
the door and wait for someone to go to the toilet. And when I 
heard their footsteps outside, I would half-open the door and talk 
to them. "Good evening, how are you?" I'd say. Some stopped and 
said a few words to me; others, though, were embarrassed I had 
caught them going to pass water, they also happened to be wearing 
their pajamas, poor souls, and would run inside fast. (She laughs.) 
All of them were salesmen, from the provinces. Travellers. Only 
we rented by the month. No, that's a lie, one other woman was a 
regular as well. Do you follow me? 

MIMIS: Yes, of course ! 
SOPHIA: She lived at the other end of the corridor. Brrr, whenever I 

think of her, I shiver. She was tall and thin as a rake. She wore a 
faded robe. I can still see her in front of me, with little red flowers 
and her face ... (She gets up.) Listen to this, it's interesting; her 
whole face and head were covered with bandages. You could see 
only her eyes and a little of her mouth. I knew it was her when 
she passed by to go to the toilet from her slippers that made a 
soft swish on the floor and I'd lock myself in at once. I was 
scared, you know. Once I saw her in a nightmare. Do you have 
nightmares? 

MIMIS: Sometimes. 
SOPHIA: What do you see? Tell me. 
MIMIS: The usual things. 
SOPHIA: Oh, tell me. I love listening to things like that. I'm scared but 

I like it. As a child I used to play a game called Fear with the other 
kids. Have you heard of it? 

MIMIS: No. It's the first time I've heard about it. 
SOPHIA: Of course, how could you have? It was my game, I thought of 

it. We would gather in the dark and play who could scare the 
others more; and we would tell stories and more stories and there 
were some kids who couldn't take it and started screaming right off, 
and the others went on with their terrible stories, about monsters 
and spells; and at the end everybody would be screaming; no one 
could hold out to the end; and the grownups would come in and 
scold us. So, will you tell me what kind of nightmares you have? 

MIMIS: I don't remember any. 
SOPHIA: (Excitedly) Come on, please try to remember. 
MIMIS: (Short pause. Then he speaks monotonously.) Well, once I 

dreamed that the house I was renting with my wife had suddenly 
become a passage. 

SOPHIA: (With great excitement.) A passage? 
MIMIS: Yes. By government decree it had become a passage and who

ever wished opened the door, walked across and went out the op
posite side. And me and my wife had no time even to get out of 
bed; we lay there covered to our heads with blankets while all the 
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people kept going by. Someone even pushed our bed aside like a 
feather to make room. 

SOPHIA: That's nothing. If I tell you what I dream you'll die from fear. 
I scream and wake up crying, me who've never really cried. (Pause) 
You drink a lot. 

MIMIS: Eh? 
SOPHIA: I said, you drink a lot. You hooked on it since she left? 
MIMIS: Who left? 
SOPHIA: Your wife. 
MIMIS: Why don't you get off the subject of my wife? 
SOPHIA: OK, don't get angry. 
MIMIS: You like to stick your nose everywhere. 
SOPHIA: I've got to talk about something to pass the time, and you don't 

say much, I do all the talking. Only a quarter past eight. It isn't 
very nice in here. It's chilly too. Do you have any friends? 

MIMIS: Why do you ask? 
SOPHIA: People you know who come to see you? What if the door-bell 

rang ... 
MIMIS: No, I've no one. No one is going to come. 
SOPHIA: Come on now, I don't believe you. Forty years old and you don't 

have any friends? You didn't meet anybody even through your wife? 
MIMIS: My wife's friends were not worth a dime. They bored me. 
SOPHIA: You didn't meet anybody even at the store where you work? 
MIMIS: No one's worth anything. The clerks are busy with their job and 

the customers come, look around, ask something or another and 
then leave. 

SOPHIA: But what do you do all day by yourself? 
MIMIS: Go to work, come home, sleep. 
SOPHIA: And when you're on vacation, like now? 
MIMIS: I go for a walk, if the weather is good. 
SOPHIA: Where to? 
MIMIS: Out, beyond the city, far away. To the castles; you don't know 

about them. It's nice over there. ·I walk a lot; I like walking. I 
climb up high and I look at the city beneath me. The view's great. 
Especially at sunset. 

SOPHIA: And if it rains? 
MIMIS: I stay in and read. 
SOPHIA:What do you read? I don't see any books. 
MIMIS: I keep them in a trunk. Others are here and there. 
SOPHIA: I never read. I don't like reading at all. Whenever I open a 

book, I start thinking about my problems and put it down. The 
same happens when I watch a movie. As soon as it starts, I want to 

1leave. (She jumps up.) 
MIMIS: What's wrong? 
SOPHIA: Nothing. This room-don't you think the light is getting dimmer? 
MIMIS: Maybe it's because of the rain. 
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SOPHIA: What shall we do if there's a blackout? Do you have a candle? 
MIMIS: We'll find something. (Pause. SOPHIA, bored, goes to the window 

and looks out. Suddenly he murmurs absentmindedly): Those 
friends you're talking about-! used to have a lot. 

SOPHIA: (She trtrns toward him without interest.) And what happened to 
them? 

MIMIS: (Unchanging) I don't know. Some left. Others drifted away. I 
haven't seen them in years. We used to meet at a coffee house at 
the Arch. 

SOPHIA: (Unchanging) What Arch do you mean? 
MIMIS: (He turns and looks at her.) The Arch of Galerius. Third century 

A.D. 
SOPHIA: Don't talk to me about history. I don't remember a thing. 
MIMIS: The coffee bouse-The Lovely Moon, that's what it was called. It 

had a half moon hanging at the entrance like a lamp. 
SOPHIA: So you go to coffee houses? 
MIMIS: I'm not talking about now. What I'm telling you happened years 

ago. And The Lovely Moon wasn't like the other coffee houses. It 
had a large mirror on the wall with a wooden frame and post cards 
in its corners-and a photograph of Zara Leander in man's clothes. 

SOPHIA: In Germany the coffee houses have fine furniture ... (She stops 
because MIMIS has already started talking.) 

MIMIS: Everybody used to come there; no one stayed away. They sat next 
to one another in a row-I can see them now-Mi·ltos, E1ias, George, 
Michael, Maria. We used to stay late, very late. The waiter would 
get sleepy. Sometimes he used to come close and listen to our con
versation. He didn't understand much; he was a child. Twelve years 
old. 

SOPHIA: Sometimes I went dancing. Once, but only once, I went to a big 
ball. With a real orchestra. 

MIMIS: The owner didn't like us. We made a lot of noise. He used to 
say, you make a lot of noise, you'll come to a bad end. Time to 
dose. We were always the last to leave. (sOPHIA is looking at him 
now with some interest.) Yes, I used to have a lot of friends. 

SOPHIA: (Short pause) And you don't see them any more, never-ever? 
MIMIS: (Talking to himself) Rarely. About a year ago I bumped into one 

of them in the street. I recognized him at once; he didn't recognize 
me. I had to tell him my name for him to remember me. (SOPHIA 
moves away from the window; she comes to an old mirror in a 
gold frame hanging stage right. She looks at herself in it.) He's 
very successful. He has made money. It's a mystery how he managed. 
He opened a nightclub by the sea. The. best people go there every 
night. (SOPHIA puts her face close to tht! mirror and primps.) He 
was very glad, he said, to have seen me. He doesn't see anybody 
from the old bunch either. He told me that one of the girls met 
him outside his home, but she pretended not to have. seen him. 
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This upset him a lot. Maria. Her name was Maria then, that's what 
we all knew her as. 

SOPHIA: I knew someone whose name was Maria and they called her 
Mara. 

MIMIS: She had changed, he said, for the worse. Her hair was white, 
she was badly dressed. He was very sorry to see her in that state, but 
most of all he was sorry because she avoided him. And he told me 
that he was not happy. His wife cannot bear him children, and also 
she has a disease and her sweat smells. It's real misery to sleep 
with her. 

SOPHIA: (She moves away from the mirror.) It's only eight·thirty. 
MIMIS: (Suddenly angry) What on earth do you want? You move all 

over the place the whole time! Sit in one place! 
SOPHIA: It would have been better not to have come here tonight. Yes, 

much better! What the hell! I would have spent a week's money 
and rented a room in an expensive hotel. These hotels are really 
something. I'd have gone to the lobby to watch the people. But now, 
I'm here, it's done, it's too late. How could I go anywhere in this 
rain? I'd never manage to get out of these tiny streets and reach 
the center. 

MIMIS: But why do you want to leave? 
SOPHIA: I don't like it here! That's why! Something is weighing me 

down. I'm bored! What's more, you're bored with me, I can see 
that. You don't pay any attenrion to me. You either speak to your
self or you shut up. I don't understand why you invited me since you 
were bored with me from the first moment. And this light is getting 
dimmer all the time. I feel like going out on the staircase and 
knocking at a door, any dobr! Do you know that it's dinner time? 
In the other apartments they'll be getting ready to sit at table. 

MIMIS: I asked you before and you said you weren't hungry. 
SOPHIA: You know very weH what I mean and I can't enjoy eating and 

seeing you look so miserable. I've got it! I'll go to the second floor. 
That's right! I'll knock at that woman's door who invited us to 
have tea with her daughter. 

MIMIS: Stay where you are. You can't go to her part of the house. 
SOPHIA: I can. Of course I can. They'll be glad to see me. I'll tell them: 

I came to keep you company. 
MIMIS: I told you, you can't. 
SOPHIA: Is that what you think? WeH, I'm going. (She rips off her 

robe. MIMIS tries to stop her.) 
MIMIS: Don't 'be :ridiculous. 
SOPHIA: I'm going, I'm going, I'm going! (MIMIS grabs her by the arm.) 

Leave me alone, you're hurting me. I'll go for an hour or so and I'll 
come back, alright? 

MIMIS: I told you you can't go. Listen, that woman is crazy. 
SOPHIA:. What do you mean crazy? 
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MIMIS: Crazy, how do they call it, insane. 
SOPHIA: You're just saying that; I don't believe you. 
MIMIS: Everybody in the building knows about her. First of all she doesn't 

have a daughter; she never had a daughter. 
SOPHIA: I don't understand you. 
MIMIS: (He draws back. He takes his glass again.) She had a son whom 

they killed right in front of her in the Occupation and she lost her 
mind, you understand now? She's forgotten all about her dead son 
and since then she thinks she has a daughter who goes around the 
house entertaining, baking cakes. 

SOPHIA: (Uncertain) It's not possible; you're making fun of me. 
MIMIS: I'm telling you, everybody knows about her. She goes from one 

apartment to another, bothering people. 
SOPHIA: (She sits mechanically on the divan.) You shouldn't have told 

me this. You've depressed me. 
MIMIS: You shouldn't have gone on so much. 
SOPHIA: Well! Just think! If it's like that, then, I'm better off here. 

There it goes again-it dimmed. 
MIMIS: What? 
SOPHIA: The light. 
MIMIS: YOU imagined it. 
SOPHIA: Did they kill a lot of people then, eh? In the Ocrupation? I 

wasn't even born then. You must have been a young man. What did 
you do? Did the people have a rough time? 

MIMIS: It depends. 
SOPHIA: What do you mean, it depends? 
MIMIS: Some did, others not. 
SOPHIA: What about you? 
MIMIS: I was studying electrical engineering. 
SOPHIA: Oh! And you didn't finish? 
MIMIS: No. 
SOPHIA: Then? 
MIMIS: What do you mean, then? There's no then about it. 
SOPHIA: What did you do then? How did you spend all these years? Why 

did you quit studying? · 
MIMIS: Bad luck. (He gets more excited.) 
SOPHIA: You know what? You never give.me proper answers, no matter 

what I ask. We can't have a conversation like that. (She jumps up.) 
I'm bored. You bore me! 

MIMIS: Stop jumping around the way you do. 
SOPHIA: I'm leaving, I don't care. 
MIMIS: You'll stay here as we agreed and tomorrow morning you'll take 

your suitcase and off you go. There's your bed, go to sleep if you 
want. I'll go inside. 

SOPHIA: I'm not sleepy. But what on earth do you want? What kind of 
man are you? Are you in your right mind? Except if . . . Fine, I'll 
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stay, but we'll talk. You hear? I'm not a thing that you can bring 
here and then leave in the corner ! We' 11 talk! 

MIMIS: What's there to talk about? 
SOPHIA: Plenty. First of all, why did you separate from your wife? 
MIMIS: It's a complicated story. 
SOPHIA: There we go again, you never answer me properly. How many 

years were you together? 
MIMIS: Ten. 
SOPHIA: Ugh. She must have been ugly, eh? 
MIMIS: How did you ever get that idea? 
SOPHIA: Yes! Ugly and old. That's what fits with you. Do you know 

how I imagine her? With uncombed hair, tiny eyes and a bird-like 
nose! 

MIMIS: Not at all, she was very pretty. 
SOPHIA: She was ugly, ugly! It's not possible for a pretty woman to 

wear a robe like this. Pretty women wear lace and ruffles. She must 
have been old too, eh ? A hundred years old ! 

MIMIS: We were the same age. 
SOPHIA: You see! I was !light, she was old! And bad-tempered and crazy 

and a miser, yes, above all a miser! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! (She 
runs amok; she leaps about him.) What an awful life you two must 
have had. If I had known you, I'd never have stepped into your 
house to visit you. I would loathe even the coffee you'd have offered 
me. The cups must have had plenty of fngerprints. 

MIMIS: Stop your nonsense. What has come over you? 
SOPHIA: You're getting angry, eh? Listen, do you want to play a game? 

Just to pass the time. I'll pretend to be your wife. (She ruffles her hair 
and lets it fall over her forehead. She walks clumsily.) And you my 
husband. Come on, tell me what you did when you were together; 
what did you say to each other? 

MIMIS: Stop it, I tell you; are you out of your mind? 
SOPHIA: (In a hissing voice) Why did you leave her? Tell me, tell me. 

Did you catch her with somebody else or did she catch you? 
MIMIS: Neither. I simply wasn't cut out for married life. I wasn't cut 

out for anything-anything. And I'm telling you again, stop it. 
I'm not in the mood to talk about it. 

SOPHIA: You're not, because it doesn't suit you. It doesn't suit you to say 
what went on between you. I can just see you in front of me. You 
must have been like those couples that swear at each other all day, 
beat each other up and then put on their best clothes and go for a 
walk. But one day one of you couldn't take it any more and left, 
am I right? Tell me who left first? 

MIMIS: I did. But it wasn't like you said. I left because I wanted to be 
alone. Do you understand? Ten years is enough. 

SOPHIA: Alone so you could live your filthy: life and feel free to bring 
in any woman you wanted. 
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MIMIS: I don't bring women in. You're the first woman to step into this 
house since I rented it, about a month ago. And I didn't bring you 
for what you think either. 

SOPHIA: What for then? (Pause) Why did you invite me to sleep here 
tonight? 

MIMis:· I don't know. I don't know. Don't ask me. Maybe because I felt 
sorry for you suddenly. 

SOPHIA: I don't believe you. 
MIMIS: You're right. Maybe I wanted to see how it: feels to have a 

human being near you. All the time I lived shut up here, I didn't 
see anybody. 

SOPHIA: (In a hissing voice) Why did you live shut up? What's wrong 
with you? Are you afraid of something? For a moment, it crossed 
my mind that you've done something bad and you're hiding. 

MIMIS: (He goes on without paying attention to her.) For a month now 
I've been doing whatever came into my head. From the very first 
moment I came here I thought: at last I'm alone, within four walls, 
without having anybody to check up on me. You can behave any 
way you want when you're alone. Do crazy things. Walk on all 
fours; there's no one to see. One day I ate sitting on the floor and 
another using my fingers, without knife and fork. I had a great time. 

SOPHIA: How distasteful! I can't listen to any more from you. (She walks 
around the room, distressed.) My God, how unlucky I've always 
been, how unlucky! I've never met anybody worthwhile, man or 
woman. 

MIMIS: (Following her) Listen, listen to me. 
SOPHIA: (Unchanging) I went far away. Other people hear of Germany 

and tell you "how nice," but for me everything went wrong. 
MIMis: Will you let me finish? My wife used to play the piano. She 

loved it. She was crazy about it and studied for hours. 
SOPHIA: Who cares? 
MIMIS: As long as we lived in her father's house, a place with a lot of 

rooms, it was all right. It was a beautiful house. In its own grounds. 
Her father had money. 

SOPHIA: Oh, why didn't you tell me before? Your wife was rich! You 
married her for her money! 

MIMIS: But we had a fight with her parents and rented a small apart
ment in a condominium for reasons of economy. But it wasn't so 
easy. 

SOPHIA: Aha! As long as you sponged on your father-in-law, it was fine. 
MIMIS: Don't interrupt, it wasn't like that. The other occupants, the 

neighbors around, complained in the end. You see my wife was 
· forced to do the housework by herself now; she had to do the 
shopping, the cooking. She had no time during the day, she's a 
slow worker too, and she practiced at night. She began, let's say, 
at ten and finished at one, or two. ·But people wanted to sleep. 
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So in order for us not to get thrown out, and it's not easy to move 
with a piano, she practiced during the day and did all the work 
at night. 

SOPHIA: She was cuckoo. 
MIMIS: You're right! Put yourself in my shoes, please. All day she banged 

on the piano. I told you that the apartment was small, almost as 
small as this room, and then at night-Oh, God! Night is for going 
to bed and sleeping. The best time of your life. But how could I 
close my eyes when I could feel her moving around like a ghost 
from the kitchen to the dining room, putting out the plates and 
the pans, with the water running and the smell from the cooking 
hitting my nostrils? 

SOPHIA: (She sits down, tired, and sighs.) You're not going to tell me 
that you left your home because your wife played the piano! 

MIMIS: Of course not, not for that reason. She was a woman like all the 
rest. I could have put up with her like everything else. 

SOPHIA: Then why? Why? 
(Pause. MIMIS withdraws and picks up his glass again.) 

MIMIS: (With quiet tension) Because he came-the young man. He came 
again and again. He knew where he could find me. 

SOPHIA: What young man? What are you talking about? 
MIMIS: It was evening-around eight-1 had just come back from work. 

I was at the window; I was watching the kids playing in the square. 
I wasn't thinking of anything; I was smoking. I felt tired, terribly 
tired. My legs hurt at the joints-they always hurt when the weather 
changes, here, low down, and at the knees. At one point my wife 
came in and turned on the light. She was carrying a load of clothes 
and began to fold them so as to iron them. And then suddenly, 
the door-bell rang. I got up and went to open the door. It was him. 

SOPHIA: Who? 
MIMIS: Him, I tell you. The young man ! He stood at the door. "I've 

come from your brother in hospital," he said. "I don't have a 
brother in hospital," I told him. "I don't have a brother, period." 
"No, that's not the answer," he said. "The password, remember the 
password." 

SOPHIA: What password, what answer? 
MIMIS: The answer was: "The Lovely Moon coffee house stays open till 

morning." 
SOPHIA: I don't understand a thing. 
MIMIS: "I don't understand a thing," I said then, "you must be looking 

for someone else." "I don'il: have much time," he said. "Miltos is 
here. Miltos. And he wants all of you old-timers." He said: "You, 
old-timers." Do you hear? "You, old-timers." "My name is Di
mitrios Kiossopoulos," I answered. "This is my wife. I work at a 
store with objects d' art on a percentage basis. I don't know what 
you mean." "Very well. I'U come back," he said, upset. "I under-
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stand, you can't talk right now. But think about it; I'll come back." 
SOPHIA: (She gets up holding her head.) I'd like a bite to eat. I'm 

hungry and I'm getting sleepy. 
MIMIS: (He follows her.) And he did come back. This time to the store 

and with him was Maria. Her hair had almost turned white. The 
young man talked again about Miltos. He said: "MiHos was away 
for twenty years. Miltos was lost for twenty years. He missed twenty 
years, but now something must be done about it." And Maria was 
looking me in the eye. And I said: "What do you think I got 
from it? I'm only a petty clerk." "We're not trying to find out who 
is responsible," said Maria. "But I am," I said. "My wife is tor
menting me. Once a week, I take her to the movies and every Satur
day night we eat a:t the local taverna. She suffers from stomach
aches and makes me get up in the middle of the night to bring her 
pills from the pharmacy. What kind of life is this? I'm asking you, 
what kind of life is this? It's no life at all. Then, leave me alone." 

SOEHIA: I'm hungry. My stomach hurts. 
MIMIS: "We'll come back tomorrow," was 'the answer, (In a whisper) 

I'll leave, I said to myself then, I'll leave my house and the store 
and you won't find me anywhere. 

SOPHIA: Look, bring me something to eat or tell me where it is and I'll 
get it myself. 

MIMIS: (Fiercely) Shut up! 
SOPHIA: Some milk at least, some warm milk and bread. 
MIMIS: Shut up, I said! 
SOPHIA: You've kept me here by force and now you let me go hungry. 

Bring me something to eat. 
MIMIS: (He walks toward her.) What did you say? 
SOPHIA: Bring me something to eat. (She draws back.) 
MIMIS: Say that again! 
SOPHIA: (Scared) Why are you looking at me like that? I didn't say 

anything wrong. (She draws back.) What are you going to do to 
me, eh? I'll scream. 

MIMIS: I'm looking at you. 
SOPHIA: I'll scream. 
MIMIS: I'm looking at you. 
SOPHIA: Why are you looking at me? 
MIMIS: I want to see how it feels to have a person next to you again, to 

share your room and tire you with her senseless chatter, to be cold 
or warm, to want to open the window, to go for a walk, to be 
hungry. (He starts to walk toward her.) 

SOPHIA: (She draws back.) Are you crazy or drunk? 
MIMIS: Now I understand why I brought you here! To see you leave. We 

spent an hour together. We'll spend more hours till midnight. Then 
you'll. sleep till morning, you'll move around a little more in your 
robe, you'll go to the bathroom, you'll make some noise, you'll 



The Overnight Visitor 53 

flush the cistern, you'll ask me a dozen times: "Is it still raining?" 
or "Has the rain stopped?" You'll ask: "Why did you leave your 
wife? Why didn't you finish school?" ... 

SOPHIA: Don't come near me. 
MIMIS: ..• "What are we going to eat today? What's your salary? How 

much rent do you pay? What did you do in the Occupation? How 
did you spend all these years?" You'll ask and ask, but in the end 
you'll take your suitcase and close the door behind you and this 
room will become mine once more; no one will come here, no one 
will find me, they'll never find me, never. 

SOPHIA: Don't come near me, you're crazy! 
MIMIS: Twenty years are too long; I can't go through it again. 
SOPHIA: Don't you dare touch me; I'm under age. 
MIMIS: Now you know everything. 
SOPHIA: You'll have to deal with the law. 
MIMIS: Now you know everything. 
SOPHIA: I'll scream. 
MIMIS: Don't scream. I'm not going to hurt you. 
SOPHIA: Help! 
MIMIS: (He shakes her.) I'm not going to hurt you. 
SOPHIA: He ... (The door-bell rings. Both of them remain motionless.) 

The door-bell. 
MIMIS: Does any body know you came here tonight? 
SOPHIA: No. 

(The door-bell rings again persistently. Pause. They look at each 
other. Then MIMIS, greatly upset but determinedly, goes and opens 
the door. Enter the OLD WOMAN. As always, she is sweet, calm and 
gentle, only this time she is not smiling.) 

OLD WOMAN: Is anything wrong? I heard voices. I'm sorry to bother you 
so late. But please, don't make noise. (MIMIS and SOPHIA look at 
her, exhausted from the previous scene.) I'm alone and I got scared. 
I'm alone. My daughter went to sleep early tonight. She locked 
herself in her room and went to sleep. You see, she's very unhappy. 
No one ever comes to see her. No one asks her out. It's better when 
she sleeps. Otherwise she sits in a corner and cries her eyes out. 
That's why I'm asking you not to make any noise. You'll wake her 
up. Shhhhh. Quiet. (She inclines her head slightly.) Goodnight. 
(She exits.) 

SOPHIA: (Suddenly she covers her face with her hands; she's not crying.) 
I just can't bear this woman running around in here. (MIMIS turns 
and looks at her. It's as if he is seeing her for the first time.) 

MIMIS: I'll fix you something to eat. 
SOPHIA: (She removes her hands from her face. She is trying to calm 

down.) I'm not hungry any more. (She gets up and takes a few 
steps aimlessly. MIMIS keeps looking at her.) 

MIMIS: Are you going to stay? 
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SOPHIA: I can't go. I lied to you when I said I had money. I have only 
enough for my ticket to Athens. (Pause) 

MIMIS: Are you sure you don't want a bite to eat? 
SOPHIA: I'm very sleepy. I'm tired from the tri:p. 
MIMIS: Fine. There's your bed. I'll sleep in the kitchen. 
SOPHIA: Maybe ... would you prefer to sleep here? I'll go inside. 
MIMIS: No. Goodnight. 

(He exits. SOPHIA remains alone. She begins to make the bed 
slowly. Suddenly she falls on the floor and begins to sob loudly.) 

CURTAIN 
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KIM ON 
ELIZABETH 
THE PHOTOGRAPHER 

[A room. It is late afternoon and getting dark fast. At this point, the 
room is dimly lit by the scant light coming through the window. In the 
semi-darkness a man-KlMON-is sitting motionless in a comfortable 
armchair. He is about 30 years old, slim, tall, handsome. Pause. ELIZABETH 

is returning home; she unlocks the door, enters without noticing KlMON 

and turns on a table lamp-Suddenly ... } 

KIM ON: Elizabeth! 
ELIZABETH: (Startled) Oh! (She turns on the second table lamp.) Have 

you been sitting here? 
KIM ON: Of course. Where else? 
ELIZABETH: I thought you would have been in the bedroom. 
KIM ON: I haven't been near the bedroom. 
ELIZABETH: Were you sitting here all the time? 
KIMON: Yes. 
ELIZABETH: Why didn't you talk to me the moment I came in? You 

frightened me. 
KIMON: I'm sorry. I didn't mean to frighten you. 
ELIZABETH: This mania of yours for suddenly appearing before me is 

intolerable. 
KIMON: I told you, I didn't mean to frighten you. 
ELIZABETH: Intolerable. I can't stand it. The other day you came into the 

kitchen and stood behind me without my noticing you. I almost 
fainted when I turned and suddenly saw you before me. 

KIM ON: I thought you heard me. Why should I have sneaked into the 
kitchen? 

ELIZABETH: How should I know? 
KIM ON: There was no reason to sneak in. 
ELIZABETH: Your shoes don't make any noise. 
KIMON: I put rubber soles on them. You told me that noise bothers you. 
ELIZABETH: Noise, noise. How much noise can a man make when he's 

walking? I had big noises in mind. The noise an airplane makes. 
KlMON: No planes pass over here. 
ELIZABETH: Or the noise of cars, motorcycles, radios. 
KlMON: You chose an apartment right in the middle of the city. So don't 

complain. 

55 
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ELIZABETH: I'm not complaining. I like to have people around me. (She 
goes to the window and opens the mrtains.) I like it here. The 
square with the fountain in the middle, the movie house, the shops 
with their brightly-lit windows, the church. I'm tired of travelling. 
I'm tired of trains, hotels, luggage. 

KIM ON: Not again, please. 
ELIZABETH: All right. Not again. (Short pause) What did you do all 

afternoon? 
.KIMON: I flipped through books, magazines ... 
ELIZABETH: You know very well you shouldn't read. Your eyes are in 

bad condition. 
KIMON: There's nothing wrong with my eyes. They're fine. 
ELIZABETH: If you go on like this, you'll go blind. 
KIM ON: I wonder how that idea came into your head. 
ELIZABETH: The sun bothers you. The air bothers you. We should call 

a doctor. Tomorrow, I'll call a doctor to examine you. 
KIMON: If you do any such thing, I'll leave at once. 
ELIZABETH: Please, I beg you, why don't you listen to me? If only to 

please me, stop reading for a while. Why don't you take a walk? 
KIMON: The weather is terrible. It's windy and raining. 
ELIZABETH: Every day you find the same excuse to stay in. 
KIMON: Every day it's windy and raining. Am I wrong? 
ELIZABETH: It's a month today since we came to this city. And not once 

have you shown the curiosity to go out for a walk. After all it's my 
city! I grew up here. If you had just a little curiosity, you'd have 
tried to know it. 

.KIM ON: Why should I get to know it? All these cities look the same. 
And this one's worse than the others. Don't argue. You told me 
yourself. You told me that most of the time it rains and the streets 
are covered with mud. And then the sun comes out and it gets 
windy and the dust blinds you, makes you cough, sticks to your 
clothes, your hands get sticky, your mouth gets sticky, you get 
mouthfuls of dust. Didn't you say so? 

ELIZABETH: That's not all I said. 
KIMON: That's what I remember. And now let's change the subject. Tell 

me, what did you do all day? 
ELIZABETH: What did you expect me to do? I went out-! walked. 
KIM ON: In the rain? 
ELIZABETH: The rain stopped a long time ago. 
KIMON: You should be careful; it's humid. 
ELIZABETH: (Shivering) I'm warmly dressed. What's more, I like walk

ing-in any weather. Haven't you noticed? 
KIMON: Yes, now that you mention it. (Short pause) 
ELIZABETH: (Quietly) I wonder what you have ever noticed about me. 

You don't pay the slightest attention to me. If some day I don't 
come home, you won't even notice. What time do I come back 
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every evening? Don't tell me. You don't know. Yet, I always come 
at eight. How old am I? You don't know that either. You never 
asked me. 

KIMON: I'd like you to tell me how you spent your day. 
ELIZABETH: I told you, I walked. I went as far as the Governor's 

Square. Have you heard of it? 
KIMON: No. You've never mentioned it before. 
ELIZABETH: They call it that because in the old days the General 

Administration used to be there, but now it's the City Hall. A 
long, narrow brown building with a row of little green windows. 
In front of it there's an open space where children play. They've 
been playing there for years. They say: "Let's go play at Gov
ernor's Square." Only it was almost dark when I got there. 

KIM ON: Still, the days are getting longer. 
ELIZABETH: I don't like walking alone in places where children play 

when it's getting dark. Can you understand that? Their voices in 
the dark prey on my mind. I remember my childhood. I don't 
like remembering. 

KIMON: Neither do I. You were talking about the square. 
ELIZABETH: Yes, the square. On the right there's a steep road. I 

hadn't been there for years. It hasn't changed much. At the 
corner there's a barber shop. "The Renaissance," that's what it's 
called, and next to it, as soon as you turn, an old pink apartment 
building. 

KIMON: Did you say pink? I don't think there are houses of that 
color here. 

ELIZABETH: How do you know? You've never been out. You stay in 
all day. 

KIMON: (He gestures toward the window.) What about what's out there? 
ELIZABETH: From here you can see only the main square. 
KIMON: To get to this house from the port, we crossed almost the 

whole city. And the buildings we saw were either gray or black. 
ELIZABETH: They looked like that because it was foggy. There are 

multicolored buildings and yellow and blue and white and pink. 
(Pause. Turning toward Kimon.) You know, in that pink building 
lived someone who was once in love with me. (Short pause) I used 
to go in the afternoons and meet him. I would stand for awhile in 
front of the barber shop and wait for his mother to leave. His 
mother went out every afternoon at the same time. I used to 
watch her leave. She always had on a black coat and a green hat. 
Are you listening? 

KIMON: I am. 
ELIZABETH: I used to climb up the stairs trying not to make noise so 

the neighbors wouldn't hear me. But there was someone who al
ways took notice of me. An Armenian who used to half-open his 
door and look out. My friend would pull me in fast. He used to 
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give me sweetened quince made by his grandmother. She made it 
with doves and almonds and it was delicious. (Short pause). We 
would lie on a large divan with a gold cover and a long brown 
fringe. He would want to caress me, but I wouldn't let him. I 
played with the fringe. I braided it. "You don't love me," he used 
to complain. "I wait for you, I count the hours, the minutes." Are 
you listening? 

KIMON: Yes. 
ELIZABETH: I don't think you're listening at all. (Short pause) When it 

got completely dark we used to go to the roof. He showed me in 
the distance the old districts and the castles surrounding them. Have 
you ever seen those castles ? 

KIMON: You can't see them from the window. 
ELIZABETH: No, you can't see them from the window. Only from high 

up, very high up. In the old days those castles used to be the city 
forts. Now they're prisons. 

KIM ON: Prisons. 
ELIZABETH: Yes, dank, dark prisons. 
KIMON: What did you do on !'he roof? 
ELIZABETH: We looked from it. He would point his finger at a par

ticular spot. "There," he used to say, "over there, at dawn they shoot 
those condemned to death." I didn't understand why he insisted on 
telling me this every night and point with his finger toward the 
north. Then we lost track of each other and one day I read his 
name in the paper. He was among those condemned to death and 
had been executed at dawn. Isn't that strange? 

KIMON: What's strange? 
ELIZABETH: You're not paying attention. I've been talking to you all this 

time and you're not paying attention. No one has ever paid real at
tention to me. 

KIMON: Listen. What's the purpose of running around the streets every 
day? These walks are wearing you out. 

ELIZABETH: No one has paid real attention to me. Would you like me to 
tell you how it was when I was little? Eight years old? 

KIMON: Please calm down. You don't have to tell me anything. Anyhow, 
it's time for supper. 

ELIZABETH: (Unchanging) I used to come home from school and my 
room would still be in a mess. The bed would be unmade just the 
way I left it. No one, but no one, cared enough to make it for me. 
I was afraid to lay on the crumpled sheets because once I had found 
between them two dead cockroaches my brother had put there to 
frighten me. 

KIM ON: I'd like to have something to eat. 
ELIZABETH: (Her irritation becoming greater.) And when I was ten years 

old everybody went out at night; they used to leave me all by 
myself. Across the street lived some old ladies. I didn't know how 
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to pass the time so I used to watch them. I watched the old ladies. 
That was my entertainment. 

KIM ON: What's in the packages ? 
ELIZABETH: One of them had yellow skin and long hair just like a witch; 

she never left the window so I eventually believed she was painted 
on the glass and then another one used to come in and light the 
night lamp. 

KIMON: Stop it. 
ELIZABETH: They also had a sideboard with mirror and that night 

lamp used to cast shadows on the mirror-there were shadows every
where, enormous shadows, and I was frightened. 

KIMON: Stop it, stop it, I tell you (Pause) 
ELIZABETH: You were saying you were hungry. 
KIMON: It's eight-thirty. 
ELIZABETH: In this package there's cold chicken. 
KIMON: Mmmmmm. 
ELIZABETH: Lobster with mayonnaise, asparagus salad ... 
KIMON: Asparagus? 
ELIZABETH: The other one is a bottle of champagne. 
KIMON: Did you say champagne? And asparagus? Why are you being 

so formal? Elizabeth! (He passes in front of her.)You're hiding 
something! 

ELIZABETH: I'll put the flowers in water. 
KIMON: What? You got flowers? 
ELIZABETH: Do you like them? 
KIMON: They smell nice. 
ELIZABETH: They're roses. The photographer gave them to me. 
KIM ON: The photographer? 
ELIZABETH: Well yes, you know, the one who has a studio downstairs, at 

the entrance to the building. He always asks me about you. He 
worries that he never sees you. He's very polite and they say he takes 
beautiful photographs. 

KIMON: You've already had the time to ... 
ELIZABETH: They say he uses new techniques and the results are fantastic. 
KIMONS This sudden enthusiasm of yours ... 
ELIZABETH: If you want, we could go down some day and have our 

picture taken. 
KIMON: Elizabeth, you're hiding something. (Pause) 
ELIZABETH: (Quietly) I invited him to have dinner with us tonight. 
KIMON: Oh, no, no, no! Never. (His voice shows despair.) 
ELIZABETH: (Unchanging) He'll he here any minute now. 
KIMON: Not again. I can't stand it any more. Last week it was the 

pharmacist. 
ELIZABETH: So? What did he do wrong? 
KIMON: You said he reminded you of your friend. You know, the one 

from the pink building. 
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ELIZABETH: Yes. There was something in his voice. And the way he 
looked. 

KIMON: And the week before that, the bookseller. I'll go mad! 
ELIZABETH: Oh, yes, Anaonis. He has the largest bookshop hereabouts. 
KIMON: Andonis? But he told us his name was George. 
ELIZABETH: No, no. His name was Andonis, I remember clearly. We 

were always together, the three of us. In the old days. My friend, 
Andonis and I. I remembered him at once. I bet he would've re
membered me too, but you didn't let him. You behaved badly that 
night. 

KIMON: (After a pause) Elizabeth. Admit it. He-what's-his-name, 
Andonis-

ELIZABETH: (Absent-minded) Yes, yes. Andonis. At least that's what 
we knew him as then. 

KIMON: •.. I thought you saw him for the first time the day before 
yesterday. 

ELIZABETH: Listen. The photographer will be here any minute now. 
KIMON: I'm telling you, I can't stand it any more. 
ELIZABETH: This time, it won~t be like the others. 
KIMON: I don't believe you! 
ELIZABETH: I'll do whatever I can to ... 
KIMON: Exactly-you'll do whatever you can. 
ELIZABETH: I beg you, I want you .to be nice to him. 
KIMON: No way! 
ELIZABETH: (Tearfully) I implore you, for the last time. 
KIMON: This is torture! My life is torture! 
ELIZABETH: For the last time. 
KIM ON: Very well. Open the door. 
ELIZABETH: I didn't hear the door-bell. 
KIMON: Open it, I tell you. He's outside. What time did you ask him 

to come? 
ELIZABETH: Around eight-thirty. 
KIMON: Well, he's outside. He's standing there waiting till it's eight

thirty so he can ring the door-bell. I know these types very well. 
ELIZABETH: You're running down a man you haven't even met. 
KIMON: I know him very well. Do we or don't we stay in the same 

house? 
ELIZABETH: That doesn't mean anything. You've never seen him. Any

how, we're not staying in the same house. Only his studio is at the 
entrance. 

KIM ON: I'm telling you, I know him well. Right now he's behind there 
listening to everything we're saying. 

ELIZABETH: Oh, God! You're getting irritated again without any reason. 
KIMON: Actually he should get up and go. But he won't go. He'll wait 

for the time to come to pay his visit. He has no self-respect. 
ELIZABETH: Every time some one steps into this house, you get so upset. 
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KIMON: I'm bored with the same thing every time. 
ELIZABETH: Perhaps that damned eye disease of yours is the problem. 
KIMON: My eyes are fine. I can even see in the dark. 

61 

ELIZABETH: (Gently) Oh, yes, that's it. I understand very well why 
you're panicking. 

KIM ON: Panicking? What are you talking about? 
ELIZABETH: My darling, you're afraid that ... 
KIM ON: What? 
ELIZABETH: I don't dare say it, it's terrible. 
KIMON: Say it! Say it! 
ELIZABETH: You're afraid that one day you'll want to turn on the light ... 
KIMON: Yes ... 
ELIZABETH: And the light will already be on. (Pause) 
KIM ON: Elizabeth? 
ELIZABETH: Yes, darling. 
KIM ON: Why do you insist on acting out these charades? 
ELIZABETH: What charades, darling? 
KIMON: There's absolutely nothing (the door-bell rings) wrong with 

my eyes. 
ELIZABETH: The door-bell, darling. 
KIM ON: I've never been so healthy. 
ELIZABETH: It's better if you open the door, it would be more welcoming. 
KIMON: Please, don't concern yourself about me. 
ELIZABETH: (Anxiously) Come on now, please, open up. He'll only ring 

again. There. (The door-bell rings again.) Stop tormenting me for 
heaven's sake. (They look at each other, then ELIZABETH speaks in 
a whisper.) I'll put the flowers in water. (KIMON remains alone. He 
hesitates for a few seconds, then goes and opens the door. Enter 
the PHOTOGRAPHER.) 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Good evening. I'm in the right apartment, I suppose. 
KIM ON: Are you the photographer? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes. 
KIM ON: With the studio at the entrance to the building? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Thafs right. 
KIMON: Come in then. We were expecting you. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: I hope I'm not being a nuisance. 
KIMON Not at all. We enjoy having people to our place. Elizabeth and 

I always have visitors. Elizabeth! She'll be here in a minute. I think 
she went to change. (Suddenly lowering his voice-with anxiety.) 
Are you really a photographer? 

PHOTOGRAPHER: But of course! 
KIMON: You're not a doctor? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: A doctor? How did you get that idea? 
KIMON: I don't know. I like doctors. They're cute, with their solemn 

faces and white coats. I've always envied them. So, you're not, let's 
say, a pathologist? 
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PHOTOGRAPHER: Of course not. 
KIM ON: A psychiatrist? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: I assure you ... 
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KIM ON: An eye doctor? Tell me, I beg you, are you an ophthalmologist ? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Look, why are you so persistent? 
KIMON: It's no use hiding it from me. I'll soon work it out. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Really, I don't understand why ... 
KIMON: Very well, I believe you. (He bends close to him.) Can you 

keep a secret? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Of course. 
KIMON: (In a whisper.) Elizabeth ... (He looks around.) It's about 

Elizabeth. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes? (Enter ELIZABETH.) 
KIMON: (In a whisper) Later. 
ELIZABETH: At last! I was afraid you weren't coming. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: But it's only eight-thir.ty. 
ELIZABETH: Yes, but I was afraid. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Why would I not come? I was so pleased at your in-

vitation. 
KIM ON: Elizabeth was very anxious that you should come. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: (Timidly to ELIZABETH) I could never imagine that ... 
KIMON: Courage, friend, courage. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: That a woman like you ... 
KIM ON: A beautiful woman like you ... 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes, certainly, a beautiful woman like you would be 

anxious that I should come. I'm afraid, however, I am pained to 
say that I will disappoint (turning toward KIMON) both of you. 
I'm not used to visiting people because, how can I put it, they 
don't often invite me. People usually get bored with me. 

KIMON: But that's impossible, you must be mistaken. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: I wish I were. But, alas, I'm convinced that's the way 

it is. The only reaction I cause is indifference and boredom. (While 
he is talking~ he turns, first to one, then the other, always keeping 
his eyes on the floor.) After two minutes, five at the most, no one 
wants to continue a conversation with me. They forget me-it's like 
I don't exist. And if I get up the courage to approach someone and 
speak to him, my words fall into a void. I can't get their attention 
back with anything, anything. Then I get up and leave, never to 
return. Because, naturally, they never invite me a second time. 
(Pause) Believe me, I'm miserable right now. I find it extremely 
painful to make this kind of confession, but it is better, especially 
with people like you, to know it from the beginning rather than 
find out for yourselves slowly, minute by minute. I couldn't stand 
it. You're so-how can I put it?.,-so charming, both of you, and 
this room (looking around) this warmth! As soon as I came in, I 
thought: what warmth and ... 
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KIMON: (He touches his arm.) Go on. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: I was going to run away. Isn't it ridiculous? There, you 

see? I'm already talking nonsense. Moreover, there is another reason 
too that makes people avoid me, especially lately. Only I don't dare 
tell it to you-besides it's not right. I'm always talking about myself. 
Since I came in, I'm the only one talking. (Suddenly to ELIZABETH) 

Are you superstitious? 
ELIZABETH: Oh, no. Not anymore. When I was small, I was afraid of 

black cats. A black cat, they used to tell me, crossing your path is 
death. But now-no, I'm not superstitious anymore. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Well, of course, all this is foolishness. Everything they 
say about the number 13, about Friday, walking under a ladder ... 
Yet, there are some people who believe that I ... I bring them bad 
luck. They call me the grave-digger. Hmmmm. Isn't that funny? Be
cause I always wear a black suit. Some are prejudiced against black. I 
love it. I'm not well-built either; I can't imagine myself in different 
clothes. But it's not true. I don't bring them bad luck. How could 
I? I'm a simple man. All these are inventions from my business com
petitors. I should put them in their place. But I'm afraid. I lack 
courage. That's it, it's courage I've lacked all my life. Well, when I 
opened the studio ... 

KIM ON: Tell us a bit about your work. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: No, really, I'm going too far. You're so kind to listen 

to me all this time. 
KIMON: But we enjoy listening to you. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Do you really want me to tell you about my work? 

Well, when I opened my studio at first, I just worked for a living. 
I wouldn't have dared dream of anything more. I was building up 
a business like all my colleagues. I took pictures of children, newly
weds, soldiers, and I always used the classic fake decor as back
ground: blooming gardens, luna parks, ancient monuments, till one 
day luck, great luck, came knocking at my door. A certain man 
entered my shop. · 

KIM ON: A man. What sort of man? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Oh, a very ordinary man, about forty, with nothing dis

tinctive in his appearance, and he said: "I want to take an unusual 
picture." We discussed several ideas I had, but in the end he didn't 
approve of any. 

KIMON: Elizabeth talked to me about some original techniques you're 
using. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Wait. That's just what I'm on about. So, as I was say
ing, he didn't like my ideas. He was looking for something else. 

KIM ON: Something else? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes. He wanted a picture showing him as a corpse. 

After suffering a horrible death. We thought of several poses. He 
chose the one that showed him as the victim of an automobile ac-



64 THE CHARIOTEER 

cident. What can I tell you? I had a hard time achieving the image 
and retouching it, but finally it was a great success. The blood on 
his face, the glassy eyes. And the arm-an arm crushed to the wrist, 
with his fingers dangling to the ground. 

KIMON: How interesting! 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Isn't it? Our friend was delighted and, next day, he 

sent me a friend of his who wanted to be photographed hanged. 
KIM ON AND ELIZABETH: Hanged? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes, hanged. With his tongue sticking out. Then, the 

hanged man sent me someone else and thaa man another and, to cut 
it short, now it has become known I take these kind of photographs 
I have to turn people away. My studio is full of clients who want 
to be photographed hanged, strangled, knifed, stricken by lightning, 
crucified. I don't deny that I work hard. I have my disappointments 
too. A lot of them are unreasonable. Only the day before yesterday 
an American ... 

KIM ON: Do you get Americans as well? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes. Sent to me from Ohio. It happened that he had 

visited the Buchenwald camp in Germany, you must have heard of 
it. He had also seen a documentary about it and he asked me, more 
or less, to be photographed dead from starvation. But he had a 
childish, fat face which of course I couldn't change. The result was 
ridiculous. And my photographs are not ridiculous, they're tragic. 

KIM ON: Listen to this-Buchenwald! It's thrilling! 
PHOTOGRAPHER: (His voice trembling) The very word: "thrilling"! It's 

thrilling to see how people are clamoring for these kinds of poses. 
I believe the age of the idyllic photograph has gone for good. And 
without wanting to brag about it, it's me that's brought it about. 
My studio, at least for the time being, is the only one of its kind. 
Because I have my professional secret that I guard jealously. Bear 
in mind that my customers are not distressed in any way. They sit 
quietly on the chair as they might sit for a simple passport 
photograph. Everything is done afterwards in the lab. 

KIM ON: But then, you must have made a lot of money. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: (Sadly) No. Not at all. I make some money, of course, 

but not as much as I might have. And this, to come back where I 
started from, because I lack courage. I don't dare to widen my 
activities, to become rich and famous, to set myself apart from the 
others. I lack courage. What was I telling you? I lack courage. I'm 
a coward. Could I have something to drink, please? (Pause. He 
mops his face with his handkerchief. KIMON gets up and makes 
him a drink.) 

ELIZABETH: I'm amazed. I think I'd also like to be photographed like 
that. Yes, I'm sure I want to, Kim on! We should go down some 
day to be photographed together. 

KIMON: Excellent idea. 
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PHOTOGRAPHER: Sorry, but ... 
KIM ON: No buts. It would be a superb photograph. Me lying on the 

bed ... 
PHOTOGRAPHER: No, please, listen to me. 
KIMON: Do you refuse? 
PHOTORGAPHER: Yes. I refuse. I'm a human being too. 
KIMON: I don't understand you. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: These photographs are torture to me. Do you find it 

of no significance that, the moment I meet someone, I imagine him 
dead, eh? In the end it becomes an obsession. And now you're 
asking me to-so young, so charming ... 

KIMON: Come now, this is nonsense. (He walks up and down as though 
seeking inspiration.) As I was saying, me lying on the bed and 
Elizabeth ... 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Impossible! 
KIM ON: Elizabeth murdered and naked. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Naked! 
KIM ON: Yes. Murdered and naked on the floor. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: I wouldn't dare. Her body ... 
KIM ON: What? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: The body must be her own body; I can't make it other-

WlSe. 

KIM ON: So? You're not bashful, I hope. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Please, don't keep on with this. 
KIMON: All right, I won't. I have a better idea. Me on the bed and on 

the floor a decapitated head. Elizabeth's superb head with its long, 
black hair, lying on the floor as though severed by the guillotine. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: You're putting me in a very difficult position. 
KIMON: Why? (He has gone up to ELIZABETH and lifts her head.) Don't 

you find her superb? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Well, yes, of course ... 
KIM ON: Have you ever seen such white skin? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: (Like an echo) Such white skin. 
KIMON: Come closer for a moment, come closer, stretch out your hand. 

She's soft as velvet. Well, touch her, don't be afraid. (The 
PHOTOGRAPHER touches ELIZABETH'S face. She jumps up. KIMON 

touches her lightly on the shoulders and makes her sit down again.) 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Please, could I have another drink? 
KIMON: With pleasure. I'll join you. (While he's making the drinks, the 

PHOTOGRAPHER and ELIZABETH look at each other and immediately 
look away.) You drink a lot. Aren't you happy? 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Me? Well, no, I'm not. 
KIMON: Are you unhappy? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Not that either. Certainly not that. (He drinks in one 

gulp and takes a breath.) I'm forty-seven years old. Single. I make 
enough money, at least as much as I need. I'm living with my two 
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sisters who are older than me. One of them never married, the 
other's husband died. He had an accident in the Occupation, you 
understand. We live in a house in the country. It's nice there, peace
ful. We have a lovely garden which I take care of. I plant violets 
sunflowers and different kinds of roses, tea roses, tropicana, long 
stem, wild roses. In the morning I always wake up an hour before 
my sisters. I go out to the garden, sit in my armchair, have coffee, 
and smoke my only cigarette for the day. This means a lot to me. 
At moments like these, yes, I think that I'm happy. (Pause) 

KIM ON:· Elizabeth, I think you should prepare something to eat. 
(ELIZABETH exits.) 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Yet .•. 
KIMON: (Interrupting him) Listen. I sent her away so we could be alone. 

I want to ask you something. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Oh, yes, you started talking about ... 
KIMON: (In a low voice.) Exactly! It's about Elizabeth. Can you do me 

a favor? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Gladly! 
KIMON: (He looks behind him.)We're talking man to man. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Of course! 

(KIMON bends over him, in a low voice but firmly.) 
KIM ON: Give her a little pleasure. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: (Taken aback) Give her-what did you say? 
KIMON: (He comes still closer.) I think she's in love with you. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: With me? How's that possible? 
KIMON: (Unchanging) Didn't you notice how she shivered when you 

touched her? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: No. I don't believe you. 
KIMON: She jumped up and tried to run away, but I didn't let her. Do 

you remember? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes, it's true, I remember that. 
KIMON: You see, you admit it yourself. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: (Voice trembling.) Listen. I'm forty-seven years old. I'm 

ugly, I know it. Do y-ou think I don't know it? My hands, look at 
my hands, they're diseased, with ragged nails, sweaty. Can any 
woman love me with hands like these? No, I don't believe you. 
Your joke is in bad taste. 

KIMON: (Anxiously) I beg you. I have no tiine to lose. She'll be back 
any minute. Give her a little happiness. She's unhappy. She's suf
fering. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Suffering? For what reason? 
KIMON: She's unhappy, I tell you. At night she has nightmares. She 

screams in her sleep and in the day she can't stay home for a minute; 
she goes out, she walks, she walks all the time, she wanders around 
the city with no purpose b~cause she think.s t?at it's the ~ity where 
she was born, although she s not set foot m tt before thts. 
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PHOTOGRAPHER: What are you saying? 
KIMON: She's obsessed. She believes that all who fall in love with her 

are condemned to death and perish. They're shot by a firing squad 
and she never lets me in her bedroom because she's afraid that I 
crumple up her bed and hide dead cockroaches between the sheets. 
She's an unhappy old woman. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Old? Surely not old! 
KIM ON: How old do you reckon her? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Not quite thirty-what am I saying?-twenty-five at the 

most. 
KIM ON: An illusion! It's all an illusion. Don't you see how this room is 

lit? We live in permanent twilight because of her. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Lies! Elizabeth is very young. 
KIMON: Her skin, that famous skin of hers, if you only knew how she 

maintains it-with creams, horrible destructive creams that enter 
her blood and slowly poison her. And her hair, her beautiful, black 
hair ... 

PHOTOGRAPHER: No, don't tell me! I won't listen to another word. 
KIMON: It's not hers. Elizabeth has thin, white hair. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: How terrible! 
KIMON: And worst of all, listen to the worst: because she's afraid I 

might leave her, she tries to convince me I'm going blind. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Oh, my God! Oh, my God! 
KIMON: Careful, she's coming. Don't give anything away. (He sneaks 

out by the door stage left, while ELIZABETH enters.) 
ELIZABETH: I'm sorry I left you alone. I set the table and then I went 

out on the balcony for a while. I like going on the balcony at this 
hour to watch the traffic. It's strange, when someone returns after 
many years to the place where she lived earlier in her life, she feels 
something has changed and yet nothing has. It's a little bit like 
having a dream. Well, that movie house, for example-! was under 
the impression it had always been there, but I found out only yes
terday that it's less than a year old. I remembered then that this 
building used to be a school. In a flash, I saw the street again 
exactly as it used to be then, the rails of the tram-cars, a bookstore 
further down, and suddenly there was nothing, no tram-cars, no 
bookstore. Just new apartment buildings and the movie house. And 
this square with the night club and fountain in the middle. I'm 
sure it wasn't there before. Yet, the fountain reminds me of some
thing, it reminds me of something, but what? I'll find it in time, 
I will. (While ELIZABETH speaks, the PHOTOGRAPHER has come 
closer to her. He stretches his arm slowly toward her as though to 
touch her. He pulls it back abruptly.) 

PHOTOGRAPHER: No, no! It's not possible! It's a lie! 
ELIZABETH: (Wearily) A lie? What's a lie? Oh, what he told you about 

me ? But of course it is. 
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PHOTOGRAPHER: So you knew what he was going to tell me? 
ELIZABETH: I knew. Kimon always talks like that about me to everybody. 

Have a look at me, have a good look at me. (She raises the table 
lamp and brings it closer to her face.) No, I'm not afraid of the 
light! 

PHOTOGRAPHER: How lovely you are! 
ELIZABETH: He told you that I like semi-darkness, eh? He told you that 

this hair is phony? Feel it, here, here. (She loosens her hair and 
pulls it.) 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Enough ! I believe you. But why does he do it? 
ELIZABETH: I don't know. He likes to speak ill of me. I think that's the 

only pleasure I give him. Of all that he told you there's only one 
thing that's true-that I'm unhappy. I'm very unhappy. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Elizabeth, for God's sake, don't cry. I can't stand it. 
ELIZABETH: He has made my life torture and he really doesn't care the 

least little bit about me. Do you understand? People might think 
he hates me. But, no, he doesn't even do that. He's indifferent. I 
don't exist for him. And, if he torments me, he does so as he 
might torment a cat or a mouse. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Don't cry, I implore you! 
EUZABETH: He says I annoy him, that's why I have to stay away from 

home all day, and at night he locks himself in his room and forbids 
me to come in. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: He does that to you? 
ELIZABETH: He despises me. He scorns the life I've lived up to now. 

The clothes I wear. The city where I was born, the people I've 
known. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Elizabeth, listen to me. 
ELIZABETH: And whenever he's bored, he thinks of all sorts of tricks to 

frighten me. He wears rubber-soled shoes and sneaks up behind me. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Listen, I have to tell you something ... 
ELIZABETH: And now there's this story about his eyes. What did he tell 
· you? That I'm afraid he' 11 go blind ? Is that so? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes, he did. 
ELIZABETH: But it's his idea to pretend to be almost blind so as to stay 

in all day, doing nothing. I simply pretend I believe him so as not 
to make him feel uncomfortable. 

PHOTORGAPHER: What I don't understand is why you continue to live 
with such a man. 

ELIZABETH: I'm alone. I've nobody anymore. I don't know where to turn. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: How can you say that when ... 
ELIZABETH: No one wants me. Everybody has turned me away. 
PHOTORGAPHER: When right here, in front of you ... 
ELIZABETH: I believe you're trying to tell me something. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes, I'll say it. I can't keep it to myself anymore. I'm 

in love with you. From the first time I saw you! 
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ELIZARETH: Quiet, he might hear you. 
PHOTORGAPHER: Let him hear me. I don't care. Come on, let's go away 

together. 
ELIZABETH: I can't desert him. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: But why? If he doesn't love you, he doesn't need you. 

While I need you so much. I'm unhappy too, like you. If you knew, 
if you only knew what has happened to me since yesterday. 

ELIZABETH: Why, what's wrong? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: I don't have a home anymore. I've nothing, nobody, 

in the world. My sisters-no, it's better to tell you everything from 
the beginning. A little time back, I told you about my garden, do 
you remember? 

ELIZABETH: The garden with the roses? I remember. You said you had 
different kinds of roses. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes. 
ELIZABETH: Tea roses, tropicana, long stem, wild roses. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes. 
ELIZABETH: That in the morning you got up an hour earlier than the 

others and had your coffee. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes, yes, yes. 
ELIZABETH: And that you were happy. 
PHOTORGAPHER: There're no rose bushes anymore! 
ELIZABETH: No? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: My sisters uprooted them last night! 
ELIZABETH: Your sisters? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: Yes. It's a sad story. My sisters believed that in the 

garden, right in the middle of it, our parents had been buried and 
that the roses I was growing were feeding on them. You see, lone
liness ... loneliness causes strange ideas, and my sisters have lived 
alone all their lives. They hated me for that, swore at me, made my 
life hell. I used to come home from work and there would be no 
food ready, they left me hungry, but I could never, never have 
imagined they could go so far. Until last night, I had hardly got 
into bed, when I heard a noise and ran to the window. I'll never 
forget what I saw. 

ELIZABETH: It must have been terrible! 
PHOTOGRAPHER: (Trembling) My sisters in their white night-gowns, 

with their hair flying, were uprooting the rose-bushes, trampling on 
them furiously. I ran to stop them and then the youngest raised her 
shovel to strike me. I ran like a madman, I ran in the streets, I ran, 
I got out of breath, till I found myself at the harbor. I sat on a 
step and cried, I don't know for how long. That helped a bit. The 
day was breaking. The first workers were appearing. Then I got up, 
went to the studio and opened it like any other day. But my mind 
wasn't working anymore, it had stopped. (ELIZABETH strokes his 
face.) Elizabeth, if you had not come with your radiant face to in-
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vite me tonight, I don't know what would have become of me. 
(ELIZABETH continues to stroke his face; suddenly, they embrace and 
kiss passionately. Enter KIMON.) 

KIM ON: Very nice, Elizabeth! And now suppose you explain to him 
exactly what's gong on. (Pause; they look at each other.) Well? 
Aren't you going to say anything? Would you rather have me ex
plain tonight? Very well. Elizabeth and I don't know how to spend 
our evenings; that's why we always invite people to eat with us. 
Charming people whom Elizabeth meets in the street, at the shops, 
on the buses. Some remind her of old acquaintances and this touches 
her deeply. We ask them to talk to us about their problems, their 
dreams, their disappointments. We make them feel at home for a 
while, we offer them chicken, lobster with mayonnaise, asparagus, 
champagne, and Elizabeth treats them-and that's the truth-rather 
intimately. But of course the time comes when we must go back to 
being alone; even hospitality has its limits. Well, time is up. Good
night! (The PHOTOGRAPHER looks at him without moving.) Don't 
you understand? I'm telling you straight that your visit has to come 
to an end. Don't make me throw you out. 

ELIZABETH: (In a whisper) Goodnight! 
PHOTOGRAPHER: What! You too? This is terrible! It's terrible! (He 

looks at them as though looking at two animals.) So you two 
brought me here to make fun of me? To laugh at me? Was this 
what your invitation meant? That you could escape your boredom 
through me? Through me who've never known happiness in my life? 

ELIZABETH: Go away, please. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: (Tearfully) You too? Won't you at least say some

thing? Do you agree with him ? You let me open my heart to you 
for so long. For your sake I betrayed my own sisters, my home. 
There' re no rose-bushes anymore! There's nothing left! I told you 
everything, everything! Oh, this is terrible, this is terrible! (He tries 
to go out awkwardly.) 

ELIZABETH: No, don't go! 
(Pause) 

KIMON: What's wrong, darling? 
ELIZABETH: I can't bear it a moment longer, I can't! I told you, didn't 

I, that tonight would be the last night? (To the PHOTOGRAPHER) 

Take me with you, don't leave me here anymore. 
KIMON: Elizabeth, have you gone mad? 
ELIZABETH: I won't stay another minute in this house. It's all over. I'm 

going with him, he understands me, he loves me. We come from 
the same city. 

KIMON: Don't talk nonsense. You were not born here. 
ELIZABETH: We know each other. I'm going. I can't take it anymore, I 

can't. 
KIMON: Fine. Then I guess I'll do all that's left for me. (He rushes out.) 
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ELIZABETH: (Out of her mind.) Don't make any threats! You don't 
frighten me anymore, do you hear? You can't frighten me! (A shot 
is heard within. ELIZABETH screams. Her hands fly to her face.) A 
gunshot! He said he would do it and he did! A gunshot! (She 
rushes in while the PHOTOGRAPHER is trying to stop her.) 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Don't! Don't go in! 
{ELIZABETH exits stage right to return a few seconds later like a 
sleepwalker.) 

ELIZABETH: He killed himself! He killed himself because of me. 
He always said he would do it, but I didn't believe him. "If I ever 
lose you," he used to tell me, 'Til put an end to everything with 
a bullet." 

PHOTOGRAPHER: He might only be wounded. 
ELIZABETH: The bullet pierced his heart. (Confused, the PHOTOGRAPHER 

tries to go in, but ELIZABETH screams.) No! Don't go in there! 
Don't you dare set foot in there! 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Elizabeth, you're not to blame for what happened. 
ELIZABETH: (Looking straight ahead.) Blood is pouring from his mouth, 

his blood. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: You're not to blame, I tell you. We'll go to the police. 

And then we'll go away. 
ELIZABETH: What? What did you say? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: You'll come with me. I won't leave you alone. Isn't 

that what you wanted? 
ELIZABETH: (As though not understanding him.) I'll come with you? 
PHOTOGRAPHER: You'll forget everything. You'll see. 
ELIZABETH: I'll come with you? With you? With you? (Suddenly she 

goes out of her mind.) Get out of my sight, you revolting man, you 
creep! 

PHOTOGRAPHER: What? 
ELIZABETH: ( U nc hanging) How could you ever believe such a thing ! 

You and me together! You're ugly, hasn't anybody told you that? 
You're old, hasn't anybody told you? And that one in there was 
young and handsome ! Your teeth are rotten, your hands disgust me. 
(She advances toward him.) Get out! Go back to your crazy sisters, 
go back to your stinking home, and don't ever leave it again! That's 
what you deserve, you and all your kind who come in here and 
destroy our peace of mind. Out! Out! Out! 
(Terrified, the PHOTOGRAPHER withdraws and exits stage left. 
ELIZABETH remains alone. She's very pale and exhausted. She goes 
to the mirror, mechanically examines her face and rearranges her 
hair. Then she comes to the door stage right and stands facing the 
audience.) 

ELIZABETH: (Emotionlessly) You can come out now. 
KIMON: (Entering) Has he gone? 
ELIZABETH: (Unchanging) Yes. 
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KIMON: Did you have a hard time getting rid of him? 
(ELIZABETH sits on a chair, still facing the audience.) 

ELIZABETH: No, he left without a word. 
KIMON: Your hands are trembling. You're exhausted. We must put an 

end to this comedy. 
ELIZABETH: (Like an echo) You're right, we must. 

(Short pause) 
KIMON: I told you, I don't like to involve strangers. 
ELIZABETH: You told me. 
KIMON: It doesn't lead anywhere. 
ELIZABETH: No. 
KIMON: Some day, you'll come in and I'll have a real bullet in my head. 
ELIZABETH: (Softly) Darling, there aren't any bullets, you know that. 
KIMON: You sound as though you're sorry. 

(Short pause) 
ELIZABETH: I'm not sorry. 
KIMON: Tomorrow we'll pack our things and go. 
ELIZABETH: (Like an echo) We'll go. 
KIMON: Have you seen your mistake now? These cities, they all look 

alike. You got confused. 
ELIZABETH: Yes, they all look alike. I got confused. 
KIMON: Do you admit you've never been here before? 
ELIZABETH: (Unchanging) I admit it. 
KIM ON: The table is set. Are you coming? 
ELIZABETH: Yes, I'm coming. 

(KIMON exits stage right. ELIZABETH remains motionless for a few 
seconds. Then she gets up. She arranges a few things mechanically. 
She goes to the window. She's about to close the curtains. She looks 
out as though something has caught her attention.) 

ELIZABETH: The city! (She screams.) The city! The city is burning! 
(Shouting) It's burning! 

CURTAIN 
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Characters 

ZOE, 23 years old 
ARIS, 17 years old 

[A room with old wallpaper. A tall, narrow door. Furniture: Two beds 
like the old brass beds with bars, one of them unmade. A rocking chair. 
A stool. A shelf. Several bookcases. There is no proper window. Only 
something above resembling a skylight, but with no steel bars,- the pane 
opens. Under the skylight there is a construction-kit box. On the floor, 
the table, the stool, the unmade bed, many paper boats and airplanes. 
Also many scattered books and maps. Darkness. Pause. In the darkness 
drums can be heard; military marches fade in and out over the sound 
of the drums or separately. Pause. Light. As soon as the light is turned 
on, a trumpet is heard in the distance as though the trumpeter is practising 
a tune. A drum is also being practised in the distance. ZOE is discovered 
seated on the rocking chair, facing the audience. She is constantly knitting, 
singing in a low voice.] 

ZOE: Who will climb the mountains 
To bring Rodoula to us? 
Who will enter the cave 
To go down the well 
To ask the old woman 
Who is gathering wild grass ? 

[At this point, ARIS enters. He is pensive. He plays with a chain. He 
climbs on the box and looks out the skylight. The trumpet and the drums 
still in the background. He goes around the room playing with the chain. 
He throws the chain on the table. He lies on the floor and starts ar
ranging his paper boats. He is playing at sea battles. When he has ar
ranged the boats in an attack position, he takes two airplanes and passes 
them over them as if shooting at the fleet. In the meantime, ZOE has not 
stopped either her knitting or her song.] 
ZOE: Who will go to foreign lands 

To bring Rodoula to us 
-What shame in the heart
Hapless, hapless mother 
Who will be sorry 
For our lost Rodoula? 
(Without turning, still knitting) 
Aris, are we alone? 

ARIS: (Imitating the sound of an airplane) Tzzzzzzzz. Yes! Tzzzzzzzz. 
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ZOE: Has father left? 
ARIS: He has. Tzzzzzzzz, boom, boom, boom, boom. (He is shooting.) 
ZOE: I didn't hear the door close. And there's that noise from the square 

as well. Close the window. What is it. Trumpets? 
ARIS: Mmmm. (He gets up, irritated, and closes the window.) 
ZOE: And drums, eh? I'm sure there will be a parade outside our house. 

Is it a holiday? 
ARIS: If you cared to look at the calendar, you'd have noticed that it's 

some kind of anniversary. 
ZOE: A national holiday with banners and flags. And schoolchildren 

passing under the balconies. Have people gathered in the square? 
ARIS: No, no one has come yet. (He has taken three balls from the 

unmade bed. He tosses them in the air, trying to imitate a juggler.) 
ZOE: I don't like parades. Do you remember when I was little and stayed 

in the sun for a long time and my head hurt and I threw up and 
almost died ? 

ARIS: It wasn't at a parade but at the beach, by the sea. 
ZOE: Do you remember it? 
ARIS: No. I was very young. Maybe I wasn't even born yet. (He again 

attempts to juggle the balls, but he cannot manage.) 
ZOE: Well, it doesn't matter. (Short pause) What did dad wear today? 
ARIS: His blue jacket. 
ZOE: The same one he had on yesterday? The bottom button is missing 

and the lining has come apart at the sides. I wanted to sew it on 
today first thing in the morning. But now that I mention it, I think 
I did sew it on. 

ARIS: (He has managed at last to juggle the balls.) You didn't. It had 
only two buttons. 

ZOE: And you let him go like that? Did he at least have his sweater on? 
ARIS: He had. 
ZOE: The yellow or the gray one? 
ARIS: The yellow. 
ZOE: Fine. The yellow is warmer. It's beginning to get cold outdoors. 
ARIS: How do you know? 
zoE: How do I know what? (During this conversation, she hasn't turned 

at all toward ARIS.) 
ARIS: (He throws away the balls. He leans, tired, on the wall. He puts 

his hands in his pockets.) That the weather's turned worse? 
ZOE: (Still knitting) Dad told me last night when he came in. He said: 

"Put on your black shawl, fall is here." Then he rubbed his hands 
together and said: "In a few days we'll have to light the stove." 
Lately he gets cold a lot. He asked me for woolen blankets from 
now on and wants me to bring him hot tea before he goes to bed at 
night. Maybe he's sick. What do you think? Is he sick? 

ARIS: (He climbs up to the window and opens one pane.) I don't think 
so. 
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ZOE: What's going on outdoors? 
ARIS: Nothing yet. The square is empty. 
ZOE: Are the shops closed? 
Arus: Closed, with their rollers down. 
ZOE: Is anybody sitting on the benches? 
ARis: I'm telling you, it's empty. Nobody has come yet. 
ZOE: And where's the music coming from? 
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ARIS: It must be from far away. I can't see any further from here. But 
they'll be coming any minute now. I'm sure that the parade will 
take place under here. 

ZOE: Why are you sure? 
ARIS: (He closes the window, but dosn't come down from the box. He 

turns toward ZOE.) They've placed a statue in the square-right in 
the middle of it. Maybe they'll unveil the statue of some hero for 
the holiday. 

ZOE: What hero? Didn't you see? 
ARIS: No. The whole thing is covered with a white cloth; nothing is 

showing. 
ZOE: Then, how do you know it's a statue? 
ARIS: What else can it be? They've put it on a high pedestal and cordoned 

it off by rope for the people who are coming to see the parade to 
stand behind. (In sudden joy.) It's perfectly clear, they'll start arriv
ing in a little while! 

ZOE: (Singing) 
Who will enter the cave 
To go down the well 
To ask .the old woman 
Who is gathering wild grass? 

ARIS: (His enthusiasm has lessened. He comes down slowly and stands 
behind ZOE.) Are you singing? 

ZOE: Am I? I didn't realize. I wasn't thinking. 
ARIS: What did you have in your mind? 
ZOE: I wasn't thinking of anything-I'm knitting. 
ARIS: What are you knitting? No, don't tell me. I'll guess myself. You're 

knitting something for yourself. A shawl? 
zoE: You didn't guess right. 
ARIS: A jacket then. 
zoE: Not a jacket either. I made one last week. 
ARIS: A sleeveless sweater. 
zoE: No, no, no. A costume. This is the skirt for it. 
Arus: Anyway, it's something for you. At least I guessed that right. 
ZOE: You did. Although I think you asked me the same thing yesterday 

and I told you then. That's right ! I did tell you. You didn't find 
out for yourself. 

ARIS: Can I have a look? 
zoE: (Showing it to him.) Isn't it pretty? 
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ARIS: Exquisite. Purple. That's what this color is called. Only you've not 
made it big enough. 

ZOE: But I'm very thin. 
ARIS: Not big enough and too long. 
zoE: I'm tall. It'll be all right on me. 
ARIS: You're short. 
ZOE: You don't know what you're talking about. You're saying this to 

annoy me. You always want to annoy me. 
ARIS: Short and fat. 
ZOE: You're evil; I'm not speaking to you. 
ARIS: There's no large mirror in the house. So you've never seen yourself 

full length. Short and fat. That's what you are and you don't know 
it. (Leaping about.) I have a little sister who's short and plump. 

ZOE: I'm not speaking to you. Give it back to me. (She tries to get the 
knitting from him. ARIS jumps away from her.) 

ARIS: (Singing) 
Short and plump 
each foot a lump. 

ZOE: (Chasing him) Liar! Liar! Give it back to me at once. 
ARIS: (Running) This dress is not big enough; it's no good. (He rolls it 

i11to a ball and throws it away, still singing.) And a nose like a hose. 
(They chase each other. Every time ZOE is about to grab the dress, 
ARIS, who is faster, throws it farther away. Finally, they roll on the 
floor. ARIS gets up and steps on it.) 

ZOE: Let go, let go, let go. 
(Since she began chasing him, the noise of people gathering is 
heard while band music sounds closer and closer. At this point, 
the noise outside is difficult to ignore and suddenly ARIS becomes 
aware of it. He drops the dress and runs to the window while zoE 
has fallen on the floor and is crying.) 

ARIS: There they are ! They're here! The square is filling up-it's almost 
full-listen! They're coming from every direction and taking their 
places behind the rope. Some have put on their best clothes, have 
got dressed to watch the parade, others look awful. Stop crying 
and come see. Hey, you're behaving like a child. They're opening 
up umbrellas for the sun. Umbrellas for rain used for sun. Isn't it 
funny? Stop crying. You're getting on my nerves. Some have made 
hats out of newspapers and put them on their heads. It's true! 
Those over there were smartest. Just knot the corners of your hand
kerchief and you have a cap and you don't have to worry about the 
wind blowing it off. The middle of the square is empty. The army 
hasn't come yet, neither have the schoolchildren. Only the kids from 
the orphanage-they're playing the music. (He turns toward ZOE 
who has sat in her seat and continues knitting with a sulky ex
pression on her face. He closes the window slowly. He comes down 
and goes up to her.) Are you angry with me? (zoE ostentatiously 



The Parade 77 

moves her chair farther down.) Listen: Tomorrow I'll ask father 
to get you light blue wool to knit another costume. This color is 
out of fashion, don't you know that? (Pause) Well, on the other 
hand, I don't know. I'm a man. I don't know anything about colors. 
But I'm telling you the truth. A light blue costume with a bit of 
gold on the collar, what do you say? It would be nice. Admit that 
my idea about a gold collar is great. (Pause) You're not speaking to 
me? Fine. I'll shut my mouth for the whole day too. (He returns to 
his boats.) Do you hear? The whole day. Not a word out of me. 
Tzzzzzzzz. (He is playing.) 

ZOE: (Maliciously) When I sit here on my chair and knit and you ask 
me again and again what I'm thinking of, do you want to know 
what I'm thinking of? 

ARIS: Boom, boom, boom. (He is shooting.) 
ZOE: (Unchanging) I'm thinking how happy I would have been if 

I'd had a sister instead of you. I'm so unlucky not to have a sister. 
ARIS: Tzzzzzzzz (Vertical assault) 
ZOE: This room is awful. I can't stand it. Your boats, tennis balls, maps, 

books, are all over the place. I wish I could collect them all and 
burn them. 

ARIS: Then I'll set fire to your knitting basket. And I won't burn every
thing up. I'll just singe your knitting so you'll see it and blow up. 

ZOE: I know you so well. You're capable of doing it. You're evil and 
filthy. Your bed stinks. You never make it. Can you imagine what 
sister's bed would look like ? 

ARIS: Kra, kra, kra, kra, kra. 
ZOE: It would have feather quilts, pink feather quilts and white pillow 

cases tied up with blue ribbons. And I'd knit her a yellow rug to 
put beside her bed to step on in the morning. I wouldn't let any
body else in here. There would have been the two of us, just the 
two of us. And we would talk and talk to each other. I would tell 
her all my secrets. 

ARIS : Do you have secrets? 
ZOE: Of course I have. But I'll never tell them to you because you're a 

man. 
ARIS: Not even a little one? 
ZOE: (She shakes her head negatively.) No. 

(ARIS gets up and starts walking around her.) 
ARIS: Then I won't tell you mine either. (He looks at her mysteriously.) 

For example, I won't tell you anything about the key. 
ZOE: What key? What key? 
ARIS: (He goes to the door and unhooks a key from above.) This one! 

(He holds it in front of her face.) 
zoE: It's the house key. 
ARis: Exactly. It's the house key. One day I'll take it and go out. (He 

looks toward the window.) I'll go to the harbor. 
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ZOE: And what will you do at the harbor? 
ARIS: I'll have a look at the ships. I'll choose a day when the fleet will 

be here, so I can watch a real sea battle. 
ZOE: How would you know what day that would be? 
Arus: I'll hear the cannons. They can be heard from here. So, when I 

hear them, I'll know what they mean and I'll go out. Afterwards, I 
might go for a walk in the park. 

ZOE: There's no park. 
ARIS: Who told you? 
ZOE: I'm telling you. To get to this house-! remember it very well-we 

crossed the whole city and we didn't pass by a park. 
ARIS: Maybe not. It makes no difference. Anyhow, I haven't told you 

the most important thing. 
ZOE: The most important? 
ARIS: (Craftily and triumphantly) I'll go to the movie house behind our 

house. I'll buy a ticket and go in. 
ZOE: How do you know there is a movie house behind our house? You've 

never said anything about it. Tell me how you know. 
ARIS: I know because I found out by myself. For a week now every 

night at ten and at twelve, a lot of people have been coming to the 
square. Whole bunches of them. They pass beneath the window and 
disappear into the side streets. All these people must be coming 
from somewhere. So, having thought hard, I realized that they must 
be coming out of a movie house that has recently been built near
by. If you didn't sleep as early as eight o'clock, you would see 
them yourself. But I'm silly to tell you all this. Not a word from 
now on. 

ZOE: (Mysteriously) Then I won't tell you anything about what I'm 
planning to do, either. I won't tell you anything about that day. 

ARIS: What day? 
ZOE: That day when the square will ,be completely empty, deserted be

cause it would be a Sunday morning, the shops would be closed and 
the fruit-sellers would have gone the night before, the chicken
merchants and the gypsies with their kilims and the roll-sellers and 
it would be cold and no one would come to sit on the benches. 

ARIS: Well? Well? 
ZOE: What do you mean well? 
ARIS: You said it would be a Sunday morning. 
ZOE: (Slowly and mysteriously) Then I'll open the door and go out. 

I'll go round the square, all around it-(slowly) from one end to 
the other. I'll go by the carts and the grids and the benches and the 
church and. by the shops with the copperware. Saucepans, coffee 
pots, frying pans, all of reddish copper, shining like gold. (Pause.) 
ARIS goes pensively to the window.) 

ARIS: What are they doing and why' re they so late? 
ZOE: Has the army come? 
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ARIS: Not yet. (He picks up the balls again and tries once more, ner-
vously.) 

ZOE: Aris. 
ARIS: Yes? 
ZOE: What I told you just now ... 
ARIS: Yes? 
ZOE: I won't do it. (ARrs stops tossing the balls.) Because the square is 

never empty long enough. Listen, I've calculated how long I need to 
go around it. At least a quarter of an hour if I walk fast and half 
an hour if I walk very slowly. I counted using my watch, so, 
within this quarter or half hour there's always someone from here 
to go past even if it's Sunday or very cold, freezing. 

ARIS: You might have counted wrong. Would you like us to count again 
together? 

ZOE: No. I'm sure I counted correctly. There's always somebody going 
by. Except at night. But at night it's dark. 

ARrs: Are you afraid of the dark? 
ZOE: Very much. Haven't you noticed? 
ARIS: Yes. 
ZOE: I've been afraid of the dark since that time I went out with 

father. 
ARrs: When was that? I don't remember. You never talked to me about it. 
ZOE: Oh, it's a long time ago. Maybe years. We had just come to live 

here. We had left you at home sleeping. We went out, just the 
two of us. It was very windy and rainy. We walked and walked, I 
don't know where to. All the streets seemed the same to me. I 
couldn't make anything out. The darkness was so thick, no lights 
anywhere, and all the houses were closed, the windows closed, no 
lights. (She emits a sigh, as though to catch her breath, and goes on.) 
I gather that father was looking for someone. We knocked at four 
or five houses but no one opened. Finally we reached an open 
space, no houses, nothing. We stopped. "We'll wait for him here," 
said father. I thought that it turned. even darker. Pitch black. I 
reached for his hand and held it tight because I was very frightened 
and suddenly (she holds her neck), suddenly I got a terrible idea. 
What if the hand I was holding wasn't my father's but somebody 
else's? And I got even more frightened and was terribly scared 
daylight might come. And it rained and rained. (She hides her face 
in her hands. Short pause.) 

ARIS: You've never talked about this. 
ZOE: (Uncovering her face) No. 
ARIS: (He paces up and down.) Then, I must tell you that I won't do 

what I told you either. 
ZOE: You won't go to the harbor to see the ships? 
ARIS: No. 
zoE: Or the sea battle? 
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ARIS: No. And I won't go to the movie house either. And do you know 
why? Because the same night I thought about it, I had a dream. 

ZOE: A dream? I never have any dreams. I've never had a dream. 
ARIS: I dreamed that I took the key (he shows her the key) and opened 

the door. The outside door. (He narrates it neutrally, with gestures.) 
But outside there wasn't any pavement or square, but a large 
furnished room. 

ZOE: What kind of furniture was in it? 
ARIS: It had a large closet as high as the ceiling. In the center, a large, 

long, narrow table, but very large, with twelve chairs all around it. 
The table was covered with a purple cloth and the chairs were also 
covered to their legs with purple covers. And there was also a large 
window that took up almost the entire wall, with a large purple 
curtain over it. At the back there was a door. And in the lock, 
a key. Without knowing how, I opened that door and ... 

zoE: Yes? 
ARIS: And I found myself in another large room similar to the previous 

one, only this room was much larger than the first and it did not 
have a closet. The wall was empty and discolored in that area. 

ZOE: In other words, there was only the large table, and the chairs. 
ARIS: Yes, and the large purple curtain that covered the whole window. 

And on the opposite side again there was a door with the key in 
the lock. 

ZOE: And did you open that one too? 
ARIS: I did. And there was a third room, infinitely larger than the previous 

ones and the table in the center all by itself. This time the chairs 
with the purple covers were missing; only the purple curtain over 
the window and the door opposite with the key. I open it and this 
time the room is empty, totally empty, and twice as large as the 
square. What am I saying? Three, five times as large, and only 
the curtain was still hanging there over the window and at the 
back the door with the key-the door, do you understand? 

ZOE: (Frightened and fascinated) No. 
ARIS: You don't understand? In the next room, the curtain would be 

missing too, there would only have been the window and behind 
it ... I started screaming and I woke up. Do you understand now? 

zoE: No, I don't. 
ARIS: (He rubs his face mechanically.) Well, you may be right. What's 

there to understand? I think it was a silly dream. Yes, now that 
I've told you, I can see it was silly. 

zoE: You never told me a word about it either. 
ARIS: We don't talk a lot to each other, eh? Yet we only have each other. 

There's just the two of us. 
ZOE: It's not just the two of us. There's father too. There are three of 

us in this house. (She begins to count the stitches in her knitting.) 
One, two, three, four, five. (She goes on counting to herself.) 
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ARIS: Yes, but he's out all day and when he comes home he goes straight 
to bed. Sometimes I think we are strangers to him, a burden. What 
do you say? 

ZOE: Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen ... 
ARIS: What do you say? I'm asking you. 
ZOE: Twenty-seven, twenty-eight-leave me alone-I'm counting, can't 

you see? 
ARIS: Every night I go to his room and watch him as he's getting ready 

to go to bed. I know that this annoys him. I can see that he's trying 
to move faster, but I stay there on purpose and watch him taking 
off his jacket, his shirt, his trousers, folding them neatly, putting 
on his pajamas, lying on the bed and pulling the sheet up to his 
neck. I watch everything, everything, nothing escapes me. And 
then: "Turn off the light," he says to me and I turn it off and go 
out. That's all. He never talks to me. He never says anything. One 
day when he was away, I was seized by a kind of madness! I began 
searching his room. I made a mess of it. The drawers, the closets, 
the night table, the mattress, the pillows. I emptied all his pockets, 
I even looked in his shoes, in his slippers, but I didn't find any
thing. I didn't even know what I was looking for. Just for the hell 
of it-1 found just a photograph. I kept it, I didn't put it back. It 
must be an old one because it has turned yellow at the corners and 
shows him very young. He has a beard, such a long beard. He's 
sitting on a rock looking at the sea. (Short pause) Tell me, did it 
ever cross your mind that he's not our father? Eh? I'm asking you 
something, why don't you answer? (zoE goes on couunting, now 
opening only her lips.) Did it ever cross your mind? It has mine! 
Many times. Say something. Why don't you say something? I'm 
asking you! (He shouts in her ear. ZOE makes an impatient gesture 
in order to avoid him.) Well, do you know what else has crossed 
my mind? That you are not my sister either. Why should you be? 
We don't look at all alike. Do you want me to bring the mirror so 
we can look at each other side by side? There's more. You are six 
whole years older than me and I should remember you from quite 
early in my life because babies remember older people, but I don't 
remember you at all. I don't remember you when I was ten or 
twelve or fifteen, but only later, much later. Do you hear what 
I'm saying? (He shouts.) Won't you answer? Speak, speak, speak, 
for heaven's sake! The silence in this room will drive me mad. (He 
shouts loudly, like Tarzan.) Oooaaa! (With his hands on his mouth 
like the savages. Suddenly he jumps at ZOE and grasps her head.) 
Let me see, have you been a good girl today? Did you wash behind 
your ears? 

ZOE: (Struggling to free herself.) Let me go. 
ARIS: Show me your nails. 
zoE: Don't. (She is about to drop her knitting.) 
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ARIS: Better still, tell me if you've learned the lesson I set you. Lazy
bones. Let's see what you've learned in geography. How many na
tions are in South America? Zero. In Asia? Zero. What does Chile 
produce? Speak up. Zero, zero, zero. What about history? When 
did Napoleon live? When did Robespierre live? How many kings 
of France were named Louis? Who was the first king of the Greeks? 
Who killed Abraham Lincoln? Zero, zero, zero. What about math? 
(All this time he keeps walking around her chair.) What is the 
square root of eight? Zero. Multiply quickly 127 times 213, quickly, 
quickly, not done yet? Zero, zero, zero. 

ZOE: (Shouting frantically) Let me alone, let me alone! Oh, my head, 
my poor little head. (She gives him a push and he falls down. He 
gets up again.) 

ARIS: I'll leave you alone if you promise me that we'll watch the parade 
together. 

ZOE: (Stubbornly) No! (She picks up her knitting again.) 
ARIS: It'll be starting any minute now. You don't know what you're 

missing. (He has gone to the window.) Oh, oh, what a lot of 
people have gathered! They keep coming on and on endlessly. 
They're gathering behind the rope, waiting. I think that the army and 
the schoolchildren will be arriving together. They'll be coming from 
all directions. The square will be full. Well ! Will you stand here 
next to me and watch it? 

ZOE: (Sharply) I don't like parades. 
ARIS: How stubborn you are. I like them. I think they're the only thing 

I like. 
ZOE: People push you and step on you. Do you remember when they 

almost crushed me to death. Do you remember? 
ARIS: That wasn't at a parade, silly! They were bombing the city and 

we were running to the shelters. Anyhow, don't keep asking me 
all the time if I remember this and that. I don't remember any
thing. I was very young. Oh, I wish the parade would start at last! 
At school it used to be my best day. I could hardly wait to grow up 
to become a standard-bearer. I used to pray inside I'd grow tall 
and reach one-eighty so as to become a standard-bearer. But I 
stayed short. What a shame! Hmmm. Listen, listen to the drums. 
(He looks outside.) They're still a long way off. I would have been 
in high school now. They might have made me a drummer. What 
do you think? You don't have to be tall for a drummer. (He taps 
his fingers rhythmically on the table to the sound of the drums.) 
Pararapapam, pararapapam, pararapapam. Let me show . you some
thing. (He runs to his bed and kneels. He pulls a trunk from under 
it, takes out a school cap among other things, looks at it with awe, 
puts it on.) A school cap! 

ZOE: Where did you get it? 
ARIS: I've had it for years, I wear it on national holidays. 
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ZOE: I've never seen it before. 
ARIS: You have, but you don't remember, you don't remember anything, 

only your own things. (He paces the room imitating the drummers.) 
Parapapam, parapapam, parapapam. I stole it from an older guy 
when I was in elementary school. Parapapam. Zoe, do you want me 
to tell you a secret? (He goes near her and almost kneels.) If you 
wanted, if you cared the least bit about me, I'd tell you all my 
secrets. So, the guy I stole the cap from lives near here. I've seen 
him many times crossing the square. Well, I'm almost certain it's 
him. Sometimes I want to open the window and call him, but I 
don't know his name. I call him my friend, that's what I call him 
because I don't know his real name. Of course, he wouldn't even 
turn to look at me, he's a lot older than me. He must be twenty
eight now and tall, one-eighty, maybe one-eighty-five. I'll show 
him to you some day. You'll like him. I'm sure. 

ZOE: I don't like men. 
ARIS: And he'll like you too. You know, you're not at all ugly. You have 

a nice neck. Only you never let it show. If you put your hair up, 
it would be better. Would you like to try another hairdo? I'll fix 
your hair. 

ZOE: Don't you dare touch my hair. 
ARIS: You have nice eyes too and a nice forehead. Well, do you want 

me to show him to you sometime? 
ZOE: No. 
ARIS: (He gets augry.) How stubborn you are. Stubborn and nasty. And 

insensitive and deaf, yes, deaf. I talk to you and you don't answer. 
Just like father. I do everything I can to please you both. By now, 
I've made you four knitting baskets and you didn't like any of 
them. Do you know how hard it is to make a basket? My fingers 
bleed. It's the same with father. No matter what I do he pays no 
attention to me. Would you like to hear what happened this morning? 
I went into his room, I stood behind him as usual, watching him 
getting ready to leave. He didn't talk to me, he pretended I wasn't 
there. Finally I said: "There's going to be a parade today." He 
didn't say a word. He took· his yellow sweater and put it on. I said 
louder: "There's going to be a parade today." Silence. "It'll take 
place here in the square." (Pause. Loudly.) "They've brought the 
statue!" He put his jacket on. He was two steps from the door 
when I don't know what came over me and I started to cry and 
shout. I fell on the floor. "There's going to be a parade," I kept 
shouting, "There's going to be a parade," and rolled from one end 
of the room to the other until I heard the door close and his steps 
on the ladder. 

zoE: How disgraceful that a man your age should cry and roll on the 
floor. You disgust me . 

. ARIS: I know-1 disgust you. I'm disgusting. Because I'm ugly, eh? (He 
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takes a mirror.) And short and dumb. I have thick lips. (He pulls 
his lips in a funny way.) A thick nose. (He's squinting.) Small 
eyes and straight hair. 
(From the point that he started looking at himself in the mirror and 
squinting, marching can be heard in the background and ZOE begins 
to sing.) 

zoE: Who will enter the cave 
To go down the well 
To ask the old woman 
Who is gathering wild grass? 
(The marching gets louder and ARIS is all ears.) 
Who will go to foreign lands 
To bring Rodoula to us? 
(The last verse is covered by the loud marching and ARIS has leapt 
up to the window.) 

ARIS: (Happy and excited) Zoe, they've arrived! There they are! The 
square is full, what did I tell you? We'll see everything from here. 
The schoolchildren are coming ! The schoolchildren ! In yellow 
sweaters. The boys in front, the girls behind. One, two, three, four, 
five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve ! They're marcing 
twelve to a row. The army too! (He jumps up and down, looking 
in every direction.) How majestic it is! I've never seen such beauti
ful uniforms! Green, orange, black, blue. Look, the gendarmes are 
coming now. It must be the gendarmes, on their black horses. Their 
helmets are shining in the sun, they're blinding. And in front there's 
one on a white horse. He's holding a sword raised high, a long 
sword with a yellow handle. Oh, God, am I seeing right? It's him
my friend! Yes, it's him! He's not wearing anything on his head, 
he's let his hair grow long, to his shoulders. That's why I didn't 
recognize him at first sight, but now that he's marching in front, 
yes, it's him. Oh, come and look at him, Zoe. Dear sister, come 
and look at him. I beg you. (He opens the window.) Hey, friend! 
(He waves his arms.) . 
(The noise enters the. room and fills it.) 

ZOE: (Shouting) Close the window! You know the noise bothers me. 
(ARIS doesn't hear her. He's accompanying the drums.) 

ARIS: Tarapapam, tarapapam. 
ZOE: (Shouting, while covering her ears.) Close it! Close it! (Suddenly 

silence, while ARIS repeats his "parapapam" which falls on a void. 
Then he is silent. ZOE uncovers her ears and turns in curiosity.) 
There's no sound anymore. Have they stopped playing? 

ARIS: Yes. 
zoE: What are they doing now? 
ARIS: Suddenly they're motionless. 
ZOE: Why? 
ARIS: It seems something's going to happen. Maybe they'll uncover the 



The Parade 85 

statue, the unveiling I was telling you about. The people are closing 
their umbrellas. All of them. 

ZOE: There's no sun any more? 
ARis: There is. But it seems they want to see better. Wait. (He goes to 

the corner stage right and looks left.) Something is coming from 
beside the church because everybody's looking that way; it seems 
they want to go over there. Oh, if I only could see. It must be 
something important because they're jostling one another, they're 
in a hurry to be the first to see. Someone has got under the rope. 
And another, and another. Ha! They're turning them back, smart 
fellows. They're forcing them to stand with the others. The boy 
scouts-yes, I'm sure it's the boy scouts who are pushing them back. 
I hadn't noticed them before. (In happy surprise) Zoe! They're 
boy scouts with staffs and short pants. 

zoE: Boy scouts like those who accompany the Epitaphios on Good 
Friday? 

ARIS: Yes, like those ! 
ZOE: Are they forming a chain with their arms? 
ARIS: That's right. They're forming a chain to prevent people passing 

under the rope. No one is moving once again. They're only watch
ing, they're watching. (In great excitement) What are they watching, 
for heaven's sake? (Very surprised) My God! Dogs! 

ZOE: Dogs? 
ARIS: Yes. What are dogs doing at the parade? They're coming end

lessly. There must be about a hundred. They're pulling them into 
the middle of the square. They're packing them in close together. 
I've never seen such a sight! (To his sister.) Come and see. For 
once, leave your knitting and come and see something. They're 
breathless, with their tongues hanging out. (He imitates a dog out 
of breath.) Do you know what they look like, standing there side 
by side? Like an enormous colored ball. People keep looking toward 
the church. What else can there be? Wait. 

ZOE: What is it? What can you see? 
ARis: I can't make it out very clearly. They're bringing something again. 

It looks like a cart. (Uncertain) A cart with wooden bars at the 
sides and on top. Only the end of it appeared and then they stopped 
it. (A muffled galloping of horses can be heard.) 

zoE: What was that? 
ARIS: The gendarmes. They moved toward it on their horses. If, of course, 

it's the gendarmes. I'm not sure any more, I don't recognize their 
uniforms. (Galloping again) They've formed two rows as though 
to leave space for the cart to pass in between. (zoE gets up and 
approaches him.) 

ARIS: Wait. Those people are jostling each other again and are trying 
to get under the rope. Take it easy, take it easy. Hey, you with the 
cap, sneaking in. And you, fatso, who' re trying to be in the front 
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row, and you, and you, get back to your places at once. Ha! The 
boy scouts know what they're doing. The cart has begun to roll 
slowly. It has come into full view now. I can't see very well-the 
men on the horses are blocking my view. It's not a cart! (He turns 
to his sister thunderstruck.) Zoe! It's a cage, a long narrow cage 
on wheels and there must be animals inside because they keep 
jumping and hanging on to the bars. (Irritated) Those men on 
horses again. They are ... they are ... people! Zoe! They've got 
people inside the cage! 

ZOE: (She climbs to the window; she is also looking out.) What a lot 
of people have gathered ! 

ARIS: You see! There! There, where I'm pointing. 
ZOE: The square is full. The dogs. Point out the dogs for me. 
ARIS: Did you see the cage? 
ZOE: Where? Where? I can't see. 
ARIS: There, there, among the horses. 
ZOE: Black horses! Did you count them? 
ARIS: (Irritated) Look at what I'm pointing at. What do you see among 

the horses? 
ZOE: A cage. And there are people inside. 
ARIS: Have you ever seen such a thing? 
ZOE: They're naked. The dogs. I want to see the dogs. 
ARIS: They're old people. 
ZOE: With long hair. 
ARIS: They're climbing on the bars. 
ZOE: They act like they want to jump out. 
ARIS: They're as thin as skeletons. 
ZOE: They're mad. They're mad. They're bringing maniacs into the 

square. 
ARIS: Don't. Don't look any more, don't look! (ZOE is struggling to 

escape him.) 
ZOE: Let me. I want to see. (ARIS tries to prevent her.) What is it? 

What can you see? 
ARIS: It's terrible! Didn't you notice anything? 
ZOE: No! Tell me quickly, tell me. 
ARIS: The people in the cage are all maimed. Some without legs, some 

without arms. And one without a head! My God! I'm not mistaken, 
he hasn't got a head. Yet his neck is moving. 

ZOE: (Hysterically) Close the window, quickly, close it! 
Arus: It's not only old people, there are children too among them. Look, 

one of them is holding up a child. Oh! 
ZOE: What? What is it? 
ARIS: Its face is disfigured, burnt. 

(The noise of people is increasing.) 
ZOE: (She blocks her ears.) Close the window, close it! 
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(ARIS does not move. It grows quiet. Immediately afterwards, a loud 
noise.) 
(Being frightened, she speaks slowly but with a morbid curiosity.) 
What was that noise? 

ARIS: The people surged forward and broke the rope, they dashed into 
the square. But they're not being allowed to; they're being pushed 
back again; they're being beaten. The scouts are beating them with 
bits of the rope; the others have dismounted and are also beating 
them with their staffs. One of them is holding a woman by the 
hair; he's pulling her down, kicking her in the face. (He is almost 
crying.) 

ZOE: (Hysterically) Come down from the window, come down quickly. 
(Pause) Tell me, what can you see? 

ARIS: (Stifling a sob, he speaks in a monotone.) It's quiet again. They've 
all returned to their places. The center of the square has emptied. 
Only the dogs are still there. And the statue. Even those in the 
cage aren't moving. My friend ... the one ... the one I was telling 
you that let his hair grow long, is approaching the statue. He's 
clapping his hands. They're looking toward the church again. They're 
bringing somebody on. They're pulling him by the arms because he 
can't walk by himself; he can't see. (He begins again proceeding 
with the description-in an agonized voice.) His face is covered 
with a cloth, that's why they're leading him; he's stumbling with 
every step he takes, everybody is looking at him. (He cries out.) 

ZOE: What is it? What could you see? 
ARIS: I'm frightened. 
zoE: (Trembling, in low voice) Why are you frightened? 
ARIS: That man ... 
ZOE: Go on, go on. 
ARIS: ... is wearing a jacket with a yellow sweater under it. (zoE climbs 

up.) 
ZOE: Open the window, I want to have a good look. 
ARIS: Wait. (They look at each other.) 
ZOE: (In a low voice.) Is it father? 
ARIS: What is he doing in the square? 
ZOE: He didn't tell us he was coming to the parade. (Pause. ARIS turns 

slowly toward the window.) 
ARIS: Look, they're uncovering his face now! (Long pause while both 

of them look outscide.) 
ZOE: It's not him. 
ARIS: It's a stranger ! We got confused by his clothes. 
ZOE: Do you know him? 
ARIS: No. This is the first time I've seen him. 
ZOE: How pale he is. His face is whiter than the cloth he was wearing. 
ARIS: Look! His hands are tied. 
ZOE: His feet too! 
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ARIS: That's why he's stumbling like that. What are they going to do 
to him? 

zoE: There! They're unveiling the statue! They're unveiling it! 
ARIS: It's not a statue ! 
ZOE: No, it's not a statue. What is it? Tell me, what is it? 
ARIS: It's a gallows. No, it's not a gallows. It's a guillotine. Like those 

they used to have in the French Revolution, do you remember in 
the history books? (He comes down, takes a book and skims through 
it looking for a picture of a guillotine, to make sure.) 

ZOE: Aris, that man, that man with the long hair is taking him and 
putting him there-there, Aris! They're going to kill him. They're 
making himkneel so they can cut his head off. (Arus rushes to the 
window.) And the people aren't saying anything. Open the window, 
shout, do something. 
(ARIS, confused, opens the window. Noise.) 

ARIS: Hey, you! Hey! 
ZOE: They can't hear! 
ARIS: They're leaving. They're getting out of the square to hide. Can't 

you see? They're chasing them with the horses; they're shooting at 
them. Hey, don't go away! They're going to kill him! (He is almost 
crying while a roar and galloping are heard.) His face is covered 
with blood! 

ZOE: Aris, the dogs! They've set the dogs on him; the dogs have fallen 
on him; they're tearing him to pices. 

ARIS: I can't see anything anymore, I can't make anything out. 
ZOE: Aris, come down ! Come down from the window. That man with 

the long hair is looking at us. 
ARIS: Yes. He's looking at us. He's seen us. 
ZOE: He's motioning to the others! They're going to come here, they'll 

come here ! Look, the others are staring as well ! They're coming. 
Aris, they're coming. Don't, don't come, don't. (She withdraws.) 
(ARIS collects himself; he looks around.) 
They're coming up the stairs. They'll break the door down. (She 
withdraws.) They're coming. They're coming. They're coming. 

ARIS: (He rtJShes to the door, leans on it with his back, shouts.) No, no, 
no! 
(The shouts of people are covered by trirtmphant marching which, 
as it reaches a crescendo, is suddenly cut off. Darkness.) 

CURTAIN 



BACKGAMMON 

BY DIMITRIS KEHAIDES 

Characters 

FONT AS 
KOLIAS 

[The courtyard of a small house in Thission. A climbing vine, pots with 
flowers. In the background two doors leading to the rooms. Stage left, a 
small kitchen; stage right, railings and courtyard gate. In the center of 
the courtyard, at a table, FONTAS, about 52 years old, and KOLIAS, about 
54, play backgammon. FONTAS is wearit1g a green suit with a white 
shirt. His jacket is hanging on the back of his chair. KOLIAS is in his 
undershirt and slippers. His hair is wet and has been freshly combed. 
August. Late afternoon.] (They each roll the dice in silence.) 

FONT AS: There-a five and a three. 
KOLIAS: A six and a four ... ten. (He rolls the dice in silence.) A three 

and a five. I've landed on you. 
(Each rolls the dice in silence.) 

FONTAS: Put them on the bar, you jerk. 
KOLIAS: I don't want to. 
FOjTAS You're too simple to understand such things. 
KOLIAS: (Shouting) Kalliope! 
FONT AS: A three and a one. 
KOLIAS: Where the hell did she go? 
FONT AS: Hey, what do you want her to do now? Keep playing. 
KOLIAS: To make me some coffee. 
FONTAS: Aw, she'll come and make you some. 
KOLIAS: Two ones. What can I do with two ones? 
FONTAS: Here's your opening. 
KOLIAS: (Shouting) Kalliope! 
FONTAS: A three and a two. 
KOLIAS: I bet she's across the street with the cats. That Symeonides must 

have come back again and they're feeding the cats. 
FONTAS: A three and a two. 
KOLIAS: That blind idiot! 
FONTAS: What has the guy done to you? Just because he comes by from 

time to time and leaves a fish or two for the cats? 
KOLIAS: I don't want him bringing fish for the cats, no sir. I want to 

be able to drink my coffee any time I choose. (He rolls the dice.) 
Oh, double three, just when I don't need it. 
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FONTAS: Show me how smart you are. I want to see how you're going 
to play this. 

KOLIAS: (Playing) Two and two, four. 
FONTAS: Right. What I need now is a six and a three. Nothing else'll 

do. (He shakes the dice.) Come on! Come on! (He rolls the dice.) 
There! Six and three! Now I've got you where I want you! 

KOLIAS: What can I do if luck's on your side? 
FONTAS: I know how to play backgammon, pal! (He rolls the dice in 

silence.) By the way, what time did you come back last night? I 
didn't hear you. 

KOLIAS: Huh? 
FONTAS: I said, where were you last night? 
KOLIAS: So, where was I? 
FONTAS: Where were you? 
KOLIAS: Where was I? Don't you know where I was? 
FONTAS: At Mrs. Aphrodite's. You were writing the book again, right? 
KOLIAS: (Playing) A five ... 
FONTAS: So many sleepless nights just to write that book? 
KOLIAS: ... and a two. 
FONTAs: How's it going? Is it nearly finished anyhow? 
KOLIAS: It's coming along. It's coming along. (He rolls the dice in 

silence.) 
FONTQS: I passed by the Flea Market today and the boys asked me about 

it again. "What's happening?" they said, "with that book Kolias 
is writing? Will he ever print it? We're really curious to read it." 

KOLIAS: Play. 
FONTAS: I tell them, "The book is just about done. What we need now 

is to get the money for him to print it. As soon as the guy gets 
the money, he'll put a full stop and print it." 

KOLIAS: A four and a three. (He rolls the dice in silently.) Did you see 
him at all today? 

FONTAS: Who? 
KOLIAS: Symeonides. Did you hear his car? 
FONTQS: I was asleep. I just woke up too. 
KOLIAS: Damn you and your doubles! (He plays.) 
FONTAS: That's right. Now you lost the game double. 
KOLIAS: I can't think. If I don't get my coffee, I can't think. I'm still 

asleep. I can't wake up. And this heat on top of everything else. 
FONTAS: At one point that man, the ... (He is trying to remember his 

name) that one ... with the antiques. 
KOLIAS: The fat one. 
FONT AS: Yes, the fat one-he jumps up and says, "You've got to take 

your hat off to Kolias. He's a writer! He'll make monkeys out of 
us with that book." "You're right," I tell them, "you'll read about 
the past, you'll see all he did in the Occupation so you'll fall on 
your knees. A great patriot. A hero!" 
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KOLIAS: Well, not a hero. 
FONTAS: "A hero-but he doesn't have the money to print it." 
KOLIAS: Its time will come. 
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FONTAS: What do you mean, its time will come? Hasn't it come yet? 
You've taken so many years over it-we've become a public laughing
stock. "What's happening with the book?" they keep asking. 
"What's happening with the book?" 

KOLIAS: Well, what do you want me to do? 
FONTAS: Put a full stop and print it. (KOLIAS rolls the dice.) Of course 

you'll tell me you don't have the money. OK ... you don't have the 
money. Now that we've got this job to do, you can print it right 
away. 

KOLIAS: (Playing) ... and a six. 
FONTAS: If you don't have the money, you can't do nothing. You must 

have something in your pocket to get ahead. 
KOLIAS: How do you like that! She doesn't come to make coffee, but 

stays there nursing the cats with that blind bastard Symeonides. 
FONTAS: •.• and a one. 
KOLIAS: But he won't get away with it. I'll smash his face in one day. 

He's asking for it, the blind fool. 
FONTAS: It's not nice talking like that about the guy. Isn't it enough 

he spends money to buy fish for Kalliope's cats ... 
KOLIAS: Spends money? Who's spending money? 
FONTAS: Sure he does. He brings over so much fish, poor guy. 
KOLIAS: Those fish-heads? He gets them for free from the restaurants. 
FONT AS: For free? 
KOLIAS: What do you think? He goes around with that crazy woman 

who drives his car, round all the restaurants in Faliron, collecting 
fish-heads, and then goes to the neighborhoods and passes them 
out. He pretends to be charitable! Get it? 

FONTAS: OK, never mind. These things don't matter to us right now. 
What you should be taking care of is printing the book, something 
you dream of too. You'll tell me you need money. 

KOLIAS: Jesus Christ, my throat's parched. (He gets up.) I want coffee. 
(He goes to the gate and shouts through.) Kalliope! Kalliope! Let 
the cats alone! Hey, Kalliope isn't at the building lot. 

FONTAS: Oh yeah, I forgot to tell you. She went to the stores. 
KOLIAS: The stores? 
FONTAS: She told me she was going to the stores. 
KOLIAS: Whereabouts? 
FONTAS: I don't know. Downtown. 
KOLIAS: In the middle of the day? 
FONTAS: What middle of the day? It's 5:30. (He gets angry.) Sit 

down. Just cool it. You're gong crazy over that coffee! Worse 
than a pregnant woman. 

KOLIAS: My whole being cries out for coffee. 
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FONT AS: I'll make it for you. 
KOLIAS: I don't want you to. I'll make it myself. (He makes for the 

kitchen.) She's gone nuts! "She went to the stores." Why did she 
go to the stores, can you tell me? 

FONTAS: To buy stuff, for Christ's sake. 
KOLIAS: What stuff? 
FONT AS: How should I know? 

(KOLIAS sees a coffee cup covered with a plate on the little table 
outside the kitchen.) 

KOLIAS: What's this here? (He uncovers it.) Coffee! 
FONTAS: You see and you were complaining. 

(KOLIAS brings the coffee to the table. He sits and smiles, satisfied.) 
KOLIAS: That's just what I was wondering ... How could Kalliope leave 

me without any coffee? (He lights a cigarette.) 
FONTAs: You're always complaining. The poor woman has five or six 

cats and ... 
KOLIAS: At first there were five or six. Since Symeonides appeared, all 

the cats in Thission are crowding in here. 
FONTAS: (Ironically) Great. 
KOLIAS: Do you want me to tell you where one cat came from? All the 

way from Philopappou. (Drinking his coffee.) 
FONTAS: Come on, roll the dice. 
KOLIAS: The coffee's cold. (He plays.) And who's to blame for all 

this? That blind bastard ! 
FONTAS: Aren't you ashamed? Blaming a blind man, a victim of mis

fortune. 
KOLIAS: At 3:30 the other day he comes and blows his horn outside my 

window. Do you want to know, mister, what I'm doing at 3:30 
in the afternoon ? 

FONTAS: Come on, play. 
KOLIAS: I'm sleeping! And I told him so, but he ... 
FONCAS: (Jumping up) What did you do? 
KOLIAS: I come to the window and says: "Mr. Symeonides, we're sleep-

ing! It's time for sleep." 
FONTAS: (Beside himself) You did that! 
KOLIAS: Why, did you think I'd let him off with this? 
FONTAS: You're crazy! 
KOLIAS: We've become the laughingstock of the whole neighborhood. 
FONTAS: I build things up and you tear them down? Ohhh, what have 

you done? 
KOLIAS: Why? Do I need him? 
FONTAs: Didn't I tell you to ask first? Ask someone who knows more 

than you, who knows about people, about the market, about jobs. 
Listen to this-he insulted Symeonides! 

KOLIAS: Just let him try blowing his horn again in the middle of the 
afternoon and you'll see what I'll do to him. 
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FONTAS: Haven't I told you Symeonides means capital for us? 
KOLIAS: Just let him blow his horn again and you'll see. 
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FONTAS: Listen to this-he insulted Symeonides. And now how are we 
going to get the fifty grand out of him to charter the boat? 

KOLIAS: Aw, don't start again. 
FONTAS: How are we going to pay Captain Alexandris? 
KOLIAS: Listen, is that why you asked me to play backgammon? To tor

ture me again? 
FONTAS: Listen, my friend, didn't we agree to start work on the job 

I've laid the plans for? 
KOLIAS: Are you off on that same tack again Fontas? More scheming, eh? 
FONTAS: You dummy, this kind of job hasn't come up before. 
KOLIAS: (Ironically) Sure. 
FONTAS: First of all, do you know what kind of job this is? 
KOLIAS: (Ironically) A great job. 
FONTAS: A great job! The best job I've ever planned. The best! 
KOLIAS: Fine. If it's the best job, I just want you to tell me this
FONTAS: I will. 
KOLIAS: If it's the best job-so I'll trust you, because I don't trust you. 
FONTAS: Wait a minute. If you trust me, why don't we go ahead with 

the job, the pair of us? 
KOLIAS: We'll see. 
FONTAS: Fine. Ask me what you want to know from me. 
KOLIAS: If it's the best job, why don't you tell me about it, eh? Why 

don't you tell me your plan? Tell me your plan so I'll know where 
I stand. 

FONTAS: No way. 
KOLIAS: And don't torment me for two monthe with ... "I have a plan, 

I have a plan." Maybe it's like that other one involving the pipes. 
FONTAS: (Getting angry) See now, who's to blame for the pipe job? 

Who's to blame for the pipe job? 
KOLIAS: (Ironically) That was a great job, too, wasn't it, Fontas? 
FONTAS: You're to blame! 
KOLIAS: I'm to blame? 
FONTAS: You're to blame! Because when I came and told you my plan 

you told it to everybody. When I tell you a plan you go to every
body in the coffee house to see if it works and say, "Here's the plan
here's the plan-here's the plan" and everybody finds out about it 
and the job goes down the drain. They steal it from us. 

KOLIAS: I didn't tell nobody. 
FONTAS: Oh, no, you didn't tell nobody! That's why this time I'm not 

going to tell you a word about it. Because you're weak. You have 
a weak character. You get carried away and your tongue starts 
wagging. When we're on board ship and sailing, then you'll find 
out the plan. (Pause) 



94 THE CHARIOTEER 

KOLIAS: (Drinking his coffee.) Shit. This is the worst coffee I've had in 
my life. 

FONTAS: And if you want to know, the job with the pipes was a sure 
thing. But it's too bad we didn't have the dough for a down 
payment. 

KOLIAS: And now you do have the dough? 
FONTAS: I have it, but you don't let me move forward with the plan. 

You go and pick a fight with that guy. Symeonides, I mean. 
KOLIAS: Why don't you let me alone? 
FONTAS: Look, pal, didn't we agree to get the fifty grand out of him to 

charter the boat? 
KOLIAS: Fontas, you've got to understand ... 
FONT AS: How are we going to charter the boat? Where are we going 

to find the money? 
KOLIAS: I don't know. Why should I give a damn what you do? 
FONTAS: There's no other way. Only Symeonides. We'll get it out of 

him. 
KOLIAS: Fontas, you've got to understand this. I'm not going to send 

my wife to be a maid in Symeonides's house. 
FONTAS: A maid! Highly respectable! 
KOLIAS: And stop tormenting me. For a month now, you've been driv-

ing me out of my mind. 
FONTAS: What can happen to Kalliope? 
KOLIAS: And you won't tell me your plan either? 
FONTAS: She'll put his slippers under his bed. Nothing else. Absolutely 

nothing! 
KOLIAS: And how did you come up with that idea-my wife as a maid 

at Symeonides's? 
FONT AS: A maid! Highly respectable! She' II put his slippers under his 

bed. Nothing else. Absolutely nothing! And she'll soften him up. 
She'll soften him ... 

KOLIAS: What do you mean, she'II soften him up? 
FONTAS: And soon-considering the weakness he has for her-he'II be aU 

honey! He' II say: "Ask of me whatever you want!" And then 
Kalliope ... Pow! She'll hit him right over the head. She'II teii him: 
"Fifty grand, because they're going to put my house up for sale." 
A clean business, respectable, no complications. I've thought of 
everything. Smooth as clockwork. Smooth as clockwork! 

KOLIAS: It's not possible. 
FONTAS: I don't get it. 
KOLIAS: I said it's not possible. And that's the end of it. 
FONTAS: Oh no, you'd better explain yourself. You throw that at me, 

you say, "It's not possible." What do you mean it's not possible? 
KOLIAS: (Getting annoyed) Do you know what you're asking me? Do 

you know what you're asking me? You're asking me to lose my 
peace of mind. To lose my peace of mind. For Kalliope to go to 
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a strange house. Who's going to cook for us here? Who's going to 
iron our shirts ? 

FONTAS: She'll come on Sundays, my friend. 
KOLIAS: It's not possible. (He gets up. He makes for the room. FONTAS 

goes after him.) 
FONTAS: Why isn't it possible? Because you think small. You don't want 

to rise above your station. You're happy with the lottery tickets in 
your hands. "Madam, would you like a lottery ticket? Madam, would 
you like a lottery ticket?" 

KOLIAS: How do you like that? She went out and didn't leave me a 
clean shirt. 

FONTAS: Look, it's over there. 
KOLIAS: She thinks only of the cats! 
FONTAS: On the chair. 
KOLIAS: What chair? (He sees it.) Oh yeah. (He comes out of the room 

holding the shirt and his shoes. He puts the shoes on the floor and 
starts putting on his shirt.) 

FONTAS: Kolias. The man has plots of land! Huge plots of land! 
(KOLIAS doesn't respond.) 
He's a landowner! 

KOLIAS: You see. A button's missing. 
FONTAS: And not a small-time landowner either. He's one of those 

who can point out their property for half an hour as the train goes 
by and tell you: "That's mine and that and that." 

KOLIAS: (About the button) It's a good thing it's below the belt. 
FONTAS: Huge plots of land! 
KOLIAS: That cuts no ice with me. 
FONTAS: Aw, you poor man, I wasn't impressed either but I've got to 

the stage where I'm smoking three packs a day. (He throws his 
packet of cigarettes on the table. He lights a cigarette.) On Mount 
Taygetos. Whole slopes belong to him. 
(KOLIAS is indifferent. He tucks his shirt into his pants and adjusts 
his belt.) 
If you don't believe me go and ask Angelatos, the barber. Opposite 
St. Alexander's church. At Old Faliron. Because he's been having 
his hair CU:t there for twenty years. 
(KOLIAS puts on his shoes.) 
(Uneasy) Where are you going? Are you leaving? 

KOLIAS: I'm going as far as the coffee house to get some decent coffee. 
(Long pause. FONTAS puffs his cigarette anxiously. He breathes 
uneasily. He walks up and down nervously. He observes KOLIAS 

cautiously. He is waiting for some kind of reaction. KOLIAS, in
different, whistles a tune. FONTAS gets angry and closes the back
gammon board violently. KOLIAS doesn't react at all. He gets up 
slowly, takes a comb from his back pocket and starts combing his 
hair using the glass of the door as a mirror.) 
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FONTAS: (Bursting out) Do you know that a haircut costs twenty 
drachmas and Symeonides leaves a hundred-drachma bill and 
doesn't ask for change back? 
(KOLiAs continues whistling, indifferent.) 
Do you know that Symeonides goes to the kiosk to buy a pack of 
cigarettes and gives a fifty-drachma bill and doesn't ask for change? 

KOLIAS: (Ironically) Are you serious? 
FONTAS: Do you know that they take fruit to his house by the crate? 

Do you know that they take beer by the case? "I was shocked," says 
the barber, "I was shocked!" 

KOLIAS: If Symeonides has so much money, why doesn't he get a proper 
car instead of driving about in that wreck? 

FONCAS: Wreck, huh? 
KOLIAS: What is it, then? 
FONTAS: When am I going to teach you, friend? When? 
KOLIAS: It's a heap of junk. You need a crank to start it. 
FONTAS: It's an antique, you dummy. An antique Mercedes! 
KOLIAS: Bullshit! I wouldn't take it if they gave it to me. 
FONTAS: Well, never mind that. We've got to look after our own af

fairs now. Do you give me your hand that we go ahead together, to 
start this job, to get the fifty grand out of him, to charter the boat 
and sail into the sunset? To print your book as well! 

KOLIAS: If you don't tell me your plan, we're not sailing off anywhere. 
FONTAS: Don't ask me this. Don't. Even if I lose my mind and tell you 

the plan, you should stop up your ears so you won't hear it. Be
cause you're weak! You have a weak character, you son-of-a-bitch. 
(KOLIAS wipes his shoes with a piece of cloth.) 

KOLIAS: A maid for Symeonides. (He gets angry.) And how do I know 
what sort of person he is? 

FONTAS: What sort of person? Don't you see him? All honey! Proof
he chants at St. Alexander's church. Would I have sent her, you 
dummy, if it was any different? To you she's a wife. Isn't she a 
sister to me? Isn't she my sister? I'm telling you, she'll put his 
slippers under his bed! Nothing else~ Absolutely nothing! 

KOLIAS: Yes, but ... 
FONTAS: A week at the most. Until she gets the fifty grand out of him. 
KOLIAS: ••. but if you want me to think about it, that is, to discuss it, 

you've got to tell me your plan first. So I know what we're doing 
and where we're going. 

FONTAS: My God, what curiosity. 
KOLIAS: Where we're going and what we're going to do. 
FONTAS: I can't take this any more! 
KOLIAS: Because if I'm not convinced this job you're talking about is 

all right and no pie in the sky, how can I sail away? How can I get 
.on the boat just like that? 

FONTAS: You never let up! 
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KOLIAS: And if the boat goes under, what happens to me? Can you 
explain that to me? (Pause. For awhile, FONTAS wrestles with 
himself. He takes two big puffs, then puts his cigarette out.) 
"I have a plan; I have a plan." OK, tell me your plan. 

FONTAS: (Suddenly) Tell me something. Do you promise me-right 
here, no kidding, in my presence-that if I tell you the plan you 
won't talk about it to nobody? 

KOLIAS: Don't you trust me? 
FONTAS: Promise me, right here and now. Tell me straight out: "I 

swear on my life I won't tell nobody about it." 
KOLIAS: Don't you trust me? 
FONTAS: Tell me straight out: "I swear on my life I won't tell nobody 

about it." (KOLIAS is silent.) Come on! Say it! (KOLIAS in silent.) 
Say it! 

KOLIAS: I swear on my life that I won't tell nobody about it. Do you 
feel better now? 

FONT AS: Do you give me your word of honor? 
KOLIAS: Out with the plan. 
FONTAS: But you won't start blabbing, you son-of-a-bitch. It won't slip 

out! If I hear that you've been blabbing, I'll kill you! With my 
bare hands! 

KOLIAS: (Getting angry) Listen, if you want to tell me, tell me-if you 
don't, don't tell me. Leave me alone. I'm going to the coffee house. 

FONTAS: Shut up. Look here. (He takes a map from his back pocket. 
He unfolds it on the table.) There it is! 

KOLIAS: What is it? 
FONTAS: You see this triangle? It's Africa. 
KOLIAS: So? 
FONTAS: Pay attention. Here's Piraeus. We set off. We pass Gibraltar. 

First stop, Casablanca. Eight days. We go ashore. Second stop, Dakar. 
Casablanca-Dakar, six days. Eight and six, fourteen. How many 
days are left? ( KOLIAS doesn't answer.) Six days. Now we pass 
Nigeria and drop anchor in the middle of the night in Biafra! 
Write that name in your heart, deep in your heart. Biafra! That's 
what it's all about. Biafra! 

KOLIAS: And what are we going to do there? 
FONTAs: Captain Alexandris will take us there. 
KOLIAS: But what are we going to do there-in Biafra? 
FONTAS: That's it. What are we going to do in Biafra? 
KOLIAS: What are we going to do in Biafra? 
FONTAS: I'll tell you when we get there. When we get to Biafra, you'll 

ask me: "What are we going to do here?" And I'll tell you. 
KOLIAS: Well, so long. Bon voyage! 
FONTAS: (Grabbing him by the sleeve) Come here. Come here, where 

are you going? 
KOLIAS: (Stubborn) Bon voyage! 
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FONTAS: Wait, I'll tell you. 
KOLIAS: Bon voyage! 
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FONTAS: Wait, I'll tell you. But you son-of-a-bitch, if you start blabbing, 
God have mercy on you! Nobody'll be able to save you from my 
hands! 

KOLIAS: Let me go! 
FONTAS: Do you remember what happened the other time with the pipe 

job, huh? I tore your jacket. (He shouts.) This time I'll rip you 
to pieces! Damn you! You're to blame for my plans going wrong! 
(He pulls him closer.) Come here. Sit down. Sit down. I'll tell you 
everything. 

KOLIAS: I don't want to. 
FONTAS: I'll tell you everything, you son-of-a-bitch. 
KOLIAS: I don't want you to tell me nothing. 
FONTAS: Come here. Don't get angry ... 
KOLIAS: Look, you're going to tell me everything. 
FONTAS: Everything. 
KOLIAS: Don't leave nothing out. 
FONT AS: But you ... 
KOLIAS: If you leave anything out ... 
FONTAS: No, no, sit down. I'll tell you everything. Come close. (They 

sit. FONTAS takes a cigarette. He offers KOLIAS one.) So, listen to 
this. It'll make your hair curl! (They light their cigarettes.) Did you 
ever think-(He stops suddenly.) Have a look and see if Valentzas 
is on the balcony. (KOLIAS does not understand him.) Valentzas 
from next door. He might be on the balcony. (KOLIAS gets up. He 
goes toward the gate. He looks outside.) You see, he's a contractor. 
You never know what might happen. He could steal our job! 

KOLIAS: There's nobody on the balcony. 
FONTAS: Are you sure? 
KOLIAS: (Sitting down.) Go on. 
FONTAS: OK, but if you tell anybody ... 
KOLIAS: We're back to that, are we? 
FONTAS: Listen then. (Pause-almost chanting.) Did you ever think what 

Africa means? (KOLIAS does not answer.) Africa means Negroes! 
(Pause) Did you ever think what Negroes mean? (KOLIAS does 
not answer.) Negroes mean starvation! (Pause) What does a person 
do when he's starving, Kolias? 

KOLIAs: What does he do? 
FONT AS: He fights back! But how does he fight back? By working! 
KOLIAS: How's that? 
FONTAS: How's that? If you're at the end of your tether, you don't 

have nothing to eat and you roam the streets begging for a crust 
and you meet a man who tells you: "I'll feed you," and, listen to 
this, "and give you clothes." What would you do? 

KOLIAS: I'd go with him. 
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FONTAS: Right! (He takes a puff.) Of course that man will want 
something in return. Your labor. 

KOLIAS: Yes. 
FONTAS: So think about all this and tell me. 
KOLIAS: Think about what? 
FONTAS: Can't you see further than that? Use your brain, dummy! Use 

your brain! 
KOLIAS: What's on your mind? 
FONTAS: The blacks are sitting in Biafra starving, waiting. What do you 

think they're waiting for? 
KOLIAS: What are they waiting for? 
FONTQS: Their man. The man who will turn up to take advantage of 

them! (KOLIAS remains silent.) That man, it's me! You, too, of 
course. 

KOLIAS: I don't get it. 
FONTAS: Do you know the other day in Crete they couldn't find men 

to gather the olives? Why's that? Because Greeks go to Germany. 
KOLIAS: So? 
FONTAS: So, I think and I says: if Greeks go to Germany, why not get 

Negroes to come to Greece? 
KOLIAS: In other words, you're thinking of importing Negroes to 

Greece? 
FONTAS: Precisely. Import Negroes to Greece to do the work, and we'll 

make a profit. We'll be their masters. What do they want? Their 
food, their clothes. How much can their food and clothes cost? Apart 
from that, no social security, no nothing. 

KOLIAS: That's it! I'm through! I thought you were going to tell me a 
good plan. You've been tormenting me for two months, for this? To 
tell me about importing Negroes to Greece? 

FONTAS: Why? What's wrong with the plan? 
KOLIAS: Are you crazy or is it me? 
FONTAS: Why? Did I miss something? 
KOLIAS: Listen to this-import Negroes to Greece to put them to work. 

Where exactly will you put them to work? 
FONTAS: In the fields. Even if we only get the plains of Thessaly and 

Thessoliniki, that's enough. Not to mention Crete and the Pelopon
nese. 

KOLIAS: And how will you bring them over? How will you do that? 
FONT AS: By boat, pal. 
KOLIAS: How will you make them come, stupid? 
FONTAS: That's the problem. That's it. Can you think of a way? 
KOLIAS: Greece wasn't enough for us, we want to start dealings with 

Africa now. 
FONTAS: Well, how could you ever think of it? You're only good for 

putting a parting in your hair and spending your days and nights 
at Mrs. Aphrodite's but I lie awake at night. I lie awake! I go to 
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the bathroom ·and come out an hour later ! Are you aware of that? 
And my mind is working ! It turns over and keeps working. So I 
can sort everything out! Everything! Because you know these busi
ness deals need a lot of sorting out. So that everything falls into 
place. Because if not, it's all over. Bang! The job blows up in the 
air! 

KOLIAS: That's what I'm afraid of. You'll blow everything skyhigh 
again. Like the other time with the pipes. 

FONTAS: Goddamn it, will you ever let those pipes alone? 
KOLIAS: And how are you going to bring the blacks here? What will you 

tell them? 
FONTAS: You don't need to tell them nothing. We'll charter the boat, 

it'll anchor in Biafra, we'll open the hatchways, they'll get in! We'll 
just have a bit of lamb on the spit, we'll tell them, "Come on 
board and eat," and so on. We'll feed them good and we'll tell 
them, "If you come to Greece, you'll eat like this all the time." 
And the boat sails off. They're starving! They're starving! (Pause. 
They smoke.) 

KOLIAS: And how did you ever think of this? 
FONTQS: It was nothing. One day at the coffee house, I went to the 

men's room. I pick up a piece of paper and read: "They're dying of 
hunger in Biafra." And it came to me in a flash! And I says: 
"They're hungry? We'll help them. We'll get them jobs." (Pause) 
That's how it all started. From a piece of paper, understand? Be
cause if you want to get the upper hand over someone, offer him 
help! 

KOLIAS: Right. 
FONTAS: That's why I'm telling you, Kolias. Once we get the fifty 

grand our hands are untied and we go on from there. Because if 
you tell me right now, I'll give you five thousand drachmas a 
month, what can I do with it? You see, I have a suit. I don't need 
another. I eat my food-how much can I spend on it? Our pur
pose is to make the big time-get into society as ·businessmen. To 
make our name! To become great! And then I'll show you. You 
can print not one, but ten books. 

KOLIAS: And is fifty thousand enough to charter a boat to Africa? 
FONTAS: That's how much Captain Alexandris asked for. 
KOLIAS: I'm telling you it's not enough. 
FONTAS: Listen, these were his exact words: "Put up the fifty grand 

and leave the rest to me. You," he says, "can just relax-put your 
feet up." 

FONTAS: Fifty thousand is not enough even to set sail. 
FONTAS: You dummy, Captain Alexandris is an old sea-dog and you 

think he doesn't know how much it takes to sail a boat to Africa? 
He's an old-timer! Master of the Seven Seas! (Confidentially) And 
let me tell you something else. If the old man has made a mistake, 



Backgammon 101 

how are we to blame? Let him put it right from his own pocket. 
KOLIAS: OK. 
FONTAs: You asked for fifty grand; fifty grand you'll get. (Pause. KOLIAS 

is thinking about it.) 
KOLIAS: ••• and we'll put them in the fields. 
FONT AS: In the fields! 
KOLIAS: A bit difficult though. 
FONTAS: Well, of course it's difficult. Because they have to be ex

perts at their work. 
KOLIAS: I mean it's difficult for Kalliope to go. After all, who'll cook 

for us here? Who ... 
FONTAS: That's what's stopping us now? The job will be finished in 

no time. One week, ten days. Those people are untapped wealth. 
Untapped! 

KOLIAS: Fine, but are you going to drag me all over Thessaly and down 
to the Peloponnese to get fields for them? 

FONTAS: I've taken care of that too. 
KOLIAS: What have you taken care of? 
FONTAS: The beginning is the most important part. And we begin with 

Symeonides's fields. We start from there. 
KOLIAS: And you think Symeonides will agree ... 
FONTAS: Don't get nervous; I've taken care of that too. 
KOLIAS: How? 
FONTAS: I told him. I said, "Boss, I heard that you have 500 acres 

and you keep them fallow because you can't find hands to work 
them. My partner and I," I said, "will take on the farming of them." 

KOLIAS: What partner? 
FONTAS: You. I talked to him about you too. (He winks.) I said: "He's 

a Rumanian refugee. He's getting started now." 
KOLIAS: (Getting angry) How come you told him I'm a Rumanian 

refugee? 
FONTAS: My good man ... 
KOLIAS: Am I a Rumanian refugee? 
FONTAS: Wait a minute ... 
KOLIAS: Tell me this. Am I a Rumanian refugee? 
FONT AS: I overdid it here and there so we'll have the upper hand! What 

was I to tell him ? That you walk the streets selling lottery tickets? 
But when I say "Rumanian refugee," my story is you were ruined 
in Rumania and came here bankrupt but proud! You start with 
nothing. In other words, I'm covered if you don't have a single 
drachma in your pocket. 

KOLIAS: Listen to this: a Rumanian refugee. Too much! 
FONTAS: Wait a minute. 
KOLIAS: What for? You think he doesn't know from Kalliope that I ... 
FONTAS: If you want to know the truth, I turned things around later. I 
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said: "Boss, to cut it short, the man was a hero in the Occupation 
and is writing a book about it." 

KOLIAS: That's OK. 
FONT AS: You see? And then I talked to him about Kalliope. 
KOLIAS: (Getting angry) What did you say? 
FONTAS: I didn't say nothing bad. I said: "Boss, there will never be an

other housekeeper like Kalliope !" 
KOLIAS: Who gave you the right to talk about my own wife? 
FONTAS: My dear friend, I talked openly to him so I could fish around. 

Understand? 
KOLIAS: What right? 
FONTAS: I said: "Boss." (Suddenly he gets angry.) Now look here

stop looking at me like that ! Stop looking at me like that. Let me 
speak. 

KOLIAS: All right, go ahead. 
FONTAS: I said: "Boss, you seem a perfect gentleman. You need some

one to look after you, to understand you. You need someone to 
stand by you. To make your bed. To bring you your slippers." 

KOLIAS: How could you do such a thing? 
FONTAS: Hey, pal, didn't we agree to place Kalliope in Symeonides's 

house? 
KOLIAS: Don't get Kalliope mixed up in this. 
FONTAS: And how are we going to get the fifty grand out of him? 
KOLIAS: You get it. I got married to have a wife at home. Understand? 

I'm the boss in here. 
FONTAS: In other words, you want to wreck the whole scheme? 
KOLIAS: Whatever you say. I'm wrecking the whole scheme. 
FONTAS: And what am I going to do now that I've promised the man? 
KOLIAS: I couldn't care less. 
FONTAS: So you want to make me look like a fool. 
KOLIAS: Get another woman. Do you think you can use my wife for your 

dirty work? 
FONTAS: All right. I'll take care of it myself. 
KOLIAS: Do that. (Pause) 
FONTAS: I'll fix it with Kalliope myself. 
KOLIAS: Who will you fix it with? 
FONTAS: I'll fix it with Kalliope. 
KOLIAS: Fontas, if you dare involve Kalliope m any way, I'll destroy 

you. 
FONTAS: We'll see about that. 
KOLIAS: Isn't it enough that you sold my field in Volos? Isn't it enough 

that the cops were after me for your bad checks and swindles? 
Now you want to wreck my household. 

FONTAS: I'll fix it with Kalliope. 
KOLIAS: If you dare do any such thing, I'll break your neck! 
FONT AS: I'll do this job even if the whole world tumbles down! 
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KOLIAS: You're playing around with my life! I'll break your neck. 
FONTAS: I'll do the job. And you can stay there selling lottery tickets and 

playing the gigolo with the old ladies of Kolonaki. 
KOLIAS: What did you say, you bastard? Who's playing the gigolo in 

Kolonaki? 
FONTAS: But I'm going to smash my way out! 
KOLIAS: Who's playing the gigolo with the old ladies of Kolonaki? 
FONTAS: And then nobody'll be able to stop me! I'm going to become 

great, mister-me, that you see standing before you. 
KOLIAS: You're a deadbeat. 
FONTAS: I'll become great! And you can stay there and wait for the 

book to be printed ... 
KOLIAS: You're a deadbeat! 
FONT AS: ••• until the end of time! 
KOLIAS: A deadbeat; you've tormented me for so many years with 'Til 

become, I'll become, I'll become this, I'll become that." I'll tell you 
what you'll become. You'll become shit! You'll go around like a 
flea-ridden bum from coffee house to coffee house playing back
gammon fifteen times a day. (FONTAS is very tense. He is trembling.) 
That's what you'll do! Your whole life through! Till you rot! A 
deadbeat! You and your backgammon! Till you give up the ghost 
and the coroner comes to collect you to throw in a ditch! Then 
you'll sober up! Then you'll become great! (FONT AS grabs his shirt 
and suddenly rips it apart. He tears it off.) 

KOLIAS: What are you doing? (FONTAS tears off his undershirt.) What 
are you doing? (FONTAS rips open the buttons on the fly of his 
pants.) 

FONTAS: I'm hot! I want some air! (He takes off his pants and keeps 
on his underpants.) I'm going to the square for a walk, to get 
some air! 

KOLIAS: Here we go again. 
FONTAS: (Out of his mind.) It's very hot in here. I'm suffocating! 
KOLIAS: Here we go again. 

(FONTAS runs toward the gate. KOLIAS overtakes him, bolts the gate 
and stands in front of him.) 

FONT AS: Let me through! 
KOLIAS: You're not going anywhere. 
FONTAS: I want to cool off! (Shouting) To cool off! 
KOLIAS: So I'll run after you all over Thission in your underpants! 
FONTAS: I'll jump over the fence. I'll take off my underpants and jump 

over the fence! (He is trying to take his underpants off. KOLIAS 
grabs his elbows.) 

KOLIAS: Don't do this to me! 
FONT AS: (Shouting) Stark naked! 
KOLIAS: Don't blackmail me! 
FONT AS: Like the day I was born! 
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KOLIASS Don't do this to me! 
FONT AS: I'll humiliate you ! Let me go ! Let me go! 
KOLIAS: Shut up! 
FONT AS: How dare you call me a deadbeat. To the fountain! To the 

fountain. (KOLIAS pushes him a few steps further. FONTAS staggers 
and falls down.) 

KOLJAS: Go ahead! Go where the hell you like! And don't ever set 
foot in this house again! (FONT As' excitement suddenly subsides. 
He looks at KOLIAS motionless like a beaten dog.) Get the hell out 
of here. (FONT AS is silent.) Go on! Get out. Take your things and 
get out! (FONT AS is silent.) Did you hear what I said! Pack and 
clear out. 

FONTAS: How could you call me a deadbeat? 
KOLIAS: Now! This minute! 
FONTAS: (Woerully) Me, who've been trying to make a man out of you. 

Whose feet are bleeding from running around arranging this job! 
KOLIAS: Get the hell out of here! 
FONTAS: Who went up and down Piraeus and all over Elefsina and 

Scaramangas to get Captain Alexandris ! 
KOLIAS: Get out of here. 
FONTAS: (Pleading) Kolias, don't let me go to Africa alone. 
KOLIAS: Get out! 
FONTAS: For this job we need each other! 
KOLIAS: Get out of here. 
FONTAS: What did you think it was? A little trip round the harbor of 

Piraeus? 
KOLIAS: Go on! Get out of here! 
FONTAS: Kolias, do you know what I'll make of you if you listen to me? 
KOLIAS: I don't want to hear nothing. 
FONTAS: Do you know how far you'll go? You can't imagine it in your 

wildest dreams ! Money will flow like water. Like water! And you 
won't believe it even when you see it happening. 

KOLIAS: (Fed up) Go to hell. 
FONTAS: You'll get into a limousine to go to church and ten orchestras 

will follow! And fifty church officials will be waiting for you on 
the steps! (Almost chanting) And you'll fall on your knees on 
your own before the altar and praise God and me that made you 
all this. And the choir on the balcony will chant: Glory be to thee 
who hast shown us thy light. And you will cry and say: "How 
have I become all this? How have I reached such heights?" and 
you won't believe it! And the choir from on high: (He chants.) 
Glory be to thee who hast shown us thy light; Glory to God in the 
highest. That's what I'll make of you. I'll make you great! 

KOLIAS: You'll make me shit. 
FONTAS: I'll do it. You'll see. 
KOLIAS: (Disgusted) For Christ's sake, for ten years you've been saying 
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you'll make me great and I haven't become great. (He looks at his 
hand which has been cut.) Look. You've cut my hand. 

FONT AS: Let me see. 
KOLIAS: (Pulling his hand back.) Let me alone. 
FONTAS: Let me see. (He grabs his hand. He looks at it.) Let me put 

some alcohol on it. (He runs to the room.) 
KOLIAS: I don't want it. (To himself) Just look at my shirt. Hell, it's 

ruined. (FONTAS returns with a little suitcase. He puts it on the 
table. His shaving equipment is in there. Hair clippers, a white 
towel, combs, a small mirror, scissors, etc. He takes out the bottle 
containing alcohol.) 

FONTAS: Pull up your sleeve. (KOLIAS does so. FONTAS pours some 
alcohol on the cut. KOLIAS jumps with pain.) Does it hurt? 

KOLIAS: Ah, ah. 
FONTAS: Let me put on some stiptic as well. 
KOLIAS: It's all right. It's all right. He looks at his watch.) Damn it. 

Time is passing. (He goes to the door and uses the glass to comb 
his hair.) 

FONT AS: Where are you going? 
KOLIAS: Just to Aphrodite's in Kolonaki. 
FONTAS: In this heat? You'll melt. 
KOLIAS: I'll stop at Spyros's to get my hair trimmed. I'll have a haircut. 
FONTAS: I'll give you a haircut, pal. 
KOLIAS: I don't want you to give me a haircut. 
FONTAS: I'll cut your hair. 
KOLIAS: I don't want you to. 
FONTAS: Sit down, do you hear me? I'll give you a haircut. (He takes 

the hair clippers, the scissors, the towel, etc., out of the suitcase.) 
KOLIAS: You want to give me a haircut? 
FONTAS: Sit down. 
KOLIAS: Put your pants on first. 
FONTAS: OK, I'll put them on. 
KOLIAS: Put them on now. 
FONTAS: OK. Don't act like that. 
KOLIAS: Come on, put them on. (FONTAS puts his pants on.) 
FONTAS: You're weird. (Pause) Sit down. 

(KOLIAS sits. FONT AS puts the towel on him.) 
KOLIAS: You know, just a bit off the back. 
FONTAS: Bend your head. (He begins cutting his hair. KOLIAS picks up 

the little mirror to see better.) 
KOLIAS: Just a bit. Thin it out. 
FONTAS: I'll do it nice, you son-of-a-bitch. 
KOLIAS: Don't make me look like a marine. 
FONTAS: Don't worry. I'll give you a razor cut. 
KOLIAS: That's it, a razor cut. 
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(They remain silent for ten seconds. Only the noise of the scissors 
is heard.) 

FONTAS: Look, you must publish the book, OK? It's the right time for it. 
KOLIAS: Don't trim the sides. 
FONTAS: You've put it off long enough. 
KOLIAS: Razor cut, all right. 
FONTAS: Don't worry. (Pause) And you should stick it under your arm 

and go to Volos to rub it in their faces, to shut their foul mouths; to 
show them who Kolias is! (Pause) 

KOLIAS: Click, click. The scissors are singing in your hand. 
FONTAS: Where are you now? 
KOLIAS: Huh? 
FONTAS: In the book, I mean. Don't move. 
KOLIAS: Oh, We're at the point where I set fire to the collaborators with 

the enemy. 
FONTAS: Well, put a full stop and print it. 
KOLIAS: It should be finished in about a month. 
FONT AS: That long? 
KOLIAS: You see, I also remembered that story about the cans we stole 

from the Germans. Mrs. Aphrodite said we should write about that 
too. 

FONTAS: You'll never finish if you go on like that. It's been three years 
since you started. 

KOLIAS: (Jumping up) Aaaah! Take it easy. 
FONTAS: What's the matter? 
KOLIAS: You cut my ear! 
FONTAS: Don't get alarmed. It's nothing. 
KOLIAS: (Standing up, terrified.) Is it bleeding? Is it bleeding? 
FONTAS: It's nothing. Let me see. 
KOLIAS Is it bleeding? 
FONTAS: It's nothing. Nothing. 
KOLIAS: Be careful, OK? 
FONTAS: It's nothing. Don't get alarmed. (KOLIAS sits down again. 

They go on with the haircut.) I'm very curious to read this book 
myself. It's one thing to hear about it and another to see it in print. 

KOLIAS: Of course. It's different. 
FONTAS: It'll be an important book. 
KOLIAS: You see, Fontas ... It's my whole life, so to speak. My experi

ences! 
FONTAS: Bend, bend. 
KOLIAS: My experiences during the Occupation. How can I put it? My 

life in the Resistance. Inside the Nazi Headquarters in Volos. What 
I saw, what I did not see, what I know. Everything! (Pause) Who 
I am in the final analysis ! 

FONTAS: Right. 
KOLIAS: God bless Aphrodite for writing everything down. 
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FONTAS: (Ironically) Yeah-a page a week. You spend your days and 
nights there for a page a week. 

KOLIAS: You see, Fontas, it's my duty to keep Mrs. Aphrodite company. 
She's all alone. (Pause) Who do you think gave me the idea to 
put the book out? Aphrodite. How did I meet Mrs. Aphrodite? 
She was sitting on a bench at the Royal Gardens and was feeding 
the birds. And I go to sell her a lottery ticket. (He jumps up.) I 
don't want cologne. 

FONTAS: I'll just put a little hair cream on. (He puts hair cream on his 

hair.) 
KOLIAS: Yes, a little hair cream. No cologne. (Pause) So, I go to sell 

her a lottery ticket and we started talking. I told her an incident 
from my life in the Resistance ... 

FONT AS: I know all this. 
KOLIAS: And she says, "You should write all this in a book." 
FONTAS: I know, I know. 
KOLIAS: She used to be a teacher, you understand. 
FONTAS: So I've heard. 
KOLIAS: "My Life and Work." That's what it will say on the cover. 
FONTAS: Well, now with this African job, you'll print the book. We're 

cutting it very fine, though. 
KOLIAS: Rub it in. Rub it in. It's hard for hair cream to get to the roots. 
FONTAS: Kalliope will go to Symeonides for a week-ten days-we'll do 

the job and you'll print it. (He combs KOLIAs's hair.) And by the 
time you finish it, we'll have the money. (He removes the towel, 
folds it and puts it in the suitcase.) 

KOLIAs: Finished? Let me see. (He looks at himself in the mirror.) 

You cut it all right. Give me the comb. (He takes the comb. He 
combs his hair.) You learned haircutting in the army. Why don't 
you open a barber shop ? 

FONTAS: What? 
KOLIAS: Why don't you open a barber shop? Since you cut hair so well. 

But you sit here telling me about Africa and ... 
FONT ASS Who's going to open a barber shop? 
KOLIAS: Who do you think? You know how to cut hair, you open a 

barber shop. 
FONTAS: Thank you very much. 
KOLIAS: Why? Is it beneath you? 
FONTAS: If I wanted to open a barber shop, I would have when I got 

out of the army. Do you think that's all I'm cut out for? That's 
what you think of me? 

KOLIAs: (Continuing to comb his hair.) Why, what's wrong with these 
jobs ? They're secure. 

FONTAS: (Ironically) A hundred drachmas a day. 
KOLIAS: Oh, you'll make more. Tips too. Extrta tips for Easter. Extra 

tips for Christmas. 
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FONTAS: Listen, Kolias, if, I was born just to open a barber shop-I 
don't want to live, I prefer to kill myself. Tie a rock around my 
neck and drop me in the sea. I'm not one for little shops and 
quiet harbors. Do you understand? I'm a kamikaze! 

KOLIAS: And what are you doing with yourself right now? 
FONTAS: What am I doing? 
KOLIAS: You sit in the coffee house playing backgammon and pretend

ing to be a broker. "They're selling a building lot in New Philadel
phia-give me a hundred drachmas." 

FONTAS: Aren't you ashamed? How can you say these things to me? 
KOLIAS: They're the truth. 
FONTAS: To me, when I'm trying to make a man out of you? 
KOLIAS: Aw, I'm fed up with "Let's send Kalliope, let's send Kalliope." 

Can't we get the money out of him some other way? Does Kalliope 
really need to go? 

FONTAS: There's no other way. The man needs a maid; we send him a 
maid. That's all! That's what he needs! That's what we'll take 
advantage of. He's in great need of a maid. 

KOLIAs: Then, let's send him some other woman. 
FONTAS: (With finality.) Don't ask me that. 
KOLIAS: We'll find some other woman. 
FONTAS: No! I won't let a stranger into this job! 
KOLIAS: But ... 
FONTAS: No! (Pause. KOLIAS lights a cigarette. He takes great puffs.) 

Kolias. The bird flies once only. If you raise your gun and shoot it, 
you've got it. You don't shoot it, you'll be poor all your life! Down 
and out! (Pause) Tell me something. Don't you want to print the 
book? 

KOLIAS: I do. 
FONTAS: How are you going to print it? Do you think it is easy to print 

a book? Do you know how much money is needed to print a book? 
KOLIAS: A lot of money. 
FONTAS: How will you get the money, huh? But if you do this job, 

we'll be loaded! We'll go up and up. Up high! And then you'll 
print not one, but ten books. (Pause) You know, whatever you 
say will be done. You'll sit in your armchair and you'll sign: 
"Fifty Negroes for Stavropoulos's field." Signed: Kolias Pagouro
poulos. "Five Negresses as maids for Keranis !" Signed: Kolias 
Pagouropoulos! "Five hundred Negroes to pick olives in Crete!" 
Signed: Kolias Pagouropoulos! I'll go around getting the con
tracts. I'll have my own car and I'll take the orders. To the hotels 
as maids! To the laundries as ironers! This place and that, under
stand? Banks. Ministries, contracts, photocopies! (Long pause) 

KOLIAS: And how many days did you say Kalliope should stay there? 
FONTAS: A week-ten days at the most. (Long pause. KOLIAS breathes 

uneasily.) 
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KOLIAS: (With finality.) All right. She can go. 
FONTAS: (He cannot believe it.) She can go? 
KOLIAS: If it's for a week to ten days. 
FONTAS: At the most. 
KOLIAS: She can go. 
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FONTAS: (Wild with joy) You're terrific! 
KOLIAS: (Holding back) And for no other reason, but because I like 

your plan. 
FOKTAS: You know how to make decisions ! You know how to make 

decisions! So in a week we get the money, we give it to Captain 
Alexandris and ... 

KOLIAS: Yes, but we must ask Kalliope too. 
FONTAS: Never mind Kalliope. I wanted to hear you say yes, to hear you 

say yes. Nothing can stop me now! Nothing! We get the fifty grand 
and we set sail ! We set sail and no one can stop us ! 

KOLIAS: Wait till we ask Kalliope too. 
FONTAS: Kalliope is OK. I wanted to hear you say yes. 
KOLIAS: How's that? How can I not ask her? (Pause) 
FONTAS: (Deceitfully) You ask her the day after tomorrow when she'll 

be back. 
KOLIAS: The day after tomorrow? 
FONTAS: The day after tomorrow when she'll be back from Faliron. 

KOLIAs: From where? 
FONTAS: Poor man, if I had to wait for you, by the time you decide and 

your slow mind gets moving, we wouldn't have done nothing. 
KOLIAS: Where's Kalliope? 
FONTAs: (Wild with joy) She's a maid, my friend! A maid! Symeonides 

took her on! 
KOLIAS: (Lost) He took her on? 
FONT AS: He took her on, Kolias. 
KOLIAS: Where to? 
FONTAS: To Faliron. 
KOLIAS: When? 
FONTAS: As a maid, my friend. This afternoon. What have we been 

talking about all this time? 
KOLIAS: This afternoon? And why didn't she tell me anything? 
FONTAS: What could she tell you? You were sleeping. 
KOLIAS: (Getting angry) What do you mean, I was sleeping? 
FONTAS: We'll get the fifty grand ... 
KOLIAS: What is my wife doing in Faliron, you jerk? 
FONTAS: She's a maid. 
KOLIAS: And how did she go without asking me? 
FONT AS: I told her you had given your consent. 
KOLIAS: What right had you to send my own wife away? 
FONTAS: Aw, look here. You sat and listened to the plan and now you 

start shouting? 
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KOLIAS: What right? 
FONTAS: The man has fields. Enormous fields! We'll get the fifty 

grand and, Negroes, here I come to get you. 
KOLIAS: And if Symeonides won't give her the fifty grand? 
FONTAS: We'll get it! That's for sure! 
KOLIAS: How is it for sure? 
FONT AS: We'll get it because we hold the winning cards! 
KOLIAS: What winning cards? 
FONTAS: Love. 
KOLIAS: What love? 
FONTAS: Kalliope's and Symeonides's. 
KOLIAS: What did you say? 
FONTAS: The love that binds them together. Don't think the worst. 

Their love for the cats. 
KOLIAS: (Calming down) Qhhh. 
FONTAS: They're bound together, those two! The cats have bound them 

and Kalliope will use this love and go ahead and grind him to a pulp! 
(In the scene that follows FONTAs's enthusiasm becomes greater and 
greater until at the end he is nearly deranged.) We'll get the fifty 
grand and, Negroes, here I come to get you! To grade you! To use 
you! And little Negress, I'll come to your lair to find you! To 
smoke you out! (He sings and dances.) 
Under the palm trees 
among the banana trees ! 
You'll roll there in the grass! And you'll coil all over me like 
a snake and beg me! "Don't go away," you'll say to me, "Don't 
go away! Don't leave me!" But I won't listen! I won't! My country 
is my country and it'll always be my country! (He sings.) 
Gorgeous lovable Negresses 
with songs and sweet-toned guitars ... 

KOLIAS: And I'm telling you he won't give it! 
FONTAS: (Singing) 

bathed in scents ! 
KOLIAS: He won't give the fifty grand. 
FONT AS: I hope he won't. 
KOLIAS: You hope that? 
FONTAS: Do you know what I've planned for him? (He shouts wildly.) 

All I want him to do is not give the fifty grand. That's all ! That's 
all! 

KOLIAS: Then it'll be too late. 
FONTAS: (Triumphantly) You'll see what'll happen to him! 
KOLIAS: What are you going to do? Does he owe you the money? 
FONTAS: You'll see what'll happen to him! (Suddenly he starts singing 

and dancing again, lasciviously.) 
Negresses with fiery eyes ... 

KOLIAS: Do you have a piece of paper saying: "I owe you fifty grand?" 
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FONTAS: (Singing) 
and snake-like magic bodies ... 

KOLIAS: That's what you should do. 
FONTAS: (Singing) 

bathed in scents 
bathed in scents ! 
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KOLIAS: You should implicate him, involve him, so he'll give you a 
piece of paper. 

FONTAS: I have him right here. In my hands! 
KOLIAS: So he'll give you the paper. 
FONTAS: (Deranged) Don't worry, I'll blackmail him and I'll get 

double the money! 
KOLIAS: How are you going to blackmail him? 
FONTAs: We'll spy on him. And at the right moment! ... we rush in 

and catch him red-handed! 
KOLIAS: How are we going to catch him? 
FONTAS: And we tell him: "Choose. Double or prison." 
KOLIAS: Prison? 
FONT AS: For adultery, pal. (This passes him by. He freezes.) 
KOLIAS: (Shouting) For what? 
FONTAS: (Stammering) We'll ... we'll ... put him in jail. 
KOLIAS: For adultery? 
FONTAS: What adultery? 
KOLIAS: What did you say, you rat? 
FOKCAS: What did I say? 
KOLIAS: For adultery! 
FONTAS: What adultery? Who said anything about adultery? 
KOLIAS: You jerk, that's why you sent her to the blind bastard? 
FONTAS: You didn't understand. 
KOLIAS: That's why? (He picks the scissors from the table and falls on 

him. He runs round the room after him.) I'll kill you! I'll kill you! 
FONTAS: (In fear) Kolias. 
KOLIAS: (Shouting) Procured 
FONTAs: Take it easy, Kolias! 
KOLIAS: Pimp! 
FONTAS: Careful! 
KOLIAS: I'll kill you! (He tries to stab him with the scissors. FONTAS 

has time to go under the table. He grabs KOLIAS by the legs and 
throws him down. He falls on him. They fight.) I'll kill you! I'll 
send you to Hell ! 

FO:NTAS: (Twisting his arm.) Drop the scissors! 
KOLIAS: (In pain) Ohhh! 
FONT AS: Drop the scissors, I said! 
KOLIAS: You won't get away from me! 
FONTAS: Drop the scissors. (He twists his wrist sharply. KOLIAS drops 

the scissors. FONTAS picks them up. He jumps up.) 
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KOLIAS: Pimp! Procurer! (He tries to fall on him again. FONTAS shows 
him the scissors.) 

FONTAS: If you dare! 
KOLIAS: Scum! Criminal! 
FONTAS: Go ahead if you dare and I'll show you. 
KOLIAS: Just because you got . away from me just now? I'll kill you! 

I'll burn you in your sleep! There, while you're sleeping! I'll pour 
gasoline over you and set you on fire ! 

FONTAS: What threats are you making, you creep? 
KOLIAS: Seven gallons of gasoline! Like I did to the collaborators in 

Volos! 
FONT AS: What threats are you making, traitor? 
KOLIAS: I'll burn you like a candle! 
FONCAS: You, who sold cigarettes in the Nazi Headquarters. 
KOLIAS: Like a candle! 
FONCAS: And when the Germans left, you took to the streets shouting: 

"Burn the collaborators, burn the collaborators." 
KOLIAS: You turd. 
FONT AS: So you could play the patriot ! 
KOLIAS: I sold cigarettes in the Nazi Headquarters to be on the inside 

and see what was going on. 
FONTAS: All spies say the same thing. 
KOLIAS: To get information. I was a hero! 
FONTAS: And you ran away from Volos. Why did you run away from 

V olos as soon as the Germans left? 
KOLIAS: The collaborators were after me because I was a patriot. 
FONTAS: A traitor, that's what you were! 
KOLIAS: I'll burn you in your sleep! You and her too! 
FONTAS: And you grew a moustache as soon as the Germans left! 
KOLIAS: (Shouting) Pimps! Why did I ever fall in with you scum from 

Kalamata? 
FONTAS: And you ran away and came to Athens. 
KOLIAS: Seven gallons of gasoline! . 
FONTAS: Isn't it enough you escaped and weren't put on trial? You 

want to come out a hero as well ! 
KOLIAS: Who are you going to skewer, you creep? 
KOLIAS: I'll make a shishkebab of him! 
FONTAS: You're not even fit to wash his feet. 
KOLIAS: A shishkebab! 
FONT AS: Let me tell you, my sister should be married to a man like that! 
KOLIAS: (Freezing) What did you say? 
FONT AS: And not to you, traitor! 
KOLIAS: Who should she have married? 
FONT AS: Not to you, behaving like the SS and terrorizing us all in here ! 
KOLIAS: Who should she have married? 
FONT AS: But we are not cattle, owned by you. 
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KOLIAS: (Terrified) Aaaaaaahhhh! 
FONTAS: We'll revolt! 
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KOLIAS: Now I understand what that evil mind of yours is cooking up. 
FONTAS: ''I'll kill, I'll kill." 
KOLIAS: Now I understand! 
FONTAS: (Grabbing him by the collar.) Who are you going to kill, scum? 
KOLIAS: You want to put me on the boat and throw me into the sea to 

be eaten by the fish ! And then come back here and marry Kalliope 
to that blind idiot! 

FONTAS: What was that? 
KOLIAS: That's what you want to do. That's the big plan ! I was wonder

ing, fifty thousand for a boat to go to Africa! 
FONTAS: Do you believe what you're saying? 
KOLIAS: But you won't have time. I'll kill you first. There, while you're 

asleep! 
FONTAS: You ingrate, do you believe what you're saying? 
KOLIAS: And the firemen will come and say: "It was an accident." 
FONTAS: Kolias, be careful. You'll regret this. 
KOLIAS: You won't have time to utter a word! 
FONTAS: You'll bitterly regret all you're saying. 
KOLIAS: You made a plan. Everything all tied up, eh? Everything tied 

up! 
FONTAS: Don't make it any worse. 
KOLIAS: Kalliope married to the blind idiot and me eaten by the fish ! 
FONTASS I want to throw you in the sea, is that right? You say I want 

to throw you in the sea to be eaten by the fish, is that so? Wait 
and see who wants to throw you in the sea. (He takes a small box 
out of the suitcase with the shaving equipment.) 

KOLIAS: You think I'll let you? You turd. 
FONTAS: Ingrate! And I want to make a man out of you! And I work 

my fingers to the bone for you! (He takes a rubber stamp out of 
the box and throws it on the table.) And I've even made a rubber 
stamp! 

KOLIAS: What's that? 
(FONT AS takes out the rubber stamp and stamps the paper on the 
table many times.) 

FONTAS: (As he goes on stamping.) Read! Read! Read and see who 
wants to throw you in the sea! Read! Read! 

KOLIAS: What's that? 
FONAAs: Open your eyes and see what it is! 
KOLIAS: (Reading the stamp.) "Pagouropoulos-Kalafatis. Representa-

tives." What is it? 
FONTAS: What is it? The firm's stamp! 
KOLIAS: What firm? 
FONTAS: Ours! As representatives! (KOLIAS is silent.) As representatives 

of the Negroes. Representatives of the Negroes in Greece! (Pause) 
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You'll burn me in my sleep. Get out of here. Aren't you ashamed! 
I'll throw you in the sea to be eaten by the fish! (Shouting) Would 

. I have made a stamp like this? 
KOLIAS: I don't know. 
FONTAS: Would I have put your name on? (KOLIAS is silent. FONTAS 

shakes him.) Eh? Would I have used your name? (KOLIAS is silent.) 
(Bitterly, ironically) He'll kill me in my sleep ... (Long pause. 
KOLIAS paces up and down nervously.) 

KOLIAS: You should have been there during the Occupation to know all 
about Kolias. Go to Volos and ask Takis Kalfas to tell you about 
me. (Pause) Who do you think saved Takis Kalfas? Who saved 
Michael Georgiou? Who saved Mantzouranis, the tobacco seller? 

FONTAS: (Timidly) I take it back. 
KOLIAS: I heard their names mentioned in the Headquarters and I would 

go and tell them, "Run, boys, run!" 
FONTAS: (Timidly) I take it back. 
KOLIAS: Damn you, you take it back. (Suddenly he goes off again.) Why 

did you send my wife to Symeonides's, why? 
FONTAS: To get the fifty grand out of him. 
KOLIAS: What is my wife doing right now at Symeonides's place? 
FONTAS: What's she doing? She's making the beds. 
KOLIAS: She's making the beds? 
FONTAS: What else could she be doing? 
KOLIAS: When I think that right now Kalliope is locked up with 

Symeonides ! I'm going crazy! I'm going crazy! 
FONTAS: Why are you acting like that? Whatever could happen to 

Kalliope? 
KOLIAS: Come on. Go and bring her back. 
FONTAS: She'll be back early the day after tomorrow. 
KOLIAS: If you don't go and bring my wife back this minute, I'll 

break every bone in your body ! 
FONCAS: Dear friend ... 
KOLIAS: I'm going crazy! I'll break your bones! 
FONTAS: She'll be back the day after tomorrow. 
KOLIAS: I'm going crazy. I'll go to the coffee house and blab about 

everything-the whole Africa deal. 
FONTAS: Don't shout. 
KOLIAS: I'll tell every little detail! I'll become the town crier. I'll shout 

it through a megaphone. 
FONTAS: Kolias! 
KOLIAS.: The whole world will know. 
FONTAS: Don't shout. 
KOLIAS: (Loudly) About Africa! 
FONTAS: (Terrified) Shut up, damn you! 
KOLIAS: (He goes toward the gate. He shouts in the direction of the 

street.) He wants to import Negroes! 
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FONTAS: Stop it. (He begs him.) Please! 
KOLIAS: (Shouting) Negroes from Africa! 
FONT AS: We're lost ! My plan is ruined ! 
KOLIAS: Negroes for slaves! 
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FONTAS: Why did I ever tell the son-of-a-bitch? 
KOLIAS: You shouldn't have pushed me so far. Once you've pushed me 

this far ... 
FONTAS: My tongue should have been cut out. 
KOLIAS: Negroes! 
FONTAS: Oh, oh, oh! Don't, dear friend. 
KOLIAS: (Shouting) Negroes for slaves! 
FONT AS: Shut up, goddamn it! 
KOLIAS: Come on. Go and bring her back. 
FONTAS: All right, all right. 
KOLIAS: If you don't want me to say anything about Africa, go and 

bring her back. 
FONTAS: Alright, I'll go. 
KOLIAS: Go on. Right now. Get dressed. Put your shirt on and go and 

bring me my wife back. 
FONTAS: All right, I'll go. 
KOLIAS: Go on! (FONT AS picks his shirt up from the floor.) Go and 

bring back my wife, son-of-a-bitch. 
FONTAS: It's got no buttons on it. 
KOLIAS: No buttons? What do I care? 
FONTAS It's got no buttons on it. How can I go? 
KOLIAS: Put another shirt on. 
FONTAS: I don't have another shirt. They're all dirty. 
KOLIAS: OK, sit down and sew on the buttons. (FONTAS is silent.) Go 

on. Sew them on. Right now. 
FONTAS: Kalliope will come ... 
KOLIAS: Sew them on. 
FONTAS: ... early the day after tomorrow. 
KOLIAS: Sew them on and go and bring her back! 
FONCAS: Where does she keep the thread? 
KOLIAS: There, in the sewing machine. 
FONTAS: Where? 
KOLIAS: In the box. 
FONTAS: Bring it here. (KOLIAS goes into the room.) (Sotto voce) Why 

did I open my big mouth, stupid bastard that I am? Why did I 
do it? (Pause) What if Velentzas heard from next door, huh? My 
plan is ruined! It's all to hell. He's a contractor! (KOLIAS brings 
the box with the threads.) 

KOLIAS: Here, take it. 
FONTAS: Why did I open my big mouth, damn me? 
KOLIAS: And be quick. Don't take an hour over it. (He paces up and 

down. In the scene that follows, FONTAS threads the needle and 
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sews the buttons on.) Just a few stitches and off you go and bring 
her back. 

FONTAS: I'll go. (Pause) Hey, the buttons are broken. 
KOLIAS: There are buttons in the box. (Pause) And look, don't think 

you're not going, because you're done for! If you don't come back 
with Kalliope ... 

FONTAS: Shut up damn you. I'll go. 
KOLIAS: Go. 
FONTAS: My tongue should have been cut out! 
KOLIAS: Because if you don't go, I'll go to the coffee house and tell 

everything! I'll write it on the mirror. The big mirror. He wants 
to import Negroes from Africa. In chalk. (FONTAS bites the 
thread and looks at him savagely.) And from there I'll go to 
Faliron. To Angelatos, the barber. Did you say St. Alexander's 
church? I'll track down the shop, find out where Symeonides's 
house is and I'll go and break everything up! 

FONT AS: Terrific! That's just what you should do. 
KOLIAS: That's what I'll do. 
FONTAS: Break everything up. The police will come. You'll be humiliat

ed, go to prison and to top it all you'll come out as a cuckold. 
Because how could anybody believe you made all this trouble just 
because Kalliope went there as a maid? 

KOLIAS: Hurry up and finish! (He paces up and down.) Let me tell 
you this. If anybody finds out my wife went to that blind bastard's 
house and that you, her brother-her disgusting brother-agreed and 
egged her on, there's nothing left to do but kill the lot of you! 
(Pause) 

FONTAS: Aren't you ashamed? 
KOLIAS: All of you/ 
FONTAS: Aren't you ashamed? Kalliope is sacrificing herself this very 

minute. 
KOLIAS: Sacrificing herself? 
FONTAS: She's not wasting her time with the old ladies of Kolonaki. 
KOLIAS: Aren't you finished? Have you sewn on the buttons? 
FONTAS: What do you do at Kolonaki with Mrs. Aphrodite? A page 

a week! Do you think I don't know what you do over there? 
KOLIAS: Hurry up and finish! 
FONTAS: Aren't you ashamed? You carry on disgracefully with her! 

Disgracefully! 
KOLIAS: Hurry up and finish, I said. 
F_DNTAS: If Kalliope finds out, she'll kick you out of here. What do you 

think? Just because I keep my mouth shut? (He drops the button 
on the floor.) 

KOLIAS: He sent my wife to that blind idiot! 
FONTAS: Where did that button go? (He bends down. He is searching.) 
KOLIAS: My own wife! 
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FONTAS: She's my sister as well, isn't she? Do you think it doesn't 
pain me ... 

KOLIAS: Bullshit. 
FONT AS: .•• that Kalliope has .to work? 
KOLIAS: That accursed Sunday at Omonoia is to blame. That Sunday 

when I met you! 
FONT AS: Am I to look all over the yard for the button? 
KOLIAS: That accursed Sunday is to blame when it was raining outside 

the Olympia and you say .to me: "Buddy, let's play a game of 
backgammon." That Sunday is to blame for everything. That's where 
all the trouble started. 

FONTAS: Do you know where you have gone wrong? That you raise 
objections where you shouldn't. Leave everything to me. I am 
working for your own good. I'm thinking about you. Do you know 
where they'll put your name? Up there! On a big sign! Kolias 
Pagouropoulos! 

KOLIAS: Yes. That's what you told me about the camomile too and 
then the police were after me about the checks. 

FONT AS: What camomile? 
KOLIAS: That time in Thessaly. Didn't you tell me the same thing? 
FONTAS: When? 
KOLIAS: When we rented the camomile fields. And the camomile rotted. 
FONTAS: Why did the camomile rot? Huh? Why did the camomile rot? 

Natural causes. It rained. 
KOLIAS: You didn't listen .to me, though. 
FONTAS: It rained the day we were going to sell it. 
KOLIAS: Because I kept telling you: "Fontas stop playing backgammon

it's going to rain," and showed you the clouds looming above. And 
you said, "It woooon't rain!" 

FONT AS: And what did you want me to do? 
KOLIAS: To stop playing backgammon, that's what. 
FONTAS: Why, did we have to pay for storage? 
KOLIAS: To cover the camomile. To take an oil cloth and cover it. But 

you didn't do nothing. All you cared about was the backgammon! 
(FONTAS finds the button.) 

FONT AS: Here it is! Look where it was hiding. Behind the pot. 
KOLIAS: Finished? 
FONTAS: Just a minute, friend, till I sew on the last one. 
KOLIAS: Go on. You've got to go and bring Kalliope back. 
FONTAS: What are you talking about? 
KOLIAS: Why, aren't you going? 
FONTA: It's seven o'clock. By the time I go, Angelatos will have closed. 
KOLIAS: You go to Symeonides's place. 
FONTAS: I don't know where the house is. 
KOLIAS: You don't know where the house is? 
FONTAS: J don't. 
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KOLIAS: You don't know where the house is? 
FONTAS: She'll come early the day after tomorrow. 
KOLIAS: Early the day after tomorrow? Hurry up, go and bring her 

back now! 
FONTAS: How can I go if I don't know where the house is? 
KOLIAS: So break your neck to find it. 
FONTAS: I just don't know. 
KOLIAS: Call him. 
FONTAS: How can I call him? 
KOLIAS: Call him from the kiosk. (He pulls him.) Come on. Now. 

Let's go together. 
FONTAS: He doesn't have a phone. 
KOLIAS: He doesn't a phone? 
FONTAS: No. 
KOLIAS: He doesn't have a phone? 
FONTAS: He doesn't have a phone. 
KOLIAS: So now what are we going to do? 
FONTAS: We'll wait for her to come early the day after tomorrow. 

There's nothing else to do. Don't you understand that? I don't 
know the house or the telephone number. What can I say? Kill 
me. I won't defend myself. 

KOLIAS: So now what am I going to do? 
FONT AS: (Putting his shirt on.) My friend does that business in Africa 

appeal to you? 
KOLIAS: It's good business. I can't say different. 
FONTAS: Do you think we can pull it off? 
KOLIAS: I think ... we can pull it off. 
FONTAS: Is this the usual sort of deal? Can just anybody .think of it? 
KOLIAS: No. 
FONTAS: So what are you telling me now? (Pause) 
KOLIAS: And I took an oath that my hands should drop off if ever I do 

another job with you. 
FONT AS: What do you mean, you took an oath? 
KOLIAS: I'm tired. I don't want to be pestered any more. 
FONTAS: We've a plan like this in our hands and we just let it go to 

waste? 
KOLIAS: I'm tired. 
FONTAS: I know you're tired, pal. 
KOLIAS: First with the pipes. Then with the pigsty. You told me we'd 

populate the whole of Greece with pigs. And in the meantime I 
get used to the idea and get eager, excited ... And then something 
happens and the whole job is screwed up. 

FONTAS: The job was screwed up because we didn't have the capital
the dough. 

KOLIAS: Yes, but all these ups and downs have tired me out. 
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FONTAS: Don't worry. This job'll go fine. I'm telling you. ( Confiden-
tially) We also have the bet on our side. 

KOLIAS: What bet? 
FONTAS: I made a bet. 
KOLIAS: What kind of bet? 
FONTAS: When I was coming back on the train from my hometown. 
KOLIAS: When? 
FONTAS: At Easter-didn't I go to Kalamata? 
KOLIAS: And what kind of a bet did you make? 
FONTAS: Well, we were leaving Kalamata and I was looking out the 

window and saw a field, a large field of sunflowers. These 
heliotropes, how do they call them? And I says to myself, I make 
a bet and says: "If I see sunflowers three times, the job will 
succeed." 

KOLIAS: Well? 
FONTAS: Well, we leave Kalamata, ten kilometers further down sun

flowers for a second time. We go further, we reach Tripolis, but 
no sunflowers, nothing! No sunflowers! We pass Argos and reach 
Corinth, but no sunflowers! I went crazy! I says: "It's over, I'll 
never do another job!" I puffed and puffed on my cigarette. Now 
we reach Elefsina. I'm ready to blow up by now! I says: "It's over, 
I'll never do another job!" And a priest from the opposite side of 
the carriage offers me a cigarette and a light. And as I'm about 
to light the cigarette ... Pow! There suddenly in front of me ap
pears out of the window a blooming garden and a sunflower right 
in the middle of it! A fountain was watering the garden! 

KOLIAS: (Surprised) You don't say! 
FONTAS: (Trembling) What can I tell you? If what I felt that moment 

had been sorrow instead of joy, my hair would have turned white 
in an instant ! 

KOLIAS: You don't say! 
FONTAS: And since that moment, I've grown wings! I've grown wings! 

I feel I must go on! I must go on! Because, you know, for a thing 
like that to happen, it's a one in a million chance! 

KOLIAS: Terrific. 
FONT AS: A one in a million chance! And I'll load you on the boat, 

Negro! I'll bring you to Greece to work! You'll sow-and won't 
you do the harvesting as well? 

KOLIAS: Well, Fontas, if we do this job and it goes well, I'll print the 
book. It's going to be long. It'll be about 400 pages! 

FONT AS: (Interrupting) Oh, oh! Seven-thirty. You see. Time has gone 
by on this and that. I'll miss Captain Alexandris. Come on. Hurry. 
We'll go to Piraeus so you can meet him too. Because at ten o'clock 
he leaves the coffee house and goes to bed. Say, do you have a 
hundred drachmas on you? 

KOLIAS: Aw, no, I don't. 
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FONTAS: Do you have a hundred drachmas? 
KOLIAS: What for? 
KOLIAS: Give me a hundred drachmas and tomorrow I'll give you double. 
KOLIAS: I don't have it. 
FONTAS: And what do we do now? How are we going to treat Captain 

Alexandris? (KOLIAS takes a folded fifty-drachma bill out of his 
watch pocket and gives it to him.) 

KOLIAS: Here's fifty. 
FONTAS: Fifty, what can I do with that? I'll be a laughingstock. Fifty 

drachmas is not enough to treat him to even an ouzo. Do you want 
them to take us for bums ? 

KOLIAS: That's all I have. 
FONTAS: Didn't Aphrodite give you any? 
KOLIAS: Do you want it or not? 
FONTAS: All right, let me have it and I'll tell you what we'll do. Be

fore going to Piraeus, we'll pass by the coffee house. I'll play 
a game of backgammon with Karagiorgos. To get some cash-flow 
in other words. 

KOLIAS: Oh, if you start playing backgammon ... 
FONTAS: It won't take long. I'll get five hundred drachmas out of him 

pronto. 
KOLIAS: You'll start playing and ... 
FONTAS: In half an hour, I'll have him beat. Three games in no .time 

at all. 
KOLIAS: Yes, that's what you always say. 
FONTAS: And what do you want us to do? How can we go to Piraeus? 

With fifty drachmas? Come on Hurry. Let me put all these things 
back. (He collects the barber equipment, the map, the rubber 
stamps, etc., and throws them into the little suitcase.) Karagiorgos! 
I'll beat the hell out of you tonight! I'll teach you to play back
gammon! (He closes the little suitcase. He takes everything into 
the room.) 

KOLIAS: Be careful you don't lose the fifty drachmas as well. 
FONTAS: (From inside) He was lucky the other day and thought he was 

smart. Get it? (Pause) 
KOLIAS: That Symeonides is an unhappy man, isn't he, Fontas? 
FONTAS: (From inside) Yes, yes. 
KOLIAS: An unhappy man. (Pause) Blind, unlucky-an unhappy man. 

(FONTAS comes out of the room in a hurry. He locks the door.) 
FONTAS: Come on, let's go. 
KOLIAS: An unhappy man. 
FONT AS: An unfortunate man, Kolias, but capital for us. Big capital. 

Now, it depends on how clever we are, how we analyze it and 
how we present it. (He takes him by the arm.) But I have this to 
tell you. Less words, more action. And a:bove all trust no one! Not 
even your mother! (Shouting) A lot of nasty things can happen 
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to us .throu&h trickery! Because it isn't just fighting the battle, you 
need to guard your backside too! (They walk toward the gate.) 
But with your help and my expertise devising a successful scheme, 
we'll go ahead with the job full blast. (KOLIAS closes the gate.) 
Because business, Kolias, is like a chain. It is only as strong as its 
weakest link. So you go and fix that link! And you go on! You 
go on! (Exeunt) 

DARKNESS 
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THE MATCH 

BY GEORGE MANIOTIS 

To TAsos LYGNADES 

Characters (in order of appearance) 

YANNIS 
MARITSA 
STATHIS 
ZANETA 
MOTHER-IN-LAW 
FATHER-IN-LAW 

[A living room in the shape of a table. At the back a long, narrow 
entrance like a small stage. Behind it a semicircular hall with four doors. 
On the left wall of the living room, at the front of the stage, a closed 
balcony door covered by heavy red curtains. Stage left, next to the 
balcony door, there is a cabinet made of dark wood full of glassware 
with a telephone on top. Stage right a sofa and two armchairs covered 
with white cloth, placed up against the wall. The walls are painted a 
dark green color. The stage is clear and empty of objects. The hall is 
entirely empty. It is painted olive-green. On a wall, there is a coat-rack 
with a mirror, and next to it a fuse box. Semi-darkness. Downstage 
right, there is a man about 50 years old sitting in a wheelchair. His legs 
are covered with a woolen blanket. He stares into space. This goes on 
for some time. Suddenly, one of the doors in the hall opens. MARITSA 
comes out in a light blue robe half-asleep. She is about 47 years old. 
She stands for a moment in the hall, hesitating.] 

YANNIS: (The man in the wheelchair. Without turning to see her.) 
She's awake! (The woman opens a door and disappears behind it.) 
She's getting washed! (We hear water running. After a while it 
stops. The woman appears in the hall, wide-awake. She goes to 
the fuse box and turns a switch on.) She's turning the radiator on! 
(A muffled sound is heard coming from the foundations of the 
house and a red light comes on in the fuse box. The woman opens 
another door and disappears behind it.) And now she'll wake our 
son, Stathis, to get him up for work. 

MARITSA's VOICE: (From Stathis' room) Stathis, Stathis, get up, son. 
STATHis' VOICE: Let me alone, mother, let me alone. 
MARITSAs's VOICE: Get up, son, you'll be late. Get up. (She comes out 

of Stathis' room, crosses the hall, opens one of the doors and dis
appears behind it.) 
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YANNIS: She wakes him up half an hour early to allow him time to 
stretch. Now she's in the kitchen and is preparing the breakfast. 
(Pause. MARITSA comes out of the kitchen and goes into Stathis' 
room again.) 

MARITSA's VOICE: Eeeeech. Are you still in bed, son? 
STATHis' VOICE: Mmmmm. Let me alone, mother. 
MARITSA'S VOICE: Get up. 
STATHIS' VOICE: Mmmmm. 
MARITSA's VOICE: I'll open the window. Get up. 
STATHIS' VOICE: No, mother, no. Close it, close it. OK, OK, I'm getting 

up. 
MARITSA: (Who has come into the hall.) Close it yourself. 
STATHIS' VOICE: (Window is shut noisily.) Fuck it! 
YANNIS: She's boiling the milk! 
MARITSA's VOICE: (From the kitchen.) Are you up? 
STATHIS' VOICE: (From the bedroom.) Yes! 
MARITSA's VOICE: Go and get washed, what are you waiting for? 
STATHIS' VOICE: Alright. (He comes out of his room. He is a young 

man, abottt 18 years old. He is wearing pajamas and is dragging 
his feet. He disappears into the bathroom. water runs and soon 
stops. STATHIS comes out of the bathroom and disappears into his 
room again.) 

MARITSA'S VOICE: Have you washed? 
STATHIS' VOICE: Yes! 
MARITSA's VOICE: What are you doing now? 
STATHIS' VOICE: I'm getting dressed! 
MARITSA'S VOICE: Do you want butter? 
STATHIS' VOICE: No! 
MARITSA'S VOICE: What do you want? 
STATHIS' VOICE: Is there any cheese? 
MARITSA's VOICE: Yes, there is. (Pause) 
STATHIS' VOICE: Where are my socks? 
MARITSA'S VOICE: In the drawer, on the right. 
STATHIS' VOICE: I can't find them. 
MARITSA'S VOICE: Use your eyes! 
STATHIS' VOICE: Got them. (STATHIS comes out dressed. He crosses the 

hall and disappears into the kitchen.) 
YANNIS: That's my son, Stathis, a boy of 18. When I got sick, my 

wife Maritsa managed to get him into my job. He works until 4 
in the afternoon. And in the evening he goes to night school. Now 
they're having their breakfast. 

MARITSA's VOICE: What do you want us to have for lunch? 
STATHIS' VOICE: I don't know. 
MARITSA' : VOICE: What about chicken? 
STATHIS' VOICE: No. 
MARITSA's VOICE: Beans? We haven't had beans in a long time. 
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STATHIS' VOICE: No. 
MARITSA'S VOICE: What if I got some fish? 
STATHIS' VOICE: I don't know, mother. Make whatever you want. 
MARITSA's VOICE: Don't come telling me I didn't ask you. (They come 

out into the hall. STATHIS takes his coat from the coat-rack, puts 
it on, opens the outside door which is offstage left, and goes out.) 

STATHIS: So long! 
MARITSA: So long, and be careful, OK? (MARITSA closes the outside 

door and stands hesitating for two seconds in the hall. Then she 
suddenly goes to the fuse box and turns a switch off. The muffled 
sound from the formdations of the house fades away and the red 
light goes off. MARITSA disappears into the kitchen.) 

YANNIS: She's turned the radiator off. 
MARITSA: (She appears at the kitchen door holding a cup. She ap

proaches YANNIS.) There's some coffee left. You want it? 
YANNIS: Yes. (She gives him the cup and goes back to the kitchen. 

Drinking the coffee, quietly to the audience): She's been wearing 
the pants-for years! (He puts the cup on the floor.) 

(BLACKOUT) 

(Suddenly sounds of knives and forks on plates.) 
YANNIS: They're eating! 
MARITSA's VOICE: (From the kitchen.) If you think you won't pass 

Ancient Greek, you should get a tutor. 
STATHIS' VOICE: (From the kitchen.) Alright! 
MARITSA's VOICE: No thought of money and suddenly we find our

selves in a jam. 
STATHIS' VOICE: Alright! 

(Sounds of knives and forks.) 
MARITSA's VOICE: You've got to buy a new suit as well; you've out-

grown the one you have. 
STATHIS' VOICE: OK, mother, let me eat. 
MARITSA's VOICE: Don't OK me. You really need that suit for your job. 
STATHIS' VOICE: Alright! 
MARITSAs's VOICE: Don't tell me alright. Tomorrow afternoon we'll go 

downtown to get one. (Pause) 
STATHIS' VOICE: I'll go on my own! 
MARITsA's VOICE: You certainly will not. 
STATHIS' VOICE: Why not? 
MARITSA'S VOICE: I just don't trust you. 
STATHIS' VOIDE (Sharply) Why not? 
MARITSA's vomE: What do you know? They'll cheat you. 
STATHIS' VOICE: I'll go on my own. 
MARITSA's VOICE: Forget it. Never! (Pause) 
STATHIS'. VOICE: l don't want a suit! 
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MARITsA's VOICE: What do you want, then? 
STATHIS' VOICE: A jacket and pants. 
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MARITSA's VOICE: In other words sports clothes? 
STATHIS' VOICE: Yes. 
MARITSA's VOICE: Sports clothes, son, are worn by people who have 

plenty of suits. We ... 
STATHIS' VOICE: That's what I want! 
MARITSA's VOICE: We haven't a cent to spare. 
STATHIS' VOICE: I'll get a jacket and pants. 
MARITSA's VOICE: No, son, it won't do. We'll get a casual suit you 

can wear anytime. Right? If we had the money, we'd get sports 
clothes as well. 

STATHIS' VOICE: No. 
MARITSA's VOICE: It's the right thing to do, son. 
STATHIS' VOICE: I don't care about the right thing. 
MARITSA's VOICE: Come to your senses, son. Don't upset me. 
STATHIS' VOICE: I'm getting nothing at all! (STATHIS comes out of the 

kitchen and locks himself in his room.) 
MARITSA: (She comes out of the kitchen and tries to open the door of 

the room.) Stathis, open up! 
STATHIS' VOICE: No. 
MARITSA: Stathis, please. 
STATHIS' VOICE: Let me alone. 
MARITSA: Stathis, open up, I won't ask again. Did you hear? 
STATHIS' VOICE: No! 
MARITSA: Stathis, open up. You're pushing me too far, my lad. 
STATHIS' VOICE: So? 
MARITSA: Stathis, open up or I'll call the police! (STATHIS unlocks the 

door and comes out.) Aren't you ashamed, son, treating your 
mother like this ! 

STATHIS: (With his head lowered) No! 
MARITSA: (Tearfully) Nice, son, very nice. Congratulations! You're 

doing beautifully. That's how you say thank you for all the things 
I've done for you, son. That's how you say thank you. (She bursts 
into tears.) I go around all day in a worn-out robe all so I can 
manage to save some money-so that you won'tbe deprived of any
thing and you treat me like this, lad. That's my reward, my lad. 
That's my reward, is it? 

STATHIS: Yes! (He also bursts into tears.) 
MARITSA: (Crying) Very nice, son, very nice. You, you should always 

treat people who are kind to you like this. Very nice, congratulations. 
STATHIS: Ohhhhhhh. 
MARITSA: I'm nagging you, son, isn't that so? I'm nagging you. (Crying) 

If any other woman was in my place, do you know the position 
you'd be in now, Stathis? Not only would you not have dared to 
ask for a suit, you would be begging for a crust-with that lazy 
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bum of a father who dealt us a blow out of the blue and ruined us, 
the good-for-nothing. (She takes a breath.) You'd be in the 
asylum, my son, in the asylum. Don't cry, son, don't cry. If it 
weren't for me, Stathis, taking the reins in my hands, they'd have 
taken everything from us, everything. Do you hear, son, everything. 
They'd have thrown us out on the street-the tax collectors and 
your uncles, Stathis. On the streets like dogs. (With little sobs.) 
And you treat me like this. Why, son, why? Am I your enemy? 
Am I your enemy? (She embraces him and they sob together 
broken-heartedly.) Have I said anything unkind to you, son? You 
should get a casual suit, son. We don't have the money, you see, 
for luxuries and fads. Tell me, Stathis, Tell me, is that unkind? 

STATHIS: No, mother, no. 
MARITSA: A casual suit, son, one you can wear any time. 
STATHIS: All right, mother. All right. 
MARITSA: You'll be happy since it's sports clothes you want! You'll 

wear it on more formal occasions also. 
STATHIS: OK, mother, OK. 
MARITSA: The middle way, son, compromise, the middle way. 
STATHIS: (Drawing back) I'm going out for a while. (He exits.) 
MARITSA: Off you go, son, off you go. (She remains in her place 

hesitating. Slowly she gets control of her features.) 
YANNIS: Aren't you ashamed, playing with the boy's feelings, Maritsa? 
MARITSA: (With a start) Why don't you look at the state you're in? 

(She disappears into the kitchen.) 

(BLACKOUT) 

(MARITSA comes out of the kitchen carrying a chair. She puts it in 
the middle of the hall and sits looking toward the outside door. 
She is waiting.) 

YANNIS: Today Stathis skipped school and went to the movies. Here 
we see Maritsa waiting for him to come back so that she can tell 
him to watch out. (Someone unlocks the door.) I can hear the key. 
He's back. (MARITSA gets up. STATHIS enters, sees MARITSA and 
gets upset.) 

MARITSA: Stathis, son, where were you till this time? 
STATHIS: (With his head lowered.) At school! 
MARITSA: Till this time, son? 
STATHIS: Yes. 
MARITSA: Why are you lying to me, Stathis? Where have you been, son? 
STATHIS: At school, I said. 
MARITSA: But I called and you hadn't got there, my lad! (Pause) 
STATHIS: I went to the movies! 
MARITSA: (Shaken) Why, Stathis? 
STATHIS: Just for the hell of it. 
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MARITSA: Have you done this before, son? 
STATHIS: No. 
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MARITSA: Don't you know where all this will lead to, my lad? The street, 
Stathis ! The street, do you hear? Look me in the eye, my lad. The 
street. (She bursts into tears.) Do you want to end up a bum, son? 

STATHIS: (Also crying) No. 
MARITSA: (Crying) No, no, my boy, I know that, I know that. But 

that's how it all starts, how it all starts, cigarettes, alcohol, loose 
living and then all the things you have around you disappear, 
disappear, Stathis, disappear, and you end up alone and friend
less in the middle of the street, son. Understand, son? Understand? 

STATHIS: (Crying) Oh, mother, oh, mother. 
MARITSA: First of all, people do things just for the hell of it. But it 

becomes a habit, Stathis, and then, and then comes disaster, son, 
disaster! 

STATHIS: Oh, mother. 
MARITSA: Don't cry, Stathis, son, don't cry. If it's just this once, it 

doesn't matter. You did the right thing. It mustn't become a habit, 
though, son, that's what counts. That's important. 

STATHIS: Oh, mother. 
MARITSA: Come on now, don't cry. It's just you should discipline 

yourself the next time! Don't give in to yourself Stathis. Don't 
give in to yourself. Come now, come, don't cry. There are other 
things more upsetting than this, much more upsetting. 

STATHIS: What's happened, mother? 
MARITSA: I've had a cardiogram! 
STATHIS: What are you saying, mother? 
MARITSA: Yes, and my heart is very bad. Very bad, Stathis. 
STATHIS: Don't say such things, mother. 
MARITSA: (She puts one arm round his shoulder and draws him into 

the kitchen.) Come, come and eat. Those are the things that upset 
me, son. Those are the things that upset me! (With the other hand 
she pulls the chair on which she was sitting.) 

YANNIS: She's playing all her cards! (BLACKOUT.) They're asleep! (He 
picks up the coffee cup from the floor and pushes his chair toward 
the kitchen.) At lunchtime she brought some packages home. (He 
disappears into the kitchen. After a while, he reappears with some 
packages on his lap. He returns to his place and begins to open the 
packages.) What could she have bought? (He takes forks out of 
the first package.) What, forks? (He opens another package; he 
takes forks out again.) More forks! (He opens the third package; 
he takes forks out again.) Nothing but forks! (Suddenly the 
packages slip and fall noisily on to the floor.) Uh-oh! (MARITSA 

comes out of her room not fully awake. She sees what has happened. 
She approaches YANNIS trembling with anger. She begins to gather 
up the forks. She can hardly control herself.) 
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Y ANNIS: Are you planning to open a restaurant? 
(MARITSA stops and looks at him with great anger. Then she begins 
gathering up the forks from the floor again. After a while she has 
gathered up all of them. She puts them into the boxes and dis
appears into the kitchen. She comes out of the kitchen almost im· 
mediately and disappears into her bedroom. Rain can be heard. 
MARITSA comes out of her bedroom, stands hesitating for a second 
in the hall and disappears into the bathroom.) 

Y ANNIS: She's awake! (We hear water running.) She's getting washed! 
(After a while it stops. MARITSA comes out of the bathroom, goes 
to the fuse box and turns a switch on. A muffled sound is heard 
from the foundations of the house. A red light comes on in the 
fuse box.) She's turning the radiator on! (MARITSA disappears into 
Stathis' room.) And now she'll wake our son, Stathis, to get him 
up for work! 

MARITSA's VOICE: Stathis, Stathis, get up, son. It's late, get up son
time to go to work. 

STATHis' VOICE: Mmmmm, let me alone, mother, let me alone. (MARITSA 
comes out of the bedroom and disappears into the kitchen.) 

YANNIS: She wakes him up half an hour early to allow him time to 
stretch. Now she's in the kitchen and is preparing their breakfast. 
(Pause. MARITSA comes out of the kitchen and goes into Stathis' 
room again. She is holding a wet towel.) 

MARITSA's VOICE: Eeeech. Haven't you gotten up yet? 
STATHis' VOICE: Don't, mother, don't. Stop it. OK, OK. I'm getting up. 
MARITSA: (As she comes out of Stathis' bedroom she disappears again 

into the kitchen.) How did you like that? 
Y ANNIS: She's boiling the milk ! 
MARITSA's VOICE: (From the kitchen) Go get washed, you don't have 

much time. 
STATHIS' VOICE: (From the room) Is it raining? 
MARITSA's VOICE: Yes! 

(STATHIS comes out of his room dragging his feet. He is wearing 
pajamas; he disappears into the bathroom. Wttter running. After 
a while it stops. STATHIS comes out wide awake and disappears 
into his bedroom. Lively morning music is heard from the kitchen. 
After a while S'tATHIS comes out dressed and disappears into the 
kitchen.) 

YANNIS: Usually their breakfast consists of coffee, milk, butter, honey 
and toast! 

STATHIS' VOICE: Mother, I'm going to buy a record player! 
MARITSA'S VOICE: What kind, son? 
STATHIS' VOICE: Not very expensive ! 
MARITSA's VOICE: We have a lot of expenses right now, Stathis. 
STATHIS' VOICE: I'll pay for it, mother .. 
MARITSA's vorcE: How are you going to pay for it? 
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STATHIS' VOICE: With the money I have in the bank! 
MARITSA' s VOICE : That's for an emergency, son ! 
STATHIS' VOICE: I won't use it all. 
MARITSA's VOICE: I don't think you're in your right mind. 
STATHIS' VOICE: I'll pay for it, mother. (Pause) 
MARITSA's VOICE: What are you going to do with the record player, son? 
STATHIS' VOICE: I'll listen to ... 
MARITSA's VOICE: But we've got a radio! 
STATHIS' VOICE: I want a record player too! (Pause) 
MARITSA's VOICE: I don't know what to tell you. Do you really need it? 
STATHIS' VOICE: Yes. 
MARITSA's VOICE: And how much does it cost? 
STATHIS' VOICE: Twenty thousand! 
MARITSA's VOICE: You don't say, son. And we're going to throw away 

twenty thousand, just like that. 
STATHIS' VOICE: Mother, I'm going to get it. (Pause) 
MARITSA's VOIDE: Can't you get something cheaper? 
STATHIS' VOICE: It would break in no time. 
MARITSA's VOICE: Out of the question. It's a lot of money, son. 
STACHIS' VOICE: It's a bargain, mother. 
MARITSA's VOICE: And the records? What about the records? You think 

they're any cheaper? 
STATHIS' VOICE: I'll borrow them. 
MARITsA's VOICE: I've heard all this before. (Pause) Who else has a 

record player? 
STATHIS' VOICES All my friends! 
MARITSA'S VOICE: Costing SO much? 
STATHIS' VOICE: More. 
MARITSA's VOICE: What can I tell you? Do whatever you want. You're 

grown up. 
STATHis' VOICE: Give me a kiss, mother. Give me a kiss. 
MARITSA's VOICE: Come on now, get out of here, never mind that! (They 

come out into the hall. STATHIS is wearing a raincoat with a hood.) 
STATHIS: So long, mother. 
MARITSA: So long~ (STATHIS goes out. MARITSA stands on the spot 

hesitating. Then she approaches YANNIS. In a hissing voice.) You're 
glad he got around me. Isn't that so, Yannis? I mean to keep him at 
home as much as I can. And as you can see-he's got to have 
something to pass his time with. I'm not unreasonable. If he wants 
a record player, let him get a record player! (She turns and goes 
to the fuse box and turns a switch off. The muffled sound from the 
foundations of the hottSe fades away and the red light goes off. 
She disappears into the kitchen. The lively music stops.) 

(BLACKOUT) 
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(Suddenly STATHIS comes out of his room. He is wearing blue jeans, 
sneakers, a plaid shirt and an orange knapsack is hanging on his 
soulders.) 

MARITSA: (She is coming out of the kitchen; they cross each other's 
paths.) Where are you going, son? 

STATHIS: On an outing. 
MARITSA: And where are you going to stay, son? 
STATHIS: Outside, in the open. 
MARITSA: (Shaken) Like gypsies, son? 
STATHIS: Yes. 
MARITSA: (She is shaken and takes a step backwards.) Eeeeeech. Are you 

in your right mind ? You'll catch cold ! 
STATHIS: I won't. 
MARITSA: And what are you going to eat? 
STATHIS: Lizards ! 
MARITSA: You'll get sick. You're not used to that kind of life, son. 
STATHIS: (Without realizing it, MARITSA blocks his way.) Mother, I'm 

going to be late. 
MARITSA: And what if I have a stroke? Who's going to take care of me? 

Your father? 
STATHIS: I don't care! 
MARITSA: You don't care! (She bursts into tears.) You didn't use to 

be like this, my boy! You didn't use to be like this. 
STATHIS: Oh, I've forgotten the records. (He goes into his bedroom and 

comes out again almost immediately, carrying a bag with records.) 
MARITSA: Where are you going with the records? 
STATHIS: I'm taking them with me! 
MARITSA: You'll lose them! 
STATHIS: Good. Mother, I'm late. 
MARITSA: (Bursting into tears) Son, what is all this? The records cost 

money. 
STATHIS: So what? 
MARITSA: So what! Ahhhhhh. Stathis, you scare me! What are you turn

ing into, son? (She rushes to lock the door.) You're not going any
where! 

STATHIS: Mother, give me the key, I'm late. 
MARITSA: No. 
STATHIS: Mother, I'm late. Give me the key. 
MARITSA: No, no, I tell you. 
STATHIS: All right, keep it. (He disappears into the kitchen.) 
MARITSA: (Looking from the kitchen door) No, not out of the window, 

no. Here, take it. Oh, he's jumped, the brute, he's jumped. (She 
disappears into the kitchen. YANNIS is smiling. She comes out of 
the kitchen and approaches YANNIS. With a hissing voice): You're 
laughing because he got away, right, Yannis? You've grown old, but 
you still haven't got any brains! They're hooligans, Yannis. By 
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tonight they'll have smashed everything up. They're hooligans. 
Listen to me when I'm talking to you. I know something else too. 
You'll see that by this time tomorrow your darling son will be 
back-right here. (She disappears into the kitchen.) 

YANNIS: And so it came to pass! 
(STATHIS enters holding his knapsack.) 

MARITSA: (She comes out of the kitchen.) You're back, son? 
STATHIS: (He leaves the knapsack in a corner in the hall.) Yes. 
MARITSA: What happened, son? 
STATHIS: Nothing! 
MARITSA: What happened, Stathis son, tell me, don't drive me out of 

my mind. 
STATHIS: Nothing, I tell you. 
MARITSA: What do you mean, nothing? That's not an answer. Some

thing must have happened. 
STATHIS: Let me alone. 
MARITSA: Very well! (She withdraws and disappears into the kitchen. 

Pause. STATHIS slowly approaches YANNIS with his head lowered.) 
Y ANNIS: What happened? 
STATHIS: Well, they got drunk and ruined my records! 
YANNIS: What else? 
STATHIS: Well, they wouldn't pay for them and we had a fight! 
MARITSA: (She suddenly appears from the kitchen.) I warned you! 

You didn't listen and look at the result! (STATHIS gets angry and 
goes to his room. MARITSA goes toward the door of his room.) 
Let's hope that what happened will be a lesson to you! 

YANNIS: (To Maritsa who is about to go back into the kitchen.) What's 
the matter with you, Maritsa? Must you win every time? We'll dry 
up and wither in the end. Don't you understand that? 

MARITSA: (From the kitchen door.) Do you want water? 
YANNIS: No. (MARITSA disappears into the kitchen.) 

(BLACKOUT) 

(MARITSA comes out of her room not fully awake and goe.i into 
the bathroom.) 

YANNIS: She's awake! (We hear running water.) She's getting washed! 
(After awhile, it stops. MARITSA comes out of the bathroom, wide 
awake.) She's going to turn the radiator on! (She goes to the fuse 
box and turns a switch on. A muffled sound is heard from the 
foundations of the house and a red light comes on in the fuse box.) 
And now she'll wake up our son, Stathis, to get him up for work, 
(She disappe.ars into Stathis' room. Pause.) 

MARITSA: (She comes out alarmed; she approaches YANNIS trembling.) 
He didn't sleep here last night! 

YANNIS: I know! 
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MARITSA: But I heard him. 
YANNIS: You must have imagined it. 
MARITSA: Something is wrong with him. 
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YANNIS: No doubt! (MARITSA looks at him in fury. Then she goes to 
the fuse box and turns a sU'itch off. The muffled sound fades aU'ay 
and the red light goes off. MARITSA disappears into the kitchen.) 

YANNIS: At lunchtime we learned that Stathis was having an affair with 
Dora! Maritsa nearly died! ( MARITSA comes out of the kitchen 
carrying a chair, puts it against the U'all in the hall under the fuse 
box and sits U'ith her eyes staring into space.) Here we see Maritsa 
waiting for Stathis. He called her to say he'll be coming home to 
eat. (Someone unlocks the door.) I hear the key; it must be him. 
(Enter STATHIS.) 

MARITSA: (Getting up) What's this I hear, son? Is it true, Stathis? Tell 
me, tell me, my lad. 

STATHIS: (Pulling back) What's wrong, mother, what now? 
MARITSA: Didn't you think of me at all, son? I have heart trouble-

1'11 die, Stathis. You know, I'll die. 
STATHIS: What's wrong this time? 
MARITSA: Are you having an affair with Dora? 
STATHIS: (With a start.) Who told you? 
MARITSA: (She grabs his arm.) Are you having an affair with Dora? 
STATHIS: (He kicks the U'a/1.) Fuck it! 
MARITSA: I'm asking you and I want you to answer me like a man. Are 

you having an affair with Dora? 
STATHIS: Yes. 
MARITSA: Do you know what her mother is, son? She's a whore! A 

prostitute! 
STAT.fiiS: Shut up, mother, shut up. 
MARITSA: Do you know what Dora is, son? A butterfly of the night! 

Do you know that? 
STATHIS: Mother, shut up! 
MARITSA: Her mother sells her! Her mother sells her, son. (STATHIS 

runs to his room and locks himself in.) 
MARITSA: (She falls on the door and bangs on it U'ith her fists.) Open 

up, you brute, open up. (SloU'ly, she calms doU'n.) All right, don't 
open up. I'll stay right here. Let's see how you're going to get 
out. (She takes her chair, puts it opposite Stathis' door and sits.) 

YANNIS: And so she sat there! When Stathis opened the door in the 
early morning, he found her there! 

STATHIS: (Coming out of his room.) You still here, mother? 
MARITSA: Yes. 
STATHIS: (With his eyes loU'ered.) Well, listen, mother, I've made my 

decision. I'm going to marry her! 
MARITSA: (She gets up.) That's never going to happen! 
STATHIS: I'm going to marry her, mother ! 
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MARITSA: Put it out of your head! 
STATHIS: (Bursting into tears.) Why, mother? 
MARITSA: Because she's a whore, son! A common woman! A woman of 

the streets. That's why. 
STATHIS: She'll behave, mother, she'll behave; she swore she would. 

She swore it. 
MARITSA: Fiddlesticks! 
STATHIS: Mother, I'll go away. 
MARITSA: If you marry her, I'll kill myself. I'm telling you now. I'll die-

choose. 
STATHIS: (Crying) She'll behave, mother! She'll behave. 
MARITSA: Fool! Fool! 
STATHIS: (Getting angry) Shut up, mother, shut up. 
MARITSA: Dope! 
STATHIS: (About to hit her, but restraining himself.) Shut up, God damn 

it! 
MARITSA: I'd rather see you dead! (STATHIS pushes her and she falls 

down. Crying) Eeeeeeech. You raised your hand to your mother. 
Nice, very nice, son. Congratulations! Thank you, Stathis. Thank 
you very much. (STATHIS goes out banging the door. MARITSA gets 
up slowly, straightens her robe and with steel-like coldness approaches 
YANNIS. She stands behind him, to the side.) You must talk to him! 

YANNIS: And tell him what? 
MARITSA: Not to marry her! 
Y ANNIS: What can I tell him? "Look, son, you should get married to 

a good woman like your mother so she'll squeeze the life out of 
you?" 

MARITSA: (She is shaken and withdraws.) Why, has it been hard for 
you? 

YANNIS: I don't know. What do you think? 
MARITSA: If it was any other woman, she'd have thrown you on the 

streets, to rot ! 
YANNIS: So! (Pause) 
MARITSA: You gave up before you'd even started, Yannis! 
YANNIS: Ahh, Maritsa! 
MARITSA: But what am I saying? Even when you were standing on 

your own two feet, what good did we see from you? Debts, booze, 
cards, sleepless nights. These were your good points. 

YANNIS: Listen, Maritsa, I'll tell you how it happened. 
MARICSA: (Terrified) I don't want to hear a thing! 
YANNIS: At a certain point, I got tired of everything, Maritsa. You and 

the child and the house and the job-everything! (Pause) 
MARITSA: How were we to blame? 
YANNIS: You were lying all the time, Maritsa, and then you used the 

child as a cover. 
MARITSA: That's not true ! 
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YANNIS: It is, Maritsa! 
MARITSA: What about me? Was I happy? 
YANNIS: Who stopped you from being happy? 
MARITSA: You! 
YANNIS: You thought I did, Maritsa, you thought I did. 
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MARITSA: You broke down, Yannis-you broke down. And we saw the 
results. 

YANNis: What's done is done. 
MARITSA: No, it isn't like that because now we know where all these 

things lead to, right ? 
YANNIS: You'd better not go any farther, Maritsa! 
MARITSA: Listen, Y annis, Stathis is young and inexperienced and I want 

to protect him. If he marries that harlot, the boy'll walk a hard 
road. He'll be in court the whole time, he'll ... She'll break him, 
the whore! She'll ruin him. He'll learn different, Yannis! You 
know what I mean. He'll learn different and he won't be able to 
control himself and he'll be lost. He won't have someone like me 
who've stood steady as a rock by you. She'll run away and leave 
him and the boy will be lost, Y annis. He' 11 be lost. 

YANNIS: So let him be lost. 
MARITSA: (Withdrawing, she looks at YANNIS with disgust and horror.) 

You, brute! 
YANNIS: (Loudly) Let him be lost, Maritsa! Let him be lost! 
MARITSA: Brute! 
YANNIS: Let him be lost, why shouldn't he be lost? 
MARITSA: AShe disappears into the kitchen.) Brute, brute. 

(BLACKOUT) 

(Enter STATHIS) 

MARITSA: (She comes out of the kitchen drying a plate.) You're back? 
STATHIS: Yes. Mother, I've made my decision. I'm going to marry her. 
MARITSA: Very well! (She goes to the telephone and begins dialing a 

number.) 
STATHIS: What are you doing? 
MARITSA: I'm calling the police! (STATHIS rushes and pushes her away 

from the telephone-trembling.) This can never be, son. We'll 
disinherit you, we' 11 curse you. 

STATHIS: (He rushes into the kitchen and begins breaking things.) I 
love her, mother, I love her. 

MARITSA: (From the hall.) Break it all, break it all, my lad, break it 
all. but you're not going to marry her. As long as I live, you're not 
going to marry her. 

STATHIS: (He appears at the kitchen door, crying.) I love her, mother, 
I love her. 

MARITSA: (Crying) Who's going to keep house for you, when you're at 
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work, son? She'll go with one man after another. When you come 
home tired, you'll find another man in your bed. 

STATHIS: Shut up, mother. 
MARITSA: She'll steal from you, son. She'll steal from you and give it to 

the soldiers and the sailors. She'll give you diseases, son, terrible 
diseases. (STATHIS locks himself in his room. MARITSA goes outside 
the door.) Go ahead and lock yourself in. You'll hear everything, 
son, everything. 

STATHI'S VOICE: Shut up, mother. 
MARITSA: Your children will be bastards ! Bastards ! 
STATHIS's VOICE: Shut up, God damn it! (Sobs) 
MARITSA: And when she's tired of you, she'll kill you. Don't you read the 

papers, son? Don't you read the papers? 
STATHIS' VOICE: Ahhh, mother, shut up. 
MARITSA: And where are you going to stay? 
STATHIS' VOICE: We'll give the house for development! 
MARITSA: (She jumps up terrified.) Eeeeeech. (She goes to the telephone 

and dials a number.) Stasa, is that you? Listen, Stasa, if you don't 
see to your daughter, you'll have me to deal with. Do you hear? 
Yes, yes, I go around saying you're a harlot! Why not? Aren't you 
a harlot? Am I lying? You're a seamstress! Well, that's a laugh. 
Ha, ha, ha. (STATHIS has opened his door and is following the 
conservation.) Yes, yes, of course, among other things you're also 
a seamstress, but first of all you are a whore. Yes, yes, certainly, 
and your daughter's a little whore. Yes. After all, you sell the 
kid, what are you telling me now? 

STATHIS: (He rushes at MARITSA.) Mother, hang up! 
MARITSA: (She pushes him off and goes on with her call.) Let me alone, 

you brute, let me alone. Over my dead body, Stasa. The fight is 
on-over my ... 

STATHIS: (He rushes to hang the phone up.) Mother, mother. 
MARITSA: Over my dead body. Eeeeeeech. Bitch! (STATHIS pushes her 

and throws her on the floor. He hangs up.) What a nerve, telling 
me she's a seamstress, the Madame! (STATHIS goes out, banging the 
door.) 

MARITSA: Come here, where are you going? Come here, where are you 
going? Did you hear? (She gets up, looking at the plate she was 
holding. The plate has been saved. MARITSA disappears into the 
kitchen, limping, holding her hip.) 

YANNIS: That same afternoon, she got dressed, decked herself out and 
went to see Stahis' boss. When she found him, she explained the 
situation to him and asked him to transfer Stathis to Kalamata. 
Stathis' boss agreed with her and promised to do what she asked 
him. Now Maritsa is inside washing dshes, she's waiting anxiously 
for Staths to see his reaction. 
(STATHIS enters, takes his jacket off and hangs it on the coat-rack.) 
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MARITSA'S VOICE: Who is it? 
STATHIS: It's me! 
MARITSA: (She appears at the kitchen door.) Oh, you're back! 
STATHIS: Mother, I want to talk to you! 
MARITSA: Go ahead, son, what is it? 
STATHIS: Mother, I'm going to quit! 
MARITSA: Quit what, son? 
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STATHIS: My job, mother. 
MARITSA: (She is shaken and falls on the floor.) Ohhhhhhhhh, my heart, 

Help, help, I'm dying, I'm dying. Why son? 
STATHIS: (Terrified.) They're sending me to Kalamata, mother. 
MARITSA: My heart! My heart! Help, I'm dying, I'm dying. Get the 

doctor, son, the doctor. 
STATHIS: (He goes out, terrified.) Hold on, mother, hold on. (As soon 

as Stathis is gone, MARITSA gets up and disappears into her room.) 
YANNIS: In fact, she did have a heart attack! But she made a quick 

recovery! After a while Dora really did turn out a little slut, so 
our Stathis stayed at his job and there was no need for the boy to 
go to Kalamata either. As for Dora, the morning papers said that 
"she was arrested naked in a disreputable hotel room with three 
men from the provinces, drinking liquor. It is suspected that the 
procurer," they said, "was the young girl's mother." Maritsa was 
out of her mind with joy. (MARITSA goes back and forth, moving 
around the things in the cabinet.) Here you see Maritsa moving 
the valuable china to Anthi, the woman next door, because she's 
waiting for our son Stathis to tell him the news. She's already moved 
it and she's sitting down here waiting for him. (MARITSA takes the 
chair that has been left in the hall, places it opposite the outside 
door and sits down. She is holding a newspaper-Pause. STATHIS 

unlocks the door and enters). 
MARITSA: Stathis, come here, son! 
STATHIS: What is it, mother? 
MARITSA: (She gives him the newspaper.) Read here, son! (STATHIS 

takes it and reads. He is shaken. He sits on the chair and stays with 
his eyes staring into space. He lets the newspaper slip from his 
hands.) Did you see the picture? 

STATHIS: (Suddenly jumps up.) I'm going for a walk! 
MARITSA: Off you go, son! (She remains hesitating. Then she bends 

down, picks up the paper and approaches YANNIS, dragging her 
chair behind her.) It's all over, Yannis! (She turns and disappears 
into the kitchen, dragging her chair.) 

(BLACKOUT) 

YANNIS: (MARITSA comes out of her room not fully awake, remains 
hesitating for a moment and disappears into the bathroom.) She's 
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awake! (We hear water running.) She's getting washed! (The water 
stops. MARITSA comes out of the bathroom wide-awake. She goes 
to the fuse box and turns a switch on. A muffled sound is heard 
from the foundations of the house and a red light comes on in 
the fuse box.) She's turning the radiator on! (MARITSA disappears 
into Stathis' room.) And now she'll wake our son, Stathis, to get 
him up for work! 

MARITSA's VOICE: Stathis, Stathis, get up, son. Well, are you awake? 
STATHIS' VOICE: Yes! 
MARITsA' s VOICE: Get up, then! ( MARITSA comes out of Stathis' room 

and disappears into the kitchen. STATHIS comes out of his room, 
dressed, and disappears into the bathroom. Running water is heard. 
After a while, it stops. STATHIS comes out and disappears into the 
kitchen.) 

YANNIS: They're having breakfast, just like old times! 
STATHIS' VOICE: Mother, I'm thinking of getting an afternoon job! 
MARITSA's VOICE: You've got to finish night school, son! 
STATHIS' VOICE: I'm fed up, mother, I can't ... 
MARITSA's VOICE: You must be patient, son. It's only one more year. 
STATHIS' VOICE: OK! (Pause) 
MARITsA's VOICE: It's different when you have a diploma in your hands. 

They treat you different. 
STATHIS:' VOICE: That's right. 
MARITSA': VOICE: And also this diploma will help you later to advance 

in your career ! 
STATHIS' VOICE: All right, mother, I didn't mean it. (Pause) 
MARITsA's VOICE: I've put some money aside, if you want to go some 

place at Easter to rest-let me know! 
STATHIS' VOICE: We'll see! (He comes out of the kitchen, takes his 

jacket from the coat-rack and exits.) 
MARITSA: (Who has followed him.) So long, son, and take care! (She 

remains hesitating for a while on the spot, then she approaches 
YANNIS.) I'm happy, Yannis! Everything is going well. Stathis is 
going out with Mr. Manthos' daughter, Zaneta-a decent girl and 
her father a family man! They have two trucks. (She bursts into 
tears.) 

YANNIS: Well now, Maritsa, why are you crying? 
MARITSA: (Nearly crying) Why should I always be the bad one? Why? 

Just tell me, Yannis, do I delight in doing harm? 
YANNIS: Come now, Maritsa, don't say such things, no one is misin

terpreting your words. We all know your intentions are good. 
MARITSA: (Suddenly, she gets angry.) Why don't you go to hell, cripple! 

(She disappears into the kitchen. We see MARITSA going back and 
forth putting the china in the cabinet. She puts the china in it. 
She puts the china in it. She puts the china in it. She puts the china 
in it. At last she finishes and disappears into the kitchen.) 
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(BLACKOUT) 

ZANETA: (She enters. She is a young girl of 17. She is holding a plate. 
She approaches YANNIS hesitantly.) Hi! 

YANNIS: Who is it? 
ZANETA: It's me, Zaneta! 
YANNIS: Good morning, Zaneta! 
ZANETA: I brought you some food! 
YANNIS: Why? 
ZANETA: Stathis and Mrs. Maritsa have gone to Rhodes for five days

to rest. 
YANNIS: Why didn't you go as well? 
ZANETA: I've got to go to school! (She shows him the plate.) Where 

can I put it? 
YANNIS: Give it to me. (She gives him the plate.) 
ZANETA: And the fork! 
YANNIS: Thanks. (Pause) 
ZANETA: I must be going! 
YANNIS: Why don't you stay for a while? 
ZANETA: I've got to study, but it's OK. 
YANNIS: Well? 
ZANETA: I'll be bringing you food. 
YANNIS: Fine. (Pause) 
ZANETA: Why do you never go out? 
YANNIS: The light hurts my eyes. (Pause) 
ZANETA: Other people are handicapped but they're not ashamed, they 

go out from time to time. 
YANNIS: Are you going to get married to Stathis? 
ZANETA: Yes, we're thinking about it. Hee-hee-hee. 
YANNIS: But he hasn't done his military service yet. 
ZANETA: What does that matter? (Pause) 
YANNIS: Do you love him a lot? 
ZANETA: He's the only one I love! As long as Stathis is happy, I can 

even forget myself. And if he goes with other women I wouldn't 
mind, I'd forgive him. (Pause) 

Y ANNIS: What do your parents think about all this? 
ZANETA: They're happy about it! Because they respect Mrs. Maritsa enor

mously, Stathis too. The only black mark is you, but when they 
found out what happened to you, they gained respect for you too. 

YANNIS: What do you mean? What happened to me? 
ZANETA: Well, Mrs. Maritsa told us that one day you were very tense 

at work because you were very competitive in your job and you 
wanted to do everything yourself; she said you opened the elevator 
door in a hurry without seeing if the elevator car was there and 
went in. But the elevator car wasn't there and you fell from the 
fourth floor-you were so wrapped up in your thoughts. What 
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saved you, though, she said, was a thick overcoat that opened like 
a parachute. That's what saved you, she said, and an amulet of 
St. Fanourios you had in your pocket. 

YANNIS: Go on! 
ZANETA: Well, having been reduced to half the man you were, naturally 

you were wounded and you became so wrapped up in yourself. 
YANNIS: And what does your father think about all this? 
ZANETA: Nothing. What can he think? He's got an amulet too. (YANNIS 

smiles.) I must be going now because tomorrow I have morning 
classes and I haven't done any studying. (She is about to go out.) 

YANNIS: What about the plate? 
ZANETA: I'll get it tomorrow when I bring the other. (She exits.) 
YANNIS: (Eating) What things Zaneta told me in five days! (He puts 

the plate on the floor.) 

(BLACKOUT) 

(Commotion is heard outside.) 
MARITSA's VOICE: This way, this way, come in, come in. (Enter MARITSA 

and a couple her age.) 
YANNIS: Oh, the in-laws! (He pretends to be sleeping.) 
MARITSA: (Opening all the doors in the hall one by one) This is Stathis' 

bedroom. 
MOTHER-IN-LAW: Ahhhh, what a sunny bedroom. 
MARITSA: This is the bedroom. (She is thrilled.) 
MOTHER-IN-LAW: Lovely, lovely. 
MARITSA: Right here is our bathroom. 
MOTHER-IN-LAW: Perfect, dear, perfect. 
MARITSA: And this is our kitchen. 
MOTHER-IN-LAW: It's so bright. (They walk toward the living room.) 
MARITSA: (Lowering her voice) This is our living room. Don't make a 

noise, he's dozing. (They approach YANNIS on tiptoe.) 
FATHER-IN-LAW: (Whispering) Is that him? 
MARITSA: (She is moved.) It's him, it's him. 
MOTHER-IN-LAW: (To Maritsa) Come now, dear, don't worry. Be patient. 

There are worse cases. 
FATHER-IN-LAW: Will he be coming to the wedding? 
MARITSA: He's got to! 
FATHER-IN-LAW: (Looking closely at YANNIS.) What an unfortunate man. 
MOTHER-IN-LAW: Thank goodness he didn't lose his mind. 
MARITSA: (She picks up the plate from the floor.) Let's go. 
FATHER-IN-LAW: Let's go. 
MOTHER-IN-LAW: (As they are entering the kitchen.) Quietly, Manthos, 

quietly. Be careful how you walk, quietly. 
YANNIS: (He opens his eyes.) I'm lucky to have escaped so easily. 
FATHER-IN-LAW's VOICE: Well, Maritsa dear, we haven't said anything 

yet about the dowry. 
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MARITSA's VOICE: What is there to say, Manthos dear? Stathis is my 
only child and Zaneta is your only girl. After our death, everything 
will go to them. 

MOTHER-IN-LAW'S VOICE: She's right, Manthos, whatever we have will 
go to the children. 

FATHER-IN-LAW's VOICE: All right then, about the dowry. One thing 
worries me, though; the boy hasn't done his military service yet. 

MARITSA's VOICE: Look here, we're living opposite each other. We have 
empty rooms. When the children get married, they can stay. here 
with us or there with you. They'll decide. So Zaneta won't be lonely 
when Stathis goes away and when he comes back, we'll see how 
we'll manage. 

MOTHER-IN-LAW's VOICE: That's what should .be done, Manthos! 
MARITSA's VOICE: But we'll talk about all this later; we have a whole 

year ahead of us. 
FATHER-IN-LAw's VOICE: Well, Maritsa dear, we think you're marvelous. 

Let's drink to their health. 
MARITSA'S VOICE: To their health! 
MOTHER-IN-LAW's VOICE: To their health, to their health! 
FATHER-IN-LAW'S VOICE: To their health, to their health! 

STATHIS: (He comes out of his bedroom in pajamas, not fully awake, 

and he approaches YANNIS). Father, I'm getting married! 
YANNIS: And you don't want to? 
STATHIS: No! 
YANNIS: Why not? 
STATHIS: Because that's when the problems start! (Pause) 
YANNIS: Do you have anything better in mind? 
STATHIS: Yes. 
YANNIS: Such as? 
STATHIS: I'll get a job on a ship. 
YANNIS: Why? 
STATHIS: I want adventure. (Pause) 
YANNIS: Now that you're going into the army, make sure you. have a 

good time! . · · 
STATHIS: I've thought about it. (He bursts into teal's.) 
YANNIS: Why are you crying? 
STATHIS: No reason. 
YANNIS: Well, go to bed now. 
STATHIS: I can't; I'm too upset. 
YANNIS: And what are you going to do? 
STATHIS: I'll stay here. 
YANNIS: We shouldn't be seen together, son. 
STATHIS: You're right! (He disappears into his room.) 
YANNIS: Today at nine, they're getting married! (STATHIS AND MARITSA 

come and go in various stages of dress. MARITSA is wearing an 
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evening gown, a coat and a hat. STATHIS is wearing a suit, a white 
shirt, a tie and cuff-links.) They're getting dressed. (After a while, 
nothing is heard.) 

BLACKOUT) 

(An alarm clock is ringing. Suddenly it stops. STATHIS comes out of 
his room. He is wearing underclothes . He yawtns. He disappears 
into the bathroom. TVttter is running. Finally the water stops. He 
comes out of the bathroom and disappears back into his room. 
YANNIS is alone on stage. STATHIS comes out of his room dressed, 
opens the outside door and goes out. Suddenly, MARITSA comes out 
of the kitchen. She is wearing her blue robe; she is uneasy. She 
doesn't know what to do. Her glance falls on Stathis' knap-sack in 
the hall. She picks it ttp and disappears into the kitchen. STATHIS 
unlocks the door and enters.) 

MARITSA: (She comes out of the kitchen and embraces him, crying.) 
Stathis, Stathis my boy, you're a father now, Stathis. You're a 
father, a father. (STATHIS tenses. MARITSA feels it and pulls back.) 
Alright. (She goes to the cabinet, picks up the telephone and dis
appears into the kitchen. STATHIS looks sharply at his father.) 

MARITSA's VOICE: (From the kitchen, she dials a number.) Katy, is that 
you? It's me, Maritsa. Yes, yes, she had twins! Thank you, thank 
you. No, no, a girl and a boy. A girl and a boy. Yes, yes, I have 
to hang up now, I have to hang up now, I have to hang up now, 
(She dials another nttmber.) Anthi, is that you? Yes, it's me, 
Maritsa. She's delivered, she's delivered. Twins, twins. Thank 
you, thank you. A girl and a boy, a girl and a boy. Yes, yes, 
do come. So long, so long. (She dials another number.) Eleni, 
is that you? Yes, yes, at last. This morning, this morning. 
Twins, twins. Thank you, thank you. I have to hang up now, I 
have to hang up now. (She dials another number.) Yes, yes, Maria, 
is that you? What did I tell you? She's delivered, this morning. 
The dream, you see, I told you. The dream came true. Hahahaha. 
Yes, yes. No, twins, twins. A girl and a boy. (She dials another 
number.) Katerina, is that you? Yes, it's me, Maritsa. She's 
delivered, she's delivered. Twins, twins. Thank you, thank you. 
You too, you too, all that you wish me. (STATHIS, who has been 
looking at his father all this time, gets up and goes into the 
kitchen. After a while, he comes out again pushing a television on 
a stand. He puts it in the middle of the living room with the screen 
toward the hall and the back toward the audience. He plugs it in 
and disappears again into the kitchen. He comes out again carry
ing a chair. He turns the TV on, puts the chair in the hall and sits 
down.) 
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SPEAKER: (Suddenly, a soccer match is heard from the television.) 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
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Match MARITSA: (From the kitchen door.) Don't you want to eat? 
Match 
Match STATHIS: No.! (MARITSA disappears again into the kitchen.) 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match (MARITSA comes out of the kitchen carrying a chair. She 
Match puts it next to STATHIS and sits.) 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
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Match 
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Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
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MARITSA: Turn it to the other channel, son, there's a movie. 
(STATHIS gets up and changes channels. He sits down 
again. A sort of happy popular music is heard.) Oh, I've 
seen it. It's about the daughter of a rich manufacturer who 
falls in love with her father's clerk, a brilliant guy. Her 
father, though, does everything he can to keep her from 
marrying him, but the boy inherits a small fortune and not 
only does he marry her, but he also saves her father from 
bankruptcy. After this, her father thinks highly of him 
and gives him permission to marry hs daughter. You see, 
there's the daughter going to her father's office and she's 
asking the clerk if he's in ... 

LIZA's VOICE: Nikos, is daddy in? 
NIKos' VOICE: Yes, Miss Liza! 
MARITSA: Now she drops her glove and he'll rush to pick it up for her! 
NIKOs' VOICE : Miss Liza ! 
LIZA's VOICE: What is it, Nikos? 
MARITSA: She doesn't love him yet! 
NIKos' VOICE: You dropped your glove! 
LIZA's VFICE: Thanks, Nikos! (STATHIS gets up and changes channels. 

He rushes back to his seat. A soccer match is heard from the tele
vision.) 

SPEAKER: 

Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 

MARITSA: (She gets up and changes channels.) That's enough of that! 
(She returns to her seat. Sounds of the seashore and barrel-organ 
music.) Ah, we missed how they met! Nikos had gone out at 

midnight to get medicine for his sick mother. Liza was 
coming back from a party, disgusted with the . guests' 
low behavior and she couldn't find a cab. As she was re-
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turning-a woman alone in the middle of the savage night
three bums attacked her with evil intent. Liza at once 
started screaming. Nikos happened to be passing by and 
he ran up and began kicking the bums. He saved her, with
out knowing who she was. He didn't recognize her in the 
darkness. Liza was deeply moved and fell madly in love 
with him. Here we see them in this taverna eating in 
silence. It's their first date. But see that tall guy in the 
background, with the white pants? He's Tellis, who wants 
Liza not because he's in love with her, but for her dowry. 
So this Tellis goes to tell everything to her father, every 
detail, the brute. When Liza returns home she'll be in 
trouble. 

(STATHIS gets up and is going to change the channel.) 
MARITSA: Sit down, son, to see the scene with Liza's father-and you can 

change it again then ! 
(STATHIS returns to his seat without changing it.) 

MARITSA: There, there's her father. There's Liza entering! 
LIZA's VOICE: Good evening, father! Why aren't you sleeping? 
FATHER's VOICE: I was waiting for you, Liza! 
LIZA's VOICE: Why, father? Is anything wrong? 
FATHER's VOICE: Liza, my child, what are you: doing with my clerk 

Nikos at The Crabs-just the pair of you? 
LIZA's VOICE: Who told you? 
FATHER's VOICE: Someone. I'm asking the questions, not you, Liza! 
LIZA's VOICE: You would have found out sooner or later; well, yes, 

J love him. 
FATHER's VOICE: Liza, what are you saying, child? You're killing me. 
LIZA's VOICE: Why father? 
FATHER'S VOICE: He hasn't a pot to piss in, child ! 
LIZA's VOICE: He has brains, dad, that's what counts today. 
FATHER's VOICE: Liza, I forbid you to see him again! 
LIZA's VOICE: Father! 
FATHER'S VOICE: Yes, I forbid you. I'll fire the idiot. 
LIZA's VOICE: No, father, no. He has a sick mother. 
FATHER's VOICE: If you promise not to see him again, I might not fire 

him. 
LIZA's VOICE: (Choked with sobs.) I promise, father, I promise. 

(STATHIS gets up and changes channels. He rushes back to his 
seat.) 

SPEAKER: 

Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 

MARITSA: Nikos almost loses his mind because Liza passes 
by and doesn't speak to ·him; he thinks she has spurned 
him :because he is poor, but he isn't aware of her tragedy. 
(STATHIS looks at her sharply.) 
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Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Match MARITSA: Nikos tries to commit suicide! Liza goes crazy 
Match when she finds out. She runs at once to the hospital to see 
Match him and explain everything. When she sees him all ban
Match daged up, she falls into his arms and starts crying. But 
Match just their bad luck-Tellis works as a doctor in this hos
Match pital! That man in the white pants who wants her for her 
Match fortune. He sees them and tells her father everything. The 
Match old man gets very angry and sends Liza to a school in 
Match Switzerland and thinks that everything is going to be fine. 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 

MARITSA: Change it, son, that's enough of that. Change it, please. 
(STATHIS gets up and changes the channel. He rushes back to his seat. 
Music for a zebekiko dance is heard.) 

MARITSA: Here we see Nikos dancing the zebekiko.1 He has 
been fired. Liza seems to have disappeared off the earth and 
next day they'll throw him out <i>f his house, with a sick 

1A dance deriving from the folklore and life style of the Greek urban lower 
classes. It is almost always accompanied by buzuki music. 
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mother dependent on him. He's dancing so he won't lose 
his mind. Not that he is a regular customer of the tavernas. 
No. He's drinking because he's unhappy. But next day-no, 
I remember now, he didn't get an inheritance. He won the 
lottery. Here we see him looking at the lottery ticket and at 
the newspaper. He can't believe his eyes. Look, look how pale 
he has become. That's what it means to be a good actor, am 
I right? He's turned as white as a sheet. 

(STATHIS gets up and changes channels. He returns to his seat.) 
SPEAKER: 

Match 
Match 
Match 
Match MARITSA: As soon as he gets the money, he buys a ticket for 
Match Switzerland to find Liza. When he arrives in Switzerland, he 
Match appears on television and says that he's looking for his 
Match sister whom he last saw in childhood. Liza sees him and 
Match goes to him. And that's how they're reunited. 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match 
Match YANNIS: And in a little while the umpire will signal the 
Match end of the game. 
Match 
Match 
(STATHIS gets up and turns the volume up.) 

SPEAKER: 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
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MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
MATCH 
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(A blinding white light evens everything out.) 

CURTAIN 



THREE DRAMATIC MONOLOGUES 

BY GEORGE MANIOTIS 

THE LITTLE WOODEN MAN1 

A little wooden man making puppet-like movements. 

-I'm a little flat wooden man 
I have a flat wooden wife 
and two lively kids 
who beat each other every day 
Tirom-tiri-tira 
I also have 
a wooden check jacket 
wooden striped pants 
a wooden white shirt 
a wooden tie 
tiny wooden shoes 
and lots and lots of 
little wooden almond eyes 
Tirom-tiri-tira. 

I work-I'm made of wood-! have a good time 
Tirom-tiri-tira 
I work-I'm made of wood-! have a good time 
Tirom-tiri-tira 
I work-I'm made of wood-! have a good time 
Tirom-tiri-tira 
I work-I'm made of wood-! have a good time 
I work-I'm made of wood-! have a good time 
I work-I'm made of wood-! have a good time 
I work-I'm made of wood-! have a good time 
I work-I'm made of wood-! have a good time 

AND 
VACATIONS IN THE MOUNTAINS 
VACATIONS BY THE SEA 
VACATIONS IN THE MOUNTAINS 
VACATIONS BY THE SEA 
VACATIONS IN THE MOUNTAINS 

1 The Little Wooden Man was inspired by the paintings of Yannis Gaitis. 
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Oh, I'm wet 
and again 

Work-home-work 
Tirom-tiri-tira 
Work-home-work 
Tirom-tiri-tira 
Work-home-work 
Tirom-tiri-tira 
Work-home-work 
Work-home-work 
Work-home-work 
Work-home-work 
Work-home-work 

AND 
GOOOOAL GOOOOOOOOOOOOOAL 
GOOOOAL GOOOOOOOOOOOOOAL 
GOOOOAL GOOOOOOOOOOOOOAL 
GOOOOAL GOOOOOOOOOOOOOAL 
GOOOOAL GOOOOOOOOOOOOOAL 
Oh, I'm excited 

and again 
Work-home-work 
I'm made of wood and I make with wood 
Work-home-work 
I'm made of wood and I make with wood 
Work-home-work 
I'm made of wood and I make with wood 
Work-home-work 
I'm made of wood and I make with wood 
Work-home-work 

AND 
I GO SHOPPING 
I GO SHOPPING 
I GO SHOPPING 
I GO SHOPPING 
I GO SHOPPING 
Oh, I got carried away 

and again 
Work-home-work 
Vacations-soccer-shopping 
Work-home-work 
Vacations-soccer-shopping 
Work-home-work 
Vacations-soccer-shopping 
Work-home-work 
Vacations-soccer-shopping 
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Work-home-work 
Vacations-soccer-shopping 
Work-home-work 
Vacations-soccer-shopping 
Work-home-work 
Vacations-soccer-shopping 
Work-home-work 
Vacations-soccer-shopping 
Work-home-work 
Oh, my heart 

I'M DYING 
For-give-me 
So-I'll-get-love 
Get-respect 
Live-on 

THE CHARIOTEER 

I was made of wood and I make with wood 
Ti-rom, ti-ri, ti-ra. 
He falls dead. 
A lame monk enters and drags him off by the legs. 
His dream was to be made of steel ! 

THE ELECTRIC LAMP 

A soldier professes his love to an electric lamp. 

- Oh, Litsa, my love! I love you baby. I love your skin, sweetheart. 
I love your round, bald head shining in the darkness of my life, Litsa, 
keeping me company. Oh, Litsa. Oh, Litsa. You're mine, Litsa. You're 
mine. All mine. Without you, my glassy, shining love, without you I 
plunge into the darkness of my loneliness, Litsa. Oh, Litsa. Oh, Litsa. 

You're the lighthouse of my life, Litsa. 
I love you, Litsa, I love you . . . and I want to marry you, Litsa. 
I want to marry you, Litsa, do you hear? 
Say "Yes," my love, say "Yes." 
The lamp flickers. 
Thank you for accepting, Litsa. Thank you. A burden has been 

lifted from my heart, Litsa. A burden has been lifted from my heart, 
Litsa. Thank you. And now we'll talk seriously, Litsa, my love. Lend 
an ear and listen to what I'm going to tell you. First of all, when I 
marry you, Litsa, only I will have the right to turn you on and off, my 
love. Me and no one else. And listen, Litsa, I'm telling you so you'll 
know. Listen, I'll live only for you and no one else. So mark my words, 
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my Litsa, don't ever consent to let a stranger turn you on, my love
I'm telling you so you'll know-if you do I'll unscrew you and break 
you in little pieces. That's what I had to tell you, my glassy, shining 
love. And something else-we'll have lots and lots of glassy, shining 
children who will grow up to become big and powerful enough to 
light the whole world. 

THE SNOW 

A woman sitting on a sofa. 

-One evening, like this one, I don't exactly remember if it was 
Christmas or New Year's Eve, when the snow had got one meter deep 
in the city, Fran~ois and I decided to go out and paint the town red. 
Haha haha! 

I don't remember exactly where we were at the time, but I have 
the impression we must have been either in Copenhagen or Geneva or 
Vienna; we were certainly in one of those places, but I don't remember 
exactly where. So, I was wearing a dazzling, low-cut evening gown 
made of fine, black material, my white fur and the jewelry grandma left 
me. I also remember I had on a pair of delicate, dainty, silver shoes. 
Fran~:ois was wearing a tux, I remember. Hahaha! 

First we went to the opera. Then, as you'd expect, we had a great 
meal somewhere and then we went to a night club to dance. We stayed 
there until five in the morning and if they had not thrown us out, I 
believe we'd never have left. Hahaha! When we left I waited at the 
exit and Fran~:ois went to get the car. It was very warm there at the 
exit, I remember. 

Outside the snow had covered everything. 
Everything was white. 
But the time went by and no Fran~:ois. 
I began to get worried; I panicked; I don't know what thoughts 

came into my head. Without any clear idea why, out of my mind with 
fear and worry, I went out into the snow and began looking everywhere 
for him. 

In a little while, I was lost. 
My feet began to freeze. 
I tried to work out where I was. No good. I was lost. 
Everything around me was covered with snow. 
Fran~ois took a long time because he couldn't find the car; that's 

why he took so long. 
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Then, I remember, something very strange happened to me that 
had never happened before in my life-my will deserted me. 

That's right! I didn't make the slightest effort to save myself. 
I was slowly freezing. I knew I was freezing, but I didn't mind it 

at all. Not at all, I tell you. 
The only thing I did was to go and sit on some steps. I began to 

cry softly. I don't know why. It seems I was drunk-very drunk. My 
eyes were misty. Then a little later I saw two headlights in the dark 
getting closer. It was Fran~ois. The car stopped in front of me. Fran~ois 
jumped out of the car. "What happened to you, darling?" he said, 
kissing me. "What happened, baby?" And then he took me in his 
arms, put me in the car and we went home. OK, that's all. 
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