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C H A R AC T E R S :
A n n a
A d a m
S i m o n
Fa u s t
M o t h e r

Act I
A N N A
(The room, not a ve ry big one, is dimly lit. It looks like a comb
i n ation of a stora ge space and an office.There are two tables
and a couple of cabinets, lots of articles of clothing, of which only
a few appear to be theat e r - r e l ated wa r d r o b e.There are some
plastic bins, a small tub, tennis court lining machine, t wo typew
ri t e rs. A doll made of cans is hanging on the wa l l , a pile of
used paper lays next to it, a helicon sits on top of a cabinet, a
d rum set is placed in the cor n e r. A white gi a n t - s i ze stuffe d
m u m my is leaning against the window.The room is illuminated
with faint light coming from the ya r d , which randomly comes
and go e s. Some of the window panes are painted wh i t e , o t h e rs
are covered with dust that would be impossible to remove , a n d
the rest of the glass is missing entirely.There is a vague pat h way
going towards the sink at the opposite end of the room.T h e r e , a
figure is sitting motionless, leaning on a cabinet in almost complete
dark n e s s. Her head is tilted to the side, she is holding a
glass of wine in her hand. She appears to be sleeping.)
(The door is ajar,Anna enters. She is carrying a walkman and
a glass in one hand, a bottle of wine in the other. She turns the
light switch on with her elbow.The neon light illuminates her.
She is humming, looking around. She appears to notice the seated
figure in the dark corn e r, but she treats it as a theater prop –
like the mummy that is leaning against the window. Anna is
about twe n t y, she is slim, p r e t t y, and slightly dru n k , her eyes are
shining vividly. She is standing upright with her flat stomach
s t i cking out, sw i n ging her arms along her body. Her move m e n t s
and her expression are a bit infa n t i l e. Like a happy kid who does
not know wh at to do with hers e l f, she quickly walks through the
r o o m .To calm herself dow n , she takes the load off her hands and
l ays eve rything on the table, pulls the tobacco and the ciga r e t t e
p a p e rs out of her pocket and starts rolling one.)
(Someone appears in the door…)

Act II
A DA M
(Adam appears in the door.He is fo rt y, his arms are full of used
glasses and he looks like he is cursing on the inside. He may
e ven be muttering a bit. He looks around the room with interest
and shy n e s s.When he becomes ori e n t e d , he also lays all the
glasses on the table.)
A d a m : ( I r o n i c a l l y. ) Where did they disappear? Did they
l e ave us here to fuck? (He walks around the room,
tapping objects with his finge rn a i l s. He does not eve n
wait for the answe r, s t a rts thinking about something
e l s e. He seems not to have noticed the figure in the
d a rk cor n e r. )
A n n a : Are you crazy…? They easily went home to sleep it off



precisely because they know we wo n ’t .
A d a m : ( Tu rns around, swings his hand.) Did you say no? I’ll
s h ow you… Strip immediat e l y, l e t ’s go, we don’t have
the whole day, work is wa i t i n g, fa m i l y …
A n n a : ( L i cking the cigarette paper, she laughs, cheered up by
A d a m ’s reaction.With pat h o s.)You know, A d a m , my
l ove to you is so ideal that it doesn’t need physical fulf
i l l m e n t …
A d a m : So why am I still here, w h at am I, an idiot? ( S i t s
d ow n , p o u rs wine for both himself and A n n a . )
A n n a : ( P l ays along. ) You know, you really are like my
m ot h e r. ( T h r ows herself around his neck.) M o m !
D o n ’t be shocked! (She laughs and sits down aga i n . )
A d a m : (Sips from the glass. ) The last drink in my life. ( H e
glances at his wat c h . ) H ow old was she?
A n n a : W h o ?
A d a m : Your mom, s i l l y …
A n n a : She would have just turned fort y - f i ve .
A d a m : A ny way, t wenty ye a rs ago I was still a virgi n , so it is
unlikely I am your fat h e r.
A n n a : Too bad.
A d a m : ( I r o n i c a l l y. ) Yo u ’d be into incest, huh? You witch!
(He is looking at her with sadness. ) Did anybody
e ver tell you you were a witch?
A n n a : (Rolling another ciga r e t t e , she shakes her head.)
A d a m : So what kind is it? Oedipal or Electra’s complex. B u t
not even that . E ven Freud couldn’t keep up with yo u ,
little gi r l .
A n n a : No complex, A d a m , just love! (She raises her finge r. )
L ove ! (She hands a freshly rolled cigarette to A d a m .
He shakes his head, pointing to the cigarettes on the
t a b l e. Suddenly he understands that he would deeply
o f fend her and he takes the rolled one. He lights it up
and stares sideways for a wh i l e. )
A n n a : (Happy and startled she starts rolling another one, a lthough
she hasn’t finished her previous ciga r e t t e.
Adam is watching her long finge rs stuff the tobacco into
the gr o ove.Then he watches her fa c e. )
A d a m : Je w i s h .
A n n a : ( S u rp ri s e d . ) No way …
A d a m : Clearly Je w i s h .
A n n a : (Rolls her eye s. ) No way …
A d a m : You said it yo u rself that your father was some sort of
a Polish Je w.Tadeusz what s - h i s - n a m e ?
A n n a : (With pri d e. ) Tadeusz Kasprzak. But how do I know
if he was Jewish? I’ve never seen him in my life. I do
h ave his picture, though… ( T h i n k i n g. ) T h at was the
b e s t , when I found that picture among the letters that
he wrote my mother. I hadn’t even read them ye t ,
I’m just staring at the picture, s aying to my s e l f, w h o
is this guy, he looks so familiar… Only from the lett
e rs I found out he was my father and he looked so familiar
because I look like him. G r e at , i s n ’t it? We
found those letters a year ago, t h at was after her
d e at h . ( S t a ri n g. ) E ver since then I keep dreaming
t h at I am chasing her, l e t ’s say she’s running on the



steps of our pre-fab development block totally naked,
I am holding a knife in my hand and I want to yell at
her that now I know who our real father is, s h e ’s almost
at my reach, but then I wake up. ( S t a ri n g. ) O r
I see her, l e t ’s say sitting in a restaurant, our eye s
meet and I can feel that she knows I know. But some
people are coming to me and are telling me I must go
n ow to hang some revo l u t i o n a ry posters. I t ’s terri b l e ,
r e vo l u t i o n a ry posters… (She laughs. )
A d a m : (With a soft, sad smile. ) My little lonely angel… ( H e
holds up his hand as if wanting to stroke her fa c e , bu t
then only gi ves her a friendly squeeze on the shoulder.
Anna kicks in almost an entire glass of wine, she is excited
from all that she just said and she is unsure if it
d i d n ’t sound too melodra m at i c. At the same time she
senses that Adam is glancing at his watch aga i n . S h e
is afraid he will leave so she hands him another rolled
c i ga r e t t e. )
A n n a : H ave another one…
A d a m : P h o o e y, disgusting we s t e rn crap, kid! You got nothing
better to do with your money? (He looks at the little
bag with tobacco. ) Van Nelle! You have to smoke Va n
Nelle! You should be saving… Right…
A n n a : W h at for?
A d a m : For living… In general… Life is not just coming onto
aging guys. Life is hard, b a b y. (He sighs theat ri ca
l l y. But he is soft aga i n , it looks like he will stay fo r
one more ciga r e t t e. He stares, d r e a m i l y. ) Je w i s h …
A n n a : ( Po u ring more wine, she is happy. )
A d a m : W h at will you look like when you turn forty… Eve n
b e t t e r , m ay b e . You Jewish girls are really fucking
gr e at at this… (He looks at the window with sadness,
probably thinking about something completely different . )
A n n a : ( F l at t e r e d . )We l l , my mother didn’t look so hot. B u t
she wa s n ’t Jewish either. She was tired, ove r wo r k e d ,
smoked way too much… But she still had gr e at , f i rm
b r e a s t s. (She looks at Adam with a smile but then she
becomes insecure when she sees A d a m ’s unexpectedly
melancholic look.They are both quiet for a moment.
Anna takes the cigarette roller in her hand. A d a m
s i g h s, as if waking up. )
A d a m : ( S o b e r. ) Well… Don’t roll any more of those, b a b y,
time to go home. ( P r e t e n d i n g. ) Duties… W h at do
you usually do? You stay here? You’ll be drinking all
n i g h t , you alcoholic, h u h ?
A n n a : ( S i g h i n g. ) So what… I’ll go home… or should I stay ?
A d a m : Heeeey… Single people.This is what I envy yo u , t h i s
freedom of yo u rs.
A n n a : (More sad than angry. ) Screw the whole freedom…
A d a m : ( S m i l e s. )Yo u ’re staying to do some thinking?
A n n a : I’ll smoke some, think some…
A d a m : Yo u ’re so talented… (Pretending he doesn’t care. ) B y
the way, the day before ye s t e r d ay I was thinking about
yo u .
A n n a : ( P ri cks up her ears, s p a rk l e s. )
A d a m : I worked until, l i k e , four in the morn i n g . It was already



starting to daw n , I was thinking, w h at can yo u
be doing. I worked out four va ri at i o n s : F i rs t , you we r e
s l e e p i n g ; s e c o n d , you were listening to music and
s m o k i n g ; t h i r d , I thought you were making love …
with somebody…
A n n a : (She laughs. ) And smoking at the same time…
A d a m : We l l . And four, t h at you were smoking and thinking.
A n n a : T h at ’s the way it wa s. Number four.
A d a m : T h at ’s what I thought. ( S i g h s. ) Talented pers o n .
A n n a : W hy talented?
A d a m : B e c a u s e . I either work or snore, or I am being hysterica l .
A n n a : T h at ’s about the same.
A d a m : Not quite.Yo u ’re a lucky pers o n . And you always will
b e , fuck! You enjoy life. I hate you a little bit for that . I
am being hy s t e rical all my life. I ’ ve got what I wa n t e d
and I should be rejoicing, but fucking nothing. I am
a lways waiting for something to get fucked up. And it
a lways does get fucked up. My whole life is like that .
Just because somebody up there sorted it out like
t h at , you’ll be a pri c k , you’ll be hy s t e ri c a l . ( D ri n k s. )
The last drink in my life! Even now I am so nervo u s
t h at I am burdening you with my complexe s. U n t a le
n t e d , ambitious psychopat h .We l l , l e t ’s go. (He ru n s
his hand through his hair, gets up. )
A n n a : ( Watching him, she drinks wine, looking like she is enj
oying it. Her eyes are shining and her cheeks are
f l u s h e d . )
A n n a : L i s t e n , A d a m . I have to tell you something. M ay b e
you got complexes and yo u ’re ambitious and I don’t
k n ow what else, and with all those speeches of yo u rs
about overall injustice… You may be a masochist, a n d
p e t t y, and a psychopat h , but on the other hand…
A d a m : ( P r e t e n d i n g. )You could do me twice as good!
A n n a : ( L a u g h i n g, e m b a rra s s e d . ) I wanted to say… ( S h e
waves her hand.) This is all one big misunders t a n di
n g, all this here…
A d a m : Ye a h , ye a h .
A n n a : ( Folds her face into her hands, she looks like a confused
kid. Adam is watching her with a slight smile.
His look is getting to be more and more melancholic. )
A d a m : If someone saw us here right now… Not me – I’m an
old pri c k , but yo u ’re killing your youth here…
A n n a : (Looks at him.)You may torture yo u rself as much as
you wa n t ,A d a m , w h at e ve r , but if you could see yo u rself
when you are doing something, h ow sensitive
your thinking is, f r e e , easy… They would start bu rning
with love for you! Sometimes just when you enter,
when I see… (Anna stands up,making wild ge s t u r e s. )
You are my… my …
A d a m : ( G rinning ironically. )
A n n a : ( V i c t o ri o u s l y. ) Adam! You are my light!
A d a m : ( H e ’s swings back in his chair, as if laughing, but instead
he is watching the ceiling. He leans fo r wa r d . H e
looks up to A n n a . His look is soft, full of love. )
A d a m : You got drunk… a bit.
A n n a : (Still standing, looking sadly. Her lower lip is stick i n g



out comically. )
A n n a : N a a a a h …
A d a m : (Gets up, stands next to her, looking at her calmly
from up close. His smile is honest, s o m e wh at move d . )
A d a m : (Quietly to himself. ) Where were you twenty ye a rs
a g o ?
A n n a : (Sighs also to hers e l f. ) N ow… I’m here!
A d a m : (As if he didn’t hear her, lifts his hand, touches her
face with tips of his finge rs. S a d l y. )Where were yo u
t wenty ye a rs ago, you witch…
(Anna sighs, she closes her eye s. She stays like that for a mom
e n t . Her face slowly relaxes into a dreamy smile. A shadow
crosses her closed eye s, she opens them. She smiles more and
m o r e. Someone is standing in front of her…)

Act III
S I M O N
(A boy is standing in front of her. He is about twe n t y, he has a
s hy and unhappy fa c e. He is hastily and mindlessly picking his
p o ck e t s, as if searching for something, but he appears to be doing
it only out of helpless ange r. He curs e s, puts things back into
his pock e t s. He lifts his head up, but seems to be avo i d i n g
looking at A n n a .)
S i m o n : I’m off.
A n n a : ( S m i l i n g, does not respond.)
S i m o n : (Looking at his watch.) I’ll call a cab. (But he is not
m ov i n g, he is stubbornly staring at objects, as if thinki
n g, on the ve r ge of crying from ange r. )
A n n a : ( Feeling she should help him, s i g h s.) D o n ’t go. ( B u t
it sounds like she does not mean it and they both sense
i t . )
S i m o n : ( E ven angri e r, walks through the room, not noticing
the figure in the cor n e r. ) W h e r e ’s the phone around
h e r e ?
A n n a : (Steps towards him.) D o n ’t go ye t .
S i m o n : ( E x p l o d e s. ) W h at am I supposed to do here?! Look at
yo u , h ow yo u ’re some place totally different?
A n n a : I am not anywhere else.
S i m o n : We l l , I’m outta here!
A n n a : D o n ’t go. (Suddenly she bu rsts out laughing, it all
seems so comical to her, but when she looks at Simon,
at his helpless ange r, she drops it. She sits dow n . S h e
stands up aga i n . She throws her arms in the air. )
A n n a : Am I supposed to be talking you into staying now, o r
w h at am I supposed to be doing? I already know all
t h at by heart . You are ready to leave , you come up
with something stupid like I am some place else, o r
w h at e ve r , you hold on to that thought for dear life,
but that doesn’t concern me. I can only observe ,
those are purely your speculat i o n s.
S i m o n : ( Trying to make up. ) Just stay here by yo u rself… Yo u
like being alone the best, a ny way. You can do some
t h i n k i n g, you’ll enjoy that… W hy would I be sticking
around just like a prop?
A n n a : (Sits dow n , sighing deeply. She pours herself a glass of
w i n e. Simon is playing with the cigarette paper. He is



more sad than angry.Anna is wiping her eye s, d ri n k s
some wine. She looks at Simon. Suddenly she gets up
and hugs him.)
A n n a : (Calming him dow n . )We could have it so good, w h at
got in to you again?
S i m o n : (Hugs her tightly, closes his eye s. )When I’m home, I
can see you eve ry w h e r e , I am sufferi n g, but when I’m
with you… Yo u ’re so independent, I’m scared of yo u .
(He squeezes her even tighter. ) And so distant…
When you talk, yo u ’re constantly reminiscing about
your mother… And you are happy that she had both
of you with a totally different guy and not her ow n
h u s b a n d . T h at was her virtue! I am scared of yo u ,
c o n f u s e d …
A n n a : (Her eyes are almost closed.) S h h h h t … (She points
t owards the aisle at the figure sitting in the dark n e s s. )
S i m o n : ( Trying to get away from her. )Yo u ’re not listening to
m e .
A n n a : ( Q u o t i n g. ) I’m listening, I’m listening, but thoughts
are escaping me. (She smiles, wants to hug him aga i n . )
S i m o n : (Gets away. )Yo u ’re thinking about something again.
A n n a : (Opens her eye s. ) So I’m a bit tipsy, s o.
S i m o n : Yo u ’re totally sober!
A n n a : (With joy. ) R e a l l y ?
S i m o n : We l l , I’m off!
A n n a : (With laughter. ) D o n ’t go.
S i m o n : ( S c o rn f u l l y. ) D i s g u s t i n g .
A n n a : (More seri o u s l y. ) S e ri o u s l y, d o n ’t go.
S i m o n : Wo r d s …
A n n a : I mean it, I want to be with yo u , S i m o n , d o n ’t go
away.
S i m o n : ( H e s i t ates for a moment, looking at her with suspicion . )
You don’t wa n t , d o n ’t need…
A n n a : For god’s sake, w h at am I supposed to… so go, t h e n !
S i m o n : ( L e aving decidedly. Anna is looking after him with
s a d n e s s, then she jumps up, she catches his hand in the
d o o r way. Simon lets her, he is tired, wo rri e d . )
S i m o n : M aybe I am too yo u n g . For yo u . And unbalanced.
A n n a : (Holding her head.) One big misunders t a n d i n g . A l l
t h i s. ( L a u g h s. )
S i m o n : (Also smiling, softly and sadly. ) M aybe I envy you t h at
you are so balanced, but if you were not, I wo u l d n ’t
k n ow how to help yo u . M aybe I’m too yo u n g . I don’t
k n ow, I don’t unders t a n d …
A n n a : ( Q u o t i n g. ) Nobody understands anything here any
m o r e …
S i m o n : And I should be going.
A n n a : ( Q u o t i n g. ) And the wind keeps blowing and blowing…
(She is gone aga i n , her eyes are closed, her fa c e
has a happy drunk expression. S i m o n ’s finge rs stroke
her and then they disappear.Anna opens her eyes and
rubs them. She walks towards the light sw i t c h , t u rn s
off the neon light. N ow the room is lit only with the
light from the outside that flashes on and off with
some irr e g u l a ri t y.Anna is sitting dow n , she is pouri n g
the last drops of wine into her glass, and is mutteri n g



to hers e l f. ) I t ’s all the same, one and the same…
(Something moves in the dark corn e r.The figure app
e a rs to be changing her position. A wo m a n ’s calm
voice can be heard.)
Wo m a n : One didn’t catch her… The other one didn’t let her
go… Oh my god…
(Anna waves her hand, she is trying to roll another ciga r e t t e ,
but the roller cannot be pressed. It must have just broken, t h i s
p o o r, l ow-quality Cze c h o s l ovak product. But suddenly, as if
with the wave of a magic wa n d …)

Act IV
FAU S T
(S u d d e n l y, as if with the wave of a magic wa n d , Faust is standing
in front of A n n a . His energetic nose and wide smile are ill
u m i n ated by the grand neon sign flashing from the ya r d . It is
D r. Jonah Fa u s t ,J r. ,t h i rt y - t wo ye a rs old.He is holding a stat e -
of the art miniature cigarette roller of Br itish make in his
stretched out hand. Anna automatically accepts it.)
A n n a : Jo n a h , you devil!
Fa u s t : I suspected yo u ’d be here… In the end yo u ’re alway s
a l o n e …
A n n a : ( S i g h s. ) E ve rything is just one and the same…
Jonah… It’s not even wo rth talking about…
Fa u s t : ( Jonah pulls out a bottle of red wine from behind his
b a ck .The same vintage!!! Raca Red, bu b b l y, p e a rl y … )
A n n a : (In awe. ) Jonah! You were born to make me feel good!
Fa u s t : ( Tu rns his head, leans against her, lifts one of his eyeb
r ow s, his eyes spark l e. ) You were born for me to
make you feel good.
A n n a : In any case, Jo n a h , can I roll one for yo u ?
Fa u s t : ( F l i rt i n g, lifts his other eye b r ow.) You have to. ( H e
hands her his own tobacco, b l a ck like tar, of some
hellish make.He pulls a small stool next to A n n a , s i t s
d own with a satisfied smile. )
Fa u s t : This is what I needed. I have been waiting for you for
all etern i t y. (He starts staring at her.) W h at ’s the
t r o u b l e , h o n e y ?
A n n a : ( S i g h i n g.) L ove , Jo n a h , l ove … (She rolls a ciga r e t t e ,
hands it to Fa u s t . )
Fa u s t : ( Takes it, pulls it under his nose, l i cks it, squints his
e ye s, s i g h s.) H m m m ,A n n a … (He pri cks his ears with
c o n c e n t rat i o n . )
A n n a : (She is dru n k . ) Tell me, Jo n a h , you know eve rything…
Tell me, Jo n a h , h ow can someone be a maso
c h i s t ?
Fa u s t : I t ’s just another kind of joy of life.
A n n a : ( U n h a p p y. ) …such hard things, all of them…
Fa u s t : Sadness is a beautiful thing, A n n a . And the Muse is
at her best when you can’t capture her. E ve ryone here
is waiting you out like a pack of hungry wo l ve s , t h e y
d o n ’t let you breathe… And look, yo u ’re going home
a l o n e , none of them would trade with yo u .They wa n t
to have yo u , but only as their Muse, so that they can
s a l i vate over yo u .
A n n a : D o n ’t talk about wo l ve s , Jo n a h , tell me about love .



Fa u s t : L ove… It’s like that painting “Dance of Life”… T h e
couples are dancing, one partner is looking over the
other one’s shoulder and each one of them is holding
one thing and looking at another thing.
A n n a : ( R e s p e c t f u l l y, d ru n k . ) Yo u ’re a gr e at man, Jo n a h …
right… you nailed it.
Fa u s t : I’m also just one of the wo l ve s , A n n a . I also wo u l d n ’t
t r a d e , I’m happy where I am. On the other hand, I
k n ow yo u ’re in love with someone else and it provokes
me, and I’m going crazy when I don’t see yo u
for a couple of day s.
A n n a : See? Because I’m looking elsewhere. Dance of life?
(Respectfully shakes her drunken head.)
Fa u s t : T h at ’s cruel… from your standpoint.
A n n a : (Putting her foot on the table.) But not that it wo u l d
bother me so much. (She gi g g l e s, s t a rts rolling a
c i ga r e t t e. Fa u s t ’s eyes sparkle with pleasure, he reveals
his teeth.)
Fa u s t : You are my kind of blood, A n n a . Yo u ’re a devil of a
wo m a n . (He gently touches her foot on the table, h e
puts it on top of his leg, takes her shoe off and start s
m a s s a ging the ball of the fo o t ,b e t ween the toes and the
h e e l , hitting the right spots with all the nerve endings.
As an experienced phy s i c i a n , he knows exactly wh at to
do with wo m e n . Anna does not resist, l ove or no love ,
she is liking it.)
Fa u s t : (Looking at her. ) A ny way, when I just think about
yo u , I get sad, yo u ’re so beautiful. But you belong to
no one, you can’t be captured and yo u ’re fickle.
A n n a : (Lights up.) So what … (She sighs.Her face is melanc
h o l i c, s a d , d i s t a n t . Faust is looking her over slow l y,
with no ru s h .He unbuttons the bottom of her dress, h e
is looking at her calves and knees.He is beaming with
p l e a s u r e , as if contemplating and convincing himself
about the beautiful ephemeralness of the moment. H e
is wo rking his way up, u n buttoning her dress completely
above her breasts and peels it off with env i a b l e
a s s u r e d n e s s. Anna is watching him, she is not disint
e r e s t e d . Faust is showing his sense of play and calmly
starts pulling down her panties. Anna is smiling
i r o n i c a l l y. Faust is calmly looking at her.Like a gra n d
m a s t e r, he can afford to be the serva n t , if necessary,
and he can stop at any time. M aybe that ’s why A n n a
breaks her ironic smile. B e fore throwing her underwe a r
completely away, Faust reads the design on her panties
– “ S a m s t a g ” – with a sigh. E ve rything fickle and
e p h e m e ral is satisfying to him, he lays his head in her
l a p.)
Fa u s t : ( W h i s p e ri n g.) H m m m , devilish we e d . (Anna is still
inhaling the smoke, but she is already closing her eye s,
and quick l y, half-blinded puts the cigarette out on the
t a b l e , where it continues to smoke. Anna is moaning,
but she is being tru t h f u l . She tilts her head to the back
b e yond the chair,moans with pleasure for a while and
then screams, almost as if taken by surp ri s e. She is lying
stiff, m o t i o n l e s s, with her head turn e d .After a moment



she starts to relax, she exhales, swa l l ow s, l i cks her
lips and opens her eye s. She sits up, s i g h s, reaches fo r
the cigarette roller and starts rolling one right away.
Pieces of tobacco are rolling down her body, filling her
l a p.Anna is smacking her lips with sat i s fa c t i o n , she is
looking at Faust with interest.)
A n n a : Fa u s t , yo u ’re a genius!
Fa u s t : (Also smacking his lips with sat i s fa c t i o n , happy with
his job we l l - d o n e , s h rugs his shoulders. He seats himself
on a chair next to her and rolls a cigarette with his
f i n ge rs from his own hellish tobacco. He appears to be
happy with himself.The contract has been signed succ
e s s f u l l y. He takes A n n a ’s leg, this time her left one,
and he is stroking her nerve endings, c o n f i rmed and
ve rified by life. )
A n n a : (Exhales smoke, looks at Fa u s t , laughs out loud.) H e
got me, a l ri g h t … (She is shaking her head.) Jo n a h ,
yo u ’re the devil. ( D r. Jonah Fa u s t , J r. , s h rugs his
s h o u l d e rs. He is smiling, it is finally all dawning on
h e r. He is looking at her aga i n . His look is full of
beautiful sadness because of this emerging discord bet
ween platonic love and love hellishly real. Faust is
s m a cking his lips with pleasure. )
A n n a : (She is back in her own wo rl d , speaking bitterl y. )
O ri gi n a l l y, I wanted to write another tragic poem tod
ay. But what can I do now … (She strokes her belly,
then she lays her head on the bag on the table. S h e
closes her eye s, her face relaxe s, her lips loosen apart . )
Fa u s t : (Puts her leg down on the floor ve ry carefully, this is
wh at he has been waiting for all eter n i t y.With a
melancholic face he stands next to her, strokes her
h e a d , and says to himself.) I t ’s hard on yo u , b a b y, r e a l
h a r d . (He sighs one more time, looks around and takes
a black piece of cloth from the chest, it is a prop from
a different fri n ge theatre set, and he tucks Anna in it
with gr e at care. He is leav i n g, but he turns back in the
d o o r way one more time, looking at Anna once more,
his look is tender, full of love. )
Fa u s t : (He cannot help himself. ) Sadness is a beautiful
thing… On the other hand, w h e n e ver you think of it,
you can just say my name… (He waves his hand.
W hy all this unnecessary sentiment. He is leav i n g. )
(A n n a ’s face is relaxed with dreaming. N ow the murmur from
the corner is becoming more audible, the corner is not so dark
a ny more. E ven the sky behind A n n a ’s head is turning blue.
Anna is waking up. She is listening, then she slowly gets up,
walks towards the figure leaning against the cabinet, which is
n ow fully visible. It is…)

Act V
M OT H E R
(It is a fo rt y - f i ve year old wo m a n . Her pretty and sharp fa c e
looks tired and wo rn out. The wo m a n ’s eyes are slightly open,
like a person who is hallucinat i n g.When she speaks, she is having
a hard time holding her head up and it keeps slipping
d ow n .)



M o t h e r: D o n ’t walk around the room in those shoes, my little
o rp h a n s , they are so delicat e .
A n n a : ( S q u atting next to her, touches her, shakes her with
fe a r. ) M o m …
M o t h e r: (Sighs heav i l y. )
A n n a : (With a smile. ) M o m , yo u ’re dru n k .
M o t h e r: (She is waking up, her eyes go from hallucination to
t i r e d n e s s. ) I fell asleep…
A n n a : (Sits next to her, she leans her back against a cabinet
just like her, she is watching her.Mother looks as if she
cannot see A n n a . )
A n n a : ( M ove d , she cannot believe it.) You rose from the
d e a d . (She is shaking her head.)
M o t h e r: (N o d s, a b s e n t - m i n d e d l y. )
A n n a : ( L a u g h s. ) Ve ry few have managed that .
M o t h e r: (Looks at her. )
A n n a : Only now I understand that your dying while being
on top was just another brilliant stroke of your gen
i u s.Ve ry effective! (Anna is studying her,Mother is
yawning and not answe ri n g. )
A n n a : W h at ?
M o t h e r: (Gets up, goes straight to the mirror hanging on the
w i n d ow. She is fixing something in her teeth. At the
same time she is glancing at the sky as if trying to figure
out the time. )
A n n a : ( S u m m a ri z i n g. ) You know eve ry t h i n g, you can
judge… ( P u z z l e d . )We live our lives here… (Looks at
her with a question.)
M o t h e r: ( M oves away from the mirr o r, presses her finger on
one of her teeth.)
A n n a : ( Trying to figure out wh at else to say. She helplessly
wipes her fa c e. )
M o t h e r: ( A gain standing in front of the mirr o r. She is fixing
something and murm u ring inaudibly. )
A n n a : ( S i g h s, looking at her, s m i l e s. ) C r owns… ( L a u g h s
out loud.) S e e , I thought, you were already done with
this! When they put crowns on your teeth and they
d i d n ’t fit, you were in pain, but you didn’t even have
them for a week when you… At the same time I wa s
happy for yo u , t h at THERE the crowns wo u l d n ’t hurt
a ny more. But you see, e ve rything is different, e ve ryt
h i n g .
M o t h e r: (Sits in the chair, thinking about something. )
A n n a : Yo u ’re pale, ove r wo r k e d .
M o t h e r: ( N o d s. )
A n n a : (Examining her. ) Yo u ’re going to die on me again,
a r e n ’t yo u ?
M o t h e r: ( Trying to avoid answe ri n g, she scratches her head.)
A n n a : ( R e s i g n e d . ) Of cours e .
M o t h e r: ( E va s i ve l y. ) I lost a lot of blood…
A n n a : ( Waves her hand, t rying to spare her the needless exp
l a n at i o n s. ) A l right then.
M o t h e r: (Gets up. Something occurs to her, she goes to the chest
t h at she was sitting aga i n s t , takes out a bag from
t h e r e , and is pulling out va rious papers and scra p s
with gr e at thought, examining them.)



A n n a : You are walking here, you are reacting… You must
k n ow something… (She looks at her.) S o m e t h i n g
must be going on in that head of yo u rs … (Mother is
fishing for something in the bag. She pulls out some
kind of out-of-this-wo rld newspaper and is examining
i t . )
A n n a : ( H e l p l e s s l y. ) W h at are you looking for? A horoscope?
(She wipes her grinning fa c e , then sighs with suffe ri
n g.) Nobody to nothing… (It is daw n i n g. )
M o t h e r: (She finally finds wh at she was looking for in the
n e w s p a p e r, t e a rs it out, and watches the sky with her
squinting eye s. She writes down some numbers on the
white edge of the paper.When she is done, she carefully
folds the piece of paper and puts it in her breast
p o ck e t . She puts the bag on her shoulder, looking sati
s f i e d . )
A n n a : (She is not asking any questions any more. S h e
watches her mother as she walks to the table, pulls up
her skirt , climbs on top of it, opens the window and
searches the sky as if waiting for a space ship. )
M o t h e r: I t ’s time.
A n n a : (With a dull look.) You could at least come up with
some sort of monologue…
M o t h e r: (Looking in all directions, the space ship is not comi
n g. She sighs and decides to walk on fo o t . She steps
o u t , her skirt is pulled up. )
A n n a : (Looking in her direction, to hers e l f.) You all leave
with such ease… (She steps back , is sitting dow n ,
when suddenly she jumps out and screams.) M o m !
(But the sky is empty, it is dark blue, there is no tra c e
of Mother. )
A n n a : ( N o n c h a l a n t l y, r e t u rning to the chair. )We could have
at least had a smoke together. T h at would have been
the first time.

The End


