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FINAL COUNTDOWN

(a neo-absurdist play by Saviana Stanescu)

T h e   c h a r a  c t e r s :


Zozo/The Woman (Z, W)



The Newspaper-man/The Father (N, F)


The Down-to-Earth Lady/The Mother (D, M)



The Conductor/He (C, H)

Scene 1

A train in a Balkan country. The conductor’s berth. Very narrow. Bottles of mineral water, soda, beer, in some boxes (for the night-sales, when the restaurant car is closed). Half-dark. Groans. We can notice only the conductor’s back. He is screwing a woman. The woman (W) whispers:

W : … twenty-nine… thirty… don’t stop… thirty-one…thirty-two… (louder and louder)… thirty-three… thirty-four… thirty-five… no…thirty-six…thirty-seven… thirty-eight… yes… no… (shouting)… forty!

Blackout

Scene 2

A train compartment. Very hot. Near the window - the woman (W); she’s young, attractive, poorly dressed; she’s rocking a baby diapered in light-blue swaddling clothes. She’s mumbling a lullaby. A blue handkerchief lies on the baby’s face. A man (N) enters. He’s in his late 50’s; the ex-bookkeeper type; fake bonhomie, huge grin. He sits in front of the woman, near the window, too. Takes out a newspaper from his bag, unfolds it and starts reading it, commenting on the issues from time to time, without arousing the woman’s interest.

N : The price of meat has jumped higher… it’s the third time this year… criminals!… look at the villas they build for themselves… With what money, may I ask you?… with our money, of course… the money we pay for the meat, you know… the dollar has gone up again; obviously, it won’t wait for us, will it!?… look, what a big belly he’s got since he’s a minister! … let me ask you – how?… from the meat we cannot buy because we don’t have the money… just let them stuff their stomachs for us!… they should write on their bellies “here’s your money”, not in the road taxes, cuz we know pretty well where the road tax goes; it goes right there, you see, in their pockets… look, they’ve put his photo on the front page… his jacket doesn’t have two pockets, like a regular guy’s jacket; it has four, and if we count the one in the lining – it has five… and I bet he’s got some fobs too! (he laughs delighted with his joke; now he’s reading the “black chronicle”; he’s concentrated and he seems to be relishing it) … there, there… another maniac who ripped his ma’ and pa’ open… and he raped his little sister – 8 years old… “he submitted her to sexual perversions using a broom-stick”… Jesus, that’s kinky!… he got mad cuz the kid “brought him a melted ice-cream and let a drop fall on his new Pamela Anderson T-shirt; a T-shirt he just got from a US pal”… wow, I want one of those too! … “she started to wipe the stain with saliva, but the stain would get bigger and bigger as the little girl was rubbing the dirty spot, accidentally found right on Pamela’s right tit”… that’s funny!... then he lost his temper and jumped on the poor girl… that’s fucked-up!… (he folds the newspaper and turns it into a fan)… it’s so hot inside here… Would you mind if I open the window a little?

W (coldly): Yes. Let’s open the window, let my little darling catch a cold, let his head freeze, and let him kick the bucket in 5 to 6 days. Right?

N (confused) : Sorry?! (a long pause) Maybe… at least we should open the door a little… it smells like…hot rubber in here…

W : Yeah. It stinks. In here, and out there. Maybe less in here than out there, because it’s not so crowded inside… Yes. Let’s open the door, let the smoke of those cigarettes come in, let my baby catch a nice bronchitis, or pneumonia, or fever, anyway, and let him die in 9 to 10 days.

N (even more confused) : God forbid! (after a while, trying to be amiable): Is it a boy?

W : Of course. That’s why I dressed him in light-blue, so that everybody knows he’s a boy. (calm) : You do have problems in perceiving colors, don’t you?

N : No, ma’am, I ain’t got any problem. It happens today to see little girls dressed in blue, and little boys dressed in pink. Or in red. It’s not so strict any longer …. (long pause) How… is he?

W : How what? How old, how heavy, how long, how alive?

N : I… I mean : how old?

W : Four months.

N : Wish him happiness! 

W : Maybe. 

Silence. M doesn’t really know what to say, but that doesn’t mean he’d rather shut up. Train station.

N (checking his watch) : It didn’t take long. 25 kilometers in 15 minutes. It’s a fast express train… (revelation) Now I suppose we can open the window a bit; we are in the station, no draft, no… (he stands up)

W (shouting) : No!

N (bursting out) : I think you’re overreacting, young lady!

The door opens. An overweight woman (D) comes in. She’s carrying lots of suitcases. The man gives up trying to open the window and helps the lady with her luggage. She sits down near the man, in front of the woman with the baby. She picks up a napkin and starts to wipe her face. She immediately begins to talk.

D : A boy, right?! What’s his name?

W : I call him Balin.

D : Balin?! Never heard before. It’s a foreign name. You’re not from around here, are you?

W : I guess not.

M stands up and tries to open the window without asking for permission.

D : Let the window closed, sir – we have a little baby here!

M (nervously): Soon we won’t be able to breathe in here. I’m surprised the baby can still breathe, with that handkerchief on his mouth… (he sits back, waving his newspaper).

D (casually): By the way, why do you keep that handkerchief on his face? He’ll sweat, and he’ll get small red bumps…

W : He can’t sleep in the light.

D : C’mon! I’ve never heard of that and, thank God, I’ve seen many babies in my life. I had three, my oldest daughter has two, my son – one, and my youngest daughter has one little boy too. That’s simply not true – they do sleep in the light.

W : It’s a disease. A rare one. It’s called… (she invents) : photosleepingophobia.  

D (withdrawing a bit) Is it contagious?

W : No, it isn’t; don’t worry.

N (curiously): How did he get it?

W : He was born like this. I brought him to life during an electricity breakdown. The doctors didn’t expect such a thing, they didn’t have flashlights at hand.

N (mumbling) : Do they ever have what they need?! You can die safe and sound, once you get to the hospital.

D : Wait a second… how did you deliver, in the dark?

N (embarrassed): Let’s not get into details…

W : I had been sleeping till the problem was solved. I also sleep only in the dark; never in the light. In the light I live.

N : Oh, it’s genetic.

D : Wait a moment; you couldn’t sleep with those terrible pains…

N : Let’s not get into details.

W : I didn’t feel any pain, because he was asleep too… I told you about this disease, didn’t I?

D : Then the electricity breakdown was fixed and you delivered normally…

W : No, the doctors woke me up before that. Sadistic bunch.

D : Why did they wake you up, then, if the electricity was still out?

W : They got the idea to call the morgue in the basement and ask for some candles. I gave birth to my baby by candlelight—a couple of candles from a kid who had just died two hours before. He cut his wrists open with his father’s razor.

N : How extraordinary!

D (horrified, she changes the subject) : Let’s not get into details…Now, thanks God he’s healthy, strong, little dear… He sleeps like a log; you can’t even see his breath on the handkerchief… He’s the first, right?

W : No, I had more.

D (astound) : Did they die?

W : Sometimes. (Silence)

N (revelation; vendetta) : She gave them away! She sold them to foreigners. (To W) : Am I right?

W : Sometimes. (Silence).

N looks at D, meaning ‘we know her kind’.

D (obnoxious) : Shame on you! (her curiosity wins) : You really sold them to foreigners? (like a street vendor) : How much did you ask for them?

W starts laughing, shaking the baby while she laughs. Then she stops suddenly and stares at D.

N (informed; like “I’ve read this in the gazette”) : Last month the prices were: $ 4,000 for babies under three months, if it’s a boy; $ 3,500 if it’s a girl… $ 2,500 for babies between three months and one year.

D : For the boys? And the girls – what about them? Can you get one for 15 hundred?!

N : No. 20. Two years ago, they did cost $1,500, whatever the sex… Oh, even less if they are sick or something, or handicapped, you know… (To D, whispering) : She couldn’t sell this one because he’s sick… Maybe he’s the only one who got the disease, usually the percentage of genetic transmission is 20%. (Loudly) : They sell babies by the pound on the black market : $150 a pound…

D : That’s the way you earn your living, young lady?! You deliver babies and sell them like sausages?

W : Sir, would you mind opening the window a little? It stinks like shit in here.

D : Oh, how rude…

N : Now, there! She was mad at me when I tried to open it . She said her baby would catch a cold… Now she suddenly changes her mind. (He finally opens the window).
W : It smells even worse…

D (kind) : Maybe the little boy did it… 

W : No way. When he sleeps, he sleeps deeply.

N : Maybe he’s awake now.

D (She knows everything) : If he were, he’d cry.

The conductor can be seen on the hall.

W (angry) : You have no idea! He never cries. I didn’t draw him a mouth on purpose, to prevent him from crying, from laughing, from smiling, from talking, from eating shit…

N and D change glances in complicity, like “this girl is nuts”. The conductor (C) enters the compartment.

C: Your tickets, please. (He sees W) : You again, Zozo? (points to the baby) : What’s its name today?

W : Balin.

C : Which Balin?

W : Balin the threehundredthirteen-th. 

C (takes out a penknife) : Bad luck, huh?!

W (holding the baby tight) : No! No! Leave me this one! Please leave it to me!

N and D watch the scene astonished and scared because of the penknife. C grasps the baby.

N(without intervening) : My God, what are you doing? Are you crazy?

C stabs the “baby” which actually turns out to be a diapered balloon. W calms down suddenly, she looks dignified. 

C (laughing) : What, you don’t know our Zozo-Baloney?! She goes from train to train carrying a longish balloon, diapered like a real baby. We feed her sometimes with the leftovers from the restaurant car. Or we take her in the sleeping car… (he laughs loudly and expressively). She’s not a bad girl, she’s just gone with the… balloon!

W (calmly packing the diapers and what’s left of the balloon): Hush, baby; mummy will put you back together, and when she has some money, she’ll buy you spick-and-span, smooth and pretty… And pink! You’ll be a girl. Your name will be Balina. Balina the (she thinks) onehundredfifteen-th. 

C (a master’s voice) : C’mon, Zozo, cut the bullshit; you’ve traveled enough. Move your ass.

D (coming to her natural mood) : Jesus! We’ve been speaking with a homeless. I might have gotten lice, or fleas, or something…

C : No, ma’am, you haven’t. Zozo is clean. (To W) : Come on, Zozo, get lost. You disturb the passengers here…

N (furiously): It’s unbelievable. It’s unacceptable. How can you allow this sort of people in the same compartment with decent citizens? I’ll complain to your superiors.

C : Be reasonable, sir. She didn’t hurt anybody. (he pushes Zozo out)

W clings onto N’s jacket, wipes his mouth with the handkerchief and says tenderly:

W : You stink of shit. (She exists with C)

Blackout

Scene 3

Idyllic atmosphere. Sunlight. A house’s terrace. Zozo is a little child (the same actress who played the Woman in scenes 1 and 2). She is drawing with a marker on a big, pink balloon. She makes on it 2 eyes, a nose, a mouth, hair, generally – a doll’s head. Mother and Father are sitting on two chairs, on the porch. The Mother (the same actress who played the Dame in the previous scene) is knitting a sweater. The Father (the same actor who played the Newspaperman in the previous scene) is reading the newspaper. From time to time, they both take a sip of coffee from two big coffee cups on the little table between them.

F : Four youngsters aged 18 to 25 raped a paralyzed, 85-year old  woman …

M : This was the day before yesterday.

F : No; that one was 82-year old… And she wasn’t paralyzed.

M : Wasn’t it the one in a wheelchair, the one they tied to the chair and…

F : No, this one today is from the countryside. She has no wheelchair. The other one, the day before yesterday, she was from the capital…

M : How did they rape this one? Is there a description?

F : Not in full detail. They only write about her having been brutally beaten and pricked with a knitting needle…

M (stopping her knitting) : Oh!

F : 12 times in her arm and her leg…

M : Why 12 times; do they say why? Does it have anything to do with astrology?

F : No, they don’t say… Maybe each of them did it 3 times.

M : You’re right.

(When she finishes to draw the balloon, Zozo shows it happily to her parents, from the distance. She even dances with joy).

M : Our daughter has a gift for painting.

F : She smiles too much.

M : Oh, she’s still a child. She’ll stop doing it, in time.

F : I caught her singing and dancing yesterday.

M : I hope you didn’t beat her.

F : No. I’ve just bitten her nose.

M : I was wondering where she got that mark from!…

F (to Zozo)  : Zozo! Come here, stupid little bitch!

M : Don’t hit her.

F : Of course not. I wanna… play with her.

(Zozo comes closer, holding the balloon).

M : How nice!

Z : She’s a girl. Her name is D.

F : D?!? What the hell of a name is this?

Z : It’s a name. For today. Tomorrow I’ll call her R. And the day after tomorrow – C.

F : It doesn’t work, it’s not in the alphabetical order. (to M) : Our daughter is a moron.

M : Just leave her alone; let her name it the way she wants to… (She touches the balloon with a knitting needle, in order to see it on all sides) : You said D, huh?!… She’s pretty; she’s very pretty. (F presses M’s hand, pricking the balloon. The balloon goes “pop!”).

F (laughing) : These balloons we buy from the supermarket – look, they pop too easily!

(Zozo starts crying).

M : Hush, mummy will buy you tomorrow a new one; a very nice new balloon… (to F) : See, our daughter has a gift for crying.

F : Oh, no! She’s too skinny. Her bones shake. She’s got no feeling for music. She’s a clanking skeleton.

M (caressing Zozo) : It’s the age. She’ll get some flesh on her bones, later. (to Zozo) : There, there, my baby… There, there…

F : Lock her in the kitchen. Let her eat all the food. Everything!

M : I wanted to send her to aunt Nina, to ask about the alms. 

F : Hey! When is Ion’s funeral? Ion from the Court.
M : Oh my God! I forgot all about it. It’s the day after tomorrow.

F : See?! I told you to write it down… Did you prepare for it?

M : No. I’ll improvise something…

F : How can you improvise something! You’re supposed to be a pro’!

M : That’s what I’m saying…

F : No, no. You cannot go like that, hit-or-miss. (to Zozo) : Zozo, lie down, girl, and cross your hands over your chest. And stop that crying, for God’s sake, or I’ll stick this needle down your throat. It’s gonna hurt a lot more than the doctor’s tea-spoon, you know, when you had tonsillitis… (he kicks her).
M : Be a good girl, Zozo. Listen to daddy.

(Zozo stops crying and lies down with her hands on her chest).

F (to M) : OK… Now let me see you. Don’t forget that the poor boy had just got engaged. It’s a very important detail.

M : I know. (She suddenly starts crying and mourning and wailing over Zozo’s body): To whom did you leave us, Ioaneeeee?! Your mouth - fresh like a strawberry, is now filled with earth… your eyes, like a squirrel’s eyes, are covered by heavy earth now… instead of your wedding ring, wet worms are circling your finger… earth worms are honeymooning on your strong chest, Ioaneeee…. Where did you go, my handsome boy, my son Ioaneee, my beloved Ioaneee, my life, Ioaneee…. Oh, mother!…Oh, father!…

F : And he’s got a sister, too.

M : Oh, brother, oh, Ioaneee, may your soul sit at the head of the table in Heaven…

F : All right. Enough. You’re good, I say. You’re very good. (to Zozo) : Zozy, dear, look at your mom and learn. Your mom is the greatest professional mourner in town. In the county. In the country! Be proud of her, be proud she’s your mother - I wish she weren’t!

M : Well, your daddy is the best sexton around here, too. Nobody has ever dug graves like he had. He’s a huge artist, a genius, if I may say so. The way he treads the ground, the way he does the knoll… it’s not rectangular, like the others, oh, no! it’s in the shape of a trapeze; an isosceles trapeze with its sides perfectly equal… Be proud of him, Zozy.

(Zozo does not utter a word, she remains with her eyes closed).

F (kicking her) : Come on, say something, don’t play possum with us!… Stupid girl!

Blackout

Scene 4

A young man’s room, probably on the second floor. Voices and noises come from the first floor, where people are gathered for the after-the-burial feast for Zozo’s fiancé’s grandmother. Zozo is 18 (the same actress) and HE is played by the same actor who plays the part of the Conductor. A world map hangs on one of the walls. A dartboard hangs nearby. There could also be posters with famous movie stars on the wall. Zozo enters, together with Him.

H : Your mother has a wonderful voice.

Z : Yes. (she “scans” the room).

H : She gave us a fucking great weep at granny’s funeral. You may say that she’s a soprano and a tenor at the same time. And she’s got some awesome texts!… Boy, she’s full of talent…

Z: You have a cool room.

H : She could be a singer at the Opera House.

Z : She couldn’t. Only dead people inspire her. The living embarrass her.

H : She’s a real mourner. A pro. You won’t find another one like her in the whole country…

Z : She’s already been employed for a couple of senators’ funerals, and for two bank owners too. 

H : Really?

Z : Really.

H : Wow, that’s awesome!

Z : My father reads the newspapers every day. He doesn’t want to miss the moment when the ‘big bosses’ kick the bucket… A bunch of morons. (She points to the dartboard) : Do you have some darts?

H : Sure. (He takes them out from a drawer). I think your daddy likes me. Your old man is a tough guy.

Z (playing darts) : Yeah. He eats nothing but shit all the time. He takes his shit-sandwich with him at work everyday.

H : People say he’s a super-pro. They say the graves he makes look like diamonds. Art of high caliber. He takes care of every single millimeter…

Z : Do you have a red or a black marker?

H : Sure. (He gives Zozo a red marker). They say you can measure them with the measuring tape. They are perfect. As if they were made by a machine, when in fact, they are hand-made. Your father’s hand. They say he’s the last famous sexton. Not only in the country, in the world…

(Zozo draws concentric circles on the map. She highlights the smallest one using the red marker. It’s Greece. She’ll play darts with this new target).

Z : Greece. I have to hit Greece.

H (like a guide) : It is unbearably hot in Greece at this time of the year. People are sleeping during the day, because of the heat. At night they drink and dance on the tables. They wear no underwear because of the high temperature. Some of them fall under the table and they fuck right there on the floor. Others break glasses and plates. They cut their veins and drink one another’s blood. It is recommended to drink hot blood when it’s very hot. It lowers the temperature of your body. The most beautiful thing in Greece is that everybody loves everybody. Because of the heat.

Z : I’ll hit Greece this time.

H (touching her ass) : People say we’re a great match.

Z : People eat shit.

H (touching her all over) : I’ve heard my folks and your folks talking about our wedding. It’s gonna be 6 months from now, together with grandma’s alms.

Z : Fuck! I missed Greece.

H : They are inviting only high-society people. They’ve thought of everything. We’re gonna live here, with my family, until your aunt from Severin dies. She won’t take long; they said she’s got throat cancer. That shit is so painful! Maybe they’ll find a good-hearted doc to put her out of her misery sooner. We’ll have our house pretty soon, you’ll see…

Z (throwing darts at the posters, furniture, wherever) : Don’t you see I can’t hit Greece?!… You don’t understand…

H : We’ll have our own house. We’ll plant flowers and we’ll make children. Two. Four. Or six. Anyway, it has to be an even number so they can split in two equal teams when they start fighting. I’ll be their referee. You’ll make hot donuts and bandage their wounds. 

Z : I can’t make donuts! And can’t hit Greece! I can’t hit… (she bursts into tears).

H (pulling her down onto the floor) : You have narrow hips. You’ll be very sexy after six kids…

Blackout

Scene 5

Mother and Father are in the graveyard, sitting on a concrete gravestone. It’s night time. They are dressed up: the father wears an elegant suit and a bowtie ; the mother – a black purse and a black dress, tightly fit on her excessively curvaceous body. Beside them – a bottle of champagne and two crystal glasses.

F : 25 years is no trifle.

M : It’s a quarter of a century.

F : You and me. Me and you. Both of us.

M (caressing the gravestone) : It seems like it was yesterday… May God take care of professor Marcu’s soul… He was such a lovely person…

F : I first saw you at his funeral.

M : It was in May. The smell of lilac was intoxicating the air.

F : The grave was full of lilac buckeyes. You couldn’t see the ground anymore.

M : It was only after one month that I noticed how perfect you had done it. How original!

T : Hadn’t I?!… (he kisses her hand).

M : Oh, yes, you had. (she fondles his cheek).
F : Then they put this shitty gravestone over it. Sculpted, they say! It cost a fortune.

M : His wife’s relatives…

F : Assholes!… The grave must be made of earth. It must smell of earth.

M : You’re right.

F : It might get covered with grass, after a while. That’s only natural.

M : One day, soon enough, they’ll make them out of plastic.

F (disgusted) : Yuck!

M : Green. Or pink. Or, who knows, maybe red. It will be like an amusement park around here.

F : The silence of the cemetery is gone…

M : Yes, it’s gone…

F : The world has changed.

M : Some people don’t even want you to weep at their funerals anymore…

F : Yeah, they want you to sing. Thank God you’ve got a good voice. We’re lucky.

M : You bet. Damn it! The day will come when they ask me to laugh.

F : You should learn to laugh better.

M : Good God, they’ll turn me into a stand-up comedian. 

F : You’ve created such great mourning texts… You’re a genius! 

M : Those times are gone. Now hey want me to use their texts.

F: I know. What can we do? (Pause)
M: We’re going to be grandparents. Or maybe we already are. We have no news from our daughter.

F : She abandoned us.

M : She could at least write us or take a train and come over. We’re the only parents she’s got.

F : Idiotic girl! I wonder – has she grown any fatter?

M : I have no idea. Maybe she has. We should get on the train and go see.

F : We will.

M : Maybe next week.

F : Maybe… Now we are here… alone… (he kisses her) Do you remember…

M : There were so many people at professor Marcu’s funeral…

F : Oh, yes. They didn’t have the slightest idea he was a pedophile. He liked young teens. 

M : You knew it, but you didn’t say a word.

F : Of course I knew. He was my music teacher. He used to say that I was very gifted…

M : You really were…. And you were so young… It was your first grave. You did your first grave then!

F : I’ve never been so happy in my life again.

M : I know. I could read it in your eyes. They were shining. You were wild and beautiful. You were swinging the shovel like a sword! 

F : And you were totally breathtaking. My God, you were so fat! I couldn’t take my eyes off your enormous flesh. Folds over folds over folds. They were trembling like tree leaves, like butterfly wings, when you were crying.

M (modestly) : C’mon…

F : Yes. They were shaking like waterfalls. You were a symphony of flesh.

M : I had a triple chin.

F : I still love to play with it. (He pickles her chin, he embraces her). C’mon, move your little wings, my angel… 

M : We could fly to visit our daughter. 

F : We’ll fly.

M : Let’s go next week, what do you say?

F : Definitely.

M : Now we have the money. We earned a lot at the senator’s funeral. But I did it only for the money; I took no pleasure in it.

F : I know how it feels. You couldn’t wail the way you wanted.

M : No less than five persons checked my text. They cut all references to worms, earthworms, rottenness, and other important words.

F : They censored you.

M : Yes, they did. I cannot do my job in such circumstances. No pleasure at all. I’d better become an Opera singer – the same shit!

F : Don’t be sorry. You were the best in this country.

M : You too… (She kisses him). We’ve made a fabulous team.

F : The best.

M : We should go and see our grandson.

F : We’ll go.

(He opens the bottle of Champagne and pours it in the glasses. He stands up, then kneels before her).

F : Till death do us part.

M : You still are such a gentleman.

(She takes two bottles of sleeping pills from her purse, and they toast with them, as if they were glasses).

F : Did you tell them that we want no concrete, plastic, or other artificial material?

M : Of course, sweetheart.

F : 25 years is no trifle… 

M : It’s a quarter of a century…

(They hold hands and take the pills, one by one, slowly sipping the champagne).

Blackout

Scene 6

Evening. Domestic interior. He enters and sits down at the table. From now on, the typical domestic ritual will follow: the wife sets the table for her husband; she’ll serve him first, then her. The discussion takes place during dinner, in a very casual, matter-of-fact way.

Z : Did you wash your hands?

H : Of course. (Pause).

Z : Where did you take him?

H : I threw him away.

Z : Where?

H : In the toilet. 

Z : We should have buried him in the Christian tradition.

H : Who would have buried him? An amateur? If your daddy hadn’t died…

Z : You could have dug a grave behind the house.

H : I’d have destroyed the daffodils. 

Z : He deserved a grave covered with daffodils. 

H : He didn’t deserve anything. He had no eyes. He had no nose. He had no mouth…

Z : But he had ears! I could have sung for him.

H : You can’t sing. You didn’t inherit your mother’s talent.

Z : I could have cried for him. Or laugh for him. Or tell him jokes.

H : Stop thinking about what you could have done for him. Cut it off! Forget about him. He’s dead.

Z : You shouldn’t have thrown him down the toilet.

H : It’s better this way, believe me. I flushed and it’s over. He’s gone for good. If we had buried him in the garden, we’d have remembered him all the time.

Z : It’s the same thing. We’ll remember him every time we need to pee.

H : It’s not the same thing at all. It’s different. We are not keeping him behind the house, beneath the ground. It’s something else to have him carried away by the water, God knows where…

Z : Down the sewer.

H : Nobody knows exactly where the sewer is.

Z : Why did you flush the toilet several times? He didn’t go the first time?

H : He was too big.

Z : Did you cut him?

H : A little.

Z : How many pieces?

H : Only four.

Z : You could have kept his head for me at least. 

H : What for?

Z : I might have used it as a vase. I’d have kept flowers in it.

H : I’ll buy you a crystal vase. Or a black ceramic one. Or porcelain. Whatever you want. Just stop thinking about him. It’s over. He’s gone. He’s history. He went back. To the place he came from… He was a reject. 

Z : He wouldn’t have gone if it wasn’t for you.

H : It’s true; I helped him a bit.

Z : He could have lived.

H : No, he couldn’t. He had no nose, no mouth, he had no way to breathe.

Z : He would have found a way. All organisms adapt themselves to the environment they live in. He would have breathed through his ears. He could have spoken with his hands. With his legs. With his fingers. Who knows, maybe he was a ventriloquist! He had strong legs. You have no idea how strong he was kicking in my belly! He could have been a dancer. Or a football player! He would have made lots of money. He would have traveled a lot. He would have bought us cars, and cakes, and trips, and furs. He was such a good baby. Such a generous little-baby…

H (calmly throwing the plates against the walls): He was dead. Dead. Dead. D.E.A.D. Dead… 

(he goes on with the same word DEAD during her monologue. Zozo climbs up onto the table and dances a Greek dance, with a knife in her hand).

Z : You have no idea… I met this guy... In Greece, under a table. I didn’t see his face. Actually, I didn’t see him at all. I was lying with my cheek pressed against the floor, under a Greek table. There was a strong smell; it was reeking of sweat, sperm and red wine. I don’t know where he came from. Or collapsed from. I had long hair back then. I couldn’t even feel his breath on my neck. Ha, ha, there was something that I felt though. Once. Twice. Nine times. Seventy times. Seventy! I have never felt anything with you. In vain do I see your face. In vain do I know your name. In vain have I talked to you. In vain have I touched you. In vain have I…

H : My dear! You’ve never been in Greece.

Z : Shut up. You must shut up. (she grabs his neck, choking him to force him nod) : He wasn’t dead, you see. He wasn’t dead. He was moving. Admit he was moving...

Blackout

Scene 7

The Conductor’s berth. Bottles of mineral water, soda, beer, in some boxes. The Conductor screws Zozo from behind, she leans against the window, staring out the closed window. With every movement, a noise of clinking bottles can be heard. Intermittent light. Zozo counts the penetrations.

Z : … fifty-five… fifty-six…fifty-seven… (louder and louder)… fifty-eight… yes… fifty-nine… sixty… don’t stop… sixty-one… sixty-two…sixty-three… keep it … sixty-four… sixty-five… sixty-six… yes… sixty-seven… sixty-eight… sixty-nine… now… (shouting) : seventy!!!

Blackout

Scene 8
The Conductor’s berth. Zozo, with her back to the window, stabs the Conductor several times, with his penknife. With every movement, a noise of clinking bottles can be heard. Intermittent light. Zozo counts the stabs.
Z: …ten… nine… eight… seven… six… five… four… three… two… one… (she stops) : zero… (surprised) zero… (smiling) : zero… (she opens the window and cries) : zero… (complicity) : zero… (mysteriously) : zero… (revelation) : zero! (exuberantly) : zero!! 

(a tunnel, dark, we hear Zozo’s voice “playing” the ghost ) : zeroooooo… 

Light. Zozo is no longer in the berth.

Blackout
THE END
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