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 Aleksandr Stroganov

The Way Flowers Are

A comedy in two acts in the style of the classical poetry and prose of Korea.

Translated by Nadezhda N. Rogozhina

Edited by David A. Wright

Cast:
The first elderly man

The second elderly man

A tramp

A woman

ACT ONE:
Scene 1:  As always, it is winter outside the window.

The clear light of the moon shines on the snow

Its rays light up the window;

I am sitting alone with a candle and hear

How the wind from a strange land is whistling;

And all thought is unnecessary, vain,

Do not allow me to sleep till morn …

Anon

It is the house of the First Elderly Man. Judging by his surroundings, the First Elderly Man lives alone. It is cold in the house. The First Elderly Man is warmly dressed. He is sitting by the window with some dry herbs lying in front of him. He is grinding the herbs in a small mortar. Sometimes the First Elderly Man is tut-tutting like a parrot or a child, sometimes looking through the window.

The First Elderly Man (FEM): (Throwing a glance at the window again.) 

It is always snowing. (pause) Either falling, drifting or simply lying on the ground. (pause) Or it has some inspiration, then it is falling. ‘It is falling’ is not correct. A man can fall. Nothing else. (pause) This is going. Showing itself. (pause) Inspiration. Or maybe it is awaking? Who knows? (pause) No, inspiration. Especially at night. (pause) Or is it pampering itself. Lying. (pause) Not sleeping. And why not ‘not sleeping’?  (pause) Just because of insomnia, like myself. (pause) We are both old, very old. (pause) And why is it  not sleeping? As for me the reasons are known. It is always snowing. It is always winter outside the window and is it not sleeping?

(There appears a smile on the old man’s face and it looks as if it is becoming lighter in the room.)

Just because I am always here whenever it looks though the window. (laughs) Whenever it peeps though the window, I am sitting and grinding the herbs. Like me, it can’t sleep. So many herbs, flowers, when to sleep? (pause) Nobody calls. It’s been ages since someone called. (pause) At least someone new. Then there would be two of us – my visitor and me. (pause) I wouldn’t ask him to help me grind the herbs. Don’t I understand that he has been walking for a long time and is tired from the road. I would be grinding the herbs and he would be talking to me.

(He puts a small branch of chestnut in front of himself.)

And then the snow would not be so boring. (closes his eyes) I would show him what’s going on. (murmurs, falling asleep) What chaos with the snow, when there is snow, only the snow, nothing but the snow, be you a small branch of chestnut or whatever, maybe it is better, for sure …

(He falls asleep.)

The scene darkens.

Scene 2:  Another elderly man.

I was told today that wine

To everybody’s delight got ripe at Son Hon’s;

And having shoed the lazy bullock;

I am going to visit my friend.

Hey, boy! Is the honoured Son at home?

Tell him Chon has come!

Chon Chkhol (Songan)

There is a guest in the First Elderly Man’s house. It is the Second Elderly Man (SEM). The Second Elderly Man is a stout and joyful man. His body is always wobbling. Judging by his clothes he also lives alone. There is a winter scene outside the window. There is a bottle of wine in front of the old men. They are drinking and talking, sometimes looking though the window.

SEM:  (throwing a glance through the window again)What is it that is so unusual that were you going to show me?

(pause)
FEM:  I still am curious, what are you? (pause) A small branch of a chestnut?

SEM:  Have you gone crazy here with your herbs? Don’t you really recognise me?

(pause)
FEM:  I do. Unfortunately.

SEM:  Unfortunately?

FEM:  I did not mean to offend you. I have simply got used to herbs, flowers. You never call, nobody calls. That’s why I have to talk with them – and with the snow. Just before you called I was talking to a small branch of chestnut.

SEM:  To what?

FEM:  To a small chestnut branch. And before that, to a cherry.

SEM:  Yes.

(pause)
FEM:  But I am glad to see you. (pause) Even though you are not a chestnut branch. (pause) I have not gone crazy. I just thought … (pause) Just thought how nice it would have been if it had not been you but something else. A branch of chestnut, for instance. Then everything would be as it used to be. We could talk as before. I would even offer you wine as I used to, but you would not argue with me about trifles, you would not laugh at me, would not hurt me so that I couldn’t sleep after your visit.

SEM:  In that case, why did you not put a chestnut branch in front of you and not to open the door to me. You are not in and that’s it. I would knock and knock and leave. (pause) Once, twice, and then would stop calling.

(pause)

(The First Elderly Man remains thinking for a while.)

FEM:  No.
SEM:  No?

FEM:  No!

SEM:  Why not?

FEM:  Then I would start thinking of you. And now I am thinking of the chestnut branch.

SEM:  You are absolutely crazy here with your herbs. (long pause) Well, what is so extraordinary that you wanted to show me?

FEM:  (looks thorough the window) You know, I don’t remember when there was no winter outside my window.

SEM:  So what?
FEM:  Well, I remember there were times when it wasn’t always winter outside my window.

SEM:  Then what was it outside your window?

(pause)

FEM:  Not winter, I remember that precisely.

SEM:  Then what?

FEM:  What ‘what’?

SEM:  Well, what was there if not winter?

(pause)

FEM:  Somehow you are asking very silly questions.

SEM:  Am I asking silly questions?

FEM:  Yes, very silly questions.

SEM:  And what is so silly about my question?

(pause)

FEM:  I don’t know.

SEM:  You don’t know?

FEM:  No, I don’t.

SEM:  Then why are you saying it’s silly? (pause) You know, it is very easy to offend a person.

FEM:  Yes, I understand that.

SEM:  There is probably nothing easier than offending a person without any reason.

FEM:  Yes, I know that.

SEM:  You know that and many other things, nobody doubts it.

FEM:  I doubt it.

SEM:  Do you?

FEM:  Yes, I do.

SEM:  Do you doubt that?

FEM:  Yes, I do. Now.

SEM:  Do you doubt it now?

FEM:  Yes, I doubt it now.

SEM:  So what happens now? (pause) Doubts? (pause) Where are the doubts coming from? (pause) What extraordinary thing could have happened to you to make you doubt? (pause) I have never noticed it with you before. Something has happened. (pause) What has happened? Is there something perhaps that I don’t know?

FEM:  Snow.

SEM:  So what?

(pause)

FEM:  What is there outside the window?

SEM:  What do you think is there?
FEM:  What should I think? What can anyone think? Someone must know. That’s all – to know – that’s all there is to it.

SEM:  Ah, you are so lazy, boy.

FEM:  Why am I lazy?

SEM:  What else are you? Lazy! Of course, you’re lazy. You are even too lazy to think.

 (pause)

FEM:  I am grinding the herbs.
SEM:  (laughs) What? What? What did you say?

FEM:  I am grinding herbs.

SEM:  (laughs)  Is that all?

FEM: What else?

SEM:  (laughs) As simple as that?
FEM:  As simple as that!

SEM:  (laughs) It can’t be so.

FEM:  How come, “can’t be so”?

SEM:  (laughs) A person can’t simply grind herbs.

FEM:  He can by all means.

SEM:  No, he can’t.

FEM:  Yes, he can.

SEM:  And I say he can’t!

FEM:  But why not?

SEM:  He should certainly do something else besides that.

FEM:  Not necessarily.

SEM:  It is so!

FEM:  Not necessarily.

SEM:  By all means it is.

FEM:  No!

SEM:  Yes! I’ll prove it to you.

(pause)

FEM:  You won’t be able to.

SEM:  I will.

FEM:  (loosing his confidence) No, you won’t.

SEM:  I will. You don’t know me.

(pause)

FEM:  No, you won’t.

SEM:  I will.

(pause)

FEM:  No, you won’t.

SEM:  I will.

(pause)

FEM:  Prove it.

SEM:  You were grinding herbs before I came.

FEM:  Of course, I am always busy doing that.

SEM:  What else were you doing before I came?

FEM:  Nothing. I was just grinding the herbs, that’s all.

SEM:  Are you sure there was nothing else?

FEM:  Nothing else.

SEM:  Weren’t you tut-tutting?

FEM:  What?

SEM:  Weren’t you doing this? (tut-tutting like the FEM)
FEM:  I always tut-tut when I am grinding the herbs. I am in the habit of doing it whether it is good or bad.

SEM:  Don’t you think that’s a kind of occupation?

FEM:  Tut-tutting?

SEM:  Exactly, tut-tutting.

FEM:  Well, you know, that won’t do.

SEM:  How come it won’t do?

FEM:  No way! It’s not an occupation.

SEM:  Tut-tutting isn’t an occupation?!

FEM:  No.

(pause)

SEM:  You are saying tut-tutting isn’t an occupation?

FEM:  No, it isn’t.

(pause)

SEM:  (solemnly) And then …

FEM:  What do you mean, “and then”?

SEM:  Then!

FEM:  What, “then”?

SEM:  Well, then!

FEM:  Well, what “well, then”?

SEM:  Then, hang on a minute!

FEM:  You’re just an old wind-bag!

SEM:  Hang on!

FEM:  I’ll say it again, an old wind-bag!

(pause)

SEM:  It’s a pity, but I have forgotten what we bet on?

FEM:  Nothing.

SEM:  No, we bet on something. It’s not interesting without betting.

FEM:  There was nothing at all.

(pause)

SEM:  Did we forget? We are both old men. We forget everything and we forgot this. At one time we wouldn’t have done so.

FEM:  We didn’t forget. We did not bet.

(pause)
SEM:  Why not?

FEM:  You have nothing to stake.

SEM:  Me? Nothing to stake?

FEM:  Yes, you have nothing to stake.

(pause)

SEM:  (with a sigh) That’s true, I have nothing to stake.

(pause)

FEM:  Don’t worry, I have nothing to stake either. (pause) (smiling cunningly) I deceived you. I have something to stake.

SEM:  Eh?

FEM:  And I’ve got a lot of it.

SEM:  Uh?

FEM:  Nobody else has as much.

SEM:  What are you talking about?

FEM:  You just think about it.

(The Second Elderly Man shrugs his shoulders. The First Elderly Man points at the snow outside the window.)
SEM:  About snow?

(They are both laughing.)
(pause)
FEM:  Well, what other occupation will you assign to me?

SEM:  Occupation?

FEM:  Well, yes, occupation, occupation! You said “A person can’t only grind herbs”. Didn’t you say that?

SEM:  Ah, that? Well, it’s good you reminded me. Well, I’ll show you!

FEM:  You’re just an old wind-bag!

SEM:  Hang-on!

FEM:  I say again ‘Wind-bag’!

(pause)
SEM:  You were looking through the window!

(long pause)
(There is a variety of emotions on the Second Elderly Man’s face. He understands that this is surrender. It looks like it’s one of the main defeats in his life.  At least he thinks so now.)

FEM:  How do you know?

(The Second Elderly Man laughs.)

FEM:  Were you spying on me?

(The Second Elderly Man is laughing even more.)

(pause)

FEM:  But how else could you know about it?

SEM:  (Not stopping laughing) You are always looking through the window!

The  stage darkens.

Scene 3:  On board a ship
Why are you sailing our poor boat

Towards the wind and the high waves?

On starting out, we saw the clouds 

Gathering over the sea…

Beware of the troubles on a ship,

Which is steered by two captains during a storm.

                                                                                                       Chon Chhol (Songan)

The same two people are on the stage. Both elderly men are noticeably drunk, their faces are flushed. The sun has appeared outside the window.

FEM:  I am always sad on my birthday.

SEM:  Yes.

FEM:  Always sad on my birthday.

SEM:  Yes.

FEM:  Why do you say, “Yes”?

SEM:  It is true and I would add to it.

FEM:  Would you add something to that?

SEM:  Yes, I would add something to that.

FEM:  And what else would you say?

SEM:  I would say you are always sad - ALWAYS sad. On your birthday and all the other days. I forget when I saw you in any other mood.

(pause)

FEM:  That’s not true.

SEM:  It IS true.

(pause)

FEM:  I can be merry.

SEM:  No, you can’t.

REM:  I can be merry sometimes. 

SEM:  No, you never can: I can, but you can’t.

(pause)

FEM:  I can indeed be merry. I have always been a merry man.

SEM:  I have never seen you merry. How long have we been acquainted?

FRM:  I don’t know.

SEM:  You don’t remember how long we have been acquainted?

FEM:  No, I don’t.

SEM:  You’ve got a bad memory, haven’t you?

FEM:  I’ve got a very good memory.

SEM:  You’ve got a very bad memory.

FEM:  Everything is OK with my memory. It is simply that I remember those things which are significant for me and I don’t remember those which are not.

SEM:  Your memory is terrible.

FEM:  Take the concubines, for instance.

SEM:  Concubines?

FEM:  Yes, concubines, women. I do not remember them at all.

SEM:  You don’t remember women?

FEM:  I don’t remember them at all; don’t remember what they look like; don’t remember their voices.

SEM:  You don’t?

FEM:  Not at all. But I remember very well a lot of interesting stories connected with them. The stories are wonderful, instructive and, as I have already told you, merry – very, very merry. That’s why I remembered them more than the concubines themselves. (pause) This shows that my memory is very clever ... not a foolish thing which stores everything – rubbish – but it is a good, intelligent memory. (pause) So, what difference does it make how long have we been acquainted? How many years, decades, centuries? Does it make any difference? We know each other and that’s what is important. We are friends, I have a fine memory, I am merry. That’s what is significant, not that how long we have been acquainted.

(pause)
SEM:  (craftily screwing up his eyes) Then, tell me, how old are you today?

(pause)
FEM:  You are always on the verge of quarrelling with me, aren’t you?

SEM:  Am I?

FEM:  Yes, you are always trying stir up trouble.

SEM:  Nothing of the kind!

FEM:  I can’t understand why you come to see me if I am unpleasant to you?

SEM:  Unpleasant?

FEM:  Exactly!

SEM:  Who is unpleasant?

FEM:  Me! Who else?

SEM:  To whom?

FEM:  To you.

SEM:  You are unpleasant to me?

FEM:  Yes.

SEM:  You are talking nonsense!

FEM:  Not at all.

SEM:  Nonsense – nonsense.

FEM:  That is completely untrue.

SEM:  Then, tell me why I should visit you if you are unpleasant to me?

(pause)
(The First Elderly Man is absorbed in his thoughts.)
FEM:  Yes, something is wrong.

SEM:  I know what’s the matter.

FEM:  What?

SEM:  I know why we quarrel.

FEM:  Do we?

SEM:  Sometimes. Not often, but we do quarrel. Occasionally. Mostly we don’t, but sometimes it happens.

FEM:  A quarrel?

SEM:  Yes, from time to time.

FEM:  Why?

SEM:  Because two are too few.

FEM:  Too few?

SEM:  Yes, two people are too few for company.

FEM:  So how many people are needed for good company?

SEM:  Five.

FEM:  Five people?

SEM:  Yes, five is best.

FEM:  (dreamily) Flowers.

SEM:  What?

FEM:  It is as if the conversation is about flowers.

SEM:  What has it to do with flowers?

(pause)

FEM:  It’s good when there are five of them.

SEM:  What?

FEM:  Flowers.

(pause)

SEM:  What has it to do with flowers?

FEM:  I love flowers more than anything.

SEM:  But we are talking about people.

FEM:  That’s a pity. I prefer talking about flowers … or with flowers. You know when I grind them in the mortar, I talk to them.

(pause)

FEM:  You know, now it seems to me … (pause)

SEM:  Well … why did you stop? What seems to you?

FEM:  Oh, it’s nothing special.

SEM:  Come on, tell me, you started, finish what you were saying. I hate it when someone starts to say something and doesn’t finish. It’s as if he wants to hide something. I don’t like that! If you start, then finish what you were going to say!

FEM:  It’s a just trifle.

SEM:  I don’t want excuses, you started – so finish!

FEM:  You’ll make fun of me. I hate it when someone mocks me!

SEM:  No, I won’t.

FEM:  You know very well that you will.  You won’t be able to resist the temptation.

SEM:  I told you I would not, I meant it!

(pause)
FEM:  But you are inquisitive.

SEM:  You said, “You know, now it seems to me…” What did it seem to you?

FEM:  It seemed to me that it is as if we are flowers.

SEM:  We are flowers?

FEM:  Like flowers. Is that bad? (dreamily) Two flowers, sitting at the window and talking. For a day, a night, a week, a year, a century … just talking …

SEM:   Stop it, will you?

FEM:  A thousand years … Don’t you dare shut me up! It is a bad habit you have! (pause) Especially when I talk about flowers.

(pause)

SEM:  The best number for good company is five people.

FEM:  When I talk with the flowers, they reply to me.

SEM:  Five people. Three at the very least.

FEM:  Three?

SEM:  Yes, three, three.

FEM:  Three, exactly! It is as if we are talking about flowers.

(pause)

SEM:  For the very least, three.

FEM:  So five or three?

SEM:  Five is the best of all, but three may be OK, too. Only not two. Two always makes for a quarrel. The thing is not just that WE are two, any other people, any people, put them together and they will quarrel sooner or later. (pause) If not at once, then after some time, it is certain. (pause) Not necessarily we two. (pause) Take anyone. (pause) Spouses, for example.

FEM:  Spouses?

SEM:  Spouses, man and wife. They will surely quarrel.

FEM:  Husband and wife?

SEM:  Yes, husband and wife.

FEM:  A man and a woman, you mean?

SEM:  Yes, a man and a woman, of course!

(pause)

FEM:  (frightened) But we are different, aren’t we? (pause) (uncertainly) We must definitely find a third person. We’ll go crazy without a third person. (pause) How come there are always just the two of us and only the two of us. (pause)  If only someone, a third person, would come. (pause) Nobody is planning to come, are they? (pause) Do you know of anyone?

SEM:  I have never seen anyone else visiting you, other than me.

FEM:  Is that true?

SEM:  I do not remember anyone else.

(pause)

FEM:  Really, one may go crazy.

SEM:  (laughingly) Besides, you are always sad.

FEM:  I don’t like cynics. (pause) Of all people, I hate cynics.

SEM:  What has that to do with it?

FEM:  Who else would come into the house of an old man busy grinding herbs and flowers?

SEM:  Well, anyone.

FEM:  For example?

SEM:  I am here!

FEM:  So you are a cynic, then!

SEM:  Me, a cynic? What makes you think I am a cynic? Shame on you, we have known each other for ages!

FEM:  And you have been mocking me for ages, I don’t know why.

SEM:  Me? Mocking you?

FEM:  Who else? There is nobody else here.

SEM:  When did I mock you?

FEM:  Just now.

SEM:  Was I mocking you just now?

FEM:  Just now, just this minute!

SEM:  Well, remind me.

FEM:  You said that I was always sad and mocked me for it.

SEM:  Did I say that you were always sad?

FEM:  Who else said it?

SEM:  You said it yourself.

FEM:  Did I say so myself?

SEM:  You did.

(pause)

FEM:  Are you sure?

SEM:  Absolutely!

FEM:  You mean I said so myself?

SEM:  You did.

FEM:  So what of it? It seems as if I was mocking myself, of all people!

SEM:  Well, I don’t know whether you were making fun of yourself or not…

FEM:  So it comes to this then, that I made fun of myself – only if you aren’t a liar.

SEM:  Do I look like a man who can lie to his old friend?

FEM:  You?

SEM:  Yes.

(The First Elderly Man studies his friend for a while.)

FEM:  Yes, you do.
SEM:  Thank you.

FEM:  Not at all.

SEM:  Thank you very much.

FEM:  You’re welcome.

(pause)
SEM:  Many thanks.

FEM:  Very welcome.

(pause)
SEM:  I think I should leave now.

FEM:  You can stay. There is still wine on the table.

SEM:  No, thank you. I feel like leaving.

FEM:  Do stay, there is still some wine left.

SEM:  I think I’ll go.

FEM:  Just sit still. There is no use being offended by the truth.

SEM:  The truth?

FEM:  Don’t take offence. Look at me. I never get offended.

SEM:  You don’t get offended, don’t you?

FEM:  Never!

SEM:  So you never get offended?

FEM:  Never in the world!

(pause)
SEM:  (rising with a sigh) I’m going.

FEM:  Don’t leave me. It’s my birthday today. When will the next one be, if I ever have one? I am old enough already.

SEM:  You are making me feel sorry for you, aren’t you?

FEM:  Yes, I am.

SEM:  You are mean.

FEM:  Actually, meanness is a feature of youth.

SEM:  What – what?

FEM:  Meanness is a feature of youth.

SEM:  Who said that?

FEM:  I did.

(pause)
SEM:  When did you say it?

FEM:  Just now.

SEM:  Not only are you old and nasty, but you are also foolish and if you don’t agree with me now, I’ll get up and leave – for ever.

(pause)

SEM:  So – what decision have you come to?

FEM:  A hard one.

SEM:  A hard one?

FEM:  Yes, it is very difficult.

SEM:  I am all ears.

(pause)
FEM:  Why do you need to know whether I agree with you?

SEM:  Why do I need that?

FEM:  Well, yes, why?

SEM:  How come “why”?

FEM:  Just, why?

SEM:  Just to know.

FEM:  To know what?

SEM:  How much vegetable there is in you and how much human being?

FEM:  Eh?

SEM:  To what degree you have become ‘wooden’?

(pause)
FEM:  Do you need to know it that badly?

SEM:  Very badly!

(pause)
FEM:  (very quietly) I am old, nasty and foolish.

SEM:  Louder!

FEM:  Old, nasty and foolish. Are you satisfied now?

(long pause)

FEM:  (with pretended merriment) Do you think we are on board a ship?

SEM:  What?

FEM:  Do you think we are on board a ship now?

SEM:  On board a ship?

FEM:  Yes, on board a ship.

SEM:  Are you dizzy?

FEM:  I am never dizzy.

SEM:  You ARE dizzy.

FEM:  My head has never been dizzy.

SEM:  Never?

FEM:  Never!

SEM:  Not even in your youth?

FEM:  Not even in my youth.

SEM:  That can’t be true.

FEM:  Can’t it be true?

SEM:  No.

FEM:  Why not?

SEM:  In their youth, everyone is dizzy – so you must have been dizzy.

FEM:  Everyone else was dizzy, but I was not.

SEM:  You’ve simply forgotten.

FEM:  I have a wonderful memory.

SEM:  You are old and forget everything.

FEM:  I never forget anything. I have never forgotten anything, not ever and not now!

(pause)
SEM:  You are very old. Older than me.

FEM:  Older than you?

SEM:  Yes.

FEM:  Who is older than you?

SEM:  You are.

FEM:  Am I really older than you?

SEM:  Yes, you really are older than me.

FEM:  Yes, that’s probably true.

(pause)

FEM:  However, I can remember my youth.

SEM:  What difference does that make?

FEM:  It confirms that that I am older than you.

SEM:  But those were different times.

FEM:  What, ‘different times’?

SEM:  The times of our youth.

FEM:  Our youth was a different time?

SEM:  Certainly, a quite different time.

(pause)

FEM:  Everything is mixed up.

SEM:  Mixed up?

FEM:  Yes, mixed up like paints.

SEM:  The times?

FEM:  The times mix up like paints.

SEM:  Do the times mix up like paints in one’s old age?

FEM:  Like paints. Like colours. (pause) Like flowers.

SEM:  You are harping on about them again, aren’t you?!

FEM:  Flowers. In one’s old age. Are we talking about old age? (pause) Or are we talking of youth?

SEM:  Of youth.

(pause)

FEM:  They mix like paints; old age and youth at the same time.

SEM:  According to you, the older a person is, the better he remembers his youth. Isn’t it so?

FEM:  Yes, that’s true.

(pause)
SEM:  Yes. (pause) That’s most likely it. (pause) I think you are right. (pause) I am inclined to agree with you. Most willingly.

FEM:  But why?

SEM:  There broad horizons opening before me.

FEM:  Oh, yes! (pause) Like on board ship. (pause) When you first see land like a the purple line on the horizon.

SEM:  How do you know?

FEM:  Know what?

SEM:  Well, that it is purple.

FEM:  What else should it be?

SEM:  I don’t know. I’ve never travelled.

FEM:  It’s purple.

SEM:  In the same way you could say ‘green’ or ‘red’ or ‘black’ …”

FEM:  No, purple!

SEM:  Have you ever travelled? Don’t lie. (pause) Just don’t lie.

FEM:  I would tell you if you wouldn’t laugh.

SEM:  Why should I laugh?

FEM:  You are always laughing.

SEM:  Nothing of the kind.

FEM:  You are capable of laughing at everything. I am amazed at how you have lived to such an age and remained safe and sound.

SEM:  Why shouldn’t I be safe and sound?

FEM:  Because cynics are often injured.

SEM:  (laughing) Are cynics injured?

FEM:  Yes, they are, to a great extent.

SEM:  (laughing) And how are cynics injured? Tell me.

FEM:  I won’t tell you anything. You, you …

SEM:  (laughing) Well, what I ?

FEM:  You …

SEM:  What do you want to say?

FEM:  You not a clever man. You’re a stupid old man. You never were intelligent.

(pause)
(Having made a great effort to recover himself, the Second Elderly Man finally stops laughing.)

SEM:  That’s all. I am not laughing any more.

FEM:  What?

SEM:  I am not laughing. You may tell me your story now.

FEM:  I am not in the mood for it now.

SEM:  But I am not laughing.

FEM:  So what?

SEM:  So, you may tell me your story.

FEM:  Promise me.

SEM:  Promise you what?

FEM:  That you won’t laugh.

SEM:  I promise.

FEM:  Not so light-heartedly. Do it seriously.

SEM:  OK. I promise seriously.

FEM:  What I am going to tell you is too serious to be laughed it.

SEM:  I promise.

(pause)
FEM:  If you ever laugh, I’ll never give in your persuasion again.

SEM:  You are like a girl, you are.

FEM:  What?

SEM:  Nothing, I was just talking to myself.

FEM:  Remember, you promised.

SEM:  Yes, yes, I promised. Don’t drag it out.

(pause)
FEM:  Let have a drink first.

SEM:  Yes, let’s.

(They are drinking. The First Elderly Man is staring into the eyes of the Second.)

FEM:  It looks like your laughter has all gone now.

SEM:  Yes.

(pause)
FEM:  It’s the last time that I’ll believe you, mind.

(pause)

FEM:  When I had to go into exile to the island of Vido …

SEM:  What!?

(pause)
SEM:  No, no, go on.

FEM: When I had to go into exile on the island of Vido, my friends who lived in the Poankhen region gave me a great sending off. I got so drunk that I was still drunk when I was going on board the ship. At midnight, when the ship had covered half the distance, I heard the sailors crying “We’re drowning! We’re drowning!” I got frightened, jumped to my feet and, filling a cup with wine, started to pray that Heaven would save us. I was screaming at the top of my voice. It was not long after that, that the wind weakened and the waves died down. Soon we reached the Kapkunde Towers and from there it was not far to Vido Island. The sailors started pointing me out and saying to each other, “This old man is favoured by Heaven. We must honour him!”

(pause)
(I think you will understand what expression was on the face of the Second Elderly Man.)

FEM:  When at midnight the sailors
Could not fight the wind
I, becoming instantly sober,
Prayed to Heaven for it to stop.

Lonely and wretched
I was crying bitterly;
My entreaty was heeded
And the threatening elements quieted.

(pause)
FEM:  (laughs) What a brilliant memory!

The stage darkens.

Scene 4: Greeting a tramp

Let the thunder rattle over the  mountains
A deaf man doesn’t hear anything around him.

Let the bright sun be at its zenith
A blind man doesn’t see anything around him.

We see and hear everything
Only pretending deaf and blind.

Lee Khvan

There is a new guest in the house of the First Elderly Man - a Tramp. He is seated on a low trolley and there are wooden sticks in his hands to help him to move about. The Tramp is dressed colourfully, his hair is unkempt. The Tramp is much younger than his hosts. It is dull outside and it is snowing. The First Elderly Man and the Second Elderly Man are treating the Tramp to wine.

Tramp:  It’s not true, you are much younger than me. I thought you were sixteen, not more.

SEM:  How old?

Tramp:  Sixteen, well, maybe, seventeen, not more.

(The Second Elderly Man bursts out laughing. The First Elderly Man remains serious.)

SEM:  (to the First Elderly Man) Why aren’t you laughing? Aren’t you amused?

(pause)
FEM:  (to the Tramp) Look, are you a cynic?

Tramp:  What? How could you think such a thing?

FEM:  Usually cynics are injured.

(The Second Elderly Man is laughing.)
Tramp:  Have you met any cynics before?

FEM:  Yes, I have.

Tramp:  In my situation?

FEM:  In your situation, people mostly become cynics. Or the cynics get into your situation to be more exact.

Tramp:  That’s not likely!

FEM:  What?

Tramp:  Forgive me.

FEM:  Aha, so I’ve guessed, haven’t I?

Tramp:  This time your perspicacity partially betrayed you.

FEM:  What does ‘partially’ mean?

Tramp:  Partially, as far as my situation is concerned.

FEM:  So you are a cynic, aren’t you?

Tramp:  No.

FEM:  What should I forgive you for, then?

Tramp:  For my coming before you improperly dressed. But you invited me into your house so swiftly, which I could not have foreseen, so I didn’t have a chance to change.

FEM:  What does that mean?

Tramp:  Nothing special.

(The Tramp takes the rugs off his knees and rises to his full height.  This causes a burst of laughter on the part of the Second Elderly Man.)
SEM:  Good for you, well done!

(The First Elderly Man grows pale.)

Tramp:  My legs get immensely tired by nightfall.

SEM:  Fine fellow! I love you! What resourcefulness! Good boy! How clever!

(pause)

FEM:  That was quite unexpected.

Tamp:  What exactly?

FEM:  If my sight doesn’t fail me, you were without legs.

Tramp:  No, I have always had legs.

FEM:  Just now, if my sight doesn’t fail me, you were legless.

Tramp:  No, simply I was sitting on my trolley in such a way that it might seem that I am without legs.

(pause)

FEM:  But in fact, if my sight doesn’t fail me your legs are quite good, aren’t they?

Tramp:  Yes, thank goodness, my legs are OK.

(pause)

FEM:  Is it a miracle?

Tramp:  There is no miracle. I pretended that I have no legs.

FEM:  From that, does it follow that you don’t really want to have them? Then why did you thank heaven just now for the fact that you have them?

Tramp:  I see that you are a very wise man and, since that is so, you will be able to understand when I explain it to you.

FEM:  That is highly unlikely. I drank a lot of wine so for me this task will be very difficult.

Tramp:  I assure you that there is nothing complicated about it. Everything will be very simple when I explain it to you.

FEM:  You have already explained. Any more words are just a nuisance.

SEM:  (addressing the First Elderly Man) Why are you offending this person?

FEM:  Did I say something wrong in my own house?

(pause)
Tramp:  I’d better leave.

(He gets back on his trolley.)

FEM:  I didn’t violate the laws of hospitality.

Tramp:  I’ll go now.

FEM:  What are you afraid of?

Tramp:  No, it’s not that …

FEM:  Are you afraid of being beaten?

Tramp:  No, I …

FEM:  Are you sure you are not afraid of being beaten?

Tramp:  Who likes to be beaten?

FEM:  So if you are afraid to be beaten, that means you are a cynic.

(pause)
(All of a sudden, the First Elderly Man starts laughing. The Second Elderly Man and the Tramp look at him with surprise.)

FEM:  (having stopped laughing) OK, everything has fallen into its place. It is not often that anyone deceives me. I recognised you, cynic.

SEM:  (to the Tramp) Don’t argue with him – don’t argue with him and don’t be in a hurry to leave. I like you.

FEM:  I have sussed out one more cynic.

SEM:  So what if you have, did he stop being a cynic after that?

(pause)
(The First Elderly Man is absorbed in his thoughts.)

FEM: At least we are three now. (pause) Aren’t we three now? (pause) (to himself) It looks like it; it’s amazing, as if we are speaking about flowers.

The stage darkens.

Scene 5: Sharing Everyday Wisdom

The people call jasper a ‘cobble- stone’
And this is very bitter and offensive;

Yet a clever man will never be misled
And would be able to detect the truth…

Not being misled – simply pretending.
So they say and this is sad.

Khom Som
The same people are on the stage. It is getting dark outside, but it is not snowing.

FEM:  You told us so much that it seems that you are in fact older than us.

SEM:  There is no peace or harmony among the people in the world.

Tramp:  In search of alms, I wandered off to the market one morning – to the stalls where they sold cloth. I saw a customer looking at the shelves. Finally he found some linen, tested it with his teeth and looked at it in the light. But he didn’t offer a price, although it was on the tip of his tongue. He asked the seller if he could bargain. The seller was very crafty too, he asked the customer to announce his price first. They were haggling for a long time, neither wanted to give up. Suddenly I noticed that they forgot about the linen and each of them started doing his own thing. The seller was staring at a volcano – there was such a nice little cloud floating over it. While the customer put his hands behind his back and was gazing at a picture hanging on the wall.

SEM:  You saw what the people were doing but did not understand was motivating them.

FEM:  Like in a puppet theatre, you see how the puppets move, but do not see who makes them move.

SEM:  You also did not notice the main thing. Those two simply cannot win people over to their side by themselves. Any business man must know at least three pretexts and five ways of making allies and friends. As for me, I myself failed to learn that, that’s why I lived until old age in loneliness. But I seem to have solved the enigma of relationships between people. It is that a person’s arm bends only inwards, only towards himself, but not outwards, otherwise you can’t even bring a glass to your mouth.

Tramp:  This is well known. It has been said as far back as in ‘The Book of Songs’:

“Look: if a bird calls to a friend,
A friend with a friend is talking;
Then why won’t a man seek for friends?”

SEM:  I see it is possible to talk to you; you grasp the meaning, I only hinted and you comprehend everything! All over the world people are striving to get power over other people, they deal with each other only for the sake of profit and fame. Just understand the main thing: though an arm did not make an agreement with the mouth, it bends only inward! That’s the way people are: one gives to another, still the other takes from another and everybody thinks how to be none the worse off. One promises another a good post, the other is trying to get it and everybody wants to get benefits. The people who are seeking power are numerous, that’s why it is subdivided. Those who seek for fame and benefits are also in great numbers, that’s why power, fame and benefit will never disappear. But any businessman knows the price of it and lives according to different rules. When you are friends with someone, never pour praises on him, especially for his past deeds, there is no sense in it. Do not talk him into making business which he was not thinking of yet, otherwise when he starts it, he will loose interest. Do not extol him in the presence of others, do not tell him he is the best: if there is no one better than him, nobody will dare to compare him with yourself. One must know secrets in friendship! If you want to praise a friend, you’d better scold. If you want to show your friendliness, you’d better get angry. If you want to be kind to him, you’d better look at him gloomily and turn from him in annoyance. If you want to win his trust, you’d better sow doubts in him and wait till they disappear. Remember: a learned person gets upset more frequently than an ignorant one, and a beauty cries oftener than a plain Jane, but when idols weep they can move many. Here are five ways of making friendship. These are small secrets of the business men, but they are big roads to the world!

FEM:  (to SEM) You are talking in riddles, it’s hard to understand you.

Tramp:  Try to understand what he was saying. Why is it better to scold a person than to praise him? Why is it, in families for instance, there are quarrels from time to time? Because when there is love, there are reproaches, and where there are reproaches there is no indifference! So the closer the person is to you, the more you quarrel, the more you trust, the more you doubt. Imagine such a picture. It is after midnight. The feast is over. Everybody is sleeping and only the two are sitting facing each other in silence. They are still somewhat tipsy, they are oppressed in their hearts, they are deeply moved – and they start unbosoming themselves to each other, wiping their tears from off their faces. They believe the main thing in friendship is mutual understanding, sharing all misfortunes with each other. That is why when a friend cries, a person usually forget about their offences.

FEM:  The flowers are different. Their nature given by Heaven is more beautiful than others’, it is like the nature of a noble man amongst common people. It’s not for nothing that the grass was not weeded in front of the court of the Suny governor-general from Lyansyi. He used to say: “The grass grows freely and my thoughts flow naturally.” If a noble man wanted to be like the flowers, it would mean that he was perfect and whole by nature. There are those who satisfy their ambitions by making speeches in front of thrones, by composing refined treaties and by being keen to be successful in their services. Can they preserve their true nature and return to the perfect model?

(long pause)
(The Second Elderly Man and the Tramp look at the First Elderly Man in amazement.)

FEM:  I would like to make friends with someone, but the trouble is I have no tears, I am afraid.
(to the Tramp) You told us so much that it really does seem that you are older than us. Can that really be so?

The stage darkens.

Scene 6:  The First Appearance of Flowers.
Whenever I look at you, Crow,
I feel hurt and sad.

Where did you get such a potion
To remain black-headed?

My head has long been white,
For I can’t find the necessary medicine.

Anon.

The same people are on the stage. It is night outside and the new moon is shining.

FEM:  (to the Tramp) Can it really be that you are older than me? Indeed, it occurred to you to call me a sixteen-year-old, didn’t it? (pause) Seventeen-year-old?

Tramp:  It is not that difficult to understand.

(pause)
FEM:  What does one need for that? (pause) I do ask not to be scoffing. I am quite serious.

SEM:  Is it possible to ponder about it seriously and to avoid scoffing?

FEM:  I take back that remark. It hurts me.

Tramp:  It is not all that complicated.

FEM:  What is needed for it?

Tramp:  You have to believe in it. As simple as that. (pause) And forget everything that was in the past.

(pause)
FEM:  Everything? Absolutely everything?

Tramp:  Everything, absolutely everything.

(pause)
FEM:  Must I believe what you are saying?
Tramp:  Yes, believe what I am telling you.

(pause)
FEM:  It looks like you are not joking this time.

Tramp:  No, I am not.

FEM:  But how can I do that?

Tramp:  There is an exercise for it.

FEM:  Did you use it yourself?

Tramp:  If someone decided to get rid of their legs without in fact losing them, they couldn’t do it without exercises. You believed that I was without legs, didn’t you?

FEM:  To tell you the truth, I still can’t get used to the thought that you are not legless. Are you deceiving me again this time?

Tramp:  You see, you believed in it. It was not without exercises.

FEM:  I guess it’s a very complex exercise which only such a strong man as yourself is capable of doing. Isn’t that so?

Tramp:  Don’t flatter me, please. You are stronger than me, by the look of you!

FEM:  Me? Stronger?

Tramp:  Sure.

FEM:  Did I hear you properly? Did you say, “You are stronger than me by the look of you?”

Tramp:  Exactly.

(pause)
FEM:  (to the Second Elderly Man) What is he saying?

SEM:  He is saying you are stronger than him.

(pause)
(The First Elderly Man is absorbed in his thoughts.)

FEM:  How come it seems that he really doesn’t have any legs?

Tramp:  Everything is OK with my legs.

FEM:  You have confused me totally. What does OK mean? Does OK mean that you have got them or that you haven’t got them?

Tramp:  What do you think about it yourself?

(pause)
FEM:  What should I think when you came here without legs and then they appeared from nowhere. (pause) It is as if you were simply sitting and then rose up. (pause) It is as if it was that simple, first you have legs and then you don’t – just as plain as it is winter outside.

Tramp:  Do you think that the winter outside is that simple?

(pause)
FEM:  Don’t interrupt me. Don’t you know how difficult it is for me to understand you? You came without legs, you had a satisfied face, now you declare that you’ve got them, and your face is still satisfied. What should I think? What should anyone think when you have a satisfied face and declare that you know the secret of youth? That is not complex at all. You declare it confidently, as confidently as the fact that you have legs, as if it is no more complicated than that.

Tramp:  It is not that complicated.

FEM:  What is not that complicated?!

Tramp:  You may touch them with your hands.

(pause)
(The First Elderly Man is thinking.)
FEM:  One can touch everything – almost everything. But to understand?!

(pause)
FEM:  They, the legs, were they and are they in sufficient number or were they not, or are they not now … or were they, but not now … or were they not, but then they appeared … or is it something else? Answer directly, no dodging!

Tramp:  Yes.
FEM:  That answer is straightforward and direct, isn’t it?

Tramp:  Absolutely.

(pause)
FEM:  That’s another kettle of fish.
Tramp:  You are a very wise man.

(pause) 

FEM:  We are losing time. That’s what has dawned upon me. (pause)  We are losing time. It is better to stop all this deep pondering. (pause)  Though it is a very interesting topic (pause)  An attractive and interesting topic. But it is better not to think about it so deeply. Then it is easier to move further on. (pause) Not to think deeply into it, not to have any doubts, but just proceed to the main point.

Tramp:  I am utterly convinced again that you are a very wise man.

FEM:  Not to think deeply into it, but proceed to the main point. What would you say?

Tramp:  A very wise man.

(pause)
FEM:  But what is the main point? (pause) What is the main point? For such person as me, the main thing is the process, I  think. I knew people for whom the result was the main thing. Such people think only of the result and are eager to get it as soon as possible and very often their dreams remain dreams. I am not such a person, I know what labour is, I like working. Maybe I like working better than anything. And the result? Well, the result won’t keep you waiting. That’s the way it goes. You work and work and do not think of the result. You think “I am working and that is good, and that is also a result”. But the result is like an unexpected gift, when you do not wait for it. It is like the most precious present … someday … once … all of a sudden, completely unexpectedly, once upon a time … by the way, the labour, the exercises themselves are a good result. If you love what you do, if you love – and how can you not? – then it’s a result … that is not THAT, but some other, not worse or may be even better? ...

(pause)
SEM:  Do you really think so?

FEM:  You know, there is some mist in my head, I don’t understand anything – some lightness, but frightening giddiness. I experienced it on the ship. It is as if it is foggy. (whispering to the Second Elderly Man) As if there are no thoughts … But there are thoughts, I know. Otherwise I wouldn’t be able to speak … this is old age … muddles of old age … old age, old age, I never thought about it and now I understand it all of a sudden. (loudly) So, when shall we start the exercises? (whispering to the Second Elderly Man) What if he could make me younger indeed? (loudly) When shall we start?!

Tramp:  We have already started, but you have not noticed it.

FEM:  Really? (He touches his face with his palm trying to feel the wrinkles.) There are no results so far, but that is not too important, is it?

Tramp:  How can it be without results? There are results.

FEM:  Already? That quick?

Tramp:  Yes, only you do not see them.

FEM:  Is it true? (touching his face)
Tramp:  Yes, you begin to forget something.

FEM:  Is it an exercise?

TRAMP:  It is a preliminary exercise.

FEM:  Preliminary?

Tramp:  Yes.

FEM:  Thank goodness.

(The Second Elderly Man is giggling quietly.)

Tramp:  I see you are grinding herbs in a mortar, aren’t you?

FEM:  Herbs. Grinding herbs, flowers, flowers. For a long time. As far as I remember myself, I have been doing this. Herbs. Flowers.

Tramp:  You seem to like them.

FEM:  Do I like flowers?

Tramp:  Herbs, flowers.

FEM:  Do I like herbs, flowers?

Tramp:  Do you love them with all your heart?

FEM:  Do you simply want to know or you doubt, or both those together?

Tramp:  I just want to know.

FEM:  (adopting a solemn pose) That’s what I will tell you then, young man. A man is only one of the creatures living between Heaven and Earth, whilst flowers are thousands and thousands of kinds. A man surrenders as far as longevity of life is concerned. A man dies and never comes back, but a flower fades in autumn and grows again in spring. Flowers blossom according to the seasons, but sometimes do not fade even under the snow. Indeed, a man can’t be compared with flowers in their long living!
Heaven makes the seasons change with the help of the flowers; a man differentiates them according to the flowers which have grown. But who amongst people can be relied on in the same way as well as one can with flowers?
When the flowers are open, they do not thank the spring wind for their blossoming, and when they fade they do not grumble to the autumn sky for that. Who has got the same kind of noble heart amongst people?
One type of flower is born high up on the stone steps of rocky places, others in the most lowly of places, but they never argue with each other about whose position is higher and whose lower, which is noble and which is not. If they are indifferent as to the highs and lows – their hearts differ from people’s hearts.
So the flowers possess the highest humanity in the world, deserve absolute trust and do not know passions. Besides they are numerous and long living, for Heaven gave them perfect natures.
Flowers are numerous, but what do we observe about the kingdom of people?
Flowers are humane, deserve trust and are bereft of any passions, but what qualities do we possess?

Tramp:  You’re right! Do you want to become a flower, for example?

(pause)
FEM:  For ‘example a flower’ or just a flower?

Tramp:  For example, a flower.

FEM:  ‘For example, a flower’ this, as far as I understand it, is nothing definite. ‘For example, a flower’ is the same as ‘ for example, something else.’ A rug, for instance. (pause) I like accuracy. If a flower, then a flower and only a flower. (pause)  Nothing else. (pause) I would not like to become a rug. (pause). For example.

Tramp:  No one is speaking about a rug.

FEM:  How come, not speaking? Then where has it appeared from in this case?

Tramp:  It has always been here, but we were talking only of a flower.

FEM:  Only of a flower?

Tramp:  Yes, just a flower.

(pause)
FEM:  How nice it would have been to speak only of this. I can talk about flowers for hours.

Tramp:  And what about becoming a flower?

FEM:  Becoming a flower?

Tramp:  Yes, to turn into a flower. Would you like that?

(pause)
FEM:  (dreamily) Leave all this bustle and become a flower?

Tramp:  Exactly!

FEM:  (dreamily) To become a part of something bigger than the boring and unjust world of people?

Tramp:  Yes.

FEM:  (dreamily) To live enjoying every minute and be aware of it?

Tramp:  Yes.

FEM:  To live and be aware that you are perfect; and that people belong to you entirely, because at moments of  health and illness, during happiness and unhappiness, they are hurrying to bow down to you?

Tramp:  Yes.

(pause)
FEM:  (roughly) NO!

Tramp:  Why not?

FEM:  It is impossible.

Tramp:  But if it were possible?

FEM:  (dreamily) When would it be possible?

Tramp:  Yes, when would it be that simple? Just you must want it and you become it. It’s that simple. Just want it and become it. Want it, become it. Want, become.

(pause)
FEM:  Yes, most likely. How does it come to be ‘most likely’? Here it is not ‘likely’, but ‘certainly’, ‘of course’, ‘by all means’ and the like.

Tramp:  So – become it.

(pause)
(The First Man is pondering.)

FEM:  Is it an exercise?

Tramp:  Yes. Imagine you are a flower. Only imagine, and before you can say ‘Jack Robinson’, you’ll become one.

(pause)
FEM:  That’s impossible.

Tramp:  It is not that complicated.

FEM:  It is impossible.

Tramp:  Not at all. I’ll help you.

FEM:  How can you help me?

Tramp:  That’s my secret.

(pause)
FEM:  Are you going to summon the spirits?

Tramp:  It is my secret and afterwards you will think that nothing could be simpler.

FEM:  According to you it is very simple. I don’t believe that.

Tramp:  Just you try. For a start, close your eyes and imagine any flower.

FEM:  I don’t believe it and don’t want it. I don’t even want to try. I am sure that a man can’t become more perfect all of a sudden, turn all at once into perfection; at a glance become what he is afraid of thinking about – because it is something that I would never allow myself even to dream. There is nothing more complicated. It is the most complicated thing.

Tramp:  Most complicated?

FEM:  The most complicated thing.

Tramp:  Most of all?

FEM:  The utmost.

Tramp:  Do you think becoming young is simpler?

FEM:  That is simpler.

Tramp:  So you do think becoming young is simpler?

(pause)
FEM:  To become young?

Tramp:  Yes, to become young?

FEM:  To get young again?

Tramp:  Yes, to become a young man again.

FEM:  Much simpler. I think it is much simpler. Certainly, much simpler. Yes, most definitely, it is simpler.

Tramp:  So become like that.

(pause)
(The First Man is thinking.)

FEM:  Well, there is no difference in the end. I would say to become young is as complicated as to become a flower.

(The Second Elderly Man and the Tramp applaud the First Elderly Man. The First Elderly Man’s face brightens.)

Tramp:  What would you say if you were a cynic?

FEM:  Me?

Tramp:  Yes, if you were a cynic, how would you say the same phrase – ‘nothing simpler’?

FEM:  Me – a cynic?! Sooner should Heaven fall to the ground than I become a cynic. Even if I go crazy and forget what my name is, I won’t become a cynic! Do you know who I hate most of all? Exactly. Cynics.

Tramp:  OK, OK, let it not be you. Let it be another person. But a cynic. How would he say the same phrase?

FEM:  A cynic would never think of such a good phrase.

Tramp:  Well, they are not all that stupid, those cynics.

FEM:  That’s true. That’s what all evil comes from ... All evil comes from the fact that people are not stupid. They can make everything in such and such a way and laugh at you so …

Tramp:  Well, if they are not so stupid, or something like that, but much worse, then can they think of something like this in their cynical way?

(pause)
(The First Man is thinking.)

FEM:  Yes, but it will be worse, with some secret thought, with some hidden mockery, with some hidden laughter …

Tramp:  Certainly, that’s why they are cynics.

FEM:  It looks as if the phrase is the same but there is some venomous snake inside?

Tramp:  Yes.

(The First Elderly Man makes a face of disgust and whispers something.)

FEM:  Something like … something like that … that would be same, but vice versa …

Tramp:  Right.

SEM:  Something like ‘to become young again is as easy as to turn into flower’.

(applause)

FEM:  It’s not me who said it. I said it differently. I said it the right way.

SEM:  But you were applauded then nevertheless.

FEM:  Because the first phrase was spoken first. If the first phrase were the second, there would be something like that.

Tramp:  It doesn’t matter. The meaning did not change.

FEM:  It didn’t change, did it?

Tramp:  Not at all.

(pause)
FEM:  What is the meaning then? I do not understand.

Tramp:  The meaning is: to become young again is the same as to become a flower.

FEM:  Is that so?

Tramp:  Yes, definitely, to become young is the same as to become a flower.

FEM:  Is it really so?

Tramp:  Precisely so.

FEM:  I have never thought about it before. It is quite unexpected.

Tramp:  Yes, but it is so.

FEM:  Really?

Tramp:  It is so and nothing else.

(pause)
FEM:  (to the Second Elderly Man) Is it really so?

(The Second Elderly Man gestures expressively with his hands.)

FEM:  (to the Tramp)  Is it really so?

Tramp:  Yes.

FEM:  So if I become a flower, I’ll be young?

Tramp:  Certainly. It’s not for nothing that young people are compared with flowers.

(pause)
FEM:  But it’s impossible to become a flower, isn’t it?

Tramp:  The thing is that it IS POSSIBLE. I am trying to persuade you of that. You only have to do the exercise.

FEM:  I like exercises. I know what exercises are, I like them. Maybe I like exercises most of all in  life. And the result? Well, it will be soon, that’s the way it goes. You work and work and don’t think about the result. You think ‘I am doing exercises and this is good, this is also a result’, and a result …

Tramp:  (quietly to the Second Elderly Man) I have never met anything like that in my life.
(loudly to the First Elderly Man) Well, that is good.

(pause)
FEM:  Would I like to become a flower? Of course, who wouldn’t like to become a flower? Let’s take you, for instance. Would you like to become a flower?

Tramp:  (quietly to the Second Elderly Man) He is inimitable. I’ll give him a gift, that he will never forget. I’ll ask one of my acquaintances, she …

FEM:  What are you whispering about there?

Tramp:  I am just talking to myself. (quietly to the Second Elderly Man) When he is asleep ...

FEM:  What’s the matter with you? I asked you a question.

Tramp:  (loudly) Of course, I would like to become a flower.
(quietly to the Second Elderly Man) Though she is a rascal, but a wonderful actress and she is very beautiful, an absolute oil painting. (laughs) She will give him back his youth.

FEM:  (dreamily) A man is only one of the creatures living between Heaven and Earth. The flowers are hundreds, thousands …

Tramp:  That’s good.

(pause)
FEM:  If I understood you right, as a result of exercises …

Tramp:  One exercise.

FEM:  One exercise?

Tramp:  One, only one.

(pause)
FEM:  It is not because I am an elderly person that you give me such a privilege?

Tramp:  No, no, no!

(pause)
FEM:  What must I do?

Tramp:  Close your eyes and imagine any flower.

FEM:  (He closes his eyes, then opens them again.) Yes, but if I turn into a flower, I won’t be able to talk to you any more, will I? (pause)  Well, it’s not that important. 
(He closes his eyes, then opens them again.) But what if you are cynics?

SEM:  Does it make any difference in the long run?

FEM:  Cynics will put me in the mortar at once and grind me!

Tramp:  Aren’t flowers long-living? Do flowers die when they are being ground in a mortar?

FEM:  Flowers are long-living, but who knows what they experience when being ground in a mortar? If it is the same pain which I experience in my legs when the weather changes, I would not like to be put into a mortar.

SEM:  Isn’t youth worth it?

(pause)
FEM:  Youth?

Tramp:  Youth, youth. We are speaking about youth.

(pause)
FEM:  Everything is mixed up, youth, flowers. Everything that is beautiful.

Tramp:  You forgot to mention women.

FEM:  Women?

Tramp:  Yes, women. Do you remember them?

FEM:  My memory is like waves, as if I’m on a ship. (laughs, remembering a story) When I had to go into exile on the island of Vido, my friends who lived in the Poankhen region gave me a great sending off. I got so drunk that I was still drunk when I was going on board the ship. …

SEM:  (interrupting) You have already told us that story.

FEM:  I have told it to YOU, but the young man didn’t hear it. Well, doesn’t he also need to hear it when his head is stuffed with who knows what?

SEM:  What is his head stuffed with?

FEM:  I told you – with some rubbish. Some women … Which women? We, if my memory doesn’t fail me, and it never fails me, were talking about flowers. The way flowers are, to be exact.

Tramp:  What?

FEM:  The way flowers are.

Tramp:  The way flowers are?

FEM:  Yes, about where there is poison, there is sweetness. To be exact, where there is sweetness, there is poison.

(pause)
Tramp:  Were we talking about that?

FEM:  Yes, until you interfered with your women – as if you do not know at what age you can talk about them and at what age it becomes dangerous.

Tramp:  Didn’t what you said refer to women?

FEM:  No. For me talking about women is always dangerous.

SEM:  So what is the matter?

FEM:  What’s the matter?

SEM:  It is dangerous talking about women, isn’t it?

FEM:  Of course, it is.

SEM:  So, you remember women, but it is you who does not dare talk about them?

FEM:  I remember stories about women, interesting stories about concubines, but I do not remember the women themselves.

SEM:  Then why is it dangerous talking about them?

FEM:  It is always dangerous talking about things which you can hardly imagine – it would more correct to say ‘can’t imagine at all’. You can imagine though, the stories … Interesting, but still stories. Stories about women and women themselves are not the same, you must admit that! Besides which, there are such things in those stories!

SEM:  What is there in those stories?

FEM:  Anything, you do not need to know. (smiles lustfully) Though sometimes I remember one of those interesting stories …

Tramp:  Then what?

FEM:  (becoming serious) Nothing. Nothing special. Nothing that might be dangerous. Though they are only stories, not women themselves. I imagine what the women themselves are if the stories are so interesting.

SEM:  Why do you know that the stories and women are not the same if you do not remember the women? How can you compare them? Maybe the women are like the stories about them?

(pause)
Tramp:  We were talking about the exercise.

FEM:  Yes, I remember. I never complained of my memory. Yes, but  if it is as painful as when the weather changes …

SEM:  In the past when grinding herbs and flowers, you did not think about it.

(pause)
FEM:  In the past I was not thinking about becoming a flower. (pause) I did not even think about it. Maybe it is the price everybody is talking about that I have to pay, that is, to experience myself? (pause) Formerly, I rubbed my legs with the same herbs and the pain went. What can I do now?

SEM:  Who said we would put you in the mortar?

(pause)
FEM:  I have a suspicion. (pause) If I had not said anything … but now when I myself have given you the idea, you won’t be able to resist the temptation. Even though you are not cynics. (pause) It’s hard to resist. I envy you if you really can resist. (pause) But don’t you want to become flowers yourselves too? Then I could talk with you. Do flowers talk? Of course, they do. They have little tongues. Shall we be able to see each other? Of course. Nothing will change. We’ll see each other as well as we see now. We’ll feel that we are flowers and all the rest will be the same. Isn’t it so?

Tramp:  Yes, it is. It’s amazing how you know everything.

FEM:  I have been grinding the herbs, flowers for so long. I love…

Tramp:  So you’ve made up your mind, haven’t you?

(pause)
FEM:  (cunningly narrowing his eyes) Why don’t you want to become flowers as well?
(to the Second Elderly Man) Don’t you want to become young again?
(to the Tramp)  And you won’t have to go wandering. As far as I know flowers do not wander. Aah? (pause)
 Let’s all become flowers. (pause) Let’s, I beg you. What would it cost you, what is the difference in the end? Nobody will be the worse for it. Whatever will be, can only be better – and ‘better’ is good. Everybody is hoping for good, even if it can’t be better. Ah? (pause)
It costs you nothing. It’ll be your gift to me on my birthday. What do you say?

SEM:  The last argument was convincing. (to the Tramp) The last argument is convincing, isn’t it? What do you think?

Tramp:  Yes, it is. There is no gainsaying it.

SEM:  I also find it convincing.

FEM:  Do you agree then?

SEM:  Actually, I didn’t feel bad as a human being. But if only for your sake, … mind, not  for  getting youth back, but only for you …

FEM:  Thank you!

SEM:  Exclusively for you!

FEM:  (with tears in his eyes) Thank you, I’ll never forget it. (wipes his tears with his palm)  I always thought that you were …

SEM:  I know, you thought I was a cynic.

FEM:  Forgive me.

Tramp:  I’ll close my eyes, too.

FEM:  For you it is not obligatory now. If you don’t want to, there is no need to do it. I wanted to persuade this fellow. (nods at the Second Elderly Man) One other person is enough for now … As there are two of us, the mortar will not be so frightening.
(to the Second Elderly man) Isn’t that true?

SEM:  No, it isn’t. There must be at least three. Five is better, but three is also not too bad.

FEM:  I am already ready. What do I have to do?

Tramp:  Close your eyes and imagine a flower.

FEM:  Which one?

Tramp:  The first that comes into your head.

FEM:  A lily.

SEM:  Why a lily?

FEM:  It was the first one that came into my head.

SEM:  OK, let it be a lily.

FEM:  Even if nothing comes of it, I am pleased to be able to close my eyes. My eyes are tired of thinking.

Tramp:  Hey, that won’t do. You have to believe in it.

(pause)
FEM:  I am ready.

Tramp:  Do you believe in it?

FEM:  (with a sigh) I think I do. It is easier than believing that I’ll die – if not today, then tomorrow.

Tramp:  (winks at the Second Elderly Man) And you?

SEM:  Certainly.

Tramp:  You also believe in it, don’t you?

SEM:  There is nothing simpler.

FEM:  I would contradict that …

Tramp:  Sh-sh. You’ll frighten the spirits of the flowers.

FEM:  (in a whisper)  So you couldn’t do it without the spirits. I thought not.

Tramp:  (whispering) Hush.

(pause)
Tramp:  (whispering) We’ll all close our eyes.

(The First Elderly Man closes his eyes. The Second Elderly Man and the Tramp look at each other and laugh silently.)

The stage darkens.

Scene 7:  Awakening.
One insists that the raven is too black;
Another thinks the heron to be too white.

One maintains the stork is long-legged;
Another one says the duck is too short.

Only I am so ignorant, knowing nothing
About black, white, long or short.

Anon.

It is night outside. There is half moon shining. All the characters are in the state of calmness. They are sitting on the floor, their eyes are closed.

(The First Elderly Man opens his eyes.)

FEM:  Once there was a certain Prime Minister of the period of Kore, called Cho Un-khyl, who pretended to be mad. There was some discord in the air and Un-khyl wanted to avoid trouble.
At the time when he was still Governor of the province of Sohado, Un-khyl used to chant in a sing-song voice: “Amitaba-a-a-a! Amitaba-a-a-a!”
One day, an official of some other district who was a friend, came to his house and stood outside the window shouting: “Cho Un-khy-y-y-yl! Cho Un-khy-y-y-yl!”
“Why are you addressing me in that way?” asked the surprised Un-khyl.
“You, your Grace,” answered the man “always address Buddha Amitaba because you would like to become Buddha. I am addressing you because I would like to become Governor!”
The friends looked at each other and burst out laughing.

(By the end of the First Elderly Man’s narration, the eyes of the Second Elderly Man and the Tramp were already open.)
FEM:  Did I wake you up with my story?

Tramp:  The story is interesting. Is there any special meaning?

FEM:  There is always some special meaning in every story. The thing is, whether we can see it. Everything depends on the weather outside the window. However, the weather outside the window did not change. Nothing changes under the Heaven but we ourselves.

SEM:  What made you start philosophising? A bad dream?

FEM:  I don’t know whether flowers see dreams.

Tramp:  Flowers?

FEM:  Yes, flowers?

Tramp:  (taps himself on the head) Oh, I have utterly forgotten! I’ve overslept.
(looking at the Second Elderly Man) What do you say?  Maybe it’s enough?
SEM:  (looking at the Tramp significantly) The sleeping?

Tramp:  The sleeping – as you wish. I just think that …

SEM:  It’s after your sleep. After one’s sleep one always seems to think something extraordinary. Relax. The most interesting part is ahead.

Tramp:  Yes, but …

SEM:  Never be in a hurry to disappoint.

FEM:  What are you talking about?

SEM:  About dreams.

FEM:  I did not see anything in a dream. (looking though the window) A half moon. (pause) A half moon is shining. It was the same before I closed my eyes. (pause) I closed my eyes, opened them, looked through the window, the half moon is shining, nothing has changed. (pause)  You look the same. I’ll go and fetch a mirror. (He gets up, goes to a distant corner of the room and returns with a mirror.)  Shall I look in it now?

Tramp:  I would not abuse it actually.

FEM:  Shouldn’t one look in a mirror?

Tramp:  Well, one can look in the mirror, but one mustn’t do it too often.

FEM:  Why not?

Tramp:  They say so.

FEM:  Why do the say so?

SEM:  Our past is in the mirror. It is not advisable to address the past too often.

FEM:  Why not?

SEM:  Once seen, it will not let you go and you will stay there for ever. Do you want to stay in the past for ever?

(pause)
FEM:  So you advise me not to look into the mirror then? Why? Are you afraid that I won’t see any changes there?

Tramp:  How should I understand you? Do you mean to say that you are expecting to see changes by looking in the mirror?

FEM:  Eh?

Tramp:  That should never happen!  Never! If you see changes in the mirror you’ll be sorry.

FEM:  Eh?

Tramp:  Changes in the mirror might cause misfortunes.

FEM:  Eh?

Tramp:  The past is past. We can’t influence it. The present, you are welcome to look at. The future, by all means. But the past …?!

(pause)
(The First Elderly Man puts the mirror back in its place and returns.)

FEM:  I put it back in its place.

Tramp:  You did very wisely. You are a very wise man actually. It seems to me that I have never met such wise people before.

(pause)
FEM:  But you could tell me, couldn’t you? (pause) It’s not that difficult to tell me. You must understand my being worried. (pause) Why wouldn’t you tell me as soon as you opened your eyes and saw me?

Tramp:  And just what should we tell you indeed?

FEM:  I do not know. I do not see myself from outside myself.

SEM:  (laughing) That would be funny.

FEM:  What would be funny?

SEM:  (laughing) It would be funny if we could see ourselves from outside. I don’t think it would bring anybody any good.

Tramp:  Definitely not. So many disasters would break out upon us.

SEM:  And the first one – we would hate ourselves.

Tramp:  Right, we would not like ourselves if we could see ourselves as we really are. This is because we would like to see ourselves better than we really are.

SEM:  But we do not lift a finger to become really better. Just a little bit better.

Tramp:  Or at least different. Not better, but different.

SEM:  Or … to become different, why not try to become different, to become …

FEM:  A flower, for example.

(pause)
Tramp:  What did you say?

FEM:  To become a flower, for example?

Tramp:  ‘To become a flower, for example’ or just ‘become a flower’?

FEM:  Those are my words.

Tramp:  I am reflecting them, like a mirror does. You wanted to look into the mirror. Look at me. I’ll most willingly be your reflection. It is pleasant to be the reflection of a wise man.

(pause)
FEM:  Are you trying to pull the wool over my eyes?

SEM:  Nothing of the kind. How could we?

FEM:  I have most probably not changed at all, have I?

Tramp:  Then look at me.

FEM:  What’s the use of looking at you?

Tramp:  I am young.

FEM:  You were young even before I closed my eyes.

Tramp:  No, many things about me have changed.

FEM:  Many things? For example, what?

Tramp:  Look more closely

(pause)
FEM:  You are just like you were.

Tramp:  You are not attentive.

FEM:  I can’t see anything.

Tramp:  You are probably looking at my appearance, aren’t you?

FEM:  And what should I look at?

Tramp:  You have to look deeper.

FEM:  Deeper?

Tramp:  Deeper. Into my eyes.

FEM:  Into your eyes?

Tramp:  Into my eyes. At the pupils, just look at the pupils.

SEM:  What a fine boy! Good for you! What resourcefulness!

(The First Elderly Man comes up to the Tramp very closely, so closely that their noses touch each other.)

Tramp:  Now you will hear my thoughts. (pause)
Now, now, you will listen to my thoughts. (pause)
Now my thoughts are your thoughts. (pause)
Now you are listening to yourself. (pause)
What do you hear?

(The First Elderly Man steps aside and rubs his eyes.)

FEM:  Nothing.

Tramp:  (expressively) Nothing?

FEM:  Nothing!

Tramp:  Nothing at all.

FEM:  Nothing whatsoever!

Tramp:  But you did not believe! Everything worked out!  Everything worked out correctly!

FEM:  What worked out?

Tramp:  Everything worked out with you! Thank goodness! Frankly speaking I was in doubt … But you see … You must have believed sincerely when you were doing the exercise. Not only are you a wise man, but you are a good, pure person. You are worthy of happiness …

FEM:  What are you talking about? Nothing changed.

Tramp:  How come ‘nothing changed’?! You have just said …

FEM:  What have I said?

Tramp:  You have just said that you did not discover a single thought.

FEM:  So what? 

Tramp:  What?  Hasn’t it happened to you before? This has never happened before, has it? You always thought of something like this. Always. Your head never had any rest and now you have not a single thought. This happens only to young people…

SEM:  Or flowers.

Tramp:  Probably, probably with flowers too. I can’t say anything about flowers, I have never been a flower. As far as youth is concerned, I can assure you. It is often, practically always. Not a single thought. And I even don’t want any …

(pause)
FEM:  And you yourself did not close your eyes, did you?

Tramp:  You see …

FEM:  Do not answer. I can guess what it means to lose legs at such a young age. At this age of all ages, when all your power is in them. (pause) Thank you very much for everything. (with tears in his eyes) You gave me the dearest present I could expect. A gift I could not even have dreamt of. (pause)  Thank you. (pause) I also want to give you a gift. (long pause) Here is it. (He takes the Tramp’s trolley and goes up to the window.)

Tramp:  What are you doing?! I won’t be able to move without it!

(The First Elderly Man breaks the window and throws away the trolley. A bright, sunny light  streams into the room. All present cover their faces with their hands.)

Tramp:  (Still covering his face) What have you done? What have you done?

FEM:  (having removed his hands from his face and narrowing his eyes) I have made up my mind about this. Stay here with me. (pause) For ever. I can guess what it is like to have to be wandering at such a young age. So, stay with me and I’ll teach you to grind herbs.
(looking at the Second Elderly Man) You may take your hands from off your face. Get used to the light.

SEM:  (taking his hands off his face) Brilliant youth!

FEM:  Cynic! Unfortunately, if you really would like to regain your youth, you would not be able to.

SEM:  (opening his eyes) Why not?

FEM:  Scepticism does not agree with faith. Don’t get angry, but it is so.

SEM:  Frankly …

FEM:  Don’t lie. Don’t lie to yourself. You can lie to me, but don’t lie to yourself. There is no need for that. You are old enough. It’s time for you to pass away soon. There is no sense in lying. I do not bear grudges.

The First Elderly Man goes up to the window and looks out. The Second Elderly Man is laughing silently making some gestures to the Tramp. The Tramp does not answer him, he is absorbed in his thoughts.

ACT TWO:

Scene 1: Dreams.
How gaily the butterflies flutter about
Among the flowers and luxuriant spring grass!

How gaily the colourful birds twitter
Among the willows overhanging the river!

The living creatures go always in twos –
Only I am alone in the whole world!

Chon Chkhol (Songan) 

It is snowing outside. All the characters are sitting on the floor. The First Elderly Man is quietly rocking to and fro with his eyes closed. He is monotonously reciting interesting stories about concubines. There is another guest in the house: a middle aged woman wearing a white dress and with a lily in her hair. She is so beautiful that she looks like a doll. She is grinding herbs in the mortar. 

The First Elderly Man doesn’t notice her.

FEM:  … looking around Lee saw a girl, her servant Khanya next to her, with flowers that they had picked. They were both sitting on a small carpet on which there was a cushion embroidered with a duck and drake. The girls were decorating each others’ hairdos with flowers. Having noticed a student, Chkhve composed a poem inviting a young man to respond:

Everywhere peaches and plums

Are blossoming luxuriantly.

The duck and drake are happy

On my cushion here!

The student responded at once:

If the people find out

 About us, about our love

Gossips will punish us

Immediately, both you and me!

(The First Elderly Man opens his eyes. He looks at the woman, but it is as if he doesn’t see her. He closes his eyes again.

FEM:  (sighs) … ‘Really, sir’ said the girl, blushing, ‘I would be happy to serve you, as they say, with a dustpan and brush. I would that bonds of happiness and joy link us together. Why are you so frightened, sir? Why do you say such things? I am a concubine of nature. Though female, but my soul is absolutely at peace. How is it that you, being a man, are afraid and chose to say such words? Even if people learn tomorrow about what will take place in my boudoir tonight and my parents accuse us, I, being a concubine, will take all the guilt upon me.’

(The First Elderly Man opens his eyes again. It seems to have dawned upon him that there is a guest in the house and he looks at the woman with amazement.
The Second Elderly Man and the Tramp remain serene.
The First Elderly Man tugs the Second Elderly Man’s sleeve.
The Second Elderly Man opens his eyes.
The woman continues grinding flowers.)
FEM:  (pointing out the woman to the Second Elderly Man and whispering) A woman.

SEM:  (waking) Did you say something?

FEM:  A woman.

SEM:  A woman?

FEM:  It looks as if there is a woman here among us. (pause) I seem to remember now what a woman looks like. (pause) Yes, like that – or something like that.

SEM:  Where?

FEM:  There in the corner, she is grinding herbs in my mortar.

SEM:  She is grinding herbs, is she?

FEM: Yes, she is.

SEM:  Then she can’t be a ghost.

FEM:  A ghost?

SEM:  No, she’s not a ghost.

FEM:  Why?

SEM:  Have you ever seen a ghost grinding herbs?

(pause)
FEM:  I have never seen any ghosts at all.

SEM:  Believe me, ghosts don’t grind herbs.

FEM:  Have you ever seen ghosts?

SEM:  No, of course not.

FEM:  Why should I believe you then?

SEM:  Because I know.

(pause)
FEM:  You said that so confidently. (pause)  But you know that because she is not a ghost, but a woman, nothing has become any easier.

SEM:  Are you excited?

FEM:  (whispering) I am scared.

SEM:  A strange reaction to seeing a woman. You see she is in a white dress. A woman in white? Can it really be so?

FEM:  Hush.

(pause)
SEM: (whispering) Why?

FEM:  I don’t know.

(pause)
SEM:  (looking closely) There is nobody there.

FEM:  If you look closer, you’ll see she is grinding herbs in my mortar.

(pause)
SEM:  Yes, really, there is a woman. In white.

(Now the First Elderly Man is looking at the Second Elderly Man in surprise.)

SEM:  Why are you looking at me in that queer way, as if you are seeing me for the first time?

FEM:  (loudly) That is a woman, is it?

SEM:  I can see that it is a woman. (pause) I am not young, I have seen many women in my life. (pause) With such experience as mine, I am not rooted to the ground whenever I meet a woman, even if she is in a white dress.

(pause)
SEM:  Do you have anything against her being here? (pause) I think she is not interfering. You see, she is sitting quietly, doing something. (pause) Your business, to be exact. She is grinding herbs. (pause)  She is not in the way. At least not in mine. (pause)  Is she getting under your feet?

(pause) 

FEM:  (whispering) But she is in a white dress.

SEM:  Really?

FEM:  She is in a light white dress – a formal white dress, very light, and … very white.

SEM:  With all of us in here, it has become stuffy in the house – even hot, so she won’t get cold. It would be much worse if she were to stay outside.

FEM:  Why should she go outside? Is she from the street? (pause) Why is she here?

SEM:  I don’t know. (pause) I fell asleep. (pause) You know I can’t drink as much wine as in my youth. I fall asleep. (pause)  But you are really like a young man, you drink wine and are not sleepy.

(pause)
FEM:  Where is she from?

SEM:  (muttering) I don’t know. Maybe the tramp brought her. Maybe we’ll wake him up and ask. Look, he is also asleep. He is not old, but fell asleep too. (pause) Wine makes everyone equal. (pause)  Hey, Tramp, wake up!

Tramp:  What?

SEM:  (winking to him) We are worried here.

Tramp:  (shaking his head like a dog trying to wake up) What?

SEM:  We are worried.

Tramp:  Worried? Why?

SEM:  We are getting excited.

Tramp:  Why? What’s wrong?

SEM:  While we were sleeping some extraordinary event took place.

Tramp:  Extraordinary event? What kind of event?

SEM:  We are having guests.

Tramp:  More guests?

SEM:  Yes, more guests.

Tramp:  How many guests?

SEM:  Only one. She …

Tramp:  (to himself) Oh, yes. (aloud) ‘She’? Is it a woman?

SEM:  Yes, look closely. Do you see there, in the corner? In the shadows? Grinding herbs.

Tramp:  (to himself) It’s the wrong moment. (demonstratively looking into the shadow) No, I can’t see anybody.

(pause)
SEM:  Well, look closer, you can’t miss her. She is in a white dress. There is a lily in her hair. The lily is white, too. Look more closely.

Tramp:  I can’t see anything.

SEM:  Look closer.

Tramp:  No, I see nothing.

FEM:  Wait. It can’t be so. One of you two … (looks at the woman) … of you three … decided to have a laugh at my expense. It is evident and it is not good, it is not good at all. (going up to the woman) How do you do?

(The woman looks at the First Elderly Man for a while and then starts grinding herbs again.)

FEM:  I greeted you.

(The woman continues grinding.)
FEM:  (coming up to the Second Elderly Man) She doesn’t answer. (pause)  I greeted her, but she didn’t answer. (pause) Why are you silent?

SEM:  I do not know what to say.

FEM:  Do you see her? Honestly, can you see her?

SEM:  Yes, I can.

FEM:  Really?

SEM:  Yes.

FEM:  Greet her now.

SEM:  No.

(pause)
FEM:  You don’t want to greet her because you can’t see her. (pause) Answer me!

SEM:  No.

(pause)
FEM:  What on earth is going on? Will someone explain it to me?

Tramp:  You see …

FEM:  First of all, tell me whether he sees the woman or not.

Tramp:  How can I …

FEM:  Does he see her or does he not? It’s very important to me to know, extremely important! Only the truth! I have had doubts concerning this man for a long time, but I have had no evidence. Now it is the right moment! I demand that you answer this question! As host, I demand an answer from you, not from him. The answer – much depends on it, and I demand an honest answer!

(pause)
Tramp:  What should I say?

FEM:  The truth. Does this old fellow see that woman?

SEM:  What are you really …

FEM:  Keep silent! Now keep silent! When I asked you, you wouldn’t say anything, now I am asking another man! I hope that he is honest. He will answer me.

SEM:  How can he answer you for me?

FEM:  Honestly.

SEM:  What can he say?

FEM:  The truth. (He speaks pitifully with a desperate tone in his voice.) You will tell me the truth, won’t you?

Tramp:  Yes.

FEM:  Speak then.

(pause)
Tramp:  Which truth do you prefer.

FEM:  There is only one truth.

Tramp:  It is not always so, unfortunately.

FEM:  Only one, always.

Tramp:  I dare not argue.

FEM:  Tell me!

(pause)
Tramp:  Would you like to quarrel with this man or, on the contrary, to be convinced in his sincerity?

FEM:  What are you saying?

Tramp:  The truth.

FEM:  I did not ask you for such a truth.

Tramp:  You said only just now that there is only one truth.

(pause)
FEM:  (to the Second Elderly Man) I give you a second chance. Tell me. Do you see a woman or not?

Tramp:  He doesn’t see her, he can’t.

FEM:  Why not?

Tramp:  She is not for everyone.

FEM:  What does that mean, ‘not for everyone’?

Tramp:  Not everyone is given a chance to see her.

FEM:  Why not?

Tramp:  Not everyone is given a chance to see her, but you have been given such a chance.

FEM:  Why me?

Tramp:  Because you are a special man.

FEM:  Special? I don’t understand anything.

Tramp:  You already belong to the flowers.

FEM:  Do I belong to the flowers? Here are my hands, legs, head.

Tramp:  It’s a habit. You see yourself the way you have got used to.

(pause)
FEM:  I don’t understand anything! I do not understand anything! Do- not- under-stand!

Tramp:  You are not ready …

FEM:  What? (catching the Second Elderly Man by his chest and shaking him crossly) Tell me! Do you see a woman or not? Don’t be silent!

SEM:  (to the Tramp) He is going to kill me!

FEM:  I will!

SEM:  (to the Tramp) He really will kill me! Serves me right. (pause) Yes, I see her … at times …

FEM:  What does ‘at times’ mean?

SEM:  I see her at some times and not at other times. It is as if she disappears somewhere. (pause) Maybe it’s because of my eyesight? You know my eyesight is very poor.

FEM:  (taking the Second Elderly Man by his hand and going up to the woman) Can you see her now?

SEM:  What?

FEM:  A woman. Here she is. Can you see her?

SEM:  Yes, I can.

FEM:  (dragging him back to his previous place) And now?

SEM:  (looking closely into the darkness) No, I can’t see her quite the same.

FEM:  What do you mean, ‘I can’t see her quite the same’. It sounds as if you did not see her before either?

SEM:  (looking at the Tramp) When you are talking about her I can see her. It’s as if can see her.

FEM:  (catches SEM by the chest again) As if?

SEM:  I can see.

FEM:  When I talk about her? When I talk about her?

SEM: When you talk about her.

(pause)
FEM:  (Letting the SEM go) I am always talking about her.

SEM:  Are you?

FEM:  I was talking about her just now.

SEM:  Were you?

FEM:  All my thoughts are about her.

SEM:  Are they?

FEM:  Is she a ghost?

SEM:  Yes.

FEM:  No, (waves his hands) she’s a woman.

SEM:  Yes, she is.

FEM:  Such double feelings.

SEM:  Really?

FEM: Why are you harping on about the same thing?

(pause)
(The Tramp is making signs to the Second Elderly Man.)

SEM:  (to the FEM) My friend, your youth has returned to you. I understand it and congratulate you, but why are you so nervous?

FEM:  Has my youth returned to me?

SEM:  Yes, you are dreaming about a woman again …

FEM:  I am not dreaming of a woman. I can see her.

SEM:  … and your dreams have turned into reality!

(pause)
SEM:  Is it possible to get a better gift on one’s birthday?!

(pause)
SEM:  ‘This old man is favoured by Heaven. We must honour him!’  Do you remember?

(pause)
SEM:  Tell me, do you believe in your happiness?

FEM:  How can I dream about what I do not remember, did not remember …

SEM:  So you do remember now.

(pause)
FEM:  Not quite.

SEM:  How come?

FEM:  I am confused.

SEM:  Why?

FEM:  The woman is in white, isn’t she?

SEM:  Right.

FEM:  The lily is also white, isn’t it?

SEM:  The lily is also white. Everything is in harmony. A white dress, a white flower.

FEM:  Where?

SEM:  What ‘where’?

FEM:  Where is the lily?

SEM:  In her hair?

FEM:  Yes, I recollect it now. The lily is in the hair. Exactly so. I am sure, I am more than sure, but …

SEM:  What’s wrong?

FEM:  But which is the lily and which is the woman? (pause) One of them is a woman, but the other is a lily, a flower. (pause) I know what you will say, women are always compared with flowers, but I also know that in fact flowers are flowers and women are women. And to tell one from another especially now, in my state … to  mix them up especially after what has happened …

SEM:  What has happened?

FEM:  Well, you yourselves persuaded me just now …

SEM:  Ah, in that sense?

FEM:  Well, of course. If you are kidding, if you are playing a practical joke on me just for the sake of mockery and if you do not see any changes … but then I can see them myself. It is all the same to me now whether you are playing jokes on me or not. Now there are more important things for me. (going up to the woman) I greet you. (taking her hand) How do you do. I greet you.

(pause)

(The woman looks at the First Elderly Man and smiles.)

The First Elderly Man stretches out his hand to the flower but quickly withdraws it. He spends some time looking at the woman and the flower in turns. Then he goes up to the window and stands there pondering. Suddenly he turns to face the Second Elderly Man.)

FEM:  You do see her! You can see her! Definitely you can see her, otherwise how could you know she is wearing a white dress? How else could you know she is wearing a white dress?

SEM:  You told me yourself.

FEM:  That’s not true. You deceived me before and you are still deceiving me now! You were the first to say she was wearing a white dress. If I had a bad memory, you would get away with it, but to your dismay, I have a brilliant memory! Exclusively magnificent memory! Nobody among those I remember have got such a memory as far as I remember and I do remember because I have a rare memory!  (pause) Why are you silent?

SEM:  What can I say?

FEM:  As an old friend of mine it would be good to find some excuse.

SEM:  Why?

(pause)
FEM:  Doesn’t it matter to you? You deceived me and it’s all the same to you?

SEM:  I did not deceive you.

FEM:  You didn’t?

SEM:  No.

FEM:  Didn’t you say that you did not see her?

SEM:  Yes, but I said the opposite, too.

Tramp:  That’s true. I am a witness, I heard everything.

(pause)
FEM:  (covering his face with his hands) Nobody. There is nobody there. I’ll take my hands away and there will be nobody there.

(The First Elderly Man reveals his face, looks at the woman, again covers his face, looks at the woman and smiles.)

FEM:  (to the Second Elderly Man) So there’s nobody here, eh?

SEM:  What do you prefer?

FEM:  Answer me, is there anybody here or not?

SEM:  There is nobody.

FEM:  (to the Tramp) And now you. Is there anybody in the room besides us three?

Tramp:  I don’t know.

FEM:  Your answer is ‘no’. Have you forgotten?

Tramp:  No.

FEM:  (smiles to the Second Elderly Man) You didn’t close the eyes, did you?

(pause)
SEM:  (smiles back) Honestly?

FEM:  Honestly.

(pause)
SEM:  (laughing) No.

FEM:  (smiling) No?

SEM:  (laughing) No.

(pause)
FEM:  (The smile vanishes from his face.) And you did not close your eyes, Tramp?

Tramp:  I did not have time.

FEM:  Didn’t you?

Tramp:  No.

FEM:  What a pity. (pause) Very, very sad. (pause) And now listen to what I will tell you. You both closed your eyes. I know this. Only nothing came of it. Nothing happened because you did not believe, you did not believe in it properly. But I believed. (pause)  First, when I closed my eyes, I saw not a lily but only snow – the snow which I always see from the window all the time. I got upset. That is what dawned on me. I close my eyes and it is as if I open another window. I liked that idea so that I started to repeat it again and again. It’s a pity, I thought, that I can’t announce my idea aloud – my guests would meet it with applause. Then I thought that such an idea can come only to a young man, a very young man of sixteen not more, a young man who could be compared with a flower. Which flower? Maybe a lily? Why don’t I see a lily? I have to see a lily otherwise I’ll remain same the person I was before I closed my eyes.
I have to see that lily by some means. What character does a lily have? How can I see a flower if I have no idea what a lily is like. Then, a lily came to me. It just happened like that. It has happened to me once already, on board the ship. At that time I really was sixteen and I saw a woman. Listen what a sixteen-year-old youth says, “I am a lily plaited into her fragrant hair. I see a woman! I embrace her! She is beautiful!”
(weeping) I feel sorry for you, cynics.
(To the second Elderly Man) I feel particularly sorry for you, Old Man! It’s a pity you do not see her! She is beautiful! She is beautiful! She is beautiful!..

The stage darkens.

Scene 2:  She has got a white dress on.

A shadow has fallen over the quiet water
An old monk is going across a small bridge;

Tell me, you who has walked all roads,
Whither are you going now?

Not slowing his walk, he raised his crook
And silently pointed to the heavens.

                                                                                      Chon-Chkhol (Songan)

(The First Elderly Man, the Second Elderly Man and the Tramp are there. It is snowing outside.)

FEM:  (looking though the window) What is it?

SEM:  It’s winter.

FEM:  What was it?

SEM:  What?

FEM:  What, what was it? What was going on here?

SEM:  You were sleeping. You slept a bit, you need to relax sometimes. As far as I can remember you have always been grinding herbs – on and on.

FEM:  And flowers.

SEM:  And flowers.

FEM:  Yes, that’s true. (pause) And still, what was it?

SEM:  You were telling interesting stories about concubines.

FEM:  Interesting stories about concubines?

SEM:  Yes.

FEM:  That’s strange.

SEM:  There is nothing strange about it.

FEM:  What makes you think that?

SEM:  When you drink a bit more than normal, you always start telling stories about concubines, though nobody listens to them any more. All those stories are as old as the world, but you persist in telling them again and again, although I know them by heart.

FEM:  I didn’t tell them to you before.

SEM:  Everybody knows them.

FEM:  I didn’t tell you.

SEM:  They are known to everyone.

FEM:  I didn’t tell you!

SEM:  Then who were you telling them to? To him? (pointing to the Tramp) He knows them, too

Tramp:  It was interesting all the same. Instructive.

FEM:  Instructive?

Tramp:  Yes, very instructive.

FEM:  Stories about concubines are very interesting. (pause) The most instructive of all stories seem to be the ones about concubines. They are remembered better than any others. Why is that so? I don’t know. (pause)  They excite people, those stories. Why so?  Other stories, though sometimes gloomy or beautiful are instructive, but somehow slip away. One would laugh, or think about them and forget. And those about concubines are remembered, stored in one’s memory. One may listen to them a hundred times, but they are interesting all the same and instructive. (pause)  I remember many of them very well. (addressing the Tramp with a smile) Aren’t the stories interesting?

Tramp:  Yes. Interesting and, what is more important, instructive.

FEM:  One can’t deny that. (pause) If you are interested, I’ll tell you some more some day. (pause) You are a good chap, you will like them.

Tramp:  I have no doubt, you are a good story-teller.

(pause)
FEM:  Did you really like them?

Tramp:  Yes, very much.

FEM:  Good. That is very good. (pause) And now answer me one question. Will you answer me only one question?

Tramp:  Certainly.

FEM:   What was it all about? (pause) Why are you so silent?

Tramp:  I do not know what to say.

FEM:  How come you don’t know? Did anything happen? Something happened besides my telling stories, didn’t it? 

Tramp:  Nothing specific.

FEM:  What about something unspecific? (pause) Was there anyone here?

SEM:  There was nobody here.

FEM:  Keep quiet, I didn’t ask you. Was there anybody here?

Tramp:  What makes you think so?

FEM:  A scent. I sense a familiar yet unfamiliar scent.

SEM:  What do you mean ‘familiar yet unfamiliar scent’?

FEM:  As if it is a stranger’s scent. Seems unfamiliar, strange, but still there is something intimate, familiar about it.

SEM:  A fragrance of flowers?

FEM:  Flowers, yet not flowers.

SEM:  Herbs?

FEM:  Herbs, yet not herbs. Everything is the same, but it is as if the buds are beginning to sprout.

SEM:  It is still winter outside.

FEM:  I know, it is always winter outside. (pause) Was there a woman in the house?

(long pause)

SEM:  (muttering) Why did you …, all at once …, all of a sudden …, out of nowhere ...?

FEM:  Was there a woman in the house?

(pause)
SEM:  Why do you think there was?

FEM:  Was there?

Tramp:  Yes, there was.

(pause)
FEM:  Not a ghost?

Tramp:  No.

(pause)
FEM:  So I didn’t dream. There was a woman in the house. I recognised her … by her scent

Tramp:  Is this scent familiar to you?

FEM:  Well, I was young once, wasn’t I?

(pause)
Tramp:  Why ‘was’? Why did you say ‘was’?

FEM:  Come on! I understand everything.

SEM:  Do you understand everything?

FEM:  Of course, I do.

SEM:  Do you understand everything?

FEM:  Certainly.

(pause)
SEM:  It turns out you were playing with us?

FEM:  No.

SEM:  Then why, in that case, did you say ‘ I was young’?

FEM:  Did I say so?

SEM:  Exactly that.

(pause)
FEM:  I do not want to hurt you. You see me the way you used to and it means that you see me as an old man, and that comforts you.

SEM:  Comforts?

FEM:  Yes, you remained the same. You did not want try the exercise, did you? But I don’t want to speak about it now. I am interested in something different. Who is that woman?

SEM:  There wasn’t any woman.

FEM:  Who was that woman.
Tramp:  Well, one of my acquaintances.

FEM:  Did she come in from the street?

Tramp:  Yes, she did. I bought her in.

(pause)
FEM:  She has a hard life.

Tramp:  Why do you ask about it?

FEM:  I want to know more details about her. Has she had a hard life?

Tramp:  It’s a bit of a strange question. I am at a loss, I don’t know how to answer you. It’s a very strange question.

FEM:  There is nothing strange in my question. If she agreed to come into my house then something is wrong, isn’t it? What can be wrong? Only health or life. Judging by her scent she is quite healthy. So the latter remains.

Tramp:  But why shouldn’t she come into a house of a worthy man just as simply as that?

FEM:  Did you see her tut-tutting when she was grinding the herbs?

Tramp:  No.

FEM:  You see!

(pause)
FEM:  Is she really a woman?

SEM:  Who is she in your opinion?

FEM:  She is a woman, isn’t she?

Tramp:  Yes.

FEM:  Has she a husband or a master?

Tramp:  No, not as far as I know.

FEM:  Yes, judging by her scent she is not older than thirty.

SEM:  What insight! You can tell the age of a woman by her scent?

FEM:  Of course. I have been busy all my life grinding herbs. I have a wonderful sense of smell. (pause) She … she isn’t a flower, is she?

SEM:  (bursting out laughing) You say you know the age of a woman by her scent, but in fact you can’t tell her from a flower.

FEM:  It is not that simple. (pause) It is not as simple as it may seem, and besides … In my new state it is difficult to do so.

SEM:  (laughing) Ah,  yes, sorry, I quite forgot…

FEM:  You shouldn’t have. You see, changes really took place in me. Very serious changes.

SEM:  What changes?

FEM:  For example, I don’t get upset when I meet cynics. (pause)  She isn’t a flower, is she?

Tramp:  I know her as a woman.

(pause)
FEM:  Why did she leave?

Tramp:  You fell asleep. You got tired and fell asleep.

(pause)
FEM:  Didn’t she like to see me sleeping?

Tramp: Well, she did. She especially liked to see you sleeping. (pause)  She mentioned that you were sleeping in a peculiar way. She had never seen anybody sleep that way before.

FEM:  Peculiar?

Tramp:  Yes, she said that you were sleeping as if you were not asleep, but had simply closed your eyes. That you do not sleep as other people do.

FEM:  Not like other people?

Tramp:  Yes, not like other people at all. She also said that you were not sleeping at all like a human being.

FEM:  ‘Not like a human being’?

Tramp:  Yes, so she said.

(pause)
FEM:  Then like what? (pause) What did she say I was sleeping like? (pause) Of whom or what did I remind her?

(pause)
Tramp:  You won’t believe it.

FEM:  I will.

Tramp:  You won’t believe it and will accuse me of cynicism.

FEM:  But you are not going to be cynical, are you?

Tramp:  No, no, of course not.

FEM:  Your word is good enough for me. Tell me. What did I remind her of?

Tramp:  A flower.

(long pause)

FEM:  Then she left, didn’t she?

Tramp:  She did not want to interrupt your peace.

(pause)
FEM:  Did you tell her anything?

Tramp:  What do you mean?

FEM:  Nothing unusual or specific. Didn’t you tell her anything about me at all?

Tramp:  No.

FEM:  You didn’t give her any hints about anything.

Tramp:  What could I have hinted at?

FEM:  Well, something connected with the exercise we were carrying out.

Tramp:  Ah, so that’s what do you mean! Of course not. It is better not to speak about it.

(pause)
FEM:  (pointing at the SEM)  Didn’t he say anything?

Tramp:  Certainly not.

(pause)
FEM:  Then she left after that, did she?

Tramp:  She didn’t want to spoil your sleep.

(pause)
FEM:  What about you? (pause) Didn’t you stop her? Did you remain here yourself and not make her stay?

(pause)
Tramp:  But you said yourself … You invited me … If you only remember … If you were talking seriously …

FEM:  I always speak seriously, I am a serious man.

Tramp:  Then you probably remember …

FEM:  I remember everything. (to himself) Then after that she left wearing a white dress. (pause) As if she left in a white dress.

(The FEM suddenly bursts out laughing, but in a peculiar way. There is no gaiety in his eyes, but fear.)
(pause)
Tramp:  Then I didn’t know whether you liked her being here or not. You didn’t give me to understand either way.

FEM:  (roughly) When you invited her into my house, you didn’t think about whether I would find that pleasant of not.

Tramp:  I am sorry.

FEM:  Didn’t you think what might happen to me when you invited her into my house?

Tramp:  I must admit …

FEM:  Didn’t you think that anyone entering a house would bring something with them?

Tramp:  No, what would they bring?

FEM:  (wagging his finger) Something, some-thing! (pause) Ah, what is the use of talking about it now, what IS the use of talking about it now? There is no use talking about it now. Not now.

Tramp:  I am sorry.

FEM:  You should have thought about it before. What is the use …?

Tramp:  Forgive me I didn’t …

FEM:  Forgive me! You say, ‘forgive me’?

Tramp:  Yes.

(pause)
FEM:  (roughly) What, aren’t you ready for such words from me?

SEM:  (to the FEM) Hey listen, what’s the matter with you?

FEM:  (roughly) Nothing, nothing special.

(pause)
Tramp:  I’d better go now.

FEM:  (roughly) No, don’t you go anywhere, you live here now. Didn’t you hint at that just now?

Tramp:  But I haven’t made up my mind yet.

FEM:  What?

Tramp:  I haven’t made up my mind yet.

FEM:  I have made up MY mind. (pause) So now you have no choice in the matter. (pause) You didn’t leave yourself any choice! (laughing) Do you understand that or not? You didn’t leave any choice either to yourself or to me. (pause) Why are you staring at me in that queer way? Don’t you know how many herbs I have stored, and flowers? Don’t you think that it is necessary to grind all of that? Didn’t you think about that?

Tramp:  Frankly speaking, no.

FEM:  Well, start then!

Tramp:  I must admit that I have never ground anything.

FEM:  Start thinking, it is time you did. Start thinking right away. Give yourself headache about it. I assure you that it is better than tramping. (ingratiatingly) What confuses you, the snow outside?

Tramp:  Frankly speaking …

FEM:  Or maybe this cynic here? He will soon stop coming here.

SEM:  Ah, really?

FEM:  Certainly, very soon, you’ll see. He has nothing to do with the herbs.

SEM:  Do you mean to say that you are driving me away?

FEM:  Nothing of the kind. Moreover, I will be persuading you to come, but you yourself won’t want to.

SEM:  What are you saying?

FEM:  Nothing special.

SEM:  But why?

FEM:  Why?

SEM:  Why?

FEM:  Just because very soon it will be sad for you to be here. You will be extremely sad to visit this house.

SEM:  I am tired of your riddles.

FEM:  There aren’t any riddles at all. What riddles? (tears appear in his eyes) You simply love me, though you hate me, you still love me. Most probably as well as I do myself. Maybe a little bit less, but almost the same. You have always loved me and will go on loving me to the end. You may contradict me, but I won’t hear you all the same.

SEM:  I don’t understand anything.

FEM:  You don’t understand now, but you will understand later. (wiping away his tears)
(to the Tramp solemnly) Go and bring her back now, I am ready.

Tramp:  Eh?

FEM:  (solemnly) Why are you so slow, I have told you that I am ready, go!

Tramp:  But I don’t know whether I will be able to find her now. Not find her quickly.

FEM:  You need not to go far, you know where she is waiting.

Tramp:  Well, the thing is …

FEM:  Ah, ha! You don’t know then?

Tramp:  No.

FEM:  Well, try to remain good in the eyes of a man doomed to the end of his days. That is at least a token of a good upbringing, at least that. Well, go then!

Tramp:  Where shall I go?

FEM:  Just open the door, she is waiting at the threshold.

Tramp:  Waiting at the threshold?

FEM:  Certainly, where else should she be?

(pause)
(The meaning of the words said by the First Elderly Man dawns on the Second Elderly Man and he bursts out laughing. The Second Elderly Man starts laughing in such a way that he cannot stand up. He falls down and starts rolling around on the floor.)

Tramp:  (to the Second Elderly Man) What’s the matter with you? What is actually going on?

SEM:  (through his laughter) She is wearing a white dress, isn’t she?

Tramp:  Yes, she is wearing a white dress.

SEM:  (through his laughter) Don’t you get it? (laughing) He took her for Death personified.

(The Tramp remains with a surprised face and then he starts laughing too. The laughter of the guests is so contagious that the First Elderly Man also joins them.)

The stage darkens.

Scene 3:  The Second Appearance of Flowers

The flowers are blooming by every cottage
And willows overhang the fringes of ponds.

I hear the orioles singing
 And I see the butterflies dancing.

The flowers glow red; the willows green.
I’m wandering among them as if I’m tipsy.

An Minen

(The same characters are on the stage and the sun is shining brightly outside.)

SEM:  Once upon a time there lived a blind man in Kason.  He was naturally very silly and adored everything unusual. Whenever he met anyone, he was certain to ask them if they had heard of anything extraordinary.
Once, a fellow whom he was greatly annoying, answered: “Oh, yes. Yesterday in the eastern part of the city, the ground collapsed very deeply. One can see some people down the hole such as women still busy mangling linen and even hear the roosters crow – I have just come from there!”
“If you are speaking the truth,” said the blind man excitedly, “that really is wonderful. I can’t see anything, but I would like to go to the edge if this crack and hear the sounds coming from it and after that I won’t be sorry to die!”
The fellow led the blind man about for a whole day and finally brought him round to blind man’s own back yard.
“Here it is!” he said to the blind man.
The blind man listened and it was true: the roosters were crowing, the women’s battledores were slapping on the washing.
“How very interesting!” he exclaimed, clapping his hands.
The rascal gave the blind man a push and he tumbled head over heels onto the ground.
When the blind man’s servants ran to him to ask what the matter was, he respectfully bowed to them and answered: “I have come to your Paradise!”
But hearing his wife’s laughter, he was amazed and asked: “However did YOU manage to get here too?”

(FEM, SEM and Tramp are all laughing.)

Tramp:  (to the FEM) Have you ever been married?

SEM:  He is a world famous misogynist.

Tramp:  Really?

SEM:  Yes, he is renowned for that! Only a misogynist can forget women completely.

Tramp:  I think it is not so. If one doesn’t go out for a long, long time, and of course doesn’t see  any women; if there is always snowy winter outside, one can forget what women look like.

SEM:  No, that is not possible under any circumstances. It is necessary to know a woman just once and she will dwell in your memory for ever.

FEM:  But only if it is not always winter outside.

SEM:  Yes, even if it is winter outside.

FEM:  No. Only if it is NOT always winter outside.

SEM:  Yes, even if it IS always winter outside.

(pause)
FEM:  (to the Second Elderly Man) Who told you that I forgot women?

SEM:  You did.

FEM:  Did I say that?

SEM:  Yes.

(pause)
FEM:  When was that?

SEM:  It wasn’t that long ago.

FEM:  I can’t remember.

SEM:  You don’t remember, do you?

FEM:  Somehow, I don’t.

SEM:  Well, it’s not the way it is done. This won’t do at all. Quite recently, not long ago, you…

FEM:  Do you know as many stories about concubines as I do?

SEM:  Not long ago, just…

FEM:  Do you know many?

SEM:  What have your stories to do with it?

FEM:  They have everything to do with the fact … that if a man told you many interesting stories … say, about concubines in the course of just one evening … such stories as that would have no value …but quite accidentally … because of wine … not thinking deliberately, but because of the wine, of course … talked nonsense … but before that – and after that – told a great number of instructive stories … then, certainly, you must choose whether to remember the stories – some, or at least one – in order to be just a little bit wiser yourself; or to remember the nonsense which was spoken by chance and become cynical and sillier afterwards. (pause) Though it is hard to find anything sillier than that.

(pause)
SEM:  I think you didn’t forget what a woman was like, did you?

FEM:  No, I didn’t.

SEM:  It looks to me like you were pulling my leg.

FEM:  It’s not only your privilege to pull my leg, is it?

SEM:  A-ah! It is like that, is it?

FEM:  Just imagine!

SEM:  Then how are you going to live with it afterwards?

FEM:  How am I going to live with it?

SEM:  Yes, I wonder how you are going to live with it!

FEM:  How?!

SEM:  Yes, I would like to know.

FEM:  How?!

SEM:  Yes, it would be nice to listen to your explanation.

FEM:  I’ll get married.

(a long pause)

SEM:  What will you do?

FEM:  Get married.

SEM:  To whom?

FEM:  That’s none of your business!

SEM:  How can you say such things to your old friend?

FEM:  Yes, exactly like that. Just so and only so. That’s the way to say such things. To everyone. Without exceptions, no matter whether to an old friend or to a new one. It is necessary to do it like that.

SEM:  Why?

FEM:  So as not to scare it away.

SEM:  Not to scare it away?

FEM:  Yes, not to scare it away.

SEM:  Who?

FEM:  Not ‘who’, but ‘what’.

SEM:  Not to scare what?

FEM:  The scent.

SEM:  The scent?

FEM:  Yes, the scent, exactly that, the scent.

SEM:  What scent?

FEM:  Her scent. They call it a ‘sense’.

SEM:  Ah, we call it a sense, do we?

FEM:  Yes, a sense.

SEM:  And you call it a scent, do you?

FEM:  Yes, and it is the most important thing.

SEM:  Is scent the most important thing?

FEM:  Yes, scent. There is nothing without it. Well, nothing that is needed now, anyway.

(pause)
SEM:  Yes, taking your age into consideration ...

FEM:  What about my age? (pause) You can’t answer that, can you? That’s just it. Do you know what it is called? You got trapped in your own snares. You got snared in your own traps. That’s what it is. (pause) Don’t you realise who am I going to marry?

SEM:  Yes, but ...

FEM:  Then why are you asking me that silly question ‘who’?

SEM:  But you have seen her only once.

FEM:  But I HAVE seen her. I have sensed her scent. (pause) I am excited.

SEM:  Yes? (pause) And where are you going to live with her?

FEM:  (laughs) In the day time, here in this room, but at night, when it is safe, in the mortar.

SEM:  (exploding with anger) I am asking you seriously, but I see you are not inclined to speak seriously about such things.

FEM:  I am just kidding.

SEM:  Kidding?

FEM:  Kidding, kidding. Do you want me to start crying? (to the Tramp) Will you be able to get her back?

Tramp:  I could try.

FEM:  No, you must find her. Who, if not you who introduced us in the first place?  Now newly weds should be happy. You can’t spoil this interesting story.

Tramp:  I’ll do my best…

FEM:  Why are you standing there idly then? Go!

(The Tramp goes to the door.)

FEM:  Why you so slow? Run, Tramp, run! (laughs)
(The Tramp leaves.)

(pause)
SEM:  It looks as if we exchanged our roles.

FEM:  Do you feel yourself to be a flower?  Maybe you feel that you are young again?

SEM:  No, it is simply that you are always so serious and now you are laughing all the time like …

FEM:  (laughing) Like crazy?

SEM:  Yes, exactly like crazy.

FEM:  (laughing) I laugh like only happy people can laugh. You are at a bit of a loss and envy me. That’s why you ask me silly questions one after another.

(pause)
SEM:  Why do you say the question about home is a silly one? This question is not senseless. Here, in your home – how to put it mildly, knowing your sensitive nature – which is not really fit for living in, one can live alone, or host a tramp for a while, for a short while, but … Didn’t you understand who she was?! (pause) Didn’t you …

FEM:  Keep quiet!

SEM:  Can’t you guess, WHO could a TRAMP bring to YOU?  A Tramp, the TRAMP?

FEM:  Be quiet! Don’t speak a word, you chestnut branch you!

(pause)
(The First Elderly Man transforms himself and starts performing dramatically. He starts acting out a conversation between a young woman and a young man.)

FEM:  (as a young man, in a deep masculine voice) “Where are we?”

FEM:  (as a girl, in a high-pitched voice) “We are here in the northern part of our garden where there is a small pavilion. I am an only daughter. My parents love me dearly and built a special pavilion standing by itself on the bank of a lotus pond, just for me to live in and to walk with my maid-servant during the fragrant time of blossoming. My parents’ apartment is over there, deep in the garden. So we can talk and laugh as loudly and as long as we wish, nobody will hear us!

“Growing by the lotus pond,
Surrounded by a fence,
With blossom covering them there,
The two are conversing.

“In tenderness of Spring, out of the darkness,
When the fragrances are floating, I’ll say:
We’ll compose new songs
To the ‘Baitju’ tune.

“The moon is shining in the sky
There lies a carpet of flowers.
I catch a branch with my hand and
There pours down a scarlet rain of petals.

“The breeze blows about us,
It imparts its fragrance to my dress.
The girl sings for the first time
Her ‘spring song’.

“She flutters her gauzy dress
At the quince-tree by chance.
A parakeet sleeping in branches 
Flies away at once!”

(pause)
SEM:  Well, I must admit, our seeds yielded unexpected crops. Seeds and wine. Maybe wine in the first place.

FEM:  (Hot from acting, happily smiling) What are you muttering there?

SEM:  I am somewhat out of sorts.

FEM:  Don’t be in a hurry, you can’t imagine what the end of the story will be!

SEM:  Stop this farce!

FEM:  Do you envy me?

SEM:  I am afraid!

FEM:  For yourself or for me?

SEM:  I think for both of us. You are a sorry sight. Don’t you understand how pitiful you look?

FEM:  (laughing) That’s just me. Why are you worrying for yourself?

SEM:  But I am just the same! I look at you and see myself.

FEM:  (laughing) I have passed this test already. I was luckier because I watched the young Tramp, but you were looking at me, you chestnut branch! But don’t worry, you can’t be like me. To be like me, you must love.

SEM:  (clutches his heart) Stop it!

FEM:  Are you afraid of this word?

SEM:  Stop it!

FEM:  You envy me, you envy me!
(in the voice of a young man)

“To Tao-source I have found the way,
The peach is in blossom on the bank
And my heart is full of love,
But I can’t speak about it.

“In ornamented hair
Golden hairpins are glittering;
A maiden in a green dress.
I like her spring raiment!

“Spring has awoken us,
Two buds, just sprouting.
But even at a time of trouble
The wind won’t blow them from the branch.

“The maiden waves her sleeves
Her shadow is chasing her;
Under the shade of a tree
Suh, is performing her dance!

“But if you don’t start love,
There will come another melancholy.
There is no use in teaching
Your parrot new songs!”

The Tramp enters the room. He approaches the First Elderly Man and offers him a lily. The First Elderly Man takes the flower from his hands carefully, kneels and kisses it – kisses, kisses.
From somewhere above, flower petals start falling one by one.
The Second Elderly Man and the Tramp look up in amazement, holding out their arms. More and more petals appear, as if in a snowfall. What a snowfall!
The characters cannot seen behind the shower of petals.

This play has been based on the poetry and prose of Lee Kubo, Son Khen, Kim Sisip, Lim Che, Lee Khvan, Khom Som, Chon Chkhol (Songan) and Pak Chivon.

