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ZIK, in his late teens  

GIYO, a forty five year old man  

RIKA, a twenty seven year old woman, DARIA 

ALFRED, a sixty year old man  

LYDIA, a thirty nine year old woman  
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PROLOG 

 

[A dark room. DARIA lies naked on a sofa, she puts a knife to her throat. GIYO stands 

in front of an easel. Only their silhouettes are visible.] 

 

DARIA: Can you hear it? ... What is it you hear, Giyo...? 

GIYO: I hear your body... 

DARIA: Don't stop painting! What does my body tell you? 

GIYO: I hear the flesh. The tissues. Its wings as well. 

DARIA: What do they tell you? 

GIYO: That you're growing weaker... 

DARIA: Keep on painting...! 

GIYO: Diminishing... 

DARIA: More...! 

GIYO: You're running out and won't allow me to help you, Daria! 

DARIA: You can't help me. 

 

[GIYO walks towards her.] 

 

DARIA [stretches her body, emphasizing the touch of the knife]: Don't try to chose 

between fear and passion. Let what you hear express itself. From your ears to 

your fingers, to the canvas... after I'm gone a new painting shall come. A new 

woman shall come. 

 

[GIYO goes back to the easel; pauses; starts painting looking at her.] 

 

~ 
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1 

 

[ZIK is inside a closet; he wears nothing but underwear, sitting on a closed box. 

Clothes hang from cloth hangers behind him.] 

 

ZIK: And so I find myself in this predicament, Rareson. I did see she has no ass. In 

place of an ass, she fills her underwear with rags. A girl without an ass cannot 

sit in one place. She's constantly moving around. What can you possibly know 

about Vered, Zik, he said. You should have been a man by now. Should have 

faced up to life, to reality, to truth. Stopped making up stories; threatening 

everybody with your words. 

 Dad, you don't get the aggregate. 

 Zik, you're making up words again? 

 I don't make them up. A little story, and another. Many little stories add up to 

an... 

 Aggregate, he said, nodding his head sideways. 

 Right, finally you get me. 

 How can I get your walking the streets saying everyone's asleep; asleep with 

their eyes open. I mean, do you see stuff others don't? 

 I just tell it as I see it, dad. 

 Are you aware that, thanks to your stories, everybody in the street are locking 

their doors these days? You have no friends. Everyone keeps a distance from 

us because of you. Vered came home crying yesterday saying they've 

cancelled our account at the grocery store. She went to bed and you peeped 

under her blanket. 

 That's how I found out she has no ass, dad. 

 He stuck his finger between my eyes. What were you looking for under 

Vered's blanket, Zik? 

 She was lying on top of him, I explained. 

 But he started yelling, on top of whom? Where is he, that friend of yours? At 

last, you've got yourself a friend, but I can't see him... 
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 Dad opened the closet scattering his words around. Where is he? I can't see 

him. 

 I moved closer in order to introduce you, Rareson. He shoved me inside the 

closet, shut the door, put the lock on it and locked it.  

 I peeped through the hole, shouting it was the first day of spring, and I love 

spring more than anything else, and my birthday's in spring.  

 Maybe that's the way to teach you a lesson, Zik.  

 [Pause.] Teach me what..? I wanted to cry out for mom. But she's dead. 

 [Puts his eye to the hole in the closet door.] No-Ass-Vered comes into the 

room and gives dad a hug, Rareson. Her hands hold his back, her fingernails 

painted with shiny red nail polish, her red lipstick smiling at me across his 

shoulder; yet another story dad doesn't wish to hear. 

 

~ 

 

2 

 

[An open room with no walls. A table, on which are a plastic bag with food, a knife, 

an ashtray and a telephone. Near the table are two chairs. An old sofa. A closed but 

unzipped suitcase. An easel holding a canvas stretched on a frame. A cart box stands 

on the floor. A large closet, a coat hanging from its door.]  

 

[RIKA enters the middle of the room, holding a small suitcase; she puts it down. A 

short while afterwards, GIYO comes in; stands.] 

 

RIKA: I thought this journey will keep on going till you start talking. [looks at him.] 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: An easel for you, and here are paints, although, if I got it right, you wanted 

nothing but coal. There's coal as well. From the paintings you've sent, it was 

hard to figure out your exact meaning. I sold all your paintings that hung on 

the walls. I believe that's what you requested in one of them. If I was wrong, 

tough luck. Most of the money was used to cover your debts. With what's left, 
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I'll hire a model for you; so that you could explore the female body; or 

whatever it is you need to do in order to put breasts and ass on canvas. I 

packed up my stuff in a suitcase, so you won't feel I've been living here for the 

past five years. [Pause.] Giyo, you didn't close the door. 

[GIYO says nothing. RIKA about to come out and close the door.] 

GIYO: Leave it open. 

[RIKA pauses. GIYO gazes at the closet.] 

RIKA: You've painted nothing with a closet in it; and I couldn't find its key. 

[GIYO looks away.] 

RIKA: I've made up the bedroom, [turns away, going into the bedroom; can be heard 

from outside.] Sheets and pillows, just like in a hotel. I'll sleep on the sofa. 

You won't feel I'm here. I sleep like a little baby. [comes back with a pillow in 

hand.] A leftover from last night. 

GIYO: you can sleep in the bedroom. 

RIKA: It's your house. 

GIYO: I don't sleep. 

RIKA: You'll fall asleep sooner or later. 

GIYO: For sixteen years now, I haven't. 

RIKA: Not at all? 

GIYO: The doctors say I'm one of those rare cases. 

RIKA: Don't you miss your bedroom? 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA [goes to the sofa; puts down the pillow]: I give it back just the way it was, 

except for its age. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: Come in. 

[GIYO looks at her. Pause. Goes into the bedroom.] 

RIKA [calls after him]: That's a new pillow cover. 

GIYO [comes back]: Where's the one with my son's portrait? 

RIKA: The one with the childish needlework? I signed it for you and sold it along 

with your other paintings. You're angry? 

GIYO: Only that someone took the fake signature for real. 



6 

 

RIKA: I've made us some ham sandwiches. If I figured out your paintings correctly, 

that's what you prefer. I didn't know which brand to get, so got several. 

[GIYO looks at her.] 

RIKA: Won't you join me? 

GIYO: Not hungry [takes out a cigarette, lights it up.] 

RIKA [takes the ashtray and hands it over to him]: From your paintings I'd thought 

you'd quit already. 

GIYO: I quit every day. 

RIKA: Never misses a chance to harm yourself. 

GIYO [takes the ashtray and puts in on the table]: As long as its slow and long. 

Cigarette? 

RIKA [pauses]: I'm here to finish your study. That's why I signed the paper releasing 

you from there. 

GIYO: A paper releasing from hell, straight into the dirty water. 

RIKA: You'd rather go back? 

GIYO: Once you start paddling around the dirty water, you can't remain dry. 

RIKA: Don't worry about me. 

GIYO: And once your study is finished? 

RIKA: I'm going to India. I've two more weeks left to finish it. 

GIYO: To submit it to Charles. 

RIKA [stressing]: Professor Riklis. 

GIYO: The savages expert, coming across a new type of monkey. 

RIKA: Even he was taken by surprise by your actions. 

GIYO: Yet instead of doing his own research, he sent a student. 

RIKA: I offered to go. 

GIYO: When you asked to rent this place, you never told the monkey you were 

studying his brain. 

RIKA: I was afraid you'd refuse. 

GIYO: It just showed up one day in your letters, since then our relationship has 

grown. 

RIKA: We have no relationship. 

GIYO: Five years. 
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RIKA: Of research. 

GIYO: During which you wrote me letters poring into every aspect of my life. Five 

years in which you get paintings from me in return, live in the house I used to 

live in with Daria and the baby, the very same house in which the monkey has 

'done it'; yet there's no relationship between you and the monkey, right? 

RIKA: None, and never shall be. I had to be here to feel the atmosphere. I thought 

perhaps this place had something in it...  

GIYO: Which might explain the 'madness'. 

[RIKA says nothing.] 

GIYO: In the second year, you asked how I've been living here. 

RIKA: I tried to live here as if you were here. To understand what you were going 

through. 

GIYO: You didn't understand. 

RIKA: You'd know once you read my work. 

GIYO: The monkey knows the answer. Why won't you ask him? 

RIKA: I did, in my letters. 

GIYO: I answered, in my paintings. 

RIKA: I probably couldn't get it. 

GIYO: You've been trying to 'get it'; you never really looked. 

RIKA: For five years you were hiding more than you were revealing. 

GIYO: To keep the interest high. 

RIKA: I'm aware of that aspect of your personality. 

GIYO: So we have a relationship, or not? 

 

 [Pause. RIKA goes to her suitcase; brings out a thick notebook and a pen; puts them 

on the table.] 

 

GIYO: For the operation, a notebook and a pen shall be utilized. 

RIKA: [sits down; opens the notebook and starts writing.] 

GIYO: What have you not asked yet? 

RIKA: Why Giyo? 

[GIYO says nothing.] 
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RIKA [pointedly]: Why Giyo? 

GIYO: To shorten. 

RIKA: What? 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: And you're forty five now. 

GIYO: Remembering still. 

RIKA: And when you'll be sixty you'll wish you... 

GIYO: Were a street singer and stopped remembering. 

RIKA: But if you go on remembering? 

GIYO: I shall make myself forget. Sixty and remembering seems like too large a 

burden. 

RIKA: Do you think you'll reach sixty? 

GIYO: No idea. On the one hand, age is but a line on a scale. On the other, take a look 

at you and me. One cannot mistake you for not being young. 

[RIKA writes down.] 

GIYO: Not everything should be written. 

RIKA: The case occurred sixteen years ago. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: It happened here. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: That letter you claim Daria wrote... 

GIYO: Daria did write it. 

RIKA: When the cops and paramedics came in, it was... 

GIYO: Held in my hand. 

RIKA: Stained with her blood. 

GIYO: Written by her hand. 

RIKA: The blood blurred the handwriting. They couldn't say it was hers conclusively. 

GIYO: They didn't know how to handle what they found. Took the easy way out - 

said I was a savage; put me in there; made me into a lab monkey. 

RIKA: And Opher? 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: He was one year old then. 
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[Pause.] 

 

GIYO: Seventeen today. 

RIKA: He was home while... 

GIYO: In the baby cradle in the bedroom. 

RIKA: You think he's heard anything? 

GIYO: He was fast asleep. 

RIKA: When do you plan on seeing him? 

GIYO: If he wishes to; he'll find his way to me. It's only fair I let him decide. 

RIKA: Perhaps he wants you to call him? 

GIYO: As a child sees it, I killed his mother. 

RIKA: As a grownup sees it as well. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: According to your own discretion, can you separate reality from your work? 

GIYO: Ah... now the scalpel starts dissecting the flesh, the operation begins... 

RIKA: Answer it. 

GIYO: My discretion isn't at its best right now. 

RIKA: Answer me...! 

GIYO: I just did. 

RIKA [writes down]: Cannot separate... 

GIYO: Hmmm.... 

RIKA [stops]: What? 

GIYO: According to my discretion, you've made yourself a part of my reality. 

RIKA [gets up; closes the notebook; both look at it; she places the pen on it]: I've a 

passing interest. 

GIYO: You were eleven back then. Were you one of those girls who used to hang my 

paintings and pictures? Who were jealous of Daria? Who wanted their own 

ultimate gesture of love? 

RIKA: That's what you call it? An ultimate gesture of love? 

GIYO: What do you know about love? In all your letters never a single boy. Only me 

and Charles. Are you attracted to old people? 
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RIKA: I've no interest in the young. They're too fast, too vacuous, too merry, they 

come too early. They lack the sadness and the depth, the patience and the pain, 

the need. 

GIYO: You become poetic thinking Charles needs you. 

RIKA: Professor Riklis is my advisor. 

GIYO: You twenty seven year old hag. 

RIKA: For me as well, age is but a line on a scale. [Pause.] And that's all for my 

personal life. 

 

[A phone rings. They look at each other.] 

 

GIYO: Surely not for me... 

RIKA [answers the phone]: Hello... Who?... No. It's Rika, no, not Lydia. Rika... I'm 

sorry sir, no Lydia here, you've made a mistake... don't mention it... you too. 

GIYO: The tricks of the young. The mistakes of courting. 

RIKA: He was looking for another woman. [Puts down the phone.] 

GIYO: That's the name of that trick: 'The Other Woman'. 

RIKA [comes near him]: Your inspiration comes from Goya. 

GIYO: You stopped writing. 

RIKA: I'll memorize. 

GIYO: An ideal; a painter's envy. 

RIKA: 'The Naked Maja'. 

GIYO: There used to be 'The Clothed Maja' as well. That's how we know the women 

of his period; their gaze; their exact bodily posture. 

RIKA: Goya was an artist. You're an egomaniac, pandering art to satisfy your 

perversions. 

GIYO: Art my ass. 

RIKA: Right. You're preoccupied with your ass. 

GIYO: That's why you're attracted to me...? 

RIKA: A narcissist and imitator. Your name. That was one of the first things I've 

noticed. You were born with a different one. Giyo... Goya... When did you 

change it? 
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GIYO: My name was Giyora, dad used to call me Giyo Rough. I was still a child 

when I chose it; I didn't know Goya then. 

RIKA: You signed as Giyo on the first painting you've sold. 

GIYO: That colorful mess? 

RIKA: You've always been using colors to paint. Why did you ask me for coal? 

GIYO: My hearing becomes slow, because of the pills they've given me there. It's 

black. 

RIKA: That coal you've ordered for yourself is your last drinking round, just like your 

painting; drink your last drink and die. 

[GIYO holds his head.] 

RIKA: I was right... 

GIYO: Enough... 

RIKA: You lack credence feigning pain. 

GIYO: You can't understand... [Looks at her.] I hear white noise... 

RIKA: What's a white noise? 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: Perhaps the thought of repentance, echoing between your ears... 

GIYO: No... 

RIKA: The sound of fading out. You are aware you're fading out, right? If that Daria 

story made you realize you had nothing to offer the world, now you realize 

you've nothing to offer yourself. 

GIYO: I always start with a clean blank canvas. [Holds his head again.] 

RIKA [takes out a pack of pills from her pocket and puts it on the table]: Your pills. 

Perhaps they can take care of that white noise. [Brings out a bottle of Jack 

Daniel's from the cart box, puts it on the table.] And that might be a better 

treatment still. You've asked for Daniel's, right? 

GIYO: Pills and alcohol... 

RIKA: You're a big boy. Make your choice. [Pause. RIKA goes to her suitcase and 

brings out stuff from it.] I fixed the model for this evening. I'll go out to bring 

her when I wake up. [Lies down on the sofa, closing her eyes. GIYO remains 

seated at the table.] 
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~ 

 

3 

 

[Inside the closet. ZIK's peeping through the crack in the closet door.] 

 

ZIK: Dad closed his eyes, Rareson. No-Ass-Vered did not. It made me sick seeing 

dad kissing her, but I couldn't take my eyes off them. Dad detached his face, 

red lipstick was rubbed on his lips. Dad said, the child made up a story you 

keep rags for an ass. He laughed and tried to peep behind. Not now, Hun, she 

said, I'm tired. 

 No-Ass-Vered lay on our sofa; put down her head and fell asleep. Dad sat 

down. He watched her, Rareson, like I watched that Humus he once bought 

me; new, exciting and too frightening to touch. Then he got up and went into 

the bedroom. Then many things happened all at once. 

 The window, being half shut, suddenly opened with a gush of wind. A brown 

falcon glided into the room with a cry of spring. No-Ass-Vered lowered her 

pants and took out the rags. The falcon came down to rest where there was no 

ass. Two hours later, as the falcon spread his wings and flew out the window, I 

saw a reddish, dotted egg where there was no ass. No-Ass-Vered gently 

covered the egg with rags and lifted up her pants. 

 When she shut her eyes again, she had that smile on her lipstick-less lips. 

 Dad woke up and came back to sit and watch her. 

 [Cries out,] Dad, she's got a falcon egg inside her no-ass! 

 Rareson, dad's mouth gaped open, for as he watched, her stomach grew larger. 

As her stomach became more and more pregnant, dad's mouth gaped wider 

and wider. I need to help dad. She might devour him, she's inhuman, that No-

Ass-Vered. Help me, Rareson. 

 

[covers his eyes with his hands and turns his head sideways.] 

 

~ 
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4 

 

[RIKA sleeps on the sofa. GIYO sits watching her. He opens the bottle and drinks 

from it. RIKA wakes up, as if from a nightmare; sitting up abruptly.] 

 

RIKA: What time is it? 

GIYO: No idea. 

RIKA [goes to her suitcase; rummages inside; takes out a clock]: Why didn't you 

wake me up? 

GIYO: Desecrating such beauty? 

RIKA [reads the clock]: I had an hour left to the meeting with the model. Has it been 

raining? 

GIYO: Was it raining in your dream? 

RIKA [goes back to sitting on the sofa]: Rather sweet, like in your painting. 

GIYO: I could hear your dream. Most of the time you seemed to be floating on a soft 

drop. Before you woke up, it seemed the drop has turned to acid. 

RIKA: I dreamt of your painting, 'The Last Round'. That man you've painted, without 

a face, sitting at the bar, ordering the last drink of his life, rain all around him, 

inside the bar, as if there is no inside or outside, as if the rain was lamenting 

that faceless man's miserable life, a life steadily diminishing. In spite of all 

this, it seemed the man went on fighting for his life. Has accepted his decision 

to die, but kept on looking for that small excuse. I can't explain it, but it 

reminded me of those people threatened with a gun; their will to live, in 

Goya's painting. 

GIYO: The execution in 'The Third of May 1808'. 

RIKA: Right. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA [stands up]: I showed one rich guy your painting, he looked at it and said it was 

awful. Only after telling him the painter's name, did he hurriedly take out his 

chequebook. For a painting by the crazy painter I'm always willing to pay, 

even if it's ugly, he said. 
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GIYO: I never look at my paintings after I paint them. 

RIKA: That man got himself a face by the end of the dream. 

GIYO: The young lover's, or Charles'? 

[RIKA goes to the suitcase; takes out clothes; stops in mid action.] 

GIYO: Do you think I diminish? 

[RIKA is through taking out clothes; puts them on the sofa; comes to the table.] 

GIYO: Well...? 

RIKA: I can see the alcohol's open and the pills pack's closed. 

GIYO: Should have offered me a single option. 

[RIKA says nothing.] 

GIYO: Rika... 

[Pause.] 

RIKA: That's the first time you said my name. [Goes to pick up the clothes.] 

GIYO: Please explain.... 

RIKA: You wouldn't understand. [Stops. Pause.] When that man from the painting 

became you, I felt sad. 

GIYO: You felt sad your lab monkey isn't immortal. 

RIKA [about to go into the bedroom, holding the clothes]: Doesn't matter. 

GIYO: What doesn't matter is what's most interesting. 

RIKA [stops, turns to him]: I'll tell you a secret, if you promise to tell me one as well. 

GIYO: You wish to tell me, I've no obligations. 

RIKA: A secret from my personal life. You want it or don't you? 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

 

[Pause.] 

 

RIKA: It's not true that I didn't know you before. I was ten when your son, Opher, 

was born. There was a picture of you in the paper my dad used to read. The 

smiles on Daria's face and yours, even on Opher's, gave me this sweet, aching 

sensation. 

GIYO: And now you're going to tell me you hid that picture under your pillow, and 

had your first wet dream. 
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[RIKA looks at him pointedly.] 

GIYO: I don't know what to say... I can't remember that picture. 

RIKA: I cut that picture out of the paper, and pasted it in a brand new notebook. A 

few weeks later a new picture appeared; 'The Last Round' with you, looking at 

it proudly. Below that picture it said you painted it for your son's birth. 

GIYO: And here the memory reaches its end... 

RIKA: No it doesn't. I cut this picture also, with the caption, and pasted it in my 

notebook. I couldn't get it; why would a father paint such a painting for his 

son's birth? 

GIYO: I take it your family celebrated your birth in a normal manner. 

RIKA: We're speaking about you and your son. 

GIYO: People like you grew up in a nurturing home. A home with all the right 

stimulations, but also a predetermined course. You travelled that course, 

cushioned with soft beds and hot meals, all the way up to university, didn't 

you? 

[RIKA says nothing.] 

GIYO: You're dad stood by your side. You could always take counsel, always ask 

questions; always illuminating the path of dad's authoritative image... 

RIKA: My dad was one big asshole! I didn't even attend his funeral. 

[GIYO smiles.] 

 

[Silence.] 

 

RIKA: When your first son was born, you painted a man drinking one last drink 

before dying. 

GIYO: That's simple. Once a baby's born, life changes. 

RIKA: One last drink before dying... 

GIYO: The life before that child was born. And a first drink for the afterlife. [Takes a 

long sip out of the bottle.] 

RIKA: That sounds too simplistic. 

GIYO: That's all I can remember. 

RIKA: Try harder. 
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[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: That will be the secret you tell me. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA [puts the clothes on the sofa; turns to the closet]: Tell it to me. 

GIYO: Where do you find a secret in it? 

RIKA: The closet's locked. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

 

[Pause.] 

 

RIKA [sits at the table; takes up a pen and opens the notebook]: OK. Now tell me 

about your art. 

GIYO: It's there in the painting for you to see. 

RIKA [writing down]: What you see is what you get. 

GIYO: Don't write stuff I never said. 

RIKA [stops writing]: Taking that picture for the paper, you've established a 

connection between the painting and your own biography. 

GIYO: I paid a price, in order to publicize it. 

RIKA: That proud look didn't seem like too much of a price. 

GIYO: I felt proud, I got over it. 

RIKA [writes down]: Wasn't painting out of pride... 

GIYO: I never said that either! 

RIKA [stops writing]: What then...? Were you painting it full of sadness? Of pain? 

GIYO: None of the above. You should write down whatever I say; what I don't - you 

shouldn't. 

RIKA [blatantly goes on writing]: What you see is just what the 'artist' wants you to 

see. Once you unwrap the envelope of a genius, mad, tormented 'artist', you 

find a well calculated person, marketing an image. [Stops writing.] A proud 

look in a newspaper picture, for the sake of the value of the painting. Words 

written down in a student's notebook; to enhance his historical image, right? 

 

[Pause.] 
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GIYO: What is it you want? 

RIKA: That you tell me. 

 

[Silence.] 

 

GIYO: When Opher was born, I felt I was becoming old at twenty eight. Daria 

wanted him, I could well live without him. 

RIKA: You had him for her sake. 

GIYO: Whenever I point at something directly ahead, another thing pops up from 

behind. 

RIKA: Opher was born. 

GIYO: I wanted him to belong to her. Like I did. He's hers, I'm hers. But then I saw 

him. That relationship with him and the frustration of him getting in my way... 

He simply appeared uninvited one day demanding my attention, my time... I 

couldn't stand all that energy being invested in him rather than in painting. At 

night, rather than strangling him when he started to scream once again, I 

painted. Opher and my anger towards him got mingled inside my chest, went 

up my throat and spitted themselves on the canvas. When I was through 

painting, I raised my drink with the faceless man and we drank together. 

RIKA: Was Daria asleep when you painted? 

 

[Pause.] 

 

GIYO [looks at her]: She was sitting next to me. 

RIKA [closes her notebook and puts the pen on it; gets up and turns to GIYO]: Was 

she always by your side when you painted? 

GIYO: Nearly always. 

RIKA: Even when you were painting those other girls? 

GIYO: Even when I was painting those other girls I was painting Daria. 

RIKA [glances at him; takes the clothes into the bedroom; keeps on talking from 

outside]: I'll put on my clothes quickly and go out to bring that model. She's 
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supposed to bring some clothes for changing, though I told her no clothes were 

required. 

GIYO: Has my picture been in your notebook all these years? 

RIKA: Yes. 

GIYO: Then we do have a relationship, don't we? 

RIKA: You men are hilarious. The young ones can't wait to get to bed, the old ones 

can't wait to have a relationship. 

GIYO: Seventeen years is 'can't wait'? 

RIKA: You've known me for five. And we've been together only a few hours. 

GIYO: Do you remember the picture you sent me there? 

 

[A phone rings.] 

 

RIKA: Answer that...! 

GIYO: Not for me! 

RIKA [enters the room, takes her time]: I want to hear what happened with that 

picture. [Picks up the receiver.] Hello... Who?... What's your name, sir? 

Alfred... Alfred, there's no Lydia here. Nothing to be sorry about... Alfred...? 

[Pause. Lowers the receiver.] He hang up. [Puts down the receiver.] 

GIYO: The 'Other Woman' trick develops; hanging up. 

RIKA: He doesn't sound young, that Alfred. [Finishes dressing up in front of him.] So 

what happened with that picture I sent you? 

GIYO: I had the guts to tell you when you were in the other room. 

RIKA: Look straight into my eyes... [Focuses on him.] What did you do with my 

picture? Giyo... 

[GIYO diverts his gaze.] 

RIKA [turns her back to him]: Don't look. Just tell. 

GIYO: I put for you that monkey face again. 

RIKA [turns back to him]: No you've got that lovely face like in the old picture. You 

know, a few years afterwards, I cut out all other persons from my picture 

collection, leaving just you. I had many pictures of you, a notebook full of 

them, actually. 
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[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: You put my picture in your sketchbook. 

GIYO: I used to finish a painting, tear it out, and move your pictures on. 

RIKA: Mine and Daria's 

GIYO: Paint; tear out; move on. 

[Pause.] 

RIKA: I have to go and get that model. 

GIYO: Don't. 

RIKA: Show me how you prepare for painting. 

GIYO [holds her]: The senses need to be powerful, all sensors tuned... to hear every 

tiniest detail.  

[RIKA listens.] 

GIYO: Make out your breath... 

RIKA: Right... 

GIYO: Separate it... what do you hear? 

RIKA: Your breath. 

GIYO: That's how it starts. What's underneath the breath? 

RIKA: I think I hear a slight murmur; coming from your chest. 

GIYO: What else? 

RIKA [listening]: I hear nothing else. 

GIYO: I can hear beyond the blood in the capillaries, down to the bladder filling up. 

RIKA [detached herself from him]: That's how you... paint women...? Ears, not 

eyes...? 

GIYO: Eyes used as a safety precaution. 

RIKA: You listen to them? 

GIYO: Not every woman I can hear that way. 

RIKA: Me? 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: Me you can? 

GIYO: I unravel, I expose stuff she didn't know was inside her, I indentify small dark 

corners, pinpoint concealed vibrations... 

RIKA: What vibrations do you hear in me? 
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[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: Why? 

GIYO: It's better that way... 

RIKA: Don't stop now! 

[GIYO smiles at her.] 

RIKA: You're no artist, but a seducer. A good one at that. You neither unravel nor 

expose, neither indentify nor pinpoint. You lie to protect your market value. 

You wish me to remember nothing but the title, the Painter-Murderer. 

GIYO: I get every small detail! It collects and accumulates, it gets hoarded and piles 

up till it makes no sense, becomes unrelated to emotions, to psychology, to the 

personality. Till it becomes completely physical... down to the fingertips. You 

see? 

[RIKA says nothing.] 

GIYO: Completely physical...! See... [GIYO holds his head and shakes it] See...? No 

control... [Bangs forcefully on his chest.] I'm filled with her smell, her touch, 

her taste; her looks imprinted under my skin... all from listening to her. 

RIKA: Giyo... 

GIYO [keeps on beating himself]: And then, all of this gets smeared on the canvas 

through the fingers... 

RIKA: Enough... 

GIYO: I vomit myself until.... 

RIKA: Giyo... 

GIYO: Until the entire load spills out.... 

RIKA: Stop it...! 

GIYO: Until I become completely... thoroughly... empty.... 

[RIKA moves away from him towards the exit. GIYO about to come near her.] 

RIKA: Don't come near me...! 

GIYO: You wanted to know... 

RIKA: Stay there... 

GIYO: You opened up the box of secrets... [Turns around and drinks from the bottle.] 

Can you handle them? 

RIKA: Stop drinking. Take your pills... 
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GIYO: I lower down the pill influence level, and raise up the alcohol level. That's 

how I prepare for painting. 

RIKA: You ruin yourself. 

GIYO: Both ruin. Which one would you choose? 

RIKA: At least lie down till I come back. 

GIYO: I don't sleep...! I don't rest...! 

RIKA: At least try to. 

GIYO: You don't know how it feels.... 

[RIKA Says nothing.] 

GIYO: To keep on hearing....! 

RIKA: I feel no pity for you. 

GIYO: I'm frightened... [Puts down the bottle.] 

RIKA [comes a bit closer]: I shall be back in half an hour or so. Would you move out 

of there? 

 

[GIYO pauses; moves away. RIKA goes to the suitcase; takes out a coat; wears it on 

her way out.] 

 

GIYO: It isn't raining now, Rika... 

RIKA: It shall soon. 

GIYO: Don't go... [Pause.] you go to that young lover of yours, the one who keeps on 

calling you. You won't be back. 

RIKA: I'll be back, with a young woman; a model; a woman for you to paint, Giyo. 

GIYO: I won't listen to her. 

 

[RIKA glances at him. Pause. Exits. GIYO lights himself a cigarette.] 

 

~ 

 

5 

 

[Inside the closet. ZIK is smoking a cigarette. A few seconds pass.] 
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ZIK: In the morning, when I looked again out the hole in the door closet, I could 

smell the apple tree in our yard. It began to flower, and I pictured the apples, 

growing on it. 

 Dad stood up when she started moving funny. I don't get it, he said, how can 

that be? She howled and said, don't be so self centered. Dad acted restless. She 

cursed him. 

 [Cries out,] Dad, look what she hides beneath those rags! 

 No-Ass-Vered took down her pants again, took out the rags; and revealed a 

big, reddish, dotted egg beneath them. She started shaking, slowly at first, then 

heavier, faster; there was this deafening noise and she screamed. Dad, open 

mouthed, said nothing. Then it all stopped. 

 Small hammering sounds came from inside the egg. Shell shreds flew all 

around. A big hole cracked in the egg. A small hammer was thrown out; it 

rolled on the floor. 

 Out of that opening, a man made of snow jumped out; short with a falcon 

beak. He played music with his mouth and tap danced to the music. He bowed 

when he finished, sating, hi there, I'm Rik, your new son. 

 Tears flowed down dad's cheeks. I can't believe it, he said, I got a son, a man 

made of snow, in spring. 

 I tell you, Rareson. That's one eccentric situation. [Holds up the cigarette as if 

it is a candle.] No, I haven't made that one up at all; when things get 

exceptionally freaky, you call it eccentric. 

 Of all days, that No-Ass-Vered chose to do it on my day, Rareson. 

 

~ 

 

6 

  

[GIYO sits and smokes. RIKA enters, her coat wet. She holds a magazine in her 

hands.] 
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GIYO: You're suspiciously cheerful. 

RIKA: It's raining. 

GIYO: Just like you said it will. 

RIKA: I'm cheerful because it's raining. 

GIYO [stands up]: I wish... to apologize... 

RIKA: What for? 

GIYO: That physicality I was speaking about... it should be directed entirely towards 

the canvas. 

RIKA: All's forgotten. 

GIYO [sitting down]: Did you bring cigarettes? 

RIKA: I wasn't thinking of cigarettes. [Looks at him pointedly.] 

GIYO: I have no interest to know what you did outside. 

RIKA: I came back alone. 

GIYO: Good she didn't come. 

RIKA: Once she found out it was you, offering to pay more didn't help one bit. 

GIYO: Money isn't everything in life. I appreciate her. 

RIKA: It's a pity. She has a nice body. 

GIYO: You could have saved yourself the trouble going out. 

RIKA: And avoid running about in a torrent? 

GIYO: Could have run anyhow. 

RIKA: I visited one bookstore, on my way... 

GIYO: It shows. Jumpy and cheerful, flushed cheeks. Even a monkey would get it. 

What's important is you're back. I don't ask what you were doing outside... 

RIKA [waves her magazine]: Guess what? 

GIYO: That magazine found you... 

RIKA: As soon as I entered I saw her. [Waves the magazine in front of him.] 

GIYO [doesn't look at her]: Smart colors, yellow, blinding.... 

RIKA [puts the magazine in front of his eyes]: 'The Clothed Maja'. 

GIYO: A sure proof that god exists... or that we have a relationship, isn't it? 

RIKA: There's something to it. Admit it. 

GIYO: I'm familiar with that painting. 
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RIKA [takes the magazine away from him; examines it]: I only knew the naked one. 

I've noticed it's the very same woman, same posture as well. 

GIYO: Congratulations, your training period's over. 

RIKA: Do you think he painted her twice? Perhaps he painted her dressed up and then 

took her clothes off by painting... 

GIYO: No. 

RIKA: Perhaps she never modeled for him at all; he made her up. 

GIYO: She modeled naked and he painted 'The Naked'. Then, in her absence, he 

dressed her up in 'The Clothed'. 

RIKA: Sure about that? 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: Shouldn't have asked. Curiosity makes you think up much more interesting 

solutions. [Opens the magazine.] 

GIYO: Curiosity can be dangerous. 

RIKA: You're curious to know why I brought it... 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: There's a big article inside about your Goya. 

GIYO: He's not mine. 

RIKA: And about you. You're much more handsome than him. 

GIYO: Why were they suddenly reminded of me...? 

RIKA: The article was written for your release. They analyze both of you; describe 

your admiration for Goya. 

GIYO: They're being superficial. I don't admire. 

RIKA [reads out]: 'A poetic world so diverse, so full of contradictions, so open to any 

lyrical, any human, dimension.' 

GIYO: About whom was this written? 

RIKA: Both of you. 

GIYO; I thought no one remembered the painter engulfed in an abyss of creativity 

deadening pills. 

RIKA: Yet you stand apart entirely... 

GIYO: In our style, our style... they never get over the urge to name things. They used 

to call my paintings... 
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RIKA [reads out]: 'A stylistic aggregate. In a word, an aggregate. A mixture of styles, 

with complete control of each of them. Innovative.' 

GIYO: I admit magazines have become more profound while I was there. [Gets up.] 

Show me... 

RIKA: 'Goya, who has left his deep mark during the eighteenth and nineteenth 

centuries, and Giyo, who no doubt left his mark on the twentieth century. The 

twenty first as well?' A big question mark they put here. 

[GIYO comes near her; holds out his hand.] 

RIKA [lowers the magazine, but doesn't hand it over]: They find parallels between 

your illnesses; Goya fell ill and became deaf, you fell ill and murdered Daria. 

He turned inside, you outside. 

GIYO: They never did try to understand me. 

RIKA: A few compliments, a few criticisms, and you withdraw. That magazine is 

looking forward to a painting from you. 

GIYO: Today's magazine is tomorrow's homeless' ass cleaning paper. 

RIKA: Don't ruin my cheerfulness. I'm just trying to visit your world. Be nice. 

[Pause.] I stopped from time to time along the way; listening as you've taught 

me. 

GIYO: What did you hear in the rain? 

 

[A phone rings.] 

 

~ 

 

7 

 

[Inside the closet. ZIK puts his ear to the hole in the door.] 

 

ZIK: Suddenly I heard a big storm coming. [Retreats a little from the door.] It was 

frightening, Rareson. [Slowly puts his eye to the hole in the door.] Rik, that 

short snow man with the falcon beak, stood in front of dad. What took me 

years, took Rik seconds. he grew taller. His hands grew longer. His legs 
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extended. Rik turned into a snow boy right in front of my eyes. Dad went up to 

him, held out both hands, sculpted his face. 

 Now Rik's face were an exact copy of mine. 

 You're the son I always wanted, said dad. 

 I only say the truth, said Rik. 

 Do you have an imaginary friend? 

 No, dad, wait and see; I'll have only flesh and blood friends; our entire 

neighborhood shall like me. No one shall be afraid of my truth. 

 My son, said dad. [Looks away from the hole.] 

 He gave Rik a warm big hug. So warm, the snow melted between his hands. 

The water rapidly evaporated. What was left from the snow boy was a young 

strong falcon. Rik the falcon cried, flapped his wings, and flew twice around 

the room; once around dad, once around No-Ass-Verd, and disappeared out of 

the window. 

 She said, springtime, mating season, he went out looking. 

 I thought he was supposed to grow with us for a few years, said dad. 

 Their generation's fast, she said. He has no time for processes. And me, I 

cannot sit down in one place you know. My story here's over. 

 When she finished speaking, it seemed her no-ass turned into a pit, a dark pit. 

Her head moved towards her no-ass and her entire body folded into it till she 

was completely gone, leaving nothing behind. 

 Dad was stunned; he mumbled, Vered, Rik... He looked around; once through 

the window, once where No-Ass-Vered had disappeared. And then at the 

closet door. 

 

~ 

 

8 

 

[GIYO and RIKA watch each other. The phone rings again.] 

 

GIYO: Misses you already. 
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RIKA: Answer and find out. 

GIYO: Don't break his heart. 

 

[The phone stops ringing. They look at each other. Silence. The phone rings again. 

RIKA goes over, when she puts down her hand, GIYO puts his hand on hers, 

preventing her from answering it.] 

 

GIYO: What does he have that I don't? 

RIKA: If that's Alfred once again, he looks for a certain Lydia; surely not me. 

GIYO: It's you he keeps on calling. 

RIKA: You're like a little child when you're jealous... [GIYO frees her hand and 

moves aside. RIKA answers the phone.] Hello... right, it's me again, not 

Lydia... Alfred, you're sure you're dialing the right number?  

 

[Pause.] 

 

[A light reveals ALFRED, standing in the street; a cell phone by his ear; a note in his 

hand.] 

 

GIYO [snatches the phone away from RIKA]: I can break someone's neck in a single 

blow...! 

 

[ALFRED hangs up. The light on him switches off. RIKA looks at GIYO. GIYO puts 

down the phone.] 

 

RIKA: You seemed rather convincing. 

GIYO: You're scheming... 

RIKA [Sits down; places the open magazine besides her]: The days before the case 

you suffered from a creativity block. 

GIYO: I thought we were trying to preserve our cheerfulness... 

RIKA: Look at me; I'm cheerful... Sit in front of me. 
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GIYO: The inquisition changes its grilling technique. Cheerful torture. [sits in front of 

her.] I never told that to anyone. 

RIKA: You've told the police investigators. They've published every detail of the 

investigation for the first time. 

GIYO: Cunts... what about my right to privacy? 

RIKA: There's public interest involved. 

GIYO: Public? 

RIKA: Me... [Pause.] you're not really angry that it got published. 

GIYO: I don't give a damn. 

RIKA: The days before the case, Daria brought you female models. One each day. 

GIYO: Right. 

RIKA: You turned them all down. 

GIYO: I tried to. 

RIKA: And what happened? 

GIYO: A collector ordered some work. He wanted clean, innocent nude, set against 

the growing depravity of the environment. I wanted Daria. Ever since Opher 

was born, she stopped modeling for me. She wouldn't do it. We had a big fight 

and she went out to bring another model. That other model undressed, sat 

down, stood up, lay down; but I couldn't listen to her. I couldn't even make out 

her breath. I could only hear Daria's body. I wanted Daria, and Daria became 

obsessive about me painting someone else. I never saw her like that. 

RIKA: You loved her dearly... 

GIYO: She was the world for me; I was helpless without her. I could always allow 

myself to disappear into the canvas, knowing I'll come out exhausted, devoid 

of strength and confidence, miserable and empty; but coming back to her. She 

knew how to accept me. Sometimes she used to abandon her patients in the 

clinic, feeling I was empty. She came over, bringing life to a man lacking it. A 

sorceress.  

RIKA: Until... 

GIYO: Those days she started saying she was betraying her heart. Betraying me with 

Opher. That she felt I felt her betrayal. That although she was always in my 

paintings, she was never really in them. I felt the danger in her, but didn't 
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know what to do. I was used to having her taking care of me, I had no idea 

how to take care of her. And then that painting. I told her I was giving up on it. 

Giving up on it, giving up on the money. She wouldn't accept it. Said she 

could understand how, if a model doesn't do it for me, she's the only one left, 

that she has no way out. She reached that edge, where the senses become 

sharp, where you do stuff without planning, without thinking, that place I 

know so well. I never saw it in her before. I knew I stood no chance taking 

that away from her. She wanted it and I was weaker than her. More so, all my 

creative senses joined in with her. Perhaps for the first time she reached the 

very same place I was in. 

RIKA: She told you that? 

GIYO: She gave me the letter hours before we began. Didn't allow me to read it. 

Asked me to keep it in my pocket. [Says nothing; gets up.] 

RIKA: Don't stop... 

GIYO: The rest you know already. 

RIKA: I don't. 

GIYO: Read it in your magazine. 

RIKA: They describe what the cops saw when they entered this place. 

GIYO: That should do it. 

RIKA: That doesn't explain the horror taking place. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA [sits down]: Do you know where your painting is? 

GIYO: I'm not interested to know. 

RIKA: It's been hanging in that collector's living room ever since. Its value has 

skyrocketed now. 

[GIYO starts moving restlessly.] 

RIKA: The magazine published it for the first time. Do you wish to see it? 

GIYO: I don't look at my paintings once I paint them! 

RIKA: Not even at that one? 

GIYO [walks about the room]: Should have brought me cigarettes... 
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RIKA [looks at the painting in the magazine]: Its powerful. Powerful yet shocking. 

Deep and multilayered like they've said. Poetic, in a way I can't quite put my 

finger on. 

GIYO [stops moving]: You have that gentle way, of reaching all the way down my 

soul, to lick my wounds with your tongue; burn and delight; inflict pain and 

pleasure. [Focuses.] You sterilize my capacity to get mad at you.  

RIKA: Like Daria did. 

GIYO [chuckles]: You're supposed to keep an eye on me...  

[RIKA stands up; says nothing.] 

GIYO [sits down]: I'm empty. I won't be able to paint. Call up that rich guy who paid 

for the painting, and call the entire thing off.  

RIKA: That's what you told Daria that day. 

[GIYO chuckles.] 

RIKA [gets up; takes the cart box and places it near GIYO's feet]: I might've given 

up on the pills, but not the painting. I'll speak to the guy who ordered it. Don't 

paint a women; paint generals, paint wars, a landscape even. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA [leafs through the magazine]: Look... houses, trees, flowers... look at that... 

Can't you hear a cow lowing when you see this juicy steak...? 

 

[GIYO says nothing. RIKA sits down; opens up the plastic bag and puts two thick 

sandwiches on the table; takes the knife in her hand and cuts one in half; starts 

eating, saying something with her mouth full.] 

 

GIYO: I don't wish to eat, Rika. 

[RIKA Says something with her mouth full.] 

GIYO: Sorry?... 

RIKA: Eat, eat... you wouldn't want to do it on an empty stomach. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: Pity I wasn't thinking of cigarettes. Could've started smoking. 

GIYO: Do you smoke? 
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RIKA [grabs the bottle and takes a long drink. After a pause]: Don't drink... don't go 

near that edge. Where the senses become sharp, where you do stuff without 

planning, without thinking. I don't do all these, Giyo. 

GIYO: No, no... 

RIKA [takes another big drink out of the bottle]: Nowhere to run to. 

GIYO: You said his name was Alfred, didn't you...? Run away to Alfred. 

RIKA: I'm here for you. 

GIYO: for me? 

RIKA: Does it matter? 

GIYO: I'm speaking about your life. And mine. 

RIKA [comes near him]: you're a sad man. Full of irony perhaps, sarcasm surely, 

cynicism beyond doubt; but you're a sad man, Giyo. 

GIYO: You're drunk already. 

RIKA: I haven't seen you smiling yet. 

GIYO: I'll burn the easel, I'll rip your fucking notebook and throw it away, and if you 

stay around, I promise I'll smile then. 

RIKA: Promise me you'll smile once you paint me. [Pause.] Clothed... And then 

you'll take off... [Packs up the remains of both sandwiches.] 

GIYO: That's the alcohol speaking. 

RIKA: Feel nothing yet. [Puts down the bottle and takes off her coat.] They wrote 

you've been clean for six months, but resumed shooting that day. 

[GIYO stops; says nothing.] 

RIKA: And that she did as well. 

GIYO [pauses]: She brought... 

RIKA: Why did she bring it, knowing you were clean? 

GIYO: I was blocked. she was afraid I might hurt myself. 

RIKA: That creativity block? 

GIYO: A concrete city growing inside my body... growing... growing... 

RIKA: Daria wished to melt that city with junk down your vein. 

GIYO: I was weak... 

RIKA: And she knew what she wanted. 

[GIYO says nothing.]  
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RIKA [puts down the bottle; takes out of the coat's pocket a letter and an object 

wrapped in a brown paper]: Don't open it. 

GIYO: What's that? 

RIKA: I wrote you something. 

GIYO: I won't read it! 

RIKA: Open it only after you smile. 

GIYO: I'll smile now and we'll throw it away. 

RIKA: It can't be genuine now. 

RIKA: We shall melt those concrete cities taking control of our bodies. Together we'll 

charge you up, using whatever is needed. After all, since we've come here, 

more than touching me, more than kissing, more than fucking me, you hear 

me; you hear, and wish to paint me.  

[GIYO says nothing.]  

RIKA: A painter of women without the slightest idea what a woman wants. 

GIYO: I can't think... 

RIKA: I'll do your thinking. You require a higher consciousness, a wakefulness, don't 

you? 

 

[GIYO says nothing. RIKA goes to the table and opens the brown paper; takes out 

two syringes, a rubber strip, a spoon and a clear plastic bag with powder inside; 

grabs the rubber strip; sits down. GIYO stands up watching the closet door.] 

 

~ 

 

9 

 

 [Inside the closet.] 

 

ZIK: Dad stood and looked at the closet. I looked back through the hole in the door. 

We were both trying to make up our minds. He, whether to go after his new 

son, who flew away, or a woman who disappeared mysteriously. Me, between 
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not telling my stories anymore and losing you, Rareson, or keeping on telling 

them and losing dad. He wouldn't budge. 

 

~ 

 

10 

 

[GIYO and RIKA lie on the two chairs. The syringes are laid on the table. The rubber 

strip is wrapped around GIYO's arm.] 

 

RIKA: So many colors... particles in the air... [Gets up; sings.] Never forget, don't 

forget, don't forget...  

 [Takes a coal out of the cart box; waves it around.] I raise this coal in honor of 

the prize winner, the crazed painter, who has made up his mind to abstain from 

colors. 

GIYO: And the painter, most humbly, thanks the prize committee for his public 

humiliation. 

RIKA: But the humiliation keeps on growing... [Puts the coal on the table.] 

GIYO: Once the coal is on the table... 

RIKA: And once the coal is on the table in the first act... 

GIYO: It shall get smeared on the canvas in the third... 

RIKA [Stands on the other side of the canvas, as if hiding from him]: Posing, 

therefore, a real danger to our entire Human culture... 

GIYO [Stands on the other side of the canvas]: On the other side of the canvas, a 

representative for the female gender, an explorer determined to sacrifice 

herself for the monkey's cage. 

RIKA: And on the other side, a representative for the monkey gender, who, like any 

other monkey, claims to be, in fact, Darwin's First Man. 

GIYO: Inspired by the reflections of the gender representative's joyous body, her 

pungent curves, which nullify the existence of matter... 

RIKA: The monkey raises his arm up in the air... 

GIYO: And documents her reflection on the canvas... 
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RIKA: A rare document... 

GIYO: For once, the body, the flesh and blood, shall lose all temporality.... 

RIKA: The canvas shall preserve forever the coal sketch made by the monkey... 

GIYO: And the Magazine's critics shall click their tongues. [Faces away from her, as 

if delivering a speech]: The perfect realism of this sensuous female body, 

whose fingers' touch shows a unique, unrealistic edge; documenting, 

sublimating, the exact moment of their experience. An historical document, to 

be understood in future ages. And this moment's climax - is this moment's 

climax. Though she struck a pose, he endowed her with movement... [During 

this 'speech', RIKA comes to stand by his side. When he turns around, he finds 

her there.] 

RIKA: The Maja places herself in your hands, Mister Winner. 

GIYO: The Winner needs to feel the body's outline... 

RIKA: And wishes the Maja to be dressed or.....? 

GIYO: For now.... 

RIKA: And the Maja has to.... 

GIYO: Shut her eyes. 

 

[RIKA shuts her eyes. GIYO Leans down listening to her stomach; her chest.] 

 

RIKA: What do you hear? 

GIYO: The flesh. I hear the tissues. Each internal member. The heart.... [Straightens 

up, glances at her. Pause. Goes away to his small suitcase.] 

RIKA [Opening her eyes]: What happened? 

GIYO [Rummages through his suitcase]: Need a cigarette 

RIKA: Looking for... ? 

GIYO: The damned key for the closet. If I remember correctly, I hid some cigarettes 

in it. 

RIKA: Sixteen years ago? Must be dust by now. 

GIYO: Dust can be smoked. [Finds the key.] Let's hope the lock hasn't gone rusty. 

[Goes to the closet and turns the key in the lock till it clicks open; puts the key 

aside and opens the closet; takes out a box and opens it; takes out of the box 
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an old pack of cigarettes; puts the box back inside the closet.] Always count 

on poison manufacturers that their produce shall conquer time.  

 

[Takes out a cigarette and is about to light it. RIKA Comes near him; holds out her 

hand. GIYO Gives her a cigarette as well; lights both.] 

 

RIKA: What's in the box? [Inhales, coughs.] 

GIYO: Some paintings I've made for my imaginary friend. [Pause.] My dad used to 

get scared of me because of these paintings. I didn't have any friends. 

Whenever I embarrassed him in front of his friends, he used to lock me up in 

this closet. In it, I could always count on my only friend. Dad simply couldn't 

understand a seventeen years old boy, whose whole life revolve around 

paintings and an imaginary friend. 

RIKA [Peeps into the closet]: He's still here? 

GIYO: I believe he ran away when Opher was born. 

 

[RIKA takes out the box; puts it down; brings out paintings.] 

 

GIYO: Each time he locked me up for long hours, I painted, and spoke with my 

imaginary friend. The time I spent locked up in the closet was magical. 

RIKA [looks at the paintings; lifts one up]: Who's she? 

GIYO: My first love. She used to live nearby. When she'd left with her parents I 

smoked my first cigarette, in the closet. 

RIKA: She's beautiful. What's her name? 

GIYO: I can't remember. 

RIKA: You've good taste in women. 

GIYO [goes to the table and collects the syringes, the bag and the rubber strip]: Said 

the gender representative, complimenting herself...  

 

[GIYO puts everything in the box; takes the painting from RIKA's hands and puts it 

in the box; puts the cigarette pack in his pocket, the box back in the closet; shuts the 

door, but doesn't lock it; stands.] 
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RIKA [stands in front of him]: I wish to be clean for you.  

 

[Pause. RIKA takes off her shoes and exists. GIYO watches her go; comes to the 

table and takes the coal in his hand; turns and goes up to the easel.] 

 

~ 

 

11 

 

[Inside the closet. ZIK cautiously pushes the door. It opens up. He goes out and 

stands; looks behind, turns around and disappears.] 

 

~ 

 

12 

 

[ALFRED enters the room, moving hesitatingly inside. He stands by the easel and 

examines it. LYDIA comes in; her body wrapped only in a towel.] 

 

ALFRED: Obviously not a good time. I'm sorry. 

LYDIA: Hurry up. I don't have patience for a long one. 

ALFRED: I can see you're not dressed to receive guests. 

LYDIA: The towel covers. 

ALFRED: But yet, shouldn't I turn around, you dress up, and.... 

LYDIA: Be brief. You're Henry? 

ALFRED: Who's Henry? 

LYDIA: You're not? 

ALFRED: Alfred. 

LYDIA: Then why'd you say Henry? 

ALFRED: I didn't. 

LYDIA: And young. 
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ALFRED: Sixty years old, more or less. 

LYDIA: Wait a minute. Was it you I spoke with on the phone? 

ALFRED: I couldn't get hold of you. 

LYDIA: I was in the shower. 

ALFRED: That explains it, surely. 

LYDIA: And you're not Henry. 

ALFRED: No. 

LYDIA: And didn't speak with me on the phone. 

[ALFRED says nothing.] 

LYDIA: You're a burglar. 

ALFRED: It was open. 

LYDIA: You barged in uninvited. 

ALFRED: Had you known who I was, you'd ask me in. 

LYDIA: I said hurry up. 

ALFRED: Sorry. Fifteen years ago... 

LYDIA: You never tell a woman fifteen years ago. You say several years ago. 

ALFRED: Several years ago... [Pauses.] 

LYDIA: A bit more... 

ALFRED: I stood by the candy stand where you used to gorge up sweets. 

LYDIA: You don't say gorge up to a woman. You say sweeten up your life. 

ALFRED: You used to sweeten up your life trice a day, and I... 

LYDIA: Ah... 

ALFRED: Sorry. You were chubby... 

[LYDIA looks at him pointedly.] 

ALFRED: I meant that as a compliment. What should you say? 

LYDIA: If you say anything at all... at all...! Sweetened. 

ALFRED: Sweetened and young... 

LYDIA: Past tense young? 

ALFRED: Present tense as well. The years don't show. 

LYDIA: Liar. What brings you here, Alfred? Hurry up, Henry's coming. 

ALFRED: Lydia, I'm trying to get to the reason I came over, but all this 'you don't 

say'... 
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LYDIA: Too long. You can't do point blank. I guess the mating season has brought 

you to my door. 

ALFRED: Not mating; autumn; it was autumn then as well. I stood by the stand 

singing... 

LYDIA: Too poetic; facts, Alfred. 

ALFRED [speaks rapidly]: I'm that street singer by the candy stand. Remember? 

LYDIA: I can remember that candy stand from several years ago in which I used to 

sweeten my life, you... 

ALFRED: Yes...? 

LYDIA [after a pause]: I don't. 

ALFRED [takes a note out of his pocket, gives it to her]: You gave me a note. 

LYDIA [takes the note, reads out from it]: If ever you require an audience, call me. 

ALFRED: Your handwriting. 

LYDIA: Mine? 

ALFRED: And your phone number. 

LYDIA [inspects it]: It is. [Gives him back the note.] 

ALFRED: Now do you remember? 

LYDIA: For several years you didn't call, and I should remember? 

ALFRED: All these years I was building my courage. 

LYDIA: And now you're Alfred Brave Heart. 

ALFRED: Brave heart for a fleeting moment, you might say... 

LYDIA: Because you called. 

ALFRED: You were in the shower. 

LYDIA: So you decided to come over and enter. 

ALFRED: Hope I'm not disturbing you. 

LYDIA: Stay right there. I have to make a phone call. [Turns away and takes the 

receiver.] 

 

[ALFRED turns around to look at the painting. LYDIA listens to the phone.] 

 

ALFRED [sees the suitcases]: The Suitcases? 
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LYDIA: Each day I leave. Potentially. [Squeezes the receiver.] Police? Hello, it's 

Lydia speaking. A gentleman burglar is here, forcefully making me drown in 

the bitter truth of my life. Come quickly, I'll keep him here. 

ALFRED: Put that down and I'll go away. No need to call the cops. 

LYDIA: I never dialed, just warming up. I'm a potential actress myself; you fell for it, 

didn't you? A companion as well, potentially. Henry shall fill up my evening. 

ALFRED: Again, I'm sorry. 

LYDIA: A recurring motif with you. 

ALFRED: What is? 

LYDIA: Women don't like men who keep on saying they're sorry. 

ALFRED: So what do you say when you're sorry? 

LYDIA: It's your fault. Always blame it on the woman, she feels guilty anyway. 

ALFRED: With your permission, Lydia, I shall not take that advice. I shouldn't have 

barged in the way I did, and expect you to remember after fifteen years. [Turns 

to exit.] 

LYDIA: Ah... 

ALFRED [stops]: After several years, right... Sorry.... 

[LYDIA looks pointedly at him.] 

ALFRED: Not sorry... not sorry.... Leaving.... [Turns to exit.] 

LYDIA: I do remember. 

ALFRED [stops]: really? 

LYDIA: You. Vaguely. By that stand. Singing. 

ALFRED [comes back near her]: You stopped and listened to me. You told me it was 

your birthday. 

LYDIA: Nothing to be proud of. 

ALFRED: told me you were living with your parents. 

LYDIA: We broke up. They moved elsewhere, I moved here. 

ALFRED: Do you visit them? 

LYDIA: Every day. They keep a place for me right beside them. 

ALFRED: I'm sorry. 

LYDIA: Yet again? 

ALFRED: I mean, sympathize. 
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LYDIA: You never knew them. 

ALFRED: I know you. And I sympathize, I really do. 

LYDIA: Well, now that you've taken me that low, to the prostitution of truth, let's 

admit it, Alfred; all our big cities are but geographical gaps in a continuous 

sequence of cemeteries. They're the majority. We are but a trembling minority 

deluding ourselves we might be saved. 

ALFRED: It's interesting to live, though. 

LYDIA: Your chance to be saved is nonexistent either. 

ALFRED: I turn my back to statistics, as long as there are dreams, and ample time to 

fulfill them. And you're, after all, a dreamer... 

LYDIA: This dreamer lives inside an equilateral triangle; this house, the cemetery and 

her unfulfilled potential. Sleeping and dreaming. The problem arises when no 

one's out there to fulfill it with. 

ALFRED: I'm here. 

LYDIA: You can't even sleep. 

ALFRED: You remember... 

LYDIA [after a slight pause]: You look like a person who doesn't sleep...a woman 

was waiting for you. 

ALFRED: You remember that as well. 

LYDIA: No. That's simply the conversation running its course. 

ALFRED: Was and gone away. 

LYDIA: Gone like my parents? 

ALFRED: Wanted me to change my profession. 

LYDIA: What did she want you to do? 

ALFRED: Her dad was a senior at the Garbage Collecting Department. 

LYDIA: Wanted you to be a wage slave. 

ALFRED: A street singer's at least independent. 

LYDIA: And since then, any women? 

ALFRED: Many have come and gone. 

LYDIA: Never to remain... 

 

[Silence.] 
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ALFRED [comes near the closet]: I wish to propose something. 

LYDIA: You deepen your presence in my house. Your pain of separation will be 

stronger. Henry should come in any minute now, I'm not even dressed yet. 

ALFRED [turns towards the bedroom]: I'll wait for you under the bed. I'll be like 

fresh beddings waiting to replace the used ones. 

LYDIA: Under the bed? According to plan, there's a good chance Henry and I, 

following the café... 

ALFRED [stops]: You're right, you're right. [Turns to the closet.] I'll wait for you 

here, in the closet. I'll be like clothing after laundry, waiting for their turn to 

replace the sweaty ones. 

LYDIA: I can't quite figure out your logic. According to plan... 

ALFRED: I clearly see I'm not according to plan. Some things go unplanned. You 

have to learn to accommodate. 

LYDIA: Accommodate you... 

ALFRED: Waiting for you inside the closet... 

LYDIA: While I change my towel into something more appropriate...? 

ALFRED: After that. After you dress, I'll go inside the closet... 

LYDIA: And I shall promptly follow Henry to the café. 

ALFRED: And I'll wait for you here. Quietly. 

LYDIA: And when I come back with Henry... 

ALFRED: And say goodbye to him... 

LYDIA: What if I don't? 

ALFRED: Once you say goodbye... [Pause.] You're bound to say goodbye eventually. 

LYDIA: When Henry leaves, you'll be waiting for me... 

ALFRED: Exactly. 

LYDIA [after a pause]: A woman doesn't know how to play two men like that. Her 

conscience... 

ALFRED: He won't find out. 

LYDIA: Perhaps that's your way of living, self humiliation. I can't be a part of that. 

ALFRED: Not humiliation, it  doesn't get any better - singing you a birthday song. 

LYDIA: You came here to sing me a birthday song? 
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ALFRED: Admit it isn't according to Henry's plan. 

LYDIA: It isn't according to Henry's payment. 

ALFRED: Obviously, as I come with a song and a voice ready. Henry should pay for 

these. 

LYDIA: Henry does pay, but not for these. 

ALFRED: Henry pays? 

LYDIA: For fulfilling one of his dreams. And it isn't a birthday song. 

ALFRED: So Henry's a... 

LYDIA: Right. 

 

[Pause.] 

 

ALFRED [turns towards the exit; stops]: I'm willing to pay to sing you a birthday 

song. 

 LYDIA: You don't go and throw your pity at a woman's face like that. 

ALFRED: Not pity; a choice. [Extends both hands.] Henry pays. Henry pays. 

LYDIA [smiling]: For a street singer who makes up his songs as he goes along, you're 

extremely unoriginal. 

ALFRED: You remember... 

LYDIA: Suddenly, a small detail from way back then popped into my memory. 

ALFRED: I watched, and the song got written on the spot. 

LYDIA: And I stood there, listening, crying. Crying for me, not you. 

ALFRED: You were singing with me and I cried with you, remember? 

LYDIA: Don't let it go to your head. I'm saying this so you won't feel you came here 

for nothing. So you can keep something when you leave. 

ALFRED: I gather you don't choose the song. 

LYDIA: I already chose Henry. 

ALFRED: You can change that choice now. 

LYDIA: Now I must get ready for Henry. 

ALFRED: One more suggestion. 

LYDIA: You're postponing the inevitable. 
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ALFRED: Still, listen. I'll sing. If after the song you choose Henry, you'll double your 

profits. 

LYDIA: You've turned into a philanthropist. 

ALFRED: I have some savings in my pocket. 

LYDIA: And wish to spend them on me; acquitting thus your own pathetic self. 

ALFRED: And Henry, isn't that pathetic? 

LYDIA: Don't know. Don't know him yet. 

ALFRED: Being sixty, more or less, has its advantages. 

LYDIA: And one big disadvantage. 

ALFRED: If you choose to see a disadvantage, you'll find one. 

LYDIA: A woman's entitled to delude herself. 

ALFRED [about to exit]: I want you to know, that ever since that day, every autumn 

day like this one , I stood by that candy stand singing. Singing your birthday 

song, hoping you'd come join me. 

LYDIA: Fifteen years you've been keeping that note in your pocket, never coming 

here to sing. 

ALFRED: No; I did; obviously at the wrong moment. Sorry for barging in like this. 

[LYDIA looks at him pointedly.] 

ALFRED: Yes, yes, I know. Women don't like men who keep on saying they're sorry. 

But what can you do? That's the way I feel. [Exits.] 

 

~ 

 

13 

 

[ZIK comes back to stand before the open closet.] 

 

ZIK: No more telling stories. You stay here inside the closet, and I'll come back every 

day, when dad's not looking. That way, Rareson, I'll mend my relationship 

with dad. That way I can keep on telling you stories. [Pauses.] 
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 Don't be quiet, say something. I don't mean to harm you... perhaps a time shall 

come when dad understands that you and my stories threaten no one, and I can 

take you out of the closet. 

 

[Exits.] 

 

~ 

 

14 

 

[RIKA comes back, half dressed. The room is empty.] 

 

RIKA: Giyo... Giyo...! [Notices the closet doors are open; stands facing the closet.] 

GIYO [sits inside the closet on a box, painting with coal on a sheet of paper]: I 

remembered. I paint the face, not yet the body. That's how I begin making a 

sketch. [Shows her the page.] Look. 

RIKA: Who's that? 

GIYO [comes out of the closet; goes to the sofa and sits on it]: Don't you look at the 

mirror sometimes? [Goes on painting.] 

RIKA [bends down and takes one painting out of the suitcase in the closet. Comes 

near GIYO]: Look. 

GIYO [peers at the painting]: We saw it together. I told you about her. [Resumes 

painting.] 

RIKA: See how your first girlfriend resembles Daria. 

GIYO [peers at the painting once more]: Indeed there is some resemblance... 

[Resumes painting.] 

RIKA: Nearly identical. 

GIYO [after a pause]: You have something there... 

RIKA: Look at both. 

GIYO [peers at both paintings]: Interesting... 

RIKA: Both your childhood girlfriend and me, resemble Daria. 
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[GIYO resumes painting.] 

 

RIKA: You've been painting Daria all your life. 

GIYO: Or you. Or that one, whose name I can't remember. 

RIKA: No, Daria. 

GIYO [puts down the coal and paper. gets up; takes the painting from her and puts it 

back in the box; closes the closet doors behind him]: I paint you. [Returns and 

picks up the coal and paper; sits down and resumes painting.] 

RIKA: Prove it you're painting me. 

GIYO: As this room's filled with other women? 

RIKA: At least two are here. 

GIYO: Someone's lost her cheerfulness... 

RIKA: Who do you hear? 

GIYO [shuts his eyes]: Daria. 

RIKA: See? 

 

[GIYO opens his eyes and laughs.] 

 

RIKA: Whom did you hear closing your eyes? 

GIYO: Just you. You're the only one in my head. 

RIKA: Can't you feel? 

GIYO: Many things. 

RIKA: Her presence. Daria's present in this house, in this room. In your head. 

GIYO: Daria's gone. 

RIKA: Prove it. 

GIYO: That she's gone? 

RIKA: That she's not in your head. 

GIYO: How? 

 

[RIKA unbuttons a shirt button.] 

 

GIYO: Button that up now.  
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RIKA: You asked me how. 

GIYO: You scatter your sound. 

RIKA: I want you to reveal all of them. 

GIYO: The wise thing to do is to control it. 

RIKA: Control what? [Unbuttons another button.] 

GIYO: Revelation. 

RIKA: She's opened all her buttons. 

GIYO: Time after time. 

RIKA: On that day. [About to unbutton another.] 

GIYO: Don't... 

RIKA [stops]: Was naked... 

GIYO: Too early a revelation, and everything spills over. 

RIKA: Your sensors are all out now. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: Two women sharpening their teeth... 

GIYO: Just one. 

RIKA: Me or she? 

GIYO: She's dead! 

RIKA: Between your ears, she lives. 

GIYO: Is that your playground? 

RIKA: She swings on a swing, while I wait... 

GIYO: That swing's empty, come on up. 

RIKA: She's in your body, in your fingertips... 

GIYO: You wish to kill her once more. 

RIKA: Can I kill her? 

GIYO: Don't make me erase her memory. 

RIKA: Is it in color? 

GIYO: Like she used to be. 

RIKA: Me you paint with coal. 

GIYO [gets up]: The coal's used for the sketch. Color thoughts are coming back now. 

RIKA: Thanks to her memory. 

GIYO: I don't analyze. That's what's happening. 
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RIKA [comes by and spills out the colors from the cart box]: How would you 

translate my body's sound to color? 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: Which one? 

GIYO: No idea...! 

RIKA: Red? Blue? Green? 

GIYO: It's not a primary one. 

RIKA: A mixture... 

GIYO: Most probably. 

RIKA: With white? 

GIYO: It's not rational. 

RIKA: You feel it, and choose? 

GIYO: I can't explain. Don't want to. [Takes the page in his hand; goes to the colors, 

examining them one by one.] 

RIKA: How does is happen? What comes first, the nose? 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: The eyes? 

GIYO: No, no... 

RIKA: You've said the face, didn't you? So, the legs? Breasts, cunt? 

GIYO: My fingers translate the body's sound to the canvas. 

RIKA: That's too abstract. 

GIYO [takes out a brush, a wooden surface; spills a little color, mixes it]: While 

working I feel I'm revealing it. In the colors, in the composition, in the sound's 

adherence to the painted sentence. The fingers fill up the canvas! But I find 

out it's simply the first layer; then comes another. After that, and endless pit. 

[Stands in front of the canvas.] When the work's through, I realize I require a 

new painting. Then another. 

RIKA: With me you get just one chance. 

GIYO: Sit on the chair. 

RIKA [lies down on the sofa; poses a certain pose]: That's how she lay? 

GIYO [not looking at her]: Why bring her back again? 

RIKA: That's how she lay, isn't it? 
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GIYO: Sit on the chair. 

RIKA [unbuttons the rest of her shirt buttons]: Paint... 

GIYO: Not like that! 

RIKA: Why did she lay like that, Giyo? 

[GIYO holding his head.] 

RIKA: White noise again? 

GIYO: I'm frightened... 

RIKA: Of what? Me? Her...? 

GIYO: Me... 

RIKA: You can't protect me. Surely not you; she and I know that.... [A short pause.] I 

can hear her laughing at you... 

 

[Silence.] 

 

GIYO [head between his hands; not looking at her]: Once she started feeling she's 

betraying me with Opher, we took drugs. She overdid it. She couldn't get the 

measures right, and wouldn't let me come near her. Then she wanted me to 

love her like I did the 'Naked Maja'. 

RIKA: She was jealous of a painting. 

GIYO: I told her I felt nothing for the woman in the painting. That painting was 

nothing, she was everything. 

RIKA: Words cannot cancel jealousy. 

GIYO: A reproduction of the Maja was hanging here. I took a knife and cut it. Broke 

its frame. I agreed to paint her. Clothed. 

RIKA: She wouldn't. 

GIYO: Said the one I tore up was the naked one. 

RIKA: And then took off her clothes. 

GIYO: Right... 

RIKA: And...? 

GIYO: And it was over. 

RIKA: What happened before you painted her? 

GIYO: I couldn't control it. 
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RIKA: You completely lost it, took it all out on her. 

GIYO: I wasn't the one controlling it. She was. 

RIKA: What was she doing? 

GIYO [goes away from her; puts the brush and colors under the easel; takes the coal 

in his hand; about to paint on the canvas]: I won't sleep with you now. 

RIKA: Don't you start painting! Not yet! 

[GIYO starts painting.] 

RIKA: You can't change what happened. 

[GIYO paints faster.] 

RIKA: I want to experience exactly what she did. 

[GIYO slows down his hand movements to get some detail with precision.] 

RIKA: Look at me! 

GIYO [stops, looks in her eyes]: I can hear you without looking. 

RIKA: You can't paint my body without looking at it... 

[GIYO looks in her eyes.] 

RIKA: Without touching it... 

[GIYO keeps on looking in her eyes.] 

RIKA: Aren't you curious to know how my body will react to your touch? ... What 

sound it'll make? How would that sound affect the painting...? I can see it in 

your eyes... you can't fool me. You're dying to touch me! 

GIYO [looks back at the canvas]: I don't need to touch you. [Resumes painting.] 

RIKA: You're painting Daria, not me! 

 

[GIYO paints faster. RIKA comes and stands between the painting and him; holds his 

face and kisses it; lifts his shirt.] 

 

GIYO [throws the coal out of his hand]: I can't do it like that. 

[RIKA touches his body with both hands.] 

GIYO: That's jealousy of a dead woman. You're here.  

RIKA: I'll take the necessary risks... 

GIYO: I won't. 

RIKA: Now you wish to control it yourself? [Hangs on to him.] 
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[GIYO holds her and lays her down on the sofa; kisses her long; takes his face away 

from her.] 

RIKA: Without planning, without thinking... 

[GIYO presses her to the sofa, kissing her body.] 

RIKA: Completely physical... 

[GIYO kissing.] 

RIKA: Like you did with her... 

[GIYO pauses.] 

RIKA: Don't stop... 

[GIYO gets up; sits beside her.] 

RIKA [after a pause]: We'll start again. Slowly, right? We'll start slowly... [Comes to 

him, kisses and caresses him.] 

GIYO [pushes her away]: I can't... 

RIKA: The painter in the man cannot paint. The man in the painter cannot fuck. 

GIYO: If you won't shut your mouth... 

RIKA: I won't shut it... 

GIYO: You'll see what cannot means... 

RIKA: Neither a painter nor a man. 

GIYO: You twist everything around. 

RIKA: What's twisted? 

GIYO: I'd rather hurt myself than hurt again... 

RIKA: So you did hurt her... [Gets up; takes the knife in her hand and hands it over to 

GIYO.] What happened, a knife was missing from your hand? 

GIYO: She took the knife away from me. 

RIKA: You pushed the knife in her hand after you forced her to have sex with you 

and killed her. And all that while, I'm not sure exactly when, kept on painting 

her. Right? 

GIYO: It wasn't like that! 

RIKA [turns towards the exit; calls out]: Rape... He's raping me... 

GIYO: Who you're shouting to? 

RIKA: Help...! 
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GIYO: Go, join that puritan choir, they think I'm a pervert anyhow. [Pause.] What 

you're waiting for...? 

RIKA [comes back towards him]: Five years I've been waiting for this, Giyo. Never 

thought you won't find me attractive. 

GIYO: I find you more than merely attractive. 

RIKA: Prove it! [Puts the knife on the table. Pause. RIKA puts on her shoes.] 

GIYO: You go out undressed... 

RIKA: It's authentic. 

GIYO [after a pause]: Daria wouldn't have left now. 

 

[RIKA looks at him for a moment. Exits.] 

 

~ 

 

15 

 

[In the street. ZIK is standing.] 

 

ZIK [memorizing]: Vered has a perfectly normal ass, and Rik, her son, is not a falcon. 

I'm glad you have a relationship with women other than mom... [Hears steps.] 

Dad...? 

 

[ALFRED walks. Their eyes meet for a short moment. ALFRED resumes walking and 

disappears.] 

 

ZIK [keeps on searching]: Vered has a perfectly normal ass, and Rik, her son, is not a 

falcon. I'm glad you have a relationship with women other than mom... 

[Disappears.] 

 

[ALFRED walks back. RIKA walks quickly. He stops in front of her. Their eyes meet 

for a short moment. RIKA resumes walking and disappears. ALFRED watches as she 

walks away; resumes walking.] 
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~ 

 

16 

 

[LYDIA sits. A candle burns on the table in front of her. ALFRED enters.] 

 

LYDIA: We kick you away, and you come back. 

ALFRED: It was open again. 

LYDIA: And that's an invitation to enter. 

ALFRED: As per your request, I shall not say I'm sorry this time. 

LYDIA: Here's to the little joys of life. 

ALFRED: I decided to come back, knowing Henry was here. 

LYDIA: You can say Alfred Brave Heart has returned. 

ALFRED: I shall hurry up and say it, before Henry comes out of the toilet. 

LYDIA: You can take your time and say it, he isn't in the toilet. 

ALFRED: Why did he enter the closet? 

LYDIA: Not in the closet. 

ALFRED: Still in bed? 

LYDIA: No Henry in that bed. 

ALFRED: No Henry? 

LYDIA: Henry's not here. 

ALFRED: Where's Henry? 

LYDIA: Who...? 

ALFRED: I forgot... I remembered I forgot... I mean, the last time I was here, I never 

told you my true reason for coming; the main thing; that's what I remembered. 

LYDIA: Stay still. You might raise a wind and blow out my candle. Upon her thirty 

ninth birthday, a woman enters a season of uncertainty. Why do you keep on 

moving around? 

ALFRED: Because standing up, going away, coming back and standing up again... 

LYDIA: You wish to sit down? 

ALFRED: If I may. 
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LYDIA [uncertain]: Should I let you sit down... 

ALFRED: That should be a bit relaxing. Then I could stand up again without moving 

around. 

LYDIA: I feel uncertain... 

ALFRED: I can keep on standing up for a while... 

LYDIA: Don't move! Your moving around makes it seem like I have two candles 

here. With my luck, I might blow you out. What of my wish then? 

ALFRED: I do find it hard not to move, Lydia. 

LYDIA: Ah... come in, but no sitting. 

ALFRED: No sitting? 

LYDIA: Sitting is being. Walking is easier than standing, isn't it? 

[ALFRED enters slowly.] 

LYDIA: Ah... 

ALFRED: What now? 

LYDIA: Slow down, we don't want to frighten the candle. 

ALFRED: I'll shake my feet slowly, ok? 

LYDIA: You can walk around this place. That way your presence shall irritate me, 

and I'll kick you out much sooner. 

ALFRED: I'll now quickly tell you what I previously forgot. 

LYDIA: Wait... I have to feel uncertain about wishing to hear it. [Gets up.] 

ALFRED: What do you tell a woman who looks good in her clothes? 

LYDIA: I'm still having my previous uncertainty. [Pause.] I do? 

ALFRED: The dress suits you as if an artist has matched it exactly to your body. It's 

hard to tell who's complimenting who; the dress the body, or vice versa. 

LYDIA: Alfred, be brief. 

ALFRED: Your new dress' cleavage... 

LYDIA: It's not new. 

ALFRED: It looks new. 

LYDIA: I bought it for my twenty fifth birthday. 

ALFRED: Who was that happy fellow celebrating with you? 

LYDIA: A candle is a woman's best friend. 

ALFRED: A woman shouldn't be alone on her birthday. 
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LYDIA: Why didn't you call? 

ALFRED: I did, but you never answered. 

LYDIA: Why didn't you call back then, on my twenty fifth birthday? 

ALFRED: Were you expecting me? 

LYDIA: Don't let it go to your head. I've had many such birthdays since. 

ALFRED: Expecting me? 

LYDIA: See? Now your presence starts to irritate me. 

ALFRED: Why didn't you come to me since? You knew where I was. 

LYDIA: I gave you a note with a number. 

ALFRED: Thanks to your pride, we've now lost fifteen years. 

LYDIA: Because you didn't have the guts. 

ALFRED: You're right. Because I didn't have the guts. [A short pause.] But now I 

have. 

LYDIA: Now you have... 

ALFRED: Look, it's not easy on me, I've to sit down. [Sits down slowly.] Not 

disturbing the candle's sleep; sitting down, or as you say, sitting is being; I'm 

present. 

LYDIA: You're past. 

ALFRED: Forgiven past? 

LYDIA: Forgotten past. 

ALFRED: Forgotten, right; yet now, present. Looking on to the near future. 

LYDIA: A rattler who never tires... 

ALFRED: Be brief, I know. [Takes a candle and a light out of his pocket; puts the 

candle on the table and lights it.] 

LYDIA: Places one more uncertainty for me on the table. 

ALFRED: No more uncertainties. 

LYDIA: Suddenly a company for my candle. Suddenly taking care of my life for me. 

ALFRED: Just helping you out with one single uncertainty. 

LYDIA: You're the one who's made a big mess of everything. Why just one? 

ALFRED: Let's start with one; what do you say? 

ALFRED: You're asking me? Because that means one more... 

ALFRED: Now sit. 
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LYDIA: Sit... 

ALFRED: On the chair. 

LYDIA: In front of you... 

ALFRED: You by your candle... 

LYDIA: You by yours... 

ALFRED: Sit... 

LYDIA [sits]: What now? 

ALFRED: Remember that song I sang for your birthday? 

LYDIA: I remember a song.... 

ALFRED: I wish to sing it to you. 

LYDIA: I'm not sure whether I should be uncertain... 

ALFRED [sings]: Looking now at me, 

  You see a very lonely person, 

  Don't feel sorry for me, 

  Give me a little respect. 

 

  I've two reasons for dancing: 

  First, it's my birthday, 

  Second, I dance for this state, 

  From which one cannot descend any lower. 

 

[While singing, LYDIA joins him and sings along. ALFRED gets up, inviting her to 

dance; they dance. ALFRED finishes the song and bows down to her.] 

 

ALFRED: You remembered the song... 

LYDIA: That song, it has this natural flow; you can almost immediately join it. 

ALFRED: No, you remembered it as if.... 

LYDIA: As if I've been singing it every single birthday since... 

ALFRED: That's what I've been thinking. 

LYDIA: Don't let it go to your head. 

ALFRED: I sang it for you one last time.  

LYDIA: A second one. 
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ALFRED [stops]: I'm having my vocal cords removed tomorrow, by surgery. 

 

[Silence.] 

 

LYDIA [gets up]: Men. For a minute there I allowed myself to believe you were here. 

ALFRED: You've just sung with me, danced with me. I am here. 

LYDIA: You were using that loneliness and lack of expectations you've created in 

me, to come and visit me after fifteen years to die? 

ALFRED: Who said anything about dying? 

LYDIA: Why did you interrupt my monotonous loneliness, my regular sadness, my 

gray life triangle, eh? Why did you interrupt all these with uncertainties, eh? 

ALFRED: I felt I owed you this. 

LYDIA: This? A woman wishes to live fifteen years with a man before he has his 

vocal cords taken out. Does that sound like asking too much? 

ALFRED: That I cannot help anymore.  

LYDIA: [takes his candle and gives it to him.] Take your candle, take your song and 

surgery. Take everything. Don't leave a single trace behind. 

ALFRED: I place before you one last uncertainty, Lydia; you, a social figure in the 

making, with me, in a restaurant. A table and two chairs. A fancy table cloth. 

Two waiters and wine. My treat. All debts have been noted down in the debt 

column; the credit we can yet note down. We, us both, cannot plan our 

horizon; we'll plan our evening. Who knows... What do you say? You can 

even call me Henry... 

[LYDIA says nothing.] 

ALFRED: Feel uncertain, I've patience... 

 

~ 

 

17 

 

[ZIK is walking in the street, mumbling. RIKA walks towards him. ZIK looks at her 

for a short moment. Both go their own ways.] 
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~ 

 

18 

 

[GIYO sits on the sofa, the knife held in one of his hands. The other hand has the 

letter from RIKA. After a short while, RIKA appears standing in the entrance, her 

shirt unevenly buttoned. Upon her entrance, GIYO puts the knife to his throat.] 

 

GIYO: That's the way it was. 

 

[RIKA steps one step towards him. GIYO extends himself making the attached knife 

more prominent. RIKA stops.] 

 

GIYO: She lay, posing like the Maja, putting the knife to her throat. Threatening me 

she'll cut herself if I come any closer. Paint, she said. When we slept together, 

I felt her powers running out. I can't paint, I told her, you're running out, not 

allowing me to help you. She said, you can't help me. I know all these years 

you've painted need, painted yearning, dependence, lust, needing. Now, she 

said, paint your love to me. I painted, listening to nothing. She heard me. 

Heard it all. The fear and that passion, from the ears down to the fingers, to the 

canvas. Her breath became heavier as I painted her, smearing and making it 

precise, becoming addicted to her, on canvas. As she died more and more. 

When I was through painting I looked at the canvas. She was there in full, as 

she's never been before. Beauty and death, the sounds of the body and the 

blood which isn't there yet, all arranged with essential rigor. Only then, only 

then... I really wanted to save her. And then the blood... when I came close to 

her... with my two hands smeared in paint, trying to stop the streams, the flow. 

Her body trembled. Her eyes held a smile. Read the letter, she said. [Pause. 

Waves the letter.] these are not the words she's written. She didn't die for me. 

She's been ill. For many years. A disease, like a small insect eating her inside 

for years; a winged insect. Expanding, widening till the space becomes 
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impossible. Not inside her body; inside her soul, or whatever you call what's 

not a body. A moth. Throughput the years I've been hearing its wings. 

Bragging of my sensitivity, of my ability to hear what's beyond sight. Only 

when I was through painting her, just before she died, did I realize I was 

hearing myself. My own reflection in her. I was the moth. She let me enter, 

lovingly. I, in return, flew inside her. Eating her up; spitting out into the 

canvas. Eating and spitting. She took care of me. I grew inside her. As I grew 

as a painter, she ran out. Till she died. 

RIKA: You didn't murder her... 

GIYO [waves the letter]: Not the way the cops, the judge, the general public mean. 

But she died because of me. I drew away all her powers, till she was left with 

none to look after herself. 

RIKA: I read the letter she wrote. It was her choice. 

GIYO: Why did you come? 

RIKA: I was both attracted to you and despised you in a way that drove me crazy. 

With every step I made; meeting you there, the letters, living here, I tried to 

keep you away from me. Kept hoping we'd meet, that we'd share the same 

apartment, and I'll only be able to despise you. 

GIYO: And the research? The professor? 

RIKA: My attempts at explaining things rationally to myself. To get to know you 

without admitting my feelings. 

GIYO: Compassion? 

RIKA: Don't know... 

GIYO: Pity...? 

RIKA: Not pity! 

GIYO: Why did you say feelings? 

RIKA: Because I have... 

GIYO: What...? 

RIKA: I can't hope to take her place. That's what you're asking for isn't it? She fills up 

every space in you. She's so present... 

GIYO: You too, are so present...! 

RIKA: Can you love me? 
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[GIYO allows the letter to fall down from his hands; lets go of the knife; holds his 

head in his hands. RIKA comes near him.] 

 

RIKA: That was nothing, Giyo. A fleeting moment to prove myself someone's 

attracted to me. But I paid for that, and with your money, so it's not much of a 

proof. 

[GIYO says nothing.] 

RIKA: I know she's here and I'm the other woman. 

GIYO: It's not that... 

RIKA: What is it then? 

GIYO [raises his head to listen]: I can hear his wings inside you as well... yours... 

mine... the moth's... 

 

[Pause.] 

 

RIKA: With me it won't be the same. You needn't paint me. 

GIYO: Creation. Reality. The woman on the canvas. the woman in front of me. And 

all that listening... 

RIKA: I stay here. 

GIYO: I won't allow you to keep anything for yourself. [Pause.] Open your suitcase 

and take out the letters you've written me.  

 

[RIKA goes to the suitcase, opens it and takes out a pack of letters.] 

 

GIYO: Read from the top letter. 

RIKA: I know what I've written... 

GIYO: It's been a long while. 

[RIKA opens up the top letter; reads.] 

GIYO: Out loud. 
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RIKA: That will, to help people who have inside their soul, or whatever you call that 

which isn't a body, one knot after another, a whole web of knots, that will is 

the one that keeps me going. 

GIYO: Submit your work to Charles and go to India. When you return, open yourself 

a clinic and treat them, those with the knots. You'll be an excellent doctor; and 

that's from one who's chronically knotted, right? 

 

[RIKA looks at him; goes to her suitcase and puts her letters in it; takes out clothes.] 

 

GIYO: Rika... Try to do it better this time; the buttons. 

 

[RIKA dresses facing away from him. GIYO lies down on the sofa resting his head on 

the pillow, knife in hand.] 

 

~ 

 

19 

 

[At home.] 

 

ZIK: When I came back home, dad was sitting on the sofa. Each eye held a tear in it. I 

thought he was crying for being worried about No-Ass-Vered and Rik, but he 

nearly strangled me dead with his hug.  

 Don't you do that ever again, he said.  

 I told him Vered has a normal ass and Rik her son... [Pause.] He stopped me. 

 I'm sorry he said. Next time I like someone, you'll have to like her too. 

 Her son as well, I said.  

 Her son as well. And you can keep that imaginary friend of yours in the closet. 

Just promise, said dad, to tell your stories to no one but him... [Pause.] and 

me. 

 

~ 
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EPILOG 

 

[In the street.] 

 

LYDIA and ALFRED [come hand in hand. ALFRED makes her dance and they both 

sing]: I've two reasons for dancing: 

 First, it's my birthday... 

 

[The street goes dark. They keep on dancing and singing.] 

 

[In the closet.] 

 

ZIK: I went inside the closet to tell Rareson, but couldn't find him. And so I woke you 

up. Happily, just as Rareson disappeared, you were looking for a new friend 

and fell asleep in my closet. Want to meet dad? I think he'll really like your 

name, Foundson.  

 

[In the room.] 

 

[RIKA finishes dressing. She goes to GIYO who's sleeping on the sofa; pulls the knife 

from his hand and puts it on the table. When she sits beside him, she notices the 

painting for the first time. She looks at it for a long time.] 

 

[All lights lighting the street, the closet and the room fade out.] 

 

~ 

THE END 


