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Scene One

[Music. A theatre foyer. ANNA enters, fanning herself. A moment later, DMITRY enters, behind her. He touches her shoulder, she turns around, sees him and starts. The music swells, all but drowning their conversation]

ANNA.    Oh, God have mercy on me!... I can't believe it.

DMITRY.  Anna, my darling. I had to see you, I had to. 

ANNA.    It's a dream. I'm dreaming. It can't be.

DMITRY.  My love. 

[Tries to embrace ANNA. She moves away in panic]

ANNA.    No, not here. 

DMITRY.  Where, then?

ANNA.    Nowhere. Please go.

DMITRY.  But I love you. I want you.

ANNA.    You're mad. Leave me. Please. 

DMITRY.  No, never.

ANNA.    If you love me...

DMITRY.  I love you. I love you more than any man could ever love a woman. Do you want me to shout it from the stage of this theatre?

ANNA.    I'm going to faint. 

ANNA almost collapses .DMITRY tries to support her, she pushes him away. The music fades and we can hear them talking in hushed, nervous tones]

DMITRY.  I'm sorry, Forgive me, Anna.

ANNA.    Don't touch me, please. 

[Gets up, breathless, shaking] 

I can get up on my own.

DMITRY.  No one can see us here.

ANNA.    Of course they can. Look.

DMITRY.  Where?

ANNA.    At the top of the stairs.

DMITRY.  Just a couple of kids.

ANNA.    They're staring at us. Don't come near me.

DMITRY.  This is a theatre foyer. People meet here and chat. We're just chatting. How did you like the first act, madam? 

ANNA.    How have you managed to find me here tonight?

DMITRY.  I put two and two together. You always go to first nights at the theatre.

ANNA.    You've been watching the opera?

DMITRY.  I'm up in the balcony. I could see you in the stalls below. Row five.

ANNA.    [Weakly] That's right.

DMITRY.  When I saw you getting up, I went downstairs. I didn't have to look for you for long. 

ANNA.    You followed me.

DMITRY.  You were on your own, looking sad and drawn. I touched you shoulder.

ANNA.    You gave me such a start.

DMITRY.  I had no choice. I couldn't write to you and say I was coming.

ANNA.    Oh, God, no.

DMITRY.  Does he suspect?

ANNA.    No... I mean, maybe... I don't know. I'm so confused now. You shouldn't have come here.

DMITRY.  Aren't you pleased to see me?

ANNA.    Of course I am. I mean, not really. I've been trying so hard to forget you.

DMITRY.  How could you?

ANNA.    [Smiles wryly] I couldn't. I tried, for your sake, too. But I couldn't.

DMITRY.  Not for my sake.

ANNA.    Haven't you tried to forget me?

DMITRY.  I couldn't chase you out of my mind.

ANNA.    I tried so hard. And now you've spoilt everything by turning up here... like a ghost from the past. Please let me go back to my seat.

DMITRY.  We must talk. We must.

ANNA.    No, please. It's all over. All over. It hurts, but it's over. Good bye, Dmitry. I love you - and goodbye.

DMITRY.  I'm staying at the Station Hotel. Room twelve. I'll meet you there after the opera.

ANNA.    You are mad! As always.

[Walks away]

DMITRY.  Come tomorrow morning. I am catching the afternoon train to Moscow.

ANNA.    [Stops in her tracks. Speaks softly] My husband has been saying to me, 'Ever since you came back from Yalta, you've been so... I didn't know what to say. I couldn't bring myself to... be with him... I told him... I was suffering from a... a...

DMITRY.  [cynically] Slight gynaecological problem.

ANNA.    Yes. You must have come across quite a number women in a similar situation.

DMITRY.  I love you as I've never loved any other woman. Do you belive me?

ANNA.    I do. All the more reason for refusing to let him... Let me go now, please.

DMITRY.  Wait. Tell him you want to see Kalinsky. Dr Kalinsky, the best specialist in Moscow. The sooner the better. And when you get to Moscow, look me up right away. Stay at this hotel...

[Surreptitiously hands ANNA a piece of paper]

Send a messenger to my bank. You remember which one it is. With a message: 'The meeting with the German representatives will take place at three o'clock'... or four... or whatever time suits you. I shall see you in your room.

ANNA.    You're insane.

DMITRY.  Will you come to Moscow?

ANNA.    I can't. I mustn't. I want to, but I can't, really.

DMITRY.  Anna

ANNA.    I'll must go back or he'll start to fret.

DMITRY.  Anna, you are my air, my water, my food. Remember?

ANNA.    What's his name? The specialist?

DMITRY.  Dr Kalinsky. 

[ANNA goes out. To himself] 

I love her so much. It's amazing. I feel like a schoolboy, in love for the first time. How did I drift into all this?  I let a summer holiday flirtation, a game, a flash-in-the-pan adventure strike root in the depths of my soul and take it over completely. I, who used to value my freedom above all, have been thrown into a cell with no door or window or key, in a prison called 'love'.  I used to control my feelings, I could always make love to women without loving or falling in love. And treat  women as an 'inferior race', or animals, taming them, like circus tigers, training them to play amusing tricks. Now the tamer is tamed and it is he who is made to perform absurd turns: on the spur of the moment I take a train from Moscow to this provincial backwater. I book into the local dosshouse. I stand for hours outside her house. I go to the local theatre and sit through the first half of a dreadful performance of Prince Igor, I follow her to the foyer. I touch her shoulder and give her a nasty turn. I want to  kiss her. I could ruin her with a kiss, but I don't care. Love is cruel; it destroys its victims. 

[Chuckles softly] 

Like a schoolboy... A stupid, inexperienced, simple, pimply-faced schoolboy... And it all began with nothing - a rumour, a whiff of idle gossip. 'A young woman - neither ugly, nor pretty - has arrived in Yalta and been spotted on the promenade. She wears a red beret and a little Pomeranian dog follows her everywhere. A woman with a little dog...'          

Blackout

Scene Two

[The stage is divided into two sections. On the left is a corner of ANNA'S room. On the right, a room in DMITRY'S apartment in Moscow. the lights cross-fade from one area to the other,  according to the action. She is in her dressing gown and   speaks to her husband, next door]

ANNA.    Darling, can you hear me? About this trouble I've been having with... er... this unpleasant pain... Well, I think I ought to see a specialist about it. In Moscow. Have you heard what I said?... No, it doesn't matter.

The lights cross-fade to DMITRY.  He is wearing a smoking-jacket and speaks quietly, to himself]

DMITRY.  A beret and a Pomeranian dog. And the sea, the endless murmur of the waves. The rocks. The soft sand under our feet. The sea-gulls. The cool breeze. A young woman, alone in Yalta. Easy, so easy. Like others before her, who yielded with only token resistance. Bored wives... Easy. 

[Laughs quietly] 

And I, the ruthless Casanova, fell for her. Like a sixteen year old. Now, I can't live without her. I dream of her in bed with her husband and feel like killing myself. And, yet, there's nothing special about her, She isn't a great beauty, or a brilliant wit. I found her conversation downright silly: chirping away about nothing in particular, skipping from one subject to another with no rhyme or reason. She's a silly little thing, I told myself again and again, as I was falling for her, deeper and deeper. Yes, love is blind. In my case, it's deaf and dumb as well.

[Chuckles. Turns darkly serious] 

If she doesn't turn up in Moscow soon, to see Dr Kalinsky, I shall go back to her provincial town. Armed with a gun. I'll confront her husband. I'll tell him the truth about us: the sea, the waves, her room in the white house on the cliff, our affair. No, our love. Blind, deaf and dumb love. Of course, it would be a ruthless thing to do. I can see the pain on his face... But I won't relent. He will challenge me to a duel and kill me. No, I have a better idea: I shall kill him. Then I'll run away with her. To Italy. There will be music all day long and her conversation, chirpy, skippy, endless, about nothing in particular. And we shall run away, abroad and be happy... No, I can never give up my children. Never.

[The lights cross fade to ANNA'S room]

ANNA.    [Calls out] Darling... I think I must do something about that... condition... I plan to go to Moscow... next week. To see Dr Kalinsky. Have you heard of him? 

[Angrily] 

Of course it isn't serious, but I don't want to neglect it... No, I prefer to go on my own and you've got all those new reports to do. I'll be safe. Just as safe as I was in Yalta. I'll be staying at the 

[reads from the card given her by DMITRY] 

'Palace Hotel'. Do you know it? It's supposed to be among the best. Highly recommended... I won't need that much money...

[Curtly] 

All right, if you insist, but I'll bring most of it back. You are very generous,,, 

[Troubled by the deceit, bitterly] 

To lie like this... Even to him... The shame of it. I'm doing it for you, Dmitry. You are my angel and my demon. I cannot exorcise you out of my heart. I have tried to forget you. I even tried to find good points in my husband. In time, I could have succeeded. I would have lived from one boring day to the next until you would have become a faded memory. And then, in the foyer of the theatre, you touched my shoulder and I knew that even if I lived to be a hundred, your memory could never fade.  Please don't think ill of me. I'm not frivolous. I've never betrayed my husband. That is I had never. Until you came along. And what we did, you and me, wasn't, strictly speaking, betrayal. How can you 'betray' a man like him? A dummy! He is so pompous, in his uniform. So uninspiring. All his underlings are scared of him and fawn on him. If only they knew how scared he is, of his superiors. And how he fawns on them. like a dog. 

[Smiles] 

And I still don't know what his duties are, exactly.

[Plaintively] 

Oh, Dmitry, if you only knew... My life here is a prison. Only our love, our beautiful, eternal love, can set me free. Has set me free. Do you remember how free we felt in Yalta? I think my little doggie remembers you. He learnt to like you, in the end, didn't he? Now his eyes are sad, as if he misses you. Yes, he was definitely happier in Yalta. I'm so grateful to my little doggie, because it was thanks to him that you and I first met. He was our matchmaker. Do you remember the first thing I ever said to you? I bet you don't. It was so silly. I said, 'He doesn't bite'. 

[Giggles] 

Yes, that was what I said, exactly. 'He doesn't bite'. We were sitting in the pavilion. You at one table and I at another. You tried to give my doggie a cube of sugar. He growled. I said to you, 'He doesn't bite'. And that was how we fell in love...

[The lights cross fade to DMITRY'S room]

DMITRY.  The 'inferior race'... They used to fall for me, surrender without pangs of conscience. Cultured, sophisticated, flirtatious, tired with their husbands. Women who were good at being bad, who were expert at cheating, who behaved as if there was no tomorrow, as if only the present mattered because it was sweet, exciting, passionate. I used to love that sort of 'love'. Undemanding, soothing. What a transformation in such a short time. 'He doesn't bite'. Her first words to me.

Chuckles. His manner suddenly changes, calls out to his wife next door, angrily] 

hat is it? Yes, yes, I'm going to bed. In a minute. No, I haven't been drinking 'all evening'. No, no, everything is fine in the bank. I'll be with you in a minute. 

[To himself] 

I detest her with all my heart. 

[Very bitterly] 

With all my bitter heart. If only we didn't have the children... I'd up and leave tomorrow. I'd go to Italy. I'd give everything up: my two houses, my position in the bank, everything. Italy... I'd sit all day in the sun, drinking cool, sparkling wine, singing away. I'd be an opera singer at last. The dream of my youth. 

[Sings softly] 

La donna ea mobile, com'fiume i'vento... The dream of youth; to become a great opera singer. 

[Passionately] 

Anna, please come back to me. Make me happy. 

[Shouts] 

Yes, I'm coming!

[Chuckles, speaks softly]

He doesn't bite...

Blackout

Scene Three

[The beach in Yalta. ANNA, barefooted, and DMITRY are walking along on the sand, obviously very much in love with each other and happy. Their conversation is punctuated by gales of laughter]  

    ANNA.    There I was, sitting quietly in the pavilion restaurant, enjoying my pudding ... when the... ahem... handsome gentleman at the next table turns to me with the words, 'Pardon me, madam, but does your little dog bite?'

DMITRY.  Rubbish. I said noting, just tried to make the dog eat a lump of sugar. You spoke to me first.

ANNA.    Are you trying to tell me that I picked you up?

DMITRY.  Absolutely. You took the first step. You chased me. Moreover, you've been chasing me ever since. And so it should be, I am used to being pursued by pretty women half my age.

ANNA.    You conceited so-and-so. It was you who took the first step. 

DMITRY.  With the dog. I picked the dog up and then you picked me up.

ANNA.    I did, did I?

DMITRY.  Yes, you did. didn't she, doggie? 

[Makes a growling sound] 

Hear that? He agrees with me. You are in the minority.

ANNA.    And you are mad.

DMITRY.  You know I am rabid with love. And little wonder. You tried to eat me alive.

ANNA.    Liar!

DMITRY.  Don't you remember biting me?

ANNA.    Never!

DMITRY.  Oh, yes, you did. Oh, yes, yes, yes.

ANNA.    When did I?

DMITRY.  I'll tell you when. 

[Grabs ANNA, whispers in her ear]

ANNA.    Rubbish.

DMITRY.  It's the bitter truth. And also... 

[Whispers in her ear]

ANNA.    [Laughs] You are nothing but a... a...

DMITRY.  But what? A dirty old man, perhaps?

ANNA.    Yes, that's a good description.

DMITRY.  [Assuming the posture and voice of a doddering old man] Yes, a very, very, very dirty, filthy randy old, old, old man. Anna, my child, a kiss, please.

ANNA.    [Jokingly] You make me sick.

DMITRY.  You are so cruel. The young are ruthless. Like love itself. 

[Grabs ANNA, kisses her. She laughs]

ANNA.    Stop! You lunatic! People can see us.

DMITRY.  Let them.

ANNA.    Let them?!

DMITRY.  This is Yalta. Everybody is supposed to make love here. 

[ANNA laughs] 

Especially if they are married. 

[ANNA breaks away, sullen] 

Not necessarily to each other. 

[ANNA fails to appreciate the humour] 

Joke. I was joking. Can't you take a joke?

ANNA.    It isn't that. I've had a letter this morning.

DMITRY.  From him? He is joining you here after all.

ANNA.    No.

DMITRY.  This is great.

ANNA.    He can't leave his office. He has to write 'a long report' for his 'superiors'. Something to do with the 'state of the roads' in our district.

DMITRY.  There must be hundreds of roads to report on. It would take him months and months to finish his work.

ANNA.    He wants me to go back home. Right away.

DMITRY.  Surely you are not going to be jump up and do what he tells you. You're not his dog.

ANNA.    I've sent for my ticket. I'm leaving tomorrow morning.

DMITRY.  You never asked me.

ANNA.    I'm not your dog, either.

DMITRY.  [Hurt] Thank you.

ANNA.    No, Dmitry, don't feel hurt. You've been so kind, considerate and understanding. I don't want to upset you. This is why I must go now. We've known from the start that our happiness couldn't last, except as a memory in our hearts. Let's not spoil everything at the last minute.

DMITRY.  You could stay another month... If you wanted to. Another fortnight.

ANNA.    I do want to. I do. But can't you see that the longer we stay together, the harder it will be to part.

DMITRY.  Stay another week, then.

ANNA.    Even a week would be fatal.

DMITRY.  So tonight's our last time together.

ANNA.    Tonight I have to pack and get some rest. The journey home is so long, tedious and tiring.

DMITRY.  I suppose your husband will have a nice anniversary present with which to welcome you back into his arms.

ANNA.    I can't bear it when you speak with such bitterness.

DMITRY.  Will you be happy with him?

ANNA.    And you with her?

DMITRY.  I'm thinking of my children.

ANNA.    [Dryly] Yes, of course.

DMITRY.  If it weren't for them...

ANNA.    [Curtly] I know. We've been through all this before. I do understand.

DMITRY.  Anna... 

[Takes a step towards her]

ANNA.    No, please don't try to make me change my mind.

DMITRY.  Why don't we meet again next summer?

ANNA.    It wouldn't be the same. And so much could happen between now and then. People change. You, I - we all change. And seldom for the better.

DMITRY.  Rubbish. Penny philosophy. You're looking for excuses.

ANNA.    Of course I am. If you had to leave for home... if a child had fallen ill... I would have understood... Smile. I want to see you smiling. Your face will stay in my memory like a photograph. 

[Takes a few steps, stops]

We must part forever, because we shouldn't have met in the first place. 

[Goes out]

DMITRY.  [With a wry smile] So ends another adventure, another episode in a life of boredom. This is one of those things that are supposed to be the spice of life, but only show up life as a meaningless trip from nowhere to nowhere. She gave herself up to me completely, with all her defences down, like a true woman. Was I worthy of such absolute trust? I did my best, but, as always, held back, as if afraid to lose my objectivity, my irony. In this respect, I deceived and wronged her and feel sorry for her.

Blackout

Scene Four

[Music. when the light go on again, ANNA is in her room, stage left, and DMITRY is seen on the opposite side. They both pace up and down in their respective rooms. After a short while, the music fades]

ANNA.    Dmitry, Dmitry, my darling... I can't forget you. I'm trying. Trying so hard. If you only knew...

DMITRY.  Damn it! I think I've fallen desperately in love with her!

ANNA.    The train was crowded, but I felt only solitude. People spoke to me and I couldn't hear what they were saying. The landscape shot past my window like a dream: the endless plain, forests, rivers, towns, villages. The sun rose and set... the moon... the stars... the rain... Everywhere... in everything... your face appeared... the sad goodbye smile...

DMITRY.  A week after she left, I, too, packed my suitcases and took the train back home. Here, in Moscow, it was already autumn. A new cycle had begun. Every morning, I take my daughter to school. She will be twelve in the new year, a young lady. At the bank, all day, the talk is of debentures and bonds, mortgages and loans, rates of exchange and interest rates. But I can only hear passionate whispers: 'I love you, my Dmitry... Love me too... Love me...'

ANNA.    My love, I wish I could bring myself to write to you, to tell you what you mean to me. I cannot bear my... him... to come near me. I had to lie to him, in order to avoid... his attentions. I told him I was suffering from... that I had some women's complaint. Something not very dangerous but could worsen, if neglected. I had to find an excuse to avoid... his attentions. I am so lonely for you, but I must forget you, somehow. There is no other way.

DMITRY.  [Calling out, angrily] What is it?... Yes, I'm coming! In a couple of minutes. 

[Quietly, angrily, to himself] 

Damn it! Damn this life! this fake! This 'marriage'! Why does she persist on pronouncing my name 'Deemitry'. I suppose it's more... 'intellectual'.

[Sends up his wife's voice]

'We intellectuals will change the world... one day...' Pretentious blue-stocking. Just because she went to university she thinks she knows everything about everything. 

[Sarcastically] 

'Change the world... Deemitry.' Anna, I miss your lovely, innocent, refreshing, genuine, 'unintellectual' smile. Your lips, your body. Our 'unintellectual' love. I want it back...

ANNA.    I sit for hours at my piano, I read, I embroider, I go to the theatre. When I play music, I hear your laughter. I see your eyes between the lines of 'Anna Karenina'...

DMITRY.  I've never felt like this before. I'm suffocating, a prisoner without bars. If I don't see her soon, I shall surely die. What would become of my children? My three orphans of love?

[Paces the floor, stops] 

That's it! I shall take the bull by the horns! This will be more like me: resolute, objective. I shall go to her. The husband is the local big-nob in their provincial backwater; it would be easy to find them. I shall go up to her. I'll confront her. squarely. Somehow, I shall win her back.

[Calls out] 

Darling, I forgot to mention it at dinner-time, but the bank is sending me to the provinces... For a few days... 

[Impatiently] Yes, yes, I'll be back by the weekend... Yes, yes, it's a promise. 

[Dreamily] So this is their house... Quite grand, for a backwater... She's playing the piano... Schumann... I feel like a schoolboy... Like Romeo, waiting for Juliet... Someone's coming out of the house. It must be the maid. She's taking the dog for a walk. He mustn't see me. He'd bark and give the game away... My God, is that really him? He looks such an idiot. How could she have married him? He seems weak even in his uniform. No personality at all. No match for me... But where can I see her? The theatre! The first night of Prince Igor. 'One ticket, please,  circle... Thank you.' There they are... Down there, in the stalls. Fifth row. He is talking to the next to him, ignoring her. She looks bored and unhappy. She's getting up. On her own. She's going to the foyer. The foyer... There she is... I'm touching her shoulder. 

DMITRY stretches out his arm, as if to touch ANNA. She  reacts, slowly, as in a trance] 

ANNA.    Oh, my God... 

DMITRY.  I love you and nothing else matters.

ANNA.    No, no, please don't.

ANNA.    What's his name?

DMITRY.  Kalinsky. Just tell your husband you have to see the best doctor in Moscow.

ANNA.    Doctor Kalinsky.

DMITRY.  Go to the Palace hotel and send a messenger... 

[ANNA goes out]

Will she come to me, or weaken and stay with him?

ANNA appears in a circle of light. She is wearing a coat and fur hat]

ANNA.    I'd like to send a message to Mr. Dmitry Gurov at the Moscow International Bank. 'The meeting with the German delegate will take place this afternoon'.

Blackout

Scene Five

[The beach at Yalta. ANNA, wearing her beret, sits on a towel laid out on the sand, a basket beside her. DMITRY sits a couple of feet from her]

DMITRY.  So, your name is Anna... Good. I like it. It's one of my favourite names. If not the favourite. 'Anna Karenina'. Have you read it? 

[ANNA shakes her head, bashfully] 

No? It's magnificent... So, you are here in Yalta for a nice, long holiday. And you have a Pomeranian dog. Quite friendly, although he growled at me at first. Naughty, naughty dog. Still, I suppose I deserved a growl since I interrupted his mistress in the middle of her pudding. 

[Pause] 

It's a very colourful beret. Much better than a straw hat which gets blown off your head by the lightest breeze. 

[To illustrate his point, he flings his own hat a few feet away] 

Whoosh. 

[Pause. ANNA giggles] 

Do you like the sea? Of course you do, or you wouldn't be here in Yalta. I prefer Naples. That's in Italy, of course. Italy, my favourite country. Wine, song... and the women are fine, too... So I hear. Italy... Have you ever been to Italy? Get your husband to take you there, on a holiday of a lifetime. You are married, aren't you? 

[ANNA nods, bashfully] 

I could tell, by your wedding ring. 

[Takes ANNA'S hand. She withdraws it, embarrassed] 

You see how clever I am.  

[ANNA giggles] 

Now tell me, do you remember my name? I told it you in the restaurant... only a short time ago. For you?  Eh?... Eh?... Dmitry. Although some... people insist on calling me 'Deemitry', just because it's more 'intellectual'. 

[ANNA giggles] 

I agree. I am Dmitry and not Deemitry. Every time someone calls me Deemitry, I begin to shake. 

[Demonstrates by shaking his hands. ANNA giggles] 

Now you try it. Deemitry. Go on, don't be shy, Mrs Anna... Come on, be brave. Go on, be brave. Dee...

ANNA.    [Bashfully] ...mitry.

DMITRY.  Bravo! Go on. Try it again. I'll give a you a medal for it.

ANNA.    Dmitry.

DMITRY.  She speaks. And I shake. 

[Shakes his hands vigorously]

ANNA.    [Laughs] I think you're mad.

DMITRY.  Of course I am. Aren't you?

[Pause]

Pardon?... Have you said something? 

[ANNA shakes her head, giggles] 

This is unfair. We've known one another for almost an hour. I've told you all about myself: my family, my work at the bank, my holiday plans. All I know about you is that you are married, live in a town a hundred miles east of Moscow and that your name is Anna. Apart from that, nothing at all. Are you by any chance the strong silent type?

ANNA.    [Speaking quickly, brightly] In fact, I'm considered to be a maddening chatterbox. At home, at school, everywhere, they used to say, 'Here comes the Maddening Chatterbox.' Now my husband's complaining, too. You see, he's one of those people who hate being idle for a single day. He brings his work home with him and after dinner sits down to write his reports. If I didn't drag him out to the theatre from time to time...Do you like the theatre? I love it... If I didn't drag him, we wouldn't go out at all. We go to all the first nights.

DMITRY.  In the sticks?

ANNA.    Oh, we have a beautiful new theatre, with a marble staircase and columns and a blue velvet curtain. We go to all the first nights. I adore the theatre, the opera, the ballet. Don't you? Well, anyway, we've been married five years... yes, five years exactly. Our anniversary is in two weeks' time. Well, at home, if I want to talk to him after dinner, about anything at all, he says, 'You are a chatterbox. Stop being a chatterbox and let your husband do his work. It's important.' Don't you think he overdoes it? Of course he does. I tell him it's bad for his health. But does he listen to me? Does he?

DMITRY.  Does he?

ANNA.    Not really. He has his position to keep up.

DMITRY.  I see. What is it? His position?

ANNA.    I'm not quite sure. He is a government official.

DMITRY.  I see... Local or Central?

ANNA.    [After some hesitation] I haven't the slightest idea. I've never asked him.

DMITRY.  What's his department?

ANNA.    I don't know.

DMITRY.  This is incredible. 

[They laugh] 

But do you know... if you have any children?

ANNA.    I do. I mean, we don't. 

[Quietly, seriously] 

We have no children.

DMITRY.  I didn't mean to...

ANNA.    That's all right... I did manage to persuade him to spend a holiday with me, here in Yalta. But at the very last minute he decided to stay at home.

DMITRY.  [Feigning sympathy] What a shame.

ANNA.    Yes, because of an inspection. His 'presence' is 'indispensable' at the 'inspection'. That's why.

DMITRY.  I see. So here we have an attractive young lady, in a spectacular beret, all alone, away from home, in merry Yalta.

ANNA.    I'm not 'all alone'. I have my doggie with me, to keep me company.

DMITRY.  Hopefully your husband will join you here in a couple of weeks.

ANNA.    Oh, yes. I'm looking forward to it.

DMITRY.  You could celebrate your wedding anniversary in merry Yalta.

ANNA.    That's right.

DMITRY.  And he'll give you a nice present.

ANNA.    He's always nice on our anniversaries.

DMITRY.  Only then?

ANNA.    [Laughs] He has more time on our anniversaries.

DMITRY.  Unless there's an inspection.

ANNA.    [Laughs] That's right.

DMITRY.  And how is the woman in the beret, with the little doggie, going to pass the time between now and the arrival of her husband who is nice when he has the time?

ANNA.    I don't know.

DMITRY.  [Laughs] You don't know...

ANNA.    What do you do here to pass the time?

DMITRY.  I do what everybody else does. Absolutely nothing! We go to bed at all hours of the night. We get up at all hours of the day. And in between we just bore ourselves to slumber.

ANNA.    Sounds perfect.

DMITRY.  I agree. Sitting here, watching the waves, with a pretty young lady, is the most boring...bliss I can think of.

ANNA.    Thank you. I'm enjoying it, too. May I yawn?

DMITRY.  Be my guest. Let's do it together.

[They yawn, laugh]

Moral, there's a great difference between getting bored alone and in company. 

[Moves closer to ANNA] 

I have a brilliant idea. Tomorrow we lunch again at the pavilion. But this time, at the same table. Then we'll come back here to make sure that the Black sea is still blue. After sunset, I'll walk the dog - and you - back to your room and on the way I'll explain the sky to you. Here, I'll say, is Mars. There, is Jupiter. And over there - Venus... the goddess of love. Well, is it a date. 

[Pause] 

It is. Good...good.

Blackout

Scene Six

[The lights go on almost immediately. A few days have elapsed since the previous scene. ANNA and DMITRY are at the same spot as before. She sits on the towel, reading a book. He is throwing pebbles at the sea]

DMITRY.  So what are we reading this evening 'Anna Karenina'?

ANNA.    [Giggles] No.

DMITRY.  What then?  

[ANNA holds the book up for DMITRY to see the title] 

'The Blossoms of Love'. Very romantic, I'm sure.

ANNA.    It's a beautiful story. I like gypsies.

DMITRY.  Oh, I see. There are gypsies in it.

ANNA.    It's all about gypsies.

DMITRY.  And love blossoming. 

ANNA.    It's very good. Very relaxing.

DMITRY.  Go on, then. Read your book. Don't mind me. I'll watch the seagulls. 

[Pause] 

Are you disappointed?

ANNA.    Pardon? Oh, the letter. He's bound to get here eventually.

DMITRY.  But I am guaranteed at least two more weeks with you, before you vanish from my life forever.

ANNA.    [Laughs] I guess so.

DMITRY.  I, too, have had a letter this morning. A charming, witty, letter.

ANNA.    [Frowning] From your wife? 

DMITRY shakes his head. There is a note of jealousy in     ANNA'S voice] 

Who, then?

DMITRY.  My daughter.

ANNA.    You're such a tease. For a moment I thought...

DMITRY.  What?  That I had a little affair on the side? I haven't. I'm not very attractive to women.

ANNA.    Fishing.

DMITRY.  I have had a letter from my wife, too. But I haven't read it yet. It can wait until tonight. Or tomorrow. I know exactly what's in it. Her letters are so predictable. 'My dear Deemitry, I am fine. My mother is spending a few weeks with us...' and so on and so forth. 

[Pause] 

But my daughter... she is simply adorable. Yes, I adore her. And spoil her terribly. I'll be the ruin of her.

ANNA.    And your wife? Don't you spoil her?

DMITRY.  If we want our chocolate drink at the pavilion before bedtime, we'd better get a move on.

ANNA.    [With a quiet intensity] Tell me.

DMITRY.  We were married when we were still at university. I was too immature, too starry-eyed... Our love... if love it was... is now a habit, no more.

ANNA.    [Tensely] Are you in love with another woman?

DMITRY.  No. I'm not. Are you in love with another man?

ANNA.    [Embarrassed] Me? Why should I... I...

DMITRY.  You love your husband as much as I love my wife. True or false?

ANNA.    What is it? A game?

DMITRY.  A game for grown-ups. 

[Pause]  

You don't have to tell me if you don't want to,

ANNA.    Our marriage was more or less arranged. I was so innocent at the time. I didn't know what I was letting myself in for. My parents persuaded me. I said 'Yes' right away. I can be quite impulsive, you know. It's too late now. I'm not happy, Dmitry. He has money. His family are rich, so we lack nothing. Except love. He struts about in his uniform with the shining buttons, terrifying his underlings. But he is even more scared of his superiors, who know his weakness and bully him. That's why he sits up half the night, slaving on his reports. Out of fear. I tell him, 'You're a cog. Nothing but a tiny cog in a big, heartless machine'. He doesn't even answer back. Because he knows I'm right. That's my husband.

DMITRY.  But do you love him?

ANNA.    [After a pause, quietly] I don't know.

DMITRY.  Your classic answer: you don't know.

ANNA.    [After a pause] Dmitry...

DMITRY.  What?

ANNA.    Nothing. 

[Pause. She gently places her hand on his arm] 

Help me.
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Scene Seven

[The same evening.  ANNA'S rented room in Yalta. She lights a candle, with trembling hands. DMITRY is standing in one corner, is very relaxed and self-assured. He looks around]

DMITRY.  It's quite a nice room. With a piano. Do you manage to practise?

ANNA.    Please be quiet. I don't want the landlady to know... I'm not alone.

DMITRY.  I'll slip out the same way we came in: on tiptoe.

ANNA.    I'd die if she sees you.

DMITRY.  Gold has very strange effect on people; it blinds then.

ANNA.    You're quite a rogue, aren't you?

DMITRY.  Everything is fair in love.

ANNA.    [Trying to cover her excitement one hearing the word love] Can I offer you something? A glass of sweet wine? There's some watermelon in the kitchen.

DMITRY.  You can offer me something sweeter than watermelon, or even sweet wine.

ANNA.    What do you mean?

DMITRY.  You. I want you. 

DMITRY puts his arms around ANNA'S waist. He begins to unbutton her blouse. At first, she doesn't resist, but when he places his hands on her breasts, she breaks away]

ANNA.    No, please, don't.

DMITRY.  As you wish.

ANNA.    It's so easy to do the wrong thing; so hard to do what is right. We must be strong and resist the temptation to... to go further.

DMITRY.  Even though I love you?

ANNA.    How can you love someone you've known for only a week? Things don't happen this way.

DMITRY.  Most people aren't lucky enough to love at all. But we are the exception. We are so right for one another that time doesn't come into it at all. If it weren't for my children, we would be on our way to Italy right this minute, to happiness.

ANNA.    It's been only a week, Dmitry.

DMITRY.  I feel I know you after a week better than I know my wife after fifteen years of marriage.

ANNA.    But think of the future. In two weeks, he will be here... and you will be gone. Russia is so vast; we shall never see each other again. We're playing with fire, Dmitry, and all that will be left in our hands will be cold ashes. Can't you see that?

DMITRY.  It's too late now to go back, Anna. I need to breathe you like air, drink you like water. Without one another, we shall die.

ANNA.    But the future...

DMITRY.  You don't think about the future in Yalta, just as you don't worry about a hangover at a party.

ANNA.    A hangover... Exactly. You and your children in Moscow. I and my rich husband in the country. A hangover...

DMITRY.  Anna, love me and let me love you. Let's breathe and drink now and take care of the future in the future.

ANNA.    How?

DMITRY.  Somehow.

ANNA.    Supposing we can't take care of it.

DMITRY.  Then the future will have to take care of itself.

ANNA.    I need time, Dmitry.

DMITRY.  I can wait.

ANNA.    Thank you.

DMITRY.  How long?

ANNA.    I don't know.

DMITRY.  [Chuckles, gently] You don't know... All right, I'll give you all the time in the world. Maybe I'll have a taste of your watermelon and sweet wine, after all.

DMITRY goes out, humming softly. ANNA, very agitated, covers her face with her hands. A moment later DMITRY is heard, off, singing to the tune of La Donna ea mobile, off] 

Oh, oh, melone... dulce melone... anche vino... dulcissimo...

[Changes tunes] 

'Drink, drink, drink, la-la...'

ANNA.    [Softly] Dmitry...

DMITRY.  [Off] What? 

[Enters, humming, glass in hand. He takes in the situation, drinks up the wine, puts the glass away and approaches ANNA. He touches her shoulder. She falls into his arms and they kiss]

ANNA.    Wait... 

[Blows the candle out]
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Scene Eight

[Five years later. A hotel room. DMITRY is on his own, getting undressed]

DMITRY.  In love, like a schoolboy... My hair is turning grey and for the first time in my life, I love a woman, truly. Remember Yalta? The games we played? The water and air we drew from one another? The fires we burnt? You were wrong, Anna. They were never ashes; they refused to die down and turned us into lunatics. I went all the way to your provincial town to touch your shoulder and claim my prize. I dreamed and everything was simple and smooth. I awoke... in the Palace hotel in Moscow and you wept. You wept - and your tears burnt into my soul like acid. The Palace Hotel, Hotel Terminus, the Bristol, the Metropole... we loved in each of them, every time you came here to see your 'specialist'. And every time we love, you weep. 

ANNA enters, in a dressing gown. She looks tense and drawn] his hotel is not a patch on the Metropole. I'll try to find a better one next time. What's the matter?

ANNA.    Nothing.

DMITRY.  [Irritated] Have you been crying.

ANNA.    I'm all right now. I'll try not to cry again. I promise. I know you don't like it when I cry. You always turn the other way and wait till it's over. I can't help thinking about the future and when I do, the tears come pouring out. Then I remember how happy I am with you and my eyes dry up. 

[Strokes DMITRY'S hair] 

Oh dear, more grey hairs.

DMITRY.  I know. I'm getting old. I look at my daughter and see a young woman. She'll be taking her final exams soon. She wants to go on to university. Get a degree, like her mother. 'How about getting married?,' I ask her. 'Oh, no. Not before I've achieved something in life. Like you, daddy.' A beautiful young lady. And my hair is going grey.

ANNA.    For five years now, we've been seeing one another like this, three or four times a year, behind locked doors, shuttered windows and curtains of lies. These hotels remind me of cemeteries where each room is a grave. 

[Wearily] 

It must be very hard for you. Perhaps we should part, for your sake.

DMITRY.  If I lose you, I lose everything. You are the first real love of my life. Do you believe me?

ANNA.    Had you said it five years ago, in Yalta, I wouldn't. At first I thought I was nothing very much to you: a skirt, a flirt, an easy summer holiday conquest. I hesitated. I struggled against falling for you. But who can fight against love and win the battle?  We made love, we were happy. It was our very secret honeymoon. Then I had to go back home. You had your duty to your children. I was sure you had forgotten me. Until you touched my shoulder... I have no right to feel unhappy. I know you love me truly. But I want us to be together, openly, and make plans, like a family. Instead, all we plan is when to meet again, and in which cemetery. Sometimes, I ask myself: Is all this a dream or is it the real world?

DMITRY.  It is real. It's the only reality in my life. Everything else - my wife, the bank, my friends - all that is an illusion. The real me is here, with you, in this 'grave', as you call it. In this 'cemetery'.

ANNA.    And the future? Can we talk about the future?

DMITRY.  Of course. We shall talk.

ANNA.    And then?

DMITRY.  Then, we shall let the future take care of the future.

[Music. Slowly, sadly, they go hand in hand to make love]

end
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