
   Scene 2                                
                                                                          
                    November 25th, night. Leon’s study.                   
                                                                          
                    Leon is writing on his laptop. He prints the          
                    text.                                                 
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Maya, Maya, lips of fire, chocolate soul with pear         
               bavarois. Gentle sin and honey spit, emeralds drop         
               from your irises.                                          
               Desert sun rays, see-through skin, scorching               
               scorpions, mulled wine.                                    
               Breasts that melt under an outstretched tongue.            
               Boots of green velvet, heels like machetes, curls of       
               arse-length, ears of pearl.                                
                                                                          
               Freud! Freud! Fraud! Fraulein!                             
                                                                          
                    Blackout.                                             
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          



                                                                          
                                                                        
                                                                          
                                   Scene 3                                
                                                                          
                    November 26th, evening. The kitchen, late             
                    dinnertime.                                           
                                                                          
                    FLORA and LEON are eating in the kitchen. MILA        
                    enters the stage, looking too dolled up for a         
                    simple family dinner in her short green dress         
                    and bright make-up. She stops outside the             
                    kitchen and watches the two from a crack in the       
                    door. They cannot see her.                            
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               I gave some clothes away to Oxfam.                         
                                                                          
                    No reaction.                                          
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               And I researched some gyms in the neighborhood.            
               There’s one right on Brixton Hill for 30 pounds a          
               month. I’ll join that one, I think. It’s got yoga          
               included, whereas the one up the street doesn’t,           
               though that one’s only 25 a month.                         
                                                                          
                    Beat.        
                                          
               What do you think?                                         
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Yep.                                                       
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Which one?                                                 
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Which one what?                                            
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               The gym!                                                   
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Yeah, you should go.                                       
                                                                          
                    Pause.                                                



                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               (resigned) So how’s the writing going?                     
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Same.                                                      
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               You were up there late last night.                         
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               And?                                                       
 
          FLORA                                                           
               Just hope you’re doing well, that’s all.                   
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               What a sudden turnaround.                                  
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Leon, let it go, it’s been two months! I love your work, you know that!                      
                                                                          
                    Beat.                   
                               
               You know that!                                             
                                                                          
                    Mila enters.                                          
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Mila!                                                      
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Oh wow! Hi.                                                
                                                                          
                    Beat.                                                 
                                                                          
               Look at you!                                               
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               Sorry I am late. I watch Frankie sleeping.                 
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Aw, how sweet! What a beautiful dress...(Touches it.)      
               Ukrainian fashion, huh?                                    
                                                                          
                    Mila looks at Leon. He looks up at Mila,              
                    lingers, then looks away. During all of dinner,       



                    Leon looks away whenever Mila talks or whenever       
                    he talks to Mila.                                     
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               Thank you. (Runs her hands down the edge of the dress      
               where it ends halfway down her thighs.) I think is         
               maybe too...too?                                           
                                                                          
                    Leon and Flora stare. Mila sits down.                 
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               How did your day go?                                       
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               I/                                                         
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               We know the works. To school, from school, what more       
               is there to a day?                                         
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Did you have any trouble finding the arts center?          
                                                                       
          MILA                                                            
               No.                                                        
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Or shall I do a run with you to show you the fastest       
               way?                                                       
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               No, I find it. Thank you missis Hart.                      
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               All right.                                                 
                                                                          
                    Beat.    
                                              
               And what did you do after piano class?                     
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               Frankie draw for me picture. Is so beautiful. I can        
               show/                                                      
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               This was really a delicious steak! So tender! Mm! I        
               literally swallowed it whole.                              



                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               (motions to Mila whom he had interrupted) Leon.            
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               In Ukraine people Orthodox. Not good eat blood. But I      
               like steak when is blood.                                  
                                                                          
                    Leon fidgets.                                         
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               And what about these carrots! You’ve really outdone        
               yourself. Mouth-watering! None of that overcooked          
               crap. Nice and hard.                                       
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Uh uh.                                                     
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               No, seriously. These carrots are the cat’s pajamas!        
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               Cat?                                                       
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               The cat’s pajamas. It’s an English expression. I use       
               them a lot. If you don’t understand, ask. It’s             
               crucial my son learns proper English at his malleable      
               age. And it probably wouldn’t be wasted on you             
               either.                                                    
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               Thank you, mister Hart.                                    
         LEON                                                            
               Should have specified that in the ad, Flora! A             
               certain attempt at fluency!                                
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Don’t worry, Mila, your English is really very good.       
               Where did you say you learned?                             
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               In second school we have English classes and one time      
               England students come in Ukraine. One girl stay in my      
               house and we talk and she me understand.                   
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           



               Ah, an exchange!                                           
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Why the Ukraine? Do you want to repel the English          
               forever from Eastern Europe? Show them a good time in      
               Moscow! Or at least St. Petersburg! Why in hell’s          
               name the Ukraine?                                          
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               There are nuances between the two cultures, Leon. Or       
               have you been asleep since 1989?                           
                                                                          
                    Leon raises his glass, blows Flora a kiss, and,       
                    smiling, downs the wine.                              
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Smart as a whip, my wife!                                  
                                                                          
                     Flora rolls her eyes.              
                   
               Maybe it was cheaper this way.                             
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               No. Kiev is very beautiful city. Drink is good.            
               English students say they like very much the city.         
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               See?                                                       
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               People that age would be happy in Guantanamo Bay as        
               long as there’s drinks involved.                           
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Come on, Leon, don’t be wry. May I remind you of your      
               bottle hugging in the past?                                
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Lies.                                                      
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               But I managed to convince him that all good things         
               come in small doses.                                       
      
          LEON                                                            
               You made me the man I am today.                            
                                                                          



          MILA                                                            
               What is man you are today?                                 
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               It means the way his personality has changed over/         
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               No. What is you - man today?                               
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               I’ve got a new vice now.                                   
                                                                          
 
          FLORA                                                           
               Not true - you’ve always written.                          
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               What you write?                                            
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Fiction.                                                   
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               What is story?                                             
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Love, lies, manipulation...you wouldn’t understand.        
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               I understand many thing/                                   
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               It’s not about love.                                       
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Everyone has their own interpretation.                     
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Well!                                                      
                                                                          
                    Mila contemplates the two.       
                      
               Anyway. How are you finding the city?                      
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               Sorry?                                                     
                                                                          



          FLORA                                                           
               Do you like London?                                        
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               (looks at Leon) I don’t know yet.                          
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Me neither! I’m from Bordeaux, France. You could           
               imagine why I miss it.                                     
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Come on! How would she know?                               
            
                                                               
          FLORA                                                           
               But hey, what choice did I have? No way he’d leave         
               England.                                                   
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Flora, please, not in public.                              
                                                                          
                    Beat.                                                 
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Mila isn’t the public. She takes care of your son. Or      
               have you forgotten?                                        
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Flora/                                                     
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Mila, do you have any plans for the weekend? Anything      
               you want to visit? I remember when I moved here, I         
               had a gigantic list of things to do: the V&A,              
               Speaker’s Corner, it went on and on. But then I had        
               to get a weekend job on top of my week job and the         
               list just sort of got lost somewhere.                      
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               I want going to Camden Town tomorrow.                      
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Oh yes! There’s an air of revolution about it, isn’t       
               there? It was once my regular spot. I used to love         
               going there whenever I was sad. It was the easiest         
               place to find solace, to connect with someone, as if       
               people understood there, without words.                    



                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               It’s a club of trampled youth and beauty. Punks and        
               promiscuous women. Don’t even think of taking Frankie      
               there!                                                     
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               No of course not!                                          
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Don’t be ridiculous, Leon. (At Mila) He hasn’t been        
               too naughty, has he?                                       
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               No. I like Frankie very much.                              
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Thank you, Mila. I’m glad he adjusted so well. He can      
               be quite rebellious at times.                              
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Better not let it get out of hand! I hear you Eastern      
               Europeans are partial to a good beating of naughty         
               children. Pants off, up goes the hand of wrath!            
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               Leon!                                                      
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               No, no! I’ve read the articles. If he misbehaves,          
               I’ll beat you to it, thanks.                               
                                                                          
                    Mila drops her knife. Frankie yells from his          
                    bedroom.                                              
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Ah! Speaking of the devil!                                 
                                                                          
                    Mila stands up and looks at Leon.                     
                                                                          
          MILA                                                            
               Not devil.                                                 
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               No, it means/                                              
                                                                          
                    Mila leaves.       



                                    
               You’re vile.                                               
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               It was a harmless joke!                                    
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               She doesn’t understand the language, Leon!                 
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
                Oh, she’ll be fine.                                       
                                                                          
          FLORA                                                           
               I hope so, Leon.                                           
                                                                          
                    Pause.                  
                               
               Don’t you think she’s cute?                                
                                                                          
                    Beat.    
                                              
               Don’t you?                                                 
                                                                          
          LEON                                                            
               Cute like a baby scorpion.                                 
                                                                          
                    Blackout.                                             
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
                                                                          
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


