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Dramatis Personæ 
 
Heubitter, an old beggar 
Heumar, his adult son, a beggar 
Bronatsatski, a prostitute 
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Scene 1 
 
[An autumn evening. A street corner. Heubitter, Bronatsatski] 
 
Heubitter: [To himself] 
Two strong urges are wrestling inside me: 
I want to screw a whore, but on the other hand 
I feel bad spending the money. 
Any other day, the weight of the “feel-bad” would have sealed it; 
today, my seventieth birthday,  
fresh life forces are bursting out of me in celebration, 
and therefore the scale tips: to screw! 
 
[To Bronatsatski] 
 
Whore, I’m a beggar, 
how much is it? 
Don’t go crazy with the price. 
We’re both in the same sector -  
a little understanding. Basically:  
it’s my birthday 
and I’m spoiling myself with a gift, 
a bit of inexpensive love, a bit of warmth. 
 
Bronatsatski: And strength, grandad, got any? 
 

Heubitter: There’s strength, there’s technique, 
you’d be surprised, auntie, shake me a bit 
and the cork pops off the bottle. 
 
Bronatsatski: The price is a hundred shekels here, in the front garden. 
 
Heubitter: A hundred?! What am I, a tourist? 
I’m from here, I’m telling you auntie, 
from your own puddle! 
 
Bronatsatski: Don’t adopt me into your family so quickly; 
the price is a hundred shekels in the front garden. 
 
Heubitter: Look at me, use your common sense:  
Do I look like a hundred shekel man to you? 
 
Bronatsatski: Without affecting my statutory rights, grandad, 
how much did you have in mind? 
 
Heubitter: Yeah, so because of the birthday 
I was thinking of getting it as a gift. 
 
Bronatsatski: You thought. Next. 
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Heubitter: No gifts, eh? 
The age of four is long gone. 
What about a nominal cost? 
 
Bronatsatski: Which is? 
 
Heubitter: Ten shekels? 
 
Bronatsatski: Noted. Next. 
 
Heubitter: That’s what I thought. There’s no respect for symbolism in the world 
anymore. 
All right, from ten I’m leaping to twenty.  
 
Bronatsatski: You leapt low, you stayed symbolic. 
 
Heubitter: I leapt to where I could. 
 
Bronatsatski: Grandad, for twenty shekels I wouldn’t even lift up this dress to let 
out a fart. 
 
Heubitter: Your fart tariffs aren’t my concern right now, the issue is that it’s my 
birthday… 
 
Bronatsatski: Tell me, is it my birthday or yours that’s supposed to be making me 
jump for joy for free over here? 
 
Heubitter: Not for free - twenty! 
 
Bronatsatski: You were born - pay! The price is a hundred shekels, here, in the 
front garden! 
 
Heubitter: It’s not enough to shout out a number and call it a price! 
A price also has to be visible, 
a price needs a shape, needs to have 
two legs to stand on, an honest face, 
a price is a little person, you can’t  
throw a person in the air and leave! 
I, for example, could have shouted out twenty five just like that, 
but I have a sense of responsibility: 
thirty is a very nice price, 
decent, it’s got a shape, stable, 
stands on two feet 
and also not particularly low. 
 
Bronatsatski: The price is a hundred… 
 
Heubitter: I heard! Even if I wanted to - I don’t have it! 
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And why would I want to! Look at yourself! 
A shape like yours! And without a room even, in the street! 
And you don’t have any expenses, taxes, it’s all clean, cash in hand, 
and also carrying the business around on you everywhere! 
Why didn’t God make me a whore?! 
Believe me, even thirty shekels is a rip off, 
but tonight’s my birthday, and I’m closing my eyes: 
Take forty, eh? I don’t have it -  
but anyway, whatever. Final!   
 
Bronatsatski: Who takes forty in this day and age, tell me? 
Would the man cleaning your corpse in the morgue 
take forty?! 
Would you reach out and give forty to the gravedigger 
who’s lowering you into the ground? - 
He’d pull you back out! 
 
Heubitter: You’re giving examples from my death, 
as though it bothers you that an old man’s 
even alive and wants to get some! As though 
I’m breathing at your expense! 
Don’t you have a father? A bit of respect, a bit of sensitivity! 
While you were still air, less than a fart, 
I was already walking around in the world, 
I drank and screwed, and I also counted money! 
Take fifty, eh? I’m 
shaking the bottle already! 
 
Bronatsatski: There’s no convergence, grandad, say goodbye and stop holding up 
the flow of customers. 
 
Heubitter: I wish I were dead! I wouldn’t give a shit! 
Taking advantage of the fact that a man’s alive, and has no choice but to be happy! 
Meet me in the middle on something! I go up 
and up, and you’re not budging! 
 
Bronatsatski: I’ve budged enough in life, I’ve reached the bottom. 
A hundred shekels here, in the front garden! Even God’s not 
going to change that price! 
 
Heubitter: You are God! Look at yourself: 
Controlling a key internationally strategic position 
inside your underwear, while your eyes  
survey the landscape from above, 
dry, unenthusiastic, that’s how indifferent you’ve 
already become to the wonders of nature that are within you. 
That’s how God looks out across his world, 
tired, experienced, sated; what can they even 
do down there, he says, that I don’t already know? 
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And like God, you’re also not letting 
someone else enjoy life. 
God, have pity and take fifty! 
 
Bronatsatski: It’s time for money - suddenly I’m God! 
In that case, heed the words of God: 
The price is a hundred… 
 
Heubitter: Aah, darkness upon the face of the deep! 
A hundred shekels in the front garden! 
What’ll remain of this night? 
Everything will be forgotten, the birthday, the screw, 
you and I will pass like a dream; 
only that awful sentence “a hundred shekels in the front garden”, 
will remain forever, darkness upon the face of the deep! 
 
[Goes, comes back] 
 
Fifty now -  
Fifty after it’s over. 
 
Bronatsatski: Are you having a laugh? 
Everything-everything now, in my hand! 
Not instalments and not debts and not a mortgage 
Everything now or - shoo, home! 
 
Heubitter: Don’t shout! I’m not familiar 
with the customs of the criminal underworld! 
Here, take it. But you’d better make sure I 
come out of this perfectly satisfied. 
 
[Takes money out and gives it to her. To himself] 
 
I’ve made the mistake of my life, 
I’ve got adventurer’s blood in me. 
Birthday, birthday, 
who needs all this  
filthy business - being born! 
 
[Bronatsatski leads Heubitter. He starts walking after her] 
 
And the wind from the sea’s blowing here. 
I won’t just catch Syphilis, 
I’ll end up chilling my prostate. 
Ay, prostate, you’re also happily 
stuck there like a thorn in my arse. 
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Scene 2 
 
[An abandoned garden. Heubitter, Bronatsatski. She turns her backside towards 
him and lifts up her dress] 
 
Bronatsatski: Good luck, grandad. 
 
[He presses against her from behind. Pause] 
 
Put it in, grandad, I’m waiting. 
 
Heubitter: One second, it’s warming up. 
I can feel it’s about to stand up. 
 
[Pause] 
 
Bronatsatski: Put it in already, grandad. 
 
Heubitter: I heard you! I said one second! 
And maybe you could stop calling me grandad?! 
It takes time to warm up! 
A man’s not a cat! 
 
Bronatsatski: On the other hand, a man’s not a snail! 
 
Heubitter: [To his member] 
Hey, come on down there! 
What’s the matter with you? You’re being given an arse here, 
white chocolate, like you asked for! Get up, gobble it up! 
 
[Pause] 
 
Bronatsatski: Put it in already, grandad, I’m waiting. 
 
Heubitter: You can see we’re working on it! 
I’m not playing around back here am I? 
 
[To his member] 
 
Don’t sleep on me now, 
you might not know this, 
but all the money’s already with her! 
I don’t have anyone except you in the world, 
don’t leave me on my own now! 
 
[Tries to excite his member] 
 
Jump, Bobby, jump! An arse! 
A whore’s arse! She stole a hundred shekels from me! 
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Bite her! 
Bite the stealing whore on the arse, Bobby! 
 
[To no avail. To Bronatsatski] 
 
What kind of conditions are you providing me with for getting aroused anyway? 
Everything’s against me: no bed, outside, standing up, 
and on top of everything else from behind, with your arsehole 
wafting fumes straight up my nose; 
getting aroused by an arse like that takes a lot of help from the imagination! 
 
Bronatsatski: Get help from your imagination, get foreign aid from 
the United States - just put it in already! 
You’ve blocked the entire flow of customers, 
and I’m not going to wait here with you for the resurrection! 
Put it in already and finish! 
 
Heubitter: “Finish, finish”, a man can’t  
live in this country! 
On the bus they say “no more”, 
In the offices “come tomorrow”, 
And the whores - “finish”! 
Are we ever going to get anything built here like this?! 
 
[Presses against her, closes his eyes] 
 
Evelyn, come and help me! I’m stuck here 
with damaged goods which I’ve already paid for, 
and I don’t have the strength to lift it by myself! 
 
[Detaches from Bronatsatski, to his member] 
 
My little rusty friend, 
Do you remember Evelyn? 
Years and years ago, on a summer night, 
she stood in the room, her back to us, 
and undid her bra. 
The room was dark, with only  
strips of light from the street 
coming through the blinds. 
We stripped in silence. The big typhoon 
was still to come, but fog had 
already covered everything. I choked. 
You, stretched to bursting 
and filled with boiling blood, leapt in the air 
like a madman, as though a sneeze  
had been rising inside you for a long time, and 
would burst out at any moment 
with this big fanfare; and when Evelyn turned 
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towards us, completely naked, and hugged me, 
and the bottom of her warm belly  
touched the tip of your burning head - 
then “Evelyn!” I barked and jumped up, 
and you down there sneezed, once, and then one more time, 
like an explosion; and a choir of angels in the sky 
answered in a great song: “Gesundheit! Gesundheit! 
Oh, “Evelyn!” I barked and leapt… 
 
[Presses against Bronatsatski, to no avail. Bronatsatski pushes away from him 
abruptly] 
 
Where are you going? I haven’t done anything yet! 
 
Bronatsatski: Grandpa, you’ve got a corpse between your legs! 
Not Evelyn and not Penicillin, 
and not America and Russia together -  
will bring him back to life. 
 
Heubitter: I agree. In that case 
give me the money back. 
 
Bronatsatski: No, grandad, what’s been paid - has been paid; 
the money’s already been logged. 
 
Heubitter: [To his member] 
You wretch, you odious wretch! 
What haven’t I done for you?! 
A hundred shekels! 
 
[To Bronatsatski] 
 
Give me the money back! 
I didn’t do anything! I didn’t have fun! 
On the contrary, I got emotionally humiliated, 
I’m going to sue, not just you, 
but also National Insurance! All my honour, 
the personal, the familial and also the national - trampled! 
Now, as a first step, give me the money back! 

 
Bronatsatski: The nerve! 
Every miserable animal wants to live these days! 
Comes over, haggles like he’s chairman of the stock exchange, 
works on me for half the night with a dead corpse, 
in the meantime messes up my entire customer flow, 
now he wants to get back what’s already been paid and legally logged. 
Go home, shoo! To the rubbish bin! Get lost! 
 
[He tries to snatch the money] 
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What?! Violence?! Raising your hand 
on a lonely freelancer?! 
 
[Pushes him away. He falls] 
 
Heubitter: Give me just the money back! 
I’ll let the damages slide, 
just the money, 
I’ll buy myself a different gift. 
 
Bronatsatski: [Lifts the front of her dress, shows him her genitals] 
Look at that, what a view! 
What a marina for the summer nights! 
So many yachts are going to dock there, 
only grandad’s outside, sinking! 
So many - only grandad can’t! 
 
Heubitter: Tomorrow I’ll be able to! Come tomorrow! 
 
Bronatsatski: Not tomorrow and not ever! 
Some things are just over for grandad. 
Nothing's over for me yet, 
I’ve still got hope, you understand? 
I’m in the rubbish, but with a chance. 
I can still meet an American tourist, 
get cleaned of the dirt and of all of you 
in a marble swimming pool in Los Angeles. 
It won’t happen - but the possibility exists; 
with you - the possibility’s not even there, get it? 
Can’t means can’t -  
that’s absolute, complete final! 
No force in the world is going to lift 
grandad’s dead dick any more! 
 
[Laughs] 
 
Ah, yes, lift, four people will 
lift him up in a coffin, and Evelyn will walk behind him 
with her crying underwear. 
 
 
Scene 3 
 
[There. Heubitter, Bronatsatski. Heumar bursts in] 
 
Heumar: But why are you laughing, whore? 
One day you won’t be able to either. 
One day that hole will get locked up once and for all. 
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There are four people waiting to lift you up in a coffin too. 
Now give him the money back. He didn’t  
screw you, he didn’t get the goods. 
Give him back the money already! 
 
Bronatsatski: Who are you? 
 
Heumar: His son. 
 
Bronatsatski: Ptui, brought his kid along to the party as well! 
 
Heumar: [To Heubitter] How much did you give her? 
 
Heubitter: A hundred shekels. 
 
Heumar: A hundred?! Did I hear you right?! 
News like that - just knocks you flat. 
 
[To Bronatsatski, pleading] 
 
An old man, a beggar, running from death, 
goes to a whore and throws away all his savings, 
hasn’t had an erection in years… 
 
Heubitter: Lie!  Erections every day! 
Come by in the morning, when I’ve just woken up… 
 
Heumar:  …and the son, he’s also a beggar, although he still does get erections, 
but he’s also not young anymore, has a heart defect, 
runs after the dad like a madman, 
trying to rescue what he can, 
and the son also has a son, also a beggar, 
he also has a defect, nothing missing, 
and the question is this: the savings. Will there 
be enough savings to continue the dynasty? 
Meaning, that underneath the savings question, 
there’s the foundational question of the dynasty. 
Now, as a whore with a heart, give us back 
the savings! The savings please! The sav… 
 
Bronatsatski: Quiet! “Savings”! Hiding millions 
under the floorboards - we’ve heard all about you -  
and picking on a lonely freelancer! 
“As a whore with a heart” you say, 
But what about your heart, my friend? 
Because I’m also not that young any more, 
And I don’t have a dynasty to run around behind me 
Trying to rescue my savings. 
And who says I’ll even have any savings? 
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I’m a miserable whore, not a seasoned beggar 
with time working in his favour, every defect, 
every illness, just improving his business; 
me, my arse is racing against time -  
how much longer does it have, this arse? 
Three years? Five? And when the day comes, 
as you say, when I also won’t be able to, 
what then? Will you worry about me? 
And I’ve been totally fair here:  
I lifted my dress, I spread, I served the deceased gentleman 
his dish slowly, patiently, like a baby, 
the only thing missing was for me to read him a bedtime story, 
and he tried, and tried again, and tried again… 
 
Heubitter: It almost got up! It was about to get up! 
 
Bronatsatski: “Almost”! All of life is “almost”! What’s standing between 
me and Los Angeles? - Almost! 
Gentlemen, not getting hard? - sit 
at home and fart in front of the telly! 
I’ve been totally fair here! 
 
Heumar: You’ve been fair, now be merciful too: 
Good whore, friendly whore, whore overflowing with  
understanding and warmth, whore with a heart of gold, 
mother whore, angel whore… 
  
Bronatsatski: You’re not hearing what I’m telling you: 
Mother whore, angel whore - there’s no money any more! 
 
Heumar: What have you done, dad?! 
 
[To Bronatsatski] 
 
Give us back half! 
 
Bronatsatski: Not a penny! 
 
Heumar: This is a clear case of fraud! 
 
Heubitter: Why fraud? - Armed robbery! 
 
Heumar: I might call the police! 
 
Bronatsatski: That’s something I’m actually not scared of. 
 
[Calls out] 
 
Alphonse! Alphonse! 
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Heumar: [Scared] Quiet, whore! At least 
give me his screw. 
 
Bronatsatski: What? 
 
Heumar: His screw. 
That’s my dad. 
We’re the same flesh, me and him, 
he bought a screw as a gift for his family, 
now I want the screw. 
 
Heubitter: Yes, it’s a family screw. 
 
Heumar: It’s my birthday today. 
 
Bronatsatski: It’s your birthday too! 
 
Heubitter: What do you care! Me or him, 
it’s all the same. He’s my boy. 
My name’s Heubitter, and this is my son Heumar. 
We were walking down the street and he tugged on 
my sleeve: “Dad, a screw!” 
Haven’t you ever heard a child ask their dad for a pretzel? 
That’s it, so dad bought it, and now the child 
wants the pretzel! 
 
Heumar: You’ve got to, you know; 
we’re not going to budge: 
The money or the pretzel! 
 
Bronatsatski: Everyone in the world knows: the screw, like a  
sitting tenancy, is personal and not handed down. 
But because the night is short and the speeches are long, 
and in order not to open up a parliamentary debate here, 
so, without affecting my statutory rights, and without 
creating a precedent, I’m going to say, 
we’ll give the boy his pretzel. 
 
[Invites Heumar to follow her] 
 
Heumar: Wait for me across the street, dad. 
 
Heubitter: Yes, don’t rush. 
We’ve paid for every second. 
 
[To Bronatsatski] 
 
 And don’t get it into your head that I can’t. 
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With different flesh, soft and gentle, the cork, 
like I said before, would already have popped off the bottle. 
My name’s Heubitter, and that’s my son Heumar. 
The blood in our family is fizzy. 
 
[To Heumar] 
 
Show her, Heumar my son! 
Show her who we are! 
And don’t let her off the hook! She’s a cold shoe sole 
but you - don’t come back without the goods! 
 
[Backs away] 
 
 
Scene 4 
 
[There. Heubitter waits at a distance] 
 
Bronatsatski: [To Heumar]  
Good luck. 
 
[Turns her backside to him and hitches up her dress. Heumar presses himself 
against Bronatsatski from behind] 
 
Satisfied now? 
 
Heumar: I’d be more satisfied if you 
gave me the savings back. 
 
[Shakes his head] 
 
A hundred shekels! 
How can I describe the pain, dad! 
If you’d taken a knife and stabbed me in the heart 
I wouldn’t have felt as much pain as the terrible moment 
when you said “a hundred shekels”. 
 
Heubitter: It’s my birthday today. 
 
Heumar: It’s not your birthday at all. 
 
Heubitter: It is! 
 
Heumar: Let’s say it is. What’s the happiness for? And what 
is there to celebrate after the age of nine? 
And only you, at the age of ninety… 
 
Heubitter: Seventy! 
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Heumar: Such happiness! Dad went off to screw 
for a hundred shekels, now there’s no hundred shekels, 
there’s no screw - and there’s lots of happiness! 
Congratulations, dad! You’ve managed to turn 
your birthday into a day of torture for your son! 
A hundred shekels! A hundred, not a penny less! 
 
Heubitter: Heumar my son, don’t remind me about the money, 
don’t rub salt into my wounds; 
my heart’s crying enough over the 
money, and over myself too! 
 
Heumar: Cry, cry! Dad went off to screw! 
Now father and son are crying! 
A hundred shekels! With laughter on your lips 
you threw a hundred shekels between a whore’s legs! 
 
Heubitter:  Not with laughter! With pain! A lot of pain! 
 
Heumar: “Pain”! Dad went off with pain to screw! 
Left behind a sickly child and went off to screw; 
do you think it’s good for your heart 
at your age - whores? 
Have you had an ECG? Have you measured your blood pressure? 
Going off and gambling your life away, running off 
to leave his only son orphaned from his father and from a hundred shekels! 
 
Heubitter: Don’t remind me about that money, I asked you not to! 
 
Heumar: How could you tear these strips 
from the flesh of your savings?! 
 
Heubitter: Don’t remind me about the money!! 
 
[Bursts into tears] 
 
God in heaven knows 
how hard it is for me to spend money. 
I live like someone with eternal constipation, grunting  
and grunting and barely squeezing out an olive. 
What’s the entire story of my life? - A long list 
of expenses with no purpose or end. 
What should a man do? And how should he live? 
The heart yearns for a bit of life, and you have 
to throw it a bone, and in this world nothing comes 
for free, everything costs, no gifts. 
Today, lonely as a dog, I went to a street whore 
to celebrate my seventieth birthday, 
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I bought the cheapest product there was - 
what else can a man do? And how should he live? 
How to get through this life with a bit 
of satisfaction and without any expenses? 
 
Heumar: Dad, you can’t any more. 
 
Heubitter: Everything you want - I also still want as well. 
 
Heumar:  Just that you can’t any more. 
 
Heubitter: If she were prettier - I could have. 
I just didn’t find her attractive, understand? 
Cheap merchandise, from behind, with fumes 
from the arsehole straight up my nose, something cheap. 
 
Heumar: “Cheap”! If you say “cheap” one more time I’m going to die! 
And what’s all this nonsense about “prettier”, 
you know as well as I do that you can’t any more, 
not from in front, not from behind, not with fumes, not without… 
 
Heubitter: What do I know? And if I do know, then so what?! 
What am I supposed to do with all the lust, with the eyes that see, 
and with the heart that’s still salivating, how should I spend 
the little life I’ve got left? Just watch while 
others gorge themselves on the world, and I’m swallowing my own saliva?! 
Stand there shakily waving a farewell blessing 
to the desires, to the dreams, to the limbs 
being paralysed one after the other? 
Is that what I should do until the day I die, 
conduct farewell ceremonies?! 
 
Heumar: Who’s saying anything about farewell, dad? 
You’ve reached the most beautiful  
and economical chapter of a man’s life: 
From childhood to old age we’re  stuck 
in a crazy race, which is actually underpinned 
by one prolonged prayer: 
We’re stuck in the mud - we pray to get pulled out; 
we get pulled out of the mud - we pray 
to get dipped in honey; we get dipped in honey -  
we pray for someone else to get stuck in the mud; 
so what’s the essence of our lives? - The prayer! 
 
Dad, I’m delighted to let you know, 
that you can finally, god willing, 
devote yourself entirely to praying. 
How beautiful and uplifting it is to see an elderly person 
walking to the synagogue in the morning, a hat and a beard 
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forming a classical frame for his face, 
he walks along with quick little steps, 
goes through the entrance, kisses the mezuzah, 
immediately starts to sing a little, mumble a little, 
sigh a little, cough a little, and while his head’s 
full of holiness, his hips start swinging  
back and forth repeatedly in small energetic thrusting motions, 
he finishes praying, feeling pure and light, 
goes back home, has a cup of tea  
and nibbles on a piece of toast - because at his age he’s not allowed 
to burden his stomach - finishes, wipes his mouth 
and mumbles a blessing, plucks at his beard for an hour or two in the sun, 
And again runs along to the synagogue 
With quick little steps… 
What a magical life! What an economic ideal! 
And you’re here, dad, talking about separation and how one should live?! 
 
Heubitter: Of all the things you said what really speaks to me 
are those small energetic thrusting motions. 
Because the world is full of whores, wonderful whores. 
I heard about this whorehouse in Ohio, 
the area of this whorehouse is two and a half times 
the area of our whole country. The whores don’t sit 
in small rooms with a sink; every whore has a huge villa, 
surrounded by a flower garden, four cars, a yacht, 
a plane, two young gynaecologists on hand twenty four seven, 
and a battalion of black-skinned servants.  
The whore from Ohio is so rich that she doesn’t 
take any money, and since she doesn’t take any money, 
she doesn’t need you, that’s why she doesn’t 
even let you in; no, the whore from Ohio 
rides around on a thoroughbred horse in her own private forest, 
behind her runs a private gynaecologist who’s on duty carrying a bag, 
with four black servants carrying equipment, 
while you, the client, 
spend that same hour standing outside the gate, 
staring at the letterbox for three minutes and rubbing yourself, 
and then a huge black guard comes over, grabs you 
by the collar and flings you out of there like a rag. 
That’s my dream: A whore from Ohio - and then dying! 
 
Heumar: Ohio! I’m talking about a prayer in a synagogue, 
And he’s already flown off with a thousand dollars to a whore from Ohio! 
Ohio! Take a knife and slaughter me, and then go with the  
blood-stained knife to the whore in Ohio! Ohio!! 
Look at me, didn’t I have dreams?! Don’t  
they have dreams? So what, are they all off to Ohio?! 
You rub away quietly in a toilet in Asia, 
squirt into the water and go to sleep! 
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Dad, you’re leaving the world. You’ve got it good, 
but I’m staying, and I have nothing. 
Oh dad, what kind of sweet are you going to leave your child 
when you leave the world at a ripe old age?  
 
Heubitter: What are you all harassing me for all day 
about leaving the world?!  
I’m not leaving it so fast! True, 
it stinks, but I’m already used to it. 
And you, you haven’t shown your nose for two years, 
All of a sudden I’m seeing you 
too much recently!! What’s the matter? Smelt a corpse?! 
I'm not leaving the world that fast, you hear?! 
Not leaving! On the contrary, I’m sticking around! 
 
[Exits] 
 
Heumar: [To himself]  
 
He’s leaving, he’s leaving. Usually a man leaves the world 
much more quickly than he thinks. 
And he’s got some, that’s for sure. Usually a man has 
two or three times as much as he lets on. 
The question is: how much? Every day he set aside 
a drop of honey, like a bee, and I don’t want to be 
under any illusions, but I reckon I’ve got a decent 
jar waiting for me - a hundred thousand? Two hundred? - 
A little golden surprise, the kind of surprise 
which suddenly floods you with a wave of warmth 
and faith in humanity - half a million? -  
Yes, there’s a little surprise hiding there, 
toiling away secretly - maybe a million? - 
Ay, the future! What would we do without the future! 
 
Ohio’s worrying me. Old people, in a kind of 
Last spark of life, do foolish things. 
You need to show up every single day, keep an eye out, supervise, 
Tighten up bonds which have loosened a bit since the age of five. 
Yes, from tomorrow morning - a new leaf: 
I’m starting to strengthen the relationship again, 
this time not a consulate - an embassy! 
 
 
Scene 5 
 
[Night. Heubitter, Heumar, Bronatsatski, each in their own nook, sleeping] 
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Bronatsatski: [Sings in her dream]1 
 
In my dream in the night I see a tree 
It was so beautiful and green, 
Such a beautiful tree, such a beautiful tree, 
I have never seen. 
 
And never in my life I saw 
Such a beautiful-beautiful tree, 
So high to the sky with colours and flowers, 
With leaves so wonderful and green. 
 
And I remember that even in my dream 
Tears came to my eyes, 
Such a beautiful tree, so high, so green, 
That only in English I can sing. 
 
Heubitter: I’m dreaming: my son’s disappeared. I’m crying. 
I go to the police to look for him. 
They’ve found his clothes on the beach, 
they think he drowned himself. 
I come back home after the news, 
rummage in his coat with my hands shaking. 
What has my son left me? How much, and where? 
In the lining of the coat I find a crisp new envelope, 
I open it: a plane ticket to America, and a note: 
“Dad, I’ve sailed on a yacht to Ohio, where, 
for three million dollars, I’m going to star 
in a musical comedy about the lives of beggars”. 
 
Heumar: I’m dreaming: dad died. I’m crying. 
I come home after the funeral, 
rummage in his coat with shaking hands. 
What’s dad left me? How much, and where? 
In the lining of the coat I find a tattered envelope, 
I open it: Three million in stocks, 
sixty percent ownership of a steel factory. 
 
Heubitter: Oh my son, the movie star Charlie Heumar Junior, 
You only dressed up as a beggar to study the role 
up close for the film, and to prepare a surprise for me in my old age! 
Yes, I always had this feeling that there 
was a movie star hiding behind your mask, 
now I’m reading in the gossip columns  
that you’ve got three houses in Hollywood, a stone’s throw from Ohio, 
and that you’re married to the actress Virginia Mayo, 
who’s best friends with the top whores in Ohio, 

                                                 
1 Translator’s note: This song appears transliterated from English in the original text. 
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and now you’re also calling me, your old dad, 
to come and join the festivities. 
 
Heumar: Oh dad, you were a huge industrialist, 
G. A. Heubitter Senior, Industries! 
You just dressed up as a beggar to teach me 
to live a modest life and to surprise me at the end of your days! 
Yes, I always had this feeling that there 
was a great man hiding behind your mask, 
and that one day the door would open, and you’d come in 
and laugh a big laugh and tell me: “Heumar, son, 
what, didn’t you know I was 
G. A. Heubitter Senior Industries, 
that the steel, cotton, aeroplane and sugar factories, 
and another four hundred hotels in 
Ohio - are all, all mine?!” 
 
Heubitter: And then a voice whispers to me: 
“But you’re dreaming, 
you’ll soon wake up 
to your day-to-day sadness”. 
 
Heumar: “No”, I say, 
“This time I’m awake, 
the usual sadness - it is the dream, 
and the wonderful beaches I’ve arrived at -  
they’re the light of day”. 
 
 
Scene 6 
 
[Night. Heubitter’s nook. Heubitter’s sleeping. Bronatsatski knocks on the door. He 
gets up and opens it.] 
 
Heubitter: What do you want? 
 
Bronatsatski: I was thinking about you after you left. 
 
Heubitter: Oh yeah? What do you want? 
 
Bronatsatski: To make you feel good. 
 
Heubitter: Good? Did I hear you right? 
Someone’s coming to make me feel good? 
I don’t have any more money! 
 
Bronatsatski: I don’t give a damn about money, with me 
money flows like water; would I come to you 
for money, grandad?! 
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Heubitter: That’s exactly the point, I don’t have any! 
 
Bronatsatski: You suddenly awoke in me a whole world I’d already 
forgotten, another life I could have lived, 
a home I never had, and then I suddenly saw 
what a dark pit I was rotting away in, and how 
lost I really am, maybe more than you… 
 
[Wipes away a tear] 
 
I myself don’t understand what’s drawn me in, what 
it is about you…with you everything’s so solid! 
 
Heubitter: I don’t have any more money! 
 
Bronatsatski: Has anyone ever told you you’re charming? 
 
Heubitter: Listen, what I gave you is what I had. I don’t have any more. 
 
Bronatsatski: Not the charm of a young whippersnapper 
Who grabs your breast like a pacifier; 
I mean someone mature, solid, 
that a lonely woman in need of protection looks for. 
 
Heubitter: I repeat: I don’t have any! 
Even if I did have some, you wouldn’t get 
a penny; but, thank god, I don’t have any! 
 
Bronatsatski: I know. 
 
Heubitter: Don’t say “I know”, 
and then think in your heart that I do have some. I don’t have any! 
 
Bronatsatski: I like your roughness, 
it shows character. 
 
Heubitter: You’re abusing a poor… 
 
Bronatsatski: And your wrinkles are wrinkles of personality. 
 
Heubitter: …and helpless old man. 
 
Bronatsatski: Life has oppressed you, but now 
I’m going to dig up the treasure! 
 
Heubitter: [Frightened] 
Treasure?! 
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Bronatsatski: Internal! 
Look at yourself: what posture! 
 
Heubitter: I’m a little hunched… 
 
Bronatsatski: Such a manly hump, like an ancient, 
deep-rooted, olive tree, and what a walk… 
 
Heubitter: I limp a bit… 
 
Bronatsatski: Dragging a leg like an injured war horse after the victory, 
listen, everything about you is so rooted, and here, 
at the front of your trousers, what a bulge!… 
You call those nuts? - Watermelons! 
 
Heubitter: I have a hernia… 
 
Bronatsatski: Hernia-schmernia, anchor of a pirate ship, 
What ship? - a destroyer! 
And between the watermelons - a huge cobra snake… 
 
Heubitter: You can hardly see, it isn’t stretching… 
 
Bronatsatski: Of course not, sensitive as a snail 
Hiding in its shell, but if you just say 
The magic words “come out come out, wherever you are” - 
Then an eagle rises in there, what eagle? - a jumbo jet! 
 
Heubitter: I’ve tried all the magic words… 
 
Bronatsatski: Except one. 
 
Heubitter: What? 
 
Bronatsatski: Love. 
 
Heubitter: [To himself] 
 
She’s lying, and the lie’s getting 
more outrageous and crude. I’ll take a deep 
breath, and tell her to leave. 
 
[To Bronatsatski] 
 
I’m begging you: if you have a  
drop of compassion left in you, tell me I’m old 
and repulsive, and we’ll be done with it. 
 
Bronatsatski: No way. 
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Heubitter: The lie’s being stubborn.  
 
[Bronatsatski bursts into tears] 
 
Ah, the lie’s also shedding a tear! 
 
Bronatsatski: I need you like you need me! 
So what if you’re only sixty years old?… 
 
Heubitter: Seventy! 
 
Bronatsatski: Sixty, forty - what does it matter? - 
So what if you don’t have billions? So what if you 
get hard twice a night instead of ten times?… 
 
Heubitter: [Laughs bitterly] 
“Twice a night”! 
 
Bronatsatski: I thought you were an honourable person, 
wise, warm, but if you’re also like that, 
all wheeling and dealing, if there’s no way 
To break through that wall of inhumanity -  
I'll go back to the street, screw everything, goodbye! 
 
Heubitter: Wait! 
 
[She stops] 
 
I’m warning you, I’m just an easily-tempted, innocent  
old man. Also, you can see that I’m 
in a deep crisis, liable to swallow all sorts of smooth talk, 
to believe any lie like a baby, so think  
very carefully, now the door’s still open, 
in an hour, if it turns out you were joking -  
then you’ll be spilling blood. 
 
Bronatsatski: Like you, I’m also just an easily-tempted, innocent 
woman. How would I have ended up in prostitution 
if I wasn’t like that? I’ve opened my heart to you; 
if you send me to the street later, 
like all the others did - you’ve spilled blood. 
 
Heubitter: [To himself] 
Yes, after all she’s also not God. 
Actually, what have I got to lose? Even if 
she has plans, I’m at least as smart as her, 
I’ll be on my guard; on the contrary, I’ll get 
one good screw out of her on the bed, 
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yes, I’ll screw, and it’ll be free - double profit, 
no, quadruple, maybe I’ll even get another one in before morning… 
Ay, the thought of “free”’s already getting me hard! 
 
[Strokes her face] 
 
My name’s Heubitter. 
 
Bronatsatski: My name’s Bronatsatski. 
 
Heubitter: [To himself, with some revulsion] 
Bronatsatski… 
 
Bronatsatski: Can I stay? 
 
Heubitter: [Continues, to himself] 
Although there is something nice about her which I didn’t see earlier, 
As though there were clouds and they’ve scattered, and suddenly sun… 
Well, no need to get carried away, not exactly 
a springtime sun - more like a wintery, January sun, 
modest, pale… 
 
[Bronatsatski kisses his lips] 
 
…end of March. 
 
[Steps back from Bronatsatski. To himself] 
 
God, you know it’s not possible to live  
in constant suspicion. Did they stop 
making pockets because the world is full of pickpockets? 
 
[Approaches her, fondles her. Bronatsatski strips. He looks at her excitedly, while 
unbuttoning his trousers] 
 
Oh, night, mighty great locomotive, 
pulling millions of carriages out of pyjama openings 
at this very moment all across the surface of the earth, 
will you not find room at the end of the long convoy 
for one more small carriage, mine…! 
 
“Toooot!” the locomotive slices through the flesh of the dark 
rattling beds, creasing sheets, “Toooot!” 
Passing over fields, lakes and forests, 
we’ve crossed America, we’ve reached the ocean, 
here’s the whole world laid at our feet, 
and God, like the guardian of the track, is waving a green flag: 
I gave you the daytime to go to the bank, 
And I gave the nighttime - for screwing! 
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Scene 7 
 
[There. Heubitter leaps onto Bronatsatski. She extricates herself from underneath 
him alarmed] 
 
Bronatsatski: Aah! 
 
Heubitter: What happened?! 
 
Bronatsatski: Alphonse! 
 
Heubitter: Where?! 
 
Bronatsatski: Waiting for revenue! All my passion for you 
made me completely forget the pimp! 
 
Heubitter: Hold on! Just now, right when it got hard?! 
 
Bronatsatski: He’s waiting with a knife! You have to understand, he’s a murderer! 
 
Heubitter: [Waddles after her, trying to press his body against hers] 
Ten minutes! The creep will wait! 
It’s getting nice and hard down here… 
 
Bronatsatski: You know what, I’ll go to him, 
I’ll throw him all the money,  
I’ll tell him I’m going away, and I’ll come back to you. 
 
Heubitter: The hardness won’t last! Give me five minutes!… 
It’s a shame…an opportunity…getting harder and harder… 
who would have thought!… 
 
Bronatsatski: [Pressing against him] 
It’s true, I’ve never encountered one that hard, 
but understand how hard my situation is too… 
 
Heubitter: Ach, I’m going to die…give me 
two more seconds…I’ll die of sweetness… 
 
Bronatsatski: My love, keep dying for ten minutes 
without me, I’m just popping over and coming back… 
 
[Detaches from him again with a jump]  
 
Aah! 
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Heubitter: What now?! 
 
Bronatsatski: The revenue! 
 
Heubitter: The revenue what?! 
 
Bronatsatski: I’m doomed! I don’t have anything to give the murderer! 
 
Heubitter: How?! You’ve been working until now! 
 
[To his member] 
 
Whoops, starting to get soft! 
 
Bronatsatski: I spent all my time with you! After you left, 
I saw that I was getting emotionally attached - 
and I got rid of everyone else! 
 
Heubitter: It’s that bad! 
 
[To himself] 
 
She’s in love. That places a bit of 
responsibility on me, a woman counting on her knight… 
Whoops, getting hard again! 
 
[Presses against her again, she tries to free herself, he falls to his knees, clings to 
her leg] 
 
The leg, the leg, they’ve already deciphered all 
the mysteries of the human brain, only the riddle 
that is a woman’s leg - remains unsolved. 
 
Bronatsatski: [Crying] He’s going to kill me! 
 
Heubitter: [Groaning-shouting, half with lust, half with concern] Ach!…how much 
do you need? 
 
Bronatsatski: He won’t even look at less than twenty thousand! 
 
Heubitter: Whoops, it’s gone soft! 
 
[Clings to her thigh] 
 
And above the knee - a thigh! What a marvel! 
Seems obvious, but still -  
I mean there could have been a nose there, 
what would we have done then? But no, 
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God is great, God knows what’s good, 
what’s right! Above the knee, he said: Let there be thigh! 
Whoops, it’s getting hard! 
 
[She tries to pry herself away from him, he stands in her way] 
 
Ach, come here, I love you, I’m burning up, 
I’ll give you what I have, for a woman I - everything, 
my whole life, I’ll die between my legs, take me  
to be your suppository, I’ll happily melt away in your bottom.  
 
Bronatsatski: You’re a knight, a saint, I know, but what 
I need now isn’t a suppository, the pimp’s waiting, 
twenty thousand, remember? 
 
Heubitter: [Crying and shaking out of lust, takes out a small packet from an inside 
pocket] 
 
Here, I’ve got twelve thousand here…all 
my savings, everything…my hands are shaking… 
money - ah, it’s getting softer…woman - ah, getting harder… 
where’s the absolute truth?…life is  
constant pain…take it, take it and throw it in his face 
and come back to me, I’ll wait for you here…ach, the thigh… 
 
[She takes the money from him, he presses against her again] 
 
And what’s above the thigh…oh, it just got so hard! 
Like a field marshal before an attack: Let’s finish… 
 
Bronatsatski: Twelve thousand won’t be enough! 
 
Heubitter: That’s all there is! I swear! 
 
Bronatsatski: What did I see sparkling there in the package? 
 
Heubitter: A keepsake from my dead mother…a necklace… 
 
Bronatsatski: Give it here!  
 
Heubitter: [Begging] 
A keepsake from my mother… 
 
Bronatsatski: [Wails] 
He has a knife! 
 
Heubitter: Take it, take it! 
 
[She takes the necklace, pushes away from him] 
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Bronatsatski: Now wait for me here until I come back! 
 
Heubitter: What should I do if it droops in the meantime and doesn’t get back up?! 
In my case every little interval is critical… 
 
Bronatsatski: Take my warm underwear as a first course, 
Here they are, soaked in the sauce from the main course. 
 
[Takes off her underwear, places them on his face] 
 
Close your eyes, take a deep breath, and keep it hard 
until I come back, my love. 
 
[She exits. He stands with her underwear on his face. To himself] 
 
Heubitter: Anticipation, anticipation, what would we do without you 
in our toilets, in the long hours 
of despair sitting on the edge of the cold seat? 
And in the desolate nights, bundled up in our beds 
like congealed flower bulbs, what would we do without you? 
You are the bread and the meat on our empty table, 
nourishing and sustaining our hungry souls 
with a different, unachieved life. 
Anticipation, a thread of transparent saliva stretching 
from the corners of our mouths to the stars. 
 
Scene 8 
 
[Morning. Heubitter’s nook. Heubitter still waiting with the underwear on his face. 
Heumar enters] 
 
Heumar: Dad? 
 
Heubitter: What time is it? 
 
Heumar: Eight in the morning. 
 
Heubitter: [To himself] 
 
She lied. It was all so  
predictable. And still… 
 
[Almost breaks down in tears. Holds back] 
 
Now comes the other corpse-eater. 
 
[Gets up, throws Bronatsatski’s underwear away] 
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Heumar: Clinging on to silky memories, dad? 
 
Heubitter: The whore was here, lied, took everything! 
 
Heumar: What?! Did I get here late again?! The sky’s falling 
on my head! What, the “everything”?! 
 
Heubitter: Everything-everything! Twelve thousand I had, 
and I gave it to her, and a gold necklace! 
 
Heumar: No! 
 
Heubitter: Yes! 
 
Heumar: No-no! 
 
Heubitter: Yes-yes! Took everything! 
Nothing left for the kid! 
Does that hurt? - that’s good! 
It had already jumped up and gotten erect, it was 
hard for a minute, and then fell back into the abyss, 
dragging twelve thousand, a gold necklace, 
and the child with all his hopes down with it! 
 
[Heumar sobs loudly] 
 
Heumar: Aah, you with your “jumped”, and your “hard”! 
When will you get it? It’s wilted, shrivelled, gone!  
You’ll drip a few last drops of turbid 
urine out of there like a broken tap, 
but there won’t be any spraying! 
We’re done, you’re never going to spray again! 
 
Heubitter: My son’s spitting on the penis he came out of! 
My son’s spitting on his father’s penis ! 
 
Heumar: That’s right, I’m spitting. My father’s penis 
is lying dead in his trousers. And I’m spitting. 
Dirty penis, smelly penis, 
a pipe of filth and muck, which ejaculated  
me out onto a pile of filth and muck! 
Why didn’t I come out of the king of Belgium’s penis?! 
I’d have emerged into a clean, warm world, in every 
trouser pocket a little handful of diamonds! 
Who shoved me into the wrong, mouldy penis? 
Who came between me and the Belgian crown? 
What blind shopkeeper wrapped me 
in a this cheap, dangling ball sack? 
We all start off as turbid droplets, 
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it’s only the pipe we’re ejected from which determines 
our different fates; now it’s all clear: 
You just need to know how to come out of the right penis, 
the rest is all luck! 
 
Heubitter: That’s how I doomed my poor son. 
Here, from this withered corpse 
I poured him into a female’s foul-smelling hole. 
I remember that night: 
A cold night, a narrow, cold bed,  
I clung joylessly to a female, just for 
the warmth, a meat blanket. 
She was repulsive, as was I, 
I turned her around, her back to me, 
I barely got it up. I barely came. 
I think I didn’t even cum. 
You somehow managed to sneak in. 
We had intercourse, and we left you, a mouse, 
to be the dirty discharge. 
You’ll forever be tied to this withered penis, 
my balls and yours - are already connected by a steel chain. 
Are you well and truly hurting? - That’s from me. 
Do you feel like filth? - That’s from me. 
And will it someday be your turn to die? - That’s also from me! 
A spray of saliva from a beggar’s penis, 
Frothing for a second and getting wiped away - 
That’s how I doomed my son! 
 
Heumar: [Points at Heubitter] And I used to see that thing, through the eyes of a 
child, as a god.  
 
Heubitter: Big disappointment, eh? I’m not God! 
 
Heumar: Not God. 
Why? Why, dad? And I counted on you so much, 
I put all the trust in the world in you! 
And I counted on your unlimited abilities! 
 
Why do you have limited abilities, dad? Why are you 
so small and weak? Where are my father's infinite 
undefeated, powers? 
Why aren’t you God, dad?! 
You owe me my dad from back then! 
My big, all-powerful dad, my dad from then! 
 
Heubitter: You’re looking for your big, God-like father, 
I’m also looking for my baby from back then. 
Where is he, my baby, 
who used to lean his head on my shoulder and fall asleep, trusting 
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me with his eyes shut, like God? 
There used to be curls here, look at what’s left; 
and two cheeks here, with dimples in them; 
where are the milk teeth? Where’s the smile? 
You cheated! Look at what’s left: ruins. 
 
Heumar: Why don’t you lift me in your arms, dad? 
Why don’t you stroke me? 
 
Heubitter: Why aren’t you a baby? 
 
Heumar: I am the baby from back then, and I’ve stayed a baby. 
You haven’t touched me 
or stroked my face in forty years, 
and now my face is burning with thirst! 
 
Heubitter: Why aren’t you a metre tall? 
 
Heumar: Why don’t you lift me in your arms? 
 
Heubitter: Why don’t you bleat “daddy, daddy”  
in a thin voice and reach your little hands up to me? 
 
Heumar: Why don’t you give me your hand, walk with me 
past a kiosk and buy me a pretzel? 
No one’s buying me a pretzel! I don’t have a father! 
 
Heubitter: Where’s the baby?! 
 
Heumar: Where’s the father?! 
 
Heubitter: I don’t have a baby! 
 
Heumar: I don’t have a father! 
 
Heubitter: I also don’t have a father! 
I don’t have a baby and I don’t have a father! 
 
Heumar: I need a pretzel! 
 
Heubitter: I also need a pretzel! 
Where’s dad to buy me a pretzel?! 
 
Heumar: Dad, pretzel! 
 
Heubitter: I don’t have a dad to buy me a pretzel! 
 
Heumar: pretzel! 
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Heubitter: Pretzel! 
 
Heumar: Pretzel! 
 
Heubitter: Pretzel! 
 
Heumar: [Grabs Heubitter suddenly by the collar, shakes him] 
 
OK, dad, childhood’s turn has passed, 
now to the point: What are you leaving me? 
Which bank are you with? Where’s 
all your paperwork? The paperwork, dad! 
 
Heubitter: I don’t have any. 
 
Heumar: Don’t piss me off, dad! 
And don’t say “I don’t have any”, 
or “she took everything”, or “there’s nothing left for the child” again. 
The child’s as sad and angry as an animal, 
Console him right now with what you’re  
leaving him! Console him right now! 
 
Heubitter: I don’t have any! I’m telling you I don’t have any! 
 
Heumar: How much, dad?! How much?! 
 
Heubitter: I don’t have any… 
 
Heumar: You do. You’ve got loads, you don’t 
even know yourself how much you have. Big industrialist, 
stocks in a steel factory, hotels. 
 
[Starts looking around, turning things over, ripping and tearing everything] 
 
No paperwork? Maybe a safety deposit box? No? Not 
even a cash register? Maybe a folded stack of notes stuffed 
into an old sock? No notes in a sock? 
 
[Rummages around Heubitter’s person, tears his clothes, stuffs anything he can get 
his hands on into his pockets and bag] 
 
What about the sock itself? Yay, at least there’s a sock! 
Dad left the kid a sock! And another sock! And shoes! 
And a pair of trousers! And another sock! What do you know, 
enough material for a whole wash! - I’d also rip 
your skin off strip by strip if I could! - 
That’s it, dad, now you can 
wholeheartedly declare: 
I don’t have anything except a dream 
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about Ohio and a pair of underwear! 
 
[Exits] 
 
 
Scene 9 
 
[There. Heubitter gets up, tries to get erect] 
 
Heubitter: Come, Evelyn, come. 
Appear from within the fog 
and become solid. 
Turn your backside to me, 
it’s hot today, 
Take off your bra, and then… 
And here’s auntie Bertie. 
Hello auntie… 
But where’s Evelyn? 
Then “Evelyn!”, I barked and leapt up… 
Evelyn faded… 
Aunt Bertie, have you come to visit me 
in your old age? 
Have you brought me salt herring in a jar? 
Come closer, 
it’s hot today, 
lift your dress a bit, 
don’t back away… 
what’s the clerk  
from the post office doing here? 
I didn’t call for you. 
Auntie…where’s aunt Bertie? 
But what does the post office clerk want from me? 
Evelyn’s faded, 
the auntie’s also disappeared, 
only the post office clerk’s here. 
Wearing a yarmulke, 
Asking me for a shekel twenty 
for a recorded delivery. 
I leave the post office, 
I’m in a café nearby. 
The waitress, I’ve always loved 
the way that waitress’s breasts bounce. 
Come, serve me coffee, 
bend over a little, it’s hot today, 
let your breasts get some air, 
wait, stay like that for a second, 
take the fly out of the coffee, 
take it out slowly, slowly, yes… 
But what’s the clerk 
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from the post office doing here?  
Can’t you drink 
your coffee from a thermos in your office? 
Go, get out of my imagination, 
we’re fighting over every millimetre here, 
and this guy comes along and shrinks it every time. 
I’ll run right back, 
to the age of three, 
where there aren’t any post office clerks. 
Here’s the nursery teacher’s arse. 
It’s hot today, 
she lifts her dress. 
I can see from underneath. 
I could have been swallowed up 
inside that huge arse. 
I’m already there, inside. 
Walking around in dark-sweet tunnels, 
inside a large, laughing nursery teacher, 
hiding away from life, free from 
all burden, from difficult decisions, 
just warmth and pleasure… 
Aah, I thought I was 
alone inside her arse! 
The post office clerk’s also in here, 
sitting, a bit hunched over, 
asking for a shekel twenty again. 
I’m in so much trouble 
with the post office clerk! 
Where are you, nursery teacher? 
Where are you, all of you? 
Evelyn! Aunt Bertie! 
Waitress with breasts! 
Nursery teacher with an arse! 
You came from the fog, you went 
back to the fog. 
In my trousers it’s totally freezing, 
only the post office clerk is solid and real, 
Squatting there in my imagination, refusing to clear out. 
My strength has betrayed me. 
My last friend has died -  
The magical torch in the darkness of my mind. 
 
[He suddenly feels a sharp pain in his chest] 
 
Aah, there’s pain here for everything I’ve spent, 
and pain here for what I haven’t spent, 
wherever you look - pain and regret… 
no, it’s not the pain of regret, 
it’s real…the end… 
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who’s waiting for me there?…The post office clerk… 
a shekel twenty…what a missed opportunity… 
a man lives and dies, and the whores in Ohio 
didn’t even know. 
 
[Collapses. Heumar enters] 
 
Heumar: Dad, I brought you back what I took… 
 
[Heubitter doesn’t respond] 
 
Dad!… 
 
[Shakes him] 
 
Dad, I bought you some salt herring with onion as a present! 
 
Heubitter: [Wakes from his faint, grabs Heumar with the last of his strength] 
Take me to the whore from Ohio! 
Take me one, single, 
last time, to the whore from Ohio! 
 
Heumar: You’re sweaty and pale, dad, 
come, lie down and rest. 
 
Heubitter: Take me to the whore from Ohio! 
It’ll be the last money you spend on me! 
 
Heumar: Later to the whore, first rest. 
 
Heubitter: Now…take me now… 
 
Heumar: Daddy!… 
 
Heubitter: “Daddy”…my son’s calling me “daddy”… 
That’s a sign that the end really is near… 
Why do we have to die in order 
for someone to finally care about us? 
 
Heumar: What are you talking about dying, dad! Everything’s still ahead of us! 
I was a bit busy, but now, 
here let’s sit, eat some bread and salt herring, 
there are so many things you haven’t told me about yet, 
how you met mum, for example,… 
 
Heubitter: No mum - a whore from Ohio! 
Take me to the whore from Ohio! 
 
Heumar: I don’t have any money, dad, I don’t have anything… 
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Heubitter: You do, you’ve got loads…you’re a great man…a star… 
Charlie Heumar Junior…Hollywood…Ohio…life… 
 
[Gets up with the last of his strength and runs out, with Heumar behind him] 
 
 
Scene 10 
 
[An autumn evening. A street corner like that at the start of the play. Heubitter 
enters, breathing heavily, with Heumar behind him] 
 
Heubitter: We’re here. Can you see her? 
 
Heumar: Who? 
 
Heubitter: The villa. 
 
Heumar: No. 
 
Heubitter: In that case, we’re really in Ohio, 
And that’s the villa. 
 
Heumar: But there’s no villa here. 
 
Heubitter: I told you, the lawn in front of the house 
is infinite. 
If you happen to not see anything -  
then you’ve arrived at the whore from Ohio. 
 
Heumar: Dad, we’re in our city, in the usual rubbish, 
you’re not feeling well, you’ve got to rest… 
 
Heubitter: [Shouts at him] 
I’m your father, and if I tell you something, 
you have to believe it! 
 
Heumar: I believe it, but now, dad… 
 
Heubitter: A little respect! 
 
Heumar: Yes, dad. 
 
Heubitter: Now we’re standing on the lawn 
in front of the whore from Ohio’s villa. 
In a minute one of the black servants will come to throw us out. 
 
Heumar: Yes, dad. You’re setting me up with really high expectations. 
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Heubitter: A man needs to live with really high expectations. 
 
Heumar: How are we going to get in? 
 
Heubitter: Normally there’s no chance. 
But today, your eighteenth birthday, 
we’ll go on an adventure. 
 
Heumar: I’m scared, dad. 
 
Heubitter: Son, there’s one way, 
if we succeed - we’ll get in, 
if we don’t - prepare for the black servant. 
 
Heumar: What’s the way, dad? 
 
Heubitter: Tonight at midnight, when all the lights go out 
and she gets into bed and shuts her eyes - 
getting into her dream. 
 
Heumar: But she doesn’t know us, 
how can she dream about us? 
 
Heubitter: That’s why we’re standing under this walnut tree. 
If in her dream she feels like having nuts, 
and this tree appears in the dream, 
then we’ll get in along with it. 
Now we’ll wait quietly for midnight. 
 
[Pause] 
 
Heumar: I’m cold, dad. 
 
Heubitter: Sssh, son, soon, in the dream, 
we’ll be lovely and warm. 
 
Heumar: I’m hungry. It’s dark in Ohio. 
 
Heubitter: Sssh, it’ll be light in a minute, fireworks, 
when a great whore from Ohio dreams us. 
 
Heumar: And who’s going to guarantee us that we’re not going to 
accidentally be dreamt be a hungry old woman in India? 
 
Heubitter: Ay, India! I’m not going to India even through a dream! 
 
[Pause] 
 
I think she’s gone to sleep. 
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She’s breathing steadily. 
She’s dreaming. 
In her dream it’s a spring morning 
she opens her window and wants… 
 
Heumar: Walnuts? 
 
Heubitter: No. Ice cream. 
 
Heumar: Shame. We should have stood 
next to an ice cream truck in the street in Ohio. 
 
Heubitter: Patience. She’s dreaming about walnut ice cream. 
 
[Pause] 
 
Heumar: Does she want any walnuts without ice cream yet? 
 
Heubitter: Now she wants strawberry ice cream. 
 
Heumar: Aah, we’re out of luck! 
 
[Calls out] 
 
Walnuts! Walnuts! 
 
Heubitter: Sssh, you’re trying to influence a whore from Ohio? 
 
[Pause] 
 
Now she’s deliberating between  
strawberry and walnut ice cream. 
 
Heumar: She’s not in a hurry, eh?  
 
[Pause] 
 
Heubitter: Son, now she’s abandoning the  
ice cream once and for all and staying with the walnuts. 
 
[Very excited] 
 
Heumar my son, she’s seeing the walnut tree! 
We’re getting into her dream! 
Behave appropriately! 
 
[Opposite them Bronatsatski enters. She looks at them for a moment in 
astonishment] 
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Hello, my name’s Heubitter. 
And this is Heumar my son. 
 
Bronatsatski: You again? The father and the son? 
I don’t have the money…Alphonse!… 
 
Heumar: He’s not an easy man, my dad. 
He dreams big dreams, a famous adventurer, 
he’s wanted to meet you his whole life, waited just for you… 
 

Bronatsatski: Just for me. 
 
Heubitter: And you’ll all be surprised to see 
the great things which’ll come to you from me… 
 
Bronatsatski:  I know. Who hasn’t heard about Heubitter? 
 
Heubitter: They’ve heard about me? Really? In Ohio? 
 
Bronatsatski: In Ohio they can’t stop talking about you. 
“Heubitter!” the women whisper 
in the Ohio spring nights. 
And now you’ve finally arrived. 
 
Heubitter: I’ve arrived. 
 
[Tries to reach his hand out to her, suddenly stumbles, tries to get up] 
 
Because first I need to 
rest a bit before the crazy excitement… 
I have a son here, Charlie Heumar Junior. 
 
Bronatsatski: We’ve heard about him as well. 
 
Heubitter: Did you hear that, Heumar my son? They’ve heard about you as well. 
 
Heumar: They’ve heard about all of us, about all of us. 
One’s heard about the other. 
 
Heubitter: Treat him nicely, he’s a sensitive child, 
he’s not that experienced yet, 
just getting started in life… 
It’s unbelievable how much suffering 
one has to go through to reach you… 
Asia, the dust, the dirt… 
 
Bronatsatski: I know. 
 
Heubitter: And here we are at home, I’m with you, my love, 
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my wife, and here’s our young son with us, 
we’re back home…home… 
 
[He dies. Heumar stands above him for a moment, in disbelief] 
 
Heumar: Dad, get up, if you don’t - it’s all lost; 
you’re dead, now it’s my turn to die! 
 
Bronatsatski: I’m dreaming: ten years have passed. And because 
I’ve grown old, and my backside’s lost its race against 
time, and I don’t have a living soul left in the world, 
and I lie in bed alone, and my dreams 
are as dark as my life - for that reason, I pull  
two faded characters out of an old memory of mine, 
a father and his son, one night, in the autumn, in a front garden. 
And now I invite them to show up in my dream. 
 
[Heubitter gets up and approaches her like at the start of the play] 
 
Heubitter: Whore, I’m a beggar, 
How much is it? 
 
Bronatsatski: Hold me. 
 
[Heumar walks over to her] 
 
Who are you? 
 
Heumar: His son. 
 
Bronatsatski: Hold me. I’m cold. 
 
[Heubitter and Heumar hug her from either side] 
 
I need love and I’m also ready 
to hear serious suggestions 
for the long term. 
Here you are, here I am, 
here are the three of us. 
Smile - if only in a dream. 
 
 
 

[End] 


