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Large living room in an old house, utterly bare. The back of the stage is stacked ceiling-high with cardboard boxes. Some of these are tipped over, household items spilling from them (toys, clothes, electrical goods), as if they had been upturned recently. On top of the pyramid-shaped stack sits an OLD MAN, dressed in a cheap black suit and tie. His hair is perfectly grey, his head hanging down. He appears to be studying the scene below him. Door stage left. Bare floorboards. No other furniture or features. POET, mid thirties, glasses, long unkempt hair, dressed in cheap jeans and sweater, down on one knee stage right, facing the door. DJ, mid twenties, fashionably dressed with a trilby tipped back on a well-groomed head, sits on the floor stage left, facing POET, head hanging down, collapsed, as if suffering from a stomach ache. Between them there is a large plastic suitcase, shut. Both men are breathing heavily. It should be clear they have both just experienced a severe physical struggle. As their breathing slows, OLD MAN begins humming an old Eastern European folk lament, a funeral tune, no words, a melody of perfect sadness. The sadness then turns haunting as the pitch of the song rises. It is cut dead by the ringing of a mobile phone. POET stands up, circling DJ as the phone continues to ring. DJ speaks with audible effort, through clenched teeth. 
DJ. My phone… and get. 
POET. Woah… Five minutes back you refused to release me. Now you want rid? You don't have final say around here any more. Who knows who you might have descend on us, if I let you. 
POET gingerly reaches into the pockets of DJ's blazer and pulls out the phone. He examines it for a moment before smashing the handset with the sole of his shoe. 
DJ. No… 
POET. Yes… Now is over. The gate is opening soon and I can not not be there. So if I may just take back what is mine, I'll be out of your way. 
POET crouches down before DJ again and reaches for him. DJ, sobbing, arms still wrapped round himself, tries to fight off POET's arms, but these insistently, carefully, forcefully extract a bloody knife from DJ's side. DJ whimpers as the knife is removed. POET stands and stares at the weapon, before carefully wiping it on the shoulder of DJ's blazer. OLD MAN starts humming his funeral chant again. 
POET. I told you I had to go. Told you about the funeral tomorrow. My grandfather... Grandpa Sasha gone and you want me to stay here and watch the business? Remember that as you bleed on the floor of our stolen home. Remember. This knife. The knife he gave me the day I left. Migrating here... Said I would meet bad people. Just didn't warn me they would be compatriots. 
POET walks over to the suitcase, sits before it and stares at DJ. POET opens the case, removes a bottle of vodka from it, takes a hard slug. As he is talking, he puts his splayed hand on top of the suitcase and starts to hammer the point of the knife between his fingers. 
DJ. Jan…

POET. Shh… Flight leaves in three hours. I can only spare you these last, insignificant moments… What shall we devote them to? A hug? We've just wrestled enough, I think. A smoke then? Guess there's time. Only I quit and you… indulge other things, don't you, partner? Remember when we first moved in here? The original vision? Turn this dump into an art squat. A proper commune. Your DJ'ing. My poetry. We were going to perform, link people, make things happen. Like in Amsterdam. Grenoble. And then what? We blow it. 
DJ. No… 
POET. Yes… Your idea, remember? You said – the land of Robin Hood. Take from the rich, give to the poor… Street after street, month after month, three years, collecting all this stuff, making them believe it was all for poor little East European orphans. Wouldn't even have to improve our English, you said. The stronger the accent the better, you said. Easy act, easy money, you said. And what? Three dirty years. Lining our pockets with that meant for hungry mouths…
DJ. We are the orphans!
POET. No. I'm a third-rate poet and you, well DJ, today you're just a smack-head. Two third rate con artists. Foreign fucks. Fair enough if we had put the money to good use. To culture. To shaping this place into a home. But what happens? You blow yours on sick pleasures. I send all mine back to the village, for grandpa's medicine, and what? Tomorrow, a funeral. Now how is that?
DJ. Get me help! 
POET. He could have lived a hundred! But that son of a bitch father of mine… Small villages, words gets round. Even to the other end of Europe. My own flesh and blood. Systems die. Regimes. But the old bastard won't change spots.
DJ. Listen, get someone…
POET. You're just a cute thug. Not like my old man. In bed with cops, priests, every authority. They'll forgive him. The whole fucking community. Starve his own father of health just so he can show off in the pub…  Me, I'm man enough for true patricide. 
DJ. Listen… 
POET. No, you listen! This once! Always you. Always now. Now, now! Now is gone! But, seeing as you’re so keen to communicate, I'll let you into a secret. Just as long as you promise to take it to the grave. 
DJ. You nut… 
POET. Maybe. But hear me out. Judge then. Tonight, when he is sleeping, I will take this knife, his own father’s blade, and slit my old man's throat with it. The night before he is to bury him. Perfect poetic justice, don't you think? 
DJ. Christ… 
POET. Yes, D. Tonight, I got to kill the black sheep that came before me. Between me and my grandfather. And you. Same story. Three years we've been running this transgression. Time we made some amends. 
DJ. They gave us their junk! They! Pawned their guilt… 
POET. In your final moments at least don't bullshit. I know your art is all that, taking the music others have slaved over and spinning your own magpie variations, but give it up now. How long is it since you played a set anyway?
DJ. And your words? Your shitty origami? What is that worth here?
POET opens the trunk before him, places the knife inside and takes out a couple of thin books.
POET. You're right. This is all I amount to. Two anorexic volumes. Pamphlets. But you see, now I know. When I was heading here, the Wicked West, I chose the wrong road. They don't want us here. My words don't register. I should have gone the other way. East. The steppes. That's where I'm heading next. A new direction. Belarus. Caucus. Mongolia. No Interpol there. No roads. Nobody will find me. I will write again. Your sacrifice. That helps. Clears the air. Calms the gods. 
DJ. Help, you fuck. Help me… 
POET. Time to fly. Last plane out. Else everything will be too far and too late. 
DJ. You and me… we brothers. Compatriots. 
POET. Collaborators. Conspirators. Con artists. 
POET slams the suitcase shut on the books and the bottle, rises and heads for the door with the suitcase. 
DJ. I have money. 
POET. What?
DJ. Money. Hidden. 
POET. Money?
DJ. Extra. I hid. 
POET. Now you tell me? That you conned me too, brother? 
DJ. Just help…  

POET. You think, at this stage of the game, of your own death, you can cheat with cash? 

DJ. Listen…  

POET. No, wait, I have a better idea. A minute or so left. Why don't you spin me something? The best set you ever played [POET starts snatching boxes from the back of the stage, building a small desk before DJ]. Convince me you really are an artist and not just a thief and a smack-head and a traitor. I promise, once I'm safely through check in, I will call you some help. An ambulance, how about that? By the time they get here, I will long be in the sky and you may yet be breathing. Deal? Let me jut set up the mixing desk for you here... no, but wait. Where are your decks? D? Oh, I forgot. You sold them along with all the other shit we got given. Didn’t you? And what for? Smack money... Money you didn’t have then and don’t have now. Your last act, last chance, a con. Now how worthless do you feel? Foreigner? 
DJ. Go to hell. 
POET. Yeah. Keep them fires burning for me, will you? After the way we've behaved, something tells me we'll be going straight past purgatory. 
POET takes his suitcase over to the door, then pauses, turn and walks back over to DJ. POET removes DJ's hat and puts it on his own head then continues to take boxes from the back of the stage, building a wall all around DJ, a mausoleum of sorts. As the pyramid of boxes shrinks from backstage, OLD MAN remains suspended in mid-air, floating, even though the boxes he had been sitting on are removed. OLD MAN is singing a quiet lament again. 
POET. With all these gifts, the thousands of things we've failed to make anything of, I now bury you. Comrade in crime. Raising you a real mausoleum. The closest thing to a house you'll ever have. A grave of gifts... See, you had a chance. Music. That's a universal tongue. My words are useless here. My gifts unnecessary. Perhaps out there, there is some spirit, some soil where they won't wither. You knew the consequences. Lived large… now be quiet. I will think about you on the plane. And you think about me. Heading East. The steppes. The mountains. The sky ours. The crash coming. 

POET goes behind the boxes stacked around DJ, to the remaining junk still piled up there. We hear the sound of a match being struck, red flame-like light starting to flicker. POET exits, turning off the light, stage lit by the growing “fire”, OLD MAN, still humming his lament. 
THE END
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