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Act One 
 

In a first-class compartment, at a nameless train station in an unknown town, somewhere 

between the first and third platforms, facing east, opposite the direction of travel, in express 

train 950, a.k.a. the Black Lion, sits a middle-aged man, legs crossed, wearing dress shoes 

and creased pants, on his upper body a gray T-shirt and a dark-blue blazer. He looks a little 

like a regional-level chessmaster, gazing down at an unsightly Formica table, a table which, 

so happily not dissimilar to a Cossack leader’s wild stallion, vigorously shudders off the 

delicious station-vending-machine black coffee onto the traveler’s unsullied thighs. 

 The man does not, however, have coffee, because, in the first place, he is not a 

traveler, and besides, in the morning he does not drink coffee but tea, and even then only at 

home, made by his wife. He is examining some strawberries he purchased from the produce 

stand in the departure hall. Packaged in a transparent plastic box, they do not look too 

alluring. The man knows, however, that at any moment the train will begin moving in the 

direction of the rising sun, at which point he will lean into the strawberries and the red color 

of their skin will be in elegant accord with the red of the word TODAY in the masthead of the 

newspaper on which the man is now fixing his pupils.  

 It is ten minutes to seven and something stirs in the man, perhaps a pang of 

conscience, or perhaps merely the bottom of the cavity that is his stomach, twitching at the 

recollection of the previous night. Perhaps it is just the train lurching forward, setting out 

into the flat landscape.  

 At this very moment, another man opens the door of the compartment and asks:  

 

DVOŘÁK: Got a free spot, boss? 

 

JÁNSKÝ: (emerging from his morning reverie) Sure, can’t you see? It’s totally vacated. After 

all, it’s vacation. (He laughs at his own joke as the platform roof slowly disappears 

into the distance. A ray of morning sun glances off the window.)  

 

DVOŘÁK: You can say that again. No students around to fuck with us again till fall. (pause) 

It’ll be hot as shit in an hour.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I don’t care. The missus gets back from the mountains tomorrow, an Friday I’m 

flyin with her to Corfu.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah, you an your flyin. Me an my old lady are goin to Turkey. They got a train 

chartered down there from Letohrad. [Note: Letohrad is a town.]  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Who set that up? Old man Drtina?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah, same as always. Him an Urbanová.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: She still in Letohrad? Her husband was sposta be gettin that gig at the ministry in 

Prague, no? He didn’t go?  

 

DVOŘÁK: He went all right. Boura dragged him into it.  
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JÁNSKÝ: An she stayed in Letohrad?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah, I guess. They got a house there.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (taking a strawberry) He come home on weekends?  

 

DVOŘÁK: The fuck should I know? I’m not sleepin with her.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (in a philosophical tone) You’re not, I’m not. Question is, who is?   

 

DVOŘÁK: Someone, that’s for sure. She’s one fine babe.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Hmm. (pause) Hey, how come you’re not on the Metuje? D’you oversleep? [Note: 

Metuje is a town. Here Jánský is referring to the train that goes to that town, in other 

words he’s asking why Dvořák wasn’t on the earlier train.] 

 

DVOŘÁK: Nah, I was out in Lhota with my brother-in-law. He was droppin off some cement 

for me, you know, at the cottage? I told you, right, how I took out that wall. It was 12 

by 12 an now I’m redoin it 18 by 12. Weekends’ll be a blast. I get a fireplace in there 

an it’ll be good to go. Fuck if I’m gonna fry my ass in some tiny apartment all 

summer. [Note: Lhota is a town.]  

 

JÁNSKÝ: What’d you hafta be out there so early in the morning for?  

 

DVOŘÁK: He works the afternoon shift at Kolbenka, an besides, where would he pick up  

cement in the middle a the night? [Note: Kolbenka is a factory.]  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Oh, right, you don’t have a car. I always forget.  

 

DVOŘÁK: No, I don’t. An even if I did, what good would it do me? Whenever I need to get 

somewhere, I take the train, right? What’m I gonna buy gas for, those assholes always 

jackin up the price. (laughs) Besides, fore you know it, some pervert’s stealin all your 

wheels, like what happened to you.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Now hold on a minute. He only stole two from me.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Oh, pardon me. That’s some smooth ride you get on two wheels. Act like that, you 

could sign up for the circus.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (taking a strawberry) You know, there might actually be some money in that: 

Barnum Bailey an Jánský—now that’d be a show. We’d be fightin off the crowds . . .  

 

DVOŘÁK: Gimme a break, boss. The horseshit you come up with, I can’t believe it.  
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JÁNSKÝ: Horseshit. (pause) I don’t think I’d want any horses. No animals. Those ones in the 

circus really suffer.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Bout as much as us out here on the tracks. Hey, they ever catch that guy that stole 

your wheels?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Yeah, somewhere in Litoměřice. [Note: Litoměřice is a town.]  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah? I used to tip a few at The Castle with a guy from there. Actor, I think. He’s 

in Budějovice now or somethin. [Note: The Castle is a pub. Budějovice is a town.] 

 

JÁNSKÝ: You mean Fiala?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Thomas Fiala, that’s it! You know him? Don’t tell me you go to The Castle. I’d a 

seen you.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Nah, my son knows him. Came over to our place for dinner one time.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Some fine friends your son’s got. Fiala does drugs, you know.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: He smokes pot.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Marijuana.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (taking a strawberry) Same thing.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah, exactly. Hey, check this out: I’m watchin TV the other day—  

 

JÁNSKÝ: You oughta throw that TV out an buy yourself a used car.  

 

DVOŘÁK: So what was that guy doin in Litoměřice anyway?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: What guy?  

 

DVOŘÁK: The one that stole your wheels.   

 

JÁNSKÝ: Stealing.  

 

DVOŘÁK: What? Mirrors an wipers for a change?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: No. Wheels.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Two wasn’t enough for him, huh?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Guess not. By the time they caught him, guy had eighty wheels in his shed.  
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DVOŘÁK: Eighty? Took the cops long enough. You think it woulda been obvious. 

 

JÁNSKÝ: Not really. He only stole wheels offa ochre-colored Oltsits—you know, those 

Romanian heaps? An only the left-hand ones. Some kina obsession or somethin. By 

the time he hit here, he’d covered the whole country. Every district in the nation had a 

warrant out on him.  

 

DVOŘÁK: I heard a lotta crazy things in my day, but that one takes the cake. A guy that gets 

off on ochre Oltsit wheels? He must be off his rocker. 

 

JÁNSKÝ: Frankie told me once how when he was in this commune for nuts, there was this guy 

there who could only get off if he was lyin on plastic. You know, like a tarp? He’d 

put it out in the sun so it’d be nice and warm, an then get all into it.  

 

DVOŘÁK: But that was like some special institution for wackos, right? 

 

JÁNSKÝ: Yeah.  

 

DVOŘÁK: I get it. (reassuring himself) But that thief a yours, he’s from around here.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Yeah. Předměřice, I think.  

 

DVOŘÁK: I can’t believe it. The people they let run around these days.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: This guy is seriously cracked in the head, though. Know what he did? Sent me a 

money order, to pay me back. So I wouldn’t get angry, he said.  

 

DVOŘÁK: You’re takin him to court, right?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: What could I possibly get outta him? (takes a strawberry) Want one?  

 

DVOŘÁK: No, thanks. You buy strawberries in the mornin?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Hadn’t had any yet this year.  

 

DVOŘÁK: I have. Day before yesterday I ran into Rudy on Pospišílka an he slipped me some. 

[Note: Pospišílka is a street.] 

 

JÁNSKÝ: Rudy? Our Rudy, the esteemed hotel magnate?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yep, ole Kaštan. He’s a high roller now. Trucks his berries in from Bulgaria.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: What was he doin on Pospišílka?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Pickin up his kid at the station house, he said.  
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JÁNSKÝ: Old man’s a thief an they wanna go an lock up his son. That’s some logic for ya.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah, kid tried to steal his own bike.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: An then get the insurance to pay, right?   

 

DVOŘÁK: No, I mean, check this out: He’s over at Mandy’s, right? Rode over there on his 

bike. She lives out past Hvězda, where they sell the hockey sticks? So he gets on his 

bike an rides out to see her, all athletic, y’know, just shorts an a T-shirt on, an it’s the 

afternoon so the hubbie’s still at the office, an he’s gonna do her good or whatever, 

what do I know? Ole Rudy’s not the type for details, know what I mean? So anyway, 

when he’s done, right, the kid, he’s comin downstairs, all weak in the knees still, an 

his keys fall inda some grill or somethin, he can’t get em out.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: You’re makin this up.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Not me. Got it straight from Rudy.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Who was half-crocked, I’m sure.    

 

DVOŘÁK: Nah, he was totally sober. He was pickin up his kid at the station house, I told ya. 

Anyway, so the kid’s pokin around in the grill, tryin to get his keys out— 

 

JÁNSKÝ: Couldn’t get enough, huh?  

 

DVOŘÁK: What? He lost his keys, I’m tellin ya.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Right. Only first he pokes the jill an then he pokes the grill. Pretty good rap, no?  

 

DVOŘÁK: You know what? You can tell the rest yourself if you aren’t interested.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Come off it. Why would I tell the rest myself if I’m not interested?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Fine. Are you done now?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Now just ease up. I am your boss.  

 

DVOŘÁK: An what if I told your old lady what you were up to in Austria, that time with the 

guys from the phone company? What do you think a that?   

 

JÁNSKÝ: I had three beers an went to bed. 

 

DVOŘÁK: Exactly. You think she’ll believe that? At least if you’d gotten drunk . . .  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (smiling) Fine, I’m all ears. You have my undivided attention.  
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DVOŘÁK: An no interruptions.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Absolutely. I hate pulling out halfway. Just let that punch line fly!  

 

DVOŘÁK: You are a true asshole. You totally ruined it.  

 

(Jánský picks up his newspaper and begins reading. Dvořák takes a strawberry and chews it 

angrily. The train passes through a picturesque little station. Standing on the platform are 

three young men in their twenties, looking significantly worse for wear after the previous 

night’s revelry. Two of them hold guitar cases; the third, a saxophone case.)  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Check out the night owls, comin home after another night on the town. (pause) Hey, 

c’mon, don’t make such a big deal about it. Look, we’re in Nové Město already. 

[Note: Nové Město is a town.]  

 

DVOŘÁK: Who’s on today? Joey?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (shaking his head) Novotná. Joey switched shifts with her.   

 

DVOŘÁK: Altrichter’s fillin in for me. He covered the night shift an I’ll get him back on 

Wednesday.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: How you settle it’s your business. By the way, you workin ATD today? [Note: ATD 

is an assistant train dispatcher.]  

 

DVOŘÁK: Nah, not today.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: You’re better off. In this heat.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Thirst’ll come, one way or another.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Listen now, Peter. Don’t go drinkin any beer. I saw Ernesto on the platform.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah, an now that he showed you he’s there, he won’t come.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Yeah, he was just waitin for the five two twenty-six, I think, cause I didn’t see him 

get on.  

 

DVOŘÁK: If he’s goin to Převýšov, we’ll see him. It’s got an eight-minute stopover at us.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I wouldn’t count on it. He might hide out in the john.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Which crew’s on there, anyway? Týniště? I’ll ask the engineer if Ernie’s still there. 

[Note: Týniště is a town.] 
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JÁNSKÝ: I’d better sound the alarm, just in case. This is serious shit. Watch yourself now, 

Peter.  

 

DVOŘÁK: He’s got it in for me, I’m tellin ya. If he gives me the breathalyzer again, I’m not 

responsible for what I do.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Look, it’s his job. Somebody’s gotta do this shit, that’s the way it goes. (The train 

lurches to a stop.) We’re here, up an at em. (He gets to his feet and gets off the train.)  

 

DVOŘÁK: (also getting to his feet) Hey, Tony, you left your paper.  

 

*****



 9 

Act Two 
 

Transit office.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (on the phone) Yeah, receiving train five seven twenty-two, departure from Nový 

Bydžov at seven thirty-one, Dvořák. (He hangs up and makes an entry in the log. He 

lifts his head and raises an eyebrow, slanting diagonally.) So was Carl pissed off he 

had to stay cause a me?  

 

PODZIMEK: What for? That was the deal.  

 

DVOŘÁK: I know, but you know how he is.  

 

PODZIMEK: Nah, he was cool.  

 

DVOŘÁK: I can imagine. That guy doesn’t care about anything anymore. Ever since Donna 

left him, he’s been down in the dumps. (shakes his head)  

 

PODZIMEK: (clucking his tongue) Tough break. He was askin for it, though.  

 

DVOŘÁK: What’re you talkin about? She’s a slut, far as I’m concerned.  

 

PODZIMEK: Don’t tell me you got a piece of her, too?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Don’t be a dipshit. How can you sit there an crack jokes like that?  

 

PODZIMEK: Like what? Carl didn’t have shit happen to him. He put away ten a day at Rudy’s; 

he’ll put em away today an he’ll put em away tomorrow. What’s the big deal?  

 

DVOŘÁK: You don’t get it. He loved that woman.  

 

PODZIMEK: How da you figure?  

 

DVOŘÁK: He told me.  

 

PODZIMEK: Oh, he told you. The last time I talked to Carl he told me that in his past life he 

was an amphibian. Only he can’t remember if he was a turtle or a crocodile.  

 

DVOŘÁK: I’m glad to see you’re gettin such a kick outta this, Alex. You know, I don’t wish 

you any harm. But one day, just once, I’d like to see you in his position.  

 

PODZIMEK: You mean like trapped by some woman? How much you wanna bet?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Women or booze, same thing. Sooner or later, you’ll hit bottom.  
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PODZIMEK: Booze? I know when I’ve had enough, an you know that I know, so don’t gimme 

that crap.  

 

(Sound of a train approaching.) 

 

DVOŘÁK: That’s the five seven twenty-two. Go have a look, make sure it’s all there.  

 

(PODZIMEK walks out to the platform. From the door to the corridor a sloppy-looking 32-

year-old leans her head into the room.)  

 

KLEINOVÁ: (to DVOŘÁK) Coffee, Peter?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah, could you make me a cup, Gabby? Turkish? Thanks.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: What does Alex want? Coffee? Tea?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Tea, I think he’s drinkin these days.  

 

PODZIMEK: (entering from outside) Oh, Gab honey, make me some a that Vietnamese green 

tea, would you? It’s in the cupboard next to my mug.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: Yours is the Winnie the Pooh, right?  

 

PODZIMEK: Can’t you remember anything?   

 

KLEINOVÁ: Well, excuse me! You’ve had it—what? A week? I’ll put stickers with everyone’s 

name on em, an that’ll be that. Don’t be pullin this crap on me, you can make your 

own damn coffee.  

 

PODZIMEK: Oh c’mon, sweetie, I’m sorry. I’ll line all of the mugs up in alphabetical order an 

everything’ll be nice an tidy.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Cut the rigmarole. Just put stickers on an that’ll do the trick.  

 

PODZIMEK: Couldn’t hurt that corny thing that you picked up at Gajerka’s. My mug’s from 

Cambridge, though. My sis brought it back for me.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Winnie the Pooh.  

 

PODZIMEK: From some special teddy bear store.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Apart from that, she all right?  

 

PODZIMEK: Are you tryin to suggest there’s somethin wrong with my sister cause she goes to 

school at Cambridge? You’re such a hick. They don’t have any mugs like that at The 
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Czechs’ or On the Weir, so it’s gotta be crap, is that it? [Note: The Czechs’ and On 

the Weir are names of pubs.]  

 

KLEINOVÁ: What did you have to say that for, Alex? (She walks out sobbing.)  

 

DVOŘÁK: (shaking his head) Damn, are you dense. Go find her an apologize.  

 

PODZIMEK: What did I do now?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Last week, down at The Czechs’, her man keeled over, heart attack. Six pints, eight 

shots a rum, an bam, he went down, just like in the movies. His funeral was 

yesterday. You hadda go an remind her.  

 

PODZIMEK: How the fuck was I sposta know?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Everyone else knows but you. Don’t you think that’s weird? Didn’t you notice she 

was wearing a black apron?  

 

PODZIMEK: (dejectedly) I thought she was wearing it cause the black hides the stains.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Don’t tell me you came up with that. Even you couldn’t think of something that 

cruel. You been drinkin with those actors again, is that it? They been telling you lines 

from their plays, right?  

 

PODZIMEK: (emerging from his thoughts renewed with energy) You’re right, Peter. I’ll go 

find her. (He walks out.)   

 

DVOŘÁK: Wait! Is it all there?  

 

PODZIMEK: Yeah. Course.   

 

DVOŘÁK: Then get over here an sign this for me.  

 

PODZIMEK: (signing the log) I saw some hot young thing out on the Osek railhead. Too far off 

to recognize. You know who she is?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Some new signal girl sposta be takin over for Knespl. Could be her, I donno. 

(pauses) Alex, be nice to Gabby.  

 

PODZIMEK: Don’t worry, pops. (chuckles) Two sugars?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Make it three. (PODZIMEK exits. The phone rings. From the receiver comes a 

crackling sound, then something that sounds like “Novotná.”) Yes, receiving train 

five two twenty-six, departure from Nové Město at seven forty-nine, Dvořák. (He 

logs the call in the journal.)  
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JÁNSKÝ: Lemme see that a minute. (DVOŘÁK tilts his head up and raises an eyebrow, as 

before. After a moment, he rises from the table and sits down at the stationmaster’s 

log.) Where’s Alex?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Makin coffee with Gabby.   

 

JÁNSKÝ: They coulda waited till he’d been in the ground a week, at least.  

 

DVOŘÁK: No, really, boss. They’re making coffee.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (interrupting) Still, what does he care now?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Now wait a second, Tony. Alex is a super-sensitive guy, he cares . . .  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I don’t mean Alex. I’m talkin about her husband, Frank. 

 

DVOŘÁK: Oh, right. (He mulls in silence a moment, then glances at the log.) Everything look 

okay?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: So far so good. (turns the page)   

 

DVOŘÁK: Hey, boss, I been meanin to ask: Did ole Knespl pack it in?   

 

JÁNSKÝ: The agreement we had was till the end a the month. Some new girl’s startin today, 

right outta school.   

 

DVOŘÁK: Where’d she go, Třebová?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Třebová, that’s right.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Bout eighteen, would you say?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I guess. Graduated this year.  

 

DVOŘÁK: So she did dispatching. 

 

JÁNSKÝ: Course she did, she’s been workin with you all year. Vincent Kozlů’s retiring an he 

said he’d take on a helper for a year or two. Then they’ll just swap.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (mulling again) Oh, right, okay . . .  

 

(The scrape of wheels as a train pulls in to the station.) 

 

PODZIMEK: (dashing through the office) Peter, my good man, I’m off! (In the doorway to the 

platform he turns and flashes a broad smile.) Gabby’ll be back with that coffee in just 

a sec. (He disappears outside.) 
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JÁNSKÝ: What a nut, I can’t believe it.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Ah, shoot. I forgot to tell him to see if Ernesto’s there. 

 

JÁNSKÝ: Look, it’s got a twenty-minute hangup so quit playin detective an get it movin. You 

got a clear run, so let it roll.  

 

PODZIMEK: (coming back in from the platform) All there. Scuse me, boss. (He shoves his way 

past to the log.)  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Oh, sorry. (He stands up to allow PODZIMEK to sign.)  

 

DVOŘÁK: (sits down at the log and picks up the phone) Train five two twenty-six in Dolní 

Poustevna, Dvořák. (pause) That’s right, Mrs. Novotná: Turkey. (nodding his head as 

he speaks) So you took the splurge? That’s great, Mrs. Novotná. Right, bye now. 

(hangs up and turns to PODZIMEK) D’you see Ernesto out there?  

 

PODZIMEK: (cheerfully) Lookin for Ernie, eh, Petie boy? Two a you got a little somethin goin 

on, huh? (ribbing DVOŘÁK mischievously)  

 

DVOŘÁK: (raises an eyebrow, inhales through his nose, and throws a punch) You can take 

your jokes an shove it, asshole. This is serious. Tony saw Ernesto this morning at the 

station, an if he’s goin to Převýšov then our ass is grass. Michael Hešl’s there today 

an you know what he looks like after his Monday night card games . . .  

 

PODZIMEK: Like a jaguar.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (mainly to himself) Liver spots: sooner or later, they’ll get us all . . .  

 

PODZIMEK: That’s right. Take your pick: Liver spots or kidney stones.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (laughing) Or both, an your gall bladder’s shot—that’ll be my grand finale. Friday 

night the missus made a goose I couldn’t resist. Had the rump, too, an, boy, did it hit 

me hard. I was still hurtin during “Taboo.” [Note: Taboo is a late-night talk show 

about “taboo” topics.]  

 

PODZIMEK: Lots a laughs?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Not this time. They had some necrophiliac zoophile on.  

 

PODZIMEK: (laughing) But homosexually oriented an exceptionally gregarious, so at least it 

wasn’t boring, right?  

 

DVOŘÁK: I donno, Alex. Compared to you, I’d say he was a monk.  
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JÁNSKÝ: I thought he was some hunter, no?  

 

PODZIMEK: A hunter?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I don’t remember diddly. Too busy snortin Cholagol. What’s the word on Ernesto? 

[Note: Cholagol is the brand name of drops used to treat gallstones; similar drugs in 

this country are Chenix (chenodiol) and Actigall (ursodiol).] 

 

PODZIMEK: He’s doin Převýšov today. [Note: Převýšov is a town.] 

 

DVOŘÁK: You saw him?  

 

PODZIMEK: No. I’m sleepin with his daughter an she told me.  

 

DVOŘÁK: He’s got a daughter, huh?  

 

PODZIMEK: All a nineteen. Wouldn’t a guessed it, huh?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Shit, you shoulda been on her three years ago. (to JÁNSKÝ) Christ, Tony, where 

would we be today . . . Just look at how many of us he’s taken down already: Gerry 

Diviš, poor guy, is at the sugar factory. Jack Slejška’s at the brickworks. An Barbara, 

far as I heard, hung herself in Prostějov. [Note: Prostějov is a town.]  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (to PODZIMEK) You’re kiddin, right?  

 

PODZIMEK: What do you think?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I think you’re askin for a smack in the face.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (on the phone) Yeah, is that you, Mike? Peter here. Listen up, major snafu: Ernesto 

Deka’s on the five two twenty-six an he’s headin your way. You good to go? (pause) 

Try takin a deep breath an—you’re turning green? Seriously? Listen, just tell me how 

it looks, I can hold down the fort here, it’s twenty behind anyway an Alex’ll be up 

there in ten minutes on the moped. We got some new girl from Třebová, just started, 

she can step in as ATD. (pause) You sure you can handle it? Hey, don’t go playin the 

hero, you know what a hardass he is. (pause) All right then, just hold on, I’ll send it 

your way. (in a resigned tone) Will you receive train five two twenty-six, departure 

from Dolní Poustevna at eight oh two, Dvořák? (hangs up the phone, picks it back up 

again, and makes another call) Now for the fifteen six zero four to Křinec an that’ll 

be it. (into the phone) Will you receive train fifteen six zero four, departure from 

Dolní Poustevna at eight oh two, Dvořák? (hangs up the phone and stands from the 

log) Aright, Alex, you can go give it the green.  

 

(JÁNSKÝ sits back down at his desk as KLEINOVÁ tries to enter the room: Propping open the 

door with her elbow, she attempts to keep the door out of her way by pushing it aside with 

one leg, making her look so clumsy you could kiss her.) 
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KLEINOVÁ: Dang it. Will somebody grab the door for me? Can’t you see I’ve got my hands 

full?   

 

PODZIMEK: Sure, Gabby, be right there. (He grabs the door and says with feigned solemnity) 

Your majesty.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: Kina shabby for royalty, don’t cha think? (She sets down the mugs.) Well, what’re 

you waitin for: gimme a smoke. 

 

PODZIMEK: Sorry, I quit. Gave it up for good.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: Since when? This morning?  

 

PODZIMEK: As of Friday night. This is my fifth day now without a drag. I gotta go give the 

all-clear. (He walks out.)  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (without raising his head from the log) You can have one a mine, Gabby.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: Jeez, thanks, boss. An I didn’t even bring coffee for you. Here, take mine. I drink 

instant, hope you don’t mind.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: That’s all right, Gabby. Laura can make me one upstairs.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: Laura’s kid is sick, isn’t he? I think she’s at home with him.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: So I’ll make it myself. I got a kettle up there, no big deal.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: Don’t be silly, have mine. I’ve had two cups today already.   

 

JÁNSKÝ: I can fend for myself, can’t I?  

 

PODZIMEK: (re-entering from outside) Listen, Tony, that instant stuff’s all right. I drink it 

when I run outta tea.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Who said I didn’t like instant? Me an Betty drink it at home all the time.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (Relishing his Turkish coffee, he swirls it around in his mouth and swallows.) I 

couldn’t do it. I mean, c’mon, stuff tastes like instant soup. Plus it’s all greasy or I 

donno what, kina like . . . I had some instant once, from a vending machine.  

 

PODZIMEK: You sure it wasn’t soup?  

 

DVOŘÁK: What?  

 

PODZIMEK: (pursing his lips) Bouillon. Did the button say bouillon?  
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DVOŘÁK: (emphatically) I’m tellin you, it was coffee an it didn’t have any grounds in it.   

 

JÁNSKÝ: Well, it mighta been regular coffee, you know, only filtered. Or maybe the person 

ahead a you bought soup. That would explain it.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Tony: It wasn’t soup.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: No, that’s what I’m sayin, not you, the person before you. Anyway, so you made a 

mistake, it’s not like it’s gonna kill you. Last year in France I wanted some coffee an 

there’s this machine with a picture of coffee on it, so I’m like, what’s there to lose, 

right? So I press the button the au lait — you know, like “one with milk” — only I’m 

all screwed up, thinkin it’s English, when a course it’s actually tea, right? I mean, 

(pronouncing in proper French) thé, right, a course, it’s France. So you see, I’m the 

boss, an I make mistakes too. 

 

DVOŘÁK: I didn’t make a mistake.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: (to DVOŘÁK) Just forget it already.  

 

(The telephone rings.) 

 

DVOŘÁK: Train five two twenty-six in Převýšov, roger, Dvořák. Hey, Michael, Ernesto there 

yet? (pause) If you can’t talk right now, burp. (A loud belch emanates from the 

receiver. DVOŘÁK, grimacing in pain, clutches his ear.) He’s there.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: Michael’ll know how ta handle him. Where’re your cigarettes, Anthony?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: My jacket, in the pocket. What about em?  

 

KLEINOVÁ: You said I could have one.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Oh, right, I completely forgot. (gives KLEINOVÁ a cigarette, also lighting one for 

himself) You know, now that I’m smoking, you think I might take you up on that cup 

a coffee?  

 

KLEINOVÁ: I’ve been offering you mine, haven’t I?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Thanks a lot. Is there any sugar in it?  

 

KLEINOVÁ: No, I don’t use sugar. You know, I’m enough of a lard-ass as is.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Uh-huh. Well, don’t get offended, but I can’t drink it bitter. Makes my face get all 

scrunched up.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: Well, wait a sec an I’ll go get some sugar.  
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PODZIMEK: You stay here an smoke your smoke, Gabby. I’ll go get it.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Forget it, Alex. I’ll drink it like this. (takes a sip and his face gets all scrunched up) 

 

PODZIMEK: I’ll get it, boss. You can’t mess around with that stuff. (He walks out.)  

 

DVOŘÁK: You all right, Tony?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: It’ll pass, don’t worry.  

 

DVOŘÁK: That’d be one helluva bad break if somethin was to happen ta you before your trip 

to Corfu.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: (letting out a gasp) You’re going to Corfu?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Yeah, on a charter from Brno. With my wife, of course.  

 

KLEINOVÁ: It could only happen to me. (She lays her head on the desk and starts crying; the 

phone rings.)  

 

DVOŘÁK: (physically on the phone; in his mind, elsewhere) Train fifteen six oh four in 

Lovčice, roger, Dvořák. (hangs up)  

 

PODZIMEK: (from the doorway) Two cubes enough?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (crushed) It’ll have to be.  

 

PODZIMEK: (walks to the desk and drops the sugar into the coffee) What’d you guys do to her 

this time?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: We were just talkin about vacation.  

 

PODZIMEK: You blabbed about your trip to Corfu?   

 

JÁNSKÝ: Not me. It was Peter.  

 

PODZIMEK: (to DVOŘÁK) You idiot. How could you be so stupid?  

 

DVOŘÁK: So what if he’s flyin to Corfu? Me an my wife’re goin to Turkey.  

 

PODZIMEK: Shut your mouth. If you say the C-word one more time, I’m gonna take this 

signal disc an bash your stupid head in!  

 

KLEINOVÁ: (standing) Forget it, guys. It doesn’t matter now anyway. (She walks out)  
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DVOŘÁK: Will someone please explain this to me?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Me an Frank came up with Corfu together. I was there year before last, see, so I 

suggested it. I don’t think Gabby even knew that we were goin again, or that we were 

goin with em. He never told her. It’s gonna be kina boring now that Frankie won’t be 

there, but they wouldn’t’ve spent much time with us anyway, I figure, seein as it was 

supposed ta be their honeymoon an all.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (cradling his head in his left hand) Jesus. (extends his right hand) Tony, gimme a 

smoke.  

 

PODZIMEK: Wait a minute, boss. What honeymoon?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: You know, like after a wedding.  

 

PODZIMEK: The hell do you mean? They been together ten years.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Sure, but they were just livin together. He didn’t wanna marry her. You know all a 

the horsin around she did.  

 

PODZIMEK: Tell me about it. 

 

JÁNSKÝ: They were sposta get married Saturday. So on Friday Frankie goes to The Czechs’ 

for his bachelor party. An on Monday was the funeral.  

 

DVOŘÁK: That’s like somethin outta Romeo and Juliet — love, death, the whole nine yards, 

an all right on our doorstep.  

 

PODZIMEK: Jesus, Tony, but why’d they decide to get married now? (He yelps in horror) 

She’s pregnant!  

 

JÁNSKÝ: No, no. It was just a gesture on Frankie’s part. He wanted it to be like everything 

was forgiven an they were starting over.  

 

PODZIMEK: Damn, it never occurred to me that they weren’t married. Did you guys know? 

 

DVOŘÁK: Everyone knew. Right, Tony?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Far as I know. Yeah, definitely. Everyone except Alex, that is.  

 

PODZIMEK: Am I a jerk. Now I know what she was talkin about. Askin me if I could take time 

off, an do I burn or can I lie out in the sun? I mean, it’s not like anything’s tyin her 

down, if they weren’t married, right? Am I a retard. Peter, could I, for just a sec . . .  

 

DVOŘÁK: Go right ahead. Just make sure you’re back for the fifteen six twenty-seven, young 

man.   
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PODZIMEK: (uncertainly) I’ll take the mugs, so it won’t look like I’m . . . you know. Thanks, 

Peter. (He walks out.)  

 

DVOŘÁK: (to JÁNSKÝ) Can you give him time off?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I spose so. Maybe I’ll get that new signal girl to fill in.  

 

(The screeching sound of train wheels braking to a stop. A delicate hand knocks on the frame 

of the door giving onto the platform, and above it appears the adorable face of a charming 

young lass.) 

 

TÓTHOVÁ: May I come in?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (cheerfully) Speak of the devil! I mean, excuse me, of course. Please, please.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Got the Osek railhead greased up an I’m headin to Dobřenice, so I figured I’d . . . 

just thought I’d poke my head in. [Note: Osek and Dobřenice are names of towns; the 

railheads are named for the town to which they lead.]  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Bring your whole body on in here! Stopping by was a great idea. Lemme just 

introduce you: Esmeralda Tóthová, our new signalwoman, this is Peter Dvořák, our 

old dispatcher.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Not that old yet. Pleased to meet you. (shakes her hand)  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Me too. I guess I’ll be workin with you . . . someday.  

 

DVOŘÁK: I certainly hope so. The pleasure will be all mine.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Where’s your ATD?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Oh, he went somewhere with the cleaning lady.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Stop by on your way back, Esmeralda. I’ll introduce you.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: All right then, I gotta run . . .  

 

DVOŘÁK: Run along there, little dogie!  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: (from the doorway) Is Peter always this funny, boss?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Only sometimes. Enjoy it while you can.   

 

TÓTHOVÁ: That I will. G’bye now.  
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DVOŘÁK: Well, boys, gonna be one hell of a night shift. She is on fire. Did you get a load a 

that?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: C’mon, Peter. She’s a whole head taller than you.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Exactly. Lanky girls like that’re like clotheswringers, believe me, Tony. I speak 

from experience.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (laughing) If you’re tryin to tell me you never had a woman shorter than you, I 

believe you a hundred percent.  

 

DVOŘÁK: What’s that sposta mean? 

 

JÁNSKÝ: Ah, nothin. Your phone’s ringing.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Oh, sorry. Here, lend me that. (rotates log to face him and takes phone from 

JÁNSKÝ) Yes, receiving train fifteen six twenty-seven, departing Lovčice at eight 

thirty-three, Dvořák. (makes entry in log and hangs up the phone; as soon as he does, 

it rings again) Yeh, receiving train five seven oh four, departing Nový Bydžov at 

eight thirty-four, Dvořák. (makes entry in log, then turns back to JÁNSKÝ)  

 

PODZIMEK: (entering from outside, he comes to a stop in the doorway, his eyes glued to the 

Dobřenice railhead) Shit, that’s her!  

 

DVOŘÁK: (walking up to him) What’re you lookin at? 

 

PODZIMEK: That girl there, on the bike. That’s Ernesto’s daughter!  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah, that’s Esmeralda.  

 

PODZIMEK: You don’t hafta tell me. I’m sleepin with her.   

 

DVOŘÁK: So, first day on the job an you’ve already polished her off. Now I’ve seen 

everything . . . Was it before the shift, or just now, while you were out makin coffee?  

 

PODZIMEK: I was with Gabby, remember? (clucks his tongue) Today I didn’t do anything 

with her. Only so much a guy can take. She’s that girl I picked up on the five two 

fifty, that time I was comin back from Elena’s place in Choceň. Well, seein as she’s 

Ernesto’s daughter, I guess I’m goin out with her now.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Oh ho! So she’s Ernesto’s daughter? 

 

PODZIMEK: How many times do I hafta tell you?  

 

DVOŘÁK: So she’s the one that told you about . . .   
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PODZIMEK: She’s the one. Now do you get it?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Holy shit! What’re you gonna do? 

 

PODZIMEK: Shit my pants, what the fuck else. I just promised Gabby I’d go to Corfu with her.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Tough break, if you can’t get outta goin. Listen, though: You can’t break up with 

Esmeralda. It’d be too big a blow to the station.  

 

PODZIMEK: Nah, you guys’d kill me, I know that. But what do I do? (pause) Shoot, you know 

what? I’ll just kina hide out the rest a the day, an tomorrow I fly outta here.  

 

DVOŘÁK: It’ll never work, Alex. The boss already promised to introduce you.  

 

PODZIMEK: Well, did he say what my name was?  

 

DVOŘÁK: No. Man, that’s a great idea! You can pretend to be your brother! 

 

PODZIMEK: You think?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Oh, sure. You could be like your own twin. Vic Podzimek, say.  

 

PODZIMEK: You know, the last time I saw that gag was in some play in Plzeň. Don’t even ask 

how it ended. Really, it was a piece a crap, nothin in it worth usin.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Look, no need to get all philosophical here. You wanna be incognito? You do! 

Well, then, you better get over the fact that you aren’t exactly up to date on your 

scams.  

 

PODZIMEK: Listen, Peter. I’m not talkin avant-garde here. That trick is seriously old. No way 

will she fall for it.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Oh, please. That girl couldn’t tell a five nine thirty-two from a five seven sixty-

three. Test her out at ten oh five, you’ll see! [Note: This rhyme is not in the original; 

that’s just the way it came out.] I say she could easily mistake you for your brother. 

An besides, olden is golden. Just look at me.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (from his desk) How bout “the older you get, the dumber you get.” Peter, you’re 

missin a signoff.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Get outta here, no way. I guarantee, they’re all there.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: It’s missing, I’m tellin ya. I got eyes, don’t I? Don’t sit there an argue with me like 

some three-year-old kid.  

 

DVOŘÁK: So which one, if you don’t mind? 
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JÁNSKÝ: The five two twenty-five.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah? Departs at six thirty-eight. I wasn’t here yet.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Officially, you were. Go talk to Carl if you got a problem. It wouldn’t a happened if 

you had your act in order. That’ll cost you a hundred.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Go ahead. Take it outta my pay, you money-grubbing Jew!  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Hey, easy now. You’re goin a little overboard, don’t you think? How many times do 

I have to explain, some words simply shouldn’t pass your lips.  

 

DVOŘÁK: I’m sorry, Tony. That’s just how I am. It’s not my fault if some a my jokes don’t 

come out.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Oh, that was a joke? Next time let me know in advance . . .   

 

PODZIMEK: Tony, hey, forget him. Listen, I need to ask you, when Esmeralda comes, could 

you—  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Tell her you’re Vic Podzimek, Alex’s brother.   

 

PODZIMEK: (dismayed) You were listening?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I’m not deaf, am I?  

 

DVOŘÁK: You think it’ll work? 

 

JÁNSKÝ: I donno. I’ve seen that trick in the movies probly a hundred an twenty-one times, an 

every time, the secret gets out in the end. On the other hand, Esmeralda is Ernesto’s 

daughter, so it just might work.  

 

PODZIMEK: Actually, she’s his stepdaughter.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Clearly not of his seed. (laughs) Ha. Pizza face like his . . . 

 

PODZIMEK: She’s a looker, eh, Tony?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (with a knowing air) Grown in in all the right places, that’s for sure.  

 

DVOŘÁK: You guys’re still stuck in puberty. It ain’t the servin size; it’s the number of servins 

that counts. Besides, we got a pretty illustrious history behind us, wouldn’t you say?  
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JÁNSKÝ: Some of us do, some of us don’t. (pause) But you’re right. We’ve gotta hope that 

she she’s been influenced by Ernesto’s upbringing, an trust that she takes after him, at 

least a little. Otherwise she’ll be on to our trick toot sweet.  

 

PODZIMEK: I can tell you, boss, she hasn’t gotten any smarter hangin around with me. I only 

been with her two weeks.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (with a touch of sarcasm) An here I was, worried sick she’d learn something from 

you. You really took a load off my shoulders there, Alex. (sound of a train) Somethin 

came in, go have a look. We’re halfway home now.  

 

PODZIMEK: That’ll be the fifteen six twenty-seven. (He walks out.)  

 

(The phone rings. DVOŘÁK answers it.) 

 

DVOŘÁK: Yes, receiving express two hundred fifty-one, arriving in Převýšov at eight forty-

one, Dvořák.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: (huffing from her sharp stride, yet in a sharp tone of voice) Bad news, boss. We 

had an accident last night. Better come take a look.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (agitated) An I’m just finding out now? Who was on duty last night? Who’s the 

investigator?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: No one yet. I just discovered it.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: This is ridiculous! Is anyone hurt? 

 

TÓTHOVÁ: No. There’s just one turnout all hacked up. 

 

JÁNSKÝ: Which one?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: From siding eight to six. On the Dobřenice railhead. 

 

JÁNSKÝ: That’s all right then. Now tell me everything you know.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: All’s I know’s what Louis told me. Looks like the guys were shovin the tanks out 

there for the night, long with the Scotch block—left it out by the boxcars somewhere, 

dumbasses. Anyway, they were shovin it over the frog an a course the block got stuck 

an derailed it. [Note: see http://www.trainweb.org/railwaytechnical/track.htm for 

railroad track terminology.]  

 

JÁNSKÝ: It ran along the bolts, huh? 

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Yep.  

 

http://www.trainweb.org/railwaytechnical/track.htm
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JÁNSKÝ: Musta made a helluva ruckus. Didn’t anyone notice?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Sure. They stopped right away, too. But it was fine when they went to look. Louis 

says the inside wheel hopped right back up on the rail after the next runner. You 

really think that could happen, boss?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Anything can happen. Was it the last car?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: No, the third. Alberto found it. Flanges’re banged up pretty good. 

 

JÁNSKÝ: So no other cars fell out over the block?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: No, luckily it popped out. I’ll show you where it is. I didn’t wanna touch it, since 

you’re going to investigate. Nasty sight now, though. That block’s totally wrecked.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (grinning to himself) All of us are, having lived through what we did . . . (pause, 

then with renewed vigor) Peter, I’m gonna go check out the accident. Send over the 

trackman, would you.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Sure. I’ll call him right away.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Okay. (to TÓTHOVÁ) I’m very pleased with you, Esmeralda. I can see you were 

listening when they taught you the regulations. As a second, you’re pure poetry. I just 

hope you’re as good a dispatcher.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: If Peter trains me, for sure.  

 

DVOŘÁK: What’d I tell you, Tony? The girl knows what she’s doin.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: What does he mean by that, boss?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: That you’ve got a nose for dispatchers. You picked the best.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: He’s the only one I know. Weren’t you gonna introduce me to the ATD?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Peter can do it. I gotta get to that turnout. Come see me when you’re done. (He 

walks out; a train pulls in.)  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: (peeking out) It’s the two hundred fifty-one. An that smoke on the horizon must be 

the engine from Byžov.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Everything’s comin together real nice. An on time, too. It’s goin good today. All 

except for that turnout.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Yeah, an even that’s not such a prob. It only led to a siding.  
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DVOŘÁK: The rails’re blind as justice, as our dearly deceased Bláha used to say. Now that 

was the guy to have on your team. Don’t make em like him anymore . . .  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Louis isn’t so bad, is he? He was shiftin out there today like he knew his stuff.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Pláteník? That old Commie? That back-stabbing, shit-eating—he doesn’t have half 

the grace that Frankie Bláha had. Now he was a master. Even when he was still on the 

backup, you know, back when he was a rag-waver, he gave the all-clear? the number 

four? he moved some air around, you could fit half the world inside there. Kids today, 

they barely even wave the stick.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Jesus, Peter, you’re not that old. Least not old enough to remember how someone 

who’s dead now started out. (brief pause) Are you?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Course not. Frankie wasn’t even thirty-six. Yep, way it goes. His number came up 

when he was young, that’s all.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: That’s just an old wives’ tale. Maybe you’re unhappy about bein stuck in the 

trenches still? 

 

DVOŘÁK: Far from it. I’m the happy-go-lucky type. Gonna live it up while I can, damn it.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: You see? You got everything goin your way: healthy kids, dependable wife. Not 

to mention that cottage a yours, so don’t try to tell me you’re in pain. You’re 

practically a walking ad for the perfect family. An me? Wherever I go, somethin 

awful happens. Like now. My first shift an a turnout goes an gets fucked up, first 

thing.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Christ, I completely forgot. (He picks up the phone and dials.) Mitch, is that you? 

Peter here. Listen, the turnout from six to eight on the Dobřenice railhead’s in shreds. 

Grab a motor car an go straighten it out. Yep, eleven. I’ll set it up. Listen, I’m tellin 

you: Don’t worry, I’ll have it out there. Aright. Bye now. (He hangs up and turns to 

TÓTHOVÁ.) So. Where were we?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Where we were an where we’ll end up, that’s what I always wonder. 

 

DVOŘÁK: You were sayin how my family foundations’re all shipshape or whatever.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: I guess. (lets out a sigh) I can’t wait around anymore, I need some air. I’d better 

get back to that turnout. Tell that ATD a yours I’ll stop by later.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Sure, that’ll be better.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Right, see ya. (She walks out.) 

 

PODZIMEK: (slipping back in from his hiding place) Ouch. That was close.  



 26 

 

DVOŘÁK: Where’d you go? 

 

PODZIMEK: I was hiding behind the door. Didn’t you see me winkin at you through the crack? 

I gotta hand it to you, you made the atmosphere in here so psychologically heavy, it 

drove her right out. That was awesome.   

 

DVOŘÁK: Like I said, it’s like I got her on a leash: left to right an back again, no problemo. 

Hey, outside. How’s it look?  

 

PODZIMEK: Yeah, yeah, it’s cool. Everything under control.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (on the phone) Express two hundred fifty-one in Dolní Poustevna, Dvořák. Aright, 

Michael? (to PODZIMEK) Ernesto’s there. Michael hung up right away.  

 

PODZIMEK: Hope it doesn’t do him in.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Let’s hope. (on the phone) Train fifteen six twenty-seven in Dolní Poustevna. 

(waits a moment, hangs up, then calls again) Train five seven oh four in Dolní 

Poustevna. (repeats previous actions) Will you receive express two hundred fifty-one, 

departing Dolní Poustevna at eight forty-nine, Dvořák? (pause) Oh, sure I want to 

buy a leather jacket in Istanbul. They’re half the price there. (hangs up the phone) 

Aright, you can let it go from number one. An I’m goin you know where. When I 

have coffee an a cigarette I always gotta go. Oh, well. Anyway, I need a place to 

think in peace an quiet.  

 

PODZIMEK: You gonna tell me what you figure out?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Sure. Don’t I always?  

 

PODZIMEK: (happily) I can hardly wait. (He walks outside.)  

 

DVOŘÁK: Better hope it’s worth your while. (He walks into another room.)  

 

 

INTERMISSION 
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Act Three 
 

A nice day. The sun nods across the sky, picking boogers from its nose and dropping them 

down into the desiccated clouds. It is almost hot, the temperature climbing upward at regular 

intervals. The heavy air causes panting when climbing up stairs. There is a bit of wind, but 

not the kind that comes from beans. Fingernails are trimmed, and the milky halfmoons that 

fall from them, into the baking-hot sand on the turntable, are looking forward to their nightly 

allotment of stars. But that is a long time coming.  

 Meanwhile they delight in the view of the lemon-yellow tanks standing in front of the 

snow-white home of the signalman—or signalwoman, depending on who is on duty at the 

moment.  

 On an escarpment at the edge of the railyard, two well-scrubbed, upright, meticulous, 

cultivated switchmen lie resting on a freshly mown green lawn. The elder of the two has gray 

hair now, though the years have not taken away a smidgen of his strength. Peeking out of his 

unbuttoned shirt are a couple of firm, nearly armored hairs and a common garden spider. A 

random passerby rancorously voices his envy, bringing a dusky red to his face as a despair, 

all-encompassing, gently settles into his heart.  

 The other man, who is evenly tanned, possesses a black moustache and a passionate 

demeanor. At the moment, however, this cannot be seen, as the man, playing it safe, is hiding 

his eyes beneath his massive eyelids, to all appearances feigning sleep. This impression is 

bolstered by the rhythmic rise and fall of the symmetrical musculature on his abdominal 

wall.  

 Both men grind four-leaf clovers in their teeth with relish, without any visible signs of 

weariness. Next to them, like the kisses of a young giraffe on the face of the savanna, shine 

two orange safety helmets. Tossed aside with unusual levity, nonetheless their arrangement 

reveals the touch of a calloused hand that is downright inspired. The composition of bodies, 

helmets, grass, and rail switch taken as a whole constitutes a terse commentary aimed with 

geometric precision straight at the heart of the universe.  

 Now for a little drama: Photons of light, bewitched by the filigree asceticism of the 

moment, gather into a single, thick ray of light, and the cricket shifts from piano to forte. A 

storm is on its way, and nature, swollen with unease, sings its hallelujah. What light! The 

entire railyard sliced through with the borders of shadow like a clump of chives!  

 And yet there is still only that sole cone of luminance; otherwise, darkness. Pollen, a 

silver scooter, and a heap of sweetness. Five pirouettes: the tip of the foot bent like a spear 

and a great grandissimo, the flamingo himself arrives, with outstretched arms. Now he steps 

into the center of the luminous espalier, into the midst of the black tapirs! The stationmaster! 

He has been expected, though not of course with such pomp, taking away the breath of the 

Cossack leader who has deigned to pass through in an attempt to catch up, somehow, dag 

nab it, with the garden spider.  

 Now, however, everything gets back on the same old track.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: So, how goes it, boys?  

 

ŠULC: Not so hot, boss. This mornin our flagman slipped a disc on us.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Stan? 
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ŠULC: Who else? First we thought he was just clownin, but then he collapsed, right here, an 

went stiff as a kingfisher.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Can you handle it, just the two a you? 

 

ŠULC: Chief here hadda run the flags, cause I got up on the backup engine this morning, an 

once I get ahold a that thing, I don’t let go easy.   

 

JÁNSKÝ: How’d it go, Louis? Lost the swing of it now that you’re a foreman?  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Tag it, bleed it, untie. It’s impossible to forget. You just gotta know which hand’s 

doin what. There’s more to my career than just bein a foreman. You know me, Tony. 

I’m a straight-up guy. There ain’t but one crust on a loaf a bread, even if it does go all 

the way round.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Great. So are you guys not shiftin cause a that turnout? 

 

PLÁTENÍK: That’s the way it goes, boss. I need that siding for the Šárovcová Lhota. I set the 

switch for Paka, I ain’t gonna do it three times when two’ll do. [Note: “the Šárovcová 

Lhota” refers to a train to the town Šárovcová Lhota. Paka is a town.] 

 

JÁNSKÝ: Oh, sure, no, I’m not forcin you.  

 

(TÓTHOVÁ walks up.) 

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Wanna see that block, boss? She’s lyin out there in the shade, back a the bushes.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Good work, Esmeralda. I’d be happy to take a look at it.  

 

(JÁNSKÝ leaves with TÓTHOVÁ. DVOŘÁK walks up.) 

 

DVOŘÁK: So, how goes it, boys?  

 

ŠULC: You guys’re like clockwork today. One disappears behind the bushes, next thing ya 

know the other one’s poppin out from behind the beech tree.  

 

PODZIMEK: (walking up) Cock-a-doodle-doo, rise an shine, old-timers. Time ta put your 

shoulders to the wheel, duty beckons.  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Are you guys lit or what?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Sure, Lou. I down a pint an come runnin straight to you, so you can rat on me.  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Nothing personal, Peter. Regulations’re regulations.  
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PODZIMEK: One day you’ll accidentally have a beer an hour too early, an then you can turn 

yourself in. How bout that?  

 

PLÁTENÍK: That’s the way the cookie crumbles. Let the chips fall where they may. A healthy 

dose a self-criticism: You got to admit, it’s the only honest way.  

 

PODZIMEK: (to DVOŘÁK) Now he’s gonna sit there an lecture us on the virtues of self-

flagellation. Can you believe it?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Don’t take it so hard, Alex. He doesn’t mean anything by it. He’s just got all those 

directives an instructions drilled into him, it’s like a reflex. Devil jumped on his back 

one day, an now his ass’ll never cool down.  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Aren’t you the poet. Lemme tell you, Peter. Thirty years you were shittin your 

pants, up to your ears in shit, like this, an now one day, all of a sudden, you see the 

light. It’s no use talkin to you. Alla that crap you read in the papers’s got your head 

turned round. But you know what? Those guys get paid to write that stuff, that’s the 

difference. They do it for cash—cold, hard cash—left or right, they’re all the same. 

An you, idiot that you are, believe every word. Seriously, what’s the use? You don’t 

wanna listen, I’ll go take me a look at that runner. (He walks away.)  

 

PODZIMEK: I can’t believe it. He’s askin for it, Peter. Go ahead, give him one.  

 

DVOŘÁK: I donno. Louis may be right after all. I oughta be spoutin puke in the air an lettin it 

fall on my face, votin for those shitheads the way I did thirty years.  

 

ŠULC: Like a whale, right, Peter?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Yeah, right. A whale. Geysers of puke, on my shoulders, in my hair. That reminds 

me, Alberto. How bout those lame-ass losers of ours? How’d they make out? [Note: 

The original reference is to a Prague soccer team.]  

 

ŠULC: Season starts next week.  

 

PODZIMEK: Peter, forget it. There’s no way to defend yourself against that kina stuff. You feel 

guilty, an Lou, as usual, is playin on fear, the lowest fuckin fear there is, an he gets all 

huffy an starts spoutin off—that’s the real shit, not those storied geysers a yours.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (to PODZIMEK) You don’t have a clue what you’re talkin about.  

 

PODZIMEK: You think I’m some dumb sucker. Well, you can stop pickin on me, aright, cause 

I’ve seen some pretty tough dudes in my day. Now don’t take this the wrong way, an 

I won’t either, but back when I was in high school, now that was heavy. (nervously 

scrapes the sole of his shoe against the tracks) The best was this General Vanya, had 

a little discussion with us at the end a basic training. We’re eighteen, y’unnerstand, 

he’s in the prime of his life. I had hair down to my ass in those days, intellectual type, 
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world politics an all that. Now, I don’t give a fuck; but back then it was different. 

Anyway, so this Vanya starts talkin shit about how once they put us in uniform, we’re 

gonna be the dam that holds back the tide. So I tell him there must be some mistake, 

they signed SALT II a month ago, so what’re we flexin our muscles for, like what’s 

with that? Doesn’t he know we got détente now? An you know what he says? You 

know what he tells me? He says if we weren’t stronger’n them, they id be droppin 

bombs on us like Hitler in World War I. That number was a slip-up, he couldn’t a 

been that stupid. But you know what I mean? Mental midget like him, an he’s head a 

the third tactical air force. I mean, this guy is capable of anything. Tell ya, I was 

shittin my pants when he said that stuff. I remember it to this day.  

 

ŠULC: What’d you say his name was? Manya? 

 

DVOŘÁK: Manya, Stanya, who cares? Main thing is those days’re gone.  

 

PODZIMEK: Fuck, he was still there in ninety-one! I saw him on TV, lyin in the hospital with 

his head all bandaged up.   

 

DVOŘÁK: But he’s gone now, right?  

 

PODZIMEK: Sposedly he retired. Slipped on a bar a soap comin down the stairs an fucked 

himself up bad. 

 

DVOŘÁK: See? It all worked out in the end, so just clear it outta your memory. Talkin about it 

only gets you riled up anyway. You turned red as a space heater just now. When 

you’re the temperamental type, you gotta know how to steer clear a those ideological 

debates. Otherwise you’ll end up with a heart attack at thirty-five. Look at me: Up to 

the age a twenty, my own mom never saw me without foam at the mouth. I used ta 

get more wound up than a freshly synchronized Swiss watch. So I says to myself, 

Okay, loverboys, you’re all right an I’m wrong, an soon it was more like a cuckoo 

clock, an six months later I was practically battery-operated.  

 

PODZIMEK: Am I sposta take that to mean you’re proud of bein a wuss? 

 

DVOŘÁK: Look, doctors know lots about cholesterol an all that jazz. It’s a proven fact. If a 

guy wants any joy outta life, he’s gotta take it easy. That’s all there is to it.  

 

PODZIMEK: What’s that got to do with it?    

 

DVOŘÁK: With what? 

 

ŠULC: Hey, Peter. Wanna go to the game next week?   

 

DVOŘÁK: Nah. I don’t have the stomach for that anymore.  

 

(ALTRICHTER walks up.)  
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ALTRICHTER: I’ll go, Alberto. Sunday morning, right? Just hop the seven fifty.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (irked) What’re you doin here, Carl? Your shift is over, sayonara, you oughta be 

home by now. Or at least at the pub.  

 

ALTRICHTER: Since when’re you by-the-book? I pull fourteen hours cause a you, an now 

you’re layin into me?  

 

DVOŘÁK: But of course, my good samaritan. An what about the signoff on the five two 

twenty-five?   

 

ALTRICHTER: Isn’t it there? 

 

DVOŘÁK: A hundred that cost me. I need your help like I need a hole in the head.  

 

ALTRICHTER: Sorry. Have a rum on me at Rudy’s. I just came by to talk to Alberto about the 

game. So sue me.  

 

DVOŘÁK: You did your talkin, now you can go. Way you’re tanked up, somethin might 

happen to you.  

 

ALTRICHTER: (with drunken emotion) No, Peter, lemme stay. It’s just so sad now, down at the 

pub. I was rememberin Frankie, an this whole world’s for shit. (now truly begging) 

Please lemme stay. This is where I feel closest to him. I just wanna imagine him for a 

little while longer.  

 

PODZIMEK: I gotta go, Carl. I can’t take this. (He lets out a sigh.)    

 

DVOŘÁK: Aright. You comin back later?  

 

PODZIMEK: Soon as that wreck is gone. (He walks away.)  

 

ALTRICHTER: Dumbass kid, donno shit. Y’know, Frankie wasn’t the same as us. He never had 

any previous incarnation; he got called up straight from Atlantis.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Just go on back to Rudy’s.  

 

ALTRICHTER: Wait, lemme finish. I mean, Peter, you’re the forbearing type, you musta 

noticed. Frank’s aura, that was ingot of the purest blue. Sometimes even purple. He 

was bubbling over with idealism an led a life of utmost dignity. Truly, a volition 

active in the service of the world.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Carl, I said: Go back to Rudy’s. Rudy Kaštan, the one with the pub? This’s got 

nothin to do with those shady gurus a yours.  
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ALTRICHTER: Shady? Did you know Steiner had a premonition—I think it was his first 

time—in the waiting room of a train station? His father worked the telegraph, then he 

was stationmaster, an his mother was a cashier, just like my wife. That’s why I 

married her, by the way. An the wedding party was right here at Rudy’s. A train 

station, Peter, is a genius loci.   

 

ŠULC: Hey, Carl. Alex says you used to be an amphibian in a former life.  

 

ALTRICHTER: Yep. A crocodile.  

 

ŠULC: I’m just askin cause I spent the night at my brother’s in Prague, an his new chick has 

got one—a crocodile?—an I couldn’t get to sleep all night the way that thing was 

splashin around.  

 

ALTRICHTER: You mean like climbin outta the water an jumpin back in? All night?   

 

ŠULC: Nah, he was in the thing. He was splashin around inside it.  

 

DVOŘÁK: You can’t splash when you’re totally submerged.  

 

ŠULC: Maybe he was bouncin around or somethin.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Maybe off the bottom. But you can’t bounce offa water. It’s homogeneous.  

 

ŠULC: So how do you swim, according to you?   

 

DVOŘÁK: You paddle with your hands an feet; you don’t bounce. What’s there ta bounce off 

of in a homogeneous medium? You can bounce from somewhere to somewhere—

from the ground inta the air, say—but not from water into water.  

 

ŠULC: I thought it was weird too, but I swear he was splashin, so I went an asked Carl, seein 

as he used to be one, he oughta know how it works, right?    

 

ALTRICHTER: (sarcastically) Unbelievable. You guys’re real scientists. Hey, free yourselves 

from the paradigms of nineteenth-century physics an you’re there! Don’t go lookin 

for the easy explanation. The world isn’t that simple. Anything can splash, not only a 

crocodile. It coulda been waves, for instance, quantum waves. They can propagate 

anywhere; gamma particles, say. It’s exactly the same in anthroposophy an no one’s 

surprised about that. Or homeopathy. Same thing.  

 

ŠULC: So you think it was waves splashin, not the crocodile?  

 

ALTRICHTER: That is clearly at the root of the phenomenon.  

 

ŠULC: Interesting. Can I ask you another question?   
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ALTRICHTER: Come on down to the pub later on. There’s too much hubbub out here. With all 

the shiftin goin on, a man can’t hardly think. (He leaves for Rudy’s.)  

 

DVOŘÁK: I still say the water was just splashin off the sides a the aquarium.  

 

BLÁHA: (arriving from town) Definitely. It’s like when you’re chuggin kefir an it splats on 

your sweater.   

 

DVOŘÁK: Frankie, what’re you doin here?  

 

BLÁHA: I came to see Gabby. She around?   

 

DVOŘÁK: Are you nuts? We buried you yesterday.  

 

BLÁHA: Am I missing something here?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Try to tell me you gave a secret sign from the coffin an I’ll smack you so fast you’ll 

be back there fore you know it.  

 

BLÁHA: I was never in any coffin.   

 

DVOŘÁK: Frankie. I saw you.  

 

BLÁHA: Saw an old cur maybe, once. That was Freddy in the coffin, my poor, unfortunate 

identical twin. Came all the way from Chomutov to drink a toast to me. Had six 

beers, eight doubles a rum, an that was all she wrote. Dropped dead, on the spot. 

Instant death, fast an beautiful.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Maybe that’s why me an Alex got that idea about the twins. It musta been buried 

somewhere deep in my subconscious, without my actively realizin it.  

 

BLÁHA: What’s up with Alex?   

 

DVOŘÁK: Same old shit. Got some hanky-panky goin on with a girl—new one, Esmeralda—

just came on board, an now he doesn’t know what to do, cause he’s sposta be goin to 

Corfu.  

 

BLÁHA: Him too?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Well, not anymore, I mean, now that you’re—what’m I sayin.  

 

BLÁHA: I am gonna kick his ass. I hope he likes nurses, cause the only place he’s gonna visit 

is the hospital. I can’t believe it. A week I’m in the ground an Gabby’s screwin 

around on me already. Fuckin morals this society’s got. It’s like cockroaches, or 

mules, the way young people behave today—them especially.  
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DVOŘÁK: You’re right there, no ifs, ands, or buts. You just gotta be happy what you got, an 

fuck all this relationship stuff. It’s just, people, you know, what can you do? Waste a 

time even thinkin about it. But hey, back to that brother a yours. He didn’t have any 

ID on him, that’s how come we thought it was you, cause your ID’s over at Rudy’s, 

right, as collateral on your tab.  

 

ŠULC: Rudy lets you run a tab?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Alberto, if you don’t mind . . .   

 

ŠULC: Never let me run one.   

 

DVOŘÁK: (handing ŠULC a 10-crown bill) Here. Have one on me. An don’t worry. Ernesto’s 

in Převýšov.  

 

ŠULC: Fine, I’ll go, but—actually, you know what? This is excellent. I’m gonna be the first 

one there who knows that Frankie’s back, so I can tell everyone there, this is gonna be 

great. (He walks away.)  

 

BLÁHA: Yeah, exactly. Rudy’s got my ID, that’s how come I took Fred’s. I figured I could 

live as him, you know, seein as he didn’t have any debts, not to mention that house a 

his in Chomutov . . .  

 

DVOŘÁK: You’re outta your mind, Frankie, gettin ideas like that. Shit, what you wanna do 

that for? An why’d you have to go an tell us? What if I crack an say somethin? I 

mean, Alberto just went . . .  

 

BLÁHA: I changed my mind.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (blows out his breath) Woah, had me scared there. (pauses to think a moment) I’m 

glad you’re doin the right thing. You always were the tough butfair type.  

 

BLÁHA: Butfair? What’s that? Some British finishing school?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Not butfair; tough but fair. Fair, you know. Fair.  

 

BLÁHA: You’re a good guy, Peter. I like you. Always lookin on the bright side. You know 

why I came back?    

 

DVOŘÁK: No, can’t say as I do.  

 

BLÁHA: Where do you think I was last week?   

 

DVOŘÁK: You want me to guess?  

 

BLÁHA: If you feel like it.  
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DVOŘÁK: Not really.  

 

BLÁHA: All right then: I was in Náchod.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Where in Náchod? 

 

BLÁHA: I borrowed some cash on Freddy’s ID an drank it all away.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Man, what a fuckup you are. If I was you, I’d bury myself three feet underground 

an stay outta everyone’s sight.  

 

BLÁHA: A second ago you seemed pretty glad I wasn’t buried.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (sighing) What can I say, I’m a pushover. I still don’t get why you’re here, though.  

 

BLÁHA: Got a hangover so heavy I could lean on it. Gonna get me a pint from Rudy, 

straighten me out.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Rudy? He wouldn’t give you the water outta the sink now, you can be sure a that. 

 

BLÁHA: Maybe Gabby’ll lend me some change.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (walking up) Frankie.  

 

BLÁHA: Boss! Glad to see ya.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Just try hitting Gabby up for cash. She laid out ten grand on that funeral a yours. 

Don’t you think that’s enough? She’s up to her ears in debt, cause a you.  

 

BLÁHA: She didn’t have to do that.  

 

DVOŘÁK: No, a course not, if you’d come an said you were alive. If you’d exercised some 

willpower. How much would that a hurt, you lush.  

 

BLÁHA: Don’t you think you’re overdoin it?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: You got four absences, Frankie. That’s an automatic dismissal. Get your stuff an get 

out. An leave Gabby alone.  

 

BLÁHA: Tony, c’mon. Everyone gets sidetracked once in a while. I coulda been unfaithful to 

Gabby, that’d be a lot worse. Just make it official, like say the week I was dead I was 

on a retreat with the union.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: An what about Corfu with Gabby: How’re you gonna go? You don’t have any 

vacation left.  
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BLÁHA: Gimme the time off in advance an I’ll work it off later.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: An why should I do that?  

 

BLÁHA: For old times’ sake. Member how we got trashed on cherry champagne in Constanta 

an puked all over those guys? Those cabins, with the windows you couldn’t see out 

of? An Betty bitchin how she hadda clean up after us? That stuff means somethin. 

Don’t tell me you’re just gonna let me hang after all that we been through. [Note: 

Constanta is a town in Romania.] 

 

DVOŘÁK: C’mon, Tony. Give him another chance.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: All right then. Pick Gabby up at the tap room an go straight to town hall. I called the 

mayor, it’s all arranged.  

 

BLÁHA: You want me to marry her? Now?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Did I not make myself clear?  

 

BLÁHA: An you’ll take care of my absences?   

 

JÁNSKÝ: We’ll see about that.  

 

BLÁHA: (slowly walking away) All right, but, guys . . .  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Make it fast an I can catch you for a toast at Rudy’s. I wanna try to make the five 

two fifty-five home.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Have you got the rings?  

 

BLÁHA: That’s the thing, see . . .  

 

DVOŘÁK: You sold em.  

 

BLÁHA: You know me, guys, once I get started . . . I just can’t help it.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (twisting off his ring) Just give it back to me afterwards.  

 

BLÁHA: What about the other one?  

 

DVOŘÁK: What other one?  

 

BLÁHA: Don’t I need two?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (takes off his ring, too) Scram.  
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BLÁHA: That’s real pretty. I’ll give that one to Gabby, if you don’t mind. Thanks. (walks out)  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (speaking to the bushes) You can come out now.  

 

PODZIMEK: (crawling out) Thanks, Tony. Good thing Alberto warned us. Listen, I’ll buy you 

another ring, don’t worry. You deserve it, after what you did for me. Looks like I’m 

in the clear, thanks to you.  

 

(TÓTHOVÁ walks up.) 

 

DVOŘÁK: Halfway there, anyway. Wanna go, Tony?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Yeah, I’ll save my next lecture on morals till I get home.  

 

(The two leave together.) 

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Alex, I hafta tell you the truth.  

 

PODZIMEK: You too?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: See, my dad . . .  

 

PODZIMEK: Ernesto, yeah . . .  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: It’s not him. It’s just the thing is, I  . . .  

 

PODZIMEK: What?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: I work for him.  

 

PODZIMEK: Meaning?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: That departure schedule a his I showed you is a fake. It was meant to fool you.  

 

PODZIMEK: So you’re . . .  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: A double agent. Is that bad?  

 

PODZIMEK: (shaking his head in disbelief) You’re like sugar.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: As in sweet?  

 

PODZIMEK: No. As in refined.  
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TÓTHOVÁ: (sweetly) Alex, quit kiddin around, c’mon. I admit when I signed up for the five 

two fifty with you, I didn’t have any feelings for you yet. But everything’s different 

now. I was disloyal to my father out of love for you. You hafta believe me.  

 

PODZIMEK: After all that?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Don’t be cruel. It had nothin to do with you. Dad was after Peter. The operation’s 

planned for today. Dad bribed Rudy an he’s hidin behind the tap right now, waitin to 

catch Peter on his first beer. There you have it, straight from the source. You see, an 

now I’m gonna give it away. I’m gonna tell Peter so he’ll be warned.  

 

PODZIMEK: You totally used me.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: You weren’t exactly honest with me, either.  

 

PODZIMEK: The best defense is a good offense, huh?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Cut it out, Alex. I forgave you for Gabby an now I wanna make peace.  

 

PODZIMEK: This is all just a little too fast.  

 

BLUDNÝ: (riding up on a motor car) Howdy, son. Where’s that busted turnout at?  

 

PODZIMEK: Right here, from six to eight. Need a hand?  

 

BLUDNÝ: That’s okay. I’ll give it a looksee an let you know.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Listen, Mitchell: Would you mind if we borrowed your car there for a while?  

 

BLUDNÝ: If ya really need it that bad. (He walks off toward the turnout.)  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: (to PODZIMEK) What do you say we go for a ride? It’s so nice out.  

 

PODZIMEK: All right, but I’m drivin. (They drive off.)  
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Act Four 
 

The train station pub. A tap, on it a sign that says “Žatec lager”; sprawled behind it, 

KAŠTAN, the manager. Above his head, a still life; in the picture, a cap on a coatrack and a 

signal disc lying on the ground. On the TV, a game show with the sound turned down.  

 ALTRICHTER sits at a table with PLÁTENÍK and ŠULC. They are playing cards. 

Somewhat off to the side, at a smaller table for two, in a nook almost to itself, TÓTHOVÁ and 

PODZIMEK sit chatting intimately. Leaning against the counter, onto which the ample 

afternoon sun falls across KAŠTAN’s shoulders, are DVOŘÁK and JÁNSKÝ.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (blinking his eyes) I’m tellin you, Rudy. Enough a this Satan-worship stuff. Puttin 

your tap in the West is the stupidest thing I ever heard. Most a your clientele comes in 

at the end a the day an the sun goes right in their eyes.  

 

KAŠTAN: What’ll it be?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Two pints.  

 

KAŠTAN: (handing them to JÁNSKÝ) Thirteen eighty. [Note: Change this to a sum that makes 

sense in dollars if you want.]  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Put it on my bill.  

 

DVOŘÁK: To you, then, boss.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: An to the newlyweds. Listen, Peter. I wouldn’t wanna jinx it or nothin, but looks 

like things’re clearing up for this summer, far as who’s with who an—   

 

DVOŘÁK: (cutting him off) Sure, no one wants to go to the beach by themselves.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I guess not. (takes a drink of his beer)  

 

PODZIMEK: Hey, Rudy. Gimme two more beers over here.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Not for me. I think I’ll have a spritzer.  

 

PODZIMEK: Just have a beer. Rudy doesn’t like complications.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: But when I drink beer I get fat.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (leaning knowingly on the counter at the tap) Don’t believe it, Esmeralda. Those’re 

just wives’ tales. Actually, if it’s properly chilled, beer does wonders for losin weight.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Oh, Peter. You’re always pulling my leg.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Not at all. I’m totally serious. Look at me. Am I not living proof a my theory?  
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TÓTHOVÁ: I don’t buy it. How does that work, I mean physically, losing weight on beer?  

 

DVOŘÁK: I donno, just does. Solzhenitsyn wrote about it: Gulag Archipelago. Seriously great 

book. Educational, too.  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Lyin piece a shit’s what it is. Merican propaganda.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Keep your cards an your stupid comments to yourself, Lou. I’m tryin to talk to the 

lady here.  

 

PLÁTENÍK: An she’s so eager to get to know you.  

 

ŠULC: Louis, to you.  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Oh, right. I’ll take this here with my queen an the rest I leave for you.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: (to DVOŘÁK) So are you going to tell me the recipe for this beer diet a yours?  

 

DVOŘÁK: Oh, it’s simple. Like I said, ice-cold beer. The principle behind it is trivial soon as 

you realize your urine is always warm, which means it has to get heated up somehow 

inside your body. That takes calories, right? An when you burn calories, you lose 

weight. That’s what those Commie pigs did in the gulag: they fed the prisoners this 

really salty fish that makes you thirsty as hell. An then all they gave em to drink was 

this insanely cold water, an alla the prisoners got so thin they just went mad an died.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Sounds logical.  

 

KAŠTAN: (serving them two beers) Where’s your check?  

 

PODZIMEK: Here.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: You think you could put that beer back in the fridge a while for me?  

 

KAŠTAN: Fraid not. Fridge situation’s not so good at the moment. Hadda give it back to my 

uncle.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Relatives’re scum. Worse than lice. All except for my brother-in-law, that is. The 

work he put in on that stupid cottage with me . . .  

 

(BLÁHA walks in with his wife—formerly KLEINOVÁ, now BLÁHOVÁ.) 

 

BLÁHA: (ecstatic) Ta ta-ta daaa! Step aside, drudgery! We’re here to party!  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: (excitedly running to BLÁHOVÁ) So you really did it?  
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BLÁHOVÁ: You bet! New name, new identity, new life. God, I can’t wait!  

 

BLÁHA: Bottoms up, Tony.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Careful now, Frankie. No need to go full blast right off the bat. You been at it all 

week now. A little moderation won’t hurt.  

 

BLÁHA: (tossing back a shot) Moderation, my ass! Like they say, Today’s record is 

tomorrow’s average.   

 

DVOŘÁK: (in a serious tone) You’re steppin onto a slippery slope there, Frank.  

 

BLÁHA: Yeah, but when if not now? I’ll never have another week like this again in my life. 

Today I got married, Friday I fly to Corfu—you ask me, fate really kicked me out the 

right door this time.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Just make sure you don’t knock your head on the door frame.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Listen, when we’re on vacation, we can’t talk about work.  

 

BLÁHA: Elizabeth got a problem with it?  

 

KAŠTAN: (eagerly, almost childlike) You mean you donno how they say shit in Greek?   

 

BLÁHA: No. How?  

 

KAŠTAN: (slapping his thigh) Train! Shit in Greek is “train.” Good, huh?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: See, that’s why. Talk about work in a Greek bar—our work, I mean—an you might 

as well cross yourself off, far as makin any friends goes.  

 

DVOŘÁK: It’s the same in a Czech pub. Corfu’s not that exotic.  

 

KAŠTAN: (laughing) Oh, hey, Frankie, Gabby: long as we’re talkin fun, I got a present for 

you.  

 

BLÁHA: What is it? A yoke, or a ball-an-chain?  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: I don’t care. I’m thrilled no matter what. We haven’t gotten anything yet. I’m so 

happy . . .  

 

KAŠTAN: (bending down under the counter at the tap) I got it right here . . . Just draw out the 

tension a little . . .  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: Oo! From under the counter: it must be something special!  
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KAŠTAN: (producing DEKA like a rabbit from a hat) Ta-da! Now that’s what I call a present!  

 

DVOŘÁK: Christ, it’s Ernesto. Where’d you find him?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: I told you he was gonna be hidin out here, Peter.  

 

DVOŘÁK: What with all the hullabaloo, I totally forgot! (grabs DEKA by the chin) Check it 

out, Rudy: asleep on his feet. Drunk as a skunk.  

 

KAŠTAN: He’s been waitin here since eleven for you. I decided to make his wait a little bit 

more agreeable.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Can say that again, man. (shaking DEKA) Ernie, wake up. Hey, dumbass, you got 

me. Finally you understand the meaning a the wise words ‘Live for today, cause who 

knows what’ll come tomorrow.’ Only this time, you’re the one drunk on duty.  

 

DEKA: (disoriented) Aright, aright, I’m awake, I’m awake.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Why don’t you go take a nap in the stalls. You’re just makin a mess out here.  

 

DEKA: Yeh, yeh. It’s cool, it’s cool. I can handle it. (He walks off to the restroom.)  

 

PODZIMEK: That’s what I call comic relief. Dude, it’s been ages since I saw anything like 

that.  

 

KAŠTAN: (bragging) Like my choreography? Not bad, eh?  

 

PODZIMEK: Not at all. The step was a little avant-garde, yet the message was still somehow 

human. Nicely done.  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Two sevens takes pair a threes.  

 

ŠULC: (yawning in disgust) Yeah, nice.  

 

ALTRICHTER: No comment.  

 

(DONNA ALTRICHTEROVÁ, ALTRICHTER’s wife, enters.)  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: Put that down an get out here.  

 

ALTRICHTER: What’s up, Donna? Haven’t heard from you in six months.  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: It wasn’t even four.  

 

ALTRICHTER: I’ll be right out, soon as I finish this game.  
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ALTRICHTEROVÁ: I’m waiting outside. Next to the newsstand there, in the shade.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Muggy, huh?  

 

PODZIMEK: It’s July. What do you want?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: That’s what happens when people get married in an office. We’re gonna have our 

wedding in church.  

 

PODZIMEK: Don’t you think you’re gettin a little ahead a yourself? I mean, just cause you 

want to get married doesn’t mean that I do. An definitely not in a church. I’m not 

even baptized.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: So you’ll get baptized.  

 

PODZIMEK: Are you serious?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: An our kids’ll be baptized too. There’ll be no pagans in my house.  

 

PODZIMEK: That kina thing they can decide for themselves, once they grow up.   

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Nope, can’t take that chance. You gotta give children a hand, that protective hand 

from above, right from the moment they’re born. You can’t dillydally around with 

that stuff. It’s like inoculation.  

 

PODZIMEK: You don’t hafta get so emotional about it. 

 

TÓTHOVÁ: I want the best for our children.  

 

PODZIMEK: (sarcastically) The perfect mom. (with a grin) Go ahead then, if that’s what your 

maternal instincts tell you to do. I’ll swear I’m a Martian if it’ll make you happy. I 

don’t mind. (spreads his arms wide) Those perverts in black can feast on the flesh of 

underage girls for all I care. You’re such a big fan a theirs, fine. Consider me part of 

the team. What harm can it do?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: You don’t have to blaspheme. I can’t believe the way you’re carryin on about one 

little baptism.  

 

PODZIMEK: You’re right. Doesn’t mean shit. No, really. I’d rather have my kid baptized thirty 

times than send him once to a Waldorf school.  

 

ALTRICHTER: Just piss me off one more time, Alex.  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Quit gettin distracted, Carl. Pay up. Six crowns an on to the next.  

 

ALTRICHTER: Here, I’m done. I’m goin to talk to Donna.  
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(The telephone rings in the kitchen.)  

 

KAŠTAN: (in a bored tone) Which pain in the ass is it this time? (He goes into the kitchen.)  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: You’re so open-minded, Alex. That’s what I like about you. No matter what the 

circumstances, you’re always incredibly flexible.  

 

KAŠTAN: (from the kitchen door) Tony, for you. Long-distance.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (to KAŠTAN) That beer on the counter’s mine. Watch it for me, yeah.  

 

DVOŘÁK: (straightening out his back and twisting his neck) Well, think I’ll hit the head.  

 

PODZIMEK: Wait up. I’ll go with you.  

 

(PODZIMEK and DVOŘÁK walk off.)  

 

ŠULC: Hey, Frankie. Wanna sit in for Carl?  

 

BLÁHA: Sure, but not too long. I just got married half an hour ago, y’know. I probly oughta 

be attendin to the bride. (sits down) My deal?  

 

(DEKA returns from the restroom.) 

 

ŠULC: Shuffle em first, no?  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Fair is fair.  

 

DEKA: (sitting down at a table) Hey, Rudy, make me a cup a joe.  

 

KAŠTAN: Does this look like a café? Beer or shots. Stop makin complications.  

 

DEKA: Yeah, yeah. (He lays his head down on the table and falls asleep.)  

 

(JÁNSKÝ returns from the kitchen.)  

 

KAŠTAN: Tony, what’s wrong? You look crushed.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: That was Betty calling from the Tatras. Broke her leg on the slopes an she’s in the 

hospital in Poprad. [Note: the Tatras are a mountain range in northern Slovakia; 

Poprad is a large resort town in the area.]  

 

KAŠTAN: There goes your vacation.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I’m goin to pick her up Friday. So, yep, guess we’ll be home.  
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KAŠTAN: Least you get the train for free, won’t cost you nothin to get there. Cab to the 

station, that’s about it.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (finishing his beer) Nothin I can do about it. Gimme one more.  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: (to TÓTHOVÁ) May I join you?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: It’s a public place, isn’t it?  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: (sitting down) I just wanted to tell you . . . (can’t get the words out of her mouth; 

she takes a deep breath and blurts out) I just thought I should introduce myself.   

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Seein as we work together, why not? Esmeralda.  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: I’m Gabby. Gabby Bláhová now. 

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Great. What’s on your mind, Gabby? 

 

BLÁHOVÁ: Oh, nothing much. Just whatever’s on the tip of my tongue.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: I admire you. You’re really wild, considering how old you are.  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: Thanks. No, really. (pause) I wanted to talk to you about Alex.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Huh?   

 

BLÁHOVÁ: Oh, don’t be surprised. I mean, obviously, I’m worried. A big change like that can 

really mess a person up. Especially a sensitive guy like Alex.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: You’re telling me? What, do you think I just met him last week?  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: All right, week before last. Don’t get all bent outta shape. I want to help you. Both 

a you. It’s not going to be like it was before; he’s your responsibility now. He’s really 

just a big kid, you know. You’ve got to watch what he eats. His eating habits’re 

disgusting. Half a day he won’t eat sometimes, an then he’ll gorge himself. Or socks. 

He thinks they wash themselves, you know?  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: You mean they don’t? I’m too young, I wouldn’t know.  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: You’re a funny girl, aren’t you? Nice, real nice. Yep, Alex really knows how to 

pick em.  

 

(PODZIMEK re-enters.)  

 

PODZIMEK: What’re you two up to over there? Conspirin against me already?   
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TÓTHOVÁ: You better believe it. Where’s Peter? I thought he was with you.  

 

PODZIMEK: I donno, I went to the ladies’ room. Ernesto puked all over the men’s.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I’ll go have a look.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: That’s all right, boss. I need to go anyway. My way back I’ll check to make sure 

that Peter didn’t doze off. 

 

PODZIMEK: In the middle a all that shit? Unlikely.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Don’t talk that way in front a me. (She walks off to the restroom with tears in her 

eyes.)  

 

PODZIMEK: (baffled) She went off to cry. What did you do to her?   

 

BLÁHOVÁ: We were just getting to know each other.  

 

(The ALTRICHTERs re-enter.)  

 

ALTRICHTER: Everyone, could we have your attention a moment, please? Seeing as the 

Bláhas are celebrating their wedding today, the two of us have something we’d like to 

tell you, too.  

 

KAŠTAN: Bring it on.  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: I’m going back to Carl an we’re expecting. The little water bearer’s due in 

February.  

 

BLÁHA: (slapping his cards down on the table) Congratulations, Carl! You’re always beatin 

me to the punch. Quick, hurry up an play a hand. When you’re a father you get the 

cards like you’re pickin em from a display case. Besides, I’m tired a winnin, ain’t no 

fun. (He stands and walks to the table where BLÁHOVÁ is sitting, then addresses 

PODZIMEK) Beat it, kid.  

 

(PODZIMEK gets up and BLÁHA sits down in his place.)  

 

PODZIMEK: You don’t hafta get all huffy. I only sat down for a minute. 

 

BLÁHA: Beer, an I’ll take my check, too.  

 

ALTRICHTER: (to ALTRICHTEROVÁ) Think I’ll try my luck, like Frankie said. (sits down at the 

table, picks up the pack of cards and spits on it) Ptoo, ptoo, ptoo, here’s lookin at you. 

(He deals out the cards.)  
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PLÁTENÍK: (fanning out his hand) No matter which way I add it up, it can’t be your kid.  

 

ALTRICHTER: However I raise him, that’s how he’ll be. He needs a family, so do I. Or’d you 

rather I drink myself to death?  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Aright, forget it. Just that things were different in our days.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: In other words, Carl, I guess what I wanted to say is that once Donna gets big, you 

won’t have time for fun anymore. So now, while you still can, an to celebrate the two 

a you gettin back together, why don’t you go to Corfu instead of us? Betty broke her 

leg skiing.  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: You would do that for us, boss?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Why let it go to waste? I’ll pay half. It’s nonrefundable anyway.  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: Did you hear that, Carl?  

 

ALTRICHTER: Yeah, I’ll talk about it with Tony later. Don’t interrupt me now. If I win, I’ll 

buy you some Kerkyran head scarves. [Note: Kerkyra is the Greek name for Corfu.]  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: What a shame I can’t drink retsina now. That’s gonna hurt.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I was lookin forward too. You think you could bring me back a bottle?  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: Definitely, Anthony. We can do that. (she moves next to PODZIMEK, ousting 

him from the center of attention with suggestive movements of her ample breasts) So, 

Alex. I hear you got a new girl.  

 

PODZIMEK: You an Gabby’re like dragons. Fire-breathin, the both a you. Leave Esmeralda 

alone.  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: Alex, the baby is yours.  

 

PODZIMEK: Do you have to lean your tits on me when you’re talkin to me?  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: Oh, come on, Alleykins. I made a sacrifice for you, cause you’re just a little 

boy, an now I’m going to hafta live with a theosophical maniac. Aren’t you grateful?  

 

PODZIMEK: Flake off, I’m tellin you.  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: Oh, Alex, don’t be nasty. You wouldn’t hurt your own child’s genes.  

 

PODZIMEK: What kina crap is this?  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: I want to make you happy.  
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(TÓTHOVÁ returns from the restroom, eyes bulging, looking distraught.) 

 

TÓTHOVÁ: (sobbing) Alex, boss, quick. Peter’s lying in the bathroom, covered in blood.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: What happened?   

 

TÓTHOVÁ: I think he slipped on my dad’s puke an smashed his head on the tiles. Hurry, 

there’s blood all over the place. I think I’m gonna be sick.  

 

PODZIMEK: (handing her a chair) Sit down. Don’t tell me you’re also . . .  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: No. I just don’t feel good. Go!  

 

BLÁHA: I’ll go with you.  

 

(JÁNSKÝ, PODZIMEK, and BLÁHA leave.)  

 

KAŠTAN: I’ll call an ambulance. 

 

ŠULC: Push the tables together so we can lay him on there.  

 

ALTRICHTER: Think two’ll do?  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: Better put that third one, too.  

 

ALTRICHTER: (nodding at DEKA) What about him?  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: Dump him on the floor.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Wait, I’ll get him. (gingerly she props his head on her shoulder) There.  

 

(ALTRICHTER takes the table and puts it next to the others.) 

 

ŠULC: Something for his head.  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: I’ll check an see if Rudy’s got a cushion in the kitchen. At least some dishrag or 

somethin. (He goes into the kitchen.)  

 

KAŠTAN: (from the kitchen) Doctor’ll be here in twenny minutes. (They bring in DVOŘÁK.) 

Put him down on the table.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: (shaking DVOŘÁK who is now lying down) Peter, what’s wrong? C’mon, Peter, say 

something. Quit screwin around. (He holds DVOŘÁK’s hand.)  
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DVOŘÁK: (goodnaturedly) Ow, my head hurts. I can’t see. It’s all black. Ain’t that a gas? A 

total eclipse of the sun, just for little ole me.  

 

PODZIMEK: Peter, Peter. Talk to me. Breathe. You haven’t told me yet what ideas you came 

up with on the can this morning.  

 

DVOŘÁK: Aw, it was stupid. I was just wonderin: You think the trains in heaven run on time? 

(He dies.)  

 

JÁNSKÝ: So, Ernesto, you finally got him.  

 

PODZIMEK: He can’t hear you, he’s asleep.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: He isn’t asleep, he’s dead.  

 

PODZIMEK: I’m talkin about Ernesto.  

 

(BLUDNÝ enters from outside.) 

 

BLUDNÝ: Well, that turnout’s good to go now. What’s goin on here?  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: (entering with a dishtowel from the kitchen) Here, for Peter’s head.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: You can use it to cover his face. 

 

BLÁHOVÁ: You mean he’s—  

 

BLÁHA: Dead.  

 

BLUDNÝ: That’s impossible.  

 

ALTRICHTER: Turn off that show, Rudy.  

 

KAŠTAN: What should I put on instead?  

 

ALTRICHTER: How bout a video.   

 

KAŠTAN: All I got’s soccer. Cup Winners’ Cup: Copenhagen, at home. I taped it.  

 

ŠULC: Excellent match. We won five-zip. Put it on, we’ll watch. It’s always good when you 

know it’s gonna end the way you want it to.  

 

KAŠTAN: You say so. (goes to turn on the VCR)  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: Alex.  
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PODZIMEK: (turning his head) Hmmm.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: You know what this means, right?  

 

PODZIMEK: I worked my first shift with him. That was in July, too.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: We have to move. My dad can’t live here anymore.  

 

PODZIMEK: You can live with me.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: We’re no good together.  

 

PODZIMEK: Stay with me.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: I have to go. (trying to lift her father) Dad, get up.  

 

(DEKA nearly stands, leaning his back against TÓTHOVÁ’s chest. She holds him up, putting 

her arms through his underarms.) 

 

PODZIMEK: You need me. Your hands’re full.  

 

TÓTHOVÁ: (turning her palms up and smiling) I know. I need you bad. (gives him a kiss) This 

is the last time we’ll ever see each other. I guess. (to DEKA) Take it slow now, Dad.  

 

DEKA: ’S cool, ’s cool. I can go on my own.  

 

(They walk out onto the platform.)  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Rudy, a double rum for me an Alex.  

 

(KAŠTAN goes into the kitchen.) 

 

BLUDNÝ: (calling out to KAŠTAN) Make it three. Listen, boys, I need to build a road back for 

the motor car, get it outta the way.  

 

PODZIMEK: I’ll do it later.  

 

BLUDNÝ: Oh yeah, Tony, one more thing. Who’s gonna go to Turkey now with Dvořák’s 

missus?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: I don’t think she’s goin anywhere on her own.  

 

BLUDNÝ: That’s almost two months away, though. She’s gonna need some distracting.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: What do I know what a woman feels?   
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BLUDNÝ: I still got two weeks a vacation left.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: You mean you wanna . . . ?   

 

BLUDNÝ: Would you gimme me her phone number?   

 

JÁNSKÝ: (forces a laugh, shrugs his shoulders, and writes out the number for him) Just don’t 

call her today, aright? An if she says okay, make sure to tell the Drtinas in Letohrad 

about it.  

 

BLUDNÝ: I’ll give Urbanová a call. I know her pretty well. Stop by durin the week to talk to 

her sometimes.  

 

JÁNSKÝ: There, you see? If Peter were here, that’d be one mystery less for him.  

 

(KAŠTAN comes in from the kitchen with the rums. Trailing behind him is a gaggle of crabs.) 

 

KAŠTAN: Aright, here’s your rum.  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: What’s that crawling out of the kitchen?  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: Crabs! Where’d they come from?  

 

KAŠTAN: They were supposed to be the crowning glory of your wedding dinner. A surprise.   

 

BLÁHA: They escape, or’d you let em out? 

 

KAŠTAN: I can’t throw em in hot water now. I’m all soft an mushy myself. At least let em live 

a while.   

 

(ALTRICHTEROVÁ starts to cry.) 

 

ALTRICHTER: Don’t cry, hon. Your makeup’ll run.  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: Let it run. Poor Peter.  

 

ALTRICHTER: Maybe you’re carrying his next reincarnation.  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: You think? That would be crazy.   

 

ALTRICHTER: These things happen. Last year in Croatia, I ran into this guy on the beach who 

used to sit next to me in elementary school. You might say it’s just dumb 

coincidence, but just the day before I’d been thinkin about him. It’s all connected. 

Everything. So why couldn’t Peter’s soul move into you?  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: I donno. It’s just a little bit . . . hard to imagine.  
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BLÁHA: Well, if Peter’s soul’s as lazy as his drunken body was, where else would it go, with 

such an ideal opportunity?  

 

ALTRICHTEROVÁ: I’m not saying it doesn’t sound logical . . .  

 

ŠULC: Hey, Carl, check this out. (A Czech player scores a goal on the television screen.)  

 

ALTRICHTER: There it is, there it is!  

 

ŠULC: Hoo, hoo, hoo, hoo!  

 

PLÁTENÍK: Cool it. I mean, Jesus, the thing’s two years old.  

 

ŠULC: So? You think our cheering’d have any more impact if it was live?  

 

JÁNSKÝ: Turn the sound down, at least. I’ll put on some tunes. (He walks to the tape deck.) 

 

PODZIMEK: (turns off the sound on the TV, then showily inspects his shot of rum) Hey, Rudy. 

Toss me some a those smuggled strawberries you got. They’re the best with rum.  

 

(Music starts to play from the station PA system.) 

 

JÁNSKÝ: That was his. He’d always brag about how, in sixty-eight, when he was playin the 

entire army of Pere Ubu at the Odeon in Paris, back before they gave him the boot for 

drinkin too much, him an that actor Libíček picked up Edith Piaf on the street one 

night. The three of em spent the whole night together an she wrote this song for them. 

He showed it to me, an written down on the bottom was “mon amour, Peter Dvorak.” 

Cordin to him, she only dedicated two songs personally: this one to him, an “Rien de 

rien” to some high school principal. Guy’s name was Tisson, I think, like the boxer, 

but apparently he was no bruiser. Still, Peter got pretty riled up about it. (Miki Volek 

starts to sing on the PA) Christ, who’s been stickin my records back in the wrong 

covers? [Note: Miki Volek was a Czech chanson singer in the 1960s and ’70s.]  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: Just let it play. Besides, Miki Volek was sort of a Czech Edith Piaf.  

 

BLÁHA: You knew him?  

 

BLÁHOVÁ: (turns up the music loud and starts coming on to BLÁHA) C’mere, Frankie.  

 

(BLÁHA goes to her, and the two of them start kissing, harder and harder. As the music roars, 

the curtain closes. The crabs crawl out in front of it. And Miki sings: “My first name is 

hardship; my last name, longing. I’ve reaped troubles and thanks for the applause. Long, 

long is my struggle, but I will carry on.”)  

 

THE END 


