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Scene	1	

1.1:	Introduction 
 
As	the	music	begins	in	darkness,	a	solitary	television	screen	slowly	begins	to	come	to	life,	
illuminating	the	stage	with	the	glow	of	its	static.	 
Eva	Lindberg	enters	and	scrolls	through	a	couple	of	channels	until	she	finds	something	she	
deems	sufficient	for	inspiration.	As	Eva	sits	down	at	her	desk	and	begins	to	write,	members	
of	the	chorus	appear	in	the	darker	corners	of	the	stage.	They	sing	the	following: 
 
1.2:	Chorus 
 
CHORUS 
The	word	Oysters	was	chalked	on	the	wagon	that	carried	Chekhov’s	body	to	Moscow	for	
burial.		
The	coffin	was	carried	in	the	oyster	wagon	because	of	the	fierce	heat	of	early	July. 
 
1.3:	Narration 
 
As	the	sentences	draw	to	a	close,	the	narrator	is	revealed	in	a	spotlight	standing	above	the	
T.V.	Electroacoustic	music	joins	the	band,	the	chorus	lingering	on	the	tip	of	Eva’s	pen. 
 
NARRATOR	(spoken) 
Those	were	the	first	sentences	in	Eva	Lindberg’s	loose	notes.	She	started	reading	them	at	
the	table	again	as	she	waited	for	Arvo	Meri	to	come.	The	same	pair	of	sentences	was	
repeated	throughout	in	a	way	which	suggested	that	she	leaned	on	them	for	inspiration. 
 
1.4:	Chorus 
 
CHORUS 
The	word	Oysters	was	chalked	on	the	wagon	that	carried	Chekhov’s	body	to	Moscow	for	
burial.		
The	coffin	was	carried	in	the	oyster	wagon	because	of	the	fierce	heat	of	early	July. 
 

1.5:	Projection	1 
 
As	the	chorus	sing,	the	narrator	disappears	behind	the	tv	screen.	As	the	sentences	finish,	
there	is	a	short	transitional	sequence	as	the	chorus	rotate	the	central	structure.	We	are	
entering	Eva’s	imagination.	As	the	structure	rotates,	the	narrator	is	revealed	as	young	



Chekov/Eva,	standing	by	the	oyster	cart	with	her	father.	The	t.v	has	faded	and	instead	film	is	
projected	onto	the	back	wall	behind	the	oyster	cart. 
 
INSERT	1	HERE 
 
1.6:	Chorus	1A 
 
As	the	insert	finishes,	the	chorus	begin	to	rotate	the	structure,	returning	to	Eva’s	flat.	The	
narrator	stays	downstage	as	this	happens.	The	chorus	sing	as	they	rotate: 
 
CHORUS 
The	word	Oysters	was	chalked	on	the	wagon	that	carried	Chekhov’s	body	to	Moscow	for	
burial.		
The	coffin	was	carried	in	the	oyster	wagon	because	of	the	fierce	heat	of	early	July. 
 
We	are	now	back	in	Eva’s	flat,	and	as	they	finish	the	sentences	the	chorus	diminish	into	the	
background. 
 
1.7:	Eva’s	Flat 
 
NARRATOR 
She	found	she	had	written	it	down	once	more.	Chekhov	was	that	starving	child	outside	the	
restaurant	in	the	Autumn	rain.	She	wanted	to	write	an	imaginary	life	of	Chekhov,	from	the	
day	outside	the	restaurant	to	the	day	the	body	of	the	famous	writer	reached	Moscow	in	the	
oyster	wagon	for	burial.	It	would	begin	with	oysters,	and	end	with	oysters.	 
 
She	wasn’t	yet	sure	whether	she	would	write	it	as	a	novel	or	a	play.	The	theatre	was	what	
she	knew	best,	but	she	was	sure	that	it	would	probably	never	get	written	at	all	unless	more	
order	and	calm	entered	her	life	than	was	in	it	now.	She	closed	her	notebook,	showered,	and	
changed	into	a	blue	woollen	dress,	and	continued	to	wait	for	Arvo	Meri	to	come.	 
 
That	morning	Arvo’s	wife	had	rung	her	at	the	theatre. 
 
Arvo’s	wife	pops	up	from	behind	the	TV.	Eva	picks	up	her	phone. 
 
EVA 
Is	this	urgent?	I’m	at	work. 
 
WIFE 
You	call	your	direction	work? 
Eva.	(she	spits) 
You’re	nothing	but	a	whore. 
 
The	wife	expects	a	response	but	Eva	does	not	respond.	The	wife	lets	out	a	hysterical,	musical	
wail.	Eva	puts	down	the	receiver,	cutting	her	off. 
 
NARRATOR 



Eva	put	the	call	out	of	her	mind	and	focused	instead	on	her	rehearsals.	She	was	having	
particular	difficulty	with	one	of	the	leads,	an	actress	whose	instinct	was	to	filch	more	
importance	for	her	own	part	that	had	been	allotted.	Eva	had	seen	her	ruin	several	fine	plays	
by	acting	everybody	else	off	the	stage	and	was	determined	that	it	wasn’t	going	to	happen	in	
this	production. 
 
This	distraction	was	absent	in	her	midday	break,	and	since	she	could	think	of	nothing	else,	
she	rang	Arvo	at	his	office.	 
He	was	a	journalist,	with	political	ambitions	on	the	Left,	who	had	almost	got	into	parliament	
at	the	last	election	and	was	almost	certain	to	get	in	at	the	next. 
 
As	Eva	picks	up	the	phone,	Arvo	appears	above	the	tv. 
 
ARVO 
Eva,	darling,	I’m	at	work.	 
 
EVA 
She	rang,	again. 
This	time	she	called	me	a	whore. 
 
ARVO 
A	whore!	
I’m	so	sorry	about	that,	Eva.	 
You	know	she	has	a	dreadful	temper. 
Especially	so	when	she	drinks.	 
She	really	ought	to	cut	back. 
 
EVA 
That	makes	a	pair	of	you,	then. 
 
Eva	pauses,	clearly	wanting	to	say	something	that	has	been	turning	around	her	mind	for	
quite	some	time.	Arvo	looks	uneasy,	taken	aback	by	her	last	comment. 
 
ARVO 
Eva? 
 
EVA 
This	has	gone	on	too	long. 
I	want	a	life	of	my	own. 
Preferably	with	you. 
But	if	not	–	without	will	have	to	do. 
 
NARRATOR 
She	had	had	enough	of	this	to-ing	and	fro-ing,	of	what	she	called	his	‘Hamlet’	act.	This	time	
he	would	have	to	make	up	his	mind,	one	way	or	another. 
 
ARVO 
Eva… 



We	cannot	discuss	such	things	over	the	(tele)phone. 
I’ll	call	at	your	flat	this	evening. 
Eight	o’clock 
 
Arvo	disappears. 
NARRATOR 
And	so	she	waited	for	him	in	the	blue	woollen	dress,	determined	to	have	that	life	of	her	
own.	Those	same	two	sentences	echoed	like	a	revenant	in	her	mind,	and	would	not	be	still. 
 
1.8:	Chorus	1B 
 
CHORUS 
The	word	Oysters	was	chalked	on	the	wagon	that	carried	Chekhov’s	body	to	Moscow	for	
burial.		
The	coffin	was	carried	in	the	oyster	wagon	because	of	the	fierce	heat	of	early	July. 
 
As	the	chorus	sings,	the	narrator	disappears	and	is	replaced	by	Arvo	Meri,	who	emerges	
from	the	chorus,	almost	catching	Eva	by	surprise. 
 

Scene	2 

2.1.1:	Arvo	at	Eva’s	Flat 

Arvo	Meri	arrives	at	the	flat	having	discarded	the	roses	and	knocks	on	Eva’s	door.	Eva,	who	is	
cleaning	out	a	vase	in	the	kitchen,	responds	and	places	the	empty	vase	on	a	nearby	table,	expecting	
Arvo	to	arrive	with	more	flowers.	She	opens	the	door,	takes	the	flowers	offered	to	her	by	Arvo,	and	
places	them	on	the	table	next	to	the	vase. 

EVA 
Well? 

ARVO 
I’m	sorry	about	the	phone	call,	Eva.  

EVA 
That	doesn’t	matter.	But	I	do	want	to	know	what	you	propose	to	do. 

ARVO 
I	don’t	know	what	to	do.	You	know	I	can’t	get	a	divorce. 

EVA 
I	don’t	care	about	a	divorce. 

ARVO 
But	what	else	is	there	to	do? 

EVA 
I	can	take	a	larger	flat	than	this.	We	can	start	to	live	together. 



ARVO 
Eva… 

Arvo	puts	his	head	in	his	hands.	Then	continues… 

…even	though	there’s	nothing	left	between	us	she	still	depends	on	the	relationship.	If	I	was	to	move	
out	completely	she’d	just	go	to	pieces. 

EVA 
That’s	not	my	problem. 

ARVO 
Can’t	we	wait	a	little	longer?  

EVA 
More	than	two	years	seems	long	enough	to	me.	You	go	to	Moscow	by	going	to	Moscow.	If	you	wait	
until	all	the	conditions	are	right	you	can	wait	your	whole	life. 

ARVO 
I’ve	booked	a	table	at	the	Mannerheim.	Why	don’t	we	talk	it	over	there?	I	have	a	taxi	waiting. 

EVA 
Why	not? 

Eva	shrugs	with	bright	sarcasm	and	lifts	the	yellow	roses	from	the	table	and	considers	removing	their	
wrapping,	but	doesn’t. 

I	ask	you	for	a	life	and	you	offer	me	yellow	roses	and	a	dinner	at	the	Mannerheim. 

She	drops	the	roses	back	on	the	table	next	to	the	vase	–	this	time	a	little	too	close	to	the	edge	–	and	
puts	on	her	fur	coat	and	boots	and	sealskin	cap.	Arvo	says	nothing.	They	leave	the	flat,	Eva	closing	
the	door	behind	her.	The	flowers	fall	off	the	table.	(black	out) 

2.1.2:	The	Mannerheim 
A	spotlight	on	the	narrator. 

NARRATOR 
Not	a	word	was	said	in	the	taxi.	Not	a	word	was	said	in	the	lift.	They	still	did	not	speak	in	the	bar	as	
they	decided	what	to	eat.	Arvo	ordered	two	vodkas	at	the	bar	and	another	at	the	table	while	Eva	
slowly	sipped	some	red	wine	until	her	starter	arrived.	She	was	too	tense	to	eat,	but	nibbled	at	the	
shrimp	in	the	avocado.	She	preferred	to	look	out	of	the	window	over	the	lights	of	the	city	into	the	
darkness	that	covered	the	frozen	harbour	and	sea.	It	is	Arvo	who	breaks	the	silence	with	a	
familiar	gambit. 

Lights	up	as	the	waiter	removes	their	starters	and	leaves	to	collect	the	mains. 

ARVO 
You	don’t	mind	me	drinking?	I	have	need	of	vodka	tonight. 

	



EVA 
Of	course	not…	but	it	won’t	be	any	use. 

ARVO 
Why? 

EVA 
You	brought	me	here	when	I	was	pregnant	and	drank	vodka	then	too.	You	were	silent	for	hours,	
except	every	now	and	then	you’d	say,	‘All	I	am	certain	of	is	that	it’s	not	the	right	time	yet	for	us	to	
have	a	child.’	I	rang	you	after	coming	out	of	the	clinic	and	you	said	the	whole	week	had	been	like	
walking	around	under	a	dark	cloud.	You	said	that	I	had	made	you	so	happy	and	that	one	day	we’d	
have	a	child	when	everything	was	right.	And	you	came	that	evening	with	yellow	roses	to	bring	me	
here. 

The	waiter	returns	with	the	mains	and	sets	the	plates	down	in	front	of	them.	Arvo,	not	sure	how	to	
respond,	orders	another	vodka	before	the	waiter	disappears. 

ARVO 
Another	vodka,	please.	(spoken)  

EVA 
And	now	when	we	spend	three	days	in	a	row	together	your	wife	rings	up	and	calls	me	a	whore.	You	
bring	me	yellow	roses	and	take	me	to	the	Mannerheim.	The	vodka	won’t	do	any	good. 

ARVO 
But	what	are	we	to	do? 

EVA 
I’ve	given	you	my	answer.	I’ll	take	a	larger	flat.	We’ll	live	together	as	two	people,	from	now	on.  

ARVO 
But	can’t	we	wait	till	after	the	elections? 

EVA 
No.	It’s	always	been	‘wait’.	And	there	will	always	be	something	to	wait	for.	They	say	there’s	no	good	
time	to	die	either.	That	it’s	as	difficult	to	leave	at	seventy	as	at	twenty.	So	why	not	now? 

ARVO 
But	I	love	you,	Eva. 

EVA 
If	you	loved	me	enough	you’d	come	and	live	with	me. 

Arvo	falls	silent	and	finishes	his	vodka.	They	get	up	and	leave,	collecting	their	coats	from	an	
attendant	at	the	door	with	a	look	of	disapproval.	Arvo	speaks	as	he	sways	into	the	lift. 

ARVO	(spoken,	feeling	the	effects	of	the	vodka) 
Can	I	come	back	with	you	tonight? 

  



EVA	(entering	lift,	spoken	laughingly	in	a	voice	that	makes	Arvo	afraid) 
Why	not?	If	you	want. 

Lights	down	as	if	lift	doors	closing.	Spotlight	on	narrator. 

Scene	2.1.3:	Back	at	the	Flat 

NARRATOR 
He	was	violently	ill	when	he	got	to	the	flat	and	fell	at	once	into	a	drugged	sleep	sprawled	across	the	
bed.	She	looked	at	him	then	with	what	she	knew	was	the	dangerous	egotism	of	the	maternal	instinct	
before	she	made	up	a	bed	on	the	carpet	and	switched	off	the	lights.	He	woke	in	the	night	to	draw	
her	towards	him	in	the	bed,	more,	she	knew,	to	try	to	escape	through	pleasure	from	the	pain	of	the	
hangover	than	from	desire.	She	grew	impatient	with	his	tired	fumbling	and	pulled	him	on	top	of	her,	
provoking	him	with	her	own	body	till	he	came.	The	night	conversation	that	followed	seemed	to	her	
like	dialogue	from	a	play	that	had	run	too	long,	and	the	acting	had	gone	stale. 

Eva	sits	up	and	switches	on	the	bedside	lamp.	Arvo	lies	next	to	her	with	a	headache. 

ARVO 
When	will	me	meet. 

EVA 
It’s	no	use. 

ARVO 
But	I	love	you. 

EVA	(shaking	her	head,	getting	out	of	bed	and	moving	towards	the	TV) 
I’m	fond	of	you	but	you	can’t	give	me	what	I	want. 

ARVO 
Wait. 

EVA 
No.	I	can’t	wait.	I	have	work	I	want	to	do. 

ARVO 
Is	it	that	damned	Chekhov’s	body? 

EVA 
That’s	right. 

ARVO	(with	hatred) 
It’ll	never	come	to	anything. 

EVA 
I	don’t	care,	but	I	intend	to	try. 

ARVO 
You’re	nothing	but	a	selfish	bitch. 



EVA 
I	am	selfish	and	I	want	you	to	go	now. 

Eva	turns	the	TV	on.	Black	out	except	glow	of	TV. 

2.2:	Narrator	/	Chorus 

NARRATOR 
She	was	surprised	during	the	following	days	how	little	she	yearned	for	him,	it	was	as	if	a	weight	had	
lifted.	She	felt	an	affection	for	him	that	she	felt	for	the	part	of	her	life	she	had	passed	with	him,	but	
she	saw	clearly	that	it	was	for	her	own	life	and	not	for	his	that	she	yearned.	She	would	go	on	alone,	
and	when	he	demanded	to	see	her	she	met	him	with	a	calm	that	was	indifference	which	roused	him	
to	fury.	She	had	not	built	a	life	with	him,	she	had	built	nothing:	but	out	of	these	sentences. 

She	would	build,	and	for	that	she	had	to	be	alone.	She	would	leave	this	city	that	had	so	much	of	her	
past	life,	the	theatre	where	she	had	worked	so	long.	She	would	leave	them	like	a	pair	of	galoshes	in	
the	porch,	and	go	indoors.	She	rang	rich	friends:	was	their	offer	of	the	house	in	Spain	still	open?	It	
was.	They	only	used	it	in	July.	They	would	be	delighted	to	loan	it	to	her.	Instead	of	going	to	the	
theatre,	she	returned	to	her	writing	table	and	wrote	the	sentences	out	once	again. 

CHORUS 
The	word	oysters	was	chalked	on	the	wagon	that	carried	Chekhov’s	body	to	Moscow	for	burial. 
The	coffin	was	carried	in	the	oyster	wagon	because	of	the	fierce	heat	of	early	July. 

2.3:	Projection	2	/	Telephone	Call	with	Manager 

As	the	chorus	sing,	the	narrator	disappears	again	behind	the	TV	screen.	There	is	another	short	
transitional	sequence	as	the	chorus	rotate	the	central	structure	indicating	the	shift	to	Eva’s	
imagination. 

INSERT	2	STARTS	HERE 
The	insert	is	interrupted	and	placed	on	hold	by	a	phone	call	from	the	theatre	manager.	As	the	light	on	
the	insert	action	fades,	a	spotlight	appears	on	Eva	as	she	picks	up	the	phone. 

EVA 
Is	this	urgent?	I’m	working. 

MANAGER	(off-stage) 
I	thought	this	was	your	work? 

EVA	(pausing	momentarily) 
I’m	sorry,	but	I	must	offer	you	my	resignation. 

MANAGER 
But	you	can’t	leave	in	the	middle	of	a	production.	It’s	the	opening	night! 

EVA 
I’m	sorry.	I	didn’t’	explain	properly.	Of	course	I’ll	see	the	production	through,	but	I	won’t	be	
renewing	my	contract	when	it	expires	at	the	end	of	the	year. 



  
MANAGER 
Is	it	the	salary	or	are	you	leaving	to	write? 

EVA 
I	am	leaving	the	theatre	to	try	to	write. 

MANAGER 
It’s	even	more	precarious	than	the	theatre,	and	now	that	you’ve	made	your	way	there	why	throw	it	
over	for	something	worse	still? 

EVA 
I	must	find	out	whether	I	can	or	not.	I’ll	only	find	out	by	finding	out.	I’ll	come	back	if	I	fail. 

MANAGER 
You	know,	contrary	to	the	prodigal	son	story,	few	professions	welcome	back	their	renegades? 

EVA 
I’ll	take	that	risk. 

MANAGER 
Well,	I	see	you’re	determined.	But	please	come	now	to	the	theatre.	It’s	the	opening	night	and	you’re	
not	a	writer	yet. 

Eva	places	the	receiver	down	and	collects	her	fur	coat	and	boots	and	sealskin	cap,	getting	ready	to	
leave	for	the	theatre,	as	the	spotlight	fades	and	the	light	returns	to	the	insert	action. 

INSERT	2	CONTINUES	(bits	of	Ostrovky’s	‘The	Dragon’	referenced	here	as	if	Eva	is	fulfilling	her	notice	
at	the	theatre	in	the	production?) 

As	the	insert	action	draws	to	a	close,	a	spotlight	appears	on	the	narrator. 

NARRATOR 
Eva wondered if there was a photo of the coffin being lifted out of the oyster wagon or of the 
starving man in his summer coat in the rain outside the restaurant while the boy crunched on the 
oyster shells within. Whether it was due to the kindness usually reserved for the dear departed or 
mere luck, no production of hers had ever opened before to such glowing notices. Or perhaps it 
was all the publicity the manager had drummed up by telling the evening paper that she was 
leaving the theatre to write. To write was better copy than the truthful try to write. 

She left on New Year’s Eve for Spain, by boat and train, passing through Stockholm and 
Copenhagen, and stopping five days in Paris where she knew some people. She had with her 
the complete works of Chekhov, and the two sentences were more permanently engraved than 
ever in her mind: 

CHORUS 
The word oysters was chalked on the wagon that carried Chekhov’s body to Moscow for burial. 
The coffin was carried in the oyster wagon because of the fierce heat of early July. 

NARRATOR 
She stayed five days in the Hôtel Celtique on the rue Odessa, and all her waking hours seemed 



taken up with meeting people she already knew. Most of them scraped a frugal living from 
translation or journalism, or both. All of them wrote or wanted to be artists in one way or another. 

Eva disappears behind the platform as the stage fills with overly artistic types. The sub-band 
starts up beneath the narration. 

Although most of them lived in small rooms and usually went out to cheap restaurants and movie 
houses, there was to be a party tonight at the poet Severi’s apartment—an apartment larger than 
most of those lived in by the other Russians Eva knew in Paris. He had published three relatively 
successful books of poems, and a recent play of his that Eva had produced, which, despite the 
critics’ high praise, had been taken off after just a week. 

SCENE 3: THE PARTY 
A hubbub of artistic conversation is almost drowning out the music. Eva hovers outside the door 
for a second, reading a sign before knocking. The party is too loud, and no one can hear her – 
they are too engrossed in conversation. She knocks again, before deciding to ring the doorbell 
instead. The shrill sound of the doorbell cuts through the party and everyone, band included, is 
suddenly silent. They turn they heads judgementally to the door. 

BAND MEMBER 
I thought you’d put up the sign. It’s terribly rude to ring the doorbell during live music. They ought 
to have knocked. Whoever they are. 

SEVERI with detestable pretentiousness 
Now, now. If we can dare to dream, our guest can dream to dare. 

From the stillness, Severi suavely opens the door, letting Eva in. 

She steps through the door, everyone is silent, staring. 

SEVERI 
She’s one of mine. 

The band starts back up and the party immediately continues as if Eva had never existed. 

SEVERI taking her coat 
Well, Eva Lindberg, can you explain to me what you’re doing haring off to Spain instead of 
staying up there to empty that old theatre of yours with my next play? 

EVA 
I was offered a loan of a house. I am leaving Paris first thing tomorrow morning. 

POET 1 handing her vodka 
Not if we can help it. There’s plenty more where that came from. (offering to Severi) 

SEVERI 
Not for me. 

POET 1 
He doesn’t need vodka. He has money. Both are equally good at turning a person into an 
eccentric. 

 



SEVERI 
I’m told you intend to write. 

POET 2 (slowly more poets join as if disconcertingly entitled to their conversation) 
She too has got the bug, eh? 

POET 1 
That’s all we need, one more. 

POET 3 
You know there’s not room for the lot of us. 

POET 2 
A writer is not a confectioner, a cosmetic dealer, or an entertainer. 

POET 3 
Quite so. I demand that we take you seriously. 

EVA 
It’s just a rumour that got into a newspaper. 

SEVERI 
What’ll you do down there then? 

POET 2 
A single woman among hordes of randy Spaniards? (Poets 1-3 laugh. Severi doesn’t) 

EVA 
I have a lot of reading to catch up on. 

POET 1 (or 4) 
Writers don’t read. We digest. (All poets but Severi raise their glasses and drink deeply) 

POET 3 
Why did you leave the theatre. 

EVA 
I was getting stale. I wasn’t enjoying it any more. 

POET 2 
There is no art in enjoyment. 

POET 1 (or 4) 
Happy people are unbearable. 

The band changes tune, distracting the poets. Severi brings Eva down stage. 

SEVERI once the band settles 
Have you money? 

EVA 
I have enough. What about your own work? 



SEVERI 
Never mind my own work. It’ll never be staged again without you there to see it through. I seem 
to be in a trough, riding low on tired old clichés usually reserved for the likes of those three over 
there (points to the poets). Ah, but here comes Natasha. Her work is universally adored by a 
highly exclusive audience. 

(Natasha wanders casually over to the table.) 

Natasha, this is Eva. She won’t admit it, but she wants to be a writer. 

NATASHA (shaking Eva’s hand) 
Don’t we all. A pleasure. 

EVA 
I intend to try. 

NATASHA 
The only easy thing in life is entropy. You may succeed, you may not. 

EVA 
I hear you’re doing a rather good job of it. 

NATASHA 
Well, it’s no Three Sisters, but it’s a play that is somewhat similar – or so I have been told. It 
describes the life of three brothers, a twisted love affair with one of the boy’s teacher’s wife, and 
an unfortunate incident involving an albatross. 

EVA 
I too, find inspiration in Chekhov. 

NATASHA 
Who doesn’t. 

SEVERI 
I don’t suppose those three sisters over there have ever read any Chekhov. 

NATASHA (finishes pouring drink, suggestively winks at Severi, and walks away) 
I don’t suppose they’ve read much at all. 

EVA (to her back) 
Good luck with your play. 

SEVERI 
Before you ask, I’m not sleeping with her. I’m not sleeping with anyone, in fact. 

EVA 
I wasn’t going to ask. 

SEVERI 
Why don’t I come back to that nice hotel of yours? We can leave this throng. Get some decent 
peppered vodka. Chat about your idea for this novel or play or whatever you’re trying to write on 
the way. 



EVA 
No. I’ve had enough. I want to be alone for a time. 

 

SCENE	4 
 
NARRATOR 
She	stayed	five	days	in	Barcelona	and	was	happy.	A	sleeper	from	Paris	to	the	frontier	and	
the	subsequent	wider	Spanish	train	on	which	she	travelled	allowed	her	time	and	space	to	
reflect.	Like	an	army	in	peacetime	she	was	doing	what	she	had	to	do	by	being	idle	and	felt	
neither	guilt	not	need	to	make	a	holiday.	She	walked	the	narrow	streets,	went	to	a	few	
museums	and	churches,	bought	a	newspaper	on	the	Ramblas,	and	ate	at	the	Casa	Agut,	
where	she	ordered	gaspacho,	ensalada	and	a	small	steak	with	half	a	bottle	of	red	Rioja	each	
evening.	After	five	such	days	she	took	the	train	to	Valencia	where	she	would	get	the	express	
bus	towards	Almería. 
 
[Both	women	reading] 
 
WOMAN	offering	her	hand	to	shake,	placing	book	on	her	lap 
I’m	sorry—I	only	speak	a	little	English. 
 
EVA	detecting	the	accent	and	looking	at	the	fur	coat,	reluctantly	placing	book	on	lap 
Are	you	Swedish?	I	speak	a	little. 
 
WOMAN	with	bitchiness,	pointing	at	her	Chekhov	book 
Aren’t	you	a	lucky	girl	to	find	languages	so	easy? 
 
EVA 
It’s	no	more	than	being	able	to	run	fast	or	jump.	It	means	you	can	manage	to	say	more 
inaccurately	in	several	languages	what	you	can	say	better	in	your	own.	It’s	useful	sometimes	
but	it	doesn’t	seem	very	much	to	me	if	that’s	all	it	achieves. 
 
WOMAN	resentfully,	impressed	and	a	little	scared 
‘That’s	too	deep	for	me.	Are	you	on	a	holiday?’ 
 
EVA 
No.	I’m	going	to	live	here	for	a	time. 
 
WOMAN 
Do	you	have	a	house? 
 
EVA 
Yes.	I’ve	been	loaned	a	house. 
 
WOMAN 
Will	you	be	with	people	or	alone? 
 
EVA 



I’ll	be	alone. 
 
WOMAN 
Do	you	think	I	could	take	a	room	in	the	house? 
 
EVA 
I’m	not	allowed	to	have	people	to	stay.	It’s	a	condition	of	the	loan. 
 
WOMAN 
I	could	market	for	you	and	cook. 
 
EVA 
It’s	impossible.	I’m	sorry. 
 
[Woman	picks	up	book	to	begin	reading	again] 
 
EVA	to	the	woman	no	longer	listening 
Look	at	the	blue	sea	in	the	distance.	That	view	will	not	grow	old. 
 
EVA	to	herself 
Its	tides	will	always	ebb	and	flow.	It	will	yield	up	its	oyster	shells	long	after	all	the	living	have	
become	the	dead. 
 

SCENE	5 

NARRATOR 

She	escaped	from	her	in	Alicante	where	they	had	a	half-hour	break	and	changed	buses.	She	
waited	til	she	saw	her	take	the	same	seat	in	the	new	bus	and	then	took	her	place	beside	an	
old	Spanish	woman	who	smelled	of	garlic.	She	felt	guilty	at	avoiding	the	Swede	so	pointedly.	
She	did	not	look	at	her	when	she	got	off	at	Vera. 

The	house	was	low	and	flat-roofed	and	faced	the	sea.	The	mountain	was	behind,	sparsely	
sprinkled	with	the	green	of	farms.	  

EVA 

Finally,	alone.	 

No	distractions	here.	 

No	people	or	parties.	No	roses.	No	Mannerheim. 

Finally,	I	can	write. 

Eva	sits	down	at	the	desk,	replicating	the	opening	image	of	the	opera. 



NARRATOR 
She	reread	all	of	Chekov,	and	in	the	solitude	of	the	days	felt	her	life,	for	the	first	time	in	
years,	was	in	order.	She	had	an	ending,	Chekov’s	body	coming	to	Moscow	for	burial	that	hot	
July	day;	and	a	beginning,	the	boy	crunching	on	the	oyster	shells	in	the	restaurant	while	the	
man	starved	in	his	summer	coat	in	the	rain	outside.	What	she	had	to	do	was	imagine	the	life	
in	between.	She	wrote	in	a	careful	hand.  

CHORUS 
The	word	oysters	was	chalked	on	the	wagon	that	carried	Chekhov’s	body	to	Moscow	for	
burial.	The	coffin	was	carried	in	the	oyster	wagon	because	of	the	fierce	heat	of	early	July.	  

NARRATOR 
Eva	soon	grew	agitated.	A	week,	two	weeks,	passed.	She	got	nothing	written.	The	early	
sense	of	calm	and	order	left	her.	She	sat,	staring	at	those	same,	taunting	sentences. 

As	these	lines	are	sung	it	seems	as	if	we	are	transitioning	into	an	insert,	the	cap	being	placed	
on	the	narrator’s	head.  

CHORUS 
The	word	oysters	was	chalked	on	the	wagon	that	carried-	 

The	chorus	is	cut	short	by	an	abrupt	knock	on	the	door	(created	by	the	percussion). 

EVA	(from	her	desk) 
Hello?	Is	this	urgent.	I’m	at	work. 

GOOD(ish)	COP 
Eva	Lindberg?	This	is	the	police.	We	need	to	talk	to	you. 

As	the	policemen	enter,	fragments	of	the	chorus	sentences	are	sung	overlapping,	with	
particular	emphasis	on	the	words	‘body’,	‘burial’	and	‘oysters’.	This	is	accompanied	by	the	
sideband.	An	oyster	shell	is	passed	to	young	Chekov	by	a	member	of	the	chorus. 

The	main	band	kicks	back	in.  

EVA 
I	haven’t	left	this	house	for	weeks.	Why	are	you	here?  

GOOD(ish)	COP 
News.	From	Moscow.  

BAD	COP 
And	from	Paris.  

EVA 
Why	have	you	come	to	give	me	news?  



GOOD(ish)	COP 
I	heard	about	a	young,	single	woman	living	out	here,	all	alone.	I	had	to	make	sure	you	were	
safe.	I	thought	I	could	keep	you	company. 

(To	Bad	Cop)	Check	the	boy. 

Policeman	two	has	crossed	to	the	boy.	The	sub	band	kick	in.  

POLICEMAN	2 
Chekhov.	Ha.	A	dead	author.	Dead	as	an	old	companion. 

He	slowly	and	deliberately	takes	the	oyster	shell	and	runs	it	along	chekov’s	lips. 

NARRATOR	(sung) 
Oysters,	give	me	oysters. 

Sub-band	out	and	main	band	in.  

EVA 
Why	are	you	here?  

GOOD	COP 
Is	it	true?  

BAD	COP 
Are	you	the	lover	of	a	married	politician?  

GOOD	COP 
With	ambitions	on	the	left. 

Policeman	1	crosses	to	the	boy,	stage	left.	

EVA 
I	knew	him	for	a	time.	

The	sub-band	swells	behind	young	Chekhov	as	Policeman	1	picks	up	the	shell. 

I	was	his. 

He	places	his	hand	on	young	chekov’s	face. 

He	could	not	give	me	what	I	wanted. 

Slow	slash.	Blood. 

So	I	left.	To	try	to	write. 



NARRATOR	(accompanied	by	sub-band) 
Oysters,	give	me	some	oysters. 

The	main	band	plays	with	the	policeman,	the	sub-band	with	the	narrator.	As	the	following	
passage	is	sung,	the	platform	rotates. 

GOOD	COP 
Arvo	Meri	is	dead.  

NARRATOR 
Oysters  

BAD	COP 
It	was	you.	He	divorced	his	wife.	He	left	Moscow,	to	be	with	you.  

NARRATOR 
Oysters.  

GOOD	COP 
In	Paris…  

NARRATOR 
Oysters. 

GOOD	COP 
…he	ate	supper	with	a	poet.  

NARRATOR 
Oysters.  

BAD	COP	 
He	ate	//oysters… 

NARRATOR 
//Oysters 

 BAD	COP 
…	that	were	two	weeks	out	of	date. 

Eva	begins	to	sing	along	wordlessly,	appearing	to	wail	derangedly.	Policeman	1	and	2	are	
either	side	of	the	boy.	The	wagon	has	pretty	much	finished	rotating,	revealing	a	
dead	Arvo	Meri	reclined	within.  

GOOD	COP 
He	died	from	the	poisoning. 

2	COPS	TOGETHER 
The	word	oysters	was	chalked	on	the	wagon,	that	carried	Arvo’s	body	to	you	for	burial. 



EVA 
Arvo!	 

The	two	bands	merge	together,	reaching	a	climax	as	Eva	clutches	Arvo’s	corpse	and	young	
Chekhov’s	throat	is	slit	by	the	policemen.	 

Severi	enters 

SEVERI 
We	drank.	We	ate.	He	died. 
I’m	so	sorry	about	that	Eva. 

He	gives	young	Chekov	a	kiss	on	the	forehead.	Young	Chekov	marks	his	forehead	with	blood	
from	her	neck.	The	woman	from	the	bus	enters	with	a	suitcase. 

WOMAN 
So	this	is	where	the	house	is.	(looks	at	the	boy)	What	a	lovely	child.	Such	a	shame	the	father	
didn’t	want	it. 

He	unzips	his	suitcase	and	pulls	out	an	oyster	shell,	which	he	feeds	to	young	Chekhov,	who	
bites	down	on	the	shell	and	vomits.	Young	Chekov	marks	her	forehead	with	blood	from	her	
neck.	Arvo’s	wife	enters. 

WIFE 
Eva,	you’re	nothing	but	a	whore.	 

She	too	is	marked	by	young	chekov’s	blood 

EVA 
What	are	you	all	doing	here.	I	need	to	be	alone.	 

Arvo’s	corpse	suddenly	sits	bolt	upright.	He	is	holding	wilted	yellow	flowers.	Eva	screams	and	
jolts	away	in	shock.  

ARVO 
I’m	so	sorry	about	that	Eva. 

EVA 
You	left	your	wife.  

ARVO 
But	what	else	was	there	to	do? 

EVA 
You	died.  

NARRATOR	(climbing	into	the	wagon	that	Arvo	has	now	vacated) 
Oysters 



Behind	this	the	sentences	begin	to	be	sung	by	the	policemen,	severi,	woman,	and	remaining	
chorus,	very	quietly	and	chaotically,	slowly	building. 

ARVO 
But	what	else	was	there	to	do? 

He	offers	her	the	flowers. 

Can	you	come	back	with	me	tonight,	I’ve	booked	a	table	at	the	Mannerheim. 

Arvo	Meri	joins	the	rest	in	singing	the	sentences,	all	overlapping,	leaving	only	Eva	and	the	
Narrator	silent.	It	builds.	Eva,	distressed,	bundles	up	her	pages	of	writing	and	throws	them	in	
the	bucket	with	the	regurgitated	oyster	shells.	

She	throws	the	flowers	in	as	well. 

Suddenly	Eva’s	phone	rings	and	the	music	cuts	out.	The	chorus	disappear.	Static. 

We	vaguely	hear	an	excerpt	of	John	McGahern	speaking	about	creativity	and	ideas,	only	it	is	
obscured	by	static. We	are	left	with	Eva	on	stage	clutching	the	phone,	the	narrator	in	the	
wagon	bleeding	into	the	bucket,	and	static. 

The	lights	dim	and	sound	retreats. 


