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  Lora Lazar


  MEMENTO*


  * memento (latin) - remember


  



  



  A living room with a French window to the verandah. Next to the window there is an easel and a small cupboard with oil paints. On the cupboard there are framed canvases. A large and old cupboard at the bottom and over it hangs a clock. A door next to it. Round table, chairs and opposite – a sofa. The whole background gives off a worn-out but refined old age.


  TINA is sitting on the table and intently reads a newspaper. Next to her there are placed a few folders. Suddenly she stands up, goes to the cupboard, takes scissors and she is back to the table to cut a part of the newspaper.


  At that moment COCO enters and without looking at TINA goes to the easel. While TINA is talking he checks the framed canvases. He pulls out a framed canvas, look at it and takes it in. Then the next one…


  



  TINA:


  Coco, listen to this… (Tina reads from the newspaper clipping.) Three young men drove at breackneck speed on the highway… Are you listening me? (Tina says that without looking at Coco and continues to read.) The car flied off the roadway, hit the railings…


  COCO:


  (Interrupts Tina.) Where is it?


  TINA:


  On the highway, I told you.


  COCO:


  Where is it?


  TINA:


  (Looks angrily at Coco.) Why do you always interrupt me?


  COCO:


  (With restrained anger.) Where is it, I’m asking?


  TINA:


  Where is what?


  COCO:


  Don’t pretend you don’t know.


  TINA:


  I don’t know. (Tina continues to read.) The three youths...


  COCO:


  (Interrupts her.) Stop! I’m asking you where is it?


  TINA:


  I can’t answer you... (Tina continues to read.) The three youths had 1.5 promiles of blood alcohol…Miraculously they were unharmed…When the police found them, they hadn’t stop laughing… (Tina talks at herself.) Because they have survived…


  COCO:


  Shut up!


  TINA:


  You never listen to me!


  COCO:


  I’m listening to you every day. Haven’t you had enough already?


  TINA:


  How should I have had enough! They are so different. In fact, I won’t put that story in the folder…Yes, I confused myself. After all they remained alive… (Tina crushes the newspaper clipping.) I’ll look at the obituaries again…Some interesting text may have come… (Tina unfolds the newspaper.)


  COCO:


  (Talking at himself.) I could never find anything in that house.


  TINA:


  (Talks loud without looking at COCO.) You don’t look at the right place.


  COCO:


  (Curtly.) Where is the right place?


  TINA:


  (Turning over the pages of the newspaper.) How should I know?


  COCO:


  (Angrily.) Where have you put it?


  



  TINA:


  (At herself.) They increase. They increase in every copy. (Tina counts.) Two, four, six, eight, ten…Ten obituaries on the page. (At COCO.) What do you think, will they cover two pages soon? Only two obituaries are longer. (Reads to herself faintly moving her lips.) These aren’t interesting. Commemoration…„ Twenty years after the tragic death…” (At COCO.) Stop that noise! What are you looking for?


  COCO:


  Bella’s portrait.


  TINA:


  The last ones are there. (Tina points a hand to the heap of frames at which Coco looks.)


  COCO:


  Bella’s portrait is not here… Has anyone come here today?


  TINA:


  No one. No one came yesterday too. And the day before yesterday... No one ever comes here.


  This is part of the book...
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