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D r a m a t u r g i c a l  n o t e

LIKE A SUITCASE WITH A DOUBLE
BOTTOM

The play Butterfly and Fruit is like a suitcase with a
double bottom. The story of the piece can be looked
at the way it is – a series of events at an imaginary
station, but also as a story about a man who at one
place, in one day, lives through the crucial moments
of his life again.
The entire piece is consequently conceived as a play
of the real and the imaginary. The play takes place
on a platform in some Belgrade some day. The names
of the characters are metaphorical. HE is a butterfly,
and THEY are fruits (Quince, Strawberry, Cherry). Mir-
jana and Nebojša are two characters who have “real”
names. Beside fruits, a butterfly and people, there
are two flowers in the piece: Rose and Marigold,
whose story is isolated from the rest. The play on
words opens up possibilities for different, even com-
pletely opposing interpretations. The play between
the “butterfly” and “fruits” could be nice and senti-
mental. At the same time, the life of a butterfly is
short, and fruits are prone to rotting. When one adds
to this the fact that the natural aspiration of the but-
terfly is turned toward flowers (for example, a rose)
and not toward fruit (which came from flowers), a
beautiful, sentimental flight becomes barren roam-

ing. Or perhaps it isn’t? Butterfly and Fruit is an invi-
tation to an entertaining intellectual play. But does
the intellectual play lead us to a theatre play?
The theatric potential of the piece Butterfly and Fruit
is hidden in the fact that, while speaking about peo-
ple as fruits and flowers, it reveals the dramatic
(mis)understanding of their life situations. The main
hero, Butterfly, is waiting for a train that will never
come, it seems. Meanwhile, love adventures giving
rise to a real affliction take place. The train comes.
The only male character with a flower name is
Marigold. This male flower at the end of the play
starts an idyllic love story with a female flower – Rose.
The train leaves. Butterfly, carrying a bag with gro-
ceries instead of sorrow of joy, also leaves. Who are
Mirjana and Nebojša, Rose and Marigold to Buttefly?
Real life or missed opportunities? A bad and a nice
dream? Butterfly and Fruit is an invitation to a direc-
torial/histrionic play that can be developed in several
different directions – reality is real as much as the
real emotions that tie us to it are real.

Marina Milivojević-Mađarev
Translated by Svetozar Poštić



Characters:

Butterfly, 50 years old, lonely and abandoned

Quince, 35 years old, has hope and believes in love

Strawberry, 48 years old, seemingly positive, deeply hurt

Cherry, 25 years old, strong and conscious

Nebojša, 27 years old, plays a “man,” superficial and spoiled

Marijana, 25 years old, beautiful and proud

Rose, 20 years old, young and in love

Marigold, 20 years old, young and in love

Takes place on a platform in some Belgrade one day.

“I hurt myself today, to see if I still feel. I focus on the pain, the only thing that´s real”
Johnny Cash



1.

An abandoned platform. Everything looks dirty and
neglected, a trash can is completely broken, same as
the clock hanging on the wall. It is autumn, and the
wind is making the dirt, the fallen leaves and various
papers dance a happy dance. It is morning; the sun
rays are shining on a bench in front of the tracks.
Everything is calm and empty. Butterfly appears, a
man of around fifty, with a coat, hat and a bow tie. In
one hand he is carrying a bag with a roll and yoghurt,
and in the other newspapers of unknown date. He
slowly sits on a bench and takes out his lunch. He
eats. Then Rose appears, looking for someone. She
sees Butterfly, she is frightened and runs away. But-
terfly watches her, surprised. After she leaves, he
starts reading the newspaper, but soon puts it down.
He seems in a good mood, as if he had never experi-
enced or seen anything bad in his life.
Strawberry comes up, a woman who looks a little
younger than Butterfly. She is dressed modestly, a bit
as if the time has passed her by. She sits next to But-
terfly.

STRAWBERRY: Good morning.
BUTTERFLY: Good morning.
STRAWBERRY: I am not bothering you, I hope!
BUTTERFLY: Not a bit, I am waiting for a train.
STRAWBERRY: Where is it coming from?
BUTTERFLY: From Athens.
STRAWBERRY: And who are you waiting for?
BUTTERFLY: My wife and son!
STRAWBERRY: I am Strawberry, by the way.
BUTTERFLY: How do you do, they call me Butterfly.
STRAWBERRY: There are no trains here.
BUTTERFLY (Laughing): Someone has fooled you.
STRAWBERRY: You have to admit this here is not
functioning.

BUTTERFLY: Yes, it looks neglected, but it is only an
impression.
STRAWBERRY: I agree with you. And when does the
train arrive?
BUTTERFLY: The train is unfortunately late. But it’s al-
ways like that. Trains are always late. Have you every
traveled by train?
STRAWBERRY: I have. A long time ago, as a young girl.
My husband and I went to our honeymoon. It was ro-
mantic, I remember.
BUTTERFLY: I have never met anyone who has bad

experience with trains.
STRAWBERRY: To no avail, trains are also dying out.
Strawberry laughs, then shrugs her shoulders.
STRAWBERRY: It’ll get better.
BUTTERFLY: It will.
STRAWBERRY: You haven’t seen your wife and son in
a long time.
BUTTERFLY: A long time. (Pause) And you, what are
you doing here?
STRAWBERRY: Me? I only come here to take a walk, I
like peace and quiet, it reminds of the time past. You
know what it’s like when you smell something that
takes you to the long-forgotten past?
BUTTERFLY: I know, I know.
STRAWBERRY: I have lost my husband, and I was told
that before his departure he was here. So I come
here, to visit him.
BUTTERFLY: And the cemetery?
STRAWBERRY: We never buried him, because we
never even found him.
BUTTERFLY: Do you have children?
STRAWBERRY: I do, a son. He is 23 now.
BUTTERFLY: Interesting, just like mine. He is turning
23 tomorrow.
STRAWBERRY: Incredible. Mine also.
BUTTERFLY: What a coincidence.
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STRAWBERRY: Indeed.
Buttefly is quiet, does not look at Strawberry.
STRAWBERRY: Are you happy?
BUTTERFLY: I have a wife, a child, I have a job, a
house, a dog. I am content.
STRAWBERRY: I see.
BUTTERFLY: And you?
STRAWBERRY: I have a son, I have friends, an apart-
ment, a job. I laugh a lot. I am not happy – I am cheer-
ful.
BUTTERFLY: What more do you need?! That’s happi-
ness. Imagine those people who don’t have children,
a job, a smile on their face?
STRAWBERRY: Yes, it is certainly harder for them.
BUTTERFLY: Or imagine when someone doesn’t have
love.
STRAWBERRY: Yes, when you don’t have love, you
don’t have happiness either.
BUTTERFLY: Exactly. Without love there is no happi-
ness.
Butterfly is looking at Strawberry, she is avoiding his
look.

2.

Nebojša and Marijana appear on the platform. They
are both around 25 years old. He is dragging a suit-
case, and she is wiping her tears with a handkerchief.
MARIJANA: Why do you have to go?
NEBOJŠA: I have to – because I work.
MARIJANA: Why don’t you do me a favour once and
stay here?
Marijana takes him by the arm. He gives her a stern
look, takes her by the arm, comes up to her.
NEBOJŠA: I told you not to do that to me.

MARIJANA (With tears in her eyes.): Take me with you.
Nebojša brings his face close to hers.
NEBOJŠA: Don’t cry.
MARIJANA: You are the only one.
Nebojša kisses Marijana passionately. He is not let-
ting her go. He is lifting her skirt. She lets him. She is
unbuttoning his pants. 
MARIJANA: Stay.
Nebojša suddenly stops.
NEBOJŠA: Why are you making me explain this to you
a thousand times? I have to pay for the bills, clothes,
food, cradle for the baby, diapers.
MARIJANA: I don’t have to do anything with that.
NEBOJŠA: You don’t, but I do. So I have to go work.
MARIJANA: You don’t love me.
NEBOJŠA: I don’t.
MARIJANA (Slaps him.): Bastard.
NEBOJŠA: Calm down.
Nebojša hugs her and kisses her.
NEBOJŠA: Why do we always start this all over. You
know what the situation is like.
MARIJANA: Change the situation, please.
NEBOJŠA (He pushes her.): Come on, stop whining,
what’s going on.
MARIJANA: Leave her.
NEBOJŠA: Leave whom?
MARIJANA: Her.
NEBOJŠA (Laughter): What are you? Crazy? Leave
Cherry? Never.
MARIJANA: Why are you doing this to me?
NEBOJŠA: I am not doing anything to you, you knew it
all before.
Marijana is looking at him flabbergasted, she bows
her head.
NEBOJŠA: OK, keep an eye on this suitcase, I am
going to see when the train is leaving.
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3.

Butterfly is sitting on the bench, Strawberry is next to
him.
STRAWBERRY: There’s no train.
BUTTERFLY: Not yet.
STRAWBERRY: And what are your wife and son doing
in Athens?
BUTTERFLY: They were vacationing. Resting.
STRAWBERRY: And you?
BUTTERFLY: There is no rest for me. I don’t rest.
STRAWBERRY: Your work must be hard.
BUTTERFLY: It’s all the same.
STRAWBERRY: My husband worked a lot too. He was
never at home.
BUTTERFLY: Men are strange, you know. But the only
certain thing in a relationship with them is their love.
Until the end.
STRAWBERRY: Sometimes it is difficult to believe that.
BUTTERFLY: I am telling you honestly. No one will sup-
port you as much as a man who loves you.
Strawbery nods but does not look at Butterfly.
STRAWBERRY: You are probably right. Listen, I got a
little hungry, and you?
BUTTERFLY: What time is it?
STRAWBERRY: It’s past twelve.
BUTTERFLY: Well it is time for lunch. (He gets up.) I
should go.
STRAWBERRY (Stops him.): No, no, I suggested, I will
go. There is a supermarket there.
BUTTERFLY: There’s no need.
STRAWBERRY: No complaints.
BUTTERFLY: Alright, alright.
Strawberry laughs and leaves. Butterfly looks at one
spot. Suddenly Marigold appears, looks around sear-
ching for someone. He walks by Butterfly, smiles and
leaves. Butterfly looks at him all the time, surprised.

Quince appears. She has a dress and a trenchcoat in
matching hues, and in her hands bags from various
shops.
QUINCE: Hello.
BUTTERFLY: Hello, Miss.
QUINCE (Smile): I am a missis.
BUTTERFLY: I apologise. My name is Butterfly. That’s
how they call me.
QUINCE: Quince. May I sit?
BUTTERFLY: Of course.
QUINCE: Are you waiting for the train?
BUTTERFLY: I am waiting.
QUINCE: Trains rarely go by here.
BUTTERFLY: I know, but this one is coming, I know
that for sure.
QUINCE: If you know it for sure, then OK.
BUTTERFLY: And you?
QUINCE: I just came to rest a little.
BUTTERFLY: I see – you were shopping. Women like
shopping.
QUINCE: They do, they do. But none of this is for me.
BUTTERFLY: Is that possible?
QUINCE: It is possible, my husband is coming back
from a trip today, and it’s my son’s birthday tomorrow,
so I bought presents for everyone.
BUTTERFLY: How many sons are there whose birth-
day is tomorrow… And how old will he be?
QUINCE: He is turning ten.
BUTTERFLY: God bless him.
QUINCE (Smiles): That’s what his husband says. Just
like that.
BUTTERFLY: Have you ever traveled by train with your
son?
QUINCE: No.
BUTTERFLY: You should do it. I am sure he would like
it.

57 >



4.

Marijana is standing on the platform, she is keeping
an eye on the suitcase. Nebojša comes back.
NEBOJŠA: The train is late.
MARIJANA: How much?
NEBOJŠA: Only a few minutes.
MARIJANA (Crying): OK.
NEBOJŠA: Are you crying?
MARIJANA: I am.
NEBOJŠA: Come on, don’t.
MARIJANA: Let me go.
NEBOJŠA: Marijana, you know I love you.
MARIJANA: I don’t care anymore.
NEBOJŠA: But you make a scene every time.
MARIJANA: You don’t understand.
NEBOJŠA: I don’t see what cannot be understood
here.
MARIJANA: I don’t have to suffer through this.
NEBOJŠA: Go wherever you want.
MARIJANA: You will never be able to make me happy.
NEBOJŠA: I won’t, huh?
Marijana is so surprised by her statement that she
throws herself into his embrace in order to keep him.
NEBOJŠA: I can’t make you happy even a bit?!
MARIJANA: Not a bit.
NEBOJŠA: Come on, the train will soon arrive, cheer
up.
MARIJANA: I love you.
NEBOJŠA: I know.
MARIJANA: And do you love me?
Nebojša’s phone rings. He answers it.
NEBOJŠA: Yes?... That’s me. ...When? ...I’m coming.
Nebojša hangs up.
MARIJANA: What happened?
NEBOJŠA (Delighted.): I am not traveling.
MARIJANA: Really?!

Marijana hugs him as hard as she can.
NEBOJŠA: Cherry has given birth to a son!!
Nebojša extracts himself out of Marijana’s embrace,
grabs his suitcase and runs away. Marijana stays by
herself on the platform.

5.

Butterfly and Quince are sitting next to one another
for a long time.
QUINCE: This train is not coming.
BUTTERFLY: It’s not.
QUINCE: Has someone told you how much is it going
to be late?
BUTTERFLY: It’s always late, it’s not important how
much, it’s important that I am here when it comes.
Quince looks at Butterfly, who is not paying attention
to her look.
QUINCE: Are you ever sad?
BUTTERFLY: I am.
QUINCE: And what do you do when you are sad?
BUTTERFLY: Nothing, it goes away on its own.
QUINCE: What was the longest you’ve been sad?
BUTTERFLY: I don’t remember.
QUINCE: I was sad for the longest time since last year
until now.
BUTTERFLY: That’s too long.
QUINCE: Do you believe in eternal love?
BUTTERFLY: That’s the only thing I believe in.
QUINCE: And in only one love?
BUTTERFLY: That too.
Strawberry approaches.
BUTTERFLY: Mrs. Strawberry, you’ve taken a long
time.
STRAWBERRY: I went to the baker’s, so I thought – I’ll
wait for the fresh pies.
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BUTTERFLY: Let me introduce you to one another.
QUINCE: Hello, Mrs. Strawberry.
STRAWBERRY: Quincie.
QUINCE: How are you? I see you have also come...
STRAWBERRY: ...to the platform. You must need
some...
QUINCE: ...rest.
STRAWBERRY: That’s exactly what I need. Probably
the same...
QUINCE: ...as you. Today I went...
STRAWBERRY: ...shopping...
QUINCE: ...because my husband, and the little one...
STRAWBERRY: ...has a birthday tomorrow.
QUINCE: That’s right. And your...
STRAWBERRY: ...son, also.
QUINCE: Yes.
Butterfly is looking at both of them.
BUTTERFLY: I see you know one another.
STRAWBERRY and QUINCE: Even very well.

6.

Marijana is standing by herself at the platform. She
is standing selfassuredly in front of the little bench,
lights a cigarette, looks conceited. She is beautiful.
Nebojša comes.
MARIJANA: I’ve been waiting for you.
NEBOJŠA: For too long?
MARIJANA: Well, yes.
NEBOJŠA: Sorry. I’ve been thinking about you.
MARIJANA: And?
NEBOJŠA: Don’t be like that.
MARIJANA: I’ve had enough. I don’t have time for a
man who never comes.
NEBOJŠA: I had obligations.
MARIJANA: What is it? You’ve been washing diapers?

NEBOJŠA: No, I had to go buy something. Cherry is all
bloated, she says she won’t leave the house.
MARIJANA: Poor girl.
NEBOJŠA: Don’t be like that.
Marijana is silent. Nebojša approaches her, kisses
her. He holds her for a long time.
NEBOJŠA: The things I would do to you now.
MARIJANA: What would you do now?
NEBOJŠA: I would eat you now. Like a candy.
Nebojša attacks her. Marijana lets him.
MARIJANA: You want to come to my place?!
NEBOJŠA: No, I don’t have time, I’ve got half an hour,
then I have to go back, I have to take the little one to
some examination.
MARIJANA: Are you fucking with me?
NEBOJŠA: What are you saying?
Marijana looks at him completely shocked, then be-
comes serious, and then smiles.
MARIJANA: You, my friend, can call me when you de-
cide what you want. I won’t play a woman-idiot for you
anymore, who exists only to entertain you.
Marijana turns around with dignity, flutters away with
a model’s gait. Nebojša looks at her. By himself.

7.

Butterfly,Quince and Strawberry sitting on the bench.
BUTTERFLY: There’s no train.
QUINCE: There isn’t.
STRAWBERRY: Come on, come on, if we’ve been able
to wait this much, then we can wait a little a longer.
QUINCE: So, we are all waiting for the train?
STRAWBERRY: All!
BUTTERFLY: I miss them.
STRAWBERRY: Of course...
QUINCE: ...you miss them.
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BUTTERFLY: There were days when I didn’t feel it, or
maybe I didn’t want to feel it.
STRAWBERRY: I don’t understand.
BUTTERFLY: I was a bad husband, and a bad father.
QUINCE: Well, all people...
STRAWBERRY: ...think that about themselves.
BUTTERFLY: But I know it was like that.
QUINCE: Why?
BUTTERFLY: Because I was not present when I was
needed.
STRAWBERRY: That happens...
QUINCE: ...even to the best and most scrupulous
men.
STRAWBERRY: The question is whether you...
QUINCE: ...feel sorry about it?
BUTTERFLY: Of course.
QUINCE: That’s where the answer lies.
STRAWBERRY: In feeling sorry.
QUINCE: For if you have...
STRAWBERRY: ...understood what the problem is,
then...
QUINCE: ...it is not a great problem to come up with a
solution.
BUTTERFLY: I guess.
STRAWBERRY: Believe it.
QUINCE (Looking at the watch.): It’s already past
three, I have to go home, to prepare lunch, a cake,
party.
STRAWBERRY: Come, come, up on your feet. When is
your man coming?
QUINCE: Tonight.
STRAWBERRY: Then you’ve got time.
QUINCE: You don’t know how much work there is.
STRAWBERRY: I know, I know, I might be old, but ex-
perience is never forgotten.
Quince leaves laughing.
BUTTERFLY: She’s gone.

STRAWBERRY: The young are in a hurry. They should
be, if I could, I would be in a hurry too. But I can’t. And
I don’t have anyone I have to hurry to meet.
BUTTERFLY: She does.
STRAWBERRY: It seems that she does. But it might
only seem.
BUTTERFLY: When will this train arrive?

8.

Nebojša appears on the platform. Behind him Cherry
appears, a pretty, young woman pushing a stroller.
She is very affectionate with him, and he is relatively
cool with her.
CHERRY: Watch out what you are eating in Athens.
Some crap. I don’t trust them at all.
NEBOJŠA: Come on, Cherry, don’t play a mother.
CHERRY: I am just worried.
NEBOJŠA: Worry about the little one.
CHERRY (Becomes upset.): Why are you like that?
What do you mean? Don’t I care? Do you really think
I don’t care?
NEBOJŠA: I know you do. Sorry, but I am nervous be-
cause of the trip. And I am nervous in general. I don’t
know what’s come over me.
CHERRY: You have to rest. You work all the time.
You’re always travelling. 
NEBOJŠA: You are always around the little one.
CHERRY: The little one is great.
NEBOJŠA: He is.
They both look at the child, she hugs him, he kisses
her.
NEBOJŠA: The train will be late, as always. You just
go to the doctor’s with him. You don’t have to wait.
CHERRY: Are you sure?
NEBOJŠA: You just go. And tell me what happened.
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So I wouldn’t worry.
CHERRY: Don’t worry...
Cherry goes away, Nebojša is not heard anymore.
CHERRY: You don’t worry.
Cherry leaves. Nebojša stands patiently on the
platform. As if waiting for someone. Marijana ap-
pears.
NEBOJŠA: You came.
MARIJANA: Yes.
Nebojša approaches her, wants to kiss her. She pulls
herself away a little.
MARIJANA: Are you travelling?
NEBOJŠA: I am not.
MARIJANA: I saw your wife.
NEBOJŠA: She left.
MARIJANA: Left?
NEBOJŠA: Yes.
MARIJANA: What do you want from me?
NEBOJŠA: I want you. Because I need you.
MARIJANA: But you don’t need only me.
NEBOJŠA: I need only you.
MARIJANA: Nebojša, what do you want from me? I
don’t understand. This wandering, here-there, until
someone goes crazy, its senseless. I don’t have the
strength to fuck around like that. I want love, I want
something big. Beautiful. Exciting. I want drama, a ro-
mantic comedy, I want to be go mad from happiness.
I want my heart to beat hard, I want butterflies in my
stomach. I want to have a permanent smell of roses
around myself, I want to kiss passionately, to look at
plush hearts and candy boxes, I want to love madly
and endlessly. I want to experience something grea-
test in this world. And from you, you idiot, I won’t get
any of that. 
NEBOJŠA: I will give it to you.
MARIJANA: If you wanted to give it to me, you would
have. And I feel sick from begging you.

NEBOJŠA: I will leave her if I need to.
MARIJANA: It’s too late.
NEBOJŠA: It’s never too late for something like this.
MARIJANA: If I believe you now, then I will always be-
lieve you.
NEBOJŠA: Believe.
MARIJANA: Don’t let me go.
NEBOJŠA: Don’t worry.
MARIJANA: Promise.
NEBOJŠA: I promise.
MARIJANA: Swear.
NEBOJŠA: I swear.
MARIJANA: Swear by the thing most dearest to you.
NEBOJŠA: I swear by the thing most dearest to me.
They kiss.

9.

Butterfly is sitting on the bench, Strawberry is next to
him.
STRAWBERRY: Time is passing by.
BUTTERFLY: It is.
Strawberry thinks she heard something.
STRAWBERRY: Do you hear this?
Butterfly looks at her a little disinterestingly.
BUTTERFLY: I don’t hear.
STRAWBERRY: I thought I heard something.
BUTTERFLY: You know what’s the worst thing in the
world?
STRAWBERRY: Loneliness.
BUTTERFLY: That’s not what I wanted to say, but...
maybe you’re right.
STRAWBERRY: I know I am right.
BUTTERFLY: And hate?
STRAWBERRY: That’s still a feeling. You understand?
And loneliness... when you are lonely you can’t even
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feel hate. Nor love. Nothing. You don’t feel anything
but loneliness.
BUTTERFLY: Are you in love, Strawberry?
STRAWBERRY: I was.
BUTTERFLY: Not anymore.
STRAWBERRY: Now I only remember what it was like.
BUTTERFLY: I want you to love someone.
STRAWBERRY: Thank you.
BUTTERFLY: I am in love.
STRAWBERRY: And are you loved?
BUTTERFLY: I think I am.
STRAWBERRY: You are lucky.
Strawberry is looking at the sky.
STRAWBERRY: I will go home.
BUTTERFLY: Thank you for keeping me company.
STRAWBERRY: Well, that’s not a problem for me. I like
to socialise.
BUTTERFLY: I do too.
Strawberry stands next to Butterfly for a while, does
not know exactly how to leave.
BUTTERFLY: See you.
STRAWBERRY: You are sure you don’t want to go
home a little, to rest? Who knows when they will
come.
BUTTERFLY: I know, but I have to be here when they
come. Imagine if they come, and I am not there. That
would really be terrible. Don’t you agree?
STRAWBERRY: I agree. It would be terrible. You bet-
ter wait for them.
BUTTERFLY: You see?
STRAWBERRY: I’m gone.
BUTTERFLY: Thanks again.
STRAWBERRY (Leaving.): Don’t mention it.
Butterfly is sitting on the bench by himself; the clock
on the wall, although messed up, shows it is already
5 P.M. Butterfly is nervous, he gets up, starts walking.
Then Rose appears again, she is standing with her

back turned to Butterfly, she starts walking back-
wards and runs into him. She gets scared, runs away.
Butterfly is looking around. He is shaking his head.

10.

Nebojša and Marijana are sitting on the little bench.
NEBOJŠA: You are my most beautiful girl.
MARIJANA: Am I?
NEBOJŠA: You smell like the most beautiful flower.
MARIJANA: Come now.
NEBOJŠA: You give me strength.
MARIJANA: You do it to me too.
NEBOJŠA: You are mine.
MARIJANA: Only if you want that.
NEBOJŠA: I don’t want anything else. People run th-
rough life and never meet anyone who can touch their
heart or soul. I have that.
MARIJANA: The things you are telling.
NEBOJŠA: They are true. And I almost lost you.
MARIJANA: You won’t lose me. But you have to love
only me.
NEBOJŠA: I do love only you.
MARIJANA: Are you going on a trip?
NEBOJŠA: Tomorrow.
Marijana (pause) 
Nebojša (pause)
MARIJANA: And did you tell your fruit you’re not co-
ming back?
NEBOJŠA: Well...
MARIJANA: What “well”?
NEBOJŠA: Well, that’s not so simple.
MARIJANA: What do you mean “it’s not simple”?
NEBOJŠA: Well it isn’t. I have to give up an entire life.
MARIJANA: We had an agreement.
NEBOJŠA: I know.
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MARIJANA: You have to fulfill this, Nebojša. I am beg-
ging you.
NEBOJŠA: I know.
Marijana kisses him.

11.

Quince appears on the platform. She looks around.
She is carying a dish. She sits on the bench. She
waits, but there is no one. Then she secretly eats
some kind of soup from the dish. Suddenly, Butterfly
appears. She drops the spoon.
QUINCE: You frightened me.
BUTTERFLY: Bon apetit.
QUINCE: No, no. This is not mine. This is for you.
BUTTERFLY: For me? You have someone to feed at
home.
QUINCE: Actually I don’t.
BUTTERFLY: And what is it?
QUINCE: Soup. Homemade. 
BUTTERFLY (Almost starvingly approaches Quince.):
Well, I’ll have some.
QUINCE: Please do.
Butterfly starts eating the soup like crazy.
QUINCE: Bon apetit. (Pause) My husband has arrived
home.
Butterfly is showing signs he is listening to her.
QUINCE: The little one was glad. He’s already given
him birthday presents. He brought him...
BUTTERFLY: ...a little piano-toy.
QUINCE: Yes! How come you know that?
BUTTERFLY: I’m guessing.
QUINCE: The little one was happy. He looks at him like
he’s a god. And he loves him too. More than anyone
in the world. That’s the way it should be. I think. But... 
Butterfly stops eating. He looks at her.

QUINCE: No, no, you just continue.
Butterfly looks at her for a while, then continues ea-
ting.
QUINCE: I do that every time before he comes back,
I make lunches, I make up myself up as if I have to
walk the runway. The house is shining from cleanli-
ness. And he comes, and doesn’t look at any of it. He
kisses me on the way in. And that’s it. He leaves.
Where to? I don’t know.
Butterfly has now definitely put down the dish and he
is carefuly listening to Quince.
QUINCE: I know for sure he loves me.
BUTTERFLY: Most likely.
QUINCE: But I am still alone.
BUTTERFLY: Most likely.
QUINCE: And that’s how I spend the day when he
comes back from the trip with some unknown men
on the platform.
BUTTERFLY: My wife’s name is the same as yours. In
fact, no. Her name is not Quince. Her name is Cherry.
But that’s the same, some sort of fruit. And I call her
fruity.
QUINCE (Laughs): Fruity. You love your wife.
BUTTERFLY: A lot. Both her and our son.
QUINCE: What would it be like if all men were like
that?!
Butterfly looks at her, then at the railway.
BUTTERFLY: There’s no train. It’s been a long time.

12.

Nebojša and Cherry on the platform.
CHERRY: When are you coming back?
NEBOJŠA: I am coming back soon.
CHERRY: And that’s it. “Soon.” What’s up with you?
What has been up with you lately?
NEBOJŠA: Nothing.
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CHERRY: Talk to me.
NEBOJŠA: Cherry. Stop it. I don’t have anything to say.
I am nervous. I have a lot of work. I work hard. Why
are you attacking me?
CHERRY: I know you work hard. But why don’t you pay
any attention to me? And to your son?
NEBOJŠA: Everything is perfectly fine with my son.
CHERRY: How can it be perfectly fine, when you are
never at home? You either work, or you are so-
mewhere in town. Who knows where.
NEBOJŠA: What does that mean? You are accusing
me of being lazy, of wasting time, right?
Nebojša lifts his arm to hit her.
CHERRY: Stop. Don’t even try it.
NEBOJŠA: You are driving me crazy.
CHERRY: I don’t know who is driving you crazy. But it
is certainly not me. Wake up, man. You have a wife
and a child. Act like an adult.
NEBOJŠA: Don’t talk to me like that.
CHERRY: Until you start taking your parenting obliga-
tion seriously, I will talk to you as I see fit.
NEBOJŠA: Cherry, stop, I’ll kill you.
CHERRY: You have already killed me. Now try not to
kill your son too. You really are an idiot.
Nebojša slaps her on the cheek.
CHERRY: How grown up you are now.
Nebojša doesn’t say anything.
CHERRY: You don’t have anything to say.
Nebojša doesn’t say anything.
CHERRY: I am going.
Nebojša doesn’t say anything. Cherry leaves.
NEBOJŠA: We’ll talk when we come back.
Whether Cherry heard him or not is not important
anymore. Nebojša stays by himself. He looks on the
floor. He is sad. And angry. Marijana show up. She is
flying around him.
MARIJANA: My love.

NEBOJŠA: I am not really in a good mood.
MARIJANA: Come, come. Let’s go to my place. Am I
late?
NEBOJŠA: You’re not.
MARIJANA: When did your train arrive?
NEBOJŠA: Two minutes ago.
MARIJANA: How did you travel?
NEBOJŠA: So-so. There was a couple in my compart-
ment quarelling all the time, so I have a headache
now.
MARIJANA: So now you are going to rest!
NEBOJŠA: I am.
MARIJANA: Come now. Let’s go.
Marijana hugs him and drags him. He slowly goes
with her.

13.

Butterfly is sitting on the bench by himself. He stares
blankly. Marigold appears. He sees Butterly. He
smiles and shrugs his shoulders. He looks at his
watch, shakes his head, waves to Butterfly and
leaves. Butterfly looks a little frightened. Strawberry
comes.
STRAWBERRY: I was hoping I would find you here.
BUTTERFLY: You are lucky.
STRAWBERRY: Well, that only means that the train ha-
sn’s arrived yet.
BUTTERFLY: There’s no train. I am slowly losing hope.
STRAWBERRY: Don’t worry. The train is late, so what.
Nothing terrible has happened.
BUTTERFLY: Sometimes, when I wait like this, I think
it would never come.
STRAWBERRY: Time sometimes goes by very slowly,
and it seems we’ve been waiting for an eternity.
BUTTERFLY: That’s the story of my life.
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STRAWBERRY: That’s because we’re not that young
anymore. It’s as simple as that.
BUTTERFLY: Everything used to be easy once.
STRAWBERRY: Oh, oh, let’s not start with that. Time is
passing by, so what. People go through various things,
and nothing changes.
BUTTERFLY: Everything is late. Or it comes too late.
How can a person get uses to it.
STRAWBERRY: Well, you are running a little behind the
ordinary person, let me tell you. People are used to it,
they are dictating the rhythm. Get over it as soon as
you can. And you will feel great, like everybody else.
BUTTERFLY: I will. Only when my train arrives.
STRAWBERRY: With your wife and child.
BUTTERFLY: The train with my Cherry.
STRAWBERRY: Look, not only that our sons are born
on the same day, but your wife is almost called the
same as I am.
BUTTERFLY: You are Strawberry.
STRAWBERRY: We are fruities.
Butterfly is looking at her; he is pale.

14.

Nebojša and Marijana on the platform.
MARIJANA: You are going again.
NEBOJŠA: I have to, work.
MARIJANA: I will miss you, my love.
NEBOJŠA: I will miss you too!
MARIJANA: What will you bring me?
NEBOJŠA: Whatever you want!
MARIJANA: I want all the dresses and pearls of this
world.
NEBOJŠA: You’ll get more than that.
MARIJANA: I want you, just come back to me.
NEBOJŠA: I am coming back for sure.

MARIJANA: That’s the only thing I want. Just that.
NEBOJŠA: The train might be late. You can go.
MARIJANA: I am going. I love you.
NEBOJŠA: I love you too.
Marijana kisses him, passionately. Then she leaves,
but she stops and hides behind a window looking
onto the platform. Nebojša stays by himself. He is ner-
vously switching his balance from one leg to the
other. Cherry appears.
NEBOJŠA: Thank you for coming.
CHERRY: What do you want?
NEBOJŠA: I want to apologise.
CHERRY: Don’t you think it’s a little too late for apolo-
gies?
NEBOJŠA: I don’t know, but I am sorry about
everything. I am really sorry.
CHERRY: How can I forgive you? You are cheating on
me. The whole city has been talking about it. What
do you think, how do I feel? What do you think, how
do people look at your child? With a look full of com-
passion, and they are asking themselves where his
father is. I always make excuses for you, no one belie-
ves a word I’m saying anymore. Everyone has already
seen you. Everyone knows you. Some new ones don’t
even know which of us is the wife, and which is the
lover. You are scum.
NEBOJŠA: I apologise.
CHERRY: What do I have from your apologies? What
do I have from the fact that you are now coming back
to me, if you have spat on me. How can I justify if I
decide to come back to you?
NEBOJŠA: Justify it with love.
CHERRY: You are unbelievable.
NEBOJŠA: Please, Cherry.
CHERRY (Tears can be detected.): What are you
asking for?
NEBOJŠA: I love you.
CHERRY (Crying): So what?
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NEBOJŠA: I love you.
CHERRY: How can I forgive you?
NEBOJŠA: I love you. Please.
CHERRY: Stop it.
NEBOJŠA: I love you.
CHERRY: It hurts me. Stop.
NEBOJŠA: You see you are struggling yourself. Please.
CHERRY: I won‘t.
NEBOJŠA: I am begging you. I love you.
CHERRY: What will change?!
NEBOJŠA: I will only love you. And I will do everything
for you to forgive me.
CHERRY: Do you know how much I am suffering?
NEBOJŠA: I know.
CHERRY: If you know, then you should know that it’s
hard to forgive.
NEBOJŠA: Please. You have to try. I will die. Try. For
us. For the little one.
CHERRY: What has changed?
NEBOJŠA: I realised what I was doing.
CHERRY: I can forgive you only one more time.
NEBOJŠA: That’s all I am asking.
CHERRY: Don’t betray me. Never again.
NEBOJŠA: I won’t. Never again.
He hugs her, kisses her. They are leaving. Marijana
appears, she walks slowly, crying. She is walking on
the platform first slowly and then like a beast in a
cage. She has a mad look on her face. She leaves.

15.

Butterfly is sitting on the bench. It is already 8 P.M.
Strawberry is next to him, sleeping. Marigold appears
on one side, and Rose on the other. They run towards
one another, and embrace. They kiss in front of But-
terfly. He is watching them. Then Rose sees him and
quickly drags Marigold away. Quince appears.

QUINCE: You are still here. Thank God.
BUTTERFLY: I will sit here as long as I have to.
QUINCE: My husband is back. He’s returned.
BUTTERFLY: That’s nice to hear.
QUINCE: He says it’s for good.
BUTTERFLY: That’s the way it should be.
Strawberry wakes up.
STRAWBERRY: Who is returning?
BUTTERFLY: Her husband is returning. He won’t leave
her alone anymore. That’s what all the husbands
should be like.
STRAWBERRY: That’s what they...
QUINCE: ...should be like. Yes.
BUTTERFLY: And they will be. Some day.
STRAWBERRY: Don’t, please. They will always do what
we, wives, let them do.
QUINCE: I am just glad to have him back.
STRAWBERRY: That’s right, honey.
QUINCE: And the train?
STRAWBERRY (Quietly): Still not here.
QUINCE: It will arrive.
STRAWBERRY (As if not believing in what she is
saying.): It will, for sure.
BUTTERFLY: I will wait. It always arrives.
QUINCE: I just wanted to tell you that. Now I am
going...
STRAWBERRY: ...home. We’ll see each other...
QUINCE: ...for sure in the next few days.
STRAWBERRY: We will, dear, say hi...
QUINCE: ...to your family. I will.
STRAWBERRY: ...Good bye...
QUINCE: ...Mr... Butterfly!
BUTTERFLY: Good bye.
Quince leaves.
STRAWBERRY: Oh, see what being young means.
BUTTERFLY: Let her be.
STRAWBERRY: She still has hope. She should. What
would she do without it.
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BUTTERFLY: She couldn’t live without it.
STRAWBERRY: Who knows?
BUTTERFLY: Well, Ms. Strawberry, what would I do if I
didn’t have hope? You tell me.
STRAWBERRY: You would go home.
BUTTERFLY: And then? What would happen then?
STRAWBERRY: I don’t know, what would happen?
BUTTERFLY: So, if I didn’t have hope, and if I went
home, the train would arrive, my Cherry and our beau-
tiful son would arrive, get on the platform, and I
wouldn’t be here. Could you imagine that sad look full
of tears my son would have if all that happened? I
can’t even imagine it, and it won’t happen, because
I am going to wait for them here. And then everything
will be the way it’s supposed to be.
STRAWBERRY: And you should wait for them. You
should.
BUTTERFLY: You don’t have to sit here because of me.
STRAWBERRY: And it’s already late. I am going.
BUTTERFLY: Good night, Strawberry. It was nice to
meet you. 
STRAWBERRY: Me too, Butterfly.
Butterfly smiles at her, and Strawberry strokes his
cheeks. Then she leaves.

16.

Nebojša is sitting at the platform. Marijana arrives.
NEBOJŠA: I’ve been waiting for you an eternity.
MARIJANA: I was busy.
NEBOJŠA: Well, you could call and tell me you would
be late.
MARIJANA: I wasn’t able to. Now I am here.
NEBOJŠA: I don’t have much time; I am going to a din-
ner.
MARIJANA: What kind of dinner? Take me too.
NEBOJŠA: I can’t take you. Those are some old
friends you don’t know.

MARIJANA: I can meet them.
NEBOJŠA: You can’t.
Marijana is quiet. He turns toward her. He kisses her;
she puts her head in his lap.
NEBOJŠA: Why do you always want more than you can
get?
Marijana starts crying quietly.
NEBOJŠA: Who knows, maybe I can’t give you what
you need.
Marijana is still quietly crying.
NEBOJŠA: Are you sure I can give you enough?
Marijana cries and does not answer.
NEBOJŠA: I think I can’t. My Cherry was content with
how much I could give her. And you deserve a lot
more.
MARIJANA (Tearful.): No.
NEBOJŠA (Does not notice her tears.): You deserve.
MARIJANA: No.
NEBOJŠA: I know it’s hard for you to admit it now,
but...
MARIJANA: It’s not alive anymore.
NEBOJŠA: Who is not alive?
MARIJANA: Your love.
NEBOJŠA: What are you talking about?
MARIJANA: Your love for me.
NEBOJŠA: I really can’t listen to this nonsense.
MARIJANA: Whom do you love more?
NEBOJŠA: Shut up.
MARIJANA: You said you’ve left her.
NEBOJŠA: I don’t want to talk about it.
MARIJANA: You said you only loved me.
NEBOJŠA: I am going.
MARIJANA: Don’t go. Please, don’t go.
NEBOJŠA (Yells): What do you want?!
MARIJANA: You want to screw around, and then go
under your Plummie-Bananie’s skirt. Who are you
going to?
NEBOJŠA: What do you care!?
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MARIJANA: You don’t have anyone to go to.
NEBOJŠA: I do.
Marijana is holding his shoulders. She is not letting
him go. He is trying to push her away. She is holding
him tightly. He pushes her forcefully. She falls, but
grabs his arm. She holds his arm. He starts walking,
dragging her along.
NEBOJŠA: Let me go. Let me go!
Nebojša frees himself and leaves. Marijana is sitting
on the floor, crying unconsolably. She is hitting her-
self. She takes her purse. She takes out a gun. She
stops crying, sobs. She puts the barrel on her head.
She fires.

17.

Butterfly is sitting on the bench. He has a blank stare.
There is a female voice on the announcer.
FEMALE ANNOUNCER: The train from Athens is arri-
ving. All passengers, be ready, the train is continuing
to Vienna after a short stop.
The train arriving to the station is heard from a di-
stance. Suddenly people dragging there bags and col-
liding with other people are heard. Butterfly is still sit-
ting on the bench. He is looking at the tracks. The ap-
proaching train is heard. Then breakes are heard.
The train is stopping. Butterfly surely hears, but does
not react to the sound. Rose and Marigold appear.
Not a single sound is heard anymore. Marigold and
Rose are standing next to one another. Like children. 
ROSE: Hey. 
MARIGOLD: I’ve been looking for you.
ROSE: For me?
MARIGOLD: For you. 
ROSE: Why me?
MARIGOLD: I don’t know. It happened that way. 
ROSE: Are you sure?
MARIGOLD: It’s you. Trust me. 

ROSE: You’ve found me. 
MARIGOLD: I have.
They are looking at one another. 
ROSE: Do you know what my name is?
MARIGOLD: No. 
ROSE: I don’t know your name either.
MARIGOLD: Aha. 
ROSE: What now?
MARIGOLD: Do you want to take a walk?
Rose timidly takes him by the hand, pulls him along.
He goes with her. They are laughing.
The typical sounds from a platform and train station
are back. Butterfly is still sitting on the bench, looking
in front of himself. The people are heard pushing
each other, laughing, yelling. Everything becomes
noisy. Butterfly covers his ears. It looks like the
sounds are pressing him. He is fighting, but he does
not manage to keep it together. He screams.

18.

Nebojša is walking on the platform. He is crying. He
is holding his head, crouching occasionally. He would
hit something, but he has no power. Cherry appears.
CHERRY: You are here.
NEBOJŠA: Oh, Cherry! Oh!
Nebojša is whining. Cherry is looking at him.
CHERRY: I’ve heard.
NEBOJŠA: Sorry.
CHERRY: Let’s end it.
NEBOJŠA: What?!
CHERRY: I know you loved her.
Nebojša is quiet.
CHERRY: But I can’t stand it.
NEBOJŠA: Please, little Cherry.
CHERRY: No. I came to offer my condolensces.
NEBOJŠA: You are my great love.
CHERRY: Is that important at all?

> 68



NEBOJŠA: Is it not?
CHERRY: Because you are not my great love anymore.
NEBOJŠA: What do you mean I am not? But we have
a child.
CHERRY: But we don’t have love.
Cherry is looking at him, Nebojša is looking for words,
he wants to protest, but does not know what to say.
NEBOJŠA: Stay.
Cherry approaches him. She kisses him.
CHERRY: I am going now.
NEBOJŠA: Don’t.
CHERRY: And ...don’t look for me.
NEBOJŠA: How?
CHERRY: I am not asking anything else from you. Just
don’t look for me anymore. Just leave me.
Cherry turns around and leaves. Nebojša falls to his
knees.

19.

Butterfly is on the bench. There are no more sounds.
He is looking at the floor. Rose and Marigold appear
behind the corner. He is kissing her, slowly and ten-
derly. Without any hurry.
ROSE: You love me, right?
MARIGOLD: Only you.
ROSE: Forever?
MARIGOLD: From now until the end of life, and maybe
a little longer.
ROSE: Is it for real?
MARIGOLD: I am telling you.
Marigold is kissing her again. They seem sincere and
happy. Butterfly is still sitting on the bench. Rose and
Marigold do not see him, and he does not see them
either.
ROSE: I want to live in a small, blue house.. 
MARIGOLD: With a chimney.

ROSE: And wooden beds, white linen, and thick dou-
ves and pillows.
MARIGOLD: An an old stove. The one where you have
to light a fire.
ROSE: And a summer kitchen. 
MARIGOLD: And a garden.
ROSE: And a tree in the garden.
MARIGOLD: And on a tree a colorful swing. And a woo-
den table and chairs under the tree.
ROSE: And the tree is a pear.
MARIGOLD: And in front of the fence red roses. 
Suddenly sounds are heard again, Marigold and Rose
are sitting on the floor, hugging one another, talking,
but we do not hear them anymore. Butterfly is sitting
on the bench. A children’s laughter is heard. Butter-
fly startles, looks to the side. He does not see
anything. Then he heards children’s laughter again,
startles again, but this time he gets up and goes to
see it. The sounds disappear again. 
MARIGOLD: I am Marigold by the way.
Rose is kissing him. 
Butterfly returns to the stage. Rose takes Marigold’s
hands and helps him get up. 
ROSE: I am Rose. 
Rose leaves, holding Marigold by the hand. 
Suddenly, sounds of the crowd are heard again, then
we hear a whistle. A train moving slowly. Butterfly
stands by the bench. He is looking at the floor. The
train is gaining speed and slowly moves out of the
station. After a few moments we only hear it from a
distance. Butterfly sighs. He moves over his face with
his hand. Then puts a hat on his had, puts on his coat
and straightens his collar. He takes the bag with you-
ghurt and rolls, which he had left under the
bench,and he pushes the newspaper into it. While he
is holding a cap with one hand, he puts the other on
his back. He slowly leaves. 

DARK AND END
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