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  Characters




  ČELIK/REGISTRAR, male




  ADEM/GROOM, male




  MEI/BRIDE, female




  BAX/BEST MAN, male




  SENIOR OFFICER, male




  WEDDING GUEST




  MUSICIAN




  OFFICER PETROV and AGENTS OF THE COMMISSION FOR PUBLIC ORDER (CPO)




  A forward slash (/) marks the point of interruption in overlapping dialogue.




   




   




   




   




   




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  







  




  Prelude




  A wedding venue, plain and modestly decorated. Rows of seating either side of an aisle, leading up to a raised platform. A desk and three chairs arranged on the platform, adorned with flowers and candles. A MUSICIAN plays gentle music.




  The audience are greeted as if they are guests at a wedding service – (bride or groom?) From now on, the audience will be referred to as the WEDDING GUESTS. They are shown to their seats by members of the WEDDING PARTY and provided with service sheets titled ‘The Wedding of Leyla and Joel’.




  The REGISTRAR wanders the stage. He is a distinguished-looking man, wearing a slightly worn three-piece suit and leather gloves. Alongside him is a younger man, the GROOM, in a cheap, poorly fitting suit. They nod and smile (a little nervously) at various GUESTS.




  When the last of the GUESTS has arrived, the REGISTRAR is given a signal by the BEST MAN (who is a little older than the GROOM). The music stops and the REGISTRAR steps forward to address the WEDDING GUESTS.




  REGISTRAR. Would you all please stand for the Entrance of the Bride.




  The WEDDING GUESTS stand. The MUSICIAN plays entrance music, as the rear doors open, and the BRIDE steps into the room. She wears a modest white dress, clutches a simple bouquet. Smiles nervously at the GUESTS as she steps down the aisle.




  The GROOM smiles lovingly as she reaches his side – and they turn to face the REGISTRAR. The MUSICIAN concludes the song and the REGISTRAR addresses the GUESTS.




  Would you all please be seated.




  The WEDDING GUESTS sit.




  Ladies and gentlemen, friends and family, welcome to you all. And thank you for coming today to share this wonderful occasion. We are here to witness and celebrate the union of this man and this woman, in this venue which has been duly sanctioned for the celebration of marriage. If any person present knows of any reason why they should not be married according to the law, then they should declare it now.




  The WEDDING GUESTS remain silent.




  Leyla and Joel, before you are joined in matrimony, I must remind you both of the solemn and binding character of the vows you are about to make. Marriage, in this country, means the union of two people, voluntarily entered into for life. I am now going to ask each of you in turn to declare that you know of no legal reason why you may not be joined together in marriage. (To the GROOM.) Joel, please repeat after me: I do solemnly declare…




  GROOM. I do solemnly declare…




  REGISTRAR. Of my own accord and without coercion…




  GROOM. Of my own accord and without coercion…




  REGISTRAR. According to the constitution of this country…




  GROOM. According to the constitution of this country…




  REGISTRAR. And the oath I have sworn to its people, and its leadership…




  GROOM. And the oath I have sworn to its people, and its leadership…




  REGISTRAR. That I know not of any lawful impediment…




  GROOM. That I know not of any lawful impediment…




  REGISTRAR. Why I Joel…




  GROOM. Why I Joel…




  REGISTRAR. May not be joined in marriage to Leyla.




  GROOM. May not be joined in marriage to Leyla.




  REGISTRAR. Thank you, Joel. (To the BRIDE.) Leyla, please repeat after me. I do solemnly declare…




  BRIDE. I do solemnly d–…




  A GUEST stands. The BRIDE looks his way, distracted for a moment – but the GUEST doesn’t even glance at her, or make any apology for the interruption. After a moment of silence, the REGISTRAR nods towards the standing GUEST.




  REGISTRAR. Officer.




  GUEST (waving his hand dismissively, heading for the exit). Carry on.




  REGISTRAR (to the BRIDE). I do solemnly declare…




  BRIDE. I do solemnly declare…




  REGISTRAR. Of my own accord and without coercion…




  BRIDE. Of my own accord and without coercion…




  The GUEST exits, the door swinging loudly shut behind him.




  REGISTRAR. According to the constitution of this country…




  BRIDE. According to constitution of this country…




  The GROOM and REGISTRAR look towards the BEST MAN – who skirts the edge of the room to the rear doors, and pokes his head outside.




  REGISTRAR. And the oath I have sworn to its people, and its leadership…




  BRIDE. And the oath I have sworn to its people, and its leadership…




  REGISTRAR. That I know not of any lawful impediment…




  BRIDE. That I know not of any lawful impediment…




  The BEST MAN gives a thumbs-up to the GROOM and REGISTRAR, and closes the rear doors. The REGISTRAR, GROOM and BRIDE quickly leave the stage, removing the flowers and candles from the table as they do so. The BEST MAN addresses the WEDDING GUESTS –




  BEST MAN. Thank you, everyone, for your patience – we’ll be starting in a few moments.




  To the side of the stage, the REGISTRAR, GROOM and BRIDE are swiftly helping each other change costume. The GROOM removes his tie and jacket, leaving only a plain shirt and trousers. The BRIDE helps the REGISTRAR to adorn his blazer with insignia.




  Before we do, let me say how much we appreciate your presence here tonight. We know the risk that each and every one of you is taking, and we salute your courage. This performance is being staged without a licence from the Ministry. Anyone previously unaware of this should please feel free to leave now.




  The WEDDING GUESTS are given the opportunity to leave – anyone who wants to can.




  The BRIDE pulls a simple blazer over her dress, her wedding outfit now looking more like office attire. The BRIDE and GROOM slide the table centre-stage, placing chairs either side.




  Without further ado, we present to you – ‘A Play’.




  There may be some muted applause from the audience as the BRIDE, GROOM and BEST MAN leave the stage. The BEST MAN dims the lights from the back of the room – but angled lights remain focused on the platform/stage.




  The play begins.




  Scene One




  Mr Čelik’s office, Ministry of Culture. A few desk accessories, including an intercom device, an engraved name plate and vase of flowers, all suggest this is the office of a senior-ranking official.




  MEI (played by the BRIDE) enters. She has a stiff, military bearing. She’s closely followed by ADEM (played by the GROOM), who appears nervous.




  MEI. You can wait in here – Mr Čelik will join you shortly.




  ADEM. Right. (Beat.) Sorry – who?




  MEI. The Director. Mr Čelik.




  ADEM. The… sorry, the director of… plays?




  MEI. Of the Ministry.




  ADEM looks alarmed.




  ADEM. The Ministry?




  MEI. Yes. He won’t be long. His meeting with the Minister started late.




  ADEM. Sorry, excuse me, is that… is this normal?




  MEI. Yes, I think the Minister often runs late.




  ADEM. No, I mean is it normal for someone like me to meet with the Director of the Ministry? Am I… Have I done something wrong?




  MEI. I wouldn’t know.




  ADEM. Please, anything you can tell me would –




  MEI. This is my second week here, I don’t even work on this floor… I don’t know what’s standard procedure.




  ADEM. But if I had done something wrong, then would this be the sort of thing which… No, okay. Sorry. I shouldn’t have asked.




  A beat, then MEI exits.




  ADEM looks around anxiously. He goes to sit down – but can’t decide on which chair. He chooses one… changes his mind… chooses another. He smooths his shirt, and waits.




  ČELIK enters (played by the REGISTRAR, still wearing his three-piece suit and leather gloves). ADEM immediately stands, bowing his head in deference. MEI enters behind ČELIK, carrying several folders and papers, which she lays on the desk, turning to the appropriate pages.




  ČELIK. Mr Nariman. Hello, my name is Mr Čelik.




  ADEM. Pleased to meet you, sir.




  ČELIK heads straight for his desk, without shaking hands. ADEM stands ramrod straight.




  ČELIK. Please sit – we don’t stand to attention here, this is the Ministry for Culture not the Ministry of Defence. (To MEI.) Thank you, Mei, I think that’s all we need – for now. Wait outside please.




  MEI nods briskly and exits. ADEM sits.




  Now, Mr Nariman – may I call you Adem?




  ADEM. Yes, sir. Of course.




  ČELIK. None of this ‘Yes sir, no sir’, ‘Mr Čelik’ is fine. Now, Adem, I expect you know why you’re here?




  ADEM. I, um… not… completely.




  ČELIK. But you are Mr Adem Nariman? You did write a play titled The Ninth Floor and submit it to the Ministry two months ago? This isn’t a case of mistaken identity?




  ADEM. Oh, no – I mean, yes. That’s me. I did that. Because I thought… I mean, I was told that’s… what you’re supposed to do. When you write a play. Is that… Did I do something wrong?




  A pause as ČELIK scrutinises ADEM from across the desk. ADEM fidgets nervously.




  ČELIK. Usually, at this stage in the process, you’d receive a letter from the Ministry, perhaps inviting you to meet with one of our junior Readers. But in your case, the Reader in question felt it necessary to pass your script to her Supervisor, who passed it up to his Section Head, and from there it flew up every rung on the ladder, until it landed on my desk.
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