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            Premiere Production

         

         The Village was first performed at the Theatre Royal,

Stratford East, on 7 September 2018. The cast,

in alphabetical order, was as follows:

          

         Gopi  Harki Bhambra

         Ishani  Sudha Bhuchar

         Jyoti  Anya Chalotra

         Mango  Ameet Chana

         Ramdev  Neil D’Souza

         Gina  Souad Faress

         Panna  Rina Fatania

         Vihaan  Naeem Hayat

         Farooq  Scott Karim

         The Inspector  Art Malik

         Mekhal / Babu  Arian Nik

         Jacinta  Humera Syed

         Ved  Ragevan Vasan

          

         Director  Nadia Fall

         Designer  Joanna Scotcher

         Lighting Designer  Paul Pyant

         Movement Director  Polly Bennett

         Composer  Niraj Chag

         Sound Designer  Helen Atkinson

         Fight Directors  RC-Annie

         Casting Director  Amy Ball

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
            Inspector Gangwar

a corrupt policeman

            Ved

a policeman

            Gopi

a policeman

            Vihaan

a young politician

            Jyoti

the Mayor’s daughter

            Panna

a peasant woman

            Farooq

a peasant man

            Mango

a peasant man

            Ramdev

the Mayor of Sahaspur

            Ishani

a progressive Hindu candidate

            Mekhal

Ishani’s PA

            Gina

Co-Mayor of Sahaspur

            Jacinta

a peasant woman

            Investigator

Townspeople 
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               SCENE ONE

            

         

         Airport in Uttar Pradesh.

         Inspector Gangwar and two policemen: Ved and Gopi.

         They have been waiting.

         
            Gopi

            
               Where the hell is he? Duty Free?

            

            Ved

            
               Buying perfume, two bottles; Dolce and Gabbana.

               In Delhi he forgot, but since the death of his pa

               He’s not only his girfriend to think of but also his ma.

            

            Gopi

            
               ‘It’s my prick, sir, it had to take long piss, sir.

               Too much pop on the plane, sir.’

            

            Ved

            
               Air India has facilities, he should have availed himself!

            

            Gopi

            
               Better he has a bladder ache than make the Inspector wait.

               Student.

            

            Ved

            
               These small courtesies are the lubrication of business. Doesn’t he know, sit, you are Gangwar, Inspector of Indian Police?

               That should give him some idea of who he is dealing with.

               If he knew, he’d be sorry for doing as he wants.

            

            Gopi

            
               He’d cack his pants. 

            

            
               Vihaan enters.

            

            Vihaan

            
               Inspector Gangwar? The plane took its time to dock.

               Apologies. I thought of you waiting, watching the clock.

            

            Gangwar

            
               Do I know you?

            

            Gopi

            
               It’s Vihaan, sir. The one we’ve been waiting for?

            

            Gangwar

            
               Who asked you? Moron.

            

            Vihaan

            
               I should have introduced myself, Vihaan.

               I need to grab a coffee, excuse me.

            

            
               Ved blocks his way.

            

            Ved

            
               Be polite, neh?

            

            Gangwar

            
               Protocol is old fashioned now? I served your father twenty years

               Perhaps it’s self-flattery to expect respect from his son for the battles we won?

            

            Vihaan

            
               He relied on your professionalism

               His path would have been steeper without your wisdom.

            

            Gangwar

            
               Your father was good company.

               I was the glove for his fingers or maybe the fingers in his glove,

               The hidden partner in his political career.

               Now sadly a stroke has snatched him from us 

               And you are here.

               Victory seemed certain at the polls but your father’s passing

               Put any celebrations on hold.

            

            Vihaan

            
               It was very sudden.

               Though I lit the pyre, saw him consumed by fire

               It’s impossible to believe he’s gone.

               The people flocked to his funeral

               Crowding the streets, sending heartfelt cries into the air,

               It seemed the whole of the city was there.

            

            Gangwar

            
               It was well attended, even by his enemies I hear –

               Sadly business dictated I could not be spared to bestow a final greeting.

            

            Vihaan

            
               You requested a meeting. You need me to sign my name, releasing funds for your campaign?

               Could you drive me to my hotel?

               I’m a little wrung out. I need to get my head down, shower.

               We could talk mañana?

            

            Gangwar

            
               There’s no time for that.

            

            Vihaan

            
               I don’t understand.

            

            Gangwar

            
               Your father’s plan was that you should enter politics.

            

            Vihaan

            
               Really?

            

            Gangwar

            
               When your studies were done. 

               Now, a little earlier than he thought, your chance has come.

               You must be the one to pick up the reins, step into the breach.

            

            Vihaan

            
               What, now?

            

            Gangwar

            
               That’s why he paid your expensive fees. Not just a free ride

               But so you could serve your country.

            

            Vihaan

            
               It’s just term starts next week.

            

            Gangwar

            
               Forget all that – you’re not going back.

            

            Vihaan

            
               Not going?

            

            Gangwar

            
               It seems your stay in UK has left you ignorant of what’s going on.

               There are elections to be won.

               Our party, BJP, has sworn to end elite corruption,

               Boost national production and our biggest test

               Cleansing Hindustan of the Muslim pest.

               Perhaps you’ve been oblivious, buried in your university

               Leaving us outside to face adversity.

            

            Vihaan

            
               I am completely abreast of contemporary events – I’m in the debating society.

            

            Gopi

            
               Good for you. That must get very shouty. 

            

            Gangwar

            
               Take his cases.

            

            
               The policemen go to get his luggage.

            

            Vihaan

            
               I can manage.

            

            Gangwar

            
               We’re in a hurry.

            

            
               Policemen take cases. Vihaan and Gangwar follow.

            

            Vihaan

            
               Where are we going?

            

            Gangwar

            
               Sahaspur.

            

            Vihaan

            
               What’s that?

            

            Gangwar

            
               One dusty street and a dog.

            

            Ved

            
               It means courage.

            

            Gopi

            
               That’s a joke – It’s dead – Nothing goes on in that place –

            

            Ved

            
               But it’s strategically placed near the town of Rampur.

            

            Gopi

            
               Win that town, win the state.

            

            Ved

            
               Win that state, win the country.

            

            Both

            
               India First. Narendra Modi.

            

            Gangwar

            
               In the quiet little town of Sahaspur, a forgotten pocket,

               We will plan our campaign undisturbed.

               The people there are simple, they hold no views

               Leaving us free for what we have to do.

               Welcome to your destiny.

            

            Vihaan

            
               There’s no gain in me raising my voice

               In these matters there’s little choice.

            

            
               They exit.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         Sahaspur.

         Jyoti and Panna.

         
            Jyoti

            
               One wish. The Inspector would leave Sahaspur forever.

               Never come back.

            

            Panna

            
               Jyoti! Be careful. They say the first sign of falling in love is hate.

            

            Jyoti

            
               Who says that, Panna? What rubbish.

            

            Panna

            
               It’s true. That’s what Dimple Kapadia told Rishi Kapoor in that old film Bobby.

            

            Jyoti

            
               Never heard of it. 

            

            Panna

            
               It’s a classic! Blame the brain. Love and hate come from the same part.

               Both make you crazy and both break your heart.

            

            Jyoti

            
               Look at me. I’m about as much in love as that sheesham tree.

            

            Panna

            
               Oh come on. Everyone likes a man in uniform – always crisp and neat –

               His trousers end at his feet. Who can say ‘I’ll never drink from that water’?

            

            Jyoti

            
               I’ll never drink from that water. Say I closed my eyes, swallowed his lies,

               Laid back and prayed it was all over. Do you think he would marry me after?

            

            Panna

            
               No, I don’t suppose so.

            

            Jyoti

            
               How many girls are there in Sahaspur that trusted him?

               How many have been ruined by him?

            

            Panna

            
               Six.

            

            Jyoti

            
               Taken a walk in the wood and come back all belly and tears.

            

            Panna

            
               He quite good-looking for an old man of forty. He has teeth.

               There’d be perks – it could be worse. 

            

            Jyoti

            
               He’s been pestering me for a month. Sending his goons Ved and Gopi

               With pathetic gifts; cashmere shawls and lipsticks.

            

            Panna

            
               Cashmere? No!

            

            Jyoti

            
               Shoes.

            

            Panna

            
               I’d love some shoes.

            

            Jyoti

            
               A new silk kameez.

            

            Panna

            
               New! My grandmother wore these. No one ever sends me gifts.

               Even when I swing my hips like Madhuri Dixit.

            

            Jyoti

            
               Gifts won’t change my mind.

            

            Panna

            
               You’re so refined!

            

            Jyoti

            
               They went on and on about Gangwar, what a great man he was.

               On and on till I was scared,

               But they won’t sway me, I’m prepared.

            

            Panna

            
               Where did they say this to you?

            

            Jyoti

            
               Down by the stream where we wash the clothes,

               Down by the stream six days ago. 

            

            Panna

            
               I wouldn’t blame you if you told me you gave in.

               They say his house has air-conditioning.

            

            Jyoti

            
               If I want to cool down I’ll swim in the stream.

               Men are overrated, Panna.

               Imagine a lad standing here, and over there

               A dish of butter chicken, which would I choose?

            

            Panna

            
               Difficult choice; the dude or the food?

            

            Jyoti

            
               It’s no contest.

               I’d rather wake at an early hour,

               Light the fire, put some naan on it,

               Sprinkle sesame on top; devour.

               Then at noon I’d rather fry some ghee,

               Throw in cumin, gently sauté until its splutters,

               Mix in a cup of paneer, spice and powders,

               Add the cream add the peas

               Eat as I please.

               Then at sunset – the best yet: Eggplant Bharta

               Roast till its flesh is brown, chop it into bite-size chunks

               Then fry with ginger, onion and tomato

               Season with lemon juice and garam masala.

               Doesn’t that make your mouth water?

            

            Panna

            
               I’m salivating. My stomach is protesting at being kept waiting.

               My belly only ever knows half full.

            

            Jyoti

            
               That’s why my desire is all for a tasty dish,

               Lentil patties with vegetables fried.

               I’d go to sleep happy and dry-eyed. 

               Panna, what I say to you

               I’d rather spend my nights with a saag aloo.

               Food like this you can trust. It fills your belly,

               Leaves you content. It tops lust.

               Because once men have had us in the sack

               They pass us by and don’t look back.

            

            Panna

            
               You’re right, Jyoti

               When men want you they’re like flies.

               You can’t shake them but when they’ve had you

               Then it’s too late – they buzz off after crapping on your plate.

            

            Jyoti

            
               Don’t trust any of them.

            

            Panna

            
               That’s what I’ve been telling you all along.

               Oh look, here are the boys! Hello!

            

            
               Enter Farooq and Mango.

            

            Farooq

            
               Mango, honestly, your argument is quite shit.

               There’s no way I’ll go along with it.

            

            Mango

            
               I haven’t convinced you then?

            

            Farooq

            
               No, my friend, because your theory is insane,

               An undercooked mystery manufactured by your brain.

            

            Mango

            
               Luckily there are some women hanging about who can judge for us.

            

            Jyoti

            
               Why should we stick around for a dose of blokes explaining? 

            

            Panna

            
               Go ahead. I’m up for a bit of entertaining.

            

            Jyoti

            
               Go on then.

            

            Farooq

            
               So, lovely ladies, are you ready?

            

            Jyoti

            
               You’re calling us ‘ladies’, Farooq?

            

            Farooq

            
               Alternative facts. I want to be on trend,

               Look at the world; in America –

            

            
               He flourishes a newspaper.

            

            
               Trump says the biggest crowds

               Cheered him to the White House.

               When TV showed it wasn’t true

               He swore to God he never lied,

               Facts just have a different side.

               In UK it’s ‘Austerity’s good for the poor,
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