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Characters







Alexander


the grandfather


Ivan


Alexander’s son, married to Zhenya


Zhenya


Ivan’s wife


She has a nervous tic of sniffing all the time


Sasha


their daughter, twenty-four years old


Petya


their son, eighteen years old


Kolya


their son, ten years old


Clara


Petya’s girlfriend, eighteen years old


Thomas


an English guest, mid-twenties


Natalia


a friend and employee, late twenties




























Setting and Dialogue Note





The play is set in a flat in central Moscow in the present day. All the action takes place in one room – the overcrowded sitting room. There is a door stage left exiting to the front door. Stage right there is a door leading to the bedrooms and a small kitchen.


 


Note on the Dialogue


When the Russian characters speak English to Thomas it is spoken with a Russian accent. When the Russian characters talk among themselves they speak English with no accent.
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SCENE ONE








Early morning. A darkened sitting room. Petya sleeps on the sofa, fully dressed.


Alexander enters. The old man shuffles, a glum expression on his face. His moth-eaten suit jacket covers flannel pyjamas. He is wearing a necklace with a passport-sized photo attached. He kisses the photograph and says to it …




Alexander   Good morning, Kolya.




He turns on a lamp, and sees Petya asleep. He shakes his head and sighs.


He goes to a rope and lets down a hanging dryer. He takes his trousers from the dryer and smells them. They are still damp. He lays them on a small table. Armed with a pink hairdryer he dries the trousers.


A moment passes. Sasha enters. She’s sleepy in a dressing gown.





Sasha   Priviet.




Sasha looks at her watch and then at Alexander drying his trousers.





Alexander   Sasha, you look tired, go back to bed.


Sasha   Can’t sleep …


Alexander   Well, I had awful indigestion all night long.




Beat.





Sasha   Couldn’t you do that later?




Alexander nods ‘yes’ but continues. Sasha sniffs the air. 





Sasha   Drains?


Alexander   Fish heads for lunch. Your mother wanted to throw them away.




Ivan enters. He kisses his daughter good morning.





Ivan   Christ, Pa, it stinks – what’re you cooking? Smells like a whore’s thong out there.


Sasha   Fish heads. Mama threw them away.


Alexander   In the bin! I’ll make a beautiful fish soup.


Ivan   Oh yeah – cream of gusset.




Alexander looks haughty. Thomas enters, bleary eyed. Alexander stands up and shakes hands with him.





Alexander   Our guest! Welcome!


Sasha/Ivan   Priviet.


Thomas   Hi, I mean private –


Sasha   It’s ‘Priviet’.


Thomas   ‘Priviet’? Priviet, Alexandervich –


Sasha   (smiling) Alexander Maximovich.




Everyone nods ‘hello’ to him and smiles widely.





Alexander   Does Thomas want something for breakfast?


Sasha   What’d you like to eat?


Thomas   Oh, I’m fine thanks – quick smoke, that’s all.


Alexander   (to Sasha) He can have bread and jam.


Thomas   (to Sasha) Someone warned me about Russian breakfasts.


Apparently you lot eat butter in your porridge?


Sasha   It’s true. (To Alexander.) He says he’s fine.


Ivan   He’s holding out for fish heads, Dad.




Thomas grasps Alexander’s arm and grins wildly.





Thomas   I’ll have something, Alexander Maximovich – was that right? You choose, tell him to choose for me, Sasha.


Sasha   (to Alexander) He says he’ll have something, you choose.




Alexander exits. Ivan covertly observes Sasha and Thomas. Sasha lifts up the hairdryer.





Thomas   Why the hairdryer?


Sasha   The state. No heating till October.


Thomas   What if it’s cold?


Sasha   Wear another pair of earrings, darling.




Sasha turns the hairdryer on and continues with her grandfather’s job. Thomas looks at Petya asleep on the sofa.





Sasha   He’s fine.


Ivan   (wild grin) Drenk.




Thomas doesn’t understand. Sasha turns the hairdryer off.





Sasha   Drunk … always the same, him and his girlfriend.


They go out and come back drunk with big dreams, ‘We’re moving to Paris! Clara’s going to be a waitress, I’m going to teach a piano.’ And everyone says, ‘Petya, Paris is great city.’


Thomas   It is –


Sasha   Nah, Paris is okay … it’s provincial. When the next night comes, ‘Munich! We’re moving to Munich.’ And everyone goes, ‘Oh when, Petya, when?’ Never! That’s when! He never bloody goes!




Thomas laughs, Sasha shakes her head.





Their talking, didn’t keep you up?


Thomas   Oh not at all. I did hear shouting at one point.


Sasha   Friendly shouting, I promise. I tell them be quieter.


Thomas   God don’t, I felt bad enough gypping his bed.




Ivan stands up and retreats to the toilet. Thomas and Sasha are alone. He walks to her and sits on the side of her armchair. There is a different atmosphere – suddenly.





Sasha   And so far, mm, tell me tell me –


Thomas   Petya picked me up at the airport.


Sasha   I know.


Thomas   He insisted on driving all the way back on the hard shoulder?


Sasha   (smiling) That’s normal.


Thomas   It’s retarded.




Thomas looks round the room.





And I mean the roads aren’t great, are they?


Full of potholes. Lots of birch trees.


Sasha   I like our countryside.


Thomas   Oh it’s epic, epic …




Thomas brushes Sasha’s face with a finger. She looks up at him – they look into each other’s eyes. He wants to kiss her but something is stopping him.





Sasha   Mm, what else, what else –




Thomas stands up. 





Thomas   Oh well, when we flew in. Huge forests as far as …


The sky does go on forever here … it’s vast.




Thomas is drawn back to Sasha. He strokes her face. She smiles.





Sasha   What’re you doing?


Thomas   I think I’m happy to see you.




They look intently at each other.





Sasha   Thank you for coming.




A door slams from off and they part in a panic. Kolya shoots through the room on his scooter.





Kolya   Priviet! Wo-woo! Priviet!


Sasha   This is Kolya.




But Kolya has gone. Sasha calls after him.





Kolya! Kolya! Come and say hello to my guest.




Kolya enters, shyly.





Kolya, this is Thomas, do you remember me saying …


Thomas   Kak dela, moi malenki? Harasho?




Kolya nods blankly. In a hoarse whisper, eyes always on Thomas, he says to Sasha with real pity:





Kolya   Has he had a stroke?


Thomas   I’m Tom … What’s ‘I’m Tom’?


Sasha   (raised eyebrow) Very complicate. Ya Tom.




A toilet flushes, offstage. Thomas puts his hand on his chest.





Thomas   Ya Tom. Priviet.




Ivan enters, drying his hands and pats Kolya’s head.





Ivan   Kolya – have you got your rucksack ready?


Kolya   Yes, Papa.


Ivan   (to Sasha in an undertone, re Tom) How long’s he staying?


Sasha   I know, I’ll sort it out.




Alexander enters with a steaming bowl of porridge.





Alexander   Breakfast is served!




Alexander hands the bowl of porridge to Thomas. Kolya starts making a row like a steam train.





Kotik, what are you doing?


Kolya   I’m a train.


Alexander   I thought you were a duck.


Kolya   Yesterday Dyedu, yesterday!


Alexander   Yesterday he was a duck, today he is a train.


Tomorrow he’ll be a –


Kolya   A blacksmith, people’ll say, ‘Blacksmith mend my horse,’ and I’ll say –


Alexander   ‘Sorry, today I’m a duck.’




Everyone laughs.





Kolya   NO! No, I’ll say –


Ivan   Quack quack quack.




Kolya is desperate, they’re all laughing at him.





Kolya   I’ll say, ‘Beautiful horse, let’s change your shoes –


This stupid old man has put you in slippers.’


Sasha   How’s your breakfast?


Thomas   (sickly smile) It’s great.




Thomas forces the spoon to his withering mouth. Sasha looks in the bowl.





Sasha   (to Alexander) You put butter in his porridge!


(To Thomas.) I’m so sorry, you don’t eat this –


Thomas   NO! I want to!




He manfully shovels another huge spoonful into his already full mouth.





Sasha   I’m throwing this away –


Alexander   Don’t waste food. He’s lucky to be eating. Tell him I ate buttons, Sasha!




Sasha prises the porridge from Thomas and places it on the coffee table.





Kolya   Chocolate ones?


Alexander   I ate the buttons from my coat.


Ivan   (to Kolya) He didn’t –


Alexander   I did! It’s a true story –


Ivan   He ate the stuff buttons were made of – a soft plastic –


Alexander   In sheets. (Brightly.) We stole it. Yeah, we’d mould cutlets out of it. White buttons were sweeter than the brown ones.




He starts eating the discarded porridge.





Thomas   (to Sasha) Is he offended?


Sasha   In the war, he was stuck in Leningrad, the siege, y’know.


He always never forgets … it’s not your fault …


We all had to queue for food, even in the late eighties.


When I was a little girl, even. We all remember it.


Thomas   You remember it?




Ivan watches his father. Alexander is holding a spoonful of porridge out for Kolya to eat. Kolya eats it and smiles.





Sasha   Mm. Hands in the cold, that’s all I could see. So high, so all I could see … purple hands, people stamping their feet like horses. Freezing cold – what do you remember from childhood?


Thomas   Pac-Man … The Legend of Zelda? … A computer game?


You remember not having food? Seriously?




Alexander runs his index finger round the bowl to scrape the very last of the porridge out and hands the empty bowl to Ivan.





Sasha   Sure, the phone would ring, the phone rings, it’s your friends …


Telling you maybe – eggs? So you phone your other friends, and tell them, eggs, and they phone their friends and no one worries about the phone bill, because state pay, no food but free telephone …


Before long, queues round the block. You’d run out with your bag … It’s not like this nowadays, we don’t drop our world for an egg. We live with like, communist hangover. Dry our clothes with a hairdryer …




Fade.





Blackout.
























SCENE TWO








Petya sits with his laptop. Clara enters, brushing her hair.




Clara   Hello, tummy.




Clara brushes her hair over the keyboard. Petya ignores this. Clara pokes Petya in the tummy. 





Petya   (murmuring) Who’s Igor Shnitkin?




But Clara is looking for her shoes. A moment, then she looks up at Petya.





Clara   Y’know what – you’re fucking boring.


Petya   (distracted) Mm, very interesting …




Clara slumps on Petya, and looks over his shoulder at the laptop.





Clara   (inquisitive) Why’re you looking at my Facebook page?


Petya   Just am … interested …


Clara   That’s your dad’s laptop, Petya.




Petya points at the screen.





Petya   Who’s he?


Clara   No one, boring, an old ex.


Petya   If he’s boring why did you upload photos of him?


Clara   (running her hand through his hair) You’ve got photos of your exes on Facebook … your hair’s thinning.


Petya   My hair’s not thinning? My hair’s fine.


Clara   Fine hair – bald by thirty.




Petya walks to the mirror. He runs his hands through his hair.





Petya   It’s thick!


Clara   Vanity in men’s actually really unattractive.


Petya   You said my hair was thinning.




Petya sits down at the laptop and clicks away. Clara walks to him and repeatedly pokes him in the tummy with her hairbrush. Petya tries to ignore her. 





Clara   Are you ignoring me cos you’re jealous of Igor Shnitkin …




She pokes him again.





Tummy!


Petya   You’re the fucking lard-arse.




Clara stalks away in a huff.





Clara   I can’t believe you’d actually say that?! What’s your fucking problem –


Petya   (weary) I was joking. I was clearly joking.




They look at each other: could amends be made? But Petya can’t help looking back at the laptop.





Clara   Go on then! You touch it more than me.




Petya shakes his head and stands up, arms opened.





Petya   Come here.


Clara   I’m not a dog. You don’t own me!


(Sulky.) Anyone else would’ve asked me to marry them by now.


Petya   (baffled) Why?




Clara sulks. Petya playfully gets on one knee.





Clara … will you marry me?


Clara   Fuck off, you need a proper job.




Petya laughs, stands up and hugs her. He gently gives her a love bite. Clara jumps away as if he’s mortally wounded her.





Clara   What’s your problem? That actually really hurt, Petya.


Petya   Oh really –


Clara   Yes! It actually really hurt.


(Looking in mirror.) Oh m’ God, you bruised me!


You’ve bruised me – you actually bruised me …


It’s definitely a bruise.




Petya is annoyed. He goes to the laptop. Opens another window. Seems to read something that catches his attention. It’s Clara’s turn to make amends. She wheedles up to him, looks over his shoulder. Too late, Petya shields the laptop from her view, moves it.





Petya   (suddenly sour, losing it) I’m trying to do some work!




She grabs the laptop off him.





Clara   But you’re not working!




She looks at the screen, double-takes, mystified.





Why are you looking at your dad’s emails?




Petya snatches the laptop back off her.





Petya   Fuck off!


Clara   Why?


Petya   Fuck off, that’s why!




He reads intently off the laptop screen. Clara takes her hurt feelings for a sulk on the sofa. She is distracted by Thomas and Sasha, who enter with shopping. Clara stares inquisitively at Thomas. This is the first time she’s seen the foreign guest. Petya is still absorbed with the laptop.





Sasha   (to Petya) Mama’s been banned from driving for two months.


She was driving the wrong way up a one-way street …


Petya   (distracted) Oh God, not again. How much were they asking for?


Sasha   Fifty, we didn’t have it –


Petya   Didn’t she ask if she could pay later?


Sasha   Yeah, but then he wanted to double the amount – that’s Pa’s laptop, Petya, you know he hates –


Petya   (snarl) I know!!




He slaps it shut. They look at him, surprised.





Sasha   Oh, also – you got another letter, Petya.




Sasha gives Petya the letter. He opens it, looks annoyed, and tosses it aside. Clara picks it up.





Clara   This is from the army?!




Petya makes a face and a shrug.





But you said you’d sorted it out.


Petya   I was busy.


Clara   With what? With Facebook!


Petya   Clara –


Clara   No! Actually no!


Petya   Ahh Jesus, please shut up –




Petya is packing his dad’s laptop back in its case.





Clara   When are you going to do something about it?


Petya   It’s fine, there’ll be a doctor Mama can bribe.


Clara   But you’ve had loads of those letters, and they’ll come and actually arrest you if you don’t sort it out. There’ll be a knock at the door –


Sasha   She’s right, they can arrest you for skiving.


Petya   And I’m going to sort it out, so can you please all fuck off.


Thomas   (to Sasha) What’s going on?


Sasha   You know, National Service, it’s compulsory thing if you aren’t at college … Petya was kicked off his course for things we don’t speak about, so very quickly he has many many letters telling he must to do his army.


(Kindly.) Do you still need poops?




Thomas starts laughing.





Thomas   Yeah. God, that’s embarrassing. Is it that obvious?


Sasha   Well, you know where it is. Through there.


Thomas   Yup.




Thomas hurries offstage. Sasha goes to the mirror and looks at herself.





Clara   I can see you, Sasha …


Sasha   I can see you too, Clara.




Sasha raises her eyebrows and shakes her head. She runs her hand through hair, turns head to the left with a vague pout. Clara laughs.





Clara   You so fancy him.


Sasha   (ignoring Clara) Petya – do I have dandruff?




Petya sits next to Clara, but she is being distant with him.





Clara   (to Sasha) Who is he?
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