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Characters


NADIA, nearly ten


MAROUSSIA, twenty-nine, Nadia’s mother


KOTOV, fifty, Maroussia’s husband


LIDIA, seventy, Maroussia’s grandmother


ELENA, seventy, Lidia’s friend


MOKHOVA, forty, the maid


VSEVOLOD, fifty, Lidia’s son


OLGA, fifty, Maroussia’s mother, Vselvolod’s sister-in-law


KOLYA, twenties, a tank officer


ANDRUSHYA, twenties, a tank officer


KIRIK, forty, Elena’s son


TRUCK DRIVER


MITIA, thirty-six


BLOKHIN, an NKVD officer


MIRONOV, an NKVD officer


ARONIN, an NKVD officer


 


 


Also a VOCALIST, MUSICIANS, two little GIRLS, a band of YOUNG PIONEERS and their ADULT OFFICERS.


 


 


The action takes place in Nikolina Gora, a village twenty-two miles west of Moscow, from 1936










 


 


ACT ONE


Scene One


1936. Early morning on a summer’s day. A dacha near Moscow. There is no sign of life in the house, nor in the garden, nor on the verandah. All we can see in the house is a large music room in which sits a grand piano with a double stool. The walls are hung with framed photographs and are otherwise lined with books. There is also a small table with a wind-up gramophone on it. On the verandah is a large circular dining table and enough chairs for eight. There is also a rocking chair. The verandah has a low balustrade separating it from the garden and some wooden steps leading down. The verandah and the music room are linked by French windows, which are permanently open.


Enter four MUSICIANS into the garden – guitar, accordion, violin and vocalist. They are dressed in white suits. They arrange themselves before the house and get ready to play in tune. The VOCALIST gives them the time under his breath, and with a hand movement.


VOCALIST. One, two, three, four…


They strike up an Argentinian tango called ‘The Weary Sun’. After a few bars, a bedroom window – upstage of the music room – flies open and NADIA climbs out in her nightdress and stands, enraptured at the sight and sound of the MUSICIANS. She shouts as loud as she can.


NADIA. Mamma! Pappa! They’re here! The holiday’s started! Long life to Comrade Stalin’s balloons and airships!!


She beams at them as the VOCALIST begins to sing.


VOCALIST (singing).


Burnt by the sun,


As the crimson sea did run,


I heard you say, my dove,


That there would be no love.


NADIA’s mother MAROUSSIA comes out, via the verandah, also in her nightdress. She stands with NADIA and smiles at them and at her.


Her husband KOTOV comes out, naked to the waist, his arms tattooed.


(Singing.)


Let’s leave one another now –


I won’t hold it against you…


After a while, MAROUSSIA leads KOTOV into the garden and they start to dance a tango. NADIA watches, picks up the steps, joins them in the garden and dances her own tango.


MAROUSSIA’s grandmother LIDIA and her friend ELENA emerge in dressing gowns and slippers. They watch and then dance together on the verandah.


MOKHOVA, in her maid’s uniform, comes out and takes in the scene. She disappears for a while and comes back with breakfast settings. She sets the table on the verandah, having to work around the GRANNIES as they dance. LIDIA’s son VSEVOLOD and his sister-in-law OLGA come out in dressing gowns. They start to dance in the garden.


NADIA. Mokhova! Mokhova?! Come and dance!


MOKHOVA joins her in the garden and they dance. After a while, VSEVOLOD engineers a swap of partners so that he has MOKHOVA and NADIA has her grandmother OLGA. MOKHOVA has to keep VSEVOLOD’s hands from straying.


The song continues, but before it can reach its conclusion it is drowned out by the noise of low-flying aircraft right overhead.


The GRANNIES nearly die of fright.


NADIA clings to her mother.


MOKHOVA screams. VSEVOLOD immediately clasps her to his bosom. She pulls herself free. He pinches her bottom, unseen in the confusion.


Another aircraft screams overhead. And another. Only KOTOV raises his arms to the skies and greets the planes with unsuppressed joy.


KOTOV. Beautiful! Beautiful! Aren’t they beautiful!?


VSEVOLOD (disturbed). What are they doing here?


MAROUSSIA (to KOTOV). The celebrations. Is it for the celebrations?


KOTOV holds his arms wide open. How should he know?


Two little GIRLS run on, shouting.


GIRL ONE. Nadia! Nadia! There are tanks in the wheat field! Get your father! Get Comrade Kotov!


She sees KOTOV and comes to attention before him.


GIRL TWO. Comrade Kotov! You have to come and save the wheat!


KOTOV. Me?


GIRL ONE. They told us to run as quick as we could to fetch you!


GIRL TWO. You have to come and save the wheat from the tanks!


KOTOV. Why me, little girl? Where are the men from the village? Where’s the Chairman of the Co-operative?


GIRL ONE. He’s hitting the tanks with his walking stick!


GIRL TWO. The old women are crying! Come quick! They’re going to ride their tanks over the wheat!


KOTOV. It’s my day off! It’s a holiday!


NADIA. Pappa! Do as they ask! You have to save the wheat!


He grabs her and runs with her over his shoulder. She squeals with delight.


KOTOV. Oh, I have to, do I!? I have to do what bossy-boots Nadia tells me, do I?


Enter two tank officers, KOLYA and ANDRUSHYA, in no mood for delay or fun and games. Two more planes scream overhead. KOTOV raises his arms to them once more.


They’re so beautiful!!


He could eat them up. KOLYA spots him.


KOLYA. Hey! You! With the big mouth! Which one of you is Kotov?


KOTOV points inquiringly to himself.


Yes, you! Are you the bag of wind the morons want us to


talk to?


KOTOV (to everybody). Is he talking to me?


KOLYA. Are you the big cheese round here? What are you, the Chairman?


KOTOV. Me? No. But tell me, pretty boy, why are your tanks in the people’s wheat field, eh? Whose bright idea was this, eh?


ANDRUSHYA (admiring his nerve). ‘Bright idea’? Listen, old man, orders from above.


KOTOV. Ah. Orders from above. Who’s in charge?


KOLYA. Never mind ‘who’s in charge’, old timer. Just tell your friends to get out of the wheat field or I’ll drive my tanks straight over them.


KOTOV. Ah. You’ll drive your tanks straight over them, will you?


KOLYA. You heard.


KOTOV. Stand to attention!


KOLYA. Eh?


KOTOV. Stand to attention! Both of you!


They almost do so, so commanding is his voice and manner.


ANDRUSHYA. Who is he? Who do you think you are?


KOTOV. You don’t know me?


KOLYA. No!


KOTOV. Comrade Lieutenant, tell your pretty-boy friend who I am.


ANDRUSHYA. I don’t know who you are!


KOTOV. You don’t know me either!?


ANDRUSHYA. No!


KOTOV. You don’t know me!? I’ll wipe my arse with you both!


He takes ANDRUSHYA’s peaked cap and pulls it onto his own head. He turns his head so they see him in profile.


Eh? Eh? Like this? Eh?


A stunned silence.


KOLYA. Is it… is it…?


KOTOV. Go on: say it!


It starts to dawn on them who he is.


ANDRUSHYA. Kotov…?


KOLYA. Kotov. Is it… Comrade Kotov?


KOTOV. Got me now, pretty boy?


ANDRUSHYA. Kotov…? General Kotov?


KOTOV. Excellent! Now: who’s in charge?


But they can only smile like bashful girls in the presence of their hero.


KOLYA. It’s Comrade Kotov…


KOTOV. I said, who’s in charge?


KOLYA. You are.


ANDRUSHYA. You are. (Then, realising the question, he points to KOLYA.) Him.


KOLYA. Me. No. Brigadier Commander Lapin.


KOTOV. Oh, that idiot!


KOLYA’s radio starts to crackle with an angry voice on the other end. KOTOV seizes it and barks into it.


Who am I talking to here? Speak up!


ANDRUSHYA (to KOLYA). It’s General Kotov.


KOTOV. Pull yourselves together.


KOTOV can’t hear the voice clearly. He bangs the radio on the balustrade. We hear a howl of pain on the other end.


(About the clarity on the line.) That’s better. Micha, how are you? Eh? Why aren’t I advancing? Because it’s the people who plant the wheat, Micha, not you, so what are your tanks doing in their wheat field? Explain. Explain or I’ll be dialling Moscow 2315. Know whose private line that is? Comrade Stalin! ‘Who’s this talking?’ Don’t you remember me, Micha? It’s Serguei! Tell him.


He hands the radio to KOLYA.


KOLYA (shouting with excitement). It’s Kotov!


ANDRUSHYA. It’s Kotov!


Silence on the radio. Then a burst of excited babble.


KOLYA (to KOTOV). He says, ‘What are your orders, sir?’


A burst of applause, led by NADIA.


KOTOV. That’s better! Tell him I want you to take your beautiful tanks…


KOLYA (into radio). He wants us to take our beautiful tanks…
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