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CHARACTERS

Pavel Ivanovitch Shemkin, a doctor

Malkov - Chairman of the Bolshevik Cheka at Perm

Iraida Yurganova, a junior Bolshevik official

Komarov, a senior official

The Girl

The part of Komarov may be played either by a male or a female actor.

ABOUT THE PLAY:
“Siding 37” was first produced on 20th May 1993 by The Wayland Players for the 19th  Breckland Drama Festival, where it won the Balaam Cup for Best Drama that year.  It also won the cups for Best Actor (Peter Walmsley) and Best Supporting Actor (Michael Kavanagh).Directed by Wendy Collins, the cast was as follows:


Dr Shemkin
Peter Walmsley


Malkov
George Collins


Iraida
Clariza Badger


Komarov
Michael Kavanagh


The Girl
Caroline Precious

ABOUT THE AUTHOR.

Georgina Lewis, who lives in Norfolk, has been a published author since she was 14 years old.  She wrote and sold short stories for womens' magazines for many years before her first novel, THE WINTER TREE, was published by Gollancz in 1983.  She is the author of several minor novels and many stage plays including BUIDHEACHA, a blank-verse dramatisation of the great rebellion of Boudicca ("Boadicea") in AD 6 1.

SETTING:

The place is a Cheka office in the town of Perm, the Urals, Soviet Russia.

The set is simple in the extreme, consisting mainly of the furniture.

Downstage to the left, angled slightly, is the office desk with a chair behind and a chair in front of it.

Centre stage but slightly to the right is the couch, angled also for best visual effect, which is obscured at the beginning of the play by the screen.

A few plain flats to suggest the spartan office as a backing.

The Time: About 6 pm on a chilly autumn evening, 21st.September 1918.

FURNITURE AND PROPS:

1
Office desk

2
upright chairs

1
examining couch

1
utilitarian hospital-type screen

1
prescription pad

1
white sheet (to cover patient)

Personal Props

1 revolver in holster – KOMAROV

2 pens - MALKOV and SHEMKIN

Curtains open on a stage bare of scenery.  There is some furniture: a desk with an upright chair either side; a screen which conceals a couch on which a patient is lying unseen as yet

Malkov, Komarov and Iraida are all Bolsheviks and are dressed as such, appropriate to 1918.  The Bolsheviks occupy the town of Perm. (7hey did do until December 1918 when they were routed by the White Army). Throughout the play they project an atmosphere of dangerous tension held in check.

When the curtains open Malkov is sitting at the desk writing.  Iraida stands stiffly beside the screen. Most of the time she looks rigidly ahead, but occasionally glances behind screen to keep an eye on the unseen patient on couch.
A few moments to establish the scene, then Komarov ushers in Dr.Shemkin. He is middle- aged, dressed in civilian clothes appropriate to a doctor in 1918.
Komarov 
(curtly, off/): Thank you orderly. (indicating Malkov)  This way if you please Doctor.

Malkov: 
(looking up as Shemkin is ushered in, he puts down pen and stands) Ah yes, Doctor Shemkin. (invites towards chair opposite desk) Would you come this way please Doctor?

Komarov goes to stand to attention nearby.  Not too stiffly – he considers himself equal to Malkov but is Clearly subordinate.  Shemkin looks about rather warily as he moves forward. 7his is a Cheka office, and there is a definite threat in places like this. Cultured and compassionate, he is impeccably polite yet always on his guard.
Malkov:
It was most kind of you to come at such short notice.

Shemkin:
I'm a doctor, Comrade Malkov - I'm used to being summoned at short notice.  And there is no need to thank me; I had little choice in the matter.

Malkov:
(icily urbane) Nevertheless we are grateful.  As to my thanks, that was merely courtesy.  We are not mujiks Doctor.

Shemkin:

However, you are Cheka.

Malkov:

Ah yes, but even the Cheka have good manners one hopes.  Not everything has disappeared with the decadent Imperialist regime; some things are worth retaining. (indicates chair.) Please take a seat. (He himself sits)
Shemkin 
(remaining standing): What exactly is the problem Comrade Malkov? I understand you have a patient for me to see.

Malkov:
The orderly we sent to fetch you - did he tell you that?

Shemkin:
No, it was an assumption of mine.  When a doctor is sent for there is usually a patient to be seen.

Malkov:

Indeed. (Indicates chair opposite) Please sit down Doctor (pressed to do, Dr Shemkin sits uneasily) This is a confidential matter, highly confidential, and it must remain so.  You understand me?

Shemkin:
Of course.  As a doctor my discretion is guaranteed.

Malkov 
(nodding): Professional confidentiality, of course.  But in this particular case your discretion is imperative. (Pause.  He looks long and thoughtfully at Dr Shemkin. With careful implication): Ah - how is Zoya Alexandrovna?  

Shemkin 
(suddenly wary): My wife?  She is very well thank you.

Malkov:
And your two small children?  They are well too I trust?

Shemkin:
Yes, well too, thank Go- … thank you.

Malkov 
(thoughtfully): Your apartment above the Peasant Land Bank ... there is space enough for the four of you these days?

Shemkin:
My apartment?  We still have the one room left.  Your people have occupied the other rooms as they have gradually occupied the rest of the building - but so far, thankfully, we still have the one room left to us, yes.

Malkov:
Ah these are crowded times doctor.  I'm sure you don't object to a little company?

Shemkin:

We have not done so yet.

Malkov:

Good, good.  Should we need your room too, you and your family would have to be evicted like the others, I'm afraid it's as simple as that.

Shemkin:
There is no need to threaten me Comrade Malkov. I understand you perfectly.

Malkov:

I can count on your absolute discretion?

Shemkin:

I said so, yes.

Malkov:

Excellent.  (Pause)  Now, the business in hand ... it's a very delicate matter Pavel Ivanovitch, I hardly know where to begin...

Shemkin:

The beginning might be a good place.

Malkov:
Yes one would think so.  But in this particular case perhaps not. (pause) Er - Siding 37... you have heard about the recapture there this morning?

Shemkin:

Siding - ?

Malkov:

Thirty seven.

Shemkin:

What would that be - er - a railway siding?

Malkov:

Yes.  It's a few miles north-west of the town, towards the mountains.  There's some woodlands nearby, a few houses.  The Red Army have a sentry-box there.

Shemkin:

I don't know it I'm afraid.

Malkov:

Indeed why should you.  It's an unremarkable place at the back of beyond.  This morning. just before noon, a detachment of soldiers recaptured one of our revolutionary prisoners.  You've heard about it perhaps?

Shemkin:

No.  Should 1 have done?

Malkov:
I - er - 1 thought perhaps you might have heard local gossip.  Perm is not a large town - people will talk, and there were several local witnesses...

Shemkin:
No, I have heard nothing. I have been at my surgery all day.

Malkov:
Of course.  Well, there was an incident at Siding 37 this morning.  Late morning, around eleven thirty.  As I was saying, a detachment of – (he breaks off as a thump is heard from behind the screen) 

Iraida: 

(flustered) Er - Comrade Malkov - I think the patient is coming round...

Shemkin:
(Immediately concerned) Coming round?  You mean he's unconscious? (getting up) If that's the case I'd better take a look at him at once.  You can explain the circumstances to me later...

Iraida:

(looking towards the patient then:) No, no it's all right I think.  Sleeping again.

Shemkin:(firm) I'm sorry but I must insist on seeing him at once.  I cannot permit -

Malkov:

(icily) Permit, Dr. Shemkin?  I'm afraid it is not for you to dictate procedure here.  Sit down again please. Please. (Shemkin complies reluctantly) Yurganova will keep an eye on the patient. (Looks towards Iraida, who, having glanced behind the screen again, nods to Malkov. He nods back.)
To continue... this morning, just before noon, a detachment of Red Army soldiers went into the woods at Siding 37 to do some shooting.  While they were in there they caught sight of a - person behaving in a suspicious manner at the edge of the woods...


Sound of soldiers’ voices, harsh: "Halt! Stand still or we’ll fire!
Malkov:

The fugitive tried to run off. 



Sound of rapid firing



(Shrugs) So the soldiers fired.


(Sound of more firing, followed by triumphant shouts).
Fortunately the prisoner was wounded.  Not seriously you understand, but enough to prevent escape.

Shemkin:

Fortunately?
Malkov:

Fortunately, yes. (pause) We could not allow this particular prisoner to escape, for fear of the wild rumours that would inevitably ensue.  You will understand why when you have seen the patient.  Please take a look

Shemkin. 
(Hand out to invite.  He nods to Iraida)

Iraida moves the screen (with Malkov's help if necessary). On the couch behind the screen a girl is revealed. She is about 17 or 18, with cropped dark or dark blonde hair.  She is dressed in a white blouse, which is streaked with dirt, and blood across the shoulder. She wears a long thick dark skirt and boots and is covered to the chest with a sheet. At the moment she is more or less unconscious, but when she speaks she has a beautiful low voice, is cultured and aristocratic.

Shemkin:

My God!  It's a woman.  A girl!

Malkov:

Yes. (Tense pause) Do you by any chance recognise her?

Shemkin:

No.  No. Should 1?

Malkov:
(He is clearly relieved) You - you might have done. (He is watching Shemkin's face carefully) Should you do so, it is imperative that you forget you have seen her.  Do you understand what I am saying7

Shemkin:
Comrade Malkov, to me a patient is simply a patient.  May I examine her now?

Malkov:
Yes. (He nods to lraida and Komarov. Komarov moves to leave with him, lraida remains)
We will leave you to your examination, but Comrade Yurganova must remain with her at all times. (He turns to go, Komarov following, then turns back) When you have completed your examination please tell us what medicines will be required.

Shemkin:
(Nods) I will have my diagnosis ready when you return.

Malkov:
A diagnosis is not necessary.  What we wish to know is what can be done for her.

Shemkin: 
(Nods) Very well. (He turns to patient)
Malkov and Komarov exit. Iraida moves to take up a position nearby. She stands to watch, but at a distance, so Shemkin and Girl are almost alone. Dr. Shemkin begins to examine the girl, speaking to himself.
Shemkin:
She is still barely conscious ... (turning her head gently to examine her face and jaw) Severe bruising... a laceration at the corner of the mouth ... the nose is badly swollen on the left side ... (to Iraida with some shock) She's been beaten!  Who did this to her?  The Red Army soldiers? (lraida remains impassive)

Girl: 

(Groaning  with pain at his probing fingers, she opens her eyes, dazed) Aaaahhhhh?  Mama?  Mama?  Olga?

Shemkin:

Hush my dear it's all right, I'm a doctor, I won't hurt you, shhhh.  Ah, you're awake.  How are you feeling?

Girl:

(Staring wildly at him) Who are you?

Shemkin:
It's perfectly all right, I'm a doctor.  They sent for me.

Girl:

Oh God, they caught me. I remember.  In the woods.  The soldiers.  They fired and -

Shemkin:
Yes I'm afraid so, they fired and you fell.  How badly are you hurt? (He moves he blouse at the shoulder) May I see where the bullet hit you? (trying to see)

Girl:

(Helping) I think it's just a graze... (looks) Blood?(dispassionately) I'm bleeding.  Never mind, it's nothing... 

Shemkin: 
Yes you have been bleeding but it's stopped now, as you say.  Can you move the arm?

Girl:

(Moving arm) Yes.  Ouch!  But it's not too bad.

Shemkin:
As you say, just a graze.  But you have been badly beaten and that is disgraceful.  Why did the soldiers beat you?

Girl:

(hollow laugh) Why?  Because of who I am of course.  Have you not heard doctor?  We have had a revolution in this country.
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