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        Music

      

      	

      	
        Elvis Costello

      
    


    
      	
        Original Film

      

      	

      	
        Paweł Pawlikowski

      
    


    
      	
        Director

      

      	

      	
        Rupert Goold
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        Simon Hale

      
    


    
      	
        Choreographer

      

      	

      	
        Ellen Kane

      
    


    
      	
        Set Designer

      

      	

      	
        Jon Bausor

      
    


    
      	
        Costume Designer

      

      	

      	
        Evie Gurney

      
    


    
      	
        Lighting Designer

      

      	

      	
        Paule Constable

      
    


    
      	
        Sound Designer

      

      	

      	
        Sinéad Diskin
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The production was produced by the Almeida Theatre, by arrangement with Apocalypso Pictures, in association with Tanya Seghatchian and John Woodward.

  


  


  Characters


  WIKTOR, a pianist, composer and arranger


  ZULA, a singer and dancer


  IRENA, a musicologist, teacher and archivist


  KACZMAREK, a state-employed administrator


  MICHEL, a music producer


  JULIETTE, a writer


  AIMEE, a singer


  ANIA, a young singer


  DELIA, a film producer


  HERBERT, a film producer


  MICHEL, a music producer


  And STATE OFFICIALS, SINGERS, DANCERS, WAITERS, BOHEMIANS, PRISON GUARDS, SOLDIERS, a NANNY


  Setting


  Poland, Berlin, Paris, 19491964.


  The scenes can move fluidly from place to place with a minimum of set/props.


  Note on Text


  Words in square brackets are unspoken.


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


  


  


  ACT ONE


  Poland, winter 1949.


  In the darkness a voice rings out singing At My Mothers House:


  GIRL.


  U Moje Matecki brzunkali slunecki


  A tero nie bendo bo ni ma corecki


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Instrumental verse.


  Brzunkajta sklunecki jekiesta brzunkali Kochajta me chlopcy jekiesta kochali


  CHORUS.


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Lights rise on a cold village hall in a little rural town.


  WIKTOR and IRENA stand listening to two GIRLS singing this song. WIKTOR has headphones on, attached to a reel-to-reel recording device, holding a microphone out towards the music.


  IRENA makes notes in a logbook.


  GIRL.


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  KACZMAREK stamps up and down, bored, flapping his arms to stay warm. He stops the performance.


  KACZMAREK. All right, thank you!


  He ushers the GIRLS out.


  IRENA. What?


  KACZMAREK. Ive heard that song about fifteen fucking times today  everywhere we go! Too crude. Theyre all too crude.


  IRENA. Thats the mountain style.


  KACZMAREK. Style my arse. Where I come from  every drunk sings like that.


  A MAN WITH A HURDY-GURDY starts to audition


  HURDY-GURDY PLAYER.


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  Oj-la-la-la, oj-la-la-la


  KACZMAREK. What the hell are we doing out here? Lets go back.


  IRENA. We cant go back. We have three more villages to


  KACZMAREK. No. Ive had enough. I need a drink. Anyway  the suns going down. The roadsll be black ice in an hour.


  IRENA. Then let me drive.


  KACZMAREK (looks at WIKTOR for support). You drive? With respect, my dear, Im not sure youd be able to manage our truck.


  IRENA. Why not?


  KACZMAREK. Look, Ill be honest with you  when I dont drive, I get anxious. Out here in the middle of nowhere, in the dark  with you driving, youre tired, youve been up since the crack of dawn, one false gear shift, we end up in a ditch, having to stay the night in some little cottage? With some huge extended family and the old granny crouching there staring at us? I mean purely even on an existential level


  ZULA (interrupting). Is this the auditions?


  They turn to see a young woman standing in the doorway.


  KACZMAREK. No, were finished. No more today.


  ZULA. What?! Ive been standing out here in the snow for two hours!


  KACZMAREK. Anyway, were not doing auditions. Thats next week.


  ZULA. So, what are you doing?


  IRENA. Collecting music.


  ZULA. What music?


  IRENA. Folk music.


  KACZMAREK. Dont tell her anything. Polish music.


  ZULA. I have folk music. I know hundreds of songs.


  KACZMAREK. But you havent even auditioned.


  ZULA. Thats why Im here. Tell me what to sing!


  KACZMAREK. We havent finished collecting the songs!


  ZULA. So collect my songs!


  KACZMAREK. Well do it at the auditions!


  ZULA. When are the auditions?!


  KACZMAREK. When weve finished collecting the songs!


  ZULA. All right, keep your wig on. Where do you want me to stand?


  KACZMAREK. Outside! I told you  were finished for today.


  IRENA. Whats your name?


  ZULA (to IRENA). Zuzanna Lichn. Zula.


  KACZMAREK (with genial finality). Youre not on the list.


  ZULA. What list?


  KACZMAREK waves IRENA and WIKTOR out.


  KACZMAREK. The list is irrelevant because weve had technical difficulties! We have three more towns to visit today!


  WIKTOR and IRENA head out.


  ZULA. I paid to get here. I have to pay to get back.


  KACZMAREK. From where?


  ZULA. Murzasichle.


  KACZMAREK. Moorza-what-icle?


  ZULA. Murzasichle.


  KACZMAREK. Where the hell is that?


  ZULA. I gave a lorry driver thirty-five zloty to get here.


  KACZMAREK. Im not giving you thirty-five zloty! Come here.


  ZULA stands in front of him. He looks at her.


  Turn around.


  She does so. He looks her up and down.


  (Suddenly relenting, giving her a ticket.) All right, here, take it.


  ZULA. What is it?


  KACZMAREK. For the auditions. Its next week. Just you. And dont tell anyone. All right? Youre welcome.


  He goes. Voices sing underscore


  ENSEMBLE.


  The devil knocked three times


  I opened up my door


  Ill give you anything you want


  My lovers heart is all


  That deal is easy done, he swore


  He held me with a grin


  But when the time has come to pay


  You better let me in

 
  Giant windows of a dilapidated ballroom come into focus as the village hall melts away. Sunlight rises in the windows. A table full of food is laid out against one wall.

A dozen young SINGERS and DANCERS come in to where KACZMAREK, WIKTOR and IRENA wait. The young folk wear dishevelled old clothes. ZULA is among the group.

They continue singing under KACZMAREKs welcome speech.

KACZMAREK. Young friends! You may be wondering what you are doing here, in this stately house. Well, thanks to the beneﬁcence of our esteemed leaders, should you prove yourselves worthy, this may just become your home. Through this door you enter a world of music, song and dance  Irena?

IRENA. Yes, our remit is to ﬁnd performers for our national music.

KACZMAREK. The music of pain and humiliation

IRENA. And joy and celebration too.

KACZMAREK. And joy  yes, of course. Like you, yes, Ive laughed at some of these old folk songs from the ﬁelds, from the mountains  didnt think much of them  why? Because they originated in the minds of an uneducated proletariat? Because theyre not as elevated as the so-called bourgeois classics? Well, nobodys laughing now  are they, Irena?

IRENA. No.

KACZMAREK. Because this is the music of victory! You may be wondering: will everyone be allowed through this door? And my answer is: absolutely not. Our government has decreed that only the very cream of our young talent will be permitted to remain. And under the careful supervision of our tutors, Irena Komorowska, and our musical director here, Wiktor Zatoński  should you be accepted, you will rehearse and work and strive to become an elite troupe  to perform on our countrys great stages. To inspire our people  to

  express what has been subjugated and lain buried for too long within their souls. So, I invite you now, today, to join the fierce and noble struggle with yourselves and with each other for our limited places. Successful auditionees will be given clean clothes, three meals a day, medical check-ups and unlimited political instruction. So good luck to you all. Hurrah!


  The group ravenously attacks the table of food, breaking into little huddles, stuffing their faces. Some take their food outside. WIKTOR and IRENA set up a work table at one end of the room.


  ZULA joins a girl, ANIA, and BOY at the other end of the room. She speaks through her stuffed mouth as she devours a sandwich.


  ZULA. Do we have to be able to read music?


  BOY. Nah. Someone said they want it peasant-style. Whatever that is.


  ANIA. Songs from the radio?


  BOY. No  old songs. Too shit for the radio.


  He takes his food, stuffing some extra up his sweater, and heads out into the sunshine.


  ZULA turns to ANIA.


  ZULA. What will you sing?


  ANIA. Just a song we used to sing in school. You?


  ZULA. Dont know yet. How does it go, this tune of yours?


  ANIA considers ZULA.


  You can trust me, Im not going to steal it!


  ANIA starts singing Hej Sokoły:


  ANIA. See there by the black water


  ZULA Everybody knows that one! It would be nice with two voices. Start again.


  ZULA joins in with a low harmony. ANIA nods.


  ZULA and ANIA.


  See there by the black water


  A handsome soldier sits on horseback


  While his true love stands beside him


  Crying for his safe return-o


  Hey, hey fly the falcons


  Hearing them, WIKTOR stops working. He stands at the table.


  WIKTOR. Girls. Please.


  WIKTOR motions them to the table. IRENA continues working, getting the ledgers out, shes not ready to start auditions. She casts a cold eye on WIKTOR.


  Go on.


  ZULA and ANIA start their song again. They harmonise beautifully, mesmerising WIKTOR.


  ANIA and ZULA.


  Hey, hey fly the falcons


  Over mountains forests and valleys


  Ring ring ring the church bells


  Bring my lover home to me-o


  IRENA. Thank you. After delousing, well call you  as per your numbers  when we are ready to start.


  The GIRLS turn to leave.


  WIKTOR. What else have you got?


  ZULA. To sing?


  WIKTOR. Yes.


  ZULA starts to sing a song, Serdtse from the 1934 movie Jolly Fellows.


  ZULA.


  Kak mnogo laskovykh imyon


  No lishodno iz nikh trevozhit


  Unosya pokoy i son


  Kak mnogo devushek khoroshikh


  Kak mnogo laskovykh imyon


  No lishodno iz nikh trevozhit


  Unosya pokoy i son kogda vlyublyon


  IRENA. Thank you.


  ZULA. And the chorus!


  (Singing.) Foolish heart, you never about contentment Foolish heart, its so great to be alive! Foolish heart, I am so grateful that youre like this Oh thank you, foolish heart, for showing me the pain of love!


  ZULA finishes. WIKTOR is bewitched. IRENA is peeved.


  WIKTOR. Russian song? Where did you get it?


  ZULA. The movies.


  WIKTOR. Hows your dancing?


  ZULA. I know the basic moves
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