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Kpucmuna Mameuerko
domo npedocmassieHsbl npecc-cayxbamu
Teampa Ha CobopHolti (Pazarckuii TFO3)

OBBIKHOBEHHAST BOMHA,
KOTOPAY UET PIIOM

C HAMMU, HO BIIPSIMYIO
HAC HE KACAETCY — ECAU
TOABKO B APMUIO HE
3ABPAAY TBOET'O MYXA/
CBIHA, — [TPEMETOM
TEATPAABHOI'O UCKYCCTBA
HE CTAHOBUTCA.
OIIUCBIBATDL EE — YIEA
PEINIOPTEPOB, ITEPEXXVBATDb
EE — CTPAILIIHAY YYACTDH
COAJATCKUX MATEPEMU

U MUPHBIX XUTEAEU

B OYATE BOEHHBIX
NEVCTBUMN. A BOT
CBUIETEABCTBOBATDH

oraa noapsim,

B 2005 1 2006 romax
TMIOSIBHAUCH JIB€ ITHECHI
yueHUKoOB Hukonas
Koaanrw! — «[IlembeAb-
CKHH 1moe3m» AAEK-
ca”apa ApxurioBa

u «Mamoukm» Baagu-
Mmupa 3yeBa, OHHM BO MHOT'OM peaAnl30BaAl
HOTPEOHOCTH B IPUCTPACTHOM, TOPEKOM
CBUAETEALCTBOBAHUH. DTO U HE JAaBaAO 3a-
OBITH O CTpaxe o UMeHU BoiiHa, Korga yxe
3aKOHYHAACEH YyeueHcKad KaMmrauusa. O6e
BeIIM, 6Aaro HalluCaHbl OHH OBIAM TAAaHTAU-
BBIMU aBTOpPaMU, IIOAYYaAU IPpEMUHU Ha apa-
MaTyprudecKux KOHKypcax, IOKa3bIBaAANCH
Ha YUTKaX U CTABUANCH B ITPOPECCUOHAAD-

. HBIX TearpaX. O0e IeMOHCTPUPYIOT IIally-

pHCTCKOE OTHOIIIEHHE K KHU3HH, B KOTOPOH
arpropy He JOAXKHO ObITH BOMHBI, IIOTOMY
4TO OT Heé — fa, O4EBUIHOCTD! — cTpagaioT
MaTepHu 18-aeTHUX HapHeH, OTIIpaBUBIINE
CBOUX CBIHOBEU NPSAMHUKOM B aJCKOE IIEKAO,
IIOTOMY 4YTO OHA KAA€YUT BBIXKUBIIUX — TEX,
KTO BEPHYACH,
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cd K HopMaAbHOM xxu3HU. Obe PUuKcupy-
IOT y2Kac, B KOTOPBIH Y€AOBEKA IIOBEPTAET
MBICAB, YTO OH HHUKOT/ZIa HE CMOXKET CHOBAa
OOHSITEH CBOEro OAM3KOro, He HalIéT ero Mo-
THABI U HE y3HAaET, 3aUeM TellepPhb KUTh.
Tpanuitusa roBopUTE O BOMHE, UCXOAA
M3 YaCTHOTO ONbITA, a He HabAIoas U3 Bep-
ToAE€Ta, 3aBUCIIIETO HAQ ODATaABLHOM CIIEHOIH,
B KOTOPOH pelIarTcs Cyap0bI rocyaapcTBa
U Hapo4a, poANAaCh, KOHEYHO, HE CETOH4.
AOOOIIBITHO, YTO UMEHHO OHA PACKaALIBAET
TeaTpaAbHYIO ayIUTOpUIo HaBoe. Ha aabo-
paTopuu C IoKa3aTeAbHBIM Ha3BaHueM «[loa-
pocToK u BolMHa» B psa3aHckoM THO3e (TeaTpe
Ha CobopHo#) B dpeBpaae 2015 roma pexruc-
cépbl AHTOH OKOHENTHUKOB, KOHCTaHTHUH
IevunoB u Hataabdga AannHa rmoKa3bIBaAUu
oTpeIBKU U3 AHApes IlaaTonoBa, Baagu-
mupa boromoaoBa 1 HalIeX COBPEMEHHUITBI
ArogMuAbl YAUIIKOH. 11-aeTHU MBan Bon-
napeB y BoromoaoBa UCTOBO CAyZKUT pas-
BEIYHUKOM-MCTUTEAEM U B KOHIIE IIOTHOaeT
— [0, IIPUKAa3 0 PacCTpPeAe, IPOU3HECEHHBIN
mo-HeMennku. KpecTbaHcku cblH CTenaH
Tpodumon u3 «Boxkbero nepeBa» [IaaToHOBA
OTOpPBAaH OT I'PyAH MaTepH, OT POLHOU OKO-
AUIIBI ¥ OPUPOMAKI, YTOOKI IIaraTh, BCTABaTh
B CTpO#i, OpaTh BUHTOBKY HarepeBec, KOAOTH
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Bpara — 4, CyMeB HaKOHeIl yOUTb APyTroro de-
AOBeKa, IIOrHMOHYTH caMoMy. B roaymokyMeH-
TaAbHON KHUTE «/leTcTBO 45-53: a 3aBTpa
OyzmeT cuacThe» YAUIIKOM OCKOAKH Pas3HbIX
cyzneb, TOYKOH IepecedeHuss KOTOPhIX CTa-
Aa TIOCAEBOEHHAd KOMMYHAaAKAa, CMEIIaHbl
¢ OOABIIION HCTOPHEH CTPaHEI, I10 KacaTeAb-
HOM IIPOXOALIIEH Yepe3 KOHKPETHOIO YEAO-
BEKa.

3puTeAn — MOAOABIE U B3POCABIE, ITPO-
¢dreccroHaABHBIE U OOBIYHBIE — PearupoBa-
AU [I0-PA3HOMY: KTO-TO TOBOPHA 00 yxKace
CMepPTH, KTO-TO CTaBHA BOIIPOC pebpoM:
a TbI 3aBTpa HoHuAEmE Ha PPOHT, ecanu Po-
AWHa NPU30BET? MuauTapH3aliyis CoO3HaHUdA
CoeUHdAEeTCd B HAIllU JHU C UJEEeH naTpu-
OTu3Ma — BEJb P€Yb, I10 CyTH, O TOM, 4YTO
00oABIIIOE KOAMYECTBO AIOZiel (a TeaTpasbHad
ny0AMKa — Bcerzga MIUPOKUH cpes ofIe-
CTBEHHBIX HAaCTPOEHUH) XKUBET B COCTOIHUU
BHYTpPEHHEH MOOHAM3aIINY, cUUTasl Heob6Xo-
JAVMBIM 3alllUIIAThCHA OT BHEIIIHUX BPAaros.
HWan Haxoad 3TUX BparoB BHYTPHU CTpa-
HBI — a TOTZla HEJaA€KO U [0 IpazKJaHCKOMN
BOMHEL. B cuTyanuu Kpu3HUCHOMN BO BCEX
OTHOIIIEHUSIX — B TOM YHUCA€ U BHYTPH
KYABTYPHOI'O cOObIIeCTBa — CHAOBOH CII0C00
pemeHus IpobAeM CTaHOBUTCH HEBEPOSITHO

IIOIIYASIPHEBIM, €Ba AN He B OOABLIEH cTelle-
HU, 9YeM Hesd XPUCTHAHCKOr0o nanuduiMa,
HUKaK He OTMeHSoast AF000BE K PoquHe.

B cayyae co cTapiiiMyu IITKOABHUKAaMU,
KOTOPBIX BpEMEHHAas AUCTAHIINS [IOCTaBUAA
B II0AOKEHMe naréKux HabAonareael, nua-
AOT O BOMHE B Te€aTpe BO3MOKEH KaK pas 4de-
Pe€3 COUyBCTBHE K UX CBEPCTHHUKAM — K TEM,
KTO OKa3aAcs B SKCTPEMAaABHOH CUTyalluHu
U ctaa repoeM. Ho B 30HY couyBCTBU4 IIoNa-
[al0T U IIPOCThIE XKEPTBBI MaxXOBUKa BOMHBI:
yTHaHHBIE B KOHIIAQTEPS AETH, MAABIUIIIKU-
COAlaThI, HUYEro He yMeBIIIHe U He 00AanaB-
LIHe 3a10pOM yOuBaTh, KOTOPBIM MOTAH II0O-
XBaCTaThCS AETU-BOMHBI U3 IPO3bl ApKaaus
latimapa. 9T0 — TOXE BasKHO, 3TO TOXKE YACTb
IaMdTH, €CAH OHa He KyIIHpPOBaHa YMEABIM
«pemaKTopoM». DTO U €CTh IIyTh K SMIIATHH,
KOTOpyIo cécTpbl KapaThIrMHBI, aBTOPEI IIe-
4aAbHO 3HAMEHHTOTO MEMa «XOAOKOCT — KAeH
[Ast 000eB», 0Opear Daaromapsi OpraHU30BaH-
HOM ad HUX 1toe3nke B OCBEHIIHM.

HHTepecHO, YTO BOMHOMN — IIPUYEM
CIIpaBeOANBOMN BOMHOMN KaK €IUHCTBEHHOU
BO3MOXKHOCTBIO BBICTOATE B MUPE B3POCAO-
IO XaHXKEeCTBAa U XKECTOKOCTH — JKUAU T'€pPOU
pauHux neec IOpua Kaasnuena. B «Co-
Oupareae IIyAb» IIOAPOCTOK YXOAHA B OKpa-
WHHBIE IIOKUHYThIe 0Ma, YTOObI OpyzKHeM
0AaropOLHON U KECTOKOM CEeKTHI CpaKaTh-
CsI C MUPOM TYIIBIX, aIPECCUBHBIX B3POC-
AbIX. ObuTaTeAr BOEHH3UPOBAHHOI0 I10-
ceAeHUs «‘AHHBD Cpa*kaAHUCh HE Ha XKU3HB,
a Ha CMEpPTh C BparaMu-IpUIIeAbIIaMU.
XKuBotHrble u3 «Cobak-aKya3a» o0beTuHsI-
AUICH C IETHBMH, YTOOBI OOPOTHCS U TTOTHUO-
HYTb B CTpaIIHON OUTBE IIPOTUB MEP3KUX
IIayKOB U 3M€H, CIIAETABIINUXCSI B CBOEM
AHTUTYMaHUCTHUYECKOM KAyOKe B 3a0po-
IeHHO# TpaHcopMmaTopHo Oyake. Tak ke
BOEBaAO BCE CO BCEM B (pMHAABHOH 4YacCTH
«[lasexko» (Far Away) — 3HaMEHUTON aHTH-
yTonuu OPUTAHCKOT0 KAACCHKA new writing
Kopua Yépuuaa: 0OA€HU AN BOWHOHN Ha Aa-
Hel, ppIObI — HA 3MeH, U caMo TedeHHe PeKHU
OBIAO BOMHCTBYIOIINM, TaK YTO Ha TOT Oeper
reposiM ObIAO He Imepebparbces.

Mup anTuyronui Kanasauesa nmouTu
BCETIa TATOTEA K BOOPYKEHHOMY, HUYETO
He OodIlieMycs ¥ BCTaBIIEMY Ha TPOILY BO-
HHEBI reporo-pebeHKY — TO eCTh TOMY, KTO elé
He IIOr'PsA3 B MUpPE AXKH U JBOUHBIX CTaH-
napToB. [IpoAUTE KPOBB — 3HAYHUT OYHUCTHUTH
MHUp OT CKBEpPHBI, yTBepxaas KaaBaues
B CBOUX IIOAHBIX y2Kaca U BOCTopra IIepesn
3THUM MUPOM IIbecax. PomanTHyeckuii OyHT
COIPsIKEH C HUIIIIIEaHCKOH naeel youTh
JApyroro, HETOAHOI'O UAM Hecyllero Bpena. ba-

«WToopocmok u oliHa»

AabaHOBCcKUe «BpaThsi», TOABKO CHAOXKEHHEBIE
Ooaee M30LIPEHHOM, Dasupyrolelics Ha BOC-
TOYHBIX [TPAKTHUKAX CAMyPaCKOI0 «I1yTH»
draocodureli, peHHKapHUPOBAANCH B MaAb-
4yrKaxX u3 OpyTasbHBIX TeKCTOB KaaBnueBa.
Uneeti BOHHEBI ObIA OOA€H U T'epOil IIHeChl
AnHEI 516A0HCKOH «CeMelHbIe CIIEHBI: OTel]
CEeMENCTBAa, BEpPHYBIIUNCA C COBPEMEHHON
4Ee4YEHCKOU BOMHBI, HE MOXKET XUThb HOP-
MaABHOM XKU3HBIO. 2KeHa, CbIH, KBapTUupa
— BCE OILYIIAeTCd B3POCABIM MYKYHMHON
4yepes IMMAOTHYIO IIEACHY He BbIBETPHUBIIIETO-
Csd BOCIIOMHMHAHUA O 4Yy3KOU U CBOEH KPOBH,
0 TOM, 4TO OBIAO «TaMy. lllar 3a marom Bme-
CTe C pa3pylIeHHEM CEMBU U3HYTPHU (KeHa
U3MEHLET C COCEA0M Y MyCOPOIIPOBOAA, IIPO-
OAEMHBIH CHIH OTHAAIETCS U 3aMbIKAeTCs
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«CemeliHble cueHbl AHHbL SI61I0HCKOTL

B cebe) ckaagbpIBaeTCd HCTOPHUA HACTOSIIEH
BOMHEBI ¢ (pMHAAOM Ha KPBIIIe MHOI'03TaXK-
KU, OTKyJa MaABYHK C [AIlOH CTPEALdIOT

II0 OKHaM JIoMa HaIlIpOTHUB — I10 TUIIOTETHUYE-
CKUM Bparam. [IpuBeldyka BUAETHL MUD 4Yepe3
IIPU3My BO€HHBIX NEUCTBUH, 4Yepes3 ACACHHUE
Ha CBOUX U YyKHUX CXAECTBIBAETCH C OTKAa-
30M aJalTHPOBaThCI K cUcTeMe (DaABIIH-
BBIX [IEHHOCTEH, OBITOBOrO BpaHbd U OT-
CyTCTBHSA UCKPEHHOCTH. Benb BoiiHaA — 3TO
ellé U CUTyallud OTOAEHHBIX N0 KpalHeHn
CTEIIEHU Y€AOBEYECKUX B3aMMOOTHOIIEHU:
MY3KCKOTr'o OpaTcTBa UAH IPEAaTEeAbCTBA,
xpabpocTu nau TpycocTu. Hemapom Bean

¥ CAY3KOBI B apMHH [O-IIPEKHEMY, HECMOTPI
Ha UCTOPHHU C AEAOBINVHON U YHUKEHUEM
coantaT opUllepaMU, OCTAACS POMaHTHYe-
CKHUU UMHUXK: «KTO B apPMHUHU CAYIKHA, TOT...»
Nannuanys I0HOIIN KaK He00X0qUMBbIH
3Tall €ro B3pOCAEHUH — BOT 4aCTh apMeu-
CKOr0o MH(a, KOTOPBIHA TaK JEAUKATHO

U IIPOTUBOPEYUBO TPaHCAUPOBaA EBrenui
I'puikoser 4yepes3 AUYHBIN OIBIT B CBOEM
3HaMEHHUTOM cIlekTakae «Kak g crea coba-
Ky». Crpax nepen cayk00i Ha ocTpoBe Pyc-
CKHUH CONPAXKEH C HOCTAABI'MYECKHU HEXKHBIM
BOCIIOMHHAHUEM O TOM, YTO BCE-TAKH HOBO-
OpaHell cTOsIA Ha Kpalo POAWHEI, Ha eé pybe-
JKaxX — U IIYCTb OH MOYHACS C 3THX pybexkel
B OK€aH, HO ¥ AIO0OBE K 3TOH pOLHHE TOXKe
4yBCTBOBAA.

[Tocae yzxacoB apraHcKol, a IOTOM
4YEe4YEeHCKOM KaMIIaHUM, 3HAKOBO 3ale4ar-
A€HHBIX cHadaaa B «Hore» Hagex el Koxy-
mraHo¥ u Hukute! TaryHoBa, 3ateM B «['py3e
200» Arekcea BanabaHoBa, MasgTHUK 00IIEe-
CTBEHHBIX HACTPOEHHUH, IIOJOIPEBAEMBIX
ImporaraHaoy, CHOBa KaQ4HYACH B CTOPOHY
MHUAUTAPU3UPOBAHHOIO IIATPUOTHU3MA.
deHoOMEH 3TOT AIOOOIIBITEH €Il U TEM, UTO
4YEeAOBEK HAQYHWHAET CYUTATh CBOEH POAUHON
HE KOHKPETHOE MECTO, TOPO, CEAO, & OT'POM-
HyI0 cTpaHy. Tak U nponarasga UMeeT JeA0
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¢ OOABIIIMMU BEAUYHHAMH, & HE C MAABIMH

— 9TO BO MHOI'OM OO'BbSICHHAET TEPIIIMOCTD
Afofiefl K AOKAABHOMY AUCKOMQOPTY, HO I'O-
TOBHOCTB «(IIOCTO4Th 3a Poccuror. BaxkHa
nobena B OyayiieM, a He HaAaXKUBaHUe
JKU3HU 3€Ch U ceiiyac. BaxkHa cTparerud,
a He KOHKPETHBIH 4eAOBEK, KOTOPBIH MOXKET
HOOBITH U MyIIeYHBIM MacoM. CUTyaluu
IIOCTOSTHHOH 3CKaAaluy KOH(PAUKTOB Ha-
XOAATCH B IIOA€ BHUMaHHUS COBPEMEHHOM
ApaMaTypruu. 1o KOHQPAUKTHI OBITOBBIE,
KaK B paHHUX becax OparbeB [IpecHaKo-
BbIX («Teppopuszm» u «M3o06pakasa :KepTBY»);
KOoCMHYecKHe, Kak y Makcuma KypoukuHa,
KOTOPBIH yepes3 paHTaACTHUIECKHUH KOAOD
pasbupaeTcsd C YeAOBEUYECKOM ITICUXOAOTHEH
U uneoaorueti; romopoOHbIE, KaK y Baaepusa
[TeuetiknHa; MeKHAIITMOHAABHBIE, KaK B ITheE-
cax Oaxaca XKaHatigapoBa (<Marasun),
Annrnl Barypunoit (Kade «Ilapyp»), Xaanna
MawmenoBa («PycocTan»), Baaepusa lllepru-
Ha («Koabaca. dparmentsr) u Oabru Ilo-
roauHoH (JTAMHsSHasa gMar); HAKOHEI], BOEH-
Hble, KaK B IIbecaxX AaeKcaHapa ApXHUIIOBa,
Baagumupa 3yeBa U 11eAOT0 psiga YIEHHUKOB
Hukoaas Koassabl, KOTOphIE IIPHUCTAABHO
BCMaTPHBAaAHUCH B AHIla TapHEH, BEPHYB-
muxcs ¢ BOUHBI. [Ibechl 3TH 3aMedyaTeAbHBI

TEM, YTO HE JAaIOT I'OTOBBIX OTBETOB H, KaK
IIPaBHUAO, HE 3aPAXKEHBI uneeu. A nuaed, Bu-
JAHUMO, U ECTh CaAMO€ CTPAIIIHOE B BOMHE.

Kagpe dllapyp» AHHbL BamypuHoti

|

PLAYWRIGHT

A Lesson in Peace

The Subject of War in the Works of
Contemporary Playwrights

Christina Matvienko
Photos courtesy of the press services of the Bryantsev Youth Theatre (Saint Petersburg) —
“The Demob Train”, the Praktika Theatre — “Far Away”, and the Youth Theatre on Sobornaya

Square (Ryazan) — “Teens and War”

AN AVERAGE WAR THAT IS BEING WAGED NEARBY BUT DOES
NOT CONCERN US DIRECTLY — UNLESS YOUR HUSBAND/ SON
GOT DRAFTED INTO THE ARMY — DOES NOT BECOME THE
SUBJECT OF THEATRE ART. WRITING ABOUT IT IS THE
PURVIEW OF REPORTERS, AND LIVING THROUGH IT IS THE
TERRIBLE LOT OF SOLDIERS’ MOTHERS AND CIVILIANS IN THE
EPICENTER OF MILITARY OPERATIONS. YET ONLY ARTISTS CAN
BEAR WITNESS ABOUT IT TO FUTURE GENERATIONS.
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hen two plays by stu-
dents of Nikolai Kolya-
da — Alexander Arkh-
ipov’'s “The Demob
Train” and Vladimir
Zuyev’s “Mommies” —
came out in 2005 and
2006 respectively, in many ways they fulfilled
the need for biased, bitter testimony. This
also kept people from forgetting about the
terror by the name of War, when the Chechen
campaign was already over. Both works were,
thankfully, written by talented authors and
received awards at various playwriting com-
petitions, were shown at read-throughs and
staged in professional theatres. Both exhib-
it a pacifist attitude toward life, where war
should not exist a priori, because —and that is
self-evident! — it brings suffering to mothers
of 18-year-old boys, mothers who sent their
sons straight into hellfire, because it cripples
those who survive it, those who came back
but were unable to adapt to normal, civilian
life. Both document the horror that seizes a
person, when they think that they will never
again be able to embrace their loved one, will
never find out where they are buried, will nev-
er know how they can now go on.

MUT-MH®O N2 2015

“The Demob Train”

The tradition of talking about war from
personal experience, rather than watching
from a helicopter that hovers over a battle
scene that decides the fates of a country
and people, is not new, of course. Curious-
ly, it is this tradition that splits the theatre
audience right down the middle. In Febru-
ary of 2015, directors Anton Okoneshnikov,
Konstantin Demidov and Natalia Lapina
were showing excerpts from Andrei Platon-
ov, Vladimir Bogomolov and our contem-
porary Lyudmila Ulitskaya at a workshop
with a meaningful title “Teens and War” in
Ryazan’s Youth Theatre (Theatre on Sobor-
naya). Bogomolov’s 11l-year-old Ivan Bond-
arev is a zealous scout and avenger, who dies
at the end, sentenced to be shot by an order
given in German. Stepan Trofimov from Pla-
tonov’s “God’s Tree” is the son of a peasant,
who is ripped from his mother’s arms, from
his native village and nature, so he could
march, join the ranks, hold the rifle at the
ready, stab it at the enemy and die himself,
having finally managed to kill another per-
son. In Ulitskaya’s semi-documentary book
titled “Childhood 45-53: And Happiness Will
Come Tomorrow”, broken fragments of var-
ious lives that intersect inside a post-war

communal apartment are mixed in with the
bigger history of the country that passes
tangentially through a specific individual.

Audience members — young and old, pro-
fessional and regular — reacted differently:
some talked about the horror of death, oth-
ers asked the question point-blank: will you
go to war tomorrow if the Motherland calls?
Militarization of consciousness nowadays is
combined with the idea of patriotism — be-
cause the issue here, in essence, is that a
large number of people (and theatre audi-
ence is always a broad profile of public opin-
ion) live in a state of internal mobilization,
believing it necessary to defend themselves
from outside enemies. Or finding those ene-
mies within the country — and then it’s only
a matter of time before things spiral into a
civil war. In a state of overall crisis — includ-
ing the situation within the cultural com-
munity — solving problems by means of force
becomes an incredibly popular method, al-
most more so than the idea of Christian pac-
ifism that in no way negates the love for one’s
Motherland.

In the case of older students, who were
put in the position of distant observers by vir-
tue of temporal distance, a dialogue about

o

o e

‘"I

war in theatre is possible precisely through
sympathy for their peers — for those, who
found themselves in extreme circumstances
and became heroes. Yet simple victims of the
war’s flywheel fall into that sympathy zone
as well: children driven to concentration
camps, soldier boys who didn’t know how to
do anything and didn’t have the passion for
killing that children warriors from Arkady
Gaidar’s prose could boast as part of their
makeup. This is also important, it’s also a
part of memory, unless it gets cut out by a
skillful “editor”. This is precisely the path
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toward empathy that the Karatygin sisters,
creators of the infamous “Holocaust is a
wallpaper paste” meme, have found thanks
to the visit to Auschwitz that was arranged
for them.

It is interesting that characters from Yuri
Klavdiev’s early plays lived for the war — a
righteous war at that; one that presents it-
self as the only way to hold out in a world
of adult hypocrisy and cruelty. A teenager in
“Bullet Collector” went to abandoned homes
on the outskirts in order to fight a world of
obtuse, aggressive adults using a noble and
cruel sect as a weapon. Residents of a mili-
tarized village in “Anna” were fighting to the
death with alien enemies. Animals in “Yaku-
za Dogs” joined forces with children in order
to fight and die in a terrible battle against
disgusting spiders and snakes twisting in
their anti-humanist tangle inside an aban-
doned transformer vault. In much the same
way everything battled against everything
else in the final portion of “Far Away” — a
famous dystopia by a British classic Caryl
Churchill: deer went to war against doe, fish
— against snakes, and the very current of the
river was belligerent, preventing the main
characters from crossing it.

MUT-MH®O N2 2015

“Playing the Victim”

The world of Klavdiev’s dystopias was al-
most always drawn toward a child hero on
the warpath, armed and not afraid of any-
thing — someone, in other words, who has
not yet become mired in a world of lies and
double standards. In his plays, full of hor-
ror and admiration for this world, Klavdiev
claims that spilling blood means cleansing
the world from filth. A romantic revolt is cou-
pled with Nietzschean idea of killing of the
other, the unfit or the harmful. Balabanov’s
“Brothers”, only equipped with a more so-
phisticated philosophy, based on the Orien-
tal practices of the samurai “way”, became
reincarnated as boys in Klavdiev’s brutal
texts.

The protagonist of Anna Yablonskaya’s
play “Family Scenes” is also afflicted with
the idea of war: the head of the family,
who returned home from the latest Chech-
en war, is incapable of leading a normal
life. His wife, his son, his apartment — the
grown man perceives all of that through a
thick veil of a lingering memory of blood, of
others and his own, of things that took place
“there”. Step by step, as the family is being
destroyed from the inside (the wife is cheat-
ing on him with a neighbor by the garbage

chute, the problem son distances himself
and closes himself off), the story of a real
war begins to take shape with a finale on
the roof of a multi-storey building, where the
boy and his father are shooting at the win-
dows of a house across from them - trying
to hit their hypothetical enemies. This hab-
it of seeing the world through the prism of
military actions, through the division into
us and them is crossed with the refusal to
adapt to a system of false values, mundane
lies and the absence of sincerity. War, after
all, is also the case of human relations bared
to the max: of male brotherhood or betray-
al, courage or cowardice. There’s a reason
that service in the army still retains its ro-
mantic image, despite the stories of military
hazing and humiliation of soldiers by their
officers: “those, who served in the army,
they...” A young man’s initiation as a nec-
essary stage of his growing up — that is the
part of the army myth that Evgeny Grishko-
vets relayed so delicately and controversially
through his own experience in his famous
production of “How I Ate a Dog”. The fear of
doing service on the Russky Island is cou-
pled with a nostalgically tender recollection
that the recruit was, after all, standing at
the border of the Motherland, at its frontiers
—and even though he pissed from those fron-
tiers into the ocean, he did feel love toward
that Motherland as well.

Following the horrors of the Afghan and
then the Chechen campaigns that were de-
picted meaningfully first in “The Leg” by Na-
dezhda Kozhushanaya and Nikita Tyagunov
and then in Alexei Balabanov’s “Load 2007,
the pendulum of public opinion, stirred up by
propaganda, swung once more toward mili-
tarized patriotism. This phenomenon is in-
teresting also for the fact that an individual
begins to consider his Motherland to be the
entire enormous country, rather than a spe-
cific place, a city, or a village. Thus propa-
ganda tends to deal with large values rather
than small ones — and this goes a long way
toward explaining people’s tolerance of local
discomfort and readiness “to defend Russia”.
It is the future victory that’s important, not
the arrangement of life here and now. The
strategy is important, not a specific individ-
ual that can be used as cannon fodder as
well. Situations of constant conflict escala-
tion are scrutinized carefully by contempo-
rary dramaturgy. These include mundane,
domestic conflicts, like the ones in the earli-
er plays by the Presnyakov brothers (“Terror-
ism” and “Playing the Victim”); cosmic, like

“Sausage. Fragments”

those of Maxim Kurochkin, who deals with
human psychology and ideology through
fantastical colors; homophobic, like Valery
Pecheikin’s; international, like in the plays
by Olzhas Zhanaidarov (“The Store”), Anna
Baturina (“The Sharur Café”), Khalid Mame-
dov (“Rusostan”), Valery Shergin (“Sausage.
Fragments”) and Olga Pogodina (“Clay Pit”);
and, finally, military ones, like in the plays
by Alexander Arkhipov, Vladimir Zuyev and
quite a number of students of Nikolai Kolya-
da, who were paying close attention to the
faces of the boys that came back from the
war. These plays are remarkable in that they
do not provide ready answers and, as a rule,
are not energized with an idea. And an idea,
evidently, is the most terrifying part of war.
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