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Scene 1: CHURCH

(Projection: Pictures of Nikolai II and Alexandra with their names underneath and the legend ‘Coronation – Moscow 1895’.
On one side, a wall with graffito: LONG LIVE THE NEW TSAR!
The METROPOLITAN, a magnificently attired high priest, enters)

METROPOLITAN

The elders of Israel came to David and anointed him over Israel and David grew great and the God of Hosts was with him. So are the elders of Russia assembled here in Moscow, our historic old capital, to crown Nikolai and Alexandra. God save our new Tsar and Tsarina.

(NIKOLAI and ALEXANDRA are seated on their respective thrones, resplendent in their full coronation, regalia. MARIA, the queen mother, sits on a smaller throne, to one side.
Fanfare, choirs sing, multitudes cheer. Then all the noise cuts off abruptly) 

ALIX

Pussyline, darling, sweetie hubby-mine, my teeny-weeny bottom is getting sore. 

NIKOLAI

(Suppresses a giggle) I’m sorry but I can't kiss it better right now.

ALIX

It's so sore, spitzruhe.

NIKOLAI

I’m not one bit surprised, darling. You have the honour of resting your teeny-weeny bum-bum on the throne of Ivan the Terrible and Peter the Great. My grandfather, Alexander the Second, of blessed memory also sat---

ALIX

(Whimpers) No, I don't want the horrid revolutionaries to do to you what they did to your grandfather. Blown to bits by an infernal machine. His blood and innards scattered all over the paving stones...

NIKOLAI

I shall gladly give my life for Russia, if necessary. 

(Burst of music)

ALIX

(Whimpers, tries to lean on NIKOLAI) No, no, you will never die. Or at least, pass away in bed.

NIKOLAI

Sunshine, please. Remember what grandma Victoria taught us.

ALIX

Stiff upper lip. But meanwhile my it’s my backside that’s getting stiff. 

MARIA

(Aside) The stupid German cow. 

(A DELEGATION of old men, hobble in and, helped by one another, prostrate themselves before NIKOLAI)

DELEGATES

We are the common people, the poor, the weak, the meek, we are the true Russia. Forever and ever your obedient servants, your most abject subjects. 

METROPOLITAN

Most pious sovereign, guardian of the Russian Orthodox Church--

ALIX

And head of the nation--

METROPOLITAN

Tsar autocrat and great emperor of all the Russias--

ALIX

(echoes the METROPOLITAN, like a pupil who has done her homework) Of Moscow and Kiev, of Novgorod, Tsar of Kazan and Astrakhan, of Poland, of Siberia, Grand Duke of Finland--

DELEGATES

God save the Tsar! 

ALIX

What a lovely coronation.

NIKOLAI

(To himself) I'm dying for a fag.

ALIX

Look how devoted they are to you. I want them to love me, too, deeply, as I have learnt to love Russia and the Orthodox church.

METROPOLITAN

May the words of the prophet come true … Nation shall not lift up sword against nation.

NIKOLAI
(Rises, spreads his arms, sings in a soft tenor voice) 

I,

Nikolai,

Emperor, autocrat, absolute, sublime,

Hereby promise peace in our time.

DELEGATES

Peace! The new Tsar will give us peace!

A YOUNG DELEGATE
And freedom.

DELEGATES

Shush.

YOUNG DELEGATE

Just that much (Shows how little, with his forefinger and thumb).

VOICE
(off stage, screams) Catastrophe!

(A YOUNG OFFICER enters, pushes the delegates aside, They collapse in all directions. The OFFICER rushes to NIKOLAI, kneels in front of him, almost overcome by emotion)

OFFICER

Your Majesty, horrible, horrible horrors. Horrendous scenes.

NIKOLAI

(Weakly) Pull yourself together, officer.

ALIX

Oh, Nicky, I do admire your poise.

MARIA

(Aside) He is the Tsar, stupid.

OFFICER

Your Majesty, your loyal, admiring subjects, in a huge tidal wave eager to catch a glimpse of their new Tsar and Tsarina... a free glass of kvas, a piece of coronation cake, perhaps, even a royal gift 

ALIX

Gifts? 

NIKOLAI

Trinkets.

ALIX

This coronation will be the ruin of us.

MARIA

(Aside) Stupid German miser. 

NIKOLAI

It’s an old Russian custom, darling. (To the OFFICER) The tidal wave...

OFFICER

Your people, happy, on your great day... happy under the warm sun, swarm happily all over the vast plain... laughing gaily, playful, happy, doomed... doomed. They suddenly gush forward, stampede... And... oh, my Tsar, oh, my God.... the... the earth opens up under their panic and...

(Screams and cries of anguish, off stage, fill the auditorium, drowning the next few lines which are conveyed by gesture)

...falling, tripping over the fallen... layer upon layer of death and screaming agony... hundreds of your subjects, your admiring, adoring subjects buried alive in a mountain of frightful flesh.

NIKOLAI

(Phlegmatically) The earth opened up, you say?

OFFICER

A deep trench, dug by orders of your uncle, Grand Duke Sergey, governor of Moscow...

(SERGEY enters, a big, fierce-looking man in his fifties who speaks in a loud, aggressive voice)

SERGEY

Look here, Nicky. The trench was there for the army manoeuvres. I had it carefully covered with planks. But the careless bastard civilians... There were too many of the stinkers... They pushed forward like frightened pigs... (To the audience) Is it the army's fault that the stupid hoi polloi just wouldn't behave with proper discipline? A few hours of square bashing a day for every Russian man, woman and child would do wonders for the country. Anyway, they were only peasants. A couple of hundred dead in a country of so many millions... It’s a tiny, tiny, tiny drop in the sea. (Shrugs his shoulders)

NIKOLAI

Uncle, I’m not criticizing you, but such an accident, on the day of our coronation, could augur... well, anything.

ALIX

We shall pray to God.

SERGEY

Excellent idea. I’m sure the good Metropolitan here will help with a special prayer. Now to serious matters. It’s time to leave for the French ambassador's gala dinner.

ALIX

I love French food.

MARIA

Nicky dear...

NIKOLAI

Yes, Mummy?

MARIA

With thousands lying dead, it might be--

SERGEY

The latest official figure is only two hundred.

OFFICER

They’re still counting.

SERGEY

Fall out! At the double!

(The OFFICER, salutes, exits running)

NIKOLAI

Mummy, do you really think that --

ALIX

Boysy dear, you are the Tsar.

MARIA

People might---

ALIX

You make up your own sweet mind.

MARIA

Nicky, dear ...

ALIX

Boysy puss-puss, remember you are Ivan the Terrible, Peter the Great and your father Alexander the Third all bunched together.

NIKOLAI

We are going to the gala dinner. 

*   *   *

Scene 2: BEDROOM

(NIKOLAI, in pyjamas, sits with his feet in a bowl of water. He smokes a cigarette, flicking the ashes to the floor, where they are swept by a FLUNKEY. He reads a newspaper. A MAID enters, with a bowl, places it on a chair, next to NIKOLAI. The MAID and FLUNKEY go out. ALIX pulls up her nightie and places her bare backside on the bowl)

ALIX

Ah. It’s hard to be the empress of all the Russias.

NIKOLAI

The French embassy floor is also a killer.

(They giggle)

ALIX

Nicky boysy, I want us to make love every night for a son. 

NIKOLAI

A son would please Mummy very much. 

MARIA

(Appears on one side) Stupid woman. For a son you have to copulate once every ten days.

(ALIX kisses NIKOLAI’S hand. NIKOLAI kneels down, kisses ALIX'S feet)

ALIX

Love me, love me, my darling pussy, bubby-hubby, pussy-mine.

MARIA

Sick, sick, sick.

*   *   *

Scene 3: FOREST

(Night. The general-effect is eerie and nightmarish. Father PIOTR, a fat, middle-aged, bearded, frightened, drunken priest staggers in, bottle in hand)

PIOTR

Hey, Grigory… Grigory Rasputin! Father Xavier wants to see you at the monastery. Grigory! Grishka!

(Screams and weird sounds pierce the silence of the night. A flash of lightning is followed by loud thunder. Puffs of luminous yellow smoke erupt among the trees. A clap of thunder is followed by a flash of lightning. Ghost-like FIGURES, barely visible, naked, jump up and down behind PIOTR. They seem to be copulating in mid-air. Before PIOTR turns around in fear and they disappear)

PIOTR

(Gasps in fear, falls to the ground) No! No! Please, Grishka Rasputin, please don’t hurt me.

(RASPUTIN appears, enveloped in a corona of light, a larger than life figure. He gently takes the bottle from PIOTR’S hand)

RASPUTIN

Your health, father Piotr. (Takes a swig)

*   *   *

Scene 4: MONASTERY

(A chorus of monks sing, off stage. XAVIER, an ancient priest, enters, leaning on both IVAN, a middle aged priest, and on a crutch. XAVIER’S left arm trembles, his right shoulder is higher than the left one, he limps badly. PIOTR stands in front of XAVIER)

XAVIER

Voices?

(PIOTR tries to imitate the forest sounds) 

XAVIER

Puffs of luminous smoke?

PIOTR

Yellow.

XAVIER

A device often used by the devil.

PIOTR

And lightning after thunder.

XAVIER

After?
PIOTR

In the forest.

IVAN

What else?

PIOTR

Wha… what d’you mean.

XAVIER

Men and women whipping themselves, drawing blood?

PIOTR

Yes, blood.

IVAN

Brothers lying with their own sisters.

PIOTR

Brothers with sisters.

IVAN

Mothers copulating with… with…

XAVIER

Their sons.

IVAN

And?

PIOTR

I saw Grishka. The miller’s son.

IVAN

Rasputin.

XAVIER

Is he a self-castrator?

IVAN

Rather the opposite, it would seem.

PIOTR

Oh, yes. Exactly the opposite. (Laughs)

IVAN

I have sent the village policeman to search Rasputin's house and his father's flour-mill. Unfortunately...

(The POLICEMAN enters)

POLICEMAN

I found nothing, reverend fathers, nothing at all.

XAVIER

No whips? No bowls of water? Wooden crosses?

IVAN

Witches' ink? Blood? Dried semen?

POLICEMAN

Nothing. Not a sausage. Just plenty of flour.
(The POLICEMAN salutes. A cloud of flour rises from his uniform)

XAVIER

Brothers, I am old and frail. But when I fight the battles of the Lord, then I am a firebrand. Fetch me this devil Rasputin and I'll give him a lesson in incest. I’ll teach him to copulate with his sisters and mother in the forest! I’ll show him orgies! Send a company of Cossacks after him! Drag him in here in… in… irons! (Exhausted, he slumps on a chair)

POLICEMAN

That won’t be necessary.

(RASPUTIN, enters, carried on the shoulders of a group of men and women)

POLICEMEN

(Shakes RASPUTIN’S hand) Let’s have another vodka-drinking match soon, eh? 

(The POLICEMAN laughs. Checks himself, salutes, crosses himself, goes out. RASPUTIN jumps onto the floor)

XAVIER

Who are theses people? Your drinking companions? Your whores?

PEASANT WOMAN

He saved my daughter's life. Just by touching her.

PEASANT

My wife couldn’t conceive. He touched her. She is pregnant.

TOWNSMAN

He cured my old father. The stupid doctors said... Oh, you are a holy man, father Grigory. (Offers RASPUTIN a wad of money) Thank you very much for the Rasputin touch. You are a holy man.

THE PRIESTS

Holy? Holy?!

RASPUTIN

Give it to the poor.

WELL DRESSED WOMAN

Father Grisha, you blessed me and caressed me and - no more palpitations. Here, feel my heart. (Places RASPUTIN’S hand on her breast)

RASPUTIN

Feels nice.

WELL DRESSED WOMAN

(Embraces RASPUTIN) Oh, holy darling, I love your divine pungent body perfume.

THE PRIESTS

Holy darling?!

OFFICER

A message from the Governor: Most holy Father Grigory…

THE PRIESTS

Most holy?!

OFFICER

Thank you very much... for everything.

(AKULINA enters. She is a middle-aged woman, dressed as a nun, with an operatic voice)
AKULINA

(Sings)
The Devil turned me with tricks and lies,

Into a whore, nicknamed ‘Madame Everybody’.

Grigory saved me with light from his eyes.

And the touch of his hands on my sinful body.

(Performs a little semi-obscene dance and exits)

MEN and WOMEN (Sing)
Father Grigory, we love you so much.

Thank you for your Rasputin touch.

XAVIER

Why didn't you tell me he was popular?

(RASPUTIN walks up to XAVIER. IVAN and PIOTR stand in his way. RASPUTIN brushes them aside with ease. They fall to the ground. RASPUTIN looks closely at XAVIER’S shaking arm, holds it for a moment. The shaking stops. RASPUTIN pushes down XAVIER’S raised shoulder level with the other shoulder. The MEN and WOMEN applaud)

RASPUTIN

(To XAVIER) I’ll pray to God to forgive your sins.

XAVIER

How dare you! Get out! Out!

(RASPUTIN exits, followed by his retinue. XAVIER rises, unaided, IVAN hands him his crutch)
XAVIER

I don’t need it.
(XAVIER throws the crutch away, walks out, unaided)

*   *   *

Scene 5: MOSCOW STREET

(Projection: The Kremlin in the background, snow, sledges, people on horseback, pedestrians. A troika drawn by three HORSES is parked in the road. Two MEN cross the stage surreptitiously, carrying a large box and exit. A graffito on a wall reads: ‘THE BUTCHER TODAY, THE AUTOCRAT TOMORROW)

HORSE 1

I am not a political animal, but Boss is in great danger.

HORSE 2

You’re telling me? I’ve been trembling in my shoes ever since they posted me to his stables.

(SERGEY enters, goes to the wall)

SERGEY

‘The Butcher today, the Autocrat tomorrow’. Amateurs. The Butcher. Do I deserve this moniker? In my job you have to be tough. I am as hard as they come. Harder.

(Sings)

When those stinking hoi-polloi





Ran amok, demented herd,






Fucking up the coronation joy.






I saw them lying, crushed and dead.






Did I cry? Not a tear was shed.

When my nephew, the Tsar, made me governor of our ancient capital, I made him a marvellous present: I expelled thirty thousand Jews who were living here illegally, by bribing good Russian police officers. You should have seen the panic, the arrests in the middle of the night, children wailing, trembling in the cold.

(Sings)

Serve them right, Christ crucifiers,






Dirty, money grabbing lot.






May they burn in hell’s fires.






Or die in the cold to rot.

HORSE 1

Sooner or later Boss will overdo it and then…

HORSE 2

What? What?

HORSE 1

Up. That’s what. Up in smoke. And we go with him.

HORSE 2

Are you sure?

HORSE 2

Stands to reason.

SERGEY

Yes, I am a hard, harsh and cruel man, But I am no hypocrite; I believe that cruelty begins at home and am absolutely beastly to my wife.

(Sings)

Oh, how I detest my German Frau.






She loves Wagner and Schumann






Says I’m a stupid Slavic low brow.






She’s too refined to pleasure a proper man.


Namely, little me.

HORSE 1

You want to hear something?

HORSE 2

I’m all ears. 

HORSE 2

There’s no sight more pathetic, more horrible than a bombed horse, dying, sprawled out in the roadway, its intestines spread all over the place---
HORSE 2

Stop! I can't bear it!

HORSE 1

Sorry, old horse.

HORSE 2

My God, what a life, what a life.

HORSE 1

I say, the new chap is very quiet. (To HORSE 3) You're very quiet.

HORSE 3

That's because I'm not a horse, really.

HORSE 2

What are you, then?

HORSE 2

A detective in disguise. 

HORSE 2

Is it as close as that?

HORSE 3

They told us to keep an eye on him day and night. And if someone tries to kill him, to be his shield... Hardly the sacrifice to expect from a married man with three toddlers and a pregnant wife.

(HORSE 1 and HORSE 2 neigh plaintively)

SERGEY

(Reads from a handout) ‘Nikolai Rat the Autocrat says he rules in the name of God. Say to the Rat: ‘Sod God. Screw his shrew. Hang his crew. The solution is revolution. Revolution is the solution’. Revolution my foot. I’m not afraid of their bombs. I am tough and hard and I'll get them before they get me.

(SERGEY sits in the troika, whips the horses)

SERGEY

Gee up, lazy beasts! 

(As the troika exits, the two MEN seen before re-enter)

MEN

(Sing softly) 
Sod God.

Screw his shrew. 

Hang his crew. 

The solution is revolution.

Revolution is the solution’.

(The MEN run off, almost collide with TWO CITIZENS who enter, look in the direction of the troika)

CITIZEN 1

Is that the 'Butcher'?

CITIZEN 2

That’s him.

CITIZEN 1

I wish they’d get him.

(A loud explosion is heard, off)

CITIZEN 2

They have!

CITIZEN 1

Poor horses.

CITIZEN 2

Writhing in agony.

CITIZEN 1

(Points upwards) Look!

CITIZEN 2

Good God!

CITIZEN 1

It's his head!

CITIZEN 2

Blown right off!

CITIZEN 1

It's shooting this way!

(SERGEY'S head drops to the ground with a thud)

CITIZEN 2

Pick him up.

CITIZEN 1

Ugh.

CITIZEN 2

Oh, all right. (Gingerly picks up the head)

HEAD

Help me… Please help me.

(The CITIZENS scream in fear, throw the head from one to another. Their fear turns to delight as they continue to play ball with the head)

CITIZEN 1

Serve you right, Butcher! (etc, ad lib)

CITIZEN 2

Cruel, cruel bastard! (etc, ad lib)

(RASPUTIN enters. The CITIZENS stop in their tracks)

RASPUTIN

Let me have this poor arseless arsehole. (Takes the head in hands, straightens its hair)

HEAD

You look like a starets. A miracle worker.

RASPUTIN

Some people call me that. But I’m only an ordinary Siberian.

HEAD

Don’t bullshit me. Put me together again.

RASPUTIN

You don’t want to die, eh?

HEAD

I still have a lot to do for Moscow.

RASPUTIN

Like what? Banish whole families? Arrest hundreds of innocent people? 

HEAD

Lies! All lies!

RASPUTIN

Why do the people call you the Butcher, then?

HEAD

Because the people are ignorant shits and jealous of my position. I am the Tsar’s uncle.

RASPUTIN

Right now you are only a cruel ex-man’s head.

HEAD

It’s only a façade. Underneath the surface, I am very different.

RASPUTIN

They say you treat you wife like a slut, even in public.

HEAD

I love my wife. Dearly. And respect her. Fix my head to my body right away or I’ll have you whipped, starets or no stares.

RASPUTIN

Do you repent your sins?

HEAD

I’ll do whatever is required.

RASPUTIN

To really repent you have to pray a lot.

HEAD

I will, I will.

RASPUTIN

And shed many tears.

HEAD

No problem. (Whimpers) See, I’m crying.

RASPUTIN

(Looks closely at the HEAD’S eyes) I can’t see a single tear. And you’re beginning to stink.

(Two UNDERTAKERS enter with a coffin)

RASPUTIN

Here, you two, bury this loaf with the rest of him.

(RASPUTIN throws the HEAD to the UNDERTAKERS, wipes his hands on his coat)

HEAD

(As he is thrown into the coffin) Have respect! I am the Tsar’s uncle. His favourite relative! 

(NIKOLAI NIKOLAIEVICH enters, followed by his wife, OLGA. He is tall, loud, aggressive, in Cossack general’s uniform. OLGA is petite and pretty)

NIK. NIK.

Stop! Out of my way! (Roughly pushes the UNDERTAKERS aside)

UNDERTAKER 2
Who are you, sir?

NIK. NIK.

(Kicks the UNDERTAKERS) How dare you ask! I am the Grand Duke General Nikolai Nikolaievich and Sergey Alexandrovich in here is my cousin. (Carefully, to avoid soiling his trousers and his sword, he prostrates himself on the coffin) Poor Seryoja… Good, good, good man. Kind. So kind. Devoted husband. Perfect father. Loyal Russian. Nicky is too merciful. If I had half a chance, I’d rule this country as a ruthless dictator. I’d clean up Russia. Hang thousands.

OLGA

Speak to the Tsar. Your horoscope is favourable this month.

NIK. NIK.

The stars weren’t kind to our cousin.

RASPUTIN

Perhaps because he sinned too much.

NIK. NIK.

What? How dare you, peasant! (Draws his revolver)

OLGA

 No! Can’t you see?

NIK. NIK.

What?

OLGA

 This man is a starets.

RASPUTIN

Your cousin confessed his sins to me.

NIK. NIK.

Before he died?

RASPUTIN

No, after.

OLGA

You believe in the after life? How wonderful. You must come to my séances in Petersburg.

RASPUTIN

If you pray for his soul, God might forgive him.

NIK. NIK.

(Hysterically) Might? Might? Will! We are members of the royal family. God will forgive Seryoja. A kind man. A good general. Decorated many times. An ideal husband.

OLGA

Please, darling.

NIK. NIK.

Shut up! (To the UNDERTAKERS) I want to kiss Seryoja goodbye. Open the coffin.

UNDERTAKER 1
He’s not a pretty sight.

NIK. NIK.

(Kicks the UNDERTAKERS) Open the coffin, scum!

(The UNDERTAKERS open the coffin)

NIK. NIK.

(Looks inside the coffin) Oh, my God. Is this how we shall all end up? (Kneels beside the coffin)

(OLGA looks inside the coffin, screams, swoons, makes sure she falls in RASPUTIN’S arms)

RASPUTIN

Pray, my daughter, pray.

OLGA

(With closed eyes, weakly) Palpitations. (RASPUTIN places his hand on her left breast) That’s better. I have rheumatic pains on the other side. (RASPUTIN puts his other hand on her right breast)

NIK. NIK.

What the hell’s going on?

OLGA

Starets, please come with us. 

RASPUTIN

I can’t. I’ve made a vow. To go on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land.

OLGA

The Holy Land can wait a little longer. It’s been there for thousands of years. Petersburg is young but corrupt. Even its holy men are crooks. It’s crying out for a man like you. To give it a moral enema. It’s full of greed, fornication, adultery, even (Whispers) sodomy. It swarms with dames de plaisir, filles de la nuits, cocottes, grandes horizontales... Whores.

RASPUTIN

Oh, really?

OLGA

Night clubs, opium dens. 

NIK. NIK.

(Pulls OLGA to one side) Are you mad? Speaking to an ignorant Siberian yob who smells to high heaven.

OLGA

Maybe God wants him to smell. Maybe that is God’s own smell.

NIK. NIK.

(Sarcastically) Really? Has God’s smell materialized in one of your silly séances?

RASPUTIN

(Goes up to NIK. NIK., hugs him warmly) Thank you the invitation. Of course I’ll go with you to Saint Petersburg, my friend. It’s one more stage on my road to Jerusalem.

NIK. NIK.

(Disengages himself from RASPUTIN’S embrace) I am a Grand Duke.

RASPUTIN

I bless everybody, regardless. Remember, my friend, modesty is good for you. Only God can be God.

(RASPUTIN crosses himself, OLGA follows suit. NIK. NIK. reluctantly crosses himself as well)

*   *   *

Scene 6: STREET

(A large banner above the stage proclaims:

‘1704 – ST. PETERSBURG – 1904.’
A GUIDE and a group of English and American tourists, sit in a charabanc bearing the inscription: THOMAS COOK TOURS.)

GUIDE

(Through a megaphone) Ladies and gentlemen from England and America. Welcome to Saint Petersburg, the youngest European capital. It was built by Tsar Peter the Great to be a window on the West.

AMERICAN WOMAN TOURIST

Is he the horrible one?

GUIDE

You mean Ivan the Terrible. Peter could also be terrible. Drink and fornicate all night and, then, in the morning jump out of bed and start a war. Or discuss the latest projects for his new capital city – Saint Petersburg. He brought here architects, artists, gardeners. From Italy, France, England. The best. They turned a stinking bog into a beautiful city. Here is our main street, the famous Nevsky Prospekt. Over there is the admiralty building and in the distance you can see the Winter Palace. The Tsar lives there with his wife and four daughters. No son. He’s working on it. Next to the palace is the Hermitage museum. This is the Cathedral of St. Isaac. Isn’t it big! Over there, on the island, you can see the fortress of Peter and Paul. It was built to protect us from the Swedes, but now it’s full of dangerous revolutionaries.

PHLEGMATIC ENGLISH MALE TOURIST

Are we in danger?

GUIDE

Not a bit. The terrorists kill only generals and ministers. And, sometimes, the Tsar. But tourists – never.

PHLEGMATIC ENGLISH MALE TOURIST

You mean ‘not yet’, don’t you?

GUIDE

(Evades the subject)
Ah, there it is. ‘Cabaret Papillon’. I can take you there tonight. For a supplement. Very exclusive. Very exotic.

AMERICAN WOMAN TOURIST

Really?

GUIDE

The unexpected always happens there. It isn’t suitable for the fainthearted. Anyone here not faint-hearted, raise your hand.

(All the tourists raise their hands enthusiastically)

*   *   *

Scene 7: CABARET PAPILLON

(Music. Two gorgeous looking GIRLS in sumptuous dresses and jewellery, appear on the stage) 

GIRLS

(Sing)
Forbidden love, secret obsession.








We sleep with men and dream of women.








Their lips, their breasts, their feet,








The cross roads where their long legs meet.








Come, woman, share my passion,








My forbidden secret obsession.

(The GIRLS kiss. Applause. They bow, turn to the TOURISTS. Sing. The TOURISTS greet the start of the song with cheers)

GIRLS

(Sing)
Yankee Doodle went to town

A-riding on a pony
Stuck a feather in his hat
And called it macaroni.

Yankee Doodle, keep it up

Yankee Doodle dandy
Mind the music and the step
And with the girls be handy.

(RASPUTIN emerges from a curtained off booth beside the stage, faces the GIRLS, dances rowdily. The WAITER and OWNER go up to RASPUTIN and persuade him to return to the booth)

GIRLS

(sing)
Father and I went down to camp

Along with Captain Gooding
And there we saw the men and boys
As thick as hasty pudding.

Yankee Doodle, keep it up
Yankee Doodle dandy
Mind the music and the step
And with the girls be handy.

(Applause. GIRL 1 goes to the booth, draws the curtain. Inside, RASPUTIN sits with a naked whore, MASHA, on his knee. Next to him sits PROTOPOPOV, a man in his mid forties. They are tipsy)

GIRL 1

Bastard. You ruined our song.

(RASPUTIN rises, unperturbed. MASHA makes no attempt to cover up)

RASPUTIN

I blessed your show, beautiful girl. 

(RASPUTIN kisses GIRL 1 on the mouth. She does not object. GIRL 2 appears on the threshold RASPUTIN touches GIRL 1’S crotch)

RASPUTIN

(To the MASHA) Come here, Propopo, my friend.

(PROTOPOPOV goes up to RASPUTIN. He takes PROTOPOPOV’s hand, places it on GIRL 1’S crotch)

GIRL 2

What’s going on, Felix?

RASPUTIN

Felix? (Pulls the wig from FELIX’S head) Handsome boy. (Kisses FELIX on the lips)

GIRL 2

Are you mad?

(The HEAD WAITER enters)

OWNER

Prince Yussupov, the tourists would like to meet you. One of them says he knows you from Oxford. And you, too, your Royal Highness.

GIRL 2

I don’t care to meet a group of vulgar tourists.

RASPUTIN

I bless you, Felix. And your grumpy boy friend, too.

GIRL 2

I’m disgusted.

YUSSUPOV

Haven’t you heard of Rasputin? He’s a remarkable man, Dmitry.

DMITRY

You cunt, you!

YUSSUPOV

Don’t be jealous. You know I love you. Come on, kiss me.

DMITRY

It’ll be like kissing him, after he stuck his tongue into your mouth.

(DMITRY stumps off)

YUSSUPOV

No. don’t go! Dmitry! (Runs after DMITRY)

PROTOPOPOV

Good God, Grishka, it Grand Duke Dmitry.

RASPUTIN

We’re moving in high society now.

PROTOPOPOV

Grishka, bless me. I want to be minister. Even prime minister. Prime Minster Protopopov. Sounds good, eh? Bless me, Grishka, damn you.

(A loud explosion is heard, off. People in the cabaret scream, run in all directions. A spot picks up the HEAD WAITER)

WAITER

Ladies and gentlemen, there has been a terrorist attack down the street. Your Thomas Cook guide will escort you back to your hotel.

AMERICAN WOMAN TOURIST

(Hysterically) Please, please. I want to go home to Boston.

PHLEGMATIC ENGLISH MALE TOURIST

We’re British. We’re not afraid. We think it’s good fun. We’re staying.

*   *   *

Scene 8: COUNCIL ROOM

(NIKOLAI stands in the middle, surrounded by GENERALS including NIK. NIK., an ADMIRAL and MINISTERS. NIKOLAI smokes a cigarette. The FLUNKEY is in attendance to collect the ashes and, eventually, the cigarette end. Pause)

NIKOLAI

Where were we?

NIK. NIK.

Nicky… er… nephew… I mean, Your Majesty. Everybody here awaits your orders.

NIKOLAI

Of course.

GENERAL

Everything emanates from you, Your Majesty.

ANOTHER GENERAL

Last week they murdered the Tsar's uncle, last night a minister; tomorrow it could be the Tsar himself.

ALL

(Cross themselves) God forbid!

NIKOLAI

Well, we’ll meet here same time next week.

NIK. NIK.

This is an emergency.

NIKOLAI

(Rises) My wife is expecting me to tea.

MINISTER

Your Majesty, we must have your orders.

ADMIRAL

Without your orders, there will be anarchy in Russia.

NIKOLAI

(With a gesture of despair) Orders… Everybody wants orders.

MINISTER

There’s terrorism, for instance.

ADMIRAL

Most of the terrorists are Jews. Their slogan is ‘Down with Nikolai-rat, the bloody autocrat’. Sorry, Your Majesty.

GENERAL

A few massacres will rally the true Russians behind the Tsar and against the terrorists.

(PURISHKEVICH enters. A big man with a loud voice. Flanking him are a DRUMMER with a side drum and a FLAG BEARER. They march in step, stop in front of NIKOLAI)

PURISHKEVICH

Your Majesty, we are the true Russians. Our Russian National Party also known as the Black Hundreds is at your feet.

NIKOLAI

We have heard good reports about your activites.

MINISTER

And your well oiled spontaneous pogroms.

THE OTHERS

Good old Purishkevich. (etc, ad lib)

PURISHKEVICH

We are loyal to God , to our holy church and to you, our beloved Tsar, all powerful autocrat. With our lives we shall defend you against the Jew revolutionaries, the Jew bankers and their… (Lowers his voice) Jew conspiracy.

NIKOLAI

What conspiracy?

PURISHKEVICH

The Jew plot to take over the whole world.

NIKOLAI

Is that a fact?

GENERAL

We have the proof right here. (Waves a brown envelope) ‘The Protocols of the Elders of Zion’. Full details of the Jewish scenario for our destruction. We shall publish the lot as soon as we have improved it here and there. Meanwhile, we are prepared to drown them all in a sea of blood. Just give us your orders, Tsar.

NIKOLAI

(With a gesture of despair) Orders… Can’t I have some respite?

GENERAL

We shall call you when the time is ripe.

PURISHKEVICH

Always at your service.

(PURISHKEVICH draws a pistol, fires it in the air and exits with his retinue in a cacophony of trumpeting and drum beats)

NIKOLAI

What a charming, good, man.

NIK. NIK.

All this is irrelevant. A few pogroms will not solve the main problem. 

NIKOLAI

Which is?

NIK. NIK.

The decline of Russian patriotism.

NIKOLAI

I’m all for patriotism.(Makes to go)

NIK. NIK.

War!

NIKOLAI

Did you say war?

NIK. NIK.

Not just any war. A just war. A patriotic war. 

MINISTER

Russia will love this slogan. ‘Patriotic War’.

NIK.NIK.

(Sings)
Give the people a war to fight,









Send them into battle,









Let them kill to their hearts’ delight









That’ll stop all tittle-tattle.









Give them an enemy they can throttle









Give them flags to wave.









Give them vodka by the bottle









Give then honour to save.









Give every Russian a gun,









Sit back and watch the fun.









For war can be fun…

ALL



(Sing)
If the war can be won

NIK. NIK.

(Sings)
Unite, the Russian people,

Unite, from bottom to top,

Unite, the wise and the simple

Once we roll, we’ll never stop.

Praise the Lord,

Draw your sword,

Charge, strike

Every wrigglin’ Jap and every crawlin’ Kike!

Unite, the Russian people!

(While he sings, the OTHERS, except NIKOLAI pull faces at the bad quality of his singing and the verses)

NIKOLAI

Excuse me, Uncle. Did you say ‘Jap’? You mean, Japan?

MINISTER

Brilliant idea, your majesty!

THE OTHERS

Brilliant! Great!

NIKOLAI

Well... I’ve read somewhere that our army is the best in the world. I reviewed the Third Division yesterday. Very smart.

GENERAL

(Aside, to ADMIRAL) Thank God I managed to scrounge some boots at the last minute.

NIKOLAI

I don’t want a long war. A long war might upset our French Shylocks. The Rothschilds and their friends.

THE OTHERS

Absolutely.

MINISTER

It mustn’t be a short war, either.

ADMIRAL

Not a war that’s too short.

MINISTER

We must give the people time to reach the highest pitch of national enthusiasm and emotion.

GENERAL

I can promise a war of exactly the right length.

NIKOLAI

In that case, I’ll declare war right away.

OTHERS

No!

NIKOLAI

No?

MINISTER

It’s your decision, of course, Your Majesty. You are the Tsar Autocrat. 

NIKOLAI

My decision... I see. But, of course. It’s my decision!

ADMIRAL

We need three months to move our big ships from Europe to the Far East.

GENERAL

The army needs four months to transport enough troops along the Trans Siberian railway, which is still under construction.

NIKOLAI

All right. I shall declare war in the Autumn.

OTHERS

No!

NIKOLAI

No?

MINISTER

No declaration.

NIKOLAI

How can we start a war without declaring it? Protocol says that ---

GENERAL

A surprise attack. We catch the stupid Japs with their pants down.

MINISTER

Or whatever those savages wear.

NIKOLAI

Attack them without a declaration of war?

ADMIRAL

What a brilliant original idea, Your Majesty.

GENERAL

(Sings)
We’ll nip the Nips

In the bud.

We’ll drown them in

A sea of blood.

(Performs a short tap dance routine)

ADMIRAL

(Sings)
We’ll wipe the grin

Off the face

Of the yellow race.

We’ll make short work

Of their stupid smirk.

Silly, ugly apes

With shapeless shapes.

(Performs a short tap dance routine)

MINISTER

(Sings)
We’ll feed the Jap










Pure Russian crap.

(Performs a short tap dance routine)

ALL

(Sing)
We’ll squeeze







Their oriental tsar 







We’ll feast







Victory in the East.

(They perform a short tap dance routine. ALIX enters. She is very pregnant) 

ALIX

Nicky, you are late to the five o’clock tea. You should have more consideration for my condition.

NIKOLAI

Sunshine, I have just given momentous orders.

ALIX


You gave orders? What sort of orders?

NIKOLAI

State secret, sunshine. We’re going to... (Whispers in ALIX’S ear)

ALIX

(Her expression tells that she’s hearing good news. She stretches her eyes aslant with her fingers) This is wunderschoen! (Performs a short tap dance routine) Can I be a nurse? I’ll look after the wounded and they'll kiss my hands and say, Isn't she wonderful, our Tsarina, our little Russian mother?

MINISTER

We'll have a Russian Korea, Tibet, Persia, Afghanistan.

NIKOLAI

Constantinopole, the seat of our mother Orthodox church. Palestine, the holy places… Gentlemen, thank you for a most inspiring session. I especially liked the... what do you call it? (Taps a couple of steps)

THE OTHERS

Tap dancing. (Demonstrate)

(They all reprise the song and tap dance. ALIX joins in energetically, jumping on the furniture in the process, in spite of her huge belly. She screams. The OTHERS support her, place her on a bed)

*   *   *

Scene 9: ALIX’S BEDROOM

(ALIX lies in bed. With her are the royal family’s DOCTOR, ANYA and NIKOLAI. The DOCTOR wears, whenever he appears in the play, a white smock and has a stethoscope dangling on his chest. ALIX moans and mumbles in ANYA’S ear)

ANYA

She wants the mystics.

DOCTOR

The bloody mystics? At the moment of delivery? Preposterous.

NIKOLAI

(bends over ALIX) Anything you want, Sunshine. Send for mystics.

(Accompanied by a cacophony of singing, shouts, groans and music, the MYSTICS enter. Among them are MONSIEUR HENRI, hypnotist; a SPASTIC WOMAN; an ‘inspired’ IDIOT; BEDMAYEV, a ‘Tibetan’ monk with his half naked female ASSISTANT. They do their various things around ALIX’S bed, as the DOCTOR and ANYA busy themselves by ALIX’S bedside. NIKOLAI goes down on his knees in prayer. Bishop HERMOGEN and Father ILIODOR, a priest, appear on one side, chanting loudly and crossing themselves. ILIODOR swings a censer around, filling the room with clouds of incense. The din stops abruptly. A baby cries. ANYA moves forward, holding a baby covered with a cloth. NIKOLAI rises and, with trepidation, lifts up the corner of the cloth. His face [literally, if possible] lights up. He performs a short, happy tap dance. Bells ring. Ceremonial guns fire salutes. Thousands upon thousand cheer)

*   *   *

Scene 10: RASPUTIN’S BEDROOM

(Very simply furnished. A large bed on which MASHA lies asleep. RASPUTIN has just woken up. He prods MASHA)
RASPUTIN

Time to sod off. Get dressed.

MASHA


It’s too early.

RASPUTIN

Almost four.

MASHA


Shit.

RASPUTIN

You know I go to church early.

AKULINA’S VOICE

(off, sings)
Good morning, Father, 

Good morning to you.

The sun is up, the cock has crowed. 

Time to rise and pray to God.

(AKULINA enters. She is dressed as a nun)

AKULINA

(To MASHA, sings)
You still here, silly slut? 

Out! Don’t waste time. Out!

MASHA

I’m naked.

AKULINA

(To MASHA, sings)
Don’t give me any of your airs, 

Get changed on the back stairs.

RASPUTIN

(Hangs a large cross on his chest) Pay her well. She is the best.

MASHA

Thank you, Grishka. (Reacts to AKULINA’S stare) Father Grigory, any time.

(AKULINA and MASHA go out. RASPUTIN goes down on his knees. As he prays silently, his body sways and trembles in mental torment. AKULINA re-enters)

AKULINA

(Sings, recitative style)


My pure-at-heart,

My guiding light,

I love you. 

I looove yooou.

(Checks herself, sings).Bishop Hermogen and Father Iliodor

Are at the door.

They’re evil, I’m sure.

(A spotlight picks out HERMOGEN and ILIODOR. HERMOGEN is old and bronchial, coughs and wheezes a lot. ILIODOR is in his middle twenties and cocky. He giggles and sniggers frequently. He yawns)

ILIODOR

Four o’clock in the morning. The man’s an extremist.

HERMOGEN

Look around, Iliodor. Can you see whips? Satanic symbols?

ILIODOR

Not yet. But he’s the devil, I’m telling you, Bishop.

HERMOGEN

He has many... enthusiasts.

ILIODOR

He’s God’s enemy. I feel it in my bones. In heaven, there’s God and there’s Satan. But on earth, there’s room only for the Russian Orthodox Church.

(RASPUTIN rises, embraces his visitors)

RASPUTIN

Welcome, Bishop. Welcome Brother Iliodor. Saintly people, welcome.

HERMOGEN

We hope you haven't found our city too inhospitable. 

RASPUTIN

I've managed to pick up one or two friends.

HERMOGEN

We wanted to meet you in person.

(AKULINA enters with a tray, glasses of tea, slices of black bread)

AKULINA


(Sings) Father Grigory, your breakfast. 

(AKULINA goes out. RASPUTIN devours a piece of bread with extreme speed and repulsive vulgarity, sips tea noisily through sugar cubes in his mouth)

ILIODOR


Who is this... person? 

RASPUTIN

Sister Akulina. She looks after me.

ILIODOR

Does this woman live here?

RASPUTIN

My roof is wide.

HERMOGEN

Be prudent, Grigory. Saint Petersburg buzzes with scandal.

RASPUTIN

Fuck scandal.

HERMOGEN

Oh dear.

ILIODOR

The Bishop and resents such language. So do I. And we resent you. What sort of black magic do you do? Every day there is a long queue of men and women, mostly women, all rich, from the street, up to this flat and to your bedroom. The bedroom of a coarse Siberian peasant’s son. It cannot be real. It’s a devilish mirage, isn’t it? On your knees. (RASPUTIN kneels, crosses himself, prays silently) Now say after me, ‘I confess that I am the Devil’s agent’. (Enraged by RASPUTIN’S silence, he kicks RASPUTIN, who seems oblivious to the attack)

ILIODOR

Answer me, you mad monk! Son of Satan!

HERMOGEN

Now, now. We don’t want unseemly arguments. Shake hands and make up like two God fearing brothers.

(ILIODOR ignores HERMOGEN, goes on kicking RASPUTIN. AKULINA bursts in, broomstick in hand)

AKULINA

(sings)
Out, you dogs!









You hogs!









You frogs!









You bugs!









You slugs!









You dungs!

HERMOGEN

Look out, she’s a witch!

(The broomstick flies in the air, chases HERMOGEN and ILIODOR out of the room. In the process, the clerics drop their high hats. AKULINA picks them up and runs after them)

RASPUTIN

Please, God, forgive them. Up to a point.

NEWSPAPER VENDOR
(off)
Special edition! Special edition!

(AKULINA returns with a newspaper, hands it to RASPUTIN)

RASPUTIN

(Reads out slowly, hesitatingly) ‘Japanese Unprovoked Attack. Without a declaration of war, Japan launched a surprise attack. Several Russian ships are sunk. The Tsar proclaims a patriotic war to the finish. The nation is gripped by war fever’... Thank God my son in Siberia is too young to be a patriot.

*   *   *

Scene 11: ST. PETERSBURG STREET

(On the dark stage, a group of people stand, barely visible, huddled together around a MAN reading a newspaper. The whiteness of the newspapers is emphasised by the general gloom)

MAN 1

Port Arthur has fallen.

WOMAN

I lost my son in Manchuria.

MAN 2

The Japs are devils.

WOMAN

I lost my son in Manchuria.

MAN 1

A friend of mine heard from a friend of his who got hold of a French newspaper that the situation is bad.

MAN 2

The Russian newspapers lie.

MAN 3

Even the Tsar doesn't know the truth.

WOMAN

I lost my son in Manchuria.

MAN 4

It's about time someone told him the truth.

MAN 3

He doesn't know a thing.

MAN 1

The tsar is a good man.

ALL

Yes, he is a good man. Heart of gold. If only someone would tell him the truth.

VOICES

Down with the Censor! We want the truth! Down with the Cossack killers. We want Freedom! Freedom! Freedom!

(The hue and cry becomes louder and widespread. Stones are thrown, houses torched, shots resound)

*   *   *

Scene 12: COUNCIL ROOM

(NIKOLAI and his entourage are in the room. He smokes his perennial cigarette)

NIKOLAI

But didn't we send for the Cossacks?

GENERAL

We certainly did, your majesty.

NIKOLAI

Well?

GENERAL

They are doing their best to disdperse street demonstrations, but the Jew revolutionaries are inciting the mob. There were shouts of ‘Cossack... er...’

NIKOLAI

Yes? Yes?

GENERAL

Well ‘killers’.

GENERAL

Just because a few unfortunate incidents that, er...

NIKOLAI

What incidents?

GENERAL

For instance... just an example. The other day, here in Petersburg, a woman said something behind a Cossack’s. I don't know what it was, exactly, but it upset the poor man and he swung round at her.

NIKOLAI


He must have lost his head.

GENERAL

Well, he momentarily forgot that he had his drawn sabre in his hand and as a result, the woman lost hers. (Laughs)

NIKOLAI

I order you to give a medal to this brave Cossack.

GENERAL

Excellent move, your majesty.

(The clock strikes four)

NIKOLAI

Tea time. (About to exit)

GENERAL

Your Majesty… er… this march on the Winter Palace. By the steel workers.

NIKOLAI

I don’t like the sound of it. Who is this Father Gapon, their leader?

GENERAL

He’s one of our undercover agents. Says he’s tried gentle persuasion on the mob, but they wouldn’t listen to him.

NIKOLAI

Then let bullets speak.

GENERAL

The troops are on high alert, Your Majesty.

NIKOLAI

Oh, my people, poor deluded Russian people. Why can't you see where the truth lies? The real, eternal, holy, heavenly God’s truth. Are you blind? Are you deaf? Maybe I should receive a small delegation.

(The usual entourage enter. Each holds a sheet of paper – the petition)

MINISTER

Your Majesty, please don’t give in. It’s a disgusting petition. 

GENERAL

The Secret Police has obtained a copy of this rubbish. (Hands a copy of the petition to NIKOLAI)

MINISTER

(Sarcastically) They want you to free all political prisoners.

(Everybody except NIKOLAI laugh at each demand)

GENERAL

And a declaration of human rights.

MINISTER

A free press

ADMIRAL

Free speech

MINISTER

Free trade unions.

GENERAL

The separation of church and state.

NIKOLAI

We've heard this tune before; failed to impress us. What else?

MINISTER

General amnesty.

GENERAL

End the war with Japan.

(No laughter this time. They all look at NIKOLAI)

NIKOLAI

(Angrily) End the war? Who do they think I am? A coward? (Reads out, phlegmatically, from the petition) ‘We are the workers of St. Petersburg. We are here with our wives and children and our sick, old, helpless parents. We are starving. We want justice and protection. We have become beggars. We are so oppressed that we can take no more oppression. We are the humiliated who refuse to be humiliated any longer. We are called workers but we are slaves. We shall not be pushed any further and we beg our Tsar, who is the father of us all, to sweep away the injustice, the cruelty, the despotism, the poverty into which we have been plunged. We call to him from the depths of despair.’ Why, it’s a load of drivel.

(The OTHERS applaud)

NIKOLAI

General, make sure you have enough troops and ammunition to disperse the mob. My grandfather freed the serfs and how did the revolutionaries repay him? With a bomb that blew his body to bits.

GENERAL

Terror shall be answered by terror, Your Majesty. Meanwhile, it would be prudent for you to leave the palace.

NIKOLAI

I'm not afraid.

GENERAL

For the sake of the Tsarina and the little Tsarevich.

NIKOLAI

A weekend in the country. I'll be back in a couple of days. After things are back to normal. (Makes for the exit).

GENERAL

Your Majesty, may I suggest that you leave by the back door?

NIKOLAI

Clever.

(NIKOLAI throws the cigarette end onto the floor, to be swept by the FLUNKEY)

*   *   *

Scene 13: WINTER PALACE SQUARE

(A SOLDIER holds an overcoat into which he helps the GENERAL. There is snow on the coat shoulders. The GENERAL paces the stage, consults his watch. Looks out anxiously into the auditorium. From a loudspeaker in the auditorium, a hymn, sung by thousands, rises. A young Christ-like priest, GAPON, enters from the auditorium. He holds a petition in hand. The singing stops. GAPON and the GENERAL stand, face to face).

GENERAL

Well, Gapon. Bitter morning, isn't it. I see you've got quite a crowd of sans-culottes with you. 

GAPON

A few decent, hard-working men and women. About a quarter of a million all told.

GENERAL

You are a shit-faced turncoat. I’ve been paying you good Russian roubles to keep your stinking, lazy friends in their hovels or at church, not lead them in an attack on the Winter Palace.

GAPON

At first, I had no idea of their real misery.

GENERAL

What if I tell your revolutionary friends about the money you got from the Ochraina?

GAPON

I'll come clean. They’ll understand.

GENERAL

They’ll shoot you like a dog. You are a walking dead, Gapon.

GAPON

Will you let us deliver the petition?

(SOLDIERS, with fixed bayonets, emerge from the mist)

GENERAL

Look at my men. You're screwing up their Sunday. They, too, are working men and want their rest. Look how cold and tired they are. They have been standing in the snow, freezing and sulking, stamping their feet since breakfast time. All because of you, and you expect them to let you pass?

GAPON

They are our flesh and blood. (Calls out) Brothers, don’t open fire!

GENERAL

Abel, too, had a brother. Fire! (Runs around the stage, brandishing his sword) Shoot! Shoot to kill! Use your bayonets!

(The SOLDIERS fire into the audience. Men and women scream in fear and pain. Children wail)

GENERAL

Stab them in the balls! In their vaginas! Strike! (Calms down) Damn it! It's much too cold for a proper massacre. 

(The GENERAL and SOLDIERS go out. The stage is empty. The moans of the dying can be heard. GAPON clambers onto his feet, helped by a smart revolutionary, RUTENBERG. He is horrified by the carnage around him)

GAPON

(Shouts hoarsely) Nikolai Romanov, the blood of these innocent people is on your head. I’ve joined the Social Revolutionary Party. (Embraces RUTENBERG) Kill the Tsar!

*   *   *

Scene 14: TENNIS COURT

(The stage is empty except for NIKOLAI. He plays tennis with an invisible opponent. The ADMIRAL enters. He is badly shaken)

ADMIRAL

Your majesty, horrendous news. 

NIKOLAI

Wait! (Does an acrobatic volley) Did you see that?

ADMIRAL

Yes, your majesty.

NIKOLAI

Well?

ADMIRAL

This telegram from ---

NIKOLAI

(Goes on ‘playing’) I mean the volley.

ADMIRAL

Perfect.

NIKOLAI

(Plays on) Thank you. Well?

ADMIRAL

Your opponents should certainly watch your---

NIKOLAI

I mean the telegram. (Plays on)

ADMIRAL

‘From Naval Headquarters Far East. Stop. Heartbroken announce Baltic Fleet sunk by Japanese Navy. End of message’.

NIKOLAI

(Phlegmatically) Terrible catastrophe.

(NIKOLAI goes out, playing. The ADMIRAL weeps silently.
A huge flat, cut out as the battleship Potemkin, is pushed onto the stage)

*   *   *

Scene 15: BATTLESHIP

(The words Battleship Potemkin are painted on the bridge and/or side of the ship. Two SAILORS enter, carry a large cooking vessel. They cough violently. A young NAVAL OFFICER approaches them. The SAILORS point to the vessel, gesture with their hands)

OFFICER

Maggots?

(The SAILORS nod, cough more violently. The OFFICER lifts the vessel cover, looks inside. Coughs and pukes violently. The ADMIRAL enters)

ADMIRAL

What the hell’s going on? (The OFFICER gestures with his fingers) Maggots? Show.

(The OFFICER, motions to the SAILORS. They take the vessel to the ADMIRAL, lift the cover. The ADMIRAL sniffs and is immediately overcome by an attack of coughing, spitting, puking and groaning. He recovers but remains breathless)

ADMIRAL

Perfectly good meat. Make them eat it.

(The SAILORS produce hand guns, advance towards the OFFICER and the ADMIRAL)

SAILORS

- We've had enough.

- We won't eat maggots.

- You eat the maggots.

- Bastards!
- Shits!

(Together)
  Mutiny!

ADMIRAL and OFFICER

Mutiny! Oh, oh! 

(A slapstick chase develops with the SAILORS and the OFFICERS running in and out from all directions, criss-crossing the stage. Shots are heard, OFFICERS fall to the ground, dead, then pick themselves up and continue the chase. Gun fire is heard. The ship’s big guns swivel to and fro. The Russian flag is lowered from the mast and replaced by a red one. The Internationale is heard above the din)

*   *   *

Scene 16: FIELD, later - ROOM

(A shot is heard, off. A partridge falls from above. A PEASANT rushes in to retrieve it. He is followed by NIKOLAI, dressed for the hunt, in the English style, gun under his arm. The PEASANT runs about the stage, finds the bird and lays it at NIKOLAI'S feet, makes off in haste. NIKOLAI takes aim, fires. No bird falls this time, but, reacting like Pavlov’s dog, the PEASANT rushes in and looks for one)

NIKOLAI

I missed.

(The PEASANT makes to go)

NIKOLAI

Wait.

(The PEASANT, amazed and frightened at being spoken to, begins to slink away)

NIKOLAI

Don't be afraid. Come closer. (Lights a cigarette) Closer. I want to find out what my real people, like yourself, think about current affairs.

(The PEASANT trembles visibly)

NIKOLAI

Have you heard the latest news? You can speak freely.

PEASANT

News? I don't read newspapers, Your Majesty.

NIKOLAI

Good for you. I don't like reading them either. But, surely, you've heard what happened in Odessa.

PEASANT

I heard nothing, sir. And, anyway, it's all lies.

NIKOLAI

At first I thought so, too. That it was all lies. Unfortunately, it’s the truth.

PEASANT

What? It's the real truth, then? They really knocked off their bloody officers? (Excitedly)
They really was told to eat rotting meat? They really flied the red flag and put out to sea? Holy Jesus shit.

NIKOLAI

For a man who knows nothing, you seem to know a lot.

PEASANT

Thank you, Your Majesty.

NIKOLAI

And what do you say to all this?

PEASANT

Oh, very bad, very bad.

NIKOLAI

I'm glad you think so and that you are loyal to your Tsar.

PEASANT

We have a saying, when you ride in his cart, you laugh at his jokes. It's a peasant proverb.

NIKOLAI

My son, you, the peasants are my support and staff, my true Russian sons.

(NIKOLAI takes aim. The PEASANT tenses up reflexively NIKOLAI changes his mind and brings the gun down)

NIKOLAI

Now tell me, friend.

PEASANT

Yes, Your Majesty?

NIKOLAI

This clamour for a constitution, what do you make of it?

PEASANT

(Scratches his head) Well, Your Majesty, to tell you the truth...

NIKOLAI

Yes, yes, the truth, please. I want to know what my people truly think.

PEASANT

Well, I don't make nothing of it. In fact, neither head nor tail. What is it, really, this con... con...

NIKOLAI

Constitution. It's a foreign word.

PEASANT

Oh, ah, ah.

NIKOLAI

And,
to tell you the truth, it is against all Russian principles.

PEASANT

All of them?

NIKOLAI

Oh, yes.

PEASANT

Well, then, it must be a terrible thing. After all, if it's against our Russian princes, God bless their souls, then it can't be any good, can it?

NIKOLAI

Principles, not princes. Things you believe in, like God, fatherland, family.

PEASANT

Oh, oh. Whatever you say, Your Majesty. When you ride in his... (Goes down on his knees in front of NIKOLAI and kisses his hand)

ALIX

(enters with ANYA) Oh, look, Anya. What a lovely picture.

ANYA

Don't move, Your Majesty, I'm taking a snapshot.

ALIX

I wish I could paint you now, Nicky,

PEASANT

Can I go now?

ALIX

Stay where you are. I want to take snapshots, too.

(The MINISTER enters, followed by a FLUNKEY with a writing table)

MINISTER

Your majesty, the constitution draft is ready for your signature.

ALIX

(Busy taking pictures) My husband is not signing.

MINISTER

Not signing?

ALIX

You heard me correctly. (To the PEASANT) Don't move.

NIKOLAI

I've changed my mind. I have consulted my people and found out, just in time, too, that the last thing they want is a constitution. (To the PEASANT) Right?

PEASANT

Anything you say, Your Majesty. May I get up? My knee...

NIKOLAI

Stay. I want to take a couple of shots. Photography is my favourite hobby. (Snaps a couple of shots with ANYA’S camera)

MINISTER

Riots have broken out all over the country. Bloodshed. Revolution.

NIKOLAI

I’ve sent for my uncle. 

MINISTER

But he refuses to come.

NIKOLAI

(To the PEASANT) Smile. That’s good. (To the MINISTER) He’ll come. (To the PEASANT) I’m going to call your photo ‘The Happy Peasant’.

PEASANT

My knee...

NIK. NIK.

(Off) No! I won’t do it! No!

(The GENERAL and the ADMIRAL enter frog-marching NIK. NIK. OLGA enters behind them)

NIK. NIK.

Nicky, please don’t force me, please.

NIKOLAI

But you said that if you were dictator--

NIK. NIK.

Olga now says it’s not a good idea.

NIKOLAI

You said you would clean up the country.

NIK. NIK.

It was just a figure of speech.

NIKOLAI

Don’t you want to be the great dictator of Russia?

NIK. NIK.

Absolutely. Some other time, perhaps, not now.

NIKOLAI

But Uncle, I don’t under--

NIK. NIK.

Olga, tell him.

OLGA

The other day, I had a chat with Cousin Sergey.

NIKOLAI

Wha-what?

ALIX

(Derisively) She means in one of her séances.

OLGA

Sergey said that Nik. Nik. would be in mortal danger.

ALIX

I can't stand wives who rule their husbands. Nikolai, show them who is the Tsar. Order him to be dictator and to suppress the revolution.

NIKOLAI

(Feebly) I order you, Uncle.

NIK. NIK.

(Pulls a gun) I'll kill myself. I swear I will!

OLGA

(Screams) He'll kill himself!

(General confusion, people scream. Then, suddenly, everybody falls silent when they notice NIKOLAI quietly signing the draft constitution)

PEASANT

(Shouting happily) Constitution! We have a constitution! Long live the constitution! (Runs around the stage and goes out)

NIKOLAI

There goes my policy. (Sits down, dejected)

MINISTER

Your Majesty, the Duma can only advise you. It's nothing like the British parliament.

ALIX

God preserve us from such a calamity.

NIKOLAI

Let them advise to their heart's delight; I don't have to listen.

(PURISHKEVICH enters, with the DRUMMER and FLAG BEARER. He is followed by HERMOGEN and ILIODOR)

PURISHKEVICH

In these days of strife and trouble our men are repelling wave after wave of Jewish terrorists. They must not win!

ILIODOR

The storm which I predicted is now upon us. The revolutionaries, liberals and Jews are jubilant. 

PURISHKEVICH

But not for long. The Potemkin mutiny and the unpatriotic expressions of joy for the reforms, have been fully answered: In Odessa, especially, the Black Hundreds have organized spontaneous pogroms. We made Jewish blood flow like water.

(The OTHERS applaud. MARIA enters, leaning on a stick. Everybody defer to her)

NIKOLAI

Mummy.

MARIA

(Choking back her tears) It wasn’t my fault. He was playing in my room and he... fell down and scratched his knee. The bleeding wouldn’t stop.

(The DOCTOR enters from the sick room)

DOCTOR

Medical science is powerless in the face of this horrible disease.

ALIX

(Hysterically) I don’t give a fuck for medical science. (Hits the DOCTOR viciously with her fist and goes to the sick room, turns round) The mystics! I want the mystics!

(A spotlight picks out MARIA)

MARIA

(To herself) She is to blame. All the men in her family have been bleeders. She has cast the curse of the house of Hesse on the head of the Romanovs.

(When the general lighting resumes The MYSTICS are doing their respective things very noisily. OLGA speaks excitedly with NIK. NIK. We can’t hear the conversation, but from their gestures we infer that it goes something like this:
OLGA

Our Friend, now is our chance.
NIK. NIK.

What? That stinking bearded geek? Never.
OLGA

I’ll get him, then.
NIK. NIK. Tries to hold OLGA back, but she frees herself, goes out.
The MYSTICS fall silent. CANDLES are lit. Soft prayers are heard in a kind of requiem)

HERMOGEN

God, when our Tsarevich, Alexander Nikolayevich Romanov, comes before you very soon, welcome him to your paradise.

THE OTHERS

Amen.

ILIODOR

May he share your tent, God, with the holy saints of Russia and--

AKULINA’S VOICE

(Off) Gangway!

(AKULINA enters)

AKULINA

(Sings) Gangway, gangway.









Make way, make way. 

You’ll feel very sorry

If you don’t put your trust in

Grigory Yefimovich Rasputin,

Here comes Father Grigory.

(RASPUTIN’S entrance is something of an anti-climax; he strolls very nonchalantly into the room, unimpressed by the company or the surroundings)

RASPUTIN

God bless you all, children.

MARIA

(Aside) What a peasant.

RASPUTIN

(to MARIA) You, too, gran. (Goes up to NIKOLAI, who faces RASPUTIN, as if transfixed by his stare) You must be the Tsar. I recognized you right away. From the stamps. (Giggles) And by your gorgeous goatee. (Playfully pulls NIKOLAI‘S short beard) It compensate for the receding hair line, eh?

(ALIX enters, gravitates towards RASPUTIN)

ALIX

(Fey) Who are you?

THE OTHERS

(Together) Grigory Yefimovich Rasputin.

MARIA

A peasant from the depths of Siberia.

ALIX

Don’t pay any attention to her. You are a man of the people. (Puts her hands on RASPUTIN’S beard)

RASPUTIN

(Strokes her hair) And you are the Tsarina. The mother of us all. Bless you, Mummy.

ALIX

(Sobs) The Tsarevich… He is dying. 

RASPUTIN

Who says so?

DOCTOR

It hurts me to say it, but I'd stake my reputation on the child kicking the bucket before the night is out.

RASPUTIN

Are you an undertaker?

DOCTOR

I am a medical doctor.

RASPUTIN

My mistake. I’d like a chat with the child.

DOCTOR

He is delirious.

RASPUTIN

Alone. All of you, on your knees. Now pray.

(RASPUTIN goes out. ALIX kneels. The others follow suit. MARIA and the DOCTOR are the last to kneel. Pause. NIKOLAI raises his head, goes on his knees to the door and listens at the key hole. Silence. He peers through the key hole. A white feather hits him in the eye. A child’s happy laughter is heard, off. The door opens and RASPUTIN appears on the threshold, covered with white feathers)

RASPUTIN

We’ve had a pillow fight. (A pillow hits RASPUTIN on the head. He laughs)

DOCTOR

This is impossible. (Runs into the sickroom) Impo-- (Returns immediately, covered with feathers) It’s magic!

MARIA

(Aside) Yes, black, black black! In the end, someone will have to pay for all this.

NIKOLAI

(Shaken, but elated) The house of Romanov is safe. The throne is secure. Life must return to normal. As a first step, I am cancelling all the legal concessions I was duped into making to the Jews. They are unwanted settlers in our land and are entitled to no rights whatsoever.

*   *   *

Scene 17: LIVING ROOM

(The room is homely and petty-bourgeois. NIKOLAI and RASPUTIN sit in armchairs. ALIX sings. ANYA accompanies her on the piano)

ALIX 

(Sing)
Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam,








Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home.








Home, sweet home.

A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there,

Which sought through the world is ne’er met with elsewhere.








Home, sweet home.

(RASPUTIN springs to his feet)

RASPUTIN

Wonderful! Wonderful!

ALIX

Oh, thank you, father Grigory. Thank you ever so much. (Kisses RASPUTIN warmly on his cheeks) Our dear, dear Friend.

RASPUTIN

Lovely Mummy. (Kisses ALIX and ANYA, turns to NIKOLAI) Daddy.

(NIKOLAI exchanges kisses with RASPUTIN)

NIKOLAI

Our honest, loyal guide. May this be the first of many visits.

RASPUTIN

You have such a cosy, warm flat, right inside the Winter Palace.

ALIX

This is the only place in the world where we can be alone. With our children, with my dear friend Anya. And now, with you, the saviour of our boy.

(Falls on RASPUTIN’S shoulders, weeps)

RASPUTIN

There, there, Mummy. Got a hanky, Daddy?

(NIKOLAI hands RASPUTIN a handkerchief)

RASPUTIN

Blow, Mummy, blow.

ALIX

(Still in tears) You saved his life.

RASPUTIN

Only God can save lives.

ALIX

But if it weren't for you...

RASPUTIN

I only happened to pass by when God was making up his mind. That was all.

ALIX

You’re too modest. Just like my husband, You are both too good for this dreadful world of hatred and envy.

NIKOLAI

Father Grigory, let me show you my snapshots. (Opens a photo  album) I use a simple box Kodak.

ANYA

Don't the children look lovely?

RASPUTIN

A bit blurred.

NIKOLAI

(Giggles) I think they moved.

RASPUTIN

It looks as if your hand moved, Daddy. Open your heart to God and your photography will improve.

NIKOLAI

But surely, God can’t be interested in snapshots.

RASPUTIN

Only God knows what interests God and no one has ever died of an overdose of prayer.

(A clock strikes four)

NIKOLAI

Five o’clock tea.

RASPUTIN

It’s four.

ALIX

It’s an English expression. You can have the ‘five o’clock’ at any time in the afternoon or evening. We have it at four

NIKOLAI

(Laughs).Punctually, German style.

(They move to a table with four places. ALIX pours tea into cups)

RASPUTIN

You drink tea from cups?

ALIX

That’s right.

RASPUTIN

I see. English.

ALIX

Milk?

RASPUTIN

Milk?! Milk is only for my pussy cats. I have tea the Russian way: in a glass, with lemon and four sugars.

ALIX

Of course. Excuse me. (Goes out)

RASPUTIN

I have my own ‘five o’clock tea’. At four in the morning. Just before church.

NIKOLAI

Every day?

RASPUTIN

Even Sunday. (Laughs)

NIKOLAI

Four o’clock in the morning? You must go to bed with the birds.

RASPUTIN

(Confidentially, nudges NIKOLAI) With one or two. (Laughs raucously)

ALIX

(Enters with a tea glass) For our dear friend.

(RASPUTIN pours the tea from the cup to the glass)

RASPUTIN

A glass of tea should be held with both hands. It warms first the outside and then... Where’s the sugar? No, not spoons. Spoons are for invalids. Cubes. 

ANYA

(Gets up) My turn. (ANYA goes out)

RASPUTIN

I have something to show you. (Takes a rather creased photograph from his pocket) My children. This is Matrona, my eldest. A bit of a tomboy. She wants to be an acrobat in a circus.

ALIX

How wonderful. Will you let her?

RASPUTIN

If I say ‘no’, she’ll run away. She’s a Rasputin. (Laughs) This is Varya and this Mitya, my boy.

ALIX

And who’s this? A servant?

RASPUTIN

Praskovya Ivanovna Rasputina.

ALIX

You wife. I’m sorry.

RASPUTIN

She’s a good woman. She’ll forgive you, Mummy. (Kisses ALIX lightly on the cheek)

ALIX

What a lovely family. They must be missing you very much.

RASPUTIN

The missus is quite used to me being away. You could say I used to go home whenever I wanted to make baby. But the children do pine for their father.

ALIX

Oh, how sad. Hubby-pussy, we must bring them over from Siberia. They could play with our children.

NIKOLAI

That would be nice.

RASPUTIN

You are very kind to me, Mummy and Daddy. Now, tea. (Takes a cube of sugar from the bowl ANYA has fetched, puts it in between his teeth and slurps the tea through the cube. The others look on with curiosity) Warm inside and out. So, if I drink from a bloody cup, I am ‘English’.

NIKOLAI

(Amused) Almost.

RASPUTIN

But if I drink from a glass, I am Russian. And if I slurp from a glass and make a lot of noise (Demonstrates) I am a fucking uncouth Siberian. (Laughs)

NIKOLAI

(Overcomes his initial embarrassment) You are a real man of the people. My people.

(The telephone rings. ANYA goes to answer)

ALIX

I told you, Sunshine, no phones during the ‘five o’clock’.

NIKOLAI

It could be an emergency.

ALIX

The world can wait a little for the Tsar.

ANYA

Your Majesty.

ALIX

(To RASPUTIN) He works too hard. His ministers take advantage of his love for Russia and her people.

NIKOLAI

(On the phone) Send a telegram to his widow, will you. (Returns to the table) They murdered another general today.

ALIX

Oh, no!

RASPUTIN

(Quietly, almost flippantly, with cake in his mouth) May Jesus have mercy of the sinner.

(NIKOLAI, ALIX and ANYA cross themselves. RASPUTIN crosses himself without much conviction)

ALIX

I’m so afraid they’ll take you from me, Nicky. It’s all the fault of the French Revolution and the English parliament.

RASPUTIN

The only English thing I like is whisky.

NIKOLAI

That’s Scottish.

RASPUTIN

Is it? So, the English have nothing good to recommend them.

ALIX

They are nasty people. They have a king without real power or influence. A lazy fat glutton and womanizer. They have a press which exploits democracy and freedom to attack Nicky non-stop. They give asylum to every horrible revolutionary who plots to kill us all. (Weeps) We’ve done no harm to anyone. All we want is to live quietly, in peace, among our people. I say to Nicky ‘Be hard, harsh, pitiless. You are the Tsar. Destroy the revolutionaries.’ All the time I see Uncle Sergey, dying in the street, mutilated by a socialist bomb, next to his horses. And little Alexey... I see him in his bed, with blood-soaked bandages on his leg. All around is death. Father Grigory, you are so clever, so near to God. Tell me what’s going to happen to us.

(RASPUTIN rises. The lights dim, except for a pool of white light around him)

RASPUTIN

I promise you… in the presence of God… that… AS LONG AS I LIVE… (Fanfare) YOUR SON SHALL LIVE AND YOU SHALL LIVE AND THE TSAR SHALL LIVE (Fanfare) AS LONG AS I LIVE.

(Lightning, thunder)

*   *   *

Scene 18: LIVING ROOM

(In the dark, singing is heard)

RASPUTIN, NIKOLAI and ALIX

(Sing)

The birds singing gayly, that came at my call,

Give me them, and that peace of mind dearer than all.







Home, sweet home.
(During the song, the lights go on and RASPUTIN is discovered, standing between ALIX and NIKOLAI, his arms around their waists. ANYA is at the piano. At the end of song, they applaud, laugh, take up tea glasses and prepare to drink, freeze. One by one, more characters enter, address the audience)

OLGA

(Bitterly) I took the Mad Monk to the Palace.

NIK.NIK.

My wife can’t forgive herself.

OLGA

They invite him to their five o’clocks. Never us.

HERMOGEN

He fooled the holy church, too.

GENERAL

He can afford a flat in the best part of town

NIK.NIK.

I should have agreed to be the Russian dictator. Just to teach that Big Fat Prick Rasputin a lesson.

HERMOGEN

Simple people listen to him as if he were god.

GENERAL

Not only simple people. Some of my best friends...

OLGA

Behind their husbands' back.

ADMIRAL

He told my... a woman I know that she was like a house...

OTHERS

A house?

ADMIRAL

A house in need of a good spring clean up.

GENERAL

I bet he offered his broomstick for the job.

PURISHKEVICH

(Enters with his entourage) Things in Russia have come to a terrible pass if an ignorant peasant, hardly able to sign his name, leads our daintiest society ladies by the nose. Or to call a spade a spade, by their tits. Ladies who are used to the most expensive French perfumes breathe the stench of stale fish rising from his filthy garments, passionately. Disgusting.

THE OTHERS

Hear hear.

PURISHKEVICH

You know how deep is my loyalty to His Majesty. But I have to speak up, even if it upsets the Tsar. This Devil is fast becoming a power, a dark secret hand that moves ominously behind the throne. But, dear friends, you can trust a true Russian, namely myself, when he says that enough is enough. NIK.NIK.

His telephone rings all the time.

(A telephone rings. AKULINA enters on one wide)

AKULINA

(Sings)
Ting, ting, ting,



Three sharp prings,



The telephone rings.



Hello, with a chuckle and a smile.

ILIODOR

Oh, the unspeakable woman. She isn’t a real nun.

AKULINA

(Sings into the telephone)
This is Father Grigory's domicile.

(ANYA enters on the other side)

ANYA

(On the phone) Anna Vyrubova here. Is the starets at home?

(The characters on the stage follow the conversation in the manner of people watching a tennis game. RASPUTIN takes the receiver from AKULINA)

ILIODOR

Look at the devil.

RASPUTIN

Hello, Anoushka.

NIK.NIK.

One day I'll have him hanged.

ANYA

We’re sending the car round for you. At the usual time.

RASPUTIN

How very sweet of Mummy and Daddy.

GENERAL

Fornicator!

HERMOGEN

Strike him with lightning, oh, God.

PURISHKEVICH

(Pulls his pistol) One day I’ll shoot him with my own hand.

ILIODOR

Amen.

GENERAL

If only Big Fat Prick were a private in one of my divisions. Mincemeat. Damn mincemeat.

ANYA

Father Grigory, hearing your voice is like drinking water from the wells of slavation.

OLGA

What a cunt!

(HERMOGEN crosses himself)

NIK. NIK.

Olga! Not in the hearing of the Bishop!

OLGA

In the hearing of the whole world. (Shouts) What a cunt! What a cunt!

*   *   *

Scene 19: ST. PETERSBURG STREET

(A car klaxon honks. The CHARACTERS disperse as a cut out of an open top car appears. ‘In’ the car are RASPUTIN and a uniformed CHAUFFEUR. RASPUTIN waves to passers-by. PROTOPOPOV, now bare-footed, unshaven, in pyjamas and a dressing gown, jumps out of nowhere, dives to the ground in front of the ‘car’ which brakes with a screech of tyres and a jerk)
RASPUTIN

What's happened?

CHAUFFEUR

Some idiot has thrown himself in our path.

PROTOPOPOV

It’s me, Protopopov.

RASPUTIN

Heavens, so it is. Good old Propopo. Have they let you out?

PROTOPOPOV

I escaped. They say my condition is a cross between paranoia and schizophrenia. With a lot of megalomania thrown in. D’you think it a good diagnosis?

RASPUTIN

I don’t even know what these words mean.

PROTOPOPOV

They mean I’m a superduper lunatic. And all because I want to be minister. Even Prime Minister. It’s a legitimate aspiration for a politician. But they say I’m ‘crazy’. Help me, Grigory. My ambition is killing me.

CHAUFFEUR

Dive again under my car and you’ll be a corpse not minister.

PROTOPOPOV

I’m speaking to my friend, not to you. (Kneels in front of RASPUTIN, kisses his hands profusely) Remember, one night at the Papillion, you blessed me.

RASPUTIN

I was drunk.

PROTOPOPOV

No, no, you always drank like a fish but were as sober as a judge.

RASPUTIN

All right. I’ll bless you again.

PROTOPOPOV

No, that’s not enough. You have gone up in the world. I want you to tell the Tsar what a genius he is, Protopopov from the asylum, how much he loves my country. Russia could sink in the coming storm and he is the strongest swimmer around. Whisper in the Tsar’s ear and, hey presto, it’s Protopopov Minister of the Interior. At least.

RASPUTIN

I can’t whisper in the Tsar ear.

PROTOPOPOV

You whisper in her sweet ear. (Whispers) In the middle of her climax. And she whispers in his ear. Everybody in the asylum knows about you and the German floozy. Can you hear me?

RASPUTIN

I can.

(RASPUTIN snaps his fingers. Two MALE NURSES enter. Grab PROTOPOPOV, stop his mouth, drag him to the exit)

RASPUTIN

Back to the asylum. You’re still a lunatic.

(PROTOPOPOV is dragged out)

CHAUFFEUR

I bet you a hundred to one he’ll never be Minister.

RASPUTIN

Don’t bet against me. I never lose. (To the CHAUFFEUR) To the palace.

*   *   *

Scene 20 LIVING ROOM

(NIKOLAI sits in an armchair, smokes, reads a newspaper. ALIX and ANYA listen to RASPUTIN labouriously reading out a postcards)

RASPUTIN

‘Dear Daddy, I miss you very much. I practise with my trapeze every day. When can I kiss you again and stroke your lovely beard? I love you, Matrona’. She writes better than me. (Laughs)

ALIX

Nicky, puss-puss.

RASPUTIN

Pardon?

ALIX

Matrona has sent our Friend a post card. We said that she could join him here.

NIKOLAI

I'd rather... rather wait a bit.

ALIX

For what?

NIKOLAI

Well... for...  the dust to settle.

ALIX

What dust?

NIKOLAI

Well... to tell you the truth...

ALIX

Every time you talk about ‘the truth’ I know the Prime Minister has wrung another concession from you. What is it this time?

NIKOLAI

I had another of those... er... reports.

ALIX

You mean tittle-tattle about our Friend?

NIKOLAI

Please, Alix.

ALIX

I have no secrets from father Grigory. What did he say to you?

NIKOLAI

Who?

ALIX

Who? Who! Your stupid Prime Minister.

NIKOLAI

Well... he said... I don't remember exactly what he said.

ALIX

Yes, you do.

RASPUTIN

'Either he goes or I do'.

ALIX

Was this what he said? Tell me.

NIKOLAI

Well... to tell you the truth...

ALIX
Oh, Nicky, you didn't! (Hysterically) I won’t take it! I won’t! Never! 

(ALIX becomes very breathless, almost chokes, shakes. NIKOLAI looks lost, worried. RASPUTIN places his hands on ALIX’S head, neck, arms)

RASPUTIN

(Touches her forehead, lips) Pray, Mummy, pray silently.

(ALIX subsides)

RASPUTIN

Better? The Tsar knew what he was doing. A long time ago now... I made a vow, to go on a pilgrimage, to the Holy Land.

NIKOLAI

You did?

RASPUTIN
Yes, Daddy. You really fooled the idiot when you pretended to give in to him. That was very clever of you.

NIKOLAI

Oh, thank you, Father.

ALIX

No. We can't let father Grigory abandon our Alexis.

RASPUTIN
I'll pray for him in the holiest places. I'll walk barefoot on the cobblestones that turned red with Christ’s blood. A prayer in Jerusalem is worth a thousand in Russia. (Softly) As long as I live… your son shall live.

(The OTHERS listen, rapt,  in complete silence. The lights fade slowly. For a moment, only RASPUTIN is dimly lit)

*   *   *

Scene 21: SHIP

(RASPUTIN enters on deck, dressed in white peasant clothes)

RASPUTIN

The sea all around me... Peace, serenity... happiness... Happy, glittering little waves fill our hearts with joy. Between the sea and the sky we are better and simpler, more human. In the vastness of the 
sea, the trivial is lost.

*   *   *

Scene 22: JAFFA STREET

RASPUTIN
At last we are in the Holy Land. Jaffa means beautiful, an oriental garden. It is surrounded by thick green orchards. Golden oranges cover the trees.

*   *   *

Scene 23: JERUSALEM SQUARE

(RASPUTIN kisses the ground in front of the Holy Sepulchre, gets up, his eyes filled with tears)

RASPUTIN

Jerusalem. Jeru-shalom. The city of peace. All religions, Christians, Jews, Moslems live together, praying, in their mosques, synagogues, churches. Here is Christ's tomb, a place not of sorrow but of joy, of love. Not the love of past centuries but love of today, of hope and of life. This holiest place of all is divided between the Catholics, Orthodox, Copts, Armenians, Abyssinians. Sometimes... 

(A group of CATHOLIC PRIESTS enter in procession. Another group, of ORTHODOX PRIESTS enter from the other side. Both groups carry large crosses, banners, etc and chant in Latin and Greek, respectively. A TURKISH OFFICER enters, draws a white line on the floor. The two groups stop just short of the line, but the foot of one CATHOLIC PRIEST is seen to rest on the line. An ORTHODOX PRIEST pushes the CATHOLIC PRIEST. The TURKISH OFFICER tries to intervene, only to be shoved aside. A free-for-all erupts)

RASPUTIN

Brothers, brothers, please. Our religion is love. Love one another. Love. (Tries to ‘touch’ a couple of PRIESTS but his magic fails to work. He is pushed to the ground, trampled upon. After a while, he is left alone. He picks himself up) Fucking Holy Land.

*   *   *

Scene 24: ROOM

ALIX

(In the blackout) No! No!

(The lights go on. NIKOLAI and MARIA are in the room)

NIKOLAI

It wasn’t my fault, Mummy.

MARIA

Of course not.

NIKOLAI

He was with me all the time. He looked so handsome in his uniform. A little officer. The Generals made such a fuss over him. And he was so interested in the manoeuvres. He had his eyes glued to the window. Suddenly, the train lurched forward and... his nose hit the glass... and he... began to... to bleed. The blood gushed out.

ALIX

(Off, screams) Go to hell, you stupid charlatan… No, I won’t listen, you son of a bitch! Out!

MARIA

You should take her to manoeuvres. She swears like a trooper. 

(The DOCTOR enters from the sickroom)

DOCTOR

Your Majesty, I’m sorry, but science has no defence against this dreadful disease.

MARIA

How long has he got?

DOCTOR

I can stake my reputation on the end coming before the night is out.

NIKOLAI

Alix will kill herself.

MARIA

She should have done it before she married you.

NIKOLAI

Mummy, why so bitter?

MARIA

Because she lays the blame on you.

NIKOLAI

She is distressed.

MARIA

She brought the curse with her, from Germany. Her degenerate family is ridden with this disease.

DOCTOR

It affects only males. Through their mother.

MARIA

So who’s to blame? You or her?

(ALIX enters from the sickroom. Prudently, the DOCTOR moves to one side, stays on stage)

ALIX

Yes, I am the curse? But you are to blame for this accident. Your son’s lifeblood is wasting away. I shall never forgive you.

MARIA

How dare you speak like this to the Tsar!

ALIX

Oh, shut up.

NIKOLAI

Mummy, please go to your room now.

ALIX

‘Mummy’. How long will you continue to call the old hag ‘mummy’?

MARIA

I am the Tsar’s mother.

ALIX

And I am the next Tsar’s mother.

MARIA

(Goes to the door. Sarcastically) Next Tsar... That’ll be the day. Ask the Doctor what he thinks about the ‘next Tsar’. (Goes out)

DOCTOR

I... I...

(The phone rings. NIKOLAI takes the call)

NIKOLAI

Speaking… (Hangs up) They still don’t know where he is.

ALIX

You mean, he could still be in Palestine! Your ministers are useless. Their secret police spy on him, lik vultures, day and night. And suddenly, he’s vanished. It’s a conspiracy. They want to destroy our line. They want your son to die.

NIKOLAI

No, no, Sunshine.

ALIX

If he dies, I die.

(ALIX goes into the sickroom, followed by NIKOLAI. He stops at the door when the MINISTER enters, flustered, sweating. He holds a telegram)

MINISTER

Found! His ship docked in Odessa last week. (Hands the telegram to NIKOLAI) He left Odessa on Saturday.

NIKOLAI

What’s he doing in this village?

MINISTER

Resting after the heat of the Holy Land.

*   *   *

Scene 25: PUBLIC BATHS

(The baths are behind a dilapidated wooden wall that carries the sign, with two letters rubbed off by time: ‘Pub...ic bat..’. From behind the wall, laughter is heard and the sound of bodies splashing in water)

RASPUTIN

(Off, giggles) Stop it! I’m ticklish! (Shouts) Prayer time!

(The wall turns semi-transparent. RASPUTIN is seen standing in a tub, flanked by two WOMEN. They are half naked)

ALL



(Sing)
We stand as you created us,









Bare, as you intended us.









Touch us, God our father,









As we touch one another.

WOMEN

(Sing)
Caress me, Father.

Embrace me, Father.

Bless me, Father.

Thank you very, very much

For your holy touch.

(The wall is opaque again. The song is heard from behind it. A post office MESSENGER enters. He is middle-aged and conducts himself with the pomposity of office. He peeks through a hole in wall)

RASPUTIN and WOMEN (Sing, off)


We stand as you created us,







Bare, as you intended us.







Touch us, God our father,







As we touch one another.

MESSENGER

(Knocks on the wall) Grigory Yeffimovich Rasputin, are you in there?

RASPUTIN

(off) I’m busy, go away.

TELEGRAPH MESSENGER

I have a telegram for you, your excellency.

RASPUTIN

(off) Later, later.

MESSENGER

It’s says here it’s from... (Stutters in fear) The... the...

RASPUTIN

(Pops his head above the wall) The Tsar? (To WOMAN 1, unseen) Stop doing this when I’m in conversation. (To the TELEGRAPH MESSENGER) Open it.

MESSENGER

It’s from the... the…

RASPUTIN

My hands are wet.

WOMAN 1

(Pops her head above the wall, giggles) What is it? A joke?

MESSENGER

(Opens the telegram, holds it with a trembling hand, reads out) ‘Dear Friend. Stop. Come quickly to Winter Palace. Stop. Alexis very ill. Stop. Daddy’.

WOMAN 2

(Pops her head above the wall) What’s going on?

WOMAN 1

Grishka got a telegram.

WOMAN 2

A telegram?

MESSENGER

From the… the…

RASPUTIN

Can you send a reply for me?

MESSENGER

Yes. The first ten words are prepaid.

(RASPUTIN raises his hands. The muscles on his arms, chest, neck and face strain to their limit. The air fills with electric currents, with coloured mist. A gust of wind rocks the wall, petrifies the WOMEN and the TELEGRAPH MESSENGER)

RASPUTIN

(Dictates) Dear Daddy, Relax.

MESSENGER

Stop.

RASPUTIN

Held up urgent business.

MESSENGER

Stop.

RASPUTIN

Alexis will live.

MESSENGER

Stop.

RASPUTIN

Am praying non-stop.

MESSENGER

Stop.

RASPUTIN

The boy will live.

MESSENGER

Stop.

RASPUTIN

Grigory.

(Everything returns to normal)

MESSENGER

End of telegram? That’s thirteen words over the odds. Will you pay the surcharge, or do you want us to take the money from the... the...

RASPUTIN

Yes, he will fork out. He always does... 

(The MESSENGER salutes, goes out)

RASPUTIN

Now, ladies, where were we?

(Laughter behind the wall. The MESSENGER returns, breathless)

MESSENGER

(Excitedly) Your Excellency Rasputin, a telegram for you from the… the… I know it be heart. ‘Alexey saved thanks to you. Stop. Mummy wants you to return to St. Petersburg in triumph. Repeat triumph. Stop. Daddy.’

(Loud triumphant music as the wall flat is pulled up. RASPUTIN is discovered, standing alone stage centre, wearing a smart summer suit and a straw hat, leaning nonchalantly on a walking cane. On the cyclorama: a projection of a panoramic view of St. Petersburg)

*   *   *

Scene 26: ST. PETERSBURG STREET

(RASPUTIN nods to passers by, waves, blows kisses, blesses people, crosses himself and others. ILIODOR and HERMOGEN cross the stage)

ILIODOR

Blasphemy. To claim he cured the boy by telegraphy.

HERMOGEN

While it is an undisputed fact that the Tsarevich was saved by our prayers, in a proper church.

ILIODOR

Fancy sending a telegram from a bath house, while riding sluts he picked up in the street.

ILIODOR

In the meantime, God rewards him. Harlots, housewives, Princesses, Grand Duchesses, they are all fair game to this insatiable satyr. 

HERMOGEN

God will punish him in the end.

ILIODOR

Sometimes God is too slow. Man has to take the law in his own hands.

(ILIODOR and HERMOGEN go out. YUSSUPOV and DMITRY enter, cross the stage)

DMITRY

Your good friend is back in town, randier than ever. Will you introduce Irina to him?

YUSSUPOV

You keep my wife out of it.

DMITRY

All her friends go to him. Suppose she decides to go as well. For a cure.

YUSSUPOV

Against what?

DMITRY

Boredom, of course. Poor Irina. She’ll never compete with me.

(YUSSUPOV and DMITRY make for the exit, cross PURISHKEVICH,  the MINISTER and the GENERAL who, enter, salute them)

PURISHKEVICH

(To the Audience) He makes me sick.

MINISTER

He ‘controls’ her.

PURISHKEVICH

And she ‘controls’ him. Ergo: The Mad Monk controls Russia.

(The MINISTER turns his gaze to RASPUTIN. The others follow suit)

RASPUTIN

Gentlemen. I bless you.

PURISHKEVICH

Could he be…?

MINISTER

A German spy?

PURISHKEVICH

He’s got money to burn.

MINISTER

What do your people say?

GENERAL

The Okhraina keeps close tabs on him. (Takes a document from his pocket, reads out) ‘His ‘patients’ leave money on the table. His housekeeper puts all the money in a drawer. She takes small amounts for household expenses. The subject – that’s our Friend - takes money for his Madeira wine and his whores. He also sends money to his family in Siberia. The rest he gives away. The other day, a young actress went to see him.’

THE OTHERS

Ah. Ah.

GENERAL

‘He gave her money and a note. Contents unknown’.

MINISTER

Don’t look at me… All right, the note was to me. He asked me to arrange an audition and get her a part in Stanislavsky’s Theatre. She is very talented.

PURISHKEVICH

So, is he or isn’t he a German spy?

GENERAL

Only en principe.

*   *   *

Scene 27: ROOM

(NIKOLAI and ALIX enter. ANYA walks behind them. ALL bow. RASPUTIN goes gravely up to NIKOLAI and ALIX, bows)

RASPUTIN

Your Majesties.

NIKOLAI

(Formally) Welcome back, pilgrim.

ALIX

(Formally) How was the Holy Land?

RASPUTIN

Perfection. (Takes a small bottle out of his pocket, hands it to ALIX) For you, Your Majesty.

ALIX

What is it?

RASPUTIN

Water. From the River Jordan.

ALIX

(Clasps the bottle to her bosom) Did you take a dip in the holy river?

RASPUTIN

Twice.

ALIX

You are now more than double the saint you used to be.

(A murmur of disapproval rises from the ONLOOKERS)

RASPUTIN

(Takes out a dagger in a magnificent ornate scabbard) And this is for you, Your Majesty. 

(RASPUTIN pulls the dagger out of the scabbard. It’s pointing at NIKOLAI’S chest. NIKOLAI reacts, in his laidback manner, while the others gasp and the women utter a scream. The GENERAL and PURISHKEVICH pull pistols on RASPUTIN. RASPUTIN looks round, grins)

RASPUTIN

It’s a Saracen dagger. 

(RASPUTIN returns the dagger to the scabbard. NIKOLAI laughs takes the dagger)

ALIX

I think we want to be alone.

NIKOLAI

Eh… What?… Oh, certainly. Gentlemen…

(The MINISTER, the GENERAL and PURISHKEVICH make to go, stop at the exit)

GENERAL

Do you think he wanted to kill the Tsar?

MINISTER

Without the Tsar, Rasputin is a nobody.

PURISHKEVICH

And the Tsar without Rasputin?

*   *   *

Scene 28: RASPUTIN’S LIVING ROOM

(RASPUTIN sits on a sofa. AKULINA enters with a bottle of wine)

AKULINA

(Sings)
You favourite wine. Sweet Madeira. 

RASPUTIN

Cheers.

AKULINA

(Sings)
Father Grigory, I have often wondered, how you do it.

For example, that old man in Baku.

RASPUTIN

(Sings) I whispered in his ear,

A word or two,

And, at the drop of a hat, 

He cured of his ague. 

And that was that.

AKULINA


(Sings)
How did it happen? How did it go?

RASPUTIN

(Sings) Ask God. It was his action.










I was only his selection.

Cheers. (Drinks)

AKULINA


(Sings)
How about that woman from Tashkent,

Who was all crooked, all bent?

RASPUTIN

(Sings)
I lay her bare,

I touch her here and touch her there,

Shake her, pull her

And in a wink,

Just a tiny twink,

She’s straight as a ruler.

AKULINA


(Sings)
How did it happen? How did it go?

RASPUTIN

(Sings) Ask God. It was his action.










I was only his selection.

 Cheers. (Drinks)

(Sings)
And that wild man of Omsk.

AKULINA


(Sings)
The wild man was from Pinsk.

RASPUTIN

Wrong, it was Tomsk.

AKULINA


(Sings)
Or maybe it was Minsk?

RASPUTIN

I remember now. It was Kamenitz Podolsk.

(Sings)
He was cursed by a witch

And has a colossal twitch.

He sinks into deep depressions.

But!

With a touch, I switch

His outsize tic to a normal expressions.

AKULINA


(Sings)
How did it happen? How did it go?

RASPUTIN

(Sings) Ask God. It was his action.










I was only his selection.

Cheers. (Drinks)

AKULINA


(Sings)
She was so pretty, the mad girl in Odessa?

You told me to undress ‘er.

Then you started to caress ‘er…

RASPUTIN

(Sings) Ask the Devil. It was his action.










I was only his selection.

Cheers. (Drinks)

AKULINA


(Sings)
Remember that man from Krech?

RASPUTIN

(Sings)
What a kvetch.

He had a chronic retch.

Between retchings he was kvetching

He made even me sick.

AKULINA


(Sings)
You took pity on him.

RASPUTIN

(Sings)
I took pity on me.










I said a quick grace.










His retching went out in a tick 










And a smile took its place.

But his kvetching went on apace.

Cheers. (Drinks)

AKULINA


(Sings)
And that nutter from Astrakhan?

RASPUTIN

(Sings)
He asked me if I can, can, can…

I said I couldn’t, but God can

Cure any stutter. He was a nutter.

AKULINA

(Sings)

What was wrong with the woman from Murmansk?

RASPUTIN

(Sings)
Don’t Akulina, just don’t ask.

AKULINA


(Sings)
But you cured her. 

RASPUTIN

(Sings)
It was God’s action.

I only helped Him in this task.

Cheers. (Drinks)

(The telephone rings. AKULINA goes out)

AKULINA

(Off, sings)
Hello, hello, father Grigory’s domicile. Sister Akulina singing… I am very well, thank you, your majesty. And you?… That’s good… I’ll tell him.

(AKULINA enters)

RASPUTIN

I heard you… No, I’m not pissed. (Takes a few steps, very unsteadily. He walks around the room and his stride becomes steadier and steadier)

Scene 29: LIVING ROOM

(NIKOLAI appears on one side, with outstretched arms)

NIKOLAI

Come in, come in, my friend.

(ALIX and ANYA enter, see NIKOLAI hugging RASPUTIN, erupt in happy laughter, hug, and kiss RASPUTIN)

ALIX

I’m happy beyond words. Alexey’s own guardian angel. You’ll stay with us for good now.

RASPUTIN

As long as evil tongue don’t tittle too much tattle.

NIKOLAI

I’ve told the censor: any newspaper that prints the word ‘Rasputin’ will be closed down. And heavily fined.

ALIX

Isn’t Nicky wonderful when he acts like a real Tsar-autocrat?

RASPUTIN

If I were you, Daddy, I’d pray very hard before I give any orders to any one.

(MINISTER enters)

ALIX

It’s five minutes to teatime, Nicky.

(ALIX and ANYA go out with RASPUTIN. He walks between them, familiarly, with his arms around their waists)

NIKOLAI

All right, five minutes. What is it? Be swift.

MINISTER

It’s Gapon, Your Majesty.

NIKOLAI

I told you I’m not interested in this un-Russian, un-Christian revolutionary. I should never have agreed to include him in the amnesty.

MINISTER

He’s dead. He was found yesterday in a derelict house in Finland. He was hanging from a curtain hook and stank to high heaven.

(In an inset, GAPON is frogmarched between two MEN, dressed like manual labourers. RUTENBERG, in a smart suit, confronts him)

GAPON

(Hysterically) I used the money to help the workers. The sick. The hungry. (Turns to one of the MEN) You. I gave you money to take your child to hospital.

MAN

Shut up, dirty grass.

RUTENBERG

You lived the high life in London, in Paris, in Nice. Where did the money come from?

GAPON

Rich well-wishers.

RUTENBERG

You were on the Ochraina payroll. How many of our comrades have you shopped to the Secret Police?

GAPON

None. I swear it. None.

RUTENBERG

You used to be my friend. (Weeps) Judas.

GAPON

(Weeps).You saved my life... in the snow. I love you, Pyotr.

RUTENBERG

And I still love you, Ivan. (Embraces GAPON fondly. To the MEN) All right, do you job.

GAPON

(Screams) No, no!

(The MEN hang GAPON while RUTENBERG looks the other way, weeps)

GAPON

(Raps)
You marched with me at your head









Shoulders to weary shoulders,









Unarmed against the Cossack soldiers.









We shouted ‘Give us Freedom, bread’.

The shout became a revolution.

The call became a constitution.

Now you want me dead.









You bring me to revolutionary book









You call me a dirty reactionary spook,









And hang me from a curtain hook.









You pin a sign on my breast,









Let Gapon be a warning to the rest.









What price to pay for my flaw,









The revolution has the cruellest law. (Chokes)









Now I’m truly dead.

(The inset is blacked out)

NIKOLAI

Good news at last. I feel a little safer today. (Turns to go)

MINISTER

Your Majesty.

NIKOLAI

What is it? The Tsarina will kill me if I’m late for the five o’clock.

MINISTER

(Hands NIKOLAI a thin volume) Our experts have worked overtime on this masterpiece.

NIKOLAI

(Takes the book, phlegmatically) ‘The Protocols of the Elders of Zion’.

MINISTER
Remember? The Jewish conspiracy.

NIKOLAI

Oh, yes. I’ll read it when I find time.

MINISTER

Not last thing at night, Your Majesty. This occult plot could scare even the Tsar.

NIKOLAI

Have you checked all the facts? I don’t want the world to say that it’s all a Russian forgery.

MINISTER

Don’t worry, Your Majesty, the world will believe any lie about the Jews. But the Protocols are the truth, of course.

NIKOLAI

Well, no Jew will ever frighten me.

(The MINISTER goes out. A map of the Russian Empire is projected on the cyc)

NIKOLAI

(Sings)
Is Russia too vast,

And a relic of the past?

Mostly ruled by despots,

Some of them crackpots?

Or a plainly bizarre,

Absolutely loopy Tsar?

They all behaved madly

And ran Russia badly.

Often they were moody and that mood

Did Russia not one bit of good.

Now it’s my turn. I,

Nikolai,

Have to carry

(and this is scary)

The Russian mess on my shoulder.

What a tall order.

Abdicate? Sunshine will never permit me.

She’ll say I’m mad, even commit me.

‘I say’, she’ll say,

‘You are

The Tsar.

And the Tsar you’ll stay,

Come what may.’

(ALIX appears momentarily)

ALIX

You are The Tsar. And the Tsar you’ll stay, Come what may.’

(ALIX goes out. The telephone rings)

NIKOLAI

Hello, the Tsar speaking... 

AKULINA’S VOICE

(Distorted over a crackling line, sings)










Sorry, so very, very sorry,










But I have news for Father Grigory










It’s a very, very sorry story,










Oh, so very sad.










Please tell him Akulina the maid,










Has telephoned and said










That all his angora cats are dead.

NIKOLAI

I’m so sorry to hear it. How did they die?

AKULINA’S VOICE

(Sings, very coloratura) Popopopo-iiii-sosososoned.

(RASPUTIN enters

NIKOLAI

Your cats. Poisoned.

RASPUTIN

Akulina will give them a decent burial.

NIKOLAI

Are you upset?

RASPUTIN

I am proud, Daddy. Now they are after both of us.

*   *   *

Scene 30: LIVING ROOM

(RASPUTIN stands in his living room, faces IRINA, a stunning woman in her thirties) 

IRINA

Thank you, Father. Thank you for seeing me. (Kisses his hands, the large cross hanging on his chest, his cheeks and lips)

RASPUTIN

There’s a long queue of people outside this door.

IRINA

They can wait. I am a princess and I need you.

RASPUTIN

Your husband is my friend.

IRINA

Felix doesn’t love me. He spends more time at the Papillion with his Dmitry than with me at home. I don’t know what to do.

RASPUTIN

Just pray, my dear.

IRINA

I do. A lot.

RASPUTIN

Pray more.

IRINA

How many times a day?

RASPUTIN

(Laughs) Prayers are not doctor’s pills, which you take before meals, three time a day. 

IRINA

How often do you pray, Father?

RASPUTIN

I am a fucking bad example to follow. You know that.

(RASPUTIN touches IRINA’S face. AKULINA enters)

AKULINA

(Sings)
A man who’s jumped the queue.









Says he can’t wait for you.

RASPUTIN

Who is the fellow?

AKULINA

(Sings)
He goes by the name of









Alexander Protopopov.









From the asylum, he asked to add.









I think he really is raving mad.

RASPUTIN

Of course he is. Crazy old Propopo. Let him in.

(PROTOPOPOV enters, very excited)

PROTOPOPOV

(Breathlessly) Grishka, now, more than ever, Russia needs me, the Tsar needs me… Oh, excuse me, Princess Yussupov.

RASPUTIN

Just a minute, Propopo. (To IRINA) Goodbye, my dear. Bless you and your husband. (IRINA offers RASPUTIN
 some notes) No, no… I’ll tell you what you can do. Make me a present of three white Angora kittens. 

(IRINA and AKULINA goes out)

PROTOPOPOV

What’s she doing here?.

RASPUTIN

She wanted me to bless her. 

PROTOPOPOV

Poor woman. Married to a useless man. And she’s so beautiful.

RASPUTIN

There’s a long queue of people outside, waiting for me. 

PROTOPOPOV

Grishka, you know what I want. 

RASPUTIN

I do, I do.

PROTOPOPOV

Is it always on your mind?

RASPUTIN

It is. Always.

PROTOPOPOV

You know, I’m still a patient t the asylum. But they let me out from time to time. I’m available. 

RASPUTIN

Propopo, you know that I love you dearly. But in truth, you are still not sane enough for Russia. And Russia is still not insane enough for you.

PROTOPOPOV

This shocking news.

RASPUTIN

But she is fast losing her marbles. So, be patient, your time will come. (Takes up a suitcase)

PROTOPOPOV

(Panic-stricken) Where are you off to? Not to bloody Palestine again!

RASPUTIN

To Siberia. For a holiday with my kids. And my wife, of course..

PROTOPOPOV

How long for? Talk to me. Talk to the next minister of the interior!

(RASPUTIN goes out)

PROTOPOPOV

(Calls out after RASPUTIN) Russia will want me to guide her in the next war. It’s going to be big. A great war. Against Austria. And Germany. And Italy. And Turkey. The writing is on the wall. We shall win. Under my leadership!

*   *   *

Scene 31: CHURCH

(ILIODOR and HERMOGEN are in the room)

ILIODOR

How was I to know he never touches milk.

HERMOGEN

What a fiasco.

ILIODOR

God has granted him a reprieve. (Giggles) That’s all.

HERMOGEN

He has more lives than his cats.

ILIODOR

We shall strike again, Bishop. It’s our duty. 

HERMOGEN

But how? When?

ILIODOR

(Calls out) Bring her in. Stand back, Bishop.

(A roar, like an animal's, is heard, off. A moment later STAGEHANDS push a cage on wheels onto the stage. In it is GUSSEVA, half woman, half beast)

HERMOGEN

Oh, my God! What's this?

IMODOR

A woman. Her name is Gusseva. She was once a famous beauty. She has sinned with many men. Now she is repenting.

HERMOGEN

God have mercy on her soul.

ILIODOR

(Approaches the cage) Gusseva, I have news for you... about your salvation. And about him. Grigory Rasputin.

(GUSSEVA roars and jumps up and down wildly, shakes her cage)

ILIODOR

I have checked what you told me. You are right. He is the Anti-Christ.

HERMOGEN

Iliodor, are you mad?

ILIODOR

Bishop, please.

HERMOGEN

But anti-Christ…

ILIODOR

Let me do it my way. Gusseva, listen to me. You want to go to heaven, don't you? It’s all arranged. But in return, God wants you to do him a favour. 

(ILIODOR whispers in GUSSEVA’S ear. She nods, jumps up and down gleefully. ILIODOR signals to the STAGEHANDS. They open the cage gate. GUSSEVA steps out of the cage. Everybody, except ILIODOR, make a hasty retreat to the wings. GUSSEVA goes to ILIODOR and bends down to kiss his feet. When she rises, a knife glistens in her hand. She runs to the exit with a shrill scream)

ILIODOR

Gusseva.

(GUSSEVA stops in mid-scream)

ILIODOR

(Hands GUSSEVA an envelope) Your train ticket.

(GUSSEVA takes the envelope, goes out)

ILIODOR

It’s in the bag, Bishop.

(HERMOGEN crosses himself)

*   *   *

Scene 32: VILLAGE

(RASPUTIN stands in the courtyard of his house. He is bare-chested, washes his face with water from a bucket. The village POLICEMAN is with him)

POLICEMAN

Can we expect another baby? 

RASPUTIN

Not likely. The Missus is well past it.

POLICEMAN

And you?

RASPUTIN

(Laughs) On your knees… May God bless you, my good friend. And your wife and children.

POLICEMAN

And my old mother.

RASPUTIN

And your old mother. Pray, my friend. Pray.

POLICEMAN

I do. I am a strict believer.

MATRONA

(Off) Daddy!.

(RASPUTIN looks around and up, looking where the voice comes from. MATRONA descends from a tree, on a trapeze. She is a pretty tomboy of 15)

MATRONA

What d’you say, Dad?

RASPUTIN

You’re good. Very good.

MATRONA

Without a net.

RASPUTIN

You’re not to do this again, get me?

MATRONA

There are no nets around here. But if you take me with you to St. Petersburg, I promise I’ll always use a net. Please do, Daddy. I want to join the biggest circus in Russia. I could be very good, you’ll see.

(Sings)
I could make elephants dance




And fine horses prance.




With a single crack of my whip,




I could make lions skip.










I could walk on a tightrope,

 








And stay up, I hope.










I could wear an evening dress,










And be the circus princess.

The chief ringmaster, why not?

I could swallow swords on the trot

I have what it takes

To charm snakes.

But my first love is

the high flying trapeze.

(MATRONA holds on the trapeze that descends from above, grabs hold of it and flies out)

RASPUTIN

Hey, Matronichka! You’re going too high. Come down! I’ll smack your bottom, so help me.

(GUSSEVA enters)

RASPUTIN

Good morning.

GUSSEVA

You are Grigory Rasputin.

RASPUTIN

Yes.

POLICEMAN

I’ll see you at the tavern tonight, eh?

RASPUTIN

We’ll have a contest.

(The POLICEMAN goes out)

RASPUTIN

You want me to bless you?

(GUSSEVA growls)

RASPUTIN

That’s all right. Don’t worry. You have to go on your knees, mother… Shall I help you?

GUSSEVA

(Draws back) Don’t touch me, Anti-Christ!

(GUSSEVA pulls out the knife. It glistens in the sun. She points it at RASPUTIN’S stomach)

MATRONA

(Off) Look, Daddy, I’m higher than ever!

(RASPUTIN looks up. GUSSEVA stabs RASPUTIN in the stomach several times)

*   *   *

Scene 33 STUDY

(NIKOLAI’S office in the Winter Palace is empty except for a small table. NIKOLAI sits at the table, looks dejected. A clock strikes four. ALIX enters)

NIKOLAI

I know, I know. Five o’clock tea-time. Have it without me today.

ALIX

Are they squeezing you, Sunshine?

NIKOLAI

(Morosely) They say this war will turn out differently. That we are bound to win because Germany will be fighting on two fronts… Poor darling, I know how difficult it is for you…

ALIX

(Neurotically) I am a Russian. A Russian. Not a German. A Russian with just a faint trace of a German accent.

NIKOLAI

Shall I sign, then?

ALIX

I don’t know. I wish our Friend were here. To advise you.

(NIKOLAI buries his head in his hands. The MINISTER and the GENERAL enter. They wait for ALIX to go out. The MINISTER hands NIKOLAI a document)

NIKOLAI

The declaration?

MINISTER

You’ve never been so popular, Your Majesty.

GENERAL

I’ve instructed all Ochraina agents to write graffiti on walls.

MINISTER

‘God save the Tsar’. Exclamation mark.

GENERAL

Everywhere in Russia, people get together, cheering and dancing in the streets. Everything is spontaneous.

MINISTER

Absolutely spontaneous. The people are delirious.

(NIKOLAI takes up a pen, tries to sign the document. The pen sticks in the ink pot) 
*   *   *

Scene 34: HOSPITAL

(RASPUTIN lies in a hospital bed. MATRONA sits by his bed. takes RASPUTIN’S dictation. He speaks weakly)

RASPUTIN

‘Dear Daddy. Stop.’

MATRONA

Full stop?

RASPUTIN

No, the word ‘stop’.

MATRONA

S-T-O-P?

RASPUTIN

Yes. Carry on. ‘I am saying to you again what I have said to you many times before. Stop. Dark clouds are over Russia. Stop. Catastrophe. Stop. Terrible suffering. Stop. Tears. Stop. A sea of blood. I have no words to describe the horrors of the war your politicians and generals want so much. Stop. Remember that (Sits up with an effort, raises his voice) EVERYTHING DEPENDS ON THE TSAR. Stop. Grigory. End of telegram.’

*   *   *

Scene 35: STUDY

(NIKOLAI struggles to extricate the pen from the ink pot, vainly. The MINISTER hands NIKOLAI a fountain pen. NIKOLAI signs the declaration. The MINISTER and the GENERAL – and a few more high-rankers, including NIK. NIK. – applaud)

GENERAL

Your Majesty, I have taken the liberty of writing a few words for the balcony. (Hands NIKOLAI a piece of paper)

NIKOLAI

Thank you. I’ll keep it in my hat. I always keep off the cuff speeches in my hat. 

(NIKOLAI moves forward to the balcony. Thousands cheer)

*   *   *

Scene 36: BALCONY, later – ROOM

(NIKOLAI holds his hands up in a victory gesture. Silence)

NIKOLAI

My dear subjects… er… (He takes his hat off, looks inside. A gust of wind blows the piece of paper out of the hat. It floats in the air, out of reach. NIKOLAI looks back at his retinue, who gesture to him frantically to say something)

NIKOLAI

Er... Russians. Er... I am your Tsar.

TEN THOUSAND VOICES

Louder.

NIKOLAI

(Louder) I have decided to... er...declare... (Looks at his entourage, who gesture ‘war’) war. My uncle, Grand Duke Nik. Nik. ...er... Nikolai Nikolayevich will be commander in chief. Uncle, please go now and teach our Japanese  enemies a lesson to remember. (The MINISTER rushes to NIKOLAI, whispers in his ear) .I mean, the Germans and Austrians... Er… God save Russia.

(A band strikes the National Anthem. All salute. ALIX enters with a telegram. The music cuts off, rendering the following dialogue audible)

ALIX

A telegram. From our Friend.

NIKOLAI

Not now, Sunshine. It’s the National Anthem.

ALIX

He says the war is a mistake. A catastrophe.

NIKOLAI

I know.

ALIX

You do?

NIKOLAI

He’s told me before.

ALIX

Why didn’t you listen to him? Why didn’t you resist the ministers and generals?

NIKOLAI

They don’t behave like ministers and generals. They act like brigands. I’ve been under such pressure. (Indicates the entourage) And Nik. Nik. … He wants war so much. (Sobs)

ALIX

Nicky, listen to our Friend not to this gang.

NIKOLAI

Too late. What’s done cannot be undone. And when have my people last cheered me?

(ALIX goes out. The OTHERS also exit. NIKOLAI is on his own)

NIKOLAI

(Sings)


Now it’s my turn. I,

Nikolai,

Have to carry

(this is scary)

The Russian mass on my shoulder.

What a tall order.

(RASPUTIN enters)

NIKOLAI

My dear Friend. We need you now more than ever. Look.

(Long streamers cascade from the flies, hang over NIKOLAI. Sounds of bereavement are heard. NIK. NIK. enters, RASPUTIN moves to one side)

NIK. NIK.

Hello, Nicky.

NIKOLAI

What’s the meaning of this?

NIK. NIK.

What? You know. Just casualty lists.

(A couple more streamers drop from the flies)

NIKOLAI

But so many.

NIK. NIK.

There’s a war on, my dear nephew. Don’t forget that you started it. And you weren’t exactly prepared.

NIKOLAI

You told me we had two million soldiers under arms.

NIK. NIK.

But only enough rifles for less than a million.

NIKOLAI

We had plenty of ammunition.

NIK. NIK.

Mostly of the wrong calibre. But we held the front. More or less. We are retreating in good order. More or less. And I’m giving orders to counter attack. Now will you excuse me Nicky, I want to surprise my bloody wife. I hope that bastard’s not sniffing round her arse while I’m risking my life for my country. You’re lucky, Nicky, you can keep your eye on your slut at home. 

(NIK. NIK. Goes out. ALIX enters)

ALIX

(Neurotically) What did he want? Why isn’t he at the front? 

RASPUTIN

Mummy, Mummy, you must control your nerves. Daddy can’t do his work properly if he has to worry about you.

ALIX

There are so many rumours going around about me. That I control Nicky.

RASPUTIN

The Tsar does not need to be controlled by any one.

ALIX

Of course he doesn’t.

NIKOLAI

Thank you, Friend.

(Several more streamers cascade from above)

NIKOLAI

Oh, my God.

RASPUTIN

Are you sure, Daddy, that your uncle is up to the job?

NIKOLAI

Well… there’s no one else, is there? You mean… 

RASPUTIN

Shall I make a short trip to the front? To bless the troops?

NIKOLAI

What a brilliant idea.

RASPUTIN

Meanwhile you can ponder the question ‘who will make the better commander in chief? Nikolai Nikolayevich or Nikolai Alexandrovich?’

*   *   *

Scene 37: BATTLEGROUND, later – ARMY HQ

(Battle effects: Explosions, machine-gun fire, screams of wounded men. The lights flicker with the explosions. Silence.)

GENERAL

(Off) Left, left, left, right, left, left, left.

(Two SOLDIERS, bedraggled and exhausted, with snow on their boots and coats, are marched in by the GENERAL on horse back)

GENERAL

Second Army Corps, Halt! Stand at ease!

(The SOLDIERS sink to the ground and immediately fall asleep and snore)

GENERAL

Up! Up! Up, you filthy sons of mongrels (Takes a swig out of a flask) Up or I’ll have you shot!

SOLDIER 1

Sir, we're tired.

GENERAL 2

Shut up and get up!

SOLDIER 1

We haven’t had a morsel since the rout began.

GENERAL

What rout?! It’s an orderly retreat, you skunks. The commander in chief is coming to inspect you miserable lot. Fall in! If you haven't formed ranks by the time he’s back, the Grand Duke will hang you all. Gee up! (Gallops off)

SOLDIER 1

Better get up and behave ourselves. Old Nik. Nik.’s a killer.

SOLDIER 2

I wish he would kill more enemy and fewer of his own soldiers.

SOLDIER 1

(Points to the paper streamers) Look at all them dead.

SOLDIER 2

What a massacre.

SOLDIER 1

God, so many dead.

SOLDIER 2

Some are only wounded.

SOLDIER 1

The dead are better off. 

SOLDIER 2

That’s right.

SOLDIER 1

I went to hospital once. Ugh. Made me sick. Wanted to run right back to the front again. Sick, it made me, the hospital. And d’you know something?

SOLIDER 2

Yes, it made you sick.

SOLDIER 1

Not that. She was there. The German slut? Gave us presents.

SOLDIER 2

Chocolate? Vodka?

SOLDIER 1

No such luck. Tiny ikons, that big. ‘Thank you, Your Majesty... Thank you very very much’. Made me bloody sick.

SOLDIER 2

What she look like?

SOLDIER 1

Ever seen a whore

SOLDIER 2

Was he with her?

SOLDIER 1

Bloody Nick? No. Oh, you mean him. (Makes an obscene gesture with his arm) No. She was on her bloody own.

SOLDIER 2

 (Falsetto) ‘It would be wrong for us, Grishka darling, to be seen together. What would our poor soldiers in the front say? See you tonight in my bedroom, you big prick.’

SOLDIER 1

Oh, stop it, will you. The thought makes me stiff.

SOLDIER 2

It's not a thought with them.

SOLDIER 1

I want to have a little dream about them.

SOLDIER 2

A short snooze before the butchers show up again.

(The SOLDIERS lie down, shut their eyes and immediately begin to snore. They keep their eyes shut throughout the following ‘dream scene’.
Coloured light invades the stage. RASPUTIN, in underwear, romps in, followed by ALIX who wears a diaphanous negligee)

SOLDIER 2

I say, I say, I say... (Snores)

SOLDIER 1

I say... (Snores)

SOLDIER 2

Can you dream what I'm dreaming?

SOLDIER 1

And how. (Snores) 

SOLDIER 2

He’s crushing her big fat melons.

SOLDIER 1

And how.

SOLDIER 2

Pumpkins.

SOLDIER 1

Water melons. (Snores)

SOLDIER 2

(Lowers his voice to bass) Good strong German arse.

SOLDIER 1

(Falsetto) Oh, Grishka, I'm all breathless. (Snores)

SOLDIER 2

Cor, look at that!

(Two impassive liveried STAGEHANDS push a bed onto the
stage)

SOLDIER 1

What’s going on?

SOLDIER 2

(Falsetto) D'you think we ought to, with my husband nodding off over there and my daughters asleep in their bedrooms? (Bass) Let ’em join us. 

SOLDIER 1

Oh, my God.

(RASPUTIN pushes ALIX onto the bed and lies on top of her)

SOLDIER 2

Look who's here.

(OLGA enters)

SOLDIER 2

(Falsetto) Mummy, mummy, wait for me!

(OLGA jumps onto the bed)

SOLDIER 2

(Falsetto) And for me.

(TATIANA enters and jumps onto the bed)

SOLDIER 1

What a dream.

VOICES

(Off) Up, up, you scum!

(The dream is shattered. The streamers are flown up, the characters in the dream vanish and the lights are white and harsh again. Enter NIK. NIK. and GENERAL on horseback).

GENERAL

Up, up, lazy louts! Lice! Syphilitic dregs! Scum! Vermin!

(The two SOLDIERS clamber wearily to their feet)

SOLDIER 1

(To SOLDIER 2) I'm drenched.

SOLDIER 2

(To SOLDIER 1) Likewise.

GENERAL

Shut your sewer mouths, scum! Vermin! Lice! Stinking turds! (To NIK. NIK.) Grand Duke Nikolai Nikolayevich, Commander in Chief, the Army present and correct, sir.

NIK. NIK.
(Barks) Glorious, brave, indomitable, tough, valiant, proud, patriotic fighters for Mother Russia. I have news for you boys.

SOLDIER 2

(To SOLDIER 1) Not another useless attack.

GENERAL

Shut your sewer mouths, scum! Vermin! Lice! Stinking turds!

NIK. NIK.
(Barks) I have drawn up a beauty of a plan for an amazing counter-attack. It starts tomorrow at daybreak and by nightfall most of you will, by the law of probabilities, get killed. But... I said but... forever remembered as the glorious, brave, indomitable, tough, valiant, proud, patriotic, fighters for Mother Russia.

GENERAL

Come on, open your sewer mouths, scum! Vermin! Lice! Stinking turds! Hip, hip, hurrah. I said, Hip, hip, hurrah!

(RASPUTIN walks in casually)

RASPUTIN

Don't mind me. Carry on.

NIC.NIC.

What the hell are you doing here?

RASPUTIN

Your soldiers' morale is low. I came to lift it up. With God's help.

NIK. NIK.

My soldiers’ morale is sky high. Isn’t it? 

GENERAL

Come on, open your sewer mouths, scum! Vermin! Lice! Stinking turds!

SOLDIERS

(Feebly) It’s sky high.

RASPUTIN

That wasn’t very spontaneous.

NIK. NIK.

Wasn’t it?!

GENERAL

Come on, open your--

SOLDIERS

(Feebly) Sky high.

NIK. NIK.

Now get the hell out of here, Stinka Grishka.

RASPUTIN

He who loses his temper--

NIK. NIK.

Out!

RASPUTIN

Will win a place in hell. May God smile on the fighting sons of Russia and protect them from their many enemies. Without and within.

NIK. NIK.

General!

GENERAL

Yes, Commander-in-Chief?

NIK. NIK.

This man is an enemy agent. By rights he should be hanged.

GENERAL

Sir, the Tsar...

NIK. NIK.

We shall let him go now. But if he shows up again... From the tallest tree.

RASPUTIN

One hanging more or less won’t make much of a difference to your grand total.

NIK. NIK.

If I hang you, it will be God’s victory.

RASPUTIN

A victory in the field of battle would be more useful right now, Nik. Nik.

NIK. NIK.

Is anyone going to kick this dirty peasant out of my sight?!

RASPUTIN

I’m going now. We shall meet again.

NIK. NIK.

In hell, I hope.

RASPUTIN

On earth. It has become the same thing, thanks to you.

NIK. NIK.

(Produces a horse whip) This remark deserves a capital whipping.

(NIK. NIK. tries to whip RASPUTIN. RASPUTIN grabs the whip)

RASPUTIN

(Coolly) In Siberia, I used to make my cart horses dance. Like this.

(RASPUTIN whips NIK. NIK.’S feet, making him ‘dance’. RASPUTIN whips NIK. NIK.’S behind. He falls to the ground. The SOLDIERS laugh)

GENERAL

Shut your sewer mouths, scum! 

(RASPUTIN makes the GENERAL ‘dance’)

RASPUTIN

Tell them you’re sorry.

GENERAL

I... I am sorry.

RASPUTIN

Say to them ‘I’ve got a sewer mouth. I am scum! Vermin! Lice! A huge stinking turd! I’ll never abuse you again.

GENERAL

I’ve got a sewer mouth. I am scum! Vermin! Lice! Stinking turds! I’ll never abuse you again.

RASPUTIN

See you later. (Goes out)

NIK. NIK.

(Hysterically) Oh, oh, oh. When I think that I (Beats his chest) I was the idiot who first took this... this... shitbag... to court... Oh! And now, while we're rotting away in the front, he lays our wives and daughters! (To the SOLDIERS) Stop sniggering. You admire him. for polluting our good blood. I'll teach you to laugh at your betters! Do you see those impregnable German positions on the heights over there?

GENERAL

Answer, vermin.

SOLDIERS

Yes, sir.

NIK. NIK.

(To GENERAL) Rush them!

GENERAL

Rush the German positions!

SOLDIERS

Rush the German positions?

GENERAL

Rush or I shoot you dead.

SOLDIERS

Yes, sir. (Throw their rifles at NIK. NIK. and the GENERAL, raise their hands and run out) Kamerad! Kamerad!

GENERAL

(To NIK. NIK.) Attack accomplished, sir. Position unchanged, sir. 

(NIKOLAI enters. He wears an army coat and a sword. Behind him enter ALIX and RASPUTIN and an entourage of GENERALS)

NIK. NIK.

Nicky, this is a surprise.

NIKOLAI

Hello, Nik. Nik., how are you?

NIK. NIK.

As a matter of fact, I wanted to talk to you about a certain person who…

ALIX

The Tsar has something to tell you.

NIKOLAI

Yes. That is...

ALIX

Your hat..

NIKOLAI

Ah, yes. (Removes his hat, reads from a piece of paper hidden inside) Commander in chief... Uncle, at the beginning of the war there were... certain circumstances... Er... And reasons of state... Oh, read for yourself. (Takes the piece of paper out of the hat and hands it to NIK. NIK.)

NIK. NIK.

(After a glance at the paper, screams) Sacked! You are removing me from my command?

NIKOLAI

Well, not exactly.

ALIX

Absolutely exactly.

NIKOLAI

Be reasonable, Uncle. I'm giving you another command.

ALIX

The Caucasus front.

NIK. NIK.

The what?!

RASPUTIN

(Shouts) The Caucasus front! (Whispers to ALIX) All these guns have made him deaf.

NIK. NIK.

I heard that… Nothing's happening in the Caucasus.

RASPUTIN

Only epidemics of malaria, dysentery and typhus. Blessed will be the general who can conquer such enemies.

NIK. NIK.

I know who’s behind this plot. (To RASPUTIN) The tallest tree.

RASPUTIN

Bless you, Nik. Nik.

(NIK. NIK. pushes RASPUTIN aside)

ALIX

I shall thank you to be civil to our friend. Apologize to him.

NIK. NIK.

Sorry.

ALIX


I hope I shall never set eyes on you ever again.

NIK. NIK.

Nicky.

(NIKOLAI turns his back on NIK. NIK., who storms out)

NIKOLAI

I wish Nik. Nik. weren't so extraordinarily highly strung.

ALIX

Darling, these gentlemen are waiting.

NIKOLAI

Oh, yes. Gentlemen, I am assuming the supreme command of all our fighting forces.

ALIX

God save Russia!

ALL

(With trepidation) God save Russia.

ALIK

Goodbye, darling and God bless. I shall write to you every night. And so will Father Grigory.

RASPUTIN

I prefer telegrams; they're shorter.

(ALIX and RASPUTIN move to the exit when PROTOPOPOV appears)

RASPUTIN

Not now, Propopo, not now.

PROTOPOPOV

But, Grishka dear, you promised. You said that as soon as I’m sane…

RASPUTIN

Are you?

PROTOPOPOV

What d’you think?

RASPUTIN

Your time is coming. Russia is on the brink of a national nervous breakdown.

PROTOPOPOV

This is wonderful news.

(ALIX and RASPUTIN exit, followed by PROTOPOPOV)

PROTOPOPOV’S VOICE (Trailing) I’ll make a wonderful minister. I have a lot of experience in nervous breakdowns.

(A long pause. NIKOLAI paces the stage. The GENERAL still stand stiffly to attention)

NIKOLAI

Well, here we are. Nice headquarters you have here. Oh, do stand at ease. (Lights a cigarette) You may smoke.

(A huge map of western Russia and eastern Germany is projected on the cyclorama)

NIKOLAI

(Having had a long look at the map) Overpowering, isn't it? (Pause) Now to our... er... strategy. Let's attack, shall we?... Ah, but where? I think this is as good a spot as any. Excellent. We attack there. Now go and work out the details. Dismissed. 

(The OFFICERS salute, turn about, shrug their shoulders and go out. An ORDERLY brings in small folding table and chair. Goes out.)

NIKOLAI

(Sits down and writes) Beloved sunshine, I have decided to attack in the North. But you mustn't tell anyone, not even our Friend.

ORDERLY

(Enters) Telegram, your majesty. (Goes out)

RASPUTIN

(Appears on one side) God's blessing stop praying attack North great success stop Grigory. (Disappears)

NIKOLAI

Dearest Sunshine, please thank our Friend for the crucifix he has sent me. I have been wearing it day and night and feel much better.

RASPUTIN

(Appears)
Pray Saint Xavier wind blow direction stop. God will speed Russian victory stop Grigory. (Disappears)

NIKOLAI

What on earth does he mean by that?

GENERAL

(Rushes in) Your Majesty, our troops have pushed the enemy back. It’s a miracle.

NIKOLAI

In the north?

GENERAL

In the south,

NIKOLAI

But I said, attack in the north... Well, never mind. You don't look a gift horse in the mouth.

(GENERAL goes out. ALIX appears on one side)

ALIX

Congratulations, my darling hubby-spitzy on his success, but please do not rush wildly forward. Alix. (Disappears).

RASPUTIN (Appears) Animals that howl have teeth stop Beware enemies within stop. Grigory.

ALIX

Friend says be firm with the ministers.

RASPUTIN
Three times ‘Po’ is good for Russia Stop Nothing to lose now Stop Grigory.

NIKOLAI

(Scratches his head) Three times ‘Po’?
ALIX

Friend says you should make Protopopov minister. His nickname is ‘Propopo’.

NIKOLAI

Protopopov?

RASPUTIN

Protopopov.

(PROTOPOPOV rushes in)

PROTOPOPOV

Have you called me, Your Majesty?

NIKOLAI

Oh, all right. I nominate you Minister of the Interior.

PROTOPOPOV
(Falls at NIKOLAI'S feet) Oh, thank you, Grishka... I mean, Your Majesty, thank you, thank you.

(NIKOLAI goes out) 

RASPUTIN

You see Propopo, now Russia is absolutely loony enough for you.

*   *   *

SCENE 38: CABARET PAPILLON

(RASPUTIN stands in stage centre and belches loudly. The WAITER enters)

WAITER

Monsieur Rasputin, how nice to welcome you again.

RASPUTIN

Wine.

WAITER

Madeira?

RASPUTIN

A dozen bottles

WAITER

Are you with a party, monsieur?

RASPUTIN

Two are for me. The rest are for the gentlemen downstairs. Secret Police spies.

WAITER
Yes, monsieur.

(The WAITER claps hands and two STAGEHANDS wheel in a curtained platform. RASPUTIN sits on his own, a forlorn figure. The WAITER brings the wine)

RASPUTIN

Sit down and have some Madeira with me.

WAITER

That would be most irregular, monsieur.

RASPUTIN

Not at all, It would be strictly according to the rules of the game. Sit down, I said.

WAITER
All right, monsieur, if you insist. What rules were you alluding to?

RASPUTIN

The rules of drama. Do you go to the theatre?

WAITER

I work nights, don’t I?

RASPUTIN

You don’t know what you’re missing. 

WAITER

I apologize.

RASPUTIN

The conventions of the theatre require a play's hero, in this case myself, to make a showdown right now, because I’m getting bumped off in the next scene.

WAITER

Oh, I’m sorry.

RASPUTIN

Oh, yes. A sort of monologue. Preferably for two, you being thrown in as a concessions to the rules of the realistic theatre and the discursive drama of ideas. 
WAITER

Am I supposed to egg you on? Say to you from time to time, ‘Go on’ and ‘Really?’ Be, as they say, your stooge? It would be great fun

RASPUTIN
This is the speech. (Takes a long sheet of paper out of his pocket)

WAITER
Is there a copy for me?

RASPUTIN
That won’t be necessary; I’ve made up my mind to ignore it.

WAITER
Is that wise?

RASPUTIN

I haven’t the slightest. But tell me, why can’t a dramatic hero die as ninety nine point nine per cent of the human race do: silently, like flowers? Why should I unbosom myself to anyone, recount in great detail, style and articulation which must, by all assumptions, be way out of my character, the problems of my childhood, the mysteries surrounding my youth and the secrets of my manhood? Then, top it all with an un-Rasputinian analysis of the causes and facts of Russian decay? Absurd.

WAITER

They say that theatre is the cult of the absurd.
RASPUTIN

Who knows what the theatre is? As for our author, although he has begun sensibly enough, in my opinion, he now has gone over to the other extreme: psychology, history and rhetorical climaxes, or climactic rhetoric.

WAITER

But this is the stuff of drama, the method whereby---

RASPUTIN

Method? Never! Madness? Always!

WAITER

Well, if you wish to do away with everything the modern theatre has always been: words, which are poetry, acting, which is spatial music, lights, which are dimensions, the stage, which is focus, the curtain, which is the beginning and the end and coherence which is the ultimate end, do go ahead. I'm washing my hands of it and so is the author, I'm sure.

RASPUTIN

I thought you said you didn’t go to theatre.

WAITER
(Angrily) I don’t, but I still think it’s great art.

RASPUTIN

There's no need to fly off the handle. All I was trying to say was that I don't like the look of this particular speech. Listen to this: (Reads out of the script)
‘In Russia today there are only two solutions. The second is Revolution.’

WAITER

And the first?

RASPUTIN

Rasputin! Rasputin!

ECHO

Rasputin, Rasputin.

RASPUTIN

See what I mean?

WAITER

Yes, well, if we are discussing details, not principles...

RASPUTIN

Oh, no.

WAITER

That puts a different complexion on...I mean...

RASPUTIN

Exactly. All I want is to be more theatrical.

WAITER

There's no harm in that.

RASPUTIN

Give psychology back to the psychologists.

WAITER

Or the novelists.

RASPUTIN

History to the historians.

WAITER

You have my hurrah for that.

RASPUTIN

And depth to--

WAITER

(Laughs) The deep sea divers.

RASPUTIN

He even had a moral in here, nicely snug.

WAITER

He never!

RASPUTIN

(Tears the script) Never!

WAITER

But, monsieur, what shall we have instead?

RASPUTIN

The Rasputin Show. In three short interludes. (RASPUTIN stands beside the inner stage) One (A gong is struck once) Decision.

(The curtains open. A sign hangs above spelling GRIGORY YEFIMOVICH RASPUTIN 1871 – 1916. YUSSUPOV and DMITRY are discovered. They are in drag. YUSSUPOV reads a document)

DMITRY

A report from one of the police spies.

YUSSUPOV

The spelling is atrocious… (Turns a page) The bitch.

DMITRY

It’s not her fault.

YUSSUPOV

I’ve been neglecting her.

DMITRY

And she went to him.

(The inner stage curtains close) 

RASPUTIN

Two. (A gong is struck twice) Incitement.

(The inner stage curtains open to reveal PURISHKEVICH)

PURISHKEVICH

Members of the Duma. My loyalty to Russia and the Tsar has been demonstrated in one spontaneous pogrom after another which I organized. But today I am going to go against the wishes of my Tsar and say here loud and clear: a dark, mad, sinister force is running our country. It must be removed, or else...

(The inner stage curtains close)

RASPUTIN

And lastly, The Reputed Tool of Power in Russia.

(RASPUTIN goes behind the curtains. The gong is struck three times, then a few more times. Music. The curtains open slowly to reveal RASPUTIN standing, smiling mischievously. Slowly he opens his flies and pulls out of his trousers a Greek Comedy style phallus, four feet long. YUSSUPOV entres, kneels in front of RASPUTIN, sucks the phallus. The WAITER jumps up in panic and closes the curtains)
WAITER

Ladies and gentlemen, the management humbly apologize for this revolting spectacle which, they can assure you, shall never be repeated. 

(The WAITER bows and exits. Two STAGEHANDS enter and remove the curtains and flat)

*   *   *

SCENE 39: APARTMENT

(PURISHKEVICH enters. YUSSUPOV goes towards him)

YUSSUPOV

V1adimir Mitrofanovich, welcome. This is a great honour. Please take a seat.

PURISEKEVITCH

The honour is all mine, prince. 

YUSSUPOV

Thank you. I have heard your speech in the Duma.

PURISHKEVICH

Alas, the speech was struck out of the minutes by order of that shitbag Minister of the Interior, arch-lunatic Protopopov.

YUSSUPOV

Despicable.

PURISHKEVICH

The Tsar is at the front. Grishka runs Russia through the Tsarina. I tried to alert our people.

YUSSUPOV

Speeches, even brilliant speeches, can solve nothing.

PURISHKEVICH

How else can one protest?

YUSSUPOV

Strike at the core of the problem.

PURISHKEVICH

Rasputin?

YUSSUPOV

Precisely.

PURISHKEVICH

(Laughs) Agreed. But who will do it? 

YUSSUPOV

How about your Black Hundred thugs?

PURISHKEVICH

They wouldn’t dare. They’re good only for killing defenceless Jews. Rasputin would frighten them to death. (Seriously) Prince, there are no real men left in Russia.

YUSSUPOV

Wrong.

(DMITRY enters. He and YUSSUPOV stand before PURISHKEVICH, holding each other by the waist, a picture of high camp)

YUSSUPOV

Two such real men stand before you.

PURISHKEVICH

Prince, Your Highness, you have just put into words a thought that has been nagging at me for years. If you need a helping hand for the liberation of Russia, here’s mine. Take it.

YUSSUPOV

(Shakes PURISHKEVICH’S hand) Call me Felix.

PURISHKEVICH

Call me Vlado.

YUSSUPOV

Vlado!

PURISHKEVICH

Felix!

DMITRY

Dmitry. Vlado.

(They put their hands together)

PURISHKEVICH

For Russia.

YUSSUPOV and DMITRY

For Russia.

PURISHKEVICH

I heard that your wife has been--

YUSSUPOV

(Trembles in suppressed rage) This not some sordid crime passionel. This is war against the devil.

DMITRY

He must be rubbed off.

PURISHKEVICH

How? (After a pause) Well, any suggestions?

DMITRY

Shoot him. In the street. Or in his flat.

PURISHKEVICH

Not a chance. Detectives from three secret police forces shadow him day and night.

DMITRY

We could get a woman to knife him in bed. I know a certain...

PURISHKEVICH

It’s already been tried.

YUSSUPOV

Gentlemen, there is a much simpler way. I have been seeing quite a lot of Grishka recently. You can imagine my feelings of disgust. I do it for Russia. I have to suffer the dirty peasant to hug me and embrace and kiss me.

DMITRY

(Angrily) On the lips?

YUSSUPOV

He takes me for a friend.

DMITRY

What sort of friend? (Whispers) Have you sucked him?

YUSSUPOV

Are you mad! How could you--

PURISHKEVICH

Gentlemen, gentlemen, please let's not forget our common cause.

YUSSUPOV

Grishka has absolute trust in me.

DMITRY

How do you know?

YUSSUPOV

He told me himself, many times. I invited him to spend an evening with me and my wife.

DMITRY

Here? 

YUSSUPOV

My parents and my wife are in the country, with most of the servants. He’s going to give the police spies the slip.

(While YUSSUPOV speaks, STAGEHANDS enter and begin to set the stage for the next scene)

YUSSUPOV

I’ll fetch him here myself from his flat. In my car. I've recently had the basement flat refurbished. There’s a large lounge with a short staircase leading to a smaller room. You wait in that room. I take Rasputin to the lounge. After he has had a few drinks, you burst in.

PURISHKEVICH

And?

YUSSUPOV

We set on him together, all of us.

PURISHKEVICH

And?

YUSSUPOV

Beat him to death. How's that?

PURISHKEVICH

Absolutely stupid. He’s as strong as an ox. A Samson. He’d smash us all.

DMITRY

What then?

PURISHKEVICH

Wait a minute. Poison. And I know an expert. A good Russian patriot.

(LAZAVET enters. A middle aged army doctor. He carries a doctor’s bag. Salutes)

LAZAVET

Doctor Major Lazavet, or Major Doctor Lazavet, take your pick, Army Medical Corps. Gentlemen. I suggest potassium cyanide. It comes in either powder or solution which can be mixed with tea or wine, preferably sweet wine.

YUSSUPOV

Madeira! His favourite. (Shows two wine decanters)

LAZAVET

Cyanide works swiftly. I doubt if the victim will have time to utter a syllable.

DMITRY

He likes chocolate éclairs.

LAZAVET

Powdered cyanide could do the trick with the éclairs.

PURISHKEVICH

Splendid. Have you got some?

LAZAVET

Eclairs?

PURISHKEVICH

Cyanide.

LAZAVET

Well, it isn't exactly easy to get hold of reasonable quantities. However, it so happens that I have a small amount with me at the moment.

DIMITRY

How small?

LAZARET

(Laughs) Enough to kill a company of dragoons, with their horses.

YUSSUPOV

God is smiling on us. I’m off to fetch Grishka.

LAZAVET

No one is to touch the wine or the éclairs.

PURISHKEVICH

Except Rasputin.

YUSSUPOV

When we’re back, start the gramophone. (Indicates a large horn gramophone)

PURISHKEVICH

What for?

YUSSUPOV

As a signal, that everything is going according to plan.

DIMITRY

Felix... I am sorry I was bitchy to you. When I think of you in the arms of that stinking, uncouth brute...

YUSSUPOV

Not for long.

(YUSSUPOV goes out. LAZAVET slips on a pair of surgical gloves and takes a small box from his bag. As the others stand back, he takes a knife and with it sprinkles powder from the box on the eclairs. This done, he takes a small phial out of the bag and empties the contents into the two decanters. He shake them)

LAZAVET

Voila.

(A klaxon is heard, off)

PURISHKEVICH

They are here.

(The CONSPIRATORS hurry into the smaller room, visible to the audience)

DMITRY

The gramophone.

PURISHKEVICH

Quick.

(Nervously, DMITRY and LAZAVET manage to crank the 
gramophone and place the needle on the record. Yankee Doodle Dandy is heard as YUSSUPOV and RASPUTIN enter the lounge.)

LAZAVET

I think I want to faint. (Faints)

PURISHKEVICH

Pull yourself together. man.

YUSSUPOV

Excuse the music, Grisha. My wife's is with some guests upstairs. Playing the gramophone. 

DMITRY

I can't revive him.

PURISHKEVICH

Oh, for heaven's sake. The man is used to perform twenty amputations before lunch.

YUSSUPOV

The guests will be leaving soon. Then Irina and you and me will have our own little private party, as I promised.

RASPUTIN

I know this tune.

YUSSUPOV

It's an American folk song.

RASPUTIN

Give me Russian songs anytime. In fact, give me one now.

YUSSUPOV

Eat and drink first.

RASPUTIN.

Now.

YUSSUPOV

Don't you want a drink?

RASPUTIN

I want a song.

YUSSUPOV

All right.

RASPUTIN

Where are you going?

YUSSUPOV

To get my guitar. (Goes to the next room)

PURISHKEVICH

Well?

LAZAVET

(Just reviving) Is he dead? (YUSSUPOV shakes his head) Oh, my God. (Faints)

YUSSUPOV

He wants me to sing to him.

DMITRY

What about the poison?

YUSSUPOV

He won’t touch anything.

DMITRY

Does he suspect? Oh, God.

(RASPUTIN eats an eclair)

PURISHKEVICH

Sing to him. Sooner or later he’s sure to get hungry or thirsty.

YUSSUPOV

I'm alone out there with a fiend. He could kill me with one blow.

PURISHKEVICH

Felix, dying for Russia is an honour.

YUSSUPOV

Not like this, it isn’t.

PURISHKEVICH

Felix, we count on you.

DMITRY

We do, we do.

YUSSUPOV

He’s the very devil, I'm telling you. Where’s my guitar?

(Meanwhile, RASPUTIN has eaten another eclair. When YUSSUPOV re-enters the lounge, RASPUTIN is looking at a framed photograph on the sideboard).

YUSSUPOV

It was taken at Oxford. My university. In England.

RASPUTIN

Funny cloaks. Are the English universities like the ones we have in Russia? Hotbeds of revolution?

YUSSUPOV

Oxford is very conservative.

RASPUTIN

What did you study?

YUSSUPOV

Me? Well, nothing in particular. I mean, you go to Oxford to be a gentleman.

RASPUTIN

What, exactly, is a gentleman? A gentle man?

YUSSUPOV

Not at all. To be a gentleman means to be… well… 

RASPUTIN

Noble?

YUSSUPOV

It helps. But it's more noble qualities than blood. And noble behaviour.

RASPUTIN

Good manners.

YUSSUPOV

Yes. And also... someone you can...

RASPUTIN

(Looks straight in  YUSSUPOV’S eyes) Trust.

YUSSUPOV

Yes, definitely.

RASPUTIN

So, you went to that hole... Oxford... a Russian and you came back a gentleman. 

YUSSUPOV

Grisha, you must have an éclair or my wife would be very cross with you.

RASPUTIN

I've already had two.

YUSSUPOV

(Chokes) T... t... two?

RASPUTIN

Swine manners, I know. But then, I didn’t go to that Oxford dump. (Grabs an eclair and shoves it into his mouth) What's the matter, Felix?

YUSSUPOV

No... no... nothing.

(RASPUTIN has an attack of coughing. YUSSUPOV looks on, petrified. RASPUTIN waves a cupped hand)

YUSSUPOV

Water.

(RASPUTIN shakes his head)

YUSSUPOV

Wine. 

(YUSSUPOV pours wine into a large glass. RASPUTIN gestures to him to pour some more. YUSSUPOV fills the glass. RASPUTIN gulps the wine down. The coughing stops. He slumps on a chair)

RASPUTIN

That's better. Now sing.

YUSSUPOV

(Sings Ochichornaya, in Russian)

(The record has come to an end in the next room. The other CONSPIRATORS strain to hear what goes on in the lounge. RASPUTIN’S head drops on his chest. YUSSUPOV stops singing and takes a closer look at RASPUTIN.
Short pause. RASPUTIN raises his head suddenly and YUSSUPOV resumes his singing, nervously, shakily. His singing trails off as he sees RASPUTIN helping himself to yet another eclair and a glass of wine)

RASPUTIN

What’s the matter with you, Felix? Go on. Sing.

YUSSUPOV

Will... will you excuse me for a moment?

RASPUTIN

A piddle? Go on then, before the dam bursts in your pants.

(Like a naughty child, YUSSUPOV slinks out of the lounge and enters the smaller room. He is petrified with fear although the others don’t notice it)

PURISHKEVICH

Well?

YUSSUPOV

Nothing.

DIMITRY

Does he suspect anything?

YUSSUPOV

No.

PURISHKEVICH

Why doesn't he touch the cake and wine, then?

YUSSUPOV

He's already devoured half a dozen cakes.

LAZAVET

Impossible.

YUSSUPOV

And a bottle of Madeira.

(LAZAVET faints)

PURISHKEVICH

He'll hear us. The gramophone. Quick. 

(DMITRY starts the gramophone. Once again Yankee Doodle‑Dandy is heard. This time it is so loud that the audience cannot bear the rest of the dialogue. But as the actors accompany it with exaggerated ‘silent film’ gestures, it should be very easy to guess what is said. The inaudible dialogue is as follows:
DIMITRY

It's no use. Let's call It off.
PURISHKEVICH

Never! We must kill him now. It's now or never.
YUSSUPOV

Let’s attack him together. Cudgel him to death?
PURISHKEVICH

No. Shoot him dead. (Takes a pistol out of his pocket. To DMITRY) You do it.
DIMITRY

(Horrified by the firearm) No. no. It’s not my scene.
PURISHKEVICH

All right. Seems I am the only real man around. I’ll do it.
YUSSUPOV

No. I’ll do it. (Takes the pistol from PURISHKEVICH) How does the damn thing work?
(PURISHKEVICH shows YUSSUPOV how to press the trigger and aim at the heart or the back of the head. YUSSUPOV goes to the lounge, where RASPUTIN examines a small golden crucifix which he has taken from the sideboard. YUSSUPOV. raises the gun, aims at RASPUTIN’S nape of the neck. RASPUTIN turns round and YUSSUPOV hurriedly hides the gun behind his back. There is a short discussion about the merits, artistic and spiritual, of the crucifix. RASPUTIN turns to place the crucifix back on the sideboard and YUSSUPOV shoots him in the back. The report is not heard, but a puff of smoke comes out of the gun muzzle. RASPUTIN turns and faces the audience. He raises his arms and falls down on the floor. The other CONSPIRATORS, in the next room, have heard the shot and burst Into the lounge. LAZAVET, now revived, takes a stethoscope out of his pocket and listens to RASPUTIN’S heart.
LAZAVET

(Still inaudible) He’s gone.
Jubilation. Handshakes and kisses. DMITRY absent-mindedly raises a glass, full of poisoned wine, to his lips. The others stop him drinking just in time. LAZAVET almost faints again. YUSSUPOV invites the others to go to another room, off. As they go out, he switches the light off. The gramophone begins to lose speed and 'Yankee Doodle Dandy' comes to a grinding halt. Long silence.
In the semi-darkness, RASPUTIN moves. He slowly rises to his knees, groans and crawls slowly to the other side of the lounge. A door opens, off stage. Light from behind the door invades the lounge)
YUSSUPOV

(Off) I want to give him another look over.

LAZAVET

(Off) He's dead, I'm telling you. (Laughter)

PURISHKEVICH

(Off) If you like playing with corpses, go ahead. (Laughter)

LAZAVET

(Off) What's the matter, Prince? Don't you trust science? (Laughter)

(The CONSPIRATORS continue to chat and laugh, off. YUSSUPOV enters the lounge. He is momentarily taken aback at not finding RASPUTIN at the spot he vaguely remembers to have left him. Seeing RASPUTIN lying motionless at the other side of the room, YUSSUPOV goes over and examines ‘the body’ closely. He pulls RASPUTIN by the shoulders and arms and shakes him. RASPUTINIS arms fall around YUSSUPOVIS neck)

RASPUTIN
(Whispers hoarsely) Felix... Oh, Felix.

(YUSSUPOV, petrified, struggles silently to free himself from RASPUTIN’S strong gripping arms)

PURISHKEVICH

(Off, calls out) Felix, has the resurrection started yet? (Laughter)

DINITRY
(Off)

We're praying for his departed soul.

(Renewed laughter)

LAZAVET

(Off, calls out) There's a bullet in his head, Prince. If he’s alive, there’ll be a long report in the Medical Journal. (Laughter)

PURISHKEVICH

(Off, calls out) Don't worry, Felix, he's deal all right. Only the devil could... Felix, are you all right?

YUSSUPOV

(In a voice so reduced by fear that the others in the upstairs room couldn’t possibly hear it) Help... help.

PURISHKEVICH

(Off, calls out) Felix! Felix!

(YUSSUPOV succeeds in getting free of RASPUTIN’S grasp. His shirt is torn. He totters out. The door, off stage, closes behind him. In the half darkness, RASPUTIN staggers out, on the opposite side. After a short pause, the door, off, opens and PURISHKEVICH, his pistol drawn in his hand, enters, followed by DMITRY)

DIMITRY

There he is.

LAZAVET

(Off) I’m feel I’m going to faint.

PURISHKEVICH
 That makes two of us. Come on.

(PURISHKEVICH and DIMITRY go out)

*   *   *

Scene 40: COURTYARD

(The lights upstage go out and a single spot discovers RASPUTIN, stumbling in the snow)

PURISHKEVICH

(Off, behind RASPUTIN) Good God! He's making for the gate! (A shot is heard) Missed! (Another shot) Missed again! (A third shot) Got him!

(RASPUTIN fall on all fours, then rolls over and lies still. PURISHKEVICH enters)

PURISHKEVICH

(Shouts) I have killed The Devil Grishka Rasputin! (Kicks RASPUTIN in the head) I have killed him!

(YUSSUPOV enters, holds a poker, enters) 

YUSSUPOV

Where is the dog? (Hits RASPUTIN with the poker) I'll show You, scum! This is for showing no respect! This, for your bad manners! This is for stinking like a rotten fish! This for touching my wife! I'll smash your disgusting balls and prick! I'll avenge the honour of Russian women and youth! (Collapses in tears)

PURISHKEVICH

Felix, Stand back! 

(DMITRY helps YUSSUPOV up. LAZAVET enters. PURISHKEVICH bends over RASPUTIN and aims the gun at his forehead)

YUSSUPOV

Oh, my God.

(PURISHKEVICH fires the gun)

PURISHKEVICH

(to LAZAVET) Is he dead?

(LAZAVET listens to RASPUTIN’S heart with the stethoscope, takes his time)

PURISHKEVICH

Well? Is he or isn’t he?

LAZAVET

He’s as dead as the Dodo.

PURISHKEVICH

Thank God. Russia is saved.

(Two POLICEMEN enter, tipsy. From time to time they take swigs from a flask which they pass from one to another)

POLICEMAN1

Hello, hello, hello, what's up?

POLICEMAN 2

We hear shots and say to one another, Ain't the shots coming from the Yussupov palace?

POLICEMAN 1

(Sees RASPUTIN) Hello, hello, hello, what's down?

PURISHKEVICH

We had to shoot it.

POLICEMAN 2

It’s a ‘it’, is it?

PURISHKEVICH

A mad dog.

POLICEMAN 1

(Laughs) A mad dog?

PURISHKEVICH

It is.

POLICEMAN 2

Funny mad dog.

PURISHKEVICH

What d’you mean, you stupid idiot!

POLICEMAN 2

Where's it’s tail then?

POLICEMAN 1

No tail, eh? ‘Fraid we have to report this, sir.

PURISHKEVICH

Wait. Have a close look!

POLICEMAN 1

(Shines a torch on RASPUTIN’S face) Who’s this?

PURISHKEVICH

Who’s this, you idiot.

POLICEMEN 2

(Recognizes RASPUTIN, crosses himself, can hardly catch his breath) Ah, ah, ah. Oh, oh. Holy Virgin!

POLICEMAN 1

(As flabbergasted as his mate) Ah, ah, ah.

PURISHKEVICH

That’s right. It’s Grishka Rasputin, the German spy. Tell them, Felix.

YUSSUPOV

The defiler of Russian women.

DMITRY

And youth.

PURISHKEVICH

And I killed him!

POLICEMAN 2

You, sir?

PURISHKEVICH

And I am proud of it.

POLICEMAN 2

We can see you are, sir. We’ll report all this, sir. To our officer.

POLICEMAN 1

If you don't mind.

PURISHKEVICH

Wait! Do you know who I am? Don't shine your bloody torch in my face, you primitive moron! Well?

POLICEMAN 2

You must be... er... 

POLICEMAN 1

Minister Protopopov.

PURISHKEVICH

Hell I am. I am Purishkevich, the famous nationalist member of the Duma. I have done Russia proud and I expect your support, in your own limited capacity. Well?

POLICEMAN 2

Well... er...

PURISHKEVICH

Good. I knew I could count on the simple, ignorant, pious masses of our glorious mother Russia. I want you to forget what you have seen here tonight.

POLICEMEN

If you say so.

PURISHKEVICH

And my noble friends and I will do the rest.

POLICEMAN 2

Excuse me, sir. What do you mean by ‘the rest’?

PURISHKEVICH

Don't whisper it to a soul. men, but we have a car here and we are going to take the dead mad dog to the Petroveky Island bridge.

POLICEMAN 1

Oh, yes.

POLICEMAN 2

Cut a hole in the ice and dump poor Father... I mean, the dead mad dog in the river.

PURISHKEVICH

Clever. Now you run along and not a word to a soul.

(The POLICEMEN take a few leisurely steps, guzzle a swig each from  flask and then break into a quick run as they go out)

DIMITRY

Do you think they will talk?

PURISHKEVICH

I trust the common people. My people.

YUSSUPOV

I don't trust vodka.

PURISHKEVICH

Felix, bring the car round, will you? Come on, let’s tie him up. 

DMITRY

Don’t you think he’s absolutely dead now?

PURISHKEVICH

Just making doubly safe.

(The car backs up onto the stage)

PURISHKEVICH

Come on, all together now. Hey heave!

(RASPUTIN’S body is hauled into the car. The CONSPIRATORS get into the car. It pulls away)

CONSPIRATORS

(Sing)
Here we go, here we go.

Sing a song of Russia.

No enemy will ever crush her.

For here we go, here we go,

Here we go, go, go. 

(The car stops and the CONSPIRATORS get out)

*   *   *

Scene 41: RIVER BANK

(The lights are very dim and the CONSPIRATORS barely visible)

PURISHKEVICH

Right, dump the bastard.

(A splash is heard)

PURISHKEVICH

Goodbye, big thick prick.

(A green light is turned on and RASPUTIN is seen underwater, struggling with the rope he is tied with. He succeeds in freeing one hand)

RASPUTIN
Blroopframwhaoklapstrokrokroktlingwa!

LAZAVET

Did you hear that?

DMITRY

Good God, he’s still alive.

PURISHKEVICH

Rubbish.

YUSSUPOV

I heard him. He said...

PURISHKEVICH

What?

YUSSUPOV

‘You wasted your time in Oxford. You are not a gentleman, Felix’.

PURISHKEVICH

Come on before they catch us, or we catch cold.

(Torches shine on the CONSPIRATORS. The GENERAL appears)

GENERAL

I am sorry to arrest you. But you were reported by the police. I have direct orders from the Tsar. Naturally, the police cells are too filthy for gentlemen of your rank. Consider yourselves under house arrest. More or less.

*   *   *

Scene 42: ROOM

(A gramophone plays ‘Yankee Doodle’. IRINA sobs. YUSSUPOV enters. Still wearing the torn shirt. He goes up to IRINA, caresses her hair. She turns her head away. He fondles her breasts and hips. She turns to him. They embrace and kiss passionately)

*   *   *

Scene 43: NEW YORK BAR

(ILIODOR smoking a large cigar leans against the bar, drinking. He wears a smart suit. A JOURNALIST sits next to him, takes down notes)

ILIODOR

The motives for Rasputin’s murder were romantic. He had many mistresses. In Russia they call him... (Giggles)

JOURNALIST

What?

ILIODOR

(Giggles) Big thick-- You’re The New York Times, yes? ‘All the News that’s Fit to Print’, yes?

JOURNALIST

That’s right.

ILIODOR

Well, this is not fit.

JOURNALIST

I may use something near it.

ILIODOR

All right. ‘Fat Thick Male Sex Organ’. (Giggles) But if you want to read more about Rasputin, mister…

JOURNALIST

Donovan.

ILIODOR

You should read ‘Die Welt’ all next week.

JOURNALIST

But I don’t read Yiddish.

ILIODOR

Get someone to translate my memoirs for you.

JOURNALIST

How come you, a notorious anti-Semite, sell your story to a Jewish newspaper?

ILIODOR

In New York the Jews are, as you say, okay. And I get good money.

*   *   *

Scene 44: OPEN SPACE

(RASPUTIN’S body lies on a pyre. ALIX, ANYA and AKULINA stand beside the body, sobbing. ALIX shows a silk shirt)

ALIX

I embroidered it especially for Father Grigory.

(The three women lift the body into a sitting position, enabling ANYA to put the shirt on him. The corpse’s arms flop on it’s sides, touching ANYA’S and ALIX’S buttocks)

ALIX

Father Grigory predicted it all.

(PROTOPOPOV enters)

PROTOPOPOV

It’s as if they’ve murdered me. I’ve had two temporary attacks of severe schizophrenia but the paranoia is now chronic.

ALIX

What are you doing about the criminals?

PROTOPOPOV

The two policemen are happy to testify against Purishkevich and Yussupov.

ALIX

How about the other disgusting little bugger?

PROTOPOPOV

Only the Tsar can order the arrest of a member of the Royal Family. As soon as His Majesty signs this warrant, I shall give the order.

(NIKOLAI enters. He wears a trench coat, covered with mud. He stands next to RASPUTIN’S body, crosses himself)

ALIX

Sunshine, your hands are trembling.

NIKOLAI

We lost a lot of soldiers. The war is going badly for Russia.

ALIX

Our Friend foresaw it all.

NIKOLAI

There’s nothing we can do to reverse the terrible events that unroll in front of our eyes. It’s like a grand guignol on a world-wide stage.

ALIX

Protopopov wants your signature...

PROTOPOPOV

Warrant for the arrest of Grand Duke Dmitry.

NIKOLAI

Our own Dmitry. What a blow. 

ALIX

Sign. He must be punished. Severely.

NIKOLAI

I can’t bring myself to do it. I had a telegram from Mummy... Mother. She begs of me... Please, Sunshine, don’t be angry with me.

ALIX

Nothing matters now. Love, anger, pride, humility. We are all lost. Murdered with him.

(ALEXEY enters, upstage, stands in the shadows)

ANYA

Alexey, you mustn’t. (To someone, off) Take the Tsarevitch back home.

ALIX


No, let him stay. Look, darling. Evil men have killed the holy man who saved your life. Twice. What will happen to my son now?

(ALEXEY moves closer to RASPUTIN, looks at him intently. The WOMEN whimper. NIKOLAI lights a cigarette, throws the match away. It falls on the straw, which swiftly catches fire)

AKULINA

(Sings) Ring every church bell









With a mighty sound

A holy man is heaven bound.









May his killers roast in hell.

(As AKULINA sings, ALIX and ANYA wail, church bells toll. ALEXEY screams, moves forward to throw himself on RASPUTIN’S pyre. He is restrained by NIKOLAI. The stage fills with fire and smoke. After a moment, RASPUTIN emerges from the smoke. He wears a smart fur coat and hat. He is alone on stage and he addresses the audience)

RASPUTIN

The rest is also history. Two months after my assassination came the Socialist February Revolution, which happened in March 1917. Later that year, in November, came the turn of the great October revolution. As for the Tsar and his family... Allow me, Ladies and Gentlemen, to present the final, sensational, distressing scene of the Rasputin Show. July 1918. A house in Ekaterinburg, in the Urals. The tsar and his family and their doctor and a few servants walk downstairs, ready for what they think is another journey.

*   *   *

Scene 45: STAIRS

(RASPUTIN goes to one side, looks on. Enter upstage: NIKOLAI, carrying the sick ALEXIS, aged 13, in his arms, ALIX and their four DAUGHTERS. They are followed by the DOCTOR, a MAID, a COOK and an old VALET. The servants place three chairs for NIKOLAI, ALEXIS and ALIX, in that order. The two elder daughters stand at the side of NIKOLAI and the two younger daughters stand beside ALIX. The others stand behind the chairs, in a row. YUROVSKY enters, a typical commissar in leather coat and cap)

YUROVSKY

Pay attention everybody. (Reads from a document; harshly) Nikolai Romanov, your friends, the counter revolutionary Whites, have been trying to rescue you and reinstate your corrupt dynasty. The Urals Soviet are therefore…

NIKOLAI

Excuse me.

YUROVSKY

What?

NIKOLAI

(Weakly) I haven’t had a fag for a bloody week. (Pauses as YUROVSKY hesitates) It’s a death. 

(YUROVSKY hesitates again, then offers NIKOLAI a cigarette. NIKOLAI takes with trembling fingers. YUROVSKY lights it. NIKOLAI inhales the smoke avidly)

NIKOLAI

Thank you very much.

YUROVSKY

(Continues to read out of the document) The Urals Soviet are therefore compelled to execute you and your wife and your children and your entourage. NOW!

(RASPUTIN stops his ears with his hands. Six MERCENARIES invade the stage and fire with their heavy pistol at the condemned people. The room fills with smoke. YUROVSKY walks among the bodies) 

YUROVSKY

Nikolai Romanov, dead! Alexandra Romanov, dead! Alexander Romanov. Fuck it, the boy is still moving. (A MERCENARY shoots the boy in the head) All dead. Tyranny is finished. A new era begins in Russia! Hurrah!

MERCENARIES

(With little enthusiasm) Hurrah... Hurrah... Hurrah...

(Pause. UROVSKY and the MERCENARIES look at the audience meekly, as though apprehensive of what they have done)

PASPUTIN

(To the audience) Ladies and gentlemen, the only solution is, pray to God and hope that he is in a listening mood. (Laughs madly)

*   *   *

Scene 46: CURTAIN CALL

(RASPUTIN raises his hands for silence, addresses the audience)

RASPUTIN

Leaders of world, beware. There’s a Rasputin in every corner.

This version: February 21 – July 8 2002

105

 NUMPAGES 105

 PAGE 108

 NUMPAGES 105

 NUMPAGES 105

PAGE  
1

