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SCENE ONE

A projected caption reads:
PRAGUE     THE OLD CEMETERY’
A crescent moon shines faintly in the night sky among black clouds. Dogs bark in the distance. Owls hoot. The features of the Old Cemetery come into focus: a clock tower with Hebrew letters for numbers, tombstones with Kabbalistic symbols. The ambience is eerie and nightmarish.
Outside the cemetery wall, a MAN approaches the gate. He wears a long, black overcoat and carries a small overnight bag. He is extremely ugly-looking: thick ears and lips, hooked nose, low forehead, a short, black beard. He tries to push the gate open, fails, tugs at the bell handle. The bell swings but does not ring. The MAN turns away from the gate, disappears behind the wall.
A 2ND MAN appears, scales the wall from the far side. He is dressed, and looks, very much like the 1ST MAN, but is taller and thinner. He clambers to the top of the wall, looks round, loses his balance, falls heavily into shrubs at the foot of the wall, inside the cemetery, and disappears from view.
By the gate, the top of a ladder appears outside the wall. Presently, the 1ST MAN climbs to the top of the ladder, contemplates the view stretching in front of him.

.

1ST MAN

Jesus Christ. What a cheerless, chilling, chimerical, charnel house.

(The 1ST MAN begins to climb down the wall into the graveyard, loses his grip and falls heavily onto the thick undergrowth, vanishes from view. On the other side, the 2ND MAN rises, looks around suspiciously)

2ND MAN

(appalled by what he sees, softly) How squalid and squelchy… What a necropolis. Mary, mother of God, help me. (The 2ND MAN walks towards the centre of the cemetery, disappears from view among the tombstones. The 1ST MAN re-appears, rising painfully from where he has fallen)

1ST MAN

Bother!

(The 1ST MAN walks warily towards the centre of the cemetery. Unaware of one another, the two MEN keep barely missing each other for a while until they finally meet face to face. They start).

2ND MAN

Ah.

1ST MAN

Oh.

2ND MAN

My God!

1ST MAN

Sorry.

2ND MAN

Oh, my God.

1ST MAN

Allow me. Moishe, from London.

2ND MAN

But this is impossible.

1ST MAN

Are you trying to tell me that I am not Moishe from London?

2ND MAN

But, surely, his Lordship, Lord Lionel…

1ST MAN

Oh, yes. You’re well informed. But, at the very last minute, the telephone: Pring, pring. ‘Hello. Moishe here’… ‘Moishe. Hello’... ‘Hello, hello’ … ‘Hello, this is Lord Lionel.’

2ND MAN

The famous Lord himself?

1ST MAN

From London. ‘Look here, Moishe, I’m in the middle of making a massacre in the City. Could you go in my place?’. So here I am. Little me.

2ND MAN

But… how can we discuss anything without His Lordship and his millions?

1ST MAN

Ah, ah. Oh, oh. He will get here later. In his biplane.

2ND MAN

That’s more like it. May I introduce myself? Hymie from Hymietown.

1ST MAN

New York City, New York?

2ND MAN

Where else?

1ST MAN

Big business?

2ND MAN

Hooch. Hookers. Hold ups. Next stop - Wall Street. 

1ST MAN

Unbelievable.

2ND MAN

Then, the world.

(There is a blinding flash of lightning)

2ND MAN

(Covers his eyes instinctively) Holy Trinity! (Realises the gaffe, slaps his forehead) Jesus Christ. (Defiantly) Yes, Jesus is my Christ.

1ST MAN

Then you are not…

2ND MAN

No, I am not circumcised like you! Mutilated at birth for eternity! You will never get me alive, you scum! Vermin, scum! Scum, scum! Scum! You scum!

1ST MAN

Look here, my dear fellow.

2ND MAN

Never! I’m not afraid of death. I’ve killed her with my own two hands. I’ve done my duty to humanity. I’m ready to go.

1ST MAN

Who’s ‘her’?

2ND MAN

Your ‘Red Rosa’. Her body floats in a canal in Berlin. Cold as only a Berlin canal can be. In winter. I killed her in a brothel run by a Russian refugee from your revolution, scum!

1ST MAN

You’re making a big mistake, chum.

2ND MAN

You are making the mistake, scum chum. The Russian refugee was none other than Grand-Duchess Xenia-Sophia-Varvara, now reduced to scraping a living as a madam, a sort of pauper pimpess. She hides me in a wardrobe in her establishment. I am a sardine but can see everything through an old cracked two-way mirror. 

(Tombstones move to reveal a room in a brothel. ROSA, a butch looking young woman, in a suit and red shirt, lounges drunkenly on a couch. She wears glasses. A large pistol is stuck in her leather belt. Two large puppets, representing FIONA and CHING-MARIE, are beside her on the couch. ROSA picks them up one by one)

2ND MAN

Rosa is high on schnapps and heroin, lusting for filth. One girl is a highly intelligent, willowy blonde from Inverness, with typically Scotch eyes, sad and misty. Rosa shakes her roughly. ‘What’s your name? Fiona? Look here, you disgusting whore with a fancy name. I’ve had a bloody hard time, writing all day on women’s lib, nationalised abortion, free love, free everything, the dictatorship of the proletariat and all that shit. Now I want free and easy fun’. The other girl is a Eurasian called Ching-Marie, half Alsatian, half Pekinese, petite, ornamental, temperamental with a mental age of seven. Rosa tears open the crotch of her pink silk cami-knickers and recites lines from a poem by Sappho of Lesbos. 

ROSA:

To melema toumon, poly paktidos adumelestera, chruso chrusotera.

2ND MAN

Of course, it’s all Greek to the retard whore. Then, the perverse Rosa sticks her snake like tongue into… I can’t stand it any longer; I flip, I flick my knife open, I smash my way through the mirror. Red Rosa screams in fear. 

ROSA

No! No! Spare my life. I’ll do anything for you, darling!

2ND MAN

But when I lunge at her… (Draws a flick-knife out of his pocket) …the knife wouldn’t flick open.

1ST MAN

Bloody hell.

2ND MAN

(Quietly) In the end, I club her to death. My nice German comrades help me fling her body into the canal.

(ROSA screams as an imaginary club rains blows on her. The tombstones move to their original position, hiding ROSA from sight)

1ST MAN

What a story.

2ND MAN

(The knife flicks open and glistens in the moonlight, as if daubed with luminous paint) Vermin!

1ST MAN

Listen here, old boy.

2ND MAN

(Shouts) Kill!

(The 2ND MAN rushes the 1ST MAN, who manages to step aside in the nick of time)

1ST MAN

Oops.

(Carried forward by momentum, the 2ND MAN crashes into the tree. The results are: 1. the knife lodges in the trunk of the tree; 2. the 2ND MAN is momentarily knocked out; 3. the tree sheds all its remaining leaves. The 1ST MAN goes to the 2ND MAN, solicitously kneels beside him)

1ST MAN

Are you all right?

2ND MAN

(Holds his head) Wha... what? (Looks around) Where am I? What is this place?

1ST MAN

This is one of the oldest cemeteries in Europe – and the most sinister. Here is the grave of the Maharal, the alchemist rabbi who created a monster out of clay and gave it life.

2ND MAN

Good God! The Golem of Prague! Hell and damnation. Where’s my flick knife?

1ST MAN

Stuck in that tree.

2ND MAN

I’m lost. All right, kill me, strike me quick. Strike!

1ST MAN

My dear fellow

2ND MAN

Don’t torture me. Quick! Cut! Right here, under the Adam’s apple, hard on the jugular! But remember, my death will be avenged ten-million-fold! Arise, civilisation! Humanity, defend yourself! Slaughter me! Cut!

1ST MAN

Don’t be silly.

2ND MAN

Coward, like the rest of your tribe.

1ST MAN

I, too, am unsnipped. 

2ND MAN

You disgusting agent provocateur.

1ST MAN

No. Only a prominent Fleet Street journalist.

2ND MAN

Pull the other one.

1ST MAN

I can prove it. 

2ND MAN

Expose yourself.

1ST MAN

With pleasure. (Pulls a mask off his face)

2ND MAN

My God! Victor E. Marsden.

MARSDEN
You know me?

(2ND MAN pulls a mask off his face. Underneath are the features of a man in his mid‑thirties)

2ND MAN

There.

MARSDEN
Good God! Alive! Alive! Prince Vlado. (Embraces VLADO) I thought you had kicked the bucket.

VLADO

I thought you were pushing daisies.

MARSDEN
Not yet, Prince. Not bloody yet.

(MARSDEN and VLADO embrace)

VLADO

What memories.

MARSDEN
Of the paradise called Russia, before the Revolution.

VLADO

The Zio-Revolution.

MARSDEN
Beautiful memories.

VLADO

‘Beautiful’ is too weak a word.

MARSDEN
Do you remember our last supper together?

VLADO

Unforgettable?

(A balalaika band plays ‘Black Eyes’ under to the following scene)

MARSDEN
Le Restaurant Français. 

VLADO

Nevsky Prospect.

MARSDEN
Petrograd.

VLADO

Wartime.

MARSDEN
Men, women, children are dying of hunger.

VLADO

But if you pull the right strings…

MARSDEN
You have contemporary gourmet food.

VLADO

The best wines.

MARSDEN
Paradise.

VLADO

Presented by master chef Gaston Rousseau. Whatever happened to him? Swept to his doom in the vortex of perdition?

MARSDEN
Not at all. He reverted to his original identity, Vassily Paparusski. He now serves revolting weak Bolshevik tea and musty rusks in the State Red Star Café, Branch Ninety Seven. Diagonally opposite the Kremlin. Customers must bring their own sugar and lemon. Not to mention ration card.

VLADO

Ah, well, plus ça change… Remember the dishes?

MARSDEN
Wonderfully succulent… what was it?

VLADO

Persian pussy cat filet sur les red hot charcoals.

MARSDEN
Somewhat too high for my taste. 

VLADO

(Laughs) But better than the common filleted Petrograd roast rat.

MARSDEN
(Laughs) Served on a bed of rotting carrot ragout.

VLADO

The soup was turtle.

MARSDEN
Of sorts.

VLADO

And the wine.

MARSDEN
Old, fruity, dark red.

VLADO

The last of the Chateau Rothschild Grande Reserve 1897.

(The music stops abruptly)



Did you hear what I’ve just said?

MARSDEN
What?

VLADO

Rothschild.

MARSDEN
Ominous.

VLADO

1897.

MARSDEN
The year of the Protocols!

VLADO

And our last supper took place in…

MARSDEN
1917.

VLADO

We suspected nothing.

MARSDEN
Nothing at all.

VLADO

The festivities rolled on and on.

MARSDEN
Till dawn.

VLADO

Then the terrible news reached us.

MARSDEN
The traitor socialist Kerensky was out.

VLADO

And Bolshie Lenin was in.

MARSDEN
Your wife, the Princess Xenia, wept.

VLADO

She was too beautiful for the cruel new world. One night, a year later, the mob… (Sobs)

MARSDEN
Surely not…

VLADO

In the street.

MARSDEN
What barbarity.

VLADO

First, the drunks drank to her beauty. Then they smashed the goblets and… horror upon horror… stuffed the sharp fragments into…

MARSDEN
Oh, no. 

VLADO

(Points to the moon) Under the same moon. Five years ago, to the night.

MARSDEN
According to their calendar.

VLADO

Really?

MARSDEN
I have studied the customs of the Zios. I have devoted my life to uncovering their Plot.

VLADO

You’re taking terrible risks.

MARSDEN
With both hands. With eyes wide open. I’ve walked on the brink of the precipice ever since I escaped from Russia, in the winter of 1918. 

VLADO

Escaped? Iimpossible.

MARSDEN
A miracle. Imagine the scene. The capital city is now Moscow. The State Red Star Café, Branch Ninety Seven is diagonally opposite the Kremlin. We are a group of British people, huddled together, like miserable rain-drenched orphaned puppies. We sip Vassily’s revolting tea. With our own sugar and lemon. Waiting forlorny for our exit visas. Suddenly, who shows up but the Red Army Supremo himself!

VLADO

Not him!

MARSDEN
Leon Davidovitch in persona grata!

(The tombstones move, as before, to reveal a corner of the sordid interior of State Red Star Café, Branch Ninety Seven. LEON has just entered the establishment. He is a gentle, polite middle-aged man)

VLADO

What did he want?

LEON

Comrade waiter, your least weak tea, if you please. I have half a cube of sugar and a parched slice of lemon, as well as an ancient rusk, only about a quarter mouldy. Here is my ration coupon. I don’t have a kopek on me. Kindly charge everything to the Red Army hospitality fund.

VLADO

The infamous uncouth mad dog.

MARSDEN
Oh, no. I must say this for him: he is the most courteous person in Russia. He wouldn’t be out of place in the House of Lords. 

LEON

(Sees MARSDEN) Ah, Victor Morningpostovitch, the very man. I’ve finally managed to persuade my comrades to let you go.

MARSDEN
You… you’re not pulling my leg, are you?

LEON

They agree with me that you are only a harmless, small-time, toothless, ineffective, stupid hack and that your newspaper is what you call in England a ‘rag’ and we in Russia dismiss as an ‘arse wipe’.

MARSDEN
What cheek.

LEON

A sort of comic daily news sheet. And I ought to know. I spent a year in London.

VLADO

(To MARSDEN) Is that a fact?

MARSDEN
He edited ‘Iskra’ with Lenin.

LEON

Lenin and I co-edited ‘Iskra’.

VLADO

Was the English censor asleep?

MARSDEN
I don’t think you are aware, Leon Davidovitch, that King George the Fifth reads the Morning Post over breakfast. And he believes every word.

LEON

Then it’s true that there’s an acute shortage of grey matter between his ears.

MARSDEN
(To VLADO) And so on and so forth. Bruce Lockhart, the great British Secret Agent, sat next to me. I turned to him for moral support but he just went on sipping the cold, vile tea and kept mum. 

LEON

Victor, my good friend, you will leave the Soviet Union within forty-eight hours. Here is your exit visa. (Shows a document to MARSDEN) Signed by me. Bon voyage. (Shakes MARSDEN’s hand) Maybe one day we shall meet again, when I ride a white steed up the Charing Cross Road, at the head of my blood Red Army. (Puts his hand on MARSDEN’s shoulder) Maybe then you will write that not all Communists are uncouth, bloodthirsty bastards.

MARSDEN
(Looks straight ahead of him in embarrassment) You can count on me, Leon Davidovitch.

(The tombstones move back to their previous position, cut LEON from view)

VLADO

Surely you lied to the disgusting son of a Davido-bitch.

MARSDEN
What d’you think? I went straight back to Fleet Street and my old typewriter. My first task was to accuse the Zio-Bolsheviks of all the crimes under the sun and secondly, to translate the Protocols from Russian into English.

VLADO

Brilliant! Did it work?

MARSDEN
It set the world on fire. But how about you? How did you escape the juggernaut?

VLADO

Imagine the dreadful scene, the horror. The Red murder squads are looking for me everywhere in Petrograd. I outwit them.

MARSDEN
Exceptional good luck.! The Red search parties…

VLADO

That wasn’t the end of my story.

MARSDEN
Sorry.

VLADO

I travel south. To the Ukraine. I join the White Cavalry as full colonel, thanks to my blue blood and the year I wasted at Oxford University.

MARSDEN
I am a Cambridge man myself.

VLADO

Let me finish, please.

MARSDEN
Please carry on.

VLADO

I’ve lost my azimuth. Where was I?

MARSDEN
Cambridge… I mean, Oxford.

VLADO

Ah, yes. The White Cavalry. Cossacks.

MARSDEN
Wonderful fighters. I remember, once, in 1910 to be exact...

VLADO

Please, allow me. Unfortunately, we suffer a setback south of Kiev. Don’t interrupt. To raise the morale of the troops, I give orders to teach the enemy a lesson it will remember for generations. My boys rampage over Zio-villages, kill every soul in sight, burn down all the hovels that are still standing, or half standing, just in case some shits, like kids or old hags, are holed up inside. There is no escape. Everybody still alive is burnt to ashes. Then, my men get depressed and begin to desert the White Cavalry and join… Oh, I can hardly speak the words… Join… Let me finish. The Red Cavalry. 

MARSDEN
Incredible.

VLADO

But true. Have you heard of an arsehole called Itzik? Let me continue. This little son-of-a-rabbi is half blind, never fired a shot in his life and was brought up in Odessa, among small time gangsters. He now carries a large Mauser pistol and, believe it or not, rides with the Red Cossacks on a fast half-crazed mare. His legs barely reach the stirrups and he pretends to be fearless. As a result, Trotsky appointed him ‘political commissar’ to the Cossacks’! What a comedian. The next day the ‘comedian’ captures me. After a struggle. He gives me third degree.

(Tombstones move on one side to disclose an inset stage. ITZIK is discovered. He is a short man in his early thirties, with small, blinking eyes behind metal-rimmed spectacles. He is in full Cossack uniform, complete with ammunition belts and fancy boots)

ITZIK

(Speaks as if VLADO were standing in front of him, rhapsodically) Like larks taking off against the golden sunset sky with its laughing clouds.

VLADO

What’s that?

ITZIK

Your horsemen. Defeated. Deserting.

VLADO

Only because you corrupted them with your shekels.

ITZIK

(Draws a large revolver) One more burp of bourgeois chutzpah out of your smirking kisser…

VLADO

Bourgeois? I’m an aristocrat.

ITZIK

Any more shitty aristocratic cheek and I’ll dispatch you with a bullet to your kopf - that’s Yiddish for loaf - like the (Rhapsodically) poor, thin, yellow bearded, God-fearing old men you programmed with the relish of a drunk downing his first vodka of the day.

VLADO

I didn’t have to bloody my hands. They did it for me. My Cossacks. Now your Cossacks. Have you ordered them to stop killing your people, Zio-excrement?

ITZIK

(Dreamily, to himself) The other day, a Cossack executed a Zio-spy. When the victim struggled, the Cossack grabbed his head, held it tight under his arm, took out his dagger and, like an experienced kosher butcher, slit open the man’s throat. Not a drop of blood soiled the soldier’s tunic. A real expert.

VLADO

Don’t expect me to weep for your people, Itzik Shpitzik. (Quietly, to MARSDEN) That cretin Gorky encouraged him to publish his hogwash.

ITZIK

(Coolly) These papers were found in your pockets. Identity: Vladimir Yussoupov.

VLADO

Prince.

ITZIK

Are you the vile momzer who betrayed his guest? Who poisoned, shot and drowned him?

VLADO

Do you mean…

ITZIK

Only one man in history had to be killed three times before giving up the ghost.

VLADO

Grigory Yeffimovitch Rasputin.

ITZIK

Remember December 1916?

VLADO

It wan’t me. My cousin Felix did the honours. You won’t get him. He’s safe in America. Your Cobra won’t find him.

ITZIK

What Cobra?

VLADO

Don’t play the innocent. The Symbolic Cobra that emerged from underneath Solomon’s Temple and has been poisoning Europe for centuries. My friend, the great Mrs Webster describes it in detail in her books on… 

ITZIK

Quiet! Shut up! I have news for you. There’s no Cobra.

VLADO

No Symbolic Cobra?

ITZIK

No symbolic or otherwise.

VLADO

But it’s described in the Kabbala.

ITZIK

The Kabbala is mumbo jumbo. The Cobra is a myth.

VLADO

And the Golem? What about the Golem?

ITZIK

Of Prague? A beautiful story. With a pinch of magic and a touch of abracadabra.

VLADO

You’re lying through your teeth.

ITZIK

(Sarcastically) If you say so. (Holds a sheaf of crumpled pages) Who typed these?

VLADO

I did. (To MARSDEN) I made a rough translation of a few pages from the Nilus book. The first two protocols. I typed a few carbon copies. To go round the British and American advisers. It opened their eyes to the Zio-Peril. Made their hair stand on end.

ITZIK

(Waves the pages) This is primitive, stupid drivel. No one with minimum brains could believe such rubbish. Unfortunately most people’s intelligence is well below nadir.

VLADO

(To MARSDEN) Philosopher, too.

ITZIK

You are under arrest, arsehole.

VLADO

(To MARSDEN) I wanted to stand up to the Shpitzik and say to him, Look here, you unnatural Cossack. This ‘drivel’ which you mock, will live forever. It will stick to you like dog shit to the sole of a shoe. It will sweep all the continents like a hurricane because it is the Wind of Truth.

ITZIK

I’m sending you to Moscow.

MARSDEN
Not to Cheka headquarters!

ITZIK

They’ll put you against the wall. To reduce prison overcrowding. (Pensively) Eventually I shall be liquidated, too. That is the fate reserved for us, the Children of the Revolution. We come and go like storks over the fertile wheat fields of the Ukraine.

VLADO

The Cossacks…

ITZIK

(Interrupts) Cossack horsemen sweeping through our old cemeteries, the hooves of their crazed animals toppling old tombstones. 

VLADO

Amen.

ITZIK

On one side is the grave of Rabbi Azrael, killed by Bogdan Chmelinsky’s Cossacks three centuries ago. Now the Rabbi’s descendant, one Chaim Yankel, in his nineteenth spring, lies mortally wounded over his holy books. He cries out, ‘Oh, spiteful death, hungry robber, why couldn’t you spare me, just for once?’

VLADO

(Laughs lustily) What a scene.

ITZIK

Clam up. (Points his gun at VLADO)

VLADO

(Grovels) No, no, please don’t kill me, please. I’ll do whatever you ask of me. Whatever.

ITZIK

I said clam you mouth.

VLADO

All right, I won’t open my mouth.

(ITZIK kicks VLADO viciously in crotch)

ITZIK

Shut up, I said. Do you want to end up as a miserable ‘solo ballo’?

VLADO

No, please spare my ballos. 

ITZIK

Say I am a great writer.

VLADO

You are. Greater than Gorki, greater than Chekhov. 

(The tombstones move to their original position, cutting ITZIK off)

VLADO

I dared him to shoot me. He was too cowardly to pull the trigger. I told him he was a lousy writer. To his face. He pushed me into a prison cell. Handcuffed. That night, the Polish Cavalry rush the Red Cavalry from the south and Makhno’s anarchist Black Fighters open fire from the north. The Whites slip out of the trap. In the dark, the Pollacks and the Anarchists fire on each other.

MARSDEN
Great! Wonderful tactical move!

VLADO

Where does it leave me?

MARSDEN
You?

VLADO

(Rages) Yes, me. Little me. Handcuffed in a cell. Abandoned between a rock and a hard place.

MARSDEN
Oh, sorry.

VLADO

(Sarcastically) ‘Sorry’. ‘Sorry’. The most popular English word, after ‘fuck’. Handcuffed, helpless. The Poles grab me, drag me to Marshal Pilsudsky himself. His headquarters is a fomer miserable looking, evil smelling wooden synagogue. He eats a dish of boiled fish, sugared, I bet, ‘à la polonaise’, writes notes in a grubby school copybook, with a one inch long stub of a pencil which he periodically wets with his tongue. He signs my death sentence. ‘Shoot the pig at dawn!’ he rasps and walks away. ‘Why shoot me at all, ‘like a pig’ or even as a man? Just because I am Russian? Is it a crime to be Russian? It’s not the same as being a dirty Zio, is it?!’ But old Pilsoo is already out of earshot.

MARSDEN
I, personally…

VLADO

Let me finish. They frog-march me to the ‘quarry’. That’s what they called the killing shithole, because it used to be a quarry. My legs cannot support me. I tremble. I piss and shit on the trot.

MARSDEN
In your breeches?

VLADO

They wouldn’t let me go to a convenience. (Weeps) 

MARSDEN
Poor prince.

VLADO

Don’t touch me! 

MARSDEN
Sorry…Sorry.

VLADO

Fuck. I almost pass out. I have no spare energy to kill myself like a man. Then I hear a voice… Familiar? It is. Real? It is. Is it a dream?

MARSDEN
Was it?

VLADO

(In a plummy accent) ‘Vlado, old boy. What the blazes are you doing in this neck of the woods?’ Guess who it was.

MARSDEN
Tell me.

VLADO

Go on, guess.

MARSDEN
No idea.

VLADO

Timothy Laurence-Smythe!

MARSDEN
Who’s he?

VLADO

My best chum at Oxford. ‘T and V the Inseparables’, they called us. We took an oath not to do a stroke of work. We flunked everything together. We were even sent down on the same day. For gross misbehaviour with a fat-arsed tart.

MARSDEN
It’s a small world, by Jove.

VLADO

There’s Tim, as large as life, with his loud English voice, jolly round face and the smile of a semi-idiot. The college prize twit. He is now in British army uniform. A Captain none less. ‘Shoot?! Shoot?! Untie this man at the double!’ The Pollacks scream back, ‘Pilsudsky, Pilsudsky.’ My friend shouts back louder, ‘King George the Fifth! With the grace of God!’ And ‘Free my friend or I’ll get your syphilitic Marshal to shoot you, peasants!’ The soldiers don’t understand a word he’s saying, but the timbre of Tim’s voice acts like magic. I’m freed. Tim tells me he is British liaison officer with the French contingent. There are some six hundred French and British officers who advise the Poles on how to fight the Russians. The Polish officers pass the advice to their men. Result: Polish and Russian primitive peasants kill each other while the advisers take cover and write reports. The only positive outcome is that both sides, between them, make time to rid the world of many thousands of Zio-vermin.

MARSDEN
Hip hip.

VLADO

Unfortunately, they spare the prettiest women. For rape purposes. Prognosis: several thousand blond Zio-bastards.

MARSDEN
Shame.

VLADO

Tim puts me on a refugee train heading west. I won’t describe to you the indescribable conditions on that cattle wagon. Chock-a-block with old and young. Men and women who drink vodka non stop. Women and men who are sick all over the place. Men and women who copulate openly. Urination and defecation in every corner. Babies are born, old folk and young mutilated soldiers die. No food, no water, only vodka and vomit, urine and shit, stink and despair. 

MARSDEN
Poor, desperate Russia.

VLADO

After two days of inferno, Red partisans stop the train in a field, kill the drivers and head full speed back East. More babies are born, more men and women die, more stink rises. After many adventures, which will be told to you in detail on another occasion, I reach a monastery. A friend of the family gives me shelter. As children, we used to call him ‘Our Uncle Nilus’.

MARSDEN
Sergey Nilus? The great writer? Professor Nilus, the original translator of the original Protocols? You did say Nilus?!

VLADO

The very personage. He arranged my escape from Russia.

MARSDEN
(Eagerly) What sort of man is he? What does he look like?

VLADO

You’ve seen pictures of Tolstoy. No, no. of Father Christmas, you know?

MARSDEN
Of course I know Noël.

VLADO

He’s a replica. And do you know the Orthodox sign of the cross? (Demonstrates) 

MARSDEN
Of course I know.

VLADO

There’s no one in the whole world who crosses himself more often than Uncle Nilus. His right arm must be ever so musclar by now.

MARSDEN
In other words, a saint.

VLADO

A sinner. Penitential. A character straight out of Dostoyevsky.

MARSDEN
Drink? Gambling? Women?

VLADO

The lot. He drank only ultra strong vodka and infra weak green tea. As for cards, he could deal a hand so fast that his fingers looked blurred. Unfortunately for him, he lost each time. Women were attracted to him like flies to fresh turds. On the night before I left him for the West and freedom, Sergey Nilus told me the history of the Protocols. One night, twenty years ago, when his beard was jet black, he was up to his old tricks in his cell in the monastery of Optina Pustyn. With him was a sort of concubine, a moderately well known international cocotte called Yulina Glinka.

(Tombstones move as before, disclosing a monastery cell with many pictures of saints, as well as pornographic posters on the walls. Full and empty vodka bottle are scattered around the floor. NILUS stands engrossed in a notebook he holds in his hand. He is in his thirties, with a long black, parted beard and staring blue eyes. YULINA, young and pretty, undresses slowly, hangs her garments up carefully)

NILUS

Shocking. (Crosses himself). Unbelievable. (Crosses himself) Where did you find this… (Crosses himself) this… filth? (Crosses himself) This… perversion? (Crosses himself) This… excrement? (Crosses himself)

YULINA

I pinched it off… a gentleman friend…

NILUS

A friend? You mean a fiend! (Crosses himself)

YULINA

He was very nice. Long square beard. Jet black. And ditto eyes.

NILUS

Name?

YULINA

Anonymous. They never tell us girls much. This one said only, You can call me ‘Square Beard’.

NILUS

Mmm. (Crosses himself, buries his nose in the notebook) 

YULINA

Seryoja, darling, d’you want me to take everything off?

NILUS

(Absentmindedly) Except the boots. (Crosses himself) Ouch.

YULINA

What’s the matter?

NILUS

(Holds his arm) Ache.

(YULINA goes behind one of the tapestries)

NILUS

It was the Devil, wasn’t it?

YULINA

(Emerges half naked from behind the tapestries) Who?

NILUS

Who? Who? Can’t you say anything else?

YULINA

What?

NILUS

You’re beginning to get on my tits. (Goes for YULINA)

YULINA

I had no idea, Seryoja. No idea. (Retreats behind the tapestries)

NILUS

(Follows YULINA) You’re lying, slut!

YULINA

(Off) Ah, it hurts! Ah! He was just a trick.

NILUS

(Off) Where, hooker? Moscow? Peters?

YULINA

(Off) Vienna.

NILUS

(Off) What were you doing in Vienna, you half-witted street strumpet?

YULINA

(Off) I travel around. I’m deluxe. I operate only in the top hotels.

NILUS

(Off) Operate? You bordello bum. Dirty dick-sucking doxy. Filthy fuck-cushion. Tell me everything about the old goat.

YULINA

(Off) What goat?

NILUS

(Off) The trick, prostie, the trick.

(NILUS emerges from behind the tapestries, dragging YULINA by her hair)

YULINA

Ah, ah. I told you. Tall. Ah, ah. Square Beard. Sad smile. Ah, ah.

NILUS

Circumcised?

YULINA

I’ve no idea.

NILUS

You tacky, trashy trollop. (Lets go of YULINA’s hair)

YULINA

(Sobs) Please don’t hurt me so.

NILUS

What else did he say to you?

YULINA

Only ‘How much?’ He took me without a word. (Chuckles) Just grunts and moans and lots of snorts. He really enjoyed my company. I kept saying to him, ‘You are great, my master, my God’. (NILUS strikes her face) Ah! No! No! I say that to all the buggers. You wanted to hear everything.

NILUS

Go on!

YULINA

When he fell a-snoring, I frisked his suit. As per usual. I found an thick envelope in his coat pocket. I thought it was money. I dressed quickly and ran out of the hotel. But it was only a notebook. This.

NILUS

Only a notebook? Cross yourself, odalisque. (Crosses himself)

YULINA

As you say, Seryoja. (Crosses herself)

NILUS

It’s the original record, the minutes of the Plot. (Examines the notebook closely) Written in pencil, by several hands. In French. Is this the original envelope, strumpet?

YULINA

Yes.

NILUS

(Examines the envelope) To… From… (Crosses himself) I’ve always suspected these snakes. At last, the truth rises out of the fog of gossip. (Sinks to his knees) God, give me strength to translate these Satanic Protocols from French into civilized Russian. A gift to the Tsar, to the people of Russia. I’ll publish the Protocols in my new philosophical oeuvre, ‘Allness in Nothingness’. The world must be told. Nations beware! The Powers of Good have taken up arms against the Forces of Evil! (Sobs) At last, at last. The wind of Truth is blowing proudly.

YULINA

Seryoja… (Bends over NILUS) Poor miserable wretch. Have you finished with me?

NILUS

What? No, you painted paramour. Not yet.

(NILUS jumps up, crosses himself, mauls YULINA)

NILUS

Slut! Whore! Hooker! Street walker! Bordello scum!

YULINA

Stop! It hurts, it does hurt. You’re killing me.

NILUS

Dirty doxy! Trollop! Nympho! Strumpet! Odalisque! Tart!

(NILUS hits YULINA frenziedly. She screams. The tombstones move to their original position. NILUS and YULINA disappear from view in the middle of his passion)

VLADO

What a saint!

MARSDEN
All that happened in a monastery?

VLADO

Correct.

MARSDEN
Wasn’t it a bit on the irregular side?

VLADO

Not if you are one of Dostoyevsky’s moaners and whiners who believe that sin leads to salvation. The more Nilus fornicated, and he made sure his flesh stopped at nothing, the more forgiveness he gained from God. But Victor, tell me about your encounter with the Protocols.

MARSDEN
Someone must have sent a copy of ‘Allness in Nothingness’ to the British Museum library. By chance, I came across it. Have you ever visited the Museum Reading Room?

VLADO

Reading rooms are hardly my stamping ground.

MARSDEN
The London Museum reading room is the mother of all reading rooms in the grandmother of all libraries in the prototype of all museums. It’s as large as an outsize cathedral. With a huge glass dome. In the hub, around the geometric centre of that superb temple of knowledge, are circular catalogue shelves. And radiating from them, towards the walls, like the spokes of a huge wheel, stand desks and chairs with dour, silent, diligent scholars and writers immersed in books old and new. In that hallowed silence, a dropped pin sounds like an exploding artillery shell.

VLADO

Maybe I should give the place a quick shufty. If I ever get out of here alive.

MARSDEN
Ask them to show you where the horrendous leper used to sit. Always in the same place. Day in day out. Year after year.

VLADO

Who’s that?

MARSDEN
Who was the unwashed drunk-skunk whore-monger, no-good unemployed, unemployable reject of the labour market, layabout parasite, unhygienic pimpleton, plastered all over with so many festering carbuncles and pustules, that he had to grow a bushy beard to cover up the Egyptian plagues eating into his face? Who was the penniless lout who wrote the most excruciatingly boring, pestilential anti-book in the history of the alphabet?

VLADO

Bingo! Das bloody Kapital!

MARSDEN
Correct.

VLADO

Der ferfluchter Zio-Karl.

MARSDEN
Double points!

VLADO

He worked in the British Museum?

MARSDEN
Was a fixture.

VLADO

And they let him in?!

MARSDEN
They couldn’t stop him. He had a bona fide Reader’s Card.

VLADO

The apple inviting the worm to rot its core.

MARSDEN
So it’s a cold February morning. I am in the Reading Room. I leaf through the catalogue. I notice a Russian book. ‘Allness in Nothigness’. Could be interesting, I think. I fill in the reservation slip. I shall never forget the reference number: 3926 d. 17. Date of publication …

VLADO

1906.

MARSDEN
1905. Not only before the 1917 Revolution but also the 1914 War.

VLADO

One single sinister conspiracy.

MARSDEN
Leading to (Whispers) world domination.

VLADO

(Crosses himself) Ouch. Stiffness.

MARSDEN
About an hour later the attendant places a volume on my desk. 

(The tombstones move to reveal the inset stage. A table stands in a corner of the British Museum Reading Room. A single volume is on the table, lit by a beam of harsh white light. MARSDEN steps gingerly into the inset stage, stares for a long moment at the book, sits down at the table, clears his throat)

VOICES

(Whisper angrily, off) Shush. Quiet. Hush. Peace. Still. 

(MARSDEN extends a hesitant hand to open the book. The book cover opens by itself and THEODORE’s head pops up like Jack-in-the-box. He is a handsome man with a large square black beard. MARSDEN gasps)

VOICES

(Whisper angrily, off) Shush. Quiet. Hush or I’ll report you to the Chief Librarian.

THEODORE
(Whispers) Listen carefully, you prying bastard. These are the secret Protocols of the Elders.

(MARSDEN reacts with subdued rage and fear, brings his ear close to THEODORE’s mouth)

THEODORE
Our policy is simple: to enslave all the countries in the world. It is based on scientific observations of the enemy and an analysis of his weaknesses and vices. His Achilles’ heel is greed. We control greed by controlling gold. We fix its price in the City of London, the world focus of self-interest and materialism. We bribe and swindle, and, by bribing and swindling, we corrupt. We manipulate economic crises, create unemployment which leads to strife. We advance our cause by force and terror.

VLADO

(To himself) Revolution.

THEODORE
We control the press of the Left, the Right and the Centre. We dominate the news agencies, which are all owned by our people, like Mr Reuter, to name but one. Our journalists collect scandal involving all leading politicians.

VLADO

Blackmail.

THEODORE
We invented the slogan ‘Liberty, Equality, Fraternity’. We plotted the French and Russian Revolutions as well as every other major upheaval and most minor ones. But when we seize power, there will be no liberty for our enemies. As for equality, there is no such thing in nature. Let alone fraternity. Our existence is proof of that. Our secret motto is Cruelty and Tyranny. We support all political parties, inciting all against all. The rich against the poor, the poor against the destitute, the destitute against the rich and the poor. All against all. 

(THEODORE’s head sinks into the book)

MARSDEN
(Screams maniacally in a complete departure from his diffident persona) Zio exposed! The truth at last! Perish Zio! Smash Zio! Smash, smash, smash!

VOICES

Outrage! Insult! Scandal! Get him! Beat him up! Throw him out|

(MARSDEN struggles with unseen hands and is pushed down at VLADO’s feet. The tombstones move to close the inset stage)

MARSDEN
No such uproar had ever upset the dead silence of the Reading Room. It almost brought the glass ceiling down. From all sides, the whole of academia stupida rushed at me. I was – would you believe it! – kicked out and down, all the way to Great Russell Street. A week later, after humbling myself before the Chief Librarian and several other pasty-faced book worms, I was permitted to resume my private crusade. As a pariah.

VLADO

Brave Victor.

MARSDEN
Sick-at-heart Victor. I was gripped by a sudden impulse to make that terrible book available to every intelligent person in the world. That is, to translate the excellent Russian text into English. The work made me physically ill. I couldn’t achieve more than a page without rushing in panic to the gents to (Makes a vomiting gesture).

VLADO

I can imagine.

MARSDEN
The wretched puking turned me into a retching wreck. And let me tell you a shameful secret: the British Museum men’s shitoire is no place for a sensitive man to visit thirty to forty times a day, or even once. The graffiti is disgusting. 

VLADO

Poor Victor.

MARSDEN
By the time I finished my translation I was down to eight stone seven. My appetite returned only after I had delivered the finished manuscript to Eyre and Spottiswoode, by appointment, publishers to His Majesty.

VLADO

The late Tsar Nikolai the Second?

MARSDEN
The living King George the Fifth. It became an instant best seller. The Times demanded an immediate government inquiry into Zio-subversion.

VLADO

The Times, the world’s greatest newspaper.

MARSDEN
Winston Churchill rose in Parliament and read out from the Protocols. He pointed out that the really powerful Reds in Russia were mostly Zio-cosmopolitans. 

VLADO

How true.

MARSDEN
I received hundreds of letters in support. All confidential, so my lips are sealed forever.

VLADO

Of course.

(MARSDEN whispers in VLADO’S ear)



G.K. Chesterton?!

(MARSDEN whispers in VLADO’s ear)

VLADO

Knut Hamsun and Ezra Pound? T.S. Eliot?

MARSDEN
I’ve approached that Anglo-American snob but he was too involved with his wife, his mistress and his damn cats to deal with the problems of the real world.

VLADO

How about financial support?

MARSDEN
No shortage. For instance… (Makes a driving-a-car gesture)

VLADO

Not Mr Ford!


MARSDEN
And he serialised the Protocols in his private newspaper. 

VLADO

What a triumph!

MARSDEN
Not so fast, my friend. Suddenly, something very fishy happened.

VLADO

(Cynically) It follows.

MARSDEN
Out of the blue, a Times hack comes up with an ‘exclusive, sensational scoop’. ‘The Protocols’, he writes… if you have tears, prepare to shed them now… ‘are a forgery’.’

VLADO

Holy cow dung! I can swear on my late mother’s seat in paradise that they are real. Father Nilus showed me the original notebook.

MARSDEN
And the Zios shout from every roof-top, ‘Yes, yes, the Protocols are a sham! Amen!’ Crude. Crude. 

VLADO

They protest too much! As always.

MARSDEN
And too loud. Mr Ford took time off his assembly line to scan the Protocols with a fine-tooth comb.

VLADO

What a man.

MARSDEN
And his verdict was clear: the Protocols are absolutely, positively, genuine. No question.

VLADO

A true Right-Thinker.

MARSDEN
To the end.

MARSDEN
But bloody Churchill did a U turn.

VLADO

You’re joking.

MARSDEN
An ugly fact.

VLADO

The ‘great’ Churchill?

MARSDEN
He’s turned out to be a Havana sucking, brown toothed louse.

VLADO

How can he afford such cigars?

MARSDEN
There’s a rumour he gets them free. From someone big in the City of London. ‘The fat washout boy of Empire politics.’ That’s what my friend Nesta calls Churchill.

VLADO

Nesta Webster?

MARSDEN
Have you heard of her?

VLADO

She is a goddess. What a writer. And looks… Is she as beautiful as the photographs in her book?

MARSDEN
The photographs lie. She is ten times more stunning. Her face is the perfect English rose. The body, Botticelli’s Venus. Draped, alas. I am allowed to see it only in my imagination. And a, excuse my French, derrière… ah, bespoken in Paris. Small, round and firm. She is the great great granddaughter of a French aristocrat, guillotined by the bloodthirsty Robespierre.

VLADO

How lucky you are, Victor, to be… (Winks) intimate with such a siren.

MARSDEN
We are just colleagues in the eternal battle against the Zios.

VLADO

Come on, my friend. Pull the other one.

MARSDEN
She’s happily married. The husband is an officer in the Indian police. Brave Thickie Dickie.

VLADO

Thickie what?

MARSDEN
Dickie. His nickname.

VLADO

Is it a reflection on his…? (Points to his crotch)

MARSDEN
No, no, On his… (Points to his head) She is utterly devoted to him. Always mentions him in her famous confidential lectures on World Conspiracies.

(Tombstones slide sideways to reveal the platform of a lecture hall in the Guards Brigade barracks in London. COLONEL WHITE-THOMSON faces the Audience)

COLONEL

The Brigade of Guards is honoured to welcome one of the most remarkable Englishwomen of our age. A brilliant historian specialising in… ahem…(Reads from a note) … World Conspiracies. (Reads from another note) In these difficult times, when our country is still bleeding from the wounds inflicted on her by the Hun in the Great War we have to be on the alert. Red revolution, the Irish Troubles and Wog uprisings in several of our colonies are menacing the Empire. Expert intelligence and guidance are a necessity. I don’t have to tell you that the troops, in their ignorant stupidity, sometimes listen to Bolshevik agents. They get cloud-cuckoo-land fibs. It’s our duty to provide them with the truth. This is where Mrs Webster comes in.

(Applause. MRS W enters, looks radiant in an elegant summer outfit and  hat. She carries a parasol)

MRS W

Thank you, Colonel White-Thomson, for your flattering remarks. 

COLONEL

Pleasure, ma’am.

(Applause)

MRS W

(Gently, sweetly, as she surveys her audience) What a splendid body of men. Virile, disciplined. Ready and willing to defend our country, culture and race to the last drop of your British blood. And what a smart turnout. Perfectly groomed hair, glittering tunic buttons, boots polished with such industry that, as my wonderful husband Thicky Dickie used to say, still says, you could shave in them.

COLONEL

Thanks to our batmen, ma’am. We make the miserable buggers use plenty of elbow grease. (Strokes his moustache in a gesture of pride) What, what.

MRS W

I feel at home among uniforms. (Takes a telegram from her handbag) I have just received this telegram from Hubby. He’s in India. I shall read it to you, with permission.

COLONEL

Granted, ma’am.

(DICKIE appears on one side. He wears a colonial police uniform)

DICKIE

Nesta, old girl. Ordered proceed North West Frontier, stop. Help pacify revolting natives, stop. Looking forward bagging plenty smellies, stop. Miss you, stop. Giving myself Christmas leave. Stop. Get tree. Ta ta. Stop. End. Dickie.

(The COLONEL leads thunderous applause. DICKIE exits)

MRS W

Thank you. God bless and protect my brave husband as he beats back the dirty Pathan tribesmen. Ignorant savages who kill our boys on the orders of Moscow’s Zios. 

COLONEL

Damn the lot.

MRS W

Which brings me directly to the civil war in Russia. Our friends the Whites are fighting the murderous Reds. The Reds fill the rivers of Russia with White blood. This is a massacre on a huge scale. It’s engineered by Leon Davidovitch. But I can reveal to you, here and now, that worse, much, much worse, is brewing, at this very moment, by… (Breathlessly) the… the… the World Revolutionary gang. Imagine a… a…symbolic cobra, haunting, hissing. (She looks at the floor, moves about in fear) 

COLONEL

Mrs Webster, what’s the matter?

MRS W

Hiss, hiss, hiss. Look at it’s spectacles? God, help me. (Screams) Take cover! Jump awy! It’ll kill you instantly with its venom. Jump clear!

COLONEL

Mrs Webster, there’s nothing on the floor. 

MRS W

(Freezes, stares ahead of her) You’re trying to scare me. There it is!

(MRS W swoons in the COLONEL’s arms)

COLONEL

What, what.

MRS W

(Opens her eyes) What?

COLONEL

Shall I take you home, Mrs W?

MRS W

Shush. (Scans the floor) Gone. I’m fine now. We mustn’t falter. May I continue my lecture?

COLONEL

Are you sure?

MRS W

I insist.

COLONEL

Permission granted.

MRS W

Gentlemen. Brave defenders of Western civilisation.

(MRS W’s lecture is accompanied by relevant slides projected on a screen behind her)

MRS W

This vast construction of massive stones hewn from quarries in the Mount of Olives is King Solomon’s Temple. You look stumped.

COLONEL

I am stumped. And more.

MRS W

You wonder, what is the connection between an ancient building and a modern Revolution.

COLONEL

I dare say.

MRS W

The tragic events of October 1917 did not happen (in a French accent) impromptu, spontanement, in a vacuum. They had been planned long long ago. Three thousand years, to be exact. In the year 926 before Christ, to be even more precise. I shall explain and you will pass my explanation on to the troops. Your first principle must be: never lie to Tommy Atkins. He may be crass, gross, obscene, smelly, uneducated, unpleasant, tastelessly tattooed. A scallywag for sure, but not enirely stupid. Therefore, no bullshit. (Turns to the COLONEL) Pardonez mon français.

COLONEL

(Chuckles, salutes) Oui, oui, mam’zelle.

MRS W

Fact one: Solomon recruits master builders from all over the East. They call themselves… wait for it… Free Masons. The Children of Solomon and the Free Masons have been rubbing hands from early Antiquity, down the ages, to this very day. And will go on doing so unless (In a conspiratorial whisper) we smash the Zios to smithereens.

COLONEL

(Whisper) Hear, hear.

MRS W

Fact two: The Symbolic Cobra. For years it lurked in a deep, dark, secret crypt, under the Temple foundations. In the year 269 the Cobra sneaks out and crawls across Europe, spreading mayhem, murder and rape. His route is Athens, Rome, Central Europe where he spreads the Black Death shipped from India on the backs of Zio-rats. And syphilis. Always mention syphilis. Show them slides of the ravages of the pox, if you can. Skip to the Fifteenth Century. Madrid. The Inquisition. The auto-da-fe. The Zios pretend to burn at the stake. Clever propaganda. Fact three: England. Yes, Colonel, gentlemen, our own England. That disgusting republican, Cromwell, has a friend. called Manasseh ben Israel. Note the word ‘ben’ meaning ‘son’. This Manasseh ben-of-a-bitch… (Turns to the COLONEL) Re-pardoner mon Français.
COLONEL

(Chuckles, salutes) Tujours l’amour, mam’zelle.

MRS W

This man has a partner. Haim, aka Harold. Surname Pinto, aka Pinter. This rogue Pinter designs the coat-of-arms of the English… wait for it… Free Masons. See the connection? Tell it to the troops, to the sailors, to the airmen. Tell it to the marines. Fact four: Paris 1789. Now it’s the turn of the sans-culottes. The tailors of the ghetto dictate the outré revolutionary fashions. Skin tight tights, showing off the male protuberance. And low, low, low cleavages for the ladies, down to below their nipples. They Zios are aroused to a frenzy by erect teats. This information should be shared with the troops. With all due delicacy and reticence. 

COLONEL

(To the ‘officers’) Delicacy and reticence.

MRS W

And tell the troops the truth about the guillotine. Don’t forget to mention that it was invented by a Doctor Gillstein. And that the Revolutionary Terror was unleashed by a Rabbi called Reuben, or Robin, originally from the small Zio town of Shper. Nom de guerre Robespierre. Fact five. The Cobra is about to turn round, back to Solomon’s old temple and plot World Domination. Shall we let him?

COLONEL

I dare say.

MRS W

Of course we shan’t. It is the duty of those who love humanity to destroy the Cobra before the Cobra destroys us. More information in my new book, published by the prestigious international firm of Constable, price half-a-guinea.

COLONEL

Available at ten percent off from the Officers’ Mess bar staff. 

MRS W

The Protocols of the Elders were discovered in the British Museum Library and translated from the Russian translation of the French original by my friend and colleague Victor E. Marsden.

COLONEL

A sterling name.

MRS W

No, no. Victor E. For Eric. While my husband is in India, Victor Eric very kindly fills the gap. His Protocols is a better seller than my books. The talk of the town, of the whole country. Of the world.

COLONEL

Required reading by all officers. One florin from the Mess barman. Usual discount.

MRS W

Fact six: Tell the troops about ritual murder.

COLONEL

What the heck is that?

MRS W

They kidnap a non-Zio child, slaughter it like an animal and use its blood.

COLONEL

I say.

MRS W

They mix the blood with flour for their disgustingly bland Passover biscuits, which they call matzot. ‘Libel! Libel!’ they shout, whenever the abomination is mentioned. 

COLONEL

This is bloody shocking. 

MRS W

If this is libel, then our first great poet, Geoffrey Chaucer is a liar. Remember these lines in the Prioress’ Tale?

COLONEL

Er… I…

MRS W

‘Oh, young Hugh of Lincoln, slain/ By cursed Zios, as it is well known/ For it is but a little while ago,/ Pray also for us, we sinful folk, unstable./ Amen’.

COLONEL

Er… Amen, of course. (Gestures to the OFFICERS)

VOICES

(Tentatively) Amen.

MRS W

Thank you, gentlemen.

COLONEL

Thank you, ma’am. For a most enlightening lecture.

MRS W

And which I shall have the honour of repeating next week to the members of the Secret Services.

COLONEL

Capital idea. May I ask a question?

MRS W

Go on.

COLONEL

This Cobra, Symbolically… 

MRS W

Symbolic.

COLONEL

That’s the one. Is it an actualic symbolic…

MRS W

Cobra.

COLONEL

Or an occult symbolic, actuality occultic?

MRS W

Take your pick.

COLONEL

Ha, so I will. What’s the matter?

MRS W

(Sobs quietly) The Cobra haunts my nights. Whispers obscenities in my ear. Licks my neck. And I’m paralysed with fear. If I move, it’ll bite me. I’d die. In the morning, I itch all over. Look. (Points to her neck, lifts the hem of her dress to show a leg) And here. Stigmata, Colonel. Stigmata!

COLONEL

(Panics) Gentlemen, a-bout turn! I said, about turn!

MRS W

(Faintly) I’m sorry. I got carried away. 

COLONEL

Understandable, Mrs Webster. I’ll take you home now, if I may.

MRS W

Please do.

COLONEL

(Leads MRS W to door. Stops, turns around) Officers, dis-miss!

(The tombstone close)

MARSDEN
If you wish, I’ll introduce you next time you are in London.

VLADO

I’ll never leave this place alive.

MARSDEN
Of course you will. 

VLADO

I have orders to stay here.

MARSDEN
Orders? From whom?

VLADO

My dear friend, Victor E. Let me show you something. (Pulls the sleeve up over his left arm)

MARSDEN
A tattoo.

VLADO

What does it say?

MARSDEN
‘Klatch Tzio’.

VLADO

And what does it mean?

MARSDEN
Smash Zio.

VLADO

I am on a mission of revenge and rescue. One: To avenge my beautiful Xenia; Two: To save Western Civilisation. 

MARSDEN
Amazingly ambitious.

VLADO

I am part of an organisation headed by a superman.

MARSDEN
Really?

VLADO

A demi-God. No, a full one. A true Almighty.

MARSDEN
Who is this human deity?

VLADO

(Shakes his head) At the moment, he is only a kind of a hazy sketch. I’ll give you clue: Do you know Charlie Chaplin?

MARSDEN
Everybody does.

VLADO

So you know his moustache?

MARSDEN
It’s funny.

VLADO

Not in his case. Hair vaselined close on one side. Remember his initial. It’s significant.

MARSDEN
Gee for God? A for Almighty? Z?

VLADO

Z?

MARSDEN
For Zeus?

VLADO

Aitch.

MARSDEN
For what?

VLADO

My lips are sealed.

MARSDEN
Of course.

VLADO

But for your ears... Aitch for hypnotic stare. Aitch for a hectoring manner. Aitch for hail, hail hurrah. Aitch for hyperbolic speeches in a hoarse voice. (In a voice that isn’t his own, guttural, aggressive and in a heavy German accent) ‘There is an unbridgeable gap between the phoney wishy-washy, pseudo-enlightened, tolerant, liberal, passive, intellectual Anti-Zio and the positive-thrusting, aggressive-hitting, true-ruthless-crushing-smashing-destructive member of our fraternity of idealistic, pure at heart Smash-Zinos or Zino-smashers!’

MARSDEN
How come I’ve never heard of this unusual gentleman?

VLADO

We’re still small. Our headquarters is a mean basement in Munich, but we have branches everywhere. In Paris, under a corset workshop next to the ‘Deux Frou-Frous’ brothel. In London, in a backroom at the ‘True English’ greasy spoon tea room. In New York, in a tiny room above a mean kosher-nosher called the ‘Frugal Bagel’ facing the famous Carnegie Hall. We have correspondents, informants, agents, spies and sundry rectum-lickers in all civilised cities, as well as in dumps like Cairo and Calcutta, Mecca and Medina. The Mufti of Jerusalem is a fanatical fan. The Pope is an honorary affiliate. The English Prince of Wales has written in for a brochure. He was too mean to enclose the one shilling postal order required to cover cost and postage. We sent him a bill, which he ignored.

MARSDEN
I, too am here to expose the Plot.

VLADO

Reporting is not enough. Words are sand on the wheels of action. Aitch is the first leader in the world to take the Zino-Peril seriously and deal with the problem in his page turning book ‘Meine Pfeife Traumen’, My Pipe Dreams. He plans to rid Europe of the Zio-vermin.

MARSDEN
(Excitedly) Kill the lot!

VLADO

Transport them to malarial Africa. 

MARSDEN
Brilliant. There are lots of suitable swamps in the British Empire. 

VLADO

The French Empire, too, can offer Madagascar, where the plague is endemic. And chunks of desert in the environs of Timbuktu. After the Zinos are decimated by disease and wild animals, it won’t be hard to keep their numbers low.

MARSDEN
Or even at zero.

VLADO

Correct.

MARSDEN
Great idea.

VLADO

Inspired by the Protocols.

MARSDEN
Really?

VLADO

I personally presented Aitch with the German translation of your translation, one memorable day, last year.

(The tombstones slide open as before. In a bare room stands AITCH, a half severe, half frightened looking man in his thirties, with a Charlie Chaplin moustache, leading an Alsatian dog. He wears an ethnic Bavarian outfit, with leather shorts. VLADO goes up to him, raises his hand in salute, which makes AITCH cringe with fear. VLADO hands him a book. AITCH takes it brusquely, buries his nose in it)

MARSDEN
He looks so resolute.

VLADO

Powerful. Like Mussolini.

MARSDEN
Virile.

VLADO

Shush.

MARSDEN
What?

(VLADO whispers in MARSDEN’S ear)

MARSDEN
Oh? (Holds his index finger up) Oh.

VLADO

But his one and only is as good as an ordinary man’s brace. He knows they gossip about his ‘Uno-Bollo’ Problem’. Behind his back of course. It upsets him no end.

MARSDEN
(Suppress a giggle) I’m not surprised..

VLADO

(Suppresses a giggle, whispers) I saw him once, jigging up and down like a crazy gorilla, shouting his head off, because he thought someone has referred to his condition.

MARSDEN
Jigging up and down?

VLADO

And shouting ‘Ich protistiert’. I protest, in German.

MARSDEN
Just because…

AITCH

Ich protistiert! Ich protistiert! (Stamps his foot)

VLADO

Sorry. (Puts his hand on AITCH’s shoulder)

AITCH

(Hysterically) Nein! Nein! Nicht touch! Nicht touch!

(The tombstones slide close, but the rumpus in the inset stage continues awhile)

MARSDEN
Are you sure he’s all there?

VLADO

Oh, yes. He just can’t bear anyone touching him. He can be very unpredictable. Even his friends are petrified of his steel blue eyes and loud voice. A real leader with diamond-hard will.

MARSDEN
But apparently not diamond-hard whatnots. (Laughs, controls himself) Sorry, I know how much you admire your Herr Aitch.

VLADO

(With a long face) That’s all right. (Giggles) Good quip.

(An plane is heard flying low above the cemetery)

VLADO

The rich bastards are flying into Prague airport. Please leave before it’s too late.

MARSDEN
I’m staying with you.

VLADO

I have nothing to lose. My country has been raped and ravaged by bloodthirsty Satans. My wife is dead. But you…

MARSDEN
My Empire is rotting at the core and the name of the worm is Zio.

VLADO

Soon, the Elders will be arriving here, creeping out of the darkness, like thieves. The dead cemetery will come alive. There will be no escape!

MARSDEN
I’m not leaving without the ultimate proof.

VLADO

(With a sweeping wave round) Isn’t this proof enough? The bizarre tombstones? The macabre trees? The occult letters and symbols? The black menacing sky? The new moon, leering overhead? The weird tower? The alien clock? 

MARSDEN
The bell, too!

VLADO

The bell, too?

MARSDEN
No knocker. It wouldn’t ring for me.

VLADO

You tried?

MARSDEN
Yes.

VLADO

Foolhardy.

MARSDEN
Sorry.

VLADO

(Angrily) Sorry, sorry. Is this all you English can say? (Subsides) I’m sorry.

MARSDEN
It’s all right.

VLADO

Well, isn’t this all the proof a reasonable, well-educated, cultured citizen would need in order to conclude beyond a shadow of a doubt…

MARSDEN
How right you are.

VLADO

That a plot, in fact, in irrefutable fact, does decidedly, definitely exist?

MARSDEN
Unfortunately, the average British newspaper reader is neither reasonable, responsible, well-educated or cultured.

VLADO

(Shakes MARSDEN by the shoulders) For God’s sake, Victor, you owe it to your family, to the stunning Mrs Webster, to Fleet Street. Leave now!

MARSDEN
No.

VLADO

I insist.

MARSDEN
Never.

VLADO

Do you want to die?

MARSDEN
Reluctantly.

VLADO

Adieu.

MARSDEN
Hold your chin proudly up, old boy.

VLADO

You will write the scoop of the year.

MARSDEN
And if you die, God forbid, the obituary of the decade.

(MARSDEN and VLADO embrace. The cemetery bell rings)

BLACKOUT

SCENE TWO

(LIONEL is on the outside of the gate. YOSSEL enters from the opposite side)

YOSSEL

Who is it?

LIONEL

Lionel-Reuben. I have just flown in from London. 

YOSSEL

Coming… Coming, milord. You are the first.

LIONEL

Damn. Why can’t a Zio-function ever start on time?

YOSSEL

We’re such an ancient people. A few minutes, even a few hours, plus or minus, mean nothing to us.

(YOSSEL goes to the Maharal’s tombstone, where a lever is fixed. He pulls it and the gate opens with a loud screech)

LIONEL

Needs oiling.

YOSSEL

Don’t I know it... (Pulls another lever and small lanterns light up among the graves)

LIONEL

Is everything ready?

YOSSEL

All in place.

LIONEL

Where’s the Eldest?

YOSSEL

In the hotel.

LIONEL

Is she with him?

YOSSEL

Always loyal. Is it true that she personally gave the Protocols to the Russian bastard?

LIONEL

Yossel, you are only a beadle.

YOSSEL

And proud of it.

LIONEL

So stick to beadling.

YOSSEL

Yes, milord. All the same, rumour has it that she could worm her way into that monastery thanks to her… profession. Is it true?

LIONEL

No comment. Where can I put my papers?

YOSSEL

On the Maharal’s grave. 

LIONEL

It’s bloody wet.

YOSSEL

It’s that police general again!

LIONEL

The unvowelled man?

YOSSEL

That’s the one. Look. (Picks up three beer bottles from the ground) He comes here full of beer and… and…

LIONEL

Disgusting.

YOSSEL

Pisses all over the holy grave. And why? Because his ancestor was smashed by the holy rabbi. (Wipes the grave) Here, all yours, sir.

LIONEL

(Places a briefcase on the Maharal’s grave, takes bundles of papers out of the case) Have you complained to the Eldest?

YOSSEL

He said he would teach the bastard a lesson. But the Eldest is a sick man.

LIONEL

A well looked after sick man. He could live for many more years, thank to Miss Glinka.

YOSSEL

Ah, her. The… (Giggles) you know what I mean.

LIONEL

(Testily) I don’t know what you mean.

YOSSEL

I bet you do, milord. But it’s just idle gossip. Even if it’s true.

(A gust of wind scatters some of LIONEL’S papers. LIONEL and YOSSEL gather the papers. YOSSEL places pottery fragments on the papers. Holds up a longish shard)

YOSSEL

Look, another piece.

LIONEL

What is it?

YOSSEL

Part of the Golem’s… you know.

LIONEL

You mean…

YOSSEL

This is about… I should estimate… ten percent of the original.

LIONEL

(Handles the shard) You don’t say. This fragment of old clay?

YOSSEL

The old Maharal dug clay from and shaped into a human giant. He then traced the letters Aleph, Tav, Mem on the Golem’s forehead. The word Emeth. Truth. And the Golem opened his eyes. And the Golem began to breathe. And flex his muscles. And the Maharal told the Golem (In an old voice) ‘My son, I have given you incredible strength. To defend our people from our enemies. From the evil Bishop. But, listen carefully, Golem. Never, not ever, misuse you power. Never, not ever disobey your creator, namely, me. Remember, just as I created you, so I can destroy you. Go to sleep now. Wait till you hear me call you with the words, ‘My son the Golem, arise. Arise-O.’ (In his own voice) This was in the Sixteenth Century, at the time of the vicious, pompous, Zio-hater Bishop Spztztkr of Prague. No vowels. 

(SPZTZTKR, the Bishop of Prague, in full regalia, enters pompously on one side)

LIONEL

No vowels?

(YOSSEL laughs in anticipation of the story he will be telling presently. SPZTZTKR shrugs his shoulders, retreats to one side, waits patiently, reacts to the story with sarcastic grimaces)

YOSSEL

The story goes that when God created the languages of the world, he carried a sackful of consonants and vowels which he doled out almost at random. So English got consonants, vowels and diphthongs, French got so many vowels that half of them became redundant. German got simple vowels and vowels with umlauts. O and Ö et cetera. Hebrew received no vowels but plenty of dots and squiggles all over the words, replacing vowels. Czech was the last language to be created and by then, God, who stupidly miscalculated from the start, found himself with plenty of consonants but too few vowels. Therefore, to this day, Czechs break their teeth trying to pronounce their language.

(The MAHARAL, an old, frail, stooping Rabbi enters from the other side)

MAHARAL
(To SPZTZTKR) Why does the Emperor want to expel us? His Majesty and I play chess against each other. We make scientific experiments together. He calls me ‘the great alchemist’. I taught him secrets from the Kabbalah.

SPZTZTKR
Save the little breath you’ve still got, pathetic half-dead man. The Emperor has taken my excellent advice and changed his mind. It’s the prerogative of the strong. You and your disgusting riffraff have… (Looks at the clock with its Hebrew numerals) What the hell is the time?

MAHARAL
Ten past six.

SPZTZTKR
… until midnight to clear out of our city.

MAHARAL
But why? What have we done?

SPZTZTKR
(Angrily) Nothing. Only crucified our Lord Jesus Christ! Only crawled out of the ruins of your damned temple in Jerusalem to poison our wells, to steal our money, to rape our wives and daughters and (Pulls the bloodied body of a toddler out of a sack) murder our toddlers for their blood.

MAHARAL
Stop! Shut up, you unvowelled clown!

SPZTZTKR
How dare you insult a bishop of the Church! You are surrounded by a company of foot soldiers and a squadron of light cavalry. (Holds out the large cross hanging down on his chest) Kiss!

MAHARAL
What!

SPZTZTKR
If you want to live another day, renounce your cursed religion. Kiss!

(The BISHOP and the MAHARAL face each other eyeball to eyeball. Pause)

MAHARAL
You can shove your cross up your stinking tuches!

SPZTZTKR
What’s that? Oh, sacrilege. For this you die!

MAHARAL
(Intones quietly) My son the Golem, arise. Arise-O.

(A loud creaking sound is heard, then heavy footsteps. The BISHOP looks up as if confronted by a nine foot tall creature)

SPZTZTKR
Oh, my God! It isn’t a silly legend.

MAHARAL
Golem, sic him!

SPZTZTKR
No! No!

(Unseen hands hoist SPZTZTKR and throw him flying above the cemetery and beyond its wall)

MAHARAL
Good! Good Golem. Now sic the foot soldiers. And the cavalry.

(Cries of anguish are heard from beyond the cemetery wall. Soldiers are seen being thrown about beyond the wall. Horses neigh as they follow the soldiers up in the air and down)

MAHARAL
Enough! Golem, I said enough! Come back! At once! Come back! Leave the civilians alone!

YOSSEL

But the Golem refused to return that day, or the next. When he finally appeared on the third day, covered with blood, he knelt in front of the old rabbi. (In a deep vice) ‘Forgive me, master. They hate you so much. I couldn’t contain myself. I wanted to kill the hate. Forgive me.’ 

MAHARAL
I forgive you, Golem. You have killed many haters. But the hate itself… Will it ever go away?

YOSSEL

The Golem said, You are crying, Maharal. I want to cry with you.

MAHARAL
You have no tears, Golem. Only humans can cry.

YOSSEL

(In his Golem voice) Make me human.

MAHARAL
You’ll lose your strength, Golem. You’ll be ever so weak.

YOSSEL

(In his Golem voice) I don’t care. I am in love, Rabbi.

MAHARAL
But that is impossible.

YOSSEL

(In his Golem voice) Why, Rabbi, why?
MAHARAL
Because, my son, you are not flesh and blood, but clay. Love is not for you, Golem.

YOSSEL

(In his Golem voice) It is, it is! I want to marry her and make her happy. Isn’t this the meaning of love?

MAHARAL
It is. But not for you.

YOSSEL

(In his Golem voice) Give me a blessing, Rabbi. Rebecca is so beautiful.

MAHARAL
My granddaughter! (Shouts) Never Never!

YOSSEL

And the Maharal grabbed a hammer and struck the Golem on the forehead. Right over ‘Aleph’. The first letter in the word ‘Emet’, Truth. It became ‘Met’, Dead. As the Golem felt his strength sapping away, he completely lost his head and tried to strangle his creator.

MAHARAL
(Struggles against unseen hands) No, stop. You’re choking… Ah… Ah… (He is on the point of collapse when the pressure on his throat is eased. He looks up in fear. Recites) I love you, my Lord, my Strength, my Rock, my Fortress, my Tower. In my distress I call upon the Lord and cry to my God to save me.

(A loud crash is heard. Shards fall around the MAHARAL. He picks up one, weeps, kisses it)



My beloved Golem… Like David’s beloved son, Absalom, you defied your father. And died. (As loud as he can) Let this be a lesson to future generations: Golems are treacherous. They are prohibited. Till the end of days! (Groans, drags himself to his grave. The grave open, the MAHARAL dies, sinks into the grave)

BLACKOUT

SCENE THREE

(The bell rings. LEON is at the gate)

LEON

Good evening.

YOSSEL

Password, please. 

LEON

Shalom

YOSSEL

Shalom and Chutzpah.

LEON

Leon-Judah, from Russia.

LIONEL

Ah, the Leon-Judah, from Russia. You are on top of my list. I am Lionel-Reuben from London.

(YOSSEL pulls the lever, the gate slides open with a screech. LEON enters)

LEON

Could do with a drop of oil. 

YOSSEL

Don’t I know it...

LIONEL

This is…

YOSSEL

Yossel. I’m the gabbai.

LIONEL

Our loyal beadle.

YOSSEL

I’ll be below, when you need me. Just shout. ‘Gabbai Yossel’. (Goes out).

LEON

What’s down under? 

LIONEL

A whole secret city. Look. (Spreads a map on the tomb) The war-room. Inernational telephone exchanges. Telegraph post. A small prison. The bakery, a very very special place. 

LEON

Good, I like it when everything’s well lubricated.

LIONEL

Except the gate. (Laughs)

LEON

Where did this map come from? M.I. 5? Deuxiemme bureau? 

LIONEL

Stanfords. A map shop in Covent Garden. They have every map under the sun. This was the last copy.

LEON

(Pats LIONEL’s shoulder) I’ve been looking forward to meeting you, milord.

LIONEL

Same here, comrade. (Embraces LEON)

LEON

I hope my last speech hasn’t offended you.

LIONEL

The one about ‘The cry of the bourgeoisie?’ ‘Gold, gold and more gold’? You almost converted me with your oratory. 

LEON

You didn’t take it seriously, did you?

LIONEL

I did, too. I had it printed, blown-up, framed and hung up in my office in the City, next to the picture of the King. I say to my visitors, ‘Read what the Bolshie clown Trots is saying about me’. Good for business.

LEON

I am standing on a platform. Below are thousands of cold and hungry half-human insects. I proclaim Revolution. Cheers. And revolution within the revolution. More cheers. And re-revolution. Hurrah and huzzah. And revolution round about. And revolution in heaven and hell. Loud cheers and shouts, ‘True, comrade prophet, true!’. And they simply can’t see that every word I say is deliberate, premeditated, invented, made up, fantasy, gibberish.

LIONEL

(Roars with laughter) You are a top notch clown.

LEON

So are you.

LIONEL

Me?

LEON

Haven’t you liquidated, single-handed, three limited companies in one afternoon?

LIONEL

You’ve heard? Good news travels fast.

LEON

It’s been a talking-point among our inner Zio-clique at the Kremlin.

LIONEL

Those London bastards cracked jokes about me and about our people. You know the type: ‘Bloody So and So’s’, ‘Hooked-nosed crooks’, ‘Dirty Swindlers, ‘Money grabbing monkeys’, ‘Half pricks’. This at their executive meetings, where I have a sleeper in every boardroom. So I decided to teach them a golden lesson. Now they’ll have to pull their acne-faced progenies out of Eton and Harrow and toss them onto the scrap heap of state education. It was so easy, Leon, to impoverish those Yoks. A piece of Purim cake. They’re so gullible, so honest. They haven’t got our God-given guile.

LEON

Soft soap.

LIONEL

Flim-flam.

LEON

Scamouflage.

LIONEL

Let alone razor-sharp accountants.

LEON

And shysters.

LIONEL

And top shysters.

LEON

So much the worse for our enemies in the City.

LIONEL

And I’ve read in the press that you got rid of three million stinking peasants.

LEON

(Shrugs his shoulders modestly) Starved to death. Cleaner than shooting the bastards. 

LIONEL

And great savings on ammunition, eh?

(The heads of MARSDEN and VLADO pop up over the fence)

MARSDEN
(Whispers) Would you ever believe it! Arm in arm: Gold and Red!

VLADO

(Whispers) They’ll pay for this. I swear they will.

LEON

Is it true that this time there will be no protocols.

LIONEL

Not a word must leak out of here. This place is virtually sound proof. The Czechoslovak President is on our side.

LEON

How much?

LIONEL

Peanuts. I reduced the interest on his State Loan by just a quarter of one percent. And he kissed both my hands. We can now scheme our plots here in complete confidence.

LEON

There’s no brain like a Zio’s.

LIONEL

Eldest Theodore-Benjamin should be happy with my arrangements.

LEON

How is dear old Square Beard these days?

LIONEL

Bored. But otherwise in fine fettle. He’s only sixty seven, you know.

LEON

It can’t be easy for him to pretend for twenty odd years that he’s dead and gone.

LIONEL

He’s bearing up.

LEON

Is that woman still with him?

LIONEL

Loyal as a dog. Clings to him like a leech.

LEON

Strange considering the rumour… 

 (Tombstones slide open, as before, revealing a hotel room. THEODORE sits in the middle of the room. He is in his underwear. YULINA stands on one side, brushing a tuxedo. THEODORE examines his black beard in a hand mirror)

THEODORE
I wish you didn’t dye every single strand jet black. It looks too perfect.

YULINA

It’s expected of you, Dore, to look wonderful. Exactly as you do in that famous photograph.

THEODORE
(Romantically) Leaning on the balcony rail, overlooking the Rhine in Basel as if it were the river Jordan. 

YULINA

Dreaming of your old-new Jerusalem. And what an expression was on your face. 

THEODORE
I was bursting. And that stupid photographer kept focusing his camera. Thank God I don’t have to pose for photographs tonight.

YULINA

You get so bored without the fuss of politics. Meetings all those world leaders.

THEODORE
(Shakes his head) Most of them are stupid, tiresome boors who give off not wisdom but disgusting halitosis.

YULINA

Ugh.

THEODORE
It’ll be much more exciting meeting my own people. Each of them could make a great leader, even Chaim.

YULINA

The funny one, who looks like Lenin?

THEODORE
He is a useful front. Makes the rounds, hat in hand, begs for crumbs from this shit president and that turd minister who Despise us anyway. But behind his ‘open’, useless diplomacy, we weave our old conspiracies. Prepare surprises. Coups. Revolutions. Get some oil for the gate.

YULINA

What gate?

THEODORE
In the cemetery. It drove me mad twenty five years ago. Knowing my people, they haven’t done anything about it.

(The tombstones slide close)

LEON

No one who is not one of us can understand the pride and the happiness.

LIONEL

The elation at midnight, the eerie hour.

LEON

Eerie, but not for us.

LIONEL

Our time of joy. This death… (Makes a sweeping gesture over the cemetery) becomes joy, a new life and hope, for our people, the greatest, purest, best educated, most accomplished race on our God’s earth. And the most powerful. 

LEON

The spectre of Zio is hovering over…

LIONEL

The whole world.

LIONEL

Good old uncle Karl. He fooled them all right.

LEON

What a character he was Sometimes, when I read him, I begin to imagine, in a sort of opium cloud, that he really meant it.

LIONEL

He would have loved to be here tonight.

LEON

I could amuse him with the story of our power games in Moscow. And my own little plotnick.

LIONEL

(Eagerly) Tell, tell.

LEON

It all depends on that wimp, Chaim.

LIONEL

(Checks his notes) Chaim is unable to attend. He’s meeting some British Foreign Office twit.

LEON

Waste of time.

LIONEL

He likes acting the statesman.

LEON

I don’t need him here. I want to borrow him for Moscow. Look.

(A portrait is projected on the cyclorama)

LIONEL

Your boss, Lenin.

LEON

(Chuckles) It’s Chaim. 

(An identical portrait is projected on the cyclorama)

LEON

This is Lenin.

LIONEL

My God. Absolute dead ringers.

LEON

Exactly. In public, I always run down Chaim. His ideology, his reactionary nationalism, his negotiations with capitalists like you, my dear friend, his dealings with the Imperialists Balfour and Churchill. But it’s my private sleight of hand.

LIONEL

The penny has dropped!

LEON

Isn’t it a brilliant idea?

LIONEL

Great minds plot alike.

LEON

It goes like this…

LIONEL

Give me the pleasure of saying it first.

LEON

Let’s say it together.

LIONEL

Right. One, two, three. 

LEON

} I bump off Lenin. And put Chaim in his place.



} (Together)

LIONEL

} You bump off Lenin. And put Chaim in his place. 

LEON

} Result: I control Russia through Chaim.



} (Together)

LIONEL

} Result: You control Russia through Chaim.

LEON

(Teasingly) And what do I do with the stiff Lenin?

LIONEL

Chuck him down a mine shaft. As you did the Tsar and his family.

LEON

I have a better idea.

LIONEL

Better than bumping Lenin off?

LEON

I do bump him off... 

LIONEL

And?

LEON

I get his body embalmed.

LIONEL

I see.

LEON

And stored secretly. On ice. 

LIONEL

(Laughs) That’s Russia for you: no bread but lots of ice.

LEON

After a while, I whisk Chaim away to London or Palestine or wherever. I announce, ‘with a broken heart’, that Lenin has gone up to the communist Walhalla to join Marx and Engels and I dump him in a sort of national mausoleum. A show case.

LIONEL

What a drama.

LEON

And I rule in his place.

LIONEL

Piece of cheese cake. But what about…

LEON

You mean…

LIONEL

Exactly.

LEON

The upstart, the Georgian no-good. 

LIONEL

Yes, that what’s-his-name.

LEON

Djuga. Light weight. Dialectically confused. Unpopular. Looks like a fox, moves like a cow. Definitely a Nwab.

LIONEL

A Marxist acronym?

LEON

Cheka speak. ‘Not Worth A Bullet’. I’ll simply push him into exile.

LIONEL

Will he be pushed?

LEON

Trust me.

LIONEL

Couldn’t he push you into exile, or worse?

LEON

Not clever enough.

LIONEL

That’ll be wonderful, then. Chaim the Emperor of Jerusalem busy kicking the filthy Camels out, while you rule as the undisputed dictator of the proletariat.

VLADO

(Whispers) This explains everything.

MARSDEN
(Whispers) The circle is squared.

LIONEL

Anybody there? I thought I heard people…over there.

(LEON draws a large pistol, moves about. VLADO and MARSDEN have already disappeared behind the fence. SIGMUND appears outside the gate)

SIGMUND

Shalom.

LIONEL and LEON
Shalom and Chutzpah.

(LIONEL pulls the lever and the gate slides open with the usual screech. SIGMUND steps into the cemetery, stops his ears. He is the proverbial absent-minded academic)

SIGMUND

Is it here? I mean, the... er... this... seminar of subliminal… er… er… something-or-other?

LIONEL

Are you an academic?

SIGMUND

I was... I mean, I still am. I was sent for.

LIONEL

(Consults a notebook) Sigmund-Issachar?

SIGMUND

Correct. I represent the Vienna community.

LIONEL

Welcome. I am Lionel. 

LEON

The super-banker.

LIONEL

I represent the Lost Tribe of Reuben. This is my colleague, Leon-Judah. A great military leader.

LEON

I am only a civilian, without any military experience whatsoever.

LIONEL

And, yet, he organized a victorious Red army of millions.

SIGMUND

Only one of us could create such a miracle. May I shake the hand that has killed millions? (Shakes LEON’s hand) May you never stop. And the hand that’s making a million killings? (Shakes LIONEL’s hand) You are such great men.

LIONEL

So are you. You look different from your photographs.

SIGMUND

It’s the beard. New. I’m trying to look more distinguished. They say I don’t have the gravitas of a professor. It’s prejudice, of course. Our Austrian enemies are gaining force, especially that blackguard. (Places a finger on his upper lip)

LIONEL

Neutrelized.

LEON

You mean, neutered.

LIONEL

I mean, I had him tamed.

SIGMUND

But he’s a monster.

LIONEL

A little dose of blackmail, some cheque book politics and he works for us, while pretending to be our worst enemy.

(Tombstones slide sideways, as before, disclosing AITCH. He wears a brown uniform with a swastika armband. He holds a book)

AITCH

Die Protokolen.

LIONEL

A work of fiction.

AITCH

Gutt realpolitik.

LIONEL

Speaking of realpolitik… (Puts his hand on AITCH‘s shoulder)

AITCH

Nicht touchen. 

LIONEL

I’m sorry.

AITCH

Du nicht-pure race.

LIONEL

Calm down, my good man. I got you by your ball.

AITCH

(Stamps his foot) Ich protestiert!

LIONEL

You can ‘protestiert’ to your heart’s delight. (Shows AITCH a document) Your grandmutti… Chambermaid. Rich household of nicht-pure race top people. Old Austria-Hungary. Simple country girl. Pure race. Not pretty, not ugly. Sixteen. Virgin. In a manner of speaking. Type of girl to help rich no-pure race lads hone their manhood… Soon, there’s a loaf in her oven. Deflowered girl married off to the nearest avaiable pure race village idiot.

AITCH

Mein grandad… 

LIONEL

My dear fellow, you are one of us. 

AITCH

(Reads the document, emotionally) Ach ja. (Sobs)

LIONEL

(Touches AITCH’s shoulder) Oops, sorry.

AITCH

Ja, ja. Touch, touch. Bitte touch. (Embraces LIONEL, emotionally, through tears) Achtung. Juden rein. Raus. Tot. Tot. Jude sheise.

LIONEL

There, there, my good fellow. Go on barking insults against us. It’ll keep us on our toes, help us on the way back to Solomon’s temple. But don’t hurt us. Ever! That’s the condition. 

AITCH

(Places his hand on his heart) Ja, ja. 

LIONEL

(Hands a piece of paper to AITCH) An invitation to a Zio-wedding. It will be an education.

(AITCH looks a the paper The flats move, mask the inner stage)

LEON

Protection money.

LIONEL

This has been our method for many years.

SIGMUND

In the meantime, the mad dog stirs up trouble for me. No chair.

LIONEL

I can offer you any number of chairs in our new university in Jerusalem.

SIGMUND

Jerusalem isn’t Vienna.

LIONEL

One day it’ll be better. 

LEON

Sigmund. Is it true that you have created a new science?

SIGMUND

I am just a humble doctor, good only for helping rich, spoilt pseudo-crazies. Most of the time I feel… how can I express it?… inferiority.

LIONEL

What do you mean?

SIGMUND

It’s not easy to explain. Too complicated.

LEON

Complex.

SIGMUND

Good word. I like it. 

LEON

It’s all yours.

SIGMUND

Thank you. (Looks round) What a place. Am I dreaming?

LIONEL

It’s real.

SIGMUND

Pity. If it were a dream, I could have given it a fantastic interpretation. All this came as a complete surprise to me. The telephone rings. Ah, I think, just a hysterical woman with… excuse my coarseness… vaginal pins and needles. But no, it’s a man, the chairman of the Secret Vienna Community Board of Elder Deputies. ‘Siggy’, he says, ‘You’re hereby summoned. And you can’t refuse’. So, there I go, before the full Board of Elders. They know all about my work, my books, my lectures. They ask me, ‘What’s this about the new words you’ve been bandying about? Id, ego, super-ego, libido, sublimation’. So, without batting an eyelid, I roll off. ‘Sublimation is the discharge of instinctual energy, especially that associated with pre-genital impulses, through socially approved activity. Libido is emotional or psychic energy derived from primitive biological urges and usually (Makes an appropriate obscene gesture) goal-directed. Id is the primitive undifferentiated part of the psychic apparatus...’ At this point, roughly, the chairman exclaims, ‘Screw it, Siggy. It sounds like a load of filthy, childishly obscene claptrap’. You can knock me down with a feather. My jaw drops. I say, ‘How on earth have you clever people found out?’

LIONEL

Is it claptrap?

SIGMUND

Utter gobbledygook. 

(LIONEL, LEON and SIGMUND laugh, slapping each other on the back. VLADO and MARSDEN raise their heads warily)

LEON

You mean, Id is Shmid?

(Renewed laughter. VLADO and MARSDEN try hard to suppress their laughter)

LIONEL

And Libido is Shmibido?

SIGMUND

Exactly. Sublimation-Sublishmation.

(More laughter. SAM approaches the gate on the outside. He is a little bald man in a loud suit)

SAM

What’s the gag, men? Exclude me in. Shalom

LIONEL

Shalom and Chutzpah. Come in, come in. 

(LIONEL pulls the lever, the gate slides open)

SAM

(Enters) Can’t you get the props master to oil the damn hinges? Hiya, boys. Gee, are you shooting a B-feature here?

LIONEL

Zebulun?

SAM

That’s what they said I am, Learned Elder Zebulun. Big shot in Hollywood, Cal, USA where I’m plain Sam. I don’t know why they said I was ‘learned’, but that’s the way the cookie crumbles, I guess.

LIONEL

I am Lionel.

LEON

Leon.

SIGMUND

Sigmund.

SAM

Hey, guys, please start the party on time and make it snappy. There’s a five pix project lined up for my okay back home.

LEON

We have a larger scenario to consider here tonight, brother Sam-Zebulun.

OTHERS

That’s right.

SAM

Sure, sure. Keep your shirts on, boys. I’ll do my bit all right.

SIGMUND

Listen, Sam… May I call you Sam?

SAM

Sounds better than Zebulun. (Laughs)

SIGMUND

I have some ideas for your pictures.

SAM

What sort?

SIGMUND

Psychological.

SAM

Could do. Send one or two outlines to my studio in Tinsel Town. Hollywood.

SIGMUND

Right.

SAM

Keep ‘em short. Three, four lines at the outside. With plenty of sex.

LIONEL

You can count on him.

LEON

He’s a specialist.

SIGMUND

Sex is here to stay.

SAM

Gee, that’s dynamite! I’m buying it! It’ll release a thousands movies! I’ll talk it over with my pardners, Metro and Mayer. Am I glad I took the trouble of coming all the way to this here back lot. Siggy, you’re going to be a rich man in Hollywood.

LEON

Easy, Sam.

LIONEL

We can’t spare him.

LEON

He’s wanted for the larger show

SAM

O.K., then. I’ll get my own hacks, the bumming shickers Hemingway, Fitzgerald, Faulkner and Parker , to turn out the stuff based on the new jingle that ‘Sex is here and here it stays. Sex is joy, oy, oy, oy!’ You and I are geniuses, Siggy. At first I felt wishy-washy about going all the way to Europe to this here shindig. I said to Metro, ‘Why don’t you go?’ You know what that ignorant schmuck said to me? ‘In two voids, Im-Possible’. (With a grimace) ‘Two voids…’ He got no grammar to speak of. I bet he thinks grammar is grandpa’s wife. (Laughs) He said, ‘Look, Sam, we’re all in this together, but you’re the greatest. You’re T.N.T. You are the expert. You can corrupt and deprave by numbers, bit by bit, drip drip. You start with family entertainment. Then adult passion. And it’ll be just the fore-play leading in to the real filth. Don’t forget, Sam, that, in four words, You Are Wonder Full.’ How could I resist such French ass kissing?

(ALBERT is at the gate)

ALBERT

Good afternoon. Or is it evening? Chutzpah and shalom.

LIONEL

Don’t you mean, Shalom and Chutzpah?

ALBERT

Ah, yes. Absolutely. Or vice versa. (Enters the cemetery through the open gate. He carries a violin case)

SIGMUND

You’ve got it back to front. Interesting.

ALBERT

Got what?

SIGMUND

The password.

ALBERT

I’m not surprised. My whole world is back to front, upside down. And sideways, too. In a way. People say I have replaced God. After me there is only science.

LIONEL

You must be Albert-Asher, then.

ALBERT

Correct. In a manner of speaking. I come from Zurich. It’s in Switzerland. More or less.

LEON

What’s this?

ALBERT

My violin. Just in case I get bored. It’s my hobby. I play (Giggles) relatively badly.

LIONEL

You won’t be bored here.

LEON

It’s going to be a night of wild excitement.

SAM

Say, Al, gotta ideas for sex pix?

ALBERT

What’s pix?

SAM

Nix. Drop it.

LIONEL

Elder Albert is interested only in the universe.

SAM

No sweat, I could loan him to Papa Carl Laemle of Universal Pictures Inc. (Laughs)

LEON

Learned Elder Albert was awarded the Nobel Prize.

SAM

Excuse my ignorance. What is it? Kinda Oscar?

LIONEL

Bigger.

SAM

Shucks! What did you get it for?

ALBERT

All sorts of ideas that occurred to me on occasions like sleeping, making love, dining, shitting. Here is just one example I got the other day in the loo. R mu nu minus half g mu nu R equals eight pi kappa T mu nu. R mu nu stands for those ten components of the curvature tensor that are called Ricci’s tensor. G mu nu is the metric tensor. R is a combination of Ricci’s tensor components known as the Ricci scale. Kappa is the universal constant proportional to Newton’s constant of gravitation, and T mu nu denotes the components of the energy-stress tensor. Flush!

(Short pause)

SAM

They gave you a Super Oscar for this… er…

ALBERT

Relativity.

SAM

Sounds more like tuches muck to me.

ALBERT

You’ve hit the nail on the bottom. (Laughs)

LEON

The Swedish idiots. 

ALBERT

You can say that again.

(General laughter. VLADO and MARSDEN raise their heads above the fence)

ALBERT

And listen to this, boys. Listen. Listen, will you. While I was jotting down the mumbo-jumbo... or is it jumbo-mumbo?… it occurred to me that E equals mc squared. Squared!

LIONEL

What does it signify? Roughly.

ALBERT

Not roughly. Precisely. Boys, it means that with this (Picks up a tiny stone) tiny pebble I could destroy a city. And with this (Picks up a small stone) a whole country.

SAM

Gee, that’s real dynamite.

(The stone is passed from hand to hand. On one side, VLADO and MARSDEN raise their head above the fence, strain to see the stone)

VLADO

(Whispers) Would you believe that?

MARSDEN
(Whispers) Zio-propaganda.

LIONEL

Shush. I thought I heard voices.

ALBERT

Spies?

SIGMUND

Paranoia.

ALBERT

I was told this meeting is confidential. Absolutely, not relatively.

LIONEL

Easy, friend, easy. If there is a spy among us, he won’t get out of here alive.

LEON

We have to be vigilant. I had a report that Prince Vlado, a disgusting White Russian shit…

MARSDEN
(Whispers) That’s you.

VLADO

(Whispers) I know.

LEON

… Has joined the Smash Zio organization. He’s the reactionary who broke our comrade Red Rosa’s skull and chucked her, trussed up, into a canal in Berlin. 

ALBERT

When?

LEON

Two weeks ago.

OTHERS

What?! That’s terrible. Awful. Are you sure it’s true?

VOICE

(Off, above) Of course it is.

 (Everybody looks up. A crane descends from above. f, bound in chains dangles from the crane, struggles to free himself as he speaks. He wears a one piece swim suit and rubber slippers)

ERICH

Shalom.

ELDERS

Shalom and Chutzpah.

ERICH

Erich-Ephraim of Budapest and America.

SAM

Hold it. You’re the famous escape artist.

SIGMUND

Who?

ALBERT

Who?

ERICH

Yes, Hou… Shush, not a syllable more.

SIGMUND

What’s happened?

ERICH

Three chains with six locks each. Our enemies laughed when she sank in the murky water. They knocked back swigs of schnapps and went back to their card games. As soon as their backs were turned, I dived in. Lock number one, two, three… hold your air… four, five, six... I almost choke. Now the chains… Quick. One, two and one two!

(The chains around ERICH are unlocked and drop to the ground with a loud clang. ERICH jumps to the ground, takes a bow to the ELDERS’ applause and cheers)

ELDERS

Bravo! Bravo!

ERICH

Dear Elders, to the world I am an entertainer, a supreme escape artist. But to our people I am the key to freedom.

LIONEL

Absolutely.

ERICH

Who was our first escape artist?

ELDERS

(Severally) Moses our teacher.

ERICH

Who spirited us out of Egypt. Later leaders smuggled us to safety time after time. Notably from Spain in the year Columbus discovered America. Now I am here to provide escape gimmicks whenever.

(The gate opens with a screech and ROSA enters. She is dressed as before with the addition of large handgun stuck in a leather belt. The heads of MARSDEN and VLADO appear above the fence)

VLADO

(Whispers) Shit! I killed her.

MARSDEN
Apparently you didn’t.

(The elders APPLAUD. ROSA takes a bow)

LEON

Red Rosa, a speech.

ROSA

My achievements are small by comparison to yours.

ELDERS

Speech! Speech!

ROSA

Gentlemen, in our prayers, a man says ‘Thank you, God. For not making me a woman.’ I am grateful to God for making me a special kind of person, with a foot in both camps. I incite women to fight for equal rights with men and, secretly, push men to slow down female liberation. Result: a war of the sexes, in the style of that Swedish super-sadist Strindberg. A war to the end. Eventually, the army, the government, the civil order, will collapse under an overpowering gushing estrogenic tide. Society will crash in chaos. I don’t have to tell you that we operate best in a vortex. Chaos.

ELDERS

Hear, hear.

MARSDEN
(Whispers) She’s a wonderful speaker.

VLADO

(Whispers) Utterly decadent! If we don’t smash them, they’ll swamp Europe with buggery and butchery.

(ALFRED, a dapper man in his fifties, in the uniform of a French army officer, appears outside the gate)

ALFRED

Zut alors. I mean, shalom, alors.

ELDERS

Shalom and Chutzpah.

LIONEL

I think we all know who you are.

(The ELDERS ad-lib their agreement)

ALFRED

Learned Elder Alfred-Naphtali. (Salutes smartly)

LIONEL

Walk right in… 

(ALFRED enters through the open gate.)

LIONEL

Let me introduce the celebrated former capitaine Alfred, whose affaire tore the tuches of France asunder. This is Red Rosa, champion of communism and women’s liberation.

ALFRED

Madame. (Gallantly kisses ROSA’s hand)

ROSA

Mon capitaine, je ne suis pas disponsible comme femme.

(ALFRED is taken aback momentarily, then joins the ELDERS’s laughter)

ALFRED

Oh, she is telling me she is not available as a woman. Domage, madame. Pity.

LIONEL

Let me introduce the rest. Sam, Sigmund, Albert. I am Lionel and this is Leon.

ALFRED

You are all so famous, gentlemen.

LEON

So are you.

ALFRED

Only as a victim.

SAM

You must feel like a boiled rag.

ALFRED

(Laughs) What an expression. Is it American?

SAM

You bet.

ALFRED

I never was, nor am I now a ‘boiled rag’.

ALBERT

But you spent five years on that terrible penal colony.

LEON

Devil’s Island.

ALBERT

French Guiana.

SAM

I’m gonna make a movie about you. My hacks tell me it’s one heck of a story.

ALFRED

And I suppose you have everything ready in the studio.

SAM

All set. The Island is in my back lot. Sharks, too.

ALFRED

(Giggles) And a teeny-weeny wooden cell, with a hard bed, no mattress.

SAM

Sure. My art director’s a stickler for realism.

ALFRED

And nasty guards treating me like a… boiled rag.

SAM

That’s the idea.

ALFRED

They mock me, spit in my face as I suffer, shout at me, ‘Serves you right, Judas’. (Acts out a vicious guard baiting a prisoner) ‘Dirty traitor! You sold our secrets to the Boshe! Take this! And this!’

SAM

Great.

ALFRED

And poor little me, all in tatters, shivering with fever. (Acts out the prisoner, suffering) ‘I’m sick. Hungry. Water. No, no, please don’t lock me up for the night. Please don’t. All those spiders, scorpions, lice, mice, tse-tse flies, termites, mosquitoes and other insects. Ah! Ah Oh!’

SAM

By Griffiths! A natural! A big willbe earner! You’re on the payroll.

ALFRED

(Still as the prisoner, with great sincerity) ‘I am innocent... Innocent. I... am... innocent.’ (Pause. Returns to his suave self) Lies! I’m as guilty as sin.

SAM

What?! You mean those hacks wrote me a phoney story? Fitzgerald, Hemingway, Faulkner, Parker, you’re out on your asses! I’ll sue for damages.

LIONEL

Cool it, Sam.

ALFRED

Look here, Sam, mon ami, we, the Secret Paris Zio-Committee, would like you to make your movie, with the same scenario. Because, the whole ‘affaire’ was arranged by us. We wanted war between France and Germany. And we got it, didn’t we?

SAM

Did we?

LIONEL

The 1914-18 Great War.

SAM

Oh, that shemozzle. Sure. I got the film rights. ‘All Quiet on the Western Front’ and all that crap.

LEON

Let Alfred finish, Sam.

ALFRED

Thank you, Leon. It was as simple as sunrise. I had, of course, sold documents to the Germans. The Committee arranged for me to be caught, judged correctly and justly and packed off to Devil’s Island.

LEON

(Knowingly) And then…

ALFRED

The French Zios let all hell loose. We got the stupid do-goodnik liberals to work for us. How they lapped up the ‘affaire’. We got our secret countryman Emile Zola, real name Emanuel Zolotov, to attack the French Army and the naïve nationalists who honestly love la France. They were soon routed and everybody went over to our side, although we were secretly planning the destruction of every capital city in the world.

LIONEL

Except Jerusalem.

ALFRED

Except Yerushalyim, but including Paris.

ALBERT

A real French farce.

SAM

Starring brave Captain Alfred.

ALBERT

Capitaine.

SAM

Whatever.

SIGMUND

But you suffered so much for the cause. Physically, psychologically.

ALFRED

Allow me to whisper a secret in your ears, gentlemen. I never suffered.

ELDERS

What! … You must be joking… That’s impossible… You must have suffered.

MARSDEN
(To VLADO) He must have suffered.

VLADO

(To MARSDEN) Absolutely.

ALFRED

You know our people. We can’t live without luxury. Good food, the best wines, plenty of screwage. Arrangements were made.

ALBERT

On Devil’s Island?

SIGMUND

You bribed the guards!

ALFRED

Better. Le President de la Republique. 

LIONEL

Greased his palm.

ALFRED

His pizzle. We got him cheap. Two cocottes and a virgin. He’s French after all. Result: every night, after they locked me up in my tiny, lousy cell, I would knock on the floor boards. A trap door would open.

(Change of lighting. Green light invades the stage. ALFRED ‘walks’ along)

ALFRED

Imagine a long secret passage leading to an undersea green and white marble palace, equipped like the most magnificent, luxurious hotel. Halls, bedrooms, service rooms, sunken baths, servants. Having ‘suffered’ during the day, I am treated like a prince at night.

(PEPPERONI, wearing chef’s hat, enters. He holds a large covered dish)

PEPPERONI
Signor Alfredo, look, a new fish dish. (Uncovers the dish. A cloud of steams rises from it) 

ALFRED

(Smells the dish) Sublime.

PEPPERONI
I make you plenty different fishes dishes. Tuna, haddock, sole, dolphin, shark, mackerel, whitebait, sea bass, salmon etc and so… One for every day of the year. 

ALFRED

Except Yom Kippur. You can take the Day of Atonement off. 

PEPPERONI
Thank you, Signor Alfredo.

ALFRED

Thank you, Chef Supremo Pepperoni.

LIONEL

The Great Pepperoni? That bloody well explains it!

ALFRED

(Chuckles) His sudden disappearance from the Savoy Hotel Grill Room.

LIONEL

I made such a fuss that evening. I had ordered a selection of his famous dishes. The manager apologized profusely, abjectly, with tears in his eyes ‘Pepperoni has disappeared, milord. We are calling Scotland Yard’. I cancelled my reservation on the spot. I had a party of over a hundred hungry fressers raring to dig into fish.

ALFRED

Sorry for the inconvenience.

LIONEL

We went straight to the Ritz. Chef Gaston de la Fourchette, you know.

ALFRED

Can’t hold a fork up to Pepperoni.

LIONEL

Exactly.

ALBERT

But, my dear Alfred, how did you persuade this pepper-pot chef to go to a God forsaken tropical Island in South America?

ALFRED

My dear Albert, we quadrupled his Savoy salary. And, as an additional inducement, we pointed a Browning automatic to the nape of his neck.

LIONEL

Pepperoni. The very name makes my mouth water.

ALFRED

The wine came from your French cousin’s vineyard. Only the best ‘owner’s reserve’.

(Music: the bacchanal from Samson and Delilah)



Half naked handmaidens shampoo my hair, manicure and pedicure me, rub lotion on my face and body. Then, after dinner, it’s the turn of a duo from the Virgins of Paradise Group. 

(Two female PERFORMERS appear)

PERFORMERS (Sing)


We shall lift your passions









To the highest note.









Raise your obsessions









To their boiling point.









Perfume, perfume of Arabia.

(The DUO dance provocatively, tease ROSA)

ALFRED

You could fall in love with each of them, ma’mzelle Rosa. 

ROSA

Or both.

(The PERFORMERS exit)

ALFRED

Then, the grand finale: the horizontal pleasures. 

ELDERS

(Eagerly) Go on. Don’t stop. 

ALFRED

The lights dim down and, presently…

(Moans, groans and other sounds of passion fill the air)



Endless nights of desire and fulfilment. Happy and relaxed is the sleep of the Prisoner of Devil’s Island as he sinks into the arms of Morpheus. Dawn breaks over the ocean, He is awakened with a cup of delicious English breakfast tea. A valet helps him change back into prison rags. He climbs into the cell, waits for the door to open and… (Once again, the pitiful, whimpering prisoner) Water... please... mercy... water... I am innocent... in-no-cent.

(ALFRED bows to applause from the OTHERS)

ALFRED

Thank you. Little wonder, then, that when the Committee forced a retrial, I was very loath indeed to leave my Island.

SAM

What happened to the undersea palace?

ALFRED

Flooded. Sunk with all hands.

LIONEL

And supremo chef Pepperoni? The great creator of unique fish dishes?

(PEPPERONI re-appears. He looks panic stricken)

PEPPERONI
No, no. Please don’t drown me. I made a thousand fishes dishes for you, remember?

ALFRED

Of course I remember and I’m grateful to you, Chef Supremo. But now, it’s your turn to be a dish to the fishes. We shall send a small cheque, a card of condolences and a bunch of red roses to your widow, the bulky, moustachioed La Pepperona, in Naples. Goodbye Pepperoni and good drowning.

(PEPPERONI struggles against the sea, drowns. The ELDERS applaud as ALFRED takes a bow)

ALFRED

All this is history now. The future…

LEON

Any plans?

ALFRED

A little plot. France at the mercy of a Zio prime minister.

LEON

That’s a tall order.

ALFRED

Give me ten years. Perhaps twelve, no more. My candidate – his name is Leon, like yours – cooked up a brilliant slogan: ‘Popular Front’. Don’t ask me what it means; I know he doesn’t, either. But it sounds good and is sure to electrify the excitable French voters. He will also promote ‘understanding’ between France and Germany.

SIGMUND

That would be a change of policy.

ALFRED

My Leon changes policies all the time.

ALBERT

To confuse our enemies.

ALFRED

Correct.

(All laugh. The laughter is drowned in a burst of loud cacophonic music. The ELDERS stop their ears, speak to one another in confusion, but their words cannot be heard for the noise. Presently, ARNOLD appears outside the cemetery wall, conducting madly. The music ends with a deafening crescendo)

ALFRED

Qu’est-que c’est que ça?

ARNOLD

My music!

LEON

Your what?!

ARNOLD

I agree with you, friend. Shalom. 

LIONEL

Shalom and Chutzpah. Come in.

(LIONEL works the gate lever. The gate opens with a screech)

LIONEL

Sorry.

ARNOLD

No, no. It’s beautiful.(Eagerly) Please give it to me again.

LIONEL

The screech?

ARNOLD

The divine note.

(The ELDERS groan. LIONEL works the lever. The gate screeches)

ARNOLD

Sublime. Again. (LIONEL opens and closes the gate. ARNOLD conducts the rhythm) Con brio! … Largo! … Andante moderato!

(ALBERT accompanies the gate ‘music’ with a - bad - improvisation on his violin. The ELDERS stop their ears, moan and groan. ARNOLD ends his music, enters the cemetery)

SIGMUND

You!

ARNOLD

You! A fellow Viennese.

SIGMUND

Ear splitting Arnie.

ARNOLD

Mega randy Siggy.

LEON

So now we have two schnitzels here.

SIGMUND

And with the Eldest, we’ll be three.

SIGMUND

This is Arnold.

ARNOLD

Of the tribe of Gad.

LIONEL

May I introduce: Leon. Albert.

ARNOLD

A fellow musician. 

LIONEL

I am Lionel. I scam them on the London stock exchange. This is Hollywood Sam.

SAM

Sorry, can’t use your earfuls in my pix.

ARNOLD

That’s all right, Hollywood Sam. I have no illusions about my... anti-music.

LEON

What do you mean by that?

ARNOLD

I began as a mediocre, conventionally serious student at the Academy of Music and came to an interesting conclusion: music is a great source of inspiration both in peacetime and in war. So, in my perversity… Zio-perversity… I set out to destroy music. Their music. I invented a... call it what you will… ‘noise’ is as good a word as any... which has no reference to keys or tonal centre.

ALBERT

But that is preposterous!

ARNOLD

Absolutely. Moreover, I have been using, impartially, the whole chromatic scale!

ALBERT

All of it? That’s depravity!

ARNOLD

I agree.

MARSDEN
(Whispers) Me too.

VLADO

(Whispers) Wholeheartedly.

LEON

Do you mean to tell us that you have devised some sort of devilish, bestial... a-tonality?

ARNOLD

I like that word. Can I borrow it?

LEON

It’s all yours.

LIONEL

But what’s the point of all this?

ARNOLD

Imagine it’s our big Zio-day. We are ready to make the final assault on civilisation. We pay all the leading orchestras in the world to play my so-called ‘compositions’.

SAM

All at once?

ARNOLD

Imagine.

SAM

What a whizbang!

LIONEL

Mind boggling.

ARNOLD

Auricular and acoustical confusion, leading to insensitivity to national and martial music and a degradation of morale at the very moment we mount our attack on our disgusting enemies.

LEON

Hold it, hold it, Arnold. D’you mean to tell me that you can destroy all previous music single-handedly.

ARNOLD

Of course not. I have an army of blind imitators. Imbeciles who compose equally obnoxious…

ALBERT

‘Gate Music’.

ARNOLD

Naturally, I deny everything.

ELDERS

(Ad lib) Of course…Naturally… Slander… Smears. Always deny.

LEON

Like the blood business…

LIONEL

Formally denied. Never happened.A blood libel. 

SIGMUND

No?

LEON

Never.

LIONEL

Let’s put it to the vote. Those calling ‘Never’, say ‘Never’.

ELDERS

Never!

LEON

There you are. The Nevers.

LIONEL

I deny that I manipulate economic crises. Bankruptcies, bad debts, insolvencies, millions of cheques bouncing all over the world, devaluations, galloping inflation, credit freezes, wage squeezes, unnatural takeovers, national economic collapses. 

LEON

Those saying ‘Never’, say ‘Never’.

ELDERS

Never!

ALBERT

I deny that I am preparing a new theory, called ‘Irrelativity’ which will prove all previous physics wrong. The world would appear to be imploding into itself. Causing more confusion than even ‘Relativity’.

ELDERS

Forcefully denied.

SIGMUND

I deny that I intend to publish a new book which will prove that sex is perfectly normal, even healthy. (The ELDERS laugh) As a result, on Zio-Day, our enemies will be rolling about, copulating for health, instead of standing up to fight us.

ELDERS

Never. Never.

LEON

I deny the rumour that I intend to organize a few more civil wars and a dozen famines. Never.

ELDERS

Never.

SAM

I’ll deny the rumour that I shoot ‘family’ pix in public, but, underground run a parallel industry called ‘Pornywood’. Movies with close ups of every perversion, possible, and impossible, known or otherwise. Can you see it? I can’t. Men, women, children and animals mish-mashing together for my cameras. Folks world wide will never pay tons of gold to watch ‘Pornywood’ movies. And those pix will never rot their brains like nothing on earth.

ROSA

Sam.

SAM

Yeah?

ROSA

Who will never be in these never-never films?

SAM

Our own good Zio-girls. I’ll hire only shiksas.

ELDERS

Hear, hear.

ERICH

I deny that I can escape from any prison and raise the blue and white flag of world domination.

(A young man, MAX, appears in the shadows, outside the cemetery fence)

MAX

Excuse me.

SAM

There’s a dude out there.

LIONEL

Oh, yes. Are you an Elder?

MAX

Not really.

(The ELDERS start, disperse in some panic, hide behind tombstones)

ALBERT

I was promised utter discretion.

SIGMUND

This is scandalous.

(The ELDERS ad lib their outrage)

LEON

Don’t panic. Leave him to me. Not an Elder, eh?

MAX

No, not at all.

LEON

Come closer, will you? What’s your name, young man?

MAX

Max.

LEON

Well, young Max, consider yourself a corpse. (Pulls his pistol)

MAX

No! No!

BLACKOUT

SCENE FOUR

(THEODORE’s hotel room)

THEODORE
(Rehearses a speech) What is our secret weapon? The Eleventh Commandment, ‘Thou shalt be hated’. Unlike the first Ten, which are systematically broken to the great enjoyment of mankind, the Eleventh is strictly observed. We are loathed and despised more than ever before. In the past, our enemies were after our souls. Today, they bray for our lives. 

(The telephone rings)

YULINA

Hallo.

THEODORE
Smash Zio is now the rallying cry of rulers and rabble alike. This is to our advantage. Why? 

YULINA

How d’you spell you name?

THEODORE
Because this hatred is in their genes, a hereditary disease, beyond logic, incurable. It corrodes their souls like acid and toughens our resolve. And power.

YULINA

Just a minute. (Writes) S-P-Z-T-Z-T-K-R.

THEODORE
By the time we or our children meet here again, in the year 1938, we shall have enough resolve and power, visible and occult, to start…

YULINA

Hold on, I’ll ask him.

THEODORE
What is it?

YULINA

Do you know this man? (Shows THEODORE the note)

THEODORE
The unvowelled creature.

YULINA

He wants to see you without delay.

THEODORE
Not now.

YULINA

He can’t see you. (Replaces the receiver) What d’you think he wants?

THEODORE
Whatever it is, he is bad news. He must be a relative of that bloody bishop. ‘…visible and occult, to start the bloodiest war in history. It will be, in the words of our Hollywood friend, Sam, a colossal co-production.’

YULINA

(On the telephone) I’m sorry, Mr Spzt… he can’t see you just now. Maybe, if you leave your name and phone number with…

(SPZTZTKR bursts into the room, an irate, aggressive man. He confronts YULINA)

SPZTZTKR
What d’you mean making me wait in the lobby. I am the Chief Constable of Prague.

YULINA

I didn’t catch your name.

SPZTZTKR
It’s Spztztkr.

YULINA

No vowels.

SPZTZTKR
I have a message from the President of the Republic. Confidential. To (Reads an envelope) ‘Square Beard’. Is it you, by any chance?

YULINA

What’s the matter with you? Are you blind? Or just dumb?

SPZTZTKR
Who is this interfering female?

THEODORE
My confidante. I have no secrets from her. The letter must be for me.

SPZTZTKR
Obviously. But there’s no letter. Just ‘Square Beard’ written on the envelope. 

THEODORE
What’s the message, then?

SPZTZTKR
I’ve been to the village of Trklvo. One vowel. For an investigation.

THEODORE
What’s it got to do with us?

SPZTZTKR
It’s about a disappearance, possibly worse. A child. Seven year old girl. Goes by the name of Svetlana.

YULINA

Three vowels.

SPZTZTKR
This is not a laughing matter! 

THEODORE
So, there’s a bit of a rumpus in… er…

SPZTZTKR
Trklvo. (To YULINA) Not a word out of you!

THEODORE
What’s this storm in a teacup got to do with us?

SPZTZTKR
It’s nearly your Holy Day of Passover, isn’t it?… Rumour are flying about.

THEODORE
Lord Lionel pays you to crush gossip before it takes off.

SPZTZTKR
Your beadle, Mendel, was seen yesterday prowling about the village.

THEODORE
Probably looking to buy fowl for chicken soup. A national delicacy.

SPZTZTKR
The President is worried. If this story gets to the West, especially to England, where they are very sensitive about cruelty to children and animals, in reverse order, the British government might annul the treaty.

THEODORE
A piece of paper.

SPZTZTKR
Without British help, Germany could one day swallow us up. We must keep the West sweet. Therefore I order you to clear out of the cemetery. Out of Prague.

THEODORE
But, of course. By morning, we shall…

SPZTZTKR
By six o’clock tonight.

THEODORE
Very inconvenient.

SPZTZTKR
We must put the interests of the Republic first.

THEODORE
Certainly. Shall we say half a million?

SPZTZTKR
Dollars?

THEODORE
Pounds.

SPZTZTKR
I’m sure your offer will interest the President.

THEODORE
There’ll be a little bonus for you, too, of course.

SPZTZTKR
That won’t be necessary. Unless you insist.

THEODORE
Trust me. Come closer, Chief Constable.

(SPZTZTKR moves closer to THEODORE. THEODORE whacks his face twice and knees his groin with the force of a man half his age. SPZTZTKR falls to the floor, writhes in pain)

SPZTZTKR
Ah… ah… what was that for?

THEODORE
For your pissing habits!

YULINA

Dore, stop! Your ticker!

(THEODORE kicks SPZTZTKR viciously in the small of his back)


SPZTZTKR
Ah, please, please. I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m clinically incontinent. I didn’t mean any disrespect.

YULINA

Stand back, Dore! I’ll kick him for you.

(YULINA kicks SPZTZTKR hard on the head. The tombstones move, cut off the scene. In the cemetery, LEON’s gun is trained on MAX)

MAX

No, please, don’t shoot.

ALBERT

What an unholy mess.

MAX

I have a letter. (Hands LEON a letter) From the Rabbi of Prague. It’s in Hebrew.

LEON

I haven’t seen Hebrew since my Bar Mitzvah. Anyone here reads the lingo?

ARNOLD

I remember a couple of prayers.

SIGMUND

So do I, from my father’s funeral. Erich?

ERICH

Shalom and Chutzpah. That’s all.

LIONEL

Rosa?

ROSA

(Shrugs her shoulder) I can recite an ode by Sappho of Lesbos.

LIONEL

In Hebrew?

ROSA

In Greek.

SIGMUND

Really? Go on, then.

ROSA

To melêma toumon, poly paktidos adumelestera, chrusô chrusotera. 

SIGMUND

Beautiful. Translation: ‘Darling girl, your voice is sweeter than the music of the harp, more golden than pure gold’

MAX

I have fluent Hebrew.

LEON

Go on, then. (Returns the letter to MAX)

MAX

(Reads) ‘Lichvod Zikney Tzion ha’nichbadim ha’ne’essafim ka’an, bekak Prague, Shalom Aleichem’.

LEON

Translate, you schlemiel.

MAX

‘To the esteemed Elders of Zio, assembling here in the holy community of Prague. The bearer of this letter is Max. His father is a rich banker who…’

LIONEL

I know your Dad. He swindles the locals on my behalf. Go on.

MAX

‘Max is the best friend of Franz of the tribe of Dan, whom we elected to be Elder-delegate for Prague’.

LIONEL

(Consults his notebook) That’s right. Where is he?

MAX

(Sobs) You are standing on him.

LIONEL

Holy Ghost!

MAX

He died only last week. There’s still no stone.

SIGMUND

Died in your arms, I suppose.

MAX

Alas, no. In the arms of a young woman who had given him a little happiness in his last months on earth. He was a difficult man. An optimistic pessimist, or vice versa.

ALBERT

Ah, vice versa. I’m not the only one.

MAX

Franz used to call ‘hope’ ‘death’ and ‘death’ ‘hope’. He could laugh at his own despair and that made him excellent company. He was tortured by the misery of choice: should he walk through this door, or that door? Or, perhaps, climb in by way of the window, even if there was no window? Should he come hither or thither? He was the anti-Golem of Prague; weak in body, acute in mind. He was a dreamer whose dreams tormented his brain with problems no one, least of all he himself, could hope to solve.

LIONEL

Can you please come to the point.

MAX

I thought we had all night.

LEON

But not all eternity.

MAX

As for his father…

SIGMUND

Ah, the father. That is the question.

LEON

Skip the old man.

SIGMUND

But the father is often the key …

LEON

Another time, Siggy. Carry on, young Max.

MAX

My friend was a mystic, who caught glimpses of God in the blackest of despairs. In ancient times, in Jerusalem, he would have passed for a minor prophet, if he could overcome his modesty. The Prague Zio-Committee, in their mean perversity, ordered him to write cruel stories, which he hated and only reluctantly offered to publishers.

ALBERT

Hated his own stories? Why?

MAX

They upset him. And you would be distressed, too, sir, if you were forced to describe a young man, a humble clerk, who wakes up one morning to discover himself lying on his back with six wiry legs wriggling in the air above him.

SAM

What’s that? A special effects gag?

MAX

A huge… er… oh, God… insect.

SIGMUND

Fascinating.

LEON

What insect?

MAX

I can hardly utter the word… (Whimpers) Oh, he died so young, so young.

LEON

For heaven’s sake, tell us.

MAX

Co… c… ckroach. Oh, so young, so young.

LEON

I knew it! He was a genius.

SAM

Science fiction B feature, maybe. But Mister Joe Public All American Middle of the Road Average Schmuck ain’t ready for it. Gimme time. 

LEON

Your movies, Sam, are fine for the hoi polloi. For your Joe Public whatever. But how about the snobs and intellectuals? We have to grab them, too, hard by their soft testicles.

SAM

With cockroaches?

LEON

Just their cup of tea.

MAX

So young.

LIONEL

Is that a fact?

LEON

Absolutely. 

LEON

We’ll publish this story all over the world. Translated into every language. There’ll be an English cockroach…

MAX

Oh…

LEON

A French… er…

ALFRED

Coquerelle.

MAX

My God, so…

LEON

A Turkish hamabochegi…

MAX

Young, young.

ERICH

A Hungarian costany.

LEON

A Spanish cucaracha. Not to mention a Hebrew… er…

MAX

Djook. Oh, so…

LEON

Even a Japanese ktushy, or whatever they call that disgusting disease carrying creepy-crawley in the Land of the Rising Sun and funny faces. We’ll pay the leading critics and professors to publish essays about… what’s his name again?

MAX

Franz. He died so young

LEON

Profoundly learned essays in academic journals about our late friend’s Djooky-Ktooshy. 

SIGMUND

If I may venture an opinion, regarding cockroaches… 

MAX

Oh God.

LEON

(Sarcastically) You’re going to say that it’s a very symbolic creature with obvious sexual connotations.

SIGMUND

Bingo. The wriggling legs represent the aroused male penis in its eternal quest for a vagina. Or vaginae, plural. 

ARNOLD

I’ll compose a super-cacophonous ear-splitting anti-symphony using the sound of the cricket chirrup. Multiplied a thousand fold.

MAX

(Who has been trying to interrupt the others) Excuse me ... please ... there is... a snag. (The others fall silent, as he continues) Franz was an obsessive bureaucrat. He adored official forms. Preferably in sextuplicate

SIGMUND

In duplicate, I bet.

MAX

Sexduplicate. 

SIGMUND

More symbolism.

MAX

He had a maddening snigger. (Sniggers) 

SIGMUND

Sniggers only symbolise sniggers.

MAX

He was dotty about stationery.

SIGMUND

Rubber bands!

MAX

And desks.

SIGMUND

With umpteen drawers.

MAX

Oh, yes.

SIGMUND

Some of them secret?

MAX

So he told me.

SIGMUND

Did he have a typewriter?

MAX

Underwood portable. With built in umlauts. He loved it.

SIGMUND

It’s so obvious. What we have here is a complex. 

LIONEL

What sort? 

SIGMUND

I’ll have to find a name for it.

MAX

A former fiancée… He had several, but there was no carnal knowledge…

SIGMUND

Ah, complications! Let me investigate.

LEON

Not now, Sigi. Go on, my boy.

MAX

I’m not a boy. Only short.

LEON

Go on, Shorty.

MAX

This lady… Felice… she used to work for the Berliner Diktaphone Geselschaft… she made him a gift of this machine. (Picks up a black box from the ground) He loved playing with it.

LIONEL

(Winks) I also love playing with my dictaphone. Her name is Miss Suzy.

MAX

He recorded a… most disturbing message…He says…

LEON

Give it here.

MAX

Yes, sir. ‘Play’ is the green button, sir.

(MAX hands the machine over the wall to LEON, who presses the green button. FRANZ, wrapped in shrouds, rises from his grave, unnoticed by the others. He speaks together with the recording)

FRANZ

My dear, dear Max, I am (Coughs) ... fading away. These are my final words, to you and to… ‘Them’.

MAX

That’s you people.

FRANZ

As my last blood spluttered over the pillow in the sanatorium, I cursed Them and their plot against humanity. You know, my dear Max, how I hate hating. But, try as hard as I did, my hate of hatred was like the Deluge and I had no Noah’s Ark to keep me afloat. Please burn all my (Coughs) manuscripts, diaries, letters. Everything must go up in smoke before ‘Them’ will corrupt generations of innocent human beings. Destroy the disease that flowed out of my beautiful portable Underwood with its lovely umlauts. I want the world to live free. (Coughs) Live. (Coughs, expires)

MAX

Oh, so young. So so young.

LEON

Another soppy liberal. Vomiting pity.

SIGMUND

I have a feeling his father was too strict with him. In early childhood.

LIONEL

What can be done?

SIGMUND

A full treatment will run for at least three years.

ERICH

The man is dead.

ALBERT

But his message lives after him.

LEON

Come into the cemetery, Max.

MAX

Yes, sir. (Enters the cemetery)

VLADO

(Whispers) Have you heard of this writer?

MARSDEN
(Whispers) Never. Must be some small time provincial hack.

(LEON places the dictaphone on the ground)

LEON

Stamp on it.

MAX

What?

LIONEL

You heard what Elder Leon has said. Jump on it. Go on.

ELDERS

Go on, smash! Crush!

FRANZ

My dear, dear Max, I am dying. These are my final words.

MAX

Forgive me, my friend. (Brings his foot down on the dictaphone and crushes it)

FRANZ

Ah! Oh! Oh! Everything must go up in smoke before They corrupt… aaah! … generations of innocent people. Oh. Oh. Destroy the disease that flowed out of my beautiful portable (Trails as he sinks back into his grave) Underwood typewriter with its lo… lo…vely um… um…umlauts…

(The stage is bathed in soft, romantic, coloured light. MARC, a young man with curly hair hovers above the cemetery. He wears a frayed dinner jacket, With him are two BRIDES)

MARC

Hello, cemetery! These two virgins have bridegrooms waiting for them.

(The BRIDES giggle)



With bated breath.

(The BRIDES giggle)



And monster erections.

(The BRIDES giggle)

ROSA

It’s Marc, the Magician of Vitebsk.

MARC

Rosa! My lovely. Is that what they call me in the German press?

ROSA

They say the word ‘surrealism’ was invented to describe your cows and goats, horses and fiddlers floating over the roofs of old shtetls.

LIONEL

Elder Marc, The klezmers are already tuning up their fiddles for the wedding feast.

(MARC and the BRIDES land in the cemetery. KLEZMERS appear on tombstones, play their traditional music. The ELDERS shake hands with MARC. ROSA flirts with the BRIDES. MARC jumps on a grave and raises his arms. Silence. During his speech samples of his art and other modernist works are projected on the cyclorama and flats)

MARC

Friends, Shalom and Chutzpah! With my sickly sweet kitsch that sells like hotcakes I undermine the healthy classical tradition of our enemies. They call my work ‘degenerate’ and we protest and shout, ‘Oh, no, it isn’t!’. But it is degenerate. It confuses and corrupts. I dedicate my art to smashing art! Under my decadent influence, Salvador Dali has drawn a long moustache on the face of Mona Lisa. Thanks to me, anti-painting is fast gaining ground: Cubism, Vorticism, Expressionism, Futurism, Dadaism, Constructivism, Biomorphic Art, Action painting, canvasses covered with blood and shit, also known as post excrementism. Stuffed animals, too. All are doing great in our war against pure beauty. My friend, the sculptor Jacob…

(MRS. W. made up as an ugly old Jewess, pops up over the cemetery wall) 

MRS W

Good evening.

LEON

We’re busy. Go away.

MRS W

What’s going on here?

LEON

None of your business. Get lost, hag. 

MRS W

Please, sir. I’ve come all the way from Whitechapel to pray on the grave of this great rabbi, what’s-his-name.

ROSA

The Maharal.

MRS W

It was on the tip of my tongue. Cross my heart.

ROSA

Cross your heart?

MRS W

I mean, the… er… the equivalent.

(The ELDERS laugh, freeze)

ROSA

Come in.

(The gate opens with a screech. MRS W stops her ears. VLADO and MARSDEN raise their heads above the fence)

MARSDEN
(Whispers) By God, it’s Nesta!

VLADO

(Whispers) You said she was beautiful.

MARSDEN
(Whispers) In disguise.

ROSA

There it is. (Indicate the Maharal’s grave). Pilgrims prostrate themselves on the stone.

(MRS W enters the cemetery, lies on top of the stone)

ROSA

And they wail.

(MRS W wails shrilly, unconvincingly)

ROSA

And they kiss the symbol. (Indicates the Star of David engraved in the tomb stone)

MRS W

Oh, no. I can’t.

ROSA

It’s the custom. Go on, Mrs…?

MRS W

Cohen. Sarah.

ROSA

Go on, then, Cohen, Sarah. Kiss the damn stone.

MRS W

It’s… it’s not very hygienic.

ROSA

(Sarcastically) It’s not one bit hygienic. It’s a rats’ toilet. But pilgrims still kiss it and more. And if they catch cholera, they go straight to paradise. Kiss the stone. Passionately. Lick the marble. Now weep. Bawl.

(MRS W prostrates herself on the stone, wails. ROSA looks closely at MRS W’s feet, shod in elegant shoes. She carefully lifts the hem of MRS W’s dress up to her buttocks, revealing a young and shapely body. The action freezes. The ELDERS defreeze. Klezmer music. A canopy appears out of nowhere. A traditional Jewish wedding takes place, the dialogue inaudible under the music. When the bridegrooms are about to step on the glass tumblers, according to custom, the action freezes, the music stops. ROSA and MRS W defreeze)

MRS W

(In her own voice) What the deuce are you up to?

ROSA

Who are you?

MRS W

Sarah Cohen.

ROSA

Shut up!

(ROSA slaps MRS W’s face hard. The wig slips off. Disclosing MRS W. beautiful blond hair)

ROSA

You’re young! (Pulls open MRS W’s blouse) And stunning.

MRS W

You’ve hurt me.

ROSA

Forgive me. (Caresses MRS W’S cheeks) To melêma toumon, poly paktidos adumelestera, chrusô chrusotera.

MRS W

What this? A spell?

ROSA

Sappho.

MRS W

P… please don’t touch me.

ROSA

Why not? (Grabs MRS W by the waist) Face to face, lips to lips.

(ROSA face assumes the appearance of a cobra, enhanced by her glasses)

MRS W

(Screams) You are the cobra! 

(MRS W
 swoons in ROSA’s arms. VLADO and MARSDEN raise their head above the shrubs)

MARSDEN
Oh, my God! 

(The wedding party defreeze. The bridegrooms step on the tumblers which break with a loud sound of smashing glass)

ALL

Mazal tov! Mazal tov!

(The klezmers strike up a lively tune. the ELDERS and wedding GUESTS form a chain, dance lustily. One of the BRIDES pulls ROSA out of her clinch with MRS W. MRS W drops to the ground. VLADO and MARSDEN leave their hiding place stealthily, pull MRS W up and carry her between them to the open gate. AITCH approaches the gate from the outside. He holds up the piece of paper given him by LIONEL. VLADO and MARSDEN unceremoniously brush past AITCH. He mouths ‘Ich protestiert’ and stamps his foot. The second bride pulls AITCH into the dancers’ chain. The dancers snake their way among the graves. The gate closes by itself. The music stops abruptly. A shofar sounds. THEODORE appears outside the gate, with YULINA. YULINA oils the gate hinges with a large can as THEODORE waits patiently Finally, he motions to LIONEL who pulls the lever to open the gate. It opens quietly. The ELDERS applaud. The shofar sounds again. THEODORE enters the cemetery)

THEODORE
Havah! Havah! Havah!

ELDERS

Nagilah! Nagilah!

THEODORE
I’ve waited twenty five years, in bloody limbo, for this moment. I order a new national holiday to be called ‘The Oiling of the Hinges’. On this day, all our people will oil their own hinges saying a prayer. To be announced later.

ARNOLD

I’m not happy.

THEODORE
Havah! Havah! Havah!

ELDERS

Nagilah! Nagilah!

YULINA

Is this where the Golem was born?

THEODORE
Not born, moulded.

SIGMUND

What a story. Oozing with sexual symbolism.

THEODORE
You’re still playing the old sex tune.

SIGMUND

It’s a living, Eldest. (Kisses THEODORE’s hand)

LIONEL

We need a new Golem for today, Eldest. (Kisses THEODORE’s hand) 

ALBERT

We have a new Golem, Eldest. It’s called science. (Kisses THEODORE’s hand)

SAM

(Kisses THEODORE’s hand) I think I gotta rights on this Golem guy. Except his boss in my synopsis is not a rabbi, but a mad doctor.

LEON

Frankenstein.

SAM

That’s right, Leon. You know so much. Wanna be my story scout?

LEON

Sure. In the unlikely event that I am chucked out of Russia. (Laughs) Excuse me, Eldest. (Salutes)

THEODORE
What for?

SAM

Jumping the line, I guess.

LEON

That’s right.

THEODORE
Rubbish. We are a nation of impatient upstarts. Let’s remain the world’s top parvenus.

ELDERS

Hear, hear.

THEODORE
Any more cosmic upheavals, professor?

ALBERT

No, sir. Today, I am a simple mathematician. Look at this, sir. (Shows a canister) Max., translation.

MAX

(Reads out the canister label) ‘Whiff-Whiff Gas. Made in Tel-Aviv. Top-Notch, Swift Universal Insect Exterminator. Kosher for Passover. Kills bed bugs, lice, fleas, moths and … (Sobs) Oh, God almighty.

ALBERT

If we build special gas rooms and increase the ‘Whiff-Whiff’ to, say, ‘Tornado’ or ‘Cyclone’ strength, we could wipe out a whole… er…

LIONEL

The sky will be our limit.

ALBERT

Correct. (Laughs)

THEODORE
You know something, Albert, When I look at you, I see such a sweet, small, wise old man, with a shy generous smile.

ALBERT

That’s nice of you.

THEODORE
But in reality you are more cruel and ruthless than a thousand bloodthirsty Mongol warriors.

ALBERT

Oh, that’s even nicer. Thank you so much. I’m sick and tired of my hangdog look. I want to be an Attila the Hun type. To growl and snarl as I bite off my concubines’ nipples. I want to swing the sharpest sword in the world and behead my enemies. I want to be ruthless, brave and fearless. It frightens me.

SIGMUND

It shouldn’t, Albert. It’s absolutely normal.

THEODORE
It isn’t a complex, then?

SIGMUND

Not at all. It only shows that he is well up on his testosterone.

THEODORE
Ah, mon capitaine. Ça va?

ALFRED

Ça roule, maître.

THEODORE
Erich, how’re tricks?

ERICH

I have a new one. On! (Handcuffs appear on his wrists) Hocus pocus! (The handcuffs are off his wrists)

THEODORE
Bravo. I count on you, Erich.

ERICH

Your obedient slave. (Kisses THEODORE’s hand) 

LIONEL

May I introduce Aitch. (Whispers to THEODORE) The new Golem.

THEODORE
I hope he won’t be as useless at the old one.

LIONEL

I have him by his… 

(LIONEL whispers in THEODORE’s ear. THEODORE looks askance at AITCH, raises a finger to indicate ‘one’. AITCH makes a ‘what can I do?’ gesture)



Come, my friend. It’s a deal.

AITCH

Achtung!

(AITCH quickly kisses THEODORE’s hand, raises his arm in salute, brings it down sharply, turns about and goose steps to the gate)

SAM

I could swear he was Charlie Chaplin.

AITCH

Ich protestiert. (Stamps his foot)

LEON

Lenin’s favourite film star.

AITCH

Achtung!

(AITCH exits)

THEODORE
I don’t trust this… creature.

LIONEL

He’s in my pocket.

THEODORE
Even your pocket isn’t deep enough to buy this monster. He hates us too much.

ALBERT

So what’s to be done?

THEODORE
Carry out our Plot regardless.

ELDERS

Hear, hear.

THEODORE
I see agony for our people in the near future. And a great victory. Bury me on a hill by the Holy City.

YULINA

(Sobs) I shall look after you, Dore. I’ll keep you alive.

THEODORE
(Laughs) I’ve already passed away once. A second going is more common than a second coming. Klezmers, play the beautiful music.

(The band strikes up. THEODORE and YULINA dance. THEODORE dances remarkably well and fast. Stops, short breathed)

YULINA

Dore, your ticker!

THEODORE
I… I… 

(YOSSEL is outside the gate with a heavy sack slung over his shoulder)

YOSSEL

(Breathlessly) I… I… Qu…ick.

(LIONEL pulls the lever, the gate opens and YOSSEL struggles in. He stands in front of THEODORE. Two breathless men, trying, but momentary unable, to speak. ERICH and MAX relieve YOSSEL of his burden)



Ge… ge…

LEON

What?

YOSSEL

Ge…ntly. Fra… fra… gile.

THEODORE
The vi… village of … of… one vowel.

YOSSEL

How… how…

THEODORE
Sve… Sve…

YULINA

Svetlana.

(Sobbing is heard from the sack. LEON opens it. Pulls out. SVETLANA, a girl of seven with blond pigtails and blue eyes. She cries, rubs her eyes)



Aren’t you beautiful, little girl.

THEODORE
My daughter used to look just like you.

LEON

Don’t cry, darling.

(SVETLANA bawls)



Bloody hell.

(Several ELDERS try to pacify SVETLANA but fail)

ERICH

Let me.

(ERICH performs his handcuffs trick to SVETLANA. She giggles happily. Change of lighting. The stage is dark except for a spot following SVETLANA as she runs playfully after ERICH. YOSSEL creeps behind SVETLANA. He holds a butcher’s knife and is about to stab the little girl. They freeze. The lighting changes and we see that THEODORE and the ELDERS are now shrouded by prayer shawls) 

THEODORE
Elders.

ELDERS

Eldest.

THEODORE
Are you ready?

ELDERS

We are.

THEODORE
Answer me.

ELDERS

Ask us.

THEODORE
Are you all circumcised?

ELDERS

We are.

SAM

And how!

THEODORE
Are you steadfast?

ELDERS

We are.

THEODORE
Do you believe that we were chosen by God to rule the world?

ELDERS

We do!

THEODORE
Do you accept that the act of ritual sacrifice which we are about to perform symbolises our power over the Others?

ELDERS

Let’s do it. Now!

SPZTZTKR
(Over a megaphone) Freeze! Everybody ice up! Drop the knife, Yossel. Slowly. Milord, open the gate.

(The gate opens. SPZTZTKR
 enters slowly, painfully, on two crutches. His arms are bandaged, his nose and cheeks covered with sticking plasters. Behind him are MRS W, MARSDEN and VLADO)



Caught red handed, you vermin! The cemetery is surrounded by Republican Guards. You rats in a trap. You thought you beat me. No one – not any one – defeats a Spztztkr!

THEODORE
No vowels.

SPZTZTKR
Yes, no vowels, damn you! Come here, little Svetlana. I’ll take you home to your mummy.

(SVETLANA screams in fear, nestles in ERICH’s arms)

ERICH

She trusts only uncle Erich, don’t you, Svetlana.

(SVETLANA nods)

SPZTZTKR
Damn you. Mrs Webster...you try.

MRS W

Come here, little girl. This man is evil. He wants to kill you and take your blood.

(MRS W moves towards SVETLANA. The girl runs away from her)



Stupid girl. (Goes up to THEODORE) My hate for you and your people is eternal.

THEODORE
Your so-called eternity is ten minutes long, compared to our  eternity.

(The ELDERS
 mumble their assent)

MRS W

You are arrogant and spiteful and I spit on you.

(MRS W  spits in THEODORE’s face. The ELDERS gasp. THEODORE wipes his face slowly) 

THEODORE
(Quietly) Erich.

ERICH

Remember Moses?

THEODORE
Just give me a moment. Mrs Wooster.

MRS W

Mrs Nesta Webster.

THEODORE
Mrs Nesta Webster, this is for you. Special delivery.

(THEODORE lands a vicious box on MRS W’s face. She falls to the ground)

SPZTZTKR
How dare you hit a lady. 

MARSDEN
An English lady.

SPZTZTKR
All right, then. (Pulls a gun) You’re all dead!

THEO
DORE
And y are an idiot.

SPZTZTKR
(Shouts, to his troops outside the cemetery) Men, prepare to open fire.

ERICH

(Jumps on top of the Maharal’s grave, makes a large ‘magic’ gesture, shouts) Exodus!

(An earthquake seems to shake the cemetery. It fills with smoke. Stones move about)



Fire! Shoot the dogs!

(After a fusillade, the smoke settles. The ELDERS and their entourage have disappeared. So has SVETLANA)



The little girl. Where is she?

(SVETLANA screams, off)

BLACKOUT

SCENE FIVE

(The moon has set. The cemetery is dark. MRS W sits on a stone, a forlorn, apathetic, dejected figure. MARSDEN enters)

MARSDEN
Prince Vlado is dead. A bullet through the heart. They wanted his life because he organised pogroms in his beloved Russia. There’s no sign of the girl. Except this. (Shows a shoe) Her left shoe. The Zios have all escaped in the confusion. Ten policemen have died by their own fire. The Czech General with the impossible name… He faces court martial. Thickie Dickie was listed missing in action. Probably kidnapped by Pathan tribesmen. I don’t want to upset you, Nesta, but they have a nasty custom of slitting our men’s stomachs wide open, filling the cavity with rocks and leaving them to a slow death while the hawks and eagles feast on them. Eyes and livers, specially, make the big birds’ mouths water. The rest is too horrible to describe.

(Unseen by MARSDEN, DICKIE appears on one side. He holds his stomach where blood oozes out of a large gash. His is in pain, speaks with difficulty, in a voice that isn’t his, slow, deep, echo-like)

DICKIE

The bastards… They’ve got the better of me. They… they cursed me. I… I… said ‘no’ to their damn faith. Primitive desert sco… sco… scorpions. I’ve always pretended to… respect their stupid faith. Look how the bastards are showing their gratitude. (Takes his hand off this wound. A jet of blood spurts out of his belly) My Christmas leave is off. Sorry, old girl. The Pathans are bloody crafty. Little wonder considering they are one the Ten Lost Tribes of Israel. Pathan, they say, is from the Hebrew word ‘Pethen’. (Pants) It meams… means… damn the bloody bleeding… means… ‘cobra’.

(DICKIE drags himself out. MRS W panics, groans in fear)

MARSDEN
No, no, Nesta. Look, the Cobra has gone. Let’s go back home. In time, you’ll feel better. You’ll write a new book. About last night. The Plot. The little blonde girl with blue eyes and one shoe. And old Square Beard and his degenerate gang of swindlers, murderers and blood suckers.

(MRS W mumbles)



What was that?

(MRS W mumbles)



Capital idea. Exterminate.

(MRS W mumbles)



Yes, absolutely. To the last man, woman, child, baby. There’s no other way. 

(MARSDEN leads MRS W out, as the lights dim slowly)

SHORT BLACKOUT

SCENE SIX (CURTAIN CALL)

(The lights go on precipitately to reveal the ELDERS, led by THEODORE, and the retinue. They face the audience menacingly, shout abuse at them. All around are projections of aspects of the Zio-plot: degenerate art, pornography, non-Zios suffocating in gas chambers, Zios marching under their flag, the atom bomb exploding. The klezmers play more madly than ever)

END OF PLAY
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