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CHARACTERS:
Joseph, a man similar to Joseph Stalin   

Adolf, a man similar to Adolf Hitler
Clara, a woman similar to Karl Marx’s great-granddaughter 

The action is taking place in the period between 1945 and 1953 
The place of the action is the bunker under the Kremlin wall
ACT 1
An arched-ceilinged casemate in Ivan the Terrible’s architectural style. In the centre of the front brick wall there is a steel staircase, leading somewhere up. Beside, in the same wall, there is a tiny metal-bound door. In the middle of a small hall there is an oak table and two armchairs similar to ancient thrones. By the left wall there is a massive chest, padlocks hung on its lid. In the right far corner there is something that resembles a washstand. 
The stage is divided in two parts: the one that is closer to the audience is three steps lower than the other. This makes the stage look like a small amphitheatre.
Clara is going down, her boots rattling. She wears a military uniform, a kitbag on her back. She takes it off and looks around busily. Then she gets a bucket and a rag from the corner and starts tidying up. Knocking is heard. It comes from the chest. Clara does not react to it for a while. Only when her watch starts singing in her breast pocket, she takes the keys and unlocks the chest. A sleepy, rumpled man similar to Hitler appears out of there. He is in his underwear only. There are traces of beating on his face. He looks daggers at Clara, gets out of the chest and hobbles to the washstand.        
Clara mumbles something under breath.

ADOLF. What? What did you say? ... You’ve complied none of my requests for the last three days. It’s clear, you’re not allowed to talk to me, but if I am a captive, there should be some regulations, some rules.  

PAUSE
Clara busies herself with mending a primus stove, then she puts a kettle on. After that she takes out a pair of men’s shoes and hangs a suit on the armchair.

ADOLF. You should’ve asked what type of shirts I prefer. Why are you looking at me? Do your job! What’s you name? I’m asking you, what is your name? 
Clara helps him to enrobe in a suit.
ADOLF. It most likely appears from all this, that I will be called in for interrogation. But you must unchain me earlier henceforth. As your precursors did. I have to piss every three hours. Mind it! What’s the time? 
Clara shows the watch to Adolf.
ADOLF. What is it? Who allowed you to wake me up so early in the middle of the night? 
Clara points at the ceiling.
ADOLF. What does god have to do with it? Are you scoffing at me, damn jewess?! You think, I haven’t got the bottom of you? I have. I have a nose for you and your kind. Okay, to hell with you and your god! Let me sleep!
Clara turns off the primus and demonstratively pours away the water into the washstand. 
ADOLF. In the main, I feel sorry for you, wordless creature.

Clara clanks the bucket.
ADOLF. Mind it, if you do not esteem me, you will be liquidated! As that insolent fellow, who didn’t keep his hands to himself, was. Clear? They won’t let you live! They’ll finish you off for me! Oh, it is so pleasant to realize that you keep on killing slaves of your enemy even after your army is overwhelmed. Tremble, tremble, slaves!
A clank of a key in the lock is heard. Clara rapidly moves to the corner and stands at attention. A man in a Japanese mask comes through a small door, bending down terribly. He wears a kimono and has a Samurai sword in his hands. 
PAUSE
ADOLF. What is this? Who is this? What do you want? (To Clara) What does he want?

The man in the mask produces strange sounds.
ADOLF. I am so tired of all this! Is it just the usual kind of masquerade? 
THE MAN IN THE MASK. (Wriggling) Dear Fuehrer, I have new terrible news for you. The Americans have dropped nuclear bombs on your Japanese friends. Save us! Help us! Why are you not saving us? You promised!
The man takes off the mask. He is the character similar to Stalin.

ADOLF. Did they really venture to do that? I don’t believe in it! I don’t believe in it!
JOSEPH. That was your idea, wasn’t it? That was your bomb that the Americans dropped on the Japanese. 
ADOLF. I don’t give a damn about the Japanese. After your parade a hell of a brick fell down on the chest, I did hear that. But I didn’t hear any nuclear bombarding. However, the American Jewry will hardly let you alone, sir.
JOSEPH. Imagine, they made three hundred corpses in a day just to intimidate me. 

ADOLF. I’d rather do something smarter.  
JOSEPH. Yes, rather! Now, do you see why you are here? 

Joseph laughs.

JOSEPH. The Americans had stolen your secrets, and we stole theirs. So, we’ll see on what side of the fence the sun shines.

ADOLF. Such dullness! They should rescue me and liberate Europe from communists, but they’re bombing slant-eyes! Blockheads! Idiots! They’ll be terribly sorry for it. 

JOSEPH. You also call them slant-eyes, don’t you?

ADOLF. Pettiness!

JOSEPH. Fuehrer is out of humour today. Who’s wounded his feelings?

ADOLF. The new servant is rude; I want her to treat me respectfully. I want her to be named. Every dog has a name.

JOSEPH. She is not a dog. You are. She is a cat, her name is Clara. She is a pedigree cat. Her great-grandfather is Karl Marx. We should have respect for the classics. 

ADOLF. What the deuce? It’s nonsense! 

JOSEPH. Don’t you believe that I have Marx’s relatives in my army? If it is possible that you are in my captivity, then everything is possible. 
ADOLF. A stupid joke. I wish I could hide from Jews at least here.   
JOSEPH. By the way, Clara, I told you to hang a portrait of you ancestor. My order is still unfulfilled. Why so? 

ADOLF. Kill her! The earlier the better! Put her to death! 

Clara, frightened, rushes to the corner and takes the portrait out of the kitbag. In a frantic haste, she grabs a hammer and nails.
JOSEPH. (shaking his finger at her playfully). Tut-tut-tut! Don’t do that in future, cat. I may become cross, you know it!
Clara freezes with fear. She is utterly perplexed.
PAUSE
JOSEPH. Wait, dear, we’ll help you: my Fuehrer and I.

ADOLF. You are excessively familiar, sir! I am not yours, and I’ll never be!

Joseph significantly looks at Adolf. The latter turns away from him contemptuously. Clara stands on the armchair. Stalin keeps hold of it while Clara is nailing the portrait to the wall.
JOSEPH. Watch that our captive doesn’t hang himself on this nail.
ADOLF. I don’t really understand what you love this christened Jew for. He was afraid of the Slavonic yoke and considered Russia to be the enemy for Europe. Lenin perfectly knew that, sir.   

Joseph is stroking Clara’s legs.

JOSEPH. You see, the breed matters. All women of Marx’s stock have wonderful legs. They’re said to. Have you heard anything of it? 

ADOLF. I have no wish to be of one set with Marxists.
JOSEPH. However you can’t do without them in our business.
ADOLF. What do you mean by 'our business'?

JOSEPH (to Clara). Bring some wine.

Clara comes up to her bag and takes a bottle of wine and appetizers out of it. 

ADOLF. It is just a dream! A nightmare! I’m captured! By Russians! How could it happen? Haven’t I… Well, I have! I’ve spoiled myself! Why am I not dead then? Why am I still alive? What does this all means? What the hell?!

Adolf turns his back.

JOSEPH. It’s time to clarify all this. Let’s have a drink! But before this I’d like to propose a toast. You heard that they called us bloodsuckers, didn’t you?
ADOLF. Don’t make generalizations, please!

JOSEPH. Old men said the mosquito had been born in Russia at the time of Ivan the Terrible. But he was very languid. I got this during my first banishment. He was bad at bloodsucking, while blood got sour because of that. And you know, when mosquitoes are weak, men are also ready to drop. Thus, I decided to stir him up. I summoned all the scientists and told them, “You have three days all together to produce such a parasite that will wake the dead.” And they did. This is how we call him now - Stalin’s mosquito. Vicious bastard. If not for him, we wouldn’t have built the channels and factories, we wouldn’t have won the war either. You say, “the nuclear bomb”… And so what?
ADOLF. What is the moral, sir the Conqueror of Mosquitoes?    

JOSEPH. There’s none. Let’s just drink for blood. It excites the brain. 
ADOLF. Then I’ll drink for pure Aryan blood!

JOSEPH. No, you won’t. We will drink for my ebullient blood, which I had managed to pump Russia’s muscles with, before you betrayed me, Jude!  

Clara, hastilly, writes on the wall with a chalk, “Long Live Great Stalin – The conqueror of Fascism!”
ADOLF. It’s unprecedented! You’re sick! And so am I, even more. I can’t stand this masquerade anymore! I need a doctor. I urgently need a doctor. I feel bad. I want to be alone!

JOSEPH. Now we can talk…

ADOLF. Mind it, remember it forever, I’m a soldier of Death. I’m not afraid of it, no, I’m craving for it! Never more than today!

JOSEPH. I’ll keep it in mind. Wanna live? 

ADOLF. No!

JOSEPH. Okay, my condition is life for obedience. I’ll come here at nights and you’ll answer my questions as directly as you can. That is all. Just answer the questions I have accumulated for these years. But if you only tell me a lie…  
ADOLF. Miserable eastern petty tyrant! Unlike you, I’m not afraid of death, as I believe in it. I protest! I demand International Court of Justice!

PAUSE
JOSEPH. Well, I understand, you are vexed. The lot fell upon me. So, all in all. Forget about former deprivations. From this day forth you’ll have everything you need. Almost everything. Clara will be permanently by you - attend upon and so on. You’re Austrian, she’s quarter-German; I think, you’ll find a common language. 

PAUSE
ADOLF. I need a doctor really. It set my teeth on edge! Immediately!
JOSEPH. She can do everything. I will come up here, until my questions are over. 

ADOLF. I know what greedy Bolsheviks look for. I’ll carry the secrets of Reich to the grave.  
JOSEPH. It’s a good word, “a grave”. In my office in the Kremlin there is a suitable corner for stuffed Hitler.
ADOLF. You are a maniac! My infiltrators told me that Soso Dieshvilli was personally present at tortures… But I didn’t believe them!

JOSEPH. Oho! The Fuehrer seems to be acquainted with my biography: he knows my revolutionary alias. We have much to discuss really, don’t we?

ADOLF. Shoot me right now, will you! Immediately! I order you!

Adolf stamps his feet, tearing the robe. He’s in hysterics. 
JOSEPH. Clara, will you shut this milksop back in the chest? I’m sick of his farting. I’ll excuse myself. 

Clara obediently stands erect.
ADOLF. Wait! Wait a bit! Swear that I’ll be shot right after the interrogation! I need an urgent warrant of my death. Under these conditions only…
JOSEPH. Listen, the twelve of your apostles were hanged after Nurnberg. Their tongues were so-o-o much red. I saw it with my own eyes. And now you want to be shot. Are you worse than them? No, you’re better! You’re the best of them!     
Joseph goes away.
ADOLF. It’s a nightmare. In a minute I wake up! Wake up! I want to wake up! 

Clara cleans the room silently.

ADOLF. Are you truly German? Why don’t you open your damn mouth? They have poured lead in your throat or what? Cut your tongue with a blunt knife? The worse for you! I don’t care who you are! I feel sorry for one thing only - I didn’t have time to exterminate all the traitors. Every mother’s son. If I had been alone on that day in Berlin, I would’ve been dead long ago. But the traitors stole me from death. It’s taken all, but its best servant is still alive. It’s unfair!      

Joseph comes back.

JOSEPH. There seems to be no sleep anymore. Why not play draughts? 
Clara rapidly brings the draughts.
ADOLF. I don’t feel like holding night conversations. I hate all Russian things and your draughts as well. 

JOSEPH. I know you used to like romping at nights and waking up late. Why not talk? Are you not interested in the fact that in all the wide world your name was utterly forgotten right after being damned? 

ADOLF. It’s a clumsy joke! In the history of this planet, my name is the most distinguished one! Mine!
JOSEPH. It depends on where you look at it from. Let’s arrange the pawns. They’re just pawns now, but they can be crowned.
ADOLF. Oh! Sir Generalissimos gets a false idea that he has surpassed the Fuerher in fame, doesn’t he? But it’s absurd!

JOSEPH. There is an old Georgian saying, “One should digest more than one basinful of lobio
 to make out where the sun is and where shit is”.

ADOLF. I have digested everything for thirty years of struggle. I was shining at the sky because I was the leader; oceans of people were spread in front of me. I gave birth to my party, I enticed people to follow me by force of intellect. And what did Stalin do? What was he doing, where was he, when I was making a nation devoted to me? Intrigant, abject successor, functional bureaucrat, a small fry by Lenin and Trotsky. What can we compare? Just what?

JOSEPH. Well, here is a good talk. By the way, when Trotsky, that cunt louse, was done away, I told the comrades that you would be pleased. And I was right. He frightened you, Adolf, didn’t he? ... It’s your move. 

ADOLF.  In contrast to you, Trotsky was privileged to think on a world scale. He dreamed of plunging everyone into revolution. Everyone meant me as well. But Fuehrer was never subordinated to anyone. You all are precisely pawns! And your Lenin was a pawn! Ha-ha-ha!

JOSEPH. Trotsky said to me once, “I am not Jew, I am a Bolshevik”.

Adolf laughs hysterically. 
ADOLF. Exactly! Not for nothing was I informed that neither Russians, nor Georgians would ever give the name Joseph to their child… What would you say, sir Dzhugashvilli? Your move!

JOSEPH. Do not touch Lenin, I beg you.

ADOLF. Your Lenin, sir, is a perfect example of a half-bred confirming my theory. All your bolshevist revolution is like a mental struggle inside him: the Asian thirst for destruction and the stupid craving for European culture. Well, he has got a great successor. The thing is that only pure race is able to put a finish to any matter. Only Aryans are able to bring the light back to the world. 

JOSEPH. I see, you have enough get-up-and-go. So, then why didn’t you put the finish to your matter? Move.

ADOLF. My misfortune was predetermined by fate. Not by you! 

JOSEPH. After all, Fuehrer, where did you get the gold?

ADOLF. The money of Germany belongs to the Germans. The gold of the Reich is sacred. Barbarians will never get it. 

JOSEPH. After you have crapped your pants, the Germans need someone who can give them some light. I have to do this. And you understand, one needs money for bulbs. Move.

ADOLF. The devil a penny! No one will be yoked by the Bolsheviks voluntarily.  
JOSEPH. They’ll come in flocks. 

ADOLF. It is a gamble! You’ll surely fail. The Germans figured out you Jewish conspiracy in one thousand eighteen, that is why they took my side.

JOSEPH (makes the winning move). That’s it!... You lost not because you were stupid, but because you were smart. You see, brains without cunning are a feed farce. Look, Fuehrer, I’m crowned again. My win! Want to take another one? 
ADOLF. No, it’s enough! I was quite artless and straightforward when I elevated every German to the sky. I settled all the peasants at Olympus and promised them the whole world, not a co-op share. I gave Aryans racial consciousness and personal dignity. The people had waited for the power, therefore even violent measures were justified. At about the same time Stalin decided to hold the scepter in tsarist Russia. His people were not one nation with one language; they were just an Eastern bazaar, road dust and nothing more. 

JOSEPH. I am bored with your filthy propaganda. Bore! You’re giving me a headache… 

A dull sound of the chimes comes from somewhere upstairs. 
JOSEPH. Oh, the cock seems to crow. 
ADOLF. All your Marxism is a movement of those who are incapable of logical thinking, a huge organization of man-power that is left guideless. Yesterday, I was lying in this chest when a genius thought occurred to me. Here it is, “that was not war that embroiled Germany with Russia, but that was Marxism and democracy!”
JOSEPH. It’s a pity there’s nowhere to write it down. Clara, remember it.
ADOLF. Moreover…
JOSEPH. No, no, that was enough! Enough!

PAUSE
JOSEPH. I saw your paintings yesterday. I would never believe they’re yours. Such a monster and such paintings! Whom did you engage?

ADOLF. Stop playing a fool! I didn’t consent to tolerate insults. Ask your questions, sir!

JOSEPH. You also will never believe if I say that I used to write poetry?  It’s a question. 
ADOLF. Oh, my! It’s disastrous! Nietzsche was right when he damned all the rhymesters. But yes! Why not? I do believe in this. I even know what you wrote your verses about! Salvation, isn’t it?

JOSEPH. I still don’t believe you. In fact I never did. I looked at you and thought, “yes, he is a good artist, but he behaves like a pederast.”… Clara will give some paints and brushes to you. I want you to prove that you had painted the pictures I saw. I do not intend to waste my time on an idiot; I’d like to talk with an equal.   
Stalin stands up and goes towards the door. 
ADOLF. This snobbery is absolutely unreasonable! It is not so easy. I need inspiration! I need a model after all!
JOSEPH (motions to Clara). You’ve got one. 

Clara stands erect. Joseph’s vanished behind the door; the door is being closed. 

ADOLF (speaking to Clara). He never understood the main thing: national-socialism is what Marxism could have been if it had disengaged from an absurd attachment to democracy, invented by Jews. God, who am I talking all this to? Who? The wall? I know he pretends to be a fool. On closer examination, he is very similar to a Jew himself.

Those are also in the habit of fooling around, covering the sense with meaningless words, and stabbing in the back afterwards. Though, it’s nothing. I’ll prove this half-seminarian, this upstart that I rank much above him. You think why he called me a pederast? Why did he call me so?

Clara places the paints and brushes on the table silently.
ADOLF. Because he is the merest nobody and impotent himself!

Clara mumbles something.

ADOLF. What? What are you muttering there again?  
Clara glares hatred at Adolf.

ADOLF. Do not you dare look at me like that!... Strip to the naked! Did you hear? He called you my model. So you must strip to the skin! Otherwise, I’ll tell your master on you! And he’ll roast you for dinner!

While Adolf is arranging the album and trying the paints, Clara is pulling off the soldier’s blouse. She is stripped to the waist, back to Adolf. There’s a huge tattoo of the Kremlin on her back.
ADOLF.  What is this? Set to me at once!
Clara sets her face towards Adolf, holding her hands at the chest. 

ADOLF. Get them off!

Clara removes her hands. Her chest is painted with tattoos. Lenin is at the right, Stalin is at the left. In the middle - sickle and hammer
.

ADOLF. It’s disastrous! So bad… Did they do that by force? 

Clara shakes her head.

ADOLF. Do you really love him so? But for what? Why don’t you struggle with the fate? 

All of a sudden, the light goes out.

PAUSE
ADOLF. What’s happened? Who’s here? Don’t come to me!

The candle lights up. Clara looks like Death, the candle in her hand. She’s slowly advancing on Adolf, in her right hand there’s the samurai sword that Joseph came with. Adolf is moving backwards, gripped by fear. 
ADOLF. Do not come up! Do not touch me! How dare you!? You are German after all! I’m your Fuehrer! Come to your senses!
Without saying a word, Clara desperately hits the table hard with the sword. The sword clashes to pieces. Obviously, it was made of plywood.
The light goes on. 
ADOLF. You damn fools! Wretched buffoons! Russian savages!

The light goes out again.

PAUSE
ADOLF (whispering). Clara, listen to me. You have no alternative, you’ll be killed. We must unite our efforts. I know what to do to save your life. Listen, I felt suddenly, that your body, tortured by communists, may inspire me. Once I had a model and I was madly in love with her. She had marvelous hips. She loved me so terribly, that, aflame with passion, she killed herself. I also wanted to kill myself, but the comrades took me out from the loop. They said the nation needed me. I went on struggle, keeping sorrow to myself. But today, when I saw your hips…
The light goes on as suddenly as it went out. Clara is not in the room. Instead, there’s Joseph, sitting behind the desk. Adolf stands near him: he has come up close in the dark. In front of Joseph there’s a receiver, he turns the handles trying to tune it in. After a while, light music is heard. Adolf, perplexed by the rapid change, moves back and sits opposite the desk. Joseph keeps on turning the handles. At last, he seems to find what he’s been looking for.
THE VOICE. This is the radio “Liberation” - the first independent radio in the world. I am Sergey Dubrovski. Today Winston Churchill announced in his speech that Europe found to be separated with the iron curtain and urged the countries of the Western civilization to declare war against Communism. Thus, now we can say that The World War II became the cradle of another confrontation. Hardly had we put a finish to one war, when a new threat came into view. The majority of politicians agree in the opinion that the world is on the brink of this new Cold War, as they call it. According to unpromising prognoses, this war threatens to be the last in the human history, as the former alias, the USA and the USSR, are arming with nuclear weapons; therefore, they put all living things on the earth in mortal jeopardy…
The voice slowly dies away, being changed with music.  
ADOLF (crying, wiping tears with a napkin) I knew that my pains wouldn’t go to waste! The West raised against communists, colonies raised against parent states. The ideas of nationalism gained the win. And all this threatens with new wars! Oh, isn’t it wonderful? Now, Mister Stalin, I’m ready to discuss with you what Marxism is.

JOSEPH (under his breath). Brdzola…brdzola…brdzola…

PAUSE
ADOLF. Are you scared? I’ll say you are! Well, I am a prophet! The world is full of Evil!
JOSEPH. Do you know what “brdzola” is? It’s in Georgian. “Brdzola means struggle. My favourite word. 

ADOLF. Aha! Do you see now what you’re going to face? The world Jewry will swallow your socialism lock, stock and barrel. You should have not prevented me from conquering you. The whole world history would have changed its track. 
JOSEPH. Have you got a mausoleum? I was told you had an idea to build one.

ADOLF. My ideas are eternal, while you haven’t got any at all. 

JOSEPH. Why, I’ve already got a mausoleum. I may organize an excursion for you; there is about a hundred metres down the tunnel. You’ll get a strong impression. Look, now you sleep in Ivan the Terrible’s chest, like in a usual coffin. But if you sink into special chemical composition…

ADOLF. Stop it, sir!

JOSEPH. I told you about your stuffed copy to purpose. Communists do not talk to the winds. Remember that no one needs you except me. I’ll make a nice mummy out of you, be sure. What if they revive you in a hundred years? Have you dreamed of this? 

ADOLF. No! I dreamed of the triumph over Jews, the victory over the entire Europe, England and America. I dreamed of the victory! No one needs corpses.

JOSEPH. I wouldn’t say so. Corpses may be useful.

ADOLF. In 1916 when we lost and everything was over, I gave my word that I’d rewrite the history, and Germans would revenge everyone for the humiliations. And I succeed in it. The whole world was at my feet… I stood at the Champs Elysee crying. Oh, I was so happy! All my dreams had come true.

JOSEPH. Does the whole world mean scanty Europe? You’re lying. You can’t see Volga from the Champs. 
ADOLF. To hell with your damn Volga! I needed Europe, not Russia. The war with the savages should’ve been just an episode, a warming up before conquering England. 

JOSEPH. So, you wanted simply to move me aside, didn’t you? Who’s going to believe in this?

ADOLF. You’re an upstart, sir! You prevented me from conquering Europe! Do you see what the mess you have made?! You won the war accidentally, by chance, without any logic and strategy. Guerillas saved you. To say nothing of endless millions of dead bodies which were always in the way.

Joseph puffs at the pipe. Clara sets a match.

ADOLF. I will be justified. Not today, not now, but very soon. We were waging the war against the army of Evil. And our gods…

JOSEPH. Speaking about god…

ADOLF. I’ll become a new fetish for the youth when I’m justified! Nazism will be the fetish of European youth. So soon. I’ll be here and there, floating above all of you.   

JOSEPH. I wanted to ask you long ago… Do you think that you are the god?

ADOLF. Each war leaves nothing but names. My name will leave! All those who died in the name of Adolf Hitler would be even closer to me there, in heaven. 

JOSEPH. You didn’t let Christ in the Reich, Adolf, did you? Do you forget or what? 
ADOLF. The English political economy, the German philosophy, the French socialism - everything is European. Everything! There’s nothing Russian, nothing from the plebs. All the world history is Arias!  

JOSEPH. Say, who tricked all your Aryans? 
ADOLF. Stop slighting me, sir! We agreed to hold a serious conversation.

JOSEPH. The answer: a Russian Van’ka
 tricked the whole lot. 

ADOLF. Lenin could have dropped Marx out and found the third way I was calling for: to alter all the people, make everyone feel connection to the higher powers of the universe and nature instead of yarding the herd into silly economism and Stalinism. Why take people in with banks, exchanges and deposit interests? It would’ve been so much better to do with the nation and its purge. Now we would be together, razing England and America to the ground. 
JOSEPH. You and me? Don’t raise the voice that it was you who changed the world! We nationalized the banks, Bolsheviks tamed the gold. We dragged people out of churches while you were licking the Pope’s boots.
ADOLF. I wasn’t licking any boots! To a certain moment, I was in sympathy with you. But communism all in all is a Jewish idea and religion. Marx replaced Jerusalem with Classless Society. A gang of Jews occupied the Kremlin. I was striving to release you, sir Russian tsar! 
JOSEPH. The tsar knows himself who to execute and who to give mercy to: both Russians and Jews and all others. The tsar doesn’t need your snout’s opinion. I’ll raze them so that they won’t remember where they come from. As for you, numb-brained pig, you hanged yourself. You were killing them, while I was killing you. Now they and I are beloved brothers, and you are garbage. Should we keep on sorting it out?
ADOLF. How on earth can we sort it out if we are not equal? Who is to judge?

JOSEPH. Do you hear, Clara? I’m little for him. Who do you want? Stars from the sky?

ADOLF. No! No stars, no Judaism! 

JOSEPH. So, you’d like to grade up to me after all?

ADOLF. I’m afraid I’ll disappoint you, sir generalissimos…
JOSEPH. Anyway, you’ll never do that.

Clara goes out but quickly goes in and puts a bottle with transparent liquid on the table in front of Joseph.

JOSEPH. Well done, Clara Marx. As they say, chacha
 can both knock you down and grade you up. 
ADOLF. I do not take barbarian drinks.
JOSEPH (pouring chacha). Your intoxication and your hangover, your urine and all your health - everything belongs to me. So drink, Adolf… By the way, I keep the first reading of her great-grandfather book “Capital”, with the autograph. This book, I’ll say to you, is much thicker than your sickly “Mein Kampf”. Read to us, Clara, some of your ancestor’s work. 

ADOLF. No! No need! I object! I know why Bolsheviks do not like my book. I never share the idea of dictatorship of the proletariat. 
PAUSE
ADOLF. Oh, wait a bit. How can she read? Isn’t she dumb?

JOSEPH. Seriously? Aren’t you dead?

Joseph laughs infectiously.

PAUSE
JOSEPH. Come to me, cat! I’ll stroke you!

ADOLF. I demand adequate behaviour!
JOSEPH. Just listen to it: dic-ta-tor-ship of the pro-le-ta-riat… Wonderful! You lie telling me about war. Not because of Jews you turned your arms against me. You wanted to show yourself as a strategist, the god of war. To take Napoleon’s part, so to speak. On the other side, we couldn’t but clash… Okay, if you don’t want to listen to “Capital”, Clara will recite my new verse. I’ve written it for you today. 

Joseph takes the sheet out of the pocket and hands it over to Clara.
JOSEPH. Don’t be afraid. Imagine it’s New Year. 

CLARA (reads with expression). 

You’re moustached and so am I,

Both we have a service cap.

But I’m very much alive,

I’m the sun and you are crap!
JOSEPH. How do you like it?

ADOLF. Playing a fool doesn’t suit you. It’s clear you’re forcing yourself.

JOSEPH. Dictatorship! Dictatorship, bloody hell! It’s hardened my soft heart. However, this is the only way to eliminate all the traitors. That’s why I drink for dictatorship. It creates everything.
ADOLF. Not everything! It’s me who create religion, law and art. Neither dictatorship nor the most powerful class does that. I am the hegemonic power. 

JOSEPH. What’d you say about oil, gold and diamonds? They are also said to mean something.
ADOLF. Yes, resources can turn society over. Still it’s not money that promotes ideas, but quite on the contrary.
JOSEPH. Examples?

ADOLF. The idea of extermination of Jews brought me the amount of money that many factories hadn’t made for hundreds of years.   
JOSEPH. Well I was told that you were very clever... Clara, play something to me, will you!  The soul aches.
Clara pulls a balalaika out of the bag and strums a heart-rending melody.

JOSEPH. Do you know, you wretched maniac, what you don’t know about Bolshevism? I discovered recently that Bolshevism was none other than state capitalism. Interesting, isn’t it? Yes, it is! I would never say that to anybody, but since we arranged to talk frankly… When I got this, it hurt me. I realized with bitterness that our dreams were too naïve… I took it all with the gold, but with the money it was different. People started keeping money in stockings… And I felt sorry for many things.
ADOLF. And how! Your Marx never negated the power of money - that was too much for him. He tricked you all. Except me. I did get the measure of him.

JOSEPH. Come on, damn theoretician, teach me! You were still in short pants when I started studying the source.   
ADOLF. The national fund consists of our mines, factories, railways… While international Jewish fund is money, stock and gold. The dictate of banks and exchanges over all the nations - this is the aim of Jewish fund. They believe that gold is an international thing. I united the rights and the lefts to fight this evil. I did that for the sake of social justice and for the main right of the nation that is to keep lives clean and well-off, without any usurers and money-lenders. And what did you do to win over the gold?

JOSEPH. We killed the tsar. Not enough? On the other hand, I never prohibited anyone from setting golden crowns…
ADOLF. Here it is! Here is a flagrant error!

JOSEPH. If I had known that you’d invent Auschwitz for that, I could’ve definitely prohibited it. My bad… It’s not an easy matter to keep up with everybody. First Chinese, then Germans and Japanese, now Americans…
ADOLF. Bankers do not need socialism, sir. They would put a contract on any revolution against it! Look around! You didn’t let me carry through the thing - to present Nazism to people. And as a result, you are on the edge of new racial wars. Christians and Muslims will never get along with each other. All need whip. And I am that whip! I am the most suitable one to assume the role of the world god you are vainly trying to defame.

JOSEPH. We’re building socialism for everyone, without any distinctions. Still socialism is not the Tower of Babel. We’re not climbing to the sky, we’re fertilizing soil for everyone instead. In this matter, I feel resemblance to god.

ADOLF. To heap everyone up? Nonsense! It’s not socialism, it is a mess. Nationalism puts everything in order and brings racial integrity. Only nationalism hews the true way to greatness. 

JOSEPH. You are too great. You won’t probably even fit in the coffin. Did you hear, Clara? The Fuehrer is pure, there’s nothing hanging on him. Come on, take his glass away!
ADOLF. I was the only ruler in Europe who succeeded in building National Socialism instead of communist utopia. Nationalism is the weapon against marxists and liberals. Did I fight badly? Tell me, how much of your soldiers I crushed?
JOSEPH. I never counted. What it has to do with my soldiers? They were not liberals.
ADOLF. Do count, please, mister Tsar! 

JOSEPH. Do you mean to teach me, you cur?!
ADOLF. I do! 

JOSEPH. Try to!    

PAUSE
ADOLF. It’s incredible… But we have one thing in common. Oddly enough, like you, I do not feel guilty. Absolutely. I never cared about casualties.
JOSEPH. The aims and the casualties are always connected!

ADOLF. True.

JOSEPH. You can’t make an omelet without breaking eggs. 

ADOLF (nodding thoughtfully). Well said.

JOSEPH. Beat your friends, so the enemies will be scared of you.
ADOLF. It’s only me who can judge. This is the formula for the victory.

JOSEPH. Greatness is a disease of half-taughts.
ADOLF. Germans are reserved and modest since birth.
JOSEPH. This is bullshit.
ADOLF. Words mean so much. For instance, they mean that Joseph Stalin is not Russian, but…
JOSEPH. Do you feel like playing words, Adolf? All right! But we won’t play just for the hell of it. Let’s play for twacks. 

ADOLF. What's a twack?
JOSEPH. Clara, come here. Let’s show the kraut what a twack is. 

Clara obediently comes up to Joseph and bends offering her forehead. Joseph coils the back of his middle finger against the thumb and strikes. She topples over.
JOSEPH. Go, train on people.

ADOLF. There’s no need. I never left my nationals unconscious.

JOSEPH. You are so enlightened. So there’s nothing for you to be afraid of. You used to have a firm scull. 

ADOLF. Why ‘used to’? 
JOSEPH. You see, we had to deceive people, so we palmed a burnt German woman’s scull off to the journalists and said that was yours. To the effect, we perforated a hole there. I did it myself. I bent a silver fork when drilling. Everyone believed that was of bullet!
PAUSE
ADOLF. If I win, will I really give a twack to Stalin?

JOSEPH. Of course, you’ll do! What do you take me for?
ADOLF. Okay, I’m in.
JOSEPH. The rules are simple: I say a word, then you say a word that begins with the last letter of mine. If you can’t find the word, you lose… I start. Occupant.
ADOLF. Talmudist.

JOSEPH. Tripper.

ADOLF. Reichstag.

JOSEPH. Germophobe.

ADOLF. Evil.

JOSEPH. Labour.

ADOLF. Rascal.

JOSEPH. Limp.

ADOLF. Party.

JOSEPH. Yak!

ADOLF. Kid.
JOSEPH. Death! This is the end. Nothing could be after death… So, you lost, Fuehrer! Get ready for a twack!
ADOLF. But why, there’s something after Death. The servant of Death.... Hitler!
JOSEPH. Oh, you cursed fascist! ... You won! Clara, he won! Well, come on, give a good twack! A bargain is a bargain. You’ll see, Stalin isn’t a bad loser. 
Adolf awkwardly coils his finger. He comes up to Joseph. He hesitates. Sounds similar to reports of a gun come from somewhere behind the front brick wall.

ADOLF. What the deuce? What am I doing? What I descend to…

JOSEPH. You’re a weekling!
BLACKOUT
ACT 2
Adolf reads a newspaper, having a cup of coffee. The furnishing of the casemate is changed. There are barely perceptible traces of coziness, as if a woman inhabited the room and arranged everything well. There are tiny frameless pictures on the wall. Adolf is clean-shaved. He wears a good gray suit, a shirt, and a tie. The gramophone plays Wagner’s music.    

ADOLF. He hasn’t been here for two weeks already. What on earth could happen? Did American really decide to attack Korea? ... His book “Marxism and the National Question” turns out to be not so stupid. I underestimated him. Anyway, I can’t explain this mass Russian psychosis! Why do they worship him so savagely? He can’t even make a proper speech. He’s got a verbal diarrhea! “Our leader”, “our Father”, “the sun” are on every page. The Devil knows what! And what an absurd ambition to build huge memorials? The whole country is piled with Stalins! Has he no shame? Doesn’t he do any justice to Lenin? I never considered him to be so vulgar! And more than that, how can people put up with the fact that millions are rotting in camps? How does he disguise it? It’s so difficult. It is so damned difficult… Well, I must’ve overlooked his talent. He is a tyrant by vocation and he does things masterly.     
PAUSE
Sipping at the cup, Adolf regards Clara.
ADOLF. Does he allow you to wear stockings and skirts? 

Clara stops the record and shuts the gramophone.

CLARA. It’s none of your business.
ADOLF. I think you’ve grown a bit plump.
CLARA. You’re short-sighted withal. 
ADOLF. Why are you so rude? If something happens to you, I should know it.

CLARA. I’m loyal to Joseph Stalin only. Put that in your pipe and smoke it. 
ADOLF. You’re a prostitute! Marxist whore!

CLARA. You have too high opinion of yourself! Yes, I discharged my duties, but that never means that I belong to you. 
ADOLF. Mind you, Clara! I am very well-informed about you great-grand-dad’s activities and habits. I was fighting against him and his theory, but not against you. I’m in sympathy with you personally. 
Joseph comes in. He wears a Georgian costume, a dagger’s on his belt. A heavy Grandfather Frost’s sack is on his back.

JOSEPH. Gamardzhoba!

ADOLF. You waste your efforts, I don’t speak Georgian.
JOSEPH. It’s high time to learn at least a couple of words; it may be useful in the better world. Here is your costume, Adolf!
ADOLF. Another freak show? What is this for?
JOSEPH. Not to be bored to death looking at your sour nazi snout. We found this little thing among your odds and ends in Berlin. You were said to be sporting it in front of cameras. Did you flirt with the people, Adolf? ... Try it on!

ADOLF. I never flirted with anyone. I elevated the national spirit. The Bavarian costume is a German shrine! What’s with your voice, mister Stalin? Are you ill?
JOSEPH. Yeah, the throat aches badly. Frogs in the mouth... You needn’t be afraid, Fuehrer, it isn’t catching. You know, countrymen presented me with an arkhalig
 on the anniversary; I’ve never put it on before, but today, for the sake of our talk, you see, I have it on. 

ADOLF. There are too many diamonds and gold on your dagger. This is simply a bribe from slaves of hell knows what ethnic group. 

JOSEPH. Adolf pretends to be a better expert in the national question than Stalin, doesn’t he?

ADOLF. I certainly am.
JOSEPH. Do you know the number of nations existed in Soviet Union before your blitzkrieg?

ADOLF. It has nothing to do with it. We’re speaking about principles and rules.

JOSEPH. One hundred and eighty nations, one hundred and fifty languages. 

ADOLF. And, undoubtedly, each had its national idea, isn’t it?
JOSEPH. And priests, and shamans. So you may put your Tyrolean feathers in your ass. Some Germans were trying to prove other Germans that they were purer and cleverer. Nonsense! It was good for you that Jews happened to be at hand. What if they hadn’t been? Who would’ve been the scapegoat? 

ADOLF. Well, it’s quite unconvincing.
JOSEPH. Look, I made almost two hundred nations believe that socialism was a good idea, that the equality and the brotherhood were still possible in the world. Mind, that half of those nations did not even speak Russian. But I managed to assure them that they all, without exceptions, would find happiness in the future. This is convincing. 
ADOLF. That was a grand job, sir, though you used dull methods, whereas fear and political propaganda existed for such things.

JOSEPH. I shaped the biggest state in the world. 

ADOLF. It had been shaped before you. Your Great Peter delivered so much of Germans that they managed to form the framework and the brain of the Empire. And only after that the Teutonic stratum gave birth to Russian culture. So it was Germans who created Russia!

JOSEPH. You’ll tell this story to monkeys in a cage. There were no less Frenchmen and Italians in Russia…
ADOLF. If only Russian tsars had not recovered themselves in time, Turkish or Mongolian would prosper here delightfully. If Russian tsars had not been lighten up by Pan-Slavism
… Pan-Slavism was akin to Nazism, by the way – this is where the truth of the history! We shoulnd’t keep it dark! And you shouldn’t either, as you are not even Slavonic. 

JOSEPH. That’s what Marxists came for – to choke the life out of both. 

ADOLF. Your dull revolution wiped off everyone, not only Russians, but also the whole wise Teutonic stratum. And who took the helm? Tell me frankly, mister Stalin?

JOSEPH. Me.
ADOLF. Ha-ha-ha! What about the members of Central Committee? I repeat that Hitler came to help you to get free of the power of Jews.

JOSEPH. Who asked you to do that, you pig?
ADOLF. I was led by fate and Providence itself. 

JOSEPH. Last time you shouted that your party led you.
ADOLF. My party is my fate! 

JOSEPH. Will you stop jumping up, a walking anecdote! You are not at a mass-meeting.

ADOLF. What is it? What is anecdote?

JOSEPH. It is when people make stories about you, where you are a goat or an ass. 

ADOLF. Well, I am the core of their tree, I used to be their blood, my people never went down to such meanness as to dip dirties about me in closets.

JOSEPH. Used to be! You used to be! Feel the difference?... I have a book, where all anecdotes about me are collected. Due to this, probably, I’m still alive. My people collect them everywhere: in yards, factories, back streets, prisons, camps – all around the country. I usually read it before going to bed. This book makes me believe in my power. And in the morning I am in haste to correct the mistakes. Clara, bring the book!
Clara is slow in executing the order.
JOSEPH. Bring the book, cat. Don’t be afraid, he’ll never tell anyone about this.

Clara, somehow reluctantly, pulls a thick book out of her bag.

ADOLF. So this is the voice of folks, isn’t it? Then you are a democrat, mister Stalin, aren’t you?
JOSEPH. This is the voice of freaks who have to change or die. For people I am the embodiment of both good and bad. But if you haven’t got such a book, you are the embodiment of a blank space. Not all play the same hand. There are always some who want to give you a silent fuck, that’s why I gift them with fences and backstreets to express truthful vomit.

ADOLF. It’s double savagery. There will be so much written about me that the classics of all time will be green with envy. 

JOSEPH. There are no books in that world. We will be slandered from head to foot. Our contemporaries, some of them, are the only ones who can write well about us.

ADOLF. If they survive. 

JOSEPH. Good boy! You’re getting to the right track. Shall we dance? 

ADOLF. Excuse me? What are these dirty allusions for? 

JOSEPH. I like this stuff when I’m in a good mood. Clara, change your clothes. 

Clara in no time changes into a Georgian national costume. Joseph turns the pan over and starts beating out the rhythm. Clara smoothly moves from the corner and dances. Joseph joins her.  
ADOLF. Not bad. What does this all means? 

JOSEPH. Come on! Have a try!
ADOLF. I’m not going to dance in front of you.
JOSEPH. I say, dance! Show us something national!
Adolf is clumsily trying to show a dance.
JOSEPH. This was to be proved. Okay, we will teach you a couple of lessons.

ADOLF. Is this your vaunted Internationalism? 
JOSEPH. Certainly. Your tales about Jews have nothing to do with it. We all were just keen on dancing. And everyone could take somebody else’s as their own. You were singing and dancing in one and the same ring around your swastika, while the entire nation was croaking from incest. Feel the difference?

ADOLF. Death came to everyone who was supposed to die. Nationalism is the cleaner that progress needs. But it is incapable of harmonizing all parties. My costume shows that solidity of faith and homogeneity of culture make the nation out of people. One nation, one faith, one language…

JOSEPH. One tsar…

ADOLF. There is no tsar in my doctrine, there is the leader.

JOSEPH. The same fool.

ADOLF. What?

JOSEPH. I said the fool is the same.
ADOLF. Yes, the same. And if not for you, I would’ve brought the whole thing to a logical conclusion!

JOSEPH. We’ve brought everything to the conclusion without you. We’ve got a film. Clara, will you turn it on!
ADOLF. Is there a real film? 

JOSEPH. There is everything you want. After all, this is the Father of all nations’ private bunker. You’ll read about it in the book.          
ADOLF. When I saw the throne here, I thought that Stalin put on robes and a crown and obtained complete satisfaction feeling himself as a true monarch. I would never do that! Even if I did, it would be in public. 
Clara switches on the projector. There is a nuclear explosion on the screen.

ADOLF. It’s amazing! Great! You certainly have a taste, sir generalissimos! I appreciate it. Oh, this scenery can be admired for ever and ever! There is something supernatural in it! It is a pure sort of rock! Outstanding! Deep artistry is hidden here. And it is so charming. Do you find it charming?

JOSEPH. I think this is the gate of Hell. 

ADOLF. It’s amazing!
JOSEPH. You’re mad psycho! 

ADOLF. It’s so wonderful! So sublime! I hear Wagner; his inspired music is exactly about this! Great Wagner perceived it earlier than me!

JOSEPH. Today I’m seeing another great man. The Chinese Mao envies me too.
ADOLF. It’s interesting. You should take measures.
JOSEPH. My Chinese fan seems to go far.
ADOLF. I advise you to annihilate half of the Chinese right now. Otherwise, they will gorge you all.

JOSEPH. Are you advising me?? You!? Me?! 

ADOLF. There’s no sense in boiling over. It’s truly horrible when you have no one to ask advice of. The world is at your feet, you are the god, but no advisers nearby. I understand you as nobody else.

PAUSE
JOSEPH. Well, yeah… Probably… You’ve heard that Roosevelt is dead, haven’t you? So, pigmy Truman’s taken his place and crapped his pants already. Churchill’s been sent to the kitchen to smoke his rank cigars. So, it turns out, that I’m the only one left to cut the map open… And, nonetheless, they still say I have put this all up…

ADOLF. If that temporary defeat of the Reich had not happened, you also would be thought as a pygmy.
JOSEPH. If ifs and ans were pots and pans… I’m the light, you’re the dark. This is what we have, Adolf.

ADOLF. It’s too easy. Conclusions without grounds are insignificant. I don’t accept such conclusions. 

JOSEPH. I thought who was higher, you or me. Now it’s clear to see that even a couple of devils can tend the flock. However the devils are weak, cause they’re non-party, while you and I are committed. My idea is still brighter than yours, Adolf, any way you slice it. Communism gives hope after all, and your national-capitalism greases the door to crematorium with people’s fat... None but a fool would force that door of his own free will. While for communists final – is only the beginning. 

ADOLF. Well, be glad, until Marxism and its mercenary essence eat your pasteboard empire away. I did something that no one had ever done – I turned class struggle into nation struggle. I created the weapon more striking than a nuclear bomb, and it would blow up your communism and capitalism to bits. 
JOSEPH. You’re posing as a liberal, though only the select few were supposed to be elevated and made golden. You are Europe, I am Asia, you are Evil and I am Good. Well, I consent to this. 

ADOLF. Evil is the power that sets the world in motion!

JOSEPH. Your Hitler-Jugends were easy to pull their legs, but not me. I’m an old man. 

ADOLF. I am not a hypocrite. Hypocrisy is not done in the West. 

JOSEPH. Isn’t it?
ADOLF. Fascism is quite a complicated term - it’s over your head, sir. Only new Dostoevsky would get it. 

JOSEPH. Who of us would he choose for a subject?

ADOLF. He chose Adolf Hitler already. I’m familiarly acquainted with this author. 

JOSEPH. Still Fyodor Mikhailovich was put up against the wall for our idea, not for yours.

ADOLF. I am not a loser at least because your allies have become your enemies. 

JOSEPH. I am not waging a war against them. It’s just a skirmish.    
ADOLF. We’ll be arbitrated by time or fate. 

JOSEPH. Why not by bullet? Will you play Russian roulette? 

ADOLF. I am a fatalist, but not to such extent.  
JOSEPH. There’s only one cartridge. Spin the cylinder and … Ah?

CLARA. No! It’s forbidden! Joseph Vissarionovich, he can’t be trusted! Don’t give him a gun! He is psycho! Monster! He’s brought millions of lives to ruin, he can make an attempt on yours! You mustn’t risk! 

ADOLF (to Clara). Don’t you dare look at me so, you warm!

JOSEPH. Shut your mouth up, you German harlot! Never dare teach me! I heard rumors circulating in the Kremlin – it’s time to stop all this play. Stand behind him, aim at his nape, and if he only moves – shoot outright.

CLARA. But…

JOSEPH. Do you want to go to jail again or what? Never mind, Fuehrer. She’s just stroking tensions. There should be a pinch of nerve in this game, you know. We’ve drunken not too much. 
ADOLF. Oh, does almighty Stalin fear to start the game? I see! You fear death! 

JOSEPH. No, I’m just afraid to overlook the cramps of the guest.
ADOLF. Lie! I’m not a guest by any means! 

Joseph takes the revolver out of Adolf, spins the cylinder, then puts it to the temple and pulls the trigger. There is no shot.
JOSEPH. Now – you! Come on! Spin your fortune! 

ADOLF. You mean everything’s clear, don’t you? You mean no questions left? Still we didn’t come to the main thing – we didn’t get to immortality. That’s not what we agreed! 

JOSEPH. Immortality is here! Here it is! Shoot, you Nazi louse!       

Hitler spins the cylinder putting the revolver to the temple. A blank click. Suddenly another shot, a real one, is boomed, then again and again. In a second, Stalin falls down. Clara comes up to him and shoots all the cartridge away.  
PAUSE
ADOLF. You… You, ma’am… It’s unbelievable! You killed him! He is dead! Bravo, Frau Clara! The German people will never forget your feat! What a rare courage! The sacrifice in the name of the Fuehrer… I need new trousers! Urgently! Give me new trousers! I did this! I mean, I defeated him. Look, the cartridge is blank, he was bluffing. It is so great that Germans always unite at the crucial moments. I can’t stand his odious face. Blood is running in torrents out of the tyrant! Of course, he is the conqueror of mosquitoes! Here is your eternity, maniac.
Clara mutely takes the gun away from Adolf, puts the place in order, and carries Stalin’s body into the chest. Then she takes a pailful of water and a rag and starts mopping the floor. 
ADOLF. The tyrant bites the dust! He was killed by his people’s hand. He died because it was the logical end of our rivalry. Now I’m the most powerful leader of the universe. Yes, I hated him. Yes, I was afraid of him. I knew he was more artful than me. I knew half of the world had followed him. He forced me to launch the war, but now I am alive and he is dead. Your allies turned their backs on you. When they get to know that I’m alive, they’ll be glad to give me a helping hand. “Hitler is alive!” – this news must fly the entire civilized world that is ready to fight against communists. Europe needs Nazis much more than communists. 

CLARA. Shut up! Stalin is the sun, and you’re a heinous moon. Stalin will live forever, he’ll outlive centuries! 

ADOLF. What? What do you mean? 

JOSEPH. You’re right, my cat! 

PAUSE
Adolf scrutinizes living Joseph appearing from behind the doors.
ADOLF. What is this? What on earth happened? Did you play a trick on me? Stalin is dead! I saw it! He is dead!
Joseph comes up to the chest and takes out of there the kerchief which was around the previous Stalin’s neck.
JOSEPH. You see, you can’t tell the truth from the lie. Look at his neck, Adolf. Is it similar to mine? It is gnawed with people’s teeth. People with good sharp teeth attempted upon my double. Afterwards I used him in exceptional cases only. And here comes one of them. 

ADOLF. You mean coward! I revealed every corner of my mind! I was telling the truth and seeking it in front of a wretched mannequin! You’ll never hear a word from me, filthy jesters!

CLARA (stands at attention saluting). Comrade Supreme Commander In-Chief, you order is obeyed. The enemy is crushed.
Clara rushes to Joseph and clasps her hands around his knees, crying.
JOSEPH. I express my thanks to you. Here, take a sweet. 

CLARA. It was so terribly hard. I was looking at him with my hands trembling. He’s taken too many liberties in your absence recently. He’s been blackening our idea: this accursed Adolf has finally mesmerized him.   
JOSEPH. I like the way you behave. You know, now and then I am ready to kill myself when I talk to this… But my mind should imbibe every word of him. I should learn him to the pith. 

ADOLF. You are unable to understand the machinery. We are made of iron, you are made of mess. 

CLARA. What should I do with the double?
JOSEPH. Let him get cool. (Pointing at Adolf) It seems we’ve frightened him strongly.
Adolf weeps, crawling to the corner.

JOSEPH. Oh, come on, Adolf! I can’t bear tears! Set yourself to rights, we’re going to have a serious talk. 

ADOLF. Let me alone! 

JOSEPH. Clara, sing something to me for the time being. Something special, Siberian, will you. 

CLARA. But …

JOSEPH. Sing, I said to you. And don’t be afraid.

Sounds, resembling reports of a gun, come from behind the front wall. Clara starts humming a tune, raising the tone gradually.

ADOLF. Remember! Everyone who’ll venture to be himself, either German, or Spanish, or French, everyone who’ll venture to follow the idea of unity of the nation and its originality – everyone will be intimidated with my name! Yes, we did spurn Newton and appealed to Goethe to bring the human back to nature. To hell with your space! We came back to the cradle: one territory, one nation, one Fuehrer. We are united! We are never afraid of anything. You are afraid of death, but I’m not. There’s only one way to surmount death – to serve her. I am the fiancé of Death! 

JOSEPH. That’s for sure. I’ll marry you off so that you’ll never divorce!    
ADOLF. So plebeian may be glad! The Germans have been pessimists since the Reformation. You’ll never be able to feel the grief for Rome, as we do! Because you are savages. While the great will grieve for Great Rome! Turn Wagner on! Wagner! I demand Wagner!   

BLACKOUT
 ACT THREE
Clara stands on a dais. She wears a white sheet, imitating Greek clothes. She recites a monologue, then she changes the location and recites another monologue in another actor’s name. Straight away, she gets down to performing a folk part. She is acting out a scene.   

CLARA. Gods, give a sign if you hear me! I pray you for one thing only – do not let barbarians steal the daybreak! My love, I worship you. Almighty you are, you are the sun while I’m a speck of dust. 
At the end of the monologue she falls to Adolf’s feet.

PAUSE 

Joseph sits gazing into space, his brows bent.

ADOLF. Quite an unexpected final. Though, it’s a nice tragedy. Do you agree? 

PAUSE
ADOLF. Look, Joseph, I bear no relation to it. We haven’t rehearsed this. It’s just a general ancient Greek story. Just a foolish play. Let’s get down to our business instead. Your questions. Last time we stopped at the problem of the Near East. 
PAUSE
ADOLF. I don’t know why she chose me to jump at, not you! We hadn’t discussed anything beforehand. She is crazy, a typical Jewess. That was a provocation. 
CLARA. Joseph Vissarionovich, he executed Aeschylus and Sophocles! He disposed of them! He put them all in a stove. I had to write the lines myself, though I’m a half-blood, I could mix the senses and fall to wrong feet and grovel… He intended to put me in a stove too.
ADOLF (in whisper). Clara, will you stop it, please. You see, he is in bad condition. Don’t pay attention, Joseph. 

PAUSE
CLARA. I’m not taking a part, these words are mine. All in my own words. With no director. From heart. 

JOSEPH. What heart are you talking about? Show me at least one non-lying heart! Will you?! 
ADOLF. I didn’t think it would be so serious. I rather leave you for a while.

Adolf retires. He packs himself in the chest and shuts the lid. 
JOSEPH. What does it mean? Why were you saying your monologue to him? 

CLARA. You haven’t been here for the whole month. Nobody came in here. Nobody let me out of here. I was going crazy. 

JOSEPH. They attempted on me again. This time they were doctors. I had to clean the stables again. Enemies are everywhere, enemies and shit. This is the only place where I feel safety. Do you know how tired I am, Clara Marx?

CLARA. I know it, I know! Poor thing! I felt something. I felt something happening in the country. Last night I heard the reports from the other side of the wall. Well, as usual…
JOSEPH. Yes, that was the usual thing. And the usual wall. I don’t like when they’re hanged. Shooting looks better all in all, and, how to say, it’s a more manly kind of thing. Do you see?

CLARA. Yes, of course! 

JOSEPH. You have a chance to cast the last glance at a traitor’s eyes… Though, I ordered to shoot women in the back of the head. 

CLARA. You are so kind! You are the kindest man! Each shot made me startle. Those traitors got the bullets they could have lodged in your precious heart!

JOSEPH. Imagine how I would look like! Like a sieve or even worse. The chemicals for mummies would never soak into me. How do they call that thing – for macaroni? 

CLARA. Durchschlag! This is the German for it.       

JOSEPH. Exactly! I would be like durchschlag! Durchschlag Stalin! 
Joseph bursts out laughing. Clara does her best to bolster him. 
CLARA. You have so much courage to laugh at death. Joseph Vissarionovich. You know, I’m mortally jealous of you! For all these years you haven’t still got it. I am ready to do whatever you like! Whatever! You’re so pale. I’m so sorry for you. Let me hug you.
Timidly, she comes to Joseph. He accepts her hug.
JOSEPH. You seem to have warmed to your role, cat. You’re good at lying. 

CLARA. Why are you making reproaches? I was always ready to die for you. Always, I mean it.

JOSEPH. Do you? A minute ago you were at the other’s feet, cursing me…

CLARA. I was playing a role… and… Well, yes! I was doing it out of jealousy! You forced me to suffer, spending nights with the hateful and unloved. 

JOSEPH. Look, that was a political matter. I had no choice. In the first place, I lost you when playing chess.  Secondly, Adolf said he had a rare form of prostatitis: he could die from a long sexual continence. I need him to be alive yet. Living Hitler is like a nuclear bomb of my own. If I present him, safe and sound, to the world, the world will explode. Hopefully, he told you much of interest. Didn’t he, my cat? You have to set everything in the report. In details – every word, every move.
CLARA. Why did you choose me for this mission? You could have brought some oversea pictures with naked women on them, or driven a she-goat, or whatever else… But you sacrificed me for that…
JOSEPH. I don’t quite understand you, Clara. Mind what you say. Do you forget who you are talking to? 

CLARA. I know who you are.

JOSEPH. There you are, cat. 

CLARA. You are the father of my future child. 

JOSEPH. What? What did you say?

CLARA. I am absolutely positive about it. 
JOSEPH. Come closer to me. Look into my eyes. Are you telling the truth?
CLARA. Yes, I am.

JOSEPH. Do you mean I am going to be Carl Marx’s relation?

Adolf appears from the chest.

ADOLF. Clara, what does it mean? Joseph, she never notified me about her belonging to you. She told me about the children’s home and pioneers. As far as I can see it, she purposely deceived you.
CLARA. Shut up, you pig! You knew who I was! And you were not squeamish about anything. 

ADOLF. I was disoriented. I had no choice. 

CLARA. It’s a lie! You could have masturbated instead of deceiving Joseph with your false prostatitis. All the more, women do not arouse you! Blackguard!
ADOLF. I couldn’t masturbate looking at you great-granddad’s portrait! He doesn’t arouse me either!

SINISTER PAUSE
ADOLF. I mean, I really have big troubles with my health. 

CLARA. Shut the lid up!

Adolf is slowly going down the chest, and then shuts the lid.
CLARA. Only one word – and it will die inside me. 
JOSEPH. No! No way! If it’s true, I’ll take care of you. But if it’s false… well I’ll take care of you anyway.    

CLARA. Try to grasp it, Joseph Vissarionovich, I have been dreaming exactly about that – to reconcile you with Marxism once and for all. I understand your theoretical tortures as no one else.
JOSEPH. Thanks, cat. May be this is the last chance. May be this gift is granted to me by the very fate.    
CLARA. Don’t talk about fate as he does. Otherwise, you are too similar to each other. 

JOSEPH. Are we? 
CLARA. He is a bad influence on you. I see it from aside. At nights he hypnotizes me too. But I do this. (She’s crossing herself). He should be isolated immediately and forever.     
JOSEPH. But I need him. I have no one else to confer current problems with. He is a large-scale politician. Sometimes I pretend to ignore his opinion but in actual fact … You think it will be a boy?

CLARA. He will be the nicest boy ever. He’ll be much better than your previous boys. 

JOSEPH. Ah! Now I recall when I saw you for the first time. It was on parade in thirty-something. You were going in the first line, holding my portrait. It occurred to me that the busty member of the Komsomol was a living picture of Marx… 

CLARA. Do you really remember it? Did you really see my eyes from the rostrum? It’s a true happiness! 

Clara weeps. 
JOSEPH. After my wife had committed suicide, I no longer thought about procreating. But you excite wild interest in the future in me. Though you are able of lying to me… I’m not so young after all… And my ovum isn’t either…
CLARA. If you want, I can cut off my finger for you to trust me. 

JOSEPH. Well, I don’t know… I never trust anyone. Wait and see. Go, bring some Cahetian wine.
Clara goes away. Joseph breaks into joyful dancing. He is dancing heartily. Adolf appears from the chest.  

ADOLF. She is deceitful, the same as the whole stock of hers. 

JOSEPH. Drop your jealousy, Adolf. By the way, you know, my predictions about you are coming true. Listen, this is what Americans write about you: “Hitler is a petty tyrant of Stalin’s epoch”. Do you like it? It’s a nice metaphor, isn’t it? 

ADOLF. They are witless laymen! Hitler never cared about penetrating into history or erecting memorials. I could accept small desktop busts at the most. It was not the nation that chose me, but the time. And I’m still making history.    

JOSEPH. There’s a new anecdote. A guide in the hell was asked: “Why is Hitler in shit up to the neck, and Stalin is up to the waist?”

ADOLF. Because Hitler is unsinkable.

JOSEPH. No. Because Stalin is sitting on Lenin’s shoulders - this is the right answer. 

ADOLF.  It isn’t even funny. Have no illusions – the authors are hardly in Russian countryside now, most likely somewhere in New York. 

JOSEPH. You have changed, I should say. I think you’ve become more humane. The world has changed too for these several years. My socialism is blooming - this is the main thing. Joseph Stalin is still tough and going to become relatives with the classics of Marxism. Everything will be fine. 

ADOLF. Why become relatives if everything is so fine? 

JOSEPH. It will help me to unwind. 

ADOLF. It’s not news that Stalin avoids the word “soul”. 

JOSEPH. And you’re full of rot with the word “court”. 

ADOLF. Mind you, the moment of relaxation will cost you a pretty penny. America has the whole Europe in the bag. Only Iran, Turkey and Greece are left – you should quickly get them under!

JOSEPH. Did you analyze it?

ADOLF. Of course, I did. As agreed…

JOSEPH.  Report in details. 

ADOLF. Their strategy is a resource war. I examined the situation in the East. A brief look at the map suffices to illustrate. Resources are marked with one colour, and ethnoses and nations – with the other. 

JOSEPH. In short!

ADOLF. Regarding the problem from the geopolitics point of view…

JOSEPH. Don’t be clever-clever! 

ADOLF. Geopolitics is a Nazi science. In the world there has never been a science so tightly connected with the fortunes of nations… 

Adolf draws the curtains. There is a large world map.
JOSEPH. I told you not to smirch Europe with brown colour! It should be red!

ADOLF. The red ink was running out, so I mixed the remains with black. When you mix black with red you get brown.    
JOSEPH. I know you do that on purpose! I’m giving you a final warning! 

ADOLF. Okay, I won’t do that again… Anything happened? Englishmen again? 

PAUSE
JOSEPH. Churchill, an old piece of crap, he is coaxing them to organize an association of English-speaking nations. He’s doing that to spite me. It’s high time to get rid of him…

ADOLF. What prevents you from filling his ear with poison?

JOSEPH. It’s not so easy. I’d rather get him here, in this bunker. 
ADOLF. Churchill is too ignorant. 

JOSEPH. I also think so. 

ADOLF. I have already made everything the rags of Europe and America are writing now and mumbling about as the future. I always say, “Dog eat dog”. It is by no means worse than the current liberal rivalry. This is what dealers and magnates are driving the world to – rivalry and suppression. They’ve stolen my formula. They’ve got rid of me, but they’ll never get rid of my ideas. They’ve had a thorough grasp that all the dogs should be driven in one pack. So, NATO is a pack having proper steel teeth. Watch out, Joseph!

JOSEPH. You became friends with workers because you were anti-bourgeois, it’s clear. But how did you manage to buy capitalists so that they proclaimed you the leader?

ADOLF. That was elementary. I promised to deliver them from class struggle. The chosen nation and its slaves – not a bad idea for bankers, isn’t it?

JOSEPH. Now they compare me with you. In spite of the fact that you are Evil. 

ADOLF. If you give them your hand, they’ll break your neck. You should shake this mercenary world or play a dirty trick on it, as I did when I split Europe in two. 

JOSEPH. They wanted to destroy communism with your hands, but they only facilitated extension of the boundaries of the Empire up to Elba. You intended to exterminate Jews, but in practice, you persuade everyone, including me, to bestow sovereign Israel to them. They made a terrible loser of you, Adolf.             

ADOLF. Israel? Did you mean to give Israel to them? Did I mishear?

JOSEPH. No, you didn’t.

ADOLF. You won’t do this!

JOSEPH. But I have to. I can’t be like you, I’ll bring them back to where they come from.
ADOLF. You can do whatever you want - bomb out England and America, invade both near and far East, chum up with Chinese, but do not gift a state to them! Or else I hang myself on this very nail!   
JOSEPH. I’ll do that tomorrow. 
ADOLF. I’ll be hanging on the nail today then! You will lose me!

JOSEPH. Listen here! Americans and Englishmen are gripping me from both sides in the East. Think, what you would do if you were me! Jews are sure to bleed Arabians. I have a good nose for such matters; I catch the smell of blood.

ADOLF. It’s reckless! It’s a catastrophe! We need another plan! 

JOSEPH. I don’t need your fame. People shouldn’t confuse you with me.

Clara comes out of the cellar. She has a dusty bottle of red wine in her hands. Her left hand is wound round with a white cloth. She plants the bottle on the table and puts something, wrapped in a bloody piece of cloth, in front of Stalin.
JOSEPH. A good cat! You came pat. 

Joseph pours wine.

JOSEPH. I drink to the future of East. Raise your glass higher, Adolf! Your hanging will not change anything. What is it, Clara? Appetizers? 
Joseph unwraps the parcel; a bloody finger drops on the table with a knock.

CLARA. No, it’s not. It’s in witness of my absolute devotion to my leader. 
ADOLF. What… What is it?!

JOSEPH. A small part of my Clara…

Adolf drops the mug and rushes to the w.c. pan. He’s sick.
JOSEPH. Do you see this, Adolf? Yes, you do! Come here, cat, I’ll kiss your mouth!  

BLACKOUT

ACT 4
The same vault some time later. Clara washes nappies by the wall. Now and then she lends her hear to something. A child’s weeping in the cradle. Adolf, annoyed, scrambles out of the chest and starts rocking the cradle. The child doesn’t quiet down.   
CLARA. Why are you rocking so hard? He is already queer in the head. 

ADOLF. He disturbs my sleep. Three days of insomnia. Do something in the end! Feed him! 

CLARA. He catches hold of my chest so severely as if he wanted to bite it off. He is very cruel. 

ADOLF. I take your hints.

CLARA. You are not the only cruel creature in the world.

ADOLF. That’s right. And after all, Hitler’s child could not be a blind bastard.
CLARA. I’ve been underground for several years already. I have turned into a she-mole…     

ADOLF. Let’s switch on the radio. I know he calms down when he hears the radio. 

Adolf switches on the radio. Bravura music is heard.
ANNOUNCER. Today the General Secretary of the Central Committee of the CPSU, the chairman of The Council of Ministers of the USSR, Joseph Vissarionovich Stalin paid a visit to the All-Union Agricultural Exhibition. New species of livestock and wheat were presented there. In the same evening, Comrade Stalin attended the sorrowful ceremonial meeting dedicated to the twenty-ninth anniversary of Vladimir Ilyich Lenin’s death at the Bolshoi Theatre… Now for political news. Provocative meetings are going on in the Federal Republic of Germany, which is known to be formed on the pressing initiative of England, France and America. The goal of the meetings is to discredit the policy of the communist party of GDR. The West is seeking a direct confrontation with the socialist states. All these actions inevitably lead to escalation of tensions in the world. The wall of mistrust is rising between us…   
ADOLF. Here it is – the bright moment of truth! Even the child is rigid! My hour has struck! Humiliated Germany is taking heart! We’ll rise from the ashes! The Reich will regain its fame! Now, when you know the whole truth about Nazism, you ought to honour me and love me more! The wall! Yes, the wall! This is reality!

Clara takes the child in her arms and starts nursing him.
CLARA. You both drive me crazy! 
ADOLF. There’s one thing to remember: Jews will never impose their will on Germany. Not on Germany. I’ve laid such a solid foundation of hatred that it can’t be overcome in a thousand of years. But you should know – in person, I never gave an order to annihilate Jews. Non at all.

CLARA. The child will soon start to crawl and bump into walls. Tell the blind where to go, and he’ll go there. What should I tell him? Where should he go? (Shouts at the child) Take your sharp teeth off, rat! 

ADOLF. We should escape from here to lie in hiding for a while. In due course they’ll call me. By the way, I didn’t tell you, my mother’s name was Clara. See how much it means to me? It is the sign, Clara! 

CLARA. My name was changed at orphanage. On paper I am Clavdia Karlovna
. It’s only Joseph who calls me Clara. (Shouts at the child) Don’t you dare bite me, you spawn of Nazi!

ADOLF. As I recall, he told me there was kind of a tunnel over here leading to the Mausoleum. We must find it and break out. He is mostly out. No one will suspect anything. I’ll take off moustache. 

CLARA. And I’ll put moustache and beard on and will look like great grandpa and they’ll let me in to the tube. It’s so light there and tracks leading far… It’s not “khukhry-mukhry”
. Stop biting my breast, bloodsucker!

ADOLF. I don’t like the way you’ve behaved and talked recently. Germans should keep up their courage. Evident traces of degradation have appeared on your face. What does that “khukhry-mukhry” mean? 

The door lock clangs, then Joseph comes in. He wears a white dress suit, a gold star on his chest. He has two trunks and a large paper packet in his hands. He locks the door. Adolf picks up the trunks and places them next to his chest.
JOSEPH. I ordered to oil the locks properly, didn’t I? 

Clara jumps up to stand at attention.
JOSEPH. You may sit, cat, when being sucked.

ADOLF. I must confess, I’ve felt neither fear nor hatred to you any longer since Clara gave birth. Something similar to understanding appeared instead. Probably, that’s because I found kind of similarity between us… Good evening… or morning?    

Joseph takes gas masks out of the packet.

JOSEPH. It’s spring. Habitual Russian dark. Here are gas masks of the new system. If anything, they should be put on like this.

He demonstrates.
CLARA. He’s got unceremonious…
ADOLF. The size is great. Gases will get in through the non-tight zone, erode eye mucosa, then come shock and convulsions. I experienced that in nineteen fourteen. I’ll take yours, Clara, it fits me all right.
CLARA. Why are there only three? 

JOSEPH (He has already put on a gas mask). What did you say? Say louder! 

CLARA. Where is a gas mask for the child? 

JOSEPH. Say it louder!
ADOLF. There are no baby gas masks. Kids are not soldiers. 

CLARA. Are you going to get rid of him after all? 

JOSEPH. What?
CLARA. He is your heir. 

JOSEPH. What the hell? We are so terribly busy!
CLARA. I devoted all I loved to the party: my life, my husband, all my friends. Now he is going to kill my child. Though he’s monstrous, this is all I have. 

JOSEPH. Found your tongue, cat? 

CLARA. I asked you to bring powdered milk, antiseptic and a baby powder. He is a Carl Marx’s ancestor and he deserves antiseptic at least.

ADOLF. You’re torturing us by not saying for certain who the father is. 

CLARA. You are. 

JOSEPH. Is that really him?
ADOLF. She’s bluffing. 

JOSEPH. That him? 

CLARA. And you too. I conceived for both of you. Hitler and Stalin have impregnated the seed of Marx, and now they’re scared by the consequences. Are you leaders or what? You’re the bravest on the earth, aren’t you? What will people say afterwards?
ADOLF. Firstly, we’re underground! Secondly, you’re not allowed to make statements on behalf of people and the nation. You’re nobody knows what, without kith or kin… She undertakes too much, Joseph. It’s about time we shut her mouth. By the by, she scribbled some letters and put them into wherever not. She’s a saboteur. 

CLARA. You’re not immortal after all. I used to think another way. 

ADOLF. Take care of yourself, frau Marx! You shouldn’t believe her. 

CLARA (to Joseph). He takes so many liberties with you… But why?

ADOLF. Mind your own business!
JOSEPH. Shut up, Adolf! Let her finish. 

CLARA. Adolf could’ve become an artist, and Joseph – a poet. It would’ve been a hundred times better for the child. Thousand times. Million times! It would’ve been tens of millions times better…

ADOLF. See what she is driving at?! Stop it!

JOSEPH. Go on!
CLARA (Recites). 

The bud has blossomed; feeling cold,
It’s clinging to the violet,
The lily, by the breeze awoke,
Is bending to the ground.
The lark is soaring in the clouds,

And chirping there above.
The nightingale is warbling sounds
About the sacred love.
ADOLF. What rubbish! 
CLARA. What wonderful poetry you wrote, comrade Stalin! What have you done with yourself?

ADOLF. What stuff! Cease this anarchy in the state bunker! 
JOSEPH. Go down to the cellar and don’t venture to appear till I call you.
ADOLF (to Clara). Did you hear? Come on, don’t play the people!

JOSEPH. Fulfill the order!

CLARA. Aye, comrade Stalin! Allow me to take the bastard along!

JOSEPH. I allow you.

Clara goes away.
ADOLF. She’s keen on breaking our mutual understanding! Such a fool!

JOSEPH. She’s right, we have to make a decision.
ADOLF. Well, yes, it does bear kind of resemblance to both of us, but it doesn’t give her any grant to dilate on the problems of the nations and the state problems. 

The sounds of Clara’s soft lullaby come from the cellar.  
ADOLF. What decision are we to make? 

JOSEPH. Do you think state is bigger than people?

ADOLF. Sure. Otherwise, everything we sacrificed on the altar was in vain. 

PAUSE
ADOLF. In essence, I’m just a captive, you might say, a guest… So, it’s up to you to decide. And, remember, you promised to bring something new for me to look at. I’m eaten up with curiosity. Why not have a look maybe?

PAUSE
JOSEPH. We have to make a decision.
ADOLF. We can kill her. But then we’ll have to kill it… This requires specialists. But as far as I can see there’s no trespassing here. So…
JOSEPH. I’m tired.

ADOLF. How are Jews?

JOSEPH. They betrayed me. They caved in to Uncle Sam.

ADOLF. The dirtiest thing is they’ll proclaim national mourning if you die. 
JOSEPH. How can you tell?

ADOLF. Are you serious?

JOSEPH. Today I’ve put an end to one more war.
ADOLF. Got the victory? 

JOSEPH. Fifty-fifty. The enemy was beaten shit out.

ADOLF. Sorry? Okay, I look it up. Back to the war. What are the casualties?

JOSEPH. Five hundred people and one hundred and five aircrafts. The Koreans lost two million, the Americans – a hundred and fifty soldiers.

ADOLF. Bravo! A wonderful result of an occupation war. Congrats! 

PAUSE
ADOLF (in whisper). Joseph, look, I know what to do. We just need to open the valve to the end.

PAUSE
ADOLF. And try the gas masks.

PAUSE
ADOLF. If you don’t mind, I start the projector not to lose time.

JOSEPH. Yes, please.
Adolf is bustling about. He switches on the projector. Then he opens the gas vessel and drags it closer to the hatch. Joseph and Adolf put on the gas masks. They sit alongside, their eyes fastened on the wall. The light goes out, picture appears on the wall, and music sounds. There are shots of an American film “His Butler’s Sister”. The actress is singing “The Two Guitars…” in broken Russian…          
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� A traditional Georgian dish of various kinds of prepared beans


� A Communist symbol that was conceived during the Russian Revolution


� A pet form of the Russian male given name Iván.


� A traditional clear strong liquor, sometimes called "grape vodka," or "Georgian vodka”.


� A form of greeting in Georgian.


� A part of traditional dress of the people of the Caucasus and Iran.


� A movement in the mid nineteenth century aimed at unity of all the Slavic people.


� A patronymic; her father’s name is Karl.


� A Russian analogue of the English "there is nothing to sneeze at".
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