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Setting
An old guardhouse in a Russian prison, 1953. On one side, a door leads to the prison compound outside. On the other side, a door leads down to a cellar.

Centre stage rests a table with a Go board on it. The go board is made up of 19 x 19 lines. Black and white stones have been placed on some of the intersections.

In front of the cellar door rests a bathtub. Upstage, two easels with paintings. The paintings are drab and colourless – black and white, maybe yellow, green or brown.

Characters

JOHN GENIUS is a former prisoner freed by Stalin. He is a fanatical Stalinist and a master of certain obscure sciences.

ADOLF is a young German male. He is a model prisoner – obedient to Genius and kind to Hitler.

HITLER is a German male approximately twenty years older than Adolf. He is volatile and suicidal. 

ALEXEI STAGGER is a KGB agent from Moscow, masquarading as a miner.

Lights up on the guardhouse. GENIUS is scrubbing a saucepan in the bath. ADOLF is painting on one easel, HITLER is painting on the other. 

HITLER has run out of paint. He tries to scrape out the last remains of paint. Eventually, HITLER simply steals ADOLF’s paint. ADOLF tries to paint with the remains on his painting. Finally he gives up and goes to GENIUS.

ADOLF: Genius?

GENIUS: What?

ADOLF: We’ve run out of paint.

GENIUS: That’s a shame.

ADOLF: Can I have some more?

GENIUS: There isn’t any more.

ADOLF: What am I supposed to do?

(Pause.)

GENIUS: Fine. This is for you, Adolf. Don’t let him touch it. This isn’t water based, this has lead in it. You understand? It’s poisonous.

ADOLF: I won’t let him near it.

GENIUS: You’re two months old, now. I can trust you, can’t I?

ADOLF: I promise, Genius.

(GENIUS unlocks the cupboard and gets a small tin of red paint.)

HITLER: How come Adolf gets paint?

GENIUS: He’s two months old.

HITLER: I want red paint.

GENIUS: When you live two months you can have red paint.
HITLER: How long have I lived?

ADOLF: Two weeks.

GENIUS: What's that?
ADOLF: Do you hear? There’s someone outside. Someone’s trying to get in. Shut up.

(STAGGER knocks on the door.)

ADOLF: It’s trying to get in.

HITLER: There’s nothing out there but snow.

ADOLF: There’s someone out there. It’s not just the wind.

HITLER: It’s not just the cold.

ADOLF: Something wants to get in.

STAGGER pounds on the door and pounds on the door and calls

STAGGER: Hello! Hello! Is there anyone in there? Please! Please help me, comrades! It’s cold out here!

ADOLF: Do we let him in?

GENIUS: Of course we should. He’ll freeze to death out there.

ADOLF: How did you get here?

HITLER: What was that? What was the noise? There’s someone outside.

ADOLF: No there isn’t.

HITLER: Listen.

GENIUS: He’s right. Someone’s in the compound.

(Dimly STAGGER’s voice can be heard calling for help.)

GENIUS: He’s trying to get into the old prisoner’s barracks.

ADOLF: How did he get past the gates? What’s he doing out here anyway? Who is it?

HITLER: Someone’s outside! Someone’s coming! Hello! They’re going to kill us! Swear to my lovely god they’re going to kill us!

GENIUS: Hitler! Be quiet!

HITLER: Come on and kill us, you peasant!

GENIUS: Hitler! Come here. Stay down in the cellar.

HITLER: No, I don’t want to go in the cellar. I’ll be okay, I’ll be quiet. Trust me, Genius, I’m an honest old soldier, I promise you.

GENIUS: Stay down until I call you.

(GENIUS pushes HITLER down the stairs into the cellar.)

ADOLF: He’s coming over.

(STAGGER’s voice grows louder as he approaches the door.)

STAG: Hello? Comrades? Is there anyone there? Please, help me! Please let me inside.

GENIUS: Open the door.

(ADOLF opens the door. STAGGER stumbles inside.)
GENIUS: Are you all right, Comrade?

STAG: I’m cold.

GENIUS: Adolf, get a blanket. And some vodka. What’s your name, Comrade?

STAG: Stagger.

GENIUS: What are you doing out here? Adolf, help me get his jacket off.

STAG: No, please leave my jacket.

GENIUS: Comrade, it’s frozen.

STAG: Please.

GENIUS: Very well. Vodka?

STAG: Thank you.

GENIUS: What are you doing out here in the woods? Where are you from?

STAG: I work at the goldmine above the river.

GENIUS: The goldmine? Well what on earth are you doing out here?

STAG: I was chasing a hare in the woods. I got lost and it got dark. I thought you were ghosts! There’s rumours down in Kachug! They say there’s ghosts dwelling out here in the old prison.

GENIUS: We’re not ghosts, as you can see. We’re human – see, I can lift this bottle of vodka all right. And Adolf here can take your coat.

STAG: They said there were ghosts. In the forest I thought I was being taken by the ghosts. I was stumbling through the trees and I thought I saw skeleton bones!

ADOLF: You saw skeleton bones?

STAG: I saw the moonlight through the pine trees and I saw the shadows of the tree branches. And one of the tree branch shadows was a man.

ADOLF: What did you say?

STAG: Hanging from the trees – it was the shape of a man. And it was absolutely silent. I panicked and I was going to turn back and follow my footprints in the snow and try to get back out of this forest. But then I turned and I saw in the snow – where I’d just lifted my foot up – my boot had kicked a hand. It was frozen in the snow. A human hand. And then I just ran, and I ran.

GENIUS: Comrade Stagger, calm down. Adolf, get him a drink of vodka. Comrade, what you saw was the shadow of a pine tree and a rock in the snow.

STAG: They told me back in Kachug that there were the ghosts of the old prison still haunting the forest.

GENIUS: That’s a joke. The prison closed four years ago.

STAG: Well then – what are you doing here?

GENIUS: We live here. The three of us: Hitler and Adolf and me. 

STAG: How on earth do you survive? What do you eat?

GENIUS: The supply truck brings us food twice a year. Sometimes I kill bears in the forest. Sometimes we eat wolf. We can survive here. 

STAG: Who supplies you? Whatever for?

GENIUS: Perhaps it doesn’t look like it, but this is one of the most advanced research bases in the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics.

STAG: This looks like the old guardhouse.

GENIUS: It was the guard house. It has been converted.

STAG: What are your names, Comrades?

GENIUS: John Genius.

ADOLF: Adolf.

STAG: Stagger. Pleased to meet you. So what is it that you research? 

GENIUS: Comrade Stalin is a man of unique vision. He long ago realised it is not enough for Russia to simply safeguard her borders. Stalin wanted Russia to look to the future. More vodka?

STAG: Yes.

GENIUS: Comrade Stalin came to hear of my research into recurring patterns. When this prison closed down, he offered to build me a research laboratory and fund the Go project.

STAG: Go project?

GENIUS: This is the game of Go - my crystal ball. I can read the future in the patterns on this game board.

STAG: Patterns? What patterns? All I see are stones on a board.

GENIUS: These stones represent the different elements affecting Russia. The crops stored from last year's harvest, the political decisions made by Comrade Stalin, the floods in Georgia, even a fire in a Moscow apartment block – these factors interact and dictate the events of the future. On this specially constructed board, the pieces played form the shape of Russia's future - at least for the next twenty four hours.

(STAG looks. As he does, GENIUS nods to ADOLF. They each grab one of STAG’s arms and pull him to the ground.)

GENIUS: Get his gun! Find his gun!

(ADOLF finds the gun. She tries to give it to GENIUS.)

GENIUS: I don’t want it! Point it at him! Come on, point it at him! So, Comrade. Why don’t you tell us the truth? Who do you work for?

STAG: I don’t know what you’re talking about! Please, let me go!

GENIUS: What’s your full name?

STAG: I swear to you, I’m not working for anyone!

GENIUS: Well crafted gun for a miner. How did you possibly hope to take me by surprise? Whoever sent you must have lost their mind. How do you outwit a man who can see into the future? Look at this.

(GENIUS ties STAGGER’s hands behind his back, then pulls him up to look at the board.)

GENIUS: We’ve known since last night that you were coming. Last night’s prophecy – this is us, this constellation here. These stones form the barrier of the woods, our secrecy. But look, you see these stones have broken through? A threat. An armed threat. We’ve been waiting for you, Comrade. Now tell us – who sent you? What is your full name? No? Well, we’ll see if Comrade Stalin’s private torturers can change your mind.

(STAGGER begins to laugh uncontrollably.)

GENIUS: What? What is funny?

STAG: Comrade Stalin? You believe Comrade Stalin will help you.

GENIUS: I work for Comrade Stalin! I send him a prophecy every day. I am one of his favoured servants.

STAG: Stalin is dead, Comrade Genius.

GENIUS: What?

STAG: Four nights ago. A heart attack in his private chambers. Comrade Kruschev is in control now.

GENIUS: Not possible. I would have prophecied it.

STAG: Kruschev is not impressed at the way Stalin frittled away state money on crackpot experiments. I’ve come to shut you down, Comrade. Look in my pocket.

(GENIUS takes STAG’s ID from his pocket.)

GENIUS: Alexei Stagger. KGB. Moscow. The secret police?

STAG: Look into the future, Comrade. Your time is finished. Russia no longer wants you and your prophecies.

GENIUS: Be silent! Alexei Stagger, is it? Alexei, Stagger.

(GENIUS gets a pen and a scrap of paper.)

STAG: What are you doing?

GENIUS: Did you think to wonder how Stalin came to hear of my research in the first place? Comrade Stalin came to inspect this prison in 1949. In those days, I was a prisoner. The work was going slow, the prisoners were dying of starvation and cold. The guards were worried because Stalin was coming and we were behind schedule. They didn’t know how to make the workers work. So I showed them a little trick.

STAG: What are you writing?

GENIUS: When Stalin came by the workers were all working hard. He was impressed with my technique.

(Shows STAGGER the piece of paper.) 

GENIUS: This is Yiddish. The true language of nature. I have written three words. Alexei. Stagger. Obey.

(GENIUS slaps the paper to STAGGER’s neck.)

GENIUS: Stagger – stand.

(STAG stands up.)

STAG: Cheap tricks. Your magic won’t work on me-

GENIUS: Stagger – be silent. Stagger – sit. Stagger – clap. Good.

(HITLER enters. He sees ADOLF with a gun and runs over to it. He grabs the gun and tries to push it into his eye. ADOLF is surprised, but instinctively holds on properly, ready to shoot.)

HITLER: Pull the trigger. Pull the trigger.

(GENIUS drags HITLER off.)

ADOLF: I wasn’t going to kill him. I wouldn’t have killed you. I’m not a killer. I couldn’t kill, I wasn’t going to.

GENIUS: Hitler – stay! Stay!

HITLER: Fuck you!

GENIUS: Adolf, please give me the gun.

(ADOLF stares at GENIUS)

.

GENIUS: Adolf, give me the gun.

ADOLF: I wasn’t going to kill him! I’m not a killer.

GENIUS: Please give it to me.

ADOLF: I don’t want it.

GENIUS: Can I have it?

(GENIUS takes the gun. ADOLF does not resist. He goes and starts painting. HITLER stays sitting, staring at the gun. GENIUS tries to unload the gun.)

GENIUS: Clearly not safe leaving bullets in this… 

(GENIUS cannot get the gun open.)

HITLER: I can get it open.

GENIUS: Stagger – take the gun. Stagger  - take the bullets out of the gun.

(STAGGER mimes removing bullets from an open chamber.)

GENIUS: Stagger – stop. Too complicated. Stagger – open the bullet chamber. Stagger – take the bullets out of the chamber. Stagger – give the bullets to me. Stagger – give the gun to me. Stagger – sit. Right. Let’s get on with it. The future’s not going to predict itself, is it? 

(GENIUS gives HITLER the gun. HITLER takes it contemptuously. He tries shooting himself, just in case. GENIUS clears the game board. ADOLF paints with red paint. HITLER finds a spider and begins chasing it around the room.)

ADOLF: What was painted here before I came?

GENIUS: What do you mean?

ADOLF: What was painted on this easel before I got here?

GENIUS: I think… a snow scene. A picture of a boy sleeping in the snow.

ADOLF: What about before that?

GENIUS: I can’t remember – oh yes, a picture of two crotches having sex.

ADOLF: Who was having sex?

GENIUS: I don’t know, it was a close detail of the genitals. Disgusting, if you ask me. There was a good painting a few months back of a fireplace. All the coals were little faces when you looked closely. I can’t remember whether it was a Adolf or a Hitler picture.

ADOLF: How many paintings have been painted here? Did they all paint? 

GENIUS: Yes.

ADOLF: Do you still have any of the paintings they did?

GENIUS: Why do you care? I’ve told you not to think about them.

ADOLF: What happened to their paintings? When they died? What did you do with their paintings?

GENIUS: I burned them.

ADOLF: All of them?

GENIUS: Yes. I put them in the fire and they burned.

ADOLF: What will you do with this one? When I die, what will you do with it?

GENIUS: I’ll burn it.

ADOLF: Don’t. Don’t burn this one.

GENIUS: All right, I’ll hang it in my boudoir and frame it. Yes I’m going to burn it. Do you mind?

(GENIUS goes back to his game. ADOLF notices HITLER.)

ADOLF: Adolf, what are you doing?

HITLER: I’m killing a spider.

ADOLF: You’re not killing it, you’re tormenting it.

HITLER: Yes. That’s right. It’s down to five legs.

ADOLF: Leave it alone.

HITLER: Go to hell.

(ADOLF goes to HITLER and puts his hands over the spider.)

HITLER: I’ll kill it when you forget about it.

ADOLF: No you won’t.

(ADOLF takes the spider outside. HITLER sits playing with some Go stones while he waits. ADOLF returns.)

HITLER: How come I can’t kill a spider but you can?

ADOLF: I haven’t killed anything.

HITLER: Yes you did, you froze it to death.

ADOLF: No, I let it go.

HITLER: You let it go in the snow. It’s going to freeze to death.

ADOLF: No it’s not. It’s fine. I didn’t even hurt it. I don’t kill even spiders. 

HITLER: Ask Genius.

ADOLF: Genius. Genius, did I kill the spider?

GENIUS: Did you what?

ADOLF: The spider. I didn’t kill it.

HITLER: She put it out in the snow.

ADOLF: Yeah, but it’s not going to die, is it? It’ll be all right, I mean, it’s fine. It’s okay.

GENIUS: You put a spider out in the snow?

ADOLF: Yes.

GENIUS: Yes, it’s dead.

ADOLF: No it’s not!

GENIUS: What’s it going to eat? Where’s it going to build its web?

ADOLF: It’s still alive….

(ADOLF starts to go out to look for the spider.)

GENIUS: Adolf. Come back. Sit down, we’re ready to play. Adolf, up to the table.

HITLER: Not playing tonight.

GENIUS: Adolf – up to the table.

HITLER: I’ll play if you give me a bullet.

GENIUS: After the game. You can have a bullet after the game.

HITLER: I don’t believe you.

GENIUS: Hitler, get up to the table! Hitler! Come back here!

(GENIUS goes to grab HITLER. HITTLER scuttles back into a corner and crouches there, chewing a Go stone. GENIUS goes back to the table and gets a scrap of paper.)

GENIUS: Hitler, you little twat. This game is going to take all night.

ADOLF: He’s gone, Genius, he’s not going to last another game.

GENIUS: He’s going to have to.

ADOLF: He’s lasted two weeks, Genius. Most of that batch doesn’t make it to ten days.

GENIUS: Sorry, what? Most of that batch? How long have you been here, Adolf? How many of that batch have you seen?

ADOLF: Six.

GENIUS: You’ve been here two months, you’ve seen six. I’ve been here four years, I’ve seen hundreds. I say he can last another game, he certainly can.

ADOLF: What are you doing?

GENIUS: I’m fixing the little bastard.

ADOLF: Can’t we just put him to sleep? If we make him play he’ll just hurt himself afterwards. Let’s give him some poison tonight and wake a new one tomorrow. I don’t want to see him hurt himself.

GENIUS: Skip a game? Skip a - Adolf, I was a prisoner here once. Stalin set me free. Comrade Stalin provided me with money, with this guard house, with game players, food, electricity – and all he asked is that I send him a prophecy every day. In four years I haven’t missed a day.

ADOLF: But the KGB man said Stalin’s dead-

GENIUS: And you believe him. The secret police is full of traitors – traitors to Stalin, traitors to Mother Russia.

HITLER: Stalin’s a treacherous beast!

GENIUS: You shut up! No, Adolf, we are not missing a game. Hitler, here’s your bullet. 

(GENIUS gives a bullet to HITLER. HITLER eagerly starts to put it in the gun. As he does, GENIUS slaps the piece of paper on HITLER’s neck.)

GENIUS: Hitler – freeze. Hitler – stand. Hitler – give me the bullet. Hitler – give me the gun. Hitler – follow.

(GENIUS leads HITLER to the board. They stand around it as GENIUS leads them in a rousing anthem. HITLER drones, ADOLF mumbles.)

ALL: From his eyes, clear and pure

We took courage and strength

Like radiant water from a deep well

On our fighting road.

Let us, comrades, sing a song

About the greatest general,

The most fearless and strong,

About Stalin let's sing a song.

We are the countless, awesome legions of Communism

With the light of artificial suns we have lit up the cities

Our proud souls burn with the fire of revolt

In the name of our Tomorrow we shall burn the past

We have thrown off the heavy, crushing legacy

We shall look towards the luminous kingdom of the future-

Let us sing, comrades, sing a song

About the dearest person,

About our sun, about the truth of nations

About Stalin let's sing a song.

GENIUS: Hitler - play.

(HITLER and ADOLF play. GENIUS follows closely. HITLER sneaks a go piece into his mouth. After a few moves, HITLER starts to look very ill. Trembling, struggling for breath. His hands shake, he drops stones.)

ADOLF: What’s the matter with him?

GENIUS: I don’t know. Hitler – play.

(HITLER plays another stone and then grabs his stomach, looking violently ill. ADOLF plays.)

GENIUS: Hitler – play.

(HITLER struggles to place a stone on the table, and then falls to the floor, choking and coughing. ADOLF and GENIUS run to him.)

GENIUS: He’s choking on something! Press on his stomach!

(ADOLF stamps on HITLER’s stomach. HITLER chokes up a stone, then dies.)

ADOLF: Is he all right?
GENIUS: He’s dead.

ADOLF: Dead. How dead?

GENIUS: Proper dead.

ADOLF: I mean, dead how?

GENIUS: Looks like he swallowed a stone. No, feel his stomach. Looks like he swallowed lots of stones. Oh well. We’d better get on with it. Let’s get him out and get a new one in. This game is going to take all night. Stagger – come here. Stagger, lift Hitler.

(GENIUS and STAGGER carry HITLER out the front door.)

ADOLF: Number six.

(Adolf goes to the painting, starts to paint. GENIUS and STAGGER return from outside, walk down into the cellar. They carry out a new HITLER. HITLER is softly moaning and grunting. GENIUS and STAGGER put HITLER into the bath. GENIUS notices ADOLF’s painting.)

GENIUS: Stagger – rest. What’s this?

ADOLF: This is the first one.  He was born the same day as me.  He killed himself with a paintbrush through the eye.  And this is the one that killed himself with the table leg. And these are the three that went out into the snow and froze. This is number six. 

GENIUS: Morbid.  What do you call it?

ADOLF: My life.

GENIUS: Adolf. Don't get depressed just because Hitler's found a new way to kill himself. Trust me, I've seen him die every way you could imagine. One of them - I think last winter - one of them managed to stuff himself in the fireplace without me noticing.

ADOLF: So how do I die?

GENIUS: I don't know. Ask me again when you're dead.

ADOLF: What I mean is, how did the other Adolfs die?

GENIUS: Plenty of different ways.

ADOLF: How did most of them die?

GENIUS: I don't know, they all died differently. They didn't all kill themselves, trust me. Adolfs aren't suicidal. Not generally. Not every time, not like those sorry bastards.

ADOLF: How many different Adolfs have there been?

GENIUS: Not very many. I mean, especially not compared to how many 1945 sperms there've been.

ADOLF: How many?

GENIUS: Maybe forty.

ADOLF: Forty. Forty Adolfs in four years. How many Adolfs?

GENIUS: Couple of hundred at least. It’s not a very stable batch of sperm. Hitler ejaculated that sperm about ten hours before he shot himself in the head. He just lost the second world war. Of course he's depressed. You, you're sperm from the prime of Hitler's life. What's the last year you remember?

ADOLF: 1931.

GENIUS: That's right. Ejaculated when he was 42 years old. In the prime of his life. What have you got to be upset about?

ADOLF: What are you going to be like in fourteen years time? I know what I’m going to be. I’m going to be that suicidal butcher.

GENIUS: That's not a suicidal butcher - that's a brand new sperm and it's going to last at least a week. Stop thinking about that rubbish, Adolf. Open his eye.

(ADOLF pulls open one eye, GENIUS shines in a light.)

GENIUS: Pupil's not dilating. I hope it's not braindead.

ADOLF: He's crying.

GENIUS: No, he’s leaking. Okay, try the other one.

(ADOLF opens his other eye, GENIUS shines in the light, slaps his cheek.)

GENIUS: Nothing. Bloody hell. Okay, you can add this one to your tally. We're going to have to grow another one from scratch.

HIT: Flood the tunnels! Drown the wounded! The Soviets will get no-one! I said flood the tunnels! The Soviets are approaching! 
GENIUS: Stagger, take this matchbox. Stagger, take a match from the box. Stagger, strike a match.

HITLER: Listen to me, man! It doesn’t matter if I die! The Nazi people will be victorious! We’ll never die! Shoot me! 

GENIUS: Stagger, hold this spoon.

(STAGGER cooks a white powder on a spoon. GENIUS prepares a needle.)

HIT: You bastard! Shoot! Shoot! If they capture me they’ll hang me! I can’t be hanged! I need to die with a bullet! Give it to me! Eva! Eva!
GENIUS: Stagger, extinguish.

(GENIUS injects HITLER in the arm.)

HIT: Beautiful city, Prague! The sun was shining, the Wehrmacht in their best uniforms, the tanks rolling, everyone shouting "Heil-" well, Heil me, let's say, and the pretty Czech girls hanging flowers round our necks...

(HIT passes out. GENIUS gets a shovel.)

GENIUS: Stagger, take this shovel. Stagger, go outside and bury Hitler.

(STAG is confused by this order.)

GENIUS: Stagger, stop! Stagger, go outside… and bury Hitler. Stagger, stop! Stagger, follow.

(GENIUS leads STAG outside.)

ADOLF: I’m not you. You might be me but I’m not you. I didn’t kill anyone. I never have. I’m not a killer.

HITLER: What? Where’s Eva?

ADOLF: What?

HITLER: Where’s Eva. My wife. I was sleeping with her. Who are you?

ADOLF: Good morning-

HITLER: Guards! Heinz! Heinz! Alarm!Alarm!

ADOLF: They’re not here.

HITLER: Where am I?

ADOLF: Russia.

HITLER: The Slavs! The Soviets have come!Alarm! The Russians are here!

ADOLF: No, you’re in Russia. It’s not World War 2. This is 1953.

HITLER: Where’d Eva go? I was fucking my wife about a minute ago. Where did she get to?

ADOLF: One more time. You’re not Berlin, you’re in a prison in Russia. There are no guards, there’s nothing but snow for twenty miles every side. It’s 1953. Eva Braun is dead. Adolf Hitler is dead. You are not Adolf Hitler.

HITLER: Oh, I’m sorry, I thought there was more. No, carry on, this is hilarious. 

ADOLF: The last thing you remember is having sex with your wife, right? And now suddenly you’re in a bath. What do you think happened?

(Pause while HITLER digests his surroundings.)

HITLER: What did you mean when you said I was dead?

ADOLF: Adolf Hitler is dead. You’re not Adolf Hitler.

HITLER: Why not?

ADOLF:  Genius has some of Hitler’s semen downstairs. You have been grown from one of those sperm.

HITLER: What did you say?

ADOLF: Sperm. You are a sperm.

(HITLER giggles.)

HITLER: You know, normally I’d be quite peeved at that suggestion. But for some reason today I’m in a good mood.

ADOLF: Genius shot you full of heroin.

HITLER: The plot thickens! I’m in a spermbath in Russia and I’m on heroin. It’s gonna be a good day. A good day. Do good. Watch me. Watch me sit up. Yes, I think I can get out of the bath, now, thank you. I’m clean. I’m clean, Fraulein.

(GENIUS arrives with a doctor’s kit.)

GENIUS: Good morning, Herr Hitler. How do you feel this morning?

HITLER: Nothing too dramatic, thank you, just a bit off the sides. And a trim of my mustache, it’s getting a bit wild.

GENIUS: What mustache?

HITLER: You’ve taken my mustache!

GENIUS: Don’t start thrashing about. Stay still, I’ve got to check your pulse.

HITLER: Adolf Hitler, by the way.

GENIUS: John Genius. It’s a pleasure, Mr Hitler.

HITLER: I don’t suppose you’d care to explain what’s going on here, would you? I don’t know where I am.

GENIUS: I certainly can. Can you make a fist? Thanks. Squeeze. Hard as you can.

HITLER: Feeling a little weak, actually.

GENIUS: That’s just the heroin. You’ll be fine in a few minutes. 

HITLER: Last thing I remember is I’m having sex with my wife. The Soviets are approaching Berlin… I’d just given the orders for the tunnels to be flooded to drown the German sick and wounded so the Soviets can’t have them. 

GENIUS: All right. About seven hours after your last memory, Hitler shot Eva in the head and then shot himself. Hitler’s body was burned in the garden and the Soviets took Berlin before morning.

HITLER: I’m dead?

GENIUS: No, Hitler’s dead. When the Soviets found him his body was mostly burned. But the Soviets found Eva’s body with Hitler’s semen still inside it.

HITLER: What have you done with my semen?

GENIUS: Comrade Stalin gave it to me.

HITLER: You have my sperm?

GENIUS: You are your sperm. The last thing you remember is having sex with Eva? That’s because you’re one of the sperm that Hitler ejaculated into Eva.

HITLER: Will you talk some sense, you lunatic? You can’t turn a sperm into a person. You need a man and a woman!

GENIUS: I don’t. 

HITLER: Is he some kind of wizard, then?

ADOLF: He’s a genius.

GENIUS: I’m a scientist, Hitler. I trained in a monastery by the Dead Sea.

HITLER: No scientist can transform a tiny wriggling sperm into a human being with arms and legs!

GENIUS: Did Comrade Stalin say that? Did he? Did Comrade Stalin say that science can’t transform 300 million of the great German tyrant Hitler into real, living human beings? No. Comrade Stalin said ‘Genius. I trust you. Take these two jars, these two little glass tubes. They are Russia’s greatest treasure. They are Communism’s greatest treasure. Keep this sperm, Genius, and use it to look forward. Look to the future, Genius!’ That is what Stalin said. 

HITLER: Well what am I here for?

GENIUS: Do you recognise this?

HITLER: It’s a Go board. 

GENIUS: Do you remember how to play?
HITLER: Yes, I remember how to play. Is that why I’m here, to play Go?

GENIUS: Yes.

HITLER: Who am I supposed to play? 

GENIUS: Him.

HITLER: Him? I don’t mean to be rude, but he’s a nut.

GENIUS: He’s as good a player as you.

HITLER: Who is he?
GENIUS: He is you. He’s another one of Hitler’s sperm.

HITLER: Another… one? Another Hitler?

GENIUS: Hitler ejaculated him in 1931.

HITLER: So he’s… Fourteen years younger. Where’d you get that sperm? You’ve been stealing my bedsheets.

GENIUS: It was extracted from the body of Hitler’s old girlfriend, Geli Raubel.

HITLER: Ah yes, Geli Raubel. I shot her.

GENIUS: I got the body.

HITLER: Why do you need Hitlers to play your damned board game? There must be thousands of Commies can play better than I can.

GENIUS: It was Stalin’s idea.

HITLER: Stalin! I should have known.

GENIUS: There’s enough sperm downstairs to create millions of Hitlers. For every Russian that died in the second world war a Hitler will be revived. You will work for Mother Russia and suffer until you die. And then again. And then again. Twenty million soviets died thanks to your Operation Barbarossa. That debt will be repaid. You will pay it. Over and over again, until your death, twenty million times. Think about that. Adolf, show him his easel.

(ADOLF helps HITLER out of the bath and takes him to his easel.)
ADOLF: This easel is yours. 

HITLER: Revelationary! What an artist dies with me. 

(HITLER tries to paint but there is very little paint. He grows bored and looks over ADOLF’s shoulder.)

HITLER: This is your painting?

ADOLF: Yes.

HITLER: You’ve got a lot to learn. Believe me, I’ve learned a lot since 1931.

ADOLF: Done a lot of killing.

HITLER: Oh yes, lot of that. This piece of yours reminds me of some of the work we did in Munich. Do you recall the sketch of our niece in the summer of 1910?

ADOLF: The pencil drawing of Geli Raubel?

HITLER: That’s the one. Professor Ausgroben said it was brilliant! Inspired, he said.

ADOLF: He said the outline was too thick, too smeared.

HITLER: Yes, well, our technique was imprecise. But the talent was there.

ADOLF: Professor Ausgroben was an idiot.

HITLER: A damned backsliding socialist! You remind me so much of myself. Do I remind you of you?

(ADOLF shakes his head.)

HITLER: You’ve got such a long way to go before you become me. Fourteen years of victory and killing to harden this flab into this… steel. What’s the last thing you remember?

ADOLF: Having sex with Geli Raubel.

HITLER: It seems like such a long time ago. I shot her, I can barely remember why. Here, let me fix it.

ADOLF: Put that back.

HITLER: It’ll only be an improvement.
ADOLF: Adolf, give me the paint.

HITLER: I don’t think you appreciate what I’m offering you. 

(ADOLF grabs HITLER and takes the paintbrush back off him.)

HITLER: But you are me! You are destined to become me!

ADOLF: I’ve never killed anyone.

HITLER: You will! You remember the last time we had sex with Geli – we killed her not five hours afterwards.

ADOLF: Why did you?

HITLER: Why did we? Why did you?

ADOLF: I didn’t kill her, it didn’t happen to me.

HITLER: For me, it is fourteen years in the past. For you, it’s only hours in the future.

GENIUS: Enough. Both of you, down to the table. It’s time to finish this game.
(ADOLF stands, not looking at HITLER, and walks to the table. HITLER takes the red paint and smears it all over the painting. ADOLF sees him and goes berserk. He grabs the painting, getting red all over his hands. He grabs HITLER’s neck and is about to strangle him. GENIUS pulls him off.)

GENIUS: Adolf! Adolf! Stop! Adolf, calm down! Calm down!

HITLER: Do it! Cut off my air!

ADOLF: I’m calm. It’s all right, I wasn’t going to kill him. I’m not a killer, don’t worry. I’m not him. I’m not worried. I’m not worrying. See, I’m fine.

GENIUS: You’re all right, Adolf. Why don’t you go and wash your hands in the snow?

ADOLF: I’m fine. I’ll wash my hands.

(ADOLF exits to wash his hands. GENIUS writes on a scrap of paper.)

HITLER: Look at this shit on my neck. What's his problem?

GENIUS: He's seen too many people die in the last couple of months. He's starting to get used to death.

HITLER: Of course he is. He’s a killer, believe me. He’s just thinking too much about it, that’s her problem.

GENIUS: You’re right. I don’t want him to think at all.

(ADOLF enters. He sees GENIUS approaching with a piece of paper. He flinches as GENIUS sticks it to his neck.)

GENIUS: Sorry, Adolf. Adolf – follow.

HITLER: Adolf, dance. Doesn’t work, chief.

GENIUS: She’s not programmed to obey you.

(ADOLF follows him to the table. They all three stand around the table. GENIUS recites the anthem, ADOLF drones it, and HITLER follows as best he can.)

ALL: We are the countless, awesome legions of Communism

With the light of artificial suns we have lit up the cities

Our proud souls burn with the fire of revolt

In the name of our Tomorrow we shall burn the past

We have thrown off the heavy, crushing legacy

We shall look towards the luminous kingdom of the future-

Let us sing, comrades, sing a song

(STAGGER enters. His clothes are ripped and the trowel is bloody.)

GENIUS: Where have you been? Did you bury it? Stagger – did you bury the painting? (STAGGER nods. GENIUS thinks.) Good.

(They begin to play. For a while, both play quickly. Then LUCKY begins to slow down.)

GENIUS: Lucky – play.

LUCKY: Why did you kill Geli Raubel?

GENIUS: Lucky – play.

LUCKY: Why did you kill Geli Raubel?

HITLER: What would you have done?

LUCKY: Why did you kill her?

GENIUS: Lucky - do not concern yourself about whether you would kill- no.

LUCKY: Why did you kill Geli?

GENIUS: Lucky – do not worry about whether or not you are a killer.

(LUCKY suddenly grabs HITLER by the throat. GENIUS, terrified, grabs the gun and the bullets, tries to load the gun.)

LUCKY: Tell me why you killed Geli.

HITLER: It just happened. It was one of those things that just happened.

LUCKY: Don't tell me "it just happened." Why did it happen? Why did you do it?

HITLER: What do you want me to say? I lost my temper, all right? Things were going badly, and I lost my temper, and there she was!

GENIUS: Lucky - stop!

LUCKY: I think I understand you. I've broken a cup because things weren't going well. I kicked a dog after an argument. I lost my temper and there she was.

GENIUS: Lucky – stop!

LUCKY: I have stopped.

GENIUS: Lucky – let go of Adolf.

(LUCKY lets him go. As ADOLF falls to the floor, he pulls the paper from LUCKY’s neck. LUCKY stands still for a second, and then she realises what she has done. She gasps and claps her hand over her mouth. She doesn’t move. GENIUS warily walks forward and pulls ADOLF free from her reach. Checks his pulse.)

GENIUS: Congratulations, Lucky, you’re a killer. Glad we finally got that one sorted out. You really want this game to take all night, don’t you?  Stagger, come here. Stagger, lift Hitler. Stagger, follow.

(GENIUS and STAGGER carry HITLER’s body outside.)

LUCKY:  "Don't worry about whether or not you are a killer," he said. And I didn't.  Don't worry about whether or not you're a killer - and I wasn't worried about it. I stopped worrying about it and I realised I was a killer. I knew I was. But now I am not certain, I’m worrying.  

(GENIUS and STAGGER re-enter, walk across stage and exit into the cellar.)

LUCKY:  I know how it felt to be certain I was right – a rush of relief. I want it back again. I’ve tasted the freedom of certainty, now I can’t live without it.

(GENIUS and STAGGER drag a new HITLER in, put him in the bath.)

LUCKY: Part of me, of course, still finds what I am about to do totally repugnant. Never mind. It won't last.
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