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To make the reading of this play easier, I must make one point clear. On stage the drama and the ballet take place simultaneously throughout, however they appear consecutively. This is why Nijinsky, and only Nijinsky, is being played both by an actor and a dancer. This is not a choreo-drama.

The most appropriate definition of the genre, I would say, is a play with a divertissement. Since the emphasis is on the drama, I have only given an indication at which point each particular ballet should be used during the course of the drama. The rest is a matter of working out details during production.

scene 1 - Petersburg 1905-1909.

Ballet - Swan Lake, P. I. Tchaikovsky

scene 2 - Paris, Petersburg, Venice, 1909.

Ballet - La Pavillon D`Armide, N. Tcherepin

scene 3 - Petersburg, London 1910-1911.

Ballet - L` après - midi d`un faune - Claude Debussy

scene 4 - London, Monte Carlo 1912.

Ballet - Le Sacré du Printemps - I. Stravinsky

scene 5 - Aboard s/s AVON, South America 1913.

Ballet - Jeux - Debussy

scene 6 - Petersburg, London, Budapest, New York 1913-1917.

Ballet - Till Eulenspiegel - r. Strauss

scene 7 - Petersburg, St Moritz, Paris, 1917-1929.

There is no ballet in this scene, the dancer Nijinsky spends the whole time sitting and looking at the audience

scene 8 - Budapest, a village on the Hungarian-Austrian border, Vienna, England 1941-1950.

Ballet - any piece by Philip Glass

Scene I

Nijinskaya:
Blood ... deux ... trois ... quatre... It's the blood ... trois ... quatre...
Bronia:
It's more than just blood, mammy.

Nijinskaya:
It's all in the blood, Bronia.

Bronia:
Vatya was gifted by God himself.

Nijinskaya:
Oh, how Orthodox! How pathetic!

Bronia:
No one performs a leap as he does.

Nijinskaya:
And I tell you, it's in the blood. Stacha, the tear in my eye, did not lose his mind because he fell out of the window in Warsaw. Just before I gave birth to him, we were attacked by bandits Caucasus. I could not utter a word for three days. And when I delivered him, I knew. No good would come of it! So, I tell you, Bronia, it is in the blood.

Nijinsky:
There was bloodshed on the Nevski Bridge.

Babitch:
That little sister of mine went there.

Nijinsky:
We'll find her, don't worry, Grigori Babitch.

Babitch:
My God, it's only because these people are hungry that the others take to the sword...

Nijinsky: 
I told you, we will find her, Grigori Babitch.

Babitch:
And they interrupted the performance in the Alexandrinsky theatre.

Nijinsky:
In the Marinsky, too.

Nijinskaya:
And his wrath! It sometimes seems to me that he's mad. He got it from his father ... See... trois ... quatre...
Bronia:
And I tell you he will soon be the Premier Danceur.

Nijinskaya: 
If God wills it.

Bronia:
In the Marinsky theatre he makes 65 roubles for a whole month, and for just one private lesson, he gets a hundred. A hundred roubles, mummy.

Nijinskaya: 
With God's help it will be enough for Stasha's doctors.

Bronia:
Maestro Fokine asked him to do a new ballet.

Nijinskaya:
Praise God.

Bronia:
Now you are praising God too.

Nijinskaya:
It's not nice, Bronia, to mock one's mother.

Bronia:
Can't help it, mamusha! I am so happy.

Nijinskaya:
Keep the posture ... trois, quatre.

Babitch:
Sergei Legat killed himself. Cut his own throat.

Nijinsky:
I do not understand what "the autonomy of the theatre" means.

Babitch:
The word got out that he had written a petition. And then he was asked to sign the declaration of loyalty. And, you see, Vaslav Fomitch, everybody signed it, almost everybody had signed it, and he was left alone.

Nijinsky:
Our job is to dance.

Babitch:
Both Fokine and Karsavina signed, and he was left alone. They signed because the Court Secretary threatened them.

Nijinsky:
Our job is to dance, Grigori Babitch.

Babitch:
And why is it that my little sister is no more?

Nijinsky:
 She will be back.

Babitch:
No, she will not! They killed her.

Nijinsky:
That's stupid, Grigori Babitch.

Babitch:
I know.

Nijinsky:
Our job is to dance.

Babitch:
That crazy Pole! Russia covered in blood.


They made our teacher cut his own throat, my little sister disappeared, and he wants to dance.

Nijinsky:
Karsavina watched me yesterday. That's what's important.

Babitch:
My God, he's crazy. He is absolutely crazy.

Isadora:
Mother Russia! Oh, Serge, who could ever understand you Russians?

Diaghilev:
Isadora, don't wear yourself out.

Isadora:
And, you see, Serge, I've cried. I cried watching that dark procession, those people carrying caskets, burying their kin at dawn; forbidden to do it during the day so as not to start more serious riots. And all because they begged the Tsar for a piece of bread. So, tell me all about Mother Russia.

Diaghilev:
We shall have a Parliament. You'll see.


It'll get better.

Isadora:
It's the Twentieth Century, Serge, and you are going to have A PARLIAMENT! You, barbarians!

Diaghilev:
You wanted me to tell you about the exhibition?

Isadora:
Barbarian!

Diaghilev:
Paris will discover Russia. I'll introduce Russia to the whole world. Just imagine, two centuries of Russian painting and sculpture at the Petit Palais. Diaghilev reveals Russia!

Isadora:
Painting, sculpture. And what about ballet?

Diaghilev:
With you around, our ballet is out of fashion.

Isadora:
You've got Pavlova, Karsavina...

Diaghilev:
We, barbarians.

Isadora:
Bolm, Nijinsky...

Diaghilev:
We have all that, Isadora, all that.

Isadora:
Are you mocking me Serge?

Diaghilev:
Would you like some barbarian caviar? Caspian?

Isadora:
Serge, you are simply irresistible.

Bronia:
I am tired, mummy.

Nijinskaya:
You don't say! Tired?

Bronia:
Just five minutes.

Nijinskaya:
And why not in five minutes, my dove?

Bronia:
Do you think the Tsar will agree to the autonomy of the theatre?

Nijinskaya:
Bronislava!

Bronia:
Everybody is talking about it, mummy.

Nijinskaya:
A girl should think only about her dancing.

Bronia:
Mamusha...

Nijinskaya:
Not a word more! See, you are out of step. You won’t even make it to the corps de ballet. One should hold on to bars not onto stories. One should mind one's business. Bronia! Allons ... un ... deux ... trois.... quatre...
Nijinsky:
Un ... deux ... trois.... quatre.... un ... deux ... trois ... quatre...
Lvov:
Prince Pavel Dmitrievitch Lvov.

Nijinsky:
I am doing my exercises, Prince.

Lvov:
Sorry.

Nijinsky:
So be it.

Lvov:
I saw you dancing with Ksheshinska for the Tsar. In Tsarsko selo, during the manoeuvres.

Nijinsky:
And?

Lvov:
You are sure to receive my bouquet.

Nijinsky:
Mon prince, there were flowers everywhere.

Lvov:
It's easy to remember; 25 orchids.

Nijinsky:
I remember one bouquet; I counted to 35 and got tired. I couldn't go on.

Lvov:
There was a golden ring in among the bouquet, with my monogram on it.

Nijinsky:
What a pity! A real pity, Prince.

Lvov:
I will have a new one made.

Nijinsky:
Un, deux, trois, quatre...

Lvov:
You have the grace of a butterfly.

Nijinsky:
The strength of a tiger, Prince.

Lvov:
I beg your pardon, Nijinsky.

Nijinsky:
I must change.

Lvov:
Pardon my taking this liberty, but I wanted to invite you to dinner "chez Kubat".

Nijinsky:
It's crowded there.

Lvov:
But, I have my own table there.

Nijinsky:
What's all this about, Prince?

Lvov:
I like to watch you dancing.

Nijinsky:
There is no dancing "chez Kubat".

Lvov:
I want you to be near me.

Nijinsky:
Prince?

Lvov:
Yes?

Nijinsky:
I don't want you to buy me a ring.

Lvov:
But...

Nijinsky:
Buy me a piano.

Benois:
Ballet is wonderful.

Bakst:
Ballet is boring.

Benois:
Fokine is working on something completely new.

Bakst:
Ballet is ballet. "The World of Art" is interested in true art. Painting.

Benois:
Set’ designing is an art, too.

Diaghilev:
Art is our life.

Benois:
I've made an agreement to write the libretto.

Bakst:
Ha!

Benois:
Bakst is laughing! Just you laugh, Levushka, laugh, and you will have to write the libretto yourself.

Bakst:
Ha!

Diaghilev:
Art is our occupation and each true art is good enough for the World of Art.

Bakst:
Yes, but the World of Art is interested in art that pushes back its borders.

Benois:
That's what I'm talking about. Fokine is shifting those borders.

Diaghilev:
Levushka is right. A ballet with Fokine in it has a future.

Bakst:
Ballet is boring.

Benois:
Ballet is wonderful.

Bakst:
You got frightened because they think we are decadent, so you want to write about ballet now.

Diaghilev:
Only when we start writing about ballet, will they think that we are decadent. You'll see Levushka.

Bronia:
They love him. They simply love him.

Nijinskaya:
I don't understand anything any more.

Bronia:
How come, mummy? It was the Prince who bought the piano, not the Duke. The Duke was going to, but Vatza doesn't like the Duke, he likes the Prince.

Nijinskaya:
I still do not understand.

Bronia:
It doesn't matter, mummy. I'm glad we are moving.

Nijinskaya:
The bigger the house, the more work to be done.

Bronia:
The Prince took Vatza to Faberge's and bought him a ring. Then he took him to the Aquarium. Just imagine, mummy, some American, a Negro, he is dancing a completely new thing, something like a hoofed dancer. You could hear his every step. Imagine, you can see it and hear it. The Prince has promised to take me too.

Nijinskaya:
Oh, Vatza, Vatza...

Bronia:
Can I rest for a while now?

Lvov:
Pardon me, but i should have to...

Nijinsky:
But, Pavel...

Lvov:
Take care of my young friend, Serge.

Diaghilev:
Don't worry, Prince.

Nijinsky:
Pavel...

Lvov:
I'm looking forward to Europe. Venice, Florence, Nice, Barcelona...

Diaghilev:
Paris?

Lvov:
Who knows? Who knows, Serge?

Nijinsky:
Pavel...

Diaghilev:
Bon voyage, mon Prince.

Lvov:
Merci, Serge. Take care of him for me. He is a jewel. Serge, adieu.

Nijinsky:
PAVEL!

Diaghilev:
I will take care of you.

Nijinsky:
Take care of yourself, the devil’ll have you.

Diaghilev:
Nijinsky, I will make a sensation out of you!

Nijinsky:
Mister Diaghilev, I'm already a sensation.

Diaghilev:
I will guide you. You need that.

Nijinsky:
Mister Diaghilev...

Diaghilev:
I want you to call me Serge.

Nijinsky:
Serge...

Diaghilev:
There you are. You see, it is better that way.

Nijinsky:
I'm not.

Diaghilev:
Stay with me tonight at the hotel Europe.

Nijinsky:
Why should I?

Diaghilev: You and I will spread the glory of Russia throughout the world.

Nijinsky:
How I hate self ' confidence.

Diaghilev:
But, you're shaking like a leaf.

Nijinsky:
Stop it, Serge, for God sake!

Diaghilev:
But, you will sleep with me at the Europe tonight?

Nijinsky:
OK. I will, what the hell.

Scene II

Astruc:
On the one hand, Mister Diaghilev, Ballet is so out of fashion.

Diaghilev:
You must come to Petersburg to see the Tsar's Ballet with your own eyes.

Astruc:
But, on the other hand, who knows.

Diaghilev:
Yet, you like ballet, don't you?

Astruc:
I assure you, I do. But Paris, Paris is so complicated.

Diaghilev:
You must come to Petersburg, Mister Astruc.

Astruc:
On the other hand, who knows, Mister Diaghilev, who knows?
Diaghilev:
You, people in France do not appreciate ballet any more. You have sophisticated ballerinas, but no dancers.

Astruc:
But, a man in a ballet, if you please.

Diaghilev:
You should see our Vaslav.

Astruc:
He performs solo?

Diaghilev:
Sometimes solo, sometimes with Pavlova or with Karsavina, the two most wonderful ballerinas in the world. Thy do not dance, they float.

Astruc:
A maitre de ballet?

Diaghilev:
A real genius.

Astruc:
Who knows? Who knows?

Diaghilev:
Our Michel Fokine is the hear to the greatest maître de ballet of all the times.

Astruc:
Maybe it's worth trying.

Diaghilev:
I assure you, it is.

Astruc:
Listen, Diaghilev, I like taking risks. Next season, bring Nijinsky, Pavlova and Fokine to Paris.

Diaghilev:
But, you said that Paris would never want to come and see an all-night performance of ballet.

Astruc:
Let's try, let's try. What do you think of the patrons of the Russian season: Her Royal Highness Princess Murat, Contess de Chevigne, Countess de Hohenfelsen, Grand Duke Cyrille, Baron Rothschild...

Diaghilev:
Paris wants to hear Chaliapin, not to see a ballet, you said.

Astruc:
I think the Châtelet theatre would be convenient, with some adjustments, of course, but I assure you that's the right place for you.

Diaghilev:
But, will Paris come to see a ballet, Mister Astruc?

Diaghilev:
Bravo, Fokine! That's what we need! That's it!

Fokine:
That isn't it yet.

Diaghilev:
Why isn't Kchessinskaya rehearsing?

Fokine:
Oh, Kchessinskaya!

Benois:
She has refused to dance in Paris.

Bakst:
She doesn't want to be in just one ballet.

Benois:
So, what now? The grand Duke has promised one hundred thousand roubles to help out, but as for now, how am I going to finish the libretto?

Bakst:
A propos, the Tsar has noticed that his former protégé has a small protuberance about the waist, but is not sure whether it's the deed of Grand Duke the father, or Grand Duke the son.

Diaghilev:
Stop it. Levushka.

Bakst:
How am I going to finish the costume?

Diaghilev:
Fokine, my dear chap, is there a suitable role for our Kchessinskaya?

Fokine:
No way.

Diaghilev:
Think it over, my dear; after all she is a great dancer, and then her connection with the Court...

Fokine: 
Her dancing is passé, and she doesn't want to try anything new.

Benois:
But people, what about the one hundred thousand roubles?

Diaghilev:
I am responsible for the money. From now on, with or without Tsar's help. You should think about the repertoire and I about taking you to Paris. Why is there no tea for the dancers?

Benois:
With what money?

Diaghilev:
I don't want to hear that word any more. These wonderful people will reveal the wonders of Russian ballet to Paris and we must take care of them. Ballet, the finest of arts exists only in Russia at this time. Do not forget that, only in Russia. Tea and biscuits for the dancers! At once!

Bronia:
Mummy, Paris, just imagine, Paris.

Nijinskaya:
If God wills it.

Bronia:
I will dance with Vatza. Pas de trois, mummy, pas de trois.

Nijinskaya:
So, Bronia, it was worth your while.

Bronia:
We'll make it, mummy, although it did seem that everything was going to pieces. The Tsar has forbidden us to take the sets and the costumes from the Tsar's theatre, thrown us out of the Little Ermitage, but Serge Pavlovitch has found a new theatre. Benois and Bakst are preparing new sets, new costumes, everything new. We will make it, mummy.

Nijinskaya:
God be with Sergei Pavlovitch.

Bronia:
And Kchessinskaya is green with envy.

Nijinskaya:
How do you know that?

Bronia:
She made the Tsar send telegrams to all the embassies, informing them not to have any contact with us, neither in Paris nor on the way to Paris.

Nijinskaya:
How do you know that?

Bronia:
Vatza told me.

Nijinskaya:
Your job is to dance, Bronia.

Bronia:
Our room will be in the hotel on the rive gauche. There is no thing like the left bank in May.

Nijinskaya:
You know that too?

Bronia:
Vatza told me.

Nijinskaya:
And how does Vatza know?

Bronia:
Sergei Pavlovitch told him, for God sake, mamusha.

Nijinskaya:
And Vatza will stay with us?

Bronia:
No, mamusha. He will stay at the Hotel de Hollande with Sergei Pavlovitch.

Nijinskaya:
I see.

Bronia:
I'm so happy!

Fokine:
Sergei Pavlovitch, we can not rehearse amid such chaos.

Diaghilev:
Don't fret, please.

Fokine:
Nothing was ready when I arrived. I beg of you, the opening night is in ten days and the set is not ready yet. I can't rehearse with such noise. I'm rehearsing and they are working on the set.

Diaghilev:
Don't fret, I beg of you.

Fokine:
Tell that man that Karsavina is rehearsing.

Diaghilev:
That man is Mister Brussel, the music critic from Le Figaro.

Fokine:
I don't care who he is. I cannot work.

Diaghilev:
You are jealous, Fokine.

Fokine:
And, in God's name, who are you?

Cocteau:
I am Jean Cocteau. I am in love.

Fokine:
Go to hell!

Cocteau:
Let me talk to him.

Diaghilev:
Later, Mister Cocteau, later.

Cocteau:
You heard me, Nijinsky. I'm waiting for you.

Nijinsky:
Go to hell, Cocteau.

Fokine:
I cannot guarantee you anything, Sergei Pavlovitch. To hold rehearsals like this is unheard of.

Diaghilev:
Everything is perfect already, Michail Michailovitch, it couldn't be better. Relax.

Fokine:
Dear God.

Nijinsky:
Serge, we are rehearsing. Take those men away.

Diaghilev:
OK. We will withdraw and remain quite.

Nijinsky:
That's what you think.

Diaghilev:
It's not their fault that they adore you.

Fokine:
I'll go out of my mind.

Karsavina:
Mr Brussel, Mr Nijinsky is right. I beg of you. You cannot refuse me.

Cocteau:
Nijinsky, I cannot say no to you, either.

Nijinsky:
Go to hell, Cocteau.

Diaghilev:
They love you, my dears. The whole of Paris loves you already. Ten days before the opening night. Just imagine how it will be later.

Fokin:
They will hate us later, if we go on like this.

Diaghilev:
He is a man of precision, a man who takes pleasure in details.

Nijinsky.
Serge, we are rehearsing.

Karsavina:
Mr Brussel, wait for me after the rehearsal. I promise to join you soon.

Cocteau:
I will wait for you, too, Nijinsky.

Nijinsky:
Serge, take him away.

Cocteau:
Promise you will pose for me.

Nijinsky:
Serge, take him away, please.

Cocteau:
Promise, Nijinsky.

Nijinsky:
Go to hell, Cocteau.

Fokine:
My God, I'll go crazy!

Astruc:
I have an ingenious idea!!! In the front rows of the stalls we shall seat only beautiful young women. One blonde, one brunette, one blonde, one brunette, here and there a dark’ haired one, no bald heads, just a sea of beautiful naked shoulders. What do you say, Diaghilev, what a sight it'll be? The ministers Pinchon and Barthou with their wives, and your Ambassador in the central box. Then, Madame Chevigné, Madame Lemaire, Princess Alexandre. Then the Opera directors, Paris, Monte Carlo, New York, Boston. In the other boxes Rodin, Sarah Bernhardt, Ravel, Isadora Duncan, Chaliapin, Debussy, the Rothschilds, Carlotta Zambelli. Tout Paris, encore plus, mon Serge. What do you say, Diaghilev and Astruc have Paris at their feet, Serge.

Pas de deux, Nijinsky and Karsavina. Le Pavillon d'Armide.

Astruc:
What a swindle!

Diaghilev:
Gabriel, mon chere!

Astruc:
I don't want to see you.

Diaghilev:
You must believe in my best intentions.

Astruc:
I was crazy to believe anything at all.

Diaghilev:
I did not want to burden you.

Astruc:
Drop the altruism.

Diaghilev:
Caruso and Metropolitan, I know what it is.

Astruc:
Then you know what a knife in the back means.

Diaghilev:
Oh, Astruc.

Astruc:
I saved you from disaster. Great reviews are one thing ' financial disaster another.

Diaghilev:
I am grateful to you. That's why I didn't want to take up your precious time.

Astruc:
What a hypocrite you are, Diaghilev.

Diaghilev:
Because of that and only because of that, I talked to the representatives of the Opera.

Astruc:
And agreed on the coming season behind my back.

Diaghilev: Your back, your back...

Astruc:
You agreed on the same dates as for my Caruso.

Diaghilev:
You are not going to say that it's the same audience. Some come to see Nijinsky, others to hear Caruso.

Astruc:
That's too much, even for Paris.

Diaghilev:
If I understand you correctly, your anger means you think that in such competition Nijinsky would win.

Astruc:
Rubbish.

Diaghilev:
Gabriel, you are afraid.

Astruc:
Rubbish, Diaghilev.

Diaghilev:
Then, everything is OK. Why angry?

Astruc:
Mon Dieu! He has the nerve to ask.

Diaghilev:
Astruc and Diaghilev will again have Paris at their feet. The Russian ballet and the Metropolitan in the same season. That's... that's...

Astruc:
A disaster, without question.

Diaghilev:
But, Gabriel dear...

Astruc:
You are not going to ruin me. I'll ruin you. Utterly. I'm sorry I made up for your losses this time.

Diaghilev:
I'll bring the Opera too. Chaliapin will sing.

Astruc:
I have written to Chaliapin. He is not going to agree to sing on the same evening as Caruso.

Diaghilev:
I'll bring Kchessinskaya, too.

Astruc:
I have also written to the Grand Duke. I asked him to inform the Tsar of your financial ruin and unfair competition.

Diaghilev:
And what about our artistic success?

Astruc:
It doesn't matter at all any more.

Diaghilev:
Astruc, you are a rogue.

Astruc:
You are saying that to me?

Diaghilev:
Astruc, king rogue.

Astruc:
Then, either you agree to my terms, or...

Diaghilev:
It's blackmail...

Astruc:
But it's not in the back.

Diaghilev:
Your back, your back...

Benois:
The libretto is mine.

Diaghilev:
You're all I needed.

Benois:
Why is it then that it says "Ballet by L. Bakst"?

Diaghilev:
Because his set means more to me than your libretto.

Bakst:
Serge, please.

Benois:
Levushka, you agreed to that.

Bakst:
I assure you, I did not know about this.

Benois:
Why then, Sergei Pavlovitch?

Diaghilev:
Oh, what a tone to take!

Benois:
Answer me.

Diaghilev:
It's totally unimportant.

Bakst:
We will print a new leaflet.

Diaghilev:
Out of the question.

Benois:
Why?

Diaghilev:
We are all one body.

Benois:
What, in God's name should that mean?

Bakst:
We'll change that if you please.

Diaghilev:
"Scheherazade" is our Russian ballet.

Bakst:
Serge, man!

Diaghilev:
Only the whole is important, nothing else.

Benois:
In that case, Serge, we are not working together anymore.

Bakst:
It's stupid, Serge. Very stupid.

Diaghilev:
Anyone who doesn't like it, can go.

Bakst:
Nonsense, Serge.

Benois:
I can always take you to court.

Diaghilev:
You had your "Le Pavillon l'Armide". Levushka has his "Scheherazade".

Benois
I can always take you to court.

Bakst:
It doesn't make any sense, Serge.

Diaghilev:
You on top of everything else.

Bakst:
Please.

Diaghilev:
Anyone who doesn’t like it, is free to go.

Benois:
You're out of your mind.

Diaghilev:
It would be wonderful if your art could exist without you.

Bakst:
You are mad!

Isadora:
So, how do you like Venice?

Nijinsky:
I'm longing for Petersburg.

Isadora:
Russian melancholy.

Nijinsky:
You could never understand that.

Isadora:
I don't, but I love the Russians.

Nijinsky:
I am Polish.

Isadora:
It's almost the same thing.

Nijinsky:
Isadora!

Isadora:
Nijinsky, I've got a brilliant idea.

Nijinsky:
Yes?

Isadora:
Give me a shield.

Nijinsky:
Miss Duncan!

Isadora:
I want to take Russia with me and feel it in me.

Nijinsky:
Please...

Isadora:
Imagine what our child would mean for ballet.

Nijinsky:
Please...

Isadora:
Do this for me.

Nijinsky:
I'm uncomfortable about it.

Isadora:
I want you because you are a genius, Nijinsky, because you are Russian, because you are attractive.

Nijinsky:
Stop, it, Miss Duncan.

Isadora:
You are trembling, Nijinsky.

Nijinsky:
I am not.

Isadora:
Don't you find me attractive?

Nijinsky:
I told you I am not trembling.

Isadora:
Could you imagine what such a combination would mean for ballet? Your genius and mine...

Nijinsky:
Leave off the wine, please.

Isadora:
It's not the wine. I am going to have a Russian baby.

Nijinsky:
I am Polish.

Isadora:
Then, a Pole.

Nijinsky:
You said a Russian.

Isadora:
A Slav, Nijinsky. What the hell, don't split hairs.

Nijinsky:
After all you are drunk, Miss Duncan.

Isadora:
And after all, you are shivering.

Nijinsky:
I am not shivering, Miss Duncan. A am not.

Isadora:
Have you ever slept with a woman, had a woman? Nijinsky has a woman's body ever excited you do you know what to touch is, what passion is, Nijinsky...

Nijinsky:
Stop it, Isadora, for God's sake. You are drunk, and I am not shivering, I told you.

Diaghilev:
Of course, a complete success, my Vatza. Ravel and Debussy are writing ballets for the coming season. Our finances are in order. A young Russian has offered me a ballet. Something new, unheard of, made for you.

Nijinsky:
Serge...

Diaghilev:
Stravinsky, that's his name, I think. Yes, Igor Stravinsky. Sensational, I tell you. Next season I am taking you to Paris, Monte Carlo, Berlin, Amsterdam, Brussels, London, and the year after to New York. We are invited to Argentina, Brazil, Australia, Vienna and Budapest, Vatza dear.

Nijinsky:
Serge...

Diaghilev:
I have to find Bakst as soon as possible. He left you on your own. Levushka, Levushka. Ne's going to write the libretto for the Stravinsky. Petrushka! A brilliant idea. Mine. Everybody’s got one, the English have "Punch", the French "Guinoll", and we will have our Petrushka.

Nijinsky:
Serge...

Diaghilev:
Yes, Vaslav, what is it?

Nijinsky:
Don't you ever leave me alone again.

Diaghilev:
Now, now, malychik (my little boy)...

Nijinsky:
It was like a nightmare.

Diaghilev:
Sh... sh...

Nijinsky:
Cocteau is hounding me.

Diaghilev:
My God.

Nijinsky:
D'Annunzio wants me to dance with him, that mad poet.

Diaghilev:
It's grotesque.

Nijinsky:
Unknown people follow me everywhere, at the Lido, in St Marc's square, and they flirt with me. Serge, it's a nightmare.

Diaghilev:
I am here... Everything will be OK my little one.

Nijinsky:
Don't leave me again.

Diaghilev:
It'll be all right.

Nijinsky:
If you'd stayed away for another day I would have gone mad.

Diaghilev:
But, I am here now, little one.

Nijinsky:
Promise me.

Diaghilev:
It's going to be all right.

Nijinsky:
And Isadora wanted a child by me.

Diaghilev:
Oh, mon petit Vatza, c'est tres comique!

Nijinsky:
It's not funny, Serge... I almost wanted to.

Diaghilev:
Sh... sh... malychik (my little boy).

scene III

Bronia:
Vatza, Vatza, you fool.

Nijinsky:
Bronia, is it possible that you don't understand me?

Bronia:
You fool.

Nijinsky:
I am not a fool, I simply do not want to.

Bronia:
So, you don't want to.

Nijinsky:
I am fed up.

Bronia:
Ha, fed up.

Nijinsky:
Listen, Bronia, I am not telling you that what's going in me is promising, but that's what I am. Gisele, Swan Lake and other such rubbish, it's just not me.

Bronia:
That's what I was expecting. Nonsense.

Nijinsky:
Bronia, my dear, those stories are killing ballet.

Bronia:
You are killing it.

Nijinsky:
So, tell me, what am I best at?

Bronia:
You are always the best.

Nijinsky:
Bronia, Bronia, are you blind?

Bronia:
Vatza, you fool.

Nijinsky:
What do all those beautiful princes, riveted by imaginary movements mean to me? My art is my body. I want to reveal the unknown to reveal the greatness and the idea of the body. To find the movement that does exist inside me but does not come out.

Bronia:
To think of a movement. That's it.

Nijinsky:
Bronia, that's like waking up.

Bronia:
And if you do not make it?

Nijinsky:
One has to try.

Bronia:
Yes, one has to try.

Nijinsky:
You never know if you do not try.

Bronia:
In fact, you would like to become a choreographer.

Nijinsky:
I want to express what I feel inside me.

Bronia:
And what about Fokine?

Nijinsky:
What about him?

Bronia:
Does he know?

Nijinsky:
Of course he doesn't.

Bronia:
You see.

Nijinsky: 
What, Bronia?

Bronia:
He created you.

Nijinsky:
No. He did not.

Bronia:
Yes, he did.

Nijinsky:
He created the ballets i dance in.

Bronia:
And?

Nijinsky:
But I want to create myself.

Bronia:
You are a traitor, Vatza.

Nijinsky:
God created Adam for himself, but Adam wanted to live his own life.

Bronia:
Vatza...

Nijinsky:
We have to achieve more, Bronia. What princes, what princesses, what lakes?! We have to discover the thing inside us. Whatever riches are hidden inside you Bronia, you just have to scratch the surface to reveal them. Shall we, Bronia?

Bronia:
If only I could say no to you.

Diaghilev:
Un, deux, trois, quatre, un, deux, trois, quatre...

Nijinsky:
We are lovers, not a married couple.

Diaghilev:
Real lovers live together.

Nijinsky:
Serge, I do not wish to live together with you.

Diaghilev:
You do not love me any more, Vaslav.

Nijinsky:
I warship you.

Diaghilev:
So?

Nijinsky:
I don't want us to live in the same place.

Diaghilev:
So there you are.

Nijinsky:
I want to be free, to have my own home and peace, Serge.

Diaghilev:
You see.

Nijinsky:
I want to look forward to coming to you.

Diaghilev:
And to come to me when it pleases you?

Nijinsky:
We are together each and every night.

Diaghilev:
Why don't we live together then?

Nijinsky:
I want a place where I could be by myself.

Diaghilev:
You'll have a separate room.

Nijinsky:
A room is not enough.

Diaghilev:
You'll have your peace.

Nijinsky:
It's not that, Serge.

Diaghilev:
You'll have everything.

Nijinsky:
That's not it, Serge.

Diaghilev:
So what the hell is it?

Nijinsky:
I won't have myself.

Diaghilev:
You don't love me anymore, Vatza?

Nijinsky:
I warship you, Sergei Pavlovitch.

Fokine:
What are you doing to me, Sergei Pavlovitch?

Diaghilev:
What am I doing to you, my dear?

Fokine:
Why did you invite Kchessinskaya?

Diaghilev:
Because I think that London should see her.

Fokine:
Why didn't you ask me?

Diaghilev:
She brings in a lot of money, too.

Fokine:
But she doesn't now how to dance my ballets.

Diaghilev:
That means that something’s wrong with your ballets.

Fokine:
Sergei Pavlovitch?!

Diaghilev:
Michail Michailovitch?!

Fokine:
Sergei Pavlovitch, who's to be her partner?

Diaghilev:
Vatza, of course.

Fokine:
Vatza?

Diaghilev:
Vaslav Fomitch Nijinsky, Fokine!

Fokine:
It seems to me you've started to make ballets.

Diaghilev:
My dear chap, maybe you didn't notice, but I have been doing this for a long time.

Fokine:
And what am I doing then?

Diaghilev:
You see, my dear chap, were I able to manage everything by myself, I certainly would not need you. But we are creating a new art, an art that requires the participation of everyone. I know what the stage ought to look like, but I do not know how to make it, that's Bakst's and Benois' job. I do not know how to write a libretto, they know how. I don't know how to transfer my ideas into movements, but this is why you are here. You have even more. Artists: Karsavina, Nijinska, Bolm, Vatza...

Fokine:
Vatza?

Diaghilev:
Vaslav Fomitch Nijinsky, Fokine!

Fokine:
It reached my ears that Vaslav Fomitch Nijinsky and Bronislava Fominichna Nijinska are preparing a ballet to Debussy's music.

Diaghilev:
It's true.

Fokine:
"L'apres ' midi d'un faune". What a title, bless me!

Diaghilev:
Mallarme, Fokine.

Fokine:
It's so inadequate.

Diaghilev:
I assure you that Claude Debussy knows what he's doing.

Fokine:
We'll see, Sergei Pavlovitch.

Diaghilev:
Yes, we'll see, Michail Michailovitch.

Fokine:
And again, I say that as partners Kchessinskaya and Vatza...

Diaghilev:
Vatza?

Fokine:
Oh, Sergei Pavlovitch, don't be childish. I say that the two of them cannot dance together. They are worlds apart.

Diaghilev:
A thousand worlds apart, Fokine.

Fokine:
So?

Diaghilev:
We are bringing the worlds together. When you understand that, you won't be needing me anymore.

Bronia:
So what?

Nijinskaya:
That's terrible!

Bronia:
Mamusha!

Nijinskaya:
Terrible!

Bronia:
He wanted it.

Nijinskaya:
A scandal, my God.

Bronia:
I envy him.

Nijinskaya:
Be quiet, Bronislava.

Bronia:
You see,  I really envy him.

Nijinskaya:
What for?

Bronia:
He knows his place.

Nijinskaya:
What do you mean?

Bronia:
He's free.

Nijinskaya:
Free?!

Bronia:
He is his own man now, mummy. He can do what he wants, he's not tied to the Tsar's Ballet anymore, and it doesn't matter that there's talk that he was thrown out, since his costume was obscene. They're lying, mummy! He made them throw him out, he wanted to break the contract.

Nijinskaya:
But why create a scandal?

Bronia:
They made that up.

Nijinskaya:
They?

Bronia:
Didn't Vatza wear the same costume in Paris?

Nijinskaya:
You are comparing Petersburg and Paris?

Bronia:
There are no borders for Vatza.

Nijinskaya:
I understand less and less.

Bronia:
Up till now, the Russian season throughout the world could last only during the summer. From now on, Vatza will be able to dance throughout the year.

Nijinskaya:
You foolish girl, he'd lose his pension.

Bronia:
Sergei Pavlovitch is founding his own group. Russian Ballet Diaghilev!

Nijinskaya:
If you are not on the authorities' pay roll, you are nobody.

Bronia:
Mamusha!

Nijinskaya:
It's true.

Bronia:
Vatza is a genius, he'll manage.

Nijinskaya:
He's not a genius.

Bronia:
There is only one Vatza.

Nijinskaya:
Geniuses are sad, Bronia. And lonely.

Bronia:
My Vatza is not.

Nijinskaya:
God be with him.

Bronia:
He was never happier.

Nijinskaya:
Touch wood, Bronia.

Bronia:
Sergei Pavlovitch is taking care of him.

Nijinskaya:
Bronia, Bronia!

Bronia:
They are already somewhere near Paris.

Nijinskaya:
They have never been so far away.

Bronia:
What are you talking...

Nijinskaya:
They couldn't be further.

Bronia:
Mother!

Nijinskaya:
He's not coming back to me.

Bronia:
What are you talking about, mummy?

Nijinskaya:
He's left for good, I know. Vatza, Vatza...

Bronia:
What are you talking about, mummy?

Nijinskaya:
Vatza, Vatza, the tear of my eye...

Diaghilev:
Kchessinskaya has arrived.

Nijinsky:
Spear me, Serge.

Diaghilev:
Of what, my dearest?

Nijinsky:
I now, I know, but if I'm to dance with her, at least I should not have to see her off the stage.

Diaghilev:
She has invited us to dinner at the Savoy hotel.

Nijinsky:
Go by yourself.

Diaghilev:
My God, Vaslav...

Nijinsky:
Serge, she has thrown me out of the Tsar's theatres and what would you like me to do now? To kneel in front of her?

Diaghilev:
Leave of the intrigues.

Nijinsky:
Go alone and let me be. I would like to work.

Diaghilev:
You are partners on stage. I demand you to be polite to each other of the stage too. If nothing else, then because of the London press.

Nijinsky:
Is money really the most important thing?

Diaghilev:
You are the most important thing.

Nijinsky:
So?

Diaghilev:
I have invited her over here because of you. So everybody can see that you are what is most important. She is your partner, but you will outshine her. You have danced with Pavlova, with Karsavina, and you haven't been seen only with Kchessinskaya. You need that.

Nijinsky:
Rubbish.

Diaghilev:
You are so infantile, Vatza.

Nijinsky:
You invite her to dinner, let her come to me.

Diaghilev:
First, she’s twice your age, she could be your mother. Second, you should just see her escort, from Grand Duke Andrei Vladimirovitch, to Kchessinskaya's son. An imperial escort" How could I, a poor man entertain them? And, on top of it all, she has bought gold sovereigns for the corps de ballet, plus jewellery for Karsavina and you, as a gift and a token of gratitude. Vatza, come to your senses.

Nijinsky:
What a show-off!

Diaghilev:
Do you know why I invited her?

Nijinsky:
Because of the money.

Diaghilev:
Vatza, Vatza, your tongue is faster than your brain. To take revenge!

Nijinsky:
Serge...

Diaghilev:
So what? After Karsavina and Bronia and Pavlova, she is just another means to emphasise your greatness. My little one, if anyone knows how compare things, it's the English. And in comparison to you Kchessinskaya is the loser.

Nijinsky:
That's not fair, Serge.

Diaghilev:
She's old.

Nijinsky:
That's horrible, Serge.

Diaghilev:
Everybody wants to see you together. So, let them see you and decide for themselves. Get ready for the dinner.

Nijinsky:
You're a real rogue, Serge.

Diaghilev:
Be kind with the old lady.

Nijinsky:
Serge!

Diaghilev:
You yourself have said that she's a braggart.

Nijinsky:
Serge, for God's sake!

Diaghilev:
And?

Nijinsky:
I could hate you, Serge.

Diaghilev:
Vatza, Vatza...

Nijinsky:
After all she is a ballerina.

Diaghilev:
An old ballerina.

Nijinsky:
I'll be old too.

Diaghilev:
Luckily enough, I won't be here to witness that.

Nijinsky:
I could hate you, Serge, I could.

scene IV

Fokine:
It's unheard of, Sergei Pavlovitch, unheard of.

Diaghilev:
You are oversensitive.

Fokine:
He is obstructing my work.

Diaghilev:
He's working too.

Fokine:
He takes my ballerinas away from the rehearsals.

Diaghilev:
In fact, we are making things easier for you. You are already working on three ballets at the same time. Vatza is working on the forth.

Fokine:
Vatza?

Diaghilev:
Do not pretend, Fokine. We are a little bit too old for childish games.

Fokine:
That's it.

Diaghilev:
What?

Fokine:
It's your perversity.

Diaghilev:
Michail Michailovitch?

Fokine:
Because of your homosexuality, you want to ruin me.

Diaghilev:
Who gives you the right...

Fokine:
Everything I have done for you.

Diaghilev:
Back to rehearsing.

Fokine:
Not before you tell Vaslav Fomitch to keep away from my work.

Diaghilev:
Nobody is interfering with anybody's work.

Fokine:
I've heard that you have Nijinsky in mind for the new Stravinsky's ballet.

Diaghilev:
Yes.

Fokine:
In that case, after the Paris season, don't count on me.

Diaghilev:
You are oversensitive.

Fokine:
I am not going to tolerate this homosexual conspiracy.

Diaghilev:
Michail Michailovitch, watch your tongue.

Fokine:
Don't count on me anymore.

Diaghilev:
You'll have to apologise if you want to work with me.

Fokine:
Are you going to ask the whole group for an apology? From all the ones that talk behind your back.

Diaghilev:
I created them.

Fokine:
You?

Diaghilev:
Me.

Fokine:
You are pitiable, Sergei Pavlovitch.

Diaghilev:
In spite of the Tsar, in spite of everybody, in spite of God himself.

Fokine:
You don't say?

Diaghilev:
I am Russian Ballet.

Fokine:
Poor man.

Diaghilev:
And, as far as you are concerned, our collaboration is over.

Fokine:
He is Russian Ballet.

Diaghilev:
You heard me!

Fokine:
Poor man.

Diaghilev:
You heard me!

Fokine:
A poor, perverse man.

Cocteau: 
Mon Dieu Bleu.

Nijinsky:
A disaster, Cocteau, a disaster!

Cocteau:
Gods cannot be ruined.

Nijinsky:
I'm not coming back to Paris.

Cocteau:
Paris loves you.

Nijinsky:
As a dancer.

Cocteau:
They'll come to love Nijinsky the choreographer too.

Nijinsky:
I'm twenty years ahead, Cocteau.

Cocteau:
Five.

Nijinsky:
Twenty.

Cocteau:
Ten, perhaps.

Nijinsky:
I am not going to dance in such rubbish as that "Mon Dieu Bleu" of yours.

Cocteau:
I have written that libretto for you especially.

Nijinsky:
It's stupid.

Cocteau:
It's not.

Nijinsky:
It' stupid.

Cocteau:
If you had made it and not Fokine, it would have been perfect.

Nijinsky:
You are mocking me.

Cocteau:
I worship you.

Nijinsky:
Still, you are mocking me.

Cocteau:
It would have been as perfect as your "L'apres midi d'un faune".

Nijinsky:
Do you ever read the reviews, Cocteau?

Cocteau:
It's all rubbish.

Nijinsky:
Paris is insulting me.

Cocteau:
And have you read what Rodin replied to your critics? That's Paris.

Nijinsky:
It's a drop of water in the ocean.

Cocteau:
After all I am part of Paris too.

Nijinsky:
You are biased.

Cocteau:
I despise the hypocrisy of the famous "tout Paris". For me, the last scene, the one that everybody is against, is one of the most beautiful, most exciting scenes I've ever seen.

Nijinsky:
You are biased.

Cocteau:
They see you masturbating, and I see you interpreting life. That's the difference.

Nijinsky:
My dear Cocteau, you understood, Rodin did, but it's a mere drop in the ocean. Paris is insulting me.

Cocteau:
And what now?

Nijinsky:
I will have to make some changes in the next ballet.

Cocteau:
Debussy's "Jeux".

Nijinsky:
Yes.

Cocteau:
You mustn't do it.

Nijinsky:
I have to.

Cocteau:
You must not allow them to think that they've won.

Nijinsky:
What do you think would happen if they were to see three young men making love on the stage?

Cocteau:
So what?

Nijinsky:
No, Karsavina, Bronia and I are going to do it.

Cocteau:
But, it's not the same ballet anymore.

Nijinsky:
No, it isn't.

Cocteau:
And it isn't you anymore.

Nijinsky:
Who knows what I am?

Cocteau:
You are my Dieu Bleu.

Nijinsky:
You are biased, Cocteau.

Cocteau:
I beg of you, Nijinsky.

Stravinsky:
Opinion will be divided, but I say that the novelty of "Le sacre de printemps" is not the style, instrumentation or the technical apparatus of the work, but in its musical being.

Diaghilev:
I still think it's too revolutionary.

Stravinsky:
May be my music is arrogant, crude, but, allow that it's not subversive.

Diaghilev:
Still...

Stravinsky:
Why do you call everybody who has something new to say, who is unconventional, a revolutionary? That term is so noisy, it means chaos, violence, agitation, uncertainty. There so many other words for originality.

Nijinsky:
Stravinsky is right.

Diaghilev:
In principle, yes. But what about the audience?

Nijinsky:
We are making the audience.

Diaghilev:
Let's not exaggerate!

Stravinsky:
We have to be ahead of the audience. We have to persuade them, to make them believe in our art, to believe in our advantage.

Nijinsky:
Of twenty years.

Diaghilev:
And more, my Vatza. I say that the world is not ready as yet neither for the music of Igor Stravinsky, nor for your cubist ballet.

Nijinsky:
You told me you loved them.

Diaghilev:
I love them, but the audience has to love them too.

Nijinsky:
You said they're ingenious.

Diaghilev:
Because you are ingenious.

Stravinsky:
It's our duty to teach the audience to grow to love something. Sergei Pavlovitch, you don't know till you try.

Diaghilev:
But this is why we have to perform both "Swan lake" and "Giselle".

Nijinsky:
I'm not going to dance this trash anymore. I want to dance my idea, to create movements.

Diaghilev:
And to end like in Paris, is that what you want?

Nijinsky:
Stravinsky, I'll do "Le sacre de printemps".

Stravinsky:
Sergei Pavlovitch that's a wise decision.

Diaghilev:
We'll see...

Nijinsky:
Sergei Pavlovitch trusts us, although he doesn't want it to be known.

Stravinsky:
A wise decision.

Nijinsky:
He trusts us, be assured, I know him well.

Miriam:
It's terribly difficult to decide where one phrase ends and the other begins.

Nijinsky:
Shall we take a brake?

Miriam:
No, not now.

Nijinsky:
Shall I read the telegram to you?

Miriam:
Vaslav, you are weighted down by your greatness.

Nijinsky:
But, Miriam...

Miriam:
In Berlin, the Tsar's family and the king of Portugal. The day before yesterday, in London, The Queen of England. You don't need that.

Nijinsky:
You did not understand me.

Miriam:
You are the genius of your art and they are only crowned heads. They come to admire you, and there is really no need for you to admire them.

Nijinsky:
But, Miriam, this telegram means a lot to me.

Miriam:
Of course.

Nijinsky:
It's the proof that I was right.

Miriam:
Of course, you were.

Nijinsky:
Shall I read it to you?

Miriam:
Read it.

Nijinsky:
Pleas...

Miriam:
I said, read it.

Nijinsky:
"Thank you, my dear Nijinsky, for sending me a telegram in which each word reflected the golden glow of the bugles of victory. Thank you for all of your genius, movement and gesture in my "L'apres midi". You have given it completely new beauty. I congratulate the English for doing what my French could not: that is, to understand you. Yours faithfully Claude Debussy. Do you hear that, Miriam? We have to celebrate.

Miriam:
Let's go back to Stravinsky, Debussy is history.

Nijinsky:
Would you have dinner with me?

Miriam:
Back to Stravinsky.

Nijinsky:
Would you, Miriam?

Miriam:
I think that big circle should be divided into several smaller ones. It would be more effective, don't you think?

Nijinsky:
Whatever you say.

Miriam:
So, it's settled now. Let's proceed.

Nijinsky:
You will have dinner with me?

Miriam:
It's difficult to decide where one phrase ends and the other begins...

Nijinsky:
I'm so glad we're working together.

Miriam:
Then... on the other hand, that Stravinsky... I do not know, but I feel that after "Le sacre de printemps" it will never be the same.

Nijinsky:
It is beautiful, Miriam...

Diaghilev:
Miss de Pulsky, it's an honour to meet the daughter of Carol de Pulsky who was Garibaldi's godson, and who, thank God, founded The National Gallery of Hungary.

Romola:
Mr Diaghilev, I'm impressed with your cognisance of my family.

Diaghilev:
The daughter of one of the greatest European actresses Emilia Marcus, the goddaughter of the Franz Liszt. Her uncle was the Prince of Madagascar, her grandfather, the representative of Koszut at the English Court.

Romola:
Mr Diaghilev, you know almost more about me then I. It must be difficult to remember all these facts.

Diaghilev:
It's my pleasure. Tell me, Miss de Pulsky, what can I do for you?

Romola:
May be my wishes are immodest, but since I've seen your ballet in Budapest, my only wish is to be in it.

Diaghilev:
And you would like to learn in our group?

Romola:
I know it's not too modest.

Diaghilev:
Why? But, I think it would be better for you to go to Petersburg.

Romola:
To Petersburg?

Diaghilev:
Although you are young, you are, of course, late for the Tsar's school of ballet. But, maybe some good teacher, Fokine for example, could give you private tuition.

Romola:
Yes, probably.

Diaghilev:
We'll see what would be the best for you. I will take care of you, don't worry.

Romola:
Thank you.

Diaghilev:
So tell me, what do you think of our ballets?

Romola:
They are not ballets, they are dreams.

Diaghilev.
Dreams, Miss de Pulsky?

Romola:
Your dancers are magnificent.

Diaghilev:
Nijinsky?

Romola:
On stage, he is God himself.

Diaghilev:
Yes, you should go to Petersburg, that's the place to study ballet.

Romola:
On the other hand...

Diaghilev:
Nijinsky went there too.

Romola:
On the other hand, Bolm is somehow more human. More charming.

Diaghilev:
Bolm?!

Romola:
Yes. With Nijinsky all the emotion stays within him, and with Bolm it comes over to the audience.

Diaghilev:
With Bolm?!

Romola:
Do you understand?

Diaghilev:
Are you going to say that you like Bolm better as a dancer?

Romola:
It might sound strange to you, but as a dancer too...

Diaghilev:
And as a man.

Romola:
Yes, something like that.

Diaghilev:
Unbelievable.

Romola:
What, Mr Diaghilev?

Diaghilev:
It is unbelievable that a young lady prefers Bolm to Nijinsky.

Romola:
I hope I did not make a mistake...

Diaghilev:
No, my dear. In fact, maybe it would be possible to find some place for you in our ballet. Maybe maestro Cecchetti could coach you.

Romola:
Mr Diaghilev?

Diaghilev:
Yes, yes, I'm sure. I'll see to it myself.

Romola:
Mr Diaghilev, I'm so grateful...

Miriam:
What's the matter with you?

Nijinsky:
I'll kill him!

Miriam:
Who are you going to kill, Vaslav?

Nijinsky:
They have just been married and he is sending her off to St Petersburg and won't let her dance.

Miriam:
Please, come yourself first, then tell me who and what you're talking about.

Nijinsky:
Bronia's husband. He won't allow her to dance in my ballets.

Miriam:
Calm yourself, Vaslav.

Nijinsky:
Why is it that I cannot relax for once, knowing that everything's going well?
Miriam:
Everything's going well.

Nijinsky:
He's taking my Bronia away.

Miriam:
He's taking his wife away.

Nijinsky:
I hate him.

Miriam:
He loves her.

Nijinsky:
If he loved her, he would not take her away from me, Miriam.

Miriam:
Sit, Vaslav. Sometimes you behave just like spoiled brat.

Nijinsky:
You do not understand what Bronia means to me.

Miriam:
Have a good cry, it helps...


...  It was many and many a year ago



in a kingdom by the see,



that a maiden there lived whom you







may know



by the name of Annabel Lee.



And this maiden she lived with no other







thought



then to love and be loved by me.

Nijinsky:
It's beautiful.

Miriam:
So, you see.

Nijinsky:
Beautiful.

Miriam:
You must not react like this. That's sick, Vaslav.

Nijinsky:
I know.

Miriam:
And, at rehearsals, you have to treat people differently.

Nijinsky:
They do not understand anything.

Miriam:
They will. It takes time.

Nijinsky:
How long?

Miriam:
As long as it takes.

Nijinsky:
Have I got a time?

Miriam:
You've got all the time in the world. You are only twenty for. The world has never seen a younger choreographer.

Nijinsky:
If only people could be less stupid. They would all rather perform a stupid Spanish dance in music halls with a carnation between their teeth and a rose behind their ear, than...

Miriam:
It's late. Go back to your room. Surely everybody has seen you coming here.

Nijinsky:
So what?

Miriam:
Go to bed.

Nijinsky:
Are you sending me away?

Miriam:
On your way, go and see Bronia.

Nijinsky:
Why should I?

Miriam:
Because she is unhappy.

Nijinsky:
She is the one that's unhappy?

Miriam:
Go and give her a kiss. Be gentle, Vaslav.

Nijinsky:
I will not.

Miriam:
She needs you.

Nijinsky:
I need her too.

Miriam:
But you are not pregnant, damn you.

scene V

Nijinsky:
Miss?

Romola:
Romola de Pulsky.

Nijinsky:
Oh, I see.

Romola:
You know, this is the fifth time we're being introduced.

Nijinsky:
Really?

Romola:
And I hope the last one.

Nijinsky:
You have un unusual ring.

Romola:
Take a look.

Nijinsky:
It's strange and beautiful.

Romola:
My father bought it for me in Egypt. Actually, it's an Egyptian talisman believed to bring good luck.

Nijinsky:
Really?

Romola:
A present from my mother when I joined your ballet.

Nijinsky:
To bring you luck?

Romola: 
You like it?

Nijinsky:
I'm positive it'll bring you luck.

Miriam:
Are you in love, Romola?

Romola:
I don't know, but I envy you because you work with him, because he respect you and your opinion.

Miriam:
That sounds as though you are in love.

Romola:
Tell me more.

Miriam:
You didn't answer me.

Romola:
And you, are you in love?

Miriam:
No.

Romola:
We've been introduced five times.

Miriam:
Don't blame him for that.

Romola:
Anyway, I have the impression that almost no one in the ballet likes me.

Miriam:
You are a rich, spoiled brat.

Romola:
See, you don't love me either and I wanted so much to become close to you.

Miriam:
That's why I can tell you.

Romola:
Why is my fortune important?

Miriam:
Very few girls can afford to pay for ballet lessons travelling round the world.

Romola:
Does that other them?

Miriam:
And is ballet so important?

Romola:
Thank God, I've got Miriam.

Miriam:
They'll get used to you.

Romola:
I'd like so very much to become a part of the ballet, to dance with you...

Miriam:
Just keep learning, Romola my dear.

Romola:
You don't believe in me?

Miriam:
I've never seen you dance.

Romola:
Still, you don't believe.

Miriam:
It takes time as does everything else.

Romola:
How long?

Miriam:
Vatza asked me the same thing.

Romola:
Vatza?

Miriam:
Nijinsky.

Romola:
Tell me about him.

Miriam:
He doesn't know how to handle people.

Romola:
They're jealous!

Miriam:
Even worse. They don't love him.

Diaghilev:
First of all, from the aesthetic point of view, South America is absolutely boring. It hasn't got the sophistication of Europe, no big galleries, names or history worth a pilgrimage.

Nijinsky:
Still, it would be nice if you could come with us.

Diaghilev:
Secondly, you know that I can't stand voyages.

Nijinsky:
It's a real pity, Serge.

Diaghilev:
You regret it?

Nijinsky:
I certainly do.

Diaghilev:
I'll spend the autumn in Venice. I'll wait for you there.

Nijinsky:
Surrounded by a crowed of dark’ eyed boys.

Diaghilev:
Well, well, malychik (my little boy)...

Nijinsky:
Oh, Serge!

Diaghilev:
You're jealous.

Nijinsky:
Forget about that.

Diaghilev:
An old man needs soma fun from time to time.

Nijinsky:
I don't feel like joking.

Diaghilev:
For God's sake, this isn't the way to say goodbye.

Nijinsky:
Take care, Serge.

Diaghilev:
I hope that you'll have better time than you had in Paris.

Nijinsky:
You can be sure that Paris will never see me again. Two years in a row...

Diaghilev:
You're being hypersensitive again.

Nijinsky:
They don't understand a thing. Neither Stravinsky, nor "Le Sacré du Printemps", nor my choreography, nor my dancing. Nothing.

Diaghilev:
You yourself said that you're twenty years ahead.

Nijinsky:
That's no reason for them to behave in such a scandalous way on the opening night.

Diaghilev:
Oh, malychik (little boy) you're so hard-headed.

Nijinsky:
Don't worry, Serge, I believe in myself.

Diaghilev:
You certainly do.

Nijinsky:
Everything will be alright. Take care.

Diaghilev:
Bon voyage, mon petit Vatza.

??? Diaghilev:
Bon voyage, Tamara.

Karsavina:
Do you ever pray to God, Sergei Pavlovitch?

Diaghilev:
Sometimes. I kneel and think of those that I love and who love me.

Karsavina:
Do you sometimes suffer a bad conscience because of all the pain you're capable of causing to the others?

Diaghilev:
Yes.

Karsavina:
Really?

Diaghilev:
It hurts when I'm inconsiderate.

Karsavina:
That's more like it.

Diaghilev:
The memory of going to bed forgetting to kiss my good old nurse's hand is still painful.

Karsavina:
Serge, you've got a real cheek.

Diaghilev:
I only answered your question.

Karsavina:
If only I loved you a bit less than I do, I'd strangle you. Take care.

Diaghilev:
Take care of him.

Karsavina:
Who's going to look after you.

Diaghilev:
God, who else?

Karsavina:
I'll look after him.

Diaghilev:
Bon voyage, my dear Tamara.

Bolm:
So, how do you like this trip?

Romola:
I like voyages.

Bolm:
Still, it's a bit too long.

Romola:
Could I ask you something, Bolm?

Bolm:
Do. It'll be pleasure...

Romola:
Is it true that...

Bolm:
It is.

Romola:
I didn't even ask you.

Bolm:
And I tell you that it's true they are lovers.

Romola:
How did you know what my question was going to be?

Bolm:
I could see it in your eyes.

Romola:
Really?

Bolm:
You wouldn't believe me.

Romola:
That's bad.

Bolm:
It's been going on for years.

Romola:
Not that, Bolm, but the fact that it could be seen in my eyes.

Bolm:
And you can find an excuse for their relationship.

Romola:
I don't think about it.

Bolm:
But you ask.

Romola:
I do.

Bolm:
You're so confident.

Romola:
Everything falls into place.

Bolm:
It's nice to see a beautiful woman in love.

Romola:
Are you flirting with me?

Bolm:
My pass is spotless.

Romola:
No one's is, Bolm.

Nijinsky:
Look, there's a completely different constellation in the sky. You can't see it in the Northern sky. Look how wonderful the Southern Cross is.

Romola:
Like another world.

Nijinsky:
It is another world covered by another sky.

Romola:
It's so wonderful, Mr Nijinsky.

Nijinsky:
As though we were born again, under some other sky.

Romola:
You are in a good mood tonight.

Nijinsky:
Who wouldn't be?

Romola:
I'm just asking.

Nijinsky:
Tell me, what is it that makes you different from the other women?

Romola:
Am I really different?

Nijinsky:
Oh, yes.

Romola:
You have to find out yourself.

Nijinsky:
But it's so strenuous.

Romola:
So, you know?

Nijinsky:
I don't know, but I can feel it.

Romola:
You and Sergei Pavlovitch...

Nijinsky:
You're shivering, Romola.

Romola:
I'm not.

Nijinsky:
You're cold.

Romola:
I'm not shivering.

Nijinsky:
It's windy here. I'll se you of to your cabin.

Romola:
Answer my question.

Nijinsky:
Why should I?

Romola:
Because you want to.

Nijinsky:
So, you know?

Romola:
I want to know.

Nijinsky:
You'd really care to know?

Romola:
Answer me, Nijinsky.

Nijinsky:
Would you...

Romola:
I would.

Nijinsky:
... marry me?

Romola:
You're laughing at me. You're mocking me...

Nijinsky:
I answered as well as I could, now you answer me.

Romola:
That's not fair.

Nijinsky:
Stop crying.

Romola:
Oh, my goodness, what's going on?

Nijinsky:
I beg of you, Romola, come back, don't cry, please...

Bolm:
What are you doing, Miriam?

Miriam:
Nothing.

Bolm:
Come in, it's cold.

Miriam:
Leave me alone, all of you.

Bolm:
I won't move till you come with me.

Miriam:
Go to hell.

Bolm:
I beg of you.

Miriam:
And it would be so good to jump into the waves.

Bolm:
For God's sake, Miriam!

Miriam:
Don't worry. I won't do it.

Bolm:
It's not worth it.

Miriam:
I'm a coward, don't you worry.

Bolm:
Come with me, Miriam.

Miriam:
Why do we realise what we want only when it's too late?

Bolm:
It has to be like that, Miriam.

Miriam:
Why?

Bolm:
God likes losers.

Miriam:
Why?

Bolm:
It's only then that we go back to him.

Miriam:
God is cruel.

Bolm:
Wise.

Miriam:
Leave me alone.

Bolm:
I won't move from here.

Miriam:
I beg of you.

Bolm:
I beg of you, Miriam:

Miriam:
But I want to be on my own


I want to be on my own again, why can't you understand?

Karsavina:
And what does she say?

Bolm:
That she gave everything a good deal of thought.

Karsavina:
Awful.

Bolm:
I told her everything.

Karsavina:
Awful.

Bolm:
They'll get married as soon as we reach Buenos Aires.

Karsavina:
Poor Sergei Pavlovitch.

Bolm:
We have to do something.

Karsavina:
But what? He won't listen to a word. I've tried with him, you've tried with her, and...? Nothing. 

Bolm:
Miriam Ramberg is leaving the group.

Karsavina:
Things go from bad to worse.

Bolm:
She wanted to kill herself.

Karsavina:
I'm afraid, Bolm, afraid.

Bolm:
Everything is in God's hands.

Karsavina:
What shall we do?

Bolm:
Only what we can.

Karsavina:
But we can't do anything.

Bolm:
That's it.

Karsavina:
Think of Sergei Pavlovitch.

Bolm:
I'll stop thinking.

Karsavina:
He loves him.

Bolm:
Tamara, I don't think, I'm becoming a thing.

Karsavina:
Why didn't you propose to her?

Bolm:
Rubbish!

Karsavina:
How can you be like that?

Bolm:
Do I have a choice?

Karsavina:
Shall we send Serge a telegram?

Bolm:
You're mad.

Karsavina:
Why not?

Bolm:
I've told you, I don't think any more. I'm a thing, I'm a thing.

Karsavina:
Horrible. Horrible...


The wedding of Romola and Vaslav

Romola:
Thanks. I hope well be friends.

Karsavina:
I'd like us to be, I assure you.

Romola:
Thank you. All of you.

Bolm:
I want to make a toast.

Romola:
Let us hear you, Adolf dear.

Bolm:
You all know that out dear Vaslav has spent his life taking away breath of the whole world with his leaps. Today's leap is the greatest of all. I hope he won't take anyone's breath away for good.

Karsavina:
But, Adolf?

Bolm:
Tamara, you of all people should know how much women love him.

Karsavina:
I'll be clearer. I should be jealous, but I'm not. Although another woman is taking away from me the man who belonged to me, at least on the stage, I'm still glad and I wish them lots of love and God be with you.

Romola:
Wonderful.

Nijinsky:
Don't leave us, Miriam.

Miriam:
Be happy, Vatza.

Nijinsky:
I beg of you, Miriam.

Miriam:
Be happy.

Romola:
You'll still be my friend?

Miriam:
The best one.

Romola:
I'm so happy, Miriam.

Miriam:
I promise.

Karsavina:
Have you thought of Serge?

Nijinsky:
Yes.

Karsavina:
And?

Nijinsky:
Leave me alone!

Karsavina:
But, how can I face him, Vatza?

Nijinsky:
Everything is the same as it used to be.

Karsavina:
Nothing is the same.

Nijinsky:
This is my and only my business. Thank God I met Romola: I'd been thinking about becoming a monk or going to Siberia, in search of God.

Karsavina:
You're right, it's too late for anything.

Nijinsky:
Leave me alone.

Romola:
Promise that you'll remember me only by good things.

Miriam:
I promise.

Romola:
I'm so happy, I'm so happy.

Bolm:
Let's toast again.

Nijinsky:
That wasn't much of a honeymoon.

Romola:
The best ever.

Nijinsky:
But what kind of honeymoon is it if I dance every night?

Romola:
Which bride can boast that her husband took her to Buenos Aires, Montevideo, Rio...

Nijinsky:
What is this, Romola?

Romola:
A snake, Vaslav, a snake!

Nijinsky:
Oh!

Romola:
Kill it!

Nijinsky:
How did it get into the room?

Romola:
They warned us that there are snakes everywhere. Kill it, Vaslav!

Nijinsky:
I can't. I'm scared.

Romola:
Do you want me to kill it?

Nijinsky:
Romola, I've told you, I can't do anything but dance.

Romola:
I'll kill it!

Nijinsky:
Don't!

Romola:
Why?!

Nijinsky:
I'm afraid?

Romola:
I'm not.

Nijinsky:
Be careful!

Romola:
See, done.

Nijinsky:
Romola, I've told you that I can't do anything. I can't even buy a train ticket.

Romola:
I can.

Nijinsky:
I've always been taken care of. I was there to dance and nothing else.

Romola:
I'll take care of you.

Nijinsky:
But, I'm a husband now. I'll be a father.

Romola:
So, what?

Nijinsky:
I promise,  I will learn everything. Wait and see, you'll be proud of me.

Romola:
What does it matter, Vatza, what does it matter?

Nijinsky:
I promise.

Romola:
I said, what does it matter.

Nijinsky:
It does, I want to be a proper husband.

Romola:
Don't be childish.

Nijinsky:
Do you still love me after what happened?

Romola:
Vaslav!

Nijinsky:
I'm ashamed.

scene VI

Diaghilev:
He doesn't exist for me any more.

Stravinsky:
Don't exaggerate.

Diaghilev:
Don't contradict me, Stravinsky.

Stravinsky:
Sergei Pavlovitch, for God's sake!

Diaghilev:
No more giving in.

Stravinsky:
But we are ruined without him.

Diaghilev:
Who says so? Who says we are ruined?

Stravinsky:
Russian ballet is Nijinsky.

Diaghilev:
Russian ballet is me, remember that, Stravinsky!

Stravinsky:
Tell me, how are we going to get out of this?

Diaghilev:
There's nothing to get out of. Everything will just go on with or without Nijinsky. I created him, I'll create a new Nijinsky.

Diaghilev:
All his ballets are Fails anyway.

Stravinsky:
"Le sacré du Printemps" is if you allow me to say...

Diaghilev:
I don't. I don't allow artistic vanity any more.

Stravinsky:
That's not the way to talk to me!

Diaghilev:
I'm not interested in ballets met with boos. I'll bring Fokine back.

Stravinsky:
That means going backwards.

Diaghilev:
Anyway he's a great ballet dancer.

Stravinsky:
And he doesn't like my music.

Diaghilev:
He'll be told what to like.

Stravinsky:
Ho won't agree.

Diaghilev:
He will, he will, he'll look forward to it.

Stravinsky:
To take revenge?

Diaghilev.
So?

Stravinsky:
You're doing the same thing.

Diaghilev:
So?

Stravinsky:
He wrote to you, asking about the beginning of rehearsals, and when to report. He still wants to work with you.

Diaghilev:
Nijinsky is a traitor. And traitors get the chop.

Stravinsky:
So now it's the chop too.

Diaghilev:
Like everywhere else in the world, my dear Stravinsky. He broke a contract.

Stravinsky:
Sergei Pavlovitch, Nijinsky has never signed any contract.

Diaghilev:
Contract is more than a piece of paper.

Stravinsky:
What is he going to live on?

Diaghilev:
I don't care. Let him be "maitre de ballet" in that god-damned Budapest, let him dance in music halls, let him...

Stravinsky:
Nijinsky in music halls?

Diaghilev:
I don't care.

Romola:
But that's a music hall, Vaslav. You don't really intend to dance amongst jugglers and cheap vaudeville acts.

Nijinsky:
I'm paying off my debt to the London audience. They've always had more understanding for me than anyone else.

Romola:
It's mad to create the Nijinsky ballet since there is already such a thing as the Diaghilev ballet.

Nijinsky:
You think that my ballet will be worse than his?

Romola:
I don't Vatza. But you are an artist, unable to control everything.

Nijinsky:
I'll be able to do it.

Romola:
Don't be stubborn. We've got enough money, and that effort is completely unnecessary.

Nijinsky:
I don't want your money, Romola. I want to earn bread for my wife and my daughter.

Romola:
You're doing it out of spite.

Nijinsky:
No, but to meet my need.

Romola:
Your need is to be stubborn.

Nijinsky:
My need is to dance. I don't exist without dancing.

Romola:
It's all so humiliating.

Nijinsky:
What is? My wish to be a good father to Kira and a good husband to you.

Romola:
No, the fact that you ended up dancing in music halls.

Nijinsky:
Don't you ever say such thing to me again.

Romola:
I'm sorry.

Nijinsky:
A music hall is a space without a true spirit, like any other stage. It's up to me and only me as to whether it will shine like the most festive hall or remain a pit.
Romola:
I'm sorry, Vatza.

Nijinsky:
I'm sorry.

Romola:
I'm still afraid.

Nijinsky:
Everything is alright if we're together.

Romola:
In any case, I'm afraid, Vatza.

Nijinsky:
Everything is alright. It's OK.

Romola:
"here do you live?

Nijinsky:
Why do you ask me that?

Romola:
This morning some crazy Serbs killed Ferdinand in Sarajevo.

Nijinsky:
You reckon we should be afraid because of that?

Romola:
I do, Vatza, I think so and I'm really scared.

Nijinsky:
Why is everybody so tense today?

Romola:
My crazy Vatza.

Nijinsky:
You're afraid of war?

Romola:
I think we should return home as soon as possible.

Nijinsky:
But we haven’t got a home, Romola.

Emilia:
What I've lived to see!

Romola:
What, mummy?

Emilia:
My daughter to become a prisoner of war.

Romola:
Mine is as well.

Emilia:
One of the de Pulsky's prisoner-of-war in her own country...

Romola:
My name is Nijinsky.

Emilia:
I knew he wouldn't be any good for you.

Romola:
Mummy!

Emilia:
But you wanted to be femme du monde. You've got what you wanted.

Romola:
It's not me who's complaining, mummy, but you.

Emilia:
Why didn't you go to Russian?

Romola:
Because the border was already closed.

Emilia:
Really... I don't now.

Romola:
What, mummy?

Emilia:
It brings shame on this house to have a Russian prisoner-of-war under its roof.

Romola:
Three, mother, three Russian prisoners-of-war. Beside him, your daughter and your grand-daughter.

Emilia:
Stop that nonsense. You Russian!

Romola:
From the moment the God united us, and, by the way, he's a Pole.

Emilia:
Everything can be settled.

Romola:
How?

Emilia:
You must get a divorce. At all cost.

Romola:
Mummy!

Emilia:
At all costs.

Romola:
Mummy!

Emilia:
Unless you can think of any other solution.

Romola:
I love Vaslav, I'm the mother of his child. We are family, not the heroes in one of your musicals.

Emilia:
Don't be pathetic. Be practical.

Romola:
I can only ask them to put us into a camp.

Emilia:
That would be last straw.

Romola:
Haven't I tried to go to Switzerland, to America? Anywhere?

Emilia:
Anywhere, that's it, my daughter, anywhere.

Romola:
I would like that more than anything.

Emilia:
I mustn't be angry.

Romola:
I'm not angry, mummy.

Emilia:
You are, out you must understand. This is a respectable house.

Romola:
I'm not angry...

Emilia:
I'd like to...

Romola:
It's just that I hate you.

Diaghilev:
The Americans insist on Nijinsky. They are threatening to cancel the season.

Massine:
Serge, admit that it would be great...

Diaghilev:
Oh, I'm not sure myself.

Massine:
You can't deceive me.

Diaghilev:
You think you know everything.

Massine:
You'd like him to work for you again.

Diaghilev:
I'd like! I'd like! Of course I'd like!

Massine:
So!

Diaghilev:
Besides, he deserves to have America introduced to him.

Massine:
And?

Diaghilev:
And again, he brings money in.

Massine:
What else?

Diaghilev:
There's nothing else.

Massine:
Nothing?

Diaghilev:
Why do you all have to poke your noses on to my private life?

Massine:
And why don't you sometimes have a good cry?

Diaghilev:
I cry when I'm on my own.

Massine:
And I would like to wipe away your tears.

Diaghilev:
Are you jealous?

Massine:
How can I be jealous of a man I've learned everything from?

Diaghilev:
And leave without saying good-bye.

Massine:
Don't be childish, Serge.

Diaghilev:
I don't know.

Massine:
We must bring him over.

Diaghilev:
I don't know.

Massine:
We'll send another telegram.

Diaghilev:
He answered so coldly.

Massine:
It's the war. They are censoring telegrams as well.

Diaghilev:
Damned war.

Massine:
We'll make it, Serge.

Diaghilev:
He was a prisoner-of-war.

Massine:
He belongs to everyone. Both sides loved him, admired him. You'll see, Serge, they'll let him go.

Diaghilev:
I don't know... I don't know...

Massine:
Are you crying, Serge?

Diaghilev:
Rubbish.

Massine:
I thought you were.

Diaghilev:
You think you know everything.

Romola:
Vatza, Vatza, just imagine, we'll be free.

Nijinsky:
It would be nice, Romola.

Romola:
English Queen, Spanish King and Russian Empress intervened for us to be released through the Pope. Franz Joseph is still considering it, but judging by this, it's all settled.

Nijinsky:
Did all of them intervene?

Romola:
The American Ambassador says that it is a matter of days, American visas are waiting for us, Vatza, we will be free again.

Nijinsky:
That would be really nice.

Romola:
You will dance again. You will show your new ballet to Sergei Pavlovitch. He'll love it.

Nijinsky:
What would I do without you?

Romola:
You are not glad?

Nijinsky:
Oh, yes, I an, indeed.

Romola:
I would like to jump up and reach for heaven, I would like to fly, I am so happy.

Nijinsky:
Me too.

Romola:
Then, at least you can kiss me.

Nijinsky:
I love you, Romola.

Romola:
Be happy...

Nijinsky:
I will be very happy when we cross the border.

Bronia:
Mamusha, mummy, they are on their way.

Nijinskaya:
Thank God.

Bronia:
He's free. Together with my dearest Kirenyka and my love Romola. If it weren't for her, nothing would have come of it.

Nijinska:
And if it weren't for her, all this wouldn't have happened.

Bronia:
Mamusha, drop it. The only thing that matters is that they are free.

Nijinska:
Everything matters, Bronia.

Bronia:
If I could only dance with him again.

Nijinska:
God will help.

Bronia:
When he comes back, my Vatza.

Nijinska:
He won't come back.

Bronia:
Yes, he will.

Nijinska:
And I say he will not.

Bronia:
Why?

Nijinska:
I simply know it.

Bronia:
But at least be glad that he's free.

Nijinska:
I am glad.

Bronia:
In what way are you glad, mamusha?

Nijinska:
The only way I know how.

Romola:
Sergei Pavlovitch, Vaslav won't dance before the contract is signed.

Diaghilev:
But, 3.000 dollars a week?

Romola:
There is only one Vaslav.

Diaghilev:
3.000! After all the things I've done for you!

Romola:
Sergei Pavlovitch, we made it, thanks only to my efforts.

Diaghilev:
Oh, Romola, how can you?

Romola:
Because I know. Even 3.000 is not enough.

Diaghilev:
What do you mean?

Romola:
Vatza has finished a new choreography for a ballet. Till Eulenspiegel.

Diaghilev:
Strauss?

Romola:
That's right.

Diaghilev:
Nonsense.

Romola:
What do you mean by "nonsense" Sergei Pavlovitch?

Diaghilev:
Do you think that the Americans will listen to a German composer's music in the middle of the war?

Romola:
They will, since they want to see Vaslav.

Diaghilev:
Have you heard the song everybody is singing in the ballet?

Romola:
I am not interested. They've always envied him.

Diaghilev:
"Mr. Nijinsky, where have you beensky, and if you are here, why don't you appear, and save the ballet from ruinsky?"

Romola:
Mr. Diaghilev, that's rude. At least, you are a man of taste.

Diaghilev:
It hasn't much to do with taste, my dear. People expect a minimum of gratitude.

Romola:
Vaslav will come to the stage the very moment the contract is signed.

Diaghilev:
3.000 dollars.

Romola:
A week.

Diaghilev:
I really don't have any other choice. I'll sign, in spite of everything.

Romola:
Thank you, Mr. Diaghilev.

Massine:
Believe it or not, I am glad.

Nijinsky:
Really.

Massine:
Somebody would have been hurt had the critics compared him to somebody else, especially in the other's favour, but I am happy that I could dance the same parts you did.

Nijinsky:
Thank you, Massine.

Nijinsky:
It's unbelievable that you can still come across some pleasant people.

Massine:
The impression is wrong. Everybody loves you.

Nijinsky:
I can sense better than anyone else that nothing has changed here. Everyone, Sergei above all...

Massine:
Don't be so heartless...

Nijinsky:
Oh, please, Massine.

Massine:
I inherited your roles, your work as a choreographer and Sergei's favour. I know what he feels, better then anyone else.

Nijinsky:
That belongs to the past, Massine.

Massine:
That's what you think.

Nijinsky:
Sergei is taking revenge on me.

Massine:
That's the only way for him to come to terms with himself.

Nijinsky:
He can go to hell.

Massine:
Have you ever seen him crying?

Nijinsky:
Sergei crying...

Massine:
I saw him.

Nijinsky:
Another proof that everything has turned upside down, my dear Massine. As soon as this war ends, I'll go back to Russia, I'll go to the country and till the soil. Away, far away from everything.

Romola:
Stop it with those Tolstoyan ideas.

Nijinsky:
That's what I want.

Romola:
Can't you see that Diaghilev himself is hammering those ideas into your head through those mystics. He wants to drive us apart.

Nijinsky:
Why would he want that?

Romola:
I could name at least ten good reasons. He knows that I could never live in the country and milk cows, Vaslav.

Nijinsky:
Romola, can't you see what the world we are living in is like? I want us to find our place, to go back to God and find the truth about ourselves.

Romola:
Tolstoy!

Nijinsky:
I have the right to want it.

Romola:
You don't, because you've got me and Kyra.

Nijinsky:
Precisely because of that.

Romola:
I promise, Vatza, next time I find you in the company of these madmen, I'm going to take Kyra and leave.

Nijinsky:
I want to find God.

Romola:
I want to see you in your silken shirts again, not in that peasant one. What a muzhik you are!

Nijinsky:
Romola!

Romola:
Vaslav!

Nijinsky:
I have a right to God.

Romola:
Ad I have the right to you and I won't let them take you away from me, Vatza.

Isadora:
You have become much more tolerant towards women since our last encounter. Introduce me to your charming wife.

Nijinsky:
Miss. Duncan, Romola Nijinsky.

Romola:
Nice to meet you. Vatza has told me a lot about you.

Isadora:
Do you know, my dear, that I begged him to father my child a few years ago. And he refused me.

Romola:
How tactless, Vatza.

Nijinsky:
Miss Duncan was only joking, of course.

Isadora:
Nonsense Vaslav. You must know that our child would have been a dancer that the world hasn’t seen yet.

Romola:
That's a real pity, Vatza.

Nijinsky:
Stop it, you two.

Isadora:
But still, I've found my Russian.

Nijinsky:
Miss Duncan said in a poetic way that she wanted to give birth to Serbia.

Isadora:
He is a poet. Twenty years younger and better looking than I am.

Romola:
Where is he?

Isadora:
Probably in Russia. Who knows. By the way, what does your Emperor's abdication mean?

Romola:
It means that you should bring your poet over to you as soon as possible.

Nijinsky: 
Do we know him? What is his name?

Isadora:
I don't know. I've forgotten.

Romola:
Lenin is the Prime Minister.

Nijinsky:
Who is Lenin?

Romola:
The Bolsheviks deposed the Emperor.

Nijinsky:
Who is Lenin? Who is Trotsky? Who are these people?

Romola:
Their leaders.

Nijinsky:
And where have they been all this time?

Romola:
In Europe, making preparations for the revolution.

Nijinsky:
How can it be that the government consists of completely unknown people?

Romola:
Vatza, that's what a revolution is about.

Nijinsky:
What is a revolution, Romola?

Romola:
Where nothing is valid anymore.

Nijinsky:
Will they need me?

Romola:
I don't think so.

Nijinsky:
My ballet school has a revolutionary character.

Romola:
It's all up with the ballet.

Nijinsky:
Why do you think like that?

Romola:
The world is coming to an end there, Vatza.

Nijinsky:
Bolsheviks are people, too.

Romola:
They shoot, they kill. They'll kill the Emperor as well.

Nijinsky:
No, they won't.

Romola:
Oh, you don't understand a thing!

Nijinsky:
I wish we were in Russia now.

Romola:
God forbid.

Nijinsky:
When the war ends, we'll go there.

Romola:
Never again.

Nijinsky:
Why, my darling?

Romola:
Because it will never be the same there.

Nijinsky:
You talk like Sergei.

Romola:
You represent old-stile dancing, the old regime. They do not want you.

Nijinsky:
That's possible.

Romola:
They do not care for the ballet, Vatza. They are fighting there.

Nijinsky:
How on Earth can it be that the Russians don't care for ballet?

Romola:
Everything is possible now, it's even possible that they'd kill the Emperor.

Nijinsky:
Who's that Lenin, anyway?

scene 7

Bronia:
And now what?

Nijinskaya:
Who knows?
Bronia:
We have to go mamusha (mummy), we have to.

Nijinskaya:
Kak tzigani?
(Like gypsies?)

Bronia:
Yes, kak tzigani, mamusha.

Nijinskaya:
Where to, Bronia?

Bronia:
We'll see. First to Kiev, and then on... over the Hungarian border or via Krim.

Nijinskaya:
Where to?

Bronia:
To Vatza.

Nijinskaya:
Switzerland is miles away.

Bronia:
We'll do it, mother.

Nijinskaya:
You go.

Bronia:
Without you?

Nijinskaya:
I will go and look for Stanislav.

Bronia:
Mother, he's probably dead.

Nijinskaya:
Then I will bury him.

Bronia:
Mother!

Nijinskaya:
He's my son.

Bronia:
I'm not going anywhere without you.

Nijinskaya:
You'll do as you're told.

Bronia:
No, this time I won't.

Nijinskaya:
Bronislava!

Bronia:
I cannot go without you.

Nijinskaya:
One can do whatever one wants now, Bronia. Just look around you.

Bronia:
Kak tzigani, kak tzigani...

Nijinskaya:
We'll se my love, we'll see.

Nijinsky:
I've got a headache.

Romola:
I've got to tell you something.

Nijinsky:
Why is it that I've got these headaches all the time?

Romola:
We'll call the doctor.

Nijinsky:
There's something wrong with me.

Romola:
There's nothing wrong with you, Vatza. You've just got a headache. That's all.

Nijinsky:
This is different. I can feel it.

Romola:
Listen to me, Vatza. We've got a letter from Bronia.

Nijinsky:
Is she all right?

Romola:
Stanislav is dead.

Nijinsky:
He took his rest.

Romola:
The Bolsheviks have opened the doors of all the hospitals and let all the patients out.

Nijinsky:
I've got a headache.

Romola:
He was left to himself. When they found him, it was to late.

Nijinsky:
It's better that way, Romola. He was insane.

Romola:
That's horrible, Vatza.

Nijinsky:
Don't cry, it's better that way.

Romola:
Still, it's horrible.

Nijinsky:
My dear brother... took his rest...

Romola:
What's happened?

Young man:
I'm very sorry, madam. We love you so much, both you and Mr. Nijinsky.

Romola:
What's happened?

Young man:
We might be wrong, but you remember we told you that we worked for Mr. Nietzsche in the neighbouring village when we were small.

Romola:
Come out with it!

Young man:
Before he went mad, he had the same expression on his face and behaved in the same way as Mr. Nijinsky is behaving now.

Romola:
Where is Vaslav?

Young man:
In the village. He's got a golden cross, he meets people in the streets, asks them if they are going to the church, sends them to the church...

Romola:
Oh, my God!

Young man:
Don't be angry with me, madam. I thought I should tell you... I love you very much, both you and Mr. Nijinsky.

Romola:
Stop behaving like mad old Tolstoy! Everybody's laughing at you.

Nijinsky:
But I meant no harm, my dear.

Romola:
What's the nonsense again?

Nijinsky:
I've only been asking people if they've been to the church.

Romola:
And what's the cross for?

Nijinsky:
If you don't like it, take it away.

Romola:
Why, Vatza?

Nijinsky:
I want to help people to find their God.

Romola:
But why, Vatza?

Nijinsky:
Because they like to imitate me, they like the way I make up my face even women wear costumes very much like mine. That's stupid. If I am to be an example for them, I want to help them find the truth.

Romola:
That's nice, Vatza, but do you really have to be so eccentric.

Nijinsky:
I don't know, my dear, I thought it was a good idea.

Romola:
My dear Vatza, it's not a good idea.

Nijinsky:
If you say so...

Romola:
I know, sweetest, I know.

Nijinsky:
Why is it so painful, my dear?

Romola:
That evening, Vaslav was supposed to dance for the benefit of the Red Cross. Berta Gebar came from Venice to play the piano. As always, when he was to go on stage, Vaslav was quiet, withdrawn. I knew that mood well and respected it. Nevertheless, I asked him what he was going to dance, we had to tell Berta what to play. He yelled: "Shut up! Shut up! I want silence, I'm uniting with God!" I fell silent. We went into the theatre, it was a small one, but still large in comparison to the ones in Swiss villages. Two hundred people were already seated. Vaslav came on stage, went to Berta and told her: "I will tell you what to play in time". He took a chair, sat on it, and stared at the audience. He just sat there and the time went by. Half an hour passed, the audience became fidgety. I came up to him, on the stage and I said to him: "Start dancing, Vatza. The Sylphides""- "I'm not a machine", he shouted in front of all the people, "how dare you? I'll dance when I'm ready." I was humiliated and ran out. I cried my heart out, as never before in my life. When I came back, he was dancing. Incredibly. The best performance he ever gave. Suddenly, he stopped and said: "Now I'll dance for you the Death and the War, with all the suffering and destruction. The War you did not stop and for which you are responsible before God: "And he danced. Wonderfully, frighteningly. He filled the theatre with horror. We were breathless, all of us, overwhelmed and united by a strange fear. Later on he said: "God wanted me to excite them, to frighten them and that's how I danced: to scare and not to entertain. It's over now." The next day he pushed me down the stairs. I had to stay in bed, and he took Kyra sleigh-riding with the horses. He was riding so fast that the sleigh turned over and he did not even turn around to see what happened. We spent the whole day looking for Kyra and eventually found her, thank God.

Bleuler:
Schizophrenia.

Bronia:
You've got another daughter. May you be happy with your Tamara, my dear Vatza?
Nijinskaya:
He cannot hear you.

Romola:
Vatza, mamusha and Bronia are here. They've made it.

Nijinskaya:
He cannot hear you.

Bronia:
Kyra is happy to have a sister.

Romola:
Mamusha and Bronia are here.

Nijinskaya:
It's in his blood.

Bronia:
Look, Vatza. Un, deux, trois, quatre... un, deux, trois, quatre...

Nijinskaya:
It's in the blood, Bronia!

Bronia:
Can't you at least cry, mamuscha?

Nijinskaya:
I do cry children.

Bronia:
Where are your tears, mamusha?

Nijinskaya:
Only I know that.

Romola:
Mamusha and Bronia are here. They've made it, Vatza.

Nijinskaya:
He cannot here you, Romola, he can't.

Bronia:
Dance, Vatza!

Nijinsky:
I'm tired.

Nijinskaya:
Go to sleep, my son.

Nijinsky:
It hurts.

Nijinskaya:
Sleep, my son.

Bronia:
Look, Vatza... un... deux... trois... quatre...

Nijinskaya:
Stop it, Bronia!

Romola:
Look who is here!

Nijinsky:
It hurts.

Nijinskaya:
It'll stop hurting.

Nijinsky:
It hurts.

Nijinskaya:
It's night. It always hurts during the night.

Nijinsky:
IT HURTS!

Nijinskaya:
Vatza, Vatza, tear of my eye!

Bleuler:
In the Himalayas, they go round the country and select little girls to be taken to the temples to become live goddesses, till their first menstruation. When that happens, they send them back to their homes. Afterwards, they simply cannot get used to the fact that they are common mortals again. Can you see the parallel? Ballet like any other great art can reach the intensity of hallucination in taking both the performer and spectator away from the world of everyday trivialities and creating a new experience of truth. You yourself have felt that he, while dancing the role of the prince in SWAN LAKE becomes a prince himself. The reality he revealed in his dance became more important to him than that of everyday life. And then, his family situation. You say, his brother was insane. Then, what I consider to be of importance, his long-lasting affair with Mr. Diaghilev. Your husband needed a father, Diaghilev needed a young lover. This time, homosexuality produced creativity. Mr. Nijinsky devotes himself to his art, and his surrogate father-cum-homosexual lover looks after him. But the life of a dancer is short. You say that your husband used to dance even after the performance was over. And just the other day he said to you that "The little horse is tired". It's very clear. Schizophrenia, Mrs. Nijinsky, the disease of the young. Your husband was unable to determine his place in the world that required concrete distinctions, starting with the sexual and going up to the responsibilities of everyday life. He sought refuge in illusions. Like Peter Pan. A boy in a phantasy world. In one moment, forgive my straight forwardness, he was deserted by his lover, his mother and sister, his closest, was faced with the fact that Diaghilev sought young lovers. A sudden turmoil occurs, and he turns from homosexuality to heterosexuality both in love and in life. Not only that. He feels responsibility that he's not able to fulfil, although he strongly wishes to. Then the war. He cannot dance, speak his language, he withdraws into his imaginary world. His magnificent energy is wasted and, I am sorry to have to say it, but your husband looses his mind. As you can see, numerous facts help us create the sad mosaic.

Romola:
Is there any hope of a cure, Dr. Bleuler.

Bleuler:
I'm afraid there's none.

Romola:
But there is a possibility?

Bleuler:
Nobody can deny you hope.

Romola:
What do you suggest?

Bleuler:
You know, it might happen that he'll become aggressive, and it could get worse.

Romola:
And?

Bleuler:
Although I am not very much in favour of it, a hospital would be a best solution.

Romola:
Thank you, doctor, but I'll not have that.

Diaghilev:
Vatza, you've become lazy. I need you. You have to dance again for the Russian ballet and for me. Come to us.

Nijinsky:
I cannot. 

Diaghilev:
Why, Vatza?

Nijinsky:
Because I'm mad.

Romola:
He liked the ballet. He watched, smiled. He was happy.

Diaghilev:
It's all well, Vatza, even better. Your Bronia is working on new ballets, Picasso designs the sets, and we’re dancing everywhere. It's only you that we are missing.

Romola:
I even took him to Lourdes.

Karsavina:
Do you remember this costume?

Nijinsky:
Yes.

Karsavina:
And you are letting me dance in it without you. If you go on like this, I will be very angry with you.

Nijinsky:
The little horsey is tired.

Karsavina:
I don't believe you.

Diaghilev:
He's lazy. That's what it is.

Romola:
I even took him to Dr. Freud.

Diaghilev:
Shall we go to London? 

Bronia:
Un, deux, trois, quatre...

Romola:
There are new methods or treatment in America.

Karsavina:
These new dancers don't know a thing.

Bronia:
I coach them, coach them, but nothing comes out of it.

Karsavina:
Come back to us; Vatza.

Romola:
But the Americans do not allow the mentally sick into the country.

Diaghilev:
I'll write to President Coolidge.

Nijinsky:
Romola!

Romola:
Yes, dear?

Nijinsky:
Let's go.

Karsavina:
Let's have our pictures taken.

Diaghilev:
You must dance again.

Karsavina:
If you don't promise, I'll be angry with you.

Bronia:
Will you teach me, Vatza?

Nijinsky:
Romola...

Romola:
Yes, dearest?

Nijinsky:
I am tired.

Romola:
We're leaving, dearest.

Emilia:
He must go to the hospital.

Romola:
I won't talk about that.

Emilia:
He's insane.

Romola:
He's my husband, father of my children, he is Nijinsky.

Emilia:
He is a living corpse.

Romola:
He is my husband.

Emilia:
You are still young. You should find somebody of your bearing.

Romola:
Stop it.

Emilia:
I won't stop.

Romola:
I will not listen to you.

Emilia:
Did you tell him?

Romola:
Of course, I didn't.

Emilia:
I will.

Romola:
Don't you dare.

Emilia:
Vaslav! Sergei Pavlovitch Diaghilev passed away!

Romola:
No!

Emilia:
Diaghilev is dead.

Romola:
Out!

Emilia:
There you are.

Romola:
Are you happy now? He is crying. Are you happy?

Emilia:
There you are.

Romola:
I could kill you for this.

scene 8

Voices and shadows:
Who is it? It sounds familiar.


Russian ballet?


Soviet?


No, Russian.

Romola:
Most favourable! A private edition, the diary of the great Vaslav Nijinsky. For the first time in the Hungarian language.

Voices and shadows:
Is it really her?


Poor woman!


They should all be shot. A Russian is a Russian. Still, the poor girl.


What do you say? Emilia Marcus' daughter.

Romola:
Very cheap! Private edition: Diary of the great Vaslav Nijinsky. First time in Hungarian.

Voices and shadows:
She should be ashamed.


There's war.


So what? We have a war, too.


I think she is brave.


She's insane. Like her husband...


They should all be shot. Clean Hungary up!

Romola:
First time in Hungarian.

A Man:
Mrs. Nijinsky, for God's sake.

Romola:
Do you want to buy it?

Man:
What are you doing?

Romola:
We are at war.

Man:
Go away, please.

Romola:
We must eat, sir.

Man:
Bur, you...

Romola:
We need clothes, warmth, medicine.

Man:
You don't remember me.

Romola:
I do remember you. But my position now does not permit me to talk to you for your own good.

Man:
Mrs. Nijinsky, please.

Romola:
I am a prisoner-of-war.

Man:
Let's leave, please.

Romola:
You'll buy the book? It's cheap.

Man:
I'll buy the complete edition, Mrs. Nijinsky.

Romola:
We're leaving.

Emilia:
Thank God.

Romola:
Not because of you. I hope you understand that.

Emilia:
I understand whatever...

Romola:
I am worried about the fact that they are putting the mentally ill into camps.

Emilia:
See what horrors surround us.

Romola:
Nobody knows about that.

Emilia:
God does, I hope.

Romola:
There is no God, Mum.

Emilia:
Don't Romola.

Romola:
There's no God, mother.

Emilia:
When will I see you?

Romola:
Who knows? When all this is over, perhaps.

Emilia:
Have you got any money?

Romola:
I have.

Emilia:
Gold?

Romola:
Yes.

Emilia:
Take some more.

Romola:
No, thank you.

Emilia:
Will you manage?

Romola:
I have till now and I will.

Emilia:
If they arrest him, come back.

Romola:
They won't arrest him.

Emilia:
But if...

Romola:
Over my dead body. Emilia:
That you should hide in.

Emilia:
That you should hide in villages...

Romola:
That's not so bad...

Emilia:
Everything's bad.

Romola:
The only thing that's bad is that one gets used to it.

Nijinsky:
What was that?

Romola:
The aeroplanes.

Nijinsky:
The aeroplanes?

Romola:
Russian.

Nijinsky:
There's no war?

Romola:
It's ending, my dear.

Nijinsky:
No war.

Romola:
It is near its end.

Nijinsky:
No war... what's that?

Romola:
It's the bombs.

Nijinsky:
Russian?

Romola:
Russian, too.

Nijinsky:
Ours.

Romola:
Ours, my dear.

Nijinsky:
There's no war...

Romola:
There is, for a while yet.

Nijinsky:
It's cold for our people, too...

Romola:
Yes, it is.

Nijinsky:
Who is warming them?

Romola:
Nobody.

Nijinsky:
Why?

Romola:
Because there's a war going on.

Nijinsky:
You've told me that.

Romola:
Just for a while yet, dear.

Nijinsky:
Just for a while...

Soldier:
Krauts, krauts, krauts...

Romola:
Don't shoot! Don't shoot! Don't shoot!

Soldier:
Nazis? Nazis? Nazis?

Romola:
Don't shoot.

Soldier:
You Krauts!?

Nijinsky:
Uspakoy sa, durak (Calm yourself, you fool)

Soldier:
You Russians?

Romola:
Yes, yes, yes.

Soldier:
Kak vi prejehali sjuda? (How did you manage to get here?)

Romola:
We escaped.

Soldier:
Prisoners?

Romola:
Yes, yes, yes.

Soldier:
Eto strano. (That's strange)

Romola:
My husband is an artist.

1st soldier:
Don't be afraid, good woman.

Romola:
Leave Vaslav Fomitch alone.

1st soldier:
Don't be afraid, dear woman.

Romola:
He could get excited, nervous, frightened...

2nd soldier:
Let him do whatever pleases him.

1st soldier:
We told him not to be afraid of the guns. They are ours. Celebrating.

2nd soldier:
The war is over, good woman.

1st soldier:
The war is over.

2nd soldier:
We are looking after him.

1st soldier:
We are playing music and he is dancing.

Nijinsky:
I'm dancing, my dear.

1st soldier:
Uncle Vaslav is a dear. He knows how to rejoice.

Nijinsky:
I'm dancing, my dear.

Romola:
Just you dance, my dear. Just you dance.

2nd soldier:
Where did our uncle Vaslav Fomitch learn to dance so well?

Romola:
Oh, my children...

1st soldier:
Uncle Vaslav is a good man. He rejoices.

Nijinsky: 
God's with us again, my dear.

Officer:
Our wish is that Vaslav Fomitch returns to the Soviet Union.

Romola:
I'm very grateful but I want us to go to England.

Officer:
Why there?

Romola:
Since 1911 my husband has been out of Russian. He hasn't got anyone there.

Officer:
The Soviet people know Vaslav Fomitch.

Romola:
The few of our friends that survived live in England.

Officer:
Tamara Karsavina?

Romola:
She, too.

Officer:
Is there a trust in England for Vaslav Fomitch's treatment?

Romola:
How do you know about that?

Officer:
I know.

Romola:
That's one reason more for going there.

Officer:
Our Soviet doctors are no lesser experts.

Romola:
But of course. Our daughters are there, too.

Officer:
Your son-in-law.

Romola:
Kyra's husband?

Officer:
Did you know that he was the last lover of Sergei Pavlovitch Diaghilev, just before Diaghilev died? He was only 16 then.

Romola:
I knew.

Officer:
I thought you didn't.

Romola:
Why is it that you are trying so hard to tell me that you know everything?

Officer:
I thought you didn't know.

Romola:
I can well understand how thoroughly informed you are.

Officer:
It's our job.

Romola:
Please, help us to get to England.

Officer:
I can see that he's enjoying the company of our soldiers.

Romola:
Yes, he is.

Officer:
I believe he, too, would like to come back to Russia. He wants it for sure.

Romola:
It's been a long time since he last wished for anything.

Officer:
Who knows?

Romola:
I do, sir. My husband has no wishes anymore. For ten years he'd been growing up, for ten years, he'd been learning, for then years he'd been dancing, and for thirty years he's been declining.

Officer:
I am sorry we do not understand each other.

Romola:
I'm sorry, too, believe me.

Officer:
My position demands of me that I declare Vaslav Fomitch a citizen of the Soviet Union.

Romola:
Once upon a time he belonged to the whole world. Now he belongs only to me.

Officer:
Comradess Nijinskaya, you are a brave woman.

Romola:
Thank you, sir.

Officer:
Although I know I will have difficulties, I will enable you to reach the British zone.

Romola:
Thank you, sir.

Officer:
An extremely brave woman.

Romola:
God be with you.

Nijinsky:
Mamusha?

Romola:
It's me, my dear.

Nijinsky:
Mamusha?

Romola:
She's in Paris.

Nijinsky:
Will she come?

Romola:
No, my dear.

Nijinsky:
Why?

Romola:
She's old now.

Nijinsky:
Old...

Romola:
Yes, she is, my dear. Want some tea?

Nijinsky:
She's not going to die, is she?

Romola:
No, she is not going to die.

Nijinsky:
Mamusha is good.

Romola:
Mamusha is the best.

Nijinsky:
And are you a mamusha, too?

Romola:
Yes, my sweetest, to Kyra and to Tamara.

Nijinsky:
And to me?

Romola:
Yes, to you, too.

Nijinsky:
You are my mamusha.

Romola:
Yes.

Nijinsky:
Mamusha is old.

Romola:
Yes, she is.

Nijinsky:
Mamusha is crying.

Romola:
When she's sad.

Nijinsky:
She is not crying because of me?

Romola:
You are hers, you are good.

Nijinsky:
Good...

Romola:
What a fog, want some tea, my dearest?

Nijinsky:
Thank you, mamusha, thank you.

Nijinsky comes over to Nijinsky. The stage is lit with golden light.

Hand in hand, Nijinsky’s leave the stage.

The corps de ballet is dancing while they leave.

They do not hear the music. There is no music in their hearts, but they exist in the music.

They exist.

They in music,

in emotion,

in movement, above all.

They, the Nijinsky’s, in my time!!!
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