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            Premiere Production

         

         Patriots was first performed at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 2 July 2022. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:

         
            Assistant / Daniel Kahneman / Russian Captain  Matt Concannon 

            Lawyer / Newscaster / Home Office Spokesman  Stephen Fewell

            Professor Perelman  Ronald Guttman

            Tatiana Yeltsin / Katya / Judge  Aoife Hinds

            Boris Berezovsky / Young Boris  Tom Hollander

            Vladimir Putin  Will Keen  

            Marina Litvinenko / Nina Berezovsky  Yolanda Kettle

            Piotr / Alexander Voloshin  Sean Kingsley

            Alexander Korzhakov / FSB Boss / Avi / Boris Yeltsin  Paul Kynman

            Anna Berezovsky / Newscaster / Secretary  Jessica Temple

            Roman Abramovich  Luke Thallon

            Alexander Litvinenko  Jamael Westman

            
                

            

            Director  Rupert Goold

            Set Designer  Miriam Buether

            Co-Costume Designers  Deborah Andrews and Miriam Buether

            Lighting Designer  Jack Knowles

            Sound Designer and Composer  Adam Cork

            Casting Director  Robert Sterne CDG

            Voice Coach  Joel Trill

            Assistant Director  Sophie Drake

            Russia Consultant  Yuri Goligorsky

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Revival Production

         

         Patriots was first performed at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 2 July 2022. The production transferred to the Noël Coward Theatre, London, on 26 May 2023. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:

         
            Assistant / Daniel Kahneman  Matt Concannon

            Alexander Litvinenko  Josef Davies

            Lawyer / Home Office Spokesman  Ashley Gerlach

            Teacher / Compromised Newscaster  Howard Gossington

            Professor Perelman  Ronald Guttman

            Boris Berezovsky  Tom Hollander

            Vladimir Putin  Will Keen

            Alexander Voloshin / Nurse  Sean Kingsley

            Alexander Korzhakov / Boris Yeltsin / FSB Boss / Reporter / Bodyguard  Paul Kynman

            Marina Litvinenko / Nina Berezovsky  Stefanie Martini

            Tatiana Yeltsin / Katya / Newcaster / Journalist / Judge / Lover  Evelyn Miller

            Anna Berezovsky / Newscaster / Journalist / Secretary / Pianist  Jessica Temple

            Roman Abramovich  Luke Thallon

            Understudies  Peter Eastland, Matt McClure, Lydia Fraser

            
                

            

            Director  Rupert Goold

            Set Designer  Miriam Buether

            Co-Costume Designers  Deborah Andrews and Miriam Buether

            Lighting Designer  Jack Knowles

            Sound Designer and Composer  Adam Cork

            Projection Design  Ash J. Woodward

            Casting Director  Robert Sterne CDG

            Voice Coach  Joel Trill

            Movement Director  Polly Bennett

            Associate Director  Sophie Drake

            Russia Consultant  Yuri Goligorsky

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Characters

         

         
            Boris Berezovsky

            Teacher

            Anna Berezovsky, Berezovsky’s Mother

            Alexander Voloshin

            Nina Berezovsky, Berezovsky’s Wife

            Waiter

            Berezovsky’s Assistant

            Vladimir Putin

            Katya

            Alexander Korzhakov

            Roman Abramovich

            Berezovsky’s Lawyer

            Male Nurse

            Alexander Litvinenko

            Professor Perelman

            Young Boris

            Marina Litvinenko

            FSB Boss

            Berezovsky’s Secretary

            Tatiana Yeltsin

            Compromised Newscaster

            Boris Yeltsin

            ORT Reporter and Newscasters

            Home Office Spokesman

            Daniel Kahneman

            UK Journalist

            Judge

            Young Russian Woman

            Putin’s Secretary

            Avi, Berezovsky’s Bodyguard

            
                

            

            Oligarchs, FSB Heavies, Russian and UK Journalists, Security Teams and Guards

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               ACT ONE

            

         

         
            
               Scene One

            

         

         A bare stage. Presently, we hear the voice of a Russian man. Speaking in his mother tongue. (We see subtitles.)

         
            Boris (VO) In the West you have no idea; you think of Russia as a cold, bleak place, full of hardship and cruelty. But ask any Russian to describe what would bring tears to their eyes if denied it – and they will tell you of singing songs by Vladimir Vysotsky, picking mushrooms in the forests in summer … the sight of pelmenyi vendors in the streets. They will tell you of laughter in the banya with their closest friends every Saturday; the beauty of the snow on the rooftops – of eating ice-cream in the freezing cold, and of the comfort of being wrapped up against the wind in a shapka ushanka …

            Lights come up to reveal a middle-aged teacher wearing a shapka ushanka. It’s Moscow, 1955.

            Teacher Mrs Berezovksy?

            Boris’s mother Anna appears.

            I’m here to tell you that today your son successfully solved the Kaliningrad Bridge problem.

            Mother What is the problem? Is it falling down?

            Teacher It’s a mathematical puzzle. The ancient city has seven bridges covering two landmasses: the challenge is to devise a route through the town that crossed each of the bridges only once. Today your nine-year-old son solved it in the positive.

            Mother Is that good?

            Teacher It’s remarkable – and means he has outgrown his class, his school and … me. It means you must find him a new teacher. A proper mathematician who can challenge him, and guide him. Your son is a golden child. A little obnoxious sometimes, because he knows it, but golden. I predict he will be one of the great Russian mathematicians.

            Mother (sighs) And I’d so hoped a doctor.

            Teacher Anyone can be a doctor, Mrs Berezovsky. Only the elite can be a mathematician. It’s like entering the gates of heaven.

            Lighting change:

         

         
            
               Scene Two

            

         

         Forty years later. We’re in Logovaz – the infamous oligarchs’ nightclub in the centre of Moscow.

         The owner, Boris Berezovsky (late forties), short, balding, vibrating with energy and impatience, is in his office doing what he always seems to be doing: five things at once.

         Eating his supper, signing papers, while on one phone with a business associate, talking about a local gunfight between rival local gangsters that had broken out recently …

         
            Boris What are you saying, Alexander Stalyevich? If you’re making an accusation, make one.

            Voloshin I’m saying your Chechens are turning Moscow into a war zone.

            Boris You should be grateful. They take good care of us.

            Voloshin It’s not taking care of us if they shoot five members of the Solntsevo Brotherhood.

            Boris The Brotherhood had started asking too many questions about what we’re doing.

            Voloshin Everyone’s asking, Boris, everyone. And we could get away with it when it was a few cars. Buying low, selling high. But this latest deal. Thirty-five thousand cars.

            Boris That’s just the first consignment. You’re going to be a rich man.

            Voloshin No good being rich if I’m dead.

            Boris It’s always good being rich.

            Rrring: a second telephone rings.

            Just a second …

            Boris answers.

            Is this a quick one or a long one?

            Wife It’s Elizabetha.

            A waiter enters with a plate of food.

            Boris I haven’t got the time now to discuss Elizabetha.

            Wife She’s your daughter. She’s in a state.

            Boris She’s seventeen and female. Of course she’s in a state. That combination alone makes her clinically insane.

            Boris tries the food. Promptly chokes.

            Wife She needs to talk to you.

            Boris All right. One second. (To waiter.) I can’t eat this. Red snapper? Fucking Armenian. What do Armenians know about red snapper? Tell him to make me an omelette. (To wife.) Nina, stay there. I was just in the middle of something.

            Click: Boris switches back to his business associate …

            Look, I was only trying to do you a favour by involving you. You want me to buy out your share?

            Voloshin I do. I want a quiet life.

            Boris This country has been quiet for fifty years. Not just quiet. In a coma. Now it’s finally awake, infinity is at play and all you want is a quiet life? Fine, I’ll buy out your share. I’ll transfer a million dollars tomorrow morning.

            Voloshin A million?

            Boris Or two million in a year’s time. You choose.

            Voloshin I’ll take the million tomorrow.

            Boris I did my PhD in decision-making theory. I understand more about decisions than anyone, and that, my friend, is a bad decision.

            Voloshin Being alive with a million dollars in my pocket feels like a good decision to me. Being rid of Boris Berezovsky feels like a good decision, too. And you can keep your speeches about infinity. Infinity is what you experience when you’re dead.

            Click: Voloshin hangs up. Boris hangs up. An assistant appears in the doorway.

            Boris What is it? I have to speak to my daughter.

            Assistant The Deputy Mayor of St Petersburg? Want me to get rid of him?

            Boris The Deputy … who? (Remembering.) Oh, no … put him through. But will you speak to Elizabetha?

            Assistant Your daughter? What do I say?

            Boris Nothing. Just listen. That’s all she wants. Someone to listen to her. (Picking up phone.) Remind me? Name?

            Assistant (checking notes) Putin. Vladimir.

            Click: Boris switches calls …

            Boris Deputy Mayor Putin, so very kind of you to make time. My name is Berezovsky. You don’t know me.

            Putin Respected Mr Berezovsky, one would have to live on another planet not to know you!

            Boris My company, which, among other things, sells automobiles, would like to set up a dealership in the centre of your great Hero City. And would like your support.

            Putin It would be a pleasure to hear your plans, but I should mention there is a process for this, and a department at the Town Hall, with applications.

            Boris Deputy Mayor, may I speak frankly? I’m not good with ‘Town Halls’ and ‘applications’. So many little people getting in the way, with names one forgets. In the end it will land on your desk anyway, so I was hoping we could cut to the quick. Decision-maker to decision-maker. (Flattering.) Equal to equal.

            Putin Where do you want it?

            Boris In the Nevsky.

            Putin Everyone wants to be in the Nevsky Prospekt in St Petersburg. There is a long waiting line.

            Boris I’m sure, but I’m as bad with ‘waiting lines’ as I am with ‘Town Halls’ and ‘applications’. And was wondering precisely what it would take to jump that line …

            Rrring: Boris’s mobile phone starts.

            No, no, not now!!

            Boris hisses at his assistant …

            Here!! Fuck. Fuck! Take it! Take it!!

            The assistant takes it. Checks the screen.

            Assistant Are you sure? It’s her!

            Boris Who?

            Assistant (with significance) Her!!

            Boris Really? She calls me now?

            Click: switches to Putin.

            Deputy Mayor … excuse me for just one moment.

            Click: switches back again. At the other end is a girl of inappropriate age, Katya.

            (Instantly charming.) You remembered the password?

            Katya ‘Aristotle’. It was like magic. They put me straight through.

            Boris Katya darling, I’m so happy to hear from you, really, over the moon, but I cannot talk now. May I call you back?

            Katya No. I’m in a shop. In St Moritz. And it’s my birthday.

            Boris Many happy returns, my darling!

            Katya Would you like to know how old I am today?

            Boris Is it important? I always say, age is just a number.

            Katya But as a mathematician you also said that numbers are the only thing we can truly trust.

            Boris Did I say that?

            Katya You also said you wanted to buy me something special one day. Well, I’ve found something veeery special, and the people in the shop said if I paid today they might give me a discount.

            Boris Did they?

            Katya They did!

            Boris That’s wonderful. But, darling, I really am in the middle of something. Can we discuss it when I see you? When will I see you?

            Katya I guess that all depends.

            Boris Be reassured, I will shortly give this telephone to my assistant who will be happy to arrange payment for this veeery special something.

            Katya Thank you, darling. And when you discover what the number was that I spent today, I urge you to consider the number it could have been if I’d come with a lawyer.

            Katya hangs up. Click: Boris hangs up, thrown. Then switches call.

            Boris Deputy Mayor, forgive me. Where were we?

            Putin I was about to make clear that I don’t accept bribes.

            Boris I wasn’t talking about bribes. Just incentives. What car do you drive?

            Putin A Zaporozhets.

            Boris Are you mad? An important man like you can’t be seen in a piece of shit like that.

            Putin It has sentimental value. It used to belong to my parents.

            Boris Oh, I’m so sorry.

            Putin My father was a handyman, invalided in the war. A hero. And my mother, after she lost her first two sons, cleaned other people’s houses.

            Boris And this is the car they worked for. And toiled for. Good honest Soviets. Who never enjoyed any comforts or privileges. And as their son you remember the looks on their faces, the pride, as they took delivery of it the first time, and you want to honour that, I understand. But, have you seen the new Lada?

            Putin Yes.

            Boris And?

            Putin It’s a beautiful car.

            Boris Have you seen the new Mercedes?

            Putin Of course. In magazines.

            Boris Volodya, you’re married?

            Putin Yes.

            Boris What is your wife’s name?

            Putin Lyudmila.

            Boris You have children?

            Putin Two daughters.

            Boris How charming. Wouldn’t it make these three women proud to see their husband and father, their king, their pasha, the Deputy Mayor of St Petersburg, driving a … Mercedes?

            Putin Yes. And one day, perhaps, when I have earned enough money …

            Boris That day could be today.

            Putin Really, I must refuse.

            Boris I’ll throw in tinted windows.

            Putin I’m sorry.

            Boris Upgraded stereo.

            Putin Like I said …

            Boris An extra set of winter tyres?

            Putin Really, I don’t take bribes.

            Boris ‘Don’t take bribes’? C’mon, are you even Russian? That’s like saying you don’t jerk off.

            At that moment, Boris’s assistant comes in, holding a phone as if it is scorching hot, urgently indicating the landline.

            Assistant Korzhakov!!

            Boris The man himself, or some flunky?

            Assistant Oh, no. It’s Korzhakov.

            The reaction on Boris’s face is instant:

            Boris Deputy Mayor, excuse me, I must go. I have the Head of the Presidential Security Services waiting.

            Click: he dumps Putin. Boris hesitates, summoning courage (this won’t be easy), and picks up …

            Thank you for calling me back.

            Korzhakov Doing so makes me sick. If I had my way, I wouldn’t talk to you at all. You and your kind.

            Boris Businessmen?

            Korzhakov And other words.

            Boris Jews?

            Korzhakov I didn’t say that.

            Boris But you thought it, Alexander Vasilyevich.

            Korzhakov Well, I could not help noticing that there are too many Berezovskys, Gusinskys, Khodorkovskys, Avens and Fridmans, like a swarm of bees around our President with slippery ideas for banks, shares, dividends and other capitalist mirages. Befuddling him. Hypnotising him. Tempting him with riches. You oligarchs are alien to our Russian soul. You sing siren songs for liberal economies and democracy, but what kind of democracy is it when seven bankers hold the President by the balls?

            Boris Precisely the kind of a democracy created eight hundred years ago in Britain when a group of wealthy noblemen came up with the idea of Magna Carta while, as you say, holding the monarch by the balls. We are the instigators of the Russian Magna Carta.

            Korzhakov I know my history. Those Barons were called ‘Robber Barons’. And you are the ‘Robber Jews’ ruining this Federation.

            Boris Businessmen saving it.

            Korzhakov Thieves plundering it. Raping it.

            Boris What is it? Why are so many ‘principled’ old socialists such hateful anti-Semites?

            Korzhakov Listen, you little cunt, the only reason I’m talking to you now, the only reason anyone at the Kremlin is willing to give you the time of day, as opposed to throwing you in jail, is because President Yeltsin is so cuckoo about his daughter, and she is so cuckoo about that long-haired hippie-dippie succubus whose piece of shit book …

            Boris Whose esteemed presidential biography …

            Korzhakov … you published. So now you’re ‘everyone’s new best fucking friend’.

            Boris Exactly the title you used to have. I remember when I first heard that a bodyguard had inveigled his way into the inner circle.

            Korzhakov People like to feel secure.

            Boris Trust me, feeling rich is better. And feeling powerful even better than that, and that’s precisely what I will make our President. Rich, powerful and secure in his job if I’m permitted to buy a controlling stake in the State television channel, ORT.

            Korzhakov What do you even know about television?

            Boris I know that it manages opinion. And Yeltsin cannot be seen to control it, but if I were to control it, I could look after his interests. And keep him in power, which is in all our interests.

            The assistant comes in –

            Assistant The kid is here.

            Boris (volcanic) NOT NOW! DON’T COME TO ME NOW WITH THE FUCKING KID!!

            Boris goes back to Korzhakov, all smiles.

            Is that a yes?

            Korzhakov (reluctant) I’ll speak to his daughter.

            Boris Thank you, Alexander Vasilyevich! You won’t regret it!

            Boris hangs up, triumphant.

            Tell the driver to start the car and tell the lawyers to draft a contract. I’ll be at their offices in twenty minutes to sign. And make sure there are entertaining people here tonight. We are going to celebrate.

            Assistant And the kid?

            Boris What about ‘the kid’?

            Assistant Two months he’s been waiting for this meeting! I’ve cancelled him so many times. He’s right here …

            Boris Fuck the fucking kid. I’m busy.

            Boris walks out of the (back) door, phones still ringing in his pockets. The assistant goes but is blocked in the doorway by … A tall, young man – mid-twenties, who we sense has overheard all this – now enters: ‘The Kid’.

            Assistant Sorry. I tried.

            A young, bearded, gangly Roman Abramovich.

            Roman This his office?

            Assistant Yes.

            Roman May I?

            Assistant (‘weird’) Sure.

            Roman enters. He looks around, as if in a shrine. He looks at the desk. Indicates the chair. Roman sits carefully in the chair. Swivels like Berezovsky had done. An almost religious experience. Gets to his feet.

            Roman You’ll find us another time? It will be worth his while. I promise.

            Roman takes a last look at the office. Then turns. They are about to walk out, when, suddenly … BOOOM! The building is rocked by a huge explosion. Blackout. Over this: the sound of Russian television news.

            Television (in Russian) A huge car bomb rocked Central Moscow today as an attempt was made on the life of Boris Berezovsky – the latest in a string of high-profile attacks and assassinations in the capital as Russia descends into apparent lawlessness. In this violent world, controversial businessman Boris Berezovsky looms like a giant shadow. In a recent interview he said, ‘Russia is undergoing a second revolution, but unlike 1917 this one will have a happy outcome,’ but it seems not everyone is happy.
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