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NIJINSKY AT TWILIGHT 
by Errol Bray 

 
CHARACTERS OF THE PLAY 

 
Note :-   All characters played by 3 performers - with acting and dance skills - 2 men, 1 woman.  
 
VASLAV NIJINSKY -  Dancer and choreographer of enormous power and fame.  Rated by many 
as a genius. He went mad at age 29 and never danced in public again. He died at age 61.  
 
ROMOLA NIJINSKY -  Vaslav's wife. An aristocrat and minor dancer. The Nijinskys had 2 
children. 
 
VASLAV'S MOTHER -  A dancer. Deserted by her husband she raised her 3 children under  
great difficulties. 
 
FOKINE -  Teacher and choreographer. Revolutionary in his time. 
 
BRONISLAVA NIJINSKA -  Vaslav's devoted sister and also an outstanding 
dancer and, eventually, choreographer. 
 
THOMAS NIJINSKY -  Vaslav's father. Also a dancer, renowned for his leaps. He deserted  
his family, leaving them to lead a life of poverty – until Vaslav became a dancer. 
 
PRINCE LVOV -  Homosexual aristocrat who befriended Vaslav. 
 
DIAGHILEV -  Brilliant impresario who gathered great talents to create the Ballets Russes.  
Vaslav's lover for many years. 
 
KARSAVINA -  One of the great ballerinas. Often Vaslav's partner. 
 
KRUPENSKY -  Administrator of the Russian Imperial Theatres. 
 
RODIN -  Great French sculptor. 
 
STRAVINSKY -  Great Russian composer. 
 
ROBERT JONES -  Young American stage designer. 
 
PROFESSOR BLEULER -  Psychiatrist.  
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by Errol Bray 
 

ACT ONE 
 

 
 

Music begins in darkness. As lights slowly rise to create twilight, 
Nijinsky is seen standing mid-stage, very still. He is 61 and dressed in 
heavy winter coat, scarf and hat. He moves slowly as he speaks, forming 
an "icon" pose for each image he mentions. These icons are the poses 
from the famous photos of his roles. 
 
NIJINSKY :  I am the faune. I am the rose. I am the clown of God. 
I am the beloved. I am le dieu de la danse. I am Vaslav Nijinsky. 
The dancer. Nijinsky. 
 
Music changes dramatically to very loud Chopin. Nijinsky dances 
wildly into all the icon positions just shown and then into the positions 
of the "Red Cross Dance". He tosses his hat aside and opens his coat. He 
drapes his scarf across his hands as he crouches in the Faune position. 
The Chopin ends and Debussy's  Faune begins.  
 
Nijinsky crouches; very still; listening. 
 
NIJINSKY :  It is twilight. For Nijinsky it has been twilight for 
thirty years. Thirty years of dying light. And still I do not know 
why he left me.   (Stands.)   Why did Vaslav shrivel up and hide 
inside a far part of my soul where I could not find him? Why did 
the dancing die? Why did my soul go mad? It is my soul that is 
ill, not my mind. It is my soul.     (Dances strongly, harshly. Exhausts 
himself and sits. Stillness.)     He visits me at times. My dancer. My 
Vaslav. My soul. And then I feel that I could return to the world, 
intact and unafraid. But he always hides again at the very 
thought - and I am left alone and silent. I feel him near. Near, my 
soul. And this time I will not allow him to go until he tells me 
why he left the first time - that time thirty years ago when I was at 
the height of my power and my art; when I was le dieu de la 
danse; when I was Nijinsky. 
 
Music swells. Nijinsky dances as the Faune. Vaslav runs on in Faune 
costume and joins him and they dance closely, in unison.  
 
At a still moment, Nijinsky breaks from the dance and corrects 
Vaslav's position.  
 
Vaslav continues to dance and Nijinsky watches for some moments. 
Then Nijinsky steps to the Front, as if introducing Vaslav to the 
audience. 
 

DANCE and MUSIC ACTION and DIALOGUE 

 
DEBUSSY - Prelude to 
"L'Après-midi d'un 
faune." 
 
Some of the "icon" poses 
may be shown in photos 
on the set. Poses should 
match these very clearly. 
 
 
 
 
CHOPIN - Prelude 20. 
"Red Cross Dance" is to be 
choreographed as the end 
of the play. It is Nijinsky’s 
final dance - a benefit for 
the Red Cross. 
 
DEBUSSY - Faune.  
The crouch is another icon 
pose.  
 
DEBUSSY - Faune. 
        ⇓  
         
        ⇓  
 
        ⇓    The angular, sharp   
              movements of    
              Faune. 
        ⇓  
 
        ⇓  
 
        ⇓  
 
        ⇓          
 
 
Music louder. 
NIJINSKY dances the 
angular moves of the 
Faune and when VASLAV 
joins the dance, he places 
himself in front of NIJ and 
they dance as if one 
person, until NIJ breaks 
from the dance. 
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NIJINSKY :  My dancer. My soul. He is the man that left thirty 
years ago. He is always the young Nijinsky – twenty-nine years 
old. He is the one who vanished. I am the old one, the one who 
made the journey. I am the man who made the journey that was 
the life of Vaslav Nijinsky. Most of that journey was made in 
twilight - the twilight of thirty years of madness. And now, before 
I die, I want to understand. Was I always a little mad? I was never 
able to talk to others very well. I spoke through the dance. 
Sometimes I think the madness was inevitable. The story seemed 
to need such an ending. The understanding is in the story, in my 
story.     (Dances wildly; briefly. Vaslav stops and watches, surprised.  
MUSIC stops.)      It is early 1950 in the south of England and soon 
I will die, despite being content. The English do not count 
madness for much and they rather expect it in Russian artists. 
Although my parents were Polish, I have always been Russian. 
Before I die …. and I must! Thirty years of madness, silence, 
immobility is enough! I'm sixty-one years old. I was born in Kiev 
in 1889. I have lived in rage ever since. Not passion - rage! Even 
this long twilight is rage - a raging silence in the face of - in the 
face of - in the face of my wife! 
 
Romola hurries forward. She is in her sixties and wears a shawl. She 
goes to Nijinsky and starts buttoning his coat. Vaslav watches.  
 
ROMOLA :  The air is cold, dear Vatsa. Come in. This English 
weather will kill us.  
 
NIJINSKY :  I must tell a story.   (Romola does not hear him – does 
not listen - and continues buttoning the coat.)     Twilight! Twilight! 
 
Nijinsky spreads his arms and the lighting changes to cold daylight 
then to early twilight.  Romola gently makes Nijinsky put his arms 
down and she leads him away.  Faune music starts again.  
 
Vaslav moves to the Front and dances - sketching the steps - as he 
speaks. 
 
VASLAV :  Twilight! In a few hours I will dance my marriage to 
God. I am Vaslav Nijinsky, the most honoured dancer in the 
world. I am twenty-nine years old - and three-quarters. It is 19th 
January, 1919, in St Moritz. For some time now I have pretended 
to be mad. Or else, for some time now I have been mad and 
pretending to myself it is not so. I only know for sure that my 
soul is disappearing. So tonight I will dance for the Red Cross in a 
dance of my own creation to try to save myself, to try to bring 
myself back from the twilight. 
 
Romola - now in her thirties  and well-dressed; fur coat, etc - hurries 
forward, holding a scarf. As she speaks, MUSIC stops. 
 

ROMOLA :  Vaslav, you must come in from the cold. Look at 

DEBUSSY – Faune 
continuing. 
        ⇓  
 
 
        ⇓  
 
 
        ⇓  
 
 
        ⇓  
 
 
       ⇓  
 
Music stops, as if broken 
by NIJINSKY's wild 
dance. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
DEBUSSY - Faune. 
        ⇓  
               VASLAV moves 
                as if marking out 
        ⇓      the steps, rather 
                than dancing. 
         
        ⇓  
 
 
        ⇓  
 
 
        ⇓  
 
 
        ⇓  
 
 
        ⇓ 
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you, in the snow with no coat. You are like a little boy. 
 
Romola wraps the scarf around his neck. She moves away. Vaslav 
follows but is stopped by a command barked from the Back. 
 
NIJINSKY :  Tell the story! Tell our story! 
 
Vaslav turns to Front and addresses audience. 
 
VASLAV :  I was a boy when our story began. Nine years old. 
My mother was alone. My father had left us. She wanted so much 
for me to be accepted at the Imperial Theatrical School. She was a 
dancer - as was my father - and she knew that admission to the 
School would ensure my future. They took very few students 
from very many applications but I was successful and my mother 
was so happy. I was a good student. I became a resident of the 
School. For my mother I succeeded. Never for my  father. He 
betrayed us and at the School my temper betrayed me.  
 
Mother enters rapidly. Her poverty is clear from her clothes. 
 
MOTHER :  Expelled! Expelled, Vaslav. You have destroyed your 
life. We will starve. I cannot earn enough from dance lessons to 
keep us all. 
 
VASLAV :  Mother. 
 
MOTHER :  No. No, Vaslav. You must apologise. You must beg 
their forgiveness. The scholarship pays for your food and for your 
uniform. Nothing in the house fits you any more. 
 
VASLAV :  Mamushka. 
 
MOTHER :  Your father sends no money. We will starve. Your 
sister must be helped too. She is not yet a resident at the Imperial 
School, so there are many things I must provide for her. Do you 
want to see your sister living in poverty just because you cannot 
behave yourself properly? 
 
VASLAV :  Mamushka, I am only thirteen. 
 
MOTHER :  (Holds him.)  You are a boy, but you must also be the 
man in our family. Your father has done this to you, not me. And 
you have inherited your father's bad temper. You must control 
that. Time to stop being a boy, Vaslav. Time to be a serious 
student of the dance. 
VASLAV :  I will try, Mamushka. 
 
MOTHER :  I have never been ashamed of any of my children 
before. But I am ashamed that the Imperial School expelled you, 
Vaslav. Deeply ashamed. 

 
      ⇓  
Music stops. 
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VASLAV :  I'm sorry, Mamushka. I will never make you ashamed 
again. I will make you proud. I'll be good. I promise. I'll never let 
you starve - or my sister. I will practise.   (Mother goes off and 
Vaslav moves to Front.)   I'll be good. I will think of nothing but 
dancing.  (Practises a classical movement over and over.) 
 
Nijinsky comes from Back and has changed to become Fokine. He 
stands admiring a photo of Nijinsky as a young dancer. Vaslav 
continues to practise. 
 
VASLAV :  I'll give up my friends. They were the cause of my 
expulsion. I'll give up self-abuse. It weakens my dancing. I  
will think of nothing but my dancing - and my mother - and my 
sister. My dear sister. 
 
Bronislava dances forward as a young girl in practice uniform of the 
Imperial School. 
 
FOKINE :  Bronislava Fominitchna Nijinska. That is a wrong 
movement. That is not the movement taught at the Imperial 
School. I am surprised to see this poor work from the sister of 
such a brother. 
 
Vaslav exits. 
 
BRONISLAVA :  I am sorry, Mikhail Mikhailovitch Fokine. I did 
not mean to disgrace your teaching. I was dreaming. 
 
FOKINE :  The class may wish to know why all the teachers of 
the Imperial Theatrical School are late for their classes today. And 
you, Bronislava Fominitchna, may particularly wish to know as it 
is the fault of your brother, Vaslav Nijinsky. 
 
BRONISLAVA :  He has not caused trouble again, has he? 
 
FOKINE :  Trouble? No. Astonishment? Yes. Bronislava 
Fominitchna, you have such a marvellous brother that I must 
congratulate you.   (Shakes her hand mock-seriously.)   As you all 
know, my dear pupils, the boys have been taking their dancing 
examinations this morning. All the teachers stayed to watch 
Nijinsky. He is remarkable. All the examiners gave him the top 
mark of 12. But this was not at all fair. In other examinations 
students have been given 12, but there has never been anyone 
who danced like Nijinsky. For him we should come up with a 
new mark. Today I would have given him 20 or even 30, he so 
surpasses anything we have seen before. How lightly he jumps - 
how high. All the difficult pas are so easy for him. Three tours en 
l'air - entrechat-dix effortlessly. He is like a bird in air. After the 
boys danced the allegro pas in a group, Nijinsky was asked to 
repeat the sequence by himself. And then, my dear pupils, a thing 
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happened that never, ever happens at examinations. Never! 
Suddenly, everyone - all the teachers - applauded. Yes, 
applauded. The Director, Telyakovsky, his assistant, Krupensky, 
and the teachers applauded Nijinsky as if we were at a full 
performance. All the teachers are late for class because we could 
not leave without talking about this marvellous dancer - Nijinsky. 
The whole School is so proud of him. He has a great future, 
Bronislava Fominitchna; a great future. 
 

Nijinsky/Fokine goes to side to change, putting on a good winter coat 
and hat. Bronislava addresses the audience. 
 

BRONISLAVA :  Never before had I known a teacher to address 
any student in such personal terms, especially in front of the 
whole class, and especially with such wonderful praise for 
another student. I was breathless. I could not wait to rush home 
and tell my mother what Fokine had said - what the whole 
Imperial School was saying about my brother. His future was 
assured! My mother wept with joy. Vaslav's future was assured!     
(Claps hands with joy.)    From this time he was pursued by so 
many people - and hated by a few jealous dancers. Everyone 
wanted to be his friend. Even before he graduated, the premier 
danseuses were approaching Vaslav to be their partners. Vaslav's 
graduation performance made mother and me so proud. 
Everyone was amazed by his dancing. Almost everyone. Father 
came but his praise was for me in my small roles. He said little 
about Vaslav, only that the program had shown him as "a 
jumper" and that he had to work hard to become a real dancer. 
Vaslav was hurt by his father.  
 
Bronislava hurries away. Thomas, Nijinsky's father, strides across to 
Centre Front, shouting. MUSIC of Jeux. 
 
THOMAS :  This is a disgrace, Vaslav! 
 
Vaslav comes forward in a suit. 
 
VASLAV :  Have you no standards of decency? 
 
THOMAS :  Have you no manners? 
 
VASLAV :  Have you no sense of morality? 
 
THOMAS :  I am your father! 
 
Vaslav turns away and lowers his voice. MUSIC stops. 
 
VASLAV :  No, no, no. I won't do this. I don't like this. Let's do 
the next piece of the story. This part is not important. 
 
NIJINSKY :  It's what happened next. We fought with father 
when we were 18 and then never saw him again. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
DEBUSSY - Jeux. Loudly 
at first, then under the 
voices. DANCE and 
actions are based on the 
movements from the 
ballet, Jeux.  
 
 
    ⇓  
 
 
    ⇓  
 
 
    ⇓ 
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VASLAV :  All right, you've said it. Let's move on. This is when 
we met Prince Lvov. He became my friend. 
 
NIJINSKY :  The argument with father was important. I was 18 
and I never saw my father again. 
 
VASLAV :  Prince Lvov became my friend. That was important. 
 
Nijinsky walks with measured step to the Side, showing his displeasure. 
He takes a different costume element and returns to Centre as Lvov. He 
addresses the audience directly. As Lvov speaks, Vaslav goes to the 
Side and finishes dressing to become a fashionable young man about 
town of 1907. 
 
LVOV :  I am Pavel Dmitrievitch, Prince Lvov, Chamberlain 
of his Highness and Secretary of the Minister of Transport and 
Communications. I am 35 years old, six feet tall and the first 
person in St Petersburg to own a motor car. I have a fine sedan 
and a four-seater coupe. I am the Patron of many sporting and 
athletic organisations. I once enjoyed the company of many 
young champions of sport. Especially those young men who ride 
bicycles. But now I find my time is spent almost entirely with the 
dance. Perhaps I should say, with the dancer - with the dancer. 
Vaslav Nijinsky is the most beautiful - dancer - in all Russia. At 18 
he was already famous. At 18 he met me and I became a Patron of 
the dance. Every Saturday night I would take Vaslav to a fine 
symphony concert at the Dvorianskoye Sobranie.    (Holds out arm 
and Vaslav takes it. They stand closely, side by side.)     I would buy 
him presents.      (Puts a large ring on Vaslav's finger.)      I would 
buy his mother and his sister presents. The whole family admires 
me. They are in awe of the grandeur of a Prince. I am in awe of 
the beauty of Vaslav Nijinsky. I am his - Patron. 
 
VASLAV :  I am Vaslav Nijinsky, Artist of the Imperial Theatres. 
I am 19 years old, five foot four inches tall and I have never been 
in love before. There were flirtations with girls but they were 
juvenile nonsense. Now I love a Prince. He introduced me to a 
Count who was charming and who bought me a very fine piano. 
But I do not love the Count. I love my Prince. 
 
LVOV :  I gave my Vaslav many presents. And I stayed by him 
when he was extremely ill. I must confess in this case to a certain 
element of conscience. My foolish young sporting friends took 
Vaslav to - a brothel. Yes! Vaslav! A brothel! It was not a joke. 
They were trying to hurt me because I had deserted them. Vaslav 
became - diseased. I went to him every day. I gave the family a 
valet to attend to Vaslav's every need. I brought the very best 
doctors. And he got well. His family adored me. I saved his 
mother from debtors' prison. The family had fled one of their 
apartments owing a great deal of back rent. I gave his sister 

     ⇓ 
 
Music stops. 
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