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‘§=‘-.:'DRAGO JANCAR, born 1948 in Maribor, Slovenia. Author, playwright,
.-}’.cssaylst Studied law, worked as journalist, free-lance writer, editor. In 1975
",{';scntcnccd for “enemy propaganda”. Berween 1987 and 1991 president of
_’the Slovene PEN. Centre. Winner of the PreSeren Prize in 1993 and the
- Arnsberg (Germany) European Short Story Award in 1994, Lives in Ljubljana.

Prose: Galley Slave, novel, 1978; The Pale Sinner, short swories, 1978; Polar
Lights, novel, 1984; Deati ar Mary-of-the-Snows, short stories, 1984; The Look of
an Augel, shorz stories, 1992; Mock Desire, novel, 1994, Novels and short stories
-translated into English, German, Polish, Czech, Hungarian and other languages.

Plays: Frofesor Arnof and kis Follawers, stage play, produced 1982, new
production 1983, published in Novi Sad, Serbia, 1982, and in Prague, Czech
. Republic, 1986; The Grear Briffiant Waltz, stage play, produced 1985, sub-
“sequently staged in Croatia, Serbia, Bulgaria, Macedonia, Hungary and the
_United States, published 1988 in Austria and 1989 in Hungary; Night Sceues,

stage play, produced 1986; Stateour on Godor, stage play, produced in Sarajevo-

"-'1987 in Austria 1988, in Slovenia 1989 and subsequently in the United
‘States, Serbia and Austria, published 1989 in Serbia (in Hungarian) and
-1992 in Prague, Czech Republic; Klement'’s Fall, produced 1988 and in the
~same year in Novi Sad, Serbia; Dedalus, produced 1988 and subsequently in
“the United States; Hallstatt, produced 1994, new production in 1995, pre-
~sented ar the International Festival of Modern Drama in Veroli, Italy,
jpubllshcd in English by the Slovenian Repertory Theacre in Treste.

Drago Jancar

THE GREAT
BRILLIANT WALTZ

. transiated by Aune Celr and Peter Perhanis

Characrers:

SIMON VEBER, hiscorian and che Polish rebel, Drohojowski, 40
KLARA, his wife, over 30
LJUBICA, student of French and an artist, 23
VOLODJA, male nurse, over 40
DOCTOR, director of the Institure, 50
EMERIK, a pianist, 45
SAUL PAUL, a religious man, 55
RAJKO, a recluse, 27
OLDER EXPERT ON METAPHORS, aged 50
YOUNGER EXPERT ON METAPHORS, aged 30
CAPTAIN, an officer in the narional army
DOBERMAN, a stucterer, heavy eater and box maker
FIRST ORDERLY, on the staff of the Institute
SECOND ORDERLY, on the staff of the Institure
NURSE, on the staff of the Institute
PERSECUTOR, a law-and-order man, model citizen and basket weaver
OFFICE WORKER, a woman with lipstick, an envelope stuffer
WOMANWITH-DOLL
FREDERIC CHOPIN
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SETTING

Somemhere in the East. The entire action takes place in the “Freedom Makes Free
Tustizute.” This institute is ot a mental hospital in the uswal sense. Rather, it s an
organization which specializes in making over its patients into citisens who have been
purged af their hidden anti-social tendencies.

The central room of the Institute is a large day and work room. This is prodably the
hall of a former feudal mausion with its characteristic arches and windows. It is
simultaneansly the diving roow and later becomes the ballroom. Upstage rear there is
a second-level gallery atong which the sick roomsicells are arranged. Each room has a
heavy wooden door which can be opened only from the outside. Each door has a peep-
- hole. Stairs lead up to this corridor. The scenes of the play which eccur an the second
Jewel (i.e. those in the cells and the director’s office) are actually presented on rhe floor
lewel in small spotlighted spaces.

The play begins in Simon’s cell, a small spotiighted space on the floor level of the set.
Successive cenes slowly enlarge the playing space unti finally at the end of the play, the
plaving space (for the ballroom scene) is at s largest dimnensions.

TIME
The present.

/1

(Simon's room in the Insticnte ahich resembles somewhat a cell. Simou is ying on the
bed. Volodia's head with o crew-cut appears af the peep-hole in the heavy wooden door.)

VOLQDJA: Good morning
(Simon continues to stare at the floor:)

VOLODJA: Psssst! Hey!
(Simon raises himself onto his elbow.)

VOLODJA: Hey, know any good jokes?
(Siman sits up on the bed. He runs his hands throngh s hair:)

VOLODJA: Are you deaf? [ just asked you if you know any good jokes. They
don't even have to he good!
(Open-mouthed, Volodja waits for an answer. When there is none, Volodia's head
disappears from the peep-hole, which he stams shut. Stman looks around, gets up
and begins to pace. The peep-hole opens again.)
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. VOLODJA: You want something to eat?

(WFithaut saiting for an answer, he pushes a hospital cart into the room, on it a tin
plate and a spoon. He sits on Sinton's bed, the cart nest 1o him. Simon watches aff
this frone a coraer of the room.)

VOLODJA: Have some. Ty it. (Tebing the spaon and tryiug it himself, as though
Simon were o refuctant infant) Yum, yum, yum... but 1 think we need a
little salt. (raking o salt shaker from his packer and salting the food too much)...
Delicious! Come on, have some. [t's got fresh sheep’s guts in it

SIMON: Am L..am Lin... in..F
(There is a straight-jacket lying on the bed which Volodja picks np with his spoon.)

VOLODJA: Yes, you are. You're in. Now you are really /n.

(As he drapes the straight-jacket over his tnees, Volodja accidentally shoves the
handle of the spoon into the food. He turus the spoon in the food a bit and then he
wipes his hands on the straight-jacker. He begins to ear now.)

VOLODJA: | knew you weren't going to eat anyihing. None of you guys have

' an appetite in the beginning. You don't mind, do you? Later on you'll be
stuffing your face like there’s no tomarrow just like all che rest of them.
Take that stutterer, for example, that dddddumb sssshhhhhhic, That cwit
can eat twice as fast as he can talk,

"SIMON: Today's... what day is it, today?

VOLODJA: You don't know that either? It’s Monday. As Ljubica would say

' in French: “C’est Macdi, Mardi.”

(Valodja sings this French as though it were the opening bars of the American pop
song from the 1960's, “Monday, Mouday.”)

VOLODJA: Monday's a nice day. Everything starts over again on Monday.
The new arrivais come on Monday, On Monday it's soup with fresh
sheep guts. God resied on Sunday and then he created Monday. Saul
Paul knows all about that kind of thing. He's well connected up there
{i.e. with God).

SIMON: Are you also... I mean... a patient?

VOLODJA: My God! Nobody's ever asked me chat kind of question before.
What are you up to, anyway? Do you have any idea who you are talking to
here? Have you got the slightest clue who this Volodja standing here is?
{Simon shakes his head.)

VOLODJA: You dor’t know? Well, you'll find out soon enough. But for now
this is me, Volodja, sitting here in front of you, honoring you because he
is sitting here eating your soup. (Threatening Simon with the spaon) and
remember: “There's just one other person above Volodja—the docror,
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and he isn't around that much. He does his rounds, has a lock (puils
dow skin under his £ye), says m-mm, yes-yes and gets out. Then its just
good ald Volodja again. Remember thar.
(Volodja waits for Simon to nod and then continues to eat.)

SIMON: M:. Volodja...

VOLOD]JA: For you... just Volodjz.

SIMON: In my case, there's been a mistake. [ don’t belong here.

VOLODJA: Aha, ‘

SIMON: Really.

VOLODJA: Really.. tell me, what day is today?

SIMON: MONDAY.

- VOLODJA: Correct, and you know that because 1 told you just now but

before you' thought it was Thursday.

SIMON: I'm a normal person,

VOLODJA: And I'm not?

SIMON: Oh, no, you're normal, too.

VOLOD]JA: Well.

SIMON: Well whart?

VOLODJA: So were both narmal.

SIMON: Yes.

VOLODJA: Except I'm little bit more normal than you.
{(Siman wants to say something but decides not to. Volodja purs the spoon down
and wipes his mouth on the straighe-facket).

VOLODJA: You're a Pale, aren’t you?

SIMON: What?

VOLODJA: Aren't you a Polish officer or something?

SIMON: Oh, that.

VOLODJA: We've already got one officer here. He's a major.

SIMON: I'm a historian. My name is Simon.

VOLODJA: I'm honoured.

SIMON: I do research wark at the Foundarion for Histary.

VOLODJA: But you're a Polish officer, too, aren'’t you?

SIMON: No.

VOLOD]JA: No, eh? Not even as a joke?

SIMON: Well... maybe... sometimes.

VOLODJA: It doesn't seem that way to me.

SIMON: Not roday, it doesn't. | don't understand how ['ended up in here.
All T remember is that my colleagues and I went on alictle binge ~starting
last Friday.
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- VOLODIJA: Friday. Friday is a bad starting day.

SIMON: Somebody’s taken advantage of me. That's how I got here. A first
[ chought it was Sunday morning, [ thought T was in jail... to sober up...
but now I see... this doesn’t make any sense. This must be cleared up
immediately.

VOLODJA: They don't go togther.

SIMON: Whar doesnt’t go together?

VOLODJA: Booze and brain problems. That's the First Commandment—
mental illness and liquor don't mix. Se you be careful because if [ ever
catch you with 1 bottle...

SIMON: But I'm not iil!

VOLODJA: Mais oui! Bon, bon.

(Valodia likes to show off what little French he nows whenever e can.)

SIMON: I am not a mental patient.

VOLODJA: And I'm nor either. .
(Falodia gets up off the bed and pushes the cart toward the door. He has the
streightjacket on the cart.)

VOLODJA: Well, we've had a good meal, and we've had a nice conversarion.
You see now that you can talk to me. That won'e be the case with the
doctor, He's been here a long time (tapping his head with the spoon}, but he
doesn’t understand anything.

(Volodia exits, bolting the door behind him. Simon leaus on the door and then
begins to beat on it with his fists.) ‘ '

VOLODIJA (ar rhe peep-hole) What do you wans?

STMON: 1'd like some newspapers and some books.

VOLODJA: Come on. Today is barely Monday. Don't worry, you'll have
boaks up the gazoo soon enough. But now thar you've gotten me back
here— (mispronsuncing the French) — a proposs — do you remember any
good jokes now?

SIMON: No.

VOLODJA: Quel damage.

(He exits, slamming the peep-hole shut).
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1/2

(The office of the institute’s director: The Younger and Older Experts on Metaphor are
waiting far the doctor to come. The Oleler is sitting i an arm chair leoking through his
briefease. The Younger is bored and restless.)

OLDER: I've got a lot of scuff here about our historian, Mr. Simon Veher. He
seems to have survived his youth pretty well — if we overlook his confir-
martion and first communion, those stupid leftist activites at the
university, and a couple of nights in jail for drunken hooliganism. But it
just goes to show you, you never know. Here's a man who ought to be
secring down—in the prime of his life-and instead he's going crazy.

"YOUNGER: (/s taken a book absentmindedly off the direcror’s desk and just flips the

pages for somerhing to do) I've never ¢rusted histerians. They are always
sniffing around the archives and then when they've finished that, they
all sit down and write 2 different version of the same thing. 1 den't
approve of that. What's happened has happened. They don'c have any
right to go around changing everything.

OLDER: (painting ta the book which the younger is playing with) You know what
you've got in your hand?

YOUNGER: A houquert of roses.

OLDER: That's our Professor Simon's personal diary.

YOUNGER: (rassing it to the older as if it were a hot potata) I thought I smelled
something funny.

OLDER: There's some very interesting material inside here.

YOUNGER: I couldn't care less.

OLDER: Our Professor Siman has been doing research on a certain Polish
rebel named Drohojowski,

YOUNGER: Never heard of him.

QLDER: His big year was 1830.

YOUNGER: That was weli over a hundred years ago. Who cares?

OLDER: Do you know what happened in the year 18307

YOUNGER: I think... the Paris Revolution... no... the French Commune —1
don't know. Something French.

OLDER: You'll never make much of a histerian.

YOUNGER: You’re breaking my heart.

OLDER: The 29th of November, 1830, was the beginning of the great
uprising in Poland and this Drohojowski feliow was one of the leaders.
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The uprising was suppressed, of course, but Drohojowski was able to
escape —io our country here,

YOUNGER: Isn't it time for lunch yer?

QOLDER: Listen to this. It's important. So when he arrived, this Drohojowski
was starving and exhausted buc at least he was in one piece. Then some-
how here in our country he broke his leg — in two places. He spent two
days in the gutrer in full view of passers-by but nobody bothered to stop
and help him, Finally he had to bribe somebody to take him to the hospiral
but they treated him so badly that chis leg of his developed maggots.

YOUNGER: That's aur heatrh service for you.

OLDER: It wasn't our health service then, not in 1830,

YOUNGER: {looking at his watch) Well, pardon me... time for a coffec break!

OLDER: Just a minute now, my young colleague. | want ro read a few passages
€0 you.

YOUNGER: You can skip che parts about maggots, if you don't mind.

OLDER: May 19. I'm guoting now our historian: “I cannoe forgive what
happened here in my own country to the proud Polish rebel, Drohojow-
ski—a man who spole only of liberty—a man prepared to die for liberry —
a man who ends up in the guster in my own country, the very symbol of
freedom itself there in the gutter and our citizens, no berter than rabble,
walk right past him."”

YOUNGER: What a load of crap.

OLDER: And there's more.

YOUNGER: Wonderfufl

QOLDER: May 32nd. Quote: “Even though he was exiled from his homeland,
in spite of his horrible fate in the end, 1 myself would willingly trade
places with him. Oh, for a second's worch of risk, of rebellion, of complete
conviction! To be a rebel is to lead a life of principle, the only true life,
the authentic life.”

YOUNGER: “The auchentic life"! Ha, ha,

OLDER: 1 ask you: what kind of historian is this Simon Veber?

YOUNGER: The usual kind - first-rate slinger of bullshit. I'm going for coffee.

OLDER: {tafing our a lerrer) Read chis first... our historian writing to a colleague
of his.

YOUNGER: (séimming it impatiently} Blah, blah, blah, yeah, so?

OLDER: Look how aur Mr. Simon Veber signed thar letter.

YOUNGER: “Greetings from the Polish rebel, Drohojowski.” He thinks he's
this Drohojowski?
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OLDER: Exactly. (e takes back the letrer and reads randomiy). *My research is
going very well... incredible things are happening... unbelievable
coincidences and parallels. Greetings from the Polish rebel, Drohojow-
ski.” So what do you think of this lecter?

YOUNGER: I think the postal service shouldn't have delivered it.

OLDER: It does happen, of course. People do go crazy. Even historians.

YOUNGER: Especiully histarians.

OLDER: Bur why does he have to be some Polish officer — a rebel, no less?
What an obnoxious word that is — rebel. Why couldn't he have been
Napoleon? Madhouses are full of Napoleons. Or Hitlers. There's a
shorrage of Hitlers.

YOUNGER: And he knows German, too. He could have been Goebels or
Rosa Luxemburg,

OLDER: Don't we have somebody in our own history that a lunatic can
model himself after? Do we always have o look elsewhere? Couldn’t
he have become native revolutionary?

YOUNGER: You did say the ninereenth century, though.

OLDER: So, haven't we any lunatics in the nineteenth century? I mean:
grear personalicies?

YOUNGER: Maybe in some other archives.

OLDER: If you ask me, something is beginning to stink here. If this Simon
Veber were a normal lunatic and even if he waneed to be somebody
Polish—if he couldn't do any better — then why wouldn't he be Sobieski,
for instance. Sobieski saved Vienna from che Turks. He's a historically
positive persenality. He could have been Sinkiewicz for chat marcer. [
read about him when I was a school-boy,

YOUNGER: He could have been Gomulka.

OLDER: Exactly. Everybody knows him. But who really ever heard of
Drohojowski?

YOUNGER: It’s scrange all right.

OLDER: It's more than strange. It stinks to high heaven.

(There is a period af intense silent deliberation ou the Older’s part. The Younger
WIS anxiousty.)

OLDER: I think someone's trying to screw us to the wall.

YOUNGER: Do you really think so?

OLDER: I think so - therefore [ am. [ also think someone is trying o pawn-
off a metaphor on uvs.

YOUNGER: A metaphor?
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OLDER: A metaphor or a screwing-to-the-wall - it's one and the same thing.
You ought 1o know that already.

YOUNGER: | know that already.

OLDER: My ass, you do. (Even angrier now) But if someone intends to fuck
me over, he'il have to pay chrough the nose.

(The doctor, head of the Institute, enters. J

YOUNGER: Well, Doctor, what's he up tof

DOCTOR: He wanted some books.

YOUNGER: Books especially for exiles, eh?

DOCTOR: He didn't say what kind... just books and newspapers. He
wouldn't eat anything,

YOUNGER: Nothing strange ubout shat. He propably has a terrible hangover.

DOCTOR: So... what have we got on him?

OLDER: (shawing the diary) This.

DOCTOR: (taking the diary and looking through it) Any thing else?

OLDER: (showing the letter) And this.

DOCTOR: (looking ar the lerter) 1s that i’

OLDER: What do you want, Doctor! We've got all kinds of information on
him. We even know what he says in bar-rooms. [ can give you an entire
dossier if you want.

DOCTOR: I'll have a look at everything but Pll rell you right now— this 18
going to be a difficult case.

OLDER: What do you mean “difficult?” Just one electroshock through the

‘ head and he wor't be a difficult case anymore.

DOCTOR: Oh, no, no. We must have a careful analysis, extensive interviews
and a good over-ali diagnosis. We work systematically here in our Frecdom
Makes Free Institute. We expose the hidden desires to the light of day
and we do it with strict seientific mechods — no electrashock or that
kind of thing here. I'm afraid char hiscorian, Siman Veber, is still a long
way from being the rebel, Drohojowski.

OLDER: A long way? Look what's writcen here: “Greetings from the Polish
rebel, Drohojowski.” What more do you wane? |5 he supposed to get on
a soap-box in Victory square and shout: “I'm the Pole, Drohojowski."?

DOCTOR: [ am very sure he doesn't yet identify himself completely with
Drohojowsli.

YOUNGER: I could gee him to that point in no time- with a night-stick.
And he'd still be conscious, too.

DOCTOR: Science solves it in a different manner.
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OLDER: Then solve it and stop lecturing us.

DOCTOR: You must understand chat cransformation takes a long time in
an intellectual. Furthermore, [ can't work in over-crowded conditions.
All the eells are Tull here, You're bringing everybody here. What are the
prisons for?

OLDER: Has your science gone to your head? You know that who goes where
is decided elsewhere, not in this office.

DOCTOR: (restrained but firm) 1 can hold him for observation for three days.
OLDER: For three days?
DOCTOR: That's the law.

OLDER: (70 the younger) He says that’s the law.

., YOUNGER: Well, it seems to me the law will have o be changed.

OLDER: Doctor, this whole thing sounds a bit {ishy to me. The Caprain,
who is an officer in our army, really did have a hidden ides abourt a conp
erar, and when we found this out, did we tell him we couldn’t be friends
anymore? No! And you accepred him immediately.

YOUNGER: And the same with Saul Paul.

OLDER: That’s right. Saul Paul lives here, too. Saul used to be my colleague.
Then he began ro change into Paul and you didn’t hesitare for a moment
when we brought him in. But now we have here a very serious case,
somebody who really needs to take che cure, a Polish rebel of the firse
order and you don't accept him, What does this mean?

YOUNGER: Isn't there some equality among citizens, Doctor? It’s in the
constitution, you know.

DOCTOR: Bur...

OLDER: No “buss” about it. One more “but” from you and you'll be back at
your old job as director of the cooperative. Or we could ger you a new
job —how about theatre manager! Would you like to be a theatre manager?

DOCTOR: No thanks. They're all crazy in those theatres.

QOLDER: So then. Are you going to accept him or not?

(The Doctor simply nods.)

OLDER: Now you're talking,

(The Older and Younger now gather up what they need and prepare to leave).

OLDER: Well, goodbye, Doctor. And you can tell our Mr. Simon Veber from
me that he is abour to experience a real “authentic life”... meraphors...
ha, ha, ha.

YOUNGER: Ha, ha.
(The Qlder and Younger exit.)
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DOCTOR: {after they leave) Ha, yourselves. (Looks ar the Jetter and dowis some
vodta). Theatre manager! (dr the door he calls ont into the corridor). Volodja,
let the new patient join the others.

VOLODJA: {just his voice) In the large room?

DOCTOR: Where else?

VOLODJA: Will he be here long?

DOCTOR: {slamming the door shut) tdiot!

/3

(Voladia as confident guide brings Simon into the day room. Simon looks aronnd like
someode seeing it for the first time.) '

VOLODJA (smiling confidently): And... here we are!

(The Captain immediately comes towards them from across the roont. his /f(mn’s
behind him and carefufly inspecting the newcomer. The Persecuror switches on his
flashlight, hunches his head between his shanlders and follows everyrhing clostly.
Falodja brushes past the Capiain as he leads Simon all around the room. The
Caprain follos at a distance.)

VOLOD]JA: We will purt the writing table here. (Heyells out his famous monosylla-
bic command ro the orderfies) Hey!

(The orderfies throw doson their cards aud rush over,)

VOLODJA: | said « writing table.

(The arderfies run aud bring @ writing table and Volsdja gets a chair).
SIMON: (referring ro the chair) Thank you bur | could have gotten it myself.
VOLODIJA: (quietly to Simon) You see how they obey me?

(Simon nods politely. Then he stares abour the room.)

VOLODJA: What are you staring at? Sic down. Worl. Write.

SIMON: (sitting ar an empty table) Book, paper?... a pencil, too.

VOLODIJA: Mais ouil (He looks tosard Linbica ro see if she heard him speaking
French. Trying to inpress her, he speaks again, more lowdly.) Mais oui! (Lijubica
smiles at him and nods.Velodia smiles, too, and then he yells out sharply.) Hey!
(The orderfies drop the cards again and come to Volodja, this time less willingly.
He motious with his head and the three of them exit. Simon gases around the
room. The Prosccutor stares at him from amid his baskets. The three recurn, the
orderlies with a heap of dusty books which they throw on the writing table, Volodja
with a pencil but no paper. Velodja foins the card ganie now. Simon twirls the
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pencil in his fingers and blaws the dust off a book. He leafs thraugh a book while e
stares aronnd the room. The Persecutor crawds up to the writing table and shines
his flasilight in to Simon's eyes.)

VOLODJA: (without leakmg ups from his cards) Everybody 1o work!
(As the Persecutor returns to hits basters, Saul Paul gives Simon a friendly wave -
which Stmon acknowiedaes. Dobernian is secretly eating o sandwich under the table.
Wihenever Volodia throws down a card and grunts, Dobernian hides his boxes
under the table. The Caprain, taking uo notice of Shnon, is trying to get close fo the
Office Worker so he can take away her lipstick. After a short scuffle with her, e
gers rhe lipstick.)

OFFICE WORKER: Give me back my lipstick. Give it back to mel

- VOLOD]JA: Return her lipstick, Caprain.

CAPTAIN: Major.

VOLOD]JA: Alright, “major” then. Return the hpsnck
(The Captain salutes and rerurns it.)

YOLODJA: For God's sake, what's going on here today? I can’t ger a lousy
hour's worth of work out of anybody. What's so special about somebody
new showing up? It's happens every Monday. This time it’s this Dro...
Dro... Hey, what's the name again?

SIMON: Simos.

VOLODJA: Your other name... the Polish name... Dro... Droho...

SIMON: You mean, Drohojowski?

VOLODJA: That's it— breaktime, everybody. Ten minutes early today.
(There follows a subdued routine bustte.)

SAUL PAUL: (ar Simon's rable with Bitde) What are you reading?

SIMON: Nathing special. They pave it to me.

SAUL PAUL: You must have patience. [ waited a long time for this book.

SIMON: May I seer?

SAUL PAUL: No, I don't let it sut of my hands for anybody. No offence but
I've had bad experiences. Somebody used to tear out the pages.

SIMON: But why weuld they do chat?

SAUL PAUL: Because the pages they tear out I can't read anymore. Thart’s why,

SIMON: Oh, chat's why.

SAUL PAUL: This is the Holy Bible. Before, | wasn't even allowed to look at
this book. That’s the kind of job I was in if you know what I mean. They'd
have potten rid of me immediately. In the end, they got rid of me any-
way. That's why ! can read what [ want now. Everything is in here.
Nathing more can happen that hasn't already been recorded in here.
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(Ljnbica comes closer and sits on the table with her skerchbook in hand.)

SAUL PAUL: Flee fornicarion. Every sin that 2 man doeth is with the body.
Paul’s first letcer to the Cornnthians.

L JUBICA: He's Saul... no, Paul. Well, he was Paul. Now he’s Saul... I think...
no, Paul Saul or i he Saul Paul?

SAUL PAUL: | became Paul. [ was Saul.

(Exit Seaul Paul)

LJUBICA: (drawing a Jew lnes) May T sit down?
{Simon rises ro offer his chair:)

LLJUBICA: Not there. Here.

SIMON: You're already sicting here.

LJUBICA: May [ draw you?

SIMON: Well, alright, but I don’t know that I'll be any good as a model.

L.JUBICA: I have to draw you right now—while you're still afraid. Afterwards
you'll ger u face like all the others.

SIMON: Who says I'm afraid?

LJUBICA: Aren’t you? | was terribly afraid when | came. In the beginning
i's a}l strange~nor that it isn't strange enough outside somertimes, bur
you know... What do you do, outside?

SIMON: History, research... boring things like that.

LJUBICA: Why should they be boring? I'm really a student of French. |
paint for the fun of it, you know. I mean 1 didn't finish my degree. |
went off the deep end,

STMON: Everybody does somerimes.

(The Persccutor aprroaches with his flashiight.)

LJUBICA: (maving hint away) Get away with that lamp!
{Tha Persecutor moves away.)

LJUBICA: (calling ont) Emerik! Come here! (T Simon} Be friendly to him.
He's very sensitive.

(Emerik approaches. Volodja is behind him.)
LJUBICA: This is Emerik, my friend. He plays the guitar very well.
VOLODJA: Whenever he's loaded, that is.

(Na owe pays ey attention 10 him.)

LJUBICA: Emerick, play something. Simon would like to hear

EMERICK: {confused) Ljubica, please. F'm not in the mood. 1 couldn’t getany-
thing out of that guitar right now. Besides, you know I'm really a pianist.

VOLODIJA: (with a forced langh} A pianist on the rocks!

EMERICK: 1 played with Mataci¢ in Salzburg,
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VOLODIJA: (in exaggerared German) Not wich Bergstein?

EMERIK: (prosouncing the iame correctly) Bernstein, if you are thinking of the
famous conductor.

LJUBICA: (clapping her hands) With Bernstein, with Bernstein.

VOLQDJA: (insulted) So what? (Arrempting to get the upper hand again.) Show us
your hands, Emerile. Come on. Let's have a look at them.

(Ewmerik hides his hands nervonsly.)

CAPTAIN: (disturbed from a distance by the noise) Whac kind of anarchy is rhat
over there? Obey the command,

VOLODJA: You don’t dare show them, do you? They're shaking, aren’t they?
Your're going ro play with Bergstein — pardon moi, I mean Bernstein —
with those hands, Mr. Booze Hound?

{Exir Volodia)

LIUBICA: fealfing after him) Mr. Big Shot Nobody' {Augrily to Emerik) Play
something, Emerik, on purpose so that neckhead will see. Go on, play
someching on purpose.

EMERIK: I can't now, Ljubvica. T can't, really. (70 Simon) Excuse me. I am
utterly indisposed at the moment. Ucterly,

(Emerit moves into a corver, sits down, and bends over the guitar, Doberman
approaches im cautiously, trying ra soothe him. He offers a sandwich bue Emerik
dectines.)

LIUBICA: {erampling np a paper) 1 can't do it today. I'll draw you tomorrow.
You won't have aged before comorrow.

VOLODIJA: (loudly as if to children) Alright everybody. Play time is over. The
doceor is on his rounds.

/4

(There is no break berween this scene and the previous one. Volodja stand's by the door,;
fooking out. Ljnbica brings some drawings, setting them our on Simon's table. Emerik
watches her)

SAUL PAUL: Israelites, hear.. whac Paul says unto you! For I am prepared to
go ta jail. If need be, I will die in Jerusalem for the name of Lord Jesus.

DOBERMAN: (ro the Office Worter} YYYY-our mmmake up-up.up's ssssmee-
ared ooo-n yyyyy-our eecears.

YOLODJA: The rounds. Quiet, ptease. Everybody in their places.
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(In passing between the tables Volodia takes the dolf amay from Homan-with-a-
Doll, He rasses it to an orderly who is playing cards. The waman chases after it
but the orderty rosses it back. As Ljubica is tidying-up her drawings, Emerik
approaches her:)

VOLOD]JA: Hey, Johnny Guirtar!

(Emerik stares scornfully. Volodia indicates his place ro him with a finger bur he
rurns to Linbica.)

VOLODJA: Hey, Bergstein.
(Emerik goes to his place, head erect. The Captain sets himself by the dour next 1o
Valadja. The Doctor enters, the Nurse bekind him.)

VOLODJA: (as if a command, sharply) Hey!
(They all rise aud the Captain salutes.)

DOCTOR: Sit down. Sit down. Continue with what you were doing, please.
Pretend 1'm not here, At ease, Caprain, please.Volodja, how many times
do 1 have to tell you: This is not the army.

VOLODJA: There must be discipiine.

(The Doctor passes from table to table looking ar the varions work. Doberman
raises reo fiugers.)

DOBERMAN: I've ggzgot a oooo-com-pppplaint. I gggot only one sssseali

DOCTOR: Nurse, I've told you he is to have as much food as he wants.
(The Doctor staps by the Woman-with-a-Doll. She is staring at the floor:)

DOCTOR: What's the macter? Is anything wrong?

(The Woman shakes her head but continnes to stare at the floor:/

DOBERMAN: (pointing ar Voledja) Vo... Va... Vol... Volodja traalk her chehehild
again.

DOCTOR: Voladja, [ wanr to see you in my office when I'm through here,
(Folodja hunches his head between his shoulders. Saul Paul comes up bekind the
Daceror) Brother, behold! (The Docror is startied.) Beholdll

VOLODJA: See what happens when there’s no discipline!

DOCTOR: (approaching Simon} Mr. Drohojowski, I hope they treated you
well when you arrived. Qur employees are not always up to the highest
standards. [f your pride should become affected or your sense of liberty
for an authentic life, please let me know immediately.

SIMON: {caimfy): You know very well I'm not Drohojowski.

DOCTOR: (ignoring him) Did you find anything suitable to read, Mr
Drohojowski.

SIMON: Maybe Mr. Drohojowski found something but 1 didn't. The kind
of political reading they want me to do here I'm not interesied in. I'm
an historian, you lknow.
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DOCTOR: So are you writing anything at the moment, Mr. Drohojowski?
(Simou does not reply.)

DOCTOR: You there! Are you writing a diary? You may write your own diary
here, if you wish.

{Simou rwirls the pencil.)

DOCTOR: Nurse, get him some paper. Write, Mr. Drohejowski, write! You
may write letters to your colleagues, too. Give them to the orderlies to
mail or you can give them to me... How’s the leg? Is it gecting becrer?

SIMON: Pardon me?

DOCTOR: (grumpily} Sit down,

{Simon sits on the chair,)

- DOCTOR: Not there. On the table. Yes, there. Now roll up your trouser

leg, please.

SIMOMN: Whar are you doing?

DOCTOR: Just turn it up, Mt Drohojowski. Nurse, roll up chat trouser leg
since the gentleman can't be bothered.

SIMON: (pushing the Nurse away) Stop it. This is ridiculous.

DOCTOR: You stap it.

SIMON: This is crazy.

DOCTOR: What's crazy?

VOLODJA: Roll up your trouser leg!

CAPTAIN: Carry our the order - you can complain later.
(Simon turns up his trouser leg, slowly and unwillingly. The Doctor inspects kis leg
and dictates something to the Nurse. Volodja comes closer to peer ar Simoi's leg.
Simon pulls down his trouser leg in lis face.)

DOCTOR: Well, you'll have to have an examinatrion. Emerik! Come herel
Over here, 50 everybody can see.
(Emerik comes to the Doctor)

DOGCTOR: (taking a sheet of music from kis pocket) I've got something for you,
Emerik. This is Chopin! Yes, Chopin, Emerik.
Your dear Chopin. Look through it and refresh your memory. And by
the way-listen to this everybody—it looks like we'll be getting a piano!
Emerik witl play again and we'll have a big dance. How abour that?!
{Some begin to clap.)

EMERIK: If I may say so, Mr. Docror... I am... [ am not... a...

VOLODJA: Spit it out, Johhny Guirar, Just spic it out.

DOCTOR: Volodja, please!

EMERIK: (hesitares, looks at Ljubica and gains courage) 1 am not a dancehall
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pianist. I don't play for dances. I play for the Leningrad Philharmanic
and the piano to me is... something... sacred... like Chopin.

DOCTOR (wore quierly): Just a couple of numbers, just for the fun of it
Then you can play in coneerr.

EMERIK: I'd rather just do a concert.

DOCTOR: You will play Chopin, Emerik. Don't worry. {Adore loudly to the
athers) We shall hold a great dance —a gala affair-in che lovely ballroom
of our Freedom Makes Free Institute.

VOLODJA: (with exaggerated German) And Bergstein is going o play.

I/5

(Simon and Ljudica seared in the visitars’ room. Sinon is nervons, feeps getting up, and
stares at the door:)

LJUBICA: Don't be so nervous. She'll be here.

SIMON: If anyone can ger me out of here, she can, Her father's a big shor,

LJUBICA: My relacives don’t come here. They can't be bothered o drive all
those kilometers for a crazy girl. The traffic’s too heavy, you know. It's
more comfortable ac home in the garden,

SIMON: They’ll come. Have a little patience.

LJUBICA: Oh, no, they won't. Sunday is for sitting around with the
newspaper. It's not for highways and hospitals—riot this sort of hospital,
anyway. I'm goint to go paint semeching.

SIMON: They'll come. Have a little patience.

LJUBICA: Oh, no, they won't. Sunday is for sitting around with the
newspaper [£'s not for highways and hospitals— not this sort of hospital,
anyway. I'm going ro go paint something.

SIMON: They'll come. Have a little patience.

LJUBICA: Oh, no, they won’t. Sunday is for sicting around with the
newspaper. [t's not for highways and hospitals—nor this sort of hospital,
anyway. I'm going to go paint something.

SIMON: They'll come. Have a little patience.

LJUBICA: Oh, no, they won't. Sunday is for sitting around with the
newspaper, [t's not for highways and hospitals—nor chis sort of hospiral,
anyway. I'm going to go paint semething.

SIMON: Wait a minute. I'll incroduce you 1o Klara.
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(Kiare enters with the First Orderly.)

FIRST ORDERLY: Ten minutes only.
(Orderly exits. Simon and Kiara embrace. They move apart and gaze at each
other: Sinon forgets aboug Ljnbica, Klara sits, crosses her legs and lights a cigarette.
Ljnbica watches Klara and then quietly leaves.)

KLARA: Who was thar?

SIMON: She's from here. Her name's Ljubica. She was waiting for her visicors.
{4 period of sifence now.)

KLARA; (blowing smaoke at Simon) Hey!

SIMON: Den’t ever say that word again.

KLARA: O.K, O.K

- SIMON: It reminds me of somebody here—thar's all.

KLARA: So how are you?

SIMON: Perfect!

KLARA: Have you sobered up?

SIMQON: Yes.

KLARA: Are you in a good mood?

SIMON: Whag are you trying to tell me, Klara? You're behaving like I've got
a hangover or just got up on the wrong side of the bed. One thing for
sure... [ can’t breathe good in here. I feel too crowded.

KLARA: Simon, dear, you know it’s not ail the same to me. But the way you
were behaving over this last month, I just couldn’t stand it anymore.

SIMON: What on carth did I do?

KLARA: We've only got ten minutes, Simon.

SIMON: Something’s going on here, isn't it, and it has nothing to do with
my drinking, does ic?

KLARA: You'll give your liver and lungs a rest, Simen. You'll feel much better.

SIMON: You're not listening to me.

KLARA: Anyway, it won't last very long...about a month, I would say.

SIMON: (gerting angry) What do you mean “you would say"? What do you
know... {silence, then horrifiedly) My God, you agreed with them! You
signed!

KLARA: They'll cure your alcoholism and your... atracks.

SIMON: And just whar kind of attacks are they, “would you say"? And what
alcoholism are we talking about, “would you say”?

KLARA: Stop it! I don't want te fight. I didn't want to sign. Then my father
said...

SIMON: “Your father said"?
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KLARA: Yes, my farher. | discussed it with him. He had some information
about you. I don't know what, and he said it would be best for you... for
us... Simon?... only a month. Hey, what's a month?

SIMON: And you-you who knows everything—what kind of a place is this
place here, “would you say”?

KLARA: Simon...

SIMON: It’s a very special kind of place, Klara...the kind that gives a man
the creeps. [ can’t sleep anymore. 1 don't undersrand anything anymare...
Where did they get my diary?

(The First Orderly enters.)

FIRST ORDERLY: End of visit.

KILARA: Simon, trusc the Doctor. Everyching will be alright.

SIMON: (trying to push the orderly away and shrieking at Klara) There'’s nobody
ta trust. Get me out of here. Go to that old man of yours and tell him 1a
get me the hell out of here right now. Tell him something crazy is going
on in here. Tell him!

{The arderfy pushes hint out the door and then returns.)

KLARA: What's going on here?

ORDERLY: He’s agitated, madam. He's just very agitated.
(Both the Experts and the Doctor are in the Office of Director.)

OLDER: How's he getting on?

DOCTOR: I'm afraid scientific theory and the needs of practical application
are very much a part in this case. Simply put, I have a feeling that the
historian, Simon Veber, is still a fong way away from the Polish rebel,
Drohojowski. I'm not saying he doesn’t have some disposition in that
direction but...

OLDER: Would you stopping babbling on about theory and disposicion! I
have the diary. T have the lecter. Irrefutable proof. So just quit the jargon
and get on with the work.

DOCTOR: I'll try to the best of my ability.

OLDER: What's the story on Saul Paul?

DOCTOR: He's doing well. At the mament he's writing the Epistle to the
Corinchians — the second ene, I think. He writes slowly, though.

OLDER: So, give him a typewriter

DOCTOR: An Apostle with a typewriter? That wouldn't do.

OLDER: | see. And what about what's-his-name?—the one who was eating
in Victory Square while everybody else was standing in the bread line?

DOCTOR: That was Doberman. He's convinced thas there's going to be
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shortages in the coun[ry ar any moment so he eats four dinners every
night.

YOUNGER: Boy, that adds up.

OLDER: And che Captain?

DOCTOR: He's been pramoted to Major.

OLDER: How long before he attemprs his coup d’etat?

DOCTOR: He wants to be promoted to general first. Then he'll start plan-
ning his strategy again for the occupation of the governmental palaces
the radio stations and the post offices.

OLDER: Couldn't he be speeded up a bir?

DOCTOR: I don't think so. He’s on a career track. He's very serict aboue that
kind of thing. One other matter, however — he's still using lipstick. Maybe
we should transfer him roan erdinary insticution. Those places have very
lictle to do these days and they've got plenty of space. It won't be long
before we're warse off here than the penitenriaries used to be.

YOUNGER: You and your space problems bore the pants off me.

QOLDER: Whar about Rajko® How’s his resistance?

DOCTOR: | think he's getting by better than any of them. He doesn’t talk
to anybody. He just keeps cutting out newspaper arricles and he hangs
around with Saul Paul and Drohojowski bur, don't worry, it's boiling
slowly inside him. He'll probably blow all at once.

OLDER: In spite of everything, Doctor, I must say that the Freedom Makes
Free Inscicute is one of the best transformation establishments we have
and you, you are a man of science. In fact, if martrers continue to progress
in this way, you won't need to go into theatre work.

DOCTOR: Well, chat’s a relief. Thank you very much and I thank you in the
name of the staff, too. | have only one request, if I may. Some months
ago | asked for a piano... as therapy for the manics, the depressives, the
alcoholics and the arrists.

OLDER: {to the Younger) What about this piano?

YOUNGER: (writing in a notebook} '] look into it. Maybe there's still something
left in the People's Fund.

OLDER: You will have your piano and you will have the honor of our presence
at your dance. I'm very interested to see what goes on in a...you'll forgive
me...in a nuthouse. Ha, ha, ha.

YOUNGER: A specialized nuthouse. ha, ha.

OLDER: So that's everything. | want Drohojowski by the shortest route,
the fastest methods. He’s got a connection somewhere high up through
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his wife. They could get him out of here before we have a chance to
help him be what he wants to be. Ha, ha, ha,

YOUNGER: A rebel. Ha, ha.

1/7

(The Doctor is in his office with Simon who is there for a check-up. The Doctor has ou
his white gown.)

SIMON: Alright, Docror, sir... if it has to be, just give me that electroshock
and let’s get it over with so | can go home.

DOCTOR: How can [ give you an electroshoek, Mr. Drohojowski? It wasn't
invented uncil 1938. Two Iralian psychiatrists, Cerletti and Bini, will
discover the process after experimenting on pigs in a Roman slaughter-
house. But right now it's October Z0th, 1938 and we're in the general
hospital. They brought you here with a leg broken in two places and
you've got a bad case of gangrene, too. The hospirtal staff did not ereat
vou properly. Good help is so hard to find.

SIMON: Ddocror, sir... why are you bothering for? You can see that this is
ridiculous. Why try to convinee me that I’'m something other than [am
in fact?

DOCTOR: I'm not about to discuss truth and appearance with you, Mr.
Drohojowski. The fact is that the gangrene is spreading and antibiotics
are yet to be invenred. We're going to have to amputate.

SIMON: 1 beg your pardon?

DOCTOR: We are going to amputate your Jeg.

SIMON: Which leg!?

DOCTOR: This one, the diseased one.

SIMON: Buc chis one is completely healthy!

DOCTOR: Oh, well... then the other one, of course.

SIMON: This ane is healthy, too.

DOCTOR: It can't be.

SIMON: Well, it is. Shall T kick you in the ass to prove it?

DOCTOR: Now listen: I'm not going to ger angry. [ can see thar this isn't
easy for you. The patient is always in a state of shock when we give him
this kind of news... this terrible news.

SIMON: What terrible news?
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DOCTOR: That his leg — 1 mean — your leg must be ampurared.

SIMON: Do you want me to believe that... are you... actually?

DOCTOR: Sorry.

SIMON: You're out of your mind.

DOCTOR: If you say so.

SIMON: This is a madhouse!

DOCTOR: That doesn't change anything.

SIMON: This is the stupidest damned thing I've ever heard.”
(Simon junips off table and paces room.)

DOCTOR: Be careful!

SIMON: (getting an idea) Wait a minute here, Doctor, sir—you're not a surgeon,

- DOCTOR: I suppose not but I've always wanted to be one. Even as a child

[ was dissécting frogs. As I recall I once wanted to operate on a cat. Do
you know how difficult it is to tie a cat up? Harder than a man, but I
tied it up finally.

SIMON: And you cuc it up, finally, too?

DOCTOR: Unfortunately, no. My father found out and gave me a box on
the ears. He said the cat was perfectly healchy and that even if ic hadn’t
been, I couldn’t operate without much more study.

STMON: So you studied psychiatry?

DOCTOR: Yes, psychiarry.

SIMON: So you see, you're not a surgeon!

DOCTOR: No, I'm not. And what about you? Are you not the Polish officer,
a follower on the revolutionary army, whao lay in a gutter for everyone to
pass by?

SIMON: No, I'm noxw

DOCTOR: So now you think everything's alright?

SIMON: Yes, I do.

DOCTOR: Well, it's not.

SIMON: Why not?

DOCTOR: Because it's not. You really are an odd-ball, you know that? Who
ever heard of an intellectual who doesn't understand anything? For such
a condition as yours, the cure lies in bringing out thar wish hidden
dormant within your subconscious... that hidden idea, how can Texplain
it, must be... materialised. Once thar happens then you and I, together,
will kill it

SIMON: Oh, no! I'm not going to kill anything... not even an imaginary man.

DOCTOR: A hidden, latently-present-man.
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SIMON: No. Never!

DOCTOR: Just the hidden desire, just the idea — that's all.

SIMON: Forger it

DOCTOR: Well, there we are. So you won't give him ro us. And | know
what's going to happen next. If I release you and that Pole inside you,
you'll both go out and gert drunk.

SIMON: [ won't drink, I promise.

DOCTOR: Of course, you will and then that Polish rebel part of you will
break out again — first in some bar-room, then at your Foundation, and
then finally on the street or in some workers canteen. That's when the
wiseguys will say: “See, chat's our psychiatryl” And that's not even half
the problem. Once | released a patient who thought he was Napoleon
and you know what happened? I gor ten Napoleons back, rogether with
a LaPFayette and a Founrainbleau.

SIMON: Fontainbleau is a place. I know that. I'm an historian and I have a
clear brain and a good memory — drink or no drink. On Ocrober 10,
1807, a treaty was signed there. ‘

DOCTOR: And, as I recall, there was a famaus minister involved.

SIMON: You mean Talleyrand?

DOCTOR: Yes, | chink chat’s it. Now where was [? Whar was I saying?

SIMON: A bit absentminded, aren’t you, Docror?

DOCTOR: Ah, yes. So I got ten Napoleons back. These days, of course,
neuroses are characeeristic and megalomania is rare. Bur whenever it
does appear, it spreads rapidly. The whole of Europe can be subjecred
to these... what should | say... to these social pachologies.

SIMON: Aren't we in the vear 18387

DOCTOR: We are and we are not. So if | release you and the Pole chere will
be repercussions for the entire psychiatric profession. We'll ger back so
many Polish rebels we'll run out of bed space, and then we'd probahly
have to eall in the police, too.

SIMON: Isn't that a bit exaggerated?

DOCTOR: I don't believe you're in a position to judge what is exaggerated
and whar isn't

SIMON: I see. So on account of some hidden desire of mine, some social
neuroses, some megalomania—on account of all this, you're going to do
the unexaggerated thing— you wanrt to amputaze my leg!

DOCTOR: It’s not a marzer of wanting. I will amputarce your leg, colleague,
just as sure as I'm standing here. I have quite enough knowledge from
general medicine.
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SIMON: Amputacting a leg is not general medicine. It's surgery,

DOCTOR: Is thar sof

SIMON: Doctor, listen to me. You mean all this symbelically, don's you?
Let’s say that I do idencify with this Drohojowski. So we find a way to
get him out of my subconscious—this fixed idea I have about a Polish
rebel-we get it ouc and kill it, you and I, for appearance’s sake~
symbolically, right?

DOCTOR: Wrong. I'm actually going to amputate your leg,

SIMON: You stupid idiot! Do you mean to tell me that your hidden desire
to be a surgeon is geing to amputate my hidden desire to be a Polish
rebel?

- DOCTOR: T chink so, yes.

SIMON: (after' reflecting for a while) I've just thought of something else,
Dacror, sir.

DOCTOR: Yes?

SIMON: | have researched all there is about this Drohojowski and there's
no evidence anywhere in any document, in any archive, in any source
whatsoever, that they ampurtated his leg. Why would they amputate
his leg?

DOCTOR: Because he wouldn't have survived otherwise. Look, I've studied
the history of medicine, too. Smeoth as butter in the exams, I was. Ten
ourt of ten. As your diary so accurartely describes it, the infection he had
when they brought him in would have killed him for sure had they not
amputated. Withour ancibiotics as an antidote o the infection, an
operation was absolutely necessary.

SIMON: What about a small local operation? They could have cut around
the wound and then disinfected ic. They knew about disinfection then.

DOCTOR: Nop, no, no. That won’t do. The leg must go or the infection will
rravel straight to the heart.

SIMON: Straight to the heare?

DOCTOR: Straight.

SIMON: May I make a relephone call?

DOCTOR: You may not.

SIMON: I'll call collect.

DOCTOR: You are already in intensive care.

SIMON: This is a medical crime! You cannot amputate a healthy leg!

DOCTOR: You make me laugh. Don't you know that the Aztecs used ta cut
the heart out of a living man and lay it on the altar? Did anyone call that
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a crime? No! And it wasn't just a religious gesture either. Ir had deep
social significance. What is one human heart compared to the spiricual
well-being of the entire community!

STMON: Viewed statistically — nothing, I suppose.

DOCTOR: And a leg is even less than nothing.

SIMON: {after some sifeuce) Doctor, sit,how about trying a lictle electroshoclk?
I wouldn't mind.

DOCTOR: Can't.

SIMON: But why not?

DOCTOR: Hasn't been invented yet.

SIMON: And... where... would you cut...

DOCTOR: Roll up your trouser leg. Here. No, a lictle lower. Here, above
the knee.

I/8

(The large day room is now the dining room. The Nurse is doling out food to the patients.
The Waman-with-Doll is in the corner. Doberman, with twa plates in fronr of him, Is
haping for mare. Ljnbica is near Emerik. Sanl Pan! with his Bible, Rajko with fis
newspaper clippings and Simon are afl seated together. Volodja and rao orderfies enter
aud walk among rhe tables. Volodsa staps ar Doberman's place.)

VOLODJA: 1Is it good?
(Doberman does not repiy.)
VOLODJA: May 17
(Volodja dips his finger into the food an the plare but pulls it away as if the food is
toa hat.)
VOLODI]A (to an arderiy): I need a Hffff...
SECOND ORDERLY: I don't have a Fffff...
VOLODJA: You don't have a ffff...7
SECOND ORDERLY: Npnnnn....
VOLODJA: FIHFE... forgee it then!
(Al three start laughing. Some of the patients langh, too. The First Orderly 15
holding up bork Doberman’s plates of food. Same is spilled on Doberman.)
DOBERMAN: You bbbaastards. Fffuuu
VOLODJA: Fuck us?
DOBERMAN: Fuck you!

VOLODJA: He got two words in a row! Bravo!
(Applause and laughter. The naise in the room increases. Doberman starts to cry
and overturns his table. The orderlies jump out of the way).
VOLODJA: Pick ie up. I mean: pp-ppie—ppic pick it upppp.
(Daberinan bends dowon bur only picks np his own plares.)
VOLODJA: Clean this all up.
(Deberman shakes his head and the Second Orderly vwists his arm so he draps his
plates on the floor)
FIRST ORDERLY: Picl up the plates, the forks and spoons, the table and
everything else.
SECOND ORDERLY: Take the cloth. Clean it up and then wash the floor.
VOLODJA: This is a dining room — a place for eating food, not for breaking
dishes.
CAPTAIN: No liberalism herel
(The arderfies manhandle Doberman some nrore because he refuses to clean up.
They throw him ro the floor. Saul Pan! draws near:)
SAUL PAUL: Arise and go to Damascus.
(The orderfies push Saul Pand ont of their way as they heave Doberman around
the floor).
SIMON: finto his piate, simply) Swine.
(The orderiies release Daberman. Everyoue looks toward Simon who now seizes
his table and staris to shake it. Emerik begins on his guitar: The Woman-with-Dell
walks about the roovm and Rajke overturus a chair:)
(The orderfies try to subdue him but he resists. A great clamor breaks out. There is
Danging on plates, jumping np and down, thimping on tables, velling and hissing. An
orderfly rushes for a straight-jacker and Siman is finally overcome. He is wow
Sfirmly bound in the straight-jactet.)

/9
(In Simon's cell, He is in straight-facker on fis bed. Volodja is pacing the floor:)

VOLODJA: Right from the stare I thought you were a strange guy. When
vou first came here, I asked you if you knew any jokes. You didn't. It's
not that you don't know any. It's that you don’t want to know any. 1
don't believe intellectuals don't know jokes. Qutside you could ger

107




