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CHARACTERS*

JOSEF GROSS, Managing Director

JAN BALLAS, Deputy Director

OTTO STROLL, Head of the Translation Centre
ALEX SAVANT, Prydepist

HELENA, Chairman

MARIA, Secretary at the Translation Centre
HANA, Secretary to the Managing Director
MARK LEAR, Teacher of Prydepe
FERDINAND PILLAR

GEORGE, Staff Watcher

PETER THUMB, A clerk

MR COLUMN

THREE CLERKS

The action takes place in three office rooms within one large
organization. Each office differs frcm the other in its
particulars (placement of furniture, office equipment, etc.),
but they all exude the same atmosphere and thus resemble
each other. In cach, there are two exits: a back door and a
side door.

*TRANSLATOR’S NOTE: Some names of the dramatis personae in this
translation differ from those of the original. This is the reason: The original
text of the play was dedicated by Vaclav Havel to the theatre ensemble of
the first Prague production and he used the first names of his cast for those
of his characters. I was delighted to find that their last names happened to
be translatable, and so-with the agreement of the author-I used the
translated names of the Czech cast, rather than those given in the original
text (though the part acted by Mr. Lir was merely adapted to read ‘Lear’,
and his first, unpronounceable name was changed). For clarity’s sake,
however, the names of the two main characters, Gross and Ballas, were
preserved. In other words, this discrepancy between the translation and the
original is the result of a little inside joke between me, Havel and the cast.
V.B.
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ACT ONE
SCENE 1

The Director’s office. Large office desk, small typist’s desk, a fire
extinguisher on the wall, a coat rack in the background. The stage is
empty. Then GROSS enters by the back door, takes off his coat, hangs
1t on the rack, sits at his desk and begins to go through his morning
mail. He skims each letter, then puts it either into the waste-paper
basket or into the out tray. One letter suddenly arrests his attention.
He glares at it and then starts to read it aloud.

GROSS: (Reads) Ra ko hutu d dekotu ely trebomu emusohe,
vdegar yd, stro reny er gryk kendy, alyv zvyde dezu, kvyndal
fer tekynu sely. Degto yl tre entvester kyleg gh: orka epyl v
bodur depty-depe emete. Grojto af xedob yd, kyzem ner
osonfterte ylem kho dent de det detrym gynfer bro enomuz
fechtal agni laj kys defyj rokuroch bazuk suhelen. Gakvom
ch ch lopve rekto elkvestrete. Dyhap zuj bak dygalex ibem
nyderix tovah gyp. Ykte juh geboj. Fyx dep butrop gh-
(GROSS does not notice that meanwhile BALLAS and PILLAR
have quietly entered by the side door. BALLAS coughs discreetly.)
Are you here?

BALLAS: Yes, we are.

GROSS: I didn’t hear you come.

BALLAS: We entered quietly.

GROSS: Have you been here long?

BaLLAS: Not long.

GROSS: What is it?

BALLAS: We’ve come to ask your advice, Mr Gross.

GROsS: Go on.

BALLAS: Where should Mr Pillar record the incoming mail?

GROSS: Couldn’t be more obvious, Mr Ballas. In the
incoming-mail book.

BALLAS: It’s full, isn’t it, Mr P?
(PILLAR nods.)

GROSS: So soon?
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BALLAS: I'm afraid so.

GROSS: Good gracious! Well, he’ll have to get a new one.

BALLAS: We've no funds to get a new one, have we, Mr P?
(PILLAR shakes his head.)

GROSS: What do you mean no funds? As far as I recall a
purchase of two incoming-mail books was budgeted for
this quarter.

BALLAS: It was. But in accordance with the new economy drive
all budgeted expenditures were cut by half, with the result
that we were able to purchase only one incoming-mail
book which is, as I've just mentioned, full. Isn’t it, Mr P?
(PILLAR nods.)

GROSS: (Hands PILLAR some money.) Here. Buy yourself a new
one.

(PILLAR pockets the money. Both bow respectfully.)

BaLLAs: We thank you, Mr Gross. Thank you very much,
(They leave by the side door. GROSS picks up his letter and
examines it with curiosity. HANA enters by the back door,
wearing a coat and carrying a vast shopping bag.)

HANA: Good morning.

GROSS: (Without looking up) Good morning.

(HANA hangs her coat on coat rack, sits down at the typist’s

desk, takes a mirror and a comb out of her bag, props the mirror
- against the typewriter and begins to comb her hair. Combing her

hair will be her main occupation throughout the play. She will

interrupt it only when absolutely necessary. GROSS waiches her

stealthily for a moment, then turns to her,)

Hana-

HANA: Yes, Mr Gross?

GROSS: (Shows her the letter) Any idea what this is?

HANA: (Skims the letter) This is a very important office
memorandum, Mr Gross.

GROsS: It looks like a hodgepodge of entirely haphazard groups
of letters.

HANA: Perhaps, at first glance. But in fact there’s method in it.

It’s written in Ptydepe, you see.
GROSS: In what?
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HANA: In Prydepe.

GROSS: In Ptydepe? What is it?

HaNA: A new office language which is being introduced into our
organization. May I go and get the milk?

GROSS: There’s a new language being introduced into our
organization? I don’t remember having been informed.

HANA: They must have forgotten to tell you. May I go and get
the milk?

GROsS: Who thought it up?

HANA: It seems to be a full-scale campaign. Elsie said it’s being
introduced into their department, too.

GROSS: Does my deputy realize what’s going on?

HANA: Mr Ballas? Of course he does. May I go and get the milk?

GROSS: Run along.

(HANA takes an empty bottle from her shopping bag and hurries
out by the back door. GROSS paces thoughtfidly up and down.
Again does not notice when BALLAS and PILLAR enter by the
side door. BALLAS coughs.)

Are you here again?

BALLAS: We've come to tell you that we’ve just purchased a
brand new incoming-mail book. It’s lying on Mr Pillar’s
desk. Isn’t it, Mr PP?

(PILLAR nods.)

GRrROSs: Good.

BALLAS: But the Department of Authentication refuses to
authenticate it.

GROSS: Why?

BALLAS: The new book hasn’t been registered by the
Purchasing Department on account of its not having been
purchased with the department’s funds. So, legally, it
doesn’t exist, does it, Mr P?

(PILLAR shakes his head.)

GROSS: Say I ask them to authenticate it on my personal
responsibility. My position’s solid now, I think I can go so
far.

BALLAS: Excellent! Would you mind giving it to us in writing?
It’ll simplify things a great deal.
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GROSS: I would. I don’t mind taking risks, but I’'m not a
gambler. A verbal order will have to do.

BALLAS: Well, then we must try to talk them into accepting it.
Mr P, let’s go.
(They turn 1o leave. GROSS stops them.)

GROSS: Just a moment, Mr Ballas.

BALLAS: Yes, Mr Gross?

GROss: Do you know anything about a new language?

BALLAS: I think I've heard about it. I seem to recall Mr Pillar
told me about it some time ago, didn’t you, Mr P?

(PILLAR nods.)

GROsS: Do you also recall who ordered its introduction into our
organization?

BALLAS: Who was it, Mr P, do you know?

(PILLAR shrugs.)

GROss: Mr Ballas. You are my deputy, aren’t you?

BALLAS: Yes.

GRoss: Well then. I didn’t order it. So it could only have been
you.

BALLAS: One gives so many orders every day, one can’t be
expected to remember them all.

GROss: Don’t you think you ought to consult me on such
matters?

BALLAS: We didn’t want to bother you with trifles,

GROSS: Actually, why is it being introduced?

BALLAS: As a sort of experiment. It's supposed to make office
communications more accurate and introduce precision
and order into their terminology. Am I putting it correctly,
Mr P?

(PILLAR nods.)

GROSs: Was it ordered from above?

BALLAS: Not directly—

GROSs: To tell you the truth, I'm far from happy about it.
You’ll have to find a way to stop the whole thing at once.
We don’t want to be somebody’s guinea-pig, do we?
(HANA re-enters by the back door with a bottle of miik.)

HANA: (7o BALLAS) Good morning,
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(She puts the bottle on her desk, opens i, drinks, then continues
combing her hair.) :
BALLAS: All right, I’ll cancel my directive, and try to retrieve all
the Ptydepe texts sent out so far, and have them trgnslated
back into natural language. (7o HANA) Good morning.
GROSS: Kindly do that. _ ‘ >
BALLAS: We don’t want to be somebody’s guinea-pig, do we?
GROSS: Exactly.
BALLAS: Mr P, let’s go. ’
(They leave by the side door. GROSS crosses to HANA's desk,
reaches for her milk bottle.)
GROSS: May I?
HANA: Yes, of course, Mr Gross.
(GROSS drinks, returns to his desk, sits down. Pause.)
GROSS: Strange relationship between those two.
HANA: ] know a great many particulars about it. '
GROSS: I don’t want to hear them! They’re both excepuonal!y
good workers. The rest is not my business. (Pause. /fgam
stares at his letter. Then turns to HANA.) Thank God, I've
nipped it in the bud. Did they seriously think anybody
would want to learn this gibberish?

HANA: Special Ptydepe classes have been set up for all
departments.

GROsS: Indeed! Anybody joined them?

HANA: Everybody except you, Mr Gross.

GROSS: Really?

HANA: It was an order.

GROSS: Whose order?

HANA: Mr Ballas’s. .

GROSS: What! He didn’t tell me anything about that! (Pause.)
Anyway, I fail to see how our staff could be expected to use
this Ptydepe when most of them couldn’t possibly have
learned it yet.

HANA: That’s why a Ptydepe Translation Centre has' been set
up. But it’s supposed to be only temporary, until
everybody has learned Ptydepe. Then it'll become the
Ptydepe Reference Centre. May I go and get the rolls?
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GROss: Well, well! A Translation Centre! Where on earth did
they find room for it all3

HANA: The Translation Centre is on the first floor, room 6.

GROsS: But that’s the Accounts Department!

HANA: The Accounts Department has been moved to the cellar.

May I go and get the rolls?

GROsS: Also on his order?

HANA: Yes.

GRoss: That’s the limit!

HANA: May I go and get the rolls?

GROSS: Run along,

(HANA pudls a string bag from her shopping bag and leaves by
« / the back door. GROSsS again does not notice when BALLAS and
" PILLAR enter by the side door. BALLAS coughs.)
Now what?

BALLAS: Mr Gross, I'm afraid you’ll have to give us the order in
writing, after all,

GROSs: I'll do nothing of the sort.

BALLAS: It'd be in your own interest.

GROss: What do you mean—in my own interest?

BALLAS: If you’ll give it to us in writing, you’ll greatly simplify
the work of our clerical staff, They won’t have to fill out a
special voucher to go with each incoming letter, you see.
And in view of the rumours which have lately been
circulating among them, it would certainly be a good
tactical move on your part. Am I not right, Mr P?
(PILLAR nods.)

GROSs: What rumours?

BALLAS: Oh, about that unfortunate rubber stamp,

GROss: Rubber stamp? What rubber stamp?

BALLAs: Apparently during the last audit it transpired that
you’re in the habit of taking the bank endorsement stamp
home for your children to play with,

GROss: That’s ridiculous. Of course I have taken that particular
rubber stamp home a few times. But not as a plaything.
There are nights when I have to take my work home to get
it all done.
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? e ini Mr Gross. But you
BALLAS: You don’t have to explain it to us, |

know how people are!

GROSS: And yvou think this bit of paper you want would smooth

things over?
: you that.
BALLAS: I'll guarantee you ’ e
GROsS: All right then. As far as ’'m concerned, have it typed,

and I’ll sign it. ‘
(BALLAS at once produces a typed sheet of paper, unfolds it, and
places it on GROSS’s desk.)

BALLAS: Here you are, Mr Gross.

GROSS signs.) ' ;
EBALLAS snatches the document and quickly folds it.) Thank

you, Mr Gross. We thank you very much in the name of the
entire organization.
(BALLAS and PILLAR are about to leave.)
GROSS: Mr Ballas.
?

BALLAS: Yes, Mr Gross: _ ' . ;

GROss: Have you cancelled the introduction of Ptydepe?

BALLAS: Not yet.

7 3

GROSS: Why not? N .

BALLAS: Well, you see, we’ve been waiting fo'r the rnghtf
moment. There doesn’t seem to be the nght sortlo .
atmosphere among the authorities for thlS move just no | y
We wouldn’t like it to be used against us in any way, wou
we, Mr P?

(PILLAR shakes his head.)
GROSS: That’s just an excuse. ‘ B
BALLAS: Mr Gross, you don’t believe us and we’re hurt.
GROSS: You’ve bypassed me. You've moved the Accounts
Department to the cellar,
BALLAS: That’s only half the truth!

2 f?
GROSS: What’s the other hal . . .
BALLAS: That I’ve ordered a ventilator to be installed in the

cellar next vear. Mr P, speak up, didn’t I give such an
order?

(PILLAR #o0ds.) '
GRrROss: What about the light?
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BALLAS: The Temporary Accountant has brought a candle from
her home.

GROSsS: Let’s hope so!

BALLAS: Mr P, speak up! She did bring a candle, didn’t she?
(PILLAR shrugs.)

Mr P doesn’t seem to know about it, But she did! You can
2o and see for yourself,

GROSS: Be that as it may, you bypassed me. You organized
Ptydepe classes, you set up a Ptydepe Translation Centre,
and you made the study of Ptydepe obligatory for all staff
members.

BALLAs: Outside their working hours!

GROSS: That’s beside the point.

BALLAS: Mr Gross, I fully agree that I may not bypass you in
things concerning the activity of our staff during their
working hours. But as for anything outside those hours, I
believe I can do as I please,

GROss: I don’t quite know what answer to give you at this
moment, but I'm sure there is a fitting one somewhere.

BALLAS: Perhaps there is, perhaps there isn’t. In any case, at
this point we’re not concerned with anything but the good
of our organization. Are we, Mr P?

(PILLAR nods.)

Naturally, we hold the same critical attitude towards
Ptydepe that you do, Mr Gross. Only we think that if,
before the inevitable collapse of the whole campaign, we
can manifest certain limited initiative, it'll be of great help
to our whole organization. Who knows, this very initiative
may become the basis on which we might be granted that
snack bar which we have been trying to get for so long,
Imagine that our staff would no longer have to travel all that
way on their coffee break,

GRoOss: All right. It’s quite possible that in this way we might
indeed get the snack bar. This, however, in no way changes
the fact that you’ve bypassed me a number of times and
that, lately, you’ve been taking far too many decisions on
your own authority,
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BALLAS: I? I beg your pardon! Haven’t we just bec.r: gon;x:llmg
ETR i new incoming-mail book:
sou about such a trifle as a ; v
)”You’re not being fair to us, Mr Gross. You're not at all fa
GROss: Mr Ballas, let me make a suggestion.

ALLAS: Yes? . o o
EROSS‘ Let’s be quite blunt with each other for a while shall v

It’l) simplify the situation a grfeat deal and speed up the
clarification of our points of view.

BALLAS: Shall we accept, Mr P?
(PILLAR n0ds.)

I accept. B .
GROSS: Why did you say that you hold a critical attitude

towards Ptydepe and that you’re only interested 13 zihc.
snack bar, when in fact you believe in Ptydc:pc;1 ;m 0
everything you can to get it quickly introduced:
BALLAS: Matter of tactics.
GROSS: A little short-sighted.
: 't say so.
BALLAS: I wouldn’t say s i e
GRrOSS: It never occurred to you that sooner or later Ird
-]
through your tactics: )
BALLAS: We knew vou’d create obstacles and thercfc;:e vscr:1 e
. ) % - \{ i & - er u
i / rouldn’t see what we were a
arranged it s0 you wou 2
were strong enough to surmount your obstacle;. ’llh:'e
. N . »!
nothing you can do to stop us now. The ov erw ebl?nalglse
majority'of our staff stands resolutely behu}d us,k ec
they know that only Ptydepe can place t)hcnr work on a
truly scientific basis. Isn’t that so, Mr P?
(PILLAR nods.) o : i )
GROSS: You seem to forget thatitis I \'.hlo bt.all; the dhll‘leltmst e
) .. - . 3 )m
ibility r organization, I in wh !
responsibility for ou : i 5
iti to me to judge what1s g
been placed. Thus, itis up . > W oo
our organization, and what is not. So faritis [ who am
Managing Director here. : s
BAL L‘AS‘ We cannot ignore the stand of the masses. I lzie wh
organization is seething and waiting for your word.
GROSS: I won’t be dictated to by a x.'nob.
BALLAS: You call it a mob, we call it the masses.
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GROSS: You call it masses, but it is a mob. I’'m a humanist and
my concept of directing this organization derives from the
idea that every single member of the staff is human and
must become more and more human. If we take from him
his human language, created by the centuries-old tradition
of national culture, we shall have prevented him from
becoming fully human and plunge him straight into the
jaws of self-alienation. I’m not against precision in official
communications, but I'm for jt only in so far as it
humanizes Man. In accordance with this my innermost
conviction I can never agree to the introduction of Ptydepe

Into our organization.

BALLAS: Are you prepared to risk an open conflict?

GROss: I place the struggle for the victory of reason and of
moral values above a peace bought by their loss.

BaLLAS: What do you say to this, Mr P?

(PILLAR shrugs in embarrassment,)

GROSs: I suggest to you that we all forget what has just
happened between us and that we part in peace before I'm
forced to take the whole matter seriously,

(A short pause. HANA enters by the back door, carrying a sining
bag full of rolls, PULs it into her shopping bag, sits down and
begins to comb her hair.)

BALLAS: (Turns to PILLAR) It scems he’s not vet ripe for
realistic discussion. We've overrated him. Never mind.
Let’s give him -~ (looks at his watch)-what do you say, an
hour?

(PILLAR nods.)

Time is on our side, An hour from now we’ll no longer be
handling him with kid gloves. The patience of the masses is
great, but it is not infinite, He'll be sorry. Let’s go.
(They leave by the side door.)
GROSS: Unheard of! (Sits down,
i, turns to HANA.) Hana!
HANA: Yes, Mr Gross?
GROSS: Do you know Ptydepe?
HANA: No.

notices his memorandum, stares ar
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GROSS: Then how did you know this was an official
memorandum? : e
HaNA: They say that in the first stage Ptydepe was used or:xlg fn
. ix;lponant-oﬂicial memoranda and that these are now being
received by some of the staff. :
os about
GROSS: What are these mem : o
HANA: They are supposed to inform the recipients .ab_ou;l .
: d’ecisions based on the findings of the last audit in their
departments. AR
GROSS: Indeed? What sort of decnspns. e
HaNA: All sorts, it seems. Very positive and very nega 1' : ar.n
GR;)SS.' Damn that rubber stamp! Where on earth did you le
all this? : : :
HANA: Oh, in the dairy shop this morning. s
GROSS: Where did you say the Translation Centre is: -
HaNa: First floor, room 6. To get to it one must go throug
Ptydepe classroom. ’ ’
GRosst'}Ah yes! Former Accounts Department. Well, I’'m off to
lunch. . ‘
(He takes his memorandwm from his desk and hurries out
through the back door.) o . ‘ T
HANA: (Calls after him) You'll like it, Mr Gross. They have g
in the canteen today!

SCENE 2

The Prvdepe classroom. Teacher’s desk in the backg;ou}:rd;' in tlfe .
‘ hai ] ing behi s desk, lecturing
1ve AR 15 standing behind his desk,
oreground five chairs. LE . ' _ o
j:ouf clerks who are seated with thetr backs to the audience. Among

them s THUMB.

i ic : ilton a
LEAR: Ptydepe, as you know, is a synthetic language, lc:;iuxl}tg
" g ! i wi
i ientifi sis. [ts grammar is constructe
strictly scientific basis. . , o
maximum rationality, its vocabulary 115 unfusuall) ?;:a‘sith
¢ ress
i / language, capable of exp
is a thoroughly exact b
far greater precision than any current natural tongue
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minutest nuances in the formulation of important office
documents. The result of this precision is of course the
exceptional complexity and difficulty of Ptydepe. There are
many months of intensive study ahead of you, which can
be crowned by success only if it is accompanied by
diligence, perseverance, discipline, talent and a good
memory. And of course, by faith. Without a steadfast faith
in Ptydepe, nobody yet has ever been able to learn
Ptydepe. And now, let us turn briefly to some of the basic
principles of Ptydepe. The natural languages originated, as
we know, spontaneously, uncontrollably in other words,
unscientifically, and their structure is thus, in a certain
sense, dilettantish. As far as official communications are
concerned, the most serious deficiency of the natural
languages is their utter unreliability, which results from the
fact that their basic structural units—words—are highly
equivocal and interchangeable. You all know thatin a
natural language it is often enough to exchange one letter
for another (goat-boat, love-dove), or simply remove one
letter (fox—ox), and the whole meaning of the word is thus
changed. And then there are all the homonyms! Consider
what terrible mischief can be caused in inter-office
communications when two words with entirely different
meanings are spelled cxactly the same way., P-0-s-s-u-m,
Possum-possum. The first, designating an American small
arboreal or aquatic nocturnal marsupial mammal with
thumbed hind foot— (THUMB giggles.)
‘The second, the Latin equivalent of ‘I am able’. Such a
thing is quite unthinkable in Ptydepe. The significant aim
of Ptydepe is to guarantee to every statement, by
purposefully limiting all similarities between individual
words, a degree of precision, reliability and lack of
equivocation quite unattainable in any natural language.
To achieve this, Ptydepe makes use of the following
postulation: if similarities between any two words are to be
minimized, the words must be formed by the least probable
combination of letters. This means that the creation of

66

THE MEMORANDUM

words must be based on such principles as wm\:}ld lca:i: u;
the greatest possible redundancy of language. o'u se[},m
redundancy—-in other words, the difference betw een o
maximum and the real entropy, related to the maxl'me1
entropy and expressed perccntually~'conccms pr.em?ary
that superfluity by which the expression 9f a partu::nd o
piece of information in a given languagf: is lc.mgcr,' e
less probable (i.e., less likely to appear in tl'ns plaruc b
form), than would be the same expression in a ] l::_niua”
with maximum entropy; that is to say, one in w llgc' e
letters have the same probability of occurrence. ?‘ebt- S
greater the redundancy of a langl{agg, the mor‘e relia i
is, because the smaller is the possxl?allty that by an exnin gf
of a letter, by an oversight or a typing error, the meaning
ltered. .
t(}(‘;:::s[ :::::3 bl;re lZe back door, his‘ ‘;n:’;nor;mdwn in his hand,
om and leaves by the side door’ '
g?\ifsdzc]::s:oin fact, Ptydepe achicv; ils. high redundancy?tB)
a consistent use of the so-called principle of a 60 c;i)r:,r c:?
dissimilarity; which means that. any Ptydepe wor : n::er
differ by at least 60 per cent of its lcuerg frgm anyl lor vl
Ptydepe word of the same lcngr.h (and, mc1denf:; Y, a,; '
part of such a word must differ m.thc same v.va? r(;)rrkl1 onye i
Ptydepe word of this length, that l; fr’Icwy}rlr:1 :né) :f,:a ;p]e’ e
i one of which it is a part). 5
S}aa?ll:l:: ;c)ossible five-letter combinations of ti\? 26 letters
of our alphabet—and there are 1‘1,88‘1,376—on ¥ 4;;12 s
combinations can be found which differ from eac 31 e
three letters, i.e., by 60 per cent of the total. F‘rom :
432 combinations only 17 fulfil the other rcqulrcmgnF:
well and thus have become Ptydepe words. I-.Iel;lc.c I;t 1re
clear that in Ptydepe there often occur words which a
very long indeed. '
THUMB: (Raising his hand) Sir-
. P :
if;:;.d::e(sé}eu up) Would you please tell us which is the longest
word in Peydepe? (Siis down.)
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LEAR: Certainly. It is the word meaning ‘a wombat’, which has
319 letters. But let us proceed. Naturally, this raises the
question of how Ptydepe solves the problem of
manageability and pronounceability of such long words,
Quite simply: inside these words the letters are interspersed
with occasional gaps, so that a word may consist of a
greater or smaller number of so-called ‘sub-words’. But at
the same time the length of a word—as indeed everything in
Ptydepe~is not left to chance. You see, the vocabulary of
Ptydepe is built according to an entirely logical principle:
the more common the meaning, the shorter the word.
Thus, for example, the most commonly used term so far
known-that is the term ‘whatever’—is rendered in Ptydepe
by the word ‘gh’. As you can see, it is a word consisting of
only two letters. There exists, however, an even shorter
word ~that is ‘f"~but this word does not yet carry any
meaning. I wonder if any of you can tell me why. Well?
(Only THUMB raises his hand.)

LEAR: Well, Mr Thumb?

THUMB: (Gets up.) It’s being held in reserve in case science
should discover a term even more commonly used than the
term ‘whatever’,

LEAR: Correct, Mr Thumb. You get an A.

SCENE 3

The Secretariat of the Translation Centre. It is something betiveen an
office and a waiting room. A large desk, a typist’s desk, a few straight
chairs or armchairs, a small conference table. STROLL is seated on i,
a paper bag full of peaches in his lap. He is conswming them with
gusto. GROSS enters by the back door, his memorandum in hand.

GROsS: Good morning.

STROLL: (With his mowth full) Morning.

GROsS: I've dropped in to get acquainted with the activities of
the Translation Centre. I'm the Managing Director.

STROLL: (With his mouth full) So you're the Managing Director?
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GROSS: Yes. Josef Gross. . :
(STROLL slozoly lets himself down from the table, finishes his

peach, wipes his hands on his handkerchief and walks over to
GROSS.) ; /

SsTROLL: Very glad to meet you. Sorry I didn’t recognize you;
I've been here only a very short time and so I still haven’t
met everybody. My name’s Stroll. Head of the '
Translation Centre. Do sit down. (STROLL folds .Ins
handkerchief and shakes hands with GROSS. Both sit down.
STROLL lights a cigarette. GROSS tries all his pockets, but cannot

find his.)
Everything here is still so to speak at the nappy stage.

GROSS: I understand. . '

STROLL: We're still grappling with a great many teething
troubles.

GROss: That’s clear enough—

STROLL: It’s no easy matter, you know.

GROsS: No, quite.

i >
sTrRoLL: Tell me, exactly what would you like to find out:
GROSS: I'd like to see how you've organized the process pf)

making translations. Do you do them while one waits?
sTROLL: We’'ll make a translation from Ptydepe whll‘c you wait
for any member of our organization who is a citizen of our
country and has an authorization to have a Ptydepe text
translated. . -
GROSS: Does one need a special authorization:
(SAVANT enters by the side door.) ‘
SAVANT: Morning, Otto. Have you heard that there’s goose for
lunch today? ,
STROLL: (Fumps up) What! Did you say gooser . o
savaNT: That’s what the chaps in the Secretariat said. Pick you
up on the way to the canteen, right?
STROLL: Right! The sooner the better!
(SAVANT leaves by the side door.) . 2
I love goose, you know! Now, what were we talku'lg about:
GROSS: You were saying that one needs an authorization to get
a translation made.
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STROLL: Right. Well now, look here. We, the staff, do use
Ptydepe, but we’re no experts. Let’s face it, we're no
linguists, are we? So, naturally, the exploitation and
development of Ptydepe cannot be left in our hands alone.
If it were, it might lead to unwelcome spontaneity and
Ptydepe might quite easily change under our very noses
into a normal natural language and thus lose its whole
purpose.

(Suddenly he halts, becomes preoccupied, then quickly gets up.)
Excuse me.

(He hurries out by the side door.)

(GROSS stares after him in surprise, then begins another search
through his pockets, but finds no cigarettes. Pause. HELENA
enters by the side door.)

HELENA: Was Alex here?

GROsS: I don’t know who that is.

HELENA: You're not part of this shop, sweetie?

GROSS: On the contrary. I'm the Managing Director.

HELENA: Are you, sweetie? Well, you must do something about
this snack bar, I mean it! It’s a damned shame to see our

girls traipse miles for a cup of tea, it really is. Does anybody

think about people in this shop?

GROss: And who, may I ask, are you?

HELENA: I’'m the Chairman. But you can call me Nellie.

GROSS: The chairman of what, if you’ll forgive my asking?

HELENA: Of what? Don’t know of what just yet. As a matter of
fact we’re having a meeting about that very thing this
afternoon. But I’m already so damned busy I don’t know
which way to turn. They don’t give you time to have a
proper look around and they expect you straight away to
start cleaning up their smelly little messes. Sce you later,
sweetie.
(She leaves by the side door.)
(Pause. GROSS again tries his pockets. Then looks at his watch.
Waits. Pause. STROLL at last returns by the side door. Walks
slowly. Buttons up his trousers while walking.)

STROLL: You don’t like goose?
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GRross: I do. You were saying that Ptydepe cannot be left in
your hands alone. .
sTROLL: Right. That’s why every department whlch.st‘arts to
introduce Ptydepe is assigned a special mctl}odlclan, a
so-called Ptydepist, who, being a specialist, is supposed to
ensure that Ptydepe gets used correctly. :
(MARIA enters by the back door, carrying a string bag full of
onions.) ‘
MARIA: (Walking towards the side door.) Good morning.
GROSS: Good morning.
(MARIA leaves by the side door.) g '
sTROLL: Our Ptydepist fulfils this task by issuing a special
authorization for every translation-
MARIA: (Offstage) Here are the onions, Miss Hel.cna. .
STROLL: Which enables him to record all outgoing translations
from Ptydepe.
HELENA: (Ot}fstaZe) Would you mind putting them over by the
filing cabinet, that’s a good girl. ' '
sTROLL: Thus he obtains all the necessary material for various
statistics, on the basis of which he then directs the use of
Ptydepe. . :
(MARIA returns by the side door, carrying an empty string bag,
puts it in the drawer, sits at typist’s desk and beg:ms to work.)
GROSS: So, if I've understood you correctly, you’ll give a
translation only to those staff members who can produce
an authorization from your Ptydepist.
: Right.
STRO(I;IAVANg?entem by the side door, knife and fork in hand.)
SAVANT: Are you ready?
sTROLL: (To MaRIA) Where’s my cutlery?
(MARIA takes a knife and fork from a drawer and hands them to
him.)
GROSS: Who is your Ptydepist?
sTROLL: Has it been washed?
MARIA: Of course.
sTROLL: (To GrROSS) What did you say?
GROSS: Who is your Prydepist?
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STROLL: Dr Savant here,

GROSS: (Shakes hands with SAVANT.) How do you do. I'm Josef
Gross, the Managing Director.

SAVANT: How do you do. I'm Alex Savant, the graduate
Ptydepist. My degree is like a doctorate, you know.

GRoss: I'd like a word with vou, Dr Savant.

STROLL: Are you going to ask for breast?

SAVANT: Sorry, Mr Gross, but we really

lunch now. Shouldn’t want to miss
aleg.

(SAVANT and STROLL leave by the back door. GROSS stands for
a while in surprise, then slowly sits down. Pause. He looks at his
watch. Waits. Again looks at his watch, puts it to his ear. Then
tries all his pockets.)
GROSS: Have you a cigarette, by any chance?
MARIA: I'm sorry, I don’t smoke.
(Pause. GROSS again looks at his wazch.
on the desk.)
GROss: What’s that?
MARIA: Cigars.
GROss: May I take one?

MARIA: Oh no! They belong to Mr Stroll. He’s counted them.
He’d be very angry if you did.
(Long pause. GrROSsS stretches,
up, slowly approaches
what she is doing.)
Reports—
GROSS: Mmnn-—

(GROSS slowly walks around the office,
then again sits dotwn. HELENA quietly enters by the side door.
GROSS sits with his back towards her. HELENA gestures to
MARIA to keep quier, Tiptoeing, she creeps up 10 GROSS and
from behind puts her hands over his eves. GROSS starts.)
HELENA: (Changing her voice to make it sound like a man’s)
Peep-bol
GROSS: I beg your pardon!
HELENA: Guess who!

must go and have our
it. (To sTROLL) I prefer

Then he notices a box

looks at his warch, JSinally gets
MARIA and peers over her shoulder to see

examining everything,
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]
GRoss: Take your hands off at| once!
A: Firsty t guess!
HELENA: First you mus end 7
GROSS: (Hesitates a moment) The District Inspecto
HELENA: No.
GROSS: The Regional Inspector.
HELENA: No.
GRross: The Inspector General.
HELENA: No.
GROsS: Ilon.
HELENA: No.
Gross: Then it’s Karel.
HELENA: No, no, no. R
GRroOss: Do stop it, Ilon! You’re being very silly!
HELENA: Shall I tell you? '
: y lease!
GRross: Would you, p
(HELENA takes her hands away. GRQSS turns.) s Al
ELENA: You're not Alex? Sorry, sweetie. I thought1
H . ;
Savant. Hasn’t he showed up yet?
: !
GRrRoss: Charming mannc;s.
ch.
ARIA: He’s gone to lun , -
:ELENA: (To GROSS) Starchy, aren’t you? W hat. thteichcu
just a bit of fun, that’s all. See you later, sweetic. o
(She leaves by the side door. Pause. GROSS once more irie
pockets.) _ - i
GRross: Have you a cigarette, by any chance:
MARIA: You've already asked, Mr Gross.
GROSS: I'm sorry, I must have forggttcr’).. —
. is wwaich, puts it to his ear,

GROSS looks at his waich, e
!('mpatiem Again the same search, then gets up and uh a ;,0,,1(16,
about the office. Stops behind MARLA and peers over her s
to see what she is doing.)

MARIA: Reports—
s: Mmnn- . ’
GROS(PausL GROSS again notices Stroll’s box, slowly approa;‘lhg:,
: it qui ] s 1t.
looks at it for a while, opens it quietly, ta{zes a cigar, s;n’;
MARIA watches hini. GROSS realizes he is being watched,
; e eg D,
replaces the cigar and returns to his seat. Pause.)
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Ef::g[_y) Good God! It wouldn’t hurt him, would it?
m,,.-.erLL gnd S~AVANT are returning by the back door in lively
onversation. They hand their knives and forks to MARIA, th
sit down.) ' e
STROLL: That was sim ici
ply delicious. The way it w
: \ % it was ¢ d!
Straxght.through! And yet so crispy! ! poked
SAVANT: II\J think it was better last time
STROLL: Not juicy enou .
gh. The very / i
e ry best was the time before last.
STRO}:.L:. (Te f\‘lARIA) Would you go and see if Mr Langer is
avu}g his lurfch today? If not, ask whether he’d mind
sending me his voucher.
GROSS: Dr Savant -
(MARIA quickly walk
s out by the back door. savan
out by . SAVANT watches
her with greedy appreciation. ) e
SAVANT: (Turning to GROSS) Not bad, eh?
GROss: Rather pleasant.
SAVANT: Sexy little thing, isn’t she?
GROSS: Dr Savant—
STROLL: Her? Sexy? Come off it!
SAVANT: (7o GROSS) Yes?
GROSS: | unc'icrs[and You can authorize the making of a
translation from Prydepe.
SAVANT: Yes, for those who bring me their documents
GROss: What sort of documents? N
SAVANT: Personal registration.
('STR(?LL offers a cigarette to SAVANT.)
(Taking it) Ta.
ST / I 1)
}( % ROLL and S.A\, ANT light their cigareties. GROSS again tries
us pockets, hesitates, then speaks up.)
G 4 Iy / '
gTRRooss. Ilm sorry—-er—could you sell me a cigarette?
.GROSLL.Ohwxsh I could, but I’ve only three left
s: e, I’ 7 :
il ;11 see, I’'m sorry. (To sAvANT) Why do you actually
. «. the personal registration documents?
T: (70 STROLL) She is Sexy, you know. Just wait till

someone catches i p
i ¢s her in the dark! (7o GROss) What did you

74

THE MEMORANDUM

GROSS: Why do you actually need the personal registration
documents?

SAVANT: Well, it’s like this, you see. Although I've been
employed by this organization, I'm no common or garden
staff member. I am, as you well know, a scholar. A scholar
of a new sort, of course, as everything about Ptydepe is
new. And as such I naturally take certain-shall we
say—exceptions to some of the rather bureaucratic
procedures of my staff colleagues. As a matter of fact, it’s
not really exceptions I take~it’s more like objections. No,
objections isn’t the right word either. How shall I put it?
I’'m sorry, Mr Gross. You see, I'm used to speaking in
Ptydepe and so it’s rather difficult for me to find the right
words in a natural language.

GROSS: Please go on.

savaNT: In Ptydepe one would say axajores. My colleagues

sometimes ylud kaboz pady el too much, and at the same
time they keep forgetting that etrokaj zenig ajte ge gyboz.
sTROLL: Abdy hez fajut gabob nyp orka?

savaNT: Kavej hafiz okuby ryzal.

STROLL: Ryzal! Ryzal! Ryzal! Varuk bado di ryzal? Kabyzach?
Mahog? Hajbam?

SAVANT: Ogny fyk hajbam? Parde gul axajores va dyt rahago
kabrazol! Fabotybe! They think they can simply send me a
chap, I’ll give him an OK, and that’ll be the end of it.
Byzugat rop ju ge tyrak! Don’t they realize that if our
statistics are to make any sense at all we must have
concrete foundations to build on. We must have detailed
information about everybody who comes in contact with
Ptydepe, in order to get the greatest possible variety of
sociological and psychological data. Otherwise we just
couldn’t carry on.

GROSS: Wouldn't it be enough if a chap just told you himself
everything you want to know about him?

sAVANT: That wouldn’t guarantee that everything was
hutput.

GRrROSs: I beg your pardon?
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SAVANT: Hutput. Quite exact.
(MARIA returns by the back door.)

MARIA: I’'m sorry, but it appears that Mr Langer will definitely
be eating his lunch today,

STROLL: Pity.

(MARIA sits at her desk and continues working,)

GROss: Excuse me, you were speaking about the uncertainties
of verbal statements.

SAVANT: Ah, yes! Well now, all the particulars concerning each
employee have long been recorded with the utmost
precision and without the risk of any possible subjective
zexdohyt—I"m sorry—point of view—

GROSS: I understand —(Jokingly) I've a completely hutput
zexdohyt of it.

SAVANT: Zexdohyttet! You've forgotten that every noun
preceded by the adjective hutput takes on the suffix ‘tet’—

STROLL: Or ‘tete’.

SAVANT: Or ‘tete’. Quite. Many people make this mistake. Even
Mr Wassermann in one of his letters—

GROsS: Excuse me, you were speaking about the advantages of
the personal registration documents,

SAVANT: Ah, yes! Well now, the personal registration
documents often record things which even the particular
employee doesn’t know about himself. (70 sTROLL)
Nuzapom?

STROLL: Zapom. Yd nik fe rybol zezuhof,

SAVANT: Yd nik-yd nek.

GROsS: To sum up. You’ll authorize a translation only for those
members of the staff who can produce their documents. All
right, where does one get them?

(HELENA enters by the side door.)

HELENA: Hallo, everybody!

SAVANT: (Stngs) Hallo, everybody, hallo-

HELENA: You know whose birthday it is today? Eddi
Kliment’s!

SAVANT: Eddi’s? Is it?

HELENA: There’s a party going on for him next door. So drop
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everything and come along. (Te MARIA) Seems th? grocer’s
got limes. Would you mind running over and getting me
eight?
{MARIA hurries out by the back door.)
savanT: What are they drinking?
HELENA: Vodka.
SAVANT: Did you hear that, Otto? .
(SAVANT and STROLL hasten towards the side door.)
GROSS: You haven’t told me yet where one gets those
nts. ‘
SAVAi?'C:uVrO‘?;:y, right here from our Chairman. From Nellie, of
((:;):Vrf\erxr and STROLL quickly walk out by the side door.
HELENA is about to follow them.)
GROSS: Miss Helena—
HELENA: (Halts by the door.) What?
GRrOss: I'd like a word with you. .
HELENA: Later, love. You’'ll have to wait.
GROSs: Here? :
: Where else: o
Z{igi?:’\\"c\)\;h;r:an you don’t mind leaving me here alone? W l[h.‘/
all this classified material? .
HELENA: You won’t be alone. There’s a chink in tll’ue wall,
sweetie. You're being watched by our Staff Watcher.
:G racious! A chink?
gigzi:’&?:u%:i;ct be much good if he was acme\xlly in here.’
That way he'd be able to watch only one office, wouldn’t
he? This way he can watch five of them at onc'e.‘YOL.x see,
his cubicle is surrounded by offices and each is furnished
with an observation chink. So all he has to do is to walk-at
random, natch—from one to the other and peer.
3 >resting idea.
iifzi;f}t;; i[t! ind it's my idea, too! My point was to stop
visitors from having to hang about in the hall whcr? the
office is empty. Damned nuisance'for them. Even in these
piddling details one must b(.j thinking of the good of the
people! See you later, sweetie.
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(She runs out through the side door. GROSS wanders about
investigating the walls. )

GEORGE: (After a while, offstage) Don’t bother. The chink is well
disguised.

GROSsS: [ should say it is! One might make use of this idea in
other departments as well.

GEORGE: (Offstage) Not so easy. This kind of thing has to be
planned for by the architect from the very start.

GROSS: I see what you mean, On the other hand, he couldn’t
very well have planned for it here.

GEORGE: (Offstage) He didn’t. He made a mistake in his
calculations. And when this building was erected it was
found that there was this space left over between the offices,
So it was used in this way.

GROSS: A really stimulating idea!

(Pause. GROSS sits down, looks mmpatiently at his waich, gets
up, sits down, again looks at his watch, gets up, searches his

pockets, again sits down. MARIA runs in by the back door.)
What'’s the matter?

MARIA:! Forgot my purse.
(She opens the drawer of the typing desk and rummages in it
hastily,)

GROSS: Miss—

MARIA: Yes?

GROsS: Do you know Ptydepe?

MARIA: A bit.

GROSs: Can you translate it?

MARIA: I'm strictly forbidden to make any
I've passed my exams.

GROSS: But on my authority you might try to make a
translation, mightn’t you? It doesn’t hay
know.

(MARIA smiles.)
What’s so funny about it?

MARIA: You wouldn’t understand. It’s impossible, that’s a]l.
GROSs: What’s your name?
MARIA: Maria,

translations before

¢ to be perfect, you
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GROSS: Maria! A pretty name.

A: Do you like it? Y : :
Z‘}:g;s- Ver; much. Maria—just for once! Nobody’ll know about
\iARIl:' Mr Gross! Somebody might walk in any minute. Please

be reasonable! o
GROSS: (Urgently) Go on, my dear
MARIA: And what about the Staff Watcher? .

;’.}ROSS' (Whispers) You could whisper the transllanon to me. 7,
MARIA: The limes will soon be sold out and Miss Helena will be
ngry. Bye.

?ng'ying;’ound her purse, she runs out by the back door. Pause.

GROSS, tired, sinks into his chair. He stares ahead, y

mechanically begins to try his pockets again. Then gets up a;te

walks straight to the cigar box. When he is about to open it, h

utckly takes his hand away and looks around cauuou:cly.) o
GRO;IS' Mr Watcher—(Pause.) Mr Watcher- (Paz{se. ) Lxs;cn, r

W.atcher, can you hear me? Have you got a cigarette: :

(Pause.) He must have fallen asleep. (Carefully opens the

box.) '

7 —fallen asleep!
GEORGE: (Offstage) What do you m'can i, .
GROSS: (Ferks away from the box.) Well, why didn’t you answer

- d to test you out
GEORGE: (Offstage) 1 wanted to te qug .

GROSS: I beg your pardon! Do you realize who I am? The

Managing Director!

GEORGE: (Offstage) Habuk bulugan.
GROSS: I beg your pardon?
GEORGE: (Offstage) Habuk bulugan, avrator.
GROSS: What did you mean by that?
EORGE: (Offstage) Nutuput. : '
gRoss: (Looks at his waich, then walks qfuckly to the back doo’r, L3

turns by the door.) I won’t put up with any abu§e from ?u);

expect you to come to me and apologize. (Exits by the bac

door.) '
GEORGE: (Offstage) Gotroch!
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SCENE 4

The Director’s office. BALLAS and PILLAR are silently waiting for
GRIOSS. PILLAR has a notebook in his hand. HANA is combing her
hair. Then GROSS hurries in by the back door, crosses to his desk, sits
down with studied casualness. For a while there 15 menacing silence.,

BALLAS: Well?

GROSS: Well?

BALLAS: The hour has passed. Ready to be more sensible now?

GROss: Certainly not.

BALL.AS: As you may have noticed, the introduction of Ptydepe
into our organization successfully proceeds. What are you
going to do about it?

GROSS: Put a stop to it.

HANA: Mr Gross, may I go and get the chocolates?

_BALLAS: How?

GROSss: By issuing an order that the introduction of Ptydepe be
stopped and its use cancelled. '

BALLAS: You cannot.

GRross: Why not?

BALLAS: You never issued any order for its introduction and
u]s]c, SO you’re in no position to stop and cancel anything at

. all.

GROss: Then you’ll do it,

BALLAS: I haven’t issued any such order either. Have I, Mr P?
(PILLAR shakes his head.)

HANA: Mr Gross, may I go and get the chocolates?

GROSS: What do you mean?

BALLAS: It was just a verbal directive, based on an assurance
that you’d validate it by a supplementary order.

GROss: Then I’ll simply not give any supplementary order.

HANA: Mr Gross, may I go and get the chocolates?

BALLAS: The introduction of Ptydepe is in full swing and it will
naturally go on even without it. (7o HANA) Run along.
‘(1 H .»\NjA tmmediately stops combing her hair and is off by the back

oor.
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GRoss: In that case I’ll have to report the whole matter to the
authorities.

BALLAS: (Laughs.) Did you hear that, Mr P? He doesn’t know
that the authorities have taken a great fancy to Ptydepe.

GROsS: If that’s the case, why haven’t they made its use
obligatory in all organizations?

BALLAS: Playing it safe. If Ptydepe succeeds, they’ll have plenty
of time to take the credit for it; if it fails, they’ll be able to
dissociate themselves from it and blame the departments.

GROSS: I hope you don’t expect me to be a traitor to my beliefs.

BALLAS: I do. {

GROss: How do you propose to make me?

BALLAS: (Points at PILLAR’s book.) Do you sce this book? Not
long ago it was improperly authenticated by your order,
although it had not been registered by the Purchasing
Department and thus was your own property. Do you know
what that constitutes? Abuse of authority.

GRrOSs: Good God! Don’t you make yourself sick?

BALLAS: Do we make ourselves sick, Mr P?

(PILLAR shakes his head.)
Of course we don’t. When the good of Man is at stake,
nothing will make us sick.

GROSS: But you yourself got me to sign it!

BALLAS: I did? I don’t seem to remember—

GROSS: By your hints about the rumours concerning that
damned rubber stamp!

BALLAS: I wouldn’t bring that up, if I were you.

GROSS: Why not?

BALLAS: Because it’s no extenuating circumstance at all, Just
the reverse, in fact,

GRrOSs: I don’t know what you're talking about.

BALLAS: Don’t you? Well, look here. If it weren’t for the rubber ‘]
stamp affair, you might have claimed that you signed the
authentication of this book moved by a sincere desire to
help our clerical staff, which of course wouldn’t have
excused your conduct, but would at least have explained it
somewhat on humanitarian grounds; while if you do bring
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up this motive now, you’ll be admitting thereby that you sincerely, has the word ‘mutarex" any such ove;tox?f.ssfm
signed it moved merely by petty cowardice, so as to silence you? It hasn’t, has it? You see! It is a paradox, l ;n i 1
legitimate inquiries into the circumstances of the rubber ; precisely the surface inhumanity of an a‘mf‘icrc;t a?f‘f;ﬁ é
stamp affair. Do you follow me? If, on the other hand, you which guarantees its tmly: human fupcuox:‘. t; er Pty ssilzm
hadn’t signed it, you might have pretended that you were comes into use, no one will ever again f‘a‘e“ Ch“"l’prs i
indeed taking the rubber stamp home for reasons of work, that he’s being injured when in facF he’s being helped;a
but your signature proves that you were clearly aware of ‘ thus everybody will be much happle.r. ;o AR
your guilt. As you see, both your errors are intertwined in (HANA returns by the back dt?or, carrying a box of ¢ z;co.a z;
such an original way that the one greatly multiplies the puts it in her shopping bag, sits down and once more begins
other. By publicizing the circumstances which you - comb her hair. Pause.) i ordes
consider extenuating you would i .ave nobody in any doubt GROSS: You have convinced me. Hax_’e the suppll:mefllaf}' o
whatever about the real motives ¢f your ronduct. Well for the introduction of Ptydepe in our organization typ
then, shall we come to an agreement? ' and bring it to me for signature. . Fiki
GRoss: All right, I’ll resign. ‘ BALLAS: Mr Gross, we’re overjoyed that you've graspe .
BALLAS: But we don’t want vou to, demands of the times. We look forward to our further wor
GROSS: Well, what do you want me to do? in this organization under your expert and enlightened
BALLAs: Sign the supplementary order for the introduction and leadership. . :
the usegr:)f Prydfge in our (:iganization. (He takes out a sheet of paper and puts it on the desk in front of
GROSS: But you said, didn’t you, that Ptydepe will be used even GROSS.)
without a supplementary order? Then why do you insist on Here is the typed order you request. Hasirt
it now? (GROSS signs. When he finishes, BALLAS and .PILLAER eg:;; 0
BALLAS: That’s our business. applaud. GROSS also claps uncertainly a few times. YIwyz{
(A long pause.) shake hands and congratulate each other. Finally, BALLAS
GROSS: (Quierly) Are you sure that Ptydepe will really make takes the signed document.) A\
\. office communications more precise? Well, that’s that. Aren’t you hungry, Mr P?
BALLAS: I'm glad our discussion is at last reaching a realistic (PILLAR shakes his head. Pam‘c’;) RESe—
level. Mr Pillar, would you offer Mr Gross some milk? Ibelieve that from now on we’ll be working very closely
NA’ i, ! together. h
f:;:}:::czzz:;s GROSS HANA's bottle of milk. GROSS drinks - :gWe’ll have to. Without your helpitd pr.ot_> ably be rather (
Look here. You yourself know best how many hard for me to find my bearings o the new‘ §|tuza‘t1%n.
misunderstandings, suspected innuendos, injustices and Perhaps at the beginning we shan’t be ableto a\: : d
injuries can be contained in one single sentence of a natural directing the organization, so to speak, hanfi mthau:i r i
language. In fact, a natural language endows many BALLAS: I have a better idea. What about me Ibemg Ch 1 cier’
more-or-less precise terms, such as for example the term and you my deputy. Won't that 'f’akc Lhmgs'muc' ‘e_as bl
‘coloured’, with so many wrong, let’s say emotional, GRrOSS: (Confused) But you sgnd, didn’t you, that _Voud\\‘trt
overtones, that they can entirely distort the innocent and looking forward to Wf)rkmg e S i
eminently human content of these terms. Now tell me enlightened leadership?
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BALLAS: You will be able to use your expertise and
enlightenment just as well as a deputy. I’ll go and get my
things, while you, Mr Gross, will kindly move out of my
desk!

GROSS: As you wish, Mr Ballas.

BALLAS: Mr P, let’s go.

(BALLAS and PILLAR leave by the side door. GROSS collects his
papers from his desk and stuffs them in his pockets, then carefully
takes down the fire extinguisher hanging on the wall.)

GROss: Things do seem to be moving rather fast.

HANA: Mr Gross—

GROss: There was nothing else I could do. An open conflict
would have meant that Id be finished. This way-as
Deputy Director—1I can at least salvage this and that.

HANA! Mr Gross—

GROSS: Anyway, who knows, maybe this-Ptydepe-will turn out
to be a good thing after all, If we grasp the reins firmly and
with intelligence -

HANA: Mr Gross—

GROSS: What is it?

HANA: May I go and get my lunch?
GROSS: Run along!
(HANA hastily takes her knife and fork, and hurries out by the
back door. BALLAS and PILLAR enter by the side door. BALLAS
Is carrying a fire extinguisher, identical with the one GROSS just
took off the wall. GROSS halts in the centre and stares sadly
ahead.)
(To himself) Why can’t I be a little boy again? I'd do
everything differently from the beginning. (GROSS lingers
dejectedly for a second longer, then turns and slowly walks out by
the back door, the fire extinguisher clasped in his arms.
Meanwhile BALLAS has placed his own extinguisher in the
emptied space, PILLAR has taken various papers from his
pockets and spread them on the desk. Then they both sit down at

the desk, make themselyes comfortable, grow stll, look at each
other and smile happily.)
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SCENE §
The Prydepe classroom. Again LEAR lecturing to four clerks.

LEAR: Historically, the natural languages originat.ed in all
probability through the development of the 1nan1f:ulatc'
shrieks by which a primitive creature expressed his basic
reactions to the surrounding world. The very ol_dest group
of words is thus the interjections. At the same time, the :
interjections form an unusually easy pjc\rt of Ptydepe, which
is quite obvious, as their frequency in .m-ter-ofﬁce
communications is rather limited. This is why the
interjections will form the first few lessons o( your
curriculum. Well then, let us proceed to the mtepecnox.us.
As you know, every word of a natural lang.uagc—mcIUFimg
the interjections—has several Ptydepe equivalents, Wh‘lCh
differentiate its several shades of meaning. To start with,
for each interjection we shall learn only one, the most
common, expression in Ptydepe. Nevertheless, as an
example, ['d like to demonstrat.e to )'01‘1 thrfmgh th'c 3
Ptydepe renderings of the imcr)ccno'n boo’, how rich an
precise is Ptydepe, even in this margxpal §pher.e. .

(GROSS enters by the back door, fire extmgmsh.er in his arms,
walks towards the side door, hesitates, halts, thinks for a
wmoment, then turns to LEAR.)

GROSS: Sir—

: What is it? .
l(;i‘:;s: I do hate to interrupt you, but I happcq to'havc with me
a little Ptydepe text, and [ was wondering if- ]l-lSt asan

example, you know—it might not be a good thing to
acquaint our colleagues here with the actual shape gf '
Ptydepe. Perhaps if you read it aloud and then possibly
translated it, it might be of interest to the class. ,

LEAR: As regards a sample of an actual Ift_vdepe text, I've
prepared my own, authorized, specimen. However, for the
sake of variety, I'm quite prepared to read your tf?xt as well,
that is, provided you can show that your interest in
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Ptydepe is vital and you’re not just trying to interfere with

the class. You may sit down.

(GROSS, surprised, mechanically sits in an empty chair, puts the
Jextinguisher in his lap. )

” Generally speaking, the interjection ‘boo’ is used in the
daily routine of an office, a company, a large organization
when one employee wants to sham-ambush another, In
those cases where the endangerment of an employee who is
in full view and quite unprepared for the impending peril is
being shammed by an employee who is himself hidden,
‘boo’ is rendered by ‘gedynrelom’. The word ‘osonfterte’ is
used in substantially the same situation when, however, the
imperilled employee is aware of the danger. ‘Eg gynd y
trojadus’ is used when an employee who has not taken the
precaution, or the time, or the trouble to hide wants to
sham-ambush another employee who is also in full view, in
case it is meant as a joke. ‘Eg jeht kuz’ is used in
substantially the same situation when, however, it is meant
in earnest. ‘Ysiste etordyf’ is used by a superior wishing to
test out the vigilance of a subordinate. ‘Yxap tseror najx’ is
used, on the contrary, by the subordinate towards a
superior, but only on the days specially appointed for this
purpose. And now let me see if you've been paying
attention. Who can tell us how one says ‘boo’ in Ptydepe
when a hidden employee wants to sham-ambush another
employee who is in full view and quite unprepared for the

danger? Mr Thumb!

THUMB: (Gets up.) Gedynrelom. (Strs dowon. )

LEAR: Correct. And when the imperilled employee is aware of
the danger? (Poinis at GROSS.)

GROSS: (Gets up.) Danger menacing an employee who is in full
view?

LEAR: Yes.

GROSs: Who is aware of the danger?

LEAR: Yes.

GROSS: And the perpetrator is hidden?

LEAR: Yes,
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uROSS: Aha—yes—I see. Well—in that case one says—damn it, it
was on the tip of my tongue.

LEAR: Mr Thumb, do you know? ;

THUMB: (Gets up): Osonfterte. (Sits down.)‘ : ?

L EAR: There. You see how easy it is! Well, iet’s take a}not er
case, shall we? For example, how would a superior say
‘boo’ when he wishes to test out the vigilance of a
subordinate?

GROSS: A superior?

LEAR: Yes. . )

GROss: The vigilance of a subordinate:

LEAR: Yes, ‘ '

GRross: I say, I think I know this one!

LEAR: Well, then tell us. R ] .

GROSS: We're translating the interjection ‘boo’, aren’t we?

i‘.i?ssylc’; sure I know it—only—it has sort of slipped my mind.
LEAR: Well, Mr Thumb? 5. P
: Ysiste etordyf. (Sits down. .
1;‘:}:‘ lécfxf::i: ‘I[\)ir Thumb. Well, shall we try once more? Third
time never fails, eh? Let’s see if you can tell us, for
example, how does an employee who has n'ot takex‘m thc’ ,
precaution, or the time, or the trouble to hide say .boo if
he wants to sham-ambush another employee who is also in
full view, when it is meant in earnest?
GROSS: I’'m afraid I don’t know.
LEAR: Let me help you. Eg-
GROSS: Eg-eg-cg—
LEAR: Jeht— .
GROSS: Yes, I do remember now. Eg ;eht.. . .
LEAR: Wrong. Mr Thumb, woulcé yo: mm)d telling him?
IMB: up.) Eg jeht kuz. (Sits down.
Il;:;l %sgeeg. gg) jcﬁl’doesn’t mean an).'thing at all. Those are |
only two sub-words of the wor(cil cg jeht kuz.
: ird sub-word escaped me.
S::::S ﬁ’fltfl(fr?l:ately, also the first two sub.-words escal?cd you,
just as all the other Ptydepe words which I was trying to
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teach you only a moment ago. When one considers that the
interjections are the easiest part of Ptydepe and that my
requirements have indeed been minimal, one cannot avoid
concluding that yours is not merely a case of average
inattentiveness or negligence, but of that particular
inability to learn any Ptydepe whatsoever which stems from
a profound and well-disguised doubt in its very sense.
Under these circumstances I can hardly be expected to
oblige you by reading aloud and, what’s more, translating
an unauthorized text. Chozup puzuk boijt!

GROss: Goodness! So much fuss about three little words! (Claps
fire extinguisher in his arms and leaves by the side door.)

LEAR: Now then, let us proceed. Mr Thumb, can you tell us
how a subordinate says ‘boo’ to a superior in Ptydepe on
the days specially appointed for this purpose?

THUMB: (Gets up.) Yxap tseror najx. (Sits down. )

LEAR: Correct, Mr Thumb. You get an A.

SCENE 6

The Secretariat of the Translation Centre. The office is empty, only
the noise of a party going on offstage can be heard: gay voices,
laughter, clinking of glasses, singing of ‘Happy birthday to you’,
drinking songs, etc. During the first part of the following scene the
nois¢ occasionally becomes very loud, then quiets down a little. GROSS
hurries in by the back door with the fire extinguisher still in his arms,
halts in the centre, looks around, listens, then puts the extinguisher on
the floor and tentatively sits down. MARIA enters by the back door,
carrying a paper bag full of limes and walks towards the side door.
GROSS gets up at once.

GROsSs: Good afternoon.

MaRI1A: Good afternoon. (Leaves by the side door, offstage) Here
are the limes. Miss Helena.

HELENA: (Offstage) Would you mind putting them down by the
coat rack? That’s a good girl.
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(MARIA re-enters by side door, sits at her desk and begins to
work.)
GROSS: (Also sits down.) Miss Helena is next door?
MARIA: Yes. They're celebrating Mr Kliment’s birthday.
(ROSS: Do you think she’d mind coming here for a momem?‘
MARIA: Dll ask— (Exits by the side door. Returns after a short while.)
Mr Gross-
GROSS: Yes?
MARIA: You’re no longer the Managing Director?
GROSS: I'm his deputy now.
MaRIA: Oh! Forgive me for asking—but what happened?
GROSS: Oh, well, we just—we exchanged jobs, Mr Ballas and L.
MARIA: Well, Deputy Director is also a very responsible
position, y
GROSS: Itis, isn’t it? As a matter of fact, to some extent it’s even
more responsible than the director’s! I can remember, for
instance, that when I was the director, my deputy often.
solved some of the most important problems for me. Will
Miss Helena come?
MaRrIA: You’ll have to wait a little, I’'m afraid.
(HELENA looks in at the side door. GROSS quickly gets up.)
HELENA: (To Mar1a) Come here a moment, will you? .
(MARIA leaves with HELENA by the side door. GROSS slowly sits
down again. Long pause. Loud voices and noise from next door.
After a while all quiets down.)
GRrRoss: Mr Watcher~
GEORGE: (Offstage) What is it?
GROss: We're friends again, aren’t we?
GEORGE: (Offstage) Oh, well-why not?
(Pause. Noise of the party.)
GROsS: Mr Watcher—
GEORGE: (Offstage) What now?
GROSS: Aren’t you celebrating?
GEORGE: I'm following the party through the chink.
GROSS: Does it look like a long one?
GEORGE: (Offstage) They’ve finished the vedka.
GROSS: Have they?
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(Pause. Singing offstage, changing into cheers.)
vOICES: (Offstage) For he’s a jolly good fellow
For he’s a jolly good fellow
For he’s a jolly good fellow
Which nobody can deny.
Hip-hip-hurrah!
(Cheers and shouts culminate in laughter which, however, soon
dze{ downy voices are beginning to recede, a few farewells ’Ihen
a?l ts quiet. The party is over. STROLL and SAVANT ente’r by the
side door, absorbed in animated conversation.)
STROLL: I bet she was shy!
SAVANT: To start with, But then—
STROLL: Then whart?
SAVANT: You know what.
STROLL: Come off it! I bet you've made up that part about
xachaj ybul!
SAVANT: Absolutely not! Literal truth! Down to the last letter
STROLL: Come off it. .
SAVANT: Mind you, if it hadn’t been for kojufer bzal gaftre, we’d
have certainly luhofr dyboroch! ,
STROLL: Does she actually -
SAVANT: I’'m telling you. She’s a wild *un! (Sings) ‘Cigarettes
and whisky and wild wild women-’
STROLL: How old is she?
SAVANT: Sixteen.
STROLL: I prefer them a teensy weensy bit younger,
HELENA: (Enters by the side door.) Come on: everybody! Let’s
have some coffee! .
STROLL: That’s a thought! Where’s Maria?
SAVANT: Our sexy little thing? Mr Gross might know
GROsS: I? '
SAVANT: Don’t try to deny it! You lust after her!
GROSS: I beg your pardon!
SAVANT: You called her my dear. The Staff Watcher heard vou
GEORGE: (Offstage) You talk too much, Alex. T
SAVANT: Listen, why don’t you shut up and do your
watching! -
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sTROLL: Now, now, friends! (Calls) Maria!

SAVANT: (Sings) ‘Maria—Maria-Marial’

HELENA: Leave her alone, sweeti¢. She’s ironing my slip. I'll
make the coffee. (Calls towards the side door) Where do you
keep the percolator?
(MARIA runs in by the side door, iron in one hand; with the other
she takes the percolator from the drawer, and runs out again.)

sTROLL: You won't mind, Mr Gross, will you, if we don’t offer
you any coffee? We've very little left, you see. It’ll just
about make three cups.

GROsS: Never mind. I don’t really care for any.

sTROLL: Nellie, Mr Gross doesn’t care for any coffee. Make it
three cups, but make mine double. (7o savaNT) I say, what

about a cigar with the coffee?

sAvANT: That’s a thought!

GRrOSS: Miss Helena—

HELENA: (Calling towards the side door) Where do you keep the
coffee?
(MARIA runs in by the side door with the iron, takes a jar of
coffee from another drawer, runs out again. Meanwhile STROLL
has taken the cigar box off his desk. Offers one to SAVANT.)

GROSs: Miss Helena~-

sTROLL: That’s what I call a cigar!

SAVANT: (Takes one.) Ta.

(STROLL also takes one. Both light them expertly. GROSS
watches them. As usual, he first tries all his pockets, then takes
out some money and offers it to STROLL.)

GROsS: Excuse me—may I-if you'd-

STROLL: Sorry, Mr Gross, I wouldn’t advise it. I really
wouldn’t. They’re awfully heavy, you’re not used to them,
they’re sure to make you cough.

GROSS: Just one—

sTROLL: ] mean it. You’d be making a mistake. (GROSS,
disappointed, puts his money back. STROLL and SAVANT smoke

with gusto.)
GROSS: Miss Helena—
HELENA: Why don’t you call me Nellie, sweetie? What is it?
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GROSS: Miss Ncllf'e, do you issue the documents one needs to
get a translation authorized?
STROLL: Goose, vodka, and a ci
{ a cigar, that’s what I call livi
SAVANT: And what a cigar! i
GROSS: [ salc’i, do you issue the documents one needs to get a
translation authorized?
HELENA: (Calling towards the si
e side door) Wher y
b ) e do you get
MARIA: (Offstage) I'll get it.
(She runs in by the side d. ron 1
oor, tron in hand, grabs the ket
runs out through the back door.) o i

HELENA: (To GROSS) What?

GROSS: Do you issue the documents one needs to get a
translation authorized?

HELENA: Yes. To anybody w i
‘ . ¥ who hasn’t received a i
g memo written

GROSS: Why?

SAVANT: Downright heady!

STROLL: I should say!

GROSs: I said, why?

HELENA: (Calling towards the si

side door) Wher y
st ) ere do you keep the
MARIA: (Offstage) Coming!
f(.S;xe runs in by the back door, carrying the iron and the kettle
wll of water. Pours water into the percolator, takes out cups and
- a .sp'oon, hands them to HELENA and runs owt by the side door.)
LENA: (Spom'zs out coffee into the percolator.) Why what?

GROss: Why this condition?

HELENA‘: Bcc.ause I cannot be expected to give the personal
registration documents to every Tom, Dick and Harry
X:thput making damned sure they don’t conflict with the

ndings of the last audit in his blessed memo!
. b . H
;:TRoss. Why can’t ,\ou.look at his memo and see what it says?
ROLL: Poor Zoro Bridel used to smoke only these. And he
was a real gourmet! .
SAVANT: Pity he passed away!
GROSS: I said, why?
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HULENA: (Calling towards the side door) Sugar!
(MARIA runs in, carrying the iron, hands HELENA a paper bag
of sugar and again runs out.)
(To gross) Why what?
GROSS: Why can’t you look at his memo and see what it says?
HELENA: I'm forbidden to translate any Ptydepe texts, (Towards
the side door) It’s almost empty.
MARIA: (Offstage) There’s another bag in the drawer.
GRrOSS: Good gracious! What can a staff member do in such a
case?
SAVANT: Mr Bridel loved goose, didn’t he?
STROLL: Zoro? Simply mad about it!
HELENA: (Calling towards the side door) Water’s boiling.
(MARIA runs in by the side door, puts the iron on the floor,
unplugs the percolaior, pours coffee into cups.)
(To Gross) What?
GROSS: What can a staff member do in such a case?
HELENA: He can have his memo translated. Listen everybody!
Today your coffee’s hyp nagyp!
(MARIA passes cups 10 STROLL, SAVANT and HELENA, then
takes the iron and runs out through the side door.)
SAVANT: Nagyp avalyx?
HELENA: Nagyp hayfazut!
(STROLL, SAVANT and HELENA pass the spoon around, offer
sugar to each other, sip their coffee with gusto, absorbed in their
Prydepe conversation. GROSS, growing more and more
desperate, turns from one to the other.)
GROSS: Mr Stroll-
sTrRoOLL: Hayfazut gyp andaxe. (7o Gross) Yes?
SAVANT: Andaxe bel jok andaxu zep?
GROSS: In order to make a translation from Ptydepe, you
require an authorization from Dr Savant-
HELENA: Andaxu zep.
sTROLL: Ejch tut zep. Notut?
GROSS: Dr Savant—
savanT: Tut. Gavych ejch lagorax. (To GROSS) Yes?

HELENA: Lagorax hagyp.
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GROSS: In order to grant the authorization, you require th
documents from Miss Helena— ¢
STROLL: Lagorys nabarof dy Zoro Bridel caf o abaga
SAVANT: Mavolde gyzot abagan? 2
GROSs: Miss Helena-—
HELENA: Abagan fajfor! (7o GROSS) Yes?
STROLL: Fajfor? Nu rachaj?
GROSS: In order to issue the documents, you require that ff
member have his memorandum translated - s
SAVANT: Rachaj gun.
HELENA: Gun znojvep?
STROLL: Znojvep yj.
SAVANT: Y] rachaj?
HELENA: Rachaj gun!
STROLL: Gun znojvep?
SAVANT: Znojvep yj.
HELENA: Y] rachaj?
STROLL: Rachaj gun!
SAVANT: Gun znojvep?
GROSS: (Shouts) Quiet!
(At once all three become silent and quickly get up. Not on
accoztfrl of G‘Ross, of course, but because BALLAS and PILLA
have just quietly entered by the back door, GrOSS’s back is *
;;:;;ez;’ towards BALLAS and PILLAR, thus he does not see
I’'m the Deputy Director and Linsist that you show me
some respect! You may sit down,
(Naturally, they remain standing. Pause. MARIA, unagw,
z_ubat has. been happening, enters by the side door cizrryi: ‘ atr;;e‘)f
zrgrzed slip over her arm. Seeing the situation, she crun Ig h
. slip behind her back and stands like the other.,f.) TR
As I?ve just discovered, any staff member who has recently
rcceweql @ memorandum in Ptydepe can be granted a :
translation of a Ptydepe text only after his memorandum
has. been translated. But what happens if the Ptydepe t
which he wishes translated is precisely that memor: dt‘Xt>
It can’t be done, because it hasn’t yet been translateg o
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officially. In other words, the only way to learn what is in
one’s memo is to know it already. An extraordinary
paradox, when you come to think of it. Ladies and
gentlemen, do you come to think of it? I ask you, what must
an employee of our organization—whoever he may be-do
in order to escape this vicious, vicious circle?
(For a second there is dead silence.)

pALLAS: He must learn Ptydepe, Mr Gross. (7o the others) You

may sit down.
(They all sit down at once. MARIA, still hiding the slip behind
her, runs fearfully to her desk.)

GROSS: (Faintly) Are you here?

BALLAS: Yes, we are.

GROSS: Have you been here long?

BALLAS: Not long.

GROSs: I didn’t hear you come in.

BALLAS: We entered quietly.

GROSS: Excuse me, I-
BALLAS: There are things, Mr Gross, that cannot be excused.

And when, at the very time in which the whole
organization is conducting a courageous struggle for the
introduction and establishment of Ptydepe, an official,
referring to the activities of our employees, speaks with
such malicious innuendo and mean irony about-I
quote—"‘a vicious, vicious circle’, then it cannot be excused
at all.

GROSS: I’'m sorry, Mr Ballas, but the circumstance ’ve allowed
myself to point out is simply a fact.

BALLAS: We refuse to be bullied by facts!

(Long pause.)

GROSS: (In a quiet, broken voice) I plead guilty. I acknowledge the
entire extent of my guilt, while fully realizing the
consequences resulting from it. Furthermore, I wish to
enlarge my confession by the following self-indictment, I
issued an illegal order which led to the fraudulent
authentication of my own, personal notebook. By this
action I abused my authority. I did this in order to avert
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attention from the fact that I'd appropriated a bank
endorsement stamp improperly for my private use, [
request for myself the most severe punishment,

BALLAS: I think that under these circumstances it is no longer
possible for him to remain in our organization. What do
you say, Mr P?
(PILLAR shakes his head.)

BaLLAs: Certainly not. Come to my office tomorrow morning,
We’ll settle the formalities connected with your dismissal.

(Cails) George, come out of there! You’ll be my deputy. (7o

the others) You may leave now. Mr P, let’s g0.

(BALLAS and PILLAR leave by the back door, STROLL, SAVANT

and HELENA by the side door, GROSS remains standing in the
centre. Motionless, he stares ahead. MARIA watches him in
silence. It seems she would like to help him in some way. Then
she takes the cigar box and shyly offers one to Gross. GROSS
does not see her. HELENA looks in at the side door.)

HELENA: (To MARIA) Seems the grocer’s got fresh canteloupes.
Would you mind running over and getting me ten? If
vou’re quick about it, I'll give you a taste!

(HELENA disappears. MARIA hastily replaces the cigar box,
snatches her string bag and runs out through the back door.
GROSS hangs his head, takes the fire extinguisher, and slozoly,
sadly leaves by the back door. Just then a small secret door opens
in one of the side walls and GEORGE backs out of it on ail fours.
When he is quite out, he straightens, stretches, arvanges his
clothes with a dash of vanity, takes a cigar from the box and
haughtily struts ot by the back door.)
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SCENE 7

" Ihe Director’s office. BALLAS and PILLAR enter by the b’:zck dzc;r;;e
Wake off their coats, sit at the desk. BALLAS begins to g'o 2)’ muguer
morning mail, like GROSS at the begmnmg of the play. One 78
Wuddenly arvests his attention; he glares at it, then starts to rea

aloud.

WALLAS: (Reads) Ak ok utuh d utoked yle umobert ehusome,

ragedv dy, orts uner re kyrg ydnek, vylaz ed)"v}z, u?ed, e
ladnyvk ref unyked yles— (Puts down the letter, >esxtates,
o PILLAR.) You don’t know Ptydepe, do you:
(PILLAR shakes his headc.i). ) '
might have learned it by now! . .
STROZ(I).‘ZJ (Loiks in at the side door.) I hope I'm not mtem.l;;tlng.
(To P1LLAR) Ferry, would you come here a momcnt.d o
(PILLAR geis up once and leaves g'uh STROLL by the side {)ﬂ.
BALLAS looks after them in surprise. Meanwht(e (IERO'SS qm()e ly
enters by the back door, the fire extinguisher clasped in his arms.
: imself) ‘Ferry’? .
"ALL&SAIFE:S}:’;':uzsz.’d, shrzees his head, rh.en. again stares at his
letter. GROSS after a while speaks up timidly.)
GROSS: Good morning.
BALLAS: You're here?
GRross: I haven’t been here long.

; ?
BALLAS: What do you want? i .
GROSS: | was supposed to come to your office today concerning

my dismissal from our organiza.tion, Mr Ballas.
BALLAS: I’'m busy now. Come back in a while~
y : later.
ROSS: Sorry. Thank you. I'll come
E (G Rosr?:zuickly backs out by the back door. PILLAR returns by
the side door and sits at his place.)

8 e
BaLLAS: What did he want? o
' (PILLAR gestures that it was nothing important. BALLAS shakes

} } 2 . r. HANA enters
his head doubtingly, and again stares at his lette
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by the back door, wearing a coat and carrying a vast shopping
bag.)
HANA: Good morning.
BALLAS: (Without looking up) Morning.
(HANA hangs the coat on the coat rack, sits at her desk and
begins to comb her hair. After a moment, BALLAS timis to her.)
Hana-
HANA: Yes, Mr Ballas?
BALLAS: You know Ptydepe, don’t you?
HANA: I’'m sorry, I don’t,
BALLAS: Why not? I thought you’d been going to the Ptydepe
classes.
HANA: T used to, but I had to give them up. May I go and get
the milk? '
BALLAS: Why?
HANA: It was too hard for me. May I go and get the milk?
BALLAS: Aren’t you ashamed? The secretary to the Managing
Director and Ptydepe’s too hard for her!
HANA: May I go and get the milk?
BALLAS: Run along,
(HANA takes the milk bottle and hurries out by the back door.)
I'hope you won’t end up like her!
(PILLAR makes an embarrassed face.)
SAVANT: (Looks in at the side door.) Morning, Jan! Can you spare
Ferry a minute?
BALLAS: Be my guest—
SAVANT: Ta. Cheerio!
(SAVANT gestures to PILLAR. PILLAR gets up at once and both
leave by the side door. BALLAS looks angrily after them.
Meanewhile GROSS quietly enters by the back door, the
extinguisher in his arms.)
BALLAS: (7o himself) Ferry! Ferry! Ferry! (Again stares at his
letter.)
GROss: Good morning.
BALLAS: You're here again?

GROSS: You said, Mr Ballas, that I should come back in a while.

BALLAS: By that I didn’t mean such a short while!
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GRoss: Sorry. I'll come later. Sorry-
(He 15 backing towards the back door.)

BALLAS: Listen—

GROSS: Yes, Mr Ballas?

BALLAS: Nothing.

GRrROsS: Did you want something?

BALLAS: No, no. You may go.

(GROSS backs out by the back door. PILLAR returns by the side
door and sits down at his place.)

What did he want?

(PILLAR puls on a vague expression.)

I don’t like the way they keep addressing you. Much too
familiar.

(PILLAR shrugs, embarrassed. HANA returns by the back door,
drinks, then continues combing her hair. Pause.)

(To HANA) Is Prydepe so difficult to learn?

HANA: It makes great demands on one’s memory, Mr Ballas.

BALLAS: Others can learn it—

HANA: Very few can, Mr Ballas. Most of the staff have had to
give it up.

BALLAS: Even when all give up, you should persevere!

HANA: But you also dropped out, Mr Ballas, after the first
lesson.

BALLAS: That’s different. I had to interrupt my studies for
reasons of work. You think it’s child’s play to be at the
helm of this colossus? And, what’s more, in these times?
Come and try it and you’d see.

HANA: But Ptydepe really makes great demands on people.
Besides, they say it’s based on doubtful principles. May I
go and get the rolls?

BALLAS: Who says that?

HANA: Mr Pillar here.

BALLAS: Surely not Mr Pillar! And if, by any chance, he did say
such a thing, it was just in fun. Who on the staff actually
knows Ptydepe?

HANA: Only the teacher and the personnel of the Translation
Centre. May [ go and get the rolls?
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BALLAS: Run along.

(IHA..\'A takes string bag and leqves by the back door. As s00n as
She 1s out, BALLAS turns Suriously to PILLAR ) \
You talk too much! Far too much!

HELENA: (Looks in by the side door.) Morning, all! Ferry
love-would you mind? v
(PILLAR gers up at once.)

See you later, sweetie.

f(’ i-l!.ELE}V'A and PILLAR quve by the side door. BALLAS Jumps up

: (riously. He dfae.r not notice that GROSS has again entered with
1S fire extinguisher by the back door.)

BALL;S: (7;)1 himself) I’ll teach you a lesson! Ferry! (BALLAS sizs

own. Again stares at his legt 2 R
. etter. Pause. Then Gross speaks
GROSS: Good morning,
BALLAS: You’re here again?
:ROSS: ‘You said, Mr Ballas, that I should come back in a while
‘ALLAS. By that I didn’t mean such a short while! .
GROSS: Sorry. I'll come later, Sorry-

(He s backing towards the back door.)
BALLAS: Listen—

GROSS: Yes, Mr Ballas?
BALLAS: Nothing,
GROss: Did you want something?
BAI.L;S: 'I just wanted to say that I seem to have overdone it a
: :' ;:;ff:iizwiou kp(;lw, there were so many people about,
Wil c’>hmlg t be among them-my nerves were a
¢r what happened -
GROSS‘ : Thank you. You’re very kind. Thank you. B
dismissal stands, doesn’t jt? LR
BALLAS: Dismissal? Well, for the moment, perhaps we needn’t

(- d . ; 3

GROSS: Of course—

BALLAS: But there is an opening.

GROsS: Is there? To do what?

BALLAS: The position of Staff Watcher has become free
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GROSS: Do you think I could handle it?
BALLAS: Well, why don’t you give it a try for a while? We'll see

how it works out.

GROSS: Very kind of you, Mr Ballas, When may I start?

BALLAS: At once, if you like.

GROSS: Thank you, Mr Ballas. Thank you very much.
(GROSS backs out by the back door. PILLAR returns by the side
door and sits down at his place.)

BALLAS: What did she want?
(PILLAR puts on a vague expression.)
Don’t you play games with me!
(HANA returns by the back door, her string bag full of rolls. She
puts them in her shopping bag, sits down and combs her hair.)
(To HANA) Who else says that Ptydepe is based on doubtful
principles?

HANA: All except you, Mr Ballas.

BALLAS: Nonsense!

HANA: Really.

BALLAS: What else do they say?

HANA: That it’s only a matter of time before you find it out too.

BALLAS: Indeed! This is the reward one gets for all one has done
for them! (Hands his letter to HANA.) Couldn’t you at least
make out what this is about?

HANA: (Skims the letter.) It could be either a memorandum
concerning the last audit-

BALLAS: Hardly-

HANA: Or a protest.

BALLAS: What sort of protest?

HANA: I don’t know.

BALLAS: Why should it be a protest, of all things?

HANA: It's being rumoured that protests written in Ptydepe get
preferential treatment.

BALLAS: Where did vou hear all this?

HaNa: Oh, in the dairy shop this morning

BALLAS: If anvbody thinks he can come and protest here,
I’ll-I'm off to lunch.
(He grabs his letter and leaves by the back door.)
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HANA: (Calls after him) You’ll like it, Mr Ballas. They have
goulash in the canteen today!

SCENE 8

The Prydepe classroom. Al is as before, with the exception that LEAR
15 lecturing to only one clerk, THUMB. All other chairs are empry.

LEAR: And now I shall name, just for the sake of preliminary
orientation, some of the most common Ptydepe
interjections, Well then, our ‘ah!’ becomes ‘zukybaj’, our
‘ouch!” becomes ‘bykur’, our ‘oh!’ becomes ‘hayf dy
doretob’, English ‘pish!” becomes ‘bolypak juz’, the
interjection of surprise ‘well!’ becomes ‘zyk’; however, our
‘well, well!” is not ‘zykzyk’, as some students erroneously
say, but ‘zykzym’-

(GROSS with his fire extinguisher enters by the back door, crosses
the room and leaves by the side door.)

‘Aow!’ becomes ‘varylaguf yb de solas’, or sometimes,
though much more rarely, ‘borybaf’; ‘bang!” as the symbol
of a shot or explosion becomes ‘hetegyx ujhoby’; ‘bang’ as a
colloquial expression for sudden surprise is ‘maluz rog’,
Our ‘eek!” becomes ‘hatum’-

THUMB: (Raises his hand.) Sir—

LEAR: What is jt?

THUMB: (Gets up.) Would you mind telling us how one says
‘oops’ in Ptydepe?

LEAR: ‘Mykl’,

THUMB: Thank you. (Sits dozen,)

LEAR: ‘Psst!’ becomes ‘cetudap’; ‘mmnn’ becomes ‘vamyl’, the
poetic ‘oh!” is rendered in Ptydepe by ‘hrulugyp’. The
‘hoooo’ of a ghost is translated mostly as ‘lymr’, although
I'd prefer the expansion ‘mryb uputr’, Our very important

" ‘hurrah! becomes in Ptydepe ‘frnygko jefr dabux altep dy

| savarub goz texeres’. And now a little test of your memory.
Aow?
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(THUMBE raises his hand.)
Mr Thumb! ' ;
THUMB: (Gets up.) Varylaguf yb de solas. (Sits down.)
LEAR: Eek? :
(THUMB raises his hand.)
Mr Thumb! /
THUMB: (Gets up.) Hatum. (Sits down.)
LEAR: Psst? :
(THUMB raises his hand.)
Mr Thumb! !
THUMB: (Gets up.) Cetudap. (Sits down.)
LEAR: Bang? .
THUMB: As the symbol of a shot: _ .
LEAR: No, as the colloquial expression for sudden surprise.
(THUMB raises his hand.)
Mr Thumb!
THUMB: (Gets up.) Maluz rog.
LEAR: (Correcting his pronunciation) Maluz—
THUMB: Maluz—-
LEAR: M-a-l-u-z-
THUMB: M-a-l-u-z—
LEAR: Listen carefully: m-a-l-u-z—
THUMB: M-a-l-u-z- ' ' ’
LEAR: Your pronunciation isn’t too good. How do you say
‘well’?
THUMBE: Zyk.
LEAR: And ‘well, well'?
THUMB: Zykzyk.
LEAR: Zykzym!!
THUMB: I'm sorry, I forgot. ' '
LEAR: Mr Thumb! Mr Thumb! Yippee! .
X i /et, Sir.
1UMB: We haven’t learned yippee yet, . ‘ ’ B
-lr.;,AR‘ Don’t try to excuse yourself. You simply don’t know it.
Hurrah! ‘
THUMB: Frnygko jefr dabux altep dy savarub gop texeres.
LEAR: Goz texeres!!
THUMB: I mean, goz texeres.
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LEAR: S i
v ;c:xh?:‘::p?:?mlword! No, no, Mr Thumb! It won’t
b \%vr;,]p ; placed so 'man_v hopes in you, and you
disappo,‘m‘edl \]' ou ha.vc disappointed me! Yes,
g * No, no, this Way we can’t do what? Wel]?
¥yon. Certainly not. This way our class would soon

turn into what? W
? Well? Go on, answ
THUMB: I don’t know. et

LEAR: Then try,

THUMB: A kindergarten?

LEAR: No.

THUMB: A borstal?

LEAR: No.

THUMB: Bedlam?

LEAR:‘Quite correct! Bedlam! No, n
Circumstances I can’t let you ca

You’d only slow dow:
n the
students. Please leave the class and hold up the other

: classroom! (THUM g
A X iB

Ze"ﬁam and sadly leaves by the back door ) scckas s
S r:ssu‘zg the empry classroom) Let us proceed. ‘Hallo!®

A s, y s . H
kupit’; e}S, tru'unF 5 ‘gosh!” is translated as ‘kavlyz ubahaj
LupIt’; the American ‘gee!” becomes ‘hofro gaborte’ =
pooh!” is translated as— goSOnCS

o! Under these
rry on with your studies.

SCENE ¢

The Secretariat of the Translation Cenire.
MARIA enters by the back door, ca
crosses the room and leayes by the

The room s empty, then

nlying a string bag full of onions,
side door.

MARIA: (Offstage) Here are the onions

HELENAf (Offstage) Would you mi ,
cabinet? That's a good girl,
(MARIA rerurns by the side door,

Sis at the typist’s desk and works
her a few times,

Miss Helena.
nd putting them by the filing

carrying an empry string bag,
e / for a while, then looks about
€s a mirror from drawer, Props it up in frong
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of her, carefully takes out a new hat and tries it on in front of the
mirror.)

GROSS: (Offstage) It suits you.

(MARIA starts, tears the hat off her head, showes 1t hastily into
the drawer, hides the mirror and fearfully looks about.)
(Offstage) Don’t worry. It’s only me, Gross.

MARIA: (Heaves a sigh of relief.) Oh! But where are you?

GROSS: (Offstage) I'm the Staff Watcher now.

MARIA: You? Oh, no!

GRross: (Offstage) Yes, Mr Ballas dropped my dismissal and he’s
letting me work here for a trial period.

MARIA: You? Staff Watcher?

GROSS: (Offstage) Very much so. And in the given circumstances
it really seems the best solution for me. I only wish I could
get used to the lack of space.

MARIA: Goodness! And I've found a job for you.

GROSS: (Offstage) Have you? What sort of job?

maARIA: With a theatre group.

GROSS: (Offstage) But I can’t act.

MARIA: You could always manage a bit part. There’s always bit
parts cropping up, you know, a butler, a messenger, a
workman, that sort of thing., Well, anyway, if worst came to
the worst you could prompt the actors.

GROSS: (Offstage) Yes, perhaps. Are you somehow connected
with the theatre?

MARIA: My brother works with this group.

GROSS: (Offstage) You're kind. (Pause.) Maria-

MARIA: Yes?

GROSS: (Offstage) Isn’t it odd? I have to look at you all the time,

MARIA: Oh, Mr Gross!

HELENA: (Looks in at the side door.) Seems the grocer’s got limes.
Would you mind running over and getting me cight?
(Disappears.)

(MARIA takes the string bag from a drawer and runs out by the
back door. Short pause, then BALLAS stalks in energetically by
the back door, his letter in his hand. Looks about, iries his

pockets, but finds no cigarettes. Turns towards the secret door.)
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BALLAS: Are you there?
GROSS: (Offstage) But of
course, Mr B
BALLAS: Well, how goes it? ’ wllas
GROsS: (Offstage) Ve
ry well, thank y
BALLAS: Many strangers? ’ o
GROsS: (Offstage) Onl isi
s y three vis i
BALLAS: Alone in the office? M
GROsS: (Offstage) One, fi '
) oram
BALLAS: Behaved? ’ oment
Ec:Ross: (Offstage) Correctly.
ALLAS: Good. I think you®
; you’ll manage. Anythi
sy v ge. Anything else?
SRe LS:S .(\(’)g;agfw) Sorry, but what else, prcciself'? =
: s for example, what sort i i
about Ptydepe among,Lhe staff? RS e
(Pause.) .
GROSS: (O, 2) I’
,'tL(I _jsztag..) I’'m sorry, Mr Ballas, but I-how should I
BALL,\.S- : knm not an-you know what I mean. i
ou(‘date ;w. Y"ou. still haven’t shaken off the shackles of
oiroe prcI);ud}Cc. But you must understand that it’s i
B se. Besides, in a way, it’s your moral duty o
: L enters by the side door and swiftly walk !
i ty walks towards the
(7o sTROLL) Just a moment!
(STROLL halts.)
GROS(S{ owards the secret door) Is that quite clear?
BALL,\; .( (;f‘fstage) Quite clear, Mr Ballas
s .' (To sTROLL) I say, old boy! How goes the i
LL: Very well, thank you S
BALLAS: Tell me, how :
' » Dow many texts have you
STROLL: Into Ptydepe or from Ptydepe’y iRy
:::LAS: Well, let’s say into Ptydepe. .
OLL: One. I'm just working on the second
BALLAS: So few? M
STRO(LL: That’s not so few.
SAVANT enters by the sid, ?
i ¢ side door and quickly walks towards the
BALLAS: (70 SAVANT) Just a moment!
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(SAVANT halts.)
(To sTROLL) Slow work, isn’t it?
sTrOLL: Indeed it is. Every expression has several variants in
Ptydepe and so one must consult the author of the
submitted text regarding each separate word, in order to
find out precisely how it was meant and which of the
Ptydepe variants to use. Am I not right, Alex?
sAVANT: Quite right. Often the authors themselves aren’t sure.
They simply don’t know such precision from their mother

tongue.
sTROLL: The shades of meaning of individual words in Ptydepe
are so subtle that most of the staff can’t grasp them at all.

RALLAS: Why don’t you get some help?
sTrROLL: Help? But you know how things are! Am I not right,

Alex?
SAVANT: So far, nobody has really managed to learn Prydepe.

Only Pekarek, and then he left for steam navigation.
BALLAS: Well, you’ll have to speed up your translating. The
world won't come to an end if an occasional little word
isn’t exactly right.
(PILLAR looks in at the back door. BALLAS does not see him.

PILLAR stares questioningly at STROLL, twho gestures to him

that he is ready to go.)
STROLL: Sorry, Mr Ballas, I have a meeting now—

BALLAS: Well then, go along.
(PILLAR disappears. STROLL hurries out by the back door.
SAVANT fs about to follow.)
Wait, Alex! Just one more li
Prydepe actually making ou
view, I mean.

savaNT: Hard to say.
can’t form any real opinion.
(HELENA enters by the side door and briskly

back door.)
BALLAS: (70 HELENA) Just a moment!

(HELENA halts.)
(To savanT) What about the results in other organizations?

ttle thing. Tell me, how is
t? From the expert’s point of

I still have no basis for my statistics, so I

walks towards the
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SAVANT: ; i
AVA; T'.d They’re all right, I suppose. Except that wherever
ty Lpe_has started to be used more widely, it has
g?tomatlcally begun to assume some of the characteristics
ofa nat.u.ral language: various emotional overtones,
- imprecisions, ambiguities. Correct, Nellie?

LENA: Correct. And you know what? They say that the more
one uses Ptydepe the more it gets soiled by these
characteristics.

BALLAS: Did you say emotional overtones? But in that case
Ptydepe is losing its very purpose!
SAVANT: One could put it that way.
(;’ILI].AR s unnoticed by BALLAS, looks in at the back door
;]
st e.m ly beckons to SAVANT, who gestures back that he is ready.)
BALLAS: What can be done about it? .
SAVA?\T: Practically nothing, I'm sorry, Mr Ballas, do you mind
if I go now? I have a meeting—
BALLAs: Well then, go along.
(PILLAR fi:sappears. SAVANT hurries out by the back door
HELENA 15 about to follow,) '
Wait, Nellie!
HELENA: What is it, Jan?
BALLAS: Llsvtcn, we two have always been able to talk as man to
xfna:léll\ow, tell me quite frankly, I mean really quite
arsa ﬁ, dq yougﬁet the impression that Ptydepe isn’t doing
well as it might be, or, to put it bl S i
untly d
bl v, that it’s sort of
HELENA: I do, sweetie.
BALLAS: Thank you, Nellie,
(PILLAR looks in at the back door.)
HELENA: May [ go now?
BALLAS: Run along,

f;mLLAR disappears. HELENA runs out by the back door.

ALLAS thoughtfidly paces up and down. Then sits and again
talks towards the secret door.)

Mr Gross—

GROSS: (Offstage) Yes, Mr Ballas.
BALLAS: I hope you aren’t taking seriously what occurred
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yesterday. You do realize, don’t you, it was just a bit of a
show for the sake of the others? Listen, why don’t I call you
Jo. May I?

GROSS: (Offstage) But of course, Mr Ballas, I'd be delighted.

BALLAS: I say, old boy—come out of there! You don’t want to be
doing that sort of work! You! I don’t see why you shouldn’t
carry on as my deputy.

GROSS: (Offstage) After what happened?

BALLAS: We must take some risks, damn it! I won’t hear of your
being abused in this way, Jo! We're having some difficulties
at present, Ptydepe isn’t doing as well as it might be—

GROSS: (Offstage) Yes, I've heard.

BALLAS: The way things are now, I simply need you here, Jo!

(GROSS emerges from the secret door, scrambling out backwards

on all fours.)
Sit down.

(GROSS sits down.)
Where'’s the enthusiasm we all felt when we were launching

Ptydepe! I worked at it as stubbornly as a mule! You know,
drank only water, ate only pep pills, went without sleep, just
slaved and organized; when the cause was at stake, I was
quite ruthless. Well, you remember, don’t you?

GROSs: I do remember.

BALLAS: That was the best time of my life! And now see how it’s
all turned out! This isn’t what we wanted, is it?

GRrOss: Well, perhaps things will sort themselves out again
somehow.

BALLAS: Listen, Jo! You and I, between us, we’ll pull things
together again! You have your experience, you know how
things were done in the past when everything worked; I
know how they ought to be done so they’ll work in the
future; if we two work hand in hand, I'll bet anything you
like, we’ll hammer out something damn well astonishing!
Are you free tonight?

GROSS: Yes.
BALLAS: Good. Let’s meet quietly somewhere, have a glass of

beer and really think things out! Map out a plan, so we
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know how to go about it all. Who should .

: Irely
not on you, old boy! v on here if
GROSS: But I-

BALLAS: (Cuts in) And now fetch George and tell him to march

back into his cubicle. He’s already proved himself in the job

ax_xd he must see that what we need now above all in the
high positions is specialists.

(QROSS leaves by the back door. Long pause. BALLAS searches
his pockets, no cigarettes. Looks at his watch, STROLL enters by

I{Je back door, carrying a Jolder, and briskly walks towards the
side door.)

Otto!
(STROLL halts.)
You still haven’t told me about your translations from
Ptydepe.
STROLL: So far, I haven’t translated anything from Ptydepe.

(SAVANT enters by the back door, carrying a folder, and walks
towards the side door.)

BALLAS: Alex!
(SAVANT halis.)
(Te sTrROLL) Why not?

STROLL: Up till now nobody has brought me any authorization
from Alex.

BALLAS: Alex! Why do you refuse to authorize translations?

o e i 3, - ’

SAVAN T: But I can’t authorize them without personal
registration documents.
(HELENA enters by the back door, carrying a folder, and walks
towards the side door.) l

BALLAS: Nellie!
(HELENA halts.)
(To sAVANT) You mean in all this time nobody has brought
you any documents from Nellie?

SAVANT: That’s right,

BALLAS: Nellie! Why do you refuse to issue those damned
documents?

HELET’\'A: Oh, for heaven’s sake, sweetie! I can’t issue them until
I’'ve made sure they don’t conflict with the findings in the
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memos, and I can’t learn the findings because the blessed
memos are written in Ptydepe and, as you damned well
know, I’'m forbidden to make any translations whatsoever.
Hasn’t the girl brought my limes yet?

BALLAS: Then why doesn’t Otto translate the memos?
sTrRoLL: I can translate only after getting an authorization from

Alex!
pALLAS: Then Alex will have to start granting the
authorizations!

SAVANT: I can'’t, if nobody has the documents from Nellie!

BALLAS: Do you hear that, Nellie? You’ll have to start giving
people the documents regardless!

HELENA: But I’'m not permitted to translate!

BALLAS: Why doesn’t Otto do the translating?

sTROLL: I can translate only after getting an authorization from
Alex!

BALLAS: Then Alex will have to start granting the
authorizations!

sAVANT: I can’t, when nobody has the documents from Nellie!

BALLAS: Do you hear that, Nellie? You'll have to start giving
people the documents regardless!

HELENA: But I’'m not permitted to translate!

BALLAS: Why doesn’t Otto do the translating?

STROLL: I can translate only after getting an authorization from
Alex!

BALLAS: Then Alex will have to start granting the
authorizations!

SAVANT: I can’t, when nobody has the documents from Nellie!

BALLAS: Do you hear that, Nellic? You'll have to start giving
people the documents regardless!

HELENA: But I’'m not permitted to translate!

BALLAS: [’d like to know who thought up this vicious circle.

STROLL, SAVANT AND HELENA: (In chorus) You did, Mr Ballas! -

BALLAS: Well, what of it! The situation was entirely different at
that time. Then it had a profound significance! But we've
progressed since then, and that’s why I propose the
following simplifications in the procedure of translating all

IIX
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Ptydepe texts. These will come into effect at once.

First: Helena is permitted to issue the personal registration
documents without knowing the contents of the memos.
Second: Alex is permitted to authorize all translations
without the personal registration documents.

Third: Otto is permitted to translate without an
authorization from Alex. Is that quite clear? The fact that
we can afford these measures is one more eloquent proof of
the rightness of our path! (Hands his letter to STROLL.) And
now-translate this for me!

STROLL: (Reads) A protest. We, the undersigned staff of the
Accounts Department, protest most emphatically against
the transfer of our offices to the cellar and we announce
hereby that we can no longer work under these deplorable
conditions—

BALLAS: (Interrupts) That’s enough! You may carry on with your
work.,

(BALLAS leaves by the back door. STROLL, SAVANT and
HELENA stand about for a moment or tzvo in stlence, then the
back door opens a crack, PILLAR appears and beckons them to
Jollow him. They all leave by the back door. Pause. Then GROSS
and GEORGE enter by the back door. GEORGE is livid, frowns,
and furiously kicks the coat rack, then the desk, spits, kneels
down and climbs on all fours th rough the secret door into the
observation cubicle. After a moment he indignantly throws out
GROSS’s fire extinguisher. GROSS takes it and walks towards the
back door. Just then MARIA enters by the back door, carrying a
paper bag full of limes. When she sees GEORGE she halts in
surprise.)

MARIA: Do you realize what would happen to you if anybody

saw you here?

GROSS: I'm no longer the Staff Watcher.

MARIA: Oh?

GROSS: Mr Ballas has made me his deputy again.

MARIA: Congratulations!

GRoOss: Good gracious, what for? Frankly, I'd rather have

remained the Staff Watcher.
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MARIA: I know. You'll have to cope with some pretty nasty bits

business now, I expect.

ukososf: Never mind. Well, Maria, good luck to you. And do
come and see me in my office someday. (Slowly starts
towards the back door.)

MARIA: Mr Gross~

: (Stops) Yes?

:I“A(:i: g—laspax)mybody translated for you that—you know~the
thing you wanted to have translated yest-crday?

GRrOSS: The memorandum? No. And according to current
regulations, nobody can. Well, it's probably better that
way.

MARIA: Do you think it’s a negative one?

G ROSS: I've learned always to expect the worst. N

MARIA: Was any irregularity found during the audit in your

ment?

ukosdse:pli'lc.)tt that I know of. I did take the rubber stamp home a
few times, but I took it for reasons of work. and not, as
some people seemed to suggest, for my chnl.drc.n to play
with. My little Martin might have played with it at most
twice in all that time, _

MARIA: If vour conscience is clear, you've nothing to worry
about'. Your innocence will be proved, bpt you have to
fight for it! I believe that if one doesn’t give way, truth must

always come out in the end. 5

GROSS: (Walks to MARIA, sadly smiles at her and srr‘okes h.er clzeL. )
What do you know about the world, dez.u child! Suill, I wish
you could always stay like this! You're ngh[,’one really
ought always to stand firm. The trouble is, I ve never be'en
very firm, more of an intellectual, always hesitant, always
full of doubts, too considerate, a dreamer rather than a man
of action—and that’s my bad luck.

SE. : ¥
(Vf’g:n I)think back, I see that I muddled \-xp many things in
my life myself. I often gave in too soon, yielded to threats,
and I trusted people too much.

(Pause.)
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If I ever again have any influence on the course of things,
I'll do everything differently. More real deeds and fewer
clever words! I've never been sufficiently matter-of-fact,
cool-headed, proud, severe and critical-especially with
myself,
(Pause.)
It may be partly because I belong to an odd, lost generation,
We’ve given ourselves out in small change, we invested the
best years of our lives into things which turned out not to be
worth it. We were so busy for so long talking about out
great mission that we quite forgot to do anything great. In
short, we were a mess!
(Pause.)
But I believe that now at last I can face all this frankly,
without hysteria and without self-pity; that I'll manage to
recover from all the upheavals; that I'm still able to forget
the past and make a quite new and quite different
beginning,
MARIA: (Moved) Have you the memo with you?
GROSS: You mean-surely you wouldn’t-
MARIA: I'm quite grown up, thank you, Mr Gross. I know what
I’'m doing. Give it to me!
(GROSS takes out his memo, hands it to MARIA, who reads it
with growing excitement, )
(Reads) Dear Sir, the last audit in your department has
shown that the allegation of a repeated appropriation of the
bank endorsement stamp for improper use is in your case
entirely unfounded. On the contrary, we feel obliged to
emphasize the very positive findings of the audit, which
clearly prove that you have been conscientious and
responsible in the directing of your organization and that
you therefore merit full confidence., This is further
confirmed by your stand against Ptydepe, which has been
quite unequivocal from the beginning. Our view of the
Ptydepe campaign has always been entirely negative, for we
understand it to be g profoundly harmful attempt to place
office communications on a confused, unrealistic and
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anti-human basis. We suggest that you liquidate with the
greatest possible resolution and Sp(':cd any attempt t?
introduce Ptydepe into your organization, and thgt you
severely punish all those who have been propag‘atu?g ’
Ptydepe for their own personal advantage anQ in dlsreﬁglar :
of'the consequences. Wishing you a_ll success in your ture
work, we remain, yours faithfully, signature illegible.

GROSS: (After a moment, seriously) Thank you, Maria. Now at

last I have an opportunity to prove that. I have more c.1v11.
courage than I've shown so far. I promise you that this tlm;
I shall not give way to anything or anybody, even at the ris

g
of my position! o ’
(Grabs his fire extinguisher and starts energetically towards the

back door.)

MARIA: (Shyly bursts out) I like you-

GROSss: First I must deserve your sympathy, dear child!
g 2 Pause.)

(He leaves by the back door. . . .

GEORGE: (Offstage) That was a stupid thing to do, Maria.
4 ] ! Are you there?

MARIA: (Frightened) Oh God ‘
GEORGE: (Offstage) I came back a moment ago. And I'm not

sorry I did. I hope vou realize why! o
HELENA: (Offstage) Listen—what about those limes?
MARIA: (Softly) I'm afraid I do.

SCENE IO

The Director’s office. BALLAS is sitting at his desk, vainly searching
his pockets for cigarettes. HANA is combing her han.*. Ggoss enters
energetically by the back door, carrying his fire extinguisher.

GROSS: Mr Ballas, your era is over! My memoranc'ium has )1{3[
been translated to me and its contents make it perfectly
clear that I’m not only quite innocent as se‘gards Lhe rubbe;
stamp, but above all that I'm the :)nly legitimate f:h}r:ctor 0
this organization. Furthermore, I'm rcqucstc‘:d byt 1s‘ :
memorandum to make an end of Ptydepe with the greates

possible resolution and speed -
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BALLAS: Hana-

HANA: Yes, Mr Ballas?

BALLAS: Isn’t it time for vou to get your chocolates?

HANA: (Looks at her watch.) Oh ves, it is!

BALLAs: Well then, run along! And while vou’re there get me
some cigarettes. The usual.

(HANA runs out by the back door.)
Sorry. What did you say?

GRoOss: Furthermore, I’'m requested by this memorandum to
make an end of Ptydepe with the greatest possible
resolution and speed and to punish severely all those who
were engaged in its introduction for their own advantage,
In other words, history has proved me right and I, on the
basis of the authority which is rightfully mine—

(PILLAR looks in at the side door. )

BALLAS: In a minute, Mr P!

(PILLAR disappears, leaving the door ajar.)
What did you say?

GROSS: In other words, history has proved me right and I, on
the basis of the authority which is rightfully mine, shall
draw due consequences from what has occurred. The way
in which you seized the entire organization and forced
Ptydepe on it cries out for vengeance. I’'m a humanist and
my concept—

(HANA re-enters by back door, carrying a box of chocolates and a
packet of cigareites. Hands the cigarettes to BALLAS, puts the
chocolates in her shopping bag, sits down and resumes combing
her hair.)

BALLAS: Thanks, Hana, (Lights a cigarette with gusto.) What did
you say?

GROSS: I'm a humanist and my concept of directing this
organization derives from the idea that every single
member of the staff is human and must become more and
more human. This is why I cannot but fight anyone who
tries to spit upon this idea, I place the struggle for the

victory of reason and of moral values—
(PILLAR looks in at the side door,)
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WALLAS: In a minute, Mr P, in a minute! \
(PILLAR disappears, leaving the door ajar.)
What did you say?
uRross: I place the victory of reason and 'of moral values al:)c?ve ra
peace bought by their loss. And I will can}" on to the‘ lt:ie
end a struggle against all the misdeeds you ve c.ommmc
here. I think that under these circumstance:s itis no longer
possible for you to remain in our organization. Kindly
move out of my desk! ' :
BALLAS: (Offering GROSS a cigarette) Have one!
GRross: I said, kindly move out of my desk!
BALLAS: Do have one, old boy!
GROSS: Move out of my desk! 2 3
BALLAS: Let’s say after lunch. All right? . i
GROSS: I’'m glad you aren’t putting up any resistance. After
lunch will be all right. .
BALLAS: I don’t see why I should put up any resistance.
GROSS: You mean you agree with me?
pALLAs: Of course. .
GROSS: (Astounded, puts the fire extinguisher on the floor.)
Good gracious! How so?
BALLAS: I've seen the light.
GROSS: Have you? ' ;o
B,ALLAS' Absolutely. I've come to the conclusion Fhalt Ptydepe is
really for the birds. I believed in it, I fought for its
establishment, but it was all a horrible rmstalfe. ;
Subjectively I meant well, but objectively I did wrong an
so now I must accept, whether I like it or not, all the severe
consequences of my activity.
(PILLAR looks in at the side door.)
One more minute, Mr P! -
1 ing the door ajar.
(PILLAR disappears, leaving
GROSS: Are you being sincere? You ought not to be so calm
about it. It’s very confusing. :
BALLAS: I'm calm, because your severe but just fvords cxpres;
what I've been tragically feeling for a long time, ?nd so they
fill me with relief that I won’t be obliged to continue any
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lopger work which I don’t believe in, and that finally all my
r'mstakes will be put right. I wish you all the luck in your
liquidation of the disastrous consequences of Ptydepe, and
I firmly trust that your work will succeed at least as much
as mine has failed. I’ll help you to the limits of my humble
abilities. (Offers GROSS a cigarette.) Do have one!

GROsS: No thanks. You seem to have come to your senses,

BALLAS: I have.

GROsS: Perhaps you were indeed sincerely mistaken—

BALLAS: I was.

GROsS: How do you mean, you’ll help me?

BALLAS: (Offering GROSS a cigarette) Are you quite sure you
won’t have one?

GROss: Thanks. Not now. How do you mean, you’ll help me?

BALLAS: But they’re superb!

GROSS: I’'m sure they are. How do you mean, you'll help me?

BALLAS: Look, old boy, if you don’t take one, I’ll be hurt! Well,
as your deputy, of course.

GROSS: You must have misunderstood me. I said you’ll leave
the organization.

BALLAS: You wouldn’t want to take such drastic measures,
would you?

GROSS:. I'm sorry, but I've made up my mind not to give way
this time. I don’t propose to repeat my old mistakes.

BALLAS: Come, come! Didn’t I let you stay on as my deputy?

GRoss: That was different. Rightfully I should have remained
the director, and truth was on my side.

BALLAS: I know that too, now!

GROSS: I've known it from the beginning.

BALLAS: IUs always easy to be against a thing from the
beginning! What is much harder is to be for a thing, even at
the risk of getting your teeth kicked in!

GROsS: That doesn’t change by one iota the fact that you are
the chief culprit and so you must get the severest
punishment. You’ll simply have to pack up and get out!

BALLAS: And if I don’t?

GROSS: You will!
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BALLAS: Take it easy, old boy! (Produces a sheet of paper and
shows it to GROsS.) Recognize this? It’s the supplementary
order for the introduction of Ptydepe and, if I'm not
mistaken, it’s signed by you, not by me. Or were you not
the Managing Director at the time? Now then, who is the
chief culprit?

(PILLAR looks in at the side door.)

Yes, Mr P—Give me another minute, will you?
(PILLAR disappears, leaving the door ajar.)
Well?

GROSS: That one signature is insignificant. It’s nothing in
comparison with what you’ve done.

BALLAS: Trouble is, history knows only such signatures.

GROSS: Besides, it was you who got me to sign it.

pALLAs: I did? I don’t seem to remember.

GROSS: By your trick about the authentication of the notebook.

paLLAS: I wouldn’t bring that up if I were you.

GROsS: Why not?

BALLAS: Because it’s no extenuating circumstance at all. Just
the reverse, in fact.

GRross: I don’t know what you're talking about.

BALLAS: Don’t you? Well, look here, old boy. If it weren’t for
that notebook affair, you might have claimed that you
signed the order moved by a sincere belief in your
principles, which wouldn’t have excused your conduct, of
course, but would at least have explained it somewhat on
humanitarian grounds; while if you do bring up this motive
now, you’ll be admitting thereby that you signed the order
moved merely by petty cowardice, and that to avoid a
piddling punishment for the authentication you didn’t
hesitate to plunge the whole organization into the jaws of
its present catastrophe. Do you follow me? If, on the other
hand, you hadn’t signed the order, you might have
pretended that you hadn’t quite realized the impropriety of
your action regarding the notebook, but your signature
proves that you were clearly aware of this and that you
panicked, because you were afraid of being punished. As
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you see, both your errors are intertwined in such an
original way that the one greatly multiplies the other. If on
top of your guilt in introducing Ptydepe you should now
also volunteer an admission of your guilt regarding the
notebook, you’d leave nobody in any doubt whatever
about the real culprit responsible for all that’s happened.
Well then, shall we come to an agreement?

GRross: All right, let’s both resign.

BALLAS: As far as I'm concerned, I don’t see why I should.
(Pause.)

GROss: (Faintly) And you would honestly help me in everything?

BALLAS: I'm glad our discussion is at last reaching a realistic
level. Of course I would. (Offers him a cigarette.) Take one.
(GROSS takes it. BALLAS gives him a light.)

GROSS: You have a great deal of experience. You can work as
stubbornly as a mule. Would you also work like a mule
against Ptydepe?

BALLAS: I can’t do things any other way.

(PILLAR looks in at the side door.)
Yes, Mr P. Nearly ready,
(PILLAR disappears, leaving the door ajar.)

GROSS: (Hesitantly) But somebody has to get the ax. You know
how people are-

BALLAS: Leave that to me. (Calls towards the side door) Ready,
Mr P!

(PILLAR enters by the side door, followed by STROLL, SAVANT
and HELENA, all three carrying the folders they had in the last
scene. They line up in a row and open the folders, as though
about 1o sing in chorus.)

You may begin.

(PILLAR gives them a hand signal and they all start solemnly
reading.)

STROLL, SAVANT AND HELENA: (Together) Dear Sir! The
delegation which, under the leadership of Mr Pillar, now
comes to you consists of people who until the very last
sincerely believed in Ptydepe and were in the vanguard of
its introduction. All the more difficult it is therefore for us,
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your loyal colleagues, to approach you now as a delegation
whose mission it is to warn you against the consequences of
any further propagation of Ptydepe. But precisely because
we have done much for Ptydepe we feel obliged to be the
first to point out to you the insoluble problems connected
with its establishment.

BALLAS: (Gestures them to stop.) Dear friends. I know only too
well, perhaps even better than you, how desperate is the
situation we’ve reached with Ptydepe, and I assure you that
it has cost me many a sleepless night. As your former
Managing Director I also accept the greatest share of the
blame for the whole affair, We meant well, but we did
wrong. In short, we sinned and now we must accept,
courageously and without any feeling of being sinned
against, the full consequences of our activities and with a
redoubled energy struggle to remedy the damage we’ve
done. In accordance with directives from the authorities I
have taken certain first steps, with which I shall now
acquaint you, because they are already specifically aimed
towards a bold solution of the very problem which you have
now come here to point out to me. First of all, I've resigned
as your Managing Director and I've passed this position to
the man who, as you’ll surely agree, is the best qualified for
it, Mr Josef Gross. Mr Gross who, throughout the era of
Ptydepe, remained loyal to and even suffered for his
convictions. I myself have received with gratitude from the
hands of Mr Gross the position of his deputy. I've received
it in order above all to have an opportunity to show by
diligent work my willingness to serve the new cause and
thus to repair all the harm which, with the best of
intentions, I committed. And now let me give the platform
to Mr Gross.

GROSS: (Embarrassed) What can I add? I'm not angry with you. I
know that you meant well. The proof of it is also this, your
delegation, which comes in the name of reason and of
moral values. Well, we should let bygones be bygones. Let
us lose no more words over it. What is at stake now is the
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future. (STROLL, SAVANT and HELENA look questioningly at
PILLAR. He gestures for them to turn the page. They begin to

read further.)

STROLL, SAVANT AND HELENA® (Together) We are sorry, but we
cannot be satisfied with such a brief explanation. We threw
our whole lives into the struggle for the wrong thing and we
want to know who was responsible and who took advantage
of it. We were deceived and we have the right to know who
has deceived us.

GROSS: (Softly to BALLAS) Will you answer this point?

BALLAS: (Softly to GROSS) Yes. (Louder) Friends! We are all
guilty.

HELENA: (At PILLAR’s signal) That is only a hollow phrase!

STROLL: (At PILLAR’s signal) We want to know the actual
persons!

SAVANT: (At PILLAR’s signal) The names.

BALLAS: All right then, Ill tell you. I'm sure you've all noticed
that for some time now there has been prowling about our
offices a mysterious, silent man whose real function in our
organization has never been known to us. I myself have
come to know this man very well, having been under his
direct and constant surveillance. Inexhaustible was the well
of methods by which he has been forcing us to do things
we disagreed with. He pried into every nook and cranny,
was always present, always subtly disguised in the cloak of
inconspicuousness and of silent participation. And it is no
accident that this grey eminence of Ptydepe, so diligently
trying never to be publicly compromised in any way, has
penetrated today—when the cause he served with such
sycophancy is quite lost—to the head of vour delegation,
abusing your honest trust and averting from himself all
suspicion by assuming the mask of a critical attitude
towards Ptydepe,

(PILLAR, growing more and more desperate, turns from STROLL
[0 SAVANT, from SAVANT 1o HELENA, but they all turn away

from him. Dead silence. PILLAR runs in panic across the room,
but stops at the back door.)
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PILLAR: (Shouts) Death to all artificial languages! Long live
natural human speech! Long live Man!
(PILLAR runs out by the back door. An embarrassed pause.’
Then somebody knocks on the back door. All turn towards the
sound. Pause. More knocking. Quizzical looks. More
knocking.)

GRrRoss: Come in.

(COLUMN enters by the back door.) o

pALLAS: Welcome, Mr C! Come in! ﬁls is Mx" Column. 1
(COLUMN bows to them, then sits in PILLAR’s place. Genera
relief.) ' .

GROSS: Now then, let me conclude. What is at stake ls.the
future. I appeal to you to put all your best efforts into the
struggle for the re-establishment of natural human

y tongue—
language, of our beloved mother

BALLAS: (Interrupts) Wait a minute, Jo! Our colleagues are surely
tired by now. We can talk tomorrow about what happens
next. Now, why don’t we all go and have lunch together.
Who’s in favour? - ‘

(STROLL, SAVANT, HELENA, COLUMN and HANA af once
raise their hands.)
STROLL: That’s an idea!
SAVANT: Bravo!
HELENA: Hurrah! :
BALLAS: Let’s all meet in a quarter of an hour at the Translation
Centre!
(STROLL, SAVANT and HELENA hurry out by the back door.)
Well, that’s that. Are you quite comfortable, Mr C?
(COLUMN nods, walks to the desk, begins to collect the papers
lying on it and to shove them in his pockets. BALLAS crosses (o
the fire extinguisher hanging on the wall anfi takes it down.
Then BALLAS and COLUMN leave by the side door.)
GRross: Things do seem to be moving rather fast.

HANA: Mr Gross— _
GROSS: There was nothing else I could do. An open conflict

would have meant that I’d be finished. This' way, as the
Managing Director, I can at least salvage this and that.
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HANA: Mr Gross—

GROSS: Anyway, who knows, maybe this—Ballas—will turn out

to be quite a d im i i
e 51 good man after all. If I use him in the right

HANA: Mr Gross—
GROSS: What is it?

HANA: May I go and get my lunch?

GROSS: Run along.

(HANA hastily takes her knife and fork and hurries out through
the back door. GROSS halts in the centre and sadly stares ahead.

BALLAS and COLUMN enter by the side door, both carrying their

km've{ and forks, and walk towards the back door.)
(To h:m.se(/) Why can’t I be a little boy again? I'd do
everything differently from the beginning.
BALLAS: You might begin differentl :
y, but you’d 7

the same~so relax! ’ ’ e up exacty
(Bf\LLAS and COLUMN leave by the back door. GROSS lingers
dejeae(.il_y.' fqr a s‘?"‘f’"d longer, then takes his fire extinguisher.
hangs it in its original place, takes his knife and fork from the
drawer and slowly walks out by the back door.)

SCENE 11

The Pl_.}'depe classroom. All four clerks are back in their chairs
including THUMB. LEAR is lecturing. ’

LEAR: ic mistake i iti
AR: The basic mistake of Ptydepe was its uncritical

overestimation of the significance of redundancy.
Redundancy turned into a veritable campaign, it became
tbe slolgan of the day. But it was overlooked that side by
side with a useful redundancy, which indeed lowered the
danger of incorrect interpretations of texts, there existed
also a useless redundancy, consisting merely in a -
mecl'manical prolongation of texts. In the pursuit of
maximum redundancy some eager clerks inserted within
Ptydepe words—already quite long enough, thank
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you-even further so-called ‘empty texts’, thus blindly
increasing the percentage of redundancy, so that the length
of inter-office communications grew out of all proportion
and sense.

(BALLAS and COLUMN enter by the back door, carrying their
knives and forks, cross the roon; BALLAS pats LEAR
appreciatively on the shoulder, then both leave by the side door.)
[.et me give you an example. I've heard of a case where a
brief summons to military HQ filled thirty-six typed pages
single space.

(THUMB giggles.)

Another disastrous manifestation is to be seen in certain
stylistic habits which came into being during the Ptydepe
era. The straining after maximum dissimilarity between
what preceded and what followed within a given text, out of
which the habit grew, was limiting more and more the
possibilities for the further continuation of texts, until in
some instances either they could continue only in one
specific direction, so that the authors lost all influence over
what they were trying to communicate, or they couldn’tbe
continued at all.

(GROSS enters by the back door, carrying his knife and fork,
starts towards the side door, but ewhen he hears LEAR, he stops
and listens.)

All these mistakes have served as a sound lesson in the
creation of the new synthetic language - Chorukor—which
no longer attempts to limit the unreliability of a text by a
strenuous pursuit of words as dissimilar from each other as
possible, but, on the contrary, achieves this by a purposeful
exploitation and organization of their similarity: the more
similar the words, the closer their meaning; so that a
possible error in the text represents only a slight deviation
from its sense.

(GROSS hurries out through the side door.)

This method has many advantages, among them the fact
that Chorukor is very easy to learn. Oftenitis enough to
know only one word from within a certain radius of
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meaning in order to guess many other words of that group.
We can do that unaided and without any further study.

THUMB: (Raises his hand.) Sir!

LEAR: Yes?

THUM!}: (Gets up.) Would you please demonstrate this to us
with an example? (Sits down.)

LEAR: Certainly. Monday becomes in Chorukor ‘ilopagar’,
Tuesdgy ‘ilopager’, Wednesday ‘ilopagur’, Thursday
‘ilopagir’, Friday ‘ilopageur’, Saturday ‘ilopagoor’. Now.
what do you think Sunday is? Well? :
(Only THUMB raises his hand.)

Well, Mr Thumb?

THUMB: (Gets up.) llopagor. (Sits down.)

LEAR: Correct, Mr Thumb. You get an A. It is easy, isn’t it?
(THUMB nods.) .
There you are! And at the same time the danger of an error
cap be entirely disregarded. For example, if a typist makes a
mistake and instead of ‘ilopageur’ writes in the
anno‘unc.ement of a meeting ‘ilopager’, the subject of the
mcctmgils not at all distorted thereby. The most that can

happen is that the staff will meet on Tuesday, instead of on

Friday, apd the matter under consideration will thus even
be expedited.

SCENE 12

Th.e Secretariat of the Translation Centre. MARIA 15 standing
deje'ctedl_)" by her desk. BALLAS and COLUMN are there, both with
their knives and forks. Noise of a party offstage can be heard, as in
Scene 6. MARIA begins to sob. BALLAS looks at her. ,

BALLAS: I'm sorry. I've promised Mr Gross that I shall work like
a mule and I don’t want to break my promise by
Zom;:rom:smg on my very first day. What’s going on next

00r?
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" MAIIA: (Sobbing) It's Mr Wassermann’s birthday, so his

colleagues are giving him a party.

WALLAS: Paul Wassermann? Do you hear that, Mr C? It’s Paul’s
birthday!

(BALLAS and COLUMN start towards the side door. Just then
GROSS runs in by the back door, holding his knife and fork in his
hand.)

GROSS: (Excitedly) Mr Ballas!

BALLAS: Yes?

uioss: What on earth does this mean?

WALLAS: What?

GRrOSs: Another artificial language is being taught here!

#ALLAS: Chorukor.

urOSS: But we agreed, didn’t we, that office communications
are again to be conducted in the mother tongue!

wALLAS: T don’t recall we agreed anything of the sort.

GROSS: But my memorandum states quite clearly-

BALLAS: As far as I remember, it states nothing about what
language is now to be used here. Making an end of Ptydepe
doesn’t mean that we must automatically give up all
attempts at finally introducing some precision and order
into office communications. If we did, we would be-so to
speak—throwing out the baby with the bathwater. Am I not
right, Mr C?

(COLUMN nods.)

GRross: But I understood that—

BALLAS: You understood wrong. It is evident that you've lived
for too long in an isolation which tragically marked you
through the loss of a living contact with reality. I don’t
want to meddle in the business of the Managing Director,
but when I see that you’re clearly fumbling and could
casily come into conflict with the opinion of most of our
staff, then I’m sorry but I have to interfere.

GRross: Look, wouldn’t it make things easier if you carried on as
the Managing Director and I as your deputy?

BALLAS: Not on your life! I've been foolish enough to try that
once already and I don’t propose to do it again! Let’s each
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do what suits him best. I have certain organizational talents
which I can put to excellent use as your deputy, while you
can better bear the weight of responsibility connected with
the position of the Managing Director. (70 COLUMN)
They’re still at it over there! Let’s go!

(BALLAS and COLUMN leave by the side door. The noise of the
party grows louder, then quiets down.)

MARIA: Mr. Gross—

GRoOss: Yes?

MARIA: You didn’t tell me the Watcher had come back.

GROSS: Well?

MARIA: He saw and heard everything!

GROSS: Everything? What?

MARIA: That I translated your memo.

GRrOss: Well?

MARIA: He told on me and I was fired on the spot for translating
an important Ptydepe text before passing my exams.

GROSS: But the use of Ptydepe has been cancelled -

MARIA: Mr Ballas said that’s beside the point. A rule is a rule,
he said. What guarantee is there, he said, that I wouldn’t
some day make an improper translation from Chorukor as
well. He said he had promised you to work like a mule and
he didn’t want to break his promise the very first day by
compromising.

GROSS: What are you going to do?

MaRrr1a: Well, T hate to bother you, but couldn’t you perhaps
reverse his decision? Or perhaps at least put in a kind word
for me?

GROss: Dear Maria! We’re living in a strange, complex epoch.
As Hamlet says, our ‘time is out of joint’. Just think, we’re
reaching for the moon and yet it’s increasingly hard for us
to reach ourselves; we’re able to split the atom, but unable
to prevent the splitting of our personality; we build superb
communications between the continents, and yet
communication between man and man is increasingly
difficult.

(Short pause. Noise of the party.)
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In other words, our life has lost a sort of higher axle, and we
are irresistibly falling apart, more and more profoundly
alienated from the world, from others, from ourselves. Like
Sisyphus, we roll the boulder of our life up the hill of its
illusory meaning, only for it to roll down again into the
valley of its own absurdity. Never before has Man lived
projected so near to the very brink of the insoluble conflict
between the subjective will of his moral self and the
objective possibility of its ethical realization. Manipulated,
automatized, made into a fetish, Man loses the experience
of his own totality; horrified, he stares as a stranger at
himself, unable not to be what he is not, nor to be what he
is.

(Again a short pause. Noise of the party.)

(Turns directly to MARIA and continues with urgency:) Dear
Maria! You can’t begin to guess how happy I would be if I
could do for you what you've just asked me to do. The
more am I frightened therefore that in reality I can do next
to nothing for you, because I am in fact totally alienated
from myself: the desire to help you fatefully encounters
within me the responsibility thrust upon me~-who am
attempting to salvage the last remnants of Man’s
humanity-by the permanent menace to our organization
from the side of Mr Ballas and his men; a responsibility so
binding that I absolutely may not risk the loss of my
position, on which it is based, by any open conflict with Mr
Ballas and his men.

(Pause. The noise offstage culminates in unintelligible singing
which changes into cheers.)

vOICES: (Offstage) Hip, hip, hurrah!

(Cheers culminate in laughter which, however, soon dies dozwn.
The party is over. While GROSS continues speaking, STROLL,
SAVANT, HELENA, HANA, BALLAS, COLUMN, LEAR,
THUMB and three clerks enter by the side door. GEORGE
scrambles out of the secret door. All have their knives and forks.
All stand in the background, waiting for GROSS o join them to
go 1o lunch.)
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GROSss: Besides, there is no point in further complicating my

already complicated situation by taking too tragic a view of
your prospects. Let’s try to be quite matter-of-fact about it,
shall we? You're still young, you’ve got your whole life
ahead of you, you have lost nothing so far, Just think! How
many people today are able to say with any degree of
honesty they have a brother with a theatre group? A
minuscule minority! For all we can tell, one day you might
come to be thankful to Mr Ballas for a career as a famous
actress. What matters now is that you must not lose your
hope, your love of life and your trust in people! Chin up,
my girl! Keep smiling! I know it is absurd, dear Maria, but
I must go and have lunch. So~-goodbye! Be good!

(He joins the others in the background. Pause. They all look at
MARIA.)

MARIA: (Softly) Nobody ever talked to me so nicely before,

(They all slowly leave in a solemn, funeral-like procession by the
back door, clutching their knives and forks. MARIA takes her
bag, collects her things, puis on her new hat, looks about for the
last time and then—happy—she also leaves.)
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