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SCENE ONE

(Eve, sitting on a park bench, leafs through a newspaper. After some
time Irene joins Eve. Eve goes on leafing through the papers.
Irene sits silently, deep in thought.)

Eve: It's a lovely day today, isn t it? (doesntt look at Irene,
Jgoes on reading; she is not really reading but nervously
flipping through one paper after another. She looks at

something in front of her.)
Irene: I must go. (She does not move.)
Eve: See you later.(Goes on reading.)
Irene: It 1is a lovely day.
Eve: I think I'1ll go. (She does not move.) See you.(She stays.)
They both look at something in front of them.)
I feel like crying, you know. I've just been fired. I was
too good, That's what the janitor told me. He hears things
’ and knows 1t all.
Eve: Don't worry. You'll find another job. You're so young and
you seem intelligent
teene: I'm a born journalist, but those old-timers still seem to
' rule. And women are in as twice as difficult a position as
others. Not only are they women but they have no chance to be
old timers, either.
Eve : (ponderous) : You know what? My father left me some money,
not too much, but I've always dreamt of having a magazine
that I could call my own, a paper that I'd willingly read
and which would think.of me and my a bit sophisticated problems,
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Irene:
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a paper that wouldn't impose its idiotic tastes or passions

on me, a paper that would have &&s feminine grace and spare me
from all that vulgar, prying rudeness that you find in most
papers. Such a magazine should be like a loving person who
would say something nice, wouldn't irritate, balt you or

shock you with its idiotic ideas or seek sensentlonal news only..
A paper that enriches rather than irritates,providing you

with feeling rather than nausea, a paper that doesn't frustrate
you but revives you. There's so much goodness 1n Man...
Especially in women, who are subtle, sensitive and loving.

Men are stupid and all they want is to kill. A man I know

told me he read just to kill the time and when I asked him what
he read he showed me his reading list. Disgusting. Only

a glimpse at the names of the authors made me sick.(after

a while) Tell me: What is it that we see 1n men?

Nothing special. I'd say it's only some fleeting charm.

It's something momentary and perishable. Do you know why

they fired me? I was in their way. That's what a young errand-
boy told me. He's very delicate and musical. I'm sure he's
going to be a great composer some day... Yes, I stood in thelr
way. When I wasn't around they talked freely about sport,
politics and women. They talked about women in a nasty way.
They told rude chauvinistic jokes. My colleagues were worse
than firemen or truck drivers. When I was around they had To
watch their language. They couldn't stand 1t.

So they got rid of you. I see. Men are incapable of sacrifice.
To die at a battlefield or in a ditch after drinking too much -
why not? To bump into a tree during an extatic car ride -
with'pleasure... To have your skull crushed and your brailn
spilt while boxing - with ultimate delight! But only women

are capable of genuine sacrifice, only women.(after a while)
Haven't you noticed that men usually take credit for attributes
that they do not possess?

(They both fall silent.) I told you I have always dreamt of
having my own paper. Let's start a women's magazine

that will be, you know, kind of treacherous rather than...
declaratory. It would be a seemingly ordinary magazine .
which, with every new issue, would become more and more
feminine, which would be more and more sympathetlic to women

and would denounce men more and more openly because they
deserve 1t.
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1T you agree I wlll be the editor and you will be my right
hand. By the way, what 1s your name? Let me guess ... Irene?
(Irene nods in agreement.) So you see, we have women®s intuition.
And what do men have? An ability to reflect? I doubt it.
Maybe 1f they catch some nasty disease a momentary reflection
will hatch in their little brains. Oh, sorry. I'm sure you
too abhom vulgarity. You look very good in.thaiLsuit, by the way...
I'd 1like them to know who they fired ... (after a while)
All right. I'll be your right hand. Your idea to make our magazine
treacherous 1s absolutely wonderful., I like it very much.
You have an outstanding journallst's 1ntulition. Yes. This 1s
what we're going to do. We'll skulk, blide our time and then
hit with all our might at ... you know what.
Theréds so much evlil around...
Oh, 1t's ten. It's a perfect time to visit the bank, find
some office space for our magazine, something modest at first
and then ... We'll see. We might want to employ more people
later. No men allowed, of course.
No men allowed. Once I visited an editorial office of a poetry
magazine, and - you know what I heard 1n the office? I will
never forget that as long as I live. A young poet was there
and he said: "I wrote this fuckling poem, you know, but 1t was
so f ...1lng aggressive that nﬁéne could read 1t through..."
I think you're exaggerating.
I certainly am, but this is what we have to do nowadays.
Contemporary readers don't understand simple language. Anyway,
they hear plaln language 1n shops and on television, so you
have to exaggerate here and there.

All right, but only in the name of truth. Let's go.(They leave.)




Irehe

Olga:

Irene:

Eve:

Ilrene:

U

SCENE TWO

I've read your letters of application and I think you will be

accepted as members of our editorial staff.(to Olga)
As far as your application goes, Olga, it proved that you are an
intelligent person who has gone through a lot of nasty ....

But I wrote only a couple of sentences ...

But you don't know I studlied graphology and was able to see
through your handwriting. Your partner, not your husband,

died 1n a car crash. Isn®"t 1t remarkable that you write "car"

with a "k"? So, he died and you still can't get over the tragedy.

I think you will find comfort or even happlness 1n working.

(to Anne) Anne. You are honest, direct and incredibly sensitive.
Despitezgggd upbringing; your father 1s a lawyer, 1sn't he?

you are REXxaxxERIMX far from belng a genius. Your sensitivity,
however, 1s what we need even ¥x® though you ... Oh, here comes
Eve who 1s the editor-in-chief, the founder or, how shall I

put it, the ideological ; what a nasty word, or rather
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the spiritual leader of our magazine. Eve, let me introduce

our new employees, Olga and Anne, to you.

, cople
I'm glad you have employed such nlcedﬂ;;QGRS;on my behalf.

Dear ladies. Let's get down to work. We want to devote our first
1ssue to the problem of love. According to Oscar Wilde women
are to be loved, not to be understood. We will publish this
idiotic sentence as a motto which we'll naturally discredit.
I've brought my essay on this which I wrote when I was s the
tender age of sevenieen.

Oh, it's 1a wonderful piece of writing. No-one would bellieve...
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(matter-of-factly) Irene. To the point, please. We are going to

gather all the material and write all we have to on the subject

in two days. We sign everything with our own names and, Irene,
please check every piliece so that the style and the intellectual
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level of the articles will be adequate our goals.

There' won't be any men contributing to our magazine. They can
write for whoever they want but not for us.

Our magazine is all feminity. Let's get down to work then.
Thank you.(Irene and Olga leave.)

May I ask you something?

By all means, but please be brief.

I read everywhere that men rape women. Why can't 1t ever be
the other way round?

Are you sure you were given a job 1n our magazine?

Yes, I am,despite the fact that I'h far from being a genius,
as Irene pointed out. But it seems I'm sensitive, that's why
I'm here...

All right. What's done 1s done. All tThe others are already
working. You'll find your office easilly, I think. Your name
is on the door. (Anne leaves.)(Ursula enters timidly.)

You were to come at nine.

I'm sorry, but I couldn't find your office. A plumber told me
the entrance was in another street but there was no other
street so I ....

Irene's office is next door. Go and talk to her.

Oh, yes, certainly. My name's Ursula. I have a question to you.
Why do men say:"You're wonderful.” and then disappear and we
never see them agaln?

I knew it was coming. All the others are working and I too

have something to do, so ... See you at lunch.
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SCENE THREE

There was an extremely interesting letter in the evening mail.
It was written by an educated reader with g refined taste.
Judging from the style of the letter...

What 1s she writing? I don't understand.

You cannot possibly understand something that hasn't been said,

yet, can you? She writes that there should be theatres for

women only. A woman would be the theatre manager.

All the directorZ:ftypists would be women too. All productions
would be for and about women. Men would not be allowed 1in

the theatre unless they palid an exorblitant sum of money,

a sum that would discourage them from buying a ticket.

Our reader suggests that i1n case a man does enter the theatre
he should be offered a seat in a box with a screen blocking his
view 1n such a way that he would be able only to hear the text
and would have to speculate on what the actresses look like on
the stage, how they are changling clothes and what faces they
are making. This would be, according to our dedicated, educated
and militant reader, revenge for the humliliation actresses

have had to suffer for many years. I don't know what kind of
humiliation our reader has in mind but I think she 1is right.
Why 1s she right? I dan't understand.

Please imagine,Ursula, that the influential men from Paris
Jockey Club would come to see only the second act of the opera
in which young dancers had to do their idiotic dances, all
according to some unwritten law. Even Wagner, when he stupidly
insisted on bringing his opera to Paris, had to give in to
that unseemly fashion. To put 1t bluntly, which I feel free to
do as there are no men around here, the members of that bleeding

Jockey Club used to go to the opera only to wave a look at

girls' wriggling arses, in the second act, of course.
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It was a specific, typically macho' apprecliation of the opera.,

music and art in general, wasn't 1t?

I think that publlishing such a well-written letter might wlin us
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@ tremendows success. Let me remind you that we don't really
care for success. Our sales, however, have dramatically dropped
lately. quﬁanitor used an even stronger expression saylng that
we're screwed. So maybe we do need a hit. Wait a minute.
What expression does our Jjanitor use 1n such a situation?
I forgot.

Olga: A kick in the marbles. A kick in the balls 1s too wulgar
so he uses "marbles".

Ursula: What marbles? I don't understand.

Eve: Ursula. You were to classify the letters according to the age of
the addressees. Please do 1t now and do 1t fast.

Ursula: All right, I will, but I'd love to know what you're talking
about.

Olga: T'11 explain it to you later, at lunchtime.

Eve: So we are having a nice conversation here but we do have to
make a decision. The idea of fighting for the women's theatre
appeals to me. However, I might not choose to employ such

o drastic measures as not to let men in. After all men also read
our magazlne, however secretly.

Olga: Are you after the circulation of the magazine or the truth?

The truth is that men, so pompous in thelr concelt, have always

oppressed us. Now we have a chance to get even. We publish

a magazline read by all women. There are more women then men,
mind you. So at last justice might prevail.

Justice? There won't be justice ever...(to Ursula)
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Why are you still standing here? Those letters are our priority.

They must be classified immedlately, Ursula.
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Ursula: All right, but I really want to know what's golng on...

Irene: I'll explain it to you at lunchtime,QK?

Ursula: OK. I'm going then but I'd love to stay.

BEve:

Olga:

Eve s

Irene:

Eve:

Olga:

already
I didn't waste too much time andtalked to our leading theatre

director - Ms Macialapska-Szczybinska. She told me if we
sponsored thls endeavour she'd find actresses, stage-set design-
ers, Janltors, attendants, ushers and even a firewoman, who

by the way,lives on the ground floor of her house. She was

extatic!

The firewoman?

No! The director!

>he's not a director! She's a directorine} for God's sake!

I used this word too when I addressed herbut she told me that
1t's no use. Men, just to spite us, waug will never accept

the word "directorine" nor would they accept women holding

high administrative positions.

And how about the very word "woman" that is supposed to be
reserved for women only? "Woman" - "Wo-man"? How long do you
think should we tolerate "Man" in a word that should denote

our unigueness?

XRRYXFANXREXIUXXBXXXERXXXXXXxX Exactly!

I remember once I wanted to interview a directorine in the radio,
but I was told there were no directorines there or, as the man

I talked to spitefully stressed, no women-directors had ever
worked there. According to him only man were talented enough

to be directors. The deputy manager who I finally tried to

share my problem with first kept me waiting for two hours and
then, when I managed to face him at last, announced, not without

certain satisfaction in his voice, mind you, that he'd been

working in that institution for, and you must know that he'q

started right from the bottom, for forty years and they had
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