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CHARACTERS:

SEMINAR LEADER

STYLIST  (played by an actress)
SCHULTZ

SANTORI

THERAPIST  (played by an actress)
MAN

CARETAKER

(Classroom. Enters Caretaker, aligns chairs and desks. Turns on the lights. After a while enter Seminar Leader, Schultz, Santori and Stylist, each with his/her paper under his/her arm.)

SEMINAR LEADER: Is everybody here?

STYLIST: There's one missing.

SANTORI: The therapist is late.

SCHULTZ: I propose we start anyway. It's eight o'clock.

SANTORI: Shouldn't we wait for her a couple of minutes?
SCHULTZ: I can see no reason why. Come on, let's call in the candidates.

SEMINAR LEADER: I'm afraid we can't do that.

SCHULTZ: Why not? She can join in later.

SEMINAR LEADER: Seminar rules have to be observed.

SCHULTZ: Rules? These group sessions are full of shit anyway. Pure improvisation.

SANTORI: What's wrong with that?

STYLIST: I don't mind working in a group either.

SCHULTZ: Congrats on your perfume, madam. Dolce e Gabbana?

STYLIST: Calvin Klein. Eternity.

SCHULTZ: Good choice. Part of the teaching materials?

STYLIST: (Coldly.) It's a personal matter, Doctor Schultz.

SCHULTZ: What I can smell is always personal! (To Seminar Leader.) Come on! Let the class come in!

SEMINAR LEADER: The management of the company holds me responsible for the regularity of the seminar. Let's wait a couple of minutes.

SANTORI: (To Schultz.) A bureaucrat, can't help it.

SCHULTZ: The management should provide better working conditions before they invite experts! Or they should be retrained themselves. This is worse than evening classes! 

SEMINAR LEADER: What do you mean?

SCHULTZ: Like, where am I supposed to park?

SEMINAR LEADER: There's always some space down to the left by the canteen.

SCHULTZ: By the canteen? So that my seats end up smelling of fish and chips?

SANTORI: Put your windows up, Doctor. It helps.

SCHULTZ: Come on. It seeps in through the metal. Want to know something? Better firms had me driven by taxis to such seminars!

STYLIST: Don't be so fussy.

SCHULTZ: What did you say?

STYLIST: That you're making a fuss for no obvious reason and...

SCHULTZ: You know what? If you smell nice it doesn't mean you are allowed to say what you will to me!

SEMINAR LEADER: Dear colleagues, there's no need to...

(Enters Therapist.)

THERAPIST: Am I late?

SCHULTZ: By no means!

THERAPIST: I'm sorry. My apologies.

SANTORI: A tough morning, madam?

THERAPIST: Something went wrong. I don't know what. I feel like crying. Sorry about that.

SCHULTZ: I'd suggest more order and less emotions!

STYLIST: (Ironically.) Professional bias.

THERAPIST: I feel awful. I need an aspirin. Badly.

SCHULTZ:  (To Santori.) A pill-popper.

THERAPIST: I'll be fine in a second.

SEMINAR LEADER: Now that we're all here we can begin. I'll call them in and then...
STYLIST: Wait a minute. Don't you think we should come to an agreement first?

SEMINAR LEADER: Agreement about what?

STYLIST: How to run the seminar.

SCHULTZ: There's no need for an agreement. It's pure routine.

SEMINAR LEADER: What would you like to know?

STYLIST: Which one of us will start. For instance.

SANTORI: Let's take a look at the participants first, and then decide.

SCHULTZ: That's exactly what I'm saying. Pure improvisation.

SANTORI: Methods vary.

SCHULTZ: Just don't complicate, Santori! I know you.

SANTORI: Each in his own way, Doctor Schultz!

SEMINAR LEADER: I would suggest a brief introduction and a couple of questions, and then we proceed with lessons. At the end a summing-up.

THERAPIST: My boys! I can hardly wait to meet them!

SCHULTZ: Boys? I bet half of them are older than me.

SEMINAR LEADER: OK. Let me call them in now and ...

STYLIST: Seminar Leader, sir!

SEMINAR LEADER: (Nervously.) What is it now?

STYLIST: What is the main subject?

SEMINAR LEADER: The main what?!

STYLIST: Subject. The main subject of the seminar.

SCHULTZ: Oh, come on, madam. We know which are the scientific disciplines, and who is here just to make an artistic impression!

STYLIST: (Hurt.) Are you referring to me, Mister Schultz?

SEMINAR LEADER: Enough about that. We know why we're here. Here we deal with ... we know what. Yes. This is a treatment. (He gets confused.) Preachment ... procurement ... entertainment ... announcement ...

SCHULTZ: Imagine, they made a dyslectic the leader of the seminar!
STYLIST: Mister Shriek?
SEMINAR LEADER: (Angrily.) Stop asking nonsense. Let's get to work. (To Therapist.) Madam? Are you O.K.?

THERAPIST: Thanks. I feel better.

SEMINAR LEADER: Good.

SCHULTZ: Call them in for once!

SEMINAR LEADER: Caretaker! (To the rest.) I think we'll get this over with quickly. 

(Enters Caretaker)

CARETAKER: What can I do for you?

SEMINAR LEADER: Let the class in!

(Exits Caretaker)

SANTORI: Candy anyone?

SCHULTZ: I think it'll do you more good if you start smoking again!

SEMINAR LEADER: I'll have one.

SANTORI: Here you are. Strawberry.

SEMINAR LEADER: My favourite.

(Returns Caretaker)

SEMINAR LEADER: What is it?

CARETAKER: There's only one.

SEMINAR LEADER: What?!

CARETAKER: There's only one, waiting outside.

SANTORI:  What do you mean, only one?

SCHULTZ: Where are the others?

CARETAKER: There are no others.

STYLIST: That's impossible!

SEMINAR LEADER: Let me check ... (Exits and returns in a few moments.) It's true. There's only one out there.

STYLIST: What does it mean?

THERAPIST: Boys, boys, what are they up to now!

SCHULTZ: Good. So let's get this over and done with and go home!

SEMINAR LEADER: That's true. We get paid if there is one or thirty...

STYLIST: I really wonder where did the whole the class go!

SCHULTZ: We know their kind! A cold beer and a good chick and bye-bye seminar!

SEMINAR LEADER: Maybe they didn't pass the preliminary testing.

SANTORI: Call him in. The method remains the same.

SEMINAR LEADER: Caretaker! Bring the candidate in.

CARETAKER: Yes, sir. Right away.

 (Exits Caretaker. In a few moments enters a young man, wearing a suit and a tie. He keeps glancing around nervously.)

SEMINAR LEADER: Sit down.

MAN: Where?

SEMINAR LEADER: Where? It's all empty!

MAN: May I ... anywhere?

SANTORI: Anywhere.

THERAPIST: Where's everybody else?

MAN: I don't know. I came on time.

SCHULTZ: A nerd, huh? But that won't be enough. You'll also have to say a few smart things!

SEMINAR LEADER: Let's get down to business. Before I present my colleagues who will be working with you, allow me a short introduction. This morning I went to work, and I said to myself: this class is going to make it. And I smiled. I smiled just like that, to myself. You understand, don't you. You are the only one now. For the time being. But there will be no favouritism. Though I can say the company does care what will become of you.  If the seminar is a success, there's a new department waiting for you. Third floor. You know what the third floor is? It's just two floors below me. Just two. Twenty stairs, two office plants. Not even worth calling the elevator. And above me? Just a couple of dozens. So you know what a progress this is. In terms of civilising. All you need is a few additional skills. Do you realize, then, what is expected of you?

MAN: You are the examination pannel.

SANTORI: No, young man. We are no pannel. We are ...

SEMINAR LEADER: Let me explain this. This is my job. May I?

SANTORI: The boy is not relaxed, don't intimidate him for no reason.

SCHULTZ: A bit of fear doesn't hurt anyone.

SEMINAR LEADER: These experts work for the company. Today they're going to ... work with you individually. The management's personell department will decide whether you get the job on the basis of their report.

MAN: I see. 

SEMINAR LEADER: Any other questions?

MAN: What will happen to our old department?

SEMINAR LEADER: The programme is being discontinued. That's final.

MAN: Why? 

SEMINAR LEADER: It has no future.

MAN: And the first floor?

SEMINAR LEADER: Is to be sealed up.

MAN: Sealed up?!

SEMINAR LEADER: Remade. I mean, refurbished ... Recast? Reshaped. Reformed. Redressed. (He gets lost.) Revision. Division. Pension. Penis. Pasta. Polistyren. Politics... Shit, what is it that you ...?

STYLIST: Seminar Leader, sir...

SEMINAR LEADER: (Pulls himself together.) I'm sorry. My apologies. My nerves sometimes just snap. That's why I keep a small orchard, you know, at the south end of the house. To get more sun. I've always wanted one, you know. And now that I have reached middle age, now I have it. To calm me down. (Angrily.) I'm more needed there then here, so stop bullshitting with stupid questions.

STYLIST: Seminar Leader, sir, these words are hardly appropriate ...

SEMINAR LEADER: Yeah, yeah. Let's move on. So let me introduce my fellow panellists. This lady here, let me start with her, since she keeps talking, this is Ms Angelina. Styling department. (He strokes her.) Congrats on the depilation, colleague. Very soft. Smooth ...

STYLIST: Could you all please just stop touching me?

SEMINAR LEADER: This here is Mr Schultz, Economics of Transfers. Mister Santori, Communications. Ms Slava, Emotional Therapy. Essential for work on the third floor. I'm the Seminar Leader. My name is Shriek. My field is Security and Coordination. Consolidation ... Copulation. Convert. Contraption. Coffee machine ... coffee machine? Yes. Coffee machine. There's a coffee machine outside the door. Just don't overdo it. OK. Anyone else wanted to say something before we begin?

SANTORI: I think you've said it all.

SEMINAR LEADER: Good. Then let's start.

(Silence.)

SEMINAR LEADER: Would you like to take the floor, Mr Schultz?

SCHULTZ: Let's start with something easier.

SEMINAR LEADER: Mr Santori?

SANTORI: I'll join in at an appropriate moment.

SEMINAR LEADER: (To Stylist.) You start then.

STYLIST: Me? Why me?

VODJA: Because. (Quietly, pointing at the Therapist.) We can't start with her, I don't think she's quite well yet!

STYLIST: Very well, then I'll begin. (Critically to the Seminar Leader.) If we begin with style, there's hope we might also finish in style. (Turns to the Man.) As you have had the oportunity to hear, I come from the Styling Department. This is a relatively new field for you. Simply put, the point is that the aesthetics of the existence in your new position will inevitably differ from anything you have experienced so far. We shall discuss the way one handles disturbances in the new process. If I use the general terminology: it takes style to do this.

SCHULTZ: Too long an introduction.

SEMINAR LEADER: You let her be the first to speak.

SCHULTZ: We all know why she's here. What is she going on about?

SANTORI: She got herself ready for thirty candidates.

SEMINAR LEADER: Gentlemen, please!

STYLIST: First I need to ask you some questions.

MAN: Of course. Some questions.

STYLIST: Where did you get that tie?

MAN: I borrowed it.

STYLIST: Where?

MAN: Second floor, the Wardrobe department.

STYLIST: Do you like it?

MAN: Yes.

STYLIST: Why?

MAN: Because ... it's obligatory for all the seminar participants.

STYLIST: Wrong.

MAN: The tie?

STYLIST: No, the answer! The answer is wrong. Would you like to get this job?

MAN: Very much so, Ma'am. That's why I'm here.

STYLIST: Good. So forget about collectivism! Why haven't you bought your own?

MAN: Financial problems, Ma'am.

SCHULTZ: Financial problems my ass! The guy's trying to live off the company's back! He's got a minus in my book.

STYLIST: Your answer reminds me... (Stops talking and stares at the Man.) Are you hot?

MAN: Pretty much. There's no air here.

STYLIST: This smell ...You remind me...

MAN: (Embarassed.) Yes? 

STYLIST: My third husband was your age when I met him.

MAN: (Politely.) I'm not married yet.

SCHULTZ: What are these two talking about?

STYLIST: (Ignoring.) It's interesting, the similarity ... My first two husbands were stylists. Both of them. But not the third one. My third husband... I met him at a picnic. You know, nature, torn tights, warm beer, music plain trash, actually awfull when I look at it as a stylist, but one can have one's knickers pulled down also by a plain unionist ...
SEMINAR LEADER: Madam, do not mix your personal stories into educational process.

SCHULTZ: Why not? This could be interesting.

SEMINAR LEADER: You were the one complaining earlier.

SCHULTZ: (Giggling.) But I didn't know where it will take her. (To Santori, more quietly.) Some Calvin Klein! It's sweat smell that turns her on!

SANTORI: Give her a break. We'll be here till evening anyway.

SCHULTZ: Only this one is something different. His intention is to climb all the way up to the management, this is clear at once. Some unionist!

SEMINAR LEADER: Will you continue?

STYLIST: I apologize. Let's drop the questions. Let's stick to the subject. Even if it's not the main one. We said: the aesthetics of existence. How is this connected to the work in your new department? Simple. By a time interval. You need to understand the notion of a time interval.

SCHULTZ: What is she going on about now?

SANTORI: I think it makes sense even if she jumps from one theme to another.

SCHULTZ: She'd better shake her bum a little, that's why we have her here.

THERAPIST: You're underestimating her only because she's a woman.

SCHULTZ: C'mon. We know who's in charge of theoretical issues at this seminar.

SEMINAR LEADER: Colleagues, please be constructive with your interventions. We're not going to get anywhere like this.

STYLIST: (Getting slightly irritated.) So, time interval. It means that everything you do in the department has its beginning and its end. What we're interested in is, what comes in between. (Silence.) What are you looking at? You don't understand? It's ... it's like life. Were you born? You were. Will you die? You will. In this matter I cannot help you as a stylist.

SANTORI: Congratulations! An interesting comparison. An unconventional one.

SCHULTZ: (Coughing.) Oh well. It's obvious nobody has ever been born with style.

STYLIST: (Poisonously.) But one could die with style though!

SCHULTZ: (Blowing his nose.) What are you trying to say?

STYLIST: Now we'll make this more concrete if my colleagues will allow me to. Good. Our first study prop might come in handy here. Caretaker!

(Enters Caretaker.)

CARETAKER: What can I do for you?

STYLIST: A briefcase, please!

CARETAKER: A black one?

STYLIST: Yes, please.

(Caretaker brings the briefcase.)

STYLIST: Thank you. Wait here a bit. (To the Man.) Stand up, please. Pick up the prop and put it on the desk in front of you.

(The Man follows the instruction.)

STYLIST: Good. Now open the prop. It opens with simoultaneous pressure on both buttons. Good. Now close the prop. Very good. This is the basic action framing your time interval. When you come to work in the Department, you open the briefcase. When you leave, you close it. It's that simple. Basic. Before you open and close the suitcase, a smile would be appropriate. But since you will learn this at the emotional therapy, I'll be satisfied with a gesture. A slight, elegant gesture with your hand. Like this. For the right impression. Let's do this one more time. Try to harmonize your suit with your prop.

(The Man repeats.)

STYLIST: OK for a beginner. And now let's introduce a new term:  disturbance. A disturbance. Once the prop is open, you notice that your suit doesn't fit well. Before you close it, straighten your jacket and tighten up your tie. Like this ... good. As imperceptibly as possible. With style. Good. This works. And now step on the table and kill the fly buzzing above your head.

SEMINAR LEADER: There's no fly, madam.

SANTORI: A bit of imagination, Seminar Leader, sir.

(The Man performs as instructed.)

STYLIST: Take off your shoe and kill it with the sole.

MAN: This is difficult to do.

STYLIST: Wait till it sits on your hand! OK, good. Now let's increase the number of disturbances. As you climb off the table, undo your trousers, let them drop to your knees and adjust your underpants.

SCHULTZ: This disturbance is absurd.

SANTORI: I should say, indiscreet.

STYLIST: Good. Now repeat all the disturbances within the time interval! Prop, jacket, tie, fly, trousers, underwear. And don't forget to put on your shoe.

(The Man repeats.)

SCHULTZ: I still insist that taking off the trousers makes no sense.

STYLIST: (Hardly restraining anger.) It will make sense now, my colleagues permitting. That's why we are adding a new, demanding prop. Caretaker, bring a toilet bowl!

SEMINAR LEADER: I think you're going too far, madam.

STYLIST: Guilty as charged. A horrible, repulsive prop. But essential and indispensable. For emptying ... it's about emptying. (She nervously glances at her colleagues.) I will explain no further. If the obstacle isn't big, the task has no meaning. Let's keep in mind that disturbances have to be handled with style.

(Caretaker brings the toilet bowl.)
STYLIST: What is fundamental here? That despite the increased number of disturbances, the time interval remains the same. This is only possible if you have style. This is the paradox. So: after you have taken off your trousers, sit on the toilet.

(The Man repeats.)

SANTORI: (To Schultz.) And this makes sense?

SCHULTZ: Someone here is full of shit.

STYLIST: While you're sitting, you make a phone call.

SANTORI: I think there's a method in this.

SCHULTZ: If this has anything to do with style, then I'm a bidet!

STYLIST: How many disturbances can be handled within one time interval? Let's add another one: bad breath. A common disturbance when working with customers. We are introducing a new prop: a toothbrush. You have it in your right pocket. Add brushing the teeth to the time interval.

MAN: With no paste?

STYLIST: The budget for the seminar is limited.

(The Man performs the task.)

SEMINAR LEADER: Make him bite into a sandwich before he brushes his teeth!

STYLIST: Agreed. Do you have one?

SEMINAR LEADER: One. But I'm not giving it to him.

STYLIST: All right. (To the Man.) Imagine there's a sandwich in your pocket.

MAN: As I did with the fly and the phone?

STYLIST: Exactly.

SCHULTZ: Total inconsistency regarding the props. Some exist, others don't...

(The Man repeats the task.)

STYLIST: (Disappointed.) No style at all! Terrible. Let's try with music. Caretaker, demo! And you, you should work on doing it smooth and easy! Do you want to end up facing your customer all drawn and sweaty? (Music.) Let's go! Empty yourself ... eat ... brush ... Do not extend the time interval, ever more and ever smoother within the same timeframe, this is the essence of my lesson and the essence of your new job!

SCHULTZ: She doesn't have a clue about what the essence is!

(The Man is performing the task with increasing self-confidence.)

SEMINAR LEADER: Madam, I'd like to warn you that your time is up.

STYLIST: No, don't disturb us now that we have just reached the essence! Look at him! Better every time! This is what I call beauty. It's all about beauty, from the beginning to the end, this triumphant image of the new department ... More and faster in one time interval, expand the end value of the productivity to the absolute, to the one and overwhelming aesthetics! Again! Again!  Again!

(The Man is repeating the task to the point of exhaustion until Schultz interrupts.)

SCHULTZ: Enough! Enough! Caretaker! Turn off this idiotic music! Is this a circus or what? Caretaker! And bring me some coffee. This is unbelievable. She is asked to start the seminar and now she cannot stop! I will continue now, so that we finally do something more concrete.

STYLIST: You can't stand anyone but yourself!

SCHULTZ: Seminar Leader, sir?

SEMINAR LEADER: Go ahead.

 (Caretaker brings coffee.)
SCHULTZ: OK, so let's begin. (To the Man.) What are you waiting for? An introduction? There won't be any. My lesson will be short. I'm a man of practice. I'll make it simple. The third floor is between purchase and sales. What can you tell from that?

(Silence.)

SCHULTZ: Well, come on, come on.

MAN: Value adding?

SCHULTZ: Everyone knows that.

MAN: Logistics?

SCHULTZ: Don't try to invent the wheel. Of course, logistics, too. That's logical.

MAN: Control?

SEMINAR LEADER: That's my field, candidate.

MAN: Selection? 

SCHULTZ: What have you been doing up to now? Seating on your ears? Do you have any preliminary knowledge at all?

MAN: (Trying hard.) Anything to do with multiplication?

SCHULTZ: What are you aiming at?

MAN: Two items are transferred by purchase. I multiply, get four, so two are a profit.

SCHULTZ: Excuse me, do you mind if I get a bit personal?

MAN: Of course, no problem ...

SCHULTZ: Do you ever fuck?

STYLIST: Seminar Leader, sir, I have to object ...

SEMINAR LEADER: Knock it off. You have your own methods, he has his. A bit of  democracy, please.

SCHULTZ: May I proceed? Thank you. So: candidate, do you ever fuck?

MAN: I'm not sure in which terminological base you are...

SCHULTZ: Terminology my ass, we're talking about fucking! Only yesterday you stank of cheap liquor, so don't suck up my arse with terminology! You borrowed it just like you found your suit for today, so you don't understand it at all! Fucking and multiplication - is it so difficult to find a connection?

MAN: I see. I understand now.

SCHULTZ:  (Irritably.) What is it that you understand?

MAN: The connection.

SCHULTZ: So answer me!

MAN: If I ever ...? I do. Sometimes. In better times every day. Now not so often. I have nothing permanent. At the moment. You know. But I' d fancy it. I admit that.

SCHULTZ: Not that, you prick! The connection!

MAN: I see. The connection. The connection refers to the relation between intercourse and production ...

SCHULTZ: Wait. Do you know what I'm asking you at all?

MAN: Now I do.

SCHULTZ: I see. And do you know why I'm asking you this?

(Silence.)
SCHULTZ: There you are. He knows what I'm asking him but he hasn't got a clue as to why I'm asking it!

SANTORI: Mister Schultz. The candidate wanted to say that he understood the basic axiom of your lesson.

STYLIST: But excuse me, I don't understand it. What has the candidate's sexual activity got to do with the economics of transfers?

SEMINAR LEADER: (Giggling.) What goes in must come out. Mister Schultz is a man of practice, that's why students like him.

STYLIST: You mean his girl students?

SCHULTZ: What is this now? Dear colleagues, I don't want to be unpleasant, but could you wait for your turn? I can't work like this.

SEMINAR LEADER: You're right. Please, continue.

SCHULTZ: Good. Let's summarize. Where were we?

MAN: Where were we?

SCHULTZ: Yes.

MAN: You mean that connection?

SCHULTZ:. Wait. Wait. First let's agree who's asking questions here. Are we all? Someone has to take the responsibility. I won't teach you to be independent unless I'm paid for it. (Silence, general embarassment.) Why are you looking at me? Look how he's staring at me. As if I had asked him something special. Did I ask you anything important? So that it made you put on such a face? Something about your system of values, if you have one? His job is at stake here, and he thinks a bit of enthousiasm will do the trick? The poor guy gets stuck between purchase and sales and blabbers about multiplication only to hide his total ignorance of basic economics? You are about to get a pitiful certificate. Pitiful. You had better stayed down there and kept on drudging. That would have been better.

SANTORI: What are you trying to say, Mister Schultz?

SCHULTZ: May you be nervous by any chance, Mister Santori? Why are you pushing yourself?
SANTORI: I'm trying to say you two have a communication problem. And that's my territory.

SCHULTZ: I really can't work this way. Seminar Leader, sir, I demand a short private consultation!

SEMINAR LEADER: Shall I send him out?

SCHULTZ: Let him revise, so we don't waste any time.

SEMINAR LEADER: (To Stylist) Madam, please, give the candidate a task so we can have a discussion!

STYLIST: (Still offended.) With the idiotic music or without it?

SEMINAR LEADER: Don't be so touchy, for God's sake!

STYLIST: (Self-sufficiently.) Good. Let's go. Let's repeat the exercise to make it obvious, who is actually doing some work at this seminar!

 (The Man performs the "time interval" exercise under the Stylist's supervision.)

SEMINAR LEADER: OK, so what do you two want now? Let's talk.

SCHULTZ: (To Santori.) Stop interrupting my discourse.

SANTORI: Discourse my ass! You're a choleric!

SCHULTZ: And you're insulting me!

SANTORI: This is what the seminar is about, isn't it? So if you invade my field...

SCHULTZ: Your field is a blur. Communications, come on!

SANTORI: And what do you know about it, if I may ask?

SCHULTZ: Enough so I can tell when someone's bluffing!

SANTORI: Do I hear what I hear? You're talking to me? I could have all your economic transfers and all your science with you on top for breakfast, if I wanted to!

SCHULTZ: Did you hear him? Did you hear him?

SANTORI: Control yourself. You spilt your coffee.

SCHULTZ: I should have poured it down your neck!

SEMINAR LEADER: This is an academic debate, colleagues. You can continue the debate in a journal, there are plenty of distingushed ones at your disposal, but let us bring this seminar to the end. (Nervously.) To the bend. To the bell ...

SANTORI: OK. OK. OK.

SCHULTZ: It's not OK! I demand an apology!

SANTORI: From me to you? Are you kidding? Who started it?

SEMINAR LEADER: Enough, gentlemen. Enough! If we keep on harassing each other like this we'll never get out of this seminar! What do we have the candidate for?

SCHULTZ: All right then. But we haven't finished with this yet.

SANTORI: Always at your service, doctor Schultz.

SEMINAR LEADER: Caretaker!

(Enters Caretaker.)

CARETAKER: What can I do for you?

SEMINAR LEADER: Wipe this! And bring another coffee for the colleague.

SCHULTZ: Don't. It sucks anyway.

(Caretaker wipes the floor and exits.)

SEMINAR LEADER: Colleagues. I have a suggestion. Maybe the time has actually come for a bit of emotional therapy. (To Therapist.) Madam, the floor is yours. (To Stylist.) And you, madam, thank you for your intervention.

STYLIST: (Politely.) No problem, Seminar Leader, sir.

SEMINAR LEADER: (To Therapist.) So, this subject is yours!

(After a short pause.)
THERAPIST: My dear boy! And I mean also those who stayed outside. I wonder where have they gone? If everyone were here I would call you my boys. My class. I'm totally confused. There's so much I'd like to say to you.

SCHULTZ: No hysteria, Miss, if you please.

THERAPIST: I really don't know where to begin. You're right, I'm very emotional. Professional bias, maybe. But, dear boy, don't be afraid of your feelings. Don't be afraid to cry. Don't be afraid to laugh. Today we're going to learn how you can laugh. Anytime. No matter what. In the middle of a meeting. In the middle of a purchase. In the middle of January. In the middle of sales. In the middle of a bathroom. In the middle of a department. Truly laugh. But let's start at the beginning. With small steps. Let's start with a smile. Well? Will you? A tiny, tiny smile, if you please. For your therapist. Like this, very good! A bit more! Hey....don't you laugh, we're not that far yet, listen to me! Small steps, we said. Like this ... good. Now let's slowly increase. Like this. More. We're laughing out loud, openly, happily! Like this, yes! And now roar with laughter, laugh like a horse, with everything you have, you're laughter itself, like this, yes, that's it! And now stop, enough ... I said enough!

SEMINAR LEADER: Why are you three laughing at me?

STYLIST: Because you're so into this exercise.

SEMINAR LEADER: (Laconically.) And you are not?

THERAPIST: OK. Enough for the first time. A bit forced, but OK. And now the second lesson. A statement through laughter. This is essential for the relations with your superior. And with a customer. They both need to be charmed by your positive attitude, joy and ease. Make a statement, please.

MAN: You want me to say something.

THERAPIST: That's right.

MAN: Like what?

THERAPIST: Anything.

MAN: How am I doing?

THERAPIST: You're doing fine, my boy! Just fine!

(Silence.)

THERAPIST: Well?

MAN: What?

THERAPIST: We said you'd make a statement.

SCHULTZ: He just did, for Christ's sake, he just asked how he was doing!

MAN: I don't really know what to say in this moment ...

THERAPIST: All right. A block. Let me help. Why are you here?

MAN: The first floor department is closed and I'm here on the seminar in order to obtain skills required for work in the sector between purchase and sales which is on the third floor of the company and ...

THERAPIST: Enough! My dear boy! What is this? I said a statement! A short one. Do you want to keep laughing till your dying day? Once again: Why are you here?

MAN: Because ... I'm not qualified?

THERAPIST: Good. That's a statement. Understand? Repeat: I'm here because I'm not qualified.

MAN: I'm here because I'm not qualified.

THERAPIST: Good. Now with laughter.

MAN: I'm here because I'm not qualified.

THERAPIST: With laughter!

MAN: I'm here because I'm not qualified.

THERAPIST: That's not laughter, that's hysteria. I know, I'm the same, my boy. So I understand you very well. Once again. Try hard! It's all about you!

MAN: I'm here because I'm not qualified.

THERAPIST: See? You can do it!

SEMINAR LEADER: (Amused.) May I say something?

THERAPIST: (Seemingly strict, although she finds it OK.)

You may, but you must be laughing.

SEMINAR LEADER: Our company - third floor!

THERAPIST: We said laughing, Seminar Leader, sir!


SEMINAR LEADER: Our company - third floor!

SCHULTZ: (To Santori.) He's totally childish!

SANTORI: He's totally into it.

SEMINAR LEADER: Our company - third floor!

THERAPIST: You should laugh while making the statement, not after, Seminar Leader, sir!

SEMINAR LEADER: Our company - third floor!

THERAPIST: Good. Now let's make a turn. Let the boy laugh - not you! You make a statement - he laughs! A higher stage of seminar method: a dialogue!

SEMINAR LEADER: (Totally into it). May I say anything?

THERAPIST: Anything!

SEMINAR LEADER: Our company - third floor!

STYLIST: You already said that!

SCHULTZ: Jesus, don't you start now, too!

SEMINAR LEADER: Our class - to the third floor!

(Laughter.)
SEMINAR LEADER: Third time lucky!

(Laughter.)
SEMINAR LEADER: Happy new class!

(Laughter.)
SEMINAR LEADER: Satiety and happiness.

(Laughter.)
SEMINAR LEADER: Society and dreadlessness.

(Laughter.)
SEMINAR LEADER: Everybody into the closed ward!

 (Laughter.)
SEMINAR LEADER: Therapist into the closed ward!

(Laughter, then silence. Therapist suddenly bursts into tears.)
SEMINAR LEADER:  (To Therapist.) Madam? Is there something wrong?

THERAPIST: I'm sorry. I'm sorry. A fit of sadness. All in ruins. I have no answer, my boy. It hurts so much. Especially in the morning. Before the break of dawn. When you stop laughing, it will be too late. It will be over. A single kiss on the cool mouth ... Only one. When I'm not laughing, I'm dying. Forgive me. My boys. I have nowhere to go. Nowhere. Forgive me.

(Long silence.)

SEMINAR LEADER: Want a pill?

THERAPIST: No, thanks.

SEMINAR LEADER: Where were we?

SANTORI: Maybe it's time I took over.

SEMINAR LEADER: Of course. Of course, Mr Santori. Thank you, madam. This was very ... instructive.

SANTORI: This is getting interesting. I mean, communication; that's what I'm referring to. Complex. In its essence insoluble. One could also say intercourse. The art of intercourse. (To the Man.) I'm talking about archetypes here. You will never grasp the state-of-the-art technology unless you understand the archetypes. And that's what we'll be discussing today. Seminar Leader, sir, allow me to make a small experiment.

SEMINAR LEADER: We know you, Santori. You always want to do things slightly your own way. Just don't overdo it.

SCHULTZ: (Gloomily.) You're wasting your words on such a narcissist.

SANTORI: Thank you. So, the art of communication. As I already mentioned, I'd rather use the term intercourse since I prefer it. So far, esteemed candidate, your intercourse has been one-way. This applies to the whole class. You had intercourse only with your superiors. Taking into account the floor you might be moving to, we can say that from now on, your intercourse will be two-way. You will have intercourse with your superiors and you will have intercourse with your inferiors. We'll leave the intercourse with customers aside for the time being, as it is a matter of seduction.

STYLIST: (To Schultz.) You two seem to be quite in line. So why do you keep on quarelling?

SCHULTZ: Come on. He's just stating the obvious.

SANTORI: May I continue?

SEMINAR LEADER: What's your experiment?

SANTORI: (To the Man.) Of course I won't reveal this in advance. Just pay attention to this gentleman here. (Pointing at Schultz.)
SCHULTZ: (Peevishly.) Is he teasing me again?

SANTORI: OK then. If you want to understand the essence of communication you have to go way back. To the times when the ancestors of this gentleman still used to live in the trees.

SCHULTZ: Won't he stop?

SANTORI: In other words, imagine this gentleman as a monkey trying to make contact with a kindred primate.

SCHULTZ: At this point I really must protest! These may be so-called research methods, but I call them dilettante! They are not suitable for a serious seminar! Plus, they're offensive, dammit!

SEMINAR LEADER: Don't be offensive, Santori!

SCHULTZ: No! Let him be, I don't mind at all. I'm not listening to him at all! As far as I'm concerned, he doesn't exist.

SANTORI: Now that you've had the oportunity to see a rare and evident example of one-way communication, let's move one step further and...

SCHULTZ: I'll give him one-way communication! Don't you try turning science into jelly!

SANTORI: And what do you say to these recriminations, madam? Are they justified? I'd like to hear your opinion.

STYLIST: (Honoured, returning the compliment.) You're a Mediterranean type, a lot of sun, fruit and olives. As for you, Mister Schultz, you're more like some Germanic burgerschnitzl, no offence!

SEMINAR LEADER: Dear colleagues...

SCHULTZ: No, no, this matter needs clarifying, if we are to stay here until morning! She's obviously provoking me! They both are! (To Stylist.) And if you really want to know: this class has only one flaw: that there's no real broad in it! That's it!

STYLIST: Please behave according to your age, Mister Schultz...

SEMINAR LEADER: Will you two stop it or not?

SCHULTZ: Be quiet when I'm speaking! I don't give a damn! There were times when I used to manage three stylists a week and still had some energy left for home! I'll give her a burgerschnitzl! And with mayonnaise on it!

STYLIST: I prefer not to score at all than with you!

SEMINAR LEADER: (Raising his voice high) That's enough! What will our candidate think? Who's leading the seminar, for fuck's sake?! Is anyone paying attention to me at all? If I say enough, it's enough! I have the full authority here! Stop bragging with your science here! All of you! Do you really think you're so high above everything? I might look young, true, but I'm in fact an old bureaucrat. I've survived different times than this, for Christ's sake! And you know why? Because, if someone blocks my view, I step on the chair! There never was a system where my chair wasn't shaken, but I've always landed on my ass! This is my standpoint! My sitpoint ... (Makes an effort to concentrate.) My standpoint!

(A long silence.)

SANTORI (Politely.) May I continue, esteemed Seminar Leader, sir?

SEMINAR LEADER: (After a short consideration.) You may.

SANTORI:  Thank you. (Triumphantly.) Did you see that, candidate? What have we learned? We learned that the essence of experiment is provocation. And as a consequence of my provocation you had the oportunity to follow an exceptional and unique pattern of communication that you will encounter in your new department. 

SCHULTZ: This bloke thinks we're his fucking guinea pigs!

SANTORI: Demonstrators, maybe.

STYLIST: A demonstrator is less then an assistant. Mister Santori,  this time I must agree with Mister Schultz. Don't insult your colleagues. Address them according to their position.

SANTORI: With all due respect, madam. This class is being trained for work on the third floor. Their efficiency depends on our capabilities. My job is to see whether they are prepared for the contact with the new environment. I think that's essential. Everyone to the best of their abilities, isn't that so? 

SEMINAR LEADER: OK, Santori. Was there anything else you wanted to say?

SANTORI: Not for the moment.

SEMINAR LEADER: Will you check his proficiency?

SANTORI: I'm totally satisfied with what I've seen.

SCHULTZ: Of course he won't check it, there's nothing to check! He's just making a show!

SEMINAR LEADER: It's my turn then. (To Therapist.) Would you please stop looking so depressed! You make me want to take a pill, too! Maybe you don't know it, but you do have an impact on people. So, a word or two about control. But before we get to this important subject ... suber ... subway ... away ... we go, we go where? To the summary of skills. To coordination. I propose the time interval by madam Stylist, refined with the smile you conquered at the emotional therapy, while you repeat loudly the contents of lessons by Mr Schultz and Mr Santori.

SANTORI: This won't do, Seminar Leader, sir.

SEMINAR LEADER: Why not?

SANTORI: Because our lessons exclude each other.

SEMINAR LEADER: How do you mean, exclude?

SCHULTZ: This time I agree with him. It's incompatible.

SEMINAR LEADER:Why's that?

SANTORI: Why, it's obvious. The candidate can learn Schultz's lesson parrot-fashion, but my lesson has to be understood.

SHULTZ: Oh yeah? The only person who can understand what you're teaching is yourself.

SEMINAR LEADER: What's got into the two of you? You each see nothing but your own little field. Can't you see beyond your professional limits? What about the summary? What about applicability? I must insist on my suggestion.

SANTORI: And I most strongly object to it .

SCHULTZ:  So do I.

SEMINAR LEADER: So what shall we do now? This is leading nowhere.

SCHULTZ: Teach what you have to teach and let the candidate make his own summary! Am I to hold his willy when he goes to pee?

STYLIST: I really can't stand this level of discussion anymore!

SCHULTZ: Who brought that john here, me or you?!

STYLIST: It's a prop!

THERAPIST: May I suggest something?

SEMINAR LEADER: (Sarcastically.) You? Suggest? What? To flunk him and laugh at the same time?

THERAPIST: I suggest that the boy smiles for half the time while thinking about Mr Schultz's lesson, and for the other half while thinking about Mr Santori's lesson.

SEMINAR LEADER: That's not a bad idea.

SANTORI: A compromise.

SCHULTZ: A half-baked one.

SANTORI: Politics.

SEMINAR LEADER: I don't give a shit about these trifles. We'll follow her suggestion. And it's not even offensive to anyone. So, candidate: half of the time for Schultz, the rest for Santori. Let's sum it up. Caretaker!

(Enters Caretaker.)

CARETAKER: What can I do for you?

SEMINAR LEADER: A demo by choice of our colleague Stylist. Come on, move!

(Caretaker disappears.)

SEMINAR LEADER: It's high time I took over this seminar. C'mon, let's go!

 (Music. The Man obediently performs the task. He's very keen on making a good impression. Seminar leader is making comments. Restrained at first, then with increasing temperament, at the end almost ecstatically.)

SEMINAR LEADER: Won't you move your ass at last. Let's go. So you have more blood in the brain now that we're summing up. Climbing up. Just do it. Now you're reaping your interests. Your class interests. Consciousness. The interests of your class consciousness. The departments complement each other. One goes into another. In and out. In and out. Your new post is between purchase and sales. Styling. Economics. Communication. Therapy. A vessel of thousand opportunities. Twenty stairs, a couple of office plants. Multiplication. Profit. Pommes frittes. Now you're reaping what you've sown. What you've thrown. The happy new class. Born under the lucky star. A smile for the transfer. Transaction. Transformer. Trance. What's this now?! Why this face? And this is supposed to be happiness? And this is supposed to be a smile? Forget about Schultz, forget abut Santori, can you yodel? Of course you can, so yodel, is this place like home sweet home or not, yodel, you fuck, this will keep you here, yodel on your hill, even if it makes you forget everything else, yes, like this, yodel, as you sit down on the toilet, and then merrily off with you to the world of purchase and sales...

SCHULTZ: Seminar Leader, sir?

 (The Seminar Leader stops, panting; so does the Man.)

SEMINAR LEADER: I'm making my summary, why are you staring at me?

SCHULTZ: This is beyond criticism, Seminar Leader, sir.

SANTORI: You should stick to what you're good at. 

SCHULTZ: That he should forget about me! That's a good one!

STYLIST: I protest as well. You're forcing the candidate into an uncontrolled and inarticulate howl! You've ruined everything he learned from me.

THERAPIST: Helpless. One is totally helpless here.

SEMINAR LEADER: Give me a break, all of you. I'm just filling the knowledge gaps you're leaving behind!

SANTORI: Why don't you fill your own first?

SEMINAR LEADER: What are you trying to say?

SCHULTZ: He's trying to say that you should give your lecture, too!

THERAPIST: (Sucking up to him.) Security aspect, control, you're the ace at that. We all know that.

SANTORI: Don't let us beg you. No offence!

SEMINAR LEADER: OK then. Candidate. Ready for the last lesson?

MAN: Ready...

SEMINAR LEADER: What's wrong?

MAN: May I have some water?

SEMINAR LEADER: What happened to your voice? As if someone has cut it off!

STYLIST: Seminar Leader, sir, I'm begging you on my knees!

SEMINAR LEADER: All right, all right. Caretaker!

(Caretaker appears.)

CARETAKER: What can I do for you?

SCHULTZ: Is this one also fucking with us?

SANTORI: Why?

SCHULTZ: "What can I do for you?" Always the same. He's no bloody waiter!

SEMINAR LEADER: Bring some water for the candidate. 

(Caretaker disappears.)
SEMINAR LEADER: So what does control mean? It's an all-embracing notion. OK, there's theft. There's crime, but I won't go into details. There are scoundrels everywhere, not only in the department between purchase and sales. These aspects are important, though not essential for our seminar.

 (Caretaker returns with a glass of water, puts it in front of the Man and exits.)

SCHULTZ: (Meanwhile to Santori.) I can see his plan. He's going to beat about the bush, and then he'll blow him with the rubber stick. Typical for a security guard!
SEMINAR LEADER: (To the Man.) Why are you making faces? Is the water warm?

MAN: No, I have stomach problems ... stage fright.

SEMINAR LEADER: Yes. Of course. I'm not having fun either. You know, I have to get back to my orchard, that's where I find my peace ... my gin-fizz...my cheese ... 

SANTORI: (To Schultz.) He's losing it in quite an interesting way.

SEMINAR LEADER: What am I trying to say? I'm trying to say that the new department is a kind of orchard. The question is, what will grow in it!

THERAPIST: A nice metaphor, Seminar Leader, sir!

SCHULTZ: Stop sucking up to him, or he'll go on untill tomorrow morning! Do you know how many hobbies he has?!

SEMINAR LEADER: I can hear what you're saying, Doctor. And you're right. I never waste my time. (Back to the Man.) What can be found in an orchard, candidate?

MAN: Plums?

SEMINAR LEADER: Anything else?

MAN: Pears, apples...

SEMINAR LEADER: Anything smaller, maybe?

MAN: Rhubarb?

SEMINAR LEADER: Let's take a broader perspective!

SCHULTZ: I really wonder where he'll lose his way!

STYLIST: I have a feeling he's using a horticultural approach!

SANTORI: Unusual.

SEMINAR LEADER: Well?

MAN: I don't understand quite well.

THERAPIST: Give him some help, will you, Seminar Leader, sir!

SEMINAR LEADER: OK. I'll help you. You should thank her. In a garden, we can find p...p...?

MAN: Pigeons?

SEMINAR LEADER: What pigeons, come on! Consider the security aspect! P...p...

MAN: Pots?

SEMINAR LEADER: We're getting closer. What are pots for? To help get rid of p...p...p...

MAN: Pest!

SEMINAR LEADER: Well done! That's it.

SANTORI: A skillful deduction.

STYLIST: Only the metaphors are somewhat banal. Oh, Nature!

SEMINAR LEADER: There is pest in every orchard! In each and every one! What can one conclude from that?

SANTORI: I know where he's leading him! It's surprisingly effective!

MOŠKI: We can conclude there is pest in this class.

SEMINAR LEADER: Correct! And if we let the pest enter the department, it will eat everything that's healthy and promising here today! And then this contaminated department  will corrupt the whole company, you'll spread here like grasshoppers with your imbecility, all loafers will get together, some notorious ideological centipede will blow a swarm of these class insects into every pore of our profit productive system, and then the company will go bankrupt, while you will go back to the street to corrupt and multiplicate your harmfulness, and all that just because we were careless and without any control here today!

(Silence.)

SEMINAR LEADER: (Triumphantly eyeing his impressed colleagues.)

And that's why, my dears, this seminar is important! To prevent that!

SANTORI: I've always taken him for a mere bureaucrat. But there's more to him...

SEMINAR LEADER: Pest must be identified and eliminated. Do you understand what I'm saying?

MAN:  I do.

SEMINAR LEADER: Good. Where should one start? One should start with oneself.

MAN: With you?

SEMINAR LEADER: Not with me, dammit! With you.

MAN: With me?

SEMINAR LEADER: You are the only representative of the class today. Why are you surprised? 

MAN: But this is totally unnecessary. This really isn't necessary.

SEMINAR LEADER: Why not?

MAN: Because my dedication is boundless. I really do care.

SEMINAR LEADER: Slow down. How can you claim something like that?

MAN: Beacuse I know that! Otherwise, I wouldn't be here.

SEMINAR LEADER: Are you trying to say that others don't care since they're not here?

MAN: I wouldn't know. Maybe there was some mix up with the timetables...

SEMINAR LEADER: (Interrupting.) How well do you know yourself?

MAN: Myself? How well do I know myself?

SEMINAR LEADER: Yourself, yes! Are you not reading me? Am I not speaking clearly?

MAN: You do, Seminar Leader, Sir ...

SANTORI: (To Schultz.) He must have grilled quite a few so far!

SCHULTZ: He really is quite good at it.

SEMINAR LEADER: Well?

MAN: Sometimes I go within. It's not far. I know myself well. Well, at least approximately.

SEMINAR LEADER: Good. But the suit you're wearing today, you don't have a clue about it, do you?

MAN: It's borrowed, but I've been thinking about buying it off.

SEMINAR LEADER: Why don't you check your pockets.

MAN: My pockets?

SEMINAR LEADER: Yes, fish them through.

STYLIST: And don't crease the suit too much, if I may suggest so!

(The Man is fishing through his pockets.)

MAN: What am I looking for?

SEMINAR LEADER: That's the fundamental question of control. You won't know untill you've found it.

MAN: Nothing. All empty.

SEMINAR LEADER: What about the briefcase? Open your briefcase and search it.

STYLIST: (Peevishly.) Should he yodel in the process as well?

SEMINAR LEADER: (Harshly.) Quiet. I'm leading the seminar now. Search it thoroughly.

(The Man is rummaging through the briefcase.)

SEMINAR LEADER: Well?

MAN: Yes! There is something in here!

SEMINAR LEADER: (Surprised.) What? Impossible. That cannot be true!

MAN: There is something!

SEMINAR LEADER: It should be empty! What is in your hand?

MAN: A sheet of paper.

SEMINAR LEADER: A sheet of paper. Is it blank?

MAN: (Checks, quickly looks away.)

SEMINAR LEADER: I can see there's something on it. What is it?

MAN: (Visibly embarassed.) Nothing special ...

SEMINAR LEADER: Why are you blushing? Did you write this?

MAN: No way!

SEMINAR LEADER: Show me!

 (The Man is hesitating.)

SEMINAR LEADER: OK. You sum up the meaning of what is written there. In one word, please.

MAN: Harmful. 

SCHULTZ: Look, he's beginning to sweat! He's hiding something!

SEMINAR LEADER: Now decide what you're going to do. On your own iniciative.

MAN: On my own...

SEMINAR LEADER: That's right. And consider the security aspect. The control aspect. What will you do?

MAN: May I tear it up, destroy it?

SEMINAR LEADER: Is this a free country or not? You can do whatever you want to. Noone is forcing you into anything. But think twice!

 (Silence. The Man stares in front of himself hesitatingly; then he steps to the Seminar Leader  and hands him the paper.)

MAN: Here you are.

SEMINAR LEADER: Why are you giving this to me?

MAN: I think you should read it.

SEMINAR LEADER: Thank you. You may sit down. (Triumphantly.) Here we are. Now look at the result of my lesson, mister Santori. You, who like unconventional methods! The candidate came to me by himself. Noone forced him into anything. This is what I call internalised security system. Where everyone knows their limits. OK. Now I'm going to read what it says here.

(He puts on his glasses and reads.)

SCHULTZ: Well?

SEMINAR LEADER: (Seriously.) We have a problem.

STYLIST: What problem?

SEMINAR LEADER: A serious problem.

SANTORI: Are you exaggerating?

SEMINAR LEADER: I say, a serious problem! Who wrote this? Drew this ... blew this...? (Silence.) Now I'm going to personally relate to your lesson, therapist. You know how? I'm going to get mad. Mad. (Violently.) Who is this swine rooting around my orchard?! You fucking prick, you! Don't you sell this innocent face here! Pretending you have nothing to do with this? And it was in your briefcase? What will the management say if this news breaks?

THERAPIST: This is not his briefcase!

SANTORI: Calm down. What does it say?

SEMINAR LEADER: (To Stylist) Madam, please, read it aloud!

STYLIST: (Taking the paper, turns pale.) I can't. It's awful.

SCHULTZ: Show it to me, is this kindergarten or what? (Reading.) Uh-huh. A typical form of intelectually inferior terrorism. It doesn't disprove one single law of economics - not a single one. No comment.

SANTORI: Give me that. (After a short consideration.) Rather daring from the standpoint of primitive communication. A rare case of extinct class consciousness. Maybe I'd even chance to support the basic idea, if it weren't so much in contrast with basic civilised intercourse. What do you say to this, madam?

THERAPIST: (Takes the paper and reads, then begins to laugh uncontrollably, she roars with laughter. As she stops laughing, she's a bit embarassed.)

SEMINAR LEADER: Have you finished? Thank you. Give me the paper. (Curious about something.) What do you find funny about it?

THERAPIST: My apologies. A fit of hysteria. You know me. I get carried away sometimes ... Thanks for bearing with me. These boys of mine!

(Giggling to herself.)

SCHULTZ: Let's get back to the point, Seminar Leader, sir!

SANTORI: Maybe we really need to talk this over.

SEMINAR LEADER: We cannot talk in front of him. This is an internal affair. A delicate one.

STYLIST: Shall I give him a task?

SEMINAR LEADER: No. Caretaker! We'll send him out for a couple of minutes.

(Enters Caretaker.)

CARETAKER: What can I do for you?

SCHULTZ: He's really fucking with us!

SEMINAR LEADER: Take the candidate out. Take him to the canteen, get him a sandwich. A proper one!

MAN: Am I finished?

SEMINAR LEADER: Not yet. You still have to do the final presentation.

SCHULTZ: If we find out it wasn't you who wrote this piece of shit!

MAN: I swear!

SEMINAR LEADER: Go over all the lessons again, while we clarify a few matters here.

STYLIST: And prepare yourself well, so that you can correct the impression you gave before!

MAN: A summary?

SEMINAR LEADER: A summary. With your own comments. Of your own inicative. Any other instructions to the candidate?

STYLIST: Make it aesthetical.

THERAPIST: Emotional.

SCHULTZ: With some iron economical logic in the background, dammit!

SANTORI: And a bit of provocation, so we don't fall asleep.

SCHULTZ: (Cynically.) Yes, dress up as a woman, if you dare, and we'll give you an A, haha!

(The Man leaves the classroom together with the Caretaker.)

THERAPIST: You shouldn't make fun of him like that.

SEMINAR LEADER: OK now. Let's get straight to the point. (To Stylist.) Madam, are you out of your mind?

STYLIST: I don't get it ...

SEMINAR LEADER: Would you like to live up to a decent pension?

STYLIST: What are you getting at?

SEMINAR LEADER: This briefcase here is your prop, isn't it?

STYLIST: It's not mine personally, this is office equipment that...

SEMINAR LEADER: You're using it at your own risk. Which means you are responsible for it!

STYLIST: Wait a minute. Are you trying to say I wrote this?

SEMINAR LEADER: It seems highly likely.

STYLIST: I cannot respond to such an insinuation!

SANTORI: Come on, Mister Shriek. Just look at her! Be reasonable!

SEMINAR LEADER: If one lives with a unionist one is capable of anything!
STYLIST: My expertise is irreproachable!

SEMINAR LEADER: What about your loyalty to the company?

STYLIST: It has been proved! But keep your nose out of my private life! I'm no seamstress so you can turn me out into the street!

SCHULTZ: (To Seminar Leader.) I don't want to interfere with your speciality, but I would handle the matter a bit differently.

SEMINAR LEADER: Like how?

SCHULTZ: This is a provocation, right?

SEMINAR LEADER: It is. By all means.

SCHULTZ: Good. And who has been provoking us here all this time? Experimenting?

SEMINAR LEADER: Santori?!

SCHULTZ: Why not.

SEMINAR LEADER: (To Santori.) What do you say to that?

SANTORI: I say it is very transparent. This pamphlet was planted by Schultz, so he could denounce me. That's crystal clear.

SCHULTZ: What it says here is very much on your level according to academic criteria!

SANTORI: Proofs, please!

SCHULTZ: You have always hated authority, Santori. And you know why? Because you yourself have never had any. You agree with those outside, but just don't have the balls to live like them. It's much better to sit on an academic stool, draw a good salary and fool around!
SANTORI: If you're an authority, then I'm a submarine, Doctor Schultz. And a kraut one at that! Anyway, I'm communicating with you only in writing from now on. (To Seminar Leader.) Personally, I think this eagerness of yours is highly exaggerated, but if you think it's good for the seminar, OK. You're only forgetting one thing.

SEMINAR LEADER: What could that be?

SANTORI: If we're having this frank conversation, we could also say a few words about you.

SEMINAR LEADER: Such as?

SANTORI: You're suspecting each and every one of us. Who says it wasn't you who wrote it?

SEMINAR LEADER: Me? Are you out of your mind?!

SANTORI: Come on, Shriek. We all know you were not born yesterday. There were times when what it says here wasn't so alien to you, isn't that so?

SEMINAR LEADER: (Frowning.) Don't make me your enemy, Santori.

STYLIST: I don't know where this is going to get us. Shouldn't we at least for a moment consider the one option that you discarded immediately? I think it was the candidate himself who wrote it.

SEMINAR LEADER: I don't think it's a bad idea. Why do you think this is so?

STYLIST: He was confused. Unconvincing. We've all seen it, haven't we? He had quilty conscience. Obviously. 

SANTORI: Why would he plant the paper into his own briefcase? That's not logical. What good would it do him?

TERPAEVTKA: Oh, come on, the poor thing! Leave him be. It's really not his fault!

STYLIST: I also feel sorry for him, but it's the truth we're after, isn't it?

SEMINAR LEADER: (Nervously.) Truth ... booth ... sleuth ... tooth ...

SCHULTZ: You're blabbering again! Bring this investigation to the end, since you have started it!

THERAPIST: The boy is innocent!

SEMINAR LEADER: Why are you so strongly defending him? 

SCHULTZ: I don't think he's guilty either. He is shrewd, all right, street-smart, but he's ambitious, too. If he wants to succeed, he won't fraternize with those downstairs again, that's clear!

SEMINAR LEADER:(Circling around Therapist.) That's a good one! It's not him – it's you, dear Therapist! One would never think of you!

THERAPIST: What do you mean, me?

SEMINAR LEADER: You kept on defending him and smiling at him!

THERAPIST: Is that forbidden?

SEMINAR LEADER: It's not forbidden, but it is also not right!

THERAPIST: Give me a break then!

SEMINAR LEADER: I won't give you a break. My boys, and all that. I've seen through you! You like them to remain urchins, so you can make them hot with such pompous writing. It's you who needs some therapy, dear Therapist, and in a reforming institution at that!

SANTORI: They don't exist any more, Mister Shriek.

SEMINAR LEADER: Well, there could be one or two left just in case! 

(Silence.)

THERAPIST: You're scared. You're all scared. I'm scared, too. I'm scared to have intercourse with you. I'm afraid of your beauty. I run away from your science. I cry over my foolishness. I sweat. Under my armpits. Between my legs. I'm dying when I'm not laughing. I'm running away from myself. I'm running away from you. You've  caught me. I don't know how to get out any more. I can't. I can't tell. I lock the door. I shut the windows. I draw the curtains. So I don't see. So I don't hear. I smile into the mirror. I kiss the lipstick. I press my hands to my ears. I sweat. I wash. Every morning. Every evening. I don't know who I am. I don't know who I am.

(Long silence.)

SCHULTZ: I think this does ask for a response. What we're doing here now, has no practical value any more. None at all! Unlike esteemed Therapist I still know who I am. I'm going to tell you something. All of you. This kind of seminar is a piece of cake to me. You can all stand on your heads, but doctor Schultz knows what common sense is. Not only this candidate - none of you would pass an exam with me! But I don't care since you're not in my class. Not you, not him, not all those still waiting outside. I will personally tell the management what I feel about all this. My report will be short, exact and applicable. That's what I'm paid for; I don't care about the rest.

STYLIST: I strongly believe in what I'm doing. If there is any doubt anywhere, it's beyond this. I don't say I never falter, too! I also have my lows! I'm getting old. I know it. I feel it. Slowly, but surely, I'm getting old. My time interval also has an end somewhere. I'm not naïve. It's laying there in wait for me. But I'm not giving up! I'm a professional. When I go to work I mean business. So don't charge me with anarchism if your lives have no aesthetic dimension!

SANTORI: I could add something to what you're saying, but I won't. And you know why? Because I simply don't feel like it any more. I'm not interested. You're boring me. Endlessly and irreversibly, you're boring me. I don't interfere with anything any more, I just watch. This is what gives me pleasure. And when I get bored at this, too, I'll leave the seminars.

STYLIST: And what will you do then?

SANTORI: I'm a homosexual, madam. A faggot, as our practical Mr Schultz would put it. This is what gives me pleasure. Believe me, there are things I could do.

SCHULTZ: He's provoking again, dammit.

STYLIST: Maybe it's true?

SEMINAR LEADER: Let's stop selling this decadence ... dementia here! I won't bother you with this paper any more! I don't care if it was anyone of you who had planted it. Childish nonsense! You are corresponding members anyway, noone will take you seriously in this system! But I do care about the candidate. I am personally accountable to the management for the new department!

SCHULTZ: OK, we get your point. I suggest we admit him to the final performance and then say the last word.

STYLIST: That's right. Let's decide on the basis of his performance and not on the basis of this planted insinuation!

SEMINAR LEADER: Santori?

SANTORI: It might be interesting. Let's take a look at him one more time.

SEMINAR LEADER: (To Therapist.) And you ... you also don't mind, as much as I can tell. Good. Caretaker! (To the rest.) Get ready and write down your comments, please.

(Enters Caretaker.)

CARETAKER: What can I do for you?

SCHULTZ: I can't believe this!

SEMINAR LEADER: Bring the candidate in.

(Exits Caretaker. After a while the Man enters. To everyone's surprise he is dressed up as a woman.)

SCHULTZ: What's this now?!

THERAPIST: Our boy! What have they done to you?

SCHULTZ: What the fuck is he doing?

STYLIST: He does have style as a woman, I have to say that.

SCHULTZ: Wait, wait, is he making a fool of us?

SANTORI: You told him to, what's the surprise now?

SCHULTZ: Told him to? Maybe advised him, but as a joke!

SANTORI: He's taking us seriously!

SEMINAR LEADER: This is a kind of a compliment. One should respect the authority.

THERAPIST: He'd do anything to succeed!

SCHULTZ: (Reconcilably.) It's healthy in a way. From the economic point of view. He makes quite a chick!

THERAPIST: He has guts! He really has guts! Oh, my dear boy! Oh, my dear girl!

SEMINAR LEADER: OK then, let's get on with the performance.

STYLIST: And don't forget what I've been teaching you!

MAN: May I begin?

SEMINAR LEADER: Let's go! Caretaker! Demo!

 (Music. To everyone's surprise it's the "Internationale" playing. The Man dances as if he were dancing a strip-tease. He's performing the "Time interval", this time slowly, seducingly, aware of his new charms in a kind of cunning way. One might say his dance has style; not vulgar yet a bit "whorish".)

SEMINAR LEADER: (After the initial shock.) Caretaker! Caretaker! It's clear now! He's the provoker! Caretaker, dammit! You bastard, you! It was him who planted the paper! What's this?! Where's the class? Find me the Caretaker! He's the pest ... jest ... pester ... jester ... pesterer ...

 (The Man – now a woman - doesn't let himself be disturbed during his dance performance. The seminar participants observe him each in their own ways. Santori is obviously having fun; Therapist keeps falling from tears to laughter and back. Stylist is moved by the choreography; she unconsciously accompanies him with small gestures. Schultz isn't quite immune to the female charms of the performer, but is trying to hide it. Seminar Leader is walking in and out, shouting and waving, to no real effect, until he remains still at one of the desk, exhausted.)
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