Make Love, Not War

(a comedy based on Aristophanes’ Lysistrata and Renčín’s The Most Beautiful War)

Adapted and directed by Nika Štěpánková

Adapted and translated by Aleš Launer

***

Cast:


Councillor


Thunderides + Phoebe


Luke + Liz


Steroides + Myrtle

Julian + Andrea


Damien + Iris


Neride

***

Act 1

(a square in Athens)

Councillor: This is the radio Athens news… Our brave soldiers have won the war. No, no, no… Our brave soldiers…

Phoebe: (shouting) Men, back home!

Women: Yeah.

Councillor: Our brave soldiers have won the war. We are the winners. You, people, shout ‘hooray’.

Women: Hooray…

Myrtle: What about our husbands? Are they alright?

Andrea: Is everything alright with my Julian?

Myrtle: And my Steroides?

Phoebe: And my Thunderides?

Iris: And my Damien?

Councillor: I suppose some minor injuries as usual: legs cut off, holes in the head, arms ten times broken… nothing serious, you know.

Phoebe: You don’t know much, do you?

Councillor: Never mind. I will think up the rest of the story and put it into our chronicle. It’s easy: Hot air full of dust – horsemen fighting bravely – the shining swords and shouts – our heroes winning daily – your Thunderides, Phoebe, fighting in the first line…

Phoebe: My Thunderides in the first line? Ha ha, in all Greece there isn’t enough wine to make my husband fight in the first line. He is a commander; he isn’t supposed to be in the first line.

Councillor: Er… er… Myrtle, I can see your Steroides walking on the land of enemy spreading all around horror, chaos…

Myrtle: …and children. I wonder when he will come home, that sex maniac.

Councillor: And your Luke, dear Liz, I can see him…

Liz: Stop talking nonsense, nobody is listening to you anyway.

Councillor: You women have no sense of duty, responsibility. Why aren’t you happy?

Liz: We are not interested in your war. It’s none of our business.

Councillor: What are you talking about? Our war? This is not our war. This is your war, too.

Iris: Ha ha, our war. This is really crazy. Who is Andrea fighting with, huh?

Councillor: Good economy and prosperity are for everybody. And you, women, should be aware of that.

Phoebe: Does it mean that olives, bread and butter will be cheaper? No! I wonder when my husband will be back home. This is what I am interested in.

Myrtle: Our men are somewhere in the pub drinking and celebrating the victory. I think they’ll be back in a week at the earliest.

Councillor: You are mistaken, dear lady. Many pubs in the country have been destroyed in the war. I am pretty sure our heroes will be here any minute, any second… maybe tonight.

Andrea: Any minute, any second, you say? Oh my god, I’m losing time here. I must go home. What would my husband say if he saw me like this? My dress is too dirty. Should I put on the pink one, or the white one?

Phoebe: Don’t put on any dress; the man is only interested in what is under your dress.

Myrtle: Julian is not such a pig. He is a teacher.

Phoebe: A teacher or not… it makes no difference. These ‘intelligent people’ are even worse. Thunderides comes home, puts away his sword and then jumps at me before I even try to finish cooking.

Andrea: We will be sitting outside our house…

Myrtle: He will wash his feet and put on clean underwear…

Phoebe: He will bring a bottle of wine from the cellar…

Andrea: He will play a bit with the children…

Myrtle: I will make his favourite soup…

Phoebe: I will wash his underwear although he doesn’t deserve that…

Andrea: The sun will go down and Julian will whisper into my ear Pythagoras’ rule and the laws of geometry.

Phoebe: I’ve told you… these teachers talk about sex all the time.

Andrea: I don’t understand what he says sometimes but I like listening to him.

(song 1)

Act 2

(a square in Athens)

Councillor: Our heroes are returning. People of Athens, shout and cheer, cheer and shout. (cheering just by himself) Hooray, hooray. Women, take a look at them, at your husbands and lovers. You can be proud of them. Hooray, hooray.

Thunderides: (stumbling) Which idiot has thrown so many flowers onto the road? I might have broken my legs.

Steroides: (to Thunderides) Do you remember the woman in the pub? Oh, her body, her breasts, her hips, her butt, her whatever… I haven’t seen anything like that in our town. Never ever.

Myrtle: Steroideeees! You sex maniac, you drunkard, you good-for-nothing, you lazybones, you bum, you don’t know when you should come home from the war?

Steroides: Oh, sweet greetings from my home.

Phoebe: (preparing to beat the men) I will show you a sweet greeting from my home. You will forget your love games because you won’t be able to sit on your asses for three days. Thunderides, don’t be hiding, I can see you.

Steroides: Myrtle, my darling!

Myrtle: Stop, don’t move. And the others stop, too. We want to take a look at our ‘heroes’.

Andrea: My Julian! He never drinks. Except for Archimedes’ principle he has never had anything to do with liquids. What have you done to me? How could you?

Julian: I am drunk. However, I am drunk with happiness.

Damien: The main thing is that we are alive and well. We might have drowned in that wine.

Thunderides: At last, I am near my home, near my beloved Phoebe who I have been thinking of day and night, of course.

Phoebe: Don’t be silly… or I’ll give you some beating. And you know me; I am not as nice as a Spartan.

Damien: There were twelve enemies against me… or were there just three of them? I was really tired but I was fighting. Hey, my friends, it looks pretty dangerous here.

Councillor: Our brave soldiers…

Soldiers: Hooray!

Councillor: The whole country celebrates your great victory. We are deeply moved and proud of you…

Luke: Hey, Liz. (she does not answer him) What has happened?

Thunderides: Oh, what a shame. They are pretty angry with us.

Steroides: They say we are too late for home.

Luke: (to women) Why are you angry for a few drops of wine? We spent our time talking about you.

Steroides: I was looking forward to my favourite soup…

Thunderides: I was thinking about that bottle of wine from our cellar…

Julian: I wanted to teach Andrea some rules of geometry…

Thunderides: I wanted to wash my feet and put on clean underwear…

All women: (crying and hugging their husbands and lovers)

Thunderides: Troop, attention… line up.

Julian: Are you crazy? The war is over.

Thunderides: Shut up, we must maintain discipline even at home. You are soldiers, after all.

(song 1 – music)

Neride: Liz...

Liz: Neride. You shouldn’t have come here today. It’s dangerous. Our “brave” soldiers have won the war and they are at home now. 

Neride: The men of Athens have come as late as today? Our heroes have been in Sparta for three days already. 

Liz: Three days? It means that our men have been drinking in pubs for three days. 

Neride: Here you are – Spartan honey. One kilo for one litre of Athenian oil. 

Liz: The honey from Sparta is the best in the world. Alright, one kilo for one litre.

Neride: The oil from Athens is the best in the world, too. War or peace, business is business. You’re from Athens, I’m from Sparta. Does it mean we are the enemies? No, we are business partners. But men do not understand such things, you know.

Liz: But it’s peace now. The men will stop fighting and they will start living. At last. Living with us, women.

Neride: You’re pretty mistaken. Our men are angry because they’ve lost the war and they are preparing revenge. There will be a new war in a week. 

Liz: A new war?

Neride: Yes. 

Liz: What about my wedding with Luke?

Neride: It will have to wait.

Liz: But I want to get married while I’m young and pretty. I want my wedding now. I have been waiting too long.

Neride: Maybe we could...

Liz: We could… what?

Neride: Maybe we could get together. Athenian women with Spartan women together against all men. I have a plan. A secret plan.

Liz: Let’s go to my place. I don’t want anyone to hear us.

Act 3

(outside the women’s houses)

Andrea: I am so happy they are back home.

Phoebe: We have been waiting for them for ages.

Damien: Hah, and you’ll still be waiting… 

Myrtle: What are you talking about? The war is over; we are going to lead a calm and peaceful life now. Steroides is so wild now; I will have to keep him in leash for a while.

Andrea: I will make breakfast for Julian in the morning, I will arrange his books and he will walk to work. In the afternoon I will greet him outside the house.

Phoebe: (to Damien) Why are you laughing in that stupid way? It’s high time you got married. Your wife will cultivate you.

Damien: Dear lady, you wish me such things. I am a very gentle man; I only sleep with my sword and a bottle of wine. I can’t marry anyone as long as I am a soldier.

Myrtle: Sisters, can you hear him? I think he knows what we don’t know, but what we should know.

Phoebe: (to Damien) What do you know?

Damien: Nothing! I know nothing. I didn’t see anything. I didn’t hear anything. I am not going to tell anything.

Damien: Aaaah. Leave me alone. You women of Athens, please, be reasonable. No violence, alright? No war here, please.

Myrtle: Just tell us everything you know.

Damien: If you could just know… If only you could know… how terrible my headache is.

Phoebe: I will show you. I will teach him how to talk to women.

Damien: Ouch, ouch. Just a moment. I’ll tell everything. Just don’t beat me. And you shouldn’t tell anyone. In a week, there will be another battle at Polemis. (leaving his sword behind on the stage)

Andrea: I’ll be waiting again…?

Phoebe: No wine from our cellar.

Andrea: No sitting outside our house…?

Myrtle: No more cooking his favourite soup.

Liz: I knew it. Another stupid war!

Phoebe: But what can we do about that, Liz?

Myrtle: Liz, you are still single, you have no worries. You just date your Luke. What about us? We are married; you can’t imagine our situation.

Liz: But I will be in the same situation soon. I mean, I hope I’ll be married to Luke.

Phoebe: Darling, you are right, but we can’t do anything else.

Liz: I know what to do. I know how to keep my man at home.

Andrea: You know what to do? How to keep the men at home?

Phoebe: Come on, sweetie, tell us your secret. I am eager to hear your plan.

Liz: I have a brilliant idea but it is up to you. If you agree with my plan we will keep the peace.

Myrtle: I would die to keep the peace. Almost die…

Iris: I’ll stop eating chocolate, biscuits and cakes… just for the sake of peace.

Phoebe: Tell us, Liz, about your plan. We are prepared to do anything. And I mean anything.

Liz: Alright, we will stop making love with our men until the peace is made. Are you for it?

Women: No. Never.

Liz: I thought so.

Phoebe: Oh my god, Liz, how often do you have such ‘brilliant’ ideas?

Myrtle: You need some medicine, Liz…

Liz: Where are you going, Iris? A while ago you wanted to stop eating chocolate, biscuits and cakes…

Iris: It’s too difficult, I can’t live without love.

Liz: It’s up to you. You will have your love for a week and then you will be alone again. And wait and wait and wait…

Phoebe: You’re right. I agree with you.

Other women: Me too, me too.

Liz: We will confirm what you have just agreed with. Bring the candles here.

(song 2 – sacred vow + movement studies about the women stealing weapons from the men)

Act 4

(a military meeting point)

Thunderides: Alarm! Catastrophe! Tragedy!

Steroides: I am sorry, commander, I have no sword.

Luke: Where is my knife?

Julian: Someone has stolen my shield.

Damien: And where is my bottle of wine?

Steroides: Where the hell are the women?

Damien: They are at the Castle, gentlemen.

All soldiers: What!?

Damien: They have our weapons and all our money.

Thunderides: What’s going on here? Why are they at the Castle?

Damien: They want us to stay at home and stop fighting. Forever.

Julian: Who told them there would be another war?

Thunderides: Which idiot told them?

Damien: Yes, which idiot told them? I’ll show him.

Steroides: I suggest that we kick them out of the Castle.

Julian: He is ingenious! But how should we do it?

Thunderides: We will burn them out.

Julian: Oh my god, he wants to grill his wife and our wives too. We must do it in a clever way. Let’s use our brains.

Luke: I have an idea!... I think we should…

Thunderides: Yes, that’s it. (shakes Luke’s hand)

Luke: But who will go to the Castle?

Thunderides: Volunteers, step forward! (everybody steps backwards) So, who is going there?

Julian: I… (everybody clapping their hands)

Julian: I… suggest that Damien should go there.

Damien: Not me, I am not going there. Do I look like a woman, huh? Look at my hairy legs.

Thunderides: Who votes for Damien?

All soldiers: (rising their hands)

Damien: Who is against. Me! (rising his hand)

All soldiers: We do believe in you, Damien.

Damien: Alright, alright, but Julian must go with me.

Julian: Why me?

Damien: And why me? Julian is not brave but he is a teacher. Who is for Julian?

All soldiers: (rising their hands)

Julian: You are my friends?

All soldiers: Yes, we are.

Julian: Aren’t you ashamed?!

All soldiers: No, we aren’t.

Julian: Me? I am a teacher, I can’t go there in women’s clothes. What would my students say?

Thunderides: Cheer up, our heroes.

Councillor: Congratulations, dear heroes. You will enter our chronicles: Damien and Julian in women’s clothes bravely entered the Castle…

(song 3)

Act 5

(the Castle)

Myrtle: (on guard) Hey, is there anybody out there?

Damien: It’s me.

Julian: You are a woman. Remember it. (in a gentle voice) It’s me.

Damien: It’s me.

Julian: It’s us – we are two poor women.

Myrtle: Who ‘me’, who ‘us’? Do you know the password?

Damien: They’ve got a password. She wants a password. Can you hear me?

Julian: I can hear you, she wants a password. So tell her. That’s it.

Damien: I don’t know the password. And I don’t like it here, I’m going home.

Julian: Me too.

Myrtle: Stop or I will shoot.

Damien: Ouch!

Julian: Are you alive?

Damien: Yes. Please, stop her; you are a teacher, after all.

Julian: And you are an alcoholic.

Damien: You are an incompetent teacher.

Julian: And you are an incompetent alcoholic.

Myrtle: Hey, can you tell me who you are?

Damien, Julian: Oh, shit!

Myrtle: Hooray, that’s the password. Welcome to our castle.

Damien: Cool, you are a competent teacher.

Julian: And you are a competent alcoholic. (shaking hands with each other)

Women: (gathering around them)

Phoebe: These are our new sisters.

Liz: Are you alright?

Damien: I am not so well.

Liz: Bring some water.

Damien: No, no. No water. Bring some wine.

Iris: Here you are. (passing him ‘his’ bottle of wine)

Damien: Oho, here is my bo…

Julian: …nnie. (singing and dancing) My bonnie is over the ocean, my bonnie is over the sea. My bonnie is over the ocean, oh, bring back my bonnie to me.

Women: (clapping their hands)

Andrea: Oh, you are good showgirls. What are your names?

Damien: (to Andrea) What is my name? (to Julian) What is my name?

Julian: What is your name? (to women) Tequila.

Damien: And she is… Godzilla.

(song 3 – music + movement studies about life at the Castle, Andrea recognizes her husband but she doesn’t tell anyone)

Andrea: Julian! (knocking off his wig)

Julian: Andrea!

Andrea: What are you doing here, Julian? Why aren’t you at school?

Julian: We have school holidays.

Andrea: I mean, why are you here?

Julian: Because of you. I love you, Andrea. (kissing her)

Damien: (coming in, putting the wig back onto Julian’s head, hugging them) Dear sisters, my dear sisters. (kissing)

Women: (coming in, hugging one another, leaving the stage)

Liz: Dear Luke, it’s so hard to be without you.

Luke: My Liz, come back home. I will marry you, I promise.

Liz: I can’t. Iris has stopped eating chocolate, biscuits and cakes… just for the sake of peace. I can’t marry you… At least, not now. Do you really want to fight more and more?

Luke: The Spartans want to fight; we only have to defend ourselves.

Liz: Ah huh, I see. When the Spartans are the winners, you want to fight back… and when you are the winners, they want to fight back. It’s a never-ending war. 

Luke: Dear Liz… (wants to hug her)

Liz: No, no. You have to decide: love or war. (leaving)

Luke: Oh no, what about my sex-life! (leaving)

Councillor: (coming in, swearing and shouting) I’ll show you, I’ll show you who the Councillor here is. Give the weapons back to us. Open the gate. And go back home. Immediately. Now!

Phoebe: You shut up. Immediately. Now!

Councillor: You are not to make fun of me. Alright, I’ll count to five and if you don’t open the gate, we will start fighting. One, two, three, four, five…

(song 4)

Act 6

Thunderides: What a shame, what a shame. Catastrophe! Tragedy! Women are the winners.

Luke: Why didn’t Julian and Damien open the gate? They didn’t follow the plan. Why?

Thunderides: I don’t know.

Steroides: Maybe…

All soldiers: Maybe?

Thunderides: Maybe what?

Steroides: Maybe they didn’t want to open the gate.

Luke: I don’t believe that. Julian is a teacher, he is a responsible man.

Steroides: They are having sex! Oh, oh, oh, I should have gone there myself. Oh, oh, oh.

Thunderides: And tomorrow we are going off to war.

Steroides: I am not going anywhere. I need sex… Immediately.

Councillor: Why are you sitting here? Our country is in danger. And you are soldiers.

Luke: The country is in danger because the women occupy your office at the Castle. The only person here to be in danger is Steroides. Look at him.

Steroides: I don’t fight anymore.

Luke: We can’t fight because we have no weapons.

Thunderides: And we are sexually frustrated.

Councillor: The Spartans too.

All soldiers: What?

Councillor: The Spartan women have stopped making love to their men too.

Luke: They deserve that.

Steroides: But what about us? I am going to the Castle to see my Myrtle. (leaving)

All soldiers: But they’re going to kill you there.

Steroides: I don’t mind, I want to be with my wife.

Julian, Damien: (on guard)

Damien: Watch out! Three women have already tried to run away.

Julian: Look, there’s another one. (to the woman) Hello, where are you going, Iris?

Iris: (has a pot on her belly to pretend she is pregnant) I’ll have my baby soon, so I’m going home and I’ll be back in a minute.

Damien: (knocking on the ‘belly’) Aaah, this is going to be a baby boy because he is fully armed.

Julian: Go back to the Castle. Immediately.

Damien: Look, somebody is coming.

Julian: That’s Steroides!

Damien: Stop! Who’s there?

Steroides: I am your friend, I am going to visit my wife.

Damien: It’s impossible, you are a man. Go away. Today, we have killed six men already.

Julian: Yes, today’s limit is over.

Steroides: I am not a man, I am a ruin. I need my wife. Family reasons, you know.

Damien: Myrtleeee! Come down to the gate. You have a visitor.

Julian: Myrtle loves you so much. Every night she talks about you.

Steroides: She still loves me? Great! (Myrtle is coming) I love you too, Myrtle.

Myrtle: If you love, then stop fighting.

Steroides: Be reasonable, Myrtle. I am a soldier.

Myrtle: Don’t touch me.

Steroides: Come home, Myrtle.

Myrtle: I will come home only when you, men, stop the war.

Steroides: You love me, I love you. Come to me…

Myrtle: Are you crazy; everybody is watching us.

Steroides: Everybody, close your eyes!

Myrtle: Well, but we aren’t going to lie on the ground. I’ll bring a blanket.

Steroides: Wonderful. (saying to himself) Steroides, you are a sexual god.

Myrtle: Here is a blanket. (lying down) I need a pillow.

Steroides: Why a pillow? Come here, I’ll give you a kiss…

Myrtle: No, not without a pillow!

Steroides: I don’t want a pillow.

Myrtle: But I do. (runs for the pillow)

Steroides: At last.

Myrtle: Oh my god, I forgot.

Steroides: You forgot… what?

Myrtle: My perfume. There is no love without perfume.

Steroides: Oh my god… Bring some perfume. Immediately. Or I will die.

Damien, Julian: (bringing the perfume and put it Myrtle)

Myrtle: Now, close your eyes, my darling. (Steroides closes his eyes and she leaves him)

Damien, Julian: (to Steroides) Your visit is finished.

Steroides: Oh, no! Myrtle!

Luke: (entering the scene) Peace! (collapses)

Councillor: (writing into the chronicle) ...and the brave Luke brought peace to Athens and died…

Men, women: (entering the scene) Peace! It’s peace!

Liz: Luke, don’t die, my love.

Thunderides: Don’t die, Luke, and speak.

Damien: (entering, pouring some spirit) Don’t die and drink, Luke.

Luke: It’s peace – the Spartan women have made their husbands stop the war.

Women: Hooray, hooray.

Thunderides: The war is over… Come here, Phoebe…

Steroides: Myrtle, my darling…

Liz: My dear Luke…

Julian: (still disguised) Andrea!

Andrea: Julian!

All: What!?

Liz: What? Is that you, Julian and Damien? And we gave you our food, we believed you… you traitors.

Phoebe: We will show you.

Myrtle: Sisters, let’s get them.

Thunderides: Don’t hurry; we will talk to them first.

Luke: Why didn’t you open the gate?

Steroides: You made fun of me.

Thunderides: We will show you now.

Julian: (to Andrea) Step aside, darling, it’s gonna be pretty hot here. (shakes hand with Damien) Good-bye, my friend. I’ll tell my students that you died like a hero.

Councillor: Don’t worry, you will live forever… in my chronicle.

Julian: What about our last wish?

Thunderides: Speak up, man.

Damien: I would like to marry Iris.

Iris: Oh my god, oh my darling.

Phoebe: Don’t get too excited, you will be a widow soon.

Julian: I’d like to kick the man who sent us to the Castle.

Liz: That’s right. Who sent you to the Castle?

Phoebe: (turning to the men) Who sent them to the Castle?

Thunderides: Oh my darling, we are celebrating the peace. (to Julian and Damien) You are forgiven, guys. (to everybody) Bring the wine... Bring the food… and play some music.

(song 5)

The End
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