1. THE PARETO PRINCIPLE
A Script for Dramatic Reading

Characters:
o WOMAN: A wife; lively, quick-witted, with a sense of practicality.
e MAN: A husband; enjoys lecturing, a slightly dreamy intellectual.

Setting: Evening in the living room. The Woman is flipping through TV channels,
looking for the news.

WOMAN: (Dreamily, staring at the screen) I wonder what Bartos is up to? I haven’t
seen him in ages. (She continues flipping.)

MAN: (With a slight delay, without looking up from his own things) Which Barto$
do you mean? I know two.

WOMAN: (Slightly disdainful) Well, I certainly don't mean that drunkard friend of
yours—I mean the former Minister Barto§, obviously. It was so unfair how they got
rid of him. It’s all the ODS’s fault anyway; they don’t really distinguish between
business and politics... I mean, I’'m not even a fan of the Pirates, they seem pretty
incompetent to me, totally out of touch.

MAN: What do you mean by "out of touch," dear?

WOMAN: Well, just remember when we were doing the campaign with them in
Pardubice—they were cooped up in a tent, on their phones the whole time, they didn't
care about anything else. You can't do politics like that; you can't hide from people. It
was only Barto§ who saved it when he arrived. He’s different, a total exception
among the Pirates. He goes among the people, he talks to them.

(A brief pause. The Woman puts down the remote and looks at her husband.)

WOMAN: (Reproachfully) He talked to me too; he complimented my hair. See,
you’d never notice that. When I come home from the hairdresser, you actually ask me
where I’ve been. You should take a leaf out of Barto§’s book—now that’s a
personality. He certainly doesn’t steal like those other politicians.



MAN: (Placatingly) You’re probably right, darling, that he doesn't steal; he certainly
doesn't look the part. But imagine this: it was actually thanks to Bartos that I realized
something. I have to agree with you—he is a tremendously inspiring man.

WOMAN: (Surprised, with curiosity) Well, tell me then, how could Bartos possibly
inspire you?

MAN: (Settling in more comfortably, clearly preparing for a long explanation) Now
listen, but it has to be a bit scientific—but only a little. I would say that Barto§’s
firing is a beautiful example of the Pareto Principle.

WOMAN: (Grumbles) The what?

MAN: Pareto. He was this Italian guy—you like Italians too, you’re always watching
that chef, the one, well...

WOMAN: (Patronizingly) His name is Emanuele Ridi. (A moment of silence.) But
I’m afraid you don’t want to tell me about cooking.

MAN: (Delighted) You guessed it, darling, but what I want to tell you is very
important—it is, in fact, my own discovery.

WOMAN: (Dryly) Fine, but no lectures on the Neolithic Revolution or anything like
that. ’m not in the mood today.

MAN: Don’t worry, this will be quick... A few years ago, I read an analysis of how
many people are needed to process a single shipment at the Czech Post. It said that
the Post needs five people to process one shipment... (A dramatic pause.) And I bet
you don’t know how many people do the same job at a private delivery service?

WOMAN: (Wearily) I really don’t.

MAN: Well, I'1l tell you: one person. What five people do at the Post, one person
handles in private transport. So it’s a ratio of one to five—and that’s exactly what
Pareto said: that 20 percent always accounts for 80 percent. For example, 20 percent
of customers make up 80 percent of your revenue, 20 percent of patients consume 80
percent of care, 20 percent...

WOMAN: (Interrupts him) And Barto$?

MAN: And Barto$§ did the same thing. He said that a contract originally supposed to

cost two billion, he would do for 400 million. And that’s why they fired him. You see
—exactly one to five. So, what a privateer does for 100, the state—meaning all of us
as taxpayers—pays 500 for. The efficiency of the state compared to the private sector



is one to five. It’s marvelous, isn’t it? (He beams with satisfaction.) And I came up
with that all by myself!

WOMAN: (With growing indignation) Well, that’s marvelous, you figured it out. But
that’s a terrible robbery! Someone should finally come along and set things straight!

MAN: (Startled) What do you mean, dear? You don't mean populists or extremists,
do you?

WOMAN: (Firmly, without hesitation) You bet I do—and I’m going to vote for
them! And I don’t care what anyone calls it! I just want someone who will put things
in order here. Someone who will run the state like a company. This mess, this Fiala
government "five-wheeler" or "four-wheeler"—soon it’ll be a sled. I’ve had enough!

MAN: (Hurriedly, almost pleadingly) No, that’s not how I meant it. The Pareto
Principle applies to all democratic governments! It means we just don't know how to
do it better. Democracy is terribly inefficient, slow, and there's a fair bit of stealing in
it too—but you have nothing better. You know history. As long as the media works,
they will expose the petty crooks, there will be a rule of law, the self-cleaning process
will continue, the regular exchange of politicians... (He catches his breath.) Because
if you reject this, you’re left with only one option: to elect some absolute ruler, the
one who promises everything, knows everything, and understands everything. He
gets to power, then he goes mad from it, and you can’t get rid of him. And if you get
in his way, he’ll get rid of you...

(Silence. The Man looks at the Woman with an expression of vulnerability.)
MAN: You wouldn’t do that to me, would you?

WOMAN: (After a pause, in a low voice) I don't know. I’ll have to think it over. (She
picks up the remote again and switches the channel.) (Quietly, but with emphasis)
That Pareto of yours really ticked me off!

THE END




2. THE DANCE OF SITTING BULL

A Script for Dramatic Reading

Characters:
o WOMAN: A wife; watching TV, practical, quick-witted, unexpectedly poetic.
e MAN: A husband; bookworm and dreamer, likes to construct theories.

Setting: Evening in the living room. The inauguration of the American President is
on TV. The Woman sits before the screen, a bowl of chips in her lap. Her hand stops
halfway to her mouth.

WOMAN: (In a whisper, but loud enough to be heard) There he is again.

(The Man looks at the screen. On it stands the old-new American president with his
right hand raised and his left in his pocket.)

WOMAN: (Aloud, reproachfully) Look how far he’s made it. He’s never read a
single book in his life. What have you achieved? Nothing. That’s what you get for
being tucked away with your books all the time instead of trying to make something
of yourself, like any real man!

MAN: (A bit offended, a bit dreamily) I can’t help the reading, dear; it’s held me
since childhood. All those Verne and May novels I’ve read! My heroes were Captain
Nemo, Winnetou, and Old Shatterhand. And also Sitting Bull, a true chief of the
Sioux.

WOMAN: (Brightening up) You mean those Indians from the song? (She puts down
the bowl, straightens up, and sings with surprising confidence:) "Where the Little Big
Horn lies, is the Indian land, there comes General Custer with his command, blue
coats of the riders, shadows of long carbines, and from the Indian signals, smoke flies
through the sky..."

MAN: (Moved) You sing that very nicely, wife. The Battle of the Little Big Horn.
Sitting Bull against General Custer. I always rooted for the Indians against the wicked
white men, the settlers. (Pause, he reflects.) Well, they don’t really say "Indians"
anymore today, more like "indigenous people," but whenever I think of Winnetou,
force of habit takes over. You know, Trump isn't indigenous; he’s a descendant of
immigrants. But he is different. He is so simple, guilelessly honest. Whatever crosses
his mind, he tells you right away: I’ll drive the migrants out of the USA, I’ll build a
wall, I’'ll take Greenland, Canada, Panama, I’ll make a huge paradise on earth here.
That wins him a lot of voters.



WOMAN: (Anxiously) Just so he doesn't drive your Indians out of the USA.
Although—I did spot one Indian on his team.

MAN: In what team?

WOMAN: You know, when he lost the election and didn't want to take it lying down,
and then he called his fans to attack their Parliament.

MAN: You mean Congress, dear?
WOMAN: Yeah, Congress. Well, there was some Indian in that team of attackers.

MAN: That shaman? He definitely wasn't an Indian. You see, there are very few
Native Americans left. Perhaps up to 97 percent of all original inhabitants perished as
a result of Columbus discovering America and its subsequent colonization. Mostly by
immigrants from Europe. Today we call it genocide. We had to invent that word to
make it easier to describe the events of the twentieth century. (Pause. The Man gazes
into the distance.) But I’ll tell you—the moment someone from Trump’s retinue starts
playing Indian while looting the Capitol, that’s no small thing... Could it somehow
be related to Sitting Bull’s prophecy?

WOMAN: (Confused) What prophecy, what are you talking about?

MAN: Well, Chief Sitting Bull had a prophetic gift. A few days before the Battle of
the Little Big Horn, he had a vision. Soldiers of the United States Army were falling
—upside down, from the sky into his camp. And that came true. The Sioux won
gloriously, but it wasn't enough. Sitting Bull could defeat the blond General Custer in
one battle, but he couldn't win the war. (He stands up and begins to pace.) He then
began to devote himself more to dance, especially the Ghost Dance. And he had
another vision. Of the arrival of an Indian savior who would finally destroy the
immigrant state and drive all the immigrant foreigners out of America. Back then, it
didn't work out. The immigrants even carved the heads of some of their state’s
founders, George Washington and Thomas Jefferson, into the sacred Mountain of the
Six Grandfathers. On land that had previously been contractually and forever left to
the Sioux. (He turns to the woman with a triumphant expression.) Only now will
Trump set everything right.

WOMAN: (Incredulously) Set what right? He’s going to drive Americans out of the
USA?

MAN: Of course, didn’t you notice? When he took the oath, he didn’t put his left
hand on the Bible. That means it doesn't matter what he says, only what he does. The
retribution can begin. The USA is the largest immigrant state in the world. Founded



against the will and over the dead bodies of the Sioux and all the other tribes. Now
justice will be served. There will be no more genocide, no more USA—the white
people will pack their bags and go.

WOMAN: (Cautiously) And you think Trump is that Indian savior?

MAN: (With conviction) Exactly! The Great Spirit has finally awakened. The way
Savior Trump speaks, what he plans, who he associates with—it all points to the
liquidation of those United States of theirs. At least as you knew them. Trump will
avenge all the grievances caused to the original inhabitants, all the crimes committed
by the immigrants.

WOMAN: (Skeptically, looking at the screen) You know, that Trump—maybe he
was blond once, and maybe he has an orange face sometimes—but he doesn't look
like an Indian savior at all. Most often, he looks like a typical white villain from
Winnetou.

MAN: (Seriously, calmly) You mustn't let that fool you, wife. The ways of Manitou
are inscrutable. Now the pale-faces are finally going to pay for it. (Silence. The Man
sits down, folds his hands in his lap, and looks at the Woman with an expression of
quiet expectation.) How does that song end? Sing it for me, please.

(The Woman hesitates for a moment, then takes a breath and sings—quietly, almost
solemnly:)

WOMAN: (Sings) "...And the tatters of the starry flag the wind blew o’er the hills,
there among his soldiers the General lies still."

(Silence. The Man gazes at the TV screen.)
MAN: (Softly) Thank you. That’s what I needed to hear.
THE END




3. EPILOGUE
A Script for Dramatic Reading
Characters:
o WOMAN: A wife; earthy, sharp, with unexpectedly accurate insights.
« KACKO: A husband; a philosophizing dreamer, only she calls him that.

Setting: Christmas Eve. The apartment is dark, lit only by candles or a Christmas
tree. The atmosphere is calm, slightly nostalgic.

KACKO: (Deep in thought) Wife, do you know what Bartog said?

WOMAN: (Without hesitation) I don’t, but you should know that I’'m not interested
in your drunkard friend.

KACKO: You’ll like this. Barto$ has a theory that time in life runs faster and faster
because each subsequent year is a smaller part of the whole—of your whole life.
When you’re two years old, one year is half of your life; when you’re thirty, it’s a
thirtieth; when sixty, a sixtieth. That’s a nice theory, isn’t it?

WOMAN: (Nods) Nice. At least it’s something other than politics, over and over
again. As if there were nothing more important in the world.

KACKO: You’re right, darling. We overdid it with politics this year. But even so, we
had some lovely chats. People generally don't talk much these days.

WOMAN: (With a slight reproach) Well, mostly I think, Kacko, that they don't listen
to each other enough. You have a tendency for that too. Mostly you just ramble on
your own, and when I tell you something, you don't listen to me.

KACKO: (Slightly offended, but with humor) I listen to you in everything! What I
should wear, where we’ll go on vacation, how many children we’ll have. It was only
because of you that [ became a businessman. Everything was always according to
you.

WOMAN: (Calmly, factually) That’s possible. But it’s mainly because you don't care
about the practical things of everyday life at all. You’re always walking around like
you’re in a dream—wherever I put you, that's where I find you.

KACKO: (Moved) I’m sorry, dear, that you think I don't listen to you. I’ll try harder
from now on. Mutual communication is very important. Nietzsche considered marital
conversations to be the most important thing for maintaining a good relationship.

WOMAN: (Warily) Nietzsche? Wasn’t he an old bachelor?



KACKO: (Stops short) You see, that didn't occur to me. Just like Schopenhauer,
Kant, Spinoza. And Thomas Aquinas used a burning log to drive away a beautiful
courtesan sent to him by his brothers. They wanted to lead him away from his
theological and philosophical career. It seems to me that marriage doesn't go very
well with philosophy.

WOMAN: (Decisively) Oh, please! You mean you shouldn’t have gotten married?
And who was it that was courting me, who was chasing whom? You certainly weren't
any beauty—no Sean Connery, as you sometimes claim to be now.

KACKO: (With a nostalgic smile) Ah yes, Sean Connery. I liked him as the monk in
that movie The Name of the Rose. But it’s just a memory of my unfulfilled career as a
monk. You see, wife, you charmed me so much that I could no longer imagine life
without you. I realized that without you, I wouldn't be a whole person. After that, I
never regretted leaving my promising career in theology and philosophy.

WOMAN: (Dryly) What career?
KACKO: How I worked in a trailer and had plenty of time to study theology.

WOMAN: (Incredulously) Study and a promising career? In a trailer?! The last
pumper at the Water Resources company somewhere in the marshlands of South
Bohemia? As far away from people as possible?

KACKO: Not from all people, dear. Just from the Communists. You know that right
after the Velvet Revolution I went back to civilization. And what a beautiful time it
was! The Soviet Union was collapsing...

WOMAN: (Quietly, seriously) So you see, Ka€ko. And now it looks like America is
collapsing.

KACKO: (Nods, reflecting) You’re right, wife. I have that feeling too. In fact, the
mathematician Kurt Godel proved that in America, they have it anchored in the
constitution—this seamless transition to dictatorship... (Pause. He looks at his wife.)
Dear, it occurs to me now. What will happen to our European Union? It doesn't look
very good for it, meaning for us.

WOMAN: (Firmly) It doesn't. And I'1l tell you why, Ké4cko. You’re always all about
philosophy, mathematics, and history—and you don't see completely simple things.

KACKO: Like what, wife?

WOMAN: Well, just look at the kind of people getting into power in democracies
now. If I say they’re ill-bred, it would be a compliment. Nowadays, it’s all liars,
vulgarians, frauds, boors, or swindlers everywhere. One has to pray there isn't some
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deviant among them. How do you think society can function then? It’s better not to
even show these people to children, let alone have them as role models.

KACKO: (Eyes lighting up) Dear, it just dawned on me. You’re right again.
Civilization and everything connected with it, including democracy, is unnatural. It’s
not in our genes. Prehistory is what's natural for us. So, everything that wasn't in
prehistory, we have to learn—including good manners. We learn how to dress when
we go to a concert, we learn not to gossip, lie, cheat, or steal. None of that is naturally
self-evident. (He stands up and begins to gesture.) The problem is that the selection of
our politicians—elections—today is not set for the needs of civilization. Elections
are, in fact, tuned for the needs of a prehistoric society. We elect people who are
authentic, primal, natural. We want them to manifest as they are. The less education
and upbringing, the better. Education and upbringing make you unnatural—and
therefore unelectable. It’s as simple as that. (He stops. He looks at his wife with
gratitude.) Why do I keep coming up with these complexities? It’s a good thing I have
you, wife! Exactly as the American philosopher Huston Smith said: one of the roles
of a wife is to prevent a man from making a complete fool of himself.

WOMAN: (With a slight smile, after a short pause) Well, I don’t know, Ké&cko, if I'm
managing to fulfill that role. But let someone else judge that.

THE END
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