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PHOTO ROMANCE

R N & ROK
AERIZADEF

La piece de Jean Genet, Les Bonnes, met en scéne deux bonnes,

Solange et Claire, qui entretiennent une relation floue avec leur maitresse,
Madame. Lors de veritables crises, elles ont pour rituel de revetir

les robes de Madame, brouillant ainsi les réles entre les personnages.

Jouant sur un malaise identitaire, cette ceuvre prend une dimension dautant plus
satirique dans sa réinterprétation par les trois artistes iraniens exilés a Dubai.

PAR WILLIAM MASSEY
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Claire: Those gloves! Those Eternal
gloves! I've told you time and
agoin to leave them in the kitchen.
You probably hope 1o seduce the
milkman with them. When will you
understand that this room is not 1o
be sullied. Everything that comes
out of the kitchen s spit! So stop it!
Without spit! Let it sleep in you, my
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thild, let it slagnate. May the lost
wayfarer drown in it. Lean forward
ond look ot yourself in my shoes.
Do you think I find it pleasan!

1o know thot my foot is shrouded
the mists of your swomps?

1 shall be loverly. Lovelier than
you'll ever be.

Claire: Threaten me. Insull your mistress,

Solange. You smell fike an animal. You've brought
those odors from some foul ottic, where the
|nckeys visit us af night. The maid's roam!

The garret! Just look af these flowers open in my
hanor! Claire, am | nof a lovelier virgin?

And what about your hand?

I will have only noble tears. A time will

come when Ihe hem of my gown will be studded
with them, but those will be precious tears.

I
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Don't you forget your hands.
How often have | murmured:
they befoul the sink.

Get away, you bungler!
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Solunge: Limils, boundor-
ies, Modam. Frontiers
ore not conventions

but laws. Here, my londs;
there, your shore-

Clnire: whot longunge, my
dear. Do you mean thot
I've alrendy crossed the
sens? Are you offering me
the dreary exile of your
imagination? You're loking
revenge, oren’l you? You
feel fhe time coming when
ne longer o maid- the time
coming when, you become
vengeance ilsell... don’l
forge, it was the maid
wha hatched schemes of
vengeance, ond | contain
within me both vengeance
and the maid ond give
them o chanee for life, o
thance for salvation.

Solonge: | am ready,

I'm tired of being an olyect
of disgust. | hate you, loo.

I despise you. | late your
scented hosom. Your...
ivory bosom! Your... golden
thighs! Your... amber

feet! | hate you!
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You think you con always
do just as you like. You
think you can deprive

me farever of the beauty
of the sky, thol you con
choose your perfumes and
powders, your nail-palish
and silk and velvel and
luce, and deprive me

of them? Madome thought
she was protecied by her
barricade of flowers,
saved by some special
destiny, by o sacrifice.

But she reckoned without
a maidl’s rebedlion, Behold
her wrath, Madame.

And we no longer fear you.
We are merged, enveloped
in are fumes, in our revels,
in hatred of you,

I'm going back lo my
kitchen, back to my gloves
and smell of my teeth.

To my belching sink.

You have your flowess, | my
sink. I'm the maid.

You, ol leas!, you con't
defile me.
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And if | have to stop spilling on someone
who calls me Claire, I'll simply choke! My spurt
of Saliva is my spray of diamonds!

Solonge: | liked the garret becouse il wos
plain and | didn't have o put on o

show. No hangings to push nside, no rugs
to shake, no furniture to coress-with my
eyes or wilh a rag, no mirrors,

no halcony. Nothing forced us to make
pretty gestures. Don'l worry, you'll be
able to go on ploying queen, laying

ol Marie Antoinelle, strolling about the
aporiment ol night.

Claire; I it weren't for me, il it hoda')
been for my anonymous letter,

you'd have missed o pretly sight: ihe
lover handroffed ond Madome in teors.

*% Modame s kind! Madame adores us.

-

Solange: She loves us the way she loves
her armchair. Not even that much!

Like her bidet, rather. Like her

pink enomel lavatary seol. And we,

we can’l love one another.

Filth... doesn't love filth.

Cluire; Speak of madome's kindness.

Solange: It's easy to be kind, and smil-
ing, and sweet. - when you're beautiful
and rich, But whal if you're only

o maid? The best you con do is fo give
yourself airs while you're doing the
dleaning or woshing up. You twirl o
feather duster like o fan. You moke fancy
gestures with the dishcloth.
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Solonge: Nothing comes nfler.
I'm sick and tired of kneeling

in pews. In church I'd have hod
the red velvet of abbesses or the
stone of the penitents, but my
biearing ol [zast would have been
noble: Lok, just look ot how she
suffers. | wanted to make up for
the poverty of my grief by the
splendor of my crime. Afterwards,
I'd have set fire to the lot.

Claire: I'm tired of it all. Tired

of being the spider, the
umbrello-case, the shabby, godless
nun, without o fomily! 'm tired

of having a stove for an olter. I'm
that disagreeable, sullen, smelly
gitl. To you, too.

Solange: | know everything. | kept
my eye ond ear to the keyhole.
No servont ever listened al doors
os | did.

I know everything incendiary! It's
o splendid title. | know | disgust
you. I'm repulsive fo you.

And | know it becouse you disqust
me. When sloves

love one another, it's not love,

Cloire: And me, I'm sick of seeing
my image thrown back ot
me by o mirror, like o bod smell.

Hand me the towel! Hond me the
clothes-pegs! Peel the onions!
Strape the carrals! Scrub

the tiles! It's over. Over. Ahl |
almost forgot! Turned off the fap!
It's over. I'll run the world!

le've rend the story

of Sister Holy Cross of the
Blessed Valley wha poisened
fwenly-seven drabs,

We shall be that eternal couple,
Solonge, the twa of us,

the eternal couple of the criminal
and the saint.

The Phenobarbitol! We must be
joyous. Lets sing! Sing,

the way you'll sing when you
go begging in the courts ond
embassies! Otherwise, it'll be so
tragic that we'll go flying out of
the window. Murder is a thing
that's... unspeakable!

Solonge: we'll carry her off fo the
woods, and under the fir trees
we'll cut her 1o bits by the light of
the moon. And we'll sing.

We'll bury her beneath the
Nowers, in our flower beds,

and of night-we'll water her toes
with a litle hose!

Modame: I'm not tired. You Ireal me like an invalid. You're always ready to
coddle me and pamper me as if | were dying. Thank God, I've got my wits
abaut me, I'm ready for the fight. Come, don't make such o face. There are
fimes when you're so sweal that | simply can’t stand it. Il crushes me, stifles
mel And those flowers which are there for the very opposite of o celebration!
With my old gowns alone you both could have dressed

Madame: Farewell to parties and dances and the theatre,
you'll inherit all that. Happiness makes me giddy.

Those girls do worship me, but they haven't dusted the
dressing table. Their housekeeping is the

most extraordinary combination of the luxury and filth. like princesses.
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You're quietly killing me with flowers and kindness. One fine day I'll be found dead beneath the roses.
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I've always thought you had a great deal of taste and that you were meant for better things. You're trying fo kill me with your
tea and your flowers and your suggestions. You're foo much for me. I've never fell so alive,
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Claire: She is suspicious.
We're being walched...
Bul | feel there's
something here,
Solonge-something in
this room-that con
record our gestures ond
play them back.

Solange: And so you think we're just going to sit here ond shake? They'll both
be back tomorrow, drunk probably and vicious, like conquerors,

Didn‘t you see how she sparked? How disgustingly happy she was? Her joy
feeds on our shame. Her carnation is the red of our shame.

Claire: | snid the insults!
Let them come, let them
unfurl, let them drown
me, for, as you well know,
| loathe servanls, A vile
ond odious breed, | loathe
them. They're not of the
human rate. Servanis ooze.
They're o foul effluvium
drifting through our rooms
and hallways, seeping info
us, entering our mouths,
corrupting us. | vomit you!
I know they're necessary,
just us gravediggers

ond scavengers and
policemen are necessary.
Nevertheless, they're a
putrid lot, Your frightened
guilty faces, your
puckered elbows,

your oulmoded clothes,
your wosted hodies,

only fit our castoffs!
You're our distorfing
mirrars, our loathsome
vent, our shame,

our drags!
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Solange: ...At least
Modome is dead! ..
strangled by the dish-
gloves. Madome moy coll
me mademoiselle Solange.

Modame should hove token

off that black dress. I's
grotesque, 5o I'm reduced
1o wearing mourning for
my maid. Oh! Madome
needn't feel serry for me.

.. The dresses? Oh,
Madame could hove kept
them. My sister and | had
our own. Those we used fo
put on af night, in secrel.
Now, | have my own dress,
ond I'm your equal. | weor
the red grab of criminals.

I've been a servant. Well
ond good. I've made the
gestures o servant musl
make. |'ve smiled ot
Modam. I've bent down o
make the bed, bent down
to scrub the tiles, bent
down to peel vegefables, fo
listen at doors, to glue
my eye o keyholes! But
now | stand upright. And
firm. I'm the strangler,

Maids should have better
taste than fo make gestures
reserved for Madam!

Claire: it would be too simple to
conspire with the wind, to make fhe
night one’s accomplice. Solange
you'll contain me within you,
I'mi going to help you. 've decided o
fake the lead. Nothing exists but the
altar where one of the hwo maids is
about to immolate herself-Be still
[ drink it anyway let me have it
And you've poured it into the bes!,
the finest tea set.
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Modemoiselle Solange,

the one who strangled her
sister! Me be still? Modam
is delicate, really. But I pity
Madame. | pity Madome's
whiteness, her saliny

skin, ond her little ears, and
little wrists... eh?

Who am 1? The monstrous
soul of servantdom! 1 would
be a fine thing if mosters
could pierce the shadows
where servants live... that my
child, is our darkness, ours.

The hangman fallows close
behind. He's whispering
sweet nothings in her ear.

I's no use, Madame,

I'm abeying the police.
They're the only ones who
understand me. They

oo belong 1o the world of
outeasts, the world

you touch only with fongs.
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