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Ladies and gentlemen,  
the one-act play penned by 
the bourgeois rebel Havel is  

about to start in a few 
moments.

The Hrádeček  
village theatre kindly asks 

you to take your seats.

Václav, your plays  
should be produced in Vienna, 

New York…

I’m telling you,  
Vaněk, people are swine.  

Big, big, swine. You can  
trust me on  

that.

Just do your job  
and don’t start fraternizing 

with anyone. It’s not  
really worth it.

Especially  
in your case.

Those were the days,  
Zdeněk. I have to make do  

with the yard of  
our cottage.



Dear Dr. Husák…



Olga,  
I need you to read  

this.

This is  
a waste of time,  

Vašek.

…

Husák will never get  
to see this.

Or  
a grave.

Someone has got to tell him 
that this “normal calm” of his 

is the calm of a morgue.

… And if he  
reads it, they will 
just lock you up.

But I have to do 
something, Olga. I can’t 

live like this.

And it is all 
true.

… And if he gets to see it,  
he will never read it.

I want him to know that 
if they paralyze life, they 
will eventually paralyze 

themselves.



Do as you think best, 
Vašek.



IT’S ME,  
FRANTA ŠMEJKAL. 
 OPEN THE DOOR.

What’s going on?!

They busted 
them! Who busted 

whom?

Cops. Busted  
all of them, Magor, 

Sváťa Karásek,  
Vrasta Brabenec,  

the whole underground.  
We need to do  

something!

There’s not much  
we can do now. Maybe 

in the morning.

Come in, first 
of all. I’ll make 

some tea.



Why are you sitting  
here like this? You’re gonna 

catch a cold.

I knew right 
away this was 

on me.

Oh, come on, Vašek.  
You don’t even know those musicians. 
You’ve only seen them once or twice  

in your life. Why do you have to  
meddle in everything?

If they can send  
today some long-haired 

rockers to jail like criminals, 
just for playing their 

music… … tomorrow they  
will be locking up every 
artist for their novels,  
poems or paintings. 

Perhaps you’re right.  
But you won’t be doing  
any service yourself.

Do you 
understand, 

Olga?

Vašek…



The accused  
Ivan Jirous, Pavel Zajíček, 

Svatopluk Karásek and Vratislav 
Brabenec… 

… have been found  
guilty of hooliganism  

and are hereby sentenced  
  to prison for…

Ivan Jirous,  
eighteen months 

See, what good  
that petition of yours 

did for them.

This is only  
the beginning.

At least we know  
who to count on. We need to 

meet as soon as possible.

Pavel Zajíček,  
one year 

Vratislav Brabenec and Svatopluk 
Karásek, eight months.



Gentlemen, I fear that  
we are asking for a shitload  

of trouble.

We’re only asking the government  
to honor the respect for human rights,  

to which it has committed in the Final Act  
of the Helsinki Conference on Security  

and Cooperation in Europe.

Zdeněk is right. We are  
only using our right to petition 

the government…

Go try to explain  
it to them. Half of them 

don’t know where  
Helsinki is.

… and also  
asking for a shitload  

of trouble.





STOP  
THE CAR!

STEP ON IT!



STEP OUT  
OF THE VEHICLE!

This is  
a nice start of our 
struggle for human 

rights!

Give me  
the f…ing pigs 

 and I’ll stomp them  
to the ground!

Lanďák, open  
the door. The gentlemen 

look like they might really 
be the police.

Look,  
Landovský is shooting 

another movie.

I’ll give them a few  
more moments to bruise their 
knuckles. Otherwise it would 

all go into our mugs.

OUT!  NOW!



Kidnapping!  
Help!

Stay in the car 
and drive where 

I tell you.

Man, you really 
fucked up. They will 
tear you to pieces.

Have you  
gone crazy?  

Wait!

Yessir.

      Promise that you will 
bring me a carton of cigarettes  

to my cell or I am going to smash
this car straight into  

that wall!

We will both  
be dead, but you first 
because the wall is  

on your side.

Jesus,  
you’re total 
nuts! Ok, ok. 

Break!



It is a human  
rights petition addressed 

to the government.

It is 
a counterrevolutionary 

pamphlet!!

Hey. This is all they had.  
And under the counter, 

too. Sorry.



Mr. Havel…

No society  
can exist without  
a moral base…

Professor, appeals to justice  
will be hardly heard from this place…

A wrong does not cease  
to exist even when no one 

complains or is not able 
to complain.



Real immortality consists  
in overcoming the terror of physical 

death through the fear of one’s  
own negative existence. Or one can make do  

with one’s own physicality  
and choose life. This is  
the Faustian contract.

But how can an existence be 
negative? That would also entail 

immortality of sorts.

Sure, but then it would no longer  
be one’s own immortality. It would be 

about the person but would not  
belong to the person.

Stop by next  
week, we will 

continue…
Havel!!!

But…

I don’t quite 
understand.



So Mr. Havel,  
no more fucking around…

Should I  
write it down?

How are  
you…



Congratulations,  
Comrade Major.

You are  
arrested for the crime  

of subversion.



February 77.
What is it? When I see myself in the mirror, I look like a criminal.



March 77.
No one gives a damn about me being here.
I’m left to rot.



It’s no use.  
They have all recanted.

If that’s true, you don’t 
have to keep me here.

Hm…

Hm…

You would  
have to meet us  

halfway.



And what if I… pledged that…

…I will refrain  
from political activities 

from now on?

That would  
depend on how you 

phrase it.



April 5, 1977
A strange dream during the night. Embraced by the devil.



Oh well…

Dear  
Mr. Prosecutor

Prosecutor 
general

Dear Mr. Prosecutor 
general…

I hereby offer 
a pledge…

…a binding 
pledge

…a binding  
pledge that



… in the event  
of my release

… I will refrain  
   from all activities…

… all  
     illegal  

        activities…

… all  
   activities 
   that could  
   be seen as  
     illegal…



May 12, 1977
Dr. Faustus!



What if she leaves me 
because of this?

I might as  
well put an end  

to it all…
And what  

about Olga?



I would end it all  
if it was not exactly  
what they wanted.

Exactly. A spoiled  
child from a bourgeois 

family.

And my arro… 

… arro… gance.

That’s only to  
your credit.

And this idiotic  
politeness of mine…

If you could  
only hear yourself. 
Like a child. Like 
someone broke 

your toys.



Life is  
beautiful.

Come on,  
Bohdan, mate…

We have to take  
a picture! 



I LOVE YOU  
ALL!



Are you mad  
at me, Olga?

No, Vašek,  
but if you want  

to kill yourself, there  
are easier ways  

to do it.





THE POWER OF THE POWERLES
S

Václav Havel

In memory of Jan Patočka



Hm…

If I were you  
I would not worry 
about the power 
of the powerless.

The powerful  
will lock you up 

for this.

Do you really  
think so, Olga? And 
what would you do 

without me?

You don’t have  
to worry about me. 

You do your own things 
and I do mine.

As always.

It is not so simple.  
I think of you even  

in prison.



You were  
asking for it,  
Mr. Havel. 

You can  
have your  

wish.



In the criminal  
matter of subverting  

the state…

I have not 
committed any 

crime.
That is for me 

 to decide.

The accused 
Václav Havel…

has been found guilty 
and sentenced…

to four  
and a half years 

in prison. 



Dear Olga, 
Five years ago something happened to me…



It is not hard to stand behind one’s successes. 

But to accept responsibility for one’s failures, to accept them unreservedly as failures 
that are truly one’s own, that cannot be shifted somewhere else or onto something 
else… that is devilishly hard.

But only thence does the road lead… to a new, better and deeper understanding  
of oneself, to a renewal of sovereignty over my own affairs, to what might be  
called true peace of mind.




