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A few months ago the screenplay of “Dust” was published as a book. The publisher has now undertaken to do the same with “Before the Rain.” Thus the screenplay written first comes out second. To keep “Dust” company.


* * *

In almost all interviews I gave for newspapers and tv in dozens of countries over the final years of the last century I kept repeating that “Before the Rain” is not a documentary about former Yugoslavia, nor about Macedonia, nor is it a documentary at all. I would say: “You can see this from the aesthetic approach: it’s shot like a fairytale; look at the camera work, or the editing, or the music. I am using actors. It’s scripted, for Heaven’s sake.” Who got it - got it. 


* * *

A few things from the foreword to “Dust” apply to this book. That’s why I copy them here:  


* * *

Reading a screenplay is a bit like reading an architectural blueprint. There is an awful lot of technical stuff and a lot of things you have to imagine. Screenplays are not written for literary readings. They are technical blueprints for future films.


* * *

Often times during filming the director will change something. The screenplay is only a sketch, not the Holy Book. So, after the shoot, you almost always end up with a film different from the screenplay you started with. Sometimes very different, sometimes not so different, sometimes not  different at all. Seldom not different at all. 

During the filming, as these changes take place, the continuity person meticulously notes the changes. Later, they go back to the screenplay and apply these changes to the script. Retroactively. In the end, of course, that screenplay is not the same as the initial screenplay from before the  filming.

When you buy a published screenplay, in your hands you hold an exact description of that which already exists in the film itself, the words which the characters have spoken, and the images which the camera has shown. You don’t hold the sketch after which they all started working many months ago. 


* * *

The screenplay contained in this book is a real screenplay. In other words, this script has not been polished after the finished film. In your hands you hold that draft after which we started making the film.

(The idea for “Before the Rain” was begot in the second half of 1991. The five pages Simon Perry of British Screen decided to support in 1992 became a screenplay in January 1993. It took them only two weeks to grow from five pages to a hundred-plus. We shot the same year, and finished the film in 1994. This is the final draft, the one after which we started shooting, a draft very similar to the first draft.) During the shoot and the edit I felt some things should be changed, so I changed them. The screenplay is not a Holy Book, is it?

You won’t see those changes here. This screenplay’s frozen in the state it was in before filming began (like a photo revealing all faults and virtues of the moment it was taken, not of today).

However, you will see a few scenes which were in the screenplay, which we even shot, but scenes which I later decided not to have in the film.

Anyway, I felt that changing the screenplay after a finished film is like going back to your old high school ten years later to improve on your grades. It just doesn’t fly... 
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It is the time just before rain, the time when the flies bite like kamikaze, when the birds fly low and the sky hangs overhead black, heavy and expectant, when all the colors are washed in gray, subdued and intense, yet punched through by radiant hues. 
It’s about to burst.

A heavy sense of expectation, of lowering, of time just before something large overwhelms the picture, the frame, the rhythm, the colors, the light, the music and the characters.

Still, the story moves fast, faster than words.

PART ONE
FADE IN:

EXT. SKY - DAY

Clouds.

START OPENING TITLES:

A QUOTE OVER THE CLOUDS, DOUBLE EXPOSURE: 

“With a Shriek Birds Flee Across the Black Sky, People Are Silent, My Blood Aches from Waiting. 

 




Mesa Selimovic”

EXT. LAKE - MONASTERY - GARDEN - DAY - CLOSE

on two rough hands as they pick juicy, ripe tomatoes.

THE FILM CREDITS START IN DOUBLE EXPOSURE OVER 

the hands picking tomatoes.

The tomatoes are ripe and fall off effortlessly at the gentlest touch. A tiny twig breaks. The two hands find a small stick and use it to prop the twig and help the plant heal.

The hands then continue picking tomatoes and putting them on the ground, in the dry dust.

END OF OPENING TITLES.

NEW TITLE READS:

“WORDS”

CYRIL, a young monk, barely out of his teens, is the one picking tomatoes in the monastery garden.

He slaps himself on the neck, killing a fly.

EXT. OHRID - MOUNTAIN - MONASTERY - DAY

MARKO, an old monk climbs down the steep mountainside strewn with barren rocks.

The white monastery is nestled amongst harsh rocks.

EXT. OHRID - MONASTERY - GARDEN - DAY

Cyril is putting down the tomatoes in the dust when Marko approaches him. Marko’s face is kind and rough like a shoe sole.




MARKO


It’s going to rain. The flies are biting.



(pauses, points at 



the mountains)


It’s raining over there.

Cyril looks up at Marko.




MARKO (cont’d)


It’s time to go.

Cyril gets up, rubs his hands to scrub off the dust.

Marko offers help. 




MARKO (cont’d)


Cyril — take the other one.

Cyril and Marko take the tomato-filled bags and head for the church.

EXT. MOUNTAIN PATH - DAY

Marko and Cyril walk down the snake-like path.

It THUNDERS (o.s.).

The sound of monks singing a LITURGY (v.o.).




MARKO 



(looks up at the sky)


Gives me a jolt whenever it thunders. 


Makes me think they ‘ve started 


shooting here too.

EXT. MOUNTAIN - OLD WALL - DAY

The two monks walk along the narrow path. They pass a wild rose bush.




MARKO


What’s the name of this rose?

The two monks walk near a group of children playing in the dust against the cracked monastery wall. Wide vista behind.

The kids have caught a few wasps and put them on top of an ant hill. Hundreds of ants are tearing into the crippled wasps. As the ants rip them apart, the wasps squirm in agony.

The children light a match and set them all on fire: the ants and the wasps. Flames engulf all. The kids laugh merrily.

One of the children pulls out a few bullets, plays with them and devilishly throws them into the fire. The bullets explode in the fire, rip through the air and zip over the children’s heads. The kids dive to the ground, laughing with their faces in the dust.




MARKO (cont’d)



(hiding from 



 the bullets)


Heaven help us.

EXT. LAKE - SMALL CHURCH - SUNSET - ESTAB​LISHING

Marko and Cyril appear around the rocks.

A wide vista unveils in front of Marko and Cyril: a little old red-brick church is perched up on the edge of a cliff. A placid lake stretches out underneath the little church. The blue Albanian mountains loom behind the lake. 




MARKO


I wanted to take a vow of silence, 


just like you did, Cyril.



(points with a wide



sweep of his hand)


But, this heavenly beauty I had 


to share with words.

Cyril smiles naively, but with pride.

INSERT - EXT. LAKE - SUNSET - HIGH ANGLE

Two fishermen in a rowboat wave to Marko and Cyril. The lake is blue, crystal clear.

BACK TO SCENE 

Marko waves back merrily.

INT./EXT. CHURCH - EVENING

A dozen monks at an evening mass.

Eastern Orthodox liturgy chants CONTINUE from the previous scenes, THIS TIME ON CAMERA.

Quiet. Peaceful. Soulful.

The golden candlelight shimmers over the weary faces of the centuries-old saints, while shadows dance over their wings.

FATHER DAMJAN, the proud abbot sings the mass liturgy. 

The hushed sound echoes in the little church and over the serene faces of the monks. Marko, Cyril, KUZMAN, TRIFUN... peasant faces. Behind them, the windows look down at the lake. In the windows little children appear, peeking inside and laughing with curiosity.

EXT. CHURCH - EVENING

The children giggle, peeking in.

Summer night. CRICKETS.

EXT. LAKE - ESTABLISHING - NIGHT

The big moon hovers over the serene lake.

EXT. MOUNTAIN - NIGHT

A dozen monks returning to the monastery.

They’re walking on the mountain ridge, their silhouettes drawn small against the night sky.

Endless summer night.

EXT. MOUNTAIN PATH - NIGHT

The monks climb the steep hill.

Fireflies.

NIGHTINGALE (o.s.).

EXT. MONASTERY - NIGHT

The monks approach the monastery.

EXT. MONASTERY YARD - NIGHT

The monks Kuzman and Trifun are handing out food to a dozen refugees: old women with small children, amputees, exhausted old men... They all have difficulties under the heavy weather. Some fan themselves.

Marko and Cyril walk by.

Marko wipes off the sweat from his neck.




MARKO



(to Cyril)


Poor people. God be with them. 


Just pray it doesn’t come here.

INT. MONASTERY - CHARDAK PORCH - NIGHT

Cyril silently bids Marko good-night, then climbs the ladder to his attic cell.

INT. ATTIC - CYRIL’S CELL - NIGHT

Cyril enters his cell. It’s modest, has the feel of  space not quite tamed yet: the crooked beams are still exposed, and pigeons seem to hide under the roof-tile, making quiet guttural SOUNDS. A vigil light burns in front of a small framed icon inside a tiny alcove.

Cyril takes off his habit, switches off the light and sits down on the bed. The moonlight illuminates him through the window. He crosses himself and lies down.

Suddenly, he jumps up as if burned.

Swings around.

Someone’s messy hair is staring at him from his own bed. She is young, younger even then Cyril, barely fifteen or sixteen. ZAMIRA. Fear is carved in her face. Her forehead is scratched. The beautiful big eyes plead wide open.

She nervously touches the scratch on her forehead, then licks her fingers. Like a cat.

Cyril crosses himself and reaches for the light switch. Zamira leaps up and grabs him by the hand.

He shivers from her touch.

She puts her finger in front of her mouth, giving him a sign to be silent, feverishly trying to warn him not to talk, not to turn her in.

Cyril turns on the light. The girl covers her face.

Now that he can see her in the light, Cyril observes voraciously. She slowly reveals her face.

She is scared, like a kid caught on the run, sticky apricot juice hardening around her mouth. Beautiful big eyes. Bare feet. She is shaking with fear and cold. Almost a child, yet with full breasts...

She is pretty.

A smile steals across Cyril’s face. Then, the smile starts to mix with anxiety.

She addresses him in ALBANIAN - she only speaks Albanian.




ZAMIRA


Please.

Cyril stares at her in wonder, not understanding her language.




ZAMIRA (cont’d)


Don’t turn me in.

He wrinkles his forehead.




ZAMIRA (cont’d)


You don’t understand Albanian?

He is looking at her, no sign of acceptance.




ZAMIRA (cont’d)


Albanian... My name is Zamira.

Then, unexpectedly, he loosens up his stiff shoulders and relaxes.

Zamira responds by relaxing herself. She picks up her red scarf, wraps herself in the rough blanket, gets up from the bed and lies down on the wooden floor in the corner, all the way under the slanted roof beams. The pigeons make guttural SOUNDS (o.s.) as if greeting her.

She is ready to sleep. She looks at him matter-of-factly, then rolls over.

Cyril still stares at her, confused.

Her foot sticks out from underneath the blanket.

INSERT - CYRIL’S P.O.V. - CLOSE

on her bare foot.

BACK TO SCENE

Cyril’s eyes are open in hushed passion, and his mouth is a little agape. He swallows visibly, an apple rolling down his throat.

She notices this and covers her foot.

He feels stupid for having stared at her foot with lust.

Turns on his heels and exits.

INT. MONASTERY - CHARDAK PORCH - NIGHT

Cyril comes out of his cell and climbs down the ladder, crosses over to the room next door. Firmly raises his hand to knock on Marko’s door. Before he knocks, he turns around, looks in the direction of his room. Zamira is standing at the bottom of the ladder, her face veiled with fear, her body wrung with expectation. She is tight like a bow, ready to bolt for the other end of the hallway chardak if Cyril knocks on Marko’s door.

Cyril’s fist hovers in the air, an inch from Marko’s door. His hand lingers there for a few seconds, a whole minute, he doesn’t know what to do, she is standing there, half-ready to leave. When Cyril looks at the girl, she manages a friendly smile. He is wrenched by a dilemma, still devouring her passionately with his eyes.

Unexpectedly, light falls on Cyril - Marko’s door opens, and Marko appears. Both Marko and Cyril jolt back, startled. Marko lets out a loud sigh. They stare at each other face to face.




MARKO


Cyril! What are you doing here, 


you little brat?

Cyril spins towards his room with fear.

The girl is gone.

Cyril is now baffled.




MARKO (cont’d)


What do you need?

Cyril pulls himself together, points towards the bathroom. 




MARKO (cont’d)


Midnight stroll, hey? Hurry up, 


I must go pee, too.

Marko laughs and lets Cyril go first.

INT. SUBJECTIVE CAMERA - THROUGH THE CHARDAK

WINDOW - MONASTERY - CHARDAK PORCH - NIGHT 

Marko and Cyril walk away.

INT. MONASTERY - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Cyril stands over the toilet.

He can’t pee. He is too excited.

KNOCKING (o.s.) on the door. Marko is pacing just outside the bathroom. His silhouette marches back and forth, cutting off the light that sneaks into the bathroom through the cracks in the old door.




MARKO (O.S.)


C’mon, I don’t have all night.

Cyril tries hard to pee.

INT. ATTIC - CYRIL’S CELL - NIGHT

Cyril returns to his small room. As he opens the door, his long shadow and the hallway light fall on Zamira. She is sleeping in the corner, curled up under the blanket.

The room light is now off - she has turned it off. He switches it on.

He looks at her for a few moments, then walks out.

As soon as he is gone, she sits up on the floor, looks after him.

EXT. MONASTERY - GARDEN - NIGHT

Cyril picks tomatoes in the moonlight. He keeps turning and looking around, making sure no one sees him.

INT. MONASTERY - CHARDAK PORCH - NIGHT

Cyril walks swiftly through the chardak hallway. He carries tomatoes in his hands. 

His steps ECHO in the monastery.

He stops by Marko’s door, listens at the door, making sure no one’s heard him. Drops the tomatoes and they roll on the floor. He picks them up, still looking around in fear.

INT. ATTIC - CYRIL’S CELL - NIGHT

Cyril places the tomatoes next to Zamira, who’s already asleep on the floor. 

He turns off the light, crosses himself and goes to bed.

Cyril rolls over to the other side. He looks at the wall with his eyes wide open. Passion. 

On the floor, Zamira turns around, sees the tomatoes, looks at Cyril’s back, then hungrily leaps at them. Juice runs down her chin and oozes down her hands and arms. In a few seconds, she eats all the tomatoes.

She wipes off her mouth, covers herself and rolls over to the other side.

Cyril, in his bed, looks at the wall with his eyes wide open.

She also lies with her eyes wide open, looking the other way. They are both silent, pretending they are asleep - their eyes wide open and looking in opposite directions.

SOUNDS of pigeons (o.s.).

EXT. LAKE - SMALL CHURCH - SUNRISE

The sun slowly rises behind the lake, casting warm rays over it, melting the dew.

Roosters.

Church SINGING (o.s.).

Clouds move slowly across the sky.

EXT. ALEKSANDAR’S VILLAGE - MORNING

Old houses nestled on the mountain-side. Bells TOLL.

EXT. CEMETERY - MORNING

A funeral.

Two coffins, side by side. Men put the lids on.

Women in black weep.

An Orthodox priest sings the eulogy.

Relatives and friends have gathered around the fresh graves, proud in their grief. 

An older woman in black, AUNT CVETA, cries for her dead son in short, painful fits.

The wife of the deceased, NEDA, shakes in pain.

ZDRAVE, a lanky peasant man, wails loudly.

MITRE, a farmer with an angular, almost Cubist face and heavy moustache stands aside. An automatic rifle slung over his shoulder. He is holding a little pig-tailed girl by the hand.

A woman in her thirties stands near the villagers. Her Western clothes and blonde hair distinguish her from the peasants in kerchiefs and rubber boots. She takes off her dark glasses. 

Her name is ANNE, and she is English. 

Anne sways a little, lightheaded with anguish and sorrow. She feebly raises her hand to her face and sits down.




ANNE


Oh, God, please...

A ten-year-old boy peeks from behind a stone cross and takes pictures with an expensive camera.

Cyril appears on the hill above the cemetery. He runs towards the church, doesn’t even notice the funeral below. Harsh, jagged mountains loom behind him.

EXT. LAKE - MORNING

Cyril runs by. 

The lake glistens behind him. He dissolves into the light.

EXT. LAKE - SMALL CHURCH - MORNING

Cyril runs into the church.

Three silhouettes: Mitre, STOJAN and TRAJCE appear on the hill above the church.

EXT./INT. CHURCH - MORNING

Cyril’s face shows up in the window. He is breathing heavily.

Inside: morning mass.

Father Damjan sings the liturgy.

CLOSEUPS of the monks. Pensive faces.

Frescos.

Cyril enters the church, loaded with shame and guilt.

Father Damjan gives him a reproachful glance, but does not interrupt the mass. 

Cyril hastily joins in.

The mass goes on.

Suddenly, KNOCKING on the church gates (o.s.).

Kuzman, Cyril and Trifun instinctively glance at the door. Father Damjan ignores the knocking, as if it never happened. He proudly continues singing.

The door opens, light bursts into the church. A silhouette stands in the door, bathed in stark whiteness. 

It’s Mitre, the peasant with angular face and heavy moustache from the funeral. He stands at the door, menacing, a Kalashnikov machine-gun in his hands.

Father Damjan goes on with the mass as if Mitre does not exist.

Two younger men with machine-guns show up behind Mitre. Stojan and Trajce. Their imitation of Mitre’s macho posture is goofy, but the enthusiasm they display when tightly clutching their machine-guns is chilling.

The three are waiting, as the mass continues. Sweat trickles down their faces and necks. The youngsters are not sure what to do, but Mitre doesn’t want to interrupt. On the other hand, it’s obvious that he won’t leave until he gets what he came for.

The three are dressed in simple peasant clothes, dirty shirts, rubber shoes and boots, wool socks and short fur coats. Stojan wears silver Nike shoes, Trajce has a brand new pair of Ray-Ban sunglasses, complete with a price tag. On top of it, they all have new Kalashnikov and Uzi machine-guns.

Cyril looks back and forth - at the three, then at Father Damjan, who’s calmly doing his job. Strange serenity overtakes Cyril at the hands of his abbot. A new smile crawls over the old fear on his face.

The mass ends. Father Damjan walks over to the newcomers. They are waiting at the door, still bathed in the morning light. Father Damjan comes to them, yet remains in the relative darkness of the church.




FATHER DAMJAN


Welcome.




MITRE


Thank you, Father.

Mitre crosses himself. Stojan and Trajce follow suit. Trajce kisses Father Damjan’s hand.




FATHER DAMJAN


What good brings you here, 


Mitre?




MITRE


Father, we’re looking for an 


Albanian girl. She killed 


our brother.




FATHER DAMJAN


God rest his soul.




MITRE


The children told us she’s 


hiding in the monastery.




FATHER DAMJAN


There is no girl in my 
monastery.




MITRE


We’ll search it. We’ll find her.




FATHER DAMJAN


No.




MITRE


We have to. An eye for an eye. 


Bad blood. 




FATHER DAMJAN


Turn the other cheek.




MITRE


We did.  Enough already.




STOJAN


We suffered five centuries.




FATHER DAMJAN


She’s not with us. The only Moslems 

we have are refugees from Bosnia. We are 

all the same before God.




MITRE


We don’t need them.




TRAJCE


Father, you’re one of us. 


Give us the Albanian.

Trajce is caressing the barrel of his Kalashnikov.

Father Damjan looks at Trajce’s green grin, then turns slowly to the monks. He scrutinizes them with a strict gaze, then addresses Mitre.




FATHER DAMJAN


Step out.

Mitre nods. The three walk out of the church.

Father Damjan walks back to the altar, turns to the monks. Dead silence.




FATHER DAMJAN (cont’d)



(to the monks, sternly)


Has anyone seen her?

Silence.




MARKO


No, Father.




FATHER DAMJAN


We’ll hide her if must be, but 


I want to know if she’s with us.

The monks MURMUR, deny AD LIB.

Only Cyril doesn’t say anything, nor does he shake his head. 




FATHER DAMJAN (cont’d)


No one?




TRIFUN


We would’ve told you right 


away, Father.

The camera PANS across the monks’ faces.




FATHER DAMJAN


Cyril?

All heads turn to Cyril.

He does not move.




FATHER DAMJAN (cont’d)


Have you seen a girl in 


the monastery?

Cyril scans of the monks faces. 

CYRIL’S P.O.V. - THE MONKS

They are staring at him: Marko, Trifun, Kuzman...

Still air.

BACK TO SCENE

Cyril looks outside.

INSERT - CYRIL’S P.O.V. THROUGH THE CHURCH WINDOW - DAY - TRAJCE

Trajce is peeking in. Still a child, he is caressing the Kalashnikov in his hands and sneering like an idiot.

BACK TO SCENE

Cyril turns back, bites his lip and shakes his head.




FATHER DAMJAN


So, she’s not with us.

Cyril closes his eyes.

EXT. MONASTERY - YARD - DAY

The door swings open with a bang. 

Trajce’s foot bursts in. His machine gun follows, then his head. His buddies and the monks are one step behind.




FATHER DAMJAN



(to Mitre)



Sacrilege!




MITRE


Sorry, Father.




TRAJCE


Might is right.




STOJAN


We won’t do anything to you, 


Father. But, when we find her, 


she’ll curse her mother’s milk.




Kuzman crosses himself.




MITRE



(to Stojan)


Watch your damn mouth.

INT. MONASTERY BATHROOM - DAY

Trajce, Stojan, Father Damjan and Marko invade the five-by-five bathroom. They squeeze very tight to fit in.

Trajce and Stojan look around the crammed room, their noses in each other’s faces. Nothing to discover. Stojan looks down the toilet. Father Damjan is indignant.




MARKO


Should I wait for you outside?

Trajce lifts up a roll of toilet paper with the barrel of his machine-gun and dangles it until it starts unrolling, laughs.

INT. MARKO’S CELL - DAY

They march in, their machine-guns up, start searching, look under the bed, in the cupboards, in the corners. 

Can’t find anything.




STOJAN


An eye for an eye... 


Albanian whore.

They look up at the ceiling beams.




TRAJCE


We’ll find her, even if she 


hides in America.

Stojan glances out the window. Trajce is next to him, follows suit.

INSERT - TRAJCE’S P.O.V. - THROUGH MARKO’S WINDOW -

 - YARD - DAY - CAT

The cat is stretched on the monastery roof-tiles, napping softly in the sun. 

BACK TO SCENE

Trajce raises his machine-gun. 

Cyril jumps to stop him. Trajce pushes him viciously.




TRAJCE



(to Cyril)


What’s wrong with you, stupid?




STOJAN



(crowds Cyril’s face)


Where’s the Albanian? You’re 


hiding a Moslem in God’s house...



(pauses)


Talk!




FATHER DAMJAN


Cyril hasn’t spoken a word in 


over two years. He took a vow 


of silence.




TRAJCE


Mute, huh? You deaf, too?

Trajce picks up his machine gun and fires, emptying the whole load out the window.

INSERT - TRAJCE’S P.O.V. - THROUGH MARKO’S WINDOW -

 - YARD - DAY - CAT

Pieces of roof-tile recoil in the air. 

Bullets strike the cat. With a harrowing squeal, it bounces up in the air and falls back on the roof, bloody and torn to pieces.

BACK TO SCENE

Trajce grins like an idiot.




TRAJCE


This is how we’ll fix the 


Moslem, too.



(to Mitre)


Right, uncle?

Cyril covers his face with his hands.

Dashes out of the cell.

INT. MONASTERY BATHROOM - DAY

Cyril runs into the bathroom, leans over the toilet and starts to vomit.

He is throwing up loudly.

INT. MONASTERY - CHARDAK PORCH - DAY

Cyril comes out of the bathroom - pale and frail - in time to see the peasants walking out of Marko’s cell. They give him a dirty look. 

As they proceed towards Cyril’s cell in the attic, he notices Zamira’s scarf on the floor. Fear takes over Cyril. Trajce turns around and glances at him. Cyril kicks the scarf behind a bucket. Trajce grins at Cyril and approaches. Cyril is terrified. Trajce bends over, much to Cyril’s horror. Trajce picks up a tomato from the floor near the bucket, smiles viciously and takes a bite, then walks into Cyril’s room.

Cyril is sweating.

Marko and Father Damjan look at him, then turn around. 

They climb the ladder to Cyril’s cell.

Cyril waits in fear. He trembles and hesitates: should he follow them? He knows the peasants will find Zamira in his cell.

He decides to wait in the hallway.

Long trepidation. 

SOUNDS OF searching come from inside (o.s.).

The peasants and Father Damjan climb down the ladder, exit Cyril’s cell, walk down the hallway, enter the next cell. 

They didn’t find her.

Cyril runs into his cell.

INT. ATTIC - CYRIL’S CELL - DAY

Cyril stands at the door, tormented. He looks around feverishly.

The room is a mess.




TRAJCE (O.S.)


She’ll be sorry when we find her... 

Cyril smiles briefly, but then disappointment runs across his face - she’s gone - and he starts searching the cell himself: he looks under the beams, under the bed, in the cabinets...

She really is gone.

He scratches his face nervously, standing in the middle of the room.

He checks under his bed again.

She is not there.

Cyril, disappointed, looks at the ceiling and sighs. 

EXT. MONASTERY WALL - NIGHT

Trajce and Stojan smoke against the wall. Further down, a dozen peasants - all of them armed - hang out.

Trajce and Stojan are surrounded by children who are nosily scrutinizing their guns. Trajce lets them play for a while, then suddenly grabs his machine-gun, points it at the children, and starts making silly noises, loudly pretending he is shooting at them.




TRAJCE


Rat-ta-ta-ta-ta-tatatatatat!

The children run away, much to Trajce’s delight. He now stops, lowers the machine gun and offers it to the kids again.

The children slowly come back, a little frightened, yet aware he is only playing with them. The bravest kid approaches and touches the butt cautiously.

The kid’s GRANDMOTHER shows up.




GRANDMOTHER


Krste! Come here, damn you.

She gives Trajce a reproaching glance, snatches her grandson by the hand and drags him home. Trajce laughs like crazy.

INSERT - SUBJECTIVE CAMERA - THROUGH CYRIL’S WINDOW - MONASTERY WALL - NIGHT

Trajce laughs like crazy.

He looks down the barrel of his gun.

INT. ATTIC - CYRIL’S CELL - NIGHT

Cyril is observing the scene at the wall outside his window. The mountains loom large in the background.

Once again he checks under the beams, under his bed, in the cabinets. She is still gone.

He takes off the habit, getting ready to go to sleep. Crosses himself.

Gets up and exits.

INT. MONASTERY - CHARDAK PORCH - MARKO’S CELL - NIGHT

Cyril hesitates for a second, then knocks on Marko’s door.

Marko opens.




MARKO


Cyril... What’s going on?

Cyril sees Father Damjan IN THE BACKGROUND, seated on Marko’s bed.

Cyril shakes his head and walks away.

INT. ATTIC - CYRIL’S CELL - NIGHT

THE CAMERA starts with the moon, as seen through the window, then TILTS DOWN to Cyril, who’s asleep on his bed. 

He is shaking with fever, sweating, turning and tossing fiercely and - talking in his sleep. 




CYRIL



(talking in his dream)


“Yea, though I walk through the


valley of the shadow of death, 


I will fear no evil; for Thou 


art with me...” 

He wakes up, opens his eyes. He looks in front of himself peacefully.

Zamira is standing above him.

He sits up, propping himself up on his elbows.

They look at each other in silence.

Cyril closes his eyes, rubs them.

When he opens them again, she is gone.

It was all just a dream.

He is disappointed.

A dream.

He goes back to sleep.

He stares at the ceiling. Closes his eyes.

He opens his eyes all of a sudden. Wakes up. 

He rises again.

Zamira is standing in front of him - for real.

He wants to make sure it’s not a dream again. 

He offers his hand.

Zamira accepts it.

She smiles at him. 

Cyril smiles back.

She comes to him, kneels down and touches him on the chest.

His body shakes in a lustful fit.

She steps back.

She has left a pomegranate on his chest.

A little embarrassed, she turns around and lies down in the corner, under the beams. Her scarf is awaiting her there. The pigeons make subdued SOUNDS.

He starts eating the pomegranate, the red juice running down his chin, as he tries to contain it. He quickly finishes the pomegranate.

They are lying down, he in the bed, she in the corner, and looking at each other in silence. 

INT. ATTIC - CYRIL’S CELL - MORNING

The door opens with a loud bang.

Cyril and Zamira open their eyes, jump up, startled.  Rude awakening. 

Father Damjan and Marko are standing at the door.

Cyril sits up sleepily.

Zamira curls up in her corner on the floor, covers herself with the blanket up to her eyes, like a little scared ball, like a child in her corner. 

Father Damjan looks at them with reproach. He doesn’t say a word. 

Marko rolls his eyes behind Father Damjan.




FATHER DAMJAN


Deny thy father, and refuse 


thy name.

INT. ATTIC - CYRIL’S CELL - DAY - LATER - CLOSE

on Cyril’s hands as they are packing his modest possessions into a big, angular brown suitcase.

WIDER: Cyril is packing to leave. All his possessions fit into the brown suitcase and a couple of plastic shopping bags. He closes the suitcase, but the little lock doesn’t work, so he ties a rope around the suitcase. 

A large tear rolls down his cheek, but a mild smile dances on his lips.

After he has packed his things, he takes them in his hands as if he is about to leave, lifts them up a touch to evaluate their weight, then sits down on the bed. 

He starts to cry.

He looks out the window.

INSERT - CYRIL’S P.O.V. THROUGH HIS WINDOW - DAY

The sun is high up over the horizon.

Zamira is standing at a window.

Father Damjan takes her away.

Outside the wall, Mitre, Stojan and Trajce are talking.

BACK TO SCENE

Cyril is sitting on the bed. Waiting.

INSERT - CYRIL’S P.O.V. THROUGH HIS WINDOW - NIGHT 

The moon has risen behind the mountains.

INT. ATTIC - CYRIL’S CELL - NIGHT

Cyril gets up, wipes his nose, takes off the habit, folds it carefully, puts it slowly on the bed and leaves the room without turning back. 

EXT. MONASTERY YARD - NIGHT

Cyril shows up with his suitcase and the shopping bags in his hands. It thunders. He looks up, extending his hand and turning the palm upwards to check if it’s raining.

He is smiling.

Moonlight and a feeble light bulb.

The monks have gathered under the awning. The old cobblestone is reflecting the light. 

They are looking at him in silence.

Cyril comes to them, offers his hand.

Silence.

Marko approaches first, shakes hands with Cyril, then bear-hugs him warmly. Marko pats Cyril on the back. 

After they part, Marko secretly wipes his eyes and nose. 

Cyril silently says farewell to the other monks. 

One by one, they all offer their hands and hug Cyril.

The procession ends quickly.

Father Damjan is the last one.

His face is stern.

Cyril approaches him.

Father Damjan turns around and goes up the stairs without a goodbye. 

Silence.

He returns down the stairs a moment later, leading Zamira.

Cyril looks at her. The two youngsters exchange barely detectable smiles.  Father Damjan smacks Cyril across the face.




FATHER DAMJAN


Good luck to both of you.

He hugs Cyril, then Zamira, kisses them on the foreheads.

Marko wipes off tears. Getting sentimental, he spontaneously hugs Kuzman. Kuzman gives him a puzzled look.




FATHER DAMJAN (cont’d)


And God help you both.




CYRIL


Thank you, father.

EXT. MONASTERY GATE - NIGHT

Cyril and Zamira walk out through the creaky old gate. First Cyril looks left and right, scouting, then both quietly exit into the black night. 

EXT. MONASTERY WALL - NIGHT

Trajce is sleeping against the wall. He has hugged the machine-gun, his cheek against the cold barrel, and snores loudly. The black metal is SHARP, IN FOCUS, his white face is SOFT. The gun and the man together look like some strange animal.

Cyril and Zamira notice him and stop.

Cyril puts a finger at his lips, giving her a sign to be silent, then laughs silently at the irony of the gesture. 

They quietly cross over.

A dry branch cracks under their feet. They stop. They look at Trajce. 

He stirs in his sleep, waves his hand, chasing away an imaginary fly. 

Cyril and Zamira wait a few moments, frozen in place, then quietly continue down the hill.

EXT. LAKE - SMALL CHURCH - NIGHT

The VISTA OPENS up. The silhouettes of Cyril and Zamira show against the night landscape. 

The lake sleeps underneath the modest little church settled high up on the cliff.

Cyril and Zamira start to descend the steep cliff. Their advance down the narrow path is painfully slow.

Cyril offers Zamira his hand. She accepts it. He shivers from her touch. He looks down at his crotch. She follows his glance and discovers a bulge in his pants. She smiles. He is embarrassed.

A stone rolls down. They freeze.

The stone falls in the lake. Concentric circles form in the water and spread in the still of the night.

Silence. 

They wait, then continue.

EXT. LAKE - SHORE - NIGHT

Cyril and Zamira walk briskly and quietly on the lake shore. Their steps creak on the white pebbles. 

The full moon illuminates the couple, casting long shadows over the bank. 

The water is quiet, small waves.

The two reach a small wooden dugout boat. Cyril grabs it, struggles to turn it over and to push it into the lake. Zamira comes to his aid, and the two manage to push it into the lake. 

They sail away.

EXT. LAKE - NIGHT

Cyril and Zamira are rowing in the lake, under the full moon. He is panting with effort. No romance. 

A few clouds. Lightning and thunder. 

EXT. ROCKY HILLSIDE - NIGHT

Cyril and Zamira come around a rock.

She is exhausted.

They stop. 

Out of danger.

Lightning illuminates them quickly, then it thunders again. Cyril extends his hand, checks for rain.

They look at each other quietly.




CYRIL


We’ll go to my brother in 


Skopje. He’ll help us. 




ZAMIRA



(in Albanian)


I don’t understand.




CYRIL


Then we’ll go to my uncle in London. 


He is a famous photographer there. 


No one will find you. No one. 



(pauses)


You don’t understand me, do you?

She pulls out a piece of bread and offers Cyril. He takes a piece. She starts eating hungrily. He follows suit.

Crumbs fall on his chin. She cleans them up for him. He shivers. She smiles. He embraces her. She accepts him, trembling with emotion. 




CYRIL


I’ll protect you.

They hold each other in their arms for a few long moments. 

The world is theirs.

Suddenly, a hairy hand reaches for Zamira, grabs her by the shoulder and brutally pulls her out of Cyril’s embrace. 

They are startled.

Unexpectedly, the couple has found themselves surrounded by a dozen men from Zamira’s family. Her grandfather ZEKIR leads them. Her relatives ALIA and SEFER are by his side, kids in their late teens, clutching their machine-guns with reverence and lust. 

The group is frightening - austere and stern, guns and machine-guns in their hands, fur coats and rain-coats over their shoulders. 

In their belligerence they look exactly like Mitre and his posse. The only difference between the two groups is the white caps Zekir and his dozen wear on their heads. 

They carry powerful flash-lights, the beams darting around and across Zamira and Cyril.

Long shadows.

Zamira smiles, happy to see her family.




ZAMIRA


Grandpa...

She steps towards him. 

Zekir slaps her across the face.

She simply flies off from the power of the blow and falls on the ground.




CYRIL


No!

He leaps to help Zamira, but Alia hits him with the butt of his rifle. Cyril wobbles, but Sefer hits him in the groin and Cyril falls down curling up on the ground in agony.

Uncontrolled anger boils in Alia’s eyes. His eyes have narrowed down to two little slits. 

Zekir observes quietly. His white moustache hangs down solemnly.

Zamira gets up from the ground. Blood is coming out of her nose.

They are TALKING IN ALBANIAN.




ZEKIR


Where were you yesterday?




ZAMIRA


Grandpa...




ZEKIR


Answer when I’m talking to you, 


you slut! Did you go to the Christian 


sheep fold again?




ZAMIRA


Grandpa... I didn’t mean to...

He slaps her.




ZEKIR


What did I tell you last time?



(points at Cyril)


What is he to you?




ZAMIRA


Grandpa...

Zekir points at Cyril, who is curled up on the ground in pain.




ZEKIR


Who is he?




ZAMIRA


Grandpa, he saved me from their 


men. He hid me.

Zekir gives Zamira another powerful blow.

Alia observes with anguish.

Cyril is still twisting on the ground, the gang’s legs and their rifle butts surrounding him. He tries to get up and help her, but Alia viciously steps on his hand. Alia leans the barrel of his gun against Cyril’s temple. He looks up at Zamira.

Zamira staggers. 

She is OUT OF FOCUS, while the sharp mountain peaks IN THE BACKGROUND are IN FOCUS. 

Zekir hits her again.

INSERT - CHILDREN

Several kids are observing the scene from a distance.

BACK TO SCENE

Zekir hits Zamira.




ZEKIR


Whore!



(hits her again)


You dishonored me! Look 


what you are doing!




ZAMIRA


Grandpa!

Zekir raises his hand to slap her again. Stops. Lowers his hand. 

Zamira’s face has turned into a bloody pulp. Blood comes out of her brow ridge and her nose, her cheeks cut, her hair sticky with mud and blood, her eye injured. She is on the ground. Her family casts their long shadows across her body and face.

INSERT - ZEKIR’S HAND - CLOSE-UP

Zekir’s hand hangs by his hip, exhausted. Blood is dripping down from it.

BACK TO SCENE

Zekir instinctively raises his hand, massages it. He looks at it, then takes the ring from the other hand and puts it on the one he has been hitting Zamira with.




ZEKIR


You ruined my name!



(pauses)


Did you kill the shepherd? What 


were you doing with him? And now 


this one here. Where will it end?




ZAMIRA


No, grandpa! He saved me, 


he’s good.

Zekir hits her strongly and unexpectedly. He raises his hand again, but stops.




ZEKIR


Shame!



(pauses)


He is good, huh?




ZAMIRA 


He loves me.

Zekir laughs, turns to Cyril.




ZEKIR


You love her, huh?

Cyril stares at him silently, doesn’t understand a word. 




CYRIL


I don’t understand.




ZEKIR



(to Alia)


Let him go.

Alia stares blankly at Zekir.




ZEKIR (cont’d)



(threatening)


Let him go!

Alia makes way for Cyril.




ZEKIR (cont’d)



(to Cyril)


Run!

Cyril doesn’t know what’s going on.




CYRIL


I don’t understand.

Zekir gestures with his hands and machine-gun.

Cyril finally understands and slowly gets up.

Zekir shows him again to run.

Cyril glances at Zamira. 

She watches him with trepidation.




ZEKIR



(raises his 



 machine-gun)


While you can.

Cyril turns around to leave, but turns back again, looks at Zekir and Zamira. 

He is confused, scared.

Cyril and Zamira look each other in the eye.

Silently.

The moment is long.

Alia raises his machine-gun.

Cyril looks at the machine-gun.

Turns around.

Slowly starts off.

Cyril is walking away, but he turns around to look at Zamira with fear. He avoids her gaze, then turns forward again and quickens his step. 

Zekir’s posse make way for him.

Cyril starts to run.




ZEKIR (cont’d)



(to Zamira)


He loves you, huh?




ZAMIRA


Nooooo!

Cyril freezes in his tracks. He turns around.

Zamira wrestles herself away from Alia’s hands and runs towards him.

Alia glances at Sefer.

INSERT - ALIA’S P.O.V. - SEFER

Sefer looks at Zamira, then back at Alia. 

There is taunting and reproach in his eyes. He sneers at Alia.

BACK TO SCENE

A machine-gun FIRES (o.s.).

The bullets hit Zamira in the back. The impact lifts her up, rocks her and tosses her forward. She falls to the ground. Her face grinds into the dirt.

Alia lowers his smoking gun.




ALIA


Whore!

Cyril is standing, shocked silent.

He has a terrified expression on his face, like a confused man, a man lost in his life, frightened and pained, in way over his head. 

She is turning and tossing on the ground.

Cyril kneels next to her. Hugs her.

She opens her eyes with her last powers.




CYRIL


I’m sorry.

She smiles, puts her finger at her lips, as if this has already become their secret love sign.

A shadow runs across her face. 

She dies.

She lies dead next to Cyril.

Cyril looks up at Alia.




CYRIL (cont’d)


Butcher!

Alia looks at him silently. 

A tear is rolling down Zekir’s cheek. 

Alia raises his machine-gun to shoot Cyril.

Zekir slaps Alia. 

The old man grabs Alia’s gun and tries to yank it away. Alia holds onto it with passion.

Zekir turns around to leave. The men follow him. Alia glances at Cyril, then he walks away, too.

The group leaves.

Their silhouettes walk out through the large gate. They exit the ancient fortress, slowly, simply, without a word.

Cyril is standing above Zamira’s body, the tatty brown suitcase resting on the ground between his and her feet. 

It’s dark.

Cyril lights a match.

He is looking down at her.

The match goes out.






FADE OUT.

PART TWO
FADE IN:

TITLE READS:

“FACES”

A SERIES OF SHOTS:

PHOTOGRAPHS:

A. A pleading child with a large “1” marked in ink on his forehead. 

B. An old woman in a black kerchief, mourning, her face between two wooden crosses.

C. A bare-chested smiling man, the wrinkles on his face exaggerated by the smile. His torso is riddled with tattoos, including a large portrait of Tito on his rib-cage.

D. A 15-year-old soldier in fatigue and beret, a cigarette-holder between his teeth.

E. The bodies of two three year-old children left on a stone slab in the local morgue.

F. A man pleading for his life.

G. An old farm woman sitting between an extinguished fire and a small portable radio, clutching her face in her hands.

H. A younger, more modern woman clutching her face in her hands as she is telling of her and her daughter’s rape.

I. A woman covered by black kerchief climbs up a mountain leading a mule loaded with two new coffins.

J. A bearded man holding a severed head in his hand.

K. A proud mustached man in a shabby tux, playing his cello in front of buildings devastated by many weeks of constant bombing.

A Mungo Jerry SONG plays (o.s.): “IN THE SUMMERTIME.”

INT. PHOTO AGENCY - ANNE’S OFFICE - DAY

Anne, the woman from the village funeral at the lake, a quiet 30-year-old assistant editor in a London photo agency, sorts out a batch of photographs. She separates photographs and marks contact sheets with a grease pencil.

She’s proper and calm. Yet, a current of anxiety and tension bubbles underneath the surface. An aspiring, if somewhat emotionally fragile artist struggles to escape the body of a proper Oxford historian. 

Anne has added touches of funky wit to the slick office space, her agency environment obviously tolerant of limited excursions in applied design and aesthetic discrimination.

A few collages incorporating her radio, pencil-holder, a couple of broken mirrors, a camera aperture, dry flowers and cut-outs of faces suggest that Anne may be a fan of Joseph Cornell’s boxes.

A Gary Larson cartoon is taped to her computer monitor.

The Mungo Jerry SONG is playing on her cassette-player.

She leans over a light-box.  Clinical white glow illuminates her face from underneath. She puts on white gloves. There is something sterile about the agency.

Her gaze drifts back to the face of the cellist in the photograph.

INSERT - ANNE’S P.O.V. - PHOTOGRAPH 

The cellist’s face is haggard. His expression is intensely proud, as he is carried away by the tune he is playing.

BACK TO SCENE

Anne holds the picture, when the CAMERA SLOWLY creeps away from her face, as if leaving her in another world. She moves a bit, re-enters FRAME.

She changes the cassette, pops in a tape of a BACH CELLO SUITE.

A movement in her flowers gets her attention. It’s a wasp.

For a second, it looks as if Anne might be getting sick - she almost dozes off, but then she shakes her head and straightens up.

The MUSIC somehow seems to fit the image of the rugged man. It could be that he was playing the same tune when the picture was taken in his devastated city.

INSERT - PHOTO OF THE CELLIST

The photo is lying on the desk, when a thick envelope lands on top of it with a THUD.

BACK TO SCENE

Anne looks up, startled.

IAN, a slightly sinister, cocky teenage runner with a blonde rasta hairdo, an assortment of colorful tattoos and seriously pierced eyebrows has dropped the package on her desk.




IAN


Cheerio, luv.




ANNE


Ian, I wish you’d knock.




IAN


I wish, too. 



(winks)


You sure about E?




ANNE



(in jest)


Tried it, hated it. I’m an old hag.

Her phone BUZZES.




ANNE (cont’d)



(into the headset)


Hello.

Her expression changes when she hears the voice at the other end. Frustration and anxiety creep in. She is impatient, tough and determined to have it her way with the person at the other end. 

As she is talking on the phone, the CAMERA AGAIN SLOWLY creeps away from her face, as if leaving her for something better. Anne moves a little and re-enters THE FRAME.




ANNE (cont’d)



(listens impatiently)


Nick, I’m in the middle of... 


I’m in a meeting, can’t talk.



(listens)


No, you can keep it. No, I don’t 


need it. Never did. You bought it.



(determined)


Sorry, must go now. We’ll speak 


soon.

She hangs up, shakes her head.

Ian roams through her office.

INT.  NICK’S OFFICE - DAY

NICK, Anne’s husband, hangs up.

He looks at a picture of him and Anne on a beach.

INT. PHOTO AGENCY - ANNE’S OFFICE - DAY

Ian turns to Anne.




IAN


Glastonbury festival next 


weekend?




ANNE



(faking interest)


Sure. Let’s do lunch.




IAN



(snickers)


If your hubby lets you.

Ian turns around to leave. Anne leans over, reaching for her glasses. She feels something strange and turns around, just to face Ian looking down her loose-fitting shirt as she is leaning over. They look at each other for a second. He interprets her not covering herself right away as a permission to lean over and to pull gently the top of her shirt with his finger, peeking down her shirt.




IAN (cont’d)


So, you brought them both 


to work today.

Her hand instinctively shoots back, grabbing Ian by the testicles.

He leaps back in terror, let out a yelp.




ANNE


See how it feels?




IAN


You got some bloody nerve.

He darts out of her office.

Anne bites her finger, now regretting her impulsive reaction.




ANNE


Shit!

Ian disappears back into the large open office space where the rest of the agency people work. 

INT. PHOTO AGENCY - DAY

The entire company is located in a big open warehouse-style loft with high ceilings. Large photographs hang on the white walls. Whiteness and reflective surfaces. Serene horizontals and strong verticals.

Hip and high-tech.

A few people file slides and photographs. 

A woman is working at a computer terminal, a guy is on the phone.

Several little cubicles have been created with the help of matte-glass partitions. People’s silhouettes move behind the partitions. Anne is one of them.

INT. PHOTO AGENCY - ANNE’S OFFICE - DAY

Anne opens the new package.

Her office IS SEEN through an open door.

It is a compilation of paparazzi photographs:

Madonna eating dinner.

Madonna sunbathing topless.

Madonna kissing a man.

Madonna kissing a woman.

Lady Di in the company of a man.

Prince Charles playing polo.

Etc.

Etc.

Etc.

Anne is humming along with a Middle of the Road SONG. She even sways to the rhythm, hard pressed to be on the beat and in tune, as if she wants to be light-hearted, but can’t.

She knocks over her coffee. It spills over the photographs. She starts cleaning them, wiping off the coffee from Madonna’s breasts.

The cassette ends, the radio GOES ON.




RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)


... And now — for something 


completely different. Rain. 


Likely  this afternoon and evening. 


Fifteen degrees. There it is.

Anne goes to the window.

INSERT - ANNE’S P.O.V. THROUGH HER OFFICE WINDOW -

 - LONDON - DAY - ESTABLISHING

A heavy day hangs outside her fifteenth-floor office. 

Panorama of the mid-morning city in action.

The only colors in the picture are some park green and several small red buses.

BACK TO SCENE

Anne is looking out the window. She checks her forehead for a fever, shakes her head. 

Ian passes by behind her.




IAN


Just imagine, someone out there’s 


shagging right this very second.

INT. PHOTO AGENCY - ANNE’S OFFICE - DAY

Anne is making a photocopy of the cellist photo. 

She cuts out his face and places it on the photo of Lady Di’s body.

Something is drawing her to his face.

Anne opens her cabinet door.

She places the cut-out face on the back side of the door, next to dozens of faces of men from far-away parts of the world. Harsh faces, heavy moustaches, wrinkled cheeks, missing teeth, scarred foreheads. Faces in pain, faces in agony, filled with hatred, desperate faces, indifferent ones...

She observes them with a faint smile, adoring the life behind these faces.

Her phone BUZZES.




ANNE


Hello...



(listens)


Oh, hello, Dr. Perry. Very well, 


thank you, how are you?

She closes the cabinet door.

A hand-written sign on the door READS:

“FACES.”

While talking on the phone, Anne drifts over to one of her collage boxes and starts playing with it.

INSERT - ANNE’S COLLAGE BOX - CLOSE

A few pieces of a broken mirror are incorporated in the collage. The reflection of Anne’s face multiplies when she moves the box ever so slightly.




ANNE



(on the phone)


Oh, so soon? That’s great.



(listens)


Oh, my God! 

BACK TO SCENE

Anne is taken aback by the news. She hurries the conversation.




ANNE



(listens)


I was... Thank you. No, I did 


not. Not at all. Thank you. Yes. 


I’ll tell him. He’ll be thrilled. Bye.

Anne hangs up, then starts looking around nervously. The news has excited her. It’s hard to tell whether the news is good or bad. She touches her face, then pulls down the window shade. 

She takes a batch of photographs, starts leafing through them, in order to just do something with herself.

Photos of children caught in a war. 

A photo of the cellist.




ANNE



(shakes her head)


Oh, my God...

Anne bolts out.

INT. PHOTO AGENCY - BATHROOM - DAY

Anne runs in and starts throwing up.

She looks up, sees her tired face in the mirror.

Anne sits down, takes off her pantyhose with one swift move and starts to cry, as if suddenly freed from her fake skin and able to release the tension which has been building up.

She turns around.

INSERT - ANNE’S P.O.V. - SHOWER

in the office bathroom.

INT. SHOWER - DAY

Anne is taking a shower behind the matte glass.

She is crying under the onslaught of water.

INSERT - BATH DRAIN

The water is going down in a whirl.

INT. ANNE’S AGENCY - RECEPTION AREA - DAY

Anne rushes out. On her way out, she dashes by ALEKSANDAR, a handsome middle-aged man, his face covered with a salt-and-pepper beard, his hair greasy, his eyes deep, a camera case hanging from his shoulder. 

She is hurried and doesn’t notice him. He sees her, but decides not to react.

EXT. LONDON - CROWDED STREET - DAY

Anne walks through the lunch-time crowd.

Faces walk by her in a blur.

She is an isolated face above a river of car roofs.

Bits and pieces of unnatural colors zip by at a frantic urban pace. A biker in fluorescent green, a rounded corner of a red bus, a metallic-blue car...

EXT. LONDON - STREET - GALLERY - DAY

A long row of identical buildings COMPRESSED TOGETHER like many doorframes. Anne walks into a building in the middle.

A ball slowly bounces in the street.

Before walking in, Anne looks up at the sky.

INSERT - ANNE’S P.O.V. SKY - DAY

Clouds.

INT. GALLERY - DAY - CLOSE

on painted clouds. Anne’s foot enters FRAME, stepping on the clouds painted on the floor.

WIDER: Anne is in an art gallery. 

The installation features a sky painted on the floor and real grass and painted pavement on the ceiling. Trees, buildings and a church are suspended from the ceiling, as if the whole world is upside-down.

About half-a-dozen babies and cherubs are stuck on the ceiling. They are air-balloons in the shape of babies, carried high by helium. They look as if they are lying on their backs on the grass with their feet up, but since the whole picture is upside-down, they are actually hanging down from the ceiling and towards the viewer, wavering gently in the light breeze.

A BOYS’ CHOIR sings (V.O.).

Anne circles around the installation and notices that the babies have masks over their faces. The masks are of old, shriveled-up men and women.

As Anne makes a step back, CAMERA PULLS BACK and reveals someone ENTERING FRAME behind her. Anne makes another step back and bumps into the person behind her. Anne jumps up, swings around startled.

It is her MUM.




MUM


I’m sorry, darling. Did I 


startle you?




ANNE


Have you had lunch yet?




MUM


Little Celeste was very 


disappointed you and Nick 


didn’t come to her birthday party.




ANNE


I thought it was next week.




MUM


Elizabeth changed the date. 


I left a message at your flat.




ANNE


Nick didn’t tell me.




MUM



(sweetly)


Perhaps because you haven’t 


home in over a week...

Mum smiles. 

Unpleasant silence creeps in.

Anne looks up at the upside-down babies.

The boys’ choir STILL SINGS (V.O.).

There is a slight air of contained, yet unresolved tension between the two women.




ANNE


I think I’m pregnant.




MUM


How about sushi?

EXT./INT. STREET - CHURCH - DAY

The day is breathing heavily, the sky is looming over dark and the birds are flying low.

Anne and mum walk down the street.

They pass by a church.

The door is open.

An actual boys’ choir SINGS inside the church, THIS TIME ON CAMERA.

Their VOICES SOAR.




MUM


I hope it’s for real this time. 


I was giving up hope after 


your last mishap.

Anne shoots a sharp glance at her mother.




MUM (cont’d)



(as if to smooth it over)


I had so many false alarms 


before I finally had you. God, 


was that an ordeal!

EXT. LONDON - ALLEY - DAY

Anne and mum walk through the narrow alley.




MUM


Have you told Nick yet?




ANNE


Do you have a cigarette?




MUM 


Nick is good for you. He’s 


a solid man. 




ANNE



(pleading)


I love him, but... I have to let go. 




MUM


Think twice, dear.




ANNE


“Thus conscience does make 


cowards of us all.”




MUM



(puts on a smile, 




hugs Anne)


I wish you’d grow up.




ANNE


You always do this to me




MUM



(tenderly)


I only want you to be happy, 


dear. 




ANNE


I am trying. I just wish you 


wouldn’t... worry so much 


about me.




MUM


I must - I’m your mother.



(kisses Anne)


That’s what mothers are for, 


after all.



(laughs)


I don’t have a real job.

Anne and mum approach a little pedestrian square.

EXT. LONDON - SMALL SQUARE - DAY

Anne and mum are walking, the tension rising.




ANNE


Perhaps you should get one.




MUM



(smiles)


You are so right. Perhaps 


I should. 

Unexpectedly, someone sneaks up from behind and gives Anne a light kiss on the neck.

Anne swings around, startled, and faces Aleksandar’s grin. It mixes the mischievous with the sad.

Mum tenses up. Her back stiffens, a strained smile appears on her pale face.

Anne is confused and surprised at Aleksandar’s appearance and thrown off balance by the way he has landed in her life again, yet she is having a hard time trying to suppress the feral attraction she has for his unruly charm.




ALEKSANDAR



(with a thick accent)


Hard rain’s gonna fall.

Mum is baffled. So is Anne. She didn’t expect him at all.




ANNE


Aleks... Aleksandar, what 


are you doing here? 



(to mum)


Aleksandar is supposed 


to be in Bosnia.

Aleksandar offers his hand to Anne’s mum.

Mum shakes hands with a tense smile. She and Anne exchange quick, sharp glances.




ANNE (cont’d)



(a touch insecure)


This is Aleksandar Kirkov, a 


photographer at the agency... 


the one who won the Pulitzer 


last month.

Mum forces a very civil smile.




MUM


How nice for you.




ANNE



(to Aleksandar)


This is my mother.




MUM



(smiles)


Well, then... perhaps I should be 


going now. No problem is so 


formidable that you can’t just 


walk away from it. 




ANNE


But, mother... we were going 


to have lunch.




MUM


You eat with Mr. Kirkov - you 


are eating for two now.



(to Aleksandar)


It was a pleasure to meet you, 


Mr. Kirkov. Congratulations 


again on your award.

Aleksandar nods with a sad smile.

Mum leaves.

Anne runs after her mother.




ANNE


I’m not living with Aleksandar. 

 
I left Nick because of Nick. 




MUM


You left Nick because of you, 


dear. 



(about Aleksandar)


He’s just like your father. 

Mum kisses Anne and walks away.

Anne turns around, a bit confused. She walks back to Aleksandar, who is sitting on a bench.




ALEKSANDAR


Come with me.

She is upset and nervous, yet, in spite of herself, happy to see him.




ANNE


What are you doing here? 




ALEKSANDAR


Let’s leave this place, go to 


Jamaica.




ANNE


I can’t talk to you now.



(beat)


When did you come back?




ALEKSANDAR


Let’s make it like the good old 


days, just you and I. 




ANNE



(a bit flirtatious)


You can’t just barge in like this 


on my mother and me.




ALEKSANDAR


She doesn’t like me, does she?




ANNE


You’re too mad for me.




ALEKSANDAR 



(resigned)


I’m too mad for myself.




ANNE


I must go now.




ALEKSANDAR


I’m coming with you. 




ANNE


No, I’m going shopping.

EXT. LONDON - BARRICADED STREET - DAY

Police barricades have blocked off a street.

A crowd has gathered.

Policemen mill around.

Yellow-green fluorescent belts and vests worn by policemen zip by.

An ambulance arrives.

Paramedics come out of the building and carry an injured woman on a stretcher. They load her inside the ambulance.

The ambulance departs. 

The SIREN blasts over the entire block.

Blurred red and blue faces.

A cab drives by.

INT./EXT. CAB - LONDON - STREET - DAY -

- SUBJECTIVE CAMERA

on the barricaded street through the cab window, then on another crowded London street.




ANNE (O.S.)


What happened in Bosnia?

INT./EXT. LONDON STREETS - CEMETERY - CAB - DAY

Aleksandar is looking out the window.  He turns around, stretches an ironic smile, then wipes it off swiftly.

Aleksandar and Anne are riding in the cab. 




ALEKSANDAR


I’m free. I resigned this 


morning.




ANNE


Right, like you can just resign 


from taking pictures.




ALEKSANDAR


Sure I can. Let’s elope, we’ll 


have the best sex ever.

INSERT - STREET - CAB - DAY

Their cab drives down a London street.

Cars, pedestrians, newspaper headlines...




ANNE (O.S.)


Aleks, you were born to be 


a photographer. You can’t do 


anything else. 

BACK TO SCENE

They are talking in the back seat.




ALEKSANDAR


That’s true, I’m a bum. I 


coulda been a contender. 




 (MORE)




ALEKSANDAR (CONT’D)



(pauses)


I’ll write a book - “Zen And  the 


Art of Tomato Growing.” You’ll 


wash and cook for me. I’ll teach 


you Macedonian. We’ll have 


twelve children.




ANNE



(laughs)


Macedonia is not safe. 




ALEKSANDAR


Sure it is. 



(mischievously)


It’s where the Byzantines 


captured fourteen-thousand 


Macedonians, poked their eyes 


out and sent them home like that. 




ANNE


You have a contract with the 


agency.




ALEKSANDAR


Oh, they can suck on my 


contract.




ANNE


We can all just walk away, but 


sometimes you must make 


choices... take sides.




ALEKSANDAR



(laughs,



 unexpectedly bitter)


Take sides? I don’t want to be 


on the same side with any of 


them - brainless mongoloids 


butchering each other for no


reason.




ANNE


Take sides... against war, 


stupid.




ALEKSANDAR


Like it matters. 

He pulls out a book: “EUROPE ON $10 A DAY.” There is a bullet hole in it.




ALEKSANDAR (cont’d)


Romania. 



(gets worked up)


El Salvador, Azerbaijan, Angola, 


Belfast, Bosnia. Peace is an 


exception, not a rule.



(pauses)


Drop it all. Let’s move 


to Macedonia.




ANNE



(realizes)


You are serious!

He looks her in the eye. His gregarious image has changed to that of a pensive, tired hero.




ALEKSANDAR



(beat)


Like death.




ANNE


I want a baby.

Silence.




ALEKSANDAR



(with melancholy)


I’ll change.




ANNE



You already have. Look at 


your face. 



(quieter)


What happened? 




ALEKSANDAR



(quietly, looking



through the window)


I learned. I aged.




ANNE


In two weeks?




ALEKSANDAR



(turns back, intensely)


I fucked up.

She embraces him, starts caressing him on the head. 

He gives in, hugs her tighter.




ANNE



(very warm)


What happened to you over there, 


baby? What did they do to you?




ALEKSANDAR


I killed.

They are holding each other tight for a moment. She starts crying. He tries to kiss her. She accepts, offering her cheeks. He tries to kiss her on the mouth. She accepts. Their kiss gets passionate. For support, Aleksandar pushes the palm of his hand against the glass partition. He starts taking off her shirt. She runs her fingers through his hair with lust. The temperature rises as he starts kissing her neck and breasts. 

Sudden KNOCKING on the car window startles Anne, and she swings around in fear. 

It is an OLD LADY knocking, leaning against the window, her face nauseatingly close to Anne. The cab has stopped near an old cemetery.




OLD LADY


Pardon me, is this cab 


available?

Anne and Aleksandar separate. Anne buttons up her shirt, starts straightening herself up, gets very prim. 

The CAB DRIVER clears his throat.




CAB DRIVER


Five-fifty, sir.

Aleksandar pays.

Anne and Aleksandar get out of the car.

EXT. LONDON - CHURCH CEMETERY - DAY

Anne and Aleksandar get out of the cab. A wrought iron fence surrounds the ancient graveyard.

Anne glances at the old tombstones. 

IN THE BACKGROUND, a pregnant woman is placing flowers on a grave. 




ALEKSANDAR


Have a good life. Don’t forget 


to write. 

He turns on his heels and leaves.

Anne catches up with him.




ANNE


Aleks, I can’t come today. 


I must be here tonight.



(beat)


Please stay. We must talk. 




ALEKSANDAR


My bones ache to go home. 


Like the elephants’.



(pauses)


Or is it rheumatism?

He walks away. 

Anne is left alone and puzzled.

A young woman in a mini skirt walks by. She is listening to a NIRVANA song on her walkman. The MUSIC GETS LOUDER as she passes near Anne.

INT. PHOTO AGENCY - ANNE’S OFFICE - DAY

Anne is back on the phone in her office. 

The Nirvana SONG continues on her radio.

Anne starts looking through the pictures on her desk. She opens a new envelope with photographs.

INSERT - ANNE’S P.O.V. - PHOTOGRAPHS

of Zamira’s corpse on the rocky hillside. Bullet holes in her body. Blood everywhere. Anne’s fingers thumb through more photos of Zamira. In most of them, Cyril is seated on his suitcase next to the corpse. Macedonian soldiers and policemen mill around him, while he seems to be in a trance.




ANNE (O.S.)



(on the phone)


No, the Madonna pictures, the 


topless ones. I think there’s a 


personal immediacy...




(MORE)




ANNE (O.S.) (CONT’D)



(listens)


More intriguing? She is 


intriguing, she is real.

BACK TO SCENE

Anne is still on the phone, but looking at the pictures of Zamira.




ANNE


Yes, thank you.

Anne hangs up.

The phone RINGS (o.s.).

She swings around, drops the photographs and knocks over a coffee cup. 

INSERT - PHOTOGRAPHS ON THE FLOOR - CLOSE

on the series of pictures as they scatter across the floor. 

They are featuring Zamira’s bullet-ridden body and Cyril sitting on the tatty suitcase next to her.

BACK TO SCENE

Anne turns on the speakerphone to answer, picking up the photos off the floor.




ANNE


Yes.




SECRETARY (V.O.)


Anne, I have someone calling 


for Aleksandar. He’s been trying 


all week.




ANNE


Aleksandar left. 



(pauses)


Put him through.

A VOICE comes on through the speakerphone. The conversation carries on IN FRENCH.




CYRIL



(in broken French)


Hello.

Anne looks up, as if sensing something unusual, slightly uncanny in the air, then slowly gets up.




ANNE


Yes?

Anne looks back at the photos of Zamira and Cyril on the floor. 




CYRIL


I am looking for Aleksandar 


Kirkov.




ANNE


Sorry, you just missed him. 


Can I take a message?




CYRIL


No... No message today. 


Thank you.




ANNE


Where are you calling from?




CYRIL



(in English)


Macedonia calling. Thank you.

A DIAL TONE comes on (o.s.).

Anne turns off the speakerphone.

A tiny line of blood comes out of her nose.  She wipes it off.

INSERT - THREE PHOTOGRAPHS - CLOSE-UP

on the photos: a man is shooting another man. The first man’s gun is pointed at the back of the second man’s head. Point blank. The second man hunches, tries to hide his head inside his shoulders, but once he’s shot, he falls down to the pavement.

INT. BRIXTON - ALEKSANDAR’S FLAT - NIGHT

Aleksandar is examining the three photographs.

He puts them away, lights a cigarette.

His phone RINGS.

He glances at it, ignores it.

The answering machine picks up.




CYRIL (O.S.)



(in broken French)


Hello... Aleksandar Kirkov, 


please.

Aleksandar takes a drag on his cigarette.




CYRIL (O.S.) (cont’d)


Aleksandar Kirkov... 


This is Cyril.

Aleksandar doesn’t react.

Cyril HANGS UP (o.s.).

EXT. BRIXTON - STREET - IN FRONT OF ALEKSANDAR’S FLAT — DAY 

A lane of uniform houses. 

A dark red cab is waiting in front of a building in the middle of the lane.

Aleksandar comes out with a duffel bag over his shoulder. He looks at his watch, takes another drag on his cigarette, tosses the butt into a puddle in the street, causing concentric circles to spread in the water, then gets inside the car.

The cab takes off.

A few moments go by.

Then a figure comes around the corner.

He approaches Aleksandar’s home.

It is Cyril.

He carries his tatty brown suitcase. He stops in front of the building, compares the building number with a small piece of paper in his hand, then rings the bell.

As he is waiting, he checks a graffiti on the wall. 

It READS: “TIME NEVER DIES. THE CIRCLE IS NOT ROUND.”




CYRIL



(mumbles in poor English,



reading the graffiti)


“Time never dies. The circle 


is not round.”

He spits in the puddle in the street. Concentric circles spread. Cyril stares at them.

EXT. LONDON - STORE WINDOW - DAY

Anne looks at the display in the window. 

EXT. LONDON - STORE WINDOW - DAY - LATER

Anne is coming out of the store. 

She stops behind the glass doors.

The air is heavy. It feels as if it’s going to rain. Anne swats a fly.

She starts to open her umbrella, then stops, steps out, puts out her hand, expecting raindrops, but nothing happens.

She looks up.

INT. LONDON - RESTAURANT - EVENING

Anne watches the people walking into the restaurant, observes their faces with hidden passion. 

The CAMERA SLOWLY CREEPS away from her face.

She is quietly obsessed with her dilemma.

A MUSTACHED MAN walks in. He looks just like the cello player in the agency photograph. The man has the same heavy mustache and fiery passion in his eyes — as if he is the cello player’s brother. 

Anne’s gaze follows the mustached man as he finds a table. 

Their eyes meet for a second, and she is tempted to look away, but doesn’t. 

Instead, she smiles at the man. 

Someone covers her eyes. Anne is startled for a split second, then touches Nick’s hands and relaxes. 




ANNE


Nick Villiers, Duke of 


Knightsbridge.

She bites him playfully, but it hurts him a bit more than he expected.

NICK, her husband, lets go of her eyes.




ANNE (cont’d)


Hello.

Anne and Nick look at each other for a short, indecisive moment, not knowing exactly how to proceed from here. He is standing above her.

Years of things in common mix with the pain of a recent deep crisis.

He hesitates in a barely detectable manner, leans over and kisses her lightly on the lips, looks around and sits down. 

Two old ladies at the next table pretend not to notice, but the retarded child dining with them smiles broadly.

The mustached man is observing Anne and Nick silently, lighting a cigarette with his old-fashioned Zippo lighter and taking a long drag on his cigarette, a glass of whiskey on his table.




NICK


How are you?




ANNE


I am fine.

Silence.




NICK


J.J. misses you. She had five 


babies on Tuesday.




ANNE


You mean - kittens.




NICK


Do you want to come and 


see them?




ANNE


I don’t know anymore. After 


last week...

Nick smiles nervously, looks around. 




NICK


You know I’m sorry about what 


happened. How many times do 


I have to tell you? 

Anne pulls out a package wrapped in stylish paper and hands it to Nick.




ANNE


No, I am sorry. It’s me.




NICK


It’s not my birthday, as far 


as I can remember. 




ANNE



(laughs)


C’mon.




NICK



(encouraged)


It’s not our anniversary, even 


though I would not consider


myself an authority on the 


subject. 




ANNE



(impatient)


Open it!

He opens it. It is a bow for his cello. 




NICK


A new bow! You shouldn’t have.




ANNE


It’s not as nice as the old one. 




NICK


It was old, anyway. Don’t worry 


about it. I love it. Thank you.

The mustached man in the BACKGROUND is staring intently at them. After a waiter obscures his view, it turns out that he is staring at the waiter passing near the couple.

Nick takes Anne’s hand.




NICK (cont’d)


I talked to your mum today.




ANNE



(with chill 



in her voice)


Oh, really?




NICK


She called me.




ANNE



(a little upset;



lights a cigarette)


And what did you decide 


about my future?




NICK



(smiles)


I think you have something 


to tell me.

Anne shoots him a dirty, impatient look.

She is taken aback and angry at her mother: she wasn’t quite ready to confront Nick yet. She doesn’t know how to break the news and break up with him at the same time. 

Nick is all smiles. 




ANNE


Yes, I am pregnant.




NICK


That’s bloody marvelous!

He gets up and kisses her, then pulls himself together and looks around, embarrassed and goofy.

The two old ladies and the retarded child at the next table smile at them.

The mustached man is looking at Nick and Anne, when a JUNIOR WAITER comes to him, and they start talking in a foreign LANGUAGE, AD LIB. The dialogue is not clear. The language seems to be SERBIAN. Their conversation is NOT TRANSLATED. 

As Nick holds Anne’s hand, the two men IN THE BACKGROUND get involved in a heated discussion. They gesticulate fiercely with their hands.




NICK


Waiter! Champagne... A bottle.




ANNE


I shouldn’t drink...



(puts out 



her cigarette)


... I shouldn’t smoke... I 


shouldn’t be here.

As the waiter walks towards the back with their order, Nick glances at the argument in the BACKGROUND.

The junior waiter indignantly SHOUTS at the mustached man in their foreign LANGUAGE, SERBIAN perhaps.

Anne and Nick turn around and look at the screaming match.

An OLDER WAITER comes to the junior waiter and the mustached man and the argument dies out.




OLDER WAITER


George!




JUNIOR WAITER



(with a heavy accent)


I’m sorry... I’ll be right there...

The older waiter gives him a long look.

The champagne arrives.

Nick is observing the scene in THE BACKGROUND, then turns back to Anne. He has to shout over the BACKGROUND NOISE. He takes Anne’s hand.




NICK


Look at you. Our baby.

A shadow of anxiety runs across Anne’s face.




ANNE


Nick... I want to leave.




NICK


We’ll go, dear. Let’s just toast.

Anne feels trapped - Nick misunderstood her.




ANNE


That’s not what I meant.

As a waiter passes, he reveals the scene in THE BACKGROUND, where the mustached man offers the junior waiter money. The junior waiter throws it at the mustached man and marches away, disappears into the kitchen.

The mustached man gets up and goes after him.

The older waiter steps in the mustached man’s way.




OLDER WAITER


Sir. 



(pauses)


I’m sorry - access to the 


kitchen is for employees only. 




MUSTACHED MAN


Tell that cunt over there to 


come and tell me to my face 


what he is saying.



(looking over the 



 older waiter’s head)


Where is he? Come here, you 


fucking queer bastard!

The mustached man then continues in HIS LANGUAGE.




OLDER WAITER


Sir, I’ll be forced to call 


the police. 

The mustached man sits down at his table, muttering under his breath.

People are looking up at the scene.

Nick and Anne turn back to their table. He pops open the champagne.

The two old ladies and the retarded child at the next table are looking at the couple. 




NICK



(to the ladies)


 Good news.



(raises his glass)


Charles and Di are getting 


back together.

He flashes a mischievous grin.

The child smiles back.




NICK (cont’d)



(back to Anne)


To our baby. And to us.




ANNE


To our baby.

She takes a small sip, Nick drinks up.




ANNE (cont’d)



(gathers courage)


Nick, I think...

SOUND of plates crashing startles and interrupts Anne. 

Nick almost drops his glass.

The junior waiter and the mustached man are SCREAMING at each other.

The restaurant patrons turn around and stare at the scene. Some get up to leave.

The argument is intense. 

Passionate screams and curses in foreign LANGUAGE fly both directions. 

The junior waiter has dropped his dishes and is red in the face, shouting at the mustached man.

The mustached man keeps pulling money from his wallet, crumpling it and throwing it with scorn at the junior waiter. The junior waiter swats the money away, as more bills rain upon his face.

The scene has an almost surreal intensity, particularly since the words remain UNTRANSLATED.

The MANAGER comes out.

When the junior waiter sees the manager coming, he tries to walk away from the scene, but the mustached man follows the junior waiter, picking up the money from the floor and throwing it at him again. Trying to avoid the mustached man, the junior waiter bumps into the manager.




MANAGER



(in low whisper)


George! 




JUNIOR WAITER


Sir...




MANAGER


Perhaps it would be best if you 


left the restaurant. 



(pauses)


And don’t come back.




JUNIOR WAITER


But, sir... I didn’t do anything.




MANAGER


That’s enough. 



(pauses)


And make sure your friend 


leaves with you.

The manager turns around.




MUSTACHED MAN



(to the manager)


Fuck you!

The junior waiter flips out and slaps the mustached man.

The mustached man staggers back two steps.

He comes back and headlocks the junior waiter. The two start wrestling and fall down with a loud crash.

The two are punching each other and rolling on the ground and on the stairs.

Anne and Nick stare at the scene, startled, away from their table, standing against the wall, his arms around her.




NICK


Let’s go.




ANNE


Wait.

A SECOND JUNIOR WAITER tries to break up the fight, but is dragged into it and now three bodies are entangled on the floor, amidst SOUNDS of heavy cursing in a foreign LANGUAGE, punches, plates BREAKING and people SIGHING in fear.

A REDHEAD WAITER shouts over the NOISE.




REDHEAD WAITER


They are calling the police.

The redhead waiter cautiously tries to separate the three. 




REDHEAD WAITER (cont’d)


C’mon, lads, don’t be stupid.

The fight peters out and breaks up.

The two junior waiters stand against the wall, as the mustached man slowly gets up from the ground.




MANAGER


Get out! Now! I’ve called 


the police!

The mustached man starts leaving, as the two junior waiters go back into the kitchen.




MANAGER



(to the customers)


I must apologize for this 


appalling disturbance. 


I assure you this won’t happen 


again - not to fear - I have 


called the police and they 



are on their way.



(pauses)


They should be here any day now.

The crowd laughs timidly.




MANAGER (cont’d)


Enjoy the rest of your meal. 



(turns around)


Complimentary desert for 


everyone. Or drinks. 


Or whatever.

Crowd laughs a bit more heartily. 

Nick still has his arms around Anne. 




NICK


Are you all right?




ANNE


I’m fine.

Nick is still protecting Anne from the fight with his embrace. She is shaken by the incident, still curled up against his chest. 




NICK


Let’s go.

They turn around to leave.

They almost bump into the manager.




MANAGER



(pulls a chair for Anne)


Miss...

She looks at him. He smiles, while holding the chair for her, prompting her to sit down again.

Two junior waiters are preparing Anne’s and Nick’s table.

Anne looks back at Nick, then at the manager, who smiles again. 




NICK



(smiles at the 



 manager and sits down)


Well - you’ve just witnessed 


another fine British import - 


someone else’s civil war.

Anne reluctantly sits down.




ANNE


Their faces... became different 


people once they started arguing.



(pauses)


That man with the moustache...




NICK


He seemed like a nice chap.



(raises his glass)


Here’s to civil wars getting 


more civil once they get here.



(he drinks up)


Let’s go home.




ANNE


Nick, I wanted to talk about it.




NICK


We’ll have plenty of time to talk, 


dear. We’ll move to Oxford, you 


can leave that... job of yours...




ANNE


Nick, I don’t want to leave 


that... job of mine.

Nick stares at her.




ANNE (cont’d)


We’ll work it out with the 


baby... Please try to understand. 


I do care about you...

Nick gets very serious and worried, then smiles.




NICK


You’re under a lot of pressure. 




ANNE


Nick, I want a divorce.

He stares at her.




ANNE (cont’d)



(softer)


I still love you.




NICK


Why?

She looks at him silently.




NICK (cont’d)


What about the baby?




ANNE



(strong and determined



for the first time)


I love the baby.

Silence.




NICK


I forgave you about that 


photographer.




ANNE


I don’t want you to forgive me.

He nods, gets up, signals firmly for the waiter to come over.

She retreats, feels guilty.




ANNE



(insecure, 



feels bad for him)


No, please, sit down.




NICK


Good-bye.




ANNE


Sit down, please.



(beat)


Let’s talk.




NICK



(taking off)


This place is a bloody loony-bin.



(comes back)


I don’t understand. Why did 


you want to see me?




ANNE


I wanted to talk to you.




NICK


But, you’ve already made 


up your mind.




ANNE


I haven’t.

Anne gets up, steps in his way and tries to kiss him. He turns his head.




ANNE (cont’d)


Come back. Let me explain...

She sits back in Nick’s chair. He reluctantly sits down in Anne’s chair. She takes his hand in hers.




NICK


I’d like some time to... 


some peace...

A BANG interrupts his words (o.s.).

More BANGS (o.s.).

An all-out mayhem ensues.

The mustached man is back - with a gun in his hand.

He is shooting in the direction of the junior waiter.

People scream. Tables are overturned. Glass CRASHES.

More shots are FIRED.

Bullets hit the wall.

Anne dives under the table.

The two old ladies at the next table are under the tablecloth. 

The retarded child is screaming.

More shots are FIRED (o.s.).

Chaos.

As Anne is hiding on the floor, something or someone slides down the wall and lands next to her. A hand clasps her breast. She pushes it away in disgust, but the hand slides back onto her breast. She tries to shake him off her. The movement helps the man slide closer to her.

All of a sudden, she is faced with the bloodied face of the junior waiter.

She screams in horror.

The junior waiter’s eyes stare at her.

She keeps screaming.

The GUN-SHOTS stop.

Anne sees the feet of three policemen dragging away the mustached man.

As they are dragging him away, he starts singing.

The man is stubbornly, fanatically, fatalistically singing from the top of his lungs a foreign PATRIOTIC SONG.

Its rhythm echoes in the hushed room, as he is being dragged away.

It’s quiet.

Silence.

Anne looks around.

Someone lifts the body of the junior waiter.

Anne is shaking violently.




ANNE


Nick?

She looks around. Can’t find him.

The retarded child is standing in the middle of the mass and looking around.




ANNE (cont’d)


Nick!!

She sees his feet under a table cloth. Feverishly lifts up the table cloth.

On the floor, face down in a bowl of soup, lies Nick. A tiny stream of blood is coming out of his temple.




ANNE (cont’d)


Nick!!!!

She screams at the top of her lungs and throws herself at his body.




ANNE (cont’d)


Nooooooo!!

She cradles his bloody head in her hands, weeping.




ANNE (cont’d)


Talk to me. Talk to me!

His face is bloody and the skin moves over the front of his skull.

She starts bending over in pain, grabs her stomach with both hands.

She ignores the pain in her belly and starts wiping the blood off his face with the table-cloth, but there is only more bloody flesh. 

His face has been blown away.




ANNE (cont’d)


Your face... Your face.... 


Your face...

The retarded child is still standing in the middle of the chaos and observing silently. The child looks down at Anne and grins.




















FADE OUT.

PART THREE 
FADE IN:

TITLE READS:

“PICTURES”

EXT. MACEDONIA - FIELDS AND MOUNTAINS - DAY - AERIAL

The harmonious landscape slowly glides down below.

The plaid earth offers plowed fields, carefully marked and tended with care. Black soil, yellow fields.

The tall poplars cast long shadows.

 INT. AIRPLANE - DAY

Aleksandar looks out the airplane window with a nostalgic expression. He obviously has not been home in quite a few years. 

EXT. SKY - DAY

A red airplane outlines against the blue sky.

 EXT. AIRPORT - RUNWAY - DAY

The airplane lands.

Passengers get out, walk underneath the red wing and towards the airport building. 

INT. AIRPORT - DAY - CLOSE

on the seal which the BORDER POLICE stamps in Aleksandar’s U.K. passport.

WIDER: Aleksandar is standing in front of the customs official, a handsome young BORDER POLICEWOMAN in a blue uniform.




BORDER POLICEWOMAN



(in broken English)


What to report?




ALEKSANDAR



(in Macedonian)


Zilch.

The customs official laughs, waves him on.

At the airport behind Aleksandar - a crowd.

INT./EXT. BUS - SKOPJE - ROAD - DAY

The bus carries Aleksandar towards the city.

He looks out the window.

City scenes: 

the building of the National Opera, high-rises, large bags of red peppers at a farmer’s market, crossroads, dogs, traffic lights, a couple in love, police, an old Fiat, UN cars...

A group of refugees come out of a bus. They clutch their humble possessions. 

Some have bandaged limbs.




ATANAS (O.S.)


Our people...

Aleksandar turns around.

ATANAS, a soldier in his mid-twenties, lands on the seat next to Aleksandar.

He lights a cigarette and offers Aleksandar.




ALEKSANDAR



The driver will see you.




ATANAS


He’s my uncle. Have one.




ALEKSANDAR


I quit.




ATANAS


Light one, loosen up. 

Aleksandar shakes his head.

EXT. CANYON - ROAD - DAY

The bus winds its way through the ravishing landscape.

The river continues its crystal gurgle even after the bus is gone. Only a cloud of dust in its wake.

INT./EXT. BUS - NEAR KRUSEVO - MOUNTAIN ROAD - DAY -

 - LATER

The bus slowly climbs the long and winding mountain road. 

The entire picture is displayed as if on the palm of a hand: the myriad of serpentines quietly curl and coil on the side of the mountain they’ve been carved in as the bus slowly groans under the summer sun.

Aleksandar touches his beard, carried away in his thoughts.

EXT. CANYON - MOUNTAIN ROAD - RESTAURANT - DAY

The bus has stopped in front of a small restaurant on the edge of a canyon.

The passengers are going to the dingy tavern.

Loud folk MUSIC blasts from inside (o.s.).

Aleksandar is sitting on a rock near the door, camera slung over his shoulder.

Atanas passes by. He motions for Aleksandar to go in. 




ATANAS


Let’s get some munchies.




ALEKSANDAR


It’s too loud.




ATANAS


I’m off to a harvest. You?




ALEKSANDAR


Baptism.




ATANAS


Whose?




ALEKSANDAR


Mine.



(grins)


Nephew. Wedding.




ATANAS


That’s nice. How 


long has it been?




ALEKSANDAR


Sixteen years. Left twenty-four 


years ago, came back once.




ATANAS


You’re pulling my leg.

Atanas shakes his head, goes in.

A few children from the village, chase each other around the bus.

They spot Aleksandar and start posing for him. 

Aleksandar ignores them. 

The most aggressive kid, MATE, elbows his way in. He pushes PETRE, the smallest kid, onto the ground and takes his place in the front.




MATE


Take a picture, old man.

Petre fights back and they begin an AD LIB argument. 

Mate starts to pull Petre by the hair.

They fall to the ground, SCREAMING, dust rises.

Aleksandar instinctively reaches for his camera. He raises it impulsively and starts clicking.

INSERT - ALEKSANDAR’S P.O.V. THROUGH HIS CAMERA -

- CHILDREN - DAY 

The children are wrestling on the ground.

Aleksandar (o.s.) FOCUSES.

The camera CLICKS, Aleksandar takes pictures.

He starts getting high on the experience.

BACK TO SCENE

The children are fighting, Aleksandar is taking pictures.

The passengers eating lunch outside the little restaurant start cheering on the fighting children.




ATANAS


Hit him!

The children notice that Aleksandar is taking pictures of them, so they start fighting even more fiercely.

INSERT - ALEKSANDAR’S P.O.V. THROUGH HIS CAMERA -

- CHILDREN - DAY

The children turn to the CAMERA, wave.

The biggest one, Mate - the bully, calls out to Aleksandar.




MATE


Shoot, old man, shoot. 


Take a picture of me.

Mate is pulling Petre by the hair even harder, while posing for Aleksandar.

The CAMERA PANS from Mate’s hostile face to Petre’s pained face.

BACK TO SCENE

Aleksandar stops. He stares ahead as if petrified. He slowly lowers the camera and looks at it with loathing. 




ALEKSANDAR



(to the camera)


Fuck you.

He gets up, walks over to the fighting children. He separates them. They stop. Mate wants to kick Petre again. Aleksandar raises his hand as if to hit the bully. Mate cringes, recoiling. Aleksandar helps the tiny Petre get up. A thin stream of blood is coming out his nose.




ALEKSANDAR


What is your name?




PETRE


Petle.

The other children start laughing at Petre because he can’t pronounce the hard Macedonian “r.” They start imitating him AD LIB: 




THE CHILDREN


Petle, petle, petle...

Petre is embarrassed.




ALEKSANDAR


This is for you.   You’ll be a big 

boy one day.

Aleksandar hands Petre his camera.

Petre stares at Aleksandar in wonder.

The other children quiet down.




MATE


Give it to me.




ALEKSANDAR


I’ll give you a smack.

The children start laughing at Mate.




ALEKSANDAR (cont’d)



(shows Petre how to



use the camera)


Check it out... This is where 


you push when you want to take a picture.
 


First you have to get a sharp image... 


See... blurry... now sharp.

The two pairs of hands play with the lens.

INSERT - PETRE’S P.O.V. - MATE - PETRE

SEEN through the camera lens, as Petre FOCUSES (o.s.).

Mate is angry.

The CAMERA SWINGS AROUND and SEES Petre’s face, first OUT OF FOCUS, then IN FOCUS.

BACK TO SCENE

Petre is looking down at the lens of the camera, while still trying to focus.

EXT. CANYON - MOUNTAIN ROAD - RESTAURANT - DAY - LATER

The bus departs and reveals the children.

INT./EXT. BUS - CANYON - MOUNTAIN ROAD - RESTAURANT - DAY

Aleksandar observes the children through the bus window. As soon as the bus pulls away, the kids start chasing Petre, who runs from them, tightly holding the camera in his hands. Every once in a while, he turns around and clicks a picture of his persecutors, while still running from them. 




ALEKSANDAR



(to himself, 



regarding Petre)


You’ll make a tough cookie.


He reaches for his camera case and pulls out another camera, starts taking pictures of the kids chasing Petre.

INT./EXT. BUS - MOUNTAIN ROAD - DAY

Atanas sits next to Aleksandar.




ATANAS


So, where have you been 


for twenty-four years?




ALEKSANDAR



(with a smile)


All over the world.




ATANAS


You’re pulling my leg.




ALEKSANDAR



(pulls out a photo)


Would I lie to you?

INSERT - ATANAS’S P.O.V. - PHOTOGRAPH - CLOSE

Aleksandar and Anne in front of Taj Mahal, their arms around each other.

BACK TO SCENE

Atanas returns the photo.




ATANAS


Your wife?




ALEKSANDAR


Almost. Dumped me...




ATANAS


You picked now to return; 


don’t you see what’s happening? 


Someone’ll chop off your head, 


then you’ll cry uncle.




ALEKSANDAR


I’ve had it. Time to settle, 


wife, children...




ATANAS



(suspiciously)


You’re pulling my leg... 


Have you been in the army?

Aleksandar looks at Atanas’s uniform.




ALEKSANDAR



(laughs)


You know the only thing 


I remember from the army?




ATANAS


What?




ALEKSANDAR


There was this idiot, Zoran. 


He would catch little kittens and 


pull their teeth with pliers.




ATANAS


What for?




ALEKSANDAR


So that he’d jerk off with 


the kitten. In its mouth.




ATANAS


Very funny.

EXT. MOUNTAIN CROSSROADS - SUNSET

The bus stops.

Aleksandar gets off.

The bus takes off in a cloud of dust, disappears around a corner.

Aleksandar looks about.

The CAMERA RISES AND PULLS BACK. Sunset over the barren land.

The wind WHINES. BIRDS (o.s.).

Aleksandar puts the bag on his shoulder and slowly starts off. A barely discernable smile on his lips.

He walks slowly, step by step.

EXT. LAKE - SUNSET

Aleksandar slowly walks by.

The lake glows in its full glory down below, as if observing the sun sink behind its rim.

EXT. NEAR ALEKSANDAR’S VILLAGE - SUNSET

Aleksandar appears from around a bend.

He stops.

He watches, filling up his eyes with the view.

An exquisite sight has popped open in front of him.

A village pasted on the cliffs like a drawing, like a surreal picture that exists only in a dream. 

It seems for a brief second that the sun is reflecting in a tear in Aleksandar’s eye.




ALEKSANDAR



(sentimentally, 



looking at the village)


Fucking hell.

He continues slowly, when Stojan appears behind him, a cigarette dangling from his lips.




STOJAN


Hold it right there!

Aleksandar snaps out of his bliss and turns around.

Stojan holds a brand-new machine-gun.

Aleksandar comes closer, examines Stojan in disbelief.




STOJAN (cont’d)


Don’t move. I’ll shoot.

Aleksandar comes within two feet of Stojan, staring at him. Stojan is still a kid. He takes a cool drag on his cigarette just like Humphrey Bogart.




ALEKSANDAR


Are you crazy? You’ll hurt 


somebody with that shit, 


you stupid little brat.




STOJAN


Huh, you’re one of ours.

Aleksandar turns around and starts to walk away and towards the village.

Stojan runs around him and tries to step in his way.




STOJAN (cont’d)



Hey, wait!

Aleksandar carries on. Stojan steps back. Aleksandar cuffs him over the ear.




ALEKSANDAR


Go home, you little shit. 


Who gave you this?

Aleksandar grabs the gun from Stojan, yanks it away and slings it over his shoulder. 




STOJAN


Hey, gimme that! 


It’s not yours, you know 


how much this costs? 


I’ll tell my uncle Mitre.

Aleksandar  is walking away from the kid.




ALEKSANDAR


Go tell him to suck my dick.  Very gently.

EXT. ALEKSANDAR’S VILLAGE - ALLEY - TWILIGHT

Aleksandar walks down the alley.

The houses seem familiar. He observes them as he slowly advances. 

He examines the gates, the windows, the trees, a big stump...

EXT. ALEKSANDAR’S VILLAGE - ALLEY - DOOR - TWILIGHT

He stops in front of a rickety door in a broken wall, kneels beside it and reaches behind the small door. He pulls an old water gun from behind the door, a gun he has left there as a child.

EXT. IN FRONT OF ALEKSANDAR’S HOUSE - EVENING

Aleksandar arrives at his house.

Aged and crooked, leaning to one side like a little old grandma wrapped in black. The windows are all broken and the roof-tile is agape. 

He reaches for the key, even though the door is dangling to the side, ready to fall off.

DONKA, a plump old lady neighbor, watches from across the road, wiping her brow and swatting a BUZZING fly. 

He nods.

She nods back suspiciously, then notices the machine gun he took from Stojan, and runs back into her house. The lights go off.

Aleksandar enters his house.

A light goes on in his window.

INT. ALEKSANDAR’S HOUSE - EVENING

Aleksandar walks into his house. He hears VOICES (o.s.). He is puzzled for a second, then tiptoes closer. 

He sees through the door left ajar a pair of twin girls in their twenties, seated on the bed and applying make up. AZRA and AJSA. Azra turns the dial on their small portable radio, tries to get a clear reception. A NIRVANA song.




AZRA



(in Bosnian)


Don’t use up all the nail-polish.

Aleksandar clears his throat.

The twins leap up in fear. 

The nail-polish falls to the floor and breaks. Red.

Ajsa takes a kitchen knife and slowly opens the door. 




AJSA



(in Bosnian)


What do you want?




ALEKSANDAR


To sleep over.



(shifts to Serbian)


To sleep over here.

Their dialogue continues in SERBO-CROATIAN-BOSNIAN. 




AZRA


Why don’t you sleep 


at home?




ALEKSANDAR


This is home.

The twins look at him with suspicion. Azra picks up his duffle bag, which is covered with airline stickers.




AJSA


Where is your camera?




ALEKSANDAR


Who let you in?




AZRA


Your cousin, Bojan. 


We’re sorry if we’re 


bothering you. We’ll leave. 


We were gonna stay only 


a few days. 




ALEKSANDAR


Are you Bosnian?




AJSA


From Sarajevo.




ALEKSANDAR


You’re not bothering me. 


Stay as long as you want. 



(turns around to leave)


Good night.

The twins relax a bit.

Aleksandar comes back.

He hands them the gun.




ALEKSANDAR


Here. Put it away. 


You never know.

INT. ALEKSANDAR’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Aleksandar is stretched out on his back.

Moonlight through the window.

A mild smile on his lips.

INT./EXT. ALEKSANDAR’S HOUSE - MORNING

Aleksandar wakes up. He hears giggling.

He sees children’s heads lined up in the window, peeking inside, their cheeks and hands against the dirty and broken glass. One is even seated on the window sill with his feet inside the room.

The children have obviously been watching him sleep. Now, as he is waking up, they giggle and nudge each other.

Aleksandar gets up from the squeaky bed.

In jest he sticks his tongue out at the children. They start laughing loudly, run away from the window.

Azra and Ajsa walk into the room, carrying Aleksandar’s breakfast on a platter and jokingly singing a folk song. 

They are talking in BOSNIAN.




AZRA


Welcome, boss. 



(she serves 



him breakfast)


Here’s your rent.

Aleksandar laughs.

EXT. ALEKSANDAR’S YARD - MORNING

Aleksandar is washing himself at an outdoor faucet.

The gun Aleksandar gave to the twins the previous night is leaning against a wall.

A child appears from around the corner and picks it up. The boy plays with his weenie, then with the trigger.

Aleksandar is terrified at the sight of a child running with a loaded machine gun.




ALEKSANDAR


That’s quite a toy, big boy. 


May I see it?

Aleksandar approaches slowly, but the child starts running from him. He now begins to chase after the boy. It is a funny scene: Aleksandar, wet and naked from the waist up, chases around his back yard a seven-year-old fully armed child who is naked from the waist down. Chickens run away with terrified noises making room for the sprinting duo. A rooster crows.

Aleksandar finally catches up with the kid, takes the gun and kicks the boy’s butt.




ALEKSANDAR


Stupid little shit.




BOJAN (O.S.)


Hey, you...

Aleksandar turns around.

BOJAN, a beefy peasant, is standing in front of him, a gun aimed at Aleksandar. A few yards behind, Mitre holds his gun tight.

Bojan has a stern, almost angry expression, as if he has just caught Aleksandar red-handed. 

Aleksandar smiles.




ALEKSANDAR


Shoot, cousin. Shoot!

Aleksandar starts laughing.

Bojan finally recognizes him.




BOJAN


Aleks! Is that you, 


you old bastard!?

They hug, kiss three times on the cheeks.

Bojan grabs at Aleksandar’s beard playfully.




BOJAN


I didn’t recognize you. 


You’ve grown a beard-and-a-half, 


like a guerilla. When did you arrive? 


You haven’t changed at all, you ass!




ALEKSANDAR


Last night.




BOJAN


Last night? Why didn’t you 


come over? Where did you sleep?




ALEKSANDAR


In my old bed.




BOJAN


You need your ass kicked. 


You should’ve called, you prick, 


we would’ve fixed you dinner, 


made your bed... sleep like a baby 


at my place. Fleas will eat you up here. 




ALEKSANDAR


I didn’t find any fleas, Bojan, 


but I found a set of twins.




BOJAN



(remembers)


So, you met them. I put 


them up in there. From Sarajevo. 


Poor girls, everyone in their family


was killed. I thought - empty house, 


they’ll fix it, spiff it up. 



(winks)


They have good personalities, too.




ALEKSANDAR


You’ll never change.




BOJAN



(sentimentally)


Hey, Aleks, Aleks…!

The two cousins look at each other proudly, silently, for a short moment.

Out of affection, but also chiding, Bojan slaps Aleksandar.




BOJAN


Sixteen years I haven’t 


seen you, you - ass! 

Mitre approaches.

Aleksandar offers his hand.




ALEKSANDAR


Hello, Mitre.




MITRE



(reaches for 



Aleksandar’s gun)


You took this from my 


nephew, I believe.




ALEKSANDAR



(gives him the gun)


I should’ve kicked his ass. 

Put the guns somewhere 


safe, damn it.

EXT./INT. YARD - BOJAN’S HOUSE - DAY

Bojan’s mother, aunt Cveta is making pindzur - a salad - on the balcony. 

Bojan and Aleksandar enter the yard, IN BACKGROUND.

BOJAN

(shouts)

Mum! Look who I got for you!

Aunt Cveta turns around, tries to recognize Aleksandar, but she can’t. She smiles anyway, just in case.




BOJAN (cont’d)


Do you recognize him?




AUNT CVETA


I can’t see from here, 


I need my glasses.




BOJAN


Come, quickly, come down.

Aunt Cveta wipes her hands, leaves the balcony.

Neda approaches Bojan. She is holding a boy in her hands, GORAN. 




BOJAN



(to Aleksandar)


This is my wife, Neda. 



(about the boy)


And this here is Goran. 


Big dick, like daddy. 

Aunt Cveta shows up in the yard, down from the balcony. She approaches. 




BOJAN (cont’d)



(about Aleksandar)


Do you recognize 


this cowboy, Mum?

Aunt Cveta slowly examines Aleksandar, adjusting her thick glasses.

She finally recognizes him, and a pathetic sigh escapes her lungs. 




AUNT CVETA


Ohhh! Aleks! My Aleks! 


Ohhh, sweet baby!

Aunt Cveta hugs Aleksandar, covers him with wet kisses, embraces him. Her voice is trembling, she is exhilarated, almost frantic. 




AUNT CVETA


My Aleks!

Bojan grins.

EXT. YARD - BOJAN’S HOUSE - DAY

A few relatives and friends have gathered around a table underneath the old oak. Aleksandar’s homecoming becomes a small family celebration, since the news of his arrival had spread very quickly. 

His relatives and friends are sincerely happy to see Aleksandar in their midst: Zdrave, DR. SASO, KATE, Mitre, Stojan...

Aleksandar feels warm around the heart, even though his smile is a little awkward and confused.

Children observe them from behind the fence, women walk through the yard with children in tow.

Grandpa BLAGOJ looks on from across. 

Drinks and food cover the table.




BOJAN



(toasting)


Welcome.




ALEKSANDAR


Thank you, all.




ZDRAVE


Cheers.




AUNT CVETA


Let me say something.



(pauses)


And may we gather again 


next year with a bride. 


And a kid on the way.




BOJAN


He’s got brides in England. 


Many brides. 

They toast.

Kate brings snacks. As she starts serving, she passes Bojan. He fondles her behind, but discreetly, so that no one can see them. Kate gives him a dirty look. 

Aleksandar notices them. Bojan winks at him.




ALEKSANDAR



(to Zdrave)


Say, cousin - do you 


ever run into Hana?




MITRE


What do you need her for? She’s 


one of them. Not enough our girls?




ALEKSANDAR


Why does that matter?




MITRE


You’ll see why when her father 

cuts off your dick.

Zdrave and Bojan laugh.

Bojan’s little boy Goran crawls under the table, playing around the men’s feet; they wear shoes and rubber boots. Stojan wears silver Nike’s.




ZDRAVE


She was married, but her husband 


died in a car crash last year. 




BOJAN


She’s got a gorgeous daughter. 




ZDRAVE


Where the hell did you 


see her daughter? You go 


to their village?




BOJAN


Hangs out near the sheep.




ZDRAVE


You should bring her by 


the shack sometime. Don’t be so selfish.

Zdrave laughs.




MITRE


Damn Albanians... breed like rabbits. 


Pretty soon they’ll take over.

Aleksandar gives him a dirty look.




STOJAN



(sheepishly)


Five hundred years slavery...




AUNT CVETA



(brings more food)


Enough of that rubbish now. 


No one’s taking over anything.

Guests are gathering for a village wedding in another yard in the BACKGROUND.

Zdrave lights a cigarette, offers Aleksandar.




ALEKSANDAR


Thanks. I don’t smoke.




ZDRAVE


C’mon, loosen up.

Aleksandar accepts the cigarette. Zdrave reaches to light it for him.




ALEKSANDAR


Later.

Zdrave puts down the lighter.

Aleksandar leaves the cigarette on the table.




ZDRAVE


How long are you staying?




ALEKSANDAR


Till further notice.




BOJAN


We’ll help you spiff up the house. 


You gotta fix up the roof-tiles, 


put in new windows...




DR. SASO



(sarcastically; 



with raised glass)


To the new roof-tiles.

Heavy DRUM BEAT (o.s.).

EXT. VILLAGE CEMETERY - DAY

A DRUMMER has placed his big Macedonian drum on top of a grave and plays the oppressive rhythm, driving it into the grave, inviting the dead to the wedding in this pagan ritual.

EXT. ALEKSANDAR’S VILLAGE - STREET - YARD - DAY

HORNS join the drums, ON CAMERA.

A village wedding.

People crowd the narrow streets of the steep village. Some take part in the festivities, some watch.

Guests in traditional clothes walk out of the old wooden gate, one by one. 

They are leading a white horse. The bride in a lavish traditional clothes rides the horse sidesaddle.

Someone sweated many hours over the gorgeous costume: the fine red embroidery must weigh at least thirty pounds.

Gold coins hang from the bride’s hat. 

Her expression is traditionally compliant and submissive.

The guests slowly dance around the bride, as if in a sleepy trance. 

The HORNS let out atavistic sounds over the heavy syncopated beat. 

The drummer sweats in the sun. 

The sound of this music feels as if it comes from an unreal land.

The bride secretly tries to swat a fly.

More guests join in.

Villagers have gathered around the bridal procession.

The twins wave at Aleksandar, he smiles back.

Children cheerfully run around.

Aleksandar, Bojan, Zdrave, Kate and Dr. Saso observe from a hill, fanning themselves from the heat. The men are tipsy. Bojan plays cool, rocking back and forth on his chair.




BOJAN



(to Aleksandar)


Take pictures of our wedding.

Show the world how we have fun. 

He offers him a drink.




DR. SASO


Like the world gives 


a damn how we have fun.

A UN vehicle stops. Three “blue helmets” step out, observe for a few moments, take pictures, then leave. 




DR. SASO (cont’d)


Observers. Problem solved. 


Next week they are back. 


With pictures. 

Bojan flips over in his chair, falls on his back.

Dr. Saso glances over, does a deadpan double-take and ignores Bojan’s fall.




DR. SASO (cont’d)



(back to Aleksandar)


Make pictures, not war.

The wedding folk MUSIC gets more frenzied.

INT. ALEKSANDAR’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Aleksandar is lying in his bed, a wet cloth on his forehead. He is hung-over and quietly moans in pain. 

The wedding MUSIC still seems to reverberate in OUR EARS.

CRICKETS. 

The twins GIGGLE softly in the other room (o.s.), tuning the RADIO (o.s.).  A RED HOT CHILLY PEPPERS song.

The door opens. Light falls on Aleksandar. He covers his eyes in pain.

A woman’s silhouette appears at the door.

Kate.




KATE


You got smashed?




ALEKSANDAR


I got smashed.



(rises slightly 



in his bed)


Who are you?




KATE


It’ll come to you later.

She approaches, puts her hand on his forehead.




ALEKSANDAR


Kate? Is that you?




KATE


You never knew when to stop.




ALEKSANDAR


To stop... to stop... or not to stop... 


The stop of all stops.




KATE


Move over.

Aleksandar makes room for her.

Kate gets in bed next to him.

They are silent.

She rolls over and kisses his ear-lobe.




ALEKSANDAR


Don’t.

She turns over. They are both lying on their backs, looking at the ceiling.




KATE


You still dreaming of Hana?




ALEKSANDAR


Still.




KATE


She’s a widow now.




ALEKSANDAR


I’m a divorcee.




KATE


Yes?




ALEKSANDAR


And you?




KATE


I am nothing. A teacher.




ALEKSANDAR


You got anyone?

Kate kisses him on the forehead.




KATE


Sleep. You need it.

She exits.

Aleksandar covers his eyes from the painful light.

EXT. LAKE - DAY

The placid lake rests in the palm of the blue mountains.

EXT. MOUNTAIN - PASTURE - SHEEP FOLD - DAY

A sheep pen is tucked in underneath the proud mountains. 

Only the whiteness of the hunched sheep breaks up the monotony of the green carpet. 

Dr. Saso is delivering a lamb.

The shepherd Bojan hovers nervously around him.

Aleksandar approaches from below.




DR. SASO



(to Aleksandar)


You’re nowhere to be found - 


and then you disappear.




ALEKSANDAR


Doc, I got drunk as a skunk.




DR. SASO


It’s good for your liver.




ALEKSANDAR


What liver? Long gone.




BOJAN


You forgot how to drink in England. 



(smiles)


They got the best girls there.




ALEKSANDAR



(to Dr. Saso)


What is it gonna be - a boy or a girl?

Dr. Saso struggles around the sheep.




DR. SASO



(to Bojan)


Say, Bojan, go get some 


booze for our artist here.



(to Aleksandar)


It don’t matter what it is, 


as long as he’s healthy.




BOJAN


I got none here, Doc.




DR. SASO


So, run home, then. We’ll  deliver her 


without you. You didn’t panic this 


much when your wife was having a baby.

INSERT - EXT. SHEEP FOLD - DAY - ESTABLISHING

Two girls observe Aleksandar, Bojan and Dr. Saso from a distance, far underneath the mountain. One of them is holding a pitch-fork. The other one is wearing a red scarf. It is Zamira. She is IN FOREGROUND, IN SOFT FOCUS.

INSERT - INT./EXT. SHEEP FOLD - SHACK - BOJAN

Dr. Saso, Aleksandar and Bojan are SEEN from inside the shack, THROUGH THE open door. A machine gun hangs inside the shack. 

Bojan is leaving, grumbling.

He spots the girls watching from a distance.

He smiles and takes off.

BACK TO SCENE

Dr. Saso is helping the sheep.




DR. SASO



(about Bojan)


What a bore this cousin of yours.



(pauses)


Where’s the English girl?




ALEKSANDAR


Dumped me.




DR. SASO


She got it finally.




ALEKSANDAR


She got it.

Both hands busy with the sheep, Dr. Saso points with his chin at a pack of cigarettes in his breast pocket. Aleksandar pulls out one and lights it for Dr. Saso, puts it in his mouth.




ALEKSANDAR


I feel as if I left yesterday. 


But the pictures are weird:


gates, the old oak, some corners, 


the post office, faces... 


Pictures — they are the same 


as before, but my eyes have 


changed. As if I’ve put 


a new filter on the lens. 


I feel safe here, comfortable. 

Aleksandar crouches next to the sheep, pats her on the head.




ALEKSANDAR (cont’d)



(to the sheep)


Push... Push...




DR. SASO


You know where’s comfortable? 


England, America... where they


don’t shoot, that’s where 


it’s comfortable. 

Dr. Saso finishes with the delivery of the lamb.

He is holding a little lamb in his hands.

Blood drips on the back of the sheep. Red drops on the white wool.




DR. SASO



(to the lamb 



and the sheep)


There, cheers. Brava! A girl.




ALEKSANDAR


They shoot more over there. 


You can’t imagine the 


shoot-outs I’ve seen. 




DR. SASO


I know, we follow you in the papers.  

Vietnam, Beirut, El Salvador. 

Aleksandar pours water for Dr. Saso to wash his hands.




DR. SASO


Will these hands ne’er be clean?




ALEKSANDAR


Vietnam was before my time.




DR. SASO


Same shit.

INSERT - WATER DRAIN

The bloody water goes down the improvised water drain.

BACK TO SCENE

Dr. Saso slicks back his hair.




ALEKSANDAR


Same sheet.

Distant DRUMMING.

EXT. MOUNTAIN - CLEARING - DAY

The drummer is beating his drum high up on the horizon. He is wearing a mailman’s uniform.

Aleksandar pours milk from a big can into two glasses. 




DR. SASO 


I’ve saved a pile of clippings 


for you. I taped a show about 


you on the VCR when you 


won the Pulitzer. Our man made 


it in the big world.

Aleksandar hands one glass of milk to Dr. Saso, who shakes his head.




ALEKSANDAR



They won’t start shooting here, 


the people are too peaceful.

They walk off towards a clearing behind the fold. During the course of the conversation, Aleksandar drinks both glasses.




DR. SASO


That’s what they used to say 


about Bosnia. Now the West 


is watching a circus, waiting


till they slaughter each other 


to the last one. 

IN BACKGROUND, on a distant slope beneath Aleksandar and Dr. Saso, Bojan and two figures walk away. One of the small figures is Zamira.




ALEKSANDAR


There’s nothing to fight 


for here, Doc.



DR. SASO


They’ll find something.

Goran, Bojan’s little boy runs up to them. He has Aleksandar’s ancient water gun. Dr. Saso picks him up and puts him on his shoulders.




ALEKSANDAR


How’s Hana?




DR. SASO


Haven’t seen her in a while. 


We split in two: our village - 


their village. People give 


each other nasty looks. 




ALEKSANDAR


And we lived so well together...




DR. SASO


It was a different country. 


Every leap year - new landlord.

Neda, Bojan’s wife, approaches.




NEDA


Have you seen Bojan?




DR. SASO


You just missed him.




ALEKSANDAR



(to Dr. Saso)


I’ll go see Hana.




DR. SASO


Go, but behave yourself. 


Keep it in your pants. 


Things have changed.

EXT. LAKE - SMALL CHURCH - DAY - ESTABLISHING

Aleksandar slowly appears from around the rocks. IN BACKGROUND, THE CAMERA REVEALS the little old red-brick church perched up on the edge of the cliff.

EXT. MOUNTAIN BRIDGE - DAY

Aleksandar slowly crosses the bridge.

The river resounds loudly way down underneath.

The rocky canyon echoes.

EXT. THE NEIGHBORING MOSLEM VILLAGE - DAY

Aleksandar enters the village. 

A white mosque towers over the old houses.

Dogs bark. 

Aleksandar passes an old man with a white cap, seated on a rock.

He nods to the man.




ALEKSANDAR


Good day.

The man subtly nods back.

Aleksandar continues through the village. 

No people in the streets.

An Opel with German license plates in front of an old stone house.

A silhouette comes up behind Aleksandar.

He walks down a narrow alley.

Two boys appear from around a wall, Sefer and RAMIZ.




ALEKSANDAR (cont’d)


Good day.




SEFER


Where are you going?




ALEKSANDAR


To Hana. 




SEFER


Which Hana?




ALEKSANDAR



Hana Halili.




SEFER


What do you have to do with her?

Ramiz unbuttons his jacket with one hand, aiming for nonchalance, yet trying to show the machine-gun slung over his shoulder under the jacket. 

Aleksandar notices the machine-gun.




ALEKSANDAR


We’re old friends, from 


high school. Haven’t seen 


each other in sixteen years. 


I just wanted to say hello. 



(shows three 



little packages)


I’m bringing presents for 


her children... and husband.

Sefer and Ramiz scrutinize him skeptically.




ALEKSANDAR (cont’d)


Check with her. Tell her 


that Aleksandar is back. 


From London.

The two are looking at him with suspicion, but softer now.




ALEKSANDAR (cont’d)


I don’t mean harm, I just wanted 


to pay my respect. 

Sefer and Ramiz WHISPER quietly in Albanian.

Aleksandar watches them silently.




ALEKSANDAR (cont’d)


Ask her father, Zekir.

The two glance at each other.




SEFER


Stay here.

Sefer gives Ramiz a sign with his eyes. Ramiz leaves.

Sefer lights a cigarette.




ALEKSANDAR


You going to high school?

Sefer nods, takes a drag.




ALEKSANDAR (cont’d)


Marshal Tito?

Sefer nods again.




ALEKSANDAR (cont’d)


That’s where I went.

They are silent.

The shape of the tall mosque behind Sefer reflects in an odd way the gun he’s holding.

Sefer pulls out the pack of cigarettes, offers Aleksandar one.

Aleksandar accepts it. Sefer lights it for him.

They smoke.

Ramiz returns, gives them a sign to follow him.

EXT. THE NEIGHBORING MOSLEM VILLAGE - STREET - DAY

Sefer, Ramiz and Aleksandar walk towards Hana’s house.

EXT. THE NEIGHBORING MOSLEM VILLAGE - HANA’S YARD - DAY

The house is surrounded by a high wall. 

Zekir is waiting at the gate.




ALEKSANDAR


Good day, papa Zekir.




ZEKIR


Welcome. You are coming 


from far away?




ALEKSANDAR


From very far away.




ZEKIR


Welcome.

Zekir makes room for Aleksandar to come in.

INT. THE NEIGHBORING MOSLEM VILLAGE - HANA’S HOUSE - DAY

The room is modestly furnished.

Aleksandar and Zekir are seated on low pillows.




ZEKIR


How do people live out there, 


in the world?




ALEKSANDAR


For the one who knows how 


to live, it’s good there 


and it’s good here. For the one 


who doesn’t, it’s not good anywhere. 




ZEKIR


Yes, yes.



(with a smile)


I see - you are a diplomat now.




ALEKSANDAR


Such are the times.




ZEKIR


The times... they’re no good. 


No good. Used to be better. 


Blood on their minds.



(looks out the window)


It should rain. It’s time. 

HANA, a tall woman in her forties, enters the room. 

She is carrying a tray in her hands - tea and sweets. 

Aleksandar gets up.

Zekir observes him silently, smokes.




HANA


Welcome.




ALEKSANDAR


Thank you.




HANA



(offers him marmalade)


Help yourself.




ALEKSANDAR


Thank you.

Hana offers tea to her father. He silently takes it.

Behind them, in the hallway, a silhouette of a young girl crosses over. Alia, Hana’s teenage son, pulls her away.

Hana looks up at Aleksandar, then looks down and walks out of the room.




ZEKIR


Hope it rains.




ALEKSANDAR


It must - sooner or later.

They are silent.

Aleksandar brings out gifts for Hana’s children.




ALEKSANDAR


For the children.



(pulls out another)


This was for the husband. 


I didn’t know he passed away.




ZEKIR


Last year, in a car accident.




ALEKSANDAR


God rest his soul.




ZEKIR



God rest his soul.

Aleksandar hands the presents to Zekir.




ZEKIR



(shouts)


Alia!

Hana’s son, Alia, shows at the door. A teenager with a familiar, anguished face.




ZEKIR (cont’d)



(to Aleksandar)


Alia, my grandson.

Alia approaches with a grim expression. Aleksandar offers him the gifts.




ZEKIR


Say thank you.




ALIA



(to Aleksandar; 



with unexpected, 



tough bitterness)


What are you doing here?

Unpleasant silence creeps over the scene.




ZEKIR



(sternly)


Take your sister’s gift to her.




ALIA



(to Aleksandar;



through clenched teeth) 

You shouldn’t have come.



(pauses)


I’ll cut your throat.

Alia turns on his heels and walks out.




ZEKIR



(to Aleksandar)


The children today.



(pauses)


The times have changed.




ALEKSANDAR


Same with my own cousins.

Aleksandar gives Zekir the present which was meant for Hana’s husband.




ALEKSANDAR


This was for Hana’s husband. 


You take it.

Zekir accepts it. Opens it.

There is an old-fashioned Zippo lighter in the box.




ALEKSANDAR


Like in the American movies.

He offers Aleksandar a cigarette, Aleksandar accepts it. Zekir lights it with the Zippo lighter.




ZEKIR


You are good.

EXT. THE NEIGHBORING MOSLEM VILLAGE - HANA’S YARD - DAY

Aleksandar is leaving.

He stops on a small hill, turns around.

From the window of her house, Hana observes.

EXT. ALEKSANDAR’S VILLAGE - POST OFFICE - DAY

The local post office is located in a modest house.

The mailman gets off the bike and enters the building, the drum hanging from the side.

INT. POST OFFICE - DAY

The mailman enters and starts filing his letters. A Red Hot Chilly Peppers SONG on the radio (o.s.). The phone rings.

A BOSSY double-chinned CLERK answers.




BOSSY CLERK


Hello.





           INTERCUT WITH:

EXT./INT. LONDON - ANNE’S FLAT - DAY

Anne is on the phone, SEEN FROM outside through the window. 

During the conversation, she walks behind the light curtain, appears in one window, then in the next, then turns around and disappears behind the wall.




ANNE


Could I speak with 


Aleksandar Kirkov, please?




BOSSY CLERK



(confused)


Uhm... No English...



(picks up in 



broken German)


Aleksandar Kirkov not here.




ANNE


Could I leave a message for him?




BOSSY CLERK


No Aleksandar now.




ANNE



(tries French)


Could I leave a message please?

The clerk hangs up.

EXT. LAKE - DAY

Aleksandar hurries along a narrow path.

In the background, the lake glistens in the sun.

INT. ALEKSANDAR’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Aleksandar is writing an address on an envelope. 

The blue screen of a small laptop glows in the dark like a mechanical eye.

Aleksandar pulls out three photographs. He examines them.

INSERT - THREE PHOTOGRAPHS - CLOSE-UP

on the photos he was looking at in Brixton: a man is shooting another man. The first man’s gun is pointed at the back of the second man’s head. Point blank. The second man hunches, tries to hide his head between his shoulders, but once he’s shot, he falls down to the pavement.

BACK TO SCENE

Aleksandar looks at the monitor displaying the letter he has written.

INSERT - PHOTOGRAPHS AND MONITOR

His fingers slowly shuffle the three pictures in front of his letter to Anne displayed on the monitor.




ALEKSANDAR (V.O.)


Dear Anne, last week I told you 


I killed. I got friendly with this 


militiaman and complained I wasn’t 


getting anything exciting. He said, 


“No problem,” pulled a prisoner out of 


a line and shot him on the spot. 


“Did you get that?” he asked me.



(stresses) 


I did. 



(pauses)


I took sides. My camera 


killed a man. 

BACK TO SCENE

Aleksandar prints the letter. It comes out of a portable printer.




ALEKSANDAR




(pauses)


I never gave those pictures


to the agency, never showed 


them to anyone. 

Aleksandar places the three photos, the negative and the letter in the envelope. He licks the envelope and seals it.

INT. ALEKSANDAR’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Aleksandar is stretched out on his back.

Moonlight through the window.

A mild smile on his lips.

INT. ALEKSANDAR’S HOUSE - MORNING

SCREAMING AND WAILING (o.s.) awake Aleksandar.

He springs up.

EXT. BOJAN’S YARD - MORNING

A few neighbors - men and women - have gathered in the yard, looking in from the door.

WAILING AND LAMENTING come from the house (o.s.).

Aleksandar races into the yard.

INT. BOJAN’S HOUSE - MORNING

Aunt Cveta, Neda and Donka are wailing and lamenting. 

Bojan’s body is stretched out on the bed.

Two large red circles are spreading across his white shirt, like a huge vampire bite in his chest.

Aleksandar is standing frozen at the door.

A FLY BUZZES in the air.

It lands on Bojan’s mouth.

Kate tries to run inside, unintentionally pushes Aleksandar at the door, dashes in and hugs aunt Cveta.

Aleksandar is rubbing his forehead, as if to wake up from this scene.

Then he starts lowering his hands in front of his face, and freezes them there for a moment, as if holding a camera. 

He CLICKS the imaginary camera with his fingers.

INSERT - ALEKSANDAR’S P.O.V. - BOJAN’S ROOM

The women are crying over Bojan’s body.

BACK TO SCENE

Aleksandar is standing at the door. Goran, Bojan’s little boy runs behind him. An aunt picks him up. 

Dr. Saso approaches.




DR. SASO


What happened?

Dr. Saso enters, tries to find Bojan’s pulse. He opens Bojan’s eye with two fingers.

Gets up. Shakes his head, sighing quietly. 

Returns to Aleksandar.




DR. SASO


Trouble.

EXT. BOJAN’S YARD - DAY

Aleksandar and Dr. Saso are walking away from the house. A mob in the yard. Villagers, neighbors, the policeman SLAVKO, a priest, ambulance... 

Aleksandar and Dr. Saso run into Zdrave, METODI, Mitre, Stojan... 

The men are sweating, their shirts are dirty, and they all carry brand new machine-guns, Uzis, Kalashnikovs, AK-47s...




ALEKSANDAR


Where?

They stop.




ZDRAVE



(angrily, holding 


back the tears) 


I’ll strangle her with 


my own hands.




ALEKSANDAR


Zdrave... easy now.




MITRE


The children saw her with him. 


This morning... Whore.

Zdrave turns around, faces away from Aleksandar, then turns back to him with tears and wrath in his eyes..




ZDRAVE


One of theirs... a whore... 


With a pitchfork.

IN THE BACKGROUND, behind the group, Aleksandar notices Slavko, the policeman. Slavko glances in their direction, then turns around and slowly walks back into the house, as if he hasn’t seen them at all. 

Aleksandar looks into their eyes.

They are livid.




ZDRAVE


You want a gun?




ALEKSANDAR


Maybe later.




STOJAN


We’ll be up at the shack.

They leave. Mitre stays behind.

Aleksandar sees the twins IN THE BACKGROUND, holding each other emotionally. Azra spots Aleksandar and shakes her head sadly. 

Aleksandar turns to Dr. Saso.

Dr. Saso lights a cigarette, offers Aleksandar.




DR. SASO


I told you.

Aleksandar sits down next to Dr. Saso, then gets up nervously, starts to pace.

A beehive in the BACKGROUND, behind Dr. Saso.

Dr. Saso offers him a cigarette again.




DR. SASO


Here, poison yourself.




ALEKSANDAR


Where did they get 


those guns - we don’t even 


have money for bread.




DR. SASO


You haven’t seen anything yet. 


This is just the infantry. 


We’re in synch with the world.

Aleksandar accepts the cigarette.




ALEKSANDAR


Where is the UN - 


the blue helmets - now?




DR. SASO


They’ll be back next week 


to bury the dead. 



(points at Aleksandar)


Just watch, don’t touch. 


You’re not from ‘round here.




ALEKSANDAR


You’re crazy, too.




DR. SASO


That’s correct. I’m still here, 


in this asylum.

Mitre approaches them.

He hands a gun to Aleksandar.




MITRE


Take it. It’s time to collect. 



(spits)


Five centuries of our blood. 

Aleksandar gets up and departs silently, leaving Mitre speechless.

The bells TOLL (o.s.).

Mitre turns to Trajce, who is looking at a sick bird on the ground. Mitre cuffs him on the back of the head. Trajce swings around to face the gun Mitre is offering him.




MITRE 


Let’s go.

Trajce is flustered, a scared grimace runs across his dirty face.

Mitre gives him the gun, and Trajce accepts it. 

EXT. MOUNTAIN BRIDGE - DAY

Aleksandar is standing on the bridge.

He’s smoking.

The river roars underneath.

INT. ALEKSANDAR’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Aleksandar is lying on his back.

Women LAMENTING nearby (o.s.).

The red amber of his cigarette glows in the darkness as he inhales and exhales.

A NIGHTINGALE (o.s.).

A silhouette enters the room.

Aleksandar opens his eyes.




ALEKSANDAR


Hana?




HANA


It’s me.

Aleksandar sits up in his bed.

She is not there.

It was just a dream.

He goes back to sleep.

He stares at the ceiling.

He opens his eyes, springs up abruptly.

Hana is standing in front of him - for real. This time it’s not a dream.

He wants to make sure it really is Hana.

He extends his hand.

She accepts it.

He shivers from the touch.

She smiles at him.

He smiles back at her.




ALEKSANDAR


How are you?




HANA


Bad.

Aleksandar gets up.




ALEKSANDAR


Tell me.




HANA


My daughter. She’s missing.

Aleksandar embraces her.  Hana puts her head on his shoulder. 




HANA


Your cousin.




ALEKSANDAR


Zdrave?




HANA


Zdrave.

She moves back from the embrace.

They look at each other in silence.




HANA


Do you see what’s happening


with our people? 




ALEKSANDAR



(dryly)


I do.




HANA


It’s not for watching.



(pauses, stresses)


Help me. As if she were yours.

Hana has a tear on her cheek.

She slowly takes Aleksandar’s hand. Gently touches it with her lips.

She leaves.

The room is empty.

Moonlit landscape framed in the window.

CRICKETS (o.s.).

Aleksandar VOMITS in the bathroom (o.s.).

Aleksandar goes to the window and looks outside. 

He reaches for a cigarette. The box is empty. 

Aleksandar remembers the cigarettes from his childhood. He moves the cupboard and finds a crumpled newspaper behind it. He unwraps it under the weak moonlight. 

INSERT - NEWSPAPER

“NOVA MAKEDONIJA” from 1977.

A heavy HEADLINE on the crumpling front page about Yugoslavia, Tito, brotherhood and unity. Independence Day.

BACK TO SCENE

Aleksandar finds an old pack of cigarettes wrapped in the yellow newspaper, then crumples the newspaper and throws it away. 

He lights an ancient cigarette. 

He finds an old record by “INDEXI,” puts it on.

He is looking out the window and smoking. 

Fireflies.

He coughs.

Eerie LIGHTNING outside briefly illuminates the village and the mountains.

Ominous THUNDER (o.s.).

Right after the thunder, cannons can be HEARD BLASTING somewhere far away (o.s.). This sound is uncannily similar to the thunder. 

Dust falls from Aleksandar’s ceiling. 

INT. ALEKSANDAR’S HOUSE - NIGHT - LATER

Aleksandar pulls out the three photographs of the point-blank murder, looks at them.

He rips them with determination.

He washes his hands in a basin.

EXT. ROUGH MOUNTAIN - DAWN

Dark clouds.

Aleksandar slowly, but surely climbs up the steep hill.

Sharp peaks in the BACKGROUND.

Birds CHIRP loudly (o.s.).

EXT. MOUNTAIN - PASTURE - SHEEP FOLD - MORNING

Aleksandar approaches the pasture.

Fire burns in front of the pagan wood-and-mud structure. 

The warm glow flickers against the blue dawn.

Trajce is asleep against the wall. He has hugged the gun, and snores loudly.

Aleksandar quietly steps over him and walks into the little shack. 

INT. PASTURE - SHEEP FOLD - SHACK - MORNING

Aleksandar enters. Looks around.

A few men are asleep under their fur coats and blankets.

Aleksandar inspects the place silently.

He spots an improvised curtain made of rough blankets. 

He approaches, lifts up the curtain.

A girl lies curled up in the corner. A shadow covers her face, but a weak light illuminates her hands, tightly tied with her red scarf.

Aleksandar crouches down next to her.

She is terrified.

It is Zamira.

He unties her hands.

He takes her by the hand to lead her out of the shack.

He turns around.

Both Aleksandar and Zamira jump back, startled and frightened.

The ominous figure of Zdrave stands in front of them, a machine-gun in his sweaty hands. 




ZDRAVE



(recognizes him,



relaxes)


Cousin... I almost killed you.

Aleksandar starts to leave with the girl.




ZDRAVE


Where’re you off to?




ALEKSANDAR


Shame on you.




ZDRAVE


What?




ALEKSANDAR


You’re showing off... 


bullying children.




ZDRAVE


Those children killed my brother.




ALEKSANDAR


How do you know? There’s police, 


courts, let them decide.




ZDRAVE


Cousin, you left here a long 


time ago, you don’t know how it 


goes... Look after yourself.




ALEKSANDAR


I do, that’s why. I can’t live 


with myself when I see you 


like this. 

Zdrave reaches to take Zamira’s hand. Aleksandar slaps Zdrave’s hand. 

They stare at each other harshly and without words.

Aleksandar leaves for the door.

Zdrave steps in his way.

Aleksandar slaps him.

Zdrave staggers from the blow, Aleksandar walks through the door. He is tightly holding Zamira’s hand and leading her with him.

EXT. MOUNTAIN - PASTURE - SHEEP FOLD - MORNING

Aleksandar and Zamira are walking away from the shack. They are moving with brisk steps.




ZDRAVE (O.S.)



Cousin!

Aleksandar squeezes her hand tighter, continues down the hill. 

Zdrave is standing at the door of the shack. Trajce is standing next to him, sleepy and confused.




ZDRAVE (cont’d)


Aleks, stop!

Aleksandar goes on, doesn’t turn around. He is slowly disappearing down the slope.

The men run out of the shack, still sleepy. Zdrave looks at them. Provoked by their appearance, Zdrave gets more assertive, turns around and grabs the machine gun out of Trajce’s hands. 




ZDRAVE (cont’d)


Aleks, I’ll shoot! Turn around!

Aleksandar stops, but does not turn around. He is standing there. 

He slowly turns around.

He has a smile on his face.




ALEKSANDAR


Shoot, cousin! Shoot!

He turns back and continues downhill.

Trajce laughs like an idiot.

Zdrave glances at Trajce, then at the other men by the door. Zdrave’s face wrenches in a grimace.

He grabs the machine-gun tighter.

He starts shooting.

The girl screams.

The shots ECHO in the mountains.

The birds FALL SILENT (o.s.).

Aleksandar stops. He stands in place.

He continues.

Zdrave fires again.

Aleksandar walks. Then he sways. Continues to walk. He staggers and walks. 

His body gives in, and he falls down.




ZDRAVE


Aleks!

Aleksandar is on the ground. He tries to get up and looks at Zamira.

Fear covers her face. The same large eyes are wide open, pleading and panicking. She is staring at Aleksandar. 




ALEKSANDAR


Run!

She is staring at him, silent.




ALEKSANDAR (cont’d)


Run! Go!

She turns around and starts to run. She turns back and looks at him.

Zdrave fires at her.




ZDRAVE


Whore! 

She starts running even faster, running towards the wood. 

Zdrave is shooting after her, but she is too far away.

She comes to the forest, stops, turns around. 

Aleksandar is on the ground.

Zamira is looking at him from behind a tree.

Aleksandar smiles. Blood starts coming out of his mouth and he collapses on the ground.

Zamira turns around and runs away.

EXT. WOOD - MORNING

Zamira is running through the forest.

EXT. MOUNTAIN - PASTURE - SHEEP FOLD - MORNING

Zdrave runs to Aleksandar, turns him over on his back.




ZDRAVE


Don’t you worry, Aleks. 


You’ll be just fine.




ALEKSANDAR



Shoot, cousin. Shoot.

Aleksandar smiles broadly.

It THUNDERS (o.s.).

Aleksandar is looking at the sky.

 INSERT - ALEKSANDAR’S P.O.V. – SKY

Clouds in the sky.

BACK TO SCENE

Aleksandar is almost gone.




ALEKSANDAR


Look.

It THUNDERS again (o.s.).

Zdrave looks up at the sky.

While Zdrave is looking at the grim sky, Aleksandar dies. 

He is dead, but a satisfied smile dances on his face.

EXT. WOOD - MORNING

Zamira is running through the forest.

Her legs are carrying her tirelessly. She avoids the trees and runs faster and faster.

A branch smacks her painfully across the forehead. She lets out a cry and puts her hand on the wound. It’s bleeding. She wipes off the blood and licks her fingers. Like a cat. 

EXT. SMALL CHURCH - DAY

Zamira runs out of the wood.

Below, a wide vista opens up: the little church on the steep cliff. The sun is rising through clouds over the drowsy lake. It THUNDERS (o.s.).

A drop falls.

She stretches out her hand to check for rain.

It begins to rain.

Slowly at first, then harder.

It’s pouring.

The SOUND of the raindrops drumming on the leaves and on the dry earth is loud. 

The raindrops drench Zamira. She is looking up at the sky. The rain is soaking her. She does not protest, nor defend herself, just looks up. 

Zamira starts off towards the little church in the distance. THE CAMERA TRACKS with her and REVEALS Marko and Cyril.

EXT.  MONASTERY - GARDEN - DAY - CLOSE

on two rough hands as they pick juicy ripe tomatoes.

Cyril is the one picking tomatoes in the monastery garden.

He slaps himself on the neck, killing a fly.

Marko approaches. He comes to Cyril. 




MARKO


It’s going to rain. 


The flies are biting.



(pauses, points 



at the mountains)


It’s raining over there.

CAMERA RACKS FOCUS to the mountains Marko is talking about. Marko and Cyril don’t turn around to look, but THE CAMERA DISCOVERS Zamira way behind them, running out of the woods.

Cyril looks up at Marko.



MARKO (cont’d)


It’s time to go.

Cyril gets up, rubs his hands to scrub off the dust.

Marko offers help. 



MARKO (cont’d)


Cyril — take the other one.

Cyril and Marko take the tomato-filled bags and head towards the church.

EXT. MOUNTAIN - MONASTERY - DAY

Zamira climbs down the steep mountainside strewn with barren rocks.

Way BEHIND HER, three silhouettes show up on the ridge.

EXT. MOUNTAIN PATH - DAY

Marko and Cyril are walking down the snake-like path.

It THUNDERS (o.s.).




MARKO 



(looks up at the sky)


It gives me a jolt whenever it 


thunders. Makes me think they’ve 


started shooting here too.

EXT. LAKE - SMALL CHURCH - DAY

Zamira runs down towards the church.

EXT. MOUNTAIN - PASTURE - SHEEP FOLD - DAY

The peasants have gathered silently around Aleksandar’s body. Rain is soaking them.

Stojan turns around and spits on the ground.

Zdrave is weeping.

Mitre takes the gun from Zdrave’s hands and gives it back to Trajce.

The rain falls hard on Aleksandar’s face. The wide smile has frozen on his face, as if he is finally satisfied with his life and that’s why he is laughing. As if he is the only man to die with a smile on his face. 

EXT. SKY - DAY

Clouds.

It rains.




















FADE OUT.
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    Posveteno na dve Vasilki 

i eden Aleksandar

Pred nekolku meseci izleze scenarioto na †Pra​{i​na# kako kniga. Sega izdava~ot se nafati da go ot​pe​~ati i scenarioto za †Pred do`dot#. So toa scenarioto koe e napi{ano prvo izleguva vtoro. Da mu pravi dru{tvo. 

* * * 

Vo skoro site intervjua koi vo poslednite godini od minatiot vek gi davav za vesnici i televizii vo de​se​ti​ci zemji povtoruvav deka †Pred do`dot# ne e do​ku​men​ta​rec nitu za biv{a Jugoslavija, nitu za Makedonija, nitu voop{to. Velev: †Toa mo`e da se vidi i od pristapot kon materijata: snimen e kako bajka; poglednete ja kamerata, ili monta`ata, ili muzikata... Ima glumci vo filmot. Po scenario e sniman, aman!# Koj razbral - raz​bral. Tuka e sega toa scenario, na hartija. 

* * * 

Nekolku raboti od predgovorot za †Pra{ina# mo`at da se odnesuvaat i na ovaa kniga. Zatoa gi pre​pi​{u​vam tuka: 

* * * 

Da ~ita{ scenario e pomalku kako da ~ita{ arhi​tek​tonski plan. Ima stra{no mnogu tehni~ki raboti i ne{ta koi mora{ da si gi zamisli{. Scenarijata obi~no ne se pi{uvaat za literaturno ~itawe. Tie se tehni~ki ski​ci za iden film. 

* * * 

^esto pati za vreme na snimaweto re‘iserot }e pro​meni ne{to. Scenarioto e samo skica, ne i Sveto Pismo. Taka, na krajot, posle snimaweto, skoro sekoga{ ima​te film koj se razlikuva od po~etnoto scenario. Ne​ko​ga{ mnogu, nekoga{ malku, nekoga{ i~. Retko i~. Za vre​me na snimaweto, dodeka se pravat ovie izmeni, skrip​terkata pedantno zapi{uva {to i kako e promeneto. Po​toa go menuva scenarioto. Retrogradno. Na krajot, jas​no, toa scenario ne e isto so ona po~etno scenario od pred snimaweto. Koga }e kupite pe~ateno scenario, v ra​ce go dr‘ite tokmu ona {to ve}e postoi vo samiot film, ona {to likovite go rekle i ona {to kamerata go po​ka​‘a​la, a ne onaa skica po koja site po~nale da rabotat pred mnogu meseci. 

* * * 

Scenarioto sodr‘ano vo ovaa kniga e vistinsko sce​nario. So drugi zborovi, scenariovo ne e doteruvano spo​red zavr{eniot film. V race ja dr‘ite onaa verzija spo​red koja po~navme da go snimame filmot. (Idejata za †Pred do‘dot# se rodi vo vtorata polovina na 1991. Pet​te strani~ki koi Sajmon Peri od Briti{ skrin re{i da gi poddr‘i vo 1992 stanaa scenario vo januari 1993. Im treba{e samo dve nedeli da porasnat od pet na stotina i ku​sur. Istata godina i snimavme, a filmot go zavr{ivme vo 1994. Ova e poslednata verzija, po koja po~navme da sni​mame, a koja mnogu malku se razlikuva od prvata.) Za vre​me na snimaweto i na monta‘ata smetav deka nekoi ra​boti treba da se promenat, pa gi promeniv. Scenarioto, ne​li, ne e Sveto Pismo. Tie izmeni nema da gi vidite tuka. Ova scenario e zamrznato vo sostojbata pred da po~ne snimaweto (kako fotografija koja gi poka‘uva site doblesti i site maani na migot koga e snimena, a ne na ovoj denes). Zatoa, pak, }e vidite nekolku sceni koi po​stoeja vo scenarioto, koi duri i gi snimivme, ama za koi vo monta‘ata re{iv deka ne treba da vlezat vo fil​mot. Kako i da e, smetav deka da se menuva scenarioto po​sle snimen film e kako deset godini posle matura da se vrati{ vo starata gimnazija za da si gi popravi{ ocen​kite. Ne odi...
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Pred do`dot e, koga muvite ka​​sa​at kako kamikazi, koga pti​cite ni​sko letaat, a ne​bo​to visnalo nad glava crno, te{​ko i bremeno, koga site boi se izmieni vo sivo, pri​du​{eni i jaki, a sepak pro​ni​`a​​ni so prodorna silina.

Samo {to ne se raspuknalo.

Te{ko is~ekuvawe, vreme pred ne​{to golemo da ja ob​ze​me sli​ka​ta, kadarot, ritamot, boite, svet​li​nata, muzikata i li​ko​vi​te.

A prikaskata odi brgu, pobrgu duri i od zborovi.

PRV DEL
ODTEMNUVAWE:

EKST. NEBO - DEN

Oblaci.

PO^ETOK NA [PICATA

DVOJNO EKSPONIRAN vrz oblacite e CITATOT:

†So pisok begaat ptici preku crnoto nebo, lu|eto mol~at, krvta me boli od ~ekawe.#





          Me{a Selimovi}

EKST. MANASTIR - BAV^A - DEN - KRUPNO

vrz dve grubi race koi berat so~ni, zreli domati.

[PICATA NA FILMOT ZAPO^NUVA VO DVOJNA EKSPOZICIJA VRZ

racete koi berat domati.

Domatite se stasani i samite otpa|aat pri najmal dopir. Gran~e se potkr{uva. Dvete race zemaat malo stap~e i go  potpiraat za da mu pomognat da zarasne.

Racete potem prodol`uvaat da gi berat domatite i da gi ostavaat na zemja, vo suvata pra{ina.

KRAJ NA NAJAVNATA [PICA NA FILMOT.

TELOP:

†PRV DEL#

†ZBOROVI#

KIRIL, mlad golobrad kalu|er, 18 godini, e onoj {to be​re domati vo manastirskata bav~a.

Se plesnuva po vratot, otepuva muva.

EKST. EZERO - MANASTIR - DEN

MARKO, star kalu|er, se simnuva po strmnata planinska   pateka me|u jalovite, ostri karpi.

Beliot manastir se vgnezdil vo surovite steni.

EKST. MANASTIR - GRADINA - DEN

Kiril gi spu{ta domatite vo pra{inata koga Marko naiduva. Liceto na Marko e blagorodno i grubo kako |on.




MARKO


]e vrne.  Muvite kasaat.



(pauza,

 

poka`uva kon planinite)


Gore ve}e vrne.

Kiril poglednuva kon Marko.




MARKO (prodol`.)


Vreme e.

Kiril stanuva, gi trie racete da gi is~isti od zemja.

Marko podava raka da mu pomogne.




MARKO


Ne, Kire - drugata zemi ja.

Kiril i Marko gi zemaat torbite so domati i poa|aat kon  crkvata.

EKST.  PLANINSKI PAT - DEN

Marko i Kiril odat nadolu po zmiulestata pateka.

GRMI (off).

Se slu{a crkovno POEWE (off).




MARKO



(poglednuva

 

kon neboto)


[tom zagrmi me presekuva. 


Pomisluvam i kaj nas zapukalo.

EKST. PLANINA - STAR YID - DEN

Dvata kalu|eri odat po tesnata pateka. Pominuvaat po​kraj grmu{ka divi rozi.




MARKO


Kako li se vika ovaa roza?

Dvata kalu|era pominuvaat pokraj deca koi si igraat vo pra​{inata do napuknatiot manastirski yid. [irok pej​sa` se otvora.

De​cata fatile nekolku osi i gi stavile vrz mravjalnik. Sto​tici mravki se nafrlile vrz polumrtvite osi i gi ra​strg​nuvaat, dodeka ovie mrdaat vo agonija.

De​cata palat {kor~e i gi potpaluvaat site zaedno: i mrav​kite i osite. Plamen gi opfaka site. Decata veselo se smeat.

Edno od decata vadi nekolku kur{umi, si igra so niv i |a​volesto gi frla vo ognot. Kur{umite eksplodiraat vo og​not, se razletuvaat, fr~at nad detskite glavi. Decata se frlaat na zemi, se smeat, so licata vo pra{inata.




MARKO (prodol`.)



(se krie od



kur{umite, se krsti)


Bog da ~uva.

EKST. EZERO - CRKVI^E - ZAJDISONCE - TOTAL

Marko i Kiril se pojavuvaat od zad karpite.

Pred Marko i Kiril puknuva {irok vidik: prekrasno sta​ro crkvi~e od crvena cigla, ispr~eno na rabot od karpata. Pod maloto crkvi~e se prostira zaspanoto ezero. Zad ne​go se nayiraat sinite albanski planini.




MARKO


Sakav i jas kako tebe, Kire, 


da si zemam zavet na mol~ewe. 


Ama, ovaa bo`ja ubavina morav


da ja spodelam. So zborovi.

Kiril se nasmevnuva naivno, no i so gordost.

INSERT - EKST. ZAJDISONCE - GOREN RAKURS

Dvajca ribari vo kaj~e im mavtaat na Marko i Kiril.

Ezeroto e sino, kristalno.

PROVOBITNA SCENA

Marko veselo im odmavnuva.

ENT./EKST. CRKVA - VE^ER

Desetina kalu|eri na ve~erna molitva.

Pravoslavnoto poewe PRODOL@UVA od prethodnata scena, OVOJ PAT PRED KAMERA.

Tivko. Mirno. Du{evno.

Zlatnata svetlina od sve}ite za du{a igra vrz isto{​te​ni​te lica na vekovnite svetci, dodeka senkite treperat vrz nivnite krilja.

OTEC DAMJAN, gordiot igumen na manastirot ja vodi slu`bata pred oltarot.

Pridu{eniot zvuk odeknuva vo crkvi~eto i nad stalo​`e​​nite lica na kalu|erite. Marko, Kiril, KUZMAN, TRI​FUN... selski lica.  

Zad niv, prozorcite gledaat kon eze​​roto. A na vratata se pojavuvaat mali deca koi yirkaat vna​t​re i se smeat qubopitno.

EKST. CRKVA - KVE^ERINA

Decata se kikotat, yirkaat vnatre.

Letna no}. [TURCI.

EKST. EZERO - TOTAL - NO]

Golemata mese~ina guvee nad mirnoto ezero.

EKST. PLANINA - NO]

Desetina kalu|eri se vra}aat kon manastirot.

Odat po planinskiot srt, nivnite male~ki silueti nebare nacrtani vrz no}noto nebo.

Beskrajna letna no}.

EKST. PLANINSKI PAT - NO]

Kalu|erite se iska~uvaat po strmnata planina.

Svetulki.

GUGUTKA (off).

EKST. MANASTIR - NO]

Kalu|erite odat kon manastirot.

EKST. MANASTIRSKI DVOR - NO]

Kalu|erite Kuzman i Trifun im delat hrana na desetina begalci: starici so mali deca, invalidi, iznemo{ten starec... te{ko vreme, te{ko di{at. Se ladat.

Marko i Kiril naiduvaat.

Marko si go bri{e ispoteniot vrat.




MARKO



(kon Kiril)


Kutrite. Gospod da 


im e na pomo{. Samo i tuka 


da ne pukne.

ENT. MANASTIR - ^ARDAK - NO]

Kiril nemu{to se pozdravuva so Marko, pa se ka~uva po   skalata kon svojata }elija.

ENT. TAVAN - ]ELIJATA NA KIRIL - NO]

Kiril si vleguva vo }elijata. Sop~eto e skromno, sў u{te ne​skroten prostor: nebare gulabi se krijat pod iskri​ve​ni​​te goli gredi i ispu{taat tivki GRLENI GLASOVI. Kan​​dilce treperi pred ikon~e.

Kiril ja soblekuva mantijata, go gasi svetloto i sednuva na krevetot. Mese~inata go osvetluva niz prozorecot. Se prekrstuva i si legnuva.

Naedna{ sripuva kako poparen.

Se vrti.

Od negoviot krevet yirka ne~ija razbu{avena glava.  Taa e mlada, pomlada duri i od Kiril, pet-{esnaeset godini. 

ZA​MIRA. Na liceto £ se ~ita strav. ^eloto £ e izgre​ba​no. Prekrasnite golemi o~i se ra{ireni vo molba.

Nervozno ja dopira ranata na ~eloto, potem si gi li`e prstite. Kako ma~ka.

Kiril se prekrstuva, posega da go vklu~i svetloto. Zamira sripuva, go fa}a za raka da go zapre.

Toj zatreperuva od dopirot.

Taa go klava prstot pred ustata, mu dava znak da mol~i, treskavi~no obiduvaj}i se da go predupredi da ne zboruva, da ne ja predade.

Toj go pali svetloto. Devojkata go pokriva liceto da se odbrani.

Kiril za prvpat ja gleda na svetlina. Taa poleka gi trga racete. Toj gladno ja gleda.

Taa e celata izvalkana, ispla{ena, kako dete fateno na begawe, so lepliv sok od kajsii zasiren okolu ustata.

Prekrasni ogromni o~i. Nozete bosi. Se trese od strav i od stud. Skoro dete, ama so jadri gradi...

Ubava e.

Nasmevka mu se potkradnuva na Kiril. Potem, nasmev​ka​ta po~nuva da se me{a so strav.

Taa mu progovoruva na ALBANSKI - taa zboruva samo      albanski.




ZAMIRA


Te molam.

Kiril ja gleda za~udeno, ne razbira ni zbor.




ZAMIRA (prodol`.)


Ne me predavaj.

Toj go nabira ~eloto, ja gleda so ~udewe.




ZAMIRA (prodol`.)


Ti ne razbira{ albanski?

Toj gleda vo nea, bez znak na prifa}awe.




ZAMIRA (prodol`.)


Albanski.... Se vikam Zamira.

Migot dolgo trae.

Toj naedna{ gi opu{ta zgr~enite ramenici, se olabavuva.

Zamira vozvra}a, se olabavuva i samata, si ja zema crve​na​​ta {amija, se zavitkuva vo gruboto }ebe, stanuva od kre​​vetot i legnuva vo }o{ot, na drvenoto du{eme daleku pod iskrivenite tavanski gredi. Gulabite grleno SE OGLA​SUVAAT (off), kako da ja pozdravuvaat.

Stokmena e da spie. Go poglednuva ednostavno, pa se vrti na drugata strana.

Kiril sў u{te ja gleda zbuneto.

Nejzinoto stapalo yirka od pod }ebeto.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA KIRIL - KRUPNO

Vrz nejzinoto boso stapalo.

PRVOBITNA SCENA

O~ite mu se otvoreni vo podzadu{ena strast, ustata mu e malku podzinata. Golta vidlivo, nebare jabolko mu se trkala niz grloto.

Taa go zabele`uva ova i si go pokriva stapaloto.

Toj se ~uvstvuva glupavo.

Se vrti i izleguva.

ENT. MANASTIR - ^ARDAK - NO]

Kiril izleguva od svojata }elija i se spu{ta po skalata do ~ardakot. Ja kreva rakata da tropne na markovata vra​ta. Pred da ~ukne, se vrti i poglednuva kon svojata soba. Na dnoto od skalite stoi Zamira, strav se ~ita na nej​zi​no​to lice, teloto zgr~eno vo is~ekuvawe. Napnata e kako strela, spremna da potr~a kon drugiot kraj na ~ardakot ako Kiril tropne na markovata vrata.

Zgr~enata raka na Kiril stoi krenata pred vratata na Marko. Rakata negova stoi vo vozduhot nekolku sekundi, cela minuta, toj ne znae {to da pravi, taa stoi, napolu poj​dena da si odi. Kiril gleda vo devojkata. Taa mu se na​s​mevnuva prijatelski. Ovoj se dvoumi, strasno ja golta so o~ite.

Neo~ekuvano, svetlina pa|a vrz Kiril - markovata vrata se otvara i se pojavuva Marko. Obajcata, i Marko i Kiril se sepnuvaat. Marko se izdi{uva od strav. Kiril i Marko se gledaat lice v lice.




MARKO


Kiril! [to pravi{ tuka be,


mrsulko?

Kiril se vrti kon svojata soba vo strav.

Devojkata ja nema.

Kiril e zbunet.




MARKO (prodol`.)


[to bara{?

Kiril se snao|a i poka`uva kon vratata od nu`nikot.




MARKO (prodol`.)


A, na korzo... Ajde, 


pobrzaj i mene mi se mo~a.

Se nasmevnuva i go pu{ta Kirila prv.

ENT. SUBJEKTIVNA KAMERA - NIZ PROZORECOT NA ^ARDAKOT - MANASTIR - ^ARDAK - NO]

Marko i Kiril odat.

ENT. MANASTIR - NU@NIK - NO]

Kiril stoi nad {oljata.

Ne mo`e da mo~a. Vozbuden e.

TROPAWE (off) na vratata. Marko se vrtka pred nu`​ni​kot. Negovata silueta odi napred-nazad, ja se~e sve​t​li​nata {to se protnuvaa vo nu`nikot niz raspuknatata sta​ra vrata.



MARKO (off)


Ajde, dosta be{e. 


Nemam cela no}. 

Kiril se ma~i da se izmo~a.

ENT. TAVAN - ]ELIJATA NA KIRIL - NO]

Kiril se vra}a vo sop~eto. Koga ja otvora vratata, negovata dolga senka i pridu{enata svetlina pa|aat vrz Zamira. Taa spie vo }o{ot, stutkana pod }ebeto.

Ja gleda nekolku miga, potem izleguva.

Taa se potkreva, gleda kon zatvorenata vrata niz koja toj izleze.

EKST. MANASTIR - BAV^A - NO]

Kiril bere domati pod mese~inata. Celo vreme se vrti, gleda naokolu da ne go vidi nekoj.

EKST. MANASTIR - ^ARDAK - NO]

Kiril odi zabrzano po ~ardakot. Vo racete nosi domati.

Negovite ~ekori odeknuvaat vo manastirot.

Zastanuva pred vratata na Marko i potslu{nuva na​​vnatre da vidi dali nekoj go ~ul. Domatite mu ispa|aat, pa gi sobira od du{emeto so strav.

ENT. TAVAN - ]ELIJATA NA KIRIL - NO]

Kiril gi klava domatite pokraj zaspanata Zamira.

Go gasi svetloto, se prekrstuva i si legnuva.

Se vrti na drugata strana. So o~ite {iroko otvoreni gleda kon yidot. Strast.

Na du{emeto Zamira se vrti, gi gleda domatite, po​gle​d​nu​va kon Kiril, pa gladno im se nafrla. Sok Ј te~e okolu usta​ta, se razleva i se cedi po racete. Za nekolku miga gi jade site domati.

Si ja bri{e ustata, se pokriva i se vrti na drugata strana.

Vo svojot krevet, Kiril gleda kon yidot, so o~ite {irum ot​voreni.

I taa le`i so o~ite {irum otvoreni, gleda na drugata stra​na. Obajcata mol~at, se prepravaat deka spijat - so o~i​te {irum otvoreni koi gledaat vo sprotivni nasoki.

Gulabite ispu{taat ZVUCI (off).

Od tavanot se roni pra{ina.

Tie le`at so o~ite otvoreni.

EKST. EZERO - CRKVI^E - IZGREJSONCE

Sonceto poleka se kreva zad ezeroto, frlaj}i topli zraci nasekade i topej}i ja rosata.

Petli.

Crkovno POEWE (off)

Oblaci bavno se dvi`at po neboto.

EKST. SELOTO NA ALEKSANDAR - UTRO

Stari pokrivi stutkani pod planinata. Yvonata YVONAT.

EKST. GROBI[TA - UTRO

Zakop.

Dva sandaka eden do drug.

Ma`i gi zatvoraat sandacite.

@eni vo crno pla~at.

Popot pee opelo.

Rodnini i prijateli se nasobrale okolu iskopanite gro​bo​vi.

Stara `ena vo crno, TETKA CVETA, pla~e glasno po svo​jot sin. @enata na pokojniot, NEDA, se trese od voz​buda.

ZDRAVE, stroen selanec, pla~e glasno.

MITRE, selanec so aglesto, skoro kubisti~ko lice i te{​ki​ musta}i, stoi po strana. Na ramoto mu visi avtomatska pu{ka. Dr`i za raka malo devoj~e so pletenki.

Pokraj selanite stoi mlada `ena na triesetina godini. Se razlikuva od selanite po oblekata i po rusata kosa. Gi   simnuva o~ilata za sonce. 

Taa e EN, Angli~anka.

En se teteravi, zamaena od bolka i taga.

Poleka ja kreva rakata kon liceto i sednuva.




EN



(na angliski)


O, Gospodi...

Desetgodi{no dete yirka od zad kamenen krst i slika so skap foto-aparat.

Na rit~eto nad grobi{tata se pojavuva Kiril. Tr~a kon    crkvata. Ne go ni zabele`uva zakopot.

Grubi planinski srtovi se ocrtuvaat zad nego.

EKST. EZERO - CRKVI^E - UTRO

Kiril protr~uva. Ezeroto bleska zad nego. Is~eznuva vo svetlinata.

EKST. EZERO - CRKVI^E - UTRO

Kiril vtr~uva vo crkvata.

Tri silueti: Mitre, STOJAN, TRAJ^E se pojavuvaat VO FORPLAN na ridot zad crkvata.

EKST/ENT. CRKVA - UTRO

Na vratata se pojavuva liceto na Kiril. Te{ko di{e.

Vnatre: utrinska molitva.

Otec Damjan poe.

KRUPNI PLANOVI na kalu|erite. Licata pokorni.

Freski.

Kiril vleguva vo crkvata zasrameno i vinovno.

Otec Damjan prekorno go poglednuva, no ne ja prekinuva molitvata.

Kiril koleblivo se pridru`uva.

Molitvata trae.

Neo~ekuvano, na crkovnite porti se slu{a ^UKAWE (off).

Kiril, Kuzman i Trifun instinktivno poglednuvaat kon vra​tata. Otec Damjan go ignorira ~ukaweto, nebare ne bilo.

Vratata se otvara, vo crkvata vleguva svetlina. Na vra​ta​ta stoi silueta, sonce ja kape od site strani.

Mitre, selanecot so aglesto lice i te{ki musta}i od za​kopot. Nozete agresivno podra{ireni, v race dr`i crn  Kala{wikov avtomat.

Otec Damjan prodol`uva so molitvata, nebare go nema Mitreta.

Zad Mitre se pojavuvaat u{te dvajca so ma{inki, po​mla​di, Stojan i Traj~e.

Deluvaat trapavo koga ja imitiraat arogantnata poza na Mitre, no `arta so koja gi dr`at avtomatite e mor​ni​~a​va.

^ekaat, dodeka molitvata u{te trae. Kapki pot poleka im se trkalaat po liceto i po vratovite. Pomladite ne se sigurni {to da pravat, no Mitre ne saka da ja prekine molitvata. Od druga strana, se gleda deka e dojden po ne{to odredeno i ne si odi dodeka ne go dobie.

Trojcata se oble~eni vo stari selski ali{ta, valkani ko​{uli, gumeni opinci i cokuli, volneni ~orapi i gun​~i​wa. Stojan nosi srebreni NIKE patiki, Traj~e ima novi RAY-BAN o~ila za sonce, u{te e na niv lepenkata so ce​nata. Zgora, dr`at novi Kala{wikov i Uzi avtomati.

Kiril poglednuva de vo niv, de vo Otec Damjan koj sta​lo​`e​no si ja vr{i svojata rabota. ^uden spokoj go obzema vo racete na Otec Damjan. Nova nasmevka se razleva pre​ku stariot strav na kirilovoto lice.

Molitvata zavr{uva. 

Otec Damjan poa|a, `ezloto odek​nu​va vo nemata crkva. Odi kon dojdenite. Tie ~ekaat na pra​got, utrinskata svetlina sў u{te obilno gi kape. Otec Dam​jan doa|a do niv, no sў u{te ostanuva vo relativnata tem​nina na crkvata.




OTEC DAMJAN


Dobre do{le.




MITRE


Dobro te na{le, O~e.

Mitre se prekrstuva. Stojan i Traj~e se prekrstuvaat taku|ere. Traj~e mu ja baknuva rakata na Otec Damjan.




OTEC DAMJAN


[to dobro, Mitre?




MITRE


O~e, [iptarka barame. 


Brat ni go otepa.




OTEC DAMJAN


Bog da go prosti.




MITRE


Decata ni rekoa vo 


manastirot se krie.




OTEC DAMJAN


Nema devojka, vo mojot 


manastir nema devojka.




MITRE


]e go prebarame. 


]e ja najdeme.




OTEC DAMJAN


Ne.




MITRE


Morame. Oko za oko. 


Zla krv.




OTEC DAMJAN


Zavrti go drugiot obraz.




MITRE


Dosta be{e.




STOJAN


Pet veka tursko.




OTEC DAMJAN


Kaj nas ja nema. 


Ima samo begalci od 


Bosna. Muslimani. 


Pred Boga sme site isti.




MITRE


Oni ne ni trebaat.




TRAJ^E


O~e, ti si na{. Daj ni ja 


[iptarkata.

Traj~e ja gali cevkata na svojot Kala{wikov.

Otec Damjan go gleda. Se vrti kon kalu|erite. Gi ispituva so pogledot, potem se vrti kon Mitre.




OTEC DAMJAN


Izlezete.

Mitre klimnuva. Trojcata izleguvaat od crkvata.

Otec Damjan se vra}a kon oltarot.

Mrtva ti{ina.




OTEC DAMJAN (prodol`.)



(kon kalu|erite, strogo, odej}i)


Ja videl li nekoj?

Ti{ina.

Zastanuva pred oltarot, se vrti kon kalu|erite.




MARKO


Ne, O~e.




OTEC DAMJAN


Ne ja predavame ako treba, ama 


sakam da znam dali e kaj nas.

Kalu|erite MRMORAT, odrekuvaat AD LIB.

Samo Kiril ni{to ne veli, nitu odmavnuva so glavata.




OTEC DAMJAN (prodol`.)


Nikoj?




TRIFUN


Bi ti rekle vedna{, O~e.

KAMERATA [VENKUVA po licata na kalu|erite.




OTEC DAMJAN


Kiril?

Glavite se vrtat kon Kiril.

Toj ne reagira.




OTEC DAMJAN (prodol`.)


Vide li devojka...


vo manastirot?

Kiril gleda vo licata na drugite kalu|eri.

P.O.V. NA KIRIL - KALU\ERITE

Gledaat vo nego: Marko, Trifun, Kuzman...

Vozduhot e zamren.

PRVOBITNA SCENA

Kiril poglednuva nadvor.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA KIRIL NIZ VRATATA NA CRKVATA -  DEN - TRAJ^E

Niz vratata se gleda glavata na Traj~e koj yirka vnatre. Sў u{te dete, cvrsto go stega v race svojot Kala{wikov i naludni~avo se sme{ka.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Kiril se vrti nanazad, ja grize dolnata usna, odmavnuva so glavata.




OTEC DAMJAN


Zna~i, ne e kaj nas.

Kiril gi zatvora o~ite.

EKST. MANASTIR - PORTA - DEN

Vratata se otvara so tresok.

Vletuva nogata na Traj~e, potem avtomatot i najposle negovata zelena nasmevka.

Sledat negovite drugari i kalu|erite.




OTEC DAMJAN



(kon Mitre)


Bogohulie!




MITRE


Pro{tevaj, O~e.




TRAJ^E


Sila Boga ne moli.




STOJAN


Tebe, O~e, ni{to ne ti 
pravime. 


Ama, koga }e ja najdeme...




TRAJ^E


... mlekoto maj~ino }e si 


go propla~e.

Kuzman se krsti.




MITRE



(kon Traj~e)


Zatni, be, muckata!

ENT. MANASTIRSKIOT NU@NIK - DEN

Traj~e, Stojan, Otec Damjan i Marko vleguvaat vo nu`nikot, edvaj metro-i-pol so metro-i-pol. Se stiskaat da gi zbere. Traj~e i Stojan gledaat naokolu niz tesniot dolap, nosovite nabieni eden kar{i drug. Nema ni{to. Stojan gleda vo {oljata. Otec Damjan e indigniran.




MARKO


A, nadvor da ve ~ekam?

Traj~e ja potkreva rolnata toalet-hartija so cevkata od ma{inkata i ja navrtuva dodeka hartijata ne po~ne da se odmotuva, smeej}i se celo vreme.

ENT. ]ELIJATA NA MARKO - DEN

Vleguvaat so ma{inkite na gotovs, po~nuvaat da preturaat, gledaat pod krevet, vo dolapite, vo }o{ovite.

Ne nao|aat ni{to.




TRAJ^E


Oko za oko, ’rospija {iptarska.

Gledaat kon gredite na tavanot.




STOJAN


]e ja najdeme, taman vo 


Amerika da se skrie.

Stojan poglednuva niz prozorecot. Traj~e e do nego.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA TRAJ^E - NIZ MARKOVIOT PROZOREC -     

- DVOR - DEN - MA^KA

Ma~kata se ispru`ila na manastirskite }eramidi, dreme na sonceto.

PRVOBITNA SCENA

Traj~e go kreva avtomatot. Kiril sripuva da go fati. Traj~e grubo go otturnuva.




TRAJ^E



(kon Kirila)


[‘o ti e be, budala?




STOJAN



(mu se vnesuva na Kiril v lice)


Kaj e [iptarkata? Krie{ 


Muslimanka vo Bo`ja ku}a...



(pauza)


Zbori!




OTEC DAMJAN


Kiril nema zbor ka`ano 


ve}e dve godini. Zema 


zavet na mol~ewe.




TRAJ^E


Nem, a? I gluv da ne si?

Traj~e ja kreva ma{inkata i ispukuva cel rafal niz       prozorecot.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA TRAJ^E - NIZ MARKOVIOT PROZOREC -     

- DVOR - DEN - MA^KA

Par~iwa }eramidi se razletuvaat. Rafalot ja proni`u​va ma~kata. So grozen piskot, taa otskoknuva i pa|a pak na }eramidite, celata raskrvavena i raspar~ena.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Traj~e se nasmevnuva idiotski.




TRAJ^E


Vaka i [iptarkata }e 


ja stokmime.



(kon Mitre)


Neli, vuj~e?

Kiril go pokriva liceto.

Istr~uva od }elijata.

ENT. MANASTIRSKIOT NU@NIK - DEN

Kiril vletuva vo nu`nikot.

Se navednuva nad {oljata i po~nuva da blue.

Povra}a.

ENT. MANASTIR - ^ARDAK - DEN

Kiril izleguva od nu`nikot, bled i isto{ten, taman na vreme da gi vidi selanite kako izleguvaat od markovata }elija. Ostro go poglednuvaat.

Koga poa|aat kon negovata tavanska }elija, toj ja zdo​gle​duva {amijata na Zamira na du{emeto. Strav go ob​ze​ma. Traj~e se vrti, go poglednuva. Kiril ja ko{nuva {a​mijata zad edna kofa. Traj~e mu se nasmevnuva i se dob​li`uva. Kiril e stapisan. Traj~e se navednuva, zema do​mati od du{emeto, zlobno mu se nasmevnuva na Kirila, kas​nuva od domatot, pa se ka~uva vo negovata }elija.

Kiril se poti.

Marko i Otec Damjan gledaat vo nego, potoa se vrtat.

Se ka~uvaat po skalata kon }elijata na Kiril.

Kiril gleda so strav. Se trese. Se dvoumi dali da pojde po niv. Znae deka selanite }e ja najdat Zamira vo ne​go​va​ta }elija.

^eka vo hodnikot.

Dolga neizvesnost.

Od vnatre se slu{a PRETURAWE (off).

Selanite i Otec Damjan sleguvaat od negovata }elija. Vleguvaat vo slednata }elija.

Ne ja na{le.

Kiril vtr~uva vo svojata }elija.

ENT. TAVAN - ]ELIJATA NA KIRIL - DEN

Kiril stoi na vratata, rastreperen. Gleda naokolu so    treska vo o~ite.

Ispretureno e.




TRAJ^E (off)


A koga }e ja najdame, 


mameto nejzino...

Kiril se nasmevnuva, no potem razo~aruvawe mu se po​ja​vu​va na liceto - ja nema. Po~nuva da bara. Gleda pod gre​di​te, pod krevet, vo dolapite...

Navistina ja nema.

Stoi sred soba. Nervozno go ~e{a liceto.

Pak bara pod krevet.

Ja nema.

Razo~aran  e, gleda kon tavanot, izdi{uva.

EKST. MANASTIRSKI YID - NO]

Traj~e i Stojan pu{at, potpreni na yidot. Podolu, u{te desetina nivni soselani, site vooru`eni. Igraat a{ik.

Traj~e i Stojan se opkru`eni so deca koi qubopitno im go zagleduvaat oru`jeto. Traj~e gi pu{ta da si igraat, po​tem odedna{ ja graba ma{inkata i ja naso~uva kon de​ca​ta, po~nuva da ispu{ta glupavi zvuci, glasno se pre​pra​va deka puka.




TRAJ^E


Ra-ta-ta-ta-ta-tatatatatatata!

Decata se razbeguvaat, a Traj~e se smee. Ja spu{ta ma​{in​​kata i pak im ja podava da ja doprat.

De​cata poleka mu prio|aat, malku podzapla{eni, no sves​ni deka ovoj si igra so niv.

Najsmeloto dete prio|a, go giba kundakot pretpazlivo.

Se pojavuva BABATA na deteto.




BABATA


Krste! Ela vamu, |a’ol 


da te zeme.

Taa go poglednuva Traj~e prekorno, go graba vnuka si za raka i go vle~e kon doma. Traj~e se smee kako zelen.

INSERT - SUBJEKTIVNA KAMERA - NIZ PROZO​RE​COT NA KIRIL –

- MANASTIRSKI YID - NO]

Traj~e se smee.

Gleda vo cevkata na svojata pu{ka.

ENT. TAVAN - ]ELIJATA NA KIRIL - NO]

Niz prozorecot Kiril ja gleda scenata kraj yidot. Planini VO POZADINA.

U{te edna{ proveruva pod gredite, pod krevet, vo dolapite.

S¢ u{te ja nema.

Ja soblekuva mantijata da si legne. Se prekrstuva.

Stanuva i izleguva.

ENT. MANASTIR - ^ARDAK - ]ELIJATA NA MARKO - NO]

Kiril se dvoumi nekolku miga, potem tropnuva na markovata vrata. Marko otvora.




MARKO


Kire... [to ima?

Kiril go zabele`uva Otec Damjan VO POZADINA, sednat na Markoviot krevet.

Kiril odmavnuva so glavata i zaminuva.

ENT. TAVAN - ]ELIJATA NA KIRIL - NO]

KAMERATA poa|a od mese~inata, videna niz prozo​re​cot, potem [VENKUVA dolu do Kiril, koj spie na kre​ve​tot.

Go trese treska, se poti, se prevrtuva nemirno i - blada.

Zboruva.




KIRIL



(od son)


Iako odam niz dolinata 


na seni{tata na smrtta,


ne se pla{am od zloto, 


za{to Ti si so mene...

Se budi, gi otvara o~ite. Gleda pred sebe mirno.

Nad nego stoi Zamira.

Toj se pridiga vo krevetot.

Se gledaat molkum.

Kiril gi zatvora o~ite, gi trie.

Koga pak gi otvora, Zamira ja nema.

Bilo samo son.

Razo~aran e.

Son.

Pak se kutnuva da spie.

Gleda vo tavanot... Gi zatvora o~ite.

Gi otvora o~ite naglo. Se budi.

Pak se diga.

Pred nego navistina stoi Zamira.

Toj saka da proveri dali e pak son.

Ja podava rakata.

Zamira ja prifa}a.

Mu se nasmevnuva.

Toj £ se nasmevnuva.

Doa|a do nego, kleknuva i go dopira po gradite.

Teloto mu se stresuva od `elba.

Taa se povlekuva.

Ostavila kalinka na negovite gradi.

Malku zasrameno, taa se vrti i si legnuva vo }o{ot pod  gredite. Tamu ja ~eka nejzinata {amija. Gulabite ispu{taat pridu{eni GLASOVI.

Toj po~nuva da ja jade kalinkata, crveniot sok mu te~e od ustata, a toj se trudi da go sopre. Brzo ja dojaduva.

Le`at, toj vo krevetot, taa vo }o{ot, i molkum se gledaat.

ENT. TAVAN - ]ELIJATA NA KIRIL - UTRO

Vratata se otvara so tresok.

Kiril i Zamira gi otvaraat o~ite, sripuvaat streseni, grubo razbudeni.

Na vratata stojat Otec Damjan i Marko.

Kiril se pridiga bunovno.

Zamira se stutkuva vo nejziniot }o{ na du{emeto, se dopokriva so }ebeto do o~ite, kako malo top~e, kako dete 

vo }o{ot.

Otec Damjan gi gleda prekorno. Ni{to ne veli.

Marko gi prevrtuva o~ite zad nego.




OTEC DAMJAN


Otka`i se od tatka si,


otka`i se od imeto ti.

ENT. TAVAN - ]ELIJATA NA KIRIL - DEN - PODOCNA - KRUPNO

Vrz Kirilovite race koi gi pakuvaat negovite skromni pqa~ki vo golem aglest kafeav kufer.

PO[IROK PLAN: Kiril se pakuva da si odi. Sў {to po​seduva zbira vo kafeaviot kufer i vo dve-tri pla​sti~​ni kesi. Go zatvora kuferot, ama bravi~eto ne raboti, pa go vrzuva celiot kufer so ortoma.

Po liceto mu se trkala edna golema solza, ama na usnite mu igra blaga nasmevka.

Otkako si gi spakuva ne{tata, gi zema v race kako da }e poa|a, gi potkreva malku da im ja isproba te`inata, potem sednuva na krevetot.

Po~nuva da pla~e.

Poglednuva niz prozorecot.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA KIRIL NIZ MANASTIRSKIOT PROZOREC -     

- DEN

Sonceto e visoko nad horizontot.

Zamira stoi na prozorec.

Otec Damjan ja trga.

Nadvor, kraj yidot, Mitre, Stojan i Traj~e zboruvaat.

PRVOBITNA SCENA

Kiril sedi na krevetot. ^eka.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA KIRIL NIZ MANASTIRSKIOT PROZOREC -     

- NO]

Mese~inata se pojavuva zad planinite.

ENT. TAVAN-]ELIJATA NA KIRIL - NO]

Kiril stanuva, si go bri{e nosot, ja soblekuva mantijata, 

ja zdipluva, so dikat ja klava na krevetot i izleguva bez da se zavrti.

EKST. MANASTIRSKIOT DVOR - NO]

Kiril se pojavuva so kuferot i plasti~nite kesi v race.

Grmi. Poglednuva nagore, ja pru`a rakata so dlankata nagore za da proveri dali po~nalo da vrne.

Se nasmevnuva.

Mese~ina i slaba svetilka.

Kalu|erite se nasobrani pod streata. Starata kaldrma    bleska.

Go gledaat nemo.

Kiril doa|a  do niv, im podava raka.

Ti{ina.

Marko prio|a prv, se pozdravuva so Kiril, potem go gu{nuva toplo. Go tupka po grbot. Koga se razdeluvaat, Marko kri{um si gi zabri{uva o~ite i nosot. Kiril molkum se zboguva so drugite kalu|eri.

Eden po eden, site mu podavaat raka i go pregrnuvaat.

Procesijata brgu zavr{uva.

Ostanuva u{te Otec Damjan.

Liceto mu e strogo.

Kiril mu prio|a.

Otec Damjan se vrti i vleguva vo manastirot bez da se    pozdravi.

Ti{ina.

Se vra}a dolu po skalite, ja vodi Zamira so sebe.

Kiril ja poglednuva. Dvajcata mladi razmenuvaat edvaj zabele`livi nasmevki.

Otec Damjan mu vrzuva silna {lakanica.




OTEC DAMJAN


Neka vi e so sre}a.

Gi pregrnuva Kiril, pa Zamira, gi baknuva v ~elo.

Marko si gi bri{e solzite. Stanuvaj}i sentimentalen spontano go gu{nuva Kuzman.

Kuzman zbuneto go poglednuva.

EKST. MANASTIRSKATA PORTA - NO]

Kiril i Zamira izleguvaat niz starata porta. Prvo Kiril poglednuva levo-desno, izviduva, potem dvajcata tivko izleguvaat vo crnata no}.

EKST. MANASTIRSKI YID - NO]

Traj~e spie potpren na yidot. Ja pregrnal ma{inkata, so obrazot na studenata cevka, i ’r~i. Crniot metal e IZOSTREN, vo FOKUS, beloto mu lice - MATNO. Pu{kata i ~ovekot zaedno li~at na nekoe ~udno `ivotno.

Kiril i Zamira go zabele`uvaat i zastanuvaat.

Kiril klava prst pred usta, davaj}i znak da mol~at, potem se nasmevnuva na ironijata na gestot.

Tivko pominuvaat na drugata strana.

Gran~e krcnuva pod nivnite stapala. Zapiraat. Gledaat kon Traj~e.

Ovoj se podnamestuva vo spieweto, mavta so rakata, brkaj}i muva na son.

Kiril i Zamira ~ekaat u{te nekolku miga, zamrznati v mesto, potem tivko prodol`uvaat udolu.

EKST. EZERO - CRKVI^E - NO]

SE OTVORA POGLED. Siluetite na Kiril i Zamira se          otslikuvaat vo no}niot pejsa`. 

Ezeroto spie pod skromnoto crkvi~e ispr~eno na karpata.

Kiril i Zamira se spu{taat po strmata karpa. Odat udo​lu poleka, so dikat.

Toj £ podava raka. Taa ja prifa}a. Toj zatreperuva od dopirot. Poglednuva dolu. Taa go sledi negoviot pogled, gle​da na​brek​nuvawe vo negovite pantaloni. Se na​smev​nuva.

Kamen se strkaluva. Zapiraat.

Kamenot pa|a vo ezeroto. Koncentri~ni krugovi se {irat vo vodata, pa vo no}niot mir.

Ti{ina.

^ekaat, potem prodol`uvaat.

EKST. EZERO - BREG - NO]

Kiril i Zamira ~ekorat brzo i molkum. Nivnite ~ekori    krckaat po beliot ~akal.

Polnata mese~ina ja osvetluva dvojkata. Dolgi senki pa|aat vrz bregot.

Vodata e tivka, mali bran~iwa.

Doa|aat do malo drveno kaj~e. Kiril go fa}a, se ma~i da go prevrti i da go turne vo ezeroto. Zamira mu pomaga. Go turnuvaat vo ezeroto.

Zaplovuvaat.

EKST. EZERO - NO]

Kiril i Zamira veslaat po ezeroto, pod polna mese~ina. Toj stenka od napor. Nema romantika.

Nekolku oblaci. Svetka i grmi.

EKST. KARPESTA PADINA - NO]

Kiril i Zamira se pojavuvaat zad karpata. 

Taa e iscrpena.

Zapiraat.

Von opasnost.

Molwa za kratko gi osvetluva, pa pak grmi. Kiril  poglednuva nagore, gleda dali vrne.

Se gledaat tivko.




KIRIL


]e odime kaj brat mi vo 


Skopje. Toj }e ni pomogne.




ZAMIRA



(na albanski)


Ne razbiram.




KIRIL


Posle }e odime kaj vujko mi 


vo London. Slaven  fotograf. 


Nikoj nema da  te najde. Nikoj.



(pauza)


Ne me razbira{, neli?

Zamira vadi par~e leb i mu go podava na Kiril. Zema dru​go za sebe. Po~nuva gladno da jade. I toj. Tro{ki mu pa​|aat po bradata. Taa go zabri{uva. Toj zatreperuva od do​pirot.

Zamira se nasmevnuva.

Kiril ja pregrnuva. Taa rastrepereno go prifa}a.




KIRIL


]e te za{titam.

Se dr`at cvrsto gu{nati nekolku dolgi miga.

Svetot e niven.

Neo~ekuvano, edna vlaknesta raka posega po Zamira, ja   grab​nuva za ramo i grubo ja ottrgnuva od pregratkata na Kiril.

[okirani se.

Odedna{ dvajcata se nao|aat soo~eni so desetina ma`i od semejstvoto na Zamira. Gi predvodi dedo Ј ZEKIR. Nejzinite rodnini ALIJA i SEFER stojat pokraj nego, golobradi de~i{ta, gi stisnale ma{inkite strasno i pateti~no.

Stra{ni se site - namurteni i ostri, pu{ki i ma{inki,   nagrnati mantili i gun~iwa.

Vo svojata nakostre{enost napolno li~at na Mitre i ne​gova​ta dru`ina. Edinstveno se razlikuvaat po belite ke​~i​wa.

Nosat mo}ni bateriski lambi {to gi osvetluvaat Zamira i Kiril.

Dolgi senki.

Zamira se nasmevnuva, milo i e {to gi gleda.




ZAMIRA



(na albanski)


Dedo...

Poa|a kon nego.

Zekir £ vrzuva silna {lakanica.

Taa naprosto poletuva od silinata na udarot i pa|a na zemi.




KIRIL


Ne!

Toj sripuva da i pomogne, no Alija go udira so kundakot. Kiril se teteravi, Sefer go udira vo preponite i Kiril pa|a na zemi, se vitka nadve od silna bolka.

Vo o~ite na Alija se ~ita nekontroliran gnev. Mu se sma​lile kako dve tesni crti. 

Zekir molkum go gleda. Belite musta}i mu ste`nale na​do​lu.

Zamira stanuva od zemi. Od nosot Ј te~e krv.

Zboruvaat NA ALBANSKI.




ZEKIR


Kade be{e v~era?




ZAMIRA


Dedo...




ZEKIR


Odgovori koga te pra{uvam, 


orospijo edna! Pak li aka{e 


kaj nivnoto trlo?



ZAMIRA


Dedo... ne mislev...

Ja udira.




ZEKIR


[to ti rekov minatiot pat?



(poka`uva



kon Kiril)


Koj ti e ovoj?




ZAMIRA


Dedo...

Pak poka`uva kon Kiril, koj le`i na zemi sklup~en od bolka.




ZEKIR


[to ti e on?




ZAMIRA


Dedo... toj me spasi. 


Od nivnite. Me skri.

Zekir £ vrzuva u{te edna silna {lakanica.

Zamira se teteravi. Taa e VON FOKUS, a ostrite pla​nin​ski vrvovi vo POZADINA se vo FOKUS.

Alija gleda siot jadosan.

Kiril s¢ u{te se previtkuva na tloto, me|u noze i kun​da​ci. Se potkreva da stane i da £ pomogne, no Alija zlobno mu stapnuva na rakata. Ja pritiska cevkata od pu{kata vrz slepoo~nicata na Kiril. Poglednuva kon Zamira.

Zekir povtorno ja udira.

INSERT - DECA

Nekolku deca ja nabquduvaat scenata od daleku.

PRVOBITNA SCENA

Zekir ja udira Zamira.




ZEKIR


Kurvo!



(pak ja udira)


Obrazot mi go berbati{!




ZAMIRA


Dedo!

Zekir kreva raka da ja udri u{te edna{. Zapira. Ja spu{ta.

Liceto na Zamira e pretvoreno vo krvava ka{a. Krv £ te~e od arkadata i od nosot, obrazite £ se rase~eni, kosata   izlepena so kal i krv, okoto nate~eno. Le`i na zemi, a   dolgite senki na nejzinata familija koso ja se~at.

INSERT - RAKATA NA ZEKIR - KRUPEN PLAN

Rakata mu visi umorno kraj kolkot. Od nea kape krv.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Zekir instinktivno ja kreva rakata, ja masira. Ja pogled​nu​va, potem od drugata raka vadi prsten i go klava na rakata so koja ja udira Zamira.




ZEKIR


Obrazot mi go izberbati.



(pauza)


Ti li go ubi ov~arot? [to 


|avol bara{e kaj nego? I sega 


ovoj tuka! Kaj mu e krajot?




ZAMIRA


Ovoj e dobar, dedo. 


Me spasi.

Zekir ja udira nenadejno i silno. Povtorno ja kreva ra​ka​ta, no zapira.




ZEKIR


Rezil!

    

(pauza)


Dobar e, a?




ZAMIRA


Me saka.

Zekir ~eka, pa kako da se setil, se smee, se vrti kon Kirila.




ZEKIR


Ti ja saka{, a?

Kiril go gleda nemu{to, ne go razbira jazikot.




KIRIL


Ne razbiram.




ZEKIR



(kon Alija)


Pu{ti go.

Alija belo go gleda Zekira.




ZEKIR (prodol`.)



(luto)


Pu{ti go!

Alija se pottrgnuva.




ZEKIR (prodol`.)



(kon Kiril)


Begaj!

Kiril ne sfa}a {to se slu~uva.




KIRIL


Ne razbiram...

Zekir mu poka`uva so racete i so ma{inkata.

Kiril kone~no go razbira i poleka se kreva.

Zekir pak mu mavnuva da bega.

Kiril poglednuva vo Zamira.

Taa go gleda so trepet.




ZEKIR



(ja diga 



ma{inkata)


Dodeka mo`e{.

Kiril poa|a da si odi, no se vrti nanazad, gleda vo Zekir i vo Zamira.

Zbunet e i ispla{en.

Kiril i Zamira se gledaat v o~i.

Molkum.

Migot dolgo trae.

Alija ja potkreva ma{inkata.

Kiril ja poglednuva ma{inkata.

Se vrti.

Poleka poa|a.

Kiril se oddale~uva, no se vrti kon Zamira zbuneto i upla{eno. Ne ja poglednuva v o~i, pak se vrti napred i za​brzano prodol`uva da si odi.

Pridru`nicite na Zekir se trgaat i mu pravat pat.

Kiril potr~uva.




ZEKIR (prodol`.)



(kon Zamira)


Te saka, a?




ZAMIRA


Neeeee!

Kiril zapira kako stapisan. Se vrti.

Zamira se ottrgnuva od racete na Alija i tr~a kon nego.

Alija poglednuva vo Sefer.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA ALIJA - SEFER

Sefer gleda kon Zamira, potoa kon Alija.

Podbiv i prekor vo negovite o~i. Nadmeno mu se nasmev​nu​va na Alija.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Ma{inka PUKA (off).

Rafalot ja poga|a Zamira v grb. Udarot ja potkreva, ja zanesuva nanapred i ja isfrla. Pa|a na zemja. Zarinkuva so liceto vo pra{inata.

Alija ja spu{ta pu{kata, zmij~e ~ad izleguva od nea.




ALIJA


Kurva!

Kiril stoi stapisan.

Na liceto ima ispla{en izraz, kako zbunet ~ovek, kako ~ovek zaguben vo `ivotot, vo strav i vo bolka.

Taa se prpelka.

Toj kleknuva kraj nea. Ja pregrnuva.

Taa gi otvara o~ite so posledni sili.




KIRIL


Prosti.

Taa se nasmevnuva, go klava prstot pred ustata, nebare toa ve}e stanalo niven skri{en quboven znak.

Senka Ј pominuva preku liceto.

Umira.

Le`i mrtva pokraj Kiril.

Kiril poglednuva nagore kon Alija.




KIRIL (prodol`.)


Kasap!

Alija go gleda nemo.

Na Zekir edna solza mu se trkala po obrazot.

Alija ja kreva ma{inkata da puka vo Kiril.

Zekir mu udira {lakanica na Alija.

Starecot ja graba pu{kata na Alija. Ja vle~e da mu ja zeme.

Alija ja dr`i so strast.

Zekir se vrti. Si odi. Drugite go sledat. Alija poglednuva vo Kirila, potem i toj zaminuva.

Grupata zaminuva.

Siluetite si odat. Poleka, ednostavno, bez zbor.

Kiril stoi nad teloto na Zamira, trapaviot kafen kufer na zemja me|u negovite i nejzinite noze.

Temno e.

Kiril pali kibrit.

Gleda dolu vo nea.

Kibritot dogoruva.






ZATEMNUVAWE

VTOR DEL
ODTEMNUVAWE:

TITL:

†LICA#

SERIJA KADRI:

FOTOGRAFII:

A.  Na‘aleno dete; na ~eloto so mastilo napi{ano go​lemo †1#.

B.  Starica vo crno ta‘i, so liceto me|u dva nadgrobni krsta.

V. Ma‘, gol do pojas, se smee, a br~kite podlaboki poradi na​smevkata. Torzoto  i{arano so tetova‘i, golem por​tret na Tito na rebrata. 

G.  Vojnik, petnaesetgodi{nik, vo maskirna uniforma i be​retka, ~ibuk me|u zabi.

D.  Dve tela na trigodi{ni deca na kamena plo~a vo mrto​ve~nica.

\.  ^ovek moli za gol ‘ivot.

E. Stara selanka sednala me|u izgasnato ogni{te i tranzi​stor, so liceto v race.

@. Pomlada, moderna ‘ena, liceto v race, raska‘uva kako gi siluvale nejze i }erka £.

Z. @ena vo crno, po planinska pateka vodi maska to​va​re​na so dva novi kov~ega.

Y.  Bradosan ma‘ v raka dr‘i otse~ena glava.

I. Gord ma‘ so musta}i vo partalav smoking sviri na ~e​lo sred zgradite urnisani od neprekinato bom​bar​di​ra​we.

Se slu{a PESNA na Mango Xeri (of-skrin): †IN THE SUMMERTIME#. 

ENT.  FOTO AGENCIJA - KANCELARIJATA NA EN - DEN

En, ‘enata od selskiot pogreb kraj ezeroto, tivka 30-godi{na zameni~ka urednik vo londonska foto agencija, razgleduva kup fotografii. Gi dvoi fotografiite i gi obele‘uva kontakt kopiite so marker.

Pristojna i smirena. Sepak, odnatre i izvira za​gri​‘e​nost i nemir. Ambiciozna, po malku emocionalno krevka umet​ni~ka se bori da izleze od teloto na smerna oksford​ska istori~arka. 

En stavila otka~eni detaqi vo elegantnata kancelarija, pa se gleda  deka vo agencijata toleriraat ograni~eni ekskurzii vo primeneta umetnost i li~en stil.

Nekolku kola‘i so~ineti od nejzinoto radio, dr‘a~ot za molivi, par skr{eni ogledala, {ater od foto-aparat, suvi cvekiwa i ise~oci od lica poso~uvaat deka En e qu​bitelka na kutiite na Xozef Kornel.

Karikatura od Geri Larson e zaka~ena za nejziniot kompjuter. 

PESNATA na Mango Xeri sviri na nejziniot kasetofon.

Se navednuva nad lajt-boksot za slajdovi. Svetloto oz​dola Ј go osvetluva liceto so klini~ki bela svetlina. Navlekuva beli rakavici. Nebare ima ne{to sterilno vo agencijata. Pogledot Ј luta kon liceto na ~elistot na fotografijata. 

INSERT - P.O.V. NA EN - FOTOGRAFIJA

Liceto na ~elistot e iscrpeno. Izrazot mu e osobeno gord, kako da go ponela melodijata {to ja sviri.

NAZAD KON SCENATA

En ja dr‘i slikata, a KAMERATA POLEKA si odi od nejzinoto lice, kako da ja ostava vo drug svet. Taa }e se pomesti  i pak pak }e vleze VO KADAR.  

Ja menuva kasetata, stava ^ELO SUITA OD BAH. 

Ne{to mrda vo cvekiwata - £ go privlekuva vnimanieto. Osa. Za mig izgleda deka na En }e £ se slo{i - skoro }e se onesvesti, ama }e ja protrese glavata i }e se ispravi.

Nebare MUZIKATA se vklopuva so slikata na ogru​be​ni​ot ~ovek. Kako da ja svirel istata melodija koga go sli​kale vo negoviot razurnatiot grad. 

INSERT - FOTOGRAFIJA NA ^ELISTOT

Fotografijata le‘i na masata, a debel plik pa|a vrz nea so TRESOK.

NAZAD KON SCENATA

En poglednuva nagore, prepla{ena. 

IJAN, kurirot, po malku stra{en, nakur~en tinejxer so ru​sa rasta frizura, so galerija raznobojni tetova‘i i red men|u{i na ve|ite, go frlil  paketot na nejzinata ma​sa.


IJAN


^ao, ma~e.




EN


Ijan, barem da tropne{e.




IJAN


E, da.



(namignuva)


]e krkame tableta?



EN



(na {ega)


Probav, odvratno e. Ja sum 


ti edna stara gospo|a.

Yvoni telefonot.




EN (kont.)



(vo slu{alkata)


Alo.

Izrazot Ј se menuva koga }e go ~ue glasot od drugata strana. Ja obzemaat maka i gri‘a.  Netrpeliva e, cvrsta i re{ena da bide po nejzino.

Dodeka zboruva na telefon, KAMERATA POVTORNO POLEKA si odi od nejzinoto lice, kako da ja napu{ta poradi ne{to podobro. En malku }e mrdne i pak }e vleze vo KADAROT. 




EN (prodol‘.)



(slu{a netrpelivo)


Nik, srede...


Srede sostanok sum, 


ne mo‘am da zboram.



(slu{a)


Ne, neka go. Ne, ne mi treba.


Nikoga{ ne mi ni trebalo. 


Ti go kupi. 



(re{itelno)


Izvini, mora da odam. 


]e se ~ueme.

Ja spu{ta slu{alkata, izdi{uva.

Ijan pretura po kancelarijata.

ENT. - KANCELARIJATA NA NIK - DEN

NIK, soprugot na En, ja spu{ta slu{alkata.

Poglednuva vo fotografija: toj i En na pla‘a.

ENT. FOTO AGENCIJA - KANCELARIJATA NA EN - DEN

Ijan se vrti kon En.




IJAN


Glastoneberi festival 


sledniot vikend?




EN



(glumi interes)


Kako da ne. Aj na ru~ek.




IJAN



(se potsmeva)


Ako te pu{ti ma‘ ti.

Ijan trgnuva da si odi. En se navednuva da si gi zeme o~i​​lata. ]e oseti ne{to ~udno i }e se svrti,  lice v lice so Ijan koj £ gleda vo dekolteto dodeka taa se vedne. Se gle​daat za mig. Taa nema vedna{ da se pokrie i toj toa go sfa​}a kako dozvola so prstot ne‘no da ja trgne ko{ulata i da yirne vnatre.




IJAN (prodol‘.)


Zna~i, si gi donela dvete 


na rabota deneska.

Rakata instinktivno }e £ letne i go grabne Ijan za madiwa.

Toj otskoknuva, prepla{en.




EN


Gleda{ kako e?




IJAN


Mnogu ti znae gazot.

]e izleta od kancelarija.

En si go griza prstot, ‘al i e za impulsivnata reakcija.




EN


Srawe!

Ijan }e is~ezne vo {irokata hala kade {to rabotat dru​gi​te od agencijata.

ENT. FOTO AGENCIJA - DEN

Celata kompanija e smestena vo golem otvoren prostor kako magacin so visoki tavani. Golemi fotografii visat na belite yidovi. Belina i otsjai. Mirni horizontali i silni vertikali. 

Kul i haj-tek. 

Nekolkumina sortiraat slajdovi i fotografii.

@ena raboti na kompjuter, ma‘ telefonira. 

So paravani od mat staklo prostorot e podelen na nekolku rabotni ni{i. Silueti na lu|e se dvi‘at zad paravanite. En e edna od niv.

ENT. FOTO AGENCIJA - KANCELARIJATA NA EN - DEN

En otvora nov paket. 

Kancelarijata e VIDENA niz otvorena vrata.

Kompilacija na fotografii od paparaci:

Madona ve~era.

Madona se son~a toples.

Madona baknuva ma‘.

Madona baknuva ‘ena.

Lejdi Di so ma‘.

Princ ^arls igra polo.

Itn.

Itn.

Itn.

En si potpevnuva PESNA od Midl of d roud.

Duri i se ni{a, se trudi da go fati ritamot, nebare saka da bide bezgri‘na, ama ne mo‘e.

Go istura kafeto. Se proleva vrz fotografiite. Po~nuva da gi ~isti, go bri{e kafeto od gradite na Madona. 

Kasetata zavr{uva, se VKLU^UVA radio. 




SPIKER NA RADIO (V.O.)


... Prognoza za vremeto. 


Se o~ekuva vremeto da bide 


vrne‘livo. Mo‘en e do‘d 


vo popladnevnite i ve~ernite 


~asovi. Temperaturata }e se 


iska~i do petnaesettiot 


stepen. Slu{avte vesti. 

En odi do prozorecot. 

INSERT - P.O.V. NA EN NIZ PROZORECOT - LONDON - DEN - TOTAL

Nadvor od nejzinata kancelarija na petnaesettiot kat visnal te‘ok den.

Panorama na pretpladneven grad vo akcija.

Edinstvenite boi na slikata se ne{to zelenilo vo parkot i nekolku mali crveni avtobusi. 

NAZAD KON SCENATA

En gleda niz prozorecot. Se fa}a za ~eloto da ne ima temperatura, odmavnuva so glavata. 

Ijan minuva zad nea.




IJAN


Zamisli, ovaa sekunda ne


koj tamu nekade - se ebe.

ENT. FOTO AGENCIJA - KANCELARIJATA NA EN - DEN

En ja fotokopira fotografijata so ~elistot.

Go se~e negovoto lice i go stava na teloto na Lejdi Di.

Ne{to vo negovoto lice ja privlekuva.

En ja otvora vratata od {kafot.

Go stava otse~enoto lice na vnatre{nata strana od vra​ta​ta, do desetici lica na ma‘i  od razni delovi na svetot. Su​rovi lica, te{ki musta}i, nabr~kani obrazi, falat za​bi, ~ela so luzni. Lica vo bolka, vo agonija, lica {to mra​zat, o~ajni lica, bezli~ni...

Taa gi gleda so blaga nasmevka, go qubi ‘ivotot vo tie lica.

YVONI telefonot.




EN


Alo...



(slu{a)


O, zdravo d-r Peri. 


Dobro sum, fala, 


Vie kako ste?

Ja zatvora vratata od {kafot.

Na vratata ra~no NAPI[AN znak:

†LICA#.

Dodeka zboruva na telefon En doa|a do edna od nejzinite kola‘ kutii i po~uva da si igra so nea.

INSERT - KOLA@ KUTIJA NA EN - KRUPNO

Nekolku par~iwa skr{eno ogledalo se vklopeni vo ko​la‘ot.

Koga En malku }e ja mrdne kutijata, odrazot na nejzinoto liceto se umno‘uva.




EN



(na telefon)


A, tolku brzo? Super.



(slu{a)


Gospodi Bo‘e!

NAZAD KON SCENATA

Vesta ja iznenaduva En. Go brza razgovorot. 




EN



(slu{a)


]e Ve... Fala. Ne, ne bev. 


Ni malku. Fala. Da.


]e mu ka‘am. ]e se izraduva. 


Prijatno.

En ja spu{ta slu{alkata i po~nuva nervozno da raz​gle​du​va. Voznemirena e od vesta. Ne se znae dali vesta e dob​ra ili lo{a. Si go dopira liceto, pa ja spu{ta rolet​na​ta. 

Zema kup fotografii, gi lista, kolku samo da pravi ne​{to. 

Fotografii na deca fateni vo vojna.

Fotografija na  ~elistot.




EN



(odmavnuva so glava)


Gospodi Bo‘e...

Istr~uva nadvor.

ENT. FOTO AGENCIJA - TOALET - DEN

En vtr~uva i po~nuva da povra}a. 

Poglednuva nagore, si go gleda umornoto lice vo ogle​dalo​to.

Sednuva, so eden poteg gi soblaka hulahopkite i po~nuva da pla~e, nebare naedna{ oslobodena od la‘nata ko‘a, ta mo‘e da si dade odu{ka.

Se vrti.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA EN - TU[

Vo toaletot na kancelarijata.

ENT. TU[-KABINA - DEN

En se tu{ira zad mat stakloto.

Pla~e pod silniot mlaz voda.

INSERT - ODVODOT NA KADATA

Vodata istekuva vo vitel.

ENT. AGENCIJATA NA EN - RECEPCIJA - DEN

En brza. Na izleguvawe protr~uva pokraj ALEKSANDAR,  zgoden sredove~en ~ovek, so seda brada, mrsna kosa, dlaboki o~i i torba so foto-aparati na ramo.

Taa ita, pa ne go zabele‘uva. Toj }e ja vidi, ama re{ava da ne reagira.

EKST. LONDON - ULI^EN VRVE@ - DEN

En ~ekori niz turkanica od lu|e na pauza.

Kraj nea minuvaat zamagleni lica.

A, taa e izolirano lice nad rekata pokrivi na koli.

Par~enca neprirodni boi proletuvaat vo izbezumen urban ritam. Motorxija vo fluorescentno zeleno, zaoblen agol od crven avtobus, metalik sina kola...

EKST. LONDON - ULICA - GALERIJA - DEN

Dolga niza identi~ni zgradi NABIENI kako naredeni vrati. En vleguva vo srednata zgrada. 

Topka poleka otskoknuva na ulicata.

Pred da vleze En poglednuva vo neboto.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA EN - NEBO - DEN

Oblaci.

ENT. GALERIJA - DEN - KRUPNO

Vrz naslikani oblaci. Nogata na En vleguva vo KADAR, gazi po oblacite naslikani na du{emeto.

PO[IROKO: En e vo galerija.

Instalacijata se sostoi od nebo naslikano na du{emeto i vistinska treva i naslikan trotoar na tavanot. Drvja, zgradi i crkva visat od tavanot, kako celiot svet da e naopaku.

Pet-{est bebiwa i kerubini se zaka~eni na tavanot. Toa se heliumski baloni vo forma na bebiwa. Izgleda kako da se na grb legnati na trevata so nozete nagore, no bi​dej​}i celata slika e naopaku, tie vsu{nost visat od ta​va​not i ne‘no treperat na vetreto.

HOR OD MOM^IWA pee (V.O.).

En kru‘i okolu instalacijata i zabele‘uva deka be​bi​wa​ta imaat maski na licata. Maskite se na stari, zbr~​ka​ni ma‘i i ‘eni.

En pravi ~ekor nanazad, a KAMERATA SE POVLEKUVA i otkriva nekogo koj zad nea VLEGUVA VO KADAROT. En pravi u{te eden ~ekor i udrira vo liceto zad nea. Otskoknuva i se vrti prepla{eno. 

MAJKA i e.




MAMA


Izvini zlato. Da ne te 


ispla{iv?




EN


Ru~ana li si?




MAMA


Selestin~e be{e epten 


razo~arano {to ne i dojdovte 


so Nik na rodendenot.




EN


Mislev deka e drugata 


nedela.




MAMA


Elizabet prezaka‘a. 


Ti ostaviv poraka doma.




EN


Nik ne mi ka‘a.




MAMA



(slatko)


Mo‘e zatoa {to cela nedela 


ne si bila doma...?

Mama se sme{ka.

Neprijatna ti{ina.

En gleda vo bebiwata {to visat.

Horot od mom~iwa SEU[TE PEE (V.O.)

Me|u dvete ‘eni strui kontrolirana no, nerazre{ena napnatost.




EN


Mislam deka sum trudna.




MAMA


[to vika{ za su{i?

EKST. / ENT. ULICA - CRKVA - DEN

Denot te{ko di{e, neboto nadvisnalo temno, pticite nisko letaat.

En i mama odat po ulica.

Minuvaat pokraj crkva.

Vratata e otvorena.

Vistinski hor od mom~iwa PEE vo crkvata, OVOJPAT PRED KAMERA.

Nivnite GLASOVI SE IZVI[UVAAT.




MAMA


Belkim }e bide ovojpat. 


Izgubiv nade‘ posle 


nezgodata minatiot pat.

En ostro ja poglednnuva.




MAMA (prodol‘.)



(za da ubla‘i)


Kolku la‘ni trevogi imav 


jas pred ti da se rodi{. 


Gospodi Bo‘e, {to maka vidov!

EKST. LONDON - SOKAK - DEN

En i mama odat po sokakot.




MAMA


Mu ka‘a na Nik?




EN


Ima{ cigara?




MAMA


Nik ti odgovara. 


^ovek na mesto.




EN



(mole‘livo)


Go sakam, ama... ve}e 


ne ide.




MAMA


Ne brzaj, du{o.




EN


†Eve kako sovesta od 


nas pravi kukavici#.




MAMA



(neprirodno se sme{ka, 



ja gu{ka En)


Kamo da porasne{e.




EN


Sekoga{ vaka mi pravi{.




MAMA



(ne‘no)


Jas samo sakam ti da si 


sre}na, du{o.




EN


Se trudam. Samo ti da ne...


se sekira{e tolku za mene.




MAMA


Moram - majka sum ti.



(ja baknuva En)


Za toa slu‘at majkite.



(se smee)


Nemam drugo zanimawe.

En i mama stignuvaat do mal pe{a~ki plo{tad.

EKST. LONDON - MAL PLO[TAD - DEN

En i mama odat, napnatosta raste.




EN


Pa, najdi si.




MAMA



(se sme{ka)


Ima{ pravo. Mo‘e i treba.

Neo~ekuvano, nekoj i prio|a od zad grb i lesno ja baknuva En vo vratot.

Pre​pla{ena En se vrti - o~i v o~i so nasmevkata na Alek​sandar.  Vo nasmevkata izme{ani manguparija i taga.

Mama }e se zdrvi. Grbot i se isprava, na bledoto lice se pojavuva vko~aneta nasmevka.

En e zbuneta i iznenadena  {to se pojavil Aleksandar, isfrlena od ramnote‘a od na~inot na koj povtorno i ateriral vo ‘ivotot, no sepak, te{ko i e da skrie kolku ja privlekuva negoviot div {arm.




ALEKSANDAR



(so stranski akcent)


]e se isturi od vrnewe.

Mama e zbuneta. I En isto taka. I~ ne go o~ekuvala.




EN


Aleks... Aleksandar, 


{to pravi{ ti tuka?



(na majka i )


Aleksandar bi trebalo


 da bide vo Bosna.

Aleksandar i  pru‘a raka na majka i  na En.

Mama se rakuva so nasilena nasmevka. Nabrzina, ostro }e se poglednat so En.




EN (prodol‘.)



(malku nesigurno)


Ova e Aleksandar Kirkov, 


fotoreporter vo agencijata... 


Toa e toj {to ja osvoi 


Pulicerovata nagrada 


minatiot mesec.

Mama se prisiluva na qubezna nasmevka.




MAMA


Ba{ fino.




EN



(na Aleksandar)


Ova e majka mi.




MAMA



(se sme{ka)


E, pa... da si odev jas. 


Nema takov problem {to 


ne mo‘e da se ignorira.




EN


Ama, mamo... neli }e 


ru~avme?




MAMA


Ti ru~aj so g. Kirkov 


- sega jade{ za dvajca.



(na Aleksandar)


Mi be{e milo, g. Kirkov. 


^estitam u{te edna{ za 


nagradata.

Aleksandar klimnuva so ta‘na nasmevka.

Mama si odi.

En tr~a po majka si.




EN


Ne ‘iveam so Aleksandar. 


Go ostaviv Nik poradi Nik.




MAMA


Go ostavi Nik poradi 


sebesi, du{o.



(za Aleksandar)


Ist tatko ti.

Mama ja baknuva En i si odi.

En se vrti, malku zbuneta. Odi kaj Aleksandar koj sednal na klupa.




ALEKSANDAR


Ela so mene.

Taa e luta i nervozna, sepak, kako za belja, sre}na e {to go gleda.




EN


[to pravi{ ti tuka?




ALEKSANDAR


Aj da si odime ottuka, 


na Jamajka.




EN


Ne mo‘am sega da zboram 


so tebe.



(pauza)


Koga se vrati?




ALEKSANDAR


Ajde da ni bide kako 


porano, samo ti i jas.




EN



(po malku koketno)


Ne mo‘e{ tuku taka da ni 


se plesne{ na majka mi i mene.




ALEKSANDAR


I~ ne me bendisa, neli?




EN


Mnogu si ulav za mene.




ALEKSANDAR



(pomireno)


Mnogu sum ulav i za sebe.




EN


Moram da odam.




ALEKSANDAR


]e dojdam so tebe.




EN


Ne, odam po du}ani.

EKST. LONDON - ZABRIKADIRANA ULICA - DEN

Policiski barikadi ja blokirale ulicata. 

Se sobrala gu‘va.

Razdvi‘eni policajci.

Proletuvaat ‘olto-zelenite fluorescentni kai{i i jakni na policajcite.

Pristignuva brza pomo{. 

Od zgradata izleguvaat bolni~ari, na nosila nosat ra​ne​ta ‘ena. Ja stavaat vo kombeto.

Brzata pomo{ zaminuva.

SIRENATA e~i niz celoto maalo.

Zamagleni crveni i sini lica.

Pominuva taksi.

ENT. / EKST. TAKSI - LONDON - ULICA - DEN - SUBJEKTIVNA KAMERA

Niz prozorecot od taksito kon zabarikadiranata ulica, potem na druga londonska ulica so gu‘va. 




EN (O.S)


[to stana vo Bosna?

ENT. / EKST. LONDONSKI ULICI - GROBI[TA - TAKSI - DEN

Aleksandar gleda niz prozorecot, se vrti, razvlekuva ironi~na nasmevka, pa brzo ja bri{e.

Aleksandar i En se vozat vo taksi.




ALEKSANDAR


Sloboden sum. Sabajle


 dadov otkaz.




EN


Taka se davalo otkaz 


od slikawe.




ALEKSANDAR


Se davalo. Aj da begame, 


}e se ebeme najdobro na svet.

INSERT - ULICA - TAKSI - DEN

Nivnoto taksi vozi po londonska ulica. 

Koli, pe{aci, naslovi na vesnici...




EN (O.S.)


Aleks, ti si roden fotograf. 


Drugo ne znae{.

NAZAD KON SCENATA

Tie razgovaraat na zadnoto sedi{te.




ALEKSANDAR


To~no. Jas sum klo{ar. 


A, mo‘ev da bidam {ampion. 



(pauza)


]e napi{am kniga - 


†Zen i umetnosta na 


odgleduvawe domati#. Ti }e 


mi pere{ i }e mi gotvi{. 


]e te nau~am makedonski. 


]e imame dvanaeset deca.




EN



(se smee)


Vo Makedonija ne e bezbedno.




ALEKSANDAR


Bezbedno e.



({eretski)


Ba{ tamu Vizantijcite 


fatile 14 000 Makedonci,


im gi izvadile o~ite, 


pa takvi gi pratile doma. 




EN


Ima{ dogovor so agencijata.




ALEKSANDAR


Mo‘e da mi se fatat za dogovorot.




EN


Site mo‘eme da si odime, 


ama nekojpat mora{ i da izbira{... 


da si zazeme{ strana.




ALEKSANDAR



(se smee, so neo~ekuvana 



gor~ina)


Da si zazemam strana? 


Ne sakam da sum na ista 


strana so nieden od niv - 


mongoloidi bez mozok, se


kasapat edni so drugi 


bez pri~ina.




EN


Da si zazeme{ strana... 


protiv vojni, glup~o.




ALEKSANDAR


Bo‘em e va‘no.

Vadi kniga: †EVROPA ZA $10 DNEVNO#. Na nea ima dupka od kur{um.




ALEKSANDAR (prodol‘.)


Romanija.



(se vozbuduva)


El Salvador. Azerbejxan, 


Angola, Belfast, Bosna. 


Mirot e isklu~ok, a ne 


pravilo.



(pauza)


Ostaj se. Aj da se 


preselime vo Makedonija.




EN



(sfa}a)


Seriozen si!

Ja gleda v o~i. Negoviot imix na veselnik se promenil vo slika na zamislen umoren heroj. 




ALEKSANDAR



(pauza)


Kako smrt.




EN


Sakam bebe.

Ti{ina.




ALEKSANDAR



(melanholi~no)


]e se promenam.




EN


Ve}e si se promenil. 


Vidi si go liceto.



(potivko)


[to stana?




ALEKSANDAR



(tivko, gleda 



niz prozorec)


Nau~iv. Ostarev.




EN


Za dve nedeli?




ALEKSANDAR



(se vrti, tmurno)


Ja opleskav.

Taa go gu{ka, go gali po glava. Toj se predava, ja gu{ka posilno.




EN



(mnogu toplo)


[to ti se slu~ilo tamu, 


milo? [to ti storile?




ALEKSANDAR


Ubiv.

Se gu{kaat cvrsto za moment, taa po~nuva da pla~e, toj sa​ka da ja bakne. Taa prifa}a, go nudi obrazot. Toj saka da ja bakne v usta. Taa prifa}a. Bakne‘ot stanuva stra​sen. Aleksandar so rakata se pridr‘uva na staklenata pre​grada. Po~nuva da £ ja soblekuva ko{ulata. Taa stras​no mu ja mrsi kosata. Temperaturata raste koga toj }e po~​ne da £ gi baknuva vratot i gradite. 

Nenadejno TROPAWE na prozorecot od kolata ja sepnuva En i taa prepla{eno se svrti. 

Tropa STARICA, potprena na prozorecot, liceto epten blisku do En. Taksito zastanalo do stari grobi{ta.




STARICATA


Izvinete, slobodno li e 


ova taksi?

En i Aleksandar se razdvojuvaat. En si ja zakop~uva ko{ulata, po~nuva da se sreduva, odedna{ pristojna.

TAKSISTOT si go pro~istuva grloto.




TAKSISTOT


Pet i pedeset, gospodine.

Aleksandar pla}a.

Izleguvaat od taksito.

EKST. LONDON - CRKOVNI GROBI[TA - DEN

En i Aleksandar izleguvaat od taksito.  Okolu starite grobi{ta ima ograda od kovano ‘elezo. 

En poglednuva vo starite nadgrobni plo~i.

VO ZADNINA, trudna ‘ena klava cve}iwa na grob.




ALEKSANDAR


S¢ najubavo. Pi{i ako 


mo‘e{.

Se vrti i si odi.

En go stignuva.




EN


Aleks, ne mo‘am da odam 


deneska. Ve~erva moram 


da bidam tuka.



(pauza)


Te molam ostani. Morame


da zboruvame.




ALEKSANDAR


Koskite me bolat za doma. 


Kako na slon.



(pauza)


Ili e reuma?

Si odi.

En ostanuva sama i zbuneta.

Pominuva mlada ‘ena vo mini sukwa. Na vokmenot slu{a pesna od NIRVANA. Koga }e pomine pokraj En muzikata STANUVA POGLASNA. 

ENT. FOTO AGENCIJA - KANCELARIJATA NA EN - DEN

En e povtorno na telefon vo svojata kancelarija.

PESNATA od Nirvana prodol‘uva na nejzinoto radio.

En gi razgleduva slikite na masata. Otvora nov plik so fotografii.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA EN - FOTOGRAFII

Od trupot na Zamira na karpestiot rid. Na teloto dupki od kur{umi. Krv nasekade. Prstite na En prelistuvaat drugi fotografii so Zamira.  Na pove}eto od niv, Kiril sedi na kuferot do trupot. Okolu niv makedonski vojnici i policajci, a toj izgleda kako da e vo trans.




EN (O.S.)



(na telefon)


Ne, slikite na Madona, 


onie kaj {to e toples. 


Mislam ima nekoja li~na 


neposrednost...



(slu{a)


Poprovokativni? Taa 


e provokativna, taa e 


vistinska.

NAZAD KON SCENATA

En e s¢ u{te na telefon, a gi gleda slikite na Zamira.




EN


Da, fala.

Ja spu{ta slu{alkata.

Telefonot YVONI (O.S.).

Taa se vrti, gi ispu{ta fotografiite i ja istura {oljata so kafe.

INSERT - FOTOGRAFII NA DU[EMETO - KRUPNO

Vrz serijata sliki dodeka se razletuvaat po du{emeto.

Na niv e teloto na Zamira izre{etano so kur{umi i Kiril sednat do nea na partalav kufer.

NAZAD KON SCENATA

En se javuva na spikerfon dodeka gi sobira fotografiite od du{emeto. 




EN


Da.




SEKRETARKATA (V.O.)


En, nekoj go bara Aleksandar. 


Cela nedela se javuva.




EN


Aleksandar si zamina.



(pauza)


Daj mi go.

GLAS se slu{a od telefonot. Razgovorot prodol‘uva na FRANCUSKI.




KIRIL



(na lo{ francuski)


Alo.

En poglednuva nagore, kako da setila ne{to neobi~no, po malku natprirodno vo vozduhot, potem poleka stanuva.




EN


Da?

En poglednuva pak kon fotografiite na Zamira i Kiril na du{emeto.




KIRIL


Mi treba Aleksandar 


Kirkov.




EN


Za ‘al, samo {to si otide. 


]e ostavite poraka?




KIRIL


Ne... Nema poraka 


deneska. Fala.




EN


Od kaj se javuvate? 




KIRIL



(na angliski)


Makedonija bara. 


Fala.

LINIJATA SE  ISKLU^UVA (O.S.).

En go isklu~uva spikerfonot.

Od nosot i te~e tro{ka krv. Ja bri{e.

INSERT - TRI FOTOGRAFII - KRUPEN PLAN

od fotografiite: eden ~ovek puka vo drug. Pi{tolot na prviot e vperen vo tilot na vtoriot. Od blizu. Vtoriot ~ovek se stutkal, se obiduva da ja skrie glavata me|u ramena, ama edna{ pogoden, se strupoluva na trotoarot.

ENT. BRIKSTON - STANOT NA ALEKSANDAR - NO]

Aleksandar gi razgleduva trite fotografii. Gi trga nastrana, pali cigara. 

YVONI telefonot.

Toj go poglednuva, go ignorira. 

Se vklu~uva telefonskata sekretarka.




KIRIL (O.S.)



(na lo{ francuski)


Alo... Aleksandar Kirkov, 


ve molam.

Aleksandar vovlekuva od cigarata.




KIRIL (O.S.) (prodol‘.)


Aleksandar Kirkov...


Kiril tuka.

Aleksandar ne reagira.

Kiril SPU[TA (O.S.).

EKST. BRIKSTON - ULICA - PRED STANOT NA ALEKSANDAR - DEN

Uli~ka so istovetni ku}i. 

Temnocrveno taksi ~eka pred srednata zgrada.

Aleksandar izleguva so vojni~ka vre}a preku ramo. 

Poglednuva na saatot, u{te edna{ povlekuva od ci​ga​ra​ta, go frla pikavecot vo bari~kata na ulicata - vo vodata se {irat koncentri~ni krugovi - pa vleguva vo kolata.

Taksito poa|a.

Minuvaat nekolku migovi.

Potem, zad }o{ot se pojavuva figura. 

Doa|a do ku}ata na Aleksandar.

Kiril e.

Go nosi partalaviot kafen kufer. Zastanuva pred zgradata, ja sporeduva adresata so hartiv~eto v raka, pa }e zayvoni.

Dodeka ~eka, merka grafit na yidot.

PI[UVA: †VREMETO NIKOGA[ NE UMIRA. KRU​GOT NE E TRKALEZEN#.




KIRIL



(mrmori na lo{ 



angliski, go ~ita 



grafitot)


†Vremeto nikoga{ ne umira. 


Krugot ne e trkalezen#. 

Pluka vo bari~kata na ulicata. Se {irat koncentri~ni krugovi. Kiril zjapa vo niv.

EKST. LONDON - IZLOG - DEN

En gleda vo izlogot.

EKST. LONDON - IZLOG - DEN - PODOCNA

En izleguva od prodavnicata. 

Zastanuva zad staklenite vrati.

Vozduhot e te‘ok. Se ~ini deka }e vrne. En brka muva.

]e po~ne da go otvora ~adorot, pa }e zastane, }e izleze nadvor, }e ja pru‘i rakata, o~ekuva kapki do‘d, no ni{to ne se slu~uva.

Poglednuva nagore.

ENT. LONDON - RESTORAN - VE^ER

En gi nabquduvalu|eto {to vleguvaat vo restoranot, gi gleda nivnite lica so skriena strast.

KAMERATA POLEKA GO NAPU[TA nejzinoto lice. 

Taa e tivko obzemena od nejzinata dilema.

Vleguva MA@ SO MUSTA]I. Li~i na ~elistot od fotografijata. ^ovekot ima isti te{ki musta}i i ‘estoka strast vo o~ite - kako da mu e brat na ~elistot. 

Pogledot na En go sledi musta}lijata dodeka toj bara masa. O~ite im se sre}avaat za mig i taa }e posaka da go svrti pogledot, no }e se vozdr‘i.

Namesto toa, }e mu se nasmevne.

Nekoj £ gi pokriva o~ite. En se sepnuva, potem gi dopira racete {to £ gi pokrivaat o~ite, sfa}a deka se racete na nejziniot soprug Nik, pa se opu{ta.




EN


Nik Vilers, Vojvodata 


od Najtsbrix.

Palavo go griznuva, ama nego go zaboluva.

NIK, ma‘ i, i gi osloboduva o~ite.




EN (prodol‘.)


Zdravo.

En i Nik  se gledaat eden kus, nere{itelen moment, ne znaat ba{ kako da prodol‘at ponatamu. Toj stoi nad nea.

Tolku godini bliskost se me{aat so maka od sega{nata  golema kriza. 

Toj se dvoumi, edvaj vidlivo, pa se navednuva i lesno £ gi baknuva usnite, potem gleda naokolu pa sednuva. 

Dve stari gospo|i na masata od kar{i se pravat deka ne gledaat, ama retardiranoto dete {to ve~era so niv otvoreno im se sme{ka.

Musta}lijata tivko gi gleda En i Nik, pali cigara so sta​romodna Zipo zapalka, povlekuva dolg dim, ~a{a viski na masata.




NIK


Kako si?




EN


Dobro.

Ti{ina.




NIK


I fali{ na Xej Xej. 


Se porodi vo vtornikot.




EN


Misli{ - se oma~i.




NIK


Saka{ da dojde{ da 


gi vidi{?




EN


Ne znam ve}e. 


Posle ona nekni...

Nik se sme{ka nervozno, gleda naokolu. 




NIK


Znae{ deka mi e ‘al {to 


taka ispadna. Kolku pati 


da ti ka‘am?

En vadi paket zavitkan vo ukrasna hartija i mu go dava na Nik.




EN


Ne, izvini, moja gre{ka.

Musta}lijata vo ZADNINATA zjapa vo niv. Otkako nekoj }e go zatskrie, ispa|a deka gledal vo kelnerot koj pominuva pokraj En i Nik.




NIK (prodol‘.)


Zborev so majka ti deneska. 




EN



(studeno)


Vistina?




NIK


Ona se javi.




EN



(nasekirana; pali 



cigara)


I {to re{ivte za mojata 


idnina?




NIK



(se sme{ka)


Mislam deka ima{ ne{to 


da mi ka‘e{.

En }e go pogledne luto i netrpelivo.

Iznenadena e i luti na majka si: s¢ u{te ne e ba{ spremna da se soo~i so Nik. Ne znae kako istovremeno da mu ja ka‘e vesta i da mu raskine. 

Nik se iskle{til. 




EN


Da, trudna sum. 




NIK


Prekrasno.




NIK


Moe li e?




EN


Da.

Stanuva i ja baknuva, pa se pribira i gleda naokolu zbu​ne​to i glupavo.

Dvete stari gospo|i i retardiranoto dete na masata od kar{i im se sme{kaat.

Musta}lijata gleda vo En i Nik, koga edno KELNER^E mu prio|a i po~nuvaat da zborat na stranski JAZIK, AD LIB. Dijalogot e nejasen. Izgleda deka jazikot e SRP​SKI. Razgovorot NE E PREVEDEN. Dodeka Nik ja dr‘i ra​kata na En, dvajcata ma‘i VO ZADNINATA po~nu​va​at ‘estoka raspravija. Zapaleno gestikuliraat. 




NIK


Kelner! [ampaw... 


[i{e.




EN


Ne treba da pijam...



(ja gasi cigarata)


... Ne treba ni da pu{am... 


Ne treba ni da sum tuka.

Kelnerot si zaminuva so nivnata nara~ka, a Nik gleda vo kavgata vo ZADNINATA.

Kelner~eto gnevno mu VIKA na musta}lijata na nivniot JAZIK, mo‘ebi SRPSKI.

En i Nik se vrtat i ja gledaat kavgata.

POSTAR KELNER im prio|a na pomladiot kelner i na mustaklijata i kavgata zamira.




POSTARIOT KELNER


Xorx!




KELNER^ETO



(so stranski akcent)


Prostete...  Doa|am vedna{...

Postariot kelner dolgo go gleda. 

Pristignuva {ampawot.

Nik ja nabquduva scenata vo ZADNINATA, potem se vrti kon En. Mora da vika poradi VREVATA VO ZADNINATA. Ja zema En za raka.




NIK


Ama ubavo... Na{eto bebe.

Liceto i se stemnuva od gri‘a.




EN


Nik, sakam da si odam. 




NIK


]e si odime, zlato. 


Samo da nazdravime.

En e vo stapica - Nik pogre{no ja razbral.




EN


Ne mislev taka.

Kelnerot pominuva i se otkriva scena vo ZADNINATA, kade musta}lijata mu dava pari na kelner~eto. Kel​ner​~eto gi frla vo musta}lijata i si zaminuva, is~eznuva vo kujnata. 

Musta}lijata stanuva i odi po nego. 

Postariot kelner mu go prepre~uva patot.




POSTARIOT KELNER


Gospodine.



(pauza)


Izvinete - kujnata e samo 


za vrabotenite.




MUSTA]LIJATA


Ka‘i i na taa pi~ka tamu 


da dojde tuka i ulice da 


mi ka‘e {to vika.



(gleda preku glavata 



na postariot kelner)


Kaj e? Ela vamu, peder eden, 


pizda ti materina!

Musta}lijata potem prodol‘uva na SVOJOT JAZIK.




POSTARIOT KELNER


Gospodine, }e me prinudite 


da viknam policija.

Musta}lijata sednuva na svojata masa, pcue niz zabi.

Gostite pogleduvaat vo scenata.

Nik i En mu se vra}aat na svojot svojot muabet. Toj go ot​vora {ampawot.

Dvete stari gospo|i i retardiranoto dete od kar{i gi gle​daat.




NIK



(kon damite)


Dobri vesti.



(ja kreva ~a{ata)


^arls i Di se smirija.

Palavo }e se nasmevne.

Deteto mu vozvra}a so nasmevka.




NIK  (prodol‘.)


Za bebeto. Za nas.




EN


Za bebeto.

Taa pivnuva malku, Nik do kraj.




EN (prodol‘.)



(sobira hrabrost)


Nik, mislam...

ZVUK na kr{ewe ~inii }e ja ispla{i i }e ja prekine.  Nik za malku }e ja ispu{ti ~a{ata.

Kelner~eto i musta}lijata se derat.

Gostite vo restoranot se vrtat i zjapaat vo scenata. 

Nekoi stanuvaat da si odat. 

Kavgata e ‘estoka. 

Derewe i pcuewe na stranski JAZIK od obete strani. 

Kelner~eto gi ispu{tilo ~iniite, seto crveno vo liceto, vika na musta}lijata.

Musta}lijata celo vreme vadi pari od pari~nikot, gi tutka i so prezir mu gi frla na kelner~eto. Kelner~eto so race se brani od parite {to go udiraat v lice. 

Scenata e re~isi nadrealna, osobeno {to NEMA PREVOD. 

Izleguva MENAXEROT.

Koga kelner~eto }e vidi deka doa|a menaxerot, }e proba da ja napu{ti scenata, ama musta}lijata go sledi, gi sobira parite od du{emeto i pak gi frla po nego. Begaj}i od musta}lijata, kelner~eto udira vo menaxerot. 




MENAXEROT



(s ska)


Xorx!




KELNER^ETO


Gospodine...




MENAXEROT


^inam, bi bilo najupatno 


sega da go napu{te{e 


restoranov.



(pauza)


I ne se vra}aj ve}e.




KELNER^ETO


Ama gospodine... 


Ne sum jas kriv.




MENAXEROT


Dosta.



(pauza)


I gledaj prijatelot da


si odi so tebe.

Menaxerot se vrti.




MUSTA]LIJATA



(na menaxerot)


Pizda ti materina!

Kelner~eto na ova }e otka~i, i mu vrzruva {lakanica na musta}lijata. 

Musta}lijata }e se zateteravi dva ~ekori nanazad.

Se vra}a i pelivanski }e go zgrap~i kelner~eto za glava. Po~nuvaat da se borat i so tresok pa|aat nazemi. 

Se mavaat so boksovi i se trkalaat po du{emeto i po ska​lite.

En i Nik zjapaat vo scenata, daleku se od nivnata masa, stojat do yidot, ja gu{nal. 




NIK


Ajde, odime.




EN


^ekaj.

VTORO KELNER^E }e proba da ja prekine tepa~kata, ama }e go vovle~at i nego, pa sega tri tela se zapletkani na du{emeto srede mrsni PCOSTI na stranski JAZIK, boksovi, KR[EWE ~inii, i prepla{eni vozdi{ki.

CRVENOKOS KELNER ja nadvikuva VREVATA.




CRVENOKOS KELNER


Vikaat policija.

Crvenokosiot kelner pretpazlivo saka da gi razdvoi trojcata. 




CRVENOKOS KELNER 




(prodol‘.)


Ajde, be, de~ki, ne se 


glupirajte.

Tepa~kata poleka }e prestane.  

Dvete kelner~iwa stojat kraj yidot, musta}lijata poleka stanuva.




MENAXEROT


Nadvor! Odma! Viknav 


policija!

Musta}lijata poa|a da si odi, dvete kelner~iwa se vra}aat vo kujnata. 




MENAXEROT



(kon gostite)


Ve molam pro{tevajte,


ova e neprifatlivo. 


Ve uveruvam deka nema da se


povtori - ne gri‘ete se - viknav 


policija, samo {to ne stasale.



(pauza)


Kaj i da e, do utre }e dojdat.

Narodot kiselo se smee.




MENAXEROT (prodol‘.)


Prijatna ve~era.



(se vrti)


Ku}ata ~esti desert. Ili 


pija~ka. Ili {to da e.

Nik s¢ u{te ja gu{ka En.




NIK


Dobra si?




EN


Dobro.

Nik nebare s¢ u{te ja za{tituva En od tepa~kata. Taa e potresena od slu~kata, s¢ u{te stutkana na negovite gradi.



NIK


Da si odime.

Trgnuvaat da si odat.

Za malku }e se sudrat so menaxerot.




MENAXEROT



(mesti stol za En)


Gospo|ice...

Taa go poglednuva. Toj se nasmevnuva, go dr‘i stolot, kanej}i ja da sedne. 

Dve kelner~iwa ja mestat masata za En i Nik.

En go poglednuva Nik, pa menaxerot, koj pak }e se nasmevne.




NIK



(so nasmevka za 



menaxerot, sednuva)


E, ova mo‘e samo vo 


Britanija - uvezena tu|a 


gra|anska vojna.

En nevolno sednuva.




EN


Nivnite lica... stanaa drugi 


lu|e koga po~naa da se karaat.



(pauza)


Onoj so musta}ite...




NIK


Ba{ fin de~ko.



(ja kreva ~a{ata)


Za gra|anskite vojni koi 


stanuvaat pogra|anski koga 


}e prejdat tuka.



(ispiva do kraj)


Da si odime doma.




EN


Nik, za toa sakav da zborime.




NIK


]e imame mnogu vreme


 da zborime, zlato. ]e se 


preselime vo Oksford, 


}e dade{ otkaz...




EN


Nik, ne sakam da dadam 


otkaz.

Nik zjapa vo nea.




EN (prodol‘.)


]e se dogovorime za bebeto... 


Te molam probaj da sfati{... 


Mnogu mi zna~i{...

Nik }e se smurti, ama potem }e se nasmevne.




NIK


Ti si pod golem pritisok.




EN


Nik, sakam razvod.

Toj zjapa vo nea.




EN (prodol‘.)



(pomeko)


Sў u{te te sakam.




NIK


Zo{to?

Taa nemo go gleda.




NIK (prodol‘.)


A bebeto?




EN



(silna i re{itelna 



za prvpat)


Jas go sakam bebeto.

Ti{ina.




NIK


Ti prostiv za fotografot.




EN


Ne sakam da mi prosti{.

Toj klimnuva, stanuva, odlu~no go vika kelnerot.

Taa se povlekuva, krivo i e.




EN



(nesigurno, maka i 



e za nego)


Ne, te molam, sedi.




NIK


Prijatno.




EN


Sedi, ‘iti se.



(pauza)


Daj da se dogovorime.




NIK



(poa|a)


Tuka e ludnica.



(se vra}a)


Ne mi e jasno. Zo{to 


saka{e da me vidi{?




EN


Sakav da razgovarame.




NIK


Ama, ti ve}e si re{ila.




EN


Ne sum.

En stanuva,  mu go popre~uva patot i saka da go bakne. Toj ja vrti glavata.




EN (prodol‘.)


Vrati se. Da ti objasnam...

Taa sednuva na stolot na Nik. Toj nevolno sednuva na nejziniot stolot. Taa go fa}a za raka.




NIK


Mi treba malku vreme 


za... malku mir...

PUKAWE go prekinuva srede re~enica (O.S.)

U{te PUKAWE (O.S.)

Stanuva totalen haos.

Musta}lijata se vratil - so pi{tol v raka.

Puka kon kelner~eto.

Lu|eto vreskaat. Prevrteni masi. Staklo SE KR[I.

U{te ISTRELI.

Kur{umi udiraat vo yidot.

En se krie pod masa.

Dvete stari gospo|i od masata kar{i se pod ~ar{afot. 

Retardiranoto dete vreska.

U{te ISTRELI (O.S.)

Haos.

Dodeka En se krie na du{emeto, ne{to ili nekoj se liz​nu​va po yidot i pa|a do nea. Raka ja fa}a za gradata. Taa }e ja otturne so gadewe, ama rakata pak }e se slizne do gra​data. ]e proba da go istrese od sebesi. Od treseweto toj se liznuva poblizu do nea.

Odnenade‘, soo~ena so krvavoto lice na kelner~eto.

Vresnuva od u‘as.

O~ite na kelner~eto zjapaat vo nea.

Taa i natamu vreska.

ISTRELITE prestanuvaat.

En gi gleda nozete na trojcata policajci koi go vle~at musta}lijata. 

Duri go vle~at, toj po~nuva da pee.

^ovekot tvrdoglavo, fanati~no, fatalisti~ki, na set glas pee stranska PATRIOTSKA PESNA.

Dodeka go vle~at, nejziniot ritam odeknuva vo zamolkna​ta​ta soba.

Tivko e.

Ti{ina.

En gleda naokolu.

Nekoj go kreva teloto na kelner~eto.

En silno se trese.




EN


Nik?

Taa gleda naokolu. Ne mo‘e da go najde. 

Retardiranoto dete stoi srede haosot i gleda naokolu.




EN (prodol‘.)


Nik!!

Gi zdogleduva nozete pod ~ar{afot. Treskavi~no gi otkriva.

Na du{emeto, so liceto vo ~inijata supa, le‘i Nik. Tenok mlaz krv mu te~e od slepoo~nicata. 




EN (prodol‘. )


Nik!!!

Vresnuva na set glas i se frla vrz negovoto telo.




EN (prodol‘.)


Neeeeee!!

Ja zema negovata krvava glava v race, lipaj}i.




EN (prodol‘.)


Zbori mi. Zbori mi!

Liceto mu e krvavo, a ko‘ata otka~ena od koskata.

Taa }e po~ne da se previtkuva od bolka, }e go zgrap~i sto​makot so obete race.

Ja ignorira bolkata vo stomakot i po~nuva da mu go bri{e li​ceto so ~ar{afot, ama se pojavuva samo u{te krvavo meso. 

Liceto mu e razneseno.




EN (prodol‘.)


Tvoeto lice... Tvoeto 


lice... Tvoeto lice...

Retardiranoto dete s¢ u{te stoi srede haosot i tivko  nabquduva. Poglednuva vo En i se nasmevnuva.













ZATEMNUVAWE

TRET DEL
ODTEMNUVAWE:





TELOP:

†TRET DEL#

†SLIKI#

EKST. MAKEDONIJA - POLIWA I PLANINI - DEN - AVIONSKI

Harmoni~niot pejsa` poleka odminuva dolu, pod nas.

Kariranata zemja nudi izorani poliwa, vnimatelno obele`eni i obraboteni so dikat.

Crna zemja, `olti poliwa.

Strojnite topoli frlaat dolgi senki pred sebe.

ENT. AVION - DEN

Aleksandar sedi vo avionot i gleda niz prozorecot  nostalgi~no. O~igledno ve}e odamna ne bil doma.

EKST. NEBO - DEN

Crven avion se ocrtuva na sinoto nebo.

EKST. AERODROM - PISTA - DEN

Avionot sletuva.

Patnici izleguvaat, odat pod golemoto krilo kon aerodromskata zgrada.

ENT. AERODROM - DEN - KRUPNO

na pe~atot koj POLICAECOT go udira vo Britanskiot paso{ na Aleksandar.

PO[IROKO: Aleksandar stoi pred policaecot, ubava mlada `ena vo sina uniforma: POLICAJKA.




POLICAJKA



(na angliski)


Kolku dolgo }e ostanete?




ALEKSANDAR



(na makedonski)


Za stalno, a mo`e 


i podolgo.

Policajkata se nasmevnuva, mu mavnuva da prodol`i.

Na aerodromot zad Aleksandar - turkanica.

ENT./EKST. AVTOBUS - SKOPJE - PAT - DEN

Avtobusot go nosi Aleksandar kon gradot.

Toj gleda niz prozorecot.

Gradski sceni:

MNT, oblakoderi, golemi vre}i crveni piperki na pazar, raskrsnica, ku~iwa, semafori, vquben par, milicioneri, staro fi}o, vozila na Obedinetite Nacii...

Grupa begalci izleguva od avtobus. V race dr`at sitni pqa~ki.

Na {est-sedum od niv nozete ili racete im se zavitkani vo zavoi.




ATANAS (off)


E, lu|e na{i...

Aleksandar gleda na drugata strana.

ATANAS, vojni~e na dvaesetina godini, sednuva do Aleksandar, pali cigara i go nudi.




ALEKSANDAR


]e te vidi kondukterot.




ATANAS


A, nema gajle. Vujko mi e. 


Zapali edna.




ALEKSANDAR


Gi ostaviv.




ATANAS


A, be, ajde, olabaj se.

Aleksandar odmavnuva so glavata.

EKST. KLISURA - PAT - DEN

Avtobusot pominuva niz vol{ebnata priroda.

Rekata prodol`uva bistro da `amori otkako avtobusot    odminuva. Samo oblak pra{ina zad nego.

ENT./EKST. AVTOBUS - PLANINSKI PAT - DEN - PODOCNA

Avtobusot poleka se iska~uva po planinski pat.

Celata slika e rasposlana na dlanka: dodeka mnogu​broj​ni​te serpentini tivko se prpelkaat vse~eni vo planinata,     avtobusot poleka stenka pod letnoto sonce.

Aleksandar si ja dopira bradata, zanesen vo misli.

EKST. KLISURA - PLANINSKI PAT - RESTORAN - DEN

Avtobusot zastanal pred mal restoran vo surovata kli​su​ra.

Patnicite vleguvaat vo maloto mean~e.

Od kafeanata tre{ti silna narodna MUZIKA (off).

Aleksandar sedi na kamen pred vratata, fotoaparat mu visi na ramoto.

Pominuva Atanas. So glavata mu pravi i{aret na Alek​san​dar da vlezat vo restoranot.




ATANAS


Aj’ na skara.




ALEKSANDAR


Mnogu e glasno.




ATANAS 


Jas na berba. Ti?




ALEKSANDAR


Na kr{tevka.




ATANAS


^ija?




ALEKSANDAR


Moja.



(se sme{ka)


Na vnukot.




ATANAS


Ubavo. Kolku vreme ne 


ste se videle?




ALEKSANDAR


[esnaeset godini. Otidov 


pred dvaeset i ~etiri. 


Dojdov samo edna{.




ATANAS


A, be, begaj, zaebava{.

Atanas odmavnuva so glavata, odi da jade.

Nekolku selski deca se sobrale okolu avtobusot. Se brkaat.

Go zabele`uvaat Aleksandar i po~nuvaat da mu poziraat.

Aleksandar gi ignorira.

Najagresivnoto dete, MATE, se ko{ka so laktite. Go turnuva najmaloto, PETRE, na zemja i go zazema negovoto mesto, na ~elo.




MATE


Slikaj ne, ~i~ko.

Petre mu vozvra}a i zapo~nuvaat AD LIB kavga.

Mate po~uva da go skube Petreta.

Pa|aat na zemi, se kreva pra{ina. VIKAWE.

Aleksandar instiktivno se fa}a za foto-aparatot. Go kreva i po~nuva da slika.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA ALEKSANDAR NIZ FOTO-APARATOT - DECA - DEN

Decata se borat na zemi.

Aleksandar FOKUSIRA.

Aparatot [TRAKA, Aleksandar slika.

Gletkata go vozbuduva.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Decata se borat, Aleksandar slika.

Patnicite koi ru~aat vo maliot restoran po~nuvaat da gi bodrat decata.




ATANAS


Udri go!

Decata zabele`uvaat deka Aleksandar gi slika, po~nu​va​at da se tepaat u{te poagresivno.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA ALEKSANDAR NIZ FOTO-APARATOT - DECA - DEN

Decata se vrtat kon KAMERATA, mavtaat.

Najgolemoto, tepa~ot Mate mu se obra}a na Aleksandar.




MATE


Slikaj, ~i~ko, slikaj. 


Slikaj me mene.

Mate go vle~e Petreta za kosata u{te posilno, pozira za Aleksandar.

APARATOT [VENKUVA od lutoto lice na Mate do liceto na Petre, seto iskriveno od bolka.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Aleksandar zapira. Gleda napred kako stapisan. Go spu{​ta foto-aparatot poleka, go poglednuva so gnasewe.




ALEKSANDAR 



(kon aparatot)


Ti ebam stopankata.

Stanuva, odi kaj decata {to se borat. Gi razdeluva. Ovie zapiraat. Mate saka da go klocne Petreta. Aleksandar ja kreva rakata da go plesne. Mate ripa nanazad. Aleksandar mu pomaga na Petreta da stane. Mu te~e krv od nosot.




ALEKSANDAR 


Kako te vikaat tebe?




PETRE


Petle.

Drugite deca po~nuvaat da se smeat oti Petre ne mo`e da ka`e †r#, go imitiraat AD LIB:




DECATA


Petle, petle, petle...

Petre se srami.




ALEKSANDAR 


Eve, ova e za tebe. 


Golem da porasne{.

Aleksandar mu go dava foto-aparatot.

Petre go gleda vo ~udo.

Drugite deca se stivnuvaat.




MATE


Daj mi go mene.




ALEKSANDAR 


Tebe {lakanica }e 


ti dadam.

Decata po~nuvaat da mu se smeat na Mate.




ALEKSANDAR 



(mu poka`uva na



Petre kako da slika)


Pazi, sega... Tuka se pritiska 


da slika{. Ama prvo treba da 


ja izostri{ slikata ... Gleda{... 


matno... sega jasno.

Dva ~ifta race go ~epkaat objektivot.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA PETRE - MATE - PETRE

Mate VIDEN niz objektivot. Petre FOKUSIRA.

Mate e lut.

KAMERATA SE VRTI i GO GLEDA liceto na Petre, prvo MATNO, potoa VO FOKUS.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Petre gleda dolu vo objektivot, se obiduva da fokusira.

EKST. KLISURA - PLANINSKI PAT - RESTORAN - DEN -  PODOCNA

Avtobusot poa|a i gi otkriva decata.

ENT./EKST. AVTOBUS - KLISURA - PLANINSKI PAT-  RESTORAN - DEN

Aleksandar gi nabquduva decata niz prozorecot na avto​bu​sot. [tom avtobusot malku se oddale~uva, ovie po~​nu​vaat da go brkaat Petreta, koj bega so aparatot v race.

Odvreme-navreme se vrti i gi slika, sў u{te begaj}i.




ALEKSANDAR  



(pove}e za sebe,



a odnesuvaj}i se



 na Petreta)


]e bide i od tebe pi~leme 


edno...

Posegnuva po torbata, vadi drug fotoaparat, po~nuva da gi slika decata koi go brkaat Petreta.

ENT./EKST. AVTOBUS - PLANINSKI PAT - DEN

Atanas sednuva do Aleksandar.




ATANAS


Pa kaj si bil dvaeset 


i ~etiri godini?




ALEKSANDAR 



(so nasmevka)


Segde, cel svet.




ATANAS


Me zaebava{.




ALEKSANDAR 



(vadi slika)


Taman rabota.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA ATANAS - FOTOGRAFIJA - KRUPNO

Aleksandar i En, pred Tax Mahal, pregrnati.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Atanas mu ja vra}a slikata.




ATANAS


@ena ti?




ALEKSANDAR 


Me otka~i...




ATANAS


I sega li najde da se vra}a{? 


Ne gleda{ li {to se pravi 


tuka? Nekoj glavata }e ti ja 


skine, posle }e pla~e{.




ALEKSANDAR 


Dosta be{e. Vreme e da se 


skrasam, `ena, deca...




ATANAS



(go gleda pod oko)


Me zaebava{... Vojska si bil?

Aleksandar gleda vo uniformata na Atanas.




ALEKSANDAR 



(se smee)


Znae{ samo {to zapametiv 


od vojska?




ATANAS


[to?




ALEKSANDAR 


Ima{e so mene eden budala, 


Zoran. Fa}a{e mali ma~iwa i 


so kle{ti zabite im gi vade{e.




ATANAS


Zo{to?




ALEKSANDAR 


Za da si go drka so ma~eto. 


V usta.




ATANAS


Mnogu sme{no.

EKST. PLANINSKI KRSTOPAT - ZAJDISONCE

Avtobusot zastanuva.

Aleksandar sleguva.

Avtobusot zaminuva, vrti zad krivinata.

Aleksandar gleda naokolu.

KAMERATA SE KREVA I SE POVLEKUVA NAZAD. Zajdisonce vrz  jalovata zemja...

Veterot RUMORI niz lisjata. PTI^KI (off).

Aleksandar ja naramuva torbata i poleka poa|a. Edvaj zabele`liva blaga nasmevka mu igra na usnite.

Odi poleka, noga pred noga.

EKST.  EZERO - ZAJDISONCE

Aleksandar poleka odminuva.

Ezeroto bleska dolu prekrasno, nebare tivko da go nabquduva sonceto kako tone zad nego.

EKST. VO BLIZU SELOTO NA ALEKSANDAR - ZAJDISONCE

Aleksandar stasuva od zad krivina.

Zapira.

Gleda, gi polni o~ite.

Pred nego puknala gletka.

Selo zalepeno na karpi kako crte`, kako nadrealna slika {to postoi samo na son.

Vo eden kus moment se ~ini deka sonceto reflektira solza vo okoto na Aleksandar.




ALEKSANDAR 



(sentimentalno



gleda vo seloto)


Da ti ebam stopankata.

Poleka prodol`uva.

Stojan se pojavuva zad nego, vo ustata dr`i nakrivena    cigara.




STOJAN


Stoj!

Aleksandar se sepnuva, mu se rasipuva merakot. Se vrti.

Stojan stiska v race sosem nova ma{inka.

Aleksandar se dobli`uva, go ispituva Stojana so neverica.




STOJAN (prodol`.)


Ne mrdaj, }e pukam! 

Aleksandar go gleda od blizu. Stojan e deti{te, sedum-osumnaeset. Trga dim kako Hemfri Bogart.




ALEKSANDAR 


Ti, be, zdrav si? ]e rani{ 


nekogo, mo~ko eden.




STOJAN


A, na{ si ti.

Aleksandar se vrto i si odi kon seloto.

Stojan potr~uva. Go zaobikoluva i se obiduva da mu go popre~i patot.




STOJAN (prodol`.)


Stoj!

Aleksandar prodol`uva. Stojan otstapuva nanazad.

Aleksandar mu udira {lakanica po uvoto.




ALEKSANDAR 


Begaj doma, gomno edno.

Aleksandar ja graba pu{kata na Stojan, ja zema i ja stava na ramo.




STOJAN


Ej, daj mi ja, be, znae{ 


kolku pari... ]e mu ka`am 


na vuj~e Mitre.

Aleksandar si zaminuva.




ALEKSANDAR 


Ka`i mu da mi go bri~i...


So zeleno xam~e.

EKST. SELOTO NA ALEKSANDAR - SOKAK - KVE​^ERINA

Aleksandar pominuva niz sokakot.

Ku}ite mu se poznati. Gi gleda dodeka odi poleka.

Gi zagleduva portite, prozorcite, drvjata, eden golem    trupec...

EKST. SELOTO NA ALEKSANDAR - DVOR - VRATA -              

- PRIKVE^ERINA

Zastanuva pred tro{na vrata vo iskr{en yid, kleknuva kraj nea i posegnuva zad malata vrata. Od zad vratata vadi mal pi{tol na voda, pi{tol {to go ostavil tamu u{te koga bil dete.

EKST. PRED KU]ATA NA ALEKSANDAR - VE^ER

Stasuva pred negovata ku}a.

Ostarena i iskrivena na ednata strana, kako babi~ka      zavitkana vo crno.

Penxeriwata se ispokr{eni i keramidite podzinati.

Posega po klu~ot, iako vratata e visnata na ednata strana gotova da otpadne.

Od kar{i go gleda DONKA, polni~ka baba. Si go bri{e ~eloto, brka muva.

Toj £ klimnuva za pozdrav.

Taa somnitelno mu otpozdravuva, klimnuvaj}i, potoa ja zabele`uva ma{inkata {to mu ja odzede na Stojan, i si odi doma prekutrupa. Svetlata se gasat.

Aleksandar vleguva vo svojata ku}a.

Vo prozorecot se pali sijalica.

ENT. KU]ATA NA ALEKSANDAR - VE^ER

Aleksandar vleguva vo svojata ku}a. Slu{a GLASOVI (off).   Se ~udi, potem se prikraduva.

Niz poluotvorenata vrata gleda dve blizna~ki na dva​ese​tina godini, kako se {minkaat na krevetot. AZRA i AJ​[A. Azra se obiduva da fati radio stanica, vrtej}i go kop~eto na nivniot mal tranzistor. Pesna od NIRVANA.




AZRA



(na bosanski)


Nemoj celiot lak da go 


potro{i{.

Aleksandar se naka{luva.

Blizna~kite sripuvaat od strav.

Lakot za nokti pa|a na du{emeto i se kr{i. Crven.

Aj{a zema kujnski no` i poleka ja  otvora vratata.




AJ[A



(na bosanski)


[to saka{?




ALEKSANDAR


Da prespijam.



(vrti na srpski)


Da prespijam tuka.

Nivniot dijalog prodol`uva na SRPSKO-HRVATSKI-BOSANSKI.




AZRA


[to ne si spie{ doma?




ALEKSANDAR


Ova mi e doma.

Blizna~kite go gledaat somni~avo. Azra ja podiga ne​go​va​ta vojni~ka torba so mnogu avionski lepenki na nea.




AJ[A


Kaj ti e aparatot?




ALEKSANDAR


Koj ve pu{ti tuka?




AZRA


Bratu~ed ti, Bojan. Izvini 


ako ti smetame. ]e si odime. 


Samo za nekoj den sme.




ALEKSANDAR


Vie Bosanki ste?




AJ[A


Od Saraevo.




ALEKSANDAR


Ne mi smetate. Sedete kolku 


sakate.



(se vrti



da si odi)


Leka no}.

Blizna~kite malku se opu{taat.

Aleksandar se vra}a nazad.

Im ja podava pu{kata.




ALEKSANDAR


Eve, za sekoj slu~aj. 


Skrijte ja.

ENT. KU]ATA NA ALEKSANDAR - NO]

Aleksandar e ispru`en na grb.

Svetlina od mese~inata niz prozorecot.

Krotka nasmevka na negovite usni.

ENT./EKST. KU]ATA NA ALEKSANDAR - UTRO

Aleksandar se budi. Slu{a kikot.

Na prozorecot gleda naredeni detski glavi koi yirkaat    vna​tre, nivnite obrazi i race zalepeni vrz valkanoto i iskr{e​no staklo. Edno od niv duri i sedi na ramkata od pro​​zo​re​cot, so nozete vnatre vo sobata.

O~igledno decava go nabquduvale dodeka spiel. Sega, koga se budi, se kikotat i se podbucnuvaat.

Aleksandar stanuva od krckaviot krevet.

[egaxiski im go plazi jazikot na decata. Ovie po~nuvaat glasno da se smeat, begaat od prozorecot.

Vo sobata vleguvaat Azra i Aj{a, mu nosat pojadok na poslu`avnik, {egaxiski pejat narodna muzika.

Zboruvaat BOSANSKI.




AZRA


Dobredojde, gazda.



(mu servira pojadok)


Eve kirija.

Aleksandar se smee.

EKST. DVOROT NA ALEKSANDAR - UTRO

Aleksandar se mie na ~e{ma vo dvorot.

Pu{kata {to Aleksandar im ja dade minatata no} na blizna~kite stoi potprena na yidot.

Zad agolot se pojavuva edno malo dete i ja zema.

Deteto si igra so kureto, pa so orozot.

Aleksandar e u`asnat od gletkata na malo dete koe tr~a so polna ma{inka.




ALEKSANDAR


Ej, gazda... mo`e pu{kata 


da ja pipnam?

Aleksandar poleka se pribli`uva, no deteto po~nuva da bega od nego. Toj po~nuva da go brka. Scenata e sme{na, Alek​sandar, mokar i gol od polovinata nagore, brka niz dvorot sedumgodi{no vooru`eno dete, golo od polovi​na​ta nadolu.

Ko​ko{kite begaat i kokodakaat.

Petel kukurika.

Aleksandar kone~no go stignuva deteto, mu ja zema pu{kata i mu udira kloca.




ALEKSANDAR


Mo~ko.




BOJAN (off)


Ne mrdaj!

Aleksandar se vrti.

BOJAN, krupen selanec, stoi pred nego, so pu{ka vperena vo Aleksandar. Nekolku metri zad nego, Mitre ja dr`i cvrsto svojata pu{ka.

Bojan ima ostar, lut izraz, nebare go fatil Aleksandar na delo.

Aleksandar se nasmevnuva.




ALEKSANDAR 


Pukaj, be, bratu~ed. Pukaj!

Bojan najposle go prepoznava.




BOJAN


Aco! Ti li si, be, da si 


ebe{ vekot!

Se pregrnuvaat, se baknuvaat tri pati vo obrazite.

Bojan mu ja mrsi bradata na Aleksandar.




BOJAN


Ne te poznav. Bradi{te... 


Koga stasa? I~ ne si se 


izmenil, magari{te!




ALEKSANDAR


Sno{ti.




BOJAN


Sno{ti? Kaj spie{e?




ALEKSANDAR


Vo mojot star krevet.




BOJAN


A, {to si za tepawe! A, be, 


budala nieden, da ti 


prinesevme ve~era, da ti 


postelevme... da spie{ kaj 


mene kako ~ovek. Tuka vo{ki 


}e te izedat.




ALEKSANDAR


Ne najdov vo{ki, Bojane, 


ama najdov dve blizna~ki.




BOJAN



(mu teknuva)


Zna~i,  gi  vide. Jas  gi smestiv.  


Od Saraevo. Prazna ku}a,  


}e  popravat,   }e    doteraat. 


Kutrite, im izgina celoto 


semejstvo.



(namignuva) 


A i dobri se po du{a.




ALEKSANDAR


Ti si beznade`en slu~aj.




BOJAN



(nostalgi~no)


E, be, Aco!

Dvajcata bratu~edi se gledaat gordo, molkum, eden kus mig.

Od milost, no i prekorno, Bojan mu udira {lakanica na Aleksandar.




BOJAN


[esnaeset godini te nema,   


magare nizaedno!

Mitre se pribli`uva.

Aleksandar mu podava raka.




ALEKSANDAR


Zdravo Mitre.




MITRE



(posegnuva po 



pu{kata na 



Aleksandar)


Od vnuk mi ja zede, ne?




ALEKSANDAR 



(mu javdava 



pu{kata)


More, treba{e da go ispleskam. 


Turete ja negde na sigurno, 


|a’ol da ve zeme.

EKST./ENT. DVOR - KU]ATA NA BOJAN - DEN

Majka mu na Bojan, tetka Cveta, pravi pinxur na ~ardakot.

Bojan i Aleksandar vleguvaat vo dvorot.




BOJAN



(vika)


Mamo! Vidi kogo ti nosam!

Tetka Cveta se vrti, se trudi da go poznae Aleksandar, ne Ј poa|a od raka. Sepak se sme{ka, za sekoj slu~aj.




BOJAN (prodol`.)


Go poznava{ li?




TETKA CVETA


Ne gledam od tuka, o~ilata 


da si gi zemam.




BOJAN


Ela, brgu, slezi dolu.

Tetka Cveta si gi zabri{uva racete, poa|a da sleze od bal​konot.

Do Bojan prio|a Neda. Dr`i malo dete v race, GORAN.




BOJAN



(kon Aleksandar)


Ova e `ena mi, Neda.



(za deteto)


A, ovoj junak tuka e Goran. 


Eba~ na tate.

Tetka Cveta se pojavuva vo dvorot, slegla od balkonot. Prio|a.




BOJAN



(za Aleksandar)


Go poznava{ li ovoj 


komita, mamo?

Tetka Cveta poleka go zagleduva Aleksandar, pod​na​me​stu​vaj}i si gi debelite o~ila. Najposle go prepoznava i pateti~na vozdi{ka £ se ottrgnuva od gradite.




TETKA CVETA


Le-le! Aco! Aco na tetka! 


Le-le, zlaten!

Tetka Cveta go pregrnuva Aleksandar, po~nuva da go bak​nuva, go gu{ka. Glasot Ј treperi, celata e rastre​vo​`e​na.




TETKA CVETA


Ace na tetka!

Bojan se sme{ka od strana.

EKST. DVOR - KU]ATA NA BOJAN - DEN

Desetina rodnini i prijateli nasednale na trpeza pod    stariot orev. Pre~ekot na Aleksandar se pretvora vo mala semejna veselba, otkako brgu se ras~ul glasot za negovoto pristignuvawe.

Negovite prijateli i rodnini se iskreno veseli i milo im e da go vidat me|u niv: Zdrave, D-R SA[O, KATE, Mitre, Stojan...

Na Aleksandar mu e milo okolu du{ata, iako se sme{ka malku zbuneto i trapavo.

Deca gi gledaat od zad ogradata, `eni so deca v race    pominuvaat niz dvorot.

Dedoto BLAGOJ nabquduva od sprotiva.

Rakija i meze na masata.




BOJAN



(ja kreva ~a{ata)


Ajde, na zdravje. Dobro 


ni dojde.




ALEKSANDAR 


Dobre ve najdov.




ZDRAVE


I za mnogu godini.




TETKA CVETA


I jas ne{to da ka`am.



(pauza)


I do godina na nevesta da se 


sobereme. I na blaga rakija.




BOJAN


A, si ima toj nevesti 


vo Anglija. Nevesti 


kolku saka{.

Nazdravuvaat.

Kate prinesuva meze. Dodeka go prinesuva mezeto po​mi​nu​va pokraj Bojan. Ovoj ja fa}a za gazot, ama skri{um, ni​koj da ne vidi. Kate go poglednuva popreku.

Aleksandar gi zabele`uva. Bojan mu namignuva.

@ena mu Neda gi gleda.




ALEKSANDAR 



(kon Zdrave)


Bratu~ed, Hana ja gleda{?




MITRE


Pu{ti ja nea. [to }e ti e, 


[iptarka. Malku ti se na{inki?




ALEKSANDAR 


Kakva vrska ima toa?




MITRE


Koga }e ti go prese~e tatko £ 


}e vidi{ kakva vrska ima.

Zdrave i Bojan se smeat.

Maloto detence na Bojan, Goran, lazi pod masata, si igra okolu nozete na lu|eto. Nosat konduri i gumeni ~izmi. Stojan nosi srebreni NAJKI.




ZDRAVE


Ma`ena be{e, ama ma`ot £ 


zagina lani vo sudar.




BOJAN


Mnogu ubava }erka ima.




ZDRAVE


Kaj si ja videl pa ti }erka £?


Odi{ vo nivno selo?




BOJAN


Se a{ka gore kaj trloto.




ZDRAVE


Donesi ja nekoga{ na ba~ilo. 


Ne bidi cicija.

Zdrave se smee.




MITRE


More, [iptari... Se kotat 


kako zajci. ]e n¢ preplavat.

Aleksandar luto go poglednuva.




STOJAN



(srame`livo)


Petsto godini tursko...




TETKA CVETA



(nosi u{te hrana)


Dosta so tie gluposti. 


Nikoj ni{to nema da preplavi.

Vo drug dvor, vo POZADINATA, gosti se sobiraat na selska svadba.

Zdrave pali cigara, mu nudi na Aleksandar.




ALEKSANDAR 


Spolaj ti. Ne pu{am.




ZDRAVE


Ajde, be, ne pravi se 


Engles.

Aleksandar ja prifa}a cigarata. Zdrave posega da mu ja zapali.




ALEKSANDAR 


Posle.

Zdrave ja spu{ta zapalkata.

Aleksandar ja ostava cigarata na masata.




ZDRAVE


Do koga si tuka?




ALEKSANDAR 


Do... ne se znae.




BOJAN


Da ti pomogneme ku}ata da ja 


pristegne{ malku. Saka 


}eramitka da se popravi, 


penxeriwa da se smenat...




D-R SA[O



({eretski, so



krenata ~a{a)


Za novite }eramidi.

Te{ko BIEWE NA TAPANI. (off)

EKST. SELSKI GROBI[TA - DEN

TAPANAR go polo`il tapanot na grob i bie od maka, no bezmilosno, nabivaj}i go ritamot vo grobot, i kanej}i gi mrtvite na negovata svadba vo ovoj paganski ritual.

EKST. SELOTO NA ALEKSANDAR - ULICA - DVOR - DEN

ZURLI im se pridru`uvaat na tapanite PRED KAMERA.

Selska svadba.

Lu|e odat po tesnite sokaci na strmnoto selo.

Nekoi od niv u~estvuvaat vo proslavata, nekoi se obiduvaat da se prikradat i yirkaat.

Gosti oble~eni vo narodni nosii izleguvaat od starata   drvena porta, eden po eden.

Vodat bel kow. Nevestata vo bogata narodna nosija java na kowot, svrtena na ednata strana.

Nekoj proleal mnogu pot za da ja izveze nakitenata nosija: prekrasen siten crven vez.

Zlatnici £ visat od kapata.

Guvee.

Svatovite poleka se dvi`at okolu nevestata, kako vo sonliv trans.

ZURLITE ispu{taat prastari zvuci preku te{kiot sinkopiran ritam.

Tapanarot se poti na sonceto.

Zvukot doa|a od nekoja nestvarna zemja.

Nevestata se obiduva, kri{um, da izbrka muva.

Doa|aat u{te gosti.

Okolu svadbenata povorka se sobrale selani.

Blizna~kite od Saraevo mu mavtaat na Aleksandar, toj im se nasmevnuva.

Deca radosno tr~aat okolu.

Aleksandar, Bojan, Zdrave, Kate i D-r Sa{o nabquduvaat od edno rit~e, i se ladat od `e{tinata. Ma`ite se podnapieni. Bojan se pravi va`en, se klacka napred-nazad na stol.




BOJAN



(kon Aleksandar)


Slikaj ja na{ava svadba, 


da vidi svetot kako se 


raduvame.

Mu tura rakija.




D-R SA[O


Mu e gajle na svetot kako 


nie se raduvame.

Avtomobil na O.N. zapira. Trojca sini {lemovi izle​gu​va​at, gledaat naokolu nekolku miga, fotografiraat, po​toa si zaminuvaat.




D-R SA[O (prodol`.)


Nabquduva~i. Re{en problem. 


Drugata nedela pak }e dojdat. 


So sliki.

Bojan pa|a na grb, sose stolica.

D-r Sa{o poglednuva kon Bojan na zemja, pa mrtov laden go ignorira.




D-R SA[O



(pak kon



Aleksandar)


Pravete sliki, ne vojna.

Svadbenata narodna MUZIKA stanuva pofreneti~na.

ENT. KU]ATA NA ALEKSANDAR - NO]

Aleksandar le`i v krevet, krp~e na ~eloto. Mamuren e i tivko stenka od bolka.

Svadbenata MUZIKA se ~ini kako u{te da odeknuva vo NA[ITE U[I.

[TURCI.

Blizna~kite ne`no se KIKOTAT vo drugata soba (off),     barajki stanica na TRANZISTOROT (off).

Pesna na RED HOT CHILLY PEPPERS.

Vratata se otvora. Svetlina pa|a vrz Aleksandar. Od bolka gi pokriva o~ite.

Na vratata se pojavuva `enska silueta.

Kate.




KATE


Se napi?




ALEKSANDAR 


Se napiv.



(se potkreva



vo krevetot)


Koja si?




KATE


]e ti tekne poposle.

Prio|a, ja klava rakata na negovoto ~elo.




ALEKSANDAR 


Kate? Ti si?




KATE


Nikoga{ si nemal merka 


na pieweto.




ALEKSANDAR 


Merka... merka... E, merka 


na merkite merka.




KATE


Pomesti se malku.

Aleksandar se pomestuva vo krevetot.

Kate legnuva pokraj nego.

Le`at tivko.

Taa se vrti i go baknuva v uvo.




ALEKSANDAR 


Nemoj.

Taa se vrti. Obajcata se legnati na grb, gledaat vo  tavanot.




KATE


U{te Hana ja sonuva{?




ALEKSANDAR 


U{te.




KATE


Vdovica e.




ALEKSANDAR 


Jas sum raspu{tenik.




KATE


Da?




ALEKSANDAR 


A ti?




KATE


Jas ni{to. U~itelka.




ALEKSANDAR 


Ima{ nekogo?

Kate go baknuva vo ~eloto.




KATE


Spij. Ti treba.

Taa izleguva.

Aleksandar gi pokriva o~ite – go boli glavata od svetlinata.

EKST. EZERO - DEN

Mirnoto ezero le`i vo dlankite na sinite planini.

EKST. PLANINA - TRLO - PASI[TE - DEN

Pod gordite planini se stutkalo trlo.

Samo belinata na zgrbavenite ovci ja razbiva mo​no​tonijata na zeleniot }ilim.

D-r Sa{o objagnuva ovca.

Do nego nervozno cupka ov~arot Bojan.

Ozdola ide Aleksandar.




D-R SA[O



(kon Aleksandar)


Te nema, te nema, pa 


}e se izgubi{.




ALEKSANDAR 


Se napiv kako majka.




D-R SA[O


Ako, dobro e za xigerot.




ALEKSANDAR 


Koj xiger? Oti{lo...




BOJAN


Si zaboravil da pie{ 


vo Anglija.



(se smee)


Najseksi `enski imate tamu.




ALEKSANDAR 



(kon D-r Sa{o)


[to }e bide - ma{ko 


ili `ensko?

D-r Sa{o se ma~i okolu ovcata.




D-R SA[O



(kon Bojan)


De, Bojane, donesi tro’   


mastika.



(kon Aleksandar)


Ne e va`no {to e, samo 


da e ma{ko.




BOJAN


Nemam tuka, doktore.




D-R SA[O


Pa, trk doma. I bez tebe 


}e svr{ime. Za `ena ti 


tolku ne se sekira{e.

INSERT - EKST. TRLO - DEN - TOTAL

Dve devojki gi nabquduvaat Aleksandar, Bojan i D-r Sa{o od drugiot rid. Ednata od niv dr`i vila.

Drugata nosi crvena {amija. Toa e Zamira. Taa e vo FOR​PLAN, MATNA.

INSERT - ENT./EKST. TRLO - KOLIBA - BOJAN

D-r Sa{o, Aleksandar i Bojan se GLEDAAT od vnatre, NIZ otvorenata vrata. Ma{inka visi vo kolibata.

Bojan zaminuva, negoduvaj}i.

Gi zabele`uva devojkite kako go gledaat od daleku.

Se nasmevnuva i poa|a.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

D-r Sa{o Ј pomaga na ovcata.




D-R SA[O



(za Bojan)


Dosada Bo`ja, tvojov bratu~ed..



(pauzira)


Kaj ti e Angli~ankata?




ALEKSANDAR 


Me ostavi.




D-R SA[O


¥ do{ol pamet.




ALEKSANDAR 


¥ do{ol pamet.

So obete race zafateni okolu ovcata, D-r Sa{o poka`uva so bradata kon kutijata cigari vo xebot na gradite. Aleksandar vadi edna, mu ja pali, mu ja stava v usta.




ALEKSANDAR 


Kako v~era da otidov. 


Samo, slikite mi se ~udni: 


porti, orevot, }o{iwa, 


lica... Sliki - isti kako porano, 


ama o~ite mi se izmenile. 


Drug filter. Ubavo mi e, 


sigurno, komotno.

Aleksandar kleknuva do ovcata i ja gali po glavata.




ALEKSANDAR (prodol`.)



(kon ovcata)


Napni... Napni...




D-R SA[O


Znae{ kaj e komotno? 


Anglija, Amerika... 


kaj {to ne se puka, tamu 


e komotno.

Zavr{uva so poroduvaweto.

Dr`i v race malo jagne.

Krv kape po grbot na ovcata. Crveni kapki na belata volna.




D-R SA[O



(kon jagneto 



i ovcata)


Aj, na zdravje. @ensko.




ALEKSANDAR 


Tamu pove}e se puka. 


Kakvi pukawa sum videl...




D-R SA[O


Te ~itame po vesnici, 


Vietnam, Bejrut...

Aleksandar mu potura voda na d-r Sa{o za da si gi izmie racete.




D-R SA[O 


Dal’ ’vie race nikoga{ ne 


}e se ~isti?




ALEKSANDAR 


Vietnam be{e pred moj’to 


vreme.




D-R SA[O


Isto gomno.

INSERT - SLIVNIK

Krvavata voda se sliva niz improviziraniot slivnik.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

D-r Sa{o si ja mazni kosata nanazad.




ALEKSANDAR 


Isto gomno.

Od dale~inata se slu{a biewe na TAPANI.

EKST. PLANINA - ^ISTINA- DEN

Tapanarot bie po tapanot visoko na horizontot.

Aleksandar tura malku mleko od edna golema kanta vo dve ~a{i.




D-R SA[O


Ti snimiv na video - ima{e 


emisija za tebe. Na{ ~ovek 


uspeal vo beliot svet. 


Pulicerova nagrada.

Aleksandar mu podava edna ~a{a mleko na d-r Sa{o, toj odmavnuva so glavata.




ALEKSANDAR 


Nema tuka da pukne, 


miren e narodot.

^ekorat kon edna ~istinka zad trloto. Vo tekot na razgovorot, Aleksandar gi ispiva i dvete ~a{i.




D-R SA[O


Taka i za Bosna vikaa. 


Sega Zapad seir gleda, ~eka 


da se iskolat do posleden.

VO ZADNINATA, na edna oddale~ena padina zad Alek​san​dar i d-r Sa{o, Bojan im prio|a na dvete silueti. Tie begaat od nego. Ednata od malite figuri e Zamira.




ALEKSANDAR 


Nema zo{to da se tepaat 


tuka, be, doktore.




D-R SA[O


]e najdat zo{to. 


Vojnata e virus.

Goran, maloto detence na Bojan dotr~uva do niv. Prska so pi{tolot na voda na Aleksandar. D-r Sa{o go kreva i go klava na ramenici.




ALEKSANDAR 


Hana kako e?




D-R SA[O


Ne sum ja videl odamna. 


Se  podelivme: na{e 


selo - nivno selo. Popreku 


se gleda narodot.




ALEKSANDAR 


A {to ubavo si `iveevme...




D-R SA[O


Be{e toa druga zemja. 


Sekoja prestapna - nov gazda.

Neda, `enata na Bojan, im prio|a.




NEDA


Ne e tuka Bojan?




D-R SA[O


Ste se razminale.




ALEKSANDAR 



(na d-r Sa{o)


]e odam da ja vidam Hana.




D-R SA[O


Odi, ama - so pamet. 


V ga}i da go ~uva{.

EKST. EZERO - CRKVI^E - DEN - TOTAL

Aleksandar se pojavuva od zad karpite, odi poleka. ZAD NEGO, KAMERATA go otkriva na rabot od karpata ma​lo​to ciglano crkvi~e.

EKST. PLANINSKI MOST - DEN.

Aleksandar poleka go pominuva mostot.

Daleku pod nego glasno bu~i rekata.

Karpestata klisura e~i.

EKST. SOSEDNOTO MUSLIMANSKO SELO - DEN

Aleksandar vleguva vo seloto.

Bela xamija nad starite ku}i.

Ku~iwa laat.

Aleksandar pominuva pokraj star  ~ovek so ke~e koj sedi na eden kamen.

Mu klimnuva.




ALEKSANDAR 


Dobar den.

^ovekot edvaj primetno mu otpozdravuva.

Aleksandar prodol`uva niz seloto.

Nema lu|e po ulicite.

Opel so germanska registracija pred stara ku}a od kamen.

Silueta se pojavuva zad Aleksandar.

Toj odi dol` tesen sokak.

Od zad yidot se pojavuvaat dve mom~iwa, Sefer i RAMIZ.




ALEKSANDAR (prodol`.)


Dobar den.




SEFER


Kaj si trgnal?




ALEKSANDAR 


Kaj Hana.




SEFER


Koja Hana?




ALEKSANDAR 


Hana Halili.




SEFER


[to ima{ ti so nea?

Ramiz ja otkpo~uva vintijagata so edna raka, nebare non{alantno, no so namera da ja poka`e ma{inkata {to mu visi na ramo pod vintijagata.

Aleksandar ja zabele`uva ma{inkata.




ALEKSANDAR 


Stari prijateli sme, 


u{te od gimnazija. Ne sme 


se videle {esnaeset godini. 


Sakav samo da ja pozdravam.



(poka`uva



tri paket~iwa)


Podaroci nosam za decata 


nejzini... i za ma`ot.

Sefer i Ramiz go gledaat somni~avo.




ALEKSANDAR (prodol`.) 


Proverete so nea. 


Ka`ete £ deka Aleksandar 


e dojden. Od London.

Dvajcata go gledaat somni~avo, no pomeko.




ALEKSANDAR (prodol`.)


Nikomu zlo ne mislam, 


samo edna po~it da poka`am.

Sefer i Ramiz [EPOTAT tivko na albanski.

Aleksandar gi gleda molkum.




ALEKSANDAR (prodol`.)


Pra{ajte go tatko £, Zekir.

Dvajcava se poglednuvaat.




SEFER


Sedi tuka.

Sefer mu dava znak so o~ite na Ramiz. Ovoj zaminuva.

Sefer pali cigara.




ALEKSANDAR 


Vo gimnazija odi{?

Sefer klimnuva molkum, povlekuva od cigarata.




ALEKSANDAR 


Mar{al Tito?

Sefer pak klimnuva.




ALEKSANDAR (prodol`.)


I jas tamu u~ev.

Mol~at.

Zad Sefer, koj ja dr`i ma{inkata, stoi visokata xamija.

Sefer ja vadi kutijata so cigari, go nudi.

Aleksandar prifa}a. Sefer mu ja pali.

Pu{at.

Ramiz se vra}a, im dava znak da go sledat.

EKST. SOSEDNOTO MUSLIMANSKO SELO - ULICA - DEN

Sefer, Ramiz i Aleksandar odat kon ku}ata na Hana.

EKST.SOSEDNOTO MUSLIMANSKO SELO - DVOROT NA HANA - DEN

Ku}ata e ogradena so visok yid.

Na portata ~eka Zekir.




ALEKSANDAR 


Dobar den, ~i~ko Zekir.




ZEKIR


Dobre dojde. Od daleku ide{?




ALEKSANDAR 


Od mnogu daleku.




ZEKIR


Bujrum.

Zekir mu pravi mesto na Aleksandar da vleze.

ENT. SOSEDNOTO MUSLIMANSKO SELO - KU]ATA NA HANA - DEN

Sobata e skromno namestena.

Aleksandar i Zekir sedat na minderite.




ZEKIR


Kako se `ivee tamu, 


vo svetot?




ALEKSANDAR 


Za onoj {to znae da `ivee, 


ubavo e i tamu i tuka. 


Za onoj {to ne znae,


 nikade ne e ubavo.




ZEKIR


Da, da.



(so nasmevka)


Gledam diplomat si stanal.




ALEKSANDAR 


Takvi vremiwa dojdoa.




ZEKIR


Vremiwata... ne ~inat. 


Ne ~inat. Poarno be{e. 


Krv v glava im udri.



(poglednuva



niz prozorecot)


Treba da vrne. Vreme e.

Vo sobata vleguva HANA, ~etiriesetina godini, strojna. Vo racete nosi poslu`avnik so dve ~a{i ~aj i slatko.

Aleksandar stanuva.

Zekir go gleda molkum, pu{i.




HANA


Dobre dojde.




ALEKSANDAR 


Dobre te najdov.




HANA



(go nudi



so slatko)


Poveli.




ALEKSANDAR 


Spolaj ti.

Hana go nudi tatka si ~aj. Ovoj molkum go zema ponudenoto.

Zad niv, vo hodnikot, pominuva silueta na mlada devojka. Alija, sinot na Hana - tinejxer, ja povlekuva nadvor.

Hana poglednuva vo Aleksandar, potem poglednuva v zemi, pa izleguva od sobata.




ZEKIR


Belkim }e zavrne.




ALEKSANDAR 


Mora - porano ili podocna.

Mol~at.

Aleksandar gi vadi podarocite za decata na Hana.




ALEKSANDAR 


Za decata.



(vadi u{te eden)


Ova be{e za soprugot. 


Ne znaev deka po~inal.




ZEKIR


Lani, vo soobra}ajna nesre}a.




ALEKSANDAR 


Bog da go prosti.




ZEKIR


Bog da go prosti.

Aleksandar mu gi dava podarocite na Zekir.




ZEKIR    



(vika)


Alija!

Na vratata se pojavuva sinot na Hana, Alija. Deti{te so  poznato, luto lice.




ZEKIR



(kon Aleksandar)


Alija, vnuk mi.

Alija prio|a luto. Aleksandar mu gi dava podarocite.




ZEKIR


Ka`i fala.




ALIJA



(kon Aleksandar so 



neo~ekuvano gruba gor~ina)


[to bara{ ti tuka?

Neprijatna ti{ina ja obzema sobata. 




ZEKIR


Odnesi £ go na sestra ti 


podarokot.




ALIJA



(kon Aleksandar



niz stisnati zabi)


Ne ti e tuka mestoto.



(pauza)


]e te zakolam!




ZEKIR


Alija! Mar{!

Alija se vrti i izleguva.




ZEKIR (prodol`.)



(kon Aleksandar)


Dene{nava mlade`.



(pauza)


Vremiwata se izmenija.




ALEKSANDAR 


I moj’te bratu~edi isto.

Aleksandar mu go podava na Zekir podarokot {to be{e namenet za soprugot na Hana.




ALEKSANDAR 


Ova be{e za soprugot na 


Hana. Ti zemi go.

Zekir go prifa}a. Go otvara.

Vo kutijata nao|a staromodna Zippo zapalka.




ALEKSANDAR 


Kako od amerikanskite 


filmovi.

Mu nudi cigara na Aleksandar, Aleksandar ja prifa}a. Zekir ja pali so Zippo zapalkata.




ZEKIR


Dobar si ti.

EKST. SOSEDNOTO MUSLIMANSKO SELO - DVOROT NA HANA -      - DEN

Aleksandar si zaminuva.

Zapira na edno rit~e, se vrti.

Hana gleda od prozorecot na svojata ku}a.

EKST. SELOTO NA ALEKSANDAR - PO[TA - DEN

Mala po{ta vo skromna ku}a.

Po{tarot se simnuva od velosipedot i vleguva vo zgradata, tapanot mu visi na strana.

ENT. PO[TA - DEN 

Po{tarot vleguva i po~nuva da gi sortira pismata. PESNA od RED HOT CHILLY PEPPERS na radio (off). Telefonot yvoni.

NADUENA [ALTERXIKA so podbradok, odgovara.




NADUENA [ALTERXIKA


Alo!



    
PARALELNO MONTIRANO SO: 

EKST/ENT. LONDON - STANOT NA EN - DEN

En zboruva na telefon, GLEDANA OD nadvor niz prozorecot.

Vo tekot na razgovorot, odi  zad zavesata od eden prozorec do drug, potoa se vrti i is~eznuva zad yidot.




EN



(na angliski)


Mo`e li da se javi 


Aleksandar Kirkov?




NADUENA [ALTERXIKA



(zbuneta)


Uhm... No ingli{...



(prodol`uva



na lo{ germanski)


Aleksandar Kirkov ne ovde.




EN


(na angliski)


Dali mo`e da ostavam 


poraka za nego?




NADUENA [ALTERXIKA


Nema ve}e Aleksandar.




EN



(se obiduva



na francuski)


Mo`e li da ostavam poraka?

[alterxikata ja prekinuva vrskata.

EKST. EZERO - DEN

Aleksandar brza po strmata pateka.

Vo zadninata ezeroto bleska na sonceto.

ENT. KU]ATA NA ALEKSANDAR - NO] 

Aleksandar pi{uva adresa na plik.

Siniot ekran na negoviot mal kompjuter sveti vo temninata kako mehani~ko oko.

Aleksandar vadi tri fotografii. Gi razgleduva.

INSERT - TRI FOTOGRAFII - KRUPNO

Vrz fotografiite koi gi gleda{e vo Brikston: eden ~ovek ubiva drug ~ovek. Pi{tolot na prviot ~ovek e vperen vo  temeto na vtoriot ~ovek. Odblizu. Vtoriot ~ovek se podgrbavil. Se obiduva da ja skrie glavata me|u ramenicite, no  pogoden, pa|a na trotoarot.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Aleksandar gleda vo monitorot na koj se ~ita pismoto koe {totuku go napi{al.

INSERT - FOTOGRAFII I MONITOR

Negovite prsti poleka gi razmestuvaat trite sliki pred   pismoto do En ispi{ano na monitorot.




ALEKSANDAR (off)



(na angliski)


Draga En, minatata nedela 


ti rekov deka ubiv. 


Se sprijateliv so eden 


gerilec i mu se po`aliv 


deka ne slikam ni{to 


interesno. On mi re~e: 


†Nema problem#, izvle~e 


eden zatvorenik i go 


ubi na lice mesto. †Snimi?# - 


me pra{a.



(naglaseno)


Snimiv.



(pauza)


Stanav sou~esnik. Mojot 


aparat otepa ~ovek.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Aleksandar go pe~ati pismoto na portabl printer.




ALEKSANDAR (prodol`. off)



(pauza)


Nikoga{ ne gi dadov 


slikite na agencijata, 


nikoga{ nikomu ne 


gi poka`av.



(pauza)


Tvoi se.



(pauza)


Te saka... Aleksandar.

Aleksandar gi stava trite fotografii, negativot i pismoto vo plik. Go li`e kovertot i go zape~atuva.

ENT. KU]ATA NA ALEKSANDAR - NO]

Aleksandar le`i na grb.

Mese~ina niz prozorecot.

Blaga nasmevka na negovite usni.

KU]ATA NA ALEKSANDAR - UTRO

PISKOTNICI I TA@A^KI (off) go budat Aleksandar.

Sripuva od krevetot.

EKST. DVOROT NA BOJAN - UTRO

Nekolku kom{iki i kom{ii se sobrale vo dvorot, gledaat od vrata.

LELEKAWE i PLA^EWE se slu{a od ku}ata (off). Aleksandar vleguva vo dvorot.

ENT. KU]ATA NA BOJAN - UTRO

Tetka Cveta, Neda i Donka ta`at i pla~at.

Na krevetot le`i teloto na Bojan.

Dva golemi crveni kruga se {irat na negovata bela ko{ula, kako ogromen vampirski griz na gradite.

Aleksandar stoi stapisan na vratata.

MUVA ZUI vo vozduhot.

Sletuva na ustata na Bojan.

Kate protr~uva kraj Aleksandar, go potturnuva malku nesakaj}i, se vturnuva vnatre i ja gu{nuva tetka Cveta.

Aleksandar si go trie ~eloto, kako da saka da se razbudi od slikava.

Spu{taj}i gi poleka racete pred liceto, gi zapira za mig, nebare dr`i foto-aparat v race.

†[TRAKNUVA# so praznite race.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA ALEKSANDAR - SOBATA NA BOJAN

@enite pla~at nad teloto na Bojan.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Aleksandar stoi na vratata. Goran, sin~eto na Bojan protr~uva zad nozete na Aleksandar. Edna od tetkite go zema v race i go nosi vo drugata soba...

Prio|a D-r Sa{o.




D-R SA[O


[to stana?

D-r Sa{o vleguva, se obiduva da mu go najde pulsot na Bojana. Mu go otvara okoto so dva prsta.

Stanuva. Odmavnuva so glavata, izdivnuva tivko.

Se vra}a kaj Aleksandar.




D-R SA[O


Beqa.

EKST. DVOROT NA BOJAN - DEN

Aleksandar i d-r Sa{o se oddale~uvaat od ku}ata.

Vrvole{nica vo dvorot. Lu|e, kom{ii, milicionerot SLAVKO, POP, ambulanta...

Aleksandar i d-r Sa{o naiduvaat na Zdrave, METODI, Mitre i Stojan...

Ma`ite se potat, ko{ulite im se valkani i site se vo​oru​`eni so najmoderni ma{inki: Uzi, Kala{nikov, AK-47...




ALEKSANDAR 


Kade?

Zapiraat.




ZDRAVE



(gnevno, gi



zapira solzite)


So moi race }e ja zadavam.




ALEKSANDAR 


Zdrave... poleka.




MITRE


Decata ja videle so nego. 


Sabajlevo... Orospija.

Zdrave mu vrti grb na Aleksandar, potoa se vrti pak kon nego so solzi i gnev vo o~ite.




ZDRAVE


Od nivnite edna kurva... 


So vila.

VO ZADNINA, zad grupata, Aleksandar go zabele​`u​va milicionerot Slavko. Ovoj poglednuva kon niv, potem se vrti i poleka vleguva vo ku}ata, kako da ne gi videl.

Aleksandar gi gleda v o~i.

Gnevni se.




ZDRAVE


Saka{ pu{ka?




ALEKSANDAR 


Mo`e poposle.




STOJAN


Na ba~ilo sme.

Zaminuvaat pokraj nego. Mitre ostanuva.

Aleksandar gi zabele`uva blizna~kite kako se pregrnale od vozbuda VO ZADNINA. Azra go zabele`uva Aleksan​dar i odmavnuva tragi~no so glavata.

Aleksandar se vrti kon D-r Sa{o.

Ovoj pali cigara, go nudi Aleksandar.




D-R SA[O


Ti rekov.

Aleksandar sednuva do d-r Sa{o, potoa stanuva nervozno, se {etka.

Ko{nica so p~eli vo ZADNINA, zad D-r Sa{o.

D-r Sa{o pak go nudi so cigara.




D-R SA[O


Nì otruj se.




ALEKSANDAR 


Od kaj im tolku oru`je? 


A, pari za leb nemame.




D-R SA[O


U{te ni{to ne si videl. 


Ova e samo pe{adija.

Aleksandar ja prifa}a cigarata.




ALEKSANDAR 


Kaj se sega O.N. - sinite 


{lemovi?




D-R SA[O


]e se vratat drugata nedela 


da gi zakopaat mrtvite.



(poka`uva



kon Aleksandar)


Gledaj seir. Ti ne si od tuka.




ALEKSANDAR 


I ti si lud.




D-R SA[O


To~no. U{te sum tuka, 


vo ovaa ludnica.

Im prio|a Mitre.

Mu podava pu{ka na Aleksandar.




MITRE


Zemi. Vreme e da naplatime.



(pluka)


Pet veka krv.

Aleksandar stanuva i zaminuva nemo, go ostava Mitre bez zbor.

Kambanite BIJAT (off).

Mitre se vrti kon Traj~e, koj gleda vo edna bolna ptica na tloto. Mitre go udira po tilot.

Traj~e se vrti kon pu{kata {to Mitre mu ja nudi.




MITRE


Ajde!

Traj~e e voznemiren, strav mu minuva po valkanoto lice.

Mitre mu ja dava pu{kata, i Traj~e ja prifa}a.

EKST. PLANINSKI MOST - DEN

Aleksandar stoi na mostot.

Pu{i.

Dolu bu~i rekata.

ENT. KU]ATA NA ALEKSANDAR - NO]

Aleksandar le`i na grb.

Od kom{ii se slu{aat `enite koi TA@AT (off).

Vo temnicata se gleda `ar~eto od negovata cigara, kako vdi{uva i izdi{uva.

UT (off).

Vo sobata vleguva silueta.

Aleksandar gi otvara o~ite.




ALEKSANDAR 


Hana?




HANA


Jas sum.

Aleksandar se potkreva od krevetot.

Ja nema.

Bilo samo son.

Pak se kutnuva da spie.

Gleda vo tavanot.

Gi otvora o~ite, pak naglo se kreva.

Pred nego navistina stoi Hana. Ovoj pat ne e son.

Toj saka da proveri dali e navistina Hana.

Ja podava rakata.

Hana ja prifa}a.

Toj se stresuva od dopirot.

Taa mu se nasmevnuva.

Toj £ ja vozvraka nasmevkata.




ALEKSANDAR 


Kako si?




HANA


Lo{o.

Aleksandar stanuva.




ALEKSANDAR 


Ka`i mi.




HANA


]erka mi. Ja nema.

Aleksandar ja pregrnuva. Hana ja polo`uva glavata na negovoto ramo.




HANA


Bratu~ed ti.




ALEKSANDAR 


Zdrave?




HANA


Zdrave.

Taa se odvojuva od pregratkata.

Se gledaat molkum.




HANA


Gleda{ li {to stanuva 


so lu|eto na{i?




ALEKSANDAR 



(suvo)


Gledam.




HANA


Ne e za gledawe.



(pauza,



naglasuva)


Pomogni mi. Kako tvoja da e.

Hana ima solza na obrazot.

Poleka ja zema rakata na Aleksandar. Ne`no ja dopira so usnite.

Si odi.

Sobata e prazna.

Panorama vramena vo prozorecot, osvetlena od mese~inata.

[TURCI (off).

Aleksandar POVRA]A vo bawata (off).

Toj odi do prozorecot i gleda nadvor.

Posega po cigara. Kutijata e prazna.

Se se}ava na cigarite od detstvoto. Go trga kredenecot i zad nego nao|a stutkan vesnik.

Go odvitkuva pod slabata svetlina.

INSERT - VESNIK

†NOVA MAKEDONIJA# od 1977.

Golem NASLOV na zgu`vanata naslovna stranica za Jugoslavija, Tito, bratstvo i edinstvo.

Den na Republikata.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Aleksandar nao|a stara kutija cigari {to bila za​vit​ka​na vo po`olteniot vesnik, go tutka vesnikot i go frla.

Pali stara cigara.

Nao|a stara plo~a na INDEKSI, i ja pu{ta.

Gleda niz prozorecot i pu{i.

Svetulki.

Ka{la.

Morni~avi MOLWI nadvor za kratko gi osvetluvaat seloto i planinite.

Stra{na GRMOTEVICA sledi (off).

Vedna{ po grmotevicata se SLU[A ZVUK od pukawe na topovi vo dale~inata (off). Presli~no na grmeweto.

Od tavanot na Aleksandar se roni pra{ina.

ENT. KU]ATA NA ALEKSANDAR - NO] - PODOCNA

Aleksandar gi vadi trite fotografii od ladnokrvnoto ubistvo, gi gleda.

Re{itelno gi kine.

Si gi mie racete vo legen.

EKST. PLANINA - MUGRI

Stemneti oblaci.

Aleksandar poleka, no odlu~no se ka~uva po strminata.

Ostri vrvovi vo POZADINATA.

GLASNI ptici (off).

EKST. PLANINA - PASI[TE - TRLO - UTRO

Aleksandar odi kon pasi{teto.

Ogan gori pred paganskata konstrukcija od drvo i kal.

Topliot sjaj treperi nasproti sinata zora.

Traj~e spie potpren na yidot. Ja pregrnal ma{inkata i ’r~i.

Aleksandar tivko pominuva pokraj nego, vleguva vo malata koliba.

ENT. BA^ILO - UTRO

Aleksandar vleguva. Gleda naokolu.

Nekolku ma`i zaspani pod gun~iwa i }ebiwa.

Aleksandar molkum razgleduva.

Zabele`uva zavesa improvizirana od grubi }ebiwa.

Prio|a, ja kreva zavesata.

Vo agolot le`i stutkana devojka. Senka £ go pokriva liceto, no slaba svetlina £ gi osvetluva racete koi se cvrsto vrzani so nejzinata crvena {amija.

Kleknuva do nea.

Prepla{ena e.

Zamira.

¥ gi odvrzuva racete.

Ja fa}a za raka da ja iznese od ba~iloto.

Se vrti.

Obajcata, Aleksandar i Zamira otskoknuvaat nanazad, iznenadeni i ispla{eni.

Pred niv stoi ogromnata figura na Zdrave, ma{inka vo ispotenite race.




ZDRAVE



(go prepoznava,



se opu{ta)


Bratu~ed... Za malku 


}e te ubiev.

Aleksandar poa|a so devojkata.




ZDRAVE


Kaj si trgnal?




ALEKSANDAR 


Zasrami se.




ZDRAVE


[to?




ALEKSANDAR 


Na deca si na{ol 


da se sili{.




ZDRAVE


Tie deca... brat mi 


go otepaa.




ALEKSANDAR 


Od kaj znae{? Ima milicija, 


sud, tie neka ka`at.




ZDRAVE 


Bratu~ed, odamna si 


otiden od tuka, ne znae{ 


kako odi toa. Glej si ja 


tvojata `ivea~ka.




ALEKSANDAR 


Oti si ja gle’am! 


Ne mo`am so sebe 


da `iveam vaka koga 


te gle’am.

Zdrave posega da mu ja ottrgne rakata na devojkata. Aleksandar mu ja udira rakata.

Se gledaat ostro i bez zborovi.

Aleksandar poa|a kon vratata.

Zdrave mu zastanuva na patot.

Aleksandar mu vrzuva {lakanica.

Zdrave se zanesuva od udarot, Aleksandar izleguva niz vra​tata. Cvrsto ja dr`i devojkata za raka i ja vodi so sebe.

EKST. PLANINA - PASI[TE - TRLO - UTRO

Aleksandar i Zamira se oddale~uvaat od kolibata. Odat udolu so odlu~ni ~ekori.




ZDRAVE (off)


Bratu~ed!

Aleksandar pocvrsto £ ja stegnuva rakata, prodol`uva udolu.

Zdrave zastanal na vratata od kolibata. Do nego stoi Traj~e, sonliv i zbunet.




ZDRAVE (prodol`.)


Aco, stoj!

Aleksandar prodol`uva bez da se zavrti. Poleka se  oddale~uva po padinata.

Drugite istr~uvaat od kolibata, mamurni. Zdrave gi gleda. Isprovociran od nivnoto pojavuvawe Zdrave stanuva  pore{itelen, se vrti i mu ja grabnuva ma{inkata od race na Traj~e.




ZDRAVE


Aco, }e pukam! Slu{aj...

Aleksandar zapira, no ne se vrti. Stoi.

Poleka se vrti.

Ima nasmevka na liceto.




ALEKSANDAR 


Pukaj, be, bratu~ed. 


Pukaj.

Se vrti i prodol`uva udolu.

Traj~e idiotski se smee.

Zdrave go gleda Traj~eta, potoa poglednuva vo drugite ma`i, kraj vratata. Liceto na Zdrave se gr~i.

Ja stega cvrsto ma{inkata.

Zapukuva.

Devojkata spiskuva.

Pukotot ODEKNUVA vo planinite.

Pticite ZAMOL^UVAAT (off).

Aleksandar zapira. Stoi.

Prodol`uva.

Zdrave puka pak.

Aleksandar odi. Se zani{uva. Prodol`uva da odi. Se     teteravi i odi.

Silite go izdavaat i pa|a.




ZDRAVE


Aco!

Aleksandar e na zemja. Se pridiga i gleda kon devojkata.

Strav £ se gleda na liceto. Istite golemi o~i se {irum otvoreni, vo molba i panika. Taa gleda vo Aleksandar.




ALEKSANDAR 


Begaj!

Taa go gleda nemo.




ALEKSANDAR 


Begaj! Odi!

Taa se vrti i potr~uva. Se vrti nazad i gleda kon nego.

Zdrave puka po nea.




ZDRAVE


Kurvo!

Taa potr~uva u{te pobrgu. Bega kon {umata.

Zdrave puka po nea, no taa e daleku.

Taa doa|a do {umi~kata, zapira, se vrti.

Aleksandar e na zemja.

Zamira go gleda od zad edno drvo.

Aleksandar se nasmevnuva. Mu potekuva krv od ustata i se strupoluva na zemja.

Zamira se vrti i bega.

EKST. [UMA - UTRO

Zamira bega niz {umata.

EKST. PLANINA - PASI[TE - TRLO - UTRO

Zdrave dotr~uva do Aleksandar, go vrti na grb.

Na gradite Aleksandar ima dve golemi lo~ki krv, i u{te dotekuva.




ZDRAVE


Aco...! Ne beri gajle, 


}e pomine.

Aleksandar se nasmevnuva.




ALEKSANDAR 


Pukaj, be, bratu~ed. 


Pukaj.

Se nasmevnuva {iroko.

GRMI (off).

Aleksandar gleda vo neboto.

INSERT - P.O.V. NA ALEKSANDAR - NEBO

Oblaci na neboto.

PRVOBITNATA SCENA

Aleksandar e na posledni sili.




ALEKSANDAR 


Gledaj!

Pak GRMI (off).

Zdrave poglednuva kon neboto.

Dodeka Zdrave gleda vo tmurnoto nebo, Aleksandar umira.

Mrtov e, no na liceto mu igra zadovolna nasmevka.

EKST. [UMA - UTRO

Zamira bega niz {umata.

Nozete neumorno ja nosat. Gi izbegnuva drvjata i tr~a sў pobrgu i pobrgu.

Edna granka silno ja udira po ~eloto. Ofnuva, se fa}a za ranata. Ґ te~e krv.

Ja bri{e krvta i gi li`e prstite.

Kako ma~ka.

EKST. EZERO - CRKVI^E - DEN

Zamira istr~uva od {umata.

Dolu, pod nea se otvara {irokata gletka: crkvi~eto ispr~eno na strmnata karpa.

Sonceto se kreva niz oblaci nad zaspanoto ezero. GRMI (off).

Edna kapka pa|a.

Ja pru`a rakata da proveri dali vrne.

Po~nuva da vrne.

Otprvin poleka, potem zasiluva.

Istura.

[UMOT na kapkite koi udiraat po lisjata i po suvata zemja e silen.

Kapkite ja topat Zamira. Taa gleda kon neboto. Do`dot ja poleva. Taa ne se buni, nitu se brani, samo gleda nagore.

Zamira poa|a kon crkvi~eto vo dale~inata. KAMERATA JA SLEDI i gi OTKRIVA Marko i Kiril.

EKST. MANASTIR - BAV^A - DEN - KRUPNO

Vrz dve grubi race koi berat so~ni, zreli domati.

Domatite se stasani i samite otpa|aat pri najmal dopir. Gran~e se potkr{uva.

Dvete race zemaat malo stap~e i go potpiraat za da mu  pomognat da zarasne.

Racete potem prodol`uvaat da gi berat domatite i da gi ostavaat na zemja, vo suvata pra{ina.

Kiril, mlad golobrad kalu|er bere domati vo manastir​ska​ta bav~a.

Se plesnuva po vratot, otepuva muva.

Kiril gi spu{ta domatite vo pra{inata koga Marko naiduva.




MARKO


]e vrne. Muvite kasaat.



(pauza,poka`uva



kon planinite)


Gore ve}e vrne.

KAMERATA GO MENUVA FOKUSOT i fokusira na planinite za koi zboruva Marko. Ni Marko ni Kiril ne se vrtat da poglednat, no KAMERATA JA OTKRIVA ZAMIRA, daleku zad niv, kako istr~uva od {umata.

Kiril poglednuva kon Marko.




MARKO (prodol`.)


Vreme e.

Kiril stanuva, gi trie racete da gi is~isti od zemja.

Marko podava raka da mu pomogne.




MARKO (prodol`)


Ne, Kire - drugata 


zemi ja.

Kiril i Marko gi zemaat torbite so domati i poa|aat kon  crkvata.

EKST. PLANINI - MANASTIR - DEN

Zamira se spu{ta po strmata planina poslana so jalovi   kamewa.

Daleku ZAD NEA, tri silueti se pojavuvaat na grebenot: Mitre, Stojan i Traj~e.

EKST. PLANINSKI PAT - DEN

Marko i Kiril odat nadolu po zmijulestata pateka.

GRMI (off).

Se slu{a crkovno POEWE (off).




MARKO 



(poglednuva



kon neboto)


[tom zagrmi me presekuva. 


Pomisluvam i kaj nas zapukalo.

EKST EZERO - CRKVI^E - DEN

Zamira tr~a udolu kon crkvi~eto.

EKST. PLANINA - PASI[TE - TRLO - DEN

Selanite se sobrale molkum okolu teloto na Aleksandar. Vrne, istura, gi poleva.

Stojan se vrti i pluka.

Zdrave pla~e.

Mitre ja zema pu{kata od racete na Zdrave i mu ja dava na Traj~e.

Do`dot silno vrne vrz liceto na Aleksandar. [irokata nasmevka mu zamrznala na liceto, nebare e zadovolen od svojot `ivot i zatoa se smee. Kako da e edinstven ~ovek koj umira so nasmevka.

EKST. NEBO - DEN

Oblaci.

Vrne.
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INSTEAD OF AN AFTER-WORD 
The critics about “Before the Rain” 

“...Go and see it now - twice! I would never dare to say that this is the best film of 1995 if it weren’t that Before the Rain is an exceptional film. A great achievement which we dont`t see too often. Thank you.” 

NOJESGUIDEN 
“Rugged, passionate, lyrical, haunting and wildly improbably poetic, Before the Rain is one of the most memorable motion pictures were likely to see this year.” 

NEW YORK POST 
“One of the best movies I have seen in a very, very long time.” 

GOMORRON SVERIGE 
“Apabulla pensar que una narraciуn de tal intensidad como esta “Antes de la lluvia”, con un guiуn de semejante calado y comp​lejidad, rodada con una desumbrante perfeccion formal, sea obra de un hombre de apenas vienticinco aсos.” 

EL MUNDO 
“Es muy difнcil expresar lo que se siente cuando se ve una primera pelнcula, de un realizador totalmente desconocido, y se descubre una obra cinematogrбfica montada con la seguridad de un maestro, con una estructura filmica que hace a Tarantino lucir como un amateur, y con una devastadora fuerza emocional. Esto es lo que sentн al ver Antes de la lluvia en Toronto, poco antes de que se convirtiera en la sensaciуn de Venezia (ganadora del Leуn de Oro), y Hollywood descubriera que su director, Milcho Manchevski.” 

Juan Gerard, PUERTO RICO FEST 
“Before the Rain est un film purement cinйmatographique, avec la rigueur de sa construction, la force de son rйcit, la beautй de ses images, et la gйnerositй de son propos. Milcho Manchevski, dont c’est le premier long mйtrage, fait une entrйe remarquable dans le club des grands cineastes.” 

LE PARISIEN 
“Quentin Tarantino wants to see it. U.S. distributors want to by it. Venice loved it, and Toronto awaits it. Before the Rain is not your average Macedonian-English-French co-production. But then, Milcho Manchevski is not your average Macedonian Director...Before the Rain is a high-calorie visual feast...” 

VARIETY 
“Una lezione di cinema e vita da non perdere.” 

L’OPINIONE 
“Before the Rain”, sans doute un peu classiquй, manierй, esthйtique, cadre souvent les paysages ou les visages comme si c’etait pour la derniere fois”. 

L’EXPRESS 
“Brilliant... An important new director announces his arrival.” 

GENE SISKEL 
“Milcho Manchevski ataca en su primer largometraje una ъnica idea, la del nacionalismo, y lo hace con el derecho de quien lo oye ronronerar en sus venas y con el torcido de quien lo ha visto abrнrselas... Es perfecta la manera ed que Manchevski metaforiza el sentido circular del horor, la incomprensiуn y la muerte...,como tiene siempre la misma cara, la misma culpa y el mismo destino... Habrб que escuchar a Manchevski, porque йl sabre de lo que habla, y lo dice a gritos...” 

ABC 
“Este su primer largometraje se titula Antes la lluvia y es ya un acontecimiento cinematogrбfico de alcane mundial...” 

EL PAIS 
“... C’est simple et dйpouillй comme une tragйdie grecque...” 

LE FIGARO 
“Prima della pioggia” и, quasi inutile dirlo, un film da vedere. Un regista che usa il linguaggio dei cinema spettacolare e dei videoclip (ne ha girati decine)con grande disinvoltura e con una giusta dose di astuzia”. 

L’UNITA 
“Feature film newcomer Milcho Manchevski has gathered together an impressive array of the best in European talent and created a powerful, gripping beautifully acted and lavish-looking debut...” 

MOVING PICTURES 
“... The editing here is a great lesson in the art of mood-cooking... The last forty minutes or so of this movie are as tight and luminous as anything you’ll see onscreen this year. With its flashes of rapture and its groundswell of good sense, Before the Rain is a movie that doesn’t even dream of solving or dissolving the nightmares in the former Yugoslavia - it just shows a few pe​ople trying to behave decently and getting for their pains except more pain.” 

NEW YORKER 
“This film, made by sophisticated filmmakers for mature audiences is a profound musing on humanity.” 

​THE TORONTO SUN
“Working in a sophisticated, elliptical style, Mr. Manchev​ski brings to his first film an overwhelming vision.” 

THE NEW YORK TIMES 
“It has the look of a slick Hollywood production, yet makes no effort to soften or simplify its complex issues.” 

NEW YORK NEWSDAY 
“Manchevski has developed a masterful critique which is so emotionally powerful and provocative that it resists analysis. Beautifully shot and dramatically restrained, this film is not just a passionate outcry, but also a superlative and engrossing pictorial of the moral and ethical dilemmas that communal conflicts provoke.” 

Geoffrey Gilmore, SUNDANCE FEST 

“Et comme, en prime, les images sont magnifiques, on ne peut qu’кtre heureux de dйcouvrir cet OVNI a la fois hors du temps et au coeur de l’actualitй puisque, s’il parle d’amour et d’amour impossible entre jeunes gens de deux communautйs antagonistes, il traite aussi, surtout peut-кtre, d’intйgrisme, de haines raciales, d’aveugle et aberrante violence...Le film est beau, prenant, mystйrieux, il pousse, aussi, а reflechir sur le voyeurisme qui est celui d’un Occident avide de sensationnalisme et prudent, voire indiffйrent, devant les drames dont l’abreuvent les mйdias...Oui, vraiment, une bonne surprise.” 

LES ECHOS 
“Before The Rain is a powerfully dramatic attempt to show how ethnic conflict perverts individuals. Manchevski is a Macedonian who now lives in America, and his film, in three parts, has the force and passion most European films now lack...” 

GUARDIAN 
“C’и qualcosa kieslowskiano in questo tragico annodarsi di vite e destini, anche se Manchevski, la mano quasi troppo sicura del regista di spot e videoclip, sembra sopratutto innamorato del western, e alterna efferatezze alla Peckinpah a momenti quasi elegiaci...” 

IL MESSAGGERO 
“O filme nгo й so bonito, visualmente. Й uma rara e intensa experiкncia dramбtica. Merece toda atenзгo.” 

CADERNO 2, O ESTADO de S. PAULO 
“Wie eine Parabel hдngt “Vor dem Regen” ьber den Zeiten, ist archaisch und modern zugleich”. 

TIP 
“Wenn Filme etwas bewegen kцnnen, dann dieser: eine mitreissende Erzдhlung von Glaube, Liebe, Hoffnung, Krieg.” 

TV TODAY 
“... ein Senkrechtstart, denn “Vor dem Regen” ist sein Spielfilm - und was fьr einer! Poetisch, eindrucksvoll, ungewцh​n​li​ch er​zдhlt. Ein Film, den man so schnell nicht vergisst.” 

HEUTE JOURNAL, ZDF 
“Ein Film, der berьhrt, ohne sentimental zu sein. Von einem Regisseur, der nachdenkt, ohne zu moralisieren”. 

ELLE 
“Vor dem Regen” ist die wohl beeindruckendste Anklage ge​gen die Unmenschlichkeit des Krieges... Eindringlich und kraft​voll, poesievoll und zдrtlich, leidenschaftlich und intensiv seziert der mazedonische Regisseur die Seelenlandschaften von Men​schen im Krieg”. 

BERLINER MORGENPOST 
“Ricordate bene questo nome, Milcho Manchevski, perchи sarа famoso”. 

LA REPUBBLICA 
“Il film si sforza di dire forse troppo, intrecciando l’ignavia di chi sta a guardare e l’impotenza di chi cerca di non accettare l’odio fratricida. E l’imposibilitа di spiegare diventa difficoltа di caprire o di prendere posizione... Emozionante.” 

CORRIERE DELLA SERA 
“O filme nгo й so bonito, visualmente. Й uma rara e intensa experiкncia dramбtica. Merece toda atenзгo. 

CADERNO 2, O ESTADO de S. PAULO 
�Pre ki{e je izuzetan. ^ini vam se posle projekcije kako biste mogli plakati ve~no. A, opet, ra|en je tako suptilno, ne`no i vizuelno toliko lepo, da on, paradokslano, do|e i kao melem na `ivu ranu. Kroz tri pri~e tog omnibusa koje se ~arobno prepliu, grade}i na gotovo vol{eban na~in celinu, junaci filma kazuju sa​mo jedno, dobro znano: da je ~ovek uvek na gubitku...“ 
NIN 
“A finely crafted lament on the cyclical nature of violence... Testament to how film can probe ancient themes while remaining thoroughly modern”. 

THE TORONTO STAR 
“Before the Rain is a complex, hard-hitting film that grips the viewer from the first shot. It is definitely worth seeing.” 

THE ACE 

“It’s a debut that thrills in the same way as discovering Roman Polanski’s earlier Polish made films, or Francois Truffauts early work from France.” 

THE COURIER MAIL 
“Stunning, often hypnotic... Almost has the impact of a masterpiece... Shakes you up... Coming seemingly out of nowhere, it’s a movie that seems somehow fully formed, unshakably confident, the work of a filmmaker alive and inventive in every shot he takes. A gleaming virtuosity and visual panache.” 

CHICAGO TRIBUNE 

“It literally thunders with emotional power.” 

WASHINGTON POST 
“A remarkable achievement.” 

ENTERTAINMENT TODAY 

“A rare, heartfelt gem.” 

NEW CITY 
“A powerful cry from the heart”. 

THE BOSTON SUNDAY GLOBE 

“... Its greatness rests in the timeless truths of its narrative... Some of the most luminous close-ups since Ingmar Bergman discovered colour... Together, the filmmakers and performers create scenes of such emotional opacity that at times we seem to be reading tiny fluctuations of the soul. A work of art this finely wrought renders conversation redundant.” 

DALLAS OBSERVER 

“The movie casts a special kind of spell.” 

DETROIT FREE PRESS 

“Manchevski succeeds on a grand scale with a ground​brea​king film of love and war.” 

ROLLING STONE 

“... The film owes part of its disturbing magic to its challenging structure...” 

VARIETY 
“Fierce poetry, but also a strong sense of authenticity... An amazing feature debut... Conveys the passion that can not be concocted, even in Hollywood.” 

MACLEANS 
“Wie eine Parabel hдngt “Vor dem Regen” ьber den Zeiten, ist archaisch und modern zugleich.” 

TIP 
“Wenn Filme etwas bewegen kцnnen, dann dieser: eine mitreissende Erzдhlung von Glaube, Liebe, Hoffnung, Krieg.” 

TV TODAY 

“... ein Senkrechtstart, denn “Vor dem Regen” ist sein Spiel​film - und was fьr einer! Poetisch, eindrucksvoll, ungewцhn​lich erzдhlt. Ein Film, den man so schnell nicht vergisst.” 

HEUTE JOURNAL, ZDF 

“Ein Film, der berьhrt, ohne sentimental zu sein. Von einem Regisseur, der nachdenkt, ohne zu moralisieren.” 

ELLE 

“Vor dem Regen” ist die wohl beeindruckendste Anklage gegen die Unmenschlichkeit des Krieges... Eindringlich und kraftvoll, poesievoll und zдrtlich, leidenschaftlich und intensiv seziert der mazedonische Regisseur die Seelenlandschaften von Menschen im Krieg.” 

BERLINER MORGENPOST 
“A genuine film creation straight from a master-hand.” 

DAGENS NYHETER 
“Meisterwerk.” 

DIE WELT 

NAMESTO POGOVOR
Kritikata za †Pred do`dot#

†...Odete da go gledate sega - i toa dvapati! Ne }e se osmelev da re~am deka e najdobar film vo 1995, ako Pred do`dot ne e isklu~itelen film. Golemo delo kakvo {to ne gledame ~esto. Blagodaram.# 

NOJESGUIDEN
†Pred do`dot e ostar, strasen, liri~en, ve progonuva i e divo, ne​ve​rojatno poeti~en; edno od najuspe{nite fil​mski dela {to verojatno }e gi vidime ovaa godina.#

NEW YORK POST
†Eden od najdobrite filmovi {to sum gi videl mno​gu, mnogu odamna.#

GOMORRON SVERIGE
†... Zbunuva faktot {to edna prikazna so ta​kov intenzitet kako {to e ovaa vo Pred do`dot, so dla​bo​ko i kompleksno scenario koe se razviva so za​sle​pu​va~​ka perfekcija na formata, e delo na debitant i mlad ~ovek...#

EL MUNDO
†Navistina mnogu retko se slu~uva koga gleda{ prv film na nepoznat re`iser da otkrie{ deka stanuva zbor za remek delo, so struktura {to razoruva so svojata  emo​cionalna sila i {to pravi Tarantino da izgleda kako amater. Tokmu toa go ~uvstvuvav koga go vidov Pred do`​dot vo Toronto, malku pred da stane senzacijata na Ve​ne​ci​janskiot filmski festival i Holivud da go otkrie re​`i​serot Mil~o Man~evski...#

Juan Gerard, PUERTO RICO FEST
†...Pred do`dot e ~ist kinematografski film, so sovr{enosta na svojata konstrukcija, silinata na prikaznata, ubavinata na slikite i doblesnosta na celta. Mil​~o Man~evski so svojot prv igran film zna~ajno vle​guva vo klubot na golemi sineasti...#

LE PARISIEN
†Kventin Tarantino saka da go vidi. Ameri​kan​ski​te distributeri sakaat da do kupat. Venecija go obo​`u​​va{e, Toronto go o~ekuva. Pred do`dot ne e ba{ nekoja pro​se~na makedonsko-anglisko-francuska koprodukcija. No ni Mil~o Man~evski ne e ba{ nekoj prose~en ma​ke​don​ski re`iser... Pred do`dot e visokokalori~na vizuel​na gozba...#

VARIETY
†... Filmska i `ivotna lekcija {to ne treba da se propu{ti...#

L‘OPINONE
†... Pred do`dot, nesomneno mal klasik, vozbudliv, estetiziran, ~esto pejsa`ite i licata gi slika kako za posleden pat...#

L‘EXSPRESS
†Brilijantno... Eden zna~aen nov re`iser go na​ja​vuva svoeto doa|awe.#

GENE SISKEL
†... Mil~o Man~evski vo svojot prv dolgometra`en film juri{a na edna edinstvena ideja, idejata na na​ci​ona​lizmot, a toa go pravi so pravoto na onoj koj go ~uv​st​vu​va vo svoite veni i so nesre}ata na onoj koj go otvara svo​eto srce... Sovr{en e na~inot na koj avtorot go me​ta​fo​rizira ~uvstvoto na u`as {to kru`i naokolu, nedo​raz​biraweto i smrtta kako da go imaat sekoga{ istiot iz​gled, istata vina, istata sudbina... Treba da se poslu{a Man​~evski bidej}i znae {to zboruva i toa go ka`uva so krik od dnoto na du{ata...#

ABC
†Iako ova e negov prv dolgometra`en film, Pred do`​dot e kinematografsko do`ivuvawe so svetski do​met...#

 EL PAIS
†... Man~evski sozdava edno majstorsko i psi​ho​lo{​ko delo... Ednostavno e i sogoleno kako gr~ka tragedija...#

LE FIGARO
†...Pred do`dot, toa re~isi ne mora ni da se ka`e, e film {to mora da se vidi, na avtor {to go upotrebuva jazikot na filmskiot spektakl i na videospotovite so go​lema drskost i so mnogu to~na doza na mudrost...#

L‘UNITA

†Debitantot Mil~o Man~evski sobral vo sebe im​pre​sivno koli~estvo na najdobroto od evropskiot talent i sozdal mo}en i provokativen film, so rasko{en iz​gled i prekrasna akterska igra...#

MOVING PICTURES
†... Monta`ata tuka e izvonredna lekcija po umetnost na pravewe atmosfera... Poslednite ~etriesetina mi​nu​ti se postegnati i pobleskavi od bilo {to na ekranite godinava. So negovite momenti na prosvetluvawe i kre{endo na razumnost Pred do`dot e film {to duri ni na son ne se obiduva da gi razre{i ili da gi razbie ko{marite na biv{a Jugoslavija - filmot ed​no​stavno prika`uva nekolku lu|e koi se obiduvaat ~esno da se odnesuvaat i koi se nagradeni za svojata maka so u{te pogolema maka.#

NEW YORKER
†Ovoj film, delo na sofisticiran avtor za zrela pub​lika, e dlaboka razmisla za humanosta.#

THE TORONTO SUN
†Rabotej}i vo sofisticiran, elipti~en stil, Man​~ev​ski na svojot prv film mu dava nadmo}na vizija.#

THE NEW YORK TIMES
†Filmot ima izgled na bleskava Holivudska pro​duk​cija, no sepak ne se obiduva da gi omekne ili poed​no​sta​vi svoite kompleksni temi.#

NEW YORK NEWSDAY
†Man~evski razvi majstorska kritika {to e tolku emocionalno silna i provokativna {to se sprotista​vu​va na sekakva analiza. Prekrasno snimen i dramati~no voz​dr`an, ovoj film ne e samo strasen krik, tuku i naj​dobra ilustracija za moralnite i eti~ki dilemi {to gi predizvikuvaat konfliktite me|u op{testvenite zaed​ni​ci.#

Geoffrey Gilmore, SUNDANCE FEST
†... Ne mo`e a da ne se bide sre}en pri otkrivaweto na ova delo, napati nadvor od vremeto, a sepak vo cen​ta​rot na aktuelnosta, bidej}i ja obrabotuva nevozmo`nata qu​bov na dvajca mladi lu|e od dve antagonisti~ki zaed​ni​ci... Filmot e ubav, potresen, misteriozen i isto taka pottiknuva na razmisluvawe za voajerizmot na Zapadot... Da, navistina edno prekrasno iznenaduvawe...#

LES ECHOES
†...Pred do`dot e mo}en dramati~en obid da se po​ka​`e kako etni~kiot konflikt gi izopa~uva in​di​vi​duite... Man~evski e Makedonec {to `ivee vo Amerika, a ne​goviot film vo tri dela ja ima silata i strasta {to im nedostasuva na pove}eto evropski filmovi...#

GUARDIAN
†Postoi ne{to Kie{lovskiansko vo toa tragi~no vpletuvawe na `ivotite i sudbinite, iako Man~evski so sigurnata raka na re`iser na reklami i muzi~ki video spotovi, izgleda pred se e vquben vo vesternot, pre​ina​~u​vaj}i ja surovosta na Pekinpo vo re~isi elegi~ni mo​menti...#

IL MESSAGGERO
†... Vo filmot se isprepletuvaat tromosta na onie {to samo gledaat i nemo}ta na onie {to ne ja prifa}aat bra​toubistvenata omraza. A nevozmo`nosta da se ob​jas​ni, sozdava te{kotii da se sfati ili da se zazeme stra​na... Potresno...#

 CORRIERE DELLA SERA
†Pred do`dot e vizuelno prekrasen film, no e i ret​ko i mnogu interesno dramsko iskustvo. Go zaslu`uva ce​losnoto vnimanie...#

CADERNO 2, O ESTADO de S. PAULO
†... Pred do`dot e izvonreden. Po proekcijata vi se ~ini deka bi mo`ele ve~no da pla~ete. A sepak, praven e tolku suptilno, ne`no i vizuelno tolku ubavo, {to, pa​radoksalno, doa|a i kako melem na `iva rana... Niz tri​te prikazni na toj omnibus, {to magi~no se ispre​ple​tu​vaat, gradej}i na re~isi vol{eben na~in celina, junacite na filmot ka`uvaat samo edno, dobro poznato: deka ~ove​kot sekoga{ gubi...#

NIN
†Prefineto izraboten lament za cikli~nata pri​ro​da na nasilstvoto... Dokaz deka filmot mo`e da istra​`u​va drevni temi i da ostane celosno moderen.#

THE TORONTO STAR
†Pred do`dot e kompleksen, silen film {to go ob​zema gleda~ot od prviot kadar.# 

 THE ACE
†Debi {to vozbuduva na ist na~in kako i otkri​va​we​to na ranite polski filmovi na Roman Polanski ili ranite dela na Fransoa Trifo.#

THE COURIER MAIL
†Zastra{uva~ki ubav film... Za voshit... Bes​mi​slenata smrt mo`e da se pretvori vo umetnost polna so smisla...#

TIME MAGAZINE
†Za voshit, ~esto hipnoti~en... Ima impakt na remek delo... Ve rastresuva…  Iako se se pojavuva od vero nebo, ova e film {to e celosno oformen, nepokoleblivo samouveren, delo na av​tor `iv i inventiven vo sekoj kadar. Bleskava virtu​oz​nost i vizuelna mo}.#

CHICAGO TRIBUNE
†Bukvalno grmi so emocionalna sila.#

WASHINGTON POST WEEKEND SECTION
†Izvonredno ostvaruvawe.#

ENTERTAINMENT TODAY
†Redok, iskren dragocen kamen.#

NEW CITY
†Silen krik od srce.#

THE BOSTON SYNDAY GLOBE
†... Negovata veli~ina le`i vo vonvremenite vi​s​ti​ni na prikaznata... Pred nas se nekoi od najbleskavite krup​ni planovi otkako Ingmar Bergman ja otkri bojata... Re​`i​serot i akterite zaedno sozdavaat sceni so takva emo​ci​onalna gustina, {to na momenti se ~ini kako da ~i​ta​me najfini promeni na du{ata.

Za umetni~ko delo tolku prefineto iskovano raz​go​vorot e izli{en.#

DALLAS OBSERVER
†Filmot ma|epsuva na osoben na~in.#

DETROIT FREE PRESS
†Man~evski uspeva vo golem stil so film za qubovta i vojnata {to otvara novi vidici.#

ROLLING STONE
†... Del od voznemiruva~kata magija na ovoj film proizleguva od negovata provokativna struktura...#

VARIETY
†@estoka poezija, no isto taka i silna smisla za avtenti~no... Fantasti~no dolgometra`no debi... Poka`uva strast {to ne mo`e da se izblefira, duri ni vo Holivud.#

MACLEANS
†Kako parabola se nadvisnal Pred do`dot nad vre​me​to, arhai~no, no istovremeno i moderno.#

TIP

†Ako filmovite mo`at da vozbudat, toga{ toa e ovoj raskaz {to te ponesuva so sebe, raskaz za verata, qu​​bovta, nade`ta, vojnata.#

TV TODAY
†Poeti~en, vpe~atliv, neobi~no raska`an. Film {to ne se zaborava brzo...#

HEUTE JOURNAL, ZDF
†Film {to poga|a bez da bide sentimentalen. Od eden re`iser koj razmisluva bez da moralizira.#

ELLE
†Pred do`dot e sekako najvpe~atlivoto obvinenie pro​tiv ne~ove~nosta na vojnata... Ubedlivo i silno, po​eti~​no i ne`no, strasno i intenzivno, makedonskiot re​`i​ser ja otvara du{ata na lu|e vo vojna#.

BERLINER MORGENPOST
†Originalna filmska kreacija od majstorska raka...#

DAGENS NYHTER
†Remek delo#

DIE WELT
Milcho Manchevski wrote and directed more than 50 short forms (experimental films - including “1.73,” narrative shorts, commer​cials, music videos - including “Tennessee” for Arrested Development) and two feature-length films, “Before The Rain” (1994) and “Dust” (2001). “Before The Rain” won over thirty awards, including Golden Lion in Venice, Independent Spirit, an Oscar nomination, and a place on The New York Times’ “Best 1,000 Films Ever Made” list. “Tennesse” was best video on MTV, and “1.73” best expe​rimental film at the Belgrade Alternative Fest. He has written fif​teen screenplays. Manchevski also authored a small book of short fiction, “The Ghost Of My Mother” and a number of short sto​ries, published in New American Writing, Margina, etc. His photographs have been collected in the book “Street” (accompanying an exhibition). Founding member of the art group 1AM. 

Mil~o Man~evski ima napi{ano i re`irano pove}e od 50 kratki umetni~ki formi (eksperimentalni filmovi, vklu~uvaj}i go i „1.73“, kratki naracii, reklami, muzi~ki videa - vklu~uvaj}i go i „Tenesi“ na Arested Divelopment) i dva dolgometra`ni filma - „Pred do`dot“ (1994) i „Pra​{ina“ (2001). „Pred do`dot“ dobi nad 30 nagradi, vklu​~u​vaj}i ja nagradata Zlaten lav vo Venecija, nagra​data Independent Spirit, nominacija za Oskar i mesto vo knigata na Wujork Tajms „1000 najdobri filmovi na site vremiwa“. „Te​nesi“ be{e proglasen za najdobro muzi~ko video na MTV, a 1.73 za najdobar eksperimentalen film na Belgrad​skiot alternativen festival. Ima napi{ano petnaeset sce​narija. Man~evski e i avtor na mala kniga kratka proza „Du​hot na majka mi“ i na brojni kratki raska​zi, objaveni vo New American Writing, Margina itn. Negovi fotografii bea sobrani vo knigata „Ulica“ (koja ja pridru`uva{e isto​imenata izlo`ba). Eden e od osnova​~ite na umetni~​kata grupa 1 AM.
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