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1.

Anais: You just don't get it, do you? We have to stick together here, ‘coz nobody else
will stick with us!

Again there is a short silence.

Saida: (husky and very low) I'm sorry. About all that.

Anais: What exactly?

Saida: Well, the thing with the chilli. And how I behaved towards Milena.

Anais: Milena?

Milena: Apology accepted.

Saida: I'm really sorry.

It's quiet again. Milena rummages in her pocket.

Milena: It's okay. I have something!

She takes out a liquor bottle.

Milena: With that we can toast our reconciliation!

Saida: Wow, where did that come from?

Milena: It’s a secret…

Saida: Do you have any other such secrets?
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Milena fills three glasses generously.

Anais: For me…? /

Saida: / Yes yes, it is Haram. But this one time your Allah will surely look away.

Milena wants to put her glass in Anais' hand.

Anais: Milena, that's very nice of you, but… /

Milena: / Come on!

Anais: No thanks! There’s more left for you.

Milena: Anais, when was the last time you had some fun?

Anais seems to be considering. Milena and Saida toast each other and take a few
sips.

Saida: (to Milena) You know what? I don't think Anais knows what fun is.

Milena: That's right. Anais is a little nerd.  Boning up on her German even in
detention pending deportation.

Saida: She doesn't even recognise fun, it hits her on the head.

Milena: She can't even write fun.

Saida: How could she? She doesn't know the word!
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Milena: Watch out! What is the difference between Anais and… and… ah, I've got it…
and a… bee? (Note: I'm still looking for something.)

Saida: I don't know.

Milena: A bee also works all the time. But at the end she allows herself the fun of
stinging someone!

Saida and Milena are clearly having "fun". Anais angrily takes the remaining glass
and downs the rest in one. Milena and Saida cheer.

Milena: So?

Anais: Strong.

Saida: One more!

The following sequence is shown without words: The three women talk, drink and
laugh. There may be music above it. The evening has now progressed, and the
women are already a little tipsy.

Milena: Where would you like to be now?

Saida: Anywhere but here.

Anais: Anywhere?

Saida: Anywhere where I am free. And anywhere where there is no war. Maybe with
my cousin in Germany. She has a nail salon. Yes, I would like to be there.

Milena: What a coincidence. I also have a cousin in Germany!

Saida: Really?
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Milena: Really.

Saida: To the German cousins!

The two toast.

Milena: And you Anais? Where would you like to be?

Anais: I would like to be with Samira.

Milena: Who is that?

Anais: A friend. In Iran.

Milena: Would you like to be in Iran?

Anais: I miss my mother…

Milena: Would you like to be in Iran… if you could choose now?

Anais: (suddenly snappy) Would you like to be in Kosovo? (to Saida) Or you? Would
you like to be at home?

All three are briefly silent.

Milena: (to Saida) Good. Germany. I could help you there.

Saida: What do you mean?

Milena: Well, help. That you get there. I have contacts.

Anais: What contacts?

Milena: It’s a secret.

Saida: You have many secrets.
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Milena: Like you don’t.

Saida: To secrets!

The three toast each other again and drink.

Milena: Anais, Germany, how about that?

Anais: That would be nice.

Milena: Deal!

Anais: But we would have to live there as illegals.

Milena: Do you have any idea how many people are forced to do that?

Saida: Better than illegals than not at all, right?

Milena: Saida is right there.

Anais: What if they pick us up?

Milena: Nobody will pick you up. Look, Western Europeans go to foreign countries
and try to adapt. For them it is a sense of achievement if the taxi driver in Cairo
doesn’t screw them because they know all about it. About how to behave in a taxi
in Cairo. Europeans are very proud and so they tell their friends home about it.
That they are practically locals in Cairos. And if you know how things are in Europe,
then nothing will happen to you because no one realises that you are not from
Europe. You just have to be inconspicuous.

Saida: To be inconspicuous!

Anais / Milena: To be inconspicuous! 

The three drink again.
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Anais: And you can do that? You can bring us to Germany…

Milena: If I tell you… I know my way around Germany.

Saida: There’s only one catch…

She looks at the walls and runs over them with one hand.

Milena: We'll make it out of here! But of course, it won’t work without your help…

Anais: Our help?

Milena: I already have a plan!

Saida: Well then! To us!

Milena: To us!

Anais: And our future!

The three toast each other again. When they tip their glasses, the prison guard
suddenly appears in the cell.

Guard: Holla, Cell Party! Suddenly you’re all quiet. Why?

He notices the bottle. He grabs Anais and pulls her close to him.

Guard: I turn up and the party is over? This is when it should really start. There's no
party here without me!

7

http://www.romaheroes.org


 Digital Collection of European Roma Theater and Drama - www.romaheroes.org

Grabs Anais on the butt. Anais freezes.

Saida: Let go of her right now!

Guard: Or else?

Milena: Or else you will have to deal with us!

Guard: Uuhh, boy, did you scare me just then. There, you can have her back. It's not
my case anyway.

He takes another close look at Anais’ body and then pushes her away. He holds up
the bottle.

Guard: Whose is this?

None of the three women respond. He takes a big swig.

Guard: Pah, my wife wouldn't use this shit to clean stuff. So whose is it?

The three women are still staring in horror.

Guard: Well, I’ll wager it was the Gypsy. You stuck some booze behind your bandage,
didn’t you?
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Milena stares at the floor.

Guard: I knew it. Come here!

Milena doesn't move.

Guard: I said come here!

Saida clears her throat.

Guard: Yes?

Saida: It is my bottle.

Guard: Look at that! Well then. Come along! You know the room next to the coke
machine.

He grabs Saida and leaves the cell with her. While going out:

Guard: I don't want to hear one more word from you today, understand?!

Milena and Anais nod. The door slams shut behind the prison guard. Now only
Milena and Anais are in the cell. They are silent. Milena sinks down on the bed.

Anais: That Said is now… for you /
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Milena: / I don't want to talk about it, ok?

Anais is undecided and begins to put away the glasses. In doing so, she comes
across Milena's knitting and takes it in her hand.

Anais: Who would the hood have been for?

Milena: For Simonida. My daughter. She is three.
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2.

MILENA

Milena, a police(wo)man, an interpreter. The scene took place a few weeks before
the detention center. In custody:

Police(wo)man: (to Milena) Good. Once again from the beginning. A Serbian bus is
stopped on the way to Germany. There are fourteen people on the bus.  Five of
them are children. Despite the Serbian license plate, they are all from Kosovo.

Interpreter: (in Albanian) Start over again. A bus from Kosovo is stopped. There are
fourteen people on the bus. /

Milena: / How many more times? The driver had a severe stomach-ache and asked
me to take his place at the wheel.

Interpreter: And who was the driver?

Milena: II told you a million times: I don't know his name. Do you always know the
name of your bus driver?

Interpreter: (to the police officer) She insists that the driver got a stomach-ache and
asked her to take over. But she doesn't know his name.

Police(wo)man: And where is this ominous driver? He wasn't among those arrested.
So, of course I wonder if he's not a fantasy figure.

Interpreter: (to Milena) And where is the driver now? He was not among those
arrested.

Milena: I have no idea. He disappeared. I have nothing to do with anything. I don't
know anyone from this bus. One of the women gave me a snack and we talked
about books by Anton Pashku (note: perhaps something else). That’s it.

Interpreter: She claims that the driver has disappeared and that /
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Police(wo)man: / Do you know what is really driving me crazy? I'll tell you: the others
say the exact same thing. They also talk about this ominous driver. They cooked up
the story together. Those damn Kosovars.

Interpreter: Kosovar-Albanians.

Police(wo)man: Whatever. Ask her what she wanted in Germany… Because I'll tell
you, she's part of a gang of smugglers. A bus! Don’t make me laugh. We found
photo albums with the family and even though it was summer, winter jackets.
That sounds like a long vacation. No, no, they are all illegals. Economic refugees.
And this woman makes a fortune with them. And in the end, nobody testifies
against her. And do you know why?! (…) Out of gratitude.

Interpreter: Mh. (to Milena) What was the reason for your trip to Germany?

Milena: I wanted to visit my cousin.

Interpreter: She wanted to visit her cousin.

Police(wo)man: You know what? - This cousin really exists. And this cousin confirms
that too. It's really maddening. Even though she drove the bus, I just can't prove
anything. Nothing. And we can actually no longer keep them in custody. But I'm
not giving up that easily. Tell her I know she's part of a gang of smugglers. And that
she'll go to jail here if she doesn't testify.

Interpreter: Do you know that for a fact?

Police(wo)man: I can smell it. I just don't have enough facts. A little intimidation has
never hurt.

Interpreter: The officer suspects that you are part of a gang of smugglers. And that
you here in /

Milena: / What?! No. I wanted to visit my cousin. She's sick. I visit them often. I have
nothing to do with smugglers. I have a little girl at home… believe me.

Interpreter: She insists that she wanted to visit her sick cousin and that /

Police(wo)man: It’s all lies.
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Milena: (to the interpreter) This officer only suspects me because I was the only
Roma on the bus, right?

Police(wo)man: What’s she saying?

Interpreter: She says she thinks (pauses) /

Police(wo)man: / I doubt she can think.

Interpreter: Uh… she thinks you're only blaming her for being the only Roma on the
bus.

Police(wo)man: Yes, of course. I should have guessed that. A Gypsy. Don't translate
that now. This is between us. Nothing can be expected from one of those. All the
people who crouch on the street and beg… these organised beggar rings… or this
game with the hats, you know that? This game where money is pulled out of the
naive pedestrians’ pockets - all Gypsies.

Interpreter: I'm from Kosovo too.

Police(wo)man: You are completely different. You are somehow an Austrian. And
these Gypsies…

Interpreter: And I'm Roma too.

Police(wo)man: Oh, I didn't know that. I would never have taken you for one.

The interpreter starts to say something, but Milena is faster:

Milena: (to the Interpreter) I wonder how you can stand it. I know this. Only too well.
This hostility. But this one. This man is almost a cliché. Is there a place in the world
where we Roma are safe from hostility?

Interpreter: Do you understand German?

Milena: A little.

Interpreter: He's an idiot. But they are not all like that, thank God. There are also
some very dedicated officials. It’s just your bad luck.
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Milena: And what will happen to me? Will I have to stay here in prison? In Austria? So
far from my family?

Police(wo)man: What does she want?

Interpreter: Uh… she… she just wants to know what's going to happen to her.

Police(wo)man: Unfortunately, not much. She is now coming from custody to
deportation detention. Her visa and her passport have now expired. But the
Immigration Police will take care of that.

It is quiet.

Police(wo)man: Don't you want to tell her that?

Interpreter: She understood you. She can speak a little German.

Police(wo)man: Aha. Is that so?

Interpreter: Uh /

Police(wo)man: It doesn't matter. I'm done here for now. For now.

Police officer exits.

Interpreter: (to Milena) Good luck!

Now the interpreter exists, too.
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3.

Milena: (as a monologue into the auditorium) This is her. Fortress Europe. When I
think of the many bus trips, I often think that it's not so much about the distance.
It’s not about those 1000 or 2000 kilometres to the North. I imagine Europe much
more like a mountain that I have to conquer by bus. And at the top of this
mountain is a huge castle with an incredibly deep moat around it. And inside this
castle there are Dutch and Germans, and the Italians, the Brits and a few Austrians
are there too. And of course, a bunch of French and Scandinavians. - The “real”
Europeans. They are inside the fortress. They are surrounded by thick walls, and
they are set in concrete in their security, in their prosperity. And they have a huge
party in this castle. And if you are not on the guest list and sneak in through the
kitchen and then suddenly find yourself at this party, then they are very, very
unfriendly to you. They demonstrate next to you how much fun they are having, or
they run greedily to the buffet so that you don't snatch the most delicious bites
from them. And because you don't know anyone at this party where you just
wanted to have a good time, because you don't know anyone and nobody wants
to chat with you, this party is not much fun of course. And you look at the beautiful
clothes the women wear and sometimes hear about the cars the men talk about.
But you don't have a nice dress on, and you don't have a car to talk about and… oh,
damnit… it's so difficult to belong. I always think that. How difficult it is for the
people who want to belong. My thoughts when I drive back to Kosovo, as I do so
often. To Kosovo. A country where, as a Roma, I will never belong. So, I know my
way around not-belonging.
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4.

ANAIS

Anais, an immigration Police(wo)man, an interpreter. The scene took place before
the arrest.

Police(wo)man: My name is Müller and I am asking the questions here.

Interpreter: (in Farsi) This is Ms. Müller (Mr. Müller) and she (he) will now ask you
some questions about your asylum application and I am Ms. Ravanipur and I will
translate your conversation.

Anais nods.

Police(wo)man: So you are a lesbian?

Interpreter: (in Farsi) Would you describe yourself as homosexual in your way of life?

Anais: (in Farsi) Uh… (she is clearly uncomfortable) Yes.

The interpreter nods. Police(wo)man looks at his / her files.

Police(wo)man: and when /

Anais: / Uh… no.

Interpreter: What? No?

Anais: Well, yes, but I haven't lived like that before.

Police(wo)man: What is it?
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Interpreter: (to the policewoman) Wait a minute. (to Anais) What do you mean?

Anais: It is forbidden in Iran. To live like this. I'm like that, but I wasn't allowed to be
like that.

Police(wo)man: What’s she saying?

Interpreter: She is like that, but she wasn’t allowed to be like that.

Police(wo)man: Aha. Then we go on. When did you realise you were a lesbian?

Interpreter: How long have you been aware of your inclination towards women, i.e.,
your homosexuality?

Anais: I don't know exactly. I can't answer that. Always? I don’t know. Is that
important? Maybe sometime in my youth. But I'm not so sure about that now. So…
no, I can't exactly answer that.

Police(wo)man: What’s she saying?

Interpreter: She can't answer that exactly…

Police(wo)man: You are not trying to tell me that Persian is such a long language,
are you?

Interpreter: She said that she believed she knew since she was a teenager. But she’s
not sure. And whether that’s important. She can't answer that exactly.

Police(wo)man: Then translate it correctly, you got it? And why can't she answer
that? Most have an answer.

Interpreter: (shrugs his shoulders) She just doesn't have any.

Anais: (as a monologue / not within the interrogation situation) In my home country,
I wasn't even allowed to say out loud that I find a woman beautiful. I was afraid
that someone would look at my thoughts if I imagined gently stroking the
beautiful Samira on the cheek and telling her that she has the most beautiful eyes
in the world… and that these eyes silently tell me about an affinity, the likes of
which I have never seen. I was afraid that people could see what I was thinking.
Samira… The most beautiful laugh. She had that too. Still does for sure. And how I
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imagined she was laughing just for me. Or even at me for all I care. Because I was
so childish in my infatuation, in my love. Samira could have laughed at that. Such
an infatuation, there is something crazy, infatuated, childish about it that you can
laugh at. It's not that serious, is it? So serious. Yes, in my old home, I was scared.
What am I talking about? "Old home." It almost sounds like I have a new one.

Police(wo)man: Good. With the next questions we want to establish whether she is
really a lesbian.

Interpreter: The next questions serve to determine your homosexuality.

Anais: Isn't it enough when I tell you that I fall in love with women?

Interpreter: She wants to know if her statement that she is homosexual is not
enough.

Police(wo)man: No. Anyone can come and claim that. We are encouraged to get to
the bottom of this.

Interpreter: (to Anais) Unfortunately, that needs to be examined more closely. Ms. /
Mr. Müller is encouraged to get to the bottom of this.

(…)

Police(wo)man: Describe your last sexual intercourse to us.

Interpreter: (visibly embarrassed) So… describe to us… your last intimate act.

(…)

Anais: I don't know. I've never done that before. It's forbidden in Iran.

Interpreter: (to the police(wo)man) She has never done that because it's forbidden in
Iran.
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Police(wo)man: How does she know if she is a lesbian…?

Interpreter: Then how do you know you are a lesbian?

Anais: I just know.

Police(wo)man: (lewd) Is she imagining breasts? Does she like large or small breasts?

Interpreter: (self-conscious) What kind of breasts do you like?

Police(wo)man: Does she like hairy pussies? Or shaved pussies?

Interpreter: How do you like… the vagina best? Do you understand?

Anais: Uh, no.

Interpreter: Well, what do you like about women?

Anais: They are beautiful.

Interpreter: (to the police officer) You like… uh… when… the things… are beautiful.

Police(wo)man: All right. That is not very productive. How did you get to Austria?

Interpreter: How did you get to Austria?

Anais: (interpreter translates relatively simultaneously) When my mother found out
that I was falling in love with women, she cried a lot. My mother loves me, but from
that point on I was cursed in her eyes. She prayed for me because she knew I was
in great danger. In mortal danger. And that I had to leave Iran. That they might
stone me to death there. They come at night and stone me because I'm gay.

Police(wo)man: I don't care about that. I want to know HOW she came to Austria.
Not why... And I want to know WHO helped her.

Interpreter: (to Anais) It is important that you tell us how and through whom you
came to Austria.

Anais: I don't want to talk about it.

Interpreter: (to the police(wo)man) She doesn't want to talk about it.
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Police(wo)man: Tell her it is bad if she has nothing to say about anything.

Police officer exits.

Interpreter: Um… you should be more cooperative at the next interrogation…

Interpreter exits.

Anais: (as a monologue) In Iran I didn't even dare to think about naked women and I
always suppressed everything. And here in Austria that’s all they talk about and
they ask me things I don't want to answer. Because I am uncomfortable with
them. Because I've never done that before. Talk about. Because I don't even…
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5.

ANAIS

A police officer and an interpreter in an interrogation room.

Police(wo)man: I couldn't prove this, so she'll be back in Kosovo in a few days.

Interpreter: Do you think that will help?

Police(wo)man: I won't give up.

Anais sits down.

Police(wo)man: You are learning German. You are an engineer. You are hoping for
the red-white-red card at the last second before you are deported to Iran. For this,
however, you would have to show a possible employment here in Austria. With a
salary over 2000 euros. Such an application is certainly difficult from detention
pending deportation…

Interpreter: You learn German. You are an engineer. You hope for the red-white-red
card at the last second before you are deported to Iran. For this, however, you
would have to show a possible employment here in Austria. With a salary over
2000 euros. Such an application is certainly difficult while in detention.

Anais: Are you here to help me?

Interpreter: She asks if you are there to help.

Police(wo)man: Well, it will turn out how great my help will be… (to Anais) You are in
a cell with Milena Djordjevic. Did you ever notice anything suspicious?

Interpreter: You are in a cell with Milena Djordjevic. Did you ever notice anything
suspicious?
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Anais: I don't know what you mean. What does Milena have to do with my
red-white-red card?

Interpreter: She does not understand what Ms. Djordjevic has to do with her
red-white-red card.

Police(wo)man: Ask her again if you noticed anything suspicious. Whether you really
cannot provide any information about Ms. Djordjevic that might interest the
police.

Interpreter: Did you really not notice anything suspicious? Is there really nothing
that could interest the police?

Anais: No. Nothing at all.

Interpreter: She denies it.

The Police(wo)man looks urgently at Anais during the following text:

Police Officer: Ms. Djordjevic is strongly suspected of being part of a people
smuggling organisation. And since you share a cell with her, you may have heard
something along these lines. And if you had heard something that could be of
value to the police, it would be very good if you would tell us about it. I know of
some companies that are desperately looking for workers with your qualifications…
at a far better salary, too. Well. Translate that. And then let's see if the Arab /

Interpreter: / Iranian.

Police(wo)man: Whether this Iranian woman has not noticed something after all.

Short blackout.
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6.

THE DECISION

Anais, Saida, Milena into the audience:

Anais: I then took off my abaja and Samira looked at me in horror. Because I shaved
off my hair. The long hair. I never wanted it. I've always perceived it as something
strange. It never suited me, and suddenly Samira smiled. And she ran her hand
over my bald head and told me that no matter how I wear my hair, I would always
look pretty. And then I ran my hand over her cheek and told her how much I liked
her smile and her face and then I said: "I love you."

Saida: I was walking through the narrow streets of the city with my girlfriends.
Moped drivers with far too much luggage meandered through the lazy crowd.
There was hardly any progress. And every few meters one or the other girlfriend
screamed - because she discovered beautiful shoes on one of the stands. We
stopped at one of the countless juice stands. I stood there. With a glass of greenish
yellow sticky liquid and finally they asked me. They asked me what they had saved
for this juice stand. They asked me how I was doing. They asked me if I could
handle the grief for my fallen husband.

Milena: At some point I realised that I was overdue. I never wrote that down. Just like
other women do. I felt like always, but the red stripe on the white plastic thing said
that nothing is as always and nothing would be as always. I left my shabby little
apartment. I had to go out. I had to go. I had to go somewhere. I had to organise
my thoughts. Because this little red line made a huge streak through every
calculation.

Anais: Suddenly Samira's face was very dark, and she pushed me away to frantically
look for her abaja to put it on again. Later I found out in a letter from my mother
that Samira never got tired of telling everyone in the small town how disgusted
she was when I told her that I love her.
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Saida: There were a lot of feelings in me. But grief. I felt no mourning for my dead
husband. There was relief. And luck. And friends. Joy over his death. Finally. Finally,
this asshole wouldn't come home full of aggression to bang me properly against
the table top. Then to fuck me against my will. Then when he was done throwing
me on the floor and kicking me in the stomach. Then to sit calmly at the table and
lovingly unpack and store his MP. But now that he was dead, I was more at the
mercy of all other men than ever.

Milena: I went. Always keeping your eyes on the ground. And then I thought of how it
always was back then. On all the streets, fields, garbage dumps. When we, my little
brothers and I, collected e-waste with our bare little hands. Looking for valuable
metal for which we got a few coins here and there. How we had oil and gasoline
and other filth stuck to our hands day after day. How we cut our palms and fingers
open day after day. With the dirty rusty metal. How these cuts always got infected
and how we screamed in our barracks in the evenings. And then how our mother
poured such a thick white liquid on our hands and we screamed even more. And
we screamed so loud that the neighbours came and screamed too. Until at some
point everyone just screamed. Only my pain didn't diminish from all the screaming
and my hands… (looks briefly at her hands) And when I touched them for the first
time. Those little hands that immediately clenched into a fist made me think that I
would do everything I could to ensure that these delicate little hands are always
well. But how should I as a Roma in Kosovo? Who will give me a better job than
e-waste collecting? Me, a single Roma mother…

Brief silence. The three move closer together and continue to speak into the
audience:

Anais: You meet so many people…

Saida: …makes such a long and dangerous journey and goes through so many
unpleasant interrogations…

Milena: … and in the end…
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Anais: …there is a person sitting there.

Saida: A person who will tell your story…

Milena: …your story that you tell yourself about your life…

Anais: …and who must…

Saida: …believe your story.

Milena: A single person who then shares your story…

Anais: …and your future…

Saida decides.

Milena: And adds you to the good ones that go into the pot …

Anais: …or to the bad ones that go into your crop.

Saida: A person who then decides whether…

Milena: …may stay…

Anais: …in Fortress Europe…

Saida: …or like four fifths of them…

Milena: … will have to go.

Anais: Back…

Saida: …into the danger…

Milena: …into poverty…

Anais: …into the unknown… (Short blackout.)
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7.

(NOT) HAPPY END

Saida and Milena in the cell.

Milena: I am worried. Really worried. What if Anais…

Anais returns from interrogation and Saida and Milena interrupt their conversation.
Anais lies down on her bed and picks up a book. Saida and Milena watch her. Anais
doesn't seem to notice this or pretends not to. Anais turns over and into the tense
silence:

Saida: What happened?

Anais: (startled from her thoughts) What?

Milena: Well, the police… what did they want from you?

Anais: Uh… nothing.

Milena: Nothing?

Saida: They came for "nothing"?

Anais: It was only because… it was just a small formality. Why do you want to know
that so badly?

Milena: No reason.

Saida: But it’s pretty weird…

Anais: What?

Saida: No one is normally interested in you in detention pending deportation.
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The following text is half to herself, half to the audience:

Saida: They've already locked you up. Locked you up, even though you’ve done
nothing wrong. Your only crime is that you are in Europe. And once they put you
away and got rid of you somehow… Once they find some legal excuse to get rid of
you, they think their job is now done. That's why it’s weird. That's why no one
comes here anymore. Because everything is already done.

Now again to herself and in the direction of Anais:

Saida: So I was wondering. Why would anyone come for you one more time?

Milena: I also asked myself…

Saida: And we talked… while you were gone.

Milena: Because you were gone for a long time.

Saida: And that's when we became curious.

Milena: (very friendly) Because unfortunately we know so little about you… but that
will change in Germany at the latest. Won't it?

Anais nods kindly.

Saida: (also quite amicable, pinching Anais on the side) So, tell us. We are among
ourselves. What did she want from you?

Anais: I already told you… Just a small formality.

Saida: Well, I'm sure it wasn't that small.
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Milena: You were gone for almost three hours.

Anais: They made me wait so long. Don’t you trust me?

Saida: What makes you think that?

Anais: Because you keep asking questions. Because you don't believe me.

Milena and Saida are taking a rougher tone again.

Milena: We do not believe you what? The thing with the "small formality"...

Saida: …or that they made you wait so long.

Anais: You're the same.

Saida: The same as who?

Anais: Them. I come back after a short and completely unnecessary conversation
with the police, and you attack me like… like hyenas.

For a moment it is quiet.

Saida: It was just so passive aggressive.

Milena: You were so strange earlier…

Saida: We were worried for a moment.

Milena: Sorry.

Anais: It’s ok. I want to read a little bit now, ok? I'm tired of all this.

Milena: Sure. "Make yourself at home."

Saida: (scornfully towards Milena) What a stupid joke.
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Peace returns. Anais light at the bed and reads. She looks again and again to
Milena and Saida. Milena takes some notes, Saida dozes on her bed. Suddenly into
silence: Saida sits down suddenly, they all look at her.

Anais: (hastily and almost incomprehensible) You have to do it tonight!

Looks at Milena in panic.

Saida: What?

Anais: You must carry out your plan. Tonight, understand?!

Saida: Why?

Milena: And what do you mean by “you”?

Very brief quiet.

Saida: (full of aggression, but almost voiceless) I hate you.

Anais begins to cry.

Anais: I’m so sorry… I couldn't help it… I… otherwise… in Iran… they would have...

Milena grabs Anais by the shoulders and shakes her violently.
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Milena: What have you done, you bitch!?

Anais: I… (she sobs again violently) They will… they know everything.

Milena stops shaking Anais and throws her against the wall.

Saida: (still calm) I have never hated anyone as much as I hate you.

Saida remains immersed in herself and breathes in and out violently.

Milena: You ruined us! This afternoon you have extinguished two lives. How do you
feel now? Tell me! Does it feel good? I have a little daughter at home. You want to
explain to her why her mom is in prison? Do you want to explain to her why she's in
a home now and gets beaten up every night by the caretakers? Do you want to
explain that to her, you lesbian cunt? You screwed us good! You did it because
nobody wants to fuck you, right?!

Milena beats Anais. Anais doesn't fight back.

Milena: (to Saida) Saida, what about you? Do you want to put up with that dirty
dyke?

Saida: (still absorbed in herself) I don't care. I don't care about anything. It is over. My
life is over. It is over.

Anais: I'm sorry.
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Saida: Shut up. My last hope. And you stole it. One year long. Day and night. We were
here. Together. And you… You betrayed me. I trusted you. Like I've never trusted
anyone before… and you… this is worthless to you. Our plan. You lied to us from the
beginning.

Anais: In Iran they would have killed me. I didn't mean to…

Milena: But you did it, you cunt, you served us up on a silver platter. So that's why you
are not deported. Why you of all people?

Anais approaches Saida and bends down to her.

Anais: I am trained, so they offered me a job. And if you won’t go tonight…

Saida looks up and spits in her face.

Milena: You, fucking ass-kisser.

Saida: You could have cut my throat at night… the result would be the same. You are
dead to me.

Anais: Please, forgive me! Please leave tonight! Please try! It’ll work!

Milena: (mimics Anais) "Please, please..." - Please shut the fuck up! I never want to
hear your fucking voice again.

Saida: For you we were just some uneducated broads you could care less about.
You’re glad you’ll never have to see us again.

Anais: That's not true! If it were, I wouldn't have warned you.

Milena: So?!

Saida: What do we do now?
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Blackout. Short silence. We hear the key in the lock and the prison guard’s voice in
the darkness:

Guard: Pack your things, you are released. Milena Djordjevic, get on with it.

He receives no answer.

Guard: The police are here. Milena Djordjevic?

The light goes back on. Only Anais is still crouching on her bed. Saida and Milena
(and her things) have disappeared. The prison guard goes away cursing.
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