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THE BEGINNINGS

Ten years earlier: Mara is standing under a sheet hanging from a clothesline, and
they’re taking the laundry down.

Eva B.: Where’s Mara?

Mara: Bubamara. (laughing)

Together: Bubamara. (both are laughing)

Eva B.: (ten years ago) Marika! Marika! (Mara appears) Marika, it’s so great that
you’re back home again. So how was it? Tell me.

Mara: (folding the sheets) Well, I never want to eat chicken again.

Eva B.: You were away a long time!

Mara: Eighteen months. Three shifts. I’ll have the smell of those chickens rotting
alive up my nose as long as I live.

Eva B.: You got any money left?

Mara: I’ll have this dump renovated and I’ll stay here with my kid for three months.

Eva B.: I watched out for your mother while you were away, I brought her stuff…
And little Geri missed you something fierce… You see I was right back then. I
was the one who told you to put your bed up for sale on the internet and that’s
how you could leave here…

Mara: What’s up with you?

Eva B.: The thing is we need to bring my brother back from the hospital. They
froze him, but now they called and told us they can’t keep him any longer,
please help us.

Mara: Tiny? Oh, Eva, I’m so sorry about your brother… but I have plans of my own… I
didn’t work so hard to be…

Eva B.: I know, but I don’t want it for free. I’ll pay you interest, 150 for 250 at least…

Mara: Don’t do this to me…
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Eva B.: (wiping away tears, wringing her hands) You’re my last hope, dear.

(…)
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APR

The actor who played Mrs. Bogdán enters.

Mrs. Erdély: Hello. I’m Mrs. Erdély. Teri said I could come by today.

Mara: Hello. Please, take a seat. Can I offer you some soda?

Mrs. Erdély: Don’t bother…

Mara: It’s no bother. (pours a drink and puts it in front of the woman) Enjoy! (the
woman drinks) Let’s get this over with. Would you mind handing me your
phone? (She hands over her phone, Mara takes it out of the space) You’re a
single mother, correct?

Mrs. Erdély: My husband’s gone, no one knows where. I’m a single mother, too.

Mara: How old are the children?

Mrs. Erdély: 2, 6 and 16.

Mara: You won’t be getting a full child allowance until the little one turns three.
But only for a year, ‘coz after that the oldest will turn 18. Now you’re on maternity
benefit, which is 25,630, the family allowance is 51,000, which adds up to 76,630
a month, correct? (Mrs. Erdély nods) Do you have any other regular income? A
stipend for the eldest, support from the family or any black-market work?

Mrs. Erdély: No, nothing of the kind…

Mara: I’m told you sew for people every now and then. Is that right? How much
does that bring in?

Mrs. Erdély: Not much, maybe five thousand…

Mara: Shall we say between eight and ten?

Mrs. Erdély: Something like that…

Mara: Do you have any outstanding loans? Do you owe anyone money? Whom
and how much?

Mrs. Erdély: I have some past due electricity bills…
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Mara: When did you last pay for electricity?

Mrs. Erdély: About three months ago. I owe them about 40,000…

Mara: Could it be that your last payment was four months ago?

Mrs. Erdély: I guess so…

Mara: Because if it’s been four months, then they’ll probably cut off your electricity
this month. That and your debt, plus the reconnection fee will run your tab up
to a hundred large. You know that, right?

Mrs. Erdély: Maybe…

Mara: Let’s see. Do you have a debit card?

Mrs. Erdély: With the OTP bank.

Mara: How about an A credit line?

Mrs. Erdély: A what?

Mara: 76,630 of legal income gets you about 20-25 thou credit, so you can go into
the red with that much each month if you apply for the A credit line. You might
not get it till next month though and by then your house will be dark. But even
with the A-credit that’s a very modest in come. Other banks are out of the
question. If you get a nice agent at Provident might give you 40 thou to be paid
back in monthly instal ments, that’s ten plus interest everyone month, which
ends up being 21 thou five hundred, so multiplying that by four, you’ll end up
paying 86 for 40. Am I going too fast or can you follow me?

Mrs. Erdély: Whoa…

Mara: Let’s see. Say, I give you 40 large, it’d be for two months, ‘coz I have to turn
around my capital, too, with a 50% interest rate, so 30 thou for two months and
you’ll be paying 60 at the end. If there’s a month’s delay I’m flexible, that’s not
the end of the world. At the end of the day, you pay 60, not 86, like with
Provident. Is that acceptable?

Mrs. Erdély: Acceptable. Yes.
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Mara: You need to sign a loan agreement, which doesn’t mention the interest, just
the final sum. If I don’t get my money back or if you don’t keep me informed, I
don’t mess around, I’ll pass it on to the debt collector and they’ll put a lien on
your house. But that won’t be necessary, will it?

Mrs. Erdély: Oh, no, no. I don’t shit on the table I eat from.

Mara: Teri recommended you, so it’s her responsibility, too, I’m sure you know that.
I only work with clients who are trustworthy. Think about it and let me know if
you accept the conditions. (starts walking out of the space to get Mrs. Erdély’s
phone)

Mrs. Erdély: Of course I do.

Mara wants to give her phone back, Mrs. Erdély reaches for it, but she doesn’t get
it yet.

Mara: All that we spoke about here stays between us, I won’t tell anyone about
you, either. (gives her the phone) Glad to have met you. Come back at the
beginning of next week. (Mrs. Erdély leaves)

(…)
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THE FIRST BLOW

Geri: (upset) What kind of a mother is that, man? Not only does she charge these
“poor sods” money for clothes she got at the Good Will, but now that poor little
girl’s thinking of turning tricks to get her dad out of the debt he owes her. (he
starts tearing down his laundry from the clothesline)

Mara: What bullshit are they feeding you again? Don’t believe everything you
hear. What are you doing? Those are still wet. You’re breaking my clips. What
are you doing, Geri?

Geri: (stuffing his clothes into his backpack) Once upon a time in a faraway land,
little Mara sold her bed and took off to Holland. She left her son to her mother to
raise, ‘coz she didn’t give a flying fuck about him.

Mara: Stop that, son.

Geri: Months and years went by until she came back. She was rich now and people
started asking her for loans. Mara was a good soul, so she loaned these poor,
uneducated families money, but with interest. All she got out of the deal was to
multiply her money, while the poor families got even poorer, since their income
never covered their debts. After a while, with all the money on her hands she
extended her loan-sharking business to tobacco, donated clothes, chow,
minced meat, crackers, wood and the fuck knows what else.

Mara: You can’t give them stuff for free. If it’s free, it ain’t worth shit. And while
we’re at it can you tell me, my darling son, how many pairs of Adidas sneakers
you have? Do you need help counting them? You think your dorm room’s for
free? The excursions abroad, the language course? How do you think we can
afford all that? What are you giving me shit for? What do you think would
happen if I stopped?

Geri: But you won’t, ‘coz you can’t live on 28,000, so you rob those morons of their
last pennies. Right, mother?

Mara: I’m gonna get out of this business, Geri!

Geri: No, you’re not. Or only when I go visit you in jail. (putting his face close up to
his mother’s) I won’t be coming home again. They let me stay at the dorm over
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the weekend, too. Don’t look for me, don’t call me, don’t write, leave me alone.
You make me sick. If you weren’t my mother, I’d report you for sure.

Geri goes off, Mara runs after him with a bag of food, but he throws it far away.
Mara looks after her son, desperate. Her movements become stiff and automatic:
she packs stuff into the basket on her bike and pulls the bike away toward the
tourists, not looking at them at all, not saying anything, just walking with her
head down.
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