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For my mum, and Nena and Marija and Monika




Characters


2011


ALISA KOS, thirty-six


LUCIJA KOS, thirty-three, Alisa’s sister


MAŠA KOS, sixty-six, Alisa and Lucija’s mother


VLADO (VLADIMIR) KOS, sixty-seven, Alisa and Lucija’s father


DUNJA KING, sixty-three, Maša’s sister


MARKO HORVAT, thirty-nine, upstairs neighbour


1990


MAŠA KOS, forty-five


VLADO KOS, forty-six


DUNJA KING (married Dolinar), forty-two


KARL DOLINAR, forty-three, Dunja’s husband


KAROLINA AMRUŠ, ninety-two, the original owner of the Kos house


IGOR MALJEVIĆ, forty-four, friend of the family


ALEKSANDAR KING, seventy-three, Dunja and Maša’s father


ALISA KOS, fifteen


LUCIJA KOS, twelve


MARKO HORVAT, eighteen


1945


ROSE KING, twenty-seven


ALEKSANDAR KING, thirty


MONIKA ZIMA, forty-five


KAROLINA AMRUŠ, forty-seven


MARINKO, forty, a Communist official




Note on Play


Scene One takes place in an office. The rest of the play takes place in and around the Kos family house in Zagreb, Croatia. The Old Town is the historic core of Zagreb dating back to the twelfth century. The house was built and owned by the Amruš family, members of Zagreb aristocracy at the end of the nineteenth century. After the Second World War the house was nationalised and partitioned and has since been shared by at least three families at any given time. The Kos family lives in the central, biggest part of the house.


In between scenes we should see projections of the blueprints charting the changes in the layout of the house as well as projections of the Kos and Amruš family pictures throughout the last one hundred years.


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




Scene One


November, 1945.


Morning.


An office – plain – functional – Communist.


ROSE, twenty-seven, stands in front of the desk. Her clothes are simple, clean and plain. MARINKO, a man in his forties, sits at the desk with a typewriter in front of him.


MARINKO. Surname?


ROSE. King.


MARINKO. Name?


ROSE. Rose.


MARINKO. Married, unmarried, widowed?


ROSE. Married.


MARINKO. Maiden name?


ROSE. Zima.


MARINKO. Husband’s surname?


ROSE. King.


MARINKO. Husband’s name?


ROSE. Aleksandar.


MARINKO stops typing. He looks up.


MARINKO. King, Aleksandar?


ROSE. He was born in 1918. Just before the unification. It was a popular name. The Prince Regent…


MARINKO eyes her suspiciously. He picks up the phone and dials.


MARINKO. Let me speak to Goyko.


ROSE shifts in her place. She looks around her.


Goyko? Marinko. Listen, I’ve got a comrade here, last name King, first name Rose. Yes. She says the General sent her. To sort out the housing arrangements. Married, one child. Infant, born in the woods. They have nowhere to live. Yes. I’ll wait.


He waits. Again, he eyes her. Top to bottom. She takes it in her stride. The waiting goes on for a long minute.


Yes? That’s right. Understood.


He hangs up.


The General says I am to let you pick a key. Any key.


ROSE. I’m sorry?


MARINKO. Pick. A. House.


He signals over to another desk. There is a mountain of keys on it. A mountain.


She walks over to the keys. She picks up a few; an address is attached to each key. She reads the addresses.


ROSE. Whose houses are these, comrade?


MARINKO. They’re ours.


ROSE. They’re empty?


MARINKO. They’re empty.


ROSE. And where are the people who lived in them?


MARINKO. Now, look here, comrade, enough with the questions. Pick a key, go get your child and your husband and start moving in.


ROSE examines the keys, panicked. The clinking noise and MARINKO’s gaze exacerbate her anxiety. The mountain of keys threatens to collapse and pour down on the floor.


She focuses on one particular key.


She stares at it. She brings it over to MARINKO.


There we go. It wasn’t that hard after all.


ROSE. No. I guess not.


MARINKO takes the key, opens a book to make a note. He looks at the address.


MARINKO. Bourgeois taste, comrade.


She says nothing, quietly defying the accusation.


Well, good luck to you. Death to fascism.


ROSE. Freedom to the people.


Scene Two


November, 2011.


It’s early evening in the dining/living room of the Kos family. A typical room of an impoverished middle-class family. A few antique pieces. Some simple, jaded socialist items, a couple of new additions. A fancy CD player. A portrait of Karolina Amruš aged fifteen hangs on the wall; bright-red hair, a smart period dress from the early-twentieth century.


ALISA, thirty-six, and DUNJA, sixty-three, are at the table – looking over blueprints.


ALISA. This wall?


DUNJA. And this one. Except for the bathrooms, he wants everything to go back to how it was when the house was first built. Based on these original blueprints from 1898.


VLADO, sixty-seven, marches in – in through one door – followed by LUCIJA, thirty-three –


VLADO. I’ll be damned if I let a priest come into this house and lecture me.


LUCIJA. Dad –


VLADO. I agreed to attend the ceremony and grit my teeth in silence, but I will not eat the wafer, I will not pray and if anyone so much as thinks of having the house blessed –


LUCIJA. There will be no house blessings. But if the priest offers you the wafer, how hard would it be to take it? It’s like a crisp. You like crisps.


– And he marches out through the other door. LUCIJA follows him.


ALISA. Isn’t one supposed to be christened to have a church wedding?


MAŠA, sixty-six, comes in carrying cutlery. She wears an apron over her clothes. She is a woman always in motion.


MAŠA. Vlado! Lucija! Supper’s ready. I am not going to tell you again.


DUNJA (to ALISA). She was christened two months ago.


ALISA is stunned. VLADO comes in, foaming at the mouth, followed by LUCIJA.


VLADO. It’s when you think the worry days are over, you get through the childhood diseases, the grades, the coming-of-age, the drugs, the alcohol, the unsuitable boyfriends, all that and then they strike the final blow.


LUCIJA. Ah, Dad, pipe down.


MAŠA (en passant). Vlado, do give it a rest.


VLADO. Give it a rest? Give it a –


But MAŠA has dashed off to the kitchen again.


ALISA. Let’s just sit down and have dinner, shall we?


Muttering under his breath, VLADO goes to the table. MAŠA brings another bowl to the table. DUNJA lights a cigarette.


MAŠA. Dunja, you’re not going to smoke now?


DUNJA. I wasn’t sure how long it was going to take.


VLADO (to MAŠA). It’s you we’re waiting for.


DUNJA puts the cigarette out.


MAŠA. Well, excuse me…


VLADO. What I mean is –


MAŠA. Because there was no reason whatsoever you couldn’t have set the table.


VLADO. You could have asked –


MAŠA. I have been cooking supper for a whole legion of you for over thirty-five years. That is – (Pauses to count.) times five… Plus one when Dad was alive…


DUNJA. Twelve thousand give or take.


MAŠA. Twelve thousand suppers. Alongside raising children and working full time. And in those thirty-five years you have not been able to memorise that each day at suppertime the table needs setting.


VLADO. Bloody hell, I tell you what, Maša, from now on until the rest of your life – I am officially taking over setting the table – here, in front of witnesses.


DUNJA. That’s a fantastic idea. We’ll draw you a map of the kitchen.


VLADO. All right, all right, I get it. Though if you take into account the suppers Grandma Rose made plus holidays, it can’t have been more than ten thousand. And that’s a liberal estimate.


MAŠA makes a face, about to lunge into a rant.


LUCIJA. Mum, please, I’m starving.


VLADO. Hang on. We must do this properly.


VLADO raises his glass and does a small ‘announcement cough’.


Before he can speak, noise from upstairs interrupts him. Loud sounds of heavy furniture being moved around. They look up with a sense of unease. The noise subsides, VLADO raises his glass again, LUCIJA gets ready to be toasted.


So. A toast to my daughters. Alisa who doesn’t grace us with her presence often, which I suppose is how it must be. Regardless of how painful it is for us –


MAŠA. Vlado, really…


VLADO. A strange cycle befalls us. I remember back in the eighties when Dunja was working in Germany how excited we were to welcome her home once every year. Of course in Dunja’s case she had a fifteen-hour drive from Düsseldorf and nowadays from London it’s less than two hours, and on a low-cost airline, and yet –


ALISA. Shouldn’t you be toasting Lucy?


VLADO. Yes, I’m getting to that, thank you. Tomorrow, Lucy, for you one life ends and another life begins. I can only hope that in Damjan you have made a wise choice and that you will have a happy life.


ALISA. Hear, hear!


VLADO. Hang on, I’m not finished yet. (Pauses for effect.) You have both chosen your paths. Mum and I take pride in never having tried to put pressure on you. Though she was always a bigger fan of the Summerhill book than I was but there you have it –


MAŠA. Vlado…


Glasses go up in the air.


VLADO. And now, all that’s left for me to say is a word or two on the subject of marriage.


Glasses go back on the table.


What is marriage? It is a union with another human being with whom one can share the burden of life but equally, the joy and happiness of the said life. That’s not to say that not being married is not a perfectly valid choice –


His body addresses ALISA.


And whoever thinks that marriage is easy is very much mistaken. It is a course in life, which demands great sacrifices –


MAŠA. What sacrifices?


VLADO. I’m sorry?


MAŠA. What exactly have you sacrificed?


VLADO. I mean, marriage as such.


MAŠA. I’d pay good money to hear what he’s had to sacrifice.


VLADO. And even then it can go terribly wrong turning partners into enemies.


His body now addresses DUNJA.


DUNJA. That’s if you marry a cunt.


MAŠA. Dunja, please, we agreed you wouldn’t use that word.


DUNJA lights a cigarette. MAŠA immediately starts waving the smoke away.


VLADO. All a man needs is a true companion by his side who believes in him and supports him and there isn’t an ordeal in this world he could not survive.


ALISA. What about women, Dad?


VLADO. I’m sorry?


ALISA. What about women?


VLADO. What about women?


ALISA. What does a woman need?


VLADO. I say ‘man’ I also mean ‘woman’.


ALISA. Oh, I see.


LUCIJA. Dad, I had one soft-boiled egg today. Have mercy!


VLADO. So, in conclusion. Seek your happiness on your own terms, that’s the best advice I can impart. But never forget to be there for each other. May you live long and prosper, my dear Lucija.


EVERYONE. Cheers!


VLADO. Or should I say, amen!


LUCIJA snorts her irritation. But the glasses are brought together in a round of ‘cheers’. MAŠA snaps a picture with her camera.


*


Supper is almost over. MAŠA takes the dishes through to the kitchen. LUCIJA helps out. ALISA’s laptop sits opened on the table. DUNJA is looking at photographs on it.


ALISA. Do people still do that? And when I say people, I mean men. Do they really still have stag nights?


LUCIJA comes back in.


LUCIJA. What do you mean?


ALISA. Well… the concept of the last night of freedom… marriage being a prison a man sort of capitulates in to… isn’t it…


LUCIJA. Isn’t it what?


ALISA. Stupid. A little offensive. Dated, at least.


VLADO. Not dated at all…


ALISA. Men are stags and women are hens?


LUCIJA. You didn’t come to my hen night because you find the concept offensive?


ALISA. No. I had to work.


DUNJA. Things are different in the West.


LUCIJA. As she has pointed out many times. In case we missed it the three thousand times you pointed it out.


DUNJA brushes it off with a puff of her cigarette.


VLADO (to ALISA). Now, sweetheart, what’s the word on us joining the EU up there?


ALISA. In Britain? Well, Dad, they’re not holding their breath. That’s if they’re aware of us at all. We don’t feature on their radar much… when it’s not to do with beaches… or war criminals.


VLADO. That’s a damn bloody injustice. A damn, damn bloody injustice. We have always been European, since the bloody Ottoman times. Yugoslavia was a respected European country –


MAŠA enters with plates.


DUNJA. Well, sort of respected.


VLADO. It was respected. The only Union we had a shot with. But no, that’s when the pride comes out. ‘They’re screwing us over in Yugoslavia.’ Hundreds of years we’re screwed by whoever is big enough to screw us. We fight for independence and end up screwed worst by our own. And now we have to humiliate ourselves to be let into a Union from which any sane country with a survival instinct would want to get the hell away. It’s a bloody travesty!
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