MADE IN POLAND
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1) In The Street, Evening.
Bogus (19) is walking down a street in the projects. All around are delapidated apartment blocks several stories high. Here and there windows are lit up. BOGUS is holding an iron bar. He has a big Gothic tattoo printed clearly on his forehead, saying: „Fuck Off!”

BOGUS

Get up, you sons of bitches, get up. This is the revolution! Hear me, you fuckers? This is the revolution!
We hear the sound of an apartment block window opening.

MAN’S VOICE

Shut your face!

BOGUS stops. Turns to the window.

What’s your name?

MAN’S VOICE

None of your fucking business!

BOGUS

Had enough?

MAN’S VOICE

What???

BOGUS

Have you had enough?

MAN’S VOICE
I’ve had enough of you!

BOGUS
Are you pissed off? Like me? 

MAN’S VOICE
Did you hear that? That asshole is asking if I’m pissed off. I’m going to kill him right now.

BOGUS
Let’s hook up.
MAN’S VOICE
I’ll hook you up, asshole – with 911!

From the open window of one of the nearby blocks we hear loud disco music. A party. 

WOMAN’S VOICE

Hey, join the fun!

BOGUS

Fuck your fun!

BOGUS flashes the ‘Fuck you’ sign in the direction of the party and starts running down the street. A moment later he stops in front of a block [wrapped in construction canvas]. He puts his palms to the corners of his mouth.

BOGUS

Anka! (After a pause) Ankaaa!!!

A moment passes, and one of the windows on the top floor opens. 

ANKA’S VOICE

What do you want, Bogus?

BOGUS

Come back to me.

ANKA’S VOICE
(Bursts out laughing) Piss off!

BOGUS

Come back to me. I need you. I’m not like anybody else now. I declared war on them. I’m the way you always wanted me to be. Come back!

ANKA’S VOICE
Bogus, don’t piss me off. 

BOGUS

Anka, it’s me against all of them.

ANKA’S VOICE
Bogus, you cry at the sight of a bare piece of ass. Go home.

ANDRZEJ’S VOICE

Who’s that?

ANKA’S VOICE
Bogus is coming to win me away from you.

ANDRZEJ’S VOICE

You coming on to my chick?

BOGUS doesn’t answer.

ANDRZEJ’S VOICE

I’m a junior master at karate. Want me to come downstairs? Want me to do that? Want me to fucking do that, or what?

1) A ridge overlooking the projects – evening.


Evening, it’s dark. BOGUS is standing on a ridge overgrown with grass. From here he can see a small local church – brightly lit. In front of the church – a parking lot, with several dozen cars, people heading for the entrance. The church is surrounded by scaffolding – signs of reconstruction in progress. An alphalt road visible from the ridge leads from the church to the project buildings a few hundred meters away. BOGUS runs from the ridge in the direction of the church.  

1) In the vestry. Evening
BOGUS, with a small plastic bag under his arm and a rod in his hand, opens the door and enters the vestry. Father EDMUND looks up at BOGUS, notices his tattoo. BOGUS stops several steps from the door through which he entered. In the background we hear the singing of the faithful coming from the church. 

EDMUND 

There you are. Go on and change and we’ll go. 

BOGUS throws the plastic bag on the floor. 

BOGUS 

My surplice. I’m quitting. 

EDMUND goes up to BOGUS, looks at his tattooed forehead for a moment.

EDMUND

What does that say?

BOGUS
„Fuck off”

EDMUND

Never mind. You change and let’s rock out for Jesus.

BOGUS
Forget it. I’m leaving.

EDMUND

What happened?


BOGUŚ hesitates.

EDMUND

Talk to me, I’m your priest. Who else are you going to tell?

BOGUS
I’m pissed off.


EDMUND doesn’t reply.

BOGUS
I just woke up today and felt like that. It’s like AIDS, it’s burning me up. I go around all day wrecking phone booths. But it doesn’t do anything for me. I’m burning up inside. 

EDMUND

Go see a doctor.

BOGUŚ

I did, this morning. But he pissed me off, so I messed up his car. He’s not going to give me another appointment. 

EDMUND

(Points into the church) Go on, listen to them, feel their strength. 

BOGUŚ

I don’t want your incense. I can here to quit being an altar boy.

EDMUND

If you don’t want to you won’t serve at mass. Go in. 


BOGUŚ resists.

EDMUND

You owe it to me.

BOGUŚ

Don’t pull that one on me!

EDMUND

Come on.


EDMUND takes BOGUS by the hand. He submits, but not without resistance. They near the door leading to the interior of the church. The singing of the faithful grows louder.

EDMUND

Better?


BOGUŚ tears away from EDMUND’S grasp.

BOGUŚ

Now I know. They’re pigs. I hate those pigs! (Pointing to his tattoo) I’m sick of those lies, don’t you get it?

EDMUND

What lies?

BOGUŚ

The lies you feed your flock. I don’t believe them.

EDMUND

Do you want to talk about this?

BOGUŚ

With you? So you can give me all that shit again? I’ve been here five years and for five years every Sunday you give me this shit. I don’t believe in eternal life, I don’t believe in the Gospels, I don’t believe in the revelations of the Prophets. Those people are just pigs. Take a look in the parking lot. Most of them came here straight from the supermarket. 

EDMUND

These people work hard for a living...

BOGUŚ

They could have bought their barbecue grill and their track suits on Saturday. What kind of religion is it that doesn’t have any principles or responsibilities?


EDMUND doesn’t answer.

BOGUŚ

You know why you were always a shitty priest? Because your God died a long time ago! 


BOGUŚ heads for the exit from the vestry.

EDMUND

So this is it?


BOGUŚ nods.

EDMUND

And you’re not going to help me with the construction on the church?


BOGUŚ shakes his head, laughing.

EDMUND

God exists, you dummy, I know about it, I’ve experienced it.

BOGUŚ

I know all that stuff – it’s all bullshit you made up. 

EDMUND 

He came to me once...

BOGUŚ

Yeah, I know. Whenever you have too much wine at Mass, that’s what you come out with.

 EDMUND

It was the third month of hunger, the end really...


BOGUŚ stops, turns around, goes up to EDMUND.

BOGUŚ

..and you thought you’d never get out of it. But he came, right? Mighty and shining– he was as close to you as I am now. He exists, Bogus, he exists... was that how it went?

EDMUND

Bogus, it’s true, you have to believe me!

BOGUŚ

Was that why they transferred you to the projects?


EDMUND says nothing.

BOGUŚ

Go on, tell me the story. No wonder on the projects they call you Molder!

EDMUND

He exists, Bogus. He is sure and real – as you and me. He exists!


BOGUŚ takes two or three steps toward EDMUND, as if about to hit him. 

BOGUŚ

He exists in your sick mind, you goddamn holy Joe!

Then he changes his mind, turns away and leaves by the vestry door with a loud slam. A moment later we hear steps on wet gravel and the sound of car windows being smashed. BOGUS is wrecking the priest’s car with his rod. A car alarm sounds.

1) A parking lot guardroom. Night

In the guardroom. EMIL (16 years old) is sitting at a table watching television – homespun erotica on the Polsat (Polish commercial) channel. EMIL is moaning quietly – probably jerking off. EMIL is wearing a tracksuit – he wears the same one throughout. A moment passes and we hear a smash outside – the sound of a car mirror being broken. EMIL freezes, looks outside – sees BOGUS standing next to one of the cars. EMIL pulls his trackpants up, wheels himself to the desk standing nearby, tries to reach the phone. His movements are too nervous, however – the phone falls on the floor and breaks. EMIL grabs the wheels of the wheelchair he’s sitting in and rolls himself out of the guardroom.

1) In the parking lot. Night


BOGUS is holding a broken car mirror. He sees EMIL pushing the wheels of his wheelchair and moves toward him. BOGUS throws the mirror away.

EMIL

Hey you!


EMIL rolls up to BOGUS, who pays no attention to him – he is looking around the parking lot. 

EMIL

What you just did is a crime!


BOGUS turns and looks at EMIL with a distracted gaze.

EMIL

Your violation is punishable by a jail sentence from six months to two years, suspended sentence three years. That’s paragraph 148 through 7 broken.

BOGUS

Seriously?

EMIL

I know the whole criminal code. By heart.

BOGUŚ

You work here?

EMIL

I’m a guard.

BOGUŚ

So what the fuck do you care about the criminal code?

EMIL

I’m going to be a lawyer.


BOGUS goes up to EMIL, bends over him.

BOGUŚ

You know what - fuck the law. I’m pissed off.


BOGUS picks up the broken mirror and, with a powerful swing, throws it away from himself. We hear the smash of a broken windshield. 

EMIL

By destroying the property of others you lend your actions all the marks of a crime. I have no choice. I have to hand you over to the police authorities.

BOGUŚ

You know what? You have the marks of a fucking crime. Look at you. Who gave you this job? A dickhead lawyer on wheels.


EMIL doesn’t respond.

BOGUŚ

If all your amigos were selling out, you would be pissed too. Got any?


EMIL doesn’t respond.

BOGUŚ

Got any friends– ever had any friends of any kind?

EMIL

I have a sister.

BOGUŚ

A little piece of ass drives the morning bus? Queen of the first shift?

EMIL

You jerk. My sister rocks.

BOGUŚ

What can you know about what rocks, tin man? You can hardly move on that thing.

EMIL.

Yes I can. I can make any turns, at top speed. You’ll see when I lay my hands on you and leave you for the cops. 


EMIL wheels over to BOGUS, trying to catch him. BOGUS jumps away. He stands on a heap of scrap metal – where EMIL can’t reach him.

EMIL

I recognize you! You’re that altar boy from the project church! You just got a tattoo!

BOGUŚ

Yup, this morning. When I found out God was dead, I decided to mark the occasion!


BOGUS, with the rod in his hand, starts walking along the rows of cars in the lot. EMIL follows him. BOGUS turns around, sees him.

BOGUŚ

Everybody’s sold out in this fucking system. All the best. The best, you hear? The strongest. One of my pals from tech school got a job at KFC. I saw him today. Happy as a child. The motherfucker doesn’t even know how bad things are with him. There has to be en end to this. There has to be a rebellion. We should smash the whole thing up. Maybe then those motherfuckers will open their fucking eyes.

EMIL

Is all that... in accordance with the law?

BOGUŚ

(Laughing) Fuck the law, get with the program.

EMIL

What program?

BOGUŚ

The rebellion.

EMIL

Against who?

BOGUŚ

Against all of them.

EMIL

I don’t know, it’s a little vague.

BOGUŚ

I’m pissed off, I want to fight. Don’t you feel it? It’s in the air. Being pissed off, it’s going to be the AIDS of the 21st century. I woke up this morning and felt it – tomorrow the same thing will happen to you. Get with the program, be one of the first, join the fight. 


BOGUS turns in the direction of EMIL, who is following him.

BOGUŚ

Are you pissed off?


EMIL shrugs. BOGUS bends over one of the cars they are passing and heaves his rod into the back window. The alarm goes off. 


BOGUŚ

What now?

EMIL

I’m pissed off. 

BOGUŚ

Say it out loud.

EMIL

I’m pissed off!


BOGUS raises his rod, takes a few steps and smashes the back window of the next car with a similar movement. And then the next, slightly further away. Almost instantaneously comes the loud wail of car alarms. EMIL is madly spinning in circles on his wheelchair. 

EMIL

I’m pissed off, I’m pissed off, I’m pissed off!!!


BOGUS spots an impressive foreign car standing a few yards further on. BOGUS, with the rod in his hand, goes up to it. He smashes the back window, hammers the hood. The car’s alarm goes off, louder and wilder than the others. 


EMIL stops his wheelchair, looks at BOGUS. 

EMIL

I’ll get you, you scumbag!


BOGUS makes a dash from the parking lot. EMIL follows in hot pursuit. For a minute he’s doing pretty well, but the wheelchair is unstable – at the next turn it tips over. BOGUS stops, goes up to EMIL lying in the toppled wheelchair. 


BOGUŚ

(Making a fist) I’ll give you some good advice. Come back tomorrow and say: „Enough”


BOGUS turns and walks away. 
EMIL

If I had a better chair you wouldn’t have a chance!

BOGUS is too far away to reply. 

1) On the a street in the projects. Evening.


A radio car comes racing down the street. GRZES and TOMASZEK are sitting in a car parked on the street. The headlights are off. GRZES rolls down a window, lights a cigarette. Both men are smartly dressed in suits. 

GRZES 

You see that piece of shit? Even here they got them. But since they switched to those cars they go faster somehow, you notice? Vroom vroom and you’re home. Run all the lights, for fuck’s sake. Except we pay for their gas out of our taxes. 

TOMASZEK

Grzes, coming back to our...

GRZES

They drive like that around my building too. It used to be one of those quiet apartment blocks. But now? Any little street fight and they’re off. I don’t need that kind of street patrol. People don’t feel safe anymore.

TOMASZEK

Coming back to our conversation...

GRZES

We citizens should take the law into our own hands. With some help from our neighbors we’d put an end to crime. What do you say? Would you be for setting up a civil militia? Do you even vote?

TOMASZEK
No.
GRZES
That’s not good. The fundamental instrument for political struggle in a democratic state is the ballot. 

TOMASZEK

Going back to what we were saying...

GRZEŚ

I remember that from some newspaper. I used to drive a truck. Thirty-six hours wait at the border. You sleep or read the paper. Papers are good. You can read them, you can eat on them, you can wipe your ass with them. They’re better than radio. You can’t wipe your ass with a radio. 

TOMASZEK

It’s about sitting in the car. It’s about my having to sit in the car while you...

GRZES

But would you vote for a party that supported a civil militia? I would.

TOMASZEK
Every time you go on an operation, I sit in the car. It’s not fair.

GRZES
Sure.

TOMASZEK
I moved from the accounts department three months ago. My health checks and my recommendations are positive. Why don’t you give me a chance, why do you leave me here to rot?

GRZES
When Fazi thinks you’re ready, you’ll go out on an operation with us. For the time being you watch the car.

TOMASZEK
Retired people are for watching the car. 

GRZES
New guys are for watching the car. This job isn’t like doing accounts. You have to go out into the world, be tough when you need to be. If Fazi thinks you’re right for it, you’ll go on operations.

TOMASZEK
Fazi hates me. 

GRZES
Fazi likes you. He likes your style. He can tell you’re not a drone like other guys, you’ve got your own opinions. He can tell you’re hot for the job. Be patient. 


FAZI is heading in their direction. He is groomed and dressed like the others. In his hand he holds a package, which he presently tucks into his jacket pocket. He gets in the car,

FAZI
Sorry that took so long.

GRZES
No problem

TOMASZEK
I’ll throw that out. 

FAZI
Throw what out?

TOMASZEK
(Points at FAZI’s jacket pocket) That. We were just talking. 

FAZI
So?

TOMASZEK
About me not being in on things. I want to know what you’re taking from them. I want to see what you get from their homes.

FAZI
Hey man, it’s none of your fucking...

TOMASZEK
Look, I’ve been here for three months, before too long they’ll transfer me somewhere else. I want to know what there is to know about this job. Don’t fuck me around, all right?


FAZI reaches into his pocket. He takes the package out – it is a tissue with something inside. 

FAZI
This what you want?

TOMASZEK
Yeah it’s what I fucking want. 

FAZI
So take it and get off my fucking back. 


GRZEŚ laughs. TOMASZEK takes the package, hesitates. 

GRZES
Open it.

TOMASZEK
I’ll open it when I feel like it.

GRZES
Open it! Son of a bitch...


TOMASZEK slowly unrolls the tissue. 

TOMASZEK
(Turning pale) Jesus Christ.


FAZI takes the tissue away from TOMASZEK and throws it our of the rolled-down window. You can’t see what it is, there’s just a soft pat when it hits the ground.
FAZI
OK? You learn something? Just don’t puke in here. Grzes, get him out of here.


TOMASZEK gets out of the car.

TOMASZEK
I won’t puke. Jesus. I won’t, I’ll be fine.

GRZES
Why the fuck did you bring that?

FAZI
I got a bit carried away, I forgot about it. I thought I’d throw it to some dog. 

GRZES
What have we got?

FAZI
The account number where he deposited the money. Just half of it, I’m sorry to say. He used the other half to buy himself a car. That was his gesture, the motherfucker.

GRZES
Where is it parked?

FAZI
In the guarded lot. 


FAZI reaches into his pocket and takes out the keys. 

GRZES
I’ll drive it. 

FAZI
No way. I never drove a Lexus before. (Leans out) Tomaszek?


TOMASZEK raises his head.

FAZI
OK now?


TOMASZEK, bent over, doesn’t answer. 

FAZI
The next time you’ll come on the operation, I promise.

No answer.

FAZI
Aren’t you hungry? I could have a bit before we head beack to Wrocław. Tomaszek, will you have a bite to eat?

GRZES
Borscht with some ears, maybe?


TOMASZEK, holding his stomach, forces himself to stand up straight, struggling not to throw up. 

GRZEŚ laughs.
GRZES

Mr Graduate.

1) The parking lot. Evening.


FAZI and GRZEŚ are looking over the Lexus. The rear window, the hood, the fender, the bumper – everything is totalled. This car was the object of BOGUS’s aggression the night before. 

GRZES
Fucking hell...


FAZI takes out his cell phone. Hits a number.

FAZI

Hi. Listen, check how much for Lexus headlights. Right and left. And a rear window. 

Bumper and fenders...


TOMASZEK comes out of the guardroom, comes up to FAZI and GRZES.

TOMASZEK
The guard saw them. 

GRZES
Which one? The guy in the wheelchair? Fucking great security they’ve got here.

TOMASZEK
He’s just filling in for somebody apparently. 

FAZI
How many of them?

TOMASZEK
Three. Some little shits. Bums.

GRZES
From the neighborhood, I’m sure.

FAZI

Did he call the police?

TOMASZEK

(Confirms) As soon as he could spin himself to the cubbyhole. They’re supposed to get here any minute. 

FAZI

The car will have to be taken away.

GRZEŚ

Listen, maybe he knows them, maybe he’s scared, maybe they told him they were coming back.


FAZI looks at TOMASZEK.

FAZI

Work on him.

TOMASZEK

Me?

FAZI

You wanted to join an operation.

TOMASZEK

But...

FAZI

Go on. He’s a cripple. You can handle him, can’t you?


TOMASZEK heads for the guard’s cubbyhole, where EMIL is sitting out of sight. 

1) A room in BOGUS’s apartment. Daytime. 


In BOGUS and IRENA’s apartment. BOGUS’s room. Morning. An old Krzysztof Krawczyk song is playing turned up loud, audible throughout the apartment. BOGUS wakes up, not without difficulty, sits up on the bed. 

BOGUŚ

I’m fucking pissed off.


BOGUŚ trembles a moment, as if a cold wave is passing through him. 

1) The kitchen of BOGUS’s apartment. Day

BOGUS opens the fridge, takes out a carton of milk. He takes down a bag of cereal and a plate from the cupboard over his head. He pours milk on the cereal. On the wall in the kitchen we see three portraits. Lowest is LechWałęsa at the time of the Gdansk strike, above him Pope John Paul II, and above him – Krzysztof Krawczyk. A moment passes and IRENA comes into the kitchen with a cigarette in her mouth. She’s wearing a shirt that says - BORN IN THE USA. IRENA looks at BOGUS, notices his tattoo, bursts out laughing. 

IRENA

You stupid son of a bitch.


In the background the Krawczyk song plays throughout the scene.

BOGUŚ

Mom, I asked you not to wear that shirt. 

IRENA

So now it’s my fault? Maybe you can tell me what the hell is going on?

BOGUŚ

Mom, I told you something broke inside me. 

IRENA

When that gets around the whole gasworks is going to laugh at me.

BOGUŚ

Maybe they won’t.

IRENA points at BOGUS’s tattoo. 

Replace FUCK OFF with a phrase that needs translation into English? 

IRENA

What does that mean?
BOGUŚ 

As an exclamation or as a full sentence?

IRENA

As an exclamation.

BOGUŚ

Piss off!
IRENA

And as a full sentence?

BOGUS

Piss off, everybody.
IRENA

You moron. You’re going to have that thing for the rest of your life!

BOGUŚ

That’s why I did it. I’m not a flake. When I make a decision, I go all the way. A hundred, one zero zero, the full percent. No compromise. 

IRENA

You’re full of shit.


IRENA looks wistfully at the picture of Krzysztof Krawczyk on the wall. BOGUS notices. 

BOGUŚ

Yeah, I know – he never got a tattoo.

IRENA

He didn’t have to – he was great without one.


BOGUŚ doesn’t answer. He patiently crunches his cereal. 

IRENA

With that shit on your face you’ll never get a job. 

BOGUŚ

I don’t know if I’m ever going to look for another job.

IRENA

Right, you’re going to live on me for the rest of your life.

BOGUŚ 

I didn’t say that.

IRENA

But that’s what it comes down to.

BOGUŚ

No mom, I’m going back to school.


IRENA freezes from the shock. 

IRENA

Wait, I don’t think I heard that right.

BOGUŚ

No mom, you heard it right.

IRENA

So that means – you’re going back to the gasworks school?

BOGUŚ

I’m not going back to gasworks. I’m going to junior college. 

IRENA

Junior college?

BOGUŚ

(Nodding) Science. Math and physics track.

IRENA

Whoa boy, that would really be something.

BOGUŚ

I know.

IRENA

If you really went to a college like that... After you graduated you could get a real job.

BOGUŚ

That’s right.

IRENA

And if you got a good job, you would make some real dough.

BOGUŚ

There you go.

IRENA

And if you had some real dough I could quit the gasworks. I’d go to concerts.

BOGUŚ 

Sure.

IRENA

I’d go to all of Krzys’s concerts.

BOGUŚ

You better believe it.

IRENA

And I’d go to all the music trade fairs in the country.

BOGUŚ

Right, mom.

IRENA

I’d get the whole discography together.


BOGUŚ acknowledges this, nodding. 

IRENA

I’d have more of Krzys’s records then that glitzy bitch from Opole with all her gold. 

BOGUŚ

She doesn’t have half what you’re going to have, Mom.

IRENA

I have to admit, you impress me, my boy. I’m proud of you.


IRENA looks at BOGUS closely for a minute. 

IRENA

You’re putting me on. 


BOGUŚ laughs, admitting it. 

BOGUŚ

You’re sharp, Mom.

IRENA

You almost had me.

BOGUŚ

Years of practice, but you see through me every time.

IRENA

I’ll always see through you.


IRENA goes into the hall. She puts on a coat, throws a small military backpack over her shoulder.  

IRENA

Maybe you could go to junior college anyway? It’s not such a bad idea.

BOGUŚ

Mom, go to school? Be one of them? It’s so banal.

IRENA

Finish your cereal, honey. And don’t cross on a red light.

BOGUŚ

Cool.


IRENA goes out. BOGUS returns to his cereal. After a moment he puts the plate aside, starts to tremble. The shaking gets more and more violent. 

1) BOGUS’s room. Daytime.


BOGUS turns on the player by the bed. We hear good old The Clash. BOGUS reaches up to the shelf over the bed. On the shelf, in an even row, are comic books, a few dozen of them. BOGUS takes one out – could be Ninja High School or Battle Chasers. BOGUS opens it, tries to read. After a few moments, though, he gets irritated and throws the booklet on the floor. BOGUS pushes out the mattress on the bed. Underneath it on the bedframe are dozens of porn magazines. BOGUS sits, starts looking over the tits and asses. But he soon loses patience and rips the magazine up. BOGUS pulls out the drawer of his bedside table, takes out a bag of marihuana, a pipe and a lighter. He fills the pipe and lights it. A few moments later he puts the pipe aside, coughing. BOGUS goes back to IRENA’s room, sits on the couch, turns the TV on. The screen shows an experienced farmer tend to a cow bearing a calf. The birth is difficult – it requires a Caesarian. The camera registers the opening of the cow’s belly. A voice off-screen comments on the scalpel incisions. Slowly the calf emerges from the cut, steaming belly of the cow. 

1) In front of BOGUS’ apartment. Daytime. 


A long buzz at the door has just sounded. BOGUS is standing at the door. Keeping the door on the chain, he opens it and looks out. EDMUND is in the hallway. 

EDMUND

Bogus?


BOGUŚ doesn’t answer.

EDMUND’s VOICE

Are you there?

BOGUŚ

No.

EDMUND’S VOICE

Boguś, I can hear you, open up.


BOGUŚ hesitates for a moment, then takes off the chain and opens the door on a crack. 

BOGUŚ

What.
EDMUND

You know what – you demolished my Polonaise.

BOGUŚ

Me? Don’t make me laugh! I didn’t touch any Poly. 

EDMUND

I know it was you!

BOGUŚ

I wonder how. You clairvoyant?

EDMUND

I’m not going to the police. 

BOGUŚ

Great – don’t go.

EDMUND

I won’t go if you make a deal with me. 

BOGUŚ

You’re threatening me with the cops, fuckface No 1? Me?

EDMUND

A deal.

BOGUŚ

Never threaten to call the cops on me again. Never again. The police – fuck.


BOGUŚ shows him what he thinks of the police. 

EDMUND

I said – a deal.

BOGUŚ

I don’t make deals with the priestendom. 


EDMUND laughs.

EDMUND

The priesthood, Idiot No.1. I need extra hands. I can’t count on the Sunday parishioners. Help me with the construction on the church. You can make up for what you did. Come over today.

BOGUŚ

They don’t want to help you? Maybe you can scare them with scrap metal – like me? I told you, I don’t give a shit about your construction. Get lost!


BOGUS slams the front door, goes back to the room, sits in front of the TV. A vet in a blue shirt and a mask on lifts the newly-born calf, covered in blood. BOGUS is unbelievably angry. He is shaking from top to toe. 

1) In front of VIKTOR’s apartment door. Daytime.

BOGUS is standing at the door of VIKTOR’s apartment. He knocks. In his other hand he’s holding a rod. On the other side of the door, deep silence for several long moments. BOGUS goes on knocking. 

BOGUŚ

We have to talk. 


Silence.

BOGUŚ

We have to have a word, you hear?


No answer.

BOGUŚ

I’m not leaving until you open up!

1) In VIKTOR’s apartment. Daytime.


BOGUS is in the empty entrance hall. VIKTOR leans from the kitchen, sees the rod in BOGUS’s hand. 

VIKTOR

Leave the drainpipe in the hall.


BOGUŚ puts the rod by the coat rack.

VIKTOR

Keep that with you all the time?

BOGUŚ

Since I felt ‘it’. It makes me feel safe. It makes me feel I have an influence on the world.


VIKTOR notices the inscription on BOGUS’s forehead. 

WIKTOR

Well, you sure stand out.

BOGUŚ

The tattoo is a declaration of war.


VIKTOR’s apartment consists of a room, a kitchen and a bathroom. VIKTOR disappears into the kitchen.

VIKTOR’s VOICE

Want some tea?

BOGUŚ

Tea, sure.


BOGUŚ goes into the room. There are bookshelves on the walls packed with books. A wall unit and a couch. It’s dirty and smelly – dirty dishes all over the place, empty beer bottles, papers strewn on the floor. BOGUS looks over the books. 

BOGUŚ

Got anything good?

VIKTOR’s VOICE

I got everything.


BOGUŚ reaches for a book. Opens it. Flicks through it. Shuts it. Takes down another one – flips through, shuts it, puts it back on the shelf. 

BOGUŚ

Poetry all you got?

VIKTOR’S VOICE

That isn’t poetry. That’s life. 

BOGUŚ

Got any comics? Or a magazine with some ass?


VIKTOR doesn’t reply.  BOGUŚ puts out his hand and digs around in the books for a minute. 

BOGUŚ

Ever think of selling it? If you sold all this you’d be rich.

VIKTOR’S VOICE

Most of them are old. No one reads old books anymore. Once when I did more drinking I tried to sell them. Now I’m all they’ve got. 


BOGUŚ opens a book at a random page. 

BOGUŚ

(Trying to read) Let me ...let...


VIKTOR comes into the room. He’s carrying two mugs with steaming tea bags. VIKTOR puts the mugs down on the desk by the window. Goes up to BOGUS, takes the book from him. 

VIKTOR

„Let me go, give me up, Voronezh”. Osip Mandelstam. I got Brodsky too. Tsvetaeva, Pasternak. 

BOGUŚ

I don’t know any Soviet.

VIKTOR

Russian. They don’t teach it in school anymore?

BOGUŚ

When they kicked you out, we still had that woman...

VIKTOR

Sosnowska.

BOGUŚ

But her mind went off track and she quit.
VIKTOR

Are you still in school?

BOGUŚ

What’s the point? I couldn’t take it seriously. Afterward they all go on social security anyway.

WIKTOR

You couldn’t take it seriously?
BOGUŚ

They kicked me out – two months after you. You still working in a school?


VIKTOR shakes his head.

BOGUŚ

What do you do?

VIKTOR

I drink.


VIKTOR sits down on the couch. Looks at BOGUS.

VIKTOR

You shaved your head. Aren’t you a punk now?

BOGUŚ

I was never a punk. I was a sharpskin, it’s a big difference. I believed in the brotherhood of races and the struggle of the working clas. But there’s no place for sharpskins in this city. Anyway, the times have changed. 

VIKTOR

Where are you hurting, Bogus?

BOGUŚ

You know I always respected you. You were the only teacher in that whole fucking school who meant anything to me. You were different, you took the piss. Even when they kicked you out, you went in style.

VIKTOR

Stop fucking around – get to the point.

BOGUŚ

You’re my guru, tell me what to do.

VIKTOR

Fucking hell, dude, I’m an alcoholic, I can barely pay the rent. You want me to give you advice? I can’t even give myself advice. 

BOGUŚ

I declared war on those pigs. Twenty-four hours have passed and they still don’t know about it. I’m pissed off, I have to fight. I have to do some serious damage somehow,  something that will either destroy me or get me out of this. But first THEY have to find out about me. I have to take the first step – but what?

VIKTOR

Go see a shrink.

BOGUŚ

I saw a shrink – I fucked up his car!

VIKTOR

Good thing I get around on public transport. You’re going to leave that alone, right?

BOGUŚ

I tried. It doesn’t help. Just cars and phone booths.


VIKTOR takes another sip of dark brown tea. BOGUS looks at him tensely. 

BOGUŚ

I’m looking for someone to work with. Go out and blow up the whole show. Smash things up, you know, get them all worked up. You see what’s going on. Turn on the TV. Turn on the radio. It’s the end of the world. Everything is being sold to the dogs at maximum speed. You and me – we could show the world. Do something huge. 

VIKTOR

Whom do you hate so much, Bogus?

BOGUŚ

Everybody. People with cell phones, people in tracksuits, the designer dudes, the shitfaced pigs from the top 10, the assholes from commercials, the cunts on TV, the sons of bitches that run banks, the motherfucking priests, the psychopaths in the army, the government, the police, in business. I hate them. I hate their wives, their husbands, their daughters, their sons, their sons-in-law, their brothers-in-law and their mothers-in-law. I hate Russians, Germans and Americans. Specially Americans. Those assholes want to be everywhere, want power over everyone, they stick their fucking nose in every shithole. I hate those  restaurants all over the place now. I never went to one and I’ll never go. Like McDonald’s. I’m never going in. And I really don’t give a shit that the bathroom is free. I’m never even going for a piss at McDonald’s even if I’m about to explode. I’d rather piss in the street. Because I just fucking hate those motherfuckers. I don’t even play American CDs. I play Polish and English. I play Post Regiment and The Clash. You know Post Regiment? It used to be a fucking ace band, but they bust up because the stores are full of American shit. Fuck that crap. Fuck rap, fuck techno, fuck Nirvana. It’s just a heap of homo-crap. Fuck them all - they’d better get the fuck out of our apartment blocks here in Pland, back to Nicaragua or wherever the motherfuckers came from. 

VIKTOR

Have some tea.

BOGUŚ

Fuck tea!

VIKTOR

Have a cookie.

BOGUŚ

Fuck cookies!

VIKTOR

(Laughing) Bogus, where do you work?

BOGUŚ

What?

VIKTOR

Where do you work?

BOGUŚ

Nowhere. Can’t you tell?

VIKTOR

What do you do?

BOGUŚ

I’m setting up a terrorist organization. Average age – 20. When I’ve got the people together we’ll plant a bomb under Polmos. We’ll blow the shit out of that monopoly of death. I want your advice – Polmos or ZUS?

VIKTOR

What is this crap???

BOGUŚ

Don’t believe me? It won’t be easy, but I’m talking to people. One day we’ll be like the Red Brigades.

VIKTOR

Get a job.

BOGUŚ

What?

VIKTOR

Get a job somewhere. Maybe it’ll get all this dreck out of your mind. 

BOGUŚ

That’s all you have to say to me?

VIKTOR

That’s it.

BOGUŚ

So we’re not going to make the revolution together?


VIKTOR shakes his head. 

BOGUŚ

This is not what I expected.

VIKTOR

I’m sorry. 


BOGUŚ gets up, stands over VIKTOR. 

VIKTOR

Piss off.

BOGUŚ

You know,  I’m not going to pay attention to you anymore. You’re a total zero. You and your stinking books. 


BOGUŚ leaves the teacher’s apartment, slamming the door shut. 

1) In BOGUS’s apartment. Daytime.

BOGUS runs up to his apartment by the narrow staircase. He stops at the door to his apartment. He takes a key out of his pocket, opens the door, and goes inside. From the hall he can see the light in the bathroom is on. BOGUS opens the bathroom door. GRZES is sitting on the toilet inside. 

GRZEŚ

Can’t you see I’m shitting?


GRZEŚ slams the door shut. BOGUS goes into the sitting room. FAZI and TOMASZEK are sitting on the couch. His mother’s belongings are strewn around the floor, the closet doors are open. TOMASZEK, is smashing the Krzysztof Krawczyk records one after another. There’s already a sizeable pile of broken records on the floor. TOMASZEK reads out the title on the LP cover before he breaks each one. 

TOMASZEK

„If that’s the way it was” ... „How was your day”...


FAZI looks up at BOGUS.

FAZI

How was your day, asshole? Guess who we are.


From the bathroom comes the sound of the toilet being flushed. BOGUS turns around, about to flee from the apartment. GRZES comes out of the bathroom and grabs him by his coat. 

GRZEŚ

Wait, I have to wash my hands....


GRZEŚ pushes BOGUS into the room. FAZI gets up from the couch. BOGUS, pushed, comes to a halt in front of FAZI, who punches him hard on the jaw.  BOGUS lands on the bed. FAZI returns to the couch. TOMASZEK goes on breaking records as if nothing had happened. 

TOMASZEK

„A Drawing On Glass”...

BOGUŚ

It wasn’t me!

FAZI

Don’t ask how we know, because we you it was you. 

BOGUŚ

OK, it was me. Fuck you. 


FAZI  glances at TOMASZEK, laughs.

FAZI

Why are you confessing? You don’t even know what this is about. We’re from the phone company, we’ve come to deliver your bill. 


FAZI, GRZEŚ and TOMASZEK laugh. GRZEŚ is standing in the doorway, wiping his hands on a towel. 

FAZI

Last night you wrecked some cars in a guarded parking lot. The guy on duty recognized you. Maybe you had reasons, maybe not – I won’t get into that. One of the cars belonged to us. There’s going to be a lot of work done, and that costs money. You’re going to pay for it – twenty thousand zlotys. Deal?


BOGUŚ gingerly raises himself up on the bed.

BOGUŚ

Go fuck yourself.


FAZI gets up from the couch, goes up to the kneeling BOGUS and kicks him in the face. BOGUS falls back on the bed. FAZI stands over BOGUS. 

FAZI

The car is in the body shop, we’re leaving town tomorrow. You have until the morning. If you don’t sign off – I’ll kill you.


FAZI goes back to the couch. TOMASZEK breaks the next record. 

TOMASZEK

„Steam Boat: ... I don’t like Krawczyk. Really, I don’t like him. 

FAZI

Give me a break, some of the old stuff is still fresh. What he’s recording now is crap, but once he was king. 

TOMASZEK

You see him in concert?

FAZI

/Nods/ With mom, in Sopot. I was a little kid. First class, man. Not like the shitheads we have now. 

GRZEŚ

I never listened to Krawczyk. Though the record he made with Bregovic – totally, totally.

FAZI

A total mistake.

GRZEŚ

I used to play it at parties all the time...

FAZI

Stop winding me up, I’m getting edgy here! The record with Bregovic was a total mistake from an artistic point of view! Total! You don’t get it, but I’ll explain it to you. Krzysztof Krawczyk isn’t some hick who sings Gipsy hits at weddings. He’s bigger than that, much bigger. He’s ... Fuck, I don’t know how to explain it to you so you don’t come back at me with dumb questions. He’s... Someone like us, only bigger. His life is like our lives, only he’s already lived through it, you get it? His fate is our fate. Look, he was always running away from Poland, only to come back to enormous success. He sinned his whole life, only to return to the lap of the Church in the end. He fucked whatever moved, only to find happiness in a steady relationship. Krzysztof is a symbol, a legend, a monument. If you don’t cry like a baby over his old tunes, I’m telling you, you’re not a true Pole. 

GRZEŚ

I cry sometimes.

FAZI

I hope you’re sincere!

TOMASZEK

You left Poland too?

FAZI

Lord, how many tiles did I lay in Germany humming his hits. He was what made me decide to come back. I started a family, had some success in repossessions. Without him I don’t know who I’d be today. This country wouldn’t be the same. Need I say, worse.


A moment of reflection.

FAZI
/To TOMASZEK/ Why were you asking about Krawczyk anyway? 


TOMASZEK points at the pile of vinyl wreckage.

TOMASZEK

I broke them all.


FAZI bends over and picks up one of the piece

FAZI

But this is Krawczyk.

TOMASZEK

/Laughing/ So is the rest. 

FAZI

/Points at BOGUS/ You dumb dickhead, now I can’t kill him!


FAZI signs to GRZES, who nudges BOGUS (who is lying down) with his shoe. 

GRZEŚ

Get up, junior.


BOGUŚ slowly gets up, first on his knees, then on his feet. 

FAZI

You a Krawczyk fan?


BOGUŚ nods vacantly. 

FAZI

In that case I can’t kill you – those are my principles, But don’t think that’s going to save you. That – college clown is going to keep an eye on you. He’ll make sure you get the money. 

BOGUŚ

I don’t have twenty thousand.

GRZEŚ

See? Let’s take care of this right now. You can’t kill him – I’ll kill him. Let’s call for a gun car and hit the road to Wrocław. 

FAZI

/Shakes his head/ We’re going to do this like decent Christians. Maybe he’ll get it together by the morning. Anyway, I still want to give this town a lookover. There’s supposed to be a nice Square.  
GRZEŚ

You’re kidding... I saw that square with Tomaszek today. They knocked down the old buildings and put up apartment blocks in their place.

FAZI

Grzes, this is the Promised Land. We should be proud of it. 


FAZI gets up and turns to BOGUS.

FAZI

Remember, I can always order someone to kill you. But I don’t want to. Krzysiek has so few real fans. 


FAZI turns to TOMASZEK, who for some time now has had nothing to smash up. 

FAZI

You didn’t have to wreck those records. What were you thinking?

BOGUŚ

Wait a minute, where am I supposed to meet you?


FAZI points to TOMASZEK.

FAZI

That – prizewinning pig will be in touch with you. By next morning, don’t forget. 


The threesome heads toward the apartment door. FAZI stops near BOGUS, puts a hand on his shoulder. 

FAZI

„What the world gave us, fate suddenly took away. It stole all the good times, and gave back the everyday.”

The thugs leave the apartment. BOGUŚ, devastated, goes into his room. The room has been searched. The floor is covered with things from the shelves. The The Clash poster is torn off the wall and trampled on the floor.  BOGUŚ leave the apartment, locks the door and runs down the stairs. 

[...]
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