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Dramatist, screenwriter, born in 1969 in Pančevo.
Author of several plays, some of which were set in Belgrade theatres (Without a Mask, Theatre Atelier 212; The
Brave Taylor, Little Theatre Snail), as well as screenplays for films, TV films and series.
He received the following awards for his plays: Branislav Nušić from the Association of Dramatists of Serbia
(1997), from Yugoslav Drama Theatre for contemporary play (2004), award for the best overall play – Belgrade
Festival of Children’s Theatre Pozorište Zvezdarište (2006) and the award of Serbian Radio TV for TV film
screenplay (third prize, A Look through the Window of Citizen V, 2007).

SAŠA VEČANSKI
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D r a m a t u r g i c a l  n o t e

HOW TO RECYCLE CRIME?
The play by Saša Večanski Recycled Crime is an excit-
ing, tense, well written text, which opens topical and
painful questions of mass graves, guilt, individual and
collective responsibility, not only of those who com-
mitted crimes, but also of those who eschewed to see
and uncover them.
Having woken up from a two-year coma, the main hero
of the drama, Dimitrije, a doctor-pathologist, is facing
a moral dilemma whether to speak up about the things
he knows, and thus jeopardise himself and his family,
or at least temporarily hide behind amnesia. This ques-
tions grow into a series of others: is there one irrevo-
cable truth or a series of replaceable, temporary and
relative truths made for daily use; do the survivors owe
the victims remembrance or does „the life go on” at the
cost of general oblivion; where is the limit between a

professional fulfilling assignments and a murderer; is
there a crime in the world without god… 
Aca, a man from „the service” offers Dimitrije an un-
ambiguous alternative: „You can stay alive if you forget
the life you have lived before the coma.” „Many cup-
boards with skeletons are closed,” the dirt swept under
the carpet. „The old truths” that caused the war, killed
hundreds of people, „made entire nations miserable
and maimed,” are not recognised as one’s own by any-
one, so the witness who has come back from the dead
is encumbering everyone. „They have buried them
somewhere and they are pretending they were some-
one else’s truths and you think now they are just wait-
ing for you to dig them up like a dog digs up an old bone
and to bring to their threshold,” the mother says to
Dimitrije. 



> 8

Thus – and this is a doubtless quality of the drama by
Saša Večanski – the truth does not threaten only Aca,
the assigned killer, who knows he would lose a prof-
itable business, even his head if he had to testify,
since he knows that things he knows must not be re-
vealed, but also those who can tell the difference be-
tween good and evil, but do not want and cannot bare
the price of truth. Both Dimitrije’s mother, Dara, and
his sister-in-law, Jelena, are ready to renounce truth
and justice if that protects their offspring. The position
of mothers is deeply humane. Dara tramples her own
principle of an open, brave, truth-loving confrontation
with life: „I don’t need the truth to bury my children.
What would I do with the truth?”, while Jelena is ready
to sacrifice Dimitrije’s life to protect her daughter:
„Dimitrije… stop this, kill yourself, go back to coma, do
anything, but if something happens to her, I will per-
sonally convict you. You and myself.” This logic in the
drama by Saša Večanski is not brought into question
with moralistic speculation, but again with a moth-
er’s testimony, but this time by the one who had not
only lost her son, but also a possibility to mourn him
and bury him: „That unit of his fell into some ambush
and there was no word afterwards. Neither dead, nor
captured… Nothing. Same with me, neither alive, nor
dead.” 
The confrontation of an unidealised, scared man with
a frightening mechanism of a para-state apparatus
builds a tense, exciting, moving, deeply human story. At
the same time, the character of Dimitrije’s mother,
Dara, her verbal crudity that conceals a deep maternal
love and constant bickering with her son, daughter-in-
law and granddaughter, brings into the drama valu-

able humour highlights, which do not allow it to slip into
melodramatic pathos.
Supporting characters in the play are effectively con-
ceived. Aca, the killer by assignment and by own
choice, does not feel any pangs of consciousness. For
him, crime is just „an assignment received from high-
er places.” He is dangerous because someone else’s
death is for him „only work” – „nothing personal.” As
opposed to him, Aleksa, who is considered by both the
author (in the character list) and the main hero of the
drama as a simple soldier, does not accept this as jus-
tification. „I am a criminal, Dimitrije” – he irrevocably
convicts himself. Confronting the illusions of victims,
Aleksa loses his sleep and the possibility to continue
his life. Paradoxically, as a particular redemption for
civilian victims, he kills Aca and prevents the killing of
Dimitrije’s family. The comparison between that act
and the act of the saleswoman who, in the time of
shortages, takes a litre of milk for the children „under
the counter” and Aleksa’s suicide that follows are emo-
tional climaxes of the drama. 
Contrary to this, the main hero, pathologist Dimitrije, is
consciously sketched with muffled tones devoid of
pathos. He involuntarily, more circumstantially than of
his own will, confronts a difficult moral dilemma: to
testify about a crime and thus jeopardise his family or
to remain silent and take away from the victims the
right to justice. Simultaneously, the same character
brings into drama a universal, human dimension,
found, among other things, in the unsolvable leitmotif
question he poses to himself and others. He wakes up
from the coma and he does not know anymore whether
he believes in god and what, in essence, that faith im-
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plies. This question is essentially important in rela-
tionship to crime, punishment, guilt. This very thing
moves the well tailored piece toward deeper mean-
ings. That deeper level of meaning is announced in
the particular ambiguity of the victims: in the entire
play we don’t find out their national, religious, ethnic af-
filiation – they are only victims and witnesses. That di-
mension of the play is brought to a peak at the end,
when in the epilogue Dimitrije names the victims:
„Adam, Eve, Cain, Abel… you, I, and when in the last
replica of the play, in the name of the victims he speak
out „in his mother tongue.” 
How and to what extent will this universality, achieved
in the text, be realised on the stage – future perform-
ances will show.

Ljiljana PEŠIKAN-LJUŠTANOVIĆ
Translated by Svetozar POŠTIĆ



CHARACTERS:

DIMITRIJE, doctor, pathologist

MARKO, Dimitrije’s brother, investor

JELENA, Marko’s wife

ANA, Marko’s daughter

DARA, Dimitrije’s and Marko’s mother

ALEKSA, soldier

ACA, „former” BIA (secret police) agent

OLD WOMAN

DOCTOR
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There is a table, a few chairs, TV, a bench from the
park, and a wooden cross on the stage. Change of
light points to the place where a particular scene is
taking place.

Dimitrije is sitting motionlessly on the chair watching
TV.
DIMITRIJE’S VOICE: And when my sight became a lit-
tle clearer, I saw a face very close to mine. A great
warmth on my face and a girl with blonde hair and blue
eyes smiling at me. So – I’m dead. It’s finished. I have
died, and this is an angel taking me. It’s good... At
least it’s an angel. I was lucky. I was excited and fright-
ened. And then she smiled widely and showed her
teeth with metal braces. To hell with it, really. I haven’t
died, it’s not an angel, and the warmth on my face was
from the big lamp she brought close to my eyes. A
nurse in the hospital. She was the one I saw first af-
ter the coma. And later, while I was recovering, I called
her angel. She is a great gal and she is really pretty.
And later that remained the only pretty thing. For a
long time I wasn’t even aware if I had come out of the
coma or I am still in coma imagining things. But I am,
although it didn’t seem that way at first…
News begin.
VOICE OF A TV ANCHOR: Good evening, ladies and
gentlemen, we will start with the main headlines:
– The Prime Minister assessed that the government,

whose backbone is made up of the Democrats and
the Socialists, is recording great results.

– The former leader of the Radicals stated that the en-
trance to the European Union has no alternative.

– Invited by the Croatian president, the family of the
Serbian president is vacationing at Brioni.

– American Department of Defense donated two mil-
lion dollars for the improvement of the relationship
and the development of both armies.

A doctor enters. Dimitrije looks at him, turns off the TV
and turns towards him.
DOCTOR: Hello, colleague. How are you doing today?
DIMITIRIJE: Hello. I don’t know how I am doing... I
guess I am alright... I mean, really I am confused... I’ve
been getting used to it for a month, but it’s not work-
ing. I still have a dilemma whether I am happy or dis-
appointed that I have survived and come out of the
coma.
DOCTOR: We are happy you have survived and woken
up, finally. Everything else is less important.
DIMITRIJE: Yes... And I could have nicely gone toward
that beautiful light that was beckoning me.
DOCTOR (Laughing, turns on a little lamp and looks at
his pupils): Good... Nice. You are going home.
DIMITRIJE: Has it gone that far?
Doctor pats him on the shoulder.
DOCTOR: It’s enough. You’ve been here for almost two
years. Tomorrow you’ll pack up and go home. I was in-
formed that the police is going to escort you. You have
to go through the entire protocol. 
DIMITRIJE: Horrible. The real hastle will just begin.
DOCTOR: It will be strange without you... Just a second.
Doctor leaves and comes back soon. He is bringing a
bottle and three shot glasses.
DOCTOR: We should celebrate this. It’s homemade,
limited edition.
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DIMITRIJE: Uhhh, colleague... I haven’t had alcohol in
a long time.
DOCTOR: Well, as we said... Life starts now with learn-
ing how to walk. (He smiles.) Besides, we’ve been
adding a few shot glasses in your IV during the holi-
days.
They are smiling. Doctor pours brandy. He gives one
glass to Dimitrije who takes it without any reaction.
DOCTOR: Cheers!
DIMITRIJE: Cheers!
DIMITRIJE: Colleague... May I ask you for a frank an-
swer?
DOCTOR: Please.
DIMITRIJE: Have you already written me off?
DOCTOR: Well, frankly... When you passed from deep
coma vegetative, with GSK 4 degree... (He smiles.)
We are colleagues, you know you were already de-
parting. The fact that you woke up without amnesia,
it’s equal to a miracle. It’s just... Not to mention how
smashed you were when they took you out of the car.
Do you remember that?
DIMITRIJE: No. Neither where I was going, nor who
was with me, not even what happened. The last thing
I remember is going with my brother fishing, and he
tells me that was three months before the accident.
DOCTOR: So, you are missing some time periods?
DIMITRIJE: It seems. But it’s negligible considering
how long I was in coma.
DOCTOR: It’s a miracle. It’s one of those lectures from
medical shool – „Rare, but happens”.
DIMITRIJE: You know what is even more miraculous?
That I have forgotten what my religion is.

DOCTOR (Smiles.): What do you mean?
DIMITRIJE: A few days after waking up, while you were
still taking me to the physical therapist, I noticed that
you hanged the Mother of God in the corridor...
DOCTOR: We got it from a patient who paints them, it
is beautiful.
DIMITRIJE: It is... But listen to this... (He smiles.) I know
it’s the Mother of God, I know she is holding Jesus, I
know that’s God, but I don’t know if I believe in him.
DOCTOR: You don’t remember if you are religious?
DIMITRIJE: No... That’s the interesting part. I remem-
ber everything... The baptisms, the patron saint feasts,
we celebrate Saint John, I remember everything... But
I don’t know if I believe in God. Do you understand?
DOCTOR: You mean, you don’t have an attitude to-
wards it?
DIMITRIJE: I have an attitude, but I don’t have feelings.
DOCTOR: So, you don’t have faith?
DIMITRIJE: It’s not rationally as simple. How could I
convey this to you... For instance, you know that you
like apple pie, that you have always loved it and that
it’s your favourite dish. You put it in your mouth and
you eat it and you know you’ll like it, but you don’t
feel the taste. You understand. You forget the taste of
something you loved to eat.
DOCTOR: You know you believed, but you don’t re-
member how?
DIMITRIJE: Yes. I don’t remember what is that spiritu-
al, religious experience like, when you are overwelmed
by faith and you feel a dialogue with the living God. In
general, I was never particularly, not deeply religious,
so it’s a little strange how I am feeling a void there.
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DOCTOR: Strange (He smiles). But everything con-
cerning coma is strange, and so is your feeling. But
how are you feeling now? 
DIMITRIJE: The same.
DOCTOR: It will come back. A mass of information,
memories and feelings gradually comes back. Some-
times it takes years. With you everything is at least
more or less clear. Usually people don’t remember
anything. Waking up from a coma in your psycho-phys-
ical state, realistically, is a case – not a rule. You were
lucky, dear colleague. 
DIMITRIJE: If that’s luck, than I was. (He smiles.) Thak
you for taking care of me. 
DOCTOR: You are welcome, but we should thank God.
I don’t believe we helped you to come out of the coma.
You know how it goes… We call this either luck or
god’s will. But I have been here only for a few months.
Doctor Rajić, who admitted you, has carried out the
greatest part of your treatment. And kudos to nurses.
In cases like yours, they are the real lionesses. You
know, all this massage, washing, feeding.... 
DIMITRIJE: Yes, terrible hastle.
DOCTOR: Yes, but a job like any other. For instance...
I would never have opened you up. 
DIMITRIJE (Smiles.): You are not interested in pathol-
ogy?
DOCTOR: It’s not for me. No. And how are you doing
with that? I mean, do you have problems with memo-
ry there?
DIMITRIJE: I think I could still dig you out and open you
up.
DOCTOR: Come on.

They are laughing.
DIMITRIJE: And where is Doctor Rajić?
DOCTOR: He retired. He really took care of you. Have
you known him for a long time?
DIMITRIJE: Uncle Raja? Almost like a father. I even
thought we were related for a long time. He was
friends with my late father. They were inseparable
since medical school. We are also neighbours. A good
doctor and a good man. 
DOCTOR: Yes. He really felt for you being here. He told
me once how he always had problems with you. 
DIMITRIJE: Really?
DOCTOR: Yes. He told me how difficult you were as a
baby. You wouldn’t go to sleep. They would walk for
hours in the park to put you to sleep and then, when
they finally sit in a café to have a drink, you wake up
right away. All of your childhood they had trouble put-
ing you to sleep, and now you are lying here and he
can’t wake you up.
DIMITRIJE (Smiling.): Did he curse me?
DOCTOR: Someone should have written down that
repertoire of vulgarity. Although... It was more des-
peration. It really moved him. First your father’s death,
then this accident... He was really angry. He would
tap you on the head and yell: History! I told you to
study history, you ass, if you want to dig out the dead!
I know you hear me. Damned be all your doctorates
and awards! What are you going to do with all of them,
my ass!?
DIMITRIJE: He also chided my father all his life for be-
ing a pathologist. And when he heard I was going to do
it too... Oh, what will he say when he sees me.
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DOCTOR: Unfortunately nothing. He died three months
ago. 
They are watching one another for a few moments.
DOCTOR: His heart. In the park, on a bench. It does-
n’t matter who tells you. I loved him very much too. He
was my mentor, and everything I know, I learned from
him. 
DIMITRIJE: Is there anyone who survived since I’ve
been in a coma?
DOCTOR (Smiling.): Well, realistically… we are all try-
ing to survive. And we, frankly, barely survived the
siege when they brought you here.
DIMITRIJE: They tell me there was a lot of various peo-
ple.
DOCTOR: Journalists, police officers, inspectors, the
military, politicians, BIA, CIA... disaster. We weren’t
able live from them. 
DIMITRIJE: If it helps at all, here, I apologise.
DOCTOR: Come on. I am not saying this because of
you, but because of them. I simply cannot believe that
you tell high officers, who knows from what agencies,
that you are in a coma, and they insist to have a short
word with you.
DIMITRIJE: Were there those that just quietly hung
around the corridors?
DOCTOR: Probably. But they weren’t as noticeable.
DIMITRIJE: I am interested in them the most.
DOCTOR: You must know something ugly, if you have
received such a celebrity status. Even now there are
at least five of them down there with cameras.
DIMITRIJE (Smiles.): It’s strange. While I wanted to
talk, everyone told me to shut up... And when I shut up,

they all became interested in what I had to say.
DOCTOR: Yes, something like that. And as far as I can
see, a lot of them are very interested in what you have
to say.
DIMITRIJE: And I don’t have anything for them, except
hello.
Doctor gets up from the chair and shakes hands with
Dimitrije.
DOCTOR: Take care, and let’s hope we meet again at
a nicer place. 
DIMITRIJE: Thank you for everything.
DOCTOR: Thank God.
Doctor leaves. Marko and Dara walk in. They sit at
the table. 
MARKO: So, it’s no problem that you are in dad’s
study? I mean, we moved your bed there.
DIMITRIJE: Everything is alright. Relax.
DARA: He is relaxed alright. If he weren’t he would
still be in his flat, and not here on my back.
DIMITRIJE: It’s OK, mum. What’s the problem? We are
brothers, it’s our house. 
DARA: It’s yours. He sold his father’s estate, bought a
flat and moved out. Wasn’t it so?
DIMITRIJE: OK, mum…
DARA: It’s not OK! He sold his apartment, he wasted
the dough, and when he saw that you are not waking
up from coma, here he is. He creeped in like a hyena
with his pack. He wanted to wait until I die, so he
could get this too.
MARKO: Darinka, what are you babbling!
DARA: Your wife’s babbling, you swine! How dare you
you address your mother like that?
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DIMITRIJE: Stop it, please.
MARKO: I did not, Dimitrije, so help me. I rushed into
a deal, put the flat under mortgage, everything col-
lapsed, what was I supposed to do. I had to come
here. Just for while, until I recover. I applied for a busi-
ness credit through some connections... We will move
out soon.
DARA: Yeah, right! For sure.
DIMITRIJE: Mum… It doesn’t bother me they are here.
On the contrary. It’s good they are. You are old and you
need help, and I am still weak. They say I will be re-
covering for months.
DARA: I am not that old, nor am I feeble. Aleksa comes
to see me every day. He can’t sleep anyway, poor guy.
He does everything for me. He’s really had it bad.
DIMITRIJE: Which Aleksa?
DARA: Well, your Aleksa. Your best friend from gram-
mar school. You remember?
DIMITRIJE: How could I not remember?
DARA: You said it was possible you don’t remember
everything.
DIMITRIJE: What’s wrong with Aleksa? 
MARKO: He is suffering from some horrible insomnia. 
DIMITRIJE: Why?
MARKO: Who knows! At first he slept badly, then short-
er and shorter, now he hasn’t slept at all for three
months.
DIMITRIJE: There you go. I can’t wake up, Aleksa can’t
fall asleep... Brilliant.
DARA: Only this loafer doesn’t care if he is awake or in
a coma. A vegetable stays a vegetable.
MARKO: Mum… Did you really give birth to me also? I

mean, are we really brothers?
DARA: Get out of here. What else did I do. And you
couldn’t do that either, so you bedeviled me like a
moron.
MARKO: I didn’t know how to do it? I?
DARA: Who else? Dimitrije came out as from a kids’
slide, and you… There is no place where you didn’t get
stuck. Legs, hips, he completely turned around, tried
to pull him out, I almost died before they took me to
do a C-section. 
MARKO: Wait... So, that’s my fault too?
DARA (Waves her hand.): Come on, leave me alone.
MARKO (Crosses himself.): Oh, dear Lord.
DIMITRIJE: You should really stop now... Tell me the
rest about Aleksa. How did this happen?
MARKO: Doctors tell him it’s some multiplied stress,
some shit he’s been dragging from who knows when...
I have no idea. He was coming to see you at the hos-
pital before you woke up. Almost every day.
DARA: To replace the brother.
Marko sighs.
DIMITRIJE: Ah, that was Aleksa coming... The nurses
told me a man was coming all the time. He just comes,
they say, sits and stares at one spot. As if he were
sleeping. He pats me on the arm and leaves... Where
is he now? 
MARKO: He’s here. Usually sits by the river or down at
the park. The lack of sleep is killing him. Now he’s got
hypertension, he’s fallen into a heavy depression....
Shit. He’s been walking around like a zombie, says a
word here and there, and that’s it.
DARA: He comes to see me too. But now he doesn’t
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because these people came back.
Ana and Jelena walk in. Ana is setting up plates, and
Jelena brings out food.
DARA (to Ana): Little one, take out your thumb from
those plates, I told you a hundred times. I don’t want
to eat dirt from your hands. And where are the nap-
kins?
ANA: Ancientix, do you want me to report you to some
NGO for domestic abuse? Relax, girl, a little.
DARA: You should be ashamed. You are talking like
some rough-neck.
MARKO: Ana. Leave that vocabulary for the street.
Jelena puts a bowl with soup, throws in a ladle and
stirs it.
DARA: And you, daughter-in-law, don’t scrape my bowl
with that ladle. My grandmother brought it from
Moscow a century ago, and we still haven’t scraped it. 
JELENA: There’s a first time for everything.
DARA: Well, you won’t. Your folks up there on the
mountains have scraped and broken all the wooden
cutlery you pigged with, and now you came over to de-
stroy my finest porcelain.
MARKO: Mum!
DIMITRIJE: Mum, here, I am asking you to stop. What’s
up with you today?
JELENA: Today?
Marko pours wine to everyone.
MARKO (Lifts up his glass.): Well, welcome home and
God give luck and health to everyone! Cheers!
They all drink up and clink their glasses. Marko takes
out a cell phone and hands it to Dimitrije.
MARKO: Here, your old one. 

JELENA: Although I don’t recommend you turn it on,
journalists are calling all day long.
ANA: Dimitrije, is it true you „broke into” some corpses,
and everyone is upset now?
DIMITRIJE: I don’t know. Even if I have „broken into”
them, as you say, they don’t have to worry. I don’t re-
member anything. 
MARKO: You don’t remember the autopsy by the Little
Bridge?
DIMITRIJE: No.
MARKO: Nothing has come back?
DIMITRIJE: And what was supposed to come back to
me?
JELENA (Sigh.): It’s better if it doesn’t.
DIMITRIJE: I’ll go to the office soon. To see the folks a
little. (Smiles.) If it’s that important, I am sure they will
try to remind me.
DARA: Enough about that. Your father did autopsies
too, and we never spoke about his job at the table. I
don’t want to talk about corpses while we are eating.
ANA: Since we already have to eat with phosils.
Jelena hits Ana on the head. Everybody gets up and
leaves the stage. Dimitrije puts on his coat and walks
on the stage like on a street. Aca walks toward him
talking on the cell phone. They almost bump into one
another. They look at one another, continue for a few
steps. Aca stops and turns towards Dimitrije.
ACA: Dimitrije.
Dimitrije stops and slowly turns toward Aca. He smiles
sourly.
DIMITRIJE: Aca.
ACA: Dimitrije, man! What a surprise.
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They shake hands.
DIMITRIJE: Right, a surprise.
ACA: Well, why not. It’s obvious. (Taps him on the
shoulder.) A live man... How are you, man? When did
you come out of the hospital?
DIMITRIJE (Smiles.): Listen... Let’s forget about this
„accidental meeting.”
ACA: What do you mean accidental?
DIMITRIJE: Aca... I am a doctor, but I’ve been working
for ten years for the same firm as you. After so much
time with you, a man becomes a little paranoid.
ACA: Or schizophrenic.
DIMITRIJE: Same thing... I came out for a walk for the
first time today, and, surprise, surprise, the first per-
son I meet is a secret police agent. Is that possible?
ACA (Smiles.) Really, what a concidence. 
DIMITRIJE: Tell me, what did you want?
ACA: First of all, I am not inspector anymore, I left the
service.
DIMITRIJE: How come?
ACA: Forced retirement. You know how it goes.
DIMITRIJE: I don’t.
ACA: I finished the job – and goodbye. Something like
that.
DIMITRIJE: Or you didn’t finish it – and goodbye.
ACA: I think I did.
DIMITRIJE: Then how come I am alive, if you did?
They look at one another for a few moments. Aca
smiles and comes up closer.
ACA: So, you remember after all... OK. We’ll show our
cards then. Alright.
DIMITRIJE: Go ahead?

ACA: Firstly, if you survived, that doesn’t mean you
are alive. Secondly, you can stay alive if you forget the
life you lived before the coma. Am I clear?
DIMITRIJE: Is that so?
ACA: It is so. You asked for it. I told you.
DIMITRIJE: Are you threatening me?
ACA: Yes, and I am doing you a favour.
DIMITRIJE: Thank you for your effort.
ACA: Listen, Dimitrije... What has happened, has hap-
pened, and quite a bit of time has passed since then.
You slept through a lot and many cupboards with
skeletons were barely closed. I won’t let you open
them once again. Neither I, nor the Agency. Politicians
have started shaking hands, talking, laughing – it’s
over. What has been swept under the rug, it’s gone,
and it’s over now.
DIMITRIJE: You haven’t convinced me.
ACA: I am not trying to convince you. I am telling you
the way it is. And you’ll decide what to do. Be reason-
able. You were lucky to survive the flight into the abyss.
It’s a miracle you are alive. Start believing in miracles
and shut up. Amnesia, damn it. Legal and scientifically
proven. You were given another opportunity. Use it. 
DIMITRIJE: Did you kill them?
ACA: Whom?
DIMITRIJE: Those witnesses from the Little Bridge.
ACA: They were killed in a traffic accident.
DIMITRIJE: Just like I was supposed to.
ACA (Taps him on the shoulder.): Try to live nicely the
bonus you were given. Let it go. They have already
prepared a pension for you, awards, medals. Let it go.
We did what we did. Life goes on.
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DIMITRIJE: You did what you did. Not I. And life goes
on only for those you haven’t killed.
ACA: We haven’t killed anyone. We don’t kill... (Smiles.)
We only execute orders received from above. You know
that much.
DIMITRIJE: Come on, don’t give me that bullshit, Aca.
If you already wanted to talk, then talk. Forget that po-
lice wisdom. You killed the girl that was with me in the
car. You are talking about accidents, man. You are
the biggest accident.
ACA: Inspector Ivana was killed on assignment.
DIMITRIJE: Fuck you, man! Both you and the Agency.
Listen, you can tell ladybirds that you are retired, so tell
those that sent you to bother me that I will tell every-
thing to the journalists and the prosecutors. And, just
so that you know, I already wrote a few samples of tes-
timonies and sent to different addresses.
ACA: Is that right?
DIMITRIJE: Yes, I spent ten years with you after all.
ACA: And you still told everyone you remember going
with your brother fishing. 
They both smile.
DIMITRIJE: The doctor works for you?
ACA: For the state, nor for us. We all work for the state. 
DIMITRIJE (Waves his hand): Just leave me alone.
ACA: That’s the point. If the Agency leaves you alone,
I won’t. I don’t want to fuck with war crimes, interna-
tional investigators and courts. Get it?
DIMITRIJE: Don’t yell at me.
ACA: I am yelling because I want you to hear me well.
Next time you will neither see me nor hear me. Get it?
I will kill you and the brother and the sister-in-law and

the child and the mother and the golden fish and the
yellow ants from your kitchen – nothing will be left. I
don’t give a shit what you saw and what you know. I
didn’t make you dig where you dug and see what you
saw. You clear that up with the Agency. They made you
do it, and they signed it. I won’t sit in the gaol for it. I’ve
got a great business, I live well and I don’t give a shit
for victims and hangmen anymore.
DIMITRIJE: I can’t believe you are so arrogant and
haughty. Shit, you wanted to kill me!
ACA: Not me! Not me! Shit, Dimitrije! You know who
wanted. Who am in the whole story? A screw, a trigger,
whatever you want. I am not supposed to want or not
want something. You were my assignment. Nothing
personal.
DIMITRIJE: Nothing personal? Shit, we’ve been col-
leagues for ten years. We had coffee together every
morning.
ACA: Yes, and?
DIMITRIJE: Well, nothing.
ACA: Of course it’s nothing. It was you yesterday, if
you start talking, it will be me in your place tomorrow,
and I can’t afford that luxury. If you talk, I am gone. You
think they would allow me to testify somewhere?
You’re crazy. Well, you know who I am and all I know
and all I did for the Agency. 
DIMITRIJE: You are one frightened killer.
ACA: You think you should beware of me?
DIMITRIJE: Fuck you, man. You and your killers.
Dimitrije starts walking, Aca stands in front of him.
ACA: Dimitrije… Think about it. This is not a joke. They
already started working on you. They will exert great
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pressure on you and your family. You know that well.
Let your mother live her last years in peace, let your
brother develop the business again…
DIMITRIJE: You fucked him up?
ACA (Smiles.): You don’t need that baggage, Dimitrije.
You don’t remember anything and goodbye. Every-
body is happy. 
DIMITRIJE: There must be somebody left in this coun-
try who is interested in truth? 
ACA: Perhaps. But who needs a truth from which he
ends up like you were supposed to.
They are quiet for a few moments.
DIMITRIJE: Do you want to know? I wasn’t fastened
with a seatbelt so I fell out of the car before I fell into
the abyss. That’s why I survived.
ACA (Smiles.): I will report you to the traffic police.
They will send you a ticket.
Dimitrije starts walking then stops. They look at one
another for a few moments.
DIMITRIJE: Why didn’t you come down to seal the
deal?
ACA: Because I would have had to kill another pathol-
ogist then.
DIMITRIJE (Smiles.) Fun.
They both leave the stage. The place where Marko is
sitting with a pistol in his hand is lighted. Dara walks
in carrying an iron and a shirt. 
DARA: What are you doing with dad’s pistol, you imp?
MARKO: I am thinking about killing myself.
DARA: Yeah? Has it come that far?
MARKO: It doesn’t help me even if I kill myself. I think
you should, as a mother, at least try.

DARA: You won’t kill yourself. You’re not the kind. Be-
sides, it’s not something you do at home. Do you want
the child to find you?
MARKO: Mum... I am really planning to kill myself.
DARA: Do you have a good reason?
MARKO: Nooo. It just came to me. Like, what should I
do, maybe I’ll kill myself a little.
DARA: Is that supposed to be witty?
Marko looks at her for a few moments.
MARKO: Shit, what kind of woman are you?
DARA: Don’t swear.
MARKO: Your own child wants to kill himself, and you
don’t care.
DARA: When people want to kill themselves – they kill
themselves. They don’t sit and talk about it. And since
you don’t want to kill yourself, just to irk me, I just
mind my own business.
MARKO: Fuck... Even if I really didn’t want to, now I do!
You are a sufficient reason. Every time we start talk-
ing, I feel like shooting myself. 
DARA: Don’t yell. We’ve got neighbours.
MARKO: I don’t give a fuck, man, for neighbours, you
know! I don’t give a fuck about anything! My business
is ruined, I lost my apartment, money, reputation, no
one respects me, I am fucked to the bone, and you are
talking about neighbours. I’ll take a pillow now and
shoot myself in silence, so I won’t bother them, and
you can tell them about it later. How can you not love
me to such an extent? 
Dara puts away the iron, folds up the shirt, brings a
chair and sits next to Marko.
DARA: You don’t remember my father, your grandfa-
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ther, Todor. You were little when he died. He was also
a doctor, a surgeon. Rich and influential, schooled in
Vienna... A wonderful man. I was a girl of eight when
communists popped into our house and led him away.
They took everything away from us – everything. The
house, the estate, the clinic, the country house,
mum’s house – everything. They gave us a slimy shack
in a suburb and told us to be quiet, to disappear. One
of a thousand stories like it. The father came back
from prison a few years ago, and you know what was
the first thing he did? 
MARKO: What?
DARA: He looked at that shed we lived in, asked us to
change our clothes and took us out to a pastry shop. He
didn’t say a word about it. He played with me, laughed
and started from scratch. And he achieved a lot.
MARKO: So?
She hugs him and strokes his head.
DARA: Well he didn’t, my dear, take a pistol to kill him-
self. He didn’t make a drama, show anger, break
things and yell at everyone around him. He smiled
and made his empire again. He was a gentleman. A
great man, a worker and a gentleman. Even if he had
not succeeded again, he would have stayed the same,
because he gave his best. This is what mum is asking
from the two of you. So that you know – when it does-
n’t go, just smile and go one. Do not attack windmills,
just go around them.
MARKO (Smiles.): Sometimes I feel you love me after
all.
DARA (Takes him by the hand.): I love you more than
anything in the world. You are my pet, that’s why I am

twice as angry when I see that you are doing foolish
things. You are both adults, and you behave like chil-
dren. And what good is it if I, or anyone, respects you
if you don’t love and respect yourself. Leave that stu-
pid pistol in the cupboard, go and wash your face,
shave and smile. Something will come up. Someone
will surely return your smile. They have to, believe me.
MARKO: I feel bad for Dimitrije. We all invaded his
apartment.
DARA: So? What are you waiting for? Solve this. And
since we are talking about Dimitrije... Did he mention
anything to you about that autopsy he did before the
accident?
MARKO: No.
DARA: Are you sure?
MARKO: He didn’t. He says he doesn’t remember any-
thing.
DARA: It would be better for him. Even if he does re-
member, please help him forget it.
MARKO: I don’t understand.
DARA: What don’t you understand? You do under-
stand what I am talking. Turn on your brain a little. It
has shriveled so much, you would miss it with that pis-
tol.
Marko looks at her for a few moments, smiles.
MARKO: What kind of a woman are you?
DARA: What do you care what kind of a woman I am?
Any kind. You better pay attention to what kind of a
mother I am and listen to what I am telling you. And go
on, take that pistol where it belongs. Don’t let Ana
find you with it. You’ve been crying and wailing like a
girl.
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Marko smiles and leaves the stage. Dara takes the
iron and the shirt and starts walking when Dimitirje
walks in. Dara smiles. 
DARA: Hi, honey. Did you take a little walk?
Marko’s voice is heard from the dark.
MARKO: I heard that. Yuck!
DIMITRIJE: What’s happening?
DARA: Nothing special. Marko wants to kill himself.
DIMITRIJE (Smiles.): So, everything is under control.
Jelena walks in. She is upset.
JELENA: Did Ana come back?
DARA: No.
JELENA: And Marko?
DARA: He is in the room.
DIMITRIJE: What happened?
Marko comes in.
MARKO: Hey, honey. You’re back.
JELENA: Did Ana call you?
MARKO: No. She was supposed to go downtown with
you after school.
JELENA: I waited for her for half an hour, she didn’t
come.
MARKO: What do you mean?
JELENA: I asked her friends, they say she went out at
recess to buy a snack and never came back.
MARKO: She cut class again. Relax, she’ll come any
moment now.
JELENA: Marko, she didn’t take her bag nor jacket.
They are silent for a few moments.
MARKO: What did she do, fuck...
DARA: Don’t swear! Just don’t yell and swear.
MARKO: Mum, leave me.

Jelena sits at the table. She cries. Marko approaches
and puts his arm around her. Dara looks at Dimitrije.
DIMITRIJE: What?
Dara walks out.
JELENA: Dimitrije, please... Come on... Stop this. Call
one of your friends, please.
DIMITRIJE: You think they would do something?
MARKO: Hold on, Jelena.
JELENA: Hold on!? Go look for your child, man.
MARKO: Hold on, Jelena, what’s up with you? She’s
been late a thousand times, who knows what she’s do-
ing. Maybe she’s at a friend’s...
JELENA: She’s not!
MARKO: You know she’s not.
JELENA: She’s not, Marko, she’s not... (Cries.) I am her
mother... Something is wrong. I can feel it.
Ana walks in. She is calm, but it’s obvious she’s in
shock. Jelena jumps from her chair.
JELENA: Where the hell were you!? What are you do-
ing!?
Ana quietly looks at them. 
MARKO: Where were you, child. You want us to pine
away?
Ana comes up to Jelena and hugs her, starts crying.
JELENA: What happened, honey? Tell us?
Dara walks in.
ANA: They dragged me into a car and drove me
around.
MARKO: Who dragged you? What car?
ANA: Two guys. They didn’t touch me, didn’t ask me
anything, they just silently drove me around the city. 
MARKO: So, what did they want?
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ANA: I don’t know. They didn’t say anything. They took
me here and let me out.
MARKO: And that’s it?
ANA: Yes. (Hugs Jelena, cries.) Mum, I was really fright-
ened, a lot...
JELENA: Honey... Let’s go to the room, so you can
change your clothes.
Ana turns towards Dimitrije and looks at him.
ANA: One of them was holding your picture in his
hands. I think he wanted me to see that.
DIMITRIJE: Sorry, honey.
Ana, Jelena and Marko walk out. Dara looks at Dim-
itrije who is looking at the table. Jelena comes back,
walks up to Dimitrije.
JELENA: Stop this. 
Dimitrije nods his head.
JELENA: Dimitrije... stop this, kill yourself, go back to
coma, do what you want, but if something happens to
her, I will personally convict you. You and myself. 
DIMITRIJE: Calm down. It will be OK.
JELENA: I won’t calm down. Stop this right away!
She walks out of the room. Dara motionlessly looks at
Dimitrije, who looks at her. Dara turns around and
walks out of the room. Light appears on the other
side of the stage. Aleksa looks at him and smiles. He
gets up from the bench. They hug one another, stay
like that for a few moments, then sit at the bench.
They are silent for a few moments. Aleksa is breaking
twigs.
DIMITRIJE: Should I not ask you how you are doing?
ALEKSA: How are you?
DIMITRIJE: To tell you the truth, I have no idea. Perhaps

it would have been better if I hadn’t woken up.
Aleksa is silent.
DIMITRIJE: I hear you can’t sleep.
Aleksa is silent.
DIMITRIJE: You don’t work anymore?
ALEKSA: No.
DIMITRIJE (Taps him on the shoulder.): The military
lost its best sniperist. 
They are silent for a few moments.
DIMITRIJE: I hear you came every day to the hospital
while I was in coma. Thank you.
Aleksa is quietly breaking figs.
DIMITRIJE: You thought they would kill me?
Aleksa is silent.
DIMITRIJE: What happened?
Aleksa is silent.
DIMITRIJE: OK. As you wish. But you won’t be able to
keep it up. I am a doctor, I know what I am saying. If
you don’t sleep, and you are not under medical su-
pervision, you’ll die.
Aleksa is quietly breaking figs.
DIMITRIJE: Is that what you want?
Aleksa looks at him.
ALEKSA: Have you every shot from a sniper?
DIMITRIJE: No.
Aleksa takes out a sniperscope from his jacket and
gives it to Dimitrije.
ALEKSA: Do you see that young man on the bench
next to the building?
DIMITRIJE: Yes.
ALEKSA: Look through the scope and tell me what
he’s doing.
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Dimitrije looks though the sniperscope.
DIMITRIJE: He is typing a message on the cell phone.
ALEKSA: How old is he?
DIMITRIJE: Not more than twenty.
ALEKSA: Who do you think he’s writing to?
DIMITRIJE: Probably a girlfriend or a friend or some-
thing like that. Maybe he is looking at a web site.
ALEKSA: Let’s say he is writing to a girfriend telling her
he loves her and he can’t wait to see her. Is he hand-
some? Does he have any scars on his face?
DIMITRIJE: He is alright. A youth like any other. He’s got
a mole next to his left ear. 
ALEKSA: Are you good at imagining things?
DIMITRIJE: I guess.
ALEKSA: Imagine you have a rifle in your hands. Put
your hand on the trigger.
Dimitrije pretends he is holding a rifle.
ALEKSA: Calm down... Breathe. Look at him... Now
hold your breath.
Dimitrije inhales.
ALEKSA: Keep your hand steady, focus on the mole
and pull the trigger.
Dimitrije moves his index finger.
ALEKSA: Now imagine blood splashing and pieces of
brain on the wall behind him. 
Dimitrije is petrified for a few moments.
ALEKSA: Their parents loved that mole of his. When he
was born, the midwives told the mother how cute it
was. Perhaps he liked it too... Maybe it bothered him
when he was shaving... Maybe just now the reply from
his girlfriend came saying she loves him too. Or from
his mum, that she needs something, or...

Dimitrije lowers his arms.
DIMITRIJE: Why are you doing this to me?
ALEKSA: You asked what was wrong with me? There
it was. 
Dimitrije is silent.
ALEKSA: That’s my life, my dreams, my reality. I would
like to be able to fall asleep. It is better in dreams… I
even dreamed I missed a few times. I woke up happy.
Or that the bullet is slow, and the target moves. Yes…
We call those people – targets. Nice, isn’t it? 
Dimitrije is silent.
ALEKSA: I am a criminal, Dimitrije. 
DIMITRIJE: Not a bigger one than those who fire
granades from a cannon or a plane. Except they don’t
see what they do. 
ALEKSA: I can decide. That’s the point. I can wound
him, I can miss, I can do anything. How did it happen
that I consented to play god?
DIMITRIJE: You are not god, you are a professional. You
killed soldiers who killed other soliders...
ALEKSA (Breaks a twig.) Do you know how many sol-
diers I’ve killed? Maybe ten. Tens of others were not
soldiers.
Dimitrije is silent.
ALEKSA: They did wear uniforms, but they wore them
to defend their homes. Or attack someone else’s... it
doesn’t matter, those are not soldiers. Croatia, Bosnia,
Kosovo, Serbia... Those were not soldiers. Just some
provoked people with their stupid stories about their
nation. Poor people... Targets, if you want.
DIMITRIJE: There were wars, shit. You were doing your
job. Just like their sniperists, like many before you,
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like many, many after you. 
They are silent for a few moments.
ALEKSA (Smiles.): Do you know they gave me a
medal?
DIMITRIJE: Aleksa...
ALEKSA: ...To show it to my children and grandchil-
dren. So granpa can put them on his lap, tell them
what a war hero he was. To stick it on my lapel and go
to the parade, fuck that bloody shit.
They are silent. Aleksa starts crying, but wipes his
tears right away.
DIMITRIJE: Aleksa... You are torturing both yourself
and me with this story. Try talking to a psychiatrist or
someone who has experience and can help you.
They are silent for a few moments.
ALEKSA: Here, I am talking to you.
DIMITRIJE: I can hardly help you. I can understand
you, but...
ALEKSA: You saw the corpses of those witness from
the Little Bridge? You did the autopsy.
DIMITRIJE: Yes.
ALEKSA: You know what happened to them?
DIMITRIJE: I know. Bullet holes in someone’s head
cannot be concealed with burns.
ALEKSA: Do you know what those witnesses were for,
and why they were taken to the Little Bridge?
DIMITRIJE: A mass grave.
ALEKSA: I killed some of those from the grave. They
were armed civilians. I neutralised those with a
weapon. The rest were killed without any reason. Lat-
er they were brought here in trucks and burried.
DIMITRIJE: Why are you telling me? Why don’t you tell

someone at the prosecutor’s office? 
ALEKSA: Because I am a professional. Isn’t that what
you told me?
DIMITRIJE: Come, then, lie down and sleap if you are
a professional.
ALEKSA (Breaks twigs.): You can say what you know,
you are also a professional. You gave an oath in the
name of Hyppocrates. 
DIMITRIJE: Maybe I will.
ALEKSA: Maybe?
DIMITRIJE: You know they will do everything to make
me quiet. 
ALEKSA: They will kill your family.
DIMITRIJE: So what should I do?
ALEKSA: Don’t come out of coma. That’s my advice.
Amnesia is your shield... But, since I am sure you will...
Takes an envelope from the jacket and hands it to
Dimitrije.
ALEKSA: Those are the addresses of the banks and
the codes of the saves in which there are some things
the prosecutor’s office will be very interested in.
(Smiles.) I recommend you go international. I don’t
know why I don’t trust our people. Everything is writ-
ten in my hand, with my signature. The graphologist
will be satisfied. 
Dimitrije smiles.
DIMITRIJE: Why do you think I would do that?
ALEKSA: Because you would want some day to put
your children on your lap and tell them stories nicer
than mine.
Aleksa gets us from the bench.
ALEKSA: We won’t see one another for a while. You
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know they are watching us even now. When I leave,
take a look at those addresses and remember the
codes – they are easy to remember. Light up the pa-
per and wait till it burns. See you, friend.
Aleksa slowly starts walking toward the dark side of
the park.
DIMITRIJE: They’ll be looking for you for this.
Aleksa turns around and smiles.
ALEKSA: They won’t have a hard time finding me.
Aleksa leaves the stage. Dimitrije walks up to the
table, takes off his coat and sits. Dara walks in car-
rying two cups of tea on a tray.
DARA: I poured you some milk. I don’t have any hon-
ey. Ever since Aleksa stopped coming, there’s no one
to buy it. 
DIMITRIJE: I’ll buy it later.
DARA: I am not telling you anything.
DIMITRIJE: Hey, mum, why do you harass Marko so
much?
DARA: Because I am his mother.
DIMITRIJE: He’s not having an easy time. His head is
full.
DARA: Don’t tell me what his head is full of. But...
what is in your head?
DIMITRIJE (Smiles.): And what exactly are you inter-
ested in?
DARA: You know what I am interested in.
DIMITRIJE: What do you think I should do?
DARA: Shut up and mind your own business.
DIMITRIJE: My job is to write in the report what I saw.
That is supposed to be the truth.
DARA: You don’t know what is truth.

DIMITRIJE: I saw it, Dara, with my own eyes.
DARA: Then you’ve forgotten it... and that’s it.
DIMITRIJE (Smiles sourly.): How can I forget it?
DARA: Just like that. Everybody is staying away from it,
everybody is running away from the truth, they keep
quiet and pretend they don’t remember it. You can
do the same. Who, Dimitrije, is interested in your truth
anyway?
DIMITRIJE: I am.
DARA: Then keep it to yourself and do everybody a
favour. That is your truth anyway.
DIMITRIJE: Is there another?
DARA: There are truths, son, as much as you could
wish for. Just say it. Everyone in this country has his
own.
DIMITRIJE: Then why shouldn’t I tell mine?
Dara looks at him for a few moments. She puts the
cup down on the table.
DARA: Because I’ve barely survived this. I don’t need
the truth to bury my children. What will I do with that
truth? When I die, then you can scream all you want
about truths. Now let me look at you alive and in one
piece. 
DIMITRIJE: I understand you, mum, but mothers of
those people that were killed are sitting and waiting for
my truth.
DARA: Will it bring back their beloved? Will this truth
sit here in your place and drink tea with me?
Dimitrije quietly stares at the table.
DARA: Son, no one needs that truth of yours. Believe
me. Everyone has patented and signed their own.
Here, look at politicians, armies… Everybody is kissing,
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hugging, apologising, clinking glasses. It’s over. New
truths are created, son. Old truths killed hundreds of
thousand people, set the entire Balkans ablaze, made
the entire nation miserable and maimed. They’ve bur-
ried them somewhere and they are pretending they
were someone else’s truths, and you think they are
only waiting for you to dig it out like a dog digs out an
old bone and bring it to their threshold. It won’t hap-
pen. 
DIMITRIJE: Mum! They’ve killed people without a rea-
son. Do you understand? They are so digusting, they
even killed the witnesses...
DARA: That’s what I am talking about, Dimitrije! They
will kill you too because you are a witness of the wit-
nesses’ killings! Because you know the truth! And how
much longer!? How many more will be killed by that
truth!? How many? Enough is enough! Here, a moth-
er said enough! And let me be damned! I am not a
coward to stand in front of God, but I am for my chil-
dren. I am afraid. You’ll have your own children one
day and you’ll understand. You saw the look on Jele-
na’s face, you know what I’m talking about. And there
is no truth – there isn’t! Forget it please, son... Only
dear Lord is the truth and leave him everything, he’ll
know what to do with it. You and I won’t.
Dimitrije is silent for a few moments.
DIMITRIJE: Mum, do you believe in God?
DARA: Of course I do. I just don’t know if he still be-
lieves in me. Why are you asking?
DIMITRIJE: Just asking... I don’t remember.
Marko walks in. He is carrying an envelope in his
hand, kisses Dara and sits at the table.

MARKO: Is there tea for me?
DARA: I will brew some fresh for you, son.
Gets up from the chair and on the way caresses
Marko on the head. Marko looks at her surprised.
Then looks at Dimitrije who smiles and shrugs his
shoulders.
MARKO: Is she alright? Did she mix us up?
DARA (Voice from the kitchen): I didn’t, you ass.
MARKO: Oh, I was already worried.
DIMITRIJE: Where did you come from?
MARKO: I dropped Jelena and Ana at her parents’
place.
Dara walks in.
DARA: Did you take the girls to the mountain?
MARKO: I did. I just told Dimitrije.
DARA: Excellent. No one can find them there. No one
has climbed that mountain since 1901.
MARKO: You are starting the same thing again. And it’s
nonsense. You know how they fixed the roads... Clean
air, nature. It will be good for Ana to run away from this
smog. You know how nice it is, you can really relax
there.
DARA: So why don’t you go there too if it’s nice?
MARKO: Darinka, leave me alone. You could go there
too. You would enjoy it.
DARA: Me to go to the forest? I didn’t go there even
when I was supposed to. 
DIMITRIJE: Alright, now, mum...
DARA: Hitler, son, came to a halt at only two places –
in front of Moscow and in front of that mountain where
he found his wife.
MARKO: And since you were in Moscow at your sister’s
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at the time, it is clear why Hitler didn’t enter Moscow.
Someone sent him a word that you have occupied it
before him.
Opens the envelope and reads. Throw papers on the
table.
MARKO: Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!
DARA: Don’t swear.
DIMITRIJE: What happened?
MARKO: They rejected my request for a loan.
DARA: Nice. Really nice.
MARKO: Mum... It’s enough now. Please. Shit... what
the... Last week the director told me everything will be
OK. They were enthusiastic about the deal, plan, guar-
antees...
DIMITRIJE (Grabs his arm.): Calm down. Don’t get up-
set.
MARKO: What do you mean, don’t get upset? I will
jump through the window now, so help me! I’ve had
enough of everything! What should I do, man? Where
will I get the money to start a business...
DIMITRIJE: ...Calm down. I’ll give you the money.
DARA: What a stroke of luck. One more to nibble on my
pension.
DIMITRIJE: The bank didn’t reject you.
MARKO: What are you talking about? Look, read what
is says.
Dimitrije sighs. Looks at Marko.
DIMITRIJE: The agency blocked your deals. They will
block everything because of me. I am sorry. We’ll fix it.
Marko gets up from the table.
MARKO: Dimitrije, you are my brother and I love you
very much. But, believe me, I love my wife more, and

my child more than anyone. I don’t know what you’ll
do, but do it now. I don’t want to live like this because
of you and your shit. I’ve got my life and my shit and
no matter how big they are, they are mine. My family
is hiding in the mountains because of you, shit. Do
something. 
DARA: That’s right. Verbatim.
MARKO: I am going to pack and I am going to join
them for a week, two, a month in the country. But af-
ter that I want my life back. Since you fell into coma,
everything has been going downhill... I am not saying
it’s your fault, but, look, everything is falling apart.
Please, Dimitrije. I support you and love you, but it’s
enough. 
Marko and Dara leave the stage. Dimitrije sits and
looks at the table for a few moments. Aca walks in. He
walks up to the table and puts down a folder in front
of Dimitrije.
ACA: Read it if you want. I didn’t scribble that, a col-
league of yours composed it. There is a place for your
signature at the end.
Dimitrije looks for a few moments at the folder.
DIMITRIJE: I like the colour of the cover.
ACA (Smiles.): You know the Agency has good taste.
DIMITRIJE: Aren’t you retired?
ACA: I am. This is a labour of love.
DIMITRIJE: Lucky us with your love.
ACA: I know you would come. You are not the type for
this kind of combat.
DIMITRIJE: I came to ask you to leave my family alone.
ACA: It is all up to you. 
They are quiet for a few moments.
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DIMITRIJE: Shit, what scum you are. You tried to kill
me, you succeeded in killing the colleague, and now
you are giving me to sign that you didn’t want to do it.
ACA: Shit, Dimitrije. How many times do I have to re-
peat. It’s not me. Who am I? I don’t make those deci-
sions. I’ve been ordered.
DIMITRIJE: You are lying.
ACA: Here we go again.
DIMITRIJE: You are lying. If the Agency wanted, I would-
n’t be here now. You know that better than I do.
ACA: You are speaking nonsense you don’t under-
stand. You survived by miracle, shit.
DIMITRIJE: You and your partners were messing with
witnesses because you killed those people in the
mass grave.
ACA: You are saying harsh things.
DIMITRIJE: It wasn’t too harsh for you to do it. At least
that’s what I’ve been told.
Looks him in the eyes for a few moments. Smiles.
ACA: OK. Do you think that the crazy sniperist, who
can’t sleep for months, is a reliable source for an ac-
cusation?
DIMITRIJE: And what do you think? It would be rea-
sonable that you start thinking one day.
ACA: Reason is an excuse for amateurs. If you had to
deal with my reason, you would already be cold. And
I don’t understand you, bro. What are you trying to
achieve with all this shit concerning those witness-
es? You are like conscientious, doing your job, what?
You are behaving like a retard, shit. You agreed to do
pathology for the police. You did not join the scouts,
shit... Are you sane? You have to do what you are told,

and it’s not for you to decide what is good, who killed
whom and what’s to be done.
DIMITRIJE: I still have a right to free will. A right to I
want and I don’t, I agree and I don’t.
ACA (Laughing.): Oh, what a crazy man, shit... A right
to agree... You won’t find sand in the desert if I decide
so! Free will? Free being? (Laughing.) Come, don’t be
a fool. But you are still alive only because I decided it.
DIMITRIJE: I am not so willing to believe you are God.
So, my free will says that only the Lord will decide how
long I'll live and when I'll die – and you can't do any-
thing about it... You can kill me, but not convince me
it is your will. I was already on the other side and
someone decided to bring me back. And your logic
according to which you, and the ones like you, decide
about all of us, is deplorable. You will be judged for
this, man.
ACA: Who will judge me? You? These for whom I have
killed? The people? The people who knew we were
killing and pretended not to see it. All of you who did
not talk because you were not sure how justified it is
to kill others, because it was war, shit. We were also
killed, right? Do you all want to judge me? And what
will we do with you? What sentence do you expect for
not talking, huh?
DIMITRIJE: Not everyone was silent.
ACA: But they gradually fell silent.
DIMITRIJE: Or were silenced.
ACA: Well, now... It's the same thing. There is the fold-
er on the table, and you decide on the manner.
DIMITRIJE: I won't sign it. 
Aca looks at him for a few moments. 
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ACA: Alright, friend.
Takes out a cell phone from his pocket and dials a
number.
ACA: Listen, finish this and come down from the moun-
tain... What? I don't care... From a cliff, bears ate them,
what do I care... Then you eat them, I don't give a shit.
Tonight... Goodbye.
Hangs up and looks at Dimitrije.
ACA: Take that folder and call me at eight. I am going
to play soccer with pals after that, so I'll be unavail-
able. At five after eight you can say goodbye to your
brother. 
DIMITRIJE: You are a criminal.
ACA: Professional. And enough of you and your case.
I will personally blow you to pieces, so colleagues will
have to to pick you up with tweezers on the street for
two months. And leave the door open when you go out. 
Aca walks out. After a few moments Dimitrije gets up
and starts walking toward the part of the stage where
an old woman is cleaning around a cross. He ap-
proaches her and stands next to her. The old woman
notices him and startles a little.
OLD WOMAN: Geez, sonny, I didn’t see you. (Smiles.)
Don't creep behind old people like that.
DIMITRIJE: I apologise. I was thinking about some-
thing else... Who are you?
OLD WOMAN: Granny Milica, that's how they call me.
I work here on the cemetary. Why are asking?
DIMITRIJE: I see that you are cleaning my father's
grave, so I was wondering who you were.
OLD WOMAN: Ah, you are Steva's son. Dimitrije or
Marko?

DIMITRIJE: Dimitrije. You knew my father?
OLD WOMAN: I did. He treated me while he was still
alive.
DIMITRIJE: What do you mean, a pathologist treated
you?
OLD WOMAN: Well, he was a doctor.
DIMITRIJE: He was but... Well, it's not important.
OLD WOMAN: He brought me some medicine from
the hospital, it was expensive, and you couldn't buy it
anywhere. Steva was a really good man. He brought
me medicine and I didn't dare say where it came from.
Sometimes, when he would come to the cemetary to
see his folks, he would take my blood pressure. So, we
would sit, eat an apple... He really liked my apples... I
had a tree with the best pippins. 
DIMITRIJE: Oh, you are Milica from whom he brought
apples. I thought he was bringing them from the mar-
ket.
OLD WOMAN: No, no. My house was here near the
fence. My late husband was the undertaker, we lived
here. (Cries a little.) An apple tree grew by the fence,
as sweet as the honey. They brought down our house,
took out the apple tree.
DIMITRIJE: Why?
OLD WOMAN: They were enlarging the cemetary, so
they razed everything. They gave us another one...
Down there, by the street. (Smiles.) Even worse than
this one. And you, sonny, did you come to your father's
grave? Good... Today everybody forgets the dead. Their
souls are not here, but one should come anyway. Your
mother used to come all the time, but now she does-
n't anymore. Is she alright?
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DIMITRIJE: She is alright, thank God, but she's grown
old too. She is having trouble walking. And what about
your medicine? Can I help somehow?
OLD WOMAN: Are you also a doctor?
DIMITRIJE : I am.
OLD WOMAN: There, where will the pear fall but under
the pear tree. I don't need anything, sonny, thank you.
The military pays for it now.
DIMITRIJE: The military?
OLD WOMAN: Well yes... (Strarts crying.) The hell with
them... When it turned out that way. My son was re-
cruited and taken somewhere to Kosovo during the
war. He disappeared, was killed, they never told me.
Now because of that... They give me some pittance
and the medicine. I am grateful even for that much.
DIMITRIJE: They are really generous. And what hap-
pened to your son?
OLD WOMAN: They never found him... His unit fell into
an ambush, and not a single word after that. Neither
alive, nor captured... Nothing. Same with me, neither
alive nor dead. I sit quietly and wait... (Starts crying.)
If they only found a bone of his, so I could bury him like
a man. 
Cries. 
OLD WOMAN: They don't allow digging over there, we
don't allow it here, and what can you do... Same thing
with their mothers over there... Hey, woe to us... 
Dimitrije caresses her on the shoulder.
OLD WOMAN: I am sorry, son, you came with your
problems... and you have to hear this. Hey, an old
woman gone crazy... I am leaving, forgive me.
DIMITRIJE: Forgive me.

OLD WOMAN (Wiping her face with a handkerchief,
smiles.): If I only had those apples, so we could eat
one each, as I did with your father. Your father was a
good man. If only that kind would exist, there would be
no misery. Alright son, farewell...
DIMITRIJE: Madam... May I ask you something?
OLD WOMAN: Ask, anything you want.
DIMITRIJE: Do you believe in God?
OLD WOMAN: And who, sonny, do I have left but him?
And the sooner he takes me the better, so I can hug
my son and husband again.
The Old Woman slowly leaves the stage. Dara, Marko,
Jelena and Ana walk in. They sit at the table. Dimitri-
je comes up to them and smiles.
DIMITRIJE: Hey, people! Where did you come from!
Ana hugs his and kisses him.
MARKO: Here, we've arrived.
DIMITRIJE: How? Weren't you going to stay longer?
MARKO: I was just going to ask you the same thing.
JELENA: First some agents came to get us, but the mil-
itary stopped them in front of the house and took us
over. They drove us here.
Dimitrije looks at Marko who sighs.
DIMITRIJE: Did they tell you why?
MARKO: They only said that Aleksa sends us greetings,
and to tell you that the news always starts at the same
time.
DIMITRIJE: What?
Voice of a TV anchor.
TV ANCHOR: Good evening, ladies and gentlemen.
Here are today's headlines: despite the intervention of
the state treasury, euro has been gaining foothold on
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dinar; A high officer of state security found dead in a
parked car. The police is supecting a suicide.
Dara is standing behind Jelena and Ana. She caress-
es them and kisses them. They all get up and leave
the stage. Dimitrije slowly moves to where the light
falls on Aleksa who is sitting on a chair draped in a
blacket. He is holding a folder Aca gave Dimitrije to
sign. They are looking at one another for a few mo-
ments.
DIMITRIJE: How did you perform this?
ALEKSA: No matter how strange it seems, some peo-
ple still respect me.
DIMITRIJE: Did you kill him?
ALEKSA: You don't need that information. It's all the
same anyway.
DIMITRIJE: Why did you drape yourself in that blanket?
ALEKSA: I kind of feel cold tonight. It happens some-
times, probably from insomnia. Here, throw this away.
(Smiles.) Or sign it.
DIMITRIJE: Thank you.
ALEKSA: Don't thank me. You remember, when we
were younger, and there was no milk, aunt Vera would
hand us a litre under the counter? 
DIMITRIJE: Yes.
ALEKSA: That's how salespeople do because they love
you, they give you something under the counter... A
sniperist can give it to you like this... under the count-
er.
Dimitrije smiles.
DIMITRIJE: And when will this stop?
ALEKSA: What?
DIMITRIJE: This hatred and killing. Plots, conspiracies,

terror, corpses...
ALEKSA: And why should it stop?
DIMITRIJE: It's enough, friend. It's been enough.
ALEKSA: Bring me a glass of water, please. I am very
thirsty and it seems as if I feel like sleeping.
DIMITRIJE: You look terrible.
ALEKSA (Smiles.): Finally.
Dimitrije leaves the stage, Aleksa moves a little on
the chair, makes a slight grimace, closes his eyes and
lowers his head. Dimitrije comes back with a glass of
water. He looks at him and smiles. 
DIMITRIJE: Your eyes are closing, after all.
He approaches, puts down the water next to him. He
slowly takes the folder from his hand and adjusts the
blanket. He stops for a moment and looks at a blood
stain on the blanket. He uncovers him, and a pistol
with a muffler drops out of Aleksa's hand. Dimitrije
stands motionlessly and looks at him. The light is
turned off. 
Dark.
DIMITRIJE'S VOICE: While I was in a coma, I saw a
large field. Beautiful, full of flowers, endless. Some
people were walking on it looking for something, some
children were playing, and some women were carrying
baskets from which duck and geese heads were stick-
ing out. They were looking as if they wanted to tell me
something. But no one was speaking and nothing was
heard. Birds were landing next to a dog who was dig-
ging the earth, as if he were looking for the biggest
bone ever burried. I also wanted to be with them...
Somehow I felt that the field was calling me, but no
one called me.
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MALE VOICE:Material submitted by the witness is reg-
istered under number 467 d.
FEMALE VOICE: Materijal koji je svedok dostavio zave-
den je pod brojem 467 d.
DIMITRIJE'S VOICE: They say people are where their
hearths and graves are. We know where our hearths
were. And graves? Graves have become mass graves.
Ours, theirs, everyone's.. Who is in them? What sign
will we put above them? Whose emblem... Where are
the names? Adam, Eve, Cain, Abel... you, I. Where are
they? „Where is your brother, Cain?” Is silence just
that first, recycled crime?
MALE VOICE:And I'll tell the truth and nothing but the
truth so help me God.
FEMALE VOICE: ...I da ću govoriti istinu i samo istinu,
tako mi Bog pomogao.
DIMITRIJE'S VOICE: „I look for the resurrection of the
dead and the life of the age to come.” I remembered
it. Amen.
MALE VOICE: Does the witness want to answer in Eng-
lish or his language?
FEMALE VOICE: Da li svedok želi da odgovara na en-
gleskom ili na svom jeziku?
DIMITRIJE'S VOICE: In my mother tongue.

The end




