Viliam Klimáček
HOT SUMMER OF ’68
(How We Ran)
Cast of characters:
ERICA

Zuzka Kronerová
TERESA

Gabika Dzuríková
PETRA

Marta Maťová
Takes place in 1968 – 1969: first in Czechoslovakia, then in Austria, Israel, the U.S., and Canada. Based on true stories.
Cooking.
ERICA
Dear spectators, we will not cook in this play, we will only talk about cooking. Girls, are you cooking?
TERESA
I don’t cook much, but I have tremendous respect for cooking.
PETRA
I started to cook when I was ten, it was a hot dog sauce. Erica, what do you like to cook?
ERICA
Made up soup. In other words – out of nothing. Whatever you find at home, throw it in the pot. It may seem we are making up this play out of nothing, but that’s not true. Everything that we act about really happened.
Pickles
ERICA
It was very hot in August of 1968 and I was making pickles. (takes a jar of pickles out of the refrigerator)
PETRA
In August ’68 I graduated from medical school and my dad let me borrow the car for the first time. (takes a pickling jar out of the refrigerator, it has a toy car in it)
TERESA
In August ’68 I ate pears for the last time. (takes a jar with a pear out of the refrigerator)
ERICA
I take two allspice berries, four peppercorns, one clove, one bay leaf, a pinch of ground cinnamon, half a teaspoon of mustard seeds, four carrot coins, two slices of horseradish, two slices of onion and a twig of dill and put them in each jar.
PETRA
I am driving all by myself for the first time! I am going so slowly that even tractors pass me. 
TERESA
I love pears.
PETRA
My dad protects his Škoda Felicia as the apple of his eye. He always says to me:
ERICA
Remember, my daughter, that a citizen of the Czechoslovak Socialist Republic only has three options how to overcome the frustration of living behind barbed wire: he can have sex, steal, or pass other cars. 
TERESA
Have sex at home, steal at work, and always pass other cars. (makes a sound of many passing cars)
PETRA
I had no idea it was so bad.
TERESA
It’s even worse.
ERICA
One time I found a jar of prune plum compote in the cellar from 1950. I didn’t understand my mom, why was she keeping it? You couldn’t eat it any more. Now I understand her. When she was making the plum compote, she preserved the air of those times. Even though that time period was not much, she didn’t want to forget it because it was her life. We are not preserving compotes, we are preserving time.
PETRA
In August ’68 my dad lets me borrow the car for the first time.
ERICA
In August ’68 I am making pickles.
TERESA
In August ’68 I am eating pears for the last time.
Actor.
ERICA
My husband and I started dating in high school. Joseph was an excellent student, but the moment he applied to the Evangelical Divinity School they barely let him graduate. Before graduation I was told that I would not get their recommendation to attend university because I came from a capitalist family.
TERESA
But you had nothing.
ERICA
Grandpa had a tailoring shop.
TERESA
Shop?
ERICA
And two assistants.
TERESA
Only two?!
ERICA
Watch out – three Singer sewing machines! 
TERESA
What kind of a capitalist was that?
ERICA
Either way, that was the reason why I didn’t get to go to college, unlike my classmate whose dad used to be a commander in Hlinka Guard, but today was an exemplary communist. So I went to work in a military hospital as a lab technician for a year and I analyzed military urine on a daily basis, so as a workers cadre I was immediately accepted to the university. And my husband finished his studies too and was waiting to be ordained. The whole family was supposed to meet in Modra, the chickens were roasting and cakes were decorated. Before then, he was called in by the official in charge of religious affairs.
TERESA
Welcome, comrade, I guess I shouldn’t call you that, but you come from a family of workers and farmers, correct? 
PETRA
Said the official.
ERICA
More of a farmers family. My parents labor in the vineyard and sometimes I help them.
PETRA
Said Joseph.
TERESA
That must be beautiful. The sun is shining, the grapes are swelling and suddenly it is... (singing) White wine... We need you to keep us informed about everything that is happening in church. 
ERICA
Me?!
TERESA
The church is rebellious, they don’t understand that Czechoslovakia is socialist now. You got time until tomorrow.
PETRA
Said the official.
ERICA
I would rather be a regular man than an informant priest!
PETRA
Said her husband and left. 
ERICA
A few days later he got a draft notice, reported for his military duty, and so his ordination in Czechoslovakia never took place. 
TERESA
Attention! Left face! Forward march! Left! Left! Halt! At ease! I am your commander and my name is what? My name is Root! Captain Root! I don’t fold easily because I have tough roots. Comrades, we will make men out of you here. How? Leave that to us! Dismissed! You, private, stay here. Do you smoke? How do you like the unit?
ERICA
I’m not very good at weapons, comrade captain.
TERESA
Do you refuse to hold a weapon, comrade? You can go to jail for that. How? Immediately!
ERICA
I am not refusing, I just want to make sure I don’t hurt someone accidentally.
TERESA
Comrade private, we know who you are. We know everything. We know you are burdened by religion. I understand. How? Easily. Religion is kind of like darkness, right?
ERICA
It looks like light to me.
TERESA
Listen, private, now you have a chance to be a new man. What would you say, if we made you – and now listen to me carefully – if we made a communist out of you?
ERICA
I am a pastor, comrade major.
TERESA
Captain, just captain. 
ERICA
Things can happen.
TERESA
Are you making fun of me?! Attention! I will turn this military service into hell for you, comrade pastor, a hell that even your bible does not know! How?! You’ll see! You will cry holy water! About face! Forward march! Halt! Think about my offer. You would not be the first pastor that turned.
ERICA
The captain already saw himself in the picture on the front page of the Red Justice with a headline – Captain Root Crushed the Class Enemy!
TERESA
Think, comrade.
ERICA
It is such a big decision that I have to consult my wife.
TERESA
Alright. I’ll grant you leave, private, go and consult!
ERICA
And Joseph was granted a leave after leave, and we consulted and consulted, always until the morning. That is how our Pete was born. But then the Soviet leader Nikita Khrushchev... Gaby, play Khrushchev... the one who banged his shoe at the U.N. to quiet the critics...
TERESA(banging her shoe) No goot! (Russian accent) Capitalist idiots, no goot!
ERICA
...decided to place Russian nuclear missiles in Cuba. World War III had never been so close as during the Cuban missile crisis in 1962. 
TERESA
Comrades! In the event of a sudden nuclear attack we immediately take an iodine tablet and lie down which way? Feet toward the epicenter, comrades! Then some atomic mushroom cloud cannot beat us! Long live peace!
ERICA
Joseph was to supposed to be discharged in a few days, but he wasn’t, because due to the Cuban missile crisis they extended everyone’s military service except for those who were accepted to universities. Joseph, panicking, was sending applications everywhere, but a pastor was not even worth answering. When he was totally desperate, he got a single invitation – and, girls, you will not be able to guess from where.
PETRA
Food science?
TERESA
Mining school?
ERICA
From the Academy of Performing Arts! (commercial) Do you want to act in Astorka Theater?
TERESA
Do you want to act in the Slovak National Theater?
PETRA
Do you want to freelance and act in GUnaGU?
EVERYONE
Attend the Academy of Performing Arts!
ERICA
Joseph had nothing to lose. He put on his dress uniform and traveled to Bratislava for the entrance exam. The committee consisted of the cream of the crops of the Slovak acting: Chudík, Zachar, Záborský, Budský. To this day I have no idea how it happened, but the fact is that my Joe, an un-ordained pastor, became an actor.
PETRA
Pity.
ERICA
What?
PETRA
Pity.
Felicia.
PETRA(driving) Škoda Felicia shines on the Czechoslovak asphalt like an orange on a pile of potatoes. In it, for a brief moment you can feel like James Dean on Highway 66. My father is the technical director of the National Company Sanola. It is the largest company in Czechoslovakia that makes medical equipment. When Christiaan Barnard, the one who performed the first heart transplant in the world, visited, it was my father who gave him the tour of the factory. Of course, dad is a communist, anyone who wants to achieve anything in Czechoslovakia is a communist. But wait! People like him because he helped many of them. He found an apartment for someone, got another one’s son to college. We have many friends. My father is the author of five Czechoslovak and three world patents that our party and government sold abroad for breathtaking amounts in dollars. Of course, we get nothing out of that. But we have good lives. I got used to dresses from Paris that he brings from his business trips. I know that most people cannot even travel to Bulgaria, and we vacation on the Adriatic and last year we were in Italy. I start every day with a cup of Nescafé with milk...
TERESA
I start with the standard coffee beans from the Prague Packaging Company.
ERICA
Pigi Pigi Pigi Pigi tea!
PETRA
La la la, Nutella...
TERESA
Margarine cheers me up to.
PETRA
Und in zee afternoon von real Mozart ball, only von. Von?
ERICA
Soy candy bar.
EVERYONE
Rumba! Kofila! Pedro bubblegum! Chocolate cat tongues!
ERICA
Taras Bulba! Pipe tobacco.
PETRA
I don’t smoke much. Camels exclusively.
TERESA
Marica with filter.
PETRA
We do have some things in common, girls. Who can resist...
EVERYONE(singing) the aroma of BB pudding in a bowl?
PETRA
I graduated from medical school with honors and I start at the Department of Internal Medicine in Trenčín. I never had it better than today.
Kibbutz.
TERESA
Before the summer holidays in 1968 rumors started floating around Bratislava.
ERICA
They say there will be a summer job in Israel. 
PETRA
They say there will be a summer job in Israel?
TERESA
It’s true! A summer job in Israel! Ladislav Mňačko and his wife are organizing it. 
ERICA
That writer?
TERESA
The one! The Mňačkos want for young people from Czechoslovakia to learn about the real Israel how it really is. Guys, I’m going, even if I miss the enrollment for the next school year. 
ERICA
Your parents let you go?
TERESA
You bet, Israel is Israel, the School of Philosophy can wait. Well... dad was mad a bit... he was really mad... but I repeated to him his own words: a real Jew should always have two things ready: a packed suitcase and a passport. He wasn’t mad for a long time. After the never-ending journey in the middle of hot summer we finally arrived, and ever since then we were called Mňačko’s kids. We are staying in Kibbutz Masaryk, which was founded a long time ago by the immigrants from Czechoslovakia, in Hebrew it is called Kfar Masaryk. The first sentence from my diary: it is so hot here that nobody even wants to make out. Only Milan and I. And it’s even harder to work. The entire kibbutz is a giant fruit orchard and I am picking pears from morning till night. Good thing I love them so much.
Badminton.
PETRA
Let’s play! (playing badminton)
ERICA
Stage movement, second semester, imaginary badminton.
PETRA
Associate Professor Zuzana Kronerová is serving.
ERICA(playing badminton) Puck! Congratulations on your graduation!
PETRA
Puck! Thank you! Puck! Your husband graduated from the Academy of Performing Arts last year, right?
ERICA
Puck! Two years ago.
PETRA
So you have an actor at home. Puck!
ERICA
Pastor on the inside, actor on the outside. Puck!
PETRA
When will he invite us to the theater?
ERICA
He doesn’t want to act, but he got hired by the Radio. He is a newsreader.
PETRA
Does he read goodnight fairy tales?
ERICA
The ones for adults. News. I just put Pete down to sleep, I am making pickles, he got on his bike and went for his night shift. Puck!
PETRA
Puck! Teresa! Why aren’t you passing?
TERESA(comes in) Do you know how long it takes to fly to Israel? Three thousand kilometers!
PETRA
How’s the sea?
TERESA
I haven’t seen it yet, I just keep working and I’m on a diet. We are jealous of the Israeli girls. They are beautiful and slim and we are scared that they will lure our boys away. 
PETRA
Good luck then!
TERESA
Here they live like every day is supposed to be the last. There’s always some kind of war going on in the vicinity. 
PETRA
What about Mňačko’s kids?
TERESA
Right now they are collecting the crates and getting ready for work. I’m done, pears won’t wait. Wait! Nathan is coming here, a tiny kibbutznik, great joker, you would like him... he’s sporting a weird smile.
PETRA
Hey, Russian kids.
TERESA
What?
PETRA
Hey, Russian kids. Turn on the radio.
TERESA(turns on the radio) I can still see it as if it was today. We, the kids from Czechoslovakia, are standing in an Israeli kibbutz in the showers and listening to a battery-operated radio, placed near the water pipes for better reception.
Nighttime.
RADIO.(the original statement of the Central Committee of the Communist Party of Czechoslovakia) To all the people of the Czechoslovak Socialist Republic! Last night, on the twentieth of August nineteen sixty eight around 11 p.m., the troops of the Soviet Union, Polish People’s Republic, German Democratic Republic, Hungarian People’s Republic and Bulgarian People’s Republic crossed the borders of the Czechoslovak Socialist Republic. It happened without the knowledge of the President of the Republic, the Chairman of the National Assembly, Prime Minister and the General Secretary of the Central Committee of the Communist Party of Czechoslovakia and these authorities. The Central Committee of the Communist Party of Czechoslovakia asks all citizens to stay calm and not to resist the advancement of the troops. Therefore our military, police or People’s Militia did not get any orders to defend the country. The leadership of the Central Committee of the Communist Party of Czechoslovakia considers this act to be a violation of all principles of relations among the socialist countries, as well as the breach of standards of international law...
ERICA(singing) It’s raining and it got dark outside... 
TERESA
This night won’t be short...
PETRA
The wolf wants a lamb...
EVERYONE
Brother, did you close the gate?
ERICA
The neighbors are banging on my door: Erica, turn on the radio!
PETRA
The phone wakes me up. Dad is talking to someone and mom is crying in the kitchen.
TERESA
My girlfriend has a nervous breakdown. She goes outside, sits under a tree and starts to eat dirt.
ERICA
I am listening to the news all night, first ours, then German, French, Italian. Everyone is like Czechoslovakia, Czechoslovakia, Czechoslovakia!
PETRA
I go out in the street immediately and write with chalk on the sidewalks: Russians go home!
TERESA
A moment later, the kibbutz is visited by a TV crew. They are asking us how are things at home, but we know nothing. Will they bomb Bratislava? Are your parents alive? You know how terrible it is not to know anything?!
ERICA
The occupiers expect barricades and counter-revolution. Instead, the shocked people are asking them: why?!
TERESA
Why?!
PETRA
With my girlfriends, we put on miniskirts and go provoke the soldiers. But there are only scared boys in those tanks. Many of them don’t even know what country they are in.
ERICA
I am scared for Joseph. There are gunshots here in Bratislava. In Prague, the Radio Building is burning and the dead are multiplying. A few meters from here, next to the Main Post Office, 16-year old Peter Legner dies. And Danka Košanová was shot dead by a Soviet soldier on the steps of the assembly hall of the Comenius University. She is only fifteen.
PETRA
Twenty-seven divisions. Three hundred thousand troops, six thousand tanks. All that just because Czechoslovakia wanted to reform socialism so that you could live in it like a human.
TERESA
A girlfriend from my group cannot take the pressure and jumps out of the window. Mňačko’s kids have their first victim. But I will also remember this day for something else. On the twenty-first of August 1968 I ate pears for the last time. Since then, I cannot stand them.
Suitcase.
PETRA
Petra, take a small suitcase, the smallest one you have, to look inconspicuous, said my dad. You will go to Vienna for a few days until things calm down here. Dubček was kidnapped to Moscow and this can turn into a massacre any minute. Auntie Rézi lives in Vienna, she will wait for you at the train station.
TERESA(on the phone) Dad?! Finally! What do I do? Should I come back? 
ERICA
I don’t know, sweetie, things are horribly uncertain here. Do you have stuff to eat? 
PETRA
Two hours later I am standing at the train station with the smallest suitcase, but the word spreads around immediately that the director’s daughter emigrated. The train is slow, we are checked by Russian soldiers twice. When our eyes meet, those are not the eyes of the victors. But if not them, then who? And why?
TERESA(on the phone) I miss you, dad, I miss all of you. I have to see you. 
ERICA
Let’s meet up in Vienna. There is a Turkish shop on Mexikoplatz, it is called Kalish. Let’s meet there. They let me go to Vienna, the customs officials even stamp your hand, everyone can pass. One month ago they would have shot us, and now they are helping us. 
TERESA
Alright, Vienna. I love you so much, dad.
Pork cracklings.
ERICA
My mother-in-law brought me pork fat for pork cracklings from slaughter, and also a rabbit from my brother-in-law. I marinated it, salted it, wrapped in smoked bacon and surrounded by vegetables. Only then I started to make port cracklings. I worked until dark when Joseph came.
TERESA
Stop with that pork fat, I’ve got something important.
ERICA
Everything is more important to you than what I’m doing.
TERESA
This is really serious, Erica! I am preparing President Husák’s speech for broadcast, he says that the borders are not a promenade and they will close them tomorrow morning. And during the party meeting in the Radio they discussed that I have organized illegal broadcasts. My boss advised me to leave with my family for Austria before six in the morning before they arrest me.
ERICA
Have you gone crazy?! I am making pork cracklings!
TERESA
It will be only for a few days, we’ll go to Vienna.
ERICA
So to Vienna. For a few days.
TERESA
For a few days.
ERICA
When the Russians came, I was making pickles, now that we’re running away from them, I am making pork cracklings. We only have a few hours to pack. At five in the morning we sat in our Škoda 1000 MB that the Czechoslovak motorists nicknames A Thousand Little Pains. The port cracklings and the rabbit stayed in the refrigerator. When we crossed the border, Pete said.
PETRA
Mom, the Russians can’t get us any more, right? 
ERICA
We stopped for a moment to breathe in the morning air, but it was really to still look at the lights of Bratislava. I had no idea I would not see them for the next twenty years.
TERESA
I still have to go to Bratislava.
ERICA
You’re crazy.
TERESA
They will close the borders tomorrow. They postponed it by one day, it was just on the radio.
ERICA
For God’s sake, why do you need to go there?!
TERESA
I have tapes from Attention, Sharp Turn! locked in my desk drawer. 
ERICA
You’ll be arrested!
TERESA
They will have nothing to broadcast.
ERICA
Who cares! One time there will be no Attention, Sharp Turn!
TERESA
You know, I also forgot to pay the last installment for the refrigerator. I don’t want to leave as a thief.
ERICA
What was I supposed to do with him? Pastor. So at least take the rabbit and pork cracklings from the fridge! When his boss saw him in the radio, he almost fainted.
PETRA
For God’s sake, Joe?! 
ERICA
And he pulled out a paper with a picture of him with a headline: Organizer of Anti-Government Broadcast Emigrated. 
PETRA
The secret police was already here for you!
ERICA
But my husband must have been guarded by an angel, because he safely came back to Vienna and on the same day at midnight the Czechoslovak borders turned into an impregnable fortress. We didn’t even know how, but we became refugees.
Vienna.
PETRA
I arrived in Vienna in my Sunday best. I was wearing red pumps, sunglasses and a new skirt suit. The fear was gone and I had a feeling that everything will be OK. Auntie Rézi was already waiting for me at the train station. I couldn’t help but notice the disappointment in her face. If I was a poor thing in a shabby dress, the good deed would have come easier to her. When we came to her four bedroom apartment on Mariahilfer Strasse, Rézi quickly took something from my bed a put in in her pocket. It was a flea powder.
ERICA
You know, meine liebe...
PETRA
Started Rézi.
ERICA
I am only poor voman, I dunno what’s next, today Russians there and tomorrov zey can be here, but I am Catholic and happy to help.
PETRA
Rézi made the sign of the cross, but it looked like she was getting rid of cobwebs from her shoulders.
ERICA
I live modest, save vhere I can, life is terribly expensive, do not use hot vater, ve vill take bath on Friday, by ze vay, can you... press clothes... iron?
PETRA
Rézi smiled. She had two gold teeth.
ERICA
I vashed four baskets of laundry, I am tired, my joints are svollen and ze medicine is tventy schillings, what a schvinery, I vorked like a slave for Österreich all my life and nov tventy schillings for ze pills? But you’re ze doctor, so don’t be mad ven I tell you sings like zis, eine frau comes here to iron for me, eight shillings an hour, Jesus Maria, a dirty Polish voman, von gives zem a chance and zis is hov she repays me, she von’t come here any more, you vill help me, right? Don’t open ze fridge, it vill get varm and ze salami vill go bad. Don’t call from my phone, it is zuper expensive, it is cheaper to call from ze post office, I am sure your parents vill call you anyvay, acha! For tventy years I have not taken ze tablecloths from ze cabinet, you shake zem, vash zem and zen iron zem, alzo take down ze curtains, I bought almost new second-hand vashing machine, zuper modern machine, you only press buttons and it vashes by itself, you von’t have a lot of vork with it, liebling.
PETRA
And so I became a maid at Mariahilfer Strasse.
Banana.
TERESA
I used my last money to travel to Vienna. It was raining and I was only wearing a light dress from Israel. I was terribly hungry. I was circling around Wienerwald and my stomach was growling. The best roasted chickens in the world and I cannot buy them! And those Austrians has such shiny mouths! I went to Mexikoplatz right away, to see Kalish, but he didn’t know my father at all. 
PETRA
Vienna is like a little Czechoslovakia. There are hundreds of Slovaks and Czechs. I run into my classmates from the medical school, they also don’t know where to go or what to do. I see Jan Werich and Ladislav Chudík in the street, everybody is thinking, should I stay or should I go back?
 TERESA
At the market, they gave me rotten bananas that did not sell during the day so I enjoyed my life like a queen. A monkey queen. I sleep under a bridge for the first time. It is quite cold here, but it’s not that terrible. I repeat to myself – can I make it? I can make it. I’ll make it till morning. And then dad will come, finally.
ERICA
Sweetie!
TERESA
Daddy!
ERICA
Mom is sending you some preserves that we made. And a fresh brisket stew. I have addresses where they take refugees. You cannot sleep under the bridge! I guy I know is a driver, I will send you packages with him. (saying goodbye)
TERESA
No packages came. At the border the Russians had the whole bus get out with their bags and only my package was left on the asphalt. Nobody claimed it. The soldiers were afraid of assassination, so they shot it apart on the spot.
Father.
ERICA
Comrade director, where is your daughter?
In Vienna, right? We know your Petra is there. You talked to her on the phone yesterday. We can still give her a chance. So how about that? Will you go talk her into coming back? You know how many people are starting to come back on their own? The situation at home is normalizing. What can those traitors expect abroad? Engineers are cleaning toilets and doctors are washing the dishes! Undignified, don’t you think? Our party is able to forgive those who got confused by the Western propaganda, but it won’t last long. 
PETRA
Will you withdraw the arrest warrant for my daughter?
ERICA
Yes. But if she doesn’t come back within one week, she will get three years for unauthorized leave of the republic. It is a generous offer. Your wife... ma’am, respects... will stay at home. Just in case. Go, comrade director, and behave like a communist.
PETRA
Dad went home and they went for a walk with mom without a single word. He knew the apartment was bugged. I don’t want to go to Austria without you, but I am afraid for Petra, what should I do?!
TERESA
She can’t be alone. Go. I’ll come later, through the Red Cross, when it’s safe. It may take a while, but they will let me go for sure. I love you.
PETRA
I love you. Only years later, dad told me...
TERESA
Petra, I was scared all my life. I was scared what they have on me and I was petrified how they can use it against you! If they wanted to destroy me, they would first destroy my child. I couldn’t leave you alone. 
PETRA
I got the travel permit from the captain who just a few weeks ago was granting it to everyone. He issued the last one for himself and emigrated. He wrote to his colleagues:
ERICA
As a communist, I should stay, but as a father of the family, I can’t.
PETRA
When dad woke up at home that last morning, he screamed. Mom’s hair turned gray overnight. They both cried as she was helping him pile things into the car, including blankets and winter clothes. We will wait for you, said dad. He was stopped by the Russian soldiers at the border. 
ERICA
(Russian accent) Kids, kids, come here! Look! Vat beautiful machine! Škoda Felicija? Look, Sasha, Vanya, how small battery! And beautiful dynamo. Vat technology! Go!
PETRA
That was second to last time that Felicia served our family.
TERESA
When was the last time?
PETRA
When dad sold it to a used car dealership. He felt like he was selling a Rolls Royce, but only got a few shillings for it. The dealership was full of Czechoslovak cars that nobody needed any more.
ERICA
And mom came when?
PETRA
She wrote a new application every month so they would let her join us, she wrote to the International Red Cross, the Women’s Union, she wrote to the government and the president, to no avail. I never saw her again.
Map.
TERESA(looking at the map) Vienna is a changing station. But where to?
PETRA
Where to?
ERICA
Where to?
EVERYONE(gradually cities light up on the map) London Stockholm Munich Hamburg Amsterdam Rome Sydney Melbourne New York Tel Aviv Toronto Pittsburgh
TERESA
I will go back to Israel. I will apply to the university.
PETRA
Canada opened its borders. We’ll go there.
ERICA
They need a Slovak priest in the United States. (change of set)
The U.S.A.
ERICA
In New York we are supposed to switch planes to Pittsburgh, but the American Bishop is waiting for us at the airport and tells us that things have changed, he does not have a job for Joseph, that we should fly to Milwaukee, apparently we have family there. Yes, we do, but we’ve never seen them. Something is not right. Only a year later we learn that it was the first time that the Bishop saw a pastor from a socialist country. Joe had long hair then and the Bishop immediately suspected that he’s a communist. A hippie! Rebel! Who knows how he even managed to escape? Isn’t he a spy?! At that moment our future collapsed. I cried all the way to Milwaukee. What will we do there? I didn’t even know where my cousin Darina lived. The flight attendant noticed that I was crying and speaking a strange language that sometimes the pilot speaks. Can you imagine, his mom was Slovak, but he hardly spoke any Slovak. But he called the air traffic control tower and the dispatchers found my cousin in Milwaukee. She was getting ready to go to the theater, but heard the phone ring. Then I knew that I also had my own angel. Darina gave us a roof over our heads during the hardest times. Joe didn’t have a job, he only did odd jobs. He was unloading raw hide from the train cars in his best coat and then he smelled terribly. A week later, an old skyscraper was getting demolished. I have a job for half a year, woo-hoo! But after they uninstalled the door knobs, they demolished the building with dynamite, and the job was over in two days. He scrubbed floors at night in an accumulator factory. He had little notes in his pocket and was learning the Lord’s prayer in English.

Our Father, who art in heaven,

Hallowed be thy name,

Thy kingdom come,

Thy will be done...

His buddies, two old black guys, asked him with compassion: are you OK? Joseph explained to than that he was studying for his exams and that he’s a pastor. Since then they called him “father”.
Canada.
PETRA(washing pickling jars) In Toronto, the old emigrants are ignoring us. For them, we are the bastard generation that attended shady communist schools. They are the only Christians and super-patriots. But there are many people who help us. The Czechoslovak emigration is like an open-faced sandwich. The soft, aromatic bread at the bottom, that God’s gift, those are the ones who left in search of work around World War I. Then there’s butter, already a little brown, that’s the emigration from the Slovak State. The ham on it are those who left before the Gottwald's coup d'état in 1948. And the tiny, dried up caper on the very top, that’s us, refugees of 1968. Is it normal that a caper, ham, butter and bread can’t understand each other so much? I am a doctor only at home, I’m nothing here. My diploma is no good in Canada, I have to pass the licensing exams. To make ends meet, I wash dishes in an Italian, German, and in the end also a Czech restaurant. 
TERESA
Avanti, avanti, signorina!
PETRA
Si!
ERICA
Schnell, schnell, mädchen!
PETRA
Ja!
TERESA
Move it!
PETRA
Sure!
PETRA
I don’t know any worse smells than a moldy lasagna, spoiled bratwurst or soured goulash. I almost stopped eating because of that. Every free moment I have, I study. In Quebec, the test is in English and in French. My hands are raw from the detergent, and I used up my nail polish about half a year ago. There once was a quite pretty girl who liked to use make up and dress nicely. A girl who used to love her body and now is slowly starting to hate it. This ugly face. These hands. I don’t care anymore how I look, I wear a baggy T-shirt and old jeans and in a moment I will turn into a dried up piece of spaghetti. 
TERESA
Petra!
PETRA
Dad saved me again. He didn’t even know. His condition was getting worse every day. I stopped thinking about myself and started to worry about him. Every day he put on his best suit and went for an interview at some company. Everyone loved his patents, but did not offer him a job because he did not have any Canadian experience. In Canada, you can get a job only if you have Canadian experience, but you cannot get Canadian experience other than by working in Canada – and that was killing my dad.
Israel.
TERESA
I study at the University of Haifa. I study social sciences, my boyfriend Milan studies technology. We learn Hebrew, but that’s not the worst thing. We are surrounded by a huge bureaucracy and the offices are usually staffed by Jews who left the Soviet Union. Subconsciously, we don’t trust them. But that’s still not the worst. Israel is in a permanent state of war. Milan has to report for his military service soon, and if I apply for citizenship, I will have to serve in the army too. In Israel, women wear uniforms too. But the absolutely worst thing of all is the heat. The local climate is killing us. We suffer in that terrible heat and finally we decide to leave for London. It wasn’t Hebrew, or the army, it was the heat that chased us away. By avoiding his military service, Milan committed a crime. Now there is an arrest warrant for him not only in Czechoslovakia, but also in Israel. We feel like Bonnie and Clyde, but our only crime is that we want to live as far away as possible from all armies of the world. (Slovak folklore music is playing) I hated folklore at home, because communists turned it into propaganda. The moment the radio started to squeal Slovak Meadow, Slovak Meadows! – I was turning it off. And now?! (she is moved)
Strainer.
ERICA(lets the others taste the bread) The thing I miss the most is rye bread. American bread tastes like cotton. And butter is salty. I found out there are two kinds of English: one that I speak, and another one that the rest of the world speaks. I wanted to make some noodles for the family, so I went to buy a strainer. Please, madam, one... sitko.
TERESA
Sorry?
ERICA
Sitko! Sitcow?
TERESA
Sorry?
ERICA
Sightco? Sightcow? I had two semesters of English at the Comenius University, but the only thing I could say in English was “scientific and technological progress”. 
PETRA
Scientific and technological progress.
ERICA
Sitko! Es eye tee kay oh! No? But then it dawned on me. Sitko – spaghetti stop, water go ahead! 
EVERYONE(aerobic) Spaghetti stop, water go ahead! 
Spaghetti stop, water go ahead! 
ERICA
And family happiness is saved! When we leave my cousin, I thank her with tears in my eyes: Darina, how can I ever repay you? 
TERESA
Help someone who will need it like you did.
Packing.
ERICA
How’s your French, Petra? 
PETRA
Merci beaucoup, papá, trés bien.
ERICA
Should I quiz you from antibiotics? 
PETRA
I know them. 
ERICA
Do you want to take a walk with me? 
PETRA
I have to study. What’s up, dad? Is your stomach bothering you?
ERICA
I’m okay.
PETRA
Fine, let’s go for a walk.
ERICA
I... can’t go on like this...
PETRA
You got a letter again.
ERICA
They are writing to me from the factory. To come back. That I acted wrong. All my former colleagues signed it. Petra, I betrayed them.
PETRA
You didn’t betray anyone, dad! You saved yourself and me! Those letters are dictated by the secret police!
ERICA(takes out a suitcase) I am going home tomorrow!
PETRA
We have no place to go back to, dad. We will get three years.
ERICA
I don’t care! I’m packing. I can’t live here!
TERESA(enters with a suitcase) Stupid London!
ERICA
Stupid Toronto! Nothing here is like at home. 
TERESA
Salt is not salty enough, sugar is not sweet enough.
ERICA
You can’t buy black thread or elastic for pants.
PETRA
You drive me crazy, dad! Where do you want to go?!
ERICA
Home! To Czechoslovakia! I am dying here, Petra.
TERESA
We’re packing. (everyone is packing)
PETRA
Alright, so we’re packing.
ERICA
We’re going away.
PETRA
We’re leaving.
TERESA
I won’t be here.
ERICA
I’m done.
TERESA
I’m going.
ERICA
We’re packing!
PETRA
We’re packing!
TERESA
We’re packing!
ERICA
We’re packing? (for a moment they stand silently over packed suitcases, then they slowly open them and unpack things back) In the end, Joseph and I move to East Chicago. On day one, the landlord wants rent for two months in advance. We don’t have a single dollar left for food and we have the whole weekend ahead of us. In the evening, our sons says.
PETRA
Mom, I’m hungry. 
ERICA
Let’s take a walk. Pete somehow falls asleep, but the first thing he says in the morning:
PETRA
Mom, I’m hungry!
ERICA
At lunchtime, I don’t know what else I can do. Suddenly there’s a knock on the door. A neighbor comes in and says that the new pastor probably didn’t have time to go shopping and she was bringing a cleaned chicken. And that he probably also doesn’t have a pot to cook it in, so she also brought the pot. She put everything on the table, said goodbye and left. We cooked that chicken in deep silence, just like that, no salt. We didn’t even have salt. It was the best soup we ever tasted in our lives... 
Pork schnitzels.
ERICA
Over time, things got better. In the blink of an eye a year passed that we were in America, and I said to myself, we need to celebrate, I will make pork schnitzels for dinner. 
PETRA
Pork schnitzels?
TERESA
Schnitzels!
EVERYONE
Taste of home!
ERICA
In the supermarket... play supermarket! (Petra plays the supermarket clerk) bigger... and bigger (Petra’s smile is getting bigger) ... I can find everything by the pictures, no problem. I buy meat, eggs, flour, only I can’t find the breadcrumbs 
PETRA
Can I help you, madam?
ERICA
Yeeees – please notice how my word stock has improved: yes... And I pantomime nicely, like Milan Sládek, how to make schnitzels – a schnitzel is meat, flour, eggs. And what is this? I am showing the last layer of schnitzels. And what is this?
PETRA
I don’t understand, madam.
ERICA
All the women from the supermarket congregate and start consulting. What is this?
Suddenly, one of them shouts:
PETRA
I know what she wants! 
TERESA
For those who are only contemplating emigration we offer a crash course.
PETRA
I know what she wants! 
TERESA
I know what she wants.
PETRA
I remember my grandmother used to make schnitzels by dipping them in flour, eggs and bread crumbs. 
TERESA
I remember my grandmother used to make schnitzels by dipping them in flour, eggs and bread crumbs!
ERICA
Yes!
PETRA
She wants bread crumbs!
TERESA
She wants bread crumbs.
EVERYONE
Bread crumbs, bread crumbs, hallelujah, bread crumbs!
ERICA
I couldn’t find them, because Americans already have a ready-made breading. They buy it in a bag, throw the meat in...
EVERYONE(simulating shaking) Shake, shake, shake!
ERICA
... they shake and it’s all breaded!
EVERYONE
Bread crumbs, bread crumbs, hallelujah, bread crumbs!
TERESA
Today we learned a few new things. Repeat after me: Bread crumbs.
EVERYONE
Bread crumbs.
TERESA(interactively with the audience) Bread crumbs. Excellent! Spaghetti stop, water go ahead. 
EVERYONE
Spaghetti stop, water go ahead. 
TERESA
And we will also learn a few phrases used by the Slovak community abroad: tram – streetcar. 
EVERYONE
Streetcar. 
TERESA
They are driving downtown. Please, repeat after me!
EVERYONE
They are driving downtown. 
TERESA
Cross the street to church. Cross the street to church. 
EVERYONE
Cross the street to church. 
TERESA
Watch the steps. Watch the steps. 
EVERYONE
Watch the steps. 
TERESA
They watched TV. They watched TV.
EVERYONE
They watched TV.
TERESA
Excellent!
Garlic.
ERICA
We don’t have silverware, so our friends get gas at the Esso gas stations. Right now their gas is on sale. Since then we’ve been eating with Esso forks, cutting with Esso knives, stirring with Esso spoons and ladling with Esso ladles.
TERESA
Our escape from Israel through London finally ended in Toronto. We rented a studio apartment. Ladies, this chair is the so-called first emigrant model. It has seen many owners. Someone always buys it as their very first piece of furniture, and when they start doing better, they sell it to someone else. I really love this chair, I am so proud of it, but you have no idea how much I’m looking forward to selling it.
ERICA
In New York we discovered a company called Tatra Cheese where you can order the real Slovak sheep cheese, but only in 20-kilo containers. Because we have the biggest refrigerator, the sheep cheese is staying with us. All of us who chipped in get together on Fridays in our apartment and we have a sheep cheese day.
EVERYONE(greetings) You look great! You lost weight! You have a new hairdo!
TERESA
What shall we make today?
ERICA
For the started, sheep cheese sandwiches. Soup: sheep cheese soup. Main course: sheep cheese dumplings. And dessert: sheep cheese turnovers with prune plum jelly! Sometimes they invite us to a restaurant in East Chicago and everyone asks whether we are all left-handed.
PETRA
Because Americans hold their forks with the right hand, right?
TERESA
Is this an Esso fork?
PETRA
It also could be an ÖMV or Shell? Slovnaft? Benzina? (to the audience)Clearly, there’s room for some sponsors... (pantomime with silverware)
ERICA
First they cut the meat with their right hand, set the knife aside, take the fork in their right hand, they lay the left hand on the table and stab the meat with the right hand.
PETRA
It originated in the Wild West when you were not allowed to have a knife in your hand while eating so that you could not attack anyone. 
TERESA
They say that’s how they recognized American spies during the war.
ERICA
Do you also have a problem with garlic here?
PETRA
Everywhere!
TERESA
Every rental place has a sign in the kitchen: use of garlic is strictly forbidden!
PETRA
Use of garlic is strictly forbidden!
EVERYONE
Use of garlic is strictly forbidden!
TERESA(to the audience) Learn a new phrase.
 EVERYONE(saying goodbye) This was fantastic! Excellent sheep cheese day! See you next Friday!
TERESA
One family has their grandmother visiting from Lozorno. Very moved, they take her to look at the sunset over the ocean. The old lady looks at the horizonless water that the last rays of the sun turn into liquid gold, and after a moment she says...
EVERYONE
Meh, water.
Pickled cabbage.
TERESA
Girls, are we happy? Do we have good lives?
PETRA
We live the best we can, right?
TERESA
Yes, yes, but aren’t we missing something?
PETRA
You mean something substantial?
TERESA
Something internal.
PETRA
Even metaphysical?
TERESA
Something that is hard to pinpoint.
PETRA
We don’t know what it is, but we know we’re missing it?
TERESA
More and more.
ERICA
Girls, I think I understand.
TERESA
Do you feel it too?
ERICA
For a long time. And I know what will help. Girls, we have to make pickled cabbage right away, right away!
PETRA
Pickled cabbage!
EVERYONE 
(aerobic) Pickled cabbage! Pickled cabbage!
TERESA
The Canadian steaks need a change! Are you sure pickled cabbage will help?
ERICA
It is the taste of home and the source of vitamins in one! Are you with me?
EVERYONE
Of course! (they take a jar of pickled cabbage out of the refrigerator)
ERICA
The Canadians must love this too.
TERESA
If you call it seven vegetables.
PETRA
Seven vegetables.
PETRA
Your Joe is finally ordained, right?
ERICA
Yes, but he is having trouble with English. His colleagues help him with sermons and I cook for them.
TERESA
What do they cook in the pastor’s house?
ERICA
Chicken stew, goulash, walnut dumplings, sauerkraut soup and other tastes of home.
PETRA
I heard about your lunches. The word spread around.
ERICA
Pastors within a hundred miles are competing to help Joe with his sermon.
TERESA
Not to mention when we have pickled cabbage.
ERICA
How’s your dad?
PETRA
Every morning he washes up, shaves, puts on his best suit... and takes out the trash. And then he sits in front of the house until the evening staring at the sky. Ever since I passed the licensing exams he has nothing to do. He was quizzing me every day.
ERICA
Finally, you’re a doctor, congratulations.
TERESA
Do you have someone?
PETRA
Girls, I’m married to medicine. 
TERESA
You need to have someone, otherwise you’ll go crazy.
PETRA
How about Milan?
TERESA
Still good. It’s a miracle. Everyone around us getting a divorce, it has strengthened us. 
ERICA
Emigration will test the relationships. 
TERESA
Sorry Erica, for a strange question, I am Jewish and I’ve never been to church, I only heard the organ from the outside, beautiful music... what does a pastor’s wife do?
ERICA 
Other than pickled cabbage? She always has to go to church as an example for the others. She always has to lead every cookout, church lunch or banquet. She always has to bring bread, lead the choir, and if an organ player leaves, take his place and play. She dresses modestly, because everything she and the children have is from donations. She will listen to everyone even if they only want to talk because they have nothing better to do. She keeps a tidy home because she has to accept visitors at any time, night and day. She is friends with everyone, but not too much, because then others get jealous. She has to wait with Christmas dinner indefinitely, because there’s a family in crisis that requires the pastor’s help. And all that because she loves her husband, because she already said yes to him. Girls, did we overdo it with the pickled cabbage? We have a full bathtub. Where shall we put it?
TERESA
We’ll eat it.
ERICA
We ate it for the next five years, moved with it three times until it ended up with us in Toronto. For the next five years we couldn’t even tolerate the smell.
PETRA(offering to the audience) Pickled cabbage, vintage 1969, would you like some? I’ll take it on the road with me.
Maybe I’ll go be a doctor in Sioux Lookout. 
ERICA
Oh my God, that’s close to the Arctic circle!
PETRA
It’s not that far.
ERICA
Does your dad like winter?
PETRA
I haven’t told him yet.
TERESA
Do Innuits live there?
PETRA
They do. I took a survival course in case we crash. 
TERESA
What do you mean crash?
PETRA
There, you fly to see your patients. During that course, they give you an instructor, a sleeping bag, matches and a saw. You will spend two days and one night outdoors. 
TERESA
With the instructor?
PETRA
No, with a seal.
TERESA
Young? Handsome?
PETRA
He was young, and handsome. But minus twenty-three? 
TERESA
Any libido would freeze. I’m sorry, Erica.
ERICA
I have two children, you don’t have to go easy on me.
TERESA
So what about that instructor?
PETRA
We ate nuts and drank boiled snow. It totally cleared my head. I almost felt sorry when the helicopter came to get us. (phone ringing)
ERICA
Petra, it’s for you.
PETRA
Dad collapsed... by the time they got to the hospital, he died in the ambulance... if I was with him, he could still be alive... stupid pickled cabbage!
New Year’s Eve.
ERICA(the bell rings twelve times) New Year’s Eve 1969! 
TERESA
Happy 1970!
PETRA
To 1970!
ERICA
To the New Year and to us, girls!
TERESA
I have a great book: Hundred cocktails! What shall we have? (they flip through the book)
This one has a beautiful color! Mai Tai: 3 tablespoons white rum, 4 teaspoons dark tum, 3 teaspoons Curacao, 2 teaspoons lime juice, 3 teaspoons almond syrup. Shake with ice cubes and strain, garnish with pineapple, mint and lime twist.
PETRA
We don’t have Curacao, just cocoa, but it won’t be the same, right?
TERESA(reading) Black Russian: 3 tablespoons vodka, 4 teaspoons coffee liqueur Kahlúa, ice cubes. If you add Coca Cola, you get a Dirty Black Russian. I’m not drinking any Russians.
PETRA
We could pardon vodka.
TERESA
Clemency granted. Vodka is not at fault.
ERICA(reading from the book) Screwdriver! Vodka with orange juice, one part vodka, two parts orange juice. 
TERESA
And a Slovak screwdriver is two parts vodka, one part juice! 
PETRA
Gimlet! You know what a gimlet is? Gin and lime juice!
TERESA(to the audience) Would anyone like a screwdriver? I’ll make one for you, now that it’s New Year’s Eve. But we also have a Bloody Mary. Would anyone like a Bloody Mary? (improvisation, they offer the audience a few cocktails that they make)
ERICA
Dear audience, by the time we finish mixing here, the play is coming to an end. The women that inspired us have not been made up and any resemblance to actual persons was intentional. Let’s toast them. Teresa.
TERESA(they toast) Completed her university studies in Toronto. When she graduated, even the Indian kids had their families there, only she and Milan had no one. On that graduation photo, she still keeps looking if someone will show up.
ERICA
Petra.
PETRA
She was a doctor in Northern Canada. She wouldn’t have changed it for anything. She was running all her life. There, at the edge of the world, thank God, one can’t go any further. 
TERESA
Erica.
ERICA
She promised she would help refugees and that became her job. Until 1989, the whole families with children escape from Czechoslovakia. They pay for a vacation in Cuba, and when the plane has a stopover in Montreal to refuel – they run. They jump from that height without stairs onto concrete, breaking their legs, but they are free. Nobody will believe now what we were able to do for freedom that we curse so much today. Happy New Year!
TERESA
To the New Year!
PETRA
To the New Year! (they toast with the audience)
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