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ACT I

The audience are "called" in song or by music to the performance space (perhaps by Josip)
Prologue
They take their seats. 

A steel-walled city. 

A small bakery.

Steel walls enclosing, defining or blocking the space.

An oven, a table, chairs, a walk-through, full-length see through mirror, the paraphernalia of making bread.

Grandmother is slowly and rhythmically kneading bread dough. 

She is thinking about something, absorbed in her work.  She does not relate to the surroundings beyond her immediate work place.

Mr Miah waits. He wears a campaign medal.
Josip exits.

Mr Miah
A small bakery,


in a city, on a river near the sea



A small bakery (number 15 left-hand side),



a city…

a gateway to the east.…

A wall.



The Emperor’s wall.



Keeping people out.



Out of the city.

Outside the wall, the wind, seven winds, blowing from seven corners of the world, gust upon gust of chill wind blows desperate people towards the safety of this city, blows them to the wall, knocking on the Emperor’s wall, banging at the Eastern gate, "Let us in, let us in to the city, let us in to the City of Bread"…

Filmed documentary images of travel and migration. 

People are travelling from one place to another into order to migrate, some under extreme pressure :
An overloaded boat carrying migrants from North Africa to Italy/Greece;

A coach of women leaving Srebrenica during the Yugoslav wars;

A group of young men disembarking in the UK from the Windrush in the late 40s;

South Vietnamese civilians trying to get into the American embassy (early 70’s)

A group of East End evacuees is welcomed by rural foster parents in WW2; 

A line of cars at the Kosovan / Macedonian border during the Yugoslav wars;

Palestinians waiting at a West Bank checkpoint in the Occupied Territories;

Refugees walking along a road after the downfall of France in 1940;

Children arrive for a new life in post-war Australia;

American farming families leave the 1930s dustbowl;

People being rescued by coats guards in the Mediterranean now;

Hungarian/Serbian/Bulgarian police beating back migrants at an informal border crossing now;

West Africans waiting at a Spanish enclave now;

East Africans of Asian origin arriving in the UK in the 1970s;

A Chinese businessman waits in an airport hospitality lounge now;

Migrants trying to board lorries leaving Calais for the UK now;

Iraqis attempting to enter Australia now;

Trains of displaced people slowly traversing the Indian sub-continent after Partition in 1947;·       

European immigrants arriving and being vetted at Ellis Island in the early C20th;

We see each "story" for a few seconds, just long enough to understand the emotional impact of the journey/ departure / arrival, without dwelling on it or making a value judgement of any kind. 

A montage of iconic imagery

A tapestry of global movement to begin a new life, temporary or permanent.

There may also be images of the mechanics of transportation: aircraft taking off and landing, the view through a porthole in a plane, from a ship, a ship docking, a bullock cart, Eurostar, cattle trucks…
Knocking.

The sound of an aircraft landing overhead. 

He becomes The Caretaker.
His uniform is ubiquitous. He wears a peaked cap.

He could be from anywhere, at any time in recent history.

Grandmother continues making bread, oblivious.
Scene 1
"Anytime"
An indecipherable female voice calmly gives airport announcements in a non-specific language.  We could be anywhere.

The Caretaker checks patrols the space and the wall.

Caretaker
(to audience)

Knock knock!… Who's there?… Boo!!!… Boo who?… Aah, no need to cry! Hahaha!

Knock knock…Who's' there?…Police…Police who?…Police let me in, it's freezing out here! Hahaha!…

Knock knock…Who's there?… 

(Quiet knocking from behind the wall.)

Just a minute…

(The Caretaker feels the wall, examines it, checking for sound, cracks, tarnishing)

…I don't like the look of this…

Grandmother is pummelling the dough.

There is a louder banging from the other side of the wall. 

Harsh voices. The banging increases in intensity.

The Caretaker backs off in alarm.

Grandmother is kneading the dough gently.

Caretaker
(To himself)

I knew it, I knew it !……


(To the audience)
They're trying to get in!…

(Calling off)

Inform the Emperor immediately!!…

The banging on the wall continues.

Grandmother is carefully removing her apron.

and clearing  up any of her own mess.

Caretaker 
(To the audience)
Enough's enough, a limit's a limit……



(Grandmother makes an unhurried exit)

(Towards the wall)
…filthy, dirty, rubbish, go away!…Vermin,  scroungers, coming here and taking all our jobs… get back where you belong!...
(The banging continues, becoming more urgent)

…Curses, curses!!…(Shouts)…Call Security!…Call Pest Control!…call the Emperor's Guard!!!…

The knocking continues. 

A hand appears through the wall.

The Caretaker backs away.  

Caretaker 
You can't come in, whoever you are, we don't want you here!…

A repeat of the aircraft / airport announcement sounds...as…

 A foot, then a leg appears through the wall.
Caretaker 
…Help! Help! This is an emergency!…
Josip emerges through the gap in the wall with difficulty. He breathes heavily. They stare at each other in mutual terror for a moment.

…Help!! Help!! Call the Emperor's Guard!!
The Caretaker exits.

Scene 2
"Now"

Josip stands in the performance space… A boy with nothing, escapee, refugee, asylum seeker, migrant.
We hear a snatch of a harsh refrain, male voice(s) speaking in an    unknown language from Josip's past. It sounds as if peremptory orders are being given. Josip stiffens.

A snatch of music form Josip's homeland filters into the space as if emerging from his memory… powerful, painful, lament…

He closes his eyes, allows the music into himself. It carries him away from this space back to his abandoned home…

Josip

I am … boy from nowhere… I am boy from nowhere…

A repetition of the harsh voices cuts in.

A repetition of the aircraft noises and airport announcements.

Josip is 'present' in the space once again.

Josip

I am boy from nowhere.…

G'mother
I hate this day…. 

I hate this day.…

I hate this day…

Music. 

Scene 3
"Then"

(The focus of the performance space changes as actors' movements and directions make new patterns in space.)

Josip is left trying to find his bearings.

Grandmother sings a Niggun, (wordless prayer) from 'the old country'. She goes to the mirror and looks at herself.

Josip exits.

Mr Miah
A bakery,



an old old bakery,



No. 15, on the left-hand side of the street,



now



and then

(Grandmother is brushing her hair in the mirror.)
The future, past, we mix them up like so much flour and water, to make, to bake the story,

(Grandmother is getting a chair and reaching up to a small, black & white photograph, hidden perhaps somewhere in the steel wall.) 

Mr Miah 
A tale of ghosts, of secrets, of memories …and of bread!

Mr Miah exits

Grandmother is sitting on the chair and looking at the photo. 

She opens the hot oven and puts the photograph inside to destroy it. She waits for a moment. She cannot go through with it. She removes the scalded photo, blows on it and then moves the chair in order to put the photo back in its hiding place.

Anna, her Granddaughter, has entered and stands watching her, unnoticed.

Grandmother is reaching up to hide the photograph.

Anna

I’m back Grandma…

 G'mother
Oh!!!… You made me jump!…

Anna


…Sorry…

G'mother


…It's alright darling, only… 

Anna



…Sorry…

G'mother 
…don't sneak up on people, particularly at my age, oohf.…

Anna

…Sorry, I didn't mean to…

G'mother


… It's alright, darling, I know… 

Anna



…are you alright?…

G'mother




…I know…yes, no I'm alright…

Anna
…What were you doing with the chair?

G'mother

…Nothing! With the chair?… Nothing…

(She goes to kiss Anna. Anna avoids it. Grandmother is taken aback)

G'mother
You alright?

Anna
…Yes yes.…

G'mother

…What's the matter?

Anna


…Nothing…

Grandmother studies Anna for a moment, then puts the brush down  and gathers the ingredients to make bread. 

(Throughout the following scene the characters are engaged in making and kneading eggy yeast dough. The suggested details can change but must counterpoint and drive the character's action along.)

G'mother
Good, well… come on, the table needs a wipe.

Anna

Must I?

G'mother
…Yes.

Anna

(Unenthusiastic)
What are we making?

G'mother
Bread, what do you think?…

Anna

…Story bread?

G'mother


…Of course…

Anna

…Story bread, great… (She grabs something as if to start) 

G'mother
(Grabbing the object off her)   ...Just a minute, just for once be patient!

Anna

(Shrugs)
Sorry. Why is it called Story bread again?

G'mother
(Testing the temperature of the water then adding it to the bowl)




This you should know…

Anna

…Of course I know, I just want you to tell me…

G'mother
(Opening bag of flour)
…Because.. when you break the loaf open, all the stories from the Old Country escape for a breather,…
Anna
… what do you mean 'Old Country' exactly?

G'mother
(Darker)
The Old Country.

Anna



…Do you mean where you came from?…

G'mother 
(Shifting tack)
…When you break open the loaf all the old stories come out for a bit of a nose around, that's why the bread smells so good…

Anna

…Yes, I know, but how come there are stories inside the bread?

G'mother
…How come?…

Anna
…Yes, how come the stories get inside in the first place?…

G'mother 
(Weighing the flour)
…How come, how come… so…every day we bake fresh bread to eat, no? of course, it's natural, the bread goes back since, I don't know, since way-before-when, it reminds us of our history,… the bread reminds us of who we were,… (tapping the scales)……and who we are, pass the large bowl, no that one, thank you, so, without the bread your body's starving,…
Anna

(joining in at the same time)
…body’s starving…
G'mother 
 (puts flour in the bowls) …and without the stories your soul's starving…

Anna

(at the same time)
…your soul’s starving!…

G'mother
 …so, when we make story bread we're killing two birds with one stone,…(adds the salt)…it's very economical if you think about it, now, Anna, sift the flour and the salt together, carefully please I don't want flour everywhere…



They begin sifting, Grandmother efficiently, Anna more dreamily.

A snatch of music, faint (Mr Miah's theme perhaps).

Grandmother stops, goes to the oven, opens it, sniffs, closes it again.

Anna

What is it?

G'mother
Nothing. Wonderful smell… Nothing…

They continue with the mixing.

Anna

Grandma Eva...

G'mother
Yes child?…

Anna

Please don't call me "child" Grandma…

G'mother
…Yes, Anna, darling?… (Adds water and yeast)

Anna


…don't call me "darling", I'm not your boyfriend you know…

G'mother


…yes, Anna?…

Anna




…How long have you been in this country?

G'mother
A long time.

Anna

How long?

G'mother
…Long enough, pass me the butter while it's still runny please…

Anna

(She does so)
…How old were you when you came here?

G'mother
(Putting the butter in large bowls)

Not much older than you, three, four years older maybe, I forget...

Anna

Really?...

G'mother
(Mixing the batter)
...Yes really, now move please, Anna, you’re not wearing an apron, I told you always to wear the apron…

Anna

...But you're not wearing one...

G'mother

…That's not the point Anna…

Anna 



…Grandma, that's completely the point, you…

G'mother



…Enough with the cheek, come on...

Anna





…What cheek, I'm just saying…

G'mother
..…And I'm just saying, your own laundry you do if you get egg on your dress…

Anna


…I won't get egg on my dress, I'm not a baby you know…

G'mother


…Put the apron on, now…

Anna




…Yes, yes…


G'mother




…And less of the "yes yes"…

Anna






…Yes yes Grandma.....



Anna puts the apron on without doing up the strings.

G'mother
And do it properly!…


They knead the dough together without talking.

A snatch of Mr Miah's or Josip's theme.

Grandmother suddenly stops again.

G'mother
Where's it coming from?

Anna

What?

G'mother
Nothing, I can smell something, can't put my finger on it.…

Anna 
Of course you can't put your finger on it, it’s a smell, you can't put your finger on a smell,  there's nothing there!…

G'mother 
…its' as if somebody else is cooking here as well,… 

(Looks at Anna a moment)… anyway, it's nothing, just my age, I'm losing my marbles…

Anna
…You need a nice, strong cup of tea Grandma, I’ll make you one…

G'mother

…It's just my imagination, er, no thank you Anna, later maybe..


They continue kneading the dough.
Anna

Grandma, have you ever seen the Emperor?

G'mother
No.

Anna

Has anyone ever seen the Emperor?

G'mother
Shouldn’t think so.

Anna

Did you have an Emperor where you came from?

G'mother
No.

Anna

Have you always lived at No. 15?

G'mother
Enough questions I can't concentrate….

Anna

…Grandma, did you come here with your parents?…  

G'mother 
…Stop it Anna…

Anna

…Did you have to come here on your own?…

G'mother 


…Stop it…

Anna



…Didn’t you have any brothers or sisters?…

G'mother 




…Stop it, Stop it…

Grandmother grabs Anna’s arm and  looks at her intently.

G'mother
…Stop it, stop it!, I don't want to talk about it, some things you talk about, some things you don’t…

Anna

…You’re hurting my arm…

G'mother 


…Do you understand?…Anna!…

Anna




…Grandma, you’re hurting my arm!…



Pause.

G'mother
I'm sorry, I'm sorry. (She attacks the dough).
Have some honey, yes?

Anna

(Partly mollified)
Yes please...

G'mother
(Puts the honey in Anna's mouth, then has some herself.)



I shouldn't really,… Never mind…

Anna

That really hurt, you know...

G'mother

…It's probably just your growing pains Anna…

Anna



… it's not "growing pains", you hurt my arm…

G'mother



… I said I was sorry…

Anna





…and you got dough on my dress…

G'mother





…it was a mistake…

Anna







...No, but...

G'mother
...Enough with the guilt, I said I was sorry, I didn’t mean to hurt you…

Anna


… but you did…

G'mother


…I didn't mean to…

Anna




…No but Grandma…

G'mother




...No buts, no bathwater. Enough.

Anna struggles with this phrase for a moment. They continue with the kneading both attacking the dough. Then:

Anna
Why don't you want to talk about it…

G'mother
…Anna!… 

Anna

…nono listen Grandma, pretend pretend you don't know me, I'm a stranger, I've just walked in through the door like, just like, "hello", no notice, no invitation, no family, out of the blue,…

(Throwing the dough in the air and generally turning the next section into a bit of a performance.)

…and you decide I 'm your long lost imaginary Granddaughter, because I'm so lovely…
G'mother 
…Stop that, you'll drop it…

Anna 



…so here I am, one dress and a pair of socks to stand up in, otherwise nothing, apart from a funny accent, just 'yes-no-thank-you-please', so you decide to adopt me, 'cos you're quite nice really, to adopt me as your lovely Granddaughter…
G'mother 
(Laughing)
Enough!…Pass me the flour and... don't...

Anna
(Dropping something)

....Sorry,..sorry it was an accident...

G'mother
(Knocking something over herself and losing control)
…It’s always the same Anna…

 (To herself) I hate this day, I hate the 27th…

Anna

What's the date got to do with it?…

G'mother
…right, finish the dough, and put it in to rise, … put it in the warm… 

Anna

(Still kneading)
Where are you going?   

G'mother
(Containing herself)

…I'm going to get some poppy seeds, I've run out of poppy seeds…

Anna
…No you haven't there's some in the…

G'mother

…I have to go out, alright?… don't turn the oven up until I get back, or we'll all go up in smoke..

A momentary shadow passes over Grandmother, then she wants to get out.

Remember to lock the door after me, and don't forget the mess…

Grandmother is exiting.
Anna

…Yes,  yes, Grandma, bye…. 

G'mother
  
…I won't be long…



Grandmother exits.

Anna

What did your last slave die of?

Anna puts the dough in a bowl, covering it with a dishcloth and putting it in an appropriate place to rise.
She sees the hairbrush forgotten, out of place.

Anna

Ahah! “Hopeless Grandparent who never remembers to put anything 

away," blah, blah, blah... err, yuck,… grey hairs, disgusting…

Anna cleans the brush, goes to the mirror, and slowly starts to brush her own hair.



(She gazes at herself in the mirror) …Hello Anna…

She sings a brief snatch of her Grandmother's song.

(Exaggerated sweet smile)
"Helloo" 

(Angry at adult face) 

"Anna do this, Anna do that…"

(Disdain)


What did your last slave die of?" (Straightforward gazing, to herself)
Hello, Anna…
 

Then she remembers the photograph.

Anna

(Exclaims) 
Photograph!

(She grabs the same chair and reaches up for the photograph.)

Nearly, come on, you can reach…yes!

A very old photograph of Grandmother and a younger sister.

Anna sits on the chair.

Sound of train getting steam up, a platform whistle.

Anna
Two girls.…A railway station?  

Two girls with plaited hair...It's you,.... it's you Grandma. Who's the other one holding your hand? And a lady not smiling? Grandma?…

A repeat of the aircraft sound  and airport announcements.

Mr Miah enters. He is singing a song. An equivalent to Grandmother's original Niggun, a song from his birthplace.  He is doing something with "Grandmother's" flour, utensils etc.

Anna returns the photograph to its original position.

Mr Miah and Anna move round each other again. It's clear they are in the same space, but at a different time and unaware of each other.

Mr Miah exits.
Scene 4
"Now"                                                     

Film of aircraft landing

A repeat of the aircraft and airport announcements.

Josip repeats his earlier entry through the wall. 

Anna takes off apron, puts it on chair and exits.

Josip

Exactly repeating previous statement to himself:



I am boy from nowhere…

Officials 2 and 3 arrive. It is the last interview of the day.

Official 2
Let's try again  shall we, er  (looks at document)…  Josip?… 

(Pronounces name incorrectly).

Josip

(Shakes his head)   Yes…

Official 2
(Shakes slowly)   No, no, y…your name is… Josip, yes?

Josip

(Shakes)  Yes, yes!

Official 2
(Shakes)  No!

Josip

(Nods)  Nno?

Official 2
(Shakes)  No!

Josip

(Nods faster)  No, no!



Official 2 is exasperated

Official 3
Perhaps I can help here.… Where you come from, er, Josip,… 

(Correct pronunciation)
… it is the custom to shake your head when you say 'yes', and to nod your head when you say 'no', yes?

Josip

(Shakes)  Yes, yes!

Official 3
But unfortunately, here, we nod (does it) to say 'yes', and shake (does it) to say no, yes?…(smiles) you understand?

Josip

(Shakes his head )  Yes... (Nods his head) ah, No...ah...

Official 2
(Losing patience)
…This is not helping us, we need to know why you've come here, how you've managed to get in, why you have come on your own, and of course to ensure that you are looked after properly until you're ..  until your case is decided. We’ll need a Form B23.

Josip

(Nods tentatively)  Yes…

Official 3
(Filling out form)
I'll arrange for someone to look after you, and in the morning, we'll have another go, alright?

Josip

Shakes, then corrects himself and nods. 

Yes!

Official 2
And remember ...under the Emperor's new rules, most people we send back.

Music (the music Josip heard at his first arrival).

The Officials take Josip's fingerprints. 

The Officials exeunt.

The sound of the outside street.
Mr Miah enters with a bowl of water for Josip to wash his hands.

Josip gives him Form B23 , then washes his hands.

He offers Josip a jacket, a toothbrush, a blanket.

The sound fades.

Mr Miah        Welcome to my home Josip. My name is Mr Miah. It is my job to look 

after you. 

Mr Miah gives Josip an old envelope with an address written on the 

back.

Here is our address in case you get lost, number 15, but everybody

knows where to find me. Just ask for the Bakery. Tomar buk lakseni, 

are you hungry?

Josip               (Shakes his head carefully)
No…thank you.

Mr Miah
You're tired. We'll talk in the morning. Sleep well. Welcome to the city of Bread.

Mr Miah exits.

Scene 5 
"Now"


Josip

Josip is alone, isolated in the space

.

He produces his m'bira and plays quietly for a moment.

I am boy from nowhere

 
I am small thought 

in big place,

 
in hidden corner of  big city 

that is never still, 

never quiet

(M'bira very briefly again)

The bakery never sleeps. 

In the smallest moment of night 

I hear damp yeast rising 

in the baker's cupboard, 

a promise for tomorrow

My thoughts rise, 

they swell, 

they feed on air around them,

never still, never quiet,

 

as I lie here alone, awake, 

a boy from nowhere in a small room.  

(The sound of a wind in the distance)

(Shivers)
A tiny sound is 

working its way around 

the narrow streets of the city 

like a clever wind coming this way.…

I can hear the wind-sound 

rubbing its back against the 

brick wall, 

tapping at the window, 

looking for me…

(Sound of glass window breaking)

The glass cracks, 

shatters all over the bed, 

and the wind reaches in, 

the wind grabs my thoughts and tosses them out into the night…


Everything hangs in the air for a moment, 

(Sound of wind in street)
then the wind tugs me up, 

up above the narrow streets, 

floating above the city like a thin angel, 

I'm stretching my thin arms towards the east, 

looking for dawn, sunlight, 

looking for my father, 

looking for my mother, 

but as the sun rises in the east 

a grey shadow rises also, 

a grey shadow lifting its head and looking towards me with cruel eyes as it moves towards me,… 

(Distant sound of birds of prey circling)

Down below, 

children are laughing in the street 

jumping on my shadow as I reach towards them, 

but they run away, 

and I hear the cold laughter behind me, 

and I feel the thin, bony hand that is flying towards me from the place I come from, 

clutching at my clothes, 

dirty fingernails scraping, scratching at my skin, pulling at my hair as I dive towards the broken window, fingernails scraping, scratching at my body....

(Sound)

Uh!  (Wakes)

(The sound of the outside street)

Grey bird scratch on window, 

It look at me with head on one side.  

Outside is full of children's laugh, 

and lorry moves slowly up street. 

I smell bread. 

Time for school!
ACT II

Scene 6
"Then and Now"

(As characters 'materialise' in the midst of each other's time frames there may be sound, steam, smoke, light, to suggest these apparitions.)

(On at least one occasion the characters will use the same utensil or implement in their work, but oblivious to each other.)

Anna enters.

Josip goes to the mirror to practice his nods and shakes.

They don't see each other, but cross each other's paths.

Anna
A scratching noise woke me up, a pigeon scratching on the window pane. I could hear laughter outside, and the sound of horse’s hooves on the cobblestones. I smelled the bread. Late for school again!


Josip exits.


Anna checks to see that the photograph is there. She can now reach it easily.

 A very brief résumé of her previous antics in the mirror, then she grabs an old school bag and exits, as Josip returns with a newer school bag, and a baseball cap,  and goes straight to the mirror.

Anna
(On way out) Late for school again!

Josip is looking in the mirror at a bruise on his head. It is tender.

Mr Miah comes in.  

Josip immediately covers up the bruise with his cap and starts  practising nods & shakes.

Mr Miah goes straight to the warm oven and removes Grandmother's dough. He is about to engage in the second stage of preparing Spice bread after the dough has risen.
Mr Miah.
Good afternoon Josip… Tumi tik asoni, how are we today? 

Josip

(Pause)
OK.

Mr Miah
Yes?

Josip 

I practice good sir, they must understand me good.

Mr Miah
…How was school today, better?

Josip 

(Brief pause)
OK.

Mr Miah
(Stops what he's doing)          Shob tik aseni, you sure? 

Josip

Mmm yes, OK…

Mr Miah
…Some of the boys still laughing at you?

Josip

Mr Miah, I no go back…

Mr Miah 
Josip, I'm afraid you must go back…

Josip

…No! I no go..

Mr Miah         …Yes, yes you must go back to school, every day, kub dorhari it's 

very important, and I insist…

Josip
…Nono, not school, not school, my country, my country…

Mr Miah
(as Josip speaks)
…ah… 

Josip
…I no want go back my country…..

Mr Miah

…yes…

Josip


…is very bad I go home to my country…

Mr Miah



…yes…

Josip
 




...bad things, please…

Mr Miah





…I know…

Josip





      … please Mr M… Mr um… 

Mr Miah 






…Miah!……

Josip 
…Mr, M,… Miah, Emperor's police, they send me back?…

Mr Miah
(Pause)    I don't know Josip …

Josip

…When they say?…

Mr Miah

…I don't know Josip. I'm sorry,  I just don't know…

Josip



…They send me back?…

Mr Miah



…I don't know Josip, maybe, we have to wait for the letter  I don't know…

Josip 
(Starts kicking the table etc) 
…No!… No!…

Mr Miah





…Josip!!…

Josip 
(Still kicking) 




…No!!…

Mr Miah
…No Josip, what do you think you're doing?… Josip!…

Josip continues kicking. 


Grandmother enters, goes to the photograph, gets it down, looks at it briefly, puts it back, goes to a chair, sits, shuts her eyes. 

Mr Miah
…Stop that right now!…

Josip 
A couple more deliberate kicks in defiance.


They face off to each other.

Mr Miah
Josip, I hope, I very much hope that you can stay. But we have to wait. We have to wait and see.…
Pause. Mr Miah decides to attend to the baking. 

He puts on Anna's apron. 



Hungry?… 

(Josip does not react)

…Josip?

Josip

Sorry Mr Miah.

Mr Miah
Yes. I am aware it has been bad for you. We just need some rules, yes?

Josip

(Brief pause)
OK.

Mr Miah
OK, good, now, are you hungry?

Josip

What you making?


Mr Miah
Aba’s spice bread. Want to help me?

Josip

(Still thinking about other things)
OK.

Mr Miah
Bala, bala, kub bala,.. [=Good,very good]   … I could do with a hand.

Josip

You make much?

Mr Miah
First we must wash of course, I'll show you exactly how…

Music.

They wash hands in a ritual fashion. Then Mr Miah divides the dough in two and puts half on the table to work with, the rest back in Grandmother's bowl.

Josip

You make much bread Mr Miah?

Mr Miah starts "knocking back" the  dough.

Mr Miah
Tik ase, tik ase, definitely, my spice bread is famous in these parts. Just like Aba made.

Josip
…Who is Aba?…

 Mr Miah
Aba is "Father" in my language

Josip
Oh, in my language Father is Baba! Aba, Baba!

Mr Miah
Really? Extraordinary! Well I suppose we all had the same word once, back in the mists of time…

Josip
(Laughing)
 Baba! Aba, Baba, Aba, Baba! 

Mr Miah
Well, anyway,… my Father, Allahi tandre behesh nosib horoka God watch over him, my Father made the bread this way, Josip if you would be so kind as to pass the spice, yes, in the jar, thank you,…  and if I don't make enough bread for my customers there'll be big trouble, big trouble, there'll be angry crowds  hammering on the door, "Give us the bread, Miah, give us the bread, or we'll chop off your head! ", seriously, we'll have to hide in the cupboard whilst they kick the door in and turn the place upside down…

Josip stops what he is doing.

Mr Miah carries on for a moment unaware.

Meanwhile, Anna enters, sees Grandmother is apparently asleep, & reaches up easily for the photograph. She looks at Grandmother again & puts the photograph in an apron pocket. She starts plaiting her hair in the mirror.

Mr Miah
(Notices that Josip has gone quiet)
What's the matter?… 

Josip

…Nothing… 

Mr Miah
…Sure?…

Josip
(Brief pause)
I hide in cupboard three days. When politz come to my house. They take my Mother and Father away.…. . (He repeats this in his own language.) Orum beede tre ditch. An politz domun bin.

Mr Miah
(Brief pause)
I see. (Brief pause) Anything else?

Josip
Nothing,… no…

Mr Miah
I see. (Brief pause) Do you want to talk about the boat? Or the camp?

Josip
No…

Mr Miah
Very well. So, this is how we do it Josip, you can sprinkle the spice gently into the dough like this.

They begin.
Anna

(Quietly)
Grandma Eva?…



Grandma opens her eyes.

G'mother
How's the dough Anna, has it risen yet?



Grandmother goes to get it. 

She is suddenly aware of Anna's hair.



What have you done to your hair?

Anna

Nothing I just thought I'd…

G'mother
…it doesn't matter,… it doesn't matter, I…

Anna 


…Grandma can we go to the train station?

G'mother
Train station? Whatever for, your apron please, help me knock back the dough.…

Anna

(Putting apron on)
…Grandma what was your home like?

G'mother
My home ?…

Anna


…Yes where you grew up…

G'mother


…Can't remember…

Anna




…Oh…Where was it, far away?

G'mother




…Not so far, but far enough.

Anna

…Don't you want to go back…

G'mother

…Why?  I should want to go back after all this time?

Anna



…Is this your home?…

G'mother
(Stops and looks at Anna again)

(Points to her heart) 


 This is home, Anna, you are my home, what on earth is the matter with you mmm?……

Grandmother goes to her. She touches Anna's hair briefly. They hug.

Josip

How long you been here?

Mr Miah
A long time, I forget, I was young, now I'm old, beshi boysh…

Josip

You go home?

Mr Miah
Me?

Josip

Why you no go home?

Mr Miah
Desh, bidesh
Josip

Desh?

Mr Miah
Desh "home", Bidesh, "away ", Desh Bidesh, which is which?

Josip 

You go back?

Mr Miah
Hoyto. Maybe, one day. 

Josip

Where your home before?

Mr Miah
My home before?  Across the seven seas and far away.

Josip

Why you come here?

Mr Miah
(Busy)

Why I came is a secret and a long story.  

Josip

Why you come here?

Mr Miah 
It is not considered polite to ask too many questions.


(Looks at Josip and notices his injury)

What have you done to your head?

Josip

Nothing…

Mr Miah
…Let me… 

Josip


…Is OK…

Mr Miah


…Let me see!…



Mr Miah takes off the apron and goes to Josip.

Grandmother is still aware that Anna's hair is different from usual. She breaks the embrace. 


Mr Miah is now carefully examining Josip's head.

G’mother
Don't put your hair like that, it's not right.
Anna

Why?…

G'mother 
Nothing…

(as she picks up the utensils that Mr Miah just put down)

Now, wash your hands please, come and help me… 

(She resumes bread making.)
Anna 

…Do I have to?…

G'mother
…yes…

Anna

…Grandma, did you come by train?..
G'mother
Train? 

Anna

…from your home?

G'mother 
When?

Anna 

…When you were a girl, did you come by train?…

G'mother
Train, yes, boat, yes why, what's with trains all of a sudden, will you please give me a hand?… 

Anna
…Oh! Oh! What's this, in my pocket?… (Produces the photograph)…  Grandma, that's strange, I didn't notice it before, I wonder where it's come from.…

G'mother
…Come on, I've nearly finished…

Anna
…Who is this Grandma? Who's this lady, is this you Grandma?


Pause.


G'mother
Where did you get that from?… 

Anna
…It fell out, from the cupboard, I mean, you must,…

G'mother
…Give it to me please…

Anna 

…you must have dropped it or something, and put it in your apron pocket, um who are these people…

G'mother
(Angry)
…Give it to me, now…

Anna




…Who are they ?…

G'mother




…Give me the photograph!… (Takes it)

Anna






…Who was she?…

Grandmother stares at her angrily. Then she returns to the chair, sits and closes her eyes, holding the photograph.

Anna

Grandma, who was she?

Mr Miah
(Getting some ointment)
Did you do this at school?

Josip

(Shrugs)

Mr Miah
Josip, answer me please…

Josip

(Shrugs)

Mr Miah
Fighting again?

Josip

No…

Mr Miah
Kick boxing ?

Josip

…Yes, yes, I remember… 
Mr Miah
…Josip how did this happen?

Josip

I fell. Ow!!!(In response to ointment)
Mr Miah
Keep still…

Anna

Grandma?…

Mr Miah
 Come on we have to sort this out… 

Josip




…No, please…
Anna





…Grandma?…



Whistle. Sound of steam train leaving station.

Josip
…Please Mr Miah, it was accident, (Going ) my fault…Mr Miah, no trouble please…


Repeat of whistle, sound of steam train leaving station.

Scene 7
"Earlier"


Banging on the wall. 

Film Train

Grandmother enters as herself aged 12 or 13, carrying a small leather suitcase, and a paper parcel. 

Official 1 enters.

He looks at her.

 G'mother
Excuse me, please...  Is this right place?

Repeat of steam train.


Official 1
Sit down, sit down, er Eva?…

G'mother
(Quietly) Thank you.

Official 1 
Make yourself comfortable.

G'mother 
Thank you…my…sister…

Official 1 

…This won't take long.

G'mother 
Thank you….my sister…outside…

Official 1 

…May I offer you a cup of tea?

G'mother 
Thank you…but…

Official 1 

…How do you take your tea?

G'mother
 Excuse please?

Official 1
 How do you drink your tea, with or without?

G'mother        Excuse please, not good I'm speaking...

Official 1 
How… do… you… drink… your… tea? 

G'mother
Tea is.... Tea.. 

Official 1
 (Writes) Applicant answered: "Tea is tea".

He smiles.

G'mother 
May I please...have… a glass water? 

Official 1
(Writing)
Applicant requested " a glass of water." Now, where have you come from Eva?

 

(She hands over  boat/train  tickets, and another document.)

Official 1
(Cursory look) Yes. Yes. Terrible business. (He looks at her)
My sympathies. Naturally. And why have you come here?

(Grandmother tenses. A memory. She doesn't look at him)

Official 1
Why have you come here? As opposed to, say... somewhere else?

G'mother 
Here because...

Official 1
Yes?

G'mother 
Because...

Official 1
Yes?…

 G'mother 
…Because no where else to go…

 Official 1
(Doubtful but not unpleasant)

Really?...

G'mother
(Puzzled, apprehensive. She shrugs)
Official 1 
(Writing on the form)

This won't take much longer, I'm so sorry to take up your time like this….


(Grandmother smiles, still uncertain.)




We have to be careful, you see, who comes in, who stays, it's a tricky business, very delicate, a balancing act, and we can't be too careful,

(Looks up)
 I'm sure you understand.…

G'mother

…Yes, yes, …

Official 1
(Signs a paper)
…Well, that will be all. For now.… 



(Returning documents and giving an address)

…Here's an address to go to for tonight, it's a bakery so you'll find it warm and cosy, No 15 on the left hand side…

(Already going)

…good luck, young lady. And welcome on behalf of the Emperor and the people.…

(He is going)

G'mother
Thank you, but…

Official 1
Yes?…

Official is exiting.


Sound of whistle again. 

Josip arrives, angry. He goes to the mirror and starts practising kick boxing in front of it.

G'mother
My sister.…What will happen to sister?



(Official has gone)

Steam train departs station.

Music. 

Scene
8
"Now meets Then"

(In the following scene the characters have very clear pathways through the space. Some of these coincide with or repeat each other, others are "distinctive".)

Grandmother exits.

Anna arrives and goes to the dough. She starts shaping it. 

Josip leaves the mirror and goes to the dough.

Anna leaves the dough and goes to the mirror.

Josip flattens the dough in his anger.

Anna performs a brief exaggerated version of her mirror antics, then returns to the dough to find it has been moved and changed in shape. She looks around her slowly, then shrugs it off.

Josip has passed her on the way, and now performs a brief exaggerated nodding and shaking parody of himself in the mirror. He revolves the mirror through 360 degrees and returns  to the dough.

Anna returns to the mirror, and finds herself caught up in Josip's nodding and shaking action. She revolves the mirror 360 degrees.

Josip finds the dough has changed and looks around him slowly, then shrugs it off.

Anna

Grandma?…



Josip senses something and goes towards the mirror.

Josip

Mr Miah?

Josip is caught up in Anna's mirror action, revolves the mirror again,  then tears himself away.

Anna has sensed something, picks  up the dough and carries it around the room as if it was a dangerous object.



Josip has taken it off her without realising it.

Music

They are both aware of an unseen force in the room, and try to take charge of the dough, the mirror, the space.

Finally, Anna slowly climbs through the mirror.

They see each other. 

Anna

(Screaming. Calling off)
Grandma!

Josip

(Screaming)


Baba! Mama!
Anna

Grandma!!

They run around the room in terror, but cannot escape from each other.  Pause.

Anna

What… are… you… doing?

Josip

Ho viche Josip, en vazdec du?
Anna

…Leave me alone or I'll call the police.

Josip
(Nodding his head)
…Ne…(Shaking his head)No, please no politz,… 

Ne politz, is OK, is OK ne politz…

(Pause)

Anna

What are you doing with my Grandmother's bread?

Josip

I… making bread, what you do?

Anna

Excuse me!

Josip

Excuse please?

Anna

How did you get in here?

Josip

Through door, how you?

Anna

I was here already, where's Grandma?

Josip

Who?

Anna

…Where's my Grandmother?

Josip

I not know "Granmother"…

Anna

…What have you done with my Grandma?

Josip

(Shrugs. Showing dough.)
I make to eat…

Anna
(Shocked)
Oh my god… you're a Werewolf,…  you're a Werewolf and you've eaten you've eaten my Grandma! Grandma! Grandma! 

(Picks up a heavy object as a weapon)

Josip
Wolf? Wolf, yes, I know "Little …Red … Hiding”, good story,  I know this story from my country " Rojo Capon Itse". Ha ha, me a Werewolf hahaha!

Anna

…Stop it! How did you get in?

Josip
I been here for hour. Where you come from? Door shut, I always locking door on my own. Haha me Werewolf, (Howls) "Ahooooooow"!!!

Anna

Stop it!

Josip

"Ahooooooow"!!!

Anna

Stop it!

(Pause)
Josip

You ghost?

Anna

That's not funny.

Josip

…You a ghost in my kitchen, dazvitsa rojde [the devil get rid of you]
Anna

…There are no ghosts silly…

Josip
…Yes, yes, big ghosts in my country, stories from forests, I know is true…

Anna

…I'm real, you're the ghost if there is one…

Josip

…I think, no  (Pinches himself) Ow, no, I no ghost

Anna

How do you know?

Josip

…It hurt that's how! Let me see if you a ghost…

Anna

…No don't touch me or I'll scream!…

Josip

…It’s Ok, it’s OK, I just touch arm…



(Slight pause)

Anna

Very well…

Josip

(Touching her arm gently. She flinches)
No you real, I real…

Anna

But the door was locked. 

Josip

…Why you mess about with my bread.

Anna

I beg your pardon?

Josip

Every time I put,… stuff…er…duff…

Anna

… dough…

Josip


…dough stuff down it move…

Anna

…Same here…
Josip
…I know something strange this place, I know ghosts something, or just other people this place at other time, back forward, er, pasts, future, innit.…

Anna

That's what my Grandma said.

Josip

She say?…

Anna
…She said she could smell other people's cooking in the oven, as if it was still fresh, like they were spirits in the same place, making different things but belonging here just the same

Josip

(Goes to oven)

Is maybe, I dunno…sssh!

Anna

(Joins him listening at the oven door)

What?…

Josip
… ssh, I hearing something, listen, "Let me out, let me out of Wolf, help help, he cook me up for eating baddy wolf" (Jumps up at her) Ahooooooow!!! Ahooooooow!!!

Anna

Stop it!

Josip

Hahahaha! So what your name?

Anna

What's yours?

Josip

Josip, I tell already.

Anna

Why can't you talk properly, where do you come from anyway?

Josip

Nowhere.

Anna

Nowhere? You can't come from nowhere…

Josip

Yes, I boy from nowhere…

Anna
(Playful)
Alright smarty pants, this is my home, not yours, I don't know where you come from, I don't know when you come from, and I don't care because I want you out before I call the police, understand, you've …outstayed your welcome…

Josip

…No politz…

G'mother
(From off)
Anna?

Anna

Go away…

Josip

How? I here, you going some place…

Anna
…Go away, she mustn't see you…

Josip

Where I go, how I go?,  OK try mirror, make ghost magics…

They are both caught between turning the mirror and constantly reshaping the dough according to how they think it should be.

Mr Miah 
(From off)
Josip!
G'mother
(From off)
Anna?

Josip

Mr Miah?

They look in the mirror again but can't see each other. 

Josip

Anna?

Anna

Josip?… (pronounced  incorrectly)

(Josip exits looking around him as he goes.)

(Anna looks around her.)

…Josip?…

Music.

Scene 9
"Then and Now" 

In silence Grandmother enters and goes to the table,  puts on the apron and gets the baking tray ready.

Anna gets the dough out. She daren't say anything.

Grandmother makes four long sausages of dough on the bread board. She starts plaiting the strips of dough.

She starts to sing her Niggun.

She stops, overcome.

G'mother
One piece for each of us. Plaited like hair and holding each other for ever.

Anna
I'm sorry I took your photo Grandma.

G'mother
Things were very bad…My parents put us.... my sister…
(She wipes her hands and produces the photograph )

Anna

Sister?

G'mother 
…this is her here look, I can see you in her already even though she's a little older… 

Anna

Why?…

G'mother 
Why what darling?

Anna 
Why were things bad?

G'mother
Well, that's all history now, I was scared, they just put us on the train. 



(Sound of steam train, whistles)

(Grandmother takes Anna's hand. For a moment they become the young sisters at the station)

Father takes the photograph at the station. Mother is holding all her feelings in look, see how tightly she is holding on to her handbag. Look at her face, lips all tight, she knows what's going to happen.

Anna

But they're both smiling, why are they smiling, I want to cry…

G'mother
Sssh Anna, smile for the camera. Smile for Mama and Papa. 
Anna

Why can't they come with us?

G'mother
It's not allowed, don't cry yet, wait till we go into the tunnel, then we can cry… 


(Sound ceases. They are in the present again)

(She continues plaiting the dough)

Now…you have to be very careful with the dough now, or it will come out all wrong… and then the stories won't come out right will they?

Anna
Your sister, what was her name? Why have you never told me about her?

G'mother
Her name was Anna. Like you. Did I never tell you? Just like you…


(Silence)
It was her birthday, the 27th. I hate the 27th. We left in such a hurry that we left her papers behind, her passport,  I can see it now sitting on the table by the front door,… 

(Sound of horses and carriages, maybe a tram)

…on a small dark table next to an elephant foot hat stand, she gives them to me so she can do up the buttons on her coat, it's a cold day, Anna, do your coat up, give me your passport I'll hold it for you, but I put the passport down by mistake just as we're leaving, and I forget it, it's my fault we leave her passport behind... Father says "Have you got everything" as he closes the door. It's my fault. It's my fault…

(Sound ceases)

See, what a story for this loaf of bread, eh? 

Anna

What happened?

G'mother
What happened was, when we got here my Anna didn't have her passport, so …they sent her back. It was my fault Anna…

Anna
…Sent her back? What happened to her when they sent her back? Grandma?

(Grandmother repeats her earlier action of smelling something else in the oven as she opens it) 
G'mother 
Sometimes  I can feel ghosts here, not unhappy ghosts like my sister or my parents, but people who've been in this room before, maybe even in the future, yes that's quite possible,… 

Anna





…the future?…

(Mr Miah passes through with a bowl of steaming rice. He stands 

eating it in front of Grandmother, but they are oblivious of each other)

G'mother 






…sometimes as I open the oven I can smell strange fragrances, strange aromas, as if other people are using the oven to bake bread when I'm not looking, sometimes other smells, cooking smells, cooking from the heart of a family, delicate rice, roasting potatoes, but mostly bread, other people's bread, and it feels as if someone is always in my shadow, and I'm in theirs…

Anna
…well, actually…

G'mother 
(To Anna)
…and when I bake the story bread for you child, when we break the bread open, there are other stories I didn't know about, as if someone has slipped something into the yeast and strangely enough Anna, what the ghosts put into my bread is what makes it taste so good, but then… I expect I'm getting old, I'm losing my marbles…

Anna

…Grandma…



(Josip enters, kick boxing noisily and goes to the mirror.



Grandmother is unaware of him)

Anna

(To Josip)
What are you doing here?



(Josip reacts.)

G'mother
I'm trying to finish this bread, if only you'll let me…

Anna
(To Grandmother)…No I mean, oh, no it's alright Grandma… 

(To Josip)
Go away will you?…

G'mother





…Pardon!

(Josip is still kick boxing around the room. 
He makes his way to Grandmother, who can't see or hear him)

Anna



…no,  I ……mean…


(Josip moves something out of Grandmother's  way)








…Grandma…

G'mother
What? I'm sure I just… you see all these memories just upset and confuse me, some things one shouldn't talk about…

(Josip picks up a bag of flour and puts his hand in, preparing to toss flour over her)

Anna

No!…

G'mother
(Glazes  bread with egg and adds poppy seeds prior to baking.)

…No what?…

Anna

…Don't, please…

G'mother
…What do you mean "don't", if I don't put it in now, it'll go dry..



(She bends down to the oven)

(Josip throws flour all over her)

G'mother 
What are you doing child! 

Anna

Nothing it wasn't me…

G'mother

…Don't lie to me!…

(Josip puffs flour out of the bag, as if there is a mouse inside)

G'mother
No, no not a mouse, please, where is it Anna, not a mouse please…

(They both stand on chairs and scream, Josip does the same. Then he makes as if to break an egg on Grandmother's head…)

Anna

No!!! Please don't…
G'mother
…What's happening?
(Josip teases Anna with the egg over Grandmother’s head)

Anna

(laughs despite herself)
…Stop it!…

(Josip smashes the egg over Grandmother’s head)

Josip

Ahoooow!!  Ahooooooow!!!

Grandmother can’t believe she has been covered in raw egg. She goes to pick up a tea towel to wipe herself down, but Josip makes it float across the room, he dances it around Grandmother. She stands stock still.

Anna

Stop it… (laughs)…stop it now Josip!…

Josip 

…She can't see me, she can't see me …

Anna

…No…Stop it…

Josip

…Ahoooooow!

Everything subsides as they look at Grandmother. 

She wipes herself down, removes the apron and goes to the mirror to straighten up .She stares into the mirror.  After a moment she returns to the bread as if nothing had happened. Anna and Josip look at each other.

Josip goes closer and mirrors all her actions, like a shadow.

 Anna giggles. Grandmother is apparently oblivious to Josip.

Then she grabs Josip.

G'mother
Got you!…
The children scream and scream.

Film & Sound of an ocean going vessel and tugs docking.

ACT III

Scene 10
"Between Now and Then"

Sound of knocking on the wall

Mr Miah, younger, makes an entry through the wall, in a similar 
manner to the others  earlier, but with less apparent effort. 

It has been raining. He has an umbrella.

The others exit.

Mr Miah
(to audience)
50 years ago I step ashore in promised land. I have been at sea for many months. I am not yet steady on my feet. Why do I remember this today?



Officials 2 & 3 arrive. They wear campaign medals.

Official 2
Ah, Mr Miah…Raining again? You'll have to get used to our damp weather I'm afraid.

Mr Miah
In my country it rains non-stop for three months every year. Also, I have been at sea for three years, where, of course, the water is extremely damp indeed.
Official 2
Yes,… of course… 

Official 3
…We have carefully considered your application Mr Miah. There are just a few questions before we can make any decision as to whether you may stay in our country, do you understand?

Mr Miah
Yes, yes, of course I understand.

Official 2
Good.… (Looks at Official 3).

Official 3
Mr Miah, you have done great service to the Empire during the war. I see from your file that, like my colleague here in fact, you were awarded the Emperor's gold medal for bravery.… 

Mr Miah produces the medal in a box.

Mr Miah
…Yes, yes, it was an honour to serve the Emperor at sea…

Official 3
…and without, …yes congratulations,… without your…contribution to the war effort, and the contribution of your fellow country men, we could not have survived and triumphed.… 
Mr Miah 
…Yes Madam. Many men of my village died fighting for the Emperor in the war. Many drowned at sea. Without such a medal. Already nobody remembers this, which I am thinking is perhaps a shame all in all.

Official 3
(Looking at a document)
…We note that you have been offered work, at least of a temporary nature, for, I believe, six months, is that correct?
Mr Miah 
Yes Madam, I have been offered work, I can start at the bakery this evening if you give me… “green light”!…

Official 2
…We also note however that you have a large family, many relatives relying on you at…er home, your… country of origin, parents, uncles, cousins, people like that…

Mr Miah
(Delighted, produces photographs to show)

…yesyes, I'm afraid these photos are a little old of course, my… nephew, my brother, my… beloved parents…

Official 3
(Ignoring photographs)
…Are you intending to bring all these people to this country?
Mr Miah
(Puzzled)

Official 3
…Are you intending to bring your family here to stay? There is only so much work, land, food Mr Miah… there must be a limit to the Emperor's generosity …(Smiles)…You are a man of the sea Mr Miah,… we cannot allow the 'tide' to come in  and drown our land, can we?…

Mr Miah
Nononono, I myself intend to stay, only for a very short time, perhaps, a year or two at most, before returning to my village, to my people. I will be a guest merely, a hard working guest here, my hands will be busy here, my heart will be busy at home…
(To audience)

Josip's letter will come today. Why do I think of the past? Why do I recall the day I arrived? Because Josip's letter comes today. The new Emperor's decision. 

(The Officials leave)

(Mr Miah finalises his dough in preparation for baking)

I have helped to make this country, in my small way. I was a stranger, now I am at home. I have been in this land for nearly 50 years. I came, I stayed, I made bread, spice bread like my father Allahi tandre behesh nosib horoka, I stayed, 10 years became 20 until I no longer knew where home was, desh, bidesh, I lost touch with my family, life slipped through my fingers, but this was home.  Nowadays a stranger is no longer welcome in this place. If I arrived here today they would not let me in. And the new Emperor would never taste the delights of my spiced bread.

(Mr Miah puts the letter in a prominent position.)

No…I cannot open it. I 'm afraid of what it will say. 

Josip enters. He kick boxes at the mirror.

Grandmother enters and goes to the table.

Scene 11
"Then & Now"


Grandmother puts her bread in the oven to cook.



Mr Miah puts his bread in the oven to cook.

G'mother
Have another piece of toast Josip, try the cherry jam.

(Mr Miah exits)

Josip

Thank you Grandmother lady.

G'mother
Tomorrow I'll make bread from your country Josip,  the flat bread, I found a recipe in the library, it won't be the same as your Mother… well, I'll try to make it,  do my best to make you feel at home…


Josip's music is heard.
Josip has stopped eating. He is very still. Grandmother looks at him.
Anna enters.

G'mother
Hello Anna.

Anna

…Can I have some toast please?

G'mother
It's nearly dinner time,…

Anna

…But… Josip's having some…

G'mother

…Just a small piece then…

Anna


… That's not fair he's taken the last two cherries, there's only runny stuff left…

Josip


…Sorry Anna, I have enough now…

G'mother


…I can make some more tomorrow…

Anna




…That's not fair…

Josip





…Have some mine…
Anna






…no thanks, it's got your spit on it…

Josip

…I cut off for you, is plenty for both…

Anna


…I don't want your spitty toast Josip…

G'mother


…Anna!…

Anna



…It's not hygienic…
Josip




…Why you stroppy Anna?

Anna




…it's not hygienic smartie pants, it's not clean, it's got germs on it, I don't want toast with someone else's germs on it…

Josip
…I go back to Mr Miah's time easy, if you no want me, I go back now Grandmother …

G'mother
…I'm sorry Josip, Anna does want you to come here as often as you like, … 

Anna
… No I don't…
G'mother 

… visit us through the mirror whenever you like…

Anna


…Who's side are you on Grandma?…

G'mother



…I'm not on anybody's side…

Anna 




…Anyone would think he belongs here not me, you don't know how to make Story bread do you, so you don't belong here… 

G'mother
…Anna!…

Josip
…I can learn quick make Story bread, I show you. I also making Spice bread with Mr Miah, same place, same cooker stupid panties…

Anna



…Stupid yourself…

G'mother




…Anna, stop it now…

Anna 






… why…

G'mother






…Because I…

Anna 







…I don't want to stop, you can't make me stop I'm not a baby, and you're not my parents…

G'mother 

…That's enough!…

Anna 


… No, if I say anything you just tell me to be quiet, this is my home and I don't want to share it with anyone else, I don't want a stupid 'boy from nowhere' in here messing up my things and spoiling them, and then I get the blame for the mess…

G'mother 






…No you don't…
Anna 
…Yes I do, it's always like that, you tell me to behave like an adult, but you don't treat me like an adult, you treat me like a baby…

Josip

…I'm sorry I in your way Anna, I go now Gran'ma…

G'mother 

…You're not in her way…

Anna



…She's not your "Gran'ma", she's not your Grandma!…

G'mother
…Anna…

Anna
…you've stolen my Grandma you nasty foreign boy…

G'mother


…Anna that's enough…

Anna




…No…

G'mother 




…Will you let me speak…
Anna 
…No you let me speak, I hate you, both of you…

G'mother 
…Stop it …

Anna 


…No you stop it…

Josip


…Please, stop,… 

G'mother 

…Don't interfere Josip, we have to sort this out..
Josip





…Please both you two…

Anna





…You both think you're so special because you got kicked out from somewhere else, because you had a hard time and lost your parents…

G'mother 



…Anna…

Anna 




…you think I've got to be nice to you both, because you nearly drowned in the sea, and you lost your sister…

G'mother 








…Anna…

Anna
…you think I've got to be nice to you both, don’t you, but I don't, this is my place my place… 
Sound of aircraft landing,  as before.


Grandmother is very still.


The sound of harsh voices, as before.

Josip
(As at beginning of the play)
I am… boy from nowhere…


Anna kicks out.

The sound of the window breaking, as before, repeatedly. 

G'mother
Anna!…

Anna going to the oven, opens it, burns herself, appears to tip the bread out on the floor.

Anna
I hate your stupid story bread…
G'mother
(Picking it up)

Stop that you ungrateful child…

Anna
…What for, I didn't ask to be your granddaughter, I didn't ask to be here, nobody asked me, I didn't want to be dumped here with you and your horrid grey hair and stupid precious Story bread…

G'mother
That's enough, now!…

Anna
No!

Josip
…Please, odvitze nam, vitze, please…

G'mother

…Anna…

Anna



…No…

(Mr Miah enters & goes straight to the mirror, oblivious of the others)

Josip

…Please both you two…

(Mr Miah removes his campaign  medal from its box and pins it on himself)
…I fank you for letting me be here. I know is difficult. Please, I not bein' rude, please, I fank you, but I did not want to come 'ere. I did not want to come 'ere dis country. I wanta be in my home an' appy. I not come from "nowhere"… Is sad, yeah?, my joke, I try forget where I come from, the badness, I try to forget the music of my fahvver and the cooking of my muvver, if I 'ear the music I jus' cry, if I smell the food I jus' cry, but my heart still is there I leave everything behind, I bring nuffingk, I shamed I bring nuffingk to give, but I 'ad to come, there nowhere else to go, so I do best I can to be not 'ere, invisible, not  make trouble, but I cannot go back, if I go back I swallowed up by grey cold cloud, it squeeze my life away, it choke me like it choke my family, if I not wanted here I go other place, I don't know where…

Josip cries. 

Grandmother goes to Josip.
Anna exits.
Mr Miah goes to the table and sits.

He places the letter in front of him. 

Josip and Grandmother leave.
Anna goes to the mirror. She plaits her hair.

Scene 12 
"Then Visits Now"
Mr Miah
Some people say that everything is possible. That the power is here. In our imaginations, and in our hands. Others say that the power is above. That what will be will be. 

He reads the letter. 

He washes his hands in a ritual fashion.

He sings.


Mr Miah stops singing. 

Anna picks up a musical strand from Mr Miah or sings Grandmother's song.


They exchange musical motifs, apparently unaware of each other.

Then Anna goes to sit down at the table. 

She looks at Mr Miah.

He stops singing.

Anna

I'm sorry, I didn't mean to interrupt you sir.

Mr Miah
You are welcome here young lady.

Anna

I came through the…

Mr Miah
…Ami dehsi… I see…



(Pause)

Anna

Have you been crying?

Mr Miah
It is considered impolite to ask too many questions.

Anna
I haven't asked you any yet.

Mr Miah
True.

Anna
Adults only want to answer questions when it suits them.

Mr Miah
Perhaps also true.  

Anna
…Adults only want us to ask the questions that they want to answer.

Mr Miah
True again. I assume you've come to find out what will happen to Josip?

Anna
No! I've come to get away from them.

Mr Miah
I see.

Anna
Two's company, three's a crowd.

Mr Miah
I see.

Anna
Grandma doesn't want to talk to me any more, she just sits there waiting for Josip to come through the mirror, then she stuffs him with food, and talks to him instead of me, she's not interested in anything I have to say anymore it's all "poor Josip, just a minute Anna, have some more toast Josip, finish all the jam, have two spoons full of sugar in your tea, how do you like your tea Josip, is it too hot is it too cold for you"…


Pause.

Mr Miah
Can I offer you some tea…Anna?

Anna
No thank you.  
(Pause)
What will happen to Josip?

Mr Miah
He will be sent back. The Emperor's police will come for him soon, maybe next week, and send him back, they will take him to the airport and send him back…

Anna



…Why?…

Mr Miah
Why? They do not believe his story. They think he is making it up. They do not believe he spent three days in the sea with no water. They do not believe what happened to him in the refugee camp. They do not believe he is in danger, or frightened. They believe he is only here for the "jam", Anna. They believe he is here because he wants your jam.

Anna
What do you think Mr Miah?

Mr Miah
(Getting up from the table)
I think I must make my bread, or I will have angry customers. I have a busy night ahead. I will need to speak with Josip. At some point. Not yet. If you will excuse me.


He goes to the mirror, removes his medal and puts it in the box.

Anna
Mr Miah, I brought you a present, some honey to put on your bread.…


…I don't know if it goes with Spice bread…


She puts it on the table and goes to the oven to check the bread. 

Josip enters in high spirits, kick boxing.

Anna 
(Oblivious to Josip)
Grandma's Story bread.… Mr Miah's Spice bread.…(Breathing in the aromas)
Mmmmmm!… 

Anna exits.

Mr Miah is waiting to tell Josip.

Scene 13
"Now"

Josip
‘Awright, Mr Miah, awright!…

Mr Miah
You’re late, Josip, it’s nearly  half past… 

Josip
…Safe, safe, Mr Miah, we missed the bus, right?…

Mr Miah

…Who is "we" Josip?…

Josip


… Jim, Devern, Iqbal, we ‘ad such a larf, Mr Miah, right, this boy from Year 9, right, let off a stink bomb on the bus, right, and we was like throwin’ up and laughin’, right, and the bus driver come upstairs  and say "what's goin' on then", and I say "Nuffink mate", and he looks at me and says "Where you come from then sunshine?"…and then Iqbal say "He's coming from the Bakery, No 15 on the left hand side, innit", and Devern he say "Dwan warry 'bout 'im man, he de buoy fram noweair", then we jump off the bus and we run, laughin’, laughin’, I fell over laughin’… 

(Sound of children laughing in stairwell)

…my friends, they’re safe Mr Miah innit… 

Mr Miah
Josip…

Josip

Yes Mr Miah?

Pause.


Mr Miah
I have some bad news…

Music
Scene 14
"Now & Forever"


(At the beginning of this scene each performer will move through a series or "loop" of actions, which repeats itself and/or develops as a ritual meal is set on the stage).

(The sense is of very individual people's experiences running concurrently but separately in the space, with moments of essential contact with other characters, usually through the intermediary of an object.)

Grandmother, then Mr Miah, then Josip appear through the wall, exactly as they did earlier in the play.

The table is gradually laid for a feast.

This action loop has the sense of being created, broken down and created again:

(The following loop is roughly what happened in the first tour):

Anna lays place settings for her and Grandmother, opposite each other.

Mr Miah lays for himself at right angles to them.

Grandmother arranges and places a chair.

Anna sits.

Mr Miah lays a place setting for Josip.

Josip takes up the fourth space and sits.

Josip smiles at Anna.

They are all coming together.

Anna removes Josip's place setting angrily and leaves the table.

Josip leaves the table.

Mr Miah lays a place setting for Josip,  and so on.

Finally after approximately four loops the table is set, with candles, bread:

Mr Miah brings Spice Bread to the table.

Grandmother brings Story Bread to the table.

Anna brings flat bread to the table.

Josip is standing alone.

They look at Josip.

He shakes his head slowly.

Anna goes to him.

He nods his head slowly and joins them at the table.

They wash hands in a ritual fashion.

They light candles in a ritual fashion.

They sit.  

Grandmother invites Josip to break open the Story bread.

G'mother
Why do we break the bread with our hands Anna?

Anna

So as not to kill the stories Grandma.

G'mother
And why do we eat the bread whilst it is still warm?

Anna

To give us the warmth of life.

Mr Miah invites Anna to break open or cut the Spice Bread.
Mr Miah
Josip, why do I tear the bread like this?

Josip

So the spices can fill our home with richness, Mr Miah.

Josip offers the Spice Bread around.

Mr Miah
And what do the spices remind us of young man?

Anna

(Puts her hand up)
…I know, I know Mr Miah!…

G'mother
(Smiling)
Anna!…

Mr Miah
Yes Anna?



(Pause)

Anna

What was the question? I forgot, sorry…

Mr Miah
What do the spices remind us of Anna?

Anna 
…The spices remind you of your home, bidesh, I mean, desh … and they are the richness of what you brought to this land.

Josip
(Nods)

Desh, Bidesh…
Anna 
(Apologetic)…but I still don't like the taste I'm afraid…

Mr Miah
Anna, let me tell you a little secret… I don't like bread at all, never touch the stuff, much prefer rice…

Anna
But you're a baker!

Mr Miah
(Shrugs)
Ham, hamu a job's a job!

Brief loud knocking " from the front door".
Josip
What's the time?

Mr Miah
They're early.

Anna
No!…


Grandmother gets up from the table, walks towards the "front door" and calls off.

G'mother
Go away! It's not time yet. Go away and leave us in peace!


(She returns to the table)


Come on. We must eat.…


They eat in silence for a moment.


Knocking from the street.

They begin eating as if their lives depend on it.

Knocking.

They stop.

Knocking stops.

Josip

I get my bag Mr Miah.

Anna

I'll help you.

Josip
(Hint of accusation)
No. I’m on my own now, innit. 

(Silence. Anna is crying)

…OK, yeah, cool, you help me Anna.



Josip and Anna exit to get his bag from within.

G'mother
(Looking at the photograph of her and Anna as children) 

Well Mr Miah?…


Mr Miah
Some people say that everything is possible Madame. That the power is here. In our imaginations, and in our hands. Others say that the power is above. That what will be will be. 



Knocking.

Grandmother sings quietly.

She moves the [cooker & table]  as if to block ingress from the street. 

G'mother
Come on, it's help I'm needing, not an audience…

Mr Miah helps her with the barricade.

Knocking stops.

G'mother
Mr Miah…whatever happens, look after Anna for me, yes?

Mr Miah
(Brief pause) 
Yes Madame…

Intermittent knocking where appropriate. 

Sound / Music underneath the dialogue.

Anna
(Off)
Grandma,  Grandma! 

G'mother
Good, lock the front door …

Anna and Josip are entering with a small bag.

Mr Miah goes out to check the "front door".

Anna
…Grandma,  Grandma, there’s people fighting, down in the street… they’re trying to stop the Emperor’s men from coming up the stairs…

Josip

Mr Miah?…

Anna

Grandma, what are you doing?…

G'mother
…Josip, come here…



Mr Miah returns.
Josip

…Mr Miah…Baba? Dad?… Dad?…

Anna

…Grandma…

G'mother
…Come on Josip, they'll have to take me first, get under the table…quickly!…

Anna

…Grandma, what are you doing?…

Grandma
(Pushing Josip under the table, then getting on the top).

They'll have to take me first!… If they want to take Josip, they'll have to take me first.… I may be losing my marbles Anna, but I'm not losing another child to the Emperor's men. If anything happens to me, Mr Miah will look after you…

Anna
… Grandma, please, they'll take you too Grandma, they'll take both of you…

Josip
(Comes out from under the table) …Dad? Dad?…Stop Grandmother lady, please…Dad, stop her please…
G'mother
(As Mr Miah is embracing Josip, then returning him to Grandmother)

 …Don't say anything Josip…I should have done this for my sister 50 years ago… …we'll show them…come on now…


Grandmother pushes Josip under the table again.

Anna
…Stop it Grandma, stop it…


Anna tries to stop Grandmother standing on the table. They tussle.


Grandmother embraces Anna, then pushes her towards Mr Miah.

G'mother
I love you Anna…Go with Mr Miah…I should have done this for my sister.…

Anna

…What about me Grandma?…what's going to happen to me?…

(Mr Miah pulls Anna away from the barricade and back to safety)

…what about me Grandma?…

Mr Miah
The power is here, in our hands and in our imaginations…


Mr Miah pins on his medal.

Knocking & banging.

Grandmother sings as she stands on the barricade. 

She brandishes the photograph.

Mr Miah joins them at the barricade and sings. He is trying both to support Grandmother and to keep an eye on Anna.

Josip sings from under the table.


Knocking and banging.
Anna
…Grandma, the Emperor’s men,… 

G'mother

…Come on then, come and get me if you dare!…

Anna


…The Emperor's men they’ll… 

G'mother



…this is for you too Anna, this si for you…

Anna




…they'll take you Grandma, not just Josip, they'll take you too, Grandma, Grandma,…

G'mother
(To the Emperor’s men)
…Come on then, komma dee hier…
Anna
…Grandma , please, come down, Mr Miah, Josip, what am I going to do?…what's going to happen to me?…

Josip comes out from under the table and starts dancing and gesticulating in the direction of the "front door".

Grandmother is gesticulating and shouting on the table top.

 Mr Miah and Josip are singing and dancing defiantly.

G'mother
…Come on then you lot, vechez hoch damin, come and take him away, come and take him if you dare…
Anna

…Grandma, what am I going to do?…
G'mother

 …Komma deee hier en vechez hoch damin!…

Anna


…Grandma!……Grandma!…

Film & Sound - The Emperor's men arrive.

The sound of breaking glass, very loud and close.

The End.
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