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SYNOPSIS

Krasny mlady obludy

Od narozeni k dospivani. Od pfezivani k osvobozeni. Vypravéni ¢trnactiletého
Williama s détskou mozkovou obrnou. ,Willy, Willy, kolecka ti kvili!“ volaji na Williama
jeho kamaradi. Willy je trochu jiny nez ostatni kluci v jeho véku. Nékdo tomu fika
,yjimecny“, vétSina tomu fika ,hendikepovany“ nebo ,postizeny”“... Ostatni ho krmi,
davaji mu napit, chodi s nim na zachod, Cisti mu zuby, ukladaji ho do postele... a on
sedi cely den na voziku, nemuaze hybat rukama a ani mluvit. Chudacek? Obluda?
Guma? Mrzak? William neni ani jedno z toho. | pfes své fyzické postizeni, je
mentalné naprosto zdravy a svlj hendikep bere s humorem a nadhledem.

Young Beautiful Monsters

From birth to emancipation. From survival to liberation. The story of a fourteen-year-
old William afflicted with Cerebral Palsy. His friends call him “Willy, Willy, Wheeling!”
William is a bit special, not like boys of his age. Some call it “extraordinary”, most just
say “handicapped” or “disabled” ...People feed him, help him drink, take him to the
restrooms, brush his teeth and put him to bed...he spends all day sitting in a
wheelchair, he can’t move his arms or talk. A poor boy? A monster? A vegetable? A
cripple? William is none of these. Despite his physical disability he is mentally
absolutely fit and takes his handicap with a sense of humour and stays on top of
things.



WILLIAM:

Ahoj, ja jsem Willy.

Teda, moje madma mi fikd Willy.

Kamosi mi fikaj ,,Willy, Willy, kolecka ti kvili.*

Ve skutec¢nosti se jmenuju William.

V Americe fikaj Williamim Bill, aby vypadali jako vétsi sympat’aci.

Jako Clinton, Bill Clinton, to zni lip, ne?
Tady je Bill dost naprd.

Je to jako Kostik Billy z ty pohadky.

Pro décka.

A navic si nikdo nepamatuje, co je vlastné zac.

Kamosi mi tikaj, ze mi kolecka kvili vlastné proto,
Ze jsem tak trochu jine;j.

Chépete... ja prosté nejsem...

No, nejsem jako ostatni.

Nékdo tomu tiké ,,vyjimecny*,
vetsina tomu fika ,,hendikepovany*.
Nebo ,,postizeny*.

Jako nestéZzuju si.

Krméj mé&, davaj mi napit,

chod¢j se mnou na zachod,

Cistéj mi zuby, ukladaj mé do postele

a rano m¢ budgj a oblika;.

A ja celej den sedim a koukam na dyvidycka s boxem.

Ale mohlo by to bejt horsi, Zejo...

Moh bych pracovat v tovarné nebo na stavbe,



WILLIAM:

Hi, my name’s Willy.

Actually, my mom calls me Willy.

My friends call me Wheeling.

But my real name is William.

In America, instead of William, they say Bill because it sounds nicer.
Like Clinton, Bill Clinton. It sounds nicer, right?

But here Bill kind of sucks.

It’s like Billy Bones.

It’s kids’ stuff.

Plus we never know what he is really like.

Actually, my friends call me Wheeling
Because I’m a bit special.

You know... it’s cause I‘m...

...not like everyone else.

Some say “extraordinary”,

but most just say “handicapped”.

Or “disabled”.

I’m not complaining.

People feed me and help me drink,
They take me to the restrooms,

They brush my teeth and put me to bed
And they wake me up in the morning and dress me up.

And | spend all day sitting, watching boxing matches on my DVDs.

It could be worse, you know...

| could be working in a factory or on worksite,



nebo sed¢t cely dny v kanceléfi.
Snazit se vyd¢lat co nejvic penéz

a pripravit tak o n¢ co nejvic lidi.

Nemtzu skoro ni¢im hejbat.

Jenom nohama.

Ale nohy, SBOR: Dupnes! A tlacis! Otocis! Tancis! A Zijes!

ty mam teda poradny. Dup! Tla¢! Toé! Tanci! Zij!

Kdyz mi date prostor, Dupnes, a tlacis, a tancis, a na druhou.

jsem na svym voziku kral silnic. A dupnes a tlacis a tocis a tancis!
A na druhou!

To ,,kolecka mu kvili” nevzniklo pro nic za nic.
Jasné, s holkama to neni jednoduchy.

Ale to je mi fuk.

Holky jsou stejné na nic.

Potad se jen sméjou a ji bonbony.

To mé¢ nezajima.

J& se radsi bavim s kdmoSema.

Teda bavim... jako Ze si povidame.

Teda chci fict...

Moc toho nenamluvim.

Protoze vlastné nemuzu mluvit.

Hele, ale mozek mam.
A taky mam hlasivky.
Miizu délat zvuky.
Miizu délat:
AAAAAAA!



Or in an office all day.
Trying to earn money

At making as many people as possible lose theirs.

| can barely move anything.

Except my legs.

But as for legs, CHORUS: You hit! You push! You turn! You dance! You live!
| do have great legs. Hit!Push!Turn!Dance!Live!
If you give me some space, You hit, you push, you dance, you spin.
I’m the king of the road in my wheelchair. ~ You hit and you push and you turn

and you dance! You spin!

They don’t call me Wheeling for nothing.
Ok, 1t’s not always easy with girls.

But I don’t care.

Girls are a waste of time anyway.

They just want to laugh and eat candies.
I’m not interested.

I’d rather talk with my friends.
Talk...well it’s a figure of speech.

| mean...

I don’t really talk.

In fact I can’t talk.

| have a brain though.
And vocal chords.

| can make sounds.

| can go:
AAAARGH!



Takhle.

Nebo miizu délat:
AAAAAAAL
Takhle.

Vzdycky z toho ma srandu...

...m1j brécha.

N¢ékdy za mnou ptijde do pokoje,

vyto¢i nahodny cislo

a da mi telefon k puse.

Dobre, at’ ma srandu...

Aaaaaaa!

Aaaaaaa! Aaaaaaal

AUGUSTIN: Cau, Autaku.
Zvuky klaves na telefonu
AUGUSTIN: Hele, zvoni to! Zvoni to!

HLAS V TELEFONU: Hal6?
AUGUSTIN: No tak! D¢lej, délej!
HLAS: Halo...

AUGUSTIN: Ud¢lej vobludu!
HLAS: Halo?!

HLAS: Hal6?

HLAS: Jestli to je vtip, tak neni vtipny!

AUGUSTIN: Super, Autaku!

Bracha mi fikd Aut’ak, protoZe je trochu pitome;.

Ale nebyl jsem obluda odjakZiva.
KdyZ jsem byl v maminé btise,
byl jsem docela normalni.

V klubicku, Klidnej.



Like that.

Or I can go:
AAAARGH!
Like that.

It’s hilarious...
AUGUSTIN: Hi Wee-Wee.
...according to my brother. Dial tone
AUGUSTIN: Hey, it’s ringing! It’s ringing!
Sometimes he comes in my room
And dials a random number
Then puts the phone up to my mouth.
VOICE ON THE PHONE: Hello?
AUGUSTIN: Come on! Do it, do it!

VOICE: Hello...
AUGUSTIN: Do the monster!
VOICE: Hello?!
So, just to make him laugh...
Aaaargh!
VOICE: Hello?

Aaaargh! Aaaargh!
VOICE: If this is a joke it’s not funny!
AUGUSTIN: Well done, Wee-Wee!

My brother calls me “Wee-Wee” because he’s a bit of an idiot.

[ wasn’t always a monster, you know.
When [ was in my mom’s womb
| was quite normal.

Rolled up in a ball, all quiet.



Prosté nenarozeny mimino.
A pak kdyz jsem ptiSel na svét...

ukazalo se, ze jsem tak GpIné nevysel.

Vystréil jsem hlavu

a hned jsem zacal vypadat jako obluda.

A tak doktor ek, Ze mam néco v mozKku...

Zrovna v mozku, to je smula, protoze ten prosté¢ mame,

I kdyZ o ném nevime.

Ptitom mozek je asi super véc.
Jen musi bejt v dobrym prosttedi, no.
Tak jako my v zivoté.
M1y mozek nebyl...
Nebyl dobfe prokrvene;.
A tak zvadnul.
SBOR: Jsou toposti-! Jsou to posti-!/ Jsou to postizeny!
To me zab!
Jsou to posti-! Jsou to posti-/ Jsou to postizeny!
Jestli budu postizenej,
to mé zab!
Radsi zemrit, nez bejt gumovej.
Jestli budu postizenej...
To mé zab! To mé zab!
Radsi zemrit, nez bejt gumovej.
To mé zab!
To mé zab... To mé zaaaaaaaab...
Doktor fek, ze mam v mozku néco,

CO Se jmenuje anorexie.
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Like an unborn baby, you know?
And when | came out...

they realized I didn’t kind of turn out right.

My head came out

And that’s when I started acting like a monster.

And so, the doctor said there was a thing with my brain...

The brain, of all things, it’s too bad, because the brain is always there

Even though we don’t know it’s there.

The brain seems so amazing,
And well, it needs to be well surrounded.
It’s like us, in real life.
My brain wasn’t...
It wasn’t filled properly with blood,
So it withered.
CHORUS: We say handi-! We say handi-! We say handicapped!
Kill me!
We say handi-! We say handi-! We say handicapped!
If | stay disabled
kill me!
1'd rather be dead than a vegetable
If | stay disabled...
Kill me! Kill me!
1'd rather be dead than a vegetable
Kill me!
Kill me.. Kill meeeeeeece...
The doctor said my brain had a thing

Called anorexia.
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Teda ne, to jsou ty hubeny.

To jsou holky, co neji, protoze si mysli, Ze jsou moc tlusty.
A pfitom jsou moc hubeny.

Vypadaj jak paratka.

Prosté. .. nerekli, Ze mam anorexii.

Ale anoxii.

Musim si to zapamatovat, jestli nechci bejt za blbce.
Protoze uz Ctrnact let, co jsem na svété, se o tom kolem mé mluvi kazdej den.
Nebo skoro kazde;.

Ucitelé, asistenti, terapeuti.

Rodice taky.

Teda, moje mama.

Protoze tata je pryc.

Teda nékde urcité je.

Ale uz neni doma.

KdyZ mama rodila...
My tata. ..
...tam chvilku byl...
...a pak odesel.
Odesel po tom, co...
...Jsem neumiel.
SBOR: Dychej. Dychej. Dyche;.
MATKA: Huuuuurgh!
PORODNI ASISTENTKA: Vyborng!
OTEC: Dyche;j, dyche;...
ASISTENTKA: Tlacte, ano, tlacte!
ASISTENTKA: Jedna!
MATKA: Huuuuurgh!
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No, that’s the skinny people.

It’s the girls that don’t eat because they think they’re too fat.
When in fact they’re too skinny.

They look like toothpicks.

Whatever...it’s not anorexia.

It’s anoxia, they said.

| have to remember that unless | want to look stupid.

Cause I’ve been around for 14 years and every single day someone mentions it.
Well almost every day.

Teachers, assistants, therapists. ..

And my parents too.

Well, my mother anyway.

Because my dad’s gone.

I mean he’s probably somewhere.

Just not at home.

When my mom gave birth to me...
My dad...
...he stuck around a bit...
...and then he left.
He left when...
..I didn’t die.
CHORUS: Breathe. Breathe. Breathe.
MOTHER: Huuuuurgh!
MIDWIFE: Very good!
FATHER: Breathe, breathe...
MIDWIFE: Push, very good, push!
MIDWIFE: One!
MOTHER: Huuuuurgh!
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OTEC: Tak, dobie, zlaticko!
ASISTENTKA: Dv¢!
OTEC: Jsem na tebe tak hrdej, lasko!
MATKA: AAAAAAAARGH!
ASISTENTKA: Tlacte!
MATKA: Aaah! ....aaaaaaah....
SBOR: Dychej. Dychej. Dyche;.
ASISTENTKA: Tady ho mame!
SBOR: Nddech! Vydech!
Protoze doktor mym rodictim fek:
DOKTOR: Musim vam fict... Ten kluk je v pékny rejzi...
SBOR: Vydech! Nadech! Vydech!
DOKTOR: Bude muset... chvilku zdstat v nemocnici.
Tak jsem chvilku ztistal v nemocnici. SBOR: Nadech
SBOR: Nddech! Vydech! Nadech!
A po deviti mésicich fek mamé a tatovi:
DOKTOR: Tak ted’ jsou dvé moznosti:
bud’ ho nechdme takhle a zemie tady nejpozdé¢ji do Sesti mésica.
Nebo odpojime vSechny pfistroje...
SBOR: Dychej!
DOKTOR: Vezmete si ho k sobé... A zemie do dvou tydnd.
SBOR: DYCHEJ!
A tak mama fekla:
MATKA: Bereme ho domti!
Béhem toho si tata myslel:
OTEC: Umfe tady, umie tady, umie tady...
Sakra! Co budeme délat?
A mama vyhréla.

A tak si mé vzali domu.
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FATHER: Very good darling!
MIDWIFE: Two!
FATHER: I’'m so proud of you honey!
MOTHER: AAAAAAAARGH!
MIDWIFE: Push!
MOTHER: Aaah! ....aaaaaaah....
CHORUS: Breathe. Breathe. Breathe.
MIDWIFE: There he is!
CHORUS: Breathe in! Breathe out!
It’s because the doctor told my parents:
DOCTOR: I have to tell you... the boy’s in a bit of a mess...
CHORUS: Breathe out! Breathe in! Breathe out!
DOCTOR: He needs to... stay in the hospital for a while.
So | stayed in the hospital for a while. CHORUS: Breathe in!
CHORUS: Breathe in! Breathe out! Breathe in!!
And after nine months, he told my mom and my dad:
DOCTOR: Well there’re two options here:
Either we leave him like this and he’ll die here in six months tops.
Or we unplug everything...
CHORUS: Breathe!
DOCTOR: You bring him home... And he dies in two weeks.
CHORUS: BREATHE!
And my mom said:
MOTHER: We’ll take him home!
Meanwhile my dad was thinking:
FATHER: He dies here, he dies here, he dies here...
Fuck! What are we going to do?
And my mom won.

So they brought me home.
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A doma...

Dny prosté plynuly.

Mozna jsem umiral,
kazdopadn¢ jsem nic necejtil.
KdyZ se na mé chodili divat,

délal jsem obludu,

abych je uklidnil a abych je pobauvil.

Moc to nefungovalo.

A po Sesti tejdnech...

Je tfeba fict, Ze tata dost pil.

OTEC: Doprdele prace, on neumira...

Neumira, sakra!

Prestan porad fiiukat!

Co budeme délat?

Nech toho, nerozumim ti ani slovo.

Co budeme délat, sakra?

Teda kdyZ byla mama téhotnd, ptestal kouftit a prestal pit.

Aby podpofil mamu.

Kterd ale koufila dal.

Dokonce ptestal mluvit sproste.
Ale jakmile jsem pfiSel ja,

zase zacal trochu pit.

Den ode dne trochu vic.
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OTEC: Je to jen kus gumy.

Jenom guma.

MATKA: Prestai!

Ja uz nevim...

Neni to Zadna obluda, je to tviij syn!

No jo, kdyZ neumird, tak neumira.



And at home...
Well, days flew by.
Maybe | was dying,
| felt nothing, anyway.
Whenever they’d come to see me
| acted like a monster
to reassure them, to make them laugh.
It didn’t work all that well.
And after six weeks...
FATHER: Fuck, he’s not dying...
He’s not fucking dying!
And stop sobbing all the time!
What are we going to do?
Stop it, I don’t understand a thing you’re saying.
What the hell are we going to do?
Ok, you have to know that my dad drank quite a bit.
Well, during the pregnancy he quit smoking and drinking.
Out of solidarity with my mom.
Who, as it turns out, continued smoking.
He even stopped swearing.
But since my birth,
He got back to drinking a bit.
A bit more each day, you know.
FATHER: He’s not even a vegetable.
Not even a vegetable.
MOTHER: Stop it!
I don’t know...
He’s not a monster, he’s your son!

Well, if he’s not dying, then he’s not dying.
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Décka jsou vzdycky jiny, nez bysme si pfedstavovali...

Nevim, co d€lat.
Bud’ zticha!

Zije no!

Co chces dé€lat? Tak co chces délat!

Ja nevim... uz nevim...

Nevim, co mame délat...

Tatu uz jsem od ty doby nikdy neslysel.
Odesel.

A mama ziistala se mnou.

Kazdej den.

Kazdou noc.

KdyZ mi byly ti1, potad jeste jsem tu byl.
A protoZe uz jsem neumiral,

doktofi mi zménili status:

Z ptezivajiciho na DMO,

détska mozkova obrna.

DMO mi ptijde v pohodé.
I kdyZ anglicky by to znélo lip: Dy Em Ou.
Mamu to taky uklidnilo.
Uz jsem nebyl obluda, byl jsem postiZzene;.
Tak jsme zacli chodit ven.
A j& pochopil, pro€ radsi zistdvala doma.
SBOR: O, chuddcek... Hanba! Je to obluda
O, chuddcek... Hanba! Je to obluda
Pfitom si myslim, Ze kdyZ mé vidéli,
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We never get the kids we dream of...

I don’t know what to do.

Shut up!

He’s alive!

What do you want to do? Tell me, what do you want to do!
I don’t know... I don’t know anymore...

I don’t know what I’'m supposed to do...

| never heard my father again after that.
He left.

My mom always stayed by my side.
Every day.

Every night.

When | turned three, | was still alive.
And seeing as [ wasn’t dying anymore
The doctors changed my status:

| went from survivor to CP,

Cerebral Palsy.

CP is fine by me.
But it sounds better in English: Cee Pee.
My mom found it reassuring too.
[ wasn’t a monster anymore, [ was disabled.
So we started going outside.
And then | understood why she preferred staying at home.
CHORUS: Oh, poor boy... What a shame! /¢’s a monster... It’s frightful...
Oh, poor boy... What a shame! 1¢’s a monster... It’s frightful...

And yet, | reckon, when they saw me,
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fikali si, Ze na tom sami nejsou zas tak zle.

Ze na tom nékdo je i hiif.

SBOR: O, chuddcek... Hanba! Je to obluda... To je strasné...

A to mou méamu docela deptalo.
TakZe kdyZz jsme §li ven, §li jsme... do kostela!

Kterej je hned za rohem.

O, matko, prameni néhy,
dej mi pocitit svij velky Zal,
abych mohl plakat s tebou.

SBOR: Stabat mater dolorosa

A taky proto, Ze kostel a postizeny, to je jejich, ne?

KdyZ mama ztratila myho otce,
vydala se najit otce n€koho jinyho.

Vzdycky byla v kostele jako prvni.

Dum pendebat filius

Juxta crucem lacrimosa

MATKA: Pane, netrestej m¢ ve svém hnévu.

A sed¢la tam cely dny.
A bulila.

Mg slitovani, Pane.

Protoze ja nemam sil.

Uzdrav mé, Pane!

Moje duse je zmatena.

Protoze se chvéji do morku kosti.

M3 tvaft je sesla zalem.

Starne kvili vSem tém, co mé stihaji.

A pak nahle couvaji, jati hriizou, zaplaveni studem.

M3 tvaft je sesla zalem.

Starne kvili vSem tém, co mé stihaji.
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They must’ve felt their life wasn’t so bad after all.
Some are even worse off.
CHORUS: Oh, poor boy... What a shame! It’s a monster... It’s frightful...
Oh dear mother, source of tenderness,
Share with me your immense sadness,
That I may weep with thee.
And that got my mom very depressed.
And so we’d mostly go out... for church!
Which is just around the corner.
CHORUS: Stabat mater dolorosa
Dum pendebat filius
Juxta crucem lacrimosa
And the disabled, that’s the church’s thing, right?

My mother had lost my father,
So she went seeking someone else’s father.
She was always the first one to arrive in the church.
MOTHER: Almighty, do not bring your wrath upon me.
Have mercy on me, Lord.
| do not have the strength.
She would stay there all days long.
Bawling away. Heal me, Lord!
My soul is deeply troubled.
My bones are shaking.
My face is worn from weeping.
It has grown old because of all those who torment me.
Horror-struck, they recoil, filled with shame.
My face is worn from weeping.

It has grown old because of all those who torment me.
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Mozna véfi, ze prave to meé udrzelo nazivu.

Tak mi ptecetla celou bibli.

A véfila, Ze veéfim.

KdyZ se mé na néco ptala, délal jsem:
Aaaa! kdyz jsem souhlasil.

A Aaaa! kdyZ jsem nesouhlasil.

A ptitom bych rad tek, Ze jestli je Bih,
moh si dat na zacatku prosté pozor.
Nojo! Usetiilo by nam to dost lapalii.
No jo, ale holt chtéla véfit v Boha,

tak vérila v Boha.

A pak... FOTOGRAF: Trochu vic doprava... Pani!
...n¢koho potkala... ...tak!
Tii1, dva, jedna...
...V kostele.
Usmév!
REMI: Kruci, mrknul jsem!
Rémiho!

Rémi pochazi z vedlejsi vesnice

a jeho jméno z latinskyho ,,remedius®.
Coz znamena 1€k.

Vzali se.

V Kostele.

A m¢éli dité.

Na jafte.

Myho nevlastniho bratra: Augustina.
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Maybe she thinks that’s what kept me alive.

So she read the entire bible to me.

And she thought I believed.

When she’d ask questions, I’d say:

Aaaargh! to say yes.

And Aaaargh! to say no.

But in fact, | wanted to say, if there is a God

He could’ve been more careful right from the start.
Oh yeah! It would’ve saved us all a lot of trouble.
But you know, she wanted to believe in God,

So she believed in God.

And then... PHOTOGRAPHER: A little more to the right... Miss!
...she met someone... ...there!
One, two, three...

...In the church.
Smile!
REMI: Shit! | blinked!

Rémi!

Rémi comes from the next village

And his name is from the latin word “remedius”.
That means remedy.

They got married.

In the church.

And they had a child.

In the spring.

My half-brother: Augustin.

Like the saint.
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Co miloval milovat.

PORODNI ASISTENTKA: To je ono! A jdeme na to! Tladte!

MATKA: Uuuuuuuuuh...

REMI: No tak tla¢. Jo, jsem na tebe hrdej. Pojd’!

Mné byly tii.

Ptezit ti1 roky ze tii, to neni Spatny.
A dal jsem starnul.

A kazdej den jsem si fikal,

proc€ si tenhle chlap vzal tuhle zenu.
Ktera nebyla jenom Zena,

ale taky moje mama.

A moje mama je prece stard!

A taky, no, prosté je to moje mama.
Prudi.

Jako mam ji rad.

Ale prudi.

ASISTENTKA: Tlacte! Tlacte!
REMI: Jeste! Jests!

MATKA: Ouuuuh!
ASISTENTKA: Ano, tla¢ime!
MATKA: Uuuuhhhhh...
REMI:Tlag!

ASISTENTKA: Zastavte!
MATKA: AAAARRRRGHHHHH!
ASISTENTKA: Tady je! Tady je!
REMI:M{j syn!

ASISTENTKA: Ten je roztomilej!
REMI: Mj syn!!

Mezitim jsme se s Augustinem dost nasmali.
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The one who loved to love.

MIDWIFE: That’s it! And let’s go! Push!
MOTHER: Uuuuuuuuuh...

REMI: Go on, push. Yes, I’'m proud of you. Now, come on!

MIDWIFE: Push! Push!
REMI: Again! Again!
MOTHER: Ouuuuh!

MIDWIFE: Yes, let’s push!

MOTHER

MOTHER: Uuuuhhhhh...
REMI: Push!
MIDWIFE: Block!

: AAAARRRRGHHHHH!

MIDWIFE: There he is! There he is!

| was three years old.

Surviving three years out of three, that’s not bad.
And | kept getting older.

And everyday | asked myself

Why this man would marry this woman.
She wasn’t just a woman,

She was also my mother.

And my mom is old, she is!

And then, she’s my mom, right?

She’s annoying.

| love her, you know.

But she’s annoying.

REMI: My son!
MIDWIFE: He’s so cute!
REMI: My son!!

In the meantime, Augustin and | had some good times.
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Ze zacatku ne.

Vzdycky kdyz mé vid¢l, rozbrecel se.

Nevim, jestli mu bylo smutno, nebo jestli se bal.
Byl hrozné male;.

KdyzZ je ¢lovek takhle malej, nic si nemysli.
Nezna smutno.

Nezna strach.

Clovék jenom potad brei, aby se o n&j ostatni starali.
Takze kdyZ mama s Rémim chtéli chvilku klidu,
nechavali ho u mé v pokoji.

A on furt brecel.

A ja se snazil zmizet:

Takhle jsem zatinal nohy.

Takhle jsem se tahal za krk.

Ale ne a ne se vstat, Ze jo, samoziejm¢.

Tak jsem zaviel oci

a hrozné siln¢ si pfedstavoval, Ze letim pryc.
Odlitam daleko!

Daleko!

A kdyZ jsem zavtel oci:

letél jsem.

Byl jsem lehoucke;.

Lehkej jak mejdlova bublina.

Ne, ja byl mejdlova bublina!

A nikdo m& nemoh prasknout.

Protoze ja jsem prezil.

Ptezil jsem, 1 kdyz jsem mél umfit.

TakZe jsem ted’ byl nesmrtelne;!

Nikdy neumiu!
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Not so much at the beginning.

He would automatically cry whenever he saw me.

I don’t know if it’s because he was sad or because he was scared.
He was so little.

When you’re that little you don’t think about anything.
He knows no sadness.

He knows no fear.

You just cry so someone would take care of you.

So when my mom and Remi wanted some quiet time,
They would leave him in my room.

And he wouldn’t stop crying.

So | just wanted to escape:

| pushed like this with my legs.

And pulled hard with my neck.

But of course, I couldn’t stand up.

So I’d close my eyes

And think real hard

That I was going far away!

Far far away!

And when | closed my eyes:

| was flying.

| was light.

Light like a soap bubble.

No, | WAS a soap bubble!

And no one could burst my bubble.

Because | survived.

| survived when | was supposed to die.

And now | was immortal!

I’ll never die!
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Nikdy neumiu!

Jsem nesmr...
REMI: Co se to tady probith d&je?! Piestaii délat obludu!
Vidis, ze se t& Augustin boji.
Prestan dé€lat obludu, t1 fikam!
Tak jsem pfistal.

KdyZ pak Augustin trochu vyrost,

zacala s nim bejt sranda. Augustin se sméje
Potad si se mnou hral.

Déval mi do nosu.

Maloval mi na oblice;.

Stiihal mi vlasy.

Tlac¢il me, hlavné kdyz to byl seSup z kopce.
Ja jsem si tak namlel!

Dost jsme se nasmali.

Skoda, ze musel vyrust.

A trochu zblbnout.

Ale to ho pfejde.

Letos v zafi se pro me konecné nasSlo misto v jedny Skole.
Dokonce i na intru.

Ve Ctrnécti uz bylo na Case.

Bylo potteba vypadnout.

Bylo tieba, abych se osamostatnil.

Pro mamu to nebylo lehky.
Je to daleko od nasi vesnice.

Protoze u nas, v Saint-Erme uz neni viibec nic.
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| will never die!
| am imm...
REMI: What’s going on here?! Stop acting like a monster!
Can’t you see, Augustin’s scared!
Stop acting like a monster, I’'m telling you!

Forced landing.

When Augustin got a bit older,

He was fun to be with. Augustin laughs
He was always playing with me.
Punching my nose.

Drawing on my face.

Cutting my hair.

Pushing me, especially if it was steep.
| took my fair share of spills!

We had a blast.

It’s too bad he got older.

And became a bit of an idiot.

But that’ll pass.

This September they finally found a place for me in a school.
And a boarding school, at that.

| mean, it was high time, being fourteen.

| needed to get away.

| needed to fly the nest.

It wasn’t easy for my mom.
It’s far from our village.

In Saint-Erme, there’s nothing left.
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Uz ani pekérna.

Jenom lidi, co ale pracujou ve méste,

protoze nemaj dost penéz, aby tam zili.

Nebo opustény starousci, co umiou béhem ¢ekani na dondsku chleba a novin.
Skola je dost daleko z dohledu ostatnich.

Protoze, pfece jenom, handicapovany nesmi bejt moc vidét.

Jinak je to depka.

Rika se tomu $kola, ale...
Ta Skola je trochu... Spoluiaci se sméji
Neni uplné...
VYCHOVATEL: No tak! Ticho, prosim, vSichni sefadit.
Pottebuje jesté nékdo kakat,
nez pijdem do tiidy?
Skola pro postiZeny, no...
VYCHOVATEL.: Dobie, dobfe, prestante se smat. VSichni do tfidy!
S trochu pitomym nazvem.
Jako vSechny.
Tahle se jmenuje: Maly kvitky.
Nevim, kdo vazal tuhle kytici,
ale podle vSeho byl slepej jak patrona.
VYCHOVATEL.: Ano, dobry, dobry, tak vSichni do lavic!

Banda bzuku.

V nasi tfid€ je nés pét.
Nejdfiv je tu Alix!
ALIX: Jo, mdm hol¢i¢i jméno, ale stejné jsem kluk.

M4 syndrom fragilniho chromozomu X.

30



Not even a bakery.

Nothing but people who work in the city,

Because they can’t afford to live there.

Or the elderly who waste away waiting for their bread and newspaper delivery
The school is far from other people’s gaze.

Because, after all, the handicapped shouldn’t be seen too often.

It gets depressing.

We say it’s a school but...
The school’s a bit... School mates laugh
Well, it’s not really...
TEACHER: OKk! Silence everyone, form a line!
Is there anyone else who needs to poo,
before we get to the class?
It’s a school for disabled, right...
TEACHER: Ok, ok, stop laughing. Everyone to the class!
With a lousy name.
Like all the others.
This one is called: Little Flowers.
I don’t know who arranged the bouquet,
But he must’ve been blind as a bat.
TEACHER: Yes, ok, ok, get at your desk everyone!
A bunch of freaks.

There’s five of us in my class.
First, there’s Alix!

ALIX: Yes, | have a girl’s name but I’'m still a boy!
He has fragile X syndrome.
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Ale je to obr.
A je ho kus.
Tak mu tikdme Alix XL.
ALIX: Jo!

Pak je tu Paulo.
Pochéazi z jedny jthoamericky zemé,

PAULO: Z Ameriky chudejch!
A ma obrnu.
Tak mu fikdme Obrpaulo.

Protoze to dobfe zni.

Daél je tu Gaby!
Gaby ma roz$tép patete, Spina Bifida.
A protoZe to zni jako jogurt,
fikdme mu Gabifidus Aktiv.
GABY:: Jako ten jogurt!
A potom, no, je mi to trochu trapny,
ale mame tam 1 jednu holku.
I kdyZ se to teda ipIn¢ nepocita.
Protoze ma Downliv syndrom, Margot.

My ji fikdme Margogolita.

Jo, neni to vtipny.
MARGOT: Jo!
Dftiv nas bylo Sest.
Byl s ndma FEinstein.
GABY:: Byl to autista.
ALIX: A pro nas jsou autisti génioveé!

PAULO: Ale v dnesnim svété je vSechno relativni.
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He is a giant.
He’s sturdy stuff.
So, we call him Alix XL.
ALIX: Yeah!

And there’s Paulo.
He comes from South America,

PAULO: The poor America!
He has polio.
So we call him Paulio.

Because it has a nice ring to it.

After that, we have Gabi!
Gabi has Spina Bifida.
And as it sounds like a yogurt,
We call him Gabifidus Regularis.
GABI: Like the yogurt!
And now, I’m a bit ashamed,
But there’s a girl in my class.
But, she doesn’t really count
Because Margot has Down’s syndrome.
We call her Margogolita.
MARGOT: It’s not fun... It’s not funn...
Yeah, it’s not funny.
MARGOT: That’s it!
There used to be six of us.
Einstein was with us.
GABI: He had autism.
ALIX: And for us, autistics are geniuses!
PAULO: But in this world, everything is relative.
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Proto... Einstein.

Kromé toho, Ze byl autista,
byl navic hluche;j, slepej a néme;.
To vam zméni uhel pohledu.
Dival jsem se na Einsteina a fikal si:
Tyjo, nejsem na tom vitbec Spatné.
Po vanocnich prazdninéach se Einstein nevratil.
Nevime proc.
PAULO: Mozna dostal Nobelovku.
GABY': Mozné ho zajelo auto.
ALIX: Ktery nevidé¢l.

Ani neslysel.

Ja jsem kazdopadné moc rad, ze prazdniny skoncily. ~ ALIX: To je pech!
Protoze ja miluju Skolu.
Vypadame jeden hiif neZ druhe;,
ale vSem je to fuk.
GABY: Jakej plech?

Je to sranda.

Kdyz se ale vratim dom1, AUGUSTIN: Cau Autéku.
tak to moc sranda neni.
Hlavné kvuli Augustinovi.
Protoze zatimco lidi se chovaj jako blbci vétSinou ve vinach,
ungj...jeto

AUGUSTIN: Debile.
je to jedna velka vina.

REMI: Co jsem zase udélal?
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Therefore... Einstein.

On top of being autistic,
He was also deaf, blind and mute.
It puts things in perspective, right?
I’d look at Einstein and think:
Hell, I am still doing alright.
Einstein never came back after the Christmas break.
We never knew why.
PAULO: Maybe he won the Nobel prize.
GABI: Maybe he got squashed by a car.
ALIX: That he never saw coming.
Nor heard.

Anyway, I’m really glad the Christmas break is over. ~ ALIX: That’s the top!
Because | love school.
We look one worse than the other,
But we don’t care.
GABI: The top of what?

We have a blast.

But when | come home, AUGUSTIN: Hi, Wee-Wee.
It’s not fun and games.
Mostly because of Augustin.
Acting stupid, that’s always off and on,
But with him... itis
AUGUSTIN: Retard.

Always on.

REMI: What have | done this time?
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A pak Rémi...
REMI: No jasng, ja chapu, je to zase co? Je to moje chyba.
To nenti 1€k, ten chlap,
je to virus!
REMI: Vyborné, ano, to Remousek, to ja, mizu za to ja!
Uz tak mam co délat s Augustinem.
AUGUSTIN: Debile!
Jsi debil!
Protoze ted’, kdyz mu je jedenact
a je siln¢jsi, dokaze prevratit miyj vozik dozadu.
A ja zustanu rozplacnutej na zemi
jako broucek, co hrabe ve vzduchu noZickama a snaZi se vstat.
A tak ke mné¢ Rémi pfijde a fekne:
REMI: To ti patii.
Jen si ted’ pékné trp, St'astnej budes pozdéjc.
KdyZ ma dobrou néladu,

zvedne mé a fekne: REMI: No tak, sedni si a jed.

A Mama...
Ceka na sviij raj.
Potichu a sporadang.
Archiv (Muhammad Ali)
| have wrestled with alligators
| done tussle with the whale
| done handcuffed lighting
And throw thunder in jail
Rikal jsem vam, e mam nohy, Ze jo? That’s bad....
Only last week | murdered a rock

Jako Muhammad Ali. Injured a stone, hospitalized a brick
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And Remi...
REMI: Yeah, I know, that’s it again. It’s my fault.
He’s no remedy, this guy,
He’s a virus!
REMI: Excellent, yup, it’s our dear Remi, it’s all my fault!
With everything | have to tolerate from Augustin.
AUGUSTIN: Idiot!
You’re an idiot!
Because now that he’s eleven years old,
And stronger, he can flip my wheelchair backwards.
And I just lie there on the ground
Like a beetle flailing its legs around trying to get up.
And so Remi comes in and he says:
REMI: You were asking for it.
Suffer now and happiness will come later.
When he’s in a good mood,

He helps me up and says: REMI: Now, sit down and roll.

My mom...
She just waits to earn her way into Heaven.
Patiently and orderly.
Archives (Muhammad Ali)
| have wrestled with alligators
| done tussle with the whale
| done handcuffed lighting
And throw thunder in jail
| told you I had legs, did 1? That’s bad....
Only last week | murdered a rock
Like Muhammad Ali. Injured a stone, hospitalized a brick
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I’'m so mean I make medicine sick
Bad dude....bad!
To je mij idol.
Byl chudej a navic ¢ernoch.
To taky méni tthel pohledu.
Bejt v tomhle svété Cernej a chudej
neni vibec jednoduchy.
Ale on bojoval.
A ne jen tak s nékym.
Nechtél bojovat s ubohejma Vietnamcema, ktery mu nic neudélali.
Ale vstoupil do ringu a bum!
I’'m gonna show you how great | am!
I'm gonna float like a butterfly
George can'’t hit what his hands can’t see
Now you see me, now you don’t
You think he will, but [ know he won'’t
They tell me George is good
But I'm twice as nice
And I'm gonna stick to his butt like white on rice!
Bojoval s vétSima, se siln¢jSima, neZ byl on.
Vznasel se jako motyl.

A pichal jako vosa.

Float like a butterfly.

Sting like a bee.

Se mnou je to stejny.

Vznasim se jak mejdlova bublina.
Palim jako mejdlo v ocich.

I'm gonna show you how great I am!
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I'm so mean I make medicine sick
Bad dude....bad!
He’s my hero.
He was poor and on top of that he was black.
That also puts things in perspective.
Being poor and black in this world,
that’s not easy.
But he fought back.
And not just against anyone.
He refused to fight the poor Vietnamese cause they hadn’t done anything to him.
No, he got into the ring and boom!
I’'m gonna show you how great | am!
I'm gonna float like a butterfly
George can'’t hit what his hands can’t see
Now you see me, now you don’t
You think he will, but [ know he won'’t
They tell me George is good
But I'm twice as nice
And I'm gonna stick to his butt like white on rice!
He fought the bigger and stronger than him.
He would float like a butterfly
And sting like a bee.

Float like a butterfly.

Sting like a bee.

Same thing with me.

| float like a soap bubble.

And sting like soap in your eyes.

I'm gonna show you how great I am!
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Jednou se nam to trochu vymklo.
Augustin chtél prevrhnout milij vozik
a ja ho kopnul.

Potadné jsem ho nakop.

Zarval a svalil se,

nemoh se nadechnout.

Bél jsem se, Ze jeho mozek nema dost Stavy.

Ze zvadne.

REMI: Co jsi proved? Cos to sakra proved?

Dal mi facku.
Nemizu se hejbat.
Ale nevybouchnu.
SlySim mamu.

Jak breci.

Jak se modli.

Jak breci.

Zni to hrozng silné.
V mym srdci.

Vsechno se to misi.

V my hlavé.
Promichava.

V mym mozku.

Bum! Bum! Bum! Bum!
V srdci.

Bum! Bum!

Nevybouchnu.

Dejcham.
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And then one day, it got out of hand.
Augustin wanted to tip my chair over
So I kicked him.
| kicked him good.
He screamed and then keeled over,
He couldn’t breathe.
I was afraid his brain wasn’t getting enough juice.
That it would wither.
REMI: What have you done? What the hell have you just done?
He hit me.
I can’t move.
But I won’t burst.
| hear my mother.
Crying.
Praying.
Crying.
It’s ringing so loudly.
In my heart.
It’s all muddled.

In my head. REMI: What have you done...?
All mixed up.
In my brain.

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

In my heart.
Bang! Bang!

REMI: See, Williame, you’re hurting others.
[ won’t burst. You are evil.
| breathe.
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Ted’!

Raz. SBOR: Raz!
Zvednu se! Ani to neboli.

Dva. SBOR: Dva!
Zvednu se.

Tti. SBOR: Tii!

Jako motyl.

Uplné sam.

Ctyfi. SBOR: Ctyii!
Vznesu se. Zvednu se. VVznesu se!

Pét. SBOR: Pét!
Sest. SBOR: Sest!
Jsem nesmrtelne;j.

Sedm. SBOR: Sedm!

Nevzdavej to. Nevzdavam to.
Osm. SBOR: Osm!
Dejcham. Zvednu se. Jako motyl.

Jsem nesmrtelne;j.

Devét. SBOR: Devét!
Zvednu se.
Ted! SBOR: Ted!

Druhej den ve skole jsem byl celej modre;.
Vypadal jsem jako Smoula.
Vsechny ve tiidé to dost pobavilo.
GABY:: Hele, klaun, je to klaun!
PAULO: Tyjo, no ne...!
MARGOT: To neni vtipny, kluci!

Margogolita vSechno pochopila.
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Now!

One. CHORUS: One!
I’11 get up. It doesn’t even hurt.

Two. CHORUS: Two!
I’11 get up.

Three. CHORUS: Three!
Like a butterfly.

By myself.

Four. CHORUS: Four!
1l fly. I’11 get up. I’11 fly!

Five. CHORUS: Five!
Six. CHORUS: Six!

[’m immortal.

Seven. CHORUS: Seven!
Don’t give up. I’'m not giving up.

Eight. CHORUS: Eight!
I breathe. I’ll get up. Like a butterfly.

I’m immortal.

Nine. CHORUS: Ninel!
I’11 get up.
Now! CHORUS: Now!

The next day at school | was black and blue.
| looked like a smurf.
Everyone in my class laughed.
GABI: Hey, you clown, you!
PAULQO: Oh you...no!
MARGOT: That’s not funny, guys!
Margogolita got it all.
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MARGOT: Tohleto neni dobry.
Dosla ke mné¢ a dala mi pusu.
Teda jen na tvar!
Ale ostatnim to stacilo.
ALIX: Aaaah, zamilovany!
Rikal AliXL se svym pitomym fragilnim X.
PAULO: To je laska!
Kftic¢el Obrpaulo svym debilnim hlasem.

Bifidus Aktiv se tfi minuty snaZzil vyloudit néjaky slovo.
Jsou to blbci vSichni tii.
ALIX: Jo.
A v tu chvili mé zacaly palit oci.
A vSechen mij vztek Sel ven.
Dva potlicky po tvatich.
Snazil jsem se schovat.
Ale kam se schovat, kdyz je Clovék uvéznénej ve svym téle?
V hlavé jsem si opakoval:
Odejdu odsud.
Float like a butterfly and sting like a bee.
A dupnul jsem.
Dupnul jsem nohama do zemé¢.
Dupnul jsem ze vSech sil.
A roztlacil jsem vozik.
Roztlacil jsem ho ze vSech sil.
A rozjel jsem se proti zdi.
Obluda vylezla.

Pak bylo ticho.
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MARGOT: That is no good.
Then she came over to me and kissed me.
On the cheek, alright?
But that was enough to set off the guys.
ALIX: Oooh, love birds!
Said Alix XL with his damn fragile X.
PAULO: They’re in love!

Bellowed Paulo in this stupid voice of his.

And Bifidus Regularis tried to spit out a word for about three minutes.
They’re dumb all three of them.
ALIX: Yes.
In that moment, my eyes started to sting.
And all my anger burst out.
Two tiny streams running down my cheeks.
| tried to hide.
But where can you hide when you’re trapped in your own body?
| kept telling myself:
| will get out of here.
Float like a butterfly and sting like a bee.
And | swung.
| swung my foot and hit the floor.
| hit it as hard as | could.
And | pushed my chair.
| pushed it as hard as | could.
And | smashed against a wall.

The monster came out.

And then there was silence.
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Divali jsme se na sebe.
My, zmrzaceny.
Tragicky déti.

Déti hanby.

Déti slz celyho svéta.
Ty jiny.

Krasny mlady obludy.
Poznali jsme se.

V utrpeni.

V nespravedInosti.

A spojili jsme se.
Jako ruka, co se sevfre.
V ocelovou pést.

Pomstime se.

Pétice postizenejch nic nezmiize.

To vime.

Nejsme blby.

I kdyZ vétSina lidi tomu vefi.

Ale kdyZ se nam podaii dat dohromady vSechny, ktery nékdo zneuziva,
vSechny, kdo Zijou na okraji, vSechny vylouceny...

Pak se vSechno zméni.

Ouke;j, jsme nejchytiejsi tiida u nas na skole.
Tak si predstavte, jak jsou na tom asi ostatni?

Ty, co jsou vic postizeny, z téch nic nedostanem.
V¢Eédéli jsme, Ze nemizem pocitat ani s ucitelema,
asistentama, ani s terapeutama.

S téma, co reprezentujou pofadek a moralku.
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We all looked at each other.
We, the crippled.

The children of misfortune.
The children of shame.

The children of tears of this world.
We, the others.

The young beautiful monsters.
We recognized ourselves.

In the suffering.

In the injustice.

And then, we came together.
Like a hand

Making an iron fist.

We’ll take revenge.

Five cripples, that’s not very intimidating.
We know that.

I mean, we’re not stupid.

Regardless of what most people may think.
But if we can make the exploited,

The outsiders, the rejects come together...

That’ll change things.

Ok, so our class is the most advanced-level at school
So imagine what the others are like?

The ones with multiple handicaps are of no use to us.
We also knew we couldn’t count on the teachers,

the assistants or the therapists.

They’re always enforcing morality and order
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Tak jsme se obratili na ty dvé utiskovany, ktery zbyly.
Aminatu a Claudine.

Africky uklizecky.

Ty, ktery zazily otroctvi, segregaci a apartheid.

A ted’ uklizej Spinu po svejch utlaovatelich.

Ty vi, co je to mit vztek.

Jejich prvnim ukolem bylo vyrobit ndm kukly.
Nebylo tézky je presvedcit.
Ptislo jim docela legracni, Ze se chceme piestrojit.
Problém byl v tom, Ze na to nenaSly nic lepSiho, nez stary ubrusy z jidelny.
Tak nam udélaly kukly - Eerveny. A bily. Ctvere¢kovany.
Super.
Kukly jsme méli proto, abychom byli vic vidét.
CHORFloat
Dalsi pondéli byly Velikonoce.
Takze jejich druhej kol bylo vzit nas do kostela Saint-Erme.
CHOR Butterfly
Obrpaulo je o to poprosil.
Tyhle jizani si navzajem rozumi.
CHOR Stipnout jako Vosa.
KdyZ se Obrpaula zeptaly, pro¢ chceme jit do kostela,
neveédél, co odpovedet.
Tvafil se jako lekla ryba.
Dival se na n€ svejma velkejma prazdnejma o¢ima
a nevydal ani hlasku.

Uplné jako kapr, no fakt.

TakZe jsme se rozhodli zménit strategii.
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So we turned to the two oppressed people left,
Aminata and Claudine.

The two African housekeepers.

They have lived through slavery, segregation, apartheid
And now they have to clean their oppressors’ filth

They do know what rage is.

Their first mission was to make balaclavas for us.
It wasn’t hard to convince them.
They found it funny that we wanted to dress up
They just couldn’t find any fabric except for the old canteen tablecloths.
So they made us balaclavas - red. And white. Checked.
Perfect.
The balaclavas were to make us more visible.
CHOIR Float
The following Monday was Easter.
So their second mission was to take us to the Saint-Erme church.
CHOIR Butterfly
Paulio was the one who asked them.
They understand each other, these southerners.
CHOIR And sting like a bee.
When they asked Paulio why we wanted to go to church
He didn’t know what to say
He had this dead fish look on his face
He looked at them with these big blank bulging eyes of his
And didn’t make a sound

Just like a carp, you know.

So we decided to change our strategy.
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Revoluce vyzaduje €inny zbrang.

A ja jednu takovou mam.

Smrtelnou.

Pijdu za Claudine.

Margoglita mé doprovodila.

Protoze holka, 1 kdyZ mongoloidni, na Zensky vzdycky zabere.
Potkali jsme ji v pradelné, zrovna prala.

Uplné sama.

Bezbranna.

Tak jsem se proménil v obludu,

s téma nejsmutnéjSima psima oima.

Aaaaaaa. CLAUDINE Co...? Co?
Margogolita mi krom svyho nespornyho Sarmu pucila 1 sviij hlas.

MARGOT Co mém fikat?

Aaaaaaa!
MARGOT On fika...

Aaaaaaa!

MARGOT Musime jit do kostela.

CLAUDINE Aha?

Aaaaaaa!
MARGOT V pondéli.
CLAUDINE Jo?

Auaaaua!

MARGOT Pro jeho matku...

MARGOT ...jsou Velikonoce moc dilezity.
AUUUUU.
A navic...

Buh bude rozdavat ¢okoladu.
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The revolution would need effective weapons.
And I have one.
It’s lethal.
I’d go to see Claudine.
Margoglita would come with me.
Because a little girl, even a mongoloid one, is enough to move women.
We found her in the laundry room washing clothes.
All alone.
Defenceless.
That’s when | turned into a monster
With my best sad dog look.
Aaaaargh. CLAUDINE Hey...? Huh?
Margogolita lent me her undeniable charm as well as her voice.
MARGOT What do | tell her?

Aaaaargh!
MARGOT He says...

Aaaaargh!
MARGOT We have to go to church.
CLAUDINE Really?

Aaaaargh!
MARGOT On Monday.
CLAUDINE Huh?

Aaaaauh!

MARGOT His mom thinks...
Aaaaa! Aaaaaa.....
MARGOT ...Easter is very very important.
AAAAAUH.
And also...

God will hand out chocolates.
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CLAUDINE Fakt?!
MARGOT Jo, pro nés vSechny... Kraliky.
Az do tyhle chvile o tom nepochybovala. CLAUDINE Kraliky?
MARGOT To neni vtip!
CLAUDINE Ne, ne, to neni vtip!!!
MARGOT D¢la si ze mé srandu nebo co?
CLAUDINE Kraliky!
Ale ta Cast o kralicich z cokolady byla slaba.
Protoze j& jsem n&jaky piibehy z Bible slysel.
A ani jednou se tam nemluvilo o krélicich.

A uz vibec ne z ¢okolady.

A tak jsem se rozbrecel.
A kdy7 ja bre€im, tak ani neni tfeba dojemnej podkres.
CLAUDINE Dobfe, piestain Willy, jo?
Zit v jiny dobé&, mohl bych bejt muéici nastroj.
CLAUDINE To uz staci, Willy.
Nikdo to nevydrzi.
CLAUDINE Dobry, staci, Willy!!!
Ale Claudine je vytrvala.
CLAUDINE Dobite, tak jo. Pijdeme do kostela.
Rekla.
A co fekne trpici, to plati.
CHOR: And sting like a bee.
Pak zbejvalo jenom najit zptisob,
jak se tam dostat.
To byl dost ofisek.
Ale Gabifidus-aktiv m¢l genialni napad.
PAULO El Viejo. [El Viecho]
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CLAUDINE Oh really?!
MARGOT For all of us. ... Bunnies.
Until that point she didn’t have a doubt. CLAUDINE Bunnies?
MARGOT It’s not funny!
CLAUDINE No, no. It’s not funny!!!
MARGOT She’s making fun of me or what?
CLAUDINE Bunnies!
But the part about chocolate bunnies was pretty weak.
Because the stories in the bible, I’ve heard them.
And let me tell you, there’s not one single mention of bunnies.

Let alone chocolate ones.

So | started to cry
And when | start to cry, no need to get out the violins.
CLAUDINE Ok, stop it, will you, Willy?
In another era, | could have been used for torture.
CLAUDINE Ok, that’s enough, Willy.
No one can bear it.
CLAUDINE Ok, enough, Willy!!!
But Claudine’s tough.
CLAUDINE Fine, fine. We’ll go to church.
She said it.
And the people who suffer always keep their word.
CHOIR: And sting like a bee.
Now we only needed
transportation.
Now we were stumped.
But Gabifidus Regularis had a brilliant idea.
PAULO El Viejo. [El Viecho]
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Jasné - fidic.
Ridi¢ minibusu, kterej nas vozi do $koly.
Zapomnéli jsme na néj, protoze na n¢j se snadno zapomene.
Protoze je tak potichu.
Protoze ned¢la viny.
ANTONIO Sakra.

Clovék by fek, e ho $kola koupila i s tim autem.
Potad ma v puse zbytek cigara, skoro dokoufenyho.
A pfivieny oci, aby mu do nich nesel kouf.
A v nich slzy.

HYMNA MEXICKE REVOLUCE
Je z n&j cejtit smutek.
Neéco v sobé skrejva hodné hluboko, kam nikdo z nas nevidi.
Je to néco jemnyho, kiehkyho a uslechtilyho.
Ale nechce o tom mluvit.
Lidi nékdy schovaji svy srdce pied druhejma tak hluboko,
Ze sami zapomenou, kde vlastné je.
On ztratil svoje srdce v Mexiku.
Béhem povstani Zapatovy armady.
Ptisel tam, aby se k nim pfipojil.
A zamiloval se do jedny Indianky, do mistni holky.
Jednoho dne ale odesla.
S kuklou na hlavé, puSkou ptes rameno a mladym revolucionaiskym srdcem v
hrudi.
Uz ji nikdy nevidé¢l.
A tak se vratil.
Schoval se tady mezi nas, mezi Maly kvitky.
Jsou to jeho kvéty zapomnéni.

Jmenuje se Antoine.
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It was so obvious: the driver!
The school minibus driver.
We completely forgot about him because he’s easy to forget.
Because he’s so quiet.
Because he doesn’t make waves.
ANTONIO Shit.

You’d say the school bought him with the bus
He always has a cigarette hanging in his mouth, almost a stub
And half-closed eyes to protect them from the smoke
And tears in them.

THE ZAPATISTA ANTHEM
There’s sadness to him.
There’s something deep inside him that we can’t access.
It’s something gentle and tender and kind.
But he won’t talk about it.
People sometimes bury their hearts so deep
That they forget where it is.
He lost his heart in Mexico.
During the revolution led by the Zapatistas.
He came there to join their army.
And he fell in love with an indigenous woman.
One day she left,
With a balaclava on her face, a gun on her shoulder and a young revolutionary
heart in her chest.
He never saw her again.
So he came back.
And now he’s hiding here with us, the little flowers.
The forgotten flowers.

His name is Antoine.
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Ale vSichni mu fikaji Starej Antoine.

Krom téch, ktery mu opravdu rozumi - krom nas.
My mu tikdme El Viejo Antonio.

I kdyz to nedéva najevo, vime,

Ze se mu to libi.

Vzpomina pfitom na Mexiko.

Na povstani.

Na Stésti.

Gabi za nim jednoho dne beéhem velky piestavky zasel na parkovisté.
My jsme je sledovali oknem ze tfidy.

Vidéli jsme je, jak si poviday.

Jeden afatik a jeden nemluvnej.

Gabi stravil neymin hodinu tim, Ze se mu snazil vysvétlit nas plan.

A kdyZ se vracel k nam,

f1di¢ Antonio se usmival.

A tohle, to bylo krasny.

V pond¢li rano El Viejo Antonio zaparkoval minibus v rohu.
VSsichni jsme odtud sledovali mou matku, jak jde smérem ke kostelu.
Hlavu sklonénou, zdda ohnuty.

Jako slimak.

Nastésti nebylo hezky.

ProtoZze moje mama by rozbrecela 1 slunce.

S obtiZzema vysSla schody.

Tt1 blby schody.

Pted timhle ubohym kostelem.

Uprostted tyhle ubohy vesnice.

Kdyz vysla nahoru, opatrné oteviela dvefte.
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But everyone calls him: the old Antoine.

Apart from those who can really understand him — like us.
We call him El Viejo Antonio.

Even though he doesn’t show it, we know

He likes that.

It reminds him of Mexiko.

And the revolution.

And happiness.

One day, Gabi went to find him in the parking at lunch time.
We spied on them from the classroom window.

We watched them talk.

An aphasiac and a man of few words.

It must’ve taken Gabi an hour just to explain our plan.

And as he walked back towards us

Antonio cracked a smile

And that was truly beautiful.

On Monday morning, El Viejo Antonio parked the minibus in a corner.
We all watched my mother walk towards the church.
Her head down, her back hunched.

Like a slug.

Fortunately the sky was grey

Because my mom would surely make the sun weep.
With difficulty, she climbed the steps.

Three pathetic steps.

In front of that pathetic church,

In the middle of that pathetic village.

At the top of the steps, she timidly opened the door.
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Vesla uplné tise.

Aby nikoho nerusila.

Nastal ¢as zaujmout pozice.

Antonio povolil ru¢ni brzdu a potichu jsme vyjeli, aby si nas nikdo nevsim.

Vysadil nas u schodi a odjel zaparkovat minibus o néco dal.

A tady jsme se s Claudine a Aminatou zasekli.

Tt1 blby schody stacej k tomu,

aby postizenymu uzaviely cestu.

Lidi o takovejch vécech nepteme;jslej, kdyz maj dvé kolena,

dvé nohy...

V kazdym ptipadé pro n¢ bylo nemozny

vytdhnout mé nahoru a posadit do voziku.

Tak Claudine fekla: CLAUDINE Vstan a chod’!

AMINATA: Chod"

Claudine a Aminata se sméji

Ale nedélaly si srandu.

Byly vazn¢ piipraveny na zazrak.

Kazda stala na jedny stran¢ voziku,

Svy paze pod téma myma.

CLAUDINE/AMINATA No tak, zatlac!

No tak...
CHOR  Float
Zatlac!
Butterfly
A tak jsem zatnul krk, and sting like a bee
Takhle. Float like a butterfly
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She entered without making a noise,

So as not to disturb anyone.

It was time to get in position.
Antonio released the hand brake and we crept up quietly, so as not to be seen.
He dropped us in front of the steps and parked the minibus further away.
That’s where Claudine, Aminata and I got stuck.
Three stupid steps, that’s enough
To stop the handicapped.
People don’t think about these things when they have two knees,
Two legs...
Anyways, it was impossible for them
To carry me up in my chair.
So Claudine said: CLAUDINE Stand up and walk!
AMINATA: Walk!
Claudine and Aminata laugh
But they weren’t joking.
They were ready for a miracle.
Each stood on one side of my chair,
With their arms under mine.
CLAUDINE/AMINATA Come on, push!

Come on...
CHOIR Float
Push!
Butterfly
And | pulled my neck out, and sting like a bee
Like this. Float like a butterfly
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Zatlacil jsem do nohou, takhle.

A vznesl jsem se.

Float like a butterfly.

Letél jsem.

Jsem motyl.

Zavtel jsem oci.

A hop!

Moje noha ud¢lala prvni krok.
Potom druhe;j.

A treti.

Chodil jsem.

Sel jsem.

KdyZ jsem doSel nahoru, byl jsem vyftizene;.
Claudine a Aminata mé posadily do voziku.
A Antonio pfiSel za ndma.

V kazdy ruce drzel transparent.

Zazloutlej t¢éma rokama, ktery ub¢hly od valky.

Dv¢& pamatky na jeho lasku.

PoloZil nam je k noham,
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and sting like a bee.

Float like a butterfly.

and sting like a bee.

Float like a butterfly.

and sting like a bee.

Sting like a bee!

Float! Float! Float! Float!
| must be the greatest!
Sting like butterfly

| told the world!

I’'m the king of the world!
He was gonna kill me!

I'm pretty! I'm a bad man!

| shook up the world!



| pushed on my legs, like this. and sting like a bee.

And | took off.

Float like a butterfly. Float like a butterfly.
| was flying.
I’m a butterfly. and sting like a bee.

| closed my eyes.
And hop!
My foot made the first step Float like a butterfly.
And the second.
And the third. and sting like a bee.
| was walking.
| walked.
Sting like a bee!
Float! Float! Float! Float!
| must be the greatest!
Sting like butterfly
| told the world!
I’'m the king of the world!
He was gonna kill me!
I'm pretty! I'm a bad man!
| shook up the world!
When | got to the top | was exhausted.
Claudine and Aminata sat me down in my chair.
And Antonio joined us.
In each hand, he held a banner,
Yellowed with the years that have passed since the war.
Two remnants of his love.

He put it down to our feet,
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pak pfisel ke Claudine a Aminat¢.
ANTONIO Honem, musime jit stranou.
Odted’ svét patii tém, co nemaj tvar.
Navlikli jsme si kukly.
Prvni zvédaveci se uz piiblizili.

A d¢&jiny se postaraly o zbytek...

PATRIK

Déamy a panové, dobry den.

Vitejte ve specidlni zpravodajskeé relaci.

Dozvédéli jsme se, Ze v kostele Saint-Erme je drzen rukojmi.

JEAN-LUC

Diky, Patriku. Jsem skutecné velmi blizko kostela Saint-Erme, ale pronika sem
malo informaci. Rukojmim se stala jedna Zena, ktera se uvniti kostela nachazi
jiz n¢kolik hodin.

PATRIK

Co zatim vime o Unoscich, ktefi ji zadrzuji?

JEAN-LUC

Upiimné feceno, toho moc nevime. Jde o pét osob velmi malého vzristu, pred
kostelem se zdrzuji od ¢asného rana...

PATRIK

Témi ,,osobami velmi malého vzristu” myslite trpasliky?

JEAN-LUC

Ehm, ano, trpasliky... nebo... déti... Maji kukly, uSité z ubrusii... z ubrusti ze
Skolni jidelny.

PATRIK

Jean-Lucu, jak je na tom rukojmi a co si mysli lidé stojici okolo vas?

JEAN-LUC
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Then he approached Claudine and Aminata
ANTONIO Quick, let’s move aside.
Now the world belongs to the faceless.
We pulled on our balaclavas
The first bystanders started arriving
And History did the rest...

PATRICK

Good morning, ladies and gentlemen.

Welcome to this special news bulletin.

We have just learned that a hostage is being held at Saint-Erme church.
JEAN-LUC

Thanks, Patrick. Indeed, | am very close to Saint-Erme church. We have very
little information, we know the hostage is a woman, she’s been trapped inside
for several hours now.

PATRICK

What do we know about the kidnappers?

JEAN-LUC

Honestly, we know very little about them. They’re five rather short people,
they’ve been occupying the church since early morning...

PATRICK

By “rather short people”, you mean midgets?

JEAN-LUC

Uhm, yes, midgets... or... children... They hare wearing balaclavas made from
tablecloths... canteen tablecloths.

PATRICK

Jean-Luc, how’s the hostage doing and what do people standing by think?
JEAN-LUC
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Rukojmi se zdé byt v poradku. ..

Zde ptitomni jsou napjati... Je tu ¢im dal vice lidi.

Nervozita jesté o stupeil vzrostla, kdyz pied nékolika minutami tnosci zacali
mavat transparentem, na kterém byla zprava napsand ve Spanélsting.
PATRIK

Miizete ndm precist, co je na tom transparentu napsano?

JEAN-LUC

,,Dokud jsme neméli zakryté tvare, nevidéli jste nas. Museli jsme je schovat,
abyste si nas v§imli.“ Je to zdhadné zprava a musim pfiznat, ze ptilis nechapu
jeji vyznam.

PATRIK

Dé&kuji Jean-Lucu,

podivame se za vami zase za nékolik minut.

K nam do studia nyni zavital profesor Bertrand, expert na boj s terorismem.
Dobry den, pane profesore.

PROF. BERTRAND

Dobry den.

PATRIK

MiiZzeme tady mluvit o teroristickém utoku?

PROF. BERTRAND

Ano. Bezpochyby je to tak.

PATRIK

Dé&kuji moc, pane profesore, zlistaiite s nami.

Podivame se nyni zivé k Saint-Erme, kde se situace mezitim zménila, Jean-
Lucu?

JEAN-LUC

Ano, ano, Patriku, pokusim se udrZet ve spojeni. Je to ¢im dal t&zsi a stale hif

vas slySim, protoZe kolem mé je uz velky dav lidi.
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It seems the hostage is in good health...

The crowd is tense. .. There are more and more people.

The tension grew a few moments ago when the kidnappers waved a banner
bearing a message written in Spanish

PATRICK

Could you tell us the message on the banner?

JEAN-LUC

“When we were visible you did no see us; we had to hide to get noticed.” It’s a

cryptic message and I have to say, I don’t fully understand its meaning

PATRICK

Thank you, Jean-Luc,

we’ll be back with you in a few minutes.

With us in the studio, Professor Bertrand, a counter-terrorism expert.

Good morning, Professor.

PROF. BERTRAND

Good morning.

PATRICK

Can we consider this to be a terrorist attack?

PROF. BERTRAND

Yes. There’s no doubt about it.

PATRICK

Thank you, Professor. Please, stay with us.

We now go back live to Saint-Erme, where things have progressed, is it correct
Jean-Luc?

JEAN-LUC

Yes, yes, Patrick, I’ll try to stay in touch. But it’s getting harder and I’'m having
hard time hearing you as the crowd here has grown massively.
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Policie vyslala bezpe¢nostni kordon, aby ochranila obyvatelstvo pted
piipadnymi vytrznostmi. Starosta vesnice dorazil na misto a nyni se bude
pokouset hovofit s teroristy. Zustaiite s nami, vSechno budeme pienaset zive.
PATRIK

Samoziejmé, Jean-Lucu, zlistdivdme ve spojeni.

JEAN-LUC

Ted uslySime starostova slova.

STAROSTA (DO MEGAFONU)

Tak tady to mam zmacknout?

Hal6? Slysite mé?

Poslyste, jsme piipraveni vyjednavat.

Nikdo nechce, aby to dopadlo Spatné.

Ale potiebujeme slySet vaSe pozadavky.

Je tona vas....
Prosim... JEAN-LUC: Patriku...
No tak, feknéte néco! PATRIK: Ano, jsme tu.

Co po nas sakra chcete?!

JEAN-LUC

Jak zteymé slysite a jisté chapete... Pan starosta je velmi pohnuty.

Co se ty¢e tnosci, ti zachovavaji ledovy klid, a zda se, Ze se rozhodli
neodpovidat, ani nijak nereagovat.

Pockat... N¢jaky pohyb na schodech kostela...

Teroristé praveé rozbalili druhy transparent...

, Tohle je zvuk vaSeho hrouticiho se svéta. A toho naSeho, ktery povstava.*
To je tedy hrtizostrasny vzkaz, ktery nevésti nic dobrého. Patriku?!
PATRIK
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The police have created a safety perimeter to protect the population from any
sudden turmoil. The town’s mayor is on site and will now speak to the terrorists.
Stay with us and listen live.

PATRICK

Of course, we are staying with you Jean-Luc.

JEAN-LUC

Now here’s Mayor’s address.

MAYOR (ON MEGAPHONE)

Am I supposed to...press it here?

Hello? Can you hear me?

Listen, we are ready to negotiate.

We all want to avoid a tragedy.

But we must know your demands.

Your turn now....

Go ahead... JEAN-LUC: Patrick...
Well, say something! PATRICK: Yes, we’re with you.

What do you want from us, God damnit?!

JEAN-LUC

As you just heard and certainly understand... The Mayor is really disconcerted.
For their part, the kidnappers are staying calm and still, they seem determined to
remain silent and not to react.

Wait... There’s movement on the church steps...

The terrorists are unravelling a second banner...

“This is the sound of your world collapsing, the sound of our arising.”

A terrifying message, to say the least, the worst is probably yet to come.
Patrick?

PATRICK
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Ano, ano, jsem tady, jsem tady.

JEAN-LUC

Patriku, tady nastdva panika! Néktefi divaci se vydali smérem ke schodiim do
kostela a kolem vznikaji potycky se straZzci zdkona.

Uplné sileny vystup! Je to §ilené!

WILLIAM
No jo, tak doslo na nejhorsi.
A bylo to krasny.
MATKA Neni to obluda, je to tviij syn.
OTEC Je to jen kus gumy!
MATKA Co chces délat?
DOKTOR ...tak ted’ jsou dvé mozZnosti.
PORODNI ASISTENTKA Tladte!
MATKA Uaaagh!
Claudine a Aminata se k nam ptidaly
a spolu s nima jejich rodiny a pratelé,
pro ktery taky vyrobily kukly.
El Viejo Antonio dorazil hned potom.
S lyzatskou kuklou, ktera mu zakrejvala celej oblicej krom jeho jiskficich o€i.
Ptisli k nam taky stary lidi, zapomenuty, k smrti unaveny tim, co v§echno
prezili.
Oni vySplhali z poslednich sil nahoru na schody.
Schovali si tvafe do kosiktl a oSatek.
OTEC Umfe tady!
DOKTOR Nebo odpojime vSechny pfistroje...
OTEC Je to jen kus gumy.
Umfe tady, umie tady, umie tady!

Ke kostelu se jako kazdy rano vydali tfi bezdomovci,
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Yes, yeas, | am still here.

JEAN-LUC

Patrick, it’s utter chaos here! Certain bystanders are making their way towards
the church steps and scuffles are breaking out with the police force.

The scene is completely surreal, It’s crazy!

WILLIAM
And yes, the worst did come.
And it was beautiful.
MOTHER He’s not a monster, he’s your son.
FATHER It’s not even a vegetable!
MOTHER What do you want to do?
DOCTOR ...there are two options.
MIDWIFE Push!
MOTHER Uaaagh!
Claudine and Aminata joined us
With their families and friends,
They made balaclavas for all of them.
El Viejo Antonio came right after them.
Wearing a ski balaclava that left only his beady eyes uncovered.
The forgotten, old folks, tired to death of surviving,
They climbed up the steps with all their remaining strength.

They covered their faces with baskets and tote bags.

FATHER He will die here!
DOCTOR Or we unplug everything...
FATHER Not even a vegetable.

He dies here, he dies here, he dies here!

The three hobos that spend their days on the church steps
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ktery tam vétSinou travi celej den...
A na znameni solidarity si dali na hlavu papirovy pytle,
ve kterejch si pfinesli chlast.
REMI Co se to tady proboha d&je?!
Augustin se pustil Rémiho ruky,
ten se ho pokusil zase chytit, ale nepovedlo se mu to.
Ptibeh ke mné a sednul si mi na klin.
Rémi nastvané rozhodil rukama.
MEéI otevienou pusu, asi musel kiicet.
VSichni se na néj divali.
Ale nikdo ho neslysel, protoze zvony zrovna zacaly zvonit.
A pak se za nama oteviely

dvere kostela.

Moje mama vysla ven.

V ruce svirala svoji Bibli.

Hlavu vztyCenou.

Postavila se vedle mé¢.

Stala vzptima.

Hrda.

Pak se na mé podivala a usmala se.
Byla krasna.

Nejkrasnéjsi na sveéte.

Zacaly mé palit oci.

Myslim, Ze jsem vidél svyho tatu.
Myslim, Ze brecel.

Nemohl mé poznat, Ze ne...

Se slzama v ocich.

A s moji kuklou.
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Showed up like they do every morning...
Out of solidarity they slung the paper bags
In which they brought their booze over their heads.
REMI What the hell is going on here?!
Augustin let go of Remi’s hand,
He tried to hold him back but failed.
He ran to me and sat down on my knees.
Remi waved his arms around him in anger,
His mouth was wide open, he must’ve been screaming.
Everyone was looking at him
But no one heard him because the church bells started to ring.
And then, the church door
Opened behind us.

My mother walked out.

Her bible closed tight in her hand,
Her head held high.

She stood next to me

straight

and proud.

Then she looked at me and smiled.
She was beautiful

The most beautiful woman in the world.
My eyes started to sting.

| think | saw my dad.

| think he was crying.

He couldn’t recognize me, of course.
With his tears

And my balaclava.
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Pak se objevila Obrpaulova rodina.
Bylo jich snad padesat.

Me¢li s sebou jidlo a piti.

Pro vSechny.

Tak jsme si udélali piknik.

Pfimo tam, vSichni spole¢né.

V tichosti.

Ten vecer jsem spal doma.

Sli jsme na vedefi do restaurace, s mamou a Augustinem.
Sed¢li jsme na terase.

Dalsi den jsem se vratil na intr.

Celej den jsem koukal na dyvidycka s boxem.

Zivot se vratil do starejch koleji.

Ale uZ to nikdy nebude stejny.

Jesté nas uvidite.
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And then Paulio’s family showed up.
There were at least fifty of them.
They brought things to eat and drink
For everyone.

So we had a picnic

Right there, all of us together,

In silence.

| slept at home that evening.

Mom, Augustin and | ate dinner at a restaurant.

Out on the patio!

The next day | was back at the boarding school.

| spent all day sitting, watching boxing matches on my DVDs.
Life was back to normal

And yet, it’ll never be the same.

You’ll see us.
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