English dialogue list 

Park Mark!

My real name’s Markar Sukiyazian.

-You’re Armenian?

-Yes. You didn’t know?

Armenians are all law-abiding.

How can you do that?

The church will help if I go to them.

But there’s a problem in Armenians.

Everybody will know in a day.

My family too.

Because we aren’t too many.

When I go to the club,

they ask me about my family.

-Your family are in the US now?

-Yes. They were born there.

What did you do the last time

you arrested him?

He’s caught me a few times

and let me go.

The charity boxes are for the needy.

It’s a crime breaking them open.

But as he’s old and miserable...

I do look for a job a lot.

He is shooting us.

Tell him not to!

-He won’t.

-What if he will?

-What’s he doing?

-Nothing!

Shooting needs sound recording and stuff.

Did you get fruit juice?

The officer is worried we film them.

But he said we aren,t.

I’m leaving.

The car’s down there.

There’s no fruit juice now.

Thank you, captain.

-Thank you. Goodbye.

-Goodbye.


Turn the camera away.

Or they’ll notice it.

This is my elder daughter, Melena,

the vice-manager of the Bank of American.

She was born in 1982.

She’s about 27, 28, 30 now.

A college graduate.

This is my younger daughter, Melody.

She went blind

when she was 2 months old.

Her eyes were all white.

We had a hard time to treat her.

She’s a policewoman, FBI now.

What I always hated happened to me!

She’s very clever.

Born in 1984.

She’s about 24, 25, 26.

This is Martin, born in 1987.

Fine boy!

Plays American football.

2.04 m tall.

He’s bought a car with manual transmission.

There isn’t any like that in America.

I ask him why he’s bought it.

Says doesn’t want his sisters to take it out.

But it’s for screeching the wheels!

Got Iranian blood in him, you know!

This is my wife, Maria, from Isfahan.

A fine woman!

She’s worked so hard for the kids.

God bless her.

I call and ask her

if she’s got a boyfriend or something.

“Stupid!

Don’t know me after so many years?

My kids are my boyfriends.”

She’s so attached to them.

And she watches TV all the time.

Doesn’t go out much.

A good woman.

May God keep her safe for my kids.

This is me with my sisters.

I weighed 120-125 kg then.

See what this damn crack’s done to me.

They’d come from Sweden.

We went to Las Vegas together.

I was on leave from prison then.

My elder and younger sister.

I have other sisters too.

See how I looked?

I’ve quit for a few weeks.

Some other photos with my daughter.

What a body I had!

Damn crack!

They mix 4 things: depilatory powder 25%,

acid 10%, heroin 20%, and the rest is filth.

It destroys everything.

They don’t wash the body in the graveyard

because of worms.

 And because the skin peels off.

I saw my friend took off his sock

and his toenail came off with it.

They say you’re no longer a man

when you use it.

Once I went to the bath,

tried for 45 minutes but nothing!

No virility!

Crack is devastating. 


I’ve lost everything I had.

It took away everything.

When I use it,

I can’t even walk a few steps to get some cigarettes.

Your legs give way.

Especially when you have cold turkey.

Your lungs want to come out!

I lost my family, house, everything!

Because of this.

And I’ve just started it.

Those using it for a long time have worms now.

Crack is unmanly.

When they want to curse you, they say,

“I hope you’ll be a crack junkie.”

It takes away your life.

Darn crack!

Darn crack!

Even its name is horrifying,

let alone itself. 


When one uses crack,

he’ll become a thief, a cuckold.

He’ll do anything

to come up with the money to buy it.

He’ll do anything for crack.

Everything!

But I love you, my dear!

This is my love;

my wife, kids, girlfriend.

Everything to me!

Aah!

Let me take a drag

and I’ll be high.

I was a mouse 10 minutes ago.

Now I’m a wolf!

I can tear iron!

What power it gives you!

More than atom!


Let’s see what’s in here.

Come on out!

Damn!

It fell!

C’mon!

Yep!

What you’ve become, Mark!

Ever imagined

you’d rob charity boxes one day?

If your kids find out...

“Our father’s a thief now.”

Dammit!


It’s 2 already?

I haven’t earned anything yet.

All lights are out.

I love you, government!

What a good thing you’ve done for us!

Everywhere’s dark

and we can do our job easily!

No cops, I hope.

No.

Let’s see what’s in here.

What luck holds?

Come on.

That’s it!

Come out.

Damn!

It was green and I thought it was grand.

It’s only 50.

Thank God, anyway!

550 so far.

Let’s see what else is there.

My voice cracks with fear.

It’s 20 again!

Damn!

People have no money.

Should wait till the New Year.

What is it?

What are you?

200.

Good!

All are penniless even in this

posh neighbourhood. 


Damn him!

He’s stuck chewing gum on it.

Don’t, bastard!

What I did in America and what I do now!

I’d rob Federal Bank of California

and took $200,000 to $300,000.

We went to Las Vegas at 4 PM

and gambled.

We didn’t have money to buy cigarettes

at 8 AM.

Now I’m looking for 1000-toman bills.

Let me tell you something.

Money, mosque, bank.

The believer, the rich.

They leave beside each other

and drop 2 or 5 grand notes into the box.

O mosque!

By our dome!

Do something for my pure heart

so I won’t do this again.

I’m sick and tired of this.

What’s in here?

Wow!

2, 5 grand notes!

I told you.

Mosque, bank, money!

Come out.

Money must be ready like this.

God bless you for dropping it here.

Another 5,000!

Wow!

Oh, Solmaz!

How much I miss you!

What a time we had together under these trees...

Damn crack did this to me

in only a few months.

I had everything;

money, power.

Oh, Solmaz!

Remember what days and nights

we had here?

We took food from there and had it here.

Now I rob the charity box here.

Funny, innit?

Never mind!

When I was deported from America to Russia,

I wanted to bribe the officers in Russia...

...to get a transit visa

to go to Sweden to my relatives.

But it didn’t happen.

So I came to Iran.

Something I always made fun of

happened to me.

I fell in love;

with someone who was married.

We were together for a long time secretly.

Her husband knew

but their parents didn’t.

We loved each other so much that

we eloped and went to Europe.

Armenia, Russia, Paris.

A few months passed.

Then she called her mother here.

She insisted that we return to Iran,

she gets divorced, and we leave again.

We returned.

Her husband had sued me for kidnapping.

They arrested me and sent me

to the Revolutionary Court.

I took care of everybody!

So, she divorced her husband and married me.

We went abroad again;

officially and fearlessly this time.

We had a simple engagement party here and left.

Our only problem was that

Solmaz always wanted us to have a baby.

She was young and stupid,

but I wasn’t.

I told her I was about 27 years older than her,

and how we could have a baby.

In the end,

her husband mediated and they got married again.

I bid them goodbye

and wished them a happy life.

Maybe it’s because of her that

I’ve become an addict.

I really love her and will always do.

I’ve been with many women,

but Solmaz was very special to me.

Not only as a wife.

Like my daughter.

She was and will always be

very dear to me.

I’ll do anything to help her.

Anything!

Even moving mountains!

Because I love her very much.

Her husband too.

He’s a youth.

He didn’t know what life was.

He realised he’d mistaken.

Now they’re living happily together.

I’m living too.

But our lives are so different!

This is my life,

sleeping in the park.

What does it mean?

Many people sleep in parks.

As we’re addicts and have stuff,

park is dangerous for us.

Why I don’t sleep in parks?

I told you.

Maybe because of those nightmares.

Or when you’re asleep,

they take your shoes, shirt.

An addict always has money for his stuff.

So, they attack you when you’re asleep.

I’ve been beaten a few times.

They dropped a shirt on my head

and beat me to a jelly.

Once I’d bought this damn stuff.

They mix it with pills most of the time.

I had a few puffs.

Then I realised my wallet was gone.

Everything I had was in it;

my ID, national card, passport.

They took everything.

I went to the police.

From 5 PM,

I started to look for it in the streets.

I thought he’d take the money

and throw away the documents.

I searched all dustbins,

but nothing.

They were all gone.

That’s living in a park.

People buy new carpets for their house,

I collect thick cartons so I don’t catch cold.

It’s very hard living in a park.

It’s cold.

My whole body’s been aching

for a few weeks.

Come on out, dear!

Don’t fall.

Good!

What’s there?

Come out before a patrol comes.

It’s a 200.

200.

Howdy?

We’re a battalion tonight!

We want to empty them all!

I slept in another park,

but it’s very cold there.

Go back there!

I want to sleep here tonight.

Are you in charge here?

I’ll get the permission from the police.

-Have you?

-I’ve been here for 16 years. Go!

I’ve had an ID for 4 years.

Let me sleep here tonight.

-It’s late now. You fine?

-Thank you!

-Using something?

-No!

-Thank God.

-You are!

-Yes. My face shows.

-Go away!

Why do you shout?

Grouchy!

Is it bad I’m respecting you?

I work all day.

What do you do?

I work too!

Testy!

We’re the same age.

I’ll get permission in the morning.

And I won’t ask you again.

-My mistake!

-Go away!

C’mon!

Hit me if you want!

I was wrong to respect him.

You shouldn’t respect anybody.

Why people’ve become like this?

My dear friend!

You’re the best friend I have!

All fight me.

But you’re not a good friend either.

You destroy me. 


All those boxes are a joke.

That’s not money.

The banks I robbed in America!

You’ll be dumbfounded to hear.

Once I pointed the gun at the cashier in a bank.

Poor girl wet herself!

I pitied her so much.

She said she was a mother.

Damn gambling!

We stole $100,000 to $300,000 in the afternoon

and went to Las Vegas.

The police were after us.

Sometimes we made it

and went to casinos.

What a miserable life!

These boxes are jokes.

So much pinching and

it’ll be only a few dollars.


Cocaine, murder!

A guy gave me some.

“Can you sell them?”

“Yes.”

I gave them to my black friend.

Said he’d sell them by night.

He gave them to a disco manager,

got the money, went to a casino,...

...and lost everything.

Then told me there was no money.

“No money.

I’ll have an armed robbery and pay you.”

There was shooting.

It was America, all armed.

I shot a black woman in the eye.

Two killed,

three wounded.

Court and prison.

Gave me 22 years.

I appealed.

18 years.

Appeal again.

14 years.

The DA said,

“I have no proof, but you’re guilty.”

I went to jail.

What a hole!

They strip you, wash you,

and then you go in.

I was in solitary for 16 months.

The black guy said, “Fuck you!

What money? I don’t have any money.”

Anyway, 16 months in solitary.

Every day I could see the sunlight

through the ceiling for half an hour.

I found out the time

by the meals they gave me.

They made a ball of all rubbish they had,

warmed it, and told us to eat.

That was in America.

What a jail!

Mexican, black, any type you name.

They say 72 nations live in India.

No! It’s in America.

I had fights.

Solitary again.

I was beaten many times in the first 2 years.

I cooked in jail.

It was good.

All liked me because

I didn’t look for trouble and worked well.

After 12 years and 8 months,

they called my name.

I thought I was paroled.

But they sent me to the Immigration prison

and court again.

Why? Damn George Bush came

and they changed their Constitution.

They deported me.

I thought I’d have 2 years’ probation

after 13 years.

But I was deported from LA to Moscow

and then to Tehran.

The flight on the Pacific Ocean took 8 hours.

I asked them to open my hands.

“I can’t jump into the ocean!

It’s full of sharks and whales!”

“Nope!”

“I want to use the lavatory.”

He handcuffed me to him

and came with me.

I sat, he sat too.

Other passengers were objecting.

They took me to Moscow.

I gave $100 to a cop there

to get a transit visa for 2 hours.

I wanted to go to the city

and escape to Sweden to my family.

No use.

So I came to Tehran via Moscow.

Tehran!

Wow!

I’d forgotten how to address them.

I’d been abroad for 32 years.

They took me to Evin Prison.

Gave me hell for 3 months.

Despite all that,

I still love my homeland cops.

Nowhere is like your own country.

Not because I’m here.

Nowhere is like Iran

and nowhere in Iran is like home.

Believe me.

Iran’s a good place.

Appreciate it and our own cops. 


My mouth’s dry.


Death!

I fear death.

I really do. 


Maybe that’s why

I can’t sleep at night.

I’m afraid.

I think I resorted to crack

because of the murders I did.

I’m too scared to sleep.

I have nightmares.

I love life, but not this life.

Carrying my bag and a carton,

and walking all the time.

Damn you, Solmaz!

I started using crack

the day we broke up.

I don’t know if that’s the reason...

...or I use crack because

I still see that guy rolling in his blood.

Maybe I want to forget.

I ask God for death many times a day.

I’m really tired.

Can’t go on any more.

I’m 54. I’m old.

What will I do at 60?



Look at them!

You’re 70, 80!

That’s enough!

They work out to live long!

Good for them!

Ladies and gentlemen!

I’m really tired.

I’ve worked all night.

You all know what I do.

With your permission,

I want to sleep a little.

Forgive me.

I’m very tired.


Bravo, athletes!

-Join us!

-Sure!

Let me pass through you.

Ladies first!

My life, the love of that lady

Is like a breeze shaky.

My heart is fearful, hopeful.

But God is Bountiful.

In every town 'n' city,

they tell my story.

They know I love her.

With all my heart, I love her.

Plain, desert, mountain.

Sea, wind, and rain.

The whole world is aware

how much I yearn for her.

My rose!

When will you be back?

My violet!

When will you be back?

My life, the love of that lady

Is like a breeze shaky.

My heart is fearful, hopeful.

But God is Bountiful.

God is Bountiful...

