.

Can't take it anymore!

Enough.

I've had enough of everything.

Now I'm gonna say it again,
quietly, 'coz I've calmed down.

I've had enough of everything.

This is the end of our days.

Anyone who can put up with what
I've put up with is a cool dude.

This is worse
than the fucking can.

I swear to God,
sometimes I wonder

if I wasn't better off
inside than I'm here.

You never know when the day comes
when your thinking changes.

For me that happened
after seven years.

It's ironic but I should
count myself lucky

that before reoffending
I kept getting seven years.

So then I did ten.

And those ten years
were useful in some ways.

But nobody here is trying
to re-educate you.

You've gotta do it yourself
if you want to.

I wonder if you gonna
treat me to something at Christmas.

Sitting in a warm car with a slut,
that would be the thing right now.

I don't mean here, in Ilava,
I mean all the time.

-All the time?
-All my life here.

-You haven't got much left.
-Nah.

-Just four more Christmas carp.
-And you're home? -And I'm home.

OK and what then?

You stay for a while and
you're back counting the carp.

What you're doing, Vilko?

I'm taking notes. I'm putting
together a French dictionary.

But I've got to
go over it several times,

to make the letters last longer.

What's this you got here, this crap?

I've got problems with my fingers.
I got pissed once,

fell asleep in the snow
and got frostbite in my fingertips.

I've lost about half the feeling in
the fingertips in both hands,

and now I often let go of a pen.
It falls on these tiles,

and when the tip of the pen
hits them, it gets damaged.

I've often had to ditch
half of the ink insert,

the whole pen's
got to go in the trash.

-Where do you get the money?
-A bit of wheeling and dealing.

One guy gives me something,

another guy has something sent in
a parcel for me. So I had this idea,

I'll get hold of some nuts. I stick
scotch tape over them and it helps.

Now when the pen drops on the floor
it turns around, like this, you see,

and it doesn't land on the tip,
it lands sideways like this.

That's how I save my pen
and it don't get ruined so much.

You enjoy this?
Twelve hours a day, every day?

Not really, I don't, sometimes
I have to force myself,

'coz I just I can't get my head
around this language.

It disgusts me.

I don't think I'd have the patience
to do this every day.

-So what am I supposed to do?
-Better than some jailbird scheming.

You know what it's like. You leave
other guys alone, they leave you alone.

Rise and shine.

Getting up time, guys.

Get on with it.

Roughly 7,000 prisoners a year
pass through here.

So it's check-in,
check-out and so on.

As the final month gets closer...

You're not interested in anything
anymore, your thoughts are out there.

You're getting less sleep, four,
five hours max, at least in my case.

Time drags on incredibly slowly.

The time I did before,
the six and a half years.

That was for armed robbery,
I burglarized a betting office.

The second sentence, that was for
assault, I mean aggravated assault.

The first time I did time, in 1990
it was, I set fire to a gas station.

I was on my way home after
a solid weekend of boozing

and in the evening someone said,
there's this kiosk, by the gas station.

You know what it's like
in a gang, twenty guys, 

I was nineteen. And someone
said let's have some fun.

So I said I'll give you
New Year's Eve in August.

And I went to the gas station
and set fire to it.

I got three years for
endangering the public.

And that's what my life's been like.

OK, you can go.

We wanted to make some extra cash.
 We came from hardscrabble families,

we had no pocket money but
we wanted some. We wanted nice gear.

We wanted girls at school to
fancy us, we wanted to get noticed,

like those guys who did well
at school and had everything

'coz their parents invested in them.

I've been on the wrong side of the
tracks ever since I was very young

and I could never do
anything about it.

Why don't you ask to be
transferred to those liver lifer cells?

-Why don't you?
-You think it won't happen to you?

-I'm going home in a year.
-You'll be back.

-Don't you wish that on him.
-I don't but that's what he's like.

Oliver, he'll be back but
you're not getting out.

Well, when I first got there,
as a first-timer...

The first time I got there, I was
up there, on the upper floor...

There were twenty jailbirds to
a room, or something like that.

-Like here.
-Yeah, they were long rooms.

Yeah, but those were all single
beds, not bunk beds like here.

During my first and second week
they were slowly checking me out.

They saw a new chickadee,
a new victim, a greenhorn.

We gotta try and break him.
See if it works.

So they tried it on the first day.
They offered me tea, coffee, some pills.

And I say no, I don't want none,
I've just had coffee, tea...

I must've turned around and
they put something in my drink,

two guys got hold of me,
I drank it, and I felt sick.

I don't know if it was some
pills or this solutan stuff.

-It was dark in there.
-So it knocked you out?

Yeah, sort of. As I was leaving I
stopped in the doorway and fell down.

And that's where they beat me. One of
the guys gave me such a fucking blow.

So I grabbed this chair and
there were two or three of them,

he jumped on me and bang, bang,
they beat the shit out of me.

And then the pants,
one stuffed his dick into my trap.

So I bit him and said,
don't fuck with me you fuckhead.

And then the other one says: we'll
give you a fucking. What the fuck!

I tried to twist and pull.
They threw a blanket over me.

They beat me, then they somehow
got me floored and he fucked me.

I don't know if it was one, I was
dazed from those pills, maybe three.

I get up in the morning. And damn it!
the bed, my pajamas, shorts,

everything covered in blood.

Fuck. I called a doctor. They
took me to the fucking hospital.

But you didn't get your period,
that was from your ass, right?

And he says, well, I don't know how
many stitches I got, five or six.

And the doctor asked me,
how many were there? How do I know?

Two behind me and three next to me.

And you didn't feel anything, when
they screwed you down there, did you?

I was all in a daze, all fucked up.
But the beating was worse.

Those fucking faggots. Fuck it, I'd
kill them if I could. Sonsabitches.

Yeah, they beat the shit out of me
and they fucked me too.

-You know what I think?
-Well, what do you think?

I think that the cookie, the one
you said they stole from you,

-you chowed it down yourself.
-That's not true. -Yeah, well, sure.

Listen, it was on top
of the cabinet, listen to me.

What was on top of the cabinet?
The cookie was still there.

He came in and my cookie
was still there. You weren't there

and I wake up in the morning
and the cookie's  gone.

You chowed it down so that you
wouldn't have to share it.

Bager had two cookies from Roman.
Why should he eat yours?

-Poor Bager, man. -He ate it.
-He was really scared, guys.

I said I'll let him have some in
the morning, you know what I mean.

-Don't hold him up, draw your lines.
-You shut up, you little ladybug.

-Shrek's gotta eat a lot.
-What a bastard.

I'm just doing my lines here.

Your lines are all fucked up, you
jerk, and you haven't even finished.

-You ate that cookie, didn't you?
-No, he's really eaten it.

I saw you last night,
you put a blanket over your head.

-A blanket over my head?
-You were chomping under the blanket.

-What kinda friends are you, guys.
-Oh no, no.  -What?

-I love him like my own step-sister.
-Yeah, exactly.

What did he say to you?

Like my own step-sister,
that's how...

-And what about it?
-It's an honor.

And do you know how I love you?
Like the little ladybug, you know?

Ladybug, you say?

Let me ask you
a sort of intimate question.

Let's face it,
there are no women in the slammer,

so how did you deal with that?

How I dealt with my sexual needs?

Thank God I'm still hetero. That
hasn't changed in all those years,

didn't make me, you know,
go for little boys.

You get hold of some porn,
and you do it in the john.

You do it there, no problem.

When you say Ilava,
everyone has expectations.

I expected a coupla dead bodies to
be carried out every morning.

-From the cells. - You know, Ilava.
-Ilava, those dreaded prisoners.

I just wanted to do a fucking car,
and the owner ended up dead.

The jerk fell down, hit his head.
Thirteen years, you get for it.

For knocking off a car.
If I'd known I'd land such a long whack,

I'd have gone for some white-collar
stuff, fixed some invoices. 

You get sent down for twelve
and you're out in eight,

but you get out
and the money's waiting for you.

Golden, where'll you go?

I'll go home, take my stuff
and move in with the girlfriend.

And I wanna do heroin.

Yeah.

Last time I was home, in '06,
I didn't get any.

I finished with that stuff in '98.

Now I regret it. Quality stuff.
But this time I'll get hold of some.

Because I'm going to get
another eight or ten years anyway.

I'll probably get out but
I won't get parole.

I'm not one of those with
money or contacts. Nothing.

I've been going from
one slammer to another since 1990.

So I'll move in with the girlfriend.
I'll get a job for three months.

I'll make sixty. Some of it
for everyday things of course.

And then I'll buy as much dope as I
can get. And I'll take it from there.

I'm finished.

I might get lucky but I'm not stupid
enough to believe it would happen.

I've suffered here
because I did do something,

and I can't expect any luck
when I get out.

Nobody's gonna give me anything,
know what I mean.

So I'll have my fun, and when I'm forty
I'll shoot up again. It'll be a blast. 

Heroin rules,
heroin is the king, gentlemen.

Hi.

-You got everything?
-Sure.

All your cards, tissues, everything.

-Take care.
-Look after yourself, take care.

You've received your health insurance
card and your medical history

with all the treatment
you've had here.

Give it to your doctor. Photocopies
of your skin test results, everything.

You have to report
to your doctor within three days

so that they can write
your prescriptions.

Thanks.

-Good bye then.
-Good bye.  -So long.

My father died in 2006.

The apartment where I used to live
was sold after a while.

It had two bedrooms,
too big for my mother.

My brother got himself
a girlfriend, she's at home.

Mom, she's always been cool. We
wrote letters, she came for visits.

Then I got the long sentence

and she wrote to give me
a piece of her mind.

How she also had to strike out
on her own when she was eighteeen eighteen.

That she had done her duty, helped
me out till I turned eighteeen eighteen,

but now it was time for me
to look after myself,

especially as I've chosen this path.

My brother stopped writing
since his child was born.

Good afternoon,
is Branislav Koreò Koreň home?

Hey bro, can you hear me? Could you
come down, just for a little talk.

It's me, Miro.

OK.

Shit, hey.

-Man, you've changed.
-Pick up your stuff, Miro.

-But I'm not gonna stay with you.
-I don't want you here either.

-Come. -For a beer somewhere?
-Why beer? You're all greasy, c'mon.

What's your problem?
I'm trying, you know.

What's happened
to your voice, you jerk?

You jerk, you've
changed so much. Jerk.

-Tell me how you found me here.
-We can talk but...

I gotta to explain
something to you first.

-What's happened to your voice?
-What, does it sound gay?

No, but it's thick
like Richard Müller, you jerk.

You look like him yourself...
you jerk.

I still think like I'm a twenty-one
year old boy, or nineteen-year old,

like when I was first locked up.
I know nothing about life.

I just turn up every few years.

And there's no self-respect,
no responsibility,

I'm not used to living outside
the way normal people do.

OK, last question.

Do you regret the things
you've done?

And I would like
an honest reply now.

-I don't.
-You don't?

That would be a lie. They say in court:
Do you regret committing the crime?

I have no regrets. It simply happened
and if I have any regrets,

it's about my mom who's stood
by me all those years.

She really is a steadfast woman,
I admire her.

But to say I regret what happened,
hurting someone, or robbing someone...

So what?
I took stuff, I stole stuff.

I did my time, I've paid
my debt to society, as they say.

But I'm not going to regret that
stuff, it's just stuff for me.

But Mom is Mom, that's different.
So there.

Thank you.

-Look, Mom.
-What?

Is that a button mushroom,
or a parasol mushroom?

I wish I could go to sleep
like that, with no worries.

Oh, Zlatko...

You'll go to sleep when I'm back
inside, you'll know where I am.

Great future, isn't it?

You'll know that I'm out of
harm's way, that you can relax.

You got used to me doing time in
all those years, haven't you.

But we may never meet again,
do you realize what you're doing?

C'mon, let's not talk about that
now, let's not ruin this.

I do realize. And
I've been thinking about it.

-Anything might happen.
-I do have a conscience, believe me.

-So what's next?
-The hearing?

What do they want?
This has been closed,

it's just how long that's left. All
that's to be decided is how long.

They will say, the district court
has sentenced you to five years,

you have appealed,

do you still want to exercise
your right of appeal? Yes.

Leave the courtroom,
the court will decide.

I'll go back in. They say
it's been upheld,

they handcuff me,

one hundred per cent.

Some future.

What a madam. Come here,
you cunt, aren't you hungry?

You materialist. Gimme your head.

Your mother has sold the apartment,
and where does she live now?

-At an unknown address.
-Completely unknown?

Because it seems to me
that you should be entitled

to a place to live
and if she had cut you out,

because in 2000 you were
nineteen years old,

you were of age,

so we should look into that.

Does your mother live
outside of Bratislava?

Aha, outside of Bratislava. We'll
try and find out where she lives.

OK, back to accommodations.

Specifically, do you have
somewhere to stay?

Well, I slept in the street
until last night.

-In the street, literally?
-Yes, since Wednesday.

I can give you a list of
dormitories, three pages.

But you'll have to pay.

And you won't have that much.

Upon release you were given
a total of 96.49 euros.

-Have you completed any training?
-No, because I was serving time.

So you have no education,
only grade school.

I think I'll just have to
get some papers together

and register at the
local department of labor.

I've got something in the pipeline,
my brother offered to help me.

Yes, that's excellent.

Would you be interested
in us contacting your mother,

if we manage to locate her address?

No.

Have you kept in touch
with her in writing at least?

That'll be 97.42 altogether.

-This is a five euro note. Sorry.
-Another 42 cents.

Hey, listen.

Even my sneaker is covered
in spew. Hey, so it wasn't a dream?

All that stuff?

Have I really been to a brothel?

What?

But that's normal,
to give your brother a treat

when he's come out of the can.

Yes.

Listen.

Did you really give him 100 euro
for one little cunt?

Listen.

I got there and I knew
exactly what to expect.

She opened the door, understand.

E-cup tits,

when dressed, I tell you,
when dressed.

-You're having me on.
-No I'm not.

She had D-cup tits,
that freckled ginger whore.

I'm not making it up.

Listen to me, never mind.

I go to the bath tub,
I mean a shower.

Coming with me?

No, she says. OK then, don't go.

So I gave my ass a good wash,
no, leave me alone.

I come out and I say...

Listen to me! She had
some of that lube stuff ready.

So I banged it in there. I'm doing
the talking now, you weren't there.

-But that's not allowed.
-What's not allowed?

Women have been telling me all my
life, the reason why you have no kids,

you retard, is because
you've been fucking us in the ass.

How was I to know I'm supposed
to fuck their vaginas?

So I fucked her in the ass
until she oinked.

That sort of stuff is not allowed,
you're not allowed to do that.

-What do you you mean, not allowed?
-I don't know.  -One more thing.

It's not just that I don't like it,
I can't stand it.

Let me finish and don't say
a word until I'm done, OK?

-I'll tell you the whole story.
-Leave my arm alone, it's no good.

OK, listen to me.

We agreed that I'll fucking whip her
and that she'll pee on me in the bath.

I like that.

-Cut it out. You said you'd be quiet.
-I can't do that. That kinda stuff.

-But you said you'd shut up.
-That kinda thing is not allowed.

-I have totally different rules.
-Shut up, let me finish the story.

Go on, just let me down this drink,
no more messing about.

I'll finish this glass
and I'm ready for more.

-Look, this is an ace drink...
-So, she peed on me...

...like I asked her,

I drank half the pee
from her cunt. I really did.

And then I fucked her again from
the back but this time in the cunt.

I really laid into her after all
those pills I got from the shrink.

-You should just have a drink.
-I screwed her for a full hour.

Then I spurted like mad.

She doesn't like it in her mouth,
she won't take that.

But I slammed it into her. And
I slammed it down her mouth. There.

And she kept swallowing everything,
and I say, what is it now?

Three years ago we
didn't swallow and now we do?

Some kinda miracle, eh?
You know what happened then?

Wait, you've still got a glassful
left, I'll have a half OK?

You know what happened next?

-Can I have some?
-Sure. You know what happened next?

-We've known each other for years.
-So can I tell you what happened?

She goes like, Zlatko,
get out of here,

I don't wanna see you ever again.

I loved you, I really loved you,
you're a bastard,

you've cost me nineteen thousand,
I don't wanna ever see you again.

That was enough for me.

Not bad.
That sort of thing can happen.

Nice stuff.

Here you are, have some.

Thanks.

Not bad, this beer, huh?

Better than that
fucking stuff in the slammer.

I'm surprised that in the seventeen
years, after four fucking terms,

I'm still dealing with it here.
Here outside. 

Just about, you know
But I'm on the brink.

They'd slap on 25 years each,
or life. Just to get rid of us.

Just like they did with Minaroviè and
Polgári, they's let us rot in there.

Who's gonna believe us? You've seen
the report Petrovský has written on me,

saying there's no way
I could fit into society.

This man is gonna assess me, and
he's only been a tutor for a month.

What? Where did he
dredge that out from?

If any employer asks to see it, I'll
be done for, for the rest of my life.

I keep trawling through teletext
and all newspapers every single day.

For jobs, only two companies that I
found don't ask to see your record.

-Did you get laid right the next day?
-That same day. The girlfriend.

I didn't until the third fucking
day, I was homeless for two days.

And even that was in the brothel,
but what a fuck she was, awesome.

I even felt like talking to her,
like why is she there?

I couldn't understand, you know,
such a cute chick.

-How much?
-128.

But that's for an hour, you know.

I was quite pissed, too,
so I kept her busy.

I also used to go there when I was
smashed 'coz it makes me last longer.

I used to take
two for half an hour each

and every time he knocked
on the door I'd come.

Hey, guys.

Jesus Christ.

What happened to your teeth?

-I lost them a while back.
-But this one just recently, right?

-Three guys got me. Three days ago.
-What were you up to?

Nothing, I didn't defend myself.
People keep having a swing at me.

He can't defend himself,
he's got a criminal record.

I was drunk, sure,
and there were three of them...

-You provoked them, didn't you? -No.
-No?  -It was really like...

Sure, that's what you all say.

And where are you sleeping now?

-My brother's paid for a room.
-That's good.  -Cool.

Back then I was living in a dorm,
'coz I was away from home every week.

After school we'd always buy some cheapo
wine and add some liniment and lemon.

That went on for a while.
I did my first job, on my own,

got a suspended.

I might have been amnestied right
away, that was still under Husák.

But then, when I turned nineteen,

it got serious and I had to do time.

There was no helping it, there was
just one more amnesty from...

Havel in 1990. That covered me.

But I was back in the can
within three months anyway.

I started much earlier, I was under
age and couldn't go to juvenile prison

so I went to boot camp.

Security isn't as good there
as in Ilava or any other prison

so I used every
little opportunity to run away.

-Where was your mom then?
-My mom was home.

When you were goofing off,
age thirteen.

-I was in boot camp and then I ran away.
-Your mom thought you're in boot camp...

The police came to tell her I'd run
away and ask if I hadn't come home.

That's why I couldn't go back home.
They would've caught me right away.

And mother would have
grassed on me, too.

She did it once
so I knew better next time.

All this crap, it's roll call,
then line-up for work,

then another roll-call,
then more of that bullshit,

lunch, then roll-call,

like end of shift, another roll-call.

Then it's back to the cell, dinner,

another roll-call, and roll-call
again, and it's the end of the day.

Are you fucking mental?
I couldn't take it anymore.

It was too much. And now...

I'm crazy about you,
you're an angel...

I love you, bro.

You're like enjoying life to the full,
everything I should have been enjoying.

But I couldn't handle it.

Hey, buddy!
I'm back home, for a while again.

-Just for a while?
-Well, you know me, right?

we’re too old for fairytales
but too young to be losers
don’t feed us tales of what has been and what will be
we still rock all the same
 
we still rock all the same
we still rock as we did before
we still rock all the same
we rock as we did before
 
this slight grin of ours
won’t be wiped off so easily
we still rock all the same
 
this slight grin of ours
won’t be wiped off so easily
we still rock all the same
We're fucking drunk, but who cares.

Wait a minute.

I don't want it.

Today I'm just bumming around.

Mirka, sweetheart.

Come closer to me.
I wanna take your picture.

I haven't got
any decent photos on here.

Just don't pass it on to any of those
tattooed guys when you're back inside.

You think I'll be showing you off,
like my girlfriend?

I don't want some jailbird
to take a shine to me,

and then when he gets out
he'll come to find me and murders me.

But I'm not allowed
a cellphone in the can.

What a shame.
Are letters allowed? I'll write you.

You can do that. That'll be great.

-Let me pull my tummy in.
-C'mon, nothing wrong with your tummy.

And don't take
any pictures under my skirt.

-I can't even see there.
-Finished?

Wait a minute.

You're shooting a film, aren't you?

Awesome.

OK, that's enough.

I've got you, thanks.

-I've just got stupid stuff on there.
-Now you've got clever stuff on there.

You'll be my wallpaper.
It'll be just for me.

I won't give the phone to anyone.

OK, let's record something.

What happened, how did you end up
on the psychiatric ward?

I only remember
a few scraps. I went out.

I grabbed this downspout and I smashed
the kitchen window. I got inside.

I trashed everything inside
except for the kitchen cabinets.

I smashed everything to smithereens.
And I set Mom's sieve on fire,

she had mushrooms in it. Then I don't
remember. I stamped on the shards.

With your bare feet?

So does it really look like
you're going to end up back there?

How do you feel about that?

I feel like crying,
I could cry the whole river Váh.

Even if they just give me
the five years and two months, right,

that's the minimum.
Do you know how much time that is?

But I was asking how it makes you feel,
not how long the sentence will be.

Mirka, tell me what am I supposed
to feel? Should I go crazy?

-C'mon, you must know.
-I don't feel sorry for myself.

Fuck them, they've come up
with this aspirational principle.

My sentence is made two thirds longer
than what I've already served,

what kind of fucking country is this?

-Calm down.
-They kill some people in Polomka,

and they get eight and a half years
for first degree murder, really brutal.

But this guy makes a deal with
the procurator, 'coz he's an ex-cop.

I'm an ordinary guy, yes, I'm a felon
but I get thirteen years

because I did some fraud and
for infringement of personal liberty?

Just because I've got a record? I did
my stretch for my past a long time ago.

That's all behind me now. So what's
this fucking state all about?

And this minister of the interior...
Should I swallow that camera over there?

And I'm back where
I didn't wanna be, you see?

What's it with the guy with
the snake we met earlier, who is he?

Every second day,
it's always about the can.

It keeps coming back, the bars welcome
me, all the time, where have you been.

-Those aren't real nightmares, right?
-Sure they are. It's horrible stuff.

I see these weirdos, I don't even know
who they are, they're dragging me back.

This guy in a sheepskin coat,
he says come, come, come!

I throw off the blanket and I'm
all sweaty, soaked right through.

I hope you don't cut me off later,
stop answering my letters?

C'mon, don't worry.

I won't write any of that crap,
anything that would hurt you.

I'll only write nice stuff so that
we... so that I have someone to...

...write to and so on. Inside you can't
talk about your feelings to just anyone.

When the prison tutor
walked me to the gate he said,

I don't want to scare you, but
eighty percent come back in the can.

You'll be back for sure.

That's what he said and it came true.
They get to know you over the years.

When I was in Ružomberok, the screw
told me, when he saw the way I behaved,

he said you're a mess, 'coz
we kept fucking around all the time.

He says to me, you'll do time for much
longer and for something more serious.

And I said to him,
what the hell do you know.

And two years later,
bang - twenty years.

We know how to function outside.
I've always been a bum.

You hear? And I'll always be a bum.
Nothing is gonna change me.

If I get a chance to pull a fast one
on someone, I'll pull a fast one.

-Do you wanna end up like Oliver?
-You think I'm gonna end up like Oliver,

doing time for robbery like him.
For thirty-two crowns ...

-One larceny and you're back inside.
-But that's a hundred times better.

You're covered by the three strikes
rule: three times and that's it.

Thanks.



Do you have
a pink sharpie by any chance?

I didn't cause any physical harm
to the person I robbed.

They didn't lose any cash because
they got it back immediately,

but ten years seems much too harsh

for that kind of thing.

Oh well, enough of that.

Remorse,

remorse, I won't even try
anything like that.

So this is your last meal.

Tomorrow it'll be soy stew or
whatever it is they serve in there.

So you think they're like counting
on you? But surely they can't know.

Are you scared?

Yeah, I'm scared.

Nobody can say they're not scared,
even if they've done a 100 years before.

Because you start from scratch each
time, it's new each time. You know.

And anyone who denies that
is a liar. Everyone is scared.

I'm scared too.
I don't know what's ahead for me.

But there are limits, you see.

I'll be in a very different place
from where I've been so far.

This time I won't give a damn
what anyone does or thinks.

I have no reason to. By the time
I get out I'll be forty maybe,

or maybe forty-eight.

Twenty-five years served.

So why should be considerate
to some idiot inside.

Or what?

So you think I wasn't considerate
to you on the outside. You're my mom.

But why should I be considerate to
some retard inside, see what I mean?

I'll kill him if need be, I won't
care anymore, you understand?

Like I've made a decision,

nobody will tell me
what to do inside anymore.

I'll try to survive
as far as possible in a normal way

but if that's not possible,
then I'm sorry. Sorry.

Except I can't do that,
I try to suppress it but I can't.

It wants to get out.

There's nothing you can do about
that... can I have some more water?

You know, I once dreamed of having
a proper family and then this happened.

Every time I saw these couples
going for walks with their kids...

I'd never thought it would get come to this,
that this would happen to us.

I don't want too much, it's cold.

That's what is most hurtful.

There are just too many things
that shouldn't have happened.

If one could have known it in advance
one would have avoided them.

Please rise.

You can take your seat.

The public hearing in the criminal
case of Zlatko Š. is now open.

The subject of today's public hearing
is a ruling on the defendant's appeal.

Will the defendant please rise!

I instruct you that you are obliged
to rise whenever you address the court

or the court addresses you.
Present your ID.

Counsel for the defense, have your Bar
Association accreditation ready, please.

Remain where you are! Date of birth?

…………………

-Born in ………? Permanent domicile?
-………………

You are no longer serving a sentence,
so I need to ask if you are employed?

-Unfortunately not.
-Ah, unemployed.

Here you are. One more thing:
is this your signature?

So you received the subpoena to the
hearing on August 5th?

You can take your seat.

The defendant is present,
his identity has been verified.

The legal deadline for preparing
the public hearing has been observed.

The verdict:

The Trenčín District Court, reference
5718/2009, dated April 22nd, 2010,

hereby declares that the defendant,
Zlatko Š., has been found guilty

of the continuing crime of credit fraud

under Article 222, para 1, 3, subsection
(a), of the Slovak Criminal Code,

having on April 3rd, 2007, in the
Proxma store in Legionárska Street

signed a contract to obtain credit.

The subject of the contract was
the purchase of an Athlon 4200 PC,

market value 22,404 Slovak crowns,
i.e. 743.68 euros,

and after making
a downpayment of 381 crowns,

i.e. 148.74 euros

he received credit of
17,923 Slovak crowns,

i.e. 594.93 euros,

which he undertook to repay in six
monthly installments of 3,468 crowns,

i.e. 115.12 euro, each.

In the contract he gave Illumy Ltd.
Trenčín as his employer,

although he had never worked
for this company.

Subsequently, on April 4th, 2007,
he collected the above goods,

although he knew that he had would not
be able to pay the installments.

He did not make a single one
of the agreed repayments,

and has thus caused Home Kredit
Slovakia plc financial damage

amounting to 20,808 Slovak crowns,
i.e. 690.70 euros.

For this crime the defendant was given
the aggregate sentence of eight years

and two months' imprisonment under
Article 222, para 3 of the Criminal Code

in conjunction with Article 42
para 1 of the Criminal Code.

The verdict of the court of the first
instance has not come into force

because the defendant lodged an appeal
within the legally permitted period.

... and in handing down the sentence

the court followed the intention
of the criminal court.

I therefore regard the sentence
handed down as proportionate.

Counsel for the defense, please
make your closing statement.

Respected court,

we believe that it is pointless to
continue ruining people's lives

by handing down excessively
harsh sentences and therefore

we ask the Regional Court
to overturn the sentence

handed down by
the Trenčín District court

and to impose a more lenient sentence.

Defendant, please rise.

Before the court withdraws
to make its final deliberations,

you have the right to make a closing
statement. Do you have anything to say?

I have nothing to add, except to say

that basically everything happened
as described in the indictment.

I did commit these felonies

and I submit to the court's decision.

The events did happen the way they
are described in the indictment.

I have committed felonies.

I will submit to the court's decision.

The public hearing is suspended
while the court deliberates.

Turn around. Try your best.

Avoid conflict. Don't provoke anyone.

It's all up to you.

What are they doing in there,
why are they taking so long?

This is where they should bring kids,
starting from grade school.

So that they avoid all these things,

learn about life.

I will now announce the ruling.

In today's public hearing the Trenčín
Regional Court has heard the appeal

lodged by the defendant Zlatko Š.
and has reached the following decision.

Under Article 320, para 1(c)
of the Slovak Criminal Court

the appealed sentence is hereby
overturned and the criminal proceedings,

regarding partial felonies 1,2 and 3

as stated in the verdict
of the court of first instance

and treated by the Trenčín District
Procurator's office, ref. PB105/08,

dated August 31st, 2009, as a
continuing crime of credit fraud

under Article 122, para 1, 3(a)
of the Slovak Criminal Code,

are hereby rejected as inadmissible
under Article 281, para 1

on the grounds stated in Article 9,
para 1(e) of the Criminal Code,

namely that the court of first
instance overlooked the fact

that the felony of which the
defendant had been found guilty

was committed
at the beginning of 2007,

with the felonies relating
to the first instance verdict

being committed on April 3rd,
April 13th and April 17th, 2007.

The defendant's actions

were not interrupted by the
bringing of the charges,

since the first charges
relating to the partial offences

of the continuing crime of credit fraud

were brought on July 17th
and February 13th, 2009, respectively.

This error in the judgment
can be remedied

by overturning the previous conviction
for a further partial crime.

Please rise, Mr. Š.

Since we have already ruled that
the charges are being dropped,

I am not addressing you as defendant.
Do you understand the judgment?

You will receive a more
detailed reasoning in writing.

I should like to inform you that

this judgment cannot be appealed.

I declare this public hearing closed.

I can't believe this!

This happens once in a lifetime,
you've been born again.



