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Part 1 

 

We see the chapel of a cemetery: an empty, white room containing a number of chairs. A 

water cooler and a coffee machine. HE is seated on a chair against the wall, a cup of water 

in his hand. SHE enters, damp from the rain and a little chaotic.  

 

SHE: You’re early 

 I saw your car and I thought: he’s early 

HE: It didn’t take as long as I thought 

SHE: Shitty weather 

HE: Yeah 

SHE: Is the weather this shitty where you are too 

HE: Where we are? 

SHE: In Normandy I mean 

HE: Oh yeah, I mean, yeah yeah  

  

They look at each other 

 

HE: You haven’t changed a bit 

SHE: Oh, well don’t look too closely 

 

HE takes a letter out of his pocked and holds it up 

 

HE: I only got it the day before yesterday 

SHE: I didn’t know if you’d get it in time 

HE: I meant to phone you to say I was coming 

 But em… 

 I’m not much of a phoner 

SHE: No, no, I’ve noticed 

HE: But I’m here 

SHE: Yes, you’re here 

 You been here long? 

HE: Twenty minutes 

 Half an hour, at most 

SHE: Have you already been to his grave 

HE: It looks lovely 

SHE: I do my best 

HE: It’s quiet here 

SHE; It usually is in cemeteries 
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HE: Not many people I mean 

SHE: Perhaps no-one’s died this week 

HE: Sorry? 

SHE: That’s why it’s so quiet 

HE: Oh I see yeah 

Well anyway they probably won’t be burying any more people here will they 

Considering the situation 

SHE: No 

 No, probably not no  

HE: Are we the only ones at this meeting? 

SHE: They wanted to speak to everyone personally 

HE: Okay 

Don’t you want to sit down? 

SHE: In a minute 

 I’ve got bulbs in the car 

 Tulip bulbs 

 I wanted to plant them 

HE: Now? 

SHE: Yes or in a while 

 When it’s less wet 

HE: Right 

So here we are then 

SHE: Yes, here we are then 

HE: I don’t really know what to say 

SHE: Neither do I  

HE: You look good 

SHE: Do you think so? 

HE: Yes, I do 

SHE: That’s nice, nice of you to say so 

 Even though you probably don’t mean it 

HE: I do mean it 

SHE: Then it’s even nicer of you 

 …. 

 You too 

HE: What? 

SHE: You look good too 

HE: Thanks 

SHE: France is doing you good, obviously 

HE: Yes yes it probably is 

Shall we sit down? 

SHE: Fine 
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They sit down, First SHE. HE’s a bit unsure which seat to choose. Goes to sit next to her first 

of all, then reconsiders. Leaves a couple of chairs empty between them.  

 

HE: Nothing’s changed here then 

SHE: No 

HE: Just that enormous hedge has disappeared outside I noticed 

SHE: Too much upkeep 

 Just like those rose bushes in the middle 

 Someone’s got to look after them and that’s too much of a cost 

HE: I though it might have been because of the poison 

SHE: No, no, it’s got nothing to do with the poison 

HE: Ridiculous eh 

SHE: It’s dreadful 

HE: And they’ve only just found out about it 

SHE: They’re talking about moving two hundred graves 

HE: Two hundred! 

SHE: It was in the papers 

HE: So it is as bad as it said in the letter? 

SHE: Probably yes 

HE: I thought it wasn’t all that serious 

I mean, it said it wasn’t a public health risk 

SHE: It’s in the groundwater 

That’s what it said didn’t it? 

HE: Yes, well, whatever, I expect we’ll find out soon enough 

 ..... 

 Would you like a drink? 

 Coffee, tea? 

Water? 

SHE: No, thanks 

 

HE gets up and walks to the coffee machine 

 

HE: Wow 

SHE: What? 

HE: They’ve got expresso, double expresso, cappuccino and latte  

SHE: Yes, that’s new 

 

HE chooses a coffee. Drinks some. 

 

HE: Not bad 

 Do you think they’ll come and get us? 

SHE: No idea 
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Long silence 

 

SHE: I’m finding this difficult 

HE: Let’s see what the options are first of all  

SHE: No, I mean sitting here together, waiting 

 Having to sit here... waiting 

 And not having seen you for years 

 And not having any idea how you are 

 And you not having any idea how I am 

 And not knowing what to say 

 And absolutely breaking my neck for a pee 

HE: (laughs) Then maybe you should just go to the restroom 

SHE: Yeah, sorry 

 

SHE goes. HE stays behind, hears a door opening somewhere 

 

HE: Hallo? 

 Is anyone there? 

 

HE goes and looks in the direction the sound came from. Knocks on a door.  

 

HE: Is anyone there? 

 

HE tries the door, but it’s locked. HE sits down again. HIS cell phone rings.  

 

HE: Oui 

 Oui c’était moi 

 Non, je suis arrivé 

 …. 

 Non non ça va 

 …. 

 Non, elle n’est pas ici maintenant 

 … 

 Dans la toilette 

 Oui, la toilette 

 ….. 

 J’ai aucune idée 

 Je te rappelle plus tard, bien? 

 …. 

 Merci 

 Moi aussi 

 Oui 

 A plus tard 
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HE turns off the cell phone and puts it away. SHE comes in again.  

 

SHE: Pfff, that’s a relief 

 

HE smiles. SHE sits down. Short silence.  

 

SHE: So, you don’t think I’ve changed? 

HE: Not really 

SHE: Not at all? 

HE: You’ve got older 

SHE: Yeah what d’you expect 

HE: I mean figuratively older 

 Wiser 

 Wise 

 Wiser 

SHE: Wiser? 

HE: Yes 

SHE: (laughs) If only 

HE: I’m glad to see you 

 On the way here I kept thinking: 

 How will she look? 

 How will she look now? 

 And I couldn’t stop thinking about the first time I ever saw you  

SHE: That’s twenty years ago 

HE: I couldn’t get it out of my head 

I hope you’re glad to see me too 

 

HE moves up closer to her 

 

SHE: No don’t touch me 

HE: Sorry 

SHE: Do you know what I find strange? 

That things only happen when it doesn’t matter anymore 

 When you don’t really need it any more 

HE: Are you talking about me? 

SHE: Partly 

HE: So it doesn’t really matter to you that I’m here 

SHE: I’m not saying that 

HE: You are saying that 

SHE: But I don’t mean it 

HE: You don’t need me any more 

SHE: No 
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 That’s positive isn’t it? 

 If you don’t need something any more 

 If you can do without it? 

 Not be dependent? 

 I mean it in a positive way 

HE: So are you glad or not that I’m here? 

SHE: I’m very glad you’re here 

That we’re here now 

 Together 

 Washed ashore 

 So to speak 

HE: Do you feel washed ashore? 

SHE: Yeah well, no 

In some way or other... yes 

HE: In what way then?  

SHE: Just 

 Yeah 

Forget I said it 

 It’s more metaphorical 

 

SHE gets up 

 

HE: Where are you going 

SHE: I’m going to go and see if I can find someone 

 I mean 

 It’s nearly quarter past two 

HE: I just heard a door 

SHE: Where? 

HE: Back there somewhere 

 

SHE walks to the door that HE points out 

 

HE: It’s locked 

 

SHE tries the door, knocks 

 

SHE: Hallo? 

Is anyone there? 

Mr. Alewijnse?  

HE: Are you sure it was here? 

SHE: That’s what it said in the letter 

 

HE takes the letter and checks it through 
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HE: Zuiderplantsoen 24-28  

SHE: That’s here 

 

Long silence 

 

SHE: 31st of December 1999 

 It’s a long time ago eh? 

HE: Yes 

SHE: 31st of December 1999 

HE: I know 

SHE: At ten past seven 

HE: You still know what time it was? 

SHE: The door closed 

 I looked at the clock 

 Ten past seven 

 I can’t help it 

 I’ll just never forget it 

HE: I’m sorry  

SHE: What did you actually do that evening? 

HE: I went to Plombières 

SHE: To your mother’s summer house? 

HE: Yes 

A bit before midnight I stopped in a parking lot just outside Nancy 

I was the only car there 

And I watched the sky above Nancy light up 

There was only light 

No sound 

I thought that was so strange 

That I didn’t hear anything 

That Nancy had entered a new millenium, silently, as far as I could hear 

I felt 

Yeah well actually, all sorts of things 

I wanted to phone you, but then I thought: “fucking idiot, you just up and leave on a 

day like today and then go to phone her at midnight”  

So I didn’t phone 

SHE: I know 

HE: It’s funny actually 

 Well, funny.. 

 I can’t help noticing 

More and more 

 How often you do things without really wanting to 

SHE: Are you talking about that evening? 
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HE: No yeah, well yeah 

I mean in general 

For myself 

That it’s funny 

How often I do things without really wanting to 

 And don’t do what I actually want to do 

 That evening too, I think, yeah 

SHE: You don’t need to apologise 

HE: I’m not 

It’s more of an insight that comes after the event 

We probably all reach the same place in the end 

SHE: Is that so? 

HE: The same conclusion I mean 

SHE: And what is that conclusion then?  

 According to you? 

HE: That we do what we’d rather not 

 And don’t do what we’d rather do 

 (SHE laughs)  

 That makes you laugh? 

SHE: Yes, to hear you say that 

 I think it’s funny 

HE: Oh 

SHE: It is funny isn’t it? 

HE: If you say so 

SHE: Are you getting touchy? 

 You’re not going to start getting all touchy are you? 

HE: No 

SHE: But? 

HE:  But nothing 

 Just... 

 

Short silence 

 

SHE: Don’t you think it’s bizarre seeing each other here after all these years? 

(HE says nothing) 

 I do 

 I think it’s bizarre 

 Bizarre how things turn out 

HE: You could see it like that yes 

SHE: What would you call it then? 

HE: I haven’t given it that much thought 

SHE: You haven’t given it that much thought? 

HE: No, I haven’t given it that much thought no  
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SHE: You see me for the first time in ten years 

HE: Nine years 

SHE: In this place 

And you haven’t given it that much thought 

HE: No 

SHE: Unbelievable 

 Is there anything you have given much thought? 

 Like what we’re going to do if it is all true 

 If it turns out that those two hundred graves do need to be moved 

 What we’re going to do then? 

Where he’s supposed to go? 

HE: I want to hear what they’ve got to say first 

 What the options are 

 And the costs of course 

SHE: The costs? 

HE: There are bound to be costs 

SHE: We’re talking about Jacob’s reinterment and your talking about the costs! 

HE: I’m sorry 

 I didn’t mean it like that 

 Not how you just said it 

SHE: How then? 

HE: I just meant it in general 

 Please don’t do this 

 You know I didn’t mean it like that 

 It’s ridiculous to act as if I meant it like that 

 

SHE goes to say something, thinks better of it, long silence 

 

SHE: I’m starving 

HE: I’ve got a bit of chocolate somewhere 

 

HE fumbles about in his jacket pockets, pulls out a bit of chocolate and gives it to her 

 

HE: You used to be addicted 

SHE: Yeah 

HE: Are you still? 

SHE: Trying to cut down 

 Do you want some? 

HE: I’ve already had three bars 

 

Silence. SHE eats chocolate 

 

SHE: Did you know that I got addicted to sleeping pills? 
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 My doctor said it couldn’t do any harm 

 That it was normal 

 For a woman in my circumstances 

 Because of everything I’d been through 

 Very normal, those sleeping pills 

 It’s a reassurance  

 I mean, that it’s not going to escalate 

 The addiction 

 No such luck 

HE: Sorry, I didn’t know 

SHE: Do you know what the worst thing is about an addiction? 

HE: That it’s so hard to get rid of, I should think? 

SHE: That it’s so easy to develop one 

 It happens before you know it 

 You start off with a half 

 And then another half 

 Then a whole one 

But not every night 

Only if it’s really necessary of course 

And it is really necessary 

So many things are increasingly really necessary 

Things that come in little containers 

Or handy pop dispensers  

 And before you know it you’re taking one every night 

HE: That’s the way it goes yes 

SHE: For a long time I hoped that it was really possible to put things behind you  

HE: And then? 

SHE: And then? 

 Start again of course 

 Yeah load of crap 

 It’s never the same again 

 However hard you try  

 New job 

 New house 

 New friends 

HE: It’s never the same again  

SHE: No 

HE: Is that what you’d like? 

SHE: Wouldn’t you? 

HE: To erase everything? 

SHE: And start again, yes 

HE: But where would you begin? 

SHE: Where? 
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HE: Yeah, where would you begin? 

 What day? 

 What exact moment would you start erasing 

And how would you know that what came after would be any better? 

SHE: That’s a ….  

That’s a …. stupid question 

 

SHE fights back tears, HE walks over to her, embraces her for the first time 

 

HE Sorry, I didn’t mean it that way 

SHE: I miss him 

I miss him as much as I ever did 

Is that crazy? 

HE: No 

SHE: And you? 

 Do you miss him? 

HE: I think about him every day if that’s what you mean 

SHE: I mean do you still miss him 

HE: I don’t know what I’m supposed to miss 

SHE: So you don’t miss him? 

HE: I’m resigned to it 

SHE: That he’s not here any more? 

HE: That I miss him 

Every day 

Suffering is addictive, don’t you think? 

 There should be rehab centres for it 

 With compulsory admission 

SHE: Is that what you think? 

HE: It sounds a bit weird maybe 

SHE: Weird? 

No, I wouldn’t call it weird 

More like... heartless 

  Maybe heartless isn’t the right word either 

More like...detached 

As if it’s not personal 

Not yours 

More like the Journalist’s 

Your journalistic opinion yeah 

A male opinion as well 

A male journalistic opinion about life  

 And suffering 

HE: And what is this Male Journalistic Opinion then exactly? 

SHE: The idea that you’re in control of your own life 
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 And in control of your own suffering too 

HE: Don’t you believe that then? 

 To a certain degree? 

SHE: No, I don’t believe it no 

 Do you think it makes any difference? 

 What you do or what you don’t do? 

 Whether you’re rewarded? 

 Or punished? 

 Or even worse: that it gets you anywhere to ask: 

“what do I need to learn from this”  

It makes me want to puke that question 

“what do I need to learn from this”  

Nothing 

That life’s shit 

Sometimes 

For some people 

Really shit  

For completely unexplainable reasons 

HE: I don’t know if I agree with that 

SHE: Fine 

 

SHE gets up and fetches a cup of water. Downs it and fills it again.  

 

SHE: Makes you thirsty 

 Chocolate 

 ... 

Tell me 

 Why haven’t you been in touch for ten years?  

HE: You want to know that NOW? 

SHE: Did you have another moment in mind? 

 A better moment perhaps? 

HE: It’s not something you can just 

 That I can just … 

Here and now… 

 You mean that I…. 

 Right here 

 Right now 

 I’ve got to explain... 

SHE: You must have thought about it 

HE: Yes 

SHE: Or maybe you’d rather say why you left in the first place?  

HE: You know very well why I left 

SHE: Do I? 
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HE: Yes 

SHE: A bit of explaining doesn’t hurt you know 

HE: And then? 

 If I explain, what then? 

 Or if I say I’m sorry? 

 Does it make any difference? 

SHE: Sometimes it’s nice to know you were right retrospectively  

HE: Being sorry’s not the same as being right 

SHE: So, you’ve really given it a lot of thought eh 

 Sorry, I’m a bit fucked up 

 It’s this whole mess here 

HE: We could go outside for a bit 

Go for a walk 

SHE: In this weather? 

HE: You used to like rain 

Walking in the rain 

SHE: Yes 

HE: Well then 

SHE: I’m not sure 

HE: I’ll go on my own then 

 

HE is about to go 

 

SHE: Don’t… 

HE: What? 

SHE: No nothing 

 I’ll have another look and see if I can find someone 

HE: I’ll be right back 

SHE: Yes, of course 

 

HE goes. SHE stays behind, takes a drink and sits down.  
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Part 2 

 

The same room. A bit later. 

 SHE is sitting with a cup of water in her hand staring ahead. HE comes in. Soaking wet from 

the rain. 

 

HE: Do you know there’s not one other car parked in the grounds 

 That’s weird isn’t it 

 Or does that Alewijnse bike everywhere? 

SHE: No idea 

HE: You know him don’t you? 

SHE: I know him by sight yes 

HE: Isn’t there someone we could call or something 

SHE: I haven’t got a clue 

 

HE takes out his cell phone 

 

SHE: What are you doing? 

HE: Calling the number that’s in the letter 

SHE: Why 

HE: To ask why there’s no-one here 

SHE: There’s no point  

HE: Why not? 

SHE: Because there probably is no one 

HE: I can call anyway 

SHE: We could just wait a bit longer 

HE: We’ve been waiting for over an hour! 

SHE: So? 

HE: It’s almost quarter past three 

 We had an appointment at two o’clock 

 There’s no sign of anyone 

 Anywhere 

 So it’s not unreasonable to just call then is it 

SHE: I didn’t know you were in such a hurry 

HE: That’s not the point is it  

Maybe something’s gone wrong somewhere 

Or maybe we’re in the wrong place 

SHE: There isn’t any other place here 

HE: Why don’t I just call 

SHE: Go ahead then 

 If you want to call so much 

 But I’m telling you no one’s going to answer 
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HE dials the number in the letter. Waits.  

 

HE: Voicemail 

SHE: I told you 

 

HE hangs up and puts the phone away 

 

HE: I think it’s an odd situation 

SHE: It is odd 

HE: And d’you know what else I don’t get? 

 Why the grounds haven’t been sealed off 

SHE: Not necessary I should think 

HE: And that there aren’t any warning notices anywhere  

SHE: Maybe they’re going to put some up 

HE: And the idea that he’s been lying here for ten years already 

 Ten years  

In that muck 

SHE: Yes, that’s terrible 

Terrible 

HE: If you really think about it 

 What that means 

 If I try to imagine it 

 Then then 

SHE: You mustn’t do that 

 Really, you mustn’t think about it 

Not like that 

HE: No 

You’re right 

 You’re totally right 

I mustn’t think like that 

 And in actual fact Jacob isn’t lying there of course 

SHE: What? 

HE:  Well, in actual fact he’s not lying there of course 

SHE: In actual fact he’s not lying there of course? 

HE: No 

SHE: If he’s not lying there, who is lying there? 

HE: I mean… 

SHE: In actual fact Jacob isn’t lying there of course 

You haven’t changed a bit have you 

 In all those years 

 Not one bit 

HE: I’m just trying to look at it in a different way 

SHE: You’re just trying to look at it in a different way? 
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 Bullshit! 

 You’re trying not to look at it at all 

 Just like always 

HE: So, frontal attack 

SHE: Just wave it away 

HE: Would you rather I returned fire? 

SHE: No 

HE: Fine 

SHE: Then I’d have to adjust my view of you too much 

 

HE laughs 

 

SHE: Yeah, amusing eh 

HE: Did anything happen while I was gone? 

SHE: Loads of stuff happened while you were gone 

HE: While I was gone just now, I meant 

SHE: Oh is that what you meant? 

 No 

 Nothing happened, just now 

HE: Then why are you acting so differently all of a sudden? 

SHE: I’m not acting differently 

HE: You are, you’re acting differently to when I arrived  

SHE: Perhaps – on second thought – I’m not so glad to see you after all  

HE: If that’s the case then I’d better leave 

SHE: Sounds familiar 

HE: I’m not going to react to that 

SHE: No I know 

HE: Do you want me to stay? 

 

SHE shrugs her shoulders 

 

HE: You only have to say you want me to stay 

 That’s all  

 

SHE says nothing. HE gets up 

 

HE: I’m going then 

SHE: Coward 

HE: What did you say? 

 (SHE says nothing) 

 You’re NOT doing this 

 No 

 I’m not going to let you with all your... all your...your your 
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I don’t want it 

I’m not going to do it 

Really not 

 

HE walks away 

 

SHE: Sorry 

HE: No 

SHE: I said sorry 

HE: No 

SHE: Sorry sorry sorry sorry sorry sorry sorry sorry sorry 

 Sorry 

  

HE stands still. silence. SHE gets up and walks over to him. Stands close to him. HE doesn’t 

react. SHE tries to catch his gaze but he keeps avoiding it.  

 

HE: What do you want? 

SHE: What do I want? 

HE: Yes, what do YOU want? 

 

SHE grabs hold of him rather roughly, as if she wants to lift him up, HE lets it happen.  

 

SHE: So, you’ve got heavy 

 

SHE tries to lift him up again, then pulls his sweater up  

 

SHE: Oo bit of a spare tyre there  

HE: Don’t 

SHE: You’re doing all right then 

 Or is it too many snacks? 

 A single man 

 They’re not much good at looking after themselves 

 You should eat something healthy now and then you know 

 And drink less of course 

 Doesn’t anyone tell you that? 

HE: Yes they do 

SHE: Your mother I suppose 

HE: My wife 

 

SHE is startled, walks away, long silence 

 

HE: I had hoped that we 

 That we 
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 Could make a new start 

 Today 

 I believe in it 

 In making new starts 

 Yeah... 

 Stupid eh  

SHE: Have you known her long? 

HE: Two and a half years 

SHE: And all that time your mother’s not said a word to me 

HE: She didn’t want to hurt you 

SHE: Kind of her 

 Considerate 

HE: It’s not her fault… 

SHE: No, of course not 

 ... 

 I hate happiness 

 Happy people 

 Don’t you? 

 They look so … 

 I don’t know 

HE: What do you see? 

 What do you see when you look at me? 

(SHE laughs) 

 I mean it 

 (SHE keeps laughing) 

 You’re laughing 

 Why? 

SHE: I don’t know 

 Just 

HE: You’re laughing at me 

SHE: No 

HE: Does it feel better? 

 Laughing?  

Laughing at me? 

 Does it make you feel better? 

SHE: Oh please, we’re not going to start the deep psychological analysis are we? 

Woman laughs, but means: I don’t know what to do, help, I want to be serious but I 

can’t do it 

(she laughs again) 

 Look sorry, I don’t want to hurt you 

HE: You’re not hurting me 

SHE:  Good 

HE: I’m just asking what you see when you look at me 
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I mean it: What do you see when you look at me? 

 WHAT do you see when you look at me? 

SHE: I see eh…. 

HE: Be honest 

SHE: I see a man 

HE: A happy man? 

 An unhappy man? 

SHE: Stop this nonsense 

HE: I mean it 

SHE: What do you want me to say? 

HE: What you SEE 

SHE: I can’t just look at you and say what I see 

 I can’t do it 

 When I look at you…. 

 I only see … 

 Flaws 

HE: So you see a flawed man 

SHE: No, it’s not that you’re... 

 It’s more… 

 General 

 Flawed, in general 

 I see what isn’t there 

 And should have been 

I see a history 

 A past 

 A failed past 

 Primarily that 

A failed past 

A failed story 

HE: When you look at me you see a failed story 

SHE: Yes 

 It’s true isn’t it? 

 You 

Me 

We’re a failed story aren’t we? 

I’m sorry, I can’t see it any other way 

HE: Did you know I was writing a book? 

 Sorry 

 I didn’t mean to just spring it on you like that 

SHE: A book? 

HE: I probably shouldn’t have said it at all 

SHE: You’re writing a book? 

HE: Yes 
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SHE: What sort of book 

HE: Just a book 

SHE: A journalistic book? 

HE: No, no 

It’s prose 

SHE: Prose? 

HE: Yes 

SHE: I didn’t know you had aspirations 

 In that direction 

HE: It’s a recent thing 

SHE: Fiction then? 

HE: Yes, well yes 

 Partly 

 Mainly in any case yes 

 

Silence 

 

HE: Don’t you want to know what it’s about? 

SHE: No, I don’t want to know what it’s about no 

 

HE goes over to her, she avoids him 

 

HE: It’s about a man 

You could say that the man’s me 

 Or partly me and partly the man whatever 

It’s about a man anyway 

SHE: I don’t want to know 

HE: And about a boy  

 You could say the boy’s him 

SHE: I said: I don’t want to know 

HE: The man’s suffering from... 

SHE: What do you want me to do? 

 Do you want me to scream? 

 Do you want me to yell? 

 Throw myself down on the ground? 

Or do you want ME to throw plates this time? 

 Is that what you want? 

HE: I want to tell my story 

My story 

 And I want... 

SHE Where did you get the idea? 

 I mean, where did you get the idea to write about something so… 

HE: So what? 
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SHE: So... private 

HE: Is that so strange? 

SHE: I think it’s... strange... yes 

HE: The whole of world literature is full of it 

SHE: Oh, so it’s going to be world literature is it? 

HE: I can understand you being cynical about it 

SHE: I’m not cynical about it 

 I find it….. 

 I don’t know how to put this 

HE: You find it too private? 

SHE: I find it pathetic 

HE: Pathetic? 

You mean... dramatic? 

 Or pompous? 

 Sentimental perhaps? 

SHE: I mean pathetic 

 I’m sorry... I don’t have a better word for it 

 Displaying your grief 

 That’s pathetic isn’t it? 

HE: I just want to give it a place 

SHE: Give it a place 

 Why do we have to give everything in life... a place 

 As if it’s a thing 

HE: Close the book and put it in the cupboard 

SHE: My life isn’t a book that you can close 

 When I’m dead yes 

 Then maybe, maybe then yes 

HE: You’d rather be your grief?  

SHE: Yeah, yeah, maybe I would yeah 

 Maybe that’s preferable to... to...  

Giving it away to whoever 

 Just because they happen to pay 15 euros for it 

 If you’re lucky 

HE: I don’t expect you to be happy that I’m writing a book 

SHE: Good 

HE: But in some ways I’m writing it ... for you too 

SHE: For me? 

HE: For us actually 

SHE: For us even? 

HE: Yes 

SHE: Just tell me 

 What is that... “us”... then? 

 In your eyes 
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 What are we, us together then? 

HE: We’re ... 

 A man and a woman 

 Who’ve lost a child 

 Who first lost a child 

 And then... each other 

 Or maybe I should say: 

 Who first lost a child, then themselves and then each other 

SHE: That’s a  

 Very 

 Clear 

 And concise 

 Summary, yes, of us 

 

SHE starts to cry 

 

HE: If you can only feel grief when you think of someone... 

 When you think of someone you’ve loved…. 

So... incredibly much 

And if nothing new comes to take the place of that grief 

Then aren’t you doing something very...wrong?  

SHE: I AM full of grief 

 That’s my right 

HE: Is it? 

SHE: I’ve lost a child 

 We’ve lost a child 

 Then you have a right to grief 

 I think you have a right to grief then 

HE: And imagine that you still had a child? 

SHE: I haven’t got one 

HE: But imagine 

 Would it have the right to a grieving mother? 

 Or a grieving father? 

SHE: I’m not in the mood for your hypotheses 

HE: It isn’t a hypothesis 

SHE: Do you remember when someone advised us to have a new one?  

 To have a new one! 

 As if it was a cat  

HE: Perhaps we should have done that 

SHE: You don’t mean that? 

HE: I do mean it 

SHE: Did you want to …. 

HE: Why not? 
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 Does it get any better if you don’t go on 

 No 

 Does it get any better if you do go on 

 Maybe not 

 But it’s worth a try 

SHE  (is silent, looks at him for a long time in astonishment, almost shock)  

 You’re a father?! 

 Aren’t you? 

 You’re the father of another child? 

HE: Does it make any difference? 

SHE: Are you the father of another child? 

HE: (emphatically) WHAT DIFFERENCE DOES IT MAKE? 

SHE: Is that why you’ve come here? 

 To tell me that? 

HE: I came here because you asked me to 

SHE: I wanted you to come here, because I thought… 

 Because I hoped… 

HE: That I’d be just as hopeless as you are? 

 Two drowning people clutching the same lifepreserver? 

SHE: Is it a boy or a girl? 

HE: I haven’t got a child 

 .... 

 Not yet 

SHE: Not yet? 

HE: Valerie is pregnant 

SHE: Valerie? 

HE: That’s her name 

SHE: Valerie? 

HE: Yes 

SHE: She’s called Valerie 

HE: Yes 

SHE: And Valerie is pregnant? 

HE: Yes 

SHE: By you? 

HE: Yes 

 I’m sorry to surprise you 

 With this 

 With everything 

SHE: How old is she? 

HE: Valerie? 

SHE: Who else? 

HE: Does it matter? 

SHE: Young of course 
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 Young, fresh, optimistic 

 And beautiful 

 Your mother must be mad about her 

HE: God you’re so bitter 

SHE: And why would that be? 

HE: You think you’re the only one who’s got pain eh 

 The only one with pain and grief 

 Your drama 

 Everything was always your drama 

 From day one 

 Your son  

Your loss 

Your suffering 

 As if I had nothing, nothing at all to do with it 

 And why? 

 Why? 

SHE: You didn’t see him being run over 

 You weren’t there when it happened  

HE: Oh no, not that again 

 I wasn’t there when it happened  

No, I wasn’t there when it happened 

I was at the office writing up some crappy article about fuck-knows-what 

I know yes 

I didn’t SEE it happen 

But I felt it 

I felt it very clearly 

Here 

(HE hits his body) 

And here 

And here 

And here 

Everywhere 

Everywhere yes 

 

Long silence 

 

--------------------------------- 
 

to be continued (totally 47 pages)  

 

If you are interested in the whole play, please send an email to 

contact@lotvekemans.nl 


