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Bewildered old woman at the Nursing Home It’s so quiet here. I can’t stand it, 

this stillness. 

 

Child Turn left at the meeting point… Dad?... did he get the date wrong?... No 

texts… no missed calls… 

 

A car races past, the crash of a traffic accident. 

 

MAN AND WOMAN IN BED 

 

She There it is again. 

 

He Eh? 

 

She There it is again. 

 

He  What? 

 

She That noise. 

 

He What noise? 

 

She My heart, I think it’s my heart. 

 

He Your what? 

 

She Burning away. Slowly. 

 

Short pause. 

 

He Shhh, go to sleep. 

 

Someone walks through the snow. 

 

Bewildered Old Woman at the Nursing Home Footsteps? Or is it just the sound of 

my own breathing? 

 Twelve storeys. 

 Nobody here. 

 Things keep falling out of the windows…  sounds like people. 

 

A car crash. 

 

 And people dying in ditches everywhere, bleeding to death. 

 Tail lights… a sea of tail lights… nothing but cars driving away… I’m 

the point everything is moving away from. 

 

Child  (at airport lounge) I’m starting to feel cold. 
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 Dad? 

 

A Man  (a patient) I’ve been lying here for days… on the floor… or maybe I’m 

just not waking up … I don’t know which room… I open a door, and 

behind it… it’s always the same room… I don’t know where I am 

anymore… when I go from one room to the other, I can’t tell the 

difference, I walk into the room, look around, don’t recognise anything, 

everything looks the same, then my strength fails me, and I fall… 

 

Bewildered Old Woman at the Nursing Home Can’t you…come over and… lie 

down next to me? Just for a moment? 

 

Paul No. 

 

A group of bewildered, depressed people, some of whom have major memory lapses, 

sings Silent Night. 

 

WOMAN / MAN 

 

He Turn it off. 

 

She No. 

 

He Please turn it off. Party’s over. 

 

She No. 

 

He Over. 

 

She Yes, “over”. 

 

He What? 

 

She Now you’re saying it yourself. 

 

He What? 

 

She You said it yourself. 

 

He What?? 

 

She Didn’t you just say “over”? 

 

He Go to sleep. 

 

PHONE CONVERSATION AT THE NURSING HOME 

 

Bewildered Old Woman in the Nursing Home  (singing in a high, brittle voice, 

almost like a child) Silent night, holy night, all is calm, all is bright 

(laughs)… forgot the rest (laughs). I can’t remember anything, no more 
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childhood, no old age, everything’s gone. (a sudden pain) Ouch. (laughs) 

So many deaths… ever since I’ve been on this earth, this feeling… of, 

em… not being here, me… not being here I’M JUST NOT HAPPY, 

never, nowhere, strange, isn’t it, Paul? what do you think?... Am I all 

alone here STOP CRASHING YOUR CARS INTO THE BUILDING, 

everyone wants to die tonight, my dear, do you love me… phone me… I 

can’t remember anything anymore NOTHING what a beautiful evening. 

Snow falling and… Paul? You know who I am, don’t you? You know, 

right? You remember me, don’t you? I’m not dead yet. Am I? It feels 

like I’ve never existed, my darling love, my little one, you still know me, 

don’t you, you know my voice, don’t you? (sings again in her brittle 

voice) Silent night, holy night, come on, we’ll sing together, here and 

now, come on, all is calm, all is bright. 

 

PHONE CONVERSATION: TWO YOUNG PARENTS 

 

Mother Can you pick up Stefan? 

 

Father  What? Yes, OK, after rehearsal, that should work I think. 

 

Mother Write this down now: He’s landing at 7.20pm, Gate 11. 

 

Father  I’ll remember. 

 

Mother Write it down. 

 

Father  Christ, it’s my son, I’ll remember. 

 

Mother Last time you kept him waiting for two hours. 

 

Father  Because you told me the wrong time on the answering machine. 

 

Mother Rubbish. Like everything else you say and do. 

 

Father You made a point of saying the wrong time so he’d think his dad’s 

rubbish. 

 

Mother Do you talk rubbish like that on stage? No wonder haven’t made it. 

You’re hardly ever in the papers anymore, your name doesn’t even get a 

mention in the reviews. Put some wellie into it, my boy doesn’t need a 

loser like you for a father, he’ll get depressed. Not to mention that he 

needs money, he needs some new clothes. 

 

Father Then get a job. 

 

Mother I’m working ALL THE TIME, I don’t do anything but work, one shit job 

after the other, something’s got to come from you, too. 

 

Father You sent him away on his birthday because you wanted to be with your 

new boyfriend, your shrink. 
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Mother So when does he arrive? 

 

Father Eight something – 8.11pm, gate 7. 

 

Mother 7.20pm, gate 11, write it down. 

 

Father I did. 

 

Mother No, you didn’t. 

 

Father I did. 

 

Mother And mind his things, I don’t want him coming back again without his 

backpack, he’s always losing things when he’s with you. 

 

Father Look, sorry but I’ve got to go. 

 

Mother  (imitating him) Oh, sorry, but I’ve got to go, too. 

 

Father Yeah, right, have a really great Christmas with your shrink. 

 

Mother He’s a psychiatrist, a doctor, not a shrink. 

 

Father He was MY coach. WAS. 

 

Mother  (change of tone, empathetic) I’m really sorry, Jan. Jens is sorry, too. 

 

Father He coached me through OUR relationship for two years, that bastard, he 

told me to get some distance in the relationship, that it would be good, 

DISTANCE, to take things EASIER, not work so much, not spend so 

much time with you, take walks, travel alone, Christ, I WAS BORED 

SHITLESS on all those adventure trips to these UNSPOILED NATURE 

RESERVES, I turned off and tuned out like I’ve never done in my life, 

I’ll kill him, ram a knife into his arse and fuck him up and down his 

surgery with it. 

 

Mother What a fantasy life you lead, Jan, I mean, have you ever spoken to 

anybody professionally about this? 

 

Father Who? You took everything I had to to get my life in order. I hope you 

both end up smashed into the next tree, where you belong, I hope you 

both freeze to death by the road, I hope busloads of seriously disturbed 

holiday makers crash into you… I hope your ARSEHOLE JENS 

swallows an overdose of those beta fucking blocker things he prescribed 

for me, I’m so BRAIN DEAD I can only play sick and injured people. 

 

Mother You’ll never grow up. 

 

Father There are women who find that very attractive. 
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Mother Women? Mothers, darling, mothers… they’re all twenty years older than 

you, a piece of security for you to hold on to, to lie there rigid at night 

and clamp onto. Sorry, but I needed an ADULT for a change, I just 

happen to find that really sexy, it’s my new fetish: adult men with an 

emotional age OVER TWELVE watch out for the boy, OK? So when’s 

he arriving? 

 

Father Fuck you. 

 

Mother And don’t talk like that when he’s there. 

 

Father Why don’t you bring him here yourself, why does he have to fly now, 

not to mention that it’s far too expensive, will your lobotomy sugar 

daddy pick up the tab or will I have to pay again? 

 

Mother So I don’t have to deal with YOU. And being alone on a train on 

Christmas Eve – there are lots of nutters about, flying is still safest. 

 

Father Don’t forget: Boxing Day at 5.30pm, gate 4. 

 

Mother Don’t you worry: I’m there when the boy needs me, I don’t leave him 

standing at the bus stop for four hours on his birthday, and then drag him 

off to some bizarre presentation about Goa or whatever… if you give 

him any dope, I’ll kill you, don’t you dare even try, he’s only 11! Christ, 

you can’t take him with you to some club and just leave him standing 

somewhere. 

 

Father Why not, the other boys do that, too. 

 

Mothers Boys? Christ, you’re his DAD. He doesn’t feel loved if you feed him an 

E, OK, so PLAY with him like other fathers do… football or something, 

it’s not so hard, and don’t let him lounge in front of the box all night 

again like some brain-dead couch potato, and I don’t want him listening 

to you having sex with your friends when you’ve had too much… 

 

Father OK, OK, OK, I get the message – 

 

Mother And I don’t want him to have to spend the whole day feeding you lines, 

he’s always completely distraught after he’s spent entire nights reading 

this sick 

 

Father OK OK OK OK OK OK (screams) Ahhhhhhh 

 

Mother Gabi found you in the loo, that’s what she told me. So tell me, are you 

snorting coke again? 

 

Father Right, fuck Gabi, she shouldn’t always be lurking around the fucking loo 

to ambush me, she’ll never catch me anyway. What the fuck’s she doing 
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always hanging around the men’s loo anyway, that’s what I’d like to 

know. 

 

Mother My God, can’t you say even one sentence without “fuck”? 

 

Father Yes, Mummy, I can: “Intercourse, intercourse, intercourse”, so have fun, 

say hi to your Dr Jens or whatever his name is and how come you never 

take the boy with you when you go to his parents’ house, you know I’ve 

got rehearsals. 

 

Mother On Christmas eve? 

 

Father Yes – haa. I’ve told you a million times, I’m not going to get out of here 

before 11 tonight. 

 

Mother The boy will be arriving at twenty past seven. 

 

Father Well, then you’ll just have to book him a later flight. 

 

Mother I can’t anymore. 

 

Father Right, then he’ll just have to stay with you. 

 

Mother What the HELL are you playing at now? 

 

Father I’ve got to work. 

 

Mother You’re picking him up. 

 

Father We’ll see, he’ll just have to wait if his mother can’t take him with her to 

her new boyfriend’s family on Christmas Eve. Because he’s got such a 

shit mother who sends him off on a plane too early, he’ll have to spend a 

few hours alone on Christmas Eve waiting and freezing at the airport. I 

hope he’ll be thinking of you and Dr Jens, I hope he won’t forget it and 

gets a nice big trauma that your arsehole Jens can coach him out of. 

(Hangs up.) 

 

The Child  (at the airport) Daddy? 

 

GIRLFRIEND AT THE END OF HER TETHER, MAN AND HIS DAUGHTER 

 

Daughter CATASTROPHE I said CATASTROPHE 

 

Girlfriend Look, I’m sorry. 

 

Daughter I don’t know why you’re forcing this horsey book on me, what is this 

shit, are you taking the piss or what? 

 

Girlfriend Miriam, come on. 
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Daughter And just what is this supposed to be (she holds up a plastic cookery kit 

for girls) Are you completely barking? 

 

Girlfriend You weren’t supposed to unwrap that yet. 

 

Daughter Better to sort this out now before the shops close. Oh, Christ, I don’t 

believe it. 

 

Girlfriend So come on, get over it, we’ve got to go. 

 

Daughter I’m not getting over it, you stupid cow. Like, do you even have a brain? 

 

Girlfriend If you keep this up you’ll get a slap. 

 

Daughter I’ll slap back. 

 

Girlfriend Fuck you. 

 

Daughter That’s not a nice thing to say. 

 

Girlfriend Celebrate your own fucking holiday. 

 

Daughter My God, but you’re vulgar, heavens above, why does Daddy drag in 

such incredibly vulgar women? 

 

Girlfriend Miriam! If you keep this up you’re going to bed! 

 

Daughter Why don’t you go off to bed, that’s what you’re here for. 

 

Girlfriend What? 

 

Daughter  (imitating her) What? (aggressive) Listen, I don’t want any HORSE 

BOOKS you berk, CATASTROPHE I said CATASTROPHE that means 

NO HORSE BOOK, Jesus. 

 

Girlfriend nearly hits the daughter but just manages to stop herself, then changes her 

mind but only taps her, and instead smacks her palm smartly on her own chest and 

against the wall; screams) LARS!! 

 

Daughter Daddy, look, the old cow is losing it. 

 

Father  Gabi! 

 

Girlfriend Would you do something about her for a change? 

 

Daughter He won’t help you, he never does… 

 

Father  (on the phone) Paul? (to Gabi) Wait a sec. (on the phone) Paul, right, 

right, we’re going to my mother’s today, dreadful, just for a bit, just for a 

bit, yeah, the rehearsals are going well, super, no, no 
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Girlfriend Come on, let’s be friends? 

 

Daughter Forget it. 

 

Girlfriend Lars. 

 

Father Wait a minute, Gabi, not now, OK, I’ve got to speak to Paul // listen, I’ll 

play anything for you, you know that, no, of course, not play, I’ll BE 

anything for you, I’ll BE ANYTHING you want, but, tell me… do we 

HAVE to take our clothes off again? I mean, I’m 35 now. And Gabi 

doesn’t look the best without her clothes anymore, you know? 

 

Daughter He doesn’t give a damn about you, you see? He doesn’t even like you. 

 

Girlfriend You are the most annoying, revolting kid, no wonder your mother took 

off on you, I would’ve left you behind, too. 

 

Daughter Don’t you dare say anything about my mother, or I’ll stab you. 

 

Girlfriend LARS!! 

 

Father Can’t you be quiet for just a sec, I’ve got to get this sorted, dammit. 

 

Girlfriend Hold on, are you talking to me? Is that how you talk to… sorry? Me? 

 

Daughter I’ll stab you tonight, just you wait. 

 

Girlfriend Lars! 

 

Daughter  (imitating her) Lars! 

  

Girlfriend starts crying. 

 

 Daddy, she’s crying… your date here is crying, get rid of her, I can’t deal 

with any more crying women, you keep dragging in these crying women, 

Mum never cried this much. 

  

Girlfriend starts hitting the daughter. 

 

 Hey, are you mad, Get off me. 

 

She hits back, they start fighting. 

 

Father Gabi, please, what are you doing? Miriam, pull yourself together for a 

sec, I’ve got to sort this now. Christ, can’t you both behave for two 

minutes like normal human beings, it’s disgusting. 

 

Daughter I’m stronger than you, this is going to be the worst fucking Christmas 

you’ve ever had, you wait. 
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Girlfriend Give me your mobile. 

 

Father What? 

 

Girlfriend Give me your mobile. I’m ringing my parents to see if they’ll take the 

kid, I can’t stand the rotten brat. (To the child) Piss away off, go on 

(gives her a hundred euro) Here, now get out, go buy yourself 

something, go on, buy whatever you want, buy yourself a blowdryer and 

take a bath with it. 

 

Father Gabs. 

 

Daughter Yes, Daddy, that’s exactly what I mean, it’s just what I’ve been saying, 

she’s really horrible to me. 

 

Girlfriend And would you ever shut the fuck up, SHUT THE FUCK UP. 

 

Daughter That’s EXACTLY what I mean, Daddy. 

 

Father Gabs, come on. 

 

Girlfriend Buy her something, go on, buy her something, buy her TERROR 

COMBAT CHALLENGE PART TWO, something she can spend the 

night with gunning people down, or GAZA DESTRUCTION PARTY 

PART THREE or just buy her a plastic bag she can put over her head, or 

a Barbie doll she can torch, just buy her something, anything, then at 

least she’ll shut up. 

 

Father Give me back my mobile. Paul, it would actually be really cool if we 

could just get the script before the night of the premiere, that would be, 

Paul? Paul? Brilliant, just brilliant, thanks, Gabi, thanks a mill. That was 

Paul, you only ever get him on the phone about once every six months. 

 

Girlfriend I’m not spending Christmas with this rotten brat. Send her to a creche, or 

leave her at a lay-by or tie her up at home, I don’t care, I’m not spending 

another second with that creature. 

 

Daughter A total psycho, and on Christmas Eve, no less. I’m out of here. (She runs 

into her father’s arms and lets herself be comforted.) 

 

The girlfriend, paralysed, tries not to cry. 

 

Father She’s my daughter. 

 

Girlfriend I’m not spending Christmas with her, I don’t care what she is, I’ll stay at 

home, you can go visit your mother on your own with that beast… leave 

me out of it. I’d rather go back to work, I’ll work tonight, I’ll work all 

night, I’ll work till I drop. Do what you want, I’m not having it. 

 



 

 11 

Daughter Daddy, she doesn’t like me (Cries, burrows deeply into her father’s 

embrace, then runs away.) 

 

During the last portion of the text above, we hear someone getting out of a taxi, who 

then runs up some stairs and knocks repeatedly. 

 

PAUL AND PAUL’S BOYFRIEND AT THE DOOR 

 

Sex and the City is on TV in the background. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Piss off. 

 

Paul I miss you 

 

Paul’s Boyf You should have thought of that before. 

 

Paul I didn’t mean it like that. 

 

Paul’s Boyf How did you mean it, then? That I’m just some stupid queer, that you’re 

ashamed in front of your friends because I’m so stupid, that I can’t say a 

single sentence that I haven’t nicked from Sex and the City. 

 

Paul I love you. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Odd, you only ever miss me at night… at night, when you can’t sleep. 

 

Paul Come back. 

 

Paul’s Boyf What? 

 

Paul Come back to me. Please. 

 

Paul’s Boyf You were the one that left ME. 

 

Paul No, I wasn’t. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Of course you were. 

 

Paul Me? No way, that was… that was someone else, not me, no, I… it 

wasn’t me. 

 

Paul’s Boyf You broke up with me, yesterday, the day before yesterday and THE 

NIGHT BEFORE THAT AS WELL… five times in three weeks, and I 

went back to you every time, now it’s over. 

 

Paul What’s that supposed to mean: it’s over? How can that be? How can a 

relationship be over, that’s impossible, that can only happen when one of 

us is dead, it can’t happen before that. 

 

Paul’s Boyf You can’t come here every night. 
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Paul Yes, I can. 

 

Paul’s Boyf You can 

 

Paul I can. 

 

Paul’s Boyf NOT. 

 

Paul YES, I can. 

 

Paul’s Boyf I want you to go. 

 

Paul No. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Yes. 

 

Paul No. 

 

Paul’s Boyf GO AWAY. 

 

Paul No. 

 

Short pause. 

 

Paul’s Boyf  (very softly) Go away. 

 

Paul I can’t, I can’t leave here, I… please… I can’t go on, I’m dying. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Piss off, die somewhere else. 

 

Paul’s Boyfriend slams the door shut. Paul hammers very, very loud at the door, it 

sounds as though he were trying to break it down, loudly. 

  

 Stop that. 

 

Paul Not until you open up. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Go away. 

 

Paul I’ve got a present for you here, can I give it to you? 

 

The door opens. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Take your foot out of the door. 

 

Paul No. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Paul, I’m going to hit you. 
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Paul Go ahead. 

 

Paul’s Boyf I’ll do it. 

 

Paul Right, go ahead. 

 

Pause. 

 Can’t you come over, even if you won’t come back, can’t you at least 

come over? For an hour or so? 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul The day before yesterday I locked myself in the bedroom closet for the 

whole day, before that I was lying under the kitchen table with my hands 

over my ears, so I couldn’t hear the way my mobile wasn’t ringing and 

you weren’t phoning me, I can’t stand it anymore… Jesus… look at me: 

I’m bleeding, I did that… for you… me… come back to me now, 

otherwise… I’ll kill you, you know I’ll do it, first you, then me… I’ve 

tried… 

 

Paul’s Boyf to kill yourself, fuck off, you always say that. 

 

Paul No way! 

 

Paul’s Boyf  I don’t believe a word of it. 

 

Paul … I… at least today? Can’t we be together at least today, just for half an 

hour, I’ve made dinner, I… it’s Christmas… please (very softly) come 

with me, just for half an hour or an hour, then you can go again, please 

(he sings the beginning of Winter Wonderland very softly) 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul So you want to spend the night all alone? 

 

Paul’s Boyf Yes, I do. 

 

Paul Or is there somebody with you? 

 

Paul’s Boyf No, there isn’t. 

 

Paul Somebody’s there. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul You want to celebrate Christmas all alone? 

 

Paul’s Boyf There’s nothing to celebrate here, I’ll watch a couple of DVDs then go to 

bed, that’s it. 
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Paul I don’t believe a word of it. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Go home now. 

 

Paul Please kiss me. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul Yes. 

 

Paul’s Boyf You can’t just come here and think we can pick up where we left off. 

 

Paul Yes, I can. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No, you can’t. 

 

Paul Yes, I can. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No, you can’t. 

 

Paul Yes. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul CHRIST THIS IS HARD. 

 

Paul’s Boyf GO AWAY. 

 

Paul No. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Yes. 

 

Paul I can’t go on any longer. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Neither can I. 

  

Closes the door, Paul hammers at it, screaming. Pause. 

 

Paul Kiss me. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Only if you’ll go away. 

 

Paul OK. 

 

Paul’s Boyf But it doesn’t mean anything. 

 

Paul OK. 

 

Paul’s Boyf It doesn’t mean anything, right? 
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Paul Right. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Is that clear? 

 

Paul Yeees. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Say it. 

 

Paul What? 

 

Paul’s Boyf Say it. 

 

Paul Say what? 

 

Paul’s Boyf Say IT DOESN’T MEAN ANYTHING. 

 

Paul It doesn’t mean… anything. 

 

Door opens. They kiss for a long, long time. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Now, piss off. 

 

Car crash… music… cars crash into ditches, tail-lights. 

 

Radio presenter …it’s the coldest day since 1827… minus 34 degrees Celsius 

since last Friday… the temperature will probably continue to sink over 

the holidays. 

 

Child  (at the airport) Mum’s turned off her mobile – I can’t reach anybody. 

 

Radio presenter …the meteorologists are expected a snowstorm at about 2am with 

a wind-chill factor of minus 42 degrees Celsius. 

 

Music. Car crash. 

 

Old Woman It’s so quiet here. (Pause.) Stop crashing your cars into the building, I 

can’t stand it anymore! (Screams to herself.) Aahhhh Aahhhh Aahhhh. 

 

MAN AND WOMAN IN BED 

 

She How do you feel? 

 

He Good. 

 

She Sure? 

 

He What? 

 

She Are you sure? 
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He Yeah. 

 

She Yeah? 

 

He Yeah. 

 

She Sure? 

 

He Yeah. 

 

She Positive? 

 

He Yes, of course. 

 

She So you’re feeling good? 

 

He What do you mean? 

 

Short pause. 

 

She With me. 

 

He Oh, right, yeah. 

 

She Yeah? 

 

He Yeah. 

 

She So there’s no problem? 

 

He No, why should there be? Turn out the light. 

 

She Just a moment, so… 

 

He So what? 

 

She You don’t have something to tell me? 

 

He Tell you? Now? What should I tell you? 

 

She Well, that’s what I’m asking. 

 

He No, nothing to tell you, nothing. 

 

She You’re feeling good with / 

 

He you, yes, it’s fine, yeah, 

 

She Everything’s just the way it should be? 
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He What? 

 

She  (suddenly very loud) Is everything just the way it should be? 

 

He  (flinches) What, what? Why are you screaming? 

 

She I’m worried about you. 

 

He I’m happy. 

 

She I don’t believe that. 

 

He Stop it, leave me alone. 

 

She What? 

 

He Don’t start. Let’s just go to sleep, we’ve got to get up soon enough and 

work all night, all the nutters will be coming in again, all night long and 

then… let’s just go to sleep, just for twenty minutes, come on. 

 

She But you don’t look happy. 

 

He  What? 

 

She You don’t look happy, you don’t look as though you felt good. 

 

Pause. 

 I wonder if  

 

He No. 

 

She I wonder if there’s any reason, if there’s anything making you so 

unhappy. 

 

He But I’m not. 

 

She If something has changed. 

 

He Changed? 

 

She Yes, changed, something has… strange, is it also so quiet over where 

you are? 

 

He Is it… what? 

 

She If it’s so quiet where you are, over there where you are. 

 

He Over where I am? 

 

She There, where you are, there… 
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He But I’m right next to you. 

 

She No, you’re not. 

 

He What? 

 

She No, that’s it, you AREN’T. 

  

Pause. 

 I lie awake at night… and I watch you sleeping. I lie awake and listen to 

you breathing… I do this every night… every single night… I watch 

you. You’ve been having very, very restless nights recently, you twist 

and turn 

 

He No, I don’t. 

 

She You twist and turn in your sleep. 

 

He No I don’t. 

 

She You’re restless in your sleep! You’re restless, so I lie awake and watch 

you because I want to understand, I want to understand, but… I watch 

you sleeping, and you’re dreaming about something, maybe you’re not 

really sleeping, just pretending, hoping that I won’t notice… you’re 

somewhere else, where are you? Where are you? At night? Where are 

you then? Where? That’s what I want to know, where? 

 

He I’m one hundred per cent here by you. 

 

She YOU SCREAM, haven’t you noticed, you’d have to notice that, you 

scream suddenly, turn away from me and then… 

 

He What? 

 

She … I’ve written it all down, written everything down, what you say when 

you’re talking in your sleep, or while you’re waking up, and I’ve looked 

at it again and again, read it again and again, but… the problem is: it 

doesn’t make any sense! 

 

He What? 

 

She Nothing you say at night when you’re talking in your sleep makes any 

sense, and that frightens me – and especially: YOU DON’T MENTION 

ME, you never mention me in these, these… it’s a life without me, 

completely… something else, something, something that you are without 

me, what is it? What are you experiencing? What are you experiencing 

without me? WHAT? 

 

THE TWO YOUNG MEN AT THE DOOR 
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Paul’s Boyf You can’t just turn up here again and think everything’s just like it was 

before 

 

Paul Everything IS just like, it IS… come here. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul Come here. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul … when I look at you here, now, here, I simply can’t believe that we, I 

mean… it IS or, Christ, I’m sorry about everything, but, that was, I don’t 

know, but… please come back to me, please. 

 

Paul’s Boyf You were the one that left ME. 

 

Paul No, I wasn’t. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Of course you were. 

 

Paul IT WASN’T ME. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Well then, who was it? 

 

Paul How do I know, one of your, what do I know, twenty-seven others 

who… are they there NOW? ARE THEY ALL IN THERE RIGHT 

NOW AND… they’re all in there and they’re DYING LAUGHING AT 

ME CHRIST I LOVE YOU COME BACK. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul I can’t live without you. 

 

Paul’s Boyf  (laughs) Christ, where did you get all these sound bites? 

 

Paul I need you COME BACK. 

 

Paul’s Boyfriend laughs at his statement, Paul hits him on the head.  

 

Paul’s Boyf Don’t touch me. 

 

Paul Please. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul But I have to. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 
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Paul I HAVE TO. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul Take off your shirt. 

 

Paul’s Boyf What the… you mad? 

 

Paul Who let you put your shirt on? 

 

Paul’s Boyf What are you taking? Are you on medication? 

 

Paul Me? 

 

Paul’s Boyf Or have you just read some new book, or… you’re acting like, like… 

something’s different. 

 

Paul Yes, of course something’s different, something IS different, something 

IS different, yes, OF COURSE CHRISSAKE EVERYTHING IS 

DIFFERENT why did you leave me? 

 

Paul’s Boyf  (exhausted) For Chrissake, you left ME. 

 

Paul No. 

 

Paul’s Boyf YES, you did! 

 

Paul No, I didn’t. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Of course you did. 

 

Paul It wasn’t me, you’re getting me confused with somebody else. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No it was YOU, I’m not confusing you with anybody else. 

 

Paul Who’s in there? 

 

Short pause. 

 

 I can’t sleep on my own again, I can’t take it, it doesn’t work. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Right, go find somebody. 

 

Paul Man, I was wrong, can’t you understand 

 

Pause. 

 

 Take off your shirt. 
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Paul’s Boyf What? 

 

Paul Please. 

 

Paul’s Boyf What? 

 

Paul You always did it before 

 

Paul’s Boyf Christ, you’re completely, what pills are they giving you? 

 

Paul Take it off now 

 

Paul tries to take the shirt off his Boyfriend while kissing him, but the Boyf tries to 

prevent him. Paul slaps him, which could also be sexual, kisses him again, then Paul’s 

Boyf extracts himself and slams the door shut. Paul hammers on it again. 

 

Paul Open up! Come on, open up! (Pause, then very softly.) Hello? Hello – 

Hello?  

 

Paul’s Boyf OK, I’m opening the door, but don’t you dare touch me, right? 

 

Paul Right. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Promise. 

 

Paul Right. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Keep your cool, OK? 

 

Paul Right 

 

The door opens, for a while they look at each other in silence. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Hi. 

 

Pause. 

 

 Where’s my present? 

 

Paul Here, I burned this CD for you that… I’m always listening to it, when 

I… think of you… always… When You Remember Who I Am, Just Call, 

have you heard it? 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul Can I come in? 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 
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Paul Can’t you just come home with me for a bit and… lie down next to me, 

just until I’ve fallen asleep, then you can leave again, and it won’t mean 

anything, really, and I’ll never phone you again, but… I can’t fall asleep 

otherwise, I miss you so much, you’re so 

 

Paul’s Boyf now embraces Paul and kisses him, very passionately, then slams the door 

shut. 

 

Paul’s Boyf So, that’s enough for today. 

 

Short pause. 

 

Paul AHHHHHHH 

 

Steps crunch through the snow – someone sings a carol very softly. 

 

Old Woman  (very softly) Nobody wants to go home… because there’s nothing 

there… because nobody’s waiting there… because everybody wants so 

much… but nobody wants to be alone… 

 

Child Dad? 

 

CRECHE AT THE AIRPORT 

 

Temp Childminder  (telling a fairytale) The little boy felt fear in his heart and carried 

it with him through the frozen city – the fog, the snow, the brightly lit 

signs, homes bright with blue light, everywhere lonely people were 

sitting in front of their TVs and watching families celebrating Christmas 

together… he glided across the icy paths as cars sped past. 

 

Child Mum? 

 

Childminder But nobody was about, cold, no one to be seen, the boy keep on, the city 

got bigger and bigger with every step, and he felt smaller and smaller and 

his heart began to gutter out, he walked… like a machine, because he 

didn’t know where he was going… he sang “Silent Night, Holy Night, 

all is calm, all is bright…” he didn’t want to spend this night alone, but 

nobody was waiting for him at home, all the rooms were empty, 

everybody must have fled very suddenly, and he had missed it. 

 

Child Where are you? 

 

Childminder And when nobody turned up, even after a long, long wait, he began to be 

afraid, and his heart felt scorched. 

 

WOUNDED YOUTH / THEATRE REHEARSAL 

 

Man, about 35, Youth, about 34 (he looks younger), Woman, about 35. 

Apartment in the city. 

A smashed stereo system, squalid surroundings, cold. 
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Woman But you’ve got to do something. 

 

Youth What? 

 

Woman Something, it doesn’t matter, anything. 

 

Man But he is doing something. 

 

Woman Like what? 

 

Man Who knows, he must be doing something, right? 

 

Woman He drinks himself silly every night, comes home in the mornings, 

descends on the stereo and fucks something he brought home with him, 

doesn’t matter what it is, man, woman, dog, cat. 

 

Youth Canary, arsehole! Arsehole! Fucking arsehole! 

 

Man Now you’ve made him angry. 

 

Woman And what about the stereo? What about the stereo? 

 

Man Not so loud. 

 

Woman I’m only asking, it just happened to be my… it was mine, I got it for my 

confirmation. 

 

Man Get a new one. 

 

Woman Yeah, right. 

 

Woman to Youth, who is lying on the bed and has started to have trouble breathing, 

he’s gasping. 

 

 What’s wrong? 

 

Youth Don’t know (He screams softly in pain.) 

 

Man What’s wrong with him? 

 

Woman Show me your arm. 

 

Man What’s wrong with it? 

 

Woman Come on, let me see it. 

 

Youth Don’t, don’t touch it, don’t… the other hand, you can touch my other 

hand, but not this one. 
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Man What happened? 

 

Youth Don’t know, I broke it, my thumb… I broke my thumb. 

 

Man When? 

 

Youth It didn’t heal up right. 

 

Man Does it hurt? 

 

Youth Yes, horribly 

 

Man Have you seen a doctor? 

 

Youth Not going to the doctor, no. 

 

Man Why not? 

 

Youth Don’t have one and… anyway… what’s the point?... much too 

expensive. 

 

Pause. 

 

 Why were you gone so long? 

 

Woman My God, it’s cold in here. 

 

Man What? 

 

Woman Cold. 

 

Man No, I mean 

 

Woman It’s freezing outside, is it possible? Accidents everywhere. Two hundred 

and ninety-eight deaths just tonight, they’re all plunging into the canal 

and freezing hard, just lying there and slowly dying. 

 

Youth You two. You were away so long, you left me alone so long, why? 

 

Woman Look, we were busy. 

 

Youth With what? What did you have to do? 

 

Woman Work, for example. 

 

Man What’s up with the heating? 

 

Youth I was here alone, I thought you’d come and check up… on me 

 

Woman I was here three times, but nobody opened the door. 
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Youth Did you ring the doorbell? 

 

Woman Yes. 

 

Youth It’s broken. 

 

Woman And how was I supposed to know? 

 

Youth There’s a note on the door. 

 

Woman I didn’t see anything. 

 

The Youth screams. 

 

 What’s wrong? 

 

Man Does it hurt? 

 

Youth Yes. 

 

Man Your finger? 

 

Woman Yes, of course it’s his finger. 

 

Man Just stay out of it. 

 

Woman Why should I stay out of it? 

 

Man Why weren’t you ever here? You told me you’d look after him. 

 

Youth Look after me? Come on, are you bonkers – you don’t have to “look 

after” me, you just need to stop by once in a while, we belong… oh, who 

knows. 

 

Man Together. 

 

Youth Fuck off, don’t know, yeah, maybe, who knows. 

 

Woman I was here. 

 

Man Oh, yeah? 

 

Woman I was here, but nobody opened the door. 

 

Youth The sign said, “Bell Broken”. 

 

Woman There was nothing there. 

 

Youth Go out and look, it was there. 
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Woman There’s nothing there, I was here three times, every time I was in the city 

I came by, but nobody was home. 

 

Man I left you a note in the letterbox. 

 

Youth The letterbox is broken. 

 

Man What do you mean, broken? 

 

Woman Just broken. 

 

Man How can a letterbox be broken? 

 

Youth Lost the key… and anyway I don’t check it. 

 

Man Why not? 

 

Youth There’s only crap in there, just rubbish, stuff they want you to buy BUT I 

DON’T WANT TO BUY ANYTHING, I don’t want to, I’m not buying 

anything, there’s just flyers in there that tell you to buy stuff, so I locked 

it and threw away the key, I’m not buying anything. 

 

Woman What would you buy it with, anyway? 

 

Man Shhhhh. 

 

Youth Yeah, that’s right, what would I buy it with, I’m earning, I go to work, at 

night, I have money, I’m not starving, ow, my hand. 

 

Man You’ve got to see a doctor. 

 

Woman What are you going to do now? 

 

Youth What do you mean “do”? I’ll do something… ow, shit… 

 Should I put on a record? 

 

Tries to stand up, falls back down, falls on his hand, screams in pain, stands up gain, 

kicks something over that’s in his way. 

 

 SHIT SHIT FUCKING SHIT 

 

Talks to a bookshelf that he’s kicking over 

  

 What are you doing here? Eh? What are you doing here? Come on, go 

on, say something, what’re you doing here? 

 

Kicks it away. 
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 I’ve got to get through, sorry, got to get through, you can’t stay here, 

can’t do it (to Man and Woman) Fucking books… they don’t help you, 

either… I read and read and read, but… doesn’t do any good… 

nothing… it doesn’t help… here look (to Woman) cut myself, don’t 

touch it, just look, don’t touch. 

 

Woman looks at the Man. 

 

 Got a new record, my favourite record, you can only dance to it very, 

very slowly, you glide… you glide, no, more like this… through time 

and space. 

 

Laughs, then grimaces in pain 

  

 Ahhhh, JESUS FUCK now that’s really starting to hurt when I laugh, 

what’s the point? Huh? What’s the point? 

 

Starts hitting himself. 

 

 What’s the point? What? I’m only asking… no answer… strange… this 

fucking body never answers when I ask it something 

 

Beats his temples with both hands quickly and hard. 

 

 Hello? Anybody at home? 

 

He drops to the floor, brief silence, then he crawls to the woman, cries, pulls Man 

toward him, kisses him, pulls him so close that both men now lie in Woman’s arms. 

 

 I’m so glad you’re here. Now the family’s all back together isn’t it? 

 

AN OLD COUPLE IN THE SNOW 

 

Christmas bells, a man and a woman walk through the snow. 

 

Woman Nice. 

 

Man Now there’s just the two of us. 

 

Woman Yes. 

 

Man When I’m not here anymore, what will you do then? 

 

Woman You are here. As long as I’m here, you’ll be here too… when you’re not 

here anymore, neither will I, I’m not staying here alone… I’ll follow 

you. 

 

Man I love you. 

 

Woman I know. 



 

 28 

 

Man I still love you. 

 

Woman Shh… 

 An accident in the background, not too loud. 

 

Man That was our children. 

 

Woman None of your sick jokes. 

 

Man I wouldn’t mind. 

 

Woman How can you say that? 

 

Man Because it’s true… they come round for an hour, talk nothing but 

nervous rubbish and piss off again… and their screaming brats grab and 

slobber over everything… they didn’t even ask us how we were… not 

ONCE… dropped the kids off, drove off to their party, picked up the 

kids and went home… even packed up all our food, they’re bloody old 

enough and earning their own money… they can cook something for 

themselves, or… there are babysitters, people they can pay to watch their 

kids, we shouldn’t have to do that. 

 

Woman I like doing it. 

 

Man Rubbish, you can’t get any sense out of those screaming brats, they only 

speak… that MTV American lingo or whatever that is, I don’t 

understand a word of it… they’re like cartoon characters, even worse 

than those bloody awful ringtones they’ve got… and that new bloke, that 

actor… he’s… he talks so fast and so… I don’t believe a word he says… 

Is he supposed to be a good actor? Where does somebody like that get 

work? 

 

Woman Always someplace else, I think, nobody really wants him at the moment, 

he was once really… popular, Gabs says, but… now… nobody wants 

him, his type is just not THE THING. Gabs says, too… he’s really been 

leading the quiet life since he’s got the kids, and… cycles around a lot 

with the kids, but… nobody’s interested in that type, a cycling dad, so 

he’s kind of fallen through the cracks. 

 

Man OK… 

 

Woman You know, he used to be quite wild, Gabs says, with drugs and all that, 

and he was involved in politics and always at raves and always got the 

leads in new plays and even films and… well, that’s the way they all 

are… every man is exciting at 25, but then… then it gets harder… they 

all lose their ideals and… 

 

Man Oh, right, what kind of ideals did he have? 
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Woman Well, he was in some new theatre company with lots of young people 

who all wanted, I don’t know, some kind of fairer world economy, fairer 

wars? Something like that, radical new forms, SOLIDARITY and 

whatever… then they all suddenly made it, except for him… and now, 

there he is, sitting there with his kids… I don’t know, he travels a lot, I 

think, plays supporting roles in… various… projects… whatever he can 

get… a bit disappointed that the fairer world economy just didn’t happen 

and… that they’ve all kind of now turned into what they were struggling 

against before and all just thinking about themselves… and (laughs) 

nobody thinks about him anymore, he’s somehow become the only one 

that didn’t make it, apparently he was always too nice… only fought for 

“the cause” and never for himself… he probably believed in “the cause” 

for too long, even after “the cause” was long gone he still believed in it, 

and… now he just hangs around with the kids and doesn’t have any 

money (laughs)… somtimes he even works for TV…one of those TV 

hospital shows, in the neurology ward, he plays a neurologist in some 

resort clinic, Clinic on Miracle Street, that’s it, he’s junior neurologist in 

Clinic on Miracle Street. 

 

Man Whatever, he still only talks rubbish, I don’t believe a word he says, he 

doesn’t love Gabi, he’s far too nervous, does he have to smoke so 

much?... and the presents they give the kids… they all just ring and blink 

and, I don’t know… those kids can’t spit out a single full sentence… and 

they’re already eleven… they only speak in sound bites… do they even 

know what we are, their grandparents? I don’t think they have any idea 

who we are… not that it bothers them when we’re around, they come to 

our place, lose themselves in their 3G hard drives, devour your cake, 

guzzle Coke, watch Nickelodeon and MTV while they’re downloading 

cyber games, then they piss off again – I don’t think they even notice 

we’re around. 

 

Woman Come here. 

 

Man What? 

 

Woman Just you and me. 

 

Man Right. 

 

Woman You always wanted children. 

 

Man And now we’ve got some. 

 

Woman And there were a lot of headaches. 

 

Man Only the first couple of years were good. 

 

Woman True. 

 

Man But we’re still together. 
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Woman The only thing that keeps me on this Earth. 

 

Man When you’re gone, then… I’ll follow you immediately… I’ll get in the 

car and – 

 

 (Car crash) 

 

VOICES ON THE RADIO. TWO RADIO PRESENTERS 

 

Presenter 1 So many deaths this year. 

 

Presenter 2 Will you do the announcement? I need to step out for a sec. 

 

Presenter 1 Have you got the exact figures? Two hundred and thirty-seven deaths, 

eighty injured… just in the last hour? Is that true? 

 

Presenter 2 I’ll double-check it, that can’t be right. 

 

Presenter 1 What’s going on? 

 

Presenter 2 Thirty-five below… the motorway’s just a sheet of ice. 

 

Presenter 1 And they’re all driving that fast? 

 

Presenter 2 They all want to get out… as fast as possible… 

 

Presenter 1 Like a bat out of hell. 

 

Presenter 2 They’re all so stressed. 

 

Presenter 1 Ring up and ask if that’s accurate… there’s never been so many deaths 

this time of year. 

 

Presenter 2 They all want out… 

 

Presenter 1 Put something soothing on. 

 

MOTHER / FATHER 

 

The following like an old fairy-tale recording. 

 

Father Did you leave enough food? 

 

Mother They won’t go hungry. 

 

Father Did you? 

 

Mother Yes. They’ve got crisps. Bit of bread. That should be enough for them, 

I’ve left the telly on, they won’t even notice we’re gone. 
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Father Good. 

 

Mother Sometimes I just need some… peace and quiet. 

 

Father Right, just the two of us, the occasional evening, just an evening. 

 

MAN / PSYCHIATRIST 

 

Man Thanks for taking the time – particularly today – that you – 

 

Psychiatrist I wasn’t busy. 

 

Man No? 

 

Psychiatrist No. 

 

Man Really? 

 

Psychiatrist I like working… my wife and I always work on Christmas Eve, we’ve 

been doing it for seven years. 

 

Man Do you love your wife? 

 

Psychiatrist  (laughs) Er, what? 

 

Man Do you love her? 

 

Psychiatrist Why don’t you come in first, then we’ll talk about love. 

 

WOUNDED YOUTH / THEATRE REHEARSAL 

 

Youth Tell me, have you also felt it lately? 

 

Man What? 

 

Youth This burning in the night? In your heart… that we’re getting older, and… 

but… we get older, I mean me and… things don’t change… they don’t 

sort themselves out… they all stay the same… I’m… how old? 

 

Man A year younger than me. 

 

Youth A year younger than you, and… things don’t seem to sort themselves 

out, I 

 

Woman Did you ring them? 

 

Youth Who? 

 

Woman That agency, the number I gave you, did you ring? 
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Youth I wanted to, but… no… 

 

Woman Well then. 

 

Man Why not? 

 

Youth And this QUIET… do you also feel it… at night, I lie here and CHRIST 

everything’s so quiet, much too quiet, I can hear my heart beating and… 

something crawls out of the woodwork… or is it just a pulse? No idea… 

ow, fuck, stop hurting, or I’ll hack you off… and then I’ve got to get out, 

out of here, and… I can’t, I can’t stay in here, but they all talk so much, 

they all talk so bloody much, and I can’t take it when people take them 

along, home, on the way here, they all talk so much, so much RUBBISH, 

I don’t know, what are they all talking about? What are they saying? 

Huh? WHAT ARE THEY SAYING? (He lunges at Man) WHAT ARE 

THEY SAYING, COME ON, TELL ME, WHAT? WHAT? WHAT? 

You’re such a know-all. 

 

A kind of fight ensues, Woman interferes. 

 

Man What’s this about? 

 

Youth Too little sleep? Are you not getting enough sleep? Excuse me, Doctor, I 

don’t want be rude. (He pulls his dick out of his trousers.) Look. (laughs) 

Nice, eh? (Waves his dick about.) He’s the only one who doesn’t let me 

down. (laughs) I like him, not too big, not too little, and… very 

elegant… (to the man) He can also get really rough, you’ve got to be 

careful. 

 

Man I know, I know him very well. 

 

Youth Know him well, know him well, right, I know you know, or rather: I 

DON’T know, because I was usually ASLEEP or DRUNK when you 

were looking for his company, I wasn’t even really THERE when you 

two were enjoying yourselves. 

 

Woman Does anybody have a light or match or something – does anybody have 

anything? Good God! 

 

Youth And that’s why I run around the city ALONE at night, because I just 

CAN’T STAND ALL THESE VOICES when they talk, it drives me 

mad, it really drives me mad, this constant chattering, bizarre ringtones 

and all that shit? I can’t deal with it, sorry, or projects or something? 

Does everybody have to talk before they fuck, what the hell for? What’s 

that about? You go out because you’re lonely and can’t stand the quiet in 

the house, and they’re all yakking away about their problems or how 

bloody amazingly exciting their lives are, that they’re involved in 

everything, creating things and making them work or whatever, they’ve 

all got such busy lives. SHUT UP, DAMMIT, ALL OF YOU BE 
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QUIET. No, no, sorry, I’d rather hide myself away up here. (Kicks the 

radiator, talks to it.) Why are you so lazy, why don’t you do something? 

Did somebody give you too big of a belt? Is that why? That’s why 

you’ve turned in on yourself and don’t work anymore… you think that’s 

OK? WE’RE FREEZING because you’re too lazy to shift your arse and 

make some HEAT… it’s so fucking cold, I don’t know… 

 

 He suddenly goes over to the woman – who flinches – and gives her a 

long kiss. 

 

 That’s still the best taste in the world, so… and now quiet here, quiet, 

watch out (He kisses her again, then pulls the Man over as well and 

kisses him, then kisses them both one after the other.) Nice, finally… 

now let’s celebrate… I don’t know what, but there’s always a reason… 

no, we’re celebrating that we’re… back together again… and we’re 

staying together… forever… right?... ow… You’re both staying here… 

(Looks out the window.) Somebody jumped out the window around noon 

yesterday, I was just having my lunch, and somebody waved at me and 

then jumped, an eleven-year-old boy… I guess he wasn’t doing too well, 

he didn’t like his parents or they didn’t like him, so he jumped, waved a 

bit and jumped. (Hits himself very hard in the temples until he screams.) 

Or was it you? Or the radiator? People should stay in bed at night, 

otherwise strange things start to happen… I don’t know who this girl is 

that’s always coming by, she always rings the doorbell and says she 

loves me, but I don’t even know her… yes, she’ll probably jump soon 

too BLOODY HELL… this book… it talks at night… it talks to me at 

night, weird… but IT DOESN’T HAVE ANYTHING TO TELL ME. 

Actually I don’t understand you, I don’t understand you, you can talk as 

much as you like, I’m not listening anymore, I’m just not listening to 

anybody anymore, I don’t care about anything, I’m going to make a film 

of my life, a long feature film, really beautiful, with lots of panoramic 

landscape shots, leafy, sun-dappled trees, broad Continental boulevards, 

winsome endangered animals (Laughs and dances without music, falls 

on the stereo.) And now leave me alone, I need my peace and quiet, 

could you please leave now? GET OUT, I need my rest. 

 

They look at each other, don’t leave. 

 

 …but, when it’s quiet, I can’t stand it. (He crawls to the record player.) 

Fucking useless equipment, always breaking… (puts on a record: New 

Grass from Talk Talk… They listen to it.) 

 

 That’s amazing, so bloody amazing, listen… the guy that wrote that had 

himself locked away in a mental ward, he didn’t want to be here 

anymore, because… isn’t it amazing? 

 

Short pause. 

 

Man How long has the heating been broken? 
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Woman It’s much too cold in here, oh, and the sheets, should I wash them? 

 

Youth Because he couldn’t take it… he wanted to be an absence, all good 

people want to be an absence, they don’t want to get INVOLVED in all 

this shit here, right? Right? Hello! Hello!! (Punches his dick over and 

over again.) You too, don’t you get involved anymore either, you only 

fuck things up! So, quiet, now, and listen, nice, eh? 

 

Woman Right, OK, happy birthday. Jesus, Jesus Christ, this place is something 

else. 

 

Youth I’M NOT JESUS, I’m not saving you! 

 

Man He’s not Jesus. 

 

Woman Too bad, I’d like to be saved sometime. 

 

Youth Quiet. 

 

Man What? 

 

Youth Hear that? 

 

Man What? 

 

Youth  (kisses the Man, then the Woman, both very gently, laughs briefly) My 

heart. 

 

Man What? 

 

Youth Burning away. Slowly. 

 

Pause. The Youth puts New Grass on the first harmonica riff. 

 

 I can’t do anything, I don’t move, I just lie here and… I’m so cold… 

when the heat was working, I kept kicking it until it stopped, I thought, 

better for me to freeze a bit… right?... It’s good to freeze a bit now and 

then, right? 

 

Woman And the girl, now, tell me, who is she? 

 

Youth I don’t know, she just keeps turning up, I must have taken her 

somewhere sometime, now she won’t go away. 

 

Woman And she sleeps here? 

 

Youth Think so. 

 

Woman And she doesn’t mind? I mean, the way it looks around here? I mean: the 

two of you lie here in this bed in this cold? 
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Youth No idea, I think so. Christ, she’s always completely pissed when she 

turns up, she doesn’t even notice. 

 

Man And your job at the Petrol Station, you quit? 

 

Youth Just didn’t go there anymore, there was nobody interesting there 

anymore, at first, when it was all still new… wow… and I… was wired 

every night… the Petrol Station… best place in town, a real haven, no 

posers, no marketing sharks, no bankers or yuppies or brokers, no tennis 

players or golfers, no Financial Times readers, no luvvies, it was a place 

for CONTEMPLATION, know what I mean? But now… too trendy, you 

get media types with piercings and investment bankers on coke, forget it, 

I’d rather hang around here… the last bastion against, oh, I don’t know… 

I want you two to stay here, come on, let’s dance. (Puts New Grass on 

the second harmonica riff) Come on, let’s glide, let’s undulate like ferns, 

gracefully, in all directions… very gently in the breeze… the cold, it’s 

nice, you don’t burn so quickly, you burn more slowly… I love you. 

 

Woman Who, me? 

 

Man Or me? 

 

All three laugh. 

 

Youth All of us. 

 

THE OLD WOMAN AT THE NURSING HOME Why don’t you ring me?... I 

CAN’T STAND THE SILENCE, he doesn’t love me, but my heart… it’s 

burning up, slowly, and here… everything’s dying… (Sings, very softly) 

A beautiful sight, we’re happy tonight, walkin’ in a Winter 

Wonderland… 

 

MAN / PSYCHIATRIST 

 

Man I played with my father’s papers… office, I played office, my father 

drove me to pre-school on his way to work… I sat in the back of the car 

and he would forget me for a few minutes, talked to himself about 

imminent negotiations, spoke through his business lunches and speeches, 

it wasn’t till the end of the day that he’d notice I was still sitting in the 

back of the car, he just left me sitting there, just sitting there all day, he 

didn’t notice until the drive home. 

 

Psychiatrist And how was it for you? 

 

Man Boring, it was bloody boring, my whole childhood was simply bloody 

boring… most of the time I slept, sometimes I didn’t get up until five in 

the afternoon and then I’d spend the night playing office and then fall 

asleep in the morning and… sometimes I played “Meeting” for days on 

end, “Meeting” and “Conference Call” – 
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Psychiatrist OK, how do you play that? 

 

Man You meet yourself and talk about documents and things that have to get 

done urgently, phone yourself and… (pause) I masturbate a lot. 

 

Psychiatrist How much? 

 

Man A lot. 

 

Psychiatrist OK… 

 

Man A whole lot. 

 

Psychiatrist Like, now or when you were a child? 

 

Man Both. 

 

Psychiatrist Right… 

 

Pause 

 

Man Right… 

 

Pause 

 

Psychiatrist And what’s it like? 

 

Man Boring. 

 

Psychiatrist OK… 

 

Man It’s bloody boring. 

 

Psychiatrist Right, I see. 

 

Man Is it boring for you, too, I mean… I sit around and wank all day, it’s 

like… I don’t know… boring, right? 

 

Psychiatrist What? 

 

Man It’s boring, right? 

 

Psychiatrist What? 

 

Man Just wanking all day. 

 

Psychiatrist Yes (Pause) erm (Pause) What kind of a car was it? 
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Man A black Merc, I drive the same car, metallic black, old, the smell, my 

wife died in that car with the kids when I crashed into the bridge railing, 

my wife died instantly, my parents died three weeks later in hospital… 

that was last Christmas Eve, let’s see what happens tonight. (Laughs, 

short pause)… Every room looks exactly the same, have you ever 

noticed? I open a door and behind it… it’s always the same room. 

 

Psychiatrist OK. 

 

Man Well, that’s how it is. 

 

Psychiatrist Yes. 

 

Man Now I own all the money, I don’t have to work anymore, I live in this 

crypt, my parents’ crypt, and the house belongs to me, the company, 

everything, and I’m clueless, and I still sit there and play office, I play 

office and masturbate, that’s it. 

 

WOUNDED YOUTH 

 

Youth I want you to stay here, come on, let’s dance. (Youth puts New Grass on 

the second harmonica riff). Come on, let’s glide, let’s undulate like ferns, 

gracefully, in all directions… very gently in the breeze… the cold, it’s 

nice, you don’t burn so quickly, you burn a bit slower… I love you. 

 

Woman Who, me? 

 

Man Or me? 

 

All three laugh. 

 

Youth All of us. 

 

They dance for a while, he throws himself on the bed. 

 

 Ow, fuck, I always land on my broken thumb, no matter how I jump, I 

always land where it hurts. (To Woman) Go on, cook, Woman, go on, it’s 

my birthday, go on, cook something for me, Woman, go on, that’s what 

you’re both here for. (laughs) Should we try to sleep together again? 

 

Man Enough! 

 

Youth Why, it was fun. You blew me off, I blew you off, and… (to Woman) 

what exactly did you do? 

 

Man Nothing, as usual. 

 

Woman Come on, lads, please… I’m married. 

 

Youth What? 
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Man That was swift and painless. 

 

Youth That’s a bit… what? 

 

Woman Yes, to a man I love. 

 

Man She’s also pregnant. 

 

Woman In the second month, I’m already looking forward to it, it’s a boy. 

 

Youth No, that’s awful, why? 

 

Man They’ve got a dog, they’re going to move out to the country. 

 

Woman A Shetland Spaniel. 

 

Youth No, what on earth for? 

 

Woman Because I… stupid question. 

 

Youth No, come on, tell me, why? 

 

Woman Because I love my husband, because we’re happy. 

 

Youth That’s rubbish. 

 

Woman No, I… I love my husband, what’s so dreadful about that? 

 

Paul Gabs… because you can’t deal this kind of life anymore, because you 

don’t know how to… how to survive, because you’re lonely, because no 

man wants you anymore, because you’re burnt out, you’ve lost your 

strength, and because you’re cold. 

 

Man And because the bloke runs the agency you work for. Not a bad strategy, 

marrying your boss when the economy’s unstable and moving out to the 

country. 

 

Woman I’m in love. 

 

Youth Get out of it. 

 

Man That’s not what you say. 

 

Woman What? 

 

Man This stuff about love, I think you’re supposed to say you’re afraid to get 

old, that middle age has just hit you you or something like that… 
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Woman I say what I think… (I love my husband, I’m marrying him) There’s 

nothing but mad people living in this city… I’m moving out to the 

country, somewhere near the nature reserve and I’ll be helping people 

find their way back into the work force. 

 

Man What are you talking about? 

 

Woman I love my husband, I’m happy, we’re getting married, we’ve got a 

healthy, mid-sized business, we help economically inactive persons to 

get back into the job market, we’ve got a dog, I’m pregnant, I’m hoping 

it will be a boy and we’ve just bought a detached house in Kent and we 

drive into the city centre for work and still have a small studio apartment 

there where we can spend the night when there’s too much going on in 

the agency for us to get home at night. We’ve got friends, Saskia and 

Sebastian, a nice couple with two kids, sometimes we drive over to 

Oxford with them to go punting – OK, maybe punting’s a bit ott, but 

otherwise… yeah, gosh, why not, why can’t I just simply be happy and 

get married, WHY NOT? 

 

Paul Because it just doesn’t create conflict, that’s why not. And because it’s 

BOLLOCKS, because there’s no such thing, so leave it. 

 

Woman I love my husband, I’m happy. 

 

Youth No, you’re not. 

 

Woman Yes, I am. 

 

Man No, you’re not. You’re lonely and you’re starting to get old and you 

won’t take off your clothes anymore because you no longer look as good 

with them off as you do with them on. 

 

Woman Yes I DO! 

 

Youth Come on, guys, it’s Christmas Eve, let’s not – 

 

Woman I DON’T! What do you mean, I don’t look as good with my clothes off 

as I do with them on, and besides THAT’S NOBODY’S BUSINESS 

BUT MINE THE WAY I LOOK WITH MY CLOTHES OFF, I love my 

husband, I’m moving out to the country. 

 

Man No, you’re not. 

 

Woman Yes, I am. 

 

Man No, you’re not. 

 

Woman Yes, I am. 

 

Man No, you’re not. 
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Woman Yes, I am. 

 

Man NO. 

 

Woman YES. 

 

Man NO!! 

 

Woman Yes!! 

 

Man Bollocks. 

 

Woman No, it isn’t. 

 

Man Yes, it is. 

 

Woman No, it isn’t. 

 

Man Yes, it is. 

 

Woman No. 

 

Man YES. 

 

Woman I’m in love!! 

 

Man You can’t sustain that, and now shut up, for fuck’s sake! 

 

Woman I’m in love. 

 

Paul Is this MINE? 

 

Woman I’m in love. 

 

Paul Is this shit really mine? Bloody hell. IT CAN’T BE. 

 

Woman I’m in love. 

 

Man OK, stop it. Come on,, guys, can we start again from the top – please, 

Brigid? 

 

Prompter Where’s the top? 

 

Paul If you knew how crap I feel just now, you’d be so grateful 

 

Woman Are you at the clinic again? 

 

Paul IT’S A HOTEL. 
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Woman I thought it was a clinic. 

 

Paul It’s a hotel. 

 

Man Paul, listen, the sex scene that’s just coming up… 

 

Paul IT’S NOT A SEX SCENE! 

 

Woman It doesn’t work. 

 

Paul YES, IT DOES. 

 

Woman No, it doesn’t. 

 

Paul Yes, it does. 

 

Woman No, it doesn’t. 

 

Man It doesn’t really look so good anymore when we do it. 

 

Paul If you only knew how crap I feel, you’d be so grateful that you – 

 

Woman What if we did THE BEAR, do you know it? It’s brilliant. 

 

Man I was in that back in 1993. 

 

Paul THE WHAT? 

 

Woman Or THE MARRIAGE PROPOSAL, that’s also really good. 

 

Man I was in that back in 1994. That’s a sure thing. 

 

Paul I’m going to kill myself. 

 

Youth Right, guys, it’s Christmas Eve, could you pull yourselves together, 

please, we’re MATURE ADULTS, so: shall we try to get back into bed 

together? 

 

Paul NO, I’M NOT GETTING INTO BED WITH YOU LOT ANYMORE! 

 

Youth BUT JESUS WANTS US TO LOVE. 

 

Paul That’s not in the script. 

 

Woman What’s in the bloody script then? 

 

Paul I’m getting out of here. 

 

Man Go home and write something, anything, anything at all.. 
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Woman DO something for a change. 

 

Paul I AM doing something. 

 

Woman What? 

 

Youth Should we get back into bed together? 

 

Prompter Shall. 

 

Youth What? 

 

Prompter SHALL we get back into bed together? 

 

Woman Lads, please… I’m married. 

 

Man That was swift and painless. 

 

Woman Yes, to a sales rep, actually (laughs) To a cocaine-sniffing, vitamin-

popping sales rep for a gym, that’s right, sorry, that’s the way it is. 

 

Man She’s pregnant, too. 

 

Woman In my second month, haven’t decided yet. MAYBE I’LL STILL ABORT 

THE LITTLE SHIT. 

 

Man Gabs! 

 

Woman It’s the truth! 

 

Youth Oh, no, that’s awful, what on earth for? 

 

Woman Because I… stupid question. 

 

Youth No, tell me, why? 

 

Woman Because I’m getting older. 

 

Youth Bollocks. 

 

Woman Yes, it’s true. 

 

Youth But you still look the same. 

 

Woman Not with my clothes off. (laughs) Only works with the lights out. 

(laughs) Oh, God, is there any alcohol about? I think I need something 

now. 

 

Paul Now you’re talking, come on, let’s have a drink! 
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Woman Come here, that’s supposed to be me, isn’t it, this woman, this woman 

who’s in her second month – I’M NEVER TELLING YOU ANYTHING 

AGAIN. 

 

Youth Beer! 

 

Woman Fantastic. 

 

Man What? 

 

Youth It’s got to be somewhere, dunno, in the hall? Bathroom? Have a look in 

the bathroom. 

 

Man What? 

 

Paul Keep going! 

 

Woman  (to Man) Have a look. 

 

Man What? 

 

 He stumbles over the radiator like the Youth did earlier and falls down 

flat and injures his thumb. 

 

 IT’S SO FUCKING COLD! WOULD YOU EVER START HEATING 

UP THE PLACE, THAT’S WHAT YOU’RE HERE FOR, YOU 

FUCKING PIECE OF SHIT. 

 

Youth It only speaks Spanish. 

 

Woman Who? 

 

Youth The radiator only speaks Spanish. 

 

Paul I’m getting out of here. 

 

Youth It belonged to the previous landlady who came from Madrid, she left it 

here. 

 

Man Don’t the radiators belong to the flat? 

 

Woman No, not any more, there’s a new system here: everybody supplies their 

own heat source and has to take it away with them when they leave. 

 

Youth Right. 

 

Man That’s ridiculous. 

 

Paul I’m getting out of here, I’m… (exits) 
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Youth Around here it’s not part of the flat, nobody gets anything with the flat, 

nobody. 

 

Man OK, can we just sort this out quickly? 

 

Woman “It’s autumn. Soon winter will be here. Everything will be covered with 

snow. And I’m going to work, work hard, do nothing but work.” 

 

THE OLD WOMAN AT THE NURSING HOME / NURSE 

 

Old Woman Did you send word to my son? 

 

Nurse What? Oh yeah, yeah. 

 

Old Woman Did you phone him? 

 

Nurse He doesn’t answer. 

 

Old Woman Did you try again? 

 

Nurse I told you: yes, I did, but he doesn’t answer. 

 

Old Woman That can’t be. 

 

Nurse I did. 

 

Old Woman You just don’t want to do any extra work! 

 

Nurse Yeah, right. 

 

Old Woman Yeah, right? 

 

Nurse Would you be quiet? 

 

Old Woman What? 

 

Nurse I phoned him three times, he doesn’t answer. 

 

Old Woman I don’t believe it. 

 

Nurse Then don’t believe it. 

 

Old Woman WOULD YOU PLEASE RING HIM. 

 

Nurse I TOLD YOU HE DOESN’T ANSWER. 

 

Old Woman THEN TRY AGAIN AND AGAIN AND AGAIN AND AGAIN. 

 

Nurse Yeah, right… shut it. 
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Old Woman What? 

 

Nurse Shut your, keep your… SHUT UP, JUST SHUT YOUR STUPID 

MOUTH, everybody here… Shit… why are you in a home anyway? 

Who put you here? Ask yourself that question… nobody’s phoning me 

either. 

 

Old Woman Really? 

 

Nurse No, so be quiet and deal with it, just deal with it. 

 

PSYCHIATRIST / MAN 

 

Man Toys, my father’s business was toys, so before Christmas, when he had 

time, we drove to the warehouse when a trade fair had just finished, and I 

could pick anything I wanted that was left, that none of the distributors 

wanted – I ran down the aisles of the warehouse and stuffed everything 

into a huge trolley – just stuff you couldn’t do anything with, that all you 

could do with it was stick it in a corner – rubber dinosaurs from Hong 

Kong, or some dog that could stand on its head or a tortoise that could 

sing Brahms’s Lullaby – very slowly – a scuba diver on a string for the 

bathtub – I ran down the aisles and just took things at random… I 

thought it was all pretty boring, but I just closed my eyes and grabbed 

some piece of junk and stuck it in the trolley… at the exit somebody took 

the stuff away, and then on Christmas Eve it was all under the tree. If my 

aunt was there I had to act as though I was deliriously happy, she wasn’t 

supposed to know that I put all that crap in the trolley myself. (laughs, 

short pause, just ringing, then resigned) Why was it always so boring? 

Nothing ever happened and even today… nothing happens, I just sit there 

and wank all day… this holiday… I’ve been distressed for days… 

nothing happens, and me? I don’t recognise anything anymore, it all 

looks the same: inside, outside… no matter when I go… and the 

company… I’ve no idea, I’m completely clueless, NOTHING, it’s all 

breaking away, I don’t know… I don’t know anything anymore… 

 

Psychiatrist Maybe you should travel. 

 

Man But where? 

 

Psychiatrist Somewhere you feel comfortable? 

 

Man Where would that be? 

 

Psychiatrist I don’t know, wherever you’re happy. 

 

Man And then? What do I do there? 

 

Psychiatrist Or go out to eat with a friend. 

 

Man With whom? 
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Psychiatrist Well, there must be somebody… 

 

Man Shall we go out to dinner? 

 

Psychiatrist No. 

 

Man Why not? 

 

Psychiatrist laughs. 

 

 (a bit more aggressive) Why not. 

 

Psychiatrist  (laughs) No. 

 

Man  (more aggressive) Why. Not. 

 

Psychiatrist Because we’ve got a professional relationship, not a real one. 

 

Man And how do I get a real one? 

 

Psychiatrist laughs. 

 

 (aggressive) How do I get a real one? 

 

Psychiatrist Let go of me, please. 

 

Man  (aggressive) How do I get one? 

 

Psychiatrist You’ve got to (breaks off) 

 

Man  (aggressive) What? 

 

Psychiatrist Let me go. 

 

Man  (aggressive) You’re supposed to be helping me. 

 

Psychiatrist How? 

 

Man  (aggressive) How should I know? (Lets go. Short pause.) I’d really like 

to… 

 

Man Yes? 

 

Man Stay here. 

 

Psychiatrist No. 

 

Man Here, with you, I’d like to, I’d… 
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Psychiatrist I’m afraid not, I – 

 

Man Can’t I just… stay here in the chair, you can… 

 

Psychiatrist No. 

 

Man You can just keep working and I – 

 

Psychiatrist No. 

 

Man I’ll just sit here, I’ll just be sitting here, that’s all. 

 

Psychiatrist No. 

 

Man I can wait in the hall. 

 

Psychiatrist But they’ll be… closing up soon, I think, so… (short pause) 

 

Man Do you think I could ever be somebody else? 

 

Psychiatrist Well, to be honest… no, you… look, let’s talk about it another time, 

OK? 

 

Man Can I hold your hand? 

 

Psychiatrist No. 

 

Man Just for a moment. 

 

Psychiatrist No, that’s actually not – 

 

Man Please. 

 

Psychiatrist appropriate, that’s – 

 

Man Then what’s appropriate? 

 

Pause, the Psychiatrist doesn’t know how to respond. 

 

 What’s appropriate? 

 

Psychiatrist Look – 

 

Man Please. 

 

Short pause. 

 

Psychiatrist Will you go then? 

 

Man Yes. 



 

 48 

 

Psychiatrist OK. 

 

They briefly hold hands. 

 

 OK? 

 

Man I don’t feel anything. 

 

Psychiatrist OK… 

 

Man I don’t feel anything when you touch me. 

 

Psychiatrist Sorry about that. 

 

Man You can’t even create a sense of closeness with me, you can’t even do as 

much as that. You don’t have any idea how to do your job. What are you 

doing here? You’re supposed to be helping me. 

 

Psychiatrist I think you’d better go. 

 

Man No, I’m not going, I’m not leaving. 

 

Psychiatrist Get out. 

 

Man Get out yourself, everybody’s dying out there, I’m not going out, I’m 

staying here. 

 

Psychiatrist Then I’ll have you taken away. 

 

Man Right, go ahead, they’re not going to just dump me somewhere in the 

snow, are they, I mean, SOMEBODY’S got to help me. 

 

Psychiatrist There’s nothing wrong with you. 

 

Man What? 

 

Psychiatrist You’re completely sane. 

 

Man No, I’m not. 

 

Psychiatrist You’re just lonely, like everybody else. 

 

Man No, that’s not possible, I… I can’t sleep anymore, not for days, I’m… 

God, I don’t know where I am anymore, I can’t even find my own home, 

I don’t even know if my parents are dead or if I’m just imagining it, if 

my company, where I’ve been sitting around for days, if it’s even my 

company or if somebody just dropped me at the wrong place… I can’t 

feel anything anymore, only time, the passing of time, time is leaving me 

and my life is going away, it’s just seeping out of me slowly, going 
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somewhere else without me, and I can feel that I’m not living my life, 

I’m living another life, a life I don’t want to live, but I can’t, something 

is keeping me here, I can’t get away, I want to get out, but… 

 

Psychiatrist Join the club… 

 

Man What? 

 

Psychiatrist Everybody feels like that, all my patients say that, everybody who comes 

here says that, and I feel like that too, does that help at all? 

 

Man No, it doesn’t help. 

 

Psychiatrist You’ve just got to deal with it. And now… just go out and  

 

Man I’m not leaving, I’m not going out there. 

 

Psychiatrist Just get in your car and  

 

Man No. 

 

Psychiatrist Yes. 

 

Man No 

 

Psychiatrist Yes. 

 

Man DAMMIT, I’M NOT LEAVING! 

 

Psychiatrist There’s nothing wrong with you. 

 

Man Leave me the hell alone, everybody! 

 

Psychiatrist  (laughs) You came to me. 

 

Man No, you sent me a text telling me you were working today. 

 

Psychiatrist In case you needed it. 

 

Man In case you needed me, you needed somebody to talk to you because 

you’re wife’s working in the hospital and you’re bored to death. 

 

Psychiatrist Right, you’d better go. 

 

Man Please, let me hold your hand just a moment, that’s all, really, please. 

 

Psychiatrist We’ve already tried that and it doesn’t help you. 

 

Man Please, just for, just a moment… then I’ll go. 
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They hold hands. 

 

 Nothing. Absolutely nothing. 

 

Psychiatrist Get in your car and… 

 

Sound of a car crash. 

 

RADIO STATION 

 

Presenter 1 Three hundred and thirty-eight deaths… can we even broadcast that… 

the entire city’s full of corpses and nobody around to get rid of them, 

they’re all just lying there and freezing. 

 

FAMILY 

 

Mother What a surprise, what a lovely present. 

 

Father Come on, it’s time to recite the poem, go on, off you go. 

 

Son What poem? 

 

Father Any poem, you must have learnt a poem. 

 

Son What kind of poem? 

 

Mother Never mind, let’s just have dinner. 

 

Son What kind of poem? 

 

Mother Let’s just have dinner. 

 

Father Or give us a tune. 

 

Mother Let’s just go to the dining room, the boy can’t recite anything… he can’t 

sing either, leave him alone. 

 

Father He must be able to… 

 

Mother LEAVE HIM ALONE FOR HEAVEN’S SAKE LEAVE HIM ALONE. 

You come here once a year and you think everybody’s got to recite some 

stupid bloody poem – recite one yourself and leave the boy alone. 

 

Father We always sang at home. 

 

Mother This isn’t YOUR home… this is MY home, you’re a guest here… and 

we’re going to eat now. 

 

Father Why can’t the boy just sing a simple song? 
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Mother Because he doesn’t sing, OK… the boy doesn’t sing… not Christmas 

carols, nor anything else… I don’t know if you’ve ever really noticed 

anything… but OUR KID DOESN’T SING. 

 

THE CHILD / CHILDMINDER AT AIRPORT 

 

Childminder And the little boy ran through the snow, and soon he didn’t know where 

to search anymore. There were corpses everywhere, and he looked at the 

faces of all the frozen people lying by the road, but he couldn’t find his 

mother, he kept looking and looking, he looked at all the corpses, but he 

couldn’t find his mother or father anywhere. 

 

Child Mummy? Daddy? Where are you? 

 

Childminder The city was so quiet, and one after the other all the lights went out, the 

wolves began to howl, and darkness seeped into his heart. 

 

OLD WOMAN AT THE NURSING HOME  

 (slowly going insane) This cold is unbearable… I can see cars crashing 

into the canal, they keep coming, plunging into the water and freezing 

hard, whole families spending Christmas frozen in the canal, is it because 

of me? Is my loneliness like a big magnet, pulling all these cars into the 

canal? Could it be? Everyone’s wounded and lying in their living rooms 

or bleeding to death in the ditches because they didn’t make the 

motorway exit, entire apartment buildings in the ditches exchanging 

gifts. Ice blue bodies in the canal with Christmas decorations, bloodied 

children in the bins at lay-bys, dismembered infants suddenly flushed 

through the toilet pipes, in-laws trembling in the backseat as though they 

were being abducted, hurled out of speeding cars and slammed by 

oncoming trucks. 

 

THE CHILD / CHILDMINDER AT AIRPORT 

 

Child Daddy? 

 

Childminder Finally he reached a mountain, climbed it and looked out over the frozen 

city: people jammed in wrecked cars burning or bleeding to death, or 

flung into the air, only to land in the snow, to lie there and scream, 

scream and scream, until it got very quiet. 

 

Child That’s not a very nice story, don’t you have another one? 

 

Childminder Come here. 

 

Child No. 

 

Childminder Come here. 

 

Child No, I don’t want to. 
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Childminder Come here now, give me a hug, just for a moment, give me a little hug. 

 

Child No. 

 

Childminder Where’s your father? I want to get out of here, I can’t stay here with you 

all night. 

 

Child My dad will get here, he’s just looking for his car keys, then he’ll 

definitely be here, daddy’s so busy, he often forgets things, he’ll be here 

very soon, don’t worry, don’t you have another story, a nicer one? 

 

 Childminder leaves. 

 

 Daddy? 

 Daddy? 

 Daddy? 

 Get me out of here! I’m cold. 

 

OLD WOMAN AT THE NURSING HOME / NURSE 

 

Old Woman Did you reach my son? 

 

Nurse Oh, for heaven’s sake… are you still on about that? Yes, I did. 

 

Old Woman And? 

 

Nurse He says hello. 

 

Old Woman Right… is that true? 

 

Nurse Yes. 

 

Old Woman Why didn’t you call me to the phone? 

 

Nurse I didn’t want to disturb you. 

 

Old Woman What? 

 

Nurse Look, I can’t spend the whole evening just with you – I’m sorry if your 

son doesn’t phone you at Christmas, he’s probably forgotten you… or 

you did something wrong at some point… he never comes to visit. 

 

Old Woman He’s busy. 

 

Nurse laughs. 

 

 My son is a very busy man, he can’t just visit here all the time, he has to 

make detailed plans and fit them in with all his other commitments, it’s 

not as easy as you think. 
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Nurse Maybe he doesn’t love you. 

 

Old Woman What? 

 

Nurse Maybe he’s happy that you’re here. 

 

Old Woman My son doesn’t have the time to come here, he’s got to work, he has a lot 

of work, he’s busy, HE’S GOT COMMITMENTS, HE’S GOT 

DEADLINES, he can’t just drop by here anytime, he just can’t. 

 

Nurse What’s he do? 

 

Old Woman He’s got a career, a REAL career. 

 

Nurse Maybe he’s just happy he’s got you locked away here and we’ve got to 

mind you now… maybe he doesn’t even know you’re still alive, maybe 

he’s forgotten about you completely. 

 

Old Woman No, HE’S GOT WORK TO DO, he’s busy. 

 

Nurse He’s not going to come here, go and look for him yourself, go on, off 

you go, go find him… maybe you’ll freeze to death tonight, he doesn’t 

love you, nobody could love you, I’d let you rot to death here, too, you 

piece of shit. 

 

Old Woman What? I’m going to – 

 

Nurse Yes, do, go and complain, this is my last day, I’m NOT WORKING 

HERE AFTER TONIGHT. 

 

COMPUTER ANIMATED SANTAS 

INTERNET DATE 

 

Internet log-on sounds, computerised voices, two computer-animated Santas speak the 

following text: 

 

- hi, like ur profile, smile, nice mug, big smile, laugh, grin, send me some pix of 

ur dick 

 

- yup 

 

- nice! Leer. What u feel like? 

 

- tp, mp, hp, lt, ff, smellsox in face, pf, tbc 

 

- Cul. Perfect. Smile smile. Send cntct. 

 

- pp? Chems? Safe/unsafe? 

 

- only safe 
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- sorry i only do bareback! Not going 2 work, bye. 

 

THE TWO YOUNG MEN PREVIOUSLY AT THE DOOR NOW ON PHONE 

 

Paul Hi, it’s me, listen, I, I’m, I, OK, I’m sorry, I… PLEASE LET ME IN 

PLEASE, I’m losing my mind, I can’t make it through the night, please, 

I’m, please – 

 

Paul’s Boyf How do you see this working?... you come back here again, then it’s 

great for a couple of days, then… then it just gets worse every time, 

worse and worse, you and me, the… you know, we… we just don’t 

work, OK? 

 

Paul I know, but, Christ, TODAY IS CHRISTMAS, it’s so unimportant 

whether we’re right for each other or not, it’s just, I, CHRIST, please, 

please – 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul  Please. 

 

Paul’s Boyf I’m hanging up. 

 

Paul  No, don’t, please, I’m, I’M GOING TO KILL MYSELF. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Right, go on then, do it, have fun. 

 

Paul  I’m really going to do it. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Oh, yeah, “really”, what a lovely word, one of my faves, “really” and 

“truly”, just after “forever” and “nobody but you”, come off it, just fuck 

away off, Paul, I can’t do it anymore, and I don’t want to do it anymore, 

you can’t break up with me three times a week and tell me how fucking 

stupid I am, that I’m a brainless fuck, that you’re embarrassed to be seen 

with me in front of your friends, that you feel sick after we fuck because 

you can tell how empty I am, that I’ve got no soul, just a body, and that – 

 

Paul  I’M SORRY. 

 

Paul’s Boyf No, get it?… No, I said no. 

 

Paul  But you’ve always said no when you mean yes. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Yes, but that was – 

 

Paul  Always said no, but you meant – 

 

Paul’s Boyf Yes, but – 
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Paul And that was OK, it… I liked it, I… I always really liked it when you 

said no. (imitating him) “No, no, no, Paul, no”. 

 

Paul’s Boyf  (soberly) Right, OK, but that was a couple of days ago, and now is now, 

I’m different now and now I’m saying no and I mean no. 

 

Paul  “No, please, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no.” 

 

Paul’s Boyf You finished? 

 

Paul  Will you let me in? 

 

Paul’s Boyf No. 

 

Paul  Definitely? 

 

Paul’s Boyf Yes. 

 

Paul  You’ve never been definite about anything. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Yes, I have. 

 

Paul  You never mean what you say, you never say what you mean. 

 

Paul’s Boyf That’s enough. 

 

Paul No. 

 

Paul’s Boyf Oh, yes it is. 

 

Paul You’re trying to destroy me because you have a crap life and I don’t, 

because I’ve GOT WORK and you just hang around the dole office or 

watch Sex and the City or swallow spunk or what do I know what you do 

all day, let me in, I’m not spending the night alone tonight, I’m NOT 

spending the whole night surfing again, Jesus, I can’t find anyone in the 

net, and the ones I do find I don’t want, I’m not doing it, Christ, I don’t 

want to spend another night mouse-clicking with all those psychopaths 

LET ME IN. 

 

Paul’s Boyf You finished? 

 

Paul  I didn’t mean it like that, sorry, I just need you, I – 

 

Paul’s Boyf OK, fine. 

 

Paul  Will you let me in? 

 

Paul’s Boyf It’s OVER, and Paul? Don’t you ever phone me again, don’t you ever 

come over, you’re already…  gone…  
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Engaged signal, Paul types away on his laptop. 

 

COMPUTER ANIMATED SANTAS 

 

Internet sounds – the Computer Animated Santas – again speaking in their indifferent, 

unemotional, computerised voices – this time it’s Paul and another date. 

 

- feel like d h? 

 

- yeah – if d h deep and hard in my ep – and happy with b – 

 

- u bet, grin 

 

- what else u like? 

 

- pd, bb, sc, vc and gs. 

 

- where u at? 

 

- Hounslw 

 

- cul, me 2 

 

- we do it? 

 

- yup, give me ur adres, i come 2 u 

 

- yup – 

 

- shlurp, b rite over, 10 mins 

 

- at 1st have 2 b carefl wit f. not athletic, am v soft and v bq, when u in and i used 

2 u then u can go 4 it, if i moan give it 2 me 

 bd not at 1st, rather u hold me tite and stronger than me. like it from bhind and 

holding hands at back so i can’t move. like it in front, keep mouth closed, or 

quickie. like bbdd v much. not gr8 at deep throat but will do best!!! flg, yes. ok, 

u have 2 force me, treat me like shit. coercion works wonders. more ideas, what 

else u like? 

 

THE OLD WOMAN / THE CHILD 

 

The Old Woman has started to look for her son; the Child still at the airport – they’ve 

been waiting together for a while. 

 

Old Woman Will you hold my hand? 

 

Child  Who are YOU waiting for? 

 

Old Woman Don’t know, my son, he might be arriving today, and you? 
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Child My dad. 

 

Old Woman My son has a wonderful present for me. 

 

Child Not my dad, he always forgets. 

 

Old Woman Let’s get out of here, they’re not going to come. 

 

Child The airport’s so empty, I’ve never seen it so empty. 

 

Old Woman Do you do a lot of flying? 

 

Child Fridays and Mondays, those are the days they switch. 

 

Old Woman Maybe your daddy can’t get away from the office. 

 

Child Maybe. 

 

Old Woman Or maybe he’s stuck in traffic. 

 

Child Maybe. 

 

Old Woman What does your daddy do? 

 

Child He’s an actor, he’s rehearsing a play tonight because the director he 

works with doesn’t want to be alone on Christmas Eve… he can’t 

remember his lines, so I always have to practise with him: “I only want 

you to lie down with me, hold me close, just for a moment, that’s all I 

want, I won’t ask for anything else, you don’t have to stay, please and… 

quiet… don’t say a word… don’t talk, please, and… don’t move, just lie 

there, that’s it”. (laughs) Come on, let’s do the play. You say: “We’re not 

together”, and I say: “No, don’t be afraid, it doesn’t mean anything”. 

(laughs) 

 

DATE FROM GAYROMEO WEBSITE, GAY INTERNET SITE (GAYDAR) 

 

Paul and his GayRomeo date – Paul at someone’s house. 

 

GayRomeo Is that you? 

 

Paul Yes. 

 

GayRomeo Right… 

 

Paul Yeah. 

 

GayRomeo Right… 

 

Paul I can still… go, if you… if you want, I’ll go. 

 



 

 58 

GayRomeo No, no, come in. 

 

Paul You sure? 

 

GayRomeo No. 

 

Paul What? 

 

GayRomeo Come in. 

 

Short pause. 

 

 You did say L? 

 

Paul What? 

 

GayRomeo L? 

 

Paul Yeah. 

 

GayRomeo What, XL or ML? 

 

Paul What? 

 

GayRomeo I’m only asking. Better than being disappointed later. 

 

Paul Do you kiss? 

 

GayRomeo Don’t know yet. 

 

Paul No? But it said… 

 

GayRomeo It said “negotiable”, OK, “negotiable” it said – so, have we negotiated 

yet? I don’t think so. 

 

Paul No. 

 

GayRomeo So you can go away then. 

 

Paul No, no, it’s just – 

 

GayRomeo I don’t need anybody. 

 

Paul No, no. 

 

GayRomeo I’m not lonely or anything. I’m not. 

 

Paul No, of course not. 

 

GayRomeo And I don’t need anything. 
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Paul No. 

 

GayRomeo Got it? 

 

Paul Yeah, yeah.. 

 

GayRomeo It doesn’t mean anything, you know, absolutely nothing. 

 

Paul Yeah. 

 

GayRomeo How old are you really? 

 

Paul What? 

 

GayRomeo You don’t look, Christ, you don’t look like the, you don’t look anything 

like the pictures, when were they taken? 

 

Paul Last year. 

 

GayRomeo Right, and what happened then… in the meantime, you mind my asking? 

Did you have an accident or something? 

 

Paul No. 

 

GayRomeo What do you do? 

 

Paul Me? 

 

GayRomeo No, the bloke next to you, Jesus Christ – yes, of course you. 

 

Paul Well… 

 

GayRomeo What do you do all day? 

 

Paul I get up and… I… 

 

GayRomeo It said “athletic”, didn’t it? 

 

Paul Do you kiss when you get to know somebody? 

 

GayRomeo I don’t know anybody. 

 

Paul You don’t? 

 

GayRomeo So I don’t kiss anybody. 

 

Paul I thought it was “negotiable”. 
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GayRomeo Yeah, we’ll be negotiating later, when I want to, I wrote that I don’t do 

anything I don’t want, what part of that don’t you understand? 

 

Paul Should I go? 

 

GayRomeo No, stay here… since you’re already here, that’s it for tonight, I’m not 

going to get any other action, it’s too late. 

 

Paul It’s never too late for that. 

 

GayRomeo Oh, yes it is. After a certain point you only get the nutters, the sickos 

who want to infect each other, people who are so wasted that they just 

want to get infected themselves so they can go on the sick, so they can 

just lie around some clinic because they can’t stand it at home anymore, 

and I don’t want to have anything to do with them, no interest in getting 

infected, might do it when I’m fifty when it’s all over and I’m not able 

for anything anymore, then I’ll let someone infect me, you don’t need 

your body anymore then, but now, now… this here is alpha meat, see, 

this, my – 

 

Paul Yeah, I saw the pictures. 

 

GayRomeo A lot of work went into this. 

 

Paul I believe you. 

 

GayRomeo I know I look good. 

 

Paul Right. 

 

GayRomeo Way better than average. 

 

Paul Right, nice. 

 

GayRomeo Yeah, it is nice, not just anybody’s allowed to touch, it’s valuable goods, 

you understand? 

 

Paul Do we have to talk so much, I thought, it’s just easy – 

 

GayRomeo “Easy”? No, sorry, nothing’s “easy” here, it’s not easy, not with me, 

anyway, if that’s what you want you need to look for something else, I 

do everything my way, OK? And that’s certainly not anything “easy”. 

Yours said, “more active than passive”. 

 

Paul Right. 

 

GayRomeo What does that mean? 

 

Paul Well, it means, “mostly active”. 
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GayRomeo I’m only asking because I don’t want to be disappointed later, I just want 

to know: why “more” active, it sounds so indecisive, does it mean that 

you’re sometimes passive too, or – 

 

Paul Yeah, depending. 

 

GayRomeo “Depending” on what? What does it depend on, that’s something you 

really need to know beforehand. I don’t want to be disappointed. 

 

Paul Sure. 

 

GayRomeo Not by you, not by me. 

 

Paul Right. 

 

GayRomeo I simply want to have fun, that’s all, simple, you understand, no 

complications. 

 

Paul Right. 

 

GayRomeo Just killing time, nothing more. 

 

Paul No. 

 

GayRomeo I’ve still got to get to work. 

 

Paul Right. 

 

GayRomeo A lot of work. 

 

Paul Sure. 

 

GayRomeo It’s hard work. 

 

Paul Right. 

 

GayRomeo Working is hard, makes you tired, yet you still want to have fun 

afterwards. 

 

Paul Sure. 

 

GayRomeo You are not going to stay here afterwards and tell me about your crap 

life, start whingeing on after you’ve climaxed, I’ve had too many of 

those, all falling apart after they’ve done it, curling up in the foetal 

position and crying for hours. I’m not having any more of that, thanks. 

Simple fun, that’s a clear order, you can follow that without falling apart, 

right? 

 

Paul What? Oh, yeah, sure. 
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GayRomeo Are you even listening to me? 

 

Paul What? Yeah, sure. 

 

GayRomeo It doesn’t mean anything. 

 

Paul Sure. 

 

GayRomeo It means absolutely nothing, you got it? 

 

Paul Yeah. 

 

GayRomeo That clear? 

 

Paul YES. 

 

GayRomeo You’re not going to call me afterwards. 

 

Paul No. 

 

GayRomeo You’re not coming back knocking on my door. 

 

Paul No. 

 

GayRomeo They way you look at me… 

 

Paul How? 

 

GayRomeo Fear, I think, with fear in your… in your eyes. Smile, smile for me. 

 

Paul Later. 

 

GayRomeo I don’t give everybody my address, know what I mean? 

 

Paul Sure, right. 

 

GayRomeo I don’t. 

 

Paul No, of course. 

 

GayRomeo I never give out my address. 

 

Paul OK. 

 

GayRomeo I’m not lonely or anything, I’m very happy on my own, you know, I 

don’t need anybody, I don’t need anything, I’m not looking for anything, 

that’s why I put “nada” in that green box, although I am, although I am 

in that website, I’m not looking for nada, you get it, I’m not looking for 

you. 
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Paul Can I touch you? 

 

GayRomeo Not yet. 

 

Paul Kiss you? 

 

GayRomeo Let me have a look first… take off your shirt. 

 

Paul Can’t you take off my shirt? 

 

GayRomeo Look, we can just leave it, OK. 

 

Paul takes off his shirt 

 

GayRomeo takes a long look, checks him out, says nothing. 

 

Paul Well? 

 

GayRomeo Don’t know yet… can you… can you take… erm… take off the rest, 

please. 

 

Paul Here? 

 

GayRomeo Where else? Jesus, there is only here, where else is there? 

 

Paul OK. 

 

GayRomeo Well. 

 

Paul Just a sec. 

 

Pause. 

 

 It’s a bit cold here. 

 

GayRomeo Get on with it. 

 

Paul slowly undresses while GayRomeo watches, then stands there naked, with 

GayRomeo casting a critical eye. 

 

 Stand over there. 

 

Paul Here? 

 

GayRomeo Yeah, or… no, go over… go over there, yeah. 

 

Paul Here? 

 

GayRomeo Don’t know, yeah. (Pause, surveys Paul) How old are you really? 
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Paul What? 

 

GayRomeo Well, it said something about 26, that can’t be right. 

 

Paul It is. 

 

GayRomeo OK… 

 

Paul Really. 

 

GayRomeo  (sarcastic) “Truly”. 

 

Paul Really. 

 

GayRomeo Forget that word, it doesn’t mean anything. (Stares at him) 

 

WOUNDED YOUTH 

 

In the meantime Woman has gone out to get dinner, she returns, she’s got sushi. 

 

Youth Sushi, urgh, didn’t they have anything decent? 

 

Woman Are there any OLD records around, not just these sad, confused men? 

 

Youth There’s still sad AGGRESSIVE confused men. 

 

Woman I’m getting out of here, I’m moving out to the country. 

 

Man Taking care of your plants. 

 

Woman  (aggressive) You mind yourself. We’ll see which one of us gets to the 

hedge clippers first. 

 

Youth  (pushing the sushi around his plate) Sushi, Jesus, it’s nothing but 

tsunami victims, didn’t you know that? Read the paper once in a while… 

these are the tsunami victims, they’re all swimming around in the ocean, 

250,000 people, all gobbled up by the fish, the sushi fish, Jesus Christ, 

all the fish for sushi come from there. 

 

Woman Shut up and eat. 

 

Youth  (takes the fish out of the roll eating only rice) Boat people, refugees, 

depressed millionaires that jump off their luxury yachts, oil rig workers 

that fall off their floating islands, all the people that drown out there, all 

the shit that the tankers churn out, that the airplanes dump over the 

ocean, all the crash victims… that’s what the fish eat, THAT’S WHAT 

YOUR FUCKING SUSHI FISH EAT. I’m not eating it, I’M NOT 

EATING IT, all the Africans trying to find safety in Europe and end up 

drowned in the Mediterranean, READ THE PAPER BEFORE YOU 
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BRING THIS STUFF IN HERE, FOR FUCK’S SAKE. (kicks the 

radiator). WOULD YOU FUCKING WORK, I’M FREEZING!!! 

 

Woman Oh, God, how am I ever going to get out of here alive? 

 

GAYROMEO DATE 

 

GayRomeo Forget it. 

 

Paul What? 

 

GayRomeo Let’s leave it. 

 

Paul Why? 

 

GayRomeo It’s not going to work… I don’t know… 

 

Paul What are you looking for? 

 

GayRomeo Maybe it’s the pictures, you don’t look like the pictures, sorry, can’t do 

it. 

 

Paul I’m just a little nervous, I don’t do this so often, wait. 

 

GayRomeo No. 

 

Paul Wait! 

 

GayRomeo No, shove off, OK? 

 

Paul It’s much too cold outside, hold on, I’ll get it, just give me a minute, it’s 

so late. (laughs) I’ll get it up, just give me a bit of a hand. 

 

GayRomeo Just leave it. 

 

Paul No. 

 

GayRomeo Yes. 

 

Paul No. 

 

GayRomeo Yes. 

 

Paul I’ll get it up, wait. 

 

GayRomeo Bloody hell, I wanted a horny FUCKER, it said something about an 

XXL shaft, a power drill, what do I know, it’s all bollocks. Look old 

man, take the piss by yourself on your own time, why should this (points 

to self) have anything to do with that (points to Paul’s body), explain that 

to me, I’m American dollars and you’re zloty or something, some crap 
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currency from Bangladesh or Christ knows where, where everybody lies 

around in some kind of refugee camp and waits for rescue workers, that’s 

the kind of body you are, right, you’re fourth world, I’m first, so get lost, 

shove off to your refugee camp where you belong, leave me alone and 

fuck off. 

 

Paul But you’re my boyfriend. 

 

GayRomeo laughs. 

 

 You’re my boyfriend, starting now, right, I need one. 

 

GayRomeo Fuck off. 

 

Paul  (sings) “A beautiful sight, we’re happy tonight…” 

 

GayRomeo Right, just fuck off, you freak. 

 

Paul “… walking in a Winter Wonderland.” Why don’t you love me??! 

 

GayRomeo Stop it. 

 

Paul But you’re my boyfriend, aren’t you? I’ll take care of you, don’t worry, 

you just can’t have any other boyfriends, I don’t like that, I don’t like 

that at all, no, I don’t want you to… to send me away, I’m staying here, 

here with you, we can go out to dinner tomorrow, no, maybe take a long 

walk. 

 

GayRomeo You’re just not my type, that’s just the way it is sometimes. 

 

Paul No… I can’t… I CAN BE your type, you can WORK on something like 

that, you know… first you have to get to know each other, be together, 

spend TIME with each other, that’s when you really TURN INTO 

SOMEBODY’S TYPE, you don’t even KNOW me, you CAN’T love me 

yet, you can’t love me until you’ve spent a few nights with me. 

 

GayRomeo OK, let’s just forget this 

 

A dull thud. GayRomeo falls to the ground. 

 

RADIO PRESENTERS  

 

 - another one, how many deaths does that make? 

 

 - dunno, I’ve stopped counting. 

 

THE OLD WOMAN / THE CHILD 

 

The Old Woman and the Child are in an empty room. They put on a record: Marianne 

Faithfull, There is a Ghost, the song Paul had given his Boyfriend as a present. 
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Record player WHEN YOU REMEMBER WHO I AM JUST CALL 

 WHEN YOU REMEMBER WHO I AM JUST CALL 

 WHEN YOU REMEMBER WHO I AM JUST CALL 

 WHEN YOU REMEMBER WHO I AM  

 

WOMAN ON PHONE  

 

A woman sits alone at a set table, she has touched nothing, somewhere in the corner a 

distraught child plays apathetically with a plastic toy under the Christmas tree. 

 

Woman on phone Hello 

 Is that you? 

 I 

 I 

 I’m sorry. 

 Yes, he was here just for a moment. 

 Ten minutes, then gone. 

 No idea. 

 No idea. 

 I don’t know 

 Sent me a text 

 “2 bad u’ve bcum so distant” 

  

 Laughs 

 

 Can you come over? 

 There’s still food, my son hasn’t touched anything. 

 You can’t? 

 No, of course, it’s too far. 

 I gave my son Zolex and Quibrofen. 

 He’s stopped crying, yeah. 

 

 Laughs 

 

 It’s very quiet. 

 I need some peace and quiet too, just a bit. 

 What? 

 Can’t you come over, just for a bit, come lie down with me, just for a 

bit? It doesn’t mean 

 

 Breaks off. 

 

 I heard it on the radio. 

 Three hundred and eighty-nine accidents tonight 

 So icy out there 

 It won’t stop snowing 

 When I look out the window, I could be in the Alps 

 The buildings all look like mountains, there’s snow everywhere. 
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THE OLD WOMAN / THE CHILD 

 

Old Woman “Lie down with me a bit.” 

 

Child “What do you want?” 

 

Old Woman “Please.” 

 

Child “We’re not together.” 

 

Old Woman “No.” 

 

Child “And we’ll never be together again.” 

 

Old Woman “No.” 

 

Child “What do you want?” 

 

Old Woman “Hold me close.” 

 

Child “No.” 

 

Old Woman “Please.” 

 

Child “OK, but… it doesn’t mean anything.” 

 

Old Woman “No, don’t worry.” 

 

Child “Say it, go on, say it.” 

 

Old Woman “It doesn’t mean anything, nothing, it means absolutely nothing.” 

 

Child “Good.” I was all alone in the airplane, there was nobody besides me. 

Just the pilot and the stewardess, she kept wanting to play with me, but I 

didn’t want to, in airplanes I just want to be left alone. 

 

Old Woman Do you love your dad? 

 

Child I don’t know him that well. 

 

Old Woman Right. 

 

Child But… he tries. 

 

Old Woman But he forgot about you. 

 

Child I’m sure he’s got a reason… he only forgets me when, when something 

really important comes up, otherwise he’s always there. 
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Old Woman Maybe he doesn’t like you so very much, could that be? Maybe you’re 

just not that important to him. 

 

Child DADDY? 

 

Old Woman He’s not going to come anymore, let’s go. 

 

Child “But it doesn’t mean anything.” 

 

Old Woman What? 

 

Child “It doesn’t mean anything.” 

 

GAYROMEO DATE 

 

Paul Now you can’t talk at all, can you. Now you’re nice and quiet, just 

watching, now you’re behaving… I know how to love, you know… you 

just have to give me a chance, I can do it, and I want to, I want to love, 

you know… 

  

 When you love someone, then you become one, the other becomes a part 

of you, and you’re never alone anymore… you’re going to become a part 

of me, both of us… we’re going to become one… you and me… I’m 

going to stay with you, I’m… 

 

GayRomeo You weirdo, Jesus, God, you’re sick. 

 

Paul  (hits GayRomeo a couple of times on the head, repeatedly, then says very 

softly, quietly, almost indifferently) You wanted to be treated like shit, 

that’s what you wrote in your description: coercion works wonders. 

That’s what you wrote, right? 

 

GayRomeo  (at the end of his strength) Yes. 

 

Paul And, that’s what I’m doing now, right? 

 

GayRomeo Yes. 

 

Paul So you got what you asked for, right? 

 You got what you were looking for… it’s Christmas, you know, 

everybody gets what they want. 

 

GayRomeo Please… 

 

Paul Please? Any other requests? What else you want? 

 

GayRomeo Let me go, please. 

 

Paul No. 
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GayRomeo Please. 

 

Paul No, you’ve got to say: 

 

 (Pause, he’s talking for his friend, who’s all tied up.) Kiss me. (Kisses 

him.) Touch me, please, sleep with me, be there for me – LOVE ME – be 

there when I need you – now you’ve got everything you wanted, so you 

should be happy, right? Do you love me? Are you my boyfriend? Will 

you stick by me when I untie you, will you stay here… I don’t want to be 

alone, tonight, you know. What part of ‘I don’t want to be alone’ don’t 

you understand? (Hits him again.) It’s not so hard to understand, it’s 

really easy – you just have to give something too, and, when you get a 

present, like you are now, then you don’t just throw it away, you keep it, 

what part of that don’t you understand. (Pause, he strokes him.) Have 

you turned into me yet? Can you see the world through my eyes? Sing 

something for me, come on, sing something, sing: A beautiful sight, 

we’re happy tonight, come on… 

 

GayRomeo A beautiful sight, we’re happy tonight, walking in a Winter Wonderland. 

(Spits blood and vomits.) 

 

A group of old people in a home for depressed and bewildered old people sings Winter 

Wonderland… The guy from the internet and the victim he’s tied up have a kind of 

sexual encounter to the music, but it doesn’t work, they stop and stay lying on the 

ground. The man covers himself with his victim, hugs him, lies with him, as though it 

were his lover. 

 

MAN / PSYCHIATRIST 

 

Man I can’t, I… I’m not leaving, I’m… not as long as I live, I – 

 

Psychiatrist Phone somebody, anybody, anybody at all. 

 

Man I DON’T KNOW ANYBODY. 

 

Psychiatrist I DON’T BELIEVE YOU. 

 

Man AHHHHHH! 

 

Psychiatrist AHHHHHH! 

 

Man What are you doing? 

 

Psychiatrist I’m imitating you, maybe THAT will help. 

 

Man Please, just let me stay. I’ll just lie here and… I’ll just lie here, yeah, I 

won’t do anything, I’ll just lie here and… I’ll just breathe, that’s all, I 

only want to… breathe, you can even turn off the heat, turn off the light, 

I don’t mind… why would I want to go out there, there’s isn’t anything 
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out there, just sick and injured people, I don’t want to go out there, the 

whole city is full of corpses and nobody’s cleaning them up. 

 

Psychiatrist They’re not dead, they only look that way, you can talk to them, and 

they’ll answer you… well, usually. 

 

CHRISTMAS STORY 

THE OLD WOMAN / THE CHILD 

 

Old Woman OK what else do you remember about the Christmas story? 

 

Child Don’t know, nothing. 

 

Old Woman Somebody’s walking through the snow and looking for somebody to 

save everyone. 

 

Child They’ve got presents with them. 

 

Old Woman The kings have presents for the child that’s supposed to save the world. 

 

Child If you believe in him you’ll find love. 

 

Old Woman But his father leaves him, doesn’t he? 

 

Child His father? 

 

Old Woman The father of the child that’s supposed to save the world. 

 

Child Right, exactly, he forgets? He leaves him? 

 

Old Woman He leaves him. 

 

Child Leaves the son to show him… how much he loves him. 

 

Old Woman How much he loves mankind. 

 

Child How much he loves mankind, exactly… he lets him die on the cross… 

bleed to death… his son screams in pain… his best friends betrayed 

him… nobody helps him. 

 

Old Woman But his father’s watching, lets him bleed to death. 

 

Child But there was something about a manger? 

 

Old Woman Yes, the baby gets put in a manger to freeze to death. 

 

Child The king decrees that all babies must be slaughtered. 

 

Old Woman Exactly, on Christmas Eve King Herod runs wild through the city with 

his men, going from house to house, and there were dead babies 
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everywhere, in the ditches, by the streets, on traffic islands, at home in 

their rooms, under the Christmas tree, King Herod doesn’t like kids, he’s 

afraid that they could become dangerous. 

 

Child He’s afraid that the baby in the manger is the child that will save the 

world. 

 

Old Woman Because the child in the manger is love. 

 

Child And King Herod and his people don’t want love. 

 

Old Woman That’s why they kill all the children. 

 

Child And the child… does it freeze in the manger? Is that what happened? 

 

Old Woman I think, yes, the child freezes in the manger. 

 

Child Or do these three guys save him before he freezes? There were these 

three holy guys. They must have done something too, didn’t they? 

 

Old Woman And the sheep? I remember that there were a lot of sheep standing 

around the manger, little plastic sheep and the three kings were standing 

next to the manger. 

 

Child And their hearts are slowly burning away. 

 

Old Woman And that creates warmth, their hearts slowly burning. 

 

Child Just above freezing. And that’s why the child doesn’t completely freeze 

up and love does come to the earth, but only sort of, and… it doesn’t 

mean anything. And in winter, at Christmastime, then love is gone, all 

frozen up. 

 

Old Woman And King Herod runs wild through the city and people everywhere throw 

themselves into the frozen river, drive cars into ditches, hurl whole 

families head first through the windows of big department stores and lie 

there… unwrap presents that they’ll return the next day and… bleed dry, 

freeze up, go mad (laughs) Lie there and scream, just scream, scream to 

show that they haven’t turned into rubbish yet,  that there’s still a 

difference between them and the corpses by the side of the road. 

(screams) ahhhhh ahhhhhh ahhhhh. Why didn’t your father come pick 

you up? 

 

Child I guess he just didn’t want to. Sometimes he and mum argue about who’s 

going to pick me up, and they don’t stop arguing… and neither of them 

wants to give in… then they just wait until one or the other gives in and 

drives off to get me, sometimes it takes three or four hours, and 

sometimes nobody comes to get me. 

 

WOUNDED YOUTH 
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Youth This night will never end. 

 

Woman It’s freezing hard in our hearts. 

 

Youth Don’t have a heart anymore, it’s gone. 

 

Man Let’s go look for wood, I’m cold. 

 

Woman And it keeps getting colder. 

 

Man Let’s just go out and look for wood so we can make it warm for the next 

few years. 

 

Woman  (at the records, revolted, picks up a record a bit like the Youth had 

picked up the sushi before) Justin Timberlake, what the hell is this? 

 

Youth The girl must have left it here. 

 

Man  (eating sushi) These tsunami victims are pretty tasty, actually… 

hmmm… Condoleeza Rice said the day of the tsunami disaster was a 

good day for the American economy. They didn’t have to go over there 

and kill everybody themselves, this time nature did it for them. The 

American warning systems had detected these waves hours earlier, but 

they didn’t pass on the report because, apparently, they didn’t know how 

to do it. 

 

Woman (eating the fish the Youth removed from his sushi) Did you find that in 

one of your internet hate-rant forums? 

 

Man Two hundred and fifty-thousand people dead, almost all of the Muslims. 

Now they can build the country back up again, they’ll get lost of 

contracts. 

 

Woman Jesus Christ. 

 

Youth Eat the Muslims up yourself, I’m only eating the rice, you can eat the 

Muslims yourself. JESUS DOESN’T EAT MUSLIMS. 

 

Woman When a couple more trains blow up in the underground and you’re 

suddenly missing, I’ll know what to think. Read a normal newspaper for 

a change, for chrissake. Or watch the news, that won’t mess with your 

head like those Al Qaeda sleeper websites. 

 

Man  (simultaneously with the Youth and the Woman) BUT BUT BUT… I’m 

just not INTERESTED anymore, I’m not talking about it anymore, Justin 

Timberlake and all that boy-band generation should SORT OUT FOR 

THEMSELVES what kind of a world they want to live in, I DON’T 

CARE, ahhhh ahhhh ahhhh, I’d rather scream, for no reason, just to do it, 

just to do it, just because it’s fun, then you can feel you’re still alive, 
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ahhhh ahhhh ahhhh, you can tell it’s a real primal energy, the last bit of 

primal energy, don’t ejaculate so much, my acupuncturist always says, 

otherwise you’ll use up your batteries, don’t really know, how they can 

get any emptier, but that seems to be the way it is, ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh 

 

Youth  (joins in) Ahhhh ahhhh ahhhh 

 

Woman  (joins in) Ahhhh ahhhh ahhhh (rummages through the records) There 

must be somewhere, hold on, it’s got to be here… There, yes, THERE, 

that’s it, I bought this one once MYSELF (Takes Nirvana’s Smells Like 

Teen Spirit, puts it on, the three of them jump about to the music as 

though it reminded them of something, of a time their bodies have 

already left behind. The Youth knocks over the bookcase, builds a tower 

of books, then they stage-dive off the tower onto the mattress, getting 

more and more excessive, and shouting, until they fall down, exhausted.) 

 

Man/Youth/Woman Ahhhh ahhhh ahhhh 

 

The Youth then kicks the radiator, smashes the chair apart, lays the chair legs across 

each other like a campfire and tries to light it with a lighter – in vain. 

 

Youth Now it’ll soon be warm. 

  

He keeps trying to ignite it, the Woman turns off the record, looks out the window. The 

Man lies down exhausted on the bed.  

Acoustically, a wave sweeps over the three of them;  the fire begins to burn like a 

campfire. 

 

Youth Sleep here, both of you should just sleep here tonight, it’s Christmas, my 

birthday, you can’t LEAVE JESUS ALONE ON HIS BIRTHDAY. 

 

Woman No way, fuck (looks out the window) There he is… the house is 

surrounded, my marriage is waiting, the rest of my life… evacuation… 

everybody get in a line and… off to the refugee camp. 

 

Youth Jesus wants love. 

 

Man Fuck Jesus, you, he should GIVE love and not just WANT TO HAVE 

IT. 

 

Woman I’m being picked up… evacuated… 

 

Youth But I don’t want to SLEEP ALONE TONIGHT I DON’T WANT TO. 

 

Man Gather wood, come on, I’m freezing, my heart… quickly… we’re losing 

time… 

 

Woman Oh, God, I don’t want to go, to that… that… marriage camp. 

 

Man Stay here. 
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Woman Being supervised in a marriage camp for the rest of my days, HELP. 

 

Short pause. 

 

 AHHHH 

 

Short pause. 

 

 But where else can I go? 

 

Youth Quiet. 

 

Theatre snow falls. 

 

Woman Now we’ll be frozen solid. Right now. Stop, just a second, then – 

 

Youth Shit. 

 

Man What? 

 

Youth Wait a sec, fuck. 

 

Woman What is it? 

 

Youth What time is it? 

 

Woman Almost eleven. 

 

Youth My son. 

 

Man What? 

 

Youth Shit, Stefan is… Oh, God, sorry, I’ve got to go to the airport, my son is 

already… how come nobody here ever tells me what time it is. 

 

Man Oh, come on, what a lame excuse, let’s just get on with the rehearsal. 

 

Youth I’ve got to pick up my son. 

 

Man You’re just making that up. 

 

Youth No, really. 

 

Man Oh, please, he can wait a minute, he’s already eleven, so there you are, 

we’re going to do it once more and make a bloody good job of it, then 

I’ve got a little surprise for us all. 

 

Youth I can’t do anymore. I quit. 
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Woman But you hadn’t quit yesterday. 

 

Youth And you shouldn’t always be following me to the loo. What’s that about? 

 

Woman What, me? 

 

Youth You think I don’t notice? 

 

Woman Somebody’s got to mind you. 

 

Man Right you two, over here. (holds up a sachet of cocaine.) 

 

Youth No, dammit, I’m a father, I can’t. 

 

Woman Paula made him stop. 

 

Youth And what are you doing hanging around the gents all the time? 

 

Man Shut it! So, we’ve still got two days. We’re rehearsing this now, the stuff 

coming up we haven’t done yet. 

 

Youth Fuck’s sake, I’ve got to PICK UP MY SON. 

 

Man Fuck’s sake, he’s old enough. We’re WORKING now. 

 

Youth What’s coming up now anyway? 

 

Man Exactly. 

 

Woman Where’s Paul, how come he’s not here? WHERE IS HE ANYWAY? 

 

Man What’s coming up now? 

 

Youth Yeah, what’s coming up now! Nothing, nothing’s coming up, my script 

ends here, that’s all there is. 

 

Man Paul said we should… we should just finish it up they way we think the 

characters would logically, em… live it. 

 

Woman Could we turn off that bloody snow, I’m losing my mind. 

 

Man Can you turn off the snow? 

 

Youth  (messing around with a fuse box) Can’t do it. 

 

Woman What? 

 

Youth The snow won’t stop. 

 

Suddenly there’s bang and the lights go out. 
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Woman Bloody hell, I’ve had it. 

 

Something crashes, it sounds as though the Youth has fallen. 

 

Youth  (screaming in pain) Ow, fuck, I injured my thumb. 

 

Woman Very funny. 

 

Youth Fuck fuck fuck, dammit, that fucking hurts, OW. 

 

Woman Right, I’m off. 

 

Man You’re staying put. 

 

Woman PHONE PAUL. 

 

Man Line’s dead. 

 

Woman You’re just making that up. 

 

Man The line’s dead, the snow machine won’t turn off. 

 

Youth The door won’t open anymore. The lock is frozen. 

 

Woman It’s Christmas Eve, it’s a holy night, I want to experience something holy 

tonight, anything, whatever. 

 

Something crashes. 

 

Youth I’m going to the airport. 

 

Man How? 

 

Youth OW, my Hand! 

 

Woman  (lighting a candle) Look, you see… light and warmth. (she hands the 

Youth another candle.) If I give you light and warmth, I still don’t lose 

any of mine, I’ll give you everything I have, and still I don’t lose 

anything. (She lights his candle with hers.) See… it just makes more… 

and that’s the way it is with love, too… if I give you love, my light 

doesn’t go out, it increases, it gets twice as strong. 

 

Youth She’s lost it. 

 

Woman  (singing) Silent Night, Holy Night, all is calm, all is bright, round yon 

Virgin, mother and child, holy infant so tender and mild, sleep in 

heavenly peace, sleep in heavenly peace. 

 

Youth The heat’s not working anymore. 
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Man Come on, stay calm, right, I’m sure Paul will be here in a minute and 

then we’ll find out how it goes on, he’ll get us out of here and then we’ll 

all celebrate together, and it will be really nice, and then he’ll write us a 

really nice ending, I’m sure he will, with love and snow and all that kind 

of stuff, so stop your singing, and you, em, go over there. 

 

Youth  (drops his candle) I can’t see anything. 

 

Woman Jesus isn’t dead at all. He was dead, and then he was reinstated. 

 

Youth It’s called “resurrected”. 

 

Man SHUT UP! It’s all going to be fine. 

 

Something crashes. 

 

 Let’s just keep going, please, right, so, let’s take it from “But I don’t 

WANT TO SLEEP ALONE TONIGHT I DON’T WANT TO”. 

 

MOTHER AND SON 

 

Paul is holding the corpse of his GayRomeo date. 

 

Old Woman Why didn’t you ring me? 

 

Paul I couldn’t, I told you, Mum. 

 

Old Woman But it’s Christmas. 

 

Paul Look, I don’t have time right now. 

 

Old Woman What are you up to? 

 

Paul  I’m working. 

 

Old Woman What, now? 

 

Paul Yeah. 

 

Old Woman What is it? 

 

Paul I can’t talk about it. 

 

Old Woman Well, how are you anyway? 

 

Paul Dunno, OK. 

 

Old Woman Everybody else is celebrating Christmas with their families. 
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Paul No guilt trips, otherwise I’m hanging up now. 

 

Old Woman Are you alone, wherever you are? 

 

Paul (short pause) Yes. 

 

Old Woman Don’t you have any friends? 

 

Paul I’ve got to go now. 

 

Old Woman What are you up to? 

 

Paul I’m working, I already told you, I’m… I’M WORKING I’M WORKING 

I’M WORKING AHHHHH. 

 

Old Woman OK, OK, work is good. 

 

Paul I’ve got to go now. 

 

Old Woman No, don’t. 

 

Paul Yes. 

 

Old Woman No. 

 

Paul Yes. 

 

Old Woman Paul? 

 

Paul Yeah? 

 

Old Woman Everything OK? 

 

Paul What? 

 

Old Woman Is everything OK? 

 

Pause. 

 

Paul Dunno. (Pause.) Do you want to meet up? 

 

Old Woman Yes, I do. 

 

Paul Really? 

 

Old Woman Yes. 

 

Paul There’s an outpatient clinic at the airport, kind of an A & E, it’s really 

nice there, everybody’s lying about exhausted, they’ve got tea and 

vitamin shots for free, I’ve spent lots of holidays there… we could meet 



 

 80 

there, there are always lots of really nice people there… you always meet 

somebody nice there… shall we hook up there in, say, two, three hours… 

(he looks down at the GayRomeo corpse.) I’ve got something for you, 

too. 

 

CLINIC ON MIRACLE STREET 

 

On the phone on site. The man from the psychiatrist’s is now a patient at the clinic. 

 

Doctor I don’t know either what’s going on today, it just doesn’t stop, they keep 

on dragging bodies and wounded in here… it just doesn’t stop, I can’t 

get away, I just can’t, the waiting rooms are full of next of kin… do you 

hear that? The screaming?... listen… some of them are singing, too, the 

others are only screaming… they just lie there amongst the corpses, the 

people who froze to death… 

 

Psychiatrist No, they just look like corpses, they’re all still alive. I’ve got some here 

that aren’t moving anymore, but they’re… they’re still alive. 

 

Doctor Bewildered old people are suddenly coming out of the woodwork, 

they’re escaping from homes and running out in front of our ambulances, 

I’ve lost some of my best medics because of it. Now the wounded are 

coming here by taxi, or by dog sledges … and somebody keeps dragging 

rubbish sacks in here, I’m afraid to look in them, and at the entrance 

there are… all these people are lying in the snow, they’re… they’re all 

laughing… they’re just sitting there and laughing, can you believe it? 

 

Psychiatrist Maybe it’s because of the medication, that’s all they can do. Listen, 

I’ve… I’m sorry, but, I – 

 

Doctor Hold on a sec. 

 

 Listen, I told you, there’s nothing wrong with you, everything’s checked 

out OK, it’s all fine. 

 

Patient I’ve got to lie down, I can’t go on, I’ve got to lie down. 

 

Doctor We’ve already examined you three times, and everything’s fine. 

 

Patient It hurts so much. 

 

Doctor Yes, it hurts when you fall down the stairs, and you got painkillers for it, 

you’ve got to take them, OK, otherwise the pain won’t go away. 

 

Patient I can’t go on, can’t I lie down somewhere? 

 

Doctor The beds are all full, sorry. 

 

Patient Please. 
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Doctor (on the phone again)  Hold on, it’s going to take a while. 

 

Psychiatrist You’re not leaving me, are you? 

 

Doctor Sorry? 

 

Psychiatrist You don’t have a lot more, do you? 

 

Doctor What? I  

 

Patient Everything hurts. 

 

Doctor Can you get rid of this guy? 

 

Nurse 1 Come on, you, out. 

 

Patient grabs hold of the Doctor. 

 

Psychiatrist Just a couple? 

 

Doctor What? 

 

Psychiatrist And if you get a few more, let me know, OK? 

 

Doctor Get out. 

 

Patient No. 

 

Psychiatrist At least once in a while? 

 

Doctor Look, you’ve got to get out of here. 

 

Nurse 2 Right, get lost, there’s nothing wrong with you. 

 

Patient I’M NOT LEAVING. There are bodies everywhere in the snow out 

there. 

 

Nurse 1 Well, go out and join them, there’s no more room at the inn. 

 

Psychiatrist And you don’t stay in touch, I mean, you’re not exchanging phone 

numbers or, I mean, we’re staying together, aren’t we? 

 

Patient HELP HELP HELP. 

 

Psychiatrist What’s wrong now? 

 

Doctor Oh, there’s this patient, he keeps screaming for help, there’s nothing 

wrong with him but he just keeps screaming, he just screams and 

screams, the whole bloody city’s here, all the nutters. Isn’t anybody 

staying home and celebrating Christmas? 
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Psychiatrist You’ve got to increase the dosage. Try giving them Lypozentran, then 

they all just laugh and start singing like kids under the Christmas tree. 

 

Doctor We already handed out everything we had to the carol singers, can’t you 

send something over? 

 

Patient I can’t see anymore. Daddy? CHRIST, GET ME OUT OF HERE. 

(screams) Ahhhh ahhhhh ahhhhh. 

 

Psychiatrist We’re staying together, aren’t we? 

 

Doctor Look, now’s not a good… 

 

Nurse 1 Should we just let the corpses lie around the entrance or should we drag 

them off somewhere? 

 

Doctor They’re not dead, they’ve just overdosed. They’ll wake up again when 

the holiday’s over. Do we have any more blankets? 

 

Psychiatrist Say it. 

 

Doctor What? 

 

Psychiatrist Say it. Please. 

 

Doctor Say what? 

 

Psychiatrist That you love me. 

 

Doctor Jesus Christ, people are dying here. 

 

Psychiatrist Say it. 

 

Nurse 2 The heating’s broken. 

 

Old Woman Have you seen my son? He’s supposed to be waiting for me here, he told 

me to meet him here, he’s got a present for me. 

 

Child and Patient (simultaneously) Daddy? 

 

Psychiatrist Say it, please, say it, please, I’m falling apart, please, please, say it, oh go 

on, say it. 

 

Doctor What’re you taking? 

 

Patient I can’t move anymore. 

 

Doctor Throw him out, there’s nothing wrong with him. 
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Woman (to the patient) If I give you light and warmth, I still don’t lose any of 

mine, I give you everything I have, and I still don’t lose anything. See… 

it just makes more… and that’s the way it is with love, too… if I give 

you love, my light doesn’t go out, it increases, it gets twice as strong. 

 

Youth (puts on a Talk Talk record)  That’s amazing, so bloody amazing, 

listen… the guy that wrote that had himself locked away in a clinic, he 

wanted to be an absence, all good people want to be an absence. 

 

THE CHILD AND THE OLD WOMAN IN A SINGLE ROOM AT THE CLINIC 

 

They take off their coats, exhausted, and sit on the bed. 

 

Child You don’t understand me. 

 

Old Woman I know. 

 

Child  You don’t even try. 

 

Old Woman I know. 

 

Child Why not? 

 

Old Woman I don’t know, couldn’t tell you. 

 

Child There, you see. 

 

Old Woman What? 

 

Child You admit it. 

 

Old Woman Yes, of course, I know: I don’t understand you, but you don’t understand 

me either, we just don’t understand each other. 

 

Child This city is a nightmare. 

 

Old Woman Please hold my hand. 

 

Child It won’t mean anything. 

 

Old Woman No. 

 

Child Promise? 

 

Old Woman Yes, promise. 

 

Child And then you’ll leave again. 

 

Old Woman Yes. 
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Child And you won’t phone me anymore. 

 

Old Woman No. 

 

Child Promise. 

 

Old Woman I promise. 

 

Child OK. 

 

Old Woman Kiss me and… hold me tight, just for a moment. 

 

Child (short pause)  We can do all that, all of it. But it doesn’t mean anything. 

 

Child embraces her. Silence. 

 

Distraught people sing a demented-sounding Christmas carol. 

 

Snow falls. 

 

Silence. 

 

 

 


