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Music. 

MARIE: 	Thank you. Thanks. Thank you very much. 
We keep thanking someone all the time. 
Thank you for your reply, attention, cooperation. Thanks a million. 
However, even if we only express our thanks once, it hardly ever
means anything. 
Did my thanks mean enough to Michka? I loved her. I told her I was “much obliged” to her and that I might not have been here if it hadn’t been for her and how much it meant to me but did I truly thank her? 

A few beeps of an assistance service bracelet are heard through the music. Helpline operator, Muriel, is on the phone. We are in Michka’s flat.

HELPLINE I 

Muriel:	Hello, Mrs. Seld, this is Muriel from the helpline. Have you pressed the emergency button? 

Michka:	No. 

Muriel:	Really? Is everything OK, then? 

Michka:	Yes, OK. I don’t want to go anywhere. I’m just losing…

Muriel:	Have you lost something? 

Michka:	I’m sitting. 

Muriel:	That’s good. 

Michka:	In my armchair. But I can’t move. 

Muriel:	You can’t stand up? 

Michka:	No. 

Muriel:	How long have you been unable to stand up, Mrs. Seld? 

Michka:	I don’t know, since this morning, I think. I wanted to… I couldn’t stand up. I’m losing everything – that’s why. 

Muriel:	What have you lost, Mrs. Seld? 

Michka:	No, I’m all right. I don’t want to go anywhere. 

Muriel:	Where don’t you want to go, Mrs. Seld? 



NIGHTMARE I

Nursing home director’s long nails tapping on the table during the dialogue – very unpleasant… 

Director:	Well… What are you waiting for? Introduce yourself! 

Michka:	But I don’t want to. I’m all right. 

Director:	Come on! I can’t spend all day with you! 

Michka:	I see… I’m sorry… My name is Michèle Seld but people 
                     usually call me Michka. 

Director: 	Cute! Married? 

Michka:	No. 

Director:	 Children? 

Michka:	 None. 

Director:	 … 

 Michka:	Well… I travelled a lot. In my job. I was a press photographer. And then I worked as a proof-reader for a newspaper. No errors escaped my notice: typos, wrong phrases, missing… 

Director:	Excellent. And why are you interested in our institution? 

Michka:	I might have entered the wrong room… office… I didn’t know I had to do this. 

Director:	Seld, this is an interview for you to be admitted to a nursing home for elderly dependent persons. We’ve got numerous applicants, so you really have to shine. You have to stand out! 

Michka:	Oh, yes, of course. But I didn’t know there was an interview... 

Director:	Oh, God, what do you think, Seld? That we can admit just anyone? You’re totally wrong! We’re short of places! Tests, interviews, auditions! This is only the first round! Have you got a letter of motivation? No? So, how am I supposed to know you’re motivated enough to be here? 

Michka:	I’m worried. I keep losing things… I’m afraid it’s getting worse. 

Director:	Can you at least sing? 

Michka:	Starts singing “Ne me quitte pas” with her voice, which blends into a younger one…


HELPLINE II

Muriel:	(Still on the phone) Mrs. Seld… hello, Mrs. Seld, can you hear me? Can you hear me? Are you all right? 

Michka:	Yes, I’m sorry, here. 

Muriel:	Can you move your legs? 

Michka:	No, no, no, I can’t. That’s it. I’m scared. 

Muriel:	I’ll call someone from your list, OK? Number one is Marie Chapier. Do you want me to call her? 

Michka:	Yes, tease. 

Muriel:	What? 

Michka:	Yes, tease. Thanks. 





ADMITTED TO THE INSTITUTION

Marie:	Don’t worry, Michka, it will be fine. They just want to meet you. 

Michka:	Marie… are you sure I don’t have to do that admission interrogation? And sing to be admitted? 

Marie:	What? Of course not. 

Michka:	(surprised) Do you comb your hair? 

[bookmark: _GoBack]Marie:	Yes, I do, Michka. 

Door opens, the nursing home director enters. (She is played by the same actor but her voice sounds kind and calm in this real situation.) She puts a file on the desk and starts thumbing through it.

Director:	Hello, Mrs. Seld. You could still take care of yourself a few weeks ago. Am I right? 

Marie:	Yes, she could. 

Director:	But now you can’t. Our doctor says you have been suffering from vertigo lately and have fallen down a few times. So, he suggests short-term hospitalisation. Have you considered home care? 

Marie:	Yes, but Michka can’t live on her own anymore and it’s extremely difficult to get someone to take care of her 24/7. 

Michka:	I have nightmares. 

Marie:	She doesn’t want to move to my place. 

Michka:	No, I don’t! I don’t want you to take care of me! And you live on the sixth floor and there’s no...  There’s no reason! 

Marie:	There are lots of reasons, Michka. 

Michka:	Marie! That’s out of the quest. Old people are a burden on others. It won’t get better. I know very well how harmful it is. 

Director:	I’ll call you as soon as a place becomes vacant. There might be one soon but it depends on… departures. 

MICHKA’s MONOLOGUE
A very different place, in her head, possibly Brel playing softly in the background…

MICHKA:	No running, no walking, losing my balance, sight, memory and sense of time, losing my mind someday. But I don’t want to lose – not yet! I still haven’t said everything. 


MOVING INTO THE NURSING HOME
Sounds from the hall, medical devices beeping, a real place.

Marie:	Don’t worry, you can decorate it. 

Michka:	What for? 

Marie:	To make it a bit cosier. 

Michka:	It will never be like home anyway. 

Marie:	But it can be made nicer. You’ll stay here for some time. 

Michka:	Well, we will see. Have you found the bottle in my bag?  

Marie:	Yes, I have but… I’m not sure whether/

Michka:	/but I am sure! A tiny shot of whisky at night won’t kill me. Put it into the hall, please. Behind the clothes. That’ll be fine. 

Marie:	Is it allowed? 

Michka:	I don’t caress. It’s not a weapon. Did you see those old women in the day room? In those wheelchairs? They’re at least in the fourth age. 

Pause

	I’m not like them. 

Marie: 	(To herself) I’m standing here silently, thinking about what to say. “They seem to be very nice ladies” or “you can do lots of things here, can’t you?” I’d sooner slap my face than say something like that to Michka, who loved reading Sylvia Plath and Virginia Woolf over and over again and who still has a Le Monde subscription although now she only reads the large headlines. No, I can’t do that. 

Knocking on the door. 

Female nurse:	Hello and welcome! Would you like a snack, Mrs. Seld? I’m sorry. I’m disturbing you, aren’t I? I’ll leave it on the table. Look, it’s juice and a peach cake. Have a nice day. 

Marie:	See you. 

Michka:	Is this what I can expect? 

Marie:	What do you mean, Michka? 

Michka:	Small portions, small snacks, peach case in a bag, same time every day? 

Marie:	They mean well, Michka. 

Michka:	Hum. 

Marie:	I’ll call you.

Michka:	Don’t call. Not often. We’ll get escaped. Estranged. By the phone. You’ll ask: “Did you sleep well? Did you eat enough? Is everything OK? Did you watch TV? Can you lead a bit?” And I’d try to answer. But I can no longer bogus on books… you know. 

Marie:	I’ll call you anyway. 



JÉRÔME – MEETING MICHKA

In the nursing home, Michka’s room… door opens.

Jérôme:	Hello, Mrs. Seld, my name’s Jérôme and I am a speech therapist. Oh God, what are you doing on the floor, Mrs. Seld. Let me help you. 

Michka:	I’m just looking for… I keep losing… It’s going fast. I can’t find it and that scares me. 

Jérôme:	What are you looking for? 

Michka:	I’d like to tell you but it’s… I can’t. 

Jérôme:	Your file says you are suffering from incipient aphasia. That means you have difficulties finding the right words. Sometimes they don’t appear at all and sometimes you replace them with some other ones. It differs, depending on your tiredness, emotions… 

Michka:	Oh, if you think so... 

Jérôme:	You might be looking for words.

Michka:	What’s that? 

Jérôme:	This? A voice recorder. I will be coming here regularly to do speech therapy with you and I like to record my sessions. If you agree to it, of course. 

Michka:	What’s it good for? 

Jérôme:	Mainly for me to be able to improve my approach and methods. 

Michka:	Is that all?  

Jérôme:	Well… to be honest… I like the quivering voices and the fragility of those who can’t find their way. I like their roughly outlined words as well as pauses, I guess. 

Michka:	Nice words, but the reason?  

Jérôme:	Well, I think I don’t want to forget.  

Michka:	Oh, I sleep. 

Jérôme can’t help laughing and Michka joins him after a short time. 

Michka:	Call me Michka. All I hear is “Mrs. Seld, would you like” and “hello, Mrs. Seld.” It’s sad to be among people who don’t use your first name.  

JÉRÔME – OLDER AND YOUNGER

Another appointment but this time it is a recording. Real situations alternate with the recording throughout the story.

Jérôme:	How are you, Michka? 

Michka:	It’s hard for me to adopt… adopt. 

Jérôme:	You mean adapt? That’s normal. Today we could try exercises designed specifically for older people like you. Do you agree? 

Michka:	Why do you say “older” instead of “old”? 

Jérôme:	To sound polite, I guess. 

Michka:	We are old and that should be made clean. 

Jérôme:	I didn’t mean it badly. 

Michka:	Do you say “younger” when talking about the young? 

Jérôme:	No, I don’t. 

Michka:	Words are impotent. Important! 

Jérôme:	Did you use to work with them? 

Michka:	Right. A proof-reader. 

Jérôme:	I’ll be more careful about it. Would you like to do a short exercise? 

Michka:	Could I have a cigarette instead? 

Jérôme:	Do you smoke? 

Michka:	No, I don’t. I quit… long ago but to be honest, in few of the circumstances, one cigarette is harshly any luxury. 

Jérôme:	Smoking is prohibited in here. Shall we do the exercise? 

Michka:	I’d rather talk. 

Jérôme:	OK, let’s talk for some time and then we can start working.  

Michka:	A lady comes to my room without knocking. She says she is looking for a small boy. I’m terrified of her. And yesterday... She came again asking where that boy was and I said resolutely so that she got it: “I don’t know where your boy is but I think this is a misunderscoring.” The TV was on and there was that presenter, you know, the one with those beautiful wise teeth, the neat one, you know? And when she heard him, she creaked out! As if the TV had stolen that boy of hers, as if he was inside it. So I mediately turned it off with the reboot control and that worked – the lady left. But now I’m afraid that if I turn it on again, she’ll be back. She won’t repair, will she? 

Jérôme:	Pardon? 

Michka:	Everything that’s banishing by itself so quickly. It’s not getting repaired? 

Jérôme:	We’re going to work on it together – to improve it.

Michka:	But… honestly? 

Voice recorder turned off… 


DREAM – RED LIGHT, GREEN LIGHT, ONE, TWO THREE

Girl’s voice:  Red light… green light… one, two THREE! 

Michka:	You see, Jérôme, they’re keeping us in good shape. We keep running all the time. And now I’m standing firmly on my feet! I’m feeling good. My words are here like before. They’re coming naturally, by themselves, without any fuss. I no longer need to look for them. I no longer need any of your cards, games or pictures. 

Jérôme:	These exercises are important, Michka. (Repeated three times.)

Michka:	My words are back. Can’t you hear me? I’m happy. Now I don’t even care about that woman who drives away almost every day, Grace Kelly, or whoever she is. This Grace really annoys me. But I don’t give a damn. My words are back.

Jérôme:	Is that a farewell? (Repeated three times)

Girl’s voice: 	Red light… green light… one, two THREE!

Michka:	Oh no, Jérôme. You can come here anyway. You’re really good looking. I hate it when a man wears earrings but with you I don’t mind. 

Girl’s voice: 	Red light… green light… one, two THREE!

Michka:	I’m sorry, Jérôme, I’ve got to run. Drop in some day… (calling at him as she’s running) Yes, I know it’s a dream. I know, but it’s a beautiful dream! It’s so beautiful! Come round! I’ll tell you about it! 

Girl’s voice:  … one, two THREE! Got you! You’ve moved! 

JÉRÔME AND HIS FATHER

Another recording, played during the conversation. 

Michka:	… She was here yesterday. Do you know her? 

Jérôme:	Not personally, but you have often told me about her. She comes here at weekends and I’m here on weekdays. 

Michka:	That’s tight. It’s a pity. What do you do at weekends? 

Jérôme:	I’m studying. I’m trying to get a degree in rehabilitation in neuropsychology. 

Michka:	Oh… that isn’t cheesy. 

Jérôme:	No. it isn’t easy. 

Michka:	And it doesn’t work. 

Jérôme:	Oh, it does, I’m doing well. 

Michka:	I don’t mean you. I mean that… reparation. 

Jérôme:	It does work, Michka, you will see. Lots of things can be improved. 

Michka:	How old are you? 

Jérôme:	Thirty-five. 

Michka:	How great! And you like old people. 

Jérôme:	Working with older… old people is interesting. I’m trying to help them say what’s left to say. 

Michka:	And your parents? 

Jérôme:	My mum died before she could grow old. 

Michka:	That’s good. 

Jérôme:	I would have appreciated having the chance to spend more time with her. 

Michka:	You didn’t tell her everything? 

Jérôme:	(Suddenly a bit angry) Let’s do another short exercise! 

Michka:	All night. 

Jérôme:	I’ll say a few words and you’ll have to think of a hypernym, a more generic word. For example, Buddhism, Protestantism, Catholicism. Do you understand? 

Michka:	What about your father? 

Recording turned off… then on again… 

Jérôme:	So, now that you know everything, let’s try again. Bitter, sour, salty, sweet/

Michka:	Taste. And you haven’t seen him since he grew old. 

Jérôme:	No. 

Michka:	There you go. 

Jérôme:	What do you mean? 

Michka:	Nothing. 

Jérôme:	What do you mean? 

Michka:	That’s the reason you love old people so much. You should tell him. 

Jérôme:	What should I tell him? 

Michka:	Everything. Everything you recreate when someone passes away, you know? And that does happen. You can’t lift alone with everything that’s on your kind. You might have night wares, night moths, you know? Did your father hurt you?

Jérôme:	… Yes, he did, Michka. 

Michka:	Well, that’s hard. You would find out how he is. 

Jérôme:	It’s painful, Michka. 

Michka:	Oh… but still – maybe you should…

Jérôme:	Antiquarian, record seller, bookseller, cabinetmaker – what’s the hypernym? 

Michka:	Extinction? 



MARIE AND THE ANNOUNCEMENT

Michka:	I didn’t know you were coming today. I wasn’t pure. 

Marie:	You weren’t sure? No problem. Has the speech therapist been here? 

Michka:	Yes, he has. But it’s no good. The end isn’t far away. 

Marie:	Don’t talk rubbish, Michka. 

Michka:	Oh, yeah. The end when you lose your mind, words pack up and go and that’s it.

Marie:	No, there’s this memory training. 

Michka:	I never attend it. I prefer that young man coming here. He’s really good looking. They should see him. 

Marie:	But the memory training is also helpful.  

Michka:	I don’t like it. There’s a woman who replies to everything – easy-peasy without hesitating for a second. She says the night answer in no slime. She knows all kinds of words, maybe even the factitious ones. And she’s conceded like our Grace Kelly, the snobbish lady wearing her dressing down all the time as if it was chick.  

Marie laughs…

Michka:	Why are you puffing? Well, at beast you find it sunny! Use your time differently and better!

Marie:	I like to come here because it makes me happy. 

Michka:	You’re wasting time. 

Marie:	You also visited me in hospital. Do you remember? 

Michka:	You nearly died. 

Marie:	And when I was in hospital, you would come to see me very often, didn’t you?  

Michka:	Marie, I’d likes to place… an announcement in a newspaper. 

Marie:	An advertisement? 

Michka:	Yes. Let’s go. I’ll tell you in the garden so that I can stare the jacket you gave me. And Grace Kelly will be astoned to see who’s really chick!


NIGHTMARE II – ADVERTISEMENT 

Director:	You must be kidding me! Who do you think you are, Seld? Are you out of your mind? An ad? We’re in the twenty-first century, Seld. The war is over. At least the one you have in mind! Our institution is thriving and you want to damage our reputation with such an advertisement? Ridiculous! “Michele Seld, aka Michka, is looking for Nicole and Henri who sheltered her in La Ferté-sous-Jouarre between 1942 and 1945? Nicole and Henri? You don’t even know their surname! And you despise our memory training courses! Did it really happen? Is there anything you are sure about? You’re using the gardens, you’re staying in a spacious single room, it’s damn expensive for us to keep you here, Seld, and what are we getting out of it? Nothing! Nothing at all. And those saviours of yours, who knows what their names were, are dead, dead, gone to meet their maker! And you didn’t even thank them. 

Edit: another situation… 

MARIE – PREGNANT

Reality, in the nursing home room.

Michka:	Marie, people keep hanging around this room. Bringing breakfast, pills, fruit cases and lindan, making the bed, asking “how are you,” insuring I’m fin, over and over again. Knock, knock, knock and they’re here. And if you don’t want to see them, you can’t simply… disappear. 

Marie:	I’m sure they mean well. 

Michka:	Have you placed that announcement? 

Marie:	Yes, Michka, it will be printed in Le Monde on Monday and then in a weekly. But you can’t expect much. 

Michka:	I know. And how about you? How are you? 

Marie:	Everything’s all right. 

Michka:	Do you sink so? Really? 

Pause

Marie:	In fact, Michka, there is some news I’d like to share with you… I’m expecting.  

Michka:	I’ve got some chocolates if you want. There is a crop of alcohol in them. They’re really nasty. I got them from Mrs. Danville. 

Marie:	Michka… did you hear what I said? 

Michka:	And who’s that boy? 

Marie:	What do you mean? 

Michka:	You don’t know who the boy is? 

Marie:	Yes, I do but it doesn’t matter. He doesn’t want the baby. He’s going abroad. I had no idea I could get pregnant. Back then, the doctor said I would have lasting consequences. 

Michka:	That’s right, you were… totally… I can’t believe you’re in such hot water! 

Marie:	And I’m really scared. I don’t know if I can manage to have a child. I’m worried it might reappear, you know, it’s such a curse… There could be something in my blood, something that can’t be helped, you see? 

Michka:	That’s tough luck! What can I offer when I have eaten those chocolates from Mrs. Danville? 

Marie:	Maybe I’d better abort it.

Michka:	Oh no! 

Pause

Marie:	Can you read? 

Michka:	It’s too small. 

Marie:	I’ve brought some books with large letters. 

Michka:	Large letters are for old men. I have lent them to a man who showed me how to open the window with a wife. It’s prohibited. If someone comes, you’ve got to close it in a jiffy and brazen it out. 

Marie:	Do you climb windows with a man?

Michka:	Oh, Marie, it’s Mr. Terdian. And, well, why not? I’m not a child. I want some… kingdom… freedom.

Marie:	You’ve got to be careful.

Michka:	You know… I… never had...  

Marie:	A child? I know, Michka, but you’ve got me. And I’m here. 

Michka:	You cried a lot when the doctor said you might never… get… stagnant. 

Marie:	Yes, I know, but maybe this isn’t the right time. 

Michka:	There might never be the right time. They took care of me as well – the others. Although back then they... not ready. And then I wasn’t. Ready for kids. Didn’t even want. 

Marie:	But you got me in the end. 

Michka:	Because you’re home alone. How long? A day or two, you didn’t want to say, so I trembled. For you. You had something to eat and then upstairs again. I didn’t sleep a drink. And then you came back with such goggly eyes, so I cook you to my place. 

Marie:	And then I had my own room in your place. And felt-tip pens, construction paper, serrated scissors and those tiny zebras. Do you remember? 

Michka:	You laughed them a lot. And plasticine and the delicious sorbet we put into the tweezer. You would stay overnight if things went wrong and then… the… important… no, sorry. (Trying hard to concentrate to express herself clearly.) It’s up to you. You’ve got to decide. I just want to say one thing and then you choose: this is what matters; it’s the most important thing. 

Marie:	What? 

Michka:	The fact that it was the first time I had taken stair of someone else, not just of myself. You know, Marie, that changes every sink – when you’re worried about someone else, not about yourself. And you’ve got this great chance. 

Marie:	Well, as you can see, you can find the right words! 


JÉRÔME – PROVERBS

Recording…

Jérôme:	Do you like proverbs, Michka? I’ll say the beginning and you will continue, OK? Let’s start with a simple one: Honesty is the best /

Michka:	Malice.  

Jérôme:	Are you sure? 

Michka:	Police. 

Jérôme:	Policy. Dead men tell no / 

Michka:	/ Sales… tales! 

Jérôme:	Right! Actions speak louder than…? 

Michka:	Swords? Cords? 

Jérôme:	No. 

Michka:	I don’t know this one.  

Jérôme:	Louder than words. Have you never heard that? 

Michka:	Definitely not. 

Jérôme:	Like father, like… 

Michka:	Ha! So, you went to see him – your father! 

Jérôme:	I said I’d think about it. So I’m thinking about it but I need more time. It’s complicated. But now you need to concentrate: Nothing ventured… 

Michka:	That’s very true. And that makes me feel worried about you. 




MARIE – FUNNY

Michka is suddenly fearful as if she was being eavesdropped on… In her room.

Michka:	This place has changed, Marie. The quality’s lower. 

Marie:	What do you mean? 

Michka:	Two resignants have died… within a week. Mrs. Crespin, who would eat tonnes of saddami, all of a sudden at night she’s gone. And then a woman on the fourth floor, who I don’t knew. Well, we have to be realitistic: you reach a point where you can’t go on. But this place has changed, especially at nights. They do inspection tours. 

Marie:	What inspection tours, Michka? 

Michka:	When resignants are in their rooms, they come to insect and then in the morning again. 

Marie:	They’re just checking whether everything’s OK. 

Michka:	I hate the nights. It’s at night that it gets… frost… lost, loads, very fast, there’s nothing you can do. It’s alloy… annoying. It drives me lazy… People shouldn’t grow old. Well… I think about it I want gradation. After I die. 

Marie:	Cremation? 

Michka:	Yes, but funny. You know, funny in my tea. 

Marie:	(laughs) You mean honey? 

Michka:	Right. What about your baby? Where is it?

Marie:	Well… still here in my belly. 

Michka:	And do you have to make the decision by yourself, without the bridegroom? 

Marie:	Yes, he’s going to work as a delegate in India. And I can’t see any reason why I should relocate to India. What’s more, I don’t think he’s really in love with me.

Michka:	And have you justified to him that you can’t comb with that curly hair? 

Marie:	I guess, it’s got nothing to do with my hair. But I’ll manage… In fact, I think I want the baby a lot. How about a walk? You could put on that cool jacket. We might meet Grace Kelly again. 

Michka: 	No, thanks, I’m fired.



JÉRÔME – NURSE 

Edit: speech therapy recording continues.

Jérôme:	The situation with my father is complicated, Michka. Let’s go on: Speech is silver… 

The door opens, a male nurse enters, talking to Michka overly loudly and clearly so that the old lady can understand. 

Male nurse:	(normally) I’m sorry to disturb, Jérôme, but… (loudly) you wanted to talk to me, Mrs. Seld? 

Michka:	Oh yes, could you give me something more… more… defective for the night, you know, that dill. 

Male nurse:	 Dill? Do you mean some herbs? 

Michka:	No, I mean that thingamabob – you take two or three and that’s it. 
	
Male nurse:	Do you mean your pills?

Michka:	Yes. What are they called? 

Male nurse:	Those you take at six are called Omeprazole and those at ten are called Mianserin. 

Michka:	And which ones are better for…?  Shh.

Male nurse:	If you are asking which pills make you sleep better, it’s those you take at ten o’clock. 

Michka:	Give me more of them.

Male nurse:	Mrs. Seld is quite lively at night. Imagine, Jérôme, that she and Mr. Terdian hid some knives in the rooms to pry open windows with. 

Michka:	What’s wrong about opening out? We can’t evaporate! 

Male nurse:	I’ll talk to the director about your pills and she will consult your doctor. 

Nurse leaves… 

Michka:	He isn’t a bad guy. He gives the impression of a loaf but he’s nice. 

Jérôme:	So, back to our exercise: The squeaky wheel gets… 

Michka:	Marie is accepting. 

Jérôme:	I know, you’ve already told me. 

Michka:	She wants to keep the baby. On her own, you see? 

Jérôme:	Is it worrying you? 

Michka:	Not really. Actually, it is, a bit. 

End of recording; edit.

MARIE – GAS

Room, reality

Michka:	I wasn’t asleep, you know. 

Marie:	I know, Michka, relax. You were waiting for me. 

Michka:	What about the announcement? 

Marie:	Nobody replied to your ad but I placed it again last Tuesday. 

Michka:	I would love to… so much… you know. Bad luck! 

Marie:	If you really want to, we can think of another way to find them. 

Michka:	I don’t mean that. But Mr. Terdian has fallen and broken a big bone. He’s in… hope he returning.  

Marie:	I think so. 

Michka:	But still, you know, something serious is happening here. 

Marie:	What is it, Michka? 

Michka turns on the water tap… and her paranoia gets even worse. 

Marie:	What are you doing? 

Michka:	Hush. I don’t want them to hear. Walls have fears. 

Marie:	(playing the game with her, silent) OK, Michka. I’m listening. 

Michka:	Gownstairs in the toilets. You should go there to see it. I’ll never go there again because I know very well what they’re up to. Yes, near the mining room. Above the door there’s that kind of… kind of… thing that goes “phee” every time you come there. I’ll tell you grate away: they’re gassing us. 

Marie:	No, Michka, it’s only an aroma diffuser.

Michka:	Hush.

Marie:	You are safe. 

Michka:	If you think so... 


NIGHTMARE III – FREEDOM 

Director:	Raise your arms, Seld! Higher! Oh yes, I thought so: You have lost flexibility since you came here. Shame on you, Seld! Don’t expect us to have mercy! The waiting list is long. Loss of independence in terms of hygiene, dressing, eating…

Michka:	No! I get dressed by myself. And I’ve been eating well. 

Director:	But it won’t take long! Your speech is getting worse: aphasia, paraphasia, poor vocabulary – simply everything! 

Michka:	But I speak quite well in my dreams. 

The director laughs devilishly and then snaps at her: 

Director:	Let’s get to the point! What are your expectations in terms of time? 

Michka:	Pardon? 

Director:	How long do you want to stay in our facility? 

Michka:	I’m waiting for some messages. I just can’t leave now. 

Director:	But then you have to try harder. Make your bed properly. Attend the memory training courses, keep the quiet hours and also hand in to us that bottle of whisky you’re hiding in your wardrobe! Oh, yes, I can hear and see everything, Seld. What do you want to build your defence on? 

Michka:	I am sorry… but these are just petty things. Sometimes I close the door to have some peace and quiet. You need that to live. It’s not meant against you. We just need a bit of freedom and, for instance, open the window. What would it otherwise be good for? 

Director:	Oh, yes, you’ve hit the nail on the head. That’s the right question! What’s it all good for? 

JÉRÔME – MARIE’S PAST

Jérôme:	(Recording; to himself) Michka… Mrs. Michelle Seld started talking more slowly and less clearly within a few weeks. Sometimes she will even leave out a word and go on to the next one. After all those years, I know very well – I can recognise the breaking point. But I mustn’t give up. Neither of us must give up. Otherwise, a free fall will follow. 

Edit: rustle, silence… 

Jérôme:	Do you want me to stop, Michka? 

Michka:	It’s pointless. 

Jérôme:	Oh no, there is some sense to it, trust me. 

Michka:	Such bad luck! No reply. I’ve been thinking of them. Just imagine that! For three years – and they never told anyone. Never. It’s extremely dangerous… you know… they could have been… concentration camp… terribly risky…
I still have… a few… very clear… I’d love to… say. What bad luck! 

Jérôme:	I’m sorry, Michka, but I don’t understand you very well. Are you talking about your parents? 

Michka:	No. My parents… in the smoke. 

Jérôme:	Cremated? 

Michka:	Worse. 

Jérôme:	Do you remember them? 

Michka:	Not much. The others took care of me then. Only then.  

Jérôme:	Were your parents deported? Did they return? 

Michka:	No. 

Jérôme:	I am sorry. 

Michka stands up to fill her glass with water and has a drink. 

Michka:	She doesn’t come here so often. She’s impregnant. 

Jérôme:	You mean Marie? She can’t take risks – because of the baby. But Mrs. Danville comes to see you. 

Michka:	And Armande. I really love her. We sit… next… in the canteen. She’s very sprite… She takes cart in all events. 

Jérôme:	Yes, she takes part in events and you’re going to be a grandma in a way. 

Michka:	Yeah, that’s right. It’s strange… such a circle. Such carts being put next. Next to… it makes sense. And what about Marie? Have you thumped into her? 

Jérôme:	No, I still haven’t met her. 

Michka:	And do you know she lived in the same louse when she was… little? 

Jérôme:	Yes, Michka, you’ve told me a lot about her. 

Michka:	Her mother, that was… sad. Was sometimes shut in all day… wouldn’t even get up… and sometimes she would just leave for a few days unguarded. Once she went to the park… terribly cold. Walking with her mother… and the girl wasn’t wearing a boat. And her mother kind of didn’t realise that. That cold. So I... my sweeter to Marie and say: come round if you want to. And then she was with me most of the time. 

Jérôme:	Did you report it to the welfare department? 

Michka:	No, didn’t think of... but I don’t want to... be… what’s the word, you know, horrible. When someone… a squealer! Just didn’t have the heart. Her mother did try… Some days quite good. 

Jérôme:	But now Marie is doing well. That’s great, isn’t it? 

Michka:	But I won’t be able to tell stories to… 

Jérôme:	The baby? 

Michka:	Yeah… like… what did you call it? 

Jérôme:	Grandma? 

Michka:	Yeah.  And you? Kids? 

Jérôme:	None. I’d love to have children but we got divorced before we managed to have any.

Michka:	And have you got another woman? 

Jérôme:	(laughs) You’re very nosy, Michka. No, I haven’t. 

Michka:	And father? I was thinking. Maybe you should… write… kind of gestation… gesture. 

Jérôme:	Why are you so worried about me and my father?  

Michka:	Because you are shaping.  

Jérôme:	Oh no, stop that. How about your medicine? Has it helped? 

Michka:	Yes, great. They’re giving me… earlier… for ten o’clock. It’s good. 

End of recording
 

MICHKA – MONOGLOT

Michka:	(very confidently, without stammer) I simply drop the right words. Right. And this is all useless! In the end, there’ll be nothing at all: no words or maybe there’ll just be some stupid things filling the emptiness. Nothing but a monopoly – monoglot of an old abounded lady – shady! No, not that! And this is a dream, so I should be talking correctly leading long monoglots – monologues! No mistakes. So, that’s it. No here! 


JÉRÔME – SECRET

Edit: recording… during Jérôme and Michka’s conversation.

Jérôme:	Has Marie visited you recently? 

Michka:	No, it’s over. She’s… Doctor. She’s got to…. (suggests relief) Aaah. All the time. 

Jérôme:	Lie in bed? That’s annoying but it’s for her own good. And I’m sure she’ll call you up. Let’s try another exercise, OK? Tell me what the things I have brought are used for. 

Michka:	All night. 

Rustle, things being put on the table…

Michka:	Oh, that’s for litres. It’s a road book. 

Jérôme:	Yes, a notebook. And we use it to… write letters. 

Michka:	Sure.  

Jérôme:	And now describe how it’s done. 

Michka:	You take one… then open… and that’s it. 

Jérôme:	Where do you put the letter? 

Michka:	Into an antelope. 

Jérôme:	Envelope. And then you go to…

Michka:	The post office! 

Jérôme:	Excellent! 

Michka:	What about you? Have you written that letter? 

Jérôme:	What letter? 

Michka:	To your father. 

Jérôme:	No, not yet. But how about you writing a letter to Marie? Here’s a pencil. Try it. 

Michka:	I need a rubber. 

Jérôme:	I haven’t got one. 

Michka:	Look in my crawler. 

Jérôme:	Do you want me to take a rubber from your drawer? 

Michka:	Yes, from that metal thing. 

Drawer opened, boxes, closed, the same again… a moment of silence. A sudden jump into the recording.

Jérôme:	Michka, look at me. Are you keeping those sleeping pills? 

Michka:	What? 

Recording paused… rewinding, recorder turned on again.

Jérôme: 	So, “Dear Marie.” What’s next? 

Michka:	To be spree… 

Jérôme:	Free? 

Michka:	Won’t you tell on me? 



NIGHTMARE

Evil director’s fingers tapping on the desk. Police record being written, so there is also the merciless sound of an old typewriter. 

Director:	Did you think you’d get away with it, Seld? I have received a written denunciation concerning, among other things, all the prohibited items you are keeping. 

Michka:	Denunciation? Who? 

Director:	That’s none of your business? People are simply like that. And you, with your background, shouldn’t be terribly surprised.

Michka:	Is it about the whisky? 

Director:	You are innocence itself! I don’t give a damn about your whisky. It’s about what you’re hiding in your bedside table’s drawer. What the hell do you think? Do you think you can just run away? We admitted you because we thought you were willing to keep fighting till the very end. Whisky and Mianserin – what a great cocktail, Seld!

Michka:	But it’s not for now… maybe for never. I hope I’ll find them to be able to leave. 

Director:	Too late! You won’t be the last one to leave with a debt. But let me make it clear: it is up to me to decide when it will be! 


JÉRÔME AND HELPLESSNESS 

Jérôme:	(A comment for himself on a recording) She’s just sitting in the armchair, staring into space. I haven’t seen her for some time because she was ill. Her face appears even more emaciated. Then she turns her head towards me and smiles. In no time do I know that she has given up. 

Edit: reality. For the first time, Michka isn’t trying hard and groping for words. She surrenders to emptiness.

Jérôme:	I can come some other time if you want… Or do you want me to stay for a moment? 

Michka:	I wanted to tell you. It’s… Everything’s… 

Jérôme:	Have you heard from Marie? 

Michka:	Yes, but… I… not… so… I must… She’s so… But I… can’t… really… and for some time… been… so gloomy. 

Jérôme:	Don’t worry, Michka, you’ll get better. 

Silence… 

Jérôme:	I won’t be here for a few days, Michka. I have to take a holiday. I haven’t had one for a long time. But I’d rather stay here with you, really. 

Michka:	Go for it! Fly! 

Jérôme:	(smiles) I’m not going very far. Keep doing exercises, don’t give up. Will you promise, Michka? 

End of recording 

MONOLOGUE: JÉRÔME - PLAINS

Jérôme: 	I can see them as if I were there: those large, barren parched plains, desolate paths emerging in the middle of her sentences when she tries to speak. Unknown obstacles, dark dams, bottomless pits endlessly swallowing things and never returning them. She’s being carried away by silence. And nothing can keep her here anymore.


MARIE – FOSTER PARENTS FOUND

For the first time, Marie is being slightly insincere, trying not to show how much Michka has become decrepit, old and shrunk and that she’s fading… Michka doesn’t really know what to say. She doesn’t want to show how much she knows about her fading.

Michka:	Oh, Marie… don’t… you must… be careful. 

Marie:	Don’t worry, Michka, everything will be all right. I came here by taxi and I’ll call one when I’m leaving. And from this week, the baby isn’t endangered even if I were to give birth prematurely.  

Michka:	That better. 

Marie:	I’m so happy to see you, Michka. 

Michka:	I am. So. 

Marie:	Aren’t you bored? I thought that if you can’t read, I could bring you a CD player with some audio books and radio plays. They’re now doing wonderful things. 

Michka:	No… no… that machine… complicated. 

Marie:	No, it isn’t. I’ve got an old one with large buttons. 

Michka:	OK. All night… if you want. 

Silence… only some noises form the hall, from the outside… Michka has given up and won’t respond much.

Marie: I’ve got a wonderful assistant in the maternity hospital. She’s looking after me. 

Silence… 

Marie:	My boss called me yesterday. I went on maternity leave earlier but it’s fine with him. 

Silence… 

Michka:	And that… Indian? 

Marie:	He’s got to leave now. He won’t even see the baby. But I knew that. He has helped me. That’s how it is… But what about you? Aren’t you bored? 

Michka:	Not really, but… I no good. 

Marie:	I’ve seen a great film. I couldn’t stop crying. It’s a story of a motherless boy. It’s set in Belgium during a crisis. He lives in his grandmother’s house with his two brothers and father. His father drinks a lot and often beats him. Then the welfare people come and take the boy away. The father gets furious and hits the grandma because he thinks she has called the welfare department. The boy then studies, starts a new life, becomes a writer, is happy and he and his wife are expecting a baby. In the final scene, he visits his grandma in a retirement home and thanks her for not having told his father that it was him who called the welfare department. It’s such a beautiful film. I’m sure you’d love it. 

Michka:	Oh, yes, yes. 

Marie:	Thank you, Michka. 

Michka:	But I… didn’t call. 

Marie:	I don’t know what would have become of me if it hadn’t been for you. 

Michka:	Oh… no… You’re always… exonerating.



REAL DIRECTOR – MESSAGE

Reality, Michka’s room… 

Director:	Good morning, Mrs. Seld. Your speech therapist has called. 

Michka:	Jérôme. 

Director:	Yes. You can’t use the phone, so he has asked me to tell you he has found the people you’ve been looking for. They don’t live in the same place, but they have stayed in the same area. He’s going to visit the lady that’s still alive. He will tell you all about it. 

Michka:	(new energy) Is it... insured? 

Director:	It’s absolutely certain. 

Michka:	Thankful much. I don’t know how I… 

Director:	Don’t thank me, Mrs. Seld. It’s my job. 


JÉRÔME – FOSTER PARENTS

Recording…   

Jérôme:	You’re wearing your beautiful scarf. 

Michka:	You… spike it. 

Jérôme:	Yes, it really suits you, Michka. I missed you. 

Michka:	What about… the friends? 

Jérôme:	I had no plans for my holiday, so I decided to go to La Ferté, the town where they took care of you, and ask round. In the end I was lucky because I found a man who knows Nicol and Henri Olfinger’s daughter. They were said to have sheltered a Jewish girl during the war. Their daughter, Madaleine, was very nice to me and confirmed the whole story. She said her parents had often thought of you. Your mother had taken you to them. She wanted to take you away from the occupied area but the railroad was being bombed, so she got off the train in the middle of the fields and walked to the first house on the edge of the town. Nicole Olfinger opened the door. Your mother had never seen her before but asked her if you could stay at least overnight, saying she would return. Nicole and Henri agreed… but your mother never came back. 

Michka:	My parents had to... gas member. 

Jérôme:	Yes, they were deported soon after that. The Olfingers knew very well what risks they were taking. They burnt your coat with the yellow star on it. They told their neighbours and friends that you were their niece. When Nicole and Henri took you to their house, they had just got married. 

Michka:	Very kind. 

Jérôme:	Yes, Michka, it’s like a Hollywood movie. But it’s real. After the war, one of your mother’s relatives rang the bell of their house and took you away. Henri died recently but Nicole is still alive. She’s in a retirement home and is ninety-nine. Is it OK? Do you want me to go on? 

Michka:	Yes, please. 

Jérôme:	Nicole Olfinger is blind and can’t hear very well but mentally she’s doing well. I told her about you and she understood perfectly. I took the liberty of telling her how important it was for you to express your gratitude. She was deeply moved, you know. I told her you’d be very happy to know it isn’t too late. When I asked her how they had coped in those three years, she said: “When the chips are down, you can’t say no. And then you have no choice. But you should never boast about anything like that.” 

Michka:	(Trying to overcome emotions) Thank you… What about your… caddy? 

Jérôme:	(Can’t help laughing) Michka, this isn’t about my daddy. 

Michka:	Why so long? 

Jérôme:	My father’s never made any effort. He doesn’t know me. 

Michka:	Why? 

Jérôme:	Maybe I’m not the son he dreamed of. He just keeps finding fault with me. And then he assaults me, verbally. And as you know, words can do a lot of harm. I don’t believe him anymore. He’s suffered a lot, I know, but… 

Michka:	You should… write… about it. 

Edit: a seemingly real situation but it is only imaginary… 

Jérôme:	You seem to be in good shape today, Michka. What about a short exercise to keep you in shape? Think of ten words rhyming with the word “dog.” 

Michka:	(responds briskly) Log, fog, bog, smog, hog, frog, flog. 

Jérôme:	Perfect! And now words rhyming with…

Michka:	… die. 

Jérôme:	Well, if you want… 

Michka:	No, it’s your turn. 

Jérôme:	OK… lie, sigh… cry. 

Michka:	Is that all? Let me help you: fry, pry, sty, buy, sky, why. 

Jérôme:	You’ve won!

Silence… 

Jérôme:	To be honest, Michka, I hate it when people leave without a warning. 

Michka:	I don’t know what you’re talking about. 

Jérôme: 	You should get a letter or at least an email or text message. A warning. Simply something. Damn! 

Michka:	And what should it say? 

Jérôme:	Well, something like “Mr. or Mrs. So-and-so, someone you know, might soon… could…  in no time… You’re right. We often think there’s enough time to say things but suddenly it’s too late. 

Michka:	And what would you like to say? 

Jérôme:	For example… (laughs helplessly) 

Michka:	There you go. 

Jérôme:	Or I could just… hug you. 

Michka:	Go ahead. But before you do that, promise to write to him. 

Jérôme:	Who? 

Michka:	You know who.  

Music. Singing “Ne me quitte pas.” 


MARIE’S MONOLOGUE – BODIES

MARIE:	Will someone stroke or hug you one more time? How long haven’t you felt somebody’s skin touching yours? When I imagine myself as an old, really old woman, the most painful, the least bearable thing is the thought of not being touched by anyone. Maybe you don’t feel the need any longer. Your body becomes withdrawn, retreats into its shell and gets dull like during long fasting. Or it might be starving and crying out loud but nobody will listen. And then it simply leaves, disappears. 


MARIE AND JÉRÔME

In the hall of the nursing home

Jérôme:	Hello, my name’s Jérôme. 

Marie:	Hello, I’m Marie. I’ve just come here to get her belongings. 

Jérôme:	Did you manage to see her? 

Marie:	Yes, I did. She looked peaceful as if she had fallen asleep. 

Jérôme:	Was nothing special found? I mean… Did the doctor mention anything? 

Marie:	No. No, she died in her sleep without suffering. That’s what we all want, don’t we? 

Jérôme:	Yes, of course. And what about you, Marie? Isn’t it too… spacious? 

Marie:	(smiles) Yes. Well, not really. I’d like to express my gratitude for everything you did for her. 

Jérôme:	It was my pleasure.  

Marie:	Are you coming to the funeral? 

Jérôme:	Yes, I will. 

Marie:	There’ll be some tea. 

Jérôme:	Funny? 

Marie:	And with silk. 

Jérôme:	See you soon. 

Marie:	All night. See you soon. 
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