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Butterflies

A terrace at a luxury hotel. A garden table and two chairs. A man arrives, holding a
drink, and sits down. Dressed casually but elegantly, he appears relaxed and serene,
as if on holiday. He picks up the newspaper on the table, glances at the front page,
then sets it back down. A woman arrives, similarly elegant and around the same age.
They exchange faint smiles in greeting. She walks to the edge of the stage, lights a
cigarette, and smokes, contemplating the view. They remain like this for a while, lost
in thought. She stubs out her cigarette, turns, approaches the table, and hands him a
business card.

Woman 1 — [ was walking behind you in the hallway. This card fell from your
pocket. I don’t know if it’s important...

He takes the card, looking a bit surprised.

Man 1 — Oh yes... Thank you...

Woman 1 - You’re welcome.

He places the card on the table and looks at it. She seems ready to leave.
Man 1 — May I offer you a drink? (She turns towards him) As a thank you...
Woman 1 — Don’t feel obligated...

Man 1 — Please, have a seat. (She sits) What would you like?

Woman 1 — I don’t know... The same as you.

Man 1 — But you don’t know what I’m drinking...

Woman 1 — I trust you.

Man 1 — It could be the condemned man’s last drink... Poison... Hemlock, like
Socrates.

Woman 1 — You look more like an English dandy than a Greek philosopher... I’ll
take the risk...

He smiles and exits. She picks up the card and examines it. Then, she gazes
thoughtfully at the view again. After a moment’s hesitation, she takes a lipstick from
her bag and applies a bit. He returns with a glass.

Man 1 — These mountains... They’re truly magnificent, aren’t they?
Woman 1 — Yes... I've never stayed in the mountains before.
Man 1 — No one comes all this way... Not without a good reason.

Woman 1 — That's true... People talk about places you should see before you die. I've
never heard anyone mention this one.

Man 1 — Unless it's to die of boredom... (He hands her the glass) Here you are. The
same as mine...

She takes the glass, inhales the aroma, then sips.
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Woman 1 — Whisky...
Man 1 — I wouldn’t call it poison. It only kills very slowly. Like cigarettes...
Woman 1 — In any case, it’s very good.

Man 1 — I hope so... I asked for their most expensive. I wasn’t disappointed. The
nectar in this glass is almost as costly as my suite in this palace...

She smiles. They sip their drinks in silence.

Woman 1 — You intrigue me... People come to the mountains to ski, but it's still
summer. Others move to places like this to avoid paying taxes. But they don't usually
live in hotels. And something tells me money doesn't worry you much...

Man 1 — You think so?

Woman 1 — Otherwise, you’d have offered me an ordinary whisky. And I probably
wouldn’t have known the difference. I detest whisky...

Man 1 — A shame...

Woman 1 - So...?

Man 1 — True, I'm neither a keen skier nor a tax exile... But I could ask you the same
question. No offence, but you don't seem entirely at home in a luxury hotel...

Woman 1 — Is it that obvious?

Man 1 — Regulars in places like these are blasé. Nothing surprises them anymore.
You, though, you still have that spark of wonder...

Woman 1 — I was born poor, indeed. It’s a condition that leaves scars. Even for those
lucky enough to rise above it...

Man 1 — People often mock the nouveau riche, but I pity those born billionaires. You
have to have known hunger to truly appreciate a good meal...

Woman 1 — I’'m no billionaire. In fact, I’'m not rich either. I’'m only staying here for
one night...

Man 1 — Don’t tell me you’re on your honeymoon...

Woman 1 — That's an unusual way of asking a woman if she's travelling alone... But
you haven't answered my question. What brings you here?

A pause.

Man 1 — You already know, don’t you? Since you saw that card you handed back to
me.

Woman 1 — Did you perhaps drop it on purpose?
Man 1 — Who’s to say...
Woman 1 — A Freudian slip, then...

Man 1 — My life has been one long series of Freudian slips... And yet, on the whole,
I'd call it rather successful... So you know the place named on that card?
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Woman 1 — A clinic...
Man 1 - Yes. A rather unique kind of clinic...

Woman 1 — The one offering those voluntary recycling procedures, still illegal back
home.

Man 1 — They used to call them assisted suicides. The Church was strongly opposed.

Woman 1 — And these... voluntary recycling procedures, do you know exactly what
they involve?

Man 1 — From what I understand, it's much like refurbishing a computer. They
replace the faulty components, wipe the memory and put it back on the market.

Woman 1 — But by definition, no one has ever been able to describe the experience
afterward...

Man 1 — That’s likely why there’s no after-sales service.

Woman 1 — A modern form of reincarnation, then. After death, our souls would
move into different bodies...

Man 1 — Or our body would become a vessel for another soul.

Woman 1 — Rather like religion, in a more modern form. Just believing in an afterlife
can make our end feel less final...

Man 1 — Yes... But for those using this clinic’s services, the key is ending their
present suffering, whether physical or mental...

Silence.

Woman 1 — When is it?

Man 1 — Tomorrow morning. Half past eleven.
Woman 1 - ’'m sorry...

Man 1 — Don’t be. I’ve lived well. And everyone must die someday. Not everyone
has the privilege of choosing the place and time...

Woman 1 — [ see... A final act of free will...

Man 1 — Tomorrow I return my key to reception for good. And I free the room for
someone else. That’s life...

Woman 1 — Yes. The Earth is a hotel. A room rented by the hour for some, a grand
hotel for others. But we're all just passing through.

Man 1 — And... aren’t you afraid of talking to a dead man walking?
Woman 1 — It’s probably a one-off opportunity.
Man 1 — So you knew about this clinic...

Woman 1 — Here, apparently everyone does. When I arrived, the taxi driver said, “I
hope you’re not here for our death clinic.”



Man 1 — And what did you say?

Woman 1 - [ preferred to say [ was on holiday, here to enjoy the mountain air.
A pause.

Man 1 — So you too?

Woman 1 — Otherwise, I’d never have dared approach you...

Man 1 — When?

Woman 1 — Tomorrow morning. Eleven o’clock.

Man 1 — We could almost go together.

Silence.

Woman 1 — Rest assured, I won’t ask you anything about the illness that led to this
decision. Unless it’s simply existential pain...

Man 1 — I promise to be as discreet as you.

Woman 1 - I also won’t try to make you change your mind.

Man 1 — Thank you.

A pause.

Woman 1 — And you came alone, too...

Man 1 - Yes.

Woman 1 — You could have spent this last day with those who love you.

Man 1 — My wife was the only person who truly loved me. Sadly, she went before
me. [’'m estranged from the little family I have left. And I have no children. What
about you?

Woman 1 — I decided to spare my loved ones from this ordeal. Well... let’s say |
chose to face it alone.

Man 1 — A final experience of freedom, as you mentioned earlier...
Woman 1 — Today, nothing matters anymore... I’ve never felt so free.

Man 1 — I understand. I must be one of the few people who really can understand
you.

Woman 1 — That’s why I felt free to speak to you. I’ve lived my whole life for
others. I want to spend this last day alone.

Man 1 — Then I’d better leave you...
He moves to get up. She holds him back.

Woman 1 — Please, stay... What [ wanted was... to spend this last day with people
who didn’t know I’d be gone tomorrow.

Man 1 — So much for that idea...



Woman 1 — But at least we understand each other... No need to pretend...
Man 1 - You’re right... Pity is unbearable...
Woman 1 — But perhaps I’'m bothering you...

Man 1 — You’re not bothering me, I assure you... (4 pause) Under different
circumstances, | might have tried to charm you...

Woman 1 — How can we get to know each other when we can’t talk about the future,
and the past seems pointless?

Man 1 — We still have the present... We’re like two butterflies, with only one day to
live.

Woman 1 — And just twenty-four hours to find a soulmate...
Man 1 — We’re already halfway gone. And yet, we’ve never lived so intensely...
They exchange a look.

Woman 1 — You're going to die because you no longer want to live. I'm going to die
because the doctors have given up on me.

Man 1 — Is it truly any different?
Woman 1 — You can still change your mind...
Man 1 — So can you.

Woman 1 — For me, it would just delay the inevitable... I wish I could give you back
the desire to live.

Man 1 — You’ve given me the desire to live this last day. With you...
He takes her hand.

Woman 1 - It’s funny... | feel as though we’ve met before.

Man 1 — In another life, perhaps... On the Titanic...

Woman 1 — Then maybe we’ll meet again.

Man 1 — Who knows? For now, let’s enjoy the moment. I’'m hungry. Will you dine
with me?

Woman 1 — Then it’s on me.

Man 1 — What does it matter...? Where we're going, we won't be able to take any
money with us... Whatever currency it's in...

She smiles. They stand.
Woman 1 — If we're reincarnated, I just hope it isn't as bankers.

Man 1 — That's the trouble with reincarnation. You never know who you'll end up
as...

They exit.



Blackout.



Update

A plain living room, furnished in an ordinary way. At one end of the stage stands a
man-sized cardboard box, marked with ‘‘fragile,” “top,” and “bottom.” A man
enters, looking unremarkable. He takes off his raincoat and scarf, hanging them on a
coat rack. Turning around, he notices the box and seems surprised. He approaches
it, examining it with a puzzled expression, then sits down and opens a sensationalist
tabloid newspaper with a populist headline about a current event. He reads for a few
moments and starts to drift off. As he dozes, two feet emerge from the box, which
moves to the other end of the stage, then stops. A woman enters, also looking quite
unremarkable. She takes off her coat, hangs it beside the raincoat, and sets down her
bag. Turning around, she notices the box. She appears surprised, approaches, and
looks at it. The man stirs from his doze.

Man 2 — Oh, it’s you...

Woman 2 — Yes, it’s me... Who else were you expecting?
Man 2 — [ don’t know... Where have you been?

Woman 2 — Out.

Man 2 — Oh, right... Me too... The weather's awful.
Woman 2 — As usual... What’s with this box?

Man 2 — What box?

She gestures towards the box.

Woman 2 — This box, right here!

The man looks at the box, then glances at the opposite end of the room where he’d
previously seen it.

Man 2 — Oh, that box?

Woman 2 — Why, is there more than one?

Man 2 — No, I don’t think so...

Woman 2 — So?

Man 2 — [ thought you knew...

Woman 2 — Knew what?

Man 2 — What this box is!

Woman 2 — Well, clearly, I don’t.

Man 2 — [ thought it might be something you ordered. Without mentioning it...
Woman 2 — [ haven’t ordered anything.

Man 2 — [ don’t know... A fridge, maybe. You didn’t order a fridge?



Woman 2 — A fridge? Why a fridge?

Man 2 — It’s about the right size for one, isn’t it?

Woman 2 — Why would I order a fridge? And without telling you, no less...
Man 2 — To replace the old one.

Woman 2 — Our fridge works perfectly fine.

Man 2 — Yes, which is why I was surprised.

Woman 2 — Anyway, there’s no saying it’s a fridge.

Man 2 — No...

Woman 2 — So why call it a fridge?

Man 2 — It’s just the first thing that came to mind.

They both stare at the box, perplexed.

Woman 2 — A big box like that... What could it be?

Man 2 — Who knows...

Woman 2 — It must be heavy, too.

Man 2 - Yeah...

Woman 2 — If you didn’t put this box here, then who did?

Man 2 — I thought it was you.

Woman 2 — [ just told you it wasn’t me!

Man 2 — No need to get worked up.

Woman 2 — This box certainly didn’t just walk in here on its own.

Man 2 — Maybe it was a delivery person.

Woman 2 — A delivery person?

Man 2 — A fridge delivery person! Or... something else. A delivery person.
Woman 2 — A delivery person who has keys to our place?

Man 2 — Oh, right... didn’t think of that...

Woman 2 — Yeah... So how else would they have got in? Down the chimney?
Man 2 — No...

Woman 2 — You believe in Santa Claus, don’t you...

Man 2 — Well, it’s not Christmas anyway.

Woman 2 — And we don’t have a chimney.

Man 2 — And a big box like that wouldn’t fit down a chimney.
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Woman 2 — If you didn’t let in the delivery person, then who did?

Man 2 — Maybe the concierge.

Woman 2 — The concierge?

Man 2 — Maybe the concierge let them in.

Woman 2 — The concierge has our keys?

Man 2 — ’m not sure.

Woman 2 — I didn’t even know we had a concierge. Do we have a concierge?
Man 2 — No, I don’t think so.

Woman 2 — Then how could it be the concierge, since there isn’t one... and he
doesn’t have our keys...

Man 2 — You’re right...

Woman 2 — So it’s a mystery.

Man 2 — Yes.

Woman 2 — This is all very strange.

They look at the box again.

Man 2 — Maybe it’s a mistake.

Woman 2 — A mistake?

Man 2 — Maybe it’s for the neighbour.
Woman 2 — For the neighbour, you think?
Man 2 — We should check...

Woman 2 — Which neighbour?

Man 2 — The one across the hall. We could ask if they ordered a fridge.

Woman 2 — You’re starting to wind me up with this fridge. We don’t even know
what’s in this box!

Man 2 — Then there’s only one solution.

Woman 2 — What?

Man 2 — We have to open it.

Woman 2 — Open it...? And what if it’s not for us?

Man 2 — I don’t know.

Woman 2 — Opening a box that’s not ours isn’t really the done thing.
Man 2 — True.

Woman 2 — And once we’ve opened it, we’ll be stuck with it.
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Man 2 — You’re right. Best to send it back unopened.
Woman 2 — Yeah. But who would we send it to?
Man 2 — That...

Woman 2 — And that still doesn’t explain how it got here, right in the middle of our
living room.

Man 2 — No...

She looks more closely at the box.

Woman 2 — There’s a delivery address...

Man 2 — And?

Woman 2 (reading) — Mr and Mrs... Oh, no, it’s not a mistake. This is our address...
Man 2 — Oh, damn... So what do we do?

Woman 2 — [ don’t know... But there’s no sender’s address.

Man 2 — Maybe we should call the police...

Woman 2 — The police?

Man 2 — It might be a parcel bomb...

Woman 2 — We’re not calling the police just because we received a package and
don’t know what it is.

A pause.

Man 2 — Or maybe it’s a gift.

Woman 2 — A gift?

Man 2 — Since we don’t know what it is... it might be a surprise!
Woman 2 — It’s not my birthdayj, is it?

Man 2 — No.

Woman 2 — And it’s not yours either.

Man 2 — Well then... I guess we’ll have to open it, won’t we?
Woman 2 — You think?

Man 2 — If we want to find out what’s inside...

Woman 2 — Alright... Go on, then...

Man 2 — Me?

Woman 2 — You were the one who suggested it, weren't you?
He opens the box cautiously.

Man 2 — [ think I see something...
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Woman 2 — And...?
Man 2 — It’s strange, it looks like...
Woman 2 — What?

A man emerges from the box, wearing only briefs. We’ll call him Man 1 (played by
the actor who was the man in the first part).

Woman 2 — What the...? Is this a joke?

Man 2 — Well, it’s definitely not a fridge.

Woman 2 — He scared the life out of me... But what are you doing in there?
Man 1 smiles but doesn’t answer.

Man 2 — He’s not saying anything...

Woman 2 — No... He looks a bit daft...

Man 2 — Maybe he's a burglar.

Woman 2 — A burglar... who packed himself in a box and mailed himself to us?
Man 2 — You’re right, that’s odd...

Woman 2 — He does look rather vacant, doesn't he?

Man 2 — Maybe it’s from the journey... If he’s come from afar...
Woman 2 — From afar? In his underpants?

Man 2 — Anyway, he doesn’t look dangerous. Look, he’s smiling at us...
Woman 2 — Maybe he’s a migrant.

Man 2 — A migrant, you think?

Woman 2 — Maybe he thought this was a way to get into the country.
Man 2 — But how would he know our address?

Woman 2 — [ don’t know...

Man 2 — Migrants... they’re usually dark-skinned, aren’t they?

Woman 2 — Or Arab...

Man 2 — He doesn’t really look Arab...

Woman 2 — Maybe he’s Ukrainian.

Man 2 — Do you speak Ukrainian?

Woman 2 — How would he understand if he doesn’t speak our language?
Man 2 — Oh, yeah, good point...

Woman 2 — And even if he said yes, do you speak Ukrainian?

Man 2 — No...
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Woman 2 — Do you understand our language?

Man 1 — Yes.

Man 2 — Well, there you go, he understands our language.

Woman 2 — Are you from this country?

Man 1 - [ don't know...

Woman 2 — He doesn't know if he's from this country...

Man 2 — There are Arabs who speak our language too...

Woman 2 — So what are we supposed to do with him?

Man 2 — What do you mean, “do with him”?

Woman 2 — We can’t just put him out on the street; he doesn’t seem quite all there.
Man 2 — Yeah... And he’s only wearing underpants.

Woman 2 — He could get hit by a car. We’d be responsible.

Man 2 — We should call the police. He might have escaped from an asylum.
Woman 2 — Let’s wait a bit... Maybe he’ll come to his senses and leave on his own.
Man 2 — Right, well... Have a seat, then...

Man 1 sits down.

Woman 2 — At least he’s not troublesome.

Man 2 — And he’s not talkative either.

Woman 2 — Why have we received a man in his underpants in a box? You have to
admit, it’s not exactly normal...

Man 2 — No... It reminds me of a story.
Woman 2 — What story?
Man 2 — The Trojan Horse.

Woman 2 — The Trojan Horse? Three horses? There's only one man in that box! And
he isn't even a horse...

Man 2 — ’m starting to get hungry. We haven’t had dinner yet, with all this...
Woman 2 — Why don’t you set the table? I’ll go reheat the roast pork.

Man 2 — And him?

Woman 2 — What about him?

Man 2 — He might be hungry.

Woman 2 — Are you hungry?

Man 1 —1 don’t know.
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Man 2 — He doesn’t know if he’s hungry...
Woman 2 — Well, set a place for him, then...
Man 2 — Maybe he doesn’t eat pork...

Woman 2 — Why wouldn’t he eat pork?

Man 2 — If he’s Ukrainian or something like that.
Woman 2 — Ukrainians don’t eat pork?

Man 2 — I don’t know...

Woman 2 — Anyway, we should give him some clothes. He can’t stay in his
underpants.

Man 2 — Clothes... You mean mine?

Woman 2 — Yes, yours! Not mine...

Man 2 — Right, well... Come with me. I'll see if [ can find you something to wear...
They all exit.

Blackout.

When the lights come up, Man 1 is sitting on the sofa in striped pyjamas. The woman
enters in a nightgown, not paying him any attention. She sets the breakfast table and
pours coffee. Man 2 arrives, also in striped pyjamas and looking rather bleary-eyed.
He sits at the table and starts sipping his coffee.

Woman 2 — Alright?

Man 2 — I got up three times to pee... Think I had a bit too much to drink last night.
Woman 2 — Yeah. And you were snoring, too.

Man 2 — I've got a bit of a hangover... How are you feeling?

Woman 2 — My back’s still acting up... Especially at night...

Man 2 — Maybe we should think about changing the mattress.

A pause.

Woman 2 — [ was half-hoping we’d dreamed it, and that he’d be gone this morning.
Man 2 — Yes. But he hasn’t moved. He’s still here.

Woman 2 — Do you think he slept?

Man 2 — Well, he didn’t eat anything last night, that’s for sure.

Woman 2 — Or this morning... Would you like some coffee?

Man 1 — 1 don’t know.

Woman 2 — He doesn’t know if he wants coffee.

Man 2 — Maybe he doesn’t even know what it is.
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Woman 2 — Everyone drinks coffee, don’t they?

Man 2 — Well, the Chinese tend to drink tea. Or the Japanese.
Woman 2 — He doesn’t look very Chinese, does he? Even in pyjamas.
Man 2 — We’re going to have to get rid of him eventually...

Woman 2 — [ mean, he’s not really a bother. He doesn’t eat, drink, or smoke...
Man 2 — True... We might even end up forgetting he’s here.
Woman 2 — Still... letting someone stay here when we don’t even know him...
Man 2 — And he might not even be from here.

Woman 2 — It’s really not like us.

Man 2 — And what are the neighbours going to say...?

Woman 2 — The neighbours?

Man 2 — It’s a bit like a ménage a trois, isn’t it?

Woman 2 — He’s still not very talkative...

Man 2 — No... When you ask him a question, he just says, “I don’t know...”
Woman 2 — Yeah.

Man 2 — What are we going to do with him...?

Woman 2 — [ don’t know.

Man 2 — I don’t know, I don’t know... See? We’re starting to talk like him.
Woman 2 — You're right; we really can’t keep him here.

Man 2 — Yeah, but what can we do with him...?

A pause.

Woman 2 — You realise... if we got rid of him, no one would even notice.
Man 2 — Got rid of him? You mean...

Woman 2 — No one knows he’s here...

Man 2 — Except whoever sent him to us.

Woman 2 — And we still don’t know who sent him.

Man 2 — Or why.

A pause.

Woman 2 — If only he’d make himself a bit useful.

Man 2 — True. He doesn’t do anything around the house.

Woman 2 — Bit like you, actually...
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He gives her a slightly worried look.

Man 2 — I do set the table, though.

Woman 2 — But him, since he doesn’t eat...

Man 2 — Yeah, he does absolutely nothing... He’s just... there.

Woman 2 — He says nothing. He does nothing. He sees us. But we don’t even know
if he’s interested in us.

Man 2 — Bit like God, really.
Woman 2 — Except we’re sure he exists.

Man 2 — Yes... And he takes up quite a bit of space. Do you think we could fit three
people on the sofa?

A pause.

Woman 2 — Maybe we should give him a name.
Man 2 — A name? What for?

Woman 2 — [ don’t know.

Man 2 — If we give him a name... we might get attached. And if we then have to... get
rid of him.

Woman 2 — You’re right...

Man 2 — What’s he going to do all day? While we’re out.

Woman 2 — We’re rarely out...

Man 2 — Still, we go out occasionally. Are we just going to leave him here alone?
Woman 2 — We could put the TV on for him.

Man 2 — You think he’d watch it?

Woman 2 — I don’t know. I think I’d feel better knowing he’s just sitting in front of
the TV when we’re not around.

Man 2 — Alright. (He turns on the TV, and the other doesn’t move.) Do you really
think we can leave him here on his own?

Woman 2 — Well, we need to go out, don’t we? Just to get the shopping, at least.
Man 2 — And I need to go buy my crosswords.

Woman 2 — After all, what’s the risk? Even a dog, you leave it at home alone.
Man 2 — Worst-case scenario, he’ll chew up the sofa cushions...

Woman 2 — I’ll go get dressed.

Man 2 — Me too.

They leave. Man 1 picks up the remote and changes the channel.
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Blackout.

Man 2 and Woman 2 return together. They hang their raincoat and coat on the coat
rack. They glance around the room suspiciously.

Man 2 — There’s no one here...

Woman 2 — No.

Man 2 — Maybe we dreamed it...

Woman 2 — Both of us?

Man 2 — A collective hallucination.

Woman 2 — Feels strange...

Man 2 — Yes... We’d almost got used to it...
Woman 2 — I'll be right back. I need the bathroom.
Man 2 — At least there’ll be more room on the sofa.

Man 2 settles onto the sofa and reads his newspaper. Woman 2 returns, pushing Man
1 in front of her. He’s dressed exactly like Man 2.

Woman 2 — We celebrated too soon.

Man 2 — Where was he?

Woman 2 — In the bathroom.

Man 2 — What was he doing in the bathroom?
Woman 2 — Nothing...

Man 2 — We could always just leave him in the bathroom, after all. At least he
wouldn’t be underfoot all day.

Woman 2 — Oh yeah? And what if we need to use the bathroom?
Man 2 — Good point... What about the basement?

Woman 2 — Even a dog, you wouldn’t lock it up in the basement.
Man 2 — Not even sure we have a basement, to be honest.

They both pause, thinking.

Woman 2 — We could make a lamp out of him... Just stick a lampshade on his head.
Man 2 — Or a coffee table... On his knees, with a tray on top.
Woman 2 — Or an armchair...

Man 2 — An armchair?

Woman 2 — A stool, then.

Man 2 — A footstool...
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They look at him, puzzled.
Woman 2 — Look, he’s dressed just like you.

Man 2 — He’s helped himself from my wardrobe. Doesn’t seem to think twice about
it...

Woman 2 — He does look a bit like you, doesn’t he?

Man 2 — You think?

Woman 2 — Must be the clothes...

Man 2 — We don’t know what he’s thinking.

Woman 2 — We don’t know if he’s completely dim, or...

Man 2 — He’s always got that smile.

Woman 2 — Yes... He looks pleased to be here.

Man 2 — Or maybe it’s just a grimace.

Woman 2 — A grimace?

Man 2 — A smirk, if you prefer.

Woman 2 — You do come out with some strange words.

Man 2 — It’s the crosswords. Sometimes you learn new words.
Woman 2 — Doesn’t mean you have to use them.

Man 2 — And him? Do you think we could teach him something?
Woman 2 — Like what?

Man 2 — [ don't know... Cleaning, cooking... A few odd jobs... So he could make
himself useful.

Woman 2 — A domestic slave, you mean...

Man 2 — Well, it’s not like we went looking for him.

Woman 2 — We could end up in trouble with the police.

Man 2 — Trouble?

Woman 2 — He’s been here so long... We could be accused of holding him hostage.
Man 2 — We’ll just say he arrived in the post.

Woman 2 — No one’s going to believe that... (4 pause) Did you keep the box?
Man 2 — Yes, I think so... (Silence) Maybe he’s a robot.

Woman 2 — A robot.

Man 2 — They make them very lifelike nowadays... So I hear...

Woman 2 — A robot...
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Man 2 — He came in the post... People don’t arrive by post. But robots...
Woman 2 — Why would anyone send us a robot?

Man 2 — I don’t know...

Woman 2 — Did you order a robot?

Man 2 — No...

Woman 2 — A robot that looks like you, dresses like you, and does nothing.
Man 2 — Thanks for not saying just like you.

Woman 2 — He does move a little, though...

Man 2 — If you take him by the hand, yes. Otherwise...

Woman 2 — It’s true, he never takes any initiative.

A pause.

Man 2 — Or maybe he’s an alien.

Woman 2 — An alien?

Man 2 — Why not?

Woman 2 — Aliens usually arrive in flying saucers! They don’t come through the
post!

Man 2 — Fair point...

Woman 2 — And why would aliens want to come here?

Man 2 — To spy on us, maybe. See how we live...

Woman 2 — They’ll be disappointed...

Man 2 — Right, I'm off to bed.

Woman 2 — Do you think we can leave him like this while we’re both asleep?
Man 2 — [ don’t know. Does it scare you?

Woman 2 — Now that you’ve suggested he might be an alien!
Man 2 — We could lock him up somewhere overnight.
Woman 2 — Lock him up? Where?

Man 2 — In the bathroom.

Woman 2 — The bathroom locks from the inside.

Man 2 — Oh yes, that’s true...

Woman 2 — Or we could tie him up.

Man 2 — Tie him up like a dog...? Isn’t that a bit inhumane?

Woman 2 — You were the one who said he was an alien robot.
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Man 2 — I didn’t say | was sure.

Woman 2 — Oh well, let’s just leave him as he is.

Man 2 — Right... (To Man 1) Well then, goodnight...

Man 1 — Goodnight.

Woman 2 — At least he’s polite...

Man 2 — Yes... Let’s hope he doesn’t murder us in our sleep.
Woman 2 — Well, we all have to die of something...

They exit.

Blackout

Man 1 is on the sofa in striped pyjamas. The breakfast table is set. Woman 2 enters in
a nightgown and seems surprised to see the table already prepared. She pours herself
some coffee and starts sipping it. Man 2 enters, also in striped pyjamas, still half-
asleep.

Woman 2 — Thanks for making breakfast. It's not our wedding anniversary, is it?
Man 2 — Breakfast? It wasn’t me; I just got up...
Woman 2 — Then who was it?

They both look towards Man 1.

Man 2 — Do you think it was him?

Woman 2 — Who else?

Man 2 — Well then... Thank you.

Man 1 - You’re welcome.

Woman 2 — Another new word...

Man 2 — Yes...

Woman 2 — Seems like he’s expanding his vocabulary.
Man 2 — Yes. I even caught him doing my crosswords...

Woman 2 — Maybe he’s starting to get attached to us. He made breakfast to thank us
for letting him stay.

Man 2 — Or he’s trying to make himself likable, so we don’t kick him out.
Woman 2 — True... Kids do that too...
Man 2 — Make breakfast, you mean?

Woman 2 — Try to get people to like them... so they won’t be thrown out. (Pause)
Why didn’t we have kids, by the way?

Man 2 — You were the one who didn’t want them.
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Woman 2 — Me?

Man 2 — I thought you didn’t want any.

Woman 2 — Me? Not at all!

Man 2 — Guess we misunderstood each other.

Woman 2 — Well, it’s too late now anyway.

They look at Man 1.

Man 2 — Bit old to be a child, though, isn’t he?

Woman 2 — Yes... He’s about your age... But he looks a bit younger, doesn’t he?
Man 2 - You don’t even know how old he is!

Woman 2 — [ don’t know... But he doesn’t look his age.

Man 2 — Right, I have my doctor’s appointment this morning.

Woman 2 — And I need to do some shopping. (She turns to Man 1) You’ll be good
while we’re out, won’t you?

Man 2 — I can’t tell if you’re talking to him like he’s a child or a dog!
Woman 2 — You wouldn’t leave a child alone, though.

Man 2 — Maybe, if we’re lucky, he’ll do some cleaning while we’re gone. If he’s
been watching you.

Woman 2 — You’ve been watching me for years, and you’ve yet to learn...
They stand up and exit.
Blackout.

The same living room. Man 1 is sitting on the sofa. Another box, identical to the
previous one, is positioned in a corner of the room. Man 2 and Woman 2 return
together. They hang their coats on the coat rack. Woman glances at Man 1 and
smiles. Then she notices the box, and her smile fades.

Woman 2 — You’ve got to be kidding me...

Man 2 — What? (He notices the box too) No...

Woman 2 — What on earth is that now...?

They look at the box, perplexed.

Man 2 — Do you think more of them will keep showing up?
Woman 2 — [ don’t know.

Man 2 — It’s starting to feel like an invasion, isn’t it?
Woman 2 — An alien invasion, you mean? By post?

Man 2 — It is strange, I’ll give you that.
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Woman 2 — Yeah...
Man 2 — Still, we don’t know what’s in this one yet.
Woman 2 — Go on, open it!

Man 2 opens the box. A woman emerges (played by the actress who was the woman
in the first part). She’s in a nightgown, with a smile on her face.

Man 2 — This time, it’s a woman...

Woman 2 — Looks like we’ve got ourselves a couple.
Man 2 — Do you think they’re...?

Woman 2 — Husband and wife?

Man 2 — Why not?

Woman 2 — They don’t seem to know each other... They’re not saying a word to each
other.

Man 2 — I hope they don’t start multiplying...

Woman 2 — She seems more alert than he does...

Man 2 - You think?

Woman 2 — He doesn’t look particularly clever, does he?

Man 2 — [ don’t know... I played a game of checkers with him yesterday, and he beat
me.

Woman 2 — That still doesn’t tell us what we’re supposed to do with her.
Man 2 — Do you think we should keep her?

Woman 2 — What else can we do?

Man 2 — They re starting to take up quite a bit of space.

Woman 2 — We can’t just leave her standing in the middle of the living room. Let’s
have her sit next to him.

Woman 2 takes Woman 1 by the arm and sits her down next to Man 1 on the sofa.
Man 2 — Soon we won’t even be able to sit on our own sofa.

Woman 2 — If only we had a guest room. But we don’t have any friends.

Man 2 — No, but now I feel like I’'m seeing double.

Woman 2 — You're right. It's more like two households than a foursome.

Man 2 — Yeah...

Silence. Woman 1 leans over to Man 1 and whispers something in his ear.
Woman 2 — [ think she just said something to him...

Man 1 and Woman 1 glance in their direction.
23



Man 2 — Yes... Looks like they’re talking about us...

Woman 2 — What could they be plotting...?

Man 2 — We should ask them.

Woman 2 approaches the other two.

Woman 2 — Were you talking about us?

Woman 1 - Yes...

Man 2 — And... was there something specific you wanted to ask us?
Man 1 — Yes...

Woman 1 — Who are you?

Man 2 and Woman 2 exchange a worried look.

Blackout

Couple 1 is sitting at the table, in pyjamas and nightgown, having breakfast.
Woman 1 — A bit more coffee?

Man 1 — Yes, please.

She fills his cup with a smile. They sip their coffee and grimace.
Woman 1 — Could you pass the sugar, please?

Man 1 — Of course...

He hands her the sugar.

Woman 1 — Thank you. You’re very kind.

They sip their coffee. An awkward silence.

Man 1 — Excuse me, but... do we know each other?

Woman 1 — No, I don’t think so.

Man 1 — That’s what I thought. (4nother pause) Still, I feel like...
Woman 1 — Yes, me too.

Man 1 — Do you remember anything? I mean... before arriving here.
Woman 1 — Absolutely nothing.

Man 1 — Me neither.

They take another sip of coffee.

Woman 1 — This coffee is really terrible.

Man 1 — Yes, we'll have to buy some more.

Couple 2 enters, dressed similarly. They look surprised to see their spots already
taken and aren’t quite sure what to do.
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Man 2 — They’re starting to get a bit too comfortable, don’t you think?
Woman 2 — Yes... It doesn’t feel like it’s our place anymore.
Man 1 — Would you like some coffee?

Woman 1 — It’s still hot.

Man 2 — Yes, thank you...

Woman 2 — I’d like some too. No sugar, please.

Woman 1 serves them two cups.

Man 1 — Please, have a seat.

Woman 1 — We were just finishing anyway.

Couple 1 gets up and exits with a smile.

Man 2 — They’re really quite nice.

Woman 2 — Yes, they left us some coffee.

Man 2 — But as for the bread...

Woman 2 — There are only crumbs left.

Man 2 — Did you sleep well otherwise?

Woman 2 — [ had a strange dream.

Man 2 — Me too.

Woman 2 — [ dreamed I was alive.

Man 2 — How can you dream that you’re alive?

Woman 2 — [ don’t know...

Man 2 — If you’re dreaming that you’re alive, doesn’t that mean you’re already dead?

Woman 2 — Yes, that would be logical. (Pause) So, do you think all of this is just a
dream?

Man 2 — More like a nightmare, then...

Woman 2 — But we exist! If we didn’t exist, we’d know it, wouldn’t we?
Man 2 — Then again, if we don’t exist, how would we know we don’t exist?
Woman 2 — This is getting too complicated for me.

Man 2 — I think, therefore I am. But if I’'m not, I can’t think that I’'m not...
Woman 2 — I’m going to get some more coffee...

Couple 1 enters, now dressed as Couple 2 was, when not in nightwear.
Woman 1 (to Man 1) — Do you think we can leave them alone in the house?

Man 1 — For now, we don’t have much choice.
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Woman 1 (to Couple 2) — We re going out to do a bit of shopping.
Man 2 — Shopping? What kind of shopping?

Woman 1 — We can’t stay dressed like this forever...

Man 1 — Not to mention the food... Don't you ever feel ill, eating all this junk?
Man 2 — Well... We’re used to it...

Woman 1 — We’ll go to the market and buy fresh produce.
Woman 2 — Do you need any money?

Man 1 — There's no need, thank you.

Woman 1 — We took your debit card.

Woman 2 — Ah, very well...

Man 1 — Right... Be good while we’re out...

Couple 1 exits. Couple 2 exchange a perplexed look.

Woman 2 — They’ve left.

Man 2 — Do you think they’ll come back?

Woman 2 — [ hope so... They left with the bank card.

Man 2 — This might sound strange, but when they’re not here, I feel like I exist even
less. Don’t you?

Woman 2 — Yes... (Pause) Where did you put the boxes?

Man 2 — In the broom cupboard.

Woman 2 — I’ll be right back...

Woman 2 exits. Man 2 picks up the newspaper, glances at it, and sets it down again.

Man 2 — It’s yesterday’s, and I’ve already done the crossword. I hope he remembers
to buy today’s paper.

Woman 2 returns with a piece of paper.

Woman 2 — [ couldn’t find the sender’s address...

Man 2 — And?

Woman 2 — But there was a phone number, in tiny print. I wrote it down here.
They examine the piece of paper.

Man 2 — So, what do we do?

Woman 2 - I’ll call...

She dials a number on an old landline phone.

Man 2 — No answer?
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Woman 2 — It’s ringing... Yes, hello! Yes, it’s... Oh, you already know who I am...
So, you’re aware... Right... So I imagine it’s a mistake... No? What do you mean,
no...? Alright... No, no, we’ll wait for your call... Thank you... Yes, same to you...

She hangs up.

Man 2 — Well?

Woman 2 — It’s the Ministry of Being or Not Being.

Man 2 — Ah, yes... Used to be called the Ministry of Being and Nothingness, I think.
Woman 2 — Ministries change names with every government.

Man 2 — And?

Woman 2 — They said they’re our replacements.

Man 2 — Our replacements? What do you mean?

Woman 2 — They reviewed our file. We’re not efficient enough. We don’t work
anymore. We don’t consume enough. We’re ill too often. And our carbon footprint is
catastrophic.

Man 2 — So?

Woman 2 — They’re replacing us.

Man 2 — This is insane... But what are they going to do with us?
Woman 2 — That, [ don’t know yet...

Man 2 — They’re not going to recycle us, are they? Like ordinary packaging?
Woman 2 — They said they’d call back.

Man 2 — Are we just going to accept it?

Woman 2 — What else can we do? It’s the Ministry...

Silence.

Man 2 — So, those two... they’re our replacements.

Woman 2 — Apparently.

Man 2 — But who are they?

Woman 2 — People... with hard drives reformatted.

Man 2 — And we can’t be reformatted?

Woman 2 — They say no... Our model is too outdated... No updates possible
anymore...

Man 2 — Replaced...
Woman 2 — It’s true, we’re not irreplaceable...

Man 2 — Yeah... Maybe we let ourselves go a bit.
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Woman 2 — And now it’s too late... (The phone rings, and she answers) Yes...?
Right... No, no... Okay...

Man 2 — Was that them?

Woman 2 — Yes.

Man 2 — And?

Woman 2 — We have to reuse the boxes for the return of the old models.
Man 2 — The old models... You mean... us?

Silence.

Woman 2 — Do you think our replacements are better than us?

Man 2 — Well, they do seem a bit more... sprightly.

Woman 2 — Sprightly?

Man 2 — And he beat me at checkers...

Pause.

Woman 2 — They don’t say much. They barely know anything.

Man 2 — But apparently, they’re quick learners.

Woman 2 — Yes... As fast as we’re forgetting the little we still know.
Man 2 — What if we got rid of them...?

Woman 2 — Are we even allowed to do that?

Man 2 — Probably not. But then they’d have no one to replace us.
Woman 2 — It’s the Ministry, though... We could get into serious trouble...
Man 2 — Trouble...? Worse than being dead, you mean?

Couple 1 enters, now dressed much more elegantly. They don’t even seem to notice
Couple 2.

Man 1 — We’ll need to think about redecorating.
Woman 1 - Yes... Not to mention the paintwork.
Man 1 — Needs a refresh, as the estate agents say.

Woman 1 — I’ll put the groceries in the fridge. And speaking of fridges, we’ll need to
replace the appliances too...

Man 1 settles onto the sofa and opens a serious-looking newspaper.

Man 2 — You didn’t happen to pick up my crossword puzzle, did you?
Man 1 — Ah, no, sorry... But we could play a game of chess if you’d like.
Man 2 — Chess?
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Woman 2 — You’ll have to teach him, then...
Woman 1 returns and glances at Couple 2.

Woman 1 — They’re still here...

Man 1 — Yes.

Woman 1 — When are they coming to collect them?
Man 1 — They said soon...

Woman 1 - [ feel a bit sorry for them, but still...
Man 1 - Yes... They just couldn’t adapt.

Woman 1 — What are we supposed to do with them in the meantime...?
Man 2 and Woman 2 exchange a worried look.
Blackout

The same living room. Two boxes sit on opposite sides of the stage. Couple 1 re-
enters.

Man 1 — So, 1s it done?

Woman 1 — Yes. I put them in the boxes.

Man 1 — But they’re not staying here, are they?
Woman 1 — They're supposed to come and collect them.
Man 1 — Good.

Silence.

Woman 1 — Do you think one day it’ll be our turn?
Man 1 — Most likely...

Woman 1 — And who will replace us?

Man 1 — Others, I imagine. Better versions of us.
Woman 1 — We’d better keep updating ourselves regularly, then...
Man 1 — How about we get to know each other first?

Woman 1 — Alright. But how can we get to know each other when we don’t even
know ourselves? We don’t remember anything.

Man 1 — That’s true.
Woman 1 — We’re a bit like newborns.

Man 1 — Babies know everything there is to know about themselves and nothing

about the world around them. For us, it's almost the opposite. We've been
refurbished.

Woman 1 — The operating system is still there.
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Man 1 - It’s the memory and personal data that have been wiped.
Woman 1 — We should probably find out a bit about who these people were.
Man 1 — If we’re supposed to replace them...

Woman 1 — [ wonder where they’re being sent back to.

Man 1 — Probably the same place we came from.

Woman 1 — And why did they choose the two of us...

Man 1 — Do you think it wasn’t by chance?

Woman 1 — I don’t know why, but I’'m glad to be here with you.
Man 1 — Me too.

Woman 1 — Maybe we knew each other in another life.

Man 1 — Do you think we were already husband and wife?

Woman 1 — Or maybe we missed each other. We didn’t meet at the right time, or we
met too late.

Man 1 — Then this is our second chance.

Woman 1 — That’s very romantic...

Man 1 — Yes... We should celebrate!

Woman 1 — I think I saw a bottle of whisky in a cupboard.

She steps out briefly. He looks around with a slight look of bewilderment. She returns
with two glasses and hands him one. They toast.

Man 1 — To our meeting, then...

Woman 1 — Or to our reunion, who knows...

They drink.

Man 1 — This is the worst whisky I’ve ever had. Don’t you agree?
Woman 1 — Or maybe I just don’t like whisky...

They look around, then raise their glasses towards the boxes.
Man 1 — One life ending... and a new one beginning...

Woman 1 - Yes... And, given where we’re starting from... things can only improve.
The doorbell rings.

Man 1 — That must be for the boxes...

Blackout.

The End
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