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In loving memory of Rebecca Vassie










Note on Text


buckets can be performed by any number and composition of actors.


Gender, where referenced in dialogue, can generally be switched – ‘he’ for ‘she’, ‘mother’ for ‘father’, etc. Some singular voices could be made plural – ‘we’ for ‘I’, etc.


A line that’s just an ellipsis (…) is a moment where a speaker:


i) wants to communicate but can’t, or


ii) communicates without words, or


iii) refuses to communicate, or


iv) is otherwise occupied


Where a line ends without punctuation, a choice should be made.


A new paragraph usually indicates a change of speaker.


Everything’s an option.


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.










1. Doctor


Of course it’s up to you.


It’s up to me.


It’s your decision. It has to be.


I don’t know how to decide.


There are different schools of thought. About how clearly a child this age can understand the idea of – the concept of – their own death. About whether to know, is to add depression and anxiety to an existing suffering. Whereas some judge that the best thing, the right thing, is simple honesty.


You’re very – patient. You explain things well.


Thank you.


I’ve always meant to ask. Is that your daughter?


No. No it’s my girlfriend. My partner.


Oh.


It’s quite an old photo.


I never thought things were going to – nobody does, I suppose – when I think back to when I found out I was – I just couldn’t have imagined that having a child would be – I don’t know – oncology wards platelet counts nasogastric intubation vomit trays


I won’t pretend that anyone can really imagine what all this is like for you.


When he was three we were out for a walk and we found a bird all splatted on the pavement, it must have dropped out of the sky, you can imagine, its insides oozing over its wings. I tried to distract him steer him away but too late. He was, he was entranced. He looked at it and he said ‘It did all the things it wanted to, so it let its wings rest. Because flying’s hard Mummy.’ That’s – I mean not every three-year-old comes out with stuff like that, do they?


You know your child better than anyone.


The thing is, I think he could handle it. I’m just not sure I could. I’m not sure I could sit there and tell him. I’m not sure I could carry on, him and me, knowing that he knows, with it all out in the open. I think I’d find it easier to continue as we’ve been.


Of course things won’t be quite the same. We won’t be doing the same level of testing. Because we’re stopping treatment, he may have a brief upsurge. Where he has more energy and some of the symptoms that relate to the treatment – the vomiting, the diarrhoea, to an extent the tiredness – these things may actually get better, for a while. What you have therefore is a window, between the easing-off of these symptoms and the overall decline of his health. And this window might be a time to – if there are particular things he’s always wanted to do. Or that you’ve wanted to do together.


We have we did a


Yes.


But – it was all things we’d do when he got better. You know, climb Mount Everest walk to the South Pole see the penguins fly on a commercial spaceship. We’re not going to be able to do any of those things, are we?


Most people don’t manage to do those things even if they’re healthy. Even if they live to a hundred.


…


The danger in not telling him is he may get the impression, now that he is home more of the time and starting to feel better, that he is actually recovering. Which may demotivate him from doing things for which limited time remains.


It’s been such a long road, hasn’t it?


It has.




So many times I’ve sat in this… I feel like I’ve seen more of you these last few years than anyone. Anyone adult I mean. Well no not seen but – had a greater number of meaningful moments. I feel, in a strange way, that I’m going to miss you. Miss being here. That’s strange isn’t it?


I think it’s normal. If it’s useful I could recommend you, there’s this


Will you come to the. To the. Will you come to the


Yes. If you want me to be there.


And yet at some level I hate you.


Well, I


You are so calm. You show no emotion when you deliver information that hits me like a train, like a high-speed train and you’re just. So. Smug. So – certain. Of medical facts. Of probable outcomes. Of what you know and who you are and what you do and why you do it. Because you grew up in time. Didn’t you. You got it right. When you were seventeen. Sixteen. Younger. The choices you made. The exams you sat. That decision to do something so very hard but so very rewarding. You’ve set yourself up, and I’m not saying it was easy but now you’re all charged up and your whole life’s running on its own. And one day you’ll look back and say, Yes. I did okay. But I, I, I. I don’t believe you need your glasses I think they are a prop. Your girlfriend is too young. Your shoes are too shiny. You have too many pens. You’re just so obviously


No I understand, I do, I


Oh god I’m sorry. Why did I do that? I feel sick. I’m so sorry. I wish I




2. Forward Planning


This is what it comes down to. I love you. And I think you’re the one.


Yes.


I think we should be together all our lives.


Like we’ve talked about.


Like we’ve talked about, yes. I think we should do it all and do it first, before everyone else. Get married first, have kids first, baby one nine months after our honeymoon, okay maybe ten maybe eleven but within I don’t know three, three-and-a-half years even allowing some months for slack we have a family, boom, created, so by the time we’re I don’t know forty, ish, our kids are pretty much grown up and we’ll never be crap parents so much older than our kids that we don’t get them and they hate us. By then we have some money and we can travel the world then be retired with a house in Spain or France or, with a pool and chickens for fresh eggs and a shed to paint in and an allotment to plant vegetables we’ll grow and eat. We’ll have grandkids who’ll visit us and we’ll be the coolest grandparents ever, young and up for everything and we’ll be healthy in the sunshine and live really long and not work ourselves to death then cop it a year after retiring at sixty-seven because all we’ll do for the next – twenty years, is save, work hard and save and bring up decent kids, while everyone else is frittering it away on things that don’t matter, one more overpriced drink or crap package holiday or a new phone even though they had the last one two weeks ago. And I think you’re the one to do these things with I really do. This is our dream we dreamed it together.
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