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TWO DAYS IN ROME

SET:

Spain or Portugal. An exclusive holiday resort, a so called pousada, an old castle converted to a hotel. Two terraces/patios, identical, with at least two tables and three chairs at each table – placed in different spots on the stage. Agnes and Jon mostly frequent the Rose terrace, Nina and Filip mostly frequent the Lemon terrace.

An area with parkland/garden: trees, flowers, tennis court, lake, lawn. Preferrably a view of the sea in the distance.

CHARACTERS:

Nina            36             
Married to Filip, whom she met aged only 20, when 

                         

she was a drama student. They have three children. 

                                    
Nina is half-Polish. Grew up, lives and works in a  

                                    
country like Switzerland.                    

Filip            44             
Married to Nina, three children, has been married for 

                                    
16 years. A film director, has made several feature 

                                    
and television films, was a so called young genius, 

                                    
has lately gone over to making documentaries. 

                                    
Lives in a country like Switzerland.

Agnes        44             
Newly married to Jon. Has lived happily with him 

for the past 10 years. No children. She is a screenwriter, 

formerly a stage manager. May be Danish.

Jon             52            
Newly married to Agnes. Has spent the past 10 

                                   
years with her. Formerly married to Ida, an unhappy

                                   
relationship that lasted about 20 years. Only  

                                   
when he met Agnes, the love of his life, did he make 

                                   
the move to leave Ida, by whom he has two sons. 

                                   
He is a director of feature films. May be Danish.

Waiter:   ca 65              
Spanish or Portuguese.

The waiter is present in the hotel garden throughout the play. He watches the couples, some times making things in order for the play to happen, other times he just is there without being noticed, silently looking at them with a little smile. One can get the impression that he knows something more about this play and what will happen. Maybe he even makes things happen.

SCENE 1

In the hotel garden. A woman can be seen in the distance: Nina, walking along a lake. On the Lemon terrace the Waiter is clearing away half-empty glasses, cups and ashtrays, humming gently, wiping tables and chairs.

A couple come walking: Jon and Agnes.

JON:

Let’s move on.

AGNES:

We’ve only just arrived.



JON:

You and time –

AGNES:

I dreamt about you last night. We were driving… inside a large house… a school or some university… driving down a long staircase. We were in the back seat. Somebody else was driving, a man, into a large room full of insects, he turned round, a scarf over his mouth. I thought, we have to get out of here, but the doors were locked. So… I could see water rising and rising outside the house, or was it outside the car? I remember I found it surprising that we were able to breathe… You took my hand and smiled. Strange that I was the only one who was scared.



JON:

I can’t remember what I dreamt. Something… I woke up at one time, saw you sleeping next to me. I felt like waking you.



AGNES

Why didn’t you?



JON:

I thought you were tired, that you needed your sleep.



AGNES

You should have woken me up.

Do you see the woman walking over there by the lake? She looks so sad.



JON:

She’s too far away, you couldn’t tell from here.

AGNES:

…lonely…



JON:

She looks like you.

AGNES:

You couldn’t tell that –



JON:

Something about the way she moves, her hair –

AGNES:

Do you think she has a husband?

JON:

Is it that much worse to be alone than to be with someone?

AGNES:

I bet she goes there wishing she had someone to be with.



JON:

She may be glad to be rid of her man.

AGNES:

It could have been me.

JON:

But you are with me. Let’s go, isn’t it time we moved on? Weren’t we supposed to explore this country? Travel around?

AGNES:

You were the one who wanted to stop here.

I think she has a husband. He may even be dead. Or sick.

JON:

He may be here in the hotel.

AGNES:

Or else they have problems with their children. Some misfortune.

JON:

He is busy looking after the children who are disabled after a train crash while she is finally having time to herself.

AGNES:

Would you have let me walk there in the sunshine all alone?

Would you?



JON:

If you felt like it.

AGNES:

I would have been with you.

JON:

If you had to be alone you had to. 

If I had things to do that you couldn’t share. 

Wouldn’t you?



AGNES

No.



JON

What, no?

AGNES:

To think that we’ll die soon.

JON:

Not soon. Why do you say that?

AGNES:

We will. Life isn’t long enough.

JON:


We met too late.

AGNES:

It’s at the other end that it’s not long enough.



JON:

But we did meet.

AGNES:

I’ve given you my whole life. All that lay ahead I chose to share with you. You can’t do that many times in life. 

You grow old.



JON:

Older.

AGNES:

In my novel I’m writing about our past history. Our shared past. The past I wish we had been able to share.



JON:

You weren’t supposed to do any writing these days.



AGNES:

I won’t. It’s just that all of this brings me both closer and further away from everything.

JON:

But we’re here now.



AGNES

It’s like watching us from outside. Look! Someone is approaching her.. A man, I knew it.



JON

As I said.



AGNES

Maybe they love each other after all. But something is dividing them, a sort of distance.



JON

She owes him something. He saved her from –



AGNES

She saved him. From loneliness, maybe.



JON

It didn’t work, though.  

She looks like you. The way she moves, holding out her hand towards him. Her hair.

AGNES:

No. Anyway, she’s younger. Come. They may see us, standing here staring.

Agnes starts to move, Jon follows her.

JON:

I like it. Our stories.

The Waiter has now arrived at the Rose terrace where he also tidies away some empty glasses, wipes the table, sweeps the terrace, replaces the chairs, all the while humming gently.

SCENE 2

Another part of the hotel garden. A man is approaching the woman Agnes and Jon have been talking about. They are Filip and Nina.

NINA:

So you came after all?

FILIP:

Why wouldn’t I?

NINA:

Because I’m not interesting enough.

FILIP:
You are.

NINA:

But I have given you three children, haven’t I?

FILIP:

Why are you like this?

NINA:

Because it’s hot and I’ve been on my own for too long. After all, we’re married.

FILIP:

You know very well I have to work.

NINA:

I do indeed. You have to think.

FILIP:
And you don’t – isn’t that what you ‘re suggesting? What am I supposed to say next?

NINA:

You take the words out of my mouth. Just like the images, even my dreams you took away. I don’t know who I am because I don’t know what you think.

FILIP:

Understand.

NINA:

Maybe. What you understand. But I am fond of you.

FILIP:

Please try to control yourself. Remember how ill I’ve been. 

NINA:

How long are you going to let that be an excuse?

FILIP:
It may come back.

NINA:
I know. It’s just that –

FILIP:
Isn’t this lovely? The weather –

NINA:

Sure. The sky is all blue.




FILIP:

And it’s green.




NINA:

Nice and green.

FILIP:
Aren’t you enjoying it?

NINA:
I just don’t know.

FILIP:
What about a gin and tonic? Let’s go and sit on the terrace.

NINA:
We could do that.

FILIP:

We just need to be quiet, by ourselves. Float in space. Not think of illness, not think of the children.

NINA:

I keep thinking of them. I can’t help it.

FILIP:
It’s not easy.

NINA:
You’ve got your work.

FILIP:
So do you.

NINA:
Not like you. Not all the time. And it’s not as important.

FILIP:

But you always say… You need it. To find yourself, right?

NINA:

That’s metaphorical. I don’t mean all the time.

FILIP:
But you can do things on your own as well. We don’t have to spend all the time together, do we? That’s not how you like it either, is it?

NINA:
I’ve gone into town three times without you. It’s not a big place. They have a square with a few cafés and a market. One of the houses had a balcony where the doors had been left open and the long light curtains wafted in the breeze. Someone stood there in the shadows peering out. I believe I saw him – or her. He withdrew into the room as soon as I looked up.

FILIP:
Why don’t you buy presents for the children?

NINA:

I have.

FILIP:

Let’s have a drink.

They walk towards the Lemon terrace.

SCENE 3

Another part of the hotel garden. Agnes and Jon are on their way to the Rose terrace, holding each other tight. After a while they sit down there.

AGNES:

Ten years.

JON:

Is it that long?



AGNES:

It should have been longer.

JON:

It gets better and better. You and me.

AGNES:

There shouldn’t have been room to fit in the others.



JON:

The others?

AGNES:

What happened before you knew I existed.

JON:

Oh that. Well, no…



AGNES:

Do you never think of them?



JON:

Who?



AGNES:

Those who would have walked with you here today, if I hadn’t appeared.

JON:

No.

AGNES:

It must happen sometimes.




JON:

Are you saying this because you do?

AGNES:

I think of them, It actually makes me jealous to think how much in love you must have been.

JON:

Think of your past, I mean.

AGNES:

Even though you’re here with me. It’s funny. Stupid. 



JON

I’m sure you too think of things you’ve missed out on?



AGNES:

Why would I?



JON:

I believe you do.




AGNES:

So you do then. Is it your wife?



JON

You?



AGNES:

Your ex-wife, I mean.



JON:

I don’t, but I guess you do.

Why would you bring it up if not -

AGNES
But I love you. You’re so good for me. So nice. We fit so well together. 

Our bodies should be together.



JON:

That’s it.



AGNES

Perhaps I need to destroy things.




JON:

But this simply is. You couldn’t destroy this. Not you, being so lovely, so – good.

She caresses him, they embrace.

AGNES:

I’m so glad we came here. This beautiful place.

JON:

But we were going to travel around, remember? Not just stay in one place.

Waiter enters, bows.

AGNES:

Now, it’s good to be here. To feel the peace, to feel that everything just exists, that nothing is planned, prearranged. 

JON:

But it is. We came here, asked if there were any vacant rooms.



AGNES:

You were the one who wanted to stop. Two glasses of dry white wine please.

Waiter bows and leaves.





JON:



We agreed. 
AGNES: 

And now you want to move on.

JON:

Yes.

AGNES:

Elsewhere.




JON:

That’s life.

AGNES:

I’m considering it, but I don’t really like the idea. Perhaps I’m just not right for this.

JON:

 Come on. I can make the plans, it’s no problem. I will go in, get the map, book a car, and    

 then, off we go.

AGNES:

I want to have a word in this too.

Waiter brings the white wine, leaves straight away.





JON

We’ll do it together then.

AGNES:

In a minute. Now I just want to feel your hand. 

SCENE 4

The Lemon terrace. Nina, humming, is sitting in a comfortable rattan chair, drinking a gin and tonic. It’s cool in the shade; otherwise the summer’s day has an unearthly beauty. She is wearing light-weight. light-coloured, elegant clothes. Agnes enters, dressed strikingly like Nina. Nina sits very still, not moving, just humming.

AGNES:

May I sit down?

NINA:

Sure.

AGNES:

Am I disturbing you?




NINA

Not at all. I was just about to leave,

Waiter enters.





AGNES
I’d like some still mineral water. please.

Waiter nods, leaves briskly. 

AGNES: (cont.)
There’s something familiar about you. We saw you from far away.

NINA:

I was in a film a few years back. It was released internationally.



AGNES:

Really?



NINA:

Yeah.

AGNES:

I thought you were perhaps someone I’d met before, but you’re not, I can see that now.

-- 

Isn’t this a marvellous place? My husband wants to move on, but I’d rather stay. It’s so lovely and peaceful.

NINA:
I’m bored.

Waiter brings mineral water for Agnes. Watches Nina intently but briskly, then quickly withdraws.



AGNES:

He said we looked alike. That it was like seeing me. When we saw you over by the lake. But I could tell you were younger than me.

NINA:

Yeah.

AGNES:

Much younger. 

NINA

Yeah.

AGNES

I am disturbing you.



NINA:

I’m just sitting here waiting. I have a husband who is always busy with new projects.



AGNES

All… modern… people seem to be very busy… all the time.



NINA:

And when you have children as well.



AGNES:

I don’t have any children.



NINA

What a shame.



AGNES:

My husband had children when we met.



NINA:

I mean they’re hard work. But they bring a lot of joy too.



AGNES:

Two boys.

A man – Filip, Nina’s husband, walks in from far away. He approaches the two women. Only Agnes sees him coming – she stares at him, more and more in recognition, but says nothing.

NINA:

You have to feed them and collect them from school and wash their clothes. But I wouldn’t have been without them. In some strange way they give meaning to life.



AGNES:

You’re lucky.



NINA

I suppose I am.

Agnes gets up, looks at Filip, he looks at her.




AGNES

I’d better go.

Agnes leaves before Nina gets around to answering her. Agnes and Filip pass each other, slowly, erotically. It is obvious that they know each other from before. 

Nina empties her glass. Filip comes up to her.

NINA: (getting up)

It’s you.



FILIP

Let’s go.

Who was that?

NINA:

Some woman. She tried to get talking to me but I couldn’t be bothered. People are so boring. Just agree with everything you say.



FILIP:

That’s what you like.

NINA:

She didn’t even know who I was.

SCENE 5

The Rose terrace. Jon is sitting with his cellphone over a large detailed road map. Agnes enters.

JON:

We’re staying. I’ve thought of what you said. We’ll stay here.

      
AGNES:

We’ll go.  

JON:

There were no hire cars available for the rest of this week. I’ve booked one for Monday.

AGNES:

Not until then?



JON:

You wanted to stay.

AGNES:

We have to leave. You said you wanted to.



JON:

But you didn’t. Now I’ve changed my mind and agree with you. So if you suddenly tell me you want to leave, it can only be that you’ve changed your mind just to please me. 



AGNES:

We have to leave.



JON:

But I’ve made up my mind. I want what you want. We’re together – I want to go along with you. Really, there’s nothing I’ d rather do than go along with you.



AGNES:

But I’ve changed my mind.



JON:

The car is booked for Monday, there’s nothing we can do about it.

AGNES:

So we’re doing what you want after all.



JON

But you don’t want to leave. Not really.



AGNES:

Remember I told you I did.



JON:

What?



AGNES:

I met her, you know. I talked to her.



JON:

Who?



AGNES:

The woman we saw. Over by the lake this morning.



JON:

Your lonely lady?



AGNES:

I think she’s Swiss.



JON:

We’re staying.



AGNES:

She has a husband.



JON:

I told you so.



AGNES:

It seems she’s an actress.



JON:

So?


AGNES:

I thought perhaps you knew her, knew who she was.



JON

So who is she?

AGNES:

She didn’t give me her name. I didn’t ask. I didn’t give her mine either. She has a husband.

       
JON:
So you said.

AGNES:

Why didn’t you want us to have children?

     
JON:
Oh God.

        
AGNES:
Tell me again.

 
JON:
Because I was finished with all that.

 
AGNES:
You didn’t think of me.
       
JON:
I was thinking of us. All our dreams of travelling, long days in bed, a glass of wine at a bar.

       
AGNES:
I gave in.

       
JON:
We never even discussed it.

       
AGNES:
Jon -- let’s go.

      
JON:
We’ll go on Monday.

      
AGNES:
I love you, I want everything to be right for us.

JON:

You’re regretting it. You want children.

AGNES:

Perhaps I do. But I don’t regret anything. We have only one life.

JON:

We have each other. We can travel wherever we like. Now we’re here –

AGNES: 

In this lovely place.

JON:

And then we’ll move on.

        
AGNES:
On Monday. No later. We have to move on.

      
JON:
That’s what I said.

SCENE 6

The Lemon terrace, morning. Filip is sitting with his laptop open but not writing. Agnes enters (wearing sunglasses).

   
FILIP:
Where is your husband?

      
AGNES:
Buying the papers. And your… wife?

      
FILIP:
In town. Buying presents for the kids. Won’t you sit down?

       
AGNES:
I don’t know.

     
FILIP:
I’ve dreamt of this moment so long.

AGNES: 

For years I dreamt that you would suddenly appear some place or other. Without warning, and yet as if it were meant to be. I looked for you in all sorts of airports. Frankfurt, Brussels, Paris, Los Angeles, Athens.

         
FILIP:
It must be fate.

    
AGNES:
I never thought you believed in fate.

       
FILIP:
You got married.

       
AGNES:
Many years later. You never divorced.

      
FILIP:
It was impossible. I thought you understood that. She didn’t have anyone else. We had a child.  

       
AGNES
Three, I hear.

FILIP

I was stuck.

     
AGNES
Don’t you remember you said you were going to leave her?

There was never a conclusion.

I –

    
FILIP:
Or a real beginning.

Agnes takes off her sunglasses, puts them on the table.

       
AGNES:
Perhaps not even that.

   
FILIP:
I’ve dreamt of this moment.

AGNES:

You backed off.

       
FILIP:
It was too difficult. 

Waiter enters, nods discreetly. Filip, annoyed, dismisses him.

AGNES: 

You didn’t come. I went to Amsterdam. I sat waiting for you in a hotel in Amsterdam.

     
FILIP:
My father died.

     
AGNES:
That was earlier, don’t lie to me.

  
FILIP
She was pregnant.  

    
AGNES
That was later.

    
FILIP:
It was too much. But now… It was always you.

    
AGNES:
You’re too late.

     
FILIP:
I’ve always dreamt of you.

I sat behind you in the auditorium, your perfume, the large hat. You turned to talk to your friend, I thought you were Italian, your accent was perfect, your movements. I sat behind you. I was watching you.

       
AGNES:
I had no friend there.

    
FILIP:
You turned round and looked at me.

    
AGNES:
I could feel your eyes at the back of my head.

      
FILIP:
You were so beautiful –

    
AGNES:
Don’t.
FILIP:

Such an amazingly wise and fascinating woman. I never thought you’d even notice me.

      
AGNES:
They were all talking about you. You were a talented director.

FILIP:

I was young. Stupid, perhaps.

   
AGNES:
You weren’t lacking in confidence anyhow.

      
FILIP:
It was fantastic, unreal. Our conversations – I can still go through them, try to remember how we talked, moving from one topic to the other. Your associations –

AGNES:

Don’t.

FILIP:
And the last kiss. We got out of the taxi at the international terminal, each to go back to ours – You stayed with me forever.

      
AGNES:
I’ve often had a feeling –

    
FILIP:
A feeling of what?

       
AGNES:
That you’re thinking of me. At times I imagined it was love.

     
FILIP:
Isn’t that enough?

AGNES:

No. I never knew who you were. I didn’t understand what was happening to me. I had no one to talk to. Like now. I don’t know who you are now.

FILIP:

Have you forgotten?

AGNES:

How long do you think one can live on the recollection of one meeting?

      
FILIP:
I wanted to share my life with you.

       
AGNES:
You stayed with Nina.

    
FILIP:
It became too complicated… too many feelings, I suppose…

AGNES:

Why don’t you just go somewhere else?

     
FILIP:
There’s no other place I want to be.

Filip strokes Agnes’s cheek, takes her hand. She lets him do it, but then quickly pulls it back.

AGNES:

Take your wife and go anywhere you like – the Algarve.

Agnes leaves, sees Jon in the distance, runs to him and thrusts her arms around his neck. He pulls her close. 

Filip leans his head in his hands. Nina enters, puts down a drink with a thud and sits down straight opposite him. She watches him silently for a long time. Suddenly she gets up and leaves again. Filip gets up, follows Nina.

SCENE 7

The Lemon terrace. Jon enters, sits down, opens up an English newspaper, drinks from Nina’s glass in deep draughts. Nina returns.





NINA:

That glass…

JON:

Sorry?

       
NINA:
It’s mine.

JON: (with a laugh)

Oh? I’m sorry. I thought it was Agnes’. I do apologize. I don’t know what I was thinking, I was busy reading the paper, I just drank from it.

      
NINA:
Is Agnes the person you’re travelling with?

     
JON:
My wife.

     
NINA:
I think I know who she is. She said you had both seen me yesterday.

     
JON:
Oh yes, it’s you. Well we did. So you are…?

NINA: (holding out her hand)

Nina Moklawsky.

    
JON:
The actress?

        
NINA:
Yeah.

    
JON:
She told me about you. She’ll be here any moment, she just went to get her sunglasses.

     
NINA:
But they are right here.

JON:

Perhaps she forgot. Does your husband work in film as well?

       
NINA:
He writes and directs.

       
JON:
That’s what we do, too. I mean, I’m a director. She is the writer.

        
NINA:
How interesting.

   
JON:
Well – it depends.

NINA: (laughs)

I suppose so.

   
JON:
She’s very good, It’s not that. But not everyone is.

      
NINA:
You’re quite right. My husband is good, too, I don’t mean anything else.

        
JON:
You do look familiar. Could I have seen you in something?

        
NINA:
I did a film a few years ago, it was on international release. “Homer’s bedside”.

JON:

I’m not sure. I’ve seen so much, it could have been some other film just as well.

     
NINA:
I do stage work too. Where are you from?

     
JON:
Denmark. But we travel a lot. Perhaps I’ll remember all of a sudden. I’ll tell you if I do. I’d better go and find her. We’re going to explore the surroundings, walk down to the sea.

    
NINA:
That sounds lovely.
JON:

It was nice meeting you. See you.

       
NINA:
Yeah. Maybe a drink later on?

All four of us, I mean?





JON

Sure. See you.

Jon takes Agnes’s sunglasses. Agnes comes rushing past in the distance. He waits for her.

SCENE 8

The Rose terrace. Filip, Nina and Agnes are sitting there, Jon is bringing a fourth chair from the Lemon terrace. He sits down. On the table are snacks and four wine glasses. The Waiter uncorks and pours a bottle of wine, then leaves.

AGNES:

Oh good. You found a chair.

Filip reaches for a wine glass, Agnes who is closest passes it to him. They touch accidentally. The other two don’t notice, but the two of them are very aware of it.

NINA:

So you’re all in the same business.

AGNES:

As a screenwriter, I don’t get to see much of the business.



JON:

She’s working on a novel at the moment. So – cheers. Nice to meet you.

      
FILIP:
Indeed. A novel?

     
JON:
Have you come here like us, to get away from it all?

NINA:

That would be overstating it.

FILIP:

Of course. To get away from everyday life. We have a babysitter for one week. This place is just perfect.

      
JON:
Isn’t it?

Agnes, lost in thought, is not following the conversation. Smiles at Jon, disoriented.

JON: (cont.)

Agnes? It is a lovely place, isn’t it?

   
AGNES:
It’s amazing how lucky we’ve been with the weather.

      
JON:
That’s perfect too. Nice and warm. What else could one wish for?

        
FILIP:
No, what else?

NINA:

How was the sea?

     
JON:
We had a great walk. What did you do today?

    
NINA:
We certainly didn’t go for a walk.

JON: 

Well there are other things to do…

Jon holds Agnes close, she breaks away. He looks at her, surprised.

     
FILIP:
There was something I had to write.

      
NINA:
He’s become inspired all of a sudden. He won’t even tell me what he’s working on.

FILIP: (turning to Agnes)

There were so many things that had to come together. Bricks I hadn’t managed to fit in before.

    
JON:
That’s when you simply have to get it down on paper. I know. Is it a feature you’re working on?

  
FILIP:
I’m not quite sure what it is.

     
NINA:
About time if so.

  
AGNES:
You’re not doing films any more?

   
NINA:
All he’s done lately is documentaries.

   
FILIP:
Portraying reality.

Nina laughs. Agnes laughs politely.

NINA: 

Reality! What does that mean?

JON:

Documentary work can be very interesting.

      
NINA:
Drama is much more moving. If you want to communicate something to your audience –make them understand, make them change something in their own life.

      
FILIP:
And it provides work for actors.

NINA:

Come on.

   
AGNES:
But what you’re writing now is not documentary?

    
FILIP:
It is in a way. It’s about my own reality, but so far I don’t know just how real that is.

    
NINA:
I can’t wait to read it.

      
JON:
Let’s drink to Inspiration!

Nina has a few extra draughts.

      
NINA:
He’s not good at taking time out. Sometimes that becomes really boring.

JON:

But now you’re here. You can’t just harvest, you have to sow as well.

Nina laughs. Drinks.

AGNES:

He means ... you mustn’t forget to .. to ... live, you can’t really ... reflect .. life unless you’re .. living it. Does that make any sense?

FILIP:

Perfect sense. I’m sure he’s right. I’ll do my best.

   
NINA:
Good. The kids and I spend too much time on our own.

   
FILIP:
Do you have children?

   
JON:
Two boys. But I’m glad to say, they’re growing up.

AGNES: (adding quickly)

They are twenty and fifteen. We don’t have any children together.

     
JON:
They live with their mother. She took it badly when I left. I couldn’t very well take the children from her as well.

   
NINA:
Oh dear, it sounds awful put that way.

They all seize their glasses.

JON:

But we have a chance to travel and enjoy ourselves.

      
FILIP:
Good.

    
JON:
Have you been to Capri?

     
NINA:
I certainly haven’t.

     
JON:
We were there last year. It was fantastic.

    
AGNES:
Jon.

   
JON:
It really was. One of the best trips we’ve had.

     
AGNES:
It was for work. I finished the script for Jon’s next film.

   
NINA:
How exciting.

JON:

You simply have to go to Capri. We went exploring, had lovely food, and an incredible view from the house we rented.

       
AGNES:
We went into some caves. I felt my chest contract, such a strange feeling, almost as if I knew it was about to happen. What we’re waiting for. All of us.

NINA:

Oh god -

 
FILIP:
What?

    
AGNES:
Death. Not literally, but the feeling was real enough.

    
JON:
You never told me that.

    
AGNES:
Don’t you remember? We talked afterwards about time. How little time we have here.

   
JON:
I remember that.

Jon holds Agnes tight, she leans into him. Filip gets up.

   
NINA:
What are you doing?
--

Filip?

JON:

Cheers!

NINA:

Take your glass then!

Filip sits down again.

 
AGNES:
Cheers -

   
FILIP:
Do you play tennis?

  
AGNES:
A little.

      
JON:
Agnes is good. I’m completely mediocre. Last night we had dinner in a very nice place, in a sort of garden with fountains. Have you been eating here at the hotel?

    
FILIP:
We might try a double tomorrow?

    
NINA:
Every night. Why don’t we have dinner together?

  
JON:
That would be great. Wouldn’t it, Agnes? 

AGNES: (clearing her throat)

Oh yes.

FILIP:

If you can put up with a pair of boring Swiss like us?

       
NINA:
I’m Polish.

     
FILIP:
She’s half-Polish.

     
JON:
It would be interesting to discuss possibilities for co-production, especially now with the new media programme. We were against the EU, but for people working in the arts it’s quite useful.

FILIP:

There’s plenty of funding available, yes.

    
JON:
So we’d better dig into it.

Filip laughs out loud. Nina smiles and laughs. Agnes clasps her head, suggesting that she is suffering from a headache. Discreetly she produces some headache pills and takes a couple, washing them down with wine. 

The others get up, drain their glasses. Agnes remains sitting. Jon returns to Agnes.

JON: (in a low voice)

What’s the matter?

      
AGNES:
Nothing. I’m just tired.

      
JON:
Don’t you want to have dinner with them? Don’t you like them?

AGNES:

Oh yes. They’re… very nice.

    
JON:
Tomorrow we’ll be on our own again, okay?

Agnes kisses Jon, he puts his arm around her shoulders, they follow the others.

SCENE 9A  

It is late. Nina and Filip are walking through the garden. Jon and Agnes are walking in another part of the garden.

NINA:

Please -- not so fast.

Nina stumbles, giggles. Filip goes back, stands watching her, comes to assist her as she is about to fall. She leans against him, strokes his hair.

FILIP:

I said I have a headache.

NINA:

Typical that we had to be the first to leave.

FILIP:

I’m sure they were glad to see the end of us.

NINA:

Why? I think they are delightful. They seem so… settled, somehow. Peaceful. I love people who aren’t in the least affected.

FILIP:

Like yourself, you mean?

       
NINA:
Stop. I just mean they seem genuine. Even though they’re obviously successful.

FILIP:

Like us?

    
NINA:
Anyhow, I enjoy their company.

    
FILIP:
Especially his?

NINA:

He’s very open. She is a bit more reserved. Poor thing. Fancy not having kids. But they seem very happy together. She is pretty. I wonder if I’ll be as well preserved. Do you think I will? Be as beautiful as her in ten years’ time? Ten years is a long time.

  
FILIP:
Eight.

    
NINA:
What?

    
FILIP:
Eight years. She’s the same age as I. I am eight years older than you.

      
NINA:
Oh? Well, eight years then. That’s a long time too. What if we became real friends with them. Proper friends. We don’t have any couple for friends. Only guys we meet at opening nights and such. No proper friends we share.

FILIP:

I suppose that’s my fault.

NINA:

What do you think they make of us?

Filip says nothing. He starts walking.

NINA: (annoyed, calls out)

What do they think of us?

FILIP:

Probably that you drink too much and that I’m full of shit.

Filip walks on. Nina, unsteadily, follows.

SCENE 9B 

Late night. Agnes and Jon are walking through the garden. This happens at the same time as 9A.

JON:

You looked so beautiful tonight.

    
AGNES:
Really?

     
JON:
They’re nice.

   
AGNES:
You’re nice too, you know

JON:

You were silent.

      
AGNES:
I had a headache.

JON:

I thought you wanted to get to know people.

You say that -

     
AGNES:
- not all people.

    
JON:
Why?

       
AGNES:
oh Jon, sorry -

JON:

I’m sorry.

      
AGNES:
It’s just .. 

      
JON:
What?

    
AGNES:
Nothing -

     
JON:

You always get back at me for not being social -

So I decided I would do something different.



AGNES:

It’s good. You do a good job with the woman

She likes you.


JON:



He likes you.



       
AGNES:
No.

   
JON:
I can see it.

      
AGNES:
Don’t.

Please -

Don’t.

    
JON:
I can -

AGNES:

Don’t worry.

JON:

I can’t help it.

AGNES:
Let’s leave.

     
JON:
We’re going on Monday.

      
AGNES:
Not any later, okey?

JON:

Okey.

I like them.

You’re going to play tennis tomorrow, aren’t you?

  
AGNES:
I guess. You insisted.

       
JON:

It was him. I couldn’t actually say no, could I?

You didn’t say anything.



AGNES:

I had a headache.



JON:

Just make sure you win.

He’s a bit too … that guy, someone should beat him.

    
ANGES:
Maybe you should have a try?

Jon laughs.

    
JON:
Are we going to sleep now?

   
AGNES:
Just close your eyes.

SCENE 10

The Lemon terrace, late morning. Nina and Jon are sitting together. Sunglasses and books. In the distance, Filip and Agnes are playing tennis. The Waiter brings a drink for Nina and an espresso for Jon, clears away a couple of wine glasses and leaves while Jon is talking. Then the Waiter brings back the chair Jon had moved to the Rose terrace. The Waiter produces a letter, which he seems intent on giving to Nina. He remains for a moment standing with the letter in his hand before changing his mind and leaving without parting with the letter.

JON:

I love her. It has never occurred to me not to. I broke up from an entire existence for her sake. Not for hers, but for my own, she would say.

You have to both trust each other. I must admit that it makes me jealous to see them together, but that feeling is irrelevant. I try to get a grip on myself, let it pass, not read too much into it. Perhaps you and I should also have a go at playing?

NINA:

I quite enjoy sitting here. We are on holiday.
What if it was the other way round? You and I. And them.

     
JON:
You and I? And them?

       
NINA:
I almost wish it were. He’s difficult to understand.

     
JON:
You think I’m easier?

      
NINA:
Better at talking, perhaps. But I can’t tell for sure. We don’t know each other.

   
JON:
He was very quiet yesterday.

     
NINA:
He said he had a headache. But why should he have a headache? He makes it sound as if it were my fault. Sorry, I keep going on about myself. When are you leaving?

JON:

Soon. We’re going to rent a car and drive on to some other place that takes our fancy. Exploring, as it were.

         
NINA:
You seem so peaceful, the two of you. Perhaps that’s it. You’d be a nice person to live with. And so would she.

JON:

We’ll stop off somewhere for a few days. We’ve agreed to take it just as it comes. That’s the other reason. I have to stick to it. You’re a beautiful woman, Nina. You remind me of her, in fact.

      
NINA:
I’m younger.

    
JON:
And she is younger than me. Not that it matters.

      
NINA:
But I feel old. Stuck in a rut.

   
JON:
You’ve been married for fifteen years?

NINA:

Almost sixteen. It feels like my entire life. We have three children.

     
JON:
I had been married for twenty years when I met her. I was lonely, longing for something else, someone to be with, talk to. Live… with. Then we met. And I left Ida.

    
NINA:
Filip may leave me.

      
JON:
Agnes and I have been together now for ten years. Ten years.

      
NINA:
That’s a long time too.

    
JON:
Too short, she’d say.

   
NINA:
He’s so... distant. He was ill, expecting to die… he became even more self-absorbed. It didn’t occur to him that we were just as scared. The children couldn’t understand a thing.

And now... he seems to be sleeping away from me.

I’ve gone into the town four times without him. Me alone at a cafétable in the square. Can you imagine? One of the houses has a balcony where the doors are left open and the long light curtains wafts in the breeze. Someone’s standing in the shadows peering out. 

But Filips never comes with me. Before long, we won’t talk to each other at all.
JON:
You don’t deserve that. Have you talked to him about it?

NINA:
Didn’t you hear me? He doesn’t talk to me. I’m not good enough for him. He dreams about some lady he met fifteen years ago. Someone he can’t forget.

JON:
He’s told you that?

NINA:
It came out when he was ill.

JON:

I’m sure it’s not that serious.

NINA:

He was convinced he was going to die. It made him so honest, he forgot about my feelings.

JON:

How unnecessary.

NINA:

But he survived. Apparently, they’d been together in Rome. For two days. Two days – what is that? He said they didn’t even sleep together. Not that I believe it. Two hot days. It’s easy then to be beautiful, elegant, intelligent. Without children wearing you out or a job draining you of the rest of your strength. 

They met at a seminar. Seminar! She was mysterious, an unearthly beauty, wearing a large broad-brimmed hat and a velvet cape. They just looked at each other and realised they belonged together. The two of them. They had lunch together, looked deep in each other’s eyes and then – I’m sure they went to bed. I feel so ugly.

JON:
I’m sure all he wanted was an adventure. That’s what it sounds like. Who would go to a seminar wearing a broad-brimmed hat?

NINA:
She spoke fluent Italian. At first he thought she was from there, but then he discovered she was Finnish or something. Made it even more exotic. They communicated so well, he said.

Jon wipes away her tears. 

NINA

And I was at home waiting. We had just married!

She sobs. He turns to check if Agnes can see him. Nina goes on weeping, puts her arms around his neck, he gets up unsteadily but she won’t let go of him. Tries to release himself, but she holds him tight, words pouring out of her. While she talks the Waiter enters, stands for a while watching the scene, before leaving again without being noticed by them.

NINA:

You probably think I should leave him. It’s what everyone tells me. Why don’t you dump him? But I can’t. I don’t want to leave him. I couldn’t. And don’t you tell me that the children wouldn’t suffer. It’s a classic. Such a cliché. All the people we know are divorced.

Anyway, he’d have been the same with someone else. I’m no better myself. He complains I’m always moaning. But that’s not so strange. I can’t take any more, I feel so hemmed in.

Now he’s laughing, having fun. As long as he doesn’t have to be with me.

JON:

It sounds as if you don’t even like him.

      
NINA:
Maybe I hate him. It’s so strong, and I don’t understand a thing. As if I was paralysed. And I know it will go on for years, for ever.

     
JON:
You mean your life will never be any different?

   
NINA:
Fuck you! Don’t try that therapy stuff on me.

JON:

I’m sorry.

     
NINA:
Fuck – fuck! I can’t even get angry. It’s fucking awful.

     
JON:
So yell a bit more.

     
NINA:
Don’t you ever get cross?

JON:

Oh sure, I can get furious. Some of our arguments are pretty heated. But we both agree that it’s... better to... to ... let it out than let it fester. 

SCENE 11

Agnes and Filip at the tennis court.

FILIP:

So say something.

  
AGNES:
I’d rather not.

       
FILIP:
 I dreamt about you last night. I was walking on an enormous motorway. Only myself and the road. The sun was setting, it got darker and darker, there was forest on both sides of the road, and as darkness fell, the forest seemed to close in on the road. I could hear cars, but they were far away. Have they forgotten that this is a motorway? I thought, and at that moment I knew I’d been mistaken, that the real road was the other side of the forest. Then I saw you. It was so unreal, like a kind of vision, and you were sitting on a rock eating a picnic, next to you was a sack. Only as I got closer did I realize it was you, or the one I’d been searching for. But it was you, clearly your features –

   
AGNES:
And?

    
FILIP:
I woke up. Nina was weeping. I didn’t know what to do. I was enthralled by you, what you do to me.

     
AGNES:
Don’t.

       
FILIP:
You love me.

AGNES:

You can’t say that. The option was there, I allowed myself to soar for a while, but you let me fall so heavily. One night I met Jon, and everything changed. We love each other, we’re in it together. You have a wife.

      
FILIP:
Don’t you understand that I wish it was you?

       
AGNES:
Why didn’t you realize it then? It was there when I turned round and saw you sitting behind me, smiling. That was the moment. The option. We stood leaning against the counter of some café bar, drinking espresso, peering at each other. Curious, playful, I believe I was smiling all the time. You held out your hand, pulled me close because some fellow with a saxophone wanted to get by through the crowd. Your weight, the balance, the way you did it. So lightly, yet with something else beneath. Something I liked. You were like a big lion. Do you remember the poems by Rilke that we read together?

     
FILIP:
Rilke?

  
AGNES:
And the cheap wine we bought? How we stayed by the Fontana di Trevi kissing, seeing the people we were to have dinner with walk away? We lost them intentionally. How we laughed.

      
FILIP:
All I remember is the darkness in your eyes.

      
AGNES:
I felt bad. You were married, remember.

      
FILIP:
I was. I didn’t –   couldn’t –

      
AGNES:
It was wrong and yet –

       
FILIP:
I didn’t want it to be wrong.

        
AGNES:
Those two days were like two years.

     
FILIP:
We have to –

      
AGNES:
No. You were the one who called me after I came home. You gave me false hopes. I waited, I thought –

I didn’t forget you. What did your brother say?  

      
FILIP:
My brother?

      
AGNES:
Don’t you remember he called and you told him about me, said that you had found the love of your life?

FILIP:

He reminded me some times yes.

     
AGNES:
And I believed in you, I thought you were somehow special.

      
FILIP:
Not me. You are. Our meeting. Your intensity, my certainty. We reflected each other. My intensity, your certainty.

     
AGNES:
Nice words.

     
FILIP:
You don’t believe me.

AGNES:

I believed you then. The first years I felt it when you had difficulties, when you were anywhere near, when you decided to give me up. 

       
FILIP:
And the last years?

     
AGNES:
Not now. I know you’ve been ill, Nina told me yesterday. But I never sensed it  –

      
FILIP:
That’s when I realized that I’ll never forget you.

   
AGNES:
I regret we didn’t sleep together. So good we were. You were married and had to leave her first, right? Not having had you seems a waste. I’ve given away years of my life without knowing if it actually was worth waiting for –   

Filip takes her hand. She checks to see if anyone notices, then lets him have it.

  
FILIP
Agnes –

    
AGNES
Don’t. Don’t say my name.

FILIP:

We should have had all our nights together, I just didn’t realize it. I had cancer.

        
AGNES:
You have your children.

      
FILIP:
And Nina.

      
AGNES:
A family.

    
FILIP:
It’s you I love.

 
AGNES:

You are crazy.


FILIP:
I was ill.

AGNES:
You told me.

FILIP:
It makes you see everything in a different perspective. Suddenly you weep again.

AGNES:
Why didn’t you get back to me?

FILIP:
I was going to. I just had to pull myself together a bit more. I had so much to make up for –

AGNES:

Your career was the most important?

FILIP:
I don’t have a career. I’ve just tried to survive, make the most of it. I couldn’t make any more features. When I made most money and had the most prestigious projects, it simply didn’t work out. I got terrible reviews. Now I do documentaries.

AGNES:
Documentaries represent reality. Fiction gives you a chance to choose between realities.

FILIP:
And life?

AGNES:

You’re thinking only of yourself, the way you impose yourself on my images, distort my memories, make my future… unclear.

Jon and Nina approach, Jon carries Nina’s hat.

FILIP:

I can’t understand what I was thinking that time. Why I didn’t leave her. 



AGNES:

She was pregnant, right?


FILIP:

I wish we never met.

I didn’t realize how important you were. And now… every year my heart shrivels up a bit more. Soon it will be like a hard little nut.

   
AGNES:
That’s not my fault.

    
FILIP:
What we shared was special. It still is. Don’t fool yourself.

     
AGNES
Fuck you.

   
FILIP
You’re upset! Why?

     
AGNES:
Please. Jon knows nothing.

Jon places Nina’s hat on his head. She laughs.

    
FILIP:
Others manage to have fun.

AGNES:

We had our fun a long time ago.

SCENE 12

At the tennis court. Jon and Nina join Agnes and Filip.

    
JON:
We’re tired of being the idle ones. While you have your exercise, we’re just drinking. It’s not fair.

NINA:

But Jon, we could have gone somewhere.

    
FILIP:
You’ve become very friendly.

     
NINA:
Who won?

        
FILIP:
Agnes.

 
AGNES:

It was a draw.

    
JON:
I’m sure you’re both excellent players. Agnes does nothing by half-measure.

     
FILIP:
You don’t?

   
NINA:
Will we have dinner together again tonight? It’s so much nicer, isn’t it? Unless you prefer to be on your own?

AGNES: 

Not at all. What do you say, Jon, we don’t have any other plans, do we?

     
FILIP:
Nina meant the two of us.

The other three force a laugh.

     
JON:
Dinner tonight, then. Agnes?

Agnes takes Jon’s hand. They leave.

       
AGNES:
Weren’t we going to be on our own today?

     
JON:
I forgot.

AGNES:
Are you flirting with her?

      
JON:
No. But she’s nice. And you too seem to be enjoying the man’s company –

Are you flirting with him?

AGNES

Don’t start that. I’m not.

      
JON:
Start what?

AGNES:

You’re so jealous, I can’t –

    
JON:
But you did enjoy his company, didn’t you?

    
AGNES:
We were only playing tennis.

SCENE 13 

The Lemon terrace, late at night. Nina and Filip. Filip is writing on his laptop. She enters with a gin and tonic.

         
NINA:
You can tell that they love one another.

     
FILIP:
Do they?

      
NINA:
Don’t you see the way he looks at her? The way they squeeze each other’s hands?

      
FILIP:
I wouldn’t be too sure.

     
NINA:
There’s no doubt, Filip. Even you with all your professed knowledge of human nature can’t have failed to notice how harmonious they are, how… happy.

There are times when it seems almost as if you’re trying to flirt with her, or something like that.

    
FILIP:
You’re one to talk, the way you carry on with him.

      
NINA:
But they love each other. I’ve become friendly with him, that’s all. Do you think I’m stupid?

      
FILIP:
As stupid as me flirting with her?

      
NINA:
Perhaps.

Nina tries to catch his eye but does not succeed. Strokes his shoulder tentatively, approaches him gingerly.

NINA: (cont.)
It’s you I… (no reaction from Filip) I do. (resigns, withdraws) But it means nothing to you.

FILIP:

Oh yes. But it isn’t that simple.

Filip starts to write again, withdraws into himself.

        
NINA:
Do you have to write?

FILIP:

Yes.

  
NINA
Why?

    
FILIP:
I –

NINA:

Why?

FILIP:

I used to know her before.

     
NINA:
Agnes? When?

     
FILIP:
A long time ago. In Italy.

     
FILIP:
Rome?

       
FILIP
Yeah

       
NINA
After we met?

--
She’s the one?

FILIP:

I met her at a seminar. We had an espresso at the Pantheon, walked around the Colosseum, talked about film and had some pasta. It was only two days.

       
NINA:
It’s her?

FILIP:

It is.

      
NINA:
I was under the impression that it was quite passionate.

     
FILIP:
You were?

      
NINA:
It’s not how you told me the story before.

 
FILIP:
We didn’t sleep together.

      
NINA:
You mentioned that.

       
FILIP:
I wanted you to know.

        
NINA:
All right.

FILIP:

It’s better this way. We talked together, that was all. After I got sick…

     
NINA:
It’s only something in your head. Because you’re afraid to die. Afraid to have missed out on something. Perhaps it’s nothing. Just something you’ve made up.

     
FILIP:
It’s not simple, if that’s what you think.

      
NINA:
You’re being sentimental.

      
FILIP:
I’ve been a coward. With you too.

      
NINA
With me too?

   
FILIP
And with her.

NINA

What about the children?
You’re so selfish.

       
FILIP:
I have to write. 

--

It’s important, it’s about this. It’s just happening, it’s not meant to fulfil a purpose or be a part of my CV.

  
NINA:
Such as our marriage?

      
FILIP:
That’s not what I’m talking about.

      
NINA:
Did you know she was coming? Was that why you wanted to come here?
FILIP:

Oh Nina. It was your idea, wasn’t it?

      
NINA:
And I thought it would all be different. Once you got out of hospital, once everything settled down. Once your hair grew back and you weren’t so sensitive any more.

      
FILIP:
Surely you realize I don’t want to hurt you. 

But I have only one life.

      
NINA:
Where is the waiter?

FILIP:

I suppose he’s gone home. Maybe they don’t serve alcohol all night long.

NINA:

I won’t divorce you. This is a cliché, don’t you see that?

We have three children together. Two days in Rome, what’s that?

    
FILIP:
She says it was like two years.

       
NINA:
But don’t you see that they love one another?

      
FILIP:
I’m sorry.

      
NINA:
Sorry?

Filip starts writing.

FILIP:

You may think it’s all my fault? But that’s not true. I’m not responsible for your career or your drinking or where you put your scripts. I’m not.

SCENE 14

In the hotel garden. It’s morning.

Agnes and Jon are out walking, talking together as they walk.

     
JON:
I try to give you space, breathing space. But it’s not easy.

 
AGNES:
It’s not easy to take that either. I notice your reactions.

      
JON:
That’s only because I’m afraid of losing you.

AGNES:

You won’t. We leave tomorrow, right?

       
JON:
Do you want to? Now that we’ve made friends and everything?

       
AGNES:
I want to move on.

      
JON:
I thought you liked them.

       
AGNES:
Do you like Nina?

      
JON:
She’s not happy. They don’t seem to be happy.

       
AGNES:
Has she told you anything?

      
JON:
He says he loves someone else. Apparently some woman he can’t forget. How stupid of him to tell her about it.

       
AGNES:
We’ll go.

Jon pulls her close. She remains tense.

     
JON:
Everyone isn’t lucky enough to have a love holiday. I don’t think he’s kind to her. How does he seem?

        
AGNES:
Perhaps he’s not happy either.

JON:

He’s probably afraid to die, it may be that he’s unable to go on living normally after the cancer and chemotherapy and all. It may be that he ‘s unable.

AGNES: 

Unable for what?

      
JON:
Unable to live normally. To love.

       
AGNES:
It must be difficult if you believe you’re going to die.

       
JON:
But he survived.

        
AGNES:
It may be that he’s discovered they aren’t suited to each other. Still --

      
JON:
Why did you start talking about death the other night? When you were talking about the cave at Capri, what was the reason for that?

       
AGNES:
I didn’t mean to hurt you, it’s just that… I often think about it. It reminds me of that other time, when you came, when we met –

       
JON:
It was almost as if you wanted to suggest that our holiday hadn’t been a good one.

       
AGNES:
Sorry.

Jon makes to embrace her, but something holds him back. He stops at just looking at her.

      
JON:
I… You know. It doesn’t change. It’s you.

       
AGNES:
Yes. You too.

       
JON
Are you... are you sure?

       
AGNES
I am. I’m just tired –

SCENE 15

The Rose terrace. The Waiter puts two glasses of gin and tonic on the table where Nina is sitting. She takes one of the glasses at once and drinks greedily. The Waiter gives her a secretive smile. Her shawl has slipped halfway down the back of the chair, the Waiter takes it up and carefully drapes it around the back of the chair again. Nina does not notice. Agnes enters. The Waiter bows and withdraws.

        
NINA:
Take a seat.

Nina pushes the drink towards Agnes. Agnes does not drink.

       
AGNES:
Thank you.

       
NINA:
Thanks for coming. I want to talk to you. He is… nice. Jon. Your husband.

       
AGNES:
I think so too.

       
NINA:
You lucky. Filip is not… like that. He is different. It may have something to do with me. Perhaps people are happy together if they love each other. But Filip doesn’t love me. He never has.

       
AGNES:
What do you want me to say to that?

         
NINA:
I hear you spent two interesting days together, in Rome.

        
AGNES:

...
That’s true. At a film seminar. A long time ago.

        
NINA:
Fifteen years. What did you do?

     
AGNES:
We met by accident. Chatted. Talked about films.

         
NINA:
Films?

       
AGNES:
And – life. Poetry. Rilke.

      
NINA:
So it was a meeting of intellects?

AGNES:

You could say that.

       
NINA:
I’ve never been intellectual enough for him.

      
AGNES:
It’s not a question of being one thing or another. A meeting is a meeting.

       
NINA:
And you believed it was the love of your life.

      
AGNES:
I’m not sure. Perhaps.

       
NINA:
Anyway, that’s what he thought.

       
AGNES:
I doubt it.

        
NINA:
Why?

          
AGNES:

It would have been different. He wouldn’t have stayed with you.

NINA:

It’s not that simple.

AGNES:
I think it is.

NINA:

It’s not. For as long as there is a memory, it lives on It may change, get better or worse, depending on other experiences you have. Same as childhood.

AGNES:
You’ve already made up your mind. How it was. But you can’t possibly know.

NINA:
I know how Filip feels about it.

AGNES:
But you don’t know how I experienced it.

NINA:
But some memories are shared – the two of you can’t have completely different ideas of the significance of the same event.

AGNES:
I think we can.

NINA:
Tell me how it was.

AGNES:
No, it wasn’t a particularly intellectual meeting.

NINA:
What was it?

AGNES:
We talked about our families, the places where we had been as children. The sea, the mountains, how we had expected our adult life to be. We walked through the Pantheon without speaking, each one separate but sensing the presence of the other, our eyes meeting above the heads of a thousand tourists. But it stopped at that.

NINA:
He never forgot. It’s been with him for fifteen years.

AGNES:
It was nothing. Two people meeting at a seminar. Every day people meet at seminars. Then they return home each to theirs. Their world, their everyday life.

NINA:
But what about the dreams? The longing? Isn’t that what matters?

Agnes gets up.

      
AGNES:
This is nothing to do with me. It’s for you to sort out your relationship with Filip. You will ruin my life if you drag me into the crisis you’re going through.

The Waiter brings another drink for Nina, takes away her empty glass. Notices that Agnes hasn’t drunk anything.

NINA:

You can’t run away from what you once were, what you once did.

AGNES:

Oh yes – when someone else is involved, who once did just that. Then everything is permitted.

         
NINA:
You’re bitter. You love him.

AGNES: 

He promised me – 

      
NINA
- that he’d leave me?

AGNES

It’s a long time ago. I have chosen the life I want. I’ve chosen the love I want.

NINA:

And are you sure that Jon loves you as much as Filip?

AGNES:

That’s not the issue. I love Jon.

       
NINA:
But Filip loves you, you can’t do anything about that.

Agnes wants to leave.

     
AGNES:
It’s not true. If he loves anything, it’s the memory of those two days in Rome.

    
NINA:
We have three children.

      
AGNES:
What do you want me to do?

       
NINA:
It’s my entire life.

 
AGNES:

I see. You’re lucky.

NINA:
He says he thought he’d be able to forget you.

AGNES:

I didn’t think I could forget him.

But of course, I didn’t have a family.

NINA:

Please don’t tell him I’ve been talking to you. Please. He’d be so angry.

AGNES:
And you’re not to tell Jon. He’s not to know about this.

Nina drinks, puts her glass down. Drinks again, drains the glass.

     
NINA:
I ought to hate you, but I don’t. You are… 

AGNES:

All I am is what you want me to be. I’m nothing. Filip is nothing.

Agnes stiffens, presses her hand against her heart.

    
NINA:
Nor am I.

AGNES: 

By ourselves we are nothing. But together… Jon and I. And you… People have to be together. To endure. 

It will come to an end. All of it.

    
NINA:
What’s the matter?

     
AGNES

It’s nothing.

Once I was in a cave. It was large, with a small lake. Tourists came in to take flash pictures of each other. I just sat there, watching, shivering. Told myself that it’s all the same outside too, regardless of how it looks when we get out. Nothing’s any different. I got so cold, I completely forgot myself. I thought, I might as well stay there for good.

Nina drinks. Agnes shivers, drinks as well, withdraws into herself.

SCENE 16

The hotel garden. Filip and Jon meet on their way to the Lemon terrace. Jon carries a newspaper.

JON:

Still at it?

       
FILIP:
It’s simply pouring out. Beginning to take shape.

    
JON:
Will it be another film?

      
FILIP:
Perhaps. Or a novel.

      
JON:
A novel? Dare I ask what it’s about?

       
FILIP:
About taking life seriously, maybe, for as long as you live. Finding out what you really want. Like a vision of the future.

      
JON:
I’m going straight home to edit my new film. It’s a complex story. Interesting, by the way, to hear that Nina is Polish. My film is about a Polish family coming to live in Denmark after the war. It’s an attempt to see Fascism as an expression of envy, using a love story as a metaphor. What  love consists of in modern society, so to speak. Agnes is a good screenwriter. Poignant, moving, without being sentimental. Good dialogue, good scenarios for the actors to explore. They love working with her material.

         
FILIP:
She was good on the tennis court as well.

     
JON:
So were you. It was hard not to feel jealous.

      
FILIP:
It was just a game.

      
JON:
It’s madness. I work on it, you know, but it still comes over me.

        
FILIP:
Could be worse.

     
JON:
Sometimes I just seem to lose it.

      
FILIP:
You were able to see us all the time.

       
JON:
Did you see us?

       
FILIP:
I was playing tennis.

     
JON:
Your wife was weeping. If I may give you some good advice: You ought to give her more of your time. She’s a fine person.

     
FILIP:
So is your wife.

     
JON:
I didn’t mean it like that.

       
FILIP:
Did she say anything about me?

      
JON:
Not really. She just mentioned some woman you couldn’t forget. Someone you met in Rome. A flirtation at a seminar, wasn’t it?

        
FILIP:
Yes, a flirtation at a seminar. Do you often have those?

       
JON:
Me? No.

Jon laughs, Filip forces a laugh.

 
JON: (cont.)
I have no need for that. Not anymore.

Filip is silent as they get closer to the ladies.

SCENE 17
The Rose terrace. Agnes and Nina are still there.

AGNES:

I went a bit mad inside that cave, I believe. But then he came and asked me if I was all right, and then he took me out into the sun again.

         
NINA:
Filip?

     
AGNES:
No. Jon. That’s how we met.

Filip and Jon arrive.

EVERYONE TO EVERYONE:

Hi –

       
FILIP:
Have you been drinking already?

        
NINA:
I just had a drink with Agnes. An apéritif before dinner.

Jon sniffs the hollow on Agnes’s throat. Filip stiffens, on guard. The Waiter enters, establishes that no one wants to order anything, leaves again. Stops, turns, remains standing for a while watching them.
AGNES:

Not now.

       
JON:
What were you chatting about?

AGNES: 

Nothing. Women’s talk.

     
FILIP:
Dear me. Periods or power strategies? Or cooking? Watch it, Jon.

       
AGNES:
We were merely exchanging stories.

      
NINA:
It was a bit more tangible.

Jon puts his arm around Agnes.

      
JON:
We’re moving on tomorrow.

         
FILIP:
You are? (to Agnes) Where?

JON:

That will be determined by the day and its contingencies.

      
NINA:
Are you thinking of going south?

The Waiter leaves.

      
JON:
So I imagine.

AGNES:

But Jon, we haven’t decided yet, weren’t we going -- ?

    
JON:
Sure. We’ll see what happens.

       
NINA:
We may not see you again.’

FILIP:

What are you saying?

      
NINA:
I just meant, if they leave early tomorrow morning?

Nina runs off. Filip stays.

   
JON:
She seems a bit unbalanced.

      
FILIP:
Perhaps she’s in love. You can’t have failed to notice that she likes you?

      
AGNES:
Give over.

    
JON:
Are you trying to make Agnes suspicious?

       
AGNES:
Don’t worry about me.

       
JON:
I have no reason to flirt with other men’s wives.

       
FILIP:
I just mentioned what I’ve observed.

        
AGNES:
Shouldn’t you go and see how she is?

         
FILIP:
So you’re leaving tomorrow?

Filip watches Agnes for a long while.

AGNES:

She is unbalanced.

     
JON:
Let us know if we can help.

FILIP:

She’ll be all right. It was very nice to meet you.

      
AGNES:
Wait!

JON:

The same to you.

     
AGNES:
I’ll come and see how she is before we leave.

     
JON:
Good luck.

        
FILIP:
Thank you. The same to you.

Filip leaves. Agnes drinks the gin and tonic. Jon stands watching Filip go.

     
JON:
Maybe he really is a bastard.

        
AGNES:
I think he’s just a bit unbalanced..

JON:

Why the hell do you defend him?

SCENE 18

The Lemon terrace. Nina is talking to Filip who is working on his laptop.

NINA:

I sympathise with you, that’s the worst of it. She is beautiful. They love each other. You must be aware of that. That’s why they are so radiant. He’s blinding me, like a shining angel. He’s quite extraordinary. I wish you were like him. I wish you loved me and I loved you and that we could be two radiant angels for the world to see. There is something so good about them, something that isn’t entirely real.

Why aren’t you saying something?

      
FILIP:
What have you told her?

       
NINA:
I told her about you. About your sick behaviour – how you poisoned me with your stories about her, the miracle. She says you’ve made it all up, it’s your imagination – it isn’t true. It wasn’t like that.

       
FILIP:
You are sick.

      
NINA:
She didn’t want you.

FILIP:

Fuck you! When I got to know you, I believed you were normal.

        
NINA:
I was young.

      
FILIP:
I believed you’d be a good mother, a fine wife, someone I could work with. You were a good actress.

       
NINA:
I still am!

       
FILIP:
You’re mad.

NINA:

You didn’t love me, you just wanted a façade, and I, being an actress, fitted the bill.

         
FILIP:
You are immature, dependent, un –

        
NINA:
Unattractive!

     
FILIP:
Unbearable. Whatever did I see in you?

       
NINA:
You never had any interest in me whatsoever. It’s a miracle that we had three children.

Filip gets up.

      
FILIP:
Don’t start that again.

       
NINA:
I’m not talking about sex, I’m talking about intimacy. Physical contact. You don’t exactly excel at that.

     
FILIP:
You don’t exactly invite to it.

      
NINA:
There was a time when I did, but you weren’t interested.

       
FILIP:
I won’t go on with this discussion.

        
NINA:
Let’s think of something else then.

        
FILIP:
Like what?

        
NINA:
Most people don’t do enough. That is, they do far too much of the little things, not enough major stuff. I’ve been toying with the idea of killing her. You too, perhaps. And then grab him.

         
FILIP:
He wouldn’t have you.

NINA: 

In that case I’d kill him too.

Nina slaps Filip’s face hard.

NINA: (cont.)
You won’t get the kids.

Nina runs off. Filip feels his cheek. Then he returns to his laptop. Writes away.

SCENE 19

The Rose terrace. Agnes and Jon are each reading a book, it is afternoon. Agnes puts her hand on her chest. Jon notices, takes her other hand, squeezes it. She looks at him, smiles.

JON:

Tomorrow we’ll go on. It’s a good thing, to be moving on. To see the car ploughing its way through the landscape, field upon field of lovely flowers, large green trees. Stop in some unknown place, have a coffee in a small café. 

          
AGNES:
Last night I woke up. I lay watching you while you slept, stroked your forehead, your brow, your nose, lips, chin. It must have tickled a little, for you moved, tried to brush away what was bothering you. The morning light filtered in through the blinds, soft and white, lay over the floorboards, the white bedclothes. Like crystal. I put my hand on your stomach, caressed your chest, upper arm, muscles. Your golden skin. You didn’t wake up, but you smiled. I knew you were thinking of me, even though you weren’t aware of it. I just knew, and it made me weep. Quietly. But my body shook, I had to turn away, my back against you, to feel your warmth, feel you there.

I was afraid you’d wake up and find me crying. Ask me why. Because I didn’t know why I was crying.

I must have fallen asleep, for I woke up feeling your hand stroking me, from the shoulder down to the waist, up over my hipbone and then down my thigh, I knew you were awake and you hadn’t noticed me crying. I still felt the tears in my body, like the memory of a wound that won’t heal. You kept stroking me and I turned towards you and you were lying there, half awake, half asleep, with a naughty little smile because you wanted to make love, and so did I and then we kissed. You know that, it was why I… It became so intense. Because my tears wouldn’t go away. They had to find a way out. I have to get away.

     
JON:
What’s the matter?

       
AGNES:
It’s nothing really. It’s silly. It’s nothing to do with me. It’s just that… Nina seems to think so.

      
JON:
Nina?

        
AGNES:
I didn’t want you to know about it.

      
JON:
About what?

        
AGNES:
I should have told you at once. I’m sorry.

       
JON:
So tell me then.

       
AGNES:
You’ll misunderstand. Please don’t.

       
JON:
Tell me.

      
AGNES:
I hope you remember that I told you I wanted to leave here? That I wanted to go right away. At least try to remember that.

This happened some time ago. Fifteen years. We didn’t know each other. Fifteen years, that’s Jonathan’s age, bear that in mind. You were with Ida and you had two boys, he was newborn. You had no idea who I was. You knew nothing about me. I knew nothing about you. I was in Rome.

     
JON:
Rome?

       
AGNES:
A film seminar. Organized by the Film Centre. I’d been given a grant. I was looking forward to it, to meeting colleagues, being inspired. It only lasted two days.

     
JON:
And there you met Filip?

       
AGNES:
It only lasted two days. Now Nina has discovered that it was me. And Filip doesn’t seem to have forgotten. I can’t help it. You see that, don’t you?

       
JON:
Two days in Rome?

        
AGNES:
That’s all it was. Just a flirtation.

        
JON:
She doesn’t see it that way. And you also met later, didn’t you?

        
AGNES:
Only once, but he was still married to her. I didn’t –

We didn’t –

Then I forgot. And I met you. You know that.

JON

And I left Ida.

AGNES

Oh Jon – don’t.

      
JON:
Why is Nina so upset if nothing happened?

         
AGNES:
It’s incredible that they are here now. In the same place as you and I. I can’t believe it. I never thought I’d see him again. I don’t want to talk about it. It means nothing any more.

JON:

But it did.

       
AGNES:
You too must have been in love with Ida before the boys were born?

         
JON:
That’s different.

      
AGNES:
It’s not.

      
JON:
What happened?

        
AGNES:
I was sitting in the auditorium, I’d been told all delegates would have lunch together. Someone behind us asked where we were going, I turned round and there he was, right behind me, looking at me. Not smiling, just looking. We talked to each other on the way to the restaurant. Sat down next to each other, but didn’t talk. Under the table our feet ended up close to each other, and as we turned to talk to various people around the table where we sat, we came closer together. I guess that’s why we kissed. Later.

The Waiter brings mineral water. Stands, seemingly waiting.
WAITER:

The other woman? Her name is Nina, isn’t it? Where?

        
AGNES:
I don’t know. Perhaps in her room.

The Waiter bows, leaves.

 
AGNES: (cont.)

We talked. About film, art. When I came back home he called me, asked if I remembered who he was, said he couldn’t stop thinking about me. Of course I remembered. I hadn’t forgotten him. He came to visit me, three days in connection with a conference. He was still married to her. My heart sank. I didn’t touch him. He stood before me looking at me. I believe he asked me to kiss him, but I couldn’t.

JON:
I can’t take any more of this.

AGNES:

You who were married for so long, don’t you think I feel jealous? Of your previous life?

JON:
You know we didn’t get on.

AGNES:
It can’t have been like that from the start. And I haven’t even slept with him.

JON:
That’s irrelevant.

AGNES:
But Jon – nothing has changed.

JON:
I may not be able to love you any more, or make love to you.

AGNES:
But we never did – nothing came of it.

JON:
So you’re both wondering what it would have been like.

AGNES:
Now you’re being unfair.

Nina enters, sits down at the other table, a little away from them. The Waiter appears at the same time. Agnes touches Jon gently. He doesn’t move.
Nina sits watching Agnes and Jon. 

NINA:

You two love each other. I knew it the moment I saw you together. Two radiant angels. I am old and ugly. That’s entirely relative, it has nothing to do with you, with age, time, space. Inside me there is darkness. Still, damp and dark. I’m waiting, knowing I have nothing to wait for.

The Waiter comes closer. Agnes sees him.
       
AGNES:
The waiter was asking about you.

NINA: (to the Waiter)

Give me a drink. Gin and tonic.

The Waiter bows, leaves.

       
JON:
If you love me, why did you tell me this?

        
AGNES:
Because I have to be honest. This is part of me. We’ll soon be dead, then we’ll be nothing. Now we are all that we have experienced. My past caught up with us.

        
JON:
I never asked you to tell me about your past.

AGNES:

But it caught up with us. You know that I’m making up a different past for us, one where we are together. It’s in my novel, you’ll soon be able to read it. 

     
JON:
I think I understand, but it’s painful. I can’t control it, this feeling of my chest contracting, my breathing –

       
AGNES:
I don’t want to hurt you.

        
NINA:
Don’t allow what you have together to be destroyed. For the sake of that bastard.

    
AGNES:
He’s not a bastard. Just confused.

       
NINA:
You’re defending him.

       
JON:
He’s the one you bloody want.

  
AGNES

Why do you do this to me? Your jealousy kills me.

JON

I think I have the right to be jealous this time. I left Ida for you –

AGNES

For yourself!   

JON

and now it turns out you just took me because he didn’t want to leave his wife.

You want me to feel sorry for you because you meet some fuck who didn’t do that – the one you really want?

AGNES
Don’t, please –

JON

Shit –

The Waiter brings Nina a gin and tonic. He seems solemn. Stops in front of Nina, produces an envelope, same one as before.

WAITER:

Excuse me. I can tell you are sad. But I have letter for you. You mustn’t cry.



NINA:

Sorry.

WAITER
:

With respect, I am not a worldly-wise person like yourselves and these friends of yours, but even so, I have something I’d like to tell you. Between human beings magic moments do occur. When I met my wife -- I can’t describe the joy, the peace that filled my whole body. She looked at me, and I knew that I didn’t live in vain. That glance was worth my entire life. Now we’ve lived together for nearly forty years, and she is still my rose, my very dearest friend.



NINA:

How lucky.

WAITER:

Here in town we have a dentist, a very quiet man. He’s tall and thin, with black hair and white teeth. His gaze is passionate, but no one has as yet encountered it. His heart is big. Outside the surgery is a balcony facing the town square. It may be modest in size, but it’s very beautiful, our town square. During the course of a week everyone in town will pass the square, and if you glance up towards the dentist’s balcony, you’ll see him now and then, quiet and retiring, looking down at the passers-by. He is waiting. He has decided that whatever comes to pass will pass, that there is no point chasing after it. Now he has given up waiting. He believes he has found the one he was looking for. She came walking across the square one day, and he knew straight away that this was the woman he had to meet.

     
AGNES:
What age is he?

      
JON:
Has he got any money?

WAITER:

Let’s put it this way: He’s had more than enough money to travel, but he hasn’t done so. He’s chosen a quiet life for himself, here in this beautiful town, with a pleasant climate, the sea just beyond and his family nearby. I  realize it may seem strange to you people who like travelling and exploring.

But he says that the discoveries he makes here, each day, are great and important enough.

      
NINA:
Has he never travelled anywhere?

       
WAITER:
Once. When he was twenty-five years old he went to Italy. He came back home without telling anyone, long before he was due, and no one dared ask him. Since then he has read a lot. Now he has forgotten his trip.

The Waiter holds out the letter towards Nina.

WAITER: (cont.)

On behalf of Paolo I’m giving you this letter and beg of you to let him meet you. He is a very good man. He was forty last month.

Nina takes the letter, puts it down on the table in front of her without opening it.

    
AGNES:
Nina – you are the woman he wants to meet.

         
NINA:

Does he not know that I have a husband?

        
WAITER:
All he knows is that you’re unhappy.

The Waiter bows and leaves.

     
NINA:
I am?

      
AGNES:
Aren’t you going to open it?

     
NINA:
I don’t know.

      
JON:
Do you know who he is?

         
NINA:
I think so.

       
AGNES:
Have you seen him?

         
NINA:
Not really. But I’ve seen a movement behind the curtain on that balcony several times.

AGNES:

Is it him?

NINA:

It must be. I’ve seen his shadow.

Nina gets up. Takes the letter, walks away from the hotel.

Agnes looks at Jon. He has difficulty meeting her gaze. She extends her hand to caress him. He sits still, straightens up, closes his eyes, doesn’t move. She retracts her hand, sits with her hands on her lap.

SCENE 20

The Lemon terrace, evening. Filip is sitting, Agnes enters quietly behind him, he does not see her. Filip does not move or turn round.

FILIP: (after a while)

It’s you. Don’t say anything.

All I can see is that time in Rome, it stands out before everything else.

How you turned, how I saw you… (smiles) I thought you were Italian… Later, as we stood, embracing. Embracing. An Italian afternoon at the Fontana di Trevi. I see you from underneath water, as if I were swimming towards the surface, seeing your face up there in the sun, you’re smiling towards me, through the water. I make my way up through seaweed, break the surface of the water, your hands seize my head, pull me up. And we kiss each other. We kiss.

Agnes moves, wants to sit down with Filip.

        
AGNES:
I had to see you once more.

       
FILIP:
Please, don’t come closer. Stay there. Just for a moment.

       
AGNES:
You don’t want to see me as I am. Now.

      
FILIP:
Wait! I’ve seen you so many times in my dreams. Unclear, in water that was moving, the sun sending rays twinkling like diamonds as they break through the water. I let myself be blinded, I lie down again. Shut my eyes tight, wanting to return there, to my dream. I want to return to the moment when I come up, over the surface of the water, come back to you.

AGNES:

It’s dark, autumn, a lot of wind. A large garden in a kind of forest. I come running, wearing evening clothes, I think I’ve been to a wedding. Just as I turn round the corner of the house, I see you sliding down some kind of board, on your way into a cellar. It looks like some ruin or left-over foundation. I don’t think it’s the house. I stumble in the mud on the path, see your face as you fall over. Someone’s coming after me, I hear heavy footsteps, turn round…

That’s where my dream stops each time.

       
FILIP:
It’s as if I’m losing my grip, Agnes. I don’t know the names of my children any more. I can’t see what she looks like. What does Nina look like? When she appears I don’t recognize her, she dissolves in front of my eyes. Meanwhile, the picture of your hand holding Jon’s is in sharp focus, it keeps coming back to me.

       
AGNES:
You need a rest.

        
FILIP:
I can’t sleep.

       
AGNES:
I wish I could give you peace. But I can’t, you know that.

       
FILIP:
I want you.

      
AGNES:
I have to go.

      
FILIP:
But I’m sitting here.

       
AGNES:
You have another life.

        
FILIP:
I just want to feel you, now.

       
AGNES:
And children.

      
FILIP:
As you really are. I want to know.

    
AGNES:
I’m moving on.

       
FILIP:
Delay it. Please.

       
AGNES:
That would only prolong the agony.

      
FILIP:
Agony?

AGNES:

Yes, agony. The others too.

      
FILIP:
I don’t care about the others. If you’re in agony then I must mean something to you. 

Agnes goes up to Filip, puts her hands on his shoulders, slowly turns his head until they finally look into each other’s eyes. She withdraws slightly but doesn’t let go of him. He kisses her, she does not move, does not kiss him back but lets herself be kissed.

FILIP: (cont.)

Something happened that first day when I saw you sitting here with Nina. Everything collapsed, I remembered things I never knew I had thought or experienced. Or dreamt.

        
AGNES:
You came walking quite calmly. I recognized you at once.

       
FILIP:
Please. Give me two days. Two days out of an entire life-time?

       
AGNES:
Have you forgotten Jon?

 
FILIP:
He is the one coming after you in your dream, holding you back when you want to join me. Isn’t that so?

Agnes withdraws.

         
AGNES:
I prefer to think it’s you. You’re ahead of me, you’re behind me. That’s how my dream was.

Filip gets up, walks towards Agnes.

       
AGNES:
I have to think about it.

Filip takes Agnes’s hand. Stands holding her there. She does not move, finds it difficult.

       
FILIP:
Thank you.

Filip’s arms are hanging heavily, he looks very old. Agnes leaves – as she leaves, he talks to her.

         
FILIP:

My brother still asks about you occasionally, asks me if I know what happened to you.

SCENE 21

The Rose terrace – Jon sitting there alone. Filip enters. Agnes can be seen far away.

        
FILIP:
Have you talked to her?

       
JON:
Nina?

        
FILIP:
Agnes. Have you talked to her about me?

       
JON:
You don’t know her.

       
FILIP:
Perhaps I’m the one who does. I dream of her.

     
JON:
You seem to be mainly absorbed in yourself.

      
FILIP:
She may not be as clear-cut as you believe.

       
JON:
You don’t know her. How could you? Two days in Rome. It’s ridiculous.

FILIP:

I’m in her dreams too.

        
JON:
I don’t think so.

        
FILIP:
Ask her if you dare.

      
JON:
Why wouldn’t I dare?

       
FILIP:
You’d be afraid of the truth.

Nina comes walking slowly up towards them but stops before she is seen by them.

        
JON:
Your truth?

        
FILIP:
Her truth.

      
JON:
How dare you talk about her truth?

      
FILIP:
Tell her from me that I’m waiting.

Filip leaves.

         
JON: (calling after him)

You ought to watch your own wife.

SCENE 22
The Rose Terrace, Nina goes up to Jon’s table.

        
NINA:
I’m fine.

JON:

Sure. It’s more a question of what your husband does or doesn’t do.

       
NINA:
He’s not my husband.

      
JON:
She knows I get jealous! She says I have no reason to. But you can’t do anything about the past, can you?

NINA:

All you can do is try to change your pictures of what’s gone before.

     
JON:
But they are her pictures. 

Now I know where I’ve seen you before! That yoghurt commercial. Isn’t that it?

      
NINA:
Even you – a foreigner, remembers that.

JON:

You were beautiful!

NINA:

It ruined my career.

     
JON:
Forever young , immortal. Incredibly beautiful.

         
NINA:
Filip made it.

      
JON:
So it’s all his fault?

         
NINA:
The two days in Rome may have been no more than a flirtation. The significance of events changes. Over time. Everything changes.

JON:

Really?





NINA

If you want to. Dare. I met him, you know the one on the balcony. In some years it may all appear ... differently.. again - 





JON:

The dentist?

        
NINA:
Yes.

       
JON:
And?

NINA:

Perhaps that is love, when you have no reason to pretend. When you don’t worry about your looks, or what you should be saying to make yourself popular. I was simply there. A new world opened up. I was just sitting there, and I knew this was right.

     
JON:
That’s how it should be.

       
NINA:
I’ve made up my mind to leave him.

       
JON:
Then nothing will stop Agnes –

       
NINA:
It may be as well.

     
JON:
Do you realize how much is at stake?

       
NINA:
Now she can stay with you for your own sake. You don’t have to go around thinking she stayed with you merely because there were obstacles in the way.

JON

Do you remember your dreams?

       
NINA:
I’ve stopped trying to remember them. He wanted me to tell him about my dreams, and then he used them in his films.

Have a good time. We won’t meet again.

       
JON:
We’re not leaving until tomorrow.

       
NINA:
I’m moving to another hotel. In town. Thank you.

Nina and Jon hug. At the same time Agnes enters, sees them hugging for a long time, because Jon is afraid, because Nina feels Jon has helped her take an exceedingly important decision - to leave Filip.

       
JON:
Look after yourself.

        
NINA:
Look after each other.

Agnes comes up. When they see her, they quickly disengage.

       
NINA:
Don’t get this wrong. 

AGNES

Filip has asked me to spend two days with him.

       
NINA:
He has no shame.

        
AGNES:
I’m going to do it. I’m sorry.

      
JON:
Sorry? But we were leaving?

         
AGNES:
Will you come back for me?

           JON:
I wish I could say that’s fine, that it’s as simple as that.

         
AGNES
You have to trust me.

           NINA
You have to trust her.

JON

But what are you going to do?

      
AGNES
Just to talk –

JON

And fuck –

        
AGNES
Please –

      
JON
I can’t trust him.
Sorry Nina. Have you talked to him?

      
NINA:
Not yet. I’m on my way to pack my bags, I’m moving to another hotel.

       
AGNES:
Because of this?

         
NINA:
Perhaps I ought to thank you. Your seminar in Rome has been like a nightmare to me for years.

      
AGNES:
But you don’t know at all what it was like.

     
NINA:
The main thing is not what it was like for Filip or yourself. but what I have believed, what it’s done to my life 

     
JON:
What it’s doing to my life.

        
AGNES:
We’re talking about two days.

     
JON:
Feel free. I’m leaving.

       
AGNES:
I have to have the time.

      
JON:
You want to dream with him about what could have been.

You’re going to writer another novel, right?

       
NINA
He’s already doing it.

      
JON:
It’s sinister, Agnes. Dreams and fiction – is there anything more substantial?

      
AGNES:
You have to trust me. The two of you could do something together.

        
NINA:
I have my own plans for tomorrow. All day.

     
JON:
Your dentist is taking time out?

     
AGNES:
What was he like?

       
NINA:
He is… What shall I say… I like him. Good luck.

Nina leaves.

 
JON: (calling after her)

Good luck yourself!

I’m going.

AGNES:
Sorry.

JON:
You do realize this will change everything between us.

AGNES
Don’t. Between us there’s something I can’t explain.

JON
Your dreams of another man.

AGNES
You never believe me, that’s it.

JON
And we used to be such a happy couple. Wasn’t that our description?

Jon leaves.
    
AGNES:
See you in two days, okay?

Agnes stays.

SCENE 23

The Lemon terrace. Filip sits over his laptop, not writing. Nina enters with a suitcase and bag.

NINA:

I’ve found another hotel. See you on the plane back.

      
FILIP:
And when we get home?

 NINA:

I’m leaving you, Filip. We’ll go home together, you’ll collect your things at home and then I hope you’ll accept that I don’t want to see you there again. You can move in with your mother. We’ll just have to sort out the practicalities.

        
FILIP:
You’ll take the house?

        
NINA:
I don’t think so, but I’ll need time to sort everything out.

      
FILIP:
And the children?

      
NINA:
You do understand, don’t you?

FILIP:

And if someone asks me?

      
NINA:
We don’t love each other. We’re hurting each other. You have to live your life, I have to live mine.

      
FILIP:
What are you planning to do?

      
NINA:

I don’t know as yet. I may come and live here.

        
FILIP:
Here?

        
NINA:
It’s nice here. Warm. Secure. A small place.

        
FILIP:
This country of degos?

Nina leaves.

FILIP: (cont.)
Don’t think I’ll be waiting for you!

SCENE 24

The Lemon terrace, the Waiter enters, takes Nina’s luggage. They walk through the hotel garden, talking as they go. Filip sits down again.

WAITER:

The car is waiting.

      
NINA:
Thank you.

        
WAITER:
Paolo says you mustn’t feel obliged towards him. You’re completely free.

       
NINA:
He’s got it wrong if he believes this is because of him. I’m doing this because I want to. It’s necessary.

        
WAITER:
He’s afraid he’s made you leave your husband.

       
NINA:
My husband managed that all by himself.

        
WAITER:
He’s afraid you won’t come.

        
NINA:
So am I.

They disappear.

SCENE 25

The Lemon terrace. Filip and Agnes are sitting each in a chair, looking at each other. Agnes leans forward, searching for words, for something to say. 

FILIP:

Why didn’t you ask me about Nina when I called and asked if I should visit you?

      
AGNES:
I remember very well the time you called and wanted to visit. I thought you had left her. I was happy, looking forward to it. 

FILIP:

And then you behaved as if we had never had a relationship.

AGNES

Because the first thing you did was to mention her, and I realized everything was the same. 

       
FILIP
And then you didn’t want me anymore?

      
AGNES
You disappointed me so much. My inside froze, it became a heart of snow. I could hardly move.

FILIP

So what happened in Rome?

       
AGNES
It was only a meeting. A journey. Not a relationship, just a kiss or two, a conversation, something incomplete, something that could only be defined as a beginning. Should I have told you that you had to get a divorce? 

      
FILIP:
Someone should have told me. It could only have been you, you were the only one who had the power. I thought you didn’t want me.

AGNES:

And then you got her pregnant?

FILIP:

Not immediately.

    
AGNES:
But you talked about her. You wanted to make me jealous. Scared, insecure. 

        
FILIP
You were indifferent –

AGNES

I wouldn’t let you have that pleasure.

FILIP

You were too strong for me.

      
AGNES:
In reality I was so weak I didn’t even dare show my weakness.

FILIP: 

I really do regret it. Do we ever know more than the heart we hear beating?

       
AGNES:
You’re not the only person with a heart.

       
FILIP:
I’ve broken up with her. I suppose you ought to know.

AGNES:
Tell me about your children.

       
FILIP:
She wants them. I don’t expect I have anything to set against it.

      
AGNES:
What age are they?

        
FILIP:
The boy is nine, the girls fourteen and seven.

       
AGNES:
You’re fond of them?

        
FILIP:
Of course I am.

I’ll lose them. I’ll lose them.

       
AGNES:
You’ll have to do all you can for them.

       
FILIP:
I wish we could start again.

AGNES:

Tell me more, what do they enjoy doing? Suzanne, is that her name?

       
FILIP:
She plays the violin. And football. Sometimes I read to her at night, before she goes to sleep. Although she’s a big girl now. I’ve always done it, right? She’s so lovely, large sad eyes. Often I meet her gaze all of sudden, she looks at me like that, and nearly always she looks sad. I feel naked, as if I’m guilty of some thing or other I don’t know what. Nina says she tells her nothing, but I suspect she does. She tells Suzanne how awful I am. That must be it.

       
AGNES:
You’re lucky.

       
FILIP:
I’m going to lose her.

         
AGNES:
Not necessarily.

       
FILIP:
I want to know what you’re writing. Tell me about your novel.

        
AGNES:
I don’t know. It may not be any good. It’s dried up.

I just want to have a word with Jon before he leaves.

The Waiter enters with a tray, a whisky on the rocks for Filip and a glass of white wine for Agnes. Agnes thanks him, the Waiter bows and leaves. Agnes picks up her glass and raises it towards Filip.

       
FILIP:
Hurry up then, we don’t have much time.

Agnes passes Filip who takes her hand, kisses it intensely. She stands watching him while he does so, retracts her hand and rushes off.

SCENE 26

The hotel garden. Jon goes past at the back of the stage, carrying a large bag. Agnes comes running towards him. Stops.

          
AGNES:
Wait!

Jon stops, lets go of the bag. They approach one another.

AGNES (cont.):

Come.

Agnes hugs him, takes his head between her hands, looks at him.

AGNES (cont.):

Thank you.
     
JON
Thank you?

        
AGNES:
For letting me do this.

      
JON:
If you come back I will always believe I’m second best for you. Number two, the one you’re able to live with. You may tell me I’m not, and then I’ll have to believe you. Believe what you tell me. That’s what I’ll have to do.

     
AGNES:
There are times when words have to suffice.

JON

Why didn’t you tell me at once?

AGNES

I don’t know –

I guess -

I should have –

I’m sorry –

          
JON:
Nina is right. You are radiant, my angel.

       
AGNES:
She said we were radiant together. You were an angel.

JON

I will try. When do you want me back?



AGNES

In two days.



JON

Are you sure?



AGNES

I love you.

I have no other words.



JON

You want me to accept it just like that.


AGNES

Maybe we’re not the couple we thought we were.



JON:

The happy ones?

AGNES:

The happy ones? The image of two people turning towards each other, kissing. Some people want it to be that easy, and us to show them that it is possible. But we have to disappoint them. Because we live. 



JON:

And die.

AGNES:

Let’s move on.



JON:

Are you ready? 



AGNES

I’ve decided to give up my project with the novel.





JON



Our fictionalised past? 

         
AGNES:
It might not have been the same thing if we had run into each other at a rock concert as twenty-year-olds. Perhaps this is how it should be.



      
JON:
Perhaps?

       
AGNES:
We can never be certain of anything.

       
JON:
Are you certain?

      
JON:
Perhaps?

       
AGNES:
We can never be certain of anything.

       
JON:
Are you certain?


AGNES:

Yes. Of what?



JON

That you will go with me?



AGNES

Quite certain.

Was it south you wanted to go?





JON



We can go north if you like.





NES



South is fine.



You’ll come and get me then?





JON 

Quite certain.

Jon leaves. Agnes stays and watches him go. She looks more and more lonely. Then she turns and approaches the Rose Terrace, stops before Filip discovers her. She observes him from a distance. The Waiter comes, sees her, but continues towards Filip.

SCENE 27

The hotel garden, Rose terrace. Filip by the table. He looks like an old man.

Agnes stands watching him throughout the whole action. He does not notice her.

    
FILIP:
Agnes? Nina? Agnes?

 The Waiter enters.

      
WAITER:
Would you like something?

Filip looks up at the Waiter, torn out of his own world.

         
WAITER:
Would you like something?

       
FILIP:
No.

The Waiter remains standing for a long while, looking at Filip.

       
WAITER:
What about the bill?

Downstage Nina can be seen with her suitcase, on her way in one direction, while Jon with his bag is on his way in the opposite direction. Filip and the Waiter see them, watch as they slowly disappear from view. Agnes does the same first, then she turns and watches Filip. He does not notice. The Waiter gives Agnes a smile, lifts his hands as to say – what can I do? Then he leaves.

Filip opens up his laptop, begins to write.

Agnes stands watching him.
THE END

