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If ONLY 
A comedy stageplay by Andi Reiss and Karen Forbes   

MASTER COPY– 14.10.2020 

 

SCENE 1 -  ENSEMBLE 1 – THE MEDICS 

The empty space is slowly inhabited by THE MEDICS, five in total, who congregate. 
one by one. (a line for each, any order, merging, beats as directed – actors to 
choose their lines). 

 

We have to listen to our patients. 

After all, it is their body. 

It’s about quality of life, your ability to enjoy life. 

We all want quality of life. Don’t we? 

Have you read the Patient’s Charter lately? 

Isn’t it about the fundamental right to choose? Well, isn’t it? 

I say it’s about fear. Yes, fear of the consequences 

But I’ve sworn the Hippocratic Oath, at medical school, we all did. 

What exactly is ‘quality of life’? 

Listen to ourselves!  

We have a duty of care –  

(pause, they fall silent) 

You’re entitled to a second opinion…you do want a second opinion? 

 

MARK steps into the space as the MEDICS disperse. 

 

 

SCENE 2  -  MARK’S FIRST APPEARANCE 

MARK addresses the audience. 

MARK: Personally, I don’t have an opinion, one way or another. No, really I don’t. I’m 
not sure I’d tell you if I had. Not the sort of thing one talks about over dinner or 
discuss with relatives. Dying. Planning for your death. Ending it. 
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(beat) 

No, psychiatrists, by definition, need to remain steadfastly impartial. We deal with the 
mind, not the heart.  We’re non – judgemental, at least if we’re any good at what we 
do… 

Besides, I like her story; it’s a good story. And, I like Marie. 

I won’t pretend I have all the answers, far from it, but I do believe in freedom of 
choice. And I was wondering if this is what Marie’s story is like, how many other 
stories are out there? Waiting to be told? Stories where people are left no option but 
to break the law. 

So that’s why I do what I do.  

(beat) 

Because I believe we have a duty to listen. 

 

MELDS into – 

 

SCENE 3 -  A HUSBAND’S FUNERAL EULOGY for OLGA 

Organ music. It’s 1913. JACK, black attire, addresses the funeral congregation 
(formed from ENSEMBLE). 

JACK: When I first came to know her whom we are met to honour in dying as we 
have honoured her living, she was already - as she fully realized - under irrevocable 
sentence of death. 

I was attracted by the pathos of her position; her astonishing fortitude and 
cheerfulness; her unusual directness. Soon, we became close, and it wasn’t long 
before she claimed from me – as a token of our marriage – the promise that when 
the blow should fall, I would be the one to speak for all, the last Goodbye. (beat) 
That blow has fallen, and I am here to redeem – as best I can - a pledge most 
willingly given. 

(beat) 

I had to promise to speak ‘sensibly’, to speak above all ‘the truth’, to waste no 
extravagant sorrow, none in praise, but just to speak as faithfully as I could of her 
gladness and acquiescence in Death, the last great Act of our majestic human 
drama. 

(beat) 

“You are not very well today, girlie,” her mother would say. “No” was the tonic 
answer, “but I’ll just go and do something, and then I shall be better.”  
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She was always ‘just going and doing something’ – something for others – seldom 
for herself. (beat) But then the time came that she could no longer do things, either 
for herself or for our children…(he is momentarily overcome) 

I close with a Requiem that might almost have been written for my wife: 

(the gentle sound of the waves underscores as we move into next scene) 

 Under the wide and starry sky 

 Dig the grave and let me lie; 

 Glad did I live, and gladly die, 

 And I laid me down with a will. 

 Here lies she where she longed to be; 

 Home is the sailor, home from sea, 

 And the hunter home from the hill.                    (RLS, May 1913) 

 

JACK and CONGREGATION disperse. 

MELDS into – 

 

SCENE 4 -  PURGATORY 1 

Intangible mystery of Purgatory: a beach, beside the shoreline. Two women OLGA 
(38, from 1913) and MARIE (54, from present day), sit opposite one other, 
barelegged, skirts raised, feet trailing in water. OLGA is in a wheelchair. 

It is present day. The gentle, mesmerizing sound of the sea is heard as they talk 
across each other.  

They are waiting.  

 

OLGA: “When the time comes,” I said to Jack, “…be truthful…treat me as a sensible 
human being, not a weak-minded woman. 

MARIE: Neither of us claims to be that. 

OLGA: I want to be told. “Just as you would tell your man patient that he had better 
make his arrangements to ‘leave’, so do I.” 

MARIE: When the time comes. 

OLGA: “Trust me”, I said, “You do you understand that you should trust me, as I 
should trust you?” 

(beat) 



4 
 

MARIE: He’s a good man, your husband. 

OLGA: Yes…It really has been bad for him to have an always dying - never dead - 
wife! 

MARIE: And your brother? 

OLGA: My brother does not disapprove of my act, and most of my friends seem to 
understand my views. (smiles) I shall go to sleep with a good conscience. 

(beat) 

OLGA: Let’s talk about your brother. 

MARIE: Let’s not! 

OLGA: Christopher. 

MARIE: (shakes head) Christopher. Chris has always tried my patience, this time to 
the limit! 
 
(longer pause) 

OLGA: Don’t you just hate the word ‘patient’? What does it mean, exactly? 

MARIE: (laughs) Is a good patient one who swallows her medicine - as well as her 
pride – and takes it all lying down? 

OLGA: My doctor refused to see me as long as I refused to take his drugs. He is 
perfectly right, of course. (beat) And so am I. 

They laugh. 

OLGA: Fear prevents us far too often from doing the right thing – the right thing for 
ourselves, I mean. 

MARIE:  I‘ve been so tired, but since this morning I’m beginning to feel years 
younger. Last night I had a dream. The air was too warm, so I slept outside on the 
balcony. I awoke at three and stared at the shadowy black-silhouetted beech tree 
which has been my friend since we moved here when I was seven.  

OLGA: Ah, I had a tree friend once. 

MARIE: It glowed in the moonlight and golden flickers tickled its leaves. If this was 
autumn, it would be aflame with red leaves, but in summer, it struggles with the 
higher temperatures of our climate change, so it’s really nothing more than a 
shadow. 

I like that. It’s me. Somehow there’s safety within a shadow. A silence. Like a 
sentence thought but unspoken. Yet, it spoke to me. 

OLGA: I like shadows too. 

MARIE: Now, more than ever, I realize that a sentence thought but unspoken clutters 
the conscience… 
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OLGA: …the conscience, which questions the moral sense of right and wrong? Now 
there’s a subject. 

(beat) 

OLGA: We all have to help ourselves, in the end. Depend only on ourselves. 

MARIE: …Even if the ways we go differ, Olga, by the time Friday comes - if all goes 
well - I shall have grown into your ‘sister’. 

(beat, they stretch) 

OLGA: (smiling) Is this not a good morning, Marie… 

(beat, they muse for a moment) 

MARIE: There was such a lovely sunset yesterday. Why should it upset me? I went 
to sleep crying. 

OLGA: (profoundly) I think it’s because sunsets come at the finish of the day. 
They’re particularly appreciated when their number seems limited. 

(beat) 

MARIE: This is a beautiful place, it feels…it feels so peaceful, so strength giving. 

OLGA: My peace comes in the morning on the sands. I watch the little ones making 
sand-pies, building castles. The sea comes in then one big wave washes away their 
pies and castles, but tomorrow the children will appear again, spades in hand, ready 
for better work still. (beat) They work with all their might as if those sand castles 
were to stand forever! 

(beat) 

For years I’ve watched those high seas and winds. Nothing can make us realise 
better the frailty of every human being. 

(beat) 

MARIE: There’s so much I must be resigned to, people never seeing with my eyes, 
not understanding in my way. (beat) It quite pains me.   

OLGA: Regretting never brings back the past, it only hampers the present and the 
future. 

MARIE: I hope that, in time, our way of thinking will be taught as ‘religion’. 

OGA: Know that death is not bad, Marie. It is we – society - who make it so, and it is 
in our power to look at it calmly, even joyfully.  

(beat) 

OLGA: (bemused, looks to sea) Yes, the world goes on quite well without 
me…(beat) Is not my optimism ‘unkillable’?  

(beat, they laugh) 
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MARIE: The problem is they don’t know how to deal with us, do they? 

OLGA: You would have thought, after a century or more…(shakes head) So much 
for my ‘rationalist’ thinking! 

MARIE: At least science has moved on…but sadly, not fast enough for me…for 
either of us. 

OLGA: If only they understood how much we wanted to recover. 

MARIE: Not to die, but to live. 
 
(longer pause) 

MARIE: Is this Overstrand? Your ‘Sea of Galilee’… 

OLGA: It’s whatever you want it to be, Marie. If it makes you happy, at last. See that 
beach hut over there - see, with the black and white stripes – it’s yours. Reserved for 
as long as you need.  

MARIE: How long will I have to wait? 

OLGA: For as long as it takes for someone to make a decision. 

OLGA hands MARIE a bag of fudge, then exits. MARIE reclines, eats fudge, 
mesmerised by the deepening sound of water. 

 

The sea water turns into the sound of toilet flushing. 

MELDS into – 

 

SCENE 5 - YOUNG AND OLD MARIE 

In an un-explained bathroom interior, MARIE  is slumped on a commode. She holds 
a champagne glass in one hand and a packet of fudge in the other. 

LILLY, dressed in a child’s dress over her visible adult party dress, appears as a 

young GIRL, and sits at MARIE’s feet. This is MARIE’s younger self. GIRL smiles. 

MARIE stares at her. Eventually the GIRL speaks. 

GIRL: How do you know when your childhood is over? 

MARIE: In my case, it was when Father…Father Richard stopped…  

Would you like some fudge? 

GIRL: Did he brush your hair? 

MARIE: Father Richard? Sometimes, not often. He used to say I was special.  
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GIRL: You are. I like having my hair brushed. Do you? 

MARIE: (recollecting) No, not since my Dad died. How old are you? 

GIRL: I’m five and three quarters.  

MARIE: I was about your age when he died.  

GIRL: But Daddy says I look older. 

MARIE: And that’s how old we were when we came to live here, all the way from 

England. Remember? 

GIRL: Yeah, I remember. 

MARIE stands, raises her champagne flute, stands over the toilet, empties her glass 

into it, closes lid. 

GIRL: Do you like being a grown up? 

MARIE sits on top of the toilet, takes a hairbrush from her pocket, pulls tufts from 

bristles, and randomly drops them onto the floor around her. 

MARIE: No, Marie, not any more. Sometimes the pain is so unbearable that I 
overdose on my medication and I’m so out of it I lie awake all night wondering what 
penguins smell like or how porcupines make love. You think that’s a life? 

The GIRL looks enquiringly at MARIE. MARIE fondly brushes the GIRL’s hair. 

MARIE: I become obsessed with penguins, porcupines and anything beginning with 
peeee! I can waste five hours on the loo. (beat) It’s not much fun growing up to be 
me is !  

MARIE talks directly to the GIRL. 

MARIE: You know what the hardest thing is?  Asking yourself: how do I know when 

my life is over? Not an easy conversation to have with yourself, let alone someone 

else. 

GIRL: Christopher loves me.  

MARIE: You think? He may have done when we were kids 

GIRL: When our parents decided to have more than one child – to have Christopher, 
I mean – they made a wish. That we would be friends forever, like a fairytale. 
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MARIE: And sometimes it doesn’t work out, Marie. Maybe our parents were too 
distant, too strict…Perhaps it was boarding school, I don’t know.  
 
GIRL: You need to talk with him. Now. It’s never been more important. 

MARIE stands, smiles at the GIRL sitting on the floor. 

MARIE:  I have to pick up my prescription. Do you want to come? I miss the days 
when a tattoo meant you were a nutter, not a medical receptionist, but I can’t help 
but love Delphine! 
 
GIRL: Sure, I’ll come. But only if you promise to talk to our brother. 
 
GIRL gets up, takes MARIE’s hand briefly, then drifts away, removes her child 

clothing.  

MARIE remains, lost in thought. 

MELDS into - 

 

SCENE 6  -  PODGE WAS A PODGE 

MARIE is joined by two former boarding school friends, LILLY AND LANIA, in party 

clothes. They sip champagne, eat fudge and recite the fairy story just as they did as 

children playing a bedtime game at boarding school. The poem gets faster as it’s 

recited, the women giggle as they share the lines. 

MARIE: Podge was a Podge 

 Who lived in the thicket 

 With Henry the cricket. 

LILLY: In the grounds of the house 

 Known as Bushygap Lodge 

LANIA: and it was never a drudge 

MARIE: perfecting the art of homemade fudge. 

(beat as MARIE looks up, produces another bag of fudge, offers to friends, smiles, 

eats) 
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MARIE: Now Smudge was a Smudge 

LANIA: Who’d resided with Podge 

LILLY: since being a Smidge 

MARIE: a bit like a Pidgeon 

  with a smidgeon of dove. 

MARIE:  But it was never a drudge; 

    Perfecting the art of homemade fudge. 

MARIE relishes the moment, closes her eyes. 

LANIA: Now Huff was a Huff 

   With a look so gruff 

Henry had had more than enough (raises glass, laughs) 

 Upon Huff’s first visit 

 For the Bushygap cricket. 

 

LILLY: But funnily enough, 

 They’d made a fabulous duo 

 At the wicket, the weekend 

 Of the Bushygap cricket  

 

LANIA: And therefore - and so said -  

 They’d embarked on a sideline 

 And teamed up to make 

 

MARIE: full bodied Fudge wine. 
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LILLY: And the Indigo Fairy, 

MARIE: Well she was called Polly! 

They collapse in giggles, take a deep breath, race to the end. 

 

MARIE: So, there they all dwelt 

 And in the business heartfelt 

LANIA: They’d be melting and felting, 

LILLY: Almost conveyor belting 

MARIE: a fudge so divine, 

LANIA: not to mention their wine… (raises glass) 

LILLY: with one single ambition: 

 to quash prohibition. 

(beat) 

MARIE: You see, the Bushygap elite 

 had pulled quite a feat 

 and cast a ban in the village 

 of anything sweet. 

LILLY and LANIA blow MARIE goodnight kisses, LILLY leaves. 

MARIE remains on the commode, eyes closed childlike. LANIA tucks a blanket 

around MARIE. 

LANIA:  And that’s all for tonight. 

   We’ll further our adventures in fudge tomorrow.  

LANIA exits 

MARIE: Yes, tomorrow. The day before Monday.  I look forward to it. 
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MELDS into –  

 

SCENE 7 -  ENSEMBLE 2 – THE PATIENTS 

THE PATIENTS congregate. MARIE takes a line or two. ERIKA (a doctor) stands in 

their midst. Same direction as Scene 1. 

 

THE PATIENTS  

I used to enjoy my life, now I’m full of fear 

You wouldn’t treat a dog... 

Simple things- like swallowing food- is so difficult  

Someone has to make a stand  

I have a voice, but not for much longer  

Even basic things like making a cup of tea 

It is, after all, my body  

When you say it’s a matter of conscience- do you mean yours or mine? 

Yours AND mine, I see 

Please listen 

I know what you’re thinking, but you’re wrong 

For some of us, it’s already too late  

When I can’t hold a pen 

Or string a sentence together 

When I can’t...when I can’t 

Remember my name 

Speak for myself, speak my own words without assistance 

The key term is with - or without - assistance. 

Shit myself. Yes, I can do that without assistance. (MARIE) 

When the time comes 

When I don’t have a choice 

I used to enjoy my life, now I’m full of fear. 

 

PATIENTS disperse, MARIE and ERIKA step into 
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SCENE 8 -  ERIKA’S APARTMENT WITH MARIE 

ERIKA sits at a table completing forms for MARIE to sign. MARIE fumbles through 

copious papers in her hand. She addresses ERIKA. 

MARIE: So, we can throw this copy away? I don’t need it, no? 

ERIKA nods. MARIE takes a pair of hand-warming mittens from her bag. 

MARIE: Alright, so…so what decision have you made about the vein? Because I 

brought these to warm them up. I think we should have two goes. To make sure. I’m 

not squeamish about the bruising. 

ERICA: (smiles) Marie, I’ll have one go and do it the way I usually do it. 

MARIE: I just need to warm them and that’s it. Right. I won’t need my jacket, will I?  

ERICA: Whatever you wish. 

MARIE: No, I won’t be needing my jacket. Not in Summer. 

(beat) 

ERICA: Shall we brush your head?  

MARIE: (strokes her own hair) Yeah, yeah, my head and my hair. I like that. 

ERICA: When we put you into the coffin, we’ll brush your hair. 

MARIE: When I was a child, my father used to brush my hair. But now the steroids, 

my early menopause… I’m lucky I have any left. (beat) I miss his bedtime stories. 

(Beat as MARIE tips out the contents of a large paper dispensary bag onto the table) 

MARIE: The entire contents of my bathroom cabinet. Stacked in alphabetical order, 

of course. I know…a bit OCD. I can keep these until the last moment? 

ERICA: Of course.  

MARIE: Did you know there are currently 439 different medications for Crohn’s 

disease? Does that surprise you? It surprised me.  

I feel sick. 
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ERICA produces a pen, clipboard and paperwork for MARIE to sign. 

ERICA: This is a formality - just in case we have any problems with anyone in your 

family. 

MARIE: There’s only my brother. 

ERICA: We’ll need to tell the police and lawyers what happened. 

MARIE: Christopher won’t cause you any problems. 

ERICA: I’m sure. 

MARIE: He couldn’t care less. 

ERICA: We have run into problems – issues - with family members who never ever 

cared. 

MARIE: Sure, I know you have to protect the organisation, I know that. But, in my 

case you won’t have any problems, Erika. I promise you. 

ERIKA nods as MARIE signs and hands back the clipboard. 

MARIE: Is that everything? 

ERICA: All done. 

MARIE: May I go to the toilet? 

ERICA: Of course. The bathroom is through that door, past the kitchen on the right 

hand side. I’ll leave you in private. When we return, you will make yourself 

comfortable, then we’ll open the perfusion. (beat)  When you’re ready, no rush. 

MARIE, high on meds, hesitates. Brain fog. 

MARIE: We have the party first, right?  

ERICA: That was last weekend, remember?  

ERIKA exits. MARIE gathers medication together, stuffs it back into paper bag. As 

she is about to exit to the bathroom her mobile rings. She answers. 

MARIE: Christopher! 

BLACKOUT.  MELDS into – 
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SCENE 9 - ERIKA’S STORY: PART 1 

ERIKA, bible in hand, addresses audience as if a court testimony. 

ERIKA: My Dad meant everything to me. “Life is like a child’s shirt, short and shitty” 

was a lifelong saying of his. (beat) He was mistaken, it was long and ‘shitty’ for him. 

His first wife died of a brain haemorrhage during the birth of their seventh child, at 

the age of thirty six. Even now I hear him telling me how he planned to drive us into 

the woods and soon as we were asleep he intended to fill the car with exhaust fumes 

using a hose. Then, he would shoot himself and we’d reunite our family of nine - on 

the other side. 

(beat) 

But his conscience became tormented. (sighs) So began a long trail of suffering for 

both of us. Recurring suicidal thoughts on his part and my efforts to prevent him from 

acting on those suicidal thoughts. 

Then, in his eighties, a second stroke robbed him of language. Aphasia – the 

inability to express oneself verbally, in writing or in sign language – was the worst 

thing that could happen to him. He would roar like a tortured lion in too small a cage, 

beat his head with his huge fist…The more he suffered, the more I suffered with him. 

It became increasingly unbearable for both of us. 

(beat) 

On May 3rd, 2005 and now that he had reached the age of 82, disabled and frail, I 

decided to accept his wish.  

(beat) 

‘Can it be within a doctor’s remit to facilitate the voluntary assisted death of a 

seriously ill patient with an incurable condition?’ 

(pause) 

Yes…I believe it can. 

MELDS into – 
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SCENE 10 - PURGATORY 2 

OLGA and MARIE continue their discussion in Purgatory-beside-the-sea. They share 

a picnic basket, eat and discuss children, adoption, marriage, legacy. 

MARIE: Good looking kids. Two boys, two girls. Lucky you. 

 

OLGA: Thank you. There’s a reason none of them resemble me, if that’s what you’re 

thinking. Adoption. (beat) Did you never think of having children? 

 

MARIE: Me, God no! I struggle to look after myself. All those sleepless nights, colic 

and potty training - and that’s just me! 

(They laugh) 

 

OLGA: When Charles came along - he’s our eldest - we were called fools for taking 

him after only four years of marriage. We caused quite a stir, Jack and I. 

 

MARIE: (regretfully) I’ve never watched the coming of a child into this world. 

 

OLGA: If only I had kept my health I feel sure I could have brought up many more 

children. To hell what our friends and neighbours thought! 

(beat) 

 

OLGA: Jack has been a wonderful husband 

 

MARIE: Ah...the time for that has passed too. 

 

OLGA: No legacy there, then. 

 

MARIE: There are other ways to leave a legacy. 

 

OLGA: Of course. 
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MARIE: They’re making a documentary. I invited them to. 

 

OLGA: No holds barred, I hope. 

 

MARIE: None. The cameras remain until the end. They’re editing as we speak. 

 

OLGA: For posterity? 

 

MARIE: I’m hoping for more than that, Olga. There is so much to be done in the 

world, and as I can’t do it, I would like to feel that others will help...after I’m gone. 

(pause) 

 

OLGA: It is a great sorrow to realize that I’ll never see my children grow up, but I go 

with absolute faith that they will all turn out well and be a help to the world. (beat) 

Perhaps my loss may, in the end, help in making the children stronger than they 

would have been had they always had me to rely on. 

 

MARIE: And your husband? 

 

OLGA: I made Jack promise to marry again. That way, the children will always have 

a mother. Now, I am always cheerful and resigned, because I see clearly that things 

will come right. (beat) In the end. 

 

MARIE retrieves two paper packages from picnic hamper 

 

MARIE: Burger King or KFC? 

 

MELDS into –  

 

 

SCENE 11 - PARTY SCENE 

 

ERIKA exits. MARIE remains in the spot, eating. Her mobile rings. She answers and 

resumes a conversation with her brother. Less brain fog. 
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MARIE:  Christopher, listen to me. If he’s saying six men can build a house in three 

days, and we’ve discussed this, assuming that all of the workmen work at the same 

rate, then eighteen men will take one day to build a single house. (beat) Chris, you’re 

not listening! 

MARIE remains on the phone to her brother.  LILLY and LANIA prepare food for a 

farewell gathering.   

MARIE: We’ve discussed this so many times and I’m not saying it’s practical, but you 

have to negotiate. OK, I’ll explain again. (overlaps next section with LILLY’s) 

Let M = the rate of work of a single man. Let H = the house. Therefore: 6 x M x 3 

days = H.  Have you got that? (beat) Therefore, theoretically, it will take 18 men one 

day to build a single house. Yes, I’ll wait. 

with 

LILLY: What happened to the good old days, when you could have an opinion and 

not offend your family? 

(beat) 

MARIE: Lils, he’s clueless. As Helen Keller said: “The only thing worse than being 

blind is having sight but no vision.” 

(Back to phone conversation) 

MARIE: Yes, Christopher. 

(pause)  

Oh come on, he might be successful, but never underestimate…  
 
LILLY: Once an economist… 

MARIE: Christopher, please concentrate. The number of men is inversely related to 

the days. It’s simple. Eighteen men will complete the house in one day. (aside to 

LILLY.) And that’s a lot less cups of tea than you’ve budgeted for. Use your head! 

LANIA: (enters carrying tray of food) He certainly picks his moments. 

(beat) 
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MARIE: (still to brother) It may not be practical but you’ve got to understand his 

incentives. In any case, that final invoice is likely to be very different to the initial 

quote he gave us. 

(longer pause) 

Incentives. Yes. 

(beat) 

OK, fine; then just pay the damn price they’ve quoted. I’ve only been managing this 

project the entire summer! Yes, I know. I know everyone’s got to make a living, I 

know that. But… 

Chris? Christopher! 

(line dies, MARIE is frustrated) 

LANIA: Coward. 

MARIE: Prick.  

LILLY: All on course, then? 

MARIE: He’s always one step ahead of his other left foot, careering headlong into a 
new job he’s clueless about. 

LILLY: Where does that leave you? 

MARIE: Square bloody one. Have you ever wondered before drawing boards were 

invented what did they go back to? 

LANIA: If he was my brother…/ 

MARIE: /He’s being a moron from the church of ‘Jesus Chris’ again, and now they’re 

quoting an extra ten grand. He’s totally underestimated. 

LILLY: It’s not like it’s a run of the mill project, is it?   

LANIA: A barn conversion is very prestigious for their portfolio. 

MARIE: But he’s paid too much upfront. 

LANIA: Ironic, given it’s your money. 

MARIE: Moronic, you mean. 
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LANIA: Realistically, though, what project is ever completed within budget? 

LILLY: Or on time. 

MARIE: But he’s had six weeks to get this started. Six bloody weeks! He’s stalling 

because he thinks I’ll postpone.  

LILLY: You’re kidding! 

MARIE: He’s paid them, they’ve started, of a sort…but he thinks I’ll change my mind. 

LANIA: And he’s paid in full?  

MARIE: He told me he trusted them because they were a ‘Christian’ organization! 

I can’t mess Erika around again. She’s been very patient. (beat) I’m just sorry for the 
villagers who still have to deal with their idiot when I’m gone! 

(beat, they laugh). 

Christopher calls again. She listens. 

MARIE: Christopher, for goodness sake. Let’s try something simpler, use your head; 

If a hen and a half lay an egg and a half in a day and a half, how many eggs will six 

hens lay in seven days?   

LILLY: I know this one. 

(pause) 

MARIE: (still to brother) Chris? No, it’s two dozen. Twenty-four because the number 
of hens has increased from 1.5 to 6, four times more, and the number of days has 
increased from 1.5 to 6, also four times more. Use your head, please. I’m not having 
this conversation.  
 
LILLY: Perhaps I don’t! 

MARIE: Hello…Chris? Christopher!  (beat) Ahh, I’m not sure I can go through with 

this. 

LILLY: Rest for a bit. You’ve another hour at least. 

MARIE: Thanks for helping me through this mess. Both of you. 

LILLY: Try to relax.  

MARIE: Is there anything I can do? 
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LANIA: All in hand. I’ve finished the Thai mango salad… 

MARIE: The peanut sauce? 

LANIA: …is in the fridge. 

LILLY: Mixed with the honey and lime, yes? 

LANIA: As requested. It’s the mince pies that will take a while. 

MARIE: You’re both too good. 

LILLY: Take a nap, darling. You’ve a long day ahead. 

MARIE: And I don’t want to be the party pooper – ignoring my one firm rule – 

ALL: (upbeat) “No tears, no crying.” 

MARIE lies on the couch, watching the busy proceedings around her. 

MARIE: Did you manage the Fattoush salad? 

LANIA: Naturelle. We’ve everything on your list. 

LILLY: But mince pies in August; that really takes the biscuit! 

They laugh, revelling in the banter and innuendo. 

MARIE: Thank you. Thank you for making this day so much easier for me… 

LILLY: Thank Harrods, my darling. (unveils a hamper of mince pies) Thank God for 

Harrods! 

MARIE tips pills from a bottle, knocks them back, closes her eyes. 

MARIE: (drifting, dreamily, alliteratively) I’ll always have a fetish for Fattoush. 

MARIE, drowsy, heads for bathroom. 

MELDS into - 

 

SCENE 12 – MARIE’S ASSESSMENT WITH ERIKA’S PSYCHIATRIST, MARK  
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MARIE lifts toilet seat, sits, remains seated throughout scene. Takes our journal and 

pen, places them beside her. She is exhausted, in reverie.  MARK, the psychologist, 

lies in the empty bath. 

MARK: How are you feeling? 

MARIE: (startled) Christ, Mark, not again! Can’t I go to the loo in peace… 

MARK: How are you really feeling?  

MARIE: Knackered. I’m done. 

MARK: You know that if you want to die on Monday morning that it will happen. 

MARIE: Yes, I know. And yes, I want to. 

MARK: This is your decision? Nobody else is pushing you into this? 

MARIE: Do you see anyone else? 

MARK: And you don’t suffer from any psychological problem? 

MARIE:  In my life, I’ve been to one ‘positive thinking’ course. It was shit. Please 

don’t make me laugh, it hurts. I’ve pee’d myself already. (beat) Mark, I understand 

this is a process of Swiss Law - seeing a second psychiatrist - but you’ve read the 

first report, haven’t you? 

MARK: Hearing it from you directly, is different.  

MARIE: (sighs) Right. (rattles off the list) I’m a heterosexual female, I’m single, never 

been married, no kids, no surrogates or adoptions, no godchildren, no 

dependents…and I am not depressed. This scenario reminds me of my 

insignificance in the world, my lack of carbon footprint, but I am not depressed. Sorry 

to disappoint you.  

(beat) 

MARK: I’m here to help.  

MARIE: Obviously Crohn’s disease can involve dealing with anxiety, stress, mood 

swings. But I am not depressed; I know exactly what I’m doing. (afterthought) If 

there’s anything that feels ‘depressing’, it’s dealing with Christopher, the emotional 
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toll of managing my brother… and the complications of “irritable builder’s 

syndrome!”.   

MARK smiles. 

MARK: I’m not here to change your mind. 

MARIE: I’ve never let this disease run the show, never. But today my illness IS 

running the show. It’s bigger than me, faster than me, and I’m woman enough to 

admit I’ve given it my best shot. 

MARK: Nor to fight for freedom of truth. That’s your job. 

MARIE: It’s Checkmate, Mark. I recognize I’ve achieved more than most people in 

my situation, but I know that this cruel, sentimental satire must end. 

(beat) 

MARK: When did you reach your decision?  

MARK stands, lights a cigarette. MARIE watches as he takes a drag. 

MARIE: You don’t believe in Erika? 

MARK: I didn’t say that.  

MARIE: In what Lifecircle has to offer people like me? 

MARK: You know assisted dying isn’t legal here in Switzerland.  

MARIE: But it’s decriminalised, and that’s progress. Why are you here, if you don’t 

believe?    

MARK: Buddhists believe the way life ends has a profound impact on the way the 

new, reincarnated life will begin. I learned that in Japan, after medical school. Their 

teachings don't explicitly deal with aid- in-dying and, to be honest, this contradicts 

almost everything I learned about medicine. But when I realised that what’s 

important, here, is a person’s state of mind at the time of death, I knew I’d have 

some greater purpose beyond a psychiatric hospital. 

MARIE: There’s no perfect answer, Mark. 

MARK: Enough of me. This is about you.  
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(beat) 

MARIE: Last time I was in hospital the doctors gave me two choices; they could do 

nothing or put me on the list for yet another operation. More like one choice, eh? 

Imagine, after thirty-nine surgeries. The more they prod, the more it spreads. Time to 

surrender. 

(beat) 

I’ve been working for my brother recently, managing a building project.  

MARK: I heard.  

MARIE: The project isn’t the problem, I’m used to making business decisions, 

dealing with finance - it’s what I trained for. No, it’s the practicalities. Christopher 

wants - expects - me to be there. In situ, in person. Like, now.  

MARK: And that’s the reason he isn’t here today? 

MARIE: He refuses to comprehend that in order for me to stand for half an hour out 

on his ruddy building site, I need five hours bed rest beforehand. Ridiculous, but 

there it is. I’ve always known it would come to this. (beat). Smoking takes years off 

your life. 

MARK: (nods at her glass) So does mixing drugs with alcohol. 

MARIE: Hasn’t killed me yet. What the hell? 

MARK offers her his cigarette, she takes a drag, hands it back. 

MARIE: I’m done. Totally done. 

MARK: You’ve coped admirably. 

MARIE: Thank you. I’ve had to face the unexpected for over thirty years. (beat) But 

coping isn’t the same as living. 

(pause) 

This disease, when you’re fighting head on- I mean seriously fighting back - is 

like...like performing on a stage without a script. Improvising. Never knowing what’s 

coming next.  
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MARK: I can understand that. 

MARIE: Can you? Have you ever done stand up? 

MARK: (smiles) I spend most of my working day sitting down,  

MARIE: Or lying down. 

MARK: So, no. (beat) Often have to improvise though. 

MARIE: OK, so you’ll know that with most impro, you need a punch line, to think and 

act quickly, landing jokes on the spot.   

MARK: Okay. 

MARIE: But the question one should ask oneself - as I have for many years – is 

this. What is a punch line? 

MARK: And what is a punch line? 

MARIE: You tell me. 

MARK: It’s the funniest part of the joke?  

MARIE: I’d say so. 

MARK: And this is a joke? This life you’re ‘coping’ with, but not ‘living’? 

MARIE: Yes. I’m forced to come here…to Erika’s clinic…to satisfy your criteria…to 
seek Erika’s help. I’m placing all of us at risk. (beat) These tedious circumstances! 
My circumstances!  

All a joke at my expense, Mark, written by the Church and those for whom the 
sanctity of life - which has hitherto informed the duty of doctors to their patients - is 
all.  

(beat) 

Do you believe life is sacred, that death is a natural part of life? 
 
MARK: Of course.  
 
MARIE: So we should all have the right to decide our own destiny, surely? 

MARK: I’m…/ 

MARIE: /More to the point, why don’t I have the right to write my own punchline?   

(silence) 
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MARK: I hear you, but here’s a question. Does every joke have to have a punch line, 

Marie? 

MARIE: Anti-jokes, you mean? No punch lines on purpose?  

MARK: Roses are red 

MARIE: Violets are blue 

MARK: I have a gun 

MARIE: Get in the car! 

(beat, they laugh) 

MARIE: ‘Sense of humour box.’ Tick! 

They ‘high five’. 

(beat) 

MARIE: Suffering to the bitter end is the anti-joke. Is that what you want to hear? 

(beat)  

MARK: You’re determined, I’ll give you that. 

MARIE: Is this what you want for me? A bitter end? 

MARK: Tough on the outside. 

(beat) 

MARIE: I know what I am. (beat) Depends whether you decide I’m worth the risk. 

(pause) 

MARK: (gestures to diary) What’s with the book? 

MARIE: Years ago, a young doctor recommended I begin a journal ...writing once a 

day, once a week, whenever I had a spare moment.  

Write it all down, he said. Get it off your chest. 

MARK: And did you?  

MARIE: Not ‘til a few weeks back, when I came to live with Christopher.  
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Too busy studying for my MBA, even in hospital. The surgeon had to confiscate my 

books, I was that obsessed. But I was trying to fight the joke, not run with it.  

Yet, here’s the thing - I’ve been improvising for years, but I’ve yet to test the joke in 

front of people. People like you. (beat) Until now.   

She faces him squarely for a moment. 

MARK: May I…? 

MARIE hands journal to MARK. He flicks through the pages. 

MARIE: (from memory) “I saw a painting once – more an etching - on a school trip to 

Vienna, in the Workhaus museum. I was thirteen. Acute Diarrhea, early period 

cramps and the fullest breasts in the year. My first teenage memories. It was a 

standing joke that if Lilly, Lania and I were ever to meet in the park for a smoke, we’d 

have to be at the ‘mood swings!” 

(beat) 

MARK: (reads) “This etching was of a figure, not entirely human, with spikes, thread- 

like intestines...or nerve endings...spooling from its torso. And it was as if the figure 

was within some subterranean shadow of hundreds of tunnels. Forever doomed to 

tread a fine line between reality and unreality. You can only relate to the figure if you 

know what’s going on inside your own body.” 

(beat) 

MARIE: Sounds mad, huh…But it spoke so clearly to me. Off the record, Mark, I 

wish I didn’t have to be here. I wish I didn’t have to die… 

MARK: (reads) “What kind of bullshit is this? I have the right to live, to work, to pay 

my taxes and to die of old age, or in an accident, anywhere in the world!  

MARIE: Yet when it comes to an assisted death, I have to relocate; leave my home 

and return to a place not particularly fondly remembered... I have to come here.” 

MARK nods in understanding, closes journal. 

MARIE:  I wish I could be home, in London. Most people want to go home to die, 

don’t they, but home is not here. Not Geneva. It was - for so many years - but not 

now. 



27 
 

MARK: So, when’s the punch-line? 

(beat) 

MARIE: It’s a visual gag, Mark. You’ll see. Tomorrow.  

(beat) 

MARIE gets up, flushes, sanitises her hands. 

MARIE: May I go now? Are we done with the questioning? Sorry, but I’m losing my 

sense of humour. 

MARK: You seem to have antagonised the opponent and delivered the win. What 

can I say? 

MARIE: I’m not afraid of death. I don’t believe in it. We don’t die, we transcend, and I 
cannot help thinking that anywhere can be as difficult as this world. Marie’s world.  

(pause) 

MARIE: Is this what you want for me? People like me?  

MARK returns the journal to MARIE. They look at each other a longer moment. 

MARK: I wish you well, Marie. Once I’ve written up my notes, I’ll let Erika know my 

decision. It’s been a privilege to meet you. 

MARK exits. 

MELDS into – 

 

SCENE 13 - ENSEMBLE 3 – THE PLAINTIVES 

The ENSEMBLE appears, representatives of real life cases i.e. Diane Pretty (1), 
Debbie Purdy (2), Tony Nicklinson (3), Omid T (4) and Paul Lamb (5). One to four 
(deceased, past cases) speak in the past tense.  Paul Lamb (5, still living) speaks in 
the present tense.   (he lost his 'right to die' appeal in 2020) 
 

EN 5: The great ‘unmentionable’, forever dividing opinion. (beat) What do they think 
they’ll achieve by ignoring us?  

EN1: I had nothing against my life, except with MS…Well, it ripped the very core out 
of me. But, I wasted my last breath. I’m already dead. Don’t mourn for me.  
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EN 3: I was locked in for seven years. A prisoner in my own bed, washed and dressed 
by carers who were, after all, strangers. You try defecating to order and drooling at the 
mouth, while they suspend you in a sling over a commode! I wasted my breath. I’m 
already dead. Don’t mourn for me.  

EN 4: We locked eyes and for a moment I felt frozen in time. Nothing else mattered 
apart from our presence together. She should have slipped something into my tea. 
But I knew she couldn’t. That was my mother. I suffered with Multiple System 
Atrophy for five years. I’m already dead. Don’t mourn for me.  

EN 2: No, it’s not like being suicidal but too afraid to die. This is something that only a 
person with what I would call a ‘despairing illness’ will understand, because you're 
waking up and you think “oh no, here we go again”. So, this was about no longer 
living in torture every day, because you couldn’t take my pain away.  

EN 3: My existence was miserable, demeaning. ‘Locked in’. I couldn’t scratch if I 
itched, couldn’t pick my nose if it was blocked, could only eat if I was fed like a baby. 
(beat) Only, unlike the baby, everyone knew I wouldn’t grow out of it. (beat) Do you 
know how that feels? 

EN 5: Don’t get me wrong, I understand the reasons for opposing a change in the 
law. I’ve often spoken to religious people, I’m not a religious person myself. I’m a 
humanist - someone who doesn’t worry whether there’s a God or not because 
nobody can prove it, not even the Archbishop or the Pope. So, why don’t we focus 
on what is best and possible in this world? What I can actually see. (beat) And I see 
me. 

(beat)  

A car accident in 1990 left me with no function below my neck, except limited 
movement in my right arm.  

Yet, I continue to fight. In my head. In court I argue the current law - which bans 
assisted suicide and threatens 14 years' imprisonment - is discriminatory and 
breaches my human rights. However, two leading judges declare my case 
"unarguable". It cannot proceed to a full hearing. That ‘assisted dying’ is a matter for 
Parliament, not the courts.  

EN4: That’s what they told me. 

(beat) 

EN 5: I can’t tell you how significant it would be in my lifetime, how much peace of 
mind I would have, just knowing I can determine my own life instead of the state telling 
me what to do. 

Meantime, I stay alive, if you can call it that. Eventually, I’ll die of ‘natural causes’. 
What’s natural about that? Is this the end you want for me? People like me? 

(beat) 

Now, do you see me? 
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MELDS into 

 

SCENE 14 - ERICA’S STORY: PART 2 (TO COURTROOM) 

ERIKA: “It’s time for me to call the police.” he says. (beat) You have to be kidding, I 

thought, he’s only been gone… But already it’s two hours since my father fell asleep, 

and Mr. Ron – the Institute attendant – has to register ‘an unnatural death.’. An 

unnatural death, I’m told, must be investigated in the same way as a murder.  

We sit at the table, have something to drink, he calms me down. It’s all important and 

correct procedure which must be followed…especially for my own exoneration. 

(beat) I nod. 

Suddenly, my son is in front of me. Naturally, he wants to see his grandad. Will they 

really open Grandpa up? (beat) Another three police cars have pulled up outside. 

You must be kidding, this isn’t happening. 

“Promise me, you’ll prevent an autopsy.” he pleads. “You can do that, you’re a 

doctor.” (beat) And suddenly his eyes – so very like his grandfather’s eyes – brim full 

with tears of fear. 

(longer pause) 

I can do that. Of course, I’ll do that.  

Not only for my son, but for my father too. 

MELDS into - 

 

SCENE 15 - MARK’S DILEMMA (MARK AND PRIEST) 

MARK is leaving MARIE when he’s approached by a figure in the darkness. The 

PRIEST could be metaphorical, MARK’s conscience or alter ego, perhaps. 

PRIEST: ‘The sanctity of human life’. 

MARK: I’m sorry? 

PRIEST: Mark, you’ve been thinking about this for as long as you took the time to 
respond to Erika’s request for a second psychiatric report.  
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MARK: It’s a legal requirement. This isn’t easy for me, Father.  

PRIEST: It’s not a black-and-white issue for Christians either.  

MARK: ...I know… but what if …what if the benefit is much greater than the harm? 
 
PRIEST: Are you asking, or telling me? 
 
MARK: What if Marie fits the criteria?  
 
PRIEST: Christians can, in good faith and for sound theological reasons, land on 
either side of this debate, you know. 
 
MARK: …Meets the safeguarding regulation? 
 
PREST: (laughs) There is no safeguard/. 
 
MARK: /Forgive me, but your community has no right to monopolise this 
conversation! 
 
PRIEST:  Oh, stop! It’s all faiths, not just a Christian perspective.  God decides how 
long each of us will live. Allah too. 

MARK: I … 

PRIEST: …and those who become vulnerable through illness or disability deserve 
special care and protection…proper end of life care.  

MARK: This isn’t euthanasia.  

PRIEST: It isn’t? 

MARK: You think it’s that simple? I’ve studied the human condition for… 

PRIEST: …for what purpose? To declare them sane enough to die? (beat) Mark, 
humans have a special value which doesn’t depend on the quality of a particular life. 
I understand where you sit with this – where you think you sit - and to an extent I 
admire you for it, but perhaps you should consider accepting the lesser harm, in 
order to ward off a greater one. Otherwise, where will this end? 

 
MARK tries again. 

MARK: If a patient has a gangrenous foot or limb,  

PRIEST: Mark, you have a family,  

MARK: And the gangrene has the potential to spread 

PRIEST: A good reputation. 

MARK: …even kill the patient, then one is allowed to amputate the limb? 
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PRIEST: An irrelevant question. She isn’t terminally ill.  

MARK: We’re all ‘terminally ill’. None of us know how much time we have left. She 
may have years of suffering to come. Can you honestly stand by and watch that 
happen? 

PRIEST: I don’t want to see anyone in pain. But to end suffering in the way you’re 
thinking interferes with the working out of the laws – the natural laws, as well as the 
legal ones – which govern this process.  

MARK:  Not strictly true…this is not a process. 

PRIEST: Death is a process of life. 

MARK: And? 

PRIEST: And in the eyes of the Law… I have an obligation. 

MARK:  Helping to end a painful life is, perhaps, a moral obligation. (beat) 

Perhaps I have an obligation. 

(beat) 

PRIEST: You’re not Hindu or a Buddhist and neither is she. As a medic you’ve 
vowed to diagnose and treat emotional disorders. You can’t play God. And neither 
can I. 

MARK: Ten years ago, the thirty-eight hours of weekly social care that made her life 
bearable was cut entirely, forcing her to fund herself. 

(beat) 

Crohn’s might not be terminal but, believe me, it kills…it kills at a slow, ugly pace. 
This is why she’s elected to die. If people realised for a second the hell of living with 
a condition like this/ 
 

PRIEST: /In my world, Hell is the state or place of punishment for the wicked after 
death. 

MARK: You don’t know that, for sure. But know this - nothing is more certain than 
Marie’s physical pain. 

PRIEST: I know what you’re thinking, Mark. It happens all the time: at home, in 
hospital, here in the hospice… Withdrawing tubes, switching off a machine.  

MARK: Neither you, nor I, can possibly conceive what its like to be in her position! 

(beat) 

PRIEST: Do I consider it acceptable for a doctor to withhold treatment and allow a 
patient to die? Yes, I do. But it’s not acceptable to kill a patient by a deliberate act.  

MARK: So what’s the moral difference between killing and letting someone die? 
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PRIEST: There is no difference, it’s nonsense. Theoretically, the act of removing life-
support is just as much an act of killing as giving a lethal injection. But it’s not a 
deliberate act/ 
 
MARK: /Of course it’s a deliberate act.  
 
PRIEST: Only if there’s no hope left. 
 
MARK: There is no hope for Marie. Can’t you see that! 
 
PRIEST: Of that you can’t be sure. 
 
MARK: We’re going round in circles. Marie’s been on morphine for over eight years. 
Her pain is permanent, unbearable.  She spends her waking hours in severe 
lethargy. Disabled. No homecare. 
 
PRIEST: And this means she’s as lifeless as someone on life support? 

MARK: No. But, surely, Erika’s way is preferable? Kinder, less painful for everyone. 
Her relatives don’t have to clear up her mess. (beat) Since Marie set her heart on 
coming here, approaching Erika - she’s had time to plan the things that matter to her. 
Her funeral, managing her affairs. Time to celebrate her life. Say a proper Good-bye 
to friends and family. 
 
(beat) 
 
Her ‘hope’ is in her ending. Who are we - any of us – to deny her a ‘good death’? 
 
Pause, PRIEST shakes his head. 
 
PRIEST: You think this is one of the classic ideas in ethics; the moral difference 
between carrying out an action, and merely omitting to carry out an action. It’s not.  
 
MARK: Look, she’s lost hope for Christ’s sake! She’s dying from loss of hope! Who 
will be held to account for that, eh? 

PRIEST: She is not terminally ill. 

MARK: Her disease is incurable and progressive. It’s an injustice…/ 

PRIEST: /Then remember, no sin is more swiftly punished than injustice. 

MARK: What are you saying? 

PRIEST: (pointedly, implicating his own position) Mark, the fact of the matter is 
this. There is no denying that to remain silent in the face of injustice is tantamount 
to taking part in that injustice - and that is a grave offence by any standard.  

They stare at each other for a moment, the penny drops. 

MARK: Your point? 
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PRIEST: You’re placing me in a difficult position, Mark. (beat) The hospice staff 
value your services here…your expertise, your bedside manner… 

MARK: My work with Erika is strictly confidential, it has nothing to do with/ 

PRIEST: What does your wife think? 

MARK: My wife? I don’t take my work home. 

PRIEST: She doesn’t know… 

MARK: I don’t take my work home. It’s strictly/ (confidential) 

PRIEST: /Confidential. Yes, very wise. 

Pause 

PRIEST: You’re a first-rate psychiatrist, Mark. High levels of empathy. You’ve 
worked hard, our hospice staff trust you. Why ‘rock the boat’? 

Pause 

PRIEST: Let me put it another way. Suppose I wish you dead, if I act to bring about 
your death I am a murderer, but if I simply ‘discover’ you in danger of death, and fail 
to act to save you, I am not acting, and therefore, according to the doctrine, I’m not a 
murderer. (beat) Technically speaking.  

Pause 

Of course, it would be for the court to decide.  

MARK: (recognizes irony, nods) Yes, the Court…of course. 

PRIEST: Have you considered one can have too much empathy? Empathy 
demonstrates that you care. (beat) Perhaps it would be wiser spent strengthening 
the bond with the people who need you to help them stay alive. 

MARK laughs, shrugs, cornered but not beaten. 

I don’t want to see you suffer any more than you are now, Mark. Marie can take her 
own life, should she choose to, and the gravity and culpability for that sin can be 
judged on the circumstances surrounding that – what shall we call it –‘misdirected 
self-love’.  

(beat) 

I don’t want to see you in Hell, Mark. (beat) I don’t want to see any of us in Hell. 

PRIEST leaves, MARK remains 

 

SCENE 16 - ENSEMBLE PIECE 4 - A COLLECTIVE OF TESTIMONIES 

ENSEMBLE members stand in random spots, to form a collective of court 

testimonies. [those who have undertaken an assisted death with ERIKA]. 
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EN 1: How quickly does the medication take effect?  Ingesting oral barbiturate to 
unconsciousness doesn’t exceed three minutes. For intravenous barbiturate, it does 
not exceed 30 seconds.  

 

EN 2: The opportunity to say ‘goodbye’ followed by a rapid death with no distressing 
symptoms for the patient, or the observer, is much appreciated. I’d call it peaceful. 
Dignified. 

 

EN3: Who would disagree that being allowed to die in the presence of friends or 
family is nothing but beneficial for the patient? 

(beat) 

EN 4: It’s tricky to answer with complete confidence, but studies suggest most family 
members who accompany their loved one are not specifically traumatised by the 
experience of a medically assisted death. 

EN 3: However, the behaviour of the public prosecution directorate has sometimes 
been much more distressing than the medically assisted death itself.  

 

EN1: I would argue that family members who disagree with medically assisted death, 
whatsoever their grounds, have no more right to obstruct it than to prevent a 
marriage of which they disapprove. It’s the patient’s decision. 

EN 2: Police involvement? No, not all families report the death upon their return. 
Apparently, it is not a legal requirement. 

 

EN 2: One patient due to travel to Switzerland was sectioned and detained in a 
psychiatric hospital, where he died over a year later. (beat) It was two years before 
the family learned that they would not be prosecuted.  

 

EN5: In another case, police intercepted a mother at an airport outside Britain, 
alerted by her daughter. She had to switch planes and was refused the right to 
continue to Switzerland. 

Pause 

EN 1: Some doctors continue to feel uncomfortable with the whole idea.  

 

EN 3: Both the British and Australian Medical Associations continue to oppose the 
legalization of assisted dying.  
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EN 2: Even doctors who agree with legalisation often say they would not want to 
participate themselves. 

 

EN 3: Yet - let us not forget - these are organisations that once opposed 
contraception and abortion.   

Longer pause 

 

En 5: Moral philosophers argue persuasively that euthanasia ensures a faster death 
for sufferers, and on humanitarian grounds this is preferable to a more prolonged 
death.  

 

En 3: Yet, academic philosophers maintain it’s difficult to make rational, moral 
distinctions between withdrawal of life-sustaining treatment, (which medics and 
clergy have come to believe is ethically acceptable), and active euthanasia, which 
many believe is not.  

 

EN 1: (laughs) How can it be that philosophers, rather than medics, reflect the views 
of the public…? 

 

EN 2: It’s a mess. 

EN 3: Chaotic. 

EN 4: Alarming. 

 

ERIKA appears central to the ENSEMBLE. Pause. 

EN 4: Consider those patients worldwide unable to request, in their own country, 
what constitutes probably the most important discussion with their doctors they will 
ever have. 

(beat) 

EN 5: In this context, I’d argue this doctor is acting as a moral philosopher. She 
assists those with intolerable physical conditions for whom palliative care has no 
adequate or acceptable response. 

 

EN1: One might view her as a justifiable alternative for those who might otherwise 
commit lonely, often messy, acts of irreversible self harm.  

 

Fade to BLACKOUT.  
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SCENE 17 - ERIKA and MARIE short FILM extract of MARIE’S final moments (3-
4 mins approx) 

[This is part of the documentary showing Marie’s final moments] 

 

SCENE 18 - LANIA’s FUNERAL EULOGY for MARIE (TO CONGREGATION) 

LANIA: When I first came to know Marie, she was - she fully realised- already under 

irrevocable sentence of death.(beat)  It wasn’t long before she had claimed from me 

– as a token of our friendship – the promise that when the curtain should fall, I would 

be the friend to speak for all her friends the ‘last good-bye’. 

(pause) 

“Shall I tell you what you are to say?” she once asked. “Do”, I said, “and I will say it.” 

But she never did. And now the curtain has fallen. Too soon. Yet scarcely soon 

enough, because she suffered so much. 

Picture the memory of Marie that will always remain with me. The poor disabled 

body; the incurable, sometimes cruel, suffering. Yet the mind always busy, alert and 

adventurous, the heart always generous and of good cheer.  

Her last conscious act was an act of supreme renunciation. (beat) Beautiful it is – 

runs the saying – to die for one’s country. How much more beautiful to die for one’s 

Friends, one’s nearest and dearest! And for a cause in which she believed to the 

last. 

(beat) 

Beloved Friend, we’ll miss you, but we will not disobey you by grieving too sorely. 

We will rather take comfort in the knowledge of your peace. Be assured that your 

rare courage in life - and now your rare courage in death - will have illumined both 

life and death in many overflowing hearts. Until they too shall fall into the great sweet 

sleep. 

(smiles) 

Roses are red 

Violets are blue. 
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I have a gun 

Get in the car! 

(beat) 

A true friend can be kept only without compromise. 

Freeze. BLACKOUT.  

MELDS into – 

SCENE 19 -  ENSEMBLE 5 - CHRISTOPHER’S STORY 

 

EN1: I was aware, yes. I’m not sure I knew how to help, but I was aware of my 
sister’s daily struggle. 

 

EN2: That she was forced to give up a high -powered career at forty- five, when I’d 
just turned forty. 

 

EN3: That for decades she battled with a handful of painful diseases and spent 
much of her time seeking new treatments; advocated medical research knowing she 
might never benefit herself. 

 

(beat) 

 

EN1: Marie was never ‘backwards in coming forwards.’ When it finally became clear 
that no drug on earth could fix her intense suffering, she called me. It was a 
beautiful, ice-cold morning early in December. 

 

EN5: ‘I’ve chosen a voluntary assisted death’, she said. It was like telling me she’d 
booked a summer holiday. 

 

EN2: ‘But that’s not legal...not in the U.K.’ I said. (beat) 

 

EN5: ‘No’, she replied. 
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(Pause) 

 

EN1: The least I could do was invite her for Christmas - our first Christmas together 
in ten years. We never exchange gifts. I recall her telling me she wanted no gift from 
me other than acceptance. (beat) Acceptance of her choice. But I couldn’t, I just 
couldn’t. 

 

EN3: So she stayed and we got involved in this building project of mine. Together. 
And I thought, despite our love-hate relationship, the resentment, that 
perhaps...perhaps...I don’t know what I thought really. 

 

EN4: My sister was the biggest, worst bully to me, growing up. 

 

EN1: She’d physically attack me. She got her own way with everything. Most times 
she became a monster and I hated her.  

 

EN2: Everybody has a chapter in their life they don’t read out loud. She was mine. 

 

EN3: Yet, I remember sensing she was the most uplifting person to be around. She 
sort of poured her spirit into me, if you can understand that. Blood- thicker- than-
water sort of spirit. 

 

EN1: I questioned her again and again about why she was so adamant. Despite 
everything, she’d always been so alive, so determined, stubborn. 

  

EN4: ‘What type of being alive do you think you could tolerate?’ she snapped. 

‘But, you’re coping.’ I replied. 

‘Yes, but coping isn’t the same as living.’, she said. 

 

EN5: Then she laughed. ‘What world are you living in, Christopher?’ 

 

EN1: Acceptance...I can’t accept what she’s done - for herself or for me. I just can’t. 

 

EN5: ‘What world are you living in, Christopher?’ 
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Pause 

 

EN1: I wish I’d had the guts to tell her the truth. That I cannot see a world in which 
she is not there. 

MELDS INTO - 

 

SCENE 20 - ERICA’S STORY PART 3-  (TO COURTROOM) 

ERIKA: Did we, honestly, do something wrong? Has this ‘murder case’ not been 

investigated enough? Do we, his family, not have a right to peace and quiet after all 

we’ve been through?  

Eight officials fill my father’s sitting room. My teenage son isn’t allowed to see his 

grandfather. The forensic pathologist enters, followed by two trainees.  

(beat) 

“Your father is a particularly interesting case - with his bypass, massive 

arteriosclerosis and two strokes, his autopsy is scientifically important. His body will 

be collected in half an hour and released in five days.”, she informs me. 

(beat) 

Officials stand guard as the coffin is loaded into the hearse. They are only following 

regulations, yet it’s another indication that something ‘not right’ occurred here. 

Perhaps a crime has been committed. 

“Promise me you’ll do everything to prevent an autopsy.”, my son pleads again. 

“Promise me.” 

(to self) There has to be a better way. (beat) I can do better than this. 

MELDS into – 

SCENE 21 - ENSEMBLE SCENE 5 – ABSTRACT FIGURES and VOICES 

 

EN1: Are we dead? (laughs) This feels like ‘serenity’. Feels like studying colour 
recognition in tiddlywinks at PhD level. Like I’m alone in my room singing Radiohead 
songs on my karaoke machine.  
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EN 4: I’m in love with this… Serenity.  

EN3: What does it mean to have serenity? 

EN 2: It means to be peaceful and calm. Always. 

ERIKA appears amidst the ENSEMBLE 

ERIKA: Is that legal? 

EN 4: Does it need to be?  

ERIKA: Is it accordant with religious belief? 

EN 2 leads ERIKA by the hand. 

EN 2: Serenity is being here.  In an open canvas,  

EN 4: No beginning or ending. 

EN 1: To be inside a cup of water, swirling clockwise, wisp-like. 

EN 2: Inside an endless tunnel, that appears from nowhere. Notice the architecture 
changing from a tube into a prism. (beat) Gradually it dawns on you…you’re walking 
through a mausoleum. 

(beat) 

EN 3: I’m paddling through shallow, reflective water. Slowly. Ankle deep. Now I’m 
free.  

EN 1: I step onto a world, separated from another by a single sheet of glass. 
Glimpse beneath. Forever unfazed by life's ups and downs. 

EN 4: Picture a cavernous room, its walls covered with writing. You float through, like 
an astronaut. Slowly (beat) You attempt to change the writing.  

Pause 

ERIKA:  Yes. You attempt to change the writing.  

As the lights fade, the ENSEMBLE disappears. ERIKA remains in spotlight, 
addresses the audience. 

 

ERIKA: On Tuesday 9th of July 2019, the criminal court in canton Basel-Country, 
north western Switzerland, handed me a 15-month suspended prison sentence and 
a fine of CHF20,000. 

I consider myself fortunate. (beat) The prosecution initially requested five years (the 
minimum for murder) and a fine of CHF10,000. 

I was judged ‘not guilty’ of murder, as the court concluded the woman patient was 
capable of discernment. That she fully understood what it meant to end her life, even 
though she was suffering with clinical depression.  
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(beat) 

However, (beat) the court also decided I had violated the handling of Sodium 
Pentobarbital, the medication used by assisted dying patients in Switzerland. For this 
violation I was found guilty. 

 
I did not request independent expert opinions in my defence  –  I am not a member 
of Dignitas or Exit.  

(beat) 

As I explained at the beginning, I was unable to find a psychiatrist willing to conduct 
assessments for the Eternal Spirit Foundation. (beat) Assessments, which are 
paramount in a court of law. 

(beat) 

As for my previous psychiatrist and former colleague - he’s no longer available for 
comment. 

 

ERIKA exits. 

MELDS into - 

SCENE 22 - PURGATORY 3 - OLGA, MARIE AND MARK 

OLGA and MARIE stare across the ocean. In the background a MAN is skipping 
stones into the waves. He lunges a stone, then turns to OLGA and MARIE.  MARIE 
eats a sandwich. Half of the sandwich falls into the sand. MARIE looks at OLGA, 
picks up the half, eats.  

 

OLGA: Teeth sensitive to the sand 
             in salad greens-- 
             I'm getting old. 

 

MARIE: (smile) Bashō, I know that.  

 

OLGA: The greatest master of haiku.  

 

MARIE: Another year is gone / a traveller's shade on my head, / straw sandals at my 
feet. 

 

OLGA smiles. MARK overhears, turns and walks towards them. 



42 
 

 

MARK: Falling sick on a journey / my dream goes wandering / over a field of dried 
grass. 

He addresses MARIE 

 

MARK: I studied Haiku in my travels. Remember? In Japanese, haiku are 
traditionally printed as a single line while haiku in English often appear as three lines. 
I think I’m the third line of ours.  

OLGA: Short lines which do not rhyme.  

MARK: No need to.   

MARIE : Seventeen syllables. Many poets still use the original 5-7-5 pattern. 

Pause 

MARK: Seventeen years ago…before embarking on my psychiatric practice. I had 
seventeen years.  

OLGA: No time at all.  

MARIE: 

Hearty evenfall 

A Crab, caring apple skips 

Whilst watching the Beech. 

 

MARK: This beach? 

 

MARIE: No, the Beech tree from my childhood garden. She was my friend.  

 

MARK: I had a tree friend once. 

 

OLGA: It glowed in the moonlight and golden flickers tickled its leaves. If this was 
autumn, it would be aflame with red leaves, but in summer, it struggles with the 
higher temperatures of our climate change, so it’s really nothing more than a 
shadow. 

MARK: I like that. It’s me. Somehow there’s safety within a shadow.  

MARIE: A silence. Like a sentence thought but unspoken. Yet, it spoke to me. 

Pause 



43 
 

MARK: Now, more than ever, I realise that a sentence thought, but unspoken, 
clutters the conscience. 

OLGA: The conscience which questions the moral sense of right and wrong?  

MARIE: Now there’s a subject. 

MARK: Are we three souls being atoned for past sins before entering heaven? 

OLGA: We’re three stanzas, with simplicity, intensity, and directness of expression. 
There’s nothing wrong with that.  

MARIE: But we are amongst multiple stanzas, all with the same message. 

OLGA: 

Tulips onlooking 
Verdant fields of fire dust, stretch 
Towards the sea, the sun 

OLGA, MARIE and MARK look towards the ocean sunset. 

MARIE: Thank you, Mark. I’m so sorry this has happened. For your family’s loss. 

MARK: Perhaps it’s punishment.  

OLGA: It mustn’t be conceived of as a kind of vengeance inflicted by God, whatever 
anyone thinks.  

MARIE: This has nothing to do with God.  

OLGA: I believe laws, perceptions, even beliefs, will change.  

MARIE: It’s a matter of time.  

OLGA: Everything’s a matter of time.  

 

Pause. MARK remembers fondly. 

MARK: (overcome) I used to read Bashō to my children. They’re barely three and 
five years old. Imagine losing Daddy before you’ve been able to remember him.  

 

OLGA: Whatever our age, Mark, a poem never needs to be anything but simple.  

MARIE: There's a thin line between sarcasm and satire. I believe this is satire. 
Remind me, what is a punch line? 

MARK: You tell me. 

MARIE: You were my saving grace, Mark. 

OLGA smiles. 
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OLGA: … Grace is much more than forgiveness, and no one should be asked for 
forgiveness, in such circumstances.  

(beat) 

Times will change. Can you feel it, too? (beat) This is the silence before the storm. 

Pause 

MARIE: If Heaven was one long day of the week, I wonder what day it would be? 

 

BLACKOUT 

SCENE 23 – ERIKA’S EPILOGUE 

ERIKA appears in a single spot, as if in court.  

ERIKA: I confirm that Marie died, as expected, on the morning of Monday 17th 

September. 

(beat) 

My colleague, Mark, died unexpectedly of natural causes – a brain aneurism - six 

weeks later.  

(beat) 

Can it be within a doctor’s remit to facilitate the voluntary assisted death of a 

seriously ill patient with an incurable condition? 

Pause 

Yes…I believe it can. 

 

BLACKOUT 

 


