
(Lights up on MARIA sitting at the same table and mirror as in scene seven. She has both her 

hands on the table with a small cardboard box open in front of her. It is a memories box with 

photographs and letters.) 

MARIA: I never really thought about what I was doing when I brought this box with me. Out 

of all of the things that I was willing to leave behind in order to get away, this box just wasn’t 

one of them.  

(pause) 

It should have been the one thing I did leave behind but, I guess there was a part of me that 

wasn’t quite ready for that. I’d taken that necessary step, I’d left but just because I’d 

physically left him, it didn’t mean that I’d emotionally left him. Walking out the door, that’s 

completely different than shutting those memories away or discarding them like clothing 

dirty and coated with mud and blood. It’s always been that way, hasn’t it? Inside my body 

and inside my mind. I can get him out one way but the other way? That’s a hell of a lot 

harder. Those memories won’t leave you, the memories of him and the worst part of it is, it’s 

not just the memories of the abuse that I can’t get out. Those, I can just about deal with those, 

thanks to Carl. No, it’s the memories of the happiness that we once shared.  

(MARIA removes a photograph from the box and smiles sadly at it, recalling the memory.) 

This was the day when we went down to the castle together, looking at the ruins and then 

standing there in the grass at the top of the cliff and looking out across the sea. I felt so free 

and as I looked out at that vista of blue and listened to the cry of the seagulls and the feel of 

my hair whipping around my face in the wind, I knew that there wasn’t anyone else I wanted 

to share this moment with. I wanted to share it with him and he was right there beside me. He 

took this photograph when I was sitting on one of the rocks and I look so happy here, he 

managed to capture real happiness on his mobile phone of all things. No editing or touch up’s 

or anything. Real, pure happiness, the type you can’t fake.  

(MARIA holds the photograph for a few moments, just looking at it and remembering before 

dropping it to the floor. She picks out another photograph.) 

This one was taken at the aquarium. It was a little dark as it normally is in aquariums and we 

had just seen the seals swimming and playing outside. I love seals. I am always looking out 

of the train window when we pass from Burntisland to Aberdour. If the tide is in far enough 

then you can see the seals on the rocks. He surprised me by taking this photo and I’m still 

smiling here. I love watching fish when they are swimming in the water. I just love the way 

they move and that was a good aquarium, there were plenty of different fish. They even had a 

Stonefish and I was laughing when I spotted it, just thinking of Billy Connelly. 

(MARIA laughs a little and shakes her head, staring at the photograph for a moment before 

dropping it to the floor. She looks into the box and pulls out another photograph.) 

This one was taken when we walked across the bridge from Ferrytoll and up. I’d never done 

the walk before and I was a little worried about it being too windy but it wasn’t that bad. We 

walked from one end to the other and then just turned and walked back again. We used to do 

a lot of walking, in the early days. That stopped, just like so many things stopped. We 

stopped and did our selfie moment and then as we were walking back, we talked about going 

to Salzburg and getting our own padlock to put on the bridge.  



(MARIA drops the photograph to the floor and picks up a small stack of them. As she speaks 

about each of them individually, she drops them, steadily going through the photos faster and 

faster.) 

We took this walking along beside the canal. This was at the bandstand in Cupar. This one 

was in London when we visited a friend. This was outside the cinema. This was on the beach. 

This was in the woods, the park, the swing set, that time we pitched up a tent in the living 

room, the music shop, the ice cream parlour, the nightclub, outside the graveyard, the crystal 

shop, the necklace at the British Museum.  

(MARIA stops and bows her head, appearing defeated for a few moments before lifting her 

head back up.) 

I can find a way to deal with the abuse, with what he did but you know what I can’t deal 

with?  

… 

(MARIA appears tearful.) 

I can’t deal with the fact that he could love me as much as he did, that he could do all these 

things with me, that we could share so many wonderful memories and they are wonderful, 

and yet he could still hurt me like that. I know how he did it and I could talk about that till my 

voice was hoarse and scream about that till my throat was raw but why he did it? I don’t think 

I’ll ever know why. I have to live with all these happy memories, side by side with these 

terrible memories and they won’t ever go away. They will always be with me, and his fingers 

will always be indentations on my skin, like a piece of clay that dried too quickly.  

(MARIA wipes away the tears in her eyes and takes a deep breath, grounding herself. She 

puts the lid on the memories box and looks in the mirror.) 

I have to be strong though, I have to keep myself together and I have to continue on. He may 

have almost ruined me but, without realising it, he actually gave me a gift.  

(MARIA puts her hand on her pregnancy bump.) 

He nearly took my life and I took it back and I’m going to live it to the full, and I won’t be 

doing it alone. I’m going to live my life for me and for you, for my baby. As for Carl? 

Well… 

(MARIA grins.) 

Every baby needs a good daddy.  

(Lights down on MARIA.) 

 


