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A middle-aged MAN and a middle-aged WOMAN sit on chairs on opposite 
end of the stage and speak directly to the audience, though they might turn to 
face each other as the drama develops…. 
 
MAN: (Dublin accent, holds up an airmail letter) Saturday morning. I pick up 
the post, bills and a red envelope your big loopy writing stops me in my tracks 
and takes me right back, your eyes, your laughter, the red lipstick… 
 
WOMAN: (Irish with American twang) I know my letter is twenty-five years 
late, but in my head I’ve been writing to you all this time.  
 
MAN: In the envelope, a Christmas card with an oldie-worldly look – a big red 
door with a wreath on it and a young couple kissing chastely by it, a small dog 
at their feet. It takes me aback. Inside, a letter which I open with the care 
bomb disposal men use, and as I read it, your voice rings out as clear as a 
bell in my head.  
 
WOMAN: Dear Eammon, I’ve written to all the E O’Rourkes in the 
phonebook. If you’re the Eammon I knew, I know I’m the last person you want 
to hear from but I need to see you. I’m over for Mammy’s funeral and will be in 
town 18th-23rdst December inclusive before I leave for the States again. I’ll be 
in the Golden Goose every day at 1pm. Meet me, will you?  
 
MAN: Meet will you? Classic Janey. Exploding into my life out of nowhere - all 
over again.  
 
WOMAN: At the pub, I sit in our old nook by the window. It’s gone all gastro in 
here, but they’re not touched the layout which I know like the back of my 
hand. Though I think they’ve overdone the decorations, and the music’s a bit 
much.  
 
MAN: All week, she worms back into my brain – her dancing up to me at that 
club, the goodnight kisses, her perfect breasts….  
 
WOMAN: I haven’t thought how to say what I need to tell him but Nula kept 
saying Mam, it will all flow out fine, but now I’m starting to feel unsure.   
 
MAN: Saturday again and I’m draping the fairy lights that Anna loves so much 
on our cherry tree. It’s a bright sunny winter day and Anna’s hanging out the 
washing.  As I watch our bed-sheets blow one way in the breeze, I think I’ll 
go…but when they blow the other way, I think, I’ll do no such thing – how dare 
she? 
 
WOMAN: All I can think of is that last time we saw each other, the tea-shop 
near closing time the staff clearing up around us – he was so engrossed 
talking me through his list of disco tracks, I didn’t have the heart to ruin it…. 
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MAN: By 12.30, I know from the bursting fury in my chest that I can’t miss this 
last chance so I tell Anna we need a few new bulbs for the lights, and head 
out before she can ask any questions.  
 
WOMAN: He was so excited, telling me all about the DJ he’d found that he 
must have thought my eyes filling up was from happiness but the words, I 
can’t do this, kept pushing at my lips - not daring to break through.  
 
MAN: As I drive in the sparkling day, it rains images  – me running a finger 
around my starched collar during the eternity of the forty-five minutes you 
made me wait. Your bridesmaid opening the Church door – alone, face 
flushed, tear-streaked.  
 
WOMAN: By the Saturday, with all the waiting, I down double-dose Zanak 
with my Pinot Grigio but it just turns my head into a helium balloon. 
 
MAN: Brian rushing down the aisle to the bridesmaid who is whispering 
something to him. The congregation staring at me and me staring at Brian 
who, stone for a face walked slow motion back to me. By the time the pub is 
in sight, I have to pull over, as my breathing is as choppy as the bay below. I 
put on the hazards and try to decide. Tick – go in. Tock – drive away. Then, 
all of a sudden, I just have to know and bomb up the hill, walk into the pub, 
shaky and sweating, when all the happy people in their seasonal cheer hit me 
and every fibre in me, wants to run a mile.  
 
WOMAN: I see him right away - he looks… better…. a million dollars in fact.  
 
MAN: I see her right away – she looks ridiculous – like an air traffic controller. 
I’m craving a drink now, just craving it – to take the edge of all this - and then I 
notice that the place is awash with Christmas decorations – loads of bright 
and shiny plastic golden bells strung along the place. So brash they’ve ringing 
out almost - just like our Church ones never got the chance to.  
 
WOMAN: Eammon! Eammon! I call, waving my arms though there’s no need 
as it’s quiet in here today, but it gives me something to do with all my anxiety.  
 
MAN: Hi Janey. I say but her name sounds strange in my mouth - like a type 
of food I no long have a taste for.  I should say sorry I’m late, but I can't seem 
to form the words, so I just say sorry about your mother as I sit opposite her.  
 
WOMAN: Thanks, she was very ill.  But what a time to die, Christmas, eh?  
 
MAN: Is there ever a good time to die, I don’t know if there is.  
 
WOMAN: I guess not. Now Eammon, what are you drinking?  
 
MAN: I’m grand, thanks. Can’t stay long….I go by Eddie now, by the way.  
 
WOMAN: I smile but I don’t like the name at all. Did you change it officially?  
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MAN: No, Anna….my wife….started it…. and it kind of stuck.  
 
WOMAN: I smile extra wide to hide my surprise that you got married all the 
same, but then ask, is it after that saxophonist you liked…?  
  
MAN: Eddie LockJaw Davis? I’m impressed she remembers and just say 
Anna once said that since I’d jazzed up her life, it was a good name.  
  
WOMAN: I smile and an image of your old room comes to me - you talking on 
about each LP and me just wanting get down to business but I say, you look 
happy and I’m very happy for you and he nods at this.  
 
MAN: I let a moment pass then say, I heard through the grapevine you 
married Bill within the year? Were you two-timing me the whole time?  
 
WOMAN: Look…Eammon, I mean Ed… (I can’t bring myself to call him 
that)….I know twenty-five years is a long time but hand on heart…I’ve thought 
of you every single day since – and hated what a coward I was. You deserved 
better, and I’m very sorry for the pain I caused you. I should have told you the 
minute the doubts started….but I couldn’t face disappointing you so I kept 
putting it off, thinking it was all nerves but on the actual day, I stop, out of 
words…staring into his lovely kind eyes…. 
 
MAN: I can see it’s genuine, but I can’t let it go - so you were seeing him? 
 
WOMAN: You have to believe me, it was innocent stuff – a few jars, the odd 
film – but Bill took it into his stubborn head that if I was friendly with another 
man, I wasn’t ready for marriage… I got very confused… 
 
MAN: Not knowing why was the hardest – the radio silence.  
 
WOMAN: Mam thought getting away, going to my aunt’s would get my head 
straight but before I left, I called round, but your mother said you were away. 
 
MAN: I was on our honeymoon cruise. Me and all those happy newly-weds, I 
say feeling the bitterness swell anew in my throat, like a high tide still capable 
of drowning me.  
 
WOMAN: Why did you go? 
 
MAN: I was in a daze, on automatic. Why didn’t you write from New York?  
 
WOMAN: I tried. But I had no words. Then before I knew it, Bill got the 
address out of Mam and within a month he was at my aunt’s doorstep, got a 
job and then never taking no for an answer, got me pregnant, so it up the aisle 
we went. After that, I really couldn’t write to you.   
 
MAN: So, was it happy ever after?  
 
WOMAN: We had twin girls - but he lost his job, the drinking started, mood 
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swings, lashing out twenty-four seven. Finally diagnosed as bi-polar, but 
never took his meds. We got divorced after fifteen years. He died last year 
just before his first grandchild was born. Desperate to lighten the mood, I 
rummage in my bag for the photos, and say, she’s just turned one and is full 
of beans. 
 
MAN: I feel sorry for her but now she’s asking so do you have kids? And 
something snaps in me and I’m up, sorry I must go, is that the time?  
 
WOMAN: I rush after him….sorry, I hold onto his sleeve… I have to know, 
can you ever forgive me?  
 
MAN: I shake my head but say yes pulling away from her hand saying, best 
you don’t write again but enjoy the life ahead of you now. Merry Christmas, I 
say thinking what on earth am I saying, as I exit in haste.  
 
WOMAN: I nod but inside I’m a burst balloon as he walks out the door. It’s 
then I notice that we were standing underneath a spring of mistletoe and 
under my breath, I say Merry Christmas Eammon, Merry Christmas.  
 
MAN: Outside, a flock of geese honk in the sky. I can’t be sure if their call is 
laughter or distress. In the car, I tear up the letter. As I drive down the hill I 
throw out the pieces and notice how they look like confetti in the wind.  
 
 

THE END 


