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A play



SCENE 1

A coffin, centre-stage, upright 
so we can see its occupant - 
CAMOMILE PARAPET, a pretty woman 
in her early 30s, in a vibrant 
pink dress. Next to her sits LOU 
KRASINSKI, early 20s, looking 
like he’s nursing some serious 
regret.

Scattered around the stage we 
have a stairwell with a concrete 
pavement at the bottom, a 
blackboard with a “DEMERIT LODGE” 
sign affixed to it, and an overly 
flowered balcony with a folded up  
old wheelchair. Above Camomile’s 
coffin hangs a drab, grey dress. 

At stage left, a NARRATOR stands, 
COUGHING, before eventually--

NARRATOR
This is Lou. He recently engaged in something you might call 
“stupid”.

(as attention inevitably 
falls on Camomile)

Oh, her? No, no. That was a whole separate other separate 
thing. Lou was, well, hang on--

(he claps)

(Camomile slips out of the coffin 
and off-stage, while Lou stands in 
it, casual. He pulls out a payphone 
handset -- there’s one nestled 
inside each side of the coffin, 
essentially becoming a telephone 
booth when necessary)

LOU
I-- I-- hang on--... Dr. Riley... Yes I understand that...

(As Lou continues, ARCHIBALD 
DEMERIT -- 70s, inquisitive, 
dressed in grey -- listens in)



LOU
I will if I do and I won’t if I don’t... Goodbye sir!

(he turns right into 
Archibald, and yelps)

ARCHIBALD
A scientist, eh?

LOU
I-- what? No. Were you eavesdropping?

ARCHIBALD
If you’re going to use a payphone in the busiest hotel in 
Porcelain Mere you have to expect the occasional eave to be 
dropped.

(Lou looks around the empty stage -- 
“busiest”?)

LOU
I was--

ARCHIBALD
A scientist, eh?

LOU
Yes. Vacationing scientist. I’m looking for a room.

ARCHIBALD
(walking up to the empty 
board to examine it)

I don’t know about that. Very busy season.

LOU
It’s winter.

ARCHIBALD
Porcelain Mere, and the Demerit Lodge specifically, are very 
popular winter destinations. The snowdrops are simply...

LOU
(smirking)

To die for?

ARCHIBALD
A scientist, eh?
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LOU
Double room, please.

ARCHIBALD
One night or two?

LOU
Indefinitely.

(Archibald jots a room number 
on the board)

NARRATOR
You see, the thing you need to know about Porcelain Mere -- 
or rather the thing that Lou suspected about Porcelain Mere -- 
is--

(A young boy -- SHARE, little more 
than ten years old, dressed in a 
patchwork of colour and grey -- 
runs in holding a book. He hides 
behind the coffin / phone booth)

ELSPETH (OFF)
I will catch you and I will throttle you and I will throttle 
you once more on rev--

(ELSPETH MISERICORDE -- early 50s, 
stiff upper lip, a doctor, in grey -
- freezes as she spies Lou)

ELSPETH
Archibald.

ARCHIBALD
Elspeth.

ELSPETH
Have you seen Share?

LOU
Cher?

ELSPETH
Excuse me. Who are you?
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LOU
I’m--

(A sound from behind the coffin / 
phone booth, and Elspeth darts to 
investigate. As she rounds the 
coffin, Share sneaks round front 
and inside)

LOU
Who’s she?

ARCHIBALD
(whispering)

That’s Dr. Misery.

ELSPETH
(poking her head out)

It’s Misericorde.

LOU
Oh?

ELSPETH
A misericorde is a medieval weapon used to deliver the death 
stroke.

LOU
Oh. That’s better...?

ELSPETH
Excuse me-- HA!

(she reaches around and grabs 
Share by the nape -- he 
drops the book, and a piece 
of paper falls out. She 
quickly gathers both up)

What have I told you about this book?

SHARE
I’m sorry, Dr. Misery!

ELSPETH
IT’S MISERICORDE!

4.



CAMOMILE (OFF)
Alright Elspeth, calm down.

(Camomile enters -- and time quite 
literally stops. Lou just... 
stares.)

NARRATOR
There is of course no such thing as love at first sight. 
Anyone who’s found themselves winking at a lovely bearded 
gent only to find that he’s the homeless man who rifles 
through their trash -- the key is to check the shoes -- can 
tell you that. But if he wasn’t entirely initially smitten 
with--

CAMOMILE
Camomile. Camomile Parapet.

LOU
Camomile Parapet. Elspeth Misericorde. Archibald...

ARCHIBALD
Demerit. Of the Demerit Lodge. The FINEST lodge this side of--

LOU
And... Cher...?

CAMOMILE
Just Share.

LOU
As in, like the... like Cher?

CAMOMILE
Like who?

(they genuinely don’t get it)

LOU
Right. Camomile Parapet. Elspeth Misericorde. Archibald 
Demerit. And Just Cher.

ELSPETH
And?

LOU
Lou. Krasinski.
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CAMOMILE
I see. Oh well.

(she takes his hand -- he 
melts)

ARCHIBALD
Lou’s a scientist.

(they immediately stiffen)

ELSPETH
Really. Are you staying one night or two?

(All but Lou and Camomile slip off-
stage, and she settles back in her 
coffin again)

NARRATOR
And that’s how Lou Krasinski came to Porcelain Mere. The 
secret of a village like that isn’t something that comes 
easily, though, and--

(Elspeth bursts back in - bag on 
her shoulder. Different, present, 
more familiar with Lou)

ELSPETH
Are you an idiot? Keeping her here?

LOU
They’re turning the village upside down, they won’t think to 
come back. Probably.

ELSPETH
(dropping the bag)

And if they do?

LOU
How long?

ELSPETH
Until sunrise? A half hour. I think.

(she nods to Camomile)
What are you going to tell her?

(But Lou doesn’t have an answer for 
that. 
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He slips off, as other villagers -- 
including Archibald and Share -- 
enter. Most wear grey, some bright 
colours. One woman -- BETHESDA 
HUBCAP, vivid green -- takes 
Camomile’s place in the coffin)

NARRATOR
Despite the efforts of the staff at the Demerit Lodge -- 
including but not limited to a burst water main, three 
shattered windows, and what can only be described as an 
“unsuccessful” Alsatian savaging -- Lou Krasinski stayed put. 
And it wasn’t two months before--

ARCHIBALD
The death of Bethesda Hubcap affected us all. Her 
unceremonious swan dive into the Porcelain Mere power 
generator put paid to the annual disco, and removing her 
charred corpse diverted attention from our much-needed 
landscaping of the village green. That said, I am sure 
Bethesda will be more than happy to explain her carelessness 
once--

BETHESDA
AH!

(she springs from the coffin)
What happ--

(she sees the “mourners”)
Oh poppycock. I died, didn’t I?

ARCHIBALD
Fried might be a more accurate term. Now put on your dress.

(someone hands her a drab 
grey dress -- but she’s 
interrupted by...)

LOU
(jumping on-stage)

Aha! I knew it!
(everyone freezes)

NARRATOR
Now for those of you who’ve never seen a half dozen people be 
simultaneously caught out, the following may provide you with 
some level of--
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ARCHIBALD
It’s a play!

ELSPETH
It’s a play!

BETHESDA
I’m playing a corpse.

CAMOMILE
I wrote the script.

(More involvement now from 
METHUSELAH PINWHEEL, ODYSSEUS 
HONEYCOMB and ZITA GLOCKENSPIEL)

METHUSELAH
Costume design.

ODYSSEUS
A sort of delicate lighting 
structure.

ZITA
Snack table?

LOU
Don’t be ridiculous. Everyone in Porcelain Mere knows not to 
let Zita Glockenspiel within twelve feet of an oven.

ZITA
Hey!

NARRATOR
Needless to say the old “it’s a play / it’s a ploy” strategem 
didn’t work. So for the first time in a long time the people 
of Porcelain Mere had to reveal that--

LOU
You can’t die. The people of Porcelain Mere are immortal.

ELSPETH
Oh don’t be ridiculous.

CAMOMILE
Well, be ridiculous. Just a little less ridiculous. You’d 
better sit down.

(her gaze falls on Bethesda, 
who’s taken the only seat)

BETHESDA
What? I JUST fell into a power generator.

(Elspeth COUGHS, and Bethesda 
gives Lou her place.)
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NARRATOR
(as Camomile silently 
explains in background)

Porcelain Mere -- you may have heard of it, you probably 
haven’t. More likely you’ve heard of some of its residents.
There’s Methuselah Pinwheel -- aka “Precipice Pinwheel” -- 
one of the greatest tightrope walkers the circus world has 
ever known. Zita Glockenspeil, a daring, inventive fighter 
pilot. Odysseus Honeycomb, who spent years living with the 
Siberian tigers in the Amur-Ussuri region. And Bethesda 
Hubcap, who slipped on an actual banana skin and fell into a 
power generator. All deceased, as far as the wider world is 
concerned. Except the residents of Porcelain Mere don’t quite 
shuffle off the mortal coil as readily as one might expect. 
“One death for change, twice for the win”. One life of 
daring, carefree, vivid colour -- and a second of 
responsible, cautious grey.

(he points at trinkets they 
wear as he goes)

These newly drab folk don’t leave their past fully behind -- 
whether it’s a tiger claw around the neck, a spirit level on 
the wrist, or just a tendency to dress like a cut-price 
Amelia Earhart. But it is socially unacceptable -- not to 
mention irresponsible -- to live your second life as you did 
your first.

(all but Camomile, Elspeth, 
Lou and Share exit)

The world needs grey, you see.

LOU
Well that sounds depressing.

CAMOMILE
For some. For others it can be a blessing. We come back 
whole, you see. Free of whatever illness or injury killed us 
in the first place. But, yes, I suppose I am lucky to still 
be on my first.

LOU
(pointing at Share -- playing 
in the corner)

And him?

ELSPETH
We don’t know. I found him on my doorstep, a new-born. The 
night I died actually. He’s lucky I-- he’s lucky. 
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The odds are stacked in his favour, but we must be careful. 
Stillbirths are not uncommon, and to use up one’s life at the 
outset is-- we must be careful. So the community have banded 
together to raise him as our own, a shared responsibility. 
Even if he is a terrorising brat who seems custom-built to 
consternate.

LOU
How does it work?

(Camomile takes his hand -- again, 
sparks -- and leads him to the foot 
of the steps. They stare outwards)

CAMOMILE
The sunrise. Of the day following your death. You wake up, 
put on a grey dress--

LOU
And start being dull.

CAMOMILE
I wouldn’t be able to stand it. Wouldn’t, wouldn’t, wouldn’t. 
I’m a dab hand with the sword-fighting, you see. What’s like 
without the occasional cut and thrust?

(they stare into the sunrise 
for a little, then...)

I love coming here. Ever since I was a child. Standing at the 
door of the Lodge to watch the sun rise.

(Lou kneels down, examining the 
stonework at the base of the steps -
- it’s a mess, dug in, handprints, 
thin tyre marks.)

LOU
You need to hire a better stonemason.

(Elspeth emerges on to her balcony, 
to water some plants)

CAMOMILE
Those marks are old. Elspeth fell down these steps, that’s 
how she died.
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LOU
You think wet cement would have broken her fall. It’s not 
much of a stairwell.

CAMOMILE
She was unlucky.

LOU
(looking up at Elspeth)

Her balcony is just above here? What--

CAMOMILE
The people of Porcelain Mere are carefree with our first 
lives. But to be careless with them is considered 
unforgivable. Elspeth was unlucky. She fell down the stairs. 
I saw it happen. So put your questions to rest.

LOU
I’m sorry.

CAMOMILE
Let’s just...

(she takes his hand, and they 
stare out to the sunrise)

NARRATOR
Ah. Young love.

(Camomile slips back into the 
coffin, and Elspeth comes out from 
her balcony -- grabbing Share as 
she goes)

ELSPETH
Did you know he was hiding here?

LOU
Share? What are you doing here?

SHARE
I just wanted to see her before-- I’m sorry!

ELSPETH
You shouldn’t be here. You know those men are searching for 
Camomile? What if they’d followed you?
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SHARE
I was being--

ELSPETH
You were being childish. You’re ten years old, you need to 
start growing up. Maybe if you were more grown up then 
Camomile wouldn’t have--

LOU
Hey!

SHARE
Dr. Misery--

(she squeezes his arm)
Corde! Misericorde!

LOU
Elspeth!

(She lets go of Share, and both 
exit. Lou wipes the Demerit Lodge 
board down, and begins sketching 
equations -- as Archibald enters)

ARCHIBALD
Do you mind?

LOU
Tell me, Mr. Demerit, what’s it like running a Lodge in a 
town entirely hostile to visitors?

ARCHIBALD
Peaceful. What are you working on?

LOU
Just some thoughts.

ARCHIBALD
You won’t find the mysteries of Porcelain Mere at the bottom 
of an algebraic pile-up.

LOU
I’m a scientist.

ARCHIBALD
So you keep saying.
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LOU
Wouldn’t you like to know? How this whole thing works?

ARCHIBALD
I like to know what I like to know. And if you want to keep 
romancing young Parapet you might bear that in mind.

LOU
Full of secrets too, is she?

ARCHIBALD
Camomile hasn’t had the easiest of lives. She lived a very 
sheltered existence, barely left her farm on the edge of town 
until she was 20 years old. Her parents were very protective, 
overly so for a first lifer, in my opinion. And then she 
happens to be walking by as Elspeth comes rocketing down the 
stairs. All it takes is one little thing to ingratiate 
yourself to a community. Or become a new woman.

LOU
Were you working the night Dr. Misericorde fell down the 
stairs?

ARCHIBALD
I like to know what I like to know. And if you’re so curious 
why don’t you ask her?

(And Elspeth appears on the 
balcony, reading that book from 
earlier -- until a KNOCK)

ELSPETH
Come in!

(Lou joins her on the balcony)

LOU
(at the book)

You bring that thing everywhere?

ELSPETH
“Trevelyan Harpsichord’s Floral Almanac”. An old favourite.

LOU
Can’t you just call people Susan?
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ELSPETH
(she puts away the boo -- and 
plays with a flower)

Camomile.

LOU
Yes?

ELSPETH
(nodding at the flower)

No. Camomile.

LOU
Very pretty.

ESTHER
And fragile. Myself and her not see eye to eye on many 
things, especially that brat, but you’d be best not to cross 
her. Porcelain Mere has a gift for closing ranks and drawing 
swords when one of their own is threatened.

LOU
From what I hear Camomile wasn’t considered “one of their 
own” until she helped you out with your little fall.

ESTHER
I was grateful. What if I’d woken up, face encased in cement? 
A second life isn’t worth a jot if it’s choked out of you 
thirty seconds after resurfacing.

LOU
(he points to the wheelchair -
- folded up, rusted, unused)

How long were you in the chair?

ELSPETH
Forever.

LOU
It seems unfair -- you never got a careless life.

ELSPETH
Carefree. And you think because I was in a wheelchair I 
wasn’t carefree?
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LOU
No, but, I meant--

ELSPETH
I know what you meant. How are your equations going?

LOU
I think I’m one line of nonsensities away from a modern art 
piece.

ELSPETH
That’s nice. Zita Glockenspiel has a gallery in her sun room.

LOU
(at the balcony edge)

This is a very low railing.

ELSPETH
Okay. OUT.

LOU
What?

ELSPETH
I know what you’re implying.

LOU
I was just--

ELSPETH
OUT.

LOU
So that’s what she has on you. Now what do you have on her?

ELSPETH
Get OUT.

(he exits, she shouts after)
You know there’s more than one reason we don’t like 
scientists in Porcelain Mere!

(Lou and Elspeth settle back into 
positions outside the balcony -- 
Share plays quietly in the corner)
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LOU
I was right, though. Wasn’t I? You jumped.

ELSPETH
Well of course I jumped. But if the only pertinent thing 
about that conversation for you is the fact that you were 
right then I’m glad that Camomile...

LOU
What?

ELSPETH
Got to see your true colour. I was confined to that chair for 
forty years, and I gave it my absolute damnedest. I really 
did. Studied medicine, became a doctor, learned how to 
cultivate flowers to use up my energies. Even though I knew I 
was just one bad fall away from being able to walk. If I 
could turn back time...

(Lou perks up at the 
accidental Cher lyric)

I don’t know. I did what I did.

LOU
And Camomile protected you out of the goodness of her heart?

ELSPETH
Yes. You have a measurement for that?

(Elspeth slips off, and Camomile 
jumps out of the coffin)

CAMOMILE
You have a measurement for that?

LOU
Yes.

CAMOMILE
Love?

LOU
Limerence, also known as the symptoms of love.

(he puts her hand on his 
heart and his wrist)

Increased heartbeat, quickened pulse, frantic sweating--
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CAMOMILE
Frantic sweating’s a symptom of love?

LOU
It is for me. Inability to concentrate.

(pointing at the board)
Have you seen my equations?

CAMOMILE
Yes. They’re very pretty.

LOU
Either I suck at math or we’re in love.

CAMOMILE
That’s a lot of professional responsibility to put on me.

LOU
Are you saying we’re not?

CAMOMILE
(placing his hand on her 
heart)

No! See? Increased, quickened, et cetera.

LOU
That’s also a symptom of lying.

CAMOMILE
Well isn’t that peculiar. I’m not not in love with you, 
Llewellyn.

LOU
It’s just Lou.

CAMOMILE
Really? Just... really? Look, it’s just I’ve been in love 
before, and I happen to be uniquely positioned to know that 
it involves a lot more unexpected responsibility than anyone 
appreciates. And I’m not currently inclined to be 
particularly responsible.

LOU
What are you keeping from me?
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CAMOMILE
What?

LOU
I know that Elspeth must have something on you, otherwise you 
wouldn’t have lied about how she died.

CAMOMILE
Why do people always have to be keeping secrets with you? And 
why do you always have to know?

LOU
Tell me.

CAMOMILE
No. Now would you please do me the honour of accompanying me 
to the Porcelain Mere Annual Fair? There’s a sword-fighting 
competition with my name on it.

(She slips back into the coffin, 
while Lou sits -- and finishes 
writing a letter, as Elspeth plays 
with Share’s hair)

ELSPETH
It’s folly.

LOU
It’s better this way.

ELSPETH
It’s easier this way. Leaving her a letter.

LOU
She won’t want to see me.

ELSPETH
If you really cared that wouldn’t make a difference.

(He folds the letter into an 
envelope, and places it in 
Camomile’s hands)

ELSPETH
Don’t go.
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LOU
Nobody in Porcelain Mere even wanted me here in the first 
place.

ELSPETH
You’re a coward.

LOU
Maybe.

ELSPETH
If you stay I’ll tell you what I had on her.

(And that stops him. Camomile runs 
off-stage, as Methuselah, Odysseus, 
Zita, Archibald and a host of other 
villagers revel in the fair 
mentality)

NARRATOR
The Porcelain Mere Annual Fair is an opportunity for first-
life residents of the village who -- through choice or 
circumstance -- haven’t had a chance to spread their wings 
beyond the confines of this delightful little hamlet. To take 
up arms, as it were. The games are dangerous, the stakes were 
high, the prizes sumptuous and the nurses on hand with 
unprecedented amounts of gauze. In previous years audiences 
had seen Agamemnon Springbok gruesomely self-garrotted in 
Ultimate Javelin, Guinevere Vestibule pole vaulting right 
into the middle of a game of FireBlade, and the less said 
about Jemimah Ha’penny and her unfortunate run-in with that 
donkey the better. But still...

(Camomile runs back in, waving a 
bloody sword)

CAMOMILE
I did it! I did it I did it I did it!

MAN (OFFSTAGE)
Ow.
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CAMOMILE
Yes. Sorry about that.

(she runs into Lou’s open 
arms -- but he’s less than 
enthusiastic)

LOU
Congratulations.

CAMOMILE
Third year running. Last year somebody lost an arm.

LOU
How very Medieval.

CAMOMILE
Oh, cheer up.

LOU
What are you doing here?

CAMOMILE
I’m stabbing people. And later I hope to enjoy mead.

LOU
I mean here here. Why haven’t you ventured out into the world 
like Mitzi Plow-Wheel or Oddsy Hair-Curler.

CAMOMILE
I think you know those aren’t their names.

LOU
I think you know that’s not what I asked.

(she remains silent)
Enjoy the fair.

(Everyone retreats again, just 
leaving Camomile in her coffin, and 
Lou, Elspeth and Share)

ELSPETH
Do you believe...?

LOU
If you say “in life after love” I’ll throw myself off that 
balcony.
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ELSPETH
No. Though it’s charming asides like that that make you the 
popular resident that you are today. I was going to ask: do 
you believe that she would deliberately hide something from 
you that she thought you needed to know? Or that would cause 
no pain for her?

LOU
You tell me.

ELSPETH
Scientists.

(Camomile slips out of the coffin 
again, and over to the concrete 
base at the bottom of the stairs -- 
she places her hand in one of the 
prints, examining it. Lou wanders 
over)

LOU
I thought you might be here.

CAMOMILE
(standing up)

Now as ever.

LOU
I wanted to apologise for the way I spoke to you.

CAMOMILE
Do you still need to know?

LOU
No?

CAMOMILE
That’s a question.

LOU
I just... how can I not know?

CAMOMILE
Well you’re doing it right now. Not that difficult.
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LOU
How can you not tell me?

CAMOMILE
Well I’m doing it right now, so--

LOU
Don’t do that.

CAMOMILE
Do what?

LOU
Be clever.

CAMOMILE
You should talk.

(They stare at each other for a few 
seconds, before...)

LOU
Sunrise.

(They both turn to watch -- holding 
hands. Staring for a little while 
in silence, before...)

CAMOMILE
It was nice knowing you, Lou Krasinski.

LOU
You too, Camomile Parapet.

(She pulls away from him, offstage. 
He takes a moment, then walks over 
to the coffin and grabs the phone. 
He dials, then...)

LOU
Hello, Dr. Riley? I-- hang on--... I’ve been in Porcelain 
Mere. Everything you thought is true... How soon can you get 
here?

(He hangs up, and Camomile returns 
to her coffin.)

22.



ELSPETH
Well that was a dickish move.

LOU
I came here to find something out, and I considered not 
telling anyone while I was with her. And while I wasn’t...

ELSPETH
I think “dickish move” covered it. But very verbose of you. A 
lot of people said they didn’t trust you, mainly because it 
was fashionable but partly because it held weight. But 
Camomile marked you out as genuine fellow -- and now she’s 
propping up a six by two. Your friends are running around 
town looking for the soon-to-be-reanimated dead body that can 
prove their theory about Porcelain Mere.

LOU
You don’t seem too concerned.

ELSPETH
You boys don’t seem as clever as you make yourselves out to 
be.

LOU
You know I figured it out, right?

ELSPETH
You did?

LOU
Why she wouldn’t leave? And live? She once told me that she 
was “uniquely positioned” to understand the unexpected 
responsibilities of a relationship.

(he nods to Share, playing in 
the corner)

Share is hers, isn’t he? Camomile lives on the outskirts of 
town, she’s never really seen by anyone, she somehow finds 
herself pregnant.

ELSPETH
You are familiar with the machinations of pregnancy, right?

LOU
She gets pregnant. She hides it, very easily as it turns out. 
Because it’s not the sort of responsibility that she wants to 
deal with in her first life. 
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And when she has the child, she brings it into town -- hoping 
to leave him on the doorstop of the Lodge. Only when she gets 
here, she spots you throwing yourself off the balcony. And 
you spot her with the child. Her handprints are in the 
pavement, as well as yours. She-- she must have helped you up 
or something. Because you would have timed it to just before 
sunrise -- which is when she loves to come here -- it’s only 
a few minutes before you’re up and walking. She agrees to say 
you fell down the stairs, you agree to say the child was 
found footage. Your silence buys hers.

ELSPETH
That’s very clever.

LOU
Am I right?

ELSPETH
Is that important to you?

(Camomile bursts out of her coffin, 
grabbing the phone as she does. She 
looks furious.)

CAMOMILE
Come on. Come on come on come ON!

(Lou picks up the other phone -- 
beside each other, yet not)

CAMOMILE
Llewellyn!

LOU
It’s Lou.

CAMOMILE
So I was talking to your friends again after they accosted 
myself and Share at my house -- and I wanted you to know that 
I will never, ever, ever forgive you for doing what you did. 
You’re just some pithy little boy-child who cracked open his 
favourite toy when it wasn’t working to agreed 
specifications. And I very much hope that one day you find 
whatever truth you’re looking for -- because then you’ll see 
how ugly and un-fixable you really are. 
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But in the meantime, please just get out of town. Because I 
love you, and I don’t need that on top of everything else.

(She slams the phone down, as 
Archibald runs on-stage)

ARCHIBALD
Camomile! There’s a fire in the stables. Share is, I think 
Share is...

CAMOMILE
What?

(She climbs back into the coffin. 
Elspeth rifles through her bag.)

LOU
That kind of bolsters my theory, doesn’t it? Rushing into a 
burning stables to save him? Sacrificing her life, her first 
life, to save his? Sounds a lot like the actions of a mother.

(He takes the letter back out of 
Camomile’s hands.)

LOU
Apparently she was trampled by a flaming pony named 
“Sprinkles”. She’s going to love that.

(Elspeth takes out the book she’s 
carried throughout.)

ELSPETH
(handing it to Lou)

Lou, I’d like you to take a look at something.

(He takes the book, looking at the 
title. Inside the front cover. Even 
flicking through a few pages)

LOU
I don’t understand--

(A piece of paper falls out. He 
leans down to pick it up, slowly 
unfolding it, then reading. 
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Muttering to himself at first, but 
then...)

LOU
Camomile Parapet... Female... age 21... Time of-- time of 
death-- what does this mean?

ELSPETH
It means that sunrise was twenty minutes ago.

LOU
How can you-- how can you know that?

ELSPETH
Because I landed on her. Ten years ago. Yes I jumped, and yes 
she had the baby, and yes it was almost sunrise, but the 
reason her handprints are in that cement is because I landed 
on her. And because Camomile Parapet had always been quiet, 
and demure, and grey -- I assumed she was dead for good. But 
her parents lied to her, all her life, told her she was a 
stillbirth -- so she’d be careful and stay at home and be 
useful. And when she woke up on the stoop that sunrise 
covered in cement and found out she wasn’t dead...

LOU
A whole new woman.

ELSPETH
Her silence on the jump kept my silence on the child. And her 
silence on the landing kept my silence on the fact that 
Camomile Parapet should have been wearing a grey dress ever 
since. So now you know.

LOU
I do. She did it the wrong way round.

ELSPETH
Grey first, colour second. Certainly a braver way of handling 
things. I’m sorry.

LOU
Yes.

ELSPETH
Learn from her.
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LOU
I will. I just... I just need to sit down for a moment. 
That’s all.

(As he takes a seat, the Narrator 
returns...)

NARRATOR
This is Lou. And he recently engaged in something you might 
call “stupid”. And yes, he would learn from it, and yes, he 
would eventually be the better for a lot of what came before, 
but for now he’s just going to sit. And think about a girl 
named Camomile Parapet who would sword fight every year, even 
though the slightest mistake might be her last. That said, if 
you do by any chance find yourself spending a night or two in 
Porcelain Mere I’d recommend stopping by the Demerit Lodge. 
It’s currently being run by a man named Llewellyn Krasinski 
and a boy named Share. And they’re doing a perfectly adequate 
job of keeping the whole place ticking over. Just try not to 
ask too many questions, okay?

THE END
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