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CHARACTERS
SYLVIA WIST, Australian
NOAH KEARNEY, English
ELISE DABELSTEIN, German
EMMA THE GREEK, Icelandic
CALEB PROSSER, Australian
PADDY, Emma’s brother
ULLI, Emma’s brother
PAPA, Emma’s father
A MAN

MATTHIAS

A NOTE ON THE TEXT

When a backslash (/) appears within the dialogue, it indicates 
overlapping dialogue.
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PROLOGUE

ELISE: In Serbia, the women carry glasses of whisky to the tables where 
the men sit. And they peer at their husband’s cards, and work out the 
coins on the table, and work out if they’ll be bought a green dress 
or not.

CALEB: In Canada, there is a house in the woods where every man of 
one family for fourteen generations has gone to die.

EMMA: In Korea, the old women tell tales of when they were girls, 
and when dragons still roamed the earth. They weren’t bad dragons 
then, and for the gift of a cow, they would fly over the sea and tell 
to the fishers where the tuna swam.

NOAH: In the south of Ireland, seven wild horses found their way to the 
top of an overgrown hill, and slept in the ruins of a castle.

SYLVIA stands at a bottling plant.
SYLVIA: On March fourteenth 2001 in Wendeburg, Germany, there is 

a dance in the town square and a woman called Elise twirls her 
husband—like the roles are reversed—and laughs and laughs.

It is depicted.
On March fourteenth 2001 in Bristol, England, a young man skims 
a stone so successfully, he can no longer see the point at which it 
disappears.

It is depicted.
On March fourteenth 2001 during a Contiki Tour in Vanuatu, a man 
is hit in the face for offering to buy a woman a drink.

It is depicted.
CALEB: Fuck!
SYLVIA: On March fourteenth 2001 at latitude fourteen, longitude 

twenty-two, a large ship is split in two by forces unknown, with all 
hands lost.

EMMA stares shocked at corpses floating around her and 
tentatively pokes one. Silence.

EMMA: Hello, dead man… Why are there so many of you dead?
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SYLVIA: On March fourteenth 2001 in Innisfail, Australia, a girl called 
Sylvia Wist is on her way to school when she is pulled tumbling 
through the folds of time and dropped unceremoniously in a small 
hallway in Greece. There, through an open door, she spends long 
minutes watching a woman bake a cake and a baby cry, until the 
vice-like grip of chance and improbability lifts her once again and 
returns her to the Australian footpath. She collapses into the gutter 
and whispers: ‘What is wrong with me?’

And when the passing bus driver stops to check on her ten 
minutes later, she still lacks an answer.
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SCENE ONE

SYLVIA: Ten years later, in 2011, it’s Autumn in Bristol, England, and 
a tall man rises unsteadily from his seat, and taps a small glass with 
a dessert spoon.

NOAH: Okay, speeches! Dear family and frie— oh, I’m a bit drunk. 
Laughter.

Shut up—okay! Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today to— oh 
no, done that bit. Ha!— No… 

Seriously…
Dear… dear people that Sophia and I love so much. You’re here 

today because… you’re very important in our lives. My family and 
friends here in England, and Sophia’s amazing relatives who’ve 
travelled across from Italy—which shows who loves us the most! 
Ha. 

Seriously… My love for you all… for sharing this day with us, 
and sharing our lives with us, pales only in comparison to… to my 
love for the lady sitting there.

The crowd oohs. NOAH silences them.
Sophia Ubaldi, you are… I don’t know… everything I dreamed I’d 
one day find. And to be honest… I never thought I’d actually find it. 

I thought it was… There are no words for it. I’ve found my 
love. And suddenly everything, absolutely everything, feels okay—
’cause of you…

My fucking gorgeous Italian wife! 
Cheering. 

Ha! Cheers everyone! Cheers!

SCENE TWO

SYLVIA, falling asleep, bottles at the conveyor belt. CALEB, asleep, 
flounders at sea.

SYLVIA: In Australia, a man succumbs to a nightmare ocean and lets 
himself be swallowed up by the waves. The frustrating thing for the 
man, however, is he forgets to drown. And the man says:
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Both jerk back to consciousness.
CALEB: Help! Help! Help me!
SYLVIA: But the waves are large and eat his words.

And that morning, the girl Sylvia Wist finishes a night shift 
and goes to bed. And that morning, the boy Caleb Prosser finishes 
a nightmare and rises. And she falls into sleep. He falls into his 
clothes. She loses her conscious state. He loses his spot in the coffee 
line ’cause of a phone call.

CALEB: Oh come on.
SYLVIA: She enters her dream state. He enters the lift at work. And she 

dreams now…
That she’s standing in a small space, and holding a man she’s 

never met. She is dreaming that she loves him. She is dreaming that 
she kisses his neck. She is dreaming he holds her breasts. She is 
dreaming that they are whispering:

CALEB: Don’t let me go.
SYLVIA: But I’m not normal.
CALEB: I know you’re not.
SYLVIA: No, really not normal.
CALEB: I know.
SYLVIA: And Sylvia Wist wakes from the dream… with her sheets 

soaked and the bedside lamp flickering.
And Caleb Prosser wakes from the dream still standing in the 

lift. But now he realises that Toby from Accounts stands beside him, 
looking shocked. And he realises also, that he has come. 

And he realises he is fired.

SCENE THREE

EMMA: In the two weeks that me and my father and my two brothers are 
lost at sea, we floated a great distance. At one time on the tenth day, a 
large wave smashed a hole in the side and we had to take turns sitting 
on that bench and blocking it with our backs, and with our bottoms. 
I felt scared whenever it was my turn—my bottom was like bait I 
thought, for something in the sea. I did not wish my bottom to be eaten.

They call me Emma the Greek, but I am not Greek. I am olive-
skinned though, and in Iceland this is odd enough for a nickname. 
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My mama was a slut and had me with a travelling sailor… says my 
father. He does not say if the sailor was Greek—he does not even 
know if this is true—but since forever Emma the Greek is my name.

I cannot ask my mama the truth, because the sea carries no 
messages to the ones who lie at the bottom of it. Or even if the sea 
does do this, it does not bring back to the surface the replies.

In the two weeks, we shared a little food that we saved from the 
trawler before it went down. We throw tin cans into the lifeboat 
quickly and my brother said: 

PADDY: Not those ones Emma the Greek. 
EMMA: And Papa said: 
PAPA: Don’t talk bullshit, Paddy. Food is food. Hurry up or I leave you 

here. 
EMMA: Papa is unforgiving and a taskmaster, we say. But he saved us 

all from my mama’s ocean and it is for this I have no problem with 
him. Thank you Papa.

On the twelfth day, my oldest brother Ulli said: 
ULLI: One of us will not survive.
EMMA: And this was the biggest surprise, as Ulli has not said a one 

word for nine years. The doctor said he had a black hole grow in his 
brain one day, like exist in outer space, and the black hole sucked 
up all the words he had ever learnt in the twenty-two years before 
this, and then he has no more words. But I thought another thing—I 
thought was Ulli waiting for the right words.

On the last day, Papa says this is the coldest night coming and 
snow sat on the water around us, and we did not have to fear about 
the hole in the boat because the ice formed across it and blocked 
it—amazing. But Papa says:

PAPA: This is the coldest night, boys and girl. And Emma the Greek 
does not stop shivering.

EMMA: I am okay Papa.
PAPA: You shut up now Emma the Greek. Boys, you take your jackets 

off. I take my jacket off too—we give them to the girl.
PADDY: No Papa!
EMMA: Says Paddy. And Ulli, he say nothing. But they all take their 

jackets off and lay them on me, and I am too tired to argue, and 
I feel for the first time in days, warm. ‘Why do they not make a 
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