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An old woman. A photograph

That's it?
That's the photograph?
No I never saw it before.
Why would I want to?
Why would anyone want to look at a picture like that?

A mobile phone rings. It stops abruptly

Go on. Answer it. Don’t mind me.

***

An old woman. A photograph

That’s it?
I can't ... I still ... sorry ...
Sorry
I still see it ... so clearly ... like I could reach out and touch her ... 
No no I'm fine 
Is the camera on?
Would you? Just for a minute ...
Thank you

***

An old woman. A photograph

Yes. This is it.
This is me 
Crying
I didn’t understand. I was only twelve. 
When you look back there are moments ... moments on which your whole life turns ... 

***
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Everything was strange ... all out of place. We should have been at school ... it was the first 
of September. We didn't know what to do. We went out ... Anna and me ... to the potato 
fields ... just like we had the day before ... the day before that. Picked up the basket and 
went.

***

What happened? You want to know what happened? There was no flour, that's what 
happened. By the ninth we were hungry ... starving. They bombed us day ... night ... in 
waves ... continually. We were desperate ... we went out at dawn ... Anya and me ... in the 
rain. Pouring down. The sky was dark. We dug quickly. Scrabbling for the last of the 
potatoes in the mud.

A mobile phone rings. It stops abruptly

You can answer it. What does it matter?

***

The day was beautiful. Violets still in bloom. The storks in their nest. The earth was warm 
as we dug ... the sun shining ... bright. I didn't see them. The planes. Anna saw them first ... 
shouted out ... threw me to the ground. 
We watched them pass over. Over the old Neuman house. Drop their bombs. One. Two. 
Then they were gone. 
We breathed ... picked ourselves up ... picked up the potatoes ... put them back in the basket 
again.

***

On the thirteenth, we went to church. Andzia and me. We took communion. We prayed. It 
was cold. Cloudy. Too cold. The storks had left already. When the bombing started we  
were near the Neuman's. They called us in to take cover. But Andzia was scared ... scared 
that they would bomb the house. 
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When the planes came back, she rushed out and lay down on the ground under a tree. The 
firing stopped. The planes flew off. But still she lay there. 

***

Suddenly they were back ... the planes. This time they saw us ...fired ... lumps of earth shot 
up into the air. I buried my face in the ground ... my hands over my head ... lay there ... 
trying not to hear anything ... 

***

When the planes came ... we ran for cover. They dropped their bombs. One. Two. And they 
went. The Neuman's house on Ostroroga was on fire. They were all in there ... Jurek, 
Magda, her mother, little Jurek, Basia ... the whole family ... asleep when it hit. What could 
we do? We went back to digging ... dug faster. But before we could ... the planes were 
back. They saw us. Came straight at us. Anya threw herself down in the mud. 

***

At last it was quiet. I looked up ... put my hand on Anna’s shoulder.
Anna, I said, Anna, Anna
It's me
Why won't you say something?
I shook her
Anna
Anna
Speak to me why won't you speak to me
I didn't know ... I didn't know what had happened to her ... I held my hands out ... like this 
... you see ... like this ... in despair ...
Anna
Anna
Anna
Anna
Your grandfather put down his camera ... he put down his camera and he came over ... 
came over and put his arms around me ... arms holding me tightly ... turning my face away.
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And then I cried.

***

I ran over. She was lying on the ground. On her side. Her eyes closed. Her hand clutching 
her heart. There was blood round her mouth, on her blouse, spreading out in a pool around 
her. 

A car stopped ... your grandfather. That was when he took the photograph. Right there and 
then. As I was kneeling over Andzia.

A mobile phone rings

You should answer that

***

The firing stopped. At last I looked up. I saw a man ... your grandfather ... with his camera 
... crouching ... taking pictures  ...
I ran over ... to see. ..
I saw ... her ... 
I saw Anya ...
Her  ...face 
The blood ...
I stood there ... shivering ... just stood there ... in the rain. 
Click. 
Click. 
Click. 
He looked up at me ... saw me ... and he left ... left me there alone ... there with my dead 
sister lying  in the mud.
Why didn’t he do something? 
Why?
Tell me why?
I was only eleven. 
I didn't know. I didn't know what to do. 
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***

He was a good man your grandfather. He came back ... years later ... he remembered. I had 
my own children by then. He brought flowers. We went to see Anna ... all together ... he 
came to the cemetery with us. I still light a candle for him.

A mobile rings

Answer your phone. It might be important.

***

He came back. Your grandfather. Years later. He came back. Found out where I lived. 
Knocked. I watched him ... from behind the curtain ... watched him walk away down the 
street. He stuffed an envelope under the door. $200 dollars. $200 dollars. 
I took it ... yes I took it ... I spent it.  It wasn’t enough. Do you understand? Nothing could 
have been enough.
That moment, everything falls apart. You stick it back together again. But it doesn't fit. It 
doesn't hold. The loss ... the loss is still there. It seeps into everything ... this  feeling  ... 
nothing is clear ...

A mobile phone rings

Answer it. For God's sake, answer it.
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