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Stage setting: A long, rough wooden table, about five metres long with a bench behind it, also five 
metres long. Behind the bench, within touching distance, stands a wall of green cans of Finkbrau 
beer, eight cans high, stretching the length of the table. Between the wall of beer cans and the bench 
sits a small rucksack which contains some clothes, a packet of cigarettes, a tobacco pouch, and a 
small, silver coloured transistor radio. There is also a solid, rough plank. There is food on the 
table. As the play unfolds, the table, as well as the floor surrounding it, are gradually covered in 
cans of Finkbrau. At the start of the play, there is no-one on stage. 
 

[DRAWING TO BE ADDED IF REQUIRED] 
 

 

A voice, not belonging to any of the actors, reads out the following lyrics from Crow by Jim 
Carroll, from the album Catholic Boy: 

But Crow, when you throw yourself under 
Singin's hard when you can't lose control 
They don't know, to them in the dark you don't whisper nothin' 
And they're all gonna try and rip the wind from your soul 

But Crow, when you throw yourself under 
The streets are hard when you cannot lose control 
They don't know, to them the dark don't whisper nothin' 



And they're all gonna try and rip the wind from your soul 
Crow 

The same voice goes on to read out the lines below from 'Die Dreigroschenoper' by Bertolt Brecht:  

Und der Haifisch, der hat Zähne, 
Und die trägt er im Gesicht 
Und Macheath, der hat ein Messer, 
Doch das Messer sieht man nicht 
 
Denn die einen sind im Dunkeln 
Und die andern sind im Licht 
Und man siehet die im Lichte 
Die im Dunkeln sieht man nicht 
 
 
 
 

IR: (Voice only, she herself is not visible) Hello? ... Hello? ... Yeah, Ir here. I'd written 
down your number, clever of me, right? Can you come pick us up? We're 
struggling. P's knee and his asthma are giving him an awful lot of stick. He's 
already had to throw up. Hello? Hello? And J's knees are also playing up. It's 
just too far, see. And I'd written down your number. Clever, right? And 
they're letting me use the landline telephone here at the pub.   

 
Four men, P, J (E), B and BA (L), and one woman, IR, enter the stage chatting. They are each 
holding a can of Finbrau beer in one hand and a cigarette in the other. They sit down on the bench 
at the table, facing the audience seated before them. Everyone is smoking almost nonstop. Everyone 
is constantly drinking from a can of Finkbrau or is at least holding one in their hands. Together 
with these five people, three dogs have also come on stage. They are average-sized dogs (D, Q and 
S) of the same type. They are not pedigree dogs but they look a bit like Alsatians. There is 
candlelight. 
 
IR:  I also told him not to bring any expensive drinks, right. Cans of Finkbrau, 

the ones you can buy at Lidl, that's what we need. That's the cheapest beer 
you can buy. There's no point buying any of the good and expensive stuff 
for us ... I think it's quite something, really, that they've got a Lidl here, too. 

 
P:  CaraPils is also quite good and it's not more expensive, but I don't think they 

sell it at Lidl. The 24-hour shop on the square, they've got Cara, but it comes 
from Colruyt. 

 
J:  Did you bring dry dog food? I'll pay you back later, okay. 
 



P:  I thought I was going to die when I was walking up that mountain. I couldn't 
get my breath, and I also had to throw up. And with my knees ... 

 
P: Get this, right, Ir only starts picking up, right, with one of those blokes in 

that pub, a Moroccan or a Turk, whatever yeah. Bought a bag of weed from 
him, would you believe. You really can't take her anywhere. Just starts 
chatting up this bloke ... 

 
BA:  And she was late when we were coming here. She'd gone out the night 

before and been on the XTC. Did you see the state she was in? 
 
P:  I think that Celts used to live here. Special lot, they were. 
 
IR:   Oh come on now, B's only gone and chucked a bottle of petrol on that 

wood fire. Burnt his whole face, he has. Can you believe that? 
 
B:  It's J who chucked a bottle of petrol on that fire. 
 
IR  (Blows) God damn it, what a time to get a bloody cold. And luckily, I 

remembered to bring my tampons. You've always got to think ahead, see. 
 
J:  And two minutes ago, that idiot put a porcelain coffeepot on the gas cooker. 

What's he want to do, burn the place down or what? 
 
IR:  That bloke thought I was going to buy a bag of weed from him. 
 
P:  Did you see his face? Covered in blisters, he was. 
 
J retrieves a round metal ashtray from his trouser pocket, slams it on the table. 
 
J:  There you go, present! I got it from Antwerp ninety-three. They came to 

deliver these there somewhere, and I pinched one of them straightaway. 
About five hundred ashtrays, I think. 

 
IR:  As a young girl, I was hooked on heroin, from seventeen to twenty-three. I 

got off it because of my granddad. He left me a big sum of money, but I was 
only allowed to use it for travelling. Once a month, some of the money 
would be released. So I checked myself into rehab first and then I went 
travelling. Did most of Asia, travelled around Cambodia, Vietnam, Thailand, 
the Philippines, I've been everywhere, it's how I got into diving. Everywhere 
I'd go, I'd be diving. And so I became a diving instructor. 
But divers, they're a funny lot, right. Those guys are in the water all day long 
and then hit the booze in the evenings. And just like that, without really 
wanting to, I started to drink, drink a lot, drink way too much, and before I 



knew it, I'd become an alcoholic. But I'm off the booze now. I said to 
myself, no way am I going to drink when I'm over there. 

 
Silence. 
 
IR:  My daughter stays at my mother's half of the time. But things are good again 

between us. Now though, I feel like going travelling again. I think it's 
because of coming here. I should get my backside into gear really, I should 
prepare for it. I could go back to teaching diving courses. I've got the highest 
grade in diving, I've got all the qualifications, it's just been a long time ago 
now. With my daughter, it's a bit more difficult to go away for that long, but 
I really would like to go back to Asia, away from the square, under water. I 
feel like going for a dive again. 

 
BA:  Are you going to come sleep here with me, Ir? 
 
B:  Can I have another beer, I'm thirsty. 
 
IR:  Give me another one too. It'll do my throat the world of good. 
 
IR touches her thumb to her index finger, making an O-shaped gesture, the way divers do to 
communicate to each other that everything is okay. 
 
J:  I don't eat that much usually, but the food here is really tasty. 
 
J: One for Q, one for D, and one for S. How's that boys, the food's nice here, 

right? 
 
B:  Has anyone seen my tobacco? 
 
BA:  P doesn't eat enough, that's because of all the hassle with C. 
 
BA:  Can I have my Broma, please? 
 
Silence. 
 
BA:  Everything I know about drugs, I learnt in prison. 
 
IR:  I've never really been in prison for that long. Can't say why really. 
 
J:  You're not going to believe this but I had the best time of my life in prison. I 

was in the Begijnenstraat when Van Rossem was there. You should've seen 
how that bloke came in. Cut and dried that was. The guards had fun and 
games with that one. 



 
P:  One thing's for sure, you can buy whatever drugs you want in prison. 
 
Silence. 
 
P:  I did a lot of tattooing in prison, we made a machine for tattooing using the 

engine of a cassette recorder. Nice little earner that. I've always loved 
drawing, I've also always liked tattoos. This one here's nice, the one with the 
spider's web and the spider. Which one do you like best? But I think the 
Indian is still the nicest. 

 
B:  There's an Indian sitting on a hill and that Indian's gonna get killed.  
 
P:  I'm going to go to sleep, I don't feel too good. 
 
P lays his head on the table, sleeps.  
IR lays her head on the table, sleeps. 
 
BA:  Fancy another beer, B? 
 
Silence. 
 
BA:  I'm going to give her one tonight. 
 
Silence. 
 
BA:  When a woman's got the painters in, she's at her horniest. 
 
Silence.  
 
BA:  I'm going to take P his food! 
 
BA: P, P! I've got you your food. 
 
P raises his head a little. 
 
P:  Leave me alone. 
 
BA:  P, but you've got to eat. P, you haven't had anything to eat yet! 
 
P:  No! I don't want any food. 
 
BA:  But it's tasty stuff, boy. 
 



P:  I ... don't ... want ... any ... food. 
 
BA:  But you've got to eat, P. 
 
P:  Will you let me sleep, L? You're pissed as a rat. 
 
BA:  Is it because there's no mayonnaise on it? 
 
P:  No! 
 
BA:  Wait, I'll go get you some mayonnaise. 
 
P lays his head on the table and sleeps.  
Sounds of rummaging in the room, things are falling down. 
 
BA:  Where is that mayonnaise? 
 
B:  There's no mayonnaise here, boy. 
 
BA:  Come on now B, we had some mayonnaise earlier, didn't we? We had 

mayonnaise with those fried potatoes, don't you remember? 
 
B:  Come on mate, that mayonnaise is long gone. 
 
The rummaging continues. 
 
BA:  There you are, see, that's where it is, I found it. With this mayonnaise on his 

potatoes, P is sure to eat his food now.  
 
BA: Hey, P, this should do it. I put some mayonnaise on it. 
 
P raises his head a little. 
 
P:  Sod off, let me sleep! 
 
BA:  You've got to eat, P. 
 
P:  No. 
 
J sits up abruptly. 
 
J:  L, let the man sleep, will you? Come on now, is that so hard to do? 
 
BA:  But he hasn't had anything to eat. 



 
J:  S, Q, D: attack! 
 
Joe lays his head on the table and sleeps. 
BA and B look at each other. They're sitting on either side of IR. They begin pulling at her. 
 
IR:  God damn it, I've only been lying here for half an hour and already they're 

hassling me again. I came to lie over here especially, God damn it. They're 
not right in the head, these two, I tell you. Hassling a person, in the middle 
of the night, as if having a bad cold and being ill like this, isn't enough. God 
damn it. Bloody pair of idiots, brave like this, aren't they, when it's two men 
ganging up on one woman. 

 
IR lays her head on the table, sniffles for quite a long time until she falls asleep. 
It is quiet for a while. B and BA start shuffling their feet ... 
 
B:  Come on boy, we're off. 
 
BA:  Are there any beers left? 
 
Stumbling noises, empty cans fall on the floor.  
B lays his head on the table, he keeps his cigarette in his mouth. Sleeps with the cigarette in his 
mouth. J sits up and takes the cigarette out of B's mouth and grounds it out on the floor.  
J lays his head on the table again and sleeps.  
BA is still sitting upright, staring out in front of him. 
 
BA:  May I please have my methadone? 
 
Silence.  
 
BA:  May I please have my methadone? 
 
IR raises her head very briefly. Sniffles loudly. 
 
IR:  Great, is he going to start again now, is he? 
 
IR sniffles loudly, lays her head on the table and goes back to sleep. 
 
BA:  May I please have my methadone? 
 
Silence. 
 
BA:  May I please have my methadone? 
 



Silence. 
 
BA:  May I please have my methadone? 
 
Silence. 
 
BA:  May I please have my methadone? 
 
Silence. 
 
BA:  May I please have my methadone? 
 
Silence. 
 
BA:  May I please have my methadone? 
 
Stumbling noises. 
 
BA:  I'm off. I don't like it here. I'm packing my suitcase and I'm off, I'm going 

downtown and I'm going to catch a taxi straight back to Antwerp city. P 
doesn't want to eat, that bitch doesn't want to know. Give me my 
methadone, I'm off! 

 
BA continues to sit up for some time before laying his head on the table and going to sleep.  
It is quiet for a while.  
P sits upright, clears his throat and coughs, smacks his lips, belches with difficulty, smacks his 
lips. 
 
P:  Good morning, may I have my methadone? No, not the liquid one, that's J's, 

mine are the tablets. Cheers. Mornings are always hard for me. I feel like 
throwing up. 

 
P clears his throat, opens a can of Finkbrau, rolls a cigarette. 
 
P:  I can't eat anything in the mornings, boy. My stomach feels all tight. That's 

also because of C, that's been on my mind this whole time. She had a row 
with me before we left. She's as jealous as can be. She was angry because she 
wasn't allowed to come here with us and Ir was. She thinks I'm going to start 
something with Ir, but that's the last thing on my mind, right. Last night, I've 
got to say, was also a little bit Ir's fault. Huddles up to Ba like that. What do 
you expect, she does like to stir things up, you know. 

 
P: I don't drink a lot, as you can see. Whenever I open a can of beer, I flip up 

the ring pull. That way, I can always recognise my beer. I'm also not really in 



the habit of leaving my beer standing around — I'd rather give it away than 
let someone else have a swig and then take it back to drink the rest of it. 
You've got to be careful with diseases on the square, especially if you're 
weak: tuberculosis, mate, TBC is not a joke, let me tell you. 

 
Opens his can of beer (with the characteristic fizzing noise) and ostentatiously flips up the ring 
pull. 
BA sits up. 
 
BA:  I don't feel too good, I've got cramps, I'm shaking and I've got to throw up. 

I've got cramps everywhere. I've got cramps in my face. May I have my 
methadone? 

 
P:  You went a bit mental last night, didn't you, boy? 
 
BA:  What? 
 
P:  Your bottle of methadone's in your trouser pocket. 
 
BA:  How did it get there? 
 
P:  First, you woke me up. Then, you dragged Ir out of bed and you wanted to 

leave, taking B with you. 
 
BA:  What the hell are you talking about? 
 
P:  That you went mental last night. Your suitcase is all the way over there, in 

the woods. 
 
BA: Well, how did that happen? 
 
P:  You wanted to catch a taxi back to Antwerp. 
 
BA: Come on now, you're having me on. 
 
J sits up. 
 
J:  Morning. Hey S, have you had a shit yet? And Q and D, yes boys? ... And L, 

what was that all about last night? You woke P up, he'd taken his Broma, 
you know. 

 
P:  He also hassled Ir. 
 
BA:  Come on now, that's not true, right, what am I supposed to have said then? 



 
P:  That women are at their horniest when they're on the rag and that you were 

going to give her one. 
 
J raises his hand. 
 
J:  Excuse me but ... um ... may I have my methadone? 
 
BA:  I don't remember any of that, there's no way all that really happened. 
 
J:  I got up last night to go for a piss and that B was sleeping with a burning fag 

in his trap. Didn't even know I took it out. As if his face isn't burnt enough 
already, right? 

 
B sits up. He moves in a very stilted and aggressive manner. 
 
B:  God damn it, who's been in my rucksack? 
 
J:  Well, good morning to you, too. 
 
P:  No-one's touched it, boy. You wanted to leave with Ba. You wanted to go 

back to Antwerp. 
 
B:  You're just talking stupid now. I'm telling you, things gets stolen here. Why 

can't they just leave people's stuff alone instead of messing with it all the 
time? 

 
P:  I'm telling you that you put your rucksack there yourself, boy. No-bo-dy - 

has - touched - it. 
 
B:  And my cigarettes and my tobacco, who's nicked them then? 
 
P:  Nobody's nicked anything. You were pissed as a fart and you misplaced 

those cigarettes of yours somewhere. Not surprising really, the place was 
covered in opened cans of beer. You take one swig out of a can and then 
you leave it. Why don't you look in your rucksack first before you go around 
accusing people? 

 
BA:  Yes B, apparently, we really went for it last night. 
 
P:  You pair also hassled Ir, and Ba's stuff is scattered downstairs, in the middle 

of the path. 
 



B:  If I tell you that I never put that rucksack there, then I didn't put it there, 
and I want my cigarettes back. 

 
B picks up his rucksack which is sitting behind him, puts it on the table, yanks the zip open 
furiously. The transistor radio of the refuge falls out. 
 
B: (In a very high-pitched voice) What's this, boy? God damn it, who put this radio 

in my rucksack? 
 
P:  B boy, you did that yourself, remember. See, that's how far gone you were. 
 
B:  Idiots, why would I put a radio in my rucksack? 
 
P:  Why would anyone else put a radio in it? 
 
B lights a cigarette. 
 
P:  So, where did you get that cigarette from? 
 
B:  None of your business. 
 
P:  See, they were in your rucksack all the while. 
 
B:  Come off it, why would I put them in my rucksack? 
 
IR sits up, coughing. 
 
IR:  Pass me beer, will you ... God damn it, pair of idiots, waking up a sick person 

and hassling her in the middle of the night. It's a disgrace. Two blokes 
against one girl. And that L thought he'd get off with me, he thought he'd get 
off with me — bloody idiot. 

 
BA:  Yeah Ir, I'm sorry, love. I really don't know what happened. 
 
IR:  Yeah, yeah, excuses, excuses, eh mate. Next time, let people sleep. 
 
Everyone is sitting at the table, a can of Finbrau in their hands, smoking. Everyone is coughing. 
For a while, no-one says anything. 
 
J:  Have you got ticks, S? Oh, will you look at that? Behind his ears. And Q too! 

Lay down on your back, boy. Daddy will take care of it for you, eh. Bloody 
hell, take a look at S. He's got loads of the little buggers ... And they're on us 
too. 

 



IR:  I'm taking things easy today, what with all the palaver from last night — it'll 
do me good to catch up on some sleep, maybe I'll feel better then tonight. 

 
IR lays her head on the table. 
 
B:  Any beers left? 
 
P:  Not many, but I'll open one up, take a swig and then you can finish the rest. 
 
BA:  Would you bloody believe it, I've just put my tobacco on the windowsill and 

now it's gone. 
 
P:  C is a very beautiful woman. 
 
Silence. 
 
P:  My mother is also a beautiful woman, I've got to say, for her age. 
 
P: My mother has always supported me. Whenever they found a syringe in the 

hall of our block of flats or out on the green and they told my mother that it 
was mine, my mother used to say: 'No, that's not my son's, I let my son 
shoot up in the bathroom' ... You all know my mother, don't you lads? They 
call me the boss of the square ... 

 
P: My mother often comes to the square. She brings us cakes. 

 
The same voice that quoted a number of lines at the start of the play, now reads out the following 
lines from Crow from the album Catholic Boy, by Jim Carroll: 
 

It was so sweet when you brought donuts to the junkies 
Hey, you'd give us something we'd go slip into our coffee 
And we'd start reading lines from poems that didn't matter 
You covered me with blankets in the Chelsea Hotel lobby 
And I'd start reachin' for the scar along your belly 
They'd start takin' us 'cause winning is their hobby 

 
P:  She knows everyone on the square, my mother. Everyone knows her. She's a 

very beautiful woman, for her age. My sister, she's also a very beautiful 
woman. We're half gypsy, see. My father is in Luxembourg ... 

 
Silence. 
 
P:  I'm not used up. I've always eaten well, my mother always made sure of that. 

Sometimes, she brings spaghetti to the square for us. 



 
Silence. 
 
P:  That's the strange thing about heroin, you still look good, it preserves. J is a 

real speed freak, he's all gaunt from the amphetamines. He's a real speed 
freak. 

 
P lays his head on the table. 
 
BA:  Who's been at my Broma? There are only five left. 
 
BA lays his head on the table. 
 
B:  Give me a ciggie, boy, that's not too much to ask, is it? 
 
J:  I've already given you two, mate. 
 
B:  They nicked my tobacco. Give me a ciggie, boy. 
 
J:  I haven't even got enough cigarettes for myself, boy. 
 
B:  They nicked my tobacco, mate! 
 
J:  I don't even smoke tobacco — and I don't nick anything from a bloke like 

you. 
 
B:  I'm telling you that you nicked my tobacco, boy. 
 
J:  (Very loudly) I'm going to kill him! 
 
Quick as lightning, J picks up the plank behind him. He waves it about wildly. The dogs crawl 
away into a corner. J takes a swing at B's head. B manages to pull the plank out of J's hands. J 
and B grab each other, try to throttle each other, whilst making very loud animal-like noises. 
 
J:  I'm going to kill him! 
 
B:  Bastard! Dirty junkie! 
 
J:  I'm going to kill you! 
 
B:  Get your hands off me. 
 
J:  Arghh ... 
 



After a while, the fight dies down.  
B lays his head on the table and sleeps. 
 
J:  (Panting and crying) God damn it, that bastard. 
 
P sits up. 
 
P:  Come on J, don't let it get to you, boy. 
 
J:  I'm going to kill him. 
 
P:  Come on now boy, go to sleep. 
 
J:  Dirty lies. He says I stole his tobacco and I don't even smoke tobacco. 
 
P:  Come on J, go to sleep, that guy's on something, he's not himself. 
 
J: And I was stupid enough to give him two cigarettes. 
 
J lays his head on the table and sleeps.  
P lays his head on the table and sleeps. 
Silence. 
P sits up. 
 
P:  What the hell was that all about again last night? What's up with that B 

anyway? This is going to end badly, you'll see, J is ready to do something 
stupid. 

 
BA sits up, yawns and has a stretch. 
 
BA:  What was that, P? Things kick off again last night, did they? Don't tell me it 

was B again? 
 
J sits up. 
 
J:  (Roaring loudly) I'm sober now, I'm going to kill him now! Keep him away 

from me or I'll kill him. 
 
BA:  Come on J, sit down. 
 
J:  I so ashamed of myself, boy, I shouldn't have had that white wine. That wine 

with those pills, pure filth. 
 
P:  All this drinking is good for nothing. Alcohol is the worst of the lot. 



 
J:  But he kept on at me all the while, I just couldn't control myself longer. 
 
P:  I've always said I didn't trust him, but he's taken something, I don't know 

what, but he's taken something. He's much too violent. Ba must have given 
him pills and then he must have been boozing on top of them. He's not used 
to that, or he's nicked them, right. 

 
J:  (Confused) May I have my methadone? Those bottles, yes ... 
 
BA sits up. 
 
BA:  I behaved myself last night, didn't I? I almost had nothing to drink. 
 
J:  B stabbed me, with a knife. 
 
BA:  Come on now J, don't exaggerate. 
 
J pulls up his T-shirt and shows twelve small wounds in his side. 
 
J:  Twelve times he stabbed me, that bastard. That B has a knife on him. 
 
B sits up. 
 
B:  You've lost the plot, boy. You were the one who was trying to off me! 
 
J:  Bastard, you stabbed me with a knife! 
 
B:  I haven't got a knife, boy. 
 
P:  I saw your knife, B. It's a pocketknife. 
 
J:  I'm so ashamed, the one time I get to go away somewhere and that he got a 

rise out of me like that, right ... I'm so ashamed. I don't normally do things 
like that. 

 
P:  We once played football against Pfaff with our football team. I mean, against 

a whole bunch of Flemish celebrities, Pfaff was one of them. Do you know 
what that Jean-Marie said to me? 'Go eat chocolate spread sandwiches.' 

 
B:  (Sings) There's an old Indian sitting on the hill and that Indian's gonna get 

killed. And that Indian's called P. 
 
P:  I was the team's mental coach. 



 
B: (Sings) There's an old Indian sitting on the hill and that Indian's gonna get 

killed. And that Indian's called P. 
 
P:  Idiot! We were the ones who started up that team and he struts around here 

in the team's T-shirt. 
 
B:  Nice little T-shirt, eh boy? 
 
P:  They often say that I'm the boss of the square. Sam Gooris, he was a good 

bloke. 
 
Silence. 
 
P:  Whenever there's fighting on the square, the coppers always come to me, 

and I say to them: 'Yes, don't worry boys, I'll take care of it, you go on 
home'. I never asked to be the boss of the square, there was never an 
election or anything, it just sort of happened. 

 
B:  How slow do you lot walk? It's like I'm walking with a bunch of OAPs. 
 
P:  Look boy, everyone goes up at their own pace, okay? It's not like it's a race 

or anything, is it? 
 
P: I'd like to see how he'd manage when he's my age, with a prosthesis in his 

knee and asthma. 
 
IR sits up and starts plaiting her hair, she puts flowers in it and puts a cap on her head. 
 
J:  He's an idiot. If I see him on the square, I'm going to smack him in the gob. 

If you think that I'm just going to forget about all of this that easily (he lifts his 
T-shirt, shows off the wounds). 

 
P:  If he says one more word about C, I'll be at him so fast, he won't know 

what's hit him. J knows this, right, when I get angry, I don't say anything, 
right. I don't move, I stay close to him and then, all of a sudden, I strike. I'm 
telling you, he's going to get head-butted. 

 
BA:  When we were in town, we bought something, just a little weed to smoke, 

right, and then he starts scheming with that guy. All of a sudden, things had 
to be done in Arabic — and I paid for it, right. See, I'm convinced he 
pocketed half of it. 

 
IR:  (Exceptionally loud) I haven't touched a drink in years! 



 
IR:  Did you see that I cleaned the house? 
 
P:  Have you seen the calves on him? Calves of steel, that one. 
 
IR:  Any beers left? I'm thirsty. I'm not going to get drunk or anything. Just one 

little beer to quench my thirst, nothing wrong with that, right? 
 
IR:  But he did notice, right, that it's so nice and clean here. I think it's cosy, 

right, with those flowers on the table and everything, don't you think? 
 
BA:  Come off it, there's no way I would have said something like that. 
 
IR:  Come on, lads, stop shouting like that! 
 
IR:  All this shouting, damn it, it's enough to drive you crackers. 
 
IR:  That B came sprinting up and guzzled up all the beers! 
 
B:  There weren't that many left, Ir, you'd finished most of them already. 
 
IR:  I like this, with my cap and pigtails, I would like to have one like that. 
 
B:  I'm going to have to put everything away, aren't I? 
 
IR:  And with these flowers in my hair. Nice, isn't it? 
 
P:  Do you know, he found a knife, in the woods. Bet you any money that it 

belonged to the Celts. 
 
B:  Don't be stupid, boy. You and your bloody Celts. It's just a knife that one of 

the blokes who was working in the woods lost there. You can see clearly that 
that knife is not old. 

 
P:  No, he cleaned it up. That knife was totally covered in rust when he found it. 

This place was heaving with Celts in the old days. 
 
B:  And now, all that's hanging around is an old Indian. 
 
P:  Some big battle is supposed to have happened not far from here. 
 
B:  Yeah right, with a whole bunch of Indians that got slaughtered. 
 
P:  Vercingetorix, do you know him? 



 
B:  Alright, who's nicked my tobacco now? It was here a moment ago! 
 
IR:  Will you stop shouting like that! 
 
P:  Well, Vercingetorix, he got three hundred thousand men together. Julius 

Caesar made mincemeat out them. 
 
Silence. 
 
P:  I would like to visit that battlefield of Vercingetorix. It's not that far away 

but it's too far to do it on foot. Well, it is for someone like me, with asthma 
and prostheses in his knees. One day, I'm going to come back here, this 
summer, with C, and then I'm going to go there. 

 
Silence. 
 
P:  This summer, with C. 
 
Silence. 
 
P:  I've got lots of videos at home about the Celts. 
 
P:  America, that was never discovered by Christopher Columbus but by the 

Vikings. Did you know that? 
 
B:  Yeah, we knew that a long time ago, you've only said it about twenty times 
 already. 
 
P:  That B, he's going to have to watch what he says or he'll get head-butted 

before he knows what's hit him. 
 
BA:  My father, he was a dockworker. He was also a good runner. When I was a 

young boy, we, my mother and I, used to go watch the marathon in 
Antwerp. And we'd be standing there, and I'd see the blokes come running 
towards us, and then I'd say to my mother: 'Mum, that's dad coming this 
way, leading the pack, he was. 

 
P:  When we get back to the square, I'm going to have a little word with my 

mate, massive bloke, two metres tall, a real bruiser, doesn't take any shit, he 
doesn't. It's always punch first, ask questions later with him. He's fierce. 
We'll see how big B's mouth is then. 

 
IR:  That's the bloke who's been messing around with C. 



 
BA:  I, myself, used to be a good football player and a sprinter. Yeah well. My 

mother ran off with one of his running buddies. His drinking buddy. 
Dockworkers are always thirsty. I'm no longer allowed to go in my father's 
house through the front door. Whenever I ring his doorbell, he tells me 
through the letterbox to go around the back. Can you believe that? He's 
ashamed of his own son, that one. I'm also barred from a lot of pubs in 
Boom. Because I always fight and they think that I'm always dealing drugs. 
Sometimes, my father comes to the square. Sits there, on the other side of 
the square, having a pint, watching me. It's usually one of my mates who says 
to me: 'Your father's here again'. 

 
Silence. 
 
BA:  (Stares out straight ahead of him as he speaks) I haven't seen my mother for a very 

long time. But I had a mate who used to work with the coppers and I said to 
him: 'Is there any way you could get my mother's telephone number? She 
lives with that bloke, you know'. I have to say, the next day, I already had 
that number. And I phoned her that evening. At first, the bloke answered 
the phone and I asked if I could speak to the lady of the house. So then she 
came on the phone. I said: 'Hello, it's Ba ... Hello, mum, it's Ba, your son'. I 
could hear that she was crying ... It was around Christmas. Then she said: 
'This is not a good time, phone me back in about two weeks' time, after the 
holidays'. I thought that was strange. But anyway, I rang back ... The voice 
on the other end of the phone said: 'The number you have dialled has not 
been recognised'. She'd only gone and had her phone disconnected ... Can 
you believe that? Can you believe that? It's been thirteen years since I last 
saw my mother. My mother is ... Don't let me cry. 

 
J:  Hey S, you really are a little scamp, aren't you boy? 
 
P:  Q, he is also a scamp. 
 
B:  Don't be stupid, boy, they're just dogs. 
 
P:  Did you see that? That B kicked those dogs just because they scratched him, 

but dogs can't help having claws on their paws, can they? It's normal, right, 
that a dog like that has got claws on his paws. He just wanted to be friendly. 

 
BA:  I was fourteen when I started taking LSD. We always used to go to 

nightclubs, in Lokeren, the Cherry Moon etc. My sister-in-law recommended 
heroin to me, but by then, I was already twenty-one. 

 



B:  Ir, she was stunning, boy, when she was young. Saying that, she's still a very 
beautiful girl, isn't she? 

 
IR:  Oh, don't start sucking up, B! 
 
J:  How tasty is this? God, how tasty is this? 
 
B:  Ir used to be a model for, what was that bloke's name again? 
 
J:  No, I can't chew this with my teeth. 
 
IR:  Van Beirendonck. 
 
B:  I've known this girl since she was this high, right. We used to have a simple 

little moped, but not her, right. She had a Dax, do you know what a Dax is? 
 
P:  I used to live at the Stuyvenbergplein, you know, as a child. I learnt 

everything I know there. And I started my own gang back then. When I was 
fifteen, I got locked up in Mol for armed robberies. Not a bad thing really, 
because they immediately declared me unfit for the army ... In Mol, I learnt 
everything I know about drugs and everything I know about serious crime. 
Once I got out of there, that's when my career in crime really took off. My 
wife, C, well, my girlfriend actually, she'll get me out of prison if they ever 
put me away again, I swear to you. With the help of my cousins, but she'll 
get me out, that's for sure. But I won't go back inside, I've learnt my lesson. 
I'm keeping my nose clean. Yeah, I got one little thing going on still, to do 
with that copper I head-butted, but my word is as good as that stupid 
copper's. 

 
Silence. 
 
P:   My girlfriends were always involved in the robberies I did. I don't do that 

kind of thing anymore now, though. 
 
Long silence. 
 
P:  My wife, K, died when I was in prison, of an overdose ... Of grief. They 

wouldn't even let me go to K's funeral, can you believe that? I'm a widower. 
I never remarried. I'm with C, we have a wedding ring tattooed on our 
finger, but we're not really married. We can't get married because then all my 
debts would be transferred to her. 

 
J:  No, no apples and no carrots either, I can't eat them with my teeth. 
 



P:  An ankle tag, boy, that's a strange punishment. You just want to pop out to 
the shop, to get a packet of cigarettes, at two minutes to twelve and you're 
only allowed to leave your house up to twelve o'clock, and you won't even 
have stepped out onto the pavement or some bloke's already on the phone 
to you saying: 'P, you've got to stay indoors, eh lad!' 

 
J:  I beg on the Keizerlei, with my dogs. I see it as work. I always make sure 

that I'm there by ten and I work eight hours straight. I don't move a lot, I 
only get up once in a while to go for something to eat. 

 
B:  How much does that earn? 
 
J:  About three thousand euros a month. 
 
BA:  That's not bad, J! 
 
J:  It's hard work, mind you. I'm always sitting there, right mate, summer and 

winter, when it rains and when it snows under a canvas. 
 
BA:  I do something else. I go up to people and I tell them that I want to stay the 

night at a night shelter and that I'm two euros short. But it's more 
dangerous, you're not allowed to do this, see. You're not allowed to hassle 
people on the street. They throw you in the nick if they catch you at it. 

 
J:  They leave me to it. Up to now, I've not had any bother from the coppers. 
 
BA:  Yeah, but I make fifty euros in half an hour, right. 
 
J:  Yeah, but those three thousand euros, that's not enough. In the evenings, I 

get my car, a small estate, take a drive out of the city, to Brasschaat etc. The 
young lads who live there are spoilt rotten, they leave their bikes outside, just 
like that. I only steal good bikes, no rubbish — and I always sell them on for 
at least a hundred euros. It's not because I'm a junkie that I have to sell a 
decent bike for twenty-five euros. I may be hooked on heroin, but I'm not 
daft. If they want a decent bike for twenty-five euros, they'd better go out 
and steal one themselves. 

 
J:  They once put me in prison for eleven months for one bike I'd stolen. 
 
B:  Yeah but boy, you do steal ten in one evening, right. 
 
J:  Boy, I'm telling you that they charged me just for this one bike. They didn't 

know anything about those other bikes. A whole year in prison for one 
stupid bike. 



 
J:  One time, some girl comes up to me and she gives me two euros. A bit later, 

she's there again and gives me another two euros, and a quarter of an hour 
later, she's there again and gives me another two euros. I say to her: 'What's 
up with you, have you got a problem or something?' And the girl says to me: 
'Are you E?' And the minute she says that, I recognise her. It's my 
goldilocks, my little one, my little blondie, my daughter, who I'm not allowed 
to see anymore. I well up, straightaway. And it's all the fault of that bitch, 
because I'm a thief and it's not good for the child to be in contact with a 
thief. But they'll never tell you that she was the one who was always pushing 
for more money. Whatever I earned, it was never enough. 
I used to have a pub in Ypres, a hard rock cafe. I could speak the West 
Flemish dialect as well as the Antwerp one, let me tell you. 
 

BA:  Did you know that I've got a son? Yeah, a boy of about ten. I had a fling 
with this girl once, just for one night, you know the thing. Went out on the 
town with her, had too much to drink, larking about, and she takes me back 
to her room. And yeah, we do the deed, as they say, but afterwards, I never 
saw that chick again. One time, a lot later, one of my mates says to me: 'Do 
you know her?' I say: 'Yes, I know her. I once had a thing with her'. 'That's 
what I thought, she's had your kid,' the bloke says. I felt like the ground was 
going to swallow me up. She doesn't want to talk to me anymore, but I 
followed her and that's how I found out where she lives and I regularly hung 
around at the school, because it's the same school I used to go to. I just used 
to stand there, leaning up against a wall of a house, watching. One time, a 
woman comes out of that house and says: 'Hello there sir, are you Ba, Ba L?' 
And I say: 'Yes, how do you know that?' And she says: 'I used to be your 
teacher'. And that's when I recognised her. 'You're not just hanging around 
here for nothing, are you Ba? You've come to take a look at the child.' She 
said he looked just like me, that he had the same eyes as me. 

 
Silence. 
 
BA:  Don't mention my mother to me or I'll start crying — I'm thirty-three years 

old and I haven't seen my mother for thirteen years. 
 
IR:  Can you believe that B? He's just climbed up that climbing plant. In a flash, 

he was hanging ten metres off the ground. And then he says: 'Once a 
monkey, always a monkey.' 

 
P:  He's right. 
 



IR:  J and P and I smoked a joint together. We're allowed, right. It's not like we 
have to call B over for that, right. Because let me tell you, he went absolutely 
mental again, you know. 

 
P:  Who's had my sunglasses? 
 
Silence. 
 
P:  Yes, come on lads, they're real police glasses, they are. I found them on the 

square. 
 
B:  No way are these from the police, boy. 
 
P:  It says so on them. 
 
B:  Don't be stupid, that's a brand name. 
 
P:  I'm telling you that those are real police glasses. I also found a copper's 

passport, also on the square. 
 
J:  Do you know what the worst thing of all is? I've been a multimillionaire 

more than once in my life. I've had several houses, beautiful houses. The last 
one in Wommelgem. That was a very nice little house, that was. And I let it 
all go to that bitch: she's had the lot. 

 
A mobile phone rings a couple of times. 
 
P:  Is it C? 
 
B:  Who else is going to phone? 
 
P:  Yes C, yes ... No. 
 
P:  C, I'm telling you, I'm not touching her ... No ... I you too ... I'm telling you, 

aren't I, C. C, I've got to go, I haven't got time for this now. We've got to go. 
We've still got a lot to do.  We're on top of a mountain, come on now, try to 
understand ... No. No C ... Come on now ... Why would you go do 
something like that? I'll be back on Saturday ... No ... Saturday, I said. Come 
on C, stop being silly. I've got nothing going on with Ir ... For God's sake. C! 
... 
No ... No ... 

 
B:  When is this going to stop, right? All this nagging. Why should we have to 

shut up and wait just because this C is phoning, right? 



 
P:  C, we've got to go eat. Phone me back later. 
 
Silence. 
 
P:  No, you're not hearing what I'm saying. What I mean is ... 
 
P:  She hung up on me. 
 
Silence. 
 
P:  She wants to commit suicide. She's already cut herself, her arms ... 
 
P:  Why the bloody hell is he sticking his oar in? That idiot B? It's got nothing 

to do with him, right, when C phones. 
 
IR:  That C, she cheats on P.  She jumps into bed with other blokes when P is 

not around. Blokes from the square. I'm sure she's screwing around again 
this week. 

 
P:  C is a very beautiful woman. 
 
Silence. 
 
P:  We've been lucky, you know. We're from the good old days, right. The fact 

that we're still around is because, in our day, there used to be good stuff: 
pure stuff, none of that filthy shit. Just take a look at L's hands. Do you see 
those abscesses? That's because of that filthy shit. These days, they'll sell you 
powder they scraped off the inside of TL lights. Just imagine shooting that 
stuff into your veins, boy. It's not the same anymore these days with those 
Eastern Europeans. Those blokes are a lot more violent, too. You can't say 
anything to them. They beat the shit out of you for nothing. There are also a 
lot of weapons. 

 
B:  (Sings) There's an old Indian sitting on the hill and that Indian's gonna get 

killed. 
 
J:  Do you know why Moroccan women go to the henhouse to have their 

babies? That way, the kids learn to get their sticky little beaks into other 
people's shit from a young age.. 

 
P:  That methadone, that's even greater filth than heroin itself. It makes you feel 

even sicker when you don't take that stuff and you can only reduce it by one 
a week, maximum. I'm on two hundred and seventy-five, you can imagine, 



and you can't take anything else meanwhile because otherwise you fall back 
even more. This will be for the rest of our days, boy, that's we're on the 
methadone. 

 
Silence. 
 
P:  We can't get a kick anymore. All we do, is take stuff against being sick, to not 

be sick, against the tremors, against cramp, against queasiness. 
 
J:  Yes, but sometimes, you'd really prefer a good shot of heroin instead of that 

methadone shit. 
 
P:  You can't really put your finger on what makes us go to that square. There's 

really nothing special there. Yes, it's got benches. You can sit down there and 
there's a 24-hour shop. You don't have to go far to buy beer and it's not too 
expensive either. In the daytime, in the Spar shop and at night, in the 24-
hour shop. What more does a person need, right? 

 
IR:  I'll be going for a walk and I don't know how it happens but I end up on the 

square. You can sit down there, in the sun, have a pint, there's always 
someone you know there. There's a nice atmosphere there. You don't have 
to pay to be there. They don't close the terrace there. 

 
BA:  There's also a lot of solidarity on the square, right. 
 
P:  When Ba, who's still a young bloke right, sits there with his head between his 

legs and I see that, then I sit down next to him and I'll say to him that he 
shouldn't be doing that. 

 
IR:  Wow, I've just received a text from my daughter that she's passed her exams. 
 
BA:  P, he always helps me. When I sit with my head between my knees, P will 

say: 'Come on Ba boy, sit up'. 
 
P:  That never happens to me, I never sit there with my head between my knees. 

I'm never pissed. 
 
IR:  Can I use your phone a minute? I'd like to phone my daughter. I'm so proud 

of her. How good is that, right, that she's passed her school exams? I'll pay 
you back later. 

 
IR turns around for a moment, there is a brief silence. 
  



IR:  But sometimes, I get so fed up with it. All the gossip on that square and then 
I'll say: 'I'm never going to that square again'. And then, the next day, I'll be 
there again. I just don't know how that happens. That square ... that square 
draws people. 

 
P:  I know that they want to get rid of us there. The mayor, the coppers, the 

people who live along the square. They want us gone. We're in the way there. 
Quite often, I'll say to the blokes, when they're throwing and breaking 
bottles or when they're having a piss in the middle of the square: 'Come on 
boys, don't do that, turn around'. But you can't say too much to those 
Russians, can you? 

 
B:  They'll never get rid of us there! 
 
P:  Do you honestly believe that? It'll happen sooner than you think. 
 
J:  Someone's put a safety pin under my backside. Three guesses who that 

might have been! 
 
BA:  Where's my tobacco? 
 
J:  Back in the day, we used to go sea fishing with the family. We had trawl nets 

and night lines. We had flannels full of sand to keep the nets in place and we 
had short lines with bait on them. Of course, none of that was allowed really. 
When we used to go on holiday with the family, it was always to the seaside. 
We would be on a campsite. We'd supply fish to the whole campsite. That 
was fun, boy, casting those nets, in the middle of the night. I'd love to do 
that again in a shot. 

 
Silence 
 
J:  Heroin, I'll never give that up. I wouldn't know why I'd want to. 
 
IR:  Has anyone seen my tablets? 
 
B:  I'm from Spanish Morocco. Our father had come to Belgium, ahead of us, to 

work. He would always send us all sorts of things. We thought that it was 
paradise here. Later, all of us, my mother and the children, followed and 
came here. When I arrived in Belgium, I'd never seen snow before. And 
suddenly, this stuff, white stuff, was falling out of the sky. We didn't know 
what it was. My father, that man, he always worked very hard to support us. 
I could ask him anything I wanted, I'd get it, always. I had the most beautiful 
BMX in the whole city, honest. I asked for it and kept asking for it and he 
said: 'It's a lot of money you know, boy,' but eventually I got it. The first 



time I came in contact with the court was when I was still a young boy, 
fifteen years old, I think. I'd noticed that there was this man who rented out 
a lot of houses and at the end of the month, he'd always do his rounds, on 
his bike, to collect the rent. And he'd go have a pint in every pub he'd pass 
along the way. By the time he got home, he'd be pissed as a rat. Not far from 
us, this bloke had moved in. I told him about the landlord. The last day of 
the month, we waited for him in his house. As soon as he opened the door, 
we grabbed him. My mate pushed him. The bloke fell. I saw all the blood. I 
knew straightaway that something was wrong. We took the money and we 
did a runner and we went straight to the pub and we treated everyone. It was 
as if we were going to make things right that way. But, of course, people 
noticed that we had so much money. The fun was quickly over. The local 
copper got wind of it and the game was up. Luckily, my mate didn't drop me 
in the shit. He took the blame for everything. He said that he'd pushed the 
bloke. He was of age, you see, I wasn't. But I did end up in a youth detention 
centre because of it. 

 
Silence. 
 
B:  I've always based coke. We don't snort it, we smoke it. It's better that way. It 

costs me fifty euros a day. I have to go to work to be able to afford that. I'm 
a good welder. They can use those everywhere and then I also do other stuff 
here and there. I don't miss it here but when my mate comes around, I know 
he has some on him and then I can't control myself. I've never touched 
heroin. That's why I'm still in such good shape. I used to live close to my 
parents, with my girlfriend, she left me — me and women, we don't gel. In 
those days, I had a motorbike. My mother did just about everything so I 
wouldn't ride that motorbike. She stole my keys, she let the air out of my 
tyres, she was so scared that I'd kill myself riding that thing. She knew, of 
course, that those two things didn't mix: a motorbike and coke. Just 
someone who came here from Spanish Morocco ... I would like to have a 
girlfriend again now, but you know ... With the cocaine and everything. 

 
Silence. 
 
B:  But it's true, it's been a long time since I've had one of those memory flashes 

like the one I had when I was on that mountain. I'd love to have a picture of 
me up that mountain. I wish that my father and mother could have seen me 
when I was at the top of that mountain. That they could have seen that I 
managed to reach the top! That I was standing there, with that landscape 
behind me. 

 
BA:  Ir, I hope you've noticed how serious I can be. I haven't done anything 

stupid for quite a while. I can be a good bloke. 



 
IR:  Yes, I know that, Ba love. 
 
BA:  Do you know what we should do when we get back to Antwerp? We should 

go out for a pizza, and a drink, on a terrace, in the sun. Go out on a terrace, 
not on the square, just the two of us. I know a place not far from the square 
where they've got good pizzas. 

 
IR:  That's all good and well, just don't get too many ideas, though! 
 
BA:  Come on Ir, it's not because I've done something stupid once that I'm good 

for nothing. 
 
IR:  That's not what I said, was it? 
 
P:  Look, I bought a knife. Not to use, right, but for my collection. I've got a big 

collection of knives at home, a lovely collection. 
 
B:  Give me that knife a minute. 
 
P:  No. 
 
B:  Come on, give it to me! 
 
P:  No, just leave it, will you! 
 
A moment of silence. 
 
P:  That Ir, right, she takes Antabus, those pills to stop you drinking and then 

she drinks on top of them, that's enough to make you feel sick as a dog. 
They make them so that you feel really sick when you have a drink on top of 
taking them. 

 
J:  I bought a truncheon, a telescopic truncheon. Beautiful toy, right. At first, I 

wanted to buy a taser, but this is just as good. 
 
BA:  I bought a pipe, this is the city of pipes, right. I'd almost forgotten what I 

wanted to buy, luckily Ir remembered. It's for my mate. 
 
IR:  And we brought you back a bottle of oil to put in the food. Good oil, from 

hazelnuts. That'll be tasty. 
 
The same voice that read the lines from 'Die Dreigroschenoper' by Bertolt Brecht at the start of the 
play, reads them out again: 



 
Und der Haifisch, der hat Zähne, 
Und die trägt er im Gesicht. 
Und Macheath, der hat ein Messer, 
Doch das Messer sieht man nicht. 
 
Denn die einen sind im Dunkeln 
Und die andern sind im Licht 
Und man siehet die im Lichte 
Die im Dunkeln sieht man nicht 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


