
VICKY: Each week? 

 

ANNA-LOUISE: Yes. 

 

VICKY: So you come here once a week Anna-Louise and put flowers on my Mum’s grave? 

 

ANNA-LOUISE: Yes, and I don’t mean to sound callous about it Ladies, but for me it is an on-

going contract and a regular source of income. As a small island Florist I have to take all the 

work I can get. It’s not personal you know. 

 

VICKY: No I can understand that, we all need to survive. But there cannot be many people that 

make a recurring contract with you for the delivery of flowers? 

 

ANNA-LOUISE: No that’s true, though it does happen that sometimes each year people want 

to mark an event like an anniversary, or something. 

 

VICKY: But not a weekly delivery surely? It’s not like you need milk delivered or something. What 

sort of person would request a delivery of flowers each week to someone’s graveside? 

 

ANNA-LOUISE: It’s not so much a case of who it is, but it’s more a case of which Organisation 

it is. 

 

VICKY: An Organisation? 

 

ANNA-LOUISE: Yes. Look I’ve said too much already as it is. As I said, I was sworn to a 

confidentiality clause in the contract, so I’m already skating on thin ice here. 

 

VICKY: Is there nothing more that you can give us? A clue, just some small snippet of information 

to go on, without naming names. 

 

ANNA-LOUISE [She thrusts the flowers into RHONA’S hands]: Here. All I know is that I am asked 

to place them here each Friday, but on the first Friday of each month it is slightly different. 

 

VICKY: Different, in what way is it different on the first Friday of each month Anna-Louise? 

 

ANNA-LOUISE: Well if you look at the top of the flowers you will see there is a small envelope 

attached to them. 

 

VICKY: Yes, and what does it say? [She tries unsuccessfully to extract the card from the very large 

bouquet of flowers but her arms just can’t reach it]. 

 

ANNA-LOUISE: Well that’s just it. It’s has a picture of the Virgin Mary on the outside, but it’s 

blank on the inside. 

 



VICKY: But the one on Mum’s grave just now has a date, and a Latin inscription in it. 

 

ANNA-LOUISE: Yes that’s right, and that’s the strange thing about it. When I leave it, I am told 

to put it on top of the remaining flowers that I haven’t put in the flower receptacle by her 

gravestone, but when I come back on that second Friday of each month to replace the flowers, 

the card is always under the remaining flowers and someone has written these Latin words in it 

and dated it. The exact same each month, except the date of the month has changed of course. 

 

VICKY: How odd. 

 

ANNA-LOUISE: Look I really must go. I am sorry if I have caused you any distress. It was never 

my intention. I was only doing what I had been asked to do. 

 

VICKY: No, you are fine Anna-Louise. Thanks for telling us what you could. 

 

ANNA-LOUISE [Turns to leave]: The flowers….you will put them won’t you on your Mum’s 

grave with the card on top? 

 

VICKY: Yes, of course. 

 

[ANNA-LOUISE exits by the black gate, which creaks as it opens]. 

 


