
Peter’s Monologues
There is no such thing as true love. You cannot pledge 
yourself to anyone until death do you part. Every day, 
you might meet the woman you are meant to be with.

A relationship never gets better than the moment when 
your eyes meet for the first time. The potential is at its 
max then, I can carry this meeting with me for the rest 
of my life—escape into it if I have to dream away. 

I dream of Maude, but who does Nicole dream about? 
Who am I judged against? 

What is a relationship? Is it beautiful or pathetic that 
two people lean against each other in waiting for so-
meone better to come along? 

What will happen if she ever pops the marriage ques-
tion? How can you not say yes without busting the re-
lationship? Asking someone to marry you is an ultima-
tum. 

Nicole’s Monologues
How did this come about, that we live together, but ne-
ver are alone? That there is always the feeling of a third 
person present. Inbetween us. Keeping us away from 
each other.

How does love work? How can I dream of Lewis but 
live with Peter? What is it that I want, and how do I un-
derstand that? I cannot feel in my bones if something is 
right or wrong. When should I break it up? Is it not in-
fidelity even if it is just in my head?

Could it be the case that almost all people can form a 
working couple? That the hard part is getting over that 
threshold making love work? A relationship is like a ro-
mantic agreement. Marriage is a false way of trying to 
own another person. A false sense of security.

What is a relationship? Is is a platform for us to make 
individual excursions from, or is there anything valua-
ble about being a couple? What did we see in each oth-
er from the start? Is that still there? 

Loving costs. You have to decide to keep doing it. Even 
when that tingling sensations dies out. And then forget-
ting that’s the case. 


