
LASSE
Approx. 40 years old, dead



L a s s e
“In memory of Lasse, loving father and 
husband.”

Lasse squints while moving his gaze from 
the tombstone in front of him towards the 
house in the other end of the garden. The 
house is only a silhouette against the red 
evening sky with the summer sun low on 
the horizon. A few clouds. Tall blades of 
grass becoming almost black backlit by the 
sun. Grasshoppers making noise. Light 
in the eyes, blinding him. Light and sun. 
Everything but darkness.

It seems so nice and well-kept here - much 
more well-kept than he remembers it.

It must be summer. Close to midsummer, he 
thinks.

The grasshoppers becomes silent when he 
gets near them. Everything becomes si-
lent. No more birds singing, no more frogs 
croaking or insects buzzing. They all seem to 
sense the presence of the dead.

He takes a step closer, then another one. 
Slowly through the tall grass, surrounding 
the house. The apples are about to grow at 
the apple tree, he notices. The cherries are 
already here. And also the raspberries shine 
red in the evening sun.

But Lasse hasn’t come for berries or fruits. 
He is here for his family, to once again be 
among the living.

*

It was Lene who discovered the house in the 
country. At first it didn’t impress Lasse. It 
didn’t impress Lene either, but as she looked 
closer, she found herself intrigued by it 
anyway. And then dreams started to inhabit 
the rooms of the house, which at that point 
only were ideas in their heads and photos in 
a real estate ad.

It was like falling in the love when he en-
tered the house for the first time. He was 
holding Lene’s hand and looking at Liv 
running around, being the amazing and 
enthralled little girl she was at that time. It 
was the only place for them. It was supposed 
to become their place - just the three of them 
in that house. Moving in any other place 
else would feel like infidelity. He didn’t care 
about any other houses after he had seen 
this one. Nobody else should take part in 
their happiness.

No one else were supposed to live in this 
house.

*

They were meant to be for ever. That was 
what they promised each other - in front of 
the priest, the guests and The Holy Lord.

Did he believe in it? Deep down inside? He 
never answered that question. But he said 
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yes when he had to and cried of happiness when 
Liv was born. Never before did he feel that 
strong - so deep, so intense, so emotional.

And never again did feel that way. Maybe with 
the only exception of when he knew he was 
going to die. In that moment everything stood 
clearer than ever. And in that moment it was 
too late to feel anything.

*

Liv is the one he has missed the most. Of course 
it is, it is her he had let down the most. In his 
absence her fragile child mind must have tur-
ned into a teenage mind. A mind now evolving 
into the mind of an adult - and a mind that 
must have missed her father so much. Who else 
should guide her, talk to her and try to under-
stand her in the same way that Lasse used to - 
and in a way that Lene never was able to?

How was Liv supposed to handle her grief 
without her father? How could he leave her 
in the darkest of all darkness? That was what 
Lasse most often worried about from the depth 
of his death. 

If only he was able to help her through the dark-
ness. Just stroke her hair, tell her everything 
would be ok. If only he could be the father who 
would never let her down - a father she always 
would listen to. If only he could be the father he 
never managed to be while he was alive.

*

As a kid Liv often talked about Friendly Ghost - 
about all the stuff he did which no one else was 
able to see. She talked about his shenanigans, 
naughty behavior and how he once in awhile a 
helped her with comforting words making her 
childhood life seem easier.

If only Lasse could be the friendly ghost, he of-
ten thought - the idea of gaining access to Liv’s 
world as only the fictional ghost could, intrigu-

ed him. He would then to be able to understand 
her and to comfort her in an even better way. 
When he was alive he often thought so.

And in his death Lasse prayed even more to be 
able - at least just once - to turn into this diffuse 
ghostly friend; a friend who would be long 
forgotten now with the years gone by and Liv’s 
childly innocence replaced by worries, teenage 
angst and a big dark hole in her heart.

If only this friend just for once could turn into a 
real ghost instead of just being a silly childhood 
idea.

*

Lasse  is aware that he has been gone for a 
long time. Way too long. Is it too long to turn 
everything back as it used be?

The thought of what has possibly happened 
since then makes makes him cold. He shivers 
just by thinking of it. What kind of life did they 
live while he wasn’t among them?

Which words have been said in the house? What 
tears have been shed? What kisses have been 
kissed? What screams have been cried out?

He has been denied so many wonderful experi-
ences - he is sure of that. Experiences he’ll never 
be able to fully understand. What strong arms 
have been comforting Liv and Lene? Which 
comforting voices have spoken to keep away the 
sorrow, making room for happiness instead?

What kind of love has moved in? Who has taken 
Lasse’s place? Who has been taking care of the 
well being of the garden?

*

Lene was nothing without Lasse, she used to 
say. He made her life make sense, he gave her 
life and the strength to be who she dreamt of 
being. She said so, when she was not scolding 
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him for not making enough room to meet her 
needs, for not listening,  or for draining her of 
all her energy and personality.

And who is she now? Who has she become 
without Lasse by her side? What dream did she 
follow without him to support her? How did she 
manage to live a life that turned out completely 
different from what they promised each other? 
That day by the house, that day in the church, 
and that day when Liv entered screaming into 
the  world. A day full of hearts, tears and an 
overwhelming love, deeper than anything else.

And who is Lasse now? Is he just a departed 
man without a future, without a life?

*

The grave is so cold, even in the hottest hour of 
summer. So cold and lonely. So terrible lonely. 
So intensively filled with nothing.

Often he wanted to call for them. Wanted to cry, 
whisper and shout. But death is silent, totally 
silent. Silent like … the grave.

How long has he been dead? How long before 
he has to go back? How much did he lose? How 
much can he regain?

He has to see them, that’s certain. They got to 
see him. He has to go back - back to what once 
belonged to him.

*

The heat of the sun is strong. Oh, the joy of 
feeling it against his skin, heating his face, to be 
blinded by the light. The smell of the flowers, 
the meadow and the summer. The smell of rot 
and decay. The smell of life and death, birth, 
destruction and everything in between.

To rise from the dead wasn’t hard. He just did 
it. Suddenly he was able to do so. Suddenly he 
stood there by the grave in the far end of the 
garden opposite from the house. He was living, 
not dead. He could take a step, then another 
one. And then one more step, leading to him 
walking, to movement, to everything but the 
silence of death.

He stares at the house. There is life inside. They 
are still here. People move around, they are 
living their lives inside - even at this warm sum-
mer night. Even now at the time of midsummer.

But what now? he thinks. What is supposed to 
happen? What is expected of him? How to do 
this? What to do?

How long will he be allowed to stay?
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Keywords
◊	 Doubtfull, seeking, humble - at least in the 

beginning of the game.

◊	 Misses Lene intensively - but who is she now? Does 
she still love him? What did ’forever’ mean?

◊	 Wants to get closer to Liv than what he managed to 
do when he was alive. He really wants to take care 
of her and comfort her.

◊	 Will it all be like it used to be? Is it supposed to be 
the same?

Dear  player
In this game you will be playing Lasse, a dead man re-
turning to life - at least for a while. It isn’t clear in this 
game how Lasse died and the reason for his death. That 
is up to you and the other players to decide. Maybe it 
will be decided during play, maybe not.

No one knows why Lasse one day is able to rise from 
the grave. That just how it is. Maybe he has been cho-
sen to do so? Maybe there is something he has to do. 
Maybe it is just  the way it is without any explanation.

It is mystery to Lasse too. And you should use that 
when playing him. Please make him -  at least in the 
beginning of the game - be seeking, hesitant and per-
haps even confused. The doubt and confusion you pro-
bably feel right now - and all the questions you might 
have - they are also felt and asked by Lasse. He misses 
his family, his wife and daughter and he would - of all 
things in the world - very much like to see them again.

But what then when has seen them? - and when they 
have seen him? What is then supposed to happen? 
With them, with him, with everything? This is the big 
question in this game for you. Who should live and 
who should die? Who is supposed to be happy and who 
is not?

During the game you will be asked to tell about the 
past. You’ll be asked to tell about the relationship bet-
ween Lasse and Lene. About his relationship with Liv. 
About how it is to be alive and all the shades of grey 
that make up the full picture of life. About all the things 
that went well, and about the things that went totally 
different than expected. 

You’ll also be asked to tell about death. How it was to 
die. How it was to be dead. About emptiness, longing 
and silence. You could start now by thinking a bit about 
it, how it must be to be dead, how it must be to die. 

And then think a bit about how it must be to return 
from the dead full of doubt, hope and anxiety.
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Lene
approx. 45 years old



“I have betrayed the two of us. I have be-
trayed what we promised each other. I know 
that,” Lene thinks, sitting on her knees in 
front of the grave in the far end of the garden.

“But that is how it must be,” she also thinks. 
In her hand are flowers, a small bunch of red 
poppies picked from the fields surrounding 
the house. That, at least, is what she owes 
him on this specific evening.

“In memory of Lasse, loving father and 
husband,” the words on the tombstone say. 
The low midsummer sun paints everything in 
orange colours, making the cross stand like a 
silhouette against the evening sky.

Here by the grave she doesn’t say anything 
out loud. She can’t say the words aloud, even 
though they are just at the tip of her tongue. 
She looks at the flowers, which she brought. 
They seem almost pathetic, she suddenly 
thinks. They seem like a poor excuse from 
her, now when she finally feels a bit of happi-
ness. 

“But this is the way it has to be,” she repeats 
to herself.

L e n e
*

She promised him eternal love, but she didn’t 
give it to him. The word fidelity was never 
spoken out loud - but it was what they both 
thought of: To be true to each other in sick-
ness and in health.

She was nothing without him, Lene used to 
say. He made her live, gave her life a purpose 
and the strength to be who she dreamed of 
being. She used to say so - at least when she 
was not scolding for not listening to what 
she wanted or not giving her enough space to 
meet her needs.

“Till death do you part,” was the official state-
ment. But it was meant to go way beyond that 
- she knew that when it all became too serious 
and Lasse wasn’t there anymore. She would 
love him forever, she vowed. Despite death 
and loneliness. She would never love anybody 
else, she said.

Back then she didn’t doubt that statement for 
a minute. She was certain that it never would 
change. She never thought it to be more com-
plex than that.
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*

Inside the house by the couch the evening sun 
lights up Jesper’s head from behind, making his 
hair glow almost like a halo. He lies down, rela-
xing for a while after his hard work of gardening 
outside.

She really does love him - she’s certain of that. 
Now it is him and her. It’s meant to be that way. 
Perhaps even … forever.

Her eyes turn wet. How dares she consider 
these words once again? Is she really allowed to 
think so twice in one lifetime?

He loves her too - she is also certain of that. 
Otherwise he would never have come all this 
way to live out here. Otherwise he wouldn’t 
have entered a house haunted by silence, loss 
and grief. Otherwise he wouldn’t do all in his 
power to shine a light and bring happiness to 
the house. If he didn’t love her he would never 
have undertaken the task of managing the gar-
den, which was totally overgrown and inaccessi-
ble after five years of silence.

Lene closes her eyes, breathing deeply. She 
smells the summer evening, smells his scent. He 
smells good - almost like Lasse, she sometimes 
catches herself thinking. Then, with a beating 
heart and tears ready to be shed, she closes 
her eyes. She tries as hard as she can to think 
forward instead of dwelling in past. Then she 
tries to be happy.

*

The countryside house was last call for Lasse 
and Lene. Last call for the two of them. They 
had searched and searched without any luck. 
With the two of them drifting apart and Liv 
growing from an infant to a little girl something 
different and new had to happen. They were 
desperate.

This was supposed to save them. That was what 
they needed in a time when Lene felt lost at 
her most. She felt alone - it seemed like Lasse’s 
dreams and wishes were controlling everything.

This was supposed to be her opportunity to say 
out loud what she actually wanted - not to keep 
silent, just hoping for him to guess her inner-
most needs. This was supposed to make sense 
of the vows they said in front of the priest, the 
world and the holy lord.

It was Lene who one late night at the computer 
discovered the house. At first she didn’t find it 
that special. But the photos on the screen made 
an impact on her. They planted the seeds to 
dream - a dream of something different, so-
mething new.

When they finally came to see it with their own 
eyes there was no turning back. After only a few 
minutes with the scenery all around him even 
Lasse - who was skeptical and hard to persuade 
- was convinced. The spring sun shined through 
the windows and Liv was running around, filled 
with a childish joy. Lene has missed that joy so 
often since.

They were supposed to stay out here - to live, to 
grow old. Out here, Liv was supposed to grow 
up and be filled with happy memories. Out 
here, they should live, just the three of them, as 
a happy family - Mom, Dad and Liv.

And out here, everything did turn out complete-
ly different than any of them ever expected.

*

Tonight it is midsummer - first night of three 
with the summer light at its maximum.

Lene’s heart suddenly beats fast. Does Liv expe-
ct something special for tonight? Does she at all 
remember what tonight it is? It is the first night 
of midsummer, the five-year anniversary of the 
night of Lasse’s death. It’s the night - by traditi-
on - to remember the dead, light up candles and 
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cook for those who are departed. It is the night 
to sing by the grave, to laugh and perhaps even 
to cry a bit.

At least that is what they have been doing every 
year at midsummer since Lasse passed away. 
That is what has brought Liv and Lene together. 
This is what helped them to share memories 
and to be able to talk to each other - at least for 
this one day a year. This is what helped them 
to forget loneliness and the unbearable facts 
of life, making them actually laugh, smile and 
approach each other in the shared memory of 
what they once had.

But the past year It seems like everything has 
changed. With Lene beginning to see a way 
through the fog of sorrow, it feels like Liv has 
been drifting even more apart. Like - now with 
Jesper in game - there is no more room for me-
mories or to speak openly about the pain. And 
it feels like there is no more room for the two of 
them to share anything.

Thinking of that makes Lene shiver, it makes 
her cold. What kind of mother and widow has 
she turned into? Has she become someone 
who seeks the easy way out by just following 
her heart’s momentary crush? The fact that the 
new man in the house doesn’t appreciate grief 
and tears for someone other than him, does she 
really let that control her? Has she really turned 
into someone who forgets how to comfort Liv, 
the most important person in the entire world?

She takes a deep breath. Yes, of course - at least 
tonight - everything will be like it used to be, 
she tells herself, trying to comfort her beating 
heart against her fear of neglect.

*

Liv is upstairs, in her room as always, hiding 
behind books, screens or closed eyes. 

They have hardly spoken today. They almost 
never speak anymore. They live in the same 
house, but it is a house where thoughts, dreams 

and emotions are kept behind closed doors and 
never shared. It is house where grief and the 
past is no longer shareable.

But has it ever been different? Hasn’t Liv always 
been hard to reach - at least for Lene? She hides 
behind a hard shell that prevents for Lene to 
break through.

Lene remembers being e full of jealousy when 
watching Liv and Lasse play, having funny 
conversations with each other. Liv used to telli 
her father stories about her imaginary friend, 
known as Friendly Ghost - a funny and nut-
ty friend doing silly things and who knew all 
of Liv’s secrets. How often did Liv and Lasse  
laugh, giggle and whisper quietly while Lene sat 
by herself, feeling all alone?

*

Jesper changed everything for Lene. He wanted 
to guide her, to help her move on, open her eyes 
for a new life and a new love, he said.

She really wanted him to do so, she said. And 
suddenly she was able to love and laugh again, 
suddenly she was able to look just a bit forward. 
Jesper allowed the fog to clear a bit, revealing 
glimpses the sun on the other side.

But oh, it did also hurt, allowing herself to love 
again - to look in the eyes, tell him about her in-
ner most feelings. And all these sleepless nights, 
she lay next to Jesper with a throbbing heart, 
fearing she had done something unforgivable.

When he pushed the doorbell for the first time 
and entered the house it felt strange. When he 
spend the night for the first time it was weird. 
And when he got his own key it felt almost 
wrong. But he really was supposed to be here. 
With him in the house it felt nice, safe and com-
forting. She needed him so much.

They made love, drank wine and talked all 
night. And for a long time they were silent 
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together, just staring in each others eyes, feeling 
how affection and love overwhelmed them - re-
gardless of how much she tried to fight it. 

That is why Lene was a bit hesitant when she 
first asked him to come inside, welcomed him, 
made him enter the house, showed him the 
garden and the way to her bed. She also showed 
him the grave, the tombstone and the flowers. 
And at that moment she cried for the first time 
in front of him.

Jesper was scared, she sensed clearly - he was 
scared by her grief and love for someone else 
than him, for someone who once was there.

And Jesper is still scared. He obviously fears 
what used to be before him. He can’t under-
stand how it feels and how it was - and he never 
will understand. And Lene wants to spare him. 
She just want to give him what he needs - like 
she needs him. 

She needs light, life and love. Like she also ne-
eds to to feel her loss, death and the connection 
to Lasse.
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Keywords
◊	 Loves Lasse who is dead and Jesper who is 

alive - and feels like she is betraying Lasse 
by being in love with a new man.

◊	 Om her way to find peace and a way of put 
her sorrow by being with Jesper.

◊	 Has be too kept up in her own grief - feels 
like she has neglected Liv. Is there a way to 
once again to become close with Liv.

◊	 Wants everything - her grief, her new love, 
her daugters affection and intimacy.

◊	 She often felt stuck and dominated by Lasse 
- and still she misses him so much.

Dear  player
In this game you’ll play Lene, a middle-aged woman 
who finally - five years after the death of her hus-
band - is beginning to regain her way in life. Jesper, 
her new partner, has recently moved into her house 
in the countryside - a house she bought with her 
now departed husband, Lasse. In this house she 
lives together with her teenage daughter Liv, and 
now with Jesper as well.

In the years following Lasse’s death Lene and Liv 
has been drifting more and more apart.  Lene is 
haunted by guilt, not being able to help her daugh-
ter through the hard times of grief - mainly because 
Lene herself has been way too miserable and hurt 
to be seriously able to help and care for Liv. Instead 
Liv - that poor girl - has had to find her own way 
through the darkness.

In Jesper, Lene seems to finally have found an 
anchor in life. He gives her love, care and a new 
focus in her everyday life. That makes it easy for her 
to let go and be overwhelmed by falling in love, just 
ignoring the pain and her loss.

How Lene manages to balance her past, her love 
and her responsibility as a mother is very much 
up to you. That delicate balance is the focal point 
for you in the game. Will you allow yourself to lose 
control in the feeling of overwhelming love, will you 
embrace yourself in guilt, or will you accept your 
responsibility and manage to become who you want 
to be while at the same time being able to support 
the ones you love?

During the game you’ll be asked to tell about the 
past. You’ll be asked to tell about life when Lasse 
was alive, as well as after his death. You will tell 
about the memories, about reality and about the 
loss - and you’ll be asked to tell about feeling power-
less, the struggle for everything to make sense and 
the attempt to make this new life work.

You’ll also be asked to tell about falling in love, 
about hope and about the past that keeps on 
knocking. Take a while to think about how you - by 
playing Lene - will try to handle all these expecta-
tions and emotions and all that responsibility that 
hangs on her shoulder. And you may also think a 
bit about how she will react if everything one day 
suddenly becomes possible once again.
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Liv
 16 years old



She just wants to sit in her room, stare into 
the empty screen, stare into emptiness. 
Here, in her room, no one expects anything 
from her.

*

She knows she should be outside - or at least 
look out the window. She should enjoy the 
warm summer evening outside. She’s ought 
to be outside in the garden which Jesperhas 
been taking such good care of. She should 
be watching the light of the late evening sun 
break through the barley - enjoying how the 
beams of light play with the straw, listen to 
the humming insects, and experience the 
wonders of midsummer.

But Liv doesn’t care. No one is supposed to 
tell her what to do, how to act, and how to 
feel. Least of all Mum. The house is just a 
shell they share. It is just a base to live out 
of - not a community with obligations, de-
mands, or any stupid ideals of family ties.

It’s too bloody late for things like that, she 
writes and posts, sending it out into an 

L i v
What a name, Liv - Life - when you most 
of all just want to die. Just close your eyes, 
disappear, never to wake up again. Like he 
did. Just leave everyone else behind. 

Liv stares at her screen. An empty feed. A 
social world not available. A world normally 
full of temptations and inputs, but for her it 
is just empty, empty, empty. A world where 
no one answers, where no one says anything.

Where are you? she tweets. #areyououtthere 
#whoareyou #whereareyou

Silence, no answer. Not this time either. 
Never any answers. Just emptiness, silence 
and loneliness. Exactly like it must be in the 
grave. In her father’s grave. In her own?

Come on @friendlyghost, you must be out 
there.

She sighs, sips her coffee - a pitch black 
coffee keeping her awake. She doesn’t want 
to sleep which seems strange because she 
tells herself she wants to die. But sleep is not 
freedom, is not silence, is not that comfort 
and grace she longs for.
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empty space - on Twitter, on her lonely blog. As 
usual no one answers. On Facebook she has no 
friends. Her newsfeed is silent like the grave. 

Yes, exactly: Silent like the grave. Like the grave 
her father at this moment is busy leaving … 
Silent like the grave that Liv in her most death 
romantic moments longs for.

*

Liv can’t remember the first time they went to 
see the house.

But she has heard the story many times. The 
story about her in her girly dress, joyfully run-
ning around to see the house that should later 
be the home of her, Mum and Dad. The story of 
her, seeming happier than ever as she entered 
room after room full of excitement, impatiently 
wanting to run to the next one right away.

Back then the house was new and exciting. 
Now, it is just her home. Now, it is just a place 
in which she lives - in which it feels like she 
always has lived. It was here, in this house, 
where Dad suddenly wasn’t around, leaving Liv 
and Mum behind. It was a house first filled with 
life, then by weeping and emptiness. And then, 
lately, just by silence. 

On one hand, the house feels totally different 
now that Jesper has moved in. And still, on the 
other hand, it feels exactly the same.

*

Tonight it is midsummer. The night Dad died 
five years ago.

This seems to be the only night throughout the 
year where the two of them, Liv and Mum, are 
able to reach out for each other. It is the night 
where Mum makes space for her and takes time 
to allow Liv to be sad too - where Mum actually 
sees her, where they actually share some kind of 
connection.

Liv’s certain that Mum expects something spe-
cial from her tonight. Mum expects tears, family 
unity, hand holding and perhaps some nice 
food. She also expects a walk to the grave in 
the far end of the garden, quietly hugging while 
lost in memories, looking silently at the grave. 
Perhaps she expects to put down some flowers - 
like they would make any difference, Liv thinks.

And they are supposed to read the words on the 
tombstone over and over again: “In memory of 
Lasse, loving father and husband.”

Soon Mum will enter the room, then perhaps 
sit awhile on the bed. She will ask Liv to come 
downstairs, ask if she would sit with her for a 
while to remember Lasse. After all, that’s what 
they use do to.

And Liv will come downstairs. That will make 
Mum happy. Mum will actually need her for a 
while. Then Liv can help and be a real support 
for Mum. Then it it will - for a while - be just the 
two of them. The two of them … and Jesper, of 
course.

How the hell is Jesper supposed to fit into all 
this? Is he supposed to wallow in death and 
sorrow too, when he is the newcomer who has 
moved in to make Mum happy again?

*

Mum always says how nice it is that she and Liv 
have each other. But that is god damn nonsen-
se. They don’t have each other at all. For fucks 
sake, they don’t. Mum doesn’t have Liv - and 
Liv only has herself.

Liv really wants to help her mother, but she 
doesn’t know how to do it. She can’t figure out 
how to act that will please Mum and how to 
make her as happy, or at least less sad - how to 
make her become the mother she used to be and 
still should be.
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But Mum has Jesper now. That is good for her. 
He is kind to her. He loves her. He wants to do 
everything for her. He will do anything to make 
her forget the grief and all the tears - tears that 
she and Liv has been sharing as their only con-
nection for so long. 

But what will Jesper do for Liv? Does he notice 
her at all? Does he care? Isn’t she just an ob-
stacle for his and Mum’s love?

Could he really one day be like Dad? Could he 
one day be the one to talk to, to laugh with and 
to share dreams with?

*

When Liv was a kid she had Friendly Ghost. It 
was a silly idea of an invisible ghost, living in 
the house, and who were always there for her. 
He was nutty, made a lot of fun, and the stories 
about him always made Dad laugh.

Even though she was completely aware that 
there was no real Friendly Ghost, she found 
comfort in thinking of him. It almost felt like 
she could talk to him. It felt like he could com-
fort her in hard times and when Mum and Dad 
didn’t understand her.

She often worried that Mum and Dad actual-
ly thought she actually believed in the ghost. 
But even so it was fun to pretend to believe in 
him for real. She loved watching Dad’s reacti-
on when she told him about the ghost, loved 
to watch his concern about her disappearing 
into her fantasy world. And she loved to watch 
him capitulate and in the end join play without 
reservations.

No, there was no ghost. She was completely 
aware of that. And Mum and dad knew too. But 
anyway it felt like everybody somehow really 
wanted the ghost to be real. Like everything 
would be more exciting, more alive, and more 
mysterious if ghost friends actually were real.

If only there was.

If only there was a Friendly Ghost

If only … there … was …. she often writes on 
Twitter. #ifonlytherewas #ifonlytherewere-
answers

Where are you @friendlyghost?
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Keywords
◊	 Lonely, hungers for close contact with adults.

◊	 Will do much to make har mother happy - but 
she feels neglected by her too.

◊	 Mum is happy and in love after Jesper has 
moved in to the house. But does Liv see ham 
as a threat or new father figure?

◊	 Cries for attention and care in social media.

◊	 Misses her old imaginary friend Frindly Ghost  
who would - even though he was pure fiction - 
comfort her and listen to her.

Dear  player
In this game you’ll play Liv, a teenage girl trap-
ped in grief and loneliness after her father died 
five years ago. She lives in a house far out in the 
countryside with her mother Lene and Lene’s new 
partner Jesper who moved in recently. 

But after Jesper’s arrival in Liv’s life everything has 
changed. Lene now hides her grief and makes her 
love for Jesper take control instead. Left behind is 
Liv, lonely, hoping to be noticed, loved or at least 
just to be comforted once in awhile. Liv cries out her 
loneliness on social media but no one answers her. 
She doesn’t even have one single friend out there in 
the digital world and she never gets any answers - 
everything is just silent.

How Liv feels about Jesper is very much up to you. 
Does she hate him because he drags her mother’s 
attention? Or does she love that difference he does 
for Mum? Does she see him as a threat against the 
small closed world in which Liv and her mother 
have been living for so long? Or is he a potential 
new father figure and friend, who she very much 
longs for?

During the game you’ll be ask to tell about the past. 
You’ll be asked to tell about their life when Lasse 
was alive, as well as life when he had passed away? 
What kind of life did they live? How did it change? 
Everything wasn’t necessarily good in the past - and 
wasn’t necessarily dark and grey when Lasse was 
gone. 

If it fits the story and your interpretation of Liv you 
can also tell about what she writes online in that 
empty digital world she spends a lot time in. What 
kind of hashtags does she use? What is it that she 
so desperately is looking for out there? Does she 
call for Friendly Ghost? Use social media to tell 
about the silent, inner life that otherwise would be 
hard for you to express. Use it to give information 
to the other players about Liv’s emotions and to put 
relevant information into play. 
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Jesper
Approx. 45 years old



J e s p e r
“In memory of Lasse, loving father and 
husband.” 

That is what the tombstone in the far end 
of the garden says - down behind the cherry 
trees, the tall grass and the raspberry bus-
hes, filled with swollen, sweet and sour red 
berries.

Jesper doesn’t like to come down here. Just 
the thought of this place gives him the creeps 
- even now in the summer heat. Normally he 
would never cross the high-grown grass and 
the humming insects to visit the cross and 
tombstone that symbolizes all that he wants 
to help Lene and Liv to forget about.

This place he avoids - even when he spends 
hours trying to take care of that wild growing 
garden, a garden he now is responsible for 
after moving in.

But right now he is actually here by the gra-
ve, looking anxious at it. With the low beams 
of evening sun almost blinding him and ma-
king the cross a dark silhouette against the 
orange sky, he ponders how the midsummer 
celebration will go. 

In his hand he holds a tiny yellow flower, 
picked from the field next to the garden. He 
lifts it up to catch some early sunlight, study-
ing it a short while, before slowly putting it 
down on the grave. 

“Please leave us alone,” Jesper whispers, 
while putting down the flower, “Leave them 
alone. Stay away from us. They don’t need you 
anymore - they need you to stay away. If you 
really love them, please do so - for Lene’s sake, 
for Liv’s sake. Now they need me instead.”

*

It felt almost like a violation when Jesper en-
tered the house in the countryside for the first 
time. For quite a while he just stood there, 
observing the sun hitting the tree crowns, the 
long blades of grass and the dirty windows. He 
noticed how silent it all felt out there. He felt 
a sense of infinity - but also the presence of 
death and an unbreakable love he was now on 
his way to push aside.

And Lene was quite hesitant when she wel-
comed him, told him to come inside, showed 
him inside the house, out in the garden and up 
to her bed. She also showed him the grave, the 
tombstone and the flowers. They were freshly 
cut, he noticed. 

They made love, drank wine and talked all 
night. And they were silent for a long time, 
just staring into each other’s eyes, sensing love 
or whatever it was that came on like a silent 
tsunami, flooding them with no way to escape.

And it was all good, Jesper convinced himself. 
Nothing could threaten him now - not  after 
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years of loneliness when he finally had met the 
woman meant for him. This was how it was 
meant to be, he kept telling himself. He told 
himself over and over again to accept Lene for 
all what she was - told himself that her grief and 
tears were a part of her, a part he would love 
forever.

He wanted to help her to move on and he wan-
ted to lead the way - to open her eyes to a new 
life and a new love.

She really wanted him to do that, she said.

*

He really hates this house.

Or maybe he doesn’t hate it. ‘Hate’ is a really 
strong word, he thinks. He doesn’t hate the 
house itself - only what it represents. He hates 
what it has done to her, the grief and pain she 
has suffered in it.

On the other hand, summer out here is so 
beautiful - especially now at the time of mid-
summer with the sun high in the sky and the 
bright summer nights. It is so pretty with the 
orange beams of evening sun breaking through 
the barley, while the blades of grass rocks in a 
light breeze, and when the insects hums.

But even when Jesper gets carried away, starts 
to enjoy the house, and does what is in his 
power to reclaim it, his eyes catches glimpses 
of the grave in the far end of the garden. Then 
the feeling of alienation rises. Even now when 
he can officially call the house his home, that 
feeling gets too strong. 

Then the memory of Lasse feels like a haunting 
ghost, threatening to ruin all aspects of happi-
ness that Jesper has come to bring. 

*

When Lene told Jesper about Lasse for the 
first time it was too late to back out. Jesper was 

already too much in love. He should have been 
pushed away by her mysterious character, her 
melancholy eyes and her evasive answers when 
asked about her innermost feelings - but instead 
it had the opposite effect. He wanted to know 
more about her, penetrate her hard shell, try to 
break through to that frightened person hiding 
behind all these defences.

And he wanted to protect her. He wanted to 
help her, carry her away from sadness and into 
the light. He wanted to make her happy. He 
wanted to possess her, to know every corner of 
her mysterious mind in detail.

But Jesper would soon realize that she was 
impossible to possess or to know all about in 
detail. He would soon realize that there was a 
part of her life he would never fully be a part of.

He hated it, and he loved it. But most of all, 
he feared it. He feared he would never fully be 
hers.

*

It is the same thing with Liv, Lene’ teenage 
daughter whose mysterious eyes watch Jesper, 
often in silence. What is it these eyes are trying 
to tell him? Is it a message of loneliness, indiffe-
rence or maybe even hatred?

Jesper is quite sure he loves her. He has to love 
her. She is a part of it all. If he loves Lene, he 
has to love Liv too - that is clear to him. And he 
actually really wants to love her.

But it is not easy. Even though she inhabits the 
same house, she lives her own silent life. Most 
of the time she just sits in her room, hiding 
behind books, screens and often closed eyes. 
What is it she wants in the silence? What is it 
she hides?

There is something scary about her, Jesper 
often thinks. But he has to break through to her. 
He must cut down the entangled wood, scale 
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the thorns and rescue the sleeping princess 
from her sleep. He knows if Liv is happy, then 
Lene will be happy too.

*

Jesper slumbers for a while on the couch in the 
living room. He feels the sun warm his hair. 
Outside the grasshoppers make noise. He really 
needs this moment of relaxation, after spending 
hours in the garden trying to take care of it - a 
garden that was totally overgrown when he 
moved in.

He also senses Lene looking at him. She ob-
serves him. He wonders what she is thinking 
about. What does she want from him? Is it pure 
love? A future? Something different from the 
emptiness she has been trapped in for so long?

She has been visiting the grave - he is certain 
of that. She never tells him anything about her 
visits down there. She wants to protect him by 
not telling - he knows that. But somehow it is 
like she makes it worse by her consideration. 
Somehow it is like these missing words just 
make everything darker.

On the other hand, he really doesn’t want to 
hear about it - no words about the grave or de-
ath or grief. Not tonight either. He doesn’t want 
to hear about tonight being the first night of 
midsummer - the night to remember the dead, 
to invite their souls inside, to pretend that they 
are alive. The night to remember him and his 
death five years ago.

The thought makes Jesper cold. He shivers, he 
really doesn’t like it. Why can’t they just leave 
it behind instead of wallow in their sorrows. 
Please let it go away. Please find happiness and 
a future instead - forget what used to be and 
what never will come back no matter how much 
you keep dwelling on it. 

All these rituals are just empty symbols, he 
thinks.

“Please leave us alone,” he whispers looking 
shortly out the window towards the far end of 
the garden.
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Keywords
◊	 Wants to do all in his power to make Lene - and Liv 

aswell - happy. He is sure he can help them move on 
and get through their grief.

◊	 Fell in in love with Lene’s complex mind - but he 
also fears it.

◊	 Fears departed Lasse and that loss Lene still feels 
after his death. Is it allright to be jealous of a dead 
man?

◊	 Wants to get closer to Liv but has a hard time un-
derstanding her. Does she hate him or could he be a 
new father figure in her life? And what would  Lene 
think of that?

Dear  player
In this game you will play Jesper, a middle aged 
man who recently has moved into the countryside 
house of his partner Lene and her teenage daughter 
Liv.

In Lene, Jesper has found the woman he is meant 
to be with and he will do anything for her. Her 
happiness is the most important thing in the world 
for Jesper. Or to be more accurate: Their happiness 
together is the most important thing. Well, to be ho-
nest, perhaps it is actually Jesper’s own happiness 
that is most important thing.

Lene is burdened by grief after her husband Lasse 
- Liv’s father - died five years ago. That loss is still 
present even though Jesper does everything in his 
power to make Lene happy and tries to give her 
all the love she needs from him. But maybe Jesper 
doesn’t really understand how an important part of 
her this grief is. Maybe without it she wouldn’t be 
the Lene he knows and loves.

Jesper is scared of Lasse even though he is dead. 
He is scared of all what Lene’s departed husband 
represents. For Jesper the incomprehensible feeling 
of loss and grief is a threat. He fears never to be able 
to get Lene’s full attention and love.

How Jesper manages to handle this fear is the main 
question for you in this game. The focal point of the 
game is how much he will try to help and comfort 
Lene and how much he will do for her - and if it is 
possible for him to do enough for her to live up to 
his own ideals. How deep is his love? How much 
will he sacrifice? Who shall live and who shall die?

During the game you’ll be asked to tell about the 
past. You’ll be asked to tell about Jesper’s and Le-
ne’s relationship. Tell about how their love evolved 
when they first met - what kind of secrets did Jesper 
have a hard time digging into? Tell about his fears, 
his hatred and his wishes for the future.

You’ll also be asked to tell about loneliness and 
uncertainty. How does it feel not to be able to reach 
the ones you love? Tell about longing for love and 
the fear that it all might disappear. 

Think a bit about how it must feel to be Jesper. How 
does it feel to feel insufficient and how much fear 
does that evoke?

And finally you may think a bit about how it will 
feel if the one you fear the most suddenly appears in 
front of you.
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