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SCENE: THE FAIR
TIME: EVENING

   The play opens with a young man sitting on a bench alone with only misery as 
his companion. He has a white shirt on, tangerine brown pants, and a matching 
loosened tie around his neck. His jacket is laid aside him. He looks at the joyful 
people coming and going, wishing he could join them.

   It was a cheerful night in which people celebrated, but the young man failed to 
share their joy. He did not see any reason to be merry. It was only New Year's 
Eve, an event that occurs every year, promising a better life but brings nothing 
new. He had been in the same tiresome position ever since he got hired at his 
uncle's agency. Boxed in his own cubic cell for 9 hours a day with only one hour 
break in between, he does nothing other than receive, transfer, and sometimes 
terminates  long-distant  phone  calls.  Nothing  interesting  happens,  he  has  no 
passion, and his fish back at his place has more desire to live than he ever did.

   He's in his early twenties and knows that unless he finds someone who would 
change his perspective towards life, chances are his life would remain empty as it 
has always been. Holidays rarely come, and people gathered in one section just 
for the aim of having fun is a great opportunity to meet somebody. That was his 
reason why he had come to the fair .. that and because he had nothing better to 
do.  He came alone  as  his  family  consisted of  one  individual;  his  father.  His 
father,  whom he rarely  sees,  spends  most  of  his  time  outside  the  country  in 
anthropological research. Unlike his uncle, his father is a man of science rather 
than business. His mother, on the other hand, remained an enigma since his birth. 
He never met her. His father explained her absence by one silencing word; death. 
She died in giving him a son. The only relative he has in the country is his uncle 
who hired him. However, his uncle, along with his own family, lead a lifestyle so 
different from his nephew that he doesn't want to have anything to do with him. 
Their relationship has became strictly business.

   Sick of his life, he decided to seize the night and look for a girl he could hook 
up with. It didn't have to be marriage right away, just to talk would be enough. 
However, finding one he could settle down with and who feels the same way 
about him as he would about her was his true wish.

Act I
Man [checking out  the girls  in  a  careful  yet  hopeless  manner]:  Impossible!  There's  no 

chance there'd be a lonely girl here! All of them have dates otherwise they wouldn't be 
here! [Then, he spots a girl by herself. She appears to be around his age. She's wearing a 
long white dress with a matching translucent veil loosely scarfing her head, going around 
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her neck, and finally falling over her right shoulder. She looks a bit sad and lonely. He 
immediately gets up, throws his jack over his shoulder, and approaches her calmly yet  
stiffly. Nervously] Ah, ahem. Excuse me, miss, but you don't seem you have an escort.

Miss [worried]: Oh, is that not allowed? I'm sorry, I'll leave right away.

Man: No, wait! That's not what I meant ..

Miss [clueless]: It's not? Then .. what did you mean?

Man: I meant uh … [pauses a bit, thinking that he didn't need to make himself clear, but 
realizes that she's waiting for an explanation. He decides to take charge of the situation.  
Confident] What I meant was, I would love it if I could be your escort for the evening.

Miss: Oh, I don't want to be a bother [polity, she turns away].

Man [blundering]: Oh no, please miss, I would love it! [He grabs her full attention] Uh ..  
[speaks gently while looking down on the ground] the truth of the matter is, I haven't 
got anyone with me too. So I was wondering .. if it was possible we'd spend the evening 
together? [The ending of his sentence rises with a question as his hopeful eyes raise up to 
meet hers].

Miss [smiling]: I'd love to.

Man: Great! Um, yeah. [He offers his elbow for her to hold] We could get popcorn or 
cotton candy, or go on a ride if you want .. and there's a restaurant I've been dying to try  
out but I don't wanna go there alone and look like a total … [he realizes that she still  
hadn't taken a hold of his elbow] something wrong?

Miss [looking the other way shamefully]: Ah no, I just prefer it if we kept our hands to 
ourselves.

Man [disappointed]: Oh. [he lowers his elbow].

Miss: It's not you, I just feel more comfortable that way.

Man [cheerfully]: Oh! Okay. [He walks silently by her side as does she. They are silent, but 
smile at each other. He stops at the ferris wheel. Optimistic] Like to go on a ride?

Miss [smiling]: I'd love to.

Man: Great! [He hands the worker two tickets, then holds open the door of a carriage] 
After you, my lady.

Miss [smiling]: Thank you. [she steps in the carriage. He gets in after her and sits on the  
seat apposing hers. The ferris wheel starts to rotate and the carriage ascends. She looks 

2/12



into her date's eyes and sees him looking back at her with a radiant smile. She lets out a  
little laugh.]

Man [looking outside]: This is nice.

Miss [looking outside]: Yeah.

Man [shifting his sight back to her]: So, you have a name or should I keep calling you miss?

Miss [caught off guard]: Oh .. I'm sorry, I .. [hesitant] I .. [she cuts off].

Man: It's okay. If I were a pretty girl like you I'd probably think twice before giving my 
name to people. But I'll give you mine, if that's alright with you. I'm Aaron, nice to meet  
you.

Miss [astonished]: Aaron?! .. Aaron. You know, I always loved that name. [Looks down at 
the people below in remembrancer] I always told my husband when we have a boy he's  
name will  be … [the shocked expression on Aaron's face cuts her off] Something a  
matter?

Aaron [confused and shocked]: You're .. married? [Their carriage is now at its highest].

Miss [anxious]: Oh .. wait now, let me explain.

Aaron [confused and shocked]: You're married?

Miss: I .. was … it's a long story, please don't bring it up and ruin the night. [She awaits a  
reaction, but the only one got was the same confused and shocked look in his eyes. The 
carriage is starting to descend] Whatever we had together, it's gone .. ages ago. I don't  
even remember his name or face, honest.

Aaron: How .. [he wants to ask how old she was, but knows better than to ask a stupid 
question like that] How about we just forget about it? I mean what's in the past should 
be in the past, right? [Worried] But it is over, right? I mean you're no longer married,  
right?

Miss: Believe me, its long over.

Aaron [teasing]: And you're not engaged?

Miss [issues a serious glance at first, but then her face breaks into a smile]: No, no I'm not.

Aaron [wanting to see her smile bloom into a laughter]: no boyfriends?

Miss [increasing smile]: No .. Geez, what do you take me for?! [She shoves him gently. He 
keeps smiling and staring at her] What? What are you looking at?
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Aaron: Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to stare .. it's just that .. when you smile, you remind 
me of someone.

Miss [intrigued, leaning forward]: Really? Who?

Aaron: It's .. ah, never mind.

Miss [still smiling]: No, really .. who? Come on, tell me.

Aaron: Nah, you'll just think its creepy, forget it. Besides, I haven't seen her in person, just a  
photo of her so my imagination can run wild sometimes. Just forget I said anything.

Miss [playful, leaning backward]: Well alright then mister mysterious, have it your way.

Aaron: Heh [lets out a smile laugh.] Hey, how come I've never seen you before? I mean it's  
a small town. [Suddenly, her smile fades away] What? What did I .. [he breaks off in 
notice of a familiar look in her eyes, a look which told him that she wants nothing but  
to escape her own reality and live in the current moment for once.] I shouldn't have said  
that. I spoiled the moment.

Miss [dashingly]: No, no the moment's not spoiled .. we can still have fun if we .. [she  
pauses for a moment] please, you can take me anywhere and do anything, but please 
don't ask anything of my past or where I come from. I know I must sound unreasonable  
to you, but I really think its for the best. Please?

Aaron [working up a considerable smile]: Okay. Sure. [The ride's over and he get off. He 
offers his hand to help her get down. He notices that her eyes see his hand, but she smile  
in return and gets down by her self. His smile takes damage. Trying to overlook her cold 
gesture] So, whaddaya want to do next? [She shrugs smilingly] How about a ride on the 
merrygoround?

Miss [indifferent but joyful, unaware by his irritation]: I dunno, you decide.

Aaron: How about we get some popcorn and cotton candy?

Miss: Oh, you go ahead, but I can't eat. Ops! [She stops as she covers her mouth with her 
hands. Aaron stops as well. She looks at him, hoping that he wasn't listening to her, then 
she lowered her hands and acted casual. Walking] I mean, I'm not feeling hungry.

Aaron [walking by her side]: Oh. Maybe you'd like a coke?

Miss [persistent but acting normal]: Not thirsty either.

Aaron: O okay … maybe we could [offers his hand] take a walk in the theme park? [they 
are alone now.]
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Miss  [looking  at  his  hand,  worried]:  Okay.  [Aaron  tries  to  hold  her  hand,  but  she 
withdraws it before contact] Please. Can't we just ..

Aaron [feeling rejected]: … Sure. [He puts both his hands in his pockets. He feels that she  
is intentionally keeping him away. She stumbles on a rock on gets on the verge of falling  
down.] Whoa, are you alright? [He tries to help.] Be careful. [Just before he touched her, 
she shifted acutely away from him.] Come on, I'm not gonna try anything, just let me 
help.

Miss [upon seeing him get closer, she shouts in panic]: Stay away from me. [He pauses,  
then backs away slowly. She gets up by her self] I'm sorry, I didn't mean to yell.

Aaron [angry, but trying to be rational, civil, and calm]: Oh, I get it. [He does not walk. He 
has no intention of continuing the walk or the charade.]

Miss [worried]: You do?

Aaron [angry, but trying to be rational, civil, and calm]: Yup. You never really wanted to 
hang out with me in the first place, didn't you? I mean, really hang out with me .. body 
and soul. You were just toying with my affection.

Miss: What? That's not true!

Aaron [raged, but trying to be rational, civil, and calm]: Ah sure it is, missy, don't try to  
hide it .. I'm lonely, but I ain't stupid.

Miss [worried]: But that's just not true!

Aaron [clearly upset, looking straight into her eyes]: Then what, huh?

Miss [fearful]: What do you mean what?

Aaron [furious]: The truth, missy, I want the truth! Out with it!

Miss [fearful]: The truth?

Aaron [furious]: Yeah, the truth! The real reason why you don't want us holding hands!  
Come on, spill it out!

Miss [fearful]: You want to know .. the reason?

Aaron [furious]: Yeah, you heard me!

Miss [fearful and hesitant]: Well .. the truth is .. I don't want you to touch me .. because ..  
you … physically can't. [She pauses and looks at him, awaiting a response. But he's still  
awaiting the explanation. Elaborating] That's because .. I'm a .. [hesitant to tell him her  
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deepest darkest secret] I'm a … ghost. [She pauses to see his reaction. He's still awaiting 
her to go on] That's why I didn't tell you my name, it's because I can't remember it! And 
the reason why you've never seen me before, I only appear in the human world on the 
night of the last day of the year, don't you see? .. [she works up a slight smile] it's like a  
day off for ghosts, you see, a vacation. [She notices that a smile managed to work itself  
upon his face. Then, he started laughing aloud. Smiling lightly] What? what's .. funny?

Aaron [ending his laugh]: Ah ha .. You were joking, right? I mean that was a joke, wasn't it?

Miss [truthful]: No. [His smile declined as he turned serious, then serious again] What's  
wrong? [He ignores her and walks away. She runs to his face. He pauses and looks at her  
scornfully] What's wrong?

Aaron [furious]: If you didn't wanna hang out with me just say so, you don't have to laugh 
at me.

Miss [puzzled]: Laugh?! I wasn't laughing –

Aaron [outbursting]: Sure. What a fool, right? What a complete loser! Hey! Why not hang 
out with this dope for a while, make him feel like the luckiest guy in the world, then 
[voice rises] let him in on the joke!

Miss [devastated]: No. I promise I'm not … [her voice fades gradually. The last word is  
barely heard].

Aaron [furious]: Just leave me alone. [He walks away. She tries to prevent him by sticking 
out her arm, but he walks through it. He steps back in a shock. Her eyes are locked 
down on the ground. Puzzled and in disbelief] I just .. you were .. you were telling the 
truth?!

Ghost [honest]: The truth which I've never told anyone else before you ..

Aaron [high spirited]: Then .. you don't dislike me?

Ghost [surprised]: You mean .. you're okay with me being a .. [lowers her voice down and 
comes closer as to keep her secret a secret] ghost?

Aaron [excited]: Heck I'd love you if you were a vampire! I don't care what you are! As a 
matter in fact, I've been feeling like a ghost myself the last few months. [She smiles at his  
joke, partly at the ironic pun, partly relieved that he wasn't angry at her anymore] The 
important thing is, do you .. [his voice returns to its normal pitch as his face reddens 
with embarrassment with the thought of the next words he wished to utter] like me? 

Ghost [looking down]: I'm afraid .. [blushing] I've fallen head over heels for you.
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Aaron [overwhelmed]: Whoa! Oh yeah! [He starts jumping around the place. She giggles.  
He has fun with her for the remainder of the night without troubling her with pushy 
questions.  He  figured  that  he'd  have  plenty  of  time  getting  to  know her  later  on.  
However, after an hour or so, her smile faded away] What? What's wrong?

Ghost [aside]: Oh .. its time. [To Aaron, sad] I'm sorry .. but I have to leave.

Aaron: Leave? What are you talking about? It's only [he lifts his right hand up to look at  
his wristwatch] midnight. [He looks oddly at her. Her silence confirms the thoughts 
that crossed his mind] Seriously? Midnight? You have to leave at midnight?

Ghost [sad]: Yes. You see, the gates to my world closes at this time. If I don't go back, I  
never will.

Aaron: So, stay here with me.

Ghost [sad]: I wish I could, but I can't .. if I were to spent another minute in your world, I  
would turn into an evil spirit, forever haunting the humans across time and space.

Aaron [desperate]: You're kidding .. but I haven't even .. I hadn't .. with all the fun we we  
having, I didn't get a chance to call you by a name.

Ghost: I told you, I can't remember my name. [Looks behind her, then back at him] I'm 
sorry, but I've gotta leave now.

Aaron [jumpy]: Wait .. what do I call you then?

Ghost [leaving]: What?

Aaron [uneasy]: The next time I see you .. it'll be a year from now, right?

Ghost [moved]: You'd .. wait for me?

Aaron: Of course I would, darling. [Her eyes water.]

Ghost [tearing]: what – what's happening to me?

Aaron:  You don't  ..  [he pauses,  seeing that it  would be only natural that she wouldn't 
remember crying as well] Hey, be strong, okay? [His own eyes start to water] We'll see  
each other again, alright? Only twelve months to go. You go now, and I'll be waiting.

Ghost: You will? [She has no time to wait and hear his response. She starts to leave. She 
sees  his  lips  move,  but  hears  nothing]  Please,  remember  me  ..  I'll  try  my  best  to  
remember you … [she fades away]

   The young man stands alone in the night. That was their promise; a year from 
now, December the 31st, 2012, they would be together. Same place, same time …
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   A year had passed, and he kept his promise. Many girls attracted his mind, but 
he resisted; he liked them, but he loved her. The more days passed by, the more 
he yearned to see her again. Since the last time he saw her, he abandoned his bed 
and favored sleep on the roof of his house. Every night when he went to sleep, he 
would look at the stars and think about her. The stars, he thought, resembled 
ghosts in a way – you can see them and feel their mystery, yet, you could never 
touch them. There were some days in which he doubted if the meeting ever took 
place. Meeting a real ghost sounds unreal and something a desperate man would 
fantasize about to escape his own reality. Still, fancy or not, he refused to let her 
go.  Although  he  met  her  once  and  spent  less  than  a  day  with  her,  he  felt 
extremely captivated by her. There was something about her that attracted him 
more than any other girl has.

   Tonight was the night, he realized, as New Year's Eve finally arrived. There 
would be no more waiting after this final wait. He awaited her in the same spot. 
He did so on the same bench from which he first saw her. This time, however, he 
wore a smile instead of a frown like last year. He had on a bright azure suit with 
a matching bow-tie. He thought of buying a bouquet of red roses, but what would 
be the use if she couldn't hold or smell them. Instead, he decided that his heart 
would be her bouquet. Indeed, he was madly in love with her, and believed with 
all his heart that she was just as in love with him.

Act II
Aaron [sitting on the bench impatiently. To himself]: Come on, Aaron, just relax, she'll be 

here .. so what if she's no longer human? Nicer than all the girls put together if you ask  
me! [She appears before his eyes. She's exactly the same as last year. The only difference 
is that when her eyes and Aaron's met, she smiles joyfully and rushes towards him.]

Ghost [excited]: Oh Aaron! I thought you wouldn't come! I had horrible visions .. I thought 
I'd never see you again.

Aaron [confident]:  Don't  worry,  I'll  always  be  here  ..  it's  so  good to  see  you again  ..  
[curious] I have so many questions I want to ask you, they've been piling up over the 
year .. like how did you died, and when? [Her smile transforms slowly into a look of  
disappointment. He knows that she feels disappointed because she thinks that, just like  
last year, he wishes to spend their limited time together inquiring her] I know we don't  
have much time, but I really want to know you better.

Ghost: I have thought about nothing else other than you, isn't that enough to know?

Aaron: Of course, darling, but I just .. [not wanting to upset her, but wanting to let her 
know how he feels] you made me feel alive. I know it sounds ridiculous, but before you  
came into my life, I didn't wish it would carry on. Now, call me nuts, but I just want to 
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know everything there is to know about you .. I know I can't touch you, but maybe I 
could still feel connected to you by sharing some of the things that go through your  
mind …

Ghost [smiling at his kind words, she started walking with him]: I don't remember much, 
but I know was born in 1953.

Aaron: Whoa, you've been dead along time ago.

Ghost: Yeah, I've been wandering the land every year since I passed away .. [pauses for a bit] 
..  I  think I  died in ..  died early,  maybe in my early twenties ..  I  think it  was while 
childbirth .. even those memories are vague, but other than that I do not remember.

Aaron [wants to help]: Well, do you remember where you used to live? Maybe if you do, I 
could help you find your child and husband so you could see how they're doing.

Ghost [sad]: .. No. I don't remember their names or their faces .. its probably better that 
way.

Aaron: Why would you say that?

Ghost [smiling cheesily]: nothing. What's with the blue talk? People back in my days came 
to the amusement park to have fun.

Aaron [concerned]: Yeah but ..

Ghost: Then come on, let's have fun! [she rushes ahead]

Aaron [considerate]: Alright, alright, I'm coming [he goes after her. They take a ride in the 
merrygoround, the go-karts, and the spinner. Aaron wishes to see her happy, hence he 
keeps his concerns to himself.]

Ghost: That was fun. What's next?

Aaron: How about a ride into the Castle of Terror? [he looks at her, and she smiles, then  
bursts out in laughter.]

Ghost [laughingly]: But I'm afraid of ghosts!

Aaron [smiling]: Hey I got a question, how come when I wanna put my arm around you I  
go through, while when you step into a kart or sit on a seat, you don't sink through?

Ghost: I thought about that myself. My only explanation is that they're objects, you know,  
lifeless things .. [pauses a while. Her smile dies out] like me.

Aaron: Oh come on, you're not lifeless.
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Ghost [upset]: I'm not exactly alive, now am I .. See! Now that's why I didn't want to talk  
about this!

Aaron: What? Why not?

Ghost [upset]: Because it totally destroys the mood.

Aaron: No it doesn't. I like it when I learn more about you .. I like to hear you talk, I  
wanna know what you're thinking. I enjoy it more than anything else!

Ghost [smirking]: Really? You're not just saying that?

Aaron: Are you kidding me? It's the highlight of my year! [They stare at each other silently,  
then smile and continue their walk.]

Ghost: So .. what do you do when I'm not around?

Aaron: On the risk of sounding cheesy, I think about you. [He looks at her smilingly. She 
smiles back. He looks forward again] You're not missing out. Not much happens. I'm 
mostly alone .. hey! We've got something in common! [She lets out a little laugh. He  
pauses for a short period of time] But tell me, why are you alone? [she tilt her head in 
confusion, implying that she doesn't understand his question] Last year I saw you alone  
at the fair. How come you weren't with your .. you know, ghostly friends? I mean you 
did mention that New Year's Eve was like a holiday for you, right, so I assume that you  
would be at least with a couple of friends you like. 

Ghost: Oh .. [she looks down].

Aaron [understanding]: You don't have to say anything, I mean I'll understand ..

Ghost: No, it's okay. Besides, I don't want there to be any secrets between us. [She pauses 
for a short period of time] It's because .. I can't be .. with my own kind. You see, I stay 
away from every ghost I know, even when I'm in spirit world. I keep distant because ..  
this may sound silly to you, but I do so because of a vision I once had. I guess I do so  
because I don't want to risk becoming an evil spirit. One of the laws of being a ghost is  
that  if  I  lustfully touch another ghost who happens to be my offspring,  or one my 
ancestors, I will turn into an evil spirit. And, as you know, there's no way I could ensure 
that. After all, I died leaving behind a son whom I know nothing of. He might've died 
and became a ghost. If we do come in contact with evil thoughts, both of us will be  
condemned to live eternity as evil spirits ..

Aaron [blown away]: Harsh! [Pauses for a short period of time] Well, is there anyway you  
could become human again?

Ghost: You're joking, right?
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Aaron  [wishfully]:  No,  I  mean,  talking  to  ghosts  is  pretty  far-fetched,  why  should 
resurrection  or  necromancy be  out  of  the  question?  [She shakes  her  head slowly  in  
negation] Are you sure there isn't a way? Have you looked?

Ghost: I'm sorry, but .. I don't want to have anything to do with the black arts, 'cause then 
I'll truly be doomed. I want to be with you, but not that way.

Aaron [looking straight ahead, serious but with a confident smile]: Okay then, I'll become a  
ghost.

Ghost [shocked, she stops walking]: You ... will? [she pauses] You're willing to do that ..  
for me?

Aaron [turns towards her]: For you and me, because I cannot go another year without you.  
I'll end my life tonight, and then we'll never have to part ever again.

Ghost: You can't do that, 'cause then you won't become a ghost, but a golem.

Aaron: So? what's the difference?

Ghost [worried and panicking]: Oh no Aaron, a golem is very, very bad. I once heard a 
story about a boy who died in a tragic car accident and his mother was so miserable that 
she committed suicide to be with him. Now the boy is a ghost, but his mother is a  
golem and they could never be together ever again. A ghost is a soul without a body, but 
a golem is far worse .. it's a body without a soul.

Aaron [fixated on her eyes, not paying attention]: Who cares? As long as I get to be with 
you.

Ghost [troubled by his words]: I do. Don't you see, then we'll never be together. Golems 
don't  get  to  go  to  the  spirit  world,  they  spend  eternity  in  the  underworld.  Please, 
whatever happens Aaron, promise me that you'll never think of taking your own life ..  
please.

Aaron [passionate]: But my love, I –

Ghost [persistent]: No, Aaron, promise me. Promise me! [Her eyes start to tear] Even if 
things get to worst and your homeless and you have no one to love you back or welcome 
you .. even then, you wouldn't kill yourself. Promise me, Aaron, promise me right now 
or I will leave and you will never see me again. Promise!

Aaron [understanding how much he meant to her]: I promise. [She wipes her eyes] But that 
means .. the only way I could ever be with you is to .. await a natural death.

Ghost: I'm afraid so.
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Aaron: But that could take decades! I can't go on living like that! Seeing you for only a 
night out of every 365 nights!

Ghost [sad]:  But can't you see,  there isn't  any other way ..  until  then, I will  await  our 
reunion every year. Ah .. [pauses a bit] the time has came near for me to part once again. 
Farewell, my love .. [She left. Still an hour remained before it was time for her to return,  
but she said her goodbyes earlier for a hidden motive. Alone] Oh Aaron, I know how 
that news weights heavily on your hopes, but you must understand that patients is a key.  
Sadly, for me, I know that I'm keyless. Forgive me for what I am about to do, but I will 
do it for you, my love.]

   Before her departure, she stalked Aaron quietly, awaiting the chance to exact 
her intentions. As he returned home, he passed by a construction site. She saw 
her chance and floated to a higher level and released boulders and stones which 
came falling onto his head. On that night, Aaron died and woke up a ghost. Once 
he opened his eyes and saw her, he smiled as he knew where he was and what he 
had became. At last, they could be together, they thought. As they reached out to 
hold each other in their arms, both of them cried out in pain and suffering as they 
turned into evil spirits.

Fin.
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TWO CHARACTERS, ONE SCENE, Return seems like a simple play, but 
the question is, is it? Or is there a deeper relationship between the 
two individuals than there appears to be? One much deeper than 
they realize … Read and see how a simple plot unravels and beams 
out its hidden complication onto the lives of an ordinary couple.

“The  simplified  title  of  this  work  could  be 
interpreted into a number of meanings. The first – 
which  takes  place  midway  of  the  play  –  not  to 
mention the most obvious one, is the return of the 
ghost  after  a  year  as  promised.  The  second 
meaning – which happens at the beginning of the 
play and would give away the ending – is that the 
ghost returned to her son after being absent for all 
his life. Although they are unaware of each others' 
true identities, they have met before that night. A 
third and ironic interpretation – which comes at 
the end – could be that what goes around comes 
around.  The  ghost  thought  she  could  cheat  the 
system by killing her lover to be united, but soon 
learns  that  for  every  sinful  act  there  is  a 
punishment. Think you could come up with other 
interpretations of the title?”

-Yousef A. Mustafa

      RETUrN is a play written by Yousef A. Mustafa. All of the portrayed characters and events featured in the text are
fictional and products of the author's imagination. any resemblance to actual people or events is completely coincidental. For  
more  information  regarding  this  text  or  any  other  works  of  art  published  by  “Kuwait  Book”,  please  send  an  email  to  
q8bkman@gmail.com. Kuwait Book is licensed under a creative commons attribution-noncommercial-no derivative works 3.0  
unported license. Some rights reserved. For more information regarding the terms of the Creative Commons license, please visit:  
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0. Written in Kuwait, Hiteen, 2011.

13/12


