




Suddenly it’s pitch black.

The boy sees nothing,
alone there in the dark.

He presses his back against the wall.
Slides down to his knees.

Waits.

Holds his breath.



What if the lift suddenly falls?
All the way the basement.
That’s a long way down. 



But the lift has stopped.
It’s not moving.

He sits there in the dark and 
waits.
Soon, it will all be over.

His heart is thumping hard.
All through his body.
To the tips of his fingers. To the top of his head.
All of him is thumping. 



I  
WANT  
OUT!

He stands up.
Hits his hands against the wall.



But no one answers.
He thinks about his mother who’s waiting. 



He should have been home by now.
Before it got dark. But dusk fell so suddenly.

and he had to hurry, 



so she wouldn’t get anxious.
One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten.
He presses all ten.
But not that one.
Not the one at the bottom.

Only Mummy can press that one.
Children aren’t allowed to. 



No one would know he’d taken the lift.
If it hadn’t stopped.

IS THERE ANYONE THERE?

I’M IN HERE.

It’s so frightening being here all alone.
Mummy knows he’s scared of the dark.
Maybe she’ll come looking for him.

Nor to take the lift alone.
But this evening he had to.
He had to hurry,
so Mummy wouldn’t have to worry.
Ten floors is a lot of stairs.
Too many.



HAVE YOU SEEN 
THIS BOY?



It’s like a big black hole
And he can’t get out.

The dark envelopes him.
Tightens its grip.
Squeezes his heart. 



RUN, a voice inside him shouts.
But he can’t run.

There’s not enough room.
It’s too small.
There’s no room for anything.
Not even to 
breathe

The boy holds his breath and listens.

But all he hears is silence. 



His tummy aches.
His skin prickles.
He starts to cry.

Beats the walls with his hands and shouts: 
What if he never gets out?



LET  
ME  
OUT!

Then he feels it.

As if he were a great running river.

Everything is wet.

Suddenly he stops crying.



What if the lift starts to fall?
Or something happens and he doesn’t know?

Something dangerous.

What if the button doesn’t work?
What then?
He stands stock still.
Doesn’t dare press the button. 

He fumbles around in the dark.
Feels the cold walls with his palms.
Feels his way to the button that’s not 
for kids.

The one he’s not allowed 
to touch.

But he has to.



Then it’s as if a hand takes hold of his.
Squeezes it three times.
In the dark.

He holds his breath.

Only one person ever does that.

Daddy. 



He fears nothing when he holds Daddy’s hand.
Nor does he feel the cold.
Daddy’s hand is big and warm.

And now he can see Daddy’s eyes.
Shining like two beacons in the dark.
Everything ok now?
The boy nods. Squeezes his hand three times.
Can’t let go.
Doesn’t want to let go.
Everything is fine.
Are you ready?
Those kind eyes watch him.
Will we soon be there?
Yes, we’ll soon be there.
You always say that.
You always ask that, too.
They laugh.
He knows where they’re going.
To the place that is theirs alone.
To the river. 



Today it’s wild and wide.
As long as they’re careful of the current,
it’s a friend.
Daddy always says he has to be careful of the current.
Sometimes it’s fine just to watch the water.
Watch it dancing.



Today it’s wild and wide.
As long as they’re careful of the current,
it’s a friend.
Daddy always says he has to be careful of the 
current.
Sometimes it’s fine just to watch the water.
Watch it dancing.

It’s going to happen soon now.
Are you ready?
He looks at Daddy and nods. 



Now!
They see it at the same time.
The sunlight like sparkling stars on the water.
They lie down on their stomachs in the grass.
Wriggle forward to the bank, stretch out  
their arms.
Their hands glide through the water,
through the light.
Back and forth. 

Close your eyes.
What do you see now?
The boy closes his eyes.
The light on the river.
He looks at his father.

Now he knows they can go back.



Daddy’s hand lets go.
The boy stands alone in the dark.
But he’s no longer afraid.
He lifts his hand and finds the button.
Then presses it. 
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