
ENGLISH TRANSCRIPT 
DE SCHOONMAKERSMONOLOGEN 

The Cleaners Monologue: Jack 

ACTOR 
Before we start recording it might be good if I can hear his voice. 

DIRECTOR 
Yes, sure. 

ACTOR 
So that I can use his tone in my speech. 

DIRECTOR 
Yes, wait a second. I have a folder here with some fragments. I let you hear 
something. Here it is. 

THE REAL JACK 
She wanna have a Timberland shoe.. It cost two hundred — I have to buy it for her. 
Because she’s teenager. She’s also asking a jacket. Kind of Igoss or something like 
that, the brand. It cost’s around 500. I say: oh please, it’s a lot of money. You can 
imagine how many days I have to work. Because it’s very expensieve 500 for the 
jacket! 

ACTOR 
It’s contagious! 

STEPS IN STAIRS. KEYS IN DOOR. WALKING. TAKING OFF JACKET AND 
SHOES. 

JACK 
I’m not rich but if my daughter wants Timberland shoes I will buy them for her. Even if 
it costs me two hundred euros. Otherwise she will feel like an outsider. Yes, Adinda is 
only a teenager. But now she’s suddenly asking for a jacket from a certain brand. 
„Igoss” or something like that, and it cost’s almost five hundred euro’s. I say: please 
it’s a lot of money! You can imagine how many days I have to work to earn that. 
But for me it’s really important that she’s happy. It’s also self-interest. If she feels 
unhappy she can’t concentrate on her study. Yes I’ve invested a lot of money in it! 
(laughs) 

MUSIC 

WALKS. TAKES BUCKET. OPENS CUPBOARDS. 



JACK 
Let’s have a look; Glorix, Ajax… where are the cloths now? Oh yeah, here. So, first 
I’ll wipe everything.. 

FILLS BUCKET WITH WATER. SPRAYING. 

JACK 
Once my life was completely different.  
When I was 25 I already worked as a guide at a travel agent. My customers were big 
shots from the government and people from an oil company. I had my own house 
and a company car. I was really like a yuppie! (laughs) 
But in the end of the nineties there was the economical crisis and I lost my job. 
Suddenly I couldn’t pay my mortgage anymore and we had to sell the house. My wife 
moved back to her parents together with Adinda, our oldest daughter, who was just 
born. And I had to go looking for a job. 

CLEANS 

HUMS AN INDONESIAN SONG  
 
JACK 
At this moment my wife and I have fifteen cleaning addresses together. It’s more 
work than we can manage even if I work 7 days a week. Yes, I don’t know what a 
weekend is - only workdays. But I can’t sit and do nothing. I get stressed from doing 
nothing. I have to keep busy. Even if I get home late from work I clean up or repair 
broken things. 
Our house isn’t big or beautiful, but I can guarantee you that nothing is broken, and 
that it’s clean. 
That’s not always the case in the houses where I come, as you can see. (laughs)  
But at one of my cleaning addresses, a big building near the Vondelpark in 
Amsterdam, it’s always clean because I recently come there twice a week. Four 
hours every time. Often I have nothing to do. I feel like a small child that come to play 
in a big house.. (laughs) 
But the owner knows my history, he knows I have children. I think he gives me those 
extra hours out of pure kindness. He even gives me 15 euros an hour. So there I earn 
the biggest part of my income. 

TAKES LADDER 

JACK 
(coughs) Oei, the lamps are real dusty. 
Work that I don’t have time to do myself I give to family and friends. But a lot of 
clients don’t want anybody else. They are happy with me, and afraid that others won’t 



work as hard as I do, and I don’t want to brag but it’s often true. To deliver good work 
I sometimes stay longer than I’m paid for, while other people look at their watch and 
leave without being finished. 

CLIMBS DOWN 

I try to explain to them that it’s not clever, but often they still do things their own way, 
and they end up in trouble. And then they come knocking at my door. Mostly my in 
laws. My own family they manage. They have another, how can I say.. another work 
ethic.  

TAKES THE VACUUM CLEANER  

Look what an old thing. Doesn’t suck really good, but the people who live here don’t 
notice that - they never clean themselves! (laughs) But a lot of my relatives don’t 
even know how a vacuum cleaner works. I need to explain it to them. 
Myself I also had to learn it. 

MUSIC 

I come from a small village on middle Java. My father was a farmer. Well, not really a 
farmer.. He had a small plot of land himself but mostly he worked on other people’s 
land. We were the poor family in the village. 
I helped him a lot. I liked it. Working was for me actually more playing. And there was 
so much for me to discover there in the field; butterflies, small fish.. 
I felt happy there.. 
Just like everybody else I went to the primary school in the village but later I was one 
of the few who also went to secondary school. I had understood that if you want to 
get somewhere, you need to study. 
There was a woman from our village that had studied, and she became the boss of a 
big University in Jakarta. A woman! So why not me? I had to go to school. 
But every morning I had to walk to school. 10 km to school and 10 back. At 5 in the 
morning I began to walk. I brought a torch with me to be able to see anything. There 
wasn’t even a road in those days! I walked on narrow paths through the rice fields. 
Later I got a bike that I could use part of the way. Children from other villages always 
chased me and goats ran all directions when I flew past. 

MUSIC 

JACK 
Here in Amsterdam I do everything on bicycle. But I make sure I have everything a 
cyclist have to have. A light at the front and a light at the back. And I follow every little 
rule. I’m very careful. 



Sometimes I see normal people, people from here, cycling through a red light or 
against the traffic. I’d never do that.  
If I see police I try to look as carefree as possible, just like the people here, but I do 
worry. I never feel safe. 

MUSIC 

The Dutch are not so interested in legal or illegal. They just want their houses clean. 
And very clean in comparison to Indonesian standard. There brush-clean.. is clean 
enough. 
Here the bathroom is just as clean as the bedroom! It even smells nice. 
But I happily do that extra cleaning-work. 
The rooms that I find the most difficult are the rooms of the children. They make me 
think of my own children. 

POURS HOT WATER FOR TEA 
 
JACK 
In September my oldest daughter Adinda arrived here. She studies at the University 
of Amsterdam. She’s legal, just like the other international students.  
I actually wanted her to live in a student flat, to learn to be independent, but when she 
heard it she said:“I have lived my whole life without you and now you want us to live 
separately!? What kind of parents do that?” 
So now we live together in our small apartment in western Amsterdam. 

STIRS WITH SPOON 

At first I worried about what she should say if someone would ask her questions 
about her parents, about what we do.. But nobody asks her anything. She has few 
friends. 
The Dutch only ask: what do you actually pay for your study? Then she tells them 
how much and people react like: “wow! That much! Your parents must be rich!” 
A four year study, that’s 32.000 euro. I have that, but I didn’t only earn it with cleaning 
of course. I invested in gold and sold it at just the right time. That money I invested on 
the stock market. I love the challenge. I see life as a sort of puzzel that I try to solve! 
I only worry about Adinda, if she’s studying hard enough.. 
Here it’s not as in Indonesia where the teacher stands in front of the class and 
explains everything. Here they have to find out everything themselves. She’s not 
used to that. Until now I have always done everything for her. We’ve even had people 
employed to take care of her. If she wanted a cup of tea she simply had to snap her 
fingers. Now she can’t even wash her own clothes.  

STIRS AND DRINKS TEA 



And if she needs to go to institutions for paperwork she wants me to come along. I go 
with her but actually I think she should manage by herself. She says she still has to 
get used to the different culture here, but how long will that take? She’s here for 
almost a whole school year.. 

MUSIC 

JACK 
I was fifteen when I took the train to the big city. To Jakarta, because I knew that 
there were lots of people from our village there, working in construction. I had to find 
them, but that was easier said than done. It took me several days. In the meantime I 
slept between the homeless at the train station.  
My plan was to earn enough money to go to school. I had no idea how much money I 
needed. I just worked. It was hard work. We built a campus for a University..  
About a year later I meet a very special man, I’ll never forget him; in exchange for 
work he wanted to pay for my education. He was very rich and lived in an enormous 
house together with all his brothers and sisters. All of them were accountants. In the 
morning I worked in the garden or I washed the cars, they had five, and in the 
afternoon I went to school. 
When one of the sisters married a man that worked for a travel agency, he showed 
me photo’s from the places he’d been; Bali, Australia.. I thought: I also want 
that!Then I started studying tourism. And before I was finished I already had a job at 
his office. That wasn’t really fair of course. I didn’t graduate cum laude, I simply had a 
good connection.. 
Now I am a good connection myself!  

I was the first of my family to come to the Netherlands, and now nine other family 
members live here too. I arrived with 50 euros in the pocket. I had to organize 
everything myself, but for my family everything is arranged. I lend them money so 
that they can pay their ticket. I make sure that they already have work and a place to 
live when they arrive here.  
For my sister in law and her husband we even gave up our house. Although, they lost 
it quite quickly again, because they didn’t open the mail. Even if I had told them that 
that sort of thing is very important here. Every piece of paper here is important! 
It turned out that the housing corporation wanted to measure the electricity meters, 
but since nobody ever answered the door they finally sent someone..  

The baby is also similar. When I helped my sister in law and her husband to come 
here I told them that they can better wait with getting a child until they go back to 
Indonesia. And what do they do? They come here and immediately they become 
pregnant. They behave like people from here. They forget that they can’t stay here 
forever. It’s not nice to talk like this about them, but it does bother me.  



Since they had to leave their house, they live with us, in our living room. With the 
baby. It’s heavy. But how do I ask them to move out?  

MUSIC 

JACK  
When I got my first child I had built up something first. I was 25 and I had a good job 
at the travel agent. But then again, in 1997, the economy collapsed an I lost 
everything. But I wasn’t the only one. When the rupiah plummeted in value a lot of 
people took to the streets. Shops were put on fire. It was just like a war. You can 
imagine what kind of effect that had on the tourist industry…  
Then I went to Japan.  
During that time I had to think a lot about a story about the Islamic general Tarik Ibn 
Ziyad who occupied Spain. When he arrived in Spain he burned all his ships. Then 
he had to fight. There was no way back. Dying or winning. That’s how it was for me 
too. I had to succeed there. Returning without having achieved anything was really 
not an option.  
But eventually it was easy to find work in Japan. I’ve had a lot of different jobs there. 
I’ve sold fish in a market and I’ve fillet fish in a factory. I of course didn’t immediately 
become Itamayasan - Sushi chef. 

MUSIC 

It was great work. Fun and well paid. There was just one problem: the Japanese are 
hard working people but they drink a lot. They gamble and ehh.. sleep with other 
women. As a muslim I don’t do that. 
That I drank orange juice they already found a bit weird but when I didn’t want to join 
to go to a brothel they said I didn’t respect them. How could I show them that I was 
one of the boys without joining them? That was impossible. It was quite lonely.. After 
two years I asked Yasmina to also come to Japan. 

JACK 
Yeah, Yasmina.. (sigh) We fight a lot these days. She thinks I favor my own family. 
But I gave my own family work just like everyone else. The difference is that they are 
happy with what they get. They say: “work! Ok! Where?” And after six months they 
are independent. Her sister and her husband actually don’t want to do the cleaning 
work. They find it too hard. Recently I’d found a job for my brother in law in a 
restaurant, and then he said: “no, in the evenings I’m too tired.” 
My family is simply more successful and that makes her jealous. I try to explain to her 
that it’ll cost us far more if I have to keep sending money to my family in Indonesia. 
That’s why I’ve encouraged them to come here. I showed them: this is how I’ve done 
it. You can just copy that. Everything! Just like me you can let your kids study at a 



good University. So just like us they’ve left their kids there, and they’ve come here. 
And now they are even sharing the costs of our parents!  

MUSIC 

Yeah, Yasmina and I come from different cultures.. She quarrels a lot. That’s rather 
tiring at the end of a long workday. It’s also not good for our daughter to hear us fight 
every night..  
I try to stay positive but I often think about divorce.. I just don’t dare since Akiko, our 
youngest daughter, still lives with my mother in law in Indonesia.  
If Yasmina and I would separate I might never see Akiko again..  

MUSIC 

JACK 
Anyhow, I’ve never seen my children a lot. I always say; I have children but I cannot 
touch them..  
When Yasmina and I were in Japan our oldest daughter Adinda stayed with her 
grandma in Indonesia. When my wife got pregnant again she returned. To give birth. 
A few months later I got arrested. Yeah, in Japan I was of course also illegal. Then I 
had to return to Indonesia, but actually I was relieved. After almost five years I could 
finally embrace my children.  
Akiko I then saw for the first time. 

MUSIC (DIES OUT) 

So now we’ve left Akiko behind.  
When I went to Amsterdam she’d just turned three. Now she’s twelve. We speak 
every week on the phone but in all that time I’ve only seen her once. That was one 
and a half year ago, in May.  
When she arrived she was like a stranger. She held on to her aunt and didn’t dare to 
come close to us. She was together with her aunt because I couldn’t let her travel 
alone. So I had to have enough money for two tickets.  
After a couple of days it finally felt a bit familiar, and at the end the didn’t want to go 
back. She kept asking why she couldn’t stay with us.. I tried to explain that we do this 
for her. For her future. So that she can study later.  
Of course I would have liked to see her grow up, just like any parent. But for us it’s 
not possible. We have to sacrifice that time with our children for their future.  
I have to make the beds. 

WALKS AWAY ON CREAKING FLOOR. STARTS MAKING THE BEDS. 
SIGHS. 



I often feel I’m a bad father. Because I’m not there for them. I’ve for instance never 
been with them at school. There’s always someone else who picks up their grades or 
comes to talk to the teacher. But even if I find it difficult, I stand behind my decision. 
What else can I do?  
I have to stay positive. I have exchanged the best time with my children for 
something bigger.  

MUSIC 

It’s like a bitter pill I have to swallow to become healthy. 

COUGHS AND FINISHES MAKING THE BED 
WALKS AWAY 

JACK 
When I returned to Indonesia, after my time in Japan, I became taxi-driver. But even 
if i worked from early morning to late at night, I couldn’t earn enough money. We had 
to live from our savings to survive. That wasn’t going to work out. 
Then I suddenly got a phone call from an old friend of mine who was in Amsterdam. 
He told me that it was hard to find work there and that it was a difficult life. But I just 
asked: do you have work? And he said: Yes. And that was enough for me.  

MUSIC 

I applied for a VISA at the Spanish embassy, because they are the easiest. Then I 
booked a tour through Europe so that if would look credible. With stays at hotels and 
everything. I was of course good at that since my time at the travel agent. 
(Clears throat)  
My children came along to the airport.. to wave me goodbye. Adinda was eleven at 
the time, and Akiko three. Again I was going to leave them. They both cried. When it 
was time to go I couldn’t turn my head. I just walked. Through the passport control. 
But at the inside I also cried. 

MUSIC (DIES OUT) 

From Spain I went to Paris. There, to be sure, I threw away my ticket to Amsterdam 
and got on a train. Finally I stept out at Amsterdam Central Station.  

MUSIC 

10th of July 2007. I still remember it well.  
My friend had found a room for me but it cost a 150 euro per month. The landlord got 
the 50 euro I had and I promised to give him the rest before the end of the month.  
Then I began to walk. Every day at 10 o’clock in the morning. I brought a bottle of 



water and two apples and I walked. All the time I got lost - all the buildings looked the 
same to me.  

MUSIC 

The first day I didn’t find anything. The second day also nothing. The third day: 
everywhere no. But in the meantime I got food in the Indonesian restaurants where I 
came by to ask for work.  
On day six I came to a Thai restaurant.  

STREET SOUNDS 

The boss asked how often I could work.”Every day”, I said. He looked at me in 
surprise but said: “Ok, then you can work here every evening”. That became my first 
job. I was so happy! I could pay my rent and I even had money left! During the first 
month I could send money home to my family. Everyone thought it was amazing. For 
most people it takes half a year before they’ve got a normal income. For me it took a 
week. 
The following day I went to look for a second job. 

WATER 

MUSIC 

JACK  
Today Adinda came home and I immediately felt something was wrong, but she 
didn’t say anything.  
And then she told me she’d gotten insufficient points for Spanish and French. That’s 
very bad news. Also for me.  

WATER 

My wife got furious and began to scream. I kept calm but on the inside I was boiling. 
Because it probably means that she has to do the year over. I had saved enough 
money for a study of 4 years.. but I don’t have enough to let her study an extra year. 

MUSIC 

It means that we have to stay here even longer. Because I of course cannot return 
empty handed to Indonesia. What will I do then? I have already bought a piece of 
land there but I also need a starting capital. My plan is to grow organic rice there. And 
not only for myself, I also want to show the farmers there how to do it. In practice. At 
the moment I’m learning everything about it, on internet. There’s a lot of information 
to find there. I now learn the latest agricultural methods.  



I’m just worried I’m an old man when I get there. I’m now 44…  
But the worst I find it for Akiko who’s waiting for our return.. Already eight years now.  

DOOR BELL 

THE REAL JACK 
Hallo, it’s me.  

GETS BUZZED IN 

THE REAL JACK 
Thank you! 

INHABITANT 
Come in. 

THE REAL JACK RUNNING UP THE STAIRS 
KNOCKING ON DOOR 

INHABITANT 
Hey there. 
 
THE REAL JACK  
Hello, how are you? 

INHABITANT 
I’m ok, how are you? 

THE REAL JACK 
Good good. Fine thank you. 

INHABITANT 
Better than last time? You were so tired..  

THE REAL JACK 
Yes, nice. Like normal. 

INHABITANT 
Ok. Hey, is it possible for this time, if you have time, if you can clean the stairs as 
well? 

THE REAL JACK 
Yeah yeah of course. Thank you! 



HUMS WHILE HE CLEANS. 

MUSIC 

	


