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Characters







Jamie


African American woman, twenty-six


Dee


white woman, twenty-five


Young Jamie


nine years earlier


Young Dee


nine years earlier




 





Time


1950 and 1959




 





Place


Somewhere in the USA.


The Past takes place in a cell.


The Present takes place on the outside, in a city, in a small, mostly bare room.























AND I AND SILENCE




As all the Heavens were a Bell,


And Being, but an Ear,


And I, and Silence, some strange Race


Wrecked, solitary, here —


Emily Dickinson
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SCENE ONE





The Present


In a small room, Jamie and Dee are facing one another, poised, serious. Their room is made up of a minimum of furniture. Jamie is holding a rolled-up newspaper.




Jamie Don’t.


Dee I’m gonna do it.


Jamie No.


Dee Can’t stop myself.


Jamie I’m not a child any more.


Dee Yeah you are.


Jamie No I’m not.


Dee Been out a whole damn month and waiting on you. Now you’re out and already it’s getting dark in this room.


Jamie That’s not my fault.


Dee I think it is.


Jamie Dee.


Dee Jamie.


Jamie uses the newspaper to threaten Dee.


Jamie I warn you.


Dee (echoes her) I warn you.


Jamie Go on. You leave me alone.


Dee When I’m dead.


Suddenly Dee attacks Jamie. At first it seems Dee wants to hurt her, but then we realise she wants to tickle her. Jamie fights hard but she is extremely ticklish. Jamie shrieks and laughs. The newspaper scatters. Jamie says over and over ‘Quit!’ Finally Dee quits.


You see. It’s not dark in here any more. A whole week.


You can’t go a whole week and not laugh.


Jamie gathers the newspaper together. Both Dee and Jamie are happy, excited.


Jamie There’s two in the Highlands. Seen the paper? Big houses. Classy.


Dee Have to be classy.


Jamie They’ll need a letter of reference.


Dee Sure. And I’ll be your reference. I’ll write a letter. I’ll write –


Jamie






That Jamie’s got a bead for dirt and dust.


She’ll polish up your metals, kill the rust.








Jamie straightens up.


Dee






She stands up straight, sure keeps her eyes polite.


She’s not stupid but then she’s not too bright.








Jamie






No, no, her brain is just the perfect size


And she knows who’s the boss, who’s always wise.








Dee






She carries her own bucket and a brush,


And she won’t say two words if you say –








Jamie Hush. 


Dee / Jamie Hush.


Dee ’Cept I still can’t write.


Jamie Damn it, Dee.


Dee Ah, forgive a stupid gal, why don’t you?


Jamie You had nine years inside to learn. Shame on you. Why didn’t you learn?


Dee ’Cause you’re the only one I can learn from. You miss me?


Jamie You’ve been asking me that all week.


Dee And you won’t answer me.


Jamie If you’d learned to write you could have wrote me a letter.


Dee Wrote you hundreds. They’re all up here.


She taps her forehead.


Why didn’t you write me, huh?


Jamie Write what? ‘Dear Dee, how’s your cell? My cell is just fine. Dark, small, cold, crowded. By the way, I still hate you ’cause you up and got yourself transferred. See you in a few years. Bitch. Love, Jamie.’


Dee Damn. Send that to me again. I love that letter!


Jamie You’re still an idiot.


Dee With big teeth.


Jamie Like a horse.


Dee I can do math. I did learn some math.


Jamie Then you can count our dough when it comes in. I’ll try for the job in the Highlands. You try for the one on Blankenbaker. 


Dee Deal. And you can write my letter of reference.


Jamie But I won’t lie.


Dee It’s not a lie if it’s for a friend.


Jamie considers this.


Jamie






She’s half dog, she’ll labour to the bone.


Nine years in jail, she needs to turn a stone.


Spent half her time in solitary’s hole,


She likes to work at night just like a –








Dee Not a mole. Not a mole!


Jamie shrugs. Dee moves around the room like a boxer.






But I takes orders if you treat me right.


If you cheat me, I’ll punch, punch out your light.








Dee boxes the air hard.






I’m dozy, yeah, but hardy as can be.


No finer cleaner you’ll come by than me!








Jamie ’Cept for me.


Dee Yeah. ’Cept for you.


Jamie We better wash our dresses. We have to look spiffy for the interview.


Dee gets two buckets of soap and water and places them side by side. Then Dee turns round and Jamie unbuttons her dress. Then Dee unbuttons Jamie’s, easily, casually. The women drop their dresses in the buckets. Their movements are almost synchronised. They are wearing knee-length long-johns underneath their dresses to keep warm. They work purposefully, concentrated, as they continue to talk to each other. Then they squeeze out their dresses, and hang them up to dry. 


Dee Sharp. Snazzy.


Jamie Clean and new.


Dee And after a few years we’ll kick this city to the kerb.


Jamie And get a cabin with a porch.


Dee And rows and rows and rows –


Jamie – of corn.


Dee And a little ole shed that’s fat –


Jamie – with chickens. And pigeons on the roof.


Dee And a transistor radio.


Dee belts out a couple of lively lines of her favourite, popular 1950s song. Jamie steps into her bucket.


Jamie My legs, please.


Without hesitation, Dee soaps Jamie’s legs, washes them with her hands, easily, practically.


And a husband.


Dee Just like James Stewart. Sturdy and strong.


Jamie Just like James Brown. Ornery and sweet. And you’ll marry his brother.


Dee steps into her bucket.


Dee Mine.


Jamie, still in her bucket, washes Dee’s legs the same way as they continue to talk. When they are finished, they stand in their buckets looking down at their legs for some moments.


The four of us. Hmm. Livin’, workin’, cookin’ together. Maybe. Maybe. 


Jamie I always loved it when you said maybe. ’Cause that always meant yes.


Dee Maybe.


Jamie Say it again.


Dee Nope. Might spoil you.


Jamie is delighted.


Well. Now we’re clean.


Jamie Now we’re spiffy. Yes.


Dee Yes.



















SCENE TWO





The Past


Nine years earlier, in a bare prison cell. Young Jamie is standing alone in her cell, looking out at something we can’t see. After some moments, Young Dee enters from another direction. Young Jamie turns slowly and sees her. They say nothing for a long moment, just looking at one another.




Young Jamie I don’t know you.


Young Dee We got fifteen minutes –
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