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Author’s Note


Following my playwriting residency in HMP Cookham Wood, the challenge was not what to write about but what not to write about. Over three months I had enough material to write fifty different plays, each of which I could feel equally passionate about.


This Wide Night explores the importance and uniqueness of relationships formed in prison: how they can, or perhaps cannot, exist in another context; and also resettlement – when ‘freedom’ can actually feel like a very bleak and frightening prospect. Lorraine and Marie are inspired by the women that I was fortunate enough to meet and spend time with at Cookham Wood in the summer of 2006. This play is dedicated to them: Su, Vicky, Clare, Esther, Susan and Alicia.


Since the first edition of this playtext was printed, the play has been performed at Soho Theatre, London, and at the following prisons: HMP Peterborough, HMP Askham Grange and HMP Morton Hall. Without doubt, the most rewarding (and nerve-racking) performances were those on the prison tour. This is where the heart of Clean Break’s work lies.


Regardless of any similarities, or lack of, between the lives of the characters and themselves, the play was embraced generously by the women who saw it and their comments and input in the workshops that took place afterwards were hugely affecting and inspiring. So I would also like to thank those particular audience members, whose opinions mattered most.


Special thanks to the following for their help and support with This Wide Night: Lucy Morrison, Mel Kenyon, Jan Pearson, Cathy Owen, Patricia and Ken Moss, Tim Price, Mimi Kilgore and all the judges of the Susan Smith Blackburn Prize.
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Characters


MARIE, thirty


LORRAINE, fifty





Whilst elements of This Wide Night are inspired by real life events, all characters, their names and incidents portrayed are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to the name, character or history of any person is coincidental and unintentional.










Scene One


Monday, 4 p.m. A cramped bedsit. One room with a tiny kitchen area and a door leading to a bathroom. There is a three-quarter bed on one side and a small armchair in front of a TV.


MARIE sits in the armchair staring at the TV which is on without any sound. A knock at the door makes her jump. For a couple of seconds she sits perfectly still. Another knock. She moves quietly from the chair and crouches by the side of the door.


Another knock.


WOMAN’S VOICE. Marie?


MARIE stands in front of the door, undecided about opening it.


MARIE opens the door. LORRAINE, dressed in a tracksuit with a thin raincoat over it, stands there. She is carrying a holdall.


They stand in silence, taking each other in for a few moments before speaking.


LORRAINE. Well, thank Christ for that. Thank God you’re… alright. (Beat.) Are yer alright?


Silence.


MARIE. Yeah. Sorry I’m… I wasn’t. (Beat.) It’s a shock… surprise.


LORRAINE. I know. (Beat.) Your phone don’t work no more. I tried ringin’. Some woman’s voice comes on. Been worried about yer.


Silence.


Marie, can I come in?


MARIE. Yeah. Yeah yeah yeah, fuck… come in.




LORRAINE comes in. The two women stand opposite each other. Pause. LORRAINE leans in to give MARIE an awkward hug.


LORRAINE. Can I sit down?


MARIE. Yeah. (Beat.) Course. Yeah. Sit. Down.


Silence. LORRAINE sits on the arm of the chair; she looks round the room.


Take yer coat off.


LORRAINE doesn’t take her coat off. She pulls a plastic water bottle from her bag.


LORRAINE. Can I get a drink of water, please?


MARIE. Yeah. Course.


MARIE stays where she is.


LORRAINE. I’m parched. Mouth’s as dry as a nun’s privates. (Beat.) Hike from that station, innit? Specially with that fuckin’ bag. I could do with one with wheels. One of them fuckin’… wheely-bags.


MARIE stays staring. LORRAINE wipes her palms repeatedly on her tracksuit bottoms. An awkward silence.


You alright? How you doin’?


MARIE. I’m alright. Yeah.


Silence.


LORRAINE. Sorry, can I get that water? You could sand yer skirting boards with this fuckin’ tongue.


MARIE. Yeah. Sorry. Yeah.


MARIE goes into the kitchen and fills the water bottle. She hands it to LORRAINE.


LORRAINE drinks. She is a little out of breath.


LORRAINE. Thank you. (Beat.) You look surprised.




MARIE. I am. I mean… it seems like ages away then suddenly it’s in yer face – sorry I don’t mean like you’re in me face I just –


LORRAINE. No I know. I know what you mean. I feel like that. It’s like a little… speck or something, speck in the distance and then…


LORRAINE wipes her hands on her tracksuit bottoms again.


MARIE. How d’you feel?


LORRAINE. Yeah, alright yeah. Bit… to be honest, Marie, can I say something? Is that alright?


MARIE. Course.


Pause.


LORRAINE. I thought… s’cuse me. (Pause.) I thought, coz you hadn’t been in for a while, coz you hadn’t written or been in for a while –


MARIE. I’ve just been fuckin’… really busy, Lorraine –


LORRAINE. No of course I know. I’m not sayin’ anythin’. At all. I just thought you’d changed your mind.


Silence.


Which is fine, I completely. I fuckin’… I understand. But I just didn’t know. I didn’t know what to do. I got worried. I know you do that sometimes. You disappear for a while but I just had this feelin’. I had some sort of feelin’ an’ you know what I get like. I wanted to see you. See you were okay. I can go now I’ve seen yer okay.


Pause.


MARIE. This is what we said, innit? This is what… I said. It was my idea. It’s just that –


LORRAINE. Well, this is it. This is it. That’s why I – but that was ages ago. Wasn’t it? So I don’t expect.


MARIE. Thought you were gonna call or something –




LORRAINE. I did. I tried. Your phone’s broke.


MARIE. I just thought you’d get in touch.


LORRAINE. I thought you would.


MARIE. I know, it’s just been – it flies, time. Goes so quick.


LORRAINE. Yeah. No, yeah. This is it. Time flies on the outside. It’s different, isn’t it? I didn’t expect I was gonna stay or anything.


Silence. LORRAINE gulps the rest of the water down.


My tongue feels like a fuckin’ piece of Ryvita. Could I get a little top-up?


MARIE takes LORRAINE’s bottle and refills it. LORRAINE takes a couple of pills out of a little fabric purse that she pulls from her bag. She swallows them with the water then runs her hands through her hair repeatedly.


I won’t stay too long. I got a whatsit… hostel. I got a hostel sorted.


LORRAINE gets out a tightly folded piece of paper from her coat pocket, unfolds it and shows it to MARIE before folding it back up again and putting it back in her pocket. Pause.


MARIE. I thought things’d be different. I thought maybe I’d get somewhere with a separate bedroom. (Gesturing to the couch.) They called it a studio. I got all excited but it’s just a trendy word for a bedsit, isn’t it? Studio.


LORRAINE. Is it?


LORRAINE laughs nervously.


MARIE. I sleep on this, it’s a fucking fold-up, put-me-up fuckin’ thing. Piece of shit. Springs go right up yer arse. You wouldn’t want to stay on it.


LORRAINE. No. No no no. No way. I couldn’t stay on that. Not with my back. (Beat.) I can’t stay anyway. They’re expecting me. I gotta sign in, haven’t I? All that fuckin’… palaver. You wouldn’t think I’m a free woman, would yer?  Twelve fuckin’ years inside an’ I’m still not free. Not properly.


MARIE. It’s just a bit… one room an’ that.


LORRAINE. Course. Course it is. (Beat.) I don’t wanna be in the way. I thought give it a while then come round. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t wait. Thought maybe you’d been seeing him. Got back with him. Got into all that again.


Beat.


MARIE. No.


LORRAINE. Worried myself sick thinking about that. Thought he might be hassling you.


MARIE. No.


LORRAINE. Good. Good. Good. (Pause.) Only last time you come in, you said he’d been calling you. Said he wouldn’t stop calling you.


Pause.


And I think it’s easy done, isn’t it? Easy to fall back into. You get out, you feel lonely –


MARIE. Lorraine.


LORRAINE. Can’t blame me for worryin’… Thinkin’. (Beat.) Can yer?


Silence.


I’ll have this and then I’ll go. Marie. (Beat.) Just wanted to see you was alright.


MARIE. Yeah. I am. Thanks.


Silence.


You don’t have to rush off though.


LORRAINE. No, I should, they’re waiting, aren’t they? Fuckers. (Pause.) I’ll have this and then go and get signed in. Get sorted. (Beat.) Get going.




Scene Two


Monday, 5 p.m. MARIE sits in front of the TV as before. The sound is off. She is still dressed in her pyjamas but has a cardigan over them. After a few seconds, LORRAINE appears from the bathroom. She has a towel on her head.


LORRAINE. That’s better. Thank you for that. I was all…


LORRAINE goes over to the window. She looks out.


Marie, what’s he all about? Him next door with that… thing. What’s he doin’?


Beat.


MARIE. Lookin’ for treasure. Does it all day every day. Never finds nothing.


LORRAINE. What’s he carry on for, then?


MARIE. He’s a bit mad.


LORRAINE. You don’t fuckin’ say. (Beat.) Oh my days, look at him. Jesus. Some people.


MARIE. He lost his wife.


LORRAINE. Is she made of metal?


MARIE. She died.
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