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Characters


JOSIE, twenty-five


FAY, forty-five


GUARD 1, male, fifty-three


GUARD 2, female, twenty-four




ACT ONE


The sounds of a women’s prison just before lockdown. A babble of voices like a school playground, echoing, the thwack of heavy doors slammed, someone shouting, on the verge of madness, talking and laughing pitched over this voice, drowning it out.


GUARD 1 (roars from offstage). Lock down! Lock down!


The echoing sound of door after door banging shut. Silence, darkness, lights up on . . .


Waiting room. A small area outside the visitors’ room. This is where visitors wait for their names to be called. JOSIE is sitting here, alone. She seems unperturbed, pleasantly interested in her surroundings. Her clothes are fashionable but very low key. She wears black. She looks very plain and very expensive. She’s just waiting, perfectly composed.


After a moment GUARD 2 enters, she looks at JOSIE for a moment without saying anything. JOSIE looks back, she smiles pleasantly.


GUARD 2. You’re here to see Prisoner Black?


JOSIE. That’s right.


GUARD 2 (shaking head). Never thought I’d see the day . . .


JOSIE. Is there a problem? You didn’t call my name.


GUARD 2. So who are you?


JOSIE. Josie . . . Josie Kerr? I’m . . . She was my mother.


Pause. GUARD 2 is completely flabbergasted.


GUARD 2. You’re her daughter?


JOSIE. Yes.


GUARD 2. Unbelievable.


I’m sorry darling, you don’t know what’s going on here do you? I’ve known your Mum the best part of four years you see, see her every day I’m working. I know Fay really well.


JOSIE. Right.


GUARD 2. Same with all the lifers, you know them inside out after a while. Never had a daughter in the picture at all.


JOSIE. Well . . . I’ve not visited before.


GUARD 2. No-one has. I couldn’t believe she had a visitor, let alone a daughter.


JOSIE. No. We haven’t been in touch.


GUARD 2. Well don’t think I blame you darling. We know. It’s hard on families.


Pause.


JOSIE. So can I see her?


GUARD 2. Now you see, I’m not explaining myself am I? You’ve not done this before.


JOSIE. No. I wasn’t sure . . . I rang and checked she was here you know and found out the visiting times . . .


GUARD 2. You can’t just turn up. She has to ask to see you.


JOSIE. Oh.


GUARD 2. You didn’t know. It’s not your fault. What you have to do is write to her you see and say you want to visit, then if she’s O.K. with that she asks for a visitor’s form and fills it in and then, if that’s approved we send you a visitor’s pass with the times you can come. That’s how it works. It’s only fair. If they don’t want to see someone they can’t get away from them can they? Have to let them have a bit of control there.


JOSIE. Of course. Yes. I see.


GUARD 2. Were you hoping to surprise her?


JOSIE. I suppose I was.


GUARD 2. Just drop in.


JOSIE. I hadn’t . . . I suppose I hadn’t really thought it through. I was pretty surprised I wanted to see her to be honest. Thought I better just go for it.


GUARD 2. No you can’t do that. Sorry.


JOSIE. Alright then.


JOSIE is about to leave.


GUARD 2. Have you come a long way?


JOSIE. I felt I had to see her.


GUARD 2. ’Cause I tell you what we could do, you could write a note and I could see she gets it.


JOSIE hesitates.


JOSIE. What would I say?


GUARD 2. Tell her you want to visit.


JOSIE. I don’t know. I thought I’d do it today.


GUARD 2. Better this way, believe me. A surprise is a great idea but you never know how it’ll work out. We don’t like the unexpected in here, any of us.


JOSIE still hesitates.


You worried she might not want to see you?


JOSIE. I didn’t think of that.


GUARD 2. You’ve got nothing to lose though really have you?


JOSIE. I don’t know. I suppose not.


GUARD 2. Just write her a note and let her know your address and everything so she can get back to you.


JOSIE. Right. You see I’m staying in a hotel here.


GUARD 2. Well it takes a while for all the paperwork to come through. Just put your home address.


JOSIE. Right. You see I’m sort of homeless right now.


GUARD 2. Well you’re not sleeping in a ditch are you?


JOSIE. I don’t know where I’m sleeping to be honest.


GUARD 2. Oh . . . well as long as you’ve got a contact address. A friend, another relative?


JOSIE. No.


Do you know this probably just shows that this wasn’t such a great idea.


She hesitates.


GUARD 2. Are you alright darling?


JOSIE. Yes, I’m fine.


I’ve been abroad you see.


GUARD 2. Oh, O.K. I understand. (She doesn’t really.) Do you want to leave things till you’re more settled?


JOSIE. Well . . . I think it’s now or never to tell you the truth.


Pause.


GUARD 2. Can she write to your work?


JOSIE. I’ve all that to sort out.


GUARD 2. There must be someone.


JOSIE. No. I haven’t got anyone.


GUARD 2. Everyone’s got someone.


JOSIE. No.


Pause.


JOSIE. Tell you what . . . I’ve got a job interview tomorrow, she could send it there?


GUARD 2. I don’t know that it’ll get to you in time for that.


JOSIE. No but I think I’ll get the job. I’m pretty sure.


GUARD 2. But suppose you don’t?


JOSIE. I will. And if I don’t it’s not meant is it?


GUARD 2. That’s one way of looking at it.


JOSIE. Let’s do that then. Have you got a bit of paper?


GUARD 2 sorts her out. JOSIE takes a pen out of her bag and starts to write quickly. GUARD 2 watches her.


GUARD 2. You look like her.


JOSIE (startled). Do I?


GUARD 2. A bit.


I’ll tell you something, the nicest people in here are the long termers. Your Mum included, she’d probably be surprised to hear me say that because I can’t say we don’t have our moments but they’re all very well behaved. Nice women . . . calm as cows in a field. I can’t work it out really.


JOSIE finishes writing. She hesitates then hands the note to GUARD 2.


Now don’t worry. I’ll make sure she gets it.


JOSIE. Thank you.


GUARD 2. You’ll be glad you did that.


FAY’s room. A very small room. A prison cell. FAY is on her hands and knees, cleaning. She dusts under the bed. She rubs at the floor with a cloth. She straightens up, looking round. She checks out her meagre possessions, straightens something, everything is lined up with obsessive neatness. She sits staring into space. GUARD 1 stands in the doorway, offering the note.


FAY. What’s that?


GUARD 1. It’s from your daughter.


Pause.


FAY. Who?


GUARD 1. Your daughter Josie.


Pause.


FAY. No it’s not.


GUARD 1. She’s signed it, look. Come on, take it Fay.


Slowly FAY takes the note, she peers at it suspiciously.


FAY. What does she want?


GUARD 1. I don’t know. I don’t read your letters.


FAY. Course you do.


GUARD 1. I think she wants to visit.


FAY. So how would you know that then?


GUARD 1. She came to visit. No visitor’s order. We couldn’t let her in.


FAY. What? Why not?


GUARD 1. No visitor’s order!


FAY. You can’t keep her away from me! She’s my daughter!


GUARD 1. I’m glad that you want to see her. Of course you want to see her. Just fill in the form.


FAY. Oh I don’t know about that . . .


She looks at the note for a moment.


GUARD 1. What does she say?


FAY. I don’t know. It’s not her handwriting.


GUARD 1. When did she last write to you?


FAY. She’s never written to me.


GUARD 1. Maybe her handwriting’s changed.


FAY. What do you care!? Nosy bugger.


GUARD 1. I think it’d be good for you to see her. It’s only natural.


FAY. I don’t know.


She considers the letter a moment.


What does she look like?


GUARD 1. I didn’t see her.


FAY. Lovely handwriting.


She strokes the paper as if she can feel the words.


What does she want?


GUARD 1. Read it.


FAY puts it aside.


FAY. I’ll read it later.


GUARD 1. I’ll leave the visitor’s request form here shall I?


FAY. What for?


GUARD 1. For you to fill out.


FAY. I don’t know how to do that.


GUARD 1. I can help you.


FAY. I don’t know.


GUARD 1. Have a think about it.


FAY. Alright.


GUARD 1. You’ll be sorry if you don’t see her.


FAY. Will I?


Visiting room. It’s day. JOSIE stands at the edge of the visiting room, looking for FAY. A great buzz of conversation around them.


JOSIE sees FAY. She crosses over to her and sits down.


The GUARDS stroll through this, there’s a concentrated area where FAY and JOSIE are, outside that, the sense of a great crowd of people talking round them.


The GUARDS are not there the whole time, they walk through the scene occasionally, patrolling the waiting room.


FAY looks at JOSIE.


A blank moment.


JOSIE. Hi.


FAY. Oh hullo.


Neither of them speaks for a moment, looking at each other. FAY quickly grows uncomfortable, looking away, looking round the room.


You found your way alright then?


JOSIE. Yeah. No problems.


Another pause. JOSIE’s eyes remain fixed on FAY’s face. FAY looks round the room, fidgets nervously.


FAY. The woman next door nearly killed herself last night.


JOSIE. Did she?


FAY. Yeah. I heard her. She’s fractured her skull. I heard her through the wall. Sounded like someone dropping a sack of potatoes. She never made a sound.


JOSIE. Didn’t she?


FAY. Not a peep. See what she was doing was falling off the radiator, over and over. She must’ve got herself up on the radiator and perched there like a seagull. Then she took a dive into the floor. Headfirst. Never put her hands out to break her fall.


JOSIE. That’s . . . terrible.


FAY. It is. But you’ve got to admire her determination eh? Never put her hands out, headfirst into a stone floor. That’s some death wish. I heard her. (Imitates noise.) Boomph! . . . just like someone throwing down a sack of potatoes. Over and over. She’s fractured her skull.


JOSIE. You knew her?


FAY. Not really. She’s been next door two . . . I think it’s two years now but she’s an annoying cow. Talks like she’s got a mouthful of mashed potatoes. She wasn’t right in the head before she cracked it open, you know what I mean?


Pause.


Anyway that’s her away for a while.


JOSIE. Why did she do it?


FAY. I don’t know.


Her kid was up to see her last week. Think it did her head in.


Actually the easiest way to top yourself round her is to get in a stone. You can put an edge on anything metal with a good stone . . . then you can cut . . .


So how’re you keeping?


JOSIE. Fine. Good.


FAY. I wouldn’t have known you.


JOSIE. No.


Pause.


You look just the same.


FAY. Yeah?


JOSIE. I think so. I recognised you.


FAY. I wouldn’t have known you.


JOSIE. Fifteen years.


FAY. As long as that? (Shakes her head.)


Pause.


FAY. I don’t like what you’ve done to your hair though.


JOSIE. How do you mean?


FAY. That colour, you should have left it the way it was. More natural. You’d pretty hair.


JOSIE. This is natural.


FAY. Eh?


JOSIE. It . . . maybe it got darker as I got older. This is the colour it is now.


FAY. Oh . . . you should dye it back then.


JOSIE. How long do we get?


FAY. What for?


JOSIE. The visit.


FAY. An hour. I think. It’s been a while. An hour it used to be. When I was seeing my solicitor. (Nerves start to show.) It said on the paperwork. Did you get all the paperwork? It said on that. Did you get it alright? Did you fill it in alright?


JOSIE. Yes.


FAY. No problems?


JOSIE. No.


FAY. They didn’t give you any problems?


JOSIE. No.


FAY. They don’t like me some of them. It said everything on that. Length of visit. All that. Did you read it? Is it an hour we’ve got?


JOSIE. I think so.


FAY. Didn’t it say?


JOSIE. I think it’s an hour.


FAY. They’ll tell us anyway. They won’t let us get that wrong. (Pause.) I think it’s an hour.


The GUARDS pass strolling up opposite sides of the room, keeping an eye on everything. FAY and JOSIE watch them pass.


Pause. FAY looks for her cigarettes. She’s out. In some of the longer pauses the sound of the busy visiting room surges slightly and dies away again.


FAY. Do you smoke pet?


JOSIE. No. I don’t. Thanks.


FAY. No I’m out. You can bring me stuff. Did you see that? You can bring me little things if you put it through the office before you come in. You have to list everything you’re bringing in but you can get me cigarettes. You have to write it all down.


JOSIE. I brought you some fruit.


FAY (disappointed). Oh.


Pause.


JOSIE. Was that not right?


FAY. No. I’m allowed fruit.


JOSIE. Good . . . good.


Pause. FAY is still hardly looking at JOSIE. Looking round at all the other people.


FAY. I’ve not been in here before. Not had a visit in this place before. It’s a nice room isn’t it? All new paint. Oh they’ve painted this up nice haven’t they? Oh yes. God look at them all. (Lowering her voice slightly, looking at other prisoners and visitors.) This is an eye opener this, I’m telling you. This is a day out for me. Seeing them all.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Iron

Rona Munro

&

ThaveRse






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
4 = E=





