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  Wilderness was first performed at Hampstead Theatre Downstairs, London, on 21 March 2019. The cast was as follows:
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  ‘No one ever died from a snake bite’




  Wayne Dyer










  




  Characters




  ANNE




  JOE




  STEPH / NEIGHBOUR / CAFCASS OFFICER




  POLICEMAN / PETER / ALAN








  




  Note on Play




  The opening and end speeches are completely open to interpretation. They may be said by any number of characters or someone else entirely. In the original production the prologue was spoken by Anne and Joe and the epilogue was cut. The epilogue is included here as an optional addition to the play.




  / indicates an overlap.




  – indicates either an unfinished thought or a ‘take-up’ from another character’s unfinished thought.




  This is intended purely as a guide and also because I like to write as I hear it. Please don’t feel wedded to the syntax.




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.










  




  Sometimes –




  Sometimes –




  People just fall out of love.




  There might not be any big reason why.




  It just happens.




  They still like each other but they don’t love each other any more.




  Love is like a plant, you see. It needs watering. And if you don’t water it –




  You have to look after your love, and we didn’t.




  We did other things –




  And then one day we realised our love was gone –




  It had disappeared –




  And that made us feel angry, and sad –




  Because we couldn’t get it back, no matter how hard we tried.




  We weren’t ‘in love’ with each other any more.




  But that doesn’t mean we love you any less.




  Because our love for you could never ever go away.




  It’s a different sort of love.




  It’s not a love that needs watering –




  It’s more like a tree. A very strong tree.




  A tree that can withstand any storm.




  This isn’t your fault. You mustn’t think that you’ve done anything wrong.




  We’ve both decided this is for the best.




  We won’t argue now.




  We’ll be happier now.




  Things are going to be better.




  Daddy won’t be living here any more, but will be here as much as possible still.




  In time, this will just be normal.




  Lots of children have two homes.




  Lots of children have mummies and daddies that don’t live in the same place.




  Daddy’s going to get you a spaceman bed at his place.




  Paint planets on your wall.




  You’ll have two bedrooms. That’s exciting isn’t it?




  Your room’s going to be really special.




  You’ll get to spend time with us both, one on one.




  Everything is going to be okay.




  We promise.




  We love you.




  We love you more than anything in the world, and that’s bigger than anything else.




  That’s bigger than this.




  







  


New Year’s Eve. Town on a Saturday night. JOE is running up a road, dragging STEPH behind him. She’s amused but slightly bewildered.




  STEPH. What’s going on? Joe? Joe –




  JOE. Think we can get a taxi up here.




  STEPH. We didn’t even say goodbye?




  JOE. You know what’s it like – they’ll be all – ‘No, no, no – ’




  STEPH. We’re going to miss the countdown –




  JOE. We’ll do our own countdown –




  STEPH. What’s his name? He was getting us a drink –




  JOE. It doesn’t matter –




  STEPH. This just feels a bit –




  JOE. I’ll message them now – I’ll say we had a bloody great time – but you’re driving to your mum’s tomorrow –




  STEPH. You’re not blaming me.




  JOE. I’ll say you’ve got the shits.




  STEPH. I thought we were going to dance. Joe?




  

    

      We hear music from a bar – ‘I would walk five hundred miles’ –




      Ohhhhh. Love this. Love this song.




      She’s trying to get him to dance to it.




      Come.


    


  




  JOE. No –




  STEPH. Come on –




  

    

      She’s dancing, for a moment JOE seems distracted by the song.


    


  




  JOE. I hate town.




  STEPH. It’s New Year’s Eve –




  JOE. Exactly




  STEPH. I finally get to meet your friends –




  JOE. They’re just people that I met in school, that I’m still friends with out of pure laziness –




  STEPH. I liked them –




  JOE. They’ll be dragging us to Reflex or some shite next –




  STEPH. You said you’d lost touch – you wanted to make an effort –




  JOE. I enjoyed the meal. That was enough.




  STEPH. Really?




  JOE. And you.




  

    

      He pulls her in.




      I’m so bloody proud of you. I am. Everyone proper loved you. You’re just so easy – you get on with everyone. I’d just rather be with you, Steph – than sat in some sweaty bar listening to Pritchard walk me through his garage conversion – his favorite fucking podcasts.




      She’s disappointed.




      I’m sorry. I just find them all a bit –


    


  




  STEPH. I didn’t know you were having that bad a time.




  JOE. Cheese chips, gravy – Jools Holland?




  

    

      Beat.




      I’ll even wear my Christmas pyjamas.


    


  




  STEPH. Fine.




  JOE. Thank you.




  STEPH. You weirdo.




  JOE. I’ve got a bag of Chilli Doritos with your name on it.




  STEPH. Sounds amazing.




  JOE. Do you mind?




  STEPH. No.




  JOE. Let’s just walk to the cobbles – Way too busy here.




  

    

      They start walking –


    


  




  STEPH. Oh shit.




  JOE. What?




  STEPH. I’ve left my cardigan.




  JOE. Cardigan?




  STEPH. My grey one – the pearls – I’ll just run back –




  JOE. Just leave it –




  STEPH. I’ll just nip in –




  JOE. It’s just a cardigan, it doesn’t matter –




  STEPH. It’s under the table, I can just grab it –




  JOE. No –




  STEPH. It won’t take me five minutes –




  JOE. I’ll buy you a new one.




  STEPH. Why?




  JOE. Because I just want to go.




  STEPH. You’re being really –




  JOE. I don’t want to see them again.




  STEPH. I’ll go –




  JOE. No, Steph –




  STEPH. Why not?




  

    

      Beat.




      What is it?




      She eyes him.




      Has something happened? What?




      Beat.


    


  




  JOE. Look. Just – hear me out. Fuck’s sake.




  

    

      Beat.




      My ex is in there.


    


  




  STEPH. – Your ex?




  JOE. She just walked in. I didn’t know she was out – she must have got a sitter –




  STEPH. – Anne?




  JOE. Yes.




  STEPH. Anne is in there?




  JOE. Yes.




  STEPH. That’s what all this – ?




  

    

      Beat.




      – Did she see us?


    


  




  JOE. I don’t – maybe –




  STEPH. Joe?




  JOE. I just didn’t want –




  STEPH. Fucking hell?




  JOE. A – thing –




  STEPH. You just dragged me out?




  JOE. She’d be straight over to us –




  STEPH. Well, yeah –




  JOE. You don’t know –




  STEPH. It’s going to look really fucking odd.




  JOE. I panicked.




  STEPH. We have to go back.




  JOE. No, no, no –




  STEPH. We have to.




  JOE. No –




  STEPH. I know we’ve been avoiding this –




  JOE. She probably didn’t see –




  STEPH. But it’s another thing blanking her – doing a runner? You said – she’s been asking to meet me?




  JOE. You’re not meeting her.




  STEPH. Joe –




  JOE. You want to be stood there on the countdown – with Anne?




  STEPH. She isn’t going to let me meet Ally.




  

    

      Beat.




      Isn’t that what you said? She wants you to introduce me first – ?


    


  




  JOE. Look. Look here’s the thing – I have said – I have made it clear – it’s up to me – I didn’t vet any of her boyfriends.




  STEPH. Have any of them met him yet?




  

    

      Beat.




      I know – I know it’s utter bullshit –


    


  




  JOE. No – God –




  STEPH. It’s going to be weird and awkward –




  JOE. I can’t –




  STEPH. But you want me to meet your son don’t you?




  JOE. Course. I’m desperate for you –




  STEPH. Then I say we just get this shit over with.




  JOE. You’re being really fucking cool about this – and that’s great. In fact, it just makes me love you even more but –




  



  

    

	STEPH looks at him.


      What?




      She is trying not to smile.




      What?


    


  




  STEPH. – You haven’t actually said –




  JOE. You know I do –




  STEPH. That –




  JOE. Is that okay? Is that okay if I say that?




  STEPH. Yeah.




  JOE. I love you.




  STEPH. Love you too.




  

    

      A moment.




      They kiss.


    


  




  JOE. See? This is us – this is – These past few months – perfect. You’re perfect. And I just don’t want her – this isn’t to do with her.




  STEPH. I just don’t want to cause any problems –




  JOE. There’s no problem –




  STEPH. But if this is something –




  JOE. It’s not happening, all right?




  

    

      Beat.




      I’m sorry – I just – Every little thing with Anne. My every move – ever since he was a baby. Don’t let go of his hand – don’t feed him that. Where are you taking him? Have I ever hurt him? Have I ever done anything – ? I’m not with her any more. Okay? I’m out of that shit. And this – it’s just about respect – her respecting my choices. I don’t like being – This isn’t up to her. It’s really – it’s not.




      Beat.


    


  




  STEPH. I thought you said things were okay between you now?




  JOE. They are – it’s fine. It’s as good as it’s ever going to be.




  

    

      He takes a breath.




      You have to trust me on this. If I give in to her on this – then that’ll be it. Pandora’s box. We’ll never be rid of her.


    


  




  STEPH. – Okay.




  JOE. I’m sorry.




  STEPH. No – I understand –




  JOE. I already feel like this has tainted –




  STEPH. Joe.




  JOE. I don’t want you to think –




  STEPH. It’s okay. It’s not like I want to meet her –




  JOE. God, no.




  STEPH. I just –




  

    

      Beat.




      Do you think she saw me?


    


  




  JOE. I don’t know.




  STEPH. I’m all – my hair –




  JOE. You look beautiful.




  STEPH. I don’t care.




  

    

      Beat.




      Just – don’t do that again.


    


  




  JOE. What?




  STEPH. We decide things together – okay?




  JOE. Okay.




  

    

      He holds her.




      I just want things – want this – always like this.




      They kiss.




      Fireworks go off in the distance.




      The bar music swells.


    


  




  STEPH. Let’s go.




  JOE. Let’s run.




  

    

      He’s jokingly pulling her along. She laughs.


    


  




  STEPH. Joe




  JOE. I’m getting out of here – before you change your mind –




  STEPH. Joe –




  

    

      Only laughter disappearing up the street.


    


  




  We see only ANNE. She has two coffees in her hand. She’s looking at something on a nearby wall.




  ANNE. So – there we are. Hurtling down the dock road. And it’s happened so fast. I mean, I woke up with what I thought was Braxton Hicks at about 2 a.m. and by 3 a.m., I’ve got contractions which are three minutes apart. I couldn’t even walk across the car park. Thought I’m going to give birth on the reception floor. And Joe’s forgotten the medical book – the maternity-record thingy and he’s arguing with the girl behind reception because she won’t book me in without it and he’s like ‘Do you want her to have this baby now? Right now – on your desk?’ I’m whipped through – eight centimetres and the baby is coming. He’s coming all right. No time for drugs. No time for the inflatable ball. No time for anything. ‘Push, push, push, push.’ His head is stuck. Couldn’t get his head past my bloody pelvis. I’m in all sort of positions. Rocking back and forth. They’re trying to manoeuver his head. Ugh. Excruciating. Cut me twice. Finally forceps – And I’m in too much pain to care. ‘Just get him out. Get him out.’ And suddenly he is – he’s out – But – nothing – couldn’t hear anything. The whole room – sort of shifts. Suddenly there are doctors and oxygen and I couldn’t see – ‘What’s happening? Where’s my baby? What’s going on?’ A doctor. This woman – grey streak – never forget her – she’s trying to calm me down – and finally she says ‘What did you call him?’




  

    

      Beat.




      I say ‘Alistair’. She says ‘I’m so sorry, Alistair is gone.’




      Beat.




      I – I wanted to hold him. I knew that straight away. I just – knew. ‘Give me my baby.’ Made them. Opened my top, and I lay Alistair on me. His tiny – tiny body. Our hot tears. I hold him and I say –




      Alistair, your bedroom is blue and yellow.




      Alistair, you live on Langley Road.




      Alistair, it’s nearly Easter.




      Alistair, I call you peanut.
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