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  Characters




  MUSTAFA, late thirties; a prisoner




  SHABIR, early forties; a solicitor, Mustafa’s brother




  DAN, thirties; a prison officer




  LEN, sixties; senior prison officer




  Mustafa is wearing a taveez on a black cord around his neck throughout the play.




  Both Mustafa and Shabir came to England as children. They do not have Asian accents. Shabir is well spoken; he pronounces Urdu/Islamic words in an anglicised way. Mustafa’s pronunciation will be correct in both Arabic and Urdu for someone with Pakistani heritage; he’s not as posh as his brother.




  Square brackets [ ] indicate speech that’s intended but not said, or interrupted before the bracketed words.




  An ellipsis (…) indicates an unspoken or unfinished thought.




  The author requests that no real religious books/text/Qur’ān be used in production to avoid any unintended disrespect. With thanks.




   




   




  This text went to press before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  







  




  Scene One




  Day. A single-occupancy cell in an old, previously disused, wing of a UK prison. The cell is fronted with bars and looks onto a corridor. The cell door is open and the contents of the cell (bed, sheets, books, paper and some bits of chalk) are strewn all over the place. DAN, a prison officer, is looking for something – keeping one eye on the door to the corridor. LEN, a senior prison officer, enters. He looks disapprovingly at DAN, who keeps working.




  LEN. What’s going on here?




  DAN (jumps). Eh?




  LEN. What you doing?




  DAN. Jesus, Len! Cell search – legit.




  LEN. We’ve only just moved him in here. (Enters cell.) What did you think you’d find?




  DAN. He doesn’t eat anything – you noticed? I been watching him – close. Lads did a search last week – found zilch. There’s a twenty in it if I find something, apparently!




  LEN. I don’t believe it…




  DAN. Someone’s gotta be smuggling some grub in for him… Just dunno who or where the hell he stashes it. Thought, now he’s been moved, it might be easier to find… Anyway, gotta confiscate something, haven’t we – keep him on his toes?




  LEN. We?




  DAN. Yeah – me and the lads.




  LEN. You soft sap, the lads are out there having a coffee and another ginger biscuit probably – who do you think’s gonna get in trouble if the guv finds out you been in here for no reason?




  DAN isn’t listening – he’s crawled under the bed and we only see his legs as he searches around. LEN looks around the cell. He picks up a book that is strewn somewhere in the cell and places it on the shelf.




  Show some respect, Dan.




  DAN (crawls out from under the bed). What?




  LEN. His books, they’re religious, you know…




  DAN. Yeah, course I do – didn’t mess with his Qur’ān – it’s over there.




  The Qur’ān is sitting in the sink.




  LEN. In the sink?




  DAN. Yeah – I’ve been careful, don’t worry. Wouldn’t wanna risk him getting upset now, would I? He doesn’t read ’em anyway – think he’s got ’em all down by heart you know.




  LEN. Yeah, he’s a right clever so-and-so – unlike some I could mention. (Pulling the book out and wiping it.) Ah, what’s the use?




  LEN picks up any other books he can see on the floor and places them on the shelf.




  DAN. I don’t get it… I’ve looked everywhere – he ain’t got anything in here.




  LEN. Like what?




  DAN. No KitKats, no crisps – not even a bleedin’ mint!




  LEN. He’ll be done with his solicitor soon – so you better get it sorted in two [minutes]. Dan, are you listening, son, it is not ‘legit’ to go through his things over a bet!




  DAN. You’re not gonna grass me up, are ya?




  LEN. Not if you put it all right by the time he gets back in here. Confiscating something doesn’t mean you trash his cell.




  DAN. Just a bet with the lads, that’s all – freak’s got everyone wondering what he’s up to, ’specially after [today] –




  LEN. They know what he’s in for and they’re using it to spook each other out. Think his solicitor’s trying to get an appeal. Let’s hope he’s successful.




  DAN. You are kidding, right? After what he done?




  LEN. I’m not saying let him off – just… we’re full up in here as it is.




  DAN. Full up everywhere’s what they’ll say. Couldn’t give us a hand?




  LEN folds his arms. DAN starts to clear up.




  LEN. This guy’s more trouble than we bargained for.




  DAN. D’you hear what happened lunchtime?




  LEN. Yeah, I heard.




  DAN. And?




  LEN (gives in and starts helping DAN). And – two prisoners got into a ruck, happens every so often – it shouldn’t be a surprise.




  DAN. Yeah, but it wasn’t any old ruck –




  LEN. It was a fight, Dan.




  DAN. Well, I was there – I was looking right at him –




  LEN. Really? And what is your specific interest in this prisoner?




  DAN. It’s my job! Anyway, point is I was standing right there when Tony kicked off – that’s the thing, this geezer looks all quiet and weedy but he smashed Tony right in the face with his –




  LEN. I’m having a word with him about it tomorrow, all right?




  DAN. Better you than me, man, talk about drawing the short straw, eh, Len – don’t think there’s many people wanna be in a room with him.




  LEN. I’m his personal officer – that’s the end of it.




  DAN. Yeah, but –




  LEN. Zip it.




  DAN. I know, but –




  LEN. We’re supposed to be keeping it calm in here, okay? We start getting excited and we’re all screwed. Focus. And if you can’t do that then we should at least…




  LEN trails off as he looks down on the floor. There is a circle drawn on the floor in chalk.




  DAN (overexcited).What is it?




  LEN. Don’t know – just a circle – d’you see any chalk in here?




  DAN (looks around). Yep!




  LEN. Why’d he be drawing circles on the floor?




  DAN. Maybe it’s some magic witchcraft stuff?




  LEN. Give over.




  DAN. Shall we make him clean it off?




  LEN. Why?




  DAN. Cos… I dunno.




  LEN. It’s a bit of chalk, Dan. Did he do it in the other block?




  DAN. What, when he was in with a cellmate? No chance, we’d have heard about it. Probably got excited now he’s in isolation, can do what he likes.




  LEN. Except eat KitKats, apparently.




  LEN gets up and dusts himself off.




  Closed this block off years ago – can’t believe we’re back.




  DAN. Were you here when this bit was open?




  LEN. Yeah, remember when they closed it off too.




  DAN. Man, you’re old.




  LEN. Thank you. (Looking around.) Barely passed the safety, I bet.




  DAN. Should make him feel right at home – magic Mustafa.




  LEN. Oi! It’s thanks to comments like that he’s in here, on his lonesome. Keep getting excited and he’ll be in here for longer than we can manage – means we’ve got to make the trek over to check on him.




  DAN. ’S just one extra corridor, Len.




  LEN. Yeah, might be to you, but some of us could do without the extra exercise. Can’t get the staff as it is.




  DAN. Thanks a lot!




  LEN. Pleasure’s all mine.




  End of scene.




  Fade.




  Scene Two




  Same day, continuous. A room for prisoner meetings with their legal representatives – known amongst the prison staff as ‘the goldfish bowl’, as it has a large glass window for officers outside to keep an eye. A table and two chairs sit in the middle of the room. SHABIR, a solicitor, is seated with a briefcase of files beside him. MUSTAFA, a prisoner, is seated opposite him. MUSTAFA’s face is badly bruised from the incident in the dining room that day. An officer stands outside the room. Both SHABIR and MUSTAFA have been silent for some time while SHABIR sifts through some paperwork. SHABIR glances at his watch whilst sifting.




  MUSTAFA. You must be busy.




  SHABIR. Yes.




  MUSTAFA. Did it take you long to get here?




  SHABIR doesn’t respond and continues to sift through the papers.




  How did you know?




  SHABIR. What happened to your face?




  MUSTAFA. Someone tell you?




  SHABIR. I’m a solicitor. Believe it or not, word gets round. What happened to your face?




  MUSTAFA. Inmate. Think he likes me.




  SHABIR. You spoke to them about it?




  MUSTAFA glances through the glass at the officer.




  MUSTAFA. Yes.




  SHABIR. And?




  MUSTAFA. They put me in a cell by myself.




  …




  Didn’t expect to see you here. What happened to Peter?




  SHABIR. You fired him, apparently. Said you didn’t need a solicitor any more because you weren’t going to appeal?




  …




  I’ll contact him if you want –




  MUSTAFA. No. No, it’s okay.




  SHABIR. Good, because he wasn’t exactly the best man for the case – wasn’t exactly unhappy about me taking it off his hands either.




  MUSTAFA. Yeah, I guess.




  SHABIR. We’re going to appeal. Get a sentence reduction if nothing else – but I need more time on this paperwork, sort you out a barrister, a good one this time.




  MUSTAFA. What are my chances?




  SHABIR. Can’t say right now – need some time.




  …




  MUSTAFA. Who told you?




  SHABIR. When did you get back from Pakistan?




  MUSTAFA. While ago.




  SHABIR. And you didn’t think to tell me?




  MUSTAFA. Sorry.




  SHABIR. Sorry? Is that it? Typical, I don’t see you for ages and now this. Look at you, your face, your eyes – have you slept, have you eaten properly?




  MUSTAFA. No… But it’s okay… Been praying – any time I get, no time for sleep.




  SHABIR (starts gathering the paperwork).Yeah, well, you need your strength – now more than ever. I’m sure God won’t mind if you get a square meal and put in a good night’s sleep.




  MUSTAFA is displeased with the last comment, but says nothing.




  MUSTAFA. How are you?




  SHABIR keeps gathering the paperwork and putting it into his briefcase.




  You don’t want to be here.




  SHABIR. Why didn’t you call me? You didn’t even think to call me?




  MUSTAFA. I don’t know. Thought you might be busy.




  SHABIR. This is not a joke, Mustafa!




  MUSTAFA. I wasn’t [joking] –




  SHABIR. How the hell do you think I feel when you don’t call me to let me know you’re back from Pakistan – to tell me you’re in court, for God’s sake! Instead, I have Malik walking into my office to tell me my brother’s been done for manslaughter and he thinks I ought to help you with an appeal!




  MUSTAFA. Malik came to see you?




  SHABIR. Yes. Unannounced. Walked straight into my office – how do you think that looked?




  MUSTAFA. I’m sorry.




  SHABIR. Stop saying that.




  MUSTAFA. But I am. I’m sorry you were embarrassed by the way Malik looked.
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