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RAY, mid-twenties


CARLA, mid-twenties


LEANNE, late teens
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Author’s Note


The following was written in response to a number of discussion groups and workshops attended by ex-servicemen who are serving prison sentences at HMP & YOI Doncaster.


They were asked for their thoughts on why ex-servicemen are over-represented in the prison population. The figure is disputed but some professionals put it as high as ten per cent.
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Lights up.


A tired backstreet pub in Doncaster, after hours. CARLA, LEANNE and SIMON in silence as though frozen. They all stare in the direction of the door. It is a long time before anyone speaks.


LEANNE. D’yer think he’s –


CARLA/SIMON. Shhh!


LEANNE (whispers). D’yer think he’s gone?


CARLA (whispers). Dunno.


Silence.


RAY (from outside the door). I know yer in there!


SIMON. That’d be a no then.


RAY (banging on the door). Let me in!


CARLA. What we gonna do?


SIMON. I dunno.


RAY. Open the fuckin’ door!


LEANNE. Ask him what he wants.


CARLA. We know what he wants.


LEANNE/SIMON. What?


CARLA (realises she doesn’t know). Go on ask him then.


SIMON (to LEANNE). Go on.


LEANNE goes to the door.


RAY (banging). Let me in! Yer hear me? I’m not goin’ nowhere.


LEANNE. What d’yer want?


RAY. To be let in.


LEANNE. Well, who is it?


RAY. Ray.


LEANNE. Ray who?


RAY. How many Rays d’yer know?


LEANNE (thinks). None.


RAY. Oh come on, Denise, open the door!


LEANNE. It ain’t Denise.


RAY. What?


LEANNE. It ain’t Denise.


RAY. Really?


LEANNE. No.


RAY. Well, go and get her then.


LEANNE. She ain’t here.


RAY. Why not?


LEANNE. She left.


RAY. Yeah?


LEANNE. Yeah.


Beat.


RAY. Get the sack, did she?


LEANNE. Nah, moved on to better things.


RAY. Really? Well, good for her.


LEANNE. Yeah.


SIMON (whispers). Get rid of him!


LEANNE. Well, I’ve got to go now. Bye.


RAY. Nah, don’t go. Let me in.


LEANNE. I can’t.


RAY. Why not?


LEANNE. Cos Simon –


SIMON silences her with a look.


– wouldn’t like it.


RAY. What, is he there, is he?


SIMON shakes his head frantically.


LEANNE. No.


RAY. I bet he is. I bet he’s right there shakin’ his head and lookin’ like a proper twat. Ain’t yer, Simon?


RAY bangs on the door repeatedly.


SIMON (whispers). Tell him to shut the fuck up!


LEANNE. Shut the fuck up!


The banging stops.


RAY. Did yer just tell me to shut the fuck up?


LEANNE. Yeah. But only cos yer gonna wake up the whole street!


RAY. I’m gonna burn down the whole fuckin’ street if yer don’t let me in! D’yer hear that, Simon?


Beat.


Simon!


SIMON (whispers). We’re gonna have to let him in.


CARLA. No!


SIMON (whispers). I don’t want the police here.


CARLA. Please, Simon.


SIMON. And it’s Ray. We can’t just leave him on the doorstep.


CARLA. Why not?


SIMON. Go and wait in the toilets for a minute. I’ll get rid.


LEANNE. D’yer know him then?


SIMON. Go on.


LEANNE. Who is he?


CARLA/SIMON. Shut up!


SIMON. C’mon, Carla, it’ll take five minutes.


CARLA. Alright, but yer better be quick.


SIMON. I will be.


Exit CARLA.


Go on then, open it.


LEANNE opens the door.


Enter RAY. He bursts in, agitated and sweaty. He has a big dash of blood down the front of his T-shirt.


Evenin’, Ray. Out for a little stroll, are yer?


RAY. ’Bout fuckin’ time!


LEANNE. Jesus, look at the state of him. Is that your blood?


RAY. Yer really ain’t Denise.


LEANNE. I’m her replacement.


SIMON. She only started last week. We have covered the basics of door-openin’, but to be honest…


RAY goes to the window and looks out.


I’ve met gerbils who learn quicker.


LEANNE glares at SIMON.


RAY closes the curtains.


Yer ain’t bringin’ trouble here, are yer, Ray?


RAY. Course not.


SIMON. It’s just I can’t help noticin’ that yer seem a bit out of sorts.


RAY. I’m alright.


SIMON. Been fightin’, have yer, Ray?


RAY. Just a straightener.


SIMON. With who?


RAY. Some bloke.


SIMON. And is he alright, is he? This bloke. Does he think it were just a straightener?


RAY. Me wife here, is she?


SIMON. No.


RAY. Yer sure?


SIMON. Not unless she’s hidin’ in the toilets.


LEANNE stares at SIMON in disbelief.


RAY. She ain’t at the house. I went there already.


SIMON. Yer sure yer okay, Ray?


RAY. Yeah. Why?


SIMON. Yer don’t look okay.


RAY. I need to speak to Carla. Where is she?


SIMON. I dunno.


RAY (to LEANNE). Get us a drink, will yer?


LEANNE looks at SIMON for permission.


SIMON. We were just finishin’ up, Ray. We don’t really lock-in like we used to.


RAY. A vodka.


LEANNE looks at SIMON for an answer. SIMON nods.


LEANNE goes behind the bar to get RAY a drink. RAY sits down. LEANNE brings the drink. RAY downs it.


Same again.


SIMON. Yer sure that’s a good idea?


RAY. I’m shakin’.


SIMON. I can see.


RAY. Every bit of me is shakin’. But it’s okay.


SIMON. Really?


RAY. I’m runnin’ out of time. But it’s okay cos I know what I need to do.


SIMON. What’s that then?


RAY. Yer get to see what’s really important when yer’ve got no time left. It’s so fuckin’ clear it’s unreal.


LEANNE. Are yer dyin’?


RAY. Only of bloody thirst. Where’s that vodka?


LEANNE goes to the bar.


She must have taken the kids to her mum’s. I’ll have this then I’ll go over there.


SIMON. It’s very late to be callin’ on an old woman. Yer’ll scare her half to death.


RAY. Good. Old witch.


SIMON. Look, Ray, I’m the first who’d have her chucked in the Don. I’m just thinkin’ of Carla, that’s all.


LEANNE hands RAY his drink. He downs it and grimaces.


RAY. Jesus. Yer still waterin’ down the spirits? (To LEANNE.) He does that, yer know? Two parts bloody water.
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