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Characters An almost bare stage. "The backdrop is a huge, grainy photograph of a

voung boy of eighieen, Danny, smaling into the camera.
Joe, tweniy : 0 1

Mary, his mother fifty-two Joe, tiwenty, enters, walks into a dim spotlight.
Johm, fier husband

Emma Price, cighleen
Elizabeth, lale thirties

Joe It wasn’t even late. Ten o'clock or something, There were
people around, masses of them. I went into a shop to get some
cigarette papers and when I came out I saw this girl give
Danny a punch in the chest, and T said hey, and she looked
The style of the piece is heightened. It requires the bare I round and her eyes were black, no colour in them, and I
minimum of naturalistic settings and props. thought she’s on something, And as I was thinking this, she
walked off; didn’t run, she just strolled, and I saw Danny
crumple as i all his bones had melted. He didn’t make a
sound, it wasi’t dramatic, not like a film, and T thought he was
Joking, but at the same time [ knew he wasn’t because there
was something weird about the way he just folded up. People
walked past him, one guy even stepped over him, most people
didin’t notice because it didn’t look serious. I went to him and
knelt down and there was blood on his shirt, a litde round
niark over his heart. It was nothing, a tiny nick, but as I held
him it spread out like a big red chrysanthemum. A guy came
over and said what happened I'm a nurse and I said I don’t
kinow is he going to be all right® His face went from normal to
the colour of paper right in front of my eyes. He went from
heing alive to being dead in that instant. T couldn’t believe it,
I'd never seen anyone dead before except our dog Tansy and
i1"s not the same with an animal, but I knew he was dead,

I saw the life drain out of him and his head was in my hands
and T was shouting fucking hell somebody do something, and
(he guy who was the nurse gave him mouth-to-mouth which
he must have known was a waste of time but I think he did it
[ me, o say look, I'm doing something, I'm doing the best I
can. 'Then an ambulance came. I don’t know who called it.
I"olice all over the place. Sirens, blue lights. People were still
puing into bars, dodging round police cars, having a quick
plance as they walked past, people who were still alive, like
he'd heen a minute ago. How could he slip from one state to
the other in the blink of an eye? I couldn’t take it in: life and
death so banged up against each other, so close there’s not a
hairs breadth between them. I thought this is not happening,
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I thought how am [ going to tell Mum? Il I hadn’t taken him
into town that night, il we hadn’t gone to Soho, if’ I hadn’t
gone into the shop for papers, he would still be alive. Someone
else would probably be dead because she was fucking nuts, the
girl who did it, but I don’t care about those other people
because I don’t know them and Danny was my brother and
now every single thing is totally fucked, for ever.

The lights fade down stightly on Joe as his mother; Mary, fifty-two,
walks into her own dim spoilight. He remains onstage, lit, but in shadowe.

Mary I'd fallen asleep in front of the television and the
doorbell rang, I was a bit bleary, I had no idea what time it
was. I was expecting it to be the boys, forgotten their key. I had
no premonition, nothing like that. John was away, but I wasn’t
afraid, I wasn't expecting anything bad at all. But as soon as

I opened the door and saw the policemen, I thought oh no. It’s
John. He's been in an accident. Ie’s had a heart attack. Or
has there been a bomb somewhere? They were very nice, the
police, they came in, I don’t remember exactly what they said,
it’s all a blur, are you Daniel Pritchard’s mother, something like
that, and of course you know it's had, they don’t send policemen
raund lightly, they don’t have the manpower. The moment
they said his name, there was a roaring sound at the back of
my head and I knew:. I think I said where’s Joe, I suddenly felt
very panicky about Joe, but they said he’s fine, Joe’s fine, which
could only mean that Dan wasn’t. But I didn’t want them to
say it, I didn’t want to know. I felt I was balancing on the edge
of something, as if my life had a hinge 1 it, and I was about
to step into some dark other place, and I didn’t want to go
there. All this must have happened over a matter of seconds
but it felt longer than that, everything stretched out like elastic,
because in these tiny fragments of time huge, inconceivable
things were happening, the world was changed in an instant.
So [ kept saying would you like a cup of tea because I was
trying to stave off’ the moment when they might tell me Dan
was dead, because as long as they didn’t say it, it hadn’t
happened. I realise this is ridiculous. Even when they did say
it, I don’t remember hearing it. And I wanted to see Joe very
badly but they said he’d collapsed, the shock tumbled him over,
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s0 he was still at the hospital. They kept telling me to sit down
but T couldn’t because sitting down somehow meant taking it
i and I didn’t want to take it in. I wanted to hop back into the
moment before they arrived at my door, when my life was just
line, and I was innocent and Danny was still alive. I'd sdll like
(o do that but it would be more than a hop now, it would he

« long, long crawl, back through all those days and wecks and
months. One day he will have been dead for more days than
he lived. He lived for six thousand six hundred and ninety-
tlee days, and I saw him for almost every one of them. It’s
strange, the things you think of, how many weeks, days, hours,
minutes did he live, this is what goes through your head when
vou can’t sleep. Sheep-counting for the bereaved. It doesn’t
wanrk though. You still can't sleep.

[l lights fade down slightly on Maxy as her husband Johm enters and
iwalhs into Fas own dim spotlight. She remains onstage, lit, but in shadoe,

John  T've taken up running I needed to stop thinking so

I used to trot round the block. Then two blocks. Two miles.
Jen miles. Twenty miles. Before it happened I couldn’t run for
i bus, Now I could do a marathon. Not that I would, because
1t would involve other people and I'm not interested in that.

I ke pounding the pavements at night, alone, with my heart
pumiping, and the blood roaring in my head, drowning out all
(the staf I T didn’t have to go to work T would run all day.
When I'm out there I don’t think about what happened,
although ics always there somewhere, but mostly I'm thinking
how (o get through the next mile, T know what it is, I'm not
stupid, T know I'min flight, Some people drink, some of them
dleep all the time, some of them take drugs. T run. We’re all

i light from the thing that’s too hard to bear. With me, I'm
o avoiding talking to people, because T've noticed since it
huppened that no one knows what to say to you. Or they think
vontwant to talk about it all the time, and actually I don’t have
(the wards, "I'his one particular woman, she said to us, at least
Ciod i Tooking alter him now and 1 thought why the fuck
winn't God looking after him before ic happened? Why did he
live (o die to get God’s attention? But most of the time 1 don’t
hiave the words, P'm just hollowed out, like an empty cupboard.
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In the daytime, when I walk down the street, I feel I've got a
flag on top of my head, saying #he man whose son was murdered.
I've seen people cross the road to avoid me. I don’t blame them,
it must be like talking to an open wound. All we want to be 1s
normal again, not murmured about, all those furtive glances,

I can’t stand the pity. But normal’s over, we know that, there’s
a new normal now. We tried counselling. A woman with purple
nail varnish, and on her left hand she had a silver ring —a
heart with a dagger through it. I thought that’s my heart she’s
wearing, and it seemed a bit insensitive of her. Mary says I'm
imagining it, she never noticed any ring. Anyway she was
rubbish, the counsellor. Nothing can make this better. Have
you noticed they’re always saying what can we learn from this
tragedy, or that one, as i’ having your son stabbed to death by
a total stranger might be part of a GCSE module called what

we can learn from random acts of pointless violence? I think of

all the things we taught him, the tricks of the trade: don’t take
sweets from strangers, look right and left before you cross,
avoid recreational drugs which involve syringes, scoutmasters
who want to share your sleeping bag, use a condom, be aware.
And we failed him. Our eighteen years of raising went for
nothing, because death came out of nowhere for no reason.
There’s no meaning to it, there’s nothing to be learnt. At three
o’clock in the morning, that’s what envelops me like a shroucd:
I can’t find any meaning initatall . . .

Laghts fade down shghtly as BExnxna enters and walks into her own dim
spotlight. The others remain onstage, lit, but in shadow, like a chorus.

Emma Evervbody hates me. It doesn’t bother me. I'm used
to it. My mum my dad my sisters brothers my nan grandad
uncles aunties neighbours people I've never even met. They all
hate me. I can’t remember anything about it, I was out of it.

I only asked him for a quid, because I'd had my bag nicked
and how was I supposed to get home I didn’t have the tube
fare and anyway I only needed a quid. That’s all. I never asked
him for twenty quid or anything. One quid. I said can you lend
me a quid mate, and he said no fuck off, didn’t even ook at me,
He could've just givenn me the money. It was only a quid. One
pound fifty, something like that. "Then I could’ve got the tube.
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Could’ve gone home and everyone would've been fine. He
houldn’t have spoke to me like that. I can’t remember anything
clies Twas out of it. It was only a quid. Something like that.
i light changes so that Joe, Mary and John are lit like a painting
Joe  We left the house together, but I came back alone.

Mary  On the table next to his bed, a cup of tea, hall’ drunk —

John  Two books, half read.

Joe  The pillow stll indented from his head.

Mury [is voice undeleted on the answerphone.

John  *We'll be back around one.’

Joo 'T'he house had never seemed so full of him.

Mary In those hours afterwards.

John  livery room vibrated with him.

loe  liverything you touched had been touched by him —
Mury Raw, and fresh, and sharp.

Johm  Not rubbed away by time.

Joe lle was more present than he'd ever heen,

Marvy  And absolutely gone.

[ohn T'his huge clanging absence, filling the house like a bell.
Mury A cousin of mine, Jane. She said I couldn’t go through

whint you've going through. 1 couldn’t do it.

Joha  Butit’s not as ift you have a choice, is it?
Jee What would she have done? Died?
Mury  Because the problem is you dow’t die. You go on. One

witnte follows another, Monday becomes Tuesday becomes
Wednesday hecomes a week. You put one foot in front of the

ey

Johim You can’t put the brake on and say stop.
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Joe We asked a doctor -

Mary Who knew these things —

John Would it have hurt him?

Joe Would he feel any pain?

Mary He shook his head.

John But how would he know?

Joe He'd never been stabbed through the heart.
Mary He said adrenalin kicks in,

John TFight or flight. A huge surge of hormones.

Joe He said an antelope felled by a tiger doesn’t feel pain.

Mary Ieels calm, in fact.

John Dreamy.

Joe Like slipping into a warm bath.

Mary A moment of fear, then a cocoon of reliel.
John  Acceptance.

Joe Something about endorphins.

Mary Isaid this is all well and good -

John  We realise you're trying to be helpful.

Joe But Dan wasn’t a fucking antelope.

Blackout.

Light on Mary and Joe. Mary is reading a newspaper
Mary Have you seen this?

Joe What?

Mary It’s her
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Joe  What?

Mawy (showing him a photo in the article she’s reading)  Who's that?

Joe (glancing at it) 1 dunno.

Mary It’s her

Joe  Who?

Mary Look at it properly.
He fooks.

Joe  Dstll don’t know.

Muary Not that one. That’s a woman called Elizabeth
MeKellan who’s doing some workshop or other. In prisons.

Joe  I'm on my way out, Mum.

Mary That one there. Look at her.

Joe Tam looking,

Mary That is the person who killed Dan.

Joe How can you tell?

Mary Something about the tilt of her head, I'd recognise it
anywhere.

Joe  They've blurred their faces, so you can’t identify them.

Pixclated.
Mary What?

Joe  That’s what it’s called. Pixelated.

Mary Well, that's her. Sitting there, alive. Doing a workshop,
while Danny’s dead.

Joe laoks more closely at the photo.

Joe I dunno, maybe . . .

Mary What is she doing laughing, while Danny’s dead?

Joe  How d'you know she’s laughing? You can’t see her face

properly.
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Mary How can she be there, functioning as normal, when
he’s dead?

Joe T'm meeting some people, Mum, I'm going to be late,

Maxy (veading from the article) .. working with women
prisoners, to help them understand the narrative of their lives,’
They’ll be offering them aromatherapy next. All-expenses-paid
trips to health farms in Thailand.

Joe I'm going, OK?

Mary 'The person who killed your brother is sitting around |
at workshops telling her hife story.

Joe 1don’t care what she does, Mum, because I don’t give a
fuck about her, OK? Stop reading this shit. Stop torturing
yourself.

He takes the paper from her and throws ol down.
See vou later,
He goes out. Spotlight on Mary. She goes lo retrieve the paper.

Mary DBut I couldn’t stop thinking about her. T put the
article in my desk drawer, tucked away like a love letter. And
every so often I'd get it out and stare at the photo of Emma
Price, as il it might hold the answer to something. I was willing
her to turn round, to look me in the eye, so I could say to her

Why did you do it?
Blackout.

Lights up stage right on Joe.

Joe You know in American films when tragedy strikes and
the family all hold each other and sob and say I love you
Mom, I'love you Dad? Why didin’t we do that? Our family just
imploded. We went from four people to three people and the
balance is all screwed up. There’s a space where there used to
be a person and you can’t fill it. My dad, he never cried once,
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not as far as I know, not mn front of me, and that’s not because
e dhidin’tlove Dan, he did, he loved him more than me, they
Lioth did. Dan was their favourite. They say that’s not true but
i P coot with ie. T've always known it. These are the things
it Dan was: clever, funny, handsome, witty, graceful, charming,
illectionate, and now he’s dead these things are written in

(e They will never alter, they can never be contradicted.

1o was only eighteen, he didn’t have time to fuck up.

Lihts up stage left on Johmy, in an armchair, with a glass of whisky and
i hottle next to fim,

John  You shouldnt have left him on the street at that time
ol nighe,

Joe  lowas ten o’clock, Dad.

John  What were you doing in the shop anyway?
Joe  Buving something. What else would I be doing?
Jolin  What?

Joo  What ’'vou mean what?
Jehi  What were vou buying?
Jow  Papers, T was buying papers.
Johine  Papers?

Jow  Clhganetie papers,

Johin  What were you going to do with them?

e 1 was going to make a papier méiché model of the Taj
Viahal

Jehie  Nou were going to roll joints.

Joe Whateven

Il Dan’'t whatever me, your hrother’s dead -




12  The Long Road

Joe AndI didn’t kill him -

John II you hadn’t been buying papers to roll joints
Joe Sphfls.

John What?

Joe Nobody says joints. It could have been a can of Coke, it

could have been anything, She would still have been outside.
She would still have had a knife. And he would stll be —

John TI'm not blaming you

Joe You are blaming me.

Mary comes in with Elizabeth, lale thiries.
Mary This is Elizabeth McKellan.
Elizabeth IHave I come at a bad moment?
John  Are you from victim support?
Elizabeth No

John Because they're a bunch of arses.
Joe TI'm off. He’s pissed, by the way.

He starts to go.

Mary Joe, stay, please.

John Anybody can go on a two-week course and come out
a trained counsellor which just means they can hang around your

house drinking tea and saying how are you feeling now and

why do they say trained counsellors? Is there an untrained variety?

Elizabeth Well, I'm not a counsellor so you're OK -

John We don’t need anyone else saying how does that make
you feel and you must be very angry, they say it in that mincing

little Horlicks voice, just add hot milk, God, I fucking hate
them -

He pours himself another drink.

WMy
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Muary  Elizabeth has been working with prisoners. She met
(e pitl ... she met Emma Price.
d Ve

John  Sorry?

dlizabeth FEmma Price. She met her

John [ don’t understand.
I want us to talk about it -

John  About what?

Yloe Mum, I don’t think you need this at the moment —

IMuary  Don’t tell me what I need, you have no idea what I

i ||.
lilizabeth I thought you'd told them T was coming?
ohn  Somebody tell me what’s going on here.

Tary T asked Elizabeth to come because there’s something
nine into our lives that we can’t talk about —

o¢  We never fucking stop talking about him —
Tary I don’t mean Dan. I mean her,
ohn Who’s fer?

Tary The girl who did it. Emma Price. You must think
ihont her.

ohn I don’t, I refuse to.

Aury  Oh for God’s sake, she may as well have moved in
vith s —

ohn  She murdered our son.
Tavy I know, but —
ohn  But what?

Mury She can’t just be — there must be more to her than
[
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John What's does it have to do with us, what she is or what
she isn't?

Mary I need to understand —

John No. You want it to mean something. But it doesn’t.
He geis up. Looks at Elizabeth.

John  You should be ashamed of yoursell. Feeding off
people’s grief. Telling them there’s some nirvana at the end
where it'll all make sense and we’ll all understand -

Mary She never said that —

John (i Elizabeth) I'd like you to leave.

Mary [Iinvited her here.

John OK, Il go.

Mary John, please stay —

John I don’t want to talk about this.

He goes out, stightly unsicadily.

Joe Dad. ..

He follows him out. Maxy looks at Elizabeth, Jelplessly.
Mary I'm sorry.

Elizabeth You should have told them. You told me you'd
discussed it.

Mary [ meant to. I tried.
Pause.

I'm not asking them to excuse her. I'm not asking them to like
her, or feel sorry for her. Jesus, I can’t tell you some of the
thoughts I've had. One night I dreamt T was chasing her along
Old Compton Street, and I managed to grab her by the hair,
and as she fell, her face looked up at me, white and smooth
like an egg. So I stamped on her head and it was an ege, and
there was a little bloody foetus there, amongst the yolk and bit
of shell. What does that mean, d'you think?
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Elizabeth Probably that you wanted to kill her. Reasonably
enough.

Mary If it was your child who died, would vou want to kill
her?

Elizabeth Yes.

Mary Why d’you do this?
Elizabeth Whar?

Mary The prison stuff.

Elizabeth Not because I'm a saint.
Mary Good. I hate saints.

Elizabeth My brother was put away for dealing, I used to
visit him. And I got to like prisons. His, anyway — which was
[airly enlightened. Does that sound odd?

Mary Yes

Elizabeth The people are great.

Mary The prisoners?

Elizabeth Lots of them. Yeah. Why shouldn’t they be?
Mary I never thought of it like that.

LElizabeth The weird thing about prisons is, you walk
through the door and there are all these people who've done
terrible things, but also all these people who've done wonderful
(hings. Middle-aged women teaching murderers about gamelan
tusic, Vicars and rabbis and imams and shopkeepers, retired
schoolteachers, minor aristocrats — plus fraudsters, killers,

dealers, druggies, and people who won't pay their council tax —
5 £g peog P

(hey're all there, org"mmng choirs and photogx aphy workshops,
hook clubs, and God knows what else, for no money, no kudos,
nobody knows about them. There’s a whole world in there.

Mary So prison’s a hit like the Women’s Insttute, is that
what you're trying to say?
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Elizabeth No, sorry, obviously, they’re not all doing creative
writing and anger management courses. Some of them are
doing home-made tattoos and being thoroughly miserable. Just
like the outside.

Mary Good. I'm glad. Why should she be singing her head
off in a choir when Dan’s dead?

Elizabeth 1 don't think she is in a choir somehow.

Mary D’you know, I've imagined beating her to death with
a baseball bat. I've imag‘ined setting her on fire, shooting

her, running her over in a tank. Things that scare me, things
I've never felt before, never imagined before. There’s this
kaleidoscopic rage inside me, and I realise I could kill someone.
She kills my son, so I kill her, I wipe her off the face of the
carth. I could do it. Truly.

Elizabeth I believe you.

Mary Ifeltil Tknew a bit more about her I might be able
to see her as a human being, Because it’s no good feeling like
this, it’s killing me. Feeling like a murderer is killing me.

Stlence.

Can I show you a picture of him?
Elizabeth I'd like that.

Mauxy lakes a pholograph from a drawer

Mary John put all the photos away after the . . . aller it

happened.

She hands the photograph to Elizabeth.
Elizabeth He’s very handsome.
Mary He was, wasn’t he?
Elizabeth He looks like his father.

Mary We've still got all his clothes. My sister keeps telling
me to give them away, but I can’t. She thinks it’s because T go
into his room and stroke the m, or something. But it’s not that,
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it’s stupider than that. I can’t get rid of his clothes because I
keep thinking he might need them. When he comes back.

I know, of course, that he’s not coming back. But there’s some
fathomless part of my brain that won’t accept it. It doesn’t
seem to he processed properly. And then I look at his shoes,
and they’re still, you know, moulded to the shape of his feet.
You can see the shape ol each toe, imprinted there on the
insole, the soft pad of his heel. And it seems somehow wrong
to throw that last bit ol him away because we'll never see his
feet again. He actually had a very beautiful feet.

Stlence.

Elizabeth After the — after what happened —
Mary You can say murder.

Elizabeth Is that what you say?

Sometimes. Sometimes I just call ic T call 1t 1t Or
. Belore the . ..

Mary
‘the’. After the . .
Llizabeth Yes.
Mary Some people call it ‘the thing’. The thing that
happened. Killing, and murder, they're literally unspeakable.
You watch people trying to lorm the words. As if they’re
(alking through shards of glass. John couldn’t even say ‘dead’
[or the first few months.

lilizabeth How is he coping now?

Mary You saw him. What do you think?

Llizabeth It’s normal. What he’s doing is normal.

Mary When he’s not running, he’s in his shed, A kind of
olfice thing in the garden.

Ilizabeth What does he do there?

Mary Nothing. I spied on him once from the upstairs
Ledroom and he was sitting bolt upright, staring at the wall,
When I looked back an hour later he was still there. Still
Living at the wall.
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Pause.

I think he’d shoot her, you know, if he met her. If he had a
gun with him.

Elizabeth Does he have a gun?

Mary God, no. But he used to be in GND. And now he’s
pure Old Testament. He’d like to smite and scourge and turn
her into a pillar of salt.

Elizabeth Wouldn't you?

Mary It won’t bring him back, will it? I can say that even
though I'm still expecting him to walk through the door at any
minute. The college rang up a couple of months ago to ask if
he was still taking up his place next year, and d’you know what
I said? I said, “Yes.” Because it seemed too premature to say he
was dead. And too cruel. My parents are dead. Shakespeare’s
dead. The Queen Mother. But I can’t seem to put Dan into
that category, with all those dead people.

Pause,

I realise this is completely mad. Dead people are dead. They
don’t go to college. But I can’t help it. I still think he might.

Pause.
What'’s she like?
Elizabeth Fmma Price?

Mary She looked normal in court. Not vicious or threatening,
or mad. Normal.

Elizabeth She 1s and she isn’t.
Mary Meaning?

Elizabeth On the one hand she’s completely normal and
on the other she killed your son. Which is not really a normal
thing to do.

Mary So she’s what? Mad?
Elizabeth You could say damaged, I supposc.
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Mary I know all about damage. Everywhere I turn I hit a

hlank where Dan used to be. The fridge is full of the food he

liked, those plastic cheese slices, bright pink yogurt. Joe won'’t
cat them. Why am I still buying this stuff? It’s as if I'm saying,
don’t worry, you may be dead but I'm still taking care of you.

Huse.

Does she have any idea what she’s done? The stupid, ignorant,
nellish — I looked at her in court and she looked about twelve.

I could strangle her. I could beat her to a pulp. I wish she had
never been born. She’s a waste of space, she’s using up resources
that could be put to better use. I mean, what is the point of
her being alive? Why should she be walking around breathing
when Dan is ashes in an urn?

\ie looks vound the room and takes a pot from a cupboard. Bangs it on the
tithle.

['here. That’s Dan. That’s the son I gave birth to, That’s what
he's done. And even like that he’s a better person than she will
cver be.

e takes the lid off the pot, and takes out a handfil of ash.

I thought it would be just grey, but look, it glints in the light,
there are flashes of green and blue, like jewels, can you see
them? Look how he catches the light, even now.

e,

We don’t know what to do with him. So he sits here on a shelfl.
\iiel every so often I take him down and run him through my
Hpers,

Vi looks al Elizabeth,

Muary | had an idea the other day. I thought I'd mix him in

ith the muesli, and I'd eat a bit of him every day, and for
nine deranged reason, this was very comforting to me. I mean,
L my son, he was inside me once before, he’d be coming
Lnie, ina way: It seemed quite logical. And then it occurred
e that they’d lock me up if T did that.
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She puts the ashes back in the pot.

Look at what she’s done to me, she’s turned me into this person

I don’t recognise, she’s turned me into a person I hate, who’s
seriously considering eating the ashes of her dead son. How
could one stupid, inconsequential, vicious girl do so much
damage?

Pause.

I'll never forgive her.

Pause,

Ever.

Elizabeth No. Why should you?

Mary That’s what John and Joe are alraid of. They think
P'm asking them to do that, and I never would. Before it was

John, Joe, Dan and me. Now it’s John, Joe, me and Emma

Price. And I thought I needed to know something about her,
even if I do want to kill her,

She rummages through her bag

I got our lawyer to get the social worker’s report. The one the
Jjudge took into account when he sentenced her.

She takes out a sheet of paper and hands it to Elizabeth.
Mary Read it and tell me what you think
Elizabeth Now?

Mary Yes.

Elizabeth (readingy ‘Emma Price. Born 27 May 1989, in
Bethnal Green. Mother, Anne Marie, nineteen at the time of
her birth, already had eighteen-month-old twins, one of who
had recently died. Cause of death listed as cot death. Twing’
father not named, Emma’s father named as Jason Price, but
doesn’t seem to have been much in evidence during childhooc
When Emma was two her mother married someone called
Damien Wilkins, had another child, boy named Franklin.
Marriage broke up soon afterwards. Two years after that, her
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mother married again, much older man named Mick Harris,
Two children from this marriage, which ended when Mick was
sent to prison for fourteen years for armed robbery, Mother
subsequently had several relationships, twice hospitalised
hecause of domestic violence. Emma lived variously with
mother, maternal grandmother, next-door neighbour, a second
cousin, and was brielly, aged seven, taken into care. Mother
had drug- and alcohol-related problems, but otherwise an
adequate mother.’

Pause.

Mary Did you know any of this?
Elizabeth Some ol it.

Mary So is that why?
Elizabeth Why what?

Mary She did it.

Llizabeth It’s just a list of historical facts. It might explain
some things, it might not.

Mary A bad upbringing’s not an excuse,
lilizabeth No. It’s not. But —

Mary There are no buts.

iniese,

Flizabeth What is it that you want, Mary? You've obviously
pone to enormous trouble to get this report, to track me down —

Mary I wantto ... understand.

Lilizabeth You can’t say ‘T want to understand’ on the one
hind and T will never change how T feel about this” on the
other, Understanding will change how you feel. It always does.
I'Tiat’s the point of understanding, isn’t it?

Mary 1 can see that. I'm not stupid.
y I

Llizabeth This is a long road you're choosing to go down.
Yon might feel better about certain things, but you’ll probably
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feel worse about others. And I wish T could say you'll feel
better at the end of it, but it’s possible you won't.

Mary In 1989 Dan was born in Chiswick. Two months
fater, Emma Price was born in Bethnal Green. They never met
cach other until she stabbed him to death. T need to piece
together how this came about. I need to understand how those
two lives collided so catastrophically.

Elizabeth OK.
Mary What did you realfy make of her? When you met her?

Elizabeth She was pretty quiet in the workshops, Hard to
draw out.

Mary What did she say?

Elizabeth Absolutely nothing at all for the whole eight weeks.
Apart from yes and no. But she’d chosen to come, nobody
torced her to do it. She must have come for a reason. At the
end of the very last session, when everyone else was leaving,
she asked me if I would see her sometimes. She’d never had
any visitors,

Mary Why?

Elizabeth Her mother’s ill. She’s not close to the rest of her
family.

Mary How often d’you see her?
Elizabeth Once a fortnight.
Mary DYyou like her?

Pause.

Elizabeth I don’t dislike her.
Mary And she’s very damaged?
Elizabeth I'd say so.

Mary Is she mentally ill?
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Elizabeth No. She’s just completely fucked up. And T know
this is not what you want to hear, but from time to time, she’s
also extremely funny.

Pause.
Mary Funny?
Elizabeth Yes.
Mary Right.
Pause.

Funny. It’s not what I was expecting, T don’t associate ‘funny’
with . ., people like that.

Elizabeth Like what?

Mary Murderers. Which of course is ridiculous, T mean, they
can’t be in murder mode all the time, can they? They must do
normal things like tell jokes and go to the supermarket. When
(hey're not murdering peaple.

Llizabeth It's not usually a lifestyle choice. Murder. More a
moment of madness.

tiise.
Mary So. She’s funny, then, Emma Price.
Ilizabeth Yes,
Mary Dan was funny.
lilizabeth Was he?

Mary I don’t suppose he’d find this very amusing though.
Notmany laughs in sudden, premature, violent death. Still, it
hasi’'t spoilt fer sense of humour, apparently. The little fucker.

Hlachout.
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Lights up on Johm, with a glass of whisky.

John  I'm not pissed. I just need something to take the edge
off; because I've done my knee in and I can’t run. To be honest,
I'am putting away a bit more than T used to, but I don’t know
how to do this stone-cold sober. Before it happened, we were

a tight little family. We were a unit. It wasn’t Little House on the
Prairie, but we were solid. And now there are cracks appearing
everywhere, huge fissures opening up, crevices where there
were none before. Joe thinks Dan was our favourite, but he
wasn’l. He wasn’t.

Pause.

It’s just . . . Dan carried all our hopes and they died with him.
He was the clever one. He was going to be a lawyer, I felt he
was going to be a better version of me, the me I'd liked to have
been. But that’s not to say that we don’t love Joe just as much,
It’s just . . . I'm ashamed of this, [ really am, I hate myself, but
I feel the future died with Dan. And I know I shouldn’t feel i,
I'know it’s wrong. We still have Joe and thank God for that, but
I can’t help it. Everything’s been chipped away from our family
and all the fault lines exposed, all the nerves. No one should
have to go through this. And now Mary wants us to talk about
the girl that did it to us. Why? I want to wipe her off’ the face
of the earth, T don’t want to spend a single moment of my life
thinking about this woman, I want her not to exist, [ don’t
want to hear her name, as far as I'm concerned she hasn’t got
a name. What does she mean, we have to talk about her?
What good will that do? I'm not interested in peaple in prison,
they’ve nothing to do with me, they’re criminals, they've
wrecked people’s lives and 1 refuse to think about them.,

Pause,

I don’t know where this stuff comes from actually. It doesn’t
even feel like me talking. I'm saying things 1 find . . . hateful.
Hate-full. Full of hate. That’s what I've become. T've become
a person I despise. I can feel it like battery acid, corroding me.
And I hate that too. I hear this venom coming from my mouth
and I think who is this speaking, it’s not me, I'm trapped
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inside, a tiny diminished me, not much more than a speck
really, waving a desperate semaphore. I went to the doctor last
week and I said I've got this pain in my chest, just here, and
he said that’s your heart, and I said I know it’s my fucking
heart, T know it is. Why did I imagine there was a pill I could
lake? Why did I think he could take the pain away? The only
lime it goes away is when briefly, for a moment, I imagine
hooting her.

Mackoudt.

[1uhts up on Exoma, sitiing at a table talking to Elizabeth.
Vnma o5 unnaturally chirpy.

Fmma If there’s one thing I'm an expert on it’s drugs. 1
vould do a degree in drugs, I'd get honours. Dope, crack, coke,
Hppers, downers, little jelly things I don’t even know what they
were, I'd take anything, bottles of cough mixture, my nan’s
leeping pills, and I loved vodka, I don’t know if it’s classified
aadrug, is it?

Elizabeth Not really, although —

limma I loved it. And whisky, I'd drink that. Chivas Regal.
Cinzano. Tanqueray Gin. Ilove all the names. Noilly Prat,
over had that? Pve always had exotic tastes. Can't stand
leopops, although I mean I would if there was nothing clse
pomg. But Iwouldn’t choose them, you know? Have you ever
had a drink called Dubonnet?

lllizabeth My grandmother used to drink it.

Lmma [ found some in this old woman’s flat, I was looking
dter her cat. I showed it to my nan and she said that’s
'bonnet, it’s delicious. And it was.

Ilizabeth Which old woman was that?
Finma I can’t remember. She lived upstairs.

Iilizabeth When?




26 The Long Road

|
Emma 1found a bottle of this other stuff once, it was called
something like Suze. T showed it to my nan, she said it’s French.
L used to know a girl called Suze, she was mental. This was
made from some sort of vegetable, artichokes I think, or
maybe it was some sort of herh, anyway it’s bright yellow like
piss and it makes you wince, but actually after a couple of
glasses it’s quite nice. Actually it might not have been artichoke.
It sounds like a disease, doesn’t it” Artichoke. Ever had it?

Elizabeth The disease?

Emma It’s not a disease, I told you, it’s a vegetable. You canl
eat it. But this was a drink.

Elizabeth It sounds disgusting,

Emma It’s all right if you mix it with a big bottle of Coke.
['had it when T was about eight, I nicked a shopping bag in
Selfridges when T was bunking off and there it was. Sixty Silk
Cut, a box of cheese straws, a bottle of brandy and a hottle of’
Suze. Oh, and a packet of Pampers. Some alcoholic must hav
nicked a kid. I've never seen Suze again. You ever seen it?
Elizabeth No, I-—

Emma I'm an expert on all the things that blow your head
off, tuck your brain up, and make you feel nice and woozy. I've
been drinking since T was six, no kidding. Had my first spliff
when I was eight, nicked it from my mum’s friend, T can’t
remember his name, but he was sort of like my dad at the
time. It didn’t make me sick or anything, and T smoked the
whole thing, Yeah. I've always been advanced for my age.

Pause.
You don’t believe me, do you?

Elizabeth Were you close to your nan® You mention her
a lot.

Emma What's that drink called? It’s bright blue.

Elizabeth Whereas you hardly ever mention your mother.
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Emma You think I'm not going to drink that, it’s a weird
colour, nothing you eat’s blue, is it?

Elizabeth No.

Emma Or maybe there is something. Can you think of
anything?

Elizabeth No.

Emma Smarties. Can you get blue Smarties?
Elizabeth Possibly.

Emma Its not natural, though, is it? Smarties aren’t a
natural product. You don't, like, grow them, do you?

Elizabeth No. But your point is?

Emuma I dunno, oh yeah, Cura-something, that’s what it’s
called.

Elizabeth What?

Emma This drink. The blue one. I can’t pronounce it. 1
drank a whole bottle! I bet you think that’s impossible, don’t
you? How d’vou think I did it?

Elizabeth Curacao.

Imma  What?

Llizabeth Blue Curacao. That’s the name of drink.

Evama You mix it with Coke and you can’t tell it’s blue. Tt’s
only the colour that puts you off. D’you see?

Llizabeth Very ingenious.

Emma Yeah, If you ever need advice on cocktails, I'm the
person to come to.

Elizabeth What happened to your arm?

'mma I could write a book on cocktails, that would be a
liugh, seriously though, I could, why shouldn’t I, that girl ofl
Mz Brother wrote a book, you know who 1 mean?
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Elizabeth I was just asking about your arm.

Emma There’s only one thing that bothers me about this
place: it doesn’t have a bar. I mean, I know you can’t have a
bar in a prison, we’d all be off’ our faces, and me I'd be getting
into trouble because when I've had a few I can get a bit you
know, but I miss it, it’s the only thing I miss, the absolute only
thing,

Elizabeth There’s a bandage sticking out from your sleeve.
I can see it. There. What's that?

Emma Oh, yeah. IU's a bandage.
Elizabeth What happened?

Emma Cut myself.

Elizabeth How?

Emma God, shut up will you?
Elizabeth How did you cut yourself?
Emma [ was depressed.

Elizabeth You did it on purpose?
Emma I'm fine. I've got no problems.
Elizabeth Have you done this before?

Emuma  Jesus Christ, what fucking planet are you living on,
of course I've done it before you stupid cunt.

Stlence.
Well, you are. Stupid fucking question.
Elizabeth I think —

Emma Go on thew, piss off, I know you're dying to get
away.

Elizabeth [I'm not.

Emma Well, you're an arse then. What d’you want to stay
here for and be insulted?
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time I come 1n?
Emma You're coming back, are you?
Elizabeth D’you want me to?
Emma [ wouldn’t bother if I was you.
Elizabeth D’you want me to?
Emma shrugs.
Emma It’s up to you.
Elizabeth But would you like me to?
Emma What d’you think I'm going to tell you?
Elizabeth I'm sorry?
Emma Are you waiting for me to tell you my life story?
Elizabeth Isn’t that what you've heen doing?

Fmma ['ve not told you anything yet. I've just told you a lot
of crap I made up.

Pause.
Elizabeth Why did you ask me to visit you?

Emma I can’t remember. It must have seemed like a good
idea at the time.

Fause.

D’you want to know about my nan then?

Elizabeth 1Yyou want to tell me?

Emma She was great. She died though.
Elizabeth How old were you when that happened?

Emma She was a tiny little thing, Loved her booze, That’s
what killed her, I don’t think she was that old, fifty or something,
she would always give me a nip ol something. Cherry brandy
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I had oft her once. She loved it with lemonade. And she
always had these sweets, cherry lips, they were called, tasted
like perfume, we used to eat whole handfuls. And liquorice
allsorts, Jelly babies. Toblerones. We used to sit there watching
Countdowon with a huge glass of rum and Coke each, and a

Toblerone. It was gorgeous. I thought I was really sophisticated.

Getting pissed with my granny, aged nine. Fucking mental if
you think about it.
Fause,

And then she went and died. She used to say, just a tiny drop
of rum for you, you're only little, and then she’d give me a
huge great slug of it. I don’t thinks she understood measures
and that. One of the first binge drinkers, my nan. She was

2 laugh though. And then she went and died. Which 1s the
reason I became a junkie streetwalker with a knife in my
pocket and the reason I ended up in here,

Elizabeth Really?

Emma [Nah. That would be the film though, wouldn’t it?
“Tormented childhood and death of grandmother turns girl
into killer.’

Elizabeth So what d’vou think the real reason might he?
Emma Haven't a clue. Probably I'm quite a bad person.
Elizabeth Is that what you think?

Emma What am Iin here for?

Elizabeth Sorry?

Emma What crime?

Elizabeth Murder

Emma Exactly Murder. A very bad thing I'm a danger
to the community. A very bad person. I'm a violent criminal.
I'm evil.

Elizabeth Is that what you think?

Fmma What?
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Elizabeth That you're evil?
Emma [ dunno. Why?

Elizabeth That’s what you just said.
Enmma [Ill say anything, me.

Elizabeth If I said that his mother wanted to contact you,
what would you say?

Emma Whose mother?

Elizabeth Daniel Pritchard’s.

Emma Who's he?

Elizabeth You know who he is.

Pause.

Emma Why? Why would she want to do that?
Elizabeth She just wants to make contact, that’s all.
Emma Why?

Elizabeth Have you anything against it in principle?
Emma [ don’t know.

Pause.

What’s she going to do, shout at me?

Lilizabeth [ don’t know

limma gefs up.

Imma [ have to go. You can bring me some cigarettes next
lime, il you want.

She goes. Blackout.
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Lights up on Mary, Joe and John. They’re sitting at a table, with a
cloth on it They ve jusi finished supper. Johm is drunk. There’s a botile
of whisky next fo him and a glass at lus elbowe. The atmosphere is
strained.
Maxry That was nice, wasn’t it?

Silence.

Being together. As a family.

Stlence.

Joe Can I go out now?

Mary Just sit here . . . a few minutes. That’s all.

Joe Why?

Mary I'm trying— A family should -~ we should eat together —
Joe We just have. Can I go now?

Mary It’s important.

Joe We never did this when Dan was alive. Why do we have
to do it now?

Mary Tell him, John.
John

Mary Why we need to sit down together once a day as a
family.

Tell him what?

John Let him go if he wants to.
Joe Thanks, Dad.

He goes. Marxy gets up to clear the table.
John Sit down,

Mary I'm just-

John Sit down -

She does so. He fiddles around in lis pocket and brings out a piece of

paper

-
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John (reading)  “Dear Emma Price, My name is Mary Pritchard.
Daniel Pritchard, the boy you killed, was my son. This is not

a hate letter, so please don’t throw it away. The only time I saw
you was in court, and you looked so normal to have done such
a terrible thing: And now you seem to be part of our lives,
squatting in our family like a huge cuckoo. The fact is, I am
haunted by you, and I know nothing about you. T wondered if
you could write back to me and tell me a little about yourself?
I'realise you must think this very strange, but it would help me
so much it you could do this. T need to understand what has
happened. I need the whole story so that I can make sense of
this senseless thing, Thank you very much. Mary Pritchard.’

She looks at him, afraid. He iakes a large shig of whisky.
John  Were you actually going to send this?
Mary 1

John  Because it’s mad, this is the sort of thing a mad person
does —

Mary I'm entitled to madness.
John No, no, please don’t do this.

Mary [ have no illusions about it. I'm not expecting closure,
whatever the hell that is, P'm not expecting to move on
anywhere

John  You were actually going to send it?

Mary I-vyes—1-

John  What were you expecting her to say? Sarry?

Mary Tor God’s sake, John, d’you want to keep running for
the rest of your life —

John T've stopped running,

Mary You're getting through four bottles of whisky a week!
You're still running away. I can’t tell if you're running from it
or me, you're never sober enough to tell me! T used to get into
bed and you'd set off round the block for « jog and come back
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three hours later. Now I get into bed and you're downstairs in
front of the telly with a hottle of whisky —

Johm While vou're up there writing love letters to 2 murderer -

Mary Oh don't talk crap, you know nothing, you understand
notfung —

Johm Kits her acioss the face. She hits him back. They ve never hit each
ather before. They both reel. Joe appears.

Joe 1 forgot my — What happened?

John and Mary are both in tears.

John Nothing It’s over.

e goes lo Mary.

John Sorry. I'm so sorry.

Joe What did you do?

Mary We - nothing - there was a disagreement —
John I hit her [ hit her. I'm sorry.

Joe Jesus Christ, Dad, what’s happening? What are you
doing to each other?

Mary It's OK

Joe It's not OK! D’you want to know what’s happened? The
most important person in this house, the person behind every
thought, every impulse, every daydream or screaming match,
is Danny. A dead person. A dead person is in charge of our
lives.

Mary Joe-

Joe Why don’t you ask me what I want occasionally? Go on,
ask me. I'll tell you. I'd like to be considered as important as
my little brother, who happens to be dead. I'd like parity with
the stiff, if that’s not too much to ask. In fact, I'll go further
than that. I'd like be considered more important. Because the
great thing about me is that I'm actually breathing, which
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I'think gives me the edge over a kilo and a half of ash sitting
in a tub on the kitchen shelf,

Stlence.

Or maybe you disagree?

John fries to speak, but can’t.

John [I-—1- that’s not

He turns away and goes out.

Joe What is his problem?

Mary Leave him alone, Joe, please.
Pause.

Joe What happened?

Mary He found a letter I wrote to Emma Price. He thinks
I'want to forgive her or something,

Joe Do you?

Mary I don't know what I want.
Pause.

I want to be free,

Joe Of what?

Mary Aslong as ['m shackled to her I'm shackled to
Danny’s murder, and he was more than that, He was more
than just a violent death,

Joe  So what are you going to do about it?

Mary I thought you were going out? Go on, you need to get
out of here —

Joe  Why did he hit you?
Mary [ hit him back, by the way.

Joe You've never hit each other. Ever.
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Mary He's tryving to deal with Danny being killed his way,
and I'm trying to deal with it my way. And the problem is, my
way makes him want to kill me, too.

Blackout.

Laghis up on Emma and Elizabeth. Emma s holding a letter
which Elizabeth has just handed over.

Emma Who's it from?

Elizabeth Mary Pritchard.

Emma Who's she?

Elizabeth Daniel Pritchard’s mother. I told you about her.
A beat.

Emma What does she want?

Elizabeth Why don’t you read it and see?

Emma No thanks.

She tries to hand it back to Elizabeth,

Elizabeth It’s addressed to you. Keep it. You might want to
read it later.

Emma 1won't

Elizabeth Keep it anyway.

Emma What does she want?

Elizabeth Why don’t you read the letter?
Emma Why don’t you tell me?
Elizabeth She asked me to give it to you.
Emma I don't want it

Elizabeth Is that what you'd like me to tell her?
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Emma Tell her anything you like.
Elizabeth OK.

Stlence.

Emma Did you bring my fags?

Elizabeth Yes.

Ske rummages m her bag and tokes out @ pack of cigareties.
[ couldn’t get the Rolos. They didn’t have any.
Emma Where?

Elizabeth At my local shop.

Emma Must be a pretty poxy shop.
Elizabeth Well, they didn’t have any.

Emma Get Rolos anywhere. Poxiest shop on earth sells
Rolos.

Elizabeth This one doesn’t.
Emma Cosit’s poxy.
Elizabeth Are you going to read the letter or not?

Emma You could have got me a bar of fruit and nut
instead.

Elizabeth [I'll leave it with you.
Emma  Or a packet of Starbursts.
Llizabeth You can read it later.

Lmma  Starbursts used to be called Opal Fruits. Did you
know that?

Illizabeth Yes.

mma A KitKat would've done. Fuck’s sake. What’s a
Kidkat cost? Nothing. Have a break, have a KitKat.

Llizabeth puts the letter on the table between them.
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Elizabeth I'll leave it here, OK?

Emma Stop going on about the fucking letter, will you?
Elizabeth Stop going on about fucking conlectionary.
Pause.

Emma ['ve never heard you swear hetore.

Elizabeth Well, now you have.

Emma Anyway, I like confectionary. Or sweets as [ call
them.

Elizabeth Tl get you a KitKat the next time.

Emma You coming back then?

Elizabeth What d'you mean?

Emma Why d'you bother? I'm a waste ol time.
Elizabeth No you're not.

Emma [ lucking am.

Elizabeth You can certainly be very trying

Emma (impersonating her) “You can certainly be very trying’
Elizabeth That’s not a very nice thing to do, Emma.
Emma “['hat’s not a very nice thing to do, Emma.’

Elizabeth Look, we can waste this visit, or we can make it
worthwhile, it’s up to you.

Emma I don’t give a fuck, I never asked you to visit me.
Elizabeth Actually you did.

Emma I don’t even like you, you're a cunt with a stupid
voice, I even hate what you look like and you don’t smell right,
you smell fucking terrible, has no one ever told you that?

Elizabeth is unfazed. She saps nothing

Emma Have you ever eaten out of a dusthin?

The Long Road 39

Elizabeth No.

Emma [ have.

Elizabeth Really.

Emma [ was hungry

Elizabeth says nothing

Emma You don’t believe me, do you?
Elizabeth Why d'you think that might be?

Emma [ was eight or nine. My brother and me used to go
round the bins. One time we found half a birthday cake, just
with a bit of ash on it.

Elizabeth You must have been very hungry.
Emma Ha ha, [ was only joking.
Elizabeth Were you?

Emma Guess.

Elizabeth You were hungry. Why?

Emma Because no one fed us because my nan was in
hospital.

Elizabeth Where was your mother?
Emma Off somewhere,
Elizabeth Where?

Emma [ can’t remember. She used to go out and not come
back. But she must have gone lor ages this time because there
was nothing in the house to eat and we didn’t have any money
so we went round the bins.

Elizabeth [I'm so sorry. That must have been horrible,

Emma Yeah, it was pretty poxy. You feel a right charlie.
Yeah.

Puause.

My nan used to say that. ‘A right charlie.”
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Elizabeth Was there no one you could have gone to?
Emma My nan, but she was in hospital, I told vou.
Elizabeth How long did this go on for?

Emma 1 can’t remember now. I think the woman next door
took us into her place and gave us some baked beans.

Fause.

I know what you're thinking, I bet you think I'm going to go
whining on again about my rubbish childhood and everything,
but I'm not, I mean, it can’t have been that bad, can it, or I'd
be dead. Like my brother. Someone shot him, I'm not kidding,
It’s ridiculous, it's like a joke my family, you couldn’t put us on
the telly, no one would believe it, we’ve got drugs, shootings,
being on the game, broken noses, social services, horrible sex
stufl’ and half’ the time the electric’s cut off. We're one of those
families you read about in the papers, the judge said my
background was pitiful. Rude bastard. He’s right, mind you.

I just don’t think he should've said it in public, in front of people,
you don’t want everyone to know your mum was on the game
and your grandad was a kiddie fiddler, 1t's not your fault.

Elizabeth No, it’s not your fault.

Emma OK, which bit of what I just said’s not true?
Elizabeth Most of it?

Emma Which bit? Guess.

Elizabeth [I've no idea.

Emma Because you see the other thing they said about me
is I'm a bit of fantasist.

Elizabeth Yes.

Emma D'you think T am?

Elizabeth [ think you make things up.

Emima Not everything, Some ol what I say’s true.

Elizabeth I know
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Emma Ha-ha! Which bit?

Elizabeth [I'm not sure.

Pause.

Emma This woman who wrote me the letter,
Elizabeth Mary Pritchard.

Emma What’s she want?

Elizabeth I don’t know.

Emma Why not?

Elizabeth Because the letter’s addressed to you, not me.

Emma Didn’t you ask her what she wrote?
Elizabeth No.

Emma [I'd have sneaked a look at it.

Pause.

What d’you think she wants then?

Elizabeth Why don’t you just read it and see?
Fause.

Emma He was rude to me. Very fucking rude.
Elizabeth Who was?

Emma He made me really pissed off.
Elizabeth Daniel Pritchard?

Emma He didn’t need to tell me to fuck off,
Elizabeth You didn’t need to stab him.
Emma He grabbed my tit.

Elizabeth You didn’t need to stab him.

Emma [ was ofl my face, I was not in possession of my
faculties. And he was a fucking rude hastard.

41




42 The Long Road

Elizabeth You don’t kill people because they’re rude.
Emma I did though, didn’t I?

Elizabeth And you were

Emma Coked out of my head.

Elizabeth So you asked him for money. He said fuck oft
and you stabbed him.

Emma Yeah.

Elizabeth What was going through your head?
Emma [ can’t remember I was -
Elizabeth Out of your head.

Emma Yeah.

Sthe gels up.

Anyway. See you.

Elizabeth Are you off?

Emma Yeah. See you.

Elizabeth OK.

Emma Go on then. Bye.

Elizabeth Tl see vou next time, yes?
Emma [If you want.

Elizabeth furns to go.

Exama (holding it onf)  You [orgot your letter,
Elizabeth It’s not my letter it’s yours.

She goes. Exama looks at the letter for a long time. She puts it in her
pocket without opening it.

Blackout.
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Lights up on Mary, John and Elizabeth.

John I don’t care if she had a rubbish childhood, { had a
rubbish childhood and I don’t go around stabbing strangers
because they won’t give me the money for erack or heroin or
whatever it was. Her dad was a sadistic arsehole? That’s not
a reason, it’s not an excuse, fuck the mitigating circumstances,
my dad was a sadistic arsehole —

Mary No he wasn’t, you just made that up.
John —andT don’t go around killing peaple

Mary Well, good for you. What is the point of comparing
yourself' to this girl?> What are you trying to say? That you're
a better person? We know that -

John Of course I'm better than a murderer!

Mary [ can’t believe we're having this argument, it's absurd —
John You started it

Elizabeth geis up.

Elizabeth Look, I'm going to go, and you can call me later
in the week when you've sorted out what it is you want to do.
[ anything.

John Good idea.

Mary Sit down, he doesn’t mean it.

John Yes I do.

Elizabeth Look, for what it’s worth, I don’t think you should
visit Emma. Yet.

John  You think she’s going to be grateful for your forgiveness
or something, but all it’s going to do is rake up more grief and
more pain —

Mary I never said I was going to forgive her. T just believe
she might — it might give her the chance to — T don’t know . . .
she might . . . say sorry . . .

John  Oh, don’t be so fucking ridiculous!
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Mary It’s not impossible, is it, Elizabeth?
Elizabeth Well . .. I wouldn’t bank onit. ..
John You see?

Elizabeth I mean, obviously it’s not impossible —
Mary That’s not the reason I'm doing it.

Elizabeth I actually think Emma and I are getting
somewhere, But she can’t apologise until she completely
understands what she’s done, d'vou sec?

John She killed someone. She went to prison. What's nof to
understand?

Mary I know what I'm doing, and I know you don’t, but 'm
going to meet her. You can stay in the dark, but I'm walking
towards the light.

Blackout.

Lights up on Mary and Emmaa. Visiting lime.
Mary Hello.

She siares af Emma,

Emma Hi

Fause.

Mary How are you?

Emma Fine.

Payse.

Mary Good...

Pause.

Thank you for agreeing to meet me.
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Emma Whatever.

Mary I'm glad you did.

Pause,

Are you?

Emma Am I what?

Mary Glad. That we could meet.

Emma shrugs.

Mary You weren’t nervous?

Emma What about?

Mary Meeting me.

Emma It doesn’t bother me.

Mary Doesn'tit?

Emma No.

FPause.

Mary Danny was our youngest son.
Emma Yeah.

Mary We have another son called Joe. He's twenty,
Emma Right.

Mary Danny was about to go to university.
Emma Good for him.

Elizabeth appears with thice polystyrene cups of tea.
Elizabeth Three teas.

Emma I don’t want tea.

Elizabeth So don’t drink it.

Emma [ wanted coffee.

Elizabeth Well, I -
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Emma Forgetit. It doesn’t matter.

Mary Pleasc. Get her a coflee, could you?
Elizabeth Sure.

She goes.

Emma Why did you do that?

Mary I suppose I'm trying to show that I mean you no harm.
Emma Why?

Elizabeth Because . .. I don’t. Mean you any harm.
Emma You fucking mental?

Elizabeth What d’you mean?

Emma Nothing Forget it.

Silence.

Mary How are you . .. how are you finding it?
Emma What?

Mary Prison.

Emma It’s fine. I don’t have a problem with it.
Mary Tt must be very difficult being away from your family.
Emma You haven’t met my family:

Mary No.

Emma Right Is that it then? Can I go now?

Mary I've only just got here.

Emma What d’you want me to say”

Mary [ don’t know

Emma What you doing here then?

Mary I don’t know.

Emma Jesus Christ . . .
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Mary Elizabeth’s gone to get you a coffee, you can’t go yet.
Emma [lizabeth’s a wanker.

Silence.

Mary You read my letters?

Emma No.

Mary Why not?

Emma T've been busy.

Mary With what?

Elizabeth comes back with the coffee.

Elizabeth Here we are,

Mary What have you been husy with?

Emma Bring any sugar?

Elizabeth puts the sugar on the table. Exama puts three in her coffee.
Emma I love sugar

Mary You said you've heen busy.

Emma [ love anything sweet. I can eat a whole hox of Coco
Pops. Not those tinsy ones from the variety pack. A big huge
family one, In one sitting. T like sweets, sugar, chocolate,
anything like that T can eat, but you know what T can’t eat,
olives, what is the point of an olive, I mean what is it, it tastes
like shit, who invented the olive -

Elizabeth Emma
Emma What?

Elizabeth Mary doesn’t want to hear one of your food
rants —

Emma But what ¢s an olive?
Mary It’s a ffuit.

Emma It not a fucking fruit.
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Elizabeth It doesn’t matter what olives are, we've established
you dor’t like them, so can we move on

Emma An orange is a fruit. An apple. An olive is like a
piece of shit.
Elizabeth PFmma, come on —

Emma A pineapple is a fruit. A lime. Lime’s my favourite
flavour. I love lime Starbursts. But can you imagine, right, an
olive-flavoured Starburst? No, right, because a) it would be
disgusting, and b) an olive is not a fruit.

Elizabeth [Let’s get over the olives, can we?

Emma OK.

Pause,

But it’s not a fruit though.

Elizabeth [Iine.

Pause.

Emma Why doesn’t she just tell me what she wants?
Mary I don’t want anything,

Emma So what’s she doing here then?

Mary Perhaps if you read the letters —

Elizabeth You told me vou fiad read them —

Mary IDD’you still have the letters, Emma?

Emma Yeah, somewhere.

Mary Why is it you worr't read them?

Emma stares stonily ahead.

Mary Is it because you were frightened of what T might say
in them?

Emma No.

Mary Isit—
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Emma Look, I don’t want to talk about the fucking letters,
OK? I don’t want to read them because whatever you have to
say, 1 don’t want to know, OK? I got no idea what you're doing
here. Maybe you want to tell me how lovely your bloody son
was, well, I hate to disappoint you he wasn’t lovely he was a
little shit. And I've got nothing to say to you, so piss off.

Mary is shocked. She gels up.

Elizabeth Mary -

Mary No. I made a mistake. ’'m going,
Emma Good. And don’t come back.
Mary Iine. I won't

She goes.

Elizabeth What the hell was that about? Why did you do
that? We’d been through this, we'd discussed every possibility,
yvou told me you’d read those letters, what on earth were you
doing?

Emma fiddles with her fingers, says nothing

Elizabeth Can you imagine how much effort it took for her
to come m here? Have you any idea what she’s been through?
Or d’you think it’s all about you, is that it?

Emma She kept going on about the fucking letters.

Elizabeth Well, she did take the trouble to write them. The
least you could do was to read them.

Emma DI'm never going to bloody read them, OK?

Elizabeth OK, I give up. I can’t believe what you've just
done ~

Emma T can’t read them. D’you hear what I'm saying?
Llizabeth What d’you mean, vou can’t?
Emma [ can't

Pase.
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Elizabeth Oh.

Pause.

Why didu’t you tell me this?

Emma Because it's fucking embarrassing, why d’you think?
A beat.

Elizabeth Does anyone know about it?

Emma No.

Elizabeth Oh, Emma. ..

Emma I can do my name, though.

Elizabeth That’s good. That’s a start.

Emma And sometimes I look at newspapers and books and
pretend. So someone says to me you want to read this book,
it’s great, and I go what’s it about and they tell me and I go
what’s it called and they tell me and they lend it to me. And
then 1 pretend I'm reading it, then I say to someone else, you
want to read this book, it’s great, and I tell them what it’s
about and everything

Elizabeth Have you kept the letters?
Emma Yeah. Of course [ have.

A beat.

No one’s ever sent me a letter hefore.

Blackout.

Lights up on Maxy. She is sitting staring into space. John and Joe are
with her

Mary I should never have gone.
Pause.

Go on, say it. Say I told you so.
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John  What happened?
Mary She’s horrible.
Joe Like vou thought she was going to be lovable?

Mary Inmy head I saw mysell . . . not forgiving, but . . .
what? I don’t know. Bestowing some sort of blessing on
someone who doesn’t exist. Certainly not the person I met.

John What did she say?

Mary She went on about olives.

Joe Olives?

Mary Is an olve a fruit or not.

John It’s a vegetable, isn't it?

Joe 1It's a snack.

Mary You see? You're doing it now.

John How did you get onto olives in the first place?

Mary No idea. Anyway. Then she said Danny was a little
shit.

Joe She didn’t know him, Mum. She never met him.

John  She has to say that. Obviously. Because if he wasn’t
a shit why did she kill him?

Mary She didn’t read any of my letters, she called Dan a
shit, she was rude, she didn’t care. She has no concept of what
she’s done, or if’ she has she couldn’t give a damn.

Stlence.

Joe Maybe you should give it another go, Mum.

John No. It’s too much. You tried. It’s enough.

Joe I'm just saying. Maybe her first instinet was right. Mayhe
she should go with it.

John Look, can we just get something straight here. I'm
prepared to admit the girl might have problems

Wl
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Joe Well, what a fucking genius you are, Dad

John I know she must have things wrong in her life, of course
T know that, but I don’t seem to be able to care, I cannot care
ahout it, or her, or her scabby childhood or anything else because
every time I think about her I just see her putting a knife into
Danny and every time I think about her he’s killed again and
so am L

Pauyse.

And T just want us to forget her. Why can’t we just forget her?
Joe Because we're shackled to her, Dad. And Mum’s trying
to unshackle herself.

John Because she’s a better person than I am.

Joe No.

John I can’t do what you're doing, Mary.

Mary I'm not asking you to.

John But it makes me feel like bad person. Sa you're cast as
Mother Teresa and 'm Adolf Eichmann —

Mary That is not what’s happening -

John When you saw her, what did you feel?

Mary What?

John She’s sitting there in front of you. She killed your son.
What did vou feel?

Mary I don’t know ...Iwas expecting rage, butno ... Pity,
I felt. And despair. Because she was so . . . ordinary. An ordinary
cocky girl. And it made me feel like it didn’t mean anything,
that Dan was dead and it was just random and pointless and . . .
ordinary —

She goes to the shelf, takes dowen the wn of ashes and slams it on the table.

Why didn’t you value your life more? Why didn’t you just give
her the money? You should have died in bed at the age of
cighty-five, you stupid — How could you do this to us, Dan, how
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could you be so careless, how can you be dead for nothing, you
could have crossed the road, why couldn’t you have just not
been there

She smashes the wrn on the table.

Blackout.

Laghts wp on visiting time. Mary, Emma and Joe.

Mary Thisis my somn, Joe.

Emma Hello.

Joe Hi

Mary Joe was there. The mght it — when it happened.
Emma Right.

Mary [ wanted my husband to come too, but he won't. He
can't do it. Not vet.

Emma shrugs.

Emma Whatever.

Pause.

Mary Anyway. How are you?

Emma OK.

FPause.

Mary [lizabeth told me about the letters,
Emma Yeah.

Pause,

That’s why — it wasn’t — I just — I felt stupid or something,
Pause.

I’m sorry but this is really fucking weird. ICs doing my head in
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Mary Yes. It is weird.

Emma [ mean, you're sitting here with . . .

Joe The person who killed her son. My brother.

Fause.

Emma I I had my time over again I wouldn’t have done it.

Mary You're not going to have your time over again though,
are vou?

Emma No. But I wouldn’t have done it.
LPause.

Mary Thank you.

Emma But [ did.

Mary Yes.

Eoama 1 did do it

Mary Yes.

Emma Fucking hell.
Fause.

So. There you go.
FPause.

I said he told me to fuck off and he did but loads of other
people had said fuck off an’ all, because I was probably being
a bit of a pain.

Mary OK.
Emma I said he grabbed my tit.

Joe Dan wouldn’t have done that.

Puause.
Emma Yeah. He didn’t,
Mary OK.
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Emma He didn’t do anything,
Mary So...?

Emma [ don’t know why Ididit. Tjust. .. was...angry
or something . . . I didn’t mean . . . I didn’t think it would, you
know, damage him so much . . .

Pause.

I didn’t mean to ruin anyone’s life.

Mary What about your own?

Emma Mine was rubbish o begin with.
FPause.

Did you hear me? I said I never meant it. T never meant to kill
him.

Mary Yes, I know, thank you.
Emma Is that what you wanted to hear?

Mary When I got here I thought I might tell you that I
forgave you.

Pause.

Emma You can’t do that,

Mary No. I can’t. I could say it but T don’t feel it.
Joe I can’t forgive you either.

Emma So what do you want?

Mary I thought. .. we thought. .. Joe and T - we thought
it might be something we could . . . work towards.

Pause.

Emma Are you taking the piss?
Mary No.

Pause.

Did you bring the letters with you?
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Emma Yeah. D’you want them back or something?

Mary I thought we could read them together.

Emma [can't:

Mary I know We'll teach you.

Pause,

Emma [t’s too late, isn’t it?

Joe No.

LPause.

Emma OK...

Joe When d’you want to start?

Emma lakes the letters from her pocket and pushes them across the table.
Mary opens the first one, and weads, pointing out the words {o Emma.
Mary ‘Dear Emma Price, my name is Mary Pritchard.
Daniel Pritchard, the bov you killed, was my son . . .’

Fade down lights.

Spatlight on Mary.

Mary [ thought when I started this, that all I had to do was
say / forgive you, and the healing would start. But I can’t say 1t.
Yet. Not truthfully anyway. It’s a long road, I understand that
now. Sometimes I feel forgiveness and sometimes 1 don’t.
Sometimes, [ wake up in the morning and for a split second,
I forget that Dan is dead. And when T remember, 1t's as new
and harsh and as overwhelming as it was on that very first
morning, And T don’t feel [ull of forgiveness and love, | f(l?f:l-
full of despair and anguish and fury at the person \:\‘}.‘10 did It.
Forgiveness wouldn’t make the grief go away. "Thats whaF I ve
learnt, I must have hoped it would, but when T started this I'd
no idea what I was doing, No one tells you how to do these
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things, you don’t expect you'll ever need to. So I'm groping
along in the dark, as best I can.

Spotlight on Joe.

Joe My mum’s much better at it than me. Sometimes I find
it hard — you look at her and she’s just this girl and she’s even
quite nice. So she’s this quite nice girl who did this thing, This
terrible thing. And I feel this rage coming up from deep down
in my stomach, and 1 think it's going to burst from my throat.
But I have to try and hold the two things side by side in my
hands: the ordinary girl, the terrible thing, Because I think now,
they’re both true. They both have equal weight. One doesn’t
cancel out the other. Does it?

Spotlight on John.

Jobn I can’t do what they’re doing. But I don’t hold it against
them any more. 'm on my road, they’re on theirs, The house
is calmer now. There seems to be some purpose to the day. I'm
running again. It’s pathological, I know, but it’s better than
whisky. The ather day, Mary said to me, Tf you could have
anything at this moment, what would it be? Something possible,
Not Dan being alive.” And I couldn’t answer at first, I couldn’t
think of anything. But then it came to me: dignity. I'd like for
us to have some sort of dignity,

Pause,

I don’t want people to think we’re brave or pitiable, T don’t
want to be admired or healed, jollied along, moved on, cheered
up and counselled. I just want . . . the grief to be accepted for
itself, nothing more, nothing less. And I want to be allowed the
dignity of carrying it, as best I can. Without flowers tied to
lamp posts, and cuddly toys left in the rain. It’s not a thing we
value any more, but pain is something we must bear and we
should be allowed to be proud in the bearing of it. I never
really thought about it before. But dignity is what makes us
human. Dignity gives us meaning. Dignity is as vital as air . . .

Spottight on BExama and Elizabeth. Emma is hesitanily reading o
letter:
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Emma °... Thisis not a hate letter, so please don’t throw it
away. The only time I saw you was in court, and you looked so
normal to have done such a terrible thing. And now you seem
to be part of our lives, s — s’

She struggles with the word. Elizabeth looks at il
Elizabeth Squatting,

Emma °...squattng in our family like a huge cuckoo. The
fact is, I am haunted by you, and I know nothing about you.

I wondered if you could write back to me and tell me a little
about yourself? I realise you must think this very strange, but
it would help me so much if you could do this. I need to
understand what has happened. T need the whole story so that
I can make sense of this senseless thing, Thank you very much.
Mary Pritchard.”

She looks up. EXizabeth smiles at her
Blackout.




