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Characters

NOUGHTS

Played by white actors

CALLUM MCGREGOR

MEGGIE MCGREGOR, his mother

RYAN MCGREGOR, his father

JUDE MCGREGOR, his brother

LYNETTE MCGREGOR, his sister

SHANIA, a schoolchild

COLIN, a schoolchild

LEILA, a member of the Liberation Militia

MORGAN, a member of the Liberation Militia

PETE, a member of the Liberation Militia

SARAH PIKE, the Hadleys’ Secretary

FUNERAL GUESTS

SHOPPERS

BOMB-INJURY VICTIMS

RESCUE WORKERS

EXECUTION WITNESSES

PRISONERS

CROSSES

Played by black actors

SEPHY HADLEY

KAMAL HADLEY, the Deputy Prime Minister, her father

JASMINE HADLEY, her mother

MINERVA HADLEY, her sister

NEWS REPORTER

MR CORSA, headmaster of Heathcroft High School

JOANNE, a schoolchild

DIONNE, a schoolchild

LOLA, a schoolchild

STANHOPE

JUNO AYLETTE, Kamal Hadley’s PR

KELANI ADAMS, a barrister

MR PINGULE, a barrister

PRISON GOVERNOR

JACK, a prison guard

CLERK OF COURT

SERGEANT COLLINS, a policeman

CONSTABLE JONES, a policeman

PRISON OFFICERS

STUDENTS

PROTESTORS

POLICEMEN

SHOPPERS

BOMB-INJURY VICTIMS

RESCUE WORKERS

KAMAL HADLEY’S ENTOURAGE

KAMAL HADLEY’S MINDER

EXECUTION WITNESSES

JOURNALISTS

Scenes should flow into one another with no gaps. No blackouts except where stated. There should be a minimum of props and clutter.


ACT ONE

Scene One

The Beach.

SEPHY (to audience). My family’s private beach. This was my favourite place in the whole world. Kilometres of coastline that was all ours, with just a couple of signs saying ‘Private Property’ and some rickety old wooden fencing at each end, through which Callum and I had made a gap. This was the one place in the world where nobody else would find us. Since Callum’s mum stopped working for my mum, we’d been meeting here every day. That was three years ago now. And we’d meet here every day for ever. No one could stop us.

SEPHY and CALLUM sit together. The sound of waves.

CALLUM. Can I kiss you?

SEPHY. Pardon?

CALLUM. Can I kiss you?

SEPHY. What on earth for?

CALLUM. Just to see what it’s like.

SEPHY. Do you really want to?

CALLUM. Yeah, I do.

SEPHY. Oh, all right then. But make it fast.

CALLUM faces SEPHY. She tilts her head to the left. So does he. She tilts her head to the right. So does he.

Do you want me to tilt my head to the left or the right?

CALLUM. Er, which side do girls normally tilt their heads when they’re being kissed?

SEPHY. How should I know? Have I ever kissed a boy before?

CALLUM. Tilt your head to the left then.

SEPHY. My left or your left?

CALLUM. Er… your left.

She does so.

SEPHY. Hurry up, before I get a crick in my neck.

CALLUM licks his lips and moves closer.

Oh no you don’t. Wipe your lips first.

CALLUM. Why?

SEPHY. You just licked then.

CALLUM. Oh. Okay.

CALLUM wipes his lips.

SEPHY. Hurry up.

CALLUM kisses SEPHY. After a moment, SEPHY withdraws.

Yuk! Callum! What did you do that for?

CALLUM. It wasn’t that bad, was it?

SEPHY. I don’t want your tongue on mine.

CALLUM. Why not?

SEPHY. ’Cause… our spit will mix up.

CALLUM. So? It’s meant to.

SEPHY considers this.

SEPHY. Let’s try it again.

They kiss again. After a while, SEPHY pulls away.

That’s enough.

CALLUM. Sorry.

SEPHY. Why are you apologising? Didn’t you like it?

CALLUM. It was… okay.

SEPHY. Have you ever kissed any girls besides me?

CALLUM. No.

SEPHY. Any Nought girls?

CALLUM. No.

SEPHY. Any Cross girls?

CALLUM. No means no.

SEPHY. So why do you want to kiss me?

CALLUM. We’re friends, aren’t we?

Pause.

SEPHY. What’s the matter?

CALLUM. Nothing.

SEPHY. What’re you thinking?

Pause.

CALLUM. Sephy, do you ever dream of just… escaping? Hopping on the first boat or plane you come across and just getting away from here.

SEPHY. This place isn’t so bad, is it?

CALLUM. Depends on your point of view. You’re on the inside. With your dad’s job and everything. You can’t get much more on the inside than the Deputy Prime Minister.

SEPHY. If you do go away, will you take me with you?

CALLUM. We’d better get on with it.

He gets books out of his bag.

SEPHY. You’ve already passed the entrance exam. Why do we still have to do this?

CALLUM. I don’t want to give any of the teachers an excuse to kick me out.

SEPHY. You haven’t even started school yet and already you’re talking about being kicked out. You’ve got nothing to worry about. You’re in now. They accepted you.

CALLUM. Being in and being accepted are two different things.

SEPHY. I’ve just had a thought. Maybe you’ll be in my class. Wouldn’t that be great?

CALLUM. You think so?

SEPHY. Wouldn’t you like to be in my class?

CALLUM. It’s a bit humiliating for us Noughts to be stuck in the baby class.

SEPHY. What d’you mean? I’m fourteen.

CALLUM. I’m nearly sixteen. How would you like to be in a class with kids two years younger than you?

SEPHY. The school explained why. You’re at least a year behind, and –

CALLUM. Noughts-only schools have no computers, hardly any books. My maths class last year had forty students. How many would you have at Heathcroft?

SEPHY. I dunno. Around fifteen.

CALLUM. Well, there you go then. Hardly our fault, is it?

Pause.

Sorry. I didn’t mean to bite your head off.

SEPHY. Are any of your friends from your old school going to join you at Heathcroft?

CALLUM. No. None of them got in. I wouldn’t have either if you hadn’t helped me.

Pause.

Come on, we’d better get back to work.

SEPHY. Okay. Maths or history?

CALLUM. Maths.

SEPHY. Yuk.

CALLUM. It’s the universal language.

SEPHY. Pardon?

CALLUM. Look at how many different languages are spoken on our planet. The only thing that doesn’t change, no matter what the language, is maths. That’s probably how we’ll talk to aliens from other planets. We’ll use maths.

SEPHY. Are you winding me up?

She gets her book out of her bag.

CALLUM. You should free your mind and think about other cultures and planets and, oh, I don’t know, just think about the future.

SEPHY. I’ve got plenty of time to think about the future when I’m tons older and don’t have much future left, thank you very much.

CALLUM. There’s more to life than just us Noughts and you Crosses, you know.

SEPHY. Don’t say that.

CALLUM. Don’t say what?

SEPHY. Us Noughts and you Crosses. It makes it sound like… like I’m in one world and you’re in another.

CALLUM. Maybe we are in different worlds.

SEPHY. We aren’t if we don’t want to be.

CALLUM. If only it was that simple.

SEPHY. It is.

CALLUM. Maybe from where you’re sitting.

Pause.

SEPHY. How come I never go to your house any more? Aren’t I welcome?

CALLUM. Course you are. But the beach is better.

SEPHY. Is it because of Lynette? ’Cause if it is, I really don’t mind about your sister being…

CALLUM. Barking?

SEPHY. No, not ‘barking’, no.

CALLUM. Then what?

Pause.

SEPHY. Sorry.

CALLUM. Maybe it’d be better if we don’t talk to each other when we’re at school.

SEPHY. Why on earth not?

CALLUM. I don’t want you to lose any of your friends because of me.

SEPHY. But that’s just silly. They’ll love you.

Silence.

What’s wrong?

CALLUM. It’s just… It doesn’t matter. Give me a hug.

They go to hug.

JASMINE (offstage). PERSEPHONE! INSIDE! NOW!

SEPHY. Cripes! Mother.

CALLUM. You’d better go.

SEPHY. How did she find out I was here?

CALLUM. Just go.

SEPHY. But, your lesson…

JASMINE (offstage). PERSEPHONE! WHAT ARE YOU DOING!

CALLUM. Hurry up.

SEPHY. See you tomorrow.

SEPHY grabs her things. She quicky kisses CALLUM on the lips and then runs off.

Scene Two

Callum’s House.

CALLUM (to audience). Looking at our run-down hovel, I could feel the usual burning churning sensation begin to rise up inside me. My stomach tightened, my eyes began to narrow. Soon as I opened the front door, there was our living room with its fifth-hand threadbare nylon carpet and its seventh-hand cloth sofa. Why couldn’t my family live in a house like Sephy’s?
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