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Characters

PART ONE

Scene One, US, African Americans

SON, teenager

MOM

Scene Two, US, African Americans

OLDER MAN or OLDER WOMAN

YOUNG WOMAN, student, approximate age nineteen, same character as in Scene Ten

Scene Three, UK, Black British

WOMAN

Scenes Four, Seven, Nine, Twelve, US, African Americans

ADULT, male

YOUNG ADULT, male

Scene Five, UK, Black British

FRIEND 1, female

FRIEND 2, female

Scene Six, US, African Americans

SON, same character as in Scene One

MOM, same character as in Scene One

DAD

Scene Eight, UK, Black British

MUM

DAD

SON, teenager

Scene Ten, US, African American

YOUNG WOMAN, same character as in Scene Two

Scene Eleven, UK, Black British

MAN

PART TWO – US

FEMALE, African American, twenties

MALE, Caucasian American, fifties

PART THREE

Scene One, US, pre-filmed

Various Caucasian non-actors/actors. Approximately thirty speaking parts

Scene Two, UK, pre-filmed

Various Caucasian non-actors/actors. Approximately twenty-five speaking parts

EPILOGUE (onstage)

ADULT (US), same character from Part One

YOUNG ADULT (US), same character from Part One

YOUNG WOMAN (US), same character from Part One

MAN (UK), same character from Part One

Part One contains fifteen characters; Part Two has two characters; Part Three has fifty-five speaking parts (filmed).

No direct address to audience.

A forward slash (/) in dialogue is an overlapping point.

Words in brackets ( ) are intention only and not to be spoken.

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


PART ONE

Scene One

US.
African Americans.

SON So if I put my hands up –

MOM a threat, threatening.

SON Slowly?

MOM Provocative.

SON Showed my palms

MOM inflammatory. Could be.

SON …(If I) raised my hands just to –

MOM no

SON to just –

MOM no

SON but

MOM aggression

SON but just to show that they’re –

MOM an act of / aggression

SON that I’m –

MOM that won’t work, that doesn’t work Son.

SON thinks.

SON If I left them down?

MOM Belligerent.

SON By my side – ?

MOM Attitude.

SON (Hands) in pockets?

MOM Concealing.

SON Jacket pockets –

MOM obscuring

SON pants pockets –

MOM cocky

SON hands together – ?

MOM Masking

SON what but / what?

MOM I know / Son.

SON My hands together – ?

MOM Sarcastic –

SON but

MOM challenging

SON but –

MOM provocative. Which is… can be,

is…

Incendiary.

To them.

SON …Holding hands-holding hands – c’mon –

MOM collusion complicity

SON behind my back –

MOM attitude – arrogance

insolence

ignorance

defiance

SON gesturing that I –

MOM aggressive

SON that I –

MOM aggressive

SON that I

MOM aggressive

SON but I –

MOM I know

SON but that I –

MOM I know Son.

SON …So

gesturing…?

MOM Antagonistic.

SON  

SON Shrugging?

MOM Ignorant.

SON Just –

MOM just

SON just?

MOM …Just.

Hostile.

SON But –

MOM hostile

SON but – ?

MOM But. Son.

SON thinks hard.

SON …Right.

MOM Not right.

SON Right.

Beat.

MOM shakes her head a little.

If I look…

She watches him.

If I look at them –

MOM bold

SON confidently look at / them.

MOM confrontational

SON as a –

MOM audacious

SON as a man – which you said was good

MOM it is good

SON as a man / then –

MOM forward, forthright –

SON which you said was good

MOM it is good Son

SON ‘confident’ which you said –

MOM I did – do

SON said was –

MOM I did

SON how you raised me –

MOM I did

SON so, confident…

MOM  

SON Confidence.

MOM  

SON Confidently…

MOM  

SON Mom?

MOM  

SON Right.

MOM …It’s good but not good.

SON But –

MOM it is but it’s not.

SON But – .

MOM  

SON  

SON If I look away –

MOM evasive

elusive

ambiguous

SON but if / I –

MOM cagey and –

SON but what if I-I – but – ?

SON  

SON If I turn away – .

MOM shakes her head.

If I turn – Mom, turn away to –

MOM that –

SON Mom, turn away to go to make like – if I –

MOM no

SON turn away to walk away

MOM Son – .

SON Turn so that I –

MOM no

SON so then I –

MOM no

SON but I would be –

MOM no

SON Mom

MOM impudence

SON Mom?

MOM Disobedience

SON Mom

MOM impertinence

SON but I’d be –

MOM no. Don’t turn your back, don’t turn your back.

MOM  

Beat.

SON …Mom.

Beat.

If I look away to avoid looking at –

MOM guilty

SON but-but if I look like I’m looking but just look past y’know –

MOM no

SON if I look like / that – ?

MOM no no no. Doesn’t work, that –

SON if I –

MOM doesn’t work

SON but if I –

MOM won’t work

SON if I look at the floor –

MOM hell no, we didn’t raise you to look at no floor Son.

SON If I – but if I…

Then… But-but if I – .

He thinks.

Then-then…


Scene Two

US.
African Americans.

OLDER (WO)MAN Before the sun got cold (and) turn’t the

skies to grey…

Before the wind got busy and rain decided

it couldn’t be fucked to fall.

Before the seasons decided they weren’t

worth changing

we wasn’t worth the effort

we weren’t worth changing for.

Before the green grass browned

before the concrete could warm

before the street lights repeat their on-off

on-off.

Before the cars start up

before the streets start to fill

before the schools open

before the workers work,

before the cleaners clean everybody else’s

dirt,

before the night-shifts sleep – before the

day-workers start

before the air gets thick before the air gets

stale, before the air isn’t

and-but…

But.

Before the publicity

before the coverage

before the courage

before the placards

before hailers start hailing

before the organised call – the call and response,

before the slogans

the selfies

the official route, the phone footage,

the T-shirts, the graffiti, the street art,

before the famous, the hi-vis, the groups,

the churches, the congregations, before

makin it family-friendly, sound-bite

friendly, before makin it look, friendly.

Makin us look friendly.

Before – .

Before

leaders appointed themselves

before

speakers lined up to speak,

before people stood up and spoke

stood up and spoke

stood up and spoke for me without askin

me if I needed to be stood and spoke up

for.

Before the hustling positioning

and the hustle for position.

Before those that want to be at the front

to be seen at the front

push up front

bein up front

pushing past

to be present.

To be seen to be seen.

Before – .

Before…

Before the lecterns, before the lectures

before the dirty pigs realised, before the dirty

media realised, before photographers shot,

before it was trending, before it went viral,

before it was ‘cool’, before names were put

to it, before scholars spoke on it, before

montages were made of it. Before it was

uploaded, downloaded, offloaded, done,

before they tried to dissect it disrespected it

tried to disrupt it, tried to counter it tried to

destroy it before liberals tried to claim it

reinterpret it, appropriate it, before

corporates endorsed it designers got graphic

on it before people made symbols of it,

before they thought they got away with it…

Before all that…

(Points to him/herself.)

(We were here.)

Before the dogs spat

and the pigs barked

and the people spat

and the dogs barked

before hateful eyes

more hate-filled

than mouths – and mouths which were

overflowing with their…

When actions

were actively

violent

violently violating us

and inaction was

violent

violently violating us

hate-filled,

hate fuelled. Driven.

Before our children had

no chance

had no chance

to be children, had no choice

have no choice

but to be

involved.

When involved

was physical

was difficult

was dangerous

is physical

is difficult

is dangerous.

Is relentless.

When marching had consequences

when protest was a risk

when lynching was sport

when living

wasn’t,

when they norms

that weren’t normal

aren’t normal

were called out

are called out

called on

and

challenged.

When ease

wasn’t.

When expectation

wasn’t.

Before

what’s been

idolised

was livin ugly, livin unsure. Insecure.

When what’s been sanitised

was messy

was painful

and

what’s been epitomised

was

fucking

hard.

Before our losses were reduced

to known names only

reduced to a

fashion.

When in fashion.

Or

forgotten.

Conveniently.

Then denied. Conveniently.

Before our

living

history and herstory

got

gets

is

sanitised, sterilised, shiny-fied

simplified

by those

who were never there.

Repeatin and repeatin and repeating and

repeatin

a version of us

an abbreviation

a simplification

a narrowing

a lie

that us then repeats as well.

Before those thass sleepin shout loudest

’bout they woke – and how.

The wokest of the wokest of wokedom

confusin those that don’t know no better,

confusin theyselves.

Before the dead – our dead turn in they

graves

till they can’t turn no more

tossing

in their

unease.

Before-before – . When – .

…Before – .

Before all that… before alla that…

YOUNG WOMAN  

OLDER (WO)MAN I was here.

I was here – I was we was we (was) – I was, here.

YOUNG WOMAN  

OLDER (WO)MAN Is all I’m sayin.

YOUNG WOMAN …It’s not a competition.

OLDER (WO)MAN It’s not no competition.

YOUNG WOMAN It’s not a –

OLDER (WO)MAN but

if it was… we woulda won.

Only shit we woulda won.

Fuck, it’s cold.


Scene Three

UK.
Black British.

She shivers. She is talking to someone.

WOMAN Y’know…

When I was sitting in that cell

they sat down by me and told me

what they could say to you.

When I was picked up and di’unt know

why

and asked.

And asked.

When they told me I was

‘bein aggressive’

when I weren’t.

When they said I was shouting

when I was speaking

then changed it to I was

‘acting aggressive’

when I weren’t. I was just askin.

When they wouldn’t answer me when I

asked them what ‘acting aggressive’ was.

When they changed it to,

I was

‘talkin aggressive’ which I weren’t

when they joked, to themselves – not to me

– that we all sound aggressive to them

anyway.

When they said I was bein

‘provocative’

and I asked them

‘how’

and they said

‘physically’

and I asked them

‘how – ?’ when there’s four-more-of-them

than the one-a-me and they said askin was

provocative and I said asking ain’t physical

and they said ‘your mouth will get you into

trouble so best you shut up’.

When I asked them

‘why me












































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
EEA

ear fo

r eye
debbie tucker ;‘

n






OEBPS/images/logo.gif





