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FOREWORD

I often find myself misquoting LP Harley’s famous saying ‘The past is like a foreign land, they do things differently there’. Why I replace the words ‘the past’ with history I do not know. It doesn’t improve the quote any. Maybe it is because in my mind the word ‘history’ sounds grander? Or maybe it is just that I love the word history because so much of what we stand upon as individuals, as a culture, isn’t just predicated on what happened in the ‘past’ but upon whose ‘Story’– has been recorded. Whose voice has been enshrined?

The world I grew up in as an actor was a far cry from than that of the generation working before the 1980s uprising, which made our country sit up and examine the genesis of that rage. The resulting flowering of that generations voice and its theatrical manifestations meant, selfishly, that there was work for us as young black actors. But often that work, no matter its quality, was confined to the fate of the single production, witnessed only by those that had the pleasure to behold its articulations. Very few were ever remounted. Even fewer were published, leaving future generations nothing that they could review and learn from, or even conceive that they are standing upon shoulders.

It was amid the identification of this problem, of trying to articulate a great yearning, that I met the editor of this anthology Simeilia Hodge Dallaway. With the help of the National Theatre, and the sustained theatre initiative, I decided that history would begin today. Sim came on as my project manager and we uncovered upwards of four hundred plays that had been produced in the UK over the last eighty-odd years. Sim encouraged people to look in their attics, their cellars, their aunties and uncles’ suitcases under beds older than she was to find missing pages, whole manuscripts, programme notes, old interviews, photographs and of course the few published plays that resided in the archives or bookshelves of the fortunate.

As she read through all of these works, seeing links between playwrights and themes that few have had the good fortune of being able to detect, you could see the maxim ‘we are here to be of service to and through our art form’ bubbling in her mind. How to use these new insights not just for playwrights but for all artists became her focus.

It was this curiosity, this impulse to serve I wager, that created this book of monologues primarily for Black British actors but generally for all. With monologues from Barry Reckord to Michael Abbensetts – From Michael Mcmillian to ’Biyi Bandele-Thomas, from Oladipo Agboluaje to Michael Bhim, the diversity of subjects and themes alone are enough to make this book stand out. But it is the voices, the stories that these monologues explore, the beauty, the ugliness, the pain of the twentieth-century Black British experience mixed with the triumphs and horrors of the twenty-first that will make this collection sit in the annals of OUR history. Or as Ziggy Marley sang ’Istory.

Never again will a young actor trying to get into drama school only have three or four playwrights from which to choose from that reflect his or her primary cultural background. Never again will that playwright, looking for that instant hit from a multiplicity of theatrical voices have to Google and only find African American ones.

Yes, history is today. And I am simply overjoyed that right now, certainly for those of us who exist in this wild, challenging but ultimately fulfilling world they called theatre, can say the past truly is a foreign land.

Kwame Kwei-Armah






INTRODUCTION

How many Black British plays can you name?

I posed this question to actors, students, and teachers and saw the same embarrassed look on their faces as they struggled to name more than five plays. Their faces changed to utter dismay when I told them that after setting up and managing the Black British Play Archive at the Royal National Theatre, I had rediscovered over 400 plays written by Black British playwrights which had been professionally performed on stage in Britain. This was the very question that inspired me to create the first collection of monologue books for Black British actors and practitioners.

Before working on the Black British play archive, admittedly, I simply lacked any knowledge of the Black British play canon, and instead I sought validation from the work of Black American writers, namely Lorraine Hansberry and Ntozake Shange. I still remember receiving my first black play For Colored Girls Who Have Considered Suicide When the Rainbow is Enuf by Ntozake Shange, given to me by Rebecca Prichard after I performed in her play Fairgame produced by the Royal Court Theatre which was staged at the Duke of York’s Theatre, St Martins Lane. There was an overwhelming feeling of validation when reading this play. It reflected parts of my culture, language, song, history. Needless to say For Colored Girls was the first play I directed at university. I feel strongly that it is imperative for people of colour to have an awareness of work which exists and reflects their history.

After graduating from Roehampton University in 2004, I gained the opportunity to assist the direction of the production Oxford Street by Black British playwright Levi David Addai at the Royal Court Theatre (2008). I later discovered the significance of working at the Royal Court Theatre, as it was the first theatre venue in London to stage and offer dramaturgical support to new plays written by Black British playwrights.

The birth of Black British theatre companies happened in the 1970s and 1980s, created by leading black actors, directors and writers who desperately wanted to provide a wider platform for their peers, other upcoming black artists and themselves. Examples of such companies include, Black Theatre Co-operative (now Nitro) co-founded in 1979 by Trinidadian playwright Mustapha Matura and British director Charlie Hanson. Carib Theatre was formed in 1983 founded by Jamaican-born actor, director and producer Anton Phillips. Temba, formed in 1972, was co-founded by actor Oscar James and Alton Kumalo. Talawa Theatre Company was founded in 1985 by Yvonne Brewster, Mona Hammond, Carmen Monroe and Inigo Espejel. Foco Novo Theatre Company was founded in 1971 by British director Roland Rees, American playwright Bernard Pomerance, and British producer David Aukinand. Black Mime Theatre was founded in 1987 by David Boxer and Sarah Cahn, to name but a few.

The social change in the theatre landscape presented an abundance of new plays from black Caribbean and African writers. An exciting time for Black British work. Sadly, many of these companies saw closure due to lack of funding; even now black theatre companies still struggle to produce the amount of work desired. Moreover plays by Black British playwrights failed to have more than one stage production of their work.

In 2010, I was head-hunted by Kwame Kwei-Armah OBE to manage his Black British Play Archive project at the Royal National Theatre. In the two years I spent setting up and managing the Black British Play Archive, I was able to re-discover and read a significant number of plays in the region of around 400 plays from the 1930s to 2012. I was also fortunate to work with many of the original founders ‘the Grandfathers and Grandmothers’ of Black British theatre companies and original cast members for the shows, which formed the basis of my education of Black British play history. Directing plays with some of the original cast members who freely shared anecdotes with the younger members in the cast was an invaluable experience.

This project was more than just a project: it validated my existence in a world that I didn’t think black people really existed in. There were many times that I would read or direct a Black British play and find myself laughing hysterically, crying or simply whole-heartedly agreeing with the statements made in the play. For the first time I was able to read plays which I had an emotional connection to. I could identify with the characters and their stories. I learnt more about our Black British history, cultural heritage and black iconic figures like Toussaint L’Overture, Maurice Bishop and Muhammad Ali.

I loved reading the earlier plays, which I refer to as ‘classic’ plays from writers like Derek Walcott, Barry Reckord, Errol John, Alfred Fagon, and Jackie Kay as these were the writers that helped pave the way for a new generation of writers. When asked to suggest a classical play for the Sustained Theatre ‘Exploring the Canon’ event at Arcola Theatre, for me it was quite simple. I had just finished reading Errol John’s play, Moon on a Rainbow Shawl and took the pleasure of directing the play with Martina Laird, Shyko Amos with actors from Acting Touring Company. I was even more delighted that after bringing this play to the Royal National Theatre’s attention the play was rightfully given another stage production on the National Theatre’s Cottlesloe stage in 2012.

Inspired by both classical and modern plays, I decided that I wanted to create a book which would provide readers with an insight into the breadth of work featured in the Black British play canon. This collection of monologues is orchestrated to capture the diversity of characters, themes, language and styles that have been used by Black British playwrights to tell the stories of Black British experiences.

This book aims to celebrate writers who have paved the way for the next generation and those who have taken the baton and continue to produce exceptional and groundbreaking work.

For the purpose of this book, I have only included plays which have been published to encourage readers to invest in the full-length version of the plays. I hope that actors will enjoy working on these speeches, using them to help strengthen their craft, and by doing so, help to ensure these plays are always remembered.

Many people have asked me about my motivation for writing this book; my response would be: I guess it’s hard to look for something when you don’t quite know what you’re looking for?

Simeilia Hodge-Dallaway






This book is dedicated to my Ma Charmaine Miller
and big sis Naomi Dallaway.
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From

MOON ON A RAINBOW SHAWL

by Errol John

Moon on a Rainbow Shawl premiered at the Royal Court Theatre in London on 4 December 1958, directed by Frith Banbury with a cast size of thirteen actors including Earle Hyman (Ephraim), Jacqueline Chan (Esther), Barbara Assoon (Mavis), Vinnette Carroll (Sophia), Lionel Ngakane (Old Mack), Soraya Rafat (Rosa), Johnny Sekka (Policeman), Berril Briggs (Jenette), Robert Jackson (An American Sailor), Leo Carera (Prince), John Bouie (Charlie), Leonard Davis (An American Solider), and Clifton Jones (Young Murray).

Moon on a Rainbow Shawl was well received in London, which resulted in revivals of the production at Theatre Royal Stratford East (1986) directed by the author; at the Almeida Theatre (1988) directed by Maya Angelou; and later I brought the play to the National Theatre’s attention, which resulted in another revival on the Cottesloe Stage at the National Theatre (2012). The most recent production was directed by Michael Buffong starring Martina Laird, whose performance as the leading role Sophia, gained a nomination for the Evening Standard Best Actress Award. Moon on a Rainbow Shawl has also been performed internationally, namely New York, Iceland, Hungary and Argentina.

Moon on a Rainbow Shawl is a play about the ‘hopes and dreams’ of the Trinidadian residents on Old Mack’s ramshackle backyard property in East Dry River District, post-Second World War. Errol John uses his play to show the effects of the Second World War on the economic state of the country which leads the characters in the play to either accept their lives or take drastic measures to change them. The play centres on two male protagonists, Charlie Adams and Ephraim, who both struggle to deal with the adversities of life in Trinidad in the late 1940s. The yard is occupied by the Adams family who have faced hardship ever since husband Charlie was released from the West Indian cricket team. Charlie’s downfall has turned him into a full-time alcoholic dependent on his wife Sophie to be the main breadwinner of the family and also parent their two children. With only a few weeks before his eldest daughter Esther returns to school, the family are desperate for more money to buy her school equipment and uniform, Charlie decides to take matters into his own hands, which leads to more devastation in the family. Trolleybus driver Ephraim is exasperated by the limited employment opportunities available to him in Trinidad and desperately wants to leave the yard’s daily antics, prostitution and brawls. He plans to migrate to England for a better life but can the news of girlfriend Rosa’s pregnancy make him change his mind?

About the Playwright

Actor and award-winning playwright Errol John was born in Port of Spain, Trinidad in 1924 and died on the 10 July 1988 in Camden, North London. Errol John began his career as an artist and journalist before embarking on an acting career. Errol became a member of the Whitehall Players theatre group in Port of Spain, Trinidad. After World War II, he came to London to pursue his acting career. In London, John became dissatisfied with the small parts which were on offer to black actors, and therefore, decided to try his hand at playwriting. In 1957, Errol John won The Observer’s Award for ‘Best New Playwright’; the award specified that winners should write a play about post-World War II, which led to the groundbreaking Moon on a Rainbow Shawl, Errol’s first professionally produced stage play.


Summary (Extract)

Seventy dollars was stolen from Old Mack’s shop and Rosa admits to EPHRAIM that she forgot to hide the incriminating evidence against Charlie Adams before notifying the police. The news devastates Ephraim who considers Charlie a close friend. He hits back with news of his plans to leave her and Trinidad. But Rosa has much more to get off her chest. She informs Ephraim of her pregnancy, but will it be enough to keep them together?



EPHRAIM

Ephraim storms down into the yard. Somewhere in the distance we hear the rhythmic pounding of a steel band. Inside ROSA lies across the bed, crying. After a moment EPHRAIM goes back into the room.

Rosa. Rose. Rose – Don’t shed no tears for me – I was never worth that kind of water. Rosa – Listen to me! Look! Look!

He has taken a framed photograph from his trunk.

Yer see this picture of ole Grandma here? ... She took care of me from the time I small – till I grow a man! My old man died when I was five years old. When I was six – my mother pick up with another man – went to Curaçao! – and left me flat! For nearly a whole week I went hungry till Grandma came and found me and took me home with her. So it was only me and Gram from all that time...then come a time. I began to make my plans. I find that she was in my way. I wanted to save money! – But she was in my way. So one day – I went to her – Told her – I was putting her in the poor house... Four days! – After I took her there – she died.

…

He has told his story without any display of emotion.

When they knew she was dying, they send, and call me. She was lying there on the bed. I couldn’t believe it was she. In four days – she had sort of – wasted away. I stood up by the door – I couldn’t go no farther. She was looking at me. But I just stood there. Shame! Eating me! ... I heard her ask the nurse for me to come near. Perhaps – to forgive me – I don’t know. But I couldn’t go. I couldn’t go. Then she told the nurse: ‘Tell that boy if he can’t come nearer – he might as well go!’ ... She died that night.

…

DON’T TOUCH ME! So don’t think – Don’t think a little trap like you could ketch me – just by sayin’ yer going to have a baby fer mey. When that boat whistle and blow! – It mean I leaving all this behind! This picture!

He throws the frame spinning on the floor.

You and Ole Mack! Charlie! Mrs. Adams! Esther! – The whole damn blasted lot!

…

Listen to me, Rosa! I got a life to live! Awright! So I stay here. I come an inspector on the trolley. To what end? Turn macco like the rest. Stand at a bus stop. Hop on the trolley. Check the tickets. Hop off the trolley! To what end, Rosa? Just so as to see the conductors don’t rob the blasted City Corporation?

…

That is not for me! Outside somewhere in the world I feel for certain sure it got more for me than that!






From

SKYVERS

by Barry Reckord

Skyvers opened at the Royal Court Theatre in London on 23 July 1963, directed by Ann Jellicoe, with a cast size of ten including; David Hemmings (Cragge), Philip Martin (Brook), Nicholas Edmett (Colman), John Hall (Adams), Lance Kaufman (Jordan), Bernard Kay (Freeman), John Woodnutt (Webster), Dallas Caval (Headmaster), Chloe Ashcroft (Helen), and Annette Robertson (Sylvia). The play was revived by Pam Brighton in 1971 at Roundhouse and then again for the 50th Anniversary season at the Royal Court Theatre.

Skyvers is the third play written by Barry Reckord, set in a British comprehensive school; the play explores the cultural, racial and class divisions within a top-down hierarchical institution which uses corporal punishment to discipline unruly students. Barry Reckord draws on his personal experience as a teacher to make bold statements about the relationship between working-class students and their white middle-class teachers. In the play, the fifteen-year-old students have little respect for formal education, following in the footsteps of their uneducated parents, and succumbing to the peer pressure of their colleagues.

With just a few days left before the end of term, the teachers at the school have accepted the prospects that the students will leave school without any qualifications. Lead character Cragge epitomises hope in the play; although destined for failure, he desires a life different from his parents and school friends. A new bright-eyed supply teacher, Mr Freeman, who is keen to prepare the students for further education and employment, spots potential in Cragge. He offers Cragge the opportunity to hone his talent and love for football by writing the football commentary for the school magazine. For the first time, Cragge begins to consider returning to school the following year. Sadly, the new proposal is cut short by the head teacher of the school, who rejects the idea that Cragge is anything more than a young hooligan and makes it his goal to ensure the entire school are aware of it too.

Interestingly, the lead character Cragge has previously been cast as both a white and black character, with actors such as Michael Kitchen (Roundhouse), and O-T Fagbenle (Royal Court). After consulting with Yvonne Brewster (Former Manager of Talawa Theatre Company and friend of Barry Reckord) regarding Barry’s intended ethnicity of the lead character, I proceeded to cast a black actor, Nathaniel Martello-White, for the National Theatre’s Black British Play Archive recording.

About the Playwright

Barry Reckord was born in Kingston Jamaica on the 19 November 1926 (under the name Barrington John Reckord) and died on 20 December 2011, aged 85 in the country of his birth, Jamaica.

Barry came to England in the 1950s, after receiving a scholarship to read English at Emmanuel College in Cambridge. Barry is recognised as one of the most intellectual and groundbreaking playwrights of the 50s and 60s, alongside other writers of his generation, namely, Derek Walcott, Errol John and Edgar Nkosi White, who helped to pave the way for black contemporary writers in Britain. Barry Reckord’s writing highlights a range of different societal issues in London and Jamaica.

Barry Reckord’s other published plays include Della (aka Flesh to a Tiger), You in Your Small Corner, and White Witch.


Summary (Extract)

Fifteen-year-old schoolboy CRAGGE is approaching the last few days in an underachieving comprehensive school in London. For the first time in the play, Cragge talks openly to the new supply teacher Mr Freeman, about his relationship with his father and his dream to exceed his father’s ambition and make something of his life.




CRAGGE

I was thinking about me dad.

…

(Wearily.) ’E works... Once upon a time, ’e ’ad a business. Then ‘is business bust. Then T.B. One man. ’E was ’opin’ for a break and that’s wot ’e got. The back a me ’ead tells me nothin’ in the world can be right when that can happen.

…

His fault? His luck. Me dad’s been a fair stooge all ’is life but I ain’t gonna be. Sometimes I believe I can do anything. But I can’t decide wot. It’s my whole life so it’s gotta be somethin’ good to ’elp stop war and that. I was for war in the argument just now wasn’t I? (Vain even in vice.) Bet you didn’t notice that? Did you? In an argument whatever it’s about I just say the opposite to win. I argue about which trumpeter is better than which without ’aving ’eard neither a them. It shows I don’t wanna be good, just big, like Brook and this bloody ’eadmaster, and I think about that, even in my sleep I think about it and wake up with me mind aching. And it’s also the decision of givin’ your whole life to a think. The other day I sweat deciding to give up for life the things I’d ’ave to give up to be a real Christian, like. I decided, then the next day changed me mind, then decided, then changed me mind again. Instead I was gonna be a rock and roll singer and give concerts in Moscow. Then I decided to be a footballer and ’ere I am now.






From

SMILE ORANGE

by Trevor Rhone

Smile Orange by Trevor Rhone was first performed in London at the Tricycle Theatre in co-production with Talawa Theatre Company on 21 July 1983, directed by Rufus Collins with the following cast; Slyvester Williams, T Bone, Malcolm Fredericks, Anton Phillips and Cassie McFarlene.

In 1992, Smile Orange was performed again in London, directed by Trevor Rhone, to audiences at the Nia Centre in Manchester and at the Belgrade Theatre in Coventry, with a new set of groundbreaking black actors, including Dona Croll, Robert McKewley, Raul Newney, Eamonn Walker and David Webber. Since then the play has been produced in Brooklyn and in Africa, performed in Swahili. Smile Orange has also been adapted for film.

Trevor Rhone’s Smile Orange is a satire with an underlying serious commentary on the tourism industry in Jamaica, specifically focusing on the exploitation of both the Jamaican hotel staff and tourists. The play centres on lead character Ringo Smith, a Jamaican hustler and waiter at the Mocho Beach Hotel. Ringo has mastered the way to mould into the perfect subservient Jamaican for the white guests at the hotel for financial and employment gain. With other staff members at the Hotel Beach resorting to prostitution and manipulation, Rhone comments on humanity in the tourism business, questioning the lengths both tourists and Jamaicans will go to for money, sex and a good time.


About the Playwright

The legendary, award-winning playwright, actor, director and producer Trevor Rhone, was born in Kingston, Jamaica on 24 March 1940 and died of a heart attack on 15 September 2009. Trevor Rhone, is most famous for writing the stage play Smile Orange and the screenplay The Harder They Come (co-scripted with Perry Henzell in 1972). He is remembered by his three children, Traci, Trevor-David and Jonathan, wife Camella and grandchild Sofia. Trevor Rhone gained a scholarship to study drama at Rose Bruford College in Kent during the 1960s. After graduating with a drama degree, Rhone returned to Jamaica. In 1967, Rhone founded the Theatre ’77 group in Jamaica, dedicated to producing local new writing in Jamaica. In the same year, Rhone and Yvonne Brewster co-founded the groundbreaking Barn Theatre (which had a capacity of 150 seats), which housed the work created by Theatre ’77. Smile Orange premiered in Jamaica at the Barn Theatre in 1971. Since then Trevor Rhone’s stage plays have been produced internationally and he has also adapted many plays for the screen.

Other plays by Trevor Rhone include Two Can Play, Schools Out and Old Story Time.

Summary (Extract)

RINGO has manipulated his boss to employ unqualified pool attendants who cannot swim to work at the hotel. Meanwhile, he has also mastered a plan to rip-off the hotel guests by encouraging them to gamble their money at a crab race competition. Ringo’s back-handed actions finally catch up with him when a drunk guest loses all of his money at the crab race competition and dies in the Mocho Beach hotel’s swimming pool. With the police investigation taking place at the hotel, Ringo thinks of another plan to avoid facing any repercussions.




RINGO

No matter. I jump in. I risk mi life. I risk my life to save di tourist. You hear how people was congratulating me, how me brave. You listen to what di tourists were saying? Di fact dat a man had to jump in and save me too, no big thing. If me never get a cramp me would save everybody. You is di only two dat know me can’t swim, so all you have to do is spread it roun’ di hotel dat ‘Ringo risk him life to save di tourist an’ pool attendant’. Two twos you hear it over di radio. Next thing you know you see it in di newspaper. Is a great selling card. Next time dem giving out medal for bravery my name will be on di list. As far as di world is concerned, ‘Ringo is a hero’. What I say – ‘Hero’. All when di Manager come back and hear di story, is promotion dat, you know. Head Waiter, then Dining-Room Captain. When me get into dem high positon, I ju’ bring you up wid me. Eh, sweet boy? You can see yuhself as a waiter?

[BUSBOY: Yes, Sar.]

So all you have to do is keep yuh mouth shut ’bout what really happen and shout out ‘Ringo Risk him life to save di people’. People believe anything you tell dem, you know. After me get di promotion, you know, Joe, any little racket you want to run, me nuh jus’ turn me eye? What you say? A talking sense?

[BUSBOY: It sound all right, but what about di Assistant Manger? They going to have a big investigation into what happen.]

Dat is true. Even if him find out di truth, what him going to do? Him can’t do nutten. Him reputation at stake. Is him employ di boys. When it get down to din nitty-gritty is each man for himself. Everybody is protecting him own things. If is not money, is power. Is two things I sorry ’bout, though. One, dat di white man dead – him wasn’t a bad guy – and two, dat di other brother never drown too. (Laughs.) So, young boy, when anybody ask you what happen today, what you going to say?






From

NICE

by Mustapha Matura

Nice by Mustapha Matura was first performed at the Almost Free Theatre, London, on 12 February 1973, directed by Mustapha Matura and performed by Trinidadian-born actor Stephan Kalipha.

Nice is a hilariously funny monologue play which tells the story of an unintelligent immigrant’s first experience in London. The central character (who is simply named Man) explores pubs and nightclubs with a childlike naivety of being ‘nice’ to everyone he meets, despite being warned not to by his fellow West Indian friend. Contrary to his friend’s predictions, the Man prospers from his honesty and nice ways, which has enabled him to have a steady income, girlfriend and great relationship with his landlord. Unlike his West-Indian friend who relies on the Man for financial assistance and housing. As the story unravels, the Man’s ‘nice’ ways soon become his biggest downfall, for he is targeted by ill-hearted people who abuse his generosity and innocence. He reacts to this in an unfriendly manner which ultimately leads to his imprisonment.

About the Playwright

Award-winning playwright, poet and actor Mustapha Matura was born in Trinidad in 1939 to an Indian father and Creole Scottish-African Mother. Mustapha travelled to London by ship in 1962 and worked as a hospital porter for a year, before pursing an acting career in Rome with fellow Trinidadian filmmaker Horace Ové. After starring in stage plays in Rome, on his return to London Mustapha decided to pursue playwriting.


Mustapha has written over twenty plays which have been staged in London and America. His writing tends to explore the West Indian experience in London as well as comment on the influence of the Western world on the Caribbean islands. Mustapha’s first full-length play As Time Goes By won the George Devine and John Whiting awards in 1971. Since then, he has continued to write exceptional plays which celebrate his Trinidadian-British identity.

Other plays by Mustapha Matura include; Welcome Home Jacko, Playboy of the West Indies, The Coup, Nice, Rum ’n Coca Cola, Independence, Trinidadian Sisters (an adaptation of Chekhov’s Three Sisters) and Nice.

Summary (Extract)

Nice is set in a prison canteen. MAN, aged between thirty-five – forty years old, dressed in uniform, is sweeping and wiping. He speaks directly to the audience recalling his experience in London from the moment he came off the boat.




MAN

Wen a come off de boat de customs man was nice ter me, so i was nice back ter him, but a friend a mine who come ter meet me say, boy yer shouldn’t be nice ter dem, dey do’ like we, but i say nar man it en so at all, wen people nice ter yer, you must be nice back ter dem, and if you want people to be nice ter you, you must be nice ter dem, but anyhow he say a was foolish an a go fine out, but a was nice ter he so de next day he carry me down ter exchange dey call it, and de man dey was nice ter me too, so a was nice back ter him, so wen dey give me dis job sweeping out a office, i say tank you ter de man, an he say tank you back ter me, but me friend say, a shouldn’t say tank you ter him, but i say de man say tank you ter me so i say tank you back ter him, an i tell him if yer want people ter say tank you ter you you have ter say tank you ter dem, but he say how a was wrong, but i say nar man, i en wrong i rite, den he say how i stupid, but anyhow a say tank you ter him, so de next night he carry me ter a night club, where dey had some girls dancing with coloured men, de first time a see white woman dance wit coloured man, and dey en dancing straight an back yer know, dey dancing wit dey bottom all over de place, so i say boy dis is de place fer me, so a went up an ask one a de girls nice fer a dance an she dance wit me an it was a good dance an we had a good time, but me friend pull me aside an say boy, how a go teach yer ter live in dis country wen yer do’ listen ter me, yer mustn’t be nice ter dem, dey do’ want yer ter be nice ter dem, but i say nar man, dat en true because i was nice ter she an she was nice back ter me, but he say de same ting again dat i go fine out, so a miss a dance trying ter fine out, but a en fine out notting, so a went back an ask she ter dance an she say yes an we dance again, but a notice me friend wasn’t dancing at all, so a say he must be en feel like dancing or maybe he foot hurting him, so anyhow wen de club start ter close me friend come pulling me saying le we go, le we go, but i say nar man, i go ask de lady ter go home wit she an see wha she say, but me friend say dey do’ want we in de house much less in dey bed, he say dey only like ter dance wit me an get hot ter go an heat up de white boys, but i say nar man, dat en true, because i know dat if you heat up something is you have ter eat it but he say i en know dese woman an i en go get notting off she an dat if i go wit she, in de morning she go cry out an say a hypnotise she an rape she, but i say nar man, it en so if a woman heat you up she heat you up fer a reason, an de reason is because she want you ter burn she, but he say i is a idiot an a go fine out but anyway a ask she nicely ter come home wit she an she say yes, so a leave me friend outside de club, an me an she went home an had a nice time an in de morning she en cry out an bawl rape or anyting she just say she have ter go ter work an if a does go ter de club often, she go see me again, so i say yes a does go sometimes an a hope a go see she again, an she say she hope so too, so a went outside an a did’nt even know where a was but a ask a policeman nice an he tell me how ter catch a bus back ter me friend’s house, boy wen a tell me friend wha happen yer shoulda see de man, de man went mad, de man start ter cuss me an call me all kinda names an tell me a shouldn’t ask no policeman notting dat if yer ask dem anyting an dey fine out yer new dey go lock yer up fer something, but i say nar man, if yer want ter fine out anyting is a policeman ter ask an if yer ask dem nice dey go answer yer back nice but he say a go fine out, but i say how a go fine out he just say a go fine out,






From

SWEET TALK

by Michael Abbensetts

Sweet Talk by Michael Abbensetts was first performed at the Royal Court Theatre, Jerwood Theatre Upstairs in London on 31 July 1973, directed by Stephen Frears, with the following cast; Allister Bain (Tony), Mona Hammond (Rita), Don Warrington (Dennis), Sally Watts (Sandra), Joan-Ann Maynard (Yvonne) and Lee Davis (Oscar).

Michael is renowned for giving a voice to Caribbeans by writing about the Black Caribbean experience and Sweet Talk is no exception. The play is set in a small bedsit occupied by a married couple, Tony and Rita, and their five-year-old child Binkie. Their cramped living conditions are a constant annoyance to lead character Tony, who dreams of living in a bigger centrally heated house. When his wife is hospitalised after having complications with her pregnancy, Tony’s gambling addiction gets out of control. Things go from bad to worse when his wife returns home to discover that Tony has gambled all her life savings.

About the Playwright

Michael Abbensetts was born in Guyana, and came to England in the 1960s. Michael set out to be an author, first writing short stories, but after watching Look Back in Anger, he decided to pursue playwriting. Abbensetts began his playwriting career with his first play, Sweet Talk. He won the George Devine Award for Sweet Talk in 1973. Sweet Talk is his most performed play – in London and internationally. Abbensetts’ other plays includes; Alterations, In the Mood and El Dorado.

Summary (Extract)

Exasperated by their poor living conditions, lead character TONY, a 26 year old West-Indian man, talks to his wife Rita about his plans to achieve a better standard of living.




TONY

TONY is a very raffish looking young man. He is wearing a dark suit and an overcoat but no tie. He has been in England longer than his wife has so has less of a West Indian accent than she has.

(A cry.) It’s not a dream, Loopy Loo...! (Pause.) As an accountant I could make fifteen, maybe twenty thousan’ a year. Twenty thousan’, Loopy Loo! Wit’ that kind of money we could buy a little house, ‘invest in a property’. A place where we could have room to invite frien’s. Not like this – storeroom. (Pause.) You couldn’t even invite the Thin Man here. Even if he went on a diet. (Pause.) Girl, we could really start to live, if only we had our own place. No more goin’ out in a cold, cold passage jus’ to do toilet. We’ll have a toilet nex’ to the bedroom. A centrally heated toilet! Gorgeous! The whole place could be centrally heated. Ow, Loops...! Happiness is a house with central heatin’ – from top to bottom! (Pause.) Think of it, once we could afford it, we need never freeze in Englan’ again. This country would be a different place all-together! Imagine it – imagine bein’ so warm you gotta turn down the heat. BEAU-TI-FUL! (Pause.) Twenty thousan’. It’s not like wantin’ a million. There are guys who pay that much in TAX! (Pause.) Some women spend more than that on a neck-liss. One neck-liss. Then they leave it lying aroun’ so any and everybody could steal it! (Pause. Bitter laugh.) You gotta laugh. The whole pattern is so unfair, it’s almost funny. Man. (Pause.) Ole God, eh, Sweet Pea. He really got it in fo’ black people. No doubt about it. He rather see all of us freezin’ in a room in Shepherd’s Bush – wrap up in a overcoat like a cocoon – than see us wrap up in central heatin’, warm as a butterfly. (Pause.) No lie, Rita. There just gotta be a God. (Another private laugh.) I mean the black man been put down fo’ so long – that can’t be jus’ coincidence. (His jaundiced laughter trails away. Pause.) They even talk to you diff’rent when you makin’ that kinduh money. White people. You done have to take as much crap from them. If only ’cos they know with that money you can afford a good lawyer! An’ in any white court havin’ a good lawyer is better than being innocent! (He laughs, boyishly. Pause.) Four, five years. That’s all it’ll take to be a Certified Accountant. Four, maybe five years. (Dismissing even the thought of failure with a wave of his hand.) I should do that easy. Easy, easy. It’s simply a matteruh retaining the right facts. Anybody could do it. Once they apply themselves. (Pause.) Then after I get m’degree I’m in business. Loopy Loo! I’m laughin’! (Pause.) I’ll only work fo’ Jews. An’ they got to be rich Jews or I’ll practise anti-semitism. (Laughs a he he he laugh. Pause. Then.) Jews an’ nobody else! I got respect fo’ Jews. Jews know. An’ what they know is how to survive. Copy the Jews. That’s all I gotta say to West Indians. (Pause.) Strictly fo’ Jews. No Wasps. You got to draw the line somewhere, Loopy. (He gives another soft, jaundiced laugh. Pause.) Twenty thousan’. Nothin’ fantastic. (Pause.) A little house with nice central heatin’ ...Binkie could have his own room...you could buy y’self some good clothes, Rita. (Pause.) Twenty thousan’. Compared to what some people want from life that’s sweet F.A. It would do me, though. (Snickering.) I’d make do with twenty thousan’ a year any day.






From

11 JOSEPHINE HOUSE

By Alfred Fagon

11 Josephine House was first produced by Inter-Action at the Almost Free Theatre in London on 22 November 1972, directed by Ronald Rees, with the following cast: Oscar James (George), Alfred Fagon (Castan), T-bone Wilson (David), Mona Hammond (Gloria), Horace James (Harry) and Ursula Mohan (Julie).

11 Josephine House is a kitchen sink drama, packed with comedy moments. The play explores the importance of Christianity in a Jamaican household, set in Bristol in 1971. Alfred Fagon creates a dysfunctional household which is controlled by Brother George, a deacon and old friend of the family, who uses his relationship with God to chastise the ‘sinners’ in the house who have a weakness for gambling, alcohol, sex and music. Brother George is highly respected by the family due to his thirty years of unyielding commitment to God, compared to the other members in the family who fail to commit to God for longer than a month. David returns to the family home with his white girlfriend Julie, after failing to make a successful singer career in London. Julie struggles to understand the family dynamic, especially their high regard for Brother George. But when she sets up a trap that leaves Brother George caught with his pants down, the family household is turned upside down, with George’s reputation and position in the family destroyed.

About the Playwright

Alfred Fagon was born in Clarendon, Jamaica on 24 June 1937. Fagon came to Britain in 1955. His first job was for British Rail in Nottingham. Fagon turned his hand to many different jobs before relocating to Bristol to pursue a career in writing and acting.


Alfred Fagon became one of the most notable Black British playwrights of the 1970s and 1980s. At the peak of his writing career, Fagon died from a fatal heart attack in 1986 at age 49. The Alfred Fagon Award was set up in his memory in 1996 to celebrate the work of black playwrights of African and Caribbean descent in the UK. The award is supported by the Peggy Ramsay Foundation, Talawa Theatre Company and the Royal Court Theatre. To celebrate his work and residency in Bristol a statue of Alfred Fagon was built in his honour.

Other published plays by Alfred Fagon include: 11 Josephine House, Death of a Black Man and Lonely Cowboy.

Summary (Extract)

GEORGE, a deacon aged 39–40 (described in the cast breakdown as 5’ 10” inches or over), walks in on Gloria, Harry and Castan drinking alcohol and dancing in the living room. His love interest, Gloria dances closely with Castan, who he believes has always wanted to have intercourse with her. Horrified by this scene of blasphemy, he acts out in anger by slapping Gloria and punching Castan. Stricken with guilt he decides to redeem himself, and redress the balance in the home, by confessing to a sinful act which led him closer to God.




GEORGE

Forgive me, Jesus, yes the devil have been testing out faith but we must not weaken. Yes the last months have been great trials for all of us. First David went away, then Sister Gloria start having headache, and although I’m about to take over my new church and I am a man of God, Lord forgive us all for tonight. Here we are, black men all the way from Jamaica fighting each other. I wonder if the cross I have to carry will give message from God. It is many years now since the Lord call me to the cross and I kneel at the altar and He send me out to save sinners. Yes Lord, that was a glorious day, the most perfect day of my whole life. I can remember it as if it was today. It was many years ago. My poor father had ten shillings to feed us and he had not another penny in the world. Mother was very ill. He did not know where he was going to get the next penny from. Yes, I was a wicked sinner until then. I took the 10 shilling, forgive me Jesus; and went gambling. Jesus I remember when I lost the last sixpence and I look up to the heavens and I was not thinking about the beating my father was going to give me. But yes Lord, I was only thinking of my poor sick mother. Yes, hallelujah, and I could feel a change coming over me. Suddenly the tears start coming down my eyes and I was crying to the heavens, and I could feel as if a voice was saying to me ‘Don’t cry,’ and suddenly flashes went across my face, lightning and thunder start striking in front of my eyes, and I was blinded, and then a voice said to me, it was so gentle and sweet (He starts crying.) and then the voice said to me, ‘Don’t be afraid, lamb of God, you are strong now, you have come to God,’ and it was like the voice was far, far away and yet so very close, and the angel said to me, ‘Your sins have been forgiven’ and then the voice said, Your road will be heavy and long, but you must go out and preach the word of the Lord to the rich and the poor. Your place will be at God’s side in heaven.’ The voice said, ‘Arise’ and I arise. I went home to Mother. I went straight in her room. There was two people with her. She looked peaceful laying on her bed. And then she said, ‘Son, I forgive you. Yes I know the Lord would call you one day. Yes only last night I had a dream and I know then. Son, the road will be hard, there will be lots of trials. May the Lord bless you, my son.’ She close her eyes. She never open them again. I left the house that day with the guardian angel. That guardian angel is still with me, and now I shall pray very hard tonight. I am sorry I hit you, Brother Castan. Harry, please let us be friends again.






From

PANTOMIME

By Derek Walcott

Pantomime was first performed in London at the Keskidee Arts Centre in 1978, directed by Henry Mutto, with the following cast: Lloyd Anderson (Jackson Philip) and Eric Richard (Harry Trewe). The play was later produced by Michael Fredericks at the Grove Theatre in Hammersmith, directed by Yvonne Brewster in 1985, who directed the play again in 1997 with the support of the Welsh Arts Council which toured to all the major cities in Wales. The latest production of Pantomime was initiated through Carib Theatre, directed by Yvonne Brewster, and the tour included performances at the Old Red Lion, Islington, as well as many theatres in south-east England and Europe.

Pantomime is a satire in which two expatriates, Trinidadian Jackson Phillip and Englishman Harry Trewe explore the idea of a role reversal re-interpretation of the Robinson Crusoe story for the hotel’s entertainment. Set in a broken-down guesthouse on the Island of Tobago during a temporary closure for maintenance repairs, hotel manager Harry Trewe hopes to overcome his boredom by producing a play in anticipation of the hotel re-opening. Harry convinces his only employee Jackson (a waiter at the hotel) to partake in an improvised race-reversal version of the Robinson Crusoe story; Harry nominates himself to play Friday, a black cannibal, while Jackson takes on the lead role of Robinson Crusoe, an educated shipwrecked Englishman, for added humour. During the rehearsal process, Harry begins to realise that his intention of creating a light-humoured pantomime is not achievable with the story he has chosen. Instead the rehearsal process triggers a heightened sensitivity to racism and authority which creates many heated moments between Harry and Jackson and several attempts to walk out of the play. Acting the role of Friday and Crusoe causes unresolved issues from the past to resurface, and for the first time in years, Harry talks about his dead son, alcoholic ex-wife and Jackson talks about his reason for escaping the rough streets of Trinidad. Slowly, their production of Robinson Crusoe becomes a catalyst for providing them with closure and resolution.

About the Playwright

Internationally acclaimed playwright, poet and professor, Derek Alton Walcott OBE was born in Castries, Saint Lucia, in the Caribbean in 1930. Derek Walcott moved to Jamaica to gain a Bachelor of Arts Degree at the University of the West Indies. He then moved to Trinidad in 1953 where he pursued a writing career. His first introduction to writing was through poetry; at the age of eighteen he self-published 25 poems which was subsequently followed by his renowned collection of poems entitled In a Green Night (1962). In 1959, he founded the Trinidad Theatre Workshop which produced many of his early plays. Derek Walcott received the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1992 as well as being awarded numerous accolades for his stage plays throughout his career.

Other published plays by Derek Walcott include: Dream on a Monkey Mountain, Six in the Rain, Ti-Jean and his Brothers, Six in the Rain, O Babylon, Remembrance, The Joker of Seville, Last Carnival, Beef, No Chicken, A Branch of the Blue Nile and Odyssey.

Summary (Extract)

Trinidadian JACKSON PHILLIP, a retired calypsonian aged forty, starts to generate ideas for their improvised version of the Robinson Crusoe production. Taking the position of the director, Jackson requires Harry (Mr Trewe) to act like a bird which Harry finds too humiliating. Harry begins to feel uncomfortable with the role reversal and wants to return to reality, he as the manager and Jackson as the waiter. When Jackson refuses, he goes one step further and threatens Jackson with his job. But Jackson is keen to finish what he has started.




JACKSON

May I say what I think, Mr. Trewe? I think it’s a matter of prejudice. I think that you cannot believe: one: that I can act, and two: that any black man should play Robinson Crusoe. A little while aback, I came out here quite calmly and normally with the breakfast things and I find you almost stark naked, kneeling down, and you told me you were getting into your part. Here am I getting into my part and you object. This is the story…this is history. This moment that we are now acting here is the history of Imperialism; it’s nothing less than that. And I don’t think that I can – should – concede my getting into a part halfway and abandoning things, just because you, as my superior, give me orders. People become independent. Now, I could go down to that beach by myself with this hat, and I could play Robinson Crusoe, I could play Columbus, I could play Sir Francis Drake, I could play anybody discovering anywhere, but I don’t want you to tell me when and where to draw the line!

(Pause.)

Or what to discover and when to discover it. All right?







CONTEMPORARY
MONOLOGUES
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A JAMAICAN AIRMAN
FORESEES HIS DEATH

by Fred D’Aguiar

A Jamaican Foresess His Death by Fred D’Aguiar premiered at the Royal Court, Jerwood Theatre Upstairs on 9 April 1991, directed by Hettie MacDonald starring; Fraser James (Gerry/Airforce Officer), Clarence Smith (Alvin), Jeffrey Chiswick (Kojo/Kathleen’s Father), Sidney Cole (Bruce/Army Officer), Maynard Eziashi (Tim/Business Granny/Vendor), Maureen Hibbert (Kathleen’s Mother) and Geraldine Somerville (Kathleen).

Fred D’Aguiar was inspired to write his play A Jamaican Airman Foresees His Death from his admiration for W.B. Yeats’ poem entitled ‘An Irish Airman Foresees his Death’. Like the poem, the play explores the lives of voluntary war aircraft pilots, with a particular interest in the unorthodox attitudes of British colonies who fought on behalf of the ‘mother country’, England. The play highlights the contentions of British-Jamaican identity for Jamaicans whose country had been a part of the British Empire for centuries but as a people were subjected to being treated as second-class citizens, chastised and racially abused by the British during the war.

This play focuses on the black working-class Jamaicans who fought for the United Kingdom Royal Air Force during World War II. The play begins in 1940s Jamaica as lead character Alvin Williams, alongside three of his friends; Gerry, Tim and Bruce, bravely take on the ‘patriotic and honourable’ act of joining the British Air Force. As none of the men have travelled to England their reasons for joining go beyond a patriotic act of duty; instead they are motivated by personal benefits, such as flying a plane, money, English women, historical recognition, travelling abroad, guns and uniform. Despite Alvin’s Jamaican grandmother, his only relative, discouraging him from sacrificing his life for the Second World War by sharing her ill-fated premonitions, Alvin and his friends enlist for the British Air Force and travel to an RAF training ground in Scotland by boat. In Scotland the men’s expectations are shattered. Alvin is the only one employed as a pilot, the others have to contend with menial labour jobs; barber, chef and toilet cleaner. Alvin experiences his first taste of racism when accosted by Scottish pilots who strip him naked to check if he has a tail. Things take a turn for the worse when Alvin accidently shoots another British aircraft, he is punished more harshly than his white British counterparts, receiving a summons, confined to the base and branded a killer by Scottish pilots and the community. This also has a negative effect on his relationship with his Jamaican friends and Scots girlfriend Kathleen who were are all subjected to racial taunts and abuse, as a consequence of his actions. Alvin is dishonourably discharged from the army and thus forced to consider a new life.

About the Playwright

Poet, novelist and playwright, Fred D’Aguiar was born in London in 1960 to Guyanese parents. He was raised in Guyana until the age of twelve, before returning to England in 1972. Fred D’Aguiar is best known for his award-winning novels and poetry, namely his first collection of poetry, Mama Dot (1985), which was published to much acclaim. D’Aguiar’s first novel, The Longest Memory (1994), tells the story of Whitechapel, a slave on an eighteenth-century plantation in Virginia. The book won both the David Higham Prize for Fiction and the Whitbread First Novel Award. It was adapted for television and screened by Channel 4 in the UK.

D’Aguair has written two plays which have been professionally produced in Britain. His first play, High Life, was performed at the Arcola Theatre. Inspired by the poem ‘An Irish Airman Foresees his Death’ by W.B. Yeats, Fred D’Aguair wrote his second play ‘A Jamaican Airman Foresess His Death’.

Summary (Extract)

ALVIN WILLIAMS, a Jamaican in his early twenties, struggles to maintain his focus during his last mission as a rear runner, due to the anticipation of his first love-making experience with new girlfriend Kathleen. As his insecurities and fears intensify, Alvin completely loses concentration and makes a costly error that will weigh heavily on him, his Jamaican friends and Kathleen.




ALVIN

Rear-gunner ALVIN WILLIAMS on his final mission.

They firing! They missed? Return fire! Aim! Fire! We missed them? They’re still firing! Aim! Fire! My first time I freezed up. I could only watch. She lying there, her legs spread-eagled. I wanted to touch her but couldn’t. I seized up like a engine. It wasn’t anything to do with her, she was lovely. It was me. We’d been kissing for ages. At the time I wanted whatever she had to offer. She tore off her clothes; I mine. We were neck and neck, matching each other garment for garment; my shirt her blouse, my vest her brassiére, my trousers her skirt, my socks her stockings (I couldn’t do anything in socks, I knew that much), my hat, her hairpin that let her hair fall about her shoulders with a slight shake of her head and her half-smile. We were cruising. My underpants, her panties. Us stark naked. Our shoes kicked off long ago, landing somewhere in the room with thuds. Where did they come from! God, they missed! Fire back, Alvin! Fire back! Save yourself! Suddenly, I freeze, like someone throw a switch in my head. All I could do was watch her, lying there, her legs spanning the bed, her hips moving from side to side, a quiet groan escaping her lips and her ‘I want you’. She couldn’t understand what I was waiting for. And us like two sticks rubbing together for a half-hour before, but now only she on fire, me with this thing between my legs that won’t work, that could be anybody’s. My first time and me only able to watch. She lying there, reaching for the four cardinal points, I mean wriggling like a heel and resembling a starfish or someone treading water all rolled into one. But I’m nailed to the spot at the end of the bed. Aim! Fire! Bull’s-eye! So it must have clicked with her that I was good for nothing. So she just went ahead without me. I mean we had been kissing, she was all worked up. So, her hands come down her body, she getting louder and louder: ‘I want you!’ Her hands working faster and faster. Finally her hips rear up clear of the mattress, her heels digging for a grip like they spurring a horse, the bedclothes riding to the bottom of the bed, the bed springs crying. My hands brought to my ears, her cries still loud as ever, my eyes squeezed tight, stars swimming behind my lids till I scream stop! Stop! No! Not now! She says, ‘I’m nearly there!’ Foolishly, I ask where. ‘Everywhere!’ she shouts. I hit them! They going down! Fast! Her knees brought up and together and she rolling onto her side. Smoke! Fire! Her free hand pulling the scattered bedding over her body ever so slowly, her groan low and drawn out. Me tiptoeing off the world, my heart filling my head in the sudden quiet. (Slight pause.) No, God! Not one of ours! Nooooooo.
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TWO STEP

by Rhashan Stone

Two Step by Rhashan Stone premiered at the Almeida Theatre as part of the PUSH 04 festival, in London on 30 August 2004. It was directed by Josette Bushell-Mingo with the following cast: Rikki McLeod (AJ), Dona Croll (Mona), Derek Griffiths (Lenny), and Remi Wilson.

Rhashan Stone was encouraged to write for the stage by Josette Bushell-Mingo, Artistic Director of PUSH (a black theatre company in the UK) and director of Simply Heavenly. Bushell-Mingo asked Stone to adapt The Odyssey for Push 01; the adaptation was entitled Pantheon of The Gods. Bushell-Mingo subsequently commissioned Two Step.

Two Step is a haunting play about resentment and revenge, as a recovering alcoholic man is forced to face the consequences of his actions. Now, on the eighth step of a 12-stage Alcoholics Anonymous programme, Lenny is instructed to seek forgiveness from family and friends he hurt during his days of alcohol addiction. A visit to his ex-girlfriend’s (Mona) flat unravels dark forgotten memories. But it appears that Lenny has forgotten to pursue forgiveness from someone closer to home, his son.

About the Playwright

American-born British actor, playwright and screenwriter, Rhashan Stone began his career as an actor starring in British television comedies Desmonds and Mutual Friends as well as the stage musical Five Guys Named Moe and Simply Heavenly by Langston Hughes.


Summary (Extract)

Lenny’s estranged son AJ reluctantly appears at Mona’s house in search of his father, who never returned home the night before. When AJ hears that Mona has rejected Lenny’s apology he finds it hard to contain his frustration.

AJ fights back by explaining why he deserves an apology more than anyone else in his dad’s life, for the humiliation, abandonment and emotional damage caused by Lenny’s unhealthy relationship with alcohol.




AJ

AJ sneezes.

Fucking rain. Black people and water don’t mix.

Beat.

I always used to tell that to my teachers, but they wouldn’t listen. I was just a kid what did I know? Every week I’d say ‘Black people don’t like water’ and every week they’d still drag me down that fucking Lido.

Beat.

How fucked up is that?

Beat.

They used to take us to this dirty old place down Tooting. I couldn’t stand it. Only crazy ass teachers would make school-kids swim around in some other school-kids’ piss. I begged my dad to let me have a sick note so I wouldn’t have to go swimming in all that nastiness. But instead of taking my side, hear how he goes. ‘The reason you don’t like swimming is because you don’t know how to swim. So I’m going to teach you.’ This was a new one on me, ’cos we never did shit together.

So there I am at Tooting Bec Lido sitting on the side, looking down into the yellow water. And Dad’s in there, swimming around, going underwater, letting the piss go in his mouth and everything. ‘Don’t be such a pussy.’ He goes. ‘Get in.’ It was like I was stuck to the ground. I just couldn’t do it. Not because of the yellow water, but because I knew I would sink like a fuckin’ brick. Dad’s telling me how if I was in the Dead Sea, the salt would hold me up and shit. I’m thinking ‘I don’t care how much salt you put in there, I’m still gonna fuckin’ sink and anyhow I ain’t in the Dead Sea. I’m in Tooting Bec Pissing Lido!’

See how my feet are dangling in the water ’cos I’m trying to show willing, yeah, but all the time I’m thinking ‘No way. No fucking way.’ Dad is calling out to me and by now people are looking over, what with him having a loud mouth and all. Especially after a couple of drinks. ‘Come in. Don’t be scared. I’ll catch you.’ I’ll admit it. I was scared. I thought to myself ‘You best do it now dread before people start looking for real.’ I look down at him, at his long black shadow in the water, sleek as a fucking shark. ‘It’s alright. I’m here. I’ll catch you.’ He’s got his arms out, ready, so I take a deep breath and I just fling myself into the water towards him. The last thing I saw before I hit the water was my Dad backing away from me, pulling his arms out of my reach.

The shock hit me just like the water hit me. Hard. I don’t know how much I swallowed. Thrashing around trying to reach out and grab hold of something, anything. No matter what I did I felt my body sinking like a stone. I didn’t even know which way was up and all I could taste was piss, chlorine and rain.

Somehow I struggled to the side of the pool. No one helped me you know. See me there, clinging to the side, gasping for breath. I was still shaking, snot coming out my nose, my eyes red. I look around and everybody – and I mean everybody – is staring at me. And there standing over me at the poolside was my Dad.

‘Best way to learn,’ he goes. ‘Sink or swim.’

I scrambled out of the pool, trying not to catch anybody’s eye. But I knew they was all still watching. As I went to get changed I could feel the shame hanging off me like a wet towel, dread.

Beat.

We didn’t speak until we got to the car, and all he said was...

Beat.

‘McDonald’s?’

Pause.
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SOMETHING DARK

by Lemn Sissay MBE

Lemn Sissay MBE was commissioned by Apples and Snakes, Contact Theatre and Battersea Arts Centre in 2003 to write his first full-length play, Something Dark. The play premiered at Contact Theatre, Manchester, in England on February 12 2004, followed by an international tour. It was directed by John E. McGrath, the former Artistic Director of Contact Theatre, and performed by Lemn Sissay.

Something Dark was also broadcast on BBC Radio 3 in September 2003, and received the Race in the Media Award (RIMA) from the UK Commission for Racial Equality in 2006.

Something Dark is an autobiographical story, mapping Sissay’s journey from 1960s Lancashire as his Ethiopian mother puts her baby Sissay into care. Throughout his years in foster care Sissay is moved around to different abusive foster homes and renamed Norman Greenwood and nicknamed Chalky White. The story ends with Sissay finding his birth mother in Gambia, twenty-one years later. This is a true story about a fostered child’s pursuit for his true identity, family and heritage.

This monologue is written as a piece of performance poetry, and categorises different chapters of his life. This play demands a sense of compassion, integrity and conviction. Throughout the play, Lemn uses the metaphor of light and dark to suggest truth and lies. He also uses this metaphor to imply the feeling of being visible and invisible.


About the Playwright

Award-winning poet and playwright Lemn Sissay MBE was born in Lancashire of Ethiopian and Eritrean heritage. He began his career as a published poet releasing his first book of poetry Tender Fingers in a Clenched Fist in 1988 aged 21, followed by Rebel without Applause, Morning Breaks in the Elevator (1999), The Emperor’s Watchmaker (2000) and Listener (2008). Sissay has performed travelled internationally, and some of his poetry can also be seen inscribed on landmarks around London and Manchester.

As a playwright, Sissay has been associated with the Contact Theatre in Manchester, Battersea Arts Centre and he is currently the Associate Artist at London’s Southbank Centre.

Published stage plays include Why I Don’t Hate White People and Refugee Boy.

Summary (Extract)

The following extract is taken from the chapter entitled ‘Barefoot Dread Lock’. LEMN recalls his transition from a ‘child of the state’ to becoming an adult at age 18 and a freeman. After years of living life in the care system, Lemn is finally given the keys to his one-bedroom apartment and access to his file, containing birth records and letters from his biological mother revealing his true identity.




LEMN SISSAY

After coming back from holiday, Bognor Regis, with the children’s home, I stopped wearing shoes. I stopped wearing shoes. Without reason I just stopped wearing shoes. Without thinking I am going to stop wearing shoes – I just stopped. I go barefoot and treat it as normal as pie. Proudly I learned to walk on glass and to stub out a cigarette with my little toe. It was a silent rebellion an implosion. You may take my identity but you will never take my feet – if you like. I was barefoot and I was barefoot for a full twelve months. In Lancashire.

If ever we had six senses the feet would be the sixth. There is nothing more gratifying than walking on short soft dew-filled grass. Not many things are as sensual as warm pavement stone. My feet became like hands gripping all the different textures of our world. I was becoming to know the difference between tarmacs and the gentleness of soil or peat or heather. Point being, I was searching my senses. Barefoot dreadlocked.

‘Bet you can’t do that in the snow’ was the most common thing people would say, ‘Bet you can’t do that in the snow.’ Of all the things to say. I could have been told ‘get some help’. I could have been asked ‘what’s wrong’. I could have been pulled over the coals and told ‘You cannot do this any more you foolish boy’. Who cared enough! Who cared enough.

‘Bet you can’t do that in the snow.’

It was dark. It was night time and I watched thousands and thousands of snowflakes sloping from the sky. Little pieces of light peppered the darkness. As a child once said to me in a workshop once ‘Night time is like a shoal of black fishes sprinkled with sea salt’. Come morning I put on my scarf and walked outward around the housing estate walking through the virgin snow leaving barefoot prints as I walked. I had to leave this town when I left care, because all this town can offer me is ‘I bet you can’t do that in the snow’. I’ll bet I can...

This blackboy who had been called snowflake more time than he cares to remember. This blackboy, commonly known as chocolate drop and widely known as Chalky otherwise known as Norman Greenwood… When I got back to the children’s home I put on my shoes. The footprints had melted and the snow had disappeared leaving bits of road salt, the scattered seasoning of winter’s coldest dish. It was as if I had never been there!

I’m 18 I am in the flat that I signed on for. I am alone. Nobody but nobody is responsible for me, on my birthdays, at Christmas, when ill, on weekends, on Saturdays and Sundays. No cousins no sisters no brother no aunts no uncles.

‘You’re lucky’ says a loose friend as he passes me a spliff – families are a pain. And how much would I want that pain, at least if I felt pain I would know, I was alive. Dark.

After moving in my social worker sat me down for our final meeting. My whole life had been punctuated by ‘case conferences’.

‘Norman’

He said


‘Your name isn’t Norman.’

See, legally the government was no longer my parent and therefore had to pass over one incredible document and that document was my birth certificate. It had two pieces of information – my name Lemn Sissay and my mother’s name Etsegenet Amare. It was a dark afternoon mid-winter. But there was so much light in that front room – I was someone! This was a truth: a clear undeniable documented recorded hand written witnessed signed piece of incredible undeniable and absolute TRUTH. And there was more, he passed me letters dated July 1968. She said:

‘I want him to be with his own colour, his own people – I don’t want him to face discrimination.’

The reply letter:

‘Many thanks for your letter. Lemn is doing well with his foster parents and in good health.

Yours Faithfully Norman.’

Letters from my mother pleading for me back, writing to a social worker whose name was Norman Goldthorpe. He had named me after himself.

From that point I reverted to the only truth I knew, my name Lemn Sissay. Immediately I lost all my remainding friends in that small town.

Who the bloody hell do I think I was, Lemn?

I had to leave everything I knew, not because of what I didn’t want to be, but because of what was to become – most of all, and behind it all, I just wanted to find my family. I had no qualifications. I had no experience. I had a birth certificate and a fist full of poems and I was going to Manchester and there would be no going back…






From

BOY WITH BEER

by Paul Boakye

Paul Boakye’s Boy with Beer was produced by HOB Productions, in association with This is Now Theatre Company, at The Man in the Moon Theatre, London on 14 January 1992. This production was directed by Steven Luckie and performed by Tunde Oba (Donovan) and Clive Wedderburn (Karl).

Boy with Beer boldly tackles the taboo subject of homosexuality and AIDS in the Black British community. This two-hander explores the making of a loving relationship between two black men, British West-Indian Donovan and British African Karl, showing the societal and cultural pressures that impinge on their relationship.

Donovan lives a double life flitting between his year-long relationship with girlfriend Susan and the occasional secret one-night stands with black men. Donovan wants to be a father one day and hopes to impregnate girlfriend Susan for his own gain. Karl is the complete opposite to Donovan; he is an openly gay, educated man who sleeps with white men but wants to settle with a black man. The two meet in a nightclub, but unlike other men that Donovan has slept with in the past, he returns to Karl’s house more than once. As the play unravels, the relationship with girlfriend Susan becomes more turbulent, Donovan stays at Karl’s house for longer periods of time allowing Karl’s feelings for Donovan to intensify. Tempers flare when Karl realises that Donovan is still sleeping with Susan who is now pregnant with his child. He gives Donovan an ultimatum; to leave his house for good or accept the fact that he is gay.


About the Playwright

Paul Boakye was born in London in 1963. He is an award-winning playwright, essayist, editor and entrepreneur, best known for his self-produced play Boy with Beer, and as the former CEO and editor of DRUM magazine which was inspired by the famous DRUM of South Africa in the 1950s.

Boakye has written for the stage, radio, film, the internet, academia and magazines. He has won several awards for his plays, namely the UK Student Playscript in 1986 for his first play Jacob’s Ladder and a BBC Radio Drama Young Playwright’s Award for Hair in 1991.

Other plays include: No Mean Streets (1993) and Wicked Games (1997).

Summary (Extract)

DONOVAN’s, (a twenty-one-year-old Black British-Caribbean man), girlfriend has aborted their baby due to contracting the AIDS virus. Donovan reveals to Karl that he may be HIV-positive, Karl comforts him. For the first time in the play, Donovan talks openly about his homosexuality and, more importantly, his feelings for Karl.




Donovan

I’m like that, though, you know. You say it’s cos I don’t give. I used to give to people, you know. I used to give all the time to people. You ask my mum. But the more I give the more people want to take. Take, take, take, that’s all people do. And then I don’t wanna give, cos I don’t wanna feel, and I don’t wanna feel cos I don’t wanna get hurt. Candy hurt me. Candy my…we were gonna get married, man. It’s so stupid. D’you know she slept with my brother. My big ole fat ugly brother. If he was the last man in the world I’d rather shag a sheep. She slept with him to hurt me. I s’pose she’d say she wasn’t getting enough. Trevor hurt me. Trevor was the first man I met. Trevor is pathetic! That’s one of your words, ennit? Do you know he’ll swear to God he screwed me. I overheard him on the phone one night showing off to his friend. I said, ‘Trevor, you’ve never screwed me!’ He said ‘Yes, I have!’ I said, ‘When? Where was I?’ D’you know what I mean? He’s so stupid! I met Nathan right after Trevor. Nathan was quite nice at first. Then he started to want to treat me like a woman. I wasn’t having none a that! I met Susan in Safeways. I thought, I ain’t having any luck with men. Susan was really good in bed. ‘You don’t think I’m a slag, do you, Donovan? I’m not a slag, you know. I’m just really really attracted to you!’ Susan didn’t hurt me. I hurt Susan. She needs love, you know. I didn’t mean to hurt her. I wanned to have a son. That’s what it was. It was mainly to have a kid. How could I love Susan when all the time I was attracted to men? That’ll only breed anger and suspicion, ennit? And anyway, here I am now with you – another man – and feeling good about it for the first time in my life. I ain’t making no promises to you, Karl. But just to be with you, you know. Talking to another black man. Someone who can listen without passing judgement. You make me feel so good.






From

BLACKTA

by Nathaniel Martello-White

Blackta premiered at the Young Vic Theatre in London on 26 October 2012, directed by David Lan (Artistic Director of the Young Vic), with the following cast: Anthony Walsh (Brown), Javone Prince (Dull Brown), Daniel Francis (Black), Howard Charles (Yellow), Leo Wringer (Older Black) and Michael Oku (Younger Black).

Blackta explores the lack of roles for Black British actors in London. The play takes place in a surreal audition room as six black actors of varying complexions all compete for their big break, ‘the greenest of green light’. As the play unfolds, the competitiveness between the men is pushed to the limit which ultimately leads to conflict, insecurity and depression.

About the Playwright

British actor-turned-writer Nathaniel Martello-White was born in London and trained at RADA in London. Martello-White is a very talented actor, best known for his performance in Brother Size by Tarell Alvin McCraney, Joe Turner’s Come and Gone by August Wilson and Oxford Street at the Royal Court Theatre. Blackta is Nathaniel’s first stage play.

Summary (Extract)

BROWN is described in the play as ‘a radical’. He believes that he has created ‘the thing’, an alternative approach to achieving success. At this point in the play, Black feels beaten by the audition process; he has not succeeded in getting any green lights. Brown attempts to get Black to see the bigger picture.




BROWN

BROWN stands making coffee. BLACK sits dishevelled and covered in a blanket.

You see…that’s been your problem…from the start… everywhere you go, you make enemies, an’ I think, well you’re intelligent, articulate, why the fuck can’t this guy take a break? You know? Why doesn’t he get, that if history has taught us anything, it’s that great men, always had a team of people who respected them, men who were so inspired by this great man, that when they woke from slumber, they would think – how would black brush his teeth? What does black eat for breakfast? Man, how is black? Does he need anything? Man, I wish I waz like black, I wish I waz black, I hope he’s ok… Then all of a sudden, you got all this positivity, being pumped into the universe, like a protective force field, even God thinks – I want this guy to do well! Let me give him what he needs to achieve his dream, a good woman, good luck, good health, I mean black man - come on...that’s how you make it. That’s how you get the greenest of ever green lights – every time! Do you take sugar in your tea?

…

Right, you see, you and yellow have the same problem, you’re like these two big grunting ogres, who trudge about the place, expecting respect, now that’s not how you get respect…you know that! I mean you earn respect man...take the three of us, you me and yellow…between the three of us, the things we’ve done – we’re powerful man, damn look all the things we’ve done. Now, I’m not saying we should become one! I’m not saying we should mix, brown, black and yellow. I’m just saying that, all the while we’re waiting for them, them Oxford, Cambridge motherfuckers to huddle together – to huddle together and in between mocking us, decide which shade of black, is next in line, if any? Now you wanna live like that? That’s why you’re depressed man! Sitting in limbo – still waiting for the white man, to say, ‘you boy are head nigga in charge!’ Fuck that man, fuck that, fuck thaaaat! I’m building a thing! So powerful! Made up of every shade of black, a self running, independent thing, for us, 4 us, run by me, driven by me – an army! An army, that will once and for all, free us from the white take…on black. No more! No more fucking green light man, no more black cattle, no more black sheep, herds of sheep man, herds of white sheep! Wid black sheppards!






From

BROTHER TO BROTHER

by Michael McMillan

Brother to Brother was written and directed by Michael McMillan and premiered at The Green Room, Manchester in 1996. It was performed by Ekundayo (Purple), Benji Reid (Red) and Michael Mannash-Daniels (Blue).

Michael McMillan gained inspiration from the book Brother to Brother: New Writing by Black Gay Men and personal experiences from the cast as well as his own life. Brother to Brother focuses on identity, love and relationships from a black male perspective. The play is a tapestry of many different stories which overlap, complement and respond to each other to explore themes of masculinity and love. Brother to Brother takes an honest look at taboo experiences, which are rarely discussed in our community in a refreshing and unique way.

About the Playwright

Michael McMillan is a playwright, artist, curator and scholar, arguably most famous for his critically acclaimed installation entitled ‘The West Indian Front Room’, which was held at the Geffrye Museum; and his play Master Juba (2006) which was based on the real-life story of William Henry Lane.

McMillan was born in 1962, in High Wycombe, of Vincentian parents. He gained his degree in Sociology with African and Asian Studies at Sussex University and then pursued a MA in Independent Film and Video from Central Saint Martins School of Art. Michael was awarded the first practice-based Arts Doctorate from Middlesex University. He began his writing career in 1978 with his play The School Leaver which was performed as part of the Young Writer’s Festival at the Royal Court. Since then, Michael’s work has been produced by the BBC, Channel 4, Talawa Theatre Company, Oval House, Radio 4 and Double Edge Theatre, to name but a few.

Other published plays by Michael McMillan include: On Duty and School Leaver.

Summary (Extract)

This extract is taken from the scene entitled ‘Are you my father?’. PURPLE is a black man with two biological white parents. Purple mimes polishing a black shoe (which symbolises his conflict with being black) at the same time as impersonating his white father who lacks any understanding of black heritage, culture or sympathy towards the racism his child experiences from the police.




PURPLE

Purple!

Purple!

Purple I’m calling you for Christ sake!

See that,

well don’t look at me,

look at the fucking shoe.

Can you see your face in that?

I want you to finish these ones for me.

Let him who is without sin cast the first?…

Good.

A rolling stone gathers no?

Never throw stones in a glass?…

Correct.

There’s no point in crying over spilt?…

Right.

Remember that time I took you to Ireland

and we were walking through Tamore

and you started laughing at that tramp

and I slapped you

(Sound of a slap on the back of the head.)

You on the back of the head


and I walked over to him

Remember that?

And I said one word to him.

And I said Shakespeare

and he started reciting and reciting and reciting,

a passage from Othello

…a black ram tupping a white ewe…

Remember that?

Taught you not to laugh at tramps again, didn’t it?

He was an actor,

his wife left him

and his family went under,

but he was a great man that.

Which reminds me.

Did you see that?

(Miming taking out record albums from a box.)

That’s Max Bygraves.

Max Bygraves goes here,

in front of Victor Sylvester and his Orchestra, okay

Behind that, is Peggy Lee

and a bit towards the back,

is some of your old Stringray albums,


which you don’t seem to play anymore.

I don’t know why.

That’s how they look

and how I want them kept.

Purple, if I have to tell you once,

I’ll tell you again and again,

until you get it into

your thick head,

that –

I have a morbid fear of disorder!

It’s things like that,

It’s people like you

that makes me have to take my Valium.

Every morning

and every night.

It’s people like the man at the post office,

who always want to stand on my corn.

Right there, (Points to his toe.)

to get himself in front of the fucking queue,

when we’ve all been standing there for hours.

It’s your brother coming in,

telling his lying stories,


about the police.

Picking him up,

Beating him up,

asking him questions.

He must have been doing something wrong,

you don’t just walk along the streets

and get picked up by the police for no reason Purple.

And don’t try and contradict me,

when I’m talking to you.

If my dad were here,

he’d be proud of that.

(Displays his polished hand as the shoe.)

Not proud of me Purple, are you?

Are you proud of your dad?

No!






From

THE WESTBRIDGE

by Rachel De-lahay

Westbridge by Rachel De-lahay was first professionally performed at the Bussey Building, Peckham Rye as part of the Theatre Local season on 3 November 2011. The play later transferred to the Royal Court Theatre in London on 25 November 2011. Both productions were directed by Clint Dyer and performed by Ryan Calais Cameron (Andre), Chetna Panya (Soriya), Jo Martin (Audrey), Ray Panthaki (Ibi), Paul Bhattacharjee (Saghir), Fraser Ayres (Marcus), Daisy Lewis (Georgina), Shavani Seth (Sara), Samuel Folay (Boy), and Adlyn Ross (Old Lady).

Rachel De-lahay’s first play Westbridge explores the racial tensions between the Black and Asian communities in Britain. The play is set on a council estate in Battersea, south London, in a place where both cultures live as neighbours, lovers and childhood friends. When a black boy is accused of raping a fourteen-year-old Asian girl, the estate community is divided, old prejudiced attitudes resurface, causing animosity and a street riot. The pressure on the community is demonstrated through the relationship of interracial couple, Asian Soriya and Black Marcus, who are both mixed-raced, find their once harmonious relationship pushed to the limit.

About the Playwright

Rachel De-lahay was born in Handsworth in the West Midlands, England but now lives in London. Rachel has written for the stage and for radio. Rachel De-lahay was one of the ten writers selected for the Writersroom 10 scheme to support emerging theatre writers. Her play, LockSmiths was broadcast on Radio 3’s The Verb on Friday 11 May 2012. Westbridge (formerly SW11) and Sucker Punch by Roy Williams were joint winners of the Alfred Fagon Award for ‘Best Black Playwright of the Year’ in 2010. This was followed by a rehearsed staged reading of both plays, directed by Simeilia Hodge-Dallaway at the Cottlesloe Theatre at the National Theatre.

Summary (Extract)

ANDRE, a sixteen-year-old Black British boy, has been suspected of raping a fourteen-year-old Asian girl resulting in him being thrown out of his mother’s house and ostracised by the community. Although Soriya’s boyfriend Marcus (mixed-race, white-African) is convinced that their childhood friend Andre did not commit the crime, Soriya (mixed-race, white-Asian) is not so sure, and against Marcus’ wishes, she chooses to confront him. Shocked by Soriya’s accusation, Andre challenges the prejudiced attitudes towards black men in the Aisna community, forcing Soriya to take a look at her own.




ANDRE

Shut up man! Yes they do. They hear a little something and retell it to suit their needs. ’Cause if an Asian girl gets raped by a young black boy, or worse, boys, then all Indian people round here have ammunition to say what they really think about their black neighbours! They can say they hate the way man like me smoke weeds on street corner, not thinking about the fact I ain’t causing no harm to no one…

…

That little blonde thing upstairs has proper rubbed off on you. And it’s vice versa! Don’t get it twisted. You think black women round here, hard-working black women want to see one of the few sharp, intelligent, and I’ll ra say it, handsome, black men shacked up with a Paki?

…

Ah. Did that sting? Don’t pretend you haven’t clocked on to that any ways. They would all love to see you married off to some distant cousin from back home. Then they’d be happy for you.

…

Ah. My bad. You want entertainment. Shame, ’cause I only deal with facts, like Indian girls like cock same as everyone else! Black cock even. But then you already know that, don’t you? Yet when I say it, you’re thinking even more I did it, aren’t you? How about if I put my hood back up, like how I know you love it. Does that fuck with your head even more? Are you now certain I did it? How about if I step towards you in a way and walk just standardly how black guys walk? Now what you thinking?

…

You so think you’re a part of this here world. And yet you wanna make those sorts of comments. And you think making them with a black man on your arm makes it OK? You can’t be racist, can you, if you’re fucking him at night? He ain’t even black sweetheart. You need to realise. One baby with you and that gene’s gone!






From

STATEMENT OF REGRET

by Kwame Kwei-Armah

Statement of Regret by Kwame Kwei-Armah OBE premiered at the Cottesloe Theatre at the National Theatre, London on 14 November 2007. Directed by Jeremy Herrin, it included the following cast: Javone Prince (Kwaku Mackenzie Junior), Don Warrington (Kwaku Mackenzie), Colin McFarlane (Michael Akinbola), Chu Omambala (Idrissa Adebayo), Angel Coulby (Issi), Ellen Thomas (Lola Mackenzie), Trevor Laird (Val), Clifford Samuel (Adrian Mackenzie), and Oscar James (Soby).

Statement of Regret was broadcast on BBC Radio 4’s The Saturday Play programme. The television version won a BAFTA in 2005.

Kwame was inspired to name his play Statement of Regret and explore the theme of reparation for the slave trade, after reading an article with the headline Tony Blair’s ‘STATEMENT OF REGRET’ in The New Nation newspaper in 2006.

Statement of Regret centres on the relationship between the Black Caribbean and African to explore the subject of reparation for slavery. Set in London at the Institute of Black Policy Research (IBPR) think-tank, founder of the company Kwaku Mackenzie, of West Indian origin, struggles to hold the business together after the death of his father. Consumed with grief, guilt and alcohol, Kwaku becomes forgetful and disorganised, causing the company’s finance to suffer, hardly able to afford paying the staff members. To make matters worse he has become obsessed about the idea of fighting for reparation for the slave trade and creates a racial divide within the IBPR office and the wider society when he announces on television that reparation should be given to the West Indians, and not Africans. Despite pleas from family members and work colleagues, Kwaku has no intention of backing down, putting the reputation of the think-tank and staff members at risk. His children are forced to make the heart-breaking decision of whether to admit him to a mental home.

About the Playwright

Kwame Kwei-Armah OBE was born in London to Grenadian parents. Kwame Kwei-Armah is an award-winning playwright, actor, and broadcaster, who has made a significant contribution to the Black British Play canon throughout the 1990s and 2000s. His writing breakthrough came with his most notable play Elmina’s Kitchen, which enabled him to become the first Black Briton to have a play produced in London’s West End. Elimina’s Kitchen won the Evening Standard Award for most promising play and was also nominated for an Olivier Award for best new play. Since then, Kwame Kwei-Armah has continued to write plays which tackle issues relating to the Black African Caribbean community, and which are constantly revived across the globe. In 2011, Kwame was appointed the Artistic Director of Center Stage Theatre in Baltimore, USA.

Published plays by Kwame Kwei-Armah include: Let There Be Love, Fix Up, A Bitter Herb, Seize the Day and Big Nose.

Summary (Extract)

JUNIOR, 26-year-old son of West-Indian Kwaku and African Lola, works as the Events Manager at the Institute of Black Policy Research. He immediately feels intimidated by the newly appointed intern, Oxford-educated West-Indian Adrian. Unlike Adrian, Junior did not attend university and is not as well-spoken as Adrian or the other staff members at the think-tank. When his father Kwaku chooses to work with Adrian instead of Junior (his own son), he begins to question Adrian’s true identity. The relationship between Adrian and Junior becomes turbulent when Junior realises that Adrian is his half-brother. But when their father’s mental health rapidly deteriorates, and his father refuses to listen to Africans, Junior desperately needs his half-brother’s help.




JUNIOR

What do you know, Adrian? That he screamed like an animal being skinned alive when he found his father had been laying dead for three days at the bottom of his stairs? That his father left everything he had to his thirty-year-old girlfriend of two years and the rest of us nothing? That he didn’t say a word to us but went to the grave every day for eighteen months crying, asking for forgiveness? What do you know? Tell me what you know, O favoured one? I tell you what I know – that if we don’t help him he will fall and die. And any legacy that the man’s had will lay at the bottom of the gutter that they pick him up from. Gloved and masked. You think we’re wounded now? Wait till we have to visit him in Rampton.

[Beat. The boys stare at each other.]

I may not be as bright as you, know all this slave history stuff, but I do know that this is how they got us to sell each other in the first place…told one tribe they were better than the other – while arming and saying the same to the neighbouring tribe. I want to kill you right now. If we get caught up in our own shit – no one wins. I paraphrase but I’m sure I quote a great work.

…

It was there to be read. I also read your conclusion. One needs to say sorry. Even when you are unsure of the harm you have caused…unsure of how one has personally benefited. So… sorry, Adrian…

…


For all you’ve had to go through…

…

I am sorry…






From

LITTLE BABY JESUS

by Arinze Kene

Little Baby Jesus by Arinze Kene was co-produced by BEcreative and Spora Stories at Oval House Theatre, as part of their London via Lagos season, in London on 25 May 2011. This production was directed by Ché Walker with the following cast members: Fiston Barek (Kehinde), Seroca Davis (Joanne) and Akemnji Ndifernyen (Rugrat).

Little Baby Jesus could be described as a modern-day parable, as it effectively extracts stories and references directly from the bible and places them in a contemporary playground of street slang, gangs and adolescents.

Arinze Kene’s play Little Baby Jesus is a coming of age story of three inner-city teenagers – Kehinde, Rugrat and Joanne – as they encounter situations which force them to grow up quicker than expected. Written in a series of monologues, the world of each character gradually collide, overlap and gel together as they deal with themes of mental health, death and violence.

About the Playwright

Actor, playwright and Artistic Director of Inner City Theatre Company, Arinze Kene was born in Lagos, Nigeria and moved to London in 1991. Arinze pursued an acting career by training at Identity Drama School in East London. He is most famously known for his role as Connor Stanley in British television soap opera EastEnders. In 2010, he made a leap from acting to playwriting with his debut play Estate Walls which was presented as part of the Omo London festival, to celebrate the 50th anniversary of Nigeria’s independence. In 2010, Arinze won the award for Most Promising Playwright at The Offies (Off West End Award) for his first play Estate Walls. Throughout his writing career, Arinze has been affiliated with the Young Writers Programme at the Royal Court Theatre, Soho Theatre HUB Writers programme and the series 3 writing team for EastEnders E20.

Summary (Extract)

KEHINDE is a sixteen-year-old black boy, described in the play as ‘the boy who never leaves’ school.

KEHINDE’s sister that can outrun everyone in the school including Pierre Cunningham, the leader of the Cali Road Boys gang (CRB). When she wins the race and Pierre announces his victory, Kehinde has to decide whether to stick up for his sister or agree with the school bully.




KEHINDE

Pierre?! Nah! Pierre didn’t win shit!

They were only saying that because they were afraid of him and the Cali Road Boys. Look at Pierre’s face, he knows he lost. He weren’t showing off like he does when he gets it in the back of the net. Yo Pierre!! (Walking up to him.)

He’s taller than me but I made sure I got in his face –

‘Why deceive yourself, fam? Why, fam? You lost. Accept it. Digest it. Look, look at this, this is the letter ‘L’, you should eat it. You should marry it. You earned it. You can’t win all the time. CRB? Who… Why would anyone wanna be in your scabby crew? I lost mad respect for you, fam. Epic Fail.’

Instead what really came out was –

‘Ah Pierre, gotta give it to you, bro, you’re kinda fast, that was close but you won, by an inch though, just an inch, that was close but you won, you had a better start, she should’ve dipped.’

SHIIIT!

What’s wrong with me?

My eyes dart over his shoulder in search of Taiwo. Phew. She was occupied, she didn’t clock.

That’s when I heard a crow caw from the tree above and… there was something about this moment.

You…you know when you’re brushing your teeth in the morning and you suddenly remember you had a dream last night and you just kinda freeze up in front of the mirror because you’re trying to recall it and you almost had it just now but it slipped away? And you have to let it go, carry on brushing and try to forget about it because you know that the more you try and remember it, the further it’s gonna repress itself deep down into your inner psyche? That feeling. When I heard the crow caw in the tree it jugged something in the quicksand part of my mind and gave me that feeling. I knew there was some kinda lesson to be learnt, I felt as though I were reliving a parable.

A CRB throws his scabby arm over my shoulder.

‘Who’s the fastest in the year, bruv?’

‘Err it used to be Taiwo but now it’s Pierre,’ I said quickly.

Then the pin dropped. I realised what the muffled fluttering under my subconscious was about. It swung my rationale into the story Mr Taruvangadum taught us earlier that day.

Right before they captured Jesus, when he was chilling with his Apostles, he said to Simon Peter –

‘Before the cock crow twice, thou shalt deny me thrice.’

It was obvious. The crow’s caw was the cock’s first caw. Sounds crazy I know but it was a sign.

Up in the tree, the crow stared directly down at me. I barely understood the omen, when Pierre grabbed me by the strap of my school bag and lead me to the middle –

‘…even Kehindickle saw!! Tell ’em what you saw, go on, tell ’em.’

I looked up at the crow. My sister’s face shot out to me from the crowd.


‘Errr. You…Pierre won. Tawio should’ve dipped.’

The crow cawed a harsh final cry then flew from the tree.

Taiwo heard. She turns her head in shame.

Shit.

That rendered me horrendous.

I pulled my tongue out of Pierre’s bumhole and let it back in my mouth where it should’ve stayed

FUCK!

I tried to explain to her that –

‘I swear down, he won by an inch, I’m telling you, from where I was standing, at the angle from which I saw it, he won by an inch – plus, the sun was in my eye, you should’ve dipped.’

to obvious no avail. She had no words for me, she wouldn’t even look in my face.

‘Oi…’

She zipped open her rucksack, barely listening to my false apologia, turned and articulated one thing:

‘You have SO much to learn.’

That shot me through my bad heart ten times –

Raptured my spleen,

fractured my ribs,

internal bleeding,

haemorrhages,

blood clot,


cataracts,

brain damage,

heart attack.

Death by double-crossing. My one person in the world. If I were allowed to have one person in the world. I’d have Taiwo.

As I watched her put her trainers into the carrier bag before she puts them in her racksack, I promised myself I would never shun a blessing to gain friends ever again. Right then and there, I grew up. Inside here – (Touches his heart.) And the growing pains sent a tear rolling down my cheek. I had to pull myself together, quickly.






From

FIXER

by Lydia Adetunji

Fixer by Lydia Adetunji was first produced at the HighTide Festival in Suffolk in 2009. The play was developed with the support of the Almeida Theatre. A new version of Fixer was performed at Oval House Theatre in London on 21 June 2011. The latest version was directed by Dan Bernard and Rachel Briscoe starring Richard Pepple (Chuks), Alex Barclay (Dave), Robert Bowman (Jerome), Babajide Fado (Tracksuit Man), Jennifer Jackson (Sara), Damola Adelaja (Laurence) and Nick Oshikanlu (Porter).

Lydia Adetunji’s political play Fixer explores a darker side to international journalism. Set in a world of corruption, competition and desperation where getting the most exclusive story is paramount at whatever cost. In northern Nigeria a group of militant rebels referred to as ‘The Boys’ have been attacking ‘The Consortium’s’ oil pipelines. The new recruits of ‘The Consortium’, Sara and ex-journalist Jerome, have been employed to manage any negative media attention and thus prevent damaging stories about ‘The Consortium’ from ‘The Boys’ leaking into the desirous hands of international journalists.

British journalists Dave a.k.a. Dangerman, and young enthusiast Laurence, are keen to outdo each other and be the first to interview ‘The Boys’ to get their big break, however they both require the knowledge of the boys’ whereabouts and the only person that can help them is a Fixer named Chuks. Scarred by the near-death experience encountered when he took the American journalist Jerome to see ‘The Boys’ a year ago, Chuks, now the owner of a small bar called Madam Hannah (named after his five-year-old child), wants to leave the dangerous life of being a Fixer behind him. However, when both journalists entice Chuks by offering large amounts of money, he succumbs to the challenge which leads to deadly consequences.

About the Playwright

Playwright and journalist Lydia Adetunji was born in Stockport in Manchester, England. Lydia was raised in Nigeria and Britain. After graduating from the University of Cambridge with BA degree in Chinese, she pursued a career in journalism working at
the Financial Times newspaper.

Lydia Adetunji’s experience of living in Nigeria and career in journalism informed the story of her first award-winning play, a play set in Nigeria about journalism. In 2010, Fixer was selected as an outstanding example of international theatre at the National Play Festival in Brisbane. Since writing her first play Adetuniji has been associated with Channel 4, BBC Films, Paines Plough and the Tricycle Theatre.

Summary (Extract)

CHUKS, a Nigerian fixer in his thirties, is stuck in the middle of two rival British journalists who undercut each other with the hope of persuading Chuks to arrange an exclusive interview with the militant rebels named ‘The Boys’. With Dave’s offer of one hundred thousand naira sealed and Laurence’s underhand offer of an additional fifty thousand naira on the table, Chuks begins to warm to the idea of taking them to see the boys.




CHUKS

No. You don’t understand what I am telling you. Open your ears, eh? If I help you to find them, they will come back and find me. They will make trouble for me after you have already packed up your things and gone back to your five-star. No deal, no deal.

Pause.

You want to know what the boys said to me? You want to know? They showed me something. But the thing my eye see, my mouth no fit talk am.

…

They showed me a picture they snapped. Of a man. This traitor betrayed the boys, so they beat the hell out of him. The blood was pouring. The man was dying. He begged the boys to take him to the hospital.

Pause.

So they put him in the boot of a car and they drove him to the hospital. When they reached there, they carried him out of the car and went inside. They took him to the mortuary. They opened one of the freezers, and they closed him inside. When he was still alive.

Pause.

Then the boys left the hospital. But nobody helped the man in the freezer, because the boys said ‘don’t help him’.

I am not messing with the boys. They suspect me I am a traitor. They say I make too much cash from my business with you people. They think I take money left right and centre to open this bar.

CHUKS waves an arm at the room.

They ask which oyinbos I take money from next – the pipeline consortium?






From

BASHMENT

by Rikki Beadle-Blair

Bashment by Rikki Beadle-Blair was first performed at Theatre Royal Stratford East in London on 25 May 2005. Written and directed by the author, the original cast included: Nathan Clough (MC KKK), Ludvig Bonin (DJ Venom), Jennifer Daley (Karisma), Joel Dommett (JJ), Arnie Hewitt (Sam/Daniel/Arresting Officer/Judge/Prisoner), Duncan MacInnes (Kevan), Joe Marshall (White Fang), Anthony Newell (Orlando), Jason Steed (MC Eggy), and Luke Toulson.

Bashment tackles homophobic lyrics in popular urban music. A homophobic attack takes place in a Raggae Dance Hall competition. The group of five youths (members of the Ilford Illmanics crew) involved in the attack defend their actions by saying they were provoked, and receive an extremely light sentence. Public defender confronts the attackers before they’re released and asks, ‘Did the music make you do it?’

About the Playwright

Award-winning playwright, director, choreographer, rock musician, cabaret artist and producer Rikki Beadle-Blair was born in south London and raised by his Jamaican mother. From the age of seventeen, when he performed with his band Three People at a Gay’s the Word concert, Rikki Beadle-Blair has been a proactive gay activist using his artistic voice to raise the awareness of homosexuality, particularly in the black community.

Rikki is renowned for his stage play Bashment which was nominated for Best New Play at the national TMA awards. In 2010, the movie adaptation of Bashment was produced by Rikki Beadle-Blair and his company Team Angelica.

Other published plays by Rikki Beadle-Blair include: Family Man, Fit and Shalom Baby.

Summary (Extract)

The action takes place on the same day as the MC Throwdown competition. Two members of the Ilford Illmanics crew, MC KKK, a twenty-two-year old Jamaican, together with White Fang, attempt to use their bad-boy reputation to intimidate cashier Karisma into serving them first at the local east London petrol station. Karisma refuses to serve him which leads to a verbal attack on her and the other customers in the shop.




KKK

Think you’re cute, innit?

Think you got it all sorted

– think you ain’t ghetto,

Just ’cause your upwardly-mobile nigger daddy found a white bitch to be his baby mama

and you grew up talking like the enemy you think you ain’t ghetto, innit?

Well, when you marry your nice lickle white bot

with his nice lickle white boy

with his nice lickle white job

and his nice lickle white house

in nice lickle Whitetown

and you take your nice lickle mullato baby out

in his nice lickle pram

and all the nice lickle white mums arx you how long you been his fucking nanny

you’ll see just how cute you ain’t and you’ll know just how ghetto you are.

And when that moment reach and you call your Gay Best Friend

and he sends your call to voicemail – you’ll think of this moment,


yeah and you’ll remember – you could’ve connected with a brudda.

Someone coulda had your back.

You get me?... Sista?






From

TWO HORSEMEN

by ’Biyi Bandele-Thomas

Two Horsemen premiered at the Gate Theatre in London on 27 July 1994, as part of the London New Play Festival, directed by Roxanna Silbert and performed by Leo Winger (Banza) and Colin Farlane (Lagbaja).

’Biyi Bandele-Thomas is a remarkable storyteller. His play Two Horsemen illustrates his love of language, imagination and stories. Set in a decrepit ‘room somewhere’ in a timeless world where two street sweepers, Banza and Lagbaja, seamlessly reinvent themselves, swap identities and thus alter their relationship to one another. Throughout the play, the men suggest they (along with a character called Sidi who we never meet) are the only survivors of a flood which wiped out the entire area. The two men escape a life of boredom by recounting the most obscure personal stories about their experience meeting God, close encounters with death and acts of murder and revenge. As the play unravels, it becomes difficult to tell if these stories are true or fabricated or even if the characters are alive or dead.

About the Playwright

’Biyi Bandele-Thomas is probably best known for his award-winning play Oroonoko, an adaptation of Aphra Behn’s seventeenth-century novel of the same name, which won an EMMA (BT Ethnic and Multicultural Media Award) for Best Play in 2000. Two Horsemen was selected as Best New Play at the 1994 London New Plays Festival.


’Biyi Bandele-Thomas was born in Nigeria in 1967. He resides in London where he has built an impressive career as an award-winning playwright, poet, screenwriter and novelist. After studying drama at Obafemi Awolowo University, he won the international playscript competition in 1989 for Rain, which enabled ’Biyi to complete his one year scholarship in London. ’Biyi never returned to Nigeria and instead embarked on a successful writing career in London, working with reputable theatres, namely the Royal Court Theatre and the Royal Shakespeare Company.

Other published plays by ’Biyi Bandele-Thomas include: Rain, Marching for Fausa, Resurrections in the Season of the Longest Drought, Death Catches the Hunter and Me and the Boys, Brixton Stories, a stage adaptation of his own novel The Street, and Happy Birthday Mister Deka.

Summary (Extract)

The following speech has been extracted from the second and final act of the play, entitled ‘Howling’. Set during the night-time the scene opens with a fusion of different distressing sounds; a dog barking and whining, car engine failing to start and someone screaming. The upsetting soundscape triggers a conversation about death, rape and God. BANZA takes this opportunity to talk about his paranoia bought on by the experience of working as a morgue attendant surrounded by dead corpses.




BANZA

Sometimes, you know, sometimes I’m overcome with a paranoia: I’m the last human being left on earth and I’m surrounded by five billion corpses. Phew! Five billion. The thought makes me grin like a fool.

[Pause.]

Do you know that a man’s beard continues to grow even after he’s dead? And the nails as well. Until you begin to rot. I was once a morgue attendant, you know. Before the flood. Superb job. Made you feel like God. Sometimes after yet another of those multiple accidents involving those luxury buses, and the casualties were brought in and stacked one upon the other like so many lumps of yam in a barn, I’d stand among them, these denizens of the graves, alone, savouring the gut-smell of blood and bile and decay that filled the air like sour-sweet mango perfume. I would stand among them, smiling back at those who smiled … [Demonstrates.] “Hello, baby, how’re you doing? I like the way you smile. Like a bloody bitch. I like the way you smile. Honest to God I do. Like the patron saint of all bitches. If there’s a hell, I’ll meet you there. Buy you a drink. And that’s a date.”

[Pause.]

“Hello, old man.” [Fondles an imaginary protrusion.] “Now, that’s my man. Went and croaked with a hard-on, didn’t we? I’ve got half a mind to give you a blow-job right now. Just to see the look on God’s face. I bet you must have been some teenage idiot’s sugar daddy. Were you thinking dirty when it happened? A big problem for the undertaker. I hope you realise that, you fool. Dying with an erection for God’s sakes, have you no decency?” [to LAGBAJA] The more I look at you, the more I’m reminded of those corpses. You look – ordinary – most inordinately ordinary, have I never told you? Every time I look at your face I have this nauseating feeling that you could have been anyone else. You could have been me, for instance. Or my father or even my mother. You could have been anybody. Anybody. But… [Spits in disgust] …you chose to be you. I could sometimes almost mistake you for myself when we meet in the doorway.

[He turns pointedly towards LAGBAJA, who has all this while been staring passively into space, a fatuous grin permanently installed on his face.]

Have we never met in the doorway? [Waits in vain for a response.] I suppose we must have. Or you wouldn’t have that smug look in your eyes. You could choke a man to death with the stench of that smugness.

[He stares furiously at LAGBAJA’s passive, almost idiotic, absolutely smugness-bereft presence.]

You are the smuggest bastard I’ve ever met, do you hear, do you…

[Pause.]

Time is passing.

[Pause.]

I wonder what else it should be doing. Every minute of my life I’ve been the sole witness to the birth of another minute. It’s the most monotonous experience you could witness. God is a rather dodgy old sod, is what I say. I wish he would do something distantly radical one of these days. Stop the hand of the clock, for instance. But I guess he couldn’t. Might give him an orgasm, stain the holy robe, you see. And that’d mean a police record. Ruin his chances of a re-election.






From

PANDORA’S BOX

by Ade Solanke

Pandora’s Box by Ade Solanke was produced by Spora Stories and first performed at the Arcola Tent in Hackney, east London on 9 May 2012. The production was directed by Ola Animashawun, with the following cast; Ben Onwukwe (Principal Osun), Susan Aderin (Mama-Ronke), Damson Idris (Tope), Olatunji Sotimirin (Baba), Bradley John (Timi), Yetunde Oduwole (Sis Ronke) and Anna-Maria Nabirye (Toyin).

Pandora’s Box explores the dilemma facing many first- and second-generation African parents regarding the decision to educate their children in London or Nigeria. Thirty years ago Pandora (mother) chose to leave her daughter Ronke in Nigeria while she continued her studies in London, with the hope of returning back home. Now, thirty years later, she returns to Nigeria for the first time, accompanied with her other daughter Toyin, who she raised in England, and her grandson. As the play unravels, we see history repeat itself as single mother Toyin struggles to decide whether to enrol her unruly son in the best boarding school in Nigeria or bring him back to a potentially dangerous life in London.

About the Playwright

British-born and of Nigerian heritage, Ade Solanke was raised in Ladbroke Grove, west London.

Solanke is an award-winning playwright, screenwriter and Founder and Artistic Director of Spora Stories (a theatre company dedicated to new stories about the African Diaspora). She has been educated in America and England, gaining a MFA in Screenwriting from the University of Southern California, postgraduate diploma in Creative Writing from Goldsmiths College in London and an honours degree in English Literature from the University of Sheffield in England. She has also attended the Royal Court Theatre’s Critical Mass Writers Course.

Ade Solanke’s stage plays have been performed as part of Tiata Fahodzi’s Tiata Delights at the Almeida Theatre, and Talawa’s Unzipped at the Young Vic. In 2012, Ade Solanke was voted Best Playwright in the Nigerian Entertainment and Lifestyle Awards 2012. Pandora’s Box was nominated for Best New Play in the Off West End Theatre Awards (Offies). In 2011, she won the Afro-Hollywood Film Award for ‘Best Playwright’ for Pandora’s Box. Ade is currently a member of Soho Theatre writers’ HUB and Writer-in-Residence at Goldsmiths University. She has also been associated with the British Film Institute.

Her company Spora Stories is probably best known for co-producing the writing festival entitled Lagos via London, a new writing festival celebrating Nigeria’s 50th anniversary, as well as producing the film Family Legacy about Sickle Cell disease.

Summary (Extract)

PRINCIPAL OSUN, a fifty-year-old man, tries to convince single-mother Toyin to enrol her unruly son Timi in his boarding school.




PRINCIPAL OSUN

(To RONKE.) Changing. (He turns back to TOYIN.) It’s always the same. First, he’s bright eyed and bushy tailed. Doing his homework on time, enjoying getting good marks, leaping up to let old ladies sit down on the bus. Praised by everyone. The apple of your eye. Then, somehow, somehow, he loses interest in school. He’s there, oh yes, but now he sits in class staring out of the window. What is he thinking about? He tells you school is boring. He doesn’t like the work. His results start to slip and he begins to play up in class. Worse, he’s beginning to get home late from school; then later and later. When he is back, he’s off out again and disappears till midnight, (Off her expression.) or later. And now all sorts of people are calling for him at home, at all hours, people of a different sort to the friends he used to mix with. They call him by a strange name and he says it’s just his nickname. The school reports worsen, there are minor incidents, but it’s always ‘all a terrible mistake, Mum’…

…

…and you believe him. You want to believe him. You have to believe him because you’re helpless. There’s no role model to help him change into the kind of man you wanted him to be. You talk to him, you plead with him, you bribe him: iPods, iPads, the latest phones, clothes, hey! But to no avail…he’s still changing, now so fast, sometimes you don’t recognize the cheerful boy he was just two years ago. Those moods, so strange. So gradually you accept the truth: you need help. You have to let him go. And now the time has come.


…

So, here’s the contract. You’re signing to save him. Are you ready?






From

BLACK T-SHIRT COLLECTION

by Inua Ellams

Black T-Shirt Collection was written and performed by Inua Ellams and directed by Louise Blackwell and Thierry Lawson. Commissioned by Warwick Arts Centre and produced by Fuel, the production opened at the Unity Theatre in Liverpool, England on 9 March 2012 and then toured nationally.

Black T-shirt Collection is a heart-breaking tragedy about the growth of a family business which results in the loss of a sibling. This one-man monologue play tells the story of two close-knit foster brothers, Muhammed and Matthew, who create a successful T-shirt business in Nigeria. When homosexual Muslim brother Muhammed is caught kissing another man by a journalist, the brothers have no choice but to run away from Nigeria. After reestablishing a successful T-shirt business in Cairo, the brothers get the opportunity to spread their business to London and China. As quickly as their business grows it soon comes crashing down, as the first disagreement between the brothers is met with fatal repercussions.

About the Playwright

Inua Ellams was born in Nigeria in 1984. He moved to the UK as a teenager and now lives and works in London. He is an award-winning playwright, poet and graphic artist, who is renowned for performing his self-written monologue plays at the National Theatre, Soho Theatre and Edinburgh Festival. Ellams wrote his first play The 14th Tale in 2009, which won a prestigious Fringe First Award at the Edinburgh Fringe Festival, before returning to London for a sold-out run at the Cottesloe, National Theatre.


Other published plays by Inua Ellams include; Untitled, 14th Tale, Knight Watch and Cape.

Summary (Extract)

Muhammed and his brother were able to avoid the homophobic backlash following Muhammed’s actions, but his mother and sister were not as lucky. The last update the brother’s received from close friend Santana confirmed that their home was burnt down and their family lashed. Now in China, and at the peak of their global T-shirt business, they receive a telephone call which reconnects them with their mother and sister. Stricken with guilt Muhammed agrees to return home but Matthew has other plans.







Muhammed, he burst into Matthew’s office holding his phone – Santana’s on the line! He’s found them – Muhammed turns the speaker phone on – Hello? – There is weight in the air, the stillness before the rain – Hello? //Muhammed, where are you? // Mama, I’m fine. // Muhammed, come home, it has been too long // Mama, things aren’t…simple // You are my son Muhammed, come home – Muhammed holds his phone, and there are tears – OK, I’ll leave tomorrow – Matthew turns sharply – //err…there’s work to do, we’ll come in a week or two. // Matthew, I’m going home // We have to finish the job…er…Mama, Santana, we will call you later? // Matthew don’t you dare – Matthew shuts the phone – Muhammed, what’s up? Why are you in a rush? Business is going well…// Matthew, look around. Why are we here? Have you seen downstairs? Those people, how much is Honshen paying them? How much are the shirts? Did we come to China to exploit these people? // No! Muhammed, we are helping them // This is help? // Yes! The factory almost closed, Honshen said, we’re putting food on their tables. You said yourself, families are broken, children sent away // Oh, so it’s about you, eh? Everybody clap for Matthew Zangho, saviour of China. We have our own problems at home. You know how crazy this business is? Desperate cotton pickers sweating for coins, Americans and their slave trade farms, bribing Brazilians to shut up so they sell cheap product across the world. Second-hand shops that ‘collect for charity’ and sell Matthew, SELL! In Nairobi, Haiti. Chemicals in the fields that cause cancer; those dark-skinned kids in India paid nothing, nothing, and we are one of them! You can map global poverty down to one shirt, one black T-shirt Matthew. From our stall in Jos to this huge factory, something’s wrong, something always goes wrong. This is too big for us Matthew, let’s go home. We can control things there, we can do this. // Not with you Muhammed, not with you! They’ll kill you // I don’t care anymore! I’m tired // Why d’you want to go where you can’t be…yourself. London, Milan, San Francisco, you can be who you are there! // I don’t know who I am. I’m tired, of ticking boxes, I’m gay, I’m an ex-pat, I’m African, I’m a black African, I’m Hausa, I’m Nigerian O! Muslim, this one, that one…journalists asking stupid questions ‘What’s it like to be…I DON’T KNOW! I just want to be a man again eh? Where people look like us, talk like us, No labels, no colour, no shirts, nothing. They are waiting for us Matthew… Halima, Ayah, our family. We’re connecting death here, one shirt at a time. Let’s go home brother // I’M NOT YOUR BROTHER! You ruined my life Muhammed. I wanted to do this in Naija, build this there, but I have it here, now. I’m helping, I’m doing something right. I’m helping them, all those…those men you are fucking! Think I don’t know about Wang Bin, that I don’t see you?! 15 years we grew up together, sharing the same bed, fighting the same fights, crying together, bleeding and you kept that away from me? ME! Muhammed, ME! You still won’t talk to me about it. You faggot! Fuck off! Go back to Naija, I hope they lynch you there, you will burn in hell fire anyway, go and fuck all of them! I don’t care!

Muhammed, sorry. I didn’t mean that. I just…I’m…


Muhammed is pressed flat against the door, as far from Matthew as he can stand. His hand is to his chest as if stabbed there. He reaches for the door – Muhammed wait, let’s talk – Muhammed leaves the room, crossing the bridge over the mixing vats, its blades turning, Muhammed runs to him – slow down – he shouts, he grabs Muhammed’s hand, who snatches it back, Matthew holds his shoulder, Muhammed throws his foster brother to the ground, Matthew grabs his feet. Muhammed loses his balance.

When he gets here, Muhammed’s falling off into the churning vat, its blades turning, that cave his skull in, break through the bone, the black dye mixing with Muhammed’s blood, chewing through limbs, twisting him up. There’s no order, guilt is not enough. Nothing makes sense and Matthew, he trembles, speechless, in the room. He flinches in Jos, he shudders in the gloom, he quivers on the carpet, Halima watching. From afar, he looks like a child who had lost something old, something deep, a hopelessness grooms his eyes. Closer, by the light that holds him, his still mouth, his hunched shoulders, Matthew looks like a man who had lost everything.

– Tell me how he died – Halima whispers – WHAT HAPPENED! – Ayah shouts. Matthew cannot speak. How to begin? What not to describe? What might hurt least? – What’s in the box? – Halima asks – The first one, the first black shirt // It’s true isn’t it? You want to close the shop? – Matthew nods. Ayah stands – I can’t let you, you will not –






From

B IS FOR BLACK

by Courttia Newland

B is for Black by Courttia Newland was produced by The Post Office Theatre and first staged at the Oval House Theatre in London on 1 October 2003. This production was directed by Riggs O’Hara with the following cast: Joe Trill (Ben Nelson), Emma Rand (Kate Nelson), Carol Moses (Imani Shaw), Ronald Markham (Raymond Armitage), Dominik Golding (Michael Cerwin), Akpome Macaulay (Don Kenworthy), Daniel Booth (Jones), Leon Barr (Lamming) and Veronica Isabel (Spencer).

Courttia Newland’s fifth play B is for Black completes the success of the Chamberlayne play trilogy, which included The Far Side and Mother’s Day. B is For Black explores the cultural and class divides between the gatekeepers and the community within the arts industry. Courttia Newland controversially chooses to place the focus of his play on lead character Ben, a black Oxford graduate, who lives in a white middle-class suburban area with his white wife. Ben is appointed as the first black senior manager for West Chamberlayne Arts. Disconnected from his own family members, Ben is now given the challenge of building relationships with the black working-class community of the Greenside estate.

About the Playwright

Courttia Newland is an acclaimed British author, playwright, and screenwriter of Jamaican and Bajan heritage. He began his professional writing career as an author in 1997, with the critically acclaimed novel Scholar. The success of his first novel encouraged Courttia to write the novels Society Within and Snakeskin. Riggs O’Hara, theatre director and founder of The Post Office Theatre, and Black British actress Carol Moses encouraged Newland to write for theatre. In 1998, Courttia Newland took their advice and collaborated with Carol Moses to produce his first stage production, Estate of Mind in 1998. The success of his first production led to Courttia Newland’s appointment as the permanent writer for The Post Office Theatre.

Other published plays by Courttia Newland includes The Far Side.

Summary (Extract)

Ben, whose new-found reconnection to the black community and his identity, grows distant from his middle-class white wife. Unable to find a way to balance his fight for black power and racial equality in the arts, whilst having a loving relationship with a white woman, Ben is forced to make a heart-breaking decision.




BEN

(Snaps.) Kate, you’re being preposterous and you know it! Maybe you never thought you’d married a culture as well as myself, but I did! I’ve never been allowed to forget it. Eat these foods, talk about these books and plays, discuss only your politics. And if I’m seen to stray across any perceived cultural boundaries then I’m liable to be warned – by Arts Funding bodies, or Paul Tompkins; even by your own father. Yes Kate, you married a culture as well as a man. What bothers me at this point is my realisation that you expected something else.

…

Don’t feel bad darling, it’s not just you. It seems like everybody thought that because I was kind, good-natured and honest, that somehow translated into me being different from the rest of my race. Almost as though those traits were abnormal for us. That I’d be able to pretend the things that happened thousands of years ago and continue right to this day weren’t happening at all because they didn’t happen to me. That I could carry my schooling and white wife like a free pass into the world of turn a blind eye, I’m alright Jack, we don’t give a fuck. Didn’t they? (Shouts when she doesn’t answer.) Didn’t they?

…

(Still shouting.) …Maybe it’s about time you knew what it felt like to be scared, to have your heart pump and feel the blood running in your veins! Maybe you should learn to feel as alive as the real world does, outside your ivory towers of wine bars, opera and members-only restaurants –

…

(Still shouting.) Maybe you’ll get it then; what it feels like to have someone chastise who you are and what you do! Maybe you’ll start to look around and see all the Black people cast as gun criminals in the news, sex objects or idiots in soaps, mad men or drug addicts in documentaries while our singers and songwriters are reduced to puppets who only get the limelight as long as they pretend it’s not happening! Maybe when you see that you’ll understand that the way you feel when you read that book is the way most of us feel every day of our lives. That disposing of the feeling by fighting against its root cause is the only way the rest of us can live.

…

(Sighs and smiles.) I don’t hate any of you. In fact, I love you all a great deal. It’s the reason I could live as I did for so long and the reason why I can’t take it any more. I’m not prepared to settle for less from any of you Kate. Especially not you.

BEN picks up his speech and book then walks to the door and stops.

You say that you’re not a racist Kate, but you are. Wait, don’t say a word – you are. We see your father every week without fail, but months could go past without us seeing anyone from my family and you don’t even notice. You said it yourself, we’ve never had any Black friends in all the time we’ve known each other and up until recently, you didn’t notice that either. Worst of all though Kate, was the way you reacted to Imani when you finally got close to a real black woman. Like the wife of a plantation owner, scared her husband might seek favour from his slave. I was the whitest Black man you’d ever met, wasn’t I Kate? Your father wouldn’t have it any other way.

…

I love you. I’ll never stop loving you.

He leaves.






From

THE ESTATE

by Oladipo Agboluaje

The Estate by Oladipo Agboluaje was co-produced by Tiata Fahodzi (a company which specialises in African stories), and New Wolsey Theatre in association with the Soho Theatre in London on 11 May 2006, directed by Femi Elufowoju jr. The Estate opened at the New Wolsey Theatre in Ipswich, followed by a national tour, with the following cast: Richard Pepple (Yinka), Wale Ojo (Ekong/Samson), Ayo-Dele Ajana (Abasina), Nick Oshikanlu (Afolabi), Eddie Daniels (Pakimi), Ellen Thomas (Helen), Kwaku Ankomah (Soji), and Yvonne Dodoo (Sola).

The Estate is a family comedy set in contemporary Lagos, Nigeria and was inspired by Chekhov’s classic play The Cherry Orchard. The Estate tells the story of a wealthy patriarch, Chief Adeyemi whose deaths prompts his children to return to Nigeria from the UK and USA in order to fight for his estate.

About the Playwright

British playwright and academic Oladipo Agboluaje, was born in Hackney, east London in 1968. He studied in Britain and Nigeria, completing a Theatre Arts degree at the University of Benin in West Africa and a MA in Literature from London Metropolitan University. Agboluaje entered the professional theatre scene with his debut Early Morning, in 2003. Since then, he has written many stage plays and screenplays including The Estate (2006), Area Boys (2007 Nigerian Film), The Christ of Coldhabour Lane (2007) and The Hounding of David Oluwale (2009). In 2009, Agboluaje won the Alfred Fagon Award for his play Iyale (First Wife), which was also nominated for a Lawrence Olivier Award. Oladipo Agboluaje is an executive member of the African Theatre Association (AfTA) and a member of the Soho Theatre’s Writer’s Attachment programme.

Other published plays by Oladipo Agboluaje include The Christ of Cold Habour Lane, The Hounding of David Oluwale, Iyale (The First Wife), The Estate, Early Morning and The Wish Collector.

Summary (Extract)

Chief Adeyemi’s eldest son YINKA arrives from America without his wife and children, to attend his father’s funeral and to ensure that his step-mother Helen and her ‘bastard’ daughter Sola leave the house without any claim to his father’s inheritance. Yinka despises Helen for breaking up his parent’s marriage and refuses to dress in the uniform Helen has selected for the Adeyemi family to wear at the funeral, bringing shame on the family. After the funeral, the family discover that Chief Adeyemi was bankrupt; Yinka blames his step-mother Helen for asking for too much money.

A drunken Yinka confesses to his blood brother Soji about his marriage breakdown, infidelity and reasons why he should never marry a black woman.




YINKA

(Laughs.) Hey, look at that, Soji giving orders. The world has truly turned upside down.

…

You are right not to marry! Women, they are a curse. Black women, don’t go near them. They will poison you. When they do this (Waves his finger and rolls his head.) run! Run!

…

I must warn all men. Run, guys or they will kill you! (Collapses into the sofa.) I’m the true son of my father! There I am building the American wing of the Adeyemi dynasty. Oh yes, in God’s Own Country. In God’s Own Goddamn Country. My friend! To have family in another man’s land is not good. I love my boys. But they pledge allegiance to the Stars and Stripes. Soon they’ll go off to fight in Iraq. But their women, ho, ho! Marrying African American is the same as marrying African. (Makes the sound of a buzzer.) Wrong! Don’t believe them when they tell you we’re all from the source. They are American, end of story. It’s amazing. So, because a man has a ring on his finger he cannot look at another women, eh?

…

A man cannot have a meaningless fling, just to keep his manhood ticking? Except that his own wife must pull him down… Did we qualify for the World Cup…?

…


…Oh, Joyce! She’s filed a divorce. She is taking everything. The house, the kids, the business. That same Joyce. Behaving as if she is the first African God put on this earth. She meant nothing to me I pleaded with this woman. Twenty years of marriage, burst like a bubble. It’s my fault. Papa warned me: don’t get involved with foreigners. They don’t understand our way. I said, ‘Papa, Joyce is one of us.’ He said ‘You are stupid for thinking so.’ Papa, Papa, Papa, Papa…Always listen to your father. Black man, you are on your own!






From

JOE GUY

by Roy Williams

Joe Guy by Roy Williams was presented by Tiata Fahodzi in association with Soho Theatre and the New Wolsey Theatre. It was first performed at the New Wolsey Theatre in Ipswich, England on 18 October 2007, directed by Femi Elufowoju jr with the following cast: Abdul Salis (Joe Boateng), Mo Sesay (Buddy/Carlton ‘The Blaster’ Thomas/Jude Boateng), Pippa Nixon (Juliet Vail/Lauren Miller), Heather Craney (Monique Christie/Helen Blake), Syan Blake (Naomi Brown), Alexis Rodney (Marcus Pryce), Michael Brogan (Tel Hanson/Sarge) and Joseph Morgan (Rod Campbell).

Joe Guy tackles the inherit tension between the Black Caribbean and African community in Britain. The play tells the story of Ghanaian footballer Joseph Boeteng who was tormented by British-Caribbean youths when they insulted his African identity, accent and studious nature. Joseph decides to ditch his Ghanaian heritage and reinvent himself as a black urban street-slang-speaking arrogant ‘Joe Guy’. As Joe Guy, his life rapidly changes and brings him into contact with Premier League clubs, one-night stands, increased popularity and media attention. A one-night stand with Lauren has repercussions which effect Joe’s reputation, relationship with his son, and his football career. The play follows Joe over the course of ten years (from age eighteen to twenty-eight) depicting the rise and fall of his football career as he moves further away from the spirited kind-natured man he once was.

About the Playwright

British playwright Roy Williams OBE, was born in Notting Hill to Jamaican parents. At 25 years old Williams graduated with a theatre writing degree from Rose Bruford College and has continued writing ever since. Williams is an award-winning writer renowned for writing plays which present the life experiences of working-class Londoners. Roy is arguably most famous for his play Fallout which was loosely based on the Damilola Taylor murder in November 2000, which he later adapted for television. Williams has written over fifteen plays which have all been produced across England, and has worked at theatres including the National Theatre, Soho Theatre, Royal Court Theatre, Bush Theatre and Theatre Royal Stratford East.

Other published plays by Roy Williams include: Sucker Punch, Days of Significance, Fallout, Sing Yer Heart Out For The Lads, Clubland, The Gift, Lift Off, Starstruck and No Boys Cricket Club.

Summary (Extract)

At eighteen years of age, Ghanaian-born Joseph Boeteng transitions into the black urban slang-speaking ‘Joe Guy’.




JOE GUY

JOE is alone on stage. He faces the audience.

JOE: ‘Yes, Joe, what up blood!’ No –

[He tries again, but struggles to overcome his Ghanaian accent.]

‘Joe, my man, what you say, bruv’ – not bruv, bro, say bro! ‘Joe, my man, wass up, bruv.’ Bro, not bruv! ‘Wass up, blood.’ ‘Blood, man, blood, you get me, seen?’ Yes, yes, Joseph, no, no, Joe, Joe Guy, me name’s Joe Guy. Yes, blood, yes, man, yes! ‘Wass up, blood, blood, blood, blood, blood, blood! Wasss up, blood!’ (Jubilant.) Yes! Oh, yes! ‘Wass up, blood! You awright, yeah, man! You know what I’m sayin’, you get me yeah, gal fine man, she buff and she move her batty like, yeah, man, me safe, you cool, dread, me cool, man, nuff respect to yer, bruv, me down wid yer, you hear me, me down. Watch me fly now, you see! Me look cris, yes! Hey, yungsta, ware you go? You cool? Me cool, man! Oh man, that is heavy, you go ‘low dat! Oh my daze! See how he reach for me, nuff times, you hear what I’m saying, you get me, seen! Kiss me neck back!’

[His once strong Ghanaian accent is now fading.]

‘Move from me wid yer batty hole, Marcus, and yer stink breath, move, step! Is who you looking at? You scoping me? You want try summin? I don’t see no one else here, Marcus, it’s you one, looking at me! ’Bout you eyeballing me? You tink I go ’low dat, you dizzy or what? What do I look like to you, what do I sound like, some booboo big rubber-lips monkey-faced African bin bag? Dat ain’t me no more, nosir! I’m oneyer you, I’m better dan you! I’m the new and improved model. Come now, dread, bring yerself, or is you a pussy? You pussy? I’ll spark you in the fucking face, you nuh! From now until kingdom come, I go mash you up! Then I go sex yer woman, ca’ she looking tit! Go ride her, bareback, then I go dash it, and go laugh in yer face, tell you about yer batty hole! When I call, you best come, get me? Do you get me, Marcus! When I call, you come, that’s the way it is now! That’s the way it’s gonna stay. I’m running things now – you get fresh you get cut. You come reach for me now, I go school you now, you pussy hole, rass clart, boomba hole, batty bwoi! Seen? Aiiiiieeee! You is the African one now. Don’t step up unless you gonna jump!’ (Pleased with himself.) Yes, that’s good.






From

PURE GOLD

by Michael Bhim

Pure Gold by Michael Bhim was first staged at Soho Theatre, in London on 27 September 2007, in a co-production with Talawa Theatre Company. This production was directed by Indhu Rubasingham, Artistic Director of the Tricycle Theatre. The original cast included Clarence Smith (Simon), Golda Rosheuvel (Marsha), Louis Ekoku (Anthony), Leonard Fenton (George), Mark Monero (Paul) and Dermot Kerrigan (Samuel).

Pure Gold explores our obsession with money to validate our popularity, class, wealth and happiness to others. Bhim questions how far people will go to obtain ‘Pure Gold’ asking if money is worth jeopardising the respect you have for yourself and that family members have for you. Pure Gold focuses on lead character Simon whose employment status suddenly changes when he is made redundant from his long-standing job. His cousin offers him an illegal way to make money fast by ferrying illegal immigrants into the country. Family man Simon is faced with a moral dilemma, which could result in him losing the very thing that money cannot buy; his family.

About the Playwright

Michael trained at the Royal Court Theatre on the Advanced Playwriting course in 2004. He has been associated with Plaines Plough Theatre Company, Soho Theatre and the Tricycle Theatre. Michael received a professional production of his first short play Night Moves at the Pleasance Theatre in 2005. In 2006, Bhim won the Alfred Fagon Award for his play Daydreams of Hailey, which led to a year-long writing attachment for Future Perfect at the Plaines Plough Theatre Company. His play Distant Violence, a response to Darfur at the Tricycle Theatre was nominated for the Meyer Whitworth Award in 2007. Michael is currently a member of Talawa Theatre’s writing group. Pure Gold was Bhim’s first full-length play to be professionally staged.

Other published play by Michael Bhim include: Distant Violence.

Summary (Extract)

Husband and father of one, SIMON, has recently lost his job as a bus driver, after a white member of the public made an official complaint about him. Although he was unfairly dismissed from work, Simon is too proud to fight for a job when his employers have no respect for him. Simon struggles to find work to support his family, his wife Marsha has been forced to give up her studies to become the breadwinner of the family and their son Anthony is looking forward to receiving the piano his dad promised him for his birthday. Simon is full of guilt and frustration which can only be resolved by one thing, ‘Pure Gold’.




SIMON

(Shouting.) I can’t get what I want! Don’t you get it!! (Simultaneously in a fluster he pushes the chair back and stands by the window.)

Pause.

…

(He looks out of the window.) I married a woman who’s happy to dream. To sit in the dark and read shitty magazines about other people’s lives… And when it comes to really living…

Long pause.

…where’s all the people saying that London’s such a great city? I’m standing here, looking out...it’s like an overripe fruit. You want a better life, you got no choice but to come here into this ghetto, the road’s falling apart, they never fix the water pipes… And everyway you turn, you can feel that noose, turning tighter around your neck, and loan sharks, just waiting, holding their hands open, pumping their filth through the TV, knowing that you’re falling straight into their hands cos you can’t survive and pay for a house, and a kid, and good things on this shit… And just down the road they wanna open up a great big casino, just to mess around with us, and have our last hopes resting on a gamble...a bet. (Pause.)

Them people up there, them people up in the government, they don’t care if you’re falling. They just make the way clear so you fall deeper and deeper. (Pause.) Everything Paul says is right! One day, we’ll all be pushed out to all the smallest areas and into the smallest houses. (Turning to Marsha.) And most of my friends I grew up with are so fucked off at being ignored. I can understand why they’ve all gone with the BNP cos they’re the only ones offering something different… And they come to me and they say, it’s time to get tough cos no one else’s listening! But what about me? Cos if I’m English, if I’m born here, I have every right to live out my ambitions. I want that chance, I want it! Instead of being a dog, instead of working to try put scrapes of shit in my gut. We work so hard, backs get bent like rusted iron. And I tell you and you don’t give a shit! (Pause. He looks back outside. Suddenly shouting.) What happened to you people! What happened!






Note:

Ellipses indicate that lines of the play have been omitted to fit the text into a monologue format. Square brackets are used to denote information in stage directions that may or may not be relevant to the actor in an audition/showcase context.






Publications

Moon on a Rainbow Shawl by Errol John. Faber and Faber. ISBN 978-0-57129-010-9

For the Reckord: A Collection of Three Plays by Barry Reckord: Flesh to a Tiger, Skyvers, White Witch by Barry Reckord. Edited by Yvonne Brewster. Oberon Books. ISBN 978-1-84943-053-1

Old Story Time and Smile Orange by Trevor Rhone.

Longman Caribbean Writers Series. ISBN 978-0-58278-633-2

Matura Six Plays: As Time Goes By, Play Mas, Welcome Home Jacko, Nice and Meetings. Introduced by the Author. Methuen Drama. ISBN 0-413-66070-2

Michael Abbensetts: Four Plays. Sweet Talk, Alterations, In The Mood, El Dorado. Introduced by Roland Rees. Oberon Books. ISBN 1-84002-179-9

Fagon Plays: 11 Josephine House, Death of a Blackman, Lonely Cowboy by Alfred Fagon. Introduced by Roland Rees. Oberon Books.
ISBN 978-1-84002-137-0

Remembrance and Pantomime by Derek Walcott. Farrar, Straus and Giroux.
ISBN 0-374-51569-7

Black Plays 3. Boy With Beer by Paul Boakye, Munda Negra by Bonnie Greer, Scrape off the Black by Tunde Ikoli, Talking in Tongues by Winsome Pinnock, A Jamaican Airman Foresees his Death by Fred D’Aguiar. Selected and Introduced by
Yvonne Brewster. Methuen Drama
ISBN 0-413-69130-6

Two Step by Rhashan Stone. Oberon Books. ISBN 978-1-84002-501-9

Blackta by Nathaniel Martello-White. Methuen Drama. ISBN 978-1-4081-7359-6

Black and Asian Plays Anthology. Harvest by Manjula Padmanabhan, Made in England by Parv Bancil, Brother to Brother by Michael McMillan, Calcutta Kosher by Shelley Silas, Under the Influence by Wayne Buchanan. Introduced by Afia
Nkrumah. Aurora Metro Press.
ISBN 0-9536757-4-2

The Westbridge by Rachel De-lahay. Methuen Drama.

ISBN 978-1-4081-7201-8


Kwame Kwei-Armah: Plays 1. Elmina’s Kitchen, Fix Up, Statement of Regret, Let There Be Love. Introduced by the author. Methuen Drama.
ISBN 978-1-408-11560-2

Little Baby Jesus by Arinze Kene. Nick Hern Books.
ISBN 978-1-84842-199-8

Fixer by Lydia Adetunji. Nick Hern Books.
ISBN 978-1-84842-064-9

Bashment by Rikki Beadle-Blair. Oberon Books.
ISBN 978-1-84002-582-8

Two Horsemen by ’Biyi Bandele-Thomas. Amber Lane Press.
ISBN 1-87286-812-6

Pandora’s Box by Ade Solanke. Oberon Books.
ISBN 978-1-84943-497-3

Inua Ellams’ Black T-Shirt Collection. Oberon Books.
ISBN 978-1-84943-191-0

Hidden Gems. Vol.1: B is for Black by Courttia Newland, Moj of the Antarctic by Mojisola Adebayo, The Sons of Charlie Paora by Lennie James, Brown Girl in the Ring by Valerie Mason-John, Something Dark by Lemn Sissay, 35 Cents by Paul Anthony Morris. Oberon Books. ISBN 1-84002-843-2

Oladipo Agboluaje’s The Estate. Oberon Books.
ISBN 1-84002-653-7

Joe Guy by Roy Williams. Methuen Drama. ISBN 978-1-4081-0387-6

Pure Gold by Michael Bhim. Methuen Drama. ISBN 978-1-4081-0389-0









[image: image]

Theatre Royal Stratford East

A People’s Theatre

Theatre Royal Stratford East is a prolific developer of new work, attracting artists and audiences often not represented in many other venues. This award-winning theatre, located in the heart of London’s East End on the edge of the new Queen Elizabeth Olympic Park, prides itself on creating world class work that reflects the concerns, hopes and dreams of its community. Through a continuous loop it inspires and is inspired by its vibrant, young and diverse audience.
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