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            Premiere Production

         

         G was first performed at the Royal Court Jerwood Theatre Upstairs, London, on 22 August 2024, with the following cast:

         
             

         

         Kai Selorm  Selorm Adonu

         Joy  Kadiesha Belgrave

         Khaleem  Ebenezer Gyau

         Baitface  Dani Harris-Walters

         
             

         

         Director  Monique Touko

         Designer  Madeleine Boyd

         Lighting Designer  Adam King

         Sound Designer  Khalil Madovi

         Video Designer  Tyler Forward

         Movement Director & Choreographer  Kloé Dean

         Costume Designer & Supervisor  Rianna Azoro

         Casting Director  Jatinder Chera

         Production Manager  Ian Taylor

         Stage Manager  Nick Graham

         Deputy Stage Manager  Stacey Nurse

          

         
             

         

         G is a co-production with SISTER.viii
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            Characters

         

         
            1
Khaleem

Eighteen. Year 11. Black.

He/him.

            Joy

Sixteen. Year 11. Black.

Assigned female at birth but referred to by the story as he/him.

            Kai

Sixteen. Year 11. Black.

Half-brother to Khaleem.

He/him.

            
                

            

            0
No_Face

Faceless.

Can’t sleep without a pillow.

            No_Trace

Faceless.

Terrified of the dark.

            No_Case

Faceless.

Afraid of being alone.

            
                

            

            Baitface

a god or a ghost or a trick of the lightxii
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            ‘black boy come like a dark vader’

            J Hus

             

            ‘It is necessary, while in darkness, to know that there is a light somewhere’

            James Baldwin

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Notes

         

         
            1 is the real world and 0 is the world that exists inside a clip of CCTV footage.

            the night in question is the night an alleged ‘Crime’ took place (these scenes are flashbacks, the rest of the play is in the present).

             

            There are three surveillance cameras pointing towards the exact centre of the stage (these should be placed in or behind the audience and not visible on stage).

            A pair of crisp white trainers hang at the exact centre of the stage, right where the cameras point.

            1 operates with normal stage lighting.

            0 operates with ‘night vision’ lighting in which each CCTV camera produces a ray of green light through which the audience can see. (This green light is invisible to the characters in this world.)

            In 0, the hanging trainers produce white light when polished. This is the only light the characters in this world can see.

         

      

   


   
      
         
             

         

         
             

         

         
            Characters should be played in doubles:

            Khaleem / No_Face

            Joy / No_Trace

            Kai / No_Case

             

            In 1, Baitface is invisible to the characters.

            In 0, he glows with white light.

             

            A bally is whatever a character uses to protect their face.

They can be cartoonish, strange, theatrical, but always a

little uncanny.

             

            – indicates an interruption in speech.

            … indicates a thought unsaid / a silent response /

a hesitation.

            / indicates where one line overlaps another.

             

             

            influences

            Pass Over (play) by Antoinette Nwandu

            Big Conspiracy (album) by J Hus
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               G

            

         

         
            1

            Three brand new, state-of-the-art CCTV cameras. Their rays point towards the exact centre of the stage.

            A pair of crisp white trainers hang, slightly off-centre, on a power line that crosses above the stage.

             

            Baitface, a masked figure, barefoot, all in white, enters on a white scooter.

            He climbs the wall and slides the hanging trainers to the point at the centre of the stage; marking the spot where the cameras point. 

            the night in question

            It’s very late.

Khaleem is walking down a street, alone.

            Somewhere else, Kai and Joy are in a bedroom, sitting cross-legged on the floor opposite each other. Their shoes are off and placed in between them.

Joy’s eyes are closed. They look like they are meditating, waiting for something to happen.

            Nothing does. 20

            Kai Oi.

            Oi.

            OI NITTY.

            OPEN YOUR EYES.

            Joy Maybe if you stop chatting shit you’d feel it.

            Kai BRED. Open your eyes and go collect my refund cos NOTHING’S HAPPENING.

            Joy Relax.

            Kai How can I relax? This is my life, G. I used my last money / for this.

            Joy Close your eyes and try feel it.

            Kai I feel nothing.

            Joy WAIT THEN.

            They wait.

Nothing happens.

            Kai Do you know what’s actually supposed to happen?

            Joy We wait.

            Kai I’ve BEEN waiting.

            Joy We wait for the weed to hit.

            And then we wait …

            … to hear his voice or something.

            Kai Wait to hear his voice or something???

            Joy I don’t know.

            Kai YOU DON’T KNOW?

            Joy NAH BRO. Because not many people have done this before.

            Not many people have been DUMB enough to go under and get themselves cursed by Baitface.

            Kai I’m finished.

            I’m actually finished. 21

            Joy Just relax, it’ll work.

            We’ll figure out what to do to reverse the curse.

            Kai I still feel nothing.

            Joy Wait.

            It hits.

            Kai Oh shit.

            (Sudden clarity.) I feel NOTHING.

            (Stroking the air.) Oh. OHHHH.

            The bedroom fades into a black void.

Kai and Joy emit light.

            Wherever Khaleem is, we see him through

CCTV camera light.

            Has it started? I can feel it.

            Kai stands up and paces around the void, looking for something.

He removes his school tie and starts folding it into a tiny square.

            Joy Sit down. What you doing?

            Kai Shh. I need to concentrate.

            Joy Sit down.

            Kai I need you to protect me.

            Joy From what?

            Kai I’m unsure of the capacity of my mind at this time.

            Kai puts his folded tie on the floor. He takes off his trousers and begins folding them into a tiny square.

            Joy Kai. What. Are. You. Doing. 22

            Kai I’m not in full control of my mind at this moment in time so I’m getting away from anything that might potentially cause me accidental harm.

            Joy Sit down bro. You’re fine.

            Kai Joy?

            Joy Are you gonna sit down?

            Kai What if I start screaming for no reason?

            Joy What?

            Kai Like just for fun. Screaming.

            (Whispering.) SHIT. WHAT IF I’M SCREAMING RIGHT NOW AND I CAN’T EVEN TELL? Have I been screaming?

            Joy Right, you need to pattern cos my neighbour’s a snitch and my dad might come back before it wears off.

            Kai Okay but promise you’ll protect me.

            Joy I will protect you. Sit down and close your eyes.

            Kai I can’t close my eyes what if I fall asleep and then I die?

            Joy G. Pattern. You need to sit down if you want it to work.

            Joy gives Kai his trousers.

Kai puts them on, excruciatingly careful.

            Kai Turn on the light please.

            Joy flicks a light switch on but we’re still in the black.

Kai begins to cry.

            We’re trapped.

            Joy Remember what I said?

            Kai I don’t wanna do it any more. I’m scared.

            Joy Bro. I’ll protect you.

            Kai nods and sits. 23

            breaking_news

            A looping clip of CCTV footage, as described below, is played on stage either as actual camera footage, as performance, or both.

            Baitface conceals the faces of the three figures in the footage.

            The Metropolitan Police has obtained CCTV footage that we understand to show three [

            ] suspected of A Crime committed against one Vulnerable Victim in a Borough of London on A Date Not Too Long Ago. Police are appealing for anyone who may have information or evidence about the three [

] to come forward.

            For more, I’m joined now by our crime correspondent Terry Davis who is in said Borough of London at The Scene of The Crime.

            Terry what can you tell us about these [

            ] that we see

            captured?

             

            Police are examining the footage as we speak. It’s the first moving footage of our three [

            ] who appear close to The Scene of The Crime on The Night in Question.

            One of the [       ] was captured by another CCTV camera alighting the N86 bus on a road close by at 12.47 a.m., moments before the footage we see here.

            As we see, two of the [       ] appear to engage in some sort of brief scuffle, while the third … well we’re not entirely sure. 24

            But, as we see all three remain remarkably [

            ].

            Kai Get you a bally Don’t dilly dally Baitface is on road

            1

            Kai holds his backpack, open, full to the brim with fresh stock; brand new ballys in plastic wrapping.

            He performs a melodic street cry like a hawker on a high-street market or a rapper.

            
               Kai Get you a bally

               Don’t dilly dally

               Baitface is on road

               And he ain’t your pally

            

            
               Get you a bally

               Don’t dilly dally

               We’ve seen what he’s like

               And he’s not after Sally

            

            
               Get you a bally

               Don’t dilly dally

               One size fits all black boys

               Including your daddy

            

            1

            London Science Museum, Year 11 trip. Infrared camera interactive exhibit.

            Joy is having a blast, doing some dance moves and recording himself through the infrared camera projection. 25

            There is only him on stage, but through the projected video we see that he is surrounded by a sea of red-hot moving bodies:

museum staff, tourists, the group of girls in his tour group.

            Unlike everyone else, Joy’s body on the projection is blue/green.

            He doesn’t notice this at first, he’s just doing his dance. Then one of the girls comes up beside him and points out the colour of his body.

Then another one follows, then another, and another, till a crowd has gathered around him.

            Touching him, pointing. Making red handprints on his face.

Touching him, pointing.

            1

            Kai and Joy are waiting.

Kai is playing a game with his electric scooter: he rides around the stage in circles, each round getting faster and faster, closer and closer to the centre

            where the trainers hang.

            Joy That’s not funny.

            Khaleem enters.

            Kai Got held in Mr Collins’ office late again? He likes you bares don’t he?

            Khaleem puts on a bally, climbs the wall and taps the trainers. When he’s done, he takes the bally off and stays well away from the trainers.

            Khaleem What? 26

            Kai Mr Collins.

            Khaleem Oh

            yeah yeah

            him

            Kai scoots with no hands. Loses control for a second

and gets a bit too close to the centre before he stops.

            Kai HOOOO HOOOO SHIT

            Joy You man hear about Daniel?

            Kai Which Daniel? There’s bare Daniels.

            Sosanya

            Adekoya

            Matimba

            Shona

            Lomba

            Johnson

            Bakare

            Campbell

            Thomas

            Anderson

            Drummond

            …

            Radcliffe

            Craig

            Day-Lewis

            Kaluuya

            Joy Kaluuya. Baitface got Daniel Kaluuya.

            Kai stops in his tracks.

            Kai Say swear?

            Khaleem Swear?

            Joy SWEAR.

            They all look up at the hanging trainers in the centre.

            Khaleem Baitface? 27

            Joy Swear. He walked under without covering his face.

            Bam. Now watch Black Panther.

            It’s like he was never there.

            Kai Mad.

            Joy Apparently it makes you forget everything.

            Khaleem I heard that too.

            Joy And everything forgets you.

            Khaleem I heard Jamal from two years above walked under one of them in Forest Gate without a bally and he got arrested for robbing a corner shop that he’d never seen in his life. Now random dogs just bark at him wherever he goes.

            Kai Rah. It got Daniel Kaluuya?

            … It’s survival of the fittest out here.

            Kai continues his scooter game.

            1

            Kai and Khaleem.

            Khaleem You got any left?

            Kai examines Khaleem’s old battered bally in his hands.

            Kai Smells like bum crack.

            Khaleem How do you know what bum crack smells like?

            Kai …

            Cos of your breath innit.

            Khaleem How do you know my breath smells like bum crack

            if you yourself haven’t smelled a bum crack first? 28

            Kai Relax with the semantics.

            Your breath smells like bum crack,

            your bally smells like bum crack.

            End of.

            Khaleem How much, bro?

            Kai gets a fresh bally out of his bag.

            Kai Five ninety-nine

            Khaleem Five ninety-nine. Yeah?

            Kai Yeah yeah

            Khaleem No mates’ rates?

            Kai Nah business is business innit.

            Khaleem Calm support Black businesses innit calm calm

            Khaleem snatches the bally out of Kai’s hand and runs.

            1

            After school.

Joy and Kai are waiting.

            Kai is playing a game with his electric scooter again: he accelerates it towards the centre of the stage and before he reaches the centre spot where the trainers hang, he BRAKES by the skin of his teeth.

He repositions and does this again and again and again.

            Joy Oi, man.

            That’s not funny. 29

            Kai Nah this is daredevil business.

            Harry Houdini and that.

            David Blaine and that.

            Kai repositions.

            Joy Is Khaleem coming?

            Kai Late. Got held in Mr Collins’ office again.

            Bare annoying.

            But Mum says I gotta wait with him every day after school and make sure he’s okay.

            Joy You know he’s lying about Mr Collins giving him detention …

            Kai Where is he then?

            Joy He joined gospel choir cos he’s tryna link Angel.

            Kai You’re lying.

            Joy Don’t tell him I told you, he doesn’t know I know.

            Kai (bursts out in laughter) GOSPEL CHOIR?

            Joy Mrs Delaney gave him a solo.

            Kai NAH.

            Joy He’s singing ‘Shackles’ right now.

            Kai NAH.

            Joy Mary Mary. Yeah. Second verse. The one with the autotune riff at the end.

            Kai CAP.

            Joy Don’t believe me then.

            Kai returns his focus to his scooter. He accelerates towards the centre of the stage.

It’s too fast. He can’t stop it.  30He jumps off to avoid the centre, just about making it away.

            What the hell man? Be careful.

            Kai HOOOOOOO HOOOOOO MY GOD

            HOOOOO THAT WAS MAD

            HOOOOO J DID YOU SEE THAT?

            WHAT DID I SAY?

            HARRY FUCKIN HOUDINI

            Khaleem enters.

Kai and Joy stare at him awkwardly, like they’re hiding something.

            Khaleem What?

            Khaleem puts on a bally, climbs the wall and taps the trainers.

            Kai (staring up at the trainers) Nah but for real tho, how do they stay so white?

            We are transported into:

            0

            CCTV footage world.

            The space is fuelled by a haunting drill melody; it’s as familiar as air to this world.

            No_Case stands on a wall, polishing the hanging trainers to produce light.

No_Face is fast asleep, using No_Trace (who is also asleep) as a pillow.

            (No_Case, No_Face and No_Trace are the figures in the CCTV come to life.) 31

            No_Case Oi. Oi.

            Oi.

            Oiiiiii man.

            Wake up.

            Your shift.

            Oi.

            He slides his shoe off with his foot and drops it on No_Face.

            No_Face (in sleep) Shh, man. Lemme concentrate.

            No_Case You’ve been concentrating for time, G.

            He drops his other shoe, harder.

Silence. Sleep.

He stops polishing.

The trainer light quickly dims to complete blackness.

            No_Trace (waking, hysterical) WHAT THE FUCK, MAN. POLISH THE TING. / POLISH THE TING. DON’T PLAY.

            No_Face Wasteman. I was having a DREAM as well.

            No_Case resumes polishing. The trainer light brightens.

            No_Trace Don’t play with that shit.

            No_Face Why you gonna wake me from MY DREAM, man.

            No_Case Your. Shift.

            No_Face I said I was dreaming, G. DREAMING.

            No_Case What you got to dream about?

            No_Face …

            Bare tings.

            No_Case Well dream that you’re AWAKE and on your SHIFT, G. 32No_Face Relax.

            No_Case I should relax?

            No_Face Relax.

            No_Case You want me to relax?

            No_Face Relax yourself, G.

            No_Case relaxes, drops his arms, stops polishing.

The trainer light dims to black.

            No_Trace WHAT DID I SAY? DON’T PLAY.

            DON’T PLAY THESE / GAMES WITH MY HEART.

            No_Face OKAY. ALRIGHT. Fine.

            No_Case resumes polishing.

            Childish.

            No_Face gets up, sluggish.

            No_Trace Swiftness, man.

            No_Face I know, G. Untwist your knickers.

            No_Face picks up No_Case’s shoes and, when he can’t see, rubs them in his bum crack.

            No_Face offers shoes to No_Case.

            Special delivery for you my G.

            No_Case drapes the polish cloth over the hanging trainers so that the light dims significantly slower.

He climbs down the wall and puts on his shoes.

            No_Face climbs up and begins to polish lazily, the light is only semi-bright. 

            No_Case Ay, you man. Don’t today sound different to you?

            No_Trace Different how? 33

            No_Case Nah listen listen listen

            No_Trace (listening) I don’t hear nothing different.

            No_Case Nah you gotta listen with your eyes closed so your ears got more precision, G

            listen

            No_Trace (listening harder with eyes closed) Nah, sounds the same as yesterday, G.
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