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random was first performed at the Royal Court Jerwood Theatre Downstairs, London, on 7 March 2008, performed by Nadine Marshall, and directed by Sacha Wares.





The play was subseqently revived and opened the Theatre Local season at the Elephant and Castle Shopping Centre on 3 March 2010, performed by Seroca Davis.


A filmed version was broadcast on Channel 4 on 23 August 2011, with Nadine Marshall reprising her role from the original production, directed by debbie tucker green.







Characters


SISTER


BROTHER


MUM


DAD


TEACHER


and others


One Black actress plays all characters.


Dialogue in ( ) is to be spoken.


Dialogue in [ ] is intention, not to be spoken.


Italicised sentences in ( ) are stage directions.


Part Two is listed in the text; however, the play is to be performed straight through without any break.







PART ONE






	

SISTER




	  

	

… And the su’un in the air –









	

 




	 

	

in the room –









	

 




	 

	

in the day –









	

 




	 

	

like the









	

 




	 

	

shadow of a shadow feelin…









	

 




	 

	

off-key – I…









	

 




	 

	

look the clock. Eyeball it.









	

 




	 

	

It looks me back.









	

 




	 

	

Stare the shit down –









	

 




	 

	

it stares me right back.









	

 




	 

	

(Beat.)









	

 




	 

	

… Till it blinked first – loser.









	

 




	 

	

Then changes its time… 7.37.









	

 




	 

	

a.m.









	

 




	 

	

So I –









	

 




	 

	

give it my back –









	

 




	 

	

roll on my front –









	

 




	 

	

flex under the duvet









	

 




	 

	

and lie there on the reluctant to get up –









	

 




	 

	

a rubbish night’s sleep









	

 




	 

	

a restless night’s sleep









	

 




	 

	

for no reason at all.









	

 




	 

	

Birds bitchin their birdsong outside.









	

 




	 

	

People already on road.









	

 




	 

	

Dogs in their yards barkin the shit outta









	

 




	 

	

the neighbourhood.









	

 




	 

	

This ent a morning to be peaceful









	

 




	 

	

and the somethin in the air –









	

 




	 

	

in the room –









	

 




	 

	

in this day –









	

 




	 

	

mekin mi shiver –









	

 




	 

	

even tho my single duvet









	

 




	 

	

is holdin onto me like my man –









	

 




	 

	

who still don’t phone –









	

 




	 

	

should be.









	

 




	 

	

Sun strugglin to be seen outside –









	

 




	 

	

playin hide and seek with the clouds









	

 




	 

	

like iss joke –









	

 




	 

	

like iss shy –









	

 




	 

	

losin its own game –









	

 




	 

	

like we don’t matter.









	

 




	 

	

One a them, put that on – not that – not









	

 




	 

	

that – that on – days a clothin confusion.









	

 




	 

	

Truss mi.









	

BROTHER




	 

	

7.38.









	

 




	 

	

a.m.









	

 




	 

	

Lay bad. Slept bad. Stretch (choops) –









	

 




	 

	

don’t help.









	

 




	 

	

Birds sweetin their birdsong outside. Nice.









	

 




	 

	

People already on road.









	

 




	 

	

Neighbourhood Stafs barkin the shit outta









	

 




	 

	

the area.









	

 




	 

	

Sun doin what I do –









	

 




	 

	

five more minutes –









	

 




	 

	

ent ready for the up.









	

 




	 

	

And the su’un in the air –









	

 




	 

	

in the day –









	

 




	 

	

in my room...









	

 




	 

	

7.41.









	

 




	 

	

a.m.









	

 




	 

	

Iss now –









	

 




	 

	

after the night –









	

 




	 

	

iss now –









	

 




	 

	

after all night –









	

 




	 

	

iss only now – after night done and









	

 




	 

	

daylight reach









	

 




	 

	

that sleep comes to find me.









	

 




	 

	

My turn.









	

SISTER




	 

	

No worries bout rushin the bathroom –









	

 




	 

	

Mum done long time –









	

 




	 

	

Dad not doin day shifts –









	

 




	 

	

and that ‘thing’ ent never up before me –









	

 




	 

	

step to his room – knock –









	

 




	 

	

don’t lissen to hear nu’un –









	

 




	 

	

don’t wanna hear nu’un –









	

 




	 

	

don’t care –









	

 




	 

	

go in anyway.









	

 




	 

	

‘...You awake?’









	

 




	 

	

(Beat.)









	

 




	 

	

‘You awake – ’









	

BROTHER




	 

	

this one can’t be inna my dream.









	

SISTER




	 

	

‘You awake – ’









	

BROTHER




	 

	

nightmare.









	

 




	 

	

(BROTHER kisses his teeth.)









	

SISTER




	 

	

‘I can borrow y’phone?’









	

BROTHER




	 

	

‘I’m sleepin.’









	

SISTER




	 

	

‘This room stinks – ’









	

BROTHER




	 

	

‘come outta it then – ’









	

SISTER




	 

	

‘so I can borrow y’phone – an’ you ent









	

 




	 

	

sleepin – you sleepin? – how come yu









	

 




	 

	

sleepin all now? – mek mi borrow your









	

 




	 

	

phone – ’









	

BROTHER




	 

	

‘you credit-less – your problem.’









	

SISTER




	 

	

‘Wanna use your sim in it – ennit – ’









	

BROTHER




	 

	

‘find a next phone – or a next man yeh?’









	

 




	 

	

(Beat.)









	

SISTER




	 

	

‘... I’ma ’llow that. Yeh?’









	

 




	 

	

(BROTHER kisses his teeth.)









	

 




	 

	

‘Thass an answer? Thass your answer?’









	

 




	 

	

(BROTHER kisses his teeth.)









	

BROTHER




	 

	

‘An’ close back mi door.’









	

SISTER




	 

	

Why he









	

 




	 

	

think I wanna –









	

 




	 

	

why he think I wanna be in his room that









	

 




	 

	

[s]tink.









	

 




	 

	

Why he think I wanna be –









	

 




	 

	

in his room –









	

 




	 

	

with him – that stinkin bwoy longer than









	

 




	 

	

mi haf to – ask me.









	

 




	 

	

8.13. Step downstairs.









	

 




	 

	

Kitchen radio don’t tune [in] right.









	

 




	 

	

Little breakfast Mum mek, catch.









	

 




	 

	

Juice finish.









	

 




	 

	

Tea too hot.









	

 




	 

	

Mum makin like it don’t matter.









	

MUM




	 

	

Porridge with black bits –









	

 




	 

	

bu’n up bits in –









	

 




	 

	

don’t taste nice.









	

 




	 

	

Iss her cookin that normally catch –









	

 




	 

	

but...









	

 




	 

	

something ketch me out today.









	

 




	 

	

I see her watchin –









	

 




	 

	

I stir it in









	

 




	 

	

style it out









	

 




	 

	

watch ar back –









	

 




	 

	

till she turn and face she own bowl a









	

 




	 

	

breakfas someting –









	

 




	 

	

with ar smile –









	

 




	 

	

and I eat my bowl a cornmeal









	

 




	 

	

with its black bits in anyhow.









	

 




	 

	

She don’t want none.









	

 




	 

	

She late down –









	

 




	 

	

don’t think I notice









	

 




	 

	

that she nah mek the time fe a proper









	

 




	 

	

‘eat enough’ –









	

 




	 

	

a proper ‘drink enough’ –









	

 




	 

	

of a morning.









	

 




	 

	

She still tink bein young –









	

 




	 

	

is bein invincible.









	

 




	 

	

She still tink seh she young...









	

 




	 

	

(amused) She like me.









	

 




	 

	

She’ll learn.









	

 




	 

	

Like me.









	

 




	 

	

An’ she dress like iss summer









	

 




	 

	

while spring still strugglin.









	

 




	 

	

She see me lookin









	

 




	 

	

and find su’un interestin









	

 




	 

	

to face in ar bowl a cornflake.









	

 




	 

	

She’ll learn.









	

 




	 

	

8.25.









	

 




	 

	

‘That whatchu wearin?’









	

SISTER




	 

	

‘Yeh.’









	

MUM




	 

	

She wan’ go up an’ change.









	

 




	 

	

‘You sure?’









	

SISTER




	 

	

‘Yeh.’









	

MUM




	 

	

She not.









	

 




	 

	

‘Y’warm enough?’









	

SISTER




	 

	

‘...Yeh.’









	

MUM




	 

	

She won’t be.









	

 




	 

	

‘Y’sure?’









	

SISTER




	 

	

‘Mum.’









	

MUM




	 

	

‘Y’man ring yu?’
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