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            Thanks

         

         
            Firstly, thank you to Rachael Nanyonjo, for the gift of introducing me to Samuel Coleridge-Taylor.

            And thanks to the Wolverhampton Youth Orchestra

All at Talawa for supporting this work

Cassie, Candace, Georgia

Elayce

Imogen

To my dad for encouraging me to learn instruments, and for sharing with me the joy of all kinds of music.

            To the ones who came before.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Premiere Production

         

         Recognition was commissioned by Talawa and first presented at Talawa Studios, Fairfield Halls, London, on 1 June 2023, with the following cast.

         
            Samuel Coleridge-Taylor  Paul Adeyefa

            Song  Kibong Tanji

            Dani  Alice Stokoe

            Comfort  Deborah Tracey

            William Hurlstone  Matthew Romain

            Ola  David Monteith

            Mr Martin  Barnaby Power

            
                

            

            Director, Choreographer and Co-Creator  Rachael Nanyonjo

            Designer  Jasmine Swan

            Lighting Designer  Guy Hoare

            Sound Designer  Tom Foskett-Barnes

            Composer  Cassie Kinoshi

            Musical Director  Rio Kai

         

         
             

         

         An earlier version was co-produced as an audio play by 45North and Ellie Keel Productions on 17 February 2021, with the following cast:

         
            Samuel  Obioma Ugoala

            Song  Shiloh Coke

            
                

            

            Director  Rachael Nanyonjo

            Original Music  Cassie Kinoshi

            Sound Design and Editing  Tom Foskett-Barnes

            Music Mixing  Olly Shelton

            Piano  Deschanel Gordon

            Violin  Fra Rustumji

            Cello  Zara Hudson-Kozdoj

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Characters

         

         
            Song 

twenties, Black British female a brilliant student of music composition

            Samuel Coleridge-Taylor 

thirties, male, Dual Heritage

(West African and white English descent)

classical composer and violinist

            
                

            

            Song’s orchestra are our chorus, from which the characters below are brought to life: 

            Comfort 

fifties/sixties, Black female, Song’s mother, West African accent, also plays Ella (Fisk Jubilee Singer)

            Ola 

fifties/sixties, Black male, Song’s father, West African accent, also plays W. E. B. Du Bois, Frederick (Fisk Jubilee Singer)

            Mr Martin 

sixties, white male, Song’s teacher, also plays Stanford, Colonel Walters, August Jaeger, Policeman 

            Dani 

twenties, white female, a brilliant musician, also plays Alice, Jessie, Landlord 

            Paul Laurence Dunbar 

thirties, Black male, poet, also plays Jack (any British accent), Orpheus (Fisk Jubilee Singer)

            William Hurlstone 

thirties, white male, composer, also plays Chris 

         

      

   


   
      
         
            RECOGNITION

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Note

         

         
            Please note: this play can be performed with a minimum of eight actors. Song and Samuel should always only play themselves, the other actors multi-role.

            I have suggested who might play each of the unnamed characters (tutor, child, voice, journalist, etc.) by giving them a number – this can be divided up or changed in whichever way is helpful.

            The chorus are a kind of vocal orchestra – representing an orchestra from the top of the show, and Song uses them to help tell her story. Every character/voice/newsreader/tweets on Twitter/crowd, etc., come from the Chorus.

            When the Chorus speak – that’s everyone together apart from Song and Samuel.

            Music should feel as alive as the voices – a kaleidoscope of sound/the sound of creation/fragments of sound are just as important as any linear lines of phrase.

            *

            / indicates the interruption of dialogue

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Recognition

            

         

         
            
               SCENE ONE

            

         

         
            Somewhere the keys of a piano exist, and strings. 

            Enter Song, she looks around the space, to the audience. We hear the sounds of an orchestra tuning, as our musicians and ensemble enter, taking the positions of an orchestra.

            Silence. 

            Song walks in front of them, lifts her baton, takes a breath, goes to swing – but instead turns to address the audience. 

            Song Don’t lose yourself.

            
               It’s easy to get lost. When you’re trying to articulate yourself without losing any ground. When you’re trying to say the words ‘I belong. I belong here. And my opinion matters. My creativity matters, so I’m going to speak up. And whether you hear me, or not. I ain’t going nowhere.’

            

            Beat. 

            My mum named me Song.

            Comfort Song! Didn’t you hear me calling you?

            Song She says it was music that saved her when she gave birth to me.

            Comfort I hummed my way through labour, after all the screams, and the sighs, and the long, deep breaths – humming made sense, I knew it would soothe you. And when you were born, you quietened … I thought to myself, Please God don’t let this girl give me no trouble! Ha.

            
               Now, listen to me, Song –

            

            Song – the name was right.

            Beat. 

            Music’s in my blood. I started playing keys, and I liked big sounds, no matter the style, the genre, I devoured it, I was that geek who liked horns, bass, drums, strings that dominated the epic moments in my favourite films, so I studied composition, searching so I could build my sound.

            Beat. 

            But the journey to me standing here at this exact point has been long. Let me show you –

            Comfort and Ola have entered the playing space. 

            Ola Music? No no no …

            Comfort Can’t you do your music after you do a proper degree? What happened to law?

            Ola Music?! You mean the rap?

            Song Classical, Dad, I told / you

            Ola Classical? It’s going to be expensive, no? How much debt will you be in afterwards?

            Song I’ll apply for a scholarship …

            Ola The course, the rent – where is it?

            Comfort She could stay home while she studies?

            Song No, Mum, it’s too far to travel and they have halls, I want to stay in halls.

            Ola I don’t know about this music business.

            Song Mum. Dad. I want to study music!

            Beat. 

            So the pressure was there already, to succeed. But nothing could prepare me for the course itself –

            A class has gathered around her, the chorus have turned into students. 

            Martin We started with Baroque, then covered Mozart, Beethoven, Brahms, and now onwards – on to our modern, we’ll be covering Elgar, Holst, Britten, Vaughan Williams, and Bantock this term – yes?

            Student 6 Will Arthur Somervell be on the list?

            Martin Absolutely. Who can name me one more? Is anyone awake? Hello? In fact, okay, what do these composers all have in common? Anyone?

            Pause. 

            Yes, Song.

            Song They’re all white?

            Beat. 

            Martin Thank you for pointing that out. And what else? Don’t say they’re all men … No one? It’s obvious. Come on. British, they’re all British. They make up our greatest writers, our canon. Goodness me get out of here.

            Song (to audience) All I could hear, was –

            Chorus Canon!

            Voice 6 Holst

            Voice 2 Britten

            Voice 5 Elgar

            Voice 4 Vaughan Williams

            Voice 6 Bantock

            Chorus Holst

            Song Yep

            Chorus Britten

            Song Elgar, okay

            Voice 6 The masters

            Voice 5 The elite

            Voice 1 The maestros

            Song Okay, I get it

            Voice 4 And there was no one else!

            Chorus No one!

            Voice 2 Society just wasn’t diverse back then!

            Song ‘Diverse’ makes it sound like a fish tank

            Voice 5 And the women – they didn’t write

            Song Maybe they did? They just couldn’t get / access

            Martin So let’s have some fun with this!

            Voice 1 I want to play from the canon

            Voice 2 I want to study the canon

            Voice 4 Oh my God I’d love to conduct some of the repertoire from the canon!

            Voice 5 They didn’t have music like this in the Third World

            Song Third what? 

            Voice 5 Yeah, the infrastructure just wasn’t there …

            Voice 6 I’m gonna study from the masters, I’m gonna be the master

            Song I’m getting a colonising vibe here, guys

            Voice 2 I want to join the masters

            Song Not much better, mate

            Chorus The canon!

            Voice 4 I’ve had to give up so much to come here, literally. So much. SO much.

            Voice 5 Can you grab me some coke this weekend? I find it really helps me concentrate

            Song Erm, no. No I / don’t

            Voice 5 That’s a shame …

            Voice 2 Bring me the canon!

            Voice 6 I am canon!

            Song That doesn’t even make sense!

            Chorus I am canon, I am canon! / I am canon!! 

            Song turns to the audience. 

            Song How was I going to get through this course? They all seemed to know so much more than I did. Had to head home, catch my breath – I grew up in a house with music on constantly, rumbling in the background – Dr Sir Warrior, Fela Kuti, Mum’s gospel, Dad’s old cassettes – and when I finally sat down, allowed all the familiar noises to soothe me … I relaxed.

            
               And I heard this music online piercing through me –

            

            The sound of Coleridge-Taylor’s ‘Sometimes I Feel Like a Motherless Child’ pierces through the space. 

            Dad?

            Ola Eh?

            Song I feel like I know this, but. What is it?

            Ola What are you talking about?

            Song This.

            Comfort It’s a spiritual!

            Song Yeah, but … who wrote this arrangement …

            Ola and Comfort have left. Song addresses the audience. 

            … It can feel like an accident. When you stumble across something you never knew existed.

            
               What I’m trying to tell you is that this music found me.

            

            Samuel enters the space.

            And I was like, who is this classical-looking bredren?

            Chorus and Samuel   Samuel Coleridge-Taylor!

            Samuel opens his mouth to say something, introduce himself when – 

            Song Wait wait, hang on a sec, we need to go further back.

            
               Back back. Because the when is important, right? So … let’s go back to like … around 1882?

            

         

         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         
            1882. 

            Song watches Samuel, as he begins to see the people of his past, we see children, and he becomes himself as a child. 

            Child 6 Samuel!

            Child 5 Samuel …

            Child 3 Oi, Sam!

            Child 2 His hair is all different

            Child 1 He looks like, like coal

            Child 2 Coaly!

            Child 5 Where are you going?

            Child 3 Where are you running / to?

            Alice Come here, Samuel! 

            He has settled in a spot in the corner of the room. Alice is with him. 

            Look at the state of you. Who was it? Well?

            Samuel I’m sorry.

            Alice One of the boys from your school?

            Samuel They wanted to check.

            Alice Check what?

            Samuel They set my hair on fire. To see if it would burn.

            Beat. 

            Alice Those brutes, those – I’ll have ’em!

            Alice goes to leave, but then stops herself, softens. 

            Come here.

            Samuel Can you fix it?

            Beat. 

            Alice I heard them calling you names, this is my fault – I should have spoken to the school then.

            They hear a bell ring in the distance. Samuel hums the same note. 

            Samuel May I go, now?

            Alice To practise? Yes. Go on, off you go.

            We hear Samuel’s first note of practice – does it evolve into a scale, opening up into all kinds of scales/arpeggios/the noise of practice? 

         

         
            
               SCENE THREE

            

         

         
            1888. 

            Samuel, Alice and Colonel Walters. 

            Alice My father bought him the instrument when he was five.

            Walters He’s come a long way – I believe music is in his blood. And he has had much encouragement of course – your father has done good work on his early development, but one can only take him so far … Is he here, your father? I should like to ask – with his permission of course.

            Alice I speak for Samuel, I’m his mother.

            Beat. 

            Walters I would like to make enquiries.

            Alice To what end?

            Walters Do you know of the Royal College of Music?

            Alice … I’ve heard of it.

            Walters I know some professors there, and I would like to investigate as to whether Samuel might continue to study the violin there.

            Alice At the Royal College of / Music?

            Walters With the right training, he could achieve something.

            Beat. 

            Alice I don’t know, sir. He’s of the right age to leave school now, go into employment.

            Walters As what, may I ask?

            Alice Perhaps an apprenticeship with the Croydon pianoforte makers. But, I know other children his age are hoping for work in the city.

            Walters No doubt his colour may be a barrier to those who do not know him.

            Alice But won’t it be the same at the college? Or do they have other students there, like my Samuel?

            Walters It’s highly competitive. Especially for scholarships … And he’s still very young of course, but, he is exceptional. His talent will surely speak for itself.

            Alice It’s not his talent I am afraid for. Samuel is a shy boy, he finds it hard to make friends. And won’t it be costly? With the train fares in and out of Kensington, never mind the fees, and all sorts I assume –

            Walters Sheet music, pencils, strings for the bow, yes it will be dear … With your consent, I would like to act as a benefactor of sorts, to help with some of these things as they arise.

            Alice No, I couldn’t ask that of you, Colonel Walters, you’ve already done so much.

            Samuel Mother …

            Beat. 

            Alice After the training, will he be able to make a living? I’ve heard musicians don’t make much at all.

            Walters It’s difficult of course, but it can be done … Would you like to continue to learn music, boy? I won’t lie to you. It won’t be easy. You must be focused.

            Samuel I would, / desperately.

            Walters One more thing – where’s the boy’s father?

            Beat. 

            Alice Samuel’s a good boy. He plays daily, for hours. But I don’t know if he’s strong enough, / to

            Samuel Mother, I can do it.

            Walters Think it over. I must bid you good day. And you, boy – we will see one another very soon.

            Colonel Walters exits. 

            Alice Listen to me, you must ensure you keep focused, and work hard, and, because if this happens – there will be students there, like the ones at your school – you must grow a thick skin. Your music could protect you, Samuel. Do you understand me?

            Samuel Yes, mother.

            Alice Good. Because if you are to go, you must take these next steps alone.

            Alice leaves, Samuel practises. 

            Song (to audience) Samuel Coleridge-Taylor. His story began in 1875 – Holborn born, Croydon raised.

            Dani Song!

            Song Let me say this – even now, people are still feeding off the Black people arrived in this country on the Windrush and that was the first time they came here narrative and it is stupidness.

            
               I couldn’t stop researching about this guy – he was from here and composing music over a hundred years ago. Wow.

            

            Song turns to Dani – we should understand they’re partway through conversation. 

            Dani Song!

            Song What?

            Dani We’re out of toilet paper again. And chocolate.

            Song … That’s specific.

            Beat. 

            It’s your turn.

            Dani Nope.

            Song Yeah it is.

            Dani I wrote it down! Want me to show you?

            Song I hate your lists!

            Dani It’s who I am, Song, you know you love it. I am your favourite housemate.

            Song You’re my only housemate.

            Dani Ha, how’s the deadline going?

            Song I’m getting there.

            Dani You’ve been hidden away for hours, come on … let’s dance it off.

            Song Nooooo.

            Dani Got to release some of that energy. Give me ten seconds.

            Song I hate you …

            Dani Repeat after me – I can do this.

            They jump about. 

            Song … I can do this.

            Dani I have infinite energy. Say it.

            Song I have infinite energy.

            Dani I have brilliant ideas.

            Song … I have brilliant ideas.

            Dani The universe wishes me to create!

            Song Argh. The universe wants me to create!

            Dani I am at peace.

            Song Go away, Dani.

            Dani Haha. Stop procrastinating already. Get writing.

            Song I am writing. I’m thinking, I’m researching. It’s in my head. Percolating. It’s all part of my process.

            Dani Yeah well you better percolate it down / soon.

            Song Why are you here bugging me?

            Dani I’m on my eight-minute break.

            Song What?

            Dani I’ve worked out the secret of maximising my efficiency. I practise for an hour, then have my eight-minute break, and then back to rehearsing. And, you’ll be pleased to know I’ve worked out my caffeine situation. I have my first americano at six a.m., then every two hours and twenty minutes I have an espresso, or a can of this energy drink I got off the internet.
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