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             Premiere Production

         

         Exodus was presented by the National Theatre of Scotland and first performed at the Traverse Theatre, Edinburgh, as part of the Made in Scotland Showcase, on 28 July 2022. The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Asiya Rao  Aryana Ramkhalawon  

         Tobi Tucker  Anna Russell-Martin  

         Haben Haile  Habiba Saleh  

         Phoebe Bernays  Sophie Steer

         
             

         

         With the voices of Lea Shaw and Tyler Collins

         
             

         

         Director  Debbie Hannan

         Set and Costume Designer  Alisa Kalyanova

         Lighting Designer  Laura Howard

         Sound Designer/Composer  Mark Melville

         Video Designer  Rob Willoughby

         Assistant Director  Olivia Millar-Ross

         Dramaturg  Rosie Kellagher

         Casting Director  Laura Donnelly cdg 8
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            Characters

         

         
            Asiya Rao

Home Secretary, South Asian heritage

            Phoebe Bernays

Asiya’s special adviser

            Haben Haile

asylum seeker trained in the performing arts

            Tobi Tucker

journalist, Scottish, working class

            Photographer

            Conductor

            Setting

            The action of the play takes place over a night and a day in Dover/London.  10
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            ‘The human being is born in the womb of the nation, just as the child is born in the womb of the mother.’

            Božena Viková-Kunetická
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            Note

         

         (roman text in brackets) is implied, not spoken

/ indicates overlapping dialogue
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               Act One

            

         

         
            
               1.1

            

         

         
            ‘And the Pharaoh’s daughter went down to the Nile to bathe.  She saw the basket among the reeds in the water, and sent her female slave to get it.  She opened it, and lo and behold she saw the baby.’

             Exodus 2: 5–6, NIV

         

         Dreamscape. Clouds. We are surrounded by water. The feeling is biblical and camp.

         Two parallel staircases are suspended from the sky, lit up in white.

         As Haben Haile ascends one staircase, she begins to operatically sing the opening notes to the first verse of ‘Rule, Britannia’. Meanwhile, Asiya, as the pharaoh’s daughter/Britannia, descends from the opposite staircase. She is going down to the river to bathe. Draped in white linens, she is resplendent.

         As the song builds towards the first chorus, a baby in a Moses basket floats down the centre of the channel. Flashing lights, the sound of train doors closing, a conductor’s whistle: it is as if an imaginary pink force field surrounds Asiya, a glimpse of the sense of enclosure in the final scene of the play. The force field initially repels the baby from reaching Asiya.

         At the end of the first chorus, Haben is revealed to have one shoe on Phoebe’s neck. 14

         
            
               1.2

            

         

         7 a.m. Dover. Phoebe’s hotel room.

         It is the morning after a Tinder date bootie-call. The dregs of a night of drink, drugs and bondage lie scattered against the backdrop of a panoramic view of the White Cliffs of Dover.

         Nipple tape is involved. Haben and Phoebe are asleep, intertwined.

         Phoebe’s mobile phone rings, she gropes around to find it, and eventually finds it and answers. 

         
            Phoebe Phoebe Bernays.

            Pause.

            Yes.

            Pause.

            Yes.

            Pause.

            Yes.

            Pause.

            Nooooooooooooooooo.

            With well-honed stealth, Phoebe extracts herself from the bed.

            Pause.

            I suspect it was made clear to you how important this job is.

            Pause.

            I don’t care what the reason is.

            Pause.

            And Narinder?

            Checks to see if Haben is awake – she is a bit – and whispers down the phone:  15

            I’ve seen more talent in the aftermath of an enema. You’re finished. You’ll never work again.

            Ends call, smiles politely at Haben, who has now awoken.

            Hi.

            Haben Is everything okay?

            Phoebe Yes. Totally cool. Just. You know. People.

            Haben You’re cute when you’re in a huff.

            Phoebe glares.

            I mean. People can be difficult. People can make you want to scream.

            Phoebe Some people make you want to put your mouth right up to their anus – so you can suck out all their innards and dissolve them in caustic acid.

            Haben Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned. Was that a lover on the phone?

            Phoebe Oh. No, no. Just work.

            Beat.

            Yeah. Someone’s called in sick.

            Beat.

            Haben Sorry. What is it that you do for a living?

            Phoebe I really should get going.

            Haben So soon? Last night. Last night was pretty kinky.

            Phoebe (picking at her nipple) What is this –?

            Haben Extra-durable nipple tape. I never leave home without it. (Winks.)

            What’s the hurry?

            Phoebe I’ve got to get to work.

            Haben Hey. So. Um. Do you. Do you want my number? 16

            Phoebe No.

            Beat.

            Thanks.

            Haben Right. Okay then.

            Then what about some coffee? For the road?

            Phoebe doesn’t answer, she’s busy scanning her phone.

            I’ve been in Dover a little while now. Any coffee you find in this place has nothing to do with coffee. See I travel with my own supply. This. This is the real deal. Ethiopia’s finest.

            Haben shakes the bag at Phoebe. Phoebe gestures, ‘Go on, make me a coffee.’

            Haben Yes, ma’am.

            Phoebe I need to make a call.

            Makes a call.

            Hi. Lawrence. It’s Phoebe Bernays.

            Yes. I’m in Dover.

            Pause.

            I know.

            They don’t even sell coffee here. I’ve had to scrounge some off of. a. a.  

            Smiles at Haben.

            Listen. The actor you found pulled out.

            Pause. Haben’s interest is piqued at the word ‘actor’.

            I don’t know. I don’t care. I need you to find me a replacement. Stat.

            Pause.

            Brilliant.

            Pause. 17

            Oh, no no no. No no no. They need to be good to go in less than an hour, from Dover. The train leaves from Dover.

            Pause.

            I’d made it perfectly clear to you how important this job is. You need to find me an actor.

            Pause. Haben listening carefully to conversation.

            Oh, no. That’s fine. I understand. And Lawrence?

            Can you do me a favour?

            Yeah. I need you to stop what you’re doing and head to your mum’s.

            Beat.

            Yes, your mum’s.

            And when she answers the door, what I need you to do is just, crawl back into her vagina, okay? Tell her it might hurt, but it needs to be done, because you’ve really fucked it as director of communications, and your only real hope is to start again. Right from the very beginning.

            Ends call.

            Stunning displays of incompetence.

            Haben Allow me to cheer you up with some … coffee!

            … So! I take it you’re some sort of famous director?

            Phoebe Well, I certainly call the shots.

            Haben (theatrically) … Did I hear you say you were looking for an actor?

            More flourish from Haben.

            Phoebe (recalling vaguely) You’re an actor.

            Haben This melodic voice. This stunning physique. Could  I be anything else?

            Phoebe Mmm. You’re a bit young for the part. 18

            Haben Oh I’ve got range, baby. I can play anything from nine months to nine hundred years. (Winks.)

            And you know I always commit to the cause.

            Phoebe What is it you’ve been in?

            Haben Well … I’m still under the radar.

            Phoebe Good. That’s good. That’s ideal.

            Haben What do you mean, ideal?

            Phoebe What if I were to offer you a job? Very well paid. But full non-disclosure.

            Haben What does that mean?

            Phoebe It means can you keep a secret.

            Haben Babes. I’m impenetrable. And for a variety of reasons, a bit of secrecy would suit my current situation.

            Phoebe One day’s work. Are you free today?

            Haben What’s the job?

            Phoebe Think of it as avant-garde live-action experimental theatre.

            Haben MMm. MmmHmm. I have no idea what that is, but I feel I am going to excel at it.

            Phoebe This is the role. Steely, understated. The ultimate tragic matriarch.

            Phoebe hands Haben a slip of paper. Haben studies it intently. After some time: 

            Well? Can you do it?

            After some time: 

            Haben This! This is the role I was born to play. 19

         

         
            
               1.3

            

         

         The Dover coastline.

         Asiya Rao, poised and expensively dressed, is about to be photographed for an editorial by the Photographer, who is preparing to shoot a few metres away.

         Phoebe enters.

         
            Phoebe Home Secretary.

            Asiya Oh, there you are, Phoebe! How do I look?

            Phoebe What’s with the bag?

            Asiya It’s … slimming.

            Phoebe It’s not, actually.

            It makes you look suspicious.

            Asiya I like the way it makes me feel. (Gesticulates.) 

            Photographer (calls across the distance) How are you getting on? I’m ready when you are.

            Phoebe (calls back to Photographer) Just a minute!

            (To Asiya.) Give me the bag.

            Takes the bag. 

            Stop slouching.

            Asiya stands tall. 

            (Loudly to Photographer.) She needs to have her feet in the water!

            Photographer (calling back over the distance) She said she doesn’t want to!

            Phoebe (to Asiya) I thought we discussed this.

            You’re Boudica. Iron-willed. Defending the coast of Britain from siege.

            Asiya I know we discussed it, and I like the concept in principle. But – 20

            Phoebe – But what?

            Asiya But in reality, the water is quite cold.

            … To be honest, I think it would have the same effect if  I just stood at the edge of the water.

            Phoebe You think it would have the same effect if you stood slouching at the edge of the water like some scabrous, diarrhoeic bag lady looking for seashells.

            Asiya The bag is Hermès.

            Phoebe (calls to Photographer) Can you give us a couple of minutes?

            Photographer (calls back to Phoebe) … Well. Actually. The light is perfect right now. I’m not wanting to –

            Phoebe – Just. Five minutes.

            Photographer But –

            Phoebe – Five minutes!

            Photographer … Right. I’ll go and change lens.

            Photographer exits in a huff. 

            Asiya Well now you’ve gone and done it. He’s in a huff. He’s going to take a bad photo and make me look fat.

            Phoebe Asiya. Look at me. I need you to trust me.

            Do you trust me?

            Asiya Yes.

            Phoebe Big day today.

            Asiya Yes. I know.

            Phoebe The PM is on his last legs.

            This is it. Defining moment of your career.

            Nail this interview. And this press conference. And we’re going to go all the way.   

            Asiya Rao for prime minister. Has a nice ring to it,  doesn’t it? 21

            Asiya It does.

            Phoebe I need you on top form.

            Are you on top form?

            Asiya Yes. I am on top form.

            Phoebe This article is crucial.

            I need you: Poised. Decisive. Oozing leadership material.

            You’re Moses. Napoleon. Beyoncé.

            Let’s get this image right.

            Asiya Rao standing defiantly against the influx of illegals.

            The bold, refreshing antidote to the paralytic woke brigade.

            The leader this country so desperately needs.

            Asiya I am Napoleon.

            Phoebe Yes, Napoleon.

            Now get in the water!

            Asiya … Maybe I ought to wait till they get back.

            Phoebe Now!

            C’mon, Napoleon.

            Asiya hesitates, then does what she’s told. Wades into the water. 

            Asiya JESUS FUCKING CHRIST!

            Asiya composes herself. 

            Phoebe That’s better.

            Asiya practises her ‘strong stance’. 

            Now we’re talking!

            Asiya braces herself, looking increasingly statesmanlike.

            After a few moments, a baby washes up near her feet. 

            Asiya What on earth is that?

            Phoebe … I don’t know. 22

            Asiya Get it away.

            Phoebe What is it?

            Asiya Well, it can’t be in the frame.

            Phoebe Just shove it to one side.

            Asiya tries to push it away. 

            Asiya I can’t.

            Asiya tries to push it away. 

            It’s following me! It’s some sort of …

            You do it.

            Phoebe (wading in, muttering) Bloody Napoleon.

            Silence. 

            … It’s human.

            Silence. 

            Asiya What’s wrong with it?

            Silence. 

            Is it (dead) …?

            Phoebe I don’t know.

            Asiya, entranced, reaches out to touch it. 

            – Don’t! –

            Asiya, entranced, picks up the baby. 

            Jesus Fuck.

            Asiya It’s warm.

            Asiya slowly snaps out of her trance. 

            What should we do?

            Phoebe … I don’t know what to do!

            Asiya Well you’re a senior adviser. 23

            Phoebe and Asiya stare at each other.

            Rising panic.

            The Photographer re-enters. Closer this time. 

            Photographer Luckily, the light is still on our side. Let’s get cracking.

            Reflexively, Phoebe holds the bag open, Asiya shoves the baby in the bag.

            A moment between Asiya and Phoebe. 

            Photographer Shall we do this? You ready?

            Phoebe (responding to Photographer) Yes, of course! We were just talking about –

            Asiya Zumba.

            Phoebe She’s ready. She was born ready.

            Asiya Yes. Very, very ready.

            Hands Phoebe the bag. 

            Here.

            Asiya poses without the bag.

            Photographer hesitates. 

            Photographer (calls across the distance) I prefer it with the bag.

            It makes her look more … It’s good for her silhouette.

            Asiya looks to Phoebe. Phoebe shrugs, reluctantly hands her the bag.

            Asiya stands tall and defiant. The photographer snaps away. 

            Photographer Brilliant, that’s absolutely brilliant.

            These are looking great.

            Perfect. Move your shoulder to the left.

            Chin up towards me, twenty-five degrees.

            Another five degrees.

            Negative-two degrees. 24

            Yes. Yes.

            Good. Lift the bag up a bit.

            That’s nice.

            After some time: 

            Right.

            That’s us done.

            Beat, snaps fingers. 

            In the bag.

            Phoebe What’s in the bag?

            Photographer … It’s just an expression.

            Phoebe Right.

            Photographer I’ve got what we need.

            I’ll let you head to the station.

            Asiya Wonderful. Thank you!

            The Photographer exits. Some murmurings from the bag, Phoebe and Asiya in denial of where the sound is coming from. 

            Do you hear that?

            Phoebe Hear what?

            Asiya That … (shrill, high-pitched ringing)?

            Phoebe I can’t hear anything. It’s probably your tinnitus.

            Asiya I don’t have tinnitus.

            Beat. 

            You really can’t hear that?

            Phoebe Oh! It’s probably my headphones.

            Asiya What are you listening to?

            Phoebe Opera. 25

            Asiya Opera?

            Phoebe I like opera. Just the raw, primal screams of humanity.

            Asiya (hands Phoebe the bag) You need to get rid of this.

            Phoebe What? What am I supposed to do with it?

            Asiya I don’t know. Put it in a bin?

            Phoebe What if someone sees me?

            Asiya I know! Leave it with someone with dementia.

            Phoebe – But –

            Asiya Dover is absolutely riddled with dementia.

            Beat. 

            They’ll forget.

         




OEBPS/images/logo_online.png
faber





OEBPS/images/landing_logo.png





OEBPS/images/9780571380534_cover_epub.jpg
ff

PLAYS

Uma Nada-Rajah
Exodus






