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            Thanks

         

         I don’t have enough words for the people who have supported me during my journey of writing this play. You are in abundance. I am so grateful.

         
             

         

         Thank you especially

         To all at Soho Theatre, the Verity Bargate Award and Faber & Faber

         Our creative team, Gill, Rachael, Lauren, Nimmo and Elayce

         My Welsh College gang

         Olly, Morgan, Michele, Charlie, Nadia, Cheryl and Helen

         Jude and Chris

         Imogen

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            For all in my community who have held and encouraged me

            For my sisters, for all the aunties

            For my family

            For Mum

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Premiere Production

         

         
            Shedding a Skin was first performed at Soho Theatre, London, on 17 June 2021, with the following cast and creative team:

            
                

            

            Myah  Amanda Wilkin

            
                

            

            Director  Elayce Ismail

            Set and Costume Designer  Rosanna Vize

            Lighting Designer  Jess Bernberg

            Projection Designer  Nina Dunn

            Sound Designer and Composer  Richard Hammarton

            Dramaturg  Gillian Greer

            Assistant Director  Nimmo Ismail

            Production Manager  Seb Cannings

            Stage Manager  Rachael Head

            Assistant Stage Manager  Lauren Taylor

            Costume Supervisor  Megan Rarity

            Marketing  SINE Digital

            PR  Fourth Wall PR

            Production Photography  Helen Murray

            Producer  Ameena Hamid

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
      Myah
    

      

   


   
      
         

            SHEDDING A SKIN

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Note

         

         Words in italic indicate speech

         Words in bold operate in a different space to the rest of the play

A moment of connection, somewhere else

      

   


   
      
         

            PROLOGUE

         

         
            I would rather be anywhere. Anywhere else in the world, right now. Than right here.

            
                

            

            I get to the office before everyone else, for the quiet

            and wonder which country the cleaner’s from, but never ask

            just a small

            morning 

            and then I hunt furiously for the mug I brought in on my first day with my

            name on it

            I love that mug

            It’s my mug

            and no one else here shares my name (Myah) so I get annoyed when

            I find it about once a fortnight in the sink

            old sticky furry teabag equipped inside

            really?! 

            I wash it out, swear never to leave it in the dishwasher again

            and then I type.

            There are many desks to my right, and to my left

            the office fills up, with 

            women who munch on leaves at lunch and guys who make shit jokes

            you can smell the privilege in this room

            it’s gross

            the carpet’s two shades of hideous grey

            someone is always taking their daily crap in one of the two toilet cubicles

            and no one really talks to each other, outside of their clique

            my clique’s still made of me, six months into this job

            but I’ve somehow joined them in trying to perfect the

            concentrated we can do better faces.

            I fantasise about leaving

            hourly.

            
                

            

            I’m being asked into a conference room upstairs

            not quite off my lunch break – and that’s obvious, because I’m holding my Tupperware, but

            umm, yeah sure, okay 

            and as I climb the stairs

            get in the room

            my head of department welcomes me

            Hey! Great!! Yes, let’s begin! 

            weird

            didn’t think he knew who I was – he’s never properly spoken to me before

            and, whoa 

            behind him is a huge camera

            and

            as I shuffle in

            I look around the room to see they’ve rounded up all three of the total

            Black and Brown faces that work in the building

            too.

            
                

            

            they’re all staring at me

            this is weird (am I in trouble?) what’s this about?

            and I’m focusing in on my supervisor

            inclusivity in the workplace 

            blah blah

            head office needs photos to back up statistics. 

            oh.

            I feel so uncomfortable.

            and look to the others to laugh, because

            ‘diversity’ in this office is not on the agenda

            there was a formal complaint last month about the type of food I was

            heating in the microwave, and

            I’ve lost count of the amount of times people have

            asked me about my hair

            tried to touch my hair

            and even 

            grumbled about positive quotas

            in front of me!

            so this feels

            fake

            but, in this moment

            I feel pressure

            and I don’t know how to articulate – how to say – well how am I gonna get out of this?

            as I’m herded to sit down with the others, which I do, very, very slowly

            I sit

            and … a nod between us

            Black person nod

            ain’t done this in a while

            a recognition of

            it’s us here – to the others sat beside me

            us here

            and then I notice that the person I’ve not met before is the cleaner – who’s not in his teal uniform but instead, he’s in a suit – made to look like one of us?

            to bump up the numbers?!

            I stop – nope

            I’m on my feet, I’m up, the others look at me

            I have a … a report thing, that I’m 

            (I am yelling at myself inside for being so inarticulate)

            ah no problem, it can wait! Don’t you worry about it – haha blame me if anyone asks  

            so then

            I nod

            put back on my pleasant face, sit

            – well

            they’re making an effort, I guess?

            or …

            I’m not listening properly

            I’m quietening voices inside myself simultaneously asking why is this such a problem and screaming sellout! 

            while

            I’m smiling as the room flashes with light

            I blink every time from the force

            wow they’re really going to town on this shoot

            and my supervisor is laughing

            this is great, guys … but look like you’re having fun! 

            I’ve never felt more uncomfortable on the inside and smiley on the out

            and they wouldn’t know, would they? – couldn’t,

            just get through it, just smile for the

            stupid picture, just

            get on with it already, and

            smile, just

            he’s sipping his tea and crumbs of biscuit are falling from the corners of his mouth –

            it’ll be done in a sec

            he’s gross 

            It’ll be done and then you can get out of here and stop judging why you’re so damn

            uncomfortable all the time

            and

            the others are fine with it so why aren’t you?

            and

            he’s really gross

            and

            SMILE

            and

            how long left?! –

            and

            and he’s drinking from my mug.

            My mug.

            My mug with my name on it.

            I spring up

            the others look at me, again

            something has

            clicked

            step too far, and

            What the fuck is this shoot for? 

            
                

            

            I say it louder than I thought it would come out – it just came out it just

            erupted.

            there’s silence. 

            biscuit bossman can’t believe I’ve sworn

            he’s turned red

            and I realise I’ve made a tit out of myself

            but I can’t stop

            Fucking diversity photo?! Are you insane? You don’t give a shit about ‘diversity’! 

            whoa.

            I hear a tut

            cameraman shifts towards me, he’s huge, he pipes up

            erm, no need to be so angry … it’s just for 

            did he really just call me angry? did he really just use that word did he really just do

            and before he finishes his sentence I’ve strided up to him and punched him in his eyeball and knocked him out

            Bam!

            yaaaaowwwww that really, really hurt think I’ve broken my knuckle or something

            
                

            

            What the hell! 

            is all I hear as I am a hot sweet mess and I’ve seen red, overcome first with rage, then with shame

            I’m possessed, with a hand that really frikkin kills so

            next I grab the camera and throw it on the floor

            screams heard

            it smashes – teeny bits of it have splintered, flown to the corners of the room

            as the biscuit supervisor yells 

            security! 

            Ha. Like they’ll be able to hear you from up in here 

            the others have sped out the room,

            as I pace about

            I can’t stop myself

            too late

            but I’m not quite finished, not yet

            I take a sharpie from the table and I’m scribbling in huge capitals on the wall

            You’re

            All

            Fake.

            Cunts.

            wish I’d thought of something more articulate!

            and lastly (and most importantly) I grab my mug and stroll downstairs to my desk

            a slight skip here and there

            while biscuit man follows me from a distance still yelling

            You can’t. Treat people like this! 

            
                

            

            Everyone was watching.

            It felt good as I gathered my bits, and photos, and laptop (and put laptop back because I remembered it wasn’t mine) and my plant and walked to the door

            I was leaving this place

            most definitely sacked 

            obviously

            and on the way out I passed the cleaner by the door

            lifted my hand ready to engage in high five glory

            when

            
                

            

            I asked to be in the photograph 

            he said

            I heard about it and I asked to be in it 

            I’ve worked here seventeen years 

            I wanted to feel a part of this place 

            
                

            

            my face crunched

            cardboard box felt heavy

            forehead hot

            
                

            

            I took the stairs down to the ground floor rather than the lift

            I walked out the main entrance and

            It was raining.
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