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  Superhoe was produced by Talawa Theatre company and presented at Talawa Firsts in June 2018. It was first performed at the Royal Court Theatre Upstairs, London, on Wednesday 30 January 2019, with the following cast:
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  Characters




  SASHA CLAYTON, twenty-four, mixed race, East London accent, aggy




  All other key characters




  LAURA CLAYTON/MCBRIDE, Mum, white, early forties




  KEVIN MCBRIDE, stepdad, white, forties




  MEGAN MCBRIDE, half-sister, white and blonde, fifteen




  CARLY VISIONZ, escort friend, white, early twenties
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  Note on Text




  This is a play for a single performer.




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  





  Scene One




  SASHA enters the space. A microphone stand. She smiles and waves at the audience.




  Thanks for coming. I wanna let you all know that my EP is dropping after this Live Lounge. Thank you to my manager, and my label for supporting me. Thanks to my man Anton, for always being there. And lastly thank you to you guys, for showing me bare love.




  SASHA performs a track: ‘Picture Perfect’.




  

    

      Stay,




      I’m taking a selfie of us




      Look in to the camera, don’t blush




      We are flawless, we are




      When we’re old




      We’ll be reminded of the good times




      When we’re old




      We’ll see how dope we looked together




      Picture perfect under the stars we are




      Picture perfect, under the stars we are


    


  




  

    

      [Suggested interruption by SASHA’s mum from page 6, or wherever feels appropriate.]


    


  




  

    

      Stay, just like that




      I’m close to falling in love




      Over and over, again




      I’ll never stop falling, I swear




      When we’re old




      We’ll be reminded of the good times




      When we’re old




      We’ll see how dope we looked together




      Picture perfect under the stars we are




      Picture perfect, under the stars we are


    


  




  Offstage, SASHA’s mum calls her. SASHA reacts to this.




  ‘WHAT?! FOR FUCK SAKE! WHAT DO YOU WANT?!’




  Beat.




  ‘I WAS RECORDING A SONG! YOU’VE FUCKING RUINED IT NOW!’




  Beat.




  ‘FUCK DO YOU KNOW? YES I WAS ACTUALLY!’




  Beat. Turns off laptop/music. She picks up and lights a half-smoked spliff from an ashtray.




  Even though it’s not finished yet, I might send out a few tracks off my EP to a couple of music people. Maybe meet some artists that wanna collab on it, coz I’m not on doing any of that YouTube shi–




  ‘NO I AM NOT SMOKING THANK YOU VERY MUCH!’




  She’s so – (Mimics suffocating.) I thought I’d have my own house by now – not putting up with these fuckers always moaning. Kevin – my stepdad, he’s got all these bastard rules. If you’re sat next to him texting he gets annoyed, and don’t even think about watching anything good on the telly, like Love Island or Kardashians. ‘Reality TV is for idiots which is made to detract us all from the real issues.’




  I’m like ‘What real issues?’




  Kevin goes on a rant about real celebrities in his day, and how my generation is self-obsessed. ‘If you’re not careful, your generation will end up with rotting brains.’




  ‘If I’m not careful? Am I responsible for my entire generation then? What’s Loose Women if it’s not a bunch of slags chatting bare shit?’
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