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Introduction


I have worked with young people in countless participatory projects over the past fifteen years using drama, music, film and creative-writing techniques to engage them, but most of all to trigger their imaginations and give them a voice. I found myself working with some very marginalised young people; in pupil- referral units, homeless hostels and mental-health settings across the country. What I noticed almost immediately was how quickly time would pass when working with young people and that I would feel exhausted, yet more invigorated, working with them than with any other groups. I also learnt pretty quickly that my well-meaning, ‘do-gooder’ sentiments, of somehow going in and saving the forgotten youth from the harsh world of hard knocks, was so off the mark. These young people were going through hardships and challenges that I could not begin to imagine, and what they didn’t need from me was another teacher, social officer or, worse still, therapist. Please don’t misunderstand me, these professions are invaluable and amongst them we find individuals who can save a young person in so many ways, but that was not my place.


Where there would be a meaningful meeting between us, would be as fellow artists, equals, learning from each other and making work together. Teachers would often be amazed – ‘oh he’s usually trouble’ – or psychiatric nurses – ‘she never normally talks’ – but there was nothing miraculous in what I was doing. I was just a stranger with no prior judgements and I didn’t want to know if John had been prone to violence, or if Afsha had been self-harming since age nine. I wanted them to be free from scrutiny and safe in the few hours we had together to focus on our creative work.


My passion for working with young people was shared by my close university friend, Esta Orchard, who has been an avid campaigner for young people since we graduated, working for numerous children’s charities, the Children’s Commissioner and at City Hall in London. We were both keen to collaborate and somehow create a project which had both artistic merit and the potential for social change.


Jump-cut to the London riots of summer 2011 when, following the death of Mark Duggan, many young people took to the streets in London and beyond. The media and politicians were quick to portray these young people as feral creatures, wild and almost sub-human. I remember a distinctly bleak mood at the time from a public who wanted to understand but quickly lost patience, becoming fearful, with an ever-more cynical distrust of young people. It seemed that the gap between the already disenfranchised inner-city youth and everyone else had widened more than ever before. Esta and I, both as mothers and as practitioners, felt compelled to respond creatively and urgently.


It was at this time that Esta was writing an environmental psychology thesis and interviewing young people who had taken part in the riots. She was keen to use testimonials to gather data that could lead to research and even policy change. We both felt more and more eager to create a piece of theatre that gave young people a voice. We began to experiment when we were asked to contribute to a mental-health consultation, attended by policy makers. We used testimonials from young people and very simply staged them as talking heads, which had a powerful effect on the audience. That year I directed two verbatim plays, as a way of exploring the form, discovering the potential and analysing the transition from testimonial to live performance.


Esta and I thought of many groups we both shared connections with through our respective work and we were both interested in rooting a narrative in a specific place, giving the stories of these young people a geographic anchor. Esta had links to a network of hostels, each of which houses vulnerable young people, who would otherwise be homeless, and so we decided to approach one of the largest in East London. I carried out interviews with the residents and some staff at the hostel between autumn 2012 and spring 2013, collecting over thirty hours of interviews that have formed this play. My only regret is that I was unable to include all of the stories, so generously shared with me.


I would like to thank everybody who took the time and had the courage to speak with me, there simply would be no play without you. I hope this play and the accompanying research and writing carried out by Esta (from the raw data of the interviews), will give a voice to the all-too-often silenced young people of our capital, and may it go as far as to impact policy affecting tangible changes in the way provisions are made for vulnerable young people in the UK.
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Home was first performed in The Shed, a temporary studio venue at the National Theatre, London, on 9 August 2013 (previews from 7 August). The cast was as follows:






	YOUNG MUM/PORTUGAL

	Michaela Coel






	THE PRIEST

	Jonathan Coote






	SECURITY GUARD/


    KEY WORKER

	Trevor Michael Georges






	SINGING BOY/EX-RESIDENT    

	Kadiff Kirwan






	SHARON

	Ashley McGuire






	JADE/TOWELLING ROBE

	Grace Savage






	BULLET

	Shakka






	ERITREAN GIRL/


    ASIAN YOUNG MUM/


    YOUNG MUM’S SISTER

	Antonia Thomas






	TATTOO BOY/GARDEN BOY

	Toby Wharton






	

Other parts played by members of the company









	Director

	Nadia Fall






	Designer

	Ruth Sutcliffe






	Lighting Designer

	Ciaran Bagnall






	Movement Director

	Jack Murphy






	Music

	Tom Green/Shakka






	Music Director

	Gareth Valentine






	Sound Designer

	Mike Walker






	Staff Director/


    Dramaturgical Support

	Rob Drummer














Characters


SINGING BOY, a slight mixed-race teenager


YOUNG MUM, a young black woman


BULLET, a young black man


TATTOO BOY, a young white man with many tattoos on his arms and neck


ASIAN YOUNG MUM, a British-Bengali teenager


SECURITY GUARD a tall and imposing Nigerian man


SHARON, a white middle-aged East Londoner


KEY WORKER, a black middle-aged Londoner with dreadlocks


JADE, a white teenager, only speaks in beats


ERITREAN GIRL, a petite recent refugee from Eritrea


EX-RESIDENT, a young black man with West Indian heritage


GARDEN BOY, a young white man, born and bred in East London


YOUNG MUM’S SISTER, pregnant young black woman


TOWELLING ROBE, young Turkish woman, Tattoo Boy’s girlfriend


PORTUGAL, a black teenage girl from Portugal


THE PRIEST


And EDF PERSON, PORTUGAL’S BOYFRIEND, OTHER RESIDENTS


Note on the Text


The residents and workers at Target East are all speaking to an interviewer who, in performance, becomes the audience throughout.









An anonymous inner-city high rise, London. A YOUNG WOMAN has her mobile phone to her ear and is pushing a baby in a buggy back and forth at the foot of the tower block. An OLDER WOMAN is having a cigarette, shivering. Two Young MEN are milling about on the concrete. At pressing a metal button you are buzzed in through the main-entrance door. You notice the glass in the door is cracked and that an argument has kicked off between the boys outside. A poker-faced SECURITY GUARD asks you who you are here to see.


The YOUNG RESIDENTS are having breakfast.









Singing Boy


Enter SINGING BOY. He sits.


SINGING BOY. My mum’s house really… No, I consider my place as a home as well, here as well… but still feel a bit… maybe because I’m NEW I still feel a bit… you know I don’t, I still feel, I don’t feel this is my home YET. But as the months go by and start getting my things together, I can call it more of a home.


Well – (Pause.) well – (Smiling.) what led me to living at Target is basically I got kicked out of home when I was seventeen I didn’t want to go back. So they put me in a hostel and then from there step by step, eventually step by step… I was sent here, they ‘referred’ me here.


Um, no. Because I’m very to m… I keep myself to myself. Because there are a lot of people in this building and you don’t even want to mess about with… There’s people in this building that do drugs and all sorts. I’m a person who wants to keep WELL, well away from that. I keep my head down, because I don’t want anyone to think I’m either giving them a dirty look or what I’ve seen in this building is that people get very – (Clicks fingers.) aggravated so I want to avoid that and that’s why I always mind my own business.


I’ve had problems with my mum for quite a while. And not just because of my mum, I mean Mum played parts obviously, but I’m not saying here that I was an angel because obviously I’m not… her boyfriend as well was getting involved but even before that, even before he came into the picture, there was already issues between us. But then that added on the tension, you know building up, and that made it so… whatever. But I remember the exact day that I left: it was the eighth of January at seven p.m. What I left, well I didn’t leave, I got kicked out, and the police got involved but the police told me that, ‘if your mum wants you to leave have to leave, then you have to leave’. But what they did not know, well they knew my age, but obviously they were ignorant to the fact, that even though I’m seventeen… she can’t ask me to leave by law you still have to be with your mum.


Well my mum used to hit me before but not now. But shouting, swearing at me obviously.
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