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             Premiere Production

         

         Extinct was first performed at Theatre Royal Stratford East, London, on 30 June 2021, with the following cast and creative team:

         
             

         

         April  Kiran Landa

         
             

         

         Director and Dramaturg  Kirsty Housley

         Designer  Peter McKintosh

         Lighting Designer  Joshua Pharo

         Sound Designer  Melanie Wilson

         Video Designer  Nina Dunn

         Assistant Director  Germma Orleans-Thompson

         Design Associate  Alice Hallifax

         Associate Sound Designer  Tingying Dong

         Video Design Associate  Libby Wardvi
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            Characters

         

         April

         
             

         

         Suhayla and Abani 
start out as recorded voices

but are taken over by the actor

         Plus the recorded voices of

         Helen Burnett

         Rob Callender

         Sue Hampton

         Kay Michaels

         Chidi Obihara

         Lola Perrin

         Leslie Tate

         Aaron Thierry

         Xanthe

         Elise Yarde

         This text went to press during rehearsals and may differ in performance. viii
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               EXTINCT
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         caption: The Anthropocene; the age of human-made climate change.

         
            1. FUTURE NIGHTMARE

            April   I want you to imagine me in a crowd of people. The year is 2030 and the mean temperature this summer has been forty degrees Celsius. It’s midday. The sun is nuclear hot. There have been spontaneous outbreaks of fires round the country, the closest to us in Epping Forest, a monster conflagration which raged for three weeks. The air still tastes of ash.

            It was this year the three breadbaskets of the world in the USA, Central Russia and South East Asia failed due to high temperatures, drought and fire leading to a catastrophic global shortage of carbohydrates. Added to that, unseasonal rainfall here meant that the potato crop which might have compensated rotted in the ground – it was the first time the UK had been subject to rationing since World War II.

            And there was panic. Supermarkets stripped bare. Looting began – people convinced that stores of food were being kept from them – nights of smashed windows and marauding gangs. Then onto the streets came the army. There was a shoot-out at Westfield’s in the Marks and Spencer’s food hall. The government stepped in with a new plan. Since then a fragile peace has descended. Food distribution depots were designated, one member of each household could be dispatched plus ration card to pick up a 4bag of pasta or flour, a few tins, perhaps some dried pulses. A fortnight’s supply. All anyone talks about is food.

            People will kill for a sachet of yeast.

            I came on my bike which I locked up safely several streets away. Now in the crowd, as anxiety and hunger pricks us, the emotion turns sour. Near me a fight breaks out. People turn on the one who they say was pushing in. The guy is near tears – his kids are hungry, his wife is sick. It turns mean. The thud of fists on flesh. I try to raise my voice but no one hears me. The press of bodies is claustrophobic. Ahead, the iron shutter at the depot is drawn down halfway and a woman appears.

            Why have they chosen a woman? Do they think we will forgive her more easily? She asks the crowd to disperse. The depot is now empty. We will reopen tomorrow at 8 a.m. when another delivery is expected. They can only provide for the last twenty queuers. People mutter. They know they are being fobbed off. The armed security guards at her side look on impassively though I can imagine sweat pricking their armpits. Someone once told me that in cities we are only ever six meals away from starvation but I had dismissed it. I lived a short walk away from twenty fast-food outlets. What about Deliveroo?

            Something like a moan rises from the crowd. The unbearable thought of another hungry night, the faces of their disappointed, bewildered kids, their cries of hunger.

            There is a sudden jolt forwards. I am caught in a vast river of bodies. Part of me wants to run back to my bike, flee the madness, but another part is thinking – I’ve stood here for two hours in punishing sun and now to be told to return home with nothing? I too taste anger, bitterness. How has this been allowed to happen? We were not born to go hungry. I’m too far back from the front and I feel guilty – I had stopped off on the way by the canal – there was a lone duck meandering along the puddling water. I wanted the 5normal so badly as I waited there transfixed to the spot. Wishing myself back

            A year, two years, five, a decade – to when there was still time to do something about it.

            At the front someone has pulled the woman from her platform into the crowd, she vanishes like a stone into a pond and the first shot is fired.

            
               Lighting changes. The woman is standing alone. We can now see the whole space. She looks at us.

            

            Hello.

            Thanks for coming.

            I have an hour to convert you to the cause of climate change

            So we can avoid the kind of nightmare I just imagined.

            So we can change our future.

            We live on a finely balanced, beautifully temperate Earth that has sustained human life for two hundred thousand years, But all that, unfortunately, is changing.

            As a playwright I ask myself what’s the point of me, of theatre, in a time of crisis, if I’m not raising the alarm so that we can avoid unnecessary suffering?

            Aristotle’s advice to playwrights was: ‘Don’t make your story so small that it can be consumed in one bite, or too big, like an animal so huge you can’t take in both its head and its tail.’ Climate change is just like that – a hyperobject – a conceptual fact so large, so complex, like the internet, it can never be properly comprehended.

            So I have my work cut out for me.

            I’m standing here talking to you

            Coming across as quite a rational calm individual

            But don’t be fooled. Inside I’m screaming.

            I’m panicking.6

            I can see the waters rising over our heads

            And I’m shouting, It’s the end of the world

            But no one can hear me.

            Sorry.

            There have been five previous mass extinctions.

            The most lethal was two hundred and fifty million years ago when volcanic eruptions released enough carbon dioxide to warm the oceans by ten degrees Celsius ending ninety-six per cent of marine life and seventy per cent of life on Earth. The event known as the Great Dying.

            We are now experiencing the sixth mass extinction.

            Humans are emitting greenhouse gases ten times faster than the volcanoes did during the Great Dying.

            There is no single peer-reviewed paper

            Published in the last twenty-five years that would contradict this scenario

            Every living system of Earth is in decline

            Every life support system of Earth is in decline.

            I’m feeling that thing where it feels impossible

            Breaking into a sweat

            It’s supposed to be that telling people helps to control the anxiety every time I do this I have to go into it again

            It’s not a place I like to go.

            I have to be calm though – no one wants to hear someone shouting at them hysterically, being emotional. Getting naked and covering myself in crude oil is not going to help my cause.

            Still, I want to explain as calmly as I can the shit we’re in.

            If I feel really anxious I tend to snack – so I’m just going to do that now.

            
               Takes out a sweet – eats it. Then is left with the wrapper.

               Holds up the wrapper. 7

            

            Is there somewhere I can put this?

            Somewhere I can throw it away?

            
               She looks.

            

            I’ll come clean. This was planned.

            This – what is it – a prop? – it was something in the real world

            Now it’s kind of standing in for itself

            Just like I’m an actor standing in for the writer.

            It was something until it became the opposite – nothing. Something to be forgotten.

            Is it recyclable?

            
               She drops it in a bin.

            

            There, forgotten – vanished – someone else’s problem

            We like to imagine we can throw things away with no consequence.

            But we’ve made ‘away’ up

            Away is somewhere we have been encouraged not to see

            Away is our future

            And if we don’t act until we feel the climate crisis is upon us, we will all beommitted to solving a problem that can no longer be solved.

            So in 2018 I went to a meeting of a new group called Extinction Rebellion in the old Limehouse library.

            They were concerned about the government’s inaction on the climate and ecological emergency.

            That we were being kept in the dark.

            I expected to find six people and a dog.

            I walked into the biggest meeting I had ever attended in my life

            We got into smaller groups and went round sharing why we were here

            In my group were two local schoolgirls.

            One, said I’m here because when I die because of climate change I want to know I tried to do something about it.8

            The advice everyone gave me was educate yourself. I wanted to know everything.

            I did a lot of research.

            
               She gestures to screen.

            

            
               captions:

               ‘The Uninhabitable Earth’ David Wallace-Wells

               ‘How to Talk About Climate Change in a Way That Makes a Difference’ Rebecca Huntley

               ‘This Changes Everything’ Naomi Klein

               ‘On Fire’ Naomi Klein

               ‘The Future We Choose’ Christiana Figueres

               ‘Falter’ Bill McKibben

               ‘Boiling Point’ Bill McKibben

               ‘This Is Not A Drill: An Extinction Rebellion Handbook’

               ‘The Great Derangement’ Amitav Ghosh

               ‘Corona, Climate, Chronic Emergency’ Andreas Malm

               ‘The Climate Majority’ Leo Barasi

               ‘Our House is On Fire’ GretaThunberg and Malena Ernman

               ‘We Are the Weather’ Jonathan Safran Foer

            

            A little light reading there.

            Here’s a quote from This Is Not A Drill

            The Extinction Rebellion Handbook

            It’s got a lovely pink cover and the comforting penguin icon but don’t let that fool you – it’s a dead penguin.

            ‘This is our darkest hour; Humanity finds itself embroiled in an event unprecedented in its history, one which unless immediately addressed will catapult us further into the destruction of all we hold dear; this nation, its peoples, our ecosystems and the future generations to come.’

            Or as David Wallace-Wells says, ‘It’s worse, much worse than you think.’9

            Naomi Klein says our lives will change.

            The choice is whether we are going to be in control of that change

            Or it’s going to happen to us in the most terrifying way.

            I talked to a lot of activists.

            Kay (voice-over)   I read This Changes Everything

            I bloody love Naomi Klein

            I nosedived into it all

            A real light-bulb moment for me – an undeniable need for a massive change in everything.

            Chidi (voice-over)   What’s more important than your right and ability to breathe?

            What’s more important than having good-quality food to eat

            And clean water to drink?

            Lola (voice-over)   I stayed in my bedroom for six weeks

            That was grief and I literally did not know what to do

            With the heat beating down and knowing people were dying from the heat all over Europe.

            Elise (voice-over)   I remember walking into my first non-violent direct-action training

            And the first thing that popped into my head was like, where are all the people of colour?

            I was actually like, confused by it – like this is Walthamstow, there are brown people everywhere!

            Xanthe (voice-over)   A lot of my friends don’t really understand that like, yeah, I live in a field. But they’re still supportive, I’m still friends with them.

            Rob (voice-over)   I remember just from school – I’d been to the Amazon, a lucky kid, and found out that one of the places I’d been to no longer exists.

            And things like that really made me begin to think obsessively.10

            Aaron (voice-over)   One of the things is, collectively sharing our emotions in public

            Is a healthy thing to do but it also gives us the language and sense of community we need in order to face up to the realities

            Shared – collective grieving.

            Chidi (voice-over)   During COP26 we need to try and convince all one hundred and twenty-six members to stop financing new fossil fuel projects. We have to draw a line in the sand in 2021, we need to stop growing an industry that harms us all physically, economically, biologically, socially. We need to persuade them to keep it in the ground.

            Sue (voice-over)   I volunteered to be an oil-slick rebel, perfect for me cos I don’t really feel that I can do something that’s very obviously arrestable.

            
               projection: Image of oil-slick rebel.

            

            Helen (voice-over)   I was arrested on the first day trying to get the ARC onto the bridge – a great symbol

            I felt incredibly peaceful when they arrested me. I was in a very prayerful place.

            April   Before we start, this show comes with a warning

            The storyteller’s pact

            Come with me

            We’ll go places, sure

            But I’ll bring you safely back

            Home

            To dry land

            This story is different

            I apologise

            In advance

            I can’t tell it

            With that same certainly.

            
               caption: Air.11

            

            The last decade was the warmest ever recorded in the UK. In the summer of 2019 temperatures reached thirty-eight-point-five degrees. Trains were evacuated because of melting overhead cables. Our government’s committee on climate change warned we are not prepared for the increase in heatwaves that will come with global warming.

            There is now more CO2 in our atmosphere than at any other time in recorded history – in 2019 humans released forty-three billion tons of it.

            Lola (voice-over)   Like what did CO2 do?

            Someone said, Imagine an orange that you never take the peel off

            And I began to visualise it through that

            It’s the peel, the CO2 released by the burning of fossil fuels, that traps all the heat in.

            Cooks the orange.

            April   Methane, another greenhouse gas, is also emitted from the burning of fossil fuels, from livestock and farming. Per unit, it is eighty-five times stronger than CO2 and the second biggest contributor to global heating. In 2020 methane had hit the highest levels ever on record.






OEBPS/images/new_logo_online.png
faber





OEBPS/images/new_faber_colophon_black.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780571373895_cover_epub.jpg
PLAYS

April de Angelis
Extinct






