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Heretic Voices is the culmination of a national competition run by Heretic Productions and Ellie Keel to find the best new writing for the stage in monologue form.


The competition opened in May 2017. 1,136 plays were submitted between then and September. A shortlist of scripts was judged by Guardian theatre critic Michael Billington, actor and playwright Lolita Chakrabarti, actress and writer Monica Dolan and literary agent Mel Kenyon.






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




ACT ONE


BOY, ten years old.


Council estate outside Croydon…


BOY onstage. Muffled sounds of TV murmur from the next room…


Man is flipping home fam innit? Morning… Grey day outside and I am giving it legs, late for fucking school again but first tuck Dad in, standard, clean up the beer cans and – Fuck-all food in! Bread is stinking, green, Dad’s on it mad-ting since… And I is… I is fucking late, again! Mrs Carter be giving it all ‘Is everything okay at home sweetheart?’ Bi-yatch! I grab a can of Lucozade from the fridge, bag of jelly beans, touch, gourmet and I’m just doing my coat up, doing the zip coz it is rawtid freezing when… I spot it… On the fucking landing, outside, it… And I go to look and… I see it looking. Eyes wide through the door, the glass dirty, smudged so his are bulging. I open up the door and… (Beat.) Shit! It’s a fucking seagull fam innit! Oh my days! Little, sat on the doorstep, weep. I go to dash it out the way but… as I do… I see its wing is bleeding, cut to shit. I look over the railings – Marvin, waiting by the buss-up old trampoline and I think I could take the bird to him innit? He’d know what to do. But then I see gylassies skulking and he is chirpsing – giving it all big man innit, like he some kinda big G, been out nicking mopeds and I can see he is balling – he be all ‘Sup fam? What is with you? Beast is stinking – Kill that dutty beast fam.’ And I look at the bird and it looks at me eyes big and – (Bang.) Shit. Dad’s in the kitchen. Hold my breath. I look to Marvin, Dad, can see him at the window in the kitchen, I look to the bird and I am fucking… I just get a little jelly bean from my pocket, lure it in, stuff the bird in my jacket, feathers and everything, cold rush and I am off – down the landing, stairwell, out to the front gate, I can’t go to school now, can’t take the bird in, the little thing has done a shit in my jacket, I don’t know where I’m going, or what the fuck I’m doing, just – out the gate, past the skips, I kick a dutty nappy that blows in the wind, and I leg it up to the carpark fence, leap over – at the tram stop… Breathe (Panting.) and I am – (Trying to catch breath.) Wait for it… Wait for the tram innit?
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