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  For my mother and all that she stood for




  For Sophie and all that they are yet to stand for




  &




  For Jamie, who stands with me




  





  




  Author’s Note




  This play should feel otherworldly. The lens of autism is often portrayed as an outside-looking-in matter where the world is as it is seen by neurotypical people and the oddity is the autistic character within that world. With this play I want to reverse that imagery – here I want the lines between imagination and reality to appear blurred and neurotypical standards questioned. Due to large portions of the play taking place in imagination sequences, the shift between what is real and what is not should be unclear. This is a play through the eyes of an autistic person, consequently the rest of the world needs to appear through that lens, also. A polished, precise, bright but unnerving world. Inspiration of aesthetics drawn from Wes Anderson, Lemony Snicket, Tim Burton and Dr. Seuss. The pallet is pastel and of the sixties, everything clean, neat and perfect in look. Costuming, set and lighting should also resemble this world that is so crisp, clean, colourful and polished it’s beautiful but terrifying. The white picket fence and American dream presented as otherness.




  Though this is not a musical, all monologues are to have themes played beneath them that swell in emotion similarly to that of musical theatre but remain spoken.
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  A-Typical Rainbow was first performed at the Turbine Theatre, London, on 30 June 2022. The cast and creative team was as follows:
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        Joy Tan
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        Maya Manuel
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  Characters




  BOY, male presenting, has ASD. Playing age twenty to twenty-five. Slim build. Striking but non-conventionally attractive features. Intelligent, sarcastic, quick, quippy and curious, occasionally comical without knowing it.




  MOTHER/RACHEL/ENSEMBLE, British female. Playing age thirty-five to forty. Kind, comforting, caring and compassionate yet brave and firm. She focuses on all but herself. She uses love for others to cope. A kind, slim face and build with resemblance to that of her son. Rachel is of the same age and look but far more outgoing.




  FATHER/DOCTOR/ARMY COACH/ENSEMBLE, male. Playing age twenty-five to thirty-five. Muscular/masculine build and demeanour. 5’9”– 6ft. Must be able to convey age differences in his acting due to the fact his characters span two decades. The Father, Doctor and Army Coach are aggressive, assertive and direct. They lack any emotion that isn’t anger or disdain.




  THOMAS/ABBY/LARA/WITNESS ONE, female. Playing age twenty to thirty. An innocent and youthful but expressive face. 4’5” – 5’6”. The brother, the first small love-interest, the friend. Thomas is meek, loyal, understanding but overshadowed. Abby appears fake and self-obsessed but is secretly kind, lost and struggling to find her avenue to shine. Lara is confident, strong, self-assured and motherly, aware of all those around her. These three characters are a direct development of each other, resembling the journey of youth to adulthood.




  MRS WHITEMAN/EMILY/WITNESS TWO/ENSEMBLE, British female. No specific playing age or height so long as the actor can convey youth and adulthood well. Mrs Whiteman is stern yet unsure of herself, a professional. Emily is sharp and shallow. She is the girl we all knew in high school; entirely detestable.




  JAKE/DANIEL/EMILE/JUDGE/ENSEMBLE, male. Playing age twenty to thirty. 5’9”– 6’2”. Any look. Jake is a typical high-school bully. Daniel is kind, compassionate, fun-loving and free. For the Judge see Father/Doctor.




  Please cast as diversely as possible, where possible.




   




   




   




   




   




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




  







  




  ACT ONE




  Scene One




  A stage resembling a small house in framework only. On the back wall are medical drawers and filing cabinets capable of being pulled out. The house has a small bed with a rainbow bedside lamp. A singular man (BOY) sits on a Victorian trunk centre stage. The house is dimly lit, and the bedside lamp is on. The stage will transform by use of puppetry and accessible projection as the BOY’s monologue progresses. MOTHER enters. She tidies the drawers at the back of the stage.




  MOTHER. Teeth brushed?




  BOY nods.




  School bag packed?




  BOY nods.




  Into bed then.




  BOY jumps into bed. MOTHER approaches to tuck him in.




  Story of choice?




  BOY looks to her. Beat.




  (Tenderly.) Fine. But quickly.




  BOY nods.




  And only one verse.




  BOY nods.




  She strokes his hair and sings the opening verse of ‘Over the Rainbow’. No instrumental. Imperfect vocally. BOY settles in bed. The lamp dims. MOTHER kisses his head and exits.




  The sound of a plane landing, seatbelt signs on. BOY sits upright in bed.




  BOY. Hi. I’m seven. Not literally. I am figuratively seven for the context of what we’re doing now. Which is here which is this which is talking. I’m literally seven in the same way that after doing your tax return you are not literally dying. You, your bank account, happiness and parents’ pride are figuratively dying. Not literally dying. You may be literally dying in a month however when a Tesco meal deal starts to feel a little bit like caviar.




  Me trying to explain the emotions I have is like taking a fourteen-day rambling holiday with your high-school geography teacher across the Himalayas equipped only with a pair of Crocs, a Lucozade Sport and a stick you think makes you look like Gandalf. I reach base camp when I realise I had the map upside down and I’m meant to be somewhere on the Yorkshire Dales. My brain to me is mundane. But to everyone else – it’s a little broken.




  I remember a child at school once bragged to me how on her last holiday she swam with dolphins. Her name was Emily and she was repellent. She was the kind of child who cartwheeled everywhere she went. She grew up into one of those people who when faced with a coffee cake stupidly staggers over to it before saying ‘Well, I shouldn’t but I will’, is drawn like a moth to a flame at the sight of a Gymshark logo and thinks Love Island is a modern-day Jane Austen novel.




  Emily made fun of me because I told her what it was like to swim with mermaids in return for her swanky tale about the dolphin zoo in Florida. She told me I was mental. I wasn’t mental. I have swum with mermaids. I didn’t know nobody else had. I still kind of don’t.




  Projection shift, BOY climbs the set and interacts with the world it becomes. Mermaid theme plays.




  A crystal-clear lavender lagoon under the shimmering light of a full moon and a million stars dotted across the dreamscape of my imagination. Sapphire tails flicked as I pulled myself out of the water, its reflection playing off my skin like the finest music so soft to sound and so vibrant to touch. I perched on the edge of a sea-moss-covered rock and picked at limpets chatting casually to my mythic company about the politics and orchestra of the ocean. A friend to sirens, salt crystalising in my hair like diamonds, watching them endlessly. I admired them dancing their aquatic waltz from crimson sunset to the birth of day behind the rainforest peaks of the nearby mountainside. I’ve ridden dragons behind my eyelids, bounced from Saturn to Venus on the great starry trampoline of the galaxy, fallen through time and ran with wolves in highland forest mists that exist no place but my imagination. But it’s real. It’s more than real, because it’s better than real. I can go there. Nobody else can. It’s mine. Feel the dirt under my feet, hear the conversational whispers of trees and smell the damp pine in the mist. I’ve fought in great battles and trapezed through the circus in the skies of my mind balancing on cloud tips and cuddling into the warmth of a thousand stars. I can change colours of objects by looking at them, hear the symphonies of household simplicities, taste the emotions in a room like sweet or bitter wine and feel life’s every heartbeat breaking through my ribcage in glorious technicolour. Just don’t ask me to make eye contact. (Beat.) I hope your dolphins were fun, Emily. Watch Blackfish. I kind of know how they feel. Also, I’m not mental. Syncing your thirty Pandora charms up with your menstrual cycle is mental.




  Scene Two




  Therapist’s Office/Airplane




  A woman, MOTHER, and a man, DOCTOR, are sat upon the trunks, now arranged like the furniture of a doctor’s office. BOY sits on the floor between them. The bed serves as a table.




  MOTHER. He’s incredibly advanced for a seven-year-old in so many ways, but in others he. He lacks.




  DOCTOR. Lacks.




  MOTHER. Considerably.




  DOCTOR (to BOY). So, tell me what these are you’ve drawn?




  BOY. Well, that’s the subconscious manifestation of all the hopes and dreams I hope to achieve in my life blended in colours that resemble eternal youth.




  DOCTOR. I see, and this one?




  BOY. That’s London city centre in the 1830s at the dawn of the Industrial Revolution.




  DOCTOR. And finally this one?




  BOY. That’s a zebra. Neigh. (He makes audible clip-clop noises. Spots audience laughter. Immediately stops.)




  DOCTOR. Well, he’s very good, does he have a name?




  BOY. No, he’s a drawing.




  DOCTOR (to MOTHER). Have you ever considered that he maybe has Asperger’s syndrome? I don’t know how much you’re aware of this disorder but judging from what we’ve seen over the last couple of weeks I would say there’s a strong chance that –




  BOY. Okay now is a really good time to talk about the word ‘maybe’… ‘Maybe’ doesn’t make sense. Something either is or it isn’t. It’s black or it’s white. You either know or you don’t. Let me show you just how ridiculous your word ‘maybe’ is.




  The cast are joined by the remaining ensemble, each with their own trunks positioned on the stage to create an airplane setting. Sound effects/lighting assist in creating the illusion of being mid-flight. MOTHER speaks in a comical peppy American accent.




  MOTHER/HOSTESS. Hi. Welcome on board this 1401 Jumbo Jet service to blatant insanity. We’ll maybe be cruising at an altitude of thirty-six-thousand feet. We may land in water at some point during our flight if a bird maybe chaotically wedges itself with all the force its tiny wings can manage into one of our jet engines so please pay close attention. Your life vest may be located in the underpart of your seat. The doors on the cabin side may open and you might be able to slide down into the freezing cold shark-infested waters below. Sir, sit down.
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