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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 texts may differ slightly from the plays as performed.




DEAN McBRIDE


Sonya Hale




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?


Sounds of girls chattering, laughing offstage, pass…


Gylassies shit, quick, hide my face –


Girls louder.


– bury it deep… I open up my jacket, just a bit, just to fit my nose in and – (Opens zip on jacket, looks in.) and as I look in I can see it – (Beat.) ‘Sup fam,’ I say. ‘Alrighty.’ And it – it is quivering and I am so afraid I might squash it, I can feel its heartbeat quick, I reach in to touch it – Soft, warm, shaking and it’s heating me up like from within and I think I could take it to…


Sound of tram coming… Beat.


The tram, touch – I could tek it to the viewpoint innit? – Set it free and as the tram is taking us we whizz past trees, parks, estates and I am like thinking all about the time we – me and you up there at the viewpoint – eating ice cream… Picnic, crisps, feeding the birds and I remember that great big flock that shat on us, shat on me but how we laughed and you cleaned me. And I can’t wait to go and show this bird it, the place, the view, all of it and I’m about to open up my jacket, look again, touch it when – then I fucking see it – no shit, fuck’s sake – Mrs Carter! Sat at the back of the bus, I bury my head but she is coming over, goes to grab me. ‘Are you okay?’ she say and I am all sweating and I’m all thinking I could murk her but I’m telling you she is touch lucky days! – Just as she is about to like smother me or something the tram stop bwoy and I am leap! And she is all hollering after me but I run, give it legs – down through the woods, trees, bushes, brambles running and all the while the bird’s head bobs with me, over fences and we are – we are free free and I can’t find it at first but fuck it coz when I do it – oh my days! It is rawtid! I’d forgotten… Big wide… The fucking viewpoint innit? And I am all so excited. I look out fam, soak it in. And I can see the Shard over there to the right behind that hill and over there is Croydon city and I remember you telling me this and telling me – you told me all about Croydon and you said how it’s me what lights this city, me what makes its light lit, and I’m gonna show the bird it, flipping set it free. I think I can show it where we live and it can fly high up over our house and… But when I go to reach in it – it fucking – (Beat.) I was going to feed it sweets, jelly beans, gourmet, make it strong, fit, full of energy but when I reach in to touch it – (Beat.) It’s not shaking, it is heavy fam and I turn around to run or something and then I see it, her behind me and she fucking must have followed me. Mrs Carter.


And I want to kill the bitch! I drop the bird, it drops at my feet and I run at her screaming ‘It was going to fly. I didn’t kill it!’ Over and over again I’m shouting ‘It was going to fly, I didn’t kill it!’


And she grabs me, pins me down, trying to hug me.


Pause.


I sit up there all day, not moving. Social Services come trying to get me ‘We need to get you warm, sweetheart, to a nice warm place.’ Tourists, chiefs! Even Dad rocks up, with his can of K Cider, smoking. But I’m not flipping budging for nobody. And then they all start saying, ‘Just pick him up, we can’t sit here all night in the rain’ and they nearly do – they nearly grab me when this one mad-up bitch… all dressed in this like weird flowery mac thing just sits. She is crazy, she just sits on the wet grass with me and it is raining, drench wet right through but… she smells like vanilla ice cream and she says, ‘It was a beautiful bird wasn’t it?’ (Beat.) I nod. ‘I bet it could fly.’ I nod again. (Beat.) ‘Would you like to bury it?’ And she reaches out her hand and… And we all dig that day, she goes and gets a spade and we bury the bird, me, her, Social Services, even fucking Dad is crying, stumbling about and shit and as the wind is howling and the rain… She gets a big-off phat bag of jelly-bean sweets and a bottle of pink-grapefruit Lucozade… and we eat a lickle and drink and put them on the grave…


Beat. Sounds of birds, gently.




ACT TWO


BOY, sixteen years old.


Yes cuz! Sixteen now and all fruits ripe bwoy, all fruits good. Me and Dad has all been bad like yaz, sweet, I am telling you – we don’t need no fuck, don’t want for nothing, sup a little, smoking. I do school, okay, trust me, maths whizz innit? And we watch footy reg-u-lar thing – happy days and Dad is all like – Even when his lungs is rot fam, health shot to fuckery he still belts it. Pure true eagle – Pure devoted – (Sings Crystal Palace tune.) ‘Coz I’m feeling – (Clap.) Glad all over yes I’m feeling – (Claps.) Glad all over!’ Yes! I am saying red and blue and when he can’t even breathe proper me and him still – we – best ping take-away shit, me and him in front of the telly feeling proper blaze – Proper laughing! But what cha, don’t get me wrong I’m not some like daddy-o-pip-boy, mad-up recluse or nothing, no fam, no way, me and Marve are still like out every night nearly, blaze, sweet, smoke weed, down the car park innit? Diamond White treat drinking with gylassies and laddies causing wreckage… I’ve got this BMX, do some tricks and Marve has got a moped – ‘Quality’ he says, ‘semi-legal’ but it’s a heap of shit – And this one night, right, get it, Suffera-fucking-cation, fam, believe, mid-June it is. Swelter, like Kentucky-fried hot bwoy and we’ve run out of weed but we got sweet gylasses – One of the gals, this blonde thing, she’s on Marvin, and this other gyal… mixed race, I mean fuck knows what race she is coz she got eyes like raging – green, fucking Samurai looking at me and I am on my last can of frosty and Marve is all tranna grab it off me, ‘Get to fuck fam!’ I cuss him and he revs his bike at me, prick. I laugh… I go to grab him, but he starts on and on ‘This is dead fam – We need to score more weed!’ Flass wid gylassies and he gets relentless, ‘We should call it rampage, teaf some young kiddies’ and he puts on his balaclava ‘like elders did flipping us back in the day.’ And he is all revving up, ‘I am gonna murk you bitch!’ And he drive round on his moped like he some rare-up cowboy, ‘Come fam!’ he says, ‘Stop ya act like some fanny bwoy glitter man.’ To me – ‘You wanna watch out – ’ To the gallies – ‘He’s a dancer! Sparkle, sparkle glitter boy!’ but I style it out – I laugh ‘Whatever fam,’ and then when he drives past me – I dive right on him, drag him off his bike – the bike skids, I pull him to the floor to the grass where he – ‘Now who’s the dancer Marvin? Now who’s the pussy?’ And I feed him grass and shit from the field, mud and – stuffing it in washing it down with my cold beer, chuck it all over him… And he is choking but I am straddling him – (Laughs.) eventually I let him push me off him and we, all of us, and the gylasses fall about laughing and we share a drink sat on the grass with the darkness coming in but the moon shining – and she… that gyal – that fucking Samurai gallie slips her hand in when I’m not looking, slips her hand up inside my jacket, up my hoodie and I –


Beat.


I do think I kinda quite like it, feel her soft gentle skin but I’m hungry and I’ve got tiramisu back in the fridge and I wanna check the scores on the footy so I ‘Oi fam! Fucking cheek!’ And I push her off and they is laughing so I’m all like ‘Marvin you couldn’t rob your own sweet granny, fuck you – that’s the only grass you’ll be smoking’, and I point to the field. And as I head off I hear Marve shouting ‘Oi chi-chi! Batty-boy-lista!’ And I turn to see him grind and twerk a tree – ‘Come on fam! Dance with me!’ But I keep on walking as the moon is shining across the car park, I look out, up to our flat, my flat, our balcony and me and Dad used to stand up there every night before bed, him smoking, before he tucked me in, looking at the stars and shit – I cane off my can of beer and yes mate, fucking footy, we are on fire at the minute… Eagles…


Beat.


When – (Beat.) I see it – and I’m sure I turned the lights off – (Beat.) And I quickly head up the stairs and I think it is – the fucking light is on and I think Marve must be up to crafty but when I go to push the door, something blocks it. I push and… I have to shove it – (Beat.) Rucksack in the hall and I hear you coughing in the living room, blow your nose I step right in and I can’t breathe – just – just I look at you sat on the sofa, our sofa, I grab the wall to steady me. ‘I… I came back innit?’ You say, ‘Look see – I’m clean.’ And you show me your arms like it’s proof or something. ‘Get out! Get out!’ I want to say but – ‘You’ve cut your hair short.’ And you take my arm to steady me. ‘It looks… nice – ’ You always were a liar. ‘And I like the way you’ve decorated – ’ Now I know you’re on one innit? I look around the room at the dirty floor cluttered, beer cans, ashtrays, old blood-red sofa stained, the paint is peeling, rotten, lined all across the shelves my old Star Wars toys – ‘Ain’t changed a bit’ – You laugh. I mean you actually laugh. I see the empty chair where Dad sits, ‘What do you want?’ I manage and your little lip twitch, ‘I brought you this – ’ You – and I’m all half-expecting something swish – ‘I seen you out with your friends but I didn’t want to come and embarrass you.’ What could it be? I think – diamond ring? A family thing? – But shit man, I should have known as you hand it to me all like proud and – ‘Prosecco,’ you say all like it is some kinda fucking sutink – ‘Not cheap. Come. It’s okay. It must be such a shock to see me after all these years.’ I grab the prosecco off you – ‘How long has it been? – Eight years… Oh my golly – gone so quick – I mean it must have been hard, don’t get me wrong – ’
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