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  To everyone who has had their lives turned upside-down




  





  




  Author’s Note




  Tuesday was born after I fell down an internet rabbit hole reading about parallel universes and multiverses. I wanted to write something about choices and consequences, about ‘what if’ we got to look a path we didn’t take in the eye. I wanted to write something that would excite, entertain and intrigue the young performers taking it on, and set theatrical challenges to explore and overcome. I think I have done this. I hope so. If you’re embarking on producing this play, it’s yours now to find and make and tell as you will. I hope you have fun.




  





  




  Thanks




  Thank you to Ola Animashawun and everyone at National Theatre Connections, and to all of the young performers and their teams who have taken on Tuesday – or are about to!




  A.C.




  





  




  Tuesday was commissioned as part of the 2020 and 2021 National Theatre Connections Festivals and premiered by youth theatres across the UK, including a performance at the National Theatre.




  Each year the National Theatre asks ten writers to create new plays to be performed by young theatre companies all over the country. From Belfast to Greenock, from Aberystwyth to Norwich, from Plymouth to Peckham, Connections celebrates great new writing for the stage – and the energy, commitment and talent of young theatremakers.




  www.nationaltheatre.org.uk/connections




  





  




  Characters




  

    

      	

        ‘US’


      



      	 



      	

        ‘THEM’


      

    




    

      	

        ALEX (F)


      



      	 



      	

        JAY (M)


      

    




    

      	

        ASH (F)


      



      	 



      	

        MAGPIE (F)


      

    




    

      	

        BILLY (M)


      



      	 



      	

        SAM (F)


      

    




    

      	

        MACK (F)


      



      	 



      	

        CAM (M)


      

    




    

      	

        FRANKY (M)


      



      	 



      	

        


      

    


  




  Plus an ensemble of as many performers as you wish, including:




  

    

      	

        ALI


      



      	 



      	

        FIGURE 1


      

    




    

      	

        REMY


      



      	 



      	

        FIGURE 2


      

    




    

      	

        CHARLIE


      



      	 



      	

        


      

    




    

      	

        NAZ


      



      	 



      	

        


      

    




    

      	

        LOU


      



      	 



      	

        


      

    


  




  For the purposes of writing the script, the principal characters have been allocated a sex (5F, 4M), but this can be changed as required. Associated pronouns can also be altered (he/him, she/her, they/them).




  





  




  Note on Text




  The dialogue should be performed with pace.




  Direct address to the audience, telling them the story of what happened, is in italics.




  Dialogue between characters in the moment is not.




  Stage directions are in italics and brackets.




  There are no breaks between the narration sections and the scenes. Each section flows quickly and smoothly into the next.




  Lines that are not allocated to named characters (indicated with a — ) can be performed by individuals or multiple speakers. I’d encourage the performers to find characters in the unallocated lines too.




  Please perform the play in your own accents and alter any regional specifics (e.g. ‘mam’) if needed.




  There is no set and there are two named props (an orange and a bag).




  





  




  — It happened on a Tuesday.




  — Which is surprising, cos nothing decent ever happens on a Tuesday.




  — Everyone knows that.




  — Tuesdays – they’re nothing.




  — They’re grey.




  — Beige.




  — Lame.




  — Boring.




  — But this Tuesday…




  It started off the same as any other.




  Wake up.




  — Alarm.




  — Snooze.




  — Alarm.




  — Snooze.




  — Alarm.




  — Snooze.




  — (As a parent shouting.) Get up!




  ALL. Groan.




  — Have a wash.




  — Get dressed.




  — Have breakfast.




  — Brush teeth.




  — Shoes on.




  — Coat on.




  — Bag on.




  ALL. And go to Lane End School.




  — Even the name is dull. It’s not even at the end of a lane.




  — Old concrete buildings and plastic annexes. A sports field. A yard. A car park.




  — Just a normal school.




  — We do Breakfast Club before lessons. Have some cornflakes and then do aerobics. It’s fun.




  — It’s knackering.




  — Morning registration.




  — Here, miss.




  — Here, sir.




  — A sneaky last look at our phones before we have to put them away for the day.




  — (As a teacher.) Is that a phone?




  ALL. No.




  — (As a teacher.) Give it to me. Now. You’ll get it back at the end of the day.




  ALL. Groan.




  First lesson.




  — Physics.




  — English.




  — Art.




  — PE.




  — History.




  ALL. Bell rings.




  Break.




  — (As a teacher.) Wait. The bell is for me, not for you. You are dismissed.




  ALL. Break.




  Second lesson.




  — Geography.




  — Chemistry.




  — French.




  — Business Studies.




  — Maths.




  ALL. Lunchtime.




  — And that’s when it happened.




  — It started off the same as every other Tuesday lunchtime.




  I was eating a Mars Bar.




  — I was in detention.




  — I was kicking the football with Josh and Tia.




  — I was standing in the lunch queue.




  — I was on the toilet.




  — I was biting my nails.




  — I was avoiding Mr Simmons.




  — I was sneezing.




  — I was crying.




  — I was playing hockey.




  — I was talking to Alex.




  ALEX. Shhhhh. Can you hear that?




  — What?




  ALEX. That.




  — It started off quiet. A low hum. You barely noticed it.




  Just a scratching out of sight, an irritation in your ear.




  — Suddenly, though, everyone was pouring into the yard from all directions. Hundreds of us. All of us. From every year. Staff too. Flocking into the yard to see what that sound was.




  — The sound that was building and growing to a loud squealing.




  — A high screeching.




  — A cracking.




  — A breaking.




  — What is it? Where’s it coming from?




  ALEX. The sky.




  — Are you sure?




  ALEX. Positive.




  — We all looked up. We squinted.




  — Peered.




  — Stared.




  ALL. Gasped.




  — The sky over the schoolyard started changing colour. From turquoise to sapphire to aqua to navy, and every shade in between.




  — It swirled and pulsed. It was beautiful.




  — It was scary.




  — Then suddenly it ripped apart. Loud scraping. Blue away from blue. Clouds torn in two. A fat, jagged tear across the sky.




  — For a moment nobody moved. Nobody breathed.




  Then whoosh. We started to be pulled up towards the tear.




  — A force. A strength that yanked us off our feet and dragged us up towards the rip in the sky.




  — Those on the outskirts found themselves being dragged along on their toes towards it, lifting and falling.




  ALI (being dragged along). I can’t stop!




  — But those right underneath it were sucked straight up into the air.




  REMY (is sucked up). Aaarghhhhhh!




  — Quick thinkers grabbed for the nearest thing to cling on to – a bollard.




  — A drain cover.




  — A railing.




  — Some kept their grip.




  — Others didn’t.




  — And not everyone had something nearby to grab on to.




  — The sky groaned and creaked as pupils and staff disappeared up through the tear.




  — The birch tree planted in memory of the old headteacher got unearthed, its roots flapping as it spun up into the sky.




  ASH. But – look – it’s stuck. The trunk’s gone through the tear but the leaves are blocking it.




  — The pull stopped. Those still in the air dropped down onto the ground. Piles of us – confused.




  — Frightened.




  — Relieved.




  — (At the bottom of a pile?) Squashed.




  — The birch tree quivered and shook, but it stayed plugging the hole.




  ALEX. This is our chance. Now! Let’s get inside.




  — Come on. Don’t look back.




  — Hurry up!




  — Come on!




  ALEX. Is everyone inside?




  — I think so. Wait. Who’s that?




  — Where?




  — Over there. It’s Miss Moore. What’s she doing?




  — Making sure everyone’s in, I suppose.




  ALEX. She needs to get inside. The tree’s not going to hold.




  — And it didn’t. It disappeared through the tear with a ‘thwoop’.




  — Miss Moore followed close behind, ‘thwoop’. Gone.




  — All of this on a Tuesday lunchtime.




  — It was really, really weird.




  — The teachers – those that were left – were wide-eyed and ashen as they ushered us along to the assembly hall. Even Mr Chandra, who’s always bragging about that time he dodged a stampeding cow –




  — A stampeding cow?




  — Yeah. He was on holiday and –




  — Anyway.




  — We all stood blinking and shivering in the hall as they called the registers.




  (For this section the names and responses – or no responses for the missing – can overlap and extra names can be added if required until we get to ASH, who is called last.)




  — Joey?




  — Here.




  — Evie?




  — Here.




  — Mack?




  MACK. Here.




  — Franky?




  FRANKY. Here.




  — Yasmin?




  — Here.




  — Leon? Leon?




  — Mrs Turner took our class register cos Mr Humphries was gone, last seen spinning up through the sky.




  — I was meant to have detention with him later.




  — Not any more.




  — Chloe?




  — Here.




  — Billy?




  BILLY. Here.




  — Ash?




  ASH (simultaneous). Here.




  MAGPIE (simultaneous). Here.




  (ASH and MAGPIE emerge. They are identical. This could be achieved by the two actors wearing the same outfits, having the same physicality, way of speaking, etc. Have fun with it.)




  (The reaction from the others will also play into this – is there pointing and whispering at the two of them? Does the group move away, isolating them?)




  ASH. Hang on.




  MAGPIE. Hang on.




  (They stare at each other. Might they mirror each other’s movements?)




  ASH. You’re –




  MAGPIE. You’re –




  ASH. No.




  MAGPIE. No.




  ASH. Stop copying me.




  MAGPIE. Stop copying me.




  ASH. Why do you look the same as me?




  MAGPIE. Erm, it’s you who looks the same as me.




  ASH. Freckles here, here, here.




  MAGPIE. Wonky ears. Trying to hide them under your hair.




  ASH. Can you do that thing with your little finger?




  MAGPIE. Yeah.




  Have you got that scar on your knee?




  ASH. Yeah.




  MAGPIE. From falling off your bike?




  ASH. Yeah. It hurt.




  MAGPIE. Really hurt.




  ASH. What’s your favourite crisps?




  MAGPIE. Pickled Onion Monster Munch.




  What’s your favourite colour?




  ASH. Green.




  Have you got a dog?




  MAGPIE. No. A cat.




  ASH and MAGPIE. Called Errol.




  Cool.




  — Two identical people. One who hadn’t been here before the sky tore in two.




  — And as the sky swirled outside and the windows shook, we actually looked around us and realised that this was only the start of it.




  — As well as Ash suddenly having a double and the people who were missing, there were new people too. People we hadn’t seen before.




  — There was at least one teacher I didn’t know and quite a few kids.




  It’s a big school, we don’t all know everyone, but these kids – no one knew them. No one.




  — And then there were the ones who we did recognise – classmates, teammates, friends – who were acting different. Dressed different. Being just, different.




  CHARLIE. That was weird.




  — What?




  CHARLIE. That, out there. One minute we’re talking to Emma, the next the ground opens up.




  — The ground?




  CHARLIE. Yeah.




  — Why are you talking to me, Charlie?




  CHARLIE. We’re best friends.




  — No we’re not. We haven’t spoken since Juniors.




  CHARLIE. What?




  — And slowly the hall split in two. Split into Us and Them.




  ASH. Faces that were the same as ours, but not us.




  — Faces we didn’t know, that we’d never seen before.




  — Faces that we did know but were different. We stared.




  — Blinked.




  — Smiled.




  — Frowned at each other across the hall.




  — (Us.) Who are you?




  — (Them.) Who are you?




  — (Us.) We asked first




  — (Them.) What’s going on?




  — (Us.) You tell us.




  — (Them.) We don’t know.




  — (Them.) One minute everything was normal and then an earthquake or, I don’t know.




  — (Them.) The ground opened up, a zigzag across the schoolyard. We got dragged towards it and fell through.




  — (Us.) The ground didn’t open, the sky opened.




  — (Them.) The ground.




  — (Us.) The sky.




  — (Them.) The ground.




  — (Us.) The sky.




  — And just when we thought things couldn’t get any more bizarre –




  SAM. You haven’t said my name, miss.




  — Who said that?




  SAM. Me. You haven’t said me. I’m here.




  (SAM pushes her way through from behind a group.)




  BILLY. Sam?




  SAM. Billy. I’m so glad you’re okay.




  BILLY. Sam, is that you?




  SAM. I’m scared, what’s going on?




  BILLY. It’s you. (Hugs her tight.)




  — Is that…?




  — It can’t be.




  — It is.




  — I don’t believe it. It’s not possible.




  — She’s right there.




  — But how?




  — Who is it?




  — Billy’s sister Sam.




  — Sam who died. Last year. Run over by a driver who was texting.




  SAM. What? What are they saying?




  — This can’t be happening.




  What… what if we’re all dead?




  — I don’t think so.




  — Is this heaven?




  — I hope not.




  ALEX. We’re not all dead.




  — Good.




  ALEX. It’s obvious really, what’s happened.




  — Is it?




  ALEX. Parallel universes.




  ALL. What?!




  ALEX. Parallel universes. And our world and their world have collided.




  What else could it be?




  (Everyone ‘umms’ and ‘ahhs’ but can offer no alternative.)




  ALEX. I’ve been waiting for something like this to happen. I’m surprised it’s taken so long. The signs have been building up for a while.




  — Have they?




  ALEX. Of course.




  — Like what signs?




  ALEX. The friction from the different universes piling up and getting squashed together has obviously been causing build-ups of radiation –
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