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This play was commissioned by Theatre Uncut   as part of the 2018 Power 
Plays.  

This play can be performed by anyone, anywhere in the world, rights-free 
between 1st May and 30thJune 2018. No profit can be made. No changes can 
be made to the text. 

If you wish to perform the play outside of this rights-free period, you must 
contact getinvolved@theatreuncut.com to obtain permission from the writer 
and/or their agent.  

Theatre Uncut is run by artistic directors Emma Callander and Hannah Price. 
To find out how you can get involved please visit www.theatreuncut.com  
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CHARACTERS 

 

 

WOMAN – Must be played by a woman of colour 

 

MAN – Must be played by a ‘white’ man 

 

There are other minor characters which can either be played by WOMAN or MAN – 
as the director sees fit 

 

 

 

SETTING 

 

Parliament, Parliament Square 

 

 

 

TIME 

2018 
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DARKNESS. 

Loudly, the first fifty seconds of Who Runs the World by Beyoncé plays. 

LIGHTS UP. 

MAN and WOMAN face the audience. 

The sound of rain, thunder clouds collecting. 

The rain evolves throughout this scene – gradually becoming louder and heavier. 

WOMAN smokes. 

 

MAN:  Wonderful weather we’re having. 

 

WOMAN: I can’t believe this is summer. 

 

MAN: Welcome to Britain! I didn’t mean – literally – I wasn’t welcoming you 
specifically to Britain… I meant the general you. 

 

WOMAN: I know. 

 

MAN:  I couldn’t possibly borrow a lighter? 

 

WOMAN hands her lighter over. 

 

MAN:  Awfully kind. You wouldn’t happen to have a spare smoke? 

 

WOMAN retrieves a cigarette (she should do this like she’s done this a million times 
before) and hands it to MAN. 

 

MAN:  I don’t smoke, you see / Only when I drink. 
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WOMAN: Only when you drink. 

 

MAN:  Do we….? 

 

WOMAN: I work in the bar. 

 

MAN:  You must be new? 

 

WOMAN: Been here seven years. 

 

MAN: (Not recognising her but emphatic) Oh of course – yes yes! I just didn’t 
recognise you without your, without your… 

 

WOMAN: …Uniform? 

 

A mobile phone begins to ring (to the tune of ‘The Great Escape’) – saved by the 
bell! 

WOMAN looks at MAN – isn’t he going to get that? 

MAN checks the caller ID. 

 

MAN:  Excuse me 

 

As the phone rings off, another call comes in. 

Reluctantly, MAN picks up. 

 

MAN:  I know, I know!  

 

I’m not a microphone technician – it’s not my job to check if it’s on or 
off! 

 

It’s not in your job description to tell me my job description. 
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  I am the Foreign Secretary. 

 

It will blow over. 

 

Absolutely not. 

 

There is no way I’m… 

 

I can’t apologise. I won’t. On principle. 

 

Because I am proud to live in a country where freedom of speech is a 
thing!  

 

The community will just have to get over themselves. Giving offence is 
not a crime. 

 

I’m happy to meet with their self-appointed leaders, shake a few hands, 
take a few selfies. 

 

Don’t be ridiculous! 

 

I’ll decide when I’ve gone too far. 

 

London is not burning. The weather is the most ominous thing facing 
us today as far as, as far as I can see.  

 

So what – there’s always some nut job banging sauce pans in 
Parliament Square. Quite frankly I’d be worried if there wasn’t. 

 

I stand by what I said – even if Twitter is getting its, its, proverbial 
knickers in a twist. 
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One Virgin Molotov Cocktail thrown somewhere in a sorry suburb does 
not a London Riots Part Two make. 

 

Aah! I wish I could be somebody else for the day. Why does this 
always happen to me? 

 

MAN cuts off the call. 

He hands WOMAN back her lighter. 

The sound of thunder. 

The sight of lightning.  

As MAN and WOMAN touch, the switch happens. 

MAN finds himself in the body of WOMAN. 

 

Once the switch has happened, WOMAN is alone onstage.  

WOMAN looks at her hands, her breasts, her body, disbelievingly – tries to rub off 
the colour. 

Approaching the audience / a reflective surface, she gasps when she sees herself 
for the first time. 

 

WOMAN:  There’s been some kind of a mix up! 

 

WOMAN runs into the bathroom and splashes water on her face. 

Her breathing slowly returns to normal. 

 

WOMAN calls the lift. 

As the doors open, she steps into the lift and spots LORD – breathing a sigh of relief. 

 

WOMAN:  Oh Edward! Thank god! Listen -  

 

LORD leans over, not unkindly. 
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LORD:  We don’t normally let the cleaners use this lift. 

 

WOMAN:  I’m not a cleaner! 

 

LORD:  Strictly speaking it’s for members only. 

 

WOMAN:  It’s me! Edward! I’m in the Cabinet. 

 

LORD:  No harm done. Just remember for next time. 

 

LORD exits the lift. 

 

WOMAN:  Fuck.  

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 

 

WOMAN begins to laugh. 

 

OK, OK – you got me! I got it! 

If this is one of those-youtube-stunts-some-pranking-tomfoolery-
virtual-reality-empathy-inducing social experiment, lesson learnt.  

(With real entitlement) I’m THE Foreign Secretary, not A Foreign 
Secretary – SO. GET. ME. OUT. OF. HERE! 

 

WOMAN stands alone in the corridors of power – without power. 

Exiting the building, WOMAN finds that the quiet demo in Parliament Square has 
now spilled out onto streets, roads, pavements. The mood has turned sour – from 
hopeful to hateful. 

Chaos.  

Intersecting police sirens.  

Protestors. 
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WOMAN: I exit the building. 

 Into Parliament Square. 

 The protest sparked by my words. 

A group of protestors spot me and smile. That’s never happened 
before. It’s normally a stream of words from after the watershed. 
I’ve had a few eggs before – always rotten. 

 Two of them. 

 (Touching arm) With the same colour skin as me.  

Dressed in the brightest colours. 

One of them even shakes my hand – firm and friendly – like an 
embrace from a long lost friend.  

They see me. Finally - someone sees me! 

 

PROTESTER: “Why don’t you join us, sister?”  

 

WOMAN: Before I can even think about it, my feet make the decision for 
me and start moving in their direction. Where are 
they…we…going? 

 

The sound of a glass bottle being thrown through the air and smashing into small 
pieces on the ground. 

 

   We all duck instinctively. 

   Who threw that? 

Inches away, a child in a pram, playing with a piece of the glass. 
Her mother’s panicking - saying she didn’t think it would come to 
this.  

The protestors – where have they gone? 

 

WOMAN runs. 

    

   I spot some people marching – that must be them. 
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   But getting closer, the signs look different.  

One of them - decorated in blue, white and red - reads: 

   MAKE BRITAIN GREAT AGAIN 

   But that – that was my line? 

   It was only a joke. 

   It was a pun. That was the whole point.  

We’re already called Great Britain, so let’s put the Great back 
into Britain. 

   I didn’t mean it. 

   The man holding the sign catches my eye. 

   I smile. He doesn’t smile back. 

   His placard. My words. 

His placard. My words. 

His placard. My words. 

 

   My feet know before my brain does: 

   RUN! 

 

WOMAN tries to move. 

 

But the man with the sign is taller than me. I couldn’t outrun him 
if my life depended on it. His friends have followed. Why are 
there so many people in such a small space? 

He asks me what I’m looking at. 

Your sign. I was just looking at your sign. 

 

PROTESTER 2:  Do you have a problem with it? 

 

WOMAN:  No. Yes. I mean… 

 

PROTESTER 2: Either you do or you don’t? 
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WOMAN:  I think the Foreign Secretary meant for it to be a joke… 

 

PROTESTER 2:  You have a direct line to the Foreign Secretary, do you? 

 

WOMAN:  Not exactly but -  

 

PROTESTER 2:  It’s people like you that force people like us to make these signs. 

 

WOMAN:  What do you mean? I’m the same as you.  

 

PROTESTER 2:  We’ve had enough of that “all equal all rainbow” bullshit. 

 

WOMAN:  Can I go now? 

 

PROTESTER 2:  No.  

 

WOMAN:  What do you want from me? 

 

PROTESTER 2:  Haven’t decided yet. 

 

WOMAN:  Please. I haven’t done anything. 

 

PROTESTER 2:  All’s fair in love and war. 

 

PROTESTER 3: “That’s a beautiful dress, you’ve got on there”  

 

WOMAN: …one of the man’s friends says. Like he’s the good cop and the 
man with the sign’s the bad cop. Like they’ve got a routine. Like 
they’ve done this before. 
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PROTESTER 3: “Don’t you think it would look better on my bedroom floor?”  

 

WOMAN: The men laugh loudly. 

 

My heart feels like it’s making its way out of my chest. My throat 
is so dry I think I’m going to be sick. 

The man with the sign gives his sign to his friend and moves 
towards me. 

 

PROTESTER: “OI!”  

 

WOMAN:  It’s the protestors from before – the women in the bright colours. 

They’re back! They came back! 

The men look startled.  

 

PROTESTER: “I think you’ve got something that’s ours”  

 

WOMAN:  …she says 

The man with the sign tells her I want to be here – that we’re 
having a nice little chat. 

 

PROTESTER: “Back the fuck up and let her go” 

 

WOMAN: The man with the sign and his friend step aside, sneering – but 
I’m safe. 

Thank you thank you thank you thank you thank you thank you 

 

PROTESTER: “White men with the wrong signs are dangerous” 

 

WOMAN:  I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry 

PROTESTER: “What you apologising for? You’ve done nothing wrong” 
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WOMAN:  (With real sincerity) But I have. 

 

The switch back happens – sudden and disorienting. 

MAN is back onstage. 

He looks at his hands. 

He pats his jacket down and retrieves his phone – he calls a number. 

 

MAN: I’m not calling to apologise, no. 

I’m calling to resign. 

Effective immediately. 

It’s a long story. 

Are you in the office? 

I’ll be right over. I just need to swing by the bar – there’s 
somebody I owe a cigarette and an apology – I’ve been 
bumming off them for years. 

 

LIGHTS DOWN.  

END.  


