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A lone figure, JAM, a young man, walks onto the stage. "I Will Survive" by 
Gloria Gaynor begins to play. Jam begins to strut around the stage, mouthing 
the words to the opening. 

As soon as the beat kicks in, he flicks up his hood and starts to throw objects 
around at will. Bottles, pencils, whatever he can get his hands on, creating a 
mess, but all to the beat. The ferocity ramps up and up.

Jam scans the audience, dismissively. He starts to laugh at them. Just a snide 
chuckle at first, sliding into a booming howl until...

The music stops. Jam looks caught in the headlights.

Jam: Oh. Sorry...sorry...

He slumps off. The music returns, quieter, tinnier.

Lights up on AL and LIV, 15. 

Liv is posing in neon gloves that match her neon clothing. She holds her 
broom handle seductively between her teeth, bopping along to the music which 
is coming out of her phone. Al is lining up to take the photo with his own 
phone.

Al: Here? Here works.

Liv mumbles through her teeth. Al takes a photo. Liv spits out the broom.

Al: I'm impressed you balanced that.

Liv: It's a good one, yeah?

Al: Yeah. Sexy. Especially with the gloves.

Liv: 'Mazing. Knock that up straight away.

Al fiddles with his phone.

Al: You look great.

Liv: Is it up yet?

Al checks.

Al: Done. Wanna see?

Liv: No, I'll wait 'til I get home, resolution on those phones make me look 
like a blotchy cowpat. 

Hey look, look it's coming. 
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Al: What?

Liv: The wave! Ready? And...

They swing their brooms in the air. Lights down on them.

Lights up on SHRIYA, 52, and DEBBIE, 37, leaning on some barriers, in the 
middle of shaking hands. Shriya is wearing a fluorescent safety jacket. Debbie 
is fond of denim. Their shake is interrupted by a Mexican wave that they 
awkwardly partake in.

Debbie: Sorry, I didn't quite catch that...Sarina?

Shriya: No, SHREE-

Debbie: Shree -

Shriya: Ah! 

Debbie: Ah. Shriya!

Shriya: That's right. Debbie.

Debbie: Spot on. 

Debbie settles in, happily silent, waiting patiently. Shriya fidgets constantly.

Debbie: What a turn out, eh? Heart warming.

Shriya: Oh,  I know! So wonderful. Oo! Watch Out! It's back again!

The pair Mexican wave with their brooms. Shriya far more enthusiastically.

Shriya & Debbie: Wheeeey!

Debbie: I just hope they open up soon.

Shriya: They can't think that we've got all day...

Debbie: No.

Shriya: I mean, it is important.

Debbie: Of course.

Shriya: But all day? Some of us have evening plans.

Debbie: We're the ones who've bloody turned up to clean..

Shriya: Exactly.
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Debbie: Forensics though. Takes time, don't it. Sifting and that.

Shriya: Forensics? Hah. You think that's what this is?

Debbie: Isn't it?

Shriya: Debbie...my dear,  you can't be that naive.

Debbie: I overheard the guy at the front/ who....

Shriya: Well, all I can say is the word on the Blogosphere is that it's You Know 
Who. We're all being held so he can get here and have a photo 
opportunity.

Debbie: Oh?

Shriya: Uhuh.

Debbie: Really?

Shriya: Very much so.

Debbie: Bloody hell. That's pretty shit of him, ain't it?

Shriya: Can't have it all cleared up before he gets his goofy face backgrounded 
by some tasteful devastation, can we? He doesn't really care, of course, 
no, just swans back in after his holiday...

Debbie: ...When was the last time I even had a holiday, I don't know...

Shriya: Tell me about it. A proper one anyway,  I mean Tuscany's basically like a 
trip to Cornwall these days, isn't it?

Debbie: Still, better him the mayor than that other clown.

Shriya: Oh. 

You really think so?

Debbie: H'yeah! He probably would've joined in with the rest of that fucking 
rabble!

Shriya is vexed by that comment but does not rise to it.

Shirya: I love this town but it's a shame it takes something like this to bring 
people together. Still. All shapes, All caring. Can't you feel the care here 
enveloping you, like a...like a...

Debbie: Like a fur coat.
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Shriya smiles. 

Shriya: Yes, I suppose that works.

Debbie: You come far then?

Shriya: Far? Oh my, no, I'm here, just here. This is basically my road. Yourself?

Debbie: Well. Forest Hill. 

Shriya: Good heavens!

Debbie: But I was from here. Originally. Bit pricey now, for my own place, but 
Dad's still here so...

Shriya: Oh is he ok?

Debbie: Yeah yeah, fine. Nothing really happened up his end. He'd be down here 
himself but he hates it now, says the town's full of fucking...

Shriya: Er...

Debbie: ...really pisses him off. Says it's them who's to blame. You know...

Shriya: No.

Debbie: ...come on, seems like they're fucking everywhere now...loud as..got no 
volume control.

Shriya: (Near shrieking) I'm afraid I simply don't know what you mean!

Debbie: All those...

Shriya: Nono!

Debbie: ....fucking...

Shriya: Lalalala!

Debbie: (A loud whisper) School kids!

She points behind her. Lights down on Debbie & Shriya, back up on Al and 
Liv.

Al: You're nervous.

Liv: Am I? How'd you know? 

Al: You're doing your nervous face.

Liv: Oh. Must just be my IBS. 
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What time is it?

Al: Gone 12. Nearly half past I think?

Liv: Don't think, check.

Al checks.

Al: Thirty two past.

Liv: Jesus.

What about now?

Al: Seriously?

Liv: Sorry. I'll...

Liv checks her phone.

Al: It's alright. It's well boring, ain't it? They've even stopped the wave. 

Liv: Hm?

Al: Better than double French though.

Liv: (Distracted) I think a hysterectomy is better than double French.

Al: I'm glad you came with me today though, Liv.

Liv: Yeah.

Al: I mean like. You. Specifically. You make me feel less alone.

Liv: Yeah.

Al: Like. I feel. Dunno. Not...valued but like. It's good to be here with 
something who. Y'know. Cares. About stuff. Like me.

Liv: Yeah...

Al: Liv?

Liv?

Liv: (Looking up) Sorry, what?

Al: (Deflated) D'you want to do another photo?

Lights down on Al and Liv, back up on Debbie and Shriya. 
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Debbie looks very, very bored.

Shriya: ...and so while I respectively disagree, I value the dialogue we have, 
that's why I'm so glad you've brought that up actually because also 
earlier there were these idiots on LBC crying out that if only we had 
corporal punishment in our schools, none of this would've happen. 
Which is absolute rot, of course, every study you read will tell you that 
Slapping Is Suspect.

Debbie: Nah, you shouldn't slap kids. Waste of time.

Shriya: It's so...third world, you know? Slapping.

Debbie: Yeah, personally I prefer using the shock collar. Marvel of Western 
technology, s'got a remote and everything, don't even have to get up.

Fucking hell, ShreeJa, don't look at me like that, I'm only joking!

Debbie pokes Shriya in the arm with her broom. They both laugh lightly.

Shriya: Is that a...is that a new broom?

Debbie: This old thing? No, no.

Shriya: Looks quite new...

Debbie: Just well maintained.

Shriya: There are a lot of...new brooms about, aren't there? 

Debbie: Seems to be that way. 

Shriya: I mean, for the kids it's alright, but there's Kevin from number 57 over 
there, and I swear I've never see him with so much as dustpan and brush. 
And now, all of a sudden, he's all about the brooms.

Debbie: Fashionable now, I guess.

Shriya: Whereas, mine...mine's quite old you see.

Debbie: Is it?

Shriya: Oh yes, a veteran. Seen a lot of clean ups in my time, this faithful little 
number. 

Debbie: What....like after the war and that?

Shriya: The w-?! God, no, I'm no-, what do yo - ? Oh, I see. Joking. Hah.

Debbie: Yeah, relax, just playing with ya Shrees. Can I call you Shrees?
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From the look on "Shrees"'s face, evidently not. The tinny music from earlier 
gets louder.

Shriya: Hmhm...

Debbie:  Where's that coming from...

They turn. Lights up on all so Shriya and Debbie see Al and Liv. 

Al is lining up a photo of Liv is nodding along to the beat, drawing her rubber 
glove back like string on a bow.

Shriya: (Quietly) Hello...?

Debbie: (To the kids, loud) Oi! If you wouldn't mind...

Liv is irritated at being interrupted mid pose.

Liv: Wouldn't mind what?

Shriya: The music is a touch loud, isn't it?

Debbie: Shouldn't you guys be in school?

Liv: Shouldn't you be in a home?

Debbie: A ho - !  I'm 37!

Liv: Oh my God, what's that like?

Debbie: You mouthy little sh -

Al: I think what Liv's trying to say is that somethings, like community, are 
more important. Than school.

Shriya: Ah, no truer word.

Liv: My mouth's big enough, Al, I don't need another one helping me out.

Al: They're right though...we should probably/turn...

Liv plugs headphones into her phone, put them in her ears and ignores them 
all. Debbie, satisfied, turns back to the barrier. Shriya, not wanting to return 
to that conversation, hesitates. 

Al: Don't mind my friend, she think's she's politically active. 

Shriya: Got some good snaps, have you?

Al: Pardon?
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Shriya: Of the day. All the hope. The buzz!

Al: Hope's ok. Got better ones last night though.

Shriya: You were out last night?

Al: Yeah.

Shriya: That's very brave.

Al: (Mumbling) S'nothingreally...

Shriya: It is! I was holed up in the attic with the stiffest chai latte you've ever 
tasted.

Al: What, there was nobody with you?

Shriya: No. Not these days, anyways.

She smiles. Tightly.

But, still, the world is but a swipe away, isn't it? Can I see some of 
them? The photos.

Al: Um...sure.

He finds them on his phone and hands it to her. Shriya looks through them, 
nodding generously. Al looks bashful.

Shriya: (Handing the phone back) Those...those are some arresting photos.

Al: Thanks.

Shriya: No pun intended, of course.

She laughs at her joke. Al, politely, does the same.

Shriya: Would you mind if I used a couple for my blog? Full credit, of course.

Al: Oh no, not at all.

Shriya: Brilliant! Here's my card...just drop me an email there.

Al: "Labour Mums for Multimedia Engagement"

Shriya: Yes...but don't tell that lady over there (she whispers, conspiratorially) I 
think she's a Tory.

Al: Right. I'll send 'em as soon as I get in. 

Shriya: Wonderful. We're fund raising for a five part web series about using 
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WiFi Hot Spots to decelerate urban poverty and I'd love to have a 
talented, young snapper like yourself on board.

Al blushes.

Liv: Oh my God.

Al: What?

Liv: Oh my fucking God, I think that's...it is, it's Jol.

JOL enters, early 20s and balding a little but covered up with an elaborate, 
signature hair cut. He is wearing a tank top that says "HEART LONDON, 
FUCK RIOTERS". Two pictures on the top: One is a silhouette of him, 
hugging buildings, the other of him humping a person in a hoodie, doggie 
style.

Al: Who the fuck is Jol?

Liv: Finally! Jol! 

Jol opens up to a wide swagger.

Jol: Yooooooo!

Liv: I can't believe...your Twitter said you'd be here at 12, been waiting 
so...but you're here! You're actually here! In real life!

Jol: Ahh, ya know, wanna do my bit. 

He thumps his chest where his heart is.

Jol: For my patch.

Liv: This is just...look this will sound a bit stupid, but will you sign me?

Jol: Sign you?

Liv: Yeah.

Jol: Where should I sign you?

Liv: Where ever you like.

Jol: Alright...

Jol steps in close. He scans her whole body, leaning in to her face as if to kiss 
her before signing on her cheek, which we cannot see. He kisses the other and 
starts to walk off to the barrier.
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Liv: I think I just came.

Al: (Looking at the signature) Er, Liv.

Liv: Take a picture.

She runs after Jol.

Liv: Can I get a picture with you?

Jol: Sure thing.

He slings his arm around her.

Jol: Hold up..how old?

Liv: ...Seventeen?

Jol measures this up.

Jol: K. In that case...

He stands behind her, hands on her hips, making a thrusting gesture, tongue 
out. Liv gestures to Al. Jol holds the pose.

Al: Liv...

Liv: Wot?

Al: Um...

Liv: Don't be jealous, you spaz.

Al: I'm not!

Liv: You gonna take a picture then?

Al: If you like.

He snaps a shot on his phone.

Liv: And tag me when you put it up. Don't forget to tag me.

Al busies himself uploading the photo. Jol winks at Liv, then points at her 
broom.

Jol: Mind if I borrow this? Forgot to pick one up.

Liv: Ah no, have it. Didn't want it anyway.

Al: No that's my mum's - 
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Jol: Wicked.

Jol picks the broom up and walks off.

Al: It's up.

Al looks at Liv, who looks after Jol.

Her phone buzzes with a text. She checks it.

Liv: Listen to this! "Is that you with Jol?! I'm so fucking jealous!" Brilliant.

Al shakes his head and jogs over to where Jol is.

Al: Look what you done!

Jol: What?

Al: What you wrote on her face!

He thrusts the phone at Jol.

Jol looks at the photo. He doesn't see the problem.

Jol: She asked me to sign her. I sign her.

Al: That's your signature?

Jol: Yeh. My initials. (Pointing it out on the screen) Vittorio.Alex.Jolbert.

Shriya: Sorry, what is that? 

Jol and Al turn. Shirya walks towards them.

Shirya: There on your...is that meant to be you.....?

Jol: Yeah. Fucking a rioter. Right up the arse.

Liv arrives.

Liv: Fuck them rioters!

Debbie: That's right, let's fuck the lot of 'em.

Shriya: I see. It's just that I don't feel that a sexually aggressive tank top is really 
conveying the sort of message we need right now.

Liv: You just wish someone'd get sexually aggressive with you, you craggy 
bitch.

Shriya's face is a picture.
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Al: Oi, don't be a cunt, Liv.

Liv: (Turning on him) Who's a cunt?

Al: Liv, I didn't..

Liv: No, come on you mouthy fuck, who's a cunt, eh?

Al: (Looking at her cheek) You are apparently.

Liv goes for Al, tries to choke him. Shriya steps out of the way.

Shriya: How did you get that made so fast?

Jol: My girlfriend. She's a graphic designer.

Shriya: Yes, of course she is.

Liv: (Pulling away from her frenzy) Girlfriend?

Jol: ....yeah.

Liv: But...yesterday you tweeted that London was your only love.

Jol: Ahh, well, she's from London, so I can love her but y'know, of course 
I'm this city, through and through. Cut me in half, and I got the M25 in 
there, like tree rings. I bleed Thamesian blood.

Al: (Recovering) No, none of that makes any sense.

Jol's phone rings. He has to check many, many pockets to find it.

Jol: (Down the phone) Yep, I'm down there now, Maxy. Yeah, I've been in a 
few photos - makes . What? I'm not...?  No. Never. 

He looks Liv up and down.

She's never - Hang on.

Jol approaches Al.

Jol: My publicist...my publicist tells me there are pictures of me dry 
humping a fifteen year old doing the rounds on the internet.

Al: Ha!

Jol: (To Liv) What the actual fuck? 

Liv: Huh?

Jol: You fifteen?
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Liv: (Unconvincingly) No...

Jol: No?

Liv: Well, like, my birthday's in October so, if you think about it, I was 
conceived over sixteen years/ ago -

Jol: Don't talked to me about "conceived". Who sent you? 

Liv: You wot?

Jol: Who sent you?! You one of Titan's people?

Liv: Um...

Jol: You are. You're one of Titan's bitches. I see them, you know, don't think 
I don't see them. In the shadows.

Liv: Err, what the fuck are you - 

Jol: You go back and tell your man Titan, that I'm the winner. I'M THE 
WINNER! THEY LOVE ME! ME! 52.18% OF THE PUBLIC VOTED 
FOR JOL!

Liv: Um...Al?

Jol: JOL! NOT TITAN!

Liv: Al?!

Jol: I won't let you destroy me! I've come so far...

Liv: Al!!! 

Jol looks around, pointing at and taunting random spots where Titan's 
"people" might be hiding.

Jol: RUNNER UP! RUNNER UP! RUNNER UP! BOW BEFORE THE 
TRUE KING OF HEARTS.

Debbie: (Shouting) They've opened it! They've opened up the street opposite, 
there are people flooding through!

Shriya: They'll have cleaned it all up before we get any action!

Jol: Oi! Leave some for us, yeah?!

Al: Fuck this, I'm going over.

Liv: Al, wait!
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Shriya and Debbie follow him over. 

Shriya: Stay away from the metal scraps, Kevin! There's some smashed plastic 
over there for you, you don't deserve metal!

Jol and Liv scramble after them. Jol shoves Liv back but she jumps on his 
back as he climbs over.

They all attempt to clean furiously, filling their bags as much as possible, but 
there's not enough to go around. "I Will Survive" starts playing again. 

They bump into each other in the fury. An orgy of violence between them. 
Brooms flying everywhere.

Jam strolls into the mess. He walks and looks around, bewildered. 

Jam: (Shouting) Hey!

No one notices him. He picks up a large piece of metal.

Jam: Hey!!

He throws the piece down the road. It hits with a clang. Everyone drops 
whoever/whatever they're holding onto and turn to gawp at him. 

He looks shaken.

Jam: Look, right...just wanted to say that, whatever...whatever you lot do here 
today, yeah, I want you all to know, I'ma come back and mess it up 
twice as bad tomorrow.

He walks off. For a while, nobody says anything.

Jol: What.A.Fucking.Prick!

Others mutter concurring comments, except for...

Debbie: He looks so young.

Shriya scrambles for her notepad and begins writing.

Shriya: "Twice....as...bad...to..." Oh, I don't think I can make tomorrow...!

Liv: (Solemn) Gives us all such a bad name, don't it? 

Al: Yeah...Oooh!

Al picks up the piece of metal and hands it to Liv. An act of contrition. She 
takes it and instinctively strikes a pose. Al raises his camera.
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Shriya scribbles, dementedly in her notebook. Jol makes a show of snapping 
on some gloves. Debbie stares out after Jam.

Debbie: Didn't think they'd be that young...

Al: Say cheese!

Lights down.


