

Just Me, Bell


By Sophie Partridge
Opening / Prologue

BELL:	This is me, Belle, 14. This is my chair. This is me singing at open mic at school tonight. It’s even better than I ever could have imagined. Or at least this is where I wanted to be, but after everything that happened today I think I can kiss that dream goodbye. You see, everything that could go wrong, did go wrong.

DAD:	This is ridiculous Belly – all this X Factor nonsense. You can forget about tonight now!

BELL:	That’s my dad. He’s not as scary as he seems, but I wish wouldn’t treat me like a little kid.

KEESHA:	Oh no way. Why it’s always me that gets blamed?

BELL:	And that’s Keesha. We’ve been best friends since we were seven. Though after everything that’s happened done today, who knows.

SAM:		I’m out of here, yeah.		

BELL &
KEESHA:	Sam!

BELLE:	You might have guessed it, that’s Sam. He’s 15, year above us at school. He organised open mic.

KEESHA:	He’s the start of all our troubles.

	KEESHA and BELL start arguing. 

JUDE: 	Girls, that’s enough!

 BELL:	Jenny, Sign language interpreter. 

JUDE:	I am the interpreter, but if you two are going to argue I’m going to have to get involved. They’re all here to watch our story. Are we going to tell them or what?

BELL:	What’s the point? We all know what happened. I didn’t get to go to open mic.

JUDE:	Maybe if we show them what happened, they can advise you how to get to open mic.

KEESHA:	 Where from?

JUDE:	The beginning of the day - Bell’s Bedroom.























Scene 1

JUDE:	8:15 - Bell’s Bedroom. It’s very messy. (BELL looks at JUDE) Well it is. Bell is singing as she writes the lyrics to her new song.

BELL:	 (Starts off humming then sings) Get what you see, See what you get, No apology…
	
Breaks off singing

Apology?! Shit - I’ve forgotten…No apology, no regret. Yes!
	
Sings again…

I’ve got my beat, I’m setting free, Just being me, just being me. 	

	Giggles, breaks off again.

 Cool!

	DAD shouts from the Hall… 

DAD: 		Your breakfast Belly!

BELL stops singing!

BELL: 	In a minute Dad - yeah?

BELL starts singing again.

	Get what you see, See what you get, No apology, no regret. I’ve got my beat, I’m setting free. Just be me, just being me.


	BELL pauses.

(Starts to laugh at herself) That is so dry.  I’m gonna be… (Bell sings to the same tune as before) I’m gonna be so crap tonight but that‘s alright yeah! (Giggles) 

	DAD calls again from the hall. 

Coming! 

BELL stops singing.	
	DAD enters and stands in the doorway, bowl in hand.

DAD: 		(Mock cough)

BELL:		 I said I was coming Dad yeah?!

DAD: 		Why haven’t you got your uniform on?

BELL:	Don’t you remember? It’s freedom of expression day today! We can wear what we like.

DAD: 	No of course, I remember – just make sure you’re not breaking any school rules. Now hurry up Belly, I've got your breakfast here.

BELL: 	It’s cereal Dad. (Bell says “cereal” as if it’s poison) 

DAD: 		So glad I have such an observant daughter...

BELL: 	No-one eats cereal now.

DAD: 		I eat cereal!

BELL: 	Yeah, well…  I eat fruit Dad, muesli and… things.

DAD: 		You’ve never liked fruit!  

BELL: 	Well I like it now! 

DAD: 		Belly...  

BELL: 	It’s just Bell, Dad.

DAD: 		Ok!
 
BELL:	You remember I’m going to Keesha’s - after school today? To work on our project? 

DAD: 	Yes. (Checks watch) Just finish your breakfast. I know you two will be stuffing yourselves with those awful crunchy things later so all the more reason to eat this cereal now.

BELL:		Crispa wotsits – they’re junk Dad!
	
BELL shoots DAD a look!

DAD: 	None of your Looks please!  You need to eat properly or you’ll wear yourself out, make yourself ill.  Just make sure you do actually get some work done tonight.  

BELL: 	Yeah. Whatever.

DAD: 		I mean it Belly, school's important.  Your GCSE's -

BELL: 	Yes Dad – you've told me!

Pause; DAD sighs & looks at BELL.

DAD: 		I’ll pick you up at half nine, as usual. 
Here (holds up the cereal bowl) Have a couple of little spoonfuls…
BELL: 	I’m not two. Can’t I make my own way home?

DAD: 		No, I’ll pick you up. 

BELL:		Well can’t you come at 10? I’ll eat my breakfast if you say yes.
Oh dad, please…. 

DAD: 	9:30 no discussion. I mean it Belly. Eat. 

BELL: 	Ok, give us the bowl. Mmm…!

	Door-bell goes

DAD:		That’ll be Keesha.  Come on, we don’t want you both getting to school late...

	DAD goes to let KEESHA in.

BELL: 	Eugh. Disgusting.

	BELL sneaks a mouthful of cereal then hides the bowl.
	From the Hallway:

DAD:		Morning Keesha!

KEESHA: 	Morning Mr. Duncan!

	KEESHA knocks on BELL’s bedroom door.

KEESHA: 	Comin’ in Bell yeah?
 
BELL: 	Only if you’re hot!
	
KEESHA, nearly 15, enters.

BELL: 	Alright Keesh‘?! (Loud whisper) Sit down!  Have you got the parcel??

KEESHA: 	Yeah, it’s in my bag.  Here –

	KEESHA passes her bag to BELL and sits on the bed.

BELL:	 Let’s see... (BELL dives into it and brings things out) Wow. Knew mum would get it to me in time. Oh and Crispa-whatsits!  Cool.

KEESHA: 	No-oo Bell, save it all for later. We’ll do it when we get to school - your dad’s really stressing and he’s gonna bust in here!  Is everything OK for tonight? Did you remind your dad about - 

BELL:	 - That I’m coming over to yours tonight?  Yeah, can’t know about me singing at Open Mic. 

KEESHA:	You sure you shouldn’t tell him Bell?

BELL: 	Definitely! There’s no way he’d ever let me do something like that.

KEESHA:	Even though it’s at school?

BELL:	You know what he’s like.

	The girls hear DAD just outside the door…

DAD: 		(From the hallway) Time to go Girls!  

BELL: 	(Hurrying) I just need to sort my school stuff, where are those tampons.

KEESHA: 	Didn’t know you’d started…

BELL: 	(Awkward) I haven’t. They’re just to freak my Dad out. He still thinks I’m a little kid. Not like mum. Look what else she gave me – lip gloss!

BELL brings out 2 lip-glosses from the package, then shoves it back into KEESHA’S bag.
DAD: 		(From the hallway) Two minutes!

BELL: 	Try this one Keesh.  Let me get mine open.

	BELL passes one lip-gloss to KEESHA then tries to open her own.

KEESHA: 	I'll do it for you –

KEESHA opens hers easily, then snatches BELL’s lip-gloss from her and opens it-

BELL: 	Just GRAB it from me like!  Keesha?!

KEESHA:	 It's quicker Bell!

BELL: 	(Sarcy) Thanks…  O wow!  Really bright!  I love lip-gloss.

	BELL puts on the lip-gloss

KEESHA: 	You’re gonna have a neon mouth Bell! 

BELL: 	Just chill Keesh!  Try yours!  

KEESHA: 	(Studying the gloss) Mine’s called glittery rose!?

BELL: 	Yeah…and?  
	
KEESHA:   	It’s pink yeah - for White Girls!? (Pissed off) Not bothered…I don’t do make-up anyway. 

BELL:  	(Feeling bad) I'm sure I've got another one in my bag here.  Try this one, it’s darker.  

KEESHA: 	Let's see it then.
 
BELL: 	Let me do it.  Lean forward yeah, so I can reach you.
KEESHA tentatively does this

BELL: 	Look at yourself in the mirror there.

KEESHA: 	(Smiles) Yeah!  

DAD: 		(Off) Now girls - please!

BELL: 	We’re coming Dad!

KEESHA: 	(Feeling awkward) Sorry Mr. Duncan.

BELL: 	(Piss-taking & suddenly annoyed) “Sorry Mr. Duncan!”  Spas!
	
Pause

KEESHA:	 Can’t believe you just said that man?

BELL:		 What?  

KEESHA: 	That word…

BELL:		 Lighten Up Keesh… Everyone else says it…

KEESHA: 	Just `cause everyone else does stuff, don’t make it right.

BELL: 	You sound like him out there.

KEESHA: 	Bell -
	  
DAD knocks 

BELL: 	Better get this lip-gloss off...
	
DAD enters.
DAD:		Do you need a hand Belly? 
	
DAD moves straight to BELL.

BELL: 	Dad it’s -

DAD: 		Bell!  Yes, sorry.

DAD backs away from BELL and smiles at KEESHA.

Make-up Keesha? 

KEESHA: 	(Embarrassed) Er...

BELL: 	(Jumping in) Dad pass us those tampons would you?   
	
BELL winks at KEESHA.

DAD: 		Bell?

BELL: 	Relax Dad, they’re tampons not condoms -

DAD: 		Isabelle! 

BELL: 	(Shrugs) Whatever...

DAD: 	Here you are. (Gives her the tampons) Let’s just get you two to school shall we?

BELL: 	Fine by me… (On a high) 

	DAD goes to put his hand on the arm of BELL’S chair but changes his mind…

BELL	:	Dad I can manage!

Dad:		Alright.

 Link from Scene 1 into Scene 2


JUDE:		Bell, you really should have told your Dad that you were singing at Open Mic.

KEESHA:	Yeah, she’s right you know.

BELL:		There’s no way he’d ever let me do something like that.

KEESHA:	But did you even try?

BELL:		Same old story. He just treats me like a little kid.

KEESHA:	I’m not sure it was worth all these lies.

JUDE:		Let’s move on shall we - School toilet.

















Scene 2

JUDE:	8:45.  Bell and Keesha are at school in the accessible toilet, preparing their outfits for tonight. Personally I think they should be in registration.

BELL: 	Oh my god – check it out! This top’s so cool... it looks so much better than it did on the website. Oh, good one mum! Told you she’d do it.  What do you think: should I wear it now or save it for open mic?

KEESHA: 	(Loud) I’m not sure Bell… 


BELL: 	(Unsure) What - don’t you like it?  


KEESHA: 	Ye-eah! It’s kriss but…

BELL:	I can’t wait for open mic. The line up’s so hot! I knew Sam would organise a good night.

KEESHA: 	Do you think he’ll be there? 

BELL: 	Yeah – yeah. His band is headlining.  Don't stress, he’ll be there. He’ll see you there.

KEESHA:	 Bell?

BELL: 	What? Like I don’t know you’re hot for him.  

KEESHA: 	No-oo.

BELL: 	Ye-es!

KEESHA: 	(Shrugs) Bet he’s seeing some-one anyway, him being such so cool.  Bet she's hot like him...

BELL: 	(Sings Pussy Cat Dolls)

BELL: 	Oh this top rocks!  

KEESHA: 	My Mum would never give me stuff like that.

BELL: 	Well my Mum’s not your Mum.

KEESHA:	She spoils you now she’s gone.

BELL:		Only good thing that’s come out of it.

KEESHA:	 Your Dad would hate you wearing that.

BELL:		Well he’s never going to know about it, is he Keesha?

BELL rolls her eyes at KEESHA.

KEESHA: 	Don’t make that face yeah?!  Won’t be me saying nothing about it.

BELL: 	I’m gonna keep it on for now. Today’s supposed to be about freedom of expression - so I’m expressing!

KEESHA: 	Be more than just your voice expressing at Open Mic – wearing that!
	
Both girls giggle.

BELL: 	Really give them something to look at for a change. 

KEESHA: 	Bet you’ll look amazing dancing in that.

KEESHA: 	(Laughs)

BELL: 	(Sings and grooves) Tried to make me go to Re-hab…” 
	
KEESHA joins in

KEESHA: 	No, no no…see me sway!
	
KEESHA tries to sway but... 

BELL: 	(Laugh at Keesha)

	BELL keeps singing the next line, KEESHA doesn’t.

KEESHA: 	Amy Winehouse is a fool yeah. My Mum says –

BELL: 	Your Mum’s always saying stuff Keesh!  Amy’s cool.  Like this top.
 
KEESHA: 	You sure `bout it Bell? I never seen you wear nothing like that before…
	
BELL: 	(Laughs) Time then innit?!   
	
Pause

BELL: 	Keesh?!

KEESHA: 	See your boobs man…

BELL:	Cool! Now let’s go over it one more time yeah? Dad thinks I’m at yours after school…

KEESHA:	Told my mum we need to have tea at four, that means we can get back to school for half five…

BELL:	Perfect, open mic starts at six!  

KEESHA:	You sure your dad won’t find out, my mum will go mental if she thinks he doesn’t know.

BELL:	Relax Keesh, he’ll never find out. 
(Encouraging) Unbutton your top! Go on, just the top button… 

KEESHA: 	(Doubtful) I'll just undo it a bit… 

Does and turns to face BELL.

BELL: 	Babe Keesha!  (Reassuring) You look good, no messing.

KEESHA: 	(Reassured) You too Bell.

BELL:		 (Deep breath) Cool. So let’s do it!
	
A bell goes. The start of school.


Link from Scene 2 into Scene 3

JUDE:		I don’t think that top was very suitable, Bell.

BELL:		Why did you let me wear it then Keesh?

KEESHA:	I tried to tell you Bell but you didn’t listen. You got so caught up in the freedom of expression thing.
BELL:	I just wanted today to be a bit different.
KEESHA:	Different it certainly was.
JUDE:	Let’s find out how different shall we - Lunchtime.




Scene 3
JUDE:	Lunchtime. Bell and Keesha have finished their lunch and are strolling down the school corridor.
KEESHA: 	My mum texted to say she’s making fish soup for tea. Thinks it’ll make you sing better. 
BELL:	Rank.  Wish I'd had chips for lunch now!

SAM enters.

BELL:		There’s Sam!

KEESHA stares.

BELL: 	Go on then Keesh– strut your stuff...

KEESHA:	(She gets behind BELL’s wheelchair) Nooooo - no way Bell! I can’t. 

BELL:		Don’t hide behind me. Just go for it Keesha!

KEESHA:	No.

BELL:		Come on. 
She speeds away from KEESHA to SAM.

		Sam innit?

SAM ignores the girls.

BELL:		Er, hello? What – can't speak to the wheelchair?!

Pause.
SAM halts & turns back.

BELL:	Let’s start again shall we?  Hi Sam, I’m Bell. Back there somewhere - that’s Keesha.

Pause

SAM:		(Nods) Alright Keesha.

KEESHA  doesn't answer

BELL: 	(To Keesha) Keesha, say something…

SAM: 		(To Bell) Alright.

KEESHA starts to giggle. 

BELL: 	So, I’m doing open mic tonight...Keesha’s coming.

Pause.

SAM:		What you gonna do for it then?

KEESHA:	(Cuts in) She sings...

SAM: 		Me too... (Joking, to KEESHA) You two doing a little duet then?! Little Britain! 		Yeah, I know.

KEESHA laughs.

BELL: 	(Awkward laugh )Oh, funny! Like I've not heard that one before.

SAM:		(To BELL) Guess you could take the low part.

	KEESHA laughs again, nervously.

KEESHA:	I don’t sing...

Pause

BELL:		It’s gonna be a good night.
SAM:		Yeah.

Pause

BELL:	We were saying you've organised a well good line-up. Well, you've got me doing my thing...
Sam:		Yeah?

KEESHA laughs.

SAM:		Great, bet you just love McFly. 

BELL:		At least I’m no emo.

SAM:		Least I’m no poser.

BELL:		Bet you just love La Roux. 

	SAM & BELL half joke with each other.

SAM:		You got a mouth on ya!

BELL:		You've got – 

KEESHA:	(Chips in) Don’t know what she is on.

BELL:		Keesh?

SAM:		You singing a cover?

KEESHA:	( Laughs) No, she…

BELL:		Do my own stuff innit – today is all about freedom of expression…

SAM: 	 Yeah ‘cos this school’s so freethinking they give us one day a year. 

KEESHA and BELL laugh. 

SAM: 		(To Keesha) So, has she got all the moves in that thing? 

	KEESHA laughs again, louder.

SAM:		I guess I'll see it myself tonight. Really dance...

KEESHA: 	Yeah, she can!

SAM:		(To KEESHA) Can she?

BELL:		Like I’m down here?

KEESHA: 	(Pretending not to notice her) Where? 

SAM and KEESHA laugh. 
SAM notices BELL isn't laughing and stops himself.
	
KEESHA: 	Bell's moves are so low you don't even see them. Her chair does some really special things sometimes. There was this one time when her `chair went bonkers and she was going round in circles, like this... 

KEESHA continues laughing and does a bad impression of this. 
SAM goes quiet.
KEESHA continues and then realises no one else is laughing.
Pause

BELL:		Have you finished? I am out of here.

KEESHA:	Bell, wait!!

BELL:		Go play with your new boyfriend Keesha.

The school bell rings.

KEESHA:	Bell!!

	BELL leaves.

SAM:		(Struggling) Whew! Guess that wasn’t so cool. 

KEESHA:	No.

SAM:		Your “Little Britain” mate -

KEESHA:	Bell...

SAM:		Yeah, right - Bell. You two good mates then?

KEESHA:	Yeah, BFF since we were little...

SAM:		She cool?

KEESHA:	Cooler than me.

	Pause
.
		Sam, I’m –

SAM:		Tell your mate I’ll see her tonight. Laters.

Link from Scene 3 into Scene 4

JUDE:	That was cruel Keesha. You really embarrassed Bell.

KEESHA:	I know I shouldn’t have said it. It just came out. I didn’t mean to.
 I just wanted Sam to like me.















Scene 4

JUDE:	It’s last lesson. Bell has finished ten minutes early and is rushing down the school corridor to the main hall.

MR. TURNER: 	Watch it Speedy!  I’ll have to test you for drunk driving (he laughs).

BELL: 		(Grimaces) Really funny Mr. Turner. 

MR. TURNER: 	(Wrong-footed) There’s no need to be rude, er - Isabelle isn’t it?

BELL: 		Just Bell Sir.

MR. TURNER: 	No racing down the corridor; we don’t allow other students to run…And why are you out of your lesson?

BELL:	I've been allowed to miss the last 10 minutes so I can check the access for tonight…
	
MR. TURNER looks blank.

BELL: 		(Huffs)…so I can get around the stage for open mic...? 
 

MR. TURNER: 	You should have finished your lunch five minutes earlier and done it then.

BELL: 	15 more like…I always have to go the long way round to maths...
	
MR. TURNER: 	(Uncomfortable) That’s no excuse young lady.  
And that top is certainly a very different look for you today…  
	
MR. TURNER steps back.

BELL: 		Yes Sir?

MR. TURNER: 	It’s very low and You er, in your chariot young lady -

BELL:			 Wheelchair…

MR.TURNER: 	It’s too low …

BELL: 	(Crosses her arms over her chest & mutters) Thought today was meant to be about freedom of expression…None of the other teachers have said anything.

MR. TURNER: 	Well I’m saying it now Isabelle Duncan: perhaps you need to ask yourself what exactly it is you’re expressing looking like that!

BELL: 		What do you mean?  Loads of the other girls dress like this…

MR. TURNER: 	Well you don’t have to be like the other girls do you? If it was down to me you would be wearing your school uniform. Your top is inappropriate Isabelle. Go and get changed. Now.

BELL: 		But I haven't got anything else with me!

MR. TURNER: 	Then go and borrow something from Lost Property!

BELL: 		But it's the end of the day Sir! I’m wearing this for open mic.

MR. TURNER:	 Do as I say Miss Duncan!  Now GO!










Link from Scene 4 into Scene 5



JUDE:	Told you that top wasn’t suitable and now you couldn’t check the stage for tonight.
BELL:	Loads of the other girls dressed like that. I just wanted to fit in.  
	I’d had enough and decided to head into town. 

























Scene 5

JUDE:	It’s three thirty. Bell has left school. She is waiting by the bus stop alone and looking very, very, miserable. (Bell looks at JUDE) Well you’re no smiling.

KEESHA: 	Bell!  Where you been? I’ve been looking all over for you.  Thought you were checking the stage out -

BELL: 	Missed it `cause of that knob Turner. What d’you care anyway?  Go play with your freakhead boyfriend…

KEESHA: 	What?  Sam ain’t my boyfriend thanks to…. Look, I didn’t mean to dis’ you. Sorry yeah Bell.
	
Pause

BELL:	Whatever Keesh.  Don‘t matter now `cause I’ve blown it innit!  Can’t sing if I’ve not done my check… I’m getting out of here, into town.

KEESHA: 	(Thinking) On the bus?

BELL: 	Yeeah! (Pause) What?

KEESHA:	 Your dad don’t like you getting the bus… 

BELL: 	Me & Mum used to!   She knows I can handle myself, with my `chair -

KEESHA: 	But she’s not here!  And my mum is expecting us for tea. 

BELL: 	So tell her I’m not coming. 

KEESHA: 	And maybe it’s not safe for you on the bus.

BELL: 	Why?  `Cause I’m gonna get stabbed or something?!

KEESHA: 	You don’t know Bell. (Straight) You shouldn’t mess.

BELL: 	Whatever Keesh… Here it comes… 

 Sound of bus.
	BELL moves forward.

KEESHA: 	If you really wanna do this, I’ll come too.

BELL: 	Don’t need you to!

KEESHA:	 But we’re mates yeah?  Bell? I can call my mum and tell her we’ll be late.

KEESHA crosses her arms and looks at BELL.

KEESHA: 	Anyways - how else you gonna get up that steep ramp?  You ain’t much of a feather…
	
Pause

BELL: 	(Giving in to a smile) Come on then, let’s get lost…

JUDE:	The Bus pulls up. Bell and Keesha struggle up the ramp, towards the area meant for wheelchair users but someone’s standing there with a guitar. It’s…

KEESHA: 	(As she & BELL approach the space) Sam!

BELL: 	Shit…

SAM: 		Whoah - Little Britain’s on the bus!

BELL: 	(BELL pulls a face)

(To SAM) Sorry, yeah but your instrument is in the wheelchair space!

SAM: 	So get in there then Wheel- (Sam stops himself and moves the guitar) 
(To Bell) Just mind the guitar… 

KEESHA: 	(Awkward) We’re going into town, on the bus…

BELL: 	Well he can see that - can’t he?!
	
Pause

KEESHA: 	(Tuts)

SAM: 		(Huffs)

BELL: 	(Making an effort, to Sam) Keesha’s freaking ‘cos she thinks wheelies on the bus don’t go `round! 

SAM: 		(Laughs)  
	
KEESHA grunts & looks away. 

BELL: 	So where you going then. Sam?   

SAM:		Gonna chill before open mic. 	
	
Mobile noise.

BELL: 	Who’s that text from?  Your girlfriend?

SAM: 		No-one.
	
KEESHA looks worried, SAM looks at BELL.

SAM:		My mum.  

BELL: 	What - you a Mummy‘s Boy then?!
SAM: 		She just stresses…Making sure I was in school today.

BELL:		 Keesh says you were gone the whole afternoon yesterday…

KEESHA: 	Bell?

SAM: 		(To KEESHA) You keeping tabs on me?

BELL: 	Uh-huh…

KEESHA: 	(Embarrassed) No! I -
	
The bus stops.
KEESHA looks out the window.
	
Pause.

SAM: 		So what - you think school’s a big deal Keesha?

The bus sets off again.	

BELL: 	Sam?

KEESHA: 	Education…My mum says you gotta have it - else you don’t stand a chance… 

SAM: 		I get all the education I need thanks.

BELL: 	Your mum says a lot Keesh.  

KEESHA:	 `Least she’s around Bell, not run off with some…

BELL: 	Don’t you dis my mother Keesha!

SAM: 		Girls, please.  No bitch fight!
BELL:		 Oh what? - is that too crazy for you Sam?

SAM: 		So you’re Beyonce now?! (SAM sings Beyonce) “Crazy in love”
	
Both girls giggle.

BELL: 	Whatever (but she laughs).

KEESHA: 	So where we gonna go then Bell?  

BELL: 	Pizza place I s’pose.. `least I can use the loo there. Don’t know where else has got access. 

SAM: 		What’s that?  Access?

BELL: 	There’s no steps. The toilet’s accessible - big enough for my arse!

SAM: 		Your arse don’t look that big to me…
	
BELL & SAM look at each other.  
KEESHA pulls a face.  

BELL: 	My `chair though.

SAM: 		Must be a hassle sometimes...

BELL: 	Innit, sometimes.
	
	The bus stops.
Pause 

SAM: 		(Thinking) So can you get your arse in the Blue Rain Café?

	BELL and KEESHA look at each other.

I’m going there now…

	The bus sets off again.	

Come and hang if you want?

BELL: 	Yeah?

KEESHA: 	She won’t get in…

BELL: 	Keesha!

SAM: 	(To BELL) I’ll get you in there - might even have a special entrance. 

BELL: 	Don’t go there with the Special!   

SAM: 		This is my stop, you coming or what?

KEESHA:	 (To BELL) You won’t manage…

BELL: 	(to KEESHA)  Won’t I?! 

	The bus pulls up at the stop.

(to SAM) Give us a hand Sam, yeah…?
	
SAM picks up his guitar and guides BELL, as she reverses out of the wheelchair space. KEESHA stands watching.

BELL: 	Coming Keesh?

KEESHA: 	S’pose…

BELL:		 `Scuse me driver - get the ramp out please yeah?  We’re getting off!

 Link from Scene 5 into Scene 6

JUDE:	So they got off the bus and made their way to the Blue Rain Café.
KEESHA:	We should have just gone to the Pizza Place Bell, or back to mine like we said.
BELL:	Oh Keesha, we went to the Pizza Place all the time!	This was a little bit different.
KEESHA:	We weren’t even allowed to go into town let alone get the bus!
BELL:	Lighten up Keesh! Wasn’t it great that we got to go to the Blue Rain Cafe?

	





















Scene 6

JUDE:	4 o’clock - The Blue Rain Café. Bell and Keesha have never been here before. It’s a relaxed, cool, trendy kind of place.

BELL: 	Can’t believe I’m actually in here!  

SAM: 	See - told you they’d have an entrance for your arse!  Even if it was `round the back…

BELL:		 Wonder what they’ll do with me at the Brit Awards when I win!
	
SAM & BELL both laugh.

BELL: 	That table's empty. (goes towards it)

KEESHA: 	Chairs are in the way though. I’ll move them.

KEESHA goes to move them for BELL.

BELL: 	I can manage! 

BELL bashes a chair out of the way with her footplates.

SAM: 		So you’re a Transformer now?
(Sings) “Robots in Disguise”…

BELL:		 My Dad’s got the old ones on video somewhere…

KEESHA: 	Video? That’s well old!  Bet he cranks up his old record-player every night!

SAM: 		Vinyl’s sound. Old School!

BELL: 	Yeah, my mum’s still got all her old 12”s…

KEESHA: 	12 inch what?

 	All are now at the table, with SAM in-between BELL & KEESHA.

BELL: 	Oh dick Keesha!  

KEESHA:	 Yeah we know you gotta mouth Bell Innit?

SAM first gives a look to BELL, then to KEESHA

SAM: 	Wheelchair here’s just a bit over-excited.

BELL: 	(Sulks) Yeah `cause I don’t get out much…
 
SAM:		 Coffee?

BELL: 	Yeah...

KEESHA: 	S'pose...

SAM: 		I’ll go then shall I?
	
SAM gets up but is wedged in and it’s difficult for BELL to move out again.

KEESHA: 	(Reluctantly) You can’t get out. I’ll go…

SAM: 		Espresso, cheers.

BELL: 	Coke. 
	
KEESHA doesn’t move.

BELL: 	No - Moccacino! 
	
KEESHA still doesn’t move…

BELL: 	Please!
	
KEESHA goes off to the counter.

BELL: 	This place is alright Sam.  Cheers for asking with me about access.

SAM: 		You never know what you can get if you don’t go knocking…

BELL:		 You are weird!

SAM: 		Yeah, I am.  So… 
 
BELL:		So…
	
Pause

SAM: 		Do you mind if I ask you something?  What -

BELL: 	(Anxious) What? - Not “What‘s wrong with”...

SAM: 	What was that you were rehearsing for Open-mic? Animated Classics Rap?!
	
BELL laughs with relief.

BELL: 	No! (Realising) How d’you know?

SAM: 		Saw you the other day, you were doing ok…

BELL: 	Yeah?  

SAM: 		(Nods) Yeah. 

BELL: 	I’ve been kind-a, sort of. Doing my own stuff innit…Lady GaGa meets Beyonce meets Bowie!  Sort of...
SAM: 		Yeah? So give us a blast!  You’re doing it for real tonight.

BELL: 	I was…

SAM:		 What d’you mean?

BELL: 	…missed my chance to check the stage out. You know - Access.

SAM: 		You can always do it later - come on sing!  I’ll be your sound check.

Pause 
	BELL & SAM look at each other.

SAM: 		(Gently) Just do it Bell.

BELL: 	Ok, just don’t do a Simon Cowell on me please. I’ve got a new song I wanted to try out for tonight.
(Sings)  Get what you see, See what you get, No apology, no regret. I’ve got my beat, I’m setting free, Just being me, just being me. 
(End song)
That’s the beginning…

SAM: 		Not bad.

BELL: 	Yeah?

SAM: 		Yeah - you have to start somewhere.
	
BELL disappointed, turns away.

SAM:		 It was ok Bell!  Look, we’ll go back and get the access sorted.

BELL: 	Yeah. (BELL turns back)
	
SAM & BELL look at each other.
BELL: 	(Diverts) So when did you start playing guitar?

SAM: 	A few years ago. Bands gig in here in the evenings.  Keeps me out of the war zone at home…  Mum & dad get loud sometimes and not in a good way.

BELL: 	Yeah, know it.

SAM:		 What was all that about your old girl? 

BELL:		 My dad bored the pants off her…She left.   
	
Pause

Him, not me.

SAM: 		Yeah... 

SAM nods and looks over to the counter.

Where’s Keesha with those drinks?  

SAM searches in his bag & brings out a syringe case, then takes out an injecting pen.

BELL: 	(Alarmed) What’s that for?

SAM:		 I have to do this…

SAM briefly lifts up his shirt and quickly injects himself in the stomach.

BELL: 	SA-AMM! Is that a needle? What you doing? You a druggy?!

SAM: 		...Druggy!?? Freak? (Shakes his head) Diabetic. Have to inject regularly.

BELL: 	 (Completely phased) Oh yeah, `course...Cool… 
(Pause) Does it hurt?

SAM: 		No, used to needles. Need my insulin. Stops me from blacking out.

BELL: 	Yeah.
(Thinking it through) No wonder your mum stresses…

SAM: 		She always thinks I’ve collapsed somewhere!

BELL:		 ...Could that happen?

SAM: 		Personal questions?

BELL: 	Sorry…

SAM: 		Hey, it’s unlikely.

BELL:	...My Dad’s always on at me…eat, rest, stay in…I’m sure he wants me to become a Nun!
	
They both laugh awkwardly.

I just want to be me, Bell...

BELL picks up the syringe case.

Isn’t it a pain?

SAM: 		Yeah…But it’s better than being dead.
	
BELL laughs.

BELL:	 (To herself) Hassle though…Sometimes… Is that why you‘re not always in school?
	
They look at each other. SAM smiles at BELL, as he sees the penny drop; she nods.

SAM:		Yeah. One year till I’m 16 and then I can leave school, leave home.

BELL:		 What you gonna do?

SAM: 		Go music college!  School reckon I’m in with a chance for a scholarship.

BELL:		 Wish I could leave everything, just do something crazy.
	
Pause
SAM puts away the case.

SAM:		 (Lightens up) ..You so like that word - Crazy! 

BELL:		 (Laughing) Oh don’t do that to Beyonce please!

SAM: 		(He does) Crazy right now 

BELL: 	(Simultaneously and louder)
Crazy right now! 

BELL breaks off as she starts to laugh along with SAM.

SAM: 		Your little mate’s right - you have got a mouth!

BELL: 	...My little mate?  Thought I was the kid…  

SAM: 		Maybe not… 
	
They look at each other.  SAM leans forwards and kisses BELL.
They kiss for 2 seconds. 
 BELL pulls back. 
 KEESHA returns. She drops the drinks tray. 

KEESHA: 	Bell, you cow! You kissed him.  

BELL: 	(Embarrassed) Sorry Keesh.

KEESHA: 	Don’t give me no sorry - you Cow! 

BELL:		 Oh like I made him do it Keesha!  

KEESHA:	He probably only did it for a bet.

BELL:		`Cos he can’t fancy me - can he?

KEESHA: 	Yeah `cos you just said it! 
(To SAM) Are you really Hot for her - are you?

SAM: 		(Standing up, muttering) Gonna get a cloth…

KEESHA: 	(To BELL) Thought you said he was Freak Head?  

BELL: 	Well I never meant it.  Just `cause Sam’s… (To SAM) Sorry.

SAM: 		(To KEESHA) I’m diabetic Keesha.

KEESHA:	 Oh Fine!  Takes one freak to know another don’t it Belly?! I stick up for you yeah -

BELL:		 Don’t need you to! (but she‘s starting to crack)

KEESHA: 	But you just give it that, all the time - calling other people Spas!  

BELL: 	Get lost Keesha!

KEESHA: 	I’ve so had enough of you!  Shouting your mouth off from the Special Pram -

BELL: 	What?
KEESHA: 	That’s what most of `em at school call your crappy wheelchair.  And they say you’ve got a piss bag!

SAM: 		Keesha 

KEESHA: 	No wonder your mum left you… 

BELL:		 No she never - 

KEESHA: 	So how come you don’t live with her then?

BELL:		 `Cos she lives up some stairs now stupid!

KEESHA: 	That shows how much she cares then!  Couldn’t wait to get away from you yeah -`Cos you were becoming too crippled!  That’s what my Mum says -`cos you’re a spastic! 

BELL: 	Oh yeah - `cos your mum the thick-shit carer knows everything! You skank Keesha!

KEESHA: 	(Sucks her teeth & laughs at BELL; to SAM) See what a kid she is?

KEESHA: 	(Furious) And that top looks crap on you! 
	
KEESHA leans over BELL and yanks the front of her top down!  
It gapes open at the front and BELL folds her arms over her chest. 	

BELL: 	Get off me you stupid -
	
In all the furore, none of them have noticed DAD walk in.

DAD: 		Belly!?

KEESHA:	Oh by the way Bell, your Dad’s on his way.

BELL: 	Oh my god - Dad?  How? 
(She glares at KEESHA) Keesha!  God you cow!  How could you?

KEESHA: 	Oh yeah whatever Belly! Daddy’s little girl!

DAD: 		That’s enough Keesha - 

BELL: 	 `Least I’ve got a Dad.

SAM gets up as if to leave.

DAD: 	Both of you. (To SAM)  And who are you? 
No-one’s going anywhere until someone tells me what you’re all doing here!  (Furious) Belly? What the hell d’you think you’re doing in town on your own? You’re supposed to be at Keesha’s house!  Have you got any idea how much you’re putting yourselves at risk? 

BELL: 	Don’t Dad! (To Keesha) You split on me Keesha?

KEESHA:	 Should’ve done Man!

BELL:		 (To DAD) Well how d’you know I was here then? 

DAD: 	It’s hardly me who should be answering questions! The fact is I do know and you two have been lying to me. And here you are. Dressed like…Keesha? Did you get Bell that top?

KEESHA:	 Oh no way!  Why’s it’s always me that gets blamed?

SAM: 		I’m out-a here yeah…

KEESHA & 
BELL: 	Sam?

DAD: 	You wait a minute `Sam’!  (To KEESHA & SAM) I don’t know what you two have been up to -

KEESHA: 	Me? But Mr. -

DAD: 		But don’t flaunt it in front of my daughter and dress her up to look… like that! 

BELL: 	DA-AD!

SAM:		Look, I've really got to get going for open mic...

DAD: 	Oh I might have guessed you'd be part of that nonsense. So that's what this is all about. 

BELL:	I - 

DAD:	Don't even try Belly.  Your mum told me everything, Keesha. Why didn't you tell me?

BELL:	Because you would have said no. All you do is go on about school work! You don't want to know about anything else. 

DAD:	Because school work is important. You need to concentrate on your school work Belly – you need to work really hard if you’re going to get good GCSE’s, need to - what with you being…

BELL is furious

BELL: 	Being what Dad?  Disabled?

DAD: 		No.. you shouldn’t limit yourself with that word…

BELL:	 But I’m not - it’s you!  What word d’you want me to use - Spas?  Special? “Special” Belly?  Well I’m not yeah?  I’m just me, Bell.  

DAD:	And I'm your Dad. I'm just trying to look after you, Bell.
BELL:           I'm not a little girl any more Dad! I'm 14 and want to do this.

DAD: 	This is ridiculous Belly - all that X-Factor nonsense - people with half a brain, just out for fame and all the money they can get. I don’t want that for you – All those people staring at you, Belly.

BELL: 	But it doesn't have to be like that. That's why I didn't tell you about tonight!  I just wanted to give it a go…It was meant to be the beginning, maybe I could go to music college. You should hear me sing Dad - Sam has!

SAM:		 Er, yeah…

DAD:	If I want to hear from you I’ll ask! (To BELL)  You can just forget about tonight now…

BELL:		 But Dad, no - I -

DAD:		 I mean it Isabelle!  Come on, I’m taking you home.

DAD grabs the handles of BELL’s wheelchair but she slams the breaks on 

BELL: 	Dad - NO, get off my chair. Listen please!  You never listen…

DAD: 		Belly I - It’s just -

BELL: 	No!  NOT Belly!  You don’t know me. You don’t get it at all. 

END OF PLAY





JUDE:		So that’s the story so far. I hope you’ve paid attention, because this is where you come in.

BELL:		I need your advice.

JUDE:		We need to get Bell to open mic tonight.

BELL:		It’s not going to happen – what’s the point?!

JUDE:	Well I trust them. They look alright to me. Let’s split you into four groups. (1,2, 3,4 ) You’re going to work with Keesha, Bell, Dad, Sam.
	These people have some questions for you to answer and on this sheet is questions for you to ask them.
	Lets see if you can work out what they should do or say to get Bell to open mic. Off you go. Ten minutes!

INTERACTION POINT

The actors take young people into groups and they coach the characters.
 We replay the ending and the characters have to try and resolve it with the audience’s help. 

The aim is for all of them to help get Bell to sing at open mic night. 

This is obviously harder for Dad as the aim is actually an obstacle in the way of his objective at that point
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