
Natives



Three countries. Three teenagers. One average, life-altering day. 

In this worksheet you’ll find a selection of activities based around the new play Natives, by Glenn Waldron. These activities are designed to fit into any 
drama lesson and touch on aspects of the KS4 and KS5 curriculums. 

Natives explores the power young people have to disrupt and take responsibility by mobilising against the adults who don’t have the answers.

More info: http://southwarkplayhouse.co.uk/show/natives 

The activities on this page are suitable for groups who have not yet seen the play. Script extracts from Natives can be found on pages 4-12; 
some of these contain strong language. (Note that the characters are referred to in the script as a, b and c.)

• Have a group discussion about the challenge of representing digital life 
onstage in a dynamic way. What approaches could theatre-makers take, 
beyond simply projecting on a screen?

• Optional - design a stage set which could represent a digital space. 

• Optional - identify recent films or TV shows which have attempted to 
represent digital life on screen and evaluate how effective their approach 
has been

• Have each of the students devise and perform a monologue based on 
an experience they’ve had with the internet or on a news story about the 
internet. 

• Optional - film and edit this monologue using their phone or other available 
technology, then evaluate each monologue as a class. What makes a 
successful monologue? 

• Optional - the monologue should explore one of the following themes: 
Image and popularity in the online world; Intimacy and disconnect in an age 
of pornography; Terror and violence in a digital age. 

‘It’s not necessarily about capturing exactly how teenagers speak right now. It’s 
my own reimagining of how teens speak – or perhaps how they’ll speak in the 
future.’ - Glenn Waldron, playwright 

• Have the students split into groups and read extract 1 together. Does it 
accurately represent the way they speak? Is it supposed to? Have the 
students rewrite the extract, or part of it, in their own slang.

• Optional - rewrite the extract in the imagined dialect of teenagers from the 
future.
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The following activities may be most suitable for groups who have seen Natives. 

• Prior to seeing the production, give each student or group of students something specific to look out for - such as lighting, sound, set design, 
costumes, performances. Have the students write a review of the performance, paying particular attention to these aspects.

• Have a whole-group discussion about the three characters in the play. Which character appealed to them most? Whose story was most applicable to 
their lives?

• Split the students into groups of 3 and have them read extract 2 together. They will then stage this scene with a focus on characterisation. How will 
the characters be differentiated? How much, if at all, will they interact with each other? How will they use the space? 

‘Young people get blamed for every problem under the sun – even though it’s increasingly 
obvious that it’s the older generations that are messing things up.’ - Glenn Waldron, playwright  

• Have the students split into groups and read extract 3 together, in the context of the above 
quote. Do they agree with the quote, and how do they interpret this myth in the light of it? 
What might it be saying about the relationship between their generation and the previous 
generation?

• Have the students split into groups and read extract 4 together. Each group will 
annotate the scene with suggestions for lighting and sound design; if possible 
given resources, they could also stage the scene themselves with a focus on 
these aspects.

• Optional - apply dramatic theory to this scene and consider how it might be 
staged across the spectrum from realism through to surrealism. 

• Have each group write and perform their own myth about the emergence of the 
digital generation, or about some other aspect of the conflict between them and 
the preceding generation. 

• Optional - this devised piece should be in the style of Greek theatre. 

‘I’m not sure this particular play will age all that well – there’s so many references that anchor 
it in a very particular moment. I think it actually might look quite innocent and naïve to future 
generations.’ - Glenn Waldron, playwright 

• Have the students read extract 5 together and talk about the ending of the play, in the light 
of the above quote. Do they think the ending was hopeful, or frightening, or somewhere in 
between? Why might the play look ‘innocent and naive’ to future audiences?

• Optional - split into groups and decide together: which actions did the characters end up 
taking after the curtain fell, and what might have been the consequences? Based on these 
conversations, improvise alternative or extended endings for the play.

• Optional - write a briefing about their own generation of ‘digital natives’, explaining their 
online culture for someone studying Natives in a drama class in a hundred years. 
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Extract 1

a.

And I’m looking at this picture Bettina Rice-Peters has posted and I really can’t decide.
I’m really, like, not sure.
Whether it’s worth five hearts or six. 
It’s this close-up of a Smoky Egyptian Cats-Eye she’s tried for Lily Kwok’s Funky Fourteenth Birthday Dance 
and it’s not a seven. It’s definitely not a seven! 
It’s a little scrappy around the waterline and the line should, like, kick out at the end not just swoop and it’s 
definitely not a seven.
And Annika Albrecht did a Smoky Egyptian Cats-Eye last week with a perfect kick.
And she had an aggregate score of five point nine.
So how can this be a six?!
I take it back and give her six hearts. 
Because the swoop is actually quite kicky. 
And Jennifer Cheng Khoo’s given her four. 
Which is so, like, harsh. 
Just really – harsh.
And then I’m, like, scrolling through my feed and I’m looking at a video that Mia Ferrero has just shared.
This video of her fact-finding trip to the West Bank last weekend for History class. 
And even though I’m fundamentally in favour of Mia’s proposed two-state solution, unlike Christy Vanderbilt 
and Jennifer Cheng Khoo who are, like, so Zionist in outlook, I think the film is essentially a little reductive in 
its argument and I give it seven hearts.
And then I’m looking at this video that Summer Klatten-Smith has posted of her new pug. And I’m giving it a 
full nine hearts (minus one for respiratory issues) when I get a message from Brooke.
Brooke who’s also waiting for Amber.
Brooke who has two hundred and thirty six more followers than me and three hundred and seventy eight 
more followers than Amber and also once held a python in Teen Vogue.
Brooke who thinks Amber is Literally Taking Forever. 
That’s what the text from Brooke says: ‘Amber is Literally Taking Forever.’ 
Five exclamation marks four smiley faces one kiss. 
And I text back straight away. 
‘God, I know.’
‘Tell me about it, Babes’.
Three eye rolls two egg timers one kiss.
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Extract 2

c.
And you’re playing your game.
And you’re the hero.
You’ve got your shield and your sword and you’re the hero.
And the city’s cleaner, the city’s cleaner now and life is better.
Life is good.
That’s what your brother says, life is good.
And you’re just fourteen.
You’re just fourteen and it’s not your problem.
Just keep moving.
Keep moving through the game.

a.
And then I nod to the DJ.
And I’m shaking, my whole body is shaking.

And the song starts, it starts quite softly. 
[A beat starts. It doesn’t necessarily need to be a song but a pulse or beat that slowly builds].
It’s this song I know well, know it off-by-heart. But right now, it sounds different. Unfamiliar.
And suddenly I’m not sure. For a moment I’m a bit scared.
Something in the beat that’s – outside of me.
And I can feel five hundred eyes all on me and it all feels just stupid, really stupid. 
And I close my eyes. I have to close my eyes. 
And then I make myself move, start to move. 
It’s barely even movement. 
Just this small kind of sway. 

b.
We’re talking and then we’re not-talking.
Suddenly we’re not-talking and it’s different.
Suddenly the not-talking’s different.

a.
And I feel so stupid, just really stupid. 
Know that everyone’s watching me. 
But I just keep going, know I have to keep going. 
Just push through it. 
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b.
And suddenly we’re not-talking and I’m looking into her eyes.
Her eyes the exact colour of moss on a rock.
a.
And then the song’s building, the song’s beginning to build and the words have come in. 
And this new thing comes in. 
This new sound or. 
And something’s beginning to change.
b.
And I’m looking into her eyes.
I’m looking into her eyes in the twilight and they’re kind-of lit up. 
Lit up like this night-time animal.
a.
And I can feel my body start to relax, my bones begin to loosen. 
And my body begins to move, like really move itself.
And I’m not just swaying anymore, I’m beginning to feel it. 
To vibrate.
b.
And I look at her and she’s looking at me and suddenly it’s just – Oh, fuck.
There’s this, this rush of –
a.
And I’m doing this dance, this dance which is not really dancing. 
It’s not really dancing but it’s something else. 
b.
This rush that makes me weak at the knees. 
It really does!
Because she is beautiful, she is actually really beautiful. 
She’s the most beautiful girl in this town. 
Possibly the universe.
a.
And the song’s building and this song’s building.
And it’s stupid and it’s crap but it’s also feels good. 
b.
She is Rihanna, Lauren Cockcroft from Year Eleven, and all my favourite video girls made into one perfect 
being and why have I never see this? 
Why did I not see this before?
a.
And the words are still words but they’re sort of drifting out and becoming something else.
Something new.
c.
And you’re in the cave. 
You’re in the Cave of Midnight and you’re killing the cave ghosts.
a.
And I’m beginning to feel the sound.
Begin to feel it take over.
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Extract 3

a. b and c.

The Great God Creton had three hundred daughters and sons by three hundred different wives but the 
most favoured of all his children was the youngest.
The Child was the offspring of Creton and Lanthea, a wild, free-spirited huntress, and just like her 
mother, the child possessed a natural curiosity and fearlessness.
Whilst Creton’s other daughters and sons spent their days training to be great warriors and wise 
counsellors and renowned thinkers, The Child was free to roam the breadth of Creton’s kingdom, each 
day returning home at sunset with a new discovery for her delighted father and mother; a giant moth 
frozen solid as it emerged from its chrysalis; the first blue blossom of Spring.
It was on a day in late Summer that The Child found herself on the edge of the Valley of Thorns. Here 
was the one place in Creton’s entire kingdom that was forbidden to her but, being naturally curious, she 
did not see the harm in exploring. 
Soon upon entering the valley, however, she realised why her father had not wanted to her to see this 
place. For she had supposed all the subjects of her father’s kingdom to be as free and happy as she 
was. But as she entered the Valley, she suddenly found herself in a shadowy place full of misery and 
desperation. A place where the men, women and children of other captured tribes worked day and night 
as slaves.  
And the sight filled her with a sadness that she could not shake. 
The following day, The Child found herself summoned to the Great Hall to read for her father but as 
soon as she entered, Creton could see the sadness on The Child’s face and, at once, The Great God’s 
countenance suddenly changed. “You have visited the Valley of Thorns!” he declared angrily. 
The Child tried to deny it but at this, the Great God Creton flew into an almighty rage that shook the 
heavens and rent huge rifts across the earth for ten thousand nights.
“I love you with all my being,” explained Creton to the child. ‘But you have disobeyed me and have 
saddened me to the very depths of my spirit,” Creton said. ‘In punishment, I will give you a new name 
and a new nature. And you will go to live with the wise people of Aros.” The Child pleaded desperately 
with her father, for Aros was forty days and nights away by boat but the Great God in his anger would 
not be swayed and the following morning Creton tearfully watched as the ship carrying his favourite 
child set sail for Aros. 
It was twenty nights into the journey when a mighty storm swept across the ocean, tossing the boat 
high into the air before splitting it violently in two. 
When The Child awoke the following morning, she found herself entirely alone, washed up on the shore 
of a small, rocky island. She set about exploring her new dwelling place but soon found it to be a dark, 
barren spot with little of any note, save for some caves around the shoreline and the wild sheep that 
roamed its stony outcrops. Blessed with her mother’s resourcefulness, she spent the day spearing fish, 
gathering firewood and setting traps for the sheep before promptly falling asleep as soon as she had 
made a fire. 
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It was pitch black when she later awoke and, with a growing sense of terror, saw a series of creatures 
slowly and silently emerge from the caves along the shoreline. What kind of animal they were, The Child 
could not say, for the ragged beasts were covered in filth and mange and uttered sounds that she could not 
understand. 
And thus several years passed on the island; the days filled with hunting and fishing and the nights with the 
watching of the ragged beasts until, slowly but surely, The Child forgot about her old life so that when one 
morning a boat appeared at the shoreline, she did not at first recognise the man emerging from it. Recognise 
him as her own father. Only when she ran down to greet Creton at the water’s edge did the memories of her 
past life return and The Child wept openly just like her father did – for Creton himself had searched for many 
years to find her.
It was only when Creton pulled The Child towards him in a fierce embrace that she caught sight of her own 
reflection in the water and was shocked to see that her time on the island had transformed her appearance 
beyond all measure – looking back at The Child in the reflection was not the daughter of a Great God but the 
image of one of the wild, ragged beasts that she had been so fearful of. 
Creton, unaware of The Child’s revelation, drew her ever closer to him. “My beloved child, my beloved child, 
you must never ever leave me again,” he declared with a great fury. “Please, swear it now.”
But on hearing this, The Child suddenly drew away from her father (for she did not understand that the anger 
Creton expressed was an anger towards himself).
‘What?’ Creton asked. ‘What is it, Youth?’ (For this was the new name that Creton had given The Child in her 
disobedience.)
And a mighty rage suddenly filled Youth’s heart
And she thought of all the things she would say to her father. 
How it was her father’s actions that had reduced her to such a lowly state.
How she did not deserve to be abandoned this way.
How it was her father and his forefathers who had already failed, not her.
How she understood so much more than he could imagine. 
How she would gather together all the ragged beasts, all the other wild ragged beasts of the island and 
together they’d set sail for somewhere new, together they’d find a new world of their own making.
And Youth summoned up all the strength in her body but, to her great dismay, found that she could not speak.
For she no longer remembered the many words of her father’s tongue. And, hard as she tried, only two words 
would come out of her mouth.
Two words that she had never uttered before.
Two words dropping to the ground like dull, muddy stones.
Two words to begin a war.
The words flash up, one after the other.
Fuck. 
You.
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Extract 4

c.
You’re in this dark forest. 
This dark forest with these mad purple trees. 
And the trees branches are not really branches, they’re more like glowing electric veins reaching out to zap 
you.
And you’ve found the first enchanted key and now you’re heading to the mountain.
And suddenly there’s a crash, a massive crash in front of you. 
A meteor!
And then another. 
And then another. 
Huge rocks raining down from the sky.
Skimming just past you. 
And you run. 
You run and you dodge as the meteors crash around you and the branches of the tree try to grab you.
And you’re dodging the meteors and you’re moving through the meteor storm.
And the meteors skim past you but they never hit you and you wonder ‘why don’t they ever hit you’?
Why don’t the meteors ever crush you?
And why aren’t the electric trees electrocuting you?
And you’re heading to the mountain. 
You’ve got to head to the mountain to save the princess and you need to focus and the meteors are rushing 
around you and –
And what does someone do, what does someone do to be thrown off a roof?
And – and something about the blue scarf. The boy called Zia and the blue scarf that’s not a scarf.
And you’re moving through the meteors.
Dodging the meteors.
And you don’t want to think about it. 
You shouldn’t have to think about it. 
Just head through the storm.

a.
They’re all there when I arrive home. 
All standing in the hallway.
Waiting. Smiling. 
And as I come in, they all start singing ‘happy birthday’. 
And they’re holding balloons and at the end of it, they let go of the balloons. 
And the balloons all float to the vaulted ceiling.
And it’s nice. 
It feels quite nice.
Even though it’s just the maids and the housekeeper. 
Even though my parents have paid them to do this, it’s nice. 
It feels quite nice. 
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Even though it’s just the maids and the housekeeper. 
Even though my parents have paid them to do this, it’s nice. 
It feels quite nice. 
And then one of them says a thing, a thing I don’t understand.
And all the others laugh.
And then I think how maybe it’s not so nice, maybe the moment’s not so nice at all. 
And then I go to my room. 
And the room is big and too cold from the air-conditioning.
And I think about facetiming my mother but it’s now the middle of the night in Berlin.
And I think about trying my father but it’s now the middle of the night in Kiev.
And I look at the number of likes and – one hundred and three people have hearted Suki Newhouse’s picture.
And that’s when I get the message.
The message from Amber: 
‘There’s no space for you in the car tonight.
Sorry sweetie’. 
Three blown kisses, two shrugging girls, one kiss.
 
c.
You’re on a frozen lake.
You’ve moved through the enchanted forest and now you’re on a frozen lake.
And you’re looking for the second key.
And suddenly this creature, this creature’s coming towards you: an ice wolf. 
And you run towards the ice wolf and you stab it with the ice pick you found in the forest.
And the ice wolf instantly shatters into a thousand pieces.
And then another one rushes at you.
And then another.
And you’ve got your ice pick and you’re stabbing at the ice wolves and -
And it’s easy. 
It’s so easy.
And you’re moving through the frozen tundra and you’re killing the ice wolves.
And snow is falling.
And, and the sky is this blue, this brilliant blue.
And the blue scarf. 
Something about the blue scarf.
And you’re killing the ice wolves but then the blue scarf.
The blue scarf.
And why is this so easy?

a.
And I’m sat there in my room.
I’m sitting there in my large, quiet room and I’m scrolling through my phone.
Scrolling through the feed on my phone.
And I can’t find what I’m looking for because – because I don’t know what I’m looking for.
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And then, and then I’m looking in the mirror at the mark above my lip. 
At the skin tag that’s not even a skin tag. 
And I’m remembering this quote. 
This quote Elena Carvelo posted on her feed.
That ‘Every act of creation is first an act of destruction’.
And I can’t remember who said it.
Can’t quite remember if Pablo Picasso said it
Pablo Picasso or maybe Kloe Kardashian and I’m trying to remember. 
Trying to think. 
And that’s when something clicks
That’s when something clicks and I run downstairs. 
Run downstairs to the kitchens and find it.
Find the thing I’ve been looking for. 
A tiny silver knife the chef uses to gut Bluefin tuna.

Extract 5

b.
And I feel something bigger.
Bigger than my life.
Bigger than my past.
a.
And I feel this connection.
This connection to a new tribe.
A new but ancient tribe.
A tribe of wild, ragged beasts.
c.
And I’m so scared.
I’m so scared but I think maybe this is the start.
Maybe this is the beginning.
This is how it begins.
b.
And I’m looking at the screen 
a.
I’m looking at the screen and 
c.
I’m looking at the screen and I’m holding it in my hand.
b.
The distance between your eyeball and your brain.
c.
I’m holding it in my hand.
a.
The power’s in my hand.
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b.
The power’s here.
a.
And I’m looking at the screen.
b.
I’m looking at the screen and I know what I’m going to do.
c.
I’m looking at the screen and I know what I have to do
a.
I’m looking at the screen and it’s beginning to change.
b.
Something’s beginning to change.
c.
Everything’s beginning to change.
a.
The distance between your eyeball and your brain.
b.
There’s a new world that is coming that is –
a.
There’s a new world that is coming that is –
c.
There’s a new world that’s coming that is –
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