
Characters  

SHAUN, 22. EDDIE, 22. SOPHIE, 10. HANNAH, 24. 
MANAGER, early 30s.  

Scene One  

Present day. The stage is split into two 
distinct areas.  

Downstage to the right, is a counter, as seen in fast 
food restaurants like McDonalds, with checkout tills.  

Upstage, to the left, is a ground floor flat on the edges of 
the South Side of Glasgow.  

Messy. Plates piled up in the sink; a single mattress on the 
floor, covered in duvets, one which is decorated with cartoon 
cannabis leaves.  

SOPHIE is crouched in the middle of this, humming. She is 
peeling stickers of gold stars off a sheet, and sticking them 
onto the floor. There is a knock on the door; once, then 
twice.  

SOPHIE goes to answer it.  

SHAUN enters. He is a gangly young man with a few 
pimples and closely shaved brown hair, wearing a grey 
tracksuit and a yellow baseball cap with the word Tastys 



written on the front.  

SHAUN. Oi!  

Sophie stops dead in her tracks. Shaun goes to 
door. SHAUN. There is another knock. SHAUN.  

A slight pause; then there are three knocks, the last two 
slightly delayed after the first. Shaun opens the door.  

EDDIE enters. He is the same age as Shaun but healthier 
looking - shorter, sturdier red-cheeked and with a wide smile. 
He reaches up to Shaun’s forehead and taps, three times.  

EDDIE. A rat a tat tat! SHAUN. You eejit  

EDDIE. You need to stop puffing so much, man. Para as 
fuck.  

He pings Shaun’s hat.  

What’s this then? SHAUN. Someone’s gotta work there. 
EDDIE. And it may as well be you, you poor bastard. 
SOPHIE. Eddie! EDDIE. Sophie, ma wee dancer! How’s 
tricks? SOPHIE: Just dain’ my homework. EDDIE 
(crouching beside her). Is that right? Looks very creative. 
SHAUN. They’re supposed to go on the paper, Soph, no’ 
the floor. SOPHIE. Shut up! SHAUN. Oi! Don’t ye tell me 
that! SOPHIE. I hate you, ye fat bastard! SHAUN. Hey 
now! He grabs her sheet of stickers, holding them so high 



she can’t reach. What have a told ye about swearin’, eh? 
eh? SOPHIE. Eddie get them! I canny! SHAUN. You need 
your mouth washed, so ye do!  

SOPHIE. Eddie does it! EDDIE (genially). 
Aye, but i’m an adult, Soph.  

SHAUN. Exactly. He’s a fuckin’ adult! When yer grown, you 
can say whatever the hell ye want tae!  

SOPHIE. But it's ages till I’m grown... AGES and AGES 
and AGES and AGES. EDDIE. Here. He crouches down. 
You see this here... I reckon this is genius, man.  

The way you’ve done it - looks like a constellation. 
SOPHIE. Whit’s a constellation? EDDIE. You ever been 
tae the countryside? SOPHIE. Aye.  

EDDIE. Ever looked up there at night? Seen all the wee 
stars, knitted together. and sparkly? That’s a 
constellation.  

SOPHIE. And that’s what it looks like? SHAUN. Nah. 
EDDIE. Dunnae listen tae him. He doesnae have the eye 
for it. Aye, it looks like that. Very artistic. And don’t mind 
that it's no on paper.  

This here’s what they call an installation. SOPHIE. An 
insta-lla-tion.  



EDDIE. All the best artists do it. Hangin’ sharks and cows 
and TVs upside down and all that.  

SOPHIE. Sharks? EDDIE. Aye! Sharks and all sorts. 
SOPHIE. But if the sharks are out the water, doesn’t that 
mean they’re deed? EDDIE. That’s what art is. Dead stuff. 
SHAUN. Alright, but she can hardly bring the floor into 
school can she. SOPHIE. Shut up! EDDIE. Come on Soph, 
he’s bamming you up... Haters - EDDIE & SOPHIE. 
gonnay hate, hate, hate, hate, hate! The microwave pings. 
Here. Dinner. SOPHIE. I donnay like mac n’ cheese. 
SHAUN. Pipe doon and eat it. SOPHIE. But I donnay LIKE 
it! EDDIE. Sound, I’ll have it then. SOPHIE. No!  

She takes the plate and eats quite 
happily.  

SHAUN. I gotta boost soon. EDDIE. Tastys? SHAUN. 
Aye, Tastys. EDDIE. Poor bastard. SHAUN. Are ye 
needing to stay? EDDIE. Aye, for a bit.  

SHAUN. Course, man.  

Beat  

EDDIE. My sister - SHAUN. Ach - 
EDDIE. Anoo [I know]. SHAUN. 
What happened this time?  

EDDIE. My maw’s stressed tae fuck with her aboot. With her 



in it, that hoose feels like fuckin’ Aleppo. Bunch o’ hens pure 
screamin’ and flappin’ about - pure Jeremy Kyle, man.  

SHAUN. I remember Sinead bein’ wee Sophie’s age - 
followin’ us aboot, pure in love wit’ clatty Callum -  

EDDIE. A kno, what happened? Just canny get her off the 
booze, man - she wants to quit an’ all, but nothin’s worked. 
Found a solution, but my maw canny see it.  

SHAUN. Aye?  

EDDIE. DMT. SHAUN 
(laughing): Nah.  

EDDIE. Aye! DMT’s been actual proven to curb 
addiction. I shown her all the videos - the research. 
Scientists! Fuckin’ - Americans.  

SHAUN. Americans say all sorts of 
shite.  

EDDIE. Aye, well, not these Americans. Pure experts, man - 
look  

it up! Folks take a micro-dose, they never want tae touch a 
drop again. Sinead’s pure interested, all, Eddie, can ye get 
me some of this or no? Course a can! This is Eddie McLeish 
she’s talkin’ tae! We trip together, and then - ?  

SHAUN. Whit? EDDIE. Five days, and she doesnay touch a 



drop. SHAUN. Yer kidding’ on.  

EDDIE. She’s like a new woman. Nah - like the auld girl. 
Like that wee cheeky lassie cutting about the park again, 
chatting up clatty Cal. Even starts chattin’ about goin’ back 
to college, and when that chat starts, yu know ...  

SHAUN. Aye, there’s hope 
coming.  

EDDIE. Aye, exactly. But it all goes tae fuck. My maw’s 
suspicious, canny just enjoy a good thing. Been watchin’ her 
bank account - looking owt for suspicious withdrawals and all 
that. I says to Sinead, ye don’t need tae pay me, yer family, 
but she does anyway. My maw sees the cash missing, gets it 
all out of her in 5 minutes. The woman could work for the CIA. 
Anyway, she comes to me raging. World War Three starts 
again. ‘You canny replace one drug with another, son, yer 
poisoning my girl.’ Then she starts goin, ‘look at yourself in 
the mirror Ed - do ya see an enabler looking back at ya?’. 
Dunno where she's been picking up this lingo, she's gone 
pure AA. I go, alright now maw, calm doon, this isnay an 
episode of River City. She’s pure raging again, ‘youse can 
both get out ma hoose then, I canny handle the pair of 
youse...  

SHAUN. Fucks sake.  

EDDIE. Aye... was carnage. 



SHAUN. Where’s Sinead?  

EDDIE. First thing she did was go to the offy. ‘Fuck this, 
Ed, I need this after the day a’ve had.’  

SHAUN. Fucks sake.  

EDDIE. Ach, she’ll be alright. A’m the only one looking out 
for her, still. Disowned by my da, my maw, now - couldnay 
see the progress we made. Brainwashed by all that Talk To 
Frank business. Well who the fuck is Frank, anyway? Some 
bawbag sittin’ in the pub?  

SHAUN. Yer not wrong. EDDIE. She’ll be good, still. Beat. 
But am I fuck gonna bring her into yer gaff. SHAUN. You 
can stay here as long as ye want to. EDDIE. I’ll help with 
the wain. SHAUN. Aye, no bother. I got to boost. You 
alright to stay here with her?  

EDDIE. Aye course. SHAUN. Thanks man. EDDIE. No 
bother. What time you finish? SHAUN. Should be 11. Shit, a 
really need to go. EDDIE. Run like the wind, brother. Shaun 
exits. Right, wee Soph, lets have a look at this installation. 
How many stickers we got left? Reckon we could make 
Orion out of these... Lights fade on Eddie and Sophie.  

Scene 2  

Lights on Tastys restaurant. The air itself 
seems to be orange. The MANAGER is 



sitting in his back office.  

He is on his phone.  

Bach - Brandenburg Concerto No.1 in F major - Allegro - 
is playing.  

SHAUN enters.  

MANAGER. Shaun!  

Come in.  

Shaun sits down.  

MANAGER. You wanted to see 
me?  

SHAUN. Aye. Um...  

Beat  

What’s with the music?  

MANAGER. Do you like it?  

Beat  

SHAUN. Um...  

MANAGER. It's Bach.  



SHAUN. O right.  

MANAGER. Instructions from head office. Supposed to 
create a calming atmosphere at night.  

SHAUN. Here? MANAGER. When drunk customers come 
in. Counteracts any rowdy shenanigans. Beat.  

SHUAN. I dunnae if that’ll work in Glasgow.  

MANAGER. Well it worked in Liverpool and London. We’ll 
have to see about here, won’t we?  

What was it you wanted to talk to me about? Something 
about childcare? SHAUN. Aye. He struggles to find the 
words to begin. MANAGER. If this is distracting you, we 
can turn it off in here.  

He clicks a button on his phone. The Bach cuts. 

The Manager waits.  

SHUAN. I was wondering if I could go down - change - to 
just day shifts.  

MANAGER (confused): What do you mean, 
Shaun?  

SHAUN. Mornings and afternoons. Weekdays if 
possible.  



Beat  

MANAGER. I don't understand.  

SHAUN. I have a -  

MANAGER. You're our nights man!  

SHAUN. I know, but - seeing as I'm never getting more than 
20 hours anyway... I thought that could be while Sophie's at 
school.  

MANAGER. Who? SHAUN. My sister.  

MANAGER. What? The child? SHAUN. Aye. That's why - 
MANAGER. So it's not your child? SHAUN. No, she's my 
sister. MANAGER. I thought it was your child. SHAN. She.  

MANAGER. What? SHAUN. She's my sister. 
MANAGER. Why is it your problem, then? SHAUN. - 
MANAGER. Sorry, Shaun, I mean where are your 
parents? SHAUN. I... that's.... He wants to say 'that's 
personal.' He can't.  

I look after Soph. MANAGER: Right. 
Pause.  

MANAGER: Well I understand the situation you're in, Shaun, 
but I'm not sure I can help you out.  

SHAUN. But you do the rota. MANAGER. And you think, 



because I do the rota, that I can accommodate every  

individual's different needs? SHAUN. No. 
Sorry.  

MANAGER. At Tastys, we value flexibility. We make that 
very clear at the application stage.  

SHAUN. I know.  

MANAGER. It’s part of the job.  

SHAUN. Aye, but  

MANAGER. So maybe, if you have other commitments, 
Tastys just isn't the right working environment for you.  

SHAUN (panicking). I wouldnay say that... it's just Soph, 
she's - she's wee still, and -  

MANAGER. You need to think about whether we work for 
you. Whether your needs can be met better somewhere 
else. Do you know what I'm saying? It's a mutual 
arrangement we have here.  

SHAUN. Aye. I know, it's just the job suits me and ... if this 
could be worked around, it would suit me fine. I think I work 
hard, and -  

MANAGER. It’s not about whether you work hard. I don't 
think anyone's suggesting you don't work hard. It’s about 



your other commitments.  

SHAUN. But who dosnay? MANAGER. What? 
SHAUN. Who dosnay have other 
commitments?  

Beat. MANAGER: I can sense you're getting a little 
frustrated.  

SHAUN. -  

MANAGER. I'm glad you came to me about this, Shaun. 
You're obviously unhappy. It’s not in our best interest to 
have people working here who are unhappy.  

SHAUN. No, no, sorry, I wasnay saying that. I'm very happy 
here, I'm very happy. I wasnay making myself clear, please, 
just let me explain.  

Pause.  

It's just that... last week was only given sixteen hours, just 
nights. Doesn't make much sense tae me... to be sitting 
round while Soph's at school, and working when she needs 
me  

Beat.  

You got kids? MANAGER. 
That's personal.  



SHAUN. Sorry. Just askin' cos ... well i'm no a parent, that's 
the funny thing, but when you're a parent you know how it is. 
Kids... I donnay even like that word; makes them sound like 
baby goats. Wains. They get expensive, you know? When 
a've paid for her child-care, when i'm working evenings, and 
rent, and all that, sometimes canny even afford to get the bus 
tae work. But if I could have day shifts - If I could have day 
shifts - i'd be grand, i'd be there to look after her when she 
gets hame from after-school club, she gets hame at six. It 
isnay even just about the money - it's time -  

Beat. (now embarrassed) so I know it's flexible and all 
that, but just thought, just thought I’d come in tae see you 
and see. Pause.  

MANAGER. What I can do is make a note of your 
preference. SHAUN. Thank you, that's -  

MANAGER. I can't make the decision. I'll have to send it on 
to our head office. It could be months before we get a 
response.  

SHAUN. Why?  

MANAGER. Do you get on with your colleagues 
here?  

SHAUN. Aye - they're sound.  



MANAGER. Do you think many of them enjoy working 
nights?  

Beat.  

SHAUN. Probably not, no.  

MANAGER. So you can see how it would be unfair to 
start giving some people the hours they want, and not 
others.  

Favouritism. SHAUN. But  

MANAGER. As you know, we all work on a flexible rota here. 
That is a key part of the role which is outlined, very clearly, 
which is outlined very clearly at the application stage. 
Everybody has their own commitments, and they -  

SHAUN. Aye, hair-washing night and homework for college, 
for fucks sake! I'm talking about a child.  

MANAGER. Shaun, if you continue talking to me like this 
I'm going to have to send you home.  

SHAUN. Hauld awn -  

MANAGER. I've been perfectly agreeable and said that I'd 
send a  

note of your request to head office. You're not letting me 



finish and you're using inappropriate language.  

SHAUN. I can use whatever language I like. I'm an adult 
aren't I? MANAGER. While in that uniform, you are an 
ambassador for -  

SHAUN. Ambassador! That's a big word for someone you 
treat like a wain on a hamster wheel.  

MANAGER. - An ambassador for one of the biggest 
brands in the world.  

Silence.  

I'm ending this conversation here.  

SHAUN. Wait...  

He breathes.  

I got ahead of myself. I'm sorry for - speaking like that. 
Please let me - [work]  

MANAGER: I'm sending you home where you can hopefully 
rethink your attitude. We need positive workers here, not 
negative people.  

SHAUN. A am. A am positive, a just - MANAGER. I'm 
sorry. You're not in a fit state to work today. Beat. 
SHAUN. And tomorrow? MANAGER. Tomorrow's shift will 



go ahead as planned, providing you've - SHAUN. Shut up.  

MANAGER. Calmed down.  

Beat.  

SHAUN. You don't need to worry. I'm 
away. He gets up to leave.  

MANAGER. Shaun?  

Shaun turns. Half angry, thinking about the meeting. 
Half hopeful, thinking about the money.  

Leave the hat.  

Black out.  

Scene 3  

Shaun is at a bus-stop in town. He is smoking a fag and 
rubbing his hands together, visibly angry.  

HANNAH is sitting at the bus stop. Also carrying a Tastys 
jacket. HANNAH. Shaun. Beat. SHAUN.  

He turns.  

HANNAH. Can I borrow your light? SHAUN. Sorry. He 
does. She lights a cigarette. I thought you only just 
went in. SHAUN. Aye. I ... wasnay feeling well. 



HANNAH. Is that right?  

SHAUN. Aye. Michael says I 
better come home.  

HANNAH. I see.  

Pause.  

SHAUN. Sorry - what was your name again? 
HANNAH. Hannah.  

SHAUN. That's right - sorry. I'm bad with names. 
HANNAH. That's ok. Pause SHAUN. You've only just 
started, haven't ya? HANNAH. I  

transferred.  

SHAUN. Where from?  

HANNAH. Crayford.  

Beat.  

SHAUN. Is that where yer from, 
then?  

HANNAH. I'm from all over. Born in Newcastle - I've lived 
in Leeds, Oxford. Spent the last five years in London.  

SHAUN. Ah right.  



Beat.  

What's it like? I never been. HANNAH. London? SHAUN. 
Aye. HANNAH. It's shit. SHAUN. Oh. Was thinking of 
taking my wee sister there for a visit. Pause.  

She's intae art and that. She's pure clever. Want to take her 
round all the museums.  

HANNAH. Yeah, well, a kid would like it. It's like a 
massive playground. SHAUN. Aye? HANNAH. Full of 
gimmicks. Beat.  

Ping-pong instead of pints. Porridge cafes with fucking 
rabbits wandering around the cafe. The only places that 
never change are places like fucking Tastys.  

The only time Tastys got changed is when the documentary 
came out and they painted everything fucking green.  

SHAUN. I remember that.  

HANNAH. As if that would make the kitchens stink less. 
SHAUN. I like the way you talk. HANNAH. What? SHAUN. 
Yer funny. HANNAH. You chatting me up? SHAUN 
(indignant): Nah! Just sayin'. Beat. Just like how you talk, 
like... you don't give a shit. HANNAH. Well I don't. SHAUN. 
Aye, that's what I like. Neither do I. HANNAH. You do, 
though.  



SHAUN. No I don't!  

HANNAH. I've seen you in there. Running round after 
Michael, proper little Jobsworth, you.  

SHAUN. Aye, well, it's my job. HANNAH. I hate him. 
Beat. HANNAH. They went on strike. Before I left, in 
Crayford. SHAUN. Who did?  

HANNAH. Tastys.  

Shaun laughs.  

What? SHAUN. Strike, man. This isnay the 80's. HANNAH. 
You heard about the meetings here? SHAUN. Aye. 
HANNAH. Are you going to go? SHAUN. Nah. HANNAH. 
Why not? SHAUN. No point. HANNAH. There is. SHAUN. 
Not for me.  

Gees a fag. HANNAH. 'Please.' SHAUN. Forget it, then. 
HANNAH. Fuck you. Here you go. She gives him one. 
Pause. SHAUN. Nah, I just go in, work, get my money and 
go. Job done. It doesnay mean that much to me, I've got 
bigger things on my horizon. HANNAH. Like what? SHAUN. 
A make beats. HANNAH. Beats and burgers. SHAUN. You 
bamming me up? HANNAH. Course not. SHAUN. Alright, 
but what a'm saying is, it's just a job tae me. Hannah laughs. 
Whit? HANNAH. Nothing. SHAUN. No, what? HANNAH. 
Just a joke I used to have with my dad. Used to fast- 



forward action films.  

Called them 'Just a jawb' movies. Cos there's always that 
american geezer, goin' 'its just a jawb!'. Shoot someone 
in the head, assassinate some guy - never mind, 'it's just 
a jawb!'.  

But you know what? SHAUN. Yeah? HANNAH. Your job's a 
big part of your life, innit? Lights down.  

Scene 4  

The next day.  

Eternal – Div Mack is playing.  

The same orange lighting as when in Tastys 
restaurant.  

Shaun is smoking, drinking a beer and playing 
Xbox.  

EDDIE enters. He looks smart - in a suit and tie. He is 
carrying his broadband sales package, which he puts 
delicately down. He surveys the mess.  

EDDIE. Fucks sake man, it smells bogging in 
here.  

You wanna open some windows or no?  



Shaun doesn't reply. Eddie starts to tidy, dancing while he 
does it.  

EDDIE. How come yer not at the chicken graveyard 
today?  

SHAUN. Didn't need me.  

EDDIE. Here, you should think about patching that shit 
anyway. You know my place are always looking for people. 
Guaranteed hours if you hit target.  

Shaun doesn't respond.  

EDDIE. Eh? SHAUN. Aye, alright. EDDIE. You gonna 
just sit around here all day, then? Pause. You know time 
is your greatest resource.  

SHAUN. Whit? EDDIE (importantly): Time is yer greatest 
resource. SHAUN. Yer full of shit, man. EDDIE. Alright, nae 
need to get your period. Eddie loosens his tie and yawns. He 
fingers Shaun's Tastys jacket. EDDIE. Is it true they spit in the 
food? Shaun doesn't respond. Eddie puts the jacket on and 
starts dancing in it.  

EDDIE. you remember this at Colours last year? That was 
fuckin' something else, man. Fleein' out ma nut, not a care in 
the fuckin' world, man, that's what life's all about. That wee 
break from the world where it's just dancing, pumping, beats 



n' pills - you canny beat it.  

SHAUN. And birds. EDDIE. Aye course! Beat. You going this 
year? SHAUN. Canny afford it. EDDIE. Aye, but ye can get 
money if ye know how. SHAUN. No ye can't.  

He gets up and turns the music up even louder.  

EDDIE. My man!  

Shaun closes his eyes and jogs on the spot. Eddie gets 
them both beers.  

Let's have a belter. Colours in this very room. SHAUN. 
Aye. EDDIE. Dancing, pumping, beats n' pills! SHAUN. 
And birds!  

They dance. Shaun jogs on the spot.  

EDDIE. Yer jumping all over Orion, pal.  

Shaun takes his shirt off, dancing up and down on the spot 
wildly.  

SHAUN. Aye, its my 'get me the fuck out of here' 
dance.  

He turns the music off suddenly and drops on the mattress, 
eyes closed.  

EDDIE. Ye alright?  



There is a turn in the lock. Enter Sophie, in her school 
uniform.  

SHAUN: Come here. Give us a wee cuddle.  

Sophie goes to him. SOPHIE: You smell like shite! SHAUN: 
Christ almighty, stop swearing, ya bam! EDDIE: Mind you 
don’t do that at school or they’ll send round the Social. 
SHAUN: Aye, the Social comin’ any minute now to take you 
away. SOPHIE: No!  

SHAUN: Mind you don’t swear then.  

EDDIE: You do art today? SOPHIE: Poetry. EDDIE: 
Ooh-la-la. SOPHIE: We did the Jabberwocky. SHAUN: 
The Jabber-what-the-fuck-er? EDDIE: Aye, the 
Jabberwocky! I remember that! ’Twas brillig and the slithy 
toves.’  

SHAUN: You speakin’ Polish, mate? EDDIE: You wouldnay 
know a poem if it hit ye in the face, you uncultured dug. 
SOPHIE: It's about a monster. SHAUN: Aye? SOPHIE: And 
we had to make up our own Jabberwockys. SHAUN: Yer 
own monsters? That’s a bit scary, no? SOPHIE: Yer 
supposed to face up to them, like he does in the poem. 
EDDIE: What was yours, then? SOPHIE: Da. Pause. 
Carmen’s was ghosts! She believes in them. Hahaha! 
Pause. EDDIE: Here, you wanna hear about my 
Jabberwocky? SOPHIE: Yeah!  



EDDIE: He’s a real cunt, and we had a silly name for him. 
Like the Jabberwocky and all. See if you do that, it makes 
them less scary.  

SHAUN: Don’t frighten her.  

EDDIE: She’s a big girl. Aren’t ye?  

He stands, ready to perform. Ever the exhibitionist. He 
enjoys it.  

This one’s for Leech.  

Ye old bastard!  

He’s a showman,  

Who sold his showman’s coat for 
gin.  

He’s like the treasure island 
pirate,  

With a black spot on his 
chinny-chin-chin.  

Death’s has marked the spot on his 
throat,  

growing -  



SOPHIE: Like the’ holes you get from 
smoking.  

EDDIE: Exactly. But don’t interrupt -  

SOPHIE: I seen them on the packets. They’re tiny, but. Make 
you sound like Darth Vader, probably. Huuuh-ohhhh-huuhhh!  

Glances at Shaun smoking.  

Please dunnae grow one, Shaun! SHAUN: Only old people 
get them. EDDIE: Am I ever gonna - fucking! SHAUN: 
Sorry, Ed. On you go. EDDIE (clears throat):  

Growing - blackened with his fate. Now Glasgea’s full 
of treasure, but  

No holy God exists 
To let a man, grow  

Bad like this. Now, it's night-time. Old Leechy’s at the 
bus-stop. He sits an’ waits, he sits an’ rots. The 
gabble-gabble songs he spits, Right in yer face,  

The booze he’ll quit, The liquid-smooth and easy lips - The 
knarled grey hands, the swaying hips. But here, don’t ever 
say his name. No' cos of fear, no' cos of shame But say their 
names and monsters live, Their names are what you feed 
them with. He’d come alive like monsters do, and then, my 



dear, he’ll come forYOU! Sophie screams. SHAUN: For 
fooks sake! EDDIE: She’s alright.  

SHAUN: She’s no! Come here, pet.  

Sophie clings to him, crying.  

SHAUN: Ye fuckin’ bastard.  

EDDIE: Ach, it's good for them to be scared sometimes! 
Healthy.  

SHAUN: You forget her age!  

EDDIE: Alright, here.  

Soph.  

Look, I'm standing on yer 
installation.  

I’m in Orion, Soph!  

She doesn’t look up.  

Alright, look. I’m gonna put on a song, and this song right, it 
has magic in it. It can make any monsters, any bad people, 
any cunt that takes the piss, just go right away.  

Leechy, Jabberwocky, any bullies - just fuck right awff. All ye 
have to do is sing along and do a silly dance. Alright? Watch 



me.  

He puts Outta Space by Prodigy on. Sophie 
quietens.  

Sophie, look. Look. Am like an alien. He does a 
silly dance. ‘I’m descending to outta space, To find 
another race’.  

She giggles.  

EDDIE: There we go, yer wee smile! That’s what I like tae 
see!  

Shaun gets up and dances. Sophie watches for a while, then 
joins in.  

They dance. Shaun’s phone rings. He doesn’t answer it. It 
rings again. He answers it. SHAUN (cheerfully): Alright! His 
tone changes immediately. Aye. (To Eddie): Turn that 
down. Beat. Down! He does. SOPHIE: But I want to carry 
on dancing! EDDIE: Shh Shaun’s jus’ takin’ a phone call. 
SHAUN: Now? ... Alright. (To Eddie): Can you mind her?  

EDDIE: Nah, mate. SHAUN: 
Whit? EDDIE: I have a date, man. 
SHAUN: No, no, i’m comin’- (To 
Eddie): fucks sake man, please. 
Bring her round. EDDIE 



(laughing): To this dump?  

SHAUN (flaring): not too much of a dump for you to live 
in. SOPHIE: Please don’t go Shaun, I want to dance.  

SHAUN (to Eddie): I need this shift to pay for the flat you’re 
so fuckin’ comfy in the now.  

EDDIE: Don’t act like i’m no helpin’ out. SHAUN: 
Please. EDDIE: Fuckin’ hell man. SHAUN: Reschedule 
it.  

EDDIE: This is a joke.  

Sophie starts crying.  

SHAUN: Soph shut it ye fuckin’ crybaby! EDDIE: Don’t talk 
ta her like that, it's not her fault. SHAUN: Whit? EDDIE: Not 
her fault you can’t manage yer time. SHAUN: What... Beat I 
got to go. EDDIE: Go then. SHAUN. You’ll - EDDIE. Just go 
to work man, come on. Shaun leaves. Lights fade.  

The sound of football match 
commentary.  

Scene 5  

Eddie is sitting on the mattress, smoking and watching the 
game on TV. There is a knock at the door. He answers it. It 
is Hannah. EDDIE. Alright?  



HANNAH. Hi. I'm lookin for Shaun?  

EDDIE. He isnay in. HANNAH. Oh. EDDIE. Come in and 
wait for him, if you want. HANNAH. Is he - ? EDDIE. He 
got called in. He'll be back soon, was hours ago. Hannah 
comes in. She looks around the flat. HANNAH. A kid 
lives here? EDDIE. Aye. Not my kid! His. HANNAH. I 
didn't know he had a kid. EDDIE. Not his. His sister. 
HANNAH. Oh. EDDIE. You work with him? HANNAH. 
Yeah. I'm at college too. Doing pyschology. EDDIE. 
Aye? What am I thinking right now? He looks at her 
intently. HANNAH. Its psychology. Not mind-reading. 
EDDIE. Aye, but yer supposed to be good at reading 
people, aren't ya.  

Beat.  

Do ya want me to tell you? HANNAH. Go on 
then. EDDIE. A'm thinking Shaun's punching. 
HANNAH. Ha ha. EDDIE. A think I would be 
good at psychology.  

See that Shaun? I think he's a psychopath. Hannah laughs. I 
think he is, but. It's in his eyes. Cold. Fishy little things. Once 
he said if he was gonnay murder someone, it would be with a 
ice-pick. Slowly, one hit at a time. Something to think about, if 
yer going with him. HANNAH. I'm not going with him. EDDIE. 
So yer single? Shaun enters. Alright, mate. SHAUN. Hannah, 
I'm sorry. He pure wouldn’t let me leave. It's a mess, a'm 



sorry. I wasnay expecting you. HANNAH. Its okay.  

EDDIE. Am a allowed to leave now, pal? SHAUN. Aye, 
course. Thanks. EDDIE. Soph's in bed. Eddie leaves.  

SHAUN. I'm sorry about the mess. HANNAH. Honestly, it 
doesn't matter. It's better than my place. She sits down on 
the mattress and rubs her eyes. SHAUN. You alright? 
HANNAH. I'm just tired. Skint. SHAUN. Aye, you want tea? I 
have flavours and that. Bubblegum, even. Some pish, but 
Soph likes it. He puts the kettle on. This? - Gestures at his 
box of tobacco and weed. HANNAH. Thanks. SHAUN. It's 
no bother. He busies himself with the tea and rolling a joint.  

HANNAH. I want to tell you the real reason. Why I needed 
to come by, but i'm  

worried you'll be pissed.  

SHAUN. It's alright, I know ye want tae talk my ear off about 
the strike stuff. I'm used tae it.  

HANNAH. It's not even that.  

Pause.  

After college... I was supposed to get picked up, but they 
never came. And I didn't have the money for the bus.  

I was too embarrassed to tell people... so I texted you, to 



come here. Cos I know you live near.  

Pause.  

Are you pissed?  

SHAUN. Nah. Course not.  

HANNAH. cos if you want me to leave, I 
can.  

SHAUN. Don't be mental. Come on, I know the real 
reason, anyway.  

HANNAH. What's that?  

SHAUN. Cos you wanted to see me, didn't ya?  

HANNAH. Yeah, that's right.  

SHAUN. Aye, so you made up some mental story about 
no' having money for the bus. A know.  

HANNAH. It was just so embarrassing.  

Pause.  

SHAUN. Hey, hey. don’t get upset about it. HANNAH. I’m 
not. SHAUN. Aye, alright. Pause.  

Here. Have some tea.  



She takes the tea and the joint. 
Pause.  

HANNAH. Its stupid to get upset about it.  

Beat.  

Money. SHAUN. It's stressful, but. HANNAH. It could be 
anything. Rocks. Feathers. Dust. Someone just decided one 
day, he’d get everyone to believe in it. Beat. SHAUN. You’re 
stoned. HANNAH. Nah.  

SHAUN. I like stoned Hannah. HANNAH. Shut 
up. Pause. HANNAH. I just feel...  

Can we... SHAUN. Whit? HANNAH. Can we watch a film? 
SHAUN. A 'just a jawb' film. HANNAH. Yes. I wanna see 
Matt Damon with a gun. With his guns out. SHAUN. Oi. 
HANNAH. What? SHAUN. Nothin'. They look at each-other 
briefly. Hannah lies down and cuddles into him. Claude 
Debussy - Clair de Lune plays. Lights dim.  

Scene Six  

Debussy continues playing. Orange light. Tastys. Shaun is 
behind the counter. A moment on his face. He looks like he is 
dreaming - in a different world.  

Enter Eddie, holding Sophie’s hand. He looks distressed.  



EDDIE: Can you talk for five minutes? SHAUN: What are 
you doing here? EDDIE: I can’t have her tonight.  

SHAUN: What?  

EDDIE: Listen, can ye get anyone else? SHAUN: You 
know I can’t. MANAGER enters. MANAGER: Is there a 
problem? EDDIE: Please, Shaun.  

MANAGER: Excuse me sir, but there’s a que. Are you 
ordering anything? EDDIE: Who the fuck are you? SHAUN: 
Eddie. MANAGER: I’m the Manager here.  

EDDIE: Oh right. Listen, I need ta talk to him. Can he 
come outside for five minutes? MANAGER: I’m afraid 
not.  

EDDIE: How no?  

MANAGER: I’m afraid we’re very busy.  

EDDIE: This is his wee 
sister.  

MANAGER: I’m aware of that.  

EDDIE: I don’t think you are, though.  

MANAGER: Shaun is in the middle of his 
shift.  



EDDIE: It's an emergency.  

MANAGER: I’m sorry. It is up to employees to arrange their 
own child-care outside of hours.  

EDDIE: For fucks sake.  

MANAGER: Outside of hours.  

EDDIE: You’re fuckin’ joking.  

MANAGER: I’m going to have to ask you to leave, sir. We 
have customers.  

EDDIE: Oh for fucks sake. An apple 
pie.  

Shaun puts it through till.  

SHAUN: 99p.  

EDDIE: Jesus.  

(He roots in his pockets)  

I don’t have it.  

MANAGER: If you can’t pay, you have to 
leave.  

EDDIE: Shaun, get this bell-end tae fuck and come take 
Sophie home. Fuck this shiter of a job, you can get another 



one, easy.  

Pause.  

SHAUN: I can’t. EDDIE: What? SHAUN: I can’t. EDDIE: 
Shaun, its Tastys, for fucks sake. Its fucking Tastys.  

What the fuck is this music, 
anyway?  

MANAGER: I’m going to call security, sir - sorry but I have 
no other choice.  

EDDIE: I’m going, i'm  

(To Shaun):  

It's Sinead, 
man....  

It's Sinead.  

It's serious, Shaun. It's... she’s 
...  

SHAUN: I can’t. I’m sorry.  

EDDIE: Jesus.  

Fuck you, and your wain, then. And fuck this Dobber and 
all.  



He exits.  

Manager leans down to Sophie.  

MANAGER: That was very unpleasant, wasn’t it? Would you 
like to come into the office with me and have some smile 
snacks?  

SOPHIE: MANAGER (to Shaun): Is there anyone 
you could call?  

Scene 7  

Shaun’s flat. Hannah is sitting, smoking and scrolling 
through her phone. Sophie is playing with Orion. SOPHIE: 
You shouldn’t do that, you know. HANNAH: What? 
SOPHIE (pointing at her cigarette): It gives you a hole in 
your throat. HANNAH: Oh well. Pause. SOPHIE: How 
come you talk funny? HANNAH: I’m from England.  

SOPHIE (excited): I’ve been to Blackpool once. 
HANNAH: Is it? SOPHIE: It smelt like dog shit. 
Pause. SOPHIE: What do you work as? 
HANNAH: I work at Tastys with your brother. 
SOPHIE: Do you like it? HANNAH: Not really. 
Do you like school? SOPHIE: Not very. But it’s 
only my part-time job. HANNAH: Oh yeah? 
SOPHIE: I’m an Artist.  

HANNAH: An artist, yeah? That’s 



great.  

SOPHIE: I’ve been an artist for .... (counting on her fingers) 
maybe three weeks now. (Gesturing at Orion)  

This is what a’ve been working on lately. HANNAH: It’s 
lovely. Really lovely. Pause. SOPHIE: Would you like to see 
my Donald Trump impression? HANNAH: - - okay.  

Sophie collapses on the floor and starts spasming 
wildly.  

HANNAH: Jesus!  

SOPHIE (jumping up): Do you like 
it?  

HANNAH: What the fuck was that?  

SOPHIE: Carmen’s mum says he doesnae have a brain! 
Hahaha! If you didnae have a brain, you’d be retarded!  

HANNAH (laughing): Don’t use that word Sophie, it's not 
very... nice. But that’s a good impression.  

Where’d you hear about Donald 
Trump? SOPHIE: Everywhere.  

HANNAH: You’re quite smart, aren’t 
cha? SOPHIE: Very.  



There is a banging at the door. Sophie goes to answer it. 
Enter Eddie. He is shaking. SOPHIE. Eddie! Eddie goes 
silently to the speakers. He starts to unhook them. HANNAH. 
What you doing? He doesn't answer. He lifts the speakers 
and drops them. EDDIE. For fucks sake! He starts to cry. 
Then stops. Starts gathering his stuff and packing it into bags. 
HANNAH. I - She doesn't know what to say. Enter Shaun. 
Eddie looks at him briefly, then carries on packing his stuff 
away. SHAUN. Ed, I'm sorry about before, man. Pause. 
EDDIE. These are mine. Beat. SHAUN. We both paid for 
them, Ed. We split the price. Eddie violently kicks the 
speakers. SHAUN. Hey!  

EDDIE. REALLY? YER GOING TAE TALK ABOUT MONEY 
TA ME - NOW? SHAUN. Eddie - EDDIE. I coulda left Sophie. 
Here, by herself.  

But I cut across town to get her to you. Cos I didnay wanna 
leave her. The  

hours  

A've given to her.  

Pause.  

SHAUN. It wasn't my decision, I -  

EDDIE. Five minutes! Just the strength tae say, nah I'm 



gonna take this! Yer a coward. You'd think out of all 
people, you'd understand.  

SHAUN. I do understand. EDDIE. But maybe you don't. 
Because, you're too feart to even go up and see her.  

SHAUN. Shut yer mouth.  

EDDIE. Why? Because you want to pretend she doesn't 
exist? Telling Sophie she's dead, that she doesn't have a 
mum? Cos it's easier. That's you - always, the easy way 
out. It's pathetic.  

SHAUN. Shut up! Get the fuck out!  

EDDIE. She was all alone. Sinead. Calling me and calling 
me with nobody else to ring.  

By the time I got there...  

(Beat)  

And you've no even asked me how she is. No - you talk to 
me about .... money. (To Hannah) You see?  

(Pointing at Shaun)  

Psychopath.  

He exits.  



Silence.  

HANNAH. Shaun.  

Pause.  

She comes up to him and puts a hand on his 
shoulder.  

SHAUN. Fuck off.  

Pause.  

Didn't you hear me?  

Fuck off.  

I don't even know you.  

Beat  

Why are you just hanging around? We shag once and then 
you think we're together or something?  

HANNAH. No.  

SHAUN. Well fuck off then! Go on, its fucking weird!  

She leaves. Pause. 
SHAUN. Go to bed, Soph.  

Pause. He looks at 



her.  

SOPHIE. What did he say about my 
mum?  

Shaun kicks at ORION - some stickers go 
flying.  

SOPHIE: No! SHAUN: What? 
SOPHIE: Yer ruining Orion. 
SHAUN: There is no fucking Orion.  

He kicks through them again. Sophie starts to cry. 
SHAUN: They're just a bunch of stickers. SOPHIE: 
Where’s Eddie? SHAUN: Fuck. Do you think I want all this 
shite on my floor? I'm constantly cleaning up after your 
shit. Beat How old are ye anyway? SOPHIE: You know 
how old I am. SHAUN: Do I? ‘Cos I thought you were ten, 
but you act more like a five year old. Still fuckin’ aboot with 
stickers. Or are you just a bit of a mungo? SOPHIE: Why 
are you... SHAUN: What? Beat.  

Stop greetin.’  

Eddie, Eddie, Eddie.  

You know how much Eddie 
earns?  

He hits enough sales, he can make 2 grand a 



month.  

You know how much I earn?  

Seven fucking quid an 
hour.  

Because of you.  

SOPHIE: No.  

SHAUN: If it weren’t for you, I.  

But its no’.  

No appreciation.  

It's Eddie this, and Eddie 
that.  

You don’t like havin’ me around?  

You want me to ring da and get him to take you off ma 
hands, so I can start living my fuckin’ life?  

SOPHIE: NO!  

SHAUN: Or maybe the Social, then? ‘Cos Eddie isnay goin’ 
to. He doesnay give a fuck about ya.  

SOPHIE: He does. SHAUN: He doesnay. I do. Are you 
hearing me? I DO! Low hum of music builds - Moby, Next 



is the E. Sophie starts gathering her stickers. Spotlight on 
Shaun. Sophie sits motionless, the stickers gathered 
around her.  

Club-lights flash on Shaun. The music builds in volume. 
Shaun jumps on the spot, eyes closed. He gets more and 
more drunk. Sophie’s stickers start to glow in the dark. The 
light on Shaun's face is orange. The light on Sophie is a 
silvery glow. SOPHIE (voiceover over the music): Hello, I’m 
Sophie. Pleased to meet you. In Glasgow, Scotland. Aye, 
but the shite part. Oh, I could come visit? That would be 
lovely, thank you? Well I donnas have a passport, will that 
be a problem, Sir? Not for Jupiter, didn’t think so, thank you 
very much. Will I be bringing any family with me? (beat) No, 
just me. Myself.  

Music cuts. Lights come up - as in a club at the end of the 
night.  

Shaun is slumped, eyes unfocused, with his Tastys cap on, 
and a drink in his hand, partly spilt on the floor and his shirt.  

SHAUN (singing): I’m just sittin’ in outer space - ! To 
find another race - ! I’m just sittin’ - in outer space -!  

To find another race - ! I’m in the mood for another 
dimension! I’m in the mood for another dimension! Pay 
close attention!Pay close attention! Pay close - ! Blackout. 
Debussy - Clair De Lune.  



 

Scene 8  

2 months later.  

Debussy.  

Lights up slowly on Tastys 
restaurant.  

The back office.  

MANAGER. Hello, Shaun.  

SHAUN. Hello.  

Pause.  

MANAGER. I'll just turn this down.  

He turns off the Debussy 
music.  

Silence.  

SHAUN (gesturing). Has it been 
working?  

MANAGER. Debussy? Not really. Turns out thugs are thugs 
no matter what you play. I just play it for myself now. I've got 



quite  

fond of it.  

(Pause)  

Do you remember the last time I bought you in here for a 
chat, Shaun?  

Beat.  

SHAUN. Yes. MANAGER. And how long ago 
was that? Beat.  

SHAUN. About two months. MANAGER. Yes. Beat. 
Between you and me, Shaun, I was very close to letting you 
go. SHAUN. A know.  

MANAGER. I was very disappointed in 
you.  

Pause.  

You came in an hour late for your shift. Clearly under the 
influence of alcohol. SHAUN. A know. MANAGER. If it 
was anyone else, I would have let them go. SHAUN. Yes.  

MANAGER. I wasn’t sure if you were loyal to this company. 
But I gave you a second chance. I asked you to show me that 
you cared. That you could change.  



SHAUN. Yes.  

Beat  

Thank you.  

MANAGER. I’m happy to say I was proved 
wrong.  

The same day you came to me with some information about 
some workplace agitation. Some behaviour from a few that 
would’ve caused a problem for the majority of our workforce.  

Pause.  

You helped us nip that in the bud before it got out of 
hand.  

It showed great loyalty to Tastys and showed that you care 
about maintaining harmony in the workplace. That really 
impressed me.  

Pause.  

How is little Sophie getting on? SHAUN. She’s good. Good. 
MANAGER. She must be enjoying having her big brother 
around in the evenings. SHAUN. Aye, she does. Beat. 
Thanks again. MANAGER. No bother. A man of your age, 
taking care of a minor. I respect that. Pause. Shaun, we’d like 
to make you a floor manager here at Tastys.  



Pause.  

MANAGER. An increase to £9 an hour. Which may not 
seem like much, but - it's not all about money.  

Beat.  

SHAUN. What else is it about? MANAGER. You’ll be 
in control of a team. You’ll have authority. You’ll have 
respect. Pause. Smile a bit, pal! You’ve just been 
promoted!  

SHAUN. Aye. Thanks. MANAGER. Congratulations. Shaun 
gets up to leave. At the door, he turns. SHAUN. Michael? 
MANAGER. Yes? Pause. SHAUN. What happened to 
Hannah? MANAGER. If Hannah still wanted to be here, she 
would be. Beat. SHAUN. Was it - I just want to know - was it 
because of what I told you? MANAGER. Shaun, it's illegal 
for us to fire anyone because of union activity. Pause.  

SHAUN. But - MANAGER. Hannah wasn't a good 
employee. She wasn't right for us. Beat. Congratulations, 
again. SHAUN. Thank you. Shaun exits.  

Scene 9  

9pm, that night.Shaun is putting Sophie to 
bed.  

SOPHIE: Shaun?  



SHAUN: Yes, pet?  

SOPHIE: Teacher tell me off 
today.  

SHAUN: Why? What did you do?  

Were you swearing again - Soph, I told ya - if you do that, I 
get in trouble too, OK? Do you like living here with me? Cos 
that could -  

SOPHIE: I wasnay swearing! SHAUN: Well, what were you 
doin’ then? SOPHIE: I was singing. Beat. SHAUN: Singing? 
SOPHIE: Aye. SHAUN: So why’d they tell you off about 
that? SOPHIE: I wasn’t supposed tae be . SHAUN: Why 
no’? SOPHIE: Because it was in Maths class. SHAUN: So 
why can’t you sing during maths class? SOPHIE: I dunno, 
do I! Shaun laughs. SHAUN: What were you singin’? 
SOPHIE (sings): I’m descending to outer space,  

To find another race.  

I’m descending to outer 
space,  

To find another race.  

Beat.  

SHAUN: yer a little raver, aren’t 



ya?  

SOPHIE: Conor was being mean to me so I did what Eddie 
said. Sang and danced the special song to make the bullies 
go away.  

Pause.  

SHAUN: Aye, well did it shut the little bastard up? 
SOPHIE: Aye. But I got in trouble. With the teacher.  

SHAUN: Don’t mind them. SOPHIE: 
No?  

SHAUN: If someone’s pickin’ on ya Soph, I don’t care what 
any teacher says. You be as loud as you can to get them to 
fuck off. Even in Maths class.  

SOPHIE: Really? SHAUN: If you feel like singing, do it. Beat. 
Soph... you remember the day Eddie left? SOPHIE. Yeah. 
SHAUN. And remember he said some things. About our 
mum. Sophie says nothing. And I got angry and was very 
horrible. And the next day, I come in and apologise to  

you, and says I'll tell you everything, just only when I'm 
ready. You remember? SOPHIE. Yes. SHAUN. You 
remember mum at all? Pause  

SOPHIE. I remember the 
dancing.  



SHAUN. Do ya?  

SOPHIE. I remember her putting the songs into youtube. 
And showing me the steps.  

SHAUN. Aye, she liked dancing.  

Beat  

She was a special person, but she wasnay a very strong 
person, Soph. And you remember our da - he wasnay a 
very nice man.  

SOPHIE. He was a jabberwocky.  

SHAUN. Aye. So sometimes, when a jabberwocky gets right 
up close, for too long, it gets hard to fight anymore. You can 
fight and fight but sometimes you just canny win. All that 
nonsense  

they're spilling gets up inside your heed and makes 
something inside of you go all quiet. The part that wants to 
dance, or... sing. So when she left... when you thought she 
was deed, Soph, I let you believe that, I didn't say yes or no, 
because in a way she was. She is. She's no right anymore. 
But she's in a special place where people are taking care of 
her.  

Beat  



And then when da left. I wasnay old enough, so they could've 
sent round the social. But they would've split us up. And I 
don't think that's what mum would've wanted. So I kept quiet, 
Soph, and we carried on. We just carried on the way we were.  

Beat  

I'm sorry, Soph. I should've told you the truth.  

If you want to see her, you can.  

Beat  

SOPHIE. It's alright. SHAUN. Yeah? SOPHIE. A don't really 
want to. Pause. SHAUN. Okay. I love you, Soph. SOPH. I 
love you too Shaun. He gets up to leave. SOPHIE: Shaun? 
SHAUN: Yeah pet? SOPHIE: Do you think she couldn't fight 
cos she didn't know the magic song?  

SHAUN. What, Out of Space by 
Prodigy? A better music taste might've 
helped. SOPHIE. Shaun?  

SHAUN. Go to sleep now, young 
yin. SOPHIE. Mind Orion.  

Lights fade.  

Scene 10  

Lights up. Tastys. Bach - Brandenburg concerto 1. Shaun is 



staring straight ahead. Not serving. He takes off the hat and 
places it on the counter. Lights cut. Bach continues. End.  


