


WARNING: Contains bad language, scenes of emotional distress and 
representations of motor and vocal tics that may trigger others to tic.

                                                                                                    

Living With You was first performed in a filmed, staged reading on the 7th 
June 2021 at The Brunton Theatre, Musselburgh.

Cast List

Farrell Angus Taylor

Fenn Joe Urquhart

Mum / Pupil Pauline Lockhart

Teacher / Aunt / Shopper Irene Allan

Directed by Nigel Ashworth

Videographers Sylwia Kowalczyk and Simon Crofts

With thanks to Tourette Scotland, Voluntary Arts Scotland, Creative Scotland, Get 
Creative, The Brunton Theatre, Mike Crane and Mark Thomson.

                                                                                                    

Where Farrell’s lines are in bold, it indicates they are said as a tic, which is louder, 
more assertive and more confident than their other words. For example:

FARRELL: Not sorry, sorry, not sorry.



Author’s Notes

This project started in April 2021 with 11 young people from across Scotland who wanted to 
share their experiences of growing up with Tourette’s. After 18 hours of zooms and 13,500 words 
of notes,  their experiences have been combined into this single story,  to reflect their lives at 
home, school and in the outside world.

Some young people have been lucky, been to schools that accepted them, didn’t get bullied, had 
supportive families. But what connected our group were the scars from schools or shopping or 
just walking down the street. Of having to deal with the onset of Tourette’s, in a mostly hostile 
world. Tourette’s is a complex and sometimes contradictory condition. Unless you have it or 
someone in your close family has it, it’s likely you only see the external signs. All our young 
contributors, shared a feeling that Tourette’s wasn’t well understood and they want to change 
this. 

It was clear that we needed to show what Tourette’s feels like from the inside not just the visible 
tics on the outside. I hope this gives new insight for our community and wider society into the 
constant  struggle  of  Tourette’s.  This  is  quite  a  dark  story  because  this  is  what  our  young 
contributors chose to talk about. In parts, it might be hard to watch but it’s their truth and I need 
to honour that. 

I  hope this provides a new way to think and talk about life with the condition. A way that 
doesn’t focus on the tics but focusses on the inner experience, puts more emphasis on those 
around them and how they make things worse. Why do people stare, why do they laugh, why 
do they trigger tics, either accidentally or on purpose? Why do they not believe what we say, call 
us faker, attention seeker? Why do they tell us to stop when they know we can’t?

This  story should open up conversations about living with Tourette’s.  So that  teachers  who 
refuse to adapt to the needs of kids in school or refuse to even attend training, will realise the 
impact of their actions. That families will get to see their son or daughter, brother or sister with 
Tourette’s, in a new, deeper way. That medical & social care workers will look beyond Tourette’s 
as a diagnosis or treatment plan and engage with the whole person to understand how they feel. 

I especially hope that our 11 brilliant, young contributors feel proud of what they have created 
with  me.  I’m deeply  humbled  that  they  trusted  me  with  their  very  personal  thoughts  and 
feelings.  Young  people  with  Tourette’s  have  an  amazing  capacity  for  compassion  and 
understanding. Their emotional maturity is well beyond their ages. 

We can cope with our Tourette’s, we have to. It’s the wider world we have the most problems 
with. As a storyteller, I describe Tourette’s as owning the world’s worst behaved pet. You didn’t 
ask for it and can’t control it. It keeps doing things that other people don’t like and you get the 
blame. Even worse, it looks just like you, so trying to blame it on your pet, doesn’t work. 

Nigel Ashworth May 2021
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TEENAGER’S BEDOOM - 8:20AM

Fenn is lying on the bed, still and turned away. Getting ready for school, Farrell is searching for 
something, trying not to disturb Fenn. At first, we just hear Fenn’s voice.

FENN: So, you’re going to do this? 

Farrell looks in a mirror, adjusting their clothes and hair. Farrell makes facial tics, blinking, 
scrunching nose, sniffing.

FENN: I have Tourette’s Syndrome. This means that I have a neurological disorder.

Farrell goes to the bed and grabs a piece of paper from Fenn.

FENN: This is the dumbest thing you’ve ever done.

Farrell goes back to the mirror and reads from the paper.

FARRELL: I have Tourette’s Syndrome. This means that.... No. Tourette’s is a 
neurological dis...... No.

Fenn is behind Farrell. Fenn looks like Farrell and is dressed like them. Fenn whispers in 
Farrell’s ear.

FENN: This won’t go well, you know that, don’t you.

FARRELL: Miss Muldoon said it would help, if they understood more about it.

FENN: They? Who cares about them? You’ll mess this up, in front of everyone.

FARRELL: I can’t put it off. I can't keep it all in. Some kids already look at me. I have 
to try, make them understand. 

FENN: Well, everyone’s going to be looking, if you do this talk. Your hair is such a 
mess today. 

FARRELL: They need to know, that I can’t help it.

FENN: So it’s all my fault. 

FARRELL: Well, yeah. I used to be/

Fenn blows on Farrell’s hair. Farrell’s hands snap up to their hair and mess it up.

FARRELL: Don’t, get off.

FENN: The last time you gave a talk it was six and half minutes of stumbling and 
stuttering. 

FARRELL: Because of you. You need to keep quiet and stay away. 

FENN: I’m not missing this. You’ll go down in school history.
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FARRELL: Please.

FENN: Don’t you want my help? You don’t like me, do you? Rather I wasn’t here. 
You want to get rid of me.

FARRELL: Of course I don’t want you. Sorry. Look, just let me do this and we’ll go to 
MacDonald’s after school, OK?

FENN: You know what Mum said, after last time.

FARRELL: I always get the blame for you.

FENN: You’re weak, that’s why.

FARRELL: That’s not fair. I’m trying, at school.

FENN: Why do you care? Why do you try to fit in with all those pathetic clones? 
Just be yourself. 

Fenn brushes Farrell’s neck. Farrell’s head jerks back.

FENN: You know I always win.

Fenn brushes Farrell’s neck again. Farrell’s head jerks back every time.

FENN: In the end. You can’t. 
Stop me.

FARRELL: Can’t. Can. Can’t.

From downstairs, Farrell’s Mum calls.

MUM: Farrell, hurry up, we’ve got to go now.

SFX - Downstairs, Archie their dog, starts barking. Fenn barks back, then Farrell starts barking 
too.

MUM: Archie be quiet. Farrell, come on, traffic’s a nightmare at this time. I don’t 
want to be late again. Archie.

Farrell stops barking but Fenn carries on.

FARRELL: Can I just be me today?

FENN: I am you.

FARRELL: No, I mean.... just me. 

FENN: Oh, you mean boring you. Won't speak to anyone you. 

FARRELL: I'm not boring. 

FENN: Look down you, walk fast you, no one knows who you are you, sit at the 
back you, keep your head down you.
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FARRELL: I just want to be left alone. 

FENN: People love me, you know. They pay attention to me. You should be more 
like me. Set fire to the fucking place, be famous.

FARRELL: No.

FENN: Punch that bitch, Miss Muldoon, right in the face.

FARRELL: No. 

FENN: Then they'd leave you alone.

FARRELL: No. Please, just let me be normal, for today, so I can /

FENN: Normal, normal, you want to be like them, look like them, listen to their 
pathetic music. Boring losers with the same clothes, fake tans, same fake 
personalities. 

SFX - Farrell puts headphones on. Loud music starts playing. 

FENN: Pretending to be nice, pretending to be normal to their normal friends.

Fenn is fighting to be heard over the music. Fenn moves around Farrell, synchronised to the 
music. Fenn kicks and punches the air. Farrell’s arms and legs start to move like Fenn’s, Farrell 
is hitting their arm and their shoulder. 

FENN: But if you're not normal, from a normal family, in a normal car, going to a 
normal school, then you know what they do, you know what they do, to 
people like you, people like you, with your little speech, giving them more 
bullets and a bigger target.

Fenn mimes a gun and points it at Farrell. Farrell grabs their rucksack and runs out of the room. 
Fenn runs after them. 

Blackout.
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HIGH SCHOOL CLASSROOM - 10:55AM

SFX - Sound of pupils chattering before the start of class. Farrell waits outside, in the corridor. 
Farrell goes into the classroom, stands for a moment then goes to the Teacher.

FARRELL: Miss?

TEACHER: Yes?

FARRELL: Where’s Miss Muldoon?

TEACHER: Not here today. Find yourself a desk. Go on.

FARRELL: Miss Muldoon said I could give a talk today.

TEACHER: Well, if anyone had bothered to give me an actual lesson plan..... Maybe at 
the end, if we’ve time.

Farrell goes to sit down then goes back to Teacher.

FARRELL: Miss, I have Tourette’s and I was going to /

TEACHER: That’s really not the sort of thing you want to make up, is it? 

FARRELL: But I do have it.

TEACHER: No you don’t. I’d have been told if someone in this class had Tourette's. 

FARRELL: I have a card about it.

Farrell gives the teacher a small card.

TEACHER: Full marks for creativity but it’s obviously fake. You made this at home.

Teacher puts the card in their pocket.

FARRELL: No, it’s real.

TEACHER: Now find yourself a desk, while I try and figure out what we’re supposed 
to be doing today.

Farrell sits down and taps on the table. Fenn sits next to them.

FENN: Going well so far. 

FARRELL: Please don’t.

FENN: What? What have I done? It’s her fault, the bitch.

FARRELL: No.

FENN: Bitch, bitch, bitch, bitch, bitch.
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FARRELL: Bridge.

TEACHER: Who said that?

FENN: I did, you bitch.

FARRELL: Sorry Miss, it’s my Tourette’s.

FENN: Don't look at him, look at me, sweet cheeks. 

TEACHER: If you keep this up, I will send you out. 

From the back of class (unseen), a Pupil puts their hand up. 

PUPIL: Miss, miss, they do have Tourette’s miss. They were going to tell us all 
about it today. It was Miss Muldoon’s idea, you know, about how we’re all 
like, different and we shouldn’t like, discriminate against people.

TEACHER: Quiet. Well, somebody should have told me. OK, settle down. Alright, you 
better come and do this talk but don’t take all day.

Farrell goes to the front of the class. Fenn stays sitting at the desk, clapping unenthusiastically. 
As Farrell speaks, Fenn shouts out over Farrell. Farrell makes subtle facial tics and little coughs 
or sniffs.

FARRELL: I just want to say. I have Tourette’s. You might have seen me, sometimes, 
make noises, like weird.... or I.... twitch..... move my arm or my shoulder, 
sometimes.

FENN: You do a lot more than that.

FARRELL: I just wanted.....to.......I have..... A neurological condition. Called Tourette’s 
Syndrome. I’ve had it since I was 10.

FENN: Can’t hear you.

FARRELL: It makes me make movements and noises, I can’t control, called tics. Like 
T I C S not T I C K S. I was born with it. I mean.... I went to a doctor and 
he diagnosed me with it. My parents thought I might....... have a brain 
tumour or something like that. 

FENN: You’re doing this all wrong.

FARRELL: I mean it’s kind of in my brain. Like my body, sends too many signals, to 
my brain, at once and I end up doing these crazy movements.

FENN: Oh god this is so boring.

FARRELL: Not many people have Tourette’s, well, 1 in 100, so, it’s not that rare, 
really. It’s basically a disability. In school, I try...... 

FENN: That's not very nice. I’m sitting right here. 
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FARRELL: I’ve got a dog, at home and he helps me, to not tic but he’s not allowed in 
school. I’d like to train dogs, when I leave, to be service dogs.

Fenn starts kicking and banging the desk, then leaps up on the chair, jumps off and goes to 
Farrell.

FARRELL: Quiet. I try to be quiet. I can’t control it, all the time. It’s random. My body 
says do this thing and I/

FENN: Your body? It’s my body. You don’t get a say in it. Look at them, they 
don’t believe you, ‘cause you’re not doing anything. Give them a show.

Fenn pokes Farrell’s side, making Farrell’s arm jerk. Farrell holds their arm down with their 
other hand, so Fenn pokes Farrell more. Farrell finds it hard to talk, they have to work hard to 
not tic. 

FARRELL: If you look it up, you can see all about it and how it’s like diagnosed. 
Don’t.

FENN: Don’t, don’t.

FARRELL: Don’t. Stop it. Don’t. People can think I’m angry but I’m not, I’m really a 
calm person, really. I want to spread....... awareness.....educate people...... 
it’s not a virus or disease........ you can’t catch..... it’s hereditary........ 
genetic....... chemical imbalance......

TEACHER: OK Farrell, that’s enough. Quiet.

FARRELL: Quiet.

TEACHER: Thank you Farrell.

Fenn puts their arms around Farrell, so that Farrell can’t move. Farrell is very emotional. 

TEACHER: Farrell, you can go back to your desk now.

Pupil (unseen) shouts from the back of class.

PUPIL: Miss, what’s happened to Farrell Miss?

Fenn squeezes Farrell tighter and tighter.

TEACHER: I told you to sit down. Farrell? 

FENN: She's got a nice rack, don't you think? 

PUPIL: Miss, miss?

TEACHER: Quiet. Farrell, what are you doing? 

FENN: Show her your dick.
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TEACHER: This is ridiculous, never going to finish this lesson. Everyone stay where 
you are, I’ll be back in a minute.

Exit Teacher. 

PUPIL: Good job Farrell, five minutes of errrrrrrrrrrrrr. So, like you can swear at 
people and get away with it yeah? Show us then? 

FARRELL: No. It’s not all about swearing. 

PUPIL: It can’t be Tourette’s then, if you don’t swear.

FARRELL: Not all people with Tourette’s swear. 

PUPIL: Such a faker.

FENN: Faker.

PUPIL: You’re supposed to have it from birth, aren’t you. What’s your worst tic? 

FARRELL: No.

FENN: Faker. Faker.

PUPIL: Just wants attention. Wish I had Tourette’s, I could just swear at teachers. 
It’d be great to have it. Look. Fuck, fuck, fuck. See I've got Tourette's. Go 
on Farrell, tell me to fuck off, go on.

FENN: Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.

FARRELL: Fuck. Sorry. 

FENN: Not sorry.

FARRELL: Not sorry. Stop it.

PUPIL: See, a faker. Good wind up though.

Enter Teacher.

FENN: Make them stop, go on, hit them.

FARRELL: Can I hit you? I’m going to hit you, in the head, with a chair.

TEACHER: Farrell, what on earth is going on?

FENN: Stop complaining, I’ve got aids you know.

FARRELL: Stop complaining, I didn’t hit anyone. 

TEACHER: Stop this, stop it now.

FARRELL: I’ve got aids.
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TEACHER: What?

FARRELL: Sorry, sorry.

FENN: Not sorry.

FARRELL: Not sorry, sorry, it’s my tics.

TEACHER: I’ve never known anything so /

FENN: Cancer.

FARRELL: I’ve got cancer.

TEACHER: Farrell, you’d better wait outside.

FARRELL: I can’t help it.

FENN: So weak.

PUPIL: Farrell’s faking it miss.

FARRELL: I’m not.

TEACHER: Quiet. 

FENN: She's the faker, faker, faker, faker.

FARRELL: You’re a fake. Sorry. Not a real teacher. 

TEACHER: Farrell, I can't have all this disruption in my class. Outside now.

FENN: Get out, get out now, you need to run, fire, fire.

FARRELL: Get out, fire, fire, get out, run, you're all going to die.

Exit Farrell. Fenn follows and on their way past the teacher, Fenn gives the Teacher the finger 
but the Teacher looks right through Fenn.

Blackout.
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SUPERMARKET - 4:10PM

SFX - Sound of tills, trolleys and shoppers. Farrell and Mum are in the self scanning queue. Fenn 
sits in their trolley, making clicking sounds by knocking cans together. Mum is busy on their 
phone. Farrell starts making a clicking noise with their mouth. A Shopper in front of them in the 
queue, turns round and Farrell stops clicking. Shopper turns away and Farrell starts clicking 
again. Shopper turns back again, stares at Farrell. Farrell rolls their eyes at the Shopper, who 
turns away. An announcement over the tannoy.

ANNOUNCER: Shoppers, get ready for summer with our range of healthy salads and low-
fat dressings.  Check out aisle five and get beach ready today.

FENN: Does that fat bastard even know where aisle 5 is?

FARRELL: Aisle five fatty, five fatty five.

Shopper turns back to Farrell. Farrell pulls the hood of their coat or hoodie over their head. 
Fenn turns to Farrell like the Shopper did. Shopper keeps looking at Farrell throughout the 
scene.

FENN: How rude. I shouldn’t have to shop with people like them.

FARRELL: Mum, can we go?

MUM: Won’t be long now.

FENN: They should make them shop at certain times, first thing in the morning.  

FARRELL: I need to go. Mum.

MUM: Just be patient, we’re nearly at the front.

Fenn makes the trolley rock back and forward. 

MUM: Farrell, keep still.

FENN: When are we going to Maccies? Hey?

FARRELL: No.

Farrell is trying to keep the trolley still.

MUM: Farrell please. We need this stuff for tea.

FARRELL: Can we just go to MacDonald’s?

FENN: Yes, Maccies, come on.

MUM: I told you, we’re not going there again.

FENN: You promised me. I want my chicken nuggies. 

FARRELL: Please. I’ll be fine.
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FENN: We’ve got to go, now. Get out of the way, coming through. voorrrrrr, 
voooorrrrrrr. 

FARRELL: Now, get out. Sorry. 

FENN: Run them over. They’re stealing. Look, check their bags, for pastries.

FARRELL: She’s smuggling pastries, check her bags.

FENN: eeeeeeeee, vooorrrrrr. road kill, road kill, voooorrrrrrr.

FARRELL: Get out of the way. Check her pockets.

Mum is talking to people around them.

MUM: Best to just ignore him.

FENN: I'm the pope.

FARRELL: I'm the pope.

MUM: They've got Tourette's. Get your card, Farrell. We’ve got a card, all about 
it.

FENN: That bitch took it.

FARRELL: I don’t have it, sorry.

FENN: Not sorry.

FARRELL: Not sorry, sorry, not sorry.

MUM: Not another one Farrell, where is it?

FARRELL: My teacher took it.

MUM: Why on earth would they do that?

FENN: Bitch didn't believe /

FARRELL: Didn’t believe I had Tourette’s, bitch. 

MUM: I’ll talk to the school, again, tomorrow.

FENN: See what happens if you break a promise. No one’s ignoring us now. 

Mum and Farrell are now at a till. Mum scans their items and puts them in a bag.

FENN: Beep. Beep. Beep. FARRELL: Beep. Is it free? Beep. Is 
it free?

MUM: Farrell, why don’t you wait for me outside.
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FENN: Don’t send me out there, all alone.

FARRELL: I don't want to.

FENN: I don’t trust them. Look at them, shifty bastards.

MUM: I won’t be long. Go on.

FENN: They’re going to take us, in their van. Push us in. On the news. Body in the 
woods. Took a kid, from the Spar. It’s her, look, she’s the one, snatches 
kids. I don’t want to be a body. 

FARRELL: Don’t let them take me. I want to stay.

MUM: Farrell please.

Mum takes Farrell’s hand and pulls them away from the checkout, towards the door.

MUM: Listen, no one's going to take you. OK?

Fenn is going crazy in the trolley.

FENN: Don’t leave me, don’t leave me here, not with them, come back.

FARRELL: Trolley, trolley.

MUM: Leave the trolley and go to the car. I’ll bring the trolley out, OK? 

Farrell doesn’t move. 

FENN: You leave me here and you’ll end up with no one. No one, all alone. At 
least the trolley loves me.  

FARRELL: It’s my trolley. I put the money in. 

FENN: Don’t want you anymore. Me and trolls are gonna be best friends now.  

FARRELL: Trolley’s coming home, coming to live with me. 

Exit Farrell. Fenn climbs out of the trolley and goes to the Shopper. 

FENN: No self-control, just doing it on purpose. Normal people don’t do this. If 
you like Tourette's, I can give it to you, flippety fuckerty you. 

Fenn boops the Shoppers nose. Exit Fenn.

Blackout.
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FARRELL’S HOME - 4:55PM

SFX - Sound of Archie barking. Enter Farrell, their head jerking back, arms flying out to the side.

FARRELL: Who do you think you are? Obviously a fake. Wish I had Tourette’s. 
Help I’ve been kidnapped. 

Enter Mum with bags of shopping. Farrell tries to kick the shopping bags.

FARRELL: Don’t look at me like that. Got hash in my bag, don’t tell anyone. 
Show us then.

Enter Fenn, on all fours, running around like a dog and barking. Farrell barks in-between their 
words. 

MUM: Craig? Craig, can you give me a hand with the shopping? Craig?

FARRELL: Why on earth would I do that? Craig you promised.

Sound of door slamming.

MUM: Must still be on his zoom. Think you’d better stay out of Dad’s way.

Farrell shouts through the slammed door.

FARRELL: Craig you promised you’d stop, stop taking little kids and hiding them 
in the basement. Craig, stop killing children.

MUM: Farrell. Farrell. Have you got homework to do?

Mum looks in Farrell’s rucksack. Farrell grabs a piece of paper from Mum. Fenn stops and looks 
at the paper.

MUM: Farrell, no.

Farrell tears up the paper. Fenn chases bits of paper around the floor. Exit Fenn.

A voice from off stage.

AUNT: Hello. Is that you?

FARRELL: Cruella decrap.

MUM: Exactly. What’s she doing here?

Enter Aunt.

AUNT: There you are.

MUM: I wasn’t expecting you this week.

AUNT: Thought I’d surprise you. I’ve made tea.
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MUM: We got tea, on the way home. You should have let me know.

AUNT: Oh that’ll keep. Here, I’ll take that through for you. Hello Farrell. How’s 
my favourite nephew?

FARRELL: Gonna kill you.

MUM: Thanks Sis. I’ll come through and give you a hand in a minute.

AUNT: No need, all under control. You’re getting the evening off.

FARRELL: Hey you’re ugly but you can’t control that either. Sorry. Not sorry.

Exit Aunt. Mum holds Farrell.

MUM: What can I do, to help you calm down a bit?

FARRELL: Kill her. 

MUM: I'm tempted sometimes. Take Archie out the back. I'll call you when tea's 
ready. 

Exit Farrell. Mum goes into the dining room. There’s a main table and a small, fold up table off to 
the side.

MUM: What’s this for?

AUNT: I thought Farrell might be more comfortable here.

MUM: He always sits with us.

AUNT: I’ve made everything so nice, got these beautiful flowers for you. These 
were mum’s favourites, remember?

MUM: I’m not having Farrell sitting on his own.

AUNT: It’ll be less pressure on him, you know, to try and behave. He can do 
whatever he needs to over here. Have some wine, you look like you need 
it.

MUM: Why are you here?

AUNT: Don’t be like that. I want to help.

MUM: Feeling guilty?

AUNT: There’s a couple more bottles, in the fridge.

Enter Farrell. Farrell sits at the separate table.

MUM: You don’t have to sit there.

FARRELL: It’s alright. 
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AUNT: See, I must be a good influence. Tea’s ready, I’ll just get it.

Exit Aunt. Mum sits at the main table. Aunt from offstage.

AUNT: Is Craig coming in?

MUM: Still on a work meeting.

Enter Aunt with a tray.

AUNT: Just us then.

Aunt sits down. Enter Fenn, still being a dog. 

AUNT: How’s Farrell getting on at school these days?

MUM: Very well.

AUNT: They not really setup for kids like Farrell, are they?

MUM: Can you just drop it?

AUNT: How’s school Farrell?

FARRELL: Fine.

Fenn goes to Aunt, gets very close, smelling her and the stuff on the table.

AUNT: You still into all your art and drawing stuff?

FARRELL: Yeah.

AUNT: Being an artist would so good for Farrell, don’t you think.

MUM: He’s very creative.

AUNT: I’ve still got that drawing of Archie he did. I was quite artistic, do you 
remember? Thought I could be a designer or something. Not much money 
in it though. Still, be nice for Farrell to have something he can do, on his 
own. 

How about girl friends, Farrell? I always thought it was a shame for 
Farrell, not being able to have friends round. Maybe you should find some 
other kids with Tourette’s for Farrell to hang out with.

MUM: Be with his own kind you mean.

AUNT: You know what I mean, they’d understand each other better, wouldn’t 
they? You always take what I say the wrong way. I’m trying to help, come 
up with ideas.

MUM: We’re not one of your projects.
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AUNT: Who else comes round anymore? Have I ever told him off, got upset, for 
anything he says or does? Who did all the research for you, when he 
started? I was the one who told you it could be Tourette’s. You thought he 
was possessed, then took him to the Optician. I found a proper specialist 
for you.

MUM: Sorry, I’m all out of medals.

AUNT: Farrell, you’d like some friends, with Tourette’s wouldn’t you?

Fenn is close to Aunt, trying to lick her.

FARRELL: No. I don’t know.

AUNT: Do you have many close friends?

FARRELL: I have as many as I need.

Pause.

AUNT: I thought maybe we could all get away, in the holidays. 

MUM: No I don’t think/

AUNT: I’ll organise it. Somewhere quiet, somewhere we can drive to, in the 
country, get back to nature, no one to bother us. 

MUM: I don’t want to hide away from the world.

AUNT: No, no, course not. There’s this lovely place up in the Highlands, couple of 
rustic cottages next to each other. Few animals on the nearby farm. You 
like animals, don’t you Farrell.

Fenn makes animal noises (cat, horse, pig, chicken, owl etc) followed by Farrell.

AUNT: You don’t have to do this all yourself you know. You should let me help 
more. I could get a private tutor for Farrell, help him catch up a bit. 

MUM: I’m perfectly capable of helping my/

AUNT: I don’t know where you get the patience from, really.

MUM: I wonder that too.

FENN: She’s very pleased with herself, isn’t she. That you’re not her kid. Dodged 
that genetic bullet, didn’t she. Coming here, to ground zero, always makes 
her feel a little bit more superior. She got the better job, better husband, 
better house and better kids. This is the life mum could be having if it 
wasn’t for you, isn’t it? Look at them. You wouldn’t think mum was the 
younger sister would you. Takes it toll, refereeing a shit show every day. 
Like running a zoo full of psychotic monkeys.
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Fenn picks up a glass of drink and holds it over Aunt's head.

AUNT: I’ve got to say, Farrell, you’re doing very well controlling your tics for me. 
Just shows what you can do with a bit of effort.

Farrell get’s up, goes to the main table.

FARRELL: Can I have some water please?

MUM: Of course, get a beaker.

FARRELL: I don’t want to do that.

AUNT: See, he’s not a toddler.

Aunt pours water from a jug into a glass, which she hands to Farrell. Farrell takes a sip.

FENN: She doesn't love you, how could she? You're straight up retarded, cause 
you were an accident.

Farrell pours the glass of water over their head.

FARRELL: I'm an accident.

MUM: Farrell.

AUNT: Oh my god.

MUM: No, you weren't an accident, never say that.

FARRELL: Just a retard. 

MUM: Farrell.

AUNT: You know you weren't planning a family, with Craig.

MUM: Don't you dare.

AUNT: Well it's true.

FARRELL: Retard.

MUM: You have no bloody idea, never had, no idea.

AUNT: He'd be better off in a special school. You know that. You're so stubborn. 

MUM: I'm not doing this now. 

AUNT: Or try the medication again, it was helping him. 

FENN: No, not the drugs, not them. Don't put me down. I’ll be good.

Fenn gives Farrell a plate and Farrell throws it across the room.
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MUM: Now look what you've done.

AUNT: How is this my fault?

Fenn gives more plates to Farrell to throw. 

MUM: You always make things worse.

AUNT: I’m just being honest. You can’t tell me that you don't want Farrell to be a 
normal child.

MUM: He’s not some kind of freak.

FENN: Yes I am. Freaky 
Farrell. Freaking Freaky 
Farrell.

FARRELL: Freak. Freak. Retard. 
Freak.

Fenn punches themselves. Farrell punches themselves. Mum goes to Farrell but doesn’t touch 
them.

AUNT: You just can't see it can you. This isn't normal. He needs proper treatment. 
What sort of a future is he going to have? Remember what happened at the 
zoo? Total nightmare, everyone looking down on us. 

MUM: That's all you care about, isn't it, what people think.

AUNT: No, I’m trying to give Farrell a chance. You have to be realistic, he’s just 
getting worse.

MUM: You should go.

AUNT: People won't understand, you know that. You know I’m right.

Farrell is curled up on the floor. Mum touches Farrell.

Exit Aunt. Fenn disappears after Aunt. 

FARRELL: What happened? What have I done? I'm sorry.

MUM: It’s OK, it’s OK.

FARRELL: I tried. I’m sorry, I'm so sorry. I don't know what happened. I'm so sorry.

MUM: It's OK. Don't worry. I’ve been meaning to get plastic plates. You know, 
this is the dinner set she got for our wedding. Never liked it. 

Blackout.
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FARRELL’S BEDROOM - 6:35PM

Enter Farrell. Farrell discharges a lot of physical tics. Fenn is lying on the bed, looking through 
an old shoe box full of Farrell's stuff.

FENN: Tea was fun. What?

FARRELL: I’ve been cleaning up.

FENN: Why do you keep all this crap?

FARRELL: Because. It reminds me, of all the places I could go before....

FENN: Cinema tickets, zoo keeper for a day badge, happy meal toy. Oh yes 
chicken fucking nuggets, love ‘em, must put crack in ‘em, to taste that 
good. 

FARRELL: You made me throw my milkshake right across the place. 

FENN: I don't like milkshakes. 

FARRELL: I do. It was my favourite. 

FENN: Milkshakes are for babies. 

Farrell takes the box off Fenn.

FARRELL: I was fine before you came. People liked me, I had friends. I could go 
places, have fun. I'm stuck here now. Mum watching me all the time, dad 
hides in his room. Everything that's wrong in my life is because of you. 

FENN: That's your problem, you think it's all my fault. 

FARRELL: Pretty sure it is all your fault.

Fenn gets off the bed.

FENN: Those fucking kids had it coming. They needed to be told. Wouldn't have 
been so fucking arsy if I'd done the talk from the start. 

FARRELL: You're no help, just make everything worse.

FENN: “Miss I've got a card.” What fucking use is a card. Ticket to the freak 
show. 

FARRELL: I'm not a freak. How do I go back to school now and pretend it’s OK? It’s 
not OK, nothing is.

FENN: No one cares if you go back. Waste of time anyway.

FARRELL: I have to. I need to get my exams, to get into dog training. Why can't 
everyone just ignore me? All they see are my tics. Ever since I got 
diagnosed, everything's been about you. Nobody cares about me anymore. 
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FENN: That’s because I’m interesting. People make TV shows about me, post 
vidoes. No one's interested in a shy teenager, hiding under a hoodie. That's 
why the talk was such a downer. 

FARRELL: OK, alright, do the talk. You show me exactly how much better you could 
do it. 

FENN: I'm too tired.

FARRELL: Rubbish, you're never tired. I always want to sleep but you never let me.

Farrell holds their phone out towards Fenn, filming them.

FARRELL: Come on, you want to be on Youtube, you want to be famous, do a talk and 
I’ll post it.  

FENN: You gonna put me on YouTube, for real?

FARRELL: Yeah. Unless you're scared?

FENN: Seriously? That really is the dumbest thing you’ve ever said.

Fenn gets in front of the phone. 

FENN: Don’t make me look shit, like you do. OK. Right. Listen, this is going to 
come real fast. OK. It’s you, not me. Don’t look like that. You’re the 
fucking problem. 

FARRELL: I thought you were explaining Tourette’s.

FENN: Shut up, I am. Right, OK. Never say weird or crazy. “Neurological 
disorder”, what the fuck is that? I’m not a sneeze. Which dumb fuck came 
up with that? Now everyone says it. “Like a sneeze”, do I look like a 
sneeze? I’m fucking hilarious by the way. Telling a teacher that your 
homework is up her arse, picking daisies is funny. So laugh.

FARRELL: No. It feels weird when they laugh at me. It’s better if they just ignore it.

FENN: Is it? You want to be ignored most of the time, all of the time? Might as 
well not be here then. Just end it now. Go on, there’s the window, jump. 
Dead’s the ultimate kind of being ignored. 

FARRELL: I want them to ignore you not me. 

FENN: I’m not the problem. They are. All those fuckers in school, at the shops, 
online. Everyone who says, you don’t have it, cause they’ve seen a video 
and think they're fucking experts. 

FARRELL: You’re not making any sense.

FENN: This is you, right, this is your talk. I’ve got Tourette’s. I make noises. I'm 
weird. I twitch. I can’t control it. I was born with it. I do crazy movements. 
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FENN (cont'd): I really can’t help it. It’s chemicals in my brain. It's all about you, can't you 
hear it?

FARRELL: But I do have Tourette’s

FENN: It doesn’t matter. All they care about is whose fault it is? So they can either 
blame you or blame something else and then feel sorry for you. Listen, the 
world is made up of three types of people, victims, bad guys, witnesses. 
Which means you’re either the victim or the bad guy, cause that’s the only 
way their pathetic brains can make sense of it. You say it’s not your fault 
and then you go and do something in response to them. Looks pretty 
fucking deliberate doesn’t it? 

Anyway, they’re the bad guys really, the cripples, stuck with a belief that 
someone or something has to be to blame. It’s genetic, it’s chemicals, it’s 
trauma. They think knowing the cause makes it all better. For them, 
maybe, makes no fucking difference to you. Doesn’t change a thing. What 
would make it better would be for all of them to just lighten up, not be so 
jumpy about someone being a bit too loud or saying the wrong thing or 
throwing something.  

FARRELL: I don’t get it, am I the victim or the bad guy?

FENN: Think about it, come on, this is Mickey Mouse level stuff. 

FARRELL: Well.... I do the tics, I guess.... I mean I know I’m doing them. I feel, like a 
tingle before and I have to do them but there not really, automatic. You’re 
right, it’s not sneezing or blinking. So that means I’m the bad guy. But they 
hurt me, exhaust me, embarrass me. I hate them. I’m tortured by them. So 
I’m also the victim, yeah. But I’m a witness too, I have to watch it all 
happen, knowing I can do nothing. And I watch everyone, watching me, 
knowing I can’t stop them, staring. I don’t fit into their neat little boxes. 
I’m not just one thing. I’m the whole fucking cast of a drama going on 
inside me. 

Fenn claps enthusiastically.

FENN: Exactly, exactly.

FARRELL: And it’s just too much, too much for one person to have to deal with. But I 
am dealing with it and that means, sometimes, I don’t hear them talk. Or I 
have to ignore them, have to shout at someone or hit myself or tell 
someone to fuck off or throw things I love across the room or take a fork 
and stab it in my face. And all any of these things mean, is..... I’m 
struggling. All they mean is, I’m hanging on, in a storm, to a tree, to stop 
being blown away by this hurricane in my head. I’m not possessed or rude 
or disruptive or attention seeking. Jesus, attention is the last thing I want. 
It's not me, it's them. It’s living with all of them.

FENN: Yep, but they’re too fucking stupid to understand.
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FARRELL: So what’s the point, of trying to tell anyone anything? 

FENN: I don’t know, this was your idea.

FARRELL: I thought I needed to....... I thought it was my fault. It’s not, is it?

FENN: And......?

FARRELL: It’s not your fault.

FENN: And......?

FARRELL: What, what do you want me to say?

FENN: You need me....... Come on, you’d be a nobody without me. I know I can 
be a mean fucker sometimes.

FARRELL: But you’re trying to help me.

FENN: No. No, I’m just a mean fucker. Just not a stupid one.

FARRELL: So. Should I, do the talk again? 

FENN: Only if you get it right this time. Do it right and I might, might, leave you 
alone, just for the talk. But if Aunt Douchebag comes back, she’s getting 
my best fucking work, full dose of psychotic monkey time for her.

FARRELL: OK, OK that's fair. Thank you.

Fenn lies down on the bed. Farrell sits beside them, stroking their hair. Fenn coughs up a little 
piece of paper. Fenn closes their eyes and settles down. Farrell gets their phone and videos 
themselves.

FARRELL: This is for everyone who’s called me fake. Or told me to just stop. Or 
stared at me. Or teachers who won’t let me sit on my own or leave class to 
calm down. Or anyone who thinks they know what it’s like to have 
Tourette’s. This isn’t about my Tourette’s, this is about you. Everything 
you do or don’t do but could do, to help. Maybe you don’t understand, 
maybe I don’t know how to explain it well enough. It’s.... It’s what you 
can’t see or hear, what goes on inside me, all the time, that makes it so 
hard. And it’s what I can see, everyday when you stare, when you question 
me, when you blame me, when you pity me. So, I’m going to tell you, 
exactly what today was like, for me, living with Tourette’s. I’m going to 
show you what it’s like, for me, living with you.  

Blackout.


