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Lights up. Cue music: ‘Driving Away From Home’ by It’s 
Immaterial.  Two desks, appropriately distanced. Tom is seated at 
at one of them.  He is talking on the phone whilst keying something 
into the computer. A large screen is behind the desks. 
 
Tom Yep ... yep ... well do the best you can ... yes I KNOW 

you always do ... now bugger off. Cheers ... 
 
Enter Denise just as the phone starts ringing again.  She takes her 
jacket off but shivers at the room temperature. She sanitises her 
hands. 
 
Tom PDQ Deliveries Tom speaking how may I help?   Yes 

John ... they’re in the van now and should be with you 
by about 4.00. No problem. All the best. 

 
Denise Backshift is here! How you doing?  
 
The phone goes. Tom shrugs, waves at Denise and answers it. 
 
Tom PDQ Deliveries Tom speaking how may I - oh hi. No, I 

know mate. I’m really sorry. There’s been no sight of it 
at all. ... (he carries on speaking/reacting) 

 
Denise As good as that eh? Ah well, kettle on ... 
 
She goes off to make tea. Tom comes off the phone but as he 
does so, his mobile starts to buzz. 
 
Tom Derek. Where are you? WHAT? How long is that? ... 

well where is it? For God’s sake ... Derek, they are 
FRANTIC for this stuff up north. Go and kick someone’s 
arse ... yeah, or tell ‘em I’ll come down there and do it. 
All right mate, take care ... give me a ring as soon as 
you find anything out. 

 
He puts the mobile down and picks up the handset, dials. 
 
 Lois ... it’s Tom. No, it’s not what you were wanting to 

hear, I’m afraid.  Derek has been at the warehouse for 
a couple of hours and your stuff still hasn’t been 
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delivered - or if it has, they haven’t got it repacked yet 
.... Yes, I know ... God that sounds terrible. I wish I had 
better news for you ... I will. I’ll contact you as soon as 
Derek is ready to set off.  Hang on in there, my love ... 
Speak soon, tarah. 

 
He puts the handset down. Stares at it and at the mobile as if 
either of them might go off at any second.  Denise comes back 
carrying two mugs of tea, puts one on his desk. 
 
Tom Ah bless you. What are you doing here? It’s not even 

one o clock and you’re not due in until two. 
 
Denise I got bored with my glamorous life - I thought I’d come 

in early so that you might actually get home in time for 
your dinner. Blimey. It’s a bit parky in here. No sign of 
the oil yet? 

 
Tom Nope. Supply, demand and delivery problems 

apparently - who’d a thought it eh?  
 
Denise Wait till I get going on THEIR customer feedback. 
 
Tom They are our brothers in arms - don’t knock them ... 
 
Denise Yeah I know, fair enough. 
 
Tom’s mobile buzzes 
 
Tom Roger. What’s happening.  You’re kidding. Not again. 

Did you tell them that’s not our fault? ... We just pick it 
up and take it where it says on the label.  They need to 
take that up with the suppliers.  Ballantyne Cox ...Well I 
will then. Have you had anything to eat? Do it. And then 
get the rest of that stuff to the other GPs. Yes, THEN 
you can go home.  Drive safe mate ... tarah. 

 
Denise OK, what have we got? Or more like it, what haven’t  we 

got? 
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Tom Derek is at the DVL warehouse in Perth, waiting for a 
big load of PPE and testing kits to arrive. They should 
have been there two hours ago. Lois and the other care 
home managers are phoning every quarter of an hour 
because they really needed this stuff yesterday. 
Roger’s just had a bollocking from a GP surgery in 
Dunkeld because the stuff they got is not the stuff they 
ordered - 

 
Denise Again? 
 
Tom Again.  Maurice is on the road with home deliveries for 

Arbroath, Steve is off sick, Liz is still shielding, Colin 
and Brian are somewhere on the A9 ... and I haven’t 
even started on the emails yet. 

 
Denise I’ll get on with them first then. 
 
Tom Oh, and Alan’s having a day off. 
 
Denise Hmmm. Maybe just as well. 
 
Tom Why? 
 
Denise Don’t suppose you’ve seen social media.  
 
He grimaces, pointing at the phones 
 
Denise It’s Alan ... its gone viral. 
 
Tom Oh no ... don’t tell me ... not the bloody kittens ... 
 
Denise The same.  It’s all over the shop. Hero van driver saves 

kittens from roadside tragedy ... cue photos of wee 
furries peeping out of a cardboard box alongside a 
smiling lass. 

 
Tom Nooooo ... oh for God’s sake ... how ‘viral’ has it gone?  
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Denise Not quite Huffington Post or LadBible yet but it’s only a 
matter of time.  The photo has had over 25,000 likes.  
 You can bet the Argus will be on the phone any minute  

 
The phone rings. She answers. 
 
Denise PDQ Deliveries Denise speaking how can I help? 
 
She carries on talking while Tom speaks to himself. 
 
Tom It’s not the bloody Argus I’m worried about ... 
 
Denise Yes, no problem at all, you’re very welcome, byeee! 
 
Tom How long do you think we’ve got before Clive gets hold 

of it? 
 
Denise (shakes her head) 
 
Tom Shit. We’ll have to come up with something quick. Who 

was that anyway? 
 
Denise Mrs Cavendish. Wants to know when her big box of 

toilet roll will arrive.  I told her it was in Maurice’s van 
right now and he’s speeding towards her like the 
Seventh Cavalry. She said she hoped he would get 
there before there was ‘an accident’.   

 
Tom That bloody woman will be the end of me. She was on 

the phone twice yesterday and again this morning.  The 
world’s going to hell but she’s worried about looroll. 
What the hell is all this toilet roll nonsense about? 
Maurice is probably worth hi-jacking right now  Where 
is she getting this carton of bogroll from anyway? 

 
Denise It’s that bamboo stuff. It comes from ... let me see ... 

(she looks at the computer screen) 
 
Tom/Denise (together) China.  
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Tom Oh for Christ’s sake ... how long does the virus last on 
cardboard? Give Maurice a ring and tell him to wash his 
hands immediately after he’s dropped it off. I - 

 
The phone rings. Tom looks at the caller display and signals to 
Denise.  She points to speaker phone.  
 
Denise Put it on Voice of God mode 
 
Tom jabs at the handset.  We see Clive on screen, sitting at his 
desk somewhere in London. 
 
Tom Clive! Good afternoon! .... 
 
Clive Greetings minions. How are you doing up there? 
 
Tom Probably a bit better than you are down in London right 

now? 
 
Clive Truth.  It’s a bloody circus here, and I’m supposed to be 

the ringmaster. Anyway, I’m about to make your day a 
little bit worse, I’m afraid ... 

 
Tom We think we may know why. 
 
Clive Really? Has she phoned you already? 
 
Tom Has who phoned? 
 
Denise’s mobile rings and she answers it briefly. 
 
Clive Natasha. From Ballantyne Cox. 
 
Tom Our new accountancy-turned-supply overlords? No ... 

what does she want? 
 
Clive To throw her weight around, mostly straight at me.  

Sounds like a bunch of customers - YOUR customers - 
have been phoning or emailing them demanding to 
know when they will get their stuff.  Because YOU told 
them to. Oh, and complaining to their MPs. 
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Tom Clive, we’re going as fast as - 
 
Clive You don’t have to tell me, I know - imagine your 

situation multiplied by twenty and you’ll get an idea of 
how it is down here right now.  Everyone is knocking 
their pans out, and we’d all do our jobs a lot better if 
Natasha and her pals would just learn to do THEIRS.  

 
Tom To be fair, logistics never was their job - 
 
Clive They and their mates have had truckloads of cash 

thrown at them to do this so forgive me for being short 
on sympathy. Anyway, the care homes have been 
bombarding them with emails apparently. And 
Natasha’s not happy. 

 
Tom She’s not happy? It’s probably Lois that’s been onto 

them - she’s absolutely desperate for the testing kits 
and the PPE stuff.  Some of her old folk are really ill. 
Derek’s been at the warehouse for over two hours 
already and there’s still so sign. 

 
Clive You are preaching to the choir, bro.  He’ll be lucky if it 

turns up at all. My lot were all stood at Heathrow last 
night waiting for four consignments coming off a flight 
from Belgium, of all places. Nothing. Nada. When I 
phoned our man on the ground there he said “phone 
Ballantyne Cox” and when I did that, they insisted that 
they had ‘documented confirmation’ that it had been 
loaded on to the plane. So no-one knows where it is. 
Great. But anyway, Natasha has taken it upon herself 
to let your care home consortium know that they will 
have their delivery by 4.00pm today, so that’s all right 
then ... 

 
Tom WHAT?  That can’t happen! Even if Derek loaded up 

his van right now, it would still take him four hours to 
get to Thurso.  Has she any idea where we are? She’s 
probably never been north of the Watford Gap. 
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Denise Can she actually DRIVE, this Natasha? 
 
Clive I don’t think she’s old enough, truth be told. You have to 

be at least seventeen. Anyway, she also wanted to tell 
us that they are very disappointed that the customer 
satisfaction scores in their How Did We Do surveys are 
causing concern. And it’s all to do with deliveries not 
being delivered, fancy that.  And she’d like to remind us 
that their contract with us has probably now been 
breached and that penalty clauses apply.  I thanked her 
for her concern, obviously.  

 
Tom I’d like to tell her where to put her feedback forms.  
 
Clive These people are a nightmare and I’m running very low 

on patience. I’m running very low on everything, as it 
happens, so if you could help me out up there it would 
be better for all of us.  We can’t afford to lose this 
contract.  

 
Tom I know, I’m sorry Clive, but I’m not sure what else I can 

do. 
 
Clive Think of something. Quickly. Anyway, what did you 

think I was calling you about? 
 
Tom Oh bugger ... look, I think I’d better let Denise explain 

this one... 
 
Denise Hi Clive. You might have been too busy to check social 

media? 
 
Clive Do bears crap in the woods? Go on. 
 
Denise Well, our Alan has become something of a star. 
 
Clive Alan. It would be Alan, wouldn’t it? Go on. I can take it. 
 
Denise It’s just that yesterday morning he was driving up the 

A93 when he stopped in a layby to take a pee ... 
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Clive Oh great ... and someone filmed him -  
 
Denise No, no, but he had no choice! The Council has closed 

all the public lavvies.  Anyway, while he’s stood there 
he hears this meowing coming from a cardboard box 
that someone had shoved in the bin. He has a look and 
it’s three kittens - 

 
Clive Oh no ... 
 
Denise And Alan being Alan, he knows he’s going to pass 

within three miles of Safe Haven Animal Sanctuary on 
his way north, so he puts them in the cab, tries to feed 
them his fish paste sandwiches and takes them there. 

 
Clive Please Denise ... don’t tell me this ... not today ... 
 
Denise So when he gets there he’s lucky that someone is in 

and willing to take them, even though they’re not 
officially open, and the lass there is so chuffed she 
takes a photo of him and her and the kittens ... and 
posts it to Facebook and Twitter ... 

 
Clive Shit.  Just what I needed. How far’s it gone? 
 
Denise Viral. Sorry. Bad word right now. I mean, everywhere. 
 
Tom is now on his mobile. 
 
Clive And there’s the other line going. I expect it will be 

Natasha just off Twitter, wanting to remind us of the 
terms of our contract, and in particular, the 
requirements of our third party insurance policy. This 
could not be happening on a worse day .... look, I’d 
better take this call. It’s not going to be pretty and you’d 
be better off not hearing it.  I’ll phone you back later, if I 
have the strength and I’ve still got a job. If we’ve ALL 
still got jobs. 
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Denise OK. Sorry Clive. Good luck. But they were cute ... (Clive 
has hung up, leaving Denise speaking into thin air) ... 
and the public are loving it. 

 
Tom Took it well then? 
 
Denise Not bad for a man who hasn’t had a single day off in 

 eight weeks, I suppose.   I’ve never heard him sound 
so stressed out. He’s never barked at us like that 
before. Was that Lois? 

 
Tom No, it was the care home in Halladale. I had to tell her 

the bad news about Derek being stuck at the 
warehouse. Denise, she was nearly in tears. 

 
Light dims, briefly. ‘Driving Away From Home’ plays briefly. When 
the light comes back up Tom is just coming off the phone, Denise 
enters with a lunchbox. 
 
Denise Will you GO HOME? It’s ten past four and you should 

have been gone two hours ago. 
 
Tom I can’t. Not until I’ve heard from Derek.   
 
Denise (proferring a box of sandwiches)  Well at least eat one 

of these - 
 
Tom’s phone rings 
 
Tom PDQ Deliveries Tom speaking how can I help you? 

Yes, I’m really sorry about this. Our driver is waiting at 
the warehouse in Perth for your stuff to arrive. No, I 
understand that ... it IS, unbelievably frustrating ... I’ll 
phone you as soon as I hear from him. (He puts the 
phone down and takes a bite at the sandwich whilst 
gesturing to Denise)  The hospital. Again. They say if 
they don’t get this stuff by tonight they are going to start 
ripping up clinical waste bags and using them as 
aprons.  

 
Denise They’re probably better quality - 
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Denise’s phone rings. 
 
Denise PDQ Del - oh hello Mrs Cavendish! How are you getting 

on? Oh he has? That’s excellent! You can stop 
worrying now. Thanks for letting us know ... oh yes, 
Maurice is a charmer ... you’ll have to put that on your 
customer feedback. Yes, it will be sent to your email 
address as usual.  I understand ... not been easy for 
any of us, has it?  No, I’m glad you didn’t have to use 
ripped up pages of The Courier too. Don’t want to risk 
any nasty paper cuts, eh? You did mention him??  Oh 
my ... well that will give them a boost at Head Office! 
Thanks anyway, Mrs Cavendish - stay safe! Yes, we 
will, goodbye ...  (hangs up).   Mrs C. Her looroll has 
arrived, she’d already sanitised the front door handle, 
Maurice is such a friendly fellow, and he reminds her of 
her Rory, only younger. She’s wasn’t sure what she put 
on her feedback form but she is certainly praised that 
nice man who helped the kittens.  She read about it on 
the internet.  (The phone goes. She signals to Tom to 
keep eating his sandwich)  PDQ Deliveries Denise 
speaking how may I help you? Sorry, who? Oh .... erm, 
yes ... er ... hang on ..... Sorry Tom, you’d better take 
this. It’s someone from the Dundee Courier, weirdly 
enough ... about Alan. 

 
Tom Oh bugger ... Hi - Tom speaking. Yep. Yep. Yes, he 

works for us.  No, we can’t give you a photo, sorry. Give 
you his address? No way! Well I’m sure you can find 
him on the internet but I can’t dish out personal details 
on individuals.  A statement ... er ... ok, how about 
“PDQ Deliveries prides itself on its high standards of 
care to all its customers. We are pleased that our driver 
was able to go the extra mile to help on this occasion.”  
What? What sort of pun? .... ”You could call it a purr-
fect delivery”? No! Get out of here.  Look, the phones 
are going crazy, I’ll have to go ... yeah, thanks for 
calling. Tarah. (Hangs up) I don’t believe this. Have you 
been able to make a start on those emails yet? 
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Denise Not really. (Tom’s mobile rings)   And we’re off again …  
 
 
Tom Roger. Have you finished with the GP surgeries? Ah 

brilliant, well done. Did you get roasted by everyone? 
Well that’s a mercy ... AND you got a cup of tea.  Better 
than Derek’s had. Yeah, he’s still at the warehouse.  
No.  Anyway, off you go home.  See you tomorrow. 

 
Denise’s phone rings 
 
Denise PDQ Deliveries Denise speaking, how can I - sorry, 

who? Channel 4? (She waves the phone at Tom) 
 
Tom (picking up on his handset)  Hello, this is Tom Peterson 

speaking. If it’s about the kittens, I’m afraid - what? ... 
What? ...  Who? Look, I really can’t comment on this ... 
I’m not aware of any such thing and I couldn’t possibly 
...  Nope. No, well obviously everyone is under  pressure 
right now, us included, and y’know, frankly, calls like 
this just make it worse. I really need to be getting on 
with my job, so I’m sorry but I can’t help you.  (Hangs 
up)  Oh bloody hell ... something’s happened. It’s Clive 
- something on Facebook ... 

 
Denise (looking at the computer screen)  Hang on let me ...I’m 

just looking at it now ... Oh Tom ... he’s absolutely lost 
it. …. Huge rant ... laying out for the government, their 
Tory cronies, Ballantyne Cox, you name it ... oh God 
he’s accusing them all of corruption ... incompetence ... 
says it will be their fault if people die ...and there’s 
dozens of responses ... and shares ... people saying 
that this should be on the national news ... oh no ... 
phone him, Tom, for God’s sake, get him to take it 
down NOW - everything he says is right but he’s got 
three kids, he needs this job! If Ballantyne Cox or the 
like see this, he’ll be crucified.  

 
Tom (dialling)  Oh shit ... It’s engaged .... oh come on Clive, 

pick up ... 
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Denise I’ll message him, hang on ... 
 
Tom’s mobile phone rings    
 
Tom Derek, what’s happening? It’s arrived. Thank God. But 

there’s only about a third of it ... Jesus ... is that enough 
for the care homes? Well we’ll have to take what we’ve 
got. Look, get them to load it on to the lorry as soon as 
possible, and phone me when you’re leaving. Yep. OK. 
Thanks. (Hangs up)  Did you get him? 

 
Denise No, but I just looked again and it’s gone. He must have 

taken it down himself.  Poor Clive ... it’s like he’s had a 
breakdown or something. 

 
Tom I knew something was wrong. I’ll keep trying.  
 
Denise’s phone rings.   
 
Denise PDQ Deliveries Denise speaking how can I help you?  

What?  Radio Tayside? We have absolutely NO 
comment to make about ... sorry? Oh, the kittens! Yes, 
well, ... we were all very chuffed indeed to be able to 
help, obviously. Our Alan is the type of man that would 
do that ... yes, he’s all heart ... Well that’s good to hear! 
Nice to get some good publicity, yes, it certainly is. No, 
we don’t know what the Sanctuary has called them yet. 
Oh I agree - I think one of them should DEFINITELY be 
called “Alan”. Give me your number, we’ll ask him to 
phone you. No problem at all ... thank you!  

 
She hangs up and puts her head on the desk in relief. 
 
Tom Alan to the rescue? You couldn’t make this up. 
 We’ll need to book Derek into a Travelodge or 

something though.  Can you do that while I try and get 
hold of Clive again? 

 
Denise Will he be ok on his hours? 
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Tom Yeah – if this isn’t worth an exemption I don’t know 
what is. 

 
Denise starts typing on the keyboard and Tom picks up the 
handset. 
 
Tom Is Clive there? It’s Tom, Tom Peterson. Oh ok ... I’ll call 

him later ... or tomorrow maybe. (Hangs up) He’s left 
the office. They don’t know when he’ll be back. 

 
Denise Have you got his mobile?   
 
Tom (trying) There’s no answer. 
 
Denise Keep trying. I’ve got a really bad feeling about this. 
 
Denise goes back to her emails on the computer.  Suddenly we 
see Clive onscreen. He is slumped at his desk, looking exhausted. 
 
Tom Clive ... 
 
Clive Yeah  
 
Tom Hiya pal. Are you ok?   
 
Clive Yes. I’m fine. I just nipped out the back for a fag. 
 
Tom Oh thank God. What a relief. We were crapping 

ourselves here. 
 
Clive You saw it then, I take it? 
 
Tom No, I didn’t see it but Denise did, briefly.  
 
Clive I just blew. I came off the phone from you, realised that 

I’d treated you like dirt, then had Miss Accountant of the 
Year in my ear about her bloody How Did We Do 
Surveys. I just hung up on her and the next thing you 
know ... well, Denise can tell you, she saw it. 

 
Tom Has the shit hit the fan?   
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Clive Not yet. But the BBC and The Guardian have been 

trying to get in touch with me.  I’m denying everything. 
 
Tom You probably deleted it just in time. That was a close 

one. By the sound of it, every word you said was spot 
on though. How are you really?  

 
Clive I’ll be all right now I’ve had a fag - and a stiff drink later. 

Except now I feel like a coward. I meant every word but 
I’ve got kids to feed ...  

 
Tom I absolutely get that. You’re no coward. One day, when 

this is all over, we can shout the story of what went 
down here from the rooftops. 

 
Clive Maybe. If anybody will actually want to hear it. But right 

now, people are dropping like flies, and you couldn’t 
blame anyone for not giving a toss about us.  You and I 
didn’t go to Eton, did we?  ... Ballantyne Cox would sell 
us down the river and not even stop to wave us off from 
the pier.   

 
Tom I know. But for now, all we can do is keep on keepin’ 

on. Go home, Clive.  Let someone else carry the weight 
for the rest of today.  

 
Clive I will. And you go home too.  
 
Tom I’m going - just waiting to get word from Derek that he’s 

leaving with the stuff.  Yeah. Take care, mate.  (He 
goes to put the phone down but pauses) Hang on - 
Clive? ... do you want a kitten?   

 
Clive Get stuffed! 
 
Tom Hahaha and the same to you. 
 
Hangs up. Screen goes dark. 
 
Denise Is he all right? 
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Tom Yeah. He doesn’t think anyone who could stir it for him 

has seen it and he’s taken it down now. As soon as the 
national media started phoning him he realised he’d 
dropped one, deleted it, and then just denied it flatly to 
whoever was on the line.   

 
His mobile rings.     
 
Tom Derek - that’s you off? Brilliant. Yeah, I know, right into 

the rush hour traffic.  Someone has it in for you, mate.  
Denise has booked you into the Travelodge. She’ll text 
the booking to you. Yeah - we’ll let Lois and the others 
know. Drive safely.  And you. 

 
He puts the mobile down, stretches, and gets up to leave. 
 
Tom Will you let Lois and the other care homes know he’s on 

his way - ETA between 10.00 and 11.00 tonight?   
 
Denise picks up the phone whilst Tom goes to fetch his jacket. 
 
Denise Hi, it’s PDQ Deliveries here. Can I speak to Lois? Oh 

ok, I can hang on ... hi Lois, I’m - .... what? .... Oh no .... 
Yes. Yes of course. Lois I’m -  

 
Lois has clearly hung up.  Denise sits in shock staring at the 
phone. Tom approaches, jacket on.  
 
Tom Right, that’s me off.  Was she relieved? What did she 

say? Denise ...? 
 
Denise She said for Derek not to hurry ... the client she was 

most worried about died twenty minutes ago. 
 
They gaze at each other, too stunned and upset to speak.  Tom 
silently walks off.  Denise’s phone rings. She sits staring into 
space. The phone keeps ringing. 
 
END 
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