
Play 2 

Friday 8th Feb.  



PROLOGUE 

WOMAN 1  
Do you know why you’re here? 

(Pause) 

WOMAN 2 
Trev? Trevor? 

(Pause) 

WOMAN 1 
Do you know where you are? 

WOMAN 2 
(Slower) 
Do you know where you are?  

(Pause)  

WOMAN 1  
Trev, can you help us out with what happened? 

WOMAN 2 
Do you remember what happened? 

WOMAN 
Trev? 

Blackout. 

SCENE ONE 

TREV enters. He is dressed for a night out. Jeans, smart shirt, 
shoes or boots, and with his hair perfectly done. However, he 
looks sleepy and drained. DAD is wearing trackys, t-shirt and 
slippers. 

TREV 
People use the word ‘vehement’ a lot more these days.  

DAD 
Morning son. Or afternoon rather.  

TREV 
(Opening the fridge) 
It’s weird isn’t it, that words go in and out of fashion. 

DAD 
What does it mean? 



TREV 
Like, strong, or passionate… Vehement. 

DAD 
Oh, as in: ‘he vehemently denied x, y and z’? 

TREV 
Yeah.  

(Pause) 

DAD 
Back to bed? 

TREV 
(Shrugs) 
Maybe. Why? Would you not live a life like this? 

(Pause) 

DAD  
I just wouldn’t… I mean… It’s going to be alright you know. 

TREV 
(Doubtful. Walking away.) 
Mmhm 

DAD 
It’s normal to feel like this.  

TREV 
(He stops, but doesn’t turn.) 
Yeah but that doesn’t help.  

DAD 
(Trying again.) 
She wouldn’t have wanted you to feel like this.  

TREV  
And that doesn’t make any sense.  

(He exits) 

DAD sits alone in silence. It’s awkward. There is a long pause.  

(TREV re-enters.) 

TREV 
I think… I might go travelling. 

DAD 



(Encouraged by TREV initiating conversation.) 
With your money? Yeah, she’d have wanted you to enjoy it. 

TREV 
Yeah, but it seems a bit too much like a reward. Not a punishment. 

DAD 
Why should it be a punishment? 

DAD (CONT’d) 
This wasn't anyone’s fault. It’s a terrible fucking disease and no 
one deserves to be punished.  

(Pause.) 

DAD (CONT’D) 
You gonna go with Alex? Or Ashley? 

TREV shakes his head.  

TREV  
Nah. Just me probably. 

DAD  
That’s pretty brave. I’ve never done that. 

TREV 
No. 

DAD 
Just take off on your own?  

TREV 
Yeah. 

DAD 
How are they getting on? 

TREV 
Who? 
  
DAD 
Alex and Ashley. I haven't seen them in a while. 

TREV shrugs. 

TREV 
Me neither.  

(He exits) 



SCENE TWO 

(LOUISE is also dressed for a night out. She is wearing a dress, 
her hair and make-up are perfectly done, she is wearing earrings 
and heels. She is staring at her phone and is visibly shaken. We 
can hear a violent argument offstage which drowns out DAVE, DAN 
and LOUISE’s conversation. It increases in intensity as they 
approach. Once they get close enough, DAVE touches LOUISE on the 
shoulder and the offstage shouting stops.) 

DAVE 
(Touching LOUISE on the shoulder) 
Lou! What’s the craic?! 

DAN 
We thought you were meeting us off the train!  

LOUISE 
Oh, shit yeah. Sorry. 

AMY 
She’s been like this for a while now. 

LOUISE 
(Snaps) 
I haven’t been like anything. 

DAN 
(Kissing LOUISE on the forehead) 
How are you though? Amy has been telling us about stuff.  

LOUISE 
Yeah, I’m alright. How are you lot? Is everything ok with/ 

AMY 
/We’re fine. 

LOUISE  
(Reluctantly) 
Well they still haven’t spoken to each other. I don’t know what 
else you were expecting.  

DAN 
How long’s it been? 

LOUISE 
About 3 months. I’ll be honest, I thought they might have been 
able to sort things out by now. They do this kinda shit all of the 
time but it’s never lasted as long as this.  



DAVE 
(Looking at his phone. Distracted.) 
Well if they do it all the time, then surely you can see that’s 
not a good sign. They were bound to break up eventually weren’t 
they? 

AMY  
What the fuck!? 

DAVE 
(Flinching) 
Well, I mean it’s right! Who the fuck wants to live a life like 
that? 

DAN 
(To DAVE) 
Hey… 

LOUISE 
(Defending DAVE)  
No it’s ok. You’re probably right.  

AMY 
(Still angry at DAVE) 
He hasn’t come back? 

LOUISE 
No. 

AMY  
Well I suppose it might be better them having a bit of space to 
think things through. If he comes back I want you to tell me 
straight away, yeah? Because that’s when it’ll either get better 
or worse. But I think they’ll miss each other eventually and then 
you’ve got a make-up scene on your hands. Candles and all that. 
Romance. Do you even know what it was about? 

LOUISE shakes her head.  

(Pause) 

AMY (Cont’d) 
(Trying to smooth things over) 
Look Lou, you just need to think about you. 

DAVE 
Ha, that rhymes. 

AMY shoots DAVE a look. He flinches.  

AMY 



If you’re constantly worrying about your Mam and Dad then you’re 
going to make yourself ill. They’re adults. They can sort it.  

LOUISE nods. DAN pulls her up by the hands. 

DAN 
(Softly) 
You’ll be alright. I’ll always be here. I’m not going anywhere 

LOUISE  
You gonna come out with us? 

DAN  
(Looking at his watch) 
No I can’t tonight. 

DAVE  
What!? Why? 

DAN  
We’ve got to get home. 

LOUISE 
Well why did you even come/(here?) 

DAN 
I just wanted to make sure you were alright… But you seem fine.  

LOUISE 
Oh, ok. Yeah.  

DAVE  
Oh fucking hell. I fancy a Jager. Once I think about Jager I’ve 
got a one track mind.  

AMY 
You’ve got a one track mind anyway you twat. 

DAN  
(To DAVE) 
Come on. We’ve got an early start tomorrow. 

DAVE 
Eh? 

DAN 
You said you’d give us a hand so don’t give me that shit.  

DAVE  
Oh, is that tomorrow? Fuck.  

LOUISE 



What’s tomorrow? 

DAN 
I’m moving.  

LOUISE 
Oh, yeah. I remember you said that you’d, yeah… 

They start to leave. DAN hugs AMY and kisses her on the forehead. 
He then turns to leave with DAVE in one direction. The girls go 
another. 

AMY 
(To Louise) 
Come on, we’ll go out. Girls night. 

DAVE 
(Turning. Listening. Disappointed.) 
Fucks sake. I wanna go on a girls night! 

They Exit. 

SCENE THREE 

Phone rings. 

DAD  
(Offstage) 
GET THE PHONE! 

TREV reaches for the phone. He listens, then hangs up. A 
scratching sounds creeps in.  

DAD 
(Offstage) 
WHO WAS IT?! 

TREV 
Just someone making a weird noise.  

DAD enters. 

DAD 
What? 

TREV 
Just someone making a weird noise.  

DAD 
What kind of noise?  



TREV 
Just like… clicking. Or maybe tapping. And scraping. Or maybe it 
someone’s teeth chattering…(he chatters his teeth) …that kind of 
noise.  

DAD 
Someone’s teeth chattering? 

TREV 
Yeah. 

DAD 
Huh. Probably just a cold caller! Ha!  

DAD 
What’s up? 

TREV 
Nothing.  

DAD 
Sure? 

TREV 
Yeah. 

(Pause) 

DAD 
You’ve not seemed right for weeks. There is definitely something 
wrong.  

TREV doesn’t move. 

The scratching grows louder and louder while DAD stares at TREV. 
The noise builds to a point of crescendo with DAD simply staring 
at TREV as it does.  

The scratching eventually stops abruptly as Dad speaks. 

DAD 
You know I’m just worried about you, don’t ya? 

TREV 
Yeah. 
  
DAD 
Is there anything you want to say?   

TREV 



(Suddenly angry) 
What’s that supposed to mean? 

DAD 
Like, is there anything you need to talk about? Use your words for 
a bit? 

TREV 
No. 

(Pause) 

DAD 
I just had a cry the other day. In the car. On the way to work.   

DAD (Cont’d) 
I miss your Mam like crazy some days and I just have a cry. Then 
it feels better. Sometimes in the shower. Or in the car. You must 
miss her too. It’s ok to be upset.  

TREV 
What the fuck does that mean? That doesn’t help.  

DAD 
Sometimes it does. When I get emotional it can release the valve a 
bit/ 

TREV  
/No, I mean you saying that. It’s not as if you’re going to say 
that and I’m just gonna sob, sniffle and then everything will feel 
better. You’re just talking shit, you know that don’t ya? 

DAD 
(Apologetic, trying again.) 
I’m sorry. Do you want to maybe go and speak to a professional? 

TREV 
Where’s all of this come from? What would make you think I’d wanna 
do that? 

DAD 
You’re just not doing… well anything.  

TREV 
Exactly. And you’re telling me you’d prefer it if I was sobbing 
all of the time? That doesn’t make sense.  

DAD 
No, I just mean/ 

TREV 



/Look, it’s only been a few months and I’m already fine. Do you 
know what really fucks me up? Conversations like this. They make 
me more anxious. They make me worse in the long run. 
I’m going to get away for a while, right? Maybe I’ll go to 
Thailand or Africa or something, I’ve been looking at flights. I 
can get one of those millennial run-away-from-your-
responsibilities package deals for a couple of grand. Fucking Camp 
America or working with orphans, summet like that. And then when I 
get back after I’ve got chlamydia and built a few houses in the 
slums I’ll find a job. Just do me a favour… back off a bit. 

DAD smiles and nods. 

DAD  
(Sincere) 
I knew you’d have the answer son. You’ve got an answer for 
everything. 

Scratching noise resumes low. As the lights dim… 

SCENE FOUR 

The lights lift. TREV hasn’t moved. However he is now malevolent 
and somewhat changed. WOMEN are now opposite him again. They are 
staring at TREV as he speaks to them. 

TREV 
What’s the worst thing you’ve ever wanked to? No, seriously… 

(Lights lift) 

Something embarrassing or degrading? Or disgusting? Or even 
immoral? Or maybe just genuinely fucking weird? Think about it. 

(Pause)  

Did you get that sinking feeling after you came? Then you thought 
to yourself: “If anyone saw that, I’d be fucked.” Yeah? You both 
thinking about it?  

Everyone thinking about it? 

(Faintly sadistic) 

I know you are. 

Think about this, right… The person sat next to you, is thinking 
something just as bad as you are - if not worse. And just like 
you, the person sat next to you is currently trying desperately 
hard not to think about it. And also, just like you, they're 



hoping to God that you’re not wondering about what they’re 
thinking about.   

(Pause) 

TREV (Cont’d) 
Sorry. Didn't mean to make you uncomfortable.  

TREV smiles. 

SCENE FIVE 

DOCTOR resumes his position. 

WOMAN 1 
How are we feeling today Trev? 

(Pause) 

WOMAN 2  
We just thought we’d come in to see you. See if you’ve made any 
progress? 

(Pause) 

WOMAN 1 
Do you feel like having chat to us today? Do you remember what 
happened? 

WOMAN 2 glances towards the doctor who shakes his head.  

WOMAN 2 
We’ve been told that you might not want to talk, or that you might 
not be able to at the moment. And that you’ve not really been 
talking to anyone. But sometimes, you talk when you’re alone, is 
that right? Or when you’re asleep? 

(Pause) 

WOMAN 2 (Cont’d) 
You talk in your sleep don’t you, TREV? 

TREV’s eyes lift slowly from the desk to look at WOMAN 2. 

Blackout.  

SCENE SIX 

In a pub.  

LOUISE 



Shame they couldn’t stay. 

AMY 
Let’s just have a laugh. 

LOUISE 
Yeah. It’s been a while. 

(Pause) 

LOUISE 
Alright. I am feeling a bit… worried/  

AMY 
/There it is. 

LOUISE 
My Mam and Dad have always been there and they’ve always been the 
one’s I speak to when I feel like this/ 

AMY 
/They have. 

LOUISE 
But it’s weird that this is the one thing I can’t really talk to 
them about/ 

AMY 
/mmhm. 

LOUISE 
…but this is when they need me the most./  

AMY 
/What? What about you? 

LOUISE 
What about me? 

AMY 
It’s you that I’m worried about. Not your parents. 

LOUISE 
Me? Well, I don’t know I suppose it’s a bit/ 

TREV 
(Nonchalant) 
/Hard for him to get his head around. I dunno, he’s always trying, 
but I can self-sooth. I’m good at it. It’s what you teach babies 
isn’t it? 

ASHLEY 



Is it? 

ALEX 
Don’t look at me! How the fuck would I know that? Have you got a 
secret kid you’re hiding as well? 

TREV 
No you fucking nob! If they’re crying, you leave them. Eventually 
they stop and they learn for the next time. Think about it, if 
you’re rewarded with physical contact, love and affection for 
being unbearable then what kind of incentive is that for a person 
to become bearable?  

ALEX 
Your Dad is sound though. My dad wouldn’t be arsed. I went to give 
him a cuddle the other day and he called us’ a faggot. 

ASHLEY 
My Dad found my new t-shirt the other day and asked me if I’d been 
shagging girls in the living room.    

ALEX 
Eh?  

ASHLEY 
It was pink.  

ALEX 
Oh.  

ASHLEY 
I didn’t wanna say it was mine, so I told him I had been and he 
still gave me a slap. Can’t fucking win, man.  

TREV 
My Dad’s making me worse. I’m sat there just chilling and he 
wanders up to me like; “Do you want to cry?” and I’m just just 
like “fucking hell Dad I was only making a sandwich and you’re 
asking us’ if I wanna weep all over the place!” 

(At the same time:) 

ASHLEY 
Was it cheese and onion? 
ALEX 
Have you asked him if he’s alright? 

TREV 
Eh? 

ASHLEY 
Was it a cheese and onion sarny? They sometimes make me cry.  



TREV 
No, you dick I mean/ 

LOUISE 
/Really crying. For about an hour. I just had to sit there with 
him and hold his hand. I didn’t really know what else to do. There 
isn't really a book for it.  

AMY 
Do you not think about what that’s doing to you? 

LOUISE 
In what way? 

AMY 
Well, I mean like, psychologically. Sitting there while your Dad 
cries about losing your Mam. Isn’t it Freudian or something? 

LOUISE  
I don’t care what it is, it’s my Dad! And if he’s upset then I’ll 
sit with him all night if I have to. He doesn’t really have anyone 
else.  

AMY  
And your Mam? 

LOUISE 
I’m not so worried. She seems to be handling it a bit better. The 
house is spotless.  

AMY 
(Apologetic) 
When my Dad got the sack, he spent a few days not knowing what to 
do with himself. He just sat around. But my Mam was on a mission. 
She found more vacancies for him in two days than he did in a 
month. He was better after he got some/ 

TREV 
/Bollocks! If I stay around here any longer I’m gonna go mental. 
He doesn’t mind if I go anyway. I’m probably just making him feel 
fucking worse. You never know, he might man up a bit if I leave 
him alone for a few months.  

ALEX 
Yeah, suppose… 
You not worried about travelling on your own? What if people don’t 
speak English? 

TREV 



Course they will, everyone does! They all learn it from our films 
and that don’t they? And if they don’t you just/  

LOUISE 
/Change the subject? I just want to relax. Wanna get some food? 
Nachos or something? 

AMY 
I’m off carbs.  

LOUISE 
Since when? 

AMY  
I want a thigh gap. 

LOUISE  
(Confused) 
A ‘thigh - gap’? 

AMY  
Yeah. Barbie has one. 

LOUISE  
Barbie has no internal organs.  

AMY 
Eh? 

LOUISE 
You’re not serious. 

AMY  
Yeah, she does. You can see it when she's stood with her legs 
together, there’s that little teardrop shape at the top. 

LOUISE 
What happened to ‘strong is sexy?’ 

AMY 
Well it is. It’s just more work.  

LOUISE 
Sometimes I’m sure you just say/  

TREV 
/the same things over and over again. He means well but fuck… I’ve 
said to him, I don’t need a shoulder to cry on, I’ve said I need 
space. People deal with these kinds of things in different ways. 
I’m fucking fine. Sweet as a nut. Fine and dandy and all that 
fucking wank. Anyway, fuck it, I could really/ 



LOUISE 
(looking round) 
/really do with a pint. 

AMY 
A pint? Cocktails are two for one… 

LOUISE 
I know, I can’t be doing with a cocktail. I’m thirsty. I want 
something a bit more substantial. To be honest I could probably 
just down/ 

TREV  
/three tequilas? 

ASHLEY  
Yeah, get ‘em in! 

ALEX 
Sounds good to me. Let’s leave this for now then shall we? Sweep 
it under the sand? Bury our heads in the rug and all that? 

TREV 
Yeah. Let’s just have a good night. 

TREV/LOUISE 
I’ll go to the bar.  

TREV and LOUISE stand and turn towards each other. Just as they 
are about to see each other.. 

Blackout.  

SCENE SEVEN 

(White noise) 

WOMAN 
So you say that you did have sex? 

TREV 
Yes. 

WOMAN 
Which positions? 

TREV 
What? 

WOMAN 
Which positions? 



TREV 
Can I get a different pair of trousers please?  

WOMAN 
Did you bend her over the sink? 

TREV 
These one’s keep falling down. They don’t have a chord in them to 
tighten/ 

WOMAN 
/That’s so you can’t hang yourself. Someone in your position might 
be tempted.  

TREV 
In my position? 

WOMAN 
You’ve been here 14 hours.  

TREV 
I haven’t done anything.  

WOMAN 
She said you did. 

TREV 
Who? 

WOMAN 
The girl. 

TREV  
No she didn’t. 

WOMAN 
Well her friend did. How drunk was everyone? On a scale of 0-10? 

TREV 
Well, none of us were that drunk really.  

WOMAN 
(Writing) 
‘Not that drunk really’? What does that mean? 

TREV 
Well we all knew what we were doing.  

WOMAN 
You realise you're under arrest for three separate charges? 



WOMAN  
We’re going to have to release you on bail. This could take a 
while.  

TREV 
How long? 

WOMAN 
Could be up to two years. Could be up to two years. Could be up to 
two years. Could be up to two years./ 

TREV 
/I’m a teacher. An English teacher. 

WOMAN 
Not anymore. How long have you been on drugs? 

TREV 
No.  

WOMAN exhales and sits slowly back in her seat. After assessing 
TREV for a minute or so, she walks around the table. She is 
menacing and walks behind TREV in order to and switch off a tape 
recorder which has been documenting their conversation. TREV is 
visibly unsettled. She then sits back in front of TREV. Her 
demeanour has changed. She is less threatening, almost motherly.  

WOMAN 
I’m going to tell you what I always tell my son. You need to avoid 
girls like this and look after yourself. They’ll do you no good 
whatsoever. And most importantly - wear a condom!  

TREV 
I did wear a/ 

WOMAN 
(Standing to leave) 
/Do you want a lift home? 

TREV (Cont’d) 
Erm, yeah, please.  
  
From this point forward, TREV develops an involuntary tick. His 
head twitches over to his left side and he occasionally vocalises 
it, making a similar sound that one might make when they shudder - 
it can be sporadic throughout the rest of the play but must also 
be done wherever ‘TICK’ is written. 

TICK 



SCENE EIGHT  

TREV remains sat. The lights lower and TREV’s demeanour changes. 
WOMAN 1 and 2 remain sat but do not react to what TREV says. 

TREV 
Throughout history the straight, white male has been the 
oppressor. The power. The villain. The might. He has stood in the 
way of every other people, and stepped over every other person of 
difference in order to rise to the status in which we see him 
today.  

Your boss is white. His boss is white. And his boss? Definitely 
white, he is over 6 ft tall and speaks with an authority that only 
generations of straight, white, male oppression can develop.  

He is a cunt.  

But the strange thing? He can’t help it. He has had as little say 
in the historic misogyny and systemic bias which has taken place 
over the centuries as you or me, but still, he. Is. A. Cunt. Why? 
He is a cunt for benefiting from it. He is a cunt for remaining 
‘complicit’ and he is a cunt for enjoying the virtues afforded to 
him and by standing on the shoulders of racism, sexism, homophobia 
etc etc etc. And he is certainly a cunt for taking a six figure 
salary as his reward.  

(Pause. TREV thinks…) 

However…  

(He leans forwards) 

Misogyny breeds misandry. Which is where we are at the moment. 
Misandry is the dislike of, contempt of, or ingrained prejudice 
against men. You didn’t know that did you? But you knew what 
misogyny was? Weird that. 

Now no one is ever going to feel pity for the cunt in the suit 
with the 6 figure salary. So we just keep on pumping out the anti 
white male rhetoric until we’re blue in the face and who knows? 
Maybe one day we might have a trans black woman in Downing Street. 
But until then. He is a cunt.  

TREV stops. He thinks.  

WOMAN 1 and 2 simultaneously turn to stare at TREV. 

SCENE NINE  



TREV is on a train. We can hear it, and he is swaying in a 
rhythmic way but is clearly tense and uncomfortable. The train is 
repetitive and soporific. TREV is numb. 
Sat close to him are two men wearing suits who appear to be 
passionately communicating we cannot hear them however as there 
speech seems to be muffled. As if being heard through perforated 
eardrums. The way one might hear something directly after an 
explosion.  

MAN 1 
There’s someone else they need. You know? Someone to do as he’s 
told. Yeah? Dot i’s cross t’s. It not my fault. / He’s gonna be 
paid, don’t worry about it. 

MAN 2 
/Then he’s gonna retire in about 5 years. 

MAN 1 
I’m still intrigued about what has gone on./ I dunno, what d’you 
think? 

MAN 2 
/I think he’s leaving, I think he’s leaving… 

MAN 1 
Do you know I had exactly the same thought.  

MAN 2 
Did you? 

MAN 1   
No. But do you know what I think we are thinking the same thing 
here!? / He’s not really doing much that way he doesn’t have to 
get involved. 

MAN 2 
/Mmm. Mhummm. Aha! Yeah don’t think he can hack it anymore.  

TICK 

MAN 1 
I think he’s wandered down the golf club. He’s bought himself an 
annual membership. He’s going down there everyday for a spot of 
lunch. He’s gone with his friends. And he’s not that bothered to 
be honest.  

MAN 2  
10 years younger than he looks. 

TICK 



MAN 1  
Yeah he, yeah yeah he is/ 

MAN 2 
/Yeah he’s, he’s… 

MAN 1   
/You know but he looks like he’s 65 but he’s not. 

MAN 2   
Yeah. 

MAN 1 
I don’t know if he’s got enough cash, ya know?  

MAN 2  
Yeah. 

MAN 1 
In the bank in’t it? And he’s paid his mortgage off. 

MAN 2 
Yeah 

MAN 1 
And he's gone.  “Do you know what… 

(Long pause) 

(Sigh) 

TICK 

MAN 2(Cont’d) 
Fuck that, bit of golf, I might go down the pub… maybe  

MAN 1  
I just think, it’s an outside bet but… Trev, do you feel like 
talking? 

MAN 2  
If you got involved, then Rattle will be involved.  Ian’s not 
involved, Deano’s not involved, then he’s panicking.  

MAN 1 
/Who else would be the alternatives? 

MAN 2   
/Who’d do the day to day workings? You’d pay someone else to do 
the work. 



MAN 1   
Obviously! If him and Neil do it, they’ll have something up and 
running quick. 

MAN 2   
Correct. 

TICK (AUDIBLE) MAN 1 and MAN 2 stare at TREV.  

Lights fade. 

SCENE TEN  

LOUISE’S house.  

AMY  
How do you feel? 

AMY 
It won’t be like this forever you know.  

(Pause) 

LOUISE 
That doesn’t make any sense.  

(Pause) 

LOUISE 
I can’t sleep. I’m sick of it. I haven’t slept for days now. Or 
when I do I wake up sweating that much I have to change the 
sheets. Have you ever done that? Sweated so much while you slept 
that when you wake up you worry if you’ve pissed the bed? But then 
you realise that it couldn’t possibly be piss because why would it 
be up by your shoulders? 

AMY 
Have a bath maybe?  

LOUISE  
Tried it.  

AMY 
I’ve got this lavender spray thing that you put on your pillow 
and/ 



LOUISE 
/I’ve got one.  

AMY 
No good? 

(Pause) 

AMY 
When my dad can’t sleep, he says he lies in bed and tries to 
remember things that he’s never remembered before… 

LOUISE slowly looks at AMY 

LOUISE 
What do you mean by that? 
AMY 
What? Nothing. Thats just what he does… I wasn’t implying 
anything. 

LOUISE nods.  
(Pause) 

LOUISE 
I’m worried that this is affecting my Mam. She doesn’t seem to be 
eating. She’s not put makeup on in about a week now and when she 
looks at me she just seems, sad. The house is a mess. She’s 
already got enough to deal with… But if I didn’t know any better 
I’d say she looked guilty. 

AMY 
Well maybe she feels it. 

LOUISE  
Why should she? 

AMY 
(Tentative) 
Well, I mean she’s been a bit, a bit… selfish really hasn't she. 

LOUISE 
(Suddenly angry) 
She’s been going through a break up. 

AMY  
I know but there comes a time when people just get a bit 
impatient. They loose sympathy and regardless of what’s happened 
or how horrible it was, people just start to think… “Get over it. 
Move on. What’s done is done.” It’s horrible, but people are 
selfish when it all boils down to it. They have their own lives to 
live. 



LOUISE stares. 

AMY (Cont’d) 
Sorry I didn't mean… 

AMY  
What do you remember? 

LOUISE 
I’ve told you they hadn’t been getting on for months, and my Mam 
thinks my Dad has been cheating on her so she said enough is 
enough and/ 

AMY  
/No. The other night… 

LOUISE  
I don’t feel like this is much of a friendship anymore. 

AMY 
What? 

LOUISE  
I just feel like it’s more of a psychiatrist’s session every time 
we’re together. I’m absolutely fine. I was fine before and I’m 
fine now. If anything I’m confused now and I’m finding it hard to 
piece together how the fuck I ended up in such a fucked up mess 
but ultimately, I’m fine.  

AMY  
But what happened to you isn't fine. It’s horrible and I’m just 
worried about you. 

LOUISE  
(Really angry) 
Yeah but you worrying about me is making me worse. I’m worrying 
about you, worrying about me! And the more you bring it up the 
more chance there is of my Mam and Dad finding out. I just need 
you to back off so that I can figure out what happened! 

AMY 
I’ve told you what happened, and they should know! You need to 
tell them! 

(Pause) 

LOUISE 
I know. 

AMY  



Well why do I feel like it’s bothering me more than it’s bothered 
you!? He can’t get away with it! It’s fucking disgusting. The lads 
were fuming! They were wanting to track him down! 

LOUISE 
What? You told Dan?! 

AMY 
No. 

LOUISE  
Jesus. 

AMY 
What?  

(Pause) 

AMY CONT’D 
He needs to know.  

LOUISE 
And who the fuck are you to decide that!? And even if I did want 
to tell him I wouldn’t know what or how I’d tell him. 

AMY 
Eh? 

LOUISE 
You really need to but out sometimes mate. 

AMY 
What do you mean by that? 

LOUISE  
I’ve told you before, this isn’t your life, I would never/ 

AMY 
No, I mean what do you mean that you wouldn’t know what to tell 
him.  

LOUISE 
(Hesitant)  
Well, I just don’t even know if this is worth troubling him with 
yet. Until I get clear in my own head. 

AMY 
I’d say it’s pretty fucking clear to be honest.  

LOUISE 
Yeah, I know I just… 



AMY  
You’re not/ 

LOUISE  
/I don’t know.  

AMY 
Well I do. I know. I was there. 

LOUISE 
You weren’t. 

AMY  
Well I was there afterwards and I saw your face. I’ve known you 
for years and you weren’t yourself.  

LOUISE nods. 

AMY (CONT’d) 
And he needs to suffer for it.  

LOUISE 
Yeah.  

AMY 
It doesn’t take me to tell you that this…  

AMY approaches LOUISE and quickly reveals quite severe bruising on 
her arms.  

AMY (CONT’d)  
… Isn’t right.  

LOUISE struggles to pull her sleeve down. 

LOUISE  
I know. I’m telling you it doesn’t hurt.    
  
AMY  
I’m telling you it looks broken. 

LOUISE 
I don’t care, it feels fine. I just don’t want anyone else 
involved.   

AMY 
It’s too late now.  

SCENE ELEVEN  



Police Car.  

WOMAN 1  
It’s been ages since I’ve been that far south. I might just get 
the train ya know. 

WOMAN 2 
Fuck that! The train will cost a fortune! Honestly, It’ll be 
nightmare. I’m pretty sure I had to change about three times. It 
was a while ago since I went like, but it would have been a lot 
easier if I’d just driven.  

WOMAN 1 
Hmm. I’m just not that comfortable with motorway driving. How long 
will it take? 

WOMAN 2 
Not long, probably just about, erm, 2/3 hours.. maybe 3 and a 
half. 

WOMAN 1 
You have no idea do you? 

WOMAN 2 
No! 

WOMAN 1  
Do yo know, TREV? 

TREV 
Eh? 

WOMAN 1 
Have you ever been to Coventry? 

TREV 
Coventry? No. Why? 

WOMAN 1 
Hmm. I’ve got a feeling it’s gonna be a pain in the arse to get 
there. I’ve got work down there next week. I haven’t been south in 
ages. I’ve got an auntie that lives down there, I feel like I 
might pop in on her while I’m there, haven’t seen her in a while.  

TREV 
Can I get my clothes? 

(WOMAN 1 & 2 pause) 

WOMAN 1  



From the station? Is it close to your house?  

TREV 
Yeah.  

WOMAN 2 
Well, forensics need them. So no not really. 

TREV 
I’m supposed to be going travelling. I’ll need my boots. 

WOMAN 1  
Well we can probably get you those.  

WOMAN 2 
Ohh, where you going travelling to!? 

TREV 
Australia. 

WOMAN 1 
Nice! When?  

TREV 
I’m supposed to fly next week but/  

WOMAN 2 
/Oh I’m well jealous. I wish I could just nick off like that. Just 
pack a few things and go… 

TREV 
I’ve had it planned for about 3 months.  

WOMAN 1 
Tell ya what then, we can swing by the station and pick your boots 
up for ya. I’m sure they won’t need them. 

TREV 
Thanks.  

WOMAN 1/2 
No worries.  

WOMAN 1 
Are you worried? 

TREV 
Yeah.  

WOMAN 2 
Well we hope it all gets sorted out for you ya know? 



WOMAN 1  
You seem like a nice lad.  

TREV changes. He becomes exasperated.  

TREV 
Why would you say that!? Is there a tape recorder in here? Because 
I think that’s exactly the kind of thing I’d quite like people to 
know! Yes, I am a ‘nice lad’! But I’m sure there are plenty of 
‘nice lads’ in prison! That is literally of no use to me 
whatsoever. Do you wanna come into my house and tell me Dad that 
even though I’ve been arrested and that I face fucking prison, 
that’s it’s all going to be alright because you think I’m a ‘nice 
lad’!? 

(Pause) 

WOMAN 1 
(Smiling) 
We’ll see you soon, Trev.  

Blackout.  

SCENE TWELVE  

TREV’S House.  

TREV 
The police are going to ring you both. They need a statement from 
each of you. 

ALEX 
OK 

TREV 
Not sure when. 

ASHLEY 
How long where you in the station? 

TREV 
14 hours. 

ALEX/ASHLEY 
Fuck. 

ASHLEY 
Have you told your dad? 

TREV 



Not yet.  

(Pause) 

ASHLEY 
When are they gonna ring? 

TREV 
No idea. We aren’t really supposed to talk about it. 

ALEX 
What if our stories don’t match? 

TREV 
They will.  

ASHLEY 
Mmhm. 

TREV 
We have nothing to worry about.  

ASHLEY 
Well no. We don’t. Are you not worried? 

TREV 
We have nothing to lie about. So… no.  

ALEX 
I’d tell your dad if I were you[r] mate.  

TREV 
I know. I’m going to. Just not really sure what to say. Or how to 
say it.  

ALEX  
Behaviour is not what we say or what we do what we do. It is what 
happens between what we say and what we do. 

TREV 
What? 

ALEX 
Nothing. 

(Pause) 

ASHLEY 
Are you going to speak to/ a solicitor? 

TREV 



/Do you think I should? 

ASHLEY/ALEX 
Yes. 
(Pause) 
 TICK 

TREV 
I think that’ll only make me look guilty. 

(Pause) 

TREV(Cont’d) 
I suppose I should have a look. 

ASHLEY 
So is this all going to be… I mean will they, like, what’s the 
process? 

TREV 
They speak to everyone involved to see if the statements match up. 
Then they do a bit of poking around and decide if it’s likely to 
get a conviction. I think it’s the CPS who do that.  

(Overlapped) 
ASHLEY 
The CPS?/ 

TREV 
The Crown Prosecution Service.  

ALEX 
It’ll be alright, you know? 

TREV 
Have you heard of the frequency illusion? 

SCENE THIRTEEN  

Recording. 

WOMAN 
(Slow, whispering and malicious.)  
Before you go we need to swab your dick. We want to establish the 
level of sexual contact you had with the girl. 

TREV 
I can tell you I can tell you the level of sexual contact I had 
with ‘the girl’. We had sex. 



WOMAN 
/We don’t care what you say. That literally means FUCK ALL to us 
right now. Get your cock out. I’m gonna stick this swab up inside 
your foreskin and rub it around your bellend. 

TREV 
Can I have my clothes back afterwards? 

WOMAN 
No. You go home in those.  

TREV 
But my neighbours will think/ 

WOMAN  
(Suddenly Aggressive) 
/GET YOUR FUCKING COCK OUT. 

White noise… 
              
      
SCENE FOURTEEN  

LOUISE looks stressed. 

LOUISE 
This might sound weird. But pedophiles have their uses. Brings 
everyone together. You can be sat in a room with people you’ve 
never met, all different colours, races, religions, sexualities, 
there can be a fat woman, an ugly fella, a feminist, a gypsy, 
literally any type of person you could think of and if you mention 
a famous pedo, suddenly everyone is on the same page. Disgust. 
’Lock em up and throw away the key!’ ‘They should be castrated!’ 
‘It makes me sick’, ’I’d love to bite his cock off, spit it back 
in his face and watch him scramble around on the floor trying to 
find it.’ You know, that kind of thing.  

(Pause) 

Am I strange for thinking that they deserve some compassion? You 
can’t help what or who you’re attracted to. It’s obviously fucked 
up and i’m not suggesting that anyone should fuck kids, but… I 
don’t know, if it’s a chemical imbalance or something, you know in 
the brain, then surely it’s more like they have an illness? And 
what if it’s not a kid, if it’s like a 15 year old or something? 
If they’re consenting, then that’s fine. Isn’t it? Who decided it 
was 16? The gay age of consent hasn’t always been 16, I remember 
the marches. It’s about consent. And when does consent become 
something we trust and respect. Are we saying that a 15 year old’s 



choices about their own body are invalid? All seems a bit grey to 
me.  

(Pause) 

Did you know that the Crown Prosecution Service prosecuted and 
convicted more cases of domestic abuse, rape, sexual offences and 
child abuse than ever before in 2017? We, as a nation are becoming 
more and more depraved.  
(Pause) 

LOUISE (Cont’d) 

(She stands) 
I was born in the nineties. None of this was the case in the 
nineties. Things were awesome back then. (Apparently.) 

Ever heard of ‘Sudden Wealth Syndrome?’ It’s an actual term. 
Google it. It’s what happens if you win the lottery. Before you 
win, you vote for the red ones.  And after you win, you vote for 
the blue ones. Simple. Google it. Not that I vote anyway.  

But if the red ones are more likely to commit these kinds of 
crimes then money’s the problem. Surely. Give us all money and 
there’ll be less problems.    

(Pause) 

LOUISE (Cont’d) 
(Changed - Erudite) 
That’s why I love a pedo, they recalibrate people’s heads. It’s 
like you can read a persons cerebral telemetry. And you realise 
where the problems really are - I’m the victim. Really. Why would 
I lie?  

Blackout.  

The lights lower and when they lift we realise that TREV is 
present.  

Woman 1/Woman 2 begin to speak. Slowly and reciting as if reading. 
When one finishes the next begins instantaneously, as if the 
speech is being spoken by the same person. 

WOMAN 1 
I function pretty normally in everyday life.  

WOMAN 2 
Just sometimes I spend a few days in darkness.  

WOMAN 1 
With my laptop. Sleeping and wanking.  



WOMAN 2 
Well, awake and wanking. I can’t wank while I’m asleep. I don’t 
cry though. That always seemed a bit… a bit… a bit cliche.  

WOMAN 1 
Auto correct always wants to change ‘wanking’ to ‘waking’. It 
sticks one of those squiggly red lines underneath it as well.  

WOMAN 2 
That’s fucked.  

WOMAN 1 
One of the most fundamental and basic things about us all is that 
we wank. Even/ 

WOMAN 2 
/chimps wank. They eat nuts and wank.  

WOMAN 1 
(Looking at WOMAN 2 for the first time) 
I suppose it’s because it’s a colloquialism. And it’s not 
American.  

WOMAN 2 
(Turning to look) 
Yeah. you’re probably right.  

WOMAN 1 
Yeah. Probably. 

(Pause. They look at TREV) 

WOMAN 1/WOMAN 2/TREV/LOUISE 
(Slow and sinister - LOUISE reenters halfway through the speech 
and stands behind TREV.) 
This is what happens. You lose all sense of self worth. Of who you 
are. You lose any drive. It’s debilitating. You stop making sense. 
Nothing makes sense.  

TREV 
I’m fucked. 

Blackout. 

SCENE FIFTEEN  

Party. 

TREV 



So these two girls came back. They were ok. Bit young, but fun. 
They told us they were 22, Turned out they were 19. But that’s 
still OK. I took one of them in the downstairs bathroom. We 
fucked. Well, we slept together. We had sex. We were both a bit 
tipsy but it was alright. We came out of the bathroom and we were 
happy. We cuddled on the couch and everything was fine.  

LOUISE enters. 

(Pause) 

ALEX enters.  

ALEX 
Think she’s gonna be sick.  

TREV 
Take her upstairs then, don't leave her here.  

ALEX 
(To LOUISE)  
Go upstairs if you want. Have a lie down. 

TREV 
NOT on my dad’s bed! 

ALEX 
NOT on his dad’s bed! 

ALEX 
Why the fuck did you rape her Trev? 

TREV 
What?  

(Pause) 

TREV(Cont’d) 
Are you taking the piss? 

LOUISE 
(Drunk and slurring) 
I just had a too much, bit too much to, to drink I think. Bit too 
much.  

ALEX 
You just told me he raped you! 

LOUISE 
Did I? 

ALEX 



YES! 

TREV 
What are you talking about!? We had sex!  

ALEX 
You are fucking disgusting mate. 

TREV 
This is fucked.  

ALEX 
How drunk were you both? On a scale of 0-10? 

TREV 
What the fuck is that supposed to/ 

ALEX 
/Was she hammered? Did you take advantage? 

TREV 
No! 

ALEX 
Why is she being sick then? 

TREV 
We had sex about two hours ago! We’ve been drinking non-stop since 
then! 

ALEX 
You’ll have to prove it. Why is there a lock on your bathroom 
door? 

TREV 
Because it’s a bathroom 

ALEX 
Is that why you took her in there to rape her? Because there’s a 
lock? 

TREV 
No! 

(Pause) 

TREV(CONT’D) 
Is that the police?  

ALEX 
Bout time. (To LOUISE) Come on, we’re going.  



LOUISE collapses onto the floor. 
ALEX drags LOUISE offstage.  

TREV stands. 

TREV 
(To audience) 
Yeah, I’ll come now. Just gonna stick a shirt on. 

Blackout. 

SCENE SIXTEEN  

TREV  
They swabbed it. All around. Under the foreskin. She had to pull 
it all the way back. I hadn’t had a shower and I’d been awake for 
almost 72 hours. I felt tired. I was shaking. There were four of 
them in the room. No windows. Concrete walls.  

Then she put it in. Down inside. 

DAD closes the fridge door and carries the ingredients of a 
sandwich to the kitchen bench. He still doesn’t make eye contact.     

DAD 
Are you alright, son? 

(Pause) 

TREV 
I love you, Dad. 

DAD smiles.  

DAD 
I know you do. 

DAD begins making a sandwich.  

TREV 
I’ve been reading.  

DAD 
Oh yeah? 

TREV 
Yeah. About psychology, and emotions. I’ve been reading a lot of 
quite… heavy things.  
  
(Scratching sound begins quietly) 



DAD 
Good.  

TREV 
They say that, there is a kind of inner battle. That we all think 
things we maybe shouldn’t from time to time. And that we suppress 
them. But then when we suppress them they can build. Some say we 
need to learn to integrate these thoughts with our daily lives in 
order to function in society. Others say it’s kind of duality that 
we all have to deal with so, just, deal with it.  

DAD 
Do you want a sandwich? 

TREV  
Did you hear what I said? 

DAD 
I’m listening to what you’re saying but I’m not hearing what 
you’re meaning. 

TREV 
I’ve been accused of rape.  

Silence. DAD does not move and only looks down at his sandwich. 
TREV stares intently at DAD. The scratching sound from earlier 
rises slightly. 

TREV 
Dad? 

DAD 
(Calmly) 
OK. What are you going to do? 

TREV 
I don’t know. I was wondering if you’d be able to help me.  

TREV 
I’m a bit worried. And I’m starting to get a bit, desperate. I 
can't really sleep. And when I do I sweat because my dreams scare 
the shit out of me. And have you painted my room? My room smells 
like fresh paint and microwave meals. Clinical. 

DAD 
Like a cell? 

TREV nods.  

DAD (Cont’d) 



I’ve tried to help you son, but I’m tired. I thought you were 
going travelling, so I’ve been looking at selling the house. When 
I move into my new place you can sleep on the couch I suppose.  

TREV 
I wasn’t going forever.  

DAD 
Dunno, you might have been.  

TREV 
Wh, what? You’re not making any sense! 

DAD 
Not a lot seems to me sense to you, son. But the rest of us just 
have to get on with it. That’s life. You sure you don't wanna 
sandwich? 

DAD drops a ketchup bottle which smashes onto the floor.  

DAD 
Shit. I’ll get the mop.  

TREV stares dumbfounded. DAD leaves. Slowly TREV bends down and 
starts picking up shards of  broken glass. He squeezes the glass 
and it cracks in his hands cutting them. He doesn’t flinch. DAD 
reenters. 

DAD 
Fucking hell, don’t pick it up with your hands! Have you cut 
yourself? 

DAD exits.  

TREV 
(Confused. Staring at his hands.) 
It’s ok. It doesn’t really hurt… 

After a few moments TREV pauses, hands covered in ketchup. He then 
stands and walks to the table where his paper is. TREV sits down 
at his paper and the lights drop. He starts scribbling away, 
covering the paper in ketchup, and as he does we realise that the 
scratching sound we have heard throughout is in fact the pencil on 
TREV’s paper… The scratching increases… and TREV begins to speak 
out the words as he writes them. As he does, LOUISE walks in, she 
is also writing. They are speaking in unison.   

TREV/LOUISE 
Why am I writing this? I’ve been asked to write down what 
happened. From start to finish.  
It’s not a statement, the police have that already. But my 
solicitor has said that I could be on bail for so long that the 



story might fade in my own mind and that it’s important that I 
remember as many facts as possible and keep my story straight.  

Sometimes this kind of trial can take years to reach a conclusion.  

I’d like to finish by saying that I vehemently deny every 
allegation which has been made against me…   

Fuck.  
  

Blackout. 

SCENE SEVENTEEN  

Bright white light.  

DOCTOR enters and stands still and silent on the periphery of the 
space. TREV doesn’t acknowledge him. 

After a several moments DAD enters. He walks slowly and with great 
trepidation, staring intently at TREV as he does.  

He sits. 

TREV stops ‘writing’. 

TREV 
(Without looking at DAD) 
People use the word ‘vehement’ a lot more these days.  

DAD  
Morning son. Or afternoon rather.  

TREV 
It’s weird isn’t it, that words go in and out of fashion. 

DAD 
(As if reciting - he already knows the answer.) 
What does it mean? 

TREV 
Like, strong, or passionate. 

DAD (Overlapped) 
(Nods) 
As in ‘he vehemently denied x, y and z’? 



TREV 
Yeah.  

(Pause) 

TREV stands and turns to leave.  

DAD 
Back to bed? 

TREV 
(Shrugs) 
Maybe.  

(Pause) 

DAD  
It’s going to be alright you know. 

TREV 
(Doubtful. Walking away.) 
Mmhm. 

DAD is left sat with his head in hands. He is distraught. 
  
DOCTOR doesn’t move while he speaks.  

DOCTOR 
He seems to be getting worse. We are increasing his medication but 
we feel as though at this stage it is having little to no affect.  

DAD 
And you still have no idea what’s causing it? 

DOCTOR (CONT’D) 
well, we have had the results of his latest CT scan.  

DAD looks up.  

DOCTOR (CONT’D) 
The neuroimaging has given us reason to believe that there has 
been some damage to the corpus callosum. 

DAD 
What’s that? 

DOCTOR 
It’s a bundle of fibres which connects the right hemisphere of the 
brain to the left.  

DOCTOR  



There is some reason to believe that this could be causing the 
motor difficulties, and Trevors difficulties with speech.  

DAD 
The corpus…? 

DOCTOR 
Callosum. 

DAD wills DOCTOR to continue.\ 

DOCTOR 
I’m not a neuroscientist, but we’re going to put you in touch with 
a specialist.  

DAD stares at DOCTOR. DOCTOR looks around, and continues 
reluctantly.  

DOCTOR 
The disorder can take years to develop. But not a lot more is 
known.  

DAD stares.  

DOCTOR 
I did a little research after I saw the scan results, but nothing 
you can’t find yourself.  

Dad stares. DOCTOR looks back in the direction TREV left.  

DOCTOR 
Research began in the 50’s, controversial research, on monkeys, 
rats and even humans. The data showed that severing the corpus 
collosum can cure some symptoms of epilepsy. Stopping seizures. 
However follow up studies showed that the patients daily lives 
were effected in countless ways. Patients reported difficulties 
with simple tasks. Things like unbuttoning a shirt with one hand 
while the other follows and re-buttons it. The two hemispheres 
simply don’t communicate. 
We now know that lesions to the anterior sections of the corpus 
callosum can cause an array of symptoms, from visual and hearing 
impairments, problems sleeping, a high tolerance to pain even 
seizures. 

(Pause) 

We will put you in touch with a specialist but this could be 
causing some of the symptoms which Trev is exhibiting. However… 

(Pause) 

DAD 



…What? 

Doctor 
…It seems to be debilitating. Trev now seems to be creating new 
personalities. Almost weekly. Does the name Amy mean anything to 
him or you? 

DAD 
(Putting his head back into his hands) 
His Mam. Amy Louise Davis.  

(Pause) 

DOCTOR 
I’m sorry. All I can suggest is that you keep coming in. It may 
seem fruitless to have the same conversations with him, but it may 
be the key to discovering how we can make this better. We would 
also like to carry out further tests on yourself and on Trev’s 
mother if possible. 

DAD 
Why? 

DOCTOR 
Well, problems with the corpus callosum can be due to a recessive 
genetic disorder.  

DAD 
OK… His Mam is dead.  

DOCTOR  
Oh. Can I ask… 

DAD 
Cancer.  

DOCTOR 
I’m sorry.  

(Pause) 

DOCTOR 
Can I also ask… 

DAD 
Yes? 

DOCTOR 
You mentioned that Trevor was in some kind of trouble with the 
police several years ago? 

DAD 



No. Oh well erm, yes. But it was all sorted then. He was NFA’d. 

DOCTOR 
NFA? 

DAD 
No further action.  

DOCTOR 
I see. Do you mind if I ask what happened? 

DAD pauses. He thinks, takes a breath and eventually begins to 
speak. 

DAD  
Well, after his Mam died he went on a bit of a downward spiral.  

DOCTOR 
Right.  

DAD 
And he started going out a lot.  

DOCTOR 
Going out? 

DAD 
Drinking. To bars. Clubs. Casinos. Quite often on his own. He 
would stay out all night and often just sleep day. He looked gaunt 
and fragile. I was worried. I would often find him talking to 
himself. But, not how you might think. It was as if he was… 
chastising himself.  

DAD takes a breath.  

DAD (Cont’d) 
I came home early one afternoon and he was in his room, in the 
dark. I thought there was someone in there with him because I 
heard him speaking with a kind of… passion. Kind of a loud 
whisper. There was urgency and desperation in his voice and he was 
saying how disappointed he was. How angry and let down. He was 
calling someone a “fucking idiot” over and over. When I finally 
walked in he was in bed alone. I asked him if everything was ok 
and he pretended he’d just woken him up. I panicked and walked 
out. 

DAD pauses.  

DAD (CONT’d) 
Then there was one night. 

Pause 



DOCTOR 
Mhmm.   

DAD takes a second.  

DAD  
There was an accusation. Trev was out again one night, I didn’t 
even know he’d gone out. He said he was in bed when I rang, and I 
was out with friends. When I got back the next day my house was a 
mess, at first I thought I’d been burgled. Turned out that TREV 
had been out, and come back for drinks at home and the police were 
called. A rape was reported.  

DOCTOR 
But Trev was innocent?  

DAD 
What makes you assume that? 

DOCTOR 
He doesn’t have any kind of criminal record.  

DAD 
No. But I wouldn’t say he was innocent. 

DOCTOR 
I’m sorry? 

DAD 
When the police eventually checked his phone records, the rape had 
been reported from his phone. Trev did it. 

DOCTOR 
I’m sorry, I don’t understand. 

DAD 
(Almost as if reciting.) 
The police got a call at 3.38am on Saturday 16th of January to say 
that Trev had raped someone. A girl. They reacted straight away; 
as they should. When they got to the house, Trev was waiting. He 
was apparently stood in the centre of the living room, naked and 
with his hands in the air. They arrested him.  

DOCTOR begins making notes.  

DAD (Cont’d) 
But when they got him to the station for questioning the story 
Trev gave them made no sense. The times didn’t match and the 
people… well they didn’t exist. The police investigated further 
and they realised that the call was made from Trev’s phone. The 
girl didn’t exist. Trev did it. He was guilty, but only of a false 



accusation. But there is rarely any, r… re… recourse for people 
who make false accusations. So Trev was released.  

DOCTOR 
Well this changes several things. This information could be quite 
important in dating Trev’s deterioration. 

DAD  
I suppose so.  

DOCTOR 
And they believed him?  

DAD 
Hm? 

DOCTOR 
When he accused himself? Surely that wouldn’t hold up in anyway 
with the police, if there is no victim there would be no evidence. 
So why would they even arrest him? 

DAD 
The word ‘rape’ is all they need. You see with rape, you’re 
essentially guilty until proven innocent. Not the other way 
around. If Trev had accused himself of murdering a person that 
didn’t exist, there would have been no evidence, no case and 
probably not even an arrest. He certainly wouldn’t have been 
processed like a murderer.  

DOCTOR 
I see.  

DAD 
With rape they have to investigate instantly and thoroughly. Trev 
was processed like a rapist. Finger prints, mugshots, DNA, genital 
swabs, the lot. He was also left in the cell for over 20 hours 
while all of the information was gathered. And for the 
interrogating officers to arrive.  

DOCTOR 
He was interrogated? 

DAD 
Aye. Two of them grilled him for a few hours. He pleaded guilty. 
Which obviously made it worse.  

DOCTOR 
Why would he do that? 

DAD 
To punish himself.  



DAD looks clearly unsettled.  

DAD (Cont’d) 
He blames himself. For his Mam’s death.  

DOCTOR 
That’s a very common response. But it’s important from now on that 
you try to impress upon him that there’s nothing he could have 
done. And that it was no-ones fault.  
  
DAD 
Well… Yeah. Sure.  

DAD sighs. He is exhausted. DOCTOR looks suspicious.  

DOCTOR 
May I ask how you know so much about this subject?  

DAD 
I work at a law firm.  

DOCTOR looks pleasantly surprised.  

DAD 
I do maintenance.  

DOCTOR 
Ah. So, have you discussed this kind of thing with Trev? I mean, 
would he have been aware of this ‘loophole’ if you will? 

DAD 
Yes. I suppose. 

DOCTOR 
And may I ask why you didn’t mention any of this earlier? I’m sure 
you understand that this could prove most significant.  

DAD 
Do you have a son? 

DOCTOR 
Yes. Yes I do, but he’s only two years old.  

DAD 
If he’s ever questioned, or ever even slightly suspected of raping 
someone, do you think you’ll be in a hurry to tell people? 

DOCTOR is speechless. 

DOCTOR 



Well… thank you. This could prove very helpful. We could maybe 
talk more about this tomorrow? 

DAD nods and turns to leave. Before turning back… 

DAD  
Would you live a life like this? 

DOCTOR leaves. 

Lights fade on DAD. 

END


