
 

Characters 

 

Agnes (F)   - 50s. Charity shop manager. 

 

Sylvia (F)   - 70s. Charity shop volunteer. 

 

Annie (F)   - 70s. Charity shop volunteer. 

 

Julie (F)   - 20s to 40s.  Charity shop volunteer. 

  

Becky (F)   - Early 20s. Animal rights activist. 

 

Steph (F)   - Late 30s to 50s. New Charity Shop Volunteer. 

 

Bob (M)   - 60s+. Shop odd-job man.  

 

Tanith (F)   - Any age. Chair of charity trustees. 

 

The Browser (F)  - Any age. Annoying customer. 

 

With a couple of exceptions these characters only appear in one scene and can all be doubled up. 

 

Posh Sylvia (F) 

Sorting Sylvia (F) 

Jasmine (F)    –  Tanith’s niece (non-speaking) 

Stuffy Trustee (M/F) 

Middle Class Customer (M/F) 

Abrupt Customer (M/F) 

Boring Customer (M/F) 

Mr Fantasy (M)  –  militant sci-fi fan  

Intense Customer (M/F) 

Cravat Man (M) 

Satisfied Customer (M/F) 

Prim Lady (F) 

 

(For character profiles, see production notes) 

  



 

Act 1     

Scene 1 – Monday 

 

(SFX. The song “Started Out with Nothing” plays. The charity shop is in 

darkness. Upstage is the shop window. Upstage right is the shop door. 

There’s an old-fashioned bell attached to the top of the door that rings 

every time someone enters the shop. If the stage were lit, we would see 

the reverse of a large sign with the word OPEN in large letters. The shop 

has a large front window through which we see all the staff and 

customers pass to enter the shop. In the centre are racks of clothes with 

more clothes on the right and an overflowing shoe rack. A curtain leads 

to a changing cubicle down stage. Stage left are shelf units of odd sizes 

containing books, DVDs, CDs, brick-a-brac, jigsaws and games. 

Downstage left we see the back of the sales counter. A brand-new till 

looks out of place amidst the chaos. There is an exit downstage, stage left, 

that leads to an unseen staff kitchen and storeroom. The shop has an air 

of neglect. Items are stacked everywhere, with no thought to 

presentation or accessibility. We can just make out pedestrians walking 

past the shop. One of them, the Browser, peers through the window for a 

few seconds, before walking stage left. Agnes appears stage right, 

fiddling with the door. She opens the door, letting several stacked carrier 

bags tumble into the shop. She steps over them and flicks a switch, 

partially lighting the darkness. Agnes, the shop manager, a working-

class woman in her fifties. Agnes drags the bags to one side, then closes 

the shop door. She walks across the stage, behind the till and exits stage 

left. After a few seconds, all the lights are on and we see the shop in its 

full, if somewhat untidy, glory. Outside, the Browser returns stage left 

and peers through the window again. Agnes re-enters, without her coat, 

downstage left, carrying some chairs. She dumps them in the middle of 

the shop and then starts to move the clothes rails to make some room. On 

seeing Agnes, the Browser goes to the door and starts to rattle it. Agnes 

crosses to the door and opens it. The music fades. The Browser enters.) 

 

Agnes:   We’re opening at ten today luvvie. Staff training. 

 

Browser: You won't maintain a loyal customer base if you open at irregular times. I’ve 

a good mind to write to my Member of Parliament. I want some shoes. 

 

Agnes:   If you come back later…. 

 

Browser:  I want the black ones. The ones over there. 

 

Agnes: (Embarrassed.) I can put them to one side. If you come back after ten you 

can pick them up. 

 

Browser:   M’ bus is due. 

 

Agnes:    I can save them till tomorrow. 

 

Browser:   I need them now.  

 

Agnes: We’re not allowed to have customers in the shop when there’s only one 

member of staff present. Just in case…  

 

Browser:  Eh? 



 

 

Agnes:   You see if there was a situation….  If you were to become irate. 

 

Browser:  I’m not irate!  (Losing control) I want to buy some shoes! 

 

Agnes:   And you lost your cool…. 

 

Browser: (In Agnes’s face) I’ve never heard such namby-pamby nonsense! You 

should have more respect for the general public. We’re not mindless idiots! 

 

(Becky rushes into the shop through the front door. She’s young and full 

of energy – almost too much.) 

 

Becky: Can’t stop, I’m busting for the bog and I’m in danger of an embarrassing pant 

incident…. 

  

(Agnes and Browser both stare at Becky as quickly exits stage left.) 

 

Browser:  Who’s that? 

 

Agnes:   Member of staff. 

 

(The Browser barges past Agnes and heads for the shoe rack) 

 

Browser:  Ooo! It's like an Aladdin’s cave in here. (Picks up the shoes.) Do you do 

home delivery? 

 

Agnes:   We’re not Amazon. 

 

Browser:  Oh. (Produces a debit card) Do you do contactless? 
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Agnes:   No luvvie, we’re only a charity. 

 

Browser:  If you want to be competitive, you should keep up with modern technology. 

 

Agnes:   Don’t you have any change? 

 

Browser: I need it for the bus. I’ll pay you next time I’m passing. (The Browser 

brushes past a speechless Agnes but stops by the donated bags.) You want 

to be careful. Someone could have an accident. 

 

(Browser exits out of the shop. Agnes stares at the door, already weary. 

She picks up the bags of donated items. As she heads across the shop 

Becky enters stage left.) 

 

Becky:   That’s better. For a moment, I thought I was going to go cross eyed.  

 

(Agnes gives her a motherly disapproving look.) 
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Becky:   What? 

 

Agnes:   I was talking to a customer. 

 

Becky:   It was an emergency. 

 

Agnes:   (Shakes her head.) It’s always an emergency with you.  

 

(Agnes bends over to pick up the bags. She grimaces and touches her 

back as it starts to ache.) 

 

Becky:   I’ll do it. 

 

Agnes:   I’m not past it yet you know. 

 

Becky:   It’s Monday morning and you’re tired already. You sit down.  

 

(Becky picks up the bags. Agnes stands there.) 

 

Becky:   Agnes! 

 

(Agnes sits. Becky continues to talk whilst she moves the bags.) 

 

Agnes: Our Tommy’s youngest was poorly over the weekend. I’ve been up with him 

all night, so his mum and dad could get a rest before they went to work. 

 

Becky:   And what about you? 

 

Agnes:   You never stop being a mum.  

 

Becky:   You should…. 

 

Agnes:   (Interrupting) How’s the job hunting going? 

 

Becky:   Don’t change the subject. 

 

(Becky looks away, then back at Agnes. Agnes leans forward.) 

 

Becky: Do you know what they offered me last week? That Fried Chicken place on 

the corner.  

 

Agnes:   It’s customer service. You’re good at that. 

 

Becky:   It’s dead animal. I don’t eat it. I’m not working there. 

 

Agnes: You went out with that Josh, the one with the neck tattoos. He worked in an 

abattoir. 

 

Becky: He said that he was “an executive nutritional procurement specialist”. I’d 

have thought twice about it if he’d told me that he throttled chickens for a 

living. Anyway, I only went out with him the once. Who takes you to a film 

and instead of buying popcorn offers you a family sized packet of pork 

scratchings? I was trying not to throw up over the people sat in front and 

then….. I felt it in my hand! 

 



 

Agnes:   Felt what in your hand? 

 

Becky:   His hand. 

 

(Agnes is relieved) 

 

Becky: His chicken throttling hand…. In mine. I had to leg it! He tried to make it up 

to me. 

 

Agnes:   That’s promising. 

 

Becky:   Two pounds of best mince does not constitute an apology. 

 

Agnes:   But you explained to him…. About you and meat…… 

 

Becky: He apologised.  Got all dewy eyed. He smiled. He even tried to make it up. 

Then he offered me a Scotch egg. Time to move on. 

 

Agnes:   So, this job… 

 

Becky:   I’m not doing it. 

 

Agnes:   They’ll stop your benefits. 

 

Becky: Oh, I’ll apply. (Pretends to be an interviewer) “So, Ms Phillips, why did 

you leave your last employer?” (Puts on her interview voice) I know it’s not 

considered appropriate to speak badly of past employers at interview, but I’m 

scrupulously honest. It’s essential that businesses operate in a transparent 

manner. The word “Whistle-blower” is a much-misunderstood phrase don’t 

you think? Employees have a moral duty to speak up when their employer is 

wrong. (Pause. Breaks out of interview mode.) If that doesn’t work I can 

always fake morning sickness halfway through the interview.  

 

Agnes:   (Shakes her head.) You can’t stay here all your life. 

 

Becky:   I like it here. (Pause.) I’ll find something.  

 

(The shop door opens. Annie and Sylvia enter. Both are retired. Annie is 

small and timid. Sylvia, a vulture with a bus pass, does all the talking: an 

arrangement that Sylvia is more than happy with.) 

 

Sylvia:   So where is everyone? 

 

Agnes:   Good morning ladies! How are we today? 

 

(Annie gives a thumbs-up gesture and nods. Sylvia ignores this and 

carries on with her diatribe.) 

 

Sylvia: In my day, folk would be early. They would be ready to work. Full of 

enthusiasm. Just like us.  

 

(Becky offers her chair. Annie nips in front of Sylvia and sits down with 

a big grin on her face. Smiling, Becky takes another chair from the stack 

and places it next to Annie. Sylvia brushes dust off the chair and sits.) 

 



 

Sylvia:    We never used to have meetings.  

 

Agnes:   We all need training Sylvia. We need to learn how to use the new till. 

 

Sylvia   There was nothing wrong with the old one. 

 

Agnes:   It doesn’t work.  

 

Sylvia:   It does when you belt it. 

 

Agnes:   The Chair of Trustees will be here soon. She’ll be able to explain everything. 

 

Sylvia:    That’ll be a first. 

 

Agnes:   Tanith will be only too happy to…. 
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Sylvia:    Tanis?  

 

Agnes:   Tanith. 

 

Sylvia:    What sort of name’s that? Is she foreign? 

 

Agnes:   I really don’t see what difference that would make. 

 

Sylvia:  And before you say anything, I am not being racist. I’ve got a Lionel Richie 

CD at home. How can I be racist? 

 

Agnes:  (Ignoring the comment.) She’s the new chair, but she’s been a trustee for 

years. 

 

Sylvia:   She’ll come in here with stupid ideas and change everything.  In twelve 

months, she’ll be gone. Then someone else will change it all back. 

 

(The shop door opens. Julie a middle-aged woman enters stage right. She 

wears a huge bulky coat and a woollen hat. They don’t match. She is 

listening to her headphones and singing a current teenage pop song – 

very badly. She dances into the shop.) 

 

Sylvia:    (To Julie – slow and patronising.) It’s Monday Julie.   

 

(Julie can’t hear. She carries on singing.) 

 

Sylvia:   You don’t work Mondays.  

 

(Julie stops dancing and takes out her ear plugs.) 

 

Julie: Agnes said there was biscuits. I like it when you get biscuits. Jammy dodgers 

are my favourite. Agnes, do we have any Jammy dodgers? 
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Agnes:   No. 

 

Julie:   Bourbons? 

 

Agnes:   I don’t think so. 

 

Julie:   Custard creams? 

 

(Agnes shakes her head.) 

 

Julie: (Suddenly thinks of something.) Ooo! (Excited. Waves her hands about.) 

Do you have any of those lemony ones that you get at Christmas? You know, 

the shiny glazed wafer things.  

 

Sylvia:    (Spits out the words) Lemon Puffs. 

 

Julie:    That’s it. Lemon puffs. They’re ace! Agnes, have we got any Lemon Puffs? 

 

Agnes:   No. 

 

Julie: Oh. (Pause. She takes this in.) That’s a shame, but it’s OK, I’ve learnt to 

successfully manage my expectations.  

 

Becky:   Come and sit here Julie, with me. 

 

(Julie sings again as she dances across the shop. She takes off her coat to 

reveal the world’s most horrendous cardigan. Julie glances at Becky’s 

neck.) 

 

Julie:   Is that a love bite? 

 

Becky:    Julie! 

 

(Sylvia tuts and nudges Annie. Julie sits on the floor.) 

 

Julie:  My mum says love bites are a sign of…. (Tries to remember) …a loose 

lifestyle. (Pause.) What does that mean? 

 

Sylvia:   Lacking in moral fibre. 

 

Julie:   (To Becky) Is that like bran flakes? 

 

Becky:    Yeah. That’s exactly what it means. 

 

Julie: I thought you’d be regular what with all them vegetables you eat. I expect 

that’s why you’re always in the toilet. 

 

Agnes:   (Diverting) We’re just waiting for Tanith. I’ll give her a nudge, just in case.  

 

(Agnes gets up and exits stage left. Sylvia scowls, sits back and crosses 

her arms. She sighs. She glances at Annie who then copies her actions. 

Sylvia shakes her head. The shop door opens and Steph, a woman in her 

forties timidly pokes her head around the door. She’s conservatively 

dressed and has an air of nervousness. She is holding a letter in her 

hand.) 



 

 

Sylvia:   We’re closed! 

 

Steph:   Oh sorry, I…. 

 

Sylvia:   Staff Training. 

 

Steph:   That’s what I’m here for. 

 

Sylvia:   At last. We’re all waiting for you. 

 

Steph:   Oh. 

 

Sylvia: Well, get on with it. (Beckons Steph into the shop.)  Stand where we can 

see you! 

 

(Steph nervously stands in front of everyone. Steph opens her mouth. 

Everyone looks expectant.) 

 

Sylvia:   Tell us about the till. 

 

(Steph looks about. Sylvia points out the shiny new till.) 

 

Steph:   The till… 

 

Sylvia:   We’re all ears.  

 

Steph: I didn’t realise that there would be a full interview panel. (Steph is about to 

break down in tears.) I wasn’t expecting to be asked to provide a 

demonstration. 

 

Sylvia:   What was the use of you turning up if you don’t even know the basics?  

 

(Steph opens her mouth, then panics.)  

 

Steph:   It doesn’t matter…. 

 

(Steph drops the letter as she hastily turns. Becky gets up and moves 

towards her.)  

 

Becky:   It’s okay… 

 

(Steph exits through the shop door. Sylvia shakes her head in disgust. 

Agnes enters stage left.) 

 

Agnes:   She’s double booked.  

 

Sylvia:   You just missed her. 

 

Agnes:   She’s having her piano tuned.  

 

Sylvia:   She just left. 

 

Agnes:   She’s at home. I just spoke to her. 

 



 

Becky:  Hang on! (She picks up the letter.) What sort of dinosaur writes a letter? 

 

Agnes:   This sort of dinosaur. 

 

Becky:  Don’t you text? No, course you don’t. 

 

(Becky glances at the letter, then hands it to Agnes.)  

 

Agnes: (Reads aloud) Dear Stephanie, thank you so much for offering to volunteer 

at our shop. I look forward to meeting you this Monday at 9.00am when you 

can attend our staff training and….  (Stops reading. Puts her hand to her 

temple.) 

 

Sylvia:   (To Annie) No great loss. 

 

(The Browser appears at the shop door. She enters upstage. She waves 

her new shoes in an aggressive manner.) 

 

Browser:   I’ve changed my mind. Do you have anything with a bigger heel? 

 

(Blackout.) 

 

(SFX. The song “Don’t let me be misunderstood” plays.) 

 

 

  



 

Scene 2 – Tuesday 

 

(Lights come up on the shop and the music fades. The Browser is 

meandering about the shop. A Middle-Class Customer is carefully 

examining the book section. Julie and Agnes are behind the till. Agnes 

reaches out to press some buttons.) 

 

Julie:   I want to! I want to! Let me! Please! 

 

Agnes:   OK. Type in your PIN. Remember, you must keep it secret. 

 

Julie:   It’s 007. 

 

Agnes:   Julie! 

 

Julie:   No one knows. You see I am Julie Bond…. 

 

Agnes:   Bradshaw. Your name is Julie Bradshaw. 

 

Julie:   I’m not really a secret agent. 

 

Agnes:   No. 

 

Julie:                You can't be licensed to kill if you work in a charity shop. There’s all sorts of 

health and safety regulations. What was the number again? 
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Browser:  (Together) Double 0 seven! 

 

Middle Class Cust: (Together) Double 0 seven! 

 

Julie:   Thank you.  

 

(Agnes shakes her head in disbelief. Julie punches in the numbers.) 

 

Agnes:   Now, we need to buy something. 

 

Julie:   I’ll pick. I can do that!  Let me pick. I’ll be the customer……. 

 

(Julie rushes out from behind the till and looks about the shop with an 

excited air. She picks an item off the rail.) 

 

Julie: I don't want something what clashes with my ensemble. (Changes her mind 

again.) I don’t want to look unfashionable.  

 

Agnes:   It doesn’t have to be for you. Pretend it’s a present. 

 

(Julie still can’t make up her mind. She pushes the browser out of the 

way.) 
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Julie:   Who’s it for? 

 

Agnes:   Does it matter? 

 

Julie:   (Like Agnes has asked a stupid question.) Yes! 

 

Agnes:   (Running out of patience) It’s for your mum. 

 

Julie:   It’s not her birthday for ages. 

 

Agnes:   You’re being spontaneous! 

 

Julie:   What does that mean? 

 

Agnes:   It’s a surprise!  

 

(Julie still can’t decide. The Browser hands Julie a hat.) 

 

Browser:  I like this one. 

 

Julie: She doesn’t go out in the sun. She’s very old. Nearly as old as you. Not as 

many wrinkles though. (Puts the hat on the customer’s head.) It’s not you, 

is it? Have you considered using moisturiser?  

 

Agnes:   Julie! The hat…. 

 

Julie:   I won’t be responsible if she doesn’t like it.  

 

(Agnes puts out her hand. Julie gives her the hat.) 

 

Agnes:   OK. So, we press the sale button. 

 

Browser:  You should have a scanner.  

 

Agnes: We’re only a little charity love. For ten years we kept our change in a Quality 

Street tin. 

 

Browser: You should move with the times.  Smart phones! Laptops! Hotspots! 

Wireless connections! I know all the jargon.  I have a certificate. I’ll bet they 

have a scanner across the road. 

 

(Agnes and Julie exchange glances.) 

 

Browser:  The new shop opposite. You need to read my blog. 

 

(Agnes looks puzzled. SFX: The browser’s phone makes a pinging sound. 

The Browser checks her phone.) 

 

Browser:  Tea and scone time! 

 

(The Browser exits through the shop door. Agnes remains confused. 

Julie is oblivious to it all.) 

 

Julie:   So, this hat we’re buying for my mum…. 

 



 

Agnes: Yes – (Looks at price tag) £1.99. (Keys in the amount. Presses a button. 

The till flies open.) Brilliant! It even tells you how much change to give. No 

sale! (Pushes another button. Reads the screen.) Couldn’t be simpler. (She 

shuts the till, and the till starts to flash. SFX: The till makes beeping 

noises. Receipts come pouring out of the till. Agnes feverishly presses 

every button until it stops. Agnes looks exasperated. The middle-class 

customer approaches with three Penguin paperbacks, two orange and 

one green.) 

 

Middle Class: This book…. (Waves the green book around, then hands it to Agnes.) Do 

you have it in orange? 

 

Agnes:   I doubt it. Raymond Chandler. The Big Sleep. It’s a classic. 

 

Middle Class Cust: I don’t have time to read books.  

 

Agnes:   Oh. 

 

Middle Class Cust: I have a busy calendar. You know how it is. 

 

Agnes:   You’re buying for someone else? 

 

Middle Class Cust: As a set, they would look great on this rustic shelf I have in the porch. These 

(Indicates the orange books) will go perfectly, but this one (Points to the 

green one) – no….  It’s very inconsiderate of the publisher. I want people to 

walk into my porch and see these (Brandishes the books) on my shelf. The 

design of Penguin books – they’re iconic. I want visitors to know that not 

only am I cultured, but I also know a little about interior design. I don’t want 

them to see this! (Holds the green book with contempt.) It would clash with 

the artisan brickwork. 

 

Agnes:   You could just buy the two orange ones. 

 

Middle Class Cust: Even numbers look uniform – not very good aesthetically speaking.  

 

Agnes:   You could buy one. 

 

Middle Class Cust: One book on a shelf? Visitors would think I was a philistine.  

 

Agnes:   You wouldn’t want that.  

 

Middle Class Cust: So, you don’t have that in orange? 

 

Agnes:   No. 

 

(Middle Class Customer hands the books to Agnes and turns to exit.) 

 

Agnes:   If you call back next week…. 

 

Middle Class Cust: I’ll go online. 

 

(Middle Class Customer exits through the shop door. Agnes crosses to 

the bookshelf to replace the books. As she does so, the shop door opens 

and Steph tentatively steps in.) 

 



 

Agnes:   Can I help? 

 

Steph:   I’m looking for Agnes. 

 

Agnes:   That’s me luvvie. 

 

Steph:   I’m Steph. 

 

(Steph puts out her hand and gives Agnes the limpest handshake 

imaginable.) 

 

Agnes: I am so sorry about yesterday. A case of crossed wires. Sylvia can be a bit 

forthright. We’re always grateful for help. Now this is Julie. 

 

Julie:   Hello. 

 

Agnes:   Why don’t you tell Steph what you do? 

 

Julie: (Reciting a well-remembered list.)  I do the brewing up. I talk to the 

customers. I go to the butty shop for other people’s dinners. I don’t buy my 

own, ‘cos I bring me butties. I’m having egg and tomatoes today. And I 

sweep up. I don’t do the sorting cos I get mixed up. (Smiles to herself.) 

 

Steph: That’s very good. 
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Agnes:   (To Steph) What do you want to get out of working here? 

 

Steph: My boys are both at university now. Ian, that’s my husband, he works away 

from home a lot. I thought that something like this would give me a new 

focus. 

 

Agnes:   Is there any job that you’re particularly interested in doing? 

 

Steph: Something in the background? I’m not sure about serving customers. Maybe 

sort the donations? 

 

Julie:   Sylvia does that. 

 

Steph:   (Wary) Oh. That’s the lady from yesterday…. The, er, forthright one… 

 

Julie:   (To Agnes) Forthright? 

 

Agnes: (To Julie) Bossy.  

 

Julie: (To Steph) That’s her. 

 

Agnes:   (To Steph) That’s a different Sylvia. We have three volunteers called Sylvia.  
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Julie: It’s very confusing. There’s Posh Sylvia. She’s new, she’s only been here 

eighteen years. She reads “The Lady”. And she has all her own teeth. She 

must be minted. You should see her house. It’s got two toilets – upstairs and 

downstairs. I’m not joking. 

 

Agnes: (Ignoring the comment and trying to keep things on track.) And then we 

have Sorting Sylvia, who sorts out all our clothing donations. 

 

Steph:   Perhaps I could help her. 

 

Agnes:   That’s a possibility. It is quite a small room that we have for sorting. 

 

Steph:   I don’t mind that. 

 

Agnes:   Do you have a problem with flatulence? 

 

Steph:   (Slightly hurt and confused) I have a fully balanced diet. 

 

Agnes: Not you luvvie. Sorting Sylvia is a lovely, lovely lady, but she does have a 

few issues…. With, er, personal… 

 

Julie:   She trumps like a cart horse. 

 

(Agnes looked pained.) 

 

Agnes:   We have tried to delicately approach the subject. 

 

Julie:   But she’s deaf. 

 

Agnes:   And she doesn’t realise that it’s her. 

 

Julie:   She thinks it’s Becky, ‘cos she eats all them vegetables. 

 

Steph: Right, so that’s Posh Sylvia and Sorting Sylvia. So, what do you call the lady 

from yesterday? 

 

Julie:   Old Sylvia. 

 

Agnes:   Just Sylvia. We’ve spoken about that haven’t we Julie? 

 

Julie:   (Apologetic) Yes Agnes. Sorry Agnes. 

 

Agnes:   She’s a bit stuck in her ways. Her heart’s in the right place. 

 

Julie:   It’s just her gob that isn’t. 

 

Agnes:   Sylvia works Monday, Wednesday and Friday. 

 

Steph:   I was thinking Tuesdays and Thursdays. 

 

Julie: (Excited) I work Tuesdays and Thursdays! We could be a team, like 

Dempsey and Makepeace. 

 

(Julie draws an imaginary handgun. Steph looks nervous at the 

prospect.) 



 

 

Agnes:   She watches a lot of satellite channels.  

 

(The shop door opens. Bob enters. Bob is in his seventies. He walks 

ramrod straight and tries to disguise his dodgy leg and arthritis.  He 

wears a hi-vis jacket over his coat and sports a bobble hat. He’s carrying 

two large bags of donations.) 

 

Bob:   Morning! 

 

Agnes:   Morning Bob. 

 

(Bob puts the bags down and exits.) 

 

Julie:   (To Steph) I like Bob. He makes me laugh. This is the best job. 

 

(Julie runs across to the donation bags and has a rummage. Steph 

follows and looks on. Julie pulls out a shockingly loud dress.) 

 

Julie:   What do you think? 

 

Steph:   (Trying to be diplomatic) Some people could carry it off… 

 

Julie:   Thank you! That is so nice of you. I like you. You can stay. 

 

Steph:   No…. I…  

 

Julie:   But it’s not me.  

 

Steph:   (Affirming) No. 

 

Julie: I want to be noticed. (She returns the dress to bag and looks again.) Ah! 

(She’s found a hideous t shirt or jumper. She holds it up.) This will make 

heads turn. 

 

Steph:   Well, er… 

 

Agnes:   (Too quickly) Sylvia has one like that. 

 

Steph:   Really? 

 

Agnes:   (Shoots a glance at Steph.)  Wears it all the time. 

 

Julie:    Oh. 

 

Steph:   (Catching on.) You wouldn’t want to clash. 

 

Julie: If Sylvia wears one…. (Returns the top to the bag.) I don’t want to look 

weird. 

 

(Bob returns carrying a box of CDs.) 

 

Agnes:   This is Steph. She’s new. 

 

Bob:   Pleased to meet you. 



 

 

Steph:   It’s very generous of you. 

 

Bob:   They’re not mine. You wouldn’t get me listening to these. 

 

(Bob puts the box on the counter. He pulls out a CD. He reads the cover.) 

 

Bob: Primal Scream. You wouldn’t catch me and Pat dancing to a band called 

Primal Scream. Give me a bit of Bert Ambrose and his orchestra any day. 

These are from the donation centre, well, when I say donation centre, I mean 

our garage. 

 

Steph:   Ah. I see. 

 

Bob: Got my own van. Bought it when I retired. Forty-seven years driving buses. 

I’ve seen some sights love. 

 

Steph:   I can imagine. 

 

Bob: You don’t know real fear until you’ve got fifty leery drunks shouting 

obscenities. 

 

Steph:   Those football specials must be quite hairy. 

 

Bob:   Football specials be blowed. I’m talking about the bingo bus.  

 

Steph:   Bingo bus? 
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Bob: Thursday nights, half past ten after the last card. A bus full of tiddly old 

women trying to touch your bum. I always say to my Pat. Football hooligans 

– I can handle – a quick slap and I’d chuck ‘em off the bus, but a woman of 

eighty-seven with a Zimmer frame and a lustful glint in her eye…. 

Frightening. (Pause.) At least you can run away. (Pause.) Well, walk away. 

I’ve been doing this since I retired. If you sit back and do nothing – you die.  

 

Steph:   (Not sure what to say.) Yes - 

 

Bob: Do you know who I hate? I mean really hate? Bloody pensioners. Moany, 

grumpy pensioners. 

 

Agnes:   Bob - 

 

Bob:   Yes love?  

 

Agnes:   You’re seventy-eight. 

 

Bob: You see the problem with pensioners, is that most of them do nothing. They 

do their shopping on Saturday mornings – when it’s busy – and get in 
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everyone’s way. They watch daytime telly and let their brains rot. They read 

the papers, or heaven help us, surf the internet and suck up all that bitterness. 

They should get out and do something positive instead of whinging about 

what they’ve not got! I’ve never been better off in my life. Pension. Bus pass. 

Free TV licence.  That’s why I do this – and the meals on wheels and the 

hospital visiting. Like I said, if you stop – you die – physically, mentally and 

emotionally. Me, I keep going.  

 

Steph:   Oh. 

 

Bob: Sorry love, you hit a nerve.  (Pauses for a second.) Hang on. I’ve forgotten 

something….  

 

Bob turns and exits the shop.  

 

Agnes:   You’ll get used to him. 

 

Steph:    I think it’s lovely hearing stories about his bus driving days. 

 

Agnes:    It is - (Sighs) – the first time. 

 

Julie: I like the one about when he left all his passengers on his bus for ten minutes 

while he went to buy a pork pie. 

 

Agnes:   Don’t mention cyclists. He’ll never shut up. 

 

Steph:   OK. 

 

Agnes: Pedestrians, delivery drivers, road sweepers, ice cream vans, driving 

instructors or traffic wardens. 

 

Steph:   Ah…. That’s…. 

 

Agnes: (Interrupts) He just talks away and doesn’t let anyone enter the 

conversation.  Don’t say anything vaguely political. Whatever you do, don’t 

talk about Brexit.  

 

Steph: But that’s all over with. 

 

Agnes: Not for Bob. 

 

Steph:   It doesn’t matter. I like talking about politics. 

 

Agnes: No. No. No. No. No. Not with Bob. You’ll be here forever. But there’s one 

thing you must never mention when Bob’s around. It’s even more 

controversial. 

 

Steph:   More controversial? 

 

Agnes:   Oh yes. 

 

Julie:   It does upset him. 

 

Agnes:   Causes arguments, fisticuffs, family feuds and divorce. Avoid it at all costs.  

 



 

Julie:   Strictly Come Dancing. 

 

(Bob returns with a small box. He’s jolly again. He hands Julie the box. 

Excitedly, she opens it.) 

 

Bob: These are special, fat free, weight watchers double cream chocolate éclairs. 

My Pat’s favourites. Guaranteed not to contain any calories, just like those 

jumbo sausage rolls I brought last week.  

 

Julie:   Thanks Bob! 

 

Bob:   See you next week. 

 

(Bob exits.) 

 

Julie:   Can we have a brew break Agnes? Can we?  

 

Agnes:   Why don’t you show Steph the kitchen? 

 

Julie:   Mission accepted! 

 

Agnes:   Thank you for giving us a second chance Stephanie. I’m glad you’re here. 

 

Steph: I nearly went across the road to that new charity shop, but my boys used to 

love playing on the brook…. 

 

Agnes:   New charity shop? 

 

Steph:   Someone’s bought the old Woolworths.  One of the national charities, I think. 

 

Agnes:   Oh. 

 

Julie:   (To Steph) Come on! We don’t want the cakes to go off. 

 

(Julie exits into the storeroom. Steph follows. Agnes looks drained. She 

goes and looks out of the shop window. She paces around the middle of 

the shop floor trying not to have a panic attack.  She stops. Arms 

outstretched; she clenches her fists. She bites a knuckle as she tries not to 

cry. There is desperation in her eyes. An Abrupt Customer barges into 

the shop. Agnes tries to conceal her turmoil and adopts an overly 

cheerful front.) 

 

Agnes:   Hello luvvie, can I help? 

 

Abrupt Customer: (Abruptly) I don’t need help! 

 

(Agnes barely holds back the tears. The Abrupt Customer aggressively 

browses. Blackout. SFX. The song “You don’t know my mind” plays.) 

 

 

  



 

Scene 3 – Wednesday 

 

(The Abrupt Customer is browsing the clothes rail. The Boring 

Customer studies the DVDs. Sylvia and Annie are on duty behind the till. 

There is a local newspaper on the counter. The Boring Customer 

approaches the counter and hands Sylvia a pile of DVDs. The music 

fades.) 

 

Boring Customer: You’ll find that the purchase price amounts to seven pounds and fifty-five 

pence precisely. 

 

(Sylvia looks disdainfully at the customer and his purchase. She 

tentatively touches the buttons on the cash register. Nothing happens. 

She leans forward SFX. Lots of electronic bleeps. Sylvia jumps back, 

then peers at the display.) 

 

Sylvia:   Yes. 

 

Boring Customer: (Brandishing a £10 note) That will be £2.45 in change. 

 

Sylvia:   (Snatches the note.) I can reckon up on my own thank you very much. 

 

Boring Customer: I have to say, this shop, it's rather like an Aladdin’s cave. I expect everyone 

says that. 

 

(Sylvia tries to hide her contempt. She fails. Sylvia hands over the 

change.) 
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Boring Customer: I’m so excited. I have all these cinematic delights. 

 

(The Boring Customer stands patiently, waiting for Sylvia to continue 

the conversation.) 

 

Boring Customer: I can’t wait. 

 

Sylvia:   Don't let us keep you. 

 

Boring Customer: I’ve got all day. 

 

Sylvia:   (Resigned) Of course you have.  

 

(Another painful pause.) 

 

Boring Customer: Actually, I already have these. 

 

Sylvia:   You already have them? 

 

(The Boring Customer smiles and nods. Sylvia sighs. She turns to face 

Annie. Annie shrugs.) 
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Boring Customer: You see, this one. (Holds out a DVD) has an extra deleted scene that isn’t on 

the original release. 

 

Sylvia: So, you can watch a scene that was originally cut because it wasn’t good 

enough? 

 

Boring Customer: That’s right.  (Shows next DVD) This one has a director’s commentary. 

Whereas this (Displays the next DVD), is the American release and it 

features subtly different artwork on the box. The lettering, as I’m sure you’ve 

noticed, is in a slightly different font. Finally, this! (Triumphantly 

brandishes the last DVD with pride) It’s a deleted release, but it’s still in its 

original shrink wrap! 

 

(Sylvia and Annie stare out into space, bored rigid.) 

 

Boring Customer:  (Ecstatic) A truly spectacular find! 

 

(Sylvia snaps out of unconsciousness.) 

 

Sylvia: I’m sorry, I’ve forgotten everything you were saying. (Pause.) Since you 

started speaking. No, since you came into the shop – forty-six and a half 

minutes ago. 

 

Boring Customer: Would you like me to tell you again? 

 

Sylvia: (She picks up one of the DVDs) I would rather watch this film!  (Checks 

the box) This black and white film, in the original Russian, shot in wide 

screen, with subtitles, whilst I poked knitting needles in my eyes, than ever 

listen to anything you say ever again! 

 

Boring Customer: Oh. (Pause) Right. (Pause) So, I’ll come back at the usual time next Friday. 

 

Sylvia:   I’ll see you then. 

 

(The Boring Customer starts to leave, then stops and turns around.) 

 

Boring Customer: Bye Auntie Sylvia! (Waves.) 

 

Sylvia:   Bye love! (Waves back.) 

 

(The Boring Customer leaves the shop.)  

 

Sylvia:   He’d send a glass eye to sleep. 

 

(Agnes hurriedly enters from the shop door and heads across the shop 

floor for the storeroom.) 

 

Sylvia: You don’t work Wednesdays. We’re perfectly capable of working on our 

own. I’ve been here nearly thirty years…. 

 

Agnes: I’m not working. Well, I am. I’m doing the accounts. (Pause.) And the rotas. 

(Pause.) And the gift aid returns. (Pause.) And I need to write up a policy for 

accepting returned items. (Pause.) Then I need to pop out to the post office 

‘cos we’ve run out of stamps, but I’m not working.  



 

 

(Agnes exits into the storeroom. Sylvia and Annie exchange glances. 

Annie picks up the newspaper and scans the headline. Sylvia checks her 

watch. Annie sees something in the paper that disturbs her. She folds the 

page over and hands it to Sylvia. She points to a story.) 

 

Sylvia: (Reads) International Animal Charity Hits the High Street. Mother Earth 

International has announced the opening of premises. The shop will be 

opened this Friday, by their charity mascot – Katie the Cuddly Kangaroo. So 

why not come along and see what they have to offer? Maybe enjoy a healthy 

snack or fruit drink in the Kookaburra Café.  Help Mother Earth care for 

herself.  (Puts the paper down.) That’s five charity shops on the main street 

and three by the market. This is going to kill us. 

 

(The Abrupt Customer looks up from browsing for a moment, then 

continues to shop.) 

 

Abrupt Customer:  (Still browsing.)  I call it healthy competition. 

 

Sylvia: (Still to Annie) We’ve been here for donkey’s years, looking after local 

wildlife.  

 

Abrupt Customer: (Looks up) Then you should be pleased that someone else is doing the same. 

 

Sylvia:   We do our best – for our animals – British animals.  

 

Abrupt Customer: A parochial attitude. 

 

Sylvia:   Are you buying that? 

 

Abrupt Customer: It’s overpriced. 

 

Sylvia: It will be dearer across the road. It will be fancy clothes racks, fancy labels 

and fancy prices. Boutique shops! That’s French for expensive. Not like us. 

Cheap and cheerful! 

 

(The Abrupt Customer smiles thinly and replaces item.) 

 

Abrupt Customer: Not even half right. 

 

(The customer turns to exit, Becky rushes in from the street, almost 

colliding with the customer.) 

 

Abrupt Customer: Manners! 

 

(The Abrupt Customer exits.) 

 

Becky: (Oblivious) Have you seen them? In the window of Woollies – the posters? 

They’re opening a massive brand-new charity shop, right opposite. You can 

barely get down the road, white vans appearing out of nowhere. They’re 

doing a lightning re-fit. Does Agnes know? 

 

Sylvia:   She didn’t say. She’s in the back. 

 

(Still excited, Becky exits into the storeroom.) 



 

 

Sylvia:   Here we go! 

 

Becky:   (Offstage) Agnes, there’s a new charity shop opening across the road. 

 

Agnes:   (Offstage) You’re joking. 

 

Becky:   (Offstage) There must be two dozen people working on it. 

 

Agnes:   (Offstage) Show me. 

 

(Agnes and Becky enter from the storeroom. Agnes looks flustered as she 

pulls on her coat.) 

 

Becky: I’m going to use my charms on one of the builders. See if I can get some 

more info.  I spotted a nice looking one with short hair. 

 

Agnes:   Becky! 

 

Becky:   It’s an opportunity. (To Annie) Small arse.  

 

(Annie gives a thumbs up sign. Agnes grabs Becky and they exit through 

the shop door. Sylvia sighs and drums her fingers on the counter.  Annie 

offers Sylvia a sweet. Sylvia accepts. Mr Fantasy boldly strides into the 

shop. He’s not been here before and quickly starts to scope the room. 

Bearded and long haired, he’s wearing a heavy metal tee shirt. Sylvia 

eyes him suspiciously. He gazes in wonder.) 

 

Sylvia:   Don’t say it! 

 

Mr Fantasy: A veritable Aladdin’s cave! I am embarking upon a quest. Do you perchance 

avail yourselves of a fantasy section? 

 

Sylvia:   There’s an Ann Summers shop in town for people like you. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  I’m looking for Moorcock. 
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Sylvia:   We have a zero-tolerance policy with regards to inappropriate language.  

 

Mr Fantasy:  Michael Moorcock. You must have heard of Michael Moorcock. 

 

(Sylvia and Annie look at each other. They obviously haven’t a clue.) 

 

Mr Fantasy: One of the pioneers of new wave British science fiction. A fashioner of 

worlds, wordsmith par excellence. He’s this country’s leading fantasist. 

 

Sylvia:   Apart from yourself. 
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Mr Fantasy: He forges tales of mighty warriors undertaking perilous quests – smiting evil 

and battling implacable foes.   

 

(Sylvia crosses the stage to the book section. She produces a paperback.) 

 

Sylvia:   We’ve got The Lion, The Witch and the Wardrobe. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Kid’s stuff. 

 

Sylvia:   It’s got elves in it.  

 

Mr Fantasy:  Elves are for wimps. Anyway, they’re fauns. I’m interested in adult fantasy.  

 

Sylvia:   I’ll bet. 

 

Mr Fantasy: Big thick books, preferably trilogies. J R R Tolkien! George R R Martin! 

Everyone's heard of Game of Thrones. 
 

Sylvia: Ah! I caught my Frank watching that.  (Pause.) You mucky little bugger! 

You should be ashamed of yourself. Can I ask you a personal question? 

 

(Sylvia’s bluntness temporarily silences Mr Fantasy.) 

 

Sylvia:   Do you have a girlfriend? 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Not as such. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  There’s a surprise. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Can you aid me in my quest?  

 

Sylvia:   Ah, I get it now. We get it, don’t we Annie? 

 

(Annie nods.) 

 

Sylvia:   You need advice. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Wisdom. I seek counsel. 

 

Sylvia: I’ll give you counsel. (Leans forward in a conspiratorial manner.) Grow 

up! 

 

Mr Fantasy:  You don’t recognise art allegory or social commentary. 

 

Sylvia:   Maybe not, but I know a dirty book when I see one. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  You don’t understand. 

 

Sylvia:   I think I do. Go to the Oxfam Book Shop. They’ll sell anything.  

 

Mr Fantasy:  Do you have any Lovecraft? 

 

Sylvia:   I’m calling the police! 

 



 

Mr Fantasy: Howard Phillips Lovecraft? The American horror writer? No? The Call of 

Cthulhu? 

 

Sylvia:   That’s not even English. Clear off! 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Like Conan the Barbarian, I shall return! 

 

(Mr Fantasy turns to exit. As he reaches the door, Becky enters.) 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Hold fast fair stripling. Here be dragons! 

 

(Mr Fantasy exits.) 

 

Becky:   (To Sylvia) I see you did that customer care course. 

 

Sylvia:   We don’t want his type here.  

 

Becky:   What? Customers? 

 

Sylvia:   You know what I mean. Well? Is it true?  

 

(Becky nods.) 

 

Sylvia:   What does Agnes think? 

 

Becky:   She’s gone home. 

 

(Sylvia and Annie exchange glances.) 

 

Becky: One minute she’s standing there, looking at all the work going on in the shop. 

The next, she’s heading off down the road. She said it was her day off and 

she was going home. 

 

Sylvia:   She’s seen the writing on the wall. We’ll be shut in three months! 

 

(The Middle-Class Customer enters the shop carrying an expensive shop 

branded carrier bag.) 

 

Middle-Class Cust:  I have some donations. We’ve been having a clear out. 

 

(Annie smiles and takes the bag. The Middle-Class Customer breezily 

exits.) 

 

Becky:   See Sylvia, people will still support us.  

 

Sylvia:   Even the carrier bag is posh.  

 

(Sylvia pulls out a negligee.) 

 

Sylvia:   I hope it’s been washed.  

 

(Sylvia retrieves a pair of furry handcuffs. Genuinely puzzled, she stares 

at them.) 

 

Sylvia:   Would we put these in the bric-a-brac? 



 

 

Becky:   No. 

 

(Sylvia returns the handcuffs. She retrieves a paperback. It’s a copy of 

Fifty Shades of Grey.) 

 

Sylvia: (Disgusted) Fifty Shades of Grey. My friend Doreen bought this. She was 

very disappointed. She thought it was going to be about hairdressing. 

 

Becky:   It’s very popular. 

 

Sylvia: There’s ten copies in the stock room. If it’s that good, why is everybody 

getting rid of it?  

 

Becky:   Have you read it? 

 

Sylvia:   I don’t read filth. 

 

Becky:   Then how do you know? 

 

Sylvia:   I don’t need to read it. There’s no romance in the world anymore. 

 

Becky: (She produces a 50p piece and puts it on the counter.) It’s a present! 

Enjoy. 

 

(Becky exits into the storeroom. Sylvia looks at the book with disdain. 

Gingerly she opens it and reads. Her face contorts in bewilderment.) 

 

Sylvia: (Reads) “He ran his fingers across my back and gently reached out, caressing 

my….”  I don’t even know what that word means.  

 

(Sylvia points the word out to Annie. Annie whispers in Sylvia’s ear.) 

 

Sylvia:   They have a word for that?  

 

(Annie nods.) 

 

Sylvia:   Oh. (Tries to look at the book, then stops.) How do you know? 

 

(Annie shrugs her shoulders. Sylvia tries to read some more but can’t. 

She stuffs the book into the carrier bag. SFX: There is a buzzing sound. 

They both look around and then realise that the noise is coming from the 

carrier bag. Something in the bag is moving. Sylvia looks inside. 

Tentatively, she puts her arm in the bag. The buzzing gets louder.) 

 

Sylvia:   It won’t switch off!  

 

(Sylvia holds the bag in her hand outstretched and hastily exits into the 

storeroom. Annie looks around for a second. She furtively takes out her 

own copy of Fifty Shades from under the counter and continues to read. 

Annie smiles. SFX. The song “Enjoy yourself (It’s later than you think)” 

plays. Lights fade to blackout.) 

 

 

  



 

Scene 4 – Thursday 

 

(Lights up. Music fades. Julie and Steph are behind the till.)  

 

Steph:   Is Agnes OK today? 

 

Julie:   I think so. 

 

Steph:   She just seems a bit quiet. Does she always shut herself in her little office? 

 

Julie:   She’s like this sometimes. She’s very busy.  

 

(Enter Agnes from the storeroom. She has a ledger under her arm.) 

 

Agnes:   Still quiet? 

 

Steph:   Not a soul. 

 

Agnes: Could you do me a favour? Sorting Sylvia isn’t well today. There’s a pile of 

donation bags in the back that need going through. 

 

Steph:   OK. 

 

(Julie looks unsure.) 

 

Steph:   Let’s do it together. 
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Julie:   All right. 

 

Steph:   (To Agnes) Are you going to be OK on your own? 

 

Agnes:   (Distant) I’ll keep the crowds at bay. 

 

(Steph and Julie exit into the storeroom. Alone again, Agnes lets her 

mask slip. She looks exhausted.) 

 

Agnes:   (To herself) Pull yourself together woman! 

 

(She studies the accounts. The shop door opens. Cravat Man, a 

distinguished looking elderly gentleman enters the shop.) 

 

Cravat Man: It is a brisk morning! Crisp, but not too cold if you keep active.  My wife is 

indulging herself at the hairdressers. Would you have any objections if I 

browsed your shelves? 

 

Agnes:   Please browse away. 

 

Cravat Man:   Most kind! 
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(Cravat Man starts to look around the shop. Agnes returns to her book. 

After a few seconds an Intense Customer enters the shop, carrying a 

shallow box – books, knick-knacks and ornaments. She struggles as she 

negotiates the door.) 

 

Intense Customer: Can someone help me? 

 

(Cravat Man comes across to help.) 

 

Cravat Man:   May I assist? 

 

Intense Customer: Do you work here? 

 

Cravat Man:  I am merely being gallant. 

 

Intense Customer: You should leave this to the staff. It’s what they’re here for.  (To Agnes) 

Don’t stand there leaving this old man to do your work for you. 

 

Cravat Man:  I’m not old. Well-seasoned, yes… 

 

(The Cravat Man wrestles the box away from the Intense Customer and 

staggers towards the counter.) 

 

Cravat Man: It’s no trouble. (Flushed and out of breath.) No trouble at all. Anything to 

help a lady.  

 

(The cravat man places the box on the counter. He leans against it ti 

catch his breath.) 

 

Agnes:   Julie! Steph! 

 

(Julie enters from the storeroom.) 

 

Agnes:   Look after this gentleman. Get him a chair.  

 

(Julie quickly exits into the storeroom.) 

 

Cravat Man:  I need to re-group and marshal my resources.  

 

(Julie returns with a chair.) 

 

Cravat Man:  Thank you. It’s delightful to see such manners in a young lady. 

 

(Cravat Man sits down.) 

 

Julie:   You OK mate? 

 

Cravat Man: Please stay for a moment. I’m spoilt you know, being tended to by so many 

lovely ladies.  

 

(Agnes spots her opportunity to defuse the situation and draws the 

Intense Customer towards the box on the counter.  Julie quietly talks to 

the Cravat Man whilst Agnes tries to deal with things. The Cravat Man 

nods. Julie exits into the storeroom.) 

 



 

Agnes:   This is very generous of you.  

 

Intense Customer: (Still distracted) Yes. (Indicates the box.) Can you make use of them? 

 

Agnes:    We couldn't survive without support from people like yourself.  

 

Intense Customer: They’re from my mother. 

 

(Julie re-enters with a glass of water. She gives it to the Cravat Man. He 

drinks. Julie stays with him through Agnes’s conversation.) 

 

Agnes:   That’s very kind of her. Please give her our thanks. 

 

(Agnes picks up the box up to move it.) 

 

Intense Customer:  Aren’t you going to give them a proper appraisal? 

 

Agnes:   One of my colleagues will do that.  

 

Intense Customer:  But what are they worth? 

 

Agnes: (Puts the box back down.) Pricing is a tricky thing. We will make good use 

of them. 

 

Intense Customer:  (Picks up a hideous ornament.) This must be worth what? Five pounds?  

 

Agnes:   We tend to price a little lower to keep our stock moving. 

 

Intense Customer:  You shouldn’t be giving them away. 

 

Agnes: Please be assured that we will do our best to use these items to raise as much 

as we can to keep Broken Brook open – for the public and of course, the 

animals. 

 

Intense Customer:  Mother doesn’t like animals. They smell. (Pause.) And they leave their mess 

everywhere. 

 

Agnes:   Right. Well, the Brook is such a lovely spot don't you think? 

 

Intense Customer:  The parking isn’t very good. 

 

Agnes:   Beautiful views…. 

 

Intense Customer:  I don’t like the outside.  

 

Agnes:   Oh. 

 

Intense Customer:  So, (Indicates the box) How much? Thirty pounds? 

 

Agnes:   Probably a little optimistic. 

 

Intense Customer:  Twenty pounds? 

 

Agnes:   Probably less. 

 



 

Intense Customer:  I’ll accept ten. 

 

Agnes:   I’m sorry? 

 

Intense Customer:          Ten pounds. I’ll accept ten pounds – for the lot. That's a bargain. You said  

 so yourself you’d make twenty pounds. That's a good deal. 

 

Agnes:   You want me to pay you ten pounds for your donation? 

 

Intense Customer:  I’m not a charity. 

 

Agnes:   No, we’re a charity. 

 

Intense Customer:       It's quality merchandise. (Picks up a book from the box.)  

Look, Jane Austen– the complete set, that’s worth something. 

 

Agnes:   (Trying to be conciliatory) It’s a used paperback. We sell them for 50p. 

 

Intense Customer:  So how much are these actually worth? 

 

Agnes:   Maybe a fiver. Probably less. 

 

Intense Customer:  You lied to me. You lied to my face. 

 

Agnes:   I didn’t want to upset you.  

 

(The shop door opens. The Browser stomps in waving her shoes about.) 

 

Browser:  I bought these shoes. They don’t fit. 

 

Agnes:   (Starting to panic) In a moment. 

 

Browser:  I want a refund. 

 

Agnes:   You’ll have to wait your turn. 

 

Intense Customer:  I was here first. 
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Browser:  I’m in a hurry. 

 

Agnes:   I’m dealing with this lady. 

 

Intense Customer:  Dealing? You are serving me – and not very well. 

 

Browser:  I’ll miss my bus. Can I swop them? 

 

Intense Customer:       You’re telling me that these items, from my mother, are worth… nothing. 

 

Agnes:   We are really grateful to your mother for thinking of us.  
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Intense Customer:  If you were grateful, you’d buy them. 

 

Agnes:   We don’t buy stock. 

 

Browser:                       I’ll swap them for some slip-ons. These are a bit tight in the toe. I have a 

 verruca. 

 

  (The Browser goes over to the shoe rack and starts to rummage,  

  throwing shoes over her shoulder.) 

 

Agnes:   I’m sorry. We can’t accept these, unless they’re donated. 

 

Intense Customer:  (Teary) So what am I to do with them? 

 

Agnes:   There’s a second-hand stall on the market. 

 

Intense Customer:  They sent me here. 

 

(The Intense Customer picks up the box.) 

 

Agnes:   Please thank your mother for thinking of us. 

 

Intense Customer:  I can’t do that.  

 

(The Intense Customer drops the box and falls to her knees. She starts to 

pick up the dropped items.  Agnes kneels down to help. She picks 

something up, but the Customer snatches it from her.) 

 

Intense Customer:  She’s dead. She died last night. 

 

Agnes:   I’m so sorry. 

 

Intense Customer:  I have everything to sort out.  

 

Agnes:   Shouldn’t you be at home – with your family? 

 

Intense Customer:       There’s just me. The house needs to be tidy again. I need to get rid of…... 

(She picks up a broken ornament from the box and holds it aloft. She is  

suddenly angry.) Look what you’ve done. I demand to speak to the manager. 

 

Agnes:   I’m the manager. 

 

Intense Customer:  Where is he? 

 

Agnes:   I’m the manager. 

 

Intense Customer:  (Screams) BRING ME THE MANAGER!  

 

(The Cravat Man gets up from his chair.) 

 

Cravat Man:  Ladies please… We just need a little calmness…  

 

Browser:  (Holding a pair of shoes.) Do you have these in a seven? 

 

Cravat Man:                 This is clearly a matter of miscommunication and heightened emotion. May I  



 

suggest that you both take a breath. 

 

Browser:                       Or a seven and half? That would do. Do you have some? 

 

Intense Customer:       I shall contact your head office! Who’s your managing director? Look at me!   

 

(The Intense Customer reaches out, takes Agnes by the chin and turns 

her head to face her. Agnes grabs the Customer by the wrist.) 

 

Intense Customer:  That’s assault! You all saw that. That’s abuse. She assaulted me. I’m a 

grieving woman and I’ve been assaulted! 

 

Cravat Man:  (Steps between them.) Ladies! Please! 

 

Intense Customer:  Keep out of this! 

 

(The Intense Customer pushes the Cravat Man away. He stumbles.) 

 

Cravat Man:   I…. 

 

(Cravat Man touches his temple with his left hand. His right arm shakes 

and goes limp. He collapses.) 

 

Agnes:   Are you all right luvvie?  

 

(Cravat man lies still. He doesn’t answer.) 

 

Agnes:   What’s your name?  

 

(Cravat Man opens his mouth, but no sound comes out.) 

 

Agnes:   Can you smile for me? 

 

Intense Customer:  Don’t be so ridiculous. 

 

Agnes:   (Snaps) Shut up!  

 

Intense Customer:  Don’t be so rude. I’m a ratepayer.  

 

Browser:  (Oblivious) Do you have any sling backs in lilac? 

 

Agnes:   Can you raise your arms? 

 

(The Cravat Man raises an arm slightly. It falls to the floor.) 

 

Browser:   I want to look my best. I’ve got karaoke tonight. 

 

Agnes:   Julie, call 999! 

 

(Steph enters from the storeroom. She is shocked by what she sees.) 

 

Steph:   Agnes? 

 

(Julie dials on her mobile.) 

 



 

Julie: Hello. Yes, ambulance please. (Pause) Julie Bradshaw. Broken Brook charity 

shop, 17 The High Street. I don’t know the postcode. There’s a man here. 

He’s fallen over. He’s poorly. (Pause.)  Agnes, what does symptoms mean? 

 

Agnes:   Tell them he’s having a stroke. 

 

Julie:   He’s having a stroke. 

 

Intense Customer:  (To Agnes) You did this! 

 

(Blackout.  SFX. The song “Walking on broken glass” plays.) 

Scene 5 – Friday 

(Lights up on the shop. Sylvia and Annie are behind the counter, whilst 

Becky is replenishing stock and adding some books to the shelves. She 

winces as she works. Sylvia and Annie wear rictus grins as they serve the 

Satisfied Customer who has just purchased the world’s most hideous 

ornament. The customer beams with pride, holding the ornament aloft 

like the Holy Grail. The music fades.) 

 

Sylvia:   (Through gritted teeth) Do you want a carrier bag? They cost extra. 

 

Satisfied Customer:  Oh no. I want to admire it. Look! 

 

(The Satisfied Customer leans forward. Sylvia and Annie lean back. The 

customer reaches across so that Sylvia can admire the revered object.) 

 

Satisfied Customer: Observe the delicate artistry. The fine workmanship. The pristine condition. 

 

Sylvia:   It’s chipped. 

 

Satisfied Customer: That only adds to the charm. 

 

Sylvia:   That will be two pounds fifty, 

 

(The Satisfied Customer opens a purse.) 

 

Satisfied Customer: And worth every penny! I have the precise change. 

 

(Reluctantly, Sylvia puts out her hand as the Satisfied Customer places 

the coins one by one. She tries not to grimace as the coins fall.) 

 

Sylvia:   Thank you! 

 

(The Satisfied Customer smiles and walk towards the door. Sylvia smiles 

with relief. Sylvia’s look vanishes as the customer turns.) 

 

Satisfied Customer: I’ll be back tomorrow! I need to have a thorough rummage. Who knows what 

treasures await! 

 

Sylvia:   Bye! 

 

(The Satisfied Customer exits. Sylvia, Annie and Becky all start to cough. 

Enter Agnes from the storeroom, frantically spraying an air freshener.)  

 



 

Becky:   I thought I was going to lose consciousness. 

 

(Steph enters through the shop door.) 

 

Steph:   Any news about that poor man? 

 

Agnes:   The hospital wouldn’t tell me anything – said I wasn’t a relative. 

 

Steph:   I feel so awful. I just stood there. 

 

Agnes:   Don’t beat yourself up over it luvvie.  

 

(The shop door opens and Julie bursts in. She’s carrying two brimming 

carrier bags. Her coat is covered in stickers.) 

 

Julie: (Hyper) I’ve just been in the new charity shop. It’s brilliant! Totally brilliant! 

Look! (Points at her coat.) When you buy things – you get stickers! (Points 

them out as she talks) “Happy Hippos!”, “Laughing Llamas”, “Smiley 

Penguins!” And…. (Pulls a soft toy out of one of the bags. She puts on an 

accent that isn’t even close to being Australian) “Hello sport! I’m Katie 

the Cuddly Kangaroo!” Only £9.99! And…… (Too excited to speak) They 

have a café and they serve……. Fruit milkshake! I’ve been burping banana 

all morning! (Starts to speak through the cuddly toy) “Would you like a 

tropical pineapple surprise?”  

 

(Sylvia sighs and looks at Annie. Annie shrugs. The shop door opens. 

Tanith enters – all flowing scarves and jewellery, brimming with middle 

class confidence and her own self-importance.) 
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Tanith:   (Brusque) Good morning! 

 

Agnes:   This is Tanith, everyone. 

 

(Tanith closes the door behind her. She quickly looks about the shop.) 

 

Tanith: Chair of trustees. I don’t know what you were worried about Agnes. The 

shop looks busy. 

 

Agnes:   These are all staff. 

 

Tanith:   Oh. 

 

Sylvia:   All our customers are across the road, covered in stickers! 

 

Julie:   They’re great! Look, this one has an alligator on it!  

 

Tanith:   We need to close for a few minutes. 

 

Sylvia:   No one’s going to come in anyway. 

 

http://www.scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/eager-performance/


 

(Tanith turns. She locks the door and flips over the sign.) 

 

Tanith:    (Takes a deep breath) We’ve received a complaint. 

 

(The volunteers exchange wary glances.) 

 

Tanith: Running a charity is a delicate operation. We have to be seen to be doing the 

right thing. It’s all about perception. 

 

(The volunteers look nonplussed.) 

 

Tanith: Any negative social media coverage could cause irreparable damage to our 

public image. I’ve spent two hours on the telephone to a distraught lady who 

claims someone assaulted her. She said that we brought on that man’s illness.  

We must be seen to take this seriously. 

 

Agnes:   It’s my responsibility. I was in charge. 

 

Tanith: She’s threatening to go to the police. She’s got a witness, someone who was 

buying shoes, apparently, who backs up her story. 

 

Becky:   It didn’t happen like that. 

 

Tanith:   Were you here? 

 

Becky:   No – but Steph was. 

 

Tanith:   Which is Steph? 

 

(Steph gives an unconfident wave.) 

 

Steph:   I got here when I heard the commotion. 

 

Tanith:   So, you didn’t see the man have his stroke or the incident leading up to it? 

 

Steph:   No. (Suddenly realises) But Julie did! 

 

Tanith:   Julie?  

 

Julie: (Talks through the kangaroo) “I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth 

and nothing but the truth.” 

 

(Tanith shakes her head.) 

 

Tanith:   Agnes, I must suspend you. You need to leave the shop immediately. 

 

(Agnes is shocked. Everyone else stops and stares at her.) 

 

Tanith: It is standard procedure in instances of gross misconduct. I’m required to 

escort you from the premises.   

 

(Agnes is trying to hold herself together. She turns towards the 

storeroom.) 

 

Tanith:   Agnes. 



 

 

Agnes:   I need my coat and bag and my keys. 

 

Tanith:   Someone will bring them. 

 

(Tanith gestures towards Sylvia and Annie. Sylvia holds her ground and 

folds her arms. Annie meekly exits. No one makes eye contact. There is a 

frosty silence. Annie re-enters with Agnes’s bag and coat. She hands 

them over. Annie smiles and touches Agnes by the elbow. Agnes puts her 

coat on and tries to keep her dignity.) 

 

Tanith:   No one will speak of this to anyone outside this room.  

 

Sylvia:    I’ll talk to who I like. 

 

Tanith: You will communicate with no one. I will be managing the shop whilst I 

carry out my investigation. The trustees feel that we need some changes. 

We’re going to start by addressing staff professionalism – or the lack of it.  

Some people in this room need a reality check. 

 

Sylvia:   I don’t need no one to tell me what to do.  We’ve been here since the start. 

 

Tanith:   You can leave if you prefer. It’s your choice. 

 

Sylvia:   I speak as I find. 

 

Agnes:   Sylvia, please, turn it down…. 

 

Sylvia:   I can fight m’ own battles. 

 

Agnes:   I’ll be honest with you Tanith. You’re right. Sylvia is a pain in the neck…. 

 

Sylvia:   Excuse me! 

 

Agnes: But she’s our pain in the neck. She comes here three days a week and works 

a seven-hour shift. When we had that kid shoplifting, it was Sylvia who dealt 

with it. 

 

Sylvia:   I gave him a clip round the ear and told him to bugger off. 

 

(Tanith takes a mental note of another transgression. Agnes winces. 

Sylvia is unrepentant.) 

 

Sylvia:   He didn’t come back. 

 

Agnes: Last winter, when we had all those gales, she was in our backyard, on a chair, 

trying to fix the guttering. She’s riddled with arthritis, but she still comes in. 

She doesn’t complain about it. (Pause.) She complains about a lot of other 

things mind… 

 

Sylvia:   I am still here. 

 

Agnes: You keep me on my toes luvvie.  I wouldn’t have you any different. (Pause.) 

Apart from the clipping round the ear bit. (To Tanith) If it wasn’t for people 

like Sylvia, we wouldn’t survive. The brook would go to ruin and there 



 

would be no board of trustees for you to be chair of. Charities wouldn’t exist 

without all the Sylvias, Annies, Beryls, Jeans and Margarets. 

 

Tanith:   No one is bigger than the charity. 

 

Agnes: They are the charity! (Furious, but cold.) And if you can’t appreciate that, 

then maybe it’s not me who needs the reality check! 

 

(Everyone stands there stunned into silence.  Annie starts to clap.  Becky 

takes this up, then Julie, Sylvia and Steph. Her authority undermined, 

Tanith fumes with rage. Vindicated, Agnes, turns and exits the shop. 

Black out. SFX. The song “Tainted Love” plays. A faster modern version 

if possible.) 

  



 

Act 2 

 

Scene 1 – Sunday  

 

(Three months later. SFX. The song “Can you teach an old dog new 

tricks” plays. Lights up. The shop is in half light. It has been 

transformed into a boutique style. The clutter is gone. There are no 

books, DVDs, games etc, just clothes and a few choice pieces of bric-a-

brac. Clinically fashionable in white and cream the shop looks clean and 

sharp but lacking in warmth. Sylvia and Annie are outside the shop, 

peering through the window. Sylvia rattles the door. Nothing happens. 

She tries again. The lights come up fully in the shop. Tanith enters from 

the storeroom. She crosses the shop floor and opens the door as the 

music fades. Sylvia and Annie enter. In shock, they survey the new shop.) 

 

Sylvia:   This is….  different.  

 

Tanith:   That’s good. 

 

Sylvia:   It’s not a compliment. 

 

(Julie and Becky enter through the shop door.) 

 

Tanith:   We want people to enter and gaze in wonder.  

 

(Julie and Becky gaze in wonder) 

 

Julie:   We’ve been burgled! 

 

Tanith:   (Attempting enthusiasm.) Welcome to your new shop! 

 

Becky:   (Sceptical) It’ll look great when it’s finished. 

 

Julie:   Where’s our stuff? All our lovely stuff! 

 

Tanith:   We’ve rationalised our stock. 

 

Julie:   You what? 

 

Sylvia:   They binned it. 

 

Julie:   No!  

 

Tanith: We need a radical change in our business model. We need to be selective 

with the donations we accept. 

 

Becky:   You mean tell people that what they give us isn’t good enough?  

 

Tanith: Accepting inferior donations is a cost. They take up room, they remain on the 

shelves and then we have to pay to have them removed. It’s simple 

economics. 

 

(Steph enters through the shop door. Suddenly looks about her. She 

stops and gapes.) 

 



 

Steph:   Oh my, has anyone called the police? 

 

Tanith:   This is how it’s supposed to look! 

 

(Bob enters through the shop door.) 

 

Bob:   Morning! (Gapes at the empty shelves.) Bloody hell! 

 

Tanith:   (Rattled) Now we’re all here, we can begin. 

 

Bob: Hang on a minute. (Bob opens the shop door, looks out and shouts) Hurry 

up girls!. 

 

(Enter Posh Sylvia and Sorting Sylvia. Annie and Sylvia join them.) 

 

Tanith:   Who are these people? 

 

Sylvia:    Your volunteers. This is Posh Sylvia. 

 

Posh Sylvia:   (Queen Mother voice) How do you do? 

 

Sylvia:   And sorting Sylvia. 

 

Sorting Sylvia:  (Cute Grandma voice) How do! 

 

(SFX. Sorting Sylvia violently breaks wind. Tanith is particularly 

shocked.) 

 

Sorting Sylvia: Agnes really needs to get the drains sorted.  I keep telling her, but does she 

listen? Where is she anyway? 

 

Tanith:   Agnes is currently suspended from duty. 

 

(Annie and the Sylvias shake their heads in disgust and, as one, fold their 

arms.) 

 

Tanith: (Adopts a conciliatory tone) Thank you for giving up your Sunday morning. 

I realise what a special family time this is.  
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Becky:   (To Julie) She’s not met my family. 

 

Tanith: A communal breakfast, The Archers omnibus, letting the doggies run free on 

the park…. Halcyon days! 

 

Julie: I hate Sunday. The telly is rubbish. Who wants to watch programmes about 

God? It’s Sunday! 
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Tanith: We must face the challenges posed by our new competition. The trustees 

have agreed that we need to rebrand. Broken Brook Wildlife Nature Reserve 

Charity Shop – is no more. We are now…… Eager Beavers! 

 

(Everyone is completely underwhelmed.) 

 

Tanith: It’s intriguing. People will say… “What does it mean? They will enter the 

shop – and then – we use sophisticated sales techniques to separate them 

from their money.  

 

(Annie and the Sylvias huff and puff.) 

 

Julie:   I don’t get it. 

 

Becky: It’s like with those brown suits that we couldn’t shift. Agnes doubled the 

price and put up a sign saying “Retro.” Those students couldn’t buy them fast 

enough. 

 

Julie: Ah – like when we take a load of old crap that no one wants, and we call it 

vintage? 

 

Becky:   That’s right. 

 

Tanith:   As an organisation we need to be smart and professional. 

 

(SFX. Teenage pop music. The first couple of lines play over and over. 

Everyone looks about except Julie who is dancing. Everyone stops to 

look at her. Julie realises, stops, pulls out her phone and answers it. The 

music stops.) 

 

Julie: Hello? Mrs Banerjee? (Pause.) She had them when I put her in the taxi. 

(Pause.) Has she put them in her handbag? She’ll be all right with egg butties 

if you mash ‘em up a bit. Can’t she borrow Mr Harrison’s like she did last 

time? Oh, when did he die? Did you not keep them as spares?   

 

(Julie looks up and realises that everyone is looking at her.)  

 

Julie: Bye!  

 

(Smiling feebly, Julie turns the phone off. Tanith crosses to the changing 

room and pulls out a large cardboard box. She takes a folded T shirt 

from the top and displays it. It's bright green with “Eager Beaver” in 

bold yellow lettering. Annie and the Sylvias take another intake of 

breath.) 

 

Tanith: These will be worn by all customer facing staff. One person will staff the till 

and a second act as greeter. They will cheerily welcome customers in an 

enthusiastic manner. “Hello, I’m an eager beaver! How can I help you?” I 

think we should all try it out.  (She looks around for a volunteer. Her eyes 

fall on Steph.) You! 

 

Steph: Me? 

 

Tanith:   Be bold! (Demonstrates) I’m an eager beaver! How can I help you? 

 



 

Steph:   I’m an eager beaver…. (Trails off into an embarrassed silence.) 

 

Julie:   I can do it! Go on! Let me! I can be the one who does that!  

 

Tanith:   (Interrupts) Julie, you won't be a greeter.  

 

Julie:   Oh. 

 

Tanith: I’ve carried out a skills analysis. We need to channel people to roles that most 

benefit the business. I feel that your…. abilities…. could be best used in other 

areas. We want to harness your solid work ethic by utilising you in a 

specialised health and safety role. 

 

Julie:   Wow! 

 

Tanith: It needs stamina, a robust physique, and someone who doesn’t mind getting 

their hands dirty.   

 

Julie:   Fantastic! 

 

Becky:   They want you to clean the toilets. 

 

Julie:   (Disappointed) I do that at home. 

 

Tanith: Excellent, the task is already in your skill set! See, we’re playing to your 

strengths. 

 

Julie:   (Teary) I want to be a greeter. 

 

Tanith:   (Patronisingly) We can talk about it in your supervision session. 

 

Julie:   I need to go. My mums lost her teeth. 

 

(Tanith shrugs and gestures towards the door. Julie turns. Steph follows, 

fumbling for her car keys.) 

 

Steph:   (Anxious to get out.) I’ll run you. 

 

(Julie exits through the shop door with Steph behind her. Tanith tries to 

take back control of the situation. She claps her hands together to draw 

everyone’s attention.) 

 

Tanith: I’d like to introduce our new member of staff. Please welcome, Barry the 

Beaver…. 

 

(From the storeroom, Jasmine appears dressed in a beaver costume. She 

leaps into the shop dancing and waving. Everyone stands in shocked 

silence. She takes an exaggerated bow and waits for a reaction.) 

 

Sylvia:   (Indignant) It’s a Womble. 

 

Tanith: The new symbol of old Broken Brook. Mother Earth International have Katie 

the Cuddly Kangaroo.  We have Barry the Beaver. 

 

(Jasmine strikes a pose.) 



 

 

Tanith:   He’s cute. 

 

(Jasmine looks cute.) 

 

Tanith:   He’s handsome. 

 

(Jasmine strikes a handsome pose.) 

 

Tanith:   He’s fun! 

 

(Jasmine pretends to laugh.) 

 

Becky:   He’s a big rat! 

 

Tanith:   Barry will entice passers-by to enter. 

 

(Jasmine entices.) 

 

Sylvia:   If Great Uncle Bulgaria did that to me, I’d crack him one with m’ brolly. 

 

(Jasmine looks disheartened and hangs her head.) 

 

Tanith:   There, there! (She puts her arm around Jasmine.) 

 

   (Jasmine whispers in Tanith’s ear.) 

 

Tanith:   What? 

 

   (Jasmine continues to whisper in Tanith’s ear and then breaks off.) 

 

Tanith: (To Jasmine) It doesn’t matter. (Turns to the staff.) This is my niece 

Jasmine. She’s studying performing arts.  

 

(Jasmine strikes a dramatic pose. Annie and the Sylvias shake their 

heads in despair.) 
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Becky:   So that’s your master plan? No stock and a semi aquatic rodent? 

 

Tanith:   In business, you evolve or face extinction. Pessimism breeds failure.  

 

Sylvia:   Robert? Could you squeeze two more in your van? 

 

Bob:   I don’t see why not. 

 

Sorting Sylvia:  There’s space next to me.  

 

(SFX. Sorting Sylvia breaks wind.) 

 

Sylvia:   Do you have air conditioning? 
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Bob:   I can open a window. 

 

Sylvia:   That will do. Ladies! Forward! 

 

(Sylvia gestures to the door.  Annie and the Sylvias troop out. Bob 

follows, then stops. He turns to Tanith. She smiles feebly.) 

 

Bob:   I’m Bob.  

 

(Bob offers Tanith his hand. They shake hands.) 

 

Tanith: It’s great to have you on board Bob, helping out. It’s always heartening to see 

a fresh face. 

 

Bob:   I’ve been here twelve years. 

 

Tanith:   Yes, well, er, keep up the good work! 

 

Bob:   So, all this, the new décor…. It’s your idea? 

 

Tanith:   Yes. 

 

Bob:   (Nods. Considers his response.) I don’t like it. 

 

(Bob exits. Tanith looks at the open door and a smirking Becky. Tanith 

fiddles absentmindedly with her necklace.) 

 

Becky:   We done?  

 

(Becky crosses the shop floor towards the door.) 

 

Tanith:   Your shirt…. 

 

(Tanith hands Becky a T Shirt. Becky reluctantly accepts it and exits. 

Tanith sighs. She walks to the shop door and locks it. She turns to 

Jasmine.) 

 

Tanith: (Trying to sound upbeat.) That went well. (She starts fiddling with her 

necklace.) It’s all so simple to them. No concept of the real world. (Pause.) 

Well? Say something to reassure me. 

 

(Jasmine looks at her feet.) 

 

Tanith: Sometimes you’re as bad as your mother! (Pause.) And take that bloody 

stupid costume off! 

 

(Tanith exits, storming off into the storeroom. Unsure what to do, 

Jasmine just stands there. She puts her head in her hands. Blackout. 

SFX. The song “Ghost in my machine” plays.) 

 

 

 

  



 

Scene 2 – Monday 

 

(Lights up on the shop. The music fades. Tanith is alone. She paces as she 

talks into her mobile.) 

 

Tanith: What do you mean you’ve got an assignment due in? I need you here 

Jasmine. 

 

(Julie and Becky enter from the storeroom as Tanith switches off her 

phone. They are both wearing ill-fitting T shirts. They are carrying a box 

of bric a brac. Tanith looks around. They put the box down.) 

 

Tanith: The merchandise has been expertly arranged. Anything else will ruin the 

display. 

 

(Tanith takes the box from them and exits into the storeroom.) 

 

Julie:   I don’t like this. Agnes would know what to do. 

 

Becky:   Yeah. (Pause.) I miss my mum. 

 

Julie:   Agnes is your mum? 

 

Becky: Well, kind of. She’s not my real mum. My birth certificate mum was last seen 

shacked up in Fleetwood with a bald bloke she met in a pub who runs a pet 

shop. Well, he did until I reported him to the RSPCA. No, Agnes is my 

“Work Mum”. I wish she was my real mum. She wouldn’t have…. (Stops 

herself.) We have to get her back. 

 

(Becky takes out her mobile phone.) 

 

Julie:   You’ll get done. 

 

Becky:   Not if no one knows.  

 

Julie:   Mum’s the word. 

 

(They smile. Becky darts into the changing room. Tanith re-enters with 

Sylvia and Annie in tow.) 

 

Tanith: I’ll require both you ladies to staff the till. Julie, I need you in the back room 

assisting with sorting and Rebecca I require you to…… Where’s Rebecca? 

 

Julie: (Points to the changing area.) She’s…. She’s having trouble with her T 

shirt. 

 

Sylvia:   We’re all having trouble with our T shirts. It’s one size, fits no one. 

 

(Annie demonstrates, she’s lost in a massive T shirt.) 

 

Tanith:   Change is always a difficult process to manage. 

 

Sylvia:   How come you’re not wearing one? 

 

Tanith:   Cheap fabrics bring me out in a rash.  



 

 

Sylvia:   So, where’s Roland Rat? 

 

Tanith:   Jasmine is no longer available. I’ve arranged for a substitute. 

 

(Steph limps into the shop from the storeroom. She’s half in the costume, 

but it’s much too small for her. She can barely walk.) 

 

Steph:   I’ve bent my tail. 

 

Tanith:   Two minutes everyone! Rebecca! 

 

(Tanith goes over to the changing area and pulls back the curtain. Becky 

is on the phone to Agnes.) 

 

Becky: (Talks into phone) You must come. We all miss you…. (She turns to see 

Tanith) …. mum. Its our opening day we’d love to see you. (Pause.)  I’ll call 

you later. (Switches the phone off and slips it into her pocket.) 

 

Tanith: (To Steph) We can’t have people seeing you out of costume. You’ll ruin the 

magic. 

 

(Steph limps off into the storeroom.) 

 

Tanith:   Rebecca!  Door! 

 

(Becky stands by the door. Sylvia and Annie are primed and ready at the 

till. Becky opens the door. Nothing happens. They all stare at the open 

space.) 

 

Tanith: Any minute now…… Our first customer! (Pause.) Where’s Barry the 

beaver? 

 

Steph:   (Offstage) I’m nearly ready.  

 

(SFX. Loud ripping sound.) 

 

Steph:   (Offstage) I might be a bit longer. 

 

Tanith:   Any minute……. 

 

Steph:   (Offstage) Does anyone have a needle and thread? 

 

(They all gaze at the door. Still nothing. The Browser enters. She stares 

at the open space.) 

 

Browser:  What you moved the shoe rack for? 

 

Becky:   I’m an eager beaver. How can I help you? 

 

Browser:  Are you on medication? 

 

Becky:   Is there something that you’re particularly looking for today? 

 

Browser:  Shoes. 



 

 

Becky:   Well, madame, allow me to escort you to our footwear department. 

 

(Becky escorts the Browser to a stand. There are four pairs of shoes 

tastefully displayed.) 

 

Browser:  Is that it? 

 

(Becky looks to Tanith who gives her a reassuring nod and thumbs up.) 

 

Becky: (Picks up a shoe.) Perfect for that special occasion, a social soiree or dinner 

party perhaps. You go to a lot of dinner parties? 

 

Browser:  What do you think? 

 

Becky:   Right. Or this perhaps? Elegant, stylish and a bargain at only £9.99 

 

Browser:   How much?  

 

Becky:   Observe the style! 
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Browser:  Observe the price! I can get them new for that. I’ll try across the road. 

 

(The Browser turns and exits. A disheartened Becky replaces the shoe.) 

 

Tanith:   You need to be more customer focussed. 

 

(Enter Abrupt Customer.) 

 

Tanith: I’ll show you how it’s done. Watch and learn. Good morning. I’m an Eager 

Beaver. How can I help you? 

 

Abrupt Customer: Do I look like I need help? 

 

Tanith:   Erm… 

 

Abrupt Customer: You saying I’m not normal? 

 

Tanith:    No – 

 

Abrupt Customer: Where are the books? 

 

Tanith:   We no longer sell books. 

 

Abrupt Customer: Last time I came, they were here. By this wall. Books. 

 

Tanith:   They’re not economically viable.  

 

Abrupt Customer: I only come here for the books.  
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Tanith:   We’ve plenty of high-quality items. 

 

Abrupt Customer: But no books. 

 

Tanith:   No. 

 

Abrupt Customer: You’ve ruined my day. I hope you’re happy.  

 

(The Abrupt Customer turns and stomps out of the shop. Tanith is 

visibly shaken.) 

 

Tanith:   I’m just going to see what’s happened to that photographer. 

 

(Holding back the tears, Tanith exits into the storeroom.) 

 

Julie:   I want to do the next one. Can I? Can I Can I? 

 

Becky:   You can’t do any worse.  

 

Julie:   I’m an Eager Beaver. I’m an Eager Beaver. I’m an Eager Beaver…. 

 

(Mr Fantasy enters the shop.) 

 

Julie:   (Too quickly) I’m an Eager Beaver! How can I help? 

 

Mr Fantasy:  What are these strange words of which you speak? 

 

Julie:   I’m an Eager Beaver. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Are you now? Fair maid… 

 

   (Julie acts coy and laughs like a teenager.) 

 

Mr Fantasy:  I am in search of fantasy. 

 

Sylvia:   I’ve told you before! Clear off! 

 

Mr Fantasy: Speak not the harsh words of banishment, medusa! (Turns back to Julie) I 

wish to procure mystical tomes of a fantastical nature. Books! 

 

Julie:   We don’t do them anymore. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Surely not? I am bereft. 

 

Julie:   It’s our new boss. She won’t let us.  

 

Mr Fantasy:  The foul harridan! 

 

Julie:   She’s a witch. 

 

Mr Fantasy: An evil sorceress! She has cast a spell of gloom over this haven in the 

wilderness. (Looks about conspiratorially) Tell me, are there plots afoot? A 

secret alliance of the powers of light, marshalling their forces to rise and 

overthrow this tyrannical empress? 

 



 

Julie:   I can’t tell you. (Winks theatrically.) 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Your words are clear. (Winks back.) I understand. 

 

Becky:   I’m glad someone does. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  You have….. a quest? 

 

Julie:   I might have. What’s a quest? 

 

Mr Fantasy:  A secret mission. 

 

Julie: Oh, I have lots of them. The name is Bradshaw. Julie Bradshaw. Licensed to 

work in a charity shop. 

 

Mr Fantasy:   (Nods sagely) I see….. 

 

Becky:   Is anyone else understanding this? 

 

Sylvia:   I don’t speak idiot. 

 

Mr Fantasy: I salute your bravery. You have a noble cause! Like Aragorn, son of 

Ararthorn I will one day return to claim my prize. Fare ye well! 

 

(Mr Fantasy bows and exits. Becky scratches her head in bafflement.) 

 

Julie:   That was dead easy.  

 

Becky:   He didn’t buy anything. 

 

Julie:   He said he was going to come back. 

 

(Bob enters with two bags of donations. He drops them into the shop.) 

 

Bob:   More donations! 

 

(Steph enters from the storeroom. She’s got rid of the beaver costume.) 

 

Steph:   Tanith’s on the war path! 

 

Becky:   Hide the bags!  

 

(Julie, Becky and Bob grab the bags and hide them in the changing 

cubicle, just as Tanith enters from the storeroom. Grinning away, Julie, 

Becky and Bob stand in front of the cubicle.) 

 

Tanith: (Raging) They’re not coming! What is the point of local press if they don’t 

cover local news? (She fiddles with her beads.)  

 

(Tanith exits through the shop door. Becky and Julie cross the shop floor 

with the donation bags, exiting into the storeroom. Bob notices Steph.) 

 

Bob:   You settling in? 

 



 

Steph: I think so. (Looks at Sylvia and Annie, then moves towards Bob to speak 

in confidence.)   

 

Bob: I’ve been here years and some folk still treat me like I only started on 

Monday. (Booming voice, for Sylvia’s benefit) I think it’s great to have new 

people volunteering. Fresh ideas! A new outlook! Just what we need. 

 

Sylvia:   We’ve always managed. 

 

Bob:   As my Pat says, “You can’t live in the past.” 

 

Steph:   You should bring her to the shop. She could tell me all your secrets. 

 

(Sylvia takes a sharp intake of breath. She is about to speak, but Annie 

grabs her arm to shut her up. Steph looks over her shoulder at them and 

then turns back to Bob.) 

 

Steph: She’d be welcome. (Turns to Sylvia and Annie) Pat would be welcome, 

wouldn’t she? 

 

(Sylvia and Annie look uncomfortable. Steph turns back to Bob.) 

 

Steph:   I’d love to meet her. 

 

(Bob lowers his head. He’s lost his spark.) 

 

Steph:   Have I upset you? 

 

(Sylvia and Annie cringe.)  
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Bob:   (To Sylvia and Annie) Can you give us a few minutes? 

 

(Sylvia and Annie exchange glances. Annie nods and leads Sylvia into the 

storeroom.) 

 

Steph:   Have I said something wrong? 

 

Bob:   No love. It’s Pat. 

 

Steph:   What about her? 

 

Bob:   He’s dead. (Pause.) Patrick’s dead. 

 

Steph:   Patrick’s dead? 

 

Bob:   They didn’t tell you, did they? 

 

Steph:   No one’s said anything.  
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B0b: They still don’t know how to take me – Sylvia and her chums. They don't say 

anything, but I’m not daft. I know he’s dead. We were together forty-one 

years. He worked for the buses too - in the office.  On Fridays, we queued for 

our wage packets. There always seemed to be a problem with mine. At first, I 

thought he was just being funny with me, ‘cos I was the new boy.  It was only 

when Doris the cleaner started making risqué comments that I finally clocked 

what was going on. He was six years older than me. He could have gone to 

prison. 

 

Steph:   He must have loved you. 

 

Bob: We had some good times, but we had to keep it hush-hush. When he went…. 

(Pause.)  We were having tea and watching one of his soap operas. The 

adverts were on, so I went to brew up. When I came back he was sat bolt 

upright, pale as anything. The tray was still balanced on his lap. (Pause.) Do 

you know what his last words were to me? “Grand tea that, but it could have 

done with a bit more gravy.” My last words to him were “Make it yourself 

next time.” (Pause.) The doctor said it was a massive heart attack. (Pause.) 

“When I retire….” He used to say, “I’m going to walk the coast – start and 

finish at Blackpool.” “Let's go now” I said, but he wouldn’t have it. “When I 

retire. Something to look forward to.” (Pause.) He was seven months off his 

sixty fifth birthday. Come February, it will be nineteen years.  

 

Steph:   I’m sorry. 

 

Bob:   You’d think that after all this time…. 

 

Steph:   There’s nothing wrong with being upset. 

 

Bob: His family asked me not to attend the funeral. His sister said that me being 

there would upset their old mother. “We don't want her to find out about 

Patrick’s other life” she said. Like she didn't know. She was his mother. Of 

course, she bloody knew! I wasn’t his other life. I was his whole life and he 

was mine. That’s why I always talk about him. I’m not going soft you know. 

It’s just that if I’m alive and I keep talking about him, then he’s alive too. 

 

Steph:   What was he like? 

 

Bob:   Short, stubborn and sarcastic. (Pause.) And I loved him. 

 

(Bob breaks down in tears. It’s the first time he’s opened up to anyone.) 

 

Bob:   I didn’t mean to embarrass you. It’s just… 

 

(Steph gives him a daughterly hug.) 

 

Steph:   It’s OK Bob. It’s OK. 

 

(Lights fade. SFX. The song “Let them talk” plays.) 

 

 

 

  



 

Scene 3 – Tuesday 

 

(Lights up on the shop. The music fades. Annie stands at the till. An 

uncomfortable looking Sylvia stands by the door. The Browser is 

checking out the clothes. She picks out an article of clothing and 

examines it. She shakes her head. She ponders then chooses another. She 

looks at the label. She tuts. Becky enters from the shop entrance. She’s 

dressed as a fast-food waitress, complete with hat.) 

 

Sylvia:   We don’t need any help. We know what we’re doing. We’re the dream team. 

 

Becky: I’m too tired to even answer that. I’ve just come to say that I can’t volunteer 

here anymore. They’ve made me work at that Fried Chicken place. I called at 

Agnes’s, but there no one would answer. I thought she was in there. I saw 

someone moving inside. I kept knocking, but they wouldn’t open the door. I 

had to tell someone…. There was only you. 

 

Sylvia:   (Bitter) Glad we could help. 

 

Becky:   You know what I mean…. 

 

Sylvia:   I think we do.   

 

Becky:   Just tell everyone… goodbye. 

 

(Annie moves towards Becky.) 

 

Becky:   Please Annie, no. I can’t… 

 

(Becky turns and exits from the shop.) 

 

Sylvia:   I said that this would happen. It’s all falling apart. Soon, there’ll be just us. 

 

Browser:  (To Sylvia) Hardly surprising.  

 

Sylvia:   Did you enjoy that bit of drama? 

 

Browser: This is a public space. (Continues to browse.) Someone has obviously seen 

the paper today. 

 

Sylvia:   I don't waste my money. 

 

Browser:  The shop manager. About, is she? 

 

Sylvia:   (Imperious) She’s on holiday. 

 

Browser: That's funny, taking a holiday on the week you re-open. You’d think that 

she’d want to be here. (Pause.) When’s she back? 

 

Sylvia:   Not my business. 

 

Browser:  If she is away…. 

 

Sylvia:   (Pointed) What do you mean? 

 



 

Browser:  (Suddenly defensive) Nothing. 

 

Sylvia:   What’s your mobile number? 

 

(The Browser stops in her tracks.) 

 

Browser:  I can’t remember it.  

 

Sylvia:   I was going to call you when she got back; let you know how she got on. 

 

Browser:  That’s not necessary. 

 

Sylvia: So, do you do that anti-social media? Sorry, am I being rude? It’s the only 

way I can keep up with my grandchildren - see how many times they’ve got 

drunk, what inappropriate clothing they’re wearing and what new swear 

words they’ve learnt.  

 

Browser:  I…. 

 

Sylvia: Let’s talk about your personal life. We’re in a public space, but we don’t 

mind. 
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(Annie confirms her agreement with a vigorous nod.) 

 

Browser:  I’m late for an appointment…. 

 

Sylvia:   I could tell you what I’m watching on telly! Send you pictures of my cat!  

 

(Rattled, the Browser exits, but Sylvia shouts after her.) 

 

Sylvia:   I can send you a friend request!   

 

(Sylvia shakes her head in disgust. Annie looks at the front page of the 

local paper. The headline reads MONEY FOR NOTHING! She shows it 

to Sylvia who snatches it from her. She rips up the paper. The shop door 

opens, and Agnes enters. She’s wearing headscarf and a massive pair of 

Jackie Onassis sunglasses. She has a newspaper under her arm. Sylvia 

continues to shred the newspaper.) 

 

Sylvia:   It’s all rubbish! Rubbish! Rubbish! Rubbish! 

  

(Annie coughs and gestures for Sylvia to tell her that there is someone 

behind her. Sylvia slowly turns, still holding bits of ripped newspaper. 

Agnes removes her sunglasses. She scans the empty shop.) 

 

Agnes: What have they done? They’ve ripped the heart out. (She walks over to one 

of the displays. She reaches out to touch an item of clothing.) My shop. 

My lovely shop. (Bites her bottom lip.) It’s like I was never here. How’s the 

footfall? 
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Sylvia:   Don’t ask. 

 

Agnes: We’re in the wrong place for a boutique shop. It’s not what people round here 

want. They want a bargain.  

 

Sylvia:   I told them, but would they listen? 

 

Agnes:   It must be awful for you. 

 

Sylvia:   You know me. I get by, smiling through adversity. 

 

(A terse Tanith enters through the shop door. She doesn’t recognise 

Agnes from the back.) 

 

Sylvia:   Hello Tanith. 

 

(Agnes quickly puts on her sunglasses. She freezes.) 

 

Sylvia: I’m just serving a customer. (Grabs a piece of clothing from a rail.) I think 

this is your size. 

 

(Sylvia motions to Annie who steers Agnes into the changing cubicle.) 

 

Tanith:   I need assistance.  

 

(Tanith points back outside, then exits.) 

 

Sylvia:   (To Annie) You’re in charge. 

 

(Sylvia exits after Tanith. Annie surveys the empty shop. Agnes pops her 

head around the curtain. She is about to speak. Annie gestures her back. 

Agnes goes back behind the curtain. A few seconds later Sylvia and 

Tanith re-enter. They are struggling to carry an animal carrier, the type 

used to transport small dogs. It’s carried so the audience can’t see what’s 

inside. There is an animal in there. Its heavy and moving about. They 

place the box down on the counter. Tanith steps back and looks at her 

muddy coat. Tanith puts her hand to her forehead. It’s covered in mud, 

which is now plastered across her face. Sylvia pulls the scarf from 

Tanith’s neck and wipes it away. Tanith isn’t as grateful as you’d 

expect.) 

 

Tanith:   Its hand woven by a Guatemalan vegetarian peasant women’s collective. 

 

Sylvia:   At least it’s not expensive. 

 

(Tanith is speechless. Sylvia and Annie peer into the box.) 

 

Sylvia: You should be ashamed of yourself. It’s petrified! If that Becky finds out, 

she’ll go mental. And she’d be right to. 

 

(Annie nods in agreement.) 

 

Tanith: If people can buy in to our vision – they’ll flock in. All we need are some 

shots of our little furry friend here, sat on the counter, by the merchandise 

and sniffing our stuffed beaver toys. Jasmine assures me that we’ll go viral. 



 

 

Sylvia:   You probably will. It’ll be riddled with fleas. 

 

Tanith: She said she’d be here. We’ll take a few shots and then he’ll will be back 

home in his beaver lodge. 

 

Sylvia:   That’s never a beaver. 

 

Tanith:   It is. Look, there’s his tail. 

 

(Sylvia and Annie study the creature.) 

 

Sylvia:   That’s not a tail.  

 

Tanith:   Oh. 

 

Sylvia:   Do you know anything about nature? 

 

Tanith:   I watch Country File. 

 

Sylvia:   You’re going to photograph this, right? 

 

Tanith:   Yes. 

 

Sylvia:   How are you going to get it out of the cage? 

 

Tanith:   Ah. 

 

Sylvia: And if you do, assuming you do…. how are you going to persuade it to keep 

still whilst you take its picture? 

 

Tanith:   Don’t complicate matters. Oh! It’s giving birth! 

 

Sylvia:   No, it’s not. 

 

(They take a step back and start to cough. Tanith fumbles in her bag, 

finds some perfume and starts liberally spraying it everywhere. She 

tentatively approaches the cage and sprays inside it. SFX: The creature 

squeaks and falls.) 

 

Sylvia:   You’ve gassed it. 

 

Tanith:   This never happens to David Attenborough. 

 

(Tanith tentatively taps the side of the case. Then she gives it an almighty 

whack.) 

 

Tanith:   It moved! We need to give it some air, best put it in the backyard. 

 

(Annie and Tanith pick up the box and carry it out into the storeroom. 

Sylvia goes over to the cubicle and pulls back the curtain. Agnes is in 

tears.) 

 

Agnes:   Have you seen this? (She brandishes the newspaper.) 

 



 

Sylvia:   (Lying - very badly) No.  

 

Agnes: (Reads from the paper) Money for nothing! Broken Brook Wildlife Trust is 

wasting donated funds keeping a member of staff suspended. It follows 

alleged abuse of customers. The manager of their charity shop languishes at 

home on full pay wasting your money. 

 

(Agnes takes a breath and folds up the paper.) 

 

Agnes:   Do they think I sit about all day with my feet up watching daytime telly? 

 

(Sylvia dithers – she’s not used to dealing with emotions.) 

 

Agnes: I just need a walk. A walk and I’ll be fine. I didn’t do anything wrong. Why 

are they saying I did something wrong? 

 

(Agnes starts to cry again. Out of her depth, Sylvia gives her an 

awkward hug.) 

 

Sylvia: (Being practical) Let’s take a look. (Examines Agnes’s smudged eye 

makeup.) It’s not too bad. (Sylvia takes a hanky from her pocket. She 

does her best to clean up Agnes’s makeup.) 

 

Agnes:   I can’t go outside. Everyone knows. 
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Sylvia:   No one knows. 

 

Agnes:   You’ve seen the paper. It says the manager. Everyone knows that’s me. 

 

Sylvia:   It will be in the bin tomorrow.  

 

Agnes: What if they put it online? It’ll be there forever. When I walk out of the shop 

they’ll all be looking at me. They’ll know. They’ll all know. My 

grandchildren will find out! What if they print a photograph? I’ll have to stay 

here, till it goes dark. I hate feeling like this. 

 

Sylvia:   I know. 

 

Agnes:   No, you don’t.  

 

Sylvia:   You’re right. I don’t. 

 

Agnes: Most of the time I think I’m fine. Then, for a minute, I feel better. Then I 

realise that I’m not fine at all. It’s like living your life under a blanket 

weighed down with bricks. It pins you down. There’s all this…… life…… 

going on around you, but you’re not part of it. It just happens to other people. 

I’m too busy being smothered, smothered by…. myself and how I’m feeling. 

Every so often, there’s that chink of light. For that moment, I’m me and 

everything comes into focus; colours, shapes, fine lines. Everything suddenly 
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has… definition, dimension. You can almost touch it. Then, it’s gone…. and 

you’re back under the blanket – struggling. Life goes on for other people. 

(Pause.) Mine just stands still. 

 

Sylvia:   The sun’s shining outside. 

 

(Agnes considers her response. She wants to scream at Sylvia, but she 

stops herself.) 

 

Agnes:   How does that help me? 

 

Sylvia:   I’m trying to look on the bright side. 

 

Agnes: There is no bright side. (Agnes dons her sunglasses.) Tell everyone…. tell 

them…. I’m fine. 

 

Tanith:    (Offstage) Sylvia! It’s got loose! 

 

Sylvia:   In a minute! (To Agnes) Go! 

 

Agnes:   I don’t want to be like this. 

 

Sylvia:   You can’t stay here. 

 

Agnes: I just feel…. crushed. Everything is too much – too complicated. I’ve been 

like this for three months now. No one knows what it does to you. 

 

(Still tearful, Agnes exits.) 

 

Sylvia: (To herself) Try being like that for twenty-seven years, love. Then tell me 

how it feels. 

 

(Pause. SFX. We hear an eeking sound. Tanith screams.) 

 

Tanith:   (Offstage) It bit me! 

 

(Sylvia sighs and starts to head across to the storeroom. Tanith re-enters 

nursing an injured finger).  

 

Tanith: I only opened the door a little. I wanted to see if he was still breathing. I’ve 

probably contracted Weils disease.  

 

(The shop door opens. Enter Annie. She is fully dressed in the Barry the 

Beaver costume.) 

 

Tanith:   Jasmine? 

 

(Annie waves a cheery wave.) 

 

Tanith:   We’ve sourced a beaver, for your photo-shoot. 

 

(Annie nods and gives a thumbs up.) 

 

Tanith:   And we’ve lost it.  

 



 

(Annie shakes her head.) 

 

Sylvia:   It could be anywhere. 

 

(All three search the shop. Sylvia exits into the storeroom. Annie and 

Tanith continue to look. Tanith suddenly stops.) 

 

Tanith:   I’ll pop home for Simon’s fishing nets. Try and corner it. Stay here. 

 

(Annie nods. Tanith exits through the shop door. Annie stands about, not 

quite knowing what to do. She scratches her head. SFX:  A car backing, 

followed by a screeching of brakes and a loud squeak followed by a 

squelch. Annie looks around as Tanith re=enters. She looks shaken.) 

 

Tanith: The visibility isn't good in my four by four. You tell no one Jasmine. You got 

that? 

 

(Annie nods.) 

 

Tanith: Volunteers don’t see the wide view.  They’re happy for things to just trundle 

on. Well, the world isn’t like that.  They need people with vision. (Pause. 

She thinks about what she has done. She imagines the headline.) Chair of 

Wildlife Trustees flattens wildlife. I’ll never be able to hold my head up at 

Pilates again. I need to remove the evidence.  Remember – say nothing!  

 

(Annie nods. Tanith exits. Annie ponders what to do. She removes the 

head of the costume to reveal her identity. Annie opens her mouth. She 

going to swear… Blackout. SFX. The song “Them that speak don’t know 

(Them that know don’t speak)” plays.) 

 

 

 

  



 

Scene 4 – Wednesday 

 

(Lights up on the shop. The music fades.  Julie greeting by the door. 

Steph is behind the counter. The Abrupt Customer browses.) 

 

Julie:   Seen anything you like? 

 

Abrupt Customer:  What do you think? 

 

(Tanith enters from the storeroom.) 

 

Tanith:   (To Steph) We’re just waiting for one more trustee. We’re in the office.  

 

(Steph nods as Tanith exits. The Abrupt Customer approaches the till 

carrying a hideous shirt.) 

 

Abrupt Customer:  (Angry) Do you have this with an eighteen-inch collar? 

 

Steph:   I’m not sure. 

 

Abrupt Customer: Then you’re not much good, are you?  

 

Steph:   I was only trying to help. 

 

Abrupt Customer: Forget it! 

 

(The Abrupt Customer throws the shirt at Steph and storms out of the 

shop. Steph is visibly shaken. Julie consoles her.) 

 

Julie:   Do you know what works best in situations like this? 

 

Steph:   No. 

 

Julie: (Conspiratorially) I’ve got a jumbo packet of Jaffa cakes in my bag – for 

emergencies. 

 

Steph: Every time that door opens I get this sick feeling at the bottom of my 

stomach. My heart races and it stays like that until the shop’s empty. Then I 

start to worry as I wait for the door to open again, because you never know 

who going to walk in and whether or not they’re going to be a problem. 

 

(The shop door opens. Steph takes a gulp. It’s Becky. She’s still dressed 

in a fast-food uniform. Her hat isn’t straight, and she looks like she’s 

been crying.) 

 

Becky:   I told them to stick their job!  
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Steph:   Oh Becky! 
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Becky: I said at the Job Centre I’d do anything so long as it didn’t involve hurting 

animals. You know what my job coach said? She said serving fried chicken 

wasn’t hurting animals ‘cos they were already dead. I nearly decked her. I 

wanted to call her a cow, but I like cows. They keep the chickens penned up 

you know – with no space to move. It must be terrifying.  

 

Steph:    Don’t tell me… 

 

Becky: Then they feed them up till they’re so overweight that their legs break under 

the strain. Then they’re left there, in pain and their own mess. 

 

Steph:   Please, I don’t want to think about it. 

 

Becky: They chuck ‘em in crates and ship out to the slaughterhouse where they hang 

them by their feet. I’ve seen this video. 

 

Steph:   It’s best not to know. 

 

Becky:   You can’t un-see it. They slit their throats. 

 

(Julie puts her hands over her ears.) 

 

Becky: I just looked at all those fat pink carcasses in the kitchen, packed in self-seal 

plastic….  Piled up in discoloured plastic bins, waiting for the fryer… How 

can that be right? 

 

(Julie walks towards her and puts a hand on Becky’s shoulder.) 

 

Julie:   Would you like a Jaffa cake? 

 

Becky:   They’ve got milk in them! 

 

Steph:   You’re standing up for what you believe in.  I’m proud of you.  

 

Becky: No! I’ve left m’ coat and bag in the staff room.  My keys! They’ll stop my 

housing benefit. They’ll say I’ve made myself voluntarily out of work. I’m 

going to lose my flat!  I’m not going back to my mum’s. I’m never going 

back there. Where’s Agnes? Why isn’t she here? She’d know what to do. 

 

Steph: We’ve got a spare room. If it comes to it, you can stay with us until you find 

something permanent. There’s always a way. 

 

Becky:   Thank you. 

 

(The shop door opens. Enter the Stuffy Trustee.)  

 

Julie:   Hello, I’m an Eager Beaver, how can I help you? 

 

Stuffy Trustee:  You’re a what? 

 

Julie:   An eager beaver. 

 

Stuffy Trustee:  Are you handicapped? 

 

Becky:   What?!?!!? I’m gonna deck ‘im. 



 

 

Steph: (To Becky) I’ll handle this. (To Trustee – without making eye contact) If 

you don’t show our staff the proper respect I will ask you to leave.  

 

Stuffy Trustee:  I’m a trustee. I’m here for the meeting. 

 

Steph:   That’s no exc – 

 

Stuffy Trustee:  I know the way. 

 

(The stuffy Trustee crosses the shop and exits via the storeroom.) 

 

Julie: That’s it. (Crosses to the counter and produces a packet of Jaffa Cakes.) 

I’ll eat them on my own. (Stuffs a Jaffa cake into her mouth) I’m not 

staying if no one wants me….  (Eats another one) I can work across the 

road. (And another…)  I can give out stickers. 

 

Steph:   You mustn’t let people like that upset you. 

 

Julie:   (Still with her mouth full.) I’m not upset. 

 

Steph:   I need you to help me Julie. I’m still the new girl. 

 

Julie: I do know where everything is. Well, I did till they moved it all round, but I 

do know all the customers. And I still make the best brews. 

 

Steph:   You do. 

 

Becky: I’m going back for my things. (She removes her hat.) Then…… I don’t 

know what, but I’m not working there, whatever they say.  

 

Steph:   You’re sure? 

 

Becky:   Yes. 

 

Steph:   Well, look after yourself. We’ll both be thinking of you. 

 

(She gestures to Julie to back her up. Julie nods in agreement.) 

 

Julie:   What she says - 

 

Becky:   (To Steph) Thank you for being my Agnes today - and for what you said.  

 

Steph:   Take care. 

 

Becky:   I’ll text you. 

 

(Becky takes a moment to compose herself and then exits through the 

shop door.) 

 

Julie:   See, you can do it.  

 

Steph:   You’ve got it all sussed haven’t you Julie? 

 

Julie:   My mind is like a coiled spring. You’ve seen that film, Rain Man? 



 

 

Steph:   Yes. 

 

Julie:   That’s what my social worker said I was, only he called me Drizzle Woman. 

 

(The shop door opens. Enter the Browser.) 

 

Julie:   Hello! I’m an Eager Beaver! Can I help you? 

 

Browser:  I was going to ask for fashion advice. (Eyes Julie) So probably not. 

 

(The Browser starts to browse. The shop door opens, and the Prim Lady 

enters. She seems unsure of herself.) 

 

Julie:   Hello! I’m an Eager Beaver. Can I help you? 

 

Prim Lady:   (To Julie) Are you the manager? 

 

Julie:   Mo… erm… (Looks to Steph for guidance.) 

 

Steph:   She’s not available right now. 

 

Browser: I heard that she was in bother. No smoke without fire. Chair of Trustees, 

that’s who you need. 

 

Steph:   She’s in a meeting. 

 

Prim Lady:  Could you disturb her? It’s about the man who was taken ill in your shop. 

 

Steph:   I can’t discuss that. 

 

Prim Lady:   He’s my father. 

 

(Steph stops. The Browser takes careful note.) 

 

Steph:   Give me a minute. 

 

(Steph hastily exits back into the storeroom.) 

 

Julie: Oh, the nice man? With the…. (Gestures around her neck. She doesn’t 

know the word for a cravat.) … hanky… thing…. 

 

Prim Lady:   That’s my dad. 

 

Julie:   Is he better? 

 

Prim Lady:   (Takes a breath) He’s making progress, slowly. Talking’s still a problem. 

 

(Tanith enters from the storeroom. Steph is behind her.) 

 

Tanith: I’m the Chair of Trustees. I’m very sorry about your father, but if you wish to 

discuss his…. situation…. it should be done through our respective solicitors. 

 

Prim Lady:   I just want to talk that’s all. 

 



 

Tanith:   As I said…. 

 

Browser:  Aren’t you at least going to listen? 

 

Tanith:   (To Prim Lady) Is this person with you? 

 

Prim Lady:   No.  

 

Tanith:   (To Browser) This matter doesn’t concern you. 

 

Browser: You’ve not seen it have you? It’s all over the internet! First there’s all this 

business about your suspended manager. Now it’s “Where’s the beaver?” It’s 

everywhere: social media, local blogs, the forums. #where’s the beaver? 

There’s someone calling themselves The Silent Avenger posting pictures of 

the brook and the shop and tagging them #Where’s the beaver? 

 

(The stuffy Trustee enters from the storeroom.) 

 

Stuffy Trustee:  Is there a problem? 

 

Browser:  It’s about your shop manager. 

 

Stuffy Trustee:  We’ve sacked her. 

 

© Scripts for Stage 

 
This script must not be copied, printed or performed without the permission of Scripts for Stage.  Copying and 

performance licences can be obtained from www.scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/eager-performance/ 

 

 

(The room goes silent. Tanith is rattled by this disclosure.) 

 

Julie:   You’ve sacked Agnes? 

 

Stuffy Trustee:  We’ve been faffing about far too long with this nonsense.  

 

Tanith: We must discuss this with the member of staff involved before we make any 

statement. 

 

Browser: Ooo! I need to post this! (Starts to mess with her smart phone.) #Where’s 

the beaver? #Where’s the manager? Answer, she’s sacked!  

 

(SFX. The phone pings.) 

 

Browser: Look at this! It’s a posh 4 x 4 with the taillight broken. #Broken Brook 

#Broken Light. 

 

(The browser shows the phone to Tanith. The Stuffy looks over Tanith’s 

shoulder.) 

 

Stuffy Trustee:  Is that your car Tanith? 

 

(Tanith looks at the trustee, then the browser. She opens her mouth to 

speak, but no words come out. The Browser snaps a photograph of 

Tanith. Head held high, Tanith walks out of the shop door.  The Browser 
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runs after Tanith and exits through the shop door. The Stuffy Trustee 

shakes his head and exits back into the storeroom. Steph and Julie are 

left looking at the prim lady, who walks forward.) 

 

Prim Lady: I only came to deliver this. (She produces an envelope from her bag.) It’s 

for the lady who helped my dad. It’s a thank you card. He told me what to put 

down. It was a struggle, but we got there in the end. He saw something online 

and got all agitated. I thought he was going to have another episode. He gets 

very angry these days. He only used to get angry when he watched the rugby. 

Now it’s all the time. 

 

Steph:   I’m sorry. 

 

Prim Lady:  It’s no one’s fault. The doctor said it could have happened at any time. If 

your friend hadn’t been so quick in calling the ambulance, well, he probably 

wouldn’t be with us at all. He’s written to the paper, to tell them that they got 

it wrong. He wanted people to know that she wasn’t responsible. Could you 

give her this? (Hands Steph the card.) 

 

Steph:   Thank you. I’ll see that it gets to the right person. 

 

Prim Lady:   We’re sorry we put you to all this trouble.  

 

(The prim lady exits through the shop door. Steph ponders for a second.) 

 

Steph:   Julie! 

 

Julie:    Yes chief! 

 

Steph:   Right… (She brandishes the card.) We must tell them – for Agnes. 

 

Julie:   You mean go in there? 

 

Steph:   Yes. 

 

Julie: We could be like Cagney and Lacey. I’m the blonde one. You can be the one 

with the ugly husband. 

 

Steph:   Not this time. 

 

Julie:   It’s not pretend, is it?  

 

Steph:   No Julie. We walk in and tell them they’re wrong.  

 

Julie:   Right. We be strong. 

 

Steph:   Yes. 

 

Julie:   Stare them in face, especially that horrible one. 

 

Steph:   Yes. 

 

Julie:   And we tell ‘em! 

 

Steph:   Yes. 



 

 

Julie:   You go first! 

 

(Julie pushes Steph towards the storeroom. Blackout. SFX. The song 

“Born to fight” plays.) 

 

  



 

Scene 5 – Thursday 

(The shop is empty and in darkness. The music fades. Agnes gingerly 

opens the shop door and enters. She seems somehow smaller, a shadow 

of herself. She switches on the light by the door. Agnes walks across the 

shop and exits into the storeroom. The full shop lights come up. After a 

couple of seconds Agnes re-enters. She seems more self-assured. She 

looks about, then claps her hands, relishing the challenge. The shop door 

opens. The Browser enters.) 

 

Agnes:   I’m sorry luvvie, but we’re not open for a few minutes yet. 

 

Browser:  I want some shoes.  

 

(Agnes thinks for a moment. She’s about to say something, but then 

decides that it isn’t worth the effort. She waves in the general direction 

of the shoes. The Browser grabs the opportunity. The shop door opens. 

Sylvia and Annie enter.) 

  

Agnes:   (Breezy) Good morning! 

 

(Annie hugs Agnes.) 

 

Sylvia:   We’ve run out of toilet roll. 

 

Agnes:   I’m pleased to see you too. 

 

(Sylvia walks across the shop floor towards the storeroom.) 

 

Sylvia:   I’ll bet you’ve not brewed up either. Some things don’t change. 

 

(Sylvia exits into the storeroom.) 

 

Agnes:   (To Annie) It's her way of saying welcome back. 

 

(Annie nods and follows Sylvia. The shop door opens. Becky enters.) 

 

Becky:   Agnes! 

 

(Becky runs across to Agnes, almost flooring her with a hug.) 

 

Becky:   I have so missed you. 

 

Agnes:   You too Becky love. 

 

(The Browser approaches with a pair of shoes.) 

 

Browser:  Is anybody serving? 

 

Becky:   I’ll do it. 

 

Agnes:   No, no, I need the practice. 

 

(Agnes moves towards the till.) 

 



 

Browser:  I don’t want to be served by a trainee. 

 

Agnes:   I’m the manager love. 

 

Browser:  Do they match? 

 

Agnes:   They’re a pair. Yes, they match. 

 

Browser:  Not each other, I can see that.  Do they match my new coat? 

 

(Agnes appraises the customer.) 

 

Agnes:   Yes, I should say so. 

 

Browser:  It's hard to find shoes that match with tartan. 

 

Agnes:   Your coat isn't tartan. 

 

Browser:  Yes, it is. 
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Agnes:   I’m no fashion expert… 

 

Browser:  No, you’re not. 

 

Agnes:   But that's not tartan. 

 

Browser: This isn't my new coat. My new tartan coat is at home in the wardrobe. I 

wouldn't walk around in two coats, would I? That would be stupid. 

 

Agnes: So, you’re asking me if these shoes match your coat which you’re not 

wearing? 

 

Browser:  It’s a perfectly reasonable question.  

 

Agnes:   (Thinks for a second, then smiles.) They match perfectly. 

 

Browser:  I’ll take them. 

 

(The Browser hands over the correct change and pops the shoes in her 

bag and then turns and exits.) 

 

Agnes:   It’s like I’ve never been away. 

 

(Steph and Julie enter through the shop door.) 

 

Julie:   You’re back! We told them! Well, Steph told them. I helped.  

 

Agnes: Thank you. I’m glad to see you’re still here Steph. Are you enjoying 

yourself? 
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Steph:   Yes, I think so. I’ve still got a lot to learn. 

 

Julie:   I’m showing her. 

 

(The shop door opens, enter Bob carrying two black bin bags. He dumps 

them inside the shop.) 

 

Bob:   Morning! (He sees Agnes.) Agnes! What were they thinking, eh?  

 

Agnes:   I don’t know. 

 

Bob:   Well, you’re back. That’s all that matters. 

 

(Julie picks up some of the bags and exits into the storeroom.)  

 

Bob:   That’s all I have for today. 

 

Steph:   Bob, before you go….  

 

(Steph crosses to Bob.) 

 

Steph:   I’ve been thinking. What are you doing this Sunday? 

 

Bob: Dunno. (Shrugs) Maybe watching a rubbishy old black and white film on the 

telly.  

 

Steph: Ian’s doing a re-fit in Bristol. I wanted to cook a roast. Why don’t you come 

over?   

 

Bob:   I don’t want to impose. 

 

Steph: I’m not cooking all that for one. Maybe afterwards we could go for a walk or 

watch some rubbishy black and white film?  

 

Bob: (Hesitant) I’ll bring the chocolates. Special, low calorie soft centres, sugar 

free and guaranteed non-fattening. 

 

Steph: See you Sunday – twelve o’clock. And if you’re lucky, if you’re really lucky 

– you can help me wash up. 

 

(Bob smiles and then exits. Steph picks up the other bags and heads 

towards the storeroom. She exits.) 

 

Agnes:   (To Becky) So, how are you? 

 

Becky: I’m OK, considering. (Pause.) I’m skint. I’ve no job. I’ve had m’ benefits 

cut. I’m probably going to lose my flat. My family don’t care whether I exist 

or not and my love life is down the toilet. It could be worse. Steph said I 

could stay with her if I need to. 

 

(Agnes puts her arm around Becky.) 

 

Agnes:   See, there are some thoughtful people about. 

 

(The shop door opens. Mr Fantasy enters.) 



 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Greetings! I seek the charming young lady I spoke to but two days ago.  

 

Agnes:   Becky? 

   (Becky shakes her head.) 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Not that one. I seek a wise and courteous wench, not a warlike Amazonian. 

 

Becky:   Listen ‘ere Gandalf… 

 

Mr Fantasy: I doubt not your courage or strength of arms. I would but parley with an 

enigmatic maid who speaks mysterious words. Perceptive beyond her years, 

she speaks in riddles like the mischievous Sphinx. 

 

Agnes:   You mean you don't know what she’s talking about? 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Verily. 

 

Agnes:   (Together) Julie! Customer for you! 

 

Becky:   (Together) Julie! Customer for you! 

 

(Julie enters from the storeroom. She is eating a doughnut. She stops 

when she sees Mr Fantasy.) 

 

Julie: (Mouth full of doughnut.) Hello. (She rams the doughnut into her mouth 

and wipes her mouth with her hand, smearing sugar all over her face 

and down her front.)  

 

Mr Fantasy: As Odysseus sailed to his fair Penelope, so I have ventured to your beautius 

palace. On my last visit you mentioned the possibility of acquiring tomes of a 

fantastical nature. 

 

Julie:   (Still eating doughnut) You mean books? 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Indeed. 

 

(Julie walks across the shop floor to the changing cubicle. She pulls back 

the curtain to reveal a cardboard box.) 

 

Julie: Here’s what you could have won! (She pulls a handful of SF paperbacks 

from the box.) I pulled them out of the skip for you. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Isaac Asimov! 

 

Julie:   Would sir care for a private viewing? 

 

(With a smile Julie enters the cubicle and gestures him to follow. Mr 

Fantasy enters the cubicle, closing the curtain. Agnes and Becky 

exchange knowing glances. The curtain billows.) 

 

Mr Fantasy:  (Triumphant) Arthur C. Clarke!!! 

 

(The curtain billows again.) 

 



 

Agnes:   Has Julie changed her medication? 

 

Becky:   She’s not said. 

 

Agnes:   There’s something different about her. She’s not as…. needy?  

 

Becky:   She’s enjoying working with Steph. 

 

Agnes:   Maybe me not being around has done her some good. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  (Ecstatic) Terry Pratchett!!!!!! 

 

(Mr Fantasy appears from behind the curtain holding a stack of books. 

Julie is behind him. She looks self-conscious as she straightens her hair a 

little.) 

 

Mr Fantasy: Pure treasure! And this is the jewel of the hoard. First edition, original Star 

Trek episode novelisations. Mint condition. 

 

Agnes:   That’s…. (Counts the books) Five pounds please. 

 

(Mr Fantasy hands Agnes a five-pound note. He turns to leave, clasping 

his prizes.) 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Adieu. 

 

Julie:   (Blurts out – trying to make conversation.) I like Star Trek! 

 

Mr Fantasy:  A lady of exquisite discernment. 

 

Julie:   Do you have them on DVD? 

 

Mr Fantasy:  Blu Ray, high definition, enhanced sound, all three seasons. 

 

Julie:   Can I borrow them? 

 

Mr Fantasy: No offence, I don’t lend. I once lent someone a VHS copy of the first episode 

of The Tomorrow People. I never saw it again. 

 

Julie: Can I watch them - at your house?  You can be there – watching them too, if 

you like. I’ll be very quiet. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  (Unsure) Well…. My domicile…. It's somewhat…. cluttered. 

 

Julie:   I can bring chips. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  There would have to be plenty of salt and vinegar. 

 

Julie: That is within the range of my culinary capabilities. I’m not without 

influence. That Dave at the chip shop fancies me. He always gives me a wink 

and an extra-large portion.  

 

Mr Fantasy:  Six o’clock? 

 

Julie:   Where do you live? 



 

 

Mr Fantasy:   Oh, yes. (Takes a pen from his pocket.)  

 

Julie:   (Coquettish) You can write on my hand. 

 

(He writes on her hand then turns to leave.) 

 

Julie:   I don’t know your name. 

 

Mr Fantasy:  It’s Colin. 

 

Julie:   I’m Julie. Bye Colin. See you later, 
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Mr Fantasy:  Make it so. ….  Julie, until we meet again in another universe! 

 

(Mr Fantasy exits. Agnes and Becky gape.) 

 

Julie:   Beam me up Scotty!  (To herself) Still got it, girl. 

 

Becky:   What? Did you just….. I mean……. You actually…. I mean…. How? 

 

Julie: Watch and learn sister. (Smiles, then burps.) Sorry, them pop tarts I had for 

m’ breakfast keep repeating on me. (Starts to panic.) I need to go home and 

get ready! Agnes, I need to go home.  

 

Agnes: Are you sure about this Julie? You don’t know him and you’re going to his 

house. Ring me, before you get there, then again when you’re on your way 

home. 

 

Julie:   Why would I do that? 

 

Agnes:   Well, if he gets up to any funny business…. 

 

Julie:   I don’t get you. 

 

Agnes: You know – You don’t know do you? (Increasingly awkward) No, if… I 

mean…. I mean…. 

 

Becky:   In case he tries to snog you. 

 

Julie: Nah! (Pause.) Would he?  (Pause. Suddenly excited.) He could be like that 

Mr Spock. On the outside cold and logical, but inside, burning with passion. 

I’d better chew on some mints to get rid of the smell of them garlic crisps I 

had for m’ dinner. 

 

Agnes:   Well, I know you’re not a kid, but…. You’re not… 

 

Julie: Not what? Not allowed to have a boyfriend? You don’t tell Becky what she 

can and can’t do with her blokes. 
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Becky:   She does. 

 

Julie:   When do I get some fun?  Can I go? I need to get m’ mum ready. 

 

Becky:   You’re taking your mum? 

 

Julie: I can’t leave her at home, can I? She needs the little girl’s room every forty-

five minutes. If she crosses her legs I can take her between episodes. 

Anyway, she can pay for the taxi out of her mobility allowance.  

 

Agnes:   Have a good time luvvie. 

 

(Julie hums the Star Trek theme tune as she exits through the shop 

door.) 

 

Becky: I’ve obviously been doing something wrong all these years. What have I got 

that she hasn’t? 

 

Agnes:   Expectations. 

 

(The shop door opens. The Abrupt Customer enters.) 

 

Abrupt Customer: I wish to speak to the manager. 

 

Agnes:   Hello. 

 

Abrupt Customer:  I’m not going to be fobbed off by a junior employee. I want to complain 

about the appalling service I received here. A member of staff was rude to 

me. 

 

Agnes:   I’m sorry to hear that. What did they say? 

 

Abrupt Customer:  I asked them a simple question and they failed to answer. 

 

Agnes:   You didn’t ring to tell us this? 

 

Abrupt Customer:  No. 

 

Agnes:   Or e-mail? 

 

Abrupt Customer:  I walked for twenty minutes.  

 

Agnes:   Just to complain? 

 

Abrupt Customer:  You need to realise how much your ineptitude has damaged my wellbeing. If 

you don’t do something, I’ll take it further. I’ve seen the papers. You could 

end up getting suspended like the other woman they had here before you. 

 

Agnes:   Well…. 

 

Abrupt Customer:  Don’t give me any excuses. 

 

Agnes:   I wasn’t…… 

 

Abrupt Customer:  I judge by actions. 



 

 

Agnes:   Right…. 

 

Abrupt Customer:  I have high standards. 

 

Agnes:   If you could let me explain… 

 

Abrupt Customer:  I know your staff are only volunteers, so you can’t expect much. 

 

Agnes:   Now… 

 

Abrupt Customer:  Allow me to finish. That is not an excuse. This is exactly the poor-quality 

service that gives charity shops such a bad reputation. Badly trained staff who 

have no concept of the fact that retail operates in a buyer’s market. I demand 

first class customer service! 

 

(Agnes thinks long and hard, considering her reply.) 

 

Abrupt Customer: Well? 

 

Agnes:   Piss off! 

 

Abrupt Customer: I’m a customer. 

 

Agnes: Not today. Clear off. Get out of my shop. Sling your hook. Hop it.  

 

Abrupt Customer: I shall be contacting the powers that be. 

 

Agnes:   Tell who you like. 

 

Abrupt Customer: I shan’t return. I shall take my custom elsewhere. 

 

Agnes: You always say that you’re not coming back, and you know what, you 

always do. 

 

(Agnes opens the shop door for the customer.) 

 

Abrupt Customer: I don’t get treated like this in the shop across the road. 

 

Agnes:   Then go there! 

 

(Abrupt Customer exits. Agnes closes the door. She looks like she’s about 

to have another breakdown. Sylvia and Annie enter.)  

 

Sylvia:   What’s the palaver?  

 

Becky:    It’s all kicking off. Agnes just told old grumpy face to do one. 

 

   (Agnes is lost in her thoughts. She crosses the stage.) 

 

Sylvia:   Agnes? 

 

Agnes: Have I done the right thing? Maybe it’s too soon to come back. I’ve only 

been here ten minutes. Look at me….. 

 



 

Becky:   We need you. 

 

Agnes: This job needs fire. I don’t have that anymore. In some ways Tanith was 

right. We need a good shake up. That can’t come from me. I’ve been here 

twenty years. Oh, I don’t know… This place is my home. 

 

(There is an awkward silence. No one quite knows what to do or say.) 

 

Annie:   Are you happy? 

 

(Everyone turns to face Annie.) 

 

Annie:   I said, are you happy Agnes? 

 

(Agnes thinks. There is emotion in her eyes.) 

 

Agnes:   No Annie love, I’m not. 

 

Annie:   Then what are you doing here? 
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(Exit Annie. They watch in silence as she goes back to the storeroom.) 

 

Sylvia:   She doesn’t say much, but when she does…. 

 

Agnes:   I should never have come back. I’m going to hand in my notice. 

 

Becky:   Agnes! 

 

Sylvia:   (To Becky) It’s like to be.  

 

Becky: Then I’m going too. They’ll put some dipshit in charge. I couldn’t work for 

someone else. 

 

Agnes:   Then do it yourself. 

 

Becky:   Are you nuts? 

 

Agnes:   When the job comes up, apply for it. 

 

Sylvia:   We could get worse. 

 

Becky:   (Exasperated) Thanks Sylvia.  

 

Agnes:   That’s actually praise. 

 

Becky:   You think I should do it? 

 

Sylvia:   Yes, but don’t tell anyone I said that. 
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Becky:   I can’t.  No! 

 

(Agnes smiles.) 

 

Becky:    No! 

 

(Sylvia smiles.) 

 

Becky:   No! 

 

(Agnes and Sylvia, still both smiling, stare at Becky.) 

 

Becky:   No! No! No! (Starts to laugh) No! 

 

(Blackout. SFX. The song “Baby make a change” plays.) 



 

Scene 6 – Friday 

(Epilogue. Four weeks later. Lights up on the shop. Much of the old 

stock has been returned to the shelves. A large homemade banner 

reading “Good Luck Agnes” hangs there. Annie is behind the till. Steph 

and Julie are arranging clothes on the racks. Sylvia and Agnes are stood 

in the centre of the shop. The music fades.) 

 

Sylvia:   You can still change your mind…. 

 

Agnes: We managed when Tony got made redundant. We’ll manage again. I’ll go 

part time. That Fried Chicken place is always looking for staff. 

 

Sylvia:   You’re better than that. 

 

Agnes: Less hours. Less responsibility. It's still retail. I can work my shift, then go 

home. Right now, at this minute, I feel better inside than I have for years. 

 

Sylvia:   That’s all you can wish for. It’s not going to be the same with you gone. 

 

Agnes:   Becky, you will keep an eye on her? 

 

Sylvia:   It took me ages to train you. She’s a bright girl. She’ll be much quicker. 

 

Agnes:   Sylvia - 

 

Sylvia:   Don’t go all soft on me….  

 

(Sylvia can’t cope with the emotion and walks away. The shop door 

opens. Tanith tentatively enters. Annie sees her and exits into the 

storeroom.) 

 

Tanith:   Can I have a word?  

 

(Agnes smiles and waits for Tanith to approach her.) 

 

Tanith:   Your final salary and holiday entitlement will be paid at the end of the month. 

 

Agnes:   Thank you. 

 

(There is a frosty silence. Becky, carrying a clipboard, enters from the 

storeroom, followed by Annie. Both Tanith and Agnes are conscious that 

all eyes are on them.) 

 

Tanith: Should you require a reference, I’m sure that we can find a suitable 

compromise. 

 

Agnes:   I resigned. My record is spotless. 

 

Tanith:   Yes. We wouldn’t want any ill will. 

 

(Tanith offers her hand to Agnes. Agnes pauses for a second. Then she 

accepts.) 

 

Tanith:   You’re always be welcome here…. as a customer…. I’ll…. er… 



 

 

(Tanith turns and takes a couple of steps towards the shop door. She 

stops and turns.) 

 

Tanith:   I care about the brook. I want this shop to succeed. (Pause.) I try my best…. 

 

Agnes:   I know. 

 

(Agnes makes eye contact with Tanith, but she can’t match her. 

Downcast, Tanith exits. Becky crosses to Agnes.) 

 

Becky:   You should have told her. You should have said something. 

 

Agnes: (Shrugs) Maybe she did me a favour. I’ve replayed conversations in my head 

till I’m sick of ‘em. Should I have said this, should have done that. I don’t 

want my last memory of here to be of a row. 

 

Becky:   She hurt you. 

 

Agnes:   She knows what she’s done. No point rubbing it in.   

 

Becky:   Agnes, you’re a ledge. 

 

Agnes:   I won’t pretend to understand what that means. 

 

(Becky gives Agnes a peck on the cheek.) 

 

Agnes:   So, are you ready for Monday? 

 

Becky: I think so. It’s just that… I can’t run this place like you did. I’m not 

everyone’s mum. 

 

Agnes:   So long as someone takes on that role, you’ll be fine. 

 

(Julie drops the clothes that’s she’s trying to hang up.)  

 

Julie:   I can’t do this! These coat hangers are rubbish. The plastic goes all wobbly.  

 

Steph:   You need to be delicate and not overload them. 

 

Julie:   I am delicate. My Colin says I’m sylph like.  

 

Steph:   Let me show you…. 

 

(Their muted conversation continues as Steph coaches Julie.) 

 

Agnes: (To Becky) You’ll need these. (Hands her the shop keys.) Thursday is bin 

day. The rotas are done to the end of the month. You’ll need cover for when 

Julie has her doctor’s appointments. The kitchen towel needs washing. 

 

Becky:   I’ve got your list. 
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(The Browser enters through the shop door with a determined stride, 

brandishing some footwear. Becky moves towards the customer. Agnes 

holds Becky back.) 

 

Agnes:   One last time, eh?  

 

(Becky stands aside as Agnes approaches the browser.). 

 

Agnes:   Hello. I’m an Eager Beaver. How can I help you? 

 

Browser:  I bought these shoes a few weeks ago. They’re too big.  

 

Agnes:   Didn’t you try them on? 

 

Browser: I had some water retention, so my feet swelled up. I was served by some 

trainee who didn’t pick up on the problem. 

 

Agnes:   I served you. 

 

Browser:  Well, you should have spotted that and advised me accordingly. 

  

(Agnes pauses for a second. She is about to launch into a speech but 

thinks better of it.) 

 

Agnes:   You know what? I think you need to speak to the manager. 

 

Browser:  Quiet right too. 

 

Agnes:   This lady will look after you. Becky love, it’s all yours! 

 

(Agnes stands back as Becky moves forward.) 

 

Becky:   Good morning! 

 

Browser:  You’re the manager? 

 

Becky:   You got a problem with that? 

 

Agnes:   (Gently correcting her.) Becky! 

 

Becky:   (Glances at Agnes, then pastes on a false smile.) Yes. I’m the manager. 

 

Browser: Really? (Eyes Becky up and down.) I’ve got pairs of knickers older than 

you. 

 

Becky:   How can I help? 
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Browser: I want a refund. And before you ask, I don’t have a receipt. I could go home 

and find it if you insist, but I’d expect to be compensated for my time and a 

return taxi fare. 

 

Becky:   (Takes a deep breath) OK…. 

 

(SFX. The song “Feeling Good” plays.  Becky and the Browser continue 

to talk. Agnes walks over to Annie and Sylvia and says goodbye. Annie 

gives her a hug. As usual Sylvia takes a step back and doesn’t make 

physical contact. The Middle-Class Customer enters the shop and starts 

to browse. Agnes exits into the storeroom. Bob enters carrying two bin 

bags of donations. Steph sees him, walks across the shop floor, and gives 

him a hug. They talk. The Abrupt customer enters the shop and looks at 

the clothes. Mr Fantasy enters. Julie runs over to greet him. They meet 

awkwardly. He’s embarrassed as she holds his hand. Agnes enters from 

the storeroom. She is wearing her coat and carrying a bag of presents 

with a “Good luck” balloon attached. She stops to look about her. The 

Middle-Class customer takes something to the till and Sylvia and Annie 

serve her. Everything is running smoothly. Agnes takes one last look at 

Becky who is still standing her ground with the Browser. When the song 

hits a peak, Agnes smiles to herself. Unnoticed by her volunteers, she 

turns and walks out of the shop forever. Lights and music fade together.) 
 


