
I DON’T LIKE EGGS 

By Sydney Lark 

 

Scene 1         

 In the kitchen of the café the assistant manager (JOHN) of the supermarket is in 

discussion with the manageress of the café. The kitchen is short of staff and the 

manageress (KATHY) is complaining about a new girl that’s been placed on the café cash 

register without any experience of it or café work.  Tempers begin to fray. 

 

KATHY:  

Look, you can’t put that new girl on the till in here today. Any of the other girls 

would do. 

JOHN: 

 I’m sorry Kathy but she will just need to be thrown in at the deep end. 

KATHY: 

What are you talking about john? I’m not talking about throwing a new girl in at the 

deep end. I’m talking about myself and the staff flat out and still not coping and me 

having a potential strike on my hands. 

JOHN: 

They wouldn’t dare or they’d all be out of a job. Plenty of others waiting for a job. 

Nope I’m afraid you will just have to show her what to do and hope she learns 

quickly. We are short of staff through in the shop as well. Now is that all you wanted 

to see me about ‘cos I’ve got a lot to do this morning. 

KATHY: 

You know something john, see when they told me you were to be made up to 

assistant manager after Angela left I thought to myself I bet you the power will go to 

his bloody head. Well I was bloody right. Oh to have Angela back. 

JOHN: 

I’ve got more to do this morning than listen to you moaning Kathy. If you can’t cope 

with the job maybe you should leave or stand down and leave it to someone who 

can cope with the pressure when it arises. 



JOHN makes his way out of the kitchen and back to the shop. KATHY throws the kitchen 

towel she was holding across the kitchen floor. She turns and joins the kitchen porter, 

GERRY, who was having a cup of coffee before his shift started, and said aloud: 

KATHY: 

 What a jumped up little prick. 

He nods in agreement. 

 

 

Scene 2 

Scene opens with obnoxiously loud buzzer noise from the till which KATHY is showing the 

new girl SUSAN how to use.  

SUSAN: 

 Oh god, what have I done? Did I void it? Did I void it?  

KATHY: 

 You’re okay, don’t worry you’ve just added an extra egg. Again. 

SUSAN: 

 Oh sorry Kathy, I really am trying. Here I will just take it off. 

(obnoxious buzzer noise) 

SUSAN: 

(frustrated sigh) I didn’t think there would be as many things to remember and do 

on a till. 

KATHY: 

 Just try your best, that’s all you can do, Susan. 

The shift has moved on and there’s been a few people served. 

 

 

Scene 3 

FRASER and BETH arrive at the till and are being served by SUSAN. FRASER has a problem 

ordering his breakfast. SUSAN was getting stressed. She had managed up until now. There 

had been about a dozen or so customers served, and she had handled things just fine. 

Although it was mainly tea and toast, tea or coffee and scone, rolls with bacon, sausage, 

egg, etc. 



FRASER: 

Listen all I’m saying is I don’t want an egg with my breakfast. Bacon, mushrooms, 

sausage, black pudding, beans, but no egg. I don’t like eggs. Just give me double 

sausage or black pudding. 

SUSAN: 

Sir, it’s because I’ve just started, and I don’t know how to put double sausage on and 

take the egg off. When one of the kitchen staff comes through I’ll ask them. They will 

come through sometime soon I’m sure.  

 

 

Scene 4 

Meanwhile, KATHY is talking to GERRY in the kitchen. The muffled voices of SUSAN and 

FRASER can still be heard. 

KATHY: 

She’s doing alright with the till and she’s been coming through to collect the orders. 

Yes, she’s doing fine so far. 

GERRY: 

Seems to be, anyway. Sounds like she has a good rapport with the customers. Looks 

like you have a good one here, Kathy.  

KATHY: 

 Yep thank god for that I didn’t think she’d ma- 

(KATHY is cut off by SUSAN calling her from the till) 

SUSAN: 

 Kaa-thee! Could you come through? I’m a little stuck… 

KATHY: 

 (Sighing) I spoke too soon. 

 

 

Scene 5 

Another two couples have joined the queue. The first couple, JAIMIE and LYN, are having a 

dispute over a driving incident. 

JAIMIE: 



All I’m saying is if I had been driving we would have been out of there a lot quicker. 

You were so slow. 

LYN: 

 We were well hemmed in, but I got us out no problem and I wasn’t in a hurry. 

JAIMIE: 

(smirking) No you’re right, you weren’t in a hurry. It was embarrassing. Ha, I saw a 

snail go past us.    

LYN: 

Why did you come with me today? I was going to have a nice, relaxing day, some 

shopping, and then a cup of tea and cake in the café, hoping to maybe bump into 

some friends and have a chat. You’ve spoiled it. I wish you hadn’t come. 

JAMIE: 

 See, that’s women drivers. You can’t take a wee bit of constructive criticism. 

LYN: 

Since we have been together our cars have had four crashes -or ‘bumps’ as you’d like 

to call them- and guess what? All four were down to Jamie, the driving king. You 

passed your test on the third attempt. I passed first time. You have nine points on 

your license. I have none on mine. Case closed. Take the lunatic down your honour. 

LYN immediately turns away, JAMIE sneers. 

 

 

Scene 6 

Back at the till with FRASER, BETH and SUSAN. 

FRASER: 

Look will you just put extra sausages on the plate and to hell with the till. Live 

dangerously. 

SUSAN: 

 I’m sorry sir, but it doesn’t work like that. Can’t you just take the eggs and – 

FRASER: 

 (interrupts, looking upwards) Jee-zus, I don’t like eggs! 

BETH: 



Fraser please, take the bloody eggs. A queue is starting to form, and you’re being 

really rude! 

FRASER: 

 I don’t care. 

 

 

Scene 7 

GARY, his wife TRACY, and her best friend JENNIFER are sitting at one of the tables in the 

window. GARY is mimicking his wife in a derogatory way. 

GARY: 

(falsetto) And I got you a bottle of red wine too honey bunch. I hope you enjoyed 

your steak. (normal) Ha ha, I knew right away. What’s she after. All smiles. Ha! Then 

out it comes. Could you watch the kids on Saturday, as myself and Jennifer were 

going to a theatre show in Edinburgh? It’ll be early Sunday morning by the time we 

get back. You see women, you’re so predictable. Everyone I’ve been with was the 

same. I know you all off to a tee. Can’t fool me. Sex, that’s the other one you tried 

when- 

TRACY: 

 (interrupting) Shut up Gary. You’re embarrassing and keep your voice down. 

GARY: 

 What, ‘cos I know all about women and their ways? 

TRACY leans towards GARY with anger. 

TRACY: 

 Y’know something Gary. I’m even more than angry just now. I’m bloody ovulating. 

GARY very angrily back, and a bit too loud: 

GARY: 

 Hah, you’re bloody ovulating? Well I’m so bloody ovulating too! 

TRACY and JENNIFER look surprised and start sniggering. GARY sits back and says: 

GARY: 

 What are you’s laughing at like a pair of clowns? 

JENNIFER: 



It’s just that you’ve got yolk on your face. Come on now, Gary, calm down and stop 

ovulating. 

The two girls start to snigger and laugh again. Gary wipes his face. 

GARY: 

 To hell with you two. A bit of yolk on someone’s face and you think that’s funny? 

GARY notices his friend, DAVE, sitting at one of the tables on his own. He takes his cup of 

tea and says as he heads off: 

GARY: 

 To hell with this, I’m off to see Dave. 

GARY walks up to DAVE’s table. DAVE is covered in muscles and tattoos. He wears a vest 

to show his muscles off. He’s sitting reading the paper and having a cup of coffee. 

GARY:  

Hi Dave, how are you? 

DAVE: 

 Oh, hi Gary. I’m fine man. How are you? 

GARY: 

 Is it alright if I sit down with you mate and have my cuppa? 

DAVE: 

Aye, no probs man. Sharon’s doing the shopping. I don’t bother with that sort of 

stuff. I sit and have a read of the paper and check out the page three girls, he he. 

DAVE noticed GARY wasn’t that happy and also noticed TRACY and JENNIFER at the other 

table. 

DAVE: 

 You alright man. 

GARY: 

I’m sorry mate. I had a row with Tracy and her pal Jennifer. I’m so angry mate, in fact 

I’m bloody ovulating. I just needed to walk away and calm down. 

 DAVE: 

Aye, you’re awright man. No need to apologise. You know what it is? Hormones, 

flaming hormones. 

GARY: 

 You’re right, you’re right Dave. I thought the same myself. 



DAVE: 

 Oops, here’s my wee bunch of hormones coming. 

GARY: 

 Hi Sharon. 

SHARON: 

 (smiling) Oh hi Gary, how are you? I noticed Tracy and Jennifer over at the window. 

DAVE: 

(cutting in) Aye Sharon, Gary’s not too pleased with them at all just now. In fact, he’s 

bloody ovulating. 

SHARON looks at the two of them quizzically for a second or two, then smiles and stifles a 

laugh. 

SHARON:  

 Auch that’s a shame, it’ll blow over soon enough Gary. 

DAVE: 

We better be off man. Listen, give us a call and we’ll nip down to the bull and horns 

for a few pints some night. 

DAVE stands and makes to leave with SHARON. SHARON, smiling, says to DAVE: 

SHARON: 

I must be doing something right Dave, because I can’t remember the last time you 

were ovulating. 

DAVE: 

 Aye, you’re right there missus. You’ll be after a rise in the house keeping next. 

As they walk away, DAVE nips back and says quietly to GARY: 

DAVE: 

Remember man, the only time a woman succeeds in changing a man is when he’s a 

baby. Ha ha! 

GARY: 

 Aye you’re right Dave, your maw with a nappy. 

 

 

 



Scene 8 

TRACY and JENNIFER talking at the table. 

TRACY: 

Oh look, the little dickhead’s on his own. I suppose I’d better go over and make up 

with him. I know just what to say. Don’t worry we will still be able to go to the show. 

(She pauses, then says) God, Jennifer, you know, marriage is like a romance where 

the hero dies in the first chapter. 

JENNIFER: 

 Yes, and its so true too. Yes, on you go and try to cheer him up. 

TRACY walks away from JENNIFER, over to where GARY’s sitting. 

TRACY: 

(False conversationally) What’s a sexy man like you doing sitting on your own? 

Would you like a good time mister? 

GARY: 

Oh, here she goes, trying to soft-soap me. I know what you’re doing Tracy, give it a 

bye. 

TRACY: 

You’re right, I’m trying to cheer you up. I’m not going to bother going to that show 

with Jennifer. It would have been nice, but I’m not that interested. It was only 

because Mrs Robertson was telling myself and Jennifer about Michelle and Rosslyn’s 

husbands, she said they refused to let them go to the show. Kate Smith said it’s 

because their husbands are not real men, and they’re insecure and that a man that 

was secure with his woman and not filled with jealousy was a man that understood 

and trusted his woman. Then, you know that pretty girl from the hair dressers? 

Samantha Ross? She piped in and said ‘I bet your Gary’s not the insecure and jealous 

type,’ what a cheek! I thought. Well, me and Jennifer both said at the same time, 

‘never, you were a real and modern man’ and that you had no probs looking after 

your kids and were totally secure in your marriage. That’s the reason me and 

Jennifer put a deposit down and booked the seat, to show you weren’t like those 

insecure creeps. Look, Gary, as I say, I’m not that bothered. We’ll make some sort of 

excuse up, and if they don’t believe us who cares?  

GARY: 

What do you mean, who cares? I care Tracy. I’m not an insecure creep, and obviously 

that Samantha Ross and those other women know it too. I was just thinking about 

the kids missing you, them being young and all that. But they just need to put up 



with it. You go and have a good time, you and Jennifer, and you can tell Samantha 

Ross and those other women I said that. 

TRACY: 

 Auch, I don’t know Gary, the long drive and all that. 

GARY: 

 Listen, you go and have a good time. 

TRACY: 

 You know something, Gary? I have got a real man! 

 

 

Scene 9 

At the till. LYN and JAMIE approaching FRASER and BETH, with SUSAN is still struggling 

with the order. 

LYN: 

 Excuse me, is it alright if I pay at the till. It’s just tea and cake that I’ve got here. 

JAMIE: 

 It’s the same for me, mate. 

SUSAN: 

 It’s okay, I haven’t put your order through the till, sir. 

FRASER: 

 Alright, but I want your boss through here right after. 

FRASER turns to LYN and JAMIE, who aren’t really interested, and says: 

FRASER: 

You know, we’ve been waiting ages all because apparently, we can’t have a 

breakfast without eggs! I just don’t want them on my breakfast, it’s ridiculous. 

LYN and JAMIE pay and leave, BARRY approaches also and asks: 

BARRY: 

Look, would it be too much to ask to put me through too? I have a coffee and a tea 

here, and that’s my lot. 

FRASER: 



 Okay then, mate. Bloody ridiculous…On you go. 

BETH: 

 (annoyed) Fraser, please! 

 

Scene 10 

KATHY is at the till, as SUSAN has called for assistance. FRASER and BETH, at wits end. 

FRASER: 

 If she can’t even work the till, why is she here? 

BETH: 

(quickly) I’m away to sit down. You know what I want. You know, you’re a pain. And 

rude too. 

FRASER: 

Don’t be silly, Beth. We have such poor customer service in this country, in America 

they wouldn’t stand for this sort of service! 

BETH: 

(muttering as she makes her way to a table next to LYN’s) This isn’t bloody 

America. 

BETH smiles and sits down. 

BETH: 

 I’m so sorry about my husband. He’s a prat. 

LYN: 

No need to apologise, I’ve got my own prat. He’s away to the toilet just now. We’ve 

only been married a couple years but I’m starting to go off him already. 

BETH: 

Yeah. I had an auntie that used to say ‘love is the dawn of marriage, and marriage is 

the sunset of love’ 

LYN: 

 Jeez, what a smart woman. And not far wrong. 

 

 

 



Scene 11 

SUSAN, at the till, is upset and close to tears. KATHY has taken the order. FRASER is still at 

the till, obviously agitated. 

KATHY: 

Look, sir, your order’s through. We’ve also given you two portions of sausage and 

black pudding in way of an apology for your wait. 

BETH: 

 (walking over) I’ve had enough, Fraser. I’m leaving. Find your own way back. 

FRASER: 

 What are you talking about? Hold on just the now! 

BETH: 

 Nope, I’ve made my decision. I need my own space. 

FRASER:  

What do you mean (awful falsetto) “I need my own space,”? Try outer space! (BETH 

scoffs, starts walking away) Beth. Stop right now, Beth. 

BETH: 

 (as she pulls away) Yep, outer space will do. As far away from you as I can get! 

FRASER: 

Come on, Beth, you’re kidding. Come on. (tries for a joke) Is this just because I don’t 

like eggs? Are you walking away because I don’t like eggs?  

BETH: 

(over her shoulder) Yeah, Fraser, you’re right. At last, and it was all because you 

didn’t like eggs. Imagine. 

 

-fin- 


