
FEAR OF THE KIDS

ONE

V/O

News reader  - 

A 16 year old boy, suffering with a fractured skull caused by a fall on his 

bicycle, was held in police custody for over three hours after he swore at and 

assaulted hospital staff, a jury heard yesterday.  Michael Anderson of Dundee 

was apprehended by Tayside Police after medical staff were convinced that 

the boy was under the influence of drink and drugs which caused him to act 

in an aggressive manner.  Michael died two days later, after the ventilation 

machine keeping him alive was switched off.  Despite pleas from his mother, 

Rachel Anderson, that this kind of behaviour was out of character, Michael 

was placed into police cells shortly after his admission to Kingsway Infirmary 

Accident and Emergency.  Mrs Anderson  who described her son to be "a 

healthy young man," and never showing any signs of being into drink or 

drugs could not understand her son's behaviour.  Mrs Anderson pleaded with 

Doctors that her son's behaviour may be due to the head injury sustained.  A 

consultant on duty denied this and claimed an injury like Michael's did not 

appear to be fatal which raised suspicions  and lead medical staff to believe 

that the teenager was inebriated.  After speaking to her son's friend Trevor 

McCollum, also 16, who was with Michael at the time, who assured Mrs 

Anderson the pair hadn't touched any alcohol or illegal substances that 

evening.   Mrs Anderson managed to then persuade the police that Michael 

should be re-examined by police surgeon, Dr Hay who advised that Michael 

should be admitted to hospital with a suspected skull fracture.  X - ray's 

established that indeed Michael had suffered extensive trauma to his brain 

and a major side effect of this type of injury is abnormal and aggressive 

behaviour. Police statements have suggested that several staff members had 

heard Michael confess to drinking vodka that evening and using laughing gas.

A candle lit vigil in memory of the much loved teenager will be held in 

Dundee's City Centre this evening.  The trial continues.  



TWO

Nurse 1:  We are just trying to help you now if you could calm down.

Michael:    Let me out of this fucking room.....

Nurse 1: Your head is still bleeding it needs stitches, you need you to sit down

Michael:  I swear to God man...

Nurse 1: Aimee you hold that side

Michael: ...get to fuck.  Get off me...

Nurse 2: I'm trying...

Michael: ...you fucking bitch....

Nurse 2: ... he's so strong Carol, oh my god.

Michael: ...if you don't get the fuck off me I'm gonna fucking smash the both 

of you...



Michael spits in the nurses' faces.

Michael: FUCK OFF!!!! 

Michael punches and kicks hitting both the nurses.

Nurse 1 : Right Aimee come on quick, we'll phone the police.  We don't have 

to put up with this.    

Nurse 2: I think he is heavily under the influence of alcohol Carol.

Nurse 1: Oh he's off his nut, clearly! They all are around here, you see them 

all over the place hanging about at all hours of the night.

Michael is left pacing.  

THREE

Early morning, birds sing their wind up  mechanical sounding melodies. The 

sun has a deep red and orange glow over the sky.  Trev is out on his BMX 

doing his paper round.

Trev : Red sky at night shepherds delight, red sky in morning...



Michael also on his BMX is watching Trev and is sneaking up on him 

Michael:  SHEPHERD'S WARNING!!!

 

Trev:  FUUUCK!  Oh my god!! Dafty man I nearly shit myself!

Michael: HAHAHA ooohhh man you jump every time!! 

Trev: No wonder you belter who does that?!    

Grabs a paper from Trev

Michael: Let's see what propaganda they are spreading today.

Trev:  Proper ganja?!

Michael:  Naaa. PROP-A-GAN-DA.  

Trev:  Never heard of it.

Michael:  It's a tricky one to get but basically it's lies the 

government....well...more misleading rather than lies... usually.... it's the shite



they put in the papers so that every pleb can see it and then believe it. 

Trev: Well have you seen this?  This is happening, this isn't lies!

Shows the headlines of the morning papers.  CURFEW KEEPS YOUTHS INSIDE 

AND CRIME RATES DOWN

Michael:  Aw shit yeah, when does that start?

Trev :  Tonight! They are saying it's for our safety but  it's to keep control, to 

keep us off the streets like.  

Michael:  Since when did being outside become a crime?

Trev:  Now apparently.  For some reason they think we all go around 

harpooning folk like we're in the apocalypse.

Michael:  So messed up like.  We should be outside.  Not inside glued to 

screens all day, going square eyed.  

Trev: So now when we get stopped by the police we should have...and I quote

"a valid reason for being out."  

Michael:  Load of shite....



Trev:  It is eh?  We're gonna be bored out our nut by the end of the week 

Michael turns to his pal imitating a police officer shining a torch in his friend's

face.

Michael: "Excuse me son what's your valid reason for being out at this time?"

Trev:  My mum's a junkie officer and I don't wanna be inside that shitehole of 

a smack den I call home...is that valid enough for you?

Michael:  Aaah shit Trev sorry, she not any better? 

Trev:  It's just constant man,  she was doing so good for a wee while too but 

she's back on the vallies, dunno about the smack like but all her wee shitey 

pals are.  It was losing the baby that messed her up again, she never got any 

help for ages.    

Michael: That's the fuckin' Tories doing that is...

Trev: For someone who's an ex junkie with a messed up head that's only 

asking for trouble really eh?  I think it was something like 2 months she 

waited to see the counselling. 

Michael:  ...cuts, cuts, cuts.



Trev:  And that's just for the waiting list.

Michael:   Cheers Theresa you absolute reptilian shape shifting freak! 

Michael and Trev both laugh.

Michael: It is mental though! They pummel their money into shitey new 

policies like this curfew...

Trev:  It just doesn't make sense to me...

Michael: ...instead of using it to help people, their own people. This country is 

backwards man.  

Trev: ... so I just try not to think about it.

SILENCE

Michael:  Yeah mate sometimes it's better not to.  Well let's try something a 

little bit more light-hearted shall we? It being a Friday and all!  That doom and

gloom can follow you all day if you let it!  What's the craic Trev, what's gonna 

pick us up?  



Trev:  I seen a new spot down town beside the University, it's got a good 

double set of stairs I'm dying to smash them if you fancy going out for a sesh 

after school?  

Michael: Yeah class man, sounds good.  We've got Maths last period just head

after then?

Trev: Naa I can't be bothered with that shite today so I'm just gonna go to 

music in the morning then head out on the bike. Got a few things I need to do

to it today, the brakes are knackered so I'll just catch you round the backs at 

the end of the day.  

Michael:  Yeah sound see you then. I just can't resist that Sofia girl in Maths 

like, makes it some what bearable.

Trev:  Shut up man, you can't resist maths you wee geek.  

The two friends laugh and part ways.  

FOUR

 Flashing blue lights

Michael is struggling with police officers whose patience is wearing thin.   

Police officer 1:  If you stop resisting mate, it'll be a lot easier for us all.



Michael:  I feel fucking sick!  

Police officer 1:  Listen I told you mate, stop swearing.

Michael:  And I told you MATE, I FEEL FUCKIN SICK.

Police officer 2:  Aye that buckfast will do that to you...  

Michael:  Fuck, my head man.

Police officer 2: ..rot you from the inside out.

Michael: What are you even talking about you daft prick? 

Michael is restrained further with a bit more of a heavy hand 

Police officer 2: Settle down now! SETTLE! Do you understand? 

Michael: Fuck sake! AHHHH! 

Police Officer 1:  Well you've been on something tonight, you're going to the 

station to sober up. You can't be behaving like this here.



Michael:  My head is pounding man, it's fucking pounding. 

Police officers now have Michael on the ground and leave him.

SIX

School setting, Sofia enters and sits down next to Michael who is now sitting 

up and attentive for the class ahead.

Michael:  Hiya... 

Sofia: Hiya

Michael: ...you want pounded Sofia?

Sofia: What?!

Michael: You got a shot of pound Sofia?

Sofia: That's not what you said...

Michael laughs

Michael:  I was only having a laugh



Sofia:  ...cheeky shit.

Michael:  I know sorry I was only joking though just can't help myself 

sometimes, it's those eyes of yours. Let me start again, how are you fine 

lady?? 

Sofia: Oh spiffing sir! It's last period on a Friday so I'm feeling good. What 

about you? What you doing tonight?

Michael:   Trev was telling me about a new set of stairs that've been built in 

town so we're gonna go hit them on the BMX's

Sofia: Oh yeah?

Michael: ...what you up to?

Sofia:  Thinking on having a few folk round to mine, bit of a party. My Mum's 

back in Spain for a week so thought I'd make the most of the free house, you 

up for it?  

Michael:  Um dunno to be honest...  

Sofia:  Aw come on it's a Friday, my sister is going to the shop for us to buy 

some drink. So we've got booze covered. Aw come on. 



Michael:  ...it's a cracking day and the sun will be out for ages, I like being 

outside.

Sofia:  So what, you can't go out on your bikes and then come up later?  

Michael:  Fair enough. 

Sofia:  We never really hang out outside of school, I think we'd have a laugh.  

I'd make sure to save you some booze!

 

 Michael: Here, there's that new curfew that comes into place tonight though, 

the police will be on mega predator mode. 

Sofia:  But, we will be inside, we won't be out on the streets so the oinks can't

complain...technically. 

Michael:  Technically no, but you know what they're like anything to stop 

people enjoying themselves.

Sofia:  Oh my God, this country has no life, no energy!! Back home in the 

summer every barrio...

Michael:  What's barrio?



Sofia:  It means like ummm neighbourhood.  So every neighbourhood would 

have their own party.  Out on the street like...

Michael:  Cool...

Sofia: ... it would start in the afternoon and go on 'till way into the night. I'm 

talking proper set up with bars and sound systems, tunes blasting, live DJ's.  

There would be dancers and performers.  I remember stages being set up and

we'd all be out with our family helping.  We'd all have different jobs and even 

my  grannie would be there, cooking food for everyone with the other grans 

while the grandads would be playing bowls. There was one neighbourhood 

that used to decorate their streets with mad things, like they would have a 

different theme each year.

Michael: ...how old were you then?

Sofia:  Well um I was ten when I moved here.  One of my favourites was was 

when they turned their main street into outer space, there was a massive 

tunnel running the whole length of the road made out of empty bottles with 

loads of painted shit dangling down like planets, swirling around, lights were 

strung up for stars and galaxies.  And at the end there was this giant 

astronaut made out of recycled.... anything, broken bits and pieces from your 

house you know?  They did it all by themselves, just 'cause.  No other reason 

other than they wanted to party and get the neighbours together.  

Michael: Parties on the streets?  That would never be allowed  here 'just 

'cause.'  Here we're getting shunned into our houses and swept off the 



streets, 'just cause'.

Sofia:  Boring Brits with their nanny state.  But even if it were allowed here 

you still wouldn't go 'cause you clearly don't like socialising with any 

one....well other than Trev.

Michael:  Haha, that's not true.  I just don't wanna be stuck inside on a day 

like this 

Sofia:  Please come tonight. 

Pause

 Trev can come too!  Promise I'll save you a bottle of something.

Michael:  Right, well I'll see what he says.  

Sofia leaves Michael so he is alone again. 

Appearing aggressive and frustrated, he grows angrierbegins lashing out in 

to thin air, spitting, punching at nothing and pulling his own hair until 

eventually he exhausts him self and collapses on the floor. 

SEVEN

Trevor has been caught bunking off from a teacher.  Michael remains in the 

same position throughout.



Teacher:  Well Trevor come on, what have you got to say for yourself...

Trev:  I say smartness can't be measured by school. If you let the fannies here

tell you...

Teacher: ...mind your words please...

Trev:... they'll say something different. They'll say the only ones who are 

smart are the ones who can shite out a dictionary...

Teacher:  Trevor!

Trev:...Sorry. The way I see it is everyone is smart.  But there's like different 

types of it.  You can be top of the class, kiss year teachers a....pple smart in 

say like history or English but you'll know nothing about how it's the hydraulic

line that makes the caliper work so you can brake on your bike, making sure 

you don't go smashing into any plebs on the street.  Some folk can't sit still 

for long enough to read a book, maybe they've got about a million other 

things running round their head and that more words is just gonna make their

brain explode so they've got to keep moving. You've got kids who are too 

scared to go home and teachers are freaking out because they come in the 

next day and haven't done their homework.  Some people need to escape, 

home, school the whole lot.  They need to do what makes them feel good for 

a wee while. 

Teacher:  But Trevor you still have to go to school and to all your classes, you 

can't be an adult trying to pay bills by riding your bike all day.



Trev: Obviously, I know that! What? You think I want to be a paper boy all my 

life like?  I'm not thick. I  have a choice and I am making it, I don't see how 

that's a bad thing.  I'm choosing to do the things I know I'm good at to get 

better at them so I can get a job that I'll actually like.   If I stay in school and 

go to those classes I can't sit still in I'm just gonna get into trouble, I know it 

and then I get hauled up about it and nobody listens anyway so I'm back to 

the fucking...sorry...back to the start.

School bell rings

EIGHT

Michael and Trev meet on their BMX's both illuminated with excitement to 

get to the new set of stairs where they plan to try some tricks, racing fast 

along the street.  They reach the high up point and the sound of a thumping 

heart beat is heard in the background.  Michael approaches the edge but 

stops.

Michael:  Naaa I'm gonna start that again.

Trev:  I think this one needs a bit of a speed, try starting further back?

Michael: Yeah yeah you're right, OK, hold on I'll try again.  Oh here, we've 

been asked to a party tonight.

Trev: Yeah? Whose? 



Michael: Sofia's. Her mum's away to Spain for the week, I reckon I can get a 

wee bit of her tonight like, she was well eager for us to go.

Trev: Oh yasss get in my son! Bet it'll be shite though and full of belters.

Michael: Probably.  Right move out the way. Take two.

Michael  backs up with his bike  and leaps into the air with his bike ,twisting 

head first over the handle bars and falls, he smacks his head hard on the 

concrete ground below.  The heart beat sounds stops abruptly.  


