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Who are Do it Theatre?
Do It Theatre are a new and exciting theatre collective who 
create work for individuals with autism. 
Our practice centres on illustration, literature and art 
installations to develop unique theatre experiences for people 
who may be intimidated by traditional theatre spaces. We call 
these events Private Plays.

What Are Private Plays?
Private Plays are immersive theatre encounters where the 
audience read illustrated theatre scripts in unusual settings. 
The scripts are developed to be read in these locations and the 
illustrations spark the readers imagination. It’s site specific 
theatre without performers and mood lighting. Private Plays 
open up storytelling to a new audience.
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What is Autism?
Autism is a lifelong developmental disability, which affects 
how people communicate with and relate to others. It can also 
impact on how people make sense of and interact with the 
world around them. Autism can affect people in many 
different ways, which is why it is so unique to every 
individual, just as every person with autism is unique 
themselves. People with autism can have a wide skill set, 
including a variety of strengths and difficulties.

Why Private Plays?
Private Plays appeal to individuals with autism because they 
allow you to act out the script at your own pace and with 
minimal interaction with other people. The text includes extra 
graphics and artwork to guide you through the story. The 
plays are free of any unnecessary stimuli, which some people 
with autism may find difficult to cope with. The stories 
themselves and the way they are presented with illustrations 
and text will also appeal to people without autism and 
propose a new and exciting way to experience theatre.

More information on Private Plays can be found at:

www.doittheatre.com
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How it Works:
You may be at the Hidden Door Festival or you may even be 
somewhere else, but this play will unfold in your 
imagination. The script you are holding in your hand will lead 
you on the way and be your guide into your own personal 
Private Play. The title is Creature and you are reading a 
unique script that tells a forlorn story. 

Read the script to yourself and use the illustrations to spark 
your imagination. As the story unfolds you will be a 
participant in the play. All you need to do is read the text, 
view the pictures and make believe. No acting skills or 
experience in theatre is required.

The room you are in is the setting of the Private Play. Think 
of it as the stage.
Look around in-between reading the scenes, as the experience 
will enhance the story.
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Creature
 
You like to write and keep a neat and tidy diary. It’s good. It’s 
fun. Well, you seem to enjoy it anyhow. But you’ve 
started a new notebook. This one isn’t a memoir of your daily 
thoughts. It’s a lot more than that. There is something within 
these words. They don’t all belong to you and it’s all a bit of a 
mess. 
 

There are a few different people who come in and out of your 
life. A wide variety voices here and there. To keep the voices 
happy, what they say is catalogued here. In this room. The 
one that you are in just now. It is a library of voices, written 
down to set them free.
 

So who is talking? Who do the voices belong to? The voices 
that are all around your head. They have been written down 
to give them somewhere to go, else they would just float 
around.
 

Do you know what it feels like? What it feels like to be this 
way. You might know. It’s more common than you think and 
voices are everywhere. It’s difficult at times. You may feel a 
bit lost and find yourself walking around in circles and seeing 
interest in things, which are not interesting. That’s why this 
room exists.
 
Have a look around and see if you agree.
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 1. The Voice
 
The performance begins with the reader (that’s you) closing their eyes really tight. 
After a few moments you open your eyes. The location has changed.
 
You look around then, react to the situation of being in a haphazard room with 
drawings and illustrations scattered randomly about the place.
 
Let us all talk about mental health.
 
To understand what is going on in this room we 
are all going to have to discuss mental illness 
and where it takes people. Cause there was a 
voice in my head and it let me know that every-
thing was ok. But it argued with me about it and 
that’s not right. 
 
I don’t like confrontation and I don’t 
particularly like being spoken to like an idiot 
by someone who I am certain doesn’t even exist.
 
Pause for a little while to compose your thoughts, then continue.
 
The first words it said were “There they are, 
over there, doing nothing again.”
 
Sigh in frustration.
 
That scared me. Not just the uptight tone, but 
the fact that no one else heard it. I know no 
one else heard it cause I was by myself. But if 
I was by myself then no one else said it. And 
that was scary. But also very exciting.
 
Pause briefly and smile to yourself.
 
Right now mental illness has taken you into this 
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room. That’s the way it is whether you like it 
or not. It might be best to look around and 
experience this place. Soak up the atmosphere 
and take it all in.
 
Before you do, remember that you don’t have to 
do all this by yourself. I had an idea of how to 
get these voices out. It was just an idea, but 
you know what? I find ideas very, very exciting.
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2. The People
 
Look around curiously to make sure you are on your own. When you are ready, carry 
on.
 
You know when you hear a loud voice in a busy 
room and it cuts through the air and lands in 
your brain like a bullet just out of the barrel 
of a gun?
 
Take a breath.
 
It will just be one word and it will stick 
inside your skull. But with that one word you 
can tell the entire backstory of the person. You 
can’t see their face, but you know how old they 
are, where they grew up, what they do for a 
living, if they’ve got kids, a family, 
responsibilities. 
 
You know all this stuff with just hearing that 
one word from that one voice, out of that one 
mouth. 
 
Take a moment to gather your thoughts.
 
Now imagine the voice keeps on talking. It tells 
you all of the things you thought about. It 
tells you about their day and how it’s different 
from yours. It tells you about their life and 
how it is so much better than yours. 
 
Well, maybe I am being paranoid, but it does 
actually give you advice. It lets you know 
things will get better and there is a change on 
the way. It lets you know that soon you’ll see 
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the difference. 
 
Briefly pause before composing your conclusion.
 
In a way this voice is a defence mechanism. It’s 
reassurance and a safety net for the future. I 
just wish it wasn’t in my head. 
 
Pause again while you prepare a question.
 
So how do we get it out from there?
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3. The Books
 
Look around the room and view the artwork and diaries that have been left about the 
place.
 
A diary. I started writing down what the voices 
were saying. I figured that would be the way to 
remove them from my brain and divorce them.
 
If they exist in a book, then they exist in real 
life and not just my head and then they might 
leave me alone. They’ll have a body and a 
purpose and they won’t need me.
 
That was the plan. But the more I wrote, the 
more they spoke, dishing out advice and 
seemingly worthless sentences. 
 
Walking to work, in the cinema, in the bathroom, 
bedroom, coffee shop, they kept on talking no 
matter where I was.
 
Pause as you prepare yourself to reminisce.
 
You know those quiet moments when you just want 
to shut off? Read a book or lie in your bed and 
stare at the blank ceiling for as long as you 
like.
 
They would talk and interrupt me. I did not have 
a moment. So my pen had to work hard. I had to 
beat them.
 
Look down at your hands and  fingers.
 
My hands couldn’t keep up. I had sore wrists, 
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as I went through book after book and pen after 
pen, writing everything down. The words became 
scribbles, incoherent rambles, filling up the 
pages with someone else’s conversations. All the 
moments when they attempted to get my attention 
and break my concentration have been captured in 
the books. Those moments were difficult, but I 
had to get through it.
 
Stop for a moment as you remember the pain of the situation.
 
These people did not exist, but they were over 
my shoulder, shouting in my ear.
 
Take a long deep breath before you carry on.
 
They never say “Stop.”
 
I wish they’d stop.
 
Please, just stop.
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4. The Pictures
 
Take another look around the room, but this time have an extended look at the 
drawings. When you are ready, continue. 
 
Were these diaries helping?
The words had a new form. A physical shape 
within the pages of the books. But I was looking 
at paper, not a dead body. The voices were still 
alive. Always saying things, whether I had 
written them down or not.
 
Take a moment to gather your thoughts, as your story is about to take a twist.
 
I started drawing what I thought the voices 
looked like.

There was a series of creatures crawling around 
my brain and I was giving them a face.
 
So it was pen to paper some more, this time 
looking for an image instead of a voice.
 
Different parts of a distant body were coming 
together and they were making shapes. It was 
working. 
 
The words on the page were being taken out of 
the mouth of the creatures. The drawings and 
the words were coming together and the fog in 
my mind was clearing. I was reasoning with the 
voices. 
 
Take another pause to compose yourself.
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Or was it one creature with many mouths? I don’t 
know. It doesn’t matter. I never got to know 
them personally. I only got to know the version 
within the books. The creature who was talking.
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5. The Excuses
 
Raise your eyes up to ceiling as you muster up some courage to continue.
 
It is more common than you think. 
Lots of people hear voices. I bet you do 
sometimes? Think of all the times you swear you 
heard someone call your name. Well, what if 
someone actually did call your name? A voice, 
not over your shoulder, but in your head.  
 
Cautiously look around the room as you continue.

 
Look around. Do you think all these people here 
voices? Maybe they do. Maybe they mishear the 
voices.
 
Scratch your head nervously as you begin to honestly talk about your condition.
 
One time I thought it said “Go home”.
Instead the voice had called out “Try harder”. 
Can you imagine what I was going through? Things 
were not making sense.
 
Then I thought the voice said “Give up”.
In actual fact, it had said “Nothing gets any 
easier”. Paranoia? Probably.
 
It is difficult trying to keep things together, 
especially when the voices aren’t making any 
sense. Maybe they were saying what I wanted to 
hear, but sometimes they were against me.
 
Take a moment to compose yourself and start to smile as you believe things are now 
changing. 
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Never-the-less, the pages were filling up with 
words and pictures and my head was hurting with 
speech and noise, but the voices were starting 
to quiet down. For a little while at least.
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6. The Sense of Freedom
 
Rub your eyes in a fashion that suggests you have just woken up. When you are ready, 
continue in an upbeat and positive tone.
 
One morning I realised I had beaten my alarm 
clock to sunrise. I knew I had slept well. 
Things didn’t feel too different, but for the 
first time in a long time I wasn’t tired and I 
wanted to get up. 
 
The diaries were scattered about my bedroom 
floor and they were done. All the pages filled 
in. They were complete and I could 
concentrate and I felt alone. There was nothing 
over my shoulder. That was nice. It was nice to 
be alone.
 
Pause to take in the moment and continue with a smile on your face.
 
I took all the books and drawings and hid them 
away. I stacked them up in my wardrobe and 
closed over the door. I think they served their 
purpose. We were ok.
 
Smile to yourself in self satisfaction.
 
I could go out and no one was following me or 
looking at me or speaking to me. If I heard a 
voice and if I heard words, I knew they were 
from real people, not the ones who stalk me. 
 
Pause again to savour the moment. 
 
I had a sense of freedom and it felt good.
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7. The Love letter
 
Stare into the distance as you look to remember a lost love. Build the emotion in your 
heart and after several moments, continue.
 
There is something I forgot to say. Something I 
couldn’t say until after the diaries were done 
and the voices were silent.
 
Take another brief moment to compose yourself and to emphasise the emotion and 
excessive drama of the scene.
 
I couldn’t say “I love you”. I couldn’t say it 
cause my mind was far too foggy. There was a lot 
of noise and the voices were fighting my senses 
for attention. 
 
Shake your head in frustration.
 
It was something I felt. The feeling and emotion 
of love was inside me but I just couldn’t get it 
out. 
I hope you are here and I hope you get to read 
this. I wasted a lot of time filling up books 
upon books with words that I don’t care about. I 
could have helped myself if I just said what I 
was feeling deep inside. 
 
I was distracted, I was cut adrift, but now I am 
better. Now I can stop. I can stand up and I can 
say my own words in my own voice.
 
Pause again as you muster the courage to say the words.
 
“I love you”. It’s not the voices saying that. 
It is me.

Page 17



  8. The Conclusion
 
Pause for another moment to gather your thoughts and prepare yourself for the 
conclusion.
 
A lot of words are spoken in my direction, but I 
don’t like to talk. I take the diaries and 
drawings out of their hiding place now and again 
to remind myself. I place them around my room to 
remember that these things exist. They are real. 
And they talk. 
 
When you hear a voice just in the distance, 
maybe as you are drifting off to sleep, you may 
assume it is outside and far away, but you know 
deep inside that it is closer than that. You 
know it’s at the back of your skull.
 
When you hear that voice, you’ll have an idea of 
how I feel. You might want to write down what 
they say and analyse it. You’ll give the voice a 
new life, purpose and direction. It may help.
 
Pause one last time before you conclude.
 
But that is just an idea though and I find ideas 
very, very exciting.    
 
 

The End.
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Members of Do It Theatre

Steven Fraser
Hi, I am the writer and artist for Private Plays. My 
background is in animation, comic books and illustration. I 
like developing theatre with interesting characters who 
inhabit fascinating locations. To me Private Plays present 
how intimate and personal theatre can be.
Twitter: @stevenfraser111
email: stevenfraser500@hotmail.com

Ewelina Rydzewska
Hi, I am the educational specialist for Private Plays. I advise 
on the scripts so they can appeal to people with autism and 
social problems, but also the general public. To me Private 
Plays open up theatre to people who may not normally be 
drawn to the art form.
Twitter: @DrERydzewska
email: ewelina.rydzewska@wp.pl
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More Information on Autism 
If you are interested in finding out more about Autism, here 
are some useful links:

National Autistic Society
www.autism.org.uk

Number 6
www.number6.org.uk

PASDA
www.pasda.org.uk

Autism Initiatives
www.autisminitiatives.org

Mindroom
www.mindroom.org

Edinburgh and Lothian Asperger Society 
www.elas-scot.org.uk
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