M10: Role play scripts
Role play 1: Joint escalation

Indoors, early evening. Daughter and mother are in daughter’s room. Daughter is getting ready for a night out and the mother is trying to pick clothes up from the floor.

Daughter: Can you drop me off in town?

Mother: Um, only if you promise to be back by 11.30pm.

Daughter: That’s not fair! You know how unpredictable the night buses are.

Mother: That’s why I want you home early. I‘ll pick you up myself at 12.

Daughter: (screams) Why do you have to be so bloody controlling?! I don’t want you to pick me up.

Mother: (shouts louder) You don’t want me to pick you up because you are lying about where you are going and who you are with again.

Daughter: (screams at the top of her lungs) I’m not a liar! You are! You say you love me but all you want is to ruin my life and control me. I hate you!

Mother: (steps forward and slaps daughter in the face) Don’t you dare speak to me like that. You don’t know what you put me through. Sometimes I don’t know why I bother.

Daughter: (pushes mother forcefully) You shouldn’t have had me then, should you! 
Daughter grabs an object and runs outside. 
Door slams and glass breaks in the background.

Role play 2: Giving-in escalation

Indoors, after school. Teenage daughter and father are in the living room. Father is watching a football game. Daughter is at the computer.

Daughter: (tries to get father’s attention by shouting over the noise of the TV) 
Dad, Dad…!

Dad: (does not react).
Daughter: (gets agitated and repeats louder and more insistently) Dad, Dad!

Dad: (without moving his attention from the TV) What is it? Can’t you see I’m trying to watch the football?

Daughter: (excited, pointing to the computer screen) Look Dad, the iPhone I told you about is on eBay for only £199. That’s such a bargain! Don’t you think? Tasha’s dad got her one for passing her GCSEs! We’ve got to bid for it now! Where’s your card? 

Dad: (rolls his eyes but still looks at the TV).
Daughter: Dad, I’m fucking talking to you!

Dad: (irritated) Not now. Leave me alone.

Daughter: (screams) Why do you never listen to me? 

Dad: (angrily) Because all you ever talk about is: I want, I want, I want! What about what I want. Is it too much to ask to have some peace and quiet? I work all day in that hellhole and come back to this one!

Daughter: (fuming, after a brief pause daughter flings her chair back and storms towards dad snatching the remote from his hand and tosses it on the floor) 
Hellhole? I’ll give you fucking hell! 

Mother: (shouts from another room) What’s all the shouting about? 

Dad: (shouts back) Nothing, everything’s fine.

Dad: (opening up his wallet he hands his daughter his card) Are you happy now? You got what you want. So leave me to watch the game.

Mother: (appears in the door seeing the daughter snatching the card from dad) 
I should have known! You always give in to her if she shouts loudly enough. You need to learn to say no to her. I can do it, why can’t you?
Role play 3: Asking a supporter for help

Indoors, young person slams door in background as he leaves after an argument about not going to school.

Mother: (crying, wipes her tears, picks up the phone, dials a number) 
Hi Ben, it’s me. Have you got time? I need your help with James. I don’t know who else to call. Can you come over? (waits for reply) Okay, I’ll see you soon. 

(Shortly afterwards there is a knock at the door and mother opens the door. 
Ben enters.)

Ben: (hugs her) What’s happened?

Ben: (lets go and walks across to a chair sitting down and pats the chair opposite him) Why don’t you tell me all about it?

Mother: (walks to the chair, sits down and puts her head in her hands) 
I don’t know how to get through to James any more. He hasn’t been to school for a month. He won’t tell me who he is with, where he is or what he’s been doing.

Ben: (leans across, puts his right hand on her shoulder) Now I can see why you’ve been so stressed. Why didn’t you tell me earlier? 

Mother: (slightly more relaxed still sobbing) I didn’t want to drag you into all this; 
you have got enough on your plate as it is. I feel so ashamed.

Ben: Don’t be silly. You are an amazing mother, you do the best that you can and you know that I am always here for both of you. I’ll do anything I can to help.
Mother: I know. That’s why I called you. You’re the only brother I’ve got and James adores you. Can you have a word with him, please? He won’t listen to me any more.

Ben: I’ll call him now and ask him to meet me so that we can get these things sorted out. Call me whenever you need. Don’t let it get to this stage again. Why don’t I start taking him to the footie with me on Saturdays? That way I can keep an eye on him and you can have some time to yourself.

Mother: (breaths a sigh of relief) Thank you. I am so glad that I called you.

Ben: Me too. (Ben hugs her and leaves.)
Role play 4: Making the announcement

Indoors after Sunday lunch, mother and daughter sit at the table. Mother gets up and fetches the laminated announcement from a sideboard, sits down, looks first at her daughter and then at the announcement.

Mother: (reads the first sentence then looks at her daughter) Leanne, the violence towards me over the last couple of years has made my life, at times, utterly miserable. 
Mother: (louder) I am not prepared to live like this any longer. I will do everything I can to change the situation at home.

Daughter: (annoyed, shaking her head vigorously) I’m not violent. You are. Not me.

Mother: (stops reading, waits) I promise that from now on I will not attack you physically or verbally.

Daughter: (laughs sarcastically) That’s a good one…

Mother: (waits, looking at the daughter) I’ll also not hide what’s going on here any longer. I have asked Auntie Jean to support us.

Daughter: (ironically holding her hands up, rolling her eyes) Ha, Auntie Jean. What’s she going to do about this?

Mother: (stays calm and waits looking at her daughter) 
I promise to resist the following behaviours:
1.  When you are violent towards me
2.  Not going to school, unless you are unwell.

Daughter: (wailing and pleading) You don’t know what it’s like in my school. I hate it there. I promise I won’t hit you any more if you let me stay at home.

Mother: (gets up and walks towards her daughter, softly) I am doing this because I love you very much and I want the best for you as your parent. 

(Mother hands her daughter the announcement. Daughter throws it on the table.)

Daughter: (screaming) How can you say you love me when you force me to go to that school…? 
(Daughter storms out.)
Role play 5: Doing the sit-in

Indoors, late afternoon. Father and mother knock on their son’s bedroom and enter the room without waiting for a reply. They close the door and put two chairs in front of the door. Son sits on his bed playing on his PSP. When the parents enter…

Son: (shouting) Get out of my room!

Father: (calmly but firmly) Daniel, your mother and I have come to talk about what happened yesterday. We told you before that we wouldn’t put up with you hitting your sister any more.

Mother: (breathes in deeply) We are here to find a way to solve the problem. We will sit and wait until you suggest a solution.

(Son looks up surprised then regains his composure and continues to play on his PSP faking indifference.)

(Parents remain quiet and wait. Son continues to play, ignoring them.) 

Son: (five minutes later) It’s Tina’s fault. She takes my PSP all the time. You have to talk to her first. Now get out of my room!

Father: (calmly) That is not a solution.

Son: (conciliatory) If you are getting me a new game I will stop.

Mother: We do not accept this as a solution.

(Parents stay for 30 minutes and Daniel continues playing his PSP looking at them every now and then.)

Father: (gets up first and signs to mother to follow him out of the room saying while leaving) We still have not found a solution.
Role play 6: Parental presence outside the home

A daughter has been away from home without permission for a number of days. Mother and her supporter are outside the daughter’s friend’s house. They ring the doorbell and wait. A woman opens a window.

Friend’s mother: Who is it?

Mother: (respectfully) Hello. Are you Sue’s mum?

Friend’s mother: Why are you asking?

Mother: I am Amy’s mum and I believe that she is at your house. I would like to take her home with me.

Friend’s mother: (surprised) I’ll tell her that you are here. 
Friend’s mother: (disappears from the window and comes back after a while) 
She says that she doesn’t want to go with you. She says she’ll come home later.

Mother: (insistently) I would rather like to wait for her. Would you mind if we came in to wait for her?

Friend’s mother: (shrugs her shoulder, stands back from the window and shouts something into the back of the room) They want to come up and wait for you here. 
I think you better go because I don’t want any trouble. 
Friend’s mother: (comes back to the window) Alright, I’ll let you in. 
(Door buzzer goes and mother and her supporter go inside.)
Role play 7: Helping a younger sibling tell their story

Indoors, after school. Mother and young son of about 10 years old sit in the sitting room at the table. Son just finishes his maths homework. Mother watches.

Mother: (stroking his face) I am sorry about yesterday when Kirsty punched you in the face.


(Son flinches away from her and looks ashamed.)

Mother: (reassuringly) There is no need to be ashamed.

Son: (not looking up) It’s nothing. I don’t want to talk about it.

Mother: (pleading) But we need to talk about it. It can’t go on. Did Kirsty tell you not to say anything?

(Son stays silent, looks down, fiddles with his pen.)

Mother: (puts her hands on his shoulders, gently) It’s ok to talk about it. If you tell me the whole story I can do something about it.

Son: I have told you in the past and you never did anything. Same as in school.

Mother: It is different now. I told Kirsty that I will not accept her hitting you any longer. I have asked Uncle Robert, Granddad and Nan to help us and they will also tell Kirsty that they know about the hitting. Even your dad has promised to talk to her. But I need to know exactly what happened yesterday. I’ll write it down and send everyone a text immediately and I will do that every time Kirsty hits you again in the future. Tell me more about yesterday!

Son: (timidly) Kirsty will blame me for telling you and hit me even more. She said she would take my PSP and throw it out of the window if I don’t do her washing up. And… if I tell anyone she will tell everyone in school that I wet the bed.

Mother: (writing on a notepad) Oh my poor darling. I had no idea that this was going on. I promise that I will do everything to stop this. I want the two of you to get on nicely with each other.

Son: (more hopeful) I want Kirsty to play with me sometimes like she used to when I was younger.

Mother: (raising her hands up in resignation) Maybe she doesn’t want to right now because she feels too grown up but she will have to stop giving you a hard time. Look, do you want me to read back to you what I have written down?

Mother: (reading from notepad) Yesterday evening Kirsty punched Freddy in the face when he refused to do her washing up. She threatened that she would throw his PSP out of the window and said that if he told anyone she would tell everyone in school that he wets himself.

Mother: (puts the notepad down and looks at son) Is that ok and true?

Son: Yes.

Mother: Can I text this to Uncle Robert, Granddad and Nan?

Son: (shrugs and nods) Can I go now? The Simpsons is on.

Mother: (relieved) Off you go!

(Son runs out. Mother follows more slowly. Before leaving the room she picks up her mobile and starts texting.)


































