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Selfie
Introduction 
Private Plays are short one man/woman plays that participants 
can perform in a variety of locations, within their own good time. 
Acting ability and an audience is not required, just a sense of fun 
and adventure. Private Plays are adult in nature, therefore not to be 
performed in front of children. 

Premise
A lonely job seeker takes on a new art project.

Characters
Dale - Male or Female their late twenties and be of a compulsive and 
slightly reclusive nature. Dale has Asperger Syndrome and finds it 
demanding to relate to people. Dale may be nervous while speaking and 
be somewhat despondent. They find it difficult to make eye contact and 
talk directly to people. Dale is also slightly angry and finds it hard to 
control their voice and emotions.
 
Set and Props
The only prop needed is a mobile phone with a camera. The entire play 
takes place outside of a Job Centre.
  
Setting
Selfie is set in modern day Britain.

Brief Synopsis
Dale is unemployed and has found himself/herself having to go to 
the Job Centre to claim Job Seekers allowance. Dale feels somewhat 
neglected and let down. He/She is impulsive and has been unable to 
find a job in the arts after graduating from art school several years ago.
 
We begin with Dale waiting outside the local Job Centre. He/She 
is standing in a queue on a cold Winters morning. Dale is restless 
and agitated. Dale feels lost and lonely. No one at the Job Centre 
understands him/her. He/She keeps being offered jobs that are of no 



interest. 
With each job he/she undertakes, Dale eventually gets fired. Dale’s 
problem is not just disinterest, but a mental illness that prevents him/her 
from relating to people. Dale retreats into himself/herself and does not 
talk to anyone. Dale communicates through art and he/she has decided 
to turn his/her job search into an art project. Each day Dale decides to 
take a photograph of himself/herself. This is a visual diary. This diary 
charts the struggle a young and misunderstood job seeker goes through.
 
Dale informs the audience of the art project and mentions that he/she 
wants this project to be a means of communication. He/She is trying 
to discover people who will allow themselves to join himself/herself 
in the photographs. Dale struggles to find politicians and potential 
employers that want to take part in the selfie project. Dale pours his/her 
heart out, telling the audience that most people ignore him/her. They 
do not want to be photographed next to an unemployed person. They 
don’t want to take part and they fail to see that art is Dale’s only way of 
communication.
 
Our story ends with Dale taking a photograph of himself/herself in the 
Job Centre queue just as the doors open. The conclusion is somewhat 
optimistic as Dale crosses his/her fingers hoping that today is the day 
that he/she gets offered a job that he/she is interested in and one which a 
person with Asperger Syndrome can successfully undertake.
  

 



Selfie
 

We begin by viewing Dale, eyes down while 
struggling to keep warm. He/She is awkward and 
annoyed.
 
Dale: 9am on Monday morning and I’m a square 
trying to fit into a circle. There’s a queue of 
course. I’m not at the front. The lonely faces 
stretch on back, as the bitter, bitter, bitter 
cold freezes my lungs. I’m just in the frost 
waiting for the doors to open.
 
Dale stops to compose himself/herself and takes 
his/her mobile phone out of his/her pocket. He/
She starts to play with it as he/she resumes 
talking. We can assume Dale is looking at old 
photographs on his/her phone.
 
Dale: The god damn Job Centre. Just another 
place that does not understand . I’ve been 
through 6 jobs in the past 10 months. They 
don’t really grasp what’s happening to me. 
No comprehension. They just keep me waiting 
outside.
 
Dale pauses to sigh, but still has his/her eyes 
down whilst looking at his/her phone.
 
Dale: I went to art school, got a good job as 
a designer. Then (pause). Then I got fired. I 
didn’t, I couldn’t speak to anyone. I just kept 
it all to myself. All my ideas and creativity. 
It was all in my head, buzzing around. It’s my 
own little contained fantasy world. 
 



Dale pauses again, but raises his/her head.
 
Dale: Now you try explaining that to someone in 
the Job Centre. I don’t speak to anyone and all 
my thoughts and creativity are stuck inside my 
skull, pulsating at the edges of my head, trying 
so hard to break through and it never does. 
My tongue is numb and useless and my presence 
intimidates other people. I’m just stuck here, 
stuck here in this queue trying to explain 
myself to someone who doesn’t care. I’m going 
down a spiral.
 
Another sigh and pause as Dale looks down at 
his/her phone. This time though he/she gives a 
wry smile and his/her eyes lighten up.
 
Dale: I was slipping away. But you know, I’m an 
artist. So I figured out a way to communicate 
through my art. After loosing my 6th job, in 
a fucking bakery, I decided to create a diary 
of sorts. I decided for every day that I am 
unemployed, for every day that I am unwell 
and unable to talk to people I will take a 
photograph. I will photograph myself. My face, 
my expression, my sadness, my pain, my happiness 
and my relief. I will chart my progress through 
this hell so I’ll be able to look back at 
my journey and remember. I’ll remember the 
humiliation of losing all those pointless god 
awful jobs. I’ll remember that I had to move 
back home with my parents and I’ll remember the 
blank look on the faces of the people in the Job 
Centre. I’ll remember the stares on the faces 
of all the people who never took the extra few 
seconds it takes to get to know someone who 



finds it hard to express themselves.
 
Dale pauses again to try and control his/her 
emotions.
 
Dale: It’s enlightening though, being unable 
to talk out loud. Only in my head. You see how 
ignorant people are. Most of the employers 
didn’t understand I had a problem. They just 
though being this way was my ignorance and not 
their own problem. But now I have my catalogue. 
I have a series of selfies to look back on. I 
think I’m making progress. I think I’m moving 
forward. I’ve got an art project and I’ve got 
a hope that sometime, somewhere, someone won’t 
look down at my CV and see a series of mistakes. 
They’ll see an opportunity to give someone with 
a talent a break.
 
Dale pauses again for a second.
 
Dale: For this selfie art project though, I 
wanted to try something different. I just didn’t 
want it to be about me. I wanted it to be my 
chance to talk to people and relate to them. I 
decided to find some politicians. My local MP 
was first. I found out where he worked and met 
him as he was going to work. I asked him if he 
wanted to join me in a selfie.
 
Dale composes himself/herself and starts to 
impersonate the politician, using an upper-class 
voice.
 
Dale (impersonating politician): “What on earth 
is a selfie?”



 
Dale returns to using his/her normal voice.
 
Dale: That response put me off. But it did give 
me confidence. I went up to a complete and utter 
stranger and I started a conversation. It may 
have not been a friendly or productive one, 
but it was a conversation never the less. And 
it gave me confidence. I started asking other 
people to join me in photographs. Strangers in 
the street, folk in this Job Centre queue. Some 
people started to warm to me, but others kept 
their distance. To be honest I find it hard to 
tell if people warm to me or not. But at least 
I’m making progress in that front.
 
Dale looks down at his/her phone again and 
smiles. He/She then looks up as the queue for 
the Job Centre is about to be let in.
 
Dale: Looks like it’s time to go in and find a 
new job.
 
Dale then raises his/her phone to the front of 
his/her face and takes a selfie. He/She then 
smiles and begins to walk into the Job Centre.
 
The End.
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