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    Dear Young Monster was first performed at the Bristol Old Vic on 22 February 2024. The cast was as follows:




    

      

        	

          PERFORMER


        



        	 



        	

          Pete MacHale (he/him)


        

      




      

        	

          Director & Dramaturg


        



        	 



        	

          Sammy J Glover (they/them)


        

      




      

        	

          Producer


        



        	 



        	

          Jess Donn (he/they)


        

      




      

        	

          Designer


        



        	 



        	

          Cara Evans (they/she)


        

      




      

        	

          Lighting Designer


        



        	 



        	

          Hugo Dodsworth (he/him)


        

      




      

        	

          Composer/Sound Designer


        



        	 



        	

          Roly Botha (they/them)


        

      




      

        	

          Video Designer


        



        	 



        	

          Dee Dixon (she/her)


        

      




      

        	

          Associate Designer


        



        	 



        	

          Katy Hoste (she/her)


        

      




      

        	

          Movement Director


        



        	 



        	

          Loe D’Arcy (they/them)


        

      




      

        	

          Dramaturg


        



        	 



        	

          mandla (no pronouns)


        

      




      

        	

          Technical Stage Manager


        



        	 



        	

          Rosh Conn (any pronouns)


        

      


    




    It was revived at Soho Theatre on 5 August 2025 with the folling cast:




    

      

        	

          PERFORMER


        



        	 



        	

          Pete MacHale (he/him)


        

      




      

        	

          Director & Dramaturg


        



        	 



        	

          Sammy J Glover (they/them)


        

      




      

        	

          Producer


        



        	 



        	

          Jess Donn (he/they)


        

      




      

        	

          Designer


        



        	 



        	

          Cara Evans (they/she)


        

      




      

        	

          Lighting Designer


        



        	 



        	

          Hugo Dodsworth (he/him)


        

      




      

        	

          Composer/Sound Designer


        



        	 



        	

          Roly Botha (they/them)


        

      




      

        	

          Video Designer


        



        	 



        	

          Dee Dixon (she/her)


        

      




      

        	

          Associate Lighting Designer


        



        	 



        	

          Conor Divers (he/him)


        

      




      

        	

          Movement Director


        



        	 



        	

          Loe D’Arcy (they/them)


        

      




      

        	

          Marketing/PR Lead


        



        	 



        	

          Pansy Studios


        

      




      

        	

          Technical Stage Manager


        



        	 



        	

          Rosh Conn (any pronouns)


        

      




      

        	

          Stage Manager & Operator


        



        	 



        	

          Daniel McVey (he/they)


        

      


    


  




  

    

      

    




    




    To Mum, for putting up with all of it.


    Thank you.


    Love you.


  




  

    

      

    




    A Letter to Readers




    Dear Young Monster is a show that has been in the making since 2018, born initially from a need to try and communicate the lived experiences of a young trans person growing up in the world around us. The original version shared seven years ago was short and a bit clumsy, but there was something sort of weird and alive at the heart of it that needed to be developed.




    The experience of taking that initial seed and bringing this show to life with a team of incredible trans and queer creatives has affirmed that, like anyone else’s, trans narratives deserve the time, space and support to be as nuanced and messy as they need to be. The extraordinary response to the show has taught us that in the UK today, stories like this are both urgent and necessary.




    At the end of 2024, people under the age of eighteen questioning their gender identity in the UK were stripped of their access to healthcare with an indefinite ban on puberty blockers. In April 2025, the UK Supreme Court ruled that the definitions of man and woman were defined by biological sex only. Following this, the Equality and Human Rights Commission introduced interim guidance that makes it harder to live freely as a trans person. Every day, it becomes harder for trans people, especially trans kids, to be seen, to be respected, and to be safe.




    We are not so naive as to believe one play can fix all this, but it is our sincere hope that in the face of such injustices against the trans community, Dear Young Monster becomes not just a coming-of-age story, but an act of resistance. We do not ask for your pity – we demand your recognition. We ask you to sit with us, to listen and look for yourself, trans or cis, in this journey. There is joy, power and beauty in finding yourself, whatever that looks like.




    To trans people navigating this world with us: we honour you.




    To those actively fighting for trans rights: we thank you.




    With rage and hope,


    Pete MacHale and Sammy J Glover




    July 2025


  




  

    

      

    




    Notes on the Text




    The play is performed as a monologue, spoken by one character. He acts as narrator, as himself within scenes, and voices the other characters he speaks to throughout.




    Dialogue he speaks as other characters is shown ‘in quotation marks like this’, the character speaking should be clear from context.




    The character telling the story is a transgender man, he should be played by an actor whose own identity aligns with/is adjacent to/encompasses that.




    This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed


  




  

    

      

    




    




    A projection: An older man in a suit and bow tie sweeps a velvet curtain aside and steps through into the centre of the image. It’s the warning that plays at the beginning of Frankenstein, 1931. He tells the audience that the film studio felt it would be unkind to subject them to such a film without a friendly disclaimer. He explains that the feature is an exceptionally strange tale, that might thrill, shock, and even horrify. But he has warned you.




    The projection cuts out, and the show begins.




    

      
One





      It’s like being kept in a coffin.




      Buried deep in the earth.




      Six feet under and boxed in on all sides.




      Your body doesn’t fit.




      You squirm and wriggle but the more you struggle the more you feel the walls closing in.




      So you start to scratch. With your arm bent backwards and wrapped around your neck you stretch your finger out and painstakingly pull your nail against the wood.




      Reeeeeetch.




      Reeeeeeeeeeettcchhh.




      Scratch, scratch, scratch, shuffle, shift, nails split, splinters chew into the meat, harder, scratch harder, faster, deeper, you bang, you scream, you jerk and thrash until the wood, soggy, rotted, starts to give way and now you’re in the dirt.




      You push, burrow, onward, upward, slow, determined, out out out.




      It fills your mouth, your ears, all your senses smeared with mud but you push and push and suddenly, somewhere bright and clean your bloody, messy, broken fingernails punch through the floor of a doctor’s office!




      ‘Good afternoon. So, how can I help you today?’




      You heave yourself out of the ground and you sit in a chair.




      ‘I see. And how was it? Being entombed?’




      The doctor stares at you expectantly as your brain drips out of your ear. You’ve only screamed for years now. You try to make the shapes, to tell him what it was like deep under the earth. But when you open your mouth, mud, worms, and teeth fall out.




      ‘Interesting, and if it’s okay to ask, not offensive to ask, how did you survive down there? What did you do to pass the time, and sorry this is on the form, did you drink? Smoke? Do drugs? Did you try to kill yourself?’




      No.




      Yes.




      I’m only seventeen.




      ‘That’s true… Right. Brilliant, thank you for sharing all of that, I’m glad you felt empowered to come and talk to me. I think let’s give it a bit more time, and if you’re sure we can start making the appropriate calls.’




      No, but I didn’t mean –




      ‘Thank you.’




      So you wait.




      And you wait some more.




      And you turn eighteen.




      And you wait, and you wait and you start uni and you try really hard but you’re putrid and rotting and falling apart and you can’t really talk to anyone still so you drop out and you wait and wait (et cetera) and then.




      FINALLY.




      They decide you can live.




      So here we are. A time, a place, a vial of liquid. The golden elixir of life.




      The sun is almost down and its reaching rays push shadows between houses into the cobbled road.




      I plaster myself to the dark side of the street, using the shadow as cover from watching eyes wandering home on the opposite pavement.




      The road I arrive at seems normal, familiar even, but the building I want leans back heavily. Older, more tired. And as I get to the end of the driveway, the gates hang open slack-jawed to welcome me in.
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