


Delay is a Private Play about waiting, not being able to 
concentrate and being in love. Delay is an original performance
experience that presents what it feels like to live this way.

What Are Private Plays?
Private Plays are intimate encounters where the audience read 
illustrated performance scripts in unusual settings. Delay takes 
place wherever you are just now. Stay in this place and read this 
Zine.

Who are Do it Theatre?
Do It Theatre is a solo project from Steven Fraser.
I create stories for people who live with mental health 
behaviours and autism. My practice centres on original 
performance experiences for people who may be intimidated by 
theatre spaces. I call these events Private Plays.

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. For me Autism triggers 
anxiety. This Zine is about my anxiety.

Why Private Plays?
Private Plays appeal to individuals who live with autism and 
mental health behaviours because they allow you to experience a 
performance at your own pace and with minimal interaction with 
other people. Private Plays present a new and exciting way to 
experience performance. More information can be found at:
www.doittheatre.com



How Delay Works
Delay is a performance that happens in the Zine that you are 
holding. It will lead you on the way and be your guide into your 
own personal Private Play. Read it and let your imagination take 
over. 

This Zine is about the unbearable anxiety that I struggle to deal 
with. I never seem to get treatment, even though I repeatedly ask. 
I have lost friends, jobs and opportunities because of the way I 
feel and act. This anxiety has pushed me to my limit. I wanted to 
communicate how I feel here, in this Zine. It is a complicated 
feeling.













Is This Something You Feel?

This one is for your head. But you can speak it out loud if you really want to. 

You are having a conversation with yourself.

Thought:  I’m just putting something out in the world. It’s difficult to make big   
  changes, so I’ll make tiny changes to this earth.
  I think this is a good place to start.

Deep breaths. They help.

You:  4 years ago. Working all day in a small busy room. 
 Several people. Small windows. Very bad central heating. 
 Phones ringing. People talking. Bodies walking in and out. 
 The people are loud. 
 Tiredness is all over my bones. 
 Grey and brown walls are all around me. 
 Creaky computer chairs. 
 Coffee machine. 
 Kettle. 
 Conversation.
 Everyday. 

Thought:  I wish this feeling would stop coming back to me, but it seems to be  
  rolling around my head. No matter how many times I tell this story it  
  always feels like I need to tell it again and again, just to work it out. I  
  constantly feel the need to work it out.

You:  I would go to work and sit down at my space and not say anything. 
 I would be slumped in front of a computer, with my teeth grinding and my  
 tongue glued to my dry palette.

Silent.

You:  I would go an entire day without uttering a single word. In turn no one   
 would throw any conversation in my direction. 
 It went from one day to several days. People liked the fact that I would sit   



 there in silence. 
 I was below my colleagues in the workplace hierarchy. 
 Loud and aggressive rises to the top.
 I was neither loud nor aggressive.

Thought:  I’m not sure if this situation is entirely honest. When you have anxiety  
  you start to get the wrong impression of people. Maybe there isn’t   
  some sort of work hierarchy going on. Maybe the people in this story  
  just don’t give a shit.

You:  When I hadn’t talked for an entire week I decided to take the silence 
 experiment one stage further. 
 I didn’t show up at all. 
 I took the day off work without telling anyone. I never asked for permission  
 or phoned in sick. I just didn’t turn up.
 I was conducting an experiment. 
 I sat at home. 
 Stared at the ceiling. 
 Did some drawing. 
 Thought endlessly about nothing. Checked my phone vigorously. 
 My work didn’t realise that I was absent. 
 A free day off.
 No one seemed to care.

Thought:  It was a day being paranoid and not experiencing the freedom that   
  you desire and need. Your mind was not clear that day. It sent you on a  
  downward spiral. Your actions became worse. Your feelings more 
  negative.

Still silent.

You:  A month later I did it again. 
 Just one day. A grey Glasgow Monday. You look less suspicious on a Monday.  
 People take long weekends, so my work colleagues might assume that the  
 day off had been agreed upon.

 A month later, I took two days off in a row. 
 Again no one noticed. 
 I wasn’t disrupting the hierarchy. I was very much not part of the hierarchy  
 at all. 
 I was in my own space.



 If I wanted to, I could just be invisible. 
 Blank on the outside, blank on the inside.

Alone.

You:  I could have just quit the job. But how would I pay my rent? I had to stay a   
 little bit longer. I had to be invisible to get by.

Thought:  There is some shame with being lonely all the time. You feel like eyes  
  are all over you when going out to places by yourself. Having no one  
  to call or invite and being endlessly on your own is very frustrating.  
  You start making up social situations in your head and then you never  
  have the opportunity to act them out. 
  I want to have coffee with someone sitting opposite me. 
  I want to have someone next to me as I sit in the cinema. 
  I never get this.
 
  It’s worse when something good actually happens. When you have an  
  unbelievably positive thing occur in your life and there is no one to   
  share it with. This is the worst feeling. 

  There are no connections when you are lonely.

Silence.

Thought:  I think I will be one of these people you occasionally hear about on   
  the news. The kind of person who dies at home all alone and their  
  body lies there for years. The mail piles up, the direct debit pays off  
  the bills, the neighbours don’t notice the smell and no one thinks to  
  check on you. You are just a bloated gastric bag of nothing. There are  
  no family and friends who rely on you or are interested in your well-  
  being.  You have become an exploded corpse fading away on a sofa,  
  not bothering anyone.

You:  But where is the happiness there?

 You know you need to make tiny changes. So I wrote you a letter.
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