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Cast of Characters

LANA:          Early 20's

JILL:                   Early 20's

Place
Apartment

Time
Afternoon



1.

Setting: Lana's apartment.

At Rise: Lana sits at the end of an open couch bed. Jill is sitting up with the covers still over her.



2.

LANA:  Why do you have to act this way, Jill?

JILL:  Act what way?

LANA:  Loose.

JILL:  Loose?  What the hell are you saying?

LANA:  You go around like a tramp.  

JILL:  Excuse me?

LANA:  Like a damn tramp.  

JILL:  I cannot believe what I'm hearing right now.

LANA:  Someone needs to tell you.  

JILL:  Oh and you're gonna be the one to tell me?

LANA:  Yeah, I am cause you're getting in the way of my own life.

JILL:  How does that happen?

LANA:  It happens because you drink too much, you go on like everything is okay and it's not.  You 
can't ignore your issues by using partying as an excuse.  It will drag you down and it has been, it has 
been dragging you down.  You've changed.  You're not the same person I used to know.  When we were 
growing up you were fun and wild but we are getting older and you are drinking way too much and 
you've been neglecting the things that matter most to you, like your paintings and now I see you 
making out with guys and letting them touch you and you've gotten out of control.  

Last night when we met those guys, one of them was an agent and he could have helped me but you 
carried on like damn idiot, embarrassing both of us, so how can an agent take me seriously when you're 
flopping around on laps and tables and can't even stand straight up?

You're getting in the way of my repuation and how I live my life.

JILL:  It was just a night out and we had a blast.

LANA:  You don't even remember the things you did, do you?  The things you've said...this isn't you.

JILL:  I like to have fun, so what?  Isn't that the point of going out?  

LANA:  There are ways of going out and than there are other ways of going out.
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JILL:  I'm only in town for a few more days and I want to have my kicks.

LANA:  Jill, there's nothing wrong with having kicks but you've been kicking way too hard.  The first 
day you arrived at my place, you wanted to hit up the liquor store and I took you to one and you bought 
enough liquor to last a month.  You are only staying a week.  That was the first warning bell that went 
off.  Then you start going on and on and on about scoring some greenery to the point of madness.  It 
was all you talked about until we were finally able to get some from my neighbor and as soon as we did 
you were at it.  

You have not stopped since you've been here unless it's when you've been passed out.  You've gotten 
out of control and I don't know what's going on with you anymore.  I think you have a serious problem. 
This isn't just going out and having fun, there is something wrong about your behavior and I don't know 
what's up.

JILL:  I've had a ton of pressure back home in France...you know this.

LANA:  Right.

JILL:  And I can't---I just need to blow off steam.  Everything is bottled up in me, my parents divorce, 
shit with my brother getting locked up, my Dad dating a much younger woman, which is nasty and 
stupid and I hate him for it and I hate my job with a passion and you're right, I haven't talked about 
painting because I haven't painted in months because everytime I pick up a brush my hand trembles 
with frustration and nothing flows and I throw everything away by having a good drink and smoking a 
fatty.  It calms me down.

LANA:  But Jill, it's become more than just calming down and I'm worried about you.

JILL:  Don't be so worried about me all the time.  I'm fine.

LANA:  How is it fine?  Do you even remember cursing out the people we were with last night?  One 
guy was an agent I was friendly with who was considering repping me and you totally destroyed it.

JILL:  Oh, so now an agent is more important than me?

LANA:  You got in his face and threatened him with a vodka bottle.  And no, an agent isn't more 
important than you but you should care about me first.

JILL:  What do you mean?

LANA:  Forget it, I can't explain all of this again, you should already---

JILL:  I get what you're saying...I ruined your shot at getting representation by some big shot asshole 
agent.
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LANA:  He was a really nice man and well respected.

JILL:  That's not what I recall.

LANA:  How can you act like you recall anything?

JILL:  He grabbed my ass.

LANA:  No.  No.  He didn't.  I saw the whole thing, don't make up stories now.

JILL:  He did!  He grabbed a handful of my ass cheek.

LANA:  It wasn't him!  

JILL:  Well, I thought it was him and if it wasn't him, somebody did.

LANA:  I'm sure it was someone you were flirting with and you got angry and chose the wrong guy to 
get angry with.  I was sitting right beside him talking, when you come storming over with your finger 
and vodka bottle, cursing him out to his face and I almost died.  I couldn't believe what you were doing.

JILL:  I was defending myself.

LANA:  You wouldn't have to defend yourself if you carried yourself like a lady!  (beat)  You knew 
who he was and you knew the situation and you didn't give a damn about me.

JILL:  I didn't realize it at the time...I didn't.

LANA:  I know you didn't, which is why you have a problem.  You need to get yourself in check.

JILL: I'm trying.

LANA:  Trying?  Are you being sarcastic?

JILL:  I figured, let me go on holiday, have a brilliant time, let everything go and reset myself.

LANA:  Do you act like this in France?

JILL:  ...I do.

LANA:  Really?

JILL:  Yes...
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LANA:  How long?

JILL:  (sighs)  This past year, I think...it's my only escape.

LANA:  And when do you plan on ever hitting the reset button?

JILL: I've told myself that this time with you would be my last hurrah.

LANA:  And what do you think will happen when you go back home?  Honestly...

JILL:  If I'm being honest, I won't stop...I will feel the pressure immediately, I will want to get away 
and I will run from it all the only way I know how.

LANA:  Why can't you runaway from it all by throwing yourself into your paintings?

JILL:  It's not the same.

LANA:  Why not?

JILL:  Because painting is sacred to me.  It means everything to me and I haven't been able to paint 
because of the condition I'm in and I feel that I am not good enough for the canvas...I am not good 
enough to give it what it deserves...so, I can't.

LANA:  You start today.  Today, we empty out all those liquor bottles, flush the weed down the toilet, 
we go for a long walk after a healthy breakfast and we drop down to the store to get you painting 
supplies.

JILL:  You are insane.

LANA: I will pay for everything.  

JILL:  No way.

LANA:  If you can get through today, one day, you will be able to get trough two days and then three 
and so on.

JILL:  It's so different back home.  My life, it squeezes out anything good inside of me.  And when I 
try, I have nothing left, no energy, nothing worthwhile.

LANA:  It takes discipline and consistency.  No?  The more you give, the more you will get back.  You 
must try, Jill.  For me, try for me.
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JILL:  I don't want to die.

LANA:  Why do you talk this way?

JILL:  I haven't wanted to live anymore but I really don't want to die.  I've been so unhappy, so 
miserable that I wish I didn't exist anymore.

LANA:  But you just said you don't want to die and that is everything.  That is the deepest, most 
powerful part of who you are...your will power.  It is unbreakable.  You can do this, I will help you.

JILL:  I don't deserve your help.  I ruined your opportunity by acting like a slut.  I ruined it for you and 
I hate myself.

LANA:  It sucks but it isn't the end of the world.  If I can forgive you and forget it, you can forgive 
yourself.

JILL:  You don't hate me?

LANA:  No.  I don't hate you.

(they hug)

But you must promise me that you will find yourself again and not allow outside forces in.

JILL:  I promise.

LANA:  You can stay here longer if you wish...I want you to be concrete before you go back home. 
You cannot allow yourself to fall back.  

JILL:  I know, I know...it won't be easy.

LANA:  No, it won't be but if you fight, you can win.

END OF PLAY


