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Setting: The play takes place inside of Phebe's living room 1It's a
shaggy | ooki ng room rem ni scent of 1960's décor. O d and outdat ed.

At Rise: The play opens with Phebe snoking a fag while siting on the
couch and drinking froma gl ass of whiskey.



PHEBE: ( Snoki ng.)

Dean enters the house.
DEAN:  You're here?
PHEBE: \Where el se?
DEAN: Don't you have your shift?
PHEBE: Nope.
DEAN:. \What happened?
PHEBE: | left.
DEAN: Left?
PHEBE: Quit.
DEAN.  Quit?
PHEBE: Stop repeatin' everything | say, Dean. YEAH | quit.
DEAN: Wiy didn't you tell me first?
PHEBE: You ny father or sonmethin'?
DEAN:. | don't wanna be your father.
PHEBE: He's dead.
DEAN:. .. What?
PHEBE: Yeah...last night...dead.

DEAN:

PHEBE: ...He was wal kin' hone fromthe pub...headed straight into an
oncom n' bus...probably suicide, | should think. He always talked
about killin" hinself, so..guess he finally went all in.

DEAN:  Ah. ..

PHEBE: Doesn't surprise nme, actually. Just didn't expect it to be
now. Definition of a selfish prick that is.

DEAN. That's still your father.
PHEBE: So?



DEAN:.  You should't talk that way, especially if he's dead.
PHEBE: That nake hima saint now?

DEAN:. Shouldn't talk ill of the dead.

PHEBE: Wy, Dean? |s he gonna conme back and haunt ne?

DEAN: It's a formof respect for those that left us.

PHEBE: |If a person was a destructive bast'rd while they were alive,
do you really think death will change "emfor the better, they'l
sonmehow rei nvent thensel ves?

DEAN. |'m not saying that.

PHEBE: How does that even work?

DEAN. | don't —

PHEBE: Right? |If you're a prick on Earth, you'll be a prick
wher ever you go next.

DEAN. But that's still your father.
PHEBE: You don't know shit about nmy father! So shut your nouth!
DEAN: Here we go —

PHEBE: Were did you just cone fronf?
DEAN:  The pub.

PHEBE: That's right, the pub.

DEAN:  So?

PHEBE: Drinking with all your goons.
DEAN: What's wong wth that?

PHEBE: Plenty wong with that.

DEAN:.  Si nce when?

PHEBE: Since you remnd ne of ny father.
DEAN: | do?

PHEBE: Yeah, since he died.

DEAN:. ..But he just died, didn't he?



PHEBE:

DEAN:

PHEBE:

DEAN:

PHEBE:

DEAN:

PHEBE:

DEAN:

PHEBE:

DEAN:

PHEBE:

It got ne thinkin'.
Thi nkin', about what?

How sim | ar you two clowns are.
a own?

Wth your big red nose and bl oodshot
Cause | had a few pints?

Pi nt s!
Yeah, pints!

Pints!!
YEAH, PI NTS!

PINTSI!  PINTS!'! PINTS!H!

(Pause.)

Dean notions to | eave.

Back to the pub?

DEAN:

PHEBE:

DEAN:

PHEBE:

DEAN:

PHEBE:

DEAN:

PHEBE:

DEAN:

PHEBE:

DEAN:

PHEBE:

DEAN:

Fuck of f!
I"mchangin' ny life.
So, change it then!
I"mleavin'.
.. Leavin'...where?
You're all mad to the core.
You ain't |eavin' nowhere's.
| am
VWHERE?
Anywher e.
Li ke?
New Yor K.

Fuck is in New York?

eyes.



PHEBE: | don't know

DEAN:  You losin' your mnd?
PHEBE: 1|'ve savings.

DEAN:. That's our savi ngs.

PHEBE: Took ny share, which is nost of it anyway, cause you never
contribute anything, and I'm goin' al one.

DEAN. Al 'cause your father died?

PHEBE: It's 'cause of everything. Everything. I'"'mwastin' tine here,
Dean! Dying a slow death. Livin' the same day. Seeing the sane
houses, the sane faces, havin' the sane talks in the same houses wth
the same faces who live inside of "em Nothin's newi! W never do
anythin' different. W never go for the drives we said we was gonna
go on cause your car is always in repair. W don't even walk
anywhere but 'round these sanme streets! Wen we talk it's Iike two
ki ds who don't understand anythin'. Wen do we ever discuss anythin
that's interestin'"? | work ny shift, conme honme, you work your odd
hours, spend the rest of your tinme in the pub and cone hone; we're
not goin' anywhere. Day in, day out. On repeat! |Is this it now?
Another fifty years of this? You think that's how the story's gonna
play out? Well it ain't, I've already put ny tinme in...l"malready

| oose at the seans.

...l can't believe he did it but | understand why he did what he did.
He needed an out! | just didn't deserve a Dad |like him And before |
buy that sane ticket, | amleavin' this place, on a different route
and I'mnever com n' back.
DEAN: ..Ya know...l don't talk like a kid.
PHEBE: |Is that all you heard ne say?
DEAN: | talk 'bout things that matter.
PHEBE: Go to the pub, Dean.
Pause.
DEAN: ... Wanna watch the tel e?
PHEBE: Nooo!
DEAN:. \What you wanna do then?
PHEBE: (Cries.)

DEAN: Ckay...alright...wll ya stop that now ..would ya? (To
hinmself.) Oy man...(He sits on the couch.)



Pause.

Dean grabs the acoustic guitar and strings it.
He sings, making up a song on the spot.

DEAN: There's a girl | know naned Phebe,
who wants to live her life,
She drives her man Dean cra -

PHEBE: Stop it, stop it right now, ya can't sing fer shy't. | hate
your usel sss rhynes.

DEAN:.  Thought you Iiked ny singing.
PHEBE: 1It's lousy like all the rest of ya.
DEAN: It relieves ny stress.

PHEBE: Wat stress ya having, Dean? You haven't had a proper job in
two whole years. |Is that worth celebratin' at the pub?

DEAN. | take the odd job out, ya know?

PHEBE: The odd hours, here and therel!

DEAN: |'d take all the work they throw at nme —

PHEBE: Rubbish! You're a lazy thug of a man. Big and burly but al
you carry 'round is your own shoul ders and growi ng waste. You don't
know how to put your size to good use.

DEAN: | told you if we noved to the countryside, there'll be nore
wor k —

PHEBE: You want ne to die altogether? Don't you hear a word |I'm
sayin"? | NEED TO LEAVE!

Dean puts the guitar down and | ooks

at Phebe.
DEAN: ...l could get us tickets to see a gane?
PHEBE: | don't care about seeing a match with you any |onger. Don't

you see?
DEAN: Wanna go ice-skatin' then?
PHEBE: Huh?

DEAN: Take you ice-skatin'. Ross has —he works there ya know, does
part tinme during the winter, so..we could go there for a skate.
can't skate at all but 1'll take ya and 1'Il watch ya cause | know

you |like skatin' and it's sonethin' different and all



8.

DEAN (cont'd): Maybe if we go to the skate rink, we'll go for sone
kebabs after, umm and we—nmybe they gonna start puttin' up sone of
those Christmas lights 'round here and we could go for a walk to
check things out sonme...? Wuld that..| nean..ya know..wouldn't that
be sonethin that you —
PHEBE: Wy did ny father have to go Dean?

Dean puts his hand on Phebe's shoul der.
DEAN. ...He was tired...W all get tired sonetines, don't we?
PHEBE: He left ne.
DEAN. ...He left hinself, he didn't |eave you.
PHEBE: | don't feel well.
DEAN. Want a cup of tea?
PHEBE: Yeah.
DEAN: Wiy don't you lay back...l'll make you sone tea.

Phebe | ays back on the couch.

Dean puts on the kettle in the
kitchen. He | ooks over at Phebe.

Phebe gets up and runs to the bathroom
She is heard throw ng up.

Dean stands at the bat hroom doorframe
| ooki ng on at Phebe.

Dean grabs a few paper towels and goes
into the bathroom

We hear Phebe throw up sonme nore.

Bot h Phebe and Dean come out of the
bat hr oom t oget her

Dean brings Phebe to the couch.
The kettle is heard whistling.
Dean goes to it and nakes the tea.
Phebe sits back, doesn't |ay down.

Dean brings over tea.



DEAN: Here you go...nmake you feel betta.
Phebe takes a sip.
You al right?
PHEBE: ...alright.
DEAN: Look...l could, we could go to New York together.
PHEBE: We can't.
DEAN: Wiy can't we?
PHEBE: | don't want you to cone.
DEAN.  \Why?

PHEBE: Dean...you're good and everythin', but this, this is the end
of the road for us.

DEAN:. Nah, you're just upset right now.

PHEBE: Yeah, |'mupset and all, but this has been brewin' for a
while now ..l didn't just make the decision, it was decided a while
ago.

DEAN: But, your dad just died, you're thinkin' irrational.
PHEBE: Not really.

DEAN: We breakin' up then?

PHEBE: (Nods.)

DEAN: Just |ike that?

PHEBE: (Nods.)

DEAN:. What am | supposed to do now?
PHEBE: (Shrugs.)

DEAN: | can't keep up with everythin'.
PHEBE: | know.

DEAN:  You know?

PHEBE: | can't do nothin'.

DEAN:  You're fuckin' nme over is what you're doin'.
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PHEBE: No -
DEAN:  Yeah, you are! You know | haven't found solid work yet.
PHEBE: Well -
DEAN: And we're behind on the rent.
PHEBE: Dean -

DEAN. So, you're takin' off at the perfect tine, leavin' nme holdin
t he bag.

Dean drinks from whi skey bottle.

PHEBE: | took care of things on ny end..| been carryin' us and |I'm
drowni n' .

DEAN. This is all about the noney, isn't it?

PHEBE: Not just the noney, Dean.

DEAN: | got nowhere else to go.

PHEBE: After we bury nmy father, I'mleavin'.

DEAN: That doesn't give nme nuch tine, Phebe.

PHEBE: |'mnot tryin" to put you out.

DEAN:. Feels like it.

PHEBE: | have to do this for ne.

DEAN: Couldn't you wait till I'mnore settled then?

PHEBE: The tinme will never be right and let's admt it, this has
been a long tinme comn', no?

DEAN:  No.

PHEBE: Cone on, let's not bullshit each other.

DEAN:. But we been workin' things out.

PHEBE: It's a standstill, ya know? Don't you want nore out of |ife?
DEAN: | thought we were findin'" our balance.

PHEBE: That's been in our mnds all along.

DEAN:  How?



PHEBE: It isn't real, Dean.

DEAN: | thought things have been good.
PHEBE: | don't |ove you anynore.
DEAN: ...You don't?

PHEBE: Tell ne the truth,
here out of conveni ence?

Dean...do you really | ove ne?
Be honest.

DEAN: ...l1'mgoing for a drink.

PHEBE: ... Co..

Dean goes to the front door.

Dean exits.

Phebe sips her tea.

END OF PLAY
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