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Characters


SHANE, sixteen, but may appear older


WILL, early twenties


PETER, mid-fifties to mid-sixties


BEN, early twenties, Shane’s brother


The action takes place over several months in Sydney’s Kings Cross in the early 2000s.


 


 


Note on Casting


The same actor plays both Will and Ben.


Shane’s physical description of Will in the Act Two is part fantasy.













 


 


ACT ONE


A bottlo on the strip. SHANE is at work. WILL is a customer choosing alcohol to buy.


SHANE. Sorry.


WILL. What?


SHANE. I wasn’t staring.


WILL. Okay.


SHANE. You look like someone.


WILL. Right.


SHANE. Sorry. Yeah. Do you need a hand?


WILL. Nah, just grabbing some grog.


SHANE. Let me know if you need a hand.


WILL. Thanks.


WILL surveys the drinks.


SHANE. What type of grog do you like?


WILL. All of it.


SHANE. Well, maybe you should get a selection.


WILL. Oh no. I’ll just get this.


WILL selects some pre-mixed bottles.


SHANE. Good choice. Let me take that to the register for you.


WILL. I’m right.


SHANE. Cool. This way. Um. Okay. ‘Vodka Black Ice.’ I think there’s a button for that. Six-pack?


WILL. Four-pack.


SHANE. Four-pack of Vodka Black Ice. No. I can’t see the button for it.


WILL. Maybe you scan it.


SHANE. No. No I think there’s a button. Do you know how much it is?


WILL. About seven or eight bucks.


SHANE. Is it?


WILL. Nup. Let me check.


SHANE. Oh no. I’ll check. I have to learn the prices. It’s twelve ninety-five.


WILL. Cool.


SHANE. Twelve ninety-five? Is that a rip-off?


WILL. No. I mean they’re like six-fifty each in a bar.


SHANE. Really? Sounds like a rip-off to me. Okay. Twelve ninety-five.


SHANE examines the cash register.


Oh, how does this thing work?


WILL. They usually scan it.


SHANE. Oh, have you been here before?


WILL. Yeah, heaps.


SHANE. Oh okay. Let’s see. I thought I typed in the prices or something.


SHANE scans the drinks.


Oh yeah, no, that’s right. It must be the wines I have a button for. You’d think there’d be a button for these too because buttons are easier, hey.


WILL. Yeah.


SHANE is waiting for the register to open.


SHANE. I might practise scanning stuff later.


WILL. Cool.


SHANE. Ooh, hang on. I’d have to clear each sale, wouldn’t I?


WILL. I wouldn’t know.


SHANE. Yeah. Now it hasn’t opened. I thought the register just opened when you scan it.


WILL. I want to pay with EFTPOS anyway.


SHANE. Oh Jesus. You haven’t got cash?


WILL. Just shrapnel.


SHANE. The manager will be back soon. Do you mind waiting a second?


WILL. I kind of have to go.


SHANE. Oh, okay. I don’t know how to open the register, that’s all. Why did he, ohhh. I mean, why did he leave me here? I can’t do this. I’ve been here one day. This isn’t even my shirt. My name’s not Michelle.


SHANE’s shirt is embroidered with the name ‘Michelle’.


I mean this is… look I’m really sorry. Err.


SHANE checks his pockets.


I don’t have… how much is it? Yeah see I don’t have any change in my pocket.


WILL. Oh, that’s okay. I’ll just wait.


SHANE. He won’t be long.


WILL. Cool.


SHANE. Sorry, hey.


WILL. So you’ve just started here?


SHANE. Yeah. Yesterday. I worked next door before that.


WILL. Maccas?


SHANE. Yeah. Just for a week.


WILL. Right. And is it good here?


SHANE. Well, yeah, I think so. Um, some of the guys are arseholes. The manager’s a bit of a cock. He just thinks I’m so dumb.


PETER enters.


WILL. Is this him?


SHANE. No. I don’t know who this is. (To PETER.) Evening. Do you need a hand?


PETER. Oh well, that’s good service. Just looking for a wine.


SHANE. Can I help you?


PETER. Oh yes, well, I think so. Just in the market for a reasonable Chardonnay, I think.


SHANE. Red or white?


PETER. Let’s try white.


SHANE. Okay then.


PETER. Keep it cheap and cheerful. Just off to a family thing.


SHANE. These are our whites here.


PETER. Good. So what do you recommend?


SHANE. Oh, yeah. They’re all good.


PETER. Mmmh, yes, no need for it to be good per se. It’s not like they’ll know, bless them.


SHANE. That looks cheap.


PETER. Perhaps cheaper I think. Although, I like that drop. I’ll grab that one for my brother-in-law and me. Now, for my sister… Do you have Queen Adelaide?


SHANE. Um. I don’t know.


PETER. Could get her a cask.


SHANE. There. There’s Queen Adelaide.


PETER. Well spotted.


SHANE. Cool.


PETER selects a bottle.


PETER. And how are you boys tonight?


SHANE. Good.


PETER. It’s a lovely evening.


SHANE. Yeah.


PETER. Just gorgeous.


SHANE. How much for those? Do they say on them?


PETER. Thirteen ninety-five and six fifty.


SHANE. Okay. Nineteen dollars forty-five…


WILL. Twenty.


SHANE. No. Yes. Twenty forty-five, thanks.


PETER. Bargain. Thank you.


PETER hands over a twenty and a five-dollar note.


SHANE. You don’t have the exact?


PETER. Sorry.


WILL retrieves the change in his pocket.


SHANE. Okay…


WILL. Hang on. (To PETER.) Here you are. There’s four dollars and, hang on, fifty-five cents.


PETER. Thanking you.


WILL (to SHANE). You can pay me back when the register’s opened.


SHANE. Oh, okay.


PETER. Cheerio, boys.


PETER leaves WILL’s money as a tip.


SHANE. Bye, have a nice day, night.


PETER exits.


WILL. Yuck, old sleaze.


SHANE. What do you mean?


WILL. See how he looked at us?


SHANE. No.


WILL. Yeah, so gross. As if.


SHANE. Yeah.


WILL. I’m never going to be like that. And all that stuff about their families: get over it.


SHANE. Yeah.


WILL. So, are you going out after this?


SHANE. Oh I don’t know. Probably not.


WILL. Oh right.


SHANE. You?


WILL. Yeah, I might. I mean, yeah, no, I definitely am. I’m just going to dinner at my friends’ and then yeah, we’re going out to get trashed.


SHANE. Where’s good to go around here?


WILL. Are you from out of town?


SHANE. I’ve just moved here from Goulburn.


WILL. Oh right. Do you like it here?


SHANE. It’s better than Goulburn.


WILL. What’s wrong with Goulburn?


SHANE. I had to get out. It’s better here. It’s just better not knowing people. Everyone thinks they know everything about everyone in Goulburn.


WILL. Yeah. No Big Banana here but. That’s what you’ve got, isn’t it?


SHANE. A Big Merino actually. You’ve got a big Coke sign but. That’s good.


WILL. Yeah guess so. And there’s stuff to do in Sydney which is also good, I guess. Still must be fun to live in the country with all those… actually, no it would suck. It’s good you moved. Better than hanging out there and hanging yourself or whatever young guys do there. Do you need someone to show you around?
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