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Characters

PETA, twenty
JOE, thirty-two
STEVEN, thirty
CHANTELLE, twenty-two
MARION, forty-nine
COLIN, forty-two









 

 




Scene One

PETA’s bedsit. Small and sparse. A door leads to the bathroom. An arch leads through to a tiny kitchen area. In the middle of the living area there is a sofa bed which is never used as a sofa. Along one wall is a small tatty armchair and a chest of drawers with a TV on and a large black-and-white photo of a man in his thirties.

JOE is lying sprawled out on the bed, hands behind his head. After a few moments he gets up and starts looking about the room. He picks the photo up and studies it, then opens the top drawer of the chest slowly so as not to make any noise. He stares into the drawer for a few seconds then carefully slides it shut. After a quick nose through the kitchen he resumes his place on the bed.

JOE. You alright in there?

Pause. No reply.

	Petra . . . You OK in there, darlin’?

No reply.

	Petra, you OK?

No reply.

	You want anything, sweetheart?

A few more moments then the door opens and PETA appears, dressed in an oversize T-shirt; JOE’s. She walks over to the armchair and sits down on it, pulling her chest up to her knees.

	You alright?

PETA. Yeah. Thanks.

JOE. Thought you’d legged it . . . shot out the bathroom window or something.

PETA. I live here.

JOE. Yeah.

PETA. I washed your shirt. Sorry about that.

JOE. S’alright . . . happens to the best of us.

PETA. Sorry.

JOE. Don’t . . . don’t you worry about it. (Beat.) Didn’t think you were that gone, though, to tell the truth. Didn’t seem that . . . pissed.

PETA. No. I can’t take –

JOE. You’re little. Petite . . . don’t take much on a little frame. I could drink a fucking . . . brewery and make it home upright. Fuckin’ . . . beer monster.

Pause.

PETA. You want anything? Cup of tea? toast?

JOE. You got anything to go on it?

PETA. On what?

JOE. Toast . . . jam or anything . . . Marmite.

PETA. No. Sorry.

JOE. Just a cuppa tea’d be nice then, sweetheart.

	She gets up and goes into the kitchen.

	I don’t like plain toast . . . like a bit of flavour. Don’t really taste of much . . . bread, does it? On its own.

Pause.

	S’nice this place, innit? Little but nice.

PETA. S’alright.

JOE. They sting you for rent?

PETA. Not too bad.

JOE. What’s ‘not too bad’ . . . if you don’t mind me being nosey. Just wondering cos, you know, nice little place like this. Zone what . . . Two, is it?

PETA. Yeah –

JOE. Thought, you know. Do you get stung?

PETA. It’s an old student place. Sixty-five quid a week.

JOE. Sixty-five quid a week?

PETA. Yeah.

JOE. Yeah? Bloody hell, you landed on your feet there, didn’t yer?

Pause.

PETA. There’s no teabags.

JOE. Coffee?

Pause.

PETA. No. Sorry, just milk . . . or water.

JOE. Is it alright?

PETA. Is what?

JOE. The milk. I got nothing against milk but if it’s off, like a day or so out . . . makes me fucking heave.

PETA. No, it’s alright. I got it yesterday.

JOE. Full-fat or semi-skimmed? . . . Or skimmed? I hate fucking . . . hate skimmed milk . . . s’like white water. I don’t see the point in skimmed milk.

PETA. It’s just normal. Full fat.

JOE. Go on then, yeah. I’ll have a glass of milk. I haven’t had milk since I was . . . 

PETA. I love milk.

Pause.

JOE. I had a good time last night, Petra. Enjoyed meself.

No reply.

	At that place, yer know, and then . . . back here. Back at yours. Did you?

No reply.

	Petra?

	She enters with the tea, hands it to him and sits back down in the armchair.

PETA. It’s Peta.

JOE. Sorry?

PETA. It’s Peta, not Petra . . . you keep saying Petra and it’s Peta.

JOE. Peta? Fuckin’ hell, sorry darlin’ . . . why didn’t you say?

PETA. I did.

JOE. Last night. Why didn’t you say something last night?

PETA. I did.

JOE. Fuckin’ . . . Sorry babe. I must ’ave been well gone . . . I didn’t think I was but I fuckin’ must ’ave been, eh? I’m sorry about that, sweetheart. That’s like fuckin’ . . . disrespectful . . . that is. Getting a woman’s name wrong. Peta. (Pause.) Peta. Ain’t that a bloke’s name though?

PETA. If you’re a bloke.

JOE. Yeah ’course. Sorry, I didn’t mean –

PETA. It’s spelt with an ‘a’ instead of ‘e-r’. P-e-t-a.

JOE. Right . . . pretty that. Peta. Pretty name. Pretty girl . . . Pretty Peta.

Long pause.

	I was just saying . . . Peta . . . I enjoyed meself last night.

PETA. Right.

JOE. Did you?

PETA. It was alright. I didn’t like that place much –

JOE. No . . . yeah, I know what you mean, it’s a fuckin’ dive that place . . . dunno why I keep going back . . . but afterwards, back here –

PETA. Like a cattle market. I don’t like it when it’s like that somewhere.

JOE. I know what you mean –

PETA. Don’t know where some people get off –

JOE. But I enjoyed meself with you . . . s’all I’m saying. Back here rather than . . . in there. In the place.

PETA. Right.

JOE. Cheap ale though.

PETA. What?

JOE. In the . . . in that place . . . ale’s cheap. I’m just thinking, ‘Why do I keep going back?’ and I just thought then. Cheap ale. You can get tanked up and fuck off somewhere else. Somewhere better. Or you get tanked up and just fucking stay cos you can’t be arsed going anywhere else . . . which is what I usually do. When I go there. Which isn’t all the time. I don’t go every fucking week . . . just sometimes. I go sometimes (Beat.) Glad I went last night.

	Pause. JOE starts to drum his leg self-consciously and whistle through his teeth. PETA stares ahead.

	You ain’t got a fella, have you?

PETA. No.

JOE. Right . . . no, sorry, it’s just you seem a bit . . . seems like you’re a bit edgy. On edge.

PETA. No . . . I’m just a bit –

JOE. Sure . . . yeah, sorry . . . take no notice, I’m just being . . . it wasn’t nothing really. You just seemed a bit –

PETA. On edge.

JOE. A bit.

PETA. No. I’m fine –

JOE. If you want me to go –

PETA. You’re fine –

JOE. Just say, you know . . . don’t feel –

PETA. You’re fine.

JOE. I don’t wanna outstay me welcome, s’all.

	Pause.

PETA. It’s fine.

JOE (gesturing to photo on top of TV). That your old man?

PETA. Yeah.

JOE. I knew that.

PETA. Did you?

JOE. Yeah. Has he . . . Is he dead?

	Pause.

PETA. Yeah.

JOE. Fuck . . . is he?

PETA. Yeah. Why’d you say it?

JOE. I didn’t think. I just knew. Instinct. S’mad that, isn’t it? (Beat.) I dunno . . . You can sort of tell. Head and shoulders, black-and-white . . . top of the telly. Makes you think that they’re dead. Dunno quite why. It’s like . . . that size as well. Big . . . like . . . a tribute. To someone who’s dead. (Beat.) Jesus . . . get in there, Joe, stick your fuckin’ boot in. Fuckin’ ’ell . . . I do that when I get –

PETA. S’alright –

JOE. – Nervous . . . well, not nervous but . . . fucking . . . when I start down a road that I really shouldn’t be going down. I don’t know you. I shouldn’t be talking about . . . your dad and if he’s dead or –

PETA. I don’t mind. It was a long time . . . ages ago.

JOE. Right. Still. He . . . go . . . pass on . . . when you were little?

	She nods.

	Accident?

PETA. Cancer.

JOE. Yeah . . . thought so, always fuckin’ that, ain’t it? Or the heart. One of the two. How old were you?

PETA. Seven.

JOE. Fuckin’ . . . sad. You close to him?

PETA. Yeah . . . only remember bits and bobs now though. Little flickers.

JOE. I hardly remember my old man. Good thing by all accounts, he was a bit of a bad lot, you know the sort. Dunno why he bothered havin’ us . . . well, he didn’t really, did he? Did the neccessary which don’t take long and then came back every now an’ then when he felt like reminding himself that he’d done something half-decent in his life. Buffer himself up, y’know? He was a cunt an’ half.

PETA. He was there. My dad.

JOE. Was he?

PETA. Yes. He was there. Properly.

JOE. You’re lucky . . . well, you know what I mean. At least you got some nice memories. They go a long way, nice memories.

PETA. I’ve got a few. I remember some bits . . . good ones . . . not loads, but they’re good.

JOE. They go a long way.

PETA. I did shows for him, in the front room. Dancing.

JOE. Dancing. Right.

PETA. On a Saturday. After Grandstand. Have you got kids?

	Pause.

JOE. No . . . well, yeah I have, it’s just – I’ve got a little girl.

PETA. Have you?

JOE. Yeah.

PETA. How old is she?

JOE (thinks). Nine. She’ll be nine now . . . just about. Nine in . . . May. Actually. I don’t see her. She’s called Hayley. I don’t see her, not since she was a baby. I didn’t leave her.

PETA. What happened?

JOE. Her mother. Brenda. She was only young – I ain’t blaming her . . . she was . . . a kid herself really. We went out . . . only a few times. I never asked her properly, asked her out, properly, you know. Don’t know why now. I wanted – She was a lovely looking girl. Lived up an estate on the Lee Bridge Road . . . family rough as arseholes but she had other stuff in her head, you know. Bright as a button. Beautiful girl. I thought it was gonna work out alright at first. (Pause.) Her dad . . . the bloke she – her mum, Brenda, married, he’s in the army. Cyprus. Nice place for a kid to be, that, isn’t it? Like being on holiday all the time. Speaking Spanish. (Beat.) I don’t . . . haven’t been out there. It’s confusing, you know. For her. Ain’t fair, that.
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