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Synopsis

Two friends struggle to come to terms with being assaulted in an unprovoked attack by two thugs during a night out. Both friends have different opinions as to how they should deal with the attack which ultimately changes their lives forever. 

Characters: 

Peter: An eighteen year old who believes that the human race is not inherently bad and that there is good in everyone. 

Daniel: Peter’s best friend, also eighteen, who has a more cynical view of the human race.

Vincent: A twenty-two-year old thug recently out of prison. Is prone to violent outbursts.

Adrian: Vincent’s best friend who keeps Vincent in line when his temper rages. Is also twenty two. 

Scene 1:
Curtains open. ADRIAN is standing center stage holding a mobile to his ear and puffing a cigarette. He is dressed in black track pants and a black hooded jacket over a white singlet with a beanie on his head. He is strolling around in circles, immersed in the conversation. His eyes never leave the ground.

ADRIAN:
Nah man, no stories. Just chillin’. I got a friend staying with me for a bit. (Pause) You don’t know him. (Pause) His name’s Vincent. (Pause) Yeah, he only got out of “You-Know-Where” ‘bout six months ago. (Pause, Adrian takes a drag of his cigarette) Nah, nothing like that, just a…(Pause) Just a drunken accident, that’s all. (Pause). Well, yeah. (Pause) Yeah, but he’s my best friend, what can I do? (Pause)

Three loud knocks echo from off stage. Adrian doesn’t hear them.
ADRIAN: 
We’ve all made mistakes. He just goes a little wild sometimes. (Pause) Who will look after him if I won’t? He’s got no one else. (Pause, Adrian takes another drag)

More consistent knocking as someone yells out “Adrian!” in the voice of Sylvester Stallone from “Rocky”. Adrian tilts his head up and freezes, as if hearing something. After two seconds, he goes back to his conversation.

ADRIAN: 
He’s my best friend. I have to take care of him. (Pause, Adrian takes one large drag of his cigarette) 

Enter VINCENT from stage right, wearing similar attire to Adrian, only his singlet is black and has a large gold chain hanging around his neck. 

VINCENT:


(in mock Stallone voice) Adriannnnnn!

Adrian turns and notices Vincent.
ADRIAN: 
(to his phone) Dude, I gotta go. Yeah, talk to ya soon. (hangs up) Vincent!

Adrian places his mobile in his pocket. The two men meet center stage and share a half handshake half hug.

VINCENT: 
The fuck you doing out here? I was at the front door for like an hour.

ADRIAN: 
Bullshit you were there for an hour. I take all my calls out the back, you know that.

VINCENT:
Yeah, but it’s freezing.

Vincent shivers. Adrian offers Vincent a drag of his cigarette. Vincent shakes his head.

VINCENT: 


Any hash?

ADRIAN:
(taking a drag) None. Don’t smoke that shit no more.

VINCENT:
For real?

ADRIAN:
You know it.

VINCENT:
Why?

ADRIAN:
Figure there should be one straight person in the room and it damn sure ain’t gonna be you.

VINCENT: 
(turning away) Pssh.

Adrian finishes his cigarette, tossing it to the ground and stepping on it. 

VINCENT: 
(clapping his hands together) So, what we got on tonight?

ADRIAN:
What you mean?

VINCENT:
I mean where we going to tear it up like we used to?

ADRIAN:
Nowhere. We can ‘tear it up’ just fine right here at my place. Long as you don’t make a mess. 

VINCENT: 
Dude, c’mon. There’s gotta be a decent nightclub or bar ‘round here somewhere.

ADRIAN:
(Stern) No clubbing.

VINCENT:
Why the fuck not?

ADRIAN:
You know exactly why the fuck not. 

A tense but brief silence in which both men try to stare the other down. Adrian breaks first, walking past Vincent towards stage right.

VINCENT: 


That was nothing. 

ADRIAN:
(turning back to Vincent) ‘Nothing?’ That ‘nothing’ sent you away for a whole year.

VINCENT:
(Suddenly animated) I know! I haven’t forgotten, you know. But so what if it did. It was fucking worth it. That guy, he got what was coming. And I beat him. I won. (raising his hands in the air, facing audience) Whose the better man? Huh? Whose the REAL man? I’m the fucking man!

Another tense silence as Adrian recovers.

ADRIAN: 
No. Clubbing. 

VINCENT:
(now begging) okay okay okay, I promise, I promise this won’t be like that last time, no one will get hurt, I promise, I swear on my life, just please. 

Adrian considers this for a moment.

ADRIAN:
No.

Vincent sighs and, seemingly, gives up. He sulks for a moment before he jolts briefly with excitement.

VINCENT:
Well, can we at least score some pot if we’re gonna be stuck here all night?
ADRIAN:
I told ya, I don’t smoke that shit any more.

VINCENT:
Well then can I bum a cigarette off ya?

Adrian checks his pocket and pulls out a packet of cigarettes. He looks inside.

ADRIAN:


That was my last one.

Vincent says nothing, but stares hopefully at Adrian. Adrian sighs.

ADRIAN: 


Fine. Let’s go get some. But behave. 

VINCENT:


Of course. 

The two move towards stage right, Vincent hiding a smirk from Adrian. 

Lights fade.

Scene 2:

The ambient noise of partygoers can be heard before the lights come back on. There is faint music and the sounds of people laughing and talking in the background. Lights slowly come on. There is a small brick letterbox center stage. PETER and DANIEL walk in from stage left, both dressed in jeans and T-shirts. Both are holding beers and Peter is holding a cigarette.

PETER: 
Oh come on, get real. I’m telling you right now, not everyone is like that, it’s just a few bad eggs. 

DANIEL:
Open your eyes, man. All the eggs are bad, they’re just not rotten is all. Plus – (looking around) man it’s quiet out here.

PETER: 
That’s the idea, I couldn’t hear what the fuck you were saying back at the party.

DANIEL:
Where are we anyway? What street’s this?

PETER:
I dunno, think it’s Malview or something.

Daniel shakes his head.

DANIEL:
Huh. Anyway...where the fuck was I?

PETER:
Human race equals bad. 

DANIEL:
Oh yeah, the human race is bad, I’m telling you. How else do you explain all the violence and wars that are going on?

PETER: 
(sipping his beer) Like I said, it’s a few bad eggs.

DANIEL:
Aargh, horseshit! 
The two men make it to the center of the stage, where Peter takes a seat on the brick mailbox and casually sips his beer and takes drags of his cigarette. Daniel remains standing and paces in front of Peter. 

DANIEL: 
Look at this, violence is just in our nature, it’s part of who we are.

PETER: 
You an me?

DANIEL:
No, mankind, retard. 

Peter shrugs this off, sipping his beer.

DANIEL:
Since day one mankind has used violence. Cave men killed each other mindlessly. I mean, when you think about it, have we evolved all that much? We’re still killing each other today for no reason, no reason whatso-fucking-ever! If anything, it’s just our tools that have really evolved.

Daniel pauses, noticing this last comment has sparked Peters interest.

DANIEL:
Check this out; our first tools of violence were our fists, that’s what cave men used, undoubtedly, when they committed their first acts of violence. But soon, they started to become more innovative, using rocks and making clubs. These eventually became swords and shields, arrows etc. Look at us today; we’re using guns, knives and explosives. But still, we use our fists as if nothing in us has changed since our days as cave men. We haven’t evolved at all, our tools of violence have.

Brief silence.

PETER:
So...we haven’t evolved is what you’re saying.

DANIEL:
Well, yeah we have, but our attitude towards violence hasn’t, we’re still as obsessed with it today, as we were when we watched the gladiators tear each other to shreds in Rome.

PETER:


(teasing) We as in you and me?

Daniel gives Peter a cold stare to which Peter laughs, sipping from his beer.

DANIEL:
You know what I mean. The fact that we still use our fists today as weapons of violence proves how far we haven’t come. Especially since we have so many other tools of violence at our disposal.
PETER:
Huh. (Takes a sip of his beer)

DANIEL:
And today, we’re stuck with the very worst tool of violence known to man.

Peter thinks for a moment.

PETER:
Nuclear weapons?

DANIEL:
Worse. Justification. 
PETER:
(rubbing his eyes) Okay, now I’m confused.

DANIEL:
Justification, that’s the deadliest tool we have. If we think we’re justified in what we’re doing, we’re capable of anything. We trick ourselves just to be violent. And some poor unfortunate pays the price. 

PETER:
What do you mean? You’ve lost me.

DANIEL:
You know. (sighs) Here’s an example,(mock mucho voice) ‘Oi, you looking at my girlfriend?’ (back to normal voice) That’s justification, that guy wants to hit someone, the looking at his girlfriend is just the excuse he needs. Look at all the wars going on in the name of religion, which is all just a belief in a higher power. These people are just using religion as their justification to enact violence. It’s disgusting. 

PETER:
Are you saying you’re perfect? Are you saying you’re ‘better’?

DANIEL:
No. (pauses, thinks) I’m saying that mankind is naturally violent. Be careful, people will hit you for anything nowadays. 

PETER: 
(to himself) It’s fucked. (to Daniel) I can’t think why anyone would wanna hurt someone else. Well, unless it’s in self defense that is.

DANIEL:
Yeah. And, well (mumbles) revenge.

PETER: 
What?

DANIEL:
That and revenge.

PETER:
(standing) Ah, but isn’t revenge in and of itself a form of justification? (sips smugly from his beer)

DANIEL: 
Fuck that. What if some guy came along and like...raped your sister or something. Wouldn’t you wanna get back at him?

PETER: 
Fuck yeah. Doesn’t mean I would though. I’m not a violent person. 

DANIEL:
(Sighing) haven’t you been listening to me at all? You are a violent person, we all are. Some, like you and me, just have the common sense to not go around starting fights. 

PETER:
(teasing) Pfft, don’t lump us into the same category. (takes final puff of cigarette, discards it) 

DANIEL:
(sticking Peter the finger) Fuck you. But I’m telling you right now, anything bad happens to you or any one you love and that bloodlust will just take over. You’ll see. Revenge isn’t a justification because it’s not about the pleasure, just –

PETER:
(interrupting) Just the satisfaction.

DANIEL:
Setting. Things. Right. (takes first swig of beer)

PETER:
Whatever.

The two begin to walk to the right side of the stage. Daniel is patting himself down while Peter drinks his beer.

DANIEL:


Got another smoke on ya?

PETER: 
That was my last one. We’ll get some more at Mobil. 

DANIEL:
Cool.

The two exit stage right. The lights fade.
Scene 3:
The lights come back on as Daniel and Peter are walking out from stage right. Daniel has a cigarette in his mouth and is checking his pockets for a lighter. Peter is opening a mars bar. As they are doing this, Adrian and Vincent walk in from stage left. The two parties pass each other center stage, Vincent looking back over his shoulder at Daniel and Peter.

VINCENT:


(to Adrian) I’ll be right back.

ADRIAN:


Where you going?

VINCENT:


I just wanna ask ‘em something. 

ADRIAN:


Wait...

Before Adrian can stop him, Vincent jogs over to Daniel and Peter. Adrian stays where he is and shakes his head, eyeing both sides of the stage, shivering as if he is cold. 

VINCENT:


(calling) Hey!

Daniel and Peter both stop and turn, letting Vincent catch up to them. Vincent looks at Peter’s mars bar.
VINCENT:
(to Peter) Can I have some?

Daniel and Peter exchange a glance. 

PETER:
Sure.

Peter breaks his mars bar in half and hands a piece to Vincent, who does not accept. Adrian cranes his neck from across the stage, as if unable to see what is happening.

VINCENT:


Can I have the whole thing?

PETER:


(laughing) No, but you can have half.

Peter shakes the piece he is giving to Vincent but Vincent continues to ignore it. Daniel takes the unlit cigarette out of his mouth and puts it in his pocket.

VINCENT:


I want the rapper, but.

PETER:


Okay.

Peter takes the rapper off of the piece of mars bar he is still holding and hands the empty rapper to Vincent, who lets it fall to the floor.

VINCENT:
I meant I wanted the piece that was in the rapper.

PETER: 
You can have this piece. Here. 

Peter waves the piece he was giving to Vincent in mid air once again. Without saying anything or even looking at Peter, Vincent takes the mars bar and turns around. At the same time, Daniel and Peter turn, their eyes meeting as Daniel gives a small laugh. Vincent stops, smiling ever so slightly as he turns back to Daniel and Peter. 

VINCENT:


The fuck d’you say?

Peter and Daniel turn back to face Vincent, their smiles gone. Adrian is still at the right side of the stage, oblivious to the conflict. 

DANIEL:


We didn’t say anything. 

Vincent drops the mars bar and power walks towards Daniel, staring him square in the eye. Peter stands frozen as Vincent draws closer. Daniel puts both his hands up, surrendering to what he knows is coming. 

DANIEL:


(weakly) No trouble.

VINCENT:


Fuckin’ disrespecting me

Vincent walks up to Daniel and, in an instant, strikes him hard across the temple. Daniel falls. Adrian hears the thud as Daniel falls and turns, seeing Peter step in and push Vincent. Peter now stands with his back to Adrian, staring at Vincent. Peter now has his own hands in the air.

PETER: 
Just leave us alone! We don’t want trouble.

Adrian, having seen Peter push Vincent, suddenly sprints the length of the stage. He runs up to Peter and king hits him from behind, sending him to the floor. Daniel slowly staggers to his feet, drawing Vincent’s attention. Vincent moves towards him, Daniel again raises his hands while half crouching.

ADRIAN: 


(pointing to Daniel) Back off! 

Daniel moves over to Peter and tries to help him to his feet. Vincent lunges towards Peter.

VINCENT:


(laughing) Stay the fuck down!

Adrian grabs a hold of Vincent to keep him away from Peter, realising from Vincent’s behavior that Peter was not the instigator. 

ADRIAN:


(to Vincent) The fuck are you doing?

Vincent pushes Adrian aside and lunges towards Daniel and Peter once again. Daniel and Peter, half crouched half standing, brace themselves. A stage light goes on (representing a house light going on) which stops Vincent. Adrian grabs Vincent and pulls him with him as he runs across the stage to stage right.    
ADRIAN:
Come on, they’re gonna call the cops. Come on!

VINCENT:
(to Daniel and Peter) Who’s the man? Who’s the fucking man now! (laughs maniacally)

Adrian and Vincent exit stage right. Peter and Daniel slowly help each other to their feet and stagger off stage left, groaning. Lights fade.

Scene 4: 

Lights come on, revealing a deck chair and table center stage. A bike is also lying a few feet away from the deck chair. Daniel and Peter stagger in from stage right, holding their heads. Daniel, deep in thought, gets his feet tangled in the bike, which makes a loud noise.

PETER:


Shh! You’ll wake my rents up. 

Daniel kicks the bike defiantly and the two stagger over to the deck chair and table. Peter collapses on the deck chair, sighing. Daniel takes a seat on the table and stares absentmindedly into the audience. There is ten or so seconds of silence.

PETER:
Thanks for bringing me home. You don’t have to stay. I’ll be fine. I’ll just rest here ‘till I’m ready to go inside and face my parents. 

DANIEL:
(still staring) Don’t fall asleep.

PETER:
What?

DANIEL:
Don’t fall asleep. You were king hit from behind. You might not wake up.

PETER:
(laughing) Dude, I’ll be fine. 

Daniel slowly turns and looks over at Peter. 

DANIEL:
Why the fuck are you laughing? Is this funny?

Peter looks up.

DANIEL:
Is that you’re idea of a joke? Getting beaten up for minding your own fucking business?

PETER:
Daniel, chilax, alright. It wasn’t that bad.


DANIEL:
(rising) Fuck that. We didn’t do anything wrong. It’s not fair, why us?

PETER:
They were just –

DANIEL:
(interrupting) They were just nothing! What the fuck was that guys problem, ‘Who’s the man? Who’s the man?’ If anything, we’re the fucking men! He’s still a fucking ape.

PETER:
What?... oh yeah, right that whole evolution thing, got it, got it. 

Daniel begins to pace the length of the yard, walking over to the bike and kicking it a second time. 

PETER:
(sitting up) Dude! Calm down, seriously. My rents are asleep.

DANIEL:
(pacing) Fuck calming down. I was right. I fucking told ya. They were gonna hit us no matter what, I’m telling ya.

PETER:
(lying back down) not this again.

DANIEL:
That’s what that whole mars bar thing was. If you had said no he would have popped you right there. He woulda been like (mock voice)’why the fuck not? Am I not good enough or something?’ and pow! You’d have been out cold. Justification, I told ya. That’s all he was after, justification.
PETER:
(sighing) I know, we’ve been over this already. Can’t we just forget about it?

DANIEL:
Fuck that. I ain’t forgetting. No way. You saw where they went, yeah?

PETER:
Yeah, they ran into those units across from Mobil. 

DANIEL:
(grinning) So we know where they are, where they live. 

PETER:
...and?

DANIEL:
Do I have to spell it out for you?

Brief silence. Peter thinks, his eyes become wide with realization. 

PETER:
You’re talking about going back there aren’t you?

Daniel rushes over and crouches down beside the deck chair, now eye level with Peter. 

DANIEL:
I’m talking about revenge, that’s all. I’m talking about setting things right. 

PETER:
You’re talking about justification. You want to hurt them, therefore you’re justifying it with revenge.

DANIEL:
(pauses) so what? They justified attacking us over a fucking mars bar. Just hear me out. All we need to do is go back there, tonight, you got baseball bats, golf clubs anything like that?

PETER:
Yeah.

DANIEL:
Pick your favorite, bring it along. 

PETER:
(rising) bring it along?! What the fuck are you talking about? I’m not going to hurt anyone. One minute you’re all ‘violence is disgusting’ now your talking bout bringing baseball bats for revenge. Who the fuck are you?

DANIEL:
(suddenly calm) I’m trying to help you. They live a few blocks from here, what do you think will happen next time they see you, hmm? Think they’re gonna turn and walk away? I’ll tell what they’ll do. They’ll turn and say, ‘Hey, there’s that pushover, whaddaya say about round two?’

Peter stays silent.
DANIEL:
But, if we go back there tonight, we catch them by surprise. They don’t know we know where they live, they don’t know what we’re capable of. They think they’ve won. And once we’re through with them, not only will they think twice before messing with us again, they’ll think twice before messing with anyone ever again. 

There’s a brief silence, Daniel watching with anticipation Peter’s every movement. 

PETER:


(softly) It’s wrong.

DANIEL:
It’s revenge. That’s all it is. What goes around, comes around. And if we don’t do something, they’re gonna keep doing what they’re doing. Can you live with that?

Peter stays silent

DANIEL:
Fine, I’ll tell ya what, it’s...(checks watch) twelve thirty. At one thirty I’m gonna be out the front of their house ready to do what I gotta do. If you’re there, I know you’re with me. If not...then no hard feelings. 

Peter doesn’t move, Daniel walks towards stage right. He stops and turns.

DANIEL:


You know you want to. 

With that, Daniel exits stage right. Peter stays motionless for a few seconds, deep in thought. He eventually looks over at his mangled bike. He picks it up and sets it against the table before sitting down on the deck chair, facing the audience. He runs his hands through his hair, gasping as he feels pain from where he had been hit. He looks at his hand and balls in into a fist, clenching tightly.

PETER:
(to himself) I know what I have to do.

Lights fade.

Scene 5: 
Lights come on. Adrian is standing center stage, facing the audience. He is on his mobile whilst fighting Vincent off with his spare hand as Vincent mockingly boxes with Adrian, fuelled on adrenaline. 

ADRIAN:
No (pause) no nothing like that. (pause)No, I just need you to let me know if you hear anything. (pause) I dunno, I thought one of ‘em hit first but it was Vince who started it.

Vincent breaks away and begins to jog around the stage, punching the air as he does so. 

VINCENT:
That was wild! (mock Stallone voice) Adriannnnn! 

ADRIAN:
I got one of em pretty bad, I’m worried. (pause)from behind. (pause) In the head. (pause) I know, but like I said, I thought he hit first, I look over and he’s pushing Vincent, what am I supposed to do?

VINCENT:
Adriannnnnn! 

ADRIAN:
Okay, just keep me posted (hangs up) (to Vincent) What?!

Vincent stops running.

VINCENT:
Nothing.

ADRIAN:
Man, you really fucked up now, do you wanna go back to jail?

VINCENT:
Fuck no. But those guys had it coming.

ADRIAN:
It seems they all had it coming the way you tell it. Even the kindergarteners you used to beat up had it coming. 

VINCENT:
Hey fuck you, man.

ADRIAN:
If you ask me, the only one who has it coming is you, and you know what’s going to happen one day?

VINCENT:
What?

ADRIAN:
It will come and I’m not gonna do a fucking thing to stop it. 

VINCENT:
Jeez, you’re a true friend.

ADRIAN:
Fuck off, man. I don’t even wanna talk to you right now.

VINCENT:
(mockingly boxing with Adrian) Have a fucking cry why don’t ya.

ADRIAN:
Vincent! Get the fuck out of my face! 

VINCENT:
Shiiit, relax man. Fuck.

Vincent runs over to stage left and boxes solo while Adrian gets back on his mobile.

ADRIAN:
I’m gonna call around and see if I can find anyone that can help us. You better fucking hope those two nobody’s weren’t somebody’s.

Daniel enters from stage right, now dressed in complete black with a golf club in his hand. He cups his hands and looks through them as if peering through a window. He sees nothing, as Adrian and Vincent are out the back. Daniel shifts around nervously for a few moments, checking his watch and looking off to stage right.

ADRIAN:
(to mobile) Yo hey, CJ what’s up, it’s me.

VINCENT:


(still running) Adriannnn!

Adrian shushes Vincent.

ADRIAN:
Sorry (pause) what? (pause) Yeah, I’ll hold.
Daniel reacts to hearing Vincent’s voice and cranes his neck, seeing Vincent fooling around in the backyard. Daniel shifts nervously again, looking off stage once again. He checks his watch.

DANIEL:
(to himself) Fucking coward’s not coming. Fuck him. 

Daniel creeps across the front of the stage as Vincent runs round on the far left, oblivious to Daniel. Adrian faces Vincent and watches, his back to Daniel. Daniel plants himself a few feet behind Adrian and raises the golf club above his head, ready to send it into Adrian’s skull. Blue and red lights flash on the backdrop and a police siren can be heard. All three men on stage look towards the audience, all three of them frozen. 

ALL THREE:

Oh fuck.

DANIEL:


Peter, you fucking idiot.

Lights Fade.
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