                                                        The Inebriated 

THE INEBRIATED 

(a one act play)
              The Inebriated
SYNOPSIS:
This is a story about a woman’s search to find herself within a group of immature, obsessed men. It’s a story about that particular brand of camaraderie, which has lasted so long - you no longer remember why you’re friends. And lastly it’s about unrequited love, sticking to your guns and general, unresolved confusion. 

CHARACTER ANALYSIS:

Edgar:
Ridiculously wealthy, aloof, arrogant.

Believes he owns the world and all its


inhabitants. Loves his friends on a deep


level, has a hard time showing it. Has a


gargantuan ego and strong opinions, comes


across as harsh on occasion, manipulative 


Conventionally attractive, dresses well –


a young suit of sorts. Is a womaniser and

drinking is his favourite sport, his 


tolerance for alcohol is also the 


strongest. 

Trish:
Unconventionally attractive, was in love 

with Edgar in the past. The group’s

mother hen. Is sensible, diplomatic, 


avoids conflict at all costs, enjoys


keeping the peace. Has a great big heart


and can be experimental, if the right

opportunity arises. 

Smith:
The most mature and stable guy in the 


group. Intelligent, perceptive, brooding,


stands up for what he believes in. Maybe


a bit too sensitive at times. Treats 


women like fragile creatures. Is in love


with Trish but this love is unstated. 

Albee:
Has a medium case of OCD. Is present in 

the physical sense, but rarely in the 


mental. Needs to be constantly occupied 


or he gets flustered. His friends know 


him very well and the exact way he must 


be handled. Competitive, is excellent at 


pool, video games, loves to arrange and   


rearrange objects.

Vera (O.S.):
The siren in the yellow dress with the

dynamite boobs and killer legs. All the


information about this character is 


through the other four. Hooked up with


Smith in the past and Trish on the night.


Is the object of Edgar’s lust. 
TIME:

The present, night – extending to the morning. 

SET UP:

There are four sets required for this play. The first

includes a pool table, sticks and balls. The juke box

mentioned in the first scene is off stage and not needed.

The second and third scenes require a rectangular table and benches/stools, some beer bottles. The fourth scene requires a bar stand or the illusion of a stand, and eight shot glasses. The fifth and sixth scenes require

a coffee table, a couch, a couple of chairs, a video game, bottle of scotch, suitcase and letter. There is

background music. 
PLAY OPENS:

The curtain goes up…

SCENE ONE:

Edgar and Albee play a game of pool in a


pub called ‘The Hawthorn’. Atmospheric

music of the trendy rock variety plays


in the background. Albee is extremely


focused on the game, to the point of


fastidiousness. Edgar has other things on


his mind. Albee wears a cap.
Albee:
(Hunched over table, aims and scores. In
a smug tone)


Ah Edgar, why don’t you just give me your

money?

Edgar:
(Distracted, unenthusiastically)


Oh, you did it again - hurrah! 


(Slides a couple of notes onto the table)

Albee:
(Utterly oblivious, pockets the money)


Another game?

Edgar:
(Takes a gulp of his drink)

Yeah yeah, why not?
Albee:
(Rearranging the balls)


Double or nothing?

Edgar:
(Craning his neck, looking at something


off stage)


Whatever… Oh my lord, would you look at


that?
Albee:
(After careful speculation of the balls,


looks up)


Where?

Edgar:
Over there by the juke box - the girl.

Albee:
(Rolling his eyes)

They’re all the same.

Edgar:
No no, she’s stunning. Look at those


legs, those breasts. Man! 

Albee:
(Sharpens pool stick for longer than


necessary)

Pfft! Your turn.
Edgar:
(Takes a shot, misses, goes back to


staring at the girl)

Albee:
(Thrilled to have his turn again, aims


and scores)

Edgar:
I’m going to hook up with her tonight,


I’ve decided.

Albee:
(Continues his winning streak)


You do that.


Off stage a (male) scream is heard,

directed at Edgar and Albee.

O.S. Voice:
Hey you, who are ya?

Albee:
(Ignores the voice, continues scoring)

O.S. Voice:
Who is that guy? 

Edgar:
(Looking off stage)


What’s it to you?

The off stage voice’s chants grow louder.


Group of male voices screaming – who are


ya – at the top of their lungs. Albee


wins the game. 

Edgar:
(Unperturbed, hands him some more money)

Albee:
(Victorious, yells at the off stage 


voices)


Who the fuck am I? I’m Albee! 

SCENE TWO:


Smith and Trish sit across from each 

other at a table in the same pub. They


are drinking and in the middle of a heart


to heart. A bowl of peanuts lies 


untouched. 
Smith:
Okay, I have to ask. How’re you holding 

up?

Trish:
Hard to say.
Smith:
In terms of…?

Trish:
It’s always tricky when he’s back. All

my old feelings have the opportunity to

rise to the surface again. I hate being

so vulnerable.
Smith:
Don’t be so hard on yourself, Trish.

These things take time. 

Trish:
Think I’m almost there, though. 

Smith:
Good, cos he’s quite a dick. 
Trish:
He’s still our best friend, though. 

Smith:
That he may be, but he’s also a piece of


genitalia.
Trish:
Alright alright. Give me your jacket,


it’s freezing!

Smith:
(Hands her his jacket)


Would you just erase it if you could?

Trish:
That’s like asking me to blank out my

memories, how could I? That’s impossible.
Smith:
No, it’s not. It’s like that movie, what 


was it called…? (Furrows his brow)

Trish:
Life isn’t a goddamn movie.

Smith:
What was it called, though? I won’t be


able to function until I remember the


name.

Trish:
The Eternal Sunshine of Spotless Mind.

Smith:
Yes! That was such a brilliant movie.

Trish:
I hate Jim Carrey. 

Smith:
So you’d keep your painful past? That’s


bullshit.

Trish:
You’re the biggest masochist I’ve ever


met, so let’s not even go there. 

Smith:
(Mumbles to himself)


Masochist? Me?

Trish:
Tricky question for you – imagination or


memories? What will it be?

Smith:
Can you remember your images?

Trish:
Ooh, I didn’t think about that.


Smith looks on as Trish drums her fingers


on her chin, deep in thought. 
Trish cont’d:
It’s either or… you have all your 


memories or the ability to imagine 


anything anywhere, but no memory to fall


back on. 

Smith:
Hmmm, tis tricky… But I’d say memories.

Trish:
I knew it, masochism written all over 


you. 
Smith:
So what would you choose, huh?
Trish:
Imagination, without a doubt.

Smith:
Why?

Trish:
Simple – so I won’t be stuck in the past


forever. 
Smith:
(Cheers up slightly at this).


Enter Edgar and Albee, laden with drinks.

They slam the drinks on the table beside


the other two. 

Albee:
(Euphoric, picking up a glass he can’t


stop tapping)

Drink up, young’uns. It’s on Edgar, he 


lost again. 

Smith:
(Grabbing a glass, making a toast)


To Edgar, may his losing streak flood our


souls whenever he returns from Sydney! 


They clink glasses.
Edgar:
Now there’s one condition, everyone has


to chug. And by that I mean you too, 


Trish. 


The boys chug their drinks instantly. 


Trish calmly sips hers. They don’t seem


to notice. Edgar finishes first, Smith

is a close second, Albee comes in last.

Edgar cont’d:
(Slamming the empty glass on the table)

I saw the most gorgeous woman by the juke


box. 

Albee: 
(Out of breath after the beer fest)


She wasn’t that great.

Edgar:
Would you believe Albee or me? 

Albee:
(Grabs bowl of peanuts, bites into 


each in the exact same manner)

Let’s play another round of pool and 


whoever wins, they’re the ones who’s


the most believable.

Edgar:
You’re unbelievable! Hot chicks aplenty


and all you can think about is pool. 

(Getting excited, points off stage)


There! There she is, over there! 

Trish:
The one in the yellow dress? 

Edgar:
(Salivating) Yeah.

Trish:
She has quite a pair of legs.

Edgar:
That’s exactly what I said.

Smith:
Her name’s Vera.
Edgar:
Tell me more.

Smith:
Studies Psychology at Swinburne, hates


cats, started a poetry club. 

Edgar:
(To Albee)


Think I should believe him?

Albee:
(His mouth full of peanuts)


How should I know? 

Edgar:
What’s her star sign?

Smith:
I only hooked up with her, man. We didn’t 


get engaged.

Trish:
(Eyebrows raised) I thought a gentleman



never kisses and tells. 

Edgar:
Was she any good? 

Smith:
A grade. 

Edgar:
Brilliant, now this should be easy.

Trish:
That sure of yourself, eh? 

Edgar:
Course, if Smith banged her, then it’ll



be doubly easy for me, won’t it?

Trish:
(Shaking her head)



Some things never change.
Edgar:
Guess not. Come along, Albee. You can be



my wing man.  



Exit Edgar and Albee, the latter 



readjusting his cap.  
Smith:
I’m not going to say it.

Trish:
You don’t need to, I already have a plan.

SCENE THREE:
 

Smith sits by himself at the same table -

nursing two drinks, under a cloud of  

melancholy. The music reflects his mood. 

Trish saunters over, she has a twinkle in


her eye. She sits next to him and grabs 


his hands with glee. 

Smith:
Tell me of your travels.

Trish:
I seduced Vera.

Smith:
(His mouth falling open)


You did no such thing!
Trish:
(Dropping his hands, flirtatiously)

You were right, she’s A grade.
Smith:
(Chuckling) Only you could pull that off.

My only question is how? 

Trish:
A lady certainly never kisses and 
tells. 
Smith:
Not even for a Corona?
Trish:
Well, if you’re bending my ear… 

Smith:
(Slides one drink towards her)
Trish:
(Takes a sip)

The only smell stronger than Edgar’s


aftershave is his desperation. Needless


to say, I found the three of them very


easily. She seemed like a deer trapped in


headlights, what with Albert’s twitches 


and Edgar’s lips on her ear. 

Smith:
Now get to the good bits.

Trish:
We go to the toilets, there’s a line. So 

we pop into the same cubicle. She pees, I


pee. Then one thing leads to another… and


there’s some heavy petting.

Smith:
And what about the line?

Trish:
What line?

Smith:
The cue for the toilet. 

Trish:
Oh, we ignored the screaming masses. 
Smith:
And Edgar?

Trish:
Probably thinks she’s trapped with a 


nasty bout of food poisoning. 


The laugh.
SCENE FOUR:


The four stand by the bar. A row of eight


shots stand before them. Albee arranges


and rearranges the shot glasses. 

Trish:
(Gesturing at the shots, to Edgar)


And what pray tell are these for?

Edgar:
I don’t see my best friends all the time,


so when I do - I like to spoil ‘em. 

Smith:
So it has nothing to do with say,

striking out with a girl in a yellow 


dress?

Edgar:
Oh, please! She’s history. What kinda guy


would I be if I went after a mate’s 


sloppy seconds? 

Trish:
You’re all about the morals.

Edgar:
(Drawing the others in, whispers)


And between you and me… think she’s


frigid or something. I mean look at me


(Points hand up and down his body) –


who could refuse all that?


Trish and Smith smirk at each other. 
Trish:
How thick skinned can you goons be? 

Jagermeister makes you argumentative


and obnoxious. Am I the only one who

remembers?

Edgar:
Hey missy, we’re argumentative and


obnoxious as it is. This just gets us


high, so stop complaining. Bottoms up! 


They consume the shots – two each. 
Edgar cont’d:
(Drumming his fists on the bar)

Hello, kind sir - eight more, please. 
SCENE FIVE:


The four stumble into the living room of

Smith’s house. The boys are severely 


drunk. Edgar rests his whole body on 


Trish. She drags him to the sofa and


sits. He nearly sits on her lap. Smith

eyes them and sits on the other side of


Trish. Albee trips on the carpet and 


lands on a chair, his eyes shut. 
Albee:
(Springing to life, stands and belts out)


“Someday you will find me


Caught beneath the landslide


In a champagne supernova in the sky…”

Smith:
(Grabbing a video game off the coffee 


table, thrusts it at Albee)


Shut the fuck up and play with this.

Trish:
Yeah Albee, what will it take to get you


to stop screeching like a Billy goat, 


once and for all? 
Albee:
(Sits, now intrigued by the video game)

Edgar:
(Burries his nose into Trish’s neck)

Mmm, you smell good. Like watermelons


and sunshine. 
Smith:
(Testily)

I wasn’t aware sunshine had a smell.
Edgar:
You ruin all the good moments with your


technicalities. You liked what I said, 


didn’t you, Trish?

Trish:
Err… it was alright, I guess. 

Smith:
(Mimicking Trish)


Err, it was alright I guess… What the 


fuck? How could you not find that cheesy?


(Waves his hands theatrically) Ooh, I 


ordered Dominos, but where did all the 


cheese go? Oh there, they’re on Edgar’s


lines!  
Trish:
(Snorts) What you boys need is some 


water. (Attempts to get up)
Edgar:
(Pushes her back down)

Fuck the water. Where’s my old pal Mr


Walker? 

Trish:
Mr Walker is holidaying in the south of


France. 

Smith:
I’ll get Mr Walker.

Exit Smith.

Trish:
(Sternly) Jonathan Smith, have you no


shame? 
Edgar:
Ignore the lady, you’ve got the right 


idea. Hey Albee, you down with Mr 


Walker?

 Albee:
(Completely engrossed by the game,


chanting)


Who are ya, who are ya, who are ya?


Enter Smith with a bottle of Johnny


Walker. 

Smith:
(Looking at Albee)

What’s this? This is new.

Edgar:
He picked it up during our game of pool.


Some hooligans began chanting during his


winning spree. 


They stare at Albee, he continues.
Albee:
(Throws the video game on the floor)


Victory is mine!

Smith:
(Rushes to save the video game)


Albee, you wanker! The floors aren’t


carpeted. 

Albee:
Sorry.

Smith:
You should be. Now will you keep it down!


How many times do I have to move because 


of you? 

Albee:
That’s a terrible thing to say.


Smith brushes off the comment and takes

a swig from the bottle. He hands it to


Edgar. Trish, always empathetic rushes 


to Albee.

Trish:
See, what did I say about obnoxious 


behaviour?
Edgar:
That was child’s play, being obnoxious

is an art. 

Trish:
(Cradles Albee in her arms). Albee,

don’t be maudlin. Don’t listen to them,


they don’t mean what they say half the


time. 
Smith:
Yes, we do.

Trish:
Pathetic!

Edgar and Smith shut up, Albee sniffles,


Trish plays mother hen. 
Trish:
Now what can I get that’ll make you


feel better? 

Albee:
Some Johnny, please. 

Trish:
(Accepting defeat)


Okay boys, hand him the bottle. (Bringing


Albee to his feet). Go on, then. Grab 


your prize. 


The boys come together, take a swig each.


They indulge in a group hug and tickle


fest. Trish is sandwiched between sharp


disgust and the urge to giggle.  
Edgar:
Hey hey hey, we’ve forgotten someone.
Trish:
Oh no!


They engulf her in a hug. It is blissful


for a moment until Edgar squeezes Trish’s


arse. Unfortunately for Edgar, Smith 


catches this. 

Smith:
How dare you!
Edgar:
What, you want a kiss as well? 


(Grabs Smith’s face, plants a sloppy on


his lips)

Smith:
(Pushes him away, forcefully)


You keep crossing the line!

Edgar:
All I want to do is have a little fun


and you keep ruining it with your long


face. 

Smith:
That’s cos I don’t agree with your 


warped ideas of ‘a little fun’. 

Edgar:
Oh, please! Without me you wouldn’t dare


to do half the things you’ve done.

Smith:
Maybe I’d be better off if I listened to 


my own better judgement.  


As the argument gets more and more


heated, Trish and Albee retire to the


couch, the other two remain standing –


in the alpha male kinda way.

Edgar:
What exactly do you have against me?


What have I done that’s so traumatic


all of a sudden? I haven’t changed.

Smith:
That’s the whole point, Edgar. You 


never do. It’s the same shit with


you – over and over again. There’s no


growth. 
Edgar:
If anyone should be mad at me, it should

be Trish and she seems fine. 

Smith:
And you still think you know women.

Edgar:
(Vindictively)

Well I’ve had more than you.
Smith:
Your arrogance never ceases to amaze me.

Edgar:
You’re too kind.
Smith:
(Fired up)


And you think Trish isn’t mad at you? 


Think again, chappy. 

Trish:
(Who lay timid on the couch, is suddenly


alert)


Don’t drag me into this.

Edgar:
What are you, her knight in shining 


armour? She can fight her own battles.

Trish:
(Through gritted teeth)

Yes, I can and now’s not the time or the

place. 

Smith:
There’ll never be a right time. I’m just


so fucking fed up of him getting away 


with everything. 

Albee:
Hey Smithy, got any nuts?


Smith, still fuming, points off stage.


Exit Albee. Enter Albee with a bag of


nuts. He sits on the couch, opens the 


bag and eats them just as he did before.
Albee:
You guys want a nut?

Trish:
I’ll have a nut, now can we drop this,


please? (Grabs a nut)

Edgar:
No, we can’t. I want to clear things out


before Smith goes pre-menopausal on me. 

Trish:
Smith, walk away, walk away now.
Smith:
No, I can’t be non-confrontational like


you.

Trish:
Whatever.

Edgar:
(Looking at his watch) Spit it out, you


twat. I have a flight to catch in twelve


hours. 

Smith:
I hate the way you act as if you own the


fucking world. 
Edgar:
Umm, I kind of do.

Smith:
Shut up and let me finish. You walk all 


over people, you always want your way.


(Long pause)
Edgar:
That’s it? Man, that was scary!

Smith:
You bastard, I lost my train of thought.

Edgar:
Thank god you’re not a lawyer.

Trish:
Shut up, Edgar. Smith you were at him


always wanting his own way.


Smith:
(Smiles at Trish gratefully) Yes, okay…

You have these super strong opinions that


no one’s allowed to challenge. You never


listen to anyone’s point of view. 

Edgar:
Anything else?

Smith:
Yes, but I need to sit… The room’s 


spinning. (Staggers to the chair, sits,

rubs his temples)

Trish:
(To Smith, concerned) Are you okay?

Smith:
Yeah yeah, I’m fine. I’m just regrouping.

Edgar:
(Looks at Trish, rolls his eyes)


Regrouping? Has it really come to that?
Smith:
(Stands in a moment of sudden energy)

I remember! You’re rude and arrogant and

a misogynist. 

Edgar:
What? I adore women!
Smith:
If objectification’s… no no wait… I mean

if adoration objectifies… 

Trish:
I think he means –

Edgar:
(Cutting her off) I know what he means.


Have the two of you morphed into one 


person? It’s disgusting. 
Smith:
(Slurs) I haven’t finished… All these


interruptions. 

Edgar:
Okay okay, finish why don’t you? When 


we’re all still young, perhaps?

Smith:
She gave you her heart and what did you 

do? (Stammering) You you you… (Calms


himself) You trampled on it and then 


locked it in a cage. Then you released

all these free hearts into the air around

her cage, out of spite. 

Edgar:
(To Trish) Has he gone to the dark side?

Trish:
I think so.

Smith:
I haven’t gone to any bloody side. 

(Takes a swig, slurs, staggers, falls 


into chair again). I just refuse to take 


any shit anymore. 

Trish:
(Standing, walks over to Smith) 

Come on, I’m taking you to bed. 

Edgar:
He’d love that, wouldn’t he?

Trish:
Enough.

Smith:
(Stands with her help) No, he’s right.


I love you, Trish. I really do.

Edgar:
So damn obvious, god, Smith – you’re 


such a tool. 

Smith:
(Tapping her arm annoyingly)


I love you, Trish. I do. 
Trish:
(Drags him) Yup, yup, okay.

Smith:
(Grabs her hair, with more force than


he desired)

But I lurrrve you!

Trish:
(Drops Smith to the floor, yelps)


Oww! You guys are the most immature


fuckwits I have ever met! What did I


ever see in you? Hopeless scum-sucking

idiots. 
Smith:
(Lying on the floor, half dead)

Why won’t you believe me? I don’t care

if you kiss Vera or Fera or Mera, I’ll


still love you – no matter what. 

Trish:
(Is rooted to the spot, thinking of her


next move perhaps)
Edgar:
(Aghast) You kissed Vera! 

(To Albee) She kissed Vera!


Trish grabs Smith’s legs and drags 


him off stage. Smith continues his


incoherent ‘I love you’ declarations. 

Albee:
(Grinning) Who are ya, who are ya,


who are ya…?

Edgar:
(Screaming) Shut up! 


Albee makes a sheepish expression, 


rearranges the cushions on the couch.


Edgar sits next to Albee, humbled ever

so slightly. Trish returns, exhausted -

carrying a tray with three glasses of 

water. She places it on the coffee table

and sits on the chair. The three drink.  

Edgar:
So you really kissed her?

Trish:
Yup.

Edgar:
Did you like it?

Trish:
Yup.

Edgar: 
Were you ever going to tell me?

Trish:
Nope.

Edgar:
Were you thinking about me the whole 

time? 

Trish:
(Laughs, whacking him with a cushion).

Edgar:
Knew she had to be gay. But you! 
Trish:
(Smiling) There’s no saving you, is


there?
Edgar:
So give me the details. What did her

boobs feel like? I’m sure she had work


done. 

Trish:
(Shakes her head in defeat)


I have nothing left to say to you.

Edgar:
(Grinning) Come on! Only joking! So 


now I’ll have to compete with you for


women, eh? (Winks)
Albee:
(Looks up from cushion arranging)


Anyone want to play –

Trish, Edgar:
No!

Albee:
I’m bored.

Trish:
(Rubbing her forehead)

Why don’t you count the marks on the 


floor or something?


Albee pounces off the couch, counts


marks on the floor in a crouched


position. The other two look on at


him fondly. 

Edgar:
So is he right? Are you angry with me?

Trish:
Yes, I want to bang your head against the

wall repeatedly. 

Edgar:
Seriously?

Trish:
No, I think you push people to the point 

of them breaking, but I’ve learned how to


handle you. 

Edgar:
Oh yeah, how?

Trish:
By ignoring what you say. It’s hard cos 


you never shut up, but I’m trying.

Edgar:
Wonderfully wonderful.

Trish:
You don’t even seem drunk, it’s pretty


scary, you’ve had almost two bottles.

Edgar:
What’s scary is being such a bloody 


light weight like Smith. 

Trish:
Smith and you need couple’s counselling.

Edgar:
So you’re sure you aren’t angry?
Trish:
(Yells) No, I have no place for anger


anymore!!! 
Edgar:
(Eyes wide, bemused expression)


I’m sorry.
Trish:
(Exhales)
Edgar:
I am. It’s just fun to push people, it’s


another high. 

Trish:
All these highs and addictions, being


sober isn’t that bad, you should try it.

Edgar:
In another life time.

Trish:
Albee –

Edgar:
Shhh, don’t interrupt him or he’ll have 

to start all over. (Thinks for a second,


smirks) Oh, Albee!

Albee:
Aarghh! (Goes back to counting from the


start)


Trish beats Edgar with the cushion. He


enjoys it. 
Edgar:
(Laughing) Sorry, sorry sorry. You guys


are too easy.

Trish:
Promise you’ll behave?

Edgar:
Promise.

Trish:
Fuck, forgot how exhausting it is with


you lot. Don’t come back for a while,


okay? 

Edgar:
(Mock outrage) Hurtful! Just when I was


going to confess my love for you. 


(Mimic’s Smith) Oh Trish, Trish, I

really lurrrve you, I do! 

Trish stifles a giggle and beats Edgar

with a cushion again. He pretends to 


struggle. Albee - looks up at them, 


deciding what they’re doing seems more


fun, jumps up and joins Trish in Edgar


whacking. 

Albee:
Who are ya, who are ya, who are ya,


who are ya, who are ya, who are ya?
SCENE SIX:


It is the morning, or should I say

afternoon after. Albee is passed out


on the couch. A letter lies on the


coffee table. A suitcase and a pair of


shoes lie nearby. Enter Smith – hungover


as fuck. He looks around at the mess in


dismay. He groans, holding his head and


sits on the chair. He notices the letter,


opens it. 

Trish V.O.:
Dear Smith, I couldn’t sleep over last 



night and took a cab home instead. This is




not because of what you blurted out. I 




know that was harmless, incoherent drunk




blabber and never take it to heart. After




you slept, Edgar and I had a chat. Of 



course nothing was resolved, but nothing




ever is. That’s just how we roll! Last




night did teach me one thing. I need more




women friends or I might go insane. 




Decided to take up Claire’s offer and pay




her a visit. They say Brisbane is lovely




this time of year. I didn’t tidy up cos




my head was throbbing and I know how much




Albee enjoys a good clean the next day. I




think you should offer to give Edgar a 




ride to the airport. He may be a dick,




but he’s our dick. Why hold grudges, eh?




Call me later, we can catch a movie or




something. Trish. 




Smith places the letter on table, retreats 




into the chair and smiles to himself. 




Enter Edgar in a towel wrapped around




his waist. He stops in front of Smith.
Smith:

So you need me to drive you to the airport




then?

Edgar:

That’ll be grand.



Lights dim, ‘Champagne Supernova’ lyrics




play – “But you and I will never die,




the world’s still spinning round we don’t




know why. Why-why-why-why-I-I(Guitar solo)



The curtains fall. The End. 
The Inebriated – A Summary

The Inebriated is a one act play about a group of friends who’ve been mates for so long, they might begin to wonder why they’re even friends. Like all groups there are characters. There’s Edgar, the gorgeous, egotistical male specimen who thinks the world is the oyster he can squash with his foot. There’s the down-to-earth, soulful Trish - who finally opens her eyes and realises Edgar is not the true love of her life. There’s the introspective, melancholic Smith - who refuses to open his eyes and continues to pine after Trish. Who can forget Albee - the one living not on Mars, but maybe Jupiter? The play follows one particular debaucherous night, a night where copious amounts of alcohol lead to nothing but chaos. The play does not promise a PG rating.  
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