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Interior of Peter and Jillian’s apartment during a party. People are sitting around and 
drinking, having a good time. Henry enters, stands there awkwardly for a while and 
looks around at everybody. He goes to the bar and pours himself a drink. Peter comes 
up to him. 
 
Peter: Hey Henry! I was wondering when you were going to show up. 
Henry: Petey! What is up, boy! Where’s Jilly at? 
Peter: She ran next door to the liquor store for more beer, she’ll be back in a minute. So 

how’re you doing? 
Henry: I’m great, you know. Work is, eh, who gives a fuck? But I’m finally going to be 

getting benefits, so I'm set. 
Peter: That’s pretty sweet. 
Henry: Yeah. So how bout you? 
Peter: Eh, I had this big presentation at work so this entire week was a fucking nightmare. 

But, it went well so it’s all good. Now it’s time to get drunk, and have a good 
time. 

Henry: Fuck yeah! I’ll drink to that. They drink. Jill found a job yet? 
Peter: Nah, but she’s still looking. Until then she’s still bartending, least for another two 

weeks.  
Henry: That has to suck. 
Peter: No one wants to hire any lawyers right now. Shit, she was telling me about these 

law schools in Texas that are paying firms to take on graduates for unpaid 
internships. The schools are paying these firms something like three grand to have 
these students around for a couple months, and then the firms don’t even have to 
pay them or hire them! Can you believe that? 

Henry: That’s fucked up. 
Peter: No kidding. And it ain’t much better here in Chicago, that’s for damn sure. 
Henry: Damn. 
Peter: Oh well. I make enough to float us for awhile. And our new place is going to be 

less, so that should help us to save some money. 
Henry: Listen to you, Mr. Responsible and shit. 
Peter: We all have to grow up sometime, Henry. 
Henry: Maybe you do. I mean, shit man, you've moved in with a woman, settled down 

and looking at wedding rings for Christ's sake. I never thought I'd see that day, let 
me tell you. 

Peter: What does that mean? 
Henry: It means that out of all our friends from College, I never thought that you'd be 

stupid enough to get married so young, or even at all. 
Peter: I don't think it's stupid. 
Henry: You know what I mean. 
Peter: No I don't. 
Henry: You're still a young guy, that's all. I don't think you should be throwing in the 

towel already. 



Peter: You don't really think of marriage as throwing in the towel? 
Henry: Shit yeah! How else would you consider it? 
Peter: An important next step with the woman I love? 
Henry: Fine. You can call it that if you want to. Me? I still call it quitting. 
Peter: Good talking to you man. Peter starts to leave. 
Henry: Stops him. Hey, come on man. I'm just messing with you. 
Peter: Uh huh.  
Henry: Look buddy, I'm just saying is all. What happened to the Petey that we knew and 

loved from college? The one that seduced his T.A to pass a final? 
Peter: I did that one time. 
Henry: The guy that spent more time at the strip club than at his accounting lab? 
Peter: My partner danced there on Tuesdays. 
Henry: The guy that brought those two forty year old… 
Peter: Put his hand over Henry's mouth. Don't. We're not talking about that… incident 

ever again. Remember? 
Henry: Muffled. I'm gonna lick your hand. 
Peter: What? Pulls hand away from his mouth quickly. AW! GROSS DUDE! Wipes his 

hand on his pants. 
Henry: I warned you. 
Peter: What is wrong with you? 
Henry: I may or may not have been drinking at a bar before I came over. 
Peter: How many have you had? 
Henry: Well, I got to the bar around nine. 
Peter: Okay. 
Henry: A.M. 
Peter: Oh boy. 
Henry: And I came over here from there. So, to answer your question… 
Peter: Yeah? 
Henry: …….. A lot. 
Peter: Maybe another drink isn't the best idea for you. 
Henry: I'll be fine. I've got the Red Line to ferry me home. No problems. 
Peter: Well good. I don't want to have to pay for your cab home again. Like the last party 

we threw here. 
Henry: But we could make it a tradition! 
Peter: We're not doing that. 
Henry: I could always crash here. Stay on the couch, or you could take the couch and I 

stay in the bed with Jill. 
Peter: That's definitely not happening. Besides, I don't want you puking all over this place 

when we've got a security deposit that we're trying to get back soon. 
Henry: So, you guys are really moving out of here? I mean, come on, this place is great 

and it’s right in the middle of everything. Right off the Belmont stop. You can’t 
get much better than that.  

Peter: Well, we found this great place that’s closer to the loop. And it's a great 
neighborhood which is what we're looking for.  

Henry: I guess. So where are you moving to? Lincoln Park? North/Clyburn area? 
Peter: We’re moving to Wicker Park actually. 



Henry: What is that? I don’t know where that is… 
 
Jill enters carrying beer. 
 
Jill: Hey guys.  
Peter: Hi honey, here let me take those from. 
 
Peter takes the beer from Jill and exits. 
 
Jill: Henry, how are you doing? 
Henry: I’m good. Same old, same old. 
Jill: You and me both. 
Henry: How’re you two doing? 
Jill: We’re fine. Pete’s just worried about money and everything all the time, that’s all. 
Henry: And how’s things in the bedroom? 
Jill: None of your business. 
Henry: Aw, come on. You shouldn’t be embarrassed by the freaky stuff you guys get 
into. 
Jill: You’re such an ass. 
 
Peter enters from the kitchen, hands Jill a beer. 
 
Peter: Why’s Henry an ass? … You know, this time? 
Jill: He’s asking us about our sex life. 
Peter: Dude. Come on. 
Henry: Just healthy curiosity.  
Jill: There is nothing about you that is healthy. 
Henry: Touche. So when’s the big move? 
Jill: Our lease is up the beginning of August, so we’ve got a month and a half. 
Henry: Sweet. 
Jill: Yeah. It’ll be nice to get a change of scenery. Plus it’s such a quaint little 

neighborhood. Right, honey? 
Henry: Right, sugar balls? 
Peter: Yes it is. Though there are far too many hipsters for my liking, it is still a very nice 

neighborhood. 
Henry: There really that many hipsters? 
Jill: Oh my god, Hank, there are tons of them. 
Henry: Hank? 
Jill: The place is like crawling with hipsters. For god’s sake, right down the street from 

our new place there’s an American Apparel NEXT DOOR to a fucking Urban 
Outfitters. I swear to god, they should put up a PBR vending machine right 
outside! 

Henry: What, are you doing schtick here? 
Peter: I thought it was funny. 
Henry: You’re just saying that cause you’re sleeping with her. 
Jill: You just don’t appreciate good comedy. 



Henry: That was supposed to be comedy? If it’s full of douchebags why are you guys 
moving there? 

Jill: This new place is way bigger for cheaper. Plus it’s got hardwood floors, and you 
have to see our deck. It’s beautiful! 

Henry: Awesome. A deck. Well that’s very exciting. I can barely contain myself. Look, 
look at how hard it is to contain my excitement. 

Jill: Dick. 
Henry: Love you too Jilly bean. Kisses. Leans in and kisses both of her cheeks.  
Peter: Alright, calm down Henry. Jeez, one drink in and you’re already getting frisky. 
Henry: What can I say? I’m a friendly guy. 
Peter: Yeah right. 
Henry: Aw, don’t be jealous sweetheart. You know that no one will ever take your place 

in my heart. Gives Peter a big hug. 
Jill: How drunk is he? 
Peter: Pretty drunk. 
Henry: You do know I can still hear you, right? I mean, you're not even whispering. 
Jill: Henry… 
Henry: It's just insulting. At least make a little effort to speak in hushed tones or 

something. 
Jill: I was just curious. 
Henry: I'm affectionate when I'm not drunk. 
Jill: I'm sure you are. Pete, can you go get him a glass of water? 
Peter: Sure thing. Exits. 
Henry: You've got a real catch there. 
Jill: Yeah. I like him. 
Henry: I mean it. That guy right there is one of the best humans I know. Treat him good. 
Jill: Okay. 
Henry: Give him whatever he wants. Whatever he wants. 
Jill: Um… 
Henry: Let him put it in your butt. 
Jill: Jesus Christ. 
Henry: Don't make it weird. 
Jill: Henry. 
Henry: It's your friend. 
Jill: Listen… 
Henry: It'll be weird at first… 
Jill: Alright, knock it off! 
Henry: What?! What's your problem? 
 
Peter enters. Hands Henry the glass of water. 
 
Peter: Calm down. Drink this. 
 
Henry drinks, spits it out. 
 
Henry: Ugh. This tastes like water. 



Peter: It is water. 
Henry: What the fuck man? Why are you giving me this? 
Peter: Because you need it.  
Henry: No I don't. 
Peter: Come on, you're starting to become belligerent. 
Henry: Your mom is belligerent. Raises hand for high five from Jill, she glares at him. 
Peter: Just drink the water, okay? 
Henry: Dude, I'm not drinking water. Especially not from the tap. You know the water 

from the toilets goes right back into the tap water. 
Jill: There's no way that's true. 
Henry: No, it is! If you drink from the tap, you're just drinking some guys shit water. 

That's why I only drink bottled. 
Jill: You're being ridiculous. 
Henry: I am not. You're ridiculous, spending all of your time with me instead of checking 

up on your other guests.  
Jill: None of them are acting like assholes. 
Henry: You're a terrible host. 
Peter: Henry, that's enough. 
Henry: Not to mention that you're moving to Wicker Man or wherever. 
Peter: Wicker Park. 
Henry: Sure. Who even knows where the fuck that is. 
Jill: It's west, you asshole. 
Henry: Ugh, you guys are moving to the Brown line? Gross. 
Peter: No. 
Henry: It's not on the Brown? 
Peter: No. It's not. 
Jill: It's on the Blue Line. 
Henry: THE BLUE LINE??! Are you out of your fucking mind? What's wrong with you 

people? 
Peter: Nothing. 
Henry: What do you mean "nothing"??!! You're willingly moving to live on the Blue 

Line, the worst of all lines! Did you just get really sick of having friends or what? 
Jill: Our friends don't have a problem with it aside you. 
Henry: They're lying to you then! If you move out there, kiss any social interaction good-

bye.  
Peter: Henry… 
Henry: Fact: People who live on that line only hang out together. So get ready to spend 

every night in some run-down shithole in Logan Square, because that's your 
future.  

Jill: Yeah, cause it's impossible to catch a bus or a cab somewhere. 
Henry: You'll see. People always think it's no big deal, but they disappear after moving 

out there. 
Peter: Did you ever stop to think that maybe it's you? How many times have you gone out 

to visit any of your friends in other parts of the city? 
Henry: What difference does that make? 



Peter: It makes a difference, man. For fuck's sake, you bitch and moan anytime we go to 
bars in Lincoln Square. The problem is you think that if something isn't on the 
Red Line it's not worth going to. 

Henry: So?!  
Peter: There's some great things to do and see in this city that aren't on your fucking Red 

Line. Our new place is right down the street from the best taco restaurant in this 
city. But you couldn't care less because it's not on the right EL Line. It's pathetic 
and stupid. 

Henry: Alright, fine! Yes, I look down on people that don't live on the Red Line. But it's 
so easy to! Look at the other EL lines in this city and tell me that any of them are 
better than living on the Red. Brown Line? Come on, you have to have your head 
stuck up your own yuppie ass to live there. The Orange Line? Why would anyone 
willingly get on the Orange Line ever if they weren't going to Midway? The 
Green Line is a complete joke. And I don't have a fucking clue where the Pink 
Line even goes to. And the last time I tried taking the Purple Line, I fell asleep 
and woke up in Evanston. Evanston! That's not even a real town! It's just some 
giant campus that rich old people move in to. Look, I've lived in this city my 
entire adult life. When I get on the Red Line, and I smell that day old urine and I 
see the stains all over the seats and the homeless guy stretched across four seats in 
the corner: I feel like I'm coming home. That's where I belong, crammed in there 
with drunk Cubs fans and angry commuters. It's the backbone of this city for a 
reason! Too many people think that in order to be successful they have to move 
away from the Red Line, like it's some starter line or something for living here. 
But I won't. I don't need any other line. Especially not the Blue Line. Yeah, it runs 
24/7 but who the fuck cares? Crammed in there with people and their giant 
luggage going out to O'Hare at all hours of the night. And then dealing with the 
crazies on there that just want to scream nonsense at you the whole train ride? No 
fucking way. I've been accosted too many times on the Blue Line in my life. And 
what is up with the doors on the train cars? Christ. Red Line might not be perfect. 
Yeah, might get stuck for 10 minutes between two stops. But it's not the Blue 
Line. And you know why? Cause FUCK the Blue Line. That's why. 

Jill: You’re an asshole. It’s no surprise that you don’t have many friends anymore. 
Henry: Least I won’t get mugged. 
Jill: ARGH! Go fuck yourself Henry. Jill storms out. 
Henry: Yeah well… you too, you… Damn it. I forgot what I was going to say… 
Peter: Henry, it’s time that you went home. 
Henry: Oh come on… 
Peter: Did you ever stop to think that maybe it’s you? That you should just make an effort 

and go out of your way to see people that don’t live right by you? Henry, you’re a 
selfish guy. I was willing to put up with it cause we were buddies. But if you can’t 
put that aside to come out and see us, than it’s your loss. Not ours.  

Henry: Petey, look man… 
 
Peter exits. Henry looks around and sees that he’s all alone, with sounds of people 
laughing and having a good time in the other room as the party continues on. Henry 
moves towards the party, but changes his mind and leaves the apartment. Blackout. 



 
 
 
 


