
 

Dramatic Device 
Throughout the play, the character ‘Ivo’ has several moments in which he tries to foresee how his actions 
will effect the outcome of his life - a trait common in anxiety. The idea is he ‘overthinks’ certain things, as a 
result we occasionally see a segment of the script repeated two or three times with alternate outcomes. 

Setting 
The play has no set time or place, any references in the script are changeable to directors who wish to set 
the play in a certain place or time - cultural references are changeable also. 


Characters 
Ivo - The lead character Ivo has severe anxiety which often triggers depressive episodes. He is quite a shy 
young man, but ultimately very cheeky. He has a girlfriend who he likes. He loves his parents, and still lives 
with them.


Joan - An older work colleague who is a bit ‘wappy’ and very fun, she is to be a very animated character, 
almost a caricature of a ‘work bestie’. She adores Ivo.


Colin - Ivo’s boss, he is a powerful character who does not fully understand Ivo’s condition and treats him 
like he treats everyone else. As a result their relationship is a little rocky.


Nic - Ivo’s mum is an overbearing woman who is too much sometimes. She loves Ivo with all of her work 
and wants to protect him from anything that may harm him. She is over-loving.


Craig - Ivo’s dad is full of embarrassing ‘dad jokes’ and wanted to constantly annoy and wind Ivo up. 
Nearly everything he says is a dig at him or mocking him in some way. He should be played in a very 
comical way.


Zara - Ivo’s Girlfriend. She likes Ivo, but doesn’t love him - she feels a little trapped in a boring relationship 
and wants out - but also care about him enough to try and lessen the blow. She is too young for a serious 
relationship.


Chel - Zara’s best friend. A small part, she is a very confident woman and care more about Zara than Ivo. 
She misunderstands Ivo and thinks he is very controlling.  
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This play is licensed through Elemental Theatre Company and may not be performed, advertised, 
rehearsed or announced without a complete and effective licence agreement. To request a licence 
visit www.elementaltheatre.com or e-mail at elementaltheatrecompany@gmail.com  
 
You may not make any additions, omissions and/or alterations to the play without written consent 
from the writer [this includes the title, dialogue, character names and stage directions].  
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Scene 1 
In a work place, Joan is a co-worker checking in on Ivo. Ivo goes through stages of 
‘thinking’ about something, and thinking about the different possible outcomes, before 
eventually doing what he does (which is usually opting out)  

Joan: Morning sunshine. Looking busy as ever. 


Ivo: [jokingly] These bills won’t pay themselves. Swamped, haven’t even had breakfast 
yet, Joan.


Joan: Fancy a drink? 


Ivo: Coffee would be amazing thanks. 


Joan leaves to make a drink. Phone rings, Ivo answers 

Ivo: Good morning, you’re through to ‘James and Son’, Ivo speaking… I’m afraid Colin 
is in a meeting at the moment, can I take a message?… Yes, I’ll pass that on to him right 
away.


Joan enters with the coffee, stumbles and spills it into Ivo’s crotch.  

Ivo: Hot. Ouch! 


Joan: I’m so sorry! 


Ivo: My dick is on fire! Ice! Get ice! 

 
________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets.  

Joan: Morning sunshine. Looking busy as ever. 


Ivo: [jokingly] These bills won’t pay themselves. Swamped, haven’t even had breakfast 
yet, Joan.


Joan: Fancy a drink? 


Ivo: [emphasis] Nothing hot - an orange juice would be amazing thanks. 


Joan leaves to make a drink. Phone rings, Ivo answers 

Ivo: Good morning, you’re through to ‘James and Son’, Ivo speaking… I’m afraid Colin 
is out with a client at the moment, can I take a message?… Yes, I’ll pass that on to him 
right away.


Joan enters with the orange, stumbles and spills it into Ivo’s crotch.  

Ivo: Fuck me! That’s cold. 
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Joan: I’m so sorry! 


Ivo: I’ve got no spare trousers, I look like I’ve pissed myself. Get a cloth.


Joan: It was an accident—


Ivo: The cloth!  
 
Joan hands him a cloth 
 
Joan: Dab don’t rub


Ivo: What?


Joan: Well if you rub your crotch it will look— You know—


Ivo: I knew this would happen!

 
________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets.  

Joan: Morning sunshine. Looking busy as ever. 


Ivo: [jokingly] These bills won’t pay themselves. Swamped, haven’t even had breakfast 
yet, Joan.


Joan: Fancy a drink? 


Ivo: [emphasis] Erm- No thanks. 


Joan: Fair enough. I’d better get his lordship his morning cuppa, or it’s off with my head! 


Joan leaves. Phone rings, Ivo answers. 

Ivo: Good morning, you’re through to ‘James and Son’, Ivo speaking… I’m afraid Colin 
is out of the office, can I take a message?… Yes, I’ll pass that on to him. 


A crash is heard off stage along with a scream.  

Ivo: Knew it. You okay Joan? 


Joan: [Off Stage] Yes— 


Ivo: [Sigh] Just another day. Oh what’s that Collin, you need to nip out to see a ‘client’, 
Er— go shopping for your wife during work hours. Let me just clean up your desk and do 
your job while you’re— what? Oh ’Just going to meet Steve about the new case’, strange 
that meeting is at the pub, leave me to do your work, more like. 
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Collin enters during this monologue.  

Collin:What was that? 


Ivo: Nothing. Did you settle everything with Steve?


Collin:Yes, we managed to come to an arrangement and have a long term plan in place— 
I’m sure my wife will love her new top.


Ivo: I didn’t mean it sir— I’m just—


Collin:No, I understand. It’s easier to mock those above you, it makes you feel better. 


Ivo: I’m just under a lot of pressure. 


Collin:I’m sure. Do you think I got to where I am today by mocking my superiors? Do you 
think I’d have my own company, with my name on a door by accusing my bosses of 
‘skiving’ wasn’t it?


Ivo: Sir—


Collin:Might I suggest you get your paperwork done, then I’d like to see you in my office 
for a little chat. I can’t have my inferiors making disparaging comments about my time, 
not when it is me that pays your wage at the end of the day. Do you understand.


Ivo: Okay. 


Collin leaves. Ivo gets on with his work, Joan enters.  

Joan: Everything okay? 


Ivo:	 His lordship, again, of course. Do this, do that, you know what he’s like.


Joan: You know what his problem is, he is immune to criticism and if someone tells him 
about himself, he ‘cant see it’. Someone ought to have it out with him once and for all.


Ivo: [sarcastically] But Joan, He’s the most import person here at ‘James and Son’, we 
must all blow smoke deep, deep into his arsehole! 


Joan: Puff away! He needs a trained beagle chain-smoking 50-a-day up his rectum to 
satisfy his ego! He didn’t get to where he is because of hard work, and its not ‘his name’ 
on the door, it’s his dads. Daddy did it all for him. 


Ivo: Joan! Of course his name is on the door - he is ‘And son’


Joan: Oh my sincerest apologies! 


Ivo: Honestly, sometimes I think he is blind to what is happening on the shop floor. I 
know we’re just an accountancy firm, but it can be high pressure at time — especially 
coming up to April. 
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Joan: Wouldn’t surprise me if he’s got another woman on the go.


Ivo: I can’t be expected to do my job and tidying up all of his messes, on top of 
covering Emma while she’s off. 


Joan: We need to get together and call a union meeting. We need to raise this and bring 
it to him, it’s time for change. 


Ivo: It will never happen. Clock in, clock out, I am accountant robot - please input 
relevant data - here is your VAT report. 


Joan: Don’t give him any ideas - he’d replace us all with computers if it makes him 
money! 


Ivo: I’m just going to keep my head down, do my job, and leave the baggage at the 
door as I walk out at the end of the day. 


Joan: It’s Friday tomorrow, a couple of cocktails and a bit of a dance will sort us out.


Ivo: It’ll take more than a Moscow Mule and a Porn-star Martini at this stage. 


Joan: And that my dear boy is why we dance to the soothing melodies of Lionel Richie.


Ivo: I could think go nothing I’d like less…


Joan: Then a long bath, and an early night with Zara. Candles, a movie have a real chill.


Ivo: Chance would be a fine thing


Joan: How is the girlfriend?


Ivo: She’s okay. We’re having a bit of a rough time at the moment. 


Joan: Oh?


Ivo: Her boss is on holiday, again, she’s very highly strung, can’t take a joke.


Joan: Get her a gift to break the tension; I know she loves chocolate! 


Ivo: She does, she also loves eating sausage, egg and bacon - I’m not sure a fry up is 
the answer to our problems. How Mike the mechanic anyway?


Joan: Lush! I’ve landed on my feet there - What a man! 
 
Ivo: He’s your usual type.


Joan: Single, in a uniform and gagging for it.
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Ivo: I was going to say younger than you, chunky with a beard— but what you said 
works.


Joan: Who knew a greasy mechanic could be so good with his hands! He can lubricate 
my crank shaft any time. I’m more than satisfied with his big dipstick. 


Ivo: Joan!


Joan: He loves getting his tool out and tightening his nuts! 


Ivo: Joan! You’ve gone weird again! Well I’m glad one of us is satisfied! 


Joan: You know I’m always here if you want me, Ivo. 


Ivo: I know. I’m not sure Zara would be too happy me seeing a colleague out of work. 
She’d be very suspicious. 


Joan: I see — that doesn’t seem like a very healthy relationship. Have you thought about
—


Ivo: I’d rather not talk about it, if that’s okay. I kind of enjoy coming to work so I don’t 
have to think about it.


Joan: Where do you go to forget about here? [pause] I suppose nothing can harm you 
when you’re asleep. [A beat] I’ll leave you too it, I can see you’re busy. 


Ivo tries to work, then picks up his phone and dials a number.  

Ivo: Hi Zara, We need to talk… Can you come over tonight? … No it can’t wait. Zara, 
this is getting out of hand… Well Chelsie can wait for half an hour can’t she— You see her 
more than you see me… Well if that’s the way you feel maybe we should just call it a 
day… Fine… Whatever…


Ivo slams the phone down and shouts at it on the table. He sits looking very frustrated.  

Ivo: Fuck sake!

________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Joan: That doesn’t seem like a very healthy relationship. Have you thought about—


Ivo: I’d rather not talk about it, if that’s okay. I kind of enjoy coming to work so I don’t 
have to think about it.


Joan: Where do you go to forget about here? [pause] I suppose nothing can harm you 
when you’re asleep. [A beat] I’ll leave you too it, I can see you’re busy.


Ivo tries to work, then picks up his phone and dials a number.  
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Ivo: Hi Zara, We need to talk… Can you come over tonight? … I guess it could wait, but 
I’d rather not sit on it, it’s effecting me… I know you’re out with Chelsie tonight but, could 
I see you for half an hour… I’m not trying to control you… I’m not being condescending… 
right— well, if that’s the way you feel?… Okay… I’ll drop your things off tonight, if that’s 
what you wa— hello? 

Ivo slams the phone down and shouts at it on the table. He sits looking very frustrated.  

Ivo: Fuck sake!

________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘though process’ and the scene resets. 

Joan: I see — that doesn’t seem like a very healthy relationship. Have you thought about
—


Ivo: I’d rather not talk about it, if that’s okay. I kind of enjoy coming to work so I don’t 
have to think about it.


Joan: Where do you go to forget about here? [pause] I suppose nothing can harm you 
when you’re asleep. [A beat] I’ll leave you too it, I can see you’re busy.


Ivo tries to work, then picks up his phone and dials a number. He contemplates the call, 
choses not to ring it and puts the phone down on the desk.  

Ivo: Fuck sake…


He sighs heavily and gets back to work. Collin and Joan enter the stage mid conversation. 

Collin:That’s all it was, just a miscalculation? 


Joan: Emma just forgot about regressive Tax, that’s why it looked like the client was 
paying too much… because he was. 


Collin:How does an accountant forget about tax? 


Joan: Pressure to get it done by yesterday perhaps? Look it’s not my place to say this, 
but it’s coming up to the end of the tax year, we’re snowed under. It’s taking a toll on all of 
us, even me.


Collin:Thank you for highlighting this Joan. I will look into some alternatives. As for now 
I’ve got to see a man about some flooring. 


Joan: Is that supposed to be a euphemism?


Collin:If only - no, we’re re-laying the carpet in the staffroom.  
 
Joan: It’s a shame, but it is looking a little tatty.


Collin:It is a lovely carpet - father loved a long deep shag. 
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They laugh.  

Collin:Is everything okay with Ivo? He looks a little aporetic.


Joan: I’ll look that word up later, but I assume you mean he’s down? 


Collin:Yes.


Joan: He’s got a lot going on at home and he’s trying to pick up on some of Emma’s jobs 
with me. Don’t mention anything though - I don’t want him to think I’m gossiping at work.  

Collin:That’s fine, I’ll be gentle. Ivo, are you free. 


Ivo: Just finishing this case, sir. 


Collin:I think that can wait for a moment. It’s about time we sat and spoke about your 
future here at James and Son. Where you are now, where you want to go. So, before we 
start is there anything you want to say? 


Ivo: Anything I want to say— about the job, about you, what do you mean?


Collin:Take a seat. Obviously I want to talk about what I witnessed earlier, but I want to—


Ivo: What you walked into earlier? Oh you mean me venting. 


Collin:Yes, your venting. Care to explain? 


Ivo: Yes I am sick to death of being lumbered with everything, Collin. I’m sick of not 
getting the recognition for what I did. You always seem to focus on the deadlines, and the 
things not said. I was speaking to Joan earlier, and she feels exactly the same. We’re 
plankton to you. 


Collin:Ivo, this is not what I—


Ivo: You asked if I have anything to say, this is me finally telling you. Collin, your father 
set up this company years ago, you walk around like you own the place. Like a pissing 
dictator.


Collin: Because I do own the place. You should be more thankful for your job!


Ivo: Well I’m not thankful. You can stuff your job. 


Collin:Pause, have a think about what you’re saying. 


Ivo: Like you know anything about me. I’ve had enough. I quit.


Ivo storms off stage. 
________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘though process’ and the scene resets. 
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Collin:So, before we start is there anything you want to say? 


Ivo: Anything I want to say— about the job, about you, what do you mean?


Collin:Take a seat. Obviously I want to talk about what I witnessed earlier, but I wanted to 
give you the time to explain yourself first.


Ivo: I wasn’t expecting you to walk in on me like that. I was venting. 


Collin:I understand that, and I know you’ve been under a lot of pressure at home recently. 
I’ve bean speaking to Joan.


Ivo: Oh, have you. I’m sure she’s told you all about my personal problems. But that isn’t 
why I say those things, sir. 


Collin:Quite. Well—


Ivo: Yes?


Collin:Right. I was waiting for an apology for what you said. Your words were quite rude, 
and I did not appreciate them. This is not the first occasion where you—


Ivo: [Speaking honestly, not realising he’s being rude] I’m sorry you heard what I said. 
But I won’t apologise for saying it, sir. Sometimes I honestly think you don’t care about 
this place. So no, I don’t regret saying that you skive. I’d love to know where you go, what 
you get up to while we’re working our arses off keeping this place out of receivership. I 
mean it, I can’t see how this company is going to survive while you continue to run it into 
the ground and you treat your colleagues like your little… work bitches. 


Collin:	Thank you, Ivo. That’s a lot to process. 


Ivo: But as always it will go in one ear and out the other. You need to listen, and learn 
from this, I am trying to help you. 


Collin:Ivo, You leave me no option. I’m suspending you, without pay, pending an 
investigation. 


Ivo: but—


Collin:Thank you for your time. You may go home and await further instructions. 


Ivo storms off stage. 
________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘though process’ and the scene resets. 

Collin:So, before we start is there anything you want to say? 


Ivo: Anything I want to say— about the job, about you, what do you mean?
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Collin:Take a seat. Obviously I want to talk about what I witnessed earlier, but I wanted to 
give you the time to explain yourself first.


Ivo: I am so sorry, I was venting. I forgot myself and I accept what I said was 
completely inappropriate. Theres a time and a place for those comments — The 
Christmas party! 


Collin:Thank you, it takes a man to own up to his mistakes. But I have to ask you, where 
has all of this come from? 


Ivo: Joan and I have been seeing it more and more, sir. We noticed you slipping out of 
the office more, giving us more of your jobs. We think it may be the reason that Emma is 
off sick.


Collin:Not that it is any of your business, but Emma is off with Glandular Fever, not stress. 
If this job is effecting you Ivo, please tell me, we can look at alternative roles in the 
company, or putting things in place to support you — but I cannot read minds. 


Ivo: Yes sir. 


Collin:Well?


Ivo: Excuse me? 


Collin:Is there anything we can do to support you? 


Ivo: No sir. I’m just having a bad day, it won’t happen again. May I get back to work, I 
have a mountain of paperwork to get through. 


Collin:Of course. We’ll keep this little incident between us. No one else needs to know 
about my trips out of the office, especially the Mrs. And Ivo, no more ‘venting’ please.


Ivo: Yes, thank you sir. 


Collin:You can go now. 


Ivo walks out of the office and signs heavily. It is clear he is sick of this all. Joan puts some 
files on his desk.  

Joan: That good huh?


Ivo: I could have told him. I could have told him to stick his job. I know I should have 
walked in there and told him the truth.


Joan: What is the truth?


Ivo: That this place is making me sick. In here [points to head]. Why do I overthink 
everything Joan? Why am I such a chicken shit that I can’t just say ‘Hey Collin, I’m not 
your bitch’. 
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Joan: Because you’re a good person. Go home.


Ivo: What?


Joan: I’ll finish these, everything else can wait—


Ivo: But I can’t—


Joan: Go home, Ivo. I will cover for you. Get an early night, come back tomorrow in a 
better spirit. Over-working yourself while you’re down will only send you to an early grave. 
Go. 


Ivo picks up his things, gives Joan a big hug and exits. Blackout. 

Scene 2 
Set in a normal home. Ivo’s parents Nicola and Craig are discussing their son and their 
observations.  

Nic: Should we invite Ivo on holiday with us?


Craig: After last time?


Nic: It was an accident Craig — we can’t blame the boy. 


Craig: Nicola, I woke up in the middle of the night to find the boy tugging off in the 
bathroom.


Nic: He was missing his girlfriend, how was he supposed to know that frosted window 
would be so transparent?


Craig: Maybe from the night before when he woke up to the perfect silhouette of you 
taking a shit?


Nic: Lovely image. He’s not been himself for a while, I think a break would do him good.


Craig:	I know what will cheer a 24 year old boy up, sharing a room with his parents in the 
Dordogne.  
 
Nic: He doesn’t have to share with us. 


Craig: Do you know how much it will cost for him to have his own quarters? Not 
happening, single bed in the corner of the room. At least that way we can keep our eyes 
on him, 11pm bedtime - stay fresh for the museums in the morning.
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Nic: [sarcastically] Oh stop - you’re spoiling him. He’s coming, thats it. 


Craig: He’s not bringing the girl.


Nic: We’re not supposed to know about them getting back together.


Craig: I don’t know why he doesn’t just tell us that they’ve reacquainted and get on with 
their business. 


Nic: You know why he isn’t telling us.


Craig: I’d rather forgive and forget than have my son keeping secrets from us. I just feel, 
dirty that I know but can’t say anything. 


Nic: He’ll tell us in his own time. For now, we’re just polite in our ignorance. 


Craig: That’s fine. What are we having for dinner? 


Nic: Spag-bol!  

Ivo enters looking a little miserable, but trying to hide it.  

Craig: Your home early, been sacked?


Ivo: Brilliant one dad. 


Nic: You are home early though darling, everything okay?


Craig: [Sarcastically] Darn it Nicola, we’ll have to call off the steaming hot sex we were 
going to have, Ivo’s home early.


Ivo: Another ‘zinger’ by father. Everything’s fine, just had an argument with that 
dickhead, so I’ve left early. 


Nic: Collin, again? What was it this time. 
 
Ivo: He ‘nipped out’ to bone one of his tarts then came back and caught me slagging 
him off so I had to lick his arse clean. 
 
Nic: Ivo! 
 
Craig: Your mother doesn’t need to know about your sexual fetishes.


Ivo: Have you thought about a career in stand up comedy?


Craig: Have you thought about a career?
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Ivo: Cheers dad. What’s for dinner. 
 
Nic: Spag-bol, your favourite. 


Ivo: You mean Spaghetti Bolognese? The dish has literally 2 ingredients, neither is 
called ‘Spag’ or ‘Bol’.  
 
Craig: Don’t be pedantic, Lasagne doesn’t have ‘Las’ and ‘anya’ in it does it, stupid arse.   

Ivo: Craig Fletcher ladies and gentlemen, comedic genius and culinary scholar. Very 
mature. 


Craig: Mature, you’re one to speak. Am I not talking to the ex-Chairman of your 
universities Mario Kart Society?


Ivo: Hey! That was an important role, do you know how hard it is to stop people using 
banana skins on Rainbow Road. Those were the days.


Craig:	Oh, cheer up you miserable shit. 


Ivo:	 [mello-dramatically] Oh but father, my life is naught but a tragedy of all accounts. 
What have I to be happy for anyway, dead-end job and live in my parents box room, 
hardly a life of luxury.


Nic: I know what will cheer you up— Your father and I have been talking today, and we 
have decided—


Craig: Mostly your mother.


Nic: You are coming on holiday with us to the south of France. 


Ivo: Thanks for the offer, but, I’m alright. Don’t want to stop you and dad having your, 
what did you call it “Steamy hot sex”. Besides which, I’m not sure I’ll get the time off 
work. 


Nic: It’s only a week in May — can’t you ask for time off. 


Ivo: I’m going to level with you. I couldn’t think of anything I’d like less than spending a 
week with you two talking bollocks at me while I feel like absolute shit. So, thanks for the 
offer, but I’d rather just stay at home and have a bit of peace and quiet for a change.


Craig: What a horrible way to talk to your mother. 


Ivo: Sorry for saving you, what, £500 and a week without worrying about me.  
 
Nic: We will always worry about you. But if you don’t want to come then—


Craig: If you don’t want to come then stuff you. Thats what. 
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Ivo: Perfect. 


Ivo grabs his coat and goes to leave. 
________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Nic: I know what will cheer you up— Your father and I have been talking today, and we 
have decided—


Craig: Mostly your mother.


Nic: You are coming on holiday with us to the south of France. 


Ivo: That sounds lovely— but I’m not sure I can get the time off work, and, anyway I’m 
sure you two would prefer to have some time to yourself. You’ve barely seen the back of 
me since I moved back in. 


Nic: You’re no burden, we’d like you to come with us, wouldn’t we Craig?


Craig: Yes


Ivo: As convincing as dad’s lying is. I know what you’re implying, I’m perfectly capable 
of looking after myself here. I’m not going to do anything stupid, you don’t need to watch 
me like a hawk. 


Craig: We know you’re back with Zara. 


Nic: We said we weren’t going to say anything.


Ivo: Brilliant, so you’ve been spying on me.


Craig: What if something happens between you two again? And we’re not here for you?


Nic: We’re not saying it’s going to happen again, but, we’d be happier in the comfort 
knowing you are safe, darling. 


Ivo: I’m not a child anymore, I don’t need babysitting. I’m nearly 25. 


Craig: Perhaps it’s time you started acting that way then?


Nic: Craig! 


Craig: No, if he wants to be billy-big-bollocks, maybe it’s time you started paying board, 
cooking your own food, Ironing your own clothes? Your mother and I work bloody hard to 
give you these luxuries.


Ivo: And I’m thankful. 
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Craig: Did you hear a thank you for the offer of a holiday to France Nicola? You think we 
look after you because it’s our job, our duty, or something? If you’re so sure it’s going to 
work with Zara why don’t you move back into the house you are paying for instead of 
relying on us all the time? 


Ivo: Perhaps I will then—


Craig: Good.


Nic: Ivo, love. 


Craig: No, he’s made his decision. 


Ivo: I have. Fuck you dad. 


Nic: Perfect


Ivo grabs his coat and goes to leave. 
________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Nic: I know what will cheer you up— Your father and I have been talking today, and we 
have decided—


Craig: Mostly your mother.


Nic: You are coming on holiday with us to the south of France. 

 
Ivo: Oh. France, sounds, wonderful.


Nic: So you’ll come. 


Ivo: I’ll have to talk to Collin about getting time off work. But if I can get it off it sounds 
lovely. Thank you. 


Ivo hugs his mum. 

Ivo: But I can’t expect you to pay for me. 


Craig: Don’t worry about it.


Ivo: No, I’ll put some money towards it, even if it’s just so I get my own room this time. 


Craig: Yes, don’t want a repeat of wank gate. 
 
Ivo: I was thinking so you pair could have some privacy. 
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Nic: What a lovely gesture.  
 
Ivo: Whens dinner going to be ready? 


Nic: About half an hour, sweety. 


Ivo:	 Do you mind if I nip out, quickly. 


Craig: Where to?


Nic: Not now, Craig. 


Ivo: I just— need to speak to someone. 


Craig: We know, Ivo.


Nic: Not now! 


Craig: We know you’ve been seeing Zara again. Your mother and I are worried son. 


Ivo: Honestly, you’ve got nothing to worry about dad. 


Nic: What your dad is trying to say is, we’re here for you if anything happens. 
 
Craig: Yes, you can always come to us, there’s no need to ‘take action’, if you know what 
I mean. I know you might feel low sometimes, but we are here if you need to talk, or even 
if you—


Nic: Even if you just want a mummy cuddle, a cup of hot chocolate and put on a Hugh 
Grant film.  
 
Ivo: Thank you, I love you both. But I think one of you needs to call the travel agents. 


Nic: I’m on it! 


Ivo leaves.  

Craig: So is it time for that steamy hot sex?


Nic: Yes, if by hot sex you mean cutting up onions.


Craig: How are those even related.


Nic: Perhaps because you cry after both—


Craig: And I’m the immature one. 


Nic: No, darling. You just choose to look like a tool in front of your son. [pause] He will 
be okay, won’t he. 
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Craig: We’re here for him. We shouldn’t get involved. 


Nic: I know— But what if he tries to—


Craig: He wont.


Nic: But everything at work, then Zara, what if—


Craig: He wont. Now, come on, lets cook the shit out of some dinner. 


Craig and Nic exit.  

Scene 3

Zara’s house. Zara and Chelsea are drinking wine and putting the world to rights.  

Zara: Chel, he’ll never grow up, he’ll never be a man. You know he’s only looking for a 
shag, right.


Chel: Yeah, but it’s a good shag. 


Zara: Be that as it may, you need someone with more of a connection, someone who’s 
going to make you happy. 


Chel: Like Ivo?


Zara: Hippocratic I know. But he used to be right, he used to be happy, I don’t know 
when it all changed it was like—


Chel: The honey moon period. 


Zara: Exactly, after that, it was just boring, sitting down and watching the Grays Anatomy 
box set - there’s only so much I can take of the same basic storyline. He used to buy me 
presents, go for meals every week, trips out — I felt special. 
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Chel: So why did you break up with him?


Zara: I didn’t really, it was mutual, kinda. I told him I was bored, that I have had enough, 
that, I will always love him, but I’m no longer in love with him. 


Chel: Very mutual… 


Zara: He told me he can change, go back to how it used to be— 


Chel: Sounds like he needed you.


Zara: Perhaps. But then I felt so guilty when he was in the hospital.


Chel: But that wasn’t your fault.


Zara: Wasn’t it? He took an overdose, Chel. 


Chel: Because he was depressed. 


Zara: Because I made him depressed. I pushed him over the edge, I told him to stop 
worrying about everything, stop over-thinking the most basic things. I made him feel like 
there was something wrong with him. [beat] That’s why I got back together with him. 


Chel: You shouldn’t be with someone just because you feel guilty.


Zara: I know that now. But I’m trapped aren’t I?


Chel: How’d you mean?


Zara: Well I can’t just say to him ‘You’ve not changed, it’s still the same, I brake up’. He’ll 
do the same thing again. But what if he’s successful this time?


Chel: Successful—


Zara: What if he dies? I’ll be like a murderer. 


Chel: Rip off the bandage. You’re a strong woman, why should you be unhappy to keep 
him happy? Are you saying your life isn’t as important as his? 


The door bell sounds.  

Zara: That will be him.


Ivo walks into the room. 

Chel: Excuse me, you can’t just walk into my house.


Ivo: Zara, we need to talk. Can we have some privacy please?
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Chel: Are you for real? 

Zara: Anything you need to say to me you can say in front of Chelsea. I suggest you 
have out with it. 


Ivo: Okay. Do you love me? Because I’m sick of being made to feel second best to you 
little friends. I’m sick of feeling worthless because you can’t be bothered to put in the 
effort. I need to know if you are wasting my time—


Zara slaps Ivo 
________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Chel: You’re a strong woman, why should you be unhappy to keep him happy? Are you 
saying your life isn’t as important as his? 


The door bell sounds.  

Zara: That will be him.


Chelsie answers the door. Ivo doesn’t speak just looks sad and hands her a letter— then 
walks away. Chelsie feels sorry for him. Ivo exits.  

Zara: Who was it?


Chel: Ivo— Gave me this.


Zara takes the note, and opens it, and starts to read it to herself. She becomes slightly 
emotional. 
 
Chel: What does it say? 

Zara: He says— He says he’s sorry. 
 
Chel: What?


Zara: [reading] ’Zara, I have never loved someone the way I love you. You’re the most 
beautiful, perfect and amazing person that I know. But it is clear that you could be 
happier. I’m sorry that I can’t be the person to give you everything you need. We can’t 
continue, we can’t pretend that this is working for either of us. I wish you all the best in 
the future. Ivo’ 
 
Chel: Is he breaking up with you or firing you?


Zara holds the note to her chest and is quiet.  
 
Chel: Well, at least you don’t have to tell him about Danny. 

________________________________________________________________________________
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FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Chel: You’re a strong woman, why should you be unhappy to keep him happy? Are you 
saying your life isn’t as important as his? 


The door bell sounds.  

Zara: That will be him. 
 
Chel: I’ll get it.  

Chelsie answers the door - Ivo is standing with a box of chocolates and some flowers.  

Chel: Can I help you?


Ivo: I— can I talk to Zara please?


Zara comes from behind Chelsie 
 
Zara: What are you doing here Ivo? We don’t normally see each other on a Thursday. 
 
Ivo: I know. I’ve been thinking. I have been a pretty shitty boyfriend, and I haven’t kept 
my promise to you.


Zara: Ivo—


Ivo: No, I just wanted to give you these. But you don’t need to worry about me, I’m 
getting better. I just want you to be happy— so, whatever happens between me and you, 
It’s about you. I want you to be happy. 


Zara:	 Ivo, that is so unexpected. 


Ivo: If you don’t want to be with me though, let me know. I can think of a million 
reasons for you to leave, and I’m okay with it. 


Zara: What are you talking about?


Ivo: I’m about 2 inches short of your ideal height, I leave the fridge door open, I cut my 
nails in bed and I have put you second after myself. There’s hundreds of guys out there, 
better than me— I understand if you’d rather not have me, if you’d rather be with—


Zara pulls Ivo into an intense hug. 

Zara: You are a silly little man, do you know that? 


Ivo: I am?


Zara: You are so sweet, and loving. But Ivo stop trying to rush this. 
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Ivo: Rush?


Zara: We agreed, we’ll take it one day at a time. I see you three days a week, those are 
our days - the rest are my days, and your days. When I’m ready for you to move back in, 
you can. 


Ivo: About that— Can you start paying some of the rent?


Zara: You know I can’t afford it, Ivo. We have a good arrangement at the moment. If you 
want me to get my stuff and move out, I can, but I’ll have to move back to mums flat in 
Cambridge. But you know that will be the end of us right?


Ivo:	 I know.


Zara: You feel like shit, it’s clear to all of us. But even when you do, remember it’s not just 
you. Remember there is an us? But while we work on that, I’m happy with the way we are 
going, aren’t you?


Ivo: I guess. Right. 


Zara: I have to go now Ivo. Text me when you’re home. 


Ivo: I will.


Zara closes the door. 

Ivo: I love you.


Ivo exits the stage. Zara and Chelsie get back to their wine and start to talk. Curtains 
close.  
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Scene 4 
Casual Friday in the office. The radio is playing and Joan is dancing by the photocopier, 
when Ivo walks in. Joan grabs him and tries to get him to join in.  

Ivo: Really not my thing Jo.


Joan: Don’t be silly give us a dance. 


Ivo scuttles along awkwardly in an attempt to ‘dance’, Joan looks on, mesmerised. 

Ivo: I told you.


Joan: Yes. No. In some cultures that may be called dancing. But it did make me think of a 
cow on a trampoline. Suppose that’s how they make milkshake. 


Ivo: I have no reason to dance - that’s why I don’t do it.


Joan: Dancing is good for you. Said so in Cosmo - said ‘Dancing releases your dolphins’. 
 
Ivo: Endorphins? 


Joan: Yeah - and your en-dolphins are what makes you happy.


Ivo: Fuck me, better join a 24 hour conga line then! 
 
Joan: Was an interesting article - Top 5 things to make you happier Dancing, exercising.


Ivo: Essentially the same thing…


Joan: Sleep, meditation. 


Ivo: So, not being around people… sounds about right.


Joan: And the top thing— was, your friend and mine— Shagging.


Ivo: So that’s why I’m depressed, because I’m not boning. 

 
Joan: Must be. Look at me and Mike, we’re both happy. In fact I’d say we’re ecstatic. 


Ivo: Far too much information. Anyway, I can hardly get down and dirty with my parents 
in the next room. That and I’m never in the mood.


Joan: Too sad to shag, not shagging so you’re not happy… It’s a vicious cycle. 


Ivo: Doesn’t help that Zara’s the only girl I’ve been with—


Joan: The only! Why am I only just hearing this now? 


Ivo: I met her at the summer camp disco tech I went to, about 10 years ago now. Off 
my tit’s on Panda-pops, dancing along to the Stereophonics. 
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Joan: Do tell me more Casanova. 


Ivo: Well lets just say - Like Stereophonics, I did have a nice day. 


Joan: That story lacks anything romantic you know that.


Ivo: I know. But I knew she was the one pretty much as soon as I saw her. So we 
kissed. The rest is history. 


Joan: The rest— There’s more to that story?


Ivo:	 Yes, she was from Cambridge, so we became pen pals.


Joan:	 It actually gets more boring. 


Collin enters.  

Colin: Joan, have you finished the quarterly report for Murray’s Chipshop? 


Joan: I haven’t — there’s no accounting for taste. 


No body laughs at the awful joke. 

Joan: I’ll go do that now.


Colin: Thank you. 


Ivo: Collin, could I grab you for a second? 

 
Colin: Everything okay? 


Ivo: What? Oh. No I’m good. Just wondering if I could get a week off in May to go to 
France. 


Colin: May, what dates? 


Ivo: Week starting 17th I think.  
 
Colin: No can do I’m afraid. The wife and I are off to Benidorm, and you know May is the 
busiest month for new clients. Sorry. 


Ivo: So you’re saying no?


Colin: Correct, I can’t authorise that one. 


________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 
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Ivo: Collin, could I grab you for a second? 

 
Colin: Everything okay? 


Ivo: What? Oh. I’m fine, a bit down, but, it’s not about that. I need to book time off in 
May. It’s a big family… [lying] My brother’s getting married.


Colin: I didn’t know you had a brother— What dates are you looking at?


Ivo: Yes he lives over in France, so I need to book the week of the 17th off for the 
wedding. 


Colin: 17th, No can do I’m afraid, the wife and I are off to Benidorm. You can take an 
unpaid personal day for the wedding, but not the week. 


Ivo: So you’re saying no?


Colin: Correct, I can’t authorise that one.


________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Ivo: Collin, could I grab you for a second? 

 
Colin: Everything okay? 


Ivo: What? Oh. Not really, feel like shit really— I mean, I’m pretty down.


Colin: What’s on your mind?

 
Ivo: Do you ever feel like no matter how hard you try, you literally cannot do right for 
wrong? If I try do something for someone else, it blows up in my face. If I do something 
for myself then I end up alienating others.


Colin: I see, can’t say I know the feeling, but I’m human. Is there anything I can do to 
help?


Ivo: Well, I was thinking about going away for a week after April, just to, reset.


Colin: That sounds like a very good idea, Ivo. What date are you thinking?


Ivo: Parents have booked the 17th for a week - was going to tag along with them, I 
know it’s a bit sad but—


Colin: 17th is fine.


Ivo: Really?
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Colin: I had penciled that week in for myself, a little trip to Benidorm, but it can wait a 
week or two.


Ivo: Are you sure? I don’t want to be a bother.


Colin: I’ll put it in the diary. Get on with the Tax accounts, I’ll see you later.


Colin exits.  

Ivo: Bloody hell. Bloody, bloody hell. 


Joan enters 

Ivo: Bloody bloody hell Joan.


Joan: What’s all this swearing about then?


Ivo: Collin just let me have a week off in May!


Joan: Fuck off! Fucking fuck the fuck off. 


Ivo: And you tell me off for swearing?


Joan: Well, it’s a shitting miracle. 


Ivo:	 I know! 


Joan: I bet that’s put a spring in your step.


Ivo: Spring in my step? I feel like zebedee!


Joan: I’d better get the Panda-pops and Stereophonics to make this a truly memorable 
moment for you. 


Ivo: I’m gonna go message my mum! 


Joan: Yep. You’re still 12 inside. 


The phone rings. 
 
Joan: Hello, James and Son accountants, Joan speaking, how may I help you?… Oh 
Hello Zara… Yes, he’s here. Just texting his Mum… Still 12 inside! That’s what I said to 
him… How have you been anyway, I haven’t seen you since the Christmas Party… 


Ivo: Who is it?


Joan: It’s Zara. I was just about to tell her about your week off… [into the phone] His 
week off, for his holiday…


Ivo mouths and signs to Joan that he ‘hasn’t told her yet’ 
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Joan: Oh. I’ll put you though…


Joan mouths apologies to Ivo. Ivo picks up the phone.  

Ivo: No, I was going to tell you in person… No… It’s just me and my parents… It is… 
You’ll have to ask them if you want to come… They know we’re back together… I know… 
I don’t know how they found out… I know you didn’t want all the fuss. Don’t hang up… 
Zara… Please… great.


Joan: Sorry.


________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Joan: It’s Zara. I was just about to tell her about your week off… [into the phone] His 
week off, for his holiday…


Ivo mouths and signs to Joan that he ‘hasn’t told her yet’ 

Joan: Oh. I’ll put you though…


Joan mouths apologies to Ivo. Ivo picks up the phone.  

Ivo: Hey… Well… There’s no need for that… Maybe I needed some time. Perhaps I 
wanted a break from work, a break from home, a break from you… No… No I didn’t mean 
a break from you… I just mean… Zara… Hello… Great. 


Joan: Sorry. 

________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Joan: It’s Zara. I was just about to tell her about your week off… [into the phone] His 
week off, for his holiday…


Ivo mouths and signs to Joan that he ‘hasn’t told her yet’ 

Joan: Oh. I’ll put you though…


Joan mouths apologies to Ivo. Ivo picks up the phone.  

Ivo: Good morning. To what do I owe this honour?… Yes, mum and dad want to take 
me on holiday for some time to get my head straight… Collin said yes, I can’t believe it… 
Yeah! I think it will be so good for me too… You want me to come over tonight, but Friday 
night is usually your night with the girls?… Not complaining no, I’d love to see you 
tonight… Okay, I’ll come round to the house tonight. Bye, Great! 


Joan: Remember Ivo, Shagging releases your dolphins.
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Ivo: Joan. 


Joan: Sorry. 


Ivo: I’m seeing my girlfriend this evening. First Friday night since we got back together.  
 
Joan: Proud of you!  
 
Ivo: Holiday approved, relationship back on track — things are starting to look up.


Ivo gets back to work. Blackout.  

Scene 5 
Ivo’s dad is watching the TV while his mum is ironing. They have clearly lived this routine 
for the last few years.  

Nic: [Answering a quiz show on the tele] Elton John! 


Craig: It’s not bloody Elton John, he did the song for the film, thats all.


Nic: It is, remember because Ivo went to see it didn’t he, and his face was all over the 
posters.


Craig: Publicity, you think the idiot that came up with ‘Rocket Man’ could put together an 
opera…


Nic: Musical.


Craig: Whatever you want to call it. 


Nic: [Nicola was right] Told you. Elton John wrote Lion King, Aida and Billy Elliot the 
musical. 


Craig: Speaking of ponce’s - where is Ivo?


Nic: Craig! He’s probably seeing Zara, or on his way home. 


Craig: He needn’t bother. Anyway, better not be late for dinner— What we having again.


Nic: Chippy tonight. 
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Craig: You know, I never knew why they were called French fries, when they’re not 
cooked in France… They’re cooked in grease. 


Nicola throws a t-shirt at Craig. Ivo runs in, grabs a t-shirt from the pile of clothes and runs 
off stage to change.  

Craig: Nicola, the road runner just nicked your laundry. 


Nic: He was in a rush… [to Ivo] You alright darling?


Ivo: [off stage] Yeah. Not going to be in for dinner…


Craig: After your mum has slaved over a hot take-away menu all day. Gratitude. 


Ivo: [off stage] Good one dad. No I’ve got a date with Zara. Think she’s going to ask me 
to move back in.  
 
Nicola and Craig share a worried but supportive look.


Nic: That’s wonderful news, love. Will you be coming back tonight? 


Craig:	Yes, we need to know, your mums got a man coming over - wouldn’t want you to 
walk in on her and her toy boy.


Ivo: [off stage] I don’t know yet. I’ll text you and let you know. [running back on stage] 
But don’t wait up for me just in case. How do I look?


Craig: [sarcastic] With your eyes.


Nic: You look wonderful darling. 


Nicola hugs and fusses over him. 

Ivo: Gi’over 


Craig: You know you’d look better if you had a wash from time to time.


Ivo: You’re still not funny.


Nic: [getting emotional] My little boy is all grown up. Feel like I’ve waited forever for this.


Ivo: [not knowing what to say] Well, sorry for the wait. 


Craig: The weight? Are you trying to say your mother is fat?


They both look at him.  

Ivo: Could be worse, I could look like you and have the ultimate dad bod.


Craig: You say dad bod, to me it’s more of a father figure. 
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There is a silence where no one know what to say.  

Ivo: I’d better—


Craig: Sit down son. 


Ivo: What?


Craig: Just, sit down and hear me out. 


Nic: Craig?


Ivo sits - he’s never heard his dad being serious like this before. 

Craig: Do you love this girl? And I mean really love her?


Ivo: I do—


Craig: It’s never easy for a man to show his emotions. I envy you so much, In many ways 
you’re a bigger man than me. [pause] please don’t get your hopes up. Lower your 
expectations and be surprised if things go well for you, son. The last thing I want, is for 
you to see Zara tonight and have your dreams crushed for a second time.


Ivo: Dad I—


Craig: Please listen. What happened last time [pause] you saw how it effected your 
mother. It crushed me inside— I thought I’d failed as a parent for not keeping my boy 
safe.


Nic: Oh Craig—


Ivo: Dad—


Craig: What I’m saying is— if tonight doesn’t go your way. You come home, you come 
and see your mum and dad. We’ll always be here for you, no matter what. 


Ivo gets up and hugs his dad, then leaves.  

Craig: Bloody puff. 


Nic: I love you.


Craig: You can shut up as well. 


________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Ivo is sat - he’s never heard his dad being serious like this before. Ivo is anticipating an 
awkward conversation, and trying to avoid it. 
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Craig: Do you love this girl? And I mean really love her?


Ivo: I do—


Craig: It’s never easy for a man to show his emotions. I envy you so much in many way, 
you’re a bigger man than me—


Ivo: Dad, stop worrying, I know what you’re trying to say, and you don’t have to. Times 
have changed, and I know it was really hard for you growing up— you had to be a man 
and everything. 


Craig: Please don’t get your hopes up. Lower your expectations. 


Ivo: Honestly. She’s not going to break my heart. You don’t need to do this. 


Craig: I don’t need to do anything — I know. I care about you, Ivo. I am looking out for 
you. Just know that if anything happens, it isn’t your fault. You can only change your own 
future, not somebody else’s. 


Ivo: Thank you dad. I’ve got to go.


Craig grabs Ivo as he gets up to leave and pulls him into a hug.  

Craig: Don’t do anything stupid. I couldn’t bare to loose you. 


Ivo hugs his dad again, smiles at him and leaves.  

Nic: I love you.


Craig: Don’t you start.  

________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Ivo is sat - he’s never heard his dad being serious like this before. He is embarrassed. He 
has anticipated a difficult conversation and doesn’t want to have it.  

Craig: Do you love this girl? And I mean really love her?


Ivo: I do—


Craig: It’s never easy for a man to show his emotions.


Ivo: Dad, please don’t do this. 


Craig: Excuse me?


Ivo: You don’t need to have a big father and son moment with me. 
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Craig: I know I don’t need to. I want too. I have made so many mistakes in my past Ivo, 
I’ve cocked up and made a tit of myself. I’ve been depressed, and I’ve got out of it. I want 
to tell you— it gets better. I hope that this is a turning point for you. 


Ivo: Dad, please stop. It’s embarrassing. 


Nic: Ivo, listen to your father please. 


Craig: You are the best thing that has ever happened to me Ivo. I love you so much, and it 
broke my heart when you tried to kill yourself. It crushed me.


Ivo listens intently. 

Nic: Oh, Craig


Craig: I think I speak on behalf of me and your mother when I say — go into this 
cautiously.


Ivo: Dad—


Craig: [firmly] No, listen. This girl has pushed you to breaking point once, do not let it 
happen again. I don’t want you to go tonight, I don’t want you back with her— because if 
there is even 1% chance of it going wrong, I don’t want to risk loosing you. And your 
mother agrees. 


Nicola nods along. 

Ivo: Thank you. I know it can’t be easy to say that. I love you guys. If anything happens 
I’ll come straight home. 


Nic: Thank you love.


Craig: Now give your old man a hug. 


Ivo hugs his dad tightly like he never wants to let go, and whispers thank you into his ear. 
He kisses his mum on the cheek and leaves. 

Nic: I love you.


Craig: I love you too. [pause] Put the iron down, go and get changed, you look like a right 
tramp.


Nic: I’m only going to the chippy, they’ve seen me in worse. 


Craig:	What you and the fish boy get up to is your business, but I’ve decided to take you 
out to dinner tonight. 


Nic: But we never go out to eat, ‘an unnecessary expense’ you call it.
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Craig: Well, sounds like tonight is the night for love to be spontaneous. So get changed 
I’m going to take you to whatever restaurant you want.


Nic:	 Oh Craig, I love you!  

Nicola runs offstage to get changed. 

Craig: [shouting to Nic] Bring your purse down as well, I’m skint. 


Blackout.  

Scene 6 
Ivo lets himself in. Zara is on the sofa eating snacks and watching a film. Ivo comes in, 
kisses her on the lips and sits besides her.  

Ivo: Hey! Thanks for inviting me round. 


Zara: I hope you don’t mind, I’ve picked the film. It’s a bit of a chick flick but—


Ivo: I haven’t seen this one yet, so I don’t mind. Do you want me to get us a drink? 


Zara: There’s a bottle of wine in the fridge I go just for us. It’s your favourite one.


Ivo gets up to get the wine.  

Zara: Heard things are looking up at work?


Ivo: Like you wouldn’t believe. I can’t remember the last time Collin did anything 
remotely cockish. He’s been sound. Even approved my holiday request, can you believe 
it.


Zara: I was going to wait, but, bugger it… Ivo—


Ivo:	 Yes?


Zara: I have something I want to say. 


Ivo: Should I be worried?


Zara: With things looking up, I was thinking after your holiday— How would you like to 
move back in with me?
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Ivo: Really?


Zara: Yeah. It gives us just over a month, if everything goes well— Then, come back.


Ivo: 7 days a week?


Zara: 7 days a week! 


________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Ivo lets himself in. Zara is on the sofa eating snacks and watching a film. Ivo comes in, 
kisses her on the cheek and sits besides her.  

Ivo: Hey! Thanks for inviting me round. 


Zara: I hope you don’t mind, I’ve picked the film.


Ivo: Film? I thought we could maybe just talk?


Zara: The films just for background noise really. I did want to talk to you actually. Ivo—


Ivo: Let me go first. I have been a rubbish boyfriend to you, I promised I’d change and I 
didn’t. That’s my fault, not yours. I can’t change your future, but I can change my own. 
So, from this moment on, I’m going to sort my shit out, I’m going to spoil the living fuck 
out of you, and, I’m going to prove you made the right decision to have me back.


Zara: I’m so glad you said that.


Ivo: Really?


Zara: Really! Because— I want you to stop the night, and not on the sofa.


Ivo:	 Here?


Zara: I miss you Ivo, I want you back here. I— 


Ivo: Zara?


Zara: I want you to move back in Ivo! 


Ivo: Yes! Yes! Oh my god, Yes! 


They embrace. 

________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 
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Ivo lets himself in. Zara is on the sofa eating snacks and watching a film. Ivo comes in and 
sits besides her. He is very confident bordering on cocky.  

Ivo: Hey! Thanks for inviting me round. 


Zara: I hope you don’t mind, I’ve picked the film.


Ivo: The film can wait. I have something I need to say. 


Zara: Ooo, where’s mr confident come from.


Ivo: I’ve been thinking about this for a while, and It’s what we both want. I’m staying 
over tonight.


Zara: Okay.


Ivo: And if that goes well, I want to move back in.


There is a pause. 

Zara: I was going to ask you to come back! It’s so lonely without you! 


________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Ivo lets himself in. Zara is on the sofa eating snacks and watching a film. Ivo comes in, 
kisses her on the cheek and sits besides her.  

Ivo: Hey! Thanks for inviting me round. 


Zara: I hope you don’t mind, I’ve picked the film. It’s a bit of a chick flick but—


Ivo: I haven’t seen this one yet, so I don’t mind. Do you want me to get us a drink? 


Zara: There’s a bottle of wine in the fridge. 


Ivo gets up to get the drinks. 

Zara: I hear things are looking up at work, and you’ve got a holiday booked. 


Ivo:	 Yeah, I can’t believe it. Think I’m beginning to see the light at the end of the tunnel. 


Zara: I— [pause] Ivo, I have something I need to say to you. 


Ivo sits and looks enthusiastic, he’s played this scene over and over in his head - he’s sure 
what is coming.  
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Ivo: I’m listening. 


Zara: When is your holiday? 


Ivo: Holiday, 17th of May. 


Zara: So, just over a month away. Cool. I think a break will do you good.


Ivo: It’s long over due. Is that all you had to say?


Zara: Don’t rush me— It’s about the house. 


Ivo: You want me to move back in?


Zara: What? Oh. Sort of, listen to what I’ve got to say please. I’ve been thinking about 
how to do this for a while— I don’t want to rush to a decision or anything.


Ivo:	 No, I’ve been—


Zara:	 Ivo— Give me a second. [pause] I’m moving out of the house.


Ivo:	 You’re going back to Cambridge? 


Zara:	 [gives him a scornful look] I have found somewhere else to live, and wanted to let 
you know, that I will be moving out next Friday. 


Ivo: That’s fine. It will save us loads of money. We’ll be better off in the long run.


Zara:	 Ivo— don’t you see what I’m saying? There’s no us, no we. When we broke up, I 
slept with Danny. [pause] Did you hear me? [pause] Well, we never really stopped seeing 
each-other since then. It doesn’t seem fair me letting him move in to this place, so we’ve 
found somewhere together.  

Zara gets up and paces in silence. Ivo sits upset, gets out his phone and starts to dial his 
dad’s number to pick him up, then he gets a call. His voice is shaky. 

Ivo: Hi Collin… 17th yes… right… and there’s nothing you can do… right… brilliant… 
[agitated] No, no, it’s fine… bye.


Zara: Everything okay?


Ivo: Just as everything is looking up. What comes up must always come down. [holding 
back the tears] There’s the fucking holiday gone.


Ivo takes a breath the throws his phone in a vicious act of anger. Zara screams.  

Zara: I think you need to leave.
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Ivo: Believe me— I want to leave. The problem is, no matter where I go, I’m there. 
[loosing it] I can’t escape me can I. [Ivo takes a breath and calms himself] Thank you for 
the news. I should have seen it coming, but— [being the bigger person] I can only control 
my own future, no body else’s. Thank you for the time we had together but [pause] please
— please never contact me again. 


Ivo picks up his phone, looks at the screen and realises its broken.  

Ivo: Perhaps the walk home will do me good. Don’t want mum to worry. 


Zara: I’m sorry, Ivo. 


Ivo: You’ve got nothing to be sorry for. Have a good life. 


Ivo walks out with his head held high. Zara paces and should be visibly worried about him, 
but also questioning if she has done the right thing.  

  

Scene 7 
Back at his parents house. Ivo walks through the door looking broadly fine. There is a sofa 
and a small table with the house phone, besides it is a notebook.  

Ivo: Mum? Mum, are you home? 


Ivo ‘flops’ onto the sofa and buries his head into a pillow. After a moment of silence he 
just cries. After a single tear leaves his face he stops and proclaims.  

Ivo: For fuck sake. All this build up for a solitary fucking tear? Is that all it’s worth, 
months and months of absolute bullshit for what, a measly drop of water, are you actually 
for real. 


Ivo sits up and punch the pillow. Then frustratedly holds his head, and screams.  

Ivo: Empty, drained, vacant, desolate and deserted soul of mine. The one moment of 
solitude, the one chance for me to let go of everything locked up inside my fragile mind— 
fucked. I want so much just to let it all out, that I cry. Then I’m so fucking happy to get a 
single tear out of me, that I stop crying. All of this— this toxicity around me, this vulgar 
vile tormenting me. I was once a blank canvas. My dreams the initial sketch on the ever 
pure cloth. My life, each step carefully applying the delicate paints. The base, the texture, 
the colour. I should step back and be so amazed and overcome by the masterpiece of my 
existence — look what I’ve achieved, this is my magnum opus. No. Optimus Shite! It’s like 
I gave a monkey the brush and he chose to shove it up his arse. What a waste of a 
canvas, what a waste of a fucking life. Here I am. I have a heart that pumps blood. I have 
a brain that thinks. I have lungs that send oxygen all over my fully functioning body. But I 
am not alive. Not if this is what you call a life. I am a tiny, insignificant spec of dust, 
clinging to a rock hurtling through a vast and empty space. I am not unique, I am not 
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lucky. I am a result of an explosion billions of years ago - and the fire from that explosion 
is still burning bright inside of me. I am inconsequential. 


Ivo begins to get undressed but cannot muster up the energy - he falls to the floor crying 
uncontrollably.  

Ivo: What’s the fucking point. 
 
Ivo dramatically gets up and stumbles off stage, walking back with a bottle of pills and a 
bottle of vodka. He hastily empties the pills into his mouth and downs the bottle of vodka, 
before collapsing on the sofa besides the phone. He realises what he has done, he 
fumbles for the phone and dials a number - he is slowly fading.  
 
Ivo: Mum… M-mum… I’m home… I-I love… 


Ivo drops the phone on the floor and looses the remainder of his energy. 

Ivo: [mumbling] I love you


________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Ivo: I am not alive. Not if this is what you call a life. I am a tiny, insignificant spec of 
dust, clinging to a rock hurtling through a vast and empty space. I am not unique, I am 
not lucky. I am a result of an explosion billions of years ago - and the fire from that 
explosion is still burning bright inside of me. I am inconsequential. 


Ivo begins to get undressed but cannot muster up the energy - he falls to the floor crying 
uncontrollably.  

Ivo: What’s the fucking point.


Ivo dramatically gets up and stumbles off stage, walking back with a (collapsable) knife. He 
hastily jabs himself in the stomach, before collapsing on the sofa besides the phone. He 
realises what he has done, he fumbles for the phone and dials a number - he is slowly 
fading.  
 
Ivo: Mum… M-mum… help me mum… I’ve done something stupid. 


Ivo drops the phone on the floor and looses the remainder of his energy. 

Ivo: [mumbling] I love you


________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Ivo: I am not alive. Not if this is what you call a life. I am a tiny, insignificant spec of 
dust, clinging to a rock hurtling through a vast and empty space. I am not unique, I am 
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not lucky. I am a result of an explosion billions of years ago - and the fire from that 
explosion is still burning bright inside of me. I am inconsequential. 


Ivo begins to get undressed but cannot muster up the energy - he falls to the floor crying 
uncontrollably.  

Ivo: What’s the fucking point.


Ivo dramatically gets up and hastily removes his belt, he looks up at the ceiling to see if 
there is anywhere to hang - there isn’t. He places the belt around his neck and notices the 
notebook. He picks it up and begins to write a suicide note - as he does so he reads it out 
quietly. 

Ivo: ‘Dear mum and dad. I am sorry, but I cannot go on like this anymore. In a minute I 
will be free from the voices, from the pain and from you. I don’t have the energy anymore, 
I have nothing left to give. It’s better to burn out than fade away, I love you’ I love you.


Ivo tightens the belt around his neck and begins to asphyxiate - as he does so he realise 
his mistake and frantically fights against it before breaking free from the belt. He lays on 
the floor in panic. He breaks down crying.  

________________________________________________________________________________

FX / blackout / sound cue to signify the end of this ‘thought process’ and the scene 
resets. 

Ivo: I am not alive. Not if this is what you call a life. I am a tiny, insignificant spec of 
dust, clinging to a rock hurtling through a vast and empty space. I am not unique, I am 
not lucky. I am a result of an explosion billions of years ago - and the fire from that 
explosion is still burning bright inside of me. I am inconsequential. 


Ivo begins to get undressed but cannot muster up the energy - he falls to the sofa - he 
leans over picks up the phone and calls his parents. 

Ivo: Mum, it’s Ivo. Where are you… Can you come home please… I need you… I love 
you. 


Ivo curls into a ball on the sofa. Nic and Craig run on stage. Nic jumps onto the sofa next 
to him and holds him close, Craig stands behind them looking worried, but there for the 
two of them.  

Slow fade to black. 

End 
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This play is licensed through Elemental Theatre Company and may not be performed, advertised, 
rehearsed or announced without a complete and effective licence agreement. To request a licence 
visit www.elementaltheatre.com or e-mail at elementaltheatrecompany@gmail.com  
 
You may not make any additions, omissions and/or alterations to the play without written consent 
from the writer [this includes the title, dialogue, character names and stage directions].  
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