Getting Date night right.

Scene one.

A lounge and bedroom of a small terraced house.  In the lounge, a girl in her late teens sits watching a trashy American programme like 'Dance moms of La'. A man in his 50's. Stands nearby drinking a beer. 
 In the bedroom next door, a woman in her mid-40's stands in front of a mirror. She tries a dress on, looks sad, and whips it off. This goes on some time as she tries various things on. Then she goes through the same thing with shoes. The action carries on as the man talks to the teenage girl. 

Man: So...they all do a competition at the end then?

Girl: (without looking up) Yeah and then they usually get into a fight. 

Man: Physical fight?

Girl: No, like bitching really bad. 

Man: Oh. Interesting. 

Pause as the show carries on.

And that one is. She's got slot of jewellery on.

Girl: Yeah blinged up. 

And are you studying... you were at school ..?

Girl: A levels now.

Man: Ah yes of course. Of course. 

Short pause 

And are you enjoying the course?

Girl: Yeah it's cool.

Pause 

Man: Sweetheart! You ready?

Woman: (from off) Nearly. 

Man: And do you ... do you still do erm ballet?

Girl: Nah have that up about six years ago.

Man: Ah, I see. Wow. Time flying  

(Shouting to wife next door)

 You ready darling? 

The man walks into the bedroom

Husband: Come on! Why are you taking so long? The babysitter has already been here forty five minutes. 

Wife:  I know but I can't rush. I've spent all day rushing around. Everything I try on looks shit. 

Husband: It doesn't!

Wife: It does. I don't know how to dress anymore.

Husband: That looks nice, what you've got on now

Wife: It doesn't. I look frumpy, old. I don't know what goes with what anymore. I'm dressing in the same old style. 

Husband: Well hurry up! At this rate the whole evening will be gone and it takes an hour just to get there. 

She throws the dress off and tries on another. 

Husband: That one. That one’s nice. Wear that one. 

Wife: No no no.

She tries to get it off but it gets stuck over her head. 

Help me!

Husband: Now what?

Wife: I'm stuck. Shit, get me out of here. Help. I can't breathe. Oh my god, oh my god!

Husband: Just relax. Here let me do it.

The wife flays around hysterically with the dress still caught over her head.

Wife: Get it off me! I'm feeling claustrophobic. Get it off.

Husband: I'm trying but it won't budge 

Wife: Well try harder 

The girl in the lounge looks round and hears the noise but carries on watching the TV. 

Husband: This is ridiculous. We're going to be late. I mean is there actually any point in going now?

Wife: Just get the sodding thing off.

The husband manages to get it to on her forehead so we can see her face now. 

Wife: It's this bit! Pull 

He tries to pull it off her forehead 

Wife: Ow... you're gonna scalp me stop? 

Husband: We're going to have to cut you out.

 Wife: No! This was £250 and I wasn't even going to wear it!

Husband: Well you are now. I'll get the scissors.

He leaves the bedroom and goes back into the lounge to look for the scissors. 

Wife: I knew this was a bad idea. ‘Date night'. I only suggested it because Sharon was doing it. 'You'll re - connect' We should have just stayed in like most sensible people and watched another Netflix series. We know that. It suits us. We don't need to travel halfway across London to some fancy restaurant to feel happy. 

Husband: Scissors!  Scissors. (Shouting out) Where have you put the scissors? 

Wife: Middle drawer of cabinet. 

He carries on searching. The girl looks uncomfortable. 

Girl: Do you still want me to stay?

Husband: Yes, yes of course.

Girl: Cos I have to be back by ten. Are you counting the time from when I arrived or from when you leave? 

Husband: Of course, yes, your mum said. And we'll pay you from the moment you arrived of course. Erm, you haven't seen any scissors around have you?

Girl: No. 

He suddenly finds them and accidentally nips his finger on them.

Husband: Bastard fucking, sorry! Can you. Would you mind getting me a tea towel please? 

Wife: What's going on? Where's the scissors? 

Husband: Hang on! Little accident.

The girl goes off, comes back with a tea towel and without even looking at him hands it him and sits down. 

 The husband goes into the bedroom. 

Wife: What the?

Husband: It’s alright. I’m fine. Let’s just get this dress off.

Wife: Ooh you really know how to get a girl going.

Husband: Shut up will you? I’m looking at a weird Botox face here and trying to remember the face I fell in love with.

Wife: Try not to drip any blood on me.

Husband: Right let’s just…if I can get in here and then this bit.

He cuts her bit by bit out of the dress. He accidently cuts a big chunk out of her hair at the back but doesn’t tell her.

Wife: What? What is it?

Husband: Nothing darling, nothing. There! Did it! 

Wife: Oh my God. Thank God for that. I thought I was going to suffocate. You know how claustrophobic I get anyway. It was awful. I haven felt like that since I got stuck in the Ann summer’s corset. Do you remember?

Husband: Yes I do. Right hurry up will you?

Wife: Do we have to go out?

He gives her a hard stare.

Fine. I get it.
She quickly shoves on the nearest dress to her and puts some shoes on. She flattens her hair at the front still not noticing the chunk missing at the back and they walk out to the lounge.

Husband: O.K ….

Wife: Her name’s Charlie. Hello Charlie?

Girl: Hello Mrs Roberts.

Husband: We will see you soon.

We suddenly hear a child crying out from offstage. The wife goes to leave and he looks at her and she stays.

We won’t, as planned be going to the South bank now as it’s…well, I don’t think we will make it there in back in time, but we will be going to the nearest pub, which happens to not be that near either, so we will see you at ten pm on the dot. Give the kids crisps, fizzy drinks, and talk all night to your boyfriend on the phone. I don’t care. Whatever makes life easy for you? We’ll get you your money on the way back.

Wife: Oh forgot to say that cash point round the corner isn’t working.

Short pause.

Husband: So we’ll actually be walking much further than anticipated. Fine. See you later.

The husband and wife leave.


Scene two.

A small dingy pub. They sit on very tiny stools hugging half pints of lager.

Wife: Well at least we’re out.

Husband:-

Wife: Shame about the de-tour. Sorry.

Husband: Yes.

Wife: I don’t know why, but that group keep looking at me over there. Any idea why?

Husband: No idea.

Wife: Have I got something on my face?

Husband: Course not.

Wife: Strange. 

She takes a sip from her beer.

So how long have we got?

Husband: Fifteen minutes.

Wife: Is that all?

Husband: That is all.

Wife: Don’t know where the evening has gone.

Husband: No.

Wife: Look I’m sorry.

Husband: I just wanted to have a night out. A treat. Life has got so…

Wife: Boring?

Husband: No. Yes. Not with you just-

Wife: It’s alright. I get it.

Husband: Maybe you’re right. Netflix, good bottle of wine. Why did I want more than that?

Wife: Want another?

Husband: No. Don’t think we’ve got time.

Wife: Date night can go to hell as far as I’m concerned.
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He looks sadly at her.

Husband: Yeah, I guess it did.

The husband sadly drinks the last dregs of his drink and goes to walk out. The wife looks concerned and follows him slowly out.
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