PASSION FISH

MaryAlice:
Alright. Game’s over.

Chantelle:
What game?

MaryAlice:
Where’d you put all the liquor?

Chantelle:
I threw it out.

MaryAlice:
It’s in the trash?

Chantelle:
I poured it out.  Bottles are in the bin.

MaryAlice:
You poured it out?

Chantelle:
The recycle people don’t want nothin’ left in the bottles.

MaryAlice:
Look, Chantelle, I am not ready for this.  When I get stronger, I’ll quit drinking.  

Chantelle:
If you keep drinking, you will not get any stronger.

MaryAlice:
Okay.  Okay.  The deal was 24 hours, right?  I’ve already done that.  Ernie’s closes by 9:00.

Chantelle:
I’m not getting you any more.

MaryAlice:
What?

Chantelle:
You want it, you get it yourself.

MaryAlice:
I can’t drive.

Chantelle:
That’s something to work towards, isn’t it.

MaryAlice:
Don’t hand me that condescending bullshit.  Just go and get me some fucking wine.

Chantelle:
Listen to you.

MaryAlice:
No.  You listen to me.  I hired you.  I want you to do what I tell you.

Chantelle:
Dream on, girl.

MaryAlice:
Who made you the fucking warden?

Chantelle:
Who made you queen of the whole world?  You sit around, feeling sorry for yourself…you miserable, tv watching, dried-up old witch.  You can’t even go more than a day without a drink, and you’re not even a drunk yet.  You’re just fucking spoiled.  Most mornings I wake up, I wanna get high so bad I can’t breathe.  

MaryAlice:
Cocaine is different.

Chantelle:
Bullshit.  What do you know about it?

MaryAlice:
Where are you going?

Chantelle:
I am going away from you.  I don’t want to be around your shit anymore, understand?  Away from you.

