
                         BUSY by Colby Malone 
 
Deb:  (Sings RAINDROPS KEEP FALLING ON MY HEAD or any other song loudly and not very 
well).  
 
Jane:  (Tries to do her Statistics homework).  
 
(This goes on while Jane squirms and Deb is really into her singing).  
 
Jane: Deb, do you mind? 
 
Deb:  Oh, Jane, I didn’t think I was disturbing you!  I was just filled with good vibes and had to 
bust into song.  
 
Jane:  Well, could you just bust into silence?  I’m working on my statistics assignment.  
 
Deb:  Really?  Really? 
 
Jane:  Yes, really. I need to concentrate. This stuff isn’t a piece of cake you know.  
 
Deb:  But, Jane, I’m feeling the spirit. And nowadays that doesn’t happen very often. And I 
wanted to share it with you. I really do. (She sings).  
 
Jane:  Deb. Forget it ok? 
 
Deb:  I can’t do that.  You need to relax. (She sings again).  
 
Jane:  You are driving me crazy woman! 
 
Deb:  I’m flowing in the stream. Come flow with me.  
 
Jane:  No.  
 
(Silence) 
 
Deb: (starts singing quietly again while Jane tries to keep working).  
 
Jane:  Ok. That’s it.  
 
Deb:  Oh what do you mean? 
 
Jane:  I mean I am tired of dealing with your spiritual adventures. I am tired of dealing with your 
ultra vegan stuff in the refrigerator. I’m tired of dealing with your drug dealer boyfriends.  



 
Deb:  What? I don’t understand.  
 
Jane:  Well, let me explain it to you. I don’t want to go on your journeys. Your whimsical stoned 
journeys. My absolutely normal boyfriend and I want to just continue to be normal. Deb, you are 
charming. Truly charming. But you are the ultimate space cadet. And. Hello. I want to stay firmly 
rooted on earth. This earth.  
 
Deb:  Oh baby. That’s your loss. But I still love you. (She sings again).  
 
Jane:  Ok. That does it!  Shut up, Jane!  Take your crystals and your beads and your strange 
wafting smells and move out!   Out!   Out! 
 
Deb:  But, Jane … 
 
Jane:  No!  I friggin pay your rent!  You don’t!  I friggin put up with your spiritual journeys!  I’m 
done. So go. Now.  
 
Deb:  And what about our sexual relationship?  I put up with your sexual neurosis. Doesn’t that 
mean anything?  
 
Jane:  That’s over.  
 
Deb:  No it’s not.  (PAUSE). Is it? 


