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1.

Cast of Characters

BELLA:    30's

WALT:           50's 

GENE:    30's

 

Place
Bar

Time
1 AM



2.

Setting: This short one-act play takes place in an old pub that has 
been around for more than half a century.  The only light in the 
place is from the bar lights and a bulb over the front door entrance.

At Rise:  The play opens with Walt standing behind the bar and Bella 
sitting on a stool in front of the bar.
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BELLA:  I'll have another hit of the fine stuff, Walt.

WALT (friendly):  Isn't it passed your bedtime yet?

BELLA:  One more...divvy up.

Walt pours shot.

WALT:  This one's on the house.

BELLA:  Should be.  Seems I'm the only one keeping your house 
running.

WALT:  ...You know...I heard something.

BELLA:  Yeah, what ya hear?

WALT:  I wasn't gonna tell ya.

BELLA:  Don't.  I learned it's best to go with one's own original 
impulse.  Second thoughts lead to disaster.

WALT:  Okay, alright.

(pause.)

BELLA (friendly):  You're a jerk.

WALT:  I know it.

BELLA:  Ya gonna tell me or not?

WALT:  It's a bad idea.

BELLA (teasingly):  Life is a bad idea.  Get talking.

WALT (cautiously):  Okay, alright...Gene's back in town.

BELLA:  Is he?

WALT:  That's what I heard.

BELLA:  And is that supposed to be considered newsworthy?

WALT:  I only thought – 

BELLA:  Why would I care about Gene being back in town?  You know I 
thought we had a real friendship going on here for a moment.  Telling 
me about Gene, 

Enters Gene, without Bella noticing, from the front door 
entrance.
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BELLA (cont'd):  like Gene is supposed to mean something. Ha!  If I 
saw Gene I'd spit right in his face, right between th' eyes and watch 
my glob of spit run all the way down to the tip of his nose.  The 
prick.  Don't tell me about Gene.

GENE:  Can I tell you about Gene?

Bella turns to see Gene.

WALT:  I don't want no trouble Gene.

GENE:  I'm not making any trouble.

WALT:  Bar's closed.

GENE:  It's always closed Walt.  I'll have a shot of anything. 
Please.

Bella signals to Walt that it's okay.

Gene sits beside Bella.

Walt pours a shot.

WALT:  I mean it, Gene.

Gene downs his shot and taps his glass.

Walt pours another.

Gene downs it and taps his glass.

Walt looks at Bella who nods.

Walt pours another shot and Gene
holds his hand around it.

GENE:  That evens the playing field a bit.

BELLA:  You'll never even the playing field.

GENE:  Good to see you like always Bella.

BELLA:  Wish I could say the same, but I can't.

GENE:  Wish you could say the same too.

Pause.  Gene stares at Bella.

BELLA:  Quit staring at me.

GENE:  You used to love it when I stared at ya.
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BELLA:  What do you want Gene?

GENE:  I just come for a drink.

BELLA:  So have your drink.

GENE:  Can't we talk?

BELLA:  What's there to talk about?

GENE:  Loads of things.

BELLA:  Ha!  I'll bet.

GENE:  I'll talk to you about anything you want.

BELLA:  Who said I want to talk to you?

GENE:  You've been talking to me since I first stepped foot in here.

BELLA:  That doesn't mean I want to talk to you.

GENE:  Oh.  I didn't know that.

BELLA:  You know now.

GENE:  Okay.  I won't talk to you then.  Ready?

BELLA:  Ready for what?

GENE:  To stop talking.

BELLA:  (shrugs her shoulders)

GENE:  Starting...now...

Pause.

Gene taps his glass.  Walt pours him another
shot.  Gene downs it.  Taps his glass again.
Walt pours another round.  Gene looks at Bella.

Gene starts to whistle.

WALT:  Don't start that whistling nonsense.  

GENE:  Sorry Walt, didn't know whistling bothered you so.

WALT:  Any high pitched whistle does, especially coming from you.

GENE:  You don't like me anymore Walt?
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WALT:  I never liked ya.

GENE:  That's not true.

WALT:  It sure is!

GENE:  I was raised in this bar.

WALT:  Don't mean nothing.

GENE:  Sure it does.

WALT:  Don't mean nothing when you throw it all away!

GENE:  ...Yeah...(downs his shot)

Gene taps his glass.

WALT:  That's enough for you.

GENE:  Come on, one more you cheap bastard.

WALT:  Don't you fucking dare it!!

BELLA:  Walt...Walt...it's okay, please...just give him what he 
wants.

GENE:  That's mighty kind of you, Bella.  You heard her Walt, be kind 
now.

Walt pours another shot.  Gene drinks it down
and taps his glass again for another.  Walt
looks at Bella and then reluctantly pours
Gene another.

Gene stares into his glass.

Pause.

GENE:  Ahh, there it is, finally, the good ole stare into the glass 
to see what's at the bottom...and what is it?  I know what's at the 
bottom.  I've been to the bottom of the sea...I was on a wooden raft 
for three weeks once; about one hundred miles off the coast of 
Bermuda.  During that time I survived on canned beans and 
rainwater...and I said my goodbyes...but, it all changed you see...as 
fate would have it, a humpback whale visited me on the seventh day. 
At first I thought he'd make a meal of me, but instead he became my 
companion.  Day or night, he swam slowly by my side, never once 
abandoning me.  We'd talk for hours, keeping each other company from 
one day into the next.  I would tell him all about my life, my 
wrongs, my rights and I felt him listening...his eyes were the most 
truthful eyes I'd ever known...that was until I realized who they 
reminded me of...Bella...
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GENE (cont'd):  Bella's eyes were the most magnetic pair of eyes you 
could ever be lucky enough to experience...eyes that were deep with 
understanding...knowing.  Well, once that realization came over me, I 
was gone, gone with all my lies and sorry for all my mistakes.  I 
shared my heart with my new sea friend 'cause I had nothing else to 
lose but my integrity and I fought for every inch of it on the open 
sea by sharing every mistake and asking for a second chance so that I 
can ask you again Bella, just once more, so that I may ask you for 
your forgiveness, for all that I've done.  I didn't stop fighting for 
you Bella, right until my sea friend swam me back to land and you can 
believe me or not but the truth is, I stand here before you a changed 
man.  (he drinks from his shot glass)

BELLA:  What you putting in his drink, Walt?

WALT:  Not anything different.

BELLA:  It's getting late enough.  I'll say goodnight Walt.

WALT:  Goodnight, Bella.

Bella walks out of the bar.

GENE:  I love her, Walt.

WALT:  Sure you do, son.

GENE:  I love her so much.

WALT:  I know you do, son.  Here I'll give you one on the house.

Walt pours liquor into the shot glass
for Gene.

Gene drinks it and makes his way out of the bar.

GENE:  Thanks for the story, Walt.

WALT:  Gene!  ...Was any of it true?

GENE:  All of it was.

WALT:  I was hoping so...

Gene leaves the bar.

END OF PLAY


