PAGE  
2

The setting is a nightclub.  There is a band in the background…  (Maybe this is done as a video on a screen as the scene starts.)

We have a girl (Jane) at a table with a friend or two of hers.  She is making eyes at a guy (Bill) working for the band (running a console, looking somewhat important).  He is returning those eyes.

Band:

Ladies and Gentlemen, we are going to take a short break here, and we will be back in about 15 minutes.   Please remember to tip your bartenders and waitresses, they are out there working hard for you…

(The girls friends both excuse themselves and get up and leave – probably heading to the ladies room – girls always go together right?  The girl and boy lock eyes, and he moves over to her table.)

Bill:

Hi, my name is Bill.

Jane:


Hi Bill, I’m Jane.

Bill:

I’m on break right now, and I’ve got a few minutes.  May I join you?

Jane:

Sure.

(She moves a hand to indicate the space –right- next to her.)

Have a Seat.

(Bill takes the seat, and leans in to talk to her.  It’s not overly close, but close enough to indicate definite interest.)

Bill:

So, I’ve never been in this town before, other than this place, what’s fun here?

Jane:

Well, you mean during the day?  Let’s see, Well, there’s…

(As Jane starts into the list of what’s fun, we shift our attention to someone that’s “at the bar” drinking with his buddies.   It is important that “the bar” be on the opposite side of the stage from where Bill is working.  He catches sight of Jane talking to someone, and beer in hand begins to stumble over to the table, he is obviously a little drunk.)

The go kart track is always a blast, and if you are into putt-putt, the 8th hole at Wally’s Put is a bitch…   It can also be interesting down at the wharf….  There are some cool shops, and there are always people fishing there, and…

Drunk:

(He has gotten to the table and tries to position himself between Bill and Jane   He starts to talk at Bill.)

Hey…   You talkin’ to MY WOMAN?  Cause.. if you are… (in as menacing a way as he can muster in his inebriated state) I’m gonna haffta kill you.

Bill:

Yes, as a matter of fact, I AM talking to (sarcastically) “YOUR WOMAN”

(then turning the word into a schoolteacher type correction)

actually, shouldn’t that be “Girlfriend”.  Unfortunately, in this country it’s illegal to own people, so she really isn’t “yours” is she?

(Pause here as Drunk attempts to collect his thoughts to reply, but Bill continues just at about the time he’s got a retort.)  

For someone that’s supposed to have a relationship with her, aren’t you are pretty insecure about her talking to me…  and doesn’t that imply that you don’t TRUST her at all?   I’ve often found that relationships that don’t have any trust don’t survive.

(Another pause to let it sink in, shorter this time he continues just as Drunk is about to open his mouth.)

In any case, if you want to “own” her, and you don’t “trust” her, well, your relationship has WAY bigger problems than her talking to me…

 Frankly, I’m surprised that she tolerates this kind of Neanderthal behavior from you.   Why don’t you try talking (shifting the focus to Jane as he says this:) to her for a change…

Oh, and as for killing me…

(Drunk perks up as he thinks a challenger is coming  but Bill says in an offhand sort of careless way to rub in…)

well, I work for the band, and today when we loaded in?  I made a point of making friends with that big guy over there at the door.  And it’s his job to keep me alive so that the band can get back onstage, so if you REALLY need to try to kill me, well, go ahead… Do what ya gotta do..

(Drunk is stunned, and froths a bit, unclear of how to proceed since he has been cut off at the knees…  Bill turns to Jane and continues in a sort resigned maybe even depressed tone:)

Jane:  I’ve got to get back to work in a few minutes.  It was a real pleasure almost getting to know you.   I’d invite you to have an interesting conversation with your (icky taste in mouth as he says this) boyfriend here…

(Bill starts to get up)

I personally think you are a pretty intriguing woman.   I hope things work out well for you.   Take care.

(Bill leaves, and he is done.  He never looks back.)

Drunk:

Yeah! (Pointing a finger at Bill as he leaves, obviously posturing)  Fucking asshole.  (Pause as nothing else comes to his head) Take that!

(He turns and head back to the bar and his friends there leaving Jane all alone.)

Jane:

(she pauses, and goes thru a head shaking, soul searching process)

Well…

Ok… 

(Looking at her Boyfriend safely back at the bar)

Wow,

(she gets up Looks both to the Bills, and the Drunk boyfriends side of Stage, maybe back and forth a few times)

What…

(At this moment, we see the lightbulb go off in her head…  This is the moment she realizes that she is indeed, NOT owned by the drunken boyfriend…This is her obviously MAKEING A DECISION and so looking at the boyfriend…)

An Asshole.

 (Then she heads off towards Bills side of the stage.  This is representative of a new direction in life, new self awareness, but as Bill has been the messenger or catalyst, it ought to be somehow clear that she is NOT going after Bill  (the messenger NEVER! gets anything good…)  The last line is optional depending on how obvious our actress is in sharing this “lightbulb” with the audience.)

This…

Could be..

Interesting.

Fade to black.

