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Cast of Characters

Jacob: An older gentleman,

overweight, drunk

Bruce: Middle aged, not quite as

old as Jacob, but close. In

shape, wealthy



ACT I

Scene 1

We open on a stark, bare stage. A

single table, small and draped in a

black tablecloth, two wing back

chairs, two long stemmed wine

glasses, a bottle of wine resting

in a bucket. The bucket itself is

highly polished chrome. Everything

is stark and minimal. Hanging above

one chair, just barely in sight of

the audience is a hangman’s noose.

Off-stage we hear the laughter of

two men.

BRUCE

(off stage)

One more glass of wine?

JACOB

(off stage)

Just...just one.

BRUCE

(off stage)

Of course Jacob...just a single glass.

Two men enter. JACOB, is an older,

fatter man. HE is laughing louder

then HIS companion, upon whom HE

must lean. HE is obviously drunk

and HIS laughter is interspersed

with hiccups. HE is dressed in an

"okay" suit. A season or two out of

fashion, made of cheaper materials.

JACOB’S companion is BRUCE. BRUCE

is younger, leaner, and although HE

appears to be drunk as well, there

is a mean glint in HIS eye that

suggests otherwise. Bruce is

attired in a much finer, nicer

suit.

BRUCE leads JACOB to one of the

wing back chairs and then sits down

in the other. JACOB is studying the

bottle of wine but hasn’t yet

reached for it.

(CONTINUED)
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JACOB

So...

(hiccup)

this is it?

BRUCE

This is what, old friend?

JACOB

(hiccuping)

The great wine cellar you wouldn’t shut up about.

BRUCE

(confused)

That I wouldn’t shut up about? I only mentioned it once.

JACOB

Maybe you haven’t mentioned it but don’t play coy with me

"old friend", you know everyone has been abuzz about this

mysterious cellar you’ve been building.

BRUCE

I have no idea what you are talking about.

JACOB snorts at this and shakes HIS

head, and starts to stand.

JACOB

If you brought me here just to toy with me, I have better

things I could be doing.

Suddenly BRUCE is standing too,

holding out a hand to stop JACOB.

BRUCE

Jacob, you are drunk and we know that when you get drunk you

get angry and you get reckless. Please sit down. I’m not

toying with you, I just didn’t know my remodeling plans were

the talk of the town.

JACOB

(laughing)

Oh, but they have been Bruce. Only a year after your

daughter’s death and suddenly you are remodeling her bedroom

into a wine cellar? How could it NOT be the talk of the

town?

BRUCE looks away as JACOB mentions

HIS daughter, closing HIS eyes. HE

then turns HIS attention back to

matters at hand and the guest at

the table.

(CONTINUED)
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BRUCE

I had no idea I was that popular.

JACOB

You aren’t Bruce.

BRUCE

But you just said...

JACOB

I mean no disrespect Bruce, but it’s the truth. The past

year, you’ve been a hermit. Avoiding the parties, the

tastings...

BRUCE

Only because those throwing the parties and the tastings are

useless, brain dead sorority girls who don’t know a Chateau

Palmer Margaux from a Clos du Bois Chardonnay. The

"celebrity" chefs they hire cannot cook a simple meal nor do

the sommeliers know how to pair them.

(Beat)

Unlike you. You, my friend, you are a...a master.

JACOB waves this off with false

modesty.

BRUCE

(continued)

It’s true, your years of experience, the pairings, some

unusual and unconventional, but always perfect, your reviews

in the Times and the Post. Well, it’s obvious I am not alone

in recognizing your mastery.

JACOB

You flatter me, but...

JACOB shrugs and laughs a little,

again in false modesty.

BRUCE

You, you are the reason I built this!

JACOB

What is this exactly? If it is a wine cellar then it is

severely under-stocked.

JACOB laughs and motions to the one

bottle on the table. This time

Bruce joins him.

BRUCE

No my friend, this is my tasting room. The Jacob Montalcino

Tasting room.

(CONTINUED)
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JACOB

(visibly moved by this)

You named your tasting room, after me?

BRUCE

Of course I did. As I said, you are a testament to fine

taste and

(beat as HE glances down at JACOB’S

obviously cheaper suit)

elegance.

JACOB

Again, you flatter me.

BRUCE shrugs

BRUCE

You were also one of Laura’s favorite people, God rest her

soul.

(makes the sign of the cross)

JACOB

God rest her soul.

(mimicking the sign of the cross but

sloppily)

BRUCE

(uncorking the bottle of wine)

You were there, weren’t you?

JACOB

Where?

BRUCE

Now who is playing coy? At Laura’s last party.

JACOB

(starting to get uncomfortable)

Umm, I, I don’t rightly recall.

BRUCE

Jacob, I know your memory is like a steel trap. It is one

thing that IS admirable about you. NO matter how much wine

your brain soaks up, it never forgets a party.

JACOB

Speaking of parties,

(glancing off stage)

Won’t your guests be wondering where we have disappeared

too?

(CONTINUED)
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BRUCE

(Waving off JACOB’S objection)

Angela will make sure they know we needed a moment or two of

privacy. To reminisce and honor my beloved daughter.

Bruce pours a glass of wine for

Jacob and then a glass for himself.

HE picks up the glasses and even

though HE can simply hand it to

JACOB, HE makes a big show of

walking it over to HIS friend. HE

continues to walk, stopping just

behind the chair JACOB is sitting

in and raises HIS glass in toast.

BRUCE

To Laura!

JACOB

To Laura!

JACOB quickly drains HIS glass of

wine, but Bruce hasn’t even touched

HIS yet, still holding the glass up

in toast.

BRUCE

And to one day finding her killer.

At this JACOB coughs and almost

doubles over, HIS eyes wide. HE

tries to gain HIS composure, but it

isn’t quickly coming. HE

straightens up a little and looks

over at Bruce.

JACOB

Her...killer? Bruce, what happened to Laura was an accident.

Bruce turns away from the audience

and looks down at JACOB, seated,

HIS eyes flashing in anger and in

rage.

BRUCE

An accident? An accident! How does a sixteen year old girl

get as drunk as she got and then is allowed to drive by

ACCIDENT?

JACOB

(shaken by this)

That’s...that’s not what I meant Bruce what I meant was...

(CONTINUED)
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BRUCE

(Waving him off again and sitting down

shaking his head)

No, no you’re right. Of course you are.

(takes a deep breath and gathers himself

up)

Jacob, what is your greatest fear?

JACOB

(taken back by this question)

What?

BRUCE

Your greatest fear, what is it? Mine was losing my daughter,

outliving her. I think that is every parent’s greatest fear.

But you, you have no family, no children, no spouse or

partner. You live alone in this world.

JACOB

(stiffening)

I am not alone.

BRUCE

(laughing)

I suppose not, you do have your circle of friends don’t you.

Those hanger ons who circle you like carrion circling a

rotting corpse. Who hang around you, only because your

reputation, unearned at that, grants you access to parties

where booze and drugs flow freely.

JACOB

(standing up)

That’s enough! I’m leaving

In one deft movement, Bruce is also

up and has grabbed a hold of

JACOB’S arm and is forcing him

down, back down to HIS chair.

BRUCE

Sit down, shut up and listen!

The older man starts to stand

again, but the drink, the obvious

drunkenness and age makes him an

easy target. Bruce pushes JACOB to

the chair, laughing as the old man

tries to fight him. There is a cold

gleam in HIS eye as HE towers above

the older man, almost daring him to

try again.

(CONTINUED)
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JACOB

Bruce? What are you doing?

(beat)

HELP! Someone please, help!

The man’s cries for help aren’t

answered and Bruce slaps him.

BRUCE

I told you, to SHUT UP!

JACOB

(sniveling a little)

What...what are you doing?

BRUCE

Your greatest fear? What is it?

JACOB

Why are you doing this?

BRUCE

What is your GREATEST FEAR?

JACOB

(pleading)

Bruce?

BRUCE

Answer me dammit!

(another hard slap)

I told you mine, now tell me YOURS!

JACOB

TO DIE! TO DIE ALONE! Are you happy now? Is this what you

wanted to hear? Now why are you doing this?

BRUCE

Am I happy?

(laughing)

Am I happy? No, I will never again be happy, the reason for

my happiness is dead, dead because of you

JACOB

I didn’t kill Laura!

BRUCE

Don’t lie to me. I know you did.

JACOB

Bruce, I would never have hurt Laura, I’m...

(CONTINUED)
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BRUCE

(interrupting)

The only reason she went is because you were there, her

"Uncle Jacob". She would have never associated with those

people if you hadn’t been there. You got her drunk and then

let her drive home drunk. You are the reason I am living out

my greatest fear, and now I will be the reason you live out

yours.

JACOB

What...Bruce, what are you talking about?

BRUCE

We both know the truth, don’t we "Uncle Jacob"? We both know

that Laura wasn’t behind that wheel.

JACOB

Bruce, you are my oldest friend, and I’m going to tell you

this out of my love for you. You are letting your grief

blind you.

BRUCE

Jacob, Jacob, Jacob.

(Shaking HIS head)

Jacob, you bought off the police when they showed up at the

accident. Did you think $10,000 would be enough to silence

them forever? Did you ever consider that someone might pay

them more to tell the truth?

JACOB

(A sudden moment of fear)

The...truth?

(Trying to put up a brave front)

What is truth Bruce? How do you know those men didn’t lie to

you? To tell you whatever story you wanted to hear.

BRUCE

(HIS eyes narrow)

Because I know you Jacob. I’ve known you for 30 years and I

know that you never let anyone else drive, no matter how

drunk you are. I remember the parties where you insisted on

driving home despite how drunk you were. I know that you

were at that party and that the taxi company records picking

you up just a few miles from the site of the accident. I

know all of this, because I know my best friend and I knew

my daughter. I know who was more likely to drive drunk.

(A beat)

Tell me Jacob, is dying alone truly your greatest fear?

JACOB

Yes, of course it is! Who wants to die alone?

(CONTINUED)
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BRUCE

(hissing)

You lie! I think your greatest fear is the truth. I think

your greatest fear is being found out. But I’ve taken care

of that.

Bruce reaches into HIS jacket and

pulls out a sealed envelope.

JACOB

What, what is that?

BRUCE

(setting HIS still full glass of wine on

the table in front of JACOB)

Did you enjoy the wine Jacob?

JACOB

Bruce, what are you doing? Bruce, let me go and we’ll forget

this ever happened.

BRUCE

DID YOU ENJOY THE WINE?

JACOB

YES! Is that what you want me to say? Yes it was a fine

wine.

BRUCE

(smiling)

I’m glad you did Jacob, because that glass of wine, was the

last glass of wine you’ll ever have.

JACOB

Bruce, what is that?

BRUCE

This is a letter Jacob, confessing your part in my

daughter’s death. Now, a year later, you are so distraught,

that you have come here, to her room, to have one more glass

of wine...one last glass of wine, before you make amends for

your sins.

JACOB

You’re mad! You’re going to kill me in cold blood?

Bruce reaches up and pulls down the

noose.

JACOB

(Continued)

Bruce? Bruce you’re my oldest friend, what are you doing?

(CONTINUED)
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BRUCE

I’m not going to kill you Jacob. In fact I’m going to leave

you now. Leave you alone. Alone with this rope, alone with

the confession that we both know is true, and alone with

this very fine wine.

Bruce picks up HIS long forgotten

glass and drains it in one gulp.

BRUCE

I can see why it’s your favorite Jacob, it IS a very fine

wine.

Bruce turns and exits, leaving

JACOB staring at the bottle of wine

and the letter laid out in front of

him. JACOB starts to stand and then

falls back into HIS chair. HE picks

up the letter and opens it, pulling

out the letter and begins to read.

HE begins to cry as HE reads. Fade

to black.


