

WHO SAID THAT?


FORMAT:



One Act Play.

PERIOD/TIME:


Contemporary.

SETTING:



Irish Bar.
NUMBER OF CHARACTERS:
F3 & M3
CHARACTERS
In order of appearance;

JOE: 




He spreads the gossip/news to James.

SEAN:



He tells Joe.

JAMES:


Tells his wife Mary.

MARY:
Extremely excited and thrilled over this ‘’fresh news’’.

TARA:


Landlady of McGuires Public House.

MICHELLE:



The person who the whole scenario is about.
.

‘’WHO SAID THAT?’’

Thank you for taking the time to read this One Act Play.

Bar scene; four people sat at the bar, JOE, SEAN, JAMES and MARY with TARA as the barmaid. Slight distance in seating arrangement between SEAN and JOE. Drinks in front of all of them. Tables scattered behind with empty glasses on them.

  
Background noise of chatter/laughter/music

 
throughout. (Exterior; coming from adjacent lounge).

JAMES, MARY and TARA are miming/laughing/smiling with each other; talking inaudibly. 
JOE:
There seems to be a good crowd in the lounge tonight Sean?

SEAN:

Yeah its Padraiq Riley’s fifthtieth birthday party.

JOE:

Is it?…never liked him.

SEAN:

Nar…neither did I…always gossiping that one.

JOE:

I know…you never hear a good word out of him

do ya? I did hear he was sacked there last week.

SEAN: 

Really…serves him right…how's your job going?

JOE:

What's that?

SEAN:

Got promotion yet?

JOE:
In that factory...no bloody chance, heard a rumour the other day that they might be laying a few off.

SEAN:

Really!

JOE:
Yeah...trips to McGuire’s here could be a thing of the     past.

SEAN:
Are you‘ll always have enough for a pint Joe.

JOE:
You’re lucky you don’t have a wife or kids to support.

SEAN:
(Coughs) Talking of kids, I heard something the other day.

JOE:

What's that?

SEAN:

Did you ever get them ears syringed?

JOE:



Nar…not yet.

SEAN: 
I thought you were supposed to go to the doctor’s ages ago.

JOE:



Supposed ta…I’ll go one day…don’t worry about it.

SEAN: 
You should have been in the army; you could have put a claim in.

JOE:
WHAT!
SEAN:
Stop messing.

JOE: 

Tell us…what did you hear?

SEAN:

I don’t think you’re gonna like it.

JOE: 

Like what?

SEAN:

Remember your old flame Michelle Dawlings?

JOE:
I should do, I went out with her for four years, haven’t seen her for ages, it’s funny I was just thinking about her the other day.

SEAN: 

She's in a spot of bother.

JOE:
Is she?...why?...what’s wrong?…what’s happened?
SEAN:

She’s only gone and got herself pregnant, hasn’t she?
JOE:

PREGNANT?

SEAN:

I heard she's been expecting now, for quite a while.

JOE: 



Who by?

SEAN:
You’re not going to like this either.

JOE:                 

What’s that?

SEAN:

Rob put her in the family way.
JOE:

Bob Mac Nay? That prat!

Silence.

Both take a sip from pint.

JOE:

So when’s it due?

SEAN:

In a couple of months, I think.

JOE:

I wonder if it will be a boy or a girl?

SEAN:


Dunno.

TARA walks over to the bell.

JOE:

I suppose it will be delivered at St Mary’s.

SEAN:

Doubt it I heard she’s off to live with her cousins.

TARA rings bell.

JOE:

His cousins, why’s that then?

TARA proceeds to walk through to the lounge.


SEAN:

Family problems.

JOE scratches head.

JOE:

WHAT?

SEAN: 
Brian and Helena aren’t very happy about the whole thing.

JOE: 
Not surprising I know what they’re like?

SEAN:
I suppose it doesn’t help…
TARA enters and goes over to the till.

Noise of till opening.

SEAN:


…that they aren’t married.
JOE: 
They’re getting married as well…GOOD GOD.

Noise of till closing.

TARA goes over to JAMES and MARY; all talking inaudibly.
JOE: 

So, where are they moving to?
SEAN: 

New York, I think.

JOE: 

York.

SEAN: 

I heard it’s a great place.

JOE:

WHATS THAT SEAN?

SEAN:

A great place.

JOE: 

Is it?

Both take a sip from pint.
SEAN:



It’s a real shame you two broke up.

JOE:
Y…e…a…h.

SEAN:

You were such a great couple together…everyone said.

JOE:
Did they?

SEAN: 
Even thought you’d marry her. 

JOE:
You’re not the only one.

Both take a sip from pint.

SEAN:
Remember the time….
JOE:
NO NO, don’t go there.

SEAN:


Sorry Joe.

JOE:



I’m having another, do you want one?

SEAN:



(Looks at watch) Can’t…work in the morning.

JOE:



Same here but I’m staying anyway.

SEAN:



Will you be all right?…I’ll have to go.

JOE:



Yeah yeah fine…I’ll just have one more then head.

SEAN:
I’d stay longer but I’ve to be up early in the morning for the drive to Cork.

JOE: 



No no it’s ok I’ll be fine

SEAN:



If you’re sure.

SEAN stands up.
JOE:



I’m sure.

SEAN finishes off his pint.
SEAN:



I’ll see ya later then mate.

JOE:



Yeah see ya.

SEAN:
It’s a real shame that it never worked out between you two.

JOE:



I know…maybe it just wasn’t meant to be.

SEAN taps JOE on the back.

SEAN:



Take it handy.
JOE:



Yeah see ya.
SEAN exits.
JOE stands up with pint in hand.

TARA talking inaudibly with MARY.

JAMES turns around.

JAMES:
Are you heading Joe?

JOE:
Nar not yet.

JAMES:
Sean gone?

JOE:
Yeah.

JAMES:
You two were looking very pally there…any fresh news?

JOE:



Oh there’s fresh news all right.

JAMES:


Go on tell us then, I’m all ears.

JOE: 
Wish I was…it doesn’t matter.

JAMES:

Go on tell us.

JOE: 

I said it doesn’t matter.

JAMES:

I told you last week about…

JOE: 

Ok ok…remember Michelle Dawlings.

JOE moves closer to JAMES.

JAMES:

Of course…weren’t you two engaged?

JOE takes a big drink from his glass.
JOE:

We were until she called it of?

JAMES:
Cos you went behind her back…with Yvonne…what’s her name…

JOE:
All right all right, it was only a one-night stand.

JAMES:


And the rest…well what about her?

JOE:
She’s gone and got herself pregnant.

JAMES:
Has she? so who’s the unlucky man?

JOE:
Watch it…its Bob Mac Nay.

JAMES: 
BOB THE BUTCHER!

JOE:
Yeah…that waster.

JAMES:
Getta away outta that...Bob...really...I always thought he was gay, I’ve never seen him with a girl in my life.

JOE:
Neither have I.

JAMES:
(Laughing.) Well it seems like Michelle got more meat that she ordered.

JOE:
Seems like it.
JAMES:
(Laughing.) Yeah, he’ll have to be more careful with his prime sausage in future.

JOE:
You’re not helping.
JAMES:
There’ll be extra rashers in the house now when that babies born.

JOE:

Very funny.

JAMES:
(Laughing.) He’s made a bit of a chop of himself though hasn’t he?

JOE:



I wish I could give him a chop, and you.

JAMES:


That Bobs an olive short of a pizza.

JOE:
I wouldn’t trust him to look after a houseplant never mind a baby?

JAMES:
That’s for sure. I always thought he was like a baby’s bottom.

JOE: 

What?

JAMES:

Totally unreliable…

JAMES laughing.

JOE:
He’s that ugly even the tide wouldn’t take him out.

JAMES:
(Laughing.) I know, it doesn’t say much for you…

JOE gives JAMES an evil look.
...he even looks like a butcher though doesn’t he…

JAMES gets off stool and does an impersonation; bends knees shoulders back, stomach out.

JAMES:
…I say I say…

MARY and TARA look around, but just ignore him; they continue their conversation inaudibly.
JOE not impressed.

JAMES goes back to stool grinning.

JOE:

I say…you’d betta keep quiet about all this.
JAMES: 
I will I will…Michelle a fine bit of stuff though isn’t she?...it’s such a waste…so how’s the family taken it then?

JOE: 
Not well. they’re off to live in England with his cousins.

JAMES:

England?

JOE:

In York.

JAMES:

York!

JOE: 
Yeah … Brian and Helena lost their heads, went berserk once they heard the news.

JAMES:

Really?

JOE:
Yeah, that’s why they have to go to England and get married.

JAMES:

MARRIED!

JOE:
SUSH…yeah, a church wedding in York.

JAMES:
That’ll be romantic then…hope she invites us all over for the craic when the big day comes.

JOE:

I aint going.
JOE finishes off his pint
JAMES:
No I suppose not…you blew it big time with her though, didn’t ya?

JOE:
SHUT UP!

JAMES:

You did…I’m only telling ya.

JOE:

I don’t want to hear it.

JAMES:

I know you loved her, but you’ll just have to get over it.

JOE:

You’re a great help.

JAMES:
And all because of a one night stand…I bet you wish now she she hadn’t gone away that week end

JOE:
It was your damm fault we ended up in Tiffanies that night.

JAMES:
You didn’t have to come…it wasn’t me that told Michelle…remember…Angela Henson.

Silence.

JAMES:
You blew it ya eejit…I wouldn’t of minded of having a dart at Michelle me self.

JOE:
YOU…YOU’D HAVE NO CHANCE…she didn’t even like you anyway.

JAMES:

Didn’t know that.

JOE:

Well you do now.

JAMES:

What a bitch, the tart…wait till I see her.

JOE:

Watch it you.

JAMES:

Ooohh.

JOE:
I’m of to the jacks…and then I’m having a cig.

JOE puts down pint and heads towards exit.
JAMES:

Sad bollocks.

JOE:

WHAT!

JAMES:


Nothing.

JOE exits.

JAMES drinks alone for twenty seconds. Thereafter 

TARA exits to lounge.

MARY turns to JAMES.

MARY:
Joe gone? what were you two gabbing about…and what the hell were you doing earlier.

JAMES:
Forget that, you know your old school chum Michelle Dawlings.

MARY:

Of course, what about here?
JAMES:

She’s pregnant.

MARY:

NEVER, I don’t believe yar.

JAMES:

It’s true, it’s true, Joes just after telling me.

MARY: 

NO WAY!

JAMES:

And you’ll never guess who the father is?

MARY: 

Who is it, who is it? its not you is it?

JAMES:

Don’t be silly; it’s your favourite butcher man.

MARY: 

Bob, the butcher?

JAMES:
That’s right, good old Bobby, the man who delivers more than the personal touch!

MARY: 

Well, that’s great news isn’t it?

JAMES: 

Ooh no, major family problems.

MARY: 

Family problems?

JAMES: 
Yeah, Brian and Helena went completely berserk, threw them out, told them to leave…and never come back.

MARY:

Your making this up…this is more of your lies, isn’t it?

JAMES:
It’s not it’s not, it’s true, trust me for once…and their going to England.

MARY: 

England?

JAMES:
Yeah, she’ll probably have an abortion over there; down south I think …London, that’s normally the place isn’t it?

MARY:

AN ABORTION!

JAMES:

Yeah.

MARY:
I’m telling ya if this is more of your bull shit...I know what your like after a few pints.

JAMES:

It’s true I’m telling ya.

MARY:

He must be upset.

JAMES:
He’s in a bit of a state all right…better not say anything to him about it.

MARY:

Not bloody surprising.

JAMES:

Probably in the toilets crying as we speak.

MARY:

I’d better go around and see her before she leaves then.

JAMES looks anxious and takes a big drink from his glass.

JAMES:

No, no, best leave it…she’s probably gone all ready.

MARY:

You don’t know that.
JAMES:
(Coughs.) She’s enough on her plate without you bothering her

MARY:
I dunno.

JAMES:

Joe says they are getting married as well.

MARY: 

MARRIED!

JAMES:
Yeah, everyone’s invited.

MARY:
My God.

MARY takes a big drink from her glass.
JAMES:
And you’ll never guess...I think they are going to ask you to be bridesmaid!

MARY:

(Astonished) ME, BRIDESMAID!

JAMES:

Yeah...Joe said.

MARY takes another big drink from her glass.

MARY:
My God, bridesmaid, I’ve never been a bridesmaid before in my whole life...come on drink up, you’re not wasting anymore money on drink…we’ll have to go to Casey’s Boutique in the morning.

JAMES: 

Where?

MARY:
I’ll have to buy a new dress for MY big day and hat.

JAMES:

A new dress?

JAMES takes a big drink from his glass.

MARY: 

Of course...you want me to look my best don't ya?

JAMES:
Now hold on, you haven't officially been asked yet and anyway you’ve hundreds of dresses.
MARY:
I am not going to be shown up on my big day…and your getting yourself a brand new suit as well.

JAMES:

A NEW SUIT!

MARY: 
You are getting a new suit, I am getting a new dress, and that’s that, I had better buy some more jewellery as well, come to think of it.

JAMES takes an even bigger drink from his glass.
MARY:
…and we will have to buy presents as well…

JAMES takes another big drink from his glass.
MARY:
…come on were going…

JAMES drinking MARY pulls pint away from him and places it on counter.

MARY:
We’re going home NOW!
JAMES:
I’m off to the jacks I suddenly don’t feel very well…I’ll see you outside.

MARY:
Don’t be long in there…we have a very busy day tomorrow.

JAMES:
Right.

JAMES gets off stool.

MARY:
I’ll be just a minute; I need to see Tara about something.

JAMES:
Now don’t you be saying anything to her about all this, not until were totally sure, you know what this place is like for gossip.

MARY: 


Yeah yeah…I won’t.

JAMES exits.

MARY: 

TARA! TARA! TARA!

TARA enters from lounge carrying some glasses.

TARA:

What’s all the shouting about?

MARY:

You’ll never guess what I’ve just heard.

TARA:

James got promotion?

MARY:

Nar nar no chance of that…Michelle’s pregnant.

TARA drops glasses.
TARA:

WHAT!

MARY:

She is she is.

TARA:

MY GOD!

MARY:
And what’s more, she's getting married 

TARA:
MARRIED!
MARY:
Yeah…and you’ll never guess who’s going to be bridesmaid?

TARA:
BRIDESMAID!

MARY:
Yeah…well your looking at her

TARA:
BRIDESMAID! 

MARY:

I certainly am.

TARA:


YOU! THE COW!
MARY:
I can’t wait.
TARA:
She always said that if she ever got married that I’d be her bridesmaid…I’ll kill her!

MARY:

It’s great news isn’t it?
TARA:
Is it?...it’s come as a bit of a shock...so who’s the father?

MARY:

Bob, Bob the butcher.

TARA:
HEY!...that ejit? she told me she didn’t even like him!

MARY:

Yeah it’s Bob all right.

TARA:
That she would never be seen dead with him...and now she's PREGNANT and getting MARRIED to him.

MARY:

Yeah, it is amazing, isn’t it?

TARA:

I’m her best friend.
MARY:

Doesn’t always count.
TARA:

Obviously not…he's no Brad Pitt though is he?

MARY:
No…not really...hey, we should arrange a surprise visit to see her in London.

TARA leans down and picks up glasses.
TARA:
 
LONDON?

TARA drops glasses.
MARY:
Yeah, she’s moving to London, Brian and Helena haven’t taken it well…you know they have always been a bit of a funny lot.

TARA: 

Yeah I know.

MARY:

So have you seen or heard from Michelle recently?

TARA:
No, not for ages.

MARY: 
(Whispers) Don’t say anything Tara…

MARY leans forward.

MARY:


…but she’s having an abortion as well over there.
TARA:
AN ABORTION!

MARY:
Sush Tara...everyone will hear ya…you know what this town is like for tittle-tattle.

TARA:
God she has herself in a right mess, hasn’t she?

MARY:

That’s for sure.

TARA:
She’s definitely been busy since the last time I saw her.

MARY: 

I know.

TARA:

Maybe she’s gone already, has she?

MARY:
Not sure. Hey, listen do you think we should meet up with all the girls one evening and organise a trip over?

TARA:
Could do I suppose.

MARY:
Great, I’ll ring Orla and Lilly over the weekend; can you ring Rebecca and Margaret?

TARA:

Yeah ok.

MARY:
It’ll be a great night out, we’ll have a laugh and sort things out, I’m really looking forward to going over there for a wedding, haven’t been to one for ages...and me bridesmaid as well.

TARA: 

I know…I’m still in shock.

 

MARY starts to get of stool.
MARY:
I had better go and get James he’s probably collapsed in the jacks.

TARA: 
Okay then.

MARY starts to leave.
MARY:
Don’t worry Tara your day will come.

TARA:
Thanks.

MARY:
See ya.

TARA:


Yeah…bye

MARY exits. 

Silence.
TARA picks up the glasses and places them on the bar. She then slowly walks over to the tables, round them, shaking her head. She then picks up some glasses, and proceeds towards bar.

MICHELLLE enters staggering, dischevelled, slightly tipsy.

TARA looks around and drops glasses
TARA:
MY GOD MICHELLE…you look absolutely awful, sit down, sit down.
MICHELLE: 

Oh I don’t feel well at all, my head’s spinning and my 
stomachs in bits.
TARA: 
YOUR STOMACH, WHAT’S WRONG, WHAT’S WRONG?

MICHELLE:
Don’t shout Tara…I’m just coming back from Tiffanies

TARA:
TIFFANIES! you shouldn’t be out at a disco in your condition, what were you thinking?

MICHELLE:

WHAT!

TARA:

In your condition.

MICHELLE: 

What condition?

TARA: 

You should be more careful...look after yourself

MICHELLE: 
What for? I know I went a bit overboard tonight but I’m not that bad.

TARA:
Michelle I don’t know how to put this, but I’ve been hearing all kinds of things about you...and there not good.

MICHELLE:

What things?...I think I will sit down.

MICHELLE sits down

TARA:

Well...I don’t know how to put this.

MICHELLE: 

Put what?

TARA: 

The thing is...

MICHELLE: 

What bloody thing?

TARA: 
There’s a rumour going around town that you’re pregnant.

MICHELLE: 

Pregnant...me...who by?

TARA: 

Err...Bob.

MICHELLE: 

Bob Fitzgerald?

TARA: 
No no. I do not think you would be that lucky...no no Bob Mac Nay.

MICHELLE:
WHAT...BOB THE BUTCHER...THAT UGLY MUTT.

TARA: 

And that you’re getting married to him.

MICHELLE: 
MARRIED!...to Bob the Butcher...have you been drinking?

TARA: 

That you’re moving to London?

MICHELLE: 

LONDON...I DON’T KNOW ANYONE IN LONDON.

TARA: 
YOU MUST DO COS YOUR HAVING AN ABORTION OVER THERE.

MICHELLE: 

AN ABORTION IN LONDON?...WHAT THE...

TARA:
AND WORST OF ALL THAT BLOODY SCATTY MARE MARY JOYCE IS TO BE YOUR BRIDESMAID.

MICHELLE: 
MARY JOYCE MY BRIDESMAID! THAT'S AN EVEN WORSE SLUR THAN GETTING MARRIED TO BOB THE BUTCHER...I’VE JUST SEEN THAT SILLY COW WALKING DOWN THE HILL WITH I NEVER LIE JAMES…WHERE ON EARTH DID YOU HEAR ALL THIS? ITS ABSOLUTE BULLSHIT...LOOK, LOOK...DO I LOOK PREGNANT?

MICHELLE points to stomach.
TARA:


NO...BUT

MICHELLE:
I DON’T KNOW WHERE ALL THIS STARTED OR WHO ON EARTH SAID ALL THESE THINGS, BUT YOU LISTEN HERE TARA, REMEMBER MY PEN PAL ROB…YOU MET HIM BEFORE.
TARA:
YEAH.

MICHELLE:
THE ONE LIVING IN AMERICA.
TARA:
YEAH.
MICHELLE:
HE WAS OVER HERE A WHILE AGO WITH HIS GIRLFRIEND MICHELLE.

TARA:
THAT’S RIGHT.
MICHELLE:
WELL…SHE’S PREGANT AND HER PARENTS HAVEN’T TAKEN IT AT ALL WELL…SO I’M HEADING OVER COS THEY BOTH ASKED ME TOO.
TARA:
OOOHH.

MICHELLE:
I’M STAYING OVER THERE WITH MY COUSINS.
TARA:
ARRRR.
MICHELLE:
WHO SAID THAT?
TARA:
I’M JUST TELLING YOU WHAT I HEARD.
MICHELLE:
WELL YOU HEARD SHITE…THAT’S ALL THIS DAMM TOWN IS GOOD FOR.              
TARA:
I am off to the lounge I’ve work to do.
MICHELLE:
That’s fine by me…you do that.

TARA:
I will.

TARA picks up glasses from the floor, walks over to the counter, and places them on counter and heads straight through to lounge.
MICHELLE proceeds to exit.

MICHELLE:
I only came in for a packet of crisps.

JOE enters

JOE: 
(Surprised/shocked) MICHELLE!

MICHELLE: 
(Surprised/shocked) JOE!

Silence.

JOE:
How’s things?

TARA:
Not great.

Silence.

JOE: 
(Coughs/Nervously) M…i…c…h…e…l…l…e.
MICHELLE:
Y…e…a…h.
JOE:
Can we talk?
CURTAIN.
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