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CHARACTERS

Belinda A dancer/blackjack dealer.
Hank A blackjack player

SETTING

A casino.

TIME

Now.
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SCENES

ACT I

Scene 1 A casino. Now.

"If you are out to describe the truth, leave the 
elegance to the tailor."

-- Albert Einstein
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ACT I
SCENE 1

(Upon the STAGE is set a table 
and five swivel chairs. Behind 
it stands BELINDA, a young 
blackjack dealer/dancer in 
skimpy attire - her name is 
embroidered into a collar around 
her neck; to the right of her on 
the far-most stool sits HANK 
with a massive pile of chips. A 
hand has been dealt and Hank has 
won it - Belinda pays him out. 
They continue to play, 
alternating between the house 
winning and losing (or else the 
actors may actually play so long 
as neither runs the other out of 
chips).)
BELINDA 

Sorry, sir, I have a boyfriend.

HANK 
Like I haven't heard that one before.

BELINDA 
You may have heard it before, but this time it's true.

HANK 
How do you know the other instances weren't true?

BELINDA 
They probably were.

HANK 
You don't really think that. You're just saying what 
you think I want to hear.

BELINDA 
You're probably right about that too.

HANK 
That's the spirit, keep the client happy!

BELINDA 
We do what we can sir.
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HANK 
Hank.

BELINDA 
Sir?

HANK 
My name. It's Hank. I was telling you my name.

BELINDA 
I see.

HANK 
You're at a disadvantage, of course, your name being 
there right around your pretty little neck like that. 
Belinda.

BELINDA 
I suppose I am, sir.

HANK 
Hank.

BELINDA 
Yes?

HANK 
I'd like it if you called me Hank.

BELINDA 
Yes sir, Hank.

HANK 
(a disingenuous laugh) 

That's funny. You're funny. You don't like me, do you, 
Belinda.

BELINDA 
I don't have to like you, Hank sir, your money's good 
and the casino likes you for that.

HANK 
Wow, that's very honest of you. That probably turns 
most guys off.

BELINDA 
Most. Except my boyfriend. And I'm guessing you.

HANK 
Nope. I'm in Las Vegas. I love to be lied to, which is 
what makes you so damn puzzling.
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BELINDA 
How's that, Hank sir?

(Hank ignores his hand for a moment.)

HANK 
Well, it's curious how you keep your job considering 
you clearly barely want to serve.

BELINDA 
A patent secret, sir.

HANK 
No, don't reveal your hand. I would never expect you to 
be so forthcoming. Presumably your daddy works in this 
casino, maybe your momma, or a really good friend in 
HR. Stop me when I'm getting close.

BELINDA 
Okay.

HANK 
Is that an "okay, I'll tell you," or an "okay, you're 
close"?

BELINDA 
Yes.

HANK 
Fresh.

BELINDA 
(indicating the cards) 

Hit or stay?
HANK 

What do you think I should do?
BELINDA 

It would be improper for me to direct you sir.
HANK 

How about if I win, you go out with me, if I lose, I'll 
walk away?

BELINDA 
Sorry, sir, I have a boyfriend.

(Hank hits and loses the hand.)
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HANK 
So you say. What about me is it that you don't you like?

BELINDA 
That you think just because you have money people 
should do what you say.

HANK 
Most people are happy to do what I say, for money.

BELINDA 
I don't do anything anyone asks for money?

HANK 
No? You don't deal blackjack because they're paying 
you? You don't wear that...rather fetching outfit 
because someone with money tells you to?

BELINDA 
Nope.

HANK 
Why do you do it then?

BELINDA 
To prove a point.

HANK 
Oh, to whom?

BELINDA 
My father.

HANK 
And what does he do?

BELINDA 
He objectifies women. Among other things.

HANK 
You took Women's Studies at Brown, didn't you?

BELINDA 
Sarah Lawrence, but that's beside the point.

HANK 
You're right, it is. How does dressing up like this 
teach your daddy a lesson in his evil, misogynistic 
ways?
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BELINDA 
Because he own this casino.

(Hank whistles, glances up at a security 
camera.)

HANK 
Bullshit, little lady.

(A very broad smile crosses Belinda's 
face.)

BELINDA 
Now, as well as you know me, do you think I'd do that 
to you?

HANK 
I don't know you at all.

BELINDA 
You know I'm apt to telling you how it is.

HANK 
And why would he let you do this?

BELINDA 
Who says he knows?

HANK 
He doesn't know you do this? What's the point then?

BELINDA 
Because I know.

HANK 
What good does that do?

BELINDA 
Hankie, sweetheart. The only reason to do anything is 
for yourself. You do things with the intent of "showing 
somebody a lesson" and you're bound to end up 
disappointed.

HANK 
How so, disappointed.

BELINDA 
Their reaction will never meet your expectations.

HANK 
You seem kinda wise. Like a blackjack dealing buddha.
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(Belinda laughs, keeps dealing.)

HANK 
How about if I win this hand you go to dinner with me 
and your boyfriend never has to know, and if I lose, I 
give you what I made on your table.

(Belinda looks him square in the eye, 
contemplating.)

BELINDA 
Okay, you got a deal.

(Belinda shuffles the deck. Hank cuts 
it. Belinda is about to deal when 
ROGER, a more typical blackjack dealer, 
enters.)

ROGER 
Hey Bel!

BELINDA 
Yeah Rog?

ROGER 
Your pops wants a word with you.

BELINDA 
(turning back to Hank, feigning 
disappointment) 

Well shucks. Looks like he found me out. Better go see 
what he wants then. Good luck!

(Belinda exits, undoing her collar as 
she goes.)

HANK 
I guess it's just you and me, Roger.

ROGER 
Looks to be sir.

HANK 
Ah, see, have you at a disadvantage: I can read your 
name but you don't know mine.

ROGER 
So it appears to be, sir. Ante?

(Hank does so.)
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HANK 
Hank. That's my name. Please call me by it.

ROGER 
Sure thing, Hank.

HANK 
That's better. What do you say we ditch you out of work 
and we go off to my hotel room?

ROGER 
Sorry, sir, I have a boyfriend.

HANK 
What if I made you the same offer I made the last 
dealer?

ROGER 
I can't imagine what would change my mind.

HANK 
It's pretty lucrative.

(Roger looks the chips up and inspects 
Hank and his eyes. Shrugs.)

ROGER 
Okay. Shoot.

(Hank smirks. BLACKOUT. END.)
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