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Monologue Two: Gertrude mistrusts Harry's tenderness
and tells him he's' "full of shit." When he tells her he loves
her, she's livid. She thinks all men are like Frank, the man
she married 'when she was eighteen: "You're all bas-

; tards. . . . I see what ya do to those simple. bitches, you
. wind 'em around your finger, get 'em to marry ya, then

you start usin' 'em, beating 'em, like he did, he beat me,
he beat me bad, look at melll" The one kind man in Ger-
trude's past was her father. She tells how she lost him.
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GERTRUDE

I was sitting on the pier one day, doing my homewo::kwith
some friends . . . waiting for my dad to take me home. I
heard all this shouting coming from the Horse. I saw my
dad throw this man out, a couple of other men ca:ne out
too. This man was trying to hit my dau . . . I got up and
started running towards him. . . crying "Daddy, Daddy'"
My dad turned to me, and the man stabbed him. . . he
died. . . I heldhim,andhe died. (Shegetsup aud crosses,
standsnear downstage center table. Without emotion.) You
knowI couldn't remember my name. . . For the longest
time after, I just couldn't think of it, isn''( that
strange? . . . Daddy has a sister, so I stayed with
her. . . tbey had a terrible time with me . . . I could re-
member everything that happened that night, all th(~ques-
tions everyone asked me, I would answer everything
right. . . but I couldn't remember my name. My teacher
had to come up and touch me . , . "Gertrude? Why don't
youanswer me?" (A beat, then starls cros$ingstage left.)
J was okay after a while . . . finished school . . . '.:hen 1
started (.'omingdown here agajn, to watch my ships . . . but
I would never go near the Horse . . . Frank . . . he knew
what happened . . . but thought it was stupid lettiug this
place rot away . . . When he walked out on me, we owed
everyoneI I thought I could make a go of it for a
while . . .just . . . to get. things squared away . . . it w<\s
badl (Sits on bar stool, left.) Bums wouldn't pay, jU:itwalk
out. . . rest of 'em were no better either, gave me a bad
time. . . onedaythisswabgrabbedme . . . I let him have
it with a bottle, right in the fa..:el. . . After that I l~otre-
spect! . . . Money! (Turns, lt1vks at HARRY.).. . And I
didn't need. . . anyone. . . IJ.t/I,,,wre.
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