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MELANIE: pessimistic, realistic, loner, cold 

BRADLEY: optimistic, kind, energetic, talker, romantic 

 

/- indicates an interruption in the dialogue 

MELANIE and BRADLEY are in Hell (but the audience figures out that later) and MELANIE has 

recently arrived. She is in desperate need of a bathroom.  

 

MELANIE: (sees BRADLEY in passing, he is the first person she has seen that doesn’t look 

completely dead or miserable) Hi! Excuse me? Can you please tell me where a bathroom is? 

BRADLEY: (is caught off guard, but when he sees her, he stares at her for a long time) 

MELANIE: …..um…hello?? Please don’t tell me you’re like everyone else. I really have to piss. 

BRADLEY: (realize what he is doing) Oh! Sorry! Yeah. Bathroom. There’s one around the 

corner over there. It’s kinda nasty though. 

MELANIE: (a little freaked out) thanks. (starts to walk away) 

BRADLEY: Sorry I acted so weird back there. I just think you are the most beautiful girl I’ve 

ever seen. Like ever.  

MELANIE: (still a little freaked out but likes the compliment) thanks…. I’m gonna go/ to the 

bathroom… 

BRADLEY: Sorry for being so forward. It’s just been a long time since someone this beautiful 

has walked through here. 

MELANIE: Stop apologizing. I said thanks. Let’s move on. 

BRADLEY: Yeah, of course!.... sorry….what’s your name? 

MELANIE: Melanie 

BRADLEY: Wow. That’s a beautiful name. And it fits you perfectly.  

MELANIE: Again…thanks. (thinks she should at least return the company) What’s your name? 

BRADLEY: Bradley, but my friends call me Brad. I mean before all this, people called me Brad. 

But since I got here I thought I would like a change and go by my full name. Might as well try to 

make my parents proud of me. So why not use the name they gave me. They always called me 



by my full name, but I hated that!! Like everyone was called by their nicknames!! I remember 

there was this one kid in my fourth grade class whose real name was Dominic, but people called 

him Chase because he was always the fastest kid ever since kindergarten. Like what??? That’s 

beyond cool!!! Bradley is so damn lame. Like who am I, a British diplomat? (in a British accent) 

Oh Bradley, darling, Will you please sign this? Bradley, would you like a spot of tea? (drops the 

accent) fucking pathetic!! 

MELANIE: …..yeah…… 

BRADLEY: Oh God, Sorry!! I totally just went on an unnecessary tangent that no one wanted to 

hear, especially you. Sorry. Oh fuck, there I go again apologizing again! Sorry. Shit! 

MELANIE: It’s fine, Bradley. Don’t worry about it. Apologizing was always just a big pet peeve 

of mine. I mean take credit for your actions, right?  

BRADLEY: Totally. I totally agree. 

Pause 

MELANIE: Well, thanks for the company. I am gonna catch that bathroom. 

BRADLEY: Oh yeah! Sorry!! Yes, you have to go to the bathroom. That’s the only reason you 

stopped me. Go ahead. I hope to see you around. 

MELAINE: Yeah, thanks……(turns to leave, decides not to). Wait, how the fuck did you end up 

here? You seem so perfect and nice. It doesn’t add up. 

BRADLEY: (shockingly quiet) oh….well no one has really asked me that….when I showed up, I 

was shunned like everyone else…..well…..I was 21 and leaving a frat party…and I was a little 

drunk or whatever….and….I was texting my friends about this girl who was at the party and…..I 

didn’t see the red light….or the red ball bounce across the road….or the little boy running after it 

and….he was dead on impact…..I was fine. Of course. And then I went to court for like three 

weeks and I….lied about the whole thing…I looked the whole jury and judge and family of the 

boy and told them that it was his fault. That he should have been watching where he was 

going…that he should’ve let the ball go….I told them that their 5 year old boy was responsible 

for his own death…now how fucked up is that?!....and guess what happened? They said I wasn’t 

guilty……………..now what kind of FUCKED UP SHIT IS THAT? I KILLED HIM. I 

FUCKING KILLED HIM…………………………so… that all messed me up pretty bad and 

after about a week. I couldn’t take it anymore and got a rope from my garage…..and the rest is 

history.  

(pause) 

MELANIE: Wow. Um, I’m so sorry. That’s some fucked up shit.  

BRADLEY: Yeah. I know…….Well, what about you? How did you get here? 

MELANIE: Well……it all kind of started…in the bathtub. 

BRADLEY: What? 



MELANIE: Yeah. In the bathtub. I know it sounds ridiculous. 

BRADLEY: It’s not ridiculous. 

MELANIE: (small smile) Well, ever since I was little, I always thought I didn’t look right. I 

always thought there was something wrong with me because my belly was a little bigger than 

everyone else’s at school or on TV. So I tried everything to try to look like Hillary Duff in 

“Lizzie McGuire.” Because who else would you try to base your self-image off of? I tried not 

eating, but then I learned. I love eating. I tried every diet plan you could think of. Keto, Whole 

30, No carb, no fats. Everything. I worked out constantly and still I had those fucking rolls that 

wouldn’t go away……Anyway, I was always a bath person. And don’t think “oh that’s so 

gross.” I liked them, so piss off.  

(both smile at each other) 

But….lying in the bathtub…seeing those rolls staring back at me…no matter how many bubbles 

I put in that bathtub. They would find their way out and tell me what I would never be able to 

have……So. I was over it…and I tried to cut it off. I took a knife from my kitchen and went in 

the bathtub and tried to cut my rolls off….at first, it hurt like no other, but then I couldn’t really 

feel anything anymore and I just kept cutting and cutting until I can’t remember 

anymore…………………I guess I’m here because I didn’t fucking thank God for my “temple” 

of a body……………next thing I know, I’m here. 

BRADLEY: Fuck. Yours is worse than mine. 

MELANIE: Oh Yeah, killing a child is better?!?? 

BRADLEY: Touché. 

(they both chuckle a little, anything to laugh at down here) 

MELANIE: Hey. Thanks for….being here…to talk to. It’s been a really long time.  

BRADLEY: Yeah, of course.  

MELANIE: So what do you do for fun around here? 

BRADLEY: There isn’t really much to do. You don’t really have a gauge of time here. I mean 

there is a lake, but I wouldn’t recommend going there. A lot of people like to hang around there. 

I mostly just like to read, except the only books they have here are “The Book of Satan” and 

“Dante’s Inferno.” But rather do that than interact with anyone else here.  

MELANIE: Damn…I already hate it. 

BRADLEY: I think that’s the point. (chuckle)  

MELAINE: Very true…..(looking around) Ya know, I always imagined it like how they show it 

in “Hercules.” Gray, with all the spirit everywhere and Hades on this big boat.  

BRADLEY: I wish. 



MELANIE: ….Well Thank God I found a friend. 

BRADLEY: (laughs) “Thank God.” Yeah, right. 

MELAINE: (sarcastic, then real laughter) funny!! Why would I think God when I’m in Hell. 

Hahahahahaha. 

(moment where they laugh together) 

MELANIE: Well what happened with the girl? 

BRADLEY: What girl? 

MELANIE: From the frat party. 

BRADLEY: (suddenly really embarrassed)….oh, nothing. 

MELAINE: (takes notice of the embarrassment) You don’t have to be embarrassed, you have 

nothing to lose.  

BRADLEY: …..I mean, literally nothing. We didn’t really…hit it off, per say at the party.  

MELANIE: Well, I mean that’s what happens at frat parties. You either hit it off or you don’t or 

the lucky third option, you get sexually assaulted in someone’s room. 

BRADLEY: (uncomfortable chuckle) yeah. 

MELAINE: And of course, I was the unlucky third option my sophomore year. This asshole 

spiked my drink then practically dragged me upstairs and from what was all over the internet the 

next day… he raped me and shared the photos with all of this friends……But it’s whatever. 

BRADLEY: It’s not whatever. He is definitely paying for what he did. 

MELAINE: Oh yeah, how can you be so sure? He is probably a CEO married to some MILF. 

BRADLEY……(takes this moment to consider what he is about to do. Decides he can’t hide 

anymore) Melaine Walsh? 

MELANIE: ….yeah….wait, how do you know my name? 

(by the magic of Hell, the pictures from that night are plastered across the walls. Melanie gasps 

and takes a moment) 

BRADLEY: I am so sorry.  

MELANIE: (with utter evil in her eyes) What did I say about fucking apologizing? 

 

BLACKOUT 


