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The play takes place on an old desert highway between LA and 
Vegas. It is early morning.

The time is now-ish

Cast of Characters

MAYNARD: 30's male, old-school grease monkey (played by a 
female for NAP)

JOHN: Late 20's male, an actor. (Female in this draft)

NOTE:

Feel free to sub genders on this one. Simply change Jo-elle back 
to John. Maynard works with dudes and ladies.



BEE ACTOR
By Larry Mitchell

AT RISE, a dense and blinding fog. 

SFX: Bees, lots and lots of bees, 
angry bees.

As the haze begins to clear, we 
make out a figure lying on the 
ground. Now, another, a man 
dressed in overalls, sees the body 
on the ground. Approaches.

MAYNARD
Hey!.. You alright?... Hello?

Pause
Hey, you better wake up... we’re in a bit of a spot.

MAYNARD slaps the man in the 
face.

You dead?

Checks pulse, puts ear to chest for 
heartbeat check.

Well, your ticker’s still good.. Guess we better get you out of the road.

HE drags the body off to the side 
and begins to light a cigarette, but 
is interrupted by movement from 
the BODY.

Some-bitch! You awake, friend?

JOHN

(Feel free to ad-lib, here. Something funnier than this...)
No, no, no. I don’t wanna... School doesn’t start for another--



MAYNARD
What the hell are you talking about?

Pause

JOHN
Who the hell are you?

MAYNARD
I’m Maynard. Who the hell are you?

JOHN
Jo-elle. I’m an actress. I was doing research on a role, and I was driving to Las Vegas. 
Now, I’m-- Where’s my car?

MAYNARD
Didn’t see no car. Just saw you. Lyin’ in the road. And, I swerved to miss you, that’s all.

JOHN
Well, thanks for swerving. 

MAYNARD
Sure

JOHN
What’s that noise?

MAYNARD
Well, that’s the rub, buddy. I’m sort of a truck driver, and I happen to be drivin’ a 
truckload of bees, and when I swerved to miss you, the truck turned over from the 
weight. That’s me, bout 50 yards up, there, turned clean ass over. See it?

JOHN
No. The fog. Must be too thick. 

MAYNARD
Well, no matter. There’s a big truck down that way, and it’s full’a bees. Or, was full’a
bees. Reckon’ they’re a might bit pissed off, now.

JOHN
You “reckon?”
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MAYNARD
Yeah, they don’t like ridin’ in trucks as it is. Suppose they’ll be makin’ their way over 
here pretty soon as they get their bearings.

JOHN
I’m allergic to bees.

MAYNARD
Come again?

JOHN
Allergic.

MAYNARD
Well, shit. That ain’t good.

JOHN
No, I guess it isn’t. Maybe they won’t sting us.

MAYNARD
I’m afraid you’ve already been stung a bunch a times.

JOHN
Really?

MAYNARD
Yeah, you probably got like, eight stingers inside you already. You sure you’re allergic?

JOHN
No.

MAYNARD
What?

JOHN
No, I’m not sure. I thought I was driving to Vegas for some character study, and now, I’m 
in the middle of the desert. I’m not sure of anything at all.

MAYNARD
Well, I figure we’ve got about five minutes, tops, if we want to get out of here alive. 
Those bees are pissed.
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JOHN
They oughta’ be.

MAYNARD
Damn right. I’d be pissed if my house fell over on its side in the middle of the desert. 
Ain’t many flowers out here for them to eat on. Suppose we’re the best thing out here.

JOHN
Wait!

MAYNARD
What?

JOHN
I’m not allergic to bees.

MAYNARD
No?

JOHN
No. I played a kid who was allergic to bees in that Hallmark movie last year. I was Marla 
Grazer, a farmhand, who accidentally disturbed a hive... maybe it was wasps...

MAYNARD
So, you’re not allergic?

JOHN
I don’t think so. I don’t even think my name is Jo-elle. I feel more like a Marsha.

MAYNARD
Funny, you look more like a Marsha.

JOHN
I do?

MAYNARD
Sure.

JOHN
Maybe I am a Marsha.
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MAYNARD
I think you probably are.

JOHN
So, what do you usually do when the truck tips over?

MAYNARD
I don’t know.

JOHN
You don’t know?

MAYNARD
No, this ain’t a usual thing, buddy. You bein’ in the middle of the road and all, me drivin’
bees. I usually haul hay bales, but my buddy was sick, so I’m fillin’ in.

JOHN
Shit.

MAYNARD
Don’t I know it.

JOHN
Which way is it to town?

MAYNARD
Either way’s bout as good as the other.

JOHN
Huh?

MAYNARD
We are stranded equidistantly between two towns, which are both in the middle of 
nowhere. You got Conway, bout twelve miles that’a way. Then, you got Jones’ Bluff a 
little over 14 miles that’a way. We are equally screwed, my friend.

JOHN
You have a cell phone?

MAYNARD
Nope. Don’t believe in ‘em.
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JOHN
Trust me. They’re real.

MAYNARD
Guess I’ll have to.

JOHN
You got a gun?

MAYNARD
Nope. Won’t do us no good out here, anyhow. Can’t really shoot bees with a gun.

JOHN
Nope, we’d need a BB-gun.

Pause.

MAYNARD
That ain’t even funny, brother.

JOHN
You’re right.

MAYNARD
Well, you must not have been a comedian.

JOHN
I guess not.

MAYNARD
You got any skill sets?

JOHN
I’m an actor. I can do anything. I can ride a motorcycle for twelve feet. I can memorize 
long passages in a single bound. I can fake cry at the push of a button, see, it’s right here, 
on my forehead.

JOHN begins to fake cry.
I can, (sniffle) I can, pretend to love you, the truck driver that found me alone on this 
desert highway, and I can tie it all in to experiences that I have actually had in the past, so 
it seems real.

6.



MAYNARD
Well, there’s no need for that. Can you save us from the bees?

JOHN
I can raise a lot of money for bee awareness. Ooh ! I could do a public service 
announcement!

MAYNARD
That don’t do us much good, Jo-elle.

JOHN
Marsha.

MAYNARD
You sure?

JOHN
No. I feel more like a Stacy all of the sudden. What’s your name, again?

MAYNARD
Maynard.

JOHN
Maybe I’m a Maynard.

MAYNARD
I doubt that. You look more like a Stella, if you asked me.

JOHN
I don’t feel like a Stella. But, then, who does?

MAYNARD
You didn’t study anything that might help us out?

JOHN
I went to college. I do remember that.

MAYNARD
Well, that don’t do us any good.
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JOHN
No, I guess not.

MAYNARD
I guess I could light another smoke. Bees don’t like smoke.

JOHN
Yes, I learned that in college.

MAYNARD
I learnt that in second grade.

JOHN
Fair enough.

MAYNARD
Well, at any rate, one cigarette isn’t going to save us from a swarm of angry bees.

JOHN
We could both start running in the opposite direction of the bees.

MAYNARD
They can fly, you know.

JOHN
Damn. 

MAYNARD
What if I stayed here and distracted them?

JOHN
I couldn’t let you do that, Maynard.

MAYNARD
Sure you could. It’d be real easy. All I’d have to do is stay here, and all you’d have to do 
is run.

JOHN
Doesn’t seem fair. I was the one lying in the road. 

MAYNARD
I understand that, but--
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JOHN
No! Maynard, you go. I’ll stay. 

MAYNARD
But--

JOHN
No! Enough! I’m tired of pretending to do things. It’s time for me to actually DO 
something. 

MAYNARD
I can’t let you do that.

JOHN
Yes you can, and yes you will, Maynard.

JOHN begins to fake cry again, by 
pressing the button on his 
forehead.

MAYNARD
Aww, don’t go fake crying again.

JOHN
I’m sorry. I just can’t help myself. I’ve been classically trained at a state college, and I 
have too many unresolved issues with my parents to sit idly by as you go to your death. 
Run, Maynard, run. You must.

MAYNARD
But I don’t even run that fast. I’m a smoker.

JOHN
I’ll hold them off. Just go.

MAYNARD
But, you’ll die if I leave you here.

JOHN
And, if you stay, you’ll die, too. Look, the world needs people who can do things, 
Maynard. You can drive a truck. You smoke real, non-herbal cigarettes. The world needs 
you.
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MAYNARD
But, the world needs you, Stella.

JOHN
No, there are a million more just like me. Trust me. They’re everywhere, like angry bees 
swarming all over the southern half of California. Once you get back, find one, and name 
her Stella. In honor of me.

MAYNARD
I will.

JOHN
Good-bye Maynard.

MAYNARD
Good-bye Stella.

MAYNARD makes a hesitant exit, 
as JOHN goes inside himself to get 
into character.

JOHN
Once more into the breach...
Alright... Bring it on you motherfuckers!!

THE END
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