
Characters Gender  Age 

Anna F 30 something 

Claude M 30 something



Lights up. A neatly made living room. A single couch sits 
in the middle of the stage. CLAUDE walks on and takes a 
seat on the couch. From the other side of the stage ANNA 
walks on and takes a seat next to him. 

ANNA
Dr. Rubin says the only way we can fix this is to have an honest dialogue. Are you willing 
to be completely truthful and forthright about our relationship? 

CLAUDE
Honesty is the best policy. 

ANNA
Then it’s settled. 

CLAUDE
Go. 

ANNA
Go. 

CLAUDE
I’ve been having an affair.

ANNA
I’ve been having two affairs. 

CLAUDE
The fact that you’ve had one more affair than me makes me jealous and more than a little bit 
nervous that I’m an inadequate lover. 

ANNA
You are. 

CLAUDE
I was nervous about that. 

ANNA
When I said I had two affairs what I really meant is that I had three. 

CLAUDE
I know I shouldn’t feel like the victim, but I do. 

ANNA
I strangely feel guilty despite the fact that I know you cheated on me with the college aged 
intern in your office who has Daddy issues and occasionally likes to misquote french 
poetry during lunch. 



CLAUDE
I want to hate you but I still care about you. I can forgive you. 

ANNA
The fact that you’re so willing to take me back makes me think less of you and 
subsequently makes it harder for me to remember why I loved you in the first place. 

CLAUDE
That makes me want you even more. 

ANNA
I’m aware.  That’s why I made the decision to articulate those feelings. 

CLAUDE
I want to tell you that I can’t remember what attracted me to you, but I know exactly what 
the origins of my infatuation are. 

ANNA
It’s the way I look at you when you’ve said some witty or eloquent phrase in a 
conversation about something mundane. It makes you feel like the only man in the world. 

CLAUDE
But, I’m not. 

ANNA
I don’t remember what attracted me to you. 

CLAUDE
I think it was my ravishing good looks. 

ANNA
It wasn’t that. 

CLAUDE
I think it was my boyish charm. 

ANNA
Not that either. 

CLAUDE
It was the half smile I flashed at 3 in the morning when we were the only people on the 
subway heading for Chinatown. It made you feel effervescent. 
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ANNA
That was the moment. 

CLAUDE
I want to go back to the way we were. 

ANNA
Me too. But, we can’t because I’ve watched too many romantic comedies starring Sandra 
Bullock and have decided that I need to find myself before I ever think about loving 
someone again. This won’t stop me from continuing my tryst with your best friend. 

CLAUDE
I don’t think you’ll end it. 

ANNA
I won’t. 

CLAUDE
Then I’ll continue seeing the intern and deflower her in the backseat of our red minivan 
while her copy of Edith Piaf’s “La vie en Rose” hums quietly on the radio. 

ANNA
Good. That will give me grounds to ask for a divorce and run away with one of my three 
suitors. I’ll choose your best friend Greg. 

CLAUDE
Fuck, Greg. I’ve always hated him. 

ANNA
I know.

CLAUDE
I’ll blame him instead of you. 

ANNA
I’ll convince him that you’ll get over it. 

CLAUDE
I’ll fall into a deep dark depression where in which I will only move from the couch to 
urinate or get microwavable pizza from the refrigerator. It’s DiGiorno. The answering 
machine will fill up with messages from people I haven’t spoken to in years, all calling to 
see how I am. My ears will perk up when I hear the voice of the intern, but only because 
for a second I’ll think it is you. Then she’ll quote a poem I studied in high school about 
making tea and I’ll try to never speak to her again. 
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ANNA
I’ll move away to some small rural town in the Midwest and start a home that initially I’ll 
be happy in, but will ultimately find isn’t at all what I had hoped it would be. Greg will 
purchase a cat. 

CLAUDE
I hate Greg.

ANNA
And cats. 

CLAUDE
I’ll stop returning the calls of my friends. Even the ones who didn’t have sex with you. 

ANNA
I won’t have friends. But, I won’t tell anybody that because I don’t want anyone to feel 
sorry for me. 

CLAUDE
I’ll find an old binder with pictures of our wedding day. I’ll get drunk on year old beer and 
flip through the pages. 

ANNA
I’ll do the same, but with boxed wine because beer makes me acidy and because I’ll like the 
irony of being square and drinking from a box. 

CLAUDE
I like that. 

ANNA
I knew you would. 

CLAUDE
My heart will break. 

ANNA
Mine too. 

CLAUDE
I’ll miss you. 

ANNA
Not as much as I’ll miss you. 

4.



CLAUDE
The intern will key the word “manwhore” into the side of my car. She’ll spell it wrong and 
then my boss will tell her there are no opportunities for growth at our company. 

ANNA
I’ll make a scary amount of pink lemonade for some reason. 

CLAUDE
You used to drink it on Sundays and comment on the unnatural color of it. 

ANNA
Lemons aren’t pink. It still baffles me. 

CLAUDE
I’ll quit my job despite my boss being strangely cool about me showing up intoxicated on 
Tuesday mornings.  

ANNA
I won’t have a job and I’ll have to join a book club at the public library to fill my idle days. 
The members of the group will all smell like moth balls. Especially Mae, a silver haired 80 
year-old with an affinity for the Bronte sisters. She will smell the most like mothballs. 

CLAUDE
I’ll move into my parent’s basement and sleep on the futon they just purchased. It will be 
not uncomfortable. 

ANNA
Mae will come over for pink lemonade and she’ll tell me about her dead husband Cliff. 

CLAUDE
I’ll be drunk for at least six out of the seven days of the week. 

ANNA
I’ll stop smiling at jokes I used to think were funny. Like this one about the actress Reese 
whats her name dying. And then they say Weatherspoon? And then I say, “no with her 
knife.”

CLAUDE
My parents will constantly see me crying in the fetal position. 

ANNA
Watching reruns of reality television on Bravo will make me happier than the man I 
sleeping with. 

CLAUDE
That’s still Greg, right?
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ANNA
Yes. 

CLAUDE
Fuck, Greg. I’ll start running. 

ANNA
I’ll leave the man I left you for. 

CLAUDE
That man being Greg, right? 

ANNA
Yes. 

CLAUDE
Fuck, Greg. 

ANNA
I’ll keep the house. He’ll keep the cat. 

CLAUDE
I’ll keep running. 

ANNA
I’ll ask Mae what’s wrong with me and she’ll be blunt and tell me my lemonade isn’t sweet 
and I’ll take that entirely out of context and confuse it as a metaphor for the way my life has 
ended up. 

CLAUDE
I’ll twist my ankle and stop running. But, then I’ll start writing. 

ANNA
I’ll sell the house and kiss Mae goodbye. At the general store on Main Street I’ll purchase 
mothballs as a way to remember her. 

CLAUDE
I’ll have a short story published in a weekly magazine. 

ANNA
I’ll rent a U-Haul and drive it across country back to the city. 
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CLAUDE
One night the intern will appear at my door because the short story was about her. I’ll 
apologize for the way I treated her and we’ll have coffee and she’ll ask for leche instead of 
milk. We’ll shake hands and never see each other again, but there won’t be any hard 
feelings.  

ANNA
I’ll visit all the spots we saw together. 

CLAUDE
I’ll clean myself up, change my appearance in an attempt to move on with my life. 

ANNA
I’ll take the subway down to Chinatown and remember your half smile on a particularly 
rainy day.  

CLAUDE
I’ll adopt Carpe Diem as my motto instead of Yolo. 

ANNA
I’ll walk by our old apartment. 

CLAUDE
I’ll call all my friends back. 

ANNA
I’ll see you on a train one day and be overcome with emotion. I’ll cry. 

CLAUDE
I won’t see you, but I’ll smile for the first time since we married. 

ANNA
I’ll see you smile. It will hurt and I’ll have so many feelings that the child sitting next to me 
will offer half of his chocolate chip cookie to make me feel better. I’ll accept. 

CLAUDE
I’ll sell a book. 

ANNA
I’ll buy that book. 

CLAUDE
It won’t be about you. 

ANNA
I’ll think it is. 
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CLAUDE
Greg will call to congratulate me. 

ANNA
Fuck, Greg. 

CLAUDE
That’s what I’m saying. Anyway, I’ll forgive him, but if we’re being completely honest...

ANNA
Which we are. 

CLAUDE
I’ll just kind of feel sad for him. He mentions something about hay fever. 

ANNA
Then I’ll call you one night. 

CLAUDE
My father will pick up. 

ANNA
I won’t speak. 

CLAUDE
He’ll hang up. 

ANNA
I’ll call it again on another night I know your parents won’t be in. Wednesday because 
that’s when they have their book group that Mae would be in if she lived in the greater 
New York area. 

CLAUDE
The phone will ring. 

ANNA
Then twice. 

CLAUDE
I’ll let it go to voice mail because a Reese what’s her name movie is playing? 

ANNA
Weatherspoon. 

CLAUDE
And then you say,” no. With her knife.” I’ll remember that joke and think of you. 
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ANNA
I’ll call Mae the next night in hopes she can instill some confidence in me. A man will 
answer and tell me Mae died a week ago. 

CLAUDE
Carpe Diem. 

ANNA
Yolo.  I’ll call again the next night. 

CLAUDE
I’ll pick up. 

ANNA
I won’t say a word. 

CLAUDE
I’ll know it’s you.

ANNA
I’ll know you’ll know it’s me. 

CLAUDE
I won’t shave for the next week despite the fact that my mother thinks I look like I have 
pubes on my face.  

ANNA
I like your scruff. 

CLAUDE
I’ll move out of my parent’s house into an apartment on Grand Street. 

ANNA
I’ll show up to your parents house. They’ll reprimand me for my actions, but give me your 
address in the end after I beg and break down on your patio. 

CLAUDE
I’ll decorate the living room like it used to be. The rug, the pictures, and the coffee table 
books about architecture in European countries will all be the same. 

ANNA
I’ll show up at your door. 

CLAUDE
I’ll let you in and act surprised to see you. 

9.


