Scene 1 - Stage
(The stage should be left in whatever state it was in at the end of the previous tenminute play. Nell and Dinah need to be seated in the audience before the play
begins. At rise (or not), the stage is empty. After several moments, the house lights
go up and the Stagehand walks on stage to address the audience.)
Stagehand:

Ladies and gentlemen, I’m sorry to have to tell you that we are having some technical
difficulty with the next play. We are working as hard as we can to resolve the issue and
will begin as soon as we can. In the meantime, we ask for your patience and
understanding. Thank you very much. (starts to exit)

Nell:

(from audience) How long will we have to wait?

Stagehand:

It won’t be long. It’s just a little technical glitch. Thank you all for your…

Nell:

Is that what you call it now? A technical glitch?

Stagehand:

Well, that’s what it is.

Nell:

I know how you theater people are. You do your little plays and cry your eyes out then
you go and hit the bars afterward and forget that you have to do it all over again the next
day and then the next day comes and… well… ‘technical glitch’!

Stagehand:

Ma’am, I assure you that it’s nothing like that. There’s a…

Nell:

(stands up) You see all these people here? If you don’t put something up on that stage in
the next sixty seconds, all those phones resting quietly in their pockets or bags are going
to come out and people will tweet and post and snap and gram and then they won’t care
anymore about your technical glitch. They’ll be transfixed by dancing cats and bad
meals with even worse names.

Dinah:

(stands) Nell?

Stagehand:

(to Nell) Ma’am, please take your seat.

Nell:

Do you have any idea how many different ways people have come up with to name their
meatloaf?

Stagehand:

I’m sure…

Dinah:

Nell, is that you?

Stagehand:

(notices Dinah) Please, please! Everyone take your seats.

Dinah:

Nellie Marston, is that really you?

Nell:

(turns to see Dinah) Dinah? Oh my goodness, Dinah! How long has it been?

Dinah:

I don’t know. I…

Nell:

Well, don’t just stand there, girl. Bring it in.

(Nell and Dina both make a big deal of working their way from their seats to a
space in the aisle between them. They hug. Dinah looks a little uncertain about the
meeting.)
Nell:

So, how are you?

Dinah:

Oh… good, good. You?

Nell:

Oh, just great. What have you been up to?
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Dinah:

Well I, uh… I just got married.

Nell:

(with mixed emotions) Married. You’re married! Well, that’s just, uh, wonderful.
Married! Imagine that. You’re married. Is he, uh, wonderful?

Dinah:

Wonderful? Oh yes. He’s warm and kind and… wonderful!

Nell:

Oh yes. Well, that’s just, uh… wonderful.
(Nell and Dinah share an awkward moment.)

Nell:

(looking around) So, where is Mr. Wonderful?

Dinah:

Oh, he had to work tonight.

Nell:

Not much of a play-goer, huh?

Dinah:

No Tom doesn’t…

Nell:

Tom?

Dinah:

Yeah, his name is Tom.

Nell:

Isn’t it a small world? My last boyfriend’s name was Tom.

Dinah:

(looks embarrassed) Oh… really? What a small world. (a beat) So, tell me. What about
you? Married yet?

Nell:

Married? Oh my! Married? (laughs) But of course I’m married. I’m locked in a veritable
state of matrimonial bliss with the man of my dreams.

Dinah:

How wonderful. Is he here with you?

Nell:

(stalling) Well, um... yes. Of course.
(Nell finds a random man in the audience and gets near him.)

Nell:

Here he is, the lucky guy!

Dinah:

Well, introduce us. What’s his name?

Nell:

His name? Of course! Tell her your name, sweetheart.
(Nell encourages the man to tell his name.)

Nell:

His name is [name]. Meet the man of my dreams… [name].

Dinah:

Why is he sitting all the way over here?

Nell:

Oh, well, we got our tickets at the last minute. It was all they had left. But it’s OK isn’t it
honey? We don’t have to sit next to each other to share a great time together.

Dinah:

Oh, that’s so romantic. What does he do for work?

Nell:

Well. He’s, uh… a professional weightlifter. I mean, look at these highly toned and
pumped muscles. He’s a well-crafted and honed machine. And smart too! He’s got at
least two Ph.D.s in quantum biological stamp collecting or some such thing and well,
he’s just soooo cute!

Dinah:

Oh! I’m so happy for you, Nell. I suppose you’ve completely forgotten about Tom, uh…
right?

Nell:

Oh, yes. Completely out of my mind. Tom who? (they laugh)

Dinah:

It was so good to see you.

Nell:

And you too. (they hug) I suppose we should take our seats.
(Nell and Dinah crawl over people to get back to their seats. As they do, the
Stagehand returns to the stage and tries to ignore them.)

Stagehand:

Ladies and gentlemen, on behalf of the theatre I must really apologize for the delay but
we will have the problem resolved right away and then we can begin our next play very
soon. In the meantime...

Nell:

Black coffee.

Stagehand:

What?

Nell:

Lots of black coffee should do the trick. In the meantime (mocking him) what are you
going to do for us?

Stagehand:

Me?

Nell:

You look strong, healthy, and… sober. Why don’t you do a little song and dance for us
while we wait? A little soft shoe? Maybe some gymnastics. I bet you used to do some
mean flips, huh?

Stagehand:

Well, I…

Nell:

Go ahead, tell us all about it.

Stagehand:

(proudly) I must admit that I…

Dinah:

(stands) Nell?

Nell:

(ignores the Stagehand and stands) Dinah? What is it?

Dinah:

I’m really sorry about you and Tom.
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Nell:

Dinah, I’m sorry too. In fact, I have to tell you something. (a beat) I lied to you.
(The Stagehand gets frustrated at being shouted over and exits.)

Dinah:

About being married?

Nell:

Yeah, how did you know?

Dinah:

I had my suspicions.

Nell:

Can we talk?

Dinah:

Sure, Nell. Bring it in.
(Nell and Dinah make their way through the audience back to where they gathered
in the aisle. They hug.)

Nell:

Oh, I’m so sorry to have lied to you before. It’s just that I went through a terrible break
up with my last boyfriend, Tom.

Dinah:

Yes. It must have been awful after all that time.

Nell:

Yes, yes it was. It seemed like it was going so well. I mean we did practically everything
together and then it was suddenly all over.

Dinah:

I know.

Nell:

What?

Dinah:

I mean I know how hard that must have been.

Nell:

It was. But the past is past right? We have to learn to move on. One door closes and
another opens, isn’t that so? (a beat) But, enough about me. What about you? What’s
your man like?

Dinah:

(suddenly uncomfortable) Well, uh… he’s… You know, just an average guy.

Nell:

Is he tall like Tom was?

Dinah:

Well, yeah.

Nell:

Is he a hockey fan like Tom was?

Dinah:

As a matter of fact, he is.

Nell:

Does he play golf even in the rain?

Dinah:

Small world, huh?

Nell:

(starts to laugh) Oh my goodness, you’re right. What a small world it is. Maybe they
just pump these guys out of a factory or something. Next, you’ll tell me he has hornrimmed glasses and a mole on his left shoulder.
(Nell keeps laughing until she notices Dinah is not responding or laughing.)

Nell:

Dinah, it was a joke. Get it? Not every man is going to have horn-rimmed glasses and a
mole on his left shoulder like Tom did… unless… (comes to a realisation). You didn’t!

Dinah:

Didn’t what?

Nell:

Steal my Tom from right under my nose.

Dinah:

I didn’t steal him. He came to me. He joined my bowling league and we happened to
have adjoining lanes and we just started talking, that’s all. One thing led to another…

Nell:

Which led to you taking away the love of my life.

Dinah:

I didn’t want to hurt you. It just happened this way. You have to believe me!

Nell:

But why? Why would he do this to me? We were so close. I never left his side.

Dinah:

But that’s just it, Nell. He said you were suffocating him. He felt like he couldn’t
breathe. He didn’t know what to do so he just ran away.

Nell:

Oh, Dinah! How could he say such a thing? How could he possibly say that I was
suffocating him? You know how shy and reserved I am.

Dinah:

Well, uh…

Nell:

(hugs Dinah) Oh, Dinah. It’s me, me! I chased him away. I don’t deserve him. He
deserves someone wonderful like you. Someone… special...just...like… you!
(In the last sentence, Nell squeezes Dinah harder with each word.)

Dinah:

Nnnnnell!

Nell:

(seeing what she’s done) Oh, Dinah, I’m so sorry.

Dinah:

(catching her breath) No, no. It’s alright. I can see you’re very upset.

Nell:

Listen, I’m just going to go back to my seat and watch the next play.

Dinah:

Oh, OK. Will you be alright?

Nell:

Sure, sure. I’ll be fine. I’ll see you after the show.

Dinah:

Yeah, later.
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(Nell and Dinah make their way through the audience and settle back into their
seats for a few awkward moments.)
Dinah:

(stands) Nell! Hey, Nell!

Nell:

(stands) Dinah?

Dinah:

Nell, listen! I just had a fantastic idea. Why don’t you come over for dinner Saturday
night?

Nell:

Dinner? With you and Tom? Oh no, I couldn’t. (starts to sit)

Dinah:

No, listen! It would be your chance to show him you’re over him, that you have moved
on, that you’re a new person. Besides, I want us all to be friends.

Nell:

(stands again) Oh, I don’t know, Dinah.

Dinah:

It’ll be fun, like old times. (pause) We’ll find you a date. Someone fun and interesting.

Nell:

Where am I going to find someone like that?
(The Stagehand enters)

Stagehand:

Ladies and gentlemen, I am very pleased to tell you…

Nell:

Your sign! You’re very pleased to tell us your sign.

Stagehand:

My sign?

Nell:

Yeah, what sign are you?

Stagehand:

I’m a Libra.

Nell:

Libra! Here that Nell, he’s a Libra. (to Stagehand) Ever had a criminal conviction?

Stagehand:

What kind of question is that?

Nell:

Are you hesitating in front of all these people? Maybe it’s because…

Stagehand:

No! I have never had a criminal conviction.

Nell:

Member of an extremist political group?

Stagehand:

No! What is this?

Nell:

Serial killer? Member of a pseudo-religious cult? Drug dealer? Cosmetic surgery? Keep
a pet python?

Stagehand:

Uh… no!

Nell:

Free on Saturday night?

Stagehand:

No!

Nell:

You’re a terrible liar but you have a good heart. I’ll see you after the show, handsome.
(to Dinah) He’ll do. (sits)

Dinah:

Saturday night, then! (sits)

Nell:

Saturday night!

Stagehand:

(trying to recover) Uh, ladies and gentleman, the next play is ready to begin. (exits)
END

