
 

Characters 

 

Anthony (M)   -  A middle-aged accountant dressed in a dark suit. 

Monica (F)    -  Anthony’s wife dressed in plain clothes. 

  



 

Scene 1 - Chapel 

(There is a table upstage center. On the table is something that looks like a coffin (a 

box covered in drapery). The top of the box is open but the inside cannot be seen by 

the audience. Facing the box (backs to the audience) downstage are some folding or 

small chairs. The actors should act as if there were men sitting in the chairs. There 

is a small lectern or podium near the coffin facing the audience. Church organ 

music can be playing in the background. At rise, Anthony is standing next to the 

box (coffin) addressing an audience.) 

Anthony: ...And he was standing there, staring at her, waiting for a response. I guess he was 

hoping she would say something witty or biting or sarcastic so he could come back with 

some clever retort but she said… nothing! (laughs) She just sat there and stared back at 

him. Frank didn’t know what to do with himself. He just came unhinged and walked 

away. He was no match for her. (laughs again) But, seriously. We will all miss her. She 

was an important part of our team and was always there to brighten up the office. It takes 

a certain someone to bring a smile to the faces of people who crunch numbers all day 

and she was special to all of us. (a sigh) It is sad for me to think that I will no longer see 

her sitting there in her chair staring back at us. She will no longer fill the office with her 

never-ending smile. She will no longer greet us with open arms that could stretch out 

wide for anyone–all day. She will no longer sway gently to the sounds of the subwoofer 

blaring out death metal. 

(Monica enters and peers around the downstage curtain to watch Anthony. As he 

talks she reveals herself.) 

Anthony: There was so much to love about her. She was very quiet–never spoke a disparaging 

word. She was a great listener. She could sit for hours and simply take in everything you 

said without judgment or comment. 

(Monica moves to down center stage.) 

Anthony: It was almost as if she never left… (notices Monica) Monica! What are you doing here? 

Monica:  (whispering) I’m sorry. You go right ahead. I’ll just sit here. (starts to sit down in the 

closest chair) 

Anthony: No, no, no!  (rushes toward Monica: and stops her from sitting down) You can’t stay 

here! 

Monica:  What? Why not? 

Anthony:  It’s just that… Well, it’s kind of a private ceremony. 

Monica: What do you mean? It’s a funeral service, not an initiation ceremony for the Royal Order 

of Muskrats or something. 

Anthony:  No, I know, but it’s kind of an office thing. We wanted to keep it small and private. 

Monica: I didn’t even know you were here. I called your office and they said you were at a 

funeral so I got concerned. I wanted to support you. 



 

(Anthony guides Monic: closer to where she entered.) 

Anthony: That is really great of you, honey, but everyone here has just gone through a tragic event 

and I really don’t want to upset them. 

Monica:   (a little too loud) Upset them? How is my being here going to upset them? 

Anthony:  (looks around the room) It’s just that they don’t know you and this is not the time for 

introductions and chit-chat. 

Monica: OK, I get it. I’ll just sit here quietly and no one will even know that I’m around. You just 

go on up there, finish what you were doing, and don’t mind me. 

(Anthony thinks about arguing the point then reconsiders.) 

Anthony:  OK, OK, but promise me you’ll stay right there in your seat and not move. 

Monica:  Sure, no problem. 

Anthony:  Promise me! 

Monica:  Yeah, OK. I promise. 
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(Anthony stares at Monica as she takes a seat then turns around to go back to the 

podium. After only a couple of steps, however, Monica jumps up from her seat and 

taps Anthony on the shoulder to get his attention. Everything is spoken in a kind of 

reverent hush.) 

Anthony:   (turns around) You promised! 

Monica:  Yeah, I know. I’m sorry but I was just wondering who it is we are mourning. 

Anthony:  Her name is Vicky… from the office. 

Monica:  OK, I’m sorry about Vicky. 

Anthony:  Thank you. 

(Anthony turns around and heads toward the podium. Monica starts to sit down 

but looks around then jumps up and grabs Anthony again.) 

Anthony:   (turns around) What is it? 

Monica:  I just noticed something. There are only men here. 

Anthony:  (looks around and pretends to be surprised) Well, look at that! You’re right. Funny 

thing, huh? 

Monica:  Why is that? 

Anthony:  Why is what? 
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(Anthony tries to turn around but Monica stops him.) 

Monica:  (getting a little upset) A room filled with only men who are here to honor a woman? 

What’s going on, Anthony? 

Anthony:  There aren’t many women that work in our office. 

Monica: Really? Is that because women aren’t getting hired or are they running away from an 

oppressive work environment? 

Anthony:  I couldn’t say. I just work there. 

Monica:  Sounds like Vicky was happy working there, though. 

Anthony: She’s different than most. (a beat) Look, we’re trying to pay our respects to someone 

here. Would you just sit there and I’ll be right back and then we can go home? What do 

you say? 

Monica:   (thinks) OK, sorry. You go ahead. 

Anthony: Thanks. (returns to the podium to continue eulogy) I think what we will miss most 

about her was her profound optimism. Nothing moved her. She was as steadfast as the 

stains on Frank’s ties. (laughter) 

(As Anthony talks, Monica gets curious and decides to take a peek at the body in 

the box.) 

Anthony: I remember the time when Ted thought he might take her to his… (notices Monica 

staring at him) Uh, to his...torical landmarks throughout the town… so that she could 

learn the history of our great community. (notices Monica getting up) Uh, she was so 

thrilled to see the uh, Museum of History with all of its, uh, old stuff, and that old guy’s 

really big house that always looks so tacky with all those lights and moving figurines at 

Christmas time… 

(As Monica moves toward the box, Anthony speaks faster so he will finish before 

she gets there.) 

Anthony: And that statue of the big guy and his hot dog, or is it a hamburger? No, that’s the diner 

down the road. Anyways, she had a really great time and you could tell how much she 

enjoyed the ride by the smile on her face and Ted was smiling too and it just was one of 

the many ways that we loved her and she loved us and everybody loved everybody and 

we will really really miss her for a very long time and now we will say a short prayer to 

honor her… amen, prayer’s over. Thank you all very much for coming. 

(Anthony dashes over to the box and blocks Monica) 

Anthony:   (tries to smile) It’s all over. We can go home now. 

Monica:  I thought I’d pay my respects as well since I’m here. 

Anthony: That’s really big of you, sweetheart, but I need to get back to work and I’m sure you 

have things to do and there’s… 

Monica:  Get out of my way, Anthony! 



 

(Monica pushes Anthony out of her way and moves to the box to look inside.) 

Anthony:  Monica, I… 

Monica:   (staring inside) She doesn’t look real. 

Anthony:  (tries to pull her away) Oh, that’s just the embalming and the make-up and all that sort 

of stuff they do. C’mon, let’s go. 

Monica:  No, I mean, she really doesn’t look real. (reaches into the box) 

Anthony:  Monica, don’t! It’s rude! It’s sacrilegious! 

Monica:   (reaches in then screams) She’s not real. She’s a… She’s a… 

Anthony:  No she’s not. 

Monica: Yes she is. (suddenly angry and grabs Anthony) What the hell is going on here, 

Anthony? 
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(Anthony guides Monica downstage for a private conversation.) 

Anthony: Look! It all just started out as a little joke. One of the guys brought her to the office, you 

know, for fun and, well, she just kind of stuck around. 

Monica:  She stuck around?… for fun? 

Anthony:  Yeah. The guys really liked her. She wasn’t any trouble and… 

Monica:  What do you mean she wasn’t any trouble? 

Anthony:  (nervous) What I, uh, mean, is that she was, uh… Oh, come on, Monica. You know how 

it has been lately with all the lawsuits and the Me Toos and the men losing their jobs 

because they looked at a woman the wrong way. 

Monica:  They did a lot more than that, Anthony! 

Anthony:  Yeah, I know, but it just seems like men nowadays can hardly act like men anymore. 

Monica: No, Anthony, men cannot act like pigs anymore. That’s what you and the guys in your 

office don’t get. The age of treating women as second-class people is over. 

Anthony:  It was just a joke. 

Monica: A joke that never ended and the real funny part is that you can’t deal with real women 

so, instead, you interact with… 

Anthony:  Monica, please! (puts his hand over her mouth) 

Monica:   (slaps his hand away) This ends now! 
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Anthony:  What? What do you mean? What are you going to do? 

(Monica reaches inside Anthony’s jacket, takes a pen, and clicks it menacingly. 

Anthony tries to stop her but she gets by him and stands beside the box. She raises 

the pen and jabs it into the interior of the box. There is a sound like a balloon 

popping and air escaping.) 

Anthony:   (lowers his head) You shouldn’t have done that. 

Monica:  I’m setting you free, Anthony. Can’t you see that? 

Anthony: But you’re not setting yourself free. (turns a chair around and sits) Desecration of a 

body is a serious offense. 

Monica:  Only if it’s a human body, Anthony, a human body, not a plastic doll. 

Anthony: I’m not sure if the sheriff will see it that way. He was a regular customer of ours. He 

came in all the time. I think he and Vicky had a special relationship. 

Monica: Do you even hear yourself right now? You and your little polyethylene fan club are 

living in a separate reality–a reality where only the men are real. The Sheriff can haul me 

in if he likes but I don’t think a judge is going to… (sees Anthony’s strange look) Oh, 

no. The judge is a man? Not him too. 

Anthony:  He came around at least once a week and brought flowers. 

(Monica stares at Anthony for a moment then changes her posture. She moves 

toward Anthony.) 

Monica: Oh, Anthony, Anthony, Anthony. (pats his shoulder) I had no idea the depth of your… 

passion for this, uh, woman. 

Anthony: She made our work a little less tedious. She was something to look forward to like a 

favorite chair or a cup of latte. 

Monica: That would be an interesting addition to the Starbuck’s menu. I’ll have a Tall Blonde. 

No, not the drink, the plastic doll. (pause) Tell me something, Anthony. How did she 

die?  I mean, she’s plastic. How does a plastic woman die? 

 

Anthony:  A slow leak. Beyond repair. 

 

Monica:  She couldn’t hold her own air? 

 

Anthony:  A tragedy. 

 

Monica:  Yeah. I break into tears every time my tires get replaced. 

Anthony:  You just can’t understand. 

 

Monica:  (thinks for a moment) You know, you’re right. I don’t understand. How could I? The 

only plastic friend I’ve ever had in my life was a little Wonder Woman doll from my 

childhood. How could I possibly know what it feels like to have a relationship with a 



 

full-size figurine unless I felt it for myself? Maybe there’s a special something, a greater 

mystery to be experienced. 

 

Anthony:  Now you’re just mocking me. 

Monica: Oh no, no, no. You’ve opened my eyes to the wonders of petrochemical companionship. 

Tell me, did you purchase her online? 

Anthony:  Yes. 

Monica:  (pulls out her phone and works on it) And they can come in a variety of shapes, sizes, 

hair color, eye color, skin color? 

Anthony:  Of course. 

Monica:  And do you think I might find one with... (describes herself)? 

Anthony:  Well, yes, but then she would… 

Monica: What? Look like me? (pause) You know the great thing about online shopping is that 

you can get practically anything you want and some places even offer same day 

shipping. Did you know that? (pushes a button on her phone with deliberate 

resolution) There we go! 

(Anthony just stares at Monica as she puts her phone away then folds her arms to 

wait. After a moment a box is slid onto the stage just in front of where she stands.) 

Monica: There you go, Anthony. Your new Monica doll. You can take her to the Sheriff and the 

Judge and even if you throw her in jail she will never argue or cause any problems. 

Anthony:  But… 
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Monica: What’s wrong, Anthony? Isn’t this just what you wanted: a woman who won’t argue or 

threaten with a lawsuit, a woman who is quiet and cooperative, a woman who listens to 

your every whining complaint about the poor state of the masculine gender? 

Anthony:  But… 

Monica:  Goodbye, Anthony. Enjoy your new playmate. 

Anthony:  But, Monica... 

Monica:  I hope you two will be happy together. 

(Monica exits while Anthony stares at her and then the box. The lights fade.) 

Curtain 
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