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Cast of Characters

TOM:                   Early 40's

ANGIE:          Early 40's

Place

House

Time
Night



1.

Setting: Kitchen/Living Room, very spacious.

At Rise: Angie takes her shoes off and gets herself into comfortable at home mode.  Tom gloats 
and is in the best of moods.



2.

TOM: I loved it, I loved it, I absolutely loved it.  Come on, it felt good, didn't it?  Didn't it feel good, to 
rub it in Jack's big nose?

I cannot stand that man and to call him out on his baloney right in front of everybody and so discreetly 
was pure bliss.  It was a dream of mine, let me tell you.

For years, I've been wanting to get that guy.  Whenever we'd see him at gatherings, it was always the 
same, at some point during the party I'd run into him and he'd pass a comment and it was always a 
nasty comment but he'd do it with a smile and in a high minded way...well, tonight I got my revenge 
and you saw his face, dropped right to the floor and I loved watching him squirm like the worm he is, 
struggling to keep it together.  I swore I noticed steam coming out from his collar, that's how good I got 
him......and the sweat bubbling out from his forehead, ah, it was beautiful.

ANGIE:  You didn't need to stoop so low.

TOM:  I did, I definitely did.

ANGIE:  He's never done anything bad to you.

TOM:  It's psychological warfare at it's finest and I must admit, the guy is a brilliant practitioner.

ANGIE:  He's as dumb as a rock.

TOM:  That he is but he excels at rudeness. I can't describe it but he has a way of reaching under your 
skin and shaking you up.  I don't know what you call it but he's been hitting me below the belt long 
enough and tonight it was like the gates of heaven opened up and I nailed him.

ANGIE:  This guy really gets to you that much?

TOM: Oh, you can't imagine.  I've told you before but you probably tuned me out.

ANGIE:  Well, I'm glad you're happy dear.

TOM:  I'm ecstatic.

Tom's cellphone rings.

Hello?  (beat)  Hey, what's up?  Yeah we just walked in, is everything---you're kidding?  When?  I'm 
sorry to hear that...he's still alive?  Oh, good, good...Where's your husband?  Oh, he went with 
him...sure, it's his brother, sure...are you okay?  (beat)  What the hell happened?  (beat)  Oh, 
wow...wow...wow.   Are the kids okay?  Do you need me to come back there?  You sure?  I feel terrible. 

(covers phone – to Angie)

My sister, her brother in law, JACK, just had a heart attack.
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Angie makes a shocked gesture.

(back into phone)

Let me know if you need anything.  He's having open heart surgery as we speak...okay...odds are fifty-
fifty...wow...can you call me to let me know what happens...thanks.  Okay, we'll talk then, we'll---yeah, 
bye for now, bye.

ANGIE:  What's going on?

TOM:  Jack, suffered a heart attack.

ANGIE:  Unbelievable.

TOM:  Yeah, right after we left.

ANGIE:  I don't believe it.

TOM:  He's at the hospital now having open heart surgery.

ANGIE:  Oh---my!

TOM:  Yeah...I mean, I hate the guy and all but I don't hate him that much, I mean, I didn't want to kill 
the guy.

ANGIE:  Don't say that!

TOM:  Yeah but, I think it was my fault.  I think it was because of what I said...his blood pressure...it 
may have been too much for him.

ANGIE:  You cannot take responsibility for another man's heart attack.

TOM:  How do you know?  I hit him pretty hard.  Everybody was laughing and laughing at him...he 
probably couldn't handle it and he had the heart attack soon after.

ANGIE:  Stop that talk!

TOM:  What else could have caused it?

ANGIE:  You passes a silly remark, people laughed and that was that.  It wasn't so heavy.  You make 
everything a big deal.
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TOM:  Angie, I'm telling you, it's my fault.  I packed a lot of venom in that bite.

ANGIE:  You are crazy to think you caused Jack's heart attack.  Impossible!

TOM:  Than how do you explain it?!

ANGIE:  Arteries!  The man's arteries are clogged up.  He doesn't exercise, he stuffs his face and he's 
hyperactive.

TOM:  What the hell are you talking about, hyperactive?

ANGIE:  He's intense, always verbearing.

TOM:  How does being overbearing lead to a heart attack?

ANGIE:  If you're constantly hyper and loud and always flailing when you talk, the body can only take 
so much of that.

TOM:  I don't know.

ANGIE:  It's late, I'm tired, please, just let it go.

TOM:  I can't let it go, Angie.  Don't you see, I may have killed this man.  I can't have his blood on my 
hands.

ANGIE:  Are you joking?

TOM:  Stop thinking I'm joking.  I'm dead serious!

ANGIE:  Listen, Tom, Tom, listen...Jack having a heart attack has absolutely nothing at all to do with 
you poking fun at him, well, okay, maybe ten percent may have played a bit of a role in it but the other  
ninety percent or so was all him.

TOM:  So, I'm an instigator.

ANGIE:  A what?

TOM:  I instigated the crime.

ANGIE:  Crime:  What crime?  The man had a heart attack Tom, snap out of it.
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TOM:  Yeah, but my ten percent stirred up the ninety percent and there you go.

ANGIE:  Let's say you had something to do with it, for argument sake, what then?

TOM:  What if he dies?

ANGIE:  He's not gonna die.

TOM:  But what if he does, Angie?  I have to live with that for the rest of my life.

ANGIE:  But he isn't going to die.

TOM:  He's having open heart surgery right now as we speak.  It can go either way.

ANGIE:  I said he's not gonna die.  (beat)  Let me ask you something.  Do you want him to die?

TOM:  No!  Of course not.  What kind of question is that?

ANGIE:  I'm just asking because earlier it sounded like you were out for his blood.

TOM:  Yeah but, I wouldn't wish death on the guy.

ANGIE: Yeah, but in the car you said that someone like him shouldn't even be walking the face of the 
Earth.  You said that the world would be a better place without Jack in it.  You said that.

TOM:  I know what I said but deep down, deep down I didn't mean it.

ANGIE:  So, why'd you say it?

TOM:  Because words help people blow off steam.

ANGIE:  You sounded like you meant it.

TOM:  Are you trying to stir me up?  Can't you see I'm upset about this whole thing?

ANGIE:  Are you?

TOM:  Yes, I am!  Jack may die and it's because of me.  I don't want that to happen.  Never in a million 
years.

ANGIE:  From now on you should be careful about the things you utter because sometimes the 
universe hears you.
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TOM:  I don't even know how to respond to that.

ANGIE:  I'm going to bed, you can think it over.

TOM:  Bed?  How can you go to bed?  Don't you want to know if he pulls through?

ANGIE:  You can't expect me to stay up waiting for the phone to ring.  I'm sorry but there's no way.

TOM:  Where's your compassion?

ANGIE:  What do you expect me to say?  I hope the guy makes it.

TOM:  Go to bed.  I'll let you know what happens when I hear...

Angie goes upstairs to bed.

Tom pours himself a glass of wine and sits on the couch.  Just as he sits his cellphone rings.

TOM:  (to Angie)  It's my sister!  (beat) (nervously)  ...Hello?

END OF PLAY


