
Cast of Characters 

 

MAN a man. Late twenties to Mid-

thirties 

 

GIRL    a girl. Late teens 

 

SECOND MAN  practically a boy. Early twenties 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Setting 

 

A bus stop. Morning. 

 

Time 

 

The present.  



 

 

 

 

 

SCENE: A bench on the edge of a busy 

intersection. There is a tall 

metal sign for a bus stop. 

There are sounds of traffic 

constantly going. 

 

AT RISE: A GIRL is sitting on the edge 

of the bench. She seems 

neither content or uncontent, 

just sitting. She is 

listening to her phone, 

loudly. Music can be heard 

coming from it, but it’s not 

loud enough to discern what 

song is really playing. She 

is wearing a shirt with a 

graphic of the world on it. 

She sits, playing a game on 

her phone, or checking her 

Facebook. Nothing happens for 

a few seconds, save for an 

occasional passerby, who pass 

at random throughout the 

entire play. A MAN enters, 

briefcase in hand. He notices 

her, but she does not notice 

him. 

 

MAN 

Hello – oh!  

 

(No response.)  

 

I didn’t see you were on your phone. What are you 

listening to? No? Okay, that’s fine. 

(The two sit in silence for a few moments. 

The MAN fiddles with his briefcase, as if to 

open it, but thinks better of it. He looks 

over to the GIRL, who still stares into her 

phone, oblivious to him.) 



MAN 

(to nobody in particular)  

What a world we live in. Always connected, but never 

connected. Ha! How is your Facebook looking? Got any 

good tweets to share? Hashtag swag, am I right? Ha! Ha 

ha!  

 

(beat.)  

 

Can you really not hear anything I’m saying? Guess 

not. How...familiar. 

 

(He looks down and the two sit in silence 

for a second. Suddenly the girl looks up at 

him and removes one earbud.) 

 

GIRL 

Did you say something? 

 

MAN 

What? No. 

 

GIRL 

I thought I heard someone talking. 

 

MAN 

Oh, I just said hello, but saw you were listening to 

music. It’s fine.  

 

(She nods and puts her earbud back in, 

returning to her phone.)  

 

What song are you listening – to. Never mind then. 

 

(Another couple beats as the two sit on 

opposite ends of the bench. The man opens up 

his briefcase, and pulls out a manila folder 

full of papers. He makes a big show of 

setting everything down on the bench. The 

GIRL looks up for a split second, glances at 

the contents of the briefcase, then returns 

to her phone.) 

 

Where are you headed? I’m headed to the courthouse, 

myself. Have to settle some…God, what am I doing?  

 



(He quickly picks up everything and shoves 

it back in his briefcase. The GIRL notices 

the commotion, looks at him for a couple 

seconds, and again removes the earbud.) 

 

GIRL 

Are you okay? 

 

MAN 

Yes. 

 

GIRL 

You sure? 

 

MAN 

Positive.  

 

(GIRL puts earbuds back in)  

 

You know what, no. No I’m not. I’m actually – talking 

to a girl who isn’t listening to me again. You never 

even really cared did you? Shit, sorry, I didn’t mean 

that. No, yes I did mean that. There’s no way you 

can’t hear me. How loud is that music?  

 

(a beat. Still no response from her.)  

 

Hello? Hello? HELLO YES DO YOU REALIZE YOU ARE GOING 

DEAF? I’m sorry. I blew up at you, it was uncalled 

for. Shit. It’s just…it’s just been rough, you know? 

Ha, probably not. You’re not the one talking to 

someone who’s paying attention to something or someone 

else.  

 

(GIRL still does not react.)  

 

Don’t make an effort on your part, I’d hate to break 

this streak I have.  

 

(a beat.)  

 

Why am I even talking to you? I mean, it’s one thing 

to talk to a complete stranger, to open up to someone 

new, but to someone who can’t even hear you? I 

probably look crazy. I have one of these phones too! 

Look, I can ignore people! Look at me go! Oh, look 

Facebook! I got a notification! Got a message, that’s 



something that hasn’t ruined my life in the past few 

weeks! Oh! Maybe it’s from my wife! Wonder what that 

could be? 

  

(He looks, and is immediately crestfallen.)  

 

It’s...not from my wife. Are you still not listening 

to me? You seriously can’t hear a word I’m saying? 

You’re a waste of space and your parents never loved 

you.  

 

(No reaction.)  

 

I’m sorry, just had to see if you could hear me – wait 

I’m apologizing to you. Why am I apologizing to you? 

Why am I even doing anything? 

 

(He slumps back in the bench, sending a 

vibration to the GIRL, who looks up from her 

phone again. She removes her earbud again, 

as if to speak. The MAN picks up on this cue 

and looks over to her. The two lock eyes, 

but say nothing for a second.) 

 

MAN 

(genuinely)  

 

Sorry, did I disturb you? 

 

GIRL 

No. 

 

MAN 

Oh, good. 

 

GIRL 

I mean, you were kind of fidgeting a lot— 

 

MAN 

Sorry about that. I’m nervous. 

 

GIRL 

About what? 

 

MAN 

Oh, I don’t want to bother you. Personal problems. 

 



GIRL 

Oh, okay. 

 

(She puts her earbud in, but remains 

watching the MAN, as if waiting for him to 

say something. He merely smiles, and after a 

couple beats, she returns to her phone.) 

 

MAN 

What the hell is wrong with me? I start spilling my 

guts when you aren’t paying attention, and the moment 

I’m more important than whatever’s on your phone, I 

can’t reach out anymore. You wouldn’t happen to know a 

good shrink, huh? Tap your phone if you know a good 

shrink.  

 

(She taps her phone, but not in response to 

him.)  

 

Alright, now tap your phone if you’re going to 

continue to ignore me and my problems.  

 

(another tap.)  

 

It just feels so real now though. Isn’t that funny? I 

mean, I knew it the whole time. I knew what she—what 

was happening. Oh don’t look too disappointed, I may 

be opening up to you, you glorified statue, but I’m 

not sharing that just yet. Wait, was that too harsh? 

You aren’t a glorified statue. Yeah, that was cruel. I 

apologize.  

 

(a beat.)  

 

Tap once if you forgive me?  

 

(A pause, but then the girl taps her phone 

twice.)  

 

I hope that means you forgive me with much vigor.  

 

(The two sit in silence.) 

 

I wish I wasn’t here. Not here here, just here. Do you 

ever wish that? Probably not. You’re young. You have 

plenty of time before you fuck up your marriage. I 

wish I was your age again. Well, I can’t be too much 



older than you. I guess I just wish I was where you 

are again. Before you only felt the finality of a 

divorce with the click of a mouse. Not that I’m 

blaming Facebook, or that it’s Facebook’s fault. I 

don’t even know what I’m saying anymore. I just don’t 

want to be here. I want to be a character. Like, in a 

movie. I don’t have to deal with something else, I’m 

just given a script and everything’s all set up for 

me. I could read ahead and know what’s going to happen 

so I’m not blindsided by a fucking message from 

someone else! Well, I wasn’t blindsided, I guess. I 

don’t know what I’m saying. (He looks over to the 

GIRL, who is still anaware of anything he’s said). I’m 

glad you can’t hear me. You’d probably think I was 

nuts.  

 

(Another pause. The man reaches out, as if 

to touch her, but changes his mind. He 

continues his speech, completely defeated.) 

 

Did I mention Facebook? I did, didn’t I. You know, 

that’s how she found him. Old classmate. High school 

sweethearts, probably. I don’t know. She never 

mentioned him before. Isn’t that always how it goes? 

Facebook really brings people together doesn’t it? 

 

(beat. The man looks over the GIRL’s 

shoulder to see what she is doing on her 

phone.) 

 

I see. You too. It’s a hell of a website. Hope 

whatever you end up doing isn’t ruined by it. 

 

(The two sit there for some time. A couple 

cars go past. The sound of a bus pulling 

in.) 

 

Well that’s me. I suppose you aren’t getting on here? 

I could go for some more ignoring on the way to the 

courthouse.  

 

(She doesn’t budge.)  

 

Fair enough. 

 

(The MAN gets up, as if to leave, but stays 

rooted in the spot. He looks out into the 



audience, presumably where the bus driver is 

sitting there, waiting. He then shakes his 

head and waves the bus driver on. There is a 

sound of the doors closing and the bus 

driving away.) 

 

I think I’ll just walk. Thanks for the chat, I guess. 

 

GIRL 

Sorry, what was that? 

 

MAN 

Nothing, I didn’t say anything important.  

 

(she returns to her phone.)  

 

I never really do. 

 

(He walks away, not even caring to look back 

at the girl. Another couple cars pass, and 

the girl is still engrossed in her phone. A 

SECOND MAN enters, also on his phone, 

although he seems to just be sending a text. 

He sits down where the first MAN sat.) 

 

SECOND MAN 

Hello – Oh! I didn’t see you were on your phone. 

 

(She doesn’t respond.) 


