Oliver sleeps snoring like a pig, and Barbara sits upright 
clearly unable to sleep.  
She watches TV. 

His snoring grates her like shrill cry of a wailing baby. 
Finally, she’s had enough. 

She 
OLIVER 

What’s going on? 

BARBARA 

I’m very upset. 

Oliver takes his watch off the nightstand, looks at it, and 
tosses it down. 

OLIVER 

It’s 3 o’clock in the morning. Turn 
the television off. 

BARBARA 

I wasn’t sure why I didn’t go to 
the hospital, but now I think I 
know. 

OLIVER 

I’d just like to put today behind 
us, okay? 

BARBARA 

I was going to drive to the 
hospital, but I knew you were okay.  
Because I never think that anything 
really terrible could happen to me, 
or the kids, or you.  And I was 
getting on the expressway, and 
suddenly I had this very strong 
feeling that you were dead. And I 
knew what it would feel like to be 
alone in this house...to not have 
you in my life. And I got so scared 
I had to pull over. 

Oliver pats her leg, “it’s okay.” 

OLIVER 

You don’t have to be scared 
anymore. 

BARBARA 

I got scared because I felt happy.
Oliver sits up. 

OLIVER 

You were happy because I was dead? 

BARBARA 

I was happy to be free. Like a 
weight had been lifted. 

OLIVER 

Like a weight had been lifted? 

BARBARA 

Yeah. 

OLIVER 

So how am I supposed to respond? 
You tell me that you wish I was 
dead?! 

BARBARA 

I thought it was important. 

Oliver storms out.  He stands on the opposite side of the 
door screaming his head off without ever saying a word. 

He takes a moment and reenters. 

OLIVER 

I think you owe me an apology, 
Barb. 
She says nothing. 

OLIVER (CONT’D) 

If you have something to say, I’d 
like to hear it. 

BARBARA 

I want a divorce. 

OLIVER 

No, you don’t. 

(Beat) 

You can’t have one! 

BARBARA 

I’ve thought about this a lot...and 
I really don’t want to be married 
to you anymore. 

OLIVER 

Why do you want a divorce? 

(Beat) 

Did...did I do something? Did I not 
do something? 

BARBARA 

I can’t give you specifics, Oliver. 

OLIVER 

Well, try! 

BARBARA 

I don’t want to try!! 

OLIVER 

Is there someone else? Another man? 

BARBARA 

No. 

OLIVER 

Another woman? 

BARBARA 

You wish. 

Beat. 

OLIVER 

I should be the one asking for a 
divorce. 

(beat) 

I was rushed to the hospital, 
suffering from 
severe...um...a...severe... 

BARBARA 

...Indegestion. 

OLIVER 

Oh, you’re such an expert at making 
me look like a jerk. 

BARBARA 

Okay, okay, okay...I’m sorry. I’m 
the bad person. Let’s just blame me 
for this. 

OLIVER 

I think you owe me....after 
seventeen pretty good goddamn years 
of marriage, I think you owe me a 
solid reason why. 

(beat) 

I worked my ass off to make enough 
money to provide you with the good 
life, so I think you owe me a 
reason that makes sense. So let’s 
hear it. 

(beat) 

Come on! Let’s hear it.  Let’s hear 
it! 

BARBARA 

Because...when I watch you 
eat...when I see you sleep...when I 
look at you lately...I just want to 
smash your face in. 

Beat. 

He walks closer...daring her. 

OLIVER 

Come on...smash my face. 

(beat) 

Come on...don’t you want to smash 
my f- 

WHAM!She slams a hard right into his mouth sending him 
reeling back against the wall...perhaps a bit 
overexaggerated. 
Beat. 

He was back at her...blood dripping from his lip. 

OLIVER (CONT’D) 

The next time...I hit back.  
Her eyes narrow at him. 

OLIVER (CONT’D) 

And you’d better get yourself a 
damn good lawyer. 

He turns and walks away.  He opens the door ready to exit 
when... 

BARBARA 

The best yourmoney can buy. 

A clear shot to the gut, he stops...mulls it over...then acts 
the wiser by continuing to exit. 
Her tough exterior finally melts away as she sinks against 
the bed engrossed in what just happened..... 

