
BETH 

It doesn’t seem fair.  

MARY 

Fair. Love. I haven’t thought about love in decades. I 

suppose you could say I’m “in love” with my 

comfortable, predictable life. 

MARY 

We found a way, despite a counselor’s advice to the 

contrary years ago. 

BETH 

What advice? 

MARY 

(frowns) She made it sound like I was the reason things 

went sour! Said I was too negative! Why should I put a 

positive spin on things if it isn’t positive? I just 

call it like I see it.  

BETH 

And? 

MARY 

She encouraged him to leave. Said we had a toxic 

marriage. The nerve.  

BETH 

But he stayed. 

MARY 

He’ll always stay. I was a little worried then, but 

now? He’s too old to do anything else with his life, 

not that he has that much imagination. 

BETH 

Are you sure?  

MARY 

Absolutely. He aged out of any ridiculous romantic 

notions long ago. Maybe the motorcycle’s next. Such a 

foolish risk. 

BETH 

You still care.  

MARY 

He needs me. Although he did offer to buy me a place in 

the mountains. 

BETH 

So he acknowledges you’re unhappy here. 



MARY 

He only brings it up when I get angry. He doesn’t mean 

it. I do have a nasty temper sometimes. And yet he’s 

still around. 

BETH 

You’ve been together a long time. You have history.  

MARY 

A history of me putting up with his selfishness. He 

refuses to retire, says the job keeps him young. Other 

couples our age are going on cruises and getting a two-

bedroom condo with separate bathrooms. My dream house! 

No more cleaning up after him. 

BETH 

What I wouldn’t give to… I mean, I love what we have 

now but I’ll always want more. 

MARY 

If he’s as hairy as mine is, you wouldn’t say that. You 

should see the bathroom when he gets out of the shower! 

(pauses) I’m afraid you’re destined to live alone. I 

feel sorry for you, Beth. I really do.  

BETH 

Don’t. When we’re together, it’s perfection. And a 

little perfection goes a long way.  

MARY 

(Shakes head, looks at her watch) I should probably 

check on my husband. (stands) 

BETH 

(stands also) I should go back, too. It’s been nice 

talking with you … mostly. (They laugh.) 

MARY 

(gathers her things) Onward and upward. Room 115, here 

I come. 

BETH 

115? But that’s my-- 

(The women stare at one another for a beat.) 

 

BETH/MARY 

Kevin? 


