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Late night. One in the morning. A subway car. “Microon
II” by alva noto and Ryuichi Sakamoto plays through
until the first character speaks. For a moment, we see
the dimly lit subway car. BRIDGET OSBORNE is in the
car reading a book. We hear the subway car moving
through the tunnels as the lights inside flicker a bit.
Bridget is unphased by the movements, her body moving
along with them naturally.

After a moment, the lights come up and we fully see the
subway car. Bridget’s face is shielded by the book. She
occasionally looks up to see which stop is next and then
looks at her watch. Beside her is her bag. She has her
arm wrapped around it, and her legs are crossed. She is
wearing a party outfit that is a few years too old for the
current time. Despite the empty subway car, she does not
spread out among the seats. She remains close together.

The subway car gradually comes to a stop. Bridget
quickly glances behind her to peek out of the window.
The doors open and ROBERT GOODMAN enters. He
revels in the empty car but soon sees Bridget with the
book covering her face. His expression drops as he goes
to take a spot several seats away from her. Bridget peeks
at him out of the corner of her eye and smirks.

Robert is wearing a nice suit and glasses, holding a cake
box. As he sits, he opens the box to check on the cake. It
looks fine. The doors close and the train begins to move.
Robert checks his watch and looks everywhere, making
sure to avoid eye contact with Bridget. However, he goes
against this rule he set for himself. He takes her in for a
moment.

Robert quickly averts his gaze as Bridget turns her head
to look at him. She looks back down at her book, smiling
to herself. She uncrosses her legs and crosses them again
as she turns her body into his view more fully. Robert
notices this from the corner of his eye and swallows
hard, clearing his throat. There is another moment of
silence.



BRIDGET
(eyes still on book)

Would you be happy if you died right now?

Robert takes a moment to process the question
before he turns to look at Bridget. He’s
completely taken aback.

ROBERT
I’m sorry? Did you say something to me?

BRIDGET
You’re the only other person in here.

Robert gives her a look as he shakes his head.
He looks up at the map, figuring out when his
stop will be.

Bridget puts her book down in her lap and stares
at Robert.

Would you be happy if you died right now?

ROBERT
What kind of a question is that?

BRIDGET
It’s just making conversation.

ROBERT
I don’t see the need to have a conversation with you.

BRIDGET
Why not? I can.

Pause.
We’re the only two in here and the next few stops aren’t for a while. So… would you be so kind as to
answer my question?

ROBERT
I don’t have to answer any questions that make me uncomfortable.

BRIDGET
What’s uncomfortable about it? We all die. It’s just a matter of when and how.



ROBERT
Well, excuse me if I don’t want to answer a question about dying when I’m in a subway car at one in the
morning next to a complete stranger.

BRIDGET
Don’t worry. I’ll get you to answer it one way or another.

Robert is a bit put off by this response, but at the
sound of her playful laughter, he calms down a
bit.

Where are you coming from?

Robert is debating whether or not to engage. But
the next few stops won’t be for a while…

ROBERT
Work.

BRIDGET
Work?

Robert nods his head.

What kind of job do you have that keeps you at work until one in the morning?
Pause.

You a doctor or something? You don’t look like one. At least, I haven’t met many doctors who go to work
in a suit. And a really nice one, too. Yeah, you’re not a doctor. You wouldn’t want blood getting on that.

ROBERT
I am not a doctor.

BRIDGET
Then what do you do?

ROBERT
None of your business.

BRIDGET
Fair enough.

Silence.



BRIDGET
What’s your name?

ROBERT
Robert.

BRIDGET
And does Robert have a last name?

ROBERT
He does.

BRIDGET
And that last name would be…

ROBERT
(annoyed)

Goodman.

Bridget lets out a laugh.

BRIDGET
Goodman?!

Pause.
Well… are you a good man, Mr. Goodman?

Robert can’t help but let out a little laugh.

ROBERT
I like to think so.

BRIDGET
I’m Bridget Osborne.

She puts her hand out to him to shake. It is clear
that with where he is seated, even if he put his
hand out, they wouldn’t reach. Robert just wants
to get to his stop as easily as possible. He takes
a breath before moving a few seats closer to her.
The two shake hands. Bridget is beaming, and
Robert gives her a quick smile.



As he goes to pull away, Bridget quickly takes
his hand in her grasp and eyes the wedding ring
on his hand.

BRIDGET
Mmm, so you also have a Mrs. Goodman… or Mr.

Bridget gives him a wink and Robert chuckles
awkwardly, adjusting himself in his seat.

ROBERT
Mrs. Goodman.

BRIDGET
And Mrs. Goodman is okay with having Mr. Goodman work very late?

ROBERT
She understands the position I hold.

BRIDGET
And I’m sure it’s a big position.

Pause.

ROBERT
(eyeing her outfit)

Where are you coming from?

BRIDGET
Nowhere.

ROBERT
Well, it looks like you’re also dressed for… some occasion.

BRIDGET
No occasion at all.

Pause.
Just for me.

ROBERT
Just for you?

BRIDGET



What? A woman can’t dress up for herself? You think a woman needs to dress up for the sole purpose of
potentially exciting a man with the fabric she chooses to put on her body?

ROBERT
What?! No! I don’t think that. I’m just saying you’re dressed very nicely, and I thought you came from
somewhere just as nice.

BRIDGET
I didn’t come from somewhere as nice as my clothes.

ROBERT
I was going to say it looked like you came from a party.

BRIDGET
No party. No occasion. I simply came from… nowhere.

ROBERT
Alright.

Robert looks back down at his cake box and
opens it up to make sure the cake is fine. Bridget
decides to move closer to try and take a peek.
Robert notices this and closes the lid.

BRIDGET
Didn’t know bakeries worked late.

ROBERT
I’ve had it for a while.

BRIDGET
Who’s it for? It looked real pretty with those flowers. What were they? Roses?

ROBERT
It’s for my wife.

BRIDGET
Oh! Nice! Birthday?

ROBERT
Anniversary.

BRIDGET
Even better!



Pause.
How many years?

ROBERT
Quite a few.

BRIDGET
Mmmm… so your honeymoon phase is over, I presume.

ROBERT
That phase has been gone for some time.

BRIDGET
Come on! We’re on this subway with nothing to do but waste time. Enlighten me!

Pause.
How many years?

ROBERT
Nine.

BRIDGET
Nice. I don’t know many married couples, so I’m assuming that nine years together is quite the
accomplishment.

ROBERT
I guess it is.

BRIDGET
You like her?

ROBERT
What?! I’ve been with her nine years.

BRIDGET
Just because you’ve known someone for that long doesn’t necessarily mean you like them.

ROBERT
I love my wife very much.

BRIDGET
Good. It’s nice to know love is still there.



Bridget takes a moment. She’s pondering
something. Robert watches her, waiting. He’s
intrigued.

How do you think your wife would react if you died?

ROBERT
I’m certain she’d be very upset.

BRIDGET
Really? You’re certain?

ROBERT
I did just say that.

BRIDGET
And if she died… how would you react?

ROBERT
I’d be devastated.

BRIDGET
But she’d just be upset?

Robert stammers as he tries to form a response.

Before he can respond, Bridget takes the cake
box into her lap and opens it. She reads over the
writing and smiles.

Happy Anniversary, Baby.
Pause.

Very original.
Pause.

What is Mrs. Goodman like?

ROBERT
She’s very sweet and loving and… wouldn’t want me talking to a random woman on a subway car at this
time of night.

BRIDGET
I see. She’s the jealous type.



ROBERT
No, she’s not. It’s more about safety.

BRIDGET
Why? You think I’m going to hurt you?

ROBERT
Given the question you posed to me.

BRIDGET
You have nothing to worry about. Just want to make conversation.

ROBERT
Can I have the cake back now?

BRIDGET
Sure.

Robert puts his hands out as a gesture for
Bridget to hand it to him. She looks at him and
makes no indication of handing it to him. The
box sits in her lap. Robert chuckles awkwardly
as he reaches towards her lap and grabs the box.
He quickly sets it next to him, placing his hand
on top of the box.

There’s got to be more to your wife than just being sweet and loving. You’ve been with her nine years.

ROBERT
Technically we’ve been together eleven. Just married for nine.

BRIDGET
So… what is she like?

ROBERT
She is very sincere and thoughtful. She’s been by my side through everything. She makes me want to be
the best version of myself. I want to be my best self for her. She’s given me everything and I only want to
do the same for her.

Pause.
She actually owns a bakery.

BRIDGET
Is that where you got the cake?!



ROBERT
No! I’d be stupid to go to my own wife’s bakery for a surprise cake.

Pause.
A client of mine owns a bakery, so I got the cake from them.

BRIDGET
Client? What do you do for work?

Robert remembers how he blew off the question
before. He wants to do it again, but he’s enjoying
the conversation. It is late. What does he have to
lose?

ROBERT
I’m in commercial real estate.

BRIDGET
Interesting. So, you got this client their bakery?

ROBERT
I did. Took some time, though. They wanted the place to be perfect and fit all their needs.

Pause.
My wife and I went into a food coma with all the sweets they baked us as a thank you.

Robert and Bridget laugh. Her laugh sounds a
bit more forced… unnatural.

That’s actually how I met my wife. She was a client of mine, too.

Silence.

What do you do for work?

BRIDGET
Nothing special. Just a useless job to keep the money coming in.

ROBERT
Do you at least like what you do?

BRIDGET
Somewhat.

Pause.
But my side job is what I enjoy doing the most.



ROBERT
And that is?

BRIDGET
I observe.

ROBERT
Observe… what?

BRIDGET
People.

ROBERT
You observe people? What? You’re a researcher or something? A data analyst?

BRIDGET
You could say that.

ROBERT
Is that what you’re doing now? Observing me for some research study?

Pause.
Are you researching people’s responses to would you be happy if you died right now?

BRIDGET
(playfully, almost in a teasing way)

Looks like you’ve got me, Mr. Goodman.

Robert enjoys the jovial atmosphere. He also
likes being right.

I’ve been observing… someone for the past few years.

ROBERT
Really?! That’s impressive. I don’t think I’d have the patience for that.

BRIDGET
Yes. It does take quite a lot of time and effort to do what I’m doing. I know I’ll find it very rewarding in
the end, though, when all’s said and done.

ROBERT
I suppose that’s the right attitude to have.

BRIDGET



What kind of cake is it?

ROBERT
Chocolate.

BRIDGET
Mmmm. I like chocolate. Do you like it?

ROBERT
I prefer vanilla, but my wife likes chocolate, too.

BRIDGET
It is an aphrodisiac. I see you’re also trying to make something special happen.

Bridget raises her brow. Robert chuckles.

ROBERT
(putting his hands up in fake defeat)

You got me.

BRIDGET
It appears that I do.

Bridget smiles brightly at him. Robert believes
that this isn’t so bad. He moves the cake to the
other side of him so that he can move closer to
Bridget.

Bridget smirks. She grips her bag.

Do you have any kids?

ROBERT
No, we don’t.

BRIDGET
Any particular reason?

ROBERT
No, we just enjoy the time we have together as just the two of us.

BRIDGET
Do you want kids?



ROBERT
I’m not really sure. If I were to have a kid, I would love to have one with my wife, but I don’t think I’m
ready just yet.

BRIDGET
Is it because you think you’ll be a terrible father?

ROBERT
No! It’s just…

Pause.
What about you?

BRIDGET
What about me?

ROBERT
Do you have a wife or husband? Kids?

BRIDGET
None of that is important.

ROBERT
It’s only fair. You’ve asked me about my family. Now, I’m asking about yours.

Bridget looks annoyed but tries to play it off by
putting on a smile.

BRIDGET
I don’t have a wife, husband, or kids. I am very much alone.

ROBERT
And you like that?

BRIDGET
Yes. I don’t need anyone or anything tying me down. I enjoy being by myself. I get to do what I want
without anyone holding me back. It’s such a freeing feeling. Wouldn’t you agree?

ROBERT
I don’t know.

BRIDGET
Well, there must have been a time when you were alone. Do you remember what it was like… being by
yourself… alone?



ROBERT
It’s hard to remember after being with someone for so long.

BRIDGET
Luckily you have me to remind you about what it’s like.

Pause.
I can go out any time I want without having to worry about texts asking ‘where are you’ or ‘how long will
you be out.’ I don’t have to worry about stumbling into my apartment drunk and waking up my partner. I
don’t have to cancel plans because my child needs my attention.

Pause.
I can simply do whatever I want. That’s the beauty of being alone. You do everything for yourself.

ROBERT
I’ve never liked being alone.

Robert almost cringes at himself for his
confession. It just slipped out.

BRIDGET
Why is that?

ROBERT
I mean… do any of us really like being alone?

BRIDGET
I do.

Pause.
So, tell me why you don’t like it.

ROBERT
I guess… I don’t like the feeling of being alone with just my thoughts, I suppose.

BRIDGET
What do you think about when you’re by yourself?

ROBERT
The past.

BRIDGET
What about the past?

ROBERT
I…



Pause.
I’m enjoying this conversation, but that’s something I won’t answer.

BRIDGET
Touchy subject… got it.

Bridget pulls back and looks around the subway
car as Robert lets out a short breath.

The subway car comes to a stop. The doors
open. There’s no one getting on. The doors close.
The subway car continues.

Bridget and Robert sit in silence for a few
moments. Bridget looks back over at Robert. She
then fixates on his hair and squints her eyes.
Robert lets out a quick shout as Bridget plucks a
few strands of his hair.

ROBERT
What the hell?!

BRIDGET
Gray hairs. You don’t want those if you want to look good for your anniversary.

With the hand not holding the hair, Bridget
begins to pat at her sides and then her bag.

BRIDGET
Where is my phone?

Bridget opens her bag and rummages around
with the hand holding his hair. After a moment,
she pulls it out with the hand that held his hair.
She closes the bag and smiles triumphantly.

BRIDGET
Thought I lost it.

Pause. Laughing.
Could you imagine! Riding the subway for so long only to realize you forgot your phone. I’d have a heart
attack if it hadn’t been in my bag.



Robert is annoyed by the silence being broken,
but Bridget is slowly becoming good company to
him. Maybe this will be a story he tells his wife?

ROBERT
We’ve all been there at one point or another.

BRIDGET
I swear… sometimes… my mind… GAH!

They share a quick laugh together. Robert
decides to sit closer to Bridget.

Nice to see that you’ve finally warmed up to me.

ROBERT
Now that I have… can you tell me where you’re coming from?

BRIDGET
Oh, no! I’m not saying anything!

ROBERT
I’ve been answering your questions about me. It’s only fair.

BRIDGET
Is it?

ROBERT
I think so.

BRIDGET
I don’t have to answer any of your questions about me… just like you don’t have to answer my questions
about you.

ROBERT
(chuckling awkwardly)

What?

BRIDGET
You don’t have to feel obligated to provide me with an answer to anything I ask you. You could have very
well just sat there in silence… by yourself… being alone.



Silence.

Robert is slightly put off by Bridget’s words.
They do not sit right with him. But to Robert,
there is something intriguing about Bridget. She
is like a train wreck. He wants to stop looking,
but he cannot turn away.

When Bridget looks away, Robert lets out a
breath he did not know he was holding.

(with sudden energy)
But! I guess I’ll give you an answer so you don’t think I’m some psycho. I did come from a small get
together.

ROBERT
So… I was right. A party.

BRIDGET
It wasn’t really a party.

ROBERT
What were you celebrating?

BRIDGET
Birthday.

ROBERT
Yours?

BRIDGET
No. A relative’s.

ROBERT
How old are they?

BRIDGET
They would have been thirty.

ROBERT
Oh… oh, I’m… I’m sorry.



Robert tests the waters and places his hand over
hers. Bridget stares at Robert with wide eyes as
she hears his apology. She begins to tear up and
grips his hand as tightly as she can. Robert
winces from the pain but tries not to show it. He
can see she is in more pain than him.

Bridget starts to sob. Robert is uncomfortable
with this display of emotion. As she bends
forward, Robert pats her back to try and soothe
her.

It’s going to be alright. At least you celebrated their life rather than their passing.

Bridget pulls back and sits up straight. She is no
longer crying. As if she had been in a trance, she
puts on a smile.

BRIDGET
Let’s play a game!

Robert is confused. A game? But she just…

ROBERT
Are you alright?

BRIDGET
Yes, I’m perfectly okay! Let’s play a game to pass the time before our stops.

ROBERT
Okay. What kind of game?

BRIDGET
Let’s do two truths and a lie. I’ll start.

Pause.
I’m twenty-five. I’m on a subway. And no one will miss me when I’m gone.

Robert is taken aback by the last statement.

Which is the lie?

ROBERT
The last one.



BRIDGET
I’m twenty-eight.

ROBERT
I find it a bit ridiculous to make a statement like that. Surely, you have people in your life who would miss
you after you die.

BRIDGET
No. I don’t.

ROBERT
Not even friends? Family? Didn’t you just come from a party celebrating a dead relative’s life?

BRIDGET
It was more of a… one person event.

Pause.
All the family I have is gone. I don’t have friends. I am alone, and no one will miss me when I’m gone.

Silence.

But you’ll have someone, at least. You said your wife would be very upset.

ROBERT
I don’t like to think about these sorts of things.

BRIDGET
Why not? There’s no harm in it.

ROBERT
I don’t like imagining scenarios in which either my family or myself are dead. It’s strange and… and
unsettling.

BRIDGET
Despite how unsettling you think it is… don’t you believe that there’s some sort of comfort in knowing
that you’ll be missed?

ROBERT
I don’t like this game.

BRIDGET
You haven’t played yet.



ROBERT
I don’t want to play your stupid game!

BRIDGET
It’s not stupid!

ROBERT
It is to me!

The train comes to a stop. The doors open. No
one enters. The train resumes. Robert lets out a
groan.

BRIDGET
Looks like you’re still stuck with me.

ROBERT
Looks like it.

Silence.

BRIDGET
I’m sorry. It’s just been a day.

ROBERT
I understand. I’m sorry for yelling.

BRIDGET
I understand if you don’t want to talk to me anymore.

Robert gives her a look. She’s clearly hurt. She
needs someone. Robert gives in.

ROBERT
No, I’m enjoying your company.

Pause.
It’s nice to have someone to talk to on the subway. Usually, you’re just sitting in your seat staring at
anything but the people around you, in case you make awkward eye contact.

Bridget lets out a genuine laugh. She catches
herself. Just as quickly as she let out the laugh,
she stops.

Silence.



BRIDGET
I came from the cemetery where Liam’s buried.

Robert is caught off guard. Despite wanting the
death topic to be over, he knows she needs
someone.

ROBERT
How did… um… how did he die? If you don’t mind me asking.

BRIDGET
Car accident.

Pause.
It was the middle of the night. He was coming home from his birthday party… and someone ran a red
light and hit his side of the car. He died before an ambulance arrived at the scene.

ROBERT
I’m so sorry. You two must have been close if you still go and… visit him.

BRIDGET
He meant the world to me. He took care of me when my parents couldn’t. He was always there for me
when I needed a shoulder to cry on. He went out of his way to show me that he cared for me and loved
me.

Pause.
He was my everything.

ROBERT
How long has it been?

BRIDGET
It’s been four years.

ROBERT
I’m sorry. I can’t even begin to imagine what that must be like. To lose the one person you truly care
about.

BRIDGET
(intrigued)

Really? Not even a little bit?

ROBERT
No.



BRIDGET
Never even the smallest intrusive thought? Not even the quickest flash of the lifeless corpse of the one
you love the most?

ROBERT
I told you I don’t like to think about those sorts of things.

BRIDGET
Why? You must have a reason.

ROBERT
I…

Pause.
I know you’re hurting, but I’m not going to fall for some mind game you’re trying to play.

BRIDGET
I’m not trying to play any type of game. I’m just asking you a question. What else is there for us to do
while we wait for our stops?

Pause.
You do have a stop… don’t you?

ROBERT
Of course I do!

BRIDGET
Which stop is it?

ROBERT
I’m not telling you that.

Silence.

Bridget slowly turns to look up at Robert. Her
face shows no expression.

BRIDGET
Enlighten me, Robert.

Pause.
Try and imagine what it would be like. Do it. Do it for me… please.

ROBERT
I told you I don’t like that sort of thing.



BRIDGET
It’s a perfectly okay thought to have. I do it all the time and I’ve turned out just fine.

Robert looks at her with a skeptical look.

I think about it every time I go to sleep. Almost like a dream.
Pause.

Come on. Try and imagine it.

Robert is incredibly uncomfortable. He doesn’t
like how the conversation turned into this. He
wants it to be over. He closes his eyes for a quick
moment before opening them.

ROBERT
There! I did it.

BRIDGET
No, you didn’t. I can tell. Just close your eyes and listen to me and nothing else.

Robert begrudgingly closes his eyes. He just
wants this to be over. Maybe he can end the
conversation when all is said and done.

ROBERT
I’m listening.

BRIDGET
Good. Who do you love most? I presume it’s your wife.

Robert nods his head.

Imagine that you’ve gotten off the subway. You and I have said our goodbyes. You walk out onto the
street holding the cake you hope to surprise her with in the morning. You have to place the cake box down
on the steps of your front door in order to retrieve the key under your mat because somehow your key
went missing.

Robert reacts to this small detail. It’s a bit too
familiar.

Once you get the door open, you go straight to the kitchen and put the cake inside the fridge. You do your
best to be quiet so as not to wake your wife but those stairs… they like to creak and moan. You go up to
your bedroom where you think you’ll find your wife perfectly safe and sound, sleeping like a baby. When



you get to the door, it’s open just a crack. It’s normally never like that. You enter the room… and there she
is.

ROBERT
Stop.

BRIDGET
She’s in your bed… there’s blood all over the sheets. You rush to her and you see that her throat is slit.

ROBERT
I don’t like this. Stop it, Bridget.

BRIDGET
Just open your eyes.

Robert can’t seem to bring himself to do it.
Bridget smiles.

You cradle your dead wife in your arms. You shed tears over her. They mingle with the dried blood on her
skin, creating a river of pink that flows down her neck and all over her chest. She’s gone, and there’s
nothing you can do.

Pause.
She’s gone and you’re all alone.

ROBERT
(screaming)

I said stop!

Robert opens his eyes and pushes Bridget back
in her seat. He stands from the seat and paces to
the other end of the subway car. Bridget is
finally glad to see some passion in him.

Robert takes a moment to compose himself as
Bridget stands, holding onto one of the poles
beside her.

For a quick moment, the lights of the subway
dim as the lights from the tunnel flash inside of
the car.

BRIDGET



That wasn’t so hard now… was it?

The flashing stops as the lights come back on in
the subway car. Robert wipes away his tears as
he slightly turns to face Bridget.

ROBERT
Where the hell did you come from?

BRIDGET
I told you. I came from nowhere important to you.

ROBERT
You think about this sort of thing every night? Why would you ever subject yourself to something like
this?

BRIDGET
It’s all I have left.

ROBERT
I should have never said anything to you. You’re crazy. You’re insane.

BRIDGET
Then why did you answer me? Why engage if you knew it was wrong?

Pause.
You were fixated on where I was coming from solely based on the outfit I was wearing. I intrigued you…
didn’t I? You can admit it. It’s just us.

ROBERT
I was not… I was not intrigued in any way.

BRIDGET
Admit it, Robert. I could see you glancing at me from the corner of your eye when you sat down.

Pause.
This is an empty car. You could have chosen any seat you wanted. No one would fight you for it. No
worries about having to give it up for some pregnant woman or disabled person. But where did you
choose to sit?

Bridget points to his belongings next to hers.
You decided to sit next to me after you took in my appearance. Something about me attracted you.

ROBERT
I am not attracted to you.

BRIDGET



It’s okay if you are. We all have little attractions to the strangers we see walking among us. Even if you’re
married, it’s still okay.

ROBERT
You didn’t have to speak to me. You didn’t have to ask me that stupid question of yours. You didn’t have
to do anything after I sat down.

BRIDGET
That’s true. I didn’t.

Pause.
But this is more fun.

The train comes to a stop. The doors open. No
one enters. Robert is agitated by this. Bridget
smiles. The doors close. The train continues.

ROBERT
God! Why isn’t there anyone around to bring this to an end!

BRIDGET
No one rides this subway car this time of night.

ROBERT
(scoffing)

How do you know that?

BRIDGET
(nonchalantly)

I tend to just know things.

Silence.

I think we got off on the wrong foot.

Robert glares at Bridget.

ROBERT
You think?

Pause.
Listen… I know you’re hurting because of what happened with your brother… but I don’t want to be a
part of whatever it is you’re trying to project onto me. It’s not fair. I don’t even know you.



BRIDGET
Can we start over?

ROBERT
What?! Why?

BRIDGET
Because I like you. You’re probably the most interesting thing that’s happened to me in some time.

ROBERT
I’m not going to be one of your little specimens that you watch and collect data from.

BRIDGET
It’s not like that.

Pause.
You also intrigue me.

ROBERT
I told you before. I’m neither intrigued by you nor am I attracted to you.

BRIDGET
You said yourself that you don’t know me. This is an opportunity to get to know each other better. I mean,
you’re practically stuck with me in this subway. Like I said… no one takes this train this time of night.

Robert takes a moment to think this over. He has
to admit. This has also been one of the most
interesting things to happen to him. His routine
has been changed, and he is not too bothered by
it.

Bridget stands by the metal pole and leans her
back against it, swaying naturally to the
movement of the subway car. She watches
Robert as he thinks.

ROBERT
Fine! But no more of this death talk! I don’t like it, and you need to learn to respect that.

BRIDGET
I need to learn? Who do you think you’re talking to? A child?

ROBERT
No, but if you-



BRIDGET
I’m a grown woman. I won’t have any of your condescending tone. I’ll learn to respect you once you’ve
done the same for me.

ROBERT
Are you trying to insinuate that I don’t respect you?

BRIDGET
Clearly, you don’t.

ROBERT
Well, I… I barely know you.

BRIDGET
I’d even go so far as to say that you don’t even respect your wife.

ROBERT
What the hell are you talking about?

BRIDGET
Isn’t it obvious? Why is a commercial real estate agent out this late at night with a cake that has melting
roses on the top? What tasks do you have to do that make you take the subway at one in the morning?
Your anniversary is today, so I’d assume you’d want to go home as soon as possible and be with your
wife so that you can wake up beside her and maybe have a little anniversary morning sex.

ROBERT
It’s not like that.

BRIDGET
Come on. You can tell me. After I get to my stop and I leave this train, you’re never going to see me
again. I’ll be a distant memory.

Pause.
Your secret’s safe with me.

ROBERT
I have nothing to tell you.

BRIDGET
Oh, but I think you do.

Robert gives her a confused look. He watches as
she walks back over to her belongings and pulls
out her phone. “I’m So Happy
(Tra-La-La-La-La-La)” by Kenny Vance and the



Planotones begins to play. Bridget keeps her
eyes on Robert as she begins to dance to the
music.

Robert takes a step back, watching her. He can’t
seem to to look away. It’s something about the
way she moves that he can’t quite…

Bridget dances and uses the metal poles to her
advantage. After a moment, she stops and
flashes Robert a smile.

Dance with me.

ROBERT
I… I don’t…

BRIDGET
(pouting)

Come on! It’ll be fun! Don’t let me dance by myself. I don’t want to be dancing all alone.

Robert watches for another moment as Bridget
resumes her dancing. His smiles unconsciously
as Bridget laughs. What she said was true. He
will not see her again after this moment. Why
not have a little fun?

Robert walks over to Bridget and takes her in his
arms. As the two dance, it looks almost like a
tug-of-war between who is going to lead.
Towards the end of the song, Robert relinquishes
his power to Bridget. She finally got what she
wanted.

Robert’s hands are on her waist, and he is
entranced by her. As the song fades out on her
phone, Bridget takes Robert’s face in her hands
and kisses him. Robert is shocked but slowly
gives in, pulling her closer. The second he starts
to take his power back, Bridget pulls away,
smirking.

BRIDGET
You’re cheating on your wife.



ROBERT
You really do know how to read a person.

Robert is spurred out of his trance as Bridget
crosses to her belongings. She stops the music
from her phone as Robert quickly composes
himself.

I am not cheating on my wife!

BRIDGET
Yes, you are.

ROBERT
This is ridiculous. How can you say that when you don’t know-

Silence.

ROBERT
I get it. I know what you are.

BRIDGET
What am I, Robert?

ROBERT
My wife hired you, didn’t she?

Pause.
You’re some person who spies on spouses to see if they’re cheating. That’s it! That’s why you said you
watch people.

BRIDGET
That’s not who I am at all, but that profession does sound fun.

ROBERT
What? Clearly, my wife has suspected me of cheating and you were hired to-

BRIDGET
I don’t know your wife, and that is not my job.

Pause.
But, clearly you have this fear of her finding out… because you are cheating… aren’t you?

ROBERT



… No.

Bridget crosses to his belongings and picks up
the cake box. She reads the label and flashes
Robert a smile.


