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Synopsis
A man struggling with the decision to let his comatose wife go sits on a park bench when a
serene woman approaches and engages him in conversation. Through their talk, she discusses
things she could not possibly know. But know, she does. In so doing, she helps him reflect on his
love for his wife and the pain of holding on. Will he be able to let go and listen to this stranger
about a possible new future with a chance for closure, or will he be stuck in the agony of the
present?

Place
A park bench.
Time
The present day.
Playwright Notes

A Dash (--) in the dialogue indicates an interruption of speech. The intent is to create overlapping
dialogue. If there are lines following this in parentheses ( ), this indicates what the actor would've
said had there been no interruption. An actor may try to say the rest of the line until they are cut
off. An Ellipsis (...) means the character is actively searching for what to say next.

A Beat (Beat) is a breath or shift in thought/tactic.

Characters

DAVID: 30s + A good man facing an unspeakable sorrow.
AGNES: 50s + A woman from another place.



SCENE 1

A man sits on a park bench. This is DAVID. He
is alone for the moment. Then, a woman named

AGNES joins him.
AGNES
Is this seat taken?
DAVID
(Distracted)
Uhm, no.
AGNES

Thank you, dear. I know some people don’t like it when strangers ask to sit next to them.
I would hate to invade your personal space, but I do love this spot.

DAVID
Not at all. Please. Have a seat.

AGNES
(Beat)
You know, I like this park. Especially here. It’s the ducks, I think. They add a nice touch.
Nature in its most sublime form, don’t you think?

DAVID
I never really thought about it. Maybe.

AGNES
Are you not a duck person?

DAVID
I’'m sorry?

AGNES

I must sound ridiculous. A stranger coming to sit with you inquiring as to your liking of
ducks. As if liking ducks is an important quality -- as if to judge your character.

DAVID
I’'m ... uhm, I don’t mind you sitting here, but if it’s okay, I really don’t want to talk.

AGNES
Oh! Of course! I am sorry about that -- I’m just a blabber mouth sometimes. Can’t stop.
Especially when -- oh, never mind. Mum’s the word.



(Beat and a moment of prolonged

silence)
Agnes takes out some candy and has one.
Candy?
DAVID
No, thank you.
She puts it away. They sit in silence for a
moment.
AGNES

You know, when I’m at a spot like this, my mind always seems to drift a bit.

DAVID
(Uninterested, but trying to be polite)
Does it?

AGNES
Yes. For instance. I used to come here with my husband.

DAVID
You don’t anymore?

AGNES
Not since his passing.

DAVID
I’'m sorry.

AGNES

Oh, thank you. But it’s been a long while now.

DAVID
I used to come here. With my wife. But it’s been a while for that too.

AGNES
Strange.

DAVID
What?



AGNES
Our compulsion to go to certain places that remind us of happier times.

DAVID
I guess.

AGNES
I know.

DAVID
You know what?

AGNES
All about that.

DAVID
I’'m sorry.

AGNES

You see, I believe that even when we ache for someone, finding a place -- one like this
one where you can sit on a park bench on a lovely day and look out onto the water
watching the ducks swim by, can give us peace.

DAVID
You sound like you know.

AGNES
Oh, David. I know all about it.

DAVID

I’m sorry, but there isn’t -- wait -- how do you know my name?

AGNES
I know a lot of things about you, David. For instance, I know you visit Deborah daily in
that hospital room of hers. Poor child. Tragic. We all think so. And though she can’t speak
to you or acknowledge that you’re there, I know she loves hearing your voice when you
just sit and tell her about your day. I know that even though your daughter Chloe aches
for her mother, you provide a strength for her you didn’t know you had.

DAVID
Who are you? How do you know --

AGNES
There is no reason to be alarmed, David. I'm Agnes. I’'m here to offer you ... well I’'m
here to offer you grace.



DAVID
What?

AGNES
I’'m here to tell you it’s okay.

DAVID
What’s okay?

AGNES
That Deborah understands.

(Beat)
DAVID

Understands? What are you talking about! How could you possibly know?

AGNES
Let’s just say it’s my business to know. I know that your dear wife has been unresponsive
to the world around her for quite some time now. I also know that you are wracked with
guilt thinking about the notion of moving on.

DAVID
You’re freaking me out. I can’t do this.

AGNES
Can’t what? Consider the future. Allow some light to enter your life. Chloe’s life?

DAVID
Deborah is still here. She’s still breathing.

AGNES
Yes, she is.

DAVID
I can’t give up on her.

AGNES
No one is suggesting you do.

DAVID
Sounds like you are.

AGNES

Not at all. I'm just trying to help you understand that there is light even when there is
dark. There is hope, even when there is no clear answer to what you think are the options
before you.



DAVID
I love her.

AGNES
She knows that.

DAVID

I couldn’t live with myself if I just gage up.

AGNES
David. You are a good man. This is known. I wouldn’t be here if you weren’t. You are,
dare I say, remarkable in your own way. I like finding the remarkable. Take these ducks
here. In their own way, they are remarkable. They’re whistling ducks. Did you know
that? And did you know they mate for life? Not like normal ducks. They change mates
each season, but the whistling ducks are different. They attach themselves to each other
with a kind of nature’s furor that you can’t believe. I admire that in them. No, sir, these
are no run-of-the-mill ducks. You see, it’s all in nature’s great plan. God’s plan, if you
will. But there is something in the in-between if you will. There is what comes after.

DAVID
Are you trying to compare me to a duck?

AGNES
Well, not in so many words. I’m just saying that you remind me of a whistling duck.
Magnificent creature, really. You can identify them by their colors. You see there? When
they spread their wings, they are covered in the most splendid reds and browns. Majestic,
in fact, if you take a moment to let it in.

DAVID
Who are you?

AGNES
I’'m Agnes.

DAVID
Agnes, I don’t understand.

AGNES

I know. But let’s think about our ducks here for a minute. What do you think happens to
them if something were to happen? If something happens to its mate? I bet nature takes
hold. They must carry on. They grieve in their own way, but nature takes over, and they
grow. Maybe even find a new mate.

DAVID
I’m not grieving and Deborah isn’t dead.



AGNES
I know.

DAVID
How do you know? Did the hospital send you or something? My mother? How do you
know these things?

AGNES
No, I think you know I’m not a friend of your mother’s. She’s a whole other can of --
well, whatever they put in cans these days.

DAVID
Leave me alone.

AGNES
I know what you have been going through seems insurmountable. I can understand your
reluctance to move on, but --

DAVID
She’s my WIFE!

AGNES
Yes. She is. And she is neither here nor where she should be.

DAVID
What’s that supposed to mean?

AGNES
You need to let her go.

DAVID
Let her go?!

AGNES

It’s time to allow her to pass on. She’s holding on for you even though she knows she
can’t return. It’s not the kind of existence she wants.

DAVID
How could you possibly know that?

AGNES
I think you know how. If you’ve been listening.



DAVID
Look, you can’t just come and sit next to me on some bench, talk to me about ducks and
their mating rituals, and expect me to just let her go. Who the hell do you think you are?!

AGNES
I’m Agnes.

DAVID
So you’ve said.

AGNES

Do you remember the last time you saw your grandfather?

DAVID
What?

AGNES
Your grandfather. You were fourteen, and you were taking a walk. A brisk day, might I
add. And he told you all about what kind of man he hoped you’d be.

DAVID
How could you possibly --

AGNES
He told you that staying the course and showing courage are the hallmarks of what makes
a man’s path true. You have done this. He has watched you, and he’s so proud of you. You
have stayed the course. You have shown courage. But now, he implores you, there is a
new course. There is a new way.

DAVID
I don’t know what to do.

AGNES
David.

DAVID

I can’t let her go. She would never forgive me.

AGNES
She already has. Deborah’s ready. All you have to do is tell her. Tell her you let her go.

DAVID
You want me to tell her it’s okay to die?



AGNES
I want you to tell her it’s time for her to rest.
(Beat)
And that there is a new path that awaits her.

DAVID
I’m not sure I can.

AGNES
You can. I know you can. You have the strength. More than you know.

DAVID
(Beat)
Just like that?
AGNES
Yes.
DAVID
Just tell her? Say the words?
AGNES
Yes.
DAVID
I’m afraid.
AGNES
I know.
DAVID
(Beat)
I was never deserving, you know.
AGNES
In what way?
DAVID

Deb. She just -- she could have been with anyone. And somehow, she chose me. I could
never explain that.

AGNES
You were meant to be. Just as this time, right now -- where saying goodbye is meant to
be.



DAVID

You’ll ...
(Beat)

watch over her.

AGNES
I will. That’s what I do.

DAVID
What you do.

AGNES
Yes.

DAVID
And she’ll be ... okay?

AGNES
Oh, yes, David. She will.

DAVID

Can you ... come? With me, [ mean?

AGNES
Of course.

DAVID
That would be nice. Before we go, can we just sit for a couple more minutes? The ducks.
I don’t know why, but I really like the ducks.

AGNES
Of course.
They sit in silence.
DAVID
Agnes.
AGNES
Yes.
DAVID

Please tell her ... when she gets where she’s going that is. ThatI ... T ...

AGNES
She knows, dear. She knows.



Good.

DAVID

10.

LIGHTS OUT.



