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FADE IN: 

THE WAITING ROOM 

Scene: Door leading to an office SR, chairs lined up beside 
it SL (at least three). Side-tables flanking the chairs, the 
one on the far left has a vase of roses, the one on the 
right has daisies. Stereotypical office motivational poster 
behind the chairs. 

JUNE enters from SL. She wears a beige suit and is carrying 
a briefcase. Her short hair is tied back tightly and she 
wears subtle make-up. She walks towards the closest chair 
with long, confident strides, straightening her outfit and 
quietly giving herself a pep-talk. She sits down stiffly, 
placing her briefcase towards the middle chair. 
 
The SR door opens. MARY comes through with BOSSMAN, laughing 
flirtatiously. He joins in awkwardly. MARY has blatantly 
dyed hair, a generous amount of make-up and all brightly-
colored clothing. The small purse tucked under her arm 
matches her bright heels. BOSSMAN is wearing light brown 
pants, a white-collar shirt with suspenders. His shoes look 
newly worn, polished months ago. He is large in either 
height of width. BOSSMAN and MARY are the same race, 
opposite of JUNE.  

 

BOSSMAN 
Well, Ms. Jones, I’ll let you know soon. 
There was supposed to be another one 
here to interview but (looks completely 
though JUNE) I don’t think she’s here 
yet. 

JUNE 
Oh excuse me (stands), I’m your next 
interview- Ms. Smith? 

BOSSMAN 
(Pauses) Oh. I’ll… I’ll be right back. I 
just need to make some calls (Turns to 
leave). 

MARY 
(Forced, peppy enthusiasm) Great! Take 
your time. Be sure not to work too 
hard.(Musically) We’ll miss you! 

BOSSMAN smiles slightly towards MARY, eyes JUNE before 
exiting. MARY and JUNE exchange polite smiles. MARY sits 
down, putting her purse on the seat beside her. She looks at 
JUNE, then moves her purse to the floor near the side-table. 
JUNE’s face shows her agitation. She moves her briefcase 
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towards her side-table in response. Both of them eye each 
other before turning away at the same time. After a moment, 
MARY digs through her purse and pulls out a compact mirror 
and lipstick the bright color she is already wearing. She 
applies a new coat, fluffs her hair, adjusts her breasts, 
and other such things. JUNE starts to get annoyed. 

JUNE 
You know he’s married, right? 

MARY 
(Closes her mirror, turns to JUNE) 
Excuse me? 

JUNE 
He’s married. There’s a picture of them 
in the hallway. So all that you’re 
doing- there’s no point. 

MARY 
(clearly offended) I have no idea what 
you’re talking about. 

JUNE 
(Looks away) Just thought you should 
know. 

 

MARY 
(Wrestles with words for a moment) How 
dare you? Just because a girl wants to 
look nice. 

 

JUNE 
(Continues not to make eye-contact) Mhm. 

 

MARY 
And- And- who are you to judge me, 
anyway? (Sees she is getting no response 
from JUNE, making her more flustered) 
You all think you’re so much better than 
us. 

 

JUNE 
(looks at MARY in disbelief/frustration) 
‘You all’? What do you mean by ‘You 
all’? 
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MARY 
You know, your people. Not to be racist 
or anything, but that’s just how you all 
are. It’s a fact. 

 

JUNE 
(Astonished) You ignorant little diva. 
Then again, your kind has always been 
like that. (Mockingly) I’m not racist or 
anything, that’s just fact. 

 

MARY 
(mouth agape) Well if we’re so ignorant, 
why do we get the jobs? 

 

JUNE 
You mean like janitors or construction 
workers? Well, somebody has to do them. 
(Catches herself) You know what? This 
doesn’t matter. Let’s just stop talking. 

 

MARY 
Oooh no, you’re not getting out of this. 
So like your kind to talk a big talk and 
then run away with your tail between 
your legs. 

 

JUNE 
US talk a big talk? That’s all you guys 
use your abnormally large mouths for. 
God, sometimes I can’t tell if you are 
having a conversation or screaming at 
each other. (Catches herself again. 
Smiles and takes a deep breath) Let’s 
stop. I don’t know you, you don’t know 
me. Let’s just stop. 

 

MARY 
So typical. All you all do is make 
excuses and worm your way out of 
problems you started. 
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JUNE 
(Everything about her relays her 
disbelief) Wh-Why are you even here? 
Shouldn’t you be out getting fake nails 
to match your hair and your personality? 

 

MARY 
Listen, little Miss High-Horse. I’ve 
been training for this job for a year- 

 

JUNE 
(Bursts into laughter) A year? A whole 
year? Oh, you poor thing. Did you break 
a nail?(Gets serious) Try six years. Six 
years in college, working three jobs to 
cover the loans. Interning. Shadowing. 
(pulls out a two-paged resume from her 
brief case) Doing all I can to make sure 
this (holds resume to MARY’s face) is 
flawless. 

 

MARY 
(Surprisingly impressed) Oh, well I- I- 
I’ve been doing a lot of community 
service and he (points to door) is 
probably looking over my resume right 
now and seeing what a generous person I 
am. 

 

JUNE 
(short laugh) Oh you’re ‘generous’ all 
right, very generous to all your 
previous bosses I’m sure. (Stuffs resume 
back into briefcase) That’s what you 
people are always about. Sex and drugs 
and other unchristian acts. 

 

MARY 
(flustered to the point where she 
doesn’t know what to do with herself) I- 
I-… J-Just because you all don’t know 
how to live a little! 

 

JUNE 
Maybe because we have morals. Have you 
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ever even been to church? 

 

MARY 
How does that matter? 

 

JUNE 
(Crosses arms dismissively) Figures. You 
and your people always defile the name 
of the lord. (Turns to smile at MARY) 
But it’s not your fault, I suppose. It’s 
just your breeding. 

 

MARY 
I’m bred just fine! (Stands, starts 
taking out her earrings) You people 
always walk around like you own 
everything. If you’re so great, prove 
it. 

 

JUNE 
(Looks away, unprovoked) You always 
think fighting is the only answer. 

 

MARY 
UGGH! This is why we keep to ourselves,  
you know, so we don’t have to deal with 
your superiority shit.  

 

JUNE 
Oh please, don’t pretend that’s the 
reason. You’re all just paranoid, self-
absorbed and stick together for those 
very reasons. You’d probably save a 
convict of your kind over a nun in ours. 

 

MARY 
Well maybe if you weren’t all so 
untrustworthy...(Quickly) And we don’t 
even do that, anyway. 

 

JUNE 
You can’t be serious. We do honest work 
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for honest pay and all we get is your 
mistrust. We work in the name of the 
lord as he would want it, and we’re not 
stupid enough to mess that up. Have you 
even worked a day in your life? 

 

MARY 
(Places hands on her hips angrily) For 
your information, I worked at a fast-
food place all of high-school. You know 
what I learned about your kind? Rude, 
angry, fat-asses who treat us like shit 
for no reason. Who will scream and 
humiliate us over the slightest thing 
and don’t care if it makes us... [beat] 
Sometimes I couldn’t go to work because 
I was so scared of what you people will 
say or do to me. It was awful. I learned 
more about your kind than I ever wanted 
to know. What do you know? What have we 
ever done to you? 

Both look at each other for a beat. MARY slowly stands, not 
breaking eye-contact. 

JUNE 
You know what I know? I know that your 
men like to hang out in alleys. I know 
they call out horrible names when we 
walk by. I know that they have no 
sympathy. I know they will take a 13-
year-old girl off of the street and 
(looks away for a moment) s-slam her to 
the ground and hurt her in ways she 
never imagined. I know they will laugh 
as they do it. I know that your women 
and children will walk by and won’t lift 
a finger. (Struggling to keep a level 
voice) I know they will leave that girl 
all alone and make her wish that she 
were dead and make her cringe every time 
for the rest of her life when she sees 
one of you. That she will struggle to be 
able to be in the same room with you. 
(Starting to cry) That’s what I know. So 
next time you whine and wonder why we 
seem so hateful, try and consider all of 
the things we had to go through. 

Beat. JUNE covers her face, embarrassed by her breakdown. 
MARY looks torn, frozen in place. After a moment she hugs 
JUNE. JUNE accepts briefly before coming to her senses and 
pushes MARY away. 
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JUNE 
Don’t touch me. I don’t want sympathy. 
I’ve worked too damn long and too damn 
hard to get sympathy from you people. 
(Wipes away her tears) I will get the 
respect I deserve. (Points to door) I 
will walk through that door and show 
that man what I can do and work harder 
and become his boss someday. (Starts to 
partly talk to herself) And I will face 
him and not be afraid, I will show him 
what I’ve done, how hard I’ve worked and 
try not to think of our different skin 
colors. I will be his equal and one day 
his superior and prove I can beat them- 
(turns back to MARY) You. So don’t pity 
me. I’m the one who should pity you. You 
came here for nothing, and I’m sorry. 

Another beat. BOSSMAN enters through SR door. JUNE turns and 
grabs her briefcase, wiping away whatever tears might be 
left. MARY stands awkwardly. 

BOSSMAN 
Ms. Smith? 

 

JUNE 
(Turns around with a smile and walks 
towards him) Yes sir. (Extends her arm 
for a handshake) It’s an honor. 

 

BOSSMAN 
(Looks at her hand, does not take it) 
I’m sorry, the position has been filled… 
(turns to Mary with a smile) by Ms. 
Jones here. 

A painfully awkward pause BOSSMAN isn’t aware of. JUNE’s 
hand is still extended, her body frozen. MARY smiles weakly. 

BOSSMAN 
(Cheerfully) Can you start Monday? 

Another pause. MARY looks to JUNE. JUNE turns her head 
slightly to look at MARY. Eventually MARY drops her eyes to 
the floor. 

MARY 
(Weak laugh) Yeah Mr. B, sounds great. 
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BOSSMAN 
(Smiles. Turns to JUNE, seeming to 
forget she was there. His face falls) 
That will be all, Ms. Smith. 

 

JUNE 
(Her hand finally falls. Her face 
without definite expression) Yes, of 
course. Thank you for your time. (She 
turns to leave. Her first steps are 
small. With her back to the both of 
them, her face starts to show her agony. 
She takes quicker strides and lets out 
one choked sob before exiting SL) 

 

MARY 
(Awkward laugh) Soo, Mr. B, what made 
you pick me? Was it my resume? 

 

BOSSMAN 
What? Oh, I haven’t looked at it yet. 

 

MARY 
(Confused, but lets out another short 
laugh) Well was it my references? Or...? 

 

BOSSMAN 
(Leans close to MARY) Don’t take this 
the wrong way, but… You know how 
unreliable they are (nods towards SL). 
Couldn’t trust them as far as you could 
throw them. We need someone like you. 
Someone dependable. (Louder) Well, Ms. 
Jones, congratulations on your new job 
and I will see you Monday. (Exits 
through SR door) 

 

MARY 
Yeah...sure thing... (Slowly sits down. 
A pause. Her eyes fall to the floor, in 
deep thought. She looks into the 
audience helplessly before shamefully 
shoving her face into her hands. Fade to 
blackout. 
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End 

 


