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Warm-Up #3: Jealousy 

Green Eggs 
 

“Hey there . . “  Fanny’s greeting is tense. 
 

“Hi. ” He casts a weary glance around the kitchen. Breakfast dishes are piled in the sink  
 
where he left them. Coffee rings from yesterday leave patterns on the cracked table surface.   
 
  “How’s your day?”  The plastic lime green clock on the stove chimes midnight. 
 

“Why aren’t you in bed?  Don’t you have an early interview?” his voice is flat. 
 

“Ummmmm . . .  no, I canceled it.” 
 

Snatching the chipped, handleless frying pan from the broken drawer, he tosses it on the 

stove.  Striking a wooden match from one of the dust covered tin containers he attempts to ignite 

the gas without success.  “You didn’t go downtown today, did you!”  He accuses her, casting the 

match aside. 

Biting her upper lip, she steps back.  “I just couldn’t deal with those people today.” 

He turns from her and wipes a coat of grease off the tiny kitchen window.  He stares into 

the trash-filled alley below muttering, “Why should today be any different?”   

Grabbing a Ho-Ho off the counter she inquires, “Did you get your six months raise today?” 

Still staring into the lifeless black, he retorts, “Next week. Did you get any offers today?” 

“One . . . but I didn’t take it.  I decided it wasn’t for me.” There is no apology in her voice. 

Returning to the stove, he picks up the frying pan and scrambles the lukewarm eggs with a 

three-pronged fork.  Scraping them into a jelly jar, he stares into the gooey, yellow slime. 

“I saw on the Buzz Williams show that you can get really sick from eating raw eggs.” 

Carefully consuming every drop, he replies, “Maybe I’ll get lucky.” 

Dust blasts from the torn, burnt-orange  sofa as Fanny plops down.  “Come sit with me for a while, 



Honey.” 

Gazing at the front door, he toys with its loose, imitation-brass handle.  “I’m tired of 

sitting.” 

She shifts her weight.  The sofa’s wooden slats creak.  Another cloud of dust surrounds her 

adding color to her cheeks as it settles.  He stares past her at a yellowed reprint of the Guangzhou 

river. 

“You must be exhausted.” 

“Not really, it wasn’t that long a day.” 

“You’ve been gone since nine and you say it wasn’t that long of a day.”  She extends a 

beckoning hand, “I couldn’t do that.” 

He shuffles past her over the cracked and cluttered vinyl floor.  Stopping at the window, he 

pulls back the old single bed sheet to reveal Hope Plaza.  Far at the end stands the Bonaventure 

Hotel where he stayed upon his arrival fifteen years ago. 

The expensive motor cars delivering their elegant female passengers arrive.  The huge warm 

golden glow of the neon entrance sign fills the apartment as if it were noon. 

“Sweetums, please close the curtain.You know how bright light gives me headaches.” 

Like most things.  His mind turned back to the scene below.  He had arrived with so many 

dreams and aspirations.  Why had he failed?  He used to excel at almost everything he tried.  He 

thought about the others with whom he had graduated and the successful lives they are living.  

Margay in the theater, and Brenda and Kyle in films.  Craig and Karen together in advertising.  In 

the hot, stale, unventilated apartment, he suddenly grows strangely cold.  A feeling of nausea creeps 

over him and he begins shivering as if suffering from hypothermia.  His head begins to ache.  It 

always does when he thinks of his friends prosperity compared to his own. 

Still thinking of the hotel, he asks himself questions already knowing the answers, When did 



things start going wrong?  What got in the way?  When did I stop taking risks? 

Behind him there erupts a groan as his wife of thirteen years stands up from the sofa.  She 

grabs his hand and drags him to the bedroom. 

He lets himself be led away from the escape hatch like a child being denied a toy in a store 

window.  All the while being reminded, “You have to get up early and go to work.” 
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