Is That Supposed to be a Rhetorical Question?

A Play by Jenny Gillispie and Abby Kirk

Summary: Sean is breaking up with his girlfriend Mercedes over instant messenger. He recently found out she has been cheating on him with Charlie. She tries to resist the breakup.

Setting: Two desks on the stage, with chairs facing away from each other so that the actors can’t see each other. A keyboard is sitting on each desk. Option: Each desk is decorated to reflect the personality of the character.

Characters:

Mercedes – female, 17, kind of a bitch. Wearing revealing pajamas. She’s cheating on Sean with Charlie. Thinks Sean has no idea.

Sean – male, 17. Member of the swim team. Athletic, attractive. He recently found out Mercedes is cheating on him, and he’s about to break up with her on instant messenger. 

[Mercedes is sitting at computer talking on the phone.]

MERCEDES

…Just waiting for Sean. He had practice today, so he hasn’t been home. (pause) Bored? No, I saw Charlie today…(pause) Well what do you think we did? It was dark! (pause) Hey don’t judge me…we couldn’t help ourselves. (pause)Of course he doesn’t know. He’s totally clueless. (pause) Why should I feel guilty?
(Sean enters, throwing his GSP lanyard onto the desk.)

SEAN

(calling offstage) Thanks for the ride! I’ll tell you how it goes! (sits down, puts feet on desk, take a drink of water) 
MERCEDES

(still on the phone) Oh my god, I know! Did you see those highlights? They totally clash with her disgusting spray tan.
SEAN

(sigh) I guess it’s time to get this over with. (starts typing)

MERCEDES

Oh, sorry Liz, I gotta go. Sean just signed on. I’ll see you at the mall tomorrow…get that credit card ready!

SEAN
(typing, then deleting) Hey Mercedes, what’s up? (deletes) No. How was… (deletes) Nope. We need to talk. (deletes aggressively) NO. (leans back in chair) Dang it, this is harder than I thought. 
MERCEDES

(typing) Hey sexy.

SEAN

Oh God. 

MERCEDES

(typing) How was swim practice?

SEAN

(typing) Wet.

MERCEDES

Geez, good thing I’m not dating him for his brains.

SEAN

(typing) Look, Mercedes, I don’t think I can do this anymore.

MERCEDES

(gasp) Oh my god! Did he figure it out? Did I make a huge mistake? Oh my god! Okay, deep breath. (breathe deeply) There’s no way he knows about Charlie. Just play dumb and everything will turn out okay. (breathe) (typing) Wait, why not?  
(Sean types something)
MERCEDES

(typing) What do you mean it’s too hard? I thought you loved it. 

SEAN

(typing) I used to…until I found out about Charlie.
MERCEDES

(typing) What does Charlie have to do with you wanting to quit the swim team? He can’t even swim! 

SEAN
My god, why are you such an idiot? (types something really slowly)
MERCEDES

He’s breaking up with me?! This cannot be happening! No, no, this isn’t happening! (types something)

SEAN
What do I mean? You are so dense, Mercedes. (typing) It’s over. 
MERCEDES

No! That’s not fair! (types something long…really aggravated) 

SEAN

(typing) Why do you think I’m breaking up with you? 

MERCEDES
Is that supposed to be a rhetorical question? 
SEAN

(typing) Never mind…don’t even bother answering. You know what you did. 
MERCEDES
This is not going how I wanted. Time for a guilt trip. Alright, Sean, answer me this. (types something vigorously, then sits back and pouts)

SEAN

Are you kidding me? I can’t believe you would use that on me. I’m done with this. It’s sandwich time. (exits)

MERCEDES

(after a few seconds) It wasn’t that hard a question. Answer me, damn it! (pause) It’s simple, don’t you love me anymore? Just a yes or a no. (pause) Are you trying to be irritating? Why aren’t you answering? Did you ever love me? Or was it all just lies? (pause) Is it because I wore the red dress the other night instead of the black? I knew I should have gone with black. It’s always a safe bet. Sorry for trying to add a little color to our boring routine. (pause) Or maybe I didn’t do anything wrong at all. Maybe you’re just intimidated by perfection. Maybe my angelic qualities are just too much for your wimpy soul to handle. 
(Sean returns, eating a sandwich)

SEAN

(stares at screen) Good lord, chill out! (sits down and type something, then lean backs to eat his sandwich)

MERCEDES

(typing) It’s about time.

SEAN

(typing) I know, I know…sorry.

MERCEDES

(typing) How long did you expect me to wait? 

SEAN

(typing) Why can’t you just be patient?

MERCEDES

(typing) What were you doing?

SEAN

(typing) None of your business…anymore.
MERCEDES

None of my business? Who is he kidding? Everything is my business. Especially if he doesn’t want me to know. 

SEAN

(laughs) I bet my last comment really freaked her out. (takes another bite of sandwich)

MERCEDES

(whines) Sean…(typing) What were you doing?
(Sean types something)

MERCEDES
Something naughty? What is that supposed to mean?

SEAN

(look at audience) It means I used white bread instead of 100% whole grain. (typing) Doesn’t matter, ‘cause we’re through.
MERCEDES

(typing) Why are you doing this to me?

SEAN

(frustrated, runs fingers through hair; looks at audience) How do you tell a girl you know she’s cheating on you? (typing) I could ask you the same question.

(Mercedes takes out phone and calls friend)

MERCEDES

Liz! I need help! I think he knows. (pause) Yeah, about Charlie. Either that or he was super offended by me ordering anchovies on the pizza.(pause) Well, yeah, I know he’s allergic, but I didn’t figure…(pause) regardless, he was only in the emergency room for like 4 hours. (pause) Hold on. (puts phone down and types something, then goes back to the phone) 

SEAN
What do I mean? (types aggressively) You know exactly what I’m talking about, you ignorant little—

(Mercedes’ laughter cuts off Sean)

MERCEDES
Oh my god, Liz, that’s terrible! But so true…! No, he hasn’t responded yet—wait. Here’s something. (pauses to read screen) I’m a WHAT? (pause) (typing) Excuse me, but I’m not the one breaking up over instant messenger. (hits enter, then keeps typing emphatically)
SEAN
(laughingly) I’m a cowardly, insensitive jerk who doesn’t have the backbone to break up with his girlfriend face to face? Oh, please! (typing) I would have texted you, but you aren’t worth the 15 cents. 

MERCEDES

(act offended and pissed off, then calm down)(sugar-coated) (typing) Come on, Sean, baby…you should consider yourself lucky to have such a forgiving girlfriend. Let’s just forget about this and put it all behind us.
SEAN
(typing) I’m not playing anymore! Tell me the truth!
MERCEDES

(hesitates)(typing) What do you mean?
SEAN

Dammit, Mercedes! (typing aggressively while ranting) You know exactly what I’m talking about! Alex saw you and Charlie making out last Friday! I know everything! You’ve been completely screwing me over for weeks! Did you honestly think you could get away with this? I can’t believe I didn’t see it before now! You’re always blowing me off, always hiding your phone, always acting defensive…How dumb do you have to be to cheat on me? In the locker room of all places! That’s my turf! (press enter really emphatically, satisfied w/himself)
MERCEDES

Crap. (stands up and starts pacing, biting nails, nervous) How did he find out? I was so careful! (pause, turns bitchy) His turf? What is this, west side story? (sits back down, turning point) No, he won’t actually end it. He’s not serious. He can’t be serious. Does he really think he can do better than me? I’m head cheerleader, for chrissakes! (goes back to computer and types)

SEAN

Yeah right you didn’t mean to. That’s total bull! (types something)

MERCEDES

(typing) Come on, Sean, don’t you think I’m worth more than a “whatever”? 

SEAN

No. No I don’t. 

MERCEDES

(typing) Hello? (reaction) Answer me!

SEAN

(types something)

MERCEDES

Stupid jerk! (throws something, or some other pouty tantrum-esque gesture) (thinks for a minute, types something)

SEAN

Sorry baby? Sorry baby, but that’s just not gonna cut it. (types something)

MERCEDES

Well if sorry isn’t good enough, maybe this will be. (types something)
SEAN

(looks pained, as if Mercedes has just offered him her body.) (typing) No! (talking to self, deep breaths at intervals) Don’t give in to her. She’s tainted now. Just say no. No means no.  

MERCEDES

(types something)

SEAN

Why?! You tell me! (typing) If I’m so hot, why did you cheat on me? What does Charlie have that I don’t?

MERCEDES

(types something)

SEAN

(typing) No. We’re done, this is over! Why won’t you just accept that? You go and get your kicks from Charlie, because I’m finished with you. I’m not gonna fall for any of this ridiculous enticement any more. This is it. Stay away from me. Goodbye.

MERCEDES

This is it?! No! Sean baby, don’t go! (typing) Wait!

SEAN
(typing) What now?

MERCEDES

(typing) You know I really am sorry. How about I make it up to you? 

SEAN

What?

MERCEDES

(typing) I’m serious, Sean. Let me buy you dinner at that new pizza place.

SEAN
(typing) I can’t believe this. You’re talking like we’re friends. Like you didn’t cheat on me. Like we’re all gonna meet up at the movies this weekend. And I can tell you, that’s not gonna happen. Not anymore.
MERCEDES

Oh, that reminds me! (typing) A bunch of people are meeting up at the drive-in this weekend to see the new Brad Pitt movie. You in? 

SEAN

Oh my god, she is insane! (typing) Did you not even read my last message? 
MERCEDES
Right. (pause, awkward silence) (typing) So…we on for Saturday then? 

SEAN
You are so impossible! (typing) What about “you are not my girlfriend anymore” do you not comprehend?

(Mercedes types something)

SEAN

What’s wrong with spending time with you? What kind of question is that? (typing) If I am around you I will probably end up trying to claw my eyes out with your freakishly long nails.

MERCEDES

My nails are not freakish! I just got a manicure. 

SEAN

(typing) So let’s just go our separate ways. I’m done with you, I’m done with your crap, and I’m done trying to defend your mistakes to myself. So you can stop trying to change my mind. Go tell Charlie you’re all his. I’m out. (logs off and then walks off stage)

MERCEDES
Wow, that didn’t go over very well. (short pause, then looks out at the audience) Good thing he didn’t find out about Spencer. 
(fade to black. Wild applause.)

