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CHARACTERS 
KRIS – 22, beautiful, gentle, appearance driven, self -conscious 

RICK - Kris’ husband, charming, possessive, intimidating 
MARISSA- 15, unafraid to speak her mind, weathered 

HEATHER – 22,  Kris' best friend, opinionated, honest, fiery, confident 
JORDAN - Heather’s husband, usually quiet, witty, protective, sweet  

RECEPTIONIST -25, nonchalant, distracted 
WAITING ROOM GIRLS- teens 

DANCER - what Kris’ life could have been 
 
 

Scene One 
Lights up on a doorway, leading to a bathroom where Heather is taking a pregnancy test. Jordan 

and Kris are both waiting outside the door. 
 
KRIS. Heather! You ok in there? It’s been ten minutes. 
JORDAN. Did you fall in? [they laugh] 
HEATHER. [through the door] You guys try to pee on a stick!  
JORDAN. Ok 
HEATHER. Oh, shut up. 
KRIS. Well? 
HEATHER. Yeah, I’m done. [opens the door; Kris and Jordan are excited with anticipation]  
KRIS. Let us see! 
HEATHER. Nothing to see here [shows her the test] Another no. 
JORDAN. I’m sorry babe. [comforts her] 
KRIS. Maybe we bought a bad test brand again; I can go back to the store if- 
HEATHER. No. It’s fine. I just need to be alone.  
KRIS. I’m sorry Heather, I’ll see you tomorrow ok? 
HEATHER. Yeah...just take care of that baby Kris.  
[Lights out] 
 

 
 



Scene Two 
Lights up on an abortion clinic waiting room filled with young women in their teens. The chairs 
are set up in an U-shape CS and there is an receptionist desk SR. Kris sits in a chair with one 

empty chair beside her. She is troubled with the feeling that she does not belong there. 
 

RICK. [emerging from the restroom and returning to the seat next to Kris] You're still not done 
filling out the papers? I even fixed my hair in the bathroom, and you know how long that takes... 
KRIS. Yeah I sure do...[nervously begins writing] 
RICK. I can fill 'em out if you want. 
KRIS. You don't know this stuff, Rick. Just give me a second.  
RICK.[across the room to the receptionist] Sorry lady, my wife will give you her paperwork 
soon-- 
KRIS.[whispering] Rick! Shut up! What are you doing? Just let me fill it out, for God's sake. I 
cannot believe I'm here. 
RICK. What do you mean? This was your choice, baby. 
KRIS. Ugh. Don't call me baby right now. 
RICK. Come on, I know this isn't ea-- 
KRIS. No, you don't know shit. I don't want to do this and you know it. [silence] 
[Memory Dance Begins]  
RICK: (interrupting her thoughts) The Receptionist needs the forms... are you done yet?  
KRIS:  (signs her name quickly) There; I'm done with the damn paperwork; happy? [walks up to 
the reception desk] 
RECEPTIONIST. [taking the clipboard] Thank you, just have a seat and we'll call you back 
shortly.  
KRIS. Thanks. [returns to her seat] 
RICK. I'm going to get some fresh air while we wait. 
KRIS. Well you can't come back with me anyway. 
RICK. Oh ok, well I'll wait till you’re done then. [he leaves the building] 
MARISSA. [to Kris, after a few awkward moments of silence] He your boyfriend? 
KRIS. No, he's, well yes... we're actually married. 
MARISSA. Married?! What the hell you doin' here? You homeless or something? 
KRIS. No, actually. I don't really know why I'm here. 
MARISSA. Dang, well if I was married, I wouldn’t be here. But I’m on my own and barely old 
enough to drive so I’m just SOL. But your uh, husband, seems like an ass... 
KRIS. Yeah…but you know, love makes you do stupid things. 
MARISSA. He make you do this? 
KRIS. [can't find the words to speak, looks at the girl with knowingness and sorrow] 
RECEPTIONIST. Marissa. We're ready for you. 
MARISSA. That's me, wish me luck.  



[“Abortion Song” begins as the set transitions into scene 3]  
 
 

Scene Three 
One week later at Heather's apartment. There is a couch and coffee table CS, facing the TV. 

 
HEATHER. Jordan! Can you get the ice cream? 
JORDAN. [entering] What? 
HEATHER. Can you please bring me some ice cream from the freezer because you love me so 
much? 
JORDAN. Maybe. What kind? 
HEATHER. What kind do you think?  
JORDAN. I don't know woman, I'm not a mindreader.  
HEATHER. Oh b.s., you know Rocky Road is my favorite. 
JORDAN. Ok, you want Rocky Road, that's all I needed to know. 
HEATHER. Mhm. Oh, can you actually get one for Kris too? She'll be here any second. 
JORDAN. Yep. [kisses her lovingly] 
HEATHER. Thanks, babe. [Jordan exits] 
[knocking on the door is heard] 
KRIS. [through the door] Heather!! Your door is locked! 
HEATHER. Hold on woman! [opening the door] Geesh, you are impatient.  
KRIS. Sorry, I just really wanted to see you.. 
HEATHER. Right. [they laugh] Oh my God, guess what I found the other day when I was 
cleaning? 
KRIS. What? 
HEATHER. That little stick figure drawing I made of us last year. 
KRIS. Seriously? That's hilarious- The one with the boobs? 
HEATHER. You know it. Here, let me show you. It's laying around here somewhere. [looks for 
the drawing] 
KRIS. Where's Jordan? [sitting on the couch] 
HEATHER. Getting us ice cream. Ooh! Found it! 
KRIS. [overlapping] Rocky Road?  
HEATHER. You know it. [hands her the drawing] Here it is.  
KRIS. Yes! I've been craving that all day.... [referring to drawing] Wow I forgot how bad this 
was. [laughs] 
HEATHER. Shut up! At least you can tell who's who.  
KRIS. Yeah, only by the boobs! [both laugh] 
[Jordan comes back with two pint sized Rocky Road Ben & Jerry's ice cream tubs, two spoons, 
and three beers] 



JORDAN. Boobs? What? Heard you boobs wanted some Ben & Jerry's. 
HEATHER & KRIS. Yes! [they open the ice cream tubs and begin eating; Heather turns on the 
TV] 
HEATHER. Friends is starting!  
[the TV show, "Friends", theme song plays as the girls eat their ice cream in silence] 
JORDAN. Brought beers for us too. 
HEATHER. I'll have one, but Kris is prego, remember? 
JORDAN. Yeah... 
HEATHER. You can't have alcohol when you're pregnant, dummy. 
JORDAN. Oh right, I knew that. I can have an extra one for Kris then, right?  
HEATHER. [laughs] Do whatever you want, babe. 
KRIS. [working up the courage to speak] Actually, I wouldn't mind a beer right now. 
HEATHER. Are you crazy? [takes beer away] No way, I'm making sure that baby comes out 
healthy. 
KRIS. Well...that doesn't really matter...nevermind. Forget the beer, let's just watch our show. 
HEATHER. What do you mean that doesn't matter?  
KRIS. Nevermind, it's fine. 
HEATHER. I know you, Kris. It's not fine. [turns off TV] I know you care about that baby, no 
matter how far along you are. What the hell is going on? 
KRIS. No, you're right. I do care, I care a lot. I just...I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner. 
HEATHER. Tell me what? Oh my God, did you have a miscarriage?  
KRIS. No, well, sort of-- 
HEATHER. Sort of? 
KRIS. It wasn't an accident... 
HEATHER. Kris. Don't tell me you... 
KRIS. [interrupting] Yeah I did. Oh my God, I'm going to puke... I haven't slept all week, 
Heather. I can't believe it. I cannot believe I did it. I killed my baby! 
JORDAN. Oh, shit. 
HEATHER. [furious with anger] An abortion? Are you kidding me? When? 
KRIS. Last week… 
HEATHER. I can't believe you didn't tell me! What the hell, Kris. 
KRIS. I'm sorry! I knew that if I told you before, you wouldn't let me do it, and if I told you 
after, you'd get mad at me...but I had to do it! I had no choice! 
HEATHER. Damn right I would've told you not to do it! I would kill to be pregnant, you know 
that. It feels like I’ve thrown away a thousand negative pregnancy tests, and then you turn around 
just throw away one that goes right? That's a tiny life, Kris. What were you thinking? 
KRIS. I was thinking that Rick would leave unless I did it. He said that he couldn't handle a 
baby, and that if I didn't get rid of it, he would leave me. He left me with no choice, Heather. I 
know you've been trying for so long; I’ve watched you go through it. That's why I haven't told 



you. I'm sorry. I didn't want this to happen, and I don't want to hurt you. It was horribly wrong. 
You don't know how much I've been dying of guilt, trust me. 
HEATHER. You're right, I don't know. I need to get out of here before I explode. [exits] 
(silence) 
KRIS. She's really mad at me, huh? 
JORDAN. She'll get over it, just give her some time. It takes her a while to cool off when she 
gets heated, I would know. She just cares about you. 
KRIS. True. Uh, here, I'm done with my ice cream. You guys can have it back. [putting the lid 
back on her ice cream] 
JORDAN. We'll keep it in the freezer for you.  
KRIS. If Heather lets me come back here... 
JORDAN. Come on, she will. She might not let Rick come back, though. Hell, I won't let Rick 
come back. I could kill him if I had the heart. 
KRIS. You don't know the half of it. 
JORDAN. Then why do you put up with it? He doesn't deserve you, respect you, treat you-- 
KRIS. I just... I don't know. I'm so tired of thinking about it.  
JORDAN. You don't want him to leave, but honestly, you should have been the one to leave him 
a long time ago.  
KRIS. Yeah I wish it was that easy.  
JORDAN. You know you’re always welcome here. Anyway, I'll go put this stuff back and check 
on Heather. You might as well take that beer though, seems like you need it. 
KRIS. Thanks. 
[Jordan exits, and Dancer enters, sitting next to Kris] 
[Lights out] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
  

 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 


