
A young dweeb looking accountant type man in his early twenties is sitting on a park 
bench eating a packed lunch of sandwiches. A well dressed woman in her late forties 
arrives and sits next to him. He acknowledges her with a smile but clearly does not 
know the woman. 
 
 
MARSHA:   Hello. 

JOHN: Hello. 

MARSHA:  What’s your expiry date ? 

JOHN:   Pardon ? 

MARSHA:  Your expiry date. You know, the tag they give you when your born that 
 tells you when you die, 

JOHN:  I know what it is. But I mean that’s a bit personal. I don’t even know … 

She grabs his wrist and looks at the bar code. 

MARSHA:  December 31st. 23: 58 hours. New Years Eve . You expire New Years 
Eve. 

JOHN:   I’m not happy about it either. It will spoil a perfectly good party. 

MARSHA:  You’ve got twenty years left. 

JOHN:   Yes. Why do you want to know ? 

MARSHA:  Look at mine. 

JOHN:   I’d rather not. 

MARSHA:  Look at it. 

She shoves her wrist under his nose so he can’t help but see the bar code. 

JOHN:   Oh dear. I’m so sorry. 

MARSHA:  I have one hour and seven minutes to live. I am 47 years old and I’ve never 
had sex. 

JOHN:   That’s unfortunate. You look good for your age 

MARSHA:  Did you hear me ? I have never had sex and I have just over an hour to live. 

JOHN:   Well, you shouldn’t leave things to the last minute. 

MARSHA:  I WANT SEX ! I WANT IT NOW ! 

JOHN:  Yes, well good luck with that. 



MARSHA;  I WANT YOU ! 

JOHN:   Ah, well you see that’s bit of a problem. 

MARSHA:  Why ? Have you been neutered ? 

JOHN;   Ah, No. 

MARSHA;  Gay ? 

JOHN:   Definitely not. 

MARSHA;  Then what ? 

JOHN:   Married. 

MARSHA:  Don’t tell her. 

JOHN:  Well, it’s not as simple as that. She has a way of finding out... 

MARSHA:  So what, you’ve got twenty years left to make it up to her. 

JOHN:  I don’t have lot of time and lunch break is nearly over. 

MARSHA:  Take a long lunch. 

JOHN:   I haven’t even finished my sandwich. 

MARSHA:  I ’ll buy you lunch. 

JOHN:   I don’t like getting back to the office late. 

MARSHA:  What do you do ? 

JOHN:   Time keeper. 

MARSHA:  You’re a public servant they won’t miss you. 

JOHN:   I don’t even know your name. 

MARSHA:  Marsha. 

JOHN;  John. 

MARSHA:  Whatever. 

JOHN:   Seriously, I can’t do this. It isn’t right. 

MARSHA:  I wasted my entire life doing what I thought was right and where did it 
get me? I spent all my time, building a company, making it work, losing 
some of it to the global financial crisis, don’t get me started on that, 
never spending time on myself. I never had a boyfriend let alone a 
husband. 



JOHN:    I’m sorry 

MARSHA:   I never even had a dog. (starts to cry). 

JOHN:    (at a loss) There, there. 

MARSHA:  I always wanted a puppy dog. Now I’ll never have one. 

JOHN:   It’ll be alright. 

MARSHA;  No, it won’t. I’ve got just over an hour to live. 

JOHN;   Yes, About that. Shouldn’t you be making arrangements. A funeral or    
something. 

MARSHA:  I’m not going to my funeral. There’s nobody there I like. 

JOHN;   But..your family, friends., last words.. 

MARSHA;  Screw them! Let’ em wait till after I’m dead. 

JOHN:   That’s a bit harsh. 

MARSHA:  I don’t have friends, I have colleagues. And my family only wants my 
money. Except my brother, he wanted to have sex with me. he as always a 
little strange. 

JOHN:  Given the urgency of your situation I’m surprised you didn’t call him. 

MARSHA;  I almost did. But I was sure I could do better. 

JOHN:   If you have money why didn’t you just hire someone. 

MARSHA:  Never had the time. I as always busy, busy, busy. So busy I forgot to make   
  time to have a life. Never had time to have a family or children. 

JOHN:  That’s a waste. 

MARSHA;  I can’t believe I forgot to have children. 

JOHN:  Bit late to worry about it now. 

MARSHA:  Do you have children ? 

JOHN:  A little girl actually. Would you like to.... 

MARSHA:  Really don’t care. Are we going to have sex or what ? 

JOHN:  I don’t think... 

MARSHA: I’ll give you all my money. 

JOHN:  What ?  



MARSHA:  I’m worth millions. Still worried about your lunch hour. 

JOHN:  I have to think about it. 

MARSHA:  No time. Millions of dollars for a few minutes work. I’m sure your wife will 
forgive you just this once. 

JOHN:  Well she’s not a forgiving sort of person. 

MARSHA:  Buy her a Porsche she’ll get over it. 

JOHN:  I don’t know if I could forgive myself. Accepting money for sex. It feels kind 
of cheap. 

MARSHA:  I’m talking millions of dollars. You’ll get over it after your first Bentley. 

 


