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THIRD WINDOW FROM THE RIGHT
by Scott Mullen

SYNOPSIS: A woman eating her lunch on a park bench is surprised when a
strange man approaches her and gives her an envelope of money, but then he
explains the circumstances.

TIME: Present.
SETTING: Park bench.

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(1 female, 1 male)

CAST NOTE: The characters can ny age over 20 but should be relatively
close in age.

ET

A park bench.

PROPS

[l crumpled paper bag
[l watch (Kate), though she could alternatively look at her cell phone
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AT START: KATE sits on a bench, primly sipping from a thermos, a
crumpled paper bag next to her. HENRY approaches, nervous, manila
envelope in his hand. He slows, then speeds up, and passes the
bench... then stops. Galvanizing himself, he pivots and practically
throws himself on the bench next to KATE.

HENRY: Oh my God. Wow. I'm here. It feels like the world is spinning.
Is it spinning?

KATE: Are you okay?

HENRY: Say that again.

KATE: Are you okay?

HENRY: Your voice is just like | imagined it.

KATE sighs and screws the top back on her t aches for the
bag.

HENRY: No, don’'t go. Please. You need toJunderstand—this is a
moment for me. A big mome ‘ve th about this a lot, what |
would do, what | would say. is is real. There you are. I've never
been so close. To you. d. r pores—they’re huge.

KATE: What?

HENRY: And your fr
you might, but

KATE: I'm leaving.

have... so many freckles. | thought
'm here—wow.

idn’t mean to say that out loud. Okay, | actually

promised myself I'd be honest, and say whatever

d. That I'd just be me.

are you?

Henry. | live right up there, across the square. Third floor,
third window from the right. That's me. Henry Sturgeon. You've
heard of me? No, no of course you haven't. 'm a writer, that's what
| do, sit up there all day and write. Well, that’s what | should do, but
I’'m a writer, so | look out the window a lot. And | see you, right here,
on this bench, every day between noon and one. Eating lunch from
your brown paper bag, which is adorable, by the way. Sandwich,
apple, thermos containing, I'm guessing maybe tea? Something
brown.

KATE: You can see that from your window.
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HENRY: Well, with binoculars. Did | mention | had binoculars? They
are very good binoculars. | bought them to look at birds, but there
are only like four kinds of birds around here. So | started looking at
people. And now, pretty much just you.

KATE: So you're a stalker.

HENRY: No-no-no-no. No. That's not—no. I've never followed you or
anything. Not that you're not stalk-worthy, I'm sure there are men
who—-but no, that’s not me. You’re more—my muse.

KATE: Your muse.

HENRY: No matter how bad things are going, how little writing I've
done in the morning, | know that five days a week, M through
Friday, you're going to be on the bench, eating ’s the
one part of my day | really look forward to. You g this sort of...

creative... jolt that gets me through the da once, | even
saw you on a Saturday. It was a mirac s really kind of
depressed, really having problems scene’ but then | looked
up, and there you were. Right here on this bench.

KATE: Yeah. | remember that Saftirday.

HENRY: You weren’t eating lufichy, You just sat here.

KATE: Yes.

HENRY: You just looked d. I almost came down to make sure
you were okay. Al : lying. | wanted to, but it just wasn’t
going to happe sorry about that.

KATE: What do you'want, Henry?

HENRY th @ envelope at her. She takes it.

HEN @ s is for you. Open it.

KATE looks inside. Reaches in. Ruffles through the bills.

KATE: Holy crap.
HENRY: Three thousand dollars.

KATE hands the envelope back to him.

KATE: I'm not a prostitute, Henry.
HENRY: No-no-no-no. No!
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KATE: Gentlemen don'’t sit down next to girls they don’t know and give
them envelopes of money, unless it's for something improper.

HENRY: This is going all wrong. Listen. | made a bet with myself.

KATE: Ah. And you lost?

HENRY: No, | won. The bet was that if my play won this contest, I'd
give you half the prize money. And to do that, I'd have to come down
here and talk to you. Even though every cell of my body is
screaming for me not to.

KATE: Am | that scary?

HENRY: Yes. | mean... yes. And it's not because you’re lovely, though

you are. | mean, you're not traditionally beautiful, y s are a
little too far apart, and you had tuna for lunch, so reath... and
you really do have large pores... | should shut u , right?

KATE: No, keep going, it’s refreshing.

HENRY: It’s just that | imagined all these thin @ you that | wrote
about.

KATE: You wrote about—?

HENRY: Oh yes, my play is abouiyou. A ou, here, on the bench,
and | get the courage to co wn, and we just talk, and talk and
talk, for about 10 minutesmiNow t I'm describing it, I'm not sure

how | won. But in the p @ jot all awkward like this—instead I'm

charming, and you’ med, and in the end, we walk off together.

KATE: Was thereissi

HENRY: Yes.

KATE: Totally randomly.

HENRY: Well—

KATE: He doesn’t know anything about her, other than she’s this girl
on a bench, and yet, miraculously, somehow she’s his soulmate.

HENRY: When you say it like that—

KATE: It sounds sort of silly?

HENRY: Yes.... Butit did win a prize.
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KATE: | mean, he’s a guy, coming down to talk to a girl, he doesn’t
know the first thing about her, he doesn’t know what her name is—
you don’t, do you?

HENRY: In the play | call her Greta.

KATE: That's not my name, Henry. That's not even close to being my
name. And you don’t know—I could have a boyfriend, | could be a
lesbian, | could be a psychopath. There could be blood in my
thermos.

HENRY: It didn’t look like blood.

KATE: Maybe | dyed it brown, to fool you.

HENRY: ...Did you?

KATE: No. Hey, you’re right. Just saying whatever j your mind is
very freeing. Does Greta say what is on her min

HENRY: Sometimes.
KATE: I'm guessing there was a lot of cleve @

HENRY: There was.

KATE: As he wooed her. A lot of back-and-forth) Some jazzy wordplay.

HENRY: Yes.

KATE: I'm not a banter girl, H

HENRY: You're doing fine

KATE: A banter girl does
single day.

HENRY: It's end

KATE: It's pathetic.

lunch alone on a park bench every

you know why I’'m out here, Henry? Because

going on inside those windows. Even your window Henry. Third
floor, third window from the right.

HENRY: You do?

KATE: | imagined a young couple, in the city, both working jobs so
that they can afford to live there, with a view of this park. She gets
up early to make him coffee, but finds that he already made it. So
they drink it together, looking out at the city. Seeing their futures
together.

HENRY: That'’s nice.
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KATE: And then they go off to work. Holding hands. Until the very last
minute when they have to separate, and go their own way. Waiting,
just waiting, for the moment at the end of the day, when she comes
out of her office, and he’s standing there, waiting for her, and she
takes his hand again.

HENRY: Wow. Do they have names?

KATE: Vincenzo. And Kate. That's me, Henry. I'm Kate. | dream of
living there. Being that girl. Instead of living with my parents, in the
room | grew up in. You must be doing well as a playwright to afford
a place like that.

HENRY: Not really. It's rent-controlled.

KATE: | envy your rent control, Henry. | would kill for rent'@ontrol.

HENRY: [I'd invite you to live with me, but | se at would be
inappropriate.

KATE: Wildly.

HENRY: Sorry.

KATE: Do you have a hot tub?

HENRY: No. My entire apartmenifis only undred and ninety two
square feet. | have a Murp . A Murphy bed that fits one.

KATE: Well that’s not going
HENRY: | do have a Mr.
KATE: Cream and su
HENRY: Absolut
KATE: Hmmm. Do

OrkK.

prefer the right side of the bed, or the left?

KATE: | just let them rip. And I've been told | snore.

HENRY: Really?

KATE: Do you snore?

HENRY: I... don’t know. I'm asleep.

KATE: Sometimes | crack my knuckles—just because they’re there.
Sometimes | talk with my mouth full. Sometimes, if I'm really hungry,
and | really like something, I'll reach over with my fork and take it off
the plate of the person I'm with. What do you think about that?

HENRY: That's.... Wow.
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KATE: I'll bet Greta was perfect.

HENRY: Pretty much.

KATE: Never farted.

HENRY: No.

KATE: I'm not Greta, Henry.

HENRY: No. No, you’re not.

KATE: And you're not Vincenzo.

HENRY: Was he taller?

KATE: So if you don’t want to give me that money, I'll understand.

HENRY looks at her.

HENRY: | do. It's yours. A bet’s a bet, right? A pro S a promise.

KATE: No strings attached?

HENRY: Not a single string.

KATE: Because three thousand dollargfmight und like much to
you—

HENRY: It actually is—

KATE: But it could change m

HENRY looks at her agail
HENRY: Good. C

KATE: Even if it me that | move away. To chase another life.
kes you happy—yes.

the envelope. She takes it. She holds his hand for a
en lets it go. She smells the envelope. Then sees the time

KATE: | have to get back to work. But thank you, Henry. I'm sorry |
couldn’t be your Greta. She sounds like a wonderful girl.

HENRY: She wasn't real.

KATE: Still.

KATE gets up.

HENRY: Back to the feet?
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KATE: Back to the feet indeed.

HENRY: Don't sell yourself short. You are very good at banter.
KATE: Listen. Tomorrow, I'm going to sit on the bench over there.
HENRY: ...Over there?

KATE: I'm pretty sure you won’t be able to see me from your window.
HENRY: No. | won't.

KATE: Not even with your binoculars. Even if you lean out.

HENRY: | don’t think it's possible.

KATE: Sorry... | guess you'll just have to come down, then.

KATE smiles at HENRY, and walks off. HENRY le ck. And
smiles. Blackout.

THE END
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