EPIPHANY
By David MacGregor
Copyright © 2016 by David MacGregor, All rights reserved.
ISBN: 978-1-60003-877-8
Caution: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of
America and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations,
whether through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited
to, all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal
Copyright Convention and the Berne Convention.
Reservation of Rights: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional
and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation,
lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms
of mechanical or electronic reproduction, information and storage retrieval systems and
photocopying, and the rights of translation.
Modifications: There shall be no deletions, alterations, or changes of any kind made to this
Work or title of this Work, unless directly authorized by the publisher or otherwise allowed
in the Work’s “Production Notes.” This includes changing of character gender, cutting or
adding of dialogue, or alteration of language.
Royalties: All amateur and stock performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively
by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. No amateur or stock production groups or individuals may
perform this play without securing license and royalty arrangements in advance from
Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Royalty fees are subject to change without notice and will be
set based upon your application in accordance with your producing circumstances. Royalty
of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit and
whether or not admission is charged. Any licensing requests and questions concerning rights
should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.
Credits: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play must give the
author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of this
play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the
title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that
which is given to the author(s). Whenever this play is produced, all programs,
advertisements, flyers or other printed material must include the following notice: Produced
by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.
Reproduction: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is
strictly forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system, or transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented,
including photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers,
LLC. .

PUBLISHED BY BROOKLYN PUBLISHERS
1-888-473-8521

2

EPIPHANY

EPIPHANY
A Ten Minute Comedy Duet

By David MacGregor
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SYNOPSIS: As a long-married couple enjoy their morning cups of coffee,
the man reveals to his wife that he had an epiphany recently. Specifically, he
realized that there isn't a single thing in the world that he cares about anymore.
Concerned that he's becoming a psychopath, he confides his fears to his wife.
Does she still care about anything? Are they both psychopaths? Or is there
some other explanation?
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CAST OF CHARACTERS
(1 female, 1 male)

MAN (m) ...................................................... Middle-aged or older. (48 lines)
WOMAN (f).................................................. Middle-aged or older. (47 lines)
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SETTING: A room.
TIME: Present.

PROPS

Two Coffee Cups
Book
Newspaper
Two Chairs

Do
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AT RISE: MAN and WOMAN sit at an angle to one another. They
have cups of coffee next to them. He is reading a newspaper. She is
reading a book. He lowers his newspaper and looks at her.
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MAN: I had an epiphany the other day.
WOMAN: That’s nice.
He raises his paper. He turns a page. She turns a page. He lowers
the paper.
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MAN: I don’t suppose you’d be interested in hearing what it was.
WOMAN: Did you want to talk about it?
MAN: No, that’s okay.

He raises his paper. He turns a page. She turns a page. He lowers
the paper.
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MAN: I guess I wouldn’t mind getting your opinion on it.
WOMAN: Your epiphany?
MAN: Right.
WOMAN: Okay.
MAN: What do you remember about 1979?
WOMAN: 1979? Not much.
MAN: Me neither. But I remember watching the Academy Awards that
year and one of the nominees for Best Actor was Peter Sellers in
Being There. One of the other nominees was Dustin Hoffman in
Kramer vs. Kramer.
WOMAN: Didn’t Dustin Hoffman win?
MAN: Right.
WOMAN: What about it?
MAN: I was outraged.
WOMAN: Really?
MAN: Yeah. Genuinely outraged. Being There was this beautiful little
fable, a perfect jewel of a film. And Kramer vs. Kramer was just
crap. Over the top, calculated, emotionally manipulative crap. I was
angry about that for weeks.
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WOMAN: I had no idea.
MAN: I would see people I knew and that was the first thing I would
talk about. How unfair it was. How wrong it was.
WOMAN: And that was your epiphany?
MAN: Hmm? Oh no. No, my epiphany was about this year’s Academy
Awards.
WOMAN: I didn’t know you watched it.
MAN: I didn’t.
WOMAN: I don’t understand.
MAN: I didn’t watch it. And do you know why I didn’t watch it?
WOMAN: Why?
MAN: Because I don’t give a rat’s butt.
WOMAN: I see.
MAN: I don’t care who wins Best Picture. Best Actor. Best Set Design.
None of it. I just don’t care. It got me thinking.
WOMAN: About what?
MAN: Everything. I began to realize that I don’t care about the Emmys
either. Or the Grammys. Or the Tonys. And it doesn’t stop there.
I don’t care about celebrities, about the Mideast, about the potholes
on our street. I don’t care about that stain on the carpet upstairs. I
don’t care about the latest fashions, video games, electric cars, rain
forests, organic coffees, calories in beer, business scandals,
government screw-ups, I just don’t care. And that was my
epiphany. When it comes right down to it, there isn’t a single thing
in the world that I care about.
He raises his paper. She returns to her book. They both flip pages.
She looks up.
WOMAN: Do you care about me?

He lowers his paper.
MAN: What’s that?
WOMAN: Do you care about me?
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MAN: Well, let me put it this way. When we first started seeing one
another, I longed for you. I did. I physically ached for you. When
my phone rang, my heart would speed up, hoping it was you. I
thought about you all day and then I dreamt about you at night. All
I could think about was seeing you, touching you, being with you. If
anything happened to you I felt sure I would kill myself because I
knew I couldn’t live in a world without you in it. Do you remember
feeling that way about me?
WOMAN: Yes, I do.
MAN: Do you feel that way now?
WOMAN: Not remotely.
MAN: Right. And I don’t really care that you feel that way.
WOMAN: Me neither. It’s exhausting.
MAN: So what happened? Why don’t we care like we used to?
WOMAN: I think it’s all perfectly natural.
MAN: Not caring is natural?
WOMAN: Sure.
MAN: How so?
WOMAN: Well, look at it this way. How long did the average
Neanderthal live?
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