
 
      ACT ONE 
 
      SCENE C 
FADE IN: 
 
INT. PILLOW STORE - AFTERNOON 
 
THE CHRISTINES BROWSE IN A PILLOW BOUTIQUE. 
 
 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   Thanks for doing this Christine. 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   You’re welcome-- New Christine. So  

   why are we in a pillow store, exactly? 

 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   I find it comforting. I like knowing  

   that if I want to cry there’s a body  

   pillow here, and if I want to scream,   

   there’s a big sham there. 

 
      CHRISTINE 
   Uh-huh. (SITS UNCOMFORTABLY. PICKS UP  

   PILLOW ON CHAIR.) What kind of pillow  

   is this? 

 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   That’s a donut pillow. It’s for  

   hemorrhoids. 

 
      CHRISTINE 
   Good to know. (TOSSES IT ASIDE.)  

   So what are we doing here? 

 
SHE GETS UP AND CONTINUES BROWSING. 
 
 
 
 



      NEW CHRISTINE 
   I wanted to be sure I was in a  

   place where I wouldn’t hurt you. 

 
      CHRISTINE 
   Why would you want to hurt me? 
 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   No matter what I do, you’re always  

   there, Christine. I can’t get away  

   from you. At the breakfast table,  

   it’s how funny your burnt pancakes  

   used to be every Sunday. At the  

   mall, it’s how you used to take the  

   clothes off the mannequin to dress  

   Richard while everybody watched and  

   clapped. And at night, it’s about  

   your pillow talk. How you always  

   made him laugh. And what you did  

   with the pillows during sex. 

 
      CHRISTINE 
   What we-- what? 
 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   What did you do with the pillows,  

   Christine? 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   We threw them. 
 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   What? 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   They were throw pillows. We threw them. 

   At each other. (THROWS ONE AT HER.) 

 
 
 



      NEW CHRISTINE 
   That’s it? 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   That’s it. Let me give you a tip.  

   With Richard, it doesn’t take much. 

 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   Let me give you a tip. I hate you. 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   Okay, great. Well, I hate you too. 
 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   Really? 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   Sure. I hate spending time with you, I 

   hate hearing about you, and frankly,  

   I hate talking about pillows with you.   

   I think we have a very normal  

   relationship under the circumstances.  

   Can we go now?   

 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   You don’t think it’s a major red flag  

   that he chose two women with the  

   same name?       

      CHRISTINE 
   Well-- 
 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   And that he still plans family get-  

   togethers with you first, before me? 

 
      CHRISTINE 
   Well-- 
 
 
 
 
 



      NEW CHRISTINE 
   And that no matter what’s going on  

   in our lives, Richard and mine’s, he  

   always finds a way to include you  

   in everything? 

 
      CHRISTINE 
   I’m sorry, but I can’t help it if we  

   have history. That he remembers what 

   we had together fondly. I think it’s  

   kinda great, actually. 

 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
    We don’t have to talk about pillows. 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   Oh, good.  
 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   But seriously, I need you to get out  

   of Richard’s head. I can’t marry him  

   if there’s always going to be three   

   of us morning, noon, and in bed every  

   night. I need this to change now. 

 
      CHRISTINE 
   Look, I’m sorry-- 
    
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   I’m sorry too. (PICKING UP PILLOWS) 

   Soon, I’ll be so sorry that I won’t  

   be able to help it if you find 

   yourself obliterated by this zen 

   meditation cushion. Or if you suddenly  

   find this long log pillow shoved up-- 

 
 
 
 



 
      CHRISTINE 
   --Easy now. Hey. Did you ever hear the  

   one about our vacation in Tahiti? We  

   had buckwheat pillows there. They’re  

   firm. Very firm. And they made noise  

   when we squeezed them. 

 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   You’re cruel Christine. 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   I know my bed accessories. 
 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   So will you do something about this  

   please? 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   What would you like me to do? I  

   mean, we’re not married anymore. He  

   has you now. You’re the new and  

   improved feather-down, remember? 

      
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   Apparently, he has a fondness for  

   memory foam. 

      CHRISTINE 
   (GROANS) Oh, okay. 
 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   Thank you, Christine. 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   I need to talk to Richard anyway,   

   on a-- um, legal matter that came  

   up this morning. (TO HERSELF) Turns  

   out, it may be related. 

 
 



 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   What kind of legal matter?  
 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   Let’s just save that pillow talk for  

   another day. I’ve had all the fluffing  

   I can take for one afternoon. But do   

   yourself a favor. Buy this on the way  

   out. (HANDS HER A NECK TRAVEL PILLOW) 

 
      NEW CHRISTINE 
   Why? 
 
      CHRISTINE 
   Trust me on this one, Goldilocks.    

   (SMILES, WINKS) You’ll see. 

 

         FADE OUT 
 
 
     END OF ACT ONE 
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


