
Maids of Honor 
Characters:  
 

Monica: A talk show hostess and bride –to-be 
 

Roger: Monica’s ex-lover 
 

Setting: Suburban Boston- Present – Monica (30’s) 
 

Three sisters; Monica, Izzy and Annie, have gathered at their family home for Monica’s 
wedding to a stock broker of questionable morality. Here Monica’s former lover, Roger, 
confronts her about her coming marriage to her crooked fiancé. 
 

ROGER:  Is there someplace- a little more private where we could talk? 
 

MONICA:  No. 
 

ROGER:  Good start, Monica. Good start. 
 

MONICA:  Make it fast, Roger. I have a ceremony to attend. (Pause.)  (ROGER comes 
further into the room, leans on a counter, exhausted.) 

 

ROGER:  I’m sorry I overslept, I got here last night. 
 

MONICA:  You weren’t invited. 
 

ROGER:  You seem a little rattled. 
 

MONICA:   (Hardly looking at him) you look like crap. 
 

Roger:  Thanks. 
 

Monica:  Anytime. (Pause.) 
 

Roger:  Monica, I think we should just stop all the crap and just plunge in and get 
married. 

 

Monica:  What? 
 

Roger:  Married. You and me. 
 
Monica:  (with a laugh) Roger, I’m already getting married. That’s what this 

ceremony is today, it’s a wedding ceremony. There’s a tent the size of Texas 
in the backyard. I’m wearing a wedding dress. Note the white? 

 

Roger:  Please don’t talk to me like that. Please Monica, gimme a freakin break.  
 

Monica:  Well, I’m just al little amazed. I mean, talk about waiting until the last 
minute. 

 



Roger:  When you get that tone with me, you know I start shouting even though I 
don’t want to. I told myself today that no matter what happened. No 
matter what you said to me, I would not shout. 

 

Monica:  Well, aren’t I the lucky one today! I’m gonna be treated like a dog. 
 
Roger:  Neither of us would abuse a dog the way we abuse each other, Monica, and 

it’s gonna stop. It’s gonna stop right now. (Pause. MONICA crosses to the 
table, sits.) 

 

Monica:  I can’t believe you came.  
 

Roger:  Neither can I. 
 

 Monica:  You drove the whole way? 
 

Roger:  Yup.  
 

Monica:  Where’d you stay. 
 

Roger:  Some-Inn up the street. Heard you got bad news last night. This guy’s a 
crook? 

 

Monica:  (With a shrug) Guess so. 
 

 Roger:  Why would you wanna marry a crook? 
 

Monica:  I don’t know. Makes me feel protected. (Pause.) 
 

Roger:  You’re such a blockhead. I’m sorry I didn’t come to your birthday party. I’m 
sorry I lose my temper and I’m sorry I shouted at you in front of the moving 
men. 

 

Monica:  I’m sorry for everything. 
 

Roger:  Oh, you’re not that bad. 
 

 Monica:  I’m sorry I abandoned you. I guess I should’ve warned you first.  
 

Roger:  (Dissolving, coming over to embrace her with open arms.) Oh, Monica! 
Honey! We can make it, can’t we? Now we’re getting somewhere. Aren’t 
we getting somewhere here? 

 

Monica:  (Jumping up, pulling away from him) No, Roger, no! I mean, we always get 
somewhere and then everything just busts apart; it just goes flyin’ all 
around! You’re too late. Do you understand? You’re just too late. (Pause. 
Roger takes a moment, and then decisively pulls something out of his 
pocket. It is a ring, a gold wedding band. He wipes it off, tries to give it to 
her.) 

 

Roger:  Here.  



 
Monica:  (Not taking it) What is that. 
 

Roger:  A ring. 
 

Monica:  (With a laugh) I already have a ring. Sorry, Roger, but I have a real ring. See? 
(She shows him the ring. He puts his on the table.) 

 

Roger:  This one’s better. 
 

Monica:  God, Roger, you are unbelievable! We sat there for hours-humiliating 
ourselves in front of that doctor, you talking endlessly about how we 
should just get engaged, not get married for another year, not have kids 
until we were about a hundred, and now you expect me to just jump at this 
pathetic little carrot on the same day that I am supposed to marry someone 
else, someone who is really there for me?! 

 

Roger:  You don’t care about this guy, and he is certainly not there for you. 
 

Monica:  He is so! You don’t know anything about it. 
 

Roger:  After all we’ve been through together, the fact that you can look me in the 
eye and lie about some- prop of a guy make me just wanna- 

 

Monica:  Smack me? 
 

Roger:  Throw up! 
 

Monica:  I’m breaking up this pattern, Monica! I’m not playin’ any games anymore, 
I’m gonna jump right in and marry you today if you want! Right now, right 
here, we can get married in that tent, you and me, like we should have a 
long time ago. 

 

Monica:  Oh, you are ridiculous! 
 

Roger:  (Shouts) STOP IT, MONICA! STOP ABUSING ME SO I CAN ABUSE YOU BACK! 
(Pause.) (Monica runs to the door, frightened. Izzy and Annie react outside, 
on alert, but don’t come in.) 

 

Monica:  Please don’t shout at me, Roger. Please don’t shout. 
 

Roger:  I’m not gonna shout! No matter what you say to me. I’m not gonna shout! 
 

Monica:  God, I am totally lost. 
 

Roger:  Then stop fighting it, Monica! Stop believing I’m gonna turn into your father 
because I raise my voice! I’m just like you, I have problems I’m wounded, 
I’m scared to death, but I can get over it, I’m gonna get over it! If we keep 
at it, we can still get over it together, can’t we? (Pause.) Will you marry me, 
Monica? Please? Pretty please? (Monica moves away, circles the table so 
that it is between them. Pause.) 



 
Monica:  No. 
 

Roger:  No? Why not? 
 

Monica:  You’re not asking me in a very romantic way. 
 

Roger:  Oh, for Christ’s sake! What do you want from me? You moved out on me! It 
took everything I had to come here! I’m trying as hard as I can, please, what 
do you want from me? 

 

Monica:  Unconditional, unequivocal, total acceptance and love. Something you will 
never be able to give me. 

 

Roger:  Oh, Monica! I’m not your Daddy! 
 

Monica:  Well I certainly didn’t get that from him. 
 

Roger:  I mean I cannot be the parent you never had, I’m just a person with a past, 
I’m not a saint! 

 

Monica:  Maybe the wrong past, maybe both our pasts together are just totally 
impossible to manage. 

 

Roger:  Your want a concept, not a person! Only Monica, this banker guy is 
eventually gonna make you even more miserable! 

 

Monica:  Maybe. 
 

Roger:  Yes! You know that- thing, that step Doctor Mellman kept talking about? 
Like that we were like two five-year-olds on a diving board going, ‘you go 
first,’ ‘no, you go first’, ‘no, you go first’?, so no one went first so no one 
ever got to experience how exhilarating it might be to just dive into the 
water and come up floating and supported? 

 

Monica:  I hated that woman’s imagery. All I kept thinking was, yeah, fine, but what 
if somebody forgot to fill the pool? 

 

Roger:  There is water in the pool, Monica. She was right about this. Besides, I’m 
telling you, I’m diving in first, so I’ll break my head if there’s no water in the 
pool, but I’m not worried, because there’s water in the pool! (Pause.) 

 

Monica:  What about kids. Do we still have to be a hundred? I’m thirty-three, Roger. 
I’m already thirty-three years old. 

 

Roger:  We should still wait on that one. 
 

 Monica:  Wait? How long? 
 

Roger:  Couple of years. 
 



Monica:  But I can’t wait a couple of years, that’s impossible, that’s just impossible. 
(Pause.) I’m sorry, Roger, the answer just has to be no. Now I have a 
ceremony to attend if you’ll excuse me. Thank you for-well, thank you for 
coming.  (She goes to the steps. Izzy, hearing this exchange, comes close to 
the screen door. Annie tries to stop her bus Izzy pulls away. Izzy waits at the 
door, unseen.) 

 

Roger:  ‘Thank you for coming?! What the hell, did you just turn into a stewardess 
or something? 

 

Monica:  Roger, I cannot wait to have children. Do you understand, I can not wait! 
(Pause.) 

 

Roger:  Are you telling me you’re pregnant? 
 

Monica:  Yes. 
 

Roger:  With his kid. 
 

Monica:  (Not looking at him.) Yes. 
 

Roger:  You’re positive it’s his. 
 

Monica:  Yes. (Pause.) 
 

Roger:  How long. 
 

Monica:  Couple of months. 
 

Roger:  Couple months? Like eight weeks? 
 

Monica:  More. 
 

Roger:  How much more. 
 

Monica:  Enough! 
 

Roger:  Jesus, Monica. Was it an accident? 
 

Monica:   Yes. 
 

Roger:  Is it really too late to stop it? 
 

Monica:  (Shouts) I cannot and will not have an abortion! (Pause.) 
 

Roger:  Well I don’t know what to say. I don’t know why you took that chance 
except to just get back at me. 

 

Monica:  Good-bye, Roger. 
 

Roger:  You still don’t have to marry the guy. 
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