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"Awkward" i

CHARACTERS

Margaret An expectant mother.
Jason Her husband.
Dr. Gillian Their abortion doctor.

SETTING

In the office of Dr. Gillian Burroughs.

TIME

2012.
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SCENES

ACT I
Scene 1 Dr. Gillian's office 2012

"Don't let life discourage you; everyone who got where 
he is had to begin where he was."

-- Richard L. Evans
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ACT I
SCENE 1

Upon the STAGE is set a desk and three chairs, two 
on one side, one on the other. Set on the desk is a 
picture frame, a writing pad, and a pen. In the two 
chairs adjacent to each other sit JASON and MARGARET. 
They are waiting to speak with a doctor.
JASON: (looking at his watch) You set the appointment 
for two o'clock, right?
MARGARET: You know I did, you've asked me enough times.
JASON: It's just that it's two-twenty already. And we 
got here a half-hour early, he should have seen us by 
now.
MARGARET: She. And yes she should have but she hasn't 
yet. I'm sure she's dealing with another patient - 
we'll certainly appreciate it when it's our turn.
JASON: A consultation can't possibly take that long.
MARGARET: I'm the one having the...procedure, Jason, 
not you. If I want to take the time to have all my 
questions answered, that's my prerogative.
JASON: (glancing at his watch again) Of course Maggie, 
honey, whatever you want.
MARGARET: Is there somewhere else you need to be?
JASON: No, of course not. You know I took the day off 
work. I just want to get this over with.
MARGARET: Why are you in such a rush?
JASON: I'm not rushing anywhere, I'm sitting here with 
you, aren't I?
MARGARET: With your mind a million miles away. God, 
Jason, why are you so anxious to get rid of our child?!

Jason stands and walks around the office.
JASON: Here we go again....
MARGARET: No, no, we're not going again. I asked before 
why you wanted to get rid of our baby...
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JASON: It's not a baby yet. It's a baby after it's 
born. Right now it's not even a fetus, just a cluster 
of cells with the potential to be a fetus.
MARGARET: I understand that. And I get that we're not 
available, fiscally nor emotionally to raise a child. I 
mean, we're having problems, sure, what couple doesn't, 
but still. Why do you want to get this over so quickly?
JASON: Because the longer we wait the harder it will be.

Margaret stands and paces after Jason, gets in his 
face.
MARGARET: You mean the longer I wait the more 
emotionally attached I'll become and the less likely 
I'll go through with it.
JASON: Not in so many words. I mean, look, I'm half 
responsible for...this situation we're in. The 
responsible thing is to stop this now, before it's too 
late.
MARGARET: Maybe it'll be good for us, for our marriage.
JASON: Honey, please. You know a baby won't fix 
anything. You've seen what happened to Deb and Steve. 
They still ended up in a messy divorce.
MARGARET: You think we'll end up in a messy divorce?
JASON: Maggie, I didn't say that!
MARGARET: But you're thinking it! You just want to get 
rid of this baby and then you can get rid of me!

Enter DOCTOR GILLIAN BURROUGHS, carrying a patient 
file. The fighting couple looks over but doesn't move. 
The doctor stands shocked for a minute then looks at 
the file - her jaw drops. She looks back at the couple.
GILLIAN: Well, this is awkward.
MARGARET: No, doctor, we were just settling up. Please 
come in.

Margaret sits.
MARGARET: How silly of me, this is your office and here 
I am inviting you to sit.
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Gillian makes no move from the entrance.
GILLIAN: I...think you might need another doctor, 
Margaret.
MARGARET: Don't be silly, Doctor Burroughs, I'm sure 
you'll be more than adequate for what we have in mind.
JASON: Burroughs? What, like us?
MARGARET: Yes, Jason, like us. That's why I made the 
appointment with her. I figured I'd be more comfortable 
with someone sort of familiar.
GILLIAN: Holy shit. I think I need a seat.

Gillian ambles quickly to her chair and 
unceremoniously sits, as though it were the only solid 
thing around her.
MARGARET: Are you all right doctor?
GILLIAN: I think I'll be all right in a minute. I'm 
suddenly very light-headed, just needed to sit. And 
call me Jill, you always have.
MARGARET: What? I don't understand.
GILLIAN: You don't have to call me "doctor," Jill will 
do just fine. So...uh...what brings you here today?
JASON: A pregnancy we'd like to terminate, why else 
would we be here?
GILLIAN: Well...we're also a fertility clinic...uh, 
Jason...but arguing couples don't tend to try to get 
artificially inseminated. I asked as a professional 
courtesy (under her breath) and to make certain I'm not 
going insane.
MARGARET: Excuse me?
GILLIAN: Nothing. So, uh, you've made the decision then?
MARGARET: Just about. You know, I have this strange 
feeling that we've met somewhere before.
GILLIAN: I don't believe we've ever met...er...face-to-
face that is, before now. Maybe you've seen me around 
town.
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MARGARET: Maybe.
JASON: Listen, I don't mean to rush this or anything, 
but can we get on with the consultation? You're already 
a half-hour late.
GILLIAN: Yes, of course Da...uhm, Mr. Burroughs. (to 
Margaret) How far along are you?
MARGARET: (starts with glaring at Jason, then turning 
to doctor) Uhm...I found out a week ago. I had a 
routine blood test at my GP and she found out I was 
pregnant. She said it was pretty early from the looks 
of it.

At "routine blood work" Gillian starts looking over 
the file.
GILLIAN: It certainly sounds like it. You, ahem, seem 
to be well within the nine week window, and you don't 
appear to be taking any medications that would cause a 
reaction, so you can take care of it with what's called 
a medical abortion: they'll use a combination of drugs 
to induce the abortion, either mifepristone or 
methotrexate in conjunction with a prostaglandin, 
either misoprostol or gemeprost. This early in the 
pregnancy they'll probably go with the mifepristone-
misiprostol protocol.
MARGARET: What, uh, what does all that mean?
GILLIAN: Oh..uh...I'm sorry. Mifepristone is an 
antiprogestogen, it supresses progesterone, a hormone 
women produce during pregnancy. The prostaglandin, 
misoprostol, is a drug that induces muscle 
contractions. Used in conjunction, these two 
medications should knock the...embryo off your uterine 
lining, where it has implanted itself. 
JASON: Does she get this all at once?
GILLIAN: No, first the mifepristone, 200 milligrams or 
three pills, by mouth. The misoprostol is given 24 to 
48 hours later, 800 micrograms, also by mouth, if 
you're found to still be pregnant. Vaginal bleeding 
after taking these medications can last anywhere from 9 
to 30 days, and 14 days after taking the first pills 
you'll have to come in for an exam to be certain the 
pregnancy has terminated. 
MARGARET: So it'll hurt.
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GILLIAN: (beat) No more than a miscarriage.
JASON: But it's really that easy?
GILLIAN: Yep. Just as soon as you find a doctor that 
can take care of you.
MARGARET: You're not our doctor?
GILLIAN: I told you as soon as I walked in that I can't 
be.
JASON: And why's that, exactly?
GILLIAN: Because I'm your daughter.
JASON: Ex...excuse me?
GILLIAN: I am your daughter. The very embryo that you 
are trying to abort. Giving you these drugs would be 
tantamount to suicide.
MARGARET: What? You're insane.
GILLIAN: I wish I was. God, I wish I was. It would be a 
lot more rational than whatever the hell is going on 
here. But it's true - I'm your daughter.

Gillian turns the picture frame around. The photo 
shows Gillian in graduation cap and gown, flanked on 
either side by older versions of Jason and Margaret.

Jason jumps out of his seat and backs away from the 
desk. Margaret snatches the photo frame and examines it 
carefully.
JASON: What the hell! What is this? Did...did Margaret 
put you up to this?
GILLIAN: What? No dad, this...this is as strange to me 
as it is to you.
MARGARET: Oh my God. You're so beautiful. Look how 
happy we all are.
JASON: You...you are not that...that...
GILLIAN: I believe the word you're looking for is 
"embryo."
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JASON: Exactly! This is some kind of trick to stop us 
going through with the abortion!
GILLIAN: Look, I told you everything about the 
procedure because I wanted mom to have good 
information. I told you who I am so you know why I 
can't do this thing for you.
MARGARET: How is this possible?
GILLIAN: I don't know mom. I walked into my office and 
there you two are asking me to kill myself. It doesn't 
get any weirder than this.
JASON: Prove it. Prove you are who you say you are.
GILLIAN: You guys were married April 21st, 2007, at The 
Little Chapel in Las Vegas. You eloped because you got 
tired of planning and waiting for the official date 
sometime in September. Your best friends, Deb and Steve 
were the witnesses. They were still married then.
JASON: That's a matter of public record, technically.
GILLIAN: Okay...you were born with a congenital heart 
defect, which will kill you in 2015.

Jason slumps, defeated.
MARGARET: Oh, Jill! Is this a sign? That we should keep 
the baby?
GILLIAN: I don't know what this is, mom. It's not 
something you've ever mentioned to me, having 
considered aborting me. I probably wouldn't have gone 
this route in medical school if I had known you had.
MARGARET: I'm sorry, Jill, it wasn't my idea, it was 
all your father's...
JASON: But you agreed with me!
MARGARET: Never fully, that's why you were so impatient 
for it to be done. Once done, there was no turning back.
JASON: (to Gillian) So what is this?
GILLIAN: I don't know. Some alternate dimensional 
representation of who your daughter might be? Maybe I'm 
a hallucination or manifestation of guilt. Maybe you're 
my hallucination because of that ten-star Thai (MORE) 
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GILLIAN (CONT'D): curry I had last night. Maybe we're 
the fever dream of some mad god that wants to see what 
we'd do put into this messed up situation? All I know 
is that I can't do what you're asking of me. I'm sorry.

Gillian runs for the exit.
MARGARET: Jill, wait!

Margaret runs for the door after her and peers out. 
She returns.
MARGARET: She's gone.
JASON: I know, I saw her leave.
MARGARET: No, I mean she disappeared, dematerialized.
JASON: What, in the hallway?
MARGARET: Yeah. She's just gone.

Jason sits.
JASON: So, we're going to have to find another doctor.
MARGARET: No, no we're not.
JASON: What do you mean?
MARGARET: I mean I'm having this baby, Jason. And I 
want a divorce.

Jason leaps from the chair.
JASON: What? What do you mean?
MARGARET: You heard what I said, repeating it won't 
make it any clearer.
JASON: But...but you heard what she said. Who knows 
what this whole thing meant? It's probably just some 
nonsense we imagined.
MARGARET: Even if it was just a vision, which I don't 
believe it was, it still meant something. What it 
taught me was that there is infinite potential growing 
inside me and I want to see where it leads.
JASON: But...but she disappeared. That probably means 
you went through with it and she ceased existing.
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Margaret looks at the photo frame once again.
MARGARET: The picture's gone. It's blank. Maybe she 
doesn't exist - maybe she needed her father around to 
be a doctor, or maybe I'll tell her what happened here 
and she'll just choose another route. Maybe she'll be a 
he. All I know is this child is coming into this world 
and will be given every chance to be something.

She sets the frame down.
MARGARET: Take me home, Jason.

Jason looks like he's trying to say something but 
gives up, stalks out the room. Margaret looks around 
the office once more before grabbing her purse and 
gracefully gliding out as the LIGHTS come down. 

END.


