JUST A MINUTE
 A one-minute play by JANE CAFARELLA 

A writer is disappointed when her friend is late for the opening night of her play.

A theatre foyer. The present. WRITER is waiting anxiously checking phone.

FRIEND:	(Rushing in) Sorry! Couldn’t get a park.  (S/he hugs him/her.) Excited?

WRITER:	(Coldly) Was.

FRIEND:	What d’ya mean, “was”.
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WRITER:	It’s over. 

FRIEND:	How can it be over? I’m only… (Checks his phone) two minutes late.

WRITER:	It was a one-minute play. 

FRIEND:	That’s ridiculous! What can you say in one minute?

WRITER:	You can say you didn’t read my text properly. And I quote…

FRIEND:	/I did read it! (Taking out phone). Here…“Duration: 60 er…”

WRITER:	Seconds?

FRIEND:	I assumed you meant MINUTES.
 
WRITER:	Why would you assume that?

FRIEND:	Because 60 seconds is not a play! It’s a text, it’s two tweets, it’s a fart, a sigh, a moment…

WRITER:	It was a play. And thanks for asking.  I got a standing ovation.

FRIEND:	How long did that go for? 

WRITER:	60 seconds. It was amazing.

FRIEND:	Great! 25 minutes in traffic, 15 minutes to find a park, five minutes walk to the theatre, and all for 120 seconds of entertainment, half of which the audience provided.

WRITER:	10 minutes of entertainment. There are 10 one-minute plays. 

FRIEND:	10?

WRITER:	(Checking phone.) Nine.  Just missed another one. 
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