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A DISTURBING ENCOUNTER AT THE CALHOUN RESIDENCE INVOLVING SEX, MARRIAGE, AND 
THE AMERICAN MUSICAL THEATRE by William Cameron © 2019 
 
Inspired by the notion that bad exposition can make for good comedy. 
 
EXCERPT 

 
(The living room of the Calhoun residence, the modest yet 
tasteful upper-middle class home of a charming and 
attractive couple in their mid to late forties.  Phone rings.)   

 
CHARLOTTE 

 (answering the phone) 
The Calhoun residence, the modest yet tasteful upper-middle class home of a charming and 
attractive couple in their mid to late forties.  This is Charlotte Calhoun speaking. 
 (she listens) 
I’m sorry, my husband Roger Calhoun, corporate attorney, is at his weekly anger management 
class, a condition of his parole.  Is there something I can help you with? 
 (she listens) 
My, what a strange and cryptic comment.  I confess that I find the hauntingly familiar sound of 
your sultry, Kathleen Turner-like vocal mannerisms vaguely disturbing… 
 (listens) 
I sympathize with your rage, mysterious caller, but I assure you that the Roger Calhoun you are 
seeking is not my Roger Calhoun.  Perhaps if you told me your name— 
 (reacts sharply to what she has heard on the phone) 
She hung up the phone sharply the moment I asked for her name.  My suspicions are raised and 
I can’t stop this presentiment of disaster and doom that hangs o’er this family like the sword of 
that Greek guy who always had a sword over his head.   Fortunately, I am busy as a bee and 
therefore easily distracted. 
 (Pulls a piece of paper from her pocket and reads it) 
To do list.  Manicure.  Pedicure.  Leg wax.  Stop by my young lover Eddie’s bohemian apartment 
in the East Village for a quickie.  What a full and exciting life I lead! 
 
 (ROGER bursts through the door.) 
 

ROGER 
Charlotte. 
 

CHARLOTTE 
Roger.  You’re home early. 
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ROGER 
Yes, that’s true.  I usually arrive home from my behavior adjustment seminar shortly before six.  
Yet it’s only 3:15. Your observation about my arrival time is most astute.  Charlotte, as you 
know, you are my wife.  

 
CHARLOTTE 

Indeed.   
 

ROGER 
It is in my role as your husband that I rushed home to tell you that since the moment I met you 
on that cold February night sixteen years ago, I have had no sexual relations with  
any woman and therefore, cannot possibly be the biological father of a 16-year-old girl who 
lives not far from here with her unwed mother, a two-bit actress named Maria.   
 

CHARLOTTE 
Thank you for setting my mind at rest, Roger, for only moments ago I received a troubling 
phone call from a woman with a hauntingly familiar voice claiming to be the mother of your 
illegitimate child.  She hung up as soon as I asked her name so I cannot say whether or not it 
was Maria.  Your reassurance is most welcome.  Thank you, darling. 
 
 (She kisses his cheek) 
 

ROGER 
Hmmm.  What is that seductive perfume you have sprayed liberally at all of your pulse points?  
It has infiltrated my olfactory nerves and aroused my sexual desire. 
 

CHARLOTTE 
I can’t have intercourse with you now, dear—and don’t assume that this means I have a young 
lover in the East Village who is a noted performance artist and satisfies my every need in ways 
you never could—in case that’s what you were assuming. 
 

ROGER  
I wasn’t but I am now. 

 
CHARLOTTE 

Not to worry.  I don’t have a young lover named Eddie, nor have I been supporting his cocaine 
habit by siphoning money from our son’s college fund.  Nothing could be further from the truth. 

 
ROGER 

What a relief. 
 

 
 


