
                      MISTAKEN by Colby Malone  
 
Karen:  What’s wrong, Jane? 
 
Jane:  Nothing. Absolutely nothing.  
 
Karen:  Jane? 
 
Jane:  Everything is wonderful. Life is wonderful.  
 
Karen:  Jane? 
 
Jane:  When one has everything at peace … and understanding, then there is nothing that can 
be wrong.  
 
Karen:  Jane? 
 
Jane:  What makes you think that anything is wrong? 
 
Karen:  Well, you don’t usually start philosophizing about life at 10:00 in the morning during our 
usual meeting for coffee.  
 
Jane:  Well maybe I’m just feeling… I don’t know … DEEP this morning.  
 
Karen:  Jane, we have known each other since grade school and during all that time the last 
thing I would call you is DEEP!  Adorable, yes. Charming, yes. Loving, yes. Deep, no.  
 
Jane:  What do you think I am?  A bimbo? 
 
Karen:  Well, I do think you are leaning toward space cadet.  
 
Jane:  Thank you Miss Multi-faceted Clever Sophistication! 
 
Karen:  Ok. Cut the crap and tell me what is bothering you.  
 
Jane:  Ed has been sleeping with another woman.  
 
Karen:  WHAT?  Your meek mild husband has been doing the nasty with someone other than 
you? 
 
Jane:  That’s right, Karen. That’s right. And it hurts me so deeply I can’t stand it.  
 
Karen:  Oh you poor baby.  



 
Jane:  Now you cut the crap, Karen.  
 
Karen:  What do you mean? 
 
Jane:  I know who the woman is.  
 
Karen:  Who?  Tell me everything.  
 
Jane:  There is really not much to tell.  
 
Karen:  Ok. Then who? 
 
Jane:  It’s you, Karen. It’s you.  
 
Karen:  You must be out of your mind.  
 
Jane:  No, Karen. I know it is you. Absolutely. Without a doubt. It’s you.  
 
Karen:  Well your little cheating meter is wrong this time.  
 
Jane:  How can you say that? 
 
Karen:  Because I am gay. 100% certified gay. With no doubts gay. Happily gay. The only thing 
I’m not happy about, Jane, is that you have never picked up on the fact that it is you that I want. 
You that I have always wanted. You I have lusted after. You. Now what are you going to do? 
Find that bitch that’s doing your husband? 
 
                              THE END 


