
Over Ripe

THE LIVING ROOM OF A MODEST NEW YORK CITY APARTMENT. NOON. 
PRESENT DAY.

ABBY FOLEY, 73, reclines in an ancient-
looking plaid chair, eyes closed, 
enjoying the mid-morning light from a 
nearby window. Perhaps she’s asleep. 
City sounds waft up gently from the 
street below. There is a second, ratty 
chair next to ABBY’s. JOHN FOLEY, 77, 
enters with a newspaper spread in front 
of his face.

JOHN
The Daily News is saying around 40.

JOHN plops into the empty chair and 
opens the paper wider. ABBY slowly 
opens her eyes and notices JOHN.

ABBY
What was that?

JOHN
Oh, sorry. Are you sleeping?

ABBY
I was.

JOHN
It’s the middle of the day. Who sleeps in the middle of the 
day? Should get up and go, I always say.

ABBY
Lots of people do it. It’s called a nap, John.

JOHN
Right, sorry. I’ll let you go back to sleep.

ABBY
Thank you.

ABBY lies back in her chair and closes 
her eyes again. JOHN fidgets.

JOHN
I just thought you’d want to know, is all.

ABBY
Mm.



JOHN
About the news. Thought you’d want to know about the 
newspaper. Things happening in the world around you. Things 
that could affect your daily life.

ABBY
You’re worse than the kids were.

JOHN
Please. Peter and Alice still don’t read the paper.

ABBY
Well?

JOHN
Well, what?

ABBY
You gonna tell me what’s in the news or do I have to wake up 
and read it myself?

JOHN
Daily News. They’re saying around 40.

ABBY
Degrees?

JOHN
Years of age. The robbers, Abby.

ABBY
Oh.

JOHN
They say it’s a man and a woman, presumed to be around 40 
years of age, average height and build, the woman has a limp.

ABBY chuckles.

ABBY
Wobbling robbery.

JOHN
Wobbling wobbewy.

ABBY
Good for the Daily News.

JOHN
Indeed. A trustworthy news source if I ever saw one, don’t 
you think?

ABBY
Shame about the Post.
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JOHN
Hmm?

ABBY
New York Post, John. They got an interview with some witness, 
says he saw liver spots on the arm of the man. Thinks the 
robbers must be retirees.

JOHN
Bah! No one should believe anything they read in the Post. 
Bunch of Rupert Murdoch B.S.

ABBY
Liver spots on an armed robber.

JOHN
(guiltily)

I guess the man should have worn gloves, huh?

ABBY
I suppose he should have.

JOHN
Hmm.

ABBY
Hmm.

ABBY closes her eyes again. JOHN 
relaxes back into his seat. A quiet 
moment passes.

JOHN
Wanna hear what else the Daily News says?

ABBY
I’m gonna have to hear it, aren’t I?

JOHN
You’ll like this. They’re calling the robbers “The Bodega 
Bandits.”

ABBY
That’s rich. Makes it sound like they wear bandanas and 
cowboy hats.

JOHN
Sounds like they ride in on painted ponies.

ABBY
(teasing)

That would justify the limping.
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JOHN
Leave me alone! That was forty years ago.

ABBY
I’ve never seen a grown man blubber like that. You’d think 
you’d fallen out of the Empire State Building the way you 
carried on.

JOHN
It was a very big horse. Eighteen hands.

ABBY
Last time you told this story, the horse was sixteen hands. 
How big is this horse going to get? Next time it’ll be twenty 
hands then twenty six hands. Eventually you’re gonna say we 
went elephant-back riding on vacation.

JOHN
You’re just the nastiest old woman I’ve ever met. If I 
weren’t married to you, I certainly wouldn’t stick around.

ABBY
You know I’d miss you for a little while. But I’d get over 
it.

JOHN
Bully.

ABBY chuckles and smiles at JOHN. HE 
smiles back. SHE closes her eyes and 
tries to go back to sleep. Another 
quiet moment passes between them.

JOHN
The robberies got you upset? Worried?

ABBY
No.

JOHN
You just don’t take naps very often.

ABBY
I love naps.

JOHN
You never take them.

ABBY
You just never see me taking them. If you’re in the room, 
it’s not so easy to sleep.

JOHN
Why not?
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ABBY
Because of your mouth, you damn fool.

JOHN
I’m just asking after you, is all. You seemed down when I 
came in.

ABBY
I probably just seemed asleep when you barged in.

JOHN
You were awful quiet.

ABBY
Sleeping people tend to not talk much, in my experience.

JOHN
I just figured you’d be making lunch or something.

ABBY
That what this is? You’re hungry? You know where the kitchen 
is. Go make yourself a sandwich. There’s leftover squash 
salad in there somewhere.

JOHN
That’s from six days ago.

ABBY
Can’t be that old.

JOHN
I’m sure it’s that old. We had it with the fried ham.

ABBY
Did we?

JOHN
Saturday.

ABBY
I’ll be damned.

JOHN
There’s just sandwich stuff in the kitchen?

ABBY
You’re completely helpless, you know that?

JOHN
I am very aware of how helpless I am. That’s why I keep this 
annoying old nag around. Occasionally she gets up and feeds 
me.
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