CHICKEN, EGG
  Written by Alison Erlanger

INT. DAY

Home of middle-aged married couple Tony and Emma. The house is decorated modestly, illustrating the couple’s working class status. 

Tony is wearing suit pants, black leather shoes and a button up top. Emma is wearing high heels and a long semi-formal dress.

Tony sits slumped on the couch, obviously reluctant to be dressed nicely. He is nibbling on the last of the meat off a chicken bone. 

Emma catches his eye while applying lipstick in the hallway mirror. She forces a smile.

Emma

(directed at Tony)

 Pop tart?

Tony doesn’t appear to have heard her and makes no reaction.

Emma

Pork chop?

Tony again does not give a response but starts using the remains of the chicken bone as a toothpick.

Frustrated Emma slams the lid on her lipstick and turns around to face Tony directly

Emma

Anthony.

Tony snaps out of a daydream and looks Emma in the eye

Tony

(smiles, and looks her up and down) 

What’s up lean cuisine?

Emma

You should put your tie on, she’ll be here any minute... Put on the pink one, we want to look as unthreatening as possible. 

Tony

(grunts belligerently)

That tie makes me look completely gay. And you said she’s coming at twelve right? 

Emma pauses for a moment, then frowns. 

The analogue clock on the wall reads 11:40am

Emma

(looks perplexed at his comment)

Exactly! Come on, I asked you pacifically to be ready by 11.

Tony

Oh, you asked me pacifically? Honey, (glances at watch) it doesn’t take twenty minutes to put on a tie

Emma

(patronisingly) 

Yes I know Tony, but I want you to help me wipe down the walls before she gets here and-

Tony cuts her off mid sentence
Tony

(scoffs)

Seriously? The house is immaculate, the walls are sparkling white! 

Emma

Cosmic latte.

Tony

What?

Emma

The walls, Tony! They’re not white, they’re cosmic latte.  

Tony

Well they’re sparkling ‘cosmic latte’ then. Would you relax, have a couple of drinks or something. I’ll make you a nice strong Gin and Tonic. 

Emma narrows her eyes and puts her hands on her hips

Emma

(Frustrated) 
Oh that’s rich. So this woman comes over assessing the suitability of our house for a child and finds me drunk on all fours, projectile vomiting and taking my clothes off

Tony

I said have a g&t, not skull a bottle of absinthe

Emma

Anthony! I have had enough of this. Why is it so hard for you to put on your tie. Can’t you just obey me for once?

Tony

Obey you? (sits upright in his seat) When did you become Lord Voldemort? 

Emma

(gritting her teeth) I just think-

Tony

What, if I don’t put my tie on you’re going to vanquish me? 

Emma

Tony-

Tony

You’re going to stab me with your magic broomstick and eat my brain? Ha!

Emma

Ok obviously you have never actually read a Harry Potter book

Tony

I’ve read the blurb   

Emma stares at him with a pained look

Tony

Ok! (raising his hands defensively in the air) I’ll put my wildly homosexual tie on.

Tony gets off the couch, placing his chicken bone in an empty vase on the coffee table. Emma throws her arms in the air

Emma

Oh for fucks sake Anthony!

Tony

What?

Emma

Did you seriously just dispose of your chicken bone in my late grandmother’s vase?

Tony

For crying out loud, Emma. Ok, look, let me just get my tie on, then I’ll do something about it

Emma

It might be too late by then! Just get it now!

Tony

What’s the big deal, Emma? It’s just a chicken bone in a vase, it’s not the Holocaust
Emma

Don’t even joke about that

Tony

(Patronisingly)

Relax! I’m just saying don’t go loco over something so trivial

Emma

Trivial? Is our child trivial to you? What is the inspector going to think? Huh? The house has to be flawless, Tony. 

Tony

It’s not like she’s going to storm through the house, checking that every nook and cranny is chicken free. She probably just wants to make sure we don’t keep a set of steak knives in the crib

Emma

Honestly, Tony, you’re like a child sometimes

Tony

(smiling) Well there you go, we don’t even need to adopt

Emma looks at Tony intensely

Emma

What did you just say?

Tony wipes the smile off his face and takes a moment to prepare himself

Tony

I said I’m enough of a child, we don’t need to adopt.

Emma

(screaming) I knew it!

Tony

I was joking.

Emma begins pacing around the room in a wild rant

Emma

Oh I have had it Anthony. You don’t even want this child. Oh I knew it. I knew it! I should have listened to my sister. ‘Tony is no good for you’, ‘Tony can’t give you what you want’, ‘Tony is a dickhead’ 

Tony

You said your sister liked me!

Emma

And you believed me? (laughs) She doesn’t like you at all.

Tony

Whatever

Emma

  It’s true. Remember that Christmas you thought you heard her whisper ‘Tony is being an asshole’ and I told you that you misheard her and that she actually said ‘Tony, pass me that roll’?

Tony’s eyes widen as he comes to a cold realisation

Tony

No…

Emma

Yes Tony, you were right the first time.

Tony

Great now I look like an idiot. 

Emma

No Tony, I look like an idiot. 

At this point Emma becomes seriously distressed and upset. She continues pacing around the house, occasionally pointing an accusing finger at Tony.

Emma

All these hours I’ve spent researching adoption. Googling this and wikipedia-ing that. All the books I’ve bought. The thousands of dollars we’ve spent. The years we’ve waited. Planning our perfect family. All the while thinking that you were just as thrilled as me, HA! 

Tony 

What are you talking about crazy, of course I’m thrilled! 

Emma

Not as much as me!

Tony

No, but your thrilled is borderline scary

Emma

Your face is borderline scary

Tony

Nice, Emma. Really adult. Snap. 

Emma

Ugh. I am sick to death of this. You are so damn immature. You’re lazy, and selfish- 

Tony 

You’re neurotic! And cold-hearted-

Emma

You can’t even clean up a fucking chicken bone-

Tony

You can’t even pronounce the word ‘specific’

Emma

You can’t even look me in the eye when you say you want this child

Tony 

You can’t even hide your crazy for twenty fucking minutes
Emma

(screaming and tearing up) YOU CAN’T EVEN GET ME PREGNANT.

Tony

You...

Tony just feels the gravity of what she has said. He looks at Emma disgusted, then walks into the bedroom, intentionally knocking one of Emma’s porcelain dog ornaments on the ground on his way.

Emma looks guilty, but allows her pride and rage to get the better of her.

Emma

My porcelain puppy? You’re a monster!!

Emma takes the vase (chicken bone and all) off the coffee table and throws it against the door Tony has just closed behind him. China explodes all over the room, and the chicken bone skids along the floor, stopping metres away from the couple. Tony emerges, for a mere moment, and looks at the remains of the china.

Tony

That was your vase. 

Tony goes back into the room and closes the door. Emma is in hysterics and begins beating on the door.

Emma

(screaming hysterically) 

I don’t care about the vase! 

Tony

(muffled from within the room) 

Clearly.

Emma

ARGGH!! Open the door!

Tony

Not until you calm down

Emma

I’ll calm down when you open the door

Tony

I’m not falling for that one again

Emma

You’re a monster!

The other side of the door remains silent

Emma

All you do is upset me!

Silence

Emma

You’re an asshole, you hear me? I love you, you asshole and all you do is hurt me. 

Emma gives up beating on the door and leans against the wall defeated and drained. Mascara and lipstick are smeared unattractively all over her face. 

Emma

Argh! You I don’t expect you understand. You’ll never know what it’s like.

Tony opens the door slowly, but remains within the room. His eyes are red and puffy as though he has been crying.

Tony

What what is like?

Emma looks at Tony in the eyes and screams at him for a final time

Emma

(angrily screaming)

Do you have any idea how it feels to marry a man then find out he can’t get you pregnant!?

Tony

(angrily screaming) 

No Emma. I guess none of the men I have married have been infertile. 

The doorbell suddenly rings. Emma, caught up in the heat of the moment screams at the door.

Emma

FUCK OFF!!

A long silence washes over them,  Emma slides down the wall and sits, burying her face in her knees, Tony stands confused and alarmed, opening and closing his mouth. 

Tony

That would have been her!

Emma

I know.

Tony

Hon- 

Tony gets cut off

Emma

I know, Tony.

Tony walks over to where Emma is sitting and sits beside her. They sit for a long period of time. Emma sits with her head in her knees, sobbing. 

Tony awkwardly plays with a bit of broken vase. After a long pause he speaks. 

Tony

I’m sorry

Emma takes a moment to show her face, blotchy, teary and snotty.

Emma

For the puppy?

Tony

No. I hated that puppy. I’m sorry for not giving you what you deserve. For not (Tony squirms in his seat, obviously uncomfortable with what he is about to say) For not being able to make you... pregnant.

The doorbell rings again

Emma

No, it’s not your fault. I’d probably be a terrible mother anyway.

Tony

No you’d be great. You will be.

Tony Smiles at Emma who smiles back at him

Tony

You might throw a vase or two at the kid but we’ll just tell everyone he tripped down the stairs

Emma

Don’t even joke about that, Tony. 

The doorbell rings again, this time more aggressively. Emma looks at the door, and then around the room at the smashed porcelain and china. Finally she looks back at Tony

Emma

Are we really ready for a child?

Tony thinks for a moment

Tony

Not a chance in hell

Emma shrugs, sniffs, and nods her head sadly in agreement

Tony

Another time, hmm? Maybe in a couple of years.

Emma

Yeah.

Tony puts his arm around Emma and they smile in each other’s company. 

The doorbell rings once more, this time a long incessant ring. The couple ignore it. Tony looks down at Emma, who lies in his arms.

Tony

Gin and tonic?

Emma

Please.

Tony gets up, and walks towards the kitchen. The floor is showered with little shards of porcelain and china. 
On his way he sees the chicken bone on the ground, bends over and picks it up. Emma sits against the wall, looking at the ceiling. Both completely neglect the doorbell ringing incessantly. 
Tony throws the chicken wing in the bin and closes the lid. The screen turns to black.

THE END.

By Alison Erlanger

