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SYNOPSIS

THE WRONG NUMBER

Mandy, a housewife, finds a note with an unfamiliar phone number scrawled in her husband’s handwriting. When Darren, her husband, returns home from work, she confronts him.

THE WRONG NUMBER

CHARACTERS

Mandy Brown: Forties, housewife.
Darren Brown: Forties, office manager.
It is evening in a kitchen in a middle-class suburban home. Mandy Brown is cooking dinner, stirring a meal in a frypan on the stove. Darren Brown, her husband returns home from work. He walks into the kitchen and walks straight to the fridge, taking out a stubby of beer, uncapping it and taking a large slurp before slumping into a kitchen chair.


MANDY:
How was work?


DARREN:
You know, the usual. Same boring shit as every other day.


MANDY:
I’m sure it was more interesting than mine.



(laughing)


DARREN:
What! I slave away in the city five long days every week. You’re able to organize yourself and choose what you do, and when you do it.


MANDY:
Oh, sure.


DARREN:
You know who’s in line for the Regional Manager’s job? Bloody Bruce — that’s who. I can’t believe it.


MANDY:
He is such a schmoozer, no wonder.


DARREN:
Well, I wouldn’t trust him. There’s something about him that just gives me the…



(Mandy has walked over to the fridge, retrieved a note from under a fridge magnet and waves it in the air.)


(Mandy’s eyes narrow as she stares at Darren.)


MANDY:
Whose number is this?



(He holds out his hand and takes the note.)


DARREN:
Show me.


MANDY:
Well?


DARREN:
Oh, it’s just Cherie, my new insurance rep. She called the other day to introduce herself.


MANDY:
Yeah, that’d be right. And where are you taking her to lunch on Friday.


DARREN:
Fair go, love. What’re you talking about?

MANDY:

I know you, Darren Brown — any opportunity for some action. Now don’t you deny it, I know you’ve entertained girlfriends at the Wing Ho restaurant during the past year.

DARREN:
What the hell?

MANDY:

What those young things see in you I don’t know.

DARREN:

What!

MANDY:

One of my friends often waitresses at that restaurant on busy Fridays. She told me that she had noticed a customer, who looks a lot like you, enjoying yum cha with a woman half his age on different Fridays. Of course, I said she must be mistaken. My dear husband wouldn’t do that.
DARREN:

You know I have to entertain clients at business lunches. That’s always been the case.
MANDY:

Yeah, I’ve heard this woman is not a corporate type. She dresses like a little floozy, orders fancy wine and is all over you.

DARREN:

Well, if you thought I was playing up, then why didn’t you say anything to me?

MANDY:

I didn’t ‘cos I couldn’t believe it at first. But then people started making strange comments to me.

DARREN:

Yeah, like what?

MANDY:

You’re not invisible around this town, you know. You can’t sneak around with a strange woman and not expect to be seen.

DARREN:

Is that it?

MANDY:

No. Just last week I went to the annual general meeting of my women’s club and I won a raffle prize. My name was called. I stood up, walked towards the stage and they said I wasn’t Mrs Brown — that I wasn’t me.




(Darren coughs, trying to clear his throat.)

MANDY:

How do you think I felt? In front of a few hundred women, I was completely embarrassed because you have been seen around town with another woman. She has become me. She has taken my place in public.



(Darren stands up and walks towards Mandy and tries to hug her.)
Mandy:

I stay at home and do the shopping, the cooking, the washing, the cleaning. I look after our children, I run the family taxi service, and I supervise homework. Sure, you go to work, lucky you. You get to gallivant around the city and suburbs with whomever you please, and it seems that’s exactly what you do. You bastard.

DARREN:

I’m sorry, love. I only went to a few lunches and a few movies with Cherie. Nothing else, I swear. She made me feel young again. You’re always so busy with the kids and the house, and I’m busy at the office. We never get to spend much quiet time together. I promise I will make it up to you. Let’s go away this weekend, just the two of us. It’s you who I love, just you Mandy.




(Mandy runs her fingers through his hair.)

MANDY:

Just one more chance, or that’s it.
END
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