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REPLAY 
By Mark Scharf 

 
SYNOPSIS: Every night at 4:30 a.m., Josh awakens to find Leann silently 
watching and waiting for another chance to replay how a promising 
relationship ended stillborn in pride, misunderstanding and 
miscommunication. As the play unfolds, we come to question if Leann’s 
visits are real or if they are only replaying in Josh’s head. Replay is about the 
journey from regret and remorse to redemption in our shared struggle to 
connect to another human being before it’s too late. 

 
CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(ONE MAN, ONE WOMAN) 

 
JOSH (m) .................. Late 20’s/early 30’s 
LEANN (f) ................ Late 20’s/early 30’s 
 
TIME: The present, 4:30 a.m. 
PLACE: A hotel room anywhere. 
 

PROPS LIST 
 
The only essential prop, which may be consider to be part of the set, is a 
digital alarm clock that reads “4:30 a.m” as the show opens; the clock can 
perpetually display 4:30 if so desired throughout the play. 
 
Other props are up to the director’s discretion and may include the types of 
items one finds in a hotel room such as a water glass, ice bucket and 
telephone. 
 
AUTHOR’S NOTE: It is imperative that this play unfold in a hotel room; 
the appearance of Leann is something that occurs repeatedly at 4:30 a.m. 
while Josh spends the night in a hotel. It is also imperative that the two 
actors never, ever actually touch each other. 
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PRODUCTION HISTORY 
 

Replay was first produced by the Reedy Point Players at the Delaware 
Theatre Association’s DTAFest 2010 at The Everett Theatre in Middletown, 
Delaware.  
 

Directed by Marsha L. Amato-Greenspan 
 
JOSH........................................................................................Dave Hastings 
LEANN...................................................................................... Gina Valania 
 
Stage Manager/Lighting Design ............................................. Jeff Greenspan 
Sound Design ....................................................Marsha L. Amato-Greenspan 

3 
T H I S  S C R I P T  I S  P R O V I D E D  A S  A  C O U R TE S Y  F O R  I N TE R N E T  R E A D I N G.  

N O  P E R F O R M A N C E  R I G H T S  C O N V EY E D. 

DO
 N

OT
 C

OP
Y



Replay by Mark Scharf 
Copyright © MMXI by Mark Scharf 

AT RISE:  
The lights rise dimly on JOSH asleep in hotel room bed. A digital 
alarm clock, which displays 4:30, and a lamp sit on a nightstand next 
to the bed. LEANN sits fully clothed in a chair facing the bed. SHE is 
illuminated by only the spill from the lights focused on JOSH. 
 
After a moment, JOSH opens his eyes and stares at the ceiling 
before raising his head to look at the time displayed on the alarm 
clock. HE drops his head and covers his eyes with his hands. He then 
sits up, turns towards LEANN and uncovers his eyes and sees her. 
 
PAUSE as neither says anything. HE switches on the bedside lamp 
and sits up in bed. 
 
JOSH:  I will never understand. 
LEANN:  Understand? 
JOSH:  How you could do that. 
LEANN:  I just… 
JOSH:  Just what? 
LEANN:  I wasn’t thinking. 
JOSH:  Bull. 
LEANN:  Excuse me? 
JOSH:  You’re always thinking something. No one’s mind just goes 

blank. 
LEANN:  Mine did. 
JOSH:  You were talking on the phone. 
LEANN:  It wasn’t blank at first. It emptied out slowly listening to the 

sound of your voice. 
JOSH:  Don’t you blame me. You did it to make a point 
LEANN:  No… 
JOSH:  For the attention. 
LEANN:  Everyone wants attention. 
JOSH:  Well, you got it.  (Beat.)  Too bad you can’t enjoy it. Did you 

think about that? 
LEANN:  I told you – I wasn’t thinking. 
JOSH:  You wanted to hurt me – make me feel guilty – sorry… 
LEANN:  Are you? 
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Beat. 
 
JOSH:  What difference does it make now? 
LEANN:  Are you? 
 
JOSH throws the covers back and gets out of bed. 
 
JOSH:  Of course, I’m sorry. I’m not some kind of monster… 
LEANN:  I know. 
JOSH:  Then why did you…? 
LEANN:  It wasn’t about you. It had nothing to do with you. 
JOSH:  Oh, that’s brilliant. Every time somebody says “It’s not you, 

it’s me,” you know damn well it is about you.  (SHE says nothing.)  
Don’t insult me.  (HE paces in front of her.)  Why the hell can’t you 
ever be honest with me? What possible difference does it make 
now? 

LEANN:  Exactly. What possible difference does it make now? 
JOSH:  There’s no reason to hide anything from me. 
LEANN:  We all have secrets. Even you. 
JOSH:  I never hid anything from you. I played it straight with you. 

You’re the one with all these…these expectations. Well, guess 
what? I can’t read minds. I didn’t know what the hell you were 
talking about... 

LEANN:  Don’t insult me. You knew. 
JOSH:  You blindsided me. I had no idea until I started getting all 

your texts.  
LEANN:  I apologized for that. 
JOSH:  You’re sorry you did it. But you still meant what you wrote. 
LEANN:  I have feelings. 
JOSH:  So do I! 
LEANN:  Don’t yell at me. You’ve got no reason to yell at me. 
JOSH:  Not now. There’s no reason now…  (Beat.)  You should 

apologize to your mother. She’s the one that found you. 
LEANN:  You weren’t there. 
JOSH:  And you aren’t here! You’re not!  (Beat.)  I don’t understand 

what happened. Why you…  (Beat.)  I thought we had a great 
weekend together. 
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LEANN:  We did.  (Beat as HE looks at her.)  I wanted more. 
JOSH:  Did I say there couldn’t be more? Did I act like it? Did I treat 

you with anything but respect and care?  (HE kneels before her.)  
Did I kick you out in the middle of the night? Did I ask you to leave 
in the morning?  No.  You got up Sunday morning, got dressed, 
and bolted so fast I wasn’t sure you were ever there. 

LEANN:  I was uncomfortable. I felt like I was intruding… 
JOSH:  Did I say you were intruding? Did I act that way? 
LEANN:  That’s how I felt. Things are always different in the morning. 
JOSH:  You must’ve been with some very messed up people.  
LEANN:  More than my share. 
JOSH:  I’m not one of them. I am not some jerk…  
LEANN:  I never said that… 
JOSH:  It’s like you were waiting for me to kick you. And then you 

were disappointed when I didn’t. 
LEANN:  I wasn’t disappointed. 
JOSH:  Then what were those texts about? You attacked me — 

accused me of ignoring you — cheating on you or 
something…that I “treat you like some booty call.”  

LEANN:  I shouldn’t text when I’m drunk. I said I was sorry… 
JOSH:  It scared me, okay? Can you understand that?  I didn’t know 

where the hell you were coming from. I thought we both knew 
what we were doing. I thought we had a great time and I thought 
we’d have more. It’s not my fault I had to go away for work. 

LEANN:  I know. I never thought those things about you. 
JOSH:  I know that now.  (Beat.)  Your mother gave me your journal 

to read. 
LEANN:  Why did she do that? 
JOSH:  So I wouldn’t feel responsible. To make me feel better. 
LEANN:  Did it? 
JOSH:  A little. Some…unless you were lying to yourself when you 

wrote in it. 
LEANN:  Why would I lie to myself? 
JOSH:  Make things the way you want them to be instead of the way 

they are. 
LEANN:  I’m always honest with myself.  
JOSH:  Then I do not understand what happened. 
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LEANN:  It was an accident. 
JOSH:  Playing some stupid game! 
LEANN:  It wasn’t a game! 
JOSH:  Playing a stupid game for attention but it didn’t turn out right. 

Maybe you thought you’d go to sleep and wake up the next 
morning. Or maybe you thought somebody would rescue you 
before it was too late. 

LEANN:  I wasn’t thinking like that. 
JOSH:  That’s right. You weren’t thinking at all. 
LEANN:  I was in the moment – moment by moment by moment… 
JOSH:  …‘till you ran out. 
 
Beat. 
 
LEANN:  You’re not responsible. 
JOSH:  I wish I could believe that. It makes sense to me when I think 

about it – I wasn’t there. You did what you did, not me. But it’s not 
the way I feel. And there’s nothing you can say now to change 
that. 

LEANN:  I know. 
JOSH:  So, why are you here? 
LEANN:  For you, I guess. 
JOSH:  Don’t!  Maybe I could have needed you – maybe we could 

have needed each other and everything…  (HE sits on the edge of 
the bed.)  But that’s all gone now!  It’s all over – what am I doing?  
I’m losing my damn mind!  (Beat.)  Okay. Okay. I’m going to close 
my eyes and when I open them you are going to be gone. 

LEANN:  Is that what you want?  (HE shuts his eyes and puts his 
hands over his ears for a moment. HE then slowly takes his hands 
from his ears and opens his eyes.)  I guess not.  (HE crosses to 
her and reaches out slowly to touch her hair. His hand hovers by 
the side of her face, but HE does not touch her.) 
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JOSH:  I don’t understand.  (SHE says nothing.)  We had a great 
weekend – dinner and movies and wine and we made love…I told 
you I had to go away the next week for work. I told you. Why didn’t 
you believe me? I told you where I was staying — I was going to 
call you. I was. But I got caught up in things and then it was eleven 
at night and your texts started arriving on my phone. How you 
hoped I was happy with whoever it was I was with now. How 
stupid you were to trust me with your heart. What a bastard I 
was…What a heartless, cold bastard I was to use you like that – to 
throw away our love.  (Beat.)  “Our love.”  Maybe we could’ve had 
that if you’d given it a chance. Never know now…  (Beat.)  You 
scared me. It was crazy and it scared me. I don’t need that. I sat 
there and stared at my phone reading these insane messages. 
And I thought, I have to be careful now – I need to be careful in 
how I respond to you because I don’t want that kind of craziness in 
my life.  (HE crosses to her.)  So, I didn’t call you. I wrote a very 
careful e-mail. I didn’t attack you. I explained as calmly and as 
nicely as I could that I was very sorry but we were obviously on 
different pages. I didn’t blow you off – I just said we should slow 
things down, step back for a bit so that we could be clear with 
each other. And you said you understood. You said you were sorry 
– that you were drunk and had gotten carried away.  (Beat.)  Your 
behavior scared me and I handled it as best I could. I was not 
interested in trying to babysit long distance a drunk, angry girl.  
(Beat.)  And then later, you called. You sounded all right at first. 
But then you started to slur your words. And the slurring got worse 
so fast that I knew you had to be mixing alcohol with meds of 
some kind. But you wouldn’t listen to me. You said you were all 
right – you knew what you were doing and why did I care anyway?  
(Beat as HE sits on the edge of the bed.)  And you hung up on me. 
And I sat there. What was I supposed to do?  (Beat.)  What should 
I have done? Maybe I should’ve called 911 – called somebody 
anyway. But then I thought, “She’s done this before – she’s 
probably done this a lot.” And I didn’t call anyone. I sat there. What 
could I do anyway? I was halfway across the country. And I was 
mad. I was angry because I felt betrayed somehow. I’d been 
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upfront with you and I did not deserve your anger.  (Beat.)  And 
you did not deserve to die.  (HE places his face in his hands.) 

 
After a moment, SHE stands and crosses to him. SHE holds the open 
palm of one hand over his head without touching him for a moment. 
SHE then drops her arm, steps backwards and exits. 
Once SHE is gone, HE lifts his face from his hands and stares at the 
empty chair as THE LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK. 
 

THE END 
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