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RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

To my kids, Jackson, Oliver, and Erin, 
my supportive parents and sister, my best friend 

and fishing buddy, Matt, 
and to all those who believe in love and fate!

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
Purse with wallet (SAM)

THE CAB
The cab can be as simple as four chairs arranged to represent front 
and back seats of a car, and all other elements of the cab, such as the 
doors, steering wheel, pedals, radio, etc. played in mime.
Alternatively, it could be a much more elaborately designed set piece 
with all or some of these elements included as real features of the 
cab, depending on your production needs.

SOUND EFFECTS
Thunder clap, car horn, dance music, car brakes screeching, CB
radio voice.

COSTUMES
CAB DRIVER wears casual attire. CHRIS and SAM dress more formally. 
SAM wears a nice dress, but not a wedding gown.

For preview only.
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FISHING FOR FATE

By DAGNY J. COLLIER

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

SAM ...................................woman in her late twenties 94

CHRIS ................................man in his late twenties 102

CAB DRIVER ........................man in his fifties 27

SETTING
A taxicab.

SAM:  (Suddenly realizes.) Oh, my gosh! I’ve been so self-centered. You 
were headed somewhere important when this cab ride started!

CHRIS:  It’s not that important.
SAM:  Are you sure? Because we can go—
CHRIS:  (Puts a reassuring hand on her arm.) It doesn’t matter anymore. 

Hey, are you up for some seafood? I know a place that serves a 
great Surf and Turf.

SAM:  (To the CAB DRIVER.) Driver, let’s go!
END OF PLAY
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FISHING FOR FATE

LIGHTS UP on CHRIS running ON RIGHT to catch a taxicab at CENTER. 
Just as he gets to the cab, SAM runs ON LEFT. They open the cab 
doors on either side at the same time. CAB DRIVER sits at the wheel.
SAM:  (Unapologetic.) I think I was here first.
CHRIS:  I beg to differ. I’m sure I was here first.
CAB DRIVER:  Well, somebody better make a decision. The meter’s tickin’.
SAM:  Look, I’m on my way to a very important engagement.
CHRIS:  What makes you think I’m not?
SAM:  (Pulls her wallet out of her purse.) Fine. How much will it cost to 

let me have this cab?
CAB DRIVER:  Lady, I don’t have time for negotiations. Are ya comin’, 

or ain’t ya?
CHRIS:  Where are you headed?
SAM:  I don’t think that’s any of your business.
CHRIS:  Please, I’m trying to work out a compromise here.
SAM:  The intersection of First and Main.
CHRIS:  Get in. I’m headed right near there. (SAM hesitates, shaking 

her head.)
CAB DRIVER:  Lady, you better get in. It’s startin’ to rain. (SAM looks 

up at the sky. SOUND EFFECT:  THUNDER CLAP.)
CHRIS:  Come on. I won’t bite. Not hard, anyway. (Climbs into the cab. 

SAM sighs and ducks into the cab.)
CAB DRIVER:  Glad we got that cleared up.
CHRIS:  (Leans over to SAM and offers his hand.) I’m Chris.
SAM:  (Shakes hands very briefly.) Sam. (Awkward silence.)
CHRIS:  Sam. Hmmm. You don’t look like a Sam. So where’re ya headed?
SAM:  First and Main. I think I already said that. And it’s short for 

Samantha. (Awkward silence.)
CHRIS:  So, anything important?
SAM:  Isn’t everything?
CHRIS:  I suppose. (Awkward silence.)
SAM:  Matrimony.
CHRIS:  Excuse me?
SAM:  I’m going to a wedding.
CHRIS:  Oh. Anyone close?
SAM:  I’ve known the couple for a while. (Awkward silence.)
CHRIS:  So, you think it will last long?

SAM:  No, you don’t understand. A year or so ago, a woman showed 
up at Patrick’s apartment asking for an envelope of money. I was 
there alone. Patrick had gone to pick us up some dinner. The 
woman said Patrick would know what she was talking about. I 
called him on his cell phone. He played it off, told me where the 
envelope was, said she was the wife of someone he owed money 
to for some computer work.

CHRIS:  Maybe she was.
SAM:  It didn’t make sense. I brushed it off at the time, but—
CHRIS:  Coincidence?
SAM:  She had a little girl with her. About nine years old. There was 

something about her.
CHRIS:  But you don’t know that she was—
SAM:  She had Patrick’s eyes.
CHRIS:  (Exhales heavily.) Whew. That’s heavy. The age would be about 

right, but I don’t know…
SAM:  I must be crazy.
CHRIS:  What do you mean?
SAM:  Here I already have all of these doubts about marrying him, and 

now this. I should have listened to my gut feeling.
CHRIS:  Hey, now. I don’t want Patrick coming after me, thinking I 

ruined his relationship with you. He might have had a very good 
reason for not opening up to you.

SAM:  What? What reason could that be? I’m supposed to be his
wife! You know, I think you’ve opened up to me more in this
twenty-minute cab ride than Patrick ever has! (Drops her head in
her hands.)

CHRIS:  (Drapes an arm across her shoulders, trying to console her.) Hey,
don’t cry. It’ll be okay. (SAM raises her head, laughing hysterically.
CHRIS is shocked to see her laughing and backs off a little.)

SAM:  Are you kidding me? I could hug you for giving me this! I can’t 
believe it took me sharing a cab ride with a stranger and finding 
out about all this to knock some sense into me! I feel so free! 
(Throws her arms around CHRIS, catches herself, and backs off a 
little. They nervously glance at each other.)

CAB DRIVER:  Here we are, lady! And with five minutes to spare!
SAM:  That’s all the time I need.
CHRIS:  What are you going to do?
SAM:  Give him the ring back, apologize to the guests, tell my mom 

and dad I love them, and get the heck out of there. (Starts to get 
out of the cab, then turns back to CHRIS.)
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SAM:  The wedding?
CHRIS:  No, the marriage.
SAM:  Well, that’s a pessimistic way of looking at things.
CHRIS:  I’m sorry. It’s just that… I haven’t had much luck with… relationships.
SAM:  Pity.
CHRIS:  Yeah. I haven’t given up, though.
SAM:  Good for you.
CAB DRIVER:  Oh, no.
SAM:  What is it? (SOUND EFFECT:  CARS HONKING.)
CAB DRIVER:  Wreck. It’s blocking both lanes across the Millhaven 

Bridge. I’m going to have to go around.
SAM:  Around? That’ll take twice as long!
CAB DRIVER:  Look, lady. I don’t plan the traffic. You wanna get outta 

the cab here?
SAM:  (Looks out the window at the rain.) No, of course not. But I have 

to be at First and Main by the top of the hour! (Awkward silence.)
CAB DRIVER:  I’ll do my best.
CHRIS:  You know, it really only adds about ten minutes to go around.
CAB DRIVER:  Sure, if you’re lucky enough not to catch the light at 

Spilman and Forest.
CHRIS:  (To CAB DRIVER.) Do you mind? (To SAM.) So, what’ll happen 

if you don’t make it to the wedding on time? Will the cab turn into 
a pumpkin and your dress into rags?

SAM:  Yes, and I guess you’ll turn into a rat.
CHRIS:  Touché. So, are you in the wedding?
SAM:  You could say that.
CHRIS:  Hmmm… maid of honor? No, I know! You’re the wedding singer!
SAM:  You sure ask a lot of questions.
CHRIS:  Sorry. Just trying to pass the time. What’s with the 

attitude, anyway?
SAM:  (Realizes how rude she’s been.) I’m sorry. I’m just… (Takes 

a deep breath and restarts.) No, I’m definitely not the wedding 
singer. People would hold their ears and beg for mercy. I’m sorry. 
I don’t mean to be so short with you. I’m just having a hard time 
right now.

CHRIS:  Well, weddings do that to people. (CAB DRIVER turns up the 
music on the radio. SOUND EFFECT:  DANCE MUSIC. CHRIS talks 
over the music.) You know, I almost got married once!

SAM: Tell me about it. This is just too weird. I mean it’s such a big 
city, and…

CHRIS:  And you’re marrying him!
SAM:  What do you mean—him?
CHRIS:  Well, it’s just he was—I mean, I’m sure people change—and,

well I’m sure you know all about that—
SAM:  All about what?
CHRIS:  I’m sorry. I have no right. Let’s just say… No, I shouldn’t be 

telling you this. You’re on your way to marry the guy.
SAM:  No, really. It’s okay. Tell me.
CHRIS:  No, I really don’t think I should.
SAM: Look, you started this. If there is something I need to know 

about Patrick, you have to tell me.
CHRIS:  Okay, but don’t shoot the messenger.
CAB DRIVER:  (Honks horn. SOUND EFFECT:  CAR HORN.) No, please. 

Shoot me instead. Put me out of this misery.
SAM:  (Ignores the CAB DRIVER. To CHRIS.) Of course not. Now spit

it out.
CHRIS:  During our senior year, Patrick had a “relationship” with one 

of the young female professors. They were both consenting adults. 
She wasn’t much older than we were. It’s not like she was married 
or anything. It shouldn’t have been a big deal, really. I mean, we all 
do things we regret, but…

SAM:  But what?
CHRIS:  Well, let’s just say the university asked her to leave.
SAM:  Well, that doesn’t sound fair. She left, but he got to stay?
CHRIS:  Well, she kind of had to.
SAM:  Huh?
CHRIS:  She was pregnant.
SAM:  Oh, my god. It was his?
CHRIS:  Well, that was the story. I don’t think Patrick ever acknowledged 

the baby, but—
CAB DRIVER:  Yes! Here we go!
CHRIS:  (To CAB DRIVER.) Excuse me?
CAB DRIVER:  Traffic’s moving. Looks like I’ll have you there in time for 

your wedding, sweetie. (SAM drops her head in her hands.)
CHRIS:  I’m sorry. It’s clear you didn’t know about any of this.
SAM:  (Raises her head.) I’m so stupid.
CHRIS:  No. No, you’re not. You couldn’t have known. Anyone would have—
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SAM:  (Yells over music.) What?!
CHRIS:  I said… (To the CAB DRIVER.) I’m sorry, could you turn that 

down please?
CAB DRIVER:  (Turns the radio down.) Sorry! Favorite song.
CHRIS:  (To SAM.) I said, I almost got married once.
SAM:  Really, what happened?
CHRIS:  She left me at the altar. Well, she actually didn’t make it that 

far. She called and left me a message the night before. We never 
spoke about it again. Unless you count the time she introduced 
me to her girlfriend at Starbucks one morning. And when I say 
girlfriend, I mean girlfriend.

SAM:  Oh… Oh, I see what you mean. I’m sorry. I mean, that must 
have been weird.

CHRIS:  It’s okay. Obviously my gender was the one thing I couldn’t 
change about myself to please her. We were all wrong for each 
other anyway. It would’ve been a mess.

SAM:  Sounds like it. (Awkward silence.)
CHRIS:  Have I shared too much information? I do have a tendency to 

reveal too much about myself too soon.
SAM:  No, it’s all right. I mean, it’s not like we’re ever going to see each 

other again after this ride. And it is a short enough ride, so I guess 
we do need to get straight to the point.

CHRIS:  Well, thanks for listening, anyway.
SAM:  I don’t mean to seem uninterested or anything. I’ve just got a 

lot on my mind.
CHRIS:  Worried you’ll say something stupid during your wedding toast?
SAM:  Not exactly.
CHRIS:  Okay. You hate the dress the bride picked out for you to wear. 

You’re afraid it makes you look fat.
SAM:  Uh, no.
CHRIS:  Good. ’Cause it wouldn’t.
CAB DRIVER:  I know! You’re afraid the bride’s brother will get drunk 

and throw up in the punch bowl! (CHRIS and SAM give the CAB 
DRIVER puzzled looks.) What? It happened at my wedding!

SAM:  (Shakes her head in disbelief. Beat.) Did I mention I’m the bride?
CHRIS:  What? You’re kidding! Really? (SAM nods.) Well, then, why 

the long face? This should be one of the best days of your life! 
And what’s with the cab? Shouldn’t you be riding in a limousine, 
cracking open a bottle of champagne, or something?

CHRIS:  I don’t believe it.
SAM:  (Nods.) I always have been, much to my mother’s dismay. She 

thought she was getting tutus and tiaras, but she got overalls and 
baseball caps. But she signed me up for ballet lessons, anyway. 
The thing is, the skinned knees didn’t go very well with the tutus,
and I was so disruptive in class that my ballet instructor pretty 
much ordered Mom to find another creative outlet for me.

CHRIS:  (Smiles.) So did she?
SAM:  No. But I found one on my own. I’m a writer.
CAB DRIVER:  Wish you could write us out of this traffic.
CHRIS:  What kind of stuff do you write?
SAM:  All kinds, really. I love writing for children, but so far that doesn’t 

pay the bills. I’ve been working as an assistant editor for a home 
decorating magazine for the past couple of years. Interiors. You 
may have heard of it?

CHRIS:  No, actually. It’s not my kind of thing. Sorry.
SAM:  That’s okay. Mine either.
CHRIS:  So why are you working there?
SAM:  I guess for the same reason I’m marrying Patrick Vanderbeak. 

It seems like the right thing to do.
CHRIS:  Wait a minute. Did you say, Patrick Vanderbeak?
SAM:  Yes. Why?
CHRIS:  Patrick Vanderbeak from Crescentville?
SAM:  That’s where his family’s home is. Do you know him?
CHRIS:  This is too weird. If we’re taking about the same guy I went to 

college with—
SAM:  Undergrad at Dawson State.
CHRIS:  We were frat brothers.
SAM:  Sigma Phi Epsilon.
CHRIS:  (Lifts hand as if toasting someone. Sings.) Here’s to the 

brothers of Sigma!
SAM:  (Chimes in. Sings.) Here’s to the brothers of Phi!
CHRIS/SAM:  (Sing.) An Epsilon stein and a beaker of wine

Means more than mud in your eye! (Laugh.)
CHRIS:  I can’t believe you know that!
SAM:  Are you kidding me? He sings it every night before dinner.
CHRIS:  Okay, now there’s brotherhood and then there’s overkill. That 

definitely falls into the category of overkill.

End of script sample.
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