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“Untitled” by Adam Bergeron (most recent)

MIKE: (Comes on stage in a bathrobe holding a cup of coffee.) You went out last night, didn’t you? I thought you said you weren’t going out. I believe your exact words were “Women fucking suck. I am never going out to the bars again!” 

That’s alright, you won’t ever understand them anyways. You know what I don’t get? This overall message you get from women is that we as men are supposed to treat them with respect and dignity. So words like “slut, bitch, ho, etc” are totally out of the question. Some of these girls don’t even like the word “chick”; which is so totally 80’s, to take any offense to it would be asinine. 

But anyhow, so we the guys are suppose to be all dignified, blah blah blah. So I’m like, ok new age, respect the women, right. But then, you’ve got these same girls who call themselves and their friends, sluts, bitches, and whatnot. I mean I’m walking down the street the other day, and I hear these girls giggling and going back and forth talking about what a bitch the other one is. Then, I actually hear in passing one go “Oh, my god, I am such a slut, I was totally talking to all these guys last night…” I mean, what the fuck?! 

On top of all this, there are all those rap songs. Have you actually sat down and listened to some of the words of these songs. I mean I love a tight beat as much as anyone else, but all I hear is how I should be throwing my money around and paying women to have sex with me. So, I mean, I can blow this off by thinking “Ah well, these are just guys showin’ off. You know, fuck them. They don’t know what they are talking about”. But then I go out or talk to girls, and they are praising these songs! They love them. Hell they know them by heart. And the dirtier and more derogatory the better! I get shit for saying stuff like “Wow, that chick on TV has a nice ass” and these guys have girls singing about how they want them to fuck them for money!!! 

You know what else I don’t get, the whole approaching/not approaching thing. First off, all my respect is flushed down the toilet when I go out to the bars, because the shit that these girls are wearing screams “Fuck my mind, just fuck me”. So, you’ve got these chicks, tits busting out, hair fried, makeup caked on like their in Cirque du Soleil, with these tiny skirts that are barely covering their ass. So of course every damn guy in the bar is staring at them with a massive boner in his pants, and they get mad! I all the fucking time hear about how women hate that guys “look at them like a piece of meat”. I feel like saying, “WELL PUT SOME FUCKING CLOTHES ON, AND WE’LL STOP STARRING AT YOUR TITS!!” 

But then comes the big twist; they still want you to come hit on them!! But, they only want the guys who are worthy to hit on them, to hit on them. So, you as a guy have gotta sit there, try and hide your boner, figure out whether or not you are worthy enough to go talk to this girl, and then you gotta think of some kind of stupid line or some stupid way to start the conversation. 

And I don’t care what anyone says. There is no fucking formula for picking up a girl! I’ve seen ugly guys with good lines hook up, hot guys with bad lines get turned down, I’ve even seen ugly fat guys, with horrible lines, no cash, and a nice funk to themselves, go home with chicks. 

And the only womanly advice you ever get is “Be yourself”. Which translated means “Be an asshole”. And they go for assholes! And then if they ever manage to have a relationship with these guys, five months down the road they are crying, telling their girlfriends “I don’t know what happened. He just turned into this asshole.” No he didn’t, he was always an asshole. You were just too concerned about sex, or money, or changing him, or image or something like that to realize it.

So my advice? You’ve got two options. If you want to find a real woman…one you can actually have a long term relationship with. Then you just gotta stay out of the bars, be patient and keep wacking. She’ll come to you, you’ll come to her. No pun intended. Either way, it won’t happen in a bar. I mean how many married couples have you heard say “Oh, we met in a bar on ladies night down at The Dirty Squirrel”. But man, if you want to go home with a girl that night, your best bet is to just grab some cash, and be and ass.

(Lights fade. Scene changes. Lights come up) 

MIKE: You know why people look for relationships in bars don’t you? Because in our society today, people cannot start a relationship without alcohol. I guess we’re all just too uptight and nervous. I dunno, maybe that’s just me. You see, every relationship I’ve ever had, has started out thanks to alcohol. If it were not for alcohol not only would I have never had a hook up, I would never have had any long term relationships either. 

Take my current relationship for example. It all started from a drunken hook up. It was like ummm, I dunno, a year and a half ago, something like that. And there was this hot chick I had been hangin’ out with, and as luck would have it, she had a boyfriend. But, not only was he in another city, she pretty much acted like a single girl all the time. So anyhow, we hung out a bunch and I became obsessed. I was just enthralled with this girl. I mean she was ridiculous, she would touch me, hang on me, and if we were out with people I was always the one that she asked to carry her wallet if she didn’t have any pockets. I mean, my friends were like “Dude, you and this girl gonna hook up?” And I wanted to soooooooo bad. I mean, I wanted more than that also, I wanted a relationship with this girl. I would go home some nights after being with her just dreaming about having her in bed with me. Not like having sex or anything, but just laying there, holding her. 

So, you know I didn’t want to break up her relationship or anything, and by no means do I condone cheating, but after a while I felt it necessary to tell her how I felt about her. So one day I brought it up and I explained that I still wanted to be just friends, and that she didn’t have to worry about me trying to like break up her relationship. And she was like “oh, ok”. Oh, and incase any of you think you know where this is going, this girl that I’m talking about is not my current girlfriend. So anyways, a week or two later, we are talking, and she has been telling me that she is thinking about leaving her boyfriend. And of course my stomach jumped, and I asked her why, and she explained that for the past four weeks she had been cheating on him with this guy in her dorm. I didn’t know what to do. I mean told her, “Well, I think you and your boyfriend should talk, etc etc”. But I mean, inside I’m thinking, “What the fuck? You’ve been teasing me all this time, I’ve spent night after night dreaming about you, and you go ahead and cheat on your boyfriend, but was it with me?! Nooooo!” 

So yea, needless to say about five minutes after that conversation, I knew I would spend the rest of the evening and piss-ass-drunk. In addition to this I reacted like any hurt guy would, I decided I would also need to get some that night. So, I was talking to one of my friends on IM, and I was like “Yea, dude you know you’re hot friend? You should invite her over to your house, and I’ll come over there to”. He was like “Katie?”. I was like “Yea, I dunno. Yea”.  I didn’t know her name and I was sort of joking around, I didn’t think he’d actually do it. But, he did. And once he told me what her away message said, I figured my chances were little to none. It was something along the lines of “I FUCKING HATE GUYS! THEY ARE A PESTILENCE UPON THIS EARTH, AND I HOPE THEY ALL BURN IN HELL!” Gooo. 

Months later I found out that this away message was a result of Katie’s adventures the previous night, in which one of her really good friends, this guy that she liked, tried to convince her to have a foursome with his friend and her roommate. And this wasn’t like joking around “we should have a foursome”, he was serious. And the really weird thing was she was the only one out of the four to NOT want to do it. 

So the equation was, I was belligerently pissed and hating women, while she was belligerently pissed and hating men. And amazingly enough, this is a very good formula for ensuring a long night of hooking up. 
Anyhow, I go over to my friend’s house and start drinking and around like 11:30 Katie show’s up looking hot. By 12:30, we are drunkenly discussing the origins of Captain Morgan, and by 1:00 I’ve discovered she has a Chinese symbol tattooed right above her butt, and a ring to match. So, me being the smooth gentlemen that I am, steal her ring, put it on my finger, and inform her that since the symbols match up, I now have control over her body. She argues that the symbol is only on her butt, so I only get control of her ass. Then we just start making out on the couch in front of everyone. Luckily my friend was gracious enough to let us use his bedroom for the night. Those are the good friends right there, the ones that let you use their bedroom to hook up. 
Anyways, the hooking up, it was good. Really good. And I mean we were smart about it. We didn’t have sex or anything. We just kinda did the hand jive. (Starts doing the Hand Jive, and slips in subtle motions of mutual masturbation trying to help the audience understand what he’s hinting at.) You know what I’m talking about. 
So, the rest of the story is I called her the next day. I didn’t fuck around, I didn’t “wait a week”. I just caller her up, told her I enjoyed last night, and that I wanted to see her again. We started hangin’ out, and we’ve been goin’ out ever since. All thanks to that modern day cupid, alcohol. Oh, and I never did talk to that other girls again. Bitch. 
(Lights fade, scene changes. A single spot light comes onto the middle of the stage. Mike walks into it holding a piece of paper that he reads from.) 
MIKE: I love Katie Elizabeth Schultz. Why? 

1. You love the 80’s as much as I do. 

2. You are one of the most beautiful women I have ever met, both inside and out

3. I feel like with you, I can be both a child and an adult. 

4. You are nothing short of brilliant. 

5. You make me want to better myself. You make me want to read more, you make me want to know more. You have this love of knowledge and it inspires me. You make me want to see the world through your eyes and appreciate the things that you do. 

6. I feel like you understand me. And I feel like you love me for who I am. 

7. I can’t stand not talking to you. My mom told me once that love is never wanting to be away from someone. That even when you are mad at that person, you still can’t stand not talking to them. She told me about how when her and my father are fighting, and not speaking to each other, they will still find some excuse to talk. They’ll both be pissed from the night before they’ll have fought and aren’t talking at all. Then they will go off to work and my dad will call my mom to remind her that my sister has soccer practice and that he is picking her up. My mom knows about soccer practice. My dad knows she knows. He just can’t stand not to talk to her for that long. That’s how I feel about Katie. 

8. You’ll let me tell my corny jokes. Even when they are so bad, you almost want to explode. Like the night we were laying in bed, and I told you that your butt was broken. You know how I know? It’s got a big crack in it. 

9. You have this love of music that is amazing. I’ve never seen anyone listen to music the way you do. Most people just lie back and listen passively absorbing the sound. But you, you are there with the music, singing every word to every song you listen to. It is such an active engagement. I remember one day when I tried to talk while you were singing. You stopped me and made me wait till the song was over, before I could speak again. (smirks). It is such a wonderful and amazing thing to watch. 

10. I absolutely love your songs. The ones that you write. And I know you don’t have the greatest singing voice in the world, in fact in many ways it is quite bad. But you have such a dedication to them, and you are so proud of them. It is so wonderful to see that side of you. I could listen to you sing them for hours.

(He walks out of the light and it fades. Scene changes.) 

MIKE: Alright, so you want understand women? Or let’s say you’d just be happy with being able to predict what they’ll do in certain situations or how they’ll react. If I remember correctly Socrates said “The only true wisdom consists of knowing you know nothing”, and the only reason I remember that is because of Bill and Ted. But anyhow, in the fashion of Socrates, the first thing you have to understand about women is that you’ll never understand women. 
Understanding women is like understanding the chaos theory. You could go up to a woman one day and talk to her and she could be absolutely infatuated with you. But, go up to the same woman the next day, and because a butterfly somewhere flapped its wings, this adds just the right amount of force to a gentle breeze to lift the pollen off a near by flower and carry it to the nostrils of the woman who you were talking to yesterday, and she spills her coffee all over her favorite new blouse that she was planning on wearing out to the bars. Furious, she quickly returns home to change, but cannot find any clean clothes except the shirt she bought from a Chinese tailor on her trip to Spain with her ex-boyfriend. She puts on the shirt and starts thinking about how she broke up with him because he was cheating on her, and how she figured out he was cheating on her because he stopping wearing his $60 Calvin Kline cologne when she was around and instead wore his cheap $8 Old Spice. Quickly growing in anger on her way to the bar, she starts thinking about how she spent night after night crying over him while watching Sex and the City and eating ice cream, and how each episode was always ruined by the man in the maroon colored shirt in the Old Spice commercials, which obviously reminded her of her cheating ex-boyfriend. She gets even angrier because she thinks about how she stopped watching Sex and the City to avoid seeing the Old Spice man, and accidentally ended up missing the final episode. 
Then she finally enters the bar and decides to try and forget all that stuff, yet you walk up wearing not a maroon shirt, but a red shirt that is evidentially close enough for her to immediately associate you with the Old Spice man, that evil man who reminds her of cheating ex-boyfriend and all the episodes of Sex and the City that she missed. Needless to say, she has not only lost infatuation with you, she completely loathes you, and all of your flirting efforts are quickly rejected. Meanwhile you are sitting there trying to figure out how last night she liked you and tonight she hates you. And were you to even ask her what was wrong, she’d simply say “I dunno”. That is why you can never understand women. 

 (Lights fade. Scene changes)
MIKE: I keep thinking about you. I think a lot about London. It was so wonderful and so romantic. I really thought it was the kind of experience that I would get to look back on with you, once we were old and grey. That it would be one of those stories we would tell our kids about. I mean, it was London. We stayed in that quant little bed and breakfast. Where the sink was in the bedroom and the bathroom was right across the hall. We traveled around just you and I. I flew thousands of miles, just to see you. And it was there in that little bed, that first night before we fell asleep that I nervously told you that I loved you. 

While I absolutely loved the first time we had sex, I think that week was the first time we actually made love. I remember getting off the plane, and looking for you in the airport. And as soon as I saw you I was filled with so many mixed feelings. I was scared, I felt awkward… I felt excited. I felt like you had been gone for so long, but that all that time was irrelevant. I had been missing you so much, and now there you were. Looking completely exhausted yet somehow overjoyed to see me. I remember you had to spend all night in the terminal waiting for me, because the only train you could get got you too the airport hours before my plane landed. There you were. And I wanted to run to you like a movie, and pick you up, and kiss you. But I didn’t. I was sure…if I was allowed to. I wasn’t sure that I could touch you. I wasn’t sure that you were still the woman I had come all this way to tell her, that I loved her. 

But then as we sat there on the bus, heading toward London, as you laid against me and fell asleep, I just felt you melt into me. All those months of waiting disappeared. You were that woman that I loved. It was you. Watching you fall asleep there in my arms, you looked so happy and at such peace. It was then that I realized everything you did for me. You worked to the point of exhaustion, planning this trip, organizing the whole week and traveled hours upon hours, just to see me. You gave everything you had in you, just to be with me. It was then, watching you sleep in my arms as we bumped and bounced our way to London, that I knew that you loved me. 

I didn’t sleep that whole bus ride. I couldn’t. I couldn’t stand the thought of missing a moment with you. 

(Lights fade. Scene changes. A single spot light illuminates the stage as before. Mike walks in and continues his list from earlier) 

11. I love the little sounds you make when imitating an animal. Like whenever you tell a story, if there is any animal involved its walking noise is always “brruum brrummm bruummm”. 

12. I love how you hold me. I can’t explain it any better, than it just feels like you want to hold me and never let me go. 

13. I love how you can’t keep your hands off me. How if we are together, we can’t help but hold hands, or hug, or whatever. I know everyone must hate our P.D.A. But I love it. 

14. I love that I know how to make you feel better. Like when we are riding in the car, and you start getting cranky and you don’t realize why. I can just tell. I just look over, or listen to you and I know, it’s time to get some food in you. And then after we’ve eaten you always go, “Oh, I don’t know why I was so angry like thirty minutes ago”. 

15. I love how angry you get when you are disappointed in your ice cream. 

16. I love how indecisive you are. It drives me absolutely insane how it takes you thirty minutes to decide what to eat, or what to do. But for some strange reason I love it. 

17. I love your eyes. I’ve always had a thing for blue eyes. I just get lost in them. 

18. I love how you are there for me. Like the night when I had to finish painting the set all by myself, and you showed up out of the blue at 12:00 am on a weeknight with a paint brush in hand. 

19. I love your body. Every single inch. From your feet to your head. I wouldn’t ever change a thing about you.
 (Lights fade, scene changes. Lights come up, Mike is on the phone.) 

MIKE: Yes, sweetie I know. Look, this is not a big deal. It isn’t a deal at all. No. No! Look, the only reason I told you was because I was trying to be open with you. Listen, I promise you. There is nothing between me and her. She’s my friend and my co-worker, that’s all. You, asked me! Look, I could have said no, or pleaded the fifth or whatever. But, I tried to be open with you. No, the only reason I tell you that is to explain what’s going on with me. No. I don’t want to be with anyone else, I love you. Alright, well I’ll talk to you when you get back. Ok? Look, I’m really sorry about all this, but I promise you, you don’t need to worry about anything. Ok? Alright. Ok. I love you. Bye. 
(Gets off phone. To audience) Ugghhhh. As you probably guessed, that was Katie. Ok, first off I know how that phone call sounded, but I did NOT cheat on her. Ok? I didn’t go kiss any girls. I haven’t even thought about cheating. I didn’t do anything wrong! We were talking on the phone, just having a normal conversation, you know telling each other about our day, etc etc. And we’ve been going out for like a year and a half now, and so I figure that we’re close enough, that we can be pretty open. You know, we’ve got a pretty firm relationship here. So, we’re talking and I can’t really think of anything interesting about my day, so I start telling her about how my co-worker Anna wears these tight button down shirts. And she’s got these, you know, decent sized boobs, and she doesn’t wear like an undershirt or anything, so she’ll be sitting there and her boobs are pushing on this shirt, so in between these buttons are these big holes. And you can see right in. And I mean, she’s wearing a bra, but I mean, still. You know, there they are. And I’m trying so hard to like keep eye contact when I’m talking to her, but I can’t help it. It’s just like, there they are! And something in the back of your mind is just going, “If you just take every opportunity you get to look down there, maybe for like a split second a little bit of the nipple will show”. And I know it sounds dumb, or desperate or whatever. And its not like I haven’t seen breast before. Katie and I have a very good you know, sexual relationship and whatever. I see her boobs all the time. But, I mean, these aren’t Katie’s boobs. They’re Anna’s. 

So, I’m explaining all this to Katie, not the whole trying to see her nipple stuff, but that Anna’s boobs are pretty much always showing, and Katie starts asking me all these questions. Like, “Are they nice boobs?”, “Is she pretty?”, “Am I attracted to Anna?”. And, you know I was trying to be a good honest boyfriend, so I explain, “Yea, you know Anna’s pretty hot, blah blah blah”. That’s where the shit hit the fan. Then she starts asking me about other girls, like do I check out other girls on campus or whatever. And I explain, yea, you know I go around and check them out. I usually the first day or so of class figure out who I think is the hottest in the class. You know, normal guy stuff. And then she just looses it. She goes off and just starts yelling about “how she’s putting all this effort in to this relationship, and I’m busy flirting with some cheap whore at work”. And then she starts crying and starts asking me if she should just go around dressed like some kind of slut, and if that would get my attention. And I don’t know what to do. I’m sitting there trying to explain that I like her the way she is. And then she asks me if I’m seeing anyone else, and I’m trying to explain, “NO! Not at all!”. And, you guys pretty much heard the rest. 

 I’m so fucking tired of feeling guilty about being sexual. I guess there I just some stuff you only talk to your guy friends about. When I go out of the house, I just want to look. I just…When it’s a sunny day out, and all the girls are walking around with these skirts and short shorts. I…it just makes me feel so good. I can just feel my hormones rising. It’s sooo refreshing. 

 I love legs. I don’t know why. Some guys like boobs, others butts, and those are all well and good. But, long sexy smooth legs…And when they sit down, and cross them…and you’re like trying not to, but you just can’t help starring as hard as you can just for the hope to see what color underwear they have on, or if they have any on at all. I have no idea what my fascination is with the vagina. Because taking out of context, it is really not a pretty sight. But, if you ever catch even the slightest hint in your skirt gazing adventures, you go right home and tell all your guy friends. And they understand; because they’ve gone through the same thing. They don’t judge you, or make you feel like a perv. Or make you feel guilty. 

Oh, and hair. I’m sorry, I know I am stereotypical, and I’ve probably just been brainwashed by our culture, but I LOVE long hair. It is so sexy. And just so feminine.  And the way they play with it. You know when they put it behind their ear, or if they are looking down and some of it is hanging down, and they look up and like part of their face is covered, and you’re just like...GAAAAAAA! I WANT TO DO YOU! And I mean, you don’t really want to, but you do! You just want to grab the girl, and just tear her clothes off, and feel her legs around you, just her wrapped around you. Just….ruuuhhh….and you want to just get your mouth over every single inch of her body. And all this is going through your head in class! You can’t help it! You cannot help it! So by the time you get home, you’re balls have been workin’ overtime, and they’re so full of semen, you are just about ready to pop. This is why guys masturbate. For us it isn’t just for pleasure. It’s a fucking chore! You can’t think. You’re just walking around muttering to yourself, “girls, sex, hot legssss….”. You’re sitting there in class going, “Lecture lecture, boobs, lecture, legs, legs legs, boobs , legs, lecture…You have to clear your mind! 

So you have to go be “dirty” and wack off. Because you sure as hell can’t go to your girlfriend when you are like that. Ohhh, no fucking way. Because if you want any hope of getting any that night, you have be calm and sweet, and take it slow. You just hope  that she is in the mood. And you can never fucking tell if she is or isn’t. Unless, she’s drunk. Then, you can tell. And if she is, she usually falls asleep anyways. So, you there and you’re trying to take it slow. And you’re watching TV or something, and you’re kissing her neck, and she gets disgusted. And you get this, “Can’t we do something other than have sex?” or “Is that all you think about?”. And you have to fucking apologize. And you hang your head like a bad dog or something. 

And everyone says that men don’t understand what sex is for a woman, and that’s fine. I agree, whatever. But, I’ll tell you right now, women do not understand what sex is for a guy. Cause when we’re sitting there, trying to play by the rules, and gently coxing you into the bedroom, we are a wreck inside. We’re sitting there with a whole days worth, or a whole weeks worth, or a whatever worth of sexual tension built up. I mean, for us sex is a way of connecting. Of being intimate. It is a way of knowing that your woman approves of you. You just want to say, “Look, I am so turned on and sexually attracted to all these women, but I don’t care about them, because I want to be with you. Look! I’m trying to be with you!” Sex is for a man, what talking is for a woman. If  you are in a relationship and you aren’t talking, the woman feels distant and unsatisfied. It is the same thing for a man. If you stop having sex, it is like telling a man “I don’t approve of who you are”. And don’t give me any shit about how guys roll out when they are done, or don’t cuddle or whatever after sex. They are still vulnerable. That is why they leave. They do it because they are scared. When you are at post-orgasm you are so fucking vulnerable. Shit, you can’t even control your body. So, if you’re too scared to share that part of yourself, you’re gonna roll. I’m not saying it’s right, but we are men!! We are raised thinking we have to be strong, and manly, and let no weakness show ever! Be a man! You just want to scream to your woman, please can you just help me? I need to be close, I need to be touched. I’m a fucking man! The only physical contact I’m every allowed to have is sex and sports! My brain is so full of hormones, I’m about to explode. It won’t take long. Please! We don’t have to have sex, just use your mouth, your hands, your feet, whatever, I don’t care! Its not my fault I feel like this!! (Pause) And women wonder why we fall asleep after sex. 

(Phone rings) 

Hey sweetie. Yea. Alright. No, it’s fine. I understand. Ok. No, I’ll try. Ok. Hey, how about I take you out to eat? Ok.
(Lights fade, scene changes. Mike comes into the room dressed sort of nice, and very nervous. He is on his way out the door.)
MIKE: I can’t really talk right now. I have to go meet Katie. She and I have been on a break for about two weeks now. Evidently stuff as been going a lot worse than I thought. I’m not really sure what sparked it. She was working one night, so I figured that I’d show up and surprise her. You know, just to be nice and sweet and show her that I cared. Well, I personally expected her eyes to light up, and that we’d go back to her place after she got off and hang out. So I got all dressed up, went and bought some flowers and showed up at the restaurant and asked the hostess for her. The hostess went into the back and I overheard her tell Katie that “Some guy was here for her”. So I’m standing there with a big stupid grin on my face, waiting for her to come out. She comes out and without smiling takes the flowers, says thank you, and brings me to a table in her section. She asks if I want anything to eat before they close the kitchen, and I say “Naw”, and that I’d just wait for her. An hour later she comes back and informs me that she is really tired and that she is probably just going to go home to bed. I offer to come back with her, and she says she’s too tired. So a little later we’re by my car, and I am getting’ ready to leave and I offer one more time to come over to her place, and she is like “Naw, I’m just going to go get a beer with some of the servers and then I’m gonna go to bed”.  (Becomes upset) So I leave. I try and go to bed, but I am too bothered to sleep. I just keep thinking to myself, “Wow, I just showed up and surprised her and she can’t spend an hour with me before she goes to bed? But, she is awake enough to go out for drinks with the servers?” So, like the dumbass that I am, I keep checking her away message to see when she gets home. I left the restaurant at 10pm. She gets home at 3am. Remember, this is the girl who was too tired to see me. Well, of course by this time, I am pretty hurt and angry. So, I e-mail her and tell her about how I feel, that I don’t seem to be a priority in her life, that if I had done the same thing she had, I’d “be in so much trouble”. And so I say that I’d like to talk to her tomorrow. So, she comes over the next day and after we talk a bit she tells me that she needs a break. I’m a bit floored by this. I try and get out of her, the reasons she wants a break, and she rattles off this bullshit about being scared about the future, and how she wants to be free of responsibility, blah blah blah. She tells me she needs a couple weeks to a month to figure stuff out. I know how breaks are. They are just an extreme torture, with no definite ending. But I mean I love her, so I say “ok”. But, I’ve gone through this before. Breaks don’t work.  

(Exits. A single spot light illuminates the stage as before. Mike walks in and continues his list from earlier.) 

20. I love how you’ll leave me little drawings of penguins on your notes. 

21. I love how I feel safe to be vulnerable around you. 

22. I love how your favorite animal is the manatee. They are just so fat, and ugly, and just…I don’t think anyone else could ever love them. And the fact that you do, is just amazing. 

23. I love listening to you talk. About anything and everything. 

24. I like how you like the things I don’t, and how I like the things you don’t. Like when we buy a pack of Skittles, and I give you all the red ones, and you give me all the green ones. It’s perfect. Because if we didn’t have each other, we’d just end up wasting them. 

25. I love how I can see how it truly does hurt you when I’m hurting. 

26. I feel like I can trust you. No matter what. 

27. I love how I know where you are ticklish.

28. I like how you’ll let me pinch your butt.  

29. You cry during any sad movie you see. 

30. You tell me I’m hot. And that I’m funny. 

31. You listen to me when I talk. And more importantly, you hear what I’m saying. 

32. I’m the first person you think about calling when something is going wrong.

(Lights fade, scene changes. Lights come back up. Mike bursts in through the door wearing nice clothes, but they are all wrinkled and unbuttoned and such.)

MIKE: SHE DUMPED ME!! SHE FUCKING DUMPED ME!! SHE FUCKING…FUCK!! I went to go see her. I haven’t seen her in weeks. She said she wanted to hang out, to see me. And she fucking dumped me! She said she doesn’t love me anymore! She said she’s been thinking about it for the past four months, and just hoped it would go away. She said she thinks I am a wonderful and amazing person. And that this huge part of her feels like she is making the biggest mistake of her life, and THEN SHE DUMPED ME!! What the fuck? How do you go from “You’re the most amazing person I have ever met”, to “I don’t want to be with you any more”? I tried to ask her if I had done anything wrong, and she said no. She gave me that goddamn fucking line “It’s not you, it’s me”. FUCK THAT!! That shit is never true! I don’t get it. How do you fall out of love with someone? How do you go four months without saying anything is wrong, telling someone that you love them, and then one day being like “No, I actually don’t”. HOW DO YOU DO THAT? Has she just been lying for four months? 

 I’m tired of this! I’m tired of getting dumped! I’m tired of being the most amazing person they’ve ever met, but yet they don’t want to be with me. What the fuck?! There are men out there who are assholes, who beat there women, who don’t pay attention to them, who don’t listen, who don’t share, who are just out for the goddamn pussy, and THEY get to stay with them! Those are the fucking guys who women stay with!! But I don’t do any of that shit! I try to be kind, and understanding, and listen, and show her that I love her! And I get dumped!! And I can’t do a fucking thing about it! I can’t show up on a white horse with tickets to Hawaii. I can’t fucking stand outside her house with a boom box screaming her name. Because they don’t want that!! Fucking woman always say they want that shit in the movies!! They want a man to sweep them off there feet! Bullshit. NO THEY DON’T! I’VE TRIED!! IT DOESN’T FUCKING WORK!! You just end up making a goddamn ass of yourself, and regret it later on. So all I can do is sit here, and cry. Till this fucking pain goes away. FUCK!

(Lights fade, scene changes. Lights come up.) 

MIKE: Alright, here’s the question. Which is more painful? Being dumped by someone who still wants to be with you, but is convinced you two cannot be together, or to be dumped by someone who blatantly just doesn’t care? 

Because in the first situation, it is really hard and painful because both parties still long for each other, and you usually run into multiple nights of “getting back together”. You know the kind. Where you’re sitting there late at night, and the other person calls you and is like, “Can you come over please?”. And you’re like, “Oh man, they want me to come over”. And your mind just goes wild. And you show up, and you guys start talking, and all of the sudden all these words start coming out like. “I was wrong, I can’t be with out you”, and “Let’s try again”. And you pretty much just end up making out like right there. And then you wake up the next morning, and EVERYTHING is instantly negated. One of you or both of you are just like, “Uhhhhh, why did we do that? Nothing is different. We still can’t be together. Uhhhh.”   

Now, this kind of break up does have a few positives. Because I mean if you’re going through that stuff, you know the other person cared and cares for you. You can see that is difficult for them, just like it is difficult for you. You know, you can still believe the stuff they said before the break up. But, obviously you usually suffer a long break up. 

Now, your other option, is that you’re with a person and things are going ok, you’ve got troubles, but nothing you figure you can’t get through. And then, “bam” one day the other person is like, “I don’t love you anymore. I haven’t for months. I want to break up”. And you’re just kinda standing there feeling like one of those cartoon characters after they’ve just been blown up by dynamite, and their hair is all back and they are all grey. You know. And you’re standing there like, “Umm…you…I thought we… months…what?” 

And it’s very strange. Cause you are there crying, and trying to figure stuff out. You’re trying to salvage whatever you can. “Well, I can change, or can’t we work this out?” And you’re just so upset the relationship is ending, yet the other person seems strangely fine with this. They’ve got this look of pity for you, but they aren’t crying or anything. They just look like they’re thinking, “When is this conversation going to be over?” 

Personally, I think this is hardest situation. Where the other person is just indifferent. They just don’t seem to fucking care. Because, they are over you. It takes them like a week, and they’re good to go. And then comes the bad shit, where you start going back over everything they said, especially recently. “Wait, you said…I love you last week. And you were kissing me, and you left me these little notes with hearts and shit. Yet…uhhh…this week we’re done? What?!” 

And then a few weeks down the road they’ll im you, or call and be like, “Hey, I just wanted to say “hi”, and say I hope you’re doing well”. And you’re on your end just fucking shaking, “Uhhhh, hi. Yea, I’m…I’m doin’ ok”. Which is a fucking lie. You’ve been crying every night, you’ve been going back over the whole relationship. Each day you wake up questioning how you gave so much of yourself to this person, and now they are just gone. “Yea, you know I’m doing fine”.  “Oh, that’s good. Well, I’ll talk to ya latta”. 

And then as soon as they get off, you just want to yell, “Whatever! Go fuck your new boyfriend!” You don’t even know if she’s got one. But, you’re pretty sure. “You don’t care about me! Blah!” 

Its awful. Cause you still care. And they don’t. They just don’t care.

(Lights fade to black. Mike opens up his laptop. The LCD gives off the only light on the stage. He is reading an e-mail)

MIKE: Mike, the only answer that is wholly truthful and honest is the one that you're obviously not willing to accept. I'm not heartless and it's hard for me to see you like this, even harder if I know that what I’m telling you isn't going to help. I do believe I was in love with you, but maybe it just wasn’t enough. Yes, times did get difficult, and I felt like I just didn't connect with you like I used to. I'm sorry, I can't change that. I could give you a list of small things that were wrong, but ultimately none of them led to me ending it. I did it because I just knew it was what I had to do. I'm sorry Mike, really I am. In the midst of all this though you are forgetting that we had problems for months....whenever we were together it was like a huge struggle and we were stressed out 90% of the time. This was my warning sign. If you want to hear the brutal harsh truth, I knew that I wasn't in love with you anymore the day you showed up at work with the flowers. Because I knew that I should've been floored and happy, but I just didn't feel that way...I was more frustrated because I was stressed out about keeping you away from my manager then touched by the romantic gesture...and I knew definitively that if that was the case my feelings for you had obviously changed; something I had been afraid about for awhile but had tried so hard to ignore.  I broke up with you because I just felt that I didn't love you enough anymore to stay with you, and risk hurting you in the long run. Yes, it was hard for me the first week, but I know it was the right decision for me. I knew based on how easy it was for me to get over you. No, my love was obviously not as deep as yours....but I did love you, that wasn't a farce. I wish I could give you a concrete answer, I wish I could give you a reason why to make it easier for you. Problem is, like I've told you, I can't offer you anything else. Please believe it's the truth. I've lost many friends due to the fact that we both changed...maybe that's what happened with us. But that's the best I can do. Katie.

(Lights fade, scene changes. Lights come up on Mike. He is sitting in the living room reading)

MIKE: So, I’m over her. I swear, I am completely over her. Sigh, no…no I’m not. I don’t know where I am. It’s been like I dunno, four months since she dumped me. It’s been three months and 7 days actually. I keep trying to overestimate how long it has been, because I keep thinking that there is this magical length of time of us being broken up that will allow me to truly move on and be happy again. Like once it has been five months, I’ll instantly not feel any pain any more. (Pause)
I made out with my ex-girlfriend. Not Katie, a different one. I dunno, I guess I was just lonely. It was like a few weeks after Katie dumped me I just called up the “ex” and started talking to her. I finally got her to come over and spend the night. I was definitely not ready for that. She came over, we got drunk, we did the “hand-jive” and then we were lying there listening to music…and I started crying. I really can’t pinpoint why, but I just started crying. And of course she didn’t know what to do. I think I tried to explain just how I was lonely and stuff. I dunno, whatever. She left the next morning, and we haven’t talked since. 

I’m still lonely. I hate being single. I really really fucking hate it. I’ve always hated it. I talk to all these older married men, and they are like “Enjoy it while it lasts, because eventually you’ll get tied down”. I honestly don’t know how to enjoy it. I guess I’m just supposed to be using my “freedom” to go make out with any hot chick I see or whatever. I dunno, I can’t do that shit. I can’t do the random thing any more. Because I mean…I did the love thing. I was head over heels in love. And being with someone that you love is a thousand times better than fucking a million hot women that you don’t even know. At least that’s what I think. 

While I was never picking out rings or anything like that, the thought did cross my mind while we were going out that, “Hey, you know I could see Katie and I getting married”. It was really weird. I can’t remember if I ever told her that. I kinda hope I didn’t. Married. (Contemplates this thought)
I have no idea what I’m going to do next. I feel like I’m just kinda drifting now. I wish there was something I could do. Because, I mean say you loose your job you can go out, put out resumes, you can work towards a goal. But, if you loose the woman you loved, there isn’t anything you can do. What am I going to do? Go down to the Dirty Squirrel and hit on any chick I think is hot till I find “the one”? Haha, no thank you. 

I guess I just got be patient stay out of the bars, and keep wacking. Speaking of which, I hit an all time record last month. I was wacking off about three times a day for the entire month. And let me tell you, you get really dehydrated doing that shit that often. It wasn’t so much lack of sex or anything like that. It was just…for a minute or two afterwards you got to feel good. You got to go back to something close to that feeling you have after you’ve been with someone. And part of you just wants to show her, “Hey, look I don’t need you. I got everything I need right here”. But, when you’re servicing yourself, it’s always fleeting. Because once that orgasm wears off, there is no beautiful woman there to hold you, or kiss you, or make you feel safe. It’s just you in your bed, with your pants around your ankles holding your dong figuring out how you’re gonna clean up this mess on your stomach. Anyways, my masturbation marathon is done, and I’m back to my normal four times a week. 

I want to be in love again. But I have no idea when or how that will happen. And even with all the pain and disappointment, and just pure hurting I’ve felt… (Stops to make sure this is really how he feels) I’m ready do it all over again just for the chance to be in love.

END

