I Like You by Neil LaBute


So, look, I figure there’s every reason why I’ll never hear from you again, I mean, besides the obvious one…That’s why I came back here, just to say that I don’t do this, not like some regular habit or whatever so I thought you should know that.  I think you’re really cute and nice and that sort of thing…you might have someone already or not be attracted to me, I would totally understand that, I would, but I really do hope you do call me.  Just even to talk on the phone would be fine because I’d like that, if we were only these phone buddies or whatnot…I think I would.  Just don’t be afraid.  Please do not let yourself be afraid of me or of taking some kind of blind chance, or what people think...Okay, that ends this portion of my embarrassing story, and I will slowly wander out of here.  Maybe just pretend like I didn’t come back and do this all right?  I think that’d probably be best…

Driving at Night by Lee Blessing

You want to know how it feels?  I’ll tell you.  It feels like…the middle of space.  Floating.  Alone.  Driving late at night on a deserted road.  Headed directly into a perfect dark that somehow gets darker.  And the road and woods and sky all roll up together into a huge gateway that’s always opening – just opening as you get there.  The feeling of the steering wheel and the dashboard is so familiar, so…owned by you.  The person – is in the seat beside you.  And you’re more alone that if they weren’t there.  You understand?  A lot of people would try to deny this.  But I feel we can be honest here, don’t you?  Then you get out of the car, and stand there on the road, in the absolute dark.  And you feel a silence, a stillness, that sounds better to you than any human voice you’ve ever heard.  You can’t even remember your own voice – or that you ever had one.  You open the car door – the only light’s the little courtesy light in the door – And anything you want is yours.  (a beat) You print that.  That’s what they want to read. 

The Last Cigarette by Sherry Kramer

My roommate _________ steals my cigarettes.  He / She steals my cigarettes and it creates a rage in me greater and more terrifying than the rage created in me by the thought of early death caused by many forms of cancer, even though I don’t have any of them and even if I did they could be diagnosed in time and I could probably be saved.  Unless it was head cancer.  Or throat cancer.  Or lung cancer.  Which I also do not stand a good chance of getting, if I stop.  But that’s not why I’m going to stop.  I am going to stop because when __________ steals my cigarettes he/she doesn’t steal all of them.  She / He steals all of them but one.  If she/he would just take the last cigarette,  maybe I wouldn’t be so angry.  But no, she / he takes nineteen and stops.  He 

/ She opens a fresh pack, empties them all out and replaces one.  I want to kill _________.

Honour by Joanna Murray-Smith

I wish – I wish I was more- (beat) Like you. Like you. You’re so – you’re so clear. You seem so clear about things.  Whereas I’m – I’m so – I can never quite say what I’m – even to myself, I’m so inarticulate.  (beat) Some night I lie awake and I go over the things I’ve said.  Confidently.  The things I’ve said confidently and they – they fall to pieces.  (beat) And where there were words there is now just – just this feeling of – of impossibility.  That everything is – there’s no way through it – (beat) I used to feel that way when I was very small.  That same feeling.  Not a childish feeling – well, maybe.  As if I was choking on – as if life was coming down on me and I couldn’t see my way through it.  
Apology by Neil LaBute

I know. Now stop…I am attracted to you.  Both mentally and physically.  I would hope you can see that by now but I will continue to work on it so that we’re on the same page here.  I’m sorry if – Wait. My turn now.  Forgive me if it has seemed that I’m running a CIA operation here or whatnot, that was not the intention, and I will also tinker with that part of the relationship as well.  So…to recap…lots to work on, yes, but some very good, positive stuff going on here, from what I can see anyway. (BEAT)  You are very important to me…very…and I hope that you’ll give me that chance to prove that to you in the near future.  Okay, I’m now done with the sorriest apology in…the history of all man.  Kind.

Who are you? – specific details

Who exactly are you talking to? 


Not just mom…but mom you haven’t seen 10 years and abandoned you as a child.

Where exactly are you?
What specific reaction or goal are you trying to achieve with them?
