
1.​ Regretful, repentant, then moving into earnest, sincere 
 
Matt, stop being so nice to me. I don't deserve it. Do you know what kind 

of person I am now, I mean - do you know who I am right now? I don't 

have any real friends. I did something bad with a married guy. I don't talk 

to my mom and dad. I'm not a nice person. And the thing is - I'm not 13 

anymore. 

 

Matt, I am not the awful person that I know that I was. I don’t even know 

that person. And I’d like to believe… I’d like to believe that if you knew 

that - if in your heart you really, really knew that - you wouldn’t be getting 

ready to marry someone right now, unless that someone were me 
 
 
 

2.​ Bitchy, superior 
 
You know what? Just admit that even with all your years of singing 

lessons and dancing lessons and child adoration from your gay 

Broadway dads that I am better than you. Unlike you, I can be popular in 

high school and still make it after graduation. Just admit that no matter 

what you do, or how far you go, you will never be able to scratch that 

itch. You will never be able to look down on me and redeem yourself. 

Because the truth is, I was better than you then, and I am always going 

to be better than you. You are short, you are awful, and that is never 

going to change. 

 
 
 
 
 
 



3.​ Introspective, self-doubting 
 
Me, who am I? A far-from-perfect guy. A bum who wants to do what’s 

right, but often does what’s wrong. A kid whose voice is way off-key, but 

loves to sing a song. A guy who dreams like a lion, but wakes up like a 

lamb… Me, who am I but the guy I am? 

 
 
 

4.​ Judgemental, sarcastic 
 
David Lindhagen. David Lindhagen, I know. How do I know that? I’m a 

total stranger, how would I know something so intimate about your life? 

Do you want to know why I know that, Cal? ’Cause it’s all that I’ve heard, 

Cal, for the past two nights. That’s all anybody’s heard. You’re going 

around and you’re, like, badgering people with this sad sack loser sob 

story and I don’t understand why. No, sit down. Look, I know that sounds 

harsh, but it’s true. And you need to hear the truth, so permission to 

speak candidly, sir? You’re sitting there with a Supercuts haircut, you’re 

getting drunk on watered-down vodka cranberries like a 14-year-old girl, 

and you’re wearing a 44 when you should be wearing a 42 regular. 

Honestly, I don’t know if I should help you or I should euthanize you. Cal, 

you got a kind face. You got a good head of hair. You seem like a nice 

guy. I want to help you. I’m going to help you rediscover your manhood. 

Do you have any idea, like, where you lost it? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5.​ Confident, thinks they’re right 
​

So, OK, like the Haitians need to come to America but some people are 

all, “What about the strain on our resources?” And it’s like, when I had 

this garden party for my father’s birthday and it was all catered, you 

know, I said “R.S.V.P.” because it’s a sit down dinner. OK?  People came 

that like, didn’t R.S.V.P.! And I’m buggin’. I have to haul ass to the 

kitchen, re-distribute the food and like squish in extra place-settings and 

people are on mismatched chairs and all. But by the end of the day it 

was like “the more, the merrier”. And so if the government could just get 

to the kitchen and re-arrange some things we could certainly party with 

Haitians. And in conclusion, may I remind you that it does not say 

“R.S.V.P.” on the Statue of Liberty. 

 
 
 
 
 

6.​ Whining, building panic 
 
I'm fucking Matthieu. That's the only hope for me.- It's me and Matthieu, 

man. And 'cause he's gay and fearless, he's probably gonna fuck me 

without protection. Then I'm gonna get pregnant. We're going to have to 

join a church. He'll be the gay pastor. My whole life's fucked! And yeah, 

sure, his sermons are good, but everybody knows he's gay. By the way, 

our son, Hezekiah, hates us 'cause he knows we're both closeted, but 

we try to make it work for him, but he's not happy. And yeah, guess 

what? The deacon's fucking the evangelist, man! He's fucking the 

evangelist! I don't wanna live like that. Will you come and visit us on 

Sundays? Please, will you come and visit us on Sundays? 

 



 
 

7.​ Camp, self-assured 
 
I see where this is going. Um, I do drink red wine. But I also drink white 

wine. And I’ve been known to sample the occasional rosé. And a couple 

summers back, I tried a Merlot that used to be a Chardonnay, which got 

a bit complicated…. I like the wine and not the label. Does that make 

sense? 

I know this is very new to you, so just so you know, I absolutely did roll 

over and cry myself to sleep with regret. I just wept for hours in the dark.  

I say we go with this one. It’s the biggest. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

8.​ Frustrated, tired 
 
Okay, line up. Line up! Move it! On your feet right now, two lines! Alice 

and Mary, eyes front! Katie! You too, Chris! And spit out that gum! Where 

will you put it? You can choke on it, for all I care. Just get it out of your 

mouth. Wipe that smirk off your face, Norma. Okay. Now, I want you all 

to know that you did a really shitty thing yesterday, a really shitty thing. 

Did any of you ever stop to think that Carrie White has feelings? Do any 

of you ever stop to think? No, I guess you're too busy thinking about 

your dates and the prom. I guess you can take your pick, Chris. Who's 

the lucky guy? 



 
9.​ Dramatic, betrayed 

 
You know what, Greg? You're not a great friend. If you were a great 

friend, you would've told Mr. Winsky the truth! You only care about 

yourself. You hated my cartoon, you made fun of my clothes, you 

disrespected Joshie, you broke my hand and you didn't even seem 

sorry! Don't call me. Don't come by my house. We're done. 

 
 
 

10.​ Comedic, class clown energy 

I have a test today. It’s on European socialism. I mean, really, what’s the 

point? I’m not European, I don’t plan on being European, so who gives a 

crap if they’re socialist? They could be fascist anarchists – that still 

wouldn’t change the fact that I don’t own a car. Not that I condone 

fascism, or any ism for that matter. Isms in my opinion are not good. A 

person should not believe in an ism – he should believe in himself. I 

quote John Lennon: “I don’t believe in Beatles – I just believe in me.” A 

good point there. Of course, he was the Walrus. I could be the Walrus – 

I’d still have to bum rides off of people. 


