The Reason Why
Dialogue List

dear mark number two. 

i suppose i'm starting with you because you were, effectively, 
the most inconsequential of all of the marks. 

you weren't the first or last, and things with you ended fairly... 
well, they ended and you didn't linger. that's what counts. 

i'm told every gay man has a slutty phase, 
and when i think of what you were to me, 
i get desperately worried because 
if you were my slutty phase then 
i think i'll probably kill myself. 

effectively it was a one-night stand 
stretched over two dates. 
i was 19 and you were 27 and 
running for some position on the school board. 
you weren't necessarily my type, 
but you were right place / right time. 

honestly though, it accomplished what i needed. 
my first awkward sexual experience. 

but about a month ago, i saw you at a concert. 
i don't think you recognized me because although 4 years isn't that long, 
i've dropped some weight, got about 7 pairs of glasses and cut my hair. 

but i saw you in a public place making out with a guy,
and it's one of the first times in my life where instead of 
getting mopey and shit about being constantly single, 
i wanted to give you a fucking high five. 

you were shoving your tongue pretty much 
all the way down a guy's throat, 
right in front of a room full of straight people 
(while they looked on, pretending not to notice). 

how punk rock. 
thanks for everything. 


dear mark number three. 
good god christ, what a mess. 
that's almost all i have to say. 
when things were good, they were mediocre. 
and then, you devolved in to a toddler, 
which was fun. 
really. 

when i look back on us and wonder what held us together, 
i realize it was our struggle. 
we both grew up not only as the gay kid, 
but the FAT gay kid. 
everywhere we looked, we saw nothing that resembled us. 
where were we supposed to find role models? 

well, even today, where are we supposed to look? 
on tv gays are either mincing queens meant to be comic relief, 
god forbid they have feelings, 
or struggling middle-aged gay men who are still, 
in the middle of their fucking lives, 
maladjusted and desperately lonely. 
but they're all skinny. 

nowadays the only zaftig gay i've ever seen 
in a positive role is a lesbian. 

you know how when our girlfriends are lonely they kinda 
use us as replacement boyfriends? 
you know how much we hate it?
well we're guilty of the same offense. 
we use whatever scraps of the world we can find 
and invent something in our head where everything's perfect. 

we're always going to be minorities, you and i. 
we were never part of the gay community people glamourize, and we'll never be. 
but we shouldn't desire that. 

i know we're searching for a place where we fit, 
but if we're too skinny to be bears but 
too fat to be a disaffected hipster, 
we're not shaved enough but not hairy enough, 
we're not old or young enough, 
we're not unabashed enough but too proud otherwise... 
where do we find where we are enough? 

i'd say "thank god we're grown up now" 
but really, i still look everywhere for something like me, 
and i know you do too. 

when i last talked to you, you were a different person. 
stop telling me how much weight you lost. 
stop telling me what pant size you wear now. 
and stop trying to add me to facebook. 

dear mark number one. 
you taught me a good thing or two about unrequited love. 
but it's not your fault. it was a lesson i needed to learn. 

everything that happened between us was on my side. 
which was crushing to me, but i had to understand.
although i knew it was hopeless,
i think i wanted you to be my movie romance.

i would spend hours wishing you and i would
just get over our struggles and just be together,
just like they do in the movies.
but, even in my favourite movies, just like in life
there are so many problems.

sometimes they have barely any chemistry
and assume gay plus gay equals relationship.
at the end of them, i almost always leave
feeling like something’s missing.
the actors are almost always straight
and have you seen them kiss?
they’re always kissing with their mouths shut, groping awkwardly.

i learned from our situation the hard lesson of sometimes never being satisfied. 
just like in real life, movies can’t always be what you want them to be.
as space grew and grew between us the things i imagined you to be
disappeared.
i don’t know if i’ll ever see you again, and i’m fine with that.
years later, one of my colleagues was whining about a guy not liking him back. 
he said, and i quote "i don't understand, 
this has never happened to me before" 
and i wanted to stab him in the face.
but i’m over it.
really.

dear mark number four. 
did you know you've become a story? 
i know that whenever there's a conversation about psychotic exes, 
i've got a whopper for competition. 
you have the honour of being the last mark i will ever date. 

we always talked about our respective pasts 
and never about the future, 
so let's do it one last time. 

do you remember growing up how things used to be bigger? 
everything had an intensity, a closeness that was astonishing. 
but, as i've gotten older, the things that used to stop me in my tracks just... 
don't. and new memories seem to be few and far between. 

how i look at things hasn't changed, 
but the things that stop me have.  

the way i remember people is by body parts. eyes. lips. 
the backs of necks. stomachs. beards. 
i suppose the first problem here is 
that when i remember our time, 
i don't see anything. 

i'll think i do for a moment, 
and then i'll realize it wasn't you. 
that's not your fault, it's mine. 
i just wish i knew that before.

you were searching for a reason why i left. 
you saw me as the husband that never was 
and after mere months of being together, 
i think that's entirely shortsighted of you to say. 

breaking your heart wasn't a decision that i made, 
it was a reality that we had to face. 
since you said the things you did, 
i too have seen your ghost everywhere. 
my friends are sick of it, i'm sick of it. 
there are so many reasons why, 
but one keeps sticking more than the others. 


pretty much everyone loves porn, right? 
well, at least the people i want to be around. 
a little piece of advice, 
porn isn't an instruction manual. 
it's merely an impression of something almost real. 
who can take it without being warmed up? 
who doesn't like romance? 
who doesn't like a proper kiss? 
who doesn't like exploring someone else? 
well, something that never seemed to be clear to you 
is that i was not a porno, i was not a tv show, 
i was not a movie. 
i wasn't the best parts of everything that built up in your head. 

i was real. 
i am real. 
i know it's hard sometimes, 
but isn't real life supposed to be better than fiction? 

but when i remember you, 
i feel fear. 
i think it's because i don't want to become you, 
and yet this last year it seems like it started to happen. 
when i'm older, i want to be happy and well-adjusted.
i want to be in love. 
and when i reach 30, i can't be running away from things like you do. 
i left because i couldn't become us with you.

that's the reason why. 

