
Lights up on a man in his mid-to-late twenties sitting on a park bench centre stage, smoking a cigarette. He takes heavy drags whenever he pauses, and relights a new cigarette whenever the previous one is out. 

I’m hungry. And I’m anxious. And I can’t tell which of those two things is causing the burning sensation in my sternum—or if that’s just another ulcer. I’ve had three this year. Three. I’ve become accustomed to eating Zantac like skittles and my pharmacist has taken to calling me Pepto-Pete ‘cause of all the bismuth I buy on a weekly basis. 
(Beat)
I’m anxious. Not about anything in particular, you know, but clinically. Clinical anxiety, it’s called. I’m always anxious. There’s big talk ‘round depression, OCD, ADHD, but I don’t ever hear anyone talking about anxiety. It’s like the kid that plays the star in a nativity play: just background. (beat) Depression would be Jesus, I think; upstaging and all that. The way I see it, though, is that anxiety is sorta part-and-parcel with depression, no? Hard to have one without the other, I think. Anxiety does indeed make me depressed, and when I’m depressed it’s because I’m anxious about everything. But it’s like anxiety is the ugly sister that people ignore in preference of the real cured-ham-steak: That hot-ass depression. They want the anxiety to introduce them so that they can sink their teeth in it like an ignorant vampire who likes to over-diagnose on hyperbole. They do share a pretty fundamental problem, though, ‘far as I see it—other than the obvious soul-wrenching demon they both pupate inside of you, of course: They are words with lost power. They’ve become meaningless white-noise that bombards people’s ears all day every day that they’ve unintentionally learned to ignore or shrug off. Like boobs in movies or birds chirping. Everyone is depressed these days. They just lost their job, or their amazon package has been delayed. But someone who’s clinically depressed is in that state regardless of circumstance or outside factors, though, right? They can’t help it. They could win the lottery and still be depressed because that’s just how their brain is. It’s wired all fucky. But at the same time if you ask me how I feel when I wake up at midday after McDonald’s has stopped serving breakfast and all I want in this world is an Egg McMuffin, I’d describe that as being “depressed”. But should there not be some clarification there? I mean, if someone who assumes all black people are great at basketball is labelled a racist then what do we call the dude burning a cross on their front lawn, right? 
(Beat)
Christ, I need a Zantac. It’s an ulcer, I’m sure of it. (Beat) If a Zantac is labelled a drug, then why do we also call the hardcore stuff like acid, or bath-salts drugs? In what world are those the same thing? I mean, it's the same problem, right? The word is too broad. It's to the point of losing all power and meaning. Drugs are just drugs, now. Drugs on the streets, drugstores, drug wars, drug dealers, druggists—Boobs and birds, man. They’ve lost their meaning, their power, and their fucking potency. Zantac used to be stronger. (Beat) There's a rat gnawing at my stomach-lining, I can’t even tell if I’m hungry anymore and now I really do want an Egg McMuffin and this is a fucking nightmare. 
I think I’m dying, you know. I really do. I mean anxiety does that though, right? It puts the brain in a state of fight or flight, always? It makes the brain think it’s gonna die if it doesn’t do something. I remember when I was little I used to have to get my Mom to come and pick me up from sleepovers, using some lame excuse usually involving my Grandpa falling down and hitting his head or some shit. I just couldn’t handle the panic attacks, and they were fucking embarrassing and confusing and just generally fucked, you know? It would be 11 o’clock at night and I’d have to call in the cavalry to come rescue me. All I’d know is that my brain was screaming at me to get out and who am I to not listen to my brain, right? I don’t know brain science. Or didn’t, I guess. I didn’t know what anxiety was back then—neither did Mom. Mental health in general, really. It was all very hush hush in my family. Sick joke is that Mom’s got bipolar and OCD so bad that they work together like magma and sea-water to create islands of manic-depressive-states the size of Barbados; Dad’s got such severe and repressed depression that he’s reverted to a zygotic headspace—I think he just curls up in a ball sometimes and waits for rebirth because he has no idea what the fuck else to do; my brother has god-knows-what but there’s definitely something, you mark my words he’s just as fucked as the rest of us it only takes one evening with him to realize that. And then there’s me: the love-child of whatever-the-fuck. I’ll have a bit of everything, thanks. And you know what? Throw a double portion of that anxiety on the plate because yaboy is hungry and it looks fucking heavenly. Fuck.
(Beat)
I say that word so many times in a day, you know. Anxiety. It’s such a vague, blazé, meaningless understatement. But it's the only one I got. Our language is fucking me. And there is no cure, let’s get that straight. They say there is but you know what it is? Breathing. Are you fucked? Don’t tell me to breath. I am breathing, you little shit. You want me to do it slower? Is that gonna help the fact that Trump is president, giant meteorites are flying past our planet at alarming rates, bees are disappearing for no fucking reason and I have absolutely no idea what the randy-fuck I’m doing with my life? God dammit it feels like I’ve been kicked in the heart by an ostrich—
You know they they say anxiety is a top-three cause of heart attacks. Lovely lil’ tidbit of information for someone with anxiety to mull over at three in the morning. It’s a sick joke. A sick, twisted joke. And I’m not entirely sure I get it. I mean, I get it. But I don’t get why I get it, or why I had to get it or have it or whatever. You know what’s sad? I keep hoping that one day I’ll find the perfect iPhone App to help me meditate or breath in a magical way and figure it out, but that search has proved difficult. Doesn’t stop me from looking, though, because what the fuck else am I supposed to do? There’s supposed to be an app for everything.
(Beat)
Have you ever watched One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest and thought: “Huh. That lobotomy actually looks pretty pleasant”? I watched that movie on a first date one time. I'm not sure whose idea it was but it was probably mine because let’s face it I'm fucked. Cindy Shenklen. We had met at a garage sale and got to chatting after we both showed interest in an antique sewing machine. I was stoned and the design of the brass siding had me mesmerized. She explained that she liked to sew, and that she was planning on going back to school for fashion design. One thing led to another, you know—I can put a good mask on for the cameras when need be—and we were booked to hang out and watch a movie at mine. We chatted, things were good. I played a little piano for her, even. She liked that. She told me a story about her Mom and Dad when she was little. How they fought off some burglar that broke into their house in the middle of the night. Her Dad killed him by mistake with a fire poker but it was all good cause they lived in Missouri and that stuff flies down there. She was cool. Really open. But I dunno, I just can’t seem to do the same. How do I even go about explaining myself to these people? I feel like if I “be myself” then it’ll be like that part of the Thriller music video where Michael Jackson turns into a zombie—I’d be zombie Michael Jackson, see. You’d turn around and there I’d be, slack jawed and rotting with one eyeball and a dope ass red-leather jacket. (Beat) You know, now that I think about it it I haven’t rewatched that music video since he died. A zombie Michael Jackson just seems a bit too real now, doesn’t it? 
(Beat)
It didn’t work out with Cindy. Not because we didn’t get along, but because I was always more interested in psychoanalyzing my own psychoanalysis of every fucking thing than I ever was at experiencing a genuine connection with another human being.
(Beat) 
I hope she actually ended up in fashion school. She was a good person.
(Beat)
Sometimes all I wanna do is pick up the phone and call my Mom to come and get me. Tell life that my Grandpa fell down the stairs and save me from myself, you know? She always made it better somehow. I bet she could have made an app. (Beat) She’s gone now, though.
(Beat)
Mental health, huh? Clinical Anxiety. It’s a fucking trip. 
(Beat) 
Zombie Michael Jackson, though. There’s a thought. 

Stomps out cigarette. Lights fade to black. 
