ON 10UR LINE
NOAH EVERARD

-Ring ring-
“Yello.”

“Hey, Dan.

“Who is this?”
“It's me, Mike.”
“Mike... Mike...?”
“Mike Horner!”

“Mike Horner? Nahhh, I'm just kidding. What's up man, it's been a while. What... like
two weeks-"

“Four, it's been four weeks Dan.”
“Shit, that long huh.”

“Yep, that long.”

“0f...?”

“You are testing my patience Daniel.”
“0f what?!”

“] WANT an explanation of what happened. We had something, don't fucking deny it. It
was small and qut wrenching, fleeting. Fucking non-existent sometimes, but... there was
something. And ever since you moved to study, it's like, it's like you've died, like I've died
and whatever we had with it. Dead fucking buried in the dirt and forgotten. I just, I-I need
some closure, | think. Honestly, | don't know what | need but I think it's a good

start.”

“Well say something Dan. Jesus Christ, say something.”

“l... Jessica, | have — well had — a girlfriend. We couldn't, we can't... it just... it just
can't, no. We're friends, you're my best fucking friend and | love you. But-"

“But what about Summer Camp?”
“That was different.”
“0Oh really, and what about Prom? Was that also ‘different’?”

“We were drunk.”




“Then what about Jessica's birthday? Huh... Was that only the alcohol too?”
“That time we were REALLY drunk.”

“You're lying to yourself, stop. What we did was beautiful.”

“We didn’t do anything, it was nothing. There's nothing to lie about. I'm not...”
“Not what, huh. Say it, Cmon.”

“See you can’t even do that. You've always been a pussy.”

“Fuck you Mike.”

Fuck me? Fuck you! You can't even admit the truth!”

“And what truth is that, huh Mike? Seriously. | had a girlfriend, I'm not... you know.”
“What, gay?”

“Yeah.”

“You've SUCKED MY DICK DAN! We've sucked face loads. You made me moan and
you came back for more! You're a fag Dan.”

“Shut up Mike!”

“What, you don’t like hearing the truth?”
“Mike... you’re hurting me.”

“l know Daniel.”

“What, you wanna hurt me?”

“A little yeah. I’ll admit that. I called you so you would hurt a little, so | would hurt a
little.”

“You’re fucked up Mike.”
“Am 1? | wanted you to hurt so | know you can feel. So | know it is real.”
“WELL I CAN FEEL! Are you happy now, huh?”

“This isn’t about feeling happy, Dan.”

“Then what? What is it about? ‘Knowing it is real’?”
“Whatever it was, real or not, it’s over.”

“1 doubt that.”

“Fucking hell Mike. You’re impossible.”

“No, I’m honest, unlike you.”




“HA. And what makes you think I’d ever touch you again. I’m over it. It was just childish
behaviour.”

“Is that what your Pastor told you? That it was just a ‘phase’, a thing you’ll get over.

Newsflash buddy, you wanted it again and again, and we will always want it, no matter
how many fucking Pastors you talk to. There comes a time Dan, where all this running

away and lying is gonna bite you in the ass.”

“What do you want me to say? You’re right! There... Are you happy now? Satisfied
Mike? Is that what you wanted to hear?”

“Dan...”
“WHAT!”

“I-1 know what I’ve been saying is fucked up, but I still care for you, if you can believe
that. I’m just hurt-"

“So you want to hurt me?”

“Yes.”

“Wow | really feel cared for Mike, truly.”
“Don’t be like that.”

“HA. There comes a time, Mike, where you’re gonna have to move on and get over
yourself or it’s gonna come back around and punch you straight in the face.”

“Move on? Move fucking on!?”

“Yes, Mike. I’ve moved, remember, I’'m gone, I’ve left. You, Jessica, all of it’s done. It’s
over.”

“You don’t want it to be though. | don’t want it to be.”
“You don’t want it to be though?”

“No... Mike... | don’t want it to be.”

“...So what do we do now?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing? How can we just do nothing? For four weeks | did nothing and it killed me.
That’s why | called.”
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“Daniel.”

“I don’t know how to put this. | don’t even know what words to use".\\ij \ |}

“Just... be honest Daniel... please.”









