THE GUY WITH NOTHING SIDE
THE GUY WITH NOTHING: Can be any age at all, any gender. The narrator. Blue-collar, casual, and conversational. Both of this world and another; matter-of-fact and genuine. The rules of their existence are fungible. Sometimes and to some people they are visible; in other situations and to other people, they are not. No sense can or needs be made of this.
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THE GUY WITH NOTHING: Yeah, ok. No one smokes anymore, people give you a dirty look. I think
it’s a shame, about the smoking. Smoking is terrific. Just because something has catastrophic
consequences doesn’t mean it's not terrific. Smoking feels wonderful. You know. You have this whole
body, these whole insides and no one sees it or admits it. When someone’s lying dead with their brains
or guts or whatever sticking out, we get all horrified, but it’s actually a kind of excitement we never
get. It's arousing! That's why there’s all that murder in the movies! You never get to see those things
that we’re fucking made of! When do you see it? I mean, there are these assholes who faint at the sight
of blood! The thing about smoking: You actually feel the shape of your lungs. The lungs are terrific!
‘They run long and deep, from the top of the chest all the way down to your belt buckle, you can picture
them in your mind in great detail when you inhale a cigarette. You can actually be closer to an idea that
you are made of lungs when you insult them with a cigarette. This insult describes them clearly in your
‘mind. There’s something distancing about showing great respect. It's like a mountain or something.
High and far away. With an insult comes closeness. You see what I'm getting at? I love smoking.
‘They’re looking at me all nasty outside, I'm puffing away under the awning, it's raining, I'm trying to
keep my cigarette dry. But they looked at me! These are people who wouldn’t even have looked at me
to insult me with their eyes if I weren’t smoking! I wanted to kiss them! I wanted to kiss each one of
them!




