er. In fact it got pretty annoying the way that it tied up the phone line. A lot of
it was late-night stuff which didn't bother me so much. They were constantly
having this cyberspace rendezvous.
One day, in the mail, this package shows up. It's from the guy. Her
computer romance. She's really excited. She opens the package. It's a videotape. She puts it in and plays it and there he is, her cyber knight-in-shiningarmor. Masturbating between two pillows.
(Lights out on C and up on D.)

D
Billions of particles shooting through cables, wires, across airwaves. In the sky,
under the sea. Information encoded, encrypted. Technology, lonely hearts, electronic love letters.
When it all crashes what will happen? Millions cut off. Cyberspace:
dead. No longer exists. A void. Where is your sweetheart in Switzerland when
she is no longer crouched over a keyboard? Your beau in Belgium? Your lover
in Latvia?
Tragic. Suicide rates skyrocket. Go back to your shrinks. Your Prozac,
your Paxil, phenobarbitol, Celexa, valium, Xanax. Fill the void or die.
(Lights out on D and up on E, a woman of about twenty-eight.)
E

This was all a couple of years ago. I met this man on the internet. He lived in
Germany but was raised in France. We fell in love on-line.
We needed to be together, to meet, so I arranged for him to come to the
United States. I talked to my father, who arranged to get him an internship at his
company. It was settled. We were in love and he came to America to work for
my father.
The first time I saw him, well, there was nothing. No sparks, not anything. You can know someone, like them, respect them and their ideas, but when
you come face to face it can all change. He was a nice guy and I did LIKE him.
It was bad. I felt really bad, him coming all this way. Us thinking we were in
love and me finding out it was all wrong. I felt really bad, but what can you do?

Emilie Belanger
Dark red, nearly brown
Mountainous edges border and protect
A yellowed crater.
Hard,
But not unbreakable.
Open.
It is all open to the air,
half skin, half mush
trying ... trying ... trying
to be solid and closed.
Its ugliness disturbs those passing by.
No curiosity - turn your head,
It's not fun - it's not real
Wish it would just close!
A day is an itch toward healing,
toward something.
A day is an opportunity to fall again,
More bleeding, more pain.
- And my hand clasps around it "Stop"
Maybe it wont heal until it knows what it will be hiding.
What is really inside me?
Almost a year and I still barely know.
Maybe there is some kind of security in being injured for a long time.
But I hate this bleeding.
"Stop picking!" mom says. "You've got to let it heal."

(Lights out.)
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