
Cody Goulder’s Burn 
  

JAVIER: male, 20’s to 30’s. Suicidal, psychotic writer who has failed to burn himself alive. Drips with 

passion and pain.   

  

I have not lived a safe life. To be frank, I don’t see the fucking point in it. We eat, we sleep, we fuck… we 

love. It happens every day. It hurts and heals. As much as we want to play it safe, you just fucking can’t 

and I just fucking won’t!  (Beat)  You. You’re not even here. This. All this… not real. Another part of a 

twisted imagination playing tricks on me. Fucking cow. Fucking HARPY!!! Why should I make any sense 

of your jabbering? Of anyone’s idle talk? They are clean. They want the sweet end. To fade as ghost into 

the backdrop of a busy street. I see those people every minute of every day and, when I do, it makes me 

want to claw my eyes from my sockets and vomit up the useless bile than pumps through my soul!  

(Beat)  But her… she is no dream. She is not a fake or illusion or trick. Those lips. Those curves. That 

stare.  (Beat)  Don’t dare tell me it isn’t there. Don’t beg me to look away. Don’t fucking DARE!!!! I will 

not make that choice. Not without her. Not in this place.  (Beat)  You can try what you want, but I will 

finish and I will have her. One way or another. It goes beyond desire. It is star crossed.  (Beat)  You don’t 

fucking know about broken hearts because you remain heartless. I fight for warmth and I’ll never let her 

run cold. You fucking morons!!!! Can’t you see? I have all I need. So much for your God damn quizzes 

and tools. I make my own freedom. So, do me a favor. Get the fuck out of my way. Let me bring her 

back. 


