
Stage Kiss 
by 

Ian Geers 

Wacky Facts 
 (Black) 

A 
There’s something so alluring about someone you don’t want to get out of bed with. Annoying. 
Alluring. Annoying. Alluring. Going once... going twice... sold... 

 (A gavel bangs. The lights come up. It’s an auction. The AUCTIONEER is in a suit, or a  
 nice shirt and tie. A wears Black.) 

AUCTIONEER 
Next item please. Ahh yes, ladies and gentlemen, this next object - the one you’ve all been 
waiting for - comes from a most marvelous background, endured a most wondrous journey, and 
teeters on the brink of a most splendiferous home from one of you. 

A 
It’s that feeling you get when you’re about to go on a roller coaster. When you know you’re 
about to reach the point in the line where they see if you’re “This tall to ride the ride” and you 
know you’re standing on the shoulders of two despot children in an overcoat. 

AUCTIONEER 
Sold to the Woman in White! 

A  
It waxes and wanes. One day it’s strong, the next you need a spotlight and a search party of rabid 
german shepherds to find it. To sniff it out. It’s there still. It just needs to be found. And on days 
like that you need to want to look for it. I’m always wanting to look for it. I like the search. It’s 
like a game. 

AUCTIONEER 
Next item please. Oh ladies and gentlemen you are in for a treat. This is the item on everybody’s 
mind, the one everyone wants. The hottest thing on the market. The coolest thing in town. The 
best of the best. 

A 
I love him because he teaches me things. 

AUCTIONEER 
Dolphins sleep with one eye open! 
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A 
I would’ve never known that. See? Where would I be without him? I don’t want to know. I don’t 
want to think about it. I’d rather curl up into a ball and die. I’d rather be obliterated in a ball 
under blinding rays of radioactive laser beams. That’s his love for me. It’s a blinding ray of 
radioactive laser beams.  

AUCTIONEER 
Goethe couldn’t write without a decaying apple in his desk drawer.  

A 
I’m his decaying apple. He wouldn’t be able to do any of this without me. He wouldn’t want to. 

AUCTIONEER 
Giraffes have no vocal chords. 

A 
I think I was giraffe in a past life. He’s busy and I know I would disturb him. I want to be useful 
to him. Like a giraffe would be. I’m sure that point when something goes from being not funny 
to too funny is the point he lives at. It’s the point I want to be at. I love being in love. 

AUCTIONEER 
Isaac Asimov is the only author to have a book in every category of the Dewey-decimal system. 

A 
With him, of course. I’m in love with... him. 

AUCTIONEER 
Sold to the Woman in Green! 

A 
They won’t appreciate it. Not to sound catty, I know the Woman in Green, Gina, and trust me, 
they won’t know what to do with it. She’ll probably just lay back and expect it to be some 
magical work of art, ready to expel greatness in every corner of the room, well it’s not! It’s not 
that at all! It needs love and care. Well, look at me, now I’m ranting. Uh-oh. Don’t do that 
anymore. You know, I made a list of things to-do and things NOT to-do and ranting was one of 
the things on the list of things NOT to-do so I really shouldn’t do it. 

AUCTIONEER  
Our next item is the finest in our collection. It holds secrets and tells tales no one in this room, 
including myself, are even ready to hear. 

A 
Sometimes I hate him. 
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AUCTIONEER 
But rest assured, ladies and gentlemen, one day we all will be ready to hear what it has to say. 
One day we will be all ears! And our hands will form signs to pre-occupy our eyes so we can be 
listening with every part of ourselves. 

A 
I’ve told him this several times. It’s always when he’s not listening to me though. So I know he’ll 
never hear it. It’s easier that way. I get caught up with the way I love him sometimes. I sit by the 
phone for hours, usually with a book, or a sandwich to eat, and wait for his call. Good lord, you 
must think I’m a psychopath. I’m not crazy. There are things in this world much crazier than I. 

AUCTIONEER 
Lee Harvey Oswald’s cadaver sold at auction for $6,600 in 1992. 

A 
I respect my love for him. I love my love for him. I’m afraid he doesn’t love me. 

AUCTIONEER 
Leonardo Da Vinci invented the scissor! 

A 
Every time I bring it up he seems to want to change the subject. 

AUCTIONEER 
Most American car horns beep in the Key of F. 

A 
I don’t mind. I take it the way a young boy will trace his foot in the sand box when he’s about to 
tell his little girl friend he like-like’s her. He’ll tell me one of these days, and when that day 
comes I’ll be all ears. And my hands will form signs to pre-occupy my eyes so I can listen with 
every part of my body. 

AUCTIONEER 
It was invented by a dentist, which makes perfect sense given the cultural context.  

A 
We fit together. I’ll never forget the first time we laid together on a bed, there was this perfect 
little nook created from his chest and arms. My head fit perfectly under his chin, my shoulders 
perfectly aligned with his, like the same model down a size or two. I would curl up in him and 
get an over-whelming sense that the world was small. Outside of that bed, nothing mattered. I 
didn’t need to eat, I didn’t need to drink, I didn’t need a God to pray to, or a mother to complain 
about, all I needed was within that chin and those shoulders. And his heart would beat. A cool 
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rhythm. Mine was going out of control, then slowing down, then going out of control, then 
slowing down again, but his... I set mine to his. It was easy to want to. It was even easier to do. I 
want that again. 

AUCTIONEER 
A human’s heart is the size of their fist. 

A 
I don’t need him. I can probably go without him. I’m pretty sure that I don’t think I need him in 
my life. I just want him. Sometimes I like want more than need. It feels better to get what you 
want rather than what you need. 

AUCTIONEER 
The Sanskrit word for “War” means “desire for more cattle.” 

A 
He needs me. I know he does. He’s told me that, and I’d like to believe it’s true. But I don’t 
know if he wants me.  

AUCTIONEER 
The word “Samba” means “to rub navels together.” 

A 
There was a time when all he did was want me. Want me day and night. And I... didn’t really 
want him. I had other things I wanted to do. Become President of these United Plates, Stand for 
truth, liberty, and the pursuit of better sex. But then I decided to lay down with him. And I was 
hooked. I was his. And he was mine. But we weren’t what we needed. That came later. Once that 
happened... Can you need and want something at the same time? 

AUCTIONEER 
The average American will eat over 35,000 cookies in their lifetime. 

A 
What would I do without him? 

AUCTIONEER 
There are over 335 dimples on a regulation golf ball. 

A 
A better question is what would he do without me? 

AUCTIONEER 
The average American will eat about 11.9 pounds of cereal per year. 
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A 
Once he asked me if I wanted him the way I used to. 

AUCTIONEER 
Dogs used to not be colorblind. 

A 
I lied and told him, “Yes.” 

AUCTIONEER 
I’m sorry ladies and gentlemen, that last fact about the item appears to be false. We’ll skip it for 
now and come back later on when it could appear true. 

A 
I didn’t want him the way I wanted him before, because I needed him now. I couldn’t tell him 
that. The minute I admit that he has me right where he wants me... Right where I want him to 
want me... Right where he wants me. 

AUCTIONEER 
The average life expectancy for men in the 1930’s was 46 and for women was 14. 

A 
It scares me. The need. The want, not so much. The need is like a monster. It ravages by night 
and plots by day. How do I tell him? How do I get him to tell me he needs me? How will I know 
he needs me if I don’t hear him say it? I need him. But I don’t want him. Do I want him? Can I 
make myself want him? 

AUCTIONEER 
The average American is single for more than half of their life. That’s when the cereal gets eaten 
and the bananas go bad.  

A 
He’s really not that good-looking. 

AUCTIONEER 
In 1941, Pearl Harbor won Best Picture. 

A 
And not that smart. 

AUCTIONEER 
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Pi is the one number in all of existence that can explain galactic cataclysms from a non-biased 
standpoint.  

A 
He hates me. 

AUCTIONEER 
Woman in Blue is that a bid I see? 

A 
I hate that he hates me. 

AUCTIONEER 
I once loved a woman who ripped my still-beating heart from my chest. 

A 
He must be able to tell that I hate that he hates me. He probably hates that. 

AUCTIONEER 
What she found when she pulled it out was that it was in perfect synchronization with hers. 

A 
I think I love him. 

AUCTIONEER 
Once she realized this she put it in her carry-on luggage, got on a plane, and I never saw her 
again. 

A 
I don’t like this story. 

AUCTIONEER 
I wrote her a letter once, explaining how I couldn’t feel anything anymore. That the weather was 
bad inside the house. That gray shades were pulled down over everything. That things seemed 
subservient - without passion or drive. I explained that I loved her even without a heart to my 
name and that I needed her.... I never sent it. 

A 
If a person falls in a forest do they make a sound? 

AUCTIONEER 
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I put it away in a box. I put that box under my bed. I put the bed in the guest room. Then I 
demolished the house. In the wreckage and rubble, the box emerged to me: unscathed. I took it. 
Didn’t want to risk someone else finding my box and knowing my business.  

A 
Have you ever been to a car-beating? It’s where a bunch of people rally around an old, beat up 
car that hasn’t run for years or months or days, and they take turns at hitting it. Not with their 
fists! That’s incredibly painful. No, they hit it baseball bats, cro-bars, tire irons, whatever they 
can find. It’s a great stress-reliever.  

AUCTIONEER 
The last time I saw her was down near a pond. A beautiful, serene, placid, cliche pond. I held her 
hand tightly in mine. I always held on a bit tighter than necessary, leaving unintentional red 
marks or bruises which I always apologized for. We walked around the perimeter of the pond 
twice to try and soak up every last detail of it. To see the sun in the same place twice, to kick 
through the same patch of weeds twice, to get bitten by the same mosquitoes twice. The second 
time coming around near this one tree and my stomach fell. It was as if she opened her mouth to 
take a breath and took all of mine. I sank. I tried kissing her which led us down to the grass. 
Tried taking her blouse off, to which she returned the favor. Tried to make love with her right 
there on the ground. It was only then that I noticed the mud. There was a large pile of mud that 
had accumulated next to the water’s edge that neither of us noticed the two times we’d circled. I 
looked over, taking a break from her eyes and noticed the bottom of our shoes were caked with 
it. I never heard a squish. I stopped. She looked concerned. Tried to get me to come back... I 
never heard a squish. If I had we could’ve avoided it the second time around... She threw her 
clothes back on and waited for me to do the same. Suddenly concerned about children seeing us, 
not knowing I bought the pond for her earlier that day. Or at least tried to. I didn’t. You can’t buy 
a pond. I’m glad I didn’t though. If I did we would’ve had to live with that mud. We’d be aware 
of the squish coming up every time we circled that tree and kicked through those weeds. I got 
dressed. While buttoning herself up the meticulous way she did, an envelope fell from her 
pocket. Inside the envelope was a ticket. And with the ticket was her exit. She exited the pond 
that day, and I haven’t seen her since. I haven’t opened my box yet either. Sometimes I think the 
minute I do is the minute they’ll reappear, or I’ll hear news about her plane not making it, or 
they’ll get pregnant. I don’t know which scenario I’d hate the most. I want to think I’m a positive 
person, but I can’t ignore the squish when I go back to the pond. I can’t endure that mud pile 
anymore. Do I hear a bid from the Woman in Pink? 

A 
I worked really hard to get to the position I’m in. Damn hard. Harder than I’ve ever worked for 
anything. I have that way about me. I see something I want and I go for it. Sometimes it doesn’t 
turn out the way I hope, but I have it still. All but once. I don’t know if I ever had him. I’d like to 
think I did. Do. Did. Do. Right? Right. Right?  

AUCTIONEER 
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The thing is, if I had known then what I know now I would’ve changed things. Nothing major. 
Nothing monumental. Just little adjustments. Crossed my leg here. Scratched my head then. 
Used this word there. The devil’s in the details. These things would’ve made a difference right? 
Right? Sold to the Woman in Pink! 

A 
If only he would’ve held my hand a smidge tighter on our first date things wouldn’t be like this. 
We’d be on vacation in Calcutta or Madrid. It’s too bad, I hate vacations. I could never tell him 
this. He enjoys earning them for me. And I enjoy him enjoying himself. Hence the sex on the 
vacations. I do love him. Now I do. 

AUCTIONEER 
Next item up for auction is- 

A 
This is mine. This one has to be mine. 

 (The AUCTIONEER produces a beaten up, old shoebox) 

AUCTIONEER 
Donated from the King of Siam. It was once a wedding present from Louis XIV to Ghengis 
Khan’s daughter and her husband, John Wayne.  

A 
I can’t let him go. 

AUCTIONEER 
 I want to get rid of this as soon as possible. Do I hear a quarter? 

A 
I hope my paddle works. 

AUCTIONEER 
A measly little quarter. Anyone? 

A 
I’m ready. 

AUCTIONEER 
I’m afraid for anyone who gets this. A quarter. Anyone. 

A 
Me. 

!8



AUCTIONEER 
I never want to see it again. 

A 
I want it. 

AUCTIONEER 
It’s not worth it. 

A 
I need it. 

AUCTIONEER 
It’s too much for one. 

A 
I want it. 

AUCTIONEER 
No one? 

A 
Me! 

AUCTIONEER 
I’m giving it away. Here. 

A 
I’ll take it! 

AUCTIONEER 
Someone take this. 

A 
Please. 

AUCTIONEER 
I don’t even care who. 

A 
I’ll even pay the quarter! 
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AUCTIONEER 
This isn’t leaving here with me again. 

A 
I want to see it. 

AUCTIONEER 
Take it! 

A 
Let me hold it. 

AUCTIONEER 
Someone? 

A 
I want to frame it on my wall. 

AUCTIONEER 
Anyone. 

A 
I want to fix it. 

AUCTIONEER 
Please. 

A 
I love you. 

AUCTIONEER 
Sold! To the Woman in Black. 

 (A goes to the AUCTIONEER and takes the box from the podium.) 

A 
Hi. 

AUCTIONEER 
Hi. I have mud on my shoes. 

A 
I know. Me too.
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