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To Vicky

 



 

Cambria 

 Because two
people fell in love 

  

 

There was this radio show about a
million years back called the CBS Radio Mystery Theater. My
brother, Keith, and I used to take this insignificant, little AM
radio and hide with it beneath our covers, back in the 1970s, the
volume turned down just as low as we could manage, at 9pm, which
also happened to be our bedtimes – only rarely did we manage to get
away with it, of course. My mom’s bedroom was one door over and we
never turned down the volume that low. How could we? We were both
so busy arguing over who was making more noise… let’s face it, the
radio might as well have been turned off.  

But on those nights when Keith was
elsewhere or those two times we actually did shut up, I remember
listening to those thrilling tales of suspense, as much as I could
hear, at least – sometimes, we’d make it through entire episodes
without falling asleep during the commercials – and my mind would
simply be dazzled. How did they make that magic, I’d
wonder. 

I owned a cassette tape recorder,
and I would record these radio shows directly from – yes, it was a
very long time ago. The pterodactyls were in bloom; it was great.
I’d take my cassette recorder and make tapes of these shows, and I
would listen to them over and over, trying to crack the
code. 

You see, I always thought all those
thrills, all that suspense was the actors doing. I suppose I
assumed they simply made up the show then and there. The radio
actors were so talented, so intense, that they caught my pre-teen
ear and wouldn’t let go. I didn’t know what a writer was, that
someone had worried over precisely the right words and ideas to
create just the right sense of dread for a team of actors to read
to a nine year old boy. I wasn’t completely illiterate, though. It
wasn’t as if we had no books in our house. Actually, I grew up in a
house with six books. Two were Bibles and one was a standalone book
of Revelation… because you can’t have enough of
those. 

I’m Ken La Salle and this is a
monologue that I’m calling Cambria, after the small, seaside town
located halfway between Los Angeles and San Francisco on the
California coast. 

Cambria is located just south of
Hearst Castle, a place I have avoided all my life because I’ll be
damned if I’m going to pay good money to go to someone else’s house
and look at someone else’s stuff. This, by the way, is called
foreshadowing. My English teachers would be
proud. 

I’m not from Cambria. Neither is
Vicky, my lovely bride of 18 years. We don’t have family in
Cambria. We don’t own property in Cambria. We have no ties to
Cambria. 

To be honest, Cambria isn’t really
the kind of place either Vicky or I would have chosen. We already
had a place on the coast where we liked to vacation and vacationed
so rarely we hardly needed options. I suppose what I’m saying is we
had no reason to go to Cambria. 

But I’m lucky I did. You don’t
often get a chance to start from scratch, to be your better self –
not when no one’s looking, at least. 

Cambria ain’t much as far as
tourist traps go, which makes it a nice tourist trap to go to. I’m
not suggesting you move there. In fact, please don’t move to
Cambria. We like it small, low-key. It’s not that way anymore but
we liked it… when it was small and low-key. But you can visit.
We’ll split it like a timeshare. Just leave me and Vicky a couple
of weeks in November. 

I feel like we almost always went
to Cambria in November. My memories of our stays so long ago are
filled with intimate moments with Vicky that… aren’t the kind
you’re looking for when writing a monologue as it turns out. I’m
going to part the veil of illusion for just a moment and share with
you that Vicky and I actually sat down ahead of time so I could
pick her brain about any memories she might have of Cambria but her
memories were just as air-brushed and faded by time as my
own. 

We sat down on the sofa and I
started with, “So, give me any memories that stand out right away
and then, after, I’ll try to pick your brain with a – ” I picked
her brain with a jello fork. Neither of us had a clue – worse! We
were like small children retelling War & Peace but only
remembering that curly thing that means and. 

That’s the thing about getting
married later in life; it gets harder to remember most anything.
Vacations, birthdays, compliments, insults, old wounds, last
night’s dinner... The first time I got married, I remembered every
date, every name, every notion, everything she loved… and also
everything she hated, especially when it was something I loved. I
remembered every slight, every mistake, everything she did wrong
and, worse, everything I did wrong. And, because it was so easy to
remember, it was even easier to hold a grudge. Sometimes, I think
young love should be discouraged and young weddings – hell,
anything pre-30 – should be outlawed. Save the young from the bear
traps of youth. 

Even if the mistakes are some of
the best you’ll ever see. 

Mine were, and I can tell you that,
though I might not sound like it, I am an unrepentant romantic.
Would you like to know why? Because I married the girl of my
dreams. I was 22 years old and I married a girl who was everything
I had ever wished for, and when things went wrong I worked for that
marriage, and when things felt like they were falling apart I
fought for that marriage, and I fought, and we
fought… 

And, after the divorce… well, I
wasn’t interested in picking up the pieces. I had fancied myself a
writer once but life had forced me to set that aside. Being a
mature man in his 30s, I figured the only sensible thing to do
would be to drink myself into oblivion with the help of any other
bad decisions I could get ahold of. 

And I know this might not be the
conventional narrative but, deciding to commit suicide without
actually committing suicide was quite the relief! Suicide is very
soothing, in a way, especially when you’re not actively pursuing it
– just seeing what comes up, not turning down any serious offers,
simply being open to the universe and in the moment – it’s easy to
just float. One morning, I floated up to my patio, half-naked (the
traditional half), sleeping on the sofa I put out there cause I’m
classy like that. I woke up terrified that I had lost or knocked
over or (gasp) broken the bottle of vodka I had passed out with,
there in the night. Happily, the bottle was
okay. 

I wasn’t writing anymore but I was
on stage. Acting had long been a love of mine and, also, in
addition, just to sweeten the pot, actresses were often very nice
as well. And I’d be around actresses, as it turned out, potentially
dateable actresses. 

But how long can you do that?
Really? Bounce from girl to girl, show to show? For me, that lasted
about 30 months, give or take a week. I loved acting so much, I
didn’t have time for actresses. I never had a single date. Because,
eventually I became so serious about acting, trying to turn it into
what I really wanted, which to my surprise was writing – you can
imagine my confusion – that I kept finding myself in an empty
apartment with a pile of scripts to snuggle up
with. 

I joined Match.com and the months
and my self-esteem ticked away as universal disinterest gathered
just over my shoulder. 

When you’re single and in your
thirties, people tell you to be selective, that you’re still young,
that you shouldn’t settle… unless you’re not dating. Then, they
tell you that you’re going to die alone. In an apartment filled
with cats. and I already had two cats. And so, thanks to my dear
friends, I settled into this six-month dating cycle. That’s how
long it took for me to forget the last terrible date and for one of
my friends to remind me I was due – dating was like Taco Bell in
that way. I’d forget how horrible it was and before you could say
Burrito Supreme… 

So, I’m in my mid-30s. I’m not
committing suicide and so I keep waking up alive. And I was
fantastic at not dying at that time. I could abuse myself, neglect
myself, hell I could wallpaper myself and I’d still end up at the
job I hated, doing the work I hated, with people I hated because,
as far as I was concerned, they were the ones keeping me from
writing all the novels always blooming in my head. Not me! And I
found a great way to avoid torturing myself about how I’d given up
my dreams of being an author for a 9-5 paycheck… by torturing
myself over my divorce. Torturing myself over every mistake. And,
as I did, I also became very talented at distancing myself from as
much of a disappointing world as possible simply by distancing
myself from everyone in it. 

The problem was that I had lived a
very safe life up until that point. You know, the 40 hours a week
at an office filled with other people who also hate being there,
which I would then leave for four to six hours of negligible
resentment followed by however much sleep I could miss before
starting it all again. And let’s not forget weekends. I’d been told
so many times as a child that I’d never amount to anything that I
had no reason to doubt it. I had played it safe for so long, my
dreams had all drained into a manageable sized, rather murky pond.
I could see them in there, for the most part, and they never got
out of hand. I took fewer acting jobs, you’d be surprised at how
seldom suicidal actors work, and the parts I did take I resented
because the writing was never going to live up to the fact that it
wasn’t mine. What I didn’t realize at the time was that I was being
boxed in by my own unrealized potential, which is a nice way of
saying I’d screwed up my life and it was slowly spiraling into a
rather anonymous kind of hell. 

All of this I could deal with but
my ego wasn’t going to take any more of Match.com’s bullshit.
Spitting out some new form of “Why on Earth would you want to
date?” every six months. I remember finishing dinner with one woman
just as she finally decided that my exact shade of brown hair
turned her stomach. 

I was just glad one had made it
through dinner. 

But if Match.com was not going to
give me a match, I would find me a match. So, I got to looking.
And, sure enough, there she was. I could see her portrait and…
Really, all I had to go on was her portrait, very professional
looking, serious. I never really went for the slutty girls and
nobody was more disappointed than me about that, believe me. But
this girl looked nice. And





































	



	



	



	












































































































































































































































cover.jpg
BECAUSE TWO PEOPLE FELL IN LOVE
, p






tmp_82dd2348275672453ca1bf802158c699_7HErF4_html_42528b38.jpg
BECAUSE TWO PEOPLE FELL IN LOVE






