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Introduction 
Monologues are speeches or narration done by a single character to present thoughts and feelings aloud. This type of speeches can be used both at dramatic media and non-dramatic media. For this project, I will write a monologue about my lost love, precisely my experience, and life after heartbreak. 
Do you know what happened today? I missed my classes. And not only classes but also an appointment I had with my professor, for a project that is supposed to present,an it counts a lot to my final grade too. But that is petty compared to what am going through.
(Pause)
[bookmark: _GoBack]You know what, I woke up extremely stressed and worked out. I felt blown up. I could see nothing. I felt like the world was on my back, and it was becoming too heavy to bear….and you don’t have to tell my ex this. I hope you know this is not my first time; it has just been happening. Every time I get out of work or out of class, when I get to couch, and see where we used seat  while eating popcorn, or watching a movie, not to mention the other fancy things that usually followed every time, it was a programmed thing eh?, hope you are getting me.
I usually collapse and find myself thinking about those days, time passes and am  dumb, like being in my world, and that's not my space you know. I must confess that I still love my ex, though I have to accept that we are parted and now am on a different chapter of life, like a new page, writing on a new topic. But do you know how that this topic is hard for me, my friend am clueless! I don’t know where to start, so am there bitting the tip of the pen, hoping ideas will pop from wherever, and soon I will start cracking, though hard, I must get going anyway.
Where did love come from? Who created love? Wait, I think the perfect question is where did feelings come from and why do we have them in the first place? Why is loving a mistake, a tragedy I mean? Because  I sometimes get perplexed. Am not that kind of person who makes a decision and regrets later, but sometimes some are so hurting. Am not regretting leaving My lover, now my ex, no, but am doubting my body, and am blaming my heart for misleading me and making a decision that has now lend to months of emotional suffering. I cant regret parting our ways, but having fallen in love, and loving so madly. I think some organs like a heart should do their biological work, pump blood like any other machine and let a more careful organ controls loving, but which? Mmmmmh leave it!
Can you guess what am thinking right now? I am thinking of if, and if it's possible to create a port on my brain — precisely a USB type. Then I can transfer all my memories and experiences there. Are you now laughing? Is it not a joke right? Yeah, mmh yeah I know it's crazy, but it's worth it. I empty all my past love memories there, my feelings and emotions there. 
 Can you see how perfect this idea is? I will be able to transfer all my memories there, and they are worthless to me, so I will destroy it too so that all those painful memories are gone forever and I become a reborn being, with fresh feelings and no old memories. Because every moment I remember what I lost I feel like I am not worth living anymore. But then I think of my family, who will take care of my aging dad? Who will console my mum at the my burial? Will, she not collapse too at sight of my casket? Wait, what about my brother and sister who entirely depend on me, to shine their future and always act as a role model? Anyway what nid of role model am I if I cant control my feelings?
Besides, to be honest with you, I am not at all strong enough to kill myself. Is life too beautiful? NO! Still, there is s much to say….i don’t have time to tell you right now, but there is something hidden in the clouds you can see, not a mystery though.
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