The Cheesecake Knife
An excerpt from “The Frank Diary of Anne” by Chloe Whitehorn
Monologue for a female
ANNE:
I’m at this party, one of my friends, having this great conversation, when out of nowhere,
this girl, she was just sitting there real quiet the whole time, she absently says, kind of quietly—I
only really heard her ‘cause I was sitting next to her, she says “I don’t want to be here” and she
just stands up and walks into the kitchen. I’m like, whatever, and we continue talking. A few
seconds later out of the corner of my eye I see her come out of the kitchen and go into the
bathroom. And then I didn’t see her for awhile.
The conversation sort of digresses into a discussion about tv so I wander into the kitchen
to get another drink. I walk in and all the drawers are open, which is a little strange. Not like
poltergeisey strange, just not normal you know. And they have one of those wood blocks with
the knives of various sizes in them and I notice that the middle knife is missing. So naturally I’m
thinking… maybe something’s up with quiet girl. I knock on the bathroom door. No response.
And just like in the movies I gently push and the door creaks open…
So here’s the thing about that knife. We used that knife to cut cheesecake with. It was the
“cheesecake knife”. That was its purpose. It was thin enough and wasn’t serrated. When you
use a thick knife a lot of each slice of cheesecake ends up on the knife and then you have to
smush it off the knife and then it just doesn’t look good on the plate. And if you use a serrated
knife you waste a lot of the cheesecake too—you can’t even lick it off or you’ll cut your tongue.
Anyways, so I push open the door and I totally expect to see her—God I don’t even
remember her name—completely expect to see her sitting on the floor with both arms hanging
into the bathtub with her wrists slit and the knife covered in blood.
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Makes you realize how insignificant life is. Ending your life with a cheesecake knife.
What I don’t get is, if you are going to be considerate enough to bleed into the bathtub and not
all over the floor, why not go all the way and be considerate enough to not kill yourself in
someone else’s bathroom?
But she wasn’t. She was on the toilet, and since I’d sort of expected to find her dead in
the bathtub it took me a minute to collect myself and like, close the door. The rest of the night
was pretty awkward.

