
She: 
What do 

you want for 
dinner? 

He: 
Dinner?

 It’s six 
in the morning. 

I haven’t even 
brushed my 

teeth, and 
you’re asking 

me about 
dinner. 

She: 
Well, in twelve 

hours you’ll be 
back here 

wanting 
dinner.

 He: 
Yeah, so �gure 

it out. It’s not 
like you have 

anything else 
to do all day. 

She: I thought 
you might 

have an idea 
about what to 

eat. He: What 
to eat? I’d like a 

frigging bowl 
of cereal is 

what I’d like to 
eat. She: You 

want cereal for 
dinner?


