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NOTES

One of the most haunting musicals in the world is Les Miserables. 
Victor Hugo’s masterpiece set to music embodies the plight of a 
people overcoming adversity during the harshest of times. This selec-
tion satirizes this iconic musical and may be performed by a male or 
female and be entered in Humorous Interpretation. With innovative 
blocking and creative direction, however, this short play could also be 
performed by two actors and be entered in Duet Acting or Duo Inter-
pretation.  The lyrics being spoofed are indented throughout the script. 
Obviously, strong singing voices will only add to the overall profes-
sionalism of the presentation; however, if desired, the performer(s) 
may choose to chant the satirical songs. Please note: The ‘Cafeteria 
Ladies’ and ‘The Company’ at the end of the play may be performed 
as one character or as many characters as the performer(s) desire.  Les 
Miserables is known for its theatricality, so be theatrical and put on a 
show!
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Setting: Various locations of the school
Time: Another dreary, dreadful school day 
Characters: 
Mr. Hugo, the narrator
Cafeteria Ladies, slop preparers
Croquette, a student victim
Nurse Retched, a sorry excuse of a school nurse
Miss Tacobella, Johnny V.’s Spanish teacher
Johnny V. John, a young man with an intestinal problem
Fantasia, a once intelligent, now special student
Coach Javelin, an un-athletic coach
Evelyn, the school’s only well-to-do student
Mario, a student in Isolated Detention

Mr. Hugo: It was the best of times—the worst of times. I know, what a 
little ‘Dickens’ I am. Here at Victor Hugo Middle School, it’s usually the 
worst of times. Everyone is miserable. The school is filled with miser-
able students, miserable teachers, and a miserable administration. Really 
the only thing not miserable here at Victor Hugo Middle School is our 
mascot: a piece of broken furniture. But there is one group of employees, 
whose sole purpose is to provide nourishment to its inhabitants. They are 
the mysteriously hairy—and often unsanitary cafeteria ladies.

Bess: What?
Mike: I do… like you. 
Bess: You do?
Mike: I have for a while. And I would be all for kissing you right now. 
But I don’t really want our first kiss to be in your closet during a game of 
Seven Minutes in Heaven. Especially because… you know.
Bess: Because…it would be your first kiss?
Mike: Right. That. So… 
Bess: But… you do... like me. Right?
Mike: Yeah, sure, I guess.
Bess: That’s not a very satisfying answer.
Mike: Sorry, this is hard for me. I do… like you. A lot.
Bess: Really?
Mike: Yeah. I mean, yes.
Bess: Well… that’s good.
Mike: Yeah. It’s good.
Bess: I like you too.
Mike: I think we already established that, but it’s still nice to hear.
Bess: Sorry.
Mike: Now, can we get out of here?
Bess: I don’t think so. Lacey locked the door. She’s not letting us out until 
the whole seven minutes are up.
Mike: Brilliant.
Bess: Sorry.
Mike: No, no, it’s fine. I just love the smell of mothballs.
Bess: So… you do plan on kissing me at some point, right?
Mike: Well, that would be the logical next step.
Bess: Oh.
Mike: Is something wrong?
Bess: Well it’s just… now I’m nervous.
Mike: Nervous? Why?
Bess: Well it’ll be my first real kiss. Like a real kiss. With someone I like.
Mike: Yeah, me too.
Bess: When?
Mike: Sorry?
Bess: When are you going to kiss me?
Mike: I don’t know… I thought it might be a surprise.
Bess: No. I don’t think I could handle that.
Mike: Oh…okay, um, how about… Tuesday?
Bess: That’s so long from now.
Mike: Well, it’s not like I’ve actually asked you out or something. We just 
sorta both know that we like each other.
Bess: Yeah…but the suspense is killing me.
Mike: Well, what do you suggest then?
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Cafeteria Ladies: (To the tune of “Lovely Ladies”)
             Hungry ladies

Working in this school
Pouring slop on broken plates
It isn’t very cool.
Hungry ladies
Do we get a break?
Absolutely never
But there is some food to take.
Pureed hot dogs, we serve them up on buns.
Pureed goes much further, and it gives the kids the runs.
Tuesday’s oatmeal. They think there’s oats, oh boy.
You think they’d figure out that most our food is full of soy.
Hungry ladies
Never finding joy.

Mr. Hugo: Sort of makes you hungry for a good old Sloppy Joe, doesn’t 
it? It’s a sad state, indeed, when the only real protein found in the cafete-
ria consists of the various insects and rodents that fall into or are swat-
ted—into today’s lunch special. What a bunch of bullies those women are! 
Speaking of bullies, all schools have them. Victor Hugo Middle School is 
no exception; however, at V.H.M.S., the various gangs are usually armed 
with weapons. Carrying weapons is, of course, against school policy, but 
that doesn’t stop the juvenile delinquents from brokering them between 
classes. Of course, bullies can’t be bullies without a victim or two, and no 
one plays the ‘victim’—better than young Croquette.

Croquette: (To the tune of “Castle on a Cloud”)
There is a bully at this school.
He waits for me to go and swing.
He broke my arm. It’s in a sling.
There is a bully at this school.
There is a gang that waits for me.
There are a dozen boys and girls.
 Everyone fights and yells at me.
They are not happy ‘til I bleed.

Croquette: (Entering the Nurse’s office. She is holding her side with her 
non-broken hand and arm.) Nurse Retched, I’m bleeding. May I have a 
bandage, please?
Nurse Retched: (Sarcastically) Oh, goody, it’s Croquette, our school’s 
little hypochondriac.  What is it this time? Did someone stab you with a 
toothpick?  
Croquette: No, it was a switchblade.

Bess: I just think, you know…
Mike: Are you really asking me this?
Bess: I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.
Mike: I’m in a coat closet with one of my best friends, and everyone on 
the outside thinks that we’re making out. How could I not be uncomfort-
able?
Bess: Okay… but they’ll never know, right?
Mike: Uh… I don’t think there is a social obligation to actually go 
through with any… you know. With your parent’s upstairs and everything. 
And an umbrella poking me in the back.
Bess: I’m sorry.
Mike: Don’t apologize. It’s not like it’s really your fault, you know?
Bess: Well…
Mike: Well? What does “well” mean?
Bess: I may or may not have asked Lacey to suggest the game and then 
push us in here.
Mike: Um… what?
Bess: Look, I really like you. I’m just going to say it. I really do.
Mike: Uh… is it hot in here, or is it just that I’m starting to sweat and am 
covered in coats?
Bess: I just thought that if maybe there was some sort of… I don’t 
know… pressure or something…maybe something would happen. And so 
I thought, “Hey… Seven Minutes in Heaven.” I know it was stupid…but I 
really like you, okay?
Mike: Wow. Wow. Um… Listen.
Bess: No, no, I get it. It’s fine. 
Mike: (Awkward silence) So are we just going to sit here in silence until 
she lets us out in three minutes?
Bess: I hope you’ll excuse me, but I don’t really feel like talking consider-
ing….
Mike: Ah. (Awkward silence) I think I’m standing in a box of Christmas 
decorations, if that’s any comfort to you.
Bess: Nope. (Silence. She sniffles)
Mike: Are you crying?
Bess: No.
Mike: Oh. (Awkward silence) I’m sorry. It’s just that I can’t see you, so if 
you were crying…you would have to tell me.
Bess: I’m fine.
Mike: I’m sorry if I’ve upset you.
Bess: Look, stop apologizing. I just don’t want to talk about this right 
now.
Mike: Okay. (Silence) So here we are… not talking about it.
Bess: No. Here we are, and you are still talking about it.
Mike: Yep. Um… Okay… look. It’s not that I don’t like you.
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Nurse Retched: What a little cry baby, you are. You know, there are 
places called hospitals.
Croquette: My family can’t afford them.  They tell me to come here.
Nurse Retched: Well, aren’t I the luckiest school nurse in the whole 
blooming country?  You know, the school doesn’t pay me like a doctor 
gets paid, and I only get so many supplies per semester. Keep this up, 
Missy, and we’ll have to have another school bond just to pay for all the 
Band-Aids you use. 
Croquette: I can’t help it. The gangs keep targeting me in the hallways—
and in the restroom—and on the playground.
Nurse Retched: Then get the counselors to change your schedule so you 
can stay in one classroom all day, hold it ‘til you get home, and grow-up! 
Playground, indeed. You can’t play your whole life, you know. (Begrudg-
ingly giving her a Band-Aid) Here. Put this on once the blood coagulates 
a bit. If you put it on too soon and it gets all soggy, don’t expect me to just 
hand you another one. Understood?  If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to go 
smoke a cigarette. If it weren’t against school policy, I’d get snookered 
right now. (Disgusted with Croquette and life in general) Honesty, girls 
like you—you make me want to drink.  (To herself) I’d probably make as 
much working as a receptionist down at the local clinic.  
Croquette: (Still to the tune of “Castle on a Cloud”) 

There is a mean nurse at this school.
She hates to give me bandages.
She doesn’t like to do her job.
Not much to look at—is a slob.
I wish my Dad had insurance.
I wish my Mom would pick me up.
Picking me up would be so cool.
There is a bully at this school.

Mr. Hugo: That Collette can really whine, can’t she? Makes you want 
to just back hand her a few times, doesn’t it?  (Laughs) She’s a sweet 
girl, though. Really, she is.  If she makes it through middle school, she’ll 
probably— Oh, who am I kidding? She’ll never make it through middle 
school. (Laughs) Oh, well, you know what they say, “Survival of the fit-
test—” That’s just one of the lessons children learn here at Victor Hugo 
Middle School. Another lesson we teach our students is ‘Fitting in,’ but 
it’s hard for a student to fit in—especially when that student has an intesti-
nal problem—like Johnny V. John.

Miss Tacobella: (Writing on the chalkboard with her back turned) All 
right, class, as you can clearly see, in Spanish, when you conjugate verbs 
in the past tense—(An odd ‘noise’ erupts in the classroom, and she quickly 
turns around to face the class) Houston, we have a muy grande problemo! 

Bess: No… no… it’s not.
Mike: I mean, I know you have. Been kissed, that is.
Bess: I mean, just like once. And it didn’t really count.
Mike: Of course it counted.
Bess: I was in second grade! It was on the playground. And I pushed him 
down afterwards. We got in big trouble.
Mike: Still.
Bess: Yeah… Never?
Mike: Geez. Why is that so weird to hear?
Bess: I don’t know. It just seems like you of all people….
Mike: Me of all people? What does that even mean?
Bess:  I just… I know there are girls out there who… You know… You’re 
just not one of those people who I thought would have trouble…
Mike: Can we just not talk about this anymore?
Bess: Okay…fine.

Mike: (Awkward silence) How much longer do we have to be in here?
Bess: We’ve only been in here for like, what, two minutes? Five more to 
go.
Mike: Wonderful. This is how I wanted to spend my evening: locked in a 
closet. It’s so dark in here. No offense, but Seven Minutes in Heaven is a 
stupid game.
Bess: Yeah. I know.
Mike: (Awkward silence) Why would she push us in here together?
Bess: Lacey’s just like that. You know her. Always… pushing people into 
closets.
Mike: Sorry if this ruins your birthday party.
Bess: No… it’s fine.
Mike: Happy Birthday.
Bess: Thanks.
Mike: (Awkward silence) Your cake looks delicious.
Bess: Thanks. (Awkward silence) So… what are we going to do now?
Mike: What do you mean?
Bess: Well, we’re here. In the dark. For a while. And the point of the game 
is to—
Mike: I know what the point of the game is.
Bess: So…
Mike: Wait, are you suggesting that…?
Bess: No.
Mike: Oh.
Bess:  But, like… we could.
Mike: Okay, what?


