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Mr. Hugo: Ah, revenge. It’s such a becoming trait among today’s youth.  
People sometimes forget that revenge can disguise itself in different 
forms. After all, a teacher’s best revenge is secretly knowing that when the 
school bell rings at the end of the day—the students who have made them 
so miserable during the day—often go home to a situation far worse than 
school. That doesn’t keep the students, however, from rejoicing at the end 
of the day. And as with all great musical spoofs, this story, too, shall have 
a joyous ending.  (Pulling out a pocket watch and looking at the time) 
In fact, it looks like it’s just about time for the bell to—(The school bell 
rings) ring.

The Company: (To the tune of “Can You Hear the People Sing?”)
Can you hear the school bell ring?
Ringing the end of our school day.
It is the sound we crave. We hate this place.
There’s nothing more to say.
If you like school, you are nuts.
School is like prison without bars,
And we could use a drink
To swallow our pain away!
Will you join in our parade?
Stand up and spit on middle school
Beyond the bad food, and the teachers
Who forever are so cruel.
Then join in our fight
And say, “No, we will eat no more gruel!”
Can you hear the school bell ring?
Ringing the end of our school day.
It is the sound we crave. We hate this place.
There’s nothing more to say.
If you like school, you are nuts.
School is like prison without bars,
And we could use a drink
To swallow our pain away!
Today!

 We want first place!

NOTES

THIS SELECTION CONTAINS MATURE SUBJECT MATTER.
In his complex, first-person confessional, author Matthew Yasuoka in-
troduces us to a young man named Bradley, whose optimistic outlook 
on life is reflected in the hope and goodwill he projects to all those he 
meets. This heartwarming, yet at times, humorous short story should 
be performed by a male and may be entered in either Prose Interpreta-
tion or Dramatic Interpretation.  The universality of this selection lies 
in Bradley’s unique ability to overlook life’s bumps and bruises, as he 
continues to look for the good in all mankind, and his innocence and 
naiveté are at the core of his being. That honesty should be mirrored 
throughout the performance. Bradley’s likeability, like that of possi-
bly a young Forrest Gump, is a must when performing this character. 
Is he a simpleton? Is he autistic? Is he mentally-challenged, or is he 
merely too trusting?  The possibilities are endless; however, the lesson 
Bradley teaches is definitely an important one for our times: Everyone 
should be comfortable with who he is.  If used in Prose Interpretation, 
the drama mask icons are simply visible to show the performer where 
to turn the pages in the manuscript.

Do you want to play with me? You look like you’d be a great friend. I 
mean, I have a lot of friends already, but I just love friends. Don’t you? Do 
you want to be my friend? Oh no, I forgot to tell you my name! My name 
is Bradley Marcus Detamble III. I’m nine years old, and my favorite col-
ors are pink and purple. My Dad’s name is Bradley and so is Grandpa’s.  
Dad tells me that one day my son will be named Bradley, too.  I don’t want 
kids though.  I’ve thought about it a lot, and I don’t even know where 
they come from. All I know is that wherever they come from, I don’t want 
them. This is largely because babies are stupid. Now that may sound cruel, 
but they don’t really do anything. They can’t talk or read or argue, so re-
ally—what are they good for?

My mom tells me that I was a precocious child. By the age of one, I was 
talking in complete sentences. By the time I started preschool—I knew 
lots of cool words that I could use to impress my new friends. I’d say, 
“Let’s make a rumpus!” They’d say, “What? That’s not a real word.” I’d 
say, “Yes, it is!” Then, they’d call me a big, dumb liar. I think it was en-
dearing. I mean, I ate lunch alone, but I knew that deep down inside they 
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I text him.
I text him.
Then the teacher
Takes up my phone.

Mr. Hugo: Poor Evelyn. She never did get her cell phone back. Her 
teacher, Mr. Conn, told her it was stolen from his desk. In reality, though, 
Mr. Conn hocked it at the local pawn store and bought himself a Thigh 
Master, because teaching math is a very sedentary occupation.  One would 
think at a school filled with emaciated, malnourished people—carrying an 
extra bit of tonnage would be looked upon with favor at V.H.M.S. Per-
haps the fact that Mr. Conn tips the scales in excess of over 600 pounds 
accounts for his poor demeanor. Maybe that explains why he takes his 
frustrations and low self-esteem out on his pupils by assigning them to 
‘Alternative School,’ as is experienced often by Mario, the unwitting pawn 
in a note-passing scheme. Here he laments about the injustice that has 
been thwarted upon him, as he sits in isolation—and plots his revenge. 

Mario: (To the tune of “Empty Chairs at Empty Tables”) 
            Not a word here can be spoken.

There’s a silence in the air.
Empty desks—an empty classroom.
Only me here—I don’t care.
Here they talk of consequences.
Allegations that weren’t true.
Here they sing about forgiveness.
All I said was “Go screw you.”
From the back row in the corner,
They can watch me with close eyes.
From the back row they can’t see me
Carving this desk with my knife.
AEP is not for sissies.
True it can be hard for some.
No more talking, no more antics.
Here you can’t even chew gum.
Happy faces out the window.
Happy children play outside.
Empty chairs—an empty classroom.
I am here, because they lied.
Oh my friends, my friends, please fear me.
Once detention is no more,
Empty chairs—an empty classroom,
I will knock them to the floor.

all really liked me. They just didn’t know how to express their emotions. 
At least that’s what my mom told me. She said that I was the most won-
derful little boy ever born. She’d tell me that people don’t know how to 
react to wonderful little boys, because they’re so used to boring or mean 
people. Nobody ever expects wonderful. So when something wonderful 
appears, they don’t know how to react. 

Do you have any secrets? I’ve told lots of secrets to my mom. Actually, 
people tell me secrets all the time. They just don’t know it. I guess you 
could call it ‘eavesdropping,’ but I like to call it ‘secret sharing’ because 
they’re my friends. Friends tell each other secrets. For instance, the other 
day I learned that Katy has a crush on Tony, but last week I heard that 
Tony likes Nikki. Nikki is Katy’s best friend. I know! It’s so interesting! 
Who would have thought the lives of nine-year olds were so complicated, 
right? Then again, isn’t love always complicated? I mean, at least that’s 
what Dad told me on the day he left. He sat me down and said, “Son, love 
is always complicated.”  And just like that—Dad walked out of the door, 
leaving me with only his name. It makes sense though. Math is compli-
cated. Girls are complicated. So shouldn’t love be complicated, too? It just 
makes sense, right? 

Now, the opposite of love is P.E. Unlike love, P.E. is not complicated. 
There are kids who can do athletic things, and then there are kids who 
can’t—like me. No matter how hard I try I cannot convince my limbs to 
cooperate during all of these physical activities. My arms refuse to throw 
things. My hands refuse to catch things.  This means that I am picked last 
for all the games in P.E. I asked my Mom about this, and she told me, 
“They’re saving the best for last.” I agree! I mean, even though I’m not 
the best one in P.E., all of the other kids are still my friends. They even 
have nicknames for me—like ‘Badly.’ See what they did there? They 
dropped the “R” in “Bradley,” so it’s a play on words. My friends are so 
clever! They are my friends though. They just don’t know it yet. Here’s 
another secret.  P.E. is the only time I ever begin to doubt their friendship. 
But P.E. only happens once a week and other than that, we can be friends.

During Math, people are always asking if they can copy off of my tests. 
That means that they think I’m smart. I think that’s a very friendly thing 
to do—to call someone smart. No one ever just comes right out and says, 


