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Teensploitation

JOANNE: I dreamed I was a funny pony once.
LINDSEY: No! Not that kind of a dream. I mean, you want something

so badly, and you can see it and you know that it’s true and meant to be.
And the world keeps giving you messages that you should go ahead and...
and...
JOANNE: No. I haven’t had a dream like that.
LINDSEY: Well, in mine, I go to Mr. Foster’s house.
JOANNE: How do you know where he lives?
LINDSEY: I…I looked him up in the phone book, OK?
JOANNE: Oh. Did you call him?
LINDSEY: Once, but I hung up right away.
JOANNE: Oh.
LINDSEY: So, in this dream, I go to his house.
MR. FOSTER: Lindsay. What a pleasant surprise.
LINDSEY: Yeah. (Giggles) I ..I’m here for a reason, Mr. Foster.
MR. FOSTER: Lindsay, we’re not at school. Call me Chris.
LINDSEY: Maybe I’m crazy, but… I….
MR. FOSTER: Before you say anything else. Let me say this. I have a
confession. I’m in love with you, Lindsay Parker. You’re not like the other
girls. You’re mature and you’re not stuck up or conceited. You have a
good personality; not like Mary Beth Simmons, whose sweaters are much
too tight.
LINDSEY: Oh, Mr. Foster! Uh, Chris, I don’t know what to say.
MR. FOSTER: Let’s go have dinner at a French Restaurant.
LINDSEY: A French Restaurant!
JOANNE: That’s so grown up. What are you going to have?
LINDSEY: Why don’t you order for me, Chris?
MR. FOSTER: I’ll have the pâté, and the lady will have a Caesar salad
and escargot.
LINDSEY: Oh, Mr.…Chris, this is so perfect.
MR. FOSTER: Later, we’ll dance under the stars. But first, Lindsay, will
you marry me?
LINDSEY: Yes. I’ve already picked out my wedding dress.
JOANNE: Is it the one you showed me? The one in McCall’s?
LINDSEY: Yes.
MR. FOSTER: You have made me a very happy man, Lindsay. We’re
going to Hawaii for our honeymoon.
LINDSEY: Oh, Hawaii! I’ve never been out of Ohio before.
MR. FOSTER: We will travel the world.
LINDSEY: Oh, look, it’s our twins, David and Annette.
JOANNE: You have children?
LINDSEY: Yes. David looks just like Mr. Foster and Annette looks like

NOTES
The Secret Language of Fish is a contemporary comedy and may be
performed by a male and female and entered in Duo Interpretation
or Duet Acting, or this selection could be performed by either a
male or female and be entered in Humorous Interpretation. If this
selection is performed in Duo Interpretation or Duet Acting, this play
will require the actors to portray two high school freshmen and two
fish in an aquarium found in a biology classroom. Be creative with
the physical transitions between each scene. Also, not only will the
performers have the creative license to decide what types of fish are
being portrayed, but each actor will also have the arduous task of
determining how to physically portray each fish. There are many puns
found within the dialogue between Jilly and Frieda. The references
to these puns are often italicized in the script; however, it is not
necessary to make the puns obvious by emphasizing them during
the performance. In one scene, there are several satirized references
to various musicals. If the performers are adept at singing, it would
be beneficial to know the tune to each of the referenced songs. The
drama mask icons are simply visible to indicate a possible ending for
a teaser, if a teaser is used. This is a very clever script for two comedic
actors, so have fun and be creative!

Characters:
Lance, a freshman boy
Alexis, a freshman girl
Jilly, a male fish
Frieda, a female fish
(Alexis enters a biology classroom with a backpack. Lance is setting up
their lab assignment.)
Lance: Hey, Alexis.
Alexis: Hi. Where’s Ms. Tuttle?
Lance: She left us a note. She said she wasn’t feeling well, and we’re on
the honor system.
Alexis: Did she leave the frog?
Lance: Already on the lab table.
Alexis: Well, are you ready to start?
Lance: Sure, but first, the note asked if we’d feed the fish in the tank.
Alexis: No problem. I have a Betta in my bedroom.
Lance: I betta you do.
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LINDSEY: Have you ever had a dream that’s so real? So, so, so, so, so

Jilly: If only they knew. Right, Frieda?
Frieda: Right, Jilly.
Jilly: (Looking up at the floating fish flakes at the top of the tank) Look!
More fish flakes. (Sarcastically) Yum.
Frieda: (Beat) I’d rather have worms.

Lance: Well, I guess we’d better start dissecting our frog.
Alexis: Sounds like a plan. The quicker we do it (Lance immediately
giggles) the quicker it will be over. (Beat, irritated) The second I said
those words, I knew you’d react that way.
Lance: (Smiling) What?
Alexis: I’ve yet to meet a freshman boy who doesn’t turn an innocent
comment into something dirty.
Lance: No, I’m sorry. I was just thinking about something funny.
Alexis: Yeah? Like what?
Lance: Nothing.
Alexis: No, really, I want to know. I said, “The quicker we do it, the
quicker it will be over.” You started giggling the second I said, “Do it.”
(Crosses arms) So what were you thinking about that was so funny at that
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around the side of the house.

JOANNE: Hey, Lindsay, what are you doing?
LINDSEY: Ahh! Joanne! Were you spying on me?
JOANNE: No, Lindsay, I wasn’t. I swear.
LINDSEY: People are always spying on me! My brother Mike, my mom.

Oh, Joanne, I couldn’t bear it if you started.
JOANNE: I’m sorry, Lindsay. Let’s not fight.
LINDSEY: It’s OK, Joanne. It’s not your fault. It just feels like everywhere
I go, I’m being scrutinized.
JOANNE: Scrutinized. (Laughs) That sounds dirty.
LINDSEY: It means being watched.
JOANNE: Oh.
LINDSEY: I worry about you sometimes, Joanne. I really do. I mean, I
really do.
JOANNE: Who’s Chris?
LINDSEY: Chris?!?
JOANNE: It’s right there on your notebook. Lindsay plus Chris. Oh!
Lindsay, are you in love?
LINDSEY: No! I’m not. It’s a game. A silly game.
JOANNE: A game?
LINDSEY: I made him up. He’s not real. You know how I used to pretend I
had a puppy? Little Pumpkin? Because I couldn’t have a real dog?
JOANNE: Yeah, I remember Little Pumpkin! Oh, he was so cute. What
ever happened to him?
LINDSEY: I don’t know. I guess I got too old for him.
JOANNE: So, this Chris is like Little Pumpkin? Make Believe?
LINDSEY: Yeah.
CHESTER HARCOURT: But then Joanne noticed that further down the

page, Lindsay had written not just “Chris” but Chris Foster. And next to
that, Lindsay Foster. And then, Mrs. Chris Foster.
JOANNE: (Gasp!) Chris Foster? Lindsay, do you mean Mr. Foster, the Life

Science teacher? Please tell me that’s not who you mean. He’s old.
LINDSEY: Stop judging me!
JOANNE: I’m sorry, Lindsay. Let’s not fight. Um, I wasn’t judging you.
I think Mr. Foster’s great. He really helped me when I was having some
trouble at home.
LINDSEY: When were you having trouble at home?
JOANNE: Um, we’re talking about you now.
LINDSEY: Oh, right. I, I… you are going to think this is so freaky.
JOANNE: Freaky? Oh no!
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(Physical transition into the fish)

CHESTER HARCOURT: Lindsay didn’t see her best friend, Joanne, come
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Alexis: (Not really laughing) Ha ha ha. Lance, you’re a regular David
Letterman.
Lance: (Sprinkling flakes into the aquarium) Who’s hungry for some fish
flakes?
Alexis: They’d probably prefer ground up worms or something.
Lance: No, fish love these flakes. (ala Tony the Tiger) They’re g-r-e-a-t!
Alexis: (Taking the fish food from Lance) Let me see that. (Reading
the content label) Yummy. Contains: Fish meal, dried yeast, dehulled
soybean, Sorbitol, Lecithin… Trust me. They’d prefer worms.
Lance: (Beat) Do you think they communicate?
Alexis: (Squatting, looking at the fish through the glass) What? The fish?
Lance: Yeah.
Alexis: They must. I’m sure all species do.
Lance: But how? They have no facial expressions. They probably don’t
even have a sense of humor. How do they communicate?
Alexis: I don’t know. Maybe they have some sort of secret language or
something.
Lance: Secret language?
Alexis: Sure. They’re probably looking at us right now and thinking
we’re two of the oddest things they’ve ever seen.
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JOANNE: What are we looking for?
LINDSEY: Some place he’d hide drugs, I guess.
JOANNE: Like maybe in that trunk?
LINDSEY: Oh, I’m afraid to open it. But more afraid of what will happen

if I don’t.

JOANNE: Do you want me to open it?
LINDSEY: No. There are some things a sister has to do.
JOANNE: That makes sense.
CHESTER HARCOURT: And with that, Lindsey opened the lid of the

trunk.

(Physical transition into the fish)

JOANNE: Oh, Lindsey! Look!
LINDSEY: Oh no! Oh no! No! No! No! No! No! This can’t be happening!

Jilly: Did you hear that, Frieda? She’s not happy being human. She
wants to be a sturgeon.
Frieda: Jilly, I’m afraid your herring isn’t what it used to be. She said,
“Surgeon.”
Jilly: Oh. And I see you still know how to have fun with a pun.
Frieda: I think that’s very noble of her. She’ll probably save a lot of sole.
Jilly: That’s a halibut field for a young girl to enter. Good for her!
Frieda: That’s right. Good for her! It’s always important to have a
porpoise in life.
Jilly: (Swimming around looking for the teacher) Where’s that teacher of
theirs? Shouldn’t she be here supervising them?
Frieda: I think she left right after school. She’s had hot flashes all day
long.
Jilly: I didn’t notice anything.
Frieda: Of course you didn’t notice. You were taking a nap in the dayglow castle over there. I think their teacher’s going through minnowpause.

Not my own brother!
JOANNE: Oh my. Lindsey, where do you think he got these magazines?
LINDSEY: What?! How should I know?!
JOANNE: Wow. Look at that one! She’s funny.
LINDSEY: Joanne! Stop looking! Stop!
JOANNE: I’m sorry, Lindsey. Let’s not fight.
CHESTER HARCOURT: Later the girls sat on Lindsey’s bed and talked.

JOANNE: At least it’s not drugs.
LINDSEY: Yeah. Right. At least.
JOANNE: How are you feeling, Lindsey?
LINDSEY: How am I feeling? How am I feeling? How do you think I’m

feeling? I’m devastated!

CHESTER HARCOURT: Chapter three: “Love Is in the Air.” Lindsay sat
alone in her backyard one day, doodling in her notebook.

(Physical transition into the two freshmen)

LINDSEY: Lindsay plus Chris equals love forever.

Lance: Well, now that we’re suited up with our gloves and safety goggles,
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CHESTER HARCOURT: And so the girls went to the basement.

exact second?
Lance: Promise you won’t get mad?
Alexis: Promise.
Lance: Okay. I was picturing you with a scalpel in your hand, ripping
open our frog.
Alexis: What’s so funny about that?
Lance: Come on. A girl? With a scalpel?
Alexis: (Not amused) Yeah?
Lance: Cutting up a slimy frog?
Alexis: For your information, Lance Cartwright, someday I intend to go to
medical school.
Lance: I’m sorry.
Alexis: Why be sorry? I’m going to be a world-famous doctor someday.
Lance: No. I mean, I’m sorry I laughed.
Alexis: Are you really?
Lance: Yes, and I sincerely apologize.
Alexis: Apology accepted.
Lance: So, what do you want to study? In the medical field, that is?
Alexis: Well, I haven’t completely made up my mind yet, but I know I
want to be some sort of surgeon.
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JOANNE: He’s coming out now!
LINDSEY: How’s he look?
JOANNE: Uh, not so jumpy.
LINDSEY: Oh, he’s high!
JOANNE: He’s gone.
LINDSEY: Oh, Joanne! I’m so afraid. But we have to go down there.
JOANNE: Do we really have to?
LINDSEY: It’s for his own good.

