Do I like video games?
Do I like video games?
Good question.
I love video games.
I live for video games.
Video games are my life.

By Jake Barton

I Dreamed I Was a Video Game

And the Award Goes To is a dramatic short story about the plight of
a young girl raised in a home filled with violence. This selection
should be performed by a female and may be entered in either Prose
Interpretation or Dramatic Interpretation. The key to this performance
is the underlying honesty of the narrator. Avoid playing this selection
with an over-dramatic tone. Doing so will only undermine the power
that lies at the core of the true dramatic nature of the story. Underplay
this character; after all, it should be difficult for her to reveal the
secrets that have tormented her childhood. Also, play the character’s
likeability. If the audience likes the character, they are more likely
to feel empathy for her at the end of the performance. This character
has a slightly sarcastic sense of humor, so play that, too. Never
underestimate the power of a well-placed pause. There are emotional
transitions throughout this selection that require the performer to really
play the moments. The audience should be able to see the thought
process of the performer, as well as how difficult it is for this character
to divulge her secrets. If portrayed with 100% honestly, this selection
can be a tour-de-force for a talented performer. The drama mask
icons simply serve as suggestions for when to turn the pages in the
manuscript.

I love movies. I think most people do. It’s a form of escape. And who
doesn’t want to escape from their lives once in awhile? My favorites
are the romantic comedies. You know Julia Roberts, Sandra Bullock,
Meg Ryan, Amy Adams, Jennifer Aniston—they’re the best. They help
me forget. They let me escape the reality of my own life; even it’s only
for just a few hours sometimes. I don’t like the dramas nearly as much
as I like the romantic comedies. Why would I want to spend two hours
watching someone else’s depressing life? Especially when my own life
is more of a drama than any movie I’ve ever seen. I’ve never understood
why anyone would want to pay money to see a story about someone’s
miserable life and cry in public like that. I mean, Hollywood spends
millions of dollars on a story that is full of violence and abuse, and then
people spend millions and millions of dollars to see it. If you want to cry,
just give me ten bucks. I’ll tell you a true story that could make you cry. I
might even throw in some popcorn and a bag of chips.

And the Award Goes To

Obsessions often come in many forms. They are defined as
compulsory pre-occupations with a fixed idea or unwanted emotion.
I Dreamed I Was a Video Game is a narrative poem and should most
likely be performed by a male and be entered in Poetry Interpretation.
With its free-verse style, however, a performer might choose to use
this selection as a monologue and enter it in Dramatic Interpretation.
In this dramatic, narrative poem, Jake Barton introduces us to a young
man, whose obsession with video games blurs the lines between
fantasy and reality. For years, authorities have pondered whether
violent video games have been a factor and/or contributor to youth
violence in America. I Dreamed I Was a Video Game is a hypothetical
response to those accusations. It is imperative that the performer
not give away the violent nature of the poem in the beginning of the
performance. This poem will have a much greater impact on the
audience, if, at the beginning of the performance, the narrator was to
just show the pure joy and obsession this particular youth has with
playing video games. Play it light at the beginning. Let the poem
take on a darker tone as it progresses. Show the character’s passion for
talking about video games. A great piece of advice is this: Don’t give
away the ending at the beginning of the performance. Have the youth
joyously obsess over the coolness of playing video games. The reality
of what the narrator has done should only start to become evident
towards the latter part of the poem. It will be up to the performer to
decide when that emotional transition begins. This is definitely a
performer’s poem. There are so many choices to be made. Make
good choices. The drama mask icons are simply visible to show the
performer when to turn the pages in the manuscript.
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The Grimm Girls

Asteroids.
You start in the middle.
You see everything around you.
All you have to do is just stand your ground.
All you have to do is just stay in the middle.
The middle is good.
The middle is safe.
In the middle,
You can see any danger coming your way.
From every angle,
Large asteroids are circling,
Taunting you,
Entering your space,
Invading your space,
But you are prepared to stop them.
You are prepared to defend your ground.
You are prepared to stay in the middle.

You are given a weapon.
You assume it is a gun,
But one can not be sure.
All you know is
Push a button
And something emits from you—
Something
Torpedoes out of you.
A trajectory object flies across the screen,
And you hope your aim is accurate enough.
You hope your aim destroys those
Large asteroids—
Those large asteroids that want to crush you,
To destroy you,
Those asteroids that do not care if you live or die.

I Dreamed I Was a Video Game

You probably think you know all there is to know about me, huh? Yeah,
yeah, yeah, I’ve heard it a million times! “Goldilocks is the little blond
girl who broke into the Three Bears’ house. Goldilocks ate their food!
Goldilocks broke their furniture! Goldilocks messed up their beds!”
Yeah? Well, I say, “Get a life!” You don’t know how hard it is being a
young girl… alone… in a dark forest. You may not know this, but there
are no “Golden Arches” in the forest! So, yeah! I broke into the Three
Bears’ home! And yeah! It got a lot of press! But that was just the half of
it! I didn’t stop there. Oh, no! That was just the beginning! I broke into
Three Pigs’ homes! I climbed a beanstalk and stole some gold jewelry!
(But that’s another story…) And I’d still be looking for something to
take…if I didn’t get caught! That’s right. I’m now serving a fifty-year
sentence at the Fairytale Penitentiary! When I get out of here, I won’t be
“Goldi-locks” anymore. I’ll be “Old Gray-locks!” If I have one word
of advice to give any of you today, it’s this: Crime doesn’t pay! So,
the bottom line is: If you are kind to everyone…and you treat everyone
the way you would want to be treated, you should by all accounts…live
happily ever after.

In the beginning,
It was Pac Man, Centipede, and Asteroids—
All the old ‘80’s stuff.
Asteroids—
Now, here is the game that shows you what real life is all about.

By Jake Barton

Goldilocks

