By Yolanda Williams

Last Night I Saw My Life Onstage

Have you ever had the feeling
You were the only one in the world
Who felt the way you felt?
Hurt the way you hurt?
.
Ever dream you would
Have more money?
Be lucky in love?
Be happy?
I always felt alone.
Last night my life changed.
Last night I saw my life onstage.

I am in Philadelphia visiting an aunt.
The truth is I am on a break.
My boyfriend and I have been having a little trouble.
I thought it best to leave when he started getting
Physical.

Well, it’s Saturday night,
And I haven’t been to a club in forever and a day.
I told my aunt I wouldn’t be out too late,
But I heard there was going to be a singer
At a club just a few blocks away.
I just had to see her.

Clean up after yourselves, you little snot-nosed, ungrateful…
Mrs. Jones: Thank you, Mr. Bates. You put a lot of…pent-up
emotion into that…
Mr. Bates: Sorry excuse for human beings!
Mrs. Jones: Mr. Bates, that’s enough! (Realizes the audience is in
shock. Tries to spin his inappropriate talent number quickly.)
Enough of that…“wacky” sense of Monty-Python-type…humor of
yours…(Fake laughter.) I’ll tell you, we just love and appreciate Mr.
Bates around here. (Trying to calm Mr. Bates down a bit, Mrs.Jones
waves him over to her and puts her arm around him.) He really
keeps our school… looking so…clean… and smelling like…well,
that industrial strength Lysol they use…It always smells like…a
lemon-orchard around here…
Mr. Bates: It’s pee!
Mrs. Jones: So…thank you…Mr. Bates! Thank you! Let’s all thank
him, shall we? (Encouraging the audience.) Off you go, Mr. Bates.
Ladies and gentlemen, before we leave tonight, I would like to
make a presentation, if I may. After the tragic passing of Mr.
Armand, the faculty all got together and created a little gift basket
for the members of his family who…weren’t shot to death at the
Homecoming Parade. Miss Hooch, could you bring out the gift
basket, please?
Miss Hooch: Let’s see, we have a DVD player, a new DVD…let’s
see…yes, it’s a good one, The Deer Hunter starring Robert De
Niro…and a gift card to Target.
Mrs. Jones: Well, that concludes our program for this evening. I’d
like to thank all of you for coming, and I hope we see you next
year, at our 18th Annual Malcolm X. Jefferson Talent Show!

The 17th Annual Malcolm X. Jefferson Elementary Talent Show

Written as a personal, narrative poem, the free-verse style allows
a performer to also consider using this piece of literature as a
Dramatic Interpretation. This poem is about connection. The
performer should connect with her audience as viably as the young
woman in the poem connects with the lyrics sung onstage by Billie
Holliday. Play the vulnerability, likeability, courage, and hope, as
the young woman finds comfort and refuge in the lyrics and
determined spirit of an American icon.

Sorry if my song offends.
I’m not trying to be your friend.
If you don’t thank me once a year,
I’ll not be your maintenance engineer!
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The 17th Annual Malcolm X. Jefferson Elementary Talent Show

Oh, sit down! You guys are too much! Thank you! Thank you
very much!
Mrs. Jones: (Clapping enthusiastically) Well, move over Tom
Hanks! Mr. Yield, I think you missed your calling. Gromman’s
Chinese Theater called and they said they have a star with your
name on it! You are a tough act to follow, but if there’s anyone
who can…it’s our very own maintenance engineer, Mr. Bates, with
an original song that he wants to dedicate…to all of the little
Bucks…here at MXJ…

But last night my life changed.
Last night I saw my life onstage.

When I got to the club,
The room was filled with rapture.
Everyone was smiling.
Laughing.
Happy.
I got myself a drink,
And heard, repetitively, the name
Billie Holiday.
-Billie’s coming tonight
-Can you believe we’ll hear her sing?
Billie Holiday.
I got as close as I could to the stage.
If I was going to see the Billie Holiday,
I wanted to be able to smell her perfume.

Mr. Bates: This little ditty is to the tune of The Lone Ranger theme
song:
I mop and shine and clean all day.
You might as well call me your slave.
Putrid, vomit, urine too,
I even clean up number two.
Off the toilet seats I wipe up yellow droplets,
looks like rain.
My friends all think I’m crazy, I never complain.
As you walk down our school halls,
Scraping your nails down the walls,
I stand and let you pass me by
You never, ever tell me, “Hi.”
I am not invisible; I am a person, tried and true.
I can smell your farts as you pass by and go P.U.

When Billie walked onstage,
The club erupted in volcanic applause.
She walked to the microphone
Wearing a straight-hemmed, black dress
And a white gardenia in her hair.
As the cat calls and shrieking whistles continued,
She spoke to the crowd.
If I don’t have friends, then I ain’t nothing!
Tonight, I am among friends.
There was a healthy chorus of Amen’s and That’s right!
After thanking the accompaniast, a Mr. Artie Shaw,
She began to sing a song she introduced as Summertime.

Last Night I Saw My Life Onstage

(Mr.Yield bows his head dramatically. When he looks up, he sees
that everyone in the audience has stood up. Embarrassed, he talks
to the audience.)

Ray, that’s my boyfriend .
He doesn’t allow me to listen to the radio.
There is no music allowed in his house.
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all the lugies and snot you’ve wiped on the seats beside you. Then
they can take a bottle of Windex and some paper towels, and try
to wipe off all of the new vocabulary words you learned in the
school lavatory and wrote on the backs of the seats in front of you.
Tomorrow morning, you’ll stand at your bus stops, playing your
rap crap and practicin’ your one-fingered sign language you so
proudly present to passing cars… and you won’t even know I’m
gone. That’s all I have to say…’night, children…

