By Jake Barton

Dear Batman

Dear Batman is a work of fiction. It should be performed by a male
and entered in Prose Interpretation. Raymond, our protagonist, is a
young man dealing with the pressures of undiagnosed depression. It
is important to portray Raymond’s likeability. The audience must like
Raymond, in order to empathize and root for his success throughout
his struggle with clinical depression. Because Raymond actually
believes that Batman exists, there should definitely be a sense of
naivety on the part of the performer. Raymond’s asking of favors and
advice from Batman are heartfelt; therefore, the performer should tap
into that innocence and show Raymond’s ernest attempts of connecting
with his favorite Super Hero. There are a myriad of emotional
levels found within this selection—humor, fear, sadness, confusion,
embarrassment, and love. Really bring out the appropriate emotions
in each letter to Batman. Play the moments with honesty. The iconic
nature of Batman should immediately give the performer a sense of
connection with the audience. Build that rapport by making everyone
in the audience fall in love with Raymond. The drama mask icons are
simply visible to show the performer where to turn his pages.

Dear Batman

Last Halloween, my sister and I dressed up as Super Heroes. She went
as Wonder Woman, and I went as you, Batman. Mom doesn’t sew, so
we both had to wear store-bought costumes. The masks were really
uncomfortable, and the rubber band holding my mask on my face kept
breaking—but everyone said we looked just like real Super Heroes.
Whenever anyone would ask my sister if she’s saved anyone tonight, she
would just laugh and say, “Candy!” I think everyone knew she hadn’t
saved anyone named Candy. She just wanted some candy corn or a
miniature candy bar. She would hold out her plastic orange pumpkin and
smile. I’m sure most of those strangers probaby just thought my sister
was shy. Wearing her mask, they couldn’t see her facial expressions.
No doubt she was smiling beneath her mask, but like I’ve told you—she
always smiles. If she wasn’t wearing her Wonder Woman mask, I’ll bet
they would have all noticed how awkward and unfocused she really is.
They probably would have just told her how cute she looked and given
her extra candy—to wash away their guilt. Why do grown-ups always act
different when they find out someone isn’t who they thought they were?
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Dear Batman,

Just wondering,
Raymond
Dear Batman,
Dear Batman,
I wish I had a secret place to go—where I could get away from my life
sometimes. You’re lucky. You have the Batcave. If I had a place like
that, maybe I wouldn’t feel so sad all of the time. And of course, you’ve
got Alfred to tell your secrets to—and I don’t have anyone like that. We
have a lady, Mrs. Gonzales, that comes over to help Mom with my sister
sometimes. And sometimes Mrs. Gonzales comes over and stays with
us, whenever Mom and Dad want to go out to dinner or to a party or
something. But I can’t talk to her about personal things. Besides, I don’t
think she’d understand. She’s from Brazil, and she doesn’t speak English
very good yet. She’s learning though. That’s good, don’t you think? Dad
says it’s important to learn as much as you can every day. I study hard in
school, make good grades, and I get good progress reports. I just wish I
could learn to stop crying in front of people, and I wish I could learn how
to help my sister get better. Sometimes I try to tell her what’s going on
in my life, but I know she doesn’t understand anything I’m saying. Even
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A few weeks ago, my younger sister was diagnosed with Muscular
Dystrophy. Everyone in my family cried; that is, everyone except my
sister. She just smiled, but she always smiles. She smiles no matter
what’s going on in our family. Some kids at school call her ‘retarded,’
but Mom says they’re wrong. She’s ‘mentally-challenged.’ I asked Mom
if they didn’t really mean the same thing, but she said, ‘No. There’s a
difference.’ I was just wondering if you had anything that could help her.
You seem to have a gizmo for everything, and I thought maybe you had
something that could cure her. I hope things are going good for you in
Gotham City. If you can help in any way, I know we would all appreciate
it.
Your friend,
Raymond
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Dear Batman

Do you ever cry? I only ask, because lately, I’ve been crying a lot. And
not just because of my sister, but that makes me cry too. I can’t stop
myself sometimes. I’ll just be sitting at my desk in school, working on
my vocabulary words or some math problem, and then bam! My shirt is
wet, my eyes are red, and I try to hold back the tears, but that only makes
matters worse. Usually, some girl in my class will slip out of her desk and
tell the teacher. That’s when the teacher quietly walks to my desk, taps
me on the shoulder, and asks me to follow her into the hallway. She asks
if there’s anything she can do for me. Then she tells me to get a drink
of water and go to the restroom for a few minutes. I think she called my
parents, but they haven’t said anything to me about it.

I think one of my teachers might have called Mom. Lately, as soon as I
get home from school, Mom asks me if I’ve had a good day. I tell her it
was okay, and every day she just smiles and says, ‘That’s good.’ But I’ve
heard my Mom talking to Dad a few times late at night. She tells him that
she’s worried about me. Dad tells her I’ll be fine and says that all kids get
depressed sometimes. He tells her it’s natural and to stop worrying about
me so much. Then he reminds Mom how they have bigger fish to fry right
now. By bigger fish, I’m sure Dad’s referring to my little sister. I hate
bothering you, because I know you have whales to fry! What with The
Joker, Cat Woman, The Riddler, and The Penguin always causing trouble,
it’s a wonder you even have time to read my letters. Then again, I guess
that’s why you’re a Super Hero. You make time for everyone. Be sure to
take a little time for yourself, okay? It’s true I worry about my little sister,
but I worry about you, too.

Your biggest fan,
Raymond
P.S. Just so that you know I’m not making any of this up, the two little
spots on this letter aren’t where I spilled something. They’re my tears. I
was hoping they’d disappear after they dried. Unfortunately, they stained
the letter. I was going to apologize for them, but then I thought, “Hey,
Batman’s human, too.” Right?

Dear Batman,
How do you do it? How do you juggle fighting all those criminals
in Gotham City and still find the energy to run a multi-million dollar
enterprise at the same time? Does it depress you that everytime you put
one criminal behind bars, another one just pops up and takes his place?
Doesn’t that depress you, Batman? I wish I knew of a magic potion that
would just make my sadness go away. You know, like how Poison Ivy
and Cat Woman sometimes try to come up with some sort of potion that
will make you fall in love with them or something? I know they’re not
nice women and cause you a lot of grief, but do you think one of them
might have a potion that would help me feel happy again? The next time
you catch one of them and put them behind bars, will you ask them for
me?
Thank you,
Raymond
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Dear Batman,

Yours truly,
Raymond
Dear Batman,
Mom and Dad insisted I do something fun. They said I need to get out
and socialize more often, so I went to a party last Friday night. Everyone
was playing truth or dare. When it was my turn, I chose dare. Nick
dared me to kiss either Melissa or Hannah. Hannah is from Montana, so
you can imagine how much the kids tease her about that. Since Melissa
always smells like soured milk, I chose Hannah. Do you know what? It
wasn’t that bad. Everyone laughed, but then, kids always laugh when you
have to do something silly like kiss a girl in front of everyone. Have you
ever played truth or dare with anyone? Do you ever have get togethers
with other Super Heroes? Has Lois Lane ever invited you to come over
and have dinner with her and Superman? I wonder who you would have
chosen to kiss if Superman dared you to kiss either Cat Woman or Poison
Ivy? If it were me, I’d have had to face the consequences. I’m allergic
to cats, and one time, while camping, I got a bad case of poison ivy. I
couldn’t stop scratching, and I itched for almost a month! I’ll tell you a
secret. Today at school, everytime I passed Hannah in the hallways, she
just smiled and gave me a little wave.
On Cloud Nine,
Raymond
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