
Les M
u

ch
o
 M

isera
b

les a
t V

icto
r H

u
g

o
 M

id
d

le
 Sch

o
o
l

By G
regory T. Burns

K
is

si
n

g
 L

e
ss

o
n

s
By

 B
ri

dg
et

 G
ra

ce
 S

he
af

f
I heard something just now. I think we all did. Honestly, that noise was so 
loud I thought the principal would come over the intercom and tell us our 
school is in immediate lockdown.  And I know what you’re all thinking 
right now. You’re thinking, “Lucky us.” We’re in the only classroom that 
doesn’t have a window. Hmmm?  Isn’t that what most of you were think-
ing? For the record, what I smell right now—it’s no bueno. And I think 
you all know what those words mean, don’t you? No bueno? (Looking for 
acknowledgement among her students and pausing for dramatic effect) I’d 
use a scented aerosol, but we seem to have used the last of it yesterday—
when this same sort of problem erupted.  Would anyone like to make an 
apology right now?  (Waiting) Anyone?  (Gesturing for Evelyn to lower 
her hand) Put your hand down, Evelyn. (Sniffing the air, and then looking 
at Johnny V.) Johnny V.? Do you—(Sniffing the air again)—have anything 
you’d like to say?  Hmmm? Do you think you might have an inkling as to 
what we’re smelling right now?  Hmmm?  (Pausing for dramatic effect) 
Tell us, Johnny V., what was that?  
Johnny V. John: (To the tune of “Who Am I?”)
            What was that?

That’s what the teacher asked,
And now I’m dead.
Why did that little girl point to my head?
I have a gassy problem,
And it’s coming out my bottom.
What was that?
You’d think the class had never heard a toot before.
One of the kids across the room said, “Open the door!”
We’re dying here. That much is clear,
And now I have another fear.
They’ll know it’s me.
Should I stand up and admit my crime?
To build the ozone layer one poof at a time?
A trouser cough, a tushie belch, 
It was something that I couldn’t squelch.
Rectal turbulence is a crisis.
I’ve got fanny halitosis.
What was that?
What was that?
It was a big fart!

Mr. Hugo: Meanwhile, hidden away in another part of the school, lies a 
classroom filled with very—special children. These children, like most 
children, have dreams. These children, however, learn quickly—okay, 
they’re special children, so they don’t really learn anything quickly, but 
nonetheless, they eventually realize—that sometimes life simply sucks 

NOTES

Billed as a romantic comedy for the younger set, playwright Bridget 
Grace Sheaff introduces us to Bess and Mike, two young adolescents 
who have been pushed into a closet for the classic boy/girl party 
game, Seven Minutes in Heaven.  This short play should be per-
formed by a male and female and may be entered in Duet Acting or 
Duo Interpretation.  Like all budding romances, awkward moments 
are bountiful. Do not be afraid to play those moments. The awkward 
silences should only highlight and accentuate the comedic elements of 
the play. The premise itself is very clever. After all, the two characters 
onstage are technically being held captive in a dark closet. While Bess 
and Mike can’t see each other’s facial expressions, we, the audience, 
can—therein lies the fun! There is an honesty found within the text 
of this scene, so portray the characters’ dialogue with earnest realism.  
If desired, the drama mask icons are visible to show the performers 
where a ‘teaser’ could be placed. This is a fun, light-hearted comedy 
for everyone who remembers the thrill and excitement of that unex-
pected first kiss!

Characters:
BESS
MIKE

SCENE: A closet during a game of “Seven Minutes in Heaven”

Bess: Wait… Never?
Mike: Nope… never.
Bess: That really surprises me.
Mike: Um… is that a good thing or a bad thing?
Bess: Neither. It just surprises me.
Mike: Well, it’s true.
Bess: Huh.
Mike: Okay, Bess, you’re freaking me out a bit. And I can’t really see 
you, because it’s so dark in here.
Bess: Sorry. I just… I never thought about that.
Mike: Well, I think about it a lot.
Bess:  …Never?
Mike: No. I have never been kissed. So… yeah, okay?
Bess: Wow.
Mike: It’s not a big deal.
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Nurse Retched: What a little cry baby, you are. You know, there are 
places called hospitals.
Croquette: My family can’t afford them.  They tell me to come here.
Nurse Retched: Well, aren’t I the luckiest school nurse in the whole 
blooming country?  You know, the school doesn’t pay me like a doctor 
gets paid, and I only get so many supplies per semester. Keep this up, 
Missy, and we’ll have to have another school bond just to pay for all the 
Band-Aids you use. 
Croquette: I can’t help it. The gangs keep targeting me in the hallways—
and in the restroom—and on the playground.
Nurse Retched: Then get the counselors to change your schedule so you 
can stay in one classroom all day, hold it ‘til you get home, and grow-up! 
Playground, indeed. You can’t play your whole life, you know. (Begrudg-
ingly giving her a Band-Aid) Here. Put this on once the blood coagulates 
a bit. If you put it on too soon and it gets all soggy, don’t expect me to just 
hand you another one. Understood?  If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to go 
smoke a cigarette. If it weren’t against school policy, I’d get snookered 
right now. (Disgusted with Croquette and life in general) Honesty, girls 
like you—you make me want to drink.  (To herself) I’d probably make as 
much working as a receptionist down at the local clinic.  
Croquette: (Still to the tune of “Castle on a Cloud”) 

There is a mean nurse at this school.
She hates to give me bandages.
She doesn’t like to do her job.
Not much to look at—is a slob.
I wish my Dad had insurance.
I wish my Mom would pick me up.
Picking me up would be so cool.
There is a bully at this school.

Mr. Hugo: That Collette can really whine, can’t she? Makes you want 
to just back hand her a few times, doesn’t it?  (Laughs) She’s a sweet 
girl, though. Really, she is.  If she makes it through middle school, she’ll 
probably— Oh, who am I kidding? She’ll never make it through middle 
school. (Laughs) Oh, well, you know what they say, “Survival of the fit-
test—” That’s just one of the lessons children learn here at Victor Hugo 
Middle School. Another lesson we teach our students is ‘Fitting in,’ but 
it’s hard for a student to fit in—especially when that student has an intesti-
nal problem—like Johnny V. John.

Miss Tacobella: (Writing on the chalkboard with her back turned) All 
right, class, as you can clearly see, in Spanish, when you conjugate verbs 
in the past tense—(An odd ‘noise’ erupts in the classroom, and she quickly 
turns around to face the class) Houston, we have a muy grande problemo! 

Bess: No… no… it’s not.
Mike: I mean, I know you have. Been kissed, that is.
Bess: I mean, just like once. And it didn’t really count.
Mike: Of course it counted.
Bess: I was in second grade! It was on the playground. And I pushed him 
down afterwards. We got in big trouble.
Mike: Still.
Bess: Yeah… Never?
Mike: Geez. Why is that so weird to hear?
Bess: I don’t know. It just seems like you of all people….
Mike: Me of all people? What does that even mean?
Bess:  I just… I know there are girls out there who… You know… You’re 
just not one of those people who I thought would have trouble…
Mike: Can we just not talk about this anymore?
Bess: Okay…fine.

Mike: (Awkward silence) How much longer do we have to be in here?
Bess: We’ve only been in here for like, what, two minutes? Five more to 
go.
Mike: Wonderful. This is how I wanted to spend my evening: locked in a 
closet. It’s so dark in here. No offense, but Seven Minutes in Heaven is a 
stupid game.
Bess: Yeah. I know.
Mike: (Awkward silence) Why would she push us in here together?
Bess: Lacey’s just like that. You know her. Always… pushing people into 
closets.
Mike: Sorry if this ruins your birthday party.
Bess: No… it’s fine.
Mike: Happy Birthday.
Bess: Thanks.
Mike: (Awkward silence) Your cake looks delicious.
Bess: Thanks. (Awkward silence) So… what are we going to do now?
Mike: What do you mean?
Bess: Well, we’re here. In the dark. For a while. And the point of the game 
is to—
Mike: I know what the point of the game is.
Bess: So…
Mike: Wait, are you suggesting that…?
Bess: No.
Mike: Oh.
Bess:  But, like… we could.
Mike: Okay, what?


