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Attack of the B-Grade Boyfriends is a poetic collection of humorous 
verse.  It should be entered in Poetry Interpretation and be performed 
by a female.  There is a lot of tongue-in-cheek humor and several puns 
found throughout the poems.  Play that humor and keep the energy 
high.  Most of the film references to famous movie monsters are iconic; 
however, if the performer is unfamiliar with this particular film genre, it 
would be advisable to research the various horror film references found 
within the poems.  This is a poetic collage; therefore, the performer may 
choose to perform all of the poems with one consistent narrator, or she 
might choose to portray each poem with a different persona.  The drama 
mask icons are simply visible to show the performer when to turn the 
pages in the manuscript.

Attack of the B-Grade Boyfriends

Movies are contemporary mirrors 
Reflecting our lives on the silver screen.
While that may be true, my dating life has been nothing more
Than an endless stream of Hollywood horror films.  
Mother says that I am just too fickle.  
I tell her that I am lucky to still be alive.
Mother tells me that dating should be fun.
I tell her it’s hard to have fun when you’re constantly
Bombarded by a list of B-Grade boyfriends.
Mother tells me I’m too much of a critic.
I tell her it’s hard not to be critical when I would give
Every boy I’ve ever dated the same rating:  P.G.
Perfectly Gross.

Dracula

Boyfriend #1 was a nibbler.
Yes, my friends, he knew the boundaries, 
And he was perfectly content just making out.
His target, however, was rarely my lips.
His interest, instead, was my rather long, lithe neck, 
And while he never wore a cape, the nape of my neck
Became his fixation.  If you don’t believe me,
I have a drawer full of turtlenecks to prove it.

notes

Mother’s Day is a fictitious monologue and may be performed by either 
a male or female.  Due to its first-person confessional style, performers 
may choose to enter this selection in either Dramatic Interpretation 
or Prose Interpretation.  The setting is a gravesite.  If performing this 
selection in Dramatic Interpretation, the performer should be reminded 
of the physical need for the character to be holding a bouquet of daisies.  
The flowers will not only allow for pantomimed ‘stage business’ for 
the performer, the daisies should help create the environment for the 
audience.  How quickly the flowers are placed upon the grave should be 
determined by the performer.  This selection should be performed with 
100% honesty.  It is a story of love and loss, but the performer should also 
be reminded that there is a good bit of humor found within the selection.  
Play that humor; however, do not push the humor. Humor is always best 
received when it is presented with honesty. While this selection appears 
to be a monologue, there are actually two characters—one being the 
person speaking, and the second character being the audience, who 
serves as the unseen person at the cemetery and who initially begins 
the conversation with the protagonist of the story.   If used in Prose 
Interpretation, the drama mask icons simply serve as suggestions to 
show the performer when to turn the pages in the manuscript.

These flowers are pretty, aren’t they?  They’re Mother’s favorite.  And 
you’ve got to get your mother her favorite flowers on Mother’s Day, don’t 
you?  Or you should…  It’s Mother’s Day.  You should always get your 
mother as many of her favorite flowers as you can on Mother’s Day.  You 
never know when she won’t be around to enjoy them anymore.  Like my 
mom here.  They just got the tombstone up.  It’s nice, don’t you think?   
It’s not so ornate.  Some of these others—whew!  I’m mean, you should 
show people how much you love them while they’re here, you know?  
Yeah.  You should show them while they’re here.  I did.  Not a day went 
by that I didn’t let Mother know—just how much I loved her.  Her real 
name was Dorothy, but everyone called her Daisy.  It was her favorite 
flower.  So one day Mother decided that’s what she wanted to be called.  
Everyone loved Mother, so no one ever had a problem pretending that 
Dorothy Gail Peterson was named Daisy Gail Peterson.  Why would 
anyone have a problem with that?  My mother was the sweetest woman 
anyone could ever meet.  Oh, did I mention she was also born with mental 
retardation?  



Justin Timberlake perform for the community at the new and improved 
local city park later this year.  Isn’t that right, Mr. Lopez?
Stan Lopez:  Well, you’ve… stumped me again, Ms. Sanchez Lopez 
Gonzales.
Reporter:  (To the camera.)  And there you have it—another happy 
ending to another peaceful protest.  Because of the actions of a few 
concerned citizens, tomorrow, this tree will spread its branches and thrive 
on the bright sunshine…and actor, Jerry Mathers…will not be eaten. Any 
parting words, Mr. Lopez?
Stan Lopez:  Yes.  Save trees… and don’t eat actors that you’ve seen on 
television!
Reporter:  I’m Maria Juanita Rosita Sanchez Lopez Gonzalez…reporting 
live…from downtown.  (The crowd of protesters begin cheering.)
Forrest:  You hear that?  That means we did it!  
Fern:  We saved the tree?
Nate:  We sure did, sweetie!  (Over excited.)  Man, it feels good to give 
back! Forrest, thanks, man.  It’s been a pleasure!  Come on, Fern.  What 
do you say we jump on my bike and go home?  I’m in the mood for a little 
peach cobbler!
Fern:  Oh, Nate.  I’m glad you climbed that tree two years ago!  (Nate 
and Fern leave.  Everyone has left except for the reporter gathering her 
things.)
Forrest:  Maria, I’m glad I caught you before you left.  I just wanted to 
say thanks!  Your presence today made the protest the victory it is.  
Reporter:  Congratulations, Forrest.  We make a pretty good team.  Don’t 
you think?  You save the environment, and I get revenge on my ex-
husband for leaving me for his secretary.  It’s a win-win for everyone.
Forrest:  Well, it’s a win for everyone but Stan.
Reporter:  Don’t be silly.  The publicity Stan gets from these news 
reports keeps his business growing stronger.  
Forrest:  But I thought you wanted to hurt Stan.
Reporter:  Let’s just say that I like to keep Stan honest.  I can’t let his 
company go under.  Remember, sweetheart, Stan still pays me alimony. 
Forrest:  You like to see him weeping, don’t you?
Reporter:  Like a willow.
Forrest:  I’ll make a deal with you.  
Reporter:  A deal?
Forrest:  I’ll keep hugging trees, as long as you make the stories 
sensationalistic enough to draw crowds.  By the way, how did you ever 
come up with the cannibalism idea?
Reporter:  Listen, a girl can’t give away all of her secrets, now can 
she?  Besides, there’s a reason they call me ‘The Man-Eater’ down at the 
station.
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Dorothy Gail Peterson—if you can’t tell, my grandmother was rather 
fond of Judy Garland’s portrayal of Dorothy Gail—the little lost girl 
from Kansas in The Wizard of Oz.  You know, most mentally-challenged 
adult women who give birth and raise a child are only mildly-disabled.  
My mother’s mental-handicap was labeled ‘severe.’  Severe mental-
retardation.    My grandmother told me that I was Mother’s pride and joy.  
I was her baby girl.  When my mother was little, my grandmother said she 
loved baby dolls.   And the more realistic the dolls were the better.  I was 
told that every night my mother would pray that someday one of her baby 
dolls would spring to life…and become a real baby.  When I was born, my 
mother believed her prayers were answered.

I’m Dill, by the way.  It’s an odd name, but fitting at the same time.  I’ve 
told you that Mother’s favorite flower was the daisy, but I don’t think 
I told you what her second favorite flower was, have I?  If you haven’t 
already figured out the obvious, it was daffodils.  I think it’s nice that I 
was named after something Mother loved so dearly, but let’s be honest.  
You can’t go to school with a name like Daffodil.  You can’t even go to 
kindergarten with a name like Daffodil.  Get it?  Daffodil?  Kinder-garten?  
That cracks me up every time.  Mother didn’t have a problem with me 
changing my name.  After all, she went from a normal name like Dorothy 
and changed it to a flower—Daisy.  I changed my name from a flower—
Daffodil—to Dill…a pickle.  The point is we were polar opposites, and 
yet, somehow we were very much alike.  Well, obviously I had the higher 
IQ…at age four, but still—I was her baby doll come to life and she was 
my mother.  

No baby was ever loved more than me.  Of course, my grandmother was 
the legal guardian of both my mother and me, but there was no mistaking 
which one was my mother.  I’m surprised I ever learned to walk, because 
my mother held me all of the time.  She would hold me, rock me to sleep 
and dance with me around the room.  She loved listening to original 
movie soundtracks, and she was especially fond of those without lyrics.  
She would twirl me around the room to such classics as the Theme from 
Jaws, the Theme from Poltergeist, Halloween… Is it any wonder that 
I’m not, nor have ever been afraid of horror films?  To be honest, most 
of them make me laugh.  Of course, when she would occasionally take 

M
o
th

e
r’s D

a
y

By C
eleste LeBeaux


