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BETWEEN THE BELLS 

 
 
 

Cast of Characters 
 

African American Students 
 Rocky Jessup (Offstage Voice) – 11th grade - School Council President, an excelling, 

middle-class African American young man; he’s headed for college for sure but he knows his 
roots and is a great comic. 

 Trina Todd – 10th grade – Methodist. She comes from a solid, middle class family where 
she is being raised by her mother, stepfather and grandmother. Her mom & grandmother are 
businesswomen with social consciousness. She is an astonishingly talented collage artist, 
about to have her first art show. She has been interviewed in the local news. Some girls hate 
her for being talented and basically happy. 

 Shamar Brewer – 11th grade – He comes from a single mom family and loves his mom very 
much; she is an alcoholic. He is the oldest son and feels a big sense of responsibility to his 
mother and younger siblings. By the time Shamar was 12-years-old he had seen two men 
shot in his yard – one of them his uncle. His best friend, Jamie, lost his brother that day. The 
gang wants Shamar and has been recruiting him hard for five-years. So far he has managed to 
walk the thin line between friendship and membership with the gang.  

 Jamie Mattis – 11th grade – Jamie is a mix of African American and Native Caribbean 
through his grandparents, both parents are southern African Americans. He’s shorter than 
most of his peers and stocky; he carries himself with the sexual bravado of an aggressive 
Casanova. He comes from a lineage of gang members – his father and uncle both being big in 
the gang. His brother was killed in the drive-by that put Shamar’s uncle in a wheelchair for 
life. Jamie is smart and aggressively sly. Duck and dodge. He has no real sense of 
connections outside his “people”. 

 Tereza Shaheen– 10th grade – Secretly, she feels she isn’t as pretty as some girls but she has 
way more style and flash than anyone else at school. Her mother is a child raising a child, 
and frustrated by how often she has to come to teacher’s meetings and listen to some bitch 
complain about how her daughter was rude to them. Tereza hates and is cruel to many people 
but takes great offense if they hate her back. She admires and even loves her old friend, 
Trina, but has grown to resent Trina’s loving family and middle class home. 

 
Hispanic Students 
 Olivia Martinez – 10th grade - Short, with a round face. From indigenous Mexican 

background. Smart. Quietly outgoing. She goes unnoticed by teachers until they see her high 
grades. She goes unnoticed by students until they realize she can help them in class and that 
she is fun. She is a pastel artist and friendly with Trina in art class. 

 Lily Flores– 10th grade - Very shy. She speaks little English though she has lived in the 
United States for seven years. Like the other Hispanics, she receives no language assistance 
from the school. In middle school, her language deficiency mattered and she started getting 
poor grades. Her parents are as confused as she is by her situation. She is pretty and the boys 
constantly flirt with and say rude things to her. She shrinks when spoken to by adults. She 
hopes to become a famous model. 

• José Rivera - 10th grade. Born in Mexico. His mother left his father 8 years ago; his father 
now lives in Mexico with his new wife and daughter. He does not see his father. JOSÉ 
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remembers an uncle who used to take him to bars and dogfights when he was five. He is 
furious. He is also very sweet and wants to please. He is torn between his gentle nature, his 
early lead poisoning and the demands on an Hispanic male. He has been incorrectly 
diagnosed with and medicated for ADHD.  

• Ramon Morales – 10th grade - An amiable young man with a sharp edge. He is smart and 
has taught himself enough English to make good grades. When he doesn’t understand, he 
cheats shamelessly. He helps others cheat because none of the adults are helping the Spanish 
speaking students gain the skills they need in order to succeed. He enjoys his status as a 
leader in his community at school, and flirts aggressively with Hispanic girls. He is a 
trickster, in the style of Wylie Coyote and Puck. His goal in life is to be a good man like his 
father. 

White Students 
 Vanessa (Nessa) Jones - 10th grade – white, Protestant - Soccer Queen, track runner, 

competitive, a loyal friend and big gossip. Her father is sometimes whacks her – a one-
handed slap on the top of the head that he calls a “tap” and she calls a “whooping.” The worst 
thing that ever happens to her is having her mouth washed out with soap for swearing. 

 Abigail (Abbey) Garber- 10th grade – white with Jewish ethnicity - her mother is divorced 
and still a grunge-hippy with tattoos all over her arms. Abbey’s mom has an old hippy 
boyfriend who smokes cigarettes, drinks beer and plays folk guitar. She sees her dad 
sometimes on weekends but he’s already re-married and has a baby. Abbey is pretty 
depressed, looking for a place to belong, a leader to follow, some structure please and adult 
guidance – but she hates adults so she follows Vanessa to see where that goes. 

 William Thompson – 9th grade – white – Christian – both intelligent and empathic. A math 
and science whiz with a poetic heart and the face of an innocent. He is generous and kind 
with a sharp sense of humor. He plays a wicked game of Go. He has been home-schooled 
until this year, when he decided to try out public schools. 

 Dory le Mieux – 9th grade – white – Agnostic - liberal – smart – funny – all-round good 
hearted, but stressed by the need to do things “right.” Also in the chess club and plays piano. 
Mom teaches 20th century literature at Duke. Her dad is a genetic scientist who works at 
RTP. Dory is trying to set the school record for the number of consecutive days she can go 
without swearing. 

 
The Adults 
 Mrs. Judith Nasser - 10th grade Social Studies teacher, a young Middle-Eastern woman who 

married a 3rd generation American man from Turkey whom she met at Duke University; she 
is 7-months pregnant 

 Ms. Irene Crouch - School Administrator for 15 years, in her mid-40s – mid-50s. She was 
transplanted here from Brooklyn, NY 20-years-ago with her husband. Now, she’s newly 
divorced and not happy about it at all. A white woman with highlighted blonde hair, 
shoulder-length in a loose bouffant style. 
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ACT ONE, SCENE TWO 
Time: 7:30 am 

 
 (Two girls, VANESSA and ABBEY, enter talking in hissing whispers, getting louder as 
they become more excited.) 

 
VANESSA (NESSA) 

(She is irritated) 
I’m going to strangle her, Abbey. I’m going to grab those feathers she thinks are so fly and rip 
them out of her ears. She’s the biggest f-ing snitch in this whole f-ing school.  
 

ABBEY 
Trina wouldn’t do that to us. We’re friends. She didn’t mean us to get caught. She just, you 
know, dropped the note on the floor. It was an accident. 
 

NESSA 
Of course she meant us to get caught. She refused to pass the note and we got caught. Are you 
stupid? 
 

ABBEY 
Nope. Not me. She’s a big f-ing snitch. She’s a traitor and a sneak.  I hope her hairdresser burns 
all her hair off! 
 

NESSA 
She is going to pay. It’s my third strike this month. I’m supposed to be in after-school for the rest 
of the week and I can’t tell my mom so I have to sneak out of it. 
 

ABBEY 
How? 

 
NESSA 

I’ll just not go, and when they track me down tomorrow or Wednesday I’ll tell them I couldn’t 
get a ride and now my mother won’t let me stay after because I’ve got a dentist appointment or 
something. Maybe Grannie May can die again. She hasn’t died since last October and they 
always forget. But I can’t tell my mom ‘cause she’ll tell my dad and he’ll whup me. 

 
ABBEY 

Whup? What is that? Whup? You’re such a hillbilly. 
 

NESSA 
Well, so what, you’re a Jew? 

 
ABBEY 

 (Laughing) 
Yeah, so what?  Listen, I heard these three college guys talking at the coffee shop this morning  – 
 

NESSA 
Did you get a mocha? 
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ABBEY 

Of course – Shut up! – So these three cute Duke fraternity guys were joking around at the coffee 
shop, about how they didn’t have enough money to buy more stuff because their frat treasurer is 
a real Jew. 
 

NESSA 
Nazis – what did you say? 
 

ABBEY 
 (Laughing at the horribleness of the event) 
Nothing. I was too chicken to say anything. Three big cute Nazi frat guys. It felt like I was naked 
and I felt, like, this red rash rising up my chest, up my neck and I knew when it got to my face 
they would notice I’m Jewish and, like, ignore me. My hands were shaking – I was so 
embarrassed – and my mocha slipped out of my hands and spilled all over the one guy – the guy 
who said that about the treasurer being a real Jew – all over the front of his pants. 
 

NESSA 
 (Laughing with her)   
Oh, my God! What did you do? 
 

ABBEY 
 (Getting a little hysterical) 
I didn’t know what to do. I ran. The coffee was really hot. I thought his Nazi friends were going 
to kill me so I ran outta there fast. The cops probably want to arrest me for assault with a deadly 
coffee drink. They’re out there now. Combing the streets for a Jewish high school girl with 
coffee stains on her mother’s new shirt. 

(Sighing)  
And I didn’t even get my mocha! 

 
NESSA 

Just shut up about your damn mocha, We’ve got to fix Trina. She broke the rule of friendship. 
You pass the note. That’s the rule. You always pass the note. She’s gotta be punished.  

 
ABBEY 

 (Shrugs in an Eeyore-like manner of resignation) 
Whatever. 
 

[OLIVIA and LILY enter at UR and cross behind the fountain toward the DR hallway 
that leads to classrooms and the girl’s restroom. They are talking rapidly and happily in 
Spanish.] 

 
OLIVIA (In Spanish) 

Entonces, ¿que te sonríe? (So, did he smile at you?) 
 

LILY (In Spanish) 
No, él no me miraba a mí, pero él mantuvo la puerta abierta para mí. Creo que me gusta. (No, he 
didn’t look at me, but he held the door open for me. I think he likes me.) 
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OLIVIA 
Es muy claro que te gusta! ¿Por qué no te gusta? Eres dulce y hermosa. Y tú eres una dama. 
Tiene suerte de mantener la puerta para usted tu. (Of course he likes you! Why wouldn’t he like 
you? You’re sweet and beautiful. And you’re a lady. He’s lucky to hold the door for you.) 
 

NESSA 
(To ABBEY) 

It’s so dumb. They live in America now. Why don’t they just learn English?  
 

ABBEY 
Shsssh! They’re Mexican; they’re not deaf. 
 

OLIVIA 
(Facing NESSA and smiling very prettily, she speaks in Spanish. NESSA doesn’t 
understand Spanish at all, but she catches the word “estúpido” and listens suspiciously, 
but can’t prove anything. Abbey understands most of it, but keeps it to herself. And Lily 
has to put her hand over her own mouth to hide the laughter.) 

Y tú eres el estúpido, porque hablo dos idiomas y no se puede hablar muy bien el Inglés. Y es 
posible que desee tener en Estudios Sociales de nuevo después de que fracase, porque es muy 
importante entender donde usted vive. Siempre he vivido en América, incluso cuando yo nací en 
México. Y yo le apuesto un millón de dólares que no podía dejar pasar el examen de mi mamá 
llevó a convertirse en un ciudadano de Estados Unidos. (And you are the stupid one, because I 
speak two languages and you can’t even speak English very well. And you might want to take 
Social Studies again after you fail it, because it’s pretty important to understand where you live. 
I’ve always lived in America, even when I was born in Mexico. And I bet you a million dollars 
that you couldn’t pass the test my Mama took to become a United States citizen.)  

 (In English) 
Bye Amiga. 

(OLIVIA and LILY exit toward the girls restrooms at DR, giggling) 
 

NESSA 
What’d she say? 
 

ABBEY 
Beats me. 
 

NESSA 
What’d she say to me? Never mind. We’ve got to plan a sweet revenge for Trina.  
 

ABBEY 
I hate it when you get like this.  
 

NESSA 
No, no, listen, I’ve got it, it’s beautiful. Remember that book I read last summer. 
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ABBEY 
Do I remember a book you read last summer? Revenge mania has warped your brain. 

 
NESSA 

No. No. Listen. I had to read a book last summer to bring up my lit grade, it was this Sun Sue 
guy talkin’ about the art of war. And it said that a great warrior uses the enemy’s strength against 
him. Or something like that. 
 

ABBEY 
Excuse me, Miss Vanessa, but first of all, that doesn’t make any sense and, lastly, when did 
Trina, our best friend, become an enemy? 
 

NESSA 
Oh, I don’t know … maybe when she snitched us out to Mr. Franco for passing a note about 
Tereza’s blowjobs. Do ya think?!?!?! Anyway, all school is war, or haven’t you noticed. Now 
think; we know Trina better than anybody else. What are her strengths and how can we use them 
to punish her?  
 (They EXIT, Plotting, to the DL hallway and the main office.) 
 

(LIGHTS to black, SOUND of ticking clock Fades as OLIVIA speaks. LIGHTS up again 
to a spot on OLIVIA) 

 
OLIVIA’S SOLILOQUY 

My home in Mexico was in a tiny town. Lots of dirt and Armadillos. There’s a store that sells 
Pepsi and Orange Mist. It’s shaded and dark in the store. They have cigarettes and Babe Ruth 
candy-bars. Hand lotion, hair combs. Toilet paper and laundry powder. Mis tíos Pedro, Jesus and 
Rafael sit on the tin-roofed porch playing banjos and guitars. Tourists on the horse ride from 
Puerto Vallarta stop at the store for refreshments. The tourists pay U.S. money for photographs 
of the children and the musicians. (Giggles) We charged a dollar for a picture of the Armadillo 
that was tied to the porch.  
 
When I was five-years-old I saved enough money to help Mama buy a marriage gift for Tia 
Sophia. It was a satin scarf. Clean and white with cabbage roses embroidered around the edge. 
Tia Sophia smiled when she saw the gift. She didn’t try to hide her chipped tooth. 
 
There’s a river outside our town in Mexico. Te amo es rio. It’s wide and always cool, even in 
summer. My abuilo says the water comes from mountains on the coast. The pool the waters flow 
from is deep. It feeds the streams and the creeks that feed the river.  
 
Saturday is washday. In the morning our madres take the laundry to the river in pillowcases or 
baskets. They throw our dirty clothes into the water. They rub detergent powder into the shirts 
and blue jeans, pound them against the stepping-stones. 
 
The children go to the river with our Madres on washday. It’s my favorite day of the week. 
While Mama, Tío Sophia and their friends pound dirt out of our shirts and blue jeans, the 
children play in the water. Skipping over the rocks. Falling in. Splashing. Laughing. So much 
laughter it sounds like a flock of sparrows just before the rain falls. 
 
BLACK OUT, End of Scene      
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ACT ONE, SCENE THREE 
Time: 8:50 am 

 
 (WILLIAM enters DL and JOSÉ enters UR. They meet at UL and fake fight through the 
lobby from UL to DRC –boxing, tripping … laughing. “ Gut shot.” “What up.” “What’s 
good?” “Uh, that hurts.” Exit into the Men’s Bathroom at RC.) 
 
(TEREZA enters at DR hall, from the Girl’s Bathroom, slowly, casually, as if she has all 
the time in the world. She goes to the water fountain. Drinks. Wipes her mouth, looks 
around, she’s waiting for someone. Drinks again. SHAMAR enters followed by JAMIE. 
They are arguing.) 
 

JAMIE 
Give it up, Shamar. You’re family already, why won’t you join my gang? 
 

SHAMAR 
Jamie, I told you for years that it’s not going to happen. 
 

JAMIE 
But you was just a kid then. Now it’s the time to be a man. You know what I’m talking about. 
Step up and be a man. 

 
(They see TEREZA. SHAMAR nods, briefly. TEREZA bends over the water fountain 
again, ignoring him. He gives JAMIE a brief knuckle-to-knuckle fist tap.) 

 
SHAMAR 

Later bro.  
 

JAMIE 
 (Pointing with his fingers in a gang star sign position) 
Later Shamar. 
 

SHAMAR 
 (Shaking his head, refusing to return the gang star sign) 
Yeah, later. I gotta go study for that thing – 
 (He exits) 
 

(JAMIE puts his books on the floor and goes to TEREZA. He grabs her from behind with 
both hands, turns her around, sliding his hands up her hips and holding her by the waist. 
Kisses her. She is a girl who acts tough but is still a child in many ways, and not as 
experienced as her outward appearance suggests. She kisses him back awkwardly.)  

 
JAMIE 

Tereza, girl, what you doing? 
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TEREZA 
 (Shrugs and wipes her lips. Takes lip-gloss from her bag and reapplies it as she speaks) 
Nothing. But listen Jamie, Natalie told me she heard on the bus that the only girls you’re really 
interested in are Deja and Nessa. Natalie says you aren’t really interested in me at all. Is that 
right? 
 

JAMIE 
(Shrugs and smiles with charming false innocence) 

So? 
 

TEREZA 
 (Throwing her lip-gloss back in the purse) 
So? So, what are you doing grabbing me and kissing me then? 
 

JAMIE 
 (Stroking her arm) 
I like it. 
 

TEREZA 
 (Leaning to kiss him, but stopping) 
Wait. You like me or you like it? 
 

JAMIE 
What’s the difference? 
 

TEREZA 
 (In hurt frustration) 
You’re too short anyway. You’re a midget. 
 

JAMIE 
You’re a bitch. 

TEREZA 
 (With rising fury) 
You don’t even know what’s going on. Deja don’t care about you. 
 

JAMIE 
That’s not what she said when I had my tongue down her throat. 
 

TEREZA 
Liar! 

 
JAMIE 

 (Imitating DEJA) 
“Oh, Jamie, you’re the best kisser I ever knew!” 

 
TEREZA 

She never did that. We’re friends. 
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JAMIE 
That’s wack. Deja’s not your friend. She trash talks you all the time. She’s the one told Mr. 
Griffin you cheated. 
 

TEREZA 
That’s wrong. Everybody knows José did that. You’re tryin’ to turn me against Deja so we won’t 
talk about you. You Ghetto boys always cheat on your girlfriends. Fuck you. 
 (She starts to exit) 
 

JAMIE 
You already did. 
 

TEREZA 
 (Whirling on him) 
What did you say? 
 

JAMIE 
Nessa’s passing notes that says you sucked off most of the guys in school. You’re nothing 
special; so dump me, I don’t care. 
 

TEREZA 
 (Fiercely) 
That’s a lie! You shut up. 

 
JAMIE 

Make me. 
 

TEREZA 
I will. 

(Rushes at him with her books raised for a blow.  
SOUND OF BELL RINGING: CLASS CHANGE AT 8:55;  
SOUND of doors opening, feet pounding, voices calling.  
TEREZA freezes with the books in the air.) 

Damn it. 
 (She lowers books) 
Now I’ve got another late slip. I’ll have to talk my way out of detention. Again. Thanks a lot. 
 (She exits) 
 

JAMIE 
Anytime. 
 (He exits casually in the opposite direction. As if he has all the time in the world.) 
  

(LIGHTS BLACK OUT. SPOT LIGHT on SHAMAR. SOUND of clock ticking.) 
 

SHAMAR SOLILOQUY 
Jamie and me are fam. We’re part of the same people. That’s how we stay strong. You don’t 
know what I’m talking about. Nor do you care to understand. You say, why don’t I just ask 
Jamie to stop this join the gang talk to me? Stop talking to me about it. But how do you suppose I 
tell my brother to stop what we’ve grown up to know is our way of life? Better yet, how do I turn  
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SHAMAR’S SOLILOQUY (continued0 
my back on him. I’ve known Jamie since we were babies. We’ve been through deep stuff 
together. Jamie’s brother Nathan and my uncle Manny – which is mama’s oldest brother – were 
in this gang that Jamie’s dad is in. They jacked some mark’s rod from our rivals The Kings 
Gang; they wanted them to look weak in the eyes of the streets. Only thing that accomplished 
was (POW) Jamie lost his brother And (POW, POW) Manny lost his legs. 
 
You can’t mess with me, I’ve been here my whole life. I know how to navigate and I definitely 
know how to survive. I know how hard it is to get out the hood, go to college and succeed. And I 
know what  awaits me on the outside of my neighborhood. Those people who tell me I can’t; the 
people who told me I’d be dead by twenty-five. I know what the White people say and think 
about us. Animals and we’re not even living. We’re road-kill. Jamie and me and all our people 
we’re just road-kill that you’re so used to driving over, or around it. You see us and 
automatically stereotype. We hear your car doors lock when we walk past. You have no idea 
how upsetting it is to hear that. 
 
The crazy thing is we don’t even consider your side of town as an option. Do you think we’d 
dare step onto your side of town with your barred windows, your locked doors? We’re tucked 
back into our neighborhood for a reason – soon as we emerge – whoop whoop - cops are 
watching.  
 
We break into our own – we rob our own people. We kill our own. You’re the real untouchables. 
You build those highways that run around and through our neighborhoods. You renewed the shit 
outta our houses, ‘til we run out of the green stuff to live in ‘em.  You build these houses to keep 
us PO little ole black folks happy. O yeah we’re happy so happy we should tap dance on 
Broadway dodging bullets every night. 
 
Straight up. There’s boys on the streets, blood drippin on the sheets ain’t nothing our mamas can 
do is identify us and weep. Praying for a Great God to help. They played the cards they was dealt 
… but it was all wrong. The boys in the streets mysteriously don’t live on.  
 

LIGHTS BLACK OUT 
End of Scene 

 
 

ACT ONE, SCENE FOUR 
Time: 9:00 am 

 
 (SOUND of BELL Ringing for CLASS to Begin) 
(LIGHTS up as MS CROUCH and MRS NASSER – it’s her planning period - walk from 
the hall at the top of the stairs, down the stairs to DL) 

 
MRS NASSER 

I just get so tired. 
 

MS CROUCH 
Course you do, honey. We all do. 
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MRS NASSER 
But I want to be a good teacher for them.  
 

MS CROUCH 
I know you do, honey. I know you do. Come on, we’ll stop by the lounge and try some of 
Nadine’s birthday cake. I hear it’s chocolate. 
 

MRS NASSER 
Every day I get home so tired. All I can do is lie down and sleep. I’m not sure I’m doing any 
good at all. No matter how fair I try to be, I let them down. I know they hate me. 
 

MS CROUCH 
Judith, you can’t take it so seriously. Things will get easier. You just have to accept the fact that 
all teen-aged girls are taken over by Satin.  
 

(They exit DL. LIGHTS BLACK OUT. SPOT LIGHT UP on ABBEY. SOUND of 
ticking clock that fades out as ABBEY speaks.) 

 
ABBEY SOLILOQUY 

I spend a lot of time being invisible. It’s my super power. Honestly! Abbey the Invisible Jewish 
Girl. She creeps along school halls unnoticed. Pretty much nobody sees me. Or gets me. Like 
Mom’s always saying, “Abigail, I just don’t understand you.” That’s ok. I honestly don’t get her 
either.  
 (Laughs) 
My mom drives me so crazy; some days just the sound of her voice makes me want to stab her 
about a hundred times. Like that great Alfred Hitchcock movie, Psycho, when the guy with the 
knife kills that girl in the shower. Screeech, Screeech, Screeeech! 

 (Mimes stabbing with a knife up and down at her chest, as if the arm belonged to the 
attacker. Falls down. Keeps talking as she brushes herself off and stands up.) 

I mean, when she talks it doesn’t even sound like words. Just “Bleh, bleh, bleh, what’s wrong 
Abbey?” “What’s the matter with you, Abbey?” I want to scream at her, “What’s the matter with 
you?” But I don’t. I stay invisible –  just roll my eyes and text Nessa or Trina, because, like 
people are always telling me, mom’s going through a hard time. 

ABBEY SOLILOQUY (Continued) 
It feels like Mom’s always going through a hard time. And I don’t know why. I don’t know 
what’s so hard on her that I’ve got to be all polite and quiet and “nice” to her. Be “nice to your 
mother, Abigail,” like she’s got a terminal disease and anything I do makes it worse.  
  
Mom and Dad split up a few years ago, but really, once all the yelling was over, neither one of 
them cared much; they both got new lovers right away. Dad married Sandee who’s got two little 
kids already. Mom has this boyfriend. He’s okay I guess. He mostly pays attention to her. He’s 
thinks he’s this old hippy; he’s got long hair and a beard. He and my mom sit on the porch and 
flirt, in front of the entire neighborhood, honestly – he smokes cigarettes, drinks beer and plays 
folk guitar while my mom drinks white wine and flutters her eyelashes. It’s embarrassing. 
  
Mom has tattoos covering her arms and legs. She’s famous for it at school. Luckily I’ve 
maintained my invisibility and most of the kids don’t know she’s my mom. You can hear them 
when she comes to school things, “Ohh, it’s the snake lady!” She’s got a few roses and star 
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tattoos, but mainly Mom’s tattooed with snakes, because she’s into Kundalini Yoga. She’s got a 
green cobra tattoo coiled around her neck with its head on her cheek.  
 
And this is how I’m super invisible. Cause, I can’t tell my mom that I hate snakes. I honestly 
hate them. In my guts. It’s beyond my control. I couldn’t even watch the movie Aladdin because 
of the singing snake. When I see a snake I break out in a sweat, it makes me want to throw up. 
It’s called a phobia and other people have it. I Googled it to see if there was something wrong 
with me because I’m repelled by the sight of my own mother. But lots of people think snakes are 
disgusting. So it’s not my fault. (PAUSE) Sometimes I really miss being a little girl. 

 
BLACK OUT & LIGHTS UP 
(TEREZA enters quickly, carrying a large book. She perches on edge of garden wall and 
opens the book, quickly scanning the pages. JOSÉ enters from Bathroom and sees her. 
He goes to the garden and walks along the edge of the wall until he comes to TEREZA. 
He looks over her shoulder at the book.) 
 

TEREZA 
What are you looking at? 
 

JOSÉ 
 (He wants to flirt) 
What are you doing? 
 

TEREZA 
Cramming for the test. 
 

JOSÉ 
You’ve got a test today too? 
 

TEREZA 
Don’t bother me; I’ve only got a minute. 
 

JOSÉ  
You got a test today and I got a test today – it’s fate. Es el destino! 

 
TEREZA 

 (Sighing, she closes her book, puts it in her bag and stands to leave) 
Sure. Whatever. 
 

JOSÉ 
Where are you going? 
 

TEREZA 
Class. 
 

JOSÉ 
 (Flirting strongly) 
Can I come with you? 
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TEREZA 
José, where are you supposed to be? 
 

JOSÉ 
 (Smiles charmingly, sweetly, lies and shrugs his shoulders) 
Don’t know. 
 

TEREZA 
Well, don’t follow me. I don’t want any more trouble today. 
 

JOSÉ 
But Bella Tereza, where should I go? 
 

TEREZA 
How should I know? 
 
(TEREZA exits to UR stairs. After a moment, JOSÉ follows her out, grinning) 
 

 (ABBEY, DORY and TRINA enter and go to fountain area, on their way to do various 
errands for their teachers. TRINA carries a stack of papers to copy.) 

 
TRINA 

Are you kidding me? She really did that? 
 

ABBEY 
I’m sure she regrets it. 

 
DORY 

I’m sorry, Trina, but it’s true. Nessa went up to Deja at the start of class; I was getting my bag 
from by the door, and I heard her whisper, “Trina wrote that note about Tereza. She thinks she’s 
better than you. Acting like she’s ‘white.’” You know Deja will tell everybody including Tereza 
that you’re acting ‘white,’ and you’re going to be in trouble.  

 
TRINA 

No I won’t. I know how to stay out of trouble. Just walk the other way. 
 

ABBEY 
I’ll tell Tereza it wasn’t you that wrote the note. 
 

DORY 
Are you going to tell her who did it? 
 

ABBEY 
No thanks. I like breathing. 
 

TRINA 
If it’s you that tells Tereza, she’ll know who did it. Cause you and Nessa are stuck together like 
glue. 
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ABBEY 
I thought we were all together – you know – best friends forever. 
 

TRINA 
That was in elementary school. Since middle school Nessa’s been different. She acts mean. And 
she doesn’t care who she treats that way. It’s like Dr. Jekyll and Miss Hyde.  One day Nessa’s 
my funny, sharp, slightly weird friend and then she’s some freaky mean girl. It’s like she lost her 
mind and I never know how she’s going to treat me from one day to the next. I can’t be friends 
with somebody like that. Somebody I can’t trust. 
 

ABBEY 
Well, but she doesn’t trust you anymore either. And I trust you both. This sucks. 

(Apologizing for the cuss word) 
Sorry. 
 

DORY 
 (Waving off the apology, she’s used to it. Speaking to TRINA) 
Can’t you at least talk to her about it? You’ve been friends for what – like - a hundred years? I 
wish I had somebody like that, but we’ve moved too much. Changing schools every year didn’t 
help me make lots of friends. 

 
TRINA 

Grandma says things change whether you want them to or not. You’ve got to figure out how 
you’ll change with them. You’ve got to know who you are and respond to what is, not what you 
wish still was. (Laughs) Yeah, I do miss the old Nessa. She was funny. 

 
ABBEY  

Don’t give up on her yet. Nessa’s still Nessa, just a little more than usual. 
 

TRINA 
Nobody bullies me. And especially not my friends. Nessa better step away before I have to push 
her back. Sorry, Abbey. 

 (Holds up a pile of papers in a blue folder) 
I’ve gotta get going; Miz “This won’t take more than 10 minutes” is probably watching the clock 
so I’d better get her copying done. Later. 
 

DORY 
Later. 
 (ABBEY shrugs) 
I’ve got to go tell Ms. Crouch that Mrs. Nasser’s intercom is still broken. 
 (To ABBEY) 
What are you doing? 

ABBEY (Distracted) 
Huh? Oh, yeah. I’m supposed to find Mr. Johnson and tell him somebody’s kicked holes in the 
wall again and we still need more desks. (Laughs) It’s true; we’ve got kids sitting on the floor in 
there. Like Mr. Johnson can do anything about it. What’s he supposed to do, manufacture desks 
out of thin air? Make José quit kicking the wall? How? Tie him up? Yeah. Right. (Shrugs) Oh 
well.  
 (ABBEY and DORY exit in opposite directions) 
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TRINA’S SOLILOQUY 
It’s not the first time someone called me “white.” Like an insult. The first time a girl did that was 
in 5th grade at Shepherd. It was in the cafeteria at lunch; the table next to me had a food fight. A 
glob of fruit Jello fell on the floor beside me – I was going to just leave it, but I couldn’t, so I 
used my napkin to scoop the Jello on my plate, took it to the trash. This girl that left later and 
goes to Lakeview now, stood up, pointed at me and says, “You think you’re so white,” and I 
knew I’d done something wrong so I was crying, which made me mad. I said, “Cleaning up a 
mess on the floor makes me white? What’s that about?” Nessa stood beside me then, so she 
knows how bad it makes me feel to be called out like that by other black girls. My Grandma says 
they’re jealous, because I’m pretty happy and get good grades and feel okay about myself most 
of the time. But if that’s “white” and white is bad, then what am I supposed to do? 
  
I’m an artist. I put shapes and colors together to make new patterns on top of old ones. I take 
faded fabric from Grandma’s old dresses, wrapping paper from last Christmas, buttons off 
daddy’s shirt that I saved, ribbon, photos … cut them up and put them back together in a new 
way. I add paint, pen & ink, following the new idea the old pieces lit up in my mind. I love it. 
  
I remember when I was just a few weeks old – Mama says that’s not possible but my stepdad 
Kevin says of course it is. And I remember when we lived in this red brick duplex off Alston 
Road, right after I was born. We lived on the second floor and there was a porch that looked over 
the back yard. Mama bathed me in the kitchen sink, then wrapped me in a blue towel and took 
me onto the back porch to dry me off. My birthday’s in August and this must have been in 
October, ‘cause the leaves were turning colors. 
  
There was an oak tree in our yard, most of its leaves were still green, but some had red and 
yellow streaks. It was late afternoon and the sun fell through the leaves like spears of fire. Water 
dropped from my head onto the porch railing and turned to gold. 
  
That memory is going to be in my first art show. I made it into a collage on a 7-by-7-foot piece 
of plywood. My show opens this Friday at the arts council building. I’m nervous. What if the 
kids are right? What if I’m just pretending to be “White,” but really there’s not a place for me in 
this world? 
 
 BLACK OUT 

 End of Scene 
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ACT ONE, SCENE FIVE 
Time: 10:00 am 

(LIGHTS UP. WILLIAM enters and goes to the fountain area just as RAMON and JOSÉ 
enter at the UR stairs hallway. RAMON sees WILLIAM at the fountain and comes down 
the stairs, grinning.) 
 

RAMON 
¡Amigo mío! ¿Qué estás haciendo? (My friend! What are you doing?) 
 

WILLIAM 
Nada. Yo estaba simplemente pasando el rato en mi camino de regreso de la orina. (Nothing. I 
was  just hanging out on my way back from peeing.) 
 

JOSÉ 
Damn, William, you speak good Spanish for a white boy. 
 

WILLIAM 
Well. Thanks, José. 
 

RAMON 
And you speak good English for a dunce. 
 

JOSÉ 
What’s a dunce? 
 

RAMON 
You are. Look it up. D-U-N-C-E. Un tonto. 
 (Slaps the back of JOSÉ’S head) 
A D-minus! 
 

JOSÉ 
Hey! That was a hard test. 
 

RAMON 
How hard is it to copy down the answers I give you? “B”, “C”, “E”, “None of the above.”  
 

JOSÉ 
Well, your handwriting looks like a donkey did it. 

 
RAMON 

A donkey? How long have you lived here? And you’re still talking about donkeys?  
 

WILLIAM 
Wait. Did you cheat on a Social Studies test? 
 

RAMON 
That was slow for a swift geek like you William. 
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WILLIAM 
I was distracted by the image of a donkey with a number two pencil clasped between its hooves. 
Are you saying you helped José cheat on his Social Studies exam? 
 

RAMON 
Sure. 
 

WILLIAM 
And you scored a ninety-five? 
 

RAMON 
Yeah. I forgot the cause of one of those wars.  
 

WILLIAM 
 (To JOSÉ) 
And you got a D minus? 
 (JOSÉ shrugs) 

 
RAMON 

 (Slapping JOSÉ on the top of the head again) 
This is what I’m talking about! Un tonto! 
 

WILLIAM 
You need some serious help, José. I mean serious. I could tutor you after school. No charge. 

(JOSÉ shrugs.)  
Gotta go. 
 (He exits to hallway UL) 

 
(OLIVIA and LILY enter, begin to cross the stage, see RAMON and JOSÉ at the 
fountain and approach them.) 

 
OLIVIA 

What are you doing? You’re going to be late. 
 

RAMON 
 (Leaning back on his bench and smiling at the ceiling or skylight) 
I’m tired. 

 
OLIVIA 

Well, I don’t want to be late. 
 

LILY 
I don’t have a pass. 
 

JOSÉ 
You don’t need one. 
 

OLIVIA 
You’re crazy. 
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JOSÉ 
You’re fat. 
 

OLIVIA 
Shut up. 
 

RAMON 
No, listen, tell Mr. Hawthorne that Mz. Harris kept you late but forgot to give you a pass. It 
works. Hey, I got a “A” on that Social Studies test.  
 (To JOSÉ, pretending not to know) 
What did you get, José?  
 

JOSÉ 
I forget. 

 
RAMON 

You forget? 
 

LILY 
He doesn’t want to say he got a “F.” So what? I got one too. 
 

JOSÉ 
 (Sullenly) 
I got a D-minus. 
 

RAMON (To LILY) 
How could you get an “F?” It was easy. She practically gave us the answers.  

 
LILY 

I don’t know. I studied. I listened in class. I read the stuff again on the bus this morning. I just 
didn’t get it. Anyway, what difference does it make about some weird people killing off a bunch 
of other weird people a hundred years ago? 

 
RAMON 

 (Putting some suggestion into the phrase.) 
Sit by me next time. 
 

LILY 
 (Suspicious and embarrassed) 
What for? 
 

 
RAMON 

 (Clearly flirting now, putting an arm around LILY’S waist) 
I can help you, bebé, I know all the answers. 
 

OLIVIA 
(Brushing his arm away) 

Cut it out, Rico. Anyway, that’s cheating, what you do with José. 
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RAMON 
So? José needs serious help. He’s un tonto. 
 

JOSÉ 
I’m not stupid! 
 

RAMON 
Who else is going to help him, huh? His mama and papa know less English than he does. He’s 
teachers don’t know what to do or don’t try. If he passes high school, that’s okay, he can get a 
job building houses with his brother-in-law then, but if he doesn’t the brother-in-law won’t take 
him. Then what’s he going to do? Mow lawns his whole life?  
 

JOSÉ 
It’s not my fault I got a D minus. Tereza’s always talking at me in class. She talks about my 
mama and I get mad. Then I say something back and I’m the one that gets in trouble. She just sits 
there. Nothing happens to her. 

 
OLIVIA 

You throw things. 
 

JOSÉ 
Just paper. And pencils. Sometimes. 
 

RAMON 
I bring home an “F,” my dad gets out the belt. So I don’t bring home “Fs.” 
 

JOSÉ 
I bring home an “F,” my mother cries. My aunts say why do I make my mother cry. Nobody hits 
me now. My dad’s in Mexico with a new wife and a sister I’ve never met.  
 

LILY 
I wish I had a sister. 
 

MS CROUCH walks quickly into the lobby from the Office hallway and glares at them. 
ALL jump up and head for different classes. MS CROUCH returns to the Office. 
 
 
LIGHTS BLACKOUT – SOUND of Ticking Clock that fades as SPOT UP ON MRS 
NASSER  

 
MRS. NASSER SOLILOQUY 

Everyone remembers what they were doing on September eleventh. They look at me or hear my 
voice, and fear me. Even ones who don’t think they have prejudice hate me. Sometimes, when I 
think of our baby coming into this world, I hate them too. 
 
I was a high school student on September 11th. My parents moved here from Etheopia when I 
was ten. I still wore a ḥijāb in public, but I never thought I was different from my friends. I had 
lots of friends; we went to the mall together, gossiped together, just like kids today.  
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MRS. NASSER SOLILOQUY (Continued) 
On that morning we were in our first period class; it was a class on Current Events. We were 
talking about what you can tell about a person from his actions. My friend Jenna, said, “There’s 
no such a thing as evil people. Only evil behavior.” Suddenly the principal came on the intercom. 
She said there’s been a terrible accident in New York City; we should come to the auditorium for 
more information.  
 
It was weird. Like a fire-drill at the end of the world. By the time we got to the auditorium, the 
second plane hit the Twin Towers. People said the United States was under attack from Al 
Queda. That’s when our teacher looked at me sideways instead of straight in the eye. Like she 
didn’t want to hate me, but she was crying. They told us to go back to our classes, get our things 
and go to the buses. School was cancelled for the rest of the day. 
 
Some of us were car riders. Our parents couldn’t leave work like that. An hour later there were 
maybe a dozen kids in the lobby, listening to the news, waiting to be picked up. I told the 
principal I had to go the bathroom and Jenna raised her hand, she had to go too. We were all very 
upset. About five girls went to the bathroom together.  
 
I was washing my hands at the sink when someone grabbed my blouse. Someone shouted, 
“traitor.” And another called me a murderer. They pulled my headscarf down over my eyes. 
They pushed me into the bathroom stall, forced me to my knees, and shoved my face into the 
toilet.  One person held my head down; the others took turns flushing. Three times. I held my 
breath and prayed until they let me go. As they ran out the door, I heard Jenna’s cell phone 
ringing. Playing our favorite song. The one we picked out at our “Sisters Forever” party the day 
we both turned thirteen. 

 
LIGHTS UP as TEREZA dashes through the door at UR and starts down the stairs. 
NESSA enters from the DL hallway, with a large, laminated green HALL PASS, going 
from the Office to her next class; TRINA enters from DR with a stack of papers in her 
hands. 
 

TEREZA 
 (Sees NESSA, points at her as NESSA freezes) 
You shit! You’ve been passin’ nasty notes about me. Lying about me. 

 
 

NESSA 
 (Throwing the HALL PASS on the floor and charging at TEREZA) 
Who’re you callin’ a lair? You whore! 
 

(They start toward each other with the clear intention of fighting physically) 
 

TRINA 
Nessa! Wait. Don’t do that. 
 

(DORY and WILLIAM enter at top of stairs and stop. NESSA turns to look at TRINA. 
TEREZA slaps NESSA across the face, taking her by surprise, then turns to TRINA with 
triumph.) 
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TEREZA 
Do what, white girl? 
 

(SHAMAR and JAMIE enter. Watch as NESSA grabs TEREZA by the hair and jerks her 
fiercely backward. TEREZA falls down. Cracking her hip against the garden wall. She 
pulls NESSA down with her and they grapple on the floor.) 

 
JAMIE 

Oh, yeah, girl fight. 
 

SHAMAR 
(Goes to the girls, takes TEREZA under the arms and hauls her to her feet and away from 
NESSA) 

Shut up, Jamie. Yo! Tereza, Nessa, you’ve lost your minds. Stop it now. 
 

NESSA 
 (Her hand is on her face, which is red from the slap. She is crying and furious) 
Nobody slaps me. I’m going to kill you. You’re dead. 
 

TEREZA 
We’ll see who’s dead, bitch. We’ll see. 
 
  

BLACK OUT.  SOUND of BELL RINGING the Beginning of 3rd Period: 10:30 am 
 

END OF ACT I 
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ACT TWO, SCENE ONE 
Time: 10:35 am 

 
 (DORY sits on the stairs, her head on her hands, rocking and laughing. SHAMAR, 
JAMIE and WILLIAM hover around her, unsure what to do.) 

 
SHAMAR 

Come on, Dory. Get it together. You’ve really lost it, girl.  
 

DORY 
 (Doubled over laughing) 
She slapped her! Tereza slapped her across the face. And Nessa really pulled her hair. It came 
out at the roots. I’ve never seen anyone do that. Not in real life. It scared the almighty –  
 

WILLIAM 
Don’t swear Dory; you’ll ruin your record. 
 (DORY claps her hands over her own mouth) 
 

JAMIE 
What record are you talkin’ about? 
 

SHAMAR 
Where’ve you been? Dory’s going to be famous, she’s going to set the school record for 
consecutive days not using swear words. She’s gone like, what, a hundred days already? 
 

TRINA 
I make it a hundred and fifty. 
 

DORY 
 (Shaking her head and laughing more) 
No. It’s one-hundred-sixty-four days, three hours, twenty minutes. And 59 seconds. 
 

JAMIE 
Exactly? 

 (DORY laughs so hard she bends over, holding her sides, coughing while WILLIAM 
pats her on the back. The SOUND of DORY’S laughter echoes from the hall as MS. 
CROUCH enters from office hallway at DL.) 

 
MS CROUCH 

Show’s over everybody. The ladies are on their way to detention for lunch with Mr. Bob. Get 
back where you belong now, and do it fast or I’ll call your parents and tell them horrendous lies 
about things you do at school. If I can think of anything horrible you haven’t done yet.  
 

(The grouchier MS CROUCH becomes, the harder DORY laughs until TRINA, 
WILLIAM, JAMES and SHAMAR manage to get her up and out the door to the 
cafeteria. As they exit JAMIE suddenly exclaims) 
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JAMIE  
Wait! What’s the record she’s trying to beat? Wait! How long does she have to go without 
swearing? Who’s taking bets? 

 
 MS CROUCH sits down on the garden wall and pulls a chocolate bar out of her pocket. 
She unwraps it and begins eating, breaking off and savoring the pieces.  
 
TRINA enters with her lunch tray. She and MS CROUCH see each other at the same 
time. TRINA smiles wryly. TRINA sits down near her with the lunch tray and starts to 
eat) 

 
MS CROUCH 

Tough morning? 
 

TRINA 
I was going to ask you the same thing. 
 

MS CROUCH 
No more than usual, since the divorce. 
 

TRINA 
Yeah, me too. Not the divorce, but you know. 
 

MS CROUCH 
Yeah, I know. (Wipes away a tear) Shoot. 
 

TRINA 
Are you all right, Ms. Crouch? Do you need anything? 
 

MS CROUCH 
No. Thanks Trina. No. Well. (Laughs) There is something I need. But I don’t think you can get it 
for me. You don’t seem the type to know any hit men. Do you? 
 

TRINA 
Excuse me? Ms. Crouch? 
 

MS CROUCH 
No. You’re right. I probably wouldn’t do it. But it sure would feel good, wouldn’t it, to hire 
some hit man to “pop” his cojones off - save some other poor woman the trouble. Even that – 
woman – he’s marrying next week. Do you know what she looks like? The “other” woman in my 
ex-husband’s life? She looks like me – she looks exactly like me – twenty-five years ago. Damn 
him.  

(Responds to her mistake in cussing) 
Shit.  

(Again) 
Oh. 
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TRINA 
He didn’t deserve you, Ms. Crouch. You’ll get through it. You’ll feel better. You’ll see. Just 
focus on the positive. Think about what’s good about your life without him in it. There must be 
plenty of things. 
 

MS CROUCH 
Well, I can read a book while I eat supper without him lecturing me about whatever’s on the 
nightly news. 

(Laughs, takes the cigarette out of her mouth and returns it to the pack in her pocket) 
You’ll get through it too, Ms. Trina. You’re one of the ones that’ll make it through.  
 

TRINA 
You think? 
 

MS CROUCH 
Oh, yeah. I’ve been around the block a few times. I know things. 
 

TRINA 
Yeah. And you’re mad enough to tell the truth. 

 
MS CROUCH 

Yes. I am. (Pause) Do you know who put the “kick me” sign on Mrs. Nasser’s back? 
 

TRINA 
Yeah. And so do you. 

 (NESSA enters from DL hallway, hurries by Ms. Crouch, ignoring her, crosses toward 
RC, muttering to herself.) 

 
NESSA 

That A-hole never believes I have to pee. 
 

MS CROUCH 
 (To TRINA as exits to DL) 
Enjoy your lunch. 

 
TRINA 

 (Looking after NESSA) 
Thank you Ms. Crouch.  But I guess I’ve had enough.  

(Picks up her lunch tray; exits to UL, cafeteria.  
 
LIGHTS FADE, SOUND OF Ticking Clock and SPOT COMES UP ON DORY) 
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DORY’S SOLILOQUY 
I was talking with this girl at lunch last week and she said, “What kind of name is Dory.” I said, 
“My mom teaches 20th century lit and she’s in love with Dorothy Sayers, the British mystery 
writer, and I’d rather be called Dory than Dorothy.” The girl said, “Yo’ mom’s a queer?” So, I 
was a little out of my element and all I could think of was to hang my head and shrug my 
shoulders like, “Yeah, but what can you do?” She was real nice after that, like I was a strange 
bug and should be handled with care. I’m thinking I’ll tell everybody I have two moms and then 
they’ll have a good explanation for why I’m weird and can quit watching me all the time like 
they’re afraid I’m about to fart.  
 
Actually, I’d sort of like to have two moms for a while. It would be cool. We could do girl things 
together like buy make-up and eat ice cream. Overthrow the Financial Oligarchy. But then I 
know I’d miss my dad. He’s quiet. I never think he’s worrying about whether or not I fit in at 
school, or who my friends are, or if I’ll get into my first pick of colleges or if I’ve had sex yet – 
btw, the answer to that is “no.” But we won’t talk about that because I’m not sure how I feel 
about it. And somehow my mom senses my confusion and goes on red alert whenever I’m 
around. But when I’m with my dad I know he’s just thinking about things like the impact of 
genetic diversity on environmental evolution. And if I need a hug it’s there without questions. 
 
I guess, to be honest, I like my mom’s questions … sort of … at a great distance. Her annoying 
questions about where I’m going and with whom and did you finish your schoolwork, make a 
perimeter around the everyday chaos. Endless unintelligible announcements, talking, shouting, 
laughing, shrieking … the bells. 
 
My only really calm times at school are in music class, when I zone out with the headphones on 
and play the keyboards. Lose myself in Bach’s web of numbers until my mind goes just blank. 
Or be a mad romantic with Schumann.  
 
I’m having trouble in Geometry right now, and my mom worries about that. That’s the dark side 
of having a family where you’re always trying to be good people. It means you can never stop 
trying.  
 
And this weird thing happened last week. I sleepwalked. I mean it. I walked in my sleep. I mean 
I didn’t know I walked in my sleep at the time. My mom told me about it the next morning over  
oatmeal and orange juice. Evidently about two o’clock in the morning I walked into her and 
dad’s room in my nightgown with my eyes wide open. I stood beside their bed until mom woke 
up – it scared her so much she fell on the floor. She asked me, “What are you doing out of bed?” 
And I answered. “I could make a perfect circle if I only had the time.” Mom said, “That’s fine 
Dory, you can do it in the morning.” I kept insisting until finally mom led me back to bed, “I 
could make a perfect circle if I only had the time.” But the thing is, it’s true. I could do it. I know 
I could. 
 
 BLACK OUT 

 End of Scene 
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ACT TWO, SCENE THREE 
Time: Noon 

LIGHTS UP on an empty stage 
 

ROCKY (Voice over the Intercom) 
Lunchtime folks – and I hope you’re enjoying our fine cuisine – just a few announcements. Ms. 
Thompson’s weekly history quiz has been cancelled because she no longer believes it matters. 
History or the test, I’m not sure. Oh, well. Um. And, yeah, VP Waitley wants me to tell you that 
the in-school detention class is full so could you please skip the food fight in the cafeteria today. 
He’d really appreciate it. Now, let’s be careful out there. Over and out. 

 
(OLIVIA, DORY and LILY enter. LILY is crying and the teacher has asked OLIVIA and 
DORY to take her to the restroom and help her calm down.) 

 
LILY 

Lo siento. Lo siento. Lo siento. (I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.) 
 

DORY 
Why are you sorry? You didn’t do anything. 
 

LILY 
No puedo dejar de llorar. I can’t stop crying. I can’t stop. Why won’t they leave me alone? They 
never leave me alone. 

 
DORY 

(Wetting a paper napkin at the water fountain) 
Who? Those guys? 

 
OLIVIA 

Our friends. Those boys. They say things to her. Since elementary school. They say rude things 
and they touch her. When no teachers see, they touch her quick and put on innocent faces. 
Laughing. It’s like a game they play. 
 

DORY  
 (Giving wet napkin to LILY) 
Oh, my God, Lily, that’s not a game. That’s sexual bullying. That’s horrible. It’s been going on 
all these years? How? 
 

LILY 
 (Whispering) 
I only told just once. To a really nice teacher in 6th grade who saw it happen and saw me sad. 
And when I told her, she got mad at them and did consequences when she caught them, but she 
couldn’t stop them. Nobody stops them. They never get suspended even.  
 

DORY 
Did you tell your parents? 

OLIVIA 
Dory, you’re so white. If she tells her parents, they blame her for making the boys act that way. 
Either that or her dad beats the boys up and goes to jail. 
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DORY 
But … 
 

(SOUND of a LOUD SCREAM and NESSA runs out of the bathroom. ABBEY and 
TRINA run in from cafeteria hallway.)  

 
NESSA 

Shit. Shit. Shit. Help me! 
 

OLIVIA 
What’s wrong? 
 

NESSA 
She’s going to kill me! Look. 
 (Points to the bathroom) 
Look what she wrote.  

(DORY, ABBEY and LILY go to the restroom while OLIVIA tries to comfort NESSA 
and TRINA watches, skeptically) 

I never thought she was really going to kill me, but now she’s actually trying. And she’s turning 
everyone against me. Telling lies. Saying I did things. And … and …  

(Points to bathroom as DORY and LILY enter from there. NESSA is too upset to keep 
speaking as MS CROUCH hurries on from the office hallway at DL) 

 
DORY 

Somebody wrote “KILL the LIAR and KILL NESSA” big, in red lipstick all across the big 
mirror in front of the door. 
 

ABBEY 
Probably Tereza. 
 

NESSA 
Duh. 

 
TRINA 

Would she really do that? 
 

NESSA 
I didn’t even see it at first. I was in such a hurry to pee, because that fascist Mr. Bob wouldn’t 
believe I needed to, I didn’t look at the mirror when I went in there. I went right to the toilet. 
Then I washed my hands and fixed my make-up, then my hair was a big mess and I had to brush 
it. But when I was leaving I checked out my look in the full-length mirror and there it was. “Kill 
Nessa.” Across the mirror in bright red, like blood. Oh, my God. What am I going to do? 
 

MS CROUCH 
You can come with me, honey, and wash your face. You can stay with me while I write up 
another report. You’re collecting quite a few today. Keep it up, you could break the record. 
Come on, wash your face. I’ll call your mom and fill her in on the latest. She’s not going to 
believe this one. 
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MS CROUCH (Continued) 
Trina, will you find Mr. Johnson - ask him to kindly clean the girls’ bathroom mirror, again; the 
rest of you go wherever you were going before, but get there. Go on! 
 

(MS CROUCH exits. LILY, OLIVIA and DORY continue to the restroom) 
 

(JOSÉ and RAMON enter from UR at top of stairs, heading for the office again. JOSÉ is 
in a highly anxious mood. Jumpy. Quick to anger. Short attention. He’s under a lot of 
stress.) 
 

JOSÉ 
Te lo dije! Didn’t I tell you? I knew we’d get caught. 
 
 (TRINA exits to find MR. JOHNSON) 
 

RAMON 
Shut up. Sometimes you get caught. It’s no big deal. 

 
JOSÉ 

¿Qué quieres decir? Now they’ll call my mother and she’ll have to meet with Mrs. Nasser. Tia 
Maria will give me the silent treatment and make me eat burned Brussels sprouts for supper. 
Mama will make me go to church on Sunday and light candles, confessing my sins in front of 
everybody. It is a big shitting deal. 
 

RAMON 
 (Sees LILY and OLIVIA re-enter from restroom hallway) 
Stop whining, you sound like a little girl.  
 (Calling to LILY as he leaps off the stairs) 
Hey, chica hermosa!  

 
LILY 

Déjanos en paz. Por favor. We have to go back to lunch.  
 

RAMON 
 (Holding his fingers up in a peace sign as DORY enters from DR hallway) 
Peace! 
 (Sidles up to LILY and puts his arm around her, whispers in her ear) 
I come in peace, chica.  
 (Looks at OLIVIA who is glaring at him) 
It’s the truth. 

(Puts his lips just a breath away from LILY’S lips as she freezes) 
Aren’t we friends, chica. 
 

DORY 
No way. Friends don’t treat each other like that. 
 

RAMON 
Go away little 9th grader; this is none of your business.  
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LILY 
Go away Ramon. Leave us alone. I’ll tell Mr. Waitley. 
 

RAMON 
 (In exaggerated fear, like “please don’t throw me into that briar patch”) 
Oh no, not Mr. Waitley. He’ll make me sit in the office watching the TV for an hour instead of 
falling asleep in math class. PLLLLEEEAASSE don’t tell Mr. Waitley. 
 

DORY 
Why don’t you tell? 
 

LILY 
I did. 
 

OLIVIA 
Ramon’s right. They don’t do anything. 
 

RAMON 
That’s because I’m not doing anything. No hablar de ello delante de la estadounidense. Ella no 
va a entender. 
 

DORY 
What don’t I understand? 
 

JOSÉ 
You speak Spanish? 
 

RAMON 
There’s nothing to understand. We just want to be friendly. But like men. Right José? We can’t 
act all prissy sweet like your boys do. We got to know how to fight. We got to know we can take 
care of our families, our women.  
 

JOSÉ 
All the white kids are speaking Spanish now. 
 

DORY 
And this is how you take care of your friends? You say things to them they don’t want to hear? 
Do things they don’t want to be done? 

 
RAMON 

No. This is what you can’t understand. The girls say they don’t want you to, but that’s an act, to 
find out if you’re man enough to go with them.  
 

DORY 
How many times does she have to say “no” before you believe she means it? 
 

LILY 
Never mind, Dory. He can’t hear us. 
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OLIVIA 
And nobody sees us. 
 

DORY 
But … 
 

LILY 
I want to go back to lunch. Let’s go. 
 (They start to exit) 
 

RAMON 
We got sent to the Office. See you Chicos. Come on José. You do the crime, you gotta do the 
time. 
 

BLACK OUT;  SPOT LIGHT on JOSÉ 
 

JOSÉ SOLILOQUY 
My family moved from Mexico eight-years-ago. I still wake up at night and think I hear coyotes. 
(Howls) Ahhhwwoooooo! (Laughs) I had an uncle in Mexico, my papa’s brother. Thomas. 
Thomas worked on a cattle farm. He had a knife tucked in his belt. He ate supper with us on  
Friday nights, cashed his paycheck and went to the clubs downtown. Sometimes Papa went with 
him; there was always a fight with Mama when he came home.  
 
One Friday when I was six, Mama left me with Papa. She had to visit her cousin for the night. 
Tia Thomas said to Papa, “Bring the boy with us.” Papa said no at first and I thought they would 
leave me behind. But Papa says okay, just for one fight. 
 
And I’m thinking, “Fight; what fight?” Feeling excited. My dad is short like me but Uncle 
Thomas was a big man. I thought he could protect us. But it wasn’t us that had to fight. It was 
dogs.  
 
We went in a country shack. No lights ‘cept car headlights through the cracks in the wall. The 
floor was just dirt with straw on top. There was a circle of men. In the middle of the circle there 
were two dogs - a short dog, like a rat terrier and a big one maybe had some German shepherd in 
it. You’d think the German shepherd would win the fight wouldn’t you? It was bigger, muy 
masculino. Papa bet all the money from the week on the German shepherd. They put the dogs 
together and they were tearing at each other; the men were shouting, oh, man, there was blood 
everywhere and I threw up.  
 
After the German shepherd died, Papa was mad about losing the money, mad at me for throwing 
up on his shoes. It’s the worst he ever hit me and I guess I passed out cause we got home. I was 
sore for a few days but dad was proud of me because, except for throwing up, I took it like a man 
and didn’t cry. 
 
Soon after that Mama left Papa and stayed with Mama’s cousin while we saved up the money to 
bring us here. 
 
 SPOT OUT on JOSÉ 
 BLACK OUT End of Scene     


