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Hamyr,

Hi.

How's it hanging®

Good.

Check this out. (Al pulls up his pant l=g.|

What?  Your socks®

fow know if.

They're wery nice.

Scoflond, baby.

fou bought you're sochks in dcoflond?

Youw know i

Cool

Thirty pownds.

I'm zomy, they must be wery heavy.

(Al laughs hystencaily, for an vnoomfortgbly lomg amount of fime]
That's funny. | like you kid. Yow got spunk. Come with me.
Whats

Come on.

Ho. I'm waifing for o bus.

| have a car.

That do=sn't matter; | don't owew you so I'm not geftling in your car.
That's perfecty understondable.. My nome iz AL Come on
Ho.

Come an.

Ma.

Come on.

Mao.

Come on.

Ho.

Come an.

Ho!

[pouse] Come on.

HO.

Plzose!

HO.

et in miy car

MO Leove me olone! And whot & with this dude puting o wideo
camera in my foce?

Congrofulofions. Youw possed the firsf fest.

Whaot test?

fouw noficed the camera man.

Of course | noficed, he's Aght in my foce.

fou. You're good. Come on

HO! What's going on ham®

Alnight. | am a recniter for the ClA

What's with the camera man?

Congrofulofions, you posed the first test—

| krowe | passed the first test, why's he here?

Bacouse, A tel=vision shedio wanis fo make o realdy TV show out of me
recruiting somecne for the ClA. And | want o recuit you.
Wait, you want me to be in the ClAT

Tes.

And vou want me to be on TV?
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Fes, | do.

Well why didn't you say so? OFf course 'l g=t in your carl

Time fo check cut my new sntedainment cender,

Welcome fo the fufure of television. What would youw like to watch?
fou hove selacted Four Real. The hot rew reolty show whers an
actor pretends fo be o recruier for the ClA and fools a crviian into
doing the most wnlikely things. Good family fun for people of al ages
and most noticnalities.

Thiz sounds prethy funny.

Billy, what are wou doing?

Warming wp. Aren't we gonna frain?

Forget that The first thing you nesd to know in order to be o the SACs
how fo dance. Once you can dance you can pick wp any chick And
they need to hove greaf buns. Mothing is more important than a good
pair of buns. | lowe buns. Buns ore good.

#Are locioing af o bakery or something®

(4! star=s gt him Blankly for @ long fime ond then busts info another
spasm of hysfenoa! owghter] | onew | picked you for o reason.  Guf
sepoushy. | love buns. Tight buns. Fun buns. Oh, burns, burs, buns.

Just zall if an s or something.

Therne's no room in the Central Intelligence Agency for chauvinists, Bilky.
That's lesson number heva. Suf fint fhings fist, l=t's gef you dancin’!
Loosen wp. 3hoke the bwgs out

Bwgs®

Zhoke! Alight. Youw gotit. Mow let's do some real damage.

(4 and Bity prooe=d fo do o chorsogrophed donoe. Af the =nd of
the donoe Al exclaims:)

Alight kid! You gof it

[He is falking fo o fiend on the phone while watoching TV] Yeah man.
I'm abowt to fum it on. Thers's o waoy | would miss the season finals.
Welcome fo the future of television

They say that something oufrageous is planned for Sily on the last
mpode. ['s on now.

Would you lite 3o waofch Foux Beai®

Uk peah.

AFight kid, now tonight & what you've been froining for. Are you
ready fo do whaotever it takes to ba in the CIAZ

Yeah!

Aright, here's @ gun.

& gun®

fou want o be in the ClA or what? You're gonna hove fo uss a gun.
Mow behind that door—-bound ard gogged—is a temorist.

Wart, what?

| said a teraorst. He has coused great damage to America and he

i gaing fo do it again unless we sfop him. Youw ar= fo shoot him in the
he=ad.

What, | can™ kil someocne=,

fou con and youw wil, if you wont fo be 0 the ClA. Row I'm gonnao
apen the door

Oh my Zod! Thers & no way this & hoppening.

Clkary, Bily. Fhaot him.
Al | caon™t.



io | suppose you want to hear about Julie. Everyone woands to hear about Julie, Well,
shia's g greaf gif. She hos a lot of terific qualifes. Like her feeth. They o pedect Micse
ond straight and white. |lowe o nice s=t of f=eth. 3he's gof o few freckles across her foce
and long brown hair. The freckles are cude, | think. Sutnof cute fo the point where she's
rniot smxy. Cause oh, man, she can be sexy. fhe con be really seay. Somefimes she puis
an this nightfime...ah, you don't want fo hear gbout that. Wel, you probably deo, but I'm
not gonna tell youw. Some things are still prvote. But every moming when | waoke up next
to her, | say, “Hey boby.” | lonow. hey boby, real onginol, ight®  But whotever, When

say it, | koo that it's gonna b= 0 good doy. Hecause she's with me. Oh, hang on cne
sac, | hiowe fo toke ths [He onswers the phone] Hello? Oh, hey. Mo, she's not. Hops,
howven't heard anything new. Thonks. Gye. |[F= hangs vpl I'm somy.whers wos 17

feah, so Julie s a super duper lody. Zuper duper, who come up with that? Zomeone
r=ally wonted to fop super, | geess. Bud, yeoh, Julie’s super duper. Super duper. That's
funny. Super duper. Scery, I'm stuck on thot now. fhe's so prefty. Even in the moming
withiowt har makewp on and sfinky bregth, she was sfll beaufiful. | fold her she didn't
even ne=d mokeup but she was always lice, “Yeaoh right. Thaot would scare everyone.’
greess that is port of what's so greot about her, is that she doesn™ even ow how
beoufiful she is. But that's also prety annoying. Mewesr thinks she looks good, always
thinks she's fat, which i just ridiculous. Thot seems o be o problem that o kot of youw ladies
have, you never know how good you realy lzok. That's not her only problem sither, not
by a long shot. | know, she’s greot and beouidel and al, buf she’s not pedect. Hobody
is. For ewomple, she's a farter. | know, | wish | never found i# ouf either. Now when she's
awake, | never hear her fart, buf when she's asleap, man, her free side comes out. The's
always asle=p before me, and once i o while, she really l=ts em’ fiy. Zcored the life out
of me the first time | heard #. | was just waoiching some TV ard | hear this lowd noise. |
thought she rolled out of bed. And sometimes she'll woke hesslf up. She'll =t one [p
really lowd and then she'll be al, *Huh, did you say something.” And I'm like “Ma, buf
your butt did.” P clever floe that. Suf that & o minor thing that | con overdook. Affer |
got ower my astonishment | octeally thought it wos bnd of funmy. Hold one [He answes
the phone| Hello? Mo, she’s not. | don't know. | will. Gy=. Thess calls. They pust don't
sfop. But | underiand. Somatimes, Jule would swprise me with something nice, lice o
romantic dinner all prepared when | got home. Or something she bought thot reminded
her of me. Or when | would walk into the room af night and she would be wearing this
sae thraugh...ahhh, you almaost caught me. Parcers. Thaot's all you wart to hear, | bet.
The dirdy parts. Well you're not gonra.  But they're good thowgh. Most of the fime.
Sjomedimes we won't do anything for kind of long perods of a fime. Like o month. Zhe wil
be= really vague and not tell me why for o while ond then towill be something sily o she
thinks I'm nof into her anymore. Which & never the cose. And if | wosn't, net having sex
with me isn'f gonna maks me more inhs her N, 'm jest kidding.  Bu? she just gets kind of
dowen sometimes. And when she does it's almost foo much for me fo haondle. | just wont
to be like “chesr up; there is nothing to be upset about” And when | try scmething o=
thot, she just acts like | don't vnderstond and becouss of it our relotionship is going to fal
apart or something. [1's enowgh fo dhive o man insane. And | know fhat | shouldn't get
upsef by her being depressed, but there are ofher things, foc. There are lofs of lifle things.
She l=aves dirty clothes Fing oround ond | olways &=nd up picldng them wp. She angues
with me in front of people about stupid things and it almest s=ems like she's irying to make
me lock sfupid, and | don't think that she wouwld acteally intentionally do that, but
sometimes it realy feels o= if. 3he wil vse flos twesbos cups inoone day, juest for water,
irst=od of just fling vp the same one. Ard these things just drive me nufs. A= gnswers
the phone= ogain, more frusfirofed this fime| Hele? o, she's not. (He hangr vpl Mo one
even calls fo falk o me. To s== how I'm doing. Everyones olwoys liked her bether.

o you probably waont o hear about the day all that messad up sfuff hopoenad. That's
all meeryone wanfs fo heor about. Can’t realy blome you. Mot much happens of high
schoolks in Uhah. At least nof in mine. Mething =xciting =ver reolly hoppened wndil the day
we found Jared Gurera's keart in g frash can.

Of course we didn't know & was Jared Gurero's heart until later. Some sophomore fownd
the heart in 0 gorboge can next to his loclker. He looked of it for o whie befons he fold
arpone. And then he told some other kids. Sc thers waos basically a bunch of kids
sfanding around this frash can looking ot a bloody heart, freing to decide if it was real or
not. Some butthead, | think hs nome wos John or something, decided thof it waosn't and
picked it up out of the garbage can for a joke. The joke didn't go so well, couse affer he
picked it up, ha suddenly realzed it was real for some reason, 5o fhen he dropped it on
the ground and storted screoming. There was blood on his honds and ewsryone sharted
freaking out. Administrative people come down with secwrity and decided that the
himart was real and conceled schaal for thot doy and colled the cops. Everyons was
pretly hoppy abouf school being cancelled, but we couldn't legve since everyone had
to wait for the cops fo fell them everything they sow. | had fo foke a pes, so | went fo
the bothroom, but it was pocked. All the ods were in thers talidng obout whot wos
going on. But | reglly hod to go. so | went to the other boftroom ocross campus. That
one= was e=mpty. Almost.

| went to a stall ard refeved myself. And while | was geing, | he=ard a strange noise. A
soff idnd of moaning or orying coming from a bathroom stall “Helio,” | soid, wondering if
the person was ooy, but really just making sure | wasn™ about fo get my heart cuf out.
&5 | was hasfily zipping up. occidentally getting some piss on my pants, | heard the stall
door ope=n and someone= sfep out. | spun around to see Will, one of the special &d dbds.
He was ane of the bigger ones, not giant, but bigger than me. He waos dbnd of whimper-
irg and | think crying and than | saw what he was holding. In s kand Will kad clenched
a bloody knife. | don’t know where he got it on compus, moybe he brought it from
home, buf right then | knew fhot he waos the one wheo cut ouf Jored Gumens's heart.  Of
course | didn't kroaw # was Jared Gurern’s heart ot the fime. | fourd that cut loter. But
right then, | knew thot Wil wos direcfly reloted to the heart in the gorboge con, which
waos now on the ground or by now maybe =ven an evidence bag or something. “Hey,
Will, whot ore you doing® Hey man, why don't you put that down.” | was frgng fo falk
soffly, calm him down so thaf mayibe he would drop the knife. But he just kept looking at
me. | thowght for sure that he was going fo fry and cut my heart out nest. Then for some
regson | sharted thinking thaot this waos some kind of joke. Thot =verpones wos going to un
in lawghing ard pot me on the back and give him a cockie or something for playing
along. Buf right as | hod fhot thought, | onee i waosn’t frue. This was too mess=d up and
random for someone to ploan as o joke.  “Wil, thot would be owesome of youw would put
that knife down. Dude, kreves aren’t for playing around with, Puf it down™

“Idake the boys suffer,” was what he soid. Soy, | don'f realy know what he meant or
where he got the idea fo say that, but it sent chils down my spine. Zuddenly | starfed
racking my brain fo remember if | hod sver pickesd on Will. Lots of people lough abowt
the retards af school, but do they redlize it whie i#'s happening?® “lMake the boys suffer,”
k= zaid again, stepping towards me. Mow | was starting fo ponic.  Even with him holding
the knife he almost seemed docle, lice he wouldn™t wse it. Suf | sharted fo ponic becouss
it woas dawning on me thot he akeady hod wsed . Was it out of malice? Sut of hate?
Dt of confusion® Oid he consciously cut cut she heos of a boy, or was i on innocent
mistoke, fee Lenny from Cf dios ond Men? We hod to reod thot inoour English class. As
Wil was stepping fowards me, raiing the knife, | wondered if he realzed what he was
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[singing] C-o-h ohild things are gonna gef =gsisr

Olo-h ohild fhings'll g=t brighter

Clooh ghid things ar= gonno—can we sing somathing ske now?

Ho. You con't move on wundil you get this song right. Mow keep going.
|Hwrms the fune|

Somedoy we'll walk it the rgvs of o begutifel sun

jomeday when the world 5 muoh ighter— think cur fime s wp for the
l=zzon.

t's mot ower yet, Steven, This isn't &ven your designofed l=sson time, so
we =nd when | say.

But when you picked me up walking home from schoal, you just said
you needed to swing by your house really quick before you dropped
= off.

Right, s | could see how you're coming alkng. (He reoohas ouf fo ron
his fingers through fhe ohild™s hair)

Can | go home row?

Mo...not yei.

{banging on the door] Chardie! Open wp, this it the police.

(he opens fhe cdoor] Hey Phil. What's going on®

Sarry Tharfe, 'm here as a cop, not a fiend. Another child has
disapp=ared.

That's femble. Who was &2

Steven Hanks.

iteven® You're odding.

Ma, I'm not. fome parents of the children that yow give private music
l=ssons fo are starding fo get concerned.

Whaot?

Mobody & poinfing any fingers yet, but the fist three chidnen to
disoppear were all shedents of yours.

That's Adiculous! They wers all in the some closs together foo. They ol
went to the same stones, they all fve in the some neighborhoad. s nof
k= ary of them weant to a music l=sson and never come home or
anything. They always got home sofe when we were done.

Chuck, calm down. Mo one is sayving you did anything. We'ne going to
smanch those places foo. Guf igh? now | just need to look around your
hous= & that's alrght.

Maows®

Wiel, snce= I'm hers, | thought if might be kind of corvenient.

Yeah, alight.

Trariks. | fried &xplaining to the parents that yvou wers g totally normal
guy. Tou've just been a itfle off since...your mother disoppeared.

Fril. You think I'm a l#le off2

Wiell, wou were rgised by just your mother, nght? Mo siblings or fother or
anything?

That's right; if was just m= and her.

sirg i ane more time, Klom.
Charlie Boy, it's gatiing lafe.
Just one more fime. Flease.
O.o-h ohild, hings are gonng g=t =gsi=r
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[eyes olosed, hAumming in o doz=|

Charlie.

Huh?

| weas just saying that being roised by just your mother for sighfeen y=os
ond thern har deopp=arng out of nowhers would be dramafic for
anyone,

Yeah. B waos hared.

| mean, we oll osswmed thot it was that guy she met, but we could
riever find enocwgh evidence to bring him up on it

Tha waorst was just not knowing whot happened fo her.

Charfi= Boy. You're sighteen years old now, so | think that you can
hondle the news I'm obout to fell you. When | wos rosing yow, | wasn'f
ooking for anybody, but now that you're almost all grown wp, | want
someane to spend my fime with.

Con't you waont fo spend fime with me®

Yes honey, but 've alsc met someone.

What? Are youw l=oving mes

Ho, of course nof. | just need someocne fo love.

Don't vou love me?

Of cowrse | do. | just get lonely. | need kbve that you can't giee me.
Who am | gonna spend my time with?

Charli=, yvou're eighfeen, you need fo make some frends.

I'm not gonna lef someons toke you awoy from me!

Charle, don't ok to me that way, Mobody s going fo fake me oway
from you. You're just going fo have o share my love with someone
eke.

| can’t.

Well, you're going to hawe fo.

Wel, Charlie, everything here looks normal. Just one more thing. That
trunk on the floor thers. Can you pop it open for me®

W's what's kedt of my mother...oll her belongings. | den't really like to
open it.

Wiedl.. | understand. Thanks for your time Chuck.

f=ah, one sec. [he fums to gnswer the phons) Hello®? Hello? [he
hangs wp and furns bacik fo the cop) Musf ve been @ wrong number.
Cid youwr phone Fing, Charie?

Yeah, that's why | answered i#. Theck youwr hearing Phil.

| guass | need fo. Ckoy, well, s=e yvow in church on Sunday.

Bye. [He closes the door and fthen funs fo answer fhe ohone again)
Hello®

Hi. Charlie Goy.

Who i this®

Chardie Boy, don't you recognize your own mother's woice.

feah...but youw're deod.

But pou're the only one who knows that.
Whot do you wani®

| just wont fo se=e my bovy.

Wel vou can’f!

Of cowse | can.

o oway! | can't do it again. | haove to stop.
olone.

fow howe fo give me the boy. Then Kl =ove yow alone. Gut fist | nesd
onaother child.

He's already with youw.

He con't be alive, Chardie Govy.

| don't want to anyrmore.

Youw have fo l=ave me
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¥ Bonnie Minkey

Do iz o 17 veaor-old, obiiviows middle class-tvpe, who falks a mie-a-minufe in her own
wnadulferafed sfream-of-consciousness vemacular, using her hands a ol and kaking
leng. sporadic pouses fo work owl her next ramble. We gel the feeling shel soon grow
ouwl af her ditzy phase fo Bbe on aclive, empafhelic young woman.

DaLLA. o | am like ASOUT to g=t info the fjub—! =ven had music on in the bothroom

oiogy—and theme’s fhis FRANTIC knocking ot the doorond #'s my friend
itephonie—big hippi=—and she iz ...

STEFHAMNIE. Fou have to help me—I just got o cal from the women's shelber._thers wos o
fire 50 they're seffing up o tempaorary thing with cofs and stuff in the gym af
First lemthodist and we nesd ALL the help we con gef, you HAVE jo comes if's
going fo b= crary and we reglly need fo get these women insde somewhers
becouse this sort of thing can get messy.

DaLLA. Oh my 0D | just wanted fo get in that bathtulb but | pust— mean | would
just ook like o totaly bad person if | didn't go. obviously. Right?2 Blugh. 3ol
was o= O-kay.

o | put some clothes on— meaon, | hod CLOTHES on when 3tephonie come
over, but they werentexocly Rescwe Mission clothes—they were oy mons
I'm Abcut to Take A Sequffful Bath—you lonow: robe-fype dothes—awel,
dnessed and | stofded o grab some sheff—but Sfeph soid | didn't nesd any
stuff, and we need to GO, so | left my shuff—no purse or anything—which fel
tofally weird. And | soid bye fo Emily, my seeet ifHe Pomermnian—oh my
GO0 dhe i just so swest, wif her nweet B foce, yes. But anyway, | hod to
l=ave himr— weas alk 'm S0REY, Emmiy, t's Save the Wordd Time, which she
tofally didn't understand, SEVIOUILY. Za, then we_l=f. Righf, wsll it WAS
crazy in there—the gym ot the church. The ploce wos packed—! hod no
id=a so many pecple had been smushed into that litHe teery raf hole of a
shelier—WOW. The gym wos 32 very drob—fhot tenible khoid paint job they
abeays do in gyms—what s UP with that?  MNot mech of anything to ook ot
just cots cofs cots and all these people—looking really strung out or whatewer,
| mean FREAKED-owt—

HUREE. Hay—Janmica and farah are hypereenfalifing as vsual—l nead youw, 3=ph,
to get on that 5TAT; Malory hos o feom foking core of assembling all these
cots; | gofta go calm down the poster who lost i when fary vomited an the
antry mat—and the heat s busted, so we need blonkefs and we ne=d to
hond them out cuz we've got a lof of clder women out here tonight, oh, ond
we need o find somebedy to be on watch cut there in cosz= any skeichy
charociers fry to toke advartoge of this stuation. Who's your fRend® Any
public health or nusing troning ¥

DaLLA. I'm Daba. | don’ really—

HUREE. Qkay Dala, why don't you hond out blaniefs, bing folls wofer, and then in
abcut an hour, go ohead and clean the bathrocm—upplizs are the in clos=t
dowrn that hallway, tok= o rght, se=cond door on the nght.

CralLla. {fo Mephonie] 15 she like, senous?

SIEPHAMIE. Zhe's not “liee” senows, she BB sencus and 've gotta huste. Sood luck, Cal

DalLla, | worked realy hard. | was running around everpahere. s like, my whobe
thing was to get these blankets out of this big crate-thing ond pass them aut.

jo thers were just barely =nough to go around, which was AWFUL because
everyone was 30 cold—oh yeah, it was really cold, lilks freezing practically—
o mweryone wanted more thon one which wos reolly stressing me ot
pecause | had to be like—no, sary you can only have one to these [Bfie five-
vear-okd kids and stuff, lice:

CARRIE. Miss Lady, I'm farocazening.

DA LlA. Ao, here you go sweetie.

CARRIE. Miss Lady, I'm fworsning sfil. | need anueoh one.

Dalla. Oh, sweetie, there's only 2nough for everpone fo hove one—do you have a

frimnd wou could snuggle with®
CARRIE. You?
Dalla. Oh! I've got to pass out woter and studff, but.. here—you want my sweafer?

nad an this lice J Crew sweater—it was fotaly cute, but lke—everybody
jusi— don't lonoee hoow o say this—it was just so HOT J Crew in thers and |
wos sort of feeling funny in it ®ven though | didn't reolly MEARN fo dress up or
anything, | dunne. B just— waos warming up anyeeay, since | was totally all
ooer the place, back and forth and bock and forth. There wers just so
many...peoplke. _women. | mean it's o bottered women’s shelter and_.so
there were otz of women, ke LOTE of them, wheo.they were hurt, you lonow,
bruised up. Groken onms, horible sxpressions. Scared. B wos 3o depressing,
just— couwld barely LOOK aof them, you know? | didn't want anyone to think
thiat | weas staring or whotever, and it was just so much =asier fo keap busy,
r=ep moving. | didn't wont fo sif sfll—nof just becouse there wos o lot fo do,
out becouse | didn't know what to soy, or how o acf. | just kept finding
things to DO, | mean, even cleaning the bathroom was—| mean it was totaly
gross—yucik—but totally o relief foo, just fo toke o breok from all thos= =yes in
that room. These women...if was easier fo keep busy than i was o molke ey
contact withe . .any OMNE of them. wialled arcund all mporiant, Aght, o= |
wozs on a mission all the fime. Here, | go, getiing o blank=1, gotta concen-
trote—ice | was really malkdng things beffer and like | was pust there fo do what

hod fo do, le= | do this svery weskend. . Voluntesr Sdrocrdinare_ byt God,

howe argued with Stephani= before—kind of a kof, really—about ths whole
spanding LOTE of fime with neady people who really maies youw really sod fo
talic to all the fime and whether yow really owe it fo the Word or whotever—|
dunno—she does this sort of thing e serously ALL the fime— mearn, she's
atways doing stuff for other people, volunfeerng or whotaver, and | totally
respect that, it's owesome. IF's pust | abways haove felf ke, | dunno, like it
woasn't fair that fo do the right thing you have fo be so. . irfemupfed. | mean
it's not fie= I'm roling in # and buying the fonciest jmons sver— mean, | howe
some mice clothes and sfufi, but not a fon—ond | don't bweg my mom for
SVERYTHRNG all the firme o= somie prople do—you know what | mean.  But
the truth is, if you think of the whole pockoge, my porents and school and
maoney, ye=ah, and just my ife, | gue=ss | AM a “Rich Peson.” | dunno, this is
wimird fo tolc obout, you know—ahy is this so weird to falk abouf? | dunina,
but okoy—around all those reolly, live REALLY poor people | just fel.. supsd?
flong be=af) 1¥'s just | fet embarmassed.

abenays felt e ‘here's my e and I'm doing miy thing’ and fo interuept it fo
do somecne ske’s thing FOR them was ke, shealing mine. Like stealing from
the rich fo give fo the poor! Thot's how | felt—oh my GO0D—xhen | hod o
give vp that dreamy bath when 3tephanie knocked on my door—that she
wias stealing something from me, my fime and.. owhatever, | waos so mad, but
thot was so lame fo b= mod, becous=.. ] m=an—ock at me—what do L.HOT
nave to giee?® You know?®

Well, choy—so there | was, | waos handing out blanksts and thers was ths




_ SpeechGeek Gear: A Poem

Whether the weather 15 celd

r the weather is hot
Unfas |onaeble never, w ﬁatever the weather,

Whether they* like it or not.

¥ They" being the other forensics websites that sell poorly screened shirts and
charge outrageous prices. Your friend The Geek wants you to look fashionable
both in and out of rounds. Poetry aside [unless that's your event, of course)
chedk out our awesome deals on the most dever forensics gear online.




