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Brianna:
God, why does she just keep talking?
Doesn’t she know?
Hasn’t anybody told her?
Shouldn’t she figure it out?
Is she stupid?
Isn’t it obvious?
I’m NOT listening.
Nobody else is either.
Doesn’t she get it?
Maybe I should spell it out for her…
Hey Lady!
It’s May…
GIVE IT UP!
I can’t wait to be out of this class!
By my calculations –
If you figure in weekends
And forget the last day –
Books are gone by then…
And one day to get rid of books –
And we haven’t had a field trip
And everybody’s supposed to get one –
Well, that leaves…
20 days!!!!
20 days…
Only 20 more days
Or as she would say it:
“Only 20 days more…”
Don’t ask me…
I don’t get it either –
Something about an adjective
And well, I don’t know,
I quit listening after that.
What do I care?
I have 20 DAYS!
Only 20 more days of her!
20 more days of Brian,
Who smells like a combo platter
Of his dad’s cigarettes and
His own skateboarding-induced B.O.
Only 20 more days of hand cramps!
20 more days of barking orders
And, one more time, only 20 more days of HER!
Just saying it makes me happy –
“20 days left till I’m outta school…”
And she’s still talking…
What is she thinking?!
That Teacher Woman:
Heeeeeeelllllllllooooooooo…
Hello…Brianna…
Yeah, she’s hearing nothin’
Why do I even bother?
This is pointless.
Nobody’s listening.
Good thing we’re doing poetry.
Short and sweet
And not much homework.
I wonder why April is poetry month?
It should be May,
Any smart teacher teaches it in May:
Short poems –
Short attention spans.
Awhh, heck… Who cares?
I’m outta here in a few weeks…
If I take out the weekends
And the field trip to the zoo.
(Thank God for that Henry Doorly Zoo!)
And the last day which is a free-for-all anyway
And we need to check in books –
That leaves 20 days –
Only 20 days left with these kids!
Now, if I can get their attention
For just 20 days…
HELLO, BRIANNA!
Brianna:
Uh-oh…
I think I missed something…
Good thing she wrote it on the board –
A poem?
I have to write a poem?
Great. More homework.
And now I have to rhyme.
Or do I?
What did she just say?
Something about our daydream?
Guess I’m busted.
But as long as I start writing
She’ll never know.
Okay…
“Summer…
I love summer.
No school.
Warm weather.
My neighborhood pool.
Boys.
Bikinis.
Yeah, if only I could wear one
Like those girls in year-round sun
That look so good
Even the boys who don’t like girls yet
Notice them
Then I’d be set
If I looked like that.”
Day 19:
Do you think that counts?
I wrote something down.
It’s a daydream.
It rhymes…kinda.
Aaaahh…she probably wants somethin’ better.
She always wants something better.
She’s so goody-goody.
What should I tell her about?
I could tell ‘er about grandpa and grandma’s.
Not that I really wanna go this year
But I bet she’d like that topic!
“Grandma and Grandpa Archie’s…
I go every summer
Grandma still makes real cookies in the oven
And no chores –
I don’t have to do nothin’
Grandpa actually watches Wheel of Fortune
But last year,
I woke up late in the night
And he was watchin’ James Bond
In a sword fight
But his eyes got bigger when that actress
In the skimpy bikini
Walked on the beach.
I realized he’s not as wholesome as he’s preached
But that’s okay,
At least he’s real.
It’s no big deal.
I fake like I’m a good kid when I see them, too.
Well, maybe it’s somewhat true,
Cuz I can’t be bad for grandma
Not with her crumpled, disintegrating tissue
And her forgiving “god-bless-yous”
Ms. Goody-Two-Shoes:
Well, well, Brianna…
At least you finally wrote SOMETHING!
Mmmm…
I wonder what that mind is up to?
If you’d just do SOMETHING…
If I didn’t have to push you
E-V-E-R-Y-D-A-Y!
Let’s see what ya got, kid.
Great…
Another poem about grandparents.
Just what I wanted.
Why does every kid I teach
Write about their grandparents?
Doesn’t anybody do anything fun?
If it’s not grandparents,
It’s those damn kids
That write about Martians and aliens.
What are those kids gonna grow up and do??!
With my luck –
Become computer freaks
And make more money than me or God.
Oh well. Focus:
Back to work…
I need to check papers.
Whatcha got, Brianna?
Umm… not so bad –
A feisty grandpa & I like that line about grandma’s tissue
Okay, Brianna…
It’s there…you’ve got it…
Let’s see if we can get it outta ya…
Brianna:
I knew it!
I knew it! I knew it! I knew it!
She liked it, BUT…
Does this woman not know
There’s only 18 days left?
18… Now, that makes me happy
Even if nothin’ makes that woman happy.
Fine.
She wants a different topic –
I’ll give her one!
Six Flags…
Corn dog, cotton candy, Mountain Dew…
Uh – oh.
Maybe I shouldn’t have had that.
But Johnny wants to go on the Silly Silo? Okay.
Around and around. Boy, I’m dizzy.
Uhh… the floor dropped out.
Ummm…I’m gonna die!
Where’s Johnny??!!
Oh my God! He’s grabbing my hand!!!!!!
Okay. So… I’m gonna die happy!
Uh – oh…
Don’t think I should’ve eaten that stuff…
Bbb uuu lll ee cckkkkkkk…
Was it the food, the ride, or that Johnny touched me?
Don’t know…
But mom’s not happy
That I threw up.
Well… it doesn’t rhyme
But she said it didn’t have to
And it’s about puke –
That oughtta shut her up –
She said she wanted a different topic.
It’s her own fault!
She got what she asked for!
Man, what is the deal with this woman?
Call it quits.
There’s only 18 days.
Nobody cares.
It might as well just be summer.
Besides, I don’t have time for this homework crap.
We have practice tonight.
1st practice of the season…
Pads are for pansies
But if coach insists –
I guess I’ll have to wear ‘em.
That’s the only reason.
I can take it
Whatever they bring at me.
Mom says that makes me a tomboy
I useta think she was right
But I haven’t told her
That things have changed…
When I was a kid
And somebody landed on me
I looked at ‘em close
So I could get revenge
Now, if somebody lands on me,
I hope it’s a guy
And I take in the feeling
Of him being real close.
But I always hope it’s Johnny.
With my luck though –
It’s Teddy Lee,
I think he tries to land on me.
But if I spot his torpedo of scraggly hair,
I cross my arms over my chest
With my elbows sticking up
so he gets the message…
Okay, this sucks.
Even I know that last page was awful!
She will have all kinds of hate for that!
Okay, so – new plan…
Practice. Practice. Practice.
Co-ed Nekkid Roller Hockey.
Oops! Drop the “nekkid.”
But I do love roller hockey!
I envision it as the next Olympic sport.
Me and my friends
Hypin’ our gold medals
And startin’ little kid roller hockey clubs
Like that Agassi guy did for tennis
Or Tiger Woods for golf
But ours is lesser known
More like croquet or curling
Yeah, like the Mini-Mates-Great-Skates Club
Or the Little Puckers
Not that it’s really a puck we use
But, you get the idea –
Just me, my protective gear,
My friends, some skate blades,
A rubber ball, a stick, and the opposition –
The new wave sport of the next generation –
And we’ll get the “ball-rolling” so to speak
Of course, my mom says it’s retro…
Something about a roller derby…
Sure…whatever that means.
Ms. Impossible-to-Please:
Wonderful.
How many days do I have left?
This is not even worth checking.
Grandparents.
Pools.
Rollercoasters.
Same old thing.
Gotta love Brianna though –
Bringing me the vomit.
Nice. Really nice.
If I read one more:
“I love the beach
And the hot sand
And the wet breeze off the ocean…”
I’m gonna barf.
Bitter? No, I’m not bitter.
Could somebody have an original thought?
And please…
Stop with the boring topics!!
Ummm…
Maybe if they have to write in a form
They’ll be better.
No limericks –
Can’t take the Nantucket ones.
Name poems/acrostics –
No thanks, I don’t need to hear how great they think they are.
Ummm…maybe haikus –
They should already know how to do them.
Brianna:
Not again
17 days and she wants haikus!
Haikus are for 3rd graders
Or Japanese people who actually like nature.
(5) Oh, great butterfly
(7) You’re not butter, or a fly
(5) But I should like you
Really I’m a 7th grader
Not an old person with time on my hands
To watch birds or pick roses
Or dream myself into a constellation
You want nature –
How ‘bout human nature:
Human Nature
(5) With seventeen days
(7) Teenagers only care ‘bout
(5) Summer Vacation
There.
I wrote about nature.
She can’t complain.
And maybe she’ll get
My not-so-subtle point.
Wow!
I am impressive –
I used the word “subtle”
Mmm…
Little Miss Nature Lover:
Birds.
Turtles.
Fish.
Turtles.
Flowers.
Tulips.
Ants.
Awwwhhh…
Haiku? What was I thinking?
Easy? Yes.
Painful? Yes.
Nature is obviously not their fortes.
Or counting a fricking syllable!
Okay, what else is there?
Great topics.
Sure.
Grass.
Bumblebees.
Flowers. More flowers!
Butterflies.
Wait a minute…
Smart ass alert –
Oh, imagine – it’s Brianna.
Yep. You just had to be difficult.
I’d have to hate you
If you didn’t give me a little entertainment
In this dry pile of papers –
Oh, and your 2nd one –
“Human” nature. Nice.
Props to you.
At least you used your brain.
That’s all I was asking for.
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