By Jake Barton

The Dog Pound

Me and me family, we are very popular.
We are number twelve on the list of most popular breeds.
I think that is good, because one more down would be very unlucky—
Very unlucky indeed—
But we are number twelve—so it’s all good!
Many famous people choose us—
Sharon Osborne; Paris Hilton; even Hilary Duff!
We’ve been in movies like Legally Blonde—
That Bruiser really cracked me up!
We’ve been on television—on cartoons—
We’ve even been the mascot for a major fast food chain!
Yo quiero Taco Bell.
I’m so hungry.
The next time they open this cage,
I’m getting out of here!
I’m making a run for the border!
And I’m not talking about Canada—or Mexico!
I told you—I don’t want to talk about immigration!
No, I’m heading straight to Taco Bell—
Or Taco Bueno—
Or Del Taco—
Or Taco Casa—
Or Pancho’s!
I may be un poquito, but I’ve got a muy grande appetite!

The Hound Dog
Elvis Presley may have been the King of Rock and Roll,
But he was also the King of Lies.
If Elvis Presley thought he was doing Hound Dogs a favor—
By singing a bunch of lies—

NOTES
WARNING: This selection contains mature subject matter. Jeffrey
Dahmer was one of America’s most notorious serial killers. Written as
a poetic letter, Celeste LeBeaux introduces us to a young woman who
remembers the infamous man before he became a household name. She
remembers Jeffrey as the boy who sat next to her in biology class—the
boy with whom she secretly had a crush. This fictitious selection is best
performed by a female and may be entered in Poetry Interpretation;
however, the free-verse nature of this literature could allow an actor
to consider performing this selection as a haunting monologue for
Dramatic Interpretation. Pacing is important in this selection. The
female narrator is writing a personal letter to a former classmate. While
she is revealing secrets from her past, she also has many questions. Let
the audience see her thought process throughout the performance. The
confessional style of the writing allows a performer to methodically
take her time, as she ponders her questions and slowly reveals her secret
crush; however, be careful to vary the pace throughout the selection.
Keeping the character honest and likeable will also add to the overall
success of the performance. As with all real-life tragedies, there is often
a numbness that follows a shocking news story. We ask ourselves, why?
We contemplate and try to wrap our minds around what we could have
done to prevent the tragic event from ever occurring in the first place.
Playing those softer, contemplative moments should only add to the
realism and honesty of the overall performance. If the performer trusts
the literature to do its job, the reactions from the audience could be quite
chilling. If this selection is used in Poetry Interpretation, the drama
mask icons are simply visible to show the performer when to turn the
pages in her manuscript.

Dear Jeffrey,
What were you thinking?
What went through your mind,
As we sat next to each other in biology class?
When the teacher would call roll—
When she called out your name—
You never really responded to her call.
You never really acknowledged her need—
Her need to hear you say you were there.
What were you thinking?

Dear Jeffrey (An Unsigned Note to a Serial Killer
From a Former Classmate)
By Celeste LeBeaux

They said I yap too much.
I don’t yap too much.
I talk. There’s a difference.
When they picked me up,
All of the other dogs on the street—
They laughed at me.
They said I was getting picked up by the border patrol.
I have papers. I have—how you say—green card?
But I don’t want to talk about immigration.
I want to talk about popularity.
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Were you thinking of it then?
Were you thinking of the unimaginable even then?
If so, were you thinking of us?
Were you thinking of all of us—like that?
Were you thinking of every single one of us—like that—?
Was that what you were thinking?
Or were there just a few of us that caught your eye?
Maybe it was just one—or two.
Who were your eyes drawn to?
Who stood out?
Who held your gaze just a few seconds longer?
Whose eyes caught yours?
Was it the beefy football players?
Did you look at them—as an all-you-can-eat buffet?
Or were they too much for your delicate appetite?
Perhaps such a small man looks for smaller prey.
Perhaps your tastes ran more towards the saltier types:
The thuggish guys—the outsiders—
Or was it the Goth boy who sat in the corner—by the door?
Did he catch your eye?
I wish you could tell me.
I wish you could somehow let me know
To whom your eyes were drawn?
I’m curious.
That question—it haunts me.

I do not know why I am here.
I do not know why my owner does not want me anymore.
I do not know why I am here.
I do know—I have disgraced my family.
The French Poodle
There is an art to being pristine.
As a French Poodle,
I take pride in my appearance.
Having owners who lavished me
With professional groomers helped.
Who knew there were so many shades of pink?
Keeping up appearances is also an art.
Like a fine masterpiece,
I tried to become even more beautiful with age,
Time, however, has been unkind to me.
There is no art in ageing.
Like it or not, it just occurs.
One must accept it with dignity and grace.
My body, however, has betrayed me.
My owners surround themselves with things of beauty—
Persian rugs,
French tapestries,
Italian shoes—
My body has betrayed me.
I have ruined my owners’ finery.
My owners had to discard the items I’ve ruined.
Now, I, too, have been discarded.
The Chihuahua
I don’t want to talk about immigration.
I only want to talk about positive news.
I’ll talk about almost anything.
That’s why my owners put me out onto the streets.

The Dog Pound

What were you thinking,
As you stared out that classroom window?
Were you searching for Neverland?
Did you pretend you were Peter Pan?
Did you accept the fact that you were the boy who simply wouldn’t—
Couldn’t—
Grow up?

We, Chinese Pugs—
We are comfortable in our own fur.
We carry our honor, too.
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What were you thinking,
As the teacher called out your name?
Your name—which at the time—went unnoticed
Your name—that went unacknowledged
Your name—that is now—feared.
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When I leapt up onto their laps while they be reading—
They be slapping my nose!
They be slapping me down!
I thought they be playin’ with me!
I thought they be like, “We can play, but we gonna play like we nasty!”
I didn’t know they be serious.
I didn’t know they not be playing with me.
I didn’t know.
My owners got rid of me because they dumb!
My owners got rid of me because they didn’t read the literature!
Owners should always read the literature!
We, Chinese Pugs
We, Chinese Pugs—
We do not have Weight Watchers.
We, Chinese Pugs—
We do not have Nutri-System.
We, Chinese Pugs—
We do not have the Atkins Diet—
The Long Beach Diet—
The Grapefruit Diet—
We are dogs.
We, Chinese Pugs—we fat.
Even when we skinny Chinese Pug—we fat.
Yes, we get asthma.
Yes, we get attitude.
We, Chinese Pugs—
We carry our weight well.
We, Chinese Pugs—
We do not wear kimonos.
We, Chinese Pugs—
We do not twirl pretty fans.

I’m curious—because my eyes were drawn to you.
You were the one to whom I gave my attention.
You were the one who caught my eye.
Did you know any of our names?
Did you know my name?

There were seventeen of us.
There were seventeen of us in that biology class.
It’s ironic when you think about it—
Because that’s how many the newspapers said you killed.
Seventeen—
Did you know all of those boys’—names?
Did you know any of their names?
Their full names—
I’m curious.
Did you—?
Did you know or remember any of our names?
I knew your name.
Did you know mine?
Were your eyes ever drawn—to me?
Did you know my name?

The day your story broke, I heard talk of it in the grocery store.
I was standing in line waiting to get checked out,
And a woman was talking about this gruesome story—
This gruesome story she had just heard on the radio.
I didn’t catch many details,
But I caught enough to know that it was gruesome.
It had to be gruesome.
She kept using that word over and over again.
“Gruesome.”
“Oh, it’s all just so gruesome.”

When I watched the news that night,
I listened to the handsome anchor tell the story
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And the funny papers!
Well, I’ve got news for them!
There ain’t nothing funny or romantic about sitting by four smelly feet!
While they be reading the news, romance novels, and funny papers,
They should have read the literature that said, “Black Lab—playful!”

