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Teensploitation

CHESTER HARCOURT: Chapter five: “Foreigner Is Not Just a Rock
Band.” Things didn’t get any better for Lindsey when she got to school.
MRS. BROWER: Good morning, class.
ALL: Good morning Mrs Brower.
MRS. BROWER: Class, I’d like you to meet Neeka.
NEEJKA: (Correcting her) Neejka.
MRS. BROWER: Whatever. Neeka is a Danish foreign exchange student.
NEEJKA: Not the Denmark. I am of the Lappland.
MRS. BROWER: Whatever. I’m gong to assign a student for Neeka.
NEEJKA: (Correcting her again) Neejka.
MRS. BROWER: For Neeka to follow around for the day. That student is
Lindsey Parker.
LINDSEY: Oh, Mrs Brower, I’m really not in the mood today.
MRS. BROWER: Lindsey, one of the things about maturing into an adult
is that we do things that we aren’t especially in the mood for. Do you
think I wake up every morning in the mood to teach Social Studies? For
that matter, do you think I wake up in that mood on any morning?
LINDSEY: But Mrs Brower!
MRS. BROWER: Just do it.
LINDSEY: Oh oh, DAMN IT.
ALL: Oooooh.
MRS. BROWER: That’s it, Lindsey, go to the Vice Principal’s office.
LINDSEY: Fine. I’ll just do that.
MRS. BROWER: And Neeka, you go with her.
NEEJKA: But, I have not done the wrong. She is the maker of trouble.
MRS. BROWER: And today, you’re following her.
NEEJKA: But, where is the fairness?
MRS. BROWER: Welcome to life, Neeka.
CHESTER HARCOURT: The girls are on their way to the Vice
Principal’s office.
NEEJKA: Lindsey, I have known you for the five minutes and already I
have the anger in me for you.

There is perhaps no bond stronger than the bond shared between two
brothers. This selection is a work of fiction and should be performed
by a male and be entered in either Prose Interpretation or Dramatic
Interpretation. There are several humorous anecdotes found within
this short story; therefore, play that humor. React to the humor. It is
important the narrator show the love for his brother before revealing
the darker side of the selection. Because this is a reflective narrative,
the audience should see the thought process of the performer, as he
transitions from the lighter side of the selection into the more dramatic
elements of the performance. This character should be portrayed
with 100% honesty, so underplay the dramatic moments. Never
underestimate the power of a well-placed pause. Pacing will play an
important role in determining how guilty the narrator feels toward the
end of the story. If used in Prose Interpretation, the drama mask icons
are simply visible to show the performer when to turn the pages in his
manuscript.
My younger brother, Cory, and I always lived by one thing and one thing
only: The Code. The Code consisted of the following:
• Trusting each other 100%
• Never telling on the other
• And always keeping our secrets
Oh, and I was the only one who could make the rules! I think that last
one is written down somewhere in the Perks of Being an Older Brother
Handbook.

My family moved to the mountains of Montana when I was seven and
Cory was four. We lived so far outside the city limits that we didn’t
even have what you would call neighbors, so Cory and I were always
close. We loved living in the mountains. And why wouldn’t we? We
had everything two young boys could want. We had about thirty acres of
densely covered woods—perfect for hide-and-seek and kick-butt games
of war! Whenever Cory and I played war, I was always the American,
and Cory was either from Vietnam, Japan, Korea, or some Middle Eastern
country. If we were playing Cowboys and Indians, however, I was always
an Indian! What can I say? Sure, the cowboy got to wear a cool hat, but
the Indian got to wear war paint and shoot a bow and arrow! So what if
the tip had a plastic, suction cup! Oh, and in spite of history, when we
recreated the Wild West, the Indians always won! This meant I got to tie

The Code

I’m just not ready to face my womanhood!
LINDSEY: You read my diary!
MIKE: Heh-heh-heh.
LINDSEY: I hate you!

NOTES
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LINDSEY: What do you mean?
MIKE: I’m kinda scared.
LINDSEY: Scared?
MIKE: Yeah. I woke up today and realized that I’m not a girl anymore, but

Of course, the first time we got it out of the detached garage, both Mom
and Dad told us that the ladder was off limits. They said that ladders were
dangerous, and we would surely break an arm, a leg, or worse, our necks!
So, the ladder was not to be used—period. Well, the way Cory and I saw
it that was their Code, not ours.

Dad worked a lot of overtime, and Mom liked to take long afternoon naps.
As far as we were concerned, it was the perfect set up. We had about a
good hour or so on any given weekday after school to pretend we were
firefighters, forest rangers, or mountain climbers. We would take the
ladder—a two-man job at the time—out of the garage, climb the twenty or
so rungs up the ladder and be Kings of the Mountain!
Now, living in the mountains, we weren’t allowed to have pets. Mom
firmly believed a bear or a wolf would eat them. So, Cory and I had what
we called adopted pets. We had quite a menagerie of wildlife enter our
backyard. Of course, they couldn’t really be pets unless they were named.
So Cory named them! Oh, yeah, Cory was the Official Pet-Name-Giver!
He named every squirrel and every raccoon. He even named every deer!
If the deer had antlers, he was given the name, Bambi. If the deer didn’t
have antlers, it was named Faline. Skunks were always named Flower,
and all rabbits were called Thumper! Cory’s favorite movie, in case you
haven’t guessed, was Walt Disney’s animated classic, Bambi.

On the rooftop, Cory and I would talk about anything and everything:
school, dreams, and girls. Well, I would talk about girls, and Cory
would just smile and listen like he knew what I was talking about. But
sometimes we wouldn’t say anything. We wouldn’t say anything at all.
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good. My parents and the school counselor thought it would be better.
LINDSEY: Joanne, how long have you known this?
JOANNE: Hmmm. A couple weeks.
LINDSEY: Weeks? So, you knew before the Plain Girls’ Prom?
JOANNE: Uh, yeah.
LINDSEY: You played me for a fool!
JOANNE: Lindsey, sometimes it’s hard to tell you things.
LINDSEY: Are you saying I don’t listen? Because I listen!!
JOANNE: I’m sorry, Lindsey. Let’s not fight.
LINDSEY: Oh Joanne, Girls’ Vocational?
JOANNE: Uh-huh.
LINDSEY: But, that’s for girls who are… who are—
JOANNE: Say it, Lindsey. It’s ok. I know I’m dumb.
LINDSEY: You’re not dumb, Joanne! Just different.
JOANNE: Thanks for saying that, Lindsey.
LINDSEY: I don’t want you to throw your life away.
JOANNE: I know. But I gotta go.
LINDSEY: But you can’t go! You’re in love with Kenny Bowman.
JOANNE: Oh, Lindsey, Kenny Bowman doesn’t know I’m alive. Unless
you count the time I spilled milk on him and he called me a cow.
LINDSEY: So, this is goodbye?
JOANNE: We’ll still see each other on Saturdays.
LINDSEY: Yeah, sure, we’ll still have Saturdays.
CHESTER HARCOURT: That night, Lindsey wrote in her diary.
LINDSEY: Oh, Diary. Joanne’s deserting me. She was my one friend. What
hurts more is that she didn’t tell me. I always thought friends weren’t
supposed to keep secrets. I’m so alone. I am an island even the seagulls
don’t visit. Even dolphins don’t—Oh, Diary, I’m scared. I’m not a girl
anymore, but I’m just not ready to face my womanhood.
CHESTER HARCOURT: The next morning, Lindsey and her brother, Mike,

were eating breakfast.

LINDSEY: Did you eat all the Rice Chex?
MIKE: Maybe I did.
LINDSEY: Oh Mike! Just because you go to college doesn’t mean you’re

more important. For your information, Mom buys the Rice Chex for me!
MIKE: (Mocking) “Mom buys those Rice Chex for me.”
LINDSEY: Oh, why don’t you just go to class!
MIKE: I don’t know if I’m going to class today.
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About two years after we moved into our two-story cabin, my mother
decided she wanted to add flower boxes in front of the windows on
the second floor. So Dad bought a twenty foot ladder. Now, for two
young boys looking for adventure, he might as well have said, “Merry
Christmas, boys! See what kind of mischief you can get into with this!”

LINDSEY: What?
JOANNE: I’m going to Girls’ Vocational. You know my grades aren’t so
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my brother up with rope… and terrorize him with man-eating insects—at
least until it was time for dinner.

