Warm
In the newspaper this morning
She said you were a nice guy.
They said you were a quiet guy.
Nobody ever thought you would do this—
Especially me.
All I can see is you eating breakfast.
You loved Captain Crunch—
I mean, Cap’n Crunch.
(You always corrected me on that.)
When you were little, sometimes you would refuse
To eat anything but Cap’n Crunch—
Filling yourself with sugar.
On that day, were there Crunch Berries in your belly?
Why do I continually dream of guns now?
Of bullets? Of weeping parents?
Of you in an electric chair?
When my water broke, we rushed to the hospital.

Scene Four: The set of the tabloid news program, Burn
Cliff: Welcome back to BURN! Natasha, I’m going to impersonate a
famous Hollywood actor who’s secretly gay, and you have to guess who it
is. Okay?
Natasha: Okay.
Cliff: Ready? Go! (His impersonation is so vague, it could be anyone.)
Natasha: Ummmm, ALL OF THEM?
Cliff: Correct! And Burn!
Natasha: Burrnnnnnn!
Cliff: Burrrnnnnnnnnnnnnn!
Natasha: Buh-buh-burn!
Cliff and Natasha: BURN!
Natasha: Now we’re going to go over to one of our new segments. You
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Cap’n Crunch and 2% Milk

Human Interest Story

Random mass shootings have dominated the news in recent years.
This powerful collection of poems, Cap’n Crunch and 2% Milk, may
be performed by a either a male or female and should be entered in
Poetry Interpretation. Serving as both a response to a random act
of violence, as well as depicting the devastation and unanswered
questions left behind after an unforeseen tragedy, Cap’n Crunch and
2% Milk is comprised of three character-driven poems. It is critical
for the performer to create three distinct, honest narrators. The first
poem, entitled “Warm,” is told from the viewpoint of the shooter’s
mother. The second poem, “Love,” is told from the perspective of the
girlfriend of the perpetrator, while the final poem, “Cap’n Crunch and
2% Milk,” is told from the viewpoint of the person who committed
the heinous crime. Each poem may be performed in its entirety, or
the performer may choose to integrate the poems throughout the
presentation. The drama mask icons are simply suggestions as to when
to turn the pages in the manuscript.

(Then it hits her) What?
Brian: (Into the camera) Yes, Viewers, the rumors are true. I’m in love
with my co-anchor, Meredith Steeple, and I’ve always been in love with
her. It’s time you know. We’ve recently started up a very passionate
relationship, but I can assure you it has not affected my ability to share the
news alongside her.
Meredith: (To Brian) Brian!
Brian: (To Meredith) No, Meredith. I need to make this right. (To the
camera) Viewers, I made her cry last night by saying we can’t be together
for the sake of the news. But as I sat there fighting back my own tears,
I thought about all the stories we tell about people that have found
happiness in the most unexpected of places. Just because we report the
news doesn’t mean we can’t be the news. (To Meredith) Meredith, I love
you. And no matter what anyone says, I can’t do my job without you by
my side, professionally and personally.
Meredith: I love you too, Brian. (To camera) And I love news just as
much, viewers. So, don’t worry. The news will be exactly the same.
Except with the added bonus that we’re in love!
Brian: We’re in love!
Meredith: We’re totally in love!
Brian: More with the news after the break. (Smiling, they both freeze until
it is clear they are on a commercial break.)
Meredith: Brian, I can’t believe we just did that!
Brian: We did it, Meredith. Everyone knows now. And the world didn’t
stop.
Meredith: I guess there was nothing to worry about after all.
Brian: That’s right. And even if the station says something, we’ll just go
where our talents are more appreciated. They couldn’t get rid of Brian
Shipwood and Meredith Steeple, if they tried!
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Brian and Meredith are preparing for tonight’s news by reading over copy.
Brian: (Professionally acknowledging her) Meredith.
Meredith: (Barely acknowledging him) Brian.
Brian: (Secretly concerned about her mental state) How was your night?
Meredith: (Still secretly hurt) It was fine. I read a book.
Brian: Oh, how was it?
Meredith: (Sarcastically) It was a book.
Brian: (Not pressing his luck) Great. (Beat) Did you hear about that
earthquake last night in…Azerbaijan? Split two parts of the country in
half?
Meredith: Yeah, I think I heard something about that.
Brian: And one half, I think it was called Brian-stan, wanted to originally
keep the split.
Meredith: But the other part, Meredithstan, was ready to rebuild from the
destruction.
Brian: But Brianstan thought there was too much to rebuild.
Meredith: But Meredithstan was ready to make it work!
Brian: (Subliminally apologizing) And at first, Brianstan was ready to be
a sovereign country. But then they realized ...they need Meredithstan.
Meredith: (Touched) They do?
Brian: Yes. They’ll be sending in disaster relief as soon as possible.
Meredith: Well, I’m sure Meredithstan is relieved...but how will they…?
The newscast begins and they both immediately compose themselves for
the camera.
Brian: (On air, into the camera) Tonight, on Channel 7 News at 10: One
newly-released Superhero is seen as overwhelmingly racist. Find out why.
Meredith: Also, a local farmer has rezoned his farm as an amusement
park. We’ll give you a first-hand look at what most experts are calling “the
worst idea ever”.
Brian: But first, tonight, breaking news: I am in love with Meredith
Steeple.
Meredith: (Continues normally, not fully realizing what Brian just said)
Right you are, Brian, and we’ll be right back.
Brian: (Beat, and then he turns to Meredith) No, Meredith, did you hear
me? I’m in love with you.
Meredith: (Still speaking directly to the camera) Right. Sounds good.

Maybe it’s a gross error of judgment on my part.
Was I too engrossed in my love for you—
That I forgot—sometimes—happiness is a warm gun?
Was it warm, dear?
The spotlights are on you now.
Do they feel more like hugs to you
Than any of the empty things my arms attempted?
People now tell us that it’s our fault—
Their words—picked out of your victims’ wounds like shrapnel.
What do you think about the death penalty?
Bang!
Why do you own a gun?
Bang!
Why did you raise a Godless monster?
Bang!
I picked your name from a page in the Bible—
Hoping you would find grace in the process.
Instead, you graced us with bursts of brimstone.
I read in the paper the names of your victims:
Margaret, Harry, Austin, Lisa, and Art.
Did you mean to kill Lisa?
I remember you two playing together—
Pulling palaces up from the playground sand.
Were your actions pre-planned or simply providence?
Did you have their names in a notebook?
Did you have charts for your gun-powdered sail boats?

Cap’n Crunch and 2% Milk

Scene Three: Channel 7 Newsroom

In the hospital, your father told me to push—
But maybe I just pulled the trigger,
And you exploded from my barrel like a bullet.
I obviously didn’t check my sights like you did.
Did you check your sights?
Did you carefully construct each piece of collateral in your crosshairs?
If I could cross out anything you did, would you still be my child?
Would you still be that little monkey
Climbing all over my jungle gym limbs in the grocery store?
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Meredith: This is Channel 7’s Meredith Steeple saying NEVER SPEAK
TO ME AGAIN! (She slams the door, as Brian breaks down.)

