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The Legend of DucVu
 
I once knew a bus driver by the name of DucVu. I never actually saw Mr. DucVu; I just knew of his existence. Therefore, I decided to make a legend:
 
Know any good bus drivers around these parts? I know the best one around. He goes by DucVu. He’s got mad bus driving skills – It’s crazy. 15 years and he’s never made students late. You might think it’s because the school opens only when the bus arrives, but I think it’s just DucVu’s mad skills. 
“Will I ever be as good a bus driver as you, DucVu?” I asked him. 
“You can always hope,” he replied. 
 
Legend says one of his parents is a duck and the other is named Vu, giving him the normal features of a man but the brain of a duck. Some say he’s half Duc, half Vu. You might not believe he has a duck brain, but once you see his brain in action, you’ll believe it. 
Once I asked him, “What’s your name?” He replied with a blank unknowing stare. 
A stranger was watching and whispered, “He’s staring straight through your soul.” My mouth dropped open in complete and utter amazement.
 
Not only does he have the brain of a duck, but he also has the flying power of a non-flying duck on every day except Thursdays. No one knows what the Vu means, but it is believed to have a very powerful meaning that unlocks the secret of DucVu’s mad bus driving skills. Many challenge him to a race: DucVu’s bus versus the challenger’s vehicle. “I beat you and you tell me what the Vu is!” they say. Of course, DucVu responds by staring through their souls in silence. They take that as a yes. But no one has ever beaten DucVu because he has just one small rule the contestant must follow in a race: DucVu always wins. Therefore, the true meaning of the Vu has never been unlocked. 
 
Once, all the governments in the world decided to make buses illegal for no reason at all. Once they witnessed DucVu’s skills, obviously they changed their minds. With tears streaming down their faces, they said, “Nothing should put an end to those mad bus driving skills.” There was a unanimous vote to stop the new law. 
When he went to Bus Driving University, as soon as the professor saw him and figured out his name was DucVu, he had to give the Master’s Degree in Bus-driving-ology (the study of driving buses) right away. When he actually demonstrated the bus driving skills, legend says he unlocked a whole new degree in Bus-driving-ology – The DucVu Degree – the most extreme bus driving degree out there. You might think he has an extreme and unusual super bus, but it’s a regular school bus. It’s so normal that it’s amazing. A regular yellow bus.
 
You might think he got it to blend in with other buses like a ninja, but he says he got it to “blend in with red cars.” Once again, his duck brain at work here. 
Additionally, since he’s half Duc, he has all kinds of skills in water. He can swim in water. Also, he can stay underwater for an incredible 30 seconds. Only a duck has that much skill in water. He also has duck flying powers on Thursday. He can fly in many ways – in an airplane, on a jetpack, and in a helicopter. Only a duck can fly in so many ways. Also, when he jumps off a cliff, he hovers in the air (actually he falls for a few seconds until he hits the ground, but staying in the air pretty much is the same thing).
DucVu backwards is “uVcuD”. I have no idea what it means, but it probably has some deep secret meaning. I’ve heard he knows Russian in seven languages to communicate with other ducks. I know the ducks can understand him because when DucVu said “fly away” in Russian and ran straight at the duck, somehow the duck began to fly away. Anyways, as DucVu said, you can only hope to be as good a bus driver as he is someday.
 
THE END


The Birthday Party
 
Once there was a fat loser named Dave (no offense to readers called Dave). I mean, this guy was SERIOUSLY chubby. He could store objects in the folds of his belly. It was frankly just disgusting. He had no friends at school. In fact, no one even knew his name. Everyone just referred to him as “the fat guy”. Obviously, he couldn’t play sports because of his fatness. He didn’t have good grades either because every time he tried to take a test, his belly would cover the test paper. He couldn’t reach his pencil to the paper either. 
His condition was pretty sad, actually. He tried dieting and exercising but nothing worked because every time he went to sleep, he would literally start flying to the kitchen, where his unconscious self would stuff himself on junk food and extra large milkshakes. He even tried emptying his fridge of everything, but that just made him fly to the nearest grocery store and eat all the food there. He had to pay for everything, including the cost of not going to jail for breaking and entering. 
Life for Dave went on in this way for a long while. However, on March 11th, something monumental happened in Dave’s life. He received an email titled “Bob’s Birthday Party.” At first, Dave didn’t even know what that meant. After reading the email, however, he figured it was some kind of party designed to celebrate birthdays. Although he could not think of a purpose for the convoluted witchcraft, Dave was overjoyed with excitement because he had never been invited to a “birthday party” before. He didn’t know who Bob was, but apparently he invited everyone in the entire school, and somehow figured out Dave’s email (it was a wild guess of fatguy@fatguy.com). Dave was confused though. He didn’t know what to do next. How would he confirm his attendance to the only party in his life? Part of the email read “RSVP to bob@bob.com by March 15.” He had no idea what the heck “RSVP” was. He tried to ask some people at school, but whenever he would come within fifty feet of someone, he or she would move away as if repelled by a force field. He was totally confused until on March 14, Bob sent another email to everyone saying, “Email bob@bob.com by tomorrow.” It finally pieced together for Dave. All he had to do was email a confirmation to Bob by tomorrow and he could come! So he opened a draft to Bob and wrote “I’m coming” in it. But right before he clicked send, he stopped. What if Bob disliked his message so much that he uninvited Dave? It would really stink to almost go to a party for once but fail in the end. 
So Dave reviewed his message. 
And he reviewed it again. 
And again. 
And again. 
He would make minor additions or changes but would always be dissatisfied with something. He continued to do this the entire night and next day. Before he knew it, it was 11 PM on March 15. Bob was light-headed from exhaustion and sweating all over because he knew time was almost up (He did that when he got nervous – another reason everyone was repulsed by Dave). He started tearing his hair out in frustration. Soon, it was 11:59 PM. Dave panicked and made some last minute changes and hit send. It was sent at 11:59 and 59.99 seconds. Dave was actually satisfied with his finalized message, however. After all the additions and subtractions, it ended up as the original “I’m coming.”
The party started the next day at 12 PM and would last until 10 PM. Dave showed up at the doorstep at 11:59 AM. Some others were arriving as well. Just as Dave was about to enter, he saw that everyone else was either carrying some envelope or wrapped present. Dave slapped his forehead in disappointment. Due to his lack of birthday party experience, he had forgotten the birthday present. He started panicking and sweating again. Some guy standing nearby said, “Aw, gross! Why don’t you just put some money in an envelope or something? Just stop sweating!”
So Dave ran around looking for a nearby store that sold envelopes. After about ten seconds of running, Dave was huffing and puffing and sweating everywhere, and had to stop. He didn’t even make it out of Bob’s driveway. He was breathing and wheezing so hard he sounded like he was crying (which he might have been). He still needed a gift, so to save time he dropped on the ground and started rolling. Obviously, bystanders couldn’t help chuckling at the sight of a fat guy rolling like a hot dog. Dave had to ignore them and find a store. Half an hour later, he found one. He went inside, got an envelope, and went to the counter. The guy handling the cash register said, “That’ll be fifty cents.” Dave reached in his right pocket – and couldn’t believe he didn’t have his wallet. He always kept it in his right pocket. Dave glumly put back the envelope and left the store. 
Dave was running out of time. He was missing the only party of his life! He needed to get to the bank but had no idea where to find one. He rolled around for about three hours asking people before someone finally told him (most were repulsed and ran away, shielding their children’s eyes from the terrible sight). He said there was a bank a few hours away. Dave sighed and resumed rolling for two more hours. When he got there at 5:31 PM, he tried the door to the bank and it was locked. The security guard outside said the bank closed at 5:30 PM, and that the nearest bank that would be open for a while longer was two hours away. Dave sighed again and rolled over there. Just as they were closing, Dave launched himself (very hard to do with so much weight) into the closing door and tore it off its hinges. Afraid the fat guy would sit on them, the bankers let him be. Quickly he withdrew twenty-five dollars (he figured it was a reasonable amount) and left. It was 7:30 PM! Dave had to get to the party. He was hurting all over, so he decided to run instead of roll. Naturally, this was extremely difficult for him. After less than five seconds of chugging along, he gave up and started rolling again. Finally, Dave, dripping in sweat, made it to the party at 9:00 PM. He then realized he still didn’t have an envelope.
59 minutes later, Dave had rolled to the store, bought an envelope, and rolled back. The party was almost over! The door was in sight and the envelope was in his hands. He started running as fast as he could (which looked like slow motion to bystanders) toward the door. Everyone was already leaving, saying, “Man, that party was the best!” Still, Dave wanted to enjoy at least one minute of a birthday party. Sweating Dave leaped with a Herculean effort for the open door at 9:59 and 59 seconds. Just as Dave was diving, Bob came outside to say goodbye to everyone. He closed the door behind him. Dave smashed full force into the closed door and broke it into five hundred pieces.
Dave lay on the ground half dead hurting everywhere. No one noticed. A minute later, everyone had left and Bob turned to go back inside. He finally saw Dave lying on the ground with an envelope in his hands. He took the envelope and went inside through the gaping hole where his front door used to be. Dave started sobbing (which sounded like a dying whale) at his colossal failure. Lying on his back, he put his hands in his pockets. He felt something in his left pocket. It was another envelope. He suddenly remembered that he had lost his wallet a week ago, and had used an envelope as a replacement. Sighing, he brought it out. It had twenty-five bucks in it. 
 
THE END
 

The Tall Poem
(That was a pun: The poem talks about a tall boy, and the poem itself is ridiculously long.)
 
There lives a boy very tall.
He stands above all.
He is the man who scrapes the sky
Because his head goes super high.
He looks down on the moon,
And people seeing him think he is a cartoon.
Oh, how tall is he!
Like a tree,
His head you shall never see.
He’s so big,
Compared to him, Mt. Everest’s a twig!
People ask, “Does it hurt when you scrape the sky?”
His reply:
“I’m taller than the sky,
Little guy!”
You have to yell for him to hear,
And if he sheds a tear,
It is clear
That you should fear
That the end is near
And almost here.
He acts up when he gets mad,
Gosh, he’s such a tall lad!
People yell, “Hey! You’re blocking out the sunlight!”
Then they are shocked by the incredible sight.
They think they see his finger,
But it turns out just an airplane, so they linger,
And can’t figure out how
Something could be so tall, and just say “…wow.”
They say, “Taking pictures of his head must take skill.”
And, “Gosh, he’s like a giant hill!”
Others imagine, “What is that thing up there?
It really stands out and gives an evil glare!”
In the apocalypse, “It’s the giant shield! We’re saved!
The road to survival is paved!”
Some feel pity and say,
“Isn’t it hard to lean down all the time? HEY!
I’m down here, hombre!
Say,
You’re really tall, no way!
Do you trample people every day?”
Brave men travel across his arm
But exit the galaxy before getting anywhere, and in alarm,
Return with little progress,
And no success.
He is called the unusually tall building,
But that’s a misunderstanding.
He is way taller than that,
Everyone knows, even a cat or a rat.
After all, there are those he thinks little of.
It’s hard being taller than a flying dove.
When he’s being a bully,
“Hey, pick on someone your own size! Oh… I see.”
Civilizations developed under the shelter of his toe,
And they continue to grow.
He thought he saw something taller…
He was wrong. He sighed and wished he were smaller.
When he sits, he crushes all the continents at once.
And for that, people call him a dunce.
He can never “shoot for the moon,”
Cause he’s taller, and won’t even be able to see it soon.
People ask, “Is that the Red Sea?”
He says, “Nope, just a tiny paper cut under my toe. See?”
He has fantasies about being short,
But when he tells them to others, they laugh and snort.
The saying “He has his head in the clouds”
Doesn’t apply. His face isn’t covered by shrouds,
Yet no one has seen his face.
His fist is like a giant mace.
Sometimes he lets out a sigh
Or decides to cry
Because of his incredible height
Being an incredible sight.
He didn’t really care when Chicken Little started calling, “The sky is falling!”
Some say they can reach his head in hot air balloons…
They’re a bunch of buffoons.
Everyone looks up to him,
Including people called Tim or Jim.
Sound takes forever to get to his ears.
Getting taller is one of his worst fears.
He is known as a wonder of the world (and space)
Because he’s always there, but no one has seen his face.
In any race,
He literally crushes anyone with too slow of a pace.
The sun shines up at him
Instead of down, but can’t even light a single limb.
He attempted basketball…
He was just too tall.
He once said, “Wow! It’s a miniature moving rock!”
But it was just the Milky Way, and he began to gawk
At his mistake.
When people see him, they think he’s fake.
He can never hear a sound
Cause he’s way too far away from the ground.
People say, “Grow up, boy! No…
Actually grow down, so
You can be smaller!”
He says, “That’s impossible, fool! I can only grow taller!”
When something is too high,
People tell the tower to really reach down through the sky.
His every single birthday wish
Is wishing he could be small as a fish.
Scientists can never understand
How something can achieve such a grand
Amount of height,
And can only shiver in fright.
The scientists fight
Because each thinks his theory of tallness is right.
One random theory said that if his name was Paul,
He wouldn’t be so tall.
Another thought that he was a giant moving statue – 
Why was he built? The scientist has no clue.
Now, enough about the scientists
And more about that tall boy with long wrists.
Since his head’s in space,
His spit flies around with no gravity at a pace
That will win any race
While leaving a watery trace.
When it nears the Sun,
People say, “It’s going to put out the Sun! We’re done!”
He isn’t feeling down lately
Cause he’s way too tall – so tall that he can’t even see.
Men began to build the world’s largest shoe,
Then saw the tall boy’s shoe and tried to sue.
They shouted, “How dare you!?”
The tall boy replied, “I didn’t even know I had a shoe!”
When people race him and lose,
They mutter, “Tall people and their issues.”
By the way, aren’t all these rhymes scary?
I didn’t even use a rhyming dictionary!
Well, I’m out of ideas and inspiration,
So I’m officially done.
Let’s just conclude that he’s the tallest of them all…
The boy who was extremely tall.
 
THE END
 

Frank the Lawyer Potato
 
No one in the big city, remarkable for its legal industry, ever thought much of potatoes. They were just vegetables that people on diets had to avoid because of the carbohydrates they contained. But Frank was a whole different story.
Frank arrived very unexpectedly. Very very unexpectedly. He was originally in the hands of a fat man surfing an asteroid in space named Dr. Bonkers. For his adventures, Dr. Bonkers had brought five hundred crates full of potatoes. On one of his starchy meals, he accidentally dropped a potato into space. The potato’s chemical formula slightly changed before it slipped into a wormhole and appeared on Earth in a man’s cereal bowl. Curious, the man picked it up and examined it. He immediately knew it was a potato, but something about it kept him from tossing it away. There was something special about that potato, but he just couldn’t figure it out.
The next day, he took the potato to work and told all his colleagues about it.
“I’ve never seen such a thing in my life,” the man said as he placed the potato on the table in the meeting room.
“We should take this to an expert,” a colleague suggested. The others agreed, and they did so.
Immediately, the expert made his decision. “This potato is destined to be a lawyer,” he declared with authority, “and his name is Frank.” The others murmured in complete agreement.
The expert enrolled Frank in law school. All the professors saw something special in the potato. His silence was awe-inspiring. It seemed as if he spoke in an ancient language unknown for thousands of years. He remained undefeated in all the practice cases they held there, and all the students and faculty members considered him without a doubt the best in the school.
As a professional lawyer, he soon became the best in the business. People started recognizing the name “Frank the Lawyer Potato” from all the newspaper headlines. When his opponent lawyers saw they had to defeat Frank, they just gave up. Lawyer Potato just sat there motionless, inspiring indescribable trepidation in his opponents. Even though he charged nothing, happy clients gladly gave him piles of cash in sincere thanks.
Lawyer Potato had a long and successful career. People came from all kinds of places to watch him tear his opponents to shreds in court. Many books and movies were created in his honor. Unfortunately, Lawyer Potato met his end one day in the middle of a ridiculously easy case. He had just succeeded in proving his opponent’s client guilty of all charges. The judge’s mallet started coming down to mark the decision. But he sneezed while in the motion, and the mallet escaped his grasp and hurtled across the room. The mallet made its way to where Frank sat wearing his expensive (custom-made) suit. Everyone in the courtroom could only watch in horror and hear the sick squelching noise as the mallet squashed Frank the Lawyer Potato to death.
Everyone in the big city mourned for Frank’s untimely demise. It seemed as if something in each and every citizen died with the potato. The sorrowful citizens met together and decided unanimously to remember Frank forever. They knew the potato had somehow enlightened them all. Therefore, they began importing boatload after boatload of potatoes, and granted them the highest positions in their society. The city became known as Potato City in honor of Frank and the high population of potatoes. Construction workers built large, elaborate monuments of Frank in every major area of the city. No one would ever forget the vegetable that changed the city forever.
Meanwhile, somewhere in space, Dr. Bonkers sat back on his asteroid enjoying some fries.
 
THE END

 


The World Ruler
 
Once upon a time, about last year, there lived an unusually hyper high school kid named Raj. He was the only person in his school that was not Caucasian. Everyone made fun of him, but he always laughed for some reason. This reason happened to be that he only came to this school to carry out his carefully planned mission to rule the world. Everyone thought he was a little crazy, and wondered how he made it into the all-Caucasian school. Obviously, he made it because he bribed the director of admissions with money he had been stealing from homeless people for years. 
 
The homecoming dance was coming up, and everyone knew it. But Raj, of course, didn’t care about mediocre things like dances. Once, for some reason, a girl asked Raj to the dance and even got expensive flowers. Raj said no to her face, but took the flowers anyway so he could sell them.
 
It was finally the day of the homecoming dance. Almost everyone came with dates and the dance started. Raj was nowhere to be found (to the delight of everyone else). The DJ started playing a slow song and encouraged everyone to dance. 
 
All of a sudden, from around the corner, came Raj. He was in a suit and tie. Someone nearby asked him who his date was… he got punched in the face so hard he flew to Mongolia. Raj had hired some person off the street to hold a huge boom box that was playing some loud theme music. Raj walked in like a superstar, smiling, rapidly pointing in random directions and walking with purpose while his theme music played. Everyone stared in complete shock and horror. He walked up to the DJ and slapped him in the face so hard that his internal organs exploded. He took the slow dance record off and cracked it in half on his knee. He threw it on the ground and jumped on it to crack it into smaller pieces. He got out a chainsaw and demolished it. He put on a gas mask and poured radioactive acid on it. He took out a flamethrower and burnt the sizzling record remains to ashes. Finally, he got a bazooka and sent the ashes to heck.
 
By then, everyone was screaming and cowering behind chairs. Raj calmly put on a new record. It was some crazy dance music that was probably Korean. He ran to the center of the room and started dancing like crazy. The rest of the school watched on in disgust. Finally, some teachers came to neutralize the dancing freak. But whenever someone got close enough, Raj’s dance routine happened to have a knockout punch in it that happened to be aimed directly at the teacher’s face. Needless to say, no teacher could get close without getting knocked out, and soon there was a pile of unconscious teachers around Raj. People were now panicking, and some called the police.
 
Within a few minutes, the police came. When they saw the scene, they ran to Raj in an attempt to stop him. They got knocked out. The police that didn’t run in front smartly stayed back and gave out warnings that they would shoot if he didn’t stop. When Raj heard this, he rapidly took in air, making a gasping sound that sounded like a donkey being strangled. This gasp wasn’t in fear of course; it was in delight that his plan was going so well. He brought out an illegal super caffeinated soda can with the power of a billion regular soda cans and downed the whole bottle in one gulp. Just as the cops said, “That’s it, we’re shooting,” Raj became so jittery that everything seemed to be going in slow motion for him. The cops shot, but Raj dropkicked the slow motion bullets out of the air. The cops started to panic and call in backup.
 
Soon, a large force of police had come and all were firing upon Raj. Raj continued to punch and kick bullets out of the air and somehow was not harmed. After this went on for a few minutes, the police evacuated everyone from the area. A man got out a rocket launcher and fired. Raj gasped, downed a second drink, and jump kicked the rocket straight up into space, where it exploded. 
 
As time passed, more units came in increasing numbers. It went on all night (Raj had at least five hundred cans of soda with him). The next day, the U.S. military had come to help. Obviously, they failed. They called all the other military forces in the world, and soon the entire world’s forces were firing at Raj from the air, the land, and the ocean. Raj drank some more soda and began the final phase of his plan. He reversed every rocket and bullet fired at him to whoever fired it. Everything began exploding left and right. The forces realized they were blowing themselves up, so they stopped firing. Smiling Raj, unharmed, emerged from the smoke. He said, “I believe a contract for ruling the world is in order.” They complied, not understanding how Raj had managed to destroy half their forces. Raj’s plan had finally succeeded.
 
Raj made a contract that simply said, “Raj rules the world,” with a little smiley face under it. A representative of every country in the world signed it. Raj was so happy that he drank the rest of his super caffeinated illegal soda and became more hyper than physically possible. In that crazy random state of existence, he ran on a column of air straight to the Sun and burned to a crisp. The confused representatives just shrugged and went home. That was the end of Raj.
 
THE END

 

The E and A Rap
(Rapped about/by a math teacher)
 
Part 1: Everything Rhymes with E
 
She’s got a degree – 
A Ph. D.,
In Geometry,
And even knows 1 + 3,
Goodness me!
She’s like a bee,
Doing math problems in a speed spree!
In fact, she,
Doesn’t even stop for tea!
No time to be free!
She’s like a tree,
Not stopping ‘til she finishes, see,
OMG,
You don’t know how she’s gonna be,
Unpredictable as a virus on a PC,
She says the question is key
To the answer, you’ll see,
No time for TV,
Or playing PS3,
Or observing a pine tree,
Or eating a berry;
No XBOX 360,
Must be thrifty!
No time for happiness or glee,
Think she can play a PSP?
She doesn’t even have time for letters like B!
Or C,
Or D,
Or E,
Or G,
Or P,
Or T,
Or V,
Or even Z!
Only time for numbers like three,
Or twenty-three,
33,
43,
53,
63,
73,
83,
93,
103...
Now you see
That she is never free?
Now let’s hear the kind of nonsense she
Blubbers about on the daily:
“Do you want to learn about math, Billy?
Or is that even your name, sonny?
Or are you a lady?
Never mind, we’ll see,
I’ll meet you later somewhere shady,
Maybe,
When I am free.
I’ll just call you Lee.
But no meeting today, see,
Cause it’s windy,
Need a blanky?
...You do? Gosh, you’re so whiney
And crawly
And smelly
And stinky.
You’re so ugly,
Silly,
Seriously?
Really?
Dear me,
I guess no meeting, unfortunately,
Man, you’re chubby,
Stocky,
Big fatty!
You’re disgusting, Lee!
Get out, immediately!
Please listen to my plea!
No? You’re such an annoying flea!
How dare you defy me!
I’ll smash you like a pea!
Or make you read history!
Now you see
The torture you can get from me?
You think this is funny?
Some kind of melody?
Listen to me!
You deserve to be in the elementary!
I’ll throw you in the sea!
I won’t let you flee!
Indeed, Lee,
My name’s not Barry,
Or Larry,
Or Mary,
Or Perry,
Or Terry,
Or Sherry,
Or Harry,
And I don’t eat much dairy,
Mr. Hairy.
I don’t drive a Ferrari,
Or Camry,
Or Mitsubishi,
Or Lamborghini,
Or Audi,
Or Buggy!
Yeah, I’m a teacher, Lee,
(Cue confetti!)
No graffiti!
By the way, you got a cherry?
I’m kinda hungry!
No longer happy...
I need a vacation, and some coffee,
Or tea,
Or some KFC,
But that cholesterol is bad for me,
No matter how tasty…
Golly me!
I can’t believe that came to me!
Shame on me!
Now be gone thee,
I’m getting tired of saying this, see.
I’ll solve some math problems quickly
To free
My mind immediately.
Maybe I should go into the city
And retire when I am a granny.
Now, I’ll end my rhyming spree,
No more slacking off for me!
Got to get back to math, oh goody!
Until next time, sonny!”

 

Part 2: Everything Rhymes with A

 

“I’m starting a verse rhyming with A,
Okay?
Actually, I’m not sure what to say...
Not many things rhyme with A,
Or, for that matter, J,
Or K...
Shoot, there’s no way
I can think of too many words...say,
Have I seen you before? By the bay?
No? You seem like a nerd... Hey!
What did you say?
‘You’re the math nerd here?’... Touché.
My job doesn’t give me enough pay.
I’m hungry! Maybe I’ll eat a Lay...
So, let me tell you a story, okay?
One day,
Actually, today,
Or was it Sunday?
Or Monday?
Or Tuesday?
Or Wednesday?
Or Thursday?
Or Friday?
Or Saturday?
Or yesterday?
I forgot... anyway,
I was watching a play
In which someone shot a heat ray...
Or freeze ray?
Or acid ray?
No way!
I forgot again! Say,
I’m forgetful today!
Forget the story, someone’s got to pay!
I’m going to slay
A cray-
Fish, and I’ll flambé
It, and eat it on a plate colored gray
Made of baked clay.
This is going to get ugly—in May!
I told my dog, ‘STAY.’
He was a stray,
And his name was Drey.
I hope he’ll obey,
Hope he’s okay...
Eating off his food tray...
Wait a second, no way!
I don’t even HAVE a dog! Say,
How did I think that anyway,
Hombre?
I don’t have a dog named Drey!
I had a donkey that liked to bray
And ate hay.
Anyway, I lost him yesterday...
He tasted delicious! Yay!
Hip hip hooray!
Okay,
Now what do I say?
Oh, I’ll say another story today.
‘Back in my day,
We had no televisions, ok?
We had microwaves, young blue jay!
And we had no cars. Nope, no way.
We had wagons. They were gray.’ 
There. The End. Well, what do you say? ...
Hey!
That wasn’t a bad story, okay?
Fine. I’ll make an epic story today.
‘This day,
You MUST NOT STRAY
From the path of destiny. On it you stay,
For it is the ONLY way!
The skies will be gray,
The wolves will bay,
And stallions will neigh.
Seek the stone of truth today,
And you must pray
That things will turn out okay.
It is essential that you keep AWAY
From the jagged rocks of despair, young blue jay.
Only then you can say
You have escaped the evil. Do not delay,
For if so, you will pay.’
So how was that, hombre?
...What, you don’t like it? Say, 
At least it was okay!
...It wasn’t even OK?
You think you may
Insult me that way?
Well... fine... I’ll let you go today
Because I’m tired of rhyming with “A”.
I’ll go do some math! Hooray!
Now shoo, go away!”

 

 

THE END


Animal War II
 
The Wild Animal Allies were falling apart in their war against the Axis of Domestic Animals. It all began when Piggy Hitler wanted to take over the world.
The pigs’ motive was to hog (that’s a pun) all the food in the world for themselves. They fought in a very effective way. They just rolled around in their mud pools all day after declaring war. Other countries got tired of not being attacked and attacked the German Pigs. Their gunshots bounced off the fat pigs (who were all wearing bulletproof vests) and the attackers drowned in the mud (the pigs were also wearing lifejackets). 
After stealing some grass from the Polish Zebras, the French Penguins and the British Ducks of the Allies had enough of the Pigs and declared war. Piggy Hitler teamed up with Cow Mussolini of Italy and Llama Stalin of the Llama Union and continued the conquest. 
Soon they had taken over many countries, including the French Penguins. Obviously, the Penguins didn’t put up much of a fight. All they did was waddle around. There wasn’t much ice in France, so they couldn’t even slide on their bellies. The sheep in Japan, fighting their own war down south against Chinese Armadillos, joined the Axis. The American monkeys under Monkey Roosevelt decided to stay out of the conflict. 
One day, however, the Japanese Council of Sheep unwisely planned an attack on Banana Harbor. Although the monkeys didn’t care much for their attacked brethren, an attack on their beloved bananas made them absolutely furious. United Monkeys of America finally joined the war with the Wild Animal Allies. 
Soon afterward, Piggy Hitler decided Llama Stalin was too stupid and smelly to be an ally. Germany turned on the Llama Union. The llamas realized they needed to join the Allies, but they had to be wild animals to qualify. They lucked out because of a completely normal event that occurred one day. A llama made his own wireless network in his house so he could use Wi-Fi. The network was called “Undercover Bear” because the llama had a choice in what to call it and apparently had excellent word choice. A friend llama came over with his iPhone and went to the connection settings. He saw ten different networks. He called to his friend llama, “Hey, which one is the right Wi-Fi network?” The llama took a long sip of coffee from the mug he was holding, put down the mug on his desk, and lowered his sunglasses. Peering over the top of the shades, he simply said, “Undercover Bear.”
All of a sudden in a completely regular turn of events, there was a violent rush of wind and an intensely bright light throughout the Llama Union. When the light faded, all the llamas in the Llama Union had become bears. Llama Stalin changed his name to Swag Bear. The government changed the country’s name to the Soviet Bears, and they joined the Wild Animal Allies. 
Duck Churchill of the British Ducks realized now was the time to get the advantage. He told Monkey Roosevelt what he thought. Monkey Roosevelt said he had one trick up his sleeve that just might work. Without hesitation, he executed the plan. It was called Plan Banana. The government converted to a Banana Republic. Taxes were increased to 500% on everything for every monkey in the country. The entire U.M. (United Monkeys) Treasury stopped funding everything and spent all its money on opening banana plantations all across the country. Every single building in America turned into a banana plantation. 
The Monkeys now literally had tons and tons of bananas. The bananas served as unlimited food for the Allies. Bananas were also sold as commodities to other countries, and the profit was used to help the Allies or make even more banana plantations. The U.M. also started a program called Banana Tech, which used the bananas to make advanced weapons and technology for the war. 
The Banana Plan was a huge success. The Allies successfully took France back and made the Italian Cows surrender. The German Pigs were now threatened by the American Monkeys and British Ducks on one side and the Soviet Bears on the other side. Still Piggy Hitler wouldn’t surrender. The Pigs knew it was over, so they sent a messenger to Piggy Hitler to convince him to surrender. After failing, the messenger desperately exclaimed, “Got your nose!” He pinched the air in front of Piggy Hitler’s pig nose and ran away. Piggy Hitler figured his glorious days of smelling mud and snorting were over, and he finally killed himself thinking he no longer had a nose. Others took over the government and the Pigs surrendered. 
Now, only the Japanese Sheep remained, and they refused to surrender. Luckily, Banana Tech had recently developed an amazing device called the Atomic Banana. It was an ordinary banana coated with powerful laxatives and other strange substances. When a monkey consumed loads of beans and gunpowder prior to taking the Atomic Banana, it caused the monkey consumer to release a burst of gas so destructive, entire cities could explode. The Monkeys decided enough was enough. They sent two of the Atomic Bananas and two unlucky monkeys to Japan and blew up some cities. Japan finally surrendered. 
The United Monkeys came out of Animal War II superior to all other countries. Grinning toothily in the White Banana House, Monkey Roosevelt sat back in his chair, put his monkey feet up on his desk, and enjoyed a victory banana.

 
THE END

 

The Innocent Bug
 
Once upon a time,
There was a bug who had never done a crime.
He was slowly walking toward Billy’s food
Trying to eat some cookie crumbs from the dude.
The evil Billy spotted it with his eye
And cursed the bug for its evil, wanting it to die.
He got out his torture device,
His pen, and vowed to kill the bug with a slice.
 
Using a method only an assassin could know,
He hit the bug with his pen so it could not go.
Frustrated that it would not die,
He hit it over and over to make it cry.
Eventually, there was nothing more Billy could do,
And the bug was squashed, looking like goo.
Astonished Clive watching from the sidelines
Vowed to end bug cruelty and Billy’s crimes.
 
And as Clive looked at the bug, in his mind,
The little bug’s carcass shined.
It sacrificed itself for him to realize to tend
To the well being of all other bugs, and lend
A hand. And when Clive looked at the assassin
And saw his torturous harassing,
He vowed with all his heart
To scold him for a few seconds at Walmart.
 
THE END

 

The Pencil Mark
 
One day,
An innocent paper whose name was Mr. J
Was going around his way,
Doing papery things.
He never had any wings,
Never met any kings.
He was an ordinary graph paper
Not made of water vapor.
Now let me continue with this little caper.
 
There came a fateful incident.
It didn’t happen in a tent –
Not even in a house that was on rent.
It happened in a school
When a fool
Came near it with a pencil – a deadly tool.
The pencil drew near
To Mr. J, filled with fear
That the end was near, but he shed not a tear.
 
Finally, the pencil hit
And the mark was writ.
What a horrible crime that fool did commit!
It was horrible, oh so bad!
It was definitely not rad!
Oh, how it made him sad!
The future looked so dark!
He would have preferred getting eaten by a shark!
He would forever live on with a mark.
 
THE END

 

Mister Bear
 
Once there was a bear. His name was Mr. Bear. He was just a regular grizzly bear, except he walked on two legs. He always wore a business suit, tie, and a small top hat placed at a jaunty angle. He even had some fancy spectacles. He didn’t have bad eyesight; he just wanted to look more professional. Why did he want to look so professional? Simply because Mr. Bear wanted to be CEO of the world. 
Obviously, Mr. Bear had no idea how he would accomplish this. Everyone he ever knew died in a freak nose picking accident. His life blew chunks. But people always told him he was a talented singer (for a bear), and he made a few songs in his free time, including his personal favorites “Bear in the Blues” and “Bear Goes to Work.” He put it all in an album called Bear’s in the Building. His artist name was Big Ol’ Swag Bear. He even made a song about his artist name. The chorus (in Bear language) went like this: “I’m big. And I’m gettin’ old, dawg. I’m like a big ol’ swag bear.” The “big ol’” was stated quickly and “swag bear” was very stretched out for emphasis. At the encouragement of his fellow bears, he went to a local record dealer. After getting over the shock of a grizzly bear walking in, the record dealer agreed to listen to his tunes. Of course, since humans can’t understand Bear Language, Mr. Bear’s songs just sounded like a bunch of grunts, screeches, and bear yodeling. The record dealer liked it so much that he signed a contract with Mr. Bear to start selling his songs.
He was a hit. Literally everyone in the world who could afford it had the album, and they played it on max volume on anything that could play music all day long. Every radio station in the world played some Big Ol’ Swag Bear tunes 24/7. Mr. Bear made a few T-shirt designs about his songs. They were a hit too, and were soon sold in every clothing shop in the world. He decided to make a world tour for his album in the biggest stadiums of the world. The tickets were one million dollars each. Every venue was sold out the first nanosecond they were on sale. 
Mr. Bear was swimming in cash. He literally bought the Grand Canyon, filled it to the brim with hundred dollar bills, and swam in it. He decided it was time to carry on his plan. One day, for no apparent reason, he decided to make a startup business called Corporation Incorporated. It was an incorporation specialized in corporations. Needless to say, with Mr. Bear backing it up, it had a startup fund of infinity dollars. Through Corporation Incorporated, Mr. Bear bought every company, large or small, in the world. This included large technology corporations, sports franchises, farms, governments of countries, the United Nations, and everything else. He imposed vicious taxes that brought him rivers of cash. Literally, he bought a huge yacht, had some rivers dug out, filled them with hundred dollar bills again, and started sailing. Mr. Bear had done it. He was the CEO of the world. His face was on every product in the world, and every business in the world had a logo that was a variation of his face (including the top hat at the jaunty angle, of course). Mr. Bear had every business invest all its money in another business’s stocks so all companies benefitted.
One day, he was sitting back, hands behind his head with his feet up on the desk. He was in his corner office on the 5000000th floor of Corporation Incorporated. He was humming to his own album with his eyes closed. Suddenly, one of his executive managers flew into the room (he could fly because he was a duck). He quacked, “Mr. Bear, sir! Alien pigs have taken over the stock market! Should we stop them or do nothing?”
Mr. Bear thought long. Mr. Bear thought hard. He suddenly remembered something his old grandpappy used to tell him: “You’ll never amount to anything in life, you lazy, stupid, useless moron. So just give up. And remember to stop alien pigs if they ever show up, you dweeb.” Mr. Bear hated his grandpappy. Just to disobey him, Mr. Bear said, “Do nothing.”
The alien pigs took all the money in the world. Every company in the world went absolutely bankrupt. Everyone in the world was fired. The next day, Mr. Bear, who had become a hobo, watched a TV through the window of a permanently closed store. It was a news report announcing there was no hope for the future of Earth and that the news station would be shut down permanently later that day. They said the one to blame was Mr. Bear for “the worst decision in all of history.” Mr. Bear, former CEO of the world, sighed. His old grandpappy was right about him after all. Mr. Bear sadly took off his top hat. As he did so, a slip of paper fell from the hat. It read, “Memo: In case of alien pigs, remember to stop them.” It was written about half a second before the executive manager duck had flown into the room.
“Well, at least I got my music,” he said to himself. Just then he noticed a newspaper on the ground that read, “Music is the new lame. Owning music or music players is a federal offense. All artists are wanted criminals.” A large picture of him took up most of the space on the front page. The subtitle read in tiny font, “Especially this chump.” 
 
THE END

 

 

HATE
 
Hate is the sole purpose and essence in life. We live to hate and hate to live. Without hating, there is nothing but happiness, hope, and dreams of knitting fluffy sweaters with rainbow unicorns in your free time, and that’s just sick. Hating is based on frank expression of the truth. All the successful people in history were experts on theory and practical application of hate. Once Chuck Norris was insulted by some donkus named Bob. His hate was so strong that when he tried to roundhouse kick Bob in the face, the kick was so powerful it shattered the space time continuum. The kick went back in time and exploded Bob before he was born.
 
Like I said earlier, hate is expression of the truth. Except when someone says, “I hate hating.” Now, that’s just a sick, twisted lie. But most of the time it’s the truth, and it always has reason. For example, “I hate salt because it’s too salty” or “I hate fish because they’re too fishy” seems like some pretty reasonable hating to me.
 
Hate is the complete opposite of “love”. Love is just useless, pathetic, and unreasonable. Hating is logical, rational, and stress-relieving. Love only creates stress. In fact, it’s so pathetic that it contradicts itself. I mean, if love is “blind,” how is there love at first SIGHT!? Love must have been created by some stupid guy out there. I mean, why else would cupid rhyme with STUPID!? Makes so much sense it rhymes.
 
Hate, on the other hand, is just plain awesome. Everything and everyone deserve to be hated on – enemies, friends, objects, LIFE... the list goes on and on. Of course one can hate on friends. You wanna know the truth? YOU CAN’T HANDLE THE TRUTH! The truth is that friends are just enemies in disguise who are trying to attack you this very instant. It’s reality, bub. Look at the despise in their eyes. It’s obvious that they’re plotting behind your back and planning conspiracies in their minds. You can’t trust any of them. You can’t even trust YOURSELF! 
 
So remember, hating is the sole purpose in life – true, reasonable, stress-relieving, and essential. I hate the world. I hate the entire universe. And I especially (no offense) hate
YOU!
 
THE END
 
(…or is it?)

 

Silence and Patience
 
One of my philosophies is “Silence is golden. Patience is platinum.” As you probably know, silence is very important. This is mostly because if one always talks, there is a slight chance that the person’s jaw will begin to ache and eventually fall off. This lack of silence and patience is prevalent in many places. A wise person once said, “Everyone knows how to talk, but not everyone knows how to shut up.” I believe that is a very clever and wise quote indeed. Who is that someone who made it? Me, of course – while I was writing this. 
 
Another problem with always talking is that the person’s mouth is open more, causing a higher possibility that a seed will fall into the person’s mouth, grow into a tree, and blow up the person from the inside. Don’t tell yourself it will never happen because it just might happen while you’re telling yourself. 
 
Now we’ll move on to patience, which is a virtue. If you’re worrying about the practicality of patience, there is a high real world application – waiting for hot dogs in a line at a hot dog stand. Other than that, patience is pretty useless. 
 
Here’s an example of the amazing usefulness of patience. A giant wave of deadly darkness is following you, and you are driving in a car. You can outdistance the darkness if you drive fast enough. You come across a red light and decide to patiently wait for a green. You die. Told you it was useless.
 
Finally, I’ll analyze the similarity between the two concepts in a deep philosophical and profound manner. Both end with “ence”, and both have the letter I. Other than this, there is probably no comparison between these two supremely contradictory concepts. Anyways, that’s pretty much all that exists and more about silence and patience, so you’re an expert now.
 
THE END

 

Adventures of the Billy 1: The Tale of the Lost Water Bottle
 
Cast: Narrator, Billy, Ninja, Clive, and Nerd  (Nerd can also be Ninja – they do not appear at the same time.) 
 
Props: Blue Water Bottle, 3 Gray Water Bottles (or same one over and over), Rubber Duck, Store Shelves, Slip of Paper (Water Bottle Dollar), Newspaper, “Transition” Sign, “Three Hours Later” Sign, “Before” Sign, “During” Sign, “After” Sign, “Flashback” Sign, “End Flashback” Sign, Nametags
 
Narrator: One day, Billy was happily playing with his water bottle.
Billy: Water bottle, water bottle, I love my water bottle. 
Narrator: And then came a ninja. (Ninja enters)
Ninja: I need that water bottle! (Sneak towards Billy)
Billy: (spotting Ninja) Hey! You better not be trying to steal my water bottle!
Ninja: Look over there! It’s a duck! (Point to window)
Billy: You think I’m dumb enough to fall for that? 
Ninja: Yeah, I did actually.
Billy: That’s depressing.
Ninja: Hey, look over there! It’s a flying WATER BOTTLE! (Point to window)
Billy: WHERE!?!? (Look out window) (Ninja takes bottle and runs off stage)
Billy: Wait...there’s no...hey! Where’d you go? ...Stop hiding, I know you’re there. Wait a second...  WHERE’S MY WATER BOTTLE! NO!!! I remember when I first met my water bottle... 
[FLASHBACK]
Billy: This year’s Christmas is gonna be great! Four presents! YAY! (Open first) A blue water bottle? What kind of stupidity is this? (Toss) (Open second) A GRAY water bottle? Is this some kind of sick joke!? (Toss)(Open third) ANOTHER gray water bottle? These presents blow chunks! (Toss)(Open fourth) (Angelic music plays) A GRAY WATER BOTTLE!? It’s what I always wanted! HOORAY!!!
[END FLASHBACK]
Billy: I need another water bottle! And I’m gonna go get one. (Walks to store with store shelves and rubber duck) (Clive enters)
Clive: Hey! You there! My name’s Clive and I’m a salesman. Can I interest you in any of our amazing products? We have...
Billy: Do you have any water bottles?
Clive: We have duck-shaped bottles...
Billy: Are they gray?
Clive: What?
Billy: ARE THEY GRAY!?
Clive: Um...they’re yellow...because they’re ducks...and ducks are yellow.
Billy: NO! It HAS to be GRAY!
Clive: We have duck furniture, glass duck decorations, stuffed animal ducks, and our world famous rubber ducks... (Picks up rubber duck and shows) 
Billy: You’re not helping!
Clive: Why so depressed?
Billy: I lost my water bottle!
Clive: Can I help find it?
Billy: Heck no.
Clive: Can I please help you find it?
Billy: No way.
Clive: Can I pretty please help you find it?
Billy: I said NO!
Clive: Can I pretty please with a cherry on top help you find it?
Billy: Of course, why didn’t you say so?
Clive: Yay! (Enter Nerd)
Nerd: (Facing Clive and Billy) The name’s Nerd. (Rapidly move head to face audience and back to Clive and Billy) ... Actually it’s just nerd. Can I touch that? (Points at store shelf)
Clive: No.
Nerd: But I wanna.
Clive: NO. (Nerd pushes and knocks down store shelves)
Clive: YOU IDIOT! YOU RUINED THE WHOLE STORE!
Nerd: Did I do that?
Clive: Yes. Yes you did.
Nerd: Oh.
Billy: Don’t worry, I’ll pay for this. (Holds out piece of paper)
Clive: What is this?
Billy: A water bottle dollar! It’s a piece of paper with some crayon on it.
Clive: How am I going to use this?
Billy: You can’t!
Clive: I’ll take it! Thanks, buddy!
Billy: Don’t mention it. Now let’s go make a plan to find my water bottle. (Point to Nerd) You can come too.
Nerd: Hooray!
[TRANSITION]
[THREE HOURS LATER]
Billy: Now what do we do? It’s been THREE hours and we haven’t even done anything! Imagine everything I could have done in THREE hours!
[TRANSITION]
(Billy sitting on chair and looking at watch)
Billy: I really should do something.
[THREE HOURS LATER]
(Looks at watch)
Billy: Yeah, I DEFINITELY should do something.
[TRANSITION BACK]
Billy: ...and I guess that’s what I would accomplish. Instead of doing all that useful stuff, I didn’t do anything! Quick, let’s think of some ideas. Remember, there are no bad ideas!
Nerd: Can I touch that? (Point to television)
Billy: That’s the worst idea I’ve ever heard. (Mutter) Bad idea machine.
Clive: Hey! Look at this newspaper! (Picks up paper)
Billy: NO WAY! It’s made out of…PAPER!!!
Clive: No, not that! Look at the headline!
Billy: “Pig jumped in a lake and drowned.” Poor little guy. He deserves this headline.
Clive: I meant the OTHER headline.
Billy: “Racist Alaskans are sued for impersonating ducks and are forced to go through weight loss programs.”
Clive: The one next to that.
Billy: “Ninja stealing water bottles across the country.” So I’m not alone!
Nerd: I know what to do! (Leaves) (Comes back with a blue water bottle)
Billy: Where’d you get that?
Nerd: I stole it from the ninja’s secret lair! Now he’ll come to get it back and we can follow him! (Smiles proudly and gives Billy the bottle)
Billy: Did you see MY water bottle?
Nerd: Yeah, of course. It was right there in plain sight. I could have just reached out and taken it without a problem.
Billy: Then why didn’t you GET it?
Nerd: (Loses smile) This is too complicated! (Leaves)
Clive: That doofus. (Shakes head disappointedly) Well, I guess we wait now. (Wait) (Ninja enters in the meantime)
Ninja: WATER BOTTLE!
Billy: You won’t get it this time! Give my water bottle back!
Ninja: NO!
Billy: Ok, I warned you. Look it’s a flying water bottle! (Points to window)
Ninja: That only works on you, dummy.
Billy: Oh.
Ninja: I’ll get the useless one first.
Clive: Ha, he’s talking about you. 
(Ninja knocks out Clive while he’s not looking)
Billy: How about I trade in this blue piece of junk for my bottle back?
Ninja: No way!
Billy: Don’t make me use this! (Swings blue water bottle) (Clive gets up)
Clive: Did you get the bottle?
Billy: GET OUT OF THE WAY, YOU DUNCE! (Knocks out Clive accidentally)
Billy: Whoops… Now I’ll get YOU! (Turns to Ninja)(Ninja smacks bottle out of Billy’s hands) Well… I still got my secret weapon! (Blows on hands, rubs, and holds out hands) Stay back, foul beast!... (Awkward silence)… Well, that’s all I got.
Ninja: Look! A flying water bottle! (Point to window)
Billy: WHERE!?!? (Turns to look) (Ninja knocks out Billy)
[TRANSITION]
[Billy and Clive pinned to wall by chains or tape, Ninja holding gray water bottle]
(Clive waking up slowly)
Clive: (Sleepily) Am I dead? ... Great-great grandmamma, I’m COMING!!! 
Ninja: No, you idiot. You’re in my secret lair.
Clive: Did you call me an idiot?
Ninja: Yup.
Clive: No, I’m Clive.
Ninja: What’s the difference?
Clive: Now that I think about it... I... I don’t know!
Clive:  Whoa! In your hands! The water bottle! Billy! (Pushes Billy)
(Billy sleeping)
Clive: WAKE UP! (Pushes Billy)(Billy mutters a little in his sleep)
Clive: WATER BOTTLE!
(Billy wakes up bolt awake)
Billy: Water bottle? WHERE!? (sees Ninja’s hands) WATER BOTTLE! (Breaks out of pinning chains/tape somehow) (Charges at Ninja)
Ninja: How did you just...? (Billy wrenches bottle from Ninja’s hands)
Billy: Water bottle! I missed you! (Hugs bottle) (Ninja charges at Billy)
Billy: HOW DARE YOU TRY TO TAKE MY BOTTLE! (Swings bottle at Ninja who faints on impact)
[TRANSITION]
Narrator: Thus ends the Tale of the Lost Water Bottle.
Billy: I just realized...gray is UGLY! This is a TERRIBLE present! Next time, I need a... GRAY water bottle! (Tosses away bottle) (Clive catches it)
Clive: Next birthday present! (Put in bag) (Exit) 
 
THE END


FBI Record for BERNARD
 
Normal false name to cover up identity: Billy
True Name: Bernard E. Oatmeal (The E stands for Eats.)
Previous Profession: FBI’s most wanted criminal: would stick straws through potatoes, hug water bottles… all kinds of sick, twisted things like that.
End of Profession: Captured and sent to jail.
Currently: Escaped from jail by trading the jail guard potatoes for the keys. Double-crossed the jail guard and turned him into a potato. Changed name to avoid capture.
Legend: Can be seen at midnight every leap year day riding a giant St. Bernard over the tops of buildings.
Intelligence: None
Famous For: Fooling Around
Enjoys: Embarrassing himself in public
Favorite Saying: “My name’s not Bernard”
Pretends to be: Not Bernard (Unfortunately for him, he is failing more and more at this.)
How Secret Identity got out: Clive discovered the shocking fact on the Internet.
Skill: Failing at trying to hide his secret identity.
Reward for turning in:  Negative $5,000,000 (You have to pay us for taking the nincompoop off your hands.)

 

Adventures of the Billy 2: The Missing Potato
 
Cast: Narrator, Billy, Clive, Nerd, Ninja, Cashier (Nerd or Ninja can be Cashier, but Ninja cannot be Nerd at the same time.)
 
Props: Gray Water Bottle, Blue Water Bottle, “18 Hours Later” Sign, “Transition” Sign, “Flashback” Sign, “End Flashback” Sign, “The Next Morning”
 Sign, Two Potatoes, Video Game Case, Straw, Nametags
 
Narrator: After recovering the water bottle from the ninja, Billy, Clive the salesperson, and the Nerd began lives of awesomeness, never to be bored again.
(Billy sitting bored in a chair while holding water bottle)
Billy: ...This blows.
Clive: I know...you’ve been playing with that thing for 18 hours straight.
Billy: Yea… it isn’t as fun as it should be. I guess some things just don’t hold up. Something must be wrong.
Nerd: I know the problem!
Billy: Really?
Nerd: Yeah!
Billy: What is it?
Nerd: I got nothing.
Billy: Oh.
Clive: Oh, I know!
Billy: Well, what is it?
Clive: It must be...
Billy: Yea?
Clive: It must be.......
Billy: YES?
Clive: It must be...the color of the bottle. (Billy smacks forehead in disappointment)
Billy: Dude... (Lifts head quickly) That’s totally the problem!
Clive: Totally.
Nerd: I know where to get a different colored bottle! (Leaves and returns with a blue bottle) Here it is!
Billy: Where’d you get that?
Nerd: The ninja’s secret lair, remember?
Billy: Oh yeah! (Takes bottle) Thanks!
[18 HOURS LATER]
Billy: ...This sucks. Something’s wrong again.
Clive: Probably the color.
Narrator: So the nerd stole ten more water bottles and they wasted 180 more hours. They also got their butts kicked by the ninja a couple of times for stealing water bottles before they finally realized that the color of the bottle was probably not the problem.
Billy: I think I know! (Clive and Nerd stare in amazement) (Bill says speech with expression and fist pounding) Maybe it’s not a bottle that will give us enjoyment. Those were the old days. That was bottle time. BOTTLE TIME! This is a new time. A NEW TIME! We need something else. Something new. Something incredible. I will no longer stand being hurled against the jagged rocks of despair and being dragged into the black hole of boredom. We need...(looks around and sees a picture of a potato)… a potato! (Clive and Nerd cheer and applaud)
Clive: So where do we get one of those new-fangled things?
Nerd: I think I know where to find a potato! (Leaves and comes back with happy face) Well, whad’ya know? The ninja’s lair had potatoes! (Shows two potatoes)
Billy: Don’t you think he might take them back?
[FLASHBACK]
(Nerd walks in)
Nerd: I need to find one fast...that ninja is probably still mad at us for those water bottles. (Searches)
(Ninja enters)
Ninja: Now where did I leave my car keys? (Searches)(Bumps into Nerd)
Nerd: Oh, hey, how’s it goin’?
Ninja: Oh good, good!
Nerd: You don’t happen to have any potatoes here, do you?
Ninja: Oh sorry, I ate them for dinner yesterday. But I can get some from the grocery store. 
Nerd: Ok then. ‘Preciate it. (Ninja leaves and returns with two potatoes)
Ninja: Here you go! (Gives potatoes and yawns) I’m too tired to steal them now. I guess I’ll hit the sack. Be ready to get stolen from tomorrow morning, okay? (Yawns and leaves)
Nerd: Sure thing, buddy! 
[END FLASHBACK]
Nerd: Heck no!
Billy: Well, that’s great! (Starts tossing potatoes)
Clive: You were right! This is fun!
[THE NEXT MORNING]
(Billy wakes up)(Nerd looks guilty)
Billy: All right! Another day with potatoes! ...Where’s one of the potatoes? There’s only one here!
Nerd: Uh...sorry...I got hungry.
Billy: YOU DOOFUS! POTATOES AREN’T MEANT TO BE EATEN! (Ninja comes in, steals other potato behind their backs, and leaves)
Nerd: Yeah they are.
Billy: Oh yeah I forgot. Well, at least you brought two. (Feels for potato behind him and turns around) Where the heck is the POTATO!
Nerd: Oh yeah...the ninja said he would come back to steal his potatoes today. (Billy smacks forehead in disappointment again)(Clive enters)
Clive: What did I miss?
Billy: The nerd ate one potato and the ninja took the other. 
Clive: I see.
Billy: Well, now we have to get it back. Any ideas?
Clive: I know! We’ll insult him to death and then take the potato.
Billy: Okay...let’s practice our insulting. You’re dumb.
Clive: You’re a hamburger.
Nerd: I’m a nerd.
Billy: This isn’t working. But I know what will. You know the old saying, “If you can’t beat it, you gotta eat it?”
Clive: No.
Billy: Neither have I.
Nerd: Let’s sell Girl Scout cookies.
Clive: How would that help?
Nerd: What, I don’t have all the answers.
Clive: Oh.
Billy: Someone should say a good joke to lighten the mood.
Nerd: I got one! So three potatoes go to the beach—
Clive: I already heard that one.
Nerd: Darn. Hey, can we get something to eat? I’m starved.
Clive: You just ate!
Billy: Yeah, I’m hungry too. But we need to find that ninja when we get back from the grocery store.
[TRANSITION]
Nerd: Yay! The grocery store! I’ll go get some stuff. [Exit]
Clive: There’s one thing I don’t get.
Billy: What’s that?
Clive: If we can buy breakfast, why can’t we buy another potato?
Billy: Clive, you’re a genius! Wait a minute... how do we buy breakfast? We’re out of money!
Clive: Since when?
Billy: Remember last week?
[FLASHBACK]
Clive: This video game store is awesome!
Billy: Ooh! Let’s buy this! (Shows video game)
Clive: “The Best PS3 Game Ever. For PlayStation3 only.” You don’t think we might need to buy a PlayStation3 first, do you?
Billy: Nope. Not at all. What makes you think that?
Clive: …I forgot. Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s buy it!
Billy: Here you go, good sir! (Hands game to cashier)
Cashier: That’ll be five thousand bucks.
Clive: Um...Billy...that’s all the rest of our money.
Billy: But it’s WORTH it! Look at the ratings!
Clive: “1 out of 10.”
Billy: See?
Clive: Isn’t that bad?
Billy: Didn’t you hear? 1 is the new 10!
Clive: Whoa! Who am I kidding? Let’s buy it!
[END FLASHBACK] 
Clive: Then why didn’t we get a refund?
Billy: As soon as we realized we needed a PS3 to play...you smashed it against the wall in rage and shattered the disc.
Clive: Oh, right. Well, can’t you use those water bottle dollars?
Billy: Last time I tried, they kicked me out of the store.
Clive: Dang.
Billy: Well, I guess we leave now. We still have to find that ninja. (Ninja enters)
Clive: Um...isn’t that him over there shopping for potatoes?
Billy: Well that was convenient. Hey you! Ninja!
Ninja: Hey, it’s you! The one with the bottle! I remember stealing water bottles back when I was young and foolish. But no more. With age comes wisdom. Now I spend my days eating potatoes for dinner.
Billy: You stole my water bottle two weeks ago.
Ninja: Numbers don’t matter. It’s the principle.
Billy: Give my potato back!
Ninja: It not even yours!
Billy: Well...can I have it then?
Ninja: No way!
Clive: Come on, sharing is caring!
Ninja: Hey, look over there! Something to distract you while I run away!
Billy and Clive: (Simultaneously turn) WHERE!? 
Billy: (Turns back around) I don’t see anything! ... Oh no! He’s getting away!
Clive: (Turns) After him!
[TRANSITION]
(Billy and Clive panting) (Ninja sitting in a chair with potatoes)
Billy: We’re in his lair! There he is!
Ninja: This is the end of the line for you two.
Billy: I’m not leaving without my…um…your potato!
Ninja: I’m taking out your useless friend. (Chucks potato and knocks out Clive)
Billy: What the heck was that?
Ninja: A ninja potato.
Billy: What the what?
Ninja: You know, ninjas have ninja stars. Ninja stars, ninja potatoes, same thing.
Billy: Oh that makes sense.
Ninja: And you’re next. It’s all over.
Billy: It’s not over yet. (Looks around) Hey, look, a straw! (Gasp) I have an idea! (Grabs straw) Clive!
Clive: (Wakes slowly) What? 
Ninja: What are you doing?
Billy: Toss me that ninja potato! Now!
Clive: (Sleepily) This one? Yeah, sure. (Grabs potato and throws) G’night. (Goes back to sleep)
Ninja: Give up! There’s nothing you can do!
Billy: No, you give up. Let us have this potato.
Ninja: Why would I do that?
Billy: Let me have it or I’ll stab this straw straight through it.
Ninja: (Gasp) You wouldn’t.
Billy: Heck yeah I would.
Ninja: You wouldn’t impale my poor ninja potato with a straw!
Billy: Try me.
Ninja: NO! Fine! Take it! Just leave him alone!
Billy: Hooray! Let’s go, Clive.
Clive: (Wakes again) Huh? What did I miss?
Billy: I got the potato!
Clive: Woohoo!
(Billy and Clive exit)
Ninja: Whatever. I’ll just buy another one.
[TRANSITION]
Nerd: So, what did I miss? What’s that in your hand? Oh, I see you got breakfast. Yum. (Snatches and eats) Mmm.
Billy: YOU DUNCE! DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA HOW MUCH TROUBLE I WENT THROUGH TO GET THAT? YOU JUST ATE IT!
Nerd: Did I do that?
Billy: (Angrily) Yes. Yes you did. (Softens expression) Ah, whatever. Potatoes were getting old anyway. I need something new, completely original, and unrelated to potatoes. I’m thinking...a vegetable, with a P at the beginning, an O at the end, and an O-T-A-T in the middle. It’s brownish-yellow...it grows underground...hmm...it’s on the tip of my tongue...
Clive: A potato?
Billy: Of course not. That’s what we’re replacing, you nincompoop. What kind of a terrible suggestion was that? (Mutter) Worthless.
Nerd: My turn! Is it...a potato?
Billy: That’s it! You’re a genius! A potato is exactly what we need! Now, where do I get one of those fancy things?
Nerd: Oh, I know!
 
THE END
******
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