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Act 1

Melissa is on the phone.

Melissa:  I know!!  I can’t believe it!  They picked me!  Out of all the people applying for the job, I got it!  My very own classroom and everything. (pause)  Yeah, I’ll be teaching 8th grade English.  (pause)  No, I’m not nervous at all!  I feel fully prepared – Professor Smith gave me some tips today when I spoke to her!  I just can’t smile until Christmas and I have to keep in mind that the first year is always the hardest! (pause)  Yeah, I have to go too… tomorrow’s the big day, the first day of school!  (pause)  Thanks, you too! Bye.

First day of school, Melissa is standing in the hallway by the door, looking as stern as ever.

(Muttering to herself) Don’t smile until Christmas, don’t smile until Christmas, don’t smile until Christmas.

Flash forward to the end of the day.  Melissa walks through the door, looking defeated and angry.

Roommate:  Hey teach, how was your first day?

Melissa:  Awful!  They hated me, it was like a jail and I was the warden, I even hated me!  They told me not to smile until Christmas, that it would demand respect.  Johnny threw things at me every time I wrote on the board, and I’m pretty sure someone put laxatives in my coffee!

Roommate:  Maybe they were wrong, ease up a little!  You don’t have to be the kids’ friends, but the least you could do is let them know you’re not heartless.  Seventh grade is a big transition, they just need some reassurance that school’s not all that bad.

Melissa:  Maybe you’re right - at this point I’m willing to try anything.

The next day, Melissa comes home in much better spirits.

Roommate: Soooo, how’d it go?

Melissa:  So much better!  I smiled, and even laughed a little, and the whole atmosphere changed.  The kids actually responded to me and didn’t call me a bitch behind my back.  Whoever came up with the “rule” (Melissa uses air quotes) was obviously an idiot! 

Together they laugh, camera pans away to show a pile of upgraded papers.

Act 2

Melissa is at her desk grading papers, obviously frustrated and overwhelmed.  The time is 3:30 PM.  A colleague walks in.

Colleague:  Still here?

Melissa:  Yeah, I just have so much to do.  I have to finish grading all of this, input the grades into the computer AND I still have to type my lesson plans for the week.  How are you leaving already?

Colleague:  Ahhh, I remember my first year, I never left here before 5:00.  Don’t worry the first year is always the hardest!  Is there anything I can do for you??

Melissa:  Nahh, I’ll get it done, I guess it makes it easier knowing next year will be better!

Colleague (smiling):  It will – have a good weekend!

Melissa:  Yeah, uhhh you too. (while looking at her pile of papers).

Calendar flips through the months.  Melissa is sitting at her desk, grading papers and again obviously frustrated.  It is her tenure year, at 5 PM.  Melissa is on the phone with her roommate/friend/husband?

Melissa:  I’ll be out of here soon, I only have one more set of papers to grade.  (pause)  Believe me, I know it’s 5 PM.  (pause) Uh-huh I’ll be there soon.

(She hangs, up and sighs). Whoever said that the FIRST year is the hardest is an idiot! (she looks at the clock and gets back to work).

Act 3

Melissa and a colleague are at lunch.

Melissa:  Ugh, I feel like sometimes I’m just not getting through to them.  You know, last week Johnny told me to go… ya know… fuck off! (looking extremely hurt)  I really thought I made a break through with him.  Do you have him in class?

Colleague:  Who, Johnny Jones?  (with a wave of her hand)  Yeah, I have him, little brat.  You know know, some of these kids are just a lost cause.  Don’t waste your time.  The only reason I do this job at all is because the pay is great, eventually and we only work half the year pretty much.

(The look on Melissa’s face is horrified).

Melissa:  Seriously?  That’s not why I became a teacher – I want to help kids, to get through to them, to help them to enjoy reading and literature.  How do you do this job if it’s not for all of that?

Colleague:  Oh Meliss, so new and naïve.  You have to stop wearing your heart on your sleeve, don’t your worry you’ll build a tougher skin and soon you’ll have the same outlook as I do.

Melissa: (muttering under her breath) Oh, great.

Act 4

Melissa is walking through the hall of the school, on her way out the door.  The time is a few years later.  She seems more confident, and put together – the time is 3PM.  She stops at a new colleague’s classroom.

Melissa:  Still here??

New Colleague:  Ugh, I have so much work to do!  How do you get it all done?  I’m always here until at least 5:00!

Melissa:  Ohh, I remember that, believe me!  Anything I can do?

New Colleague:  Not really, oh quick question – do you have Tyler Jones? (with a look of sadness and fear on her face).

Melissa:  (smiles knowingly)  Not this year, but I had his brother – don’t worry, he’ll come around.

New Colleague:  I hope so, I guess they weren’t lying when they said the first year is always the hardest, huh?

Melissa: (laughing)  Just wait until next year!

