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“Ah, what a nice day to be enjoying the benefits of belonging to upper-middle class white society. This sparkling cider is particularly outstanding.”, said Mr. Young


Ms. Hartzell continued to play her cello, nimble fingers working the fretboard like a surgeon works his scalpel, but with considerably more artistic license.


“Yes, indeed. I suppose I should say something witty and/or intelligent, but such a remark would carry to our audiences’ ears, thus ruining the impression of light-hearted an jovial dialogue occuring between us.”


“I suppose. So, what moderately mundane yet simultaneously engaging topic do you wish to discuss?”


“Hmmm-- perhaps your classes? How has your day gone? Swimmingly, I hope.”


“yes, indubidably,” said Mr. Young, “It all started this morning...”


As Ms. Richards and Mr. Young exchanged their moderatly engaging yet simultaneously mundane impromptu dialog, Ms. Hamilton stood, back erect, against the frame of the door. She occupied herself by scanning the faces of her audience, where she noted a set of expressions that alternated between confusion, amusement, and slight embarassment. Occasionally, she would cast a sidelong glance at a late freshman or lazy upperclassman passing through the hallway. If a particular freshman looked to be easily intimidated or to possess low self-esteem, she might toss a grimace or haughty expression in his general direction, just to see exactly how small and inconspicuous that freshman would try to become.


“... and that,” said Ms. Richards, “ is a turkeyneck alarm clock.”


“Fascinating, “ replied Mr. Young. “Oh my! look, it’s time to be getting on with the skit. Prepare yourself to conduct an emotionally distressful scene involving an irate me and a distraught you.”


“Very well. You may begin whenever.”


Mr. Young promptly did so, executing his acting assignment with near perfection. Ms. Richards matched Mr. Young’s acting with an incredible display of pseudo-distress and some awkward sobbing sounds.


In the background, Ms. Hartzell continued to work her cello.

Exeunt.


