Detention Tale: A tale of bravery and standing up for others

By Nick Gunnell

Lo, it must be time for me to mention

About three groups brought in by detention

The first was a jock of brute strength and might

And the theatre geek skinny and light

The last was a freshman, scared and quite small

Compared to the jock, he felt three feet tall.

Detention commenced and so did the gloom

An air of intensity smogged the room.

Three hours there are for them to wait now

There must be some way to stay awake, how?

The jock rested now, arms folded, eyes closed.

The geek memorized; there’s no time to doze.

As the freshman sat, shocked, scared, and confused, 

“This whole thing blows; this must be a ruse!”

“Shut up, shorty!” the jock said with bright rage

“Right now, in here, you’re a dog in a cage.”

The freshman twitched once, then twice, and once more.

“I swear,” the jock screamed, “I’m mad to the core!”

The jock hopped up now and walked to the kid

“You’ll regret what you do if you do what you did.”

The geek spoke those words, all messed up and deranged

The jock looked at him, “You punking my brain?”

The geek said no more, just looked at his script

The jock tore it in two with one giant rip.

“Have any last words in this here detention?”

“To be or not to be, that is the question.”

A kick to the ribs, a punch to the face

The jock threw that geek all over the place.

The geek was dizzy, like a drunkard with wine,

And one final kick, where the sun don’t shine.

The jock left in stride, the geek on the ground

The freshman walked over and then crouched down.

“That was real brave, that fight you just did.”

“Nah, that is nothing, you saw nothing kid.

I have to stick up for you, that is enough

But I swear freshman, that girl is quite tough.”

