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Open on a high school classroom. The teacher MR. SPACKLE is sitting at his desk. A bell
rings. JENNIFER, a student, enters wearing a skirt. She passes MR. SPACKLE’s desk.

MR. SPACKLE: Excuse me Jennifer, what are you wearing?

JENNIFER sighs, exasperated.

JENNIFER: Are we really going to go through this?

MR. SPACKLE: Yeah I think we are, young lady. It’s called a dress code and it exists 
for a reason. That skirt is too short and you’ll have to get changed.

JENNIFER: This is so unfair. My skirt is fine and you know what, it’s comfortable. I 
shouldn’t have to change.

MR. SPACKLE: Well if your skirt is too short, some of the boys in the class might find 
it distracting and I won’t be able to teach. 

JENNIFER: If they can’t learn because they’re pervs that’s their fault not mine. You’re 
literally prioritizing their education above mine because they’re boys, and I’m sorry 
but that’s horse shit.  You would never ask a boy to change his clothes!

MR. SPACKLE: First of all, if you swear at me one more time, you’ll have to go the 
principal. Second of all, this is not a gender thing. Our dress code applies to everyone
equally.

As he says this, GREG walks in wearing a black t-shirt that just says the word FUCK in 
white letters. GREG takes his seat and MR. SPACKLE doesn’t say anything. JENNIFER 
stares in disbelief. 

JENNIFER: Are you kidding me? 

MR. SPACKLE: What? Why are you still standing there?

JENNIFER: Greg’s shirt literally just says fuck on it

MR. SPACKLE: Jennifer, what did I say about swearing?

JENNIFER: But you’re not gonna say anything to him about changing?



MR. SPACKLE: Um, it’s called the first amendment, Jennifer. We all have a right to 
freedom of expression. Greg just likes to fuck, and he wants to share that. You could 
be a little more open minded. 
JASON walks in not wearing a shirt. JENNIFER is losing her shit.

JENNIFER: Are you seeing this? Jason’s not even wearing a shirt.

JASON: So.

MR. SPACKLE: Yeah, Jennifer. Jason just came from gym. What’s he supposed to do 
wear a sweaty shirt to class? That’s how you get a rash.

JENNIFER: but- 

MR. SPACKLE: DO YOU WANT HIM TO GET A RASH JENNIFER?

JASON: What a bitch.

JENNIFER: He can swear?! 

MR. SPACKLE: First amendment Jennifer, we just went over this.

TREVOR walks in wearing a strap-on on his head.

JENNIFER: You have to be shitting me.

MR. SPACKLE: That’s it Ms. Potty Mouth, Mr. Gregory’s office now!

JENNIFER: He has a fucking dick ON HIS HEAD!

MR. SPACKLE: Jesus, Jennifer. It’s February. It’s just a hat. What a dirty mind this 
generation has. Now go to the office.

JENNIFER: No! This is ridiculous, you incompetent male privileged cockhound. I 
can’t even believe-

MR. SPACKLE: I said GET OUT!

As he says the last line, he stand up and points to the door and we see he has been 
naked from the waist down this whole time. His stupid flaccid penis dangles uselessly 
for a second. 

Blackout.  


