Corey’s Turkey Pucks

A Five Minute Fear

By Elie Hirschman

Based on a true story

Characters:

Tim – the leader

Neil – the follower

Jack – the new kid

(All 6th graders)

<sfx: school cafeteria sounds>

Tim: Hey Neil, trade ya that pudding for my cupcake!

Neil: Ummm… OK, Tim.

<sfx: items swap hands>

Tim: Hey, check it out – it’s that new kid. What was his name?

Neil: Jack.  From Long Island or something.

Tim: That’s RHODE Island, stupid.  What’s he like?

Neil: He seemed OK. Kinda quiet, but I saw Laurie Brock give him a smile during Math class.

Tim: Hmmmmf..  Figures. The girls always notice the new kid.  What’s he like?

Neil: I’ono.

Tim: Wanna introduce me?

Neil: OK. <calling> Hey Jack! Hey, you wanna sit with us?

<sfx: Jack walks over>

Jack: Hi. You’re Neil, right?

Neil: Right. And this is my friend Tim.

Tim: Nice to meet you. Have a seat. <sfx:sits> How do you like it here so far?

Jack: Well, I kinda miss my friends in Newport, but I guess I’ll make new friends here.

Tim: Sure you will – this school’s very friendly. Everybody here’s really nice..

Jack: Well, that’s good to know.

Tim: ‘cept the teachers. They’re monsters.

Jack: Well… Mr. Jansen was pretty mean, but everyone else seems OK.

Neil: How ‘bout the food? Is it better here or Long Island?

Tim: RHODE Island.

Neil: <overlap slightly with Tim’s correction>RHODE Island, I mean. <sfx: starts drinking milk> 

Jack: <smiling> Well, yesterday was that Chow Mein stuff I always hated back in my old school.  Looks like snot, doesn’t it?

Neil: <sfx: spits milk all over, laughing>

Tim: <also laughing> Hey, watch it! Don’t spit that on me! <pause> <friendly warning>Don’t make jokes around Neil during lunchtime..

Neil: <still laughing> Chow mein snot, Chow mein snot…

Tim: But today’s Turkey Burger Day. You like Turkey Burgers, don’t you?

Jack: I guess. 

Tim: Try it. It’s good.

Jack: <sfx: takes a bite> MMmmmm.. It IS good! <sfx: swallows> Can I ask you guys a question? You know the cook?

Neil: Yeah, Corey.

Jack: What’s up with his hand? It looked all… messed up.

Tim: Ooooh, the hand story...

Neil: Aw, Tim, you’re gonna tell him the story? Now, during lunch? On Turkey Burger Day?

Tim: He asked, didn’t he? Now listen, Jack. Corey’s a great guy. Real nice, makes great food, and he’ll even let you take doubles if there’s not a lot of people around.

Jack: He seemed all right.

Neil: Yeah, but he was in an accident a couple of years ago, before he came to our school, and I heard – 

Tim: Hey, let me tell the story. I tell it better.. <pause> So, before Corey worked here, he worked in some big food factory.  My brother Bobby said he was working in a place where they made frozen meat. He was just one of those guys who feeds the meat into the grinders. <pause> You can keep eating while I’m telling the story, you know.

Jack: uh, thanks. <sfx:bite> MM.. it really is good.

Tim: Told ya.

Neil: Go on, tell him the story!

Tim: I’m getting there- eat your cuppy-cake. So anyway, he’s working down in the factory, throwing big chunks of meat into this grinding machine, when suddenly, he gets a little too close, and his apron gets caught!

Jack: No way!

Neil: Bobby said! It snagged his apron right up, and dragged him in!

Jack: He’s a big guy, though. Did he pull himself free?

Tim: Well, he tried - he’s pulling the apron, trying to get it off him – but it’s all strapped on tight.  And even though he’s a strong guy, he can’t yank it out, and the apron is this like, really strong cloth. Burlap or something.

Jack: They don’t make aprons out of burlap.

Neil: No, it was like…. Rayon, or Radon.

Tim: It wasn’t Rayon either. Whatever, it doesn’t matter. It’s just this strong, strong cloth and the apron doesn’t rip, and the  machine is pulling and pulling and finally-

Jack: Yeah?

Tim: It pulled his hand right in.

Jack: No way!

Neil: It’s true! It’s true! Pulled it right in and started grinding it up – REEEwewewewrerer-

Tim: Shhhh- quiet! Don’t let the whole school hear it. This story is for Jack.

Jack: <a bit horrified> Uh, thanks. Then what happened?

Tim: Well, Bobby said it started grinding up his hand. Crushed all the bones in it and hacked off a bunch of his skin and muscles.

Jack: <a bit sick> Ugh.

Neil: Yeah. But he’s screaming the whole time, and crying –

Tim: You’d cry too, if a machine was crunching your whole hand up.  So yeah, the men in the factory all heard him screaming and unplugged the machine or something. The machine stopped and they were able to drag him out before his whole arm got sucked in there.

Jack: Wow. That’s horrible!

Neil: Yeah, but the story doesn’t end there!

Tim: So the machine chewed up his hand whole hand, right? His thumb was all right, but all the bones and all the fingers were just GONE.

Neil: And they can’t just make new one-

Jack: Well, couldn’t they- 

Tim: So check out what they did – I checked this with Mr. Silverman, our science teacher – you’ll have him today. They graphed some skin – 

Jack: You mean grafted?

Tim: Yeah. SO they – they sewed his hand to his chest.

Jack: What?

Neil: Just listen what they did!

Tim: They sewed his hand to his chest. And after like a week, the skin from his chest grew over his hand-stump.

Jack: Gross!

Tim: And then they had to do another operation and cut his hand away from his chest. And then they let it heal.

Neil: And then they did it again!

Tim: Sew it on, let it grow, cut it off, let it heal.

Neil: Sew it on, let it grow, cut it off, let it heal.

All, quietly, in a chant: Sew it on, let it grow, cut it off, let it heal!

<They all give a short laugh>

Jack: so all the like, scar tissue, eventually grew him a new hand 

Tim: Or something like a hand. 

Neil: That’s the story.

Jack: Wow. That’s an amazing story. <pause> He must be really brave to go through all that.

Neil: Yep. He’s a good guy.

Tim: But you know the weirdest part of all this?

Jack: What’s that?

Tim: Well, you saw the hand they made for him.  What did it look like?

Jack: Well… it didn’t have any fingers of course. It was just skin, kinda round, smooth, light pink or a little bit yellow. Kind of like a skin hockey puck.

Tim: Did it look like a hockey puck? Or something else?

Jack: What do you mean?

Tim: Like maybe.. what’s sitting in front of you.. on your plate…

<long pause, then sfx: tray being pushed away, stand up and begin to walk away>

Jack: I think I’m gonna be sick..

Neil: Aw, Tim. Did you have to tell the new kid the story? And pointing to his Turkey Burger like that…. Poor guy. I kinda like him.

Tim: I like him too.  But everybody’s got to hear the story. Besides - <sfx: pulls tray over> Everyone likes Corey, and everyone loves Corey’s Turkey Burgers…. So his burgers look like his hand, so what?<sfx: takes a bite> Jack will get over it.

Neil: I dunno. I think you’re just being mean.

Tim: <with mouth full> Listen, are you gonna eat that cupcake, or can I take it back?

Neil: No, I want it! <starts to eat>

Tim: <swallows> Man, that’s a good Turkey Burger.

