
Inside the bathroom I did sit and eat 

To hide bewilderment and loneliness. 

 

Read not beyond the page that is assign'd 

For if thou dost, the words may rot thy 

brain! 

 

The color of thy hair -- is't natural? 

Or dost thou shade its hues with crafty 

dyes? 

 

The worst -- pure evil in a human form -- 

Is she, Regina George, of beauty rare. 

 

 

She hath two handbags come from farthest 

Rome, 

By Fendi fashion'd for extravagance. 

 

 

By all that is divine, behold thy bracelet -- 

A stunning piece of jewelry it is! 

 

We kindly bid thee, wilt thou dine with us 

Each day through the remainder of the 

week? 

O shame, to have a reputation thus! 

I am for gas renown'd, but hath a soul 

 

Who hath a hairy chest unnatural, 

Which only is surpass'd by her foul face, 

 

 

'Tis fitting that the Plastics share one class 

To emphasize their physical perfection. 

 

Of bees the queen, of prides the lioness, 

Of empires, empress, and of states the 

head. 

 

 

I have prepar'd a simple map for thee, 

Withall to navigate the North Shore waters. 

 

 

Nay, nay -- to be homeschool'd is nothing 

new, 

I know the term -- I am not daft nor dumb. 

A word come swimming 'cross the ocean 

blue, 

From England's ruddy shores. Know'st thou 

this 



 

Yea, pink! It is the color of my heart, 

The hue of beauty and of loveliness. 

 

The second day accomplilsh'd, by my troth!  

How was it? Better than the first, I hope. 

 

Alas, the lad is not for thee, I fear. 

Thou canst not be the budding paramour! 

 

 

We shall add twice as many ducats if 

The team doth sport a female such as thee. 

 

 

What words are these thou shoutest in 

mine ears  

Of lies, deceit, responsibility? 

 

Like one who cometh from the planet Mars, 

She knoweth little of our earthly customs.  

 

Anon I'll tell my friends what I have seen, 

This Burn Book tactless, fill'd with spirit 

mean. 

 

Eighth period arrives and I am glad 

To enter math, my fav'rite field of study. 

 

The Plastics, regal as Victoria, 

Do frighten me, like dark and dreadful wood  

 

Ex-boyfriends are but clos'd, forbidden 

books, 

For friends to borrow from each other's 

shelves. 

 

Another lass is, by Regina, trapp'd 

Into a world of lipsticks, hair and nails. 

 

If thou hast needs, but ask us. All our 

service 

In every point twice done and then done 

double. 

 

Now, ladies four, what is the four-one-one? 

How do ye spend your days, what is your 

news? 

The images of lasses from the yearbook  

We have cut from the page with simple 

snip. 



 

No kind employment have I in this mall, 

Where all is hormones, vanity, and greed. 

 

They write within a Burn book, where an 

army 

Of slander gives them some esprit de corps. 

 

I hope thou shalt join Mathletes, Cady, for 

We start our meetings in a fortnight's time. 

 

 

I’m gentle and not fearful. Still, I may 

Not spy upon her anymore; 'tis wrong. 

 

 

 


