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CHARACTERS:
Danny McMahon, our hero
Julie, his sister
Mom, his mother
Betsy, his best friend
Hector, his arch nemesis
Ms. Cortez, the librarian at Joe Biden Middle School

DANNY starts his computer and logs onto his system. He looks 
over his shoulder to be sure that no one is looking at his password. 
As he types in his password, he also mouths his password: 
“1,2,3,4.” The computer makes a logging in sound. Once logged 
on to the Internet, DANNY makes a few quick clicks, adjusts 
his webcam, looks into the screen and fixes the part in his hair, 
changes it back, and clicks start.
Danny: Greetings, my millions of followers! Welcome to 
my inaugural video blog or “VLOG.” I am your host, Danny 
McMahon, an all-around awesome guy. Thank you for joining, 
what I am calling, my “How-To Be as Awesome as Danny 
McMahon” series. Over the next several weeks, months, and, 
depending on the syndication timeline, years, I will be leading 
you through daily activities and stories that will help you be as 
awesome as me, Danny McMahon. You can look forward to 
lessons on… (He shuffles around trying to find his cue cards. He 
finds them and holds them up to the screen so the webcam camera 
can see what each card says.) “Juggling: The Lost Art;” “Finding 
Your Retainer in the Lunchroom Garbage Can and Still Making It 
to Class on Time;” and “Crossing Guards: Friend or Foe?” In the 
comments section below, please feel free to make suggestions for 
future “VLOGS.”  Although if your name is Julie and you once 
again left your million hair-care products all over the bathroom 
when I needed to get ready this morning, I will not be taking any 
suggestions from you. Also, if you are a jerk, I will kick your butt. 
(He adjusts his glasses; clears his throat, and begins what appears 
will be a long lecture.) From the dawn of time, scientists have been 
searching for a way to make the years between ages 11 and 14 
bearable to the common man. Although these scientists have tried 
many methods, such as roll-on deodorants, shopping malls, and 
snazzy pocket folders, they have always come up short. But now, 

That REALLY never happens to me! There was only one thing left to do… 
(To Hector) Hector, I believe you have something to say to the student 
body.
Hector:  (Sighing and saying this very quickly under his breath) “Danny 
McMahon is smarter than me, and I am a lowly worm that isn’t worthy to 
tie his shoes.”
Danny: You got that right! Betsy, I’m sorry. I should have told you that if 
I lost, you would have to go on a date with Hector.
Betsy: Well, it looks like we both walk away victorious today, don’t we? 
Danny McMahon, you’re my king…
Danny:  (Not sure he heard her correctly) What?
Betsy:  (Not sure she actually just said that out loud) What?
Danny:  (Smiling big) Well…okay.  (Narrating) Well. That concludes this 
week’s “How to be Awesome like Danny McMahon” video blog. Tune in 
next time to hear about “How to—
Julie:  (Interrupting) Mom! Danny left his dirty Ninja Turtle underwear in 
the bathroom! That’s so gross!
Mom: Daniel, get your big boy pants out of the bathroom.
Danny:  (Embarrassed) Mom!
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Characters:  
Chris, a nine-year-old future photographer
Mother, Chris’ mother
Father, Chris’ father
Higgins, the Director of Camp Bigfoot
Sassy, Higgins’ assistant at Camp Bigfoot
Kyle, a counselor at Camp Bigfoot
Martha, a fellow camper 
Vu, a fellow camper 

Chris: (To the audience) Hi, my name is Chris, and when I grow 
up—I want to be a famous photographer.  I’ve already taken 
hundreds of great pictures from all over the country. I’ve traveled a 
bit, because my parents like to broaden my horizons by sending me 
to “camps.” Every year—my parents send me away to a different 
summer camp for two weeks. 

Father: Chris, as you know, summer is fast approaching. Your 
mother and I have been giving a lot of thought as to which summer 
camp to send you to this year.
Mother: Sweetie, there were a lot of interesting choices! But 
there were really only two that your father and I considered: Camp 
Guinea Pig—
Father: (Quickly interjecting, almost defensively) Now, Chris, 
we know how much you loved guinea pigs—that is, until that 
overbearing neighbor’s boa constrictor got loose—crawled into 
our ventilation system, found its way into your room, knocked over 
your guinea pigs’ cage and devoured the two of them before you 
got home from school.
Mother: Poor Miley and Justin—they just didn’t stand a chance, 
did they? They just—didn’t stand a chance. (Visibly hurting for her 
child) Oh, remember how you came home from school, rushed into 
your room, found the snake and thought we bought you a new pet?
Father: We, of course, didn’t get you a snake. Or—at least—I 
knew that I hadn’t purchased you a new pet, but to make sure 
your mother hadn’t bought you a snake—I looked at her and said, 
“Honey—did you—?”  She said no, so your mom and I ran to your 

Chris: What are you going to make, Martha?
Martha: (Laying out her materials) I’m going to make a hula 
skirt inspired by my family’s vacation in Hawaii last summer.  I’m 
making my hula skirt from these vines I found on the outskirts of 
camp.  
Chris: (Studying Martha’s ‘vines’) Martha, I think you might want 
to stop using those vines—
Martha: Anyone can make a garment out of pre-made fabrics, but 
it takes real talent to find raw materials in the woods and turn them 
into a masterpiece!  
Chris: Martha, I don’t think those are vines—
Martha: Haven’t any of you ever watched Project Runway?  All 
of you are a bunch of takers. That’s what all of you are—takers 
and fakers!
Chris: In fact, I’m almost positive those aren’t vines—
Martha: If any of you ever dared to think outside the box— (To 
herself) Why am I so itchy?  (To the other campers) Like I said, if 
you’d think outside the box—you might actually make the most 
out of this farce of a camp!  (To herself again) I can’t seem to stop 
scratching myself!
Chris: Those aren’t vines, Martha.
Martha: What?
Chris: They’re not vines.  You’re making your hula skirt out of 
poison ivy.
Martha: (In hysterics) Poison ivy???  (During the first few lines of 
Chris’ narration, Martha continues her hysterical tirade)

Chris: (To the audience) Martha. Went. Nuts. (Beat) She started 
screaming and yelling and running all over the place!  Finally, 
Higgins had to go get the tranquilizer gun and shoot her with a 
dart!  Her parents had to come pick her up, and they threatened 
to sue Camp Bigfoot. Kyle told me later, though, that it was no 
big deal.  Every summer, someone always gets poison ivy, and 
every year the parents always threaten to sue. (Pause) The next 
day, everyone at camp was super excited, because—according to 
the itinerary—we were all going to gather “evidence of Bigfoot’s 
existence.”  (Beat) Unfortunately, Higgins and Sassy had other 
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with Danny McMahon’s How-To VLOG, it is safe to say…
Julie: (Interrupting) Mom! Danny is using up all the bandwidth 
again!
Mom:  Daniel, share some bandwidth with your sister!
Danny:  (Yelling downstairs to them) That’s not even how 
bandwidth works, Mom!
Mom: Don’t take that tone with me, young man! I don’t care if 
you know more about hard drives and Wi-Fi and Spider Solitaire 
than I do. You play fair with your sister and give her some of your 
Internets.
Danny:  (Sighing deeply) It would appear that this concludes 
today’s VLOG. Tune in next time to learn all about guiding your 
parental units to the higher planes of consciousness, as we discuss 
“How to Get Out of Setting the Dinner Table.”

TRANSITION: DANNY begins a new entry on his VLOG.

Danny:  Greetings, Internet users! It has been a full week of 
posting, so it’s time to count our followers. May I have a drumroll, 
please? (Begins making a drumroll sound)  After seven entries of 
my VLOG, the numbers have now shot up to…. three people. Well, 
that’s three more than I started with! And the numbers will only 
skyrocket from here.
Julie: (Entering his bedroom) Danny, Mom says she didn’t 
appreciate what you said in your last video and that if she is going 
to follow you—you’d better start saying nice things about her.
Danny:  (Reacting to the intrusion) Julie! Get out! (Resuming a 
more professional on-air demeanor) Anyway, today’s video is 
entitled “How to Be Friends with the Opposite… (Embarrassed) 
S-E-X.” Now, I have told you all about my best friend, Betsy, but 
let me tell you about what happened at school today.

FLASHBACK TRANSITION:

Betsy: Danny! Danny McMahon! Have you heard?
Danny:  Betsy? Why are you so frantic? Did another bird fly into 
the band hall and get stuck in the tuba?
Betsy:  No, but did you see the posters?
Danny:  (To the VLOG) I think it’s important for my viewers to 
know that ever since the smear campaign went up against me when 

stage, and there he was: Hector—looking as cool as the waters that 
flow from Angels Fall, the world’s tallest waterfall, which can be 
seen at the National Park in Bolivar, Venezuela.
Hector:  I hope your girlfriend is ready to sneak into an R-rated 
movie and eat Mike and Ikes that we illegally smuggled into the 
theater in her purse. ‘Cause after you lose today, that’s what I’m 
planning for our date.
Danny:  You know what, Hector? You’re basically a maggot. (To 
the VLOG) Suddenly a buzzer rang and we were told to take our 
places at the podiums. Ms. Cortes, the librarian, began to bombard 
us with questions. Hector and I parried and lunged after them like 
they were fencing foils.
Hector:  The Bering Strait is 82 kilometers wide at its narrowest 
point.
Danny:  Alaska is the westernmost, easternmost, and northernmost 
state in America.
Hector:  Manila is the capital of the Philippines.
Danny:  Bolivia and Paraguay are the only two countries in 
South America without access to the ocean. (Narrating) We were 
neck and neck. The final tie-breaker question was the only thing 
separating me from total victory. I looked out into the audience. 
There, standing in the middle of the front row, Betsy held up a 
handmade placard covered with her curly glitter-glue handwriting 
over her head.  It read:
Betsy:  Kick the map outta him, Danny! (You complete me!)
Danny: I laughed to myself, not realizing that at that moment Ms. 
Cortes had started reading the tie-breaker question.
Ms. Cortes: ... by which European explorer?
Danny: (Buzzing in) Um… (Narrating) I panicked! I had no idea 
what the answer was! To be completely honest, I had no idea what 
the question even was! I had two choices: Guess or stand there 
blubbering like an idiot. (Gulping, back into the competition) 
Um… Vasco De Gama?
Ms. Cortes: Correct. Our winner…is Daniel McMahon!
Danny:  (Narrating) I won! I knew I was going to win, and I won! 
That never happens to me!  I jumped up and down and pulled 
Betsy up on stage and before I knew it—I had kissed her…on the 
mouth…in front of like…EVERYONE.
Betsy: (Smiling) Oh Daniel!
Danny:  (Narrating) And she liked it! I kissed her, and she liked it! 

room as fast as we could, saw the empty cage and immediately put 
two and two together. But not you—no, Chris—not you.
Mother: (Trying not to upset Chris with painful memories) You 
kept—pointing—to the two big lumps—in the snake’s body.
Father: Then, you ran and hugged us!  
Mother: (Trying to make it sound like a happy memory) You said, 
“Thank you, Mommy!  Thank you, Daddy! You got me something 
really rare!  You got me a “Camel-Hump” snake.” (Touches her 
breaking heart) It was so cute.
Father: (Touched) Out of the mouths of babes.
Mother: Anyway, your father and I thought attending Camp 
Guinea Pig—well, attending a camp dedicated to members of the 
rodent family—might stop your nightmares.  
Father: (Disgusted) Then I read in the newspaper this morning—
that Camp Guinea Pig—is actually a scam. (Getting angry while 
thinking about it) It was appropriately named all right.  Camp 
Guinea Pig has been using its little campers—as actual guinea 
pigs—for the medical community! 
Mother: (Also visibly angry and/or upset) Is nothing sacred 
anymore?
Father: So Camp Guinea Pig is out! (Beat, still huffing and 
puffing) Camp Guinea Pig is OUT!!
Mother: (Trying to diffuse the situation by really building this 
up) Chris, don’t worry, because this year—we’re sending you to 
the one camp—whose sole purpose for existing—is to dispel the 
myth—
Father: The myth—surrounding the mysterious Sasquatch—
running loose in every backwoods town in America!  
Mother: (Excited) Chris, have you guessed yet?
Father: (Really excited) Do you know—Do you know…where 
you’re going to go??? 
Both: (Super excited) Camp Bigfoot!

Chris: (To the audience, impressed) Camp Bigfoot! Let’s face it. 
For an aspiring photographer, it’s a dream come true.  Who knows? 
I might be the first person in history to take a legitimate picture 
of a Bigfoot.  (Realizing how incredible that would actually be) 
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Sassy: So the word of the day is—
Both: “Ration!”
Higgins: (Relieved that announcement is over) Now that we’ve 
taught you a little bit about “conservation,” Sassy and I just want 
to share with you a little information about our “hairy—
Sassy: Extremely masculine looking—
Higgins: Painfully bashful—
Sassy: Always misunderstood neighbor-in-the-woods— 
Higgins: Otherwise known as ‘Bigfoot.’” (Beat) For example, 
Bigfoot—has never been photographed wearing clothing.  
Sassy: That’s right. (Beat) He’s naked.  
Higgins: But that’s okay.  
Sassy: It’s okay, kids! (Beat) Because they don’t have specialty 
stores out here in the woods that cater to extremely tall, 
hairy people who live in the forest and who don’t have any 
transportation to a mall.  
Higgins: So today, campers, our activity involves making an outfit 
for our wooly friend of the forest.  
Sassy: We’ve got lots of fabric samples to choose from that were 
graciously donated to us by Freddy Garcia’s Fabric Shop and Fajita 
Shack.  
Higgins: So, choose wisely, grab a needle and thread and sew, sew, 
sew!

Chris: (To the audience) I chose a big swatch of black, fake 
fur.  There wasn’t enough fabric to make a coat or anything, so 
I decided to make Bigfoot a bathing suit.  That way, if Bigfoot 
wants to go swimming, it will give him a more natural-looking 
appearance without him actually going skinny-dipping. (Beat) This 
obnoxious girl named Martha—who is a real know-it-all—decided 
she would be different and not choose any of the fabrics put out for 
us on the craft tables.  Instead, she went on her own little scavenger 
hunt—to look for materials in the woods. 
 
Martha: (Holding an armful of vines) I think all of you are 
babies!  Where is your creativity?  Where are your primal survivor 
instincts?  
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I ran for Class Treasurer, I have avoided reading any and all flyers 
posted on the walls of my school. So what if I had ripped my 
pants in gym? They didn’t need to put pictures up! Anyway, Betsy 
handed me a flyer that read “Enter Joe Biden Middle School’s 
Map-A-Thon: A geography competition for all students. Sign up 
in the library.” (Smiling big) Well, as you all know, geography 
happens to be my strongest subject in school. And I can thank all 
of my knowledge to the countless hours of playing Risk against 
myself and staring at the world map hung up in the cafeteria when 
I used to eat lunch by myself during grades two through five.
Betsy:  So, are you going to enter? Danny, I think you should! I 
think you would be great at it!
Danny:  I don’t know, Betsy. Who else is signed up?
Betsy:  Oh, not a lot of a people. There’s a few kids from Mrs. 
Sullivan’s class and, um…
Hector: Hey, “Granny” McMahon.
Danny:  (To the VLOG) I turned to face none other than my arch 
nemesis: Hector Kurkowski.
Hector: How’s your bridge club? (Mocking Danny by using an 
old lady voice) Make any progress on that debate about whether 
Herbert Hoover was more attractive than Coolidge?
Danny:  (Narrating) Now, Hector is your typical bully. He’s 
large, beefy, and has a low gravelly voice that sounds like a pencil 
sharpener eating drywall screws; however, unlike most bullies you 
read about in books or see in PG movies, Hector is, unfortunately, 
not a complete idiot. In fact, he has the third highest grade point 
average in our whole class.
Hector:  So, are you gonna sign up for the Map-A-Thon, 
McMahon?
Betsy:  Yeah, he is! And he’s going to wipe the floor with you, 
Hector. So you better back off!
Hector:  Wow, McMahon, you got yourself a bodyguard. And 
she’s a spunky one, too. Not that it will help. (Singing ala Whitney 
Houston) “And I-I-I—will always crush you…”
Danny:  I don’t need a body guard, Kurkowski. And she’s not that 
spunky. She’s more like… perky.
Hector:  (Continuing to vocalize the end of “you” ala Whitney 
Houston)
Betsy:  Um… Thanks, Danny.
Danny:  (To Betsy) You’re welcome. (To Hector) And, Hector, I 

is always following you around.
Danny: Betsy? (To the webcam camera) I was torn. I hated the 
idea of Betsy having to go on a date with my sworn enemy. But 
this was a chance for me to get something I have always wanted. 
(To Hector) Alright, but if I win, you have to admit in front of the 
whole school that I am smarter than you are and that you are not 
worthy to tie my shoe laces.
Hector:  Sure, why not. Deal.
Danny:  (To the VLOG)  It’s going to be so glorious to watch 
Hector grovel like the worm he is. I know that I shouldn’t have 
bet a date with Betsy without asking her first; but if I win, it won’t 
matter anyway.  Right? So I guess today’s lesson is “Always weigh 
the cost-benefit analysis of your intelligence against the risk of 
wagering a date with your best friend.”

TRANSITION: DANIEL begins a new entry on his VLOG.

Danny:  I… I… Um, hello. So. Today’s lesson is on “Expecting 
the Unexpected.” As you know, today was probably the biggest 
competition in my life: The Map-a-Thon geography match. It was 
time for me to vanquish my mortal enemy, Hector Kurkowski. 
Now, before I tell you who won, I need to explain to you, in great 
detail, everything that happened today. When we got to the gym, 
where the match was to take place, the whole school was there. 
They were required to be; but at least we got out of gym class to be 
there. Anyway, I was sitting backstage prepping, when Betsy came 
up to me.

Betsy:  Danny, good luck! You’re going to be awesome! Just 
breathe, and do your best. Besides, it’s just for fun. It’s not like you 
are going to lose something other than your dignity, if you don’t 
beat Hector.
Danny:  Thanks, Betsy. That’s comforting. And wrong. We have 
a wager. I have to win. If I do, Hector will basically grovel at my 
feet in front of the entire student body of Joe Biden Middle School. 
There is no sweeter victory than that.
Betsy:  What happens if you lose?
Danny:  Uh….
Betsy:  What happens?
Danny:  He… uh… I’ll tell you later. (Narrating) I walked on 

Kyle: Well, I was reenacting a scene from ‘Star Wars’ with some 
of the other counselors.  Then, she comes out of the woods. 
She’s not wearing a stitch of clothing, and she says in this thick 
Russian accent, “You kids act out scene from ‘Star Wars?’  I be 
Chewbacca.”  
Chris: No way!
Kyle: Way.  So the next summer, this place was packed!  But it 
wasn’t packed with kids who wanted to find Bigfoot.  
Chris: It wasn’t?
Kyle: No, Camp Bigfoot was filled with wall-to-wall nerds 
wanting to reenact scenes from ‘Star Wars’ in the woods with a 
real-life Chewbacca. (Noticing it’s starting to get dark) Look, I’ve 
got to go. I’ve got all-night lookout duty starting in about twenty 
minutes, but if there’s anything you want to know—come to me. 
Chances are—I’ll know the answer. Okay? (Beat) Oh, and bring 
some chips!
Chris: Yeah, okay. Thanks. 

Chris: (To the audience) Kyle was pretty cool.  In fact, everyone 
here seemed to be pretty nice.  The next morning, Higgins and 
Sassy gathered all of the campers together and told us about our 
activity for the day.

Higgins: Good morning, campers! Now, before we begin today’s 
activity, Sassy and I just want to give you fair warning: Ration 
your nuts!  
Sassy: That’s right! Ration them!
Higgins: Ration any and all non-poisonous nuts and berries you 
found in the woods yesterday.  There is still no word as to when 
our food supplies might arrive.  
Sassy: This morning, we even flagged down a Food truck! 
Higgins: We did. We flagged down a Food truck and we asked the 
guy, “Hey, have you seen a big truck carrying food supplies for our 
campers here at Camp Bigfoot?”  
Sassy: The man said—and I quote—“No. I can’t say that I have.”
Higgins: Then we bid the driver a good morning, and he went on 
his way.

8

Then I would no doubt be a guest star and possibly a new cast 
member—on the reality television series, Finding Bigfoot!
(Pause) When we arrived at Camp Bigfoot, my parents were 
surprised.  It looked like a fortress.  There was a big wall built 
around the entire camp, and there was an armed guard at the 
entrance.  My parents started to worry, until the guard explained 
that there is not a safer camp in the country.  His explanation eased 
my parents’ worries, so we drove through the gate and continued 
down a long, winding road until we arrived at the actual camp site.  
As soon as we stepped out of the car, my parents’ jaws—dropped. 

Father: (Dumbfounded) Look at how many kids are here.
Mother: (Almost speechless) I don’t understand. The brochure 
proudly boasted of the limited number of applicants that were 
accepted for each camp.
Father: There must be hundreds of them.
Mother: (Shocked) It looks like—a Democratic convention.

Chris: (To the audience) Mom wasn’t joking. Seriously, it looked 
like one of those opening ceremonies you see at the Olympics! 
(Pause) Once all of the parents left, the two directors of the camp 
announced there would be a welcoming assembly.

Higgins: Good morning, Campers! I’m Higgins, the Camp 
Director here at Camp Bigfoot.  
Sassy: And I’m Sassy!  They call me Sassy, because I like those 
Sassy-Squaches out here in the woods!  And we’d like to welcome 
each and every one of you to—
Both: Camp Bigfoot!  
Higgins: We’re excited you’re here, and we promise—
Both: (In unison) This is going to be one of the best experiences of 
your life!  
Higgins: Now, some of you may have noticed…that we had each 
of you—
Sassy: And your parents!
Higgins: Sign a waiver…releasing Camp Bigfoot of any and all 
damages to any of your personal property…or to your person…
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