
“Who the Breakfast Club Really Is” - An 
Analysis by Zoey Grace Melton based on her 
favorite movie. 
At first glance, The Breakfast Club seems almost painfully simple. 

Five students walk into detention. 

One is a brain. 

One is an athlete. 

One is a basket case. 

One is a princess. 

One is a criminal. 

By the end of the day, those labels are no longer enough. 

That is what makes The Breakfast Club more than a movie about teenagers sitting in a library on a Saturday. It is 
a story about the distance between who people think we are and who we actually are when no one is watching. 
The characters enter Shermer High School carrying the identities that have been handed to them by their 
parents, classmates, teachers, and reputations. They have spent years learning how to play their assigned roles. 
Brian knows he is supposed to be intelligent. Andrew knows he is supposed to be strong. Claire knows she is 
supposed to be beautiful and untouchable. Allison knows she is supposed to remain invisible. John knows he is 
supposed to be difficult, dangerous, and impossible to understand. 

But detention does something strange. 

It takes away the audience. 

There are no hallways full of classmates. No lunch tables dividing people into groups. No football games. No 
popularity contests. No parents standing behind them, silently reminding them who they are supposed to 
become. For one Saturday, five teenagers are trapped together with nothing but time, anger, fear, and the 
terrifying possibility of honesty. 



And slowly, almost unwillingly, they begin to reveal themselves. 

The most important question in The Breakfast Club is not, “Who are these five people?” 

It is, “Who would they be if no one had ever given them a label?” 

Because maybe the brain is more than his grades. 

Maybe the athlete is more than his strength. 

Maybe the princess is lonelier than anyone realizes. 

Maybe the basket case sees more clearly than everyone else. 

And maybe the criminal was never born wanting to be one. 

Maybe all five of them are simply teenagers standing at the uncomfortable border between childhood and 
adulthood, trying to figure out who they are before the rest of the world decides for them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Brian Johnson is introduced as the easiest character to understand. 

Or at least, that is what everyone thinks. 

He is the brain. 

The good student. 

The one who probably has his homework finished before the teacher assigns it. The one whose future seems 
clear because intelligence is easy to measure. A test can tell you whether you are smart. A report card can tell your 
parents whether you are succeeding. A grade can become a number that supposedly explains your worth. 

And Brian has learned to live inside those numbers. 

That may be the saddest thing about him. 

Brian is not simply intelligent. He is terrified. 

His intelligence is not always a source of freedom; sometimes, it is a cage. 

There is an expectation surrounding Brian that he must always know the answer. He must perform well. He 
must succeed. He must avoid mistakes because mistakes are dangerous when people have decided that your 
greatest quality is your ability to be perfect. When Brian does well, it is expected. When he struggles, suddenly it 
feels like he has failed at the one thing he is supposed to be. 

That is an enormous amount of pressure for someone who is still just a kid. 

Brian represents a kind of loneliness that often goes unnoticed: the loneliness of the “successful” person. 

People see the grades and assume there is no problem. 

They see achievement and assume happiness. 

They see someone who appears to have everything under control and never stop to ask what it costs them to stay 
in control. 

Brian is the kind of person who could be sitting quietly in a classroom, smiling politely, getting good grades, and 
falling apart inside while no one notices. 

Because people do not always worry about the person who looks like they are doing everything right. 



The tragedy of Brian is that he has internalized the belief that failure is not simply something that happens. To 
him, failure threatens his identity. If he is not successful, then what is he? If he is not the smart one, what does he 
have left? 

This is why Brian's story feels so universal. 

Almost everyone has something they are known for. 

The funny one. 

The talented one. 

The pretty one. 

The strong one. 

The smart one. 

Eventually, the label becomes a job. You begin performing yourself. You become afraid to disappoint people 
because disappointing them might mean revealing that you were never as simple as they believed. 

Brian is afraid of disappointing his parents, but perhaps even more deeply, he is afraid of disappointing the 
version of himself he has been told to become. 

And that is why his character matters. 

Brian reminds us that intelligence does not protect someone from insecurity. Success does not erase pressure. 
Good grades do not guarantee peace. The person who seems to have their life figured out may actually be asking 
the same question as everyone else: 

What happens if I am not good enough? 

By the end of the day, Brian has something more valuable than another good grade. 

He has been seen. 

Not as the brain. 

Not as the responsible one. 

Not as the student who is supposed to have all the answers. 

But as Brian. 



And maybe that is the first time in a long time that being Brian has been allowed to be enough. 

 

Andrew Clark is the athlete. 

His body enters the room before his personality does. 

He is physically strong, confident, popular, and surrounded by everything people associate with success in high 
school. He has status. He has friends. He has a place where he belongs. 

At least, that is what it looks like. 

But Andrew's strength is one of the great illusions in The Breakfast Club. 

Because Andrew is strong only in the ways he has been taught to be strong. 

He knows how to compete. 

He knows how to win. 

He knows how to take a hit. 

But emotional honesty is something else entirely. 

Andrew has been raised in a world where masculinity and strength are tangled together. His value is connected 
to performance. He is expected to be tough, aggressive, successful. He is supposed to dominate rather than 
doubt himself. He is supposed to know who he is. 

But beneath all of that is a boy who desperately wants approval. 

Especially from his father. 

Andrew's relationship with his father reveals the complicated way people inherit expectations. Sometimes, 
parents do not even have to say, “Be exactly like me.” Their disappointment says it for them. Their anger says it. 
Their silence says it. 

Andrew has learned that strength earns approval. 

So what happens when being strong requires him to hurt someone else? 

That is where Andrew's character becomes complicated. 



He is not simply a victim of pressure. He has also participated in the cruelty of the social system that hurts him. 
He has benefited from being popular. He has laughed at people who did not fit in. He has been part of the 
machine. 

And that is important. 

The Breakfast Club does not allow Andrew to become innocent simply because he has his own problems. 

Instead, it asks us to understand something more difficult: hurt people can hurt people. 

Andrew is not cruel because he is incapable of empathy. In some ways, he has enormous empathy. The problem 
is that he has spent so much time performing strength that empathy can feel like weakness. 

The athlete is supposed to be admired. 

The athlete is supposed to be fearless. 

The athlete is supposed to win. 

But Andrew reveals the fear underneath all of it. 

What if he disappoints his father? 

What if he is not strong enough? 

What if his popularity disappears? 

What if the people who admire him only admire what he can do, rather than who he is? 

Andrew's greatest act of strength is not athletic. 

It is emotional. 

It is allowing himself to admit that he is afraid. 

That he has made mistakes. 

That he is more complicated than the letterman jacket and the reputation. 

In a school where everyone is constantly being sorted into categories, Andrew has built his identity around being 
the person people expect him to be. But detention forces him to sit beside people he would normally ignore. 

And suddenly, he has to confront the possibility that the people he has judged are not so different from him. 



The athlete discovers that strength without compassion is fragile. 

The athlete discovers that winning does not necessarily mean understanding. 

And perhaps most importantly, Andrew discovers that being vulnerable does not make him weak. 

It might be the first genuinely strong thing he has ever done. 

Claire Standish is probably the character most likely to be misunderstood. 

Everyone sees her. 

That is the problem. 

Claire is beautiful, popular, wealthy, fashionable, and seemingly confident. She walks through school with the 
kind of visibility that many people believe they want. She is the princess because she appears to have everything. 

But being admired is not the same as being known. 

Claire has spent her life surrounded by attention, yet attention can be incredibly lonely when people are only 
interested in the surface. 

People see her appearance before they hear her voice. 

They see popularity before personality. 

They see privilege and assume that privilege cancels out pain. 

Claire's life may look like a palace, but a palace can still be a prison. 

There are expectations attached to being Claire Standish. She must look a certain way. Act a certain way. Spend 
time with the right people. Avoid embarrassing herself. Avoid associating with people who could threaten her 
social position. 

Her popularity is not simply something she enjoys. 

It is something she has to maintain. 

And maintaining an identity can be exhausting. 

Claire understands the social rules better than almost anyone else in the room. She knows what people will say. 
She knows who belongs where. She knows what is considered embarrassing. She knows that a single decision can 
become gossip, and gossip can become reputation. 



That is why her connection with the others is so difficult. 

Claire is not only fighting against her own assumptions about them. She is fighting against the entire world 
waiting outside the school doors. 

When detention ends, the hallways will still exist. 

Her friends will still have opinions. 

Her social status will still have rules. 

And Claire knows that. 

There is something heartbreaking about realizing that sometimes people remain trapped not because they do 
not want to escape, but because they are afraid of what freedom will cost them. 

Claire's greatest conflict is the conflict between who she is privately and who she is publicly allowed to be. 

Privately, she can laugh with these people. 

She can listen to them. 

She can be hurt. 

She can be vulnerable. 

She can recognize herself in people she once believed were completely different from her. 

But publicly? 

Publicly, she is Claire Standish. 

The princess. 

And a princess is expected to stay inside the castle. 

Claire represents the invisible burden of image. She shows how easy it is to envy someone without 
understanding what their life actually feels like. People may believe that being popular means being free, but 
popularity often creates its own set of chains. 

Everyone is watching you. 

Everyone expects something. 



And eventually, you may begin wondering whether anyone would still like you if you stopped being who they 
wanted. 

Claire's journey is not about discovering that she is secretly miserable or pretending that her privilege does not 
exist. It is more complicated than that. 

It is about recognizing that pain is not a competition. 

Someone else's struggles do not become meaningless because another person has advantages. 

Claire can be privileged and lonely. 

She can be popular and insecure. 

She can be admired and misunderstood. 

She can be a princess and still be a person. 

Perhaps that is what she learns in detention. 

For one day, she does not have to sit at the correct lunch table. 

She does not have to impress anyone. 

She does not have to be perfect. 

For one day, she can take off the crown. 

And underneath it is not a princess. 

It is Claire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Allison Reynolds is the most mysterious person in the room. 

She enters almost like a shadow. 

She does not immediately explain herself. She does not fight for attention in the same way the others do. She 
watches. She listens. She moves through the room with the strange freedom of someone who has already 
accepted that people will misunderstand her. 

Allison is called the basket case. 

But that label says more about the people judging her than it does about Allison herself. 

Because Allison understands something the others are only beginning to discover: if people have already decided 
who you are, sometimes there is no point in correcting them. 

So she becomes strange. 

Or perhaps she allows herself to appear strange. 

She tells stories that may or may not be true. She says things that make people uncomfortable. She behaves 
unpredictably. She turns herself into a mystery because mystery gives her control. 

If people are going to stare at her anyway, why not give them something to stare at? 

Allison's loneliness is perhaps the quietest loneliness in the film. 

Brian fears failure. 

Andrew fears weakness. 

Claire fears losing her image. 

John fears being powerless. 



But Allison seems to fear something even more fundamental: 

Being completely forgotten. 

There is a difference between being alone and being invisible. 

Being alone means there is no one around. 

Being invisible means there are people everywhere, and none of them notice you. 

Allison knows what it feels like to disappear in plain sight. 

That is why her behavior can feel theatrical. She creates moments because moments force people to look at her. 
She exaggerates because exaggeration is better than silence. She shocks people because even negative attention 
can sometimes feel preferable to being ignored. 

But underneath the oddness is someone deeply observant. 

Allison sees people. 

She notices their weaknesses. 

She understands when someone is pretending. 

Perhaps that is why she is able to exist outside the usual social structure. She has not invested in becoming one of 
its success stories. She is already on the outside, and from the outside, she can see how ridiculous some of the 
rules are. 

The popular people pretend they are secure. 

The athletes pretend they are invincible. 

The smart students pretend they are fine. 

The rebels pretend they do not care. 

Allison simply refuses to pretend in the same way. 

She is strange, yes. 

But maybe strange is just what normal people call honesty when they do not understand it. 

There is something deeply poetic about Allison because she reminds us that people who appear the most 
unusual are often the people who have stopped trying to make everyone else comfortable. 



And yet Allison still wants to belong. 

That is the contradiction. 

She acts like she does not care what anyone thinks, but underneath that performance is a human desire shared by 
everyone in the room: the desire to be chosen. 

To be noticed. 

To have someone look at you and say, I see you. 

Not your reputation. 

Not your appearance. 

Not the story everyone tells about you. 

You. 

Allison's transformation is therefore one of the most complicated moments in the story. It raises a question that 
the film itself almost seems afraid to answer: 

Why do people become more interested in someone when that person begins to look more familiar? 

Would Allison have been accepted exactly as she was? 

Or did she have to become more recognizable before the others knew how to see her? 

That question stays with the audience because it is uncomfortable. 

How often do we say we value individuality while rewarding people who learn how to fit in? 

How often do we claim to love authenticity but become uncomfortable when authenticity is messy? 

Allison reminds us that sometimes the people we call weird are simply refusing to follow a script everyone else 
has memorized. 

And maybe being strange is not the same thing as being lost. 

Maybe sometimes, the strangest person in the room is the one who understands the room best. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

John Bender walks into detention carrying his reputation like a weapon. 

He is loud. 

Defiant. 

Sarcastic. 

Cruel when he needs to be. 

He pushes people before they can push him. He insults them before they can insult him. He turns every 
conversation into a battle because battle is familiar territory. 

John is called the criminal. 

But the word is too simple. 

It reduces him to his behavior without asking where the behavior came from. 

And that is the mistake almost everyone makes with John. 

They see the anger and do not ask about the pain underneath it. 

They see the disrespect and do not ask why respect has become so difficult for him. 

They see the troublemaker and never consider that sometimes a person learns to survive by becoming exactly 
what the world expects them to be. 

John's rebellion is not random. 

It is armor. 

Humor is armor. 

Sarcasm is armor. 

Anger is armor. 



Cruelty is armor. 

If John can make everyone laugh, then maybe no one will notice when he is hurting. 

If John can scare people, then maybe no one will realize how powerless he sometimes feels. 

If he can become the person nobody wants to mess with, then perhaps nobody will discover how much he 
actually wants to be treated with kindness. 

John is the character who most aggressively insists that he does not care. 

Which is usually how you know someone cares deeply. 

Indifference does not need to announce itself. 

People who truly do not care simply walk away. 

John stays. 

He argues. 

He provokes. 

He returns. 

He keeps testing the people around him. 

Because beneath every insult is almost a question: 

Are you going to leave too? 

John has learned not to trust authority. Adults do not automatically represent safety in his world. Authority can 
mean humiliation. Punishment. Power being used against someone who does not have enough power to fight 
back. 

So John fights. 

Even when fighting makes things worse. 

Especially when fighting makes things worse. 

Because surrendering feels more dangerous. 



There is a tragic intelligence to John. He understands people quickly. He can find their weaknesses almost 
immediately. He knows exactly what to say to make someone angry because he has spent years learning how 
human beings work. 

But that intelligence has become destructive. 

He uses insight as a weapon instead of a bridge. 

And yet throughout the film, pieces of another John begin to appear. 

A funny John. 

A vulnerable John. 

A lonely John. 

A John who does not want to be treated like a project, a criminal, or a stereotype. 

A John who wants someone to see him and decide that he is worth staying for. 

That is why his connection with Claire is so important. 

It is not simply about opposites attracting. 

It is about recognition. 

John represents everything Claire has been taught to avoid. Claire represents everything John assumes will reject 
him. They should not understand one another. 

And yet they do. 

For a moment, the walls come down. 

The criminal and the princess stop being symbols. 

They become two teenagers who are tired of being alone. 

But John's greatest tragedy is that he understands something the others may not fully realize yet: 

One day of honesty does not automatically erase a lifetime of labels. 

When Monday comes, he will still be John Bender. 

Teachers will still recognize his name. 



Students will still have expectations. 

His home will still be his home. 

The world will still be waiting to place him back inside the box he temporarily escaped. 

And yet something has changed. 

Not necessarily the world. 

But the possibility of another world. 

John has been seen as something other than a criminal. 

And once you have been seen, it becomes harder to completely believe that you are only what people call you. 

Maybe that is why John walks away at the end with his fist raised. 

It is rebellion, yes. 

But perhaps it is also survival. 

A declaration. 

A refusal. 

A final message to a world that has already decided who he is. 

You can call him whatever you want. 

But now, at least five people know there is more to the story. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The genius of The Breakfast Club is that none of these characters completely escape their labels. 

That would be too easy. 

Brian does not suddenly stop being intelligent. 

Andrew does not stop being an athlete. 

Claire does not stop being popular. 

Allison does not become ordinary. 

John does not suddenly become obedient. 

The film is not saying that labels are completely false. 

The problem is not that Brian is smart. 

The problem is believing he is only smart. 

The problem is not that Andrew is an athlete. 

The problem is believing strength is all he has to offer. 

The problem is not that Claire is popular. 

The problem is believing popularity tells us everything about her. 

The problem is not that Allison is strange. 

The problem is assuming strange means broken. 

The problem is not that John gets into trouble. 

The problem is deciding that his worst behavior is the only story worth telling about him. 

Human beings are too complicated for one-word definitions. 

And yet we love one-word definitions. 



They make life easier. 

Nerd. 

Jock. 

Princess. 

Freak. 

Criminal. 

We can look at someone for five seconds and decide who they are. We can build entire stories about people 
without ever speaking to them. We can mistake appearance for personality and reputation for truth. 

But The Breakfast Club asks us to imagine what would happen if we actually listened. 

Not politely. 

Not while waiting for our turn to speak. 

Actually listened. 

What if the person everyone calls annoying is scared? 

What if the person everyone calls arrogant is lonely? 

What if the person everyone calls weird is simply tired of pretending? 

What if the person everyone calls perfect is exhausted? 

What if the person everyone calls bad has never been given much of a chance to become anything else? 

The five students enter detention believing they have nothing in common. 

By the end, they discover that their differences are real, but so are the things they share. 

They all feel pressure. 

They all want approval. 

They all fear rejection. 

They all have people who misunderstand them. 



They all have moments when they feel trapped inside identities they did not completely choose. 

And perhaps that is what it means to grow up. 

At some point, everyone has to ask: 

Who am I when nobody tells me who I am supposed to be? 

That is the question left hanging at the end of The Breakfast Club. 

The students do not solve their lives in one Saturday. 

Their families do not suddenly become perfect. 

Their insecurities do not disappear. 

The school does not transform. 

Monday is still coming. 

And maybe that is why the ending feels both hopeful and sad. 

Because the characters have discovered something beautiful, but beautiful discoveries do not automatically 
survive the world outside the library. 

When the doors open, they will have to return to their separate lives. 

The brain will return to being expected to succeed. 

The athlete will return to being expected to win. 

The princess will return to being expected to maintain her image. 

The basket case will return to being expected to remain on the outside. 

The criminal will return to being expected to cause trouble. 

But now there is a crack in the labels. 

A small one. 

And sometimes a crack is enough. 

Because once you understand that someone is more complicated than the story you were told about them, you 
can never entirely go back to believing the simple version. 



Brian, Andrew, Claire, Allison, and John begin the day as strangers because society has taught them to see 
categories before people. 

They end the day with a different understanding. 

They are still different. 

But they are no longer strangers. 

And perhaps that is the most important thing The Breakfast Club has to say. 

We spend so much of our lives trying to become someone. 

Someone successful. 

Someone beautiful. 

Someone strong. 

Someone interesting. 

Someone accepted. 

Someone worthy. 

And all the while, we are surrounded by other people doing exactly the same thing. 

Maybe the quiet kid is fighting a battle you cannot see. 

Maybe the popular girl wishes someone would ask how she is actually doing. 

Maybe the athlete is terrified of disappointing everyone. 

Maybe the rebel is desperate for someone to care. 

Maybe the strange person in the corner understands loneliness better than anyone else. 

Maybe we are all, in one way or another, standing in that library. 

Waiting. 

Watching. 

Pretending. 



Hoping someone will look past the name, the reputation, the clothes, the mistakes, the rumors, the expectations, 
and the label. 

Hoping someone will ask the question that matters. 

Not: 

Who are you supposed to be? 

But: 

Who are you, really? 

And maybe the answer will never fit inside one word. 

Maybe it is not supposed to. 

Because a brain can be afraid. 

An athlete can be fragile. 

A princess can be lonely. 

A basket case can be wise. 

A criminal can have a heart. 

And behind every label is a person who is infinitely more complicated than the world is willing to admit. 

That is who the Breakfast Club really is. 

Not five stereotypes. 

Not five labels. 

Not five people who magically fixed each other in a single Saturday. 

They are five human beings who, for a few hours, were brave enough to stop performing. 

And perhaps that is why we remember them. 

Because somewhere inside Brian's fear, Andrew's pressure, Claire's loneliness, Allison's invisibility, and John's 
anger, we recognize something of ourselves. 

The truth is that we have all been labeled. 



And the truth is that we have all labeled someone else. 

Maybe growing up is learning how to stop. 

Maybe maturity is realizing that the person you thought you understood has an entire universe inside them that 
you have never seen. 

Maybe the people sitting beside us are carrying stories we could never guess. 

And maybe, if we listened long enough, the brain, the athlete, the princess, the basket case, and the criminal 
would disappear. 

And all that would be left— 

would be people. 

Now, don’t you forget about this. 
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