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Houseboy: The Time We Were on Trial
By Daniel Kreiner
VOICE OVER: Coming up tonight is the season finale of “Doctors,” but first the season finale of “Houseboy.”  Is that show still on the air?

Teaser:
JEANNINE WHITTEN, pretty, smart, and authoritative to others lies, stomach down, on the floor surrounded by photo albums.  As she looks through them, she runs through an entire gamut of emotions: laughter, sadness, heartbreak, etc.  After a few moments, BARRY MORTON, geeky, but with a confidence built through being among the sorority sisters for two years, walks in and stands over her.  She ignores him.  He watches her look through the books, and then breaks into a horrifyingly bad rendition of “Memories.”  Jeannine stops looking at the photo albums and looks up at him.
JEANNINE:
I can help you hit those higher notes, Houseboy.

Barry stops singing.  He places his hands over his crotch.  He slowly backs away.
BARRY:
Just came to tell you it was time to go. 

Uncomfortable silence as she stares at him while he stands to the side, still holding his crotch.
BARRY:
It’s-it’s time to go.

JEANNINE:
Go get the others and head over.

BARRY:
As you wish.

JEANNINE:
Cut that out!

BARRY:
Yes, dear.

Jeannine growls at him.  He bows and leaves.  She looks at the books on the floor.  She sings a couple of verses of “Memories.”

JEANNINE:
Dammit!  Now that’s in my head!  Damn Houseboy!

She takes a deep breath and walks towards stage right.  A light bathes her from offstage.

BALIFF:
The case of Tallville University vs. Sigma Kappa Pi sorority is now in session.

Jeannine exits.  Darkness.
End teaser.  Credits.
ACT ONE

The lights come on with chairs to the stage right where the cast sits.  Stage left has three people:  Judge ANDY CHARLES, a kind-looking man wearing the judge’s robes and looks entirely in charge.  BETHANY DuBOIS, a pretty, but not gorgeous young woman standing ramrod straight and carrying herself like a woman very sure of herself.  I like the idea of Bethany in a business suit with a D PHI E pin or sign.  The third arrives as we open.  Jeannine walks over to her place as the defense attorney.  Sitting in the audience is Barry, and three of Jeannine’s sorority sisters: CHLOE ABERNATHY, who is mousier than Jeannine, which isn’t saying much since most girls are, but Chloe is very pretty and graceful, MONICA GRABKOWSKI, the beauty queen of the group, TARA KENNEDY, her friend and confidant, a little more butch than the very feminine Monica, but that’s because she’s got a temper and fights a lot.

ANDY:
My name is Andy Charles.  I am head of the social science department, and I will be presiding over this case.  I want it on the record that I have not now, nor at any time been affiliated with any Greek organization.  I have no rooting interest in this case and I am here to make sure this situation is dealt with in the fairest way possible.  Now, which of you is the guilty party?
He chuckles to himself, but sees the blank looks from the two women.
ANDY:
That was a joke.  Though it would have been funny if somebody had actually answered.

Barry laughs loud.  The others stare at him.

BARRY:
What?  We need all the help we can get.  I’m buttering him up.

No one says a word and Barry looks sheepish.

ANDY:
Who is the prosecution?

BETHANY:
Bethany DuBois.  Delta Phi Epsilon.
ANDY:
Who is the defense?

JEANNINE:
Jeannine Whitten. Sigma Kappa Pi.

ANDY:
A little conflict of interest?  Aren’t you practically representing yourself?

JEANNINE:
I’m the only pre-law in the house.  After talking with some of the other pre-laws, I found I was the best candidate for the job.

Stage right by the cast, a succession of anyone we can get for multi-little roles.  We will need to use lights for focus.
PRE-LAW 1: That case?  No chance!

PRE-LAW 2: Wait, they’re actually bothering with a trial?
PRE-LAW 3: Bwa-ha-ha-ha!  Oh, you’re serious?

PRE-LAW 4: Sure.  If you show me your…boobies.

PRE-LAW 5: Stand up in front of people?  I, um, I don’t 
 think so.  I’m tax law.

PRE-LAW 6: I’ll give it a whirl, but I’ll need at least a  

           keg stand before I start.

Back to the trial.

ANDY:
If you say so.  It’s highly irregular.
JEANNINE:
I understand.  But I am still taking the case. In fact, I’m using it for credit with the law firm of Gottfried Taylor and Krombach.
ANDY:
Let the record show that I offered Ms. Whitten a chance to recuse herself from the defense.  I could have had someone assigned.  I think it would have been fun to watch the color slowly drain out of someone who fancied themselves the next Clarence Darrow.  Why, with such lovely clients, I’m sure some cocksure fella would have given a shot at it so you’d all be indebted to him.

PRE-LAW 4: Sure.  If you show me your…boobies.

JEANNINE:
No, that’s OK.

During the discussion, the lights focus on Barry and Chloe, uncomfortable with each other.  She looks around to see if someone, anyone will switch with her, while Barry plays the drums on his knees.

BARRY:
I feel bad.

CHLOE:
Not your fault.

BARRY:
Still feel bad.

CHLOE:
Jeannine made you the houseboy offer.  It’s not your fault you wrote about it on your computer so some clown could hack into it, find your diary and blow the whistle.

BARRY:
I, um, I meant us.  Totally forgot the other stuff.  Now I feel better.

CHLOE:
Good.

BARRY:
Chloe, what did I do?

CHLOE:
You went out with me.  That should have told you that you must be a jerk, because that’s all I go out with.  Just dating me was a sign that, at some point, you’d screw me over.
Beat.
BARRY:
Crazypersonsayswhat?

CHLOE:
What?!?

BARRY:
Just checking.
The focus goes back to Jeannine.
ANDY:
Ms. Whitten, are you aware of the charges that are being brought before this court?
JEANNINE:
Yes, your honor.

ANDY:
The Sigma Kappa Pi sorority is charged with violating their charter by having a man live in their house.  They are further charged with hazing, on the grounds that the young man was cleaning the house, tutoring the girls, and other chores without receiving tangible reward.  In the eyes of the university, this is considered making him commit demeaning acts so he can be with your company.

JEANNINE:
I object to the term demeaning.

ANDY:
Cleaning toilets?  Gutters?  How many times was he thrown up on?
Barry stands.
BARRY:
What?  That’s what friends do!

ANDY:
Sit down or I’ll hold you in contempt.

BARRY:
But I’m the houseboy.

ANDY:
You are in the audience.  I am the judge.  I outrank you.

BARRY:
But-

ANDY:
Sit.  Or I’ll make you clean my toilets.

Barry sits down.
ANDY:
Where was I?

JEANNINE:
Violation of charter.  Hazing.  
ANDY:
Fraud, since it is a University rule that we know who is living off-campus and where, you set up a false address for this…houseboy for the year while he lived in your house, while you reported that there was an, oh for pete’s sake, “Amanda Huginkiss” living in the house.

Chloe stands.
CHLOE:
That was my fault.  I set that up.

ANDY:
I see.  Are you in the sorority?

CHLOE:
Yes.

ANDY:
I should charge you for being stupid.  I mean really.  However, your idiocy is offset by the faculty falling for such a stupid name.  Now sit down.
Chloe sits.
BARRY:
“Amanda Huginkiss?”

CHLOE:
Oh shut up.  
The focus goes back to Jeannine.
ANDY:
How do you plead?

JEANNINE:
Not guilty.

ANDY:
Really?  Okay then.  If you are found guilty, then the Sigma Kappa Pi sorority will have their charter at Tallville University revoked.  All of your memberships would be revoked.  Any seniors in the house?  Forget graduating this year.  Suspensions will be handed out.  We may even be talking expulsion for some.  So, what do you think?
Sound Effect:  CLUNK.  

A man in a hardhat strolls in and walks to the front of the courtroom.  He looks Jeannine up and down.  He bends down and picks up a brick.

HARDHAT:
Hey, now we can finish the new English Department building.  Thanks lady.

He leaves.

JEANNINE:
I think I need a recess.

ANDY:
I dare say so.

Scene two: The girls and Barry gather around in the pews.  Jeannine talks on her cell phone.  Tara and Monica stand next to each other, but Monica stands warily.  Chloe fidgets with her clothes.  
JEANNINE: Uh huh.  No, everything should be fine.  Yes, I’ll keep in touch.  Thanks. (hangs up)  Sorry.

TARA:
So how boned are we?
JEANNINE:
We’re not boned.

MONICA:
So you’re confident.
JEANNINE:
I said we’re not boned.  Do I look drunk?

TARA:
You look boned.
BARRY:
And not in the good way.

Tara smacks Barry.

JEANNINE:
You were at the meeting when we decided to bring him in.

BARRY:
Standing right here.  Ow.
MONICA:
And I asked if you knew what you were doing.

JEANNINE:
I knew what I was doing.  I still do.

MONICA:
God!  At least you could have brought in a football player or something.  We’re gonna get kicked out for a geek!
BARRY:
Still here.

JEANNINE:
And that geek helped you though your electives.

MONICA:
There are smart hotties out there!

BARRY:
I give up.

CHLOE:
Stop it!  Look, we can’t lose this case.  I can’t be tossed out.  My mother and sister were Sigma Pis.  My grandmother was a Sigma Pi.  My aunt was a Sigma Pi-

TARA:  
I get it.  I love the sisterhood as much as you, but I’m not gonna cry about it.

MONICA:
Try not to punch anyone after we lose.

TARA:
Don’t start.

MONICA:
How’s your boyfriend’s frat?
TARA:
Now?  You want to do this now?

BARRY:
They’re coming back.

Everyone gets back to their seats. Monica and Tara split.  Chloe looks to sit anywhere but near Barry, but they sit together behind Jeannine.  Chloe puts a hand on Jeannine’s shoulder as Bethany strolls by and smiles knowingly at them all.  Judge Andy takes his place.

ANDY:
And now we will have some thrilling opening statements.  Ms. DuBois, the floor is yours.

Bethany stands and looks around the room at everyone.  She walks into the open area in front of the judge and walks as an actor on a stage.

BETHANY:
Honor.  Integrity.  Rules.  These are things we associate with the sorority lifestyle.  We expect the girls in every house to follow a code of honor that has been drawn up by their respective sorority.  Some…have a more…ethical honor code than others.  But every sisterhood has a set of commandments that the girls are expected to follow so that the sorority shall be seen in, if not the best light possible, than at least as they wish to be seen.  Be it smart, sassy, sexy or what have you (with a look towards Jeannine) slutty.  But bound in this code of honor is a heart of integrity.  Now I don’t know what value system Sigma Kappa Pi uses.  As a D Phi E, I am not privy to their rule book.  I know our rule book.  And I know our rule book matches the rules for Tallville University.  And I do not believe the rule book says anything about allowing boys to live in the sorority house.  What’s more, I REALLY don’t recall anywhere in the rule book saying ANYthing about slavery.  I mean. For a near year, you had this boy doing the dishes, the cooking, the cleaning, and lord knows what else.  That does not say honor to me: exploiting an innocent geek for free housework.  That does not say integrity to me: hiding his living with you girls for a year.  So if you are not living with honor, or integrity, but in sin with this…this innocent flower of manhood.  Then you, therefore, are not living the sorority lifestyle and should not, in the eyes of this fine institution, be considered a sorority.  Thank you.
She briefly curtsies towards the judge and walks back to her seat, flush with excitement.  
ANDY:
Thank you Ms. DuBois.

BARRY:
Flower of manhood?

MONICA:
I think she was insulting us.

CHLOE:
Yeah she was.

TARA:
She’s got a big ass.

ANDY:
Ms. Whitten?
Jeannine stands up and straightens her skirt before walking in front of the court.
JEANNINE:
Ladies and gentlemen, there’s already been a lot of talk about honor, integrity, and following the rules.  A LOT of talk.  Rules are very important.  If society had no rules, then we would have anarchy.  With anarchy, why, I could just walk up to my colleague here (she walks up to Bethany and stands over her) and just, I don’t know, punch her dead in the face.  Then she’ll bleed and try to kick me or pull my hair or some other lame attempt to fight back.  There are rules against walking up to someone and attacking them.  The laws on assault are so specific that even touching someone in a menacing fashion, and please note, that this is for purposes of showing an example, like poking (she pokes Bethany. Then pokes her again just for fun) would be considered assault.  Low grade, yet per the law, I would be assaulting her.  That is how rules protect. 
She walks back to her previous spot, looking back briefly with a threatening face before composing herself.  
JEANNINE:
When looking at trust law, for instance, a surrogate’s court decides intent when a trustee makes a discretionary payment or an investment plan that, in the end, may have caused a remainderperson to get less from their trust.  The court must decide whether the trustee was lax in their responsibility or acting in good faith and it backfired.  And that is what we must determine here.  Was a rule broken?  Was our intent harmful?  Or were we acting in good faith?  Thank you.

Jeannine stiffly walks back to her seat.  Before she sits, she comes back and briefly and stiffly curtsies before going back to her seat.
BARRY:
Is it too late to try flashing your breasts?

JEANNINE:
Go away or I will wilt your flower of manhood.
BARRY:
As you wish.

JEANNINE:
I told you to knock that crap off.

BARRY:
Yes dear.
ANDY:
That was very nice Ms. Whitten.  Very law school.  Ms. DuBois, kindly call your first witness.
BETHANY:
Thank you your honor.  First, I intend to show-

ANDY:
Call the witness please.  Show, don’t tell.

BETHANY:
I call Kyle Garner.  Head of the Sig Nu house last year.  The best house on campus.
ANDY:
Give me an aneurysm right now.
Kyle walks towards the witness stand with a confident gait.  He looks like you’d want to smack him.  Don’t feel bad.  Most people do.  Barry and Chloe eat popcorn.

KYLE:
My my, look at all the lovely ladies.

BETHANY:
As head of the best frat house on campus, can you let me know your thoughts on the accused?
JEANNINE:
I object.  I thought a court of law delved into facts?

Kyle looks at her, confused.

JEANNINE:
Why should the court care about his thoughts?

BARRY:
What few exist.

BETHANY:
As head of the best house on campus, Kyle is able to give an expert view on how the greek society views your unnatural relationship with your nerd.

JEANNINE:
Your honor?

ANDY:
It’s this or soaps.  I’ll allow it.
KYLE:
You got it, boss.  See when we saw all these hotties hanging with the nerd in the stands over there, we thought, at first, that he had a hose or something in his pants.  But they didn’t seem to, you know, want him.  Like, want him.
BARRY:
Hey, thanks for pointing that out.

CHLOE:
I wanted you.

BARRY:
What?

CHLOE:
You had your chance.  Now I’m off men.

KYLE:
See, there’s a certain hierarchy to how sorority girls should be seen.  May I explain?

JEANNINE:
It’s this or soaps?

ANDY:
In one.
KYLE:
Thanks, man!

The judge growls at him and brandishes his gavel.
Scene three.  As Kyle begins to his boring diatribe on how only fraternity boys should be with sorority girls, or any girls for that matter, the lights go down and a light shines on Monica and Tara.  Kyle’s gassing on can be ad libbed in the background, but Monica and Tara have the light and the left side of the stage.  Throughout, they circle each other, their body language telling the story of their relationship.  I’m going to lean on the actresses for this with some exceptions, and I’m sure my trust is well-placed.
MONICA:
I hope we lose.
TARA:
Can’t believe you’d punk out on us like this!

MONICA:
I’m not punking out.  I love being in the sorority, but maybe we deserve this.  Maybe this is the price of our arrogance.

TARA:
Doesn’t sound like you, Monica.

MONICA:
Think about it.  Why did we do this?  To prove we could take some nerd and make him cool?  When did we become a crappy teen movie?

TARA:
We needed him as much as he needed us.  Remember what we were like before he came?

MONICA:
We partied.  A lot.

TARA:
We partied after, but with better grades.  Without coming home to sheets that smell like soup.  And we partied together.

MONICA:
I’m not dumb, Tara.

TARA:
I know.

MONICA:
Are you dating Kevin?

Tara snaps into silence.  Monica looks at her, Tara withering for long seconds.  Her answer is barely audible.
TARA:
Yup.

MONICA:
I’m sorry?  I didn’t hear.

TARA:
Yes.

MONICA:
Are you?

TARA:
Yes!  Before I joined the Kaps I was just that girl on the floor who acted like one of the boys to get a boy.  Then I was the sorority scrapper.  Remember when I kicked that Mu around when she looked cross-eyes at us and Chloe in the quad?

MONICA:
Yeah.  I think you knocked a tooth out.

TARA:
She sat on me.  Big bitch.  And I felt like I belonged.  But you always had a date.  Chloe always had a date, even if they were jerks.
MONICA:
Except Barry.

TARA:
Yeah.

MONICA:
I don’t regret bringing him in.  I hope we lose.

TARA:
He was the first boy who thought I was pretty.  Gave me confidence.  Y’know he and I went shopping all the time?  Hated every second, but did it anyway.  Told me what other guys were like when he waited for me, so I knew what to expect when I got a boyfriend.
MONICA:
Who’s frat brother – who –
Monica can’t get the word out.  Tara wilts.
TARA:
That was Nathan.
MONICA:
He lives there.  The Omegas backed Nathan and protected him though I outright accused him.  And Kevin is an Omega.
TARA:
Kevin -

MONICA:
They got him off the hook!

TARA:
That wasn’t Kevin.  Hated every minute of that.  Almost quit.

MONICA:
Didn’t.

TARA:
Said his dad wouldn’t let him.  Said…said that it didn’t matter what some…some…

MONICA:
Say it.

TARA:
…bimbo said.

MONICA:
Bimbo?

TARA:
Yeah.

MONICA:
People still say that?

TARA:
Guess so.  Told Kevin not to let that take him out of one of the best things to happen to him.

MONICA:
One of the best things?
TARA:
Said I was one of them, too.

MONICA:
You know what his frat brother did to me, Tara!  Jeannine said that tarred the whole frat and that no one was to be with them!  What part of that meant sneak off and be with someone who was in the frat that did this to me!
TARA:
I love him.

MONICA:
You were my best friend you stupid –

TARA:
I love you, too.

MONICA:
Stupid bitch.  You pick which one gets emphasis.

TARA:
Sorry.
MONICA:
You snuck off to see this guy!  He makes you happy!  I am your best friend and you don’t even tell me.  How the hell do you think that makes me feel?  Knowing that you thought this was more important than me.
TARA:
(Beat) I’m confused.
MONICA:
I was your best friend, you stupid bitch!  If you had told me, I would have, eventually, maybe understood.  Maybe I could have come to terms with- uch!  So goddamn selfish! I don’t care that you snuck around Jeannine to go to the house.  I mean, screw Jeannine!  She wasn’t in charge!  I don’t care if you break HER damn rules.  You couldn’t tell me, but you shared it with Barry.

TARA:
He keeps all our secrets.

MONICA:
Well, maybe I could have kept your secret too?  Ever think of that?  Your best friend.  And you couldn’t trust me with your happiness.
TARA:
Sorry.  Didn’t want you to - I didn’t want to-to hurt you.  I-

Tara holds her hand out to Monica, but she looks at it and turns away.
MONICA:
I hope we lose.  Because then there’s no more sorority and I don’t have to call you, or think of you as, my sister.

Monica walks away from a crestfallen Tara.  Tara balls her fists and grits her teeth, as if holding in an explosion.  Her body tight, she walks offstage.  The court lights come back up.  
Scene four.  Judge Andy and most of the crowd look bored.  Kyle continues, oblivious to those around him.  Bethany smiles at Jeannine.
KYLE:
And that’s how this is supposed to work.

BETHANY:
Thank you.  Let the record show that, if I may sum up, the relationship between the accused and Mr. Morton is not the normal course for a sorority.
ANDY:
He couldn’t have said that?  Instead we got that brain numbing commentary!  

KYLE:
Happy to be of service.

ANDY:
Please get out of my court.
JEANNINE:
Don’t I get to cross examine?

ANDY:
I’ve suffered enough.

JEANNINE:
But your honor- !

Judge Andy growls.  Jeannine steps back.

JEANNINE:
Um, no questions.

ANDY:
Thank you.
KYLE:
So I’m excused?

ANDY:
Get lost (He raises his gavel menacingly until Kyle goes away).  I’m going to call recess so I can shove my brain back into place.

He smacks down his gavel and walks off stage.  Barry follows him.  Tara walks towards Monica, but Monica turns from her.  Tara slowly walks to the other side.  No one goes to her.  Chloe joins Jeannine and Monica, though she looks around for Barry.
MONICA:
So, who’re our witnesses?

JEANNINE:
There’s Barry.

CHLOE:
Where?

JEANNINE:
No.  I mean he could be a witness.

CHLOE:
He could at least leave a note.

TARA:
You should be prepared for Bethany to call him.

CHLOE:
What?!?
MONICA:
I hate to agree with Sneaky McBitch-
JEANNINE:
As a witness. Girl, what are you on?

TARA:
What did you call me?
MONICA:
That’s right.  I went there.

JEANNINE:
Girls.  Focus.

CHLOE:
That’s not fair Monica.  Tara’s not Sneaky McBitch.

TARA:
Thanks.

CHLOE:
She’s not sneaky or Scottish.

TARA:
Like the two of you didn’t keep things from me.

MONICA:
Like what?

JEANNINE:
Girls!  More pressing issues here!

TARA:
My mother.
MONICA:
Oh yeah.

CHLOE:
Like you’re perfect.  Where were the two of you while I was undermined by our lawyer over here while trying to run the house all year?

TARA:
Poor Chloe.

MONICA:
You could be the perfect martyr if your mom came out and you got-

JEANNINE:
HEY!  ALL OF YOU SHUT IT OR I WILL BEAT ALL KINDS OF HELL OUT OF YOU!

TARA:
You can’t take me.

JEANNINE:
Maybe.  But I’ll get your hair.

Tara reaches for her hair instinctively.  Jeannine growls and Tara backs down.

JEANNINE: Back to the point.  Barry may get called-
MONICA:
But he knows everything.  Some things even we didn’t know (Looks towards Tara).  What if he thinks he’s helping, but instead he sinks us?

CHLOE:
He won’t.

JEANNINE:
How do you know?
CHLOE:
I just - I have faith.

Lights.
Scene five.  Barry chases after Judge Andy, who twists his finger in his ear as he walks.  The stage is either dark, with the two characters in lights, or they are in front of the curtain with full lights.
BARRY:
Hey, judge?  Your honor?  Andy?

ANDY:
I hope this is good, I gotta pee.

BARRY:
I just, um, I wanted to know, um, well…

ANDY:
Spit…it…out.

BARRY:
Can’t I just, I dunno, drop the charges?  You know, “no harm, no foul.”

ANDY:
Yeah, that’s not going to do a thing.

BARRY:
But I’m the wronged party.  (sloooow) Supposedly.

ANDY:
I don’t think you are, sunshine.

BARRY:
But-

ANDY:
Look, the case is Tallville University versus the Sigma Kappa Pi sorority.  You hear your name in any of that?
BARRY:
Bu- However-

ANDY:
No.  Tallville University versus the Sigma Kappa Pi sorority.  Look, you’re a nice kid.  I like you in a, “I don’t want to take a harpoon to you on sight,” kind of way.

BARRY:
Um, thank you?

ANDY:
I know you mean well, but understand, this isn’t about you.

BARRY:
It’s not?

ANDY:
They broke the rules of the college.  That’s the trial.  You’re an incidental.  An innocent bystander.  A macguffin.  It’s not about you.  You can’t wave a magic wand and make it rain.  Which reminds me.

The judge leaves.  Barry stands in his wake for moments, during which a long, satisfied (SFX) “aaaaahhhhhhhh” carries towards him.

BARRY:
Not about me?  But it’s always about me.  I’m the Houseboy.  How can this not be about me?
END ACT ONE.
ACT TWO

The lights come on and everyone sits except Jeannine and Bethany as Judge Andy walks in and takes his seat.  His walk jaunty, he taps the gavel and Jeannine sits.  The girls fidget.  Monica sits as far from Tara as she can, keeping Chloe in between.  All remain right behind Jeannine.
ANDY:
Okee dokee.  What’s next?

BETHANY:
I call Mark Lawrence of, oy, Delta Tau Kai.

ANDY:
Why?

BETHANY:
Excuse me?

ANDY:
Look, I had as much fun as anyone else here listening to fratboy number one drone on and on and on and on and on about the way things are supposed to work in the greek hierarchy.

BETHANY:
But my case has its base in proving the deviant nature of the defendant’s activities.  I have to establish the normal course of business.

ANDY:
Gotcha.  Fratboys get the hot girls and geeks get swirlies.  Got it.  Move on.

BETHANY:
But Mark is going to explain how the victim wanted to be with the girls so much he was willing to join the worst frat on campus for greek cred.

ANDY:
Is that what Mark was going to explain?

BETHANY:
Absolutely.

ANDY:
Done.  Put it in the minutes.  Next.

BETHANY:
What?

ANDY:
Look, I realize I am stepping beyond my bounds, but my god; can we get on with this trial?  Seriously, how many witnesses are you gonna call to show how the greek system works?
BETHANY:
I was only going to call a couple of more.

ANDY:
Couple more?

BETHANY:
One more?

ANDY:
Tell the next witness to make the point in five minutes because I could be playing golf.

BETHANY:
Then I call Missy Kingston.  Goddess of all things greek.
ANDY:
Sweet Jumping Jesus on a pogo stick.

Scene two.  As with Kyle’s boring diatribe, the lights go down and the light shines on Monica and Chloe.  In this case, one of the actresses can ad lib in the background about propriety in sororities, but Monica and Chloe have the light and the left side of the stage, where the eye will catch them more.

CHLOE:
I hate Bethany.  
MONICA:
All this to tell us how to behave properly.  Like Barry is an experiment or something.  Speaking of which, what’s with you and Barry?
CHLOE:
Not now Monica.

MONICA:
Why not?  It’s just you and me.

CHLOE:
Seriously.

MONICA:
Come on!  I have, like, no one to talk to now!

CHLOE:
I don’t wanna talk about it.  How about you?  What’s new?  Any new guys?

MONICA:
Uh, no.

Awkward silence.  Then Barry pops in.
BARRY:
Hey, can I hang with you out here?

CHLOE:
No.

BARRY:
Oh.  So, what’s the elephant in the room?

MONICA:
You are.

CHLOE:
Monica!

BARRY:
I knew these pants made me look fat!

MONICA:
Shut up!

CHLOE:
Do not go there!  Nothing makes you look fat!

MONICA:
You know why?  You’re skinny!  Now me…

CHLOE:
No.  You look great.  I’ve porked up.

MONICA:
I do look great.

BARRY:
I’ll go back in.

CHLOE:
You do that.

Barry leaves.  Two beats
MONICA:
So what split you guys?
CHLOE:
Monica!

MONICA:
Come on!  We hardly talk!

CHLOE:
I don’t want to talk about it!

MONICA:
Did you dump him because he has the hots for Jeannine?

CHLOE:
I’m not that insecure.

MONICA:
Did he lie to you?

CHLOE:
No.

MONICA:
Hit you?

CHLOE:
God no.

MONICA:
Cheat on – 

They both laugh.
MONICA:
So you dumped him because he has the hots for Jeannine!

CHLOE:
No!  I-I’m – he said – urgh!

MONICA:
Why are we dancing around like this?  We used to tell each other everything!

TARA:
Not anymore.
Tara enters, spoiling for a fight.
TARA:
Thought about what you said.  Then I thought about my mom.  Lived with my mom forever, then one night she comes to one of my hockey games and is all “Whoo!  My daughter scored a goal!  I’m totally gay!” to you.  

CHLOE:
It wasn’t like that.

MONICA:
Yeah, it pretty much was.  
TARA:
Then she added, “Don’t tell Tara.”  Like…like I’m a stranger!  I’m her goddamn daughter!
MONICA:
Well, you…you took it so well.

TARA:
I wasn’t angry my mom was gay.  I was angry that she didn’t want me to know.  I mean, she’s my mother!  Why would she want to shut me out from her happiness?
CHLOE:
I’m sorry Tara.  I didn’t mean to make you think I was deceiving you.  

MONICA:
More of a happy by-product.

CHLOE:
Not helping!

TARA:
Maybe we would be better off losing.

Tara walks off.
CHLOE:
Thanks for the help.
MONICA:
Don’t mention it.  So you broke up with Barry because he had the hots for Jeannine, huh?
CHLOE:
I’m not talking to you anymore.

Chloe leaves.

MONICA:
Where will I get my gossip?

Scene three.  Judge Andy and the crowd look bored.  Matches smolder in front of him.  Bethany waves goodbye cheerfully as Jeannine looks crestfallen.
BETHANY:
Thank you again your greatness!

JEANNINE:
I can’t believe she openly scolded me.

BARRY
I wish she didn’t keep referring to me as “the nerd in question.”

ANDY:
Did that finally end?  I was trying to light myself on fire to end the pain, but I couldn’t get the damn matches to light!  Recess.

As the room empties, Jeannine goes to her girls.  Tara stands away from the others.  Chloe and Monica look out a window.  Monica and Tara stand on opposite ends.  Jeannine wipes at her eyes.  Barry goes to comfort her, but Chloe shoots Barry a dirty look and he stops in his tracks.  
JEANNINE:
This sucks.  Every time I asked a question she scolded me more.  We’re getting nowhere.
BARRY:
This is ridiculous. You guys did nothing wrong.

JEANNINE:
Barry…

BARRY:
What?  This is-

JEANNINE:
This is not about you!  Ok?  You have nothing to do with what we are actually being charged with.  You’re just…

BARRY:
The nerd in question?

JEANNINE:
Barry.  Oh sweetie, please don’t make me go through this with you.

CHLOE:
Sweetie?

BARRY:
Forget it.  I’m going to the little nerds’ room.

Barry turns and sulks towards the other side of the stage.  Monica follows, as does Tara.  Chloe follows as well after a moment.
MONICA:
Barry, don’t feel bad.

TARA:
Yeah, this is tough on all of us.

MONICA:
Oh no, bitchycakes, you can just go in the other direction to your Omega boyfriend.

TARA:
Barry’s my friend too.  Go find out some gossip and keep it from me.  Maybe my dad stars in porn.
MONICA:
What-ever.  Though that could happen.
Tara balls her fists and fights the explosion again, pushing it back down.
TARA:
Monica –

CHLOE:
Hey, if anyone is gonna try to comfort Barry, it’ll be me.

MONICA:
Why, so you can dump him again?

TARA:
Yeah!  He didn’t even do anything.  That we know about.

BARRY:
You know -

MONICA:
Don’t take my side!

TARA:
It’s also my side!

CHLOE:
I totally had a reason to dump him!

BARRY:
Yeah, I’m going to go bang my head against the wall!  Who wants to watch?

Barry walks offstage.  Chloe, Tara, and Monica look at each other in anger.
MONICA:
Way to go.
TARA:
Shut up!
CHLOE:
You shut up!
JEANNINE:
ALL OF YOU SHUT UP!  Can we focus?  I’m getting killed here!  The judge is letting the prosecution walk all over me.  The witnesses are making us look like jerks.  And you guys are outside arguing about stupid life crap!  Our future is at stake!  Ours!  And any other girl we put in this sorority over the last two years.  And where are the other girls in house?  From this year?  Last year?  Where’s MY big?  Huh?  She graduated last year and I asked her, no, begged her to be a witness in my defense.  You know what she said?  “Sink or swim, baby.  Either you did right or wrong.  You don’t need me to help you with that.”  I’ve got two best friends ready to kill each other.  My little is nursing a broken heart she gave herself.  I’ve got you all carping at each other and I’M ALL ALONE IN THIS!  Hey, how about a little help, instead of all of you yelling at each other and distracting me when I’m supposed to be trying to win this.  How about making me want to?  Go away if you’re not gonna be supportive.
After two beats Monica, Tara, and Chloe walk off.  Jeannine stares hard at them as they leave.  She straightens her papers, and turns to face Judge Andy.

ANDY:
That was…impressive.  We could use that in court instead of listening to diatribe after diatribe about proper and right.
JEANNINE:
You let that woman avoid my questions by scolding me on the stand.
ANDY:
Two words, hostile witness.  You have to put some fight in this.
The judge holds up his gavel.

ANDY:
You tell me if you intend to actually defend your case.  When we reconvene, I will ask you to call your first witness.  Otherwise, I will end this whole thing.  So, what would you like to do?

Before Jeannine can answer, Barry walks in.
JEANNINE:
What the hell are you doing here?

BARRY:
I brought someone back with me.  
Tara walks back in, unsteady and unsure.

BARRY:
Come on.  Like we talked about.

TARA:
I, um, I want you to do something for me.

JEANNINE:
What?

TARA:
Um, do I have to?

BARRY:
Come on!

TARA:
Come closer.

ANDY:
Hey, are you doing that whole “Rocky II” Adrian asks Rocky to win thing?

Barry huffs and slaps at his sides.  Tara exhales like she just got out of the most excruciating chore in history.

BARRY:
Well, not now that you ruined it!

ANDY:
It was so pathetic, though.

BARRY:
It wasn’t exactly what I was going for.

ANDY:
I tell ya, that scene gives me chills every time.

BARRY:
I know, right!

TARA:
Do I still have to, you know, continue.
BARRY:
No.  Not much point now that you’ve trampled on my vision.  Go!  Go!

He waves her offstage.  The crowd mills back in as they talk.  Tara is the last one in at “didn’tcha.”  Bethany and Jeannine have retaken their places at the last line.

ANDY:
That was…pathetic.

BARRY:
Look what I have to work with!
ANDY:
You are a special little guy.  You wore helmet when you were young, didn’tcha?

JEANNINE:
Your honor?

ANDY:
Yeah?

JEANNINE:
I would like to call my first witness.

END ACT TWO

ACT THREE

The lights come back on and Judge Andy leans back, smiling.  
JEANNINE:
I call Tara Kennedy.

BETHANY:
I object.

ANDY:
Grounds?

BETHANY:
She is a sister.

JEANNINE:
Your honor, unlike the defense’s witnesses, Ms. Kennedy actually, you know, witnessed the proceedings.

ANDY:
Overruled.  Okey dokey Ms. Kennedy.  Thrill me.

Tara comes to the front of the court and sits down.  She puts her right hand up and recites the oath of truth.
JEANNINE:
Ms. Kennedy, why did you join Sigma Kappa Pi?

TARA:
Meet new folks.

JEANNINE:
You’re the on the hockey team, you get to meet so many folks.

TARA:
I meet the same people.  I may seem soft and pretty, but I come off…

JEANNINE:
Butch?

TARA:
A bit.  It’s from my mom.  She had man hands.
JEANNINE:
Right.  But that doesn’t answer my question.  Why did you come to Sigma Kappa Pi?

TARA:
I wanted to join a group of girls who didn’t see me as an athlete or were afraid of…man hands.

JEANNINE:
So…why us?

TARA:
Sigma Kappa Pi…took me.  No one else did.  Maybe it was the man hands.
JEANNINE:
Now, you were close with your class, weren’t you?  Specifically Monica Grabkowski and Chloe Abernathy.

TARA:
If you say so.

JEANNINE:
And you spent a lot of time protecting them.

TARA:
They needed it.

CHLOE:
Excuse you?

BARRY:
But…you do.

CHLOE:
I don’t want other people to know that!

JEANNINE:
Isn’t it possible they would want to protect you?  

TARA:
Yeah right.  For the longest time, if anyone looked at one of the sisters cross-eyed, I’d kick seven levels of hell out of them.  And I was good at it, let me tell you.  I’m an elementary education major, so I have to get all the violence out of my system before I start caring for children.  Besides, kicking the colors of the rainbow out of people does not help your social life.  Y’know, Barry was the first guy on campus to tell me I’m pretty.  Sure, I nearly belted him, but then I realized he wasn’t being fresh.  Barry did a lot for us.  He got the laundry just right.  And he helped me pass Humanities.  He sucked at Chemistry and Biology.

CHLOE:
Don’t I know it.

BARRY:
Thanks.

TARA:
And then, my mom came out of the closet, so when I finally met a guy, I just focused on keeping him.  No fighting.  No matter how much they deserved it.  I neutered myself.

CHLOE:
I kind of miss Tara’s knack for fighting.

BARRY:
Yeah, she had a way with an uppercut, like watching Punch Out, but real.  And with a woman.

TARA:
I could barely handle the news about my mom.
JEANNINE:
And?

BERTHANY:
Can I object?  What is the relevance, here?  Please don’t hit me.

ANDY:
Yeah, I like character development and all, but are we going somewhere with this?

JEANNINE:
Your honor, I am trying to show-

Tara jumps to her feet.
TARA:
Nathan, I am going to kick the holy living hell out of you outside this courtroom!  And when I’m done, I’m gonna stomp on that holy hell and shove it up your ass!  Monica is my sister and how dare you touch her or look at her funny!  And if my boyfriend doesn’t like it, I’ll shove him up your ass too!

She sits down, exhaling as everyone looks at her in shock.
TARA:
That felt good.

JEANNINE:
No further questions.

BETHANY:
No further questions.

ANDY:
The, um, witness is excused.  Sheesh!
Tara gets up and walks over to Monica.  Monica doesn’t look at her, she stares straight ahead.
MONICA:
Was that supposed to impress me?

TARA:
Dunno.  Maybe.
Tara sits down and Monica runs a hand down Tara’s cheek.

MONICA:
You’re such a bum and I love you.

They hug, catching the attention of all sitting near them.

MONICA:
What is WRONG with you people!?!
TARA:
Ah screw them.  I’ve got my friend back.

MONICA:
Yeah, but…

TARA:
But?

MONICA:
I…still don’t forgive you.

TARA:
What?
JEANNINE:
Next, I would like to call Monica Grabkowski to the stand.

Monica walks past Tara and down the aisle to the witness stand.  She takes the oath of truth.

MONICA:
I, um, don’t think my testimony will be much different from Tara’s.

JEANNINE:
Are you Tara?

MONICA:
No, I’m Monica.  Duh!

JEANNINE:
Then you’re testimony will be different.  Right?

Jeannine looks at the judge, who shrugs.  Bethany stands to object, but thinks about it, then sits.

BETHANY:
I thought I was going to object, but I didn’t have any grounds.

ANDY:
I like a nice burst of tomfoolery, but answer the questions using your entire IQ, please?

JEANNINE:
I agree.  You’re smarter than this, Monica.

MONICA:
Am I?  They don’t think so.  They think we’re all stupid.

JEANNINE:
Who?

MONICA:
The D Phi E’s, The Sigma Nus, The Delta Taus, The Omegas, all of them.  They think we’re all cookie cutter Barbie dolls out to get our MRS and hook up with the hottest guy we can find so we can live a life of tea parties while the men work.

JEANNINE:
What makes you say that?

MONICA:
Look at this trial.  What are we on trial for?  Giving some nerd a new lease on life?  So what, we had him clean the house and tutor us and all the stuff we’re accused of.  We didn’t do any harm to him.  The only reason they can come after us is because we made out on the deal so well.

JEANNINE:
Well, it’s more along the lines of broken rules.

MONICA:
I’m part of the whole MRS thing.  Look at my last name.  I wanted to find a guy to change it, so I’ll play dumb Monica sometimes.  But none of the hot guys with the cool last names would give me a second date when I let out smart Monica.  It hurt, but a girl’s gotta do what she gotta do.

JEANNINE:
Any guy not scared of your hottie brainiac side?

BARRY:
Geek test!

JEANNINE:
Shut up.

BARRY:
As you wish.

JEANNINE:
Not now!  So, is anyone not scared?

Monica points to Barry.
MONICA:
That guy.

BARRY:
Suddenly I have the urge to dance around New    

 
York and fly a kite.

The theme to “That Girl” plays for a moment.
JEANNINE:
How come you didn’t look to him for an MRS?
MONICA:
Monica Morton?  Too alliterative.  But thanks to Barry, I got some confidence, and then…

ANDY:
And then…

MONICA:
Something…happened.

JEANNINE:
Honey, you don’t have to go into it.

MONICA:
No!  No, this is good.  I’m not over it, you know, but Barry, he’s so sweet.  He and Tara were going to take on the whole Omega house.  With his little “It’s clobbering time” and stuff. They didn’t go.  You wanted to go by the book.
JEANNINE:
Ironically.

MONICA:
And Barry showed me there are good guys in the world.  He gave me space and he let me scream at him.  He cares you know.  They all do.
JEANNINE:
Are you okay?

MONICA:
No.  Maybe.  Not yet.  But I know I will be.  Your honor, can I hug my lawyer?
ANDY:
It’s a first, but sure.

They hug.  Someone from the peanut gallery makes a comment.

MONICA:
What…the…HELL?

JEANNINE:
No more questions.

Bethany, confused, passes by Jeannine as the latter wipes a tear and returns to her chair.  Monica looks at peace with herself.  She looks from one to the other and clears her throat to begin cross-examination.
BETHANY:
Tell me, what did you think when Mr. Morton came in to the house?

MONICA:
I will admit, it was a little weird, but I had to believe that there was a good reason.

BETHANY:
How long until you warmed to the idea?

MONICA:
It took a while, but it felt kind of nice to have a conversation with a guy without dumbing it down to get him to like me.
BARRY:
That’s me, easy to impress.

BETHANY:
And you had no issue with his knowing your secrets?

MONICA:
Why not?  It’s not like I didn’t know he could keep a secret.

BETHANY:
What kind of secret was he carrying that you knew he could be trusted with yours?

MONICA:  Well, one of the rules of being a houseboy is –

Jeannine waves her arms at Monica like a windmill.  Monica clams up and Bethany looks daggers back at Jeannine.  
MONICA:
A secret.

BETHANY:
Your honor…

JEANNINE:
I object!

ANDY:
Grounds?

JEANNINE:
In order for Ms. Grabkowski –

MONICA:
Please call me Monica!

JEANNINE:
In order for her to answer the question, she would break a rule causing us to expel her from the sorority.
ANDY:
I am overruling your sorority rules in order to answer questions pertaining to the case; however, I will sustain the objection.  Prosecution, try to find another way to get your answers without causing the witness the undue stress of being ripped from her loved ones.

BETHANY:
Understood.  Would I be right in saying that being the houseboy is not something to be advertised?  Don’t answer.  But why would that be?
JEANNINE:
Objection.  Witness asked for conjecture.

ANDY:
Sustained.

BETHANY:
Do you know why it is a secret?

MONICA:
No.  We don’t get tested on that during pledging.
BETHANY:
Did you ask?

MONICA:
Why would I?  You have to set rules on everything.  Didn’t you listen to Jeannine’s opening argument?  It was hard on everyone, but I at least did it.
JEANNINE:
Thanks for that.
BETHANY:
No further questions.

ANDY:
Witness is excused.

Monica gets up from the witness stand and walks towards, then hugs Tara.  Jeannine smiles.

MONICA:
I don’t want you to break up with your boyfriend.

TARA:
I think he’ll support me.

CHLOE:
He’s probably afraid not to.

Tara loudly cracks her knuckles.
TARA:
Can’t wait for recess.  Got half a semester’s worth of aggression to get out.

Bethany’s cell phone RINGS, she waves towards the judge.

BETHANY:
Your honor, I have to take this, it has relevance to the case.

ANDY:
See me after.  Recess for five minutes.

Jeannine walks over to Tara and Monica while Bethany talks on her phone.
JEANNINE:
I may not win this, but I’m glad you guys won’t suffer because I’m a stupid bitch.

MONICA:
We never suffered because you were a stupid

AND
bitch.

TARA:
We didn’t suffer.

JEANNINE:
Jesus, I think I may have liked it better when you hated each other.  Sorry I had to dredge all that up for you.

MONICA:
If it gets us sympathy, I can live with it.  I don’t want to lose.

TARA:
Me, neither.

JEANNINE:
Yeah, I might be able to get the case against Nathan re-opened.
MONICA:
Really?

JEANNINE:
If we don’t get kicked out.  I just have one more thing to fix before I try to cop a plea.

Bethany finishes her conversation and approaches the bench.
BETHANY:
Your honor, I would like to call my next witness who has just arrived from out of town.

The lights come back on as Jeannine hustles back to her place.
BETHANY:
Your honor, I call Alexandra Carlton, a former student of Tallville University and Sigma Kappa Pi.

Jeannine drops into her seat as Alexandra walks through the door and saunters to the witness stand.  All of the girls react in shock.  Barry leans over to Jeannine.

BARRY:
Why’s your big here?  I thought she was busy.
Chloe pokes him.
BARRY:
Are we boned?

ALEXANDRA: Hello dear.  You’re going down!
Sound effect:  CLUNK!  Barry and Chloe look down.

BARRY:
That would be a yes.

END ACT THREE

ACT FOUR

Scene one.  The lights come back on and Jeannine, flustered, looks through her notes.  The construction worker from previously walks offstage, carrying another brick.  Barry shakes his head.
BARRY:
Didn’t think that joke’d come back.

JEANNINE:
Your honor, I object to this witness being called.  The defense was not given any advance warning by the prosecution that they were calling this witness so the defense could prepare a proper…defense.
Bethany coughs and slips a note under Jeannine’s books.  She points to the note and coughs to get Jeannine’s attention.  Jeannine picks up the note.

JEANNINE:
Dear Jeannine, spelled wrong.  It’s with three n’s and two e’s.  I am calling your big as a witness.  Ha ha bitch.  Kisses, Bethany.

BETHANY:
See, I did warn the defense.

ANDY:
I’m not sure who should be more insulted.

BARRY:
Pick me!

ANDY:
Me or the defense.  Nevertheless, while the defense has a point, I will overrule because the prosecution needs to disclose its evidence, but if they come up with a last second witness to help them, I can’t disallow it the same as I can’t do the same for you.  As a compromise, I will call a recess.  I sense issues in need of resolution.  Half hour.
Judge Andy bangs his gavel and the room clears, leaving Alexandra, Bethany, and Jeannine.

JEANNINE:
You bitch.

BETHANY:
Me or your big?

JEANNINE:
Pick.

ALEXANDRA: Oh don’t be so poopy.

JEANNINE:
I asked you for help and you blew me off.

BETHANY:
She knows how to pick a winner.

JEANNINE:
This is a trial you stupid cow!  You don’t pick a winner; you present evidence, which you haven’t done at all.

BETHANY:
While your touchy-feely fest has proven your case.

JEANNINE:
I’m the defense.  The burden is on you to prove we’ve done something wrong.  I’ve at least been constructive and shown what Barry does for us.  All you’ve done is prove that the status quo is boring.
BETHANY:
Hence my witness.
ALEXANDRA: Ta-da!

JEANNINE:
But-but you can’t say anything, or you’ll –

ALEXANDRA: I’ll what?  Be booted out of the sorority?  News flash hun, I’m already gone.
JEANNINE:
What?

ALEXANDRA: Yeah, can’t threaten to take what I ain’t got.

JEANNINE:
But you graduated and everything.  I was there.

ALEXANDRA: You were at the party, not the ceremony.  
JEANNINE:
It was a really good party.

ALEXANDRA: I know, right?  Remember that hot guy with the fake British accent?
JEANNINE:
He was so hot.

ALEXANDRA: Yeah.  Notch on my belt.

JEANNINE:
Wow.  But, why didn’t you –

ALEXANDRA: I failed my last course.  And according to the by-laws, Sigma Kappas have to maintain a certain grade point average per semester.  I did not, and so was tossed on my hot-crossed buns.

JEANNINE:
But-but you could have appealed.  I would’ve-
ALEXANDRA: Yeah, I thought of that.  Remember when I asked you for a favor last year?

JEANNINE:
I, oh wait, I, oh no.

ALEXANDRA: You were busy doing, what was it?  Trying to break up your little and the houseboy, I think that’s what you were doing.

Jeannine laughs nervously and looks around.
JEANNINE:
That’s so silly, I wasn’t, oh, you don’t see Chloe around do you?

BETHANY:
That’s sick.

JEANNINE:
I was caught up in the heat of the moment!

ALEXANDRA: For six months?

JEANNINE:
A very heated moment!

BETHANY:
Couldn’t give the poor little nerd his time in the sun, could you?  And your own little, too.  I am ashamed.  Ashamed!

JEANNINE:
I can’t believe you’d betray us!  It’s so-so soap opera!  And not one of the good soap operas, like Days.  This is, like cheap American telenovel Fashion House bad!

ALEXANDRA: You’ve got twenty minutes, baby, I hope you’ve got a good defense ready.

Alexandra and Bethany leave, Alexandra fluffs her hair as she walks.  Barry passes them and walks up to Jeannine.

BARRY:
Wow.  That sucks.
JEANNINE:
I’m not afraid of that bitch.

BARRY:
Say, when she called last year, do you remember what you said?

JEANNINE:
Something about doing right or wrong.  And that I was sure she…didn’t need me- Oh crap.

BARRY:
Totally hoist on your own petard.

JEANNINE:
What is a petard?

BARRY:
No idea.  But you are so hoist on yours.

JEANNINE:
She can’t say anything too incriminating.

BARRY:
Why couldn’t she say anything?  She left without graduating, she’s out of the sorority, and she knows everything.

JEANNINE:
Christ.

BARRY:
And all because you had to take care of your own nefarious plan first. (a la Gomer Pyle)  Shame shame shame.

JEANNINE:
Yeah.  So stupid.

They stand in silence for a few minutes, staring at their feet.  Jeannine realizes that Barry referred to her conversation with Bethany and Alexandra.
BARRY:
I wanted to see how you were doing.

JEANNINE:
Um, I, um, I don’t…please don’t tell Chloe.

BARRY:
Can I ask why?

JEANNINE:
If I say it was the heat of the moment, will you buy it and move on?

BARRY:
Do you know how many girlfriends I had before I came to Tallville?

JEANNINE:
None.
BARRY:
There was Penny.  Not that she was a girlfriend.  Or that we dated.  She was a friend, who was a girl.  A friend-girl.

JEANNINE:
Weren’t you hot for her in high school?  So hot for her you stole a Garry Shandling joke?
BARRY:
Like you’d know that without me.  Chloe helped me get over her.

JEANNINE:
I kind of helped.

BARRY:
You got me kicked out of the house!

JEANNINE:
I didn’t mean it.  It just sort of…happened.

BARRY:
You totally undermined Chloe’s authority all year!  And…and!  If I didn’t get kicked out, no one would’ve hacked into my computer and got a shot at my files and got us caught and put on trial!  

JEANNINE:
But it made you a stronger person.  Right?
BARRY:
I was homeless for a month!

JEANNINE:
And weren’t you stronger when…when…

BARRY:
You let me back in after I begged and apologized for doing something I had no idea.  I gave a Jason Giambi “I’m sorry, but I can’t tell you what I’m sorry about speech.”

TARA (os): Yankees rule!

BARRY:
Ya damn right, girl!

JEANNINE:
That…that was probably very humiliating for you.

BARRY:
Not so much, no.  But it cost me Chloe.  She’ll talk to me, but it’s not like before.

JEANNINE:
Yeah.  Sorry.

BARRY:
Why?  What did I do?  What did she do?  You’re obviously guilty, since you don’t want her to know.

JEANNINE:
Oh…I can’t tell you.

BARRY:
Suddenly I can’t keep a secret?  Aw come on.  I’ll be your best friend.  I won’t tell anyone you like wrestling.  I won’t tell Chloe.

JEANNINE:
Blackmail.  Emotional blackmail.

BARRY:
I’ll make the sad face.

JEANNINE:
You-you think-

Barry sticks out his bottom lip as far as it can go, and ducks his head down.  He opens and closes his mouth like a fish.  Jeannine laughs.
JEANNINE:
Oh my God, that’s not fair.

BARRY:
I’m being sad!

JEANNINE:
You got that right!  I may pee – hee - hee.

BARRY:
That was my sad face.

JEANNINE:
Oh that was the best laugh I’ve had since I heard Hulk Hogan was coming out of retirement at 75.

BARRY:
Hollywood Hogan.  Marvel will sue, you know.
JEANNINE:
He’ll always be Hulk Hogan to me.  Okay, but you can’t tell anyone!

BARRY:
As you wish.
JEANNINE:
Knock that crap off!  See, this is just the kind of thing that started this.  See, I heard you had a crush on me.

Barry gasps. He looks around and now he laughs nervously, waving her off.
BARRY:
No I…that’s silly.  What a silly thing to say.  I had a- no way.  I like you and all, but –

JEANNINE:
Take me now.

BARRY:
Yeah buh what now?

Jeannine slowly peels her jacket off and unbuttons the top button of her blouse.
JEANNINE:
Come on.  Nobody here.  We got about fifteen minutes.  Come on.  Take me right on that table over there.  Rub your hands all over my body.  Pull my hair.  My…lustrous hair which I’ve seen you reach for at times.
Barry reaches for the hair but pulls back.
BARRY:
I’m…who…me?

She caresses his chest.  She pushes him towards the table, backing him into it.  Her hands fly all over his body while his flap around like a total spaz.  Her face moves closer to his and she keeps pushing him to the table.

JEANNINE:
You sound like you did before I brought you in.  Shocked I would speak to you.  Well, you’ve been made over stud.  Think you can take the queen.  Come on, you know you want to.

BARRY:
I’m going to wake up in the bathroom stall again, aren’t I?
JEANNINE:
So you want me?

BARRY:
What?

JEANNINE:
You’ve always wanted me.

BARRY:
I – yeah.

Jeannine stops then backs up, buttoning her blouse.  Barry falls back onto the table.
BARRY:
You suck!

JEANNINE:
You wish.  Like you could hide it.  You used to wear my underwear when you vacuumed!

BARRY:
I suck!

JEANNINE:
I just ignored it until someone pointed it out.  And when I saw you with Chloe, romantically, I felt like you threw me over.

BARRY:
It was the heat of the moment.

JEANNINE:
I’d broken up with Cory after he cheated on me with half the houses on campus.  I couldn’t do anything to Cory, and I thought you betrayed me-
BARRY:
I need a change of underwear.
JEANNINE:
I’m sorry.

She helps him off the table.  He doesn’t let go of her hand and they look into each other’s eyes.  She pulls him in and kisses him full on the lips as Chloe walks in.  Neither notices her and Chloe can only watch in utter horror.

CHLOE:
BASTARD!!!

They break and Jeannine pushes Barry away from her with enough force to knock him to the floor.
JEANNINE:
Chloe, I’m sorry.

CHLOE:
I hope you lose, you whore!

She turns to run off, but after a few steps, she turns back.
CHLOE:
And you suck!

She runs off.

JEANNINE:
It was the heat of the moment!
Barry staggers to his feet.

BARRY:
Worst best moment of my life ever.

Scene Two.  In front of the curtain to mark a different location, Jeannine chases after and reaches Chloe, but huffs and doubles over.

JEANNINE:
Crap.  I should never have taken up smoking.  Can this get a little worse?
Jeannine’s cell phone RINGS.
JEANNINE:
Hello?  What?  Oh no.  No, this isn’t a bad time.  No, I was just having a little run.  Yes sir, got to keep in shape.  No, no I should be ready to start by summer.  Looking forward to it.  Uh huh.  Thank you sir.   Talk to you later.  Bye. (She hangs up)  Crap!

A MAN in a suit walks by Jeannine.  He carries a briefcase and a serious manner.  He looks around, and then bends over to meet Jeannine.
HARTSON:
Do you know where I can find Tara Kennedy?

JEANNINE:
Student Union.  But she’ll be back here in a few minutes.

The SOUND of voices coming closer.  She slowly pulls herself to her full height which, if we can get away with it, towers over the hockey man.
MONICA:
I can’t believe it.
JEANNINE:
Not her.

TARA:
You were distracted.  At least I figured to live with Kevin.
JEANNINE:
That’s the one.

HARTSON:
Ms. Kennedy?

TARA:
Not now.  Think you can get Sharon and Latoya’s place?
MONICA:
Good rent, but it’s a three.
TARA:
So?
MONICA:
So the third can’t be a sister.  Landlord rule.

HARTSON:
Ms. Kennedy…

TARA:
Sucks for you.
JEANNINE:
What’s going on?

MONICA:
With all that’s going on, I’ve kind of forgotten to figure out housing for next year.

HARTSON:
I’m sorry to hear that, my name is –

TARA:
Dude, I have no money.  Spent it all on dues.

JEANNINE:
Low blow.

TARA:
But true.

MONICA:
How you doing?

JEANNINE:
Kinda ragged.  My big betrayed me and my little thinks I betrayed her.

MONICA:
Did you?

JEANNINE:
Kinda.

TARA:
Harsh.

JEANNINE:
True, but at least she’s not getting her and her friends kicked out of school.
MONICA:
True.

HARTSON:
I-I’m sorry.  Are you getting kicked out of school?

TARA:
Not if Peri Mason here can get the sorority off.

JEANNINE:
I’ll do it.  Trust me.
HARTSON:
This could be very bad.

TARA:
Who’re you again?

HARTSON:
Hartson Tomlinson.

He holds out his hand, and Jeannine regards it warily while Tara’s jaw drops.
JEANNINE:
Who the hell are you?

HARTSON:
I represent the WHL.  We are very interested in drafting Ms. Kennedy if she is willing to submit herself to coming out of school early.

JEANNINE:
Are you with the Army?  We got her first.

TARA:
WHL stands for Women’s Hockey League.

After she spaces a moment, Jeannine realizes who he is.  She grabs Tomlinson’s hand and shakes it vigorously.

HARTSON:
I take it you understand now.  We would like Ms. Kennedy to be part of our league.

TARA:
Professional hockey.

JEANNINE:
You really think people will pay to watch women whale the crap out each other?

MONICA:
Two words.  Foxy boxing.

HARTSON:
Between Ms. Kennedy’s skills and…well…beauty, she’ll be an excellent draw.  We can’t promise millions, but if the League takes off, she’ll be on the ground floor.  Are you her manager?

JEANNINE:
No.  I don’t have that kind of training.

TARA:
I’ll have a card!

HARTSON:
But, if you get kicked out of school, our fledgling league’s rules would prohibit you from being drafted.  We have to maintain a standard.

Tara looks over at Jeannine as her dreams shatter in front of her eyes.  Jeannine runs a finger into her collar and takes a step back.
TARA:
Better win.

HARTSON:
Call me next week.  If this ends well.

He hands her his card and walks off.  Tara holds the card by Jeannine’s nose and waves it before pocketing it and walking into the courtroom.  Jeannine leans against the wall and exhales loudly.
JEANNINE:
Thanks.  No pressure or anything.

Fade.
ACT FIVE

The curtain opens on the courtroom.  Alexandra has already taken her place on the witness stand.  She and Bethany discuss hair tips or prep her testimony.  Monica and Tara sit directly behind Jeannine’s place, next to Barry.  Jeannine walks in and sits.  She passes a glance behind her at Tara who pumps her fist in a mix of rooting interest and “win or else.”  Jeannine looks around.  No Chloe.
Judge Andy walks in and hops into his seat.  He bangs his gavel and shoos Bethany back to her place.  The bailiff swears Alexandra in.
JEANNINE:
I object.

BETHANY:
I haven’t asked anything.

ANDY:
What grounds?
JEANNINE:
That woman wouldn’t know the truth if it slapped her.

TARA:
Willing to test that.

Tara gets up from her seat.

ANDY:
Sit!

Tara freezes in place and sits back down.

ANDY:
Stay!

TARA:
Not a dog.

ANDY:
I realize there’s history, but keep in mind she is under oath and if she does want to do you in, then telling the truth would be the best way to go, since if she doesn’t speak the whole truth the whole time then her whole testimony, including the nuggets of truth she slips in will be discounted.  And why would she want that?

ALEXANDRA: Exactly.  Take your medicine like a good girl.

ANDY:
And, by the way, if you do lie, wow will we see to it you will never know what being a Tallville alum is like.

ALEXANDRA: Sure thing.

JEANNINE:
Your honor that is not a viable threat.  She is not an alum.  She never graduated.

ANDY:
What, never?

JEANNINE:
No never.

ANDY:
What, never?

ALEXANDRA: Well.

ALL:

Hardly ever!  She hardly ever got a 2.0!

BARRY:
Who doesn’t like Gilbert and Sullivan?
TARA:
Yeah.

ALEXANDRA: I got a 2.0 once.

ANDY:
Sure thing.  Objection overruled.  A little faith in the system please?

This testimony should play out like an unholy mix of an Access Hollywood interview and a paid advertisement for a Ronco Potato Peeler, complete with pandering and sycophant overacting by both sides.
BETHANY:
What can you tell us about the Houseboy tradition?

ALEXANDRA: It goes back a long way.

BETHANY:
On this campus?

ALEXANDRA: Throughout the sorority.  The Houseboy started in California or Florida, one of the sunny states.
BETHANY:
How did it start?

ALEXANDRA: One night, a Sigma Kappa Pi sister was walking home from the library-

BETHANY:
That’s how it’s stated in the history?

ALEXANDRA: Yes.

BETHANY:
So where was she really coming from?

ALEXANDRA: A night of blinding passion with a boy not in a fraternity.

BETHANY:
The walk of shame.

ALEXNADRA: The walk of shame.

BARRY: (a la Gomer Pyle) Shame shame shame.

Tara smacks his shoulder.

TARA:
Shuddup!

ALEXANDRA: So she’s walking home when she comes upon this freshman crying in the gutter.  His floormates tortured him because he was a shy geek and thought they could get away with it.  Which they could, because they were older and he couldn’t prove anything.  He ran away.  The Sigma Kappa Pi was so taken by this lost puppy of a boy that she brought him back to the house and he told his story.  The girls knew they couldn’t send him back, so they hatched the most devious plot in college history.

BETHANY:
I’ll bet.  What was their plan?

ALEXANDRA: They kept him.

BETHANY:
Like a pet?

ALEXANDRA: Like a pet.

BETHANY:
Horrible.

JEANNINE:
Objection.

ANDY:
Don’t interrupt the story.  I find myself strangely drawn in.

Alexandra loosens her top and Judge Andy gets more interested.
BETHANY:
Thank you your honor.

ANDY:
Sustained.  Keep to the facts and don’t add your commentary.  Do go on.

ALEXANDRA: They let him stay there in exchange for his doing odd jobs and so forth around the house.  He obviously couldn’t live in the house that year, so he had to sneak out of the dorm at night, spend the night there cooking and cleaning and tutoring, then get up early in the morning and go back.  Except on weekends when he went “home.”  Or when he went to see his “girlfriend in Canada.”  Or to “the library to study.”  No wait, he actually did do that last one.  Anyway, they promised to teach him how not to be a total geek nerd so he could live among normal people in society and fulfill his fondest wish of kissing a girl.  But he had to keep it all a secret.  When he succeeded, they rewarded him, with the help of the House Mother who cared for the girls during the year, by setting him up as having a fake address with a couple of sisters who lived off campus so he could live in the house the next year.  He still cooked and cleaned, but no sneaking around.  Well, he had to sneak in and out so he wouldn’t get caught living in the house, because that would be against school policy.

BETHANY:
So they flagrantly defied school policy.

ALEXANDRA: Oh, definitely.  The story goes that the head of the house, after being swayed to take this loser in, laughed and said the rules were for normal people, not Sigma Kappa Pis.

JEANNINE:
Objection.  That was hyperbole.

ALEXANDRA: It certainly was.

JEANNINE:
No, I mean she didn’t actually mean the rules didn’t apply to them.  They highly discouraged underage drinking.

ALEXANDRA: Oh please, the drinking age was, like, 16 back then.

JEANNINE:
And is there a record of 15 year olds drinking in the house?

ALEXANDRA: No…record.  That just means they weren’t caught.

JEANNINE:
Your honor?

ANDY:
Overruled.  If that’s how it is in the book, then the testimony is valid.  Do go on.

BETHANY:
Why do they refer to him as a HouseBoy?

ALEXANDRA: Well, they based it on the House Mother, who takes care of the girls.  Now, House Brother sounded like he was either black or in a frat.  House Man sounded like he should be in a costume with a fan blowing on him.
BARRY:
I kind of like the thought of that.

Musical STING sounds with a chorus singing “HOUSE MAN!” Barry strikes a heroic pose and wind blows in front of him.
BARRY:
Don’t worry!  I’ll wash your underwear!

Everybody looks at him.  He shrinks back into his seat.
ALEXANDRA: So it was either HouseBoy or House Dork.  Boy beat Dork by two votes.  But to be fair, only two people actually cared enough to vote.

TARA:
Dork would’ve won in our house.

BARRY:
You think?  How would you have gone?

Monica holds a sign that reads “Dork in ’08.”
TARA:
My vote is private.

ALEXANDRA: This was a resounding success for the girls.  The young man went so far as to woo one of them.
BETHANY:
And how did that go?

ALEXANDRA: Pretty badly.  She realized he was a man of no prospects and broke it off before graduation.  I think he committed suicide.  Or moved to Detroit.

Barry tugs on his collar.
BARRY:
Yipes!

BETHANY:
But this was still considered a success?
ALEXANDRA: Absolutely.  They even gave the girls credit for their charity by taking this poor soul in and making something out of him.  So other houses did the same thing.

BETHANY:
Sweet deal.  The girls get free maid service –

BARRY:
I would prefer butler.

MONICA:
No you wouldn’t.

BARRY:
Oh yeah.  Strike that.

ANDT:
No one cares (to the secretary). Keep that.

BETHANY:
And a weak mind to mold into one that thinks like them.  AND they get credit for their charitable contribution.  So they flaunt school and Greek system rules.  And they break the poor bastard’s heart in the process.  No more questions.

Jeannine stands up and saunters over to Alexandra, Bethany sticks her tongue out as Jeannine passes, but she waves her off in a “whatever” brush.  She leans in and smiles.
JEANNINE:
Isn’t it true that you are the biggest bitch in the world?

BETHANY:
Objection!

ANDY:
Counsel…

JEANNINE:
Reword.  ONE of the biggest bitches in the world?

BETHANY:
Objection!

ALEXANDRA: I’ll answer.

ANDY:
Overruled, then.

ALEXANDRA: Yes.  You were my little, so the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.  And apples are ovaries.

JEANNINE:
So they are.  Isn’t it also true, that, to your knowledge, the Sigma Kappa Pi house had the biggest monetary donation last year?  The year that the nerd in question-

BARRY:
Hey!

ANDY:
Overruled.

JEANNINE:
-was part of the house as our HouseBoy?

ALEXANDRA: You did extra work.
JEANNINE:
But if having a HouseBoy counted as our charity for the year, why would we do more if we didn’t have to?  With all our studies, wouldn’t the free time have worked to our benefit?
ALEXANDRA: What are you driving at?
JEANNINE:
You might want to mention a little wrinkle you didn’t have in your little speech.  Maybe a rule change?

ALEXANDRA: Oh.  Um. Yeah.  Because all these houses were grabbing nerds and using them for credit, the Sigma Kappa board put in a rule that it didn’t count towards Community Service or charity.

JEANNINE:
So we were not flaunting Greek rules, were we?

ALEXANDRA: Well…

JEANNINE:
You ARE under oath.

ALEXANDRA: No.

The girls jump up and cheer in triumph.  Judge Andy slams his gavel a few times.

ALEXANDRA: You’re still breaking school rules!
ANDY:
The witness is excused.

Alexandra stands and walks past Jeannine, not even looking at her.
MONICA:
Are we getting kicked off?

TARA:
Might get suspended.  Maybe not expelled.

MONICA:
Then I have to get that apartment next year.
TARA: 
You don’t know any non-Greeks.  I don’t think any of us do.
MONICA:
We should have tried to meet more people.

TARA:
We did.  I kept beating them up when they made fun.  Or tried to convert me to being a Hari Krishna.

MONICA:
I remember that.  That was funny.  You tossed her a good ten feet by her hair.

TARA:
Still have the braid (holds up the braid).

BARRY:
That is wrong on so many levels.

Bethany turns to a couple of people standing behind her and snaps her fingers.  They walk out of the courtroom quickly.
BETHANY:
Your honor, if I may, I would like to present some evidence as opposed to calling another witness.

The two people come back in with Barry’s computer.  They place it on a stand in front of the witness stand.  Barry stares hard at the computer and gestures furiously.
JEANNINE:
What the hell are you doing, Spazimodo?

BARRY:
I’m mentally inflicting a virus.

JEANNINE:
You’re mental all right.

They stand patiently as the computer boots up.  It is a long process.
BARRY:
I think it’s working.

JEANNINE:
Jesus, but your computer was a piece of crap!

BARRY:
You didn’t complain when I let you use it to type papers!

JEANNINE:
You are aware that it’s the 21st century, right?

BARRY:
It was Y2K compliant.

ANDY:
This is some serious evidence you’re giving me here.  Are you proving that cavemen had computers too?

BETHANY:
When this piece of junk finishes booting up, I will provide the evidence taken from the Houseboy himself.  His diaries.

Barry leaps up from his seat.
BARRY:
Those are my private thoughts!

ANDY:
Siddown!

Barry shrinks back into his seat as Jeannine stands up.
JEANNINE:
Those are his private thoughts!  This is an invasion!  You have no right-
BETHANY:
Taken with a search warrant by public safety.

JEANNINE:
Public safety?  The only thing unsafe here is that machine might blow up before it finishes its coffee and donuts while waking up.  What do they have to do with this?  As a matter of fact, I believe the only reason there was any thought that hunk of junk held anything was because girls from the prosecutor’s sorority hacked into the database.  I ask your honor not to allow this to be entered into the record.  This is a travesty of justice.  Are we in Communist Russia?

The computer lets out a friendly PING.
ANDY:
But the computer finally finished.  After all that, now you want to strike from the record?
BETHANY:
Scared of what your precious HouseBoy has to say?

JEANNINE:
No, I already know what he thinks of me.

BETHANY:
Are you sure?

The curtain closes and the girls sit around Barry, including one empty chair for Chloe, who still has not joined the others.  
BARRY(vo):I think Tara has some serious issues.  She might be a lesbian too.

BARRY:
Okay, that was a little more on the nose than I would have liked.

BARRY(vo):It’s finally happened.  Tara has met a guy.  Yes, I am comfortable with the hypocrisy of making fun of Tara about finding someone, but did you ever see her flirt?  Made me look suave.  She looked desperate when she’d flirt.  This Kevin guy seems nice, but now we never see Tara.  She’s always with him, or on the phone with him, or making goo-goo eyes at his picture.  She’s a different person.  Muted.  I saw someone insult Monica and Chloe, and Tara didn’t do a thing.  I hope she hasn’t destroyed herself to be with this guy.  I’d hate to think that this is the real Tara, not the selfless fun fighter I know and love, but this pale, selfish imitation.
TARA:
Selfish!
She punches him in the shoulder as she leaves and takes her chair.

BARRY:
Owieowieowieowie.
BARRY(vo):I just want to get one thing straight.  I like Monica.  Really.  Not just because she’s pretty, and she is.  I mean, I’ve seen her in the morning.  A touch of bedhead to make her seem human, otherwise she’s like an angel floating on the wings of some serious morning breath.  She takes your breath away, and then you regret it when she gives it back.  Wait.  That totally did not come out like I planned it.
BARRY:
That was taken out of context.
BARRY(vo):Another one bit the dust.  I thought Monica had something with this one.  Don’t remember the name because he didn’t last long enough.  Of course, as long as I’ve known Monica, all her men have a shelf life of three weeks or a month, tops.  She keeps saying she wants to find a guy to change her name, but even guys with last names she likes don’t last long.  I mean, these guys get far, if you know what I mean, but when it gets really serious – poof!  She can’t dump them fast enough.  Soon she’ll run out.  Except for me.  Kidding.  I don’t want to lose her as a friend.
Monica sits while Barry and Jeannine wait for her to do something.  She picks up her purse and takes out lipstick and a mirror.  She fixes her makeup, puts her tools away and teases her hair before getting up and hitting Barry with her purse before walking off with her chair.
JEANNINE:
You really better hope you wrote something nice about me.

BARRY:
Me too.  I think she kept bricks in there.

BARRY(vo):I think I’m in love.  I had some strong feelings for Penny in high school, but that were nothing compared to this.  
Jeannine moves a little closer to Barry as he goes on.

BARRY(vo):Maybe it’s because she talks to me.  I am lame.  
I am a nerd.  So having a beautiful woman talk to me is so rare and refreshing.  I love all the girls.  I do.  But this is different.  I just see something coming out of this.  A maturity.  I thought I loved Penny because she and I got along and I had no one else.  The question is: who do I love?  I think I’m in love with Jeannine, yet, after all I’ve been through with Chloe, maybe she’s the girl for me.  If I love Jeannine, why do I think of Chloe?  If I love Chloe, why do I still pine for Jeannine?  Maybe I would have been better off with never being a HouseBoy.  I’ve gotten nothing but pain.  A girl I might love who’d never look at me and one I might love but lost.  Who needs this frustration?  Not to mention all those damn secrets I keep.  Like being a HouseBoy in the first place!
Jeannine leaves, slowly.  No look of violence.  Not even a glance cast behind her, just sadly dragging her chair behind her.  Leaving Barry with the chair Chloe would have had if she was there.  He casts a hand out to the chair.

BARRY(vo):Chloe and I broke up.  And when we did, she said that “now I am a man.”  Somehow, I don’t feel manly.

BARRY:
You can say that again.

BARRY(vo):Somehow, I don’t feel manly.

BARRY:
Thanks.
FADE
ACT SIX

Scene one.  The lights open on the courtroom.  Now Barry sits by himself.  Tara is absent at first.  Chloe screams, and while we didn’t hear the start, we can be pretty sure she’s hollered and cursed for a while.  Tara holds her over her shoulder, trudging down the aisle.
TARA:
Found her.

JEANNINE:
Defense calls Chloe Abernathy.

CHLOE:
I hate you!  I hate you all!

JEANNINE:
Request Ms. Abernathy be treated as a hostile witness.

Tara bodyslams Chloe into the witness box.
ANDY:
Granted.

Tara exhales and strides back to her seat while stretching her shoulder.

TARA:
Getting old.  Lucky that’s not my shooting shoulder.

JEANNINE:
I’ll get you to the draft.  Now, Ms. Abernathy, what can you tell me about the Sigma Kappa House as it was in the beginning of last year?

CHLOE:
When you ran it?

JEANNINE:
Yes.

CHLOE:
Imagine the most self-involved bitch having control of what fifteen girls have to do and say and what fifteen girls might think of that?

JEANNINE:
A little clearer please.  You’re losing the prosecution.

BETHANY:
Hey!  I followed that!  You’re a bitch.

JEANNINE:
After that.

BETHANY:
I didn’t think the rest was relevant.

JEANNINE:
Ms.  Abernathy, please keep your answer factual and try not to use them as insults.

CHLOE:
Whatever, you man-stealing bitch.

Barry hops to his feet.

BARRY:
Let the record show that these girls are fighting
 over me!

ANDY:
Strike that from the record.

BARRY:
What?  Why?

ANDY:
Because you’re not a witness, lawyer or judge, so nothing you say goes on record, I felt like it and it’s not about you!  Siddown and shuddup!

Barry slowly sits back in his seat.
JEANNINE:
Thank you your honor.  I will personally kick his ass later.

ANDY:
You could probably sell tickets.

JEANNINE:
We could use the money.  Ms. Abernathy?

CHLOE:
We were a fractured house.  Everybody had their own clique.  But all sororities are like that.

JEANNINE:
So, why would the sorority feel the need to bring in a HouseBoy?  According to history, this is not a constant thing.

CHLOE:
Can I take a guess?

JEANNINE:
No.

CHLOE:
Then how can I answer the question?

JEANNINE:
Your honor, permission to step out of my lawyer role for one, teeny second.

ANDY:
Sure, what the hey.  I mean, granted.

Jeannine speaks the next line really, really fast.
JEANNINE:
Chloe, I give you special permission as a fellow sister of the Sigma Kappa Pi sorority to tell the court what we discussed before I brought in Barry.  Done.

ANDY:
Breathe.

CHLOE:
I complained about getting a tutor.  None of the other girls were doing well in their core courses and anyone who came to help either hit on us or wanted beauty tips.  The girls wanted to spring for a House Mom because of all the personal problems going on.  For instance, people thought Monica and Tara were lesbians –

MONICA:
What?  I’m too pretty!  Tara I can see, but-

TARA:
Hey!

MONICA:
I’m sorry, dear, but you keep hitting people.

TARA:
Still…

JEANNINE:
What was my answer?
CHLOE:
With all the parties we had to have, there was no money in the budget for a House Mom.  But you had a cheap solution to both problems.  You’d met this guy in Romantic Hero class who helped you without trying to cop a feel.  You’d remembered something from the rule book, a tradition that was only done when a house was desperate, and not tried in several years.  The next week you brought in Barry.

BARRY:
Holy exposition!

TARA:
Certainly seemed that way, old chum.
JEANNINE:
When he walked in the door, would you have given him the time of day?

CHLOE:
Oh God no!

JEANNINE:
And now?

CHLOE:
Um, I don’t know if I’d be the best one to answer that question.  I’m a little biased.

JEANNINE:
Possibly.

CHLOE:
But then, you know that.

JEANNINE:
Chloe, in one word, summarize your previous boyfriends.

CHLOE:
Jerks.

JEANNINE:
Good.  Elaborate a little.  And I mean a little.  Do not go on your usual hour long diatribe.

ANDY:
Please.

CHLOE:
They all wanted one thing.  Control.  They wanted me to be something I’m not because it was what they wanted.  Like Cliff.  He works in Public Safety.  He didn’t want me to be in a sorority because he was afraid it would poison my mind or ruin my life or something.  And in a sense, he had a point, but I really love my sisters.  I love Monica and Tara.  Not in a Sapphic way, though mind you, Monica is really hot.

BARRY:
Oh my stars and garters.

Jeannine spins to look back at Barry menacingly.
JEANNINE:
Oy!  I mean it!  Asskicking!

BARRY:
As you wish.

JEANNINE:
I told you to knock that crap off!

BARRY:
Yes, dear.

JEANNINE:
Shove it!

BARRY:
Seems like old times.

Jeannine turns back to Chloe.
JEANNINE:
Back on track.  After you got to know Barry…

CHLOE:
He was different form the other guys.  He genuinely wanted me to be happy.  I hadn’t met a guy who wanted that.  I suppose that’s why I…

JEANNINE:
Say it.

CHLOE:
Dated him.

JEANNINE:
Whoa!  You dated a nerd?

CHLOE:
Yes.

JEANNINE:
You?  A Sigma Kappa?

CHLOE:
Yes!

JEANNINE:
And aren’t you mortified?

CHLOE:
YES!  Damn you!
JEANNINE:
See?  Once she got to know him, the stigma- Wait.  What?

CHLOE:
I am.  A little embarrassed.

BARRY:
Oh wow.  I just watched my manhood float out of the room.  Look, I think it’s waving bye-bye.  
TARA:
If it makes you feel any better, I winced.

JEANNINE:
So, despite the fact that he was what you had wanted in a boyfriend, you are embarrassed by the fact that you dated him?

CHLOE:
Well, look at him.  We did our best.  I happen to know for a fact that Monica gave him at least two makeovers.

MONICA:
And I am a queen of makeovers!

TARA:
Testify!

CHLOE:
Yet he keeps talking about comic books and Star Trek, and quoting movies I don’t care about, and listening to “Weird Al” Yankovich.

BARRY:
Yankovic.  The ending is like a “k.”  And he is a musical genius!

TARA:
Can you help your cause less?

CHLOE:
We set him up to go out into the world as a real human being, yet he keeps his habits and his personality.  He bent but didn’t break.  Yes, I’m embarrassed, because he’s so much better than I thought.

BARRY:
As a lover?

CHLOE:
Did we have sex?

BARRY:
Oh look, there goes my manhood again.
MONICA:
Bye bye manhood.  See you around campus!
DEEP VOICE:  You betcha baby.

BARRY:
That was a little freaky.

CHLOE:
Don’t you people get it?  Most guys turned on the pressure for sex.  They saw me as a body with a pretty face on top.  He cared about the inside, dammit!  And I let jealousy and so many other stupid things get in my way!  I’m embarrassed because I made him go!

BARRY:
Come on back, manhood!

CHLOE:
Oh no.  I’m not going back to you.

TARA:
Ooh, so close.

CHLOE:
Not until I prove myself worthy.

BARRY:
Wow, just like Mariko Yashida and Wolverine in X-Men.  She died though.

MONICA:
Uh huh.

BARRY:
That manhood is just never coming back, huh?

TARA:
I got better odds of playing for the NHL, bub.

JEANNINE:
No further questions.
ANDY:
Your witness.

BETHANY:
Really?  Never had sex?

CHLOE:
Nope.

BETHANY:
But didn’t you go out for, like, a year?
CHLOE:
Close to.  Yeah.

BETHANY:
Wow.  Is he like, small or something?  Just between us girls.

Barry stands up and points to his crotch.

BARRY:
Hey!  Right here!  Just kick me right here, okay?
BETHANY:
No further questions.
ANDY:
The witness is excused.

Chloe walks off and as she passes Barry, she looks at him sadly and walks on.  She stops by Monica and Tara.
CHLOE:
Hey, you guys wanna live together?

MONICA:
You know of a place?

CHLOE:
Maybe I’ll live in the house then.
JEANNINE:
Thanks Chloe.

CHLOE:
Piss off.

Chloe exits.

ANDY:
After that bit of drama, think me I’ll call a recess.

Scene two.  Monica and Tara stand outside the courtroom during the recess and trade names.
MONICA:
Now who do I know?  Felicia Russell?  She spends more time in the bathroom than I do.
TARA:
Monica?
MONICA:
Jessica Clark? No no.  Big slob.
TARA:
Jeannine and I ran into some guy from the WHL.

MONICA:
The who?

TARA:
Women’s Hockey League.

MONICA:
Oh my God.

TARA:
I know.  They want to know if I’d like to be part of the draft.

MONICA:
That’s awesome!

Tara smiles, then looks uncomfortable again.
TARA:
If I enter the draft, I’d have to leave school.

MONICA:
Are you hoping I’ll magically forgive you now?
TARA:
You’re my best friend.  It kills me that we’re like this.  But I understand.  I’m not gonna push you any more.  If we win, I’ll be gone and it won’t matter what you think of me.

Tara walks offstage.  Monica waits two beats and follows.
Scene three.  Barry straightens his clothes in preparation for going up.  Everybody takes their seats.  Chloe’s absence hangs over the girls and Jeannine looks nervous, while Bethany keeps grinning. 
BETHANY:
Prosecution calls Barry Morton.

Jeannine grabs Barry’s wrist as he passes by.  He keeps moving forward, but she won’t let go.

JEANNINE:
I have a bad feeling about this.
BARRY:
Get out of town.  I’m about to win this case for you.

Jeannine sinks in her seat as Barry takes the stand and completes the oath.

BETHANY:
Hi Barry, how ya doin’?

BARRY:
I’m a little nervous.

BETHANY:
Don’t worry.  Just tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but and you’ll be just…ducky.  Tell me about your experiences as a HouseBoy.

BARRY:
It was probably the single most wonderful experience of my life.
BETHANY:
That’s not what your diary –

BARRY:
Journal.  And that was taken out of context.  I’d just been kicked out.  How happy you think I’m gonna be?

BETHANY:
Aren’t you, like, an English major?
BARRY:
Pft!  I’m looking at the gestalt on this.

BETHANY:
I understand you had a relationship with one of the Sigma Kappas while you were there.  Quite a status maker.

BARRY:
Yeah.

BETHANY:
Though seriously, you lived there two years and you couldn’t get with any of them?  I hear they’re easy.

BARRY:
Maybe I’m too much of a gentleman.

BETHANY:
Right.  Sure.  You’re a dream come true.  Even though you lived a eunuch’s life –

BARRY:
I object to the term eunch.

BETHANY:
Don’t care.  You had a sweet deal, didn’t you?  Too bad you couldn’t tell anyone.

BARRY:
Technically, I still shouldn’t, but the cat’s already out of the bag.

BETHANY:
Very true.  Why do you think that is?

JEANNINE:
Objection.  Conjecture.
ANDY:
Sustained.
Bethany walks over to her table and picks up a book draped in purple and white.  She drops it in his lap.
BETHANY:
Here’s the Sigma Kappa rule book.  See if you can find where it says to keep this a secret.

JEANNINE:
Where did you get that?
BETHANY:
Exhibit B.  From Alexandra Carlton.
JEANNINE:
Damn.
BARRY:
Can’t I just tell you how great the girls are?  Cause they are.
BETHANY:
Find me the rule.

Barry thumbs through the pages.  He rubs his eyes.

BARRY:
The writing’s in purple.  And every tenth word is “like.”

BETHANY:
I got through it.

BARRY:
Oh, well in THAT case.  Stupid purple writing.  Who writes rules in purple?

Jeannine holds her head in her hands.
BARRY:
Wow, look at these rules.  No wonder Jeannine is so uptight.

Jeannine’s head pops up.

JEANNINE:
I am not uptight!
BARRY:
Did I say uptight?  Sorry, I meant uptight.  Wow, how can anyone keep track of all the crap you have to do?  Oh my God, another date party?  When are you guys supposed to do school work?  No wonder…

BETHANY:
No wonder…what?

JEANNINE:
Kill you dead.

BARRY:
Nothing.  Hey. Look at this!  I think they misspelled ignoramus.

BETHANY:
That word is not in there.  Now wonder…what?

Barry puts the book aside.  He looks up at Bethany with the serious look of a man about to make a big speech about himself in an attempt to turn the tide for his side.
BARRY:
You’re making this big deal about this whole thing as if the girls committed some major crime.  This is nothing.  It’s minor.  Look at what Jeannine said in her opening statement.  Was the intent to flaunt the rules to show they’re better than everybody else?  Are you mad because you guys didn’t come up with this yourselves?  I mean, look at me.  Now look at them.  Now look at me again.  I mean, when I was in high school, girls like this wouldn’t even sniff in my direction.  The closest I came to a girl strung me along using the hint of sex to get me to do what she wanted.  I had nothing else.  I was headed for a fumble-fingered first time.  It’ll still happen, but that’s because I am fumble-fingered, and it won’t be from nerves.  

ANDY:
Rambling.

BARRY:
It was symbiotic.  Like Spider-Man’s black costume, which became Venom, so bad example.  I got to know them.  They got to know me.  Dating Chloe was an opportunity that I wouldn’t have had a shot at without this.  Yeah, sure, look here, it says that the HouseBoy must keep his existence a secret, in order to live in the house and after as well.  It lists my duties I have: Cooking, cleaning, tutoring, manservant during parties.  I don’t see sex slave here.  I’d recommend that change by the way.  Yes, I’m denied being in the inner sanctum of the group, but really, do I want to see the girls spanking the rushees?  Of course I do.  But that’s not the point.
BETHANY:
I’m sorry, do you have a point?  I think you’ve degenerated back into rambling.

BARRY:
When I kissed Chloe for the first time, they don’t have a song for what I felt for the guy side.  Guys are expected to do that.  I had to run around singing “I Kissed a Girl.”  You know, that’s sung by a woman.  I wonder if there’s a video.
BETHANY:
Anything else in the rule book about being a HouseBoy?

BARRY:
Yeah, but there’s nothing here that’s harmful to me.  Just the usual menial tasks.

BETHANY:
Did you get paid?

BARRY:
This is more of a barter thing.  I help them, they help me.

BETHANY:
How do they help you?
BARRY:
I know Tara has my back if I get in trouble with frats.  They had an issue with me hanging with the girls.

BETHANY:
Couldn’t they explain the situation to the frats?

BARRY:
No, the secret has to be held by both sides.  Or else the girl gets kicked out.  Hilarity usually ensues trying to put the genie back in the bottle when there’s a tiny slip.
BETHANY:
So you can’t tell and they can’t tell.  How do you derive any social benefit?

BARRY:
I mentioned I get to hang with them, right?

BETHANY:
I remember you sounding pathetic, was that it?

JEANNINE:
Objection – Aw what’s the use?  That does sound pathetic.

BARRY:
But when I go to parties with them, I can practice my farce.
BETHANY:
I see.  What else do you get?

BARRY:
Fix my dress sense.  Make me less of a geek.

BETHANY:
Change you?

BARRY:
Not so much change but evolve.

BETHANY:
So in return for all of the menial work you do around the house that other people get paid for, and get insured for.  You had to clean gutters, right?

BARRY:
Yeah.  That’s a sucky job.

BETHANY:
So you had to go on their roof, and you weren’t insured if you fell?

BARRY:
Ah…did I mention they improved me?

Bethany asks her questions quickly and Barry answers them as fast.

BETHANY:
What does TARDIS stand for?

BARRY:
Time And Relative Dimensions In Space.

BETHANY:
Who’s stronger, the Thing or the Hulk?

BARRY:
The Hulk is stronger, but the Thing is crafty.

BETHANY:
What’s the over-under on how many hours you can rant about how much better the original Star Wars trilogy is better than the prequels and how much they don’t make sense?

BARRY:
A good four or five hours.

BETHANY:
Still think you’re not a geek?

BARRY:
Not as overt.

BETHANY:
Do you think black is a good color for you?
BARRY:
Black is slimming.  I am slim enough, thank you.

He points to Monica who gives him the thumbs up right back.
BETHANY:
How about stripes?

BARRY:
Um, horizontal stripes add width; verticals add length, so I should be in horizontal stripes.

BETHANY:
Wrong!  Trick question.  Unless you’re a puppet named Ernie, you should never wear horizontal stripes.  They don’t look good on anyone.  You’re going out on a blind date and you want to make a good impression.  Monica is out of town.  What do you wear?

BARRY:
I know this!  I…would….wear…OK.  Wait.  Don’t panic.  I know I should NOT wear a flannel shirt.

BETHANY:
Come on!  Give me an ensemble!  You did all that work, now you’re evolved, right?
BARRY:
It’s coming to me.  What is the relevance?

JEANNINE:
You’re on your own.

Barry scrunches his face in concentration.
BARRY:
Paisley!

Dead silence across the courtroom.  
ANDY:
Oooh.  Even I know that was wrong.

Count three before Monica launches into a scream to tear the roof off the theatre.
MONICA:
I told you!  Never paisley!  Paisley died in 1977 and has to stay there!  God!  White shirt, black pants and black shoes.  It leaves you open for interpretation.  And no collarless shirts!  It’s so 90’s and no one does that any more!

BARRY:
But…but I have five.

BETHANY:
Uh huh.  Prosecution rests.

Bethany strides triumphantly past Jeannine.  Jeannine walks up to Barry.
JEANNINE:
I have just one question.

She hits him over and over while yelling at him like he’s a mule.

JEANNINE:
What the hell is wrong with you!  Are you a moron?  Paisley!  You idiot!  I’ll mace you!

BARRY:
Help!  Hostile lawyer!

ANDY:
I’m tempted to say order, but I think she needs to blow off steam.

FADE.

Scene four.  Jeannine walks from the middle to the opposite side of the stage as she did in the beginning of the play.  As with then, a light shines on her, but this time, she speaks.
JEANNINE:
Your honor, can I have a word?

She walks off stage.

Scene five.  Chloe stands alone; the rest of the stage is black.  Though we do not see it, all of the Sigma Kappas on campus have gathered in front of her.
CHLOE:
Okay, this is probably my last speech as head of the house, either because there won’t be a house, or the year will be over.  By the way, congratulations Sue, your ten thousand word essay about how “this would never have happened if I was in charge” gets you the head job.  I’m sure you’ll do fine and never say “I told you so.”  Tomorrow is sentencing day, and, I realize we are all pissed at Jeannine because we’re in this mess, but dammit, she’s still our sister and needs our support.  Think about it, she was there for us.  Latoya, when you complained that bringing a date doubled the amount of black people eat our parties, without hesitation, she said to have your boyfriend bring dates for us, which didn’t work, but at least we got to watch Tara beat racist morons up.  Sharon, when you were on the fence about coming out, wasn’t Jeannine there for you?  I know she kept taking you out drinking, but only Barry knew you were going to AA.  And Elaine, um, I got nothing.  You’re weird.  Now I want all of you to be at that court tomorrow, rooting Jeannine on.  This is it and we should all be together.  Now get going!  I will stay here and eat chunky monkey and watch Days.  Don’t look at me that way.  It’s personal, okay?  Just – Go!
(Beat)

CHLOE:
Look at that.  They went.  Too bad court’s not for another ten hours.  Hm, I wonder what the over/under is on Sue bringing in a new Houseboy?
Scene six.  Jeannine sits with an oddly pleased look as Judge Andy strolls in.  Bethany remains standing after everyone else has sat down.
ANDY:
What?

BETHANY:
Shouldn’t I do my summation?

ANDY:
You…you rested.  I thought I was free.
BETHANY:
I still get to do a summation.  I looked it up on Wikipedia.

ANDY:
I don’t care.  We’re settling.

BETHANY:
What?

ANDY:
If it makes you feel better, you would have won.

BETHANY:
But…but don’t I have to be there for the settlement?  I’m the prosecution!

ANDY:
As a member of the Education Committee, as well as the judge, I represent the people you are defending.  This trial isn’t about you, you know.

Barry shifts uncomfortably in his seat.
BARRY:
Don’t I know it.

ANDY:
About time too, numbnuts.  There are two things to look at in a case like this.  The law and good intentions.  The saying about what the road to hell is paved with didn’t come about because someone thought it was funny.  The world is filled with people who have noble wishes and wind up screwing themselves and the people they are trying to help.  The prosecution proved what every woman eventually learns: you can’t change men.  The girls of Sigma Kappa had the best intentions.  One, unite the house.  Something that has actually happened as I look and see more of the house colors today.  This brought them together.  I’m betting that it was not the way intended, but mission accomplished.  Two, take some poor schlep, and make a better rounded person.  Someone who can go up to a girl and talk to her without drooling on himself or taking two hours to say “hi.”  Again, mission accomplished.  You have been out with other girls after you dated, what was her name?
BARRY:
Chloe.  And yes.

ANDY:
However, making this twit take care of the house without remuneration and worse, breaking a cardinal rule of letting him live in a sorority house for a year-

MONICA:
We kicked him out at one point.

ANDY:
But you let him back in?

MONICA:
Well, yeah.  He didn’t deserve getting kicked out.

ANDY:
The root of this is exploitation.  Cleaning gutters, tutoring, at least, I hope tutoring, not writing papers or taking tests.  But, you of the Sigma Kappa Pi sorority will be happy to know that you all get off scott free-

The girls erupt in cheers.  Monica and Tara hug.  They break, look at each other, and then hug again.  Barry leans back in relief.  Jeannine doesn’t move an inch.
ANDY:
HOWEVER.  Thank you.  However, someone has to pay the piper and Ms. Whitten has thrown herself on her sword for you girls.  Ms. Whitten, please stand.

Jeannine rises.  The girls watch in horror.
ANDY:
Your sentence is as follows.  For violating several school rules, you will be suspended for one semester, so you will not be graduating this year.  You can come back for spring semester next year and complete your course load.  We will not invalidate this semester.  For placing your sisters in potential harm by allowing a male to live in a house full of girls, violating campus sorority rules, you will no longer be a member of the Sigma Kappa Pi sorority.  Sentence will be carried out and may god have mercy on your soul.

Judge Andy slams his gavel down hard.  After a pause he gets up and leaves, as do everyone but the girls and Barry.

BETHANY:
I’m sorry.

JEANNINE:
I know.

BETHANY:
I wish I could do something.  If you want to join D Phi E, you’ll have my vote.

JEANNINE:
That - That’s very sweet of you.

Bethany squeezes Jeannine in a hard hug before leaving, wiping her eyes as she walks out.  
MONICA:
Oh my God.

TARA:
Jeannine-

JEANNINE:
Monica, take Chloe with you to the apartment. 
MONICA:
We can’t get the apartment.  We need someone who’s not Greek to live with us.

JEANNINE:
Doesn’t have to be a girl.

Jeannine nods towards Barry.
MONICA:
I don’t – I don’t know.  Isn’t that a little too-
TARA:
Three’s Company?
JEANNINE:
If you leave him on his own; you know he’ll be back to wearing concert and comic book shirts.

BARRY:
I don’t deserve you guys.

TARA:
Sounds to me deserves got nothing to do with it.

MONICA:
I want to be so happy about this…but…

JEANNINE:
Be happy.  That’s why I did it.

MONICA:
Then…I get to be Chrissy!  And smart!  And I can give Barry a makeover every week!

BARRY:
But…

MONICA:
Every…week.

BARRY:
Oy.

TARA:
I’ll see you in a couple of weeks.

JEANNINE:
Good luck in the draft.

TARA:
I wish Chloe were here.

MONICA:
Yeah…we’ll visit her at the house and tell her how things went.

Monica and Tara leave.  
Scene seven.  Tara walks across the stage.  She takes out a cell phone.  Monica hurries after her.

MONICA:
Tara?

TARA:
Yeah?

MONICA:
I can’t forget what you did.

TARA:
Thanks for stopping by to tell me.

MONICA:
You’re my best friend and…you’re going on to a better life.  You got your heart’s desire.

TARA:
Not all of it.

MONICA:
After what Jeannine did, what she willingly gave up for us…I realize…I forgive you.  I forgive you Tara.  You’re my best friend and I love you.

They hug.

MONICA:
You know, next year I’m gonna live with the only guy who’s not afraid of me.  The real me.  Maybe the alliteration thing isn’t so bad.  Meet you at the Union?

TARA:
Yeah.

Monica skips off as Tara watches her go.  She whips out Tomlinson’s card and calls on the cell phone.
TARA:
It’s Tara Kennedy.  We got off.  Thanks.  Say, is there a team near Tallville?  Really?  Any shot I could play for them?  Let’s discuss.  Thanks.

Jeannine WAILS offstage.  Tara sees to someone stage left.
TARA:
Alliteration, huh?  Hey.  Welcome back.  Better get in there.  I think you’re needed.

Scene eight.  Barry sits as Jeannine pulls out her cell phone.  She punches in a number and puts the phone to her ear.  She desperately tries to hold it together.
JEANNINE:
Hello?  Is Mr….Mr. Gottfried in?  It’s…it’s Jeannine Whitten.  I see.  Well, can I…can I leave a message on his voice-mail?  Oh.  I see.  Yes, well I love small firms, too.  Um, can you give him a message?  Yes.  Um, tell him that I will not be able to work for him.  Something… something came up unexpectedly.  There’s…there was nothing I could do.  Yeah, I’m… I’m…hey there’s always next year, right?  Um, right?  Thank you.

She hangs up, barely able to keep from shaking.  She composes herself.
BARRY:
I’m sorry.

JEANNINE:
What for?  I did this.
BARRY:
But if I hadn’t –

JEANNINE:
It’s not about you, doofus!  I brought you in.  I created the situation.  It’s my world, you just live in it.  Just…just take care of the girls next year, okay?

BARRY:
As you wish.

JEANNINE:
I told you to cut that out.  I’m always…always….

Jeannine breaks down crying.  She drops to her knees and heaves big, racking sobs of anguish.  Barry runs over and holds her, comforting her and stroking her hair.  They rock back and forth as Jeannine cries and wails.
JEANNINE:
All gone.  It’s all gone.

BARRY:
It’ll be okay.

JEANNINE:
I’ve got nothing.  All that I had.  It’s all gone.

BARRY:
You’ve got me.

JEANNINE:
No I don’t.  You’re moving in with Monica and Chloe and I’m…I’m no one.

CHLOE:
You’re my big.

Chloe runs over and grabs hold of Jeannine.  Barry moves out of the way, and Chloe pushes him aside.  He flops over.
JEANNINE:
I’m nobody.

CHLOE:
That’s not true.  I just wish I didn’t have to eat two pints of ice cream to realize it.  I’m sorry I wasn’t there.  I love you Jeannine.  You’re my big.

JEANNINE:
I’m not.  I’m not even a Sigma Kappa!
CHLOE:
Do you need to be?  Look what you did.  You saved all of the girls in that house.  You helped me so much.
JEANNINE:
How do you figure?  I went after Barry!

CHLOE:
No you didn’t.  You were just jealous because he wasn’t trailing behind you like a little puppy.  You didn’t really WANT him.  I mean, why would you?

BARRY:
Hey.  Thanks.

JEANNINE:
So…you’re not mad anymore?

CHLOE:
I’m not.  But I wish you didn’t have to do this for me to realize that I never should have been.

They hug.  Chloe looks back at Barry as she leaves.  Jeannine puts out her hand to him and he thinks for a bit and then takes it.  They all walk out together.

FADE

HARTSON(vo):For the third pick in the WHL draft, the Tallville Wombats take Tara Kennedy (Applause).
FIN

