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THAT’S THE WAY BOYS ARE

(a 1960’s 45-rpm rock-n-roll Lesley Gore musical tribute)

Female characters (in speaking order):

Dusty – the British sorority house mother/chaperone; 30s and platinum blonde

Judy – the “loose” coed; very high beehive; early 20s
Hagatha – Albert’s mother; frumpy; older appearing than her 40-something years

Connie – tough, independent; very south Philly; dark hair; early 20s
Summer – has long blonde curly ponytail & curly bangs; Malibu Barbie; early 20s
Petula – British; Dusty’s sister; very “mod” aspiring singer; sandy blonde hair; 20s

Brenda – southern; in love with Albert; light brown hair; late teens

Lesley – red-haired and feisty; from the Bronx; in love with Johnny; 20s
Dionne – African-American; goes from sorority sister to radical; 20s
Annette – a wholesome, innocent dark-haired surfer; early 20s

Cleo – a flower child/hippie who looks and acts like Cher; early 20s
Female chorus (optional) – at the discretion of the producer and/or director

Male characters (in speaking order):

Tom – engaged to Dusty; 30s to 40s; attorney; a handsome playboy on the sly
Albert – a young genius who is socially inept and somewhat nerdy; late teens
Frankie – Annette’s boyfriend; dark-haired surfer guy; early 20s

Chad – a rich guy passing himself off as a hobo; 20s
Jeremy Wellington – Chad’s chauffeur and confidante; late 40s to 50s

Caesar – a flower child/hippie; looks & acts like Sonny (Sonny & Cher); late 20s
Bill – a contractor; in love with Dusty, but she’s in love with Tom; 30s to 40s

Johnny – Lesley’s boyfriend; an Elvis wannabe; early 20s
Sandy – Summer’s boyfriend; Malibu Ken; early 20s

Dominic – Connie’s high school sweetheart; a biker; very south Philly; 20s
Percy – African-American; a radical civil rights movement hippie; mid-20s.

Male chorus (optional) – at the discretion of the producer and/or director

“A” SIDE:  Setting – southern California – the mid 1960s.
Scene 1: A nighttime beach bonfire in southern California (Malibu) – mid-week
1. California Nights – Dusty, Tom, and Ensemble
           
       

2. Wonder Boy – Brenda

3. She’s a Fool – Judy
4. Loves Goes on Forever – Chad & Petula
5. That’s the Way Boys Are – Dusty & Annette
6. A Girl in Love - Annette

7. No Matter What You Do – Caesar, Cleo, & Hippies
Scene 2:  The Tau Nu Alpha sorority house at Malibu U. – the following weekend
8. The Things We Did Last Summer - Bill

9. Small Talk – Summer & Sandy

10. It’s My Party – Lesley & Ensemble                        

Scene 3:  On the telephone at Connie and Dominic’s rooms – several days later
11. Don’t Call Me, I’ll Call You – Connie



12. If That’s the Way You Want It – Dominic

Scene 4:  A basketball court – several days later
13. That’s the Way the Ball Bounces – Bill, Chad, Johnny, & Dominic

Scene 5:  Pops’ Malt Shoppe and Boxing Emporium – several days later
14. Boys - Petula

15. Judy’s Turn to Cry – Lesley

16. Sometimes I Wish I Were a Boy – Brenda
17. That’s the Way Girls Are – Hagatha
Scene 6:  Tom’s law office – the next day
Scene 7:  The beach – about a week later; two weeks after Lesley’s birthday party
18. We Know We’re in Love – Summer & Sandy
19.  Say Goodbye – Dionne, Percy, and the Hippies
Scene 8:  Tom’s law office/Sorority house – several nights later

      20. Maybe I Know - Dusty

Scene 9: A movie theater – later that same night
21. You Didn’t Look Around – Dusty

22.  What Am I Gonna Do With You? – Dusty

Scene 10:  The sorority house – the next day
23. You Don’t Own Me – Connie, Petula, & Dusty

24. Off and Running – Dusty, Connie, Brenda, Petula, Annette, Dionne, & Judy; finale “A” SIDE
“B” SIDE
Scene 1: A men’s locker room – the next night
1. I Don’t Want to Be a Loser – Tom, Bill, Dominic, Albert, Frankie, & Chad
2. Live and Learn – Judy

Scene 2:  The sorority house living room – several days later
3. I Won’t Love You Anymore (Sorry) - Dusty

4. I Can’t Make It Without You – Tom
5. Maybe Now – Dusty 

Scene 3:  The Milkshake A-Go-Go on the Sunset Strip – a week later
6. Consolation Prize – Petula

Scene 4:  Daytime on the beach – that same day
7. Summer and Sandy – Summer & Sandy
8. Hold Me Tight – Johnny
9. The Look of Love – Tom

Scene 5:  The Sunset Strip – later that same night
10. Little Girl Go Home - Judy

11. You Don’t Own Me (Reprise) – Judy

Scene 6:  Daytime on the beach – the next day
12. I Just Can’t Get Enough of You – Caesar, Cleo, Dionne, Percy, & Hippies

13. I’ll Make It Up to You – Frankie & Annette
14. All of My Life – Brenda & Albert
15. You’ve Come Back – Chad

Scene 7:  The Tau Nu Alpha Sorority House living room – later that same day
16. Wedding Bell Blues – Dusty & Bill
Scene 8:  On the beach – the same day

17. 98.6/Lazy Day – Connie, Dominic, Dionne, Percy, Caesar, Cleo, Ensemble

Scene 9:  Tom’s law office – the same afternoon
18. Treat Me Like a Lady – Judy

Scene 10:  Nighttime at the Drive-in Movie – the next night; the final day of classes
19. Young Love – Hagatha & Wellington

20. Sunshine, Lollipops, and Rainbows – Lesley, Johnny, & Ensemble (Finale)

21. That’s the Way Boys Are – Ensemble (Curtain Call)
**NOTE:  If a separate chorus is not used, the principle cast may act as the ensemble/chorus; some of the principles (in costumes and disguises) may also act as the hippies.  Additionally, the roles of Pops and the Milkshake A-Go-Go owner may be portrayed by the same actor who plays Jeremy Wellington, but of course using various disguises.**
THAT’S THE WAY BOYS ARE:  “A” SIDE
SCENE 1:   The stage lights slowly rise on a beach scene at night with a bonfire blazing at down-center; Dusty and Tom enter walking hand-in-hand as they sing; they cross to DC behind the bonfire, Tom throws out a blanket, and the pair sit on it; Tom has his arms wrapped around Dusty. Gradually, one-by-one or in pairs, the ensemble enters, but remains US of Dusty and Tom. The ensemble should be involved in various activities. It is mid-spring.
SONG:  CALIFORNIA NIGHTS (written by Marvin Hamlisch & Howard Liebling)
Dusty

Along the sand,
Let's walk the shore together, now, 

Tom

Just hand in hand.
It's gonna be fair weather, now,

Both


When the stars come out, 

Dusty

Stop –  

Tom

Stop – 

Both

To count them in the sky.
Love California nights,

Dusty


When I'm walkin' with you hand in hand by the shore,


Both

Yes, I love California nights,


Tom

At the beach where we'd swim with the tide rolling in.

Dusty

And there we’ll be beneath the midnight sky above,

Tom


Just you and me, and we will whisper words of love,

Both


While the fire light 

Dusty

Soft – 

Tom

Soft – 

Both

- ly flickers in the sand.

Ensemble

Warm California nights,

Dusty


With the breeze blowin' in,

Tom (seductively easing Dusty down into a compromising position on the blanket)

Time for love to begin. 
Ensemble


I would miss California nights,

(Dusty playfully pushes Tom off, stands up, and feigns being indignant)

Dusty

If I went on my way,

(Tom grabs Dusty’s hand and pulls her back down on the blanket)


Thinkin' now that I'll stay.


Ooh, baby,
Love you, baby,
Ooh, baby.

Ensemble

Love California nights,
Always close as a kiss, nothing's sweeter than this,
And we'll spend California nights,
Always close as a kiss...
Dusty: (wrapped in Tom’s arms.) This is rather nice, don’t you think?

Tom: Personally I preferred it when we were reclining.

Dusty: (smacking him playfully.)  Oh, you.  You’re such a rake.  You’re positively cheeky.  What am I going to do with you?

Tom: I’ve got a few suggestions.

Dusty: Now, Tom, you know the rules.  No hanky-panky.  Am I going to have to spanky-spanky?

Tom: That sounds like a great start.
Dusty: You have quite a reputation as a playboy, you know.  I’m just protecting my assets.

Tom:  And what a groovy asset you’ve got, baby.

Dusty: I merely need to be sure that all your philandering days are over, before I can fully give myself to you.

Tom: Maybe this’ll help convince you.  (He pulls out a ring box.)

Dusty: Oh, my word.  Is that what I think it is?

Tom: Yes!  It’s a puppy! (He opens the box to show a large diamond ring.)
Dusty: Oh, Tom, it’s lovely!

Tom: And I promise you it’s housebroken. 

Dusty: I don’t know what to say!

Tom:  Try it on.  (She takes the ring and slips it on her finger.)

Dusty:  Does this mean what I think it means?

Tom: Yes, Dusty.  I want you for my wife.

Dusty:  Your wife really isn’t my type, dear, but I’ll certainly consider it.

Tom: Will you marry me?

Dusty:  I’m not sure, Tom.  This is all so sudden.  I’ll need some time to think.  (a quick beat.) Yes.

Tom:  Thank you, darling.  You’ve made me the happiest man in the world.  Well…other than the man who’s married to Raquel Welch, of course.  I don’t suppose I could get you to wear skimpy animal-skin bikinis, could I?

Dusty: I say.  You’re quite the animal yourself.

Tom:  Grrrrrrrrrrrrrr!

Dusty: But why now?  Out of the blue.

Tom:  Out of the blue?  I’ve been trying to get you into the sack since the day we met.

Dusty:  I meant the betrothal ring, you scoundrel.

Tom:  Is that anything like an engagement ring?

Dusty:  Now, silly…

Tom:  Well, your honor.  It’s an open-and-shut case.  The jury has deliberated.  The verdict is in.  My legal briefs are bunching up. This woman is guilty of stealing my heart in the first degree.  And I recommend sentencing her to a lifetime of matrimonial bliss.
Dusty: Your private law practice must be doing quite well.

Tom: I’m gaining a bit of a reputation for myself.  Plus I happen to love you.
Dusty:  And I love you, too, Tom.  Frankly, I’ve always wanted to marry a solicitor.  It could come in rather handy if I ever rob a bank. (They kiss.)  Oh, no.  Speaking of reputations and solicitors.  Don’t look now, dear.  Judy’s heading this way.

Tom:  Who-dy?

Dusty:  Not who-dy, love.  Judy.  You’ve met her – the most promiscuous good-time girl in the history of the Tau Nu Alpha sorority.

Tom:  Ah, yes.  The old T N A.  (Dusty hits him playfully.)

Judy: (entering.) Yoo, hoo!  Dusty!  I hope I’m not interrupting anything. Such as that Cassius Clay-style physical abuse I just witnessed. (Judy squeezes in between Dusty and Tom; she keeps looking at him adoringly throughout; she can barely keep her eyes off him.  He, too, is slyly interested, but he discreetly hides it from Dusty.)  He’s much too attractive to be turning into a punching bag.
Dusty:  Just a minor engagement celebration, that’s all.

Judy: I love engagement parties!  They’re just not usually this violent. Who’s the lucky couple?

Dusty:  I thought it was Tom and I.  (With a glare toward Judy.) But apparently not.

Judy:  This is fantastic news!  Wait till I tell all the other girls in the house.

Dusty:  Which house would that be, dear?  The cat house?

Judy:  The sorority house, of course!  You British folk have such a dry sense of…”humour”.  (She pronounces “humor” with a British accent; she pushes Dusty just a little too hard – intentionally.)  And of course I’m spelling “humor” “o…u…r” Pip, pip.  Cheerio.

Dusty:  Is there something I can do for you, Judy?
Judy: Oh, yes.  I was having so much fun I almost forgot.  This came in the mail today. (She pulls out an envelope.)  It looked important.  And since you’re much older and our house mother and everything…

Dusty; I prefer the title “sorority chaperone”.

Judy:  All right.  Since you’re much…much older and our “sorority chaperone”, I thought you should open it.

Dusty:  And the fact that it’s addressed to me played no part in your decision-making process?

Judy:  It never has in the past.  Why start now?  (She laughs hysterically.)

Dusty:  I guess that explains what happened to my income tax refund.

Tom:  What’s in the letter?

Dusty:  Nothing, darling.  It’s nothing.

Judy:  (to Tom, tongue-in-cheek) You poor dear.  First she beats you to a pulp, and now she’s keeping deep, dark secrets from you.  Why do you put up with it?

Tom:  I guess I must be blinded by love. 
Judy:  Someday you’ll thank your lucky stars you’re blind.  You should see her in the morning before she puts on her makeup.  She looks like Boris Pickett, the Crypt-Kicker 5, and the entire “Monster Mash” all rolled into one.  (to Dusty)  No offense.
Dusty:  Judy, nothing you could ever possibly say would offend me.
Judy:  I do agree with Tom, though.  I’m still curious about what’s in that letter. I’m simply dying to find out.
Dusty:  Well, by all means, don’t let me stop you.

Judy:  I’ll be holding my breath until you tell us.

Dusty:  Yes, dear, you go right ahead and do that.

Judy:  (Still light-hearted and playfully – for Tom’s sake.) It’s obvious you’re not going to keep me informed.  I may as well not even be here.

Dusty:  My sentiments exactly.

Judy:  (Getting up) In that case, I’ll pop off.  Toodles!
Dusty:  Toodles!

Judy: (to Tom, seductively) ‘Night, handsome.

Tom:  Toodles.  (Judy leaves.  Tom lustfully watches her exit.)  That was…interesting.  (He notices that Dusty is staring at the letter, not opening it.)  But evidently not as interesting as that letter.  You going to open it?

Dusty:  I don’t have to.  I already know what it says.
Tom:  I didn’t realize that I was dating the psychic Jeanne Dixon.

Dusty:  This is the third letter like this that I’ve gotten.
Tom:  What is it?

Dusty:  It’s from the national chapter of the Tau Nu Alpha sorority organization.  They’re threatening to revoke our charter if we don’t come up with the needed funds to make a few necessary improvements to the house.  (Albert, wearing glasses and carrying a thick book, enters, spreads out his beach blanket, sits down, and pulls out a flashlight by which to read.)
Tom:  What kind of improvements?

Dusty:  Oh, simple things.  Put in a new central air conditioning system, rewire the electrical system, update the plumbing system, put on a new roof, secure the foundation, install a new hot water heater, paint the exterior and all the interior rooms, and, oh yes, purchase a new TNA welcome mat for the front stoop.

Tom:  How much money have you got?

Dusty:  Well, we’ve done bake sales and car washes…and raffles.  So far we’ve collected just enough…to put a sizeable down payment on the welcome mat.  Perhaps we should have Judy start charging for what she’s been giving away all over campus.

Tom:  (Taking and opening the letter.)  Here, let me take a look at that.  There must be some kind of legal loophole.  (He moves the letter closer to the bonfire.)

Dusty: That’s a superb idea, Tom – burn the letter.  That way we can pretend it never arrived. (He chuckles as he puts on his glasses and begins to read.)
Hagatha:  (from off) Alberrrrrrt!  Albert!  (She enters.)  There you are.  You know better than to stray off, especially when it’s after dark.

Albert:  Yes, mother.  (He shines his flashlight directly into her eyes.)  How’s that?

Hagatha:  Albert, turn that bleeping thing off!  (He does.)  Are you trying to blind me?!
Albert:  (Under his breath.) Actually, if I had my druthers, I’d go for mute.

Hagatha:  Don’t leave me alone ever again.  An arrestingly attractive woman such as myself isn’t safe alone in this neighborhood.

Albert:  It’s Malibu, mother.  What’s the worst that could happen? Sharks don’t come this far ashore.  Plus they never eat their own kind. 
Hagatha:  With all this beach traffic, I could get run over by one of those station wagon “woodies” as they call them.

Albert:  Trust me, mother.  No woody would get within a hundred yards of you.

Hagatha:  What are you doing out here, anyway?

Albert: Studying, mother.  Spring semester final exams are only four weeks off.

Hagatha:  Since when have you ever needed to study?

Albert:  Ever since my mother followed me out here to college.

Hagatha:  You’re an eighteen-year-old university senior, Albert.  There’s a reason you’re named after Einstein.

Albert:  I was wondering who my father was.

Hagatha:  Very funny.  You know studying is beneath you.

Albert:  Mother, the cranial neuron and axon activation process that occurs as a result of biblio-optical stimulation, i.e. textual cogitation, permeates all my sensory nerves and thus allows them to return to a condition of stasis.  It’s very cathartic.

Hagatha:  Speak English, Albert.

Albert:  Studying relaxes me, mother.
Hagatha:  Relaxes you?!  What could you possibly have in your life that would cause you stress?!

Albert:  Can’t think of a thing…Hagatha.
Hagatha:  Furthermore, I don’t ever want to hear of you doing that “cogitation” thing again.  I’ve warned you about that.  It’s a nasty habit.

Albert:  Yes, mother.

Hagatha:  Well?  Are you going to offer me part of your beach blanket, or do I have to sit directly on the sand and run the risk of getting it caught in my unmentionables?

Albert: Careful, mother.  The tide’s coming in.  I wouldn’t want to see you get washed out to sea or anything. (She glares at him with her hands on her hips.)  Oh, all right, mother. Here.  (He spreads out his blanket more to give her room.)
Hagatha:  That’s better.  (She sits.)  You know, Albert…someday…after I’m gone…you’ll look back and cherish these moments we have together.

Albert:  Any chance that might be sometime soon, mother?  (He turns his flashlight back on and returns to his reading. Connie, Summer, Petula, Lesley, Dionne, and Brenda had entered during CALIFORNIA NIGHTS.)
Connie: ‘Bout time we took a study break.  Who woulda thought that college could be so…academic?
Summer:  It’s just as important to exercise the body as well as the mind.  Plus there are no boys back at the sorority house.  (Connie, Summer, Lesley, Dionne, and Brenda laugh.)

Petula:  You lasses are all so boy-crazy.  I didn’t come all the way to southern California to snare “my Prince Charming”.
Brenda:  I did.  I don’t care about a major.  I just want my M R S degree.

Lesley:  I’m lucky.  I’ve got Johnny.  My snaring days are over.

Petula:  That’s fine for you, Lesley, but I’m a career woman.  Haven’t any of you heard of Betty Friedan, Gloria Steinem, Bella Abzug?  Women’s liberation?  After college, I’m going to Hollywood to become a star.  I’ll be the greatest girl singer the world has ever known.  Even greater than Dinah Shore, Patti Page, and Rosemary Clooney put together.

Brenda:  Who?

Dionne:  You’ll be your own one-woman British invasion…Petula loov.

Petula:  Oh, of all the rotten luck.  There’s my sister Dusty.  (She nonchalantly tries to cover her face.)
Brenda:  (Yelling and waving.)  Hey!  Dusty!  Over here!

Petula:  Thank you ever so much, Brenda. (Dusty waves.)
Brenda:  What are sorority sisters for?

Petula:  I swear sometimes Dusty thinks she’s my mother instead of my sister.  I barely have any freedom at all.  (She waves to Dusty facetiously.)
Dionne:  Well, she is the sorority chaperone.  She has to keep an eye on everyone of us.

Brenda:  (pointing toward Albert, whom she has spotted.)  Oooh, oooh, oooh.

Connie:  Brenda, I told you to use the facilities before we left the house.

Brenda:  No, Connie, it’s that boy I like, the teaching assistant from my quantum physics class.  He has the highest IQ in the history of Malibu University.

Summer:  Who’s that with him?  His invalid grandmother?  Or a science experiment?

Connie:  Quantum physics?  You?

Brenda:  It was the only class that still had plenty of empty seats.  Even Marine Biology had already filled up.

Summer:  He’s sorta cute.  In a dorky, nerdy, Eddie Haskell kind of way.

Brenda:  I think he’s just the dreamiest.  But dangit…pardon my French…he doesn’t even know I’m alive.
SONG:  WONDER BOY (written by Sydney Wyche & James Steward, Jr.)
Brenda

Wonder boy, wonder boy,
That's what they call you at our school,
But I think you're just an educated fool.

Wonder boy, wonder boy,
If you're so smart, how come you don't know I love you?
If you're so smart, how come you don't know I care?


Your nose is always stuck in a book.
I doubt if you even know how I look.

Wonder boy, wonder boy,
If you're so smart, how come you don't know I adore you?
If you're so smart, you oughta know I love you.

Summer:  He sounds nifty!  Tell us more about him.
Brenda:  Well, once when we were getting ready for a big quiz, he….(The other girls huddle on their beach blanket, listening to Brenda’s story.  Next, we shift the focus to Annette and Frankie, who also entered during CALIFORNIA NIGHTS with their surfboards, which they had laid on the sand UC and lied down on them, facing each other and looking smitteningly into each other’s eyes.)

Annette:  Frankie, what did we ever do to deserve such wonderful lives?  Life is really the gynchiest!

Frankie:  You said it, Annette.  Nothing to do ever but surfin’, surfin’, and more surfin’.

Annette:  And making out.  Don’t forget making out.

Frankie:  I sure love…

Annette:  Oh, so do I, Frankie.

Frankie:  …to surf.

Annette:  Oh.

Frankie:  There’s nothin’ better than ridin’ that glass, catchin’ that pipeline, shootin’ that curl, and prayin’ to King Kamehameha that you don’t wipe out.
Annette:  I love surfing as much as the next girl, Frankie, but don’t you ever want to try something else?
Frankie:  You mean like…waterskiing?  Nah, that’s for sissies.

Annette:  Oh, you men!  You’re all alike.  You only have one thing on your minds!  Why can’t that one thing ever be sex?!  (She grabs her surfboard, stomps off.)

Frankie:  Annette!  What’s wrong now?!  (pause.)  Women!  There’s just no pleasin’ ‘em sometimes.  Oh well…(He grabs his board.)  I don’t even care that it’s after dark.  I’ll ride those crests by moonlight.  Surf’s up!!! (He runs off with his surfboard.  Judy re-enters.)

Judy: (Glaring at Dusty and Tom.)  They’re still there.  That poor guy can’t break free of her tentacles.  He deserves so much better than her. 
SONG:  SHE’S A FOOL (written by Ben Raleigh & Mark Barkan)
Judy
She don't know that she's a lucky girl,
Got the best thing in the whole, wide world,
Got a love that's hard to find,
Got the boy I wish was mine, but..


She's a fool (SHAG-A-DOO-LA),
She's a fool (SHAG-A-DOO-LA),

She has his love but treats him cruel (SHAG-A-DOO-LA, SHAG-A-DOO-LA).


He don't know it, but she cheats on him, (That’s what I’ll tell him.)
With a boy like that it's such a sin.
I would never be untrue, (well, not too often.)
I would never make him blue, but...


She's a fool (SHAG-A-DOO-LA),
She's a fool (SHAG-A-DOO-LA),
She has his love but treats him cruel (SHAG-A-DOO-LA, SHAG-A-DOO-LA).

She's a fool (SHAG-A-DOO-LA),
She's a fool (SHAG-A-DOO-LA),
She has his love but treats him cruel (SHAG-A-DOO-LA, SHAG-A-DOO-LA).
(Judy exits as the song fades.  While exiting, she continues to glare at Dusty and Tom.)

Lesley:  (Staring off to where Judy has exited.)  I didn’t like the look in her eyes. She’s up to something again.  Come on, girls.  We’re gonna tail her.

Summer:  You mean just like all the boys in this town have.  (All five girls laugh.)

Lesley:  At least we won’t have to worry about picking up a social disease.  Let’s go beat the crap out of her. (Connie, Lesley, and Summer get up to start following Judy.)
Brenda:  I don’t want to go.  I’d rather stay here and stare at Albert and get all moony. 

Connie:  Come on, kid.  He’s with his grandmother.  You don’t stand a chance.  (Connie grabs Brenda by hand and pulls her up.)  
Brenda:  (whiny.)  Ohhhhhhhh.
Connie:  Coming, Petula?

Petula:  No, you go ahead.  I’m going to watch the stars come out.  It’ll be a metaphor for my soon-to-be meteoric rise to international fame.

Connie:  Just be careful.  Don’t put too much stock in wishing on shooting stars.  They fizzle out pretty quickly.  (Connie, Brenda, Lesley, Dionne, and Summer exit. Tom looks up from the letter and watches them exit lecherously.)

Dusty:  (With her hand, moving Tom’s face back to focus on the letter.)  I believe your attention is supposed to be on my affairs, not those kinds of affairs.

Tom:  What?  No, it wasn’t like that at all.  I was just…refocusing my eyes.  These words were getting a little blurry.

Dusty:  So are your alibis.

Tom:  What kind of marriage are we going to have if you suspect me of something everytime I look at a woman?  You’ve got to learn to be trusty, Dusty. 
Dusty:  You’re right, Tom.  I was being foolish.  (Holding up her ring, admiringly.)  And after you’ve given me this lovely little bauble.

Tom:  Little?  Because of that thing, we’re going to have to live on bread and water for three years.  But don’t worry.  All my felony clients tell me you get used to it.
Dusty:  I do so love you, Tom.  (They kiss.)

Tom:  If we keep this up, I’ll never find these legal loopholes.  So I better stop…in at the office, check a few law books, and see what I can do to get you that doormat.
Dusty:  You’re wonderful, Tom.

Tom:  And don’t you forget it.  (He kisses her once more, quickly, and then exits with the letter. Lesley, Judy, and the other girls  re-enter. Judy is backing in, fearfully, and Lesley is poking at her chest. The other girls are behind Lesley.)
Lesley:  All right, you sleazebag, we don’t know exactly what you’re up to, but we know you’re up to no good.

Judy:  I don’t have a clue what you’re talking about.

Lesley:  Neither do I, but that never stopped me before.

Judy:  You obviously don’t realize who you’re dealing with.

Lesley:  No, actually you don’t realize who you’re dealing with.  I’m Jewish.  I’ve got a black belt in Jew Jitsu.  (She does a martial arts move with the sound.)
Judy: (Pointing.)  Oh, look!  Isn’t that Henny Youngman with Rabbi Moskowitz?  (Lesley turns to look; Judy takes the opportunity to run away.)

Lesley:  Where?!  (She realizes she’s been duped.)  I can’t believe I fell for that… again.  Charge, girls!  (The girls take off, chasing Judy.)
Hagatha:  Come on, Albert.  It’s time to head home.  It’s getting entirely too chaotic on this beach.

Albert:  We barely just got here.

Hagatha:  Don’t talk back to your mother.  And besides, I don’t like the way you were eyeing those strumpets.  It’s not healthy for a boy your age to be looking at or even thinking about…(disdainfully.) females.  It’s not normal.

Albert:  But mother, there was one of them whose nubile bearing and presence vivified my primal urges and fomented my testosterone-laden hormonal responses.
Hagatha:  Engliiiiiiish, Alberrrrrt.

Albert:  I thought one of them was cute, mother.  She’s a freshman who’s in my quantum physics class.  It may be quantum physics, but we sure have chemistry.
Hagatha:  That does it.  I knew it was a mistake allowing you to travel to southern California, this den of iniquity.  (She grabs him by the ear.)  You’re coming with me.
Albert:  Owww, owww, owww!  But mother, I can’t leave Malibu University.  I’m fully metriculated!

Hagatha:  Oh, God!  I’m too late!  You’re already cogitating and metriculating all over the place!  You’re just like your father was!  (She drags him out. Dusty rises and crosses to Petula.  Chad enters, dressed like a hobo. He stays in the shadows; Dusty does not notice him. He eavesdrops on the conversation. )
Dusty:  Any chance we can have a sister-to-sister talk?
Petula:  As long as it’s not another mother-to-daughter talk.

Dusty:  Not this time, no.  Now I’ve got the problem.

Petula:  What kind of problem could you possibly have?

Dusty:  You’d be surprised.  I’ve got two, actually. You can’t solve the problems, of course, but you can be a wonderful shoulder to cry on.

Petula:  Cry away, sis.

Dusty:  Well, first there’s Tom.  He and I just got engaged.  (She shows the ring.)
Petula:  (She screams.) That’s ripping!  Why is that a problem?

Dusty:  You know his Casanova reputation.  And unfortunately, he still seems to have a wandering eye.

Petula:  I’m sure he loves you dearly and would never cheat on you.

Dusty:  I hope so.

Petula:  There. Problem solved.  Number two?

Dusty:  I received another of those letters from the Tau Nu Alpha national chapter.  They’re getting quite serious now.  They’ve only given us one month to complete all those renovations and improvements.
Petula:  A month?!  That’s impossible.

Dusty:  I quote.  “…by the end of this current academic session or your charter will be permanently revoked.”

Petula:  Can they do that?!

Dusty:  Of course they can, dear.  They’re the national chapter.  As far as the sorority is concerned, they wield more power than President Lyndon Baines Johnson.

Petula:  Oh, don’t get me started on the Vietnam War.

Dusty:  One dilemma at a time, love.

Petula:  (Thinking.) Well, if I can become a world-renowned singing star within the next few weeks, I should be able to earn enough money to pay for all the repairs.

Dusty:  That’s very sweet of you, darling.  But perhaps we should have an alternative plan…in the unlikely event that your superstardom doesn’t occur right away.
Petula:  That’s all I’ve got.  I’ll keep my thinking cap on, though.

Dusty:  Thank you.  That means a lot to me. (They hug.) Now I better start corraling the girls.  It’s getting very late.  It would be shameful if the sorority chaperone let them all miss curfew.  Cheerio!  And yes, I know we British people don’t ever really say that.  It’s something I picked up from Judy.  Don’t be long, dear. (She exits. Chad begins to ransack through a garbage can.)
Petula:  I say.  Have you lost something?
Chad:  Just scrounging for dinner.

Petula:  I should be horrified by that, but frankly my sister’s cooking is much worse.
Chad:  I’ve seen you before.

Petula:  Funny.  I don’t recall ever having seen you.

Chad:  You’re a singer.  You perform at Pops’ Malt Shoppe and Boxing Emporium..
Petula:  Why yes.  How did you know that?

Chad:  I…um…I…he occasionally lets me sweep up and take out the trash in exchange for a burger and some fries.
Petula:  Pop’s such a sweetheart.  No matter how…lowly…or disgusting…or dirty and smelly a person is, he always treats that person like family.  I suppose that’s what comes from being raised in a home full of coalminers…and professional boxers.
Chad:  You’re very good.

Petula:  Excuse me?

Chad:  Your singing.  It’s very good.  I love listening to you.  I’m your biggest fan.
Petula:  Thank you.  Now if you just knew some record producers to say that to.

Chad:  Well, as a matter…

Petula:  Singing at Pops’ isn’t my ultimate dream of course. I’m still waiting for my big break.  Someday I’m going to be on Shindig, Hullabaloo, AND Dick Clark’s American Bandstand.  I hope I get to meet Davy Jones and the Monkees.
Chad:  I’m sure that’ll happen sooner than you think.

Petula:  What am I telling you all of this for? To be perfectly honest, my sister would not like me conversing with a stranger.  Especially one who has no fingers on his gloves.
Chad:  Let’s remedy that.  (He removes his fingerless gloves, throws them in the garbage can.)  Good evening.  I’m…uhhh…I’m…Freddy…Freddy DeFreeloader.
Petula:  And I’m Petula.

Chad:  Yes, I know.  (Petula looks bewildered.)  I’ve heard Pops introduce you.

Petula:  It’s very lovely meeting you, Mr. DeFreeloader.
Chad:  Now that we’re no longer strangers, I don’t suppose you would consider splitting a malted with me someday after one of your sets.

Petula:  Mr. DeFreeloader…
Chad:  Freddy.  Please.

Petula:  Freddy…I’m sure you’re a simply grand human being.  (She is mesmerized and seduced.) You certainly have the dreamiest blue eyes I’ve ever seen.  (Snapping out of it.) But I’m not looking for romance or even to date.  I’ve got my career to consider.  And even if I were in the market for a beau, I’d insist on someone who could support me in the style to which I am accustomed.  I truly can’t see myself eating out of garbage cans.  If I were to date you and…perhaps…eventually…fall in love, what could you possibly offer me?
SONG:  LOVE GOES ON FOREVER (written by Bob Crewe & Gary Knight)
Chad

All I have I’ll give you,

Everything you see.

What have I to give you?

All I have is me.

Rings and worldly things

Depended upon

Let you down to the ground.

I have found too soon they are gone.

There’s just one thing I can give you

To last for always and live through

Any gold and silver dream money can buy.

It’s love that goes on forever, forever, forever.

True love goes on forever and never, ever dies.

(Chad extends his hand, Petula takes it, and they begin to dance a waltz.)

Time is here and gone 

Before you can say.

See it fly, hurry by.

Don’t you try bringing back yesterday.

The one thing worth hangin’ on to,

To have and hold when you’ve gone through

Every let’s pretend that has to end

In the sky.

It’s love that goes on forever, forever, forever.

True love goes on forever and never, ever dies.

INSTRUMENTAL UNDERSCORE

Petula:  You dance very well for a hobo.

Chad:  A what?!

Petula:  A hobo…a bum…a vagrant.

Chad:  Never mind.  I thought you said something else.

Come on and love me my darling.  (Petula begins to sing the “echo” lines.)
Our love that goes on forever, forever, forever.

True love goes on forever and never, ever dies.

It’s love that goes on forever, forever, forever.

True love goes on forever and never, ever dies.

It’s love that goes on forever, forever, forever.

True love goes on forever and never, ever dies.
(At the end of the song, they are about to kiss, but a clock-tower bell begins to chime, and Petula abruptly stops just before their lips meet.)

Petula:  Oh, dear, look at the time.  It’s almost past curfew.  I’ve got to dash.  It was very nice meeting you, Freddy.  (She rushes out and, in the process, forgets her purse and shoes, which she had previously taken off.)
Chad:  (Picking up the shoes and purse.) Wait!  You’ve forgotten your purse and sandals!  (He has missed her; he sighs.)
Wellington: (Entering.)  Well, Master Chad, I see you once again have been left holding the bag…and the shoes.

Chad:  Story of my life.

Wellington:  It didn’t go well?

Chad:  No, actually it went very well.  The only way to verify if it’s really love at first sight is to see if it’s also love at second sight.  It definitely was.

Wellington:  So when will you end the charade?

Chad:  Certainly not yet.  I’ve had too many girls fall in love with me only for my money.  I don’t want to make that same mistake again.  However, in this case, my money could come in handy.  They’ve got a bit of a financial problem.  I might be able to help.
Wellington:  You’re such a giver, sir.  (They chuckle.) Home, then?

Chad:  Yes, Wellington.  Home.

Wellington:  I’ll pull the limo around, sir.

Chad:  No, I think I’ll walk to it.  (Pause, spots blanket.) Ah. She’ll probably want her blanket back, also.  (He picks it up and he walks off with Wellington. Dusty and Annette enter from opposite sides.)
Dusty:  There you are, Annette.  I’ve been looking all over for you.  I’ve already rounded up the other girls and sent them back to the house.  Just in the nick of time, too.  They were about to skin Judy alive. Did you forget curfew?

Annette:  I’m sorry, Dusty.  I was out drowning my sorrows in root beer floats.

Dusty:  Boy trouble? (Annette shakes her head “yes”.)  Frankie?
Annette:  Why are boys so dense?
Dusty:  I don’t know, dear.  They just are.  There’s really no logical explanation.  And unfortunately, they don’t get any better when they become men.
SONG:  THAT’S THE WAY BOYS ARE (written by Mark Barkan & Ben Raleigh)
Dusty

When I’m with my guy and he watches all the pretty girls go by-y-y (hey-ay-ay),
And I feel so hurt deep inside I wish that I could die (hey-ay-ay),
Not a word do I sa-a-y, I just look the other wa-a-a-a-ay
’Cause that’s the way boys are (the way boys are).
That’s the way boys are (the way boys are).
Annette

When he treats me rough and he acts as though he doesn’t really ca-a-are (hey-
ay-ay),
Well I never tell him that he is so unfair (hey-ay-ay).
’Cause he loves me and I know it but he’s just afraid to sho-o-o-o-ow it
‘Cause that’s the way boys are (the way boys are),
That’s the way boys are (the way boys are).

Both

Oh oh when he wants to be alone, I just let him be,
‘Cause I know that soon enough he will come back to-a me-e.

Annette

When we have a fight I think that I won’t see him anymore (hey-ay-ay),
The-en before I know it there he is standin’ at my door (hey-ay-ay).
Dusty

Well I let him kiss me there and then ‘cause I know he wants me ba-a-ack again,
That’s the way boys are (the way boys are),
Yes the way boys are (the way boys are).

Both


Oh I love him (that’s the way boys are),
Well now that’s the way boys are (the way boys are),
I said that’s the way boys are (the way boys are).

Dusty:  You’ve got to be getting back to the sorority house.

Annette:  I see Frankie paddling in.  Couldn’t I stay out just a few more minutes?  I really need to talk with him.
Dusty:  Wellllll, it’s against my better judgment…but all right.  Ten minutes.  Not a moment longer.

Annette:  Thank you, Dusty.  I promise.

Dusty:  Good luck.  (She embraces Annette quickly and then exits.  After a moment, Frankie enters carrying his board.)
Frankie:  What are you still doing here, Annette?  Isn’t it past your curfew?
Annette:  We need to talk.
Frankie:  About surfin’?!
Annette:  No, not about surfing.  Don’t you ever understand anything?!

SONG:  A GIRL IN LOVE (written by Lesley Gore)
A girl in love must know        
You really love her true.
A girl in love must know
You feel the same way too.

She's got to know you need her every morning.
She's got to know you want her every night.
She's got to other way of knowing
How much you want to hold her tight.

A girl in love needs someone close beside her.
A girl in love needs warmth and strength to guide her.
Don't be afraid; she's just as shy as you are.
Hold out your hand and have her come to you.
I'll have to teach you how to treat her tenderly.
I'm the girl in love with you.
Frankie:  What are you trying to say?

Annette:  Oh, you!  (She does a Doris Day triple exasperated huff exit.)

Frankie:  Here we go again!  Annette!  (He trails after her.  Immediately, Caesar, Cleo, and the hippies begin popping their heads in, one-at-a-time; many have 60s protest/picket signs.  Caesar and Cleo look and are dressed much like Sonny and Cher circa mid-60s.)
Caesar:  Groovy!  The coastal sightings are clearadelic, baby!

Cleo:  Far out, man!  This is a happenin’ place.

Caesar:  Now that the squares are all gone, we got the beach to ourselves.
Cleo:  Look, Caesar.  They even left us a bonfire.

Caesar:  Outtasight!

Cleo:  It’s a gas!

Caesar:  What are you, wiggin’ out, Cleo? That’s clearly a wood-burning bonfire.
Cleo:  Groovy, Caesar!  Far out!

Caesar:  We should make this our crash pad for the summer.

Cleo:  Lay it on me!

Caesar:  Later, babe.  After the other flower children have all bugged out.

Cleo:  Groovy!  Let’s get psychedelic.

Caesar:  Peace!

Cleo:  Love!
Caesar:  The beat goes on!
Cleo:  I got you, babe!
SONG:  NO MATTER WHAT YOU DO (written by D. St. John & Mike Post)
Hippies

Uh-huh, a yeah, oh-oh, oh-oh

Uh-huh, a yeah, oh-oh, oh-oh

Cleo

Well, I-I-I know I shouldn’t love you, boy, oh yeah.
Caesar

And I-I-I know I shouldn’t care, oh yeah.
Both
But every time you are next to me,

I know this is how love is meant to be.

Oh yeah, my head goes round and around, oh yeah,
And all of my lovin’ comes a-tumblin’ on down.

I know I’ll always be in love with you

No matter what you do.

INSTRUMENTAL UNDERSCORE OF DIALOGUE; hippies dance during.
Caesar:  I know what we’re gonna do.  We’re gonna have a be-in, a love-in, a sit-in, baby!  (Hippies react loudly.)
Cleo:  That’s the grooviest idea I’ve ever heard!  (beat)  What are we doin’ it for?!
Caesar:  To stake out and claim this happenin’ spot as our own.  From now on, this is our territory!  (More hippie reaction.)
Cleo:  Far out!  (beat.) But don’t you think the state of California’ll have a little problem with that?  They kinda think it’s theirs.
Caesar:  It’s time we stick it to the man!  Stick it real good.
Cleo:  Right on!  Let’s stick it to the man, my little Goomba!  

ENCORE:  NO MATTER WHAT YOU DO (written by D. St. John & Mike Post)
Both

But even though you’re leadin’ me on,

When I’m around you, I don’t know right from wrong.

Oh yeah, my head goes round and around, yeah, 

And all of my lovin’ comes atumblin’ on down.

I know I’ll always be in love with you

No matter what you do.

All

Uh-huh, a yeah, oh-oh, oh-oh

Uh-huh, a yeah, oh-oh, oh-oh

Caesar:  Let the sit-in begin!  (All the hippies cheer and plop down on the beach.)
END OF “A” SIDE: SCENE 1
SCENE 2:  In the main public area of the Tau Nu Alpha sorority house, the following weekend.  Bill is taking measurements of the room with a retractable measuring tape and jotting down the information on a pad.  There is a large sign that reads Tau Nu Alpha.  There is another sign that reads, “Happy Birthday, Lesley!”  After a moment, Dusty enters.
Dusty:  May I help you?

Bill: (Turning around to her.)  I certainly hope so.

Dusty:  (Happy but surprised to see him.) Bill, what are you doing here?

Bill:  So you don’t need any repairs done to the house?

Dusty:  Scads, but how did you know?

Bill:  I’ve got my sources.  William L. Nyro, contractor extraordinaire, at your service.
Dusty:  Don’t misunderstand, Bill.  I would love to have you spruce up our place a bit, but I can’t afford you.

Bill:  Judging by the roof, the plumbing, and the electrical system, you can’t afford not to.

Dusty:  I’ve barely got two nickels to rub together, as you “colonists” say.

Bill:  Not a problem.

Dusty:  Well, it will be a problem when you hand me the final bill…Bill.
Bill:  Already paid for.

Dusty:  I won’t hear of it.  You couldn’t afford that any more than I can.

Bill:  You’re right there.  But fortunately for both of us, you’ve got a benefactor.

Dusty:  A benefactor?  Who?

Bill:  I don’t know.  The very generous payment came in anonymously.

Dusty:  That’s quite peculiar.
Bill:  Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth.

Dusty:  No, I certainly won’t do that.  We were reaching a point of desperation.  All these repairs must be done within a month.  You’ll be able to finish within a month, won’t you?

Bill:  Have you ever known a contractor not to complete a job on schedule?  Wait a minute.  Don’t answer that.

Dusty:  I really wish I had known you were coming.  At the risk of seeming an ingrate, this truly isn’t the best time to start the work.  We’re throwing a surprise birthday party this evening for one of our girls.

Bill: Yes, I noticed the sign. (He points.)
Dusty:  You’re welcome back, however, anytime you like.

Bill: (with insinuation.) Anytime?

Dusty:  Now Bill, let’s not go down that road again.

Bill:  What road is that?

Dusty:  Memory Lane.

Bill:  Why not?  I’ve only got the fondest memories of our times together.
Dusty:  And I have pleasant memories also.  But that was last summer.  Things are very different now.  So…tell me what I can do to thank you for all this labor you’ll be performing for us.  (He goes to the record player, picks out a record, and puts it on.)
Bill:  Dance with me. 

Dusty:  What?

Bill:  You broke up with me so abruptly, we never had time for a last dance.  I’ve come to claim it.

Dusty:  Oh, Bill, I don’t know…

Bill:  (lightheartedly.) Not that this is, in any way, a threat, but I do have the power to make electricity come out of your faucets and water come out of your electrical sockets.  (The music starts.)
Dusty: (Going along with the joke.)  Well, since you’ve put it like that, I suppose you give me no choice.

Bill:  (Offering his arm.)  May I have the honor?

Dusty:  By all means.  (They begin to dance.)
SONG:  THE THINGS WE DID LAST SUMMER (written by Jule Styne & Sammy Cahn)
Bill

The boat rides we would take, the moonlight on the lake,
The way we danced and hummed our favrite song.
The things we did last summer I’ll remember all winter long.

(Judy appears; she spots the two dancing and immediately gets an idea.  She rushes back out.)

The leaves began to fade like promises we made.
How could a love that seemed so right go wrong? 
The things we did last summer I’ll remember all winter long.

INSTRUMENTAL SECTION FOR DANCE; (during this section, Judy re-enters surreptitiously and with a Polaroid Swinger camera; she takes several pictures of Dusty and Bill dancing; they are oblivious to her.  Dusty is enjoying the moment, perhaps a little too much.)

I’ve tried so to forget, at times I do, and yet
The mem’ry of you lingers like our song.
The things we did last summer, I’ll remember all winter long.
Dusty:  That was nice, Bill.  Thank you.  Tom and I never dance like that.

Bill:  Tom?

Dusty:  I told you things were different now.  I’ve recently become engaged.

Bill:  (Obviously crushed.)  Oh…I’m sorry.  I didn’t know.

Dusty:  Of course you didn’t.

Bill:  Once again I make myself look like a total ass.

Dusty:  Not at all.  The dance was very sweet.

Bill:  Look.  I’ve got another job I’ve got to run to.  I’ll get out of your way.  (He collects his things and  exits in a bit of a rush.)

Dusty:  (Calling after him.)  Bill…(she sighs.)  Oh, dear.  (Brenda comes rushing in, followed by a large group of people that includes Johnny and Sandy. Each person is carrying either gifts, balloons, decorations, a filled punch bowl, or refreshments.)
Brenda:  Hurry up, everyone!  Connie’s on her way here with Lesley!  We’ve got to set up quickly and then hide.  Where are the other girls?

Dusty:  They’re all upstairs.  I’ll get them.  (She exits. The party guests put the decorations and food in place.)
Brenda:  I do hope Lesley’s surprised.  I never had so much trouble keeping a secret in my life.

Johnny:  You?  What about Johnny?  When Johnny was with Lesley at the submarine races, it was a good thing his mouth was occupied.

Brenda:  You’re right, Johnny.  That could have been disastrous.  (Johnny pulls out a comb and begins combing his 50’s-style D.A.)
Sandy:  Anything else I can help with?

Brenda:  Thanks. Maybe the streamers. I don’t believe we’ve met.

Sandy:  I’m Sandy.  From Kappa Epsilon Nu.

Brenda:  I love that fraternity.  Do all your frat brothers look like Malibu Ken?  (Dusty re-enters with Annette, Petula, Dionne, and Judy.)

Dusty:  Mission accomplished.

Brenda:  Where’s Summer?

Dionne:  She said she’d be down shortly.  She has some laundering to do.

Brenda:  Laundering?  When we’re about to throw the biggest surprise birthday party bash this sorority has ever seen?

Dusty:  She claims she doesn’t have a thing to wear.  And I told her showing up nude would be totally inappropriate.

Johnny:  Did Johnny hear something about naked chicks?

Brenda:  No, Johnny, go back to combing your D.A.
Johnny:  (Combing his hair again.)  Johnny says D.A.’s never go out of style.
Judy:  (To Johnny.)  So you want to see a naked girl, huh?  Maybe I can help.
Annette:  (At the window.)  Connie and Lesley! They’re at the end of the walkway!

Brenda:  Everyone!  Quick, hide!  (They all do.)

Lesley:  (Just outside the door, about to enter with Connie.)  Connie, tell me again what today is.
Connie: For the last time, Red, it’s May 2nd.  Why do you keep asking?

Lesley:  Doesn’t that date have some special significance?  Isn’t there something really important that happened on that day?

Connie:  (Ponders for a moment.)  No, not that I can think of.  Oh, wait.  You’re right.  It’s Engelbert Humperdinck’s birthday. (They enter the sorority house.)

Guests:  (Jumping out.)  Surprise!!!  (Lesley screams with glee, passes out/faints, and falls straight back into Johnny’s arms. Dusty goes off.)
Johnny:  Johnny thinks Lesley was definitely surprised.  (He pulls out a tube of Brylcreem and uses it like smelling salts.)  Brylcreem.  Just a little dab’ll do you.  (Lesley comes to.)  Works every time.
Lesley:  Is the party over?  I didn’t miss it, did I?
Connie:  For a tough chick, you sure pass out easy.

Dionne:  I’m starved.  Let’s get to that cake.

Petula:  Now that you mention it, I’m a bit peckish myself.  (Dusty re-enters with a birthday cake containing lit candles.  Everyone immediately begins to sing “Happy Birthday”.  At the end, Lesley blows out the candles.)
Johnny:  (Kissing Lesley.)  The big day.  Johnny’s glad you’re now legal, baby.  (The party-goers begin to revel. Summer enters from upstairs, carrying a basket of laundry; Sandy accidentally backs into her.)

Summer:  (Bending down to pick up the fallen items.)  Please watch where you’re going.  You just made me drop my…(She looks up and sees Sandy for the first time; she immediately drops the entire basket of clothes.)…panties.

Sandy:  Here.  Let me help you with that.  (They both kneel down, keeping their eyes affixed on each other.)

Summer:  (Starry-eyed.) Thank you.  That’s very kind.  I didn’t mean to be so abrupt.  I’m Summer.

Sandy: (Equally as mesmerized.)  I’m autumn and winter.  I…I mean…I’m Sandy.

Summer:  You must be from Kappa Epsilon Nu.  You look just like Malibu Ken. Except your hair isn’t plastic…is it?
Sandy:  I do have cork sandals.

Summer:  Really?  I’ve got platform heels made out of cork.  Gosh, it’s a small world.  (They pick up the laundry basket, exit, still staring into each other’s eyes.)

Lesley:  (Talking with Judy.)  No hard feelings?

Judy:  No hard feelings.  Let bygones be bygones, I always say.

Lesley:  Good.  Because I don’t want anything to spoil my birthday.  (They smile fakely at each other. Lesley crosses to the gifts to begin opening them.)  Time to open my presents!  (There are ad libs from Lesley and the guests while she opens the gifts. Judy’s fake smile turns to a scowl.)

Judy:  No hard feelings, my ass.  I’ll teach you to threaten me.  (She crosses to Johnny and immediately begins seductively to insinuate herself on him. Lesley is so preoccupied with her gifts that she doesn’t notice. After a very short while, Judy and Johnny sneak off out the door, holding hands; only Connie notices. Connie crosses to the door to watch Judy and Johnny going off. There is the sound of a motorcycle pulling up. Dominic, who rode up on his Harley, enters, much to Connie’s dismay.)

Connie: (Extremely surprised.)  Dominic?!

Dominic:  In da flesh.

Connie:  How…when…why are you here?!

Dominic:  I came to see my lady.  (He tries to embrace her.)
Connie:  (Throwing off his advances.) I am not your lady.

Dominic:  (Holding up a class ring.) Still got my high school ring, if you wanna get back together.

Connie:  To this day I can’t figure out how you got a high school ring, Dominic.  You’re a dropout.

Dominic:  I went back and got my GED.

Connie:  (Surprised and impressed.)  You did?  Well, that still doesn’t answer the question.  They don’t issue GED class rings!

Dominic:  Come on, admit it.  You’re glad ta see me.

Connie:  Yes.  Yes, I am.  Just so I can tell you once again to get lost.  (She storms off.  He, of course, follows her.)

Dominic:  But babe!  (His attention is quickly averted.)  Oooh, cake.  (He grabs a slice and begins to eat. Summer and Sandy re-enter from their walk, still carrying the clothes basket; they sit on a bench outside the sorority house.)
SONG: SMALL TALK (written by Alan Gordon & Garry Bonner)
Summer
Sunday best and dressed to kill the afternoon.

You know how draggy afternoons can be sometimes.

You’re lucky if you find someone to talk with you.

Small talk.

It’s been nice talking to you,

Walking with you, too.

Sandy
You never know just who you’re gonna meet, you know.
And even though they say, “Don’t talk to strangers,”

I’m awfully glad we had the chance to say hello.

Small talk.

It’s been nice talking to you,

Walking with you, too.

Both
I know that you don’t know me.

And you know that I don’t know you,

But what else to do but small talk with you.

(The two go in and rejoin the party.)

Lesley:  (Finishing up her unwrapping.) Well, I guess that’s all the presents.  Unless somebody has a few more hidden around somewhere.  No, huh?  Oh, well. Where’s Johnny?  I want to thank him for this great gift – a framed autographed 8 by 10 color glossy…of himself.
Connie:  I hate to be the bearer of bad news, Red…(Connie takes Lesley aside to tell her about Johnny and Judy. Tom enters.)

Dusty:  Tom, darling, I’m so glad you were able to make it. (She kisses him.)
Tom:  Miss the social event of the year?  Wouldn’t think of it. 
Dusty:  You’ll never believe what has happened.  We’ve found a solution to our renovation problems…(Lesley bursts into tears, wailing hysterically.)
Connie:  Come on, Lesley. This isn’t the tough-as-nails chick from the Bronx that we all know and love.  Big girls don’t cry.
SONG:  IT’S MY PARTY (written by Herb Wiener, John Gluck, Jr., & Wally Gold)
Lesley
It's my party, and I'll cry if I want to,
Cry if I want to, cry if I want to.
You would cry too if it happened to you.

Nobody knows where my Johnny has gone,
But Judy left the same time. (That bitch!)
Why was he holding her hand, (Slut!)
When he's supposed to be mine?

(Someone puts on a record. Couples dance in a choreographed cha-cha routine.  Lesley goes off to one side to sulk and sing; Connie looks on, sympathetically.)


It's my party, and I'll cry if I want to,
Cry if I want to, cry if I want to.
You would cry too if it happened to you.

Play all my records, keep dancin' all night,
But leave me alone for a while.
Till Johnny's dancin' with me,
I've got no reason to smile.

It's my party, and I'll cry if I want to,
Cry if I want to, cry if I want to.
You would cry too if it happened to you.


Judy and Johnny enter, still making out, and in complete disarray (hair messed up, clothes all undone and askew, lipstick all over Johnny’s face, Johnny’s zipper down with his shirttail sticking out the front of his fly, etc.)


Judy and Johnny just walked through the door,
Like a queen with her king. (Tramp!)

(Judy flashes her new ring to all the girls, who scream in unison. In disgust, Connie exits; Dominic follows her. When Judy notices that Tom has arrived, she begins to really play up her “fling” with Johnny, for Tom’s benefit, in the hopes of making him jealous.  Tom does notice and indeed is a little jealous and angry at the situation.)

Oh what a birthday surprise,
Judy's wearin' his ring. (Floozy!)

It's my party, and I'll cry if I want to,
Cry if I want to, cry if I want to.
You would cry too if it happened to you.
END OF “A” SIDE: SCENE 2
SCENE 3:  Several days later; in their separate rooms, Connie and Dominic are speaking on the telephone.
Connie:  No, Dominic, I haven’t forgotten what we meant to each other back in high school.  I’ve been trying.  Believe me, I’ve been trying.

Dominic:  Can’t get me outta your system, heh?

Connie:  Yeah, you’re a regular rotavirus.
Dominic:  I’m definitely nuttin’ to sneeze at.

Connie:  High school was ancient history.  I’m in college now.

Dominic:  So am I!

Connie:  Dominic, clown college does not count.

Dominic:  It should count for sumptin’, Connie, dat I got on my chopper and followed you out here.

Connie:  I still can’t believe you hauled your butt all the way from Philly.

Dominic:  Don’t dat tell ya sumptin’?
Connie:  It tells me you might be a little bit psycho.

Dominic:  So what do ya say?  Wanna take a spin on my Harley?  I did some work on it.  It’s really souped up.

Connie:  I don’t think you’re hearing me, Dominic.  I moved 3000 miles away to college so I could strike out on my own, have a little independence, have a little fun.  You’re stifling me.  I want to spread my wings, I want to take chances, I want to throw a little caution to the wind.
Dominic:  You can do all dose tings on my bike.  At eighty miles an hour, dere’s plenty of wind da trow caution to. 
Connie:  (getting to her point.)  I want to date other guys.
Dominic:  What?!

Connie:  Dominic, listen…

SONG:  DON’T CALL ME, I’LL CALL YOU (written by John Madara & David White) / IF THAT’S THE WAY YOU WANT IT (written by Gloria Shayne & Edna Lewis)
Connie
I may be wrong.
But just as long as I can have my say,
I won't be true to only you.
It's gotta be that way.
Dominic

You came along and made me fall.
Now I can't walk away.
I have no choice at all.
With you I've got to stay.

Connie

While I'm young,
I'll have fun.
There’s so much to do.
So don't tie me down.
Don't wait around.
And don't call me, I'll call you.

Dominic
You tell me dat you aren't ready,
To settle down with one.
You want to keep me on a string,
While you're having fun.

Connie

You seem so sure.
Actin' like you’re the only boy in town.
Dominic:  I may not be da only, but I’m da best.
Connie


But you’re so wise oh-oh-oh-oh.
There are other guys I'd like to be around.
Dominic:  Names!  I want names! Give me names!
Connie

Why should I date just one guy,
When I-I can date a few?

Dominic: Sure you’re not related to dat Judy girl?
Connie


So just bide your time, wait in line.
And don't call me, I'll call you.
Dominic
If dat's the way you want it,
So be it my love.
If dat's the way you want it.
So be it my love.  (He hangs up and exits, leaving Connie alone to sing the tag.)

Connie

Oh no, no, no, when I'm done,
You will be the one
I'll come runnin' to.
Connie

No I can't tell you when,
But until then,
Don't call me, I'll call you.

I said no, no, no, 
Now when I'm done, when I’m done,
You will be the one.
END OF “A” SIDE:  SCENE 3
SCENE 4:  Dominic, Bill, Chad, and Johnny are each playing with a basketball.
SONG: THAT’S THE WAY THE BALL BOUNCES (written by Marvin Hamlisch & Howard Liebling)
Dominic
I love her.
She doesn't love me.

Bill

That's the way the ball bounces.

Chad

That's the way the ball bounces.

Johnny

That's the way the cookie crumbles.

All
Yes, that’s the way it is.

Bill


She loves another
Who ignores her.

Chad

That’s the way the ball bounces.

Johnny

That’s the way the ball bounces.

Dominic
Dat’s de way de cookie crumbles.

All
Yes, that’s the way it is.

I've tried to put my heart wise.
I have tried to make myself realize
That no one gets just what he asks for.

That's the way the ball bounces.
That's the way the ball bounces.
That's the way the cookie crumbles.
That’s the way, yes, that's the way; that's the way that it is.

END OF “A” SIDE:  SCENE 4
SCENE 5:  Pop’s Malt Shoppe and Boxing Emporium; several days later, in the afternoon.  Pop’s is a typical corner malt shoppe, but it has a boxing motif (since Pop used to be a professional boxer); there are boxing gloves and pictures of bouts hanging all over the walls.  There is also a bandstand and a jukebox. At the top, Petula is at the microphone on the bandstand; she is singing BOYS. She is backed up by two other females (girl group style), Cleo (in a different costume and appearance) and Dionne.  Throughout the song, there is a lot of action going on in Pop’s. Some people are dancing.  Connie is constantly moving around trying to avoid Dominic (who enters shortly after the scene starts), but he keeps following her; in the process, Connie is flirting with one guy after another.  Brenda is standing near the jukebox with her eyes on Albert, who is of course with his mother Hagatha, and he’s reading while dancing with his mother.  Summer and Sandy are sharing an ice cream soda with two straws.  Lesley is by herself sulking.  Johnny is on the other side of the room, necking and slow dancing with Judy. Dusty and Tom are also present; Tom and Judy keep exchanging glances.  Judy is trying again to make Tom jealous. Shortly thereafter, Dusty notices Tom’s attention; they have a minor squabble and Dusty exits; Tom follows her. Annette and Frankie both of course have their surfboards with them. Frankie is waxing his.  This annoys Annette.  Chad (as Freddy the hobo) is off to one side, pretending he’s sweeping and cleaning up, but in reality he’s lovingly focused on Petula.  After having had enough of seeing Johnny making out with Judy, Lesley sidles up next to Dominic.  Lesley is trying to make Johnny jealous.  Dominic is trying to make Connie jealous, so the two briefly neck and kiss a little. Toward the end of the song, Johnny (who has spotted Lesley with Dominic) gets angry, walks away from Judy, goes over and punches Dominic (right on the final beat of Petula’s song), knocking him out. Petula’s song ends, everyone gasps at the punch, abruptly switches to applause for Petula, and then just as abruptly switches back to gasps for the punch. Lesley realizes that Johnny still loves her, so she throws her arms around him and kisses him.  Connie rushes over to Dominic.  Pop gets up on the bandstand.
SONG:  BOYS (written by Paul Anka)

Petula

They always tell us things to make us jealous.
Never show us that they really know us.

Never please us.

Always try to tease us.

Why, oh, why?

Boys,

They’re always hurting little girls.

Boys,

They’re always hurting little girls.

They always tell us things to make us jealous.

Never show us that they really know us.

Never please us.

Always try to tease us.

Why, oh, why?

Boys,

They’re always calling someone names.

Boys,

They’re always playing silly games.

Boys, boys, boys!
Pop:  Let’s hear it once more for Petula!!!  (More applause from everyone.)  And boys, if you’re gonna brawl, take it outside, all right?  All right. (He makes three fist punches in the air.)  Pop, pop, pop!  That’s me.
Lesley:  (to Johnny) You do still love me!

Johnny:  Sure, baby.  Johnny always thought you were the coolest.  Johnny just got a little stupid for a while.  You forgive Johnny?  (Lesley kisses him.)
Connie:  (Slapping Dominic’s face to bring him around.)  Dominic!  Dominic!  Can you hear me?!  (When that doesn’t work, she gets Johnny’s Brylcreem from him and uses it as he had done previously, as smelling salts.  Then she slaps Dominic several more times.  He begins to come around.)  Dominic, are you all right?!
Dominic:  I would be if you’d stop smackin’ me in da face.  (On that, Connie smacks him once more, even harder.)  What was dat for?!

Connie:  “Dat” was for kissing Lesley.

Dominic:  She made me do it.  ‘Sides, whatta you care?

Connie:  I don’t.  I just can’t stand seeing my best friend lip-locking with an orangutan.

Dominic:  Dat’s a horrible way to talk about “Little Red”.  (Connie walks away in an exasperated huff.)

Chad:  (Approaching Petula, carrying her shoes, purse, and blanket to her.)  Didn’t know it was going to be this exciting at Pop’s today.  Here. I thought you might need these back.  You left them on the beach the night we met.
Petula:  I was wondering what I had done with those.  Thank you.  (She quickly opens and checks in her purse.)

Chad:  Your money’s still there, Cinderella.  Don’t worry.

Petula:  I’m sorry.  That was foolish and uncalled for.  You deserve more respect than that.  Especially after you were so gracious as to return everything.

Chad:  You’re forgiven.  By the way…(indicating the bandstand) great set.

Petula:  (Suspiciously, she quickly glances down at her chest.) Of what? (Chad chuckles.)
Lesley:  It’s really outtasight having you back, Johnny!

Johnny:  Johnny’s feelin’ pretty outtasight being back.  (They kiss.)

Lesley:  Sweetheart, as much as I hate to break up our groovy reunion, you’re going to have to excuse me just a minute.

Johnny:  Oh, I get it.  Female problems.

Lesley:  Well, not exactly.  Though I suppose that’s one way of putting it.

Johnny:  But you just got here.  Why do you gotta leave?

SONG:  JUDY’S TURN TO CRY (written by Beverly “Ruby” Ross & Edna Lewis)
Lesley
'Cause now it's Judy's turn to cry,
Judy's turn to cry,
Judy's turn to cry,
'Cause Johnny's come back to me.
(Lesley grabs a pair of boxing gloves off the wall and begins to put them on. She crosses to a group of friends.)
Oh, when Judy left with Johnny at my party (my party) 
And came back wearing his ring,
I sat down and cried my eyes out.
Now that was a foolish thing!
(Lesley crosses to another group of friends.)

'Cause now it's Judy's turn to cry,
Judy's turn to cry,
Judy's turn to cry,
'Cause Johnny's come back to me.
(spoken.) All right.  Where is she?
(After a friend points her out, Lesley spots Judy, who is obviously attempting to keep a low profile.  Lesley surreptitiously crosses to Judy.)

Well, it hurt me so to see them dance together (together),
I felt like making a scene.
Then my tears just fell like raindrops
(Lesley taps Judy on the shoulder and then spins her around to face her.)


'Cause Judy's smile was so mean.
(Lesley punches Judy in the face; this fight is all done in a comedic, slapstick style; it’s not done seriously. Throughout the next chorus, Lesley continues to punch Judy, first a left and then a right, one punch for each time she says the name “Judy”.)

But now it's Judy's turn to cry,
Judy's turn to cry,
Judy's turn to cry,
(Judy tries to get away, but Lesley grabs her and throws her to the floor.)

'Cause Johnny's come back to me.

(Instrumental break, during which Lesley performs wrestling moves on Judy. Lesley, of course, is on top. Judy attempts to fight back, with a lot of hair-pulling, scratching, biting, etc., but she is unsuccessful. Judy has met her match. All the guys are thrilled at the catfight going on; they cheer the two fighting girls on.)

Oh, one night I saw them kissin' at a party (a party),
So I kissed some other guy.
Johnny jumped up and he hit him,
'Cause he still loved me, that's why.
(Lesley begins to slam Judy’s head to the floor, again one slam for each time she says the name “Judy”.)

So now it's Judy's turn to cry,
Judy's turn to cry,
Judy's turn to cry,
'Cause Johnny's come back to me.
(Judy breaks free of Lesley and runs for her life. Lesley calmly rises, takes off her boxing gloves, brushes off her hands and her clothes, and crosses victoriously back to Johnny.)

Yay, now it's Judy's turn to cry,
Judy's turn to cry,
Judy's turn to cry...
Lesley: (spoken to Johnny; Lesley’s still brushing off her hands.) And that’s what the British would call Punchin’ Judy.  D’you miss me?

(Brenda and Connie are standing near the jukebox, making selections.)

Brenda:  That Lesley is such a tough cookie.  I wish I could be more like that. I think it’s because she’s from the Bronx…wherever they are.  

Connie:  Yeah, she kinda reminds me of me – spunky and streetwise. 

Brenda:  If I could be more like her…well, I wouldn’t go around beating up people, but it would be nice…for a day or two…not to be a demure southern belle.  

Connie:  (Incredulous.) You mean that cheesy accent is for real?

Brenda:  (Almost oblivious to Connie.)  I would just walk right up to Albert and say, “Albert, put down that book, take off those glasses, stop dancing with your mother, and kiss me.” Did I tell you he’s a member of MENSA? 

Connie:  I kinda like the sound of that.  I’d join any club that had the word “men” in its name.  I tried joining the Young Men’s Christian Association once – the YMCA, but at that club, all the men seemed more interested in each other.  These MENSA people, they don’t all have mother fixations, do they?
Brenda: It would be nice if I just once could be more assertive…like Lesley…or at least as assertive as a boy! (When the song starts, Hagatha forces Albert to dance again; he reads while doing so.  Occasionally, he looks over at Brenda.)
SONG:  SOMETIMES I WISH I WERE A BOY (written by Steve Donroy & John Gluck)
Brenda
Sometimes, yes sometimes I wish I were a boy.
I've been standing by the jukebox
Hoping he'd ask me to dance.
How I wish I could run to him and hug him,
But a girl mustn't make an advance.

Oh, I'm a girl and it's wonderful.
It fills my heart with joy,
But sometimes, yes sometimes I wish I were a boy.

Oh he's dancing with his mother,
And she's holding him so tight. (Now that’s just sick.)
Wish I had the nerve to cut right in and stop it,
But a girl has to be polite.
(Albert breaks away from his mother and starts heading toward Brenda.)

Now the record hop is over,
And I think he's caught my eye.
Here he comes heading straight in my direction.
Hagatha: (spoken.)  Alberrrrrrrrrt!!!

(Albert gets very near to Brenda, but then when his mother calls, he curves back around and returns to her.)

Brenda


There he goes, he's passing me by.

Oh, I'm a girl and it's wonderful.
It fills my heart with joy,
But sometimes, yes sometimes I wish I were a boy.

Sometimes, yes sometimes I wish I were a boy.

Hagatha:  Now Albert, I want you to stop looking at those harlots.  A young boy your age doesn’t need any woman in his life other than his mother.  Remember that.  It would only be asking for trouble.

Albert:  But mother, I would someday like to dance with a female who lets me lead occasionally.

Hagatha:  You’re not nearly old enough to start leading.  If I let you do that, then it’s only one step away from hard liquor, marijahwanna, LDS, teen pregnancy, and sexually transmitted diseases. I’m sure they must have shown you all those cautionary instructional films in school.

Albert:  LSD.

Hagatha:  Come again?

Albert:  The drug. It’s LSD, mother.  Not LDS.  LDS means Mormon.

Hagatha:  You see.  You’re only thinking about leading with a girl and already you’re a polygamist.  Your mother knows whereof she speaks.  I let your father lead once and you know what happened to him.  (Albert looks confused.) He died, Albert.

Albert: (under his breath.) Lucky man.

Hagatha: What?
Albert:  He was hit by a bus, mother. At least that’s what you told me.
Hagatha:  Let that be a lesson to you.  Girls are always bad news.  That could also be said for females in general.  I’m educating you from the voice of experience.  I, myself, used to be a female.  

Albert:  I’ve heard rumors to that effect.

Hagatha:  Or rather…I used to be a girl.  You’ve got a 198 IQ, Albert. You know what I meant.

SONG: THAT’S THE WAY GIRLS ARE (written by Mark Barkan & Ben Raleigh; modified lyrics by Chuck DeLong)
Hagatha
When you’re with a tramp and she watches all the hoodlum guys go by-y-y (hey-ay-ay),
And you feel so hurt deep inside you wish that you could die (hey-ay-ay),
Not a word will I sa-a-y, I’ll just look the other wa-a-a-a-ay,
’Cause that’s the way girls are (the way girls are),
That’s the way girls are (the way girls are).

When she treats you rough and she acts as though she doesn’t really ca-a-are (hey-ay-ay),  

Please remember Albert, always to beware (hey-ay-ay).
Girls will use you and you know it, so my son you mustn’t blo-o-o-ow it,
‘Cause that’s the way girls are (the way girls are)
That’s the way girls are (the way girls are)
 
END OF “A” SIDE:  SCENE 5
SCENE 6:  Tom’s law office the next day; at the top, Tom is seated on the front of his desk and Judy is sitting in the chair near him.  She’s wearing sunglasses.
Judy:  You were the only one I knew to turn to, Tom.
Tom:  What seems to be the problem?  (Judy removes her sunglasses, revealing a major black eye.)  Wow!  That’s quite a shiner.

Judy:  Do you think I have a case?  A lawsuit, perhaps.

Tom:  What bum did this to you?  Was it that guy you were with at Pop’s?  He should be horsewhipped.

Judy:  It wasn’t a guy.  It was Lesley.

Tom:  Lesley?  Little petite five-foot-two Lesley?

Judy:  She seems a lot bigger when she’s wearing boxing gloves.

Tom:  How’d this happen?

Judy:  A slight misunderstanding.  Barely worth mentioning.  She was under the impression I stole her man.

Tom:  Why would she think that?

Judy:  Because I did, of course.  But she got him back.  I fail to see where the problem is.

Tom:  So you got dumped and a black eye out of the deal.
Judy:  I don’t care about being dumped.  Johnny was a boy, a mere boy, a trifling amusement at best.  My tastes run along more mature lines.  (Tom is beginning to feel nervous; he quickly covers his crotch with legal folders and moves behind his desk, sits, and begins to take notes.)

Tom:  So who initiated this battle?

Judy:  Lesley, of course.  I’m not a fighter.  (She moves seductively and perches herself on the front of the desk, moving in on Tom.)  I’m a lover.

Tom:  (His voice cracks; he loosens his tie.)  Yes…yes, I can see.
Judy:  So do you think you can…(She pops open one more button on her blouse.)…help me?

Tom:  Judy, you’re a very attractive young woman…blackened eye aside.
Judy:  You’re a very attractive man, Tom.

Tom:  And I think I can see what you’re getting at.  But you know I’m engaged.

Judy:  So am I.  Fully.

Tom:  To Dusty.

Judy:  I won’t tell if you don’t.

Tom:  No…no…this has to stop now.  I love Dusty.  I promised myself I was going to be completely faithful to her.

Judy:  How sweet.  Too bad she didn’t make the same promise.

Tom:  What are you talking about?
Judy:  Oh, dear.  Did I say that out loud?  I’m afraid I’ve revealed too much.

Tom:  Dusty would never cheat on me.
Judy:  Of course not.  I’m sure she wouldn’t.  You go right on believing that.

Tom:  If you know something, you need to tell me.

Judy:  Well, it’s totally unlike me to be a gossip, but…(From her purse, she pulls several of the Polaroid photos she took of Dusty and Bill together.)

Tom:  Where did you get these?

Judy:  I took them myself.  With my Polaroid Swinger camera.  As you can see, it was less than a week ago, the day of the party.  Notice the “Happy Birthday, Lesley” sign there on the wall.

Tom:  Who is he?
Judy:  His name’s Bill Nyro.  He’s the contractor who’s doing the repairs on the sorority house.

Tom:  Why would she be canoodling with the contractor?
Judy:  He isn’t just any old contractor.  Bill and Dusty used to be a pretty hot item.  Last summer, before she met you.

Tom:  Nah, I’m sure it’s all perfectly innocent.

Judy:  Yes, I’m sure it is.  It just seems strange that all of a sudden, when the house needs major renovations, Dusty’s old contractor boyfriend pops up again.  And that’s not the worst of it.  (The rest of this is a total fabrication.) Before you arrived at the party, the two of them disappeared for a couple hours.  No one could find them anywhere.  It seems that the chaperone needed a chaperone.  (Tom is getting very hot under the collar.)

Tom:  Why are you telling me this?
Judy:  I just don’t want to see you get hurt by such a cold, calculating, manipulative woman.

Tom:  Dusty’s not like that.

Judy:  No, of course she isn’t.

Tom:  Would you stop doing that?!

Judy:  There’s more.

Tom:  More?!

Judy:  Apparently all the repairs are being done for free.  The only possible explanation is that Bill must be covering the cost himself.  I certainly hope that he’s getting his money’s worth.

Tom:  Let me see those photos again.  (He looks at them.)  Why would Dusty do this?
Judy:  She doesn’t value you…at least not the way that I would.

Tom:  Your offer’s becoming more and more attractive by the minute.

Judy:  Good.  Think what we could be doing in an hour.

Tom:  You sure know how to get what you want.
Judy:  I’m just like my Polaroid Swinger.  With me around, things start instantly developing.

Tom:  So do you still want to pursue that lawsuit?

Judy:  Suddenly it doesn’t seem so important any longer.  (She kisses him.)
END OF “A” SIDE:  SCENE 6
SCENE 7:  About a week later, on the beach during the day; Caesar, Cleo, and the hippies are still having a sit-in.  Summer and Sandy are having a beach picnic. Summer is wearing a one-piece black-and-white striped “zebra” Barbie swimsuit; Sandy is wearing a “Ken” red-and-white striped cabana jacket with red swim trunks.
Summer:  Do you realize, Sandy, that we’ve known each other a full two weeks?

Sandy:  Really?  Has it been that long?  It feels more like fourteen days.  (He smiles jestingly.)

Summer:  I’m glad you crashed Lesley’s birthday party.

Sandy:  I didn’t crash it.  You would invite me, wouldn’t you?

Summer:  I didn’t know you then.

Sandy:  Retroactively, I mean.

Summer:  That sounds like a cosmic philosophical time-space continuum question.  Whatever that means.
Sandy:  You’ve been reading Brenda’s quantum physics text again, haven’t you?

Summer:  No, actually I just walked by the hippies over there and breathed in the air from their funny cigarettes.

Sandy:  Is that what that was?  I thought somebody lit a stink bomb.

Summer:  I believe “stink bomb” is one of their cute slang names for it.

Sandy:  You know, Summer, in some ways two weeks is a very long time.
Summer:  Very long.

Sandy:  We’re practically an old married couple.

Summer:  I agree.

Sandy:  Still, we’ve never even talked about…(He whispers into her ear; she blushes slightly and looks shy and embarrassed.)

Summer:  No, we haven’t.

Sandy:  Don’t you think it’s high time we started talking about…well, you know…that four-letter word?

Summer:  I do, Sandy, I really do.  I was ready that first night we met.

Sandy:  Me, too.

Summer:  Should we do it?

Sandy:  Oh, yeah.  We definitely should.

Summer:  Where?

Sandy:  Why not right here?

Summer:  Here?  In front of the…(whispering.) h-i-p-p-i-e-s?

Sandy:  I’m sure they’ve seen people do it before.

Summer:  Perhaps.

Sandy:  They probably even do it themselves on a regular basis.

Summer: That’s stretching the bounds of credibility a little, but all right, for the sake of argument…(The next section should have the tone of a very quick rise to climax and then the denouement.)

Sandy:  You ready?

Summer:  Ready.

Sandy:  Let’s do it together.

Summer:  All right.

Sandy: One!

Summer: One!

Sandy:  Two!

Summer:  Two!

Sandy:  Three!

Summer:  Three!

Sandy:  Go!

Summer:  Go!

Both:  I love you!!  I love you, too!!!  Ohhhhhhhh…
Summer:  Wow, that was exhausting.

Sandy:  But it felt great.

Summer:  Really great.  I could do it again.

Sandy:  Perhaps in an hour.

Summer:  Can we make it thirty minutes?  I really don’t like doing it by myself.

Sandy:  Let’s not overdo it our first time at bat.

Summer:  You’re right.  We’ll just cuddle.  (They cuddle. There is a pause.)

Sandy:  Would you like a cigarette?

Summer:  You mean one of those funny hippie cigarettes?

Sandy:  I was thinking Newports, but I’m open…
Summer:  No thanks.  Good here.  (pause.)  Do you realize we finally said it?

Sandy:  Yes, the “L” word is no longer off limits.

Summer:  Now we can say it as often as we like.

Sandy:  Are you trying to wear me out?

SONG:  WE KNOW WE’RE IN LOVE (written by Michael Gore & Lesley Gore)
Summer
Let’s go home and tell our folks.

I think they ought to know.

Sandy

Hope they don’t start making jokes.

My father kids me so.

Summer

Maybe we should wait awhile,

And keep it to ourselves.

Sandy

No, let’s not.  I just can’t wait.

I’ve simply got to tell…

Both
That we know we’re in love.

Hippies

We know we’re in love.

Both

Ooh, ooh, we’re in love.

Hippies

We know we’re in love.

Both

Ooh, ooh, we’re in love.

Hippies

We know we’re in love.

Both

Ooh, ooh, we’re in love.

Hippies

We know we’re in love.

(Summer and Sandy exit arm-in-arm as Dionne enters; she is reading a book about Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.  As she’s preoccupied with her book, she passes by the hippies.  One of the hippies – Percy – calls to her.)

Percy:  Dionne? (She stops and turns to look at him; she doesn’t recognize him at first.)  It’s Percy.

Dionne:  Percy?  I never would have recognized you.  You’re a hippie now?  You have an Afro?

Percy:  And an uptight dashiki.

Dionne:  I didn’t realize that breaking up with me was going to have that much of an effect on you.

Percy:  I’m a whole new man.  I’ve got a new lease on life.  I now have a purpose.

Dionne:  You were in medical school.  You had a purpose before.

Percy:  That was the establishment telling me what to do with my life.  My purpose is far greater.

Dionne:  (regarding the hippie band) Yes, I can see.  Now you smoke pot and live on the streets.  That’s a big step up.
Percy:  I’m talking about my purpose in the movement – the Panthers.  For all my black brothers and sisters.

Dionne:  Well, I can definitely understand that.  (holding up her book) I, myself, was just reading about Reverend King.  He has a dream, you know.

Percy:  I prefer the more direct methods of Malcolm X, Eldridge Cleaver, and Huey Newton.  They don’t just dream.  They do.

Dionne:  Dr. King has done plenty.  How dare you insinuate that he hasn’t. Now I remember why we broke up.  You just refuse to see reason.
Percy:  Why we broke up?  I broke up with you.

Dionne:  Only because you beat me to the punch.

Percy:  Go on.  Keep your delusions. Live in your Oreo white bread world.  It’s all your choice.  (He grabs hold of one of the hippie girls and kisses her on the lips.)  I’ve made mine, too.

Dionne:  (She sniffles to hold back tears.) Well, Percy, I wish I could say it was good seeing you again…
Percy:  You could always see the light and come join us.

Dionne:  I’ll make strides in my own way.  I’m a sorority girl.  Until I came along, it was previously an all-white sorority.  You can’t tell me I’m not making advancement.

Percy:  A sorority?  That’s what you call advancement?  I’m talking about the world, baby.  Society.

Dionne:  One step at a time, Percy.  One step at a time.

Caesar:  (Calling to him) Hey, Percy!  (Signals for him to come over.)
Percy:  Look, I gotta get back.  I think we’re going to be out here awhile.  Maybe we’ll run into each other again.

Dionne:  Or maybe I’ll start going to Venice Beach.

Percy:  Perhaps we’ll see each other at the civil rights march next week.  Either way, you take care, babe.

Dionne:  You too, Percy.  (He walks away and rejoins his hippie band. Dionne breaks down and begins to cry. Her song is vocally backed by the hippies.)

SONG:  SAY GOODBYE (written by L. Marks)
Hippies: (Say goodbye.)
(Say goodbye.)
Dionne: Why can’t I leave him 

When I know that I really should?

Hippies: (Say goodbye.)
(Say goodbye.)
Dionne: I wish I could walk out that doorway,

If only I could.

Hippies: (Say goodbye.)
Dionne: Why can’t I say goodbye?

He’s cheated. He’s scorned me.
He’s heartache like I always knew.

Hippies: (Say goodbye.)
(Say goodbye.)
Dionne: But everyone knows I still love him

As much as I do.

Hippies: (Say goodbye.)
Dionne: Why can’t I say goodbye?

Hello,
I remember when I could hold my head high.

Now you put shame on me.

You made me cry.

Still there’s a flame in me.

Why won’t it die?

Hippies: (Say goodbye.)
(Say goodbye.)
(Say goodbye.)
Percy: I’ll feel much better

As soon as I set myself free.

Hippies: (Say goodbye.)
(Say goodbye.)
Percy: But somehow I can’t get

My mind and my heart to agree.

Hippies: (Say goodbye.)
Dionne & Percy: Why can’t I say goodbye?

Tell me now, baby,

Why can’t I say goodbye?

Wanna know.

Why can’t I say goodbye?

Hippies: Say goodbye.

Say goodbye.

Say goodbye.

END OF “A” SIDE:  SCENE 7
SCENE 8:  Split scene – Tom’s law office and the sorority house living room; that same day.  From Tom’s office, Judy is making a call to Dusty at the sorority house.  Judy puts a handkerchief over the phone mouthpiece and disguises her voice comically.  Dusty’s phone rings.  She enters and answers.
Dusty:  Tau Nu Alpha sorority house, always filled with the joys of TNA.

Judy:  Hello, hello.  Is this Dusty?

Dusty:  Yes…could you speak up, please?  I can barely hear you.

Judy:  Dusty, you need to get down to the Rialto Theatre pronto.

Dusty:  What?

Judy:  The Rialto Theatre.

Dusty:  Why?  Is this some sort of radio giveaway quiz?

Judy:  You’re in for a big surprise.  Tom’s there.  And he’s not alone.

Dusty:  Are you a prank caller?

Judy:  I’ve never been more serious in my life.  I’m only telling you for your own good.  Tom.  The Rialto.  Pronto.

Dusty:  Who is this?!

Judy:  A friend.  (She hangs up abruptly; Dusty looks at the phone strangely, then hangs up. She sits pensively in a large chair.  There is the sound of a toilet flushing and water running afterwards.  Tom enters his office, drying his hands.)
Tom:  You ready, Doll?
Judy:  (Still in disguised voice.) Completely.  (Then catching and correcting herself.)  I mean…completely.  This is going to be a very exciting film.  I can hardly wait.
Tom:  What’s this DOCTOR ZHIVAGO about, anyway?

Judy:  It’s a bittersweet romance concerning a Russian doctor and poet who falls in love with a beautiful married woman.

Tom:  (Flatly.) Sounds exciting.

Judy:  And it’s only three hours long.

Tom:  Thank God we won’t be watching the movie.  Shall we?  (He hands Judy her purse and they exit.  Annette and Brenda enter the sorority house near Dusty, but they don’t see her in the chair.)

Annette:  You’re kidding!  Judy?!  Now that’s really slumming.

Brenda:  I don’t know if we should tell Dusty or not.

Annette:  Maybe we should hold off.  After all, it’s only a rumor, right?  What’s the point in hurting Dusty if we don’t have to? 
Brenda:  But Judy and Tom have been spotted all over town the past couple weeks.  Trust me.  I’ve got very reliable sources.  (Brenda and Annette exit.)

Dusty:  The Rialto Theatre, huh?  Why, of all places, did they have to pick the Rialto for their assignation?  I’ve already seen DOCTOR ZHIVAGO.
SONG:  MAYBE I KNOW (written by Jeff Barry & Ellie Greenwich)
I hear them whispering when they walk by,
He's gonna break her heart and make her cry.
I know it's me they're talking about.
I bet they all think I'll never find out.

Ohhh but maybe I know that he's been a cheatin'.
Maybe I know that he's been untrue, 
But what can I do?
END OF “A” SIDE:  SCENE 8 (although the song and the scene should segue directly into Scene 9, a continuous flow.) SCENE 9: The Rialto Theatre, later that same night.  DOCTOR ZHIVAGO is playing. Judy and Tom are present and are making out.  Tom has a large box of popcorn sitting in his lap.  Judy reaches in periodically and pulls some out.  The bit should be somewhat phallic and sexual. He then changes and puts the large container of soda in his lap, and Judy leans over and takes a sip of it through the straw.  This too may be construed as being sexual in nature.  After a moment, Dusty enters.  It takes a moment for her eyes to adjust, but then she spots Tom with Judy. Dusty’s song occurs simultaneously as all this business.
SONG:  YOU DIDN’T LOOK AROUND (written by Nola York & Glen Stuart)
Dusty
Last night I went to a late-night movie show.
At first I couldn't see with the lights so low.
Then in the dark I saw a boy I thought I knew.
You didn't look 'round, but I knew it was you.

(Tom and Judy get up, still lip-locked, and begin to exit the theatre.  Judy sees Dusty and smiles victoriously.  Judy then feigns surprise.)

Judy:  Oh, my word!  Dusty!  What are you doing here?!

Tom:  Are you following me now?  
Dusty:  Don’t flatter yourself.

Tom: This isn’t what it looks like.

Dusty:  It looks like you two are about ready to go off and have sex.

Tom:  Ok.  Well, then it is what it looks like.
Dusty:  How could you, Tom?

Tom:  I’m still young and virile.  It’s pretty easy.

Dusty:  I mean how could you cheat on me?

Judy:  I’ll excuse myself.  This doesn’t really concern me.  (She exits.)

Dusty:  So apparently our engagement meant nothing to you.  For the past several weeks, you’ve been telling me you were extremely busy with work.  I’ve barely seen you at all. Now I see what kind of work you’ve been busy with.

Tom:  Excuse me, but I don’t think you’re in a position to be judging me.  You had a fling first, with that contractor Bill guy.
Dusty:  What?!

Tom:  Judy showed me the pictures.  She took them herself the day of Lesley’s birthday party.  You couldn’t keep your hands off him.

Dusty:  I don’t know what you think you saw, but absolutely nothing happened with Bill.  He’s a dear friend.  We were having a charming little dance for old time’s sake.  That’s all.  However, I should have known that Judy was somehow behind all of this, and not just as your paramour.

Tom:  So you weren’t running around behind my back?

Dusty:  Do you honestly believe that I would?

Tom:  (sheepishly.)  Noooo.

Dusty:  Why didn’t you just ask me about it?

Tom:  (still sheepish and childlike.)  I don’t know.  But how do you explain getting all your house repairs done for free?

Dusty:  I can’t.  Bill said an anonymous donation came into his office.  He doesn’t even know who sent it.

Tom:  So you didn’t sneak off with him for a couple hours the day of the party?

Dusty:  Of course not.  I told him all about you and he left.  He’s been back numerous times since, of course.  He’s repairing the house.  But nothing has ever happened.

Tom:  I’m gonna kill Judy.

Dusty:  Stand in line.

Tom:  I’m sorry you had to find out this way.  (He chuckles slightly in a sardonic manner.)  Accidentally bumping into us.

Dusty:  It wasn’t exactly an accident.  Someone telephoned me to tip me off.  It doesn’t take a genius to figure out who that someone was.

Tom:  I’m definitely never seeing her again.

Dusty:  Oh, thank you very much.  That makes it entirely all right.

Tom:  Good. I was hoping you would feel that way.

Dusty:  No, I don’t feel that way!  For an attorney, your appreciation of sarcasm is amazingly deficient.
Tom:  So where do we go from here? Are you calling it quits?

Dusty:  I don’t know, Tom.  I really just don’t know.

SONG:  WHAT AM I GONNA DO WITH YOU? (written by Russ Titelman & Gerry Goffin)
 
Someone who said she's my friend
Told me you've been untrue again.
Oh you still haven't learned it's wrong to
Hurt the girl that you belong to.
What am I gonna do with you, hey baby?

You said you'd stop running around
And once again you've let me down.
Oh I guess I'm just a girl to stay with
To see what you can get away with.
What am I gonna do with you, hey baby?

(She exits, leaving Tom alone in the movie theatre.)

END OF “A” SIDE:  SCENE 9

SCENE 10:  The sorority house living room, several days later, in the early evening; there are ladders, scaffolding, and drop-cloths placed around.  The room is obviously in the process of being painted and repaired.  Annette and Frankie are present; they both have their surfboards with them.

Annette:  But Frankie, you promised me we could go to Disneyland this weekend.  I was counting on it.

Frankie:  I’m sorry, Annette.  That was before I knew about the big surfing match.  The waves are gonna be radically Kahuna-like.

Annette:  I’m not exactly sure what that means.

Frankie:  Insane killer awesome pipelines!

Annette:  You and your one-track mind.  Why don’t you ever call me radically Kahuna-like?  And why won’t you take me to Disneyland?  You know I have a great fondness for wearing mouse ears.

Frankie:  Annette, you wouldn’t want me to miss the biggest surf-off of the season, would you?

Annette:  Frankie, sometimes I think you are the biggest surf-off of the season.

Frankie:  Gee, thanks, Annette!  I haven’t won yet, but I really appreciate the vote of confidence.

Annette:  That wasn’t a compliment.

Frankie:  I’ll take you some other time.  I promise.  Then we can get on that “It’s a Small World After All” ride as many times as you want.  I know how much you love that.

Annette:  Frankie, if you choose that surf-off over me, then I think you should say goodbye and walk out that door right now.
Frankie:  Gosh, thanks, Annette.  (He gives her a quick peck on the cheek.)  I knew you’d understand.  You’re the best.  Bye!  (He exits in a rush with his surfboard.)

Annette:  Frankie!  (pause.)  Is it really possible for boys to be that stupid?

(Summer, Brenda, Petula, Lesley, Dionne, and Connie enter. Dionne has already started to make a transition; she is now a little more radical and a little less “sorority girl”.)

Brenda:  Annette, what’s wrong?

Annette:  Boy trouble.  Again.  They’re all just such idiots.

Dionne:  I hear ya, sistah.  Some even more than others.  Right on!  (All the others look at her strangely as if wondering what’s going on.)
Brenda:  And it’s not just the dumb ones who are dumb.  Even the smart ones are dumb.

Lesley:  How is Albert?

Petula:  You’re all being as dumb as you say they are.  It’s foolish to let boys rule your lives.

Summer:  You mean if the right boy came along, you wouldn’t just positively melt?

Petula:  Not even if I were an ice cube and he were a steaming pot of hot tea.  In a few weeks when I’m a star, I’ll need to “jetset” to places like New York or San Francisco on a moment’s notice.  A beau would only get in the way.

Connie:  At this point, I’d settle for being back in Philadelphia – any place, just so long as Dominic wasn’t there.

Summer:  I refuse to listen to any of you.  I think boys are dreamy.  Especially boys named Sandy. Did I mention that Sandy and I went all the way?  Yes, we finally said “I love you” to each other.
Annette:  That’s really the gynchiest, Summer.  I wish Frankie would say that to me.
Lesley:  After his little incident with Judy, Johnny tells me all the time how much he loves me.  ‘Cause he knows if he didn’t, I’d beat the crap out of him.

Connie:  What the hell does “gynchy” mean?  (The phone rings.  Connie answers.)  TNA sorority.  Our motto is “Tit for Tat”…(hand over mouthpiece, to the others.)  Dominic…Dominic, I told you not to call here, that I’d call you...No, Dominic, don’t come over…I really would prefer that you not come over…No, it’s not.  It’s not a good time for you to come over…(She hangs up.)  He’s coming over.

Summer:  Then you really better do something about your hair.

Connie:  I don’t care how my hair looks!

Summer:  My point exactly.

Annette:  Maybe we should give them some privacy.

Connie:  I don’t need privacy!  He’s going to come over.  I’m going to tell him to get lost and that’ll be it.

Brenda:  I’ll put up the “Do Not Disturb” sign.  (The doorbell rings.)
Dionne:  Woah!  Damn!  That honky really was anxious.  (another strange look from all the others.)
Petula:  I’ll get it.  (She answers the door.  It is Chad as Freddy.)  Freddy, what are you doing here?!
Chad:  I heard you were having some home repairs done.  I thought I could help.

Petula:  That’s very kind, but the workmen have quit for the day.

Chad:  I would have been here sooner, but my Lear jet was having mechanical difficulties.

Petula:  (laughing.)  Oh, you.

Chad:  Well, are you going to introduce me to your friends?

Petula:  I’m sorry.  How thoughtless of me.  Girls, this is Freddy DeFreeloader.  Freddy, these are the girls.

Brenda:  Otherwise known as…(The girls sing their names, layering a chord.)

Connie:  CONNIE…

Summer:  SUMMER…

Lesley:  LESLEY…

Annette:  ANNETTE…

Brenda:  BRENDA…

Dionne:  (very soulful and Aretha Franklin-like) AND DI-O-O-O-O-O-ONNE!!!
Petula:  But we just call them the Vandellas.  I of course am Martha Reeves.  Apparently tonight I’m sharing the stage with Aretha.
Chad:  Charming bunch.  Nice meeting you all.

Connie:  Girls, I think it’s time for us to exit stage left.  (The six girls, other than Petula, all begin to exit.)

Dionne:  Yeah, sistah.  Tell it like it t-i-z!  I dig it.
Brenda:  (aside to Petula.)  No interest in boys, huh?

Lesley:  Clean him up a little and he could definitely be a steaming pot of hot tea.

Annette:  What’s going on with him anyway?  Is he a…(secretive.) flower child?  One of those hippies?

Summer:  Thank you!  I was beginning to think that I was the only one who was seeing it.

Brenda:  Maybe he’s just going to a costume party.  (The six girls exit.)

Petula:  I’m terribly sorry for that.

Chad:  Nothing to apologize for.

Petula:  They seem to think a young woman is not complete without a boyfriend.

Chad:  What do you think?

Petula:  My career will always come first.
Chad:  Couldn’t you have both?  (The sound of a motorcycle pulling up is heard.)

Petula:  After I’m a worldwide success, perhaps.  But until such time, I must remain exclusively focused.

Chad:  That sounds pretty lonely, if you ask me.  (The doorbell rings several times, then a couple of knocks.  Connie re-enters.)
Connie:  Excuse me, guys.  That’s probably mine.  Impatient, isn’t he?  (She opens the door.  Dominic enters.)

Dominic:  All right.  Enough playing around.  You’re coming back to Philly with me.

Connie:  Over your dead body.

Chad:  Sounds like a lovers’ spat.

Petula:  Something like that.

Chad:  We could have those, you know.

Dominic:  Pack your bags and grab your helmet, we’re outta here.

Connie:  Like hell we are!

Petula:  Freddy, you’re a dear, but there’s no chance of us ever becoming lovers.

Dominic:  Do you know how many girls would just die to go out with me?

Connie:  From what I hear, all of them.

Dominic:  And don’t you forget it.  (Then he realizes.)  Wait.  What?

Chad:  I’m not asking you to give up your dreams, just to share them.

Dominic:  Dat wasn’t fair.  You tricked me.

Chad:  Stay here with me.  We could have a future together.

Petula:  Freddy, you’re wonderful.  You’re charming.  You’re handsome. You’re an amazingly good dancer for a derelict.  When I look in those eyes, I just crumble.  But I really can’t see myself ever being Mrs. DeFreeloader.  I’m sorry, my career aside, I just need a little more stability than that.

Dominic:  You were my girl in high school, Connie.

Chad:  So you’re only interested in finding a rich guy?

Connie:  Yeah, so?  I was young and stupid.  Everyone’s entitled to one big mistake in life.

Petula:  A rich guy?  No.  I’m not that shallow.  But I would want a husband who was employed.

Chad:  Employment’s overrated.  I could change your life, Petula, if you’d let me.

Dominic:  I rode all da way out here to make you my girl, again.  And I ain’t leavin’ till I do.

Connie:  Well, Dominic, it looks like you’re gonna have a very long stay.
SONG:  YOU DON’T OWN ME (written by John Madara & David White)
Connie
You don't own me; I'm not just one of your many toys.
You don't own me; don't say I can't go with other boys.
And don't tell me what to do.
And don't tell me what to say.
And please, when I go out with you,
Don't put me on display, 
Petula
'Cause you don't own me; don't try to change me in any way.
You don't own me; don't tie me down 'cause I'd never stay.

Oh, I don't tell you what to say.
I don't tell you what to do,
So just let me be myself.
That's all I ask of you.

Both

I'm young and I love to be young.
I'm free and I love to be free,
To live my life the way I want,
To say and do whatever I please.

(During the instrumental, Dusty and Tom enter from opposite sides of the stage; they meet at up-center.)

Tom:  Well, what’s your decision?
Dusty:  It pains me to do this, Tom, but we’re through.  I can’t trust you anymore.

Tom:  Don’t say that.

Dusty:  (taking off the engagement ring.)  I believe this is yours.  (She hands him the ring.)

Tom:  You can’t do this.

Dusty:  On the contrary, it appears I just have.  You won’t ever have the power to betray me again.  It’s best if we never see each other.
A-a-a-nd don't tell me what to do.
Oh-h-h-h don't tell me what to say.
And please, when I go out with you,
Don't put me on display.

I don't tell you what to say.
Oh-h, I don't tell you what to do,
So just let me be myself.
That's all I ask of you.

Trio

I'm young and I love to be young.
I'm free and I love to be free,
To live my life the way I want.

To say and do whatever I please.

(At the end of the song, Judy enters, followed shortly thereafter by Brenda, Lesley, Summer, Dionne, and Annette.)

Judy:  Well, it looks as if there’s trouble in paradise.  (She moves to Tom.)  But at least now with Dusty out of the picture, you can be with the girl you really love.

Tom:  And that would be Dusty.  How could I be so blind and so stupid?  I hold you personally responsible for all of this crap.  I don’t ever want to see you again, you bitch!  (He storms out.)

Judy:  But Tom!  (She turns to Dusty.)  Thank you very much.  And he calls me the bitch.

Petula:  If it’s any consolation, Judy, everyone calls you the bitch.

Dominic:  All right, people.  Can we get back to my problem?!
Chad:  Well, it’s probably best that I go.  I understand how you feel. If you ever have a change of heart, you know where to find me – sweeping up at Pop’s.

Petula:  I’m sorry, but my mind and my heart are set.  I don’t think that will ever change.

Chad:  I see.  (He walks to the door and then turns back.) Just remember, I love you.  (He exits.)
Connie:  (to Dominic.)  You too, dipstick.  Hit the road.

Dominic:  All right, I’ll leave.  But you ain’t seen de end of me.

Connie:  If it’s as ugly as the front, I don’t want to.  (He leaves angrily; after a moment, the sound of his motorcycle pulling away is heard.)
Dusty:  (to Judy.)  At the risk of being considered vindictive, I’m throwing you out of the sorority and out of the house.
Judy:  Fine!  You’re doing me a favor.  I’ll be packed and out before you know it!  And don’t worry one bit that I have absolutely nowhere to go!

Dusty:  The thought never crossed my mind.

Connie:  Let’s not argue among ourselves, girls.  Men are the real problem.  They’re the culprits.  (Most all the women verbalize ad libs in agreement.)
Summer:  (Casually stated, not bitchy.)  I totally disagree.  Some men are dreamboats.  But I guess all of us can’t be role-models.  Come on, Lesley.  Let’s go make out with our boyfriends and leave the spinsters to themselves.
Lesley:  Are all of you going to be ok?

Dusty:  We’re fine.  Make sure you’re back by curfew.  

Summer and Lesley:  Toodles!!!  (They exit.)

Annette:  If I never see another man as long as I live, it’ll be too soon.  (All the others except Judy ad lib in agreement.)

Dionne:  Right on, white girl!  Do yo own thang!
Judy:  Well, let’s not go too far!
SONG:  OFF AND RUNNING (written by Carole Bayer & Toni Wine)
Dusty, Connie, Brenda, Petula, Annette, Dionne, & Judy
No matter what you do, no matter what you say,
I've had enough of you; I'm gonna break away.
I'm off and I'm runnin' just as far as I can go.
I've had it up to here and I want out.

I'd rather get my kicks; I'd rather have me fun.
Ain't gonna take your tricks; my life has just begun.
Well baby, I'm off and baby I'm runnin' just as far as I can go.
I've had it up to here and I want out.
Took my love for granted and you pushed your luck too far.
Well, you play things underhanded and now I know just what you are.
So baby, I'm off and baby I'm runnin' just as far as I can go.
I've had it up to here and I want out, yeah.

INSTRUMENTAL SECTION FOR DANCE.

No matter what you do, oh no matter what you say.
I've had enough of you; I'm gonna break away.
Oh baby I'm off and baby I'm runnin' just as far as I can go.
I've had it up to here and I want out.

Yes I am off and I'm runnin' just as far as I can go.
I've had it up to here and I want out.

FADE TO BLACKOUT. END OF “A” SIDE.
-I:14-
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