THAT’S THE WAY BOYS ARE:  “B” SIDE
SCENE 1: The next night. Six of the guys – Bill, Tom, Dominic, Albert, Frankie, and Chad – are in a men’s locker room; the first five are wearing just towels wrapped around their waists. Chad is still dressed in his guise as a hobo and he is sweeping the floor and cleaning out the trash bins. There is obvious friction and tension between Bill and Tom, both of whom have a picture of Dusty posted on the inside of their lockers. Frankie of course has his surfboard with him.
SONG:  I DON’T WANNA BE A LOSER (written by Ben Raleigh & Mark Barkan)
Bill
I don't wanna be a loser.
I don't wanna have a broken heart.

Tom

Oh I don't wanna be a loser.
I don't want another guy to tear us apart.

Bill & Tom

Tell me, what can I do to keep from losin' you.
'Cause I could never live without your love.

Dominic

I don't wanna be, no I don't wanna be a loser.
I don't wanna hear you say goodbye.

Albert

Oh I don't wanna be a loser
End up with a million tears that I'll have to cry.

Dominic & Albert

Oh I'll fight with all my might, 
Kiss you and hold you tight.
Until you say I'm right; 
I don't wanna be a loser in love.

INSTRUMENTAL SECTION, during which Bill and Tom square off, like two alpha dogs marking their territory.
Frankie

I don't wanna be a loser
I don't want my other world to tear us apart.

Chad
Oh please tell me, what can I do to keep from losin' you, 
'Cause I could never live without your love.

Bill

A loser in love, 
Bill & Tom
In love, 
Bill, Tom, & Dominic
I don't wanna be a loser in love.

Bill, Tom, Dominic, Albert, & Frankie

Oh I don't wanna be a loser in love.

All 6 Men


I don't wanna be a loser in love.

Judy: (entering.) Cover up, you losers!  You’ve got company!

(Judy comes barging into the locker room.  All the guys react vocally.  Albert screams a little and quickly covers up his bare chest with another towel, much like a woman might do in the circumstances.)

Tom: Judy, what the hell are you doing?! I told you I never wanted to see you again.
Judy: Just here to check out all your shortcomings.  Although yours, Tom, I’m very familiar with.

Tom: How’d you get in here?!

Judy: I have my ways. But you already knew that.  

Tom: What are you talking about?

Judy: I tied up and gagged the front desk attendant naked in his swivel chair.  He was a willing participant, though. I told him he was in for a time he’d never forget.  (She laughs.) He’ll never forget it alright…when his coworkers come in tomorrow morning and find him that way.
Albert: You’re not planning to do that to us, are you?  My mother would not like that in the least.

Judy: Don’t worry, four eyes.  You’re safe.  Tom here’s the only one I’m after.

Bill: (enjoying it a little too much.)  Uh-oh.  (He chuckles.)

Dominic & Frankie: (They sing the DRAGNET theme.) Dum-da-dum-dum. Dummm.  (All except Tom laugh.)

Tom: I’m glad you’re all finding humor in this.

Judy: Why shouldn’t they?  It’s hilarious.  Loosen up, Tom.

Tom:  If I were any looser, I’d be you.  (The guys react.)

Judy: Touché. But seriously, Tom, I just came by to let you know that I was leaving town.  You won’t have ole Judy, the doormat, to kick around anymore.

Dominic: Don’t put yourself down.  We tink of you more as a mattress den a doormat.
Tom: Why?!  When did you decide this?
SONG:  LIVE AND LEARN (written by John Madara, David White, & M. Carl)
Judy
It's too late when you discover
You can't tell a book by its cover. 

(On this lyric above, with Tom’s back to the audience, Judy opens up his towel, “exposing” his privates on the word “cover”. She looks down at it.)


One heartache leads to another.

(She closes his towel back up; the other guys think it’s hilarious; Tom doesn’t.)

Live and learn.

(The following lyric line alludes to what she’s just done in a sexual innuendo fashion.)

Too bad we find out the “hard” way.
Why don't we do things the smart way?
There's a right way and then there's our way.

Live and learn.

When you play with fire,
You know that you'll get burned.
When you fall in love,
You know that you'll get hurt.
I'm the one who knows
From experience.
I'm an expert loser.

No more sweet little girl now.  [Tom: (incredulously.)  Sweet?!]
I've learned my lesson and I vow.
I won't make the same mistakes now.
Live and learn.

(Judy exits at the end of the song, as it’s fading; just as she exits, she yanks Tom’s towel off and takes it with her, leaving him scrambling to cover up.)

END OF “B” SIDE:  SCENE 1

SCENE 2:  Several nights later; the sorority house living room.  Obvious improvements have been made on the condition of the place; it is painted and generally looking much better. Dusty, Lesley, Summer, Brenda, Annette, Dionne, and Connie are inspecting the room.  Dionne is even more radical in appearance; she has begun to wear an Afro and African style clothing.
Dusty:  Quite an improvement, if I do say so myself.  Bill and his crew have done a fabulous job.

Brenda:  The roof has all its shingles now.

.
Lesley:  The air conditioning system works.  And not a minute too soon.

Summer:  I no longer get a shock every time I plug in my hairdryer.

Connie:  Hot water finally comes out the hot faucet and cold water out the cold faucet.
Annette:  And the foundation has been secured.  We no longer have to worry about the house falling down around us.
Dionne:  My soul brother Bill has been takin’ care of business! TCB!  Sock it to me!  (All look at her curiously)
Dusty:  Yes…a few more finishing touches and it’ll be as good as new.  Just like it was when I was your age and pledged to Tau Nu Alpha.
Brenda:  I didn’t know they had sororities during the Civil War.

Dionne:  Emancipation now!!! Black power!  Freedom!
Dusty:  No, love.  I’m British.  It was the Revolutionary War.  Dionne, dear, are you all right?  You’ve been behaving differently of late. (The doorbell rings.)    I’ll get that, girls.  You go upstairs and inspect those rooms for me, would you?  (The girls all exit with excited ad libs.  Dusty answers the door; it is Tom.)  Well, Tom, this is audacious, even for you.  What part of “do not contact me ever again” did you not understand?

Tom:  I couldn’t leave it the way it was.  You’re going to listen to me.

Dusty:  There you go, attempting to tell me what to do again.

Tom:  I was an idiot!
Dusty:  Thank God we’re in agreement on something.

Tom:  Couldn’t you find it in your heart to forgive me?

Dusty:  Yes…

Tom:  You could?

Dusty:  If it had been just that one incident.  But your little tryst with Judy made me realize you’re never going to change.  What’s the old American adage – something about a leopard and its spots?  Once a playboy, always a playboy.
Tom:  You make it sound like a bad thing.

Dusty:  I’m curious.  Exactly how many girls have you been with?  (She of course, being British, pronounces “been” like “bean”; Tom misinterprets.)

Tom:  Bean?  What’s beaning?  Is that a euphemism for something?

Dusty:  Answer the question.  How many girls have you shagged?

Tom:  Sorry.  You still lost me.

Dusty:  How many girls have you slept with?
Tom:  Ohh, gotcha.  Starting the count from what year?
Dusty:  Oh, God!

Tom:  There haven’t bean that many, Dusty.  Honest!  Although Hugh Hefner did once send me a congratulatory plaque.  He lets me call him Hef.  And whenever I go to a party at the mansion, he bows to me and says that he’s humbled by my presence.  But that of course is just a joke.  And I digress.  What was the question?

Dusty:  This is useless!  Tom, I care about you.  I will always care about you, but the fact remains that…

SONG:  I WON’T LOVE YOU ANYMORE (SORRY) (written by Michael Gore and Lesley Gore)
I won’t love you anymore (Sorry).
I won’t love you anymore (Sorry).
Sorry,
I’m sorry.

You made me think I loved you so.
The tricks you used were awfully low.
I guess now I see
That you’re wrong for me.
Our love is a lie.
Hope you understand why…
I won’t love you anymore (Sorry).
I won’t love you anymore (Sorry).

I thought the touch of your caress
Showed me your loving tenderness,
But you’d give the world to every girl
Who gives you a sigh or who catches your eye.

I won’t love you anymore (Sorry).
I won’t love you anymore (Sorry).

Tom:  It’s Bill, isn’t it?  You’re in love with him.

Dusty:  You haven’t heard a word that I’ve said. Please see yourself out.  (She exits to go upstairs; Tom exits the front door and stands on the porch or stoop.)

SONG:  I CAN’T MAKE IT WITHOUT YOU (written by Gary Geld & Peter Udell)
Tom
All day long I feel like cryin’.
Don’t know what I’m living for.

Living just ain’t satisfyin’.

You don’t love me anymore.

Yesterday a smile was easy.
Now I weep the whole day through.

You’re no longer here to please me.

You’re in love with someone new.

What can I do?
I can’t make it without you, baby.

I can’t make it without your precious love.

I can’t make it without you, baby.

Oh, no, no, no, no, no, no, no.

La da da da.
La da da da da da.

(Tom exits. Almost simultaneously, Bill enters from the opposite direction, carrying some work supplies. He approaches the door and rings the doorbell.)

Dusty:  (Re-entering.)  Tom, this is getting positively ridiculous!  What will it take to make you see?!  (She opens the door.)  Oh, Bill.  I’m sorry.  I thought you were Tom.
Bill:  (Entering.)  My apologies if I disappointed you.

Dusty:  Not at all.  As a matter of fact, you’re a welcome breath of fresh air.  I’m just surprised to see you here working this late.
Bill:  I hope that’s not a problem.

Dusty:  Of course not.

Bill:  I had a few outlet covers and switch plates to install.  I didn’t want to leave it till morning.

Dusty:  You know you’re always welcome here.
Bill: And of course I had ulterior motives.  I was hoping to see you.

Dusty:  That’s very sweet, Bill.

Bill:  I heard what happened with Tom.  I’m sorry.  Are you all right?

Dusty:  Yes, it’s better to find out now than after the marriage.

Bill:  I brought you a little something. Might ease the pain.
Dusty:  You didn’t have to do that.

Bill:  I hope you won’t think it’s presumptuous.  (From his work bag, he pulls out a bunch of flowers.)

Dusty:  Oh, Bill, flowers!  How lovely.  (He then pulls out a box of candy.) And candy.  How fattening.  I’ll treasure and enjoy each and every bite.  Of the candy, I mean.  I’ll refrain from eating the flowers.
Bill:  Don’t be alarmed.  This isn’t a romantic thing.  It’s just to celebrate the near-completion of the project.
Dusty:  Strictly business, then?

Bill:  Strictly business.

Dusty:  Have it your way.

Bill:  Well, let me get these installed.  Then I’ll be out of your hair.

Dusty:  Out of my hair?  With all the AquaNet I use, no one could penetrate that fortress.  (They both chuckle.  Bill goes about his business of installing the outlet covers and switch plates.  Dusty observes him as she places the flowers in a vase, opens the box of candy, and begins enjoying a few pieces.)
SONG:  MAYBE NOW (written by Lesley Gore and Michael Gore)

Maybe now,
The time is right to love and care,

Wash away the tears that fate has given me to wear.

I loved another, so I guess it’s best you know

I won’t forget him right away.

Painfully, he left his mark on me.

I can’t recover in a day.

Maybe now,

All the gray has gone away.

Maybe now,

We’ll find a way to grow from day to day,

Loving you with the love you say is here to stay.

INSTRUMENTAL SECTION, during which Dusty crosses to Bill, takes his face in her hands and kisses him lovingly on the lips.

Bill:  Are you sure?

Dusty:  Very sure.

Bill:  I couldn’t handle being hurt again.

Dusty:  Maybe it wasn’t Tom and I after all.  Maybe you and I were the ones who were always meant to be.

I will try to meet my vow.
Take my hand and show me how.

Turn the key and we may see love

Maybe now.

Maybe now.

Maybe now.

Maybe now.

(They kiss.  After a quick moment, Annette rushes in, followed by the other girls.)

Annette:  Dusty!  Dusty!

Dusty:  It’s not a good time, girls.

Annette:  It’s Petula!  She’s gone!
Dusty:  Gone?!
Annette: Her suitcases and all of her clothes are missing. I found this note in her room. (She hands the note to Dusty, who reads it aloud.)

Dusty:  (reading.)  Dusty, don’t be alarmed.  I’ll be fine.  Before I waste any more of my youth, I’ve gone off to seek my fame and fortune as a singer.  Keep an eye open for me in BILLBOARD and VARIETY.  Your loving sister, Petula.  P.S. – drop that cheating bastard Tom and get back together with Bill, the man who really loves you.  And that, I promise, is the end of my mother-to-daughter talk.
Connie:  We’ll split up and form a search party.

Brenda:  I don’t understand.  How can it be a party if we split up?

Connie:  Brenda, this is not a time to get technical. (She goes to the telephone and dials.)
Bill:  I’ve got my work van with me.  I can comb the town.

Connie:  I’ll call Dominic.  He can head out on his Harley.  
Bill:  Any idea where she might have gone?

Dusty:  Well, she always talked about going to Hollywood.  But she promised it wouldn’t be until after graduation.  Even at that, I never took her too seriously.

Bill:  That note sure sounds pretty serious.

Summer:  It must have been.  She even took her eyebrow pencil that she uses to draw that little beauty mark on her chin.  She’s not coming back.
Connie:  (She hangs up the phone.)  All right, let’s not just stand here.  Battle stations!  (All the girls exit the house and head off in different directions.)
Bill:  Don’t worry, Dusty.  We’ll find her.
Dusty:  Thank you, Bill.  She’s the only family I have left.  (He kisses her quickly and exits, leaving Dusty alone.)
REPRISE:  MAYBE NOW (written by Lesley Gore and Michael Gore)

I will try to meet my vow.

Take my hand and show me how.

Turn the key and we may see love

Maybe now.

Maybe now.

Maybe now.

Maybe now.

END OF “B” SIDE:  SCENE 2
SCENE 3:  The Milkshake A-Go-Go on the Sunset Strip; about one week later. There is a large logo sign hanging in the background; the sign indicates the location.  We only hear the voice of the nightclub owner; we never see him.

Club Owner:  Next!  (No response.)  Next!!!  (Petula enters timidly.)

Petula:  That would be I, sir.

Club Owner:  That would be I sir who?

Petula:  I beg your pardon?
Club Owner:  What’s your name, girly-girl?

Petula:  Well sir, I can assure you it isn’t “girly-girl”.  It’s Petula.
Club Owner:  Petunia what?

Petula:  Not Petunia, sir. Petunia’s a pig.  I’m Petula. Just Petula.  One name only, like Melanie, Cher, or Lulu.  One could also include Sonny, Fabian, Oliver, and Donovan in that list.
Club Owner:  Thank you for that moment of rock music history.

Petula:  You’re quite welcome, sir.

Club Owner:  Well, what do you do?

Petula:  About what?

Club Owner:  You’re here to audition, aren’t you?

Petula:  Oh, yes.  It’s always been my dream to perform at…(She turns around and looks at the logo sign to find out where she is.)…the Milkshake A-Go-Go on the Sunset Strip.

Club Owner:  Well, what do you do?  Are you a dancer?  Do you have trained pigeons that remove your clothing?  What?

Petula:  I’m a singer, sir.  Singer and songwriter.  And I always perform fully clothed.  As a matter of fact, I insist on it.
Club Owner:  Too bad.  Topless, you could pull in a pretty big crowd.
Petula:  Would you like to hear me sing, sir?

Club Owner:  Sure, why not?  I got nothing goin’ till dinner.

Petula:  I’ll be singing a song I wrote.  It’s inspired by my sister and her romantic adventures.  (She moves to the microphone on a stand.)
Club Owner:  I can hardly wait.

Petula:  Hit it!  (Shortly after the song starts, Dusty, Bill, Tom, and Judy enter and perform a dream-like cha-cha ballet that mirrors the story of the song; it is done in two go-go cages upstage of Petula.)
SONG:  CONSOLATION PRIZE (written by Gloria Shayne)

When I lost Tommy, I won Billy

As a consolation prize.

The love he gave me really swayed me.

It was shining in his eyes.

Oh Billy, poor Billy was my consolation prize.

‘Cause I loved Tommy, I used Billy

Hoping he would not get wise.

Each time I’d meet him, I’d mistreat him

And tell him such a pack of lies.

Oh Billy, poor Billy was my consolation prize.

Although Billy was tender and Billy was always there,

I kept wishing Tommy’s lips, they were mine, all mine to share.

Then I heard Tommy lost his sweetheart,

But when he called I realized
That I loved Billy, only Billy.

What a blessing in disguise.

Oh Tommy, hey Tommy, 

Go ahead and get yourself a consolation prize.

(At the end of the song, the two dancing couples exit.)

Club Owner:  Not bad, girly-girl.  But who were those people?

Petula:  What people, sir?  I didn’t see any people.

Club Owner:  Those people who were dancing.

Petula:  My apologies, sir.  I must have missed that.

Club Owner:  You didn’t see four people dancing?

Petula:  No, sir.  I did notice a drunk urinating in your lobby.  He was doing the pee-pee dance for awhile.
Club Owner:  No, that’s all right.  It’s probably me.  I gotta cut down on the hash.

Petula:  Oh, sir, I adore a good hash.  Especially corned beef.
Club Owner: You sure you wouldn’t consider doing that song topless?

Petula:  Yes, sir.

Club Owner:  Yes, you’re sure?  Or yes, you would consider doing it topless?

Petula:  No, sir.

Club Owner:  No, you’re not sure?  Or no, you wouldn’t consider doing it topless?

Petula:  Yes, sir, I am sure that no, I would not consider doing it topless.

Club Owner:  Thank you.  I just needed clarification.  Next!!!

END OF “B” SIDE:  SCENE 3

SCENE 4:  Back on the beach at Malibu; the same day.  At the top, Summer and Sandy are seen in Sandy’s dunebuggy, driving along the beach.  Once again, Sandy is wearing red swim trunks with a red and white striped cabana jacket and thong-like sandals; Summer is wearing a black and white diagonally striped one-piece swimsuit with platform heels.  Think Ken and Barbie swimsuits.
Summer:  Sandy, I just love riding with you on the beach in your dunebuggy.  It’s the coolest!

Sandy:  Isn’t it great, Summer, having the top down and the wind blowing, and our hair not even move?

Summer:  People are right.  We are just like Malibu Barbie and Ken.

Sandy:  Nah, we’re even better.  We’ve got genitals.
SONG:  SUMMER AND SANDY (written by Bob Crewe, Russell Brown, & Raymond Bloodworth)

Sandy
What a day to take a ride.

My baby’s by my side.
Summer

Top down.

Beach bound.

Sandy

The music on the radio

That makes you want to go
Summer

Sky high. My guy.

He picks me up
And makes my world aglow.

You oughta know-ow.

Sandy…

Both

Summer and Sandy.
Summer

No rainy days

Sandy

No rainy days

Both

All summer long.

Coming on strong with

Summer

Sandy…

Both

Summer and Sandy.
Summer

Breaking away.
Sandy

Breaking away.
Both

Groovin’ along with Summer and Sandy.
Summer

Sandy, Sandy, Sandy.

(Summer and Sandy stop the dunebuggy and get out onto the beach. On the beach, they are quickly joined by Lesley, Johnny, Connie, Dusty, Bill, Brenda, Dionne, and Annette.  Caesar, Cleo, and the hippies are of course still holding their sit-in in the background. Off to one side, inconspicuously, sits Tom in a beach chair with his back to the audience.  He has on a large beach hat and sunglasses; he’s going incognito.)
Summer:  Any word on Petula?

Dusty:  Not yet.  And I’m worried sick.

Bill:  We’ll find her.  Trust me.

Connie:  Dominic’s still scouting around in Hollywood on his motorcycle.  Thank God I finally found something he was good for.

Dusty:  I contacted the Malibu PD, but because Petula left a note explaining her absence and because she’s over 21, they don’t consider her a missing person.  Who knows what could have happened to her out there.
Lesley:  Dusty, Petula’s a lot tougher than she looks.  Not as tough as me of course, but she can take care of herself.  She’ll be fine.  I’m sure she packed the mace and the brass knuckles I gave her.
Dusty:  Oh, dear.  (Chad enters, still dressed as Freddy.)
Chad:  I hope I’m not interrupting.  I was looking for Petula.  I checked at Pop’s, but he said she hasn’t shown up for work in several days.

Dusty:  What have you done with her, you derelict?!

Brenda:  Dusty, no.  Freddy’s one of the good guys. 

Dusty:  One of the good guys? Dressed like that?

Summer:  He’s going to a costume party.

Annette:  A very, very long costume party apparently.  

Brenda: It’s been going on for days.

Dusty:  I’m sorry. Forgive me.  Petula’s missing, and we haven’t a clue where she might be.  I guess I’m just a little bit on edge.

Summer:  Have some coffee.  It’ll calm you.
Chad:  I was afraid of that.  I feel personally responsible.  I think I may have forced her hand.  I wanted her to marry me.  She wanted to become a star.
Dusty:  In her note, she did say she was going off to pursue a singing career.

Bill:  (to Chad.)  Wait a minute.  I’ve been seeing you all over town. I knew you looked familiar to me.  Weren’t you the guy who was hanging around my office a couple weeks ago?
Chad:  (A little nervous; he thinks he’s about ready to be exposed.)  Possibly.  I’m always looking to pick up odd jobs here and there.

Bill:  Yeah.  I remember now.  It was the same day that the anonymous cashier’s check appeared on my desk with instructions to renovate the Tau Nu Alpha house.

Chad:  What has that got to do with me?

Bill:  Well, it just seems awfully coincidental.  (He stares Chad down, circling him.)  It’s a good thing I found the check before you had a chance to steal it.
Chad:  Yes, darnit.  If only I had seen it first.
Bill:  That settles it.  Next week I’m buying that new safe.  (Johnny has noticed that one of the hippies has an acoustic guitar; he has gone over to them to ask about it.)
Lesley:  Johnny, what are you doing?  Don’t go near those people.  You’ll end up arrested.  Or high.  Or both.  (Johnny comes back over with the guitar.)
Johnny:  Look what Johnny just borrowed.

Lesley:  But you don’t play guitar.
Johnny:  Sure Johnny does.  How hard could it be?  If Elvis can do it, Johnny can do it. (He strums a very discordant chord on the guitar.)
Dusty:  That sounds awful…ly like my exit cue.
Bill:  Let’s check back at the sorority.  Maybe Petula has shown up there by now.

Chad:  I’ll make a few calls…uh…I’ll talk to some of my other derelict friends.  We can start a search as well.  (Dusty, Bill, and Chad exit.  Just as Dusty and Bill exit, Tom surreptitiously gets up out of his beach chair, holds up a pair of binoculars to his eyes, collects his things, and then heads off in the same direction as they exited.)
Lesley:  So Johnny, show us what you can do with that thing.

Johnny:  Johnny’s gonna sing a little ditty dedicated to his little…bitty.  (Lesley’s facial expression indicates that she doesn’t find that too flattering.)

Lesley:  Thanks, Johnny.  You coulda gone all year without saying that.
Johnny:  Hold tight to your groove, baby!  Away we go!  (Johnny performs the song very much in an Elvis Presley style – swiveling hips with the guitar held over his shoulder on a strap; the rest of the group does the choreography around him.  Even the hippies take notice and join in the choreography and the merriment after a moment or two. The ensemble also sings the backup vocals.)
SONG:  HOLD ME TIGHT (written by Michael Gore and Lesley Gore)

Hold me tight

And a-never let me go-o-o-o.

Hold me tight

And a-never go-o-o.

I have waited for you to come my way.

Close the door and let’s not delay.

Here we are acting like two strangers.

Come to me and let’s forget the da-a-a-a-angers. (da-a-a-a-angers)
Hold me tight

And a-never let me go-o-o-o.

Hold me tight

And a-never go-o-o.

You have rescued my heart from misery.

Here’s my love, please accept it willingly.
You are now my life’s one great desire.

You’ve ignited my heart and it’s on fi-i-i-i-ire. (fi-i-i-i-ire)
Hold me tight

And a-never let me go-o-o-o.

Hold me tight

And a-never let me go-o-o-o.

How I love you.

You need a guy who’s right

To love you day and night.

How I love you.

I need a girl who’s good,

Who’ll always treat me like she should.

Now you see why you must

Let me love you the way I do.

Trust me, darling, I’m good for you.

Say you care

And let me have your life to share.

Stay with me.

You must never, ever, ever leave me.

Don’t you dare deceive me.

Hold me tight

And a-never let me go-o-o-o.

Hold me tight

And a-let me know-o-o-o.

Hold me tight
Tell me you love me so-o-o-o.

Hold me tight

And a-never let me go-o-o-o.

Hold me tight

And a-never go-o-o-o.

Johnny:  (still like Elvis.) Thank you.  Thank you very much.  
(The group disperses, laughing and joking around.  Dionne, who is by this point dressed in an African caftan and is wearing a large Afro, approaches Percy.)

Dionne:  Hey bro.  What’s up, man?  What’s happenin’?
Percy:  Dionne.  I thought you were avoiding me.  Something about only going to Venice Beach.
Dionne:  That was then.  This is now.  (She spins around to give Percy a good look at her new self.)
Percy:  You’ve changed.  Practically overnight.

Dionne:  You like?

Percy:  I like.  But what’s this about?

Dionne:  It’s a brand new me.  I started thinking about some of the things you said.  Maybe we’re not so different after all.  I still believe Dr. King is on the right path, but I’m willing to listen.
Percy:  Heavy.  You know, I also made a change or two after you and I rapped.  I got myself reinstated in med school.  I start back this summer.

Dionne:  Not too establishment for you?

Percy:  It’s just another way of helping people.  My people.

Dionne:  Our people.

Percy:  That’s what it’s all about.  I picked up a copy of that Reverend King book you were reading.  Makes a lot of sense.
Dionne:  And I’ve been reading about Stokely Carmichael.  Maybe the two of us can follow his example and meet in the middle?

Percy:  I’m still going to that civil rights march in a couple days.  You want to join me?

Dionne:  Won’t your old lady have a problem with that?

Percy:  Who?

Dionne:  That chick who was hanging all over you last time.

Percy:  Oh, her.  She split.  She took up with some psycho-looking freak.  I think his name was…Manson…Charlie Manson.  She’s living out on a commune ranch in Death Valley.  Honestly, I don’t see anything good coming out of that situation.
Dionne:  So you’re a free man.  You’ve been emancipated.

Percy:  She never really meant anything to me anyway.  As square and as bourgeois as it sounds, I was just showing her off that day to make you jealous.

Dionne:  It worked.  I realized I still loved you as much as ever.  Which is not why I evolved.  Let me make that clear.  I did that for myself.  You played a part.  Your philosophies were an influence.  But it was for me.
Percy:  I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Dionne:  So when d’you say that march was?

Percy:  This weekend.

Dionne:  Count me in.  (Percy puts his arm around Dionne and they join the hippie group. Dusty and Bill re-enter, followed closely behind by Tom, who is still trying to disguise and conceal himself so as not to be seen; Tom still has his binoculars.)
Dusty:  (Aside to Bill.)  We’re in luck, dear.  I do believe we’ve successfully evaded Johnny’s song.

Bill:  Now let’s just hope there’s no encore.
Lesley:  Any luck at the sorority house?

Bill:  Not so far.  But we’ll keep looking.

Connie:  Did Dominic call?

Dusty:  I don’t believe so.  At least not while we were there.  If only scientists could invent a machine that could take phone messages while one was out.  Or perhaps a portable phone that one might carry and have with one at all times.
Bill:  (He chuckles.)  You’ve been watching too much science fiction. No more LOST IN SPACE or STAR TREK for you.  And you can forget about going to the premiere of 2001: A SPACE ODYSSEY.

Brenda:  I just feel so helpless.

Annette:  Me, too.  I wish there was something we could do.

Summer:  Well, when all hope seems gone, there’s only one thing to do.

Brenda:  Pray?

Summer:  (Skeptical.)  Sure.  You can try that.  I was thinking go to Pop’s and have a malted.  (All the younger group excitedly ad libs in agreement – “Great idea!” “Count me in!” etc.)  It won’t bring Petula home, but it’ll definitely make us feel better.  (All the younger group exit clamoring, leaving Dusty, Bill, a hidden/ concealed Tom, and the hippie group behind.)
Dusty:  Can we take a quiet walk?  I would truly enjoy some time just to collect my thoughts.

Bill:  Upwind or downwind of the hippies?

Dusty:  Upwind, dear.  We don’t know how long it’s been since they’ve bathed.

Bill:  But then we’ll miss out on the fragrant aroma of the incense they’re burning.

Dusty:  I don’t think that’s incense, luv.  If we go downwind of that, we really will end up lost in space.  (Tom pops into view with his binoculars up to his eyes. After a moment, the couple takes a walk; Tom discreetly follows them around, always popping out of sight to avoid detection. It is very slapstick; he makes a lot of pratfalls.)

Tom

SONG:  THE LOOK OF LOVE (written by Ellie Greenwich & Jeff Barry)

(ooh, ooh, ooh, ooh, look of love)
(ooh, ooh, ooh, ooh) (ooh, ooh, ooh)
Look at the way she looks at him (ooh-ee-ooh).
Look at the way she smiles.
I remember when she was mine.
I remember when things were fine.
Oh, look at the way she looks at him now.
Isn't that the look of love?

(ooh, ooh, ooh, ooh, look of love)
(ooh, ooh, ooh, ooh) (ooh, ooh, ooh)

Here I am, all by myself,
Watching her with someone else.
Bet she doesn't even know I'm here.
Wish I could hold back my tears, 'cause

Look at the way she's kissing him (ooh-ee-ooh).
Look at her hold him tight.
I remember her warm embrace
And the tender look on her face.
Yes, look at the way she looks at him now.

Isn't that the look of love?

END OF “B” SIDE:  SCENE 4

SCENE 5:  On the Sunset Strip in Hollywood, later that same night.  Judy enters, smoking a cigarette; she is obviously attired, coiffed, and made-up even more flamboyantly than usual.  She stands near a street lamp seductively.  After a moment, Petula enters.  Judy recognizes her immediately and tries to avoid contact.

Judy:  Oh, crap!  Petula.  What the hell is she doing here?

Petula:  Judy, is that you?  (Judy nonchalantly ignores her, trying to pretend she’s not herself; Petula takes a closer inspection.)  It is you.

Judy:  (in a French accent.) Judy?  Who’s Judy?  Je m’appelle…Irma…Irma La Douche.
Petula:  1963.  Jack Lemmon.  Shirley MacLaine.   And it’s La Douce, not La Douche.
Judy:  All right, so I’m busted.  I should be used to it. That’s the third time this week.

Petula:  I know we always called you a whore, but I never thought you’d actually become one.

Judy:  A girl’s gotta make a living, doesn’t she?  I figured I’d be a natural. I tried other jobs for a couple days, but this was the only one that would let me keep my trademark clothing, hair, and make-up style.

Petula:  You always did have a very unique look.

Judy:  Here’s the real question.  What the hell are you doing here?  I’m surprised Dusty let you out of her sight.

Petula:  I ran away.  I came to Hollywood to become a famous singing star.
Judy:  How’s that working out for you?

Petula:  Splendidly.  I’ve been getting offers left and right. (Pause.)  Oh, who am I kidding?  It’s been horrible.  I’ve been auditioning all over town.  I even wore my best, most mod Carnaby Street outfits.  But the only person who was willing to hire me wanted me to sing topless.  He told me I had a phenomenal chest voice.

Judy: (Staring down at Petula’s chest.) The hills are alive with the sound of music.
Petula:  I’m completely out of money.  I have nowhere to stay.  My motel threw me out. I don’t even have enough to get back to Malibu. I’m running out of options. Instead of a singer, perhaps I should have become a thespian.  They know better how to deal with a penniless, bohemian life.
Judy:  Yeah, after all my bad experiences, I’ve been thinking about giving up men, too.

Petula:  I said thespian, not lesbian.

Judy:  Oh…sorry.  My mistake.
Petula:  Or maybe I should hit the streets.  Can you use a business partner?
Judy: Your sister would kill me.  And besides, you’re a nice kid.  This is the last thing you want to get mixed up in.  Especially with that dreamboat of a guy waiting for you back home.
Petula:  Freddy?

Judy:  He’s not much of a dresser, but with a face and body like that, who cares?  I bet he cleans up real nice.

Petula:  Freddy’s a darling, but…
Judy:  You’re not going to convince me you don’t have feelings for him.  I saw the way you two look at each other.

Petula:  Was it that obvious?

Judy:  Obvious?  Are you kidding?  Let’s put it this way.  It would be easier to mistake me for a nun than not see how you feel about him.

Petula:  I just wish he had some drive, some ambition.  I wish he wasn’t a hobo.

Judy:  Yeah, that could definitely put a crimp in the wedding night.

Petula:  I said ho…bo.

Judy:  I really have to get my ears checked.

Petula:  I suppose if Freddy and I were to get married, I could get a job as a secretary and support both of us.
Judy:  That’s the spirit.  You’ve really only got one option open to you.

SONG:  LITTLE GIRL, GO HOME (written by Mann Curtis, Frank Herve, & Kelly Ross, & Jeff Davies)

Little girl, go home.

I hear the night wind sigh.

Little girl, go home.

Don’t roam the same as I.

You ran away from your hometown.

The city streets now have got you down.

The night lights call, you’ve found my friend

A broken heart, not your rainbow’s end.

Little girl, go home.

Forget your foolish pride.

Little girl, don’t roam

Cries out the drifting tide.

Don’t drift like me.

Where can it end?

What can you see

Lying ‘round the bend?

The fields look green

Till you get there.

And then you find

That you’ve gone nowhere.

Judy:  (Pulling some money out of her cleavage and handing it to Petula.)  Here, take this.  It’s not much.  It’s been a slow night.  But it’s enough for bus fare back to Malibu.

Petula:  That’s very generous, but I can’t.

Judy:  Please.  For me.  It’s my one chance to become what I’ve always wanted to be – a hooker with a heart of gold.

Little girl, go home.

Go home where you belong.

Run to your true love

And tell him you were wrong.

You reached for stars up in the sky.

You never saw those within his eyes.

And now you’ve had your foolish whirl,

Fly to his arms that cry “little girl, go home.”

Petula:  All right.  I will.  But you’re coming with me.  You don’t want to be out here anymore than I do.

Judy:  There’s one big difference.  I don’t have anyone to go back to.

Petula:  Then start over.  Start from scratch.  Make a new life for yourself.  Just don’t make it here.
Judy:  In all honesty, I’m not very good at this.

Petula:  But you’ve had so much practice.

Judy:  That was strictly as an amateur.  As a pro, I don’t have the nerve.  I always chicken out.  As soon as I get the money from the guy, I sneak out the bathroom window.  I never actually did anything.  At least nothing of the “wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am” variety.
Petula:  Nothing?  (Judy shakes her head no.)  There may be hope for you yet. You’re not really a prostitute.  You’re merely…a thief. (The sound of Dominic’s motorcycle can be heard pulling up. It stops.  Dominic enters.)
Dominic:  Dere you are.  Do you know how long I’ve been lookin’ for you?
Petula:  Dominic, I have never been so glad to see anyone in my life.  Take me home.
Dominic:  Hop on.

Judy:  Evening, Dominic.

Dominic:  Judy?  I almost didn’t recognize you.  You look different. You toned down your hair and make-up a little.  Dat’s too bad.  I coulda helped you with ‘em.  I learned all dat kinda stuff at clown college.
Petula:  It looks as though I have a ride now.  (Handing Judy back her money.)  So you keep this.  It’ll buy you a bus ticket, also.

Judy:  Thanks, kid.  You heard the man.  Hop on.  

Petula:  Come here. (Petula and Judy hug.)

Dominic:  Ahh, very cool. (He gives them two thumbs up.) Thespians.  (Judy and Petula turn in unison and glare at him.)  I’ll just wait over here by my bike.  (He exits.)
Judy:  You get going.

Petula:  Will we see you soon?

Judy:  Stranger things have happened.

Petula:  Thanks.  (She exits.)

Judy:  (After Petula has left.)  No.  Thank you.  (Looking at the money.)  She was right.  This will get me out of here.  Step aside, old Judy. The new Judy is coming through!  Listen up, men!  All of you!

REPRISE:  YOU DON’T OWN ME (written by John Madara and David White)

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.

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.

Taxi!!!

END OF “B” SIDE:  SCENE 5

SCENE 6:  Back on the beach at Malibu; the next day.  At the top, only Caesar, Cleo, and the hippies are present.

Caesar:  Well, Cleo, what do you think of our groovy, outtasight sit-in now?  We’ve been out here almost a month, and look – we’ve finally got the whole beach to ourselves.

Cleo:  Caesar, I want to go back to my groovy, outtasight home, the one with the four walls and a roof. It’s been outtasight way too long.  I miss it.
Caesar:  We’re just gettin’ started, baby.  We haven’t even begun to fight.

Cleo:  Fight for what?  A bunch of sand?  I want to take a shower.  I want to eat a hot meal.  I want a change of clothes.  I want to watch PETTICOAT JUNCTION.  Honestly, Caesar, I don’t think I was cut out to be a hippie.  I really hate fringed vests and tie-dyed shirts.  (Caesar and all the hippies gasp.)  I feel like I’m wearing stuff that the Salvation Army rejected.
Caesar:  Sometimes, Cleo, I think I don’t even know you anymore.

Cleo:  Well, maybe you never did.

Caesar:  Ouch.

Cleo:  I’m not asking for too much, am I?
Caesar:  But if we go back to the establishment, I’ll get drafted.  Then I’ll get shipped off to Nam.  Or maybe even someplace worse like…Ft. Dix.  I don’t know where that is, but it doesn’t sound like a place I want to go.  I hear they have no women there at all.

Cleo:  Well, I wouldn’t want to see you get drafted and end up with Dix. All right, a couple more days.  But couldn’t we at least send out for pizza?

Caesar:  That’s my girl.  Anything you want.  You got some dough?
Cleo:  I’m pretty sure the pizza shop provides that.

Caesar:  I mean you got any bread?

Cleo:  Yeah, good idea, let’s get some breadsticks, too.

Caesar:  You got any money?!

Cleo:  Well, why didn’t you say so?  Of course not.  I’m a hippie.
Caesar:  Baby, you’re the greatest.

Cleo:  You too, Caesar.  But promise me that someday we’ll become more than just mere gypsies, tramps, and thieves.

Caesar:  You got it, babe.  I sure love you, Cleo.

Cleo:  I love you, too, Caesar, my little Goomba.

SONG:  I JUST CAN’T GET ENOUGH OF YOU (written by Valerie Simpson, Nickolas Ashford, & Joshie Jo Armstead)
Cleo & Caesar
What a feelin’ I get when I think about the time our lips first met.

Dionne & Percy
Baby, baby, I love you.

Cleo & Caesar
Ooh, after lovin’ you so long,

Dionne & Percy
Baby, baby, I love you.

Cleo & Caesar
This feeling still goes strong, and…

All

I just can’t get enough of you.

I just can’t get enough of you.

I just can’t get enough of you.

I just can’t get enough of you.
(Caesar, Cleo, Dionne, Percy, and the hippies all return to their sit-in – joking, laughing, and ad libbing. Annette enters angrily, followed closely thereafter by Frankie.)
Frankie:  Come on, Annette.  Don’t keep running away.

Annette:  I’m surprised you even noticed me.

Frankie:  (Tenderly, almost affectionate.) Not notice you?  How could I miss you?  (Annette turns to him pleased, thinking she’s about to get a compliment.) Your bouffant’s practically causing a solar eclipse.

Annette:  Trust me, Frankie.  That’s not the way to get on a girl’s good side.  (pause to look around.)  Wait a minute.  Where’s your surfboard?

Frankie:  Back at home.  Why?

Annette:  I’ve never seen you without your surfboard before.  You look almost naked.

Frankie:  Any chance I might get to see you…without your surfboard sometime? 

Annette:  Oh, so now you’re interested.  What happened?  You lose your big match?

Frankie:  If you hadn’t been ignoring my calls and avoiding me for the past couple weeks, you’d know.

Annette:  I won’t play second fiddle to a…how did you put it?...radically Kahuna-like awesome killer pipeline.

Frankie:  For your information, I won that surf-off.  I’ve even got the trophy to prove it.

Annette:  So what’s that make me?  A quick pit stop till the next awesome killer wave comes along?
Frankie:  No!  Annette, when I was up there on the grandstand accepting my first place trophy, amidst the cheers of my adoring fans and the clamoring of all the photographers and reporters, I realized something.

Annette:  That you had no adoring fans?

Frankie:  I realized that all that stuff didn’t amount to a hill of beans without my best girl there by my side to share it with.  (beat.)  You do know I mean you, right?

Annette:  (softening.)  Go on.

SONG:  I’LL MAKE IT UP TO YOU (written by Gloria Shayne & Edna Lewis)
Frankie

We had a million fights.
I caused you sleepless nights
And made you cry tears of misery.

I'll make it up to you.
I'll make it up to you,
If you make up with me.

I broke your tender heart,
But now that we're apart,
I know that I love you hopelessly.
I'll make it up to you.
I'll make it up to you,
If you make up with me.

Annette & Frankie


For every hug and kiss we missed,
We'll share a million or more.
Making up for the time we lost
By loving like never before.

Frankie


This time I promise you
True love a lifetime through
In every way, day by day you'll see…
I'll make it up to you.
I'll make it up to you,
If you make up with me.

(The two of them exit, embracing; Brenda and Albert come rushing on from the opposite direction, hand-in-hand; they fall onto the sand.)

Albert:  I think we finally gave my mother the slip.  Actually, I’d really like to give her the pink slip.  But I guess you can’t fire your mother. (The two laugh.)
Brenda:  Oh, we’re so bad!  Isn’t it great?!  Thanks for meeting with me after class for a private tutoring session.  I need all the one-on-one attention I can get.

Albert:  You’re welcome.  I’ll hold a symposium for you anytime.
Brenda:  Oh, Albert, you’re even sweeter than shoo-fly pie and Georgia peaches.

Albert:  I sure like the way you talk, Brenda.  It’s so down-homey.

Brenda:  You don’t think my accent sounds cheesy?

Albert:  No, it’s adorable.  It’s one of the things I love about you.  (He quickly realizes what he has said and sits bolt upright.)  However, as an addendum to our prior convocation, and according to Niels Bohr and the Copenhagen Interpretation of quantum theory, the particle is what you measure it to be and it is meaningless to ascribe properties or even existence in the absence of finite measurement; therefore, the Uncertainty Principle as well as Planck’s Constant in tandem fail to substantiate the…
Brenda:  Albert.
Albert:  Yes?

Brenda:  Shut up, take off your glasses, and kiss me.  (He does.)  How’s that for convocation?
SONG:  ALL OF MY LIFE (written by Tony Powers & Helen Miller)

I've been looking for a boy like you
All of my life.

Albert
I've been looking for a love that's true
All of my life.

Both
Been searching for a hand to hold
When things aren't right,
To keep me warm
When I get cold at night
All of my life, all of my life.

(At the end of the song, the two walk off hand-in-hand with Brenda’s head on Albert’s shoulder.)

Caesar:  (Jumping up.) Yeah!  The beach is ours solomente once again!  (Chad enters despondently.)  Oh, crap!  (Caesar throws himself back down onto the sand.  After a moment, Chad too sits down on the sand. Then another brief moment after that, Petula enters unseen by Chad; she stands upstage of him and smiles at him.)

Petula:  Well, you look like you’ve lost your best friend, your dog, and your pick-up truck.  You just need a cowboy hat and you’ll be ready for the Grand Ole Opry.
Chad:  (Getting up and going to her.)  Petula, thank God you’re safe.

Petula:  I’m perfectly fine, dear.  One can’t live in a house with Lesley for two years without picking up a few survival skills.

Chad:  Does your sister know you’re back?

Petula:  Yes, I’ve been reprimanded thoroughly.  Ironically, I’m beginning to enjoy our “mother-daughter” squabbles.

Chad:  You don’t know how relieved I am to see you.

Petula:  I’m very glad to see you as well, Freddy.

Chad:  What I want more than anything right now is to take you in my arms and kiss you long and hard on the lips.  (beat.)  But I won’t.

Petula:  Oh, and why not?  Did your affections change in my absence?
Chad:  Of course not.  They never would.

Petula:  Then do I need to be the aggressor?  I can, you know.  I picked that up from Lesley as well.

Chad:  But I thought that…

Petula:  Boys were never meant to think, luv.  They were created merely to look pretty. That I learned from Betty Friedan and Gloria Steinem.  (She kisses him passionately.)  I feel just like Dorothy from THE WIZARD OF OZ.  I had to travel to a far distant land in order to find that all I ever truly wanted was right in my own backyard.
Chad:  That’s funny.  I always saw you more as a Cinderella metaphor.  Anyway, does this mean you don’t care that I’m a hobo?
Petula:  A what?

Chad:  A hobo…a bum…a vagrant.

Petula:  Never mind.  I thought you said something else.  (She kisses him quickly once more.)
Chad
SONG:  YOU’VE COME BACK (written by Alan Van McCoy)

You've come back.
Thank God at last
You've come back.
And darling I won't ask the reason why
Or even try to find out why ‘cause
All I care about is that
You've come back.
Thank God you're here.
You've come back.
It doesn't matter dear who's wrong or right.
Just hold me tight and kiss me
And show me that you've missed me.
Just being here again with you
Is worth all the pain and tears
That I've been through.

You've come back.
Oh happy day, you've come back,
And believe me when I say
I'm gonna try as much as I know how
To keep you now,
To keep you now
That you've come back.
(The two embrace and kiss lovingly as the final notes of the song swell.  After a moment, Wellington enters; he, too, is now dressed like a hobo.)
Wellington:  Time now, sir?

Petula:  Freddy, who is that strange man?  And why is he calling you “sir”?  Is that some sort of derelict hierarchy?

Chad:  Petula, I’ve a confession to make.  I haven’t been entirely honest with you.

Petula:  Well, I hadn’t been entirely honest with you regarding my feelings.  I let my pride, vanity, and ambition stand in the way.  So you’re forgiven.  Now, Freddy, answer my question.
Chad:  My name’s not Freddy.  I’m not Freddy DeFreeloader.  Actually, I’m kind of amazed you fell for that.  Don’t you ever watch Red Skelton?

Petula:  What are you talking about?

Chad:  My name is Chad.  And this is my chauffeur Jeremy.  Jeremy Wellington.

Petula:  Chad and Jeremy?  Somehow, when I listened to your records, I envisioned the two of you differently.

Chad:  That’s another Chad and Jeremy.
Wellington:  We get that a lot.

Petula:  I still don’t understand.  Why would a hobo have a chauffeur?  Why would a hobo even have a car?
Chad:  I’m not a hobo.  And neither is Wellington.

Petula:  Well, if you’re not hobos, then I must say that the two of you have a truly atrocious fashion sense.

Chad:  Do you know the Capitol Tower near the corner of Hollywood and Vine?
Petula:  Of course I know it, the home of Capitol Records.  The label for which the Beatles, the Fab Four, record. It’s a landmark. I aspired one day to sing in one of its studios.

Chad:  Well, my father and I kind of work there.  We operate a little business.

Petula:  Oh, you must be the custodial staff.  That must be very exciting for you.  Do you ever see any of the celebrities?  John, Paul, George, Ringo…?
Chad:  Actually, my father is the current president of Capitol Records.  I’m Vice President in Charge of New Talent Acquisition.
Petula:  Impressive title, but apparently it doesn’t pay very well.

Chad:  I’ll explain the clothes later.  I have more important business to take care of right now.  Wellington.  (Wellington pulls out a legal contract.)

Wellington:  Here you go, sir.  And a pen.  (He hands the items to Chad.)

Petula:  What is this?

Chad:  I’m about to make your dreams come true.  A five-year recording contract with Capitol Records.
Petula:  Don’t toy with me, Freddy.  I mean Chad.

Chad:  I’m always very serious when it comes to business.  Of course, if you’re being scouted by other labels, then we’ll just have to increase the offer, sweeten the pot a little.

Petula:  The pot’s plenty sweet.  Quick.  Give me that contract before you change your mind.  (Chad laughs; Petula takes the contract and signs.)
Chad:  Excellent.  My father and I are very pleased.  I, for more reasons than one.  Wellington, go pull the limo around.  I want personally to escort Petula to her new recording company.
Wellington:  Right away, sir.  (He tips his hat to Petula and exits.)

Chad:  And I’ve got to get out of these rags before I get another citation for vagrancy.  (The two begin walking off arm-in-arm.)
Petula:  So you were rich all along?

Chad:  I’m afraid so.
Petula:  Well, normally I would be incensed that you didn’t feel you could be honest with me, but the hippies over there are “incensed” enough for all of us.
Chad:  I don’t think that’s incense.  (The two exit.)

Caesar:  All right!  Time to pull out all the stops!  Let’s put up the human barricade!  We gotta keep the squares out.  One way or another, this beach is ours!!!  (The hippies all begin to form a human barricade around the perimeter of the stretch of beach, ad libbing and cheering loudly all the while.)
END OF “B” SIDE:  SCENE 6

SCENE 7:  The living room of the sorority house, that same day.  Everything is now absolutely perfect.  All the renovation work has been completed.  Dusty is floating around, admiring all the new appointments.  She smells and re-arranges in the vase the flowers that Bill gave her.  After a brief moment, Bill enters and rings the doorbell.  It now plays THE THINGS WE DID LAST SUMMER.  Dusty answers the door.
Dusty:  Bill, I couldn’t be more pleased!  I especially love the new doorbell playing THE THINGS WE DID LAST SUMMER.  That shall always, from this moment forward, be our song.

Bill:  Just a little extra touch I thought I’d throw in.  Here’s another.  The final finishing touch – the official Tau Nu Alpha doormat for your front stoop.

Dusty:  The national chapter, I’m sure, will now hail us as the standard by which all other chapters should conduct themselves.  And I owe it all to you.

Bill:  Actually, you owe it to the benefactor, whoever that was.

Dusty:  Unfortunately, we may never know.  (At this point, Tom appears outside the house, still with his binoculars; he peers in the window.)  I wish I could thank him or her personally.
Bill:  However, the really good news is Petula coming home.  I told you she’d be fine.

Dusty:  I tried so hard to be irate with her, but I couldn’t.  I was just so glad to have her back.  I’m just so glad to have everything back to normal.  (She kisses Bill. When the kiss is through, she notices Tom peering into the window.)  Oh my word, what is that?!
Bill:  Some pervert trying to catch a glimpse of young sorority girls.  I’ll take care of this.  (He goes out and drags Tom in by his shirt collar.)  Guess who the culprit is.

Dusty:  I don’t believe it!  You’ve become a peeping Tom…Tom.

Tom:  I…uh…I…uh…I…uh…I…uh…I just wanted to see the renovations.
Dusty:  You expect us to believe that?  Even as convincing as you were.
Tom:  All right.  I was jealous, insanely jealous.  I wanted to be near you.  Or at least worship you from afar.

Dusty:  It wasn’t nearly “afar” enough.

Bill:  Do you want me to throw him out on his butt or call the police and have him arrested?

Dusty:  No, don’t call the police.  I’m sure he meant no harm.
Bill:  Okay.  Out on his butt it is.  (He grabs Tom by the collar again.)

Tom:  That won’t be necessary.  I’m leaving…under my own power.  I can see that you two are very happy.  I won’t bother you again.  (He begins to exit.)

Dusty:  Wait!  Tom, wait.  I don’t want to see you leave like that.  (She approaches him.)  Would you be a dear and take this bag of trash out with you?  (She hands him a paper bag of trash.)  Just right in the garbage can in the driveway would be lovely.  Thank you so much.  (With the bag of trash, he starts again to leave.)  Wait!
Tom:  What is it now?!  Walk your dog? Change your car oil?  Grout your tile?  What?

Dusty:  I just wanted to say that I’m sure the right girl for you will come along any day.  And when she does, you’ll relinquish all your philandering…willingly.

Tom:  She’d have to be one groovy chick.  (He exits.)
Dusty:  I suppose the implication is that I’m not a groovy chick.
Bill:  Would you settle for foxy lady?

Dusty:  You know, Bill.  If one overlooks my eight months of temporary insanity when I was with Tom, then technically we’ve been together a full year.

Bill:  I don’t remember us beaning at all.  But it could be me.  I’m getting older.  Might be senility.
Dusty:  Now that Petula is home safe, and Tom is out of my life, and the sorority house has been completely rejuvenated, I haven’t a care in the world.  Thus I’m able to put my mind on more pleasing topics. And I believe I’m truly ready to move forward.

SONG:  WEDDING BELL BLUES (written by Laura Nyro)

Bill, I love you so, I always will.
I look at you and you see the passion eyes of May.
Oh, but am I ever gonna see my wedding day?
Oh, I was on your side, Bill, when you were losin'.
I’d never scheme or lie, Bill; there's been no foolin'.
But kisses and love won't carry me until you marry me, Bill.

I love you so, I always will, 
And in your voice I hear a choir of carousels.
Oh, but am I ever gonna hear my wedding bells?
Bill


I was the one came runnin' when you were lonely.
I haven't lived one day not lovin' you only.
Dusty


But kisses and love won't carry me until you marry me, Bill.

Both


I love you so, I always will.
And though devotion rules my heart I take no bows. 
Dusty


Oh, but Bill you know I want to take my wedding vows.
Oh, come on Bill.
Oh, come on Bill.
Come on and marry me, Bill.

Both

I love you so.

I always will.
Dusty

Come on and marry me, Bill.
Both

I love you so.

I always will.
I got the wedding bell blues.
Dusty


Come on and marry me, Bill.
Both


I got the wedding bell blues.
Dusty


Come on and marry me, Bill.
Bill:  (Feigningly.) Oh, I don’t know, Dusty.  This is all so sudden.

Dusty:  (Disappointedly.)  Perhaps you’re right.

Bill:  But then again, I do just happen to have this ring with me that I’ve been carrying around since last summer.  (He pulls out a boxed engagement ring.)

Dusty:  I say yes!  I accept!  I don’t even care what the question is.  If it involves a ring, I accept!  (Bill puts the ring on her finger and then kisses her.)

Bill:  Maybe it’s not as big as Tom’s.

Dusty:  Bill, dear, size really doesn’t matter.

Bill:  Yeah, I’ve heard that before.

END OF “B” SIDE:  SCENE 7
SCENE 8:  On the beach, later the same day.  Caesar, Cleo, and the hippies still have their human barricade going.  Connie, Dominic, and most of the rest of the sorority gang (with their boyfriends) enter; not entering are Dusty, Bill, Judy, Tom, and Hagatha. Chad is now dressed in wealthy yachting attire.
Connie:  It was a great thing you did, Dominic, combing the streets of Hollywood until you found Petula.  There’s only one way I can respond to that. (She kisses him.)

Dominic:  I love you, Concetta Rosa Maria Theresa Isabella Francesca. 
Connie:  I love you, too.  But if you ever call me that again, it’s over.

Dominic:  Baby, we’re back! (Two thumbs up. The couple embraces.)  

Petula:  And I’m also back…to stay.  Until of course my new recording career has me jetting off to foreign and exotic lands internationally.  Next week, I’ve got a gig in Bayonne.  I believe that’s in France, right?
Lesley:  Hey!  What’s goin’ on here? (Summer sees Dionne with Percy and the hippies.)
Summer:  Dionne?!  You’ve gone over to the dark side?

Dionne:  No, I’ve always been black.

Summer:  Oh, I’m sorry!  I didn’t mean it like that!
Dionne:  I love all you sorority chicks, but these are my people now.

Summer:  You do realize they’re hippies, right?  It’s not a traveling circus or anything.
Lesley:  (to Caesar) You wanna get out of the way, buster?  Or am I gonna have to get tough?

Dionne:  She can, too, Caesar.  Trust me on that one.  Maybe we should just let them through.
Caesar:  No! It’s a human barricade.  We’re defending our section of the beach.  Man, this is like our own personal…Vietnam!
Summer:  Well, stop it.  We want to get a tan.  This area has always been a demilitarized zone.
Sandy:  Right!  What’s more important, plaguing social issues or a glorious copper-toned bronzing?  Get your priorities straight, you…you…flower power people!

Frankie:  This stretch of beach is the best surfin’ in the area!  (Annette gives him a look.)  Not that that’s that important to me anymore.
Connie:  No, wait.  I see their point.  In life, it’s vital to have something you can truly call your own.  (She and Dominic smile at each other.)  But it’s also necessary to share.  Why can’t we all cohabitate peacefully?  (To Caesar and Cleo.)  Isn’t that what your movement is all about?  Peace, love, understanding? Well, that and hallucinogen drugs?
Cleo:  Don’t ask me.  I’m just waiting for my pizza.

Caesar:  The square lady’s right!  For something truly to be ours, we must share it with the world!

Cleo:  Like hell!  There’s only eight slices.

Connie:  So, come on.  Follow my lead.  I’d like to teach the world to sing in perfect harmony!
Petula:  You know, that would make quite a good jingle.

SONG:  98.6 / LAZY DAY (written by George Fischoff & Tony Powers)

(Caesar, Cleo, and the hippies begin to break open their human barricade and by the end of the song, all the hippies and the “squares” are intermingling.)
Hippies
Lazy day,

Lazy day,

Lazy day for you and me.

For you and me.
Connie, Dominic, Dionne, & Percy
Good mornin’, sun.

I say, it’s good to see you shinin’!

I know my baby brought you toooooo me.

(S)he kissed me yesterday.

Hello, ya silver linin’.

I got spring and summer runnin’ throu-ou-ough me.

Dionne & Percy

Hey, ninety-eight point six.

It’s good to have you back again.

Oh hey, ninety-eight point six.

Your lovin’ is the medicine that saved me.

Oh, I love my baby.

Caesar & Cleo

Blue skies, sunshine.

What a day to take a walk in the park.

Ice cream, daydream,

Till the sky becomes a blanket of stars.

What a day for pickin’ daisies,
And lots of red balloons,

And what a day for holdin’ hands and bein’ with you.

All
Lazy day, Lazy day, Lazy day for you and me.

Hey, ninety-eight point six.

It’s good to have you back again.

Oh hey, ninety-eight point six.

Your lovin’ is the medicine that saved me.

Oh, I love my baby.

Lazy day, Lazy day,

Lazy day, Lazy day.

END OF “B” SIDE:  SCENE 8

SCENE 9:  Tom’s law office, the same time.  At the top, Tom is sitting at his desk, going over some briefs.  After a moment, Judy enters and poses seductively in the doorway.  She is now very toned down in her dress and appearance, still sensual, but a little more business-like and professional.
Judy:  Hi, big boy.

Tom:  Hey doll, I heard you were back in town.  I’d ask where you were, but I’ve already heard that as well.  How’s tricks?

Judy:  It’s not surprising that word has gotten around.  I can’t blame Petula really.
Tom:  Petula never said a thing.  I’ve a friend in the West Hollywood police precinct.  When you got arrested for the second time, he felt obligated to let me know.

Judy:  How sweet.

Tom:  Why would you go off and do that?  You’re better than that.

Judy:  That was a lesson I had to find out for myself.  I once declared to you that I wouldn’t make the same mistakes, which I didn’t.  I went out and made an entirely new set of mistakes.  Live and learn.
Tom:  Well, toy, at least you’re back.  Hopefully, you’ll still be able to graduate.
Judy:  I’m taking incompletes this semester.  I’ll finish up during the summer.  Petula and I may end up in some of the same summer classes.  Believe it or not, we’ve actually become friends.
Tom:  What about you and Dusty?
Judy:  Let’s take one insurmountable obstacle at a time.

Tom:  I tried to make things work out with her, but she’s with Bill now.  I became a little psycho for a while.  As a matter of fact, on Dusty’s behalf, I’m writing up my own restraining order against myself.

Judy:  I’m surprised you’re not writing up one against me.

Tom:  Nah, I was angry.  I got over it.

Judy:  What a couple of pathetic losers we are.  Do you think either of us will ever start making the right choices?

Tom:  Well, I’ve certainly been humbled.
Judy:  Tell me about it.  (a pause.) You know, Tom, from one social outcast to another, I’m thinking perhaps we should again give it a go.
Tom:  Us?

Judy:  Sure, why not?

Tom:  Doll!  Toy!  You were a hooker!

Judy:  And you’re a lawyer.  If I can deal with that, you certainly can deal with this.

Tom:  I can’t help but think about the immorality, the lack of ethics, all the clients getting screwed…
Judy:  But enough about you.  Let’s focus on me for a minute.

Tom:  (A pause.) Okay. Maybe you’re right, doll.  Maybe we should get back together.  We’re damaged goods. Who else would have us?

Judy:  Agreed.  But I’ve changed.  This time around, there are going to be a few ground rules.

SONG:  TREAT ME LIKE A LADY (written by Bob Crewe & Gary Knight)

I know I look like an open book,
But if you take another look,

You just might discover what’s under my obvious cover.

Oh toy, doll.

You know I don’t want that name.

And if I gotta play that game,

Then you’ve got another think coming.

Don’t walk or start running or…

Treat me like a lady.

Show me you’re proud of me.

Love me like your baby,

Out in a crowd with me.

Treat me like a lady, yeah.

Show me or just go before we start.

Snap! Pop! It’s easy as one, two, three. 
You thought you had it made with me.

Forget it, my Romeo rover,

I’m not a pushover.
Oh, hey, you,
I’d give in, you know I would,

And love you like a good girl should.

But don’t treat me like any other

Who might want to mother you.

Treat me like a lady.

Don’t be ashamed of me.

Love me like your baby,

Stop playing games with me.

Treat me like a lady, yeah.

Show me or just go before we start.

Baby, don’t lie to me.

Don’t even try with me.

If you don’t love all the way,

Say goodbye to me, yeah.

Tom:  You argue a good case, counselor.  I don’t suppose you would accept a plea bargain?

Judy:  What offer are you putting on the table?

Tom:  Six months probationary monogamy…on both our parts.  Then we’ll see where it goes from there.  I’ll even toss in this slightly used ring.

Judy:  I like the monogamy clause, but wasn’t that ring Dusty’s?

Tom:  You caught me red-handed.  I throw myself at the mercy of the court. I was trying to get more bang for my buck.

Judy:  Yeah, that’s what all my hooker clients used to say.

Tom:  All right.  I’ll throw in a new ring.  That’s my final offer.

Judy:  Now that’s a sentence I can live with.  Jurisprudence will prevail.

Treat, treat, treat me like a lady, lady.
Come here and love me.

Love me like a lady, lady.

Treat, treat, treat me like a lady, lady.

I wanna love you.

Love you like a lady, lady.

Treat, treat, treat me like a lady, lady.

Come here and love me.
Love me like a lady, lady.

END OF “B” SIDE:  SCENE 9

SCENE 10:  The next night, at a drive-in movie.  It’s the last day of final exams and classes.  Everyone is celebrating.  On the screen of the drive-in is the movie SKI PARTY.  Most all of the cast is present, except for Wellington, Judy, and Tom.  At the top, Dusty and Petula are coming from the concession stand loaded down with popcorn, sodas, and other candies.
Petula:  Are you terribly disappointed, Dusty, that I won’t be graduating on time?

Dusty:  It wouldn’t have been my first choice, but in the larger scheme of things, I suppose it isn’t a huge problem.  Especially considering that wonderful new recording contract.

Petula:  Plus I figured something out that may possibly redeem me in your eyes.  I’ve solved the mystery of the anonymous benefactor.  It was Chad who donated the funds to revitalize the Tau Nu Alpha house.

Dusty:  Freddy?  How do you know?

Petula:  Who else could it possibly have been?  Not only did he overhear us discussing it that night on the beach, but he’s the only person we know with that much money.

Dusty:  You’re right.  The pieces do fall into place.  Has he said anything to you about it?

Petula:  No, he’s much too modest for that.  But there’s no doubt in my mind.  You have Chad to thank for saving our sorority chapter from extinction.  I’ll have to give him a special little treat tonight.
Dusty:  Petula!  Shame on you!

Petula:  Dusty, wash your mind out with soap!  I meant a box of jujubes.
Hagatha:  Albert, I expressly forbid you to see that young harlot ever again.
Albert:  I’m a man now, mother.  You can’t forbid me from doing anything.  I have a mind of my own.  I’m going to continue to see that harlot…I mean Brenda.
Hagatha:  I’m very certain that your grades have suffered.

Albert:  My grades are still what they always were.  I’m graduating summa cum laude, aren’t I?  Furthermore, Brenda’s GPA has skyrocketed.  It’s a win-win situation for both of us.
Hagatha:  If only your father were still around…

Albert:  I always suspected, mother, that father threw himself in front of that bus to get away from your nagging!

Hagatha:  Is this any way to speak to the woman who’s given you the best years of her life?  
Albert:  I love you, mother, but you’ve got to let me grow up.

Hagatha:  I permitted you to stop wearing short pants when you went away to college, didn’t I? If you leave me, then I have nothing.

Albert:  So that’s what this is all about.  I won’t leave you, mother.  I just need occasionally to test out my wings and fly solo.
Hagatha:  Welll, I suppose I could take up some sort of hobby – bridge…mahjong …skydiving…alligator wrestling.  That should help me in my loneliness.
Albert:  The alligator wouldn’t stand a chance.  But honestly, mother, I prefer to fly solo as a duo.  With Brenda.

Hagatha:  Then I guess I have no choice but to give the two of you my blessing.  Why did I ever buy you those damn long pants?

Chad:  (Speaking to Dominic.)  I hear you’re pretty good repairing automobiles.

Dominic:  I work mostly on cycles, but if it’s got an engine, I can fix it.

Chad:  Well, to thank you for finding Petula, I’ve got an offer.  How would you like to come to work for me?  As head mechanic for my fleet of thirty vehicles?

Dominic:  Dat would be my dream come true.  Dat would be even better den graduatin’ from clown college.

Chad:  It’s settled.  You start first thing Monday.

Dominic:  Wait till Connie hears.  Now she definitely won’t tink I’m a loser anymore.
Wellington: (Entering.)  Master Chad, I’ve locked the Corvette Stingray.  Here are the keys.  I have to go use the little boys’ room.
Dominic:  A Corvette Stingray?!  I tink I just had an orgasm!
Chad:  Wellington, meet our new head mechanic.  Dominic.  Wellington’s my chauffeur and all-around go-to guy and confidante.

Wellington:  (Backing away as he’s speaking.) It’s a pleasure, but sir, right now this “go-to” guy must go to the little boys’ room before it’s too late.
Hagatha:  (Also backing away from Albert as she’s speaking; Albert is now embracing Brenda.)  I’ll just run off to the concession stand and leave you two alone.  Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.  (She and Wellington accidentally back into each other.)  Oh, I’m terribly sor…(She turns around and sees Wellington.)  
Wellington?!  Beefy Wellington?!
Wellington:  Haggie?!  Hagatha?!
Hagatha:  Why you lowdown, good-for-nothing, snake-in-the-grass!!!
Wellington:  You brazen, overbearing, wretched harpy!!
Chad:  I see you two know each other.

Hagatha:  You disgust me, you despicable vermin!!

Wellington:  The same to you, you haughty, detestable fishwife!!  (The two abruptly embrace and kiss.)

Albert:  Mother!!!
SONG:  YOUNG LOVE (written by Carole Joyner & Ric Cartey)

Hagatha & Wellington

Young love, first love, 
Filled with true devotion.

Young love, our love,

We share with deep emotion.

They say for every boy and girl,
There's just one love in this whole world, 
And I know I've found mine.
The heavenly touch of your embrace 
Tells me no one could take your place 
Ever in my heart.

(The two continue to kiss passionately and groping each other.)

Albert:  I can’t believe what I’m witnessing!
Summer:  That’s the most disgusting thing I’ve ever seen.

Sandy:  Old people making out!  It’s perverse!

Dominic:  It’s like a bad car wreck.  You don’t wanna watch, but you can’t take your eyes off it.  (Lesley comes into view carrying a box of popcorn, sees the couple kissing, screams, tosses her popcorn into the air, and passes out/faints straight back into Johnny’s arms. Johnny tries to revive her.)

Brenda:  Well, I think it’s adorable.  Geriatric romance.  Maybe someday, in the distant future, some…scientist (She regards and embraces Albert.) will create a pill to make that even more possible.  A little blue pill perhaps.  Till then, I suppose they’ll have to settle for Geritol.
Hagatha:  Oh, Beefy, I’ve missed you so much.
Albert & Chad:  Beefy?!

Hagatha:  Beefy Wellington.  That’s my pet name for him.  (Patting his stomach.)  And I see you’ve continued to earn it.
Wellington:  I never thought I’d ever see you again, Haggie.  (To the others.)  That’s my pet name for her.

Hagatha:  Yes, well, we’ll discuss that one.

Albert:  Mother, what the blue-blazes is going on?!

Wellington:  Mother?  Yes, Hagatha, what is going on?  Other than the fact that I just peed my pants.
Hagatha:  Well, Beefy, do you remember that argument we had about nineteen years ago?

Wellington:  There were many of them.  Can you be more specific?

Hagatha:  It was approximately one year after we got married.  

Albert:  Married?!  Did father know about this?

Hagatha: You were a struggling student and we argued about whether to have children or not.

Wellington:  I wanted children, but we just couldn’t afford them.

Hagatha:  Exactly.  And that’s what we argued about.  Then you stormed out of the apartment, never to return.

Wellington:  I remember it a little differently.  I recall that you threw me out of the apartment, telling me never to return.

Hagatha:  Well, the details are unimportant.

Wellington:  After I received the final divorce papers, we just kind of lost contact.  Then a couple years later, I joined the army and was shipped off to Korea.  I never heard from you again.

Hagatha:  Well, there was a reason I was so angry that night, the night that we argued about having children.  I had just been to the doctor that day.  I was pregnant.
Wellington & Albert:  Pregnant?!

Hagatha:  Yes.  I was pregnant…with Albert.

Wellington & Albert:  Pregnant…with Albert?!

Hagatha:  Albert, your father wasn’t hit by a bus.  He’s very much alive.  Beefy, meet your son Albert.  Albert, meet your father.  

(The two men put on their glasses in unison, suddenly making it very apparent how much alike they are; also in unison, they push their glasses up their noses with their index fingers, then they encircle each other, sizing one another up.)

Albert:  Daddy!

Wellington:  Son!  (The two men embrace. Albert is cautious to steer clear of the section of the peed pants.)

Hagatha:  I wanted to tell you.  You don’t know how much I wanted to tell you.  I just didn’t know how.
Chad:  Well, Wellington, you’re a family man.  This calls for a celebration, starting with a substantial raise for you.  You’ve got a wife and child to support now.  You are getting remarried, aren’t you?

Wellington:  (Looks to Hagatha.)  Are we?

Hagatha:  Would you consider it after what I’ve done?

Wellington:  In a heartbeat.  (The couple embraces and kisses again.  With the aid of Johnny’s Brylcreem, Lesley finally starts coming to, takes one look at the couple, screams once more, and faints dead away again.)

Annette:  Wow! Gynchy! This has been a very eventful evening.

Frankie:  Finals are done.  The semester is over.

Albert:  I’ve got a new daddy.

Brenda:  We no longer have to sneak around behind your mother’s back.

Connie:  Dominic is gainfully employed.

Dominic:  Plus I just got accepted at Malibu U.  I start night classes in de fall.  (Connie kisses him.)

Petula:  Thanks to Chad, I’ve got a boyfriend and a music career.

Hagatha:  (Taking off her matronly hat and glasses and letting down her hair, revealing that she’s actually a very attractive woman.)  And thanks to Beefy, I’ve rediscovered my youth.

Dionne & Percy:  We’re gonna change the world!
Cleo:  This is the grooviest!  Now let’s go to the snack bar and get some pizza.
Caesar:  You got any dough?
Connie:  Will somebody please tell me?  What the hell does gynchy mean?
Judy:  (Entering with Tom.) Good evening, all.  (Trying to ward off an onslaught of protests.) I know we’re probably not your favorite people and perhaps not welcome here, but we just stopped by to apologize and to try to make amends. And to announce that we’re engaged! (Displays her ring; all females scream.)
Tom:  (To Dusty and Bill.)  Truce?

Dusty & Bill:  Truce.  (Bill and Tom shake hands.)
Dusty:  You’re going to need all the strength you can muster if you plan a life with Judy.
Tom:  Don’t I know it.
Lesley:  (Coming around again.) What happened? Did I miss anything important?
Johnny:  Johnny’ll fill you in later.  Everything’s good.  No, come to think of it, everything’s GRRRRREAT!!!
Lesley:  Oh, look!  Here’s my favorite part of the movie!  When that very pretty red-haired girl stands up on the bus, and for no apparent reason, just starts singing.  I’ve been told I look a lot like her. (At this point, the film SKI PARTY is at the segment in which Lesley Gore is singing SUNSHINE, LOLLIPOPS, AND RAINBOWS on the ski resort bus.  The character Lesley mirrors the film behind them by performing the same song in sync.)
SONG:  SUNSHINE, LOLLIPOPS, AND RAINBOWS (written by Marvin Hamlisch and Howard Liebling)

Lesley

Sunshine, lollipops, and rainbows,
Everything that’s wonderful

Is what I feel when we’re together.

Brighter than a lucky penny,

When you’re near

The rain goes, disappears dear,

And I feel so fine

Just to know that you are mine.

My life is sunshine, lollipops, and rainbows.

That’s how this refrain goes,

So come on, join in.

Everybody! (Johnny grabs the guitar from the hippie again and joins Lesley.)
Lesley & Johnny

Sunshine, lollipops, and rainbows.

Everything that’s wonderful

Is sure to come your way

When you’re in love to stay.
Sunshine, lollipops, and rainbows,

Everything that’s wonderful

Is what I feel when we’re together.

Brighter than a lucky penny,

When you’re near

The rain goes, disappears dear,

And I feel so fine

Just to know that you are mine.

My life is sunshine, lollipops, and rainbows.

That’s how this refrain goes,

So come on, join in.

Everybody!

All

Sunshine, lollipops, and rainbows.

Everything that’s wonderful

Is sure to come your way

‘Cause you’re in love,

You’re in love,

And love is here to stay!

END OF “B” SIDE:  SCENE 10

CURTAIN CALL ENCORE:  THAT’S THE WAY BOYS ARE (written by Mark Barkan & Ben Raleigh)
Girls

When I’m with my guy and he watches all the pretty girls go by-y-y. 
Boys

(hey-ay-ay),
Girls


And I feel so hurt deep inside I wish that I could die.

Boys

(hey-ay-ay),
Girls


Not a word do I sa-a-y, I just look the other wa-a-a-a-ay.

Boys


’Cause that’s the way boys are.

Girls

(The way boys are).
Boys


That’s the way boys are.

Girls

(The way boys are).

When he treats me rough, and he acts as though he doesn’t really ca-a-are. 
Boys

(hey-ay-ay),
Girls


Well I never tell him that he is so unfair. 
Boys

(hey-ay-ay).
Girls


’Cause he loves me and I know it, 
But he’s just afraid to sho-o-o-o-ow it.

Boys


‘Cause that’s the way boys are. 
Girls

(The way boys are),
Boys


That’s the way boys are.

Girls

(The way boys are).
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.
When we have a fight I think that I won’t see him anymore. 
Boys

(hey-ay-ay),
Girls


The-en before I know it there he is standin’ at my door.

Boys

(hey-ay-ay).

Girls
Well I let him kiss me there and then 
‘Cause I know he wants me ba-a-ack again,
All


That’s the way boys are (the way boys are),
Yes the way boys are (the way boys are).
Oh I love you (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).
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