"Down the Tubes" (Teen Monologue, Female)*Disappointment* 

Cynthia is confiding in her older sister, before she faces the grim job of telling her parents the bad news, that she won't be following the family footsteps by graduating Valedictorian. 

Cynthia: Well it's done, I've passed the point of no return...I can't believe this has happened! All my life, I've been great in school, I've always been a leader, almost always the first in my class...until now. I don't know what got into me. I'm so angry at myself; I knew I should have studied harder. Ever since I was a little girl, I've dreamt of delivering my Valedictorian speech at Graduation...just like Mom, just like you, just like most of my cousins...now, my shot at being Valedictorian is pretty much over. I feel awful; I feel like I've disappointed everyone, including myself...Why didn't I try harder, I should have paid more attention to my grades. My Dad would tell me, "I know your smart sweetheart, I know you feel like you've got it nailed, but it wouldn't hurt to do just a little extra credit to pad your average." But noooo! I was too smart for that...You know most kids would have celebrated the grades I got, but not me, it's like I broke some sacred chain!...Well it's finally over, and there's nothing I can do about it, but cry a little tear and get on with life. But you know what's ironic?...As bad as I feel right now, it's like a giant load has been lifted off my shoulders...it's like I'm ...........FREE! 
"Confused Teen" (Teen Monologue, Female) *Humorous* 

Both Angie and Harmony are in their early teens. Angie's going through some physical changes, inside and out, and like any other good teenager, can't associate these changes with life's little obstacles. 

Angie: What's going on Harmony? I don't get it, why is it when you become a teenager everything gets so confusing? I mean, what are they doing, spiking the make-up? Is there some unwritten law that when you become a teenager you move into the realm of insanity? If I remember correctly, that's about the time everything started getting nutty. Think about it...I'm supposed to wash my face BEFORE I exercise to prevent build-up. No, I'm supposed to wash my face AFTER I exercise to prevent break-outs. I'm NOT SUPPOSED to eat chocolate because it causes pimples. Wait, I'm SUPPOSED to eat chocolate before I take a test, because it's great, "brain food." I'm SUPPOSED to have lots of foods hat are rich in iron to help my circulation. Hold on, now, I'm NOT SUPPOSED to have a lot of iron because it prevents my body from absorbing calcium properly. Wow, if I can survive being a confused teenager, I think I can pretty much survive anything! (Change of heart) Let's get out of here, I'm hungry! 

"Bandana Mania" (Teen Monologue, Female)*Humorous* 

Jayna's new friend Stephanie, has just moved in next door. Jayna has been going to the same inner-city high school all her life, while Stephanie came from a nice, quiet, middle class neighborhood on the outside of town. Stephanie's a nice girl, her parents just divorced, lives with her mom. They lost there house and are renting a little studio place above the neighbor's garage. Jayna is giving her friend some fashion tips for her first day of school. 

Jayna: Stephanie, are you crazy! You can't wear that around here...Where do you think you are, the "St. Mary's School for Girls", cutie, you're downtown now. You can't wear that bandana around your ankle, like some little fashion accessory! You'll get us both killed! (Beat) Yeah it looks great...but sorry...you're not wearing it. You'll see a lot fo kids around here wearing bandanas on their heads and it's not because it goes with their shirt. They are like signs of association and sources of pride, or somehting like that...oh, and good luck if you DON'T happen to be familiar with, "The Code". Oh man, and heaven forbid you put a wrong color on, or wear it because it's cute...you could get yourself messed-up! Yesterday, I thought I'd have a little fun and wear that bandana my little brother gave me, with the good ole Red, White, and Blue, United States Flag printed on it...You should have seen the looks on their faces, they didn't know whether to throw me a peace sign or beat me up...but you can forget about it, I'm not wearing enough under arm deodorant to try that stunt again today, so please, just take it off! 

"One Way Street" (Teen Monologue, Female)*bewildered* 
Janice has just called Cheryl with another problem. She is more of a talker than a listener, and as always has something to complain about. Cheryl on the other hand, has an active life, full of meaningful relationships and always busy. Somehow I get the feeling that Janice needs Cheryl, more than the other way around. 

Janice: (On the Phone) Hey, girl! Sorry I haven't called you back. My Mom's throwing a fit again. Two weeks ago, it was because I snuck out at night to go to a party out on the beach, last week because I skipped school to go to the mall, and now today because she found that pack of cigarettes I had hidden in my underwear drawer...she shouldn't be in my room anyways. (Beat) Oh, yeah, tell me about it! Thank goodness I have you to talk too; otherwise I'd surely lose my mind. It's not easy being understood nowadays. (Beat) I'm O.K. I guess. It's more annoying than anything else. I just feel like curling-up and falling asleep when this happens. You think everything will be O.K.? Really...thanks girl. I appreciate your encouragement. You're always there for me...you're the best friend a girl could ever have...you make me feel so...Hello? Hello? (To the Audience) Why, that little tramp hung-up on me again! 

"My Real Father" (Teen Monologue, Female)*anticipation* 

Trina, a well loved and happy teen, is living with her foster parents. She's talking with her foster mom in the kitchen about meeting her biological father for the first time. Like any teen in her predicament, she has always been curious. 

Trina: (Pacing the floor) Mom, I don't know if I can do this. I don't know if I'm ready to meet this man that I've never known. Gosh, what if he hates me? (Points to herself) I mean what if he thinks I'm ugly? I just know he's not going to like me...Oh no! What if I don't like him? Whaaat if he comes through that door, right, and our eyes meet and the feeling's not there? (Beat) Yeah, he's my father, but not like Frank is. Frank is Dad, this guy...I mean Ben, is just a father, right? I mean he and my biological mother decided they couldn't hang with having a kid at such a young age so they gave me up. And I'm cool with that, I think. It's just that I really don't know what to expect from him. I mean the letters he sent where cool and all, but they were just words on paper. (Shakes her head) I don't even know why I bothered looking for him, I'm eighteen now I should be getting ready for college and not sweating the old stuff. I mean my biological mother couldn't deal with it when I found her. She's got her own life now with her own kids, the one's she actually wanted. I'm just a bad memory she's trying to erase. (Beat) What do you mean I don't understand? Mom, she doesn't want to know me, and she sure doesn't want her husband and kids to know that she had a bastard kid when she was sixteen. So, what if, my father feels the same way? Rejects me like she did? I should have never contacted him. I'm setting myself up big time, I just know it (Pause) He's here isn't he? Okay, I'm ready to meet him! 
"Betrayal" (Teen Monologue, Female) *Angry* 

Tina is angry with her boyfriend, or should I say ex-boyfriend. Her anger and humiliation is so intense that her eyes begin to glaze, but proudly holds back the tears as she gives him a peace of her mind. 

Tina: What do you thing you're doing?! I mean as if it wasn't bad enough you asked Ginny out on a date behind my back, but I had to find out about it, from Shannon, who couldn't wait to throw it in my face. I was so humiliated, I could have died! I thought we were supposed to be going out...isn't that what you told me Monday? What ever happened too, "Tina, you're different from other girls," or, "I feel like I can tell you anything", or, "I knew you were special the first time I saw you"? Were you just playing me? What do you want from me? (Pause) No! You know what? I don't even care...this whole thing was just a pathetic lie to satisfy your ego, wasn't it?...I mean you didn't even have the decency to break it off before you jumped into something else. I can't believe I fell for the whole honesty routine...Just leave, I can't even look at you, you make me sick (Pause) Please, just leave!...O.K...I admit it, you got me, so take your little trophy, add me to your collection and get out of my life! 

"Grandma's House" (Teen Monologue, Female)*Whining* 

Shannon has lots of plans for her Saturday, and one of them, Doesn't include going to Grandma's house. On the other hand, Dad's really into it, and tries to get his daughter to understand the importance of visiting Grandma, and to appreciate her, while she's still around. 

Shannon: Oh Daaaaaaad!...Do we have to go to Grandma's house? I don't know what makes you think going to Grandma's house is so much fun, you get up early and polish the car like we're going someplace cool, like the beach..Is it just me, or does her house smell like an old antique store couch...Yuk! And besides that, I'm the one she latches onto, to listen to all her old stories...well, I'm sorry if I can't appreciate her "WISDOM" right now...and Dad, let's face it, even you can admit the lady's a little bit crazy. One day I was going into the kitchen to get myself a drink and I heard her talking to somebody, I didn't want to disturb her, so I was really quiet. She was asking Grandpa how much salt he'd like in the stew,.....and he's been dead for ten years! I mean, come on! And another thing, I'm sorry, but her cooking is awful too...and OH!...OH!...and what was that disgusting stuff she made us last time for supper...BOILED OKRA?...That's just wrong! It felt like a hairy clam going down my throat. It took me three or four sips of Coke after each bite to get it down, and stay down....eeeeew I can still taste it! Dad can't we just skip this visit? I mean, Christmas is only four months away. I'm sure she wouldn't mind if we just called her.....Pleeease!

"Shaping-Up" (Teen Monologue, Male)*Confrontational* 

Bill is sensitive, creative, imaginative, and is more into computers, than he is into physical fitness. In a world, consumed with staying in shape, Bill is like a fish out-of-water. He becomes rebellious, as he is faced with confronting his weakness. 

Miss Meyers, can you just answer me just one qestion?...Why is it that I have to take P.E. every stinking year, because really...I want to know. I mean every year, it's exactly the same, I'm forced to humiliate myself in front of the rest of the class. It's not so bad for the kids who are atheletes, but for the rest of us, like me, it's not so easy.(Beat) Yes, Miss Meyers...I know, I know...P.E. is just as important as algebra and biology, and yes I agree that you should get a grade based on yor abilities and skills. But everyone has to take the same class! They don't have "Basic P.E." like they have "General Science" or "Basic Math"...that would be a whole different subject completely! And why do we have to rotate activities all the time, why can't we stick with one thing for awhile, that way I could redeem myself by getting better at something. Soccer and Basketball aren't so bad, but this body shouldn't be on a balance beam during gymnastics. I just become entertainment for the rest of the class. High school is humiliating enough without coming in five minutes after everyone else during the mile run...while they're showered and going to lunch, I'm just crossing the finish line. I already know the theory around fitness...it-is-a-part-of-a-well-rounded-education. But the the least they could do is level the playing field for everyone. I know there's not much you can do for me, but thanks, for at least letting me get that off my chest...See you in the gym. 

"Tommy Boy" (Teen Monologue, Male)*Humorous* 

Tommy is a Sophomore in high school. He's a nice looking teen, who loves to be around his friends. He is outgoing, except when it comes to girls. Tommy's talking to his friend Ivan after school while waiting for the bus. 

Tommy: Dude, you'll never believe what happened to me today. It all started when I woke up this morning. You know usually I press the snooze button about four or five times...but today was different, when I heard the alarm, I just sprang out of bed and said to myself, "Today is going to be a great day!" I don't know why I said it, but I was feeling great! I got in the shower and found myself humming a cool song I heard the day before. While I was combing my hair in the mirror, I noticed that not only was it a great hair day, but my skin seemed different too....alive and glowing, and no it wasn't that new acne cream I'd been using...it was LIFE! So instead of dragging around, I threw on my clothes and headed out. When I got on the bus, the girls seemed to look at me differently. I thought maybe it was my confidence, or the hair, but then I thought who the heck cares, they were looking at me! So I looked back at them and they giggled. I was on top of the world! I went and got a seat in the back of the bus...then it came to me, I had a presentation due in first period... I wasn't about to let that ruin my day. I knew the material and I was on a roll. A few moments later, walking down the hallway, it was like a movie, almost every group of girls turned to look at me, it started to become really spooky actually. My next thought was, with my luck, I should be playing lottery. I got to my first period class and sat down. It's almost like I could feel Jamie, that hottie that sits behind me in class, staring at the back of my head...It felt great! And of course, I was called first to read my presentation to the class, so I strolled up to the front of the room with a gleaming smile...I actually winked at this girl who snickered at me in the front row...man was I getting bold! I couldn't help myself though, this never happened to me before, it was like a dream, and right when I was getting ready to start my presentation, the teacher called me aside...I thought I'd gone too far with the winking, but decided not to lose my cool and casually stroll over to her to recieve my reprimand. Dude, when she started talking to me, my stomach dropped to my feet, like I was on a fast roller coaster ride, and I could feel my face turning as white as a ghost. It was like the whole day flashed before my eyes. Well I thanked the teacher anyway, turned away from the class, swallowed my pride and zipped-up my fly. 

"Me and Mom" (Teen Monologue, Male)*Touching* 

Danny and his Mom move from town to town like gypsies, always looking for the greener grass. Danny has gone to five schools in the last four years, and each time they move, it gets harder for his Mom to make ends meet. It's finally starting to eat away at her pride and self respect. 

Danny: Hi Mom, how's work? Do you think we're going to stick around this time? I sure hope so, I feel like I'm starting like this school..Hey I made you some supper...would you like something to drink with it? (Beat) Great! (Timidly) Hey Mom? You know, since we've been moving around, I hadn't really had a chance to make any friends, and I was wondering if I could borrow twenty dollars this Saturday, to take out this girl I met a couple of days ago at school. I haven't really asked her out yet, but she seems pretty nice. She actually took the time to get to know me. I figured maybe you could spare a little, since we don't go out all the time. (Beat) What! Why not! Well how about ten?....Not even ten dollars, it's NOT like I ask you for money every day!....I don't get it, have I done something wrong? Have I disappointed you in some way. I mean, it's not like I sit around on my butt all day watching television or ditch my chores...I go to school every day, maintain a 3.2 grade point average, while moving all over the darn state, and after school, I go to work washing dishes five nights a week at that greasy restaurant....I never complain and I never get paid!....And you know why?....Tell me mom, why don't I have any money?! Because I give it all to you, I don't see a red cent...and to tell you the truth, I don't think I've ever remember cashing one of my own checks...they go straight from my hand to yours, I never get a penny!...I'm sick of begging for my money, I'm sick of having to help you make ends meet!....It's over, you hear me! Just give me two more years, when I graduate I'm out of here!....GONE FOR GOOD!...NOT COMING BACK!...DO YOU GET IT! I want to cash my own checks!....When I'm hungry, I want to buy myself a hamburger, and if I see a girl I like, I want to be able to take her out....I think I deserve that, I think I deserve to enjoy life like everyone else! I hate you and I'm tire of helping you live out your pathetic life! (Beat) What!...Well say SOMETHING (Pause) Mom....Mom....Mom I'm sorry...Did you hear what I just said? I'm sorry...Please, just don't cry I can't take it. Mom you know I would never really leave you by yourself....I got a little angry...I'm sorry. Hey, why don't we go to the store and rent a movie instead, and I'll pop up some popcorn...Wouldn't that be fun? We could rent one of those comedies that you like...I love you Mom...I'm sorry. 

"The Divorce" (Teen Monologue, Female)*Dramatic* 

Jamie's parents are getting separated. It doesn't quite sink in at first, she's sort of in shock. She truly believes that her influence can change the situation. Once that fails she moves from one desperate attempt to the next trying to get her parents back together again, with her confidence and feelings losing footing each step of the way. When she finally see's that the situation is hopeless, her emotions spiral down to the point of sobbing and begging. 

Jamie: (sits in disbelief after hearing the news her parents divorce) What? (pause) What do you mean you're getting a divorce? No, (pause) no this can't be happening to me. (shaking her head.) Can't the two of you work things out? I mean how bad could it possibly be? (beat) (truning to her mother ) It's you right? it's your fault it always is. You're always riding Daddy, nagging him. I hear you. Maybe if you weren't such a nag then he wouldn't be leaving. (beat) Why shouldn't I, Daddy? She should know the truth. If she weren't always on your case then we wouldn't be having this conversation! (beat) I can't believe you're doing this to me! (jumps out of chair in anger) Do you know how embarrassing this is going to be for me at school? Everyone thinks we're happy. I'm always telling people how in love you two are and how I want to have that same kinda love. (pause) What am I going to do? I mean really? I'm going to have to change schools. All of my friends' parents are still married you know. (pauses as the enevitable sets in and begins to sob) Please tell me what's going on, Daddy. Tell me why you're leaving. Tell me what's wrong. (The father attempts to hug Jamie but she pulls away) No--no don't touch me. Don't touch me! How could you do this to me? Huh? How could you? I don't want you to touch me. I don't want to be comforted, Dad. Wait! (openly crying now and begging) Please don't go, Daddy. I promise I'll do better. I'll go easy on the shopping. I won't bug you about the silly stuff. I'll do the chores without tripping out...I'll do anything. Mom, why is he leaving? (beat) No--no I don't want to hear that okay? There is no such thing as "making it work out for all of us" okay. There is no such thing. Stop trying to lie to me I'm not a child! This is the worse possible thing that could happen and I will never...NEVER forgive either one of you ever again! (storms out of the room). 

"Perfectly Frank" (Teen Monologue, Female)*Lightly Humorous* 

Amy and her friend Doug are in Study Hall together getting ready for the big math exam the tomorrow morning. You can tell that Amy is a little tired and cranky, and the math homework seems to have taken her over the edge. Doug lends a sypathetic ear. 

Amy: You know something Doug, it seems like every person I know is trying to be perfect. They're all working out to get that perfect body, shopping to find those perfect clothes, saving money to buy that perfect car, all this while trying to maintain straight "A's" so they can get into the perfect college. Then we get to college...and how many years do we have there?...Yeah, another four years to make tops in our class, while balancing sports, activities, and part time jobs to try to have that perfect resume for our applications. And I suppose you're wondering why we need a perfect resume?...Well let me tell you. So you can get that perfect job, make lots of money and be successful. (shakes her head) Oh and then there's dating....we can't leave that out. Going out with the right guy gets you into all the right parties, not to mention improving your chances for being nominated for the Homecoming and Prom royalty. It can make or break your high school experience. Some of my friends are even perfect enough to be Runway Models, you know the ones, they suck in their cheeks and prance down the runway with their "I disdain you little people" look on their faces. The other night, while I was up at 11 p.m. finishing my homework, (pushing the point) "because I'd just gotten home from work after volleyball practice," so I got frustrated and looked up the word "perfect" in the dictionary. You know something, it's ironic, that we're all striving for an idea that comes somewhere between "penguins" and "pinball". Doesn't that strike you as being stupid, life is just to precious to waist. I'm ready to have some fun! (pause) Well you just going to sit there, why don't you give me your opinion on the matter. (beat) Yeah, Please, and be perfectly honest. 

"Girl Problems" (Teen Monologue, Male)*Dramatic/Light Humor* 

Mike and Jennifer (Jen) have been best friends and lived in the same neighborhood since they were little kids. They did everything together, and could talk about anything with each other. They've been in high school now for about one or two years and the relationship seems to have become a little more complicated, at least as far as Jen was concerned. Brad is sitting on his front step looking deep in thought. Jen is coming over, see's him, and is a little concerned. 

Mike: Hi Jen, what's up? Say, you don't happen to know this girl named Lydia that goes to our school, do you? She's in our World History class. She sits in the back...You know... the girl with the light brown hair and the big beautiful smile. (beat) Yeah, that's the one. What do you think of her? I totally want to go out with her, but I don't even think she notices me. You got any ideas? (beat) Well, I've tried a couple of times to ask her out, but whenever I seem to get close to her, it's like she see's right through me, like I don't even exist. It's like I could stand in between her and the girl she's talking too, and I would even be interrupting them. (beat) What are you talking about, I don't want to ask anybody else. I want to go out with her. I feel like she's everything I want in a girlfriend. (beat) How would I know if we have anything in common, I can't seem to get close enough to find out. (beat) What?...I know I don't NEED a girlfriend, but I want one. (pauses/gets a bad feeling) Hey, wait a minute, what are you trying to do here? Jinx it!...You're supposed to be helping me out, what's got into you!? I've never seen you like this before. (beat) Like what?...You know what! (pauses for a second/ light bulb goes off in his head!) Oh my Gosh!...Jen!...Oh my Gosh! I am so sorry...I get it now. (giggles in disbelief) Jen, oh no...I'm not laughing at you, I guess I never thought of you that way. You just caught me by surprise. (beat) I DO like you! (beat) You ARE beautiful! (beat) I don't know, I guess I never knew, but to be real honest with you Jen, I like our relationship the way it is. Jen!?...Please!...Where are you going?...Why are you so mad!?...Jen, COME BACK! I know we can work this out...(to himself) Okay great! Now I've done it. (reflects) Yep, I think it's time to rethink this. 

"Fun Memories" (Teen Monologue, Female)*Excited/Light Humor* 

Katherine (Katty) and Kristen used to be best friends when they were little girls. Kristen and her mom moved out of the neighborhood when her parents got a divorce. Katty and Kristen kept in touch for a while, but with each of the families moving around so much, for whatever reason, the phone calls and visits would get farther and farther apart. It finally ends up that they live in suburbs at opposite ends of the city. 

Katty: Hello? Kristen?...(screaming/excited) Kristen! Oh my gosh I can't believe it's you! Where do you live now? How's your mom?(beat) She remarried? How do you like him? Really?(beat) Well, as long as he's nice, you'll get used to him. So how have you been? It's so nice to here from you. (beat) Writing? Oh don't worry about that, I know your parents divorce really upset you. It's just that we didn't know where you went, it's like you disappeared for five years....Oh it's so good to hear from you again! (reflecting) Remember all the funny things we used to do when we were little girls? Like telling scary ghost stories, remember we would get ourselves so afraid, that we wouldn't go to sleep until dawn the next morning...and remember the time we put make-up on our Barbie dolls, not realizing we used permanent markers. Or how about the time we played Talk-Show Host in my Dad's garage. I still have a copy of that tape we made. You should hear it, it's really cute! (beat) Oh yeah! And the secret hide out...we made gourmet mud pies and actually tried to eat them! Oh, but my favorite was when I spent the night over at your house, and we used to do modeling shows for your mom and dad! Remember how they would clap and give us prizes...your mom used to get so into it. After we were done she would make a big bowl of popcorn and watch movies all night. (beat) You go horseback riding? Do you wear those funny pants and boots? That's so awesome, I've always wanted to do that! (pause) Wow I can't believe it's you....Do you have a boyfriend? (beat) Cool, so do I...His name is Doug. He's SO cute! (beat) Right now! Really! Sure...is your mom going to bring you over?...Sickness!!!! 

"French Toast" (Teen Monologue, Female) *Humorous* 

Lindsey lives in a nice two story home in the suburbs. She's very pretty, outgoing, full of energy, and fun to be around. She's confident, walks with status, but yet she's not stuck-up. At school she's a trendsetter and has lots of friends. She has a large bedroom, with a connecting bathroom, which leads to her brother's room. Kenny, Lindsay's little brother, is thin, muscular, and full of energy, to the point of being hyper and annoying. For the most part, he's a good brother, he just seems to irritate Lindsey with his adventures to capture juicy information from her room. Even though it's only a fantasy, he feels that it's his obligation to uncover any secret information she might be hiding from mom and dad. All Lindsey's friends live in the same neighborhood, within walking distance of each other. Lindsey's best friend Jen, has a deep, down-to-earth kind of beauty, that's only hidden by a lack of attention. It would only take a make-over, wiping away the years of neglect, to reveal a beautiful girl, equipped to handle the insecurities of the past. She lives with her mom, who doesn't make a lot of money, but they have a good relationship and are content with the basics. Lindsey not only see's Jennifer as a friend, but also feels it's her obligation to bring out Jen's inner beauty and social popularity.

Lindsey: (Sitting on her bed with her headphones on listening to music, until she hears the phone) Hello? Oh hi Jen! What's up? (beat) Oh yeah, no that's okay, I think Mr. Humphreys is the only teacher that didn't get the memo...you know, the memo that says that "MATH" isn't the only class we have all day...that man is putting a serious crimp on my social schedule. I think he's trying to beat the record for the most consecutive days for major exams. (beat) say, if you want, why don't you come over to my house tonight, and we'll go over it together. The refrigerator is stocked, so we'll have a lot of fun! What are you going to wear to the dance this Friday? (bear) You're not going!?...What do you mean you're not going...Everybody's going! (beat) Oh, come on, you're beautiful. You know guys,...they're always waiting till the last minute. (beat)(sympathetic) OOOh, I think you look great with glasses, they give you character...(thinking of something sympathetic) and they make you loooook....(Thinking of a word) SOPHISTICATED! Have you ever tried contacts? You can even get them in colors. I think Sharon should wear red, to match her witchy attitude...that girl's got serious problems (pause) Did you see what she did with her hair? My gosh,...she dyed it JET BLACK! It's not enough that's she's already pale, but she had to go and dye her hair black...I think she was going for the gothic look...now she just looks spooky....she should have left it the way it was...(beat) What?...Oh I heard,...was it on her back all day?...You'd think somebody would have told her; that was such a nice jacket too...poor thing; (thinking to herself) I would have got it in purple...(angry) Anyway, I hate those disgusting birds...you know, it's just a matter of time till we ALL make their "Hit List". (beat) Sweety I'm telling you, there's nothing to worry about. You're just new, and nobody knows you yet. I'm sure there's lots of guys that would love to take you to the dance. If I was a guy I'd take you out (giggles). Anyway we still have a few days, just give them a chance. (beat) Will you quit putting yourself down. Listen, a few highlights, and they'll be slobbering all over you. Really though, you're cute, so don't worry about it. Take my word for it, having a bunch of guys hanging around you all day, acting immature, is highly over-rated; a girl's got to be selective, so just be patient. (her brother Kenny comes into the room) Hang on Jen...(to Kenny) What are you doing in my room? Did anybody say you could come in? And what about knocking? Hey!...And by the way, were you digging around in my diary again?...No! You can't borrow my cd's!...I know it was you, I never leave it on top of my dresser. If I ever find out that you've been digging around in my room while I'm gone, I'm going to tell everybody at school that you still wet your bed (beat)...I don't care if you don't, I'll tell them anyway!...Now get out of my room before I tell mom.....MOM!!!! (to herself, as Kenny runs out) I thought so...Hi Jen, where were we? Oh Yeah! Brad's taking me. Yeah, we're both thinking about wearing blue, and wearing our Converse All Stars; it ought to be fun! He's so cute, I love it when he gives in to me. (beat) Oh David?...He's past history. The football team thought it would be so macho if they all shaved their heads on both sides and got a Mohawk for team spirit...as if anything would help them with their losing streak...so I broke-up with him. I mean it's not bad enough that he gave-in to peer pressure or that it looks absolutely stupid, but the fact that he didn't even bother telling me first. I told him, hopefully you WIN a game, because I don't want you hanging around ME anymore. I could see it if our team was NUMBER ONE, and they just wanted to have a trademark or start a fashion trend. But pleeeease...give me a break. (pause, thinking to herself)...And he had such nice hair too. (pause) Anyway,my mom's going to take us, so why don't we pick you up at your house and we can all go together! Wouldn't that be fun! (beat)(phone rings on the other line) Hang on Jen, someone's on the other line...Hello?...Ivan?...Ivan who?...(beat) You sit in the back of my English Class?...(beat) with Mrs. Merril? Oh yeah, now I remember. You're that new guy with the accent...Hang-on. I think my mom's calling me (switches/excited) Hey Jen!...You'll never guess who's on the other line!...You know the boy, in our English Class, the one that's new, that sits in the back...You know...the one with the cute accent!...He's on the other line!(beat) I know, I can't believe it either!...Hang-on. (switches) Ivan?...I'm back. How do you like Mrs. Merril? She's cool isn't she? (beat) Yeah, she gives me a break on my grades and a hall pass whenever I need one...Hey, where are you from anyway? You sound like you're from somewhere foreign. (beat) Oh really...France?...Oh how cool! I always thought it'd be neat to go there, matter of fact I'm taking my first French Class this year...Hang-on Ivan, I think,...I think I smell smoke...Hang-on (switches) Jen, are you still there?...He's from France, he's a French Foreign Exchange Student!...He's so cute...I love his accent...(excited) Hang-on...Hang-on! (switches/trying to maintain her composure) Ivan, so do you have a girlfriend back home. (beat) Cool!...I mean, Oh...that's too bad. Are you going to the dance this Friday? (beat) Oh yeah...(beat) I do know her...(beat) She's my best friend...(beat) I'm sure I could arrange that...(beat) I don't know, you know a lot of boys have already asked her out. (beat) No!...Hang-on! Wait!...I don't think she's committed...Ivan? Hang-on, my dog just puked on my latest copy of Teen Magazine...Hang-on (switches) He doesn't have a girl friend!...He wants to ask you out!...I guess he saw us hanging-out around school together and he wants me to find out if you like him or not...He-wants-to-ask-YOU to the dance! I told him you had lots of offers but hadn't committed, so don't sound too eager, and I told him you'd be coming over tonight and we'd talk about it. So what are you going to wear? (excited) Wait!,Wait!...Let me think! Okay, okay,...you can wear those white converse tennis shoes we got at the mall the other day. Pick-out some red knee-knee-high socks (beat) ..sure you do. I saw you wear them the other day. (beat) Yeah those,...and I'll let you borrow my red pleated skirt, you know the plaid one with the shiny black belt, and my brother's got one of those nice long sleeve dress shirts, that he never wears, and you can use one of you dad's red striped ties...Can't you just see it, ...that'd be so cool...you'd be sort of Punker, or Rock Star, but not over-the-top! We're going to look awesome together!...Hang-on...(switches/trying to maintain her composure) Ivan, sorry to keep you waiting...(beat) Oh the dog?...Oh yeah, he's okay, I saw him eating grass earlier, he always does that, when he's feeling sick. (beat) What?...Oh don't worry she'll never know a thing...I know she's got busy social schedule; with being popular and all...but we're getting together tonight, and I'll find out what's going on...okay?...Hang-on, someone's knocking on my door, Hang-on. (switch) Oh my gosh! He thinks you're "Tres Jolie"...it means, "You're very pretty!", in french...Oh I'm so excited, this is going to be so awesome!...And afterwards you can spend the night at my house,...we'll have a little, girl talk...watch a couple of cool movies...eat a little popcorn...(Tommy comes into the room again) Hang-on again!(switches to hold) Brat!...I told you never to come in my room again...(beat) I don't care what you want!...Tommy, I swear, if you don't get out of the room right now, I'm going to go downstairs to mom and throw the worst hissy fit you've ever seen and she's going to ground you from that computer for a week!...You know I'll do it, so you'd better get your little butt out of here now!...I mean it! (Tommy leaves, Lindsey talks low to herself) Finally!...Good riddance!...(flustered, and lost her train of thought and realizes she still has two people on the line) Oooh my gosh!...(talks hurriedly) Hello Gotta-go..I'll see you tomorrow..bye! (hangs-up on Ivan and switches) Sometimes my little brother can just drive me up-the-wall...or should I say "younger", he's not really "little". Matter of fact, I have to admit, he's kind of cute, but I'll never tell HIM that, he's got a big head already...Anyway...Ivan's absolutely nuts about you! I'm sure he's probably dreaming of you right now, wondering how he's going to pop the question!...You see how easy that was?...I don't think he ever suspected a thing, so be surprised when he asks you....okay?...Jen?...Hello?...Are you there?...IIIIIIIVVVAAAAN?????!! (nervous giggle) HuHu..(tries to recover) I didn't know you were...I mean...Jen just called ...she says...uuuuuhhh...she says that she's absolutely nuts about you...she can't wait til you pop the question...I don't think she suspects a thing...That's right, I already said that, didn't I?...Well gotta go...Don't be surprised if she says "Yes" when you ask her...I'm outy, Bye, Bye (Hangs-up)....OOOOPS! 

