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The setting is a city in the Pacific Northwest, in the late 1990s. Much of the action takes 
place in and around Polk High School, which serves a mostly affluent neighborhood. 
Other locations include a 7-ELEVEN parking lot, a federal prison, a bench outside the 
Tropicana Hotel in Las Vegas, a small diner in Nevada, and a gutter in Mazatlan, 
Mexico.  
 
Senioritis is based on a true story. 

 CAST 
Jack Miller, High school senior , 18 
Lawrence Jackson, High school senior , 18 
Jenny Weller, High school junior, 17 
Gurtz, High school senior, 17 

“Fuck Dude” aka Nan, High school junior, 16 
Alex Lee, High school junior , 16 
Bandleader, early 20s 

Principal Irene Hunt, 40s (not Hispanic) 
Coach Yanarella, 30s 
Immel, teacher, 50s 
Lois, 7-ELEVEN clerk, 40s 
Gil, cook/owner of Dessert Cafe, 50s 
Arlene, a waitress, 50s 
Sally, a waitress, late teens 
Graham, cafe customer, 60s 
Marnie, cafe customer, 60s 
Otto, a prisoner, 20s 
Marco, a janitor, 60s 
Taggert, prison administrator, 50s 
Ramirez, prison guard, 40s  
Officer DeLong, cop, 30s 
Officer Walker, cop, 50s  
Marge, school security guard, 30s  

Voiceovers/Off stage: 
Talk Radio Host, District Attorney, America’s Most Wanted host, News anchor, 
Charles and Loretta, Judge 

 
 



 

*Note that this show can be performed with 13 actors (9 male, 4 female), if the following 
roles are played by single actors: 
Fuck Dude, Sally 
Hunt, Marnie 
Lois, Arlene, Security Guard 
Coach, Officer DeLong 
Immel, Graham, Marco 
Gil, Ramirez, Walker 
Taggert, Otto 

Visit www.senioritisthemusical.com to hear the songs! 

  

http://www.senioritisthemusical.com/


 

ACT ONE 

SCENE 1 / SENIORITIS 

(In the darkness, we hear the sounds of a band getting ready, snare hits, a couple 
strums, a bass lick, someone saying Check, check”. Lights suddenly come up on the 
band as they loudly and aggressively kick into the opening song Senioritis. This is sung 
by the BANDLEADER, who is in his early 20s, ironic t-shirt and jeans, smart and kind of 
a smartass. He acts as something of a narrator at times and occasionally interacts with 
the cast. The other band members sing backup. They look like they could be high 
school or college students.  

The stage is set up in 3 areas. In the middle is the largest space. At the start of the 
show it is set up to be a high school hallway with lockers and school spirit posters. At 
stage left is a smaller raised platform with the interior of a car set up. This where the car 
scenes and other smaller 2-person scenes take place. Neither of these areas are lit.  

Stage right has another raised platform. This is where the band plays. It looks like a 
practice space. Rock posters on the wall, a couple ratty couches, shitty coffee table 
covered with empty PBR cans, overflowing ashtrays, magazines of the music and porn 
variety, lava lamps and beer signs. The band remain onstage for the duration of the 
show. They hang out, drink beer, smoke cigarettes, crack jokes to each other and watch 
with interest and amusement. 

As the band plays, images from the mid-to-late 1990s are shown on a screen as they 
play, mixed in with typical high school pictures of Jack and Lawrence and their posse. 
(No selfies!) 

[PLAY: SENIORITIS] 

BANDLEADER 
THIS IS THE SONG THAT STARTS OFF THE BIG SHOW  
THIS IS THE SONG THAT I HOPE WE ALL KNOW 
THIS IS THE SHOW THAT’S NOTHING LIKE STREISAND 
THIS IS THE SHOW THAT’S SOMEWHERE LIKE PORTLAND 
 
I COULD TELL YOU A LITTLE BIT MORE  
(DON’T BORE US, GET TO THE CHORUS!) 

https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/01-senioritis-1?in=wild-bells/sets/senioritis-acoustic-demos-final
https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/01-senioritis-1?in=wild-bells/sets/senioritis-acoustic-demos-final
https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/sets/senioritis-demos/s-YBuw4


 

I COULD SELL YOU ON THE BOYS NEXT DOOR 
(DON’T BORE US, GET TO THE CHORUS!)  
 
SENIORITIS, SENIORITIS  
WILL SOMETHING EXCITE US?  
WILL NOTHING DELIGHT US? 
WILL SOMEONE INDICT US?  
WILL NO ONE UNITE US? 
 
THIS WAS THE TIME BEFORE KIDS HAD CELL PHONES 
THIS WAS THE TIME BEFORE THE GAME OF THRONES 
THIS WAS THE PLACE WITH HIPPIES AND LOGGERS 
THIS WAS THE PLACE BEFORE TECH AND BLOGGERS 
 

IF THEY GET BORED, MIGHT DO SOMETHING BAD 
(DON’T WHORE US, GET TO THE CHORUS!)  
YOU THINK YOU’RE BORED? THEY’RE WAITING TO GRAD 
(DON’T WHORE US, GET TO THE CHORUS!) 
 
SENIORITIS, SENIORITIS  
WILL SOMETHING EXCITE US?  
WILL NOTHING DELIGHT US? 
WILL SOMEONE INDICT US?  
WILL NO ONE UNITE US? 
 
YOU’RE PROB’LY THINKING WE HAVE A BIG EXPLANATION 
MIGHT TELL YOU ABOUT IT SOME TIME, AFTER VACATION 
SUMMER VACATION… 
 
SENIORITIS, SENIORITIS  
WILL SOMETHING EXCITE US?  
WILL NOTHING DELIGHT US? 
WILL SOMEONE INDICT US?  
WILL NO ONE UNITE US? 
 

(As the band finishes the song, the lights fade out.) 
 



 

SCENE 2 

(Lights up on JACK sitting in the driver’s seat of a car. He is an 18-year-old high school 
senior from an affluent family. A good looking and charming young man, but a little 
defensive about his small size. Funny, smart and popular, he is involved in sports and is 
also the student body president. Admired and liked by his peers, but not popular with 
the teachers and staff, due to his cutting and often inappropriate sense of humor- and 
the interference of his attorney mother. Has a quick temper and can be hurtful. 
LAWRENCE gets into the car. He is also an 18-year-old high school senior. A 
classmate and close friend of JACK’s, he is a nice kid and a churchgoer. He is a star 
athlete on the football team and JACK looks up to the larger and more athletic 
LAWRENCE. Though JACK has more money, LAWRENCE is cooler and more 
admired.) 

LAWRENCE (Talking to someone offstage) 
Oh, yes, you, too! You sounded wonderful. Well, you have yourself a blessed day. 
Mmm-hmm. Take care, now. (Gets in car, waves.) Bye, now! (To JACK.) Yo. 
 

JACK  
What, you didn’t say “hi” to Grandma Moses for me? What gives? 
  

LAWRENCE  
Aw, man, she’s just in the church choir with me. Sweet lady. 
 

(JACK turns to look at him.) 

JACK  
Oh, yeah. So, let’s see... 1996... That would make her, oh, I don’t know, approximately 
four hundred and twelve...? She’s looking damn good. Still has a wiggle in her walk. 
(Smirks.) Right under the elbows. 
  

LAWRENCE 
Just drive. 
  

JACK  (Nods head) 
It’s cool, Lawrence. I like MILFs, you like GILFS. Or is she a GGILF? (Waves.) Evening, 
Mrs. Johnson! (Gets a reaction, turns to LAWRENCE.) Very polite! 
  

LAWRENCE 



 

Just go, asshole.  
 

JACK  
“Asshole”? (Starting the car.)  Now, that doesn’t sound like the goody-goody Sunday 
School young man I know. 
 

LAWRENCE (Rolls his eyes) 
And the Lord said, “fuck off”. Better? Anyway, you’re the one that’s late. I don’t give a 
crap. 
  

JACK  
Whatever. (Pulling out.) We have time. I’m not exactly in a hurry to see Jenny - she 

wants to talk about prom. You got any prospects lined up? 
  

LAWRENCE 
Dude. Prom is months away. 
  

JACK 
Dude. (Mockingly sincere.) You only get one senior prom. 

  
LAWRENCE 

Why is it such a big deal? It’s just a stupid dance. They even show it on the damn news, 
I just don’t understand it. 
 

JACK (Agreeing) 
I know! (Drives for a second.) Wait, I got it. Check it out. (Suddenly taking on the loud 
voice and persona of a cheesy TV/radio personality.) This is Dick Ripper for News 
Channel 8 and I’m here with Polk High School student body president, Jack Miller. Jack, 
as the most powerful, respected and sexually desired student in the entire school 
district, what are your views on this year’s senior prom? And, is it true, that because of 
your close personal friendship with Flea, that the Red Hot Chili Peppers will be playing 
your prom? (Back to his regular voice.) Yeah, whatever. Them or Pearl Jam. I’ll buzz my 
boy Eddie and let you know. (Back to announcer voice.) Now, let’s check in with 
celebrity and star athlete Lawrence Jackson on his amazing prom plans. Lawrence, the 
people. Want. To. Know! (In a lazy Snoop Dog voice.) Yo, Dick, what’s up? What’s up, 
Dick? Yo... Yeah, I’m keeping it chill, ya know. I’m just here hanging with my homeboy 
Jack and we’re keeping it real. Shiiiit... 
  

LAWRENCE  (Rolls eyes and snorts) 



 

Yo, you couldn’t keep it real if your life depended on it. Poser. 
  

JACK  (Suddenly angry) 
Poser? Fuck that! I can REALLY keep it real. Just watch me! (Stares at LAWRENCE for 
a second, then they both begin to giggle.) Keep it really real. 
  

LAWRENCE 
That’s a good one. 
  

JACK  
Yeah, yeah. But really, Lawrence, these peons are relying on me. I can’t let them down. 
I’m fucking obligated to make it a good prom. So, you better get a date. Don’t leave me 
hanging. 
  

LAWRENCE 
(Pause.) Kimberly, maybe. Or Celia. 
  

JACK 
Nice.  

  
LAWRENCE 

I don’t know what there is to talk about with a date this far out. That girl is trippin’. 
  

JACK 
Yeah. I mean, Jenny is awesome, don’t get me wrong. But she gets a little too into 

these things. She wants to talk about what we’re wearing. Wants to make sure we 
coordinate with the theme colors. She wants to make sure I don’t rush out and get a last 
minute tux like last year. God, I never heard the end of that. Remember those assholes 
at Monsieur Tux? What fucking losers - yeah, you work at a tux store, I get it. You’re the 
last word on fashion, Pierre. (Pause.) Although, I must say, I did look good in purple 
tails. 
  

LAWRENCE 
Yeah, man, and of all the people in furry top hats, you were definitely the least 

douchiest. You really made a statement. Like when you tripped Mrs. Fritz on the dance 
floor with your cane. Ooops, sorry, Mrs. Fritz, just a little science lesson on inertia. 
(Laughs.) But, dude, seriously? You’re getting together to talk about colors. (Makes the 
universal pussy-whipped sound and gesture.) Whhhhhh-tiiiish! 
  



 

JACK  
Yeah, right. You wish you had a pussy to get whipped by. You’re more like (He does a 
very, very light, whispering pussy whip sound in a wee little voice.) P-choo. P-choo. 
(Pause.) P-choo. P-choo. (A slight smile from LAWRENCE. He knows JACK will do this 
forever until he gets a reaction. He does a resigned “P-choo” back and JACK, satisfied, 
stops.) She’s a chick, man. And I love her. We have sex and stuff. I’ll wear nothing but a 
purple paisley jockstrap if that’s what she wants. 
  

LAWRENCE (Laughing)  
I heard you told Mr. Immel last week he should model male underwear. 
  

JACK 
I did. And he couldn’t tell if I was kidding or not. Gave him the stare, nod and wink and 

then sat down at my desk.  
  

LAWRENCE 
That’s balls, man. He’s so fat. 
  

JACK 
No shit. Wait til you hear how I nail him at my big Welcome Assembly speech tomorrow. 
That will get him for that fucking algebra test. 
 

LAWRENCE 
Speaking of. (Sincerely.) How did you do on that? 
  

JACK  
Shitty. But I’m not afraid of him. He always gives me the lowest possible grade he can 
get away with. If I get anything less than a C-minus, he knows my mom will call the 
office and complain. 
 

LAWRENCE 
Parents. Wish my dad would do that. 
  

JACK 
Well...your dad sells quality footwear. My mom sues people! She’s a lawyer. She gets 
paid for being a prick. People get a call from her and they shit their pants. Your dad 
calls people and, what? He takes back their complimentary shoe horn? 
  

LAWRENCE 



 

Yeah, yeah. I guess. 
  

JACK  (Somewhat thoughtfully) 
Though, you’d think dressing as a ref everyday, people would be a little intimidated. 
Does he ever throw a flag down in the food court? Excessive eating, lard ass! You’re 
sentenced to three weeks of Slim Fast shakes! (Laughs wildly.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
You know, you really are an asshole. 
  

JACK 
Yes, but I’m FUNNY... We’re here. 
  

LAWRENCE 
 (Looks out the window.) Baskin-Robbins? Again? 
  

JACK 
Yeah, man. I love this place. 
  

LAWRENCE 
Okay... 
  
(They both put on ski masks and jump out of the car brandishing handguns. As they run 
into the audience, we hear things shouted like, “Give us the money! Give us the money, 
motherfucker! Hurry the fuck up! You want to die, motherfucker? Etc, etc, etc.” Lights go 

to black.) 
  

SCENE 3 / URBAN LEGENDS 

(Lights come up on a hallway in Polk HIgh School, a well-regarded school in a fairly 
affluent neighborhood. It is the next day. We hear loud laughter from the Welcome 
Assembly. Then muffled stern shouting from PRINCIPAL HUNT. More laughter. 
LAWRENCE enters winded, he is running late. GURTZ comes out the doors from the 
assembly. He is a 17-year-old high school senior. He is a stoner and a poor student but 
is known to be mellow- agreeable and a loyal friend. He has a wispy mustache and 
always wears a beat-up old army jacket. He starts to pull a pot pipe out of his pocket, 
looks around and suddenly spies LAWRENCE.) 



 

GURTZ 
Oh my God, Lawrence, Did you hear what Jack did?? 
 

LAWRENCE (Shocked) 
What? Last night?? It was his idea! 
 

GURTZ 
Last night? What? No, just now in the assembly. He’s totally roasting the teachers. 
 

LAWRENCE 
Oh.. so... that’s it?  
 

GURTZ 
That’s it?? You should have heard him! Hunt is going crazy in there, I’ve never seen her 
that pissed. Oh, man. I can’t believe you weren’t there. 

 
LAWRENCE (Laughs, relieved) 

Yeah, yeah. I’m sorry I missed it. My neighbor couldn’t get her car started and I was 
watching her kids till she got it figured out. So, what did he say? 
 

GURTZ 
Oh, man (Taking a clandestine puff from his pipe.)... it was legendary. 
 

(A loud bell rings, signaling the end of the period. A group of KIDS, including ALEX, 
JENNY, and FUCK DUDE, come into the hallway, laughing and high-fiving, exiting the 

assembly. The STAFF, including HUNT, COACH and IMMEL, enters, grumbling to each 
other. Music starts for the song Urban Legends.) 

 

[PLAY: URBAN LEGENDS] 

KIDS 
DID YOU HEAR IT, DID YOU SEE IT? 
  

STAFF 
DID YOU HEAR IT, DID YOU SEE IT? 
  

KIDS 
DID YOU HEAR IT, DID YOU SEE IT? 

https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/sets/senioritis-demos/s-YBuw4
https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/02-urban-legends-1?in=wild-bells/sets/senioritis-acoustic-demos-final
https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/02-urban-legends-1?in=wild-bells/sets/senioritis-acoustic-demos-final


 

  
STAFF 

DID YOU HEAR IT, DID YOU SEE IT? 
  

FUCK DUDE 
HOLY SHIT, CAN’T BELIEVE WHAT JACK JUST DID 
  

IMMEL 
WE GOT REAMED BY A FUCKING SMART ASS KID 
  

ALEX 
 (Eyeing the teachers.) SO DAMN FUNNY, REALLY GOT TO THE STAFF 
  

HUNT  
LITTLE PRICK, LET’S SEE WHO GETS THE LAST LAUGH 
  

JENNY 
HIS JOKES WERE OUTRAGEOUS 
  

GURTZ 
BUT LAUGHS WERE CONTAGIOUS! 
  

HUNT 
SO DAMN DISRESPECTFUL 
  

COACH 
BUT THIS KID IS SUCCESSFUL! 
  

KIDS & STAFF 
HE’LL BE AN URBAN LEGEND FROM NOW ON 
IT’LL LIVE ON EVEN AFTER HE’S GONE  
YOU CAN’T STOP THEM OR ASK WHY 
BECAUSE URBAN LEGENDS NEVER DIE 
  

KIDS 
DID YOU HEAR IT, DID YOU SEE IT? 
  

STAFF 
DID YOU HEAR IT, DID YOU SEE IT? 



 

  
LAWRENCE 

JUST LIKE JACK, ALWAYS TAKING IT TOO FAR 
  

IMMEL 
THE THINGS HE SAID, THAT KID CAN REALLY SCAR 
  

ALEX  
CAN’T WAIT TO HEAR THE KIDS ON THE SCHOOL BUS 
  

HUNT 
COMPLAIN TO HIS PARENTS AND THEY’LL SUE US 
  

GURTZ 
THAT’S HOW YOU REPRESENT! 

  
JENNY 

BUT HE’S THE CLASS PRESIDENT 
  

COACH 
IT’S NOT SUCH A BIG THING 
  

IMMEL 
THAT’S ‘CAUSE YOU’RE ENABLING 
  

KIDS & STAFF 
HE’LL BE AN URBAN LEGEND FROM NOW ON 
IT’LL LIVE ON EVEN AFTER HE’S GONE  
YOU CAN’T STOP THEM OR ASK WHY 
BECAUSE URBAN LEGENDS NEVER DIE 
  

LAWRENCE 
DID YOU HEAR THE ONE ABOUT? 
  

GURTZ 
PHIL COLLINS WATCHING A FRIEND OF HIS DROWN? 
  

JENNY 
HOOK ON THE HANDLE WHEN THE CAR BROKE DOWN? 



 

  
ALEX 

STOLE A KIDNEY FROM A PASSED OUT STUDENT? 
  

FUCK DUDE 
RICHARD GERE AND SOMETHING WITH A RODENT? 
 

ALL 
RODENT, RODENT, RODENT 
  

(JACK enters. The kids gather around him like paparazzi.) 
  

JACK 
I’LL BE AN URBAN LEGEND FROM NOW ON 
IT WILL LIVE ON EVEN AFTER I’M GONE  
YOU CAN’T STOP THEM OR ASK WHY 
BECAUSE URBAN LEGENDS NEVER DIE 
URBAN LEGENDS NEVER DIE 
URBAN LEGENDS NEVER DIE 
URBAN LEGENDS NEVER DIE 
  

KIDS 
DID YOU HEAR IT, DID YOU SEE IT? 
  

STAFF 
DID YOU HEAR IT, DID YOU SEE IT? 
  

KIDS 
DID YOU HEAR IT, DID YOU SEE IT? 
  

STAFF 
DID YOU HEAR IT, DID YOU SEE IT? 
 

(The bell rings. Everyone slowly disperses as the lights fade.) 

SCENE 4 

(Lights up on PRINCIPAL HUNT in her office, looking out the window, her back to her 
desk and door. In her 40s, she is a hard-working and long-suffering high school 



 

principal, with a flickering flame of positivity and enthusiasm still remaining. But is also 
eager to sweep any scandals under the rug. On the other side of the stage, we see 
JACK, with a beat up backpack over his shoulder. He is surrounded by his posse: 
LAWRENCE, GURTZ, ALEX and FUCK DUDE. FUCK DUDE is a 16-year-old high 
school junior. Her real name is Nan and she is a sweet, stoner “hippie chick”. Met JACK 
in middle school and considers him a brother. ALEX is a 16-year-old high school junior 
with large glasses. A gentle, bright kid with excellent grades. He is nerdy, always 
carrying a giant armful of overflowing folders, notebooks and textbooks. Looks up to 
JACK for his academic prowess and charm.) 
  

GURTZ 
That was an amazing speech! You nailed it on Mr. Immel. 
  

ALEX 
(High fives JACK) Right on, Mr. President. Radical speech! 
  

FUCK DUDE (Excited) 
Fuck, dude! 
 

(MR. IMMEL, a rather large man carrying a stack of Math textbooks, walks by. He is 
mousy and easily flustered and shoots a very unhappy look at JACK.) 

  
JACK 

Good morning, Mr. Immel. 
  

(JENNY walks up to JACK and gives him a peck on the cheek. She is a 17-year-old 
high school junior and JACK’s girlfriend. An excellent student and determined to attend 

a good college. She is warm, thoughtful and has a great sense of humor, though is 
often exasperated with JACK’s behavior.) 

  
JACK 

Hey, Jenny. See you after school? 
  

JENNY 
Sure you won’t get detention? 
  

JACK 
I never get detention. 
  



 

JENNY 
See you after detention. 
  

(She walks off and COACH YANARELLA walks up. He is early thirties, good looking 
with curly hair and bushy mustache. He wears a tight-fitting Polk High t-shirt and snug 

short-shorts.) 
  

COACH 
Hey, Jackie. (They bro hug.) Missed you this morning. 
  

JACK  
Sorry, Coach. I overslept. Lawrence and I were up late working on a science project. 
  

COACH 
Listen, Jackie. You’re a good kid. You have a lot of promise. I don’t need to tell you this. 
Your speech at the Welcome Assembly this morning... It’s not a roast on Comedy 
Central. 
  

JACK 
Yeah, yeah. I know. I just thought it would be funny. 
  

COACH 
Yeah, well you’re no Pauly Shore. Don’t get me wrong. It was funny. I’m not too old to 
not think that. You’re a funny kid. And Immel is a lardo who makes the concrete 
bleachers dip and, well, I appreciate it whenever you give Principal Hunt a little guff. 
She needs to lighten up. Let down her hair. Do something with her make-up, it’s a little 
severe. But, I don’t need to tell you that, Jackie Boy, you’re a hit with the ladies, am I 
right? But, look - there’s being funny and there’s being appropriate. You ruffled quite a 
few feathers. 
  

JACK 
I guess so. I’ve been summoned to Principal...Hunt’s office. 

  
COACH 

Well, don’t dig the hole any deeper. 
  

JACK 
I’ll try not to. 
  



 

COACH 
Run tomorrow morning? 
  

JACK 
Be there. I promise. 
  

COACH 
See you at practice, Lawrence. 
  

LAWRENCE 
Be there with bells on. 
  

COACH 
Don’t wear bells. 
  

(COACH walks off.) 
  

FUCK DUDE  
Fuck, dude- did you guys hear about the Baskin-Robbins? It got robbed last night. 
 

GURTZ 
Who the hell robs a Baskin-Robbins? 
  

JACK 
Baskin-Robbers? 
  

LAWRENCE 
Good one. 
  

(PRINCIPAL HUNT opens her office door and beckons JACK to come in. The others 
pat him on the back, etc, as he moves toward the door. She closes the door behind 

her.) 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude. 
  

(Lights go out on the posse as we switch to inside the office. JACK strides in 
confidently. PRINCIPAL HUNT stands behind her desk.) 

  



 

JACK 
Thanks for seeing me! I always look forward to our little chats. What can I help you 
with? 
  

PRINCIPAL HUNT 
Sit. (He does. She stares at him. There is a long silence.) You know why you’re here. 
  

JACK 
You missed me? 
  

PRINCIPAL HUNT 
I would love to have the opportunity to miss you, Mr. Miller. Just one more year. 

Believe me, I am counting the days. (She looks over at a calendar with X’s on the 
preceding days.) So... 
  

JACK 
So... was it the speech this morning? Everyone seemed to love it.  
 

HUNT 
Not everyone. Some of the staff were… offended. 
 

JACK 
Oh. Well, I apologize for any hurt feelings. I just got carried away, I guess. All in good 
fun, though! 
  

(She turns.) 
  

PRINCIPAL HUNT 
Good fun? Well, Mr. Miller, because of you, student speeches will now have to be 
written and submitted in advance. You don’t do any speeches unless I give you 
permission. Is that clear? 
  

JACK 
Do I have any more speeches? 
  

PRINCIPAL HUNT 
Not if I can help it. 
  

(There’s another long, awkward pause.) 



 

  
JACK 

Is there anything else? 
  

(She presses a button on her desk. MARGE, A beefy school security guard enters and 
stands near the open door.) 

  
PRINCIPAL HUNT  

You will have detention every day for the next ten school days. And you will deliver an 
apology to the teachers and the student body for your behavior. It will be a part of 
tomorrow morning’s announcements. Scripted. By me. 
  

JACK (Turning on the charm) 
Gosh, Principal Hunt, I feel really terrible about this. I don’t mind the detention, 

because it’s always great for me to continue work on my studies, but I feel really bad 
that I might have hurt anyone’s feelings. Could I possibly explain what happened? 
  

PRINCIPAL HUNT 
Okay. 
  

JACK  
Well, you see, I’ve been working really hard on my senior thesis, you know, putting in 
long hours on it. I haven’t really been going out much or hanging with my friends the last 
few weeks. But I thought, I have this big speech coming up and maybe I could pick up 
some pointers on how to talk to a big group of people. And in speech class, they always 
says that humor is a great ice-breaker. Like when you give those great speeches, like 
this morning with the thing about the lunch ladies and the Jell-O, you always start with a 
funny joke or story. So, I thought if it’s good enough for Principal Hunt, maybe I should 
give it a try. 
  

PRINCIPAL HUNT 
Uh-huh. 
  

JACK 
But, I guess I got carried away, you know? I just don’t have your experience. Like, 

when did you know that you were such a great public speaker? Did it come naturally or 
did you work hard at it? Everyone really looks forward to your announcements every 
morning.  
  



 

PRINCIPAL HUNT 
Nice try, Mr. Miller. I think you need to get back to class. (To Marge.) Make sure he 
makes it to Biology. 
  

JACK 
Oh, sure thing. (He gets up.) I just wanted to ask about the detention? You see, we 

have the bake sale coming up in a week and I wouldn’t want to let the student 
volunteers down. I know my mom would be pretty upset if I missed it. Probably want to 
call you and everything. She’s a lawyer, you know. 
  

PRINCIPAL HUNT 
Yes. I know, Mr. Miller. Okay. We’ll make it five… (JACK gives her a hurt look.) 

three… days of detention and I don’t want to hear any more about it. Be here tomorrow 
morning at 7:30 so you can go over your apology speech. Now, get out of here. 
  

JACK 
Thank you, Principal Hunt. 
  

(He exits. Marge follows and closes the door. HUNT sits at the desk and puts her head 
in her hands. Lights fade.) 

 

SCENE 5 / I’M LIKE ALL (OF YOU) 
 (In the dark, we hear the public address system at the school.) 

PRINCIPAL HUNT (VO) 
... yesterday morning we had an unfortunate incident at the assembly. There was an 

inappropriate speech given by the student body president. Jack Miller would like to 
apologize to the students and staff. (Off mic.) Stop standing so close to me. 
  

JACK (VO)  
(Off mic.) You just make me so nervous, Principal Hunt. (On mic. Clears throat.) My 
fellow students and my un-fellow faculty and staff. This is Jack Miller. Your student body 
president. I gave a speech yesterday that many regarded as…colored. Kiltered. Off 
kilter. Off color. (Whispering to HUNT.) I’m so nervous. (On mic.) Especially my remarks 
regarding Mr. Immel’s immense glandular condition. 
  

PRINCIPAL HUNT (Off mic) 



 

Stick to the script… 
  

JACK 
I am truly sorry for what I've done, and I never intended to hurt anyone. And I hope we 
can all move on from this. And I would like to thank my parents and friends for still 
continuing to support me. I'm just really sorry for what I've done. Thank you. 
  

PRINCIPAL HUNT (VO) 
Thank you, Jack. Yes. Let’s all move on from this. Okay, moving on, then! (Fading 

out.) Today’s lunch will be pizza, creamed corn, mango-flavored yogurt and a fruit 
stick.... 
  

(Lights up on JACK and LAWRENCE in an SUV. JACK is driving. In the backseat are 
FUCK DUDE, ALEX AND GURTZ.) 

  
ALEX 

This is a really nice SUV. Is this your mom’s? 
  

JACK 
Nope. 
  

(JACK and LAWRENCE exchange glances.) 
  

GURTZ 
Your dad’s? 
  

JACK 
Nope. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Is this yours? 
  

LAWRENCE 
It is for now. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck you guys. 
  

GURTZ 



 

Did you guys...borrow it? 
  

JACK  
Yes. We borrowed. When people leave their keys in their car, they’re really just saying 
“take me for a spin.” 
  

GURTZ 
(Pulling out a joint) My mind is blown. 
 

FUCK DUDE  
Fuck, dude. Why are we riding around in a stolen car? We’re going to get caught. 
  

JACK 
We’re not going to get caught. We get cars in residential areas. The folks are home for 
the night. They won’t know their wheels are gone until morning. By then, we’ll just leave 
it somewhere. 
  

LAWRENCE 
They report it, cops find it. They get their cars back. Less gas and a few miles added, 
but no big deal. Cops look like heroes. 
  

ALEX 
I’m not sure this is cool. What if we get stopped? 
  

GURTZ 
Yeah, man- I’ve got like two bags on me. (Pats his upper body extensively.) No, eleven. 
Wait. Twelve. 
  

JACK 
We’re not going to get stopped. Stop being paranoid. I drive good. 
  

GURTZ 
Dude, I’m smoking weed! Kinda hard not to be paranoid. Geez. 
  

(JACK turns the car into a parking lot.) 
  

ALEX 
Burger King? 
  



 

JACK (Smugly) 
Yeah. Thought I’d get some fries and a Coke. 
  

FUCK DUDE  
I thought you said you were going to an ATM machine. 
  

LAWRENCE (Giggling) 
We are. 
  

ALEX 
Can somebody cover me on a Whopper? 
  

JACK 
Oh, we’ve got you covered. 
 

(LAWRENCE and JACK laugh.) 
  

ALEX 
What’s so funny? Did I miss the joke, again? 
  

GURTZ (Aggrieved) 
Are you guys higher than I am? How can that be? 
  

(JACK pulls the car over and stops.) 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude. Tell us what’s going on? 
  

JACK 
Okay, okay. We’re going to get us some Burger King and make a withdrawal. But you 
have to put these on first. 
  
(LAWRENCE hands out ski masks. He and JACK put theirs on the tops of their heads.) 

  
ALEX 

A little warm, isn’t it? 
  

FUCK DUDE  
Are we going in there like those robbers? Fuck, dude. We pranking them? 



 

  
ALEX  

That will freak everybody out. It’s funny, but we could get shot or something. 
  

GURTZ 
Come on. You guys don’t have the balls to do something like that. You might be “big 
men on campus” but you’re just momma’s boys in the real world. 
  

JACK 
Bite me. I’ll let you in on a little secret. (Pause.) We’ve been doing this for months. 
  

(JACK and LAWRENCE high five.) 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude. You mean YOU are those robbers? You want to actually hold up a Burger 
King? 
  

LAWRENCE 
Yes! 
  

JACK 
Guys, it’s such a rush. We go in, stick our guns in people’s faces, get all Reservoir 

Dogs on them- 
  

GURTZ 
Guns? Plural? 
  

JACK 
Yeah! They’re not loaded. Employees freak out, wet themselves a little, give us all their 
cash and we make them throw in some food. We’re in and out and on the road in less 
than three minutes. 
  

LAWRENCE 
We’re not going to get caught. The cops have their heads up their asses. 
  

JACK 
Nobody gets hurt. We get extra cash- 
  

LAWRENCE 



 

And food. 
  

JACK 
Burger King can afford it. 
  

GURTZ 
I guess they are royalty. 
 

LAWRENCE 
Exactly. Everybody wins. Especially us. 
  

JACK 
And it’s fun. 
  

GURTZ 
I can’t do this. 
  

JACK 
C’mon, man. Don’t be a pussy. You’re already breaking the law. 
  

GURTZ 
Let’s do something else. Let’s hang out at the 7-ELEVEN. 
  

JACK 
You can go hang out at the 7-ELEVEN like a loser. Give Lois a big sloppy kiss for me. 
  

GURTZ 
Okay. 
  

(GURTZ opens his car door and starts to get out.) 
  

JACK 
What the fuck, Gurtz? Get back in here. 
  

(GURTZ does.) 
  

GURTZ 
I don’t like guns, man. 
  



 

LAWRENCE 
We only have two. You don’t need one. 
  

JACK 
Just put your hand in your coat pocket like you have one. C’mon. I tell you. You’re going 
to love this. 
  

GURTZ 
Guys. I’m not going to do this. 
  

JACK 
Alright, you fucking stoner-brained puss bag. Go off and smoke your “doobies” by 
yourself from now on. Grow up and be that guy who’s forty years old with a beat up 
station wagon and a paper route and zero friends. This is a chance to live. To do 
something. But if you don’t want to be a part of that, a part of us, then get the fuck out of 
my SUV. 
  

LAWRENCE 
Hey, Gurtz, don’t tell anyone- 
  

(GURTZ opens the car door and gets out.) 
  

JACK 
You better not fucking tell anyone! If you do, the cops are going to find a bloody pile of 
weed and Gurtz after we beat the shit out of you. 
  

GURTZ 
I’m not a narc, man. 
  

(GURTZ walks away.) 
  

JACK 
Fuck. 
  

LAWRENCE 
I can’t believe he bailed on us. 
  

JACK 
Fuck him. You guys are in, right? 



 

  
ALEX 

(Pause.) I’m in. 
  

JACK 
Alright, Alex - way to man up!  
  

(ALEX looks proud. And nervous.) 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Can I just stay in the car? 
  

JACK  
Yeah. Okay. Get behind the wheel. You get to be our lookout and our getaway driver. 
  

(The three guys get out and FUCK DUDE gets behind the wheel.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
You want anything? 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude. (Pause.) Apple pie. 
  
(LAWRENCE nods. The three guys face each other, put on their masks. Start to leave.) 

  
JACK (to ALEX) 

Jesus Christ, leave your books! 
  

ALEX 
Uh, okay. 
  

(ALEX dumps the books in the car and they run off.) 
  

FUCK DUDE 
That was... totally unexpected. I’m like, all… 
  

(She trails off. Music starts for the song I’m Like (All of You). She gets out and walks 
around the car during the song.) 

https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/sets/senioritis-demos/s-YBuw4


 

[PLAY: I’M LIKE (ALL OF YOU) - PART 1] 

I KNOW JACK CAN BE LOUD AND CRUDE 
BUT AT THE SPEECH, NOBODY BOOED 
THE STUFF HE SAID WAS REALLY RUDE 
IT’S NOT LIKE I’M SOME DRIED-UP PRUDE 
  
I’M LIKE ALL, I’M LIKE ALL 
ALL OF YOU, ALL OF YOU... 
  
YOU KNOW JACK HAS AN ATTITUDE 
STAY AWAY WHEN HE’S IN THAT MOOD 
HE’LL NEVER BACK DOWN FROM THAT FIGHT 
WHY AM I HELPING? IT’S NOT RIGHT! 
  
I’M LIKE ALL, I’M LIKE ALL 
ALL OF YOU, ALL OF YOU... 
  

(She does some hippie dancing during the guitar solo. She hears shouts offstage and 
jumps back behind the wheel. The music still plays quietly underneath. JACK, 

LAWRENCE and ALEX jump back in the car. JACK is riding shotgun. ALEX and 
LAWRENCE in the back. They are laughing and giggling.) 

  
LAWRENCE 

Holy fuck! 
  

JACK 
Drive, drive! 
  

ALEX 
That manager was...Oh, my God. 
  

LAWRENCE 
Right? 

 
 (FUCK DUDE pulls out.) 

  
JACK 

Drive fast, but not stupid. Just get us back to the ‘hood. 
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FUCK DUDE 

Where am I going? 
  

JACK 
I don’t know. Just drive around. (He’s going through a BK bag.) I got your pie. And a 
crown. 
  

(JACK puts the crown on FUCK DUDE’S head and hands her the pie. she takes it and 
sets it down on the dashboard. JACK starts counting the cash. The music gets louder 

as she starts to sing again.) 
 

[PLAY: I’M LIKE (ALL OF YOU) - PART 2] 

FUCK DUDE 
FUCK, DUDE, HE ALWAYS GETS AWAY WITH IT 
FUCK, DUDE, MOM IS THERE TO CLEAN UP HIS SHIT 
FUCK, DUDE, I JUST WANT TO HANG OUT, HAVE FUN 
FUCK, DUDE, THEN HE PULLS OUT A MASK AND GUN 
FUCK, DUDE, FUCK THIS... I’M FUCKED 
  
HE’S LIKE ALL, HE’S LIKE ALL 
ALL OF YOU, ALL OF YOU… 
 

(As the song ends, the posse starts laughing and talking again.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
The manager was like, (Deep voice, professional.) “Excuse me? What is going on 
here?” and Jack was all (Deep voice, professional.) “It’s a robbery, motherfucker.” 
  

ALEX 
And the manager was all, “Watch your language, young man. This is a family 
restaurant.” 
  

JACK 
$312. That’s... 
  

ALEX 
$78 each. 
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JACK 

I would have got there. (He starts counting out money and hands a wad to ALEX.) Not 
bad for a few minutes work. 
  

ALEX 
Damn. Let’s go to the movies. Popcorn’s on me. 
  

(JACK hands LAWRENCE his cash and pockets his. He throws the BK bag in the back 
and ALEX and LAWRENCE start eating fries and burgers.) 

  
LAWRENCE 

Thank you, Sir, it was nice doing business with you. 
  

(JACK hands money to FUCK DUDE.) 
  

FUCK DUDE 
What? I didn’t do anything. 
  

JACK 
You’re driving. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Keep it. I don’t want it. 
  

JACK 
That’s not how it works. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
How it works is I don’t want it, so you don’t give it to me. That’s how it works. 

  
(JACK shoves the money into her coat pocket.) 

  
JACK 

You did your share.  
  

(She is pissed, but doesn’t remove the money and keeps driving. There is an awkward 
pause.) 

  



 

ALEX 
Hey. We need to go back. (Beat.) They forgot my Coke. 
  

(He and LAWRENCE crack up. FUCK DUDE keeps driving. Lght fade.) 
  

SCENE 6 / TOO YOUNG FOR THIS SHIT 

(Lights crossfade to GURTZ outside the 7-ELEVEN smoking a joint. LOIS, a store clerk, 
comes out of the store and lights a cigarette. She is a large woman in her 40s, wearing 
glasses and an oversized sweatshirt with cats on it. GURTZ puts his joint behind his 
back.) 
  

LOIS 
I don’t give a fuck. Smoke a goddamn tree for all I care. (GURTZ resumes toking.) 
Where are your friends? 
  

GURTZ 
Not so sure they’re my friends, anymore. 
  

LOIS 
Oh. Good for you. Nothing but hoodlums. 
  

GURTZ 
Yeah. Hoodlums. 
  

LOIS 
You’re better off. I used to run with a rough crowd when I was your age. There comes a 
time when you have to make a choice. Do I go down this road with these jerks and end 
up in jail or worse? Or do I do my own thing? I told them jerks good-bye, applied for a 
job here. Straightened myself out. That was 30 years ago and look at me now! 
  

GURTZ 
You’re happy? 
  

LOIS 
Happy as fuck. (She drops her cig and grinds it out.) You ever think about working 
here? I think you right have the right stuff. (Furtively.) You get to take home the jo-jo’s 
after three days if no one eats them. (Nods and slyly smiles.) Uh-huh. 



 

 
GURTZ 

I don’t know. I’m not that good at math. Figuring out the change and all that. And plus, 
there’s probably like a drug test? I kinda have a history... 
  

(As music swells up, GURTZ starts to sing Too Young for this Shit.) 

[PLAY: TOO YOUNG FOR THIS SHIT] 

WHEN I WAS TWO, STARTED ON ELMER’S GLUE 
AND BY AGE SIX, PUT WEED IN BROWNIE MIX 
BY THE YEAR OF EIGHT I WAS NEVER STRAIGHT 
EVEN TRIED TO SNORT SOME AMYL NITRATE 
 

LOIS (Spoken) 
I’ve been know to snort Reddi-Whip... 
 

GURTZ 
THEN WHEN I WAS TWELVE, I DID SOME HUFFIN’ 
SHARED A CRACK PIPE WITH MY SECOND COUSIN 
SPENT A YEAR OR SO TRYING TO BE CLEAN 
BUT SMOKED HEROIN WHEN I WAS FOURTEEN 
 

LOIS (Spoken) 
Heroin? Pshh… that’s big city stuff. 
 

GURTZ 
PLAYED D & D, A WIZARD AND AN ELF  

BUT USUALLY, I HUNG OUT BY MYSELF 
I PLAYED BASS GUITAR AND ROCKED OUT TO GRUNGE 

STARTING HANGING WITH JACK AND THEM AT LUNCH 
 

LOIS (Spoken) 
(Proud) I get 15 minutes for lunch!  
 

GURTZ  
REALLY MADE ME FEEL COOL 
LIKE THERE WERE NO DAMN RULES 
IN ROADHOUSE, LIKE SWAYZE 
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JACK GETS PRETTY CRAZY  
I JUST CAN’T EVEN HANDLE IT  
I’M TOO FUCKING YOUNG FOR THIS SHIT 
  
WE PUT A LIT BAG OF CRAP ON A DOOR MAT  
 

LOIS (Spoken) 
Classic. I learned the hard way. 
 

GURTZ  
SMASHED SOME MAILBOXES FROM A CAR WITH A BAT 
 

LOIS (Spoken) 
Is that what happened to my Hummel figurines? 
 

GURTZ  
JACK PUT FIREWORKS IN THE BUTT OF A CAT 
 

LOIS (Spoken) 
(Horrified.) That could have been Whiskers!! 

 
GURTZ  

AND WE WENT ALONG WITH THAT 
 

LOIS 
YES, YOU WENT ALONG WITH THAT 
 

GURTZ 
I’D NEVER RAT... 
 
SO CALL ME A STONER  
ANTI-SOCIAL LONER  

LOIS 
I GUESS IT’S NICE TO KNOW 
THERE’S PLACES YOU WON’T GO 
 

GURTZ 
I THINK IT’S TIME FOR ME TO SPLIT 
I’M TOO FUCKING YOUNG FOR THIS SHIT 



 

THIS SHIT 
THIS SHIT 
 

(The song ends. GURTZ stares into space.) 
 

LOIS 
You know, I can tell you’re ready for a change. I’m going to run in and get you an 
application. 
 

(LOIS runs back inside the store. GURTZ reflects for a moment, looking at the store. 
Then he shakes his head, gets up and exits. After a moment, LOIS comes out with an 

application in her hand.) 
 

LOIS (Looking around, disappointed) 
Hey, kid? Where’d you go? 
 

(The music swells back up as she sings a reprise.) 
 

[PLAY: TOO YOUNG FOR THIS SHIT (REPRISE)] 

LOIS 
YOU DON’T THINK MUCH OF ME 
BUT I GET A SALARY 
AND IT’S SAFE AND STABLE 
EAT ALL THE CORN DOGS I‘M ABLE 
IN TWO YEARS I’M UP FOR A RAISE 
I DON’T UNDERSTAND KIDS THESE DAYS 
KIDS THESE DAYS 
  
(The song ends. She shrugs and goes back into the store as the lights fade to a spot on 

the BANDLEADER. JACK and LAWRENCE just off to the side.) 
 

SCENE 7 
BANDLEADER (Addressing the audience) 

It’s now spring. Closer to prom. Jack and Lawrence robbed 19 stores over the course of 
a year. Gurtz never joined them, nor did he narc. Fuck Dude was never available when 
they wanted her to drive. Alex joined them for a few more and then faded off. It was 
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Jack and Lawrence’s thing. But school was ending and soon they would be parting 
ways. They decided to do one last heist. A big one. 
  

JACK 
The money room at Nordstrom’s, a store where I used to work. I was convinced there 
was a money room and we could walk off with hundreds of thousands of dollars. 
  

BANDLEADER 
He was wrong, but they never got to find out.  
  

LAWRENCE 
 
We walked in without our masks on and were immediately recognized by many of his 
past co-workers. 
  

BANDLEADER 
They abandoned the idea and went on to rob just one more mom and pop place. A little 
Italian restaurant. This was absolutely their last hold-up because this was also the night 
Lawrence shot himself in the testicles. 
  

(We hear car doors slam, an engine revving and tires squealing. Lights come up on 
JACK and LAWRENCE in the car. JACK is driving. LAWRENCE is holding a small bag 
full of money and a gun. He is still wearing his ski mask. JACK has a bread stick in his 

mouth. They look sullen.) 
  

JACK 
Fuck! This is bullshit! 
  

LAWRENCE 
(Rifling through the bag.) It’s like 200 bucks. Shit. 
  

(LAWRENCE stares out the window. JACK swerves the car and looks over at him.) 
  

JACK 
Take your fucking mask off. Idiot. 
  

LAWRENCE 
Fuck off. (Grudgingly takes the mask off. The car swerves.) Fuck, what are you doing? 
  



 

JACK 
I thought I saw a cop back there. (Pause.) God, I’m hungry. You know, they actually 
have good meatballs there. 
  

LAWRENCE 
Oh, I know. My mama took me there after we got back from State. But I’m all about the 
veal parm, man. That shit is tight. Free refills. And the breadsticks - I always fill up on 
those. They just need that dipping sauce. 
  

JACK 
What is that, anyway? It’s just like cold spaghetti sauce, right? 
  

LAWRENCE 
Still good shit. (He looks in the bag, again.) We should have just stolen food. (Suddenly 
points.) Whoa, watch out! (The car swerves, honking horns recede in the distance. A 
close call.) Jesus. 
  

JACK 
(Pause.) It was a good plan. I really worked it out. It was fucking foolproof. (Pause) I just 
didn’t think anyone would recognize me. Fucking Ross never works Nordstrom on 
Sunday nights. Ross! Fucking Ross. Douchebag. 
  

LAWRENCE 
Man, I should have been all up in his fucking rent-a-cop face. (Holding up his gun 
sideways, aiming at an imaginary Ross) That’s right. Motherfucker - give me that sweet 
department store money! Fill up this duffle bag. Let’s go, bitch. Show me the money! 
(Laughs. The car swerves.) Whoa! 
  

JACK 
Quit waving the gun around. People can see in, you know. 
  

(LAWRENCE points the gun at JACK.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
 (Still pointing at JACK’S head.) You talkin’ to me? You talkin’ to me? 
  

JACK 
Seriously, you’re being an asshole, Robber DeNiro. Put that fucking thing away! 
  



 

LAWRENCE 
Alright, Jesus, I got the safety on, you know. 
  

(The bandleader hits a dramatic chord on the guitar. JACK and LAWRENCE freeze 
their bodies – LAWRENCE with the gun up about to put it into his waistband, JACK 

driving, swerving - and talks out to the audience.) 
  

JACK 
This is the part where Lawrence shoots himself in the balls. 
  

LAWRENCE 
In the balls. 
  

BANDLEADER 
Told you. 
  
(JACK gets out of the car, as does LAWRENCE. Whenever JACK makes a strong point, 
the BANDLEADER strikes a strong chord. He never does this for LAWRENCE, much to 

LAWRENCE’S growing frustration.) 
  

JACK (To audience) 
You didn’t expect us to have a gun in our story and not have it go off. 
  

LAWRENCE 
I didn’t expect it. 
  

JACK 
That’s because you’re an idiot. 
  

(Guitar chord.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
I thought the safety was on. 
  

JACK (To audience) 
Idiot. 
  

(Guitar chord.) 
  



 

LAWRENCE (To audience) 
It’s confusing. It’s not like it is in the movies. When the safety is OFF, there’s a bright 
orange tab you can see on the handle. When the safety is ON, you don’t see the orange 
tab. 
  

JACK 
That’s not confusing. 
  

LAWRENCE 
It’s not like it is in the movies. You don’t see bright orange tabs on guns in the movies. 
  

JACK 
The gun shouldn’t have been loaded any way.  
  

(Guitar chord.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
You never know. Some fool gets brave, I want to be able to fire off a warning shot to 
back them the fuck down. 
  

JACK 
It’s never happened. (To audience.) It’s never been needed. 
  

LAWRENCE 
You never know. 
  

JACK (To audience) 
My gun is not loaded. It doesn’t even work. In a moment, when Lawrence shoots 
himself in the balls, it will be the first time he’s ever fired a gun. Just sayin’. 
  

(JACK gets back in the car. As does LAWRENCE.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
You always remember your first. 
  

(As they unfreeze and LAWRENCE shoves the pistol into the front waistband of his 
pants, the drummer hits a snare drum hard emulating the sound of a gunshot. The car 
swerves. LAWRENCE screams as the lights slam off and the band hits a refrain from 



 

the song “Urban Legends”. Lights come up slowly. LAWRENCE is moaning, crying, 
grunting. JACK is panicked, pacing outside the parked car.) 

  
LAWRENCE 

Oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck it hurts! 
  

JACK 
Oh, my God - you’re really bleeding! Are you okay? (Sudden realization.) Wait! Fuck, 
are you crazy?? What did you do? 
  

LAWRENCE 
Fuck that, man, I’m fucking bleeding! It’s killing me! Shit - what did I do?? (He can’t 
believe it.) Holy shit - I shot myself. I’m in a puddle of blood. God, it fucking hurts. I don’t 
fucking believe it. (Realizes.) I have a meet tomorrow! Fuck, Jack, I have to run the 
hurdles! 
  

JACK 
Hurdles?! What the fuck?? 
  

LAWRENCE 
What am I going to do?? 
  

JACK 
You aren’t going to run any fucking hurdles. (LAWRENCE groans.) You gotta, you gotta 
put some pressure on it or something. 
  

LAWRENCE 
It’s my dick, my fucking dick. Or my nuts. I can’t tell. Oh my God, it hurts! Jack, my dick. 
C’mon, you know first aid. 
  

JACK 
Sorry, man, being an eagle scout never prepared me for putting a tourniquet on my best 
friend’s penis. (He laughs wildly as he throws a gym towel in LAWRENCE’S lap.) 
Fucking hurdles! 
  

LAWRENCE 
It fucking hurts! You gotta take me to the hospital. 
  

JACK 



 

(Agreeing, looking around wildly for a place to go) Yeah, yeah. Hospital. Wait, wait. No. 
Wait. We can’t. 
  

LAWRENCE 
What are you talking about?? I just fucking blew my balls off! That’s got to be covered. 
  

JACK 
We can’t go to the hospital. Think! Think about it. This car is stolen. We have guns. One 
of them unnecessarily loaded. You’re covered in blood. We have a bag of money. 
  

LAWRENCE 
There’s a payphone. Call 911! 
  

JACK 
And tell them what, Lawrence? “Hey, how’s your summer going? Me? Funny thing, my 
friend, let’s call him Dumb Ass, and I just robbed a restaurant, a nice little place with 
great breadsticks and (Makes that “yummy” gesture like kissing his fingers.) mwhaa!, 
meatballs to die for, and my partner decided he’s a rapper or some cool gangster he 
saw in a movie and shoved a LOADED gun in the waistband of his pants and he’s now 
bleeding all over the upholstery of a stolen SUV with about half a dick!” Is that what I’m 
supposed to tell them, Dumb Ass? 
  

LAWRENCE (Quietly) 
Jack, Jack. Don’t let me die, man. Don’t let me die. (Moans.) Jack... I need my balls... 
  

JACK 
Where the fuck are we? 31st and Main. Get the fuck out of the car. We’re walking. 
There’s a hospital like three blocks away.  
  

LAWRENCE 
What are you fucking talking about? I can’t walk. 
  

JACK 
I will carry you! We drive up in a stolen SUV and we go straight to jail. (He wipes off the 
steering wheel and gear shift with his ski cap.) Get the fuck out. We’ll throw all our shit 
away in the alley. C’mon. It’s just a few blocks. NOW! 
  

(LAWRENCE pours himself out of the car. JACK helps him. Lights fade as they walk 
off.) 



 

  

SCENE 8 / THE FIRST TIME 
(Lights come up on JENNY sitting at a table in her room doing her homework. There is 
a knock at the door and JACK enters.) 
 

JACK 
Hi. 
 

JENNY 
 (Still writing.) Hi. 
 

JACK 
Your dad let me in. He seemed a little… weird. 
 

JENNY 
(Not looking up.) Did he call you Eagle Scout? 
 

JACK 
Yeah. 
 

JENNY 
Then you’re still good. 
 

JACK 
He asked me about Lawrence and the arrest and everything. Did you say anything? 
 

JENNY 
(Looks up.) Say anything? About what? He knows you guys are friends. He just gets 
worried. (Looks at him closely.) Jack, I need to ask you something and I don’t want you 
to lie. Tell me the truth. I promise I won’t get mad. 
 

JACK (Nervously) 
Uh, okay. 
  

JENNY 
Did you did get your tux? 
  



 

JACK (Relieved) 
Yes. 
  

JENNY 
The right tux? 
  

JACK 
Yes.  
 

JENNY 
Thanks, sweetie. You’re going to look so good. 
 

JACK 
Um, about prom? 

  
JENNY 

I already changed the dinner reservation from four people to two. I figured you might 
have too much on your mind to think about doing that. 
  

JACK 
Jenny. I can’t go to the prom. (JENNY starts closing up the books in front of her.) Why 
are you doing homework on a Friday? 
  

JENNY 
You’re going to leave. And you have two choices. You can come back in being cheerful 
and loving and excited to go to prom or you can just leave and come back tomorrow 
night at 6:30pm in your black tuxedo with a carnation that matches my wrist corsage 
and then we can go to dinner and head to the school. Both options involve you going to 
prom with me. And I always do my homework on the day that I get the homework even 
if it’s a Friday. 
  

JACK 
It’s not that I don’t want to go to prom. You know I do. I know it’s important to you. 
  

JENNY 
Is this about Lawrence? 
  

JACK 
Yeah. 



 

  
JENNY 

It sucks for Celia, but it doesn’t have to ruin our evening. I’d rather have a romantic 
dinner for two, anyway. 
  

JACK 
What’s Celia going to do? 
  

JENNY 
Well, I, of course, offered that she come with us, anyway. It’s her senior prom, too. But 
she doesn’t want to be the student whose date isn’t there because he’s in jail. She 
doesn’t want to be made fun of, which would happen. 
  

JACK 
Yeah, that would- 
  

JENNY 
Did Lawrence pick you up in a limo or a paddy wagon? Countless requests for the band 
to play “Jailhouse Rock.” 
  

JACK 
(Chiming in.) Hey, Celia, good thing you’re only going to one ball tonight. (Laughs.) So, 
does it whistle when you blow him? (She shoots him a look.) Yeah, yeah. It would be 
rough on her. And under the circumstances, I don’t think I should go, either. 
  

JENNY 
No one’s going to make fun of you- 
  

JACK 
I’m not worried about other students. If anyone gave me shit, I’d just throw it right back. 
  

(JENNY stops clearing the table.) 
  

JENNY 
Okay. What is it? Tell me. 
  

JACK 
I’m worried about the cops. 
  



 

JENNY 
Why would the cops come to the prom? We have chaperones and security. 
  

JACK 
Jenny. I’m trying to lay low. I think I should not be anywhere public where I can be easily 
found. 
  

JENNY 
Now you’re freaking me out. 
  

JACK 
They linked Lawrence to those robberies because of the blood they found in a stolen 
SUV. 
  

JENNY 
How do you know that? 
  

JACK 
My mom heard. Remember last summer when I bought a car and you were like how did 
you afford this? And I gave you some bullshit about saving up for years. The Gameboy. 
The Macintosh computer. That necklace I bought you... 
  

(She touches her necklace.) 
  

JENNY 
When they arrested Lawrence, I asked you. I asked you point blank if you knew 
anything about it. 
  

JACK 
I thought you meant the arrest. I didn’t know anything about it at the time. I didn’t- 
  

JENNY 
Just...close your mouth. 
  

JACK 
It’s just a matter of- 
  

JENNY 
Shut it. (She sits quietly for a moment and thinks.) You’re the student body president. I’ll 



 

probably be the valedictorian next year. We’re a shoe-in to be prom king and queen. 
Last year was kind of a bust. We’re going to prom. And we’ll figure this all out later. 
  

JACK 
Jenny. The cops know there were two robbers. I took him to the hospital. This waiting 
for the other shoe to drop is killing me. 
  

JENNY 
Listen to me. If they knew anything, they would have arrested you already. You were at 
school all day today.  Why would they wait? Also, they’re not idiots. They’re not going to 
ruin prom for everyone. You’re still in high school. You live at home. Your mom’s a 
lawyer. Even if they suspected anything, they would have contacted you or your mom, 
already. Right? 
  

JACK 
You’re not pissed about the robberies? 
  

JENNY 
Of course, I am. Are you kidding? I just can’t deal with all that right now. You haven’t 
done anything since Lawrence got shot, right? 

  
JACK 

No. Nothing. And we never hurt anyone. Never. And it was all small stores. No one 
even got hurt financially. It was just stupid. 
  

JENNY 
God, Jack. Stupid doesn’t even... (Pause.) Okay. (Deep breath.) Planning on doing any 
robberies to or from prom? 
  

JACK 
Lawrence getting arrested was the end of it. Swear. Pinky swear. 
  

JENNY 
Okay, pinky swear. (They link pinkies.) Then I’ll see you tomorrow night. 
  

JACK 
I’m still not sure- 
  

JENNY 



 

I’ll see you tomorrow night. We’re going to do this. And then we’ll talk. After prom.  
 

(He goes in to kiss her but she turns away as the music starts and they sing The First 
Time.) 

 
[PLAY: THE FIRST TIME] 

  
JENNY 

SOMETIMES I WONDER, IS HE A GOOD GUY? 
COULD DO ANYTHING IF HE’D ONLY TRY 
HE’S GOT THIS ANGER, FROM WHERE DOES IT COME? 
HE’S SO DAMN SMART, BUT DOES STUFF THAT’S SO DUMB 
 
BUT WE’RE TOGETHER, I KNOW I’M IN LOVE 
WILL I STICK WITH HIM, WHEN PUSH COMES TO SHOVE? 
I KNOW HE CAN ACT GOOFY AND FRANTIC 
BUT WHEN HE’S WITH ME, HE’S SO ROMANTIC 
  
I’LL NEVER FORGET THE FIRST TIME 
IT FELT DANGEROUS, ALMOST LIKE A CRIME 
AND I WANT TO DO IT AGAIN 
  

JACK 
JENNY IS THE BEST, I DON’T DESERVE HER 
CLINGING TO HER LIKE A LIFE PRESERVER 
BUT THE THINGS I FEEL, SHE WON’T UNDERSTAND 
I TRIED TO STOP, BUT IT GOT OUT OF HAND 
  
I’LL NEVER FORGET THE FIRST TIME 
I WAS DANGEROUS, COMMITTING A CRIME 
MY HEART WAS PUMPING, SO THRILLING 
HOLD A LIFE IN MY HANDS, BUT NOT KILLING 
AND I WANT TO DO IT AGAIN 
  

JACK 
I COULDN’T WAIT TO COUNT THE LOOT 
 

JENNY 
JACK FELL ASLEEP, HE LOOKED SO CUTE 
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JACK 

I FELT POWER, NOT DOUBT OR FEARS 
  

JENNY 
I GUESS I SHED ONE OR TWO TEARS 
  
I’LL NEVER FORGET THE FIRST TIME 
IT FELT DANGEROUS, ALMOST LIKE A CRIME 
MY HEART WAS PUMPING, SO THRILLING 
THERE’S A SPACE IN ME THAT NEEDED FILLING 
AND I WANT TO DO IT AGAIN 
  

JACK 
AND I WANT TO DO IT AGAIN 
  

JENNY & JACK 
AND I WANT TO DO IT AGAIN 
 
(As the song ends, JACK goes in again to kiss JENNY. She lets him, but doesn’t return 

it. He looks at her a moment and then quietly leaves. LIghts fade on JENNY as she 
stares straight ahead.) 

 

SCENE 9 
(Lights up on COACH jogging on the high school track. As he is running, JACK joins 
him. COACH nods and they run for a bit.) 
  

COACH 
You made it. (Pause.) You and Jenny going to prom? 
  

JACK 
Yeah. 
  

COACH 
Be careful. 
  

JACK 



 

Be careful? 
  

COACH 
You know. Take precautions. 
  

JACK 
Sure. 
  

COACH 
Jenny’s a good girl. With a woman’s body. Can make a guy, you know, not think. With 
his big brain. Don’t mess up your senior year like Lawrence did. 
  

JACK 
Yeah. I won’t. 
  

COACH 
You’re a young man. Important time in your life. College just around the corner. You’ve 
got wild oats that need sowing. 
  

JACK 
I don’t know what that means. 
  

COACH 
Sow ‘em! But cover your ass. The world is your oyster. 
  

JACK 
Oats and oysters. 
  

COACH 
But just eat one oyster at a time. Don’t try to eat all the oysters. It will make you sick. 
Get you in trouble. Sometimes it’s enough just to look. Not touch. Like when the girls 
gymnastics team is doing warm-ups right outside my office. All that stretching. Tightly 
wrapped buttocks and breasts. All those oysters. Right there in front of me. On display. 
In arm’s reach. Ripe for the slurping. You know what I mean. 
  

JACK 
Sure. 
  

COACH 



 

Do what you can, but don’t do what you can’t. Sometimes it’s best just to lock your 
office door, shut off the lights and look through the blinds. No harm, no foul. Remember 
that tonight with Jenny. 
  

JACK 
Okay. 
  

COACH 
If you get on the field, wear your helmet and mouthguard. And if you mess up- run into 
the end zone and spike the football without wearing your condom- you come see me. I 
know some people. 
  

JACK 
Sure. Thanks, Coach. Listen, I just wanted to say I appreciate your support. I know a lot 
of teachers, well, they aren’t my biggest fans. You’ve always been on my side. 
  

COACH 
I was like you, once, Jack. Young, handsome, charming, slightly athletic. You’re going 
to be all right. 
  

JACK 
I hope so. 
  

(Lights fade as they continue running.) 
 

SCENE 10 / AFTER PROM 
(It’s Prom Night in the school gym. The lights come up on ALEX, GURTZ, and FUCK 
DUDE standing at a long refreshments table. They are dressed casually. FUCK DUDE 
has on a hippie dress and GURTZ has on a tuxedo t-shirt. ALEX is at least wearing a 
tie. LAWRENCE’S absence is a dark cloud hanging over the gang. Not literally, we don’t 
have that kind of budget. We hear the band finish up a song.) 

BANDLEADER 

Ok, thanks a lot, Polk High! We are the Tanya Hard-Ons and that’s a little 
Semi-Charmed Life by Third Eye Blind. That’s one we’ll be humming for the next 20 
years. Okay, we’re gonna take a little break and be back in a few minutes and do a little 
Tubthumping for ya! (Sings.) I get knocked out! Alright. And don’t forget, we’ll be 



 

announcing this year’s king and queen, so don’t touch that dial... 

(A smattering of applause. Some boos.) 

GURTZ 
(Stuffing food in his mouth.) Those guys fucking suck. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude - you can play better than those lame-o’s. Shoulda brought your bass! 
  

GURTZ 
I know - we need some Alice in Chains or Chili Peppers to really party. Not this Jewel 
vagina rock. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Totally. 
  

ALEX (Slightly defensive) 
I like Jewel. 
  

(GURTZ and FUCK DUDE look at him as JENNY walks up to the table. She is wearing 
a nice prom dress.) 

 
ALEX (To GURTZ and FUCK DUDE) 

What? 
 

JENNY 
Have you guys seen Jack? I can’t find him. 
  

GURTZ 
No. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude. I think he was over there. (Points.) 
 

ALEX 
Yeah, he was talking to some chaperones a minute ago. Do you want some punch? 
  

JENNY 



 

No, thanks. 
  

(She scans the room.) 
  

FUCK DUDE 
You look nice. Where’d you get that dress? 
  

JENNY 
Oh… I sewed it. My mom helped me. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude - that is rad. I love doing that DIY shit. (Holds up a hideous and half-assed 
crocheted purse thing). I made this! 
  

JENNY 
Oh, that’s nice. 
  

GURTZ (To ALEX) 
Looks like she stole that from a retarded Deadhead. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Yeah, it’s great. I keep all the important stuff in it. (Looks in it.) Weed, papers, lighter... 
another lighter... 
  

GURTZ 
That gives me a great idea. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude. Totally. (To JENNY.) Want to come? 
  

JENNY 
Uh, no thanks. I’m going to see if I can find Jack. 
  

(GURTZ and FUCK DUDE exit. ALEX lingers.) 
  

ALEX 
You don’t think that Jack… left, do you? 
 

JENNY 



 

Why would he leave? 
  

ALEX 
Well, you know. That stuff with Lawrence. It’s kinda scary. 
  

JENNY 
Well, that doesn’t have anything to do with Jack! 
  

ALEX (Unsure) 
Yeah... right. Well, I’m going to catch up with those guys before they totally smoke up 
my mom’s car. 
  

JENNY 
Okay. 
  
(ALEX exits. JENNY scans the room again. Takes a sip of punch. Takes out lipstick and 

re-applies it. As she is doing this, JACK sidles up.) 
  

JACK 
Pigs in a blanket. Awesome. Though, shouldn’t they really be dogs in a blanket? 
  

JENNY 
(Not amused.) Ha. Where were you? 
  

JACK 
(Looking around furtively.) I’m sorry. I didn’t want to talk to those guys. I can’t deal with 
them right now. (Takes a sip of punch. Incredulously.) There’s no booze in this punch? 
Fuck. Do I have to do everything?? 
  

JENNY 
Listen, Jack – I don’t appreciate you stranding me here. Who am I supposed to hang 
out with? Everyone is dancing, we get here late… I’m supposed to spend the night 
smoking marijuana with your burnout friends? 
  

JACK (Distracted) 
Alex’s not a burnout. 
  

JENNY 



 

Alex is an awkward little nerd and that’s not much fun, either. I came here with you. And 
you’re ignoring me and being quiet and your little jokes are not funny. This is supposed 
to be our night and everyone is looking at me with these weird looks and I don’t like it. 
(Almost tearfully.) I’m your date, you need to stick with me. If we’re together, I can deal 
with the looks. 
  

JACK 
I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I hate this. I just want to go. Can we please get out of here? 
  

JENNY 
We’re not leaving before the announcement! Jack, this is your last prom. Our last prom. 
I want it to be special. A special memory. 
  

JACK 
Oh, this will definitely be a special memory, Jenny. Hey, remember that prom we went 
to right after your best friend shot himself in the balls and got arrested for a crime 
spree? Hmm, nope - can’t say I remember that one! 
  

JENNY 
Ok, but – 
  

JACK 
And I don’t care about the king and queen and the stupid last dance. They’re just going 
to play Stairway To Heaven and everyone’s going to slow dance through the whole first 
part of the song and then keep awkwardly slow dancing when they get to the rocking 
part at the end, and all the guys will have to hide their boners and I just don’t want to do 
all that. So, please - let’s go. 
  

JENNY 
We’re not going. (Folds her arms.) If we go, then (Gestures around the room.) they win. 
And you never let them win. 
  

JACK 
Jenny… This is different. I… don’t know what to do. (Holds her hand.) I need you. I want 
to be with you. I just can’t be here. (JENNY seems to relent. He looks away.) Is Immel 
staring at me? Do you see that? That fat fucker. 
  

JENNY (Resigned) 
Ok, fine. Just leave, Jack. I’m going to stay a while. Just go. 



 

  
JACK 

(Backing away.) I’m sorry, I’ll call you tomorrow. (To himself.) He is definitely staring at 
me... 
  

(JACK hurriedly exits, brushes past FUCK DUDE, GURTZ and ALEX as they re-enter.) 
  

GURTZ (Confused) 
What was that? 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Hey, Jenny, we found Jack! (Sees her face.) He uh… fuck, dude, I think he left. 
(Brightens.) Is he going to after prom? I heard there’s going to be a bitchin’ party at– 
  

JENNY 
He’s not going to after prom. I’M not going to after prom. I mean, what’s the point…? 
  

FUCK DUDE 
What's the point? Fuck, dude - after prom is awesome! 
 

(Music swells as FUCK DUDE starts to sing After Prom.) 

[PLAY: AFTER PROM] 
 

FUCK DUDE 
WHEN THIS IS ALL OVER, THERE’S A PLACE WE CAN GO 
AND LAUGH ABOUT THESE TIMES, THAT WE’LL NEVER OUTGROW 
WE’LL STAY UP ALL DAMN NIGHT AND THEN WATCH THE SUNRISE 
AND ON THE WAY HOME, WE’LL STOP FOR COKES AND FRENCH FRIES 
 
DON’T YOU WANT TO GO TO... 
  

FUCK DUDE, GURTZ, ALEX 
AFTER PROM... 
  

JENNY 
IT’LL ALWAYS WORK OUT? 
  

FUCK DUDE, GURTZ, ALEX 
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AFTER PROM… 
  

JENNY 
IT’LL ALWAYS MAKE SENSE? 
  

FUCK DUDE, GURTZ, ALEX 
AFTER PROM, AFTER PROM… 
  

FUCK DUDE 
EV’RYTHING WILL BE CHILL, JUST HANGING WITH OUR FRIENDS 
IT’S THE KIND OF GOOD TIME THAT YOU HOPE NEVER ENDS 
NO NEED TO WORRY NOW, DON’T HAVE TO BE UPTIGHT 
  

JENNY 
DON’T THINK ‘BOUT TOMORROW, WHEN THERE’S ONLY TONIGHT 
 
YES, I WANT TO GO TO 
  

JENNY, GURTZ, ALEX 
AFTER PROM... 
  

FUCK DUDE 
IT’LL ALWAYS WORK OUT 
  

JENNY, GURTZ, ALEX 
AFTER PROM… 
  

FUCK DUDE 
IT’LL ALWAYS MAKE SENSE 
  

JENNY, GURTZ, ALEX 
AFTER PROM, AFTER PROM… 
  

ALEX 
ALWAYS DO JUST THE THINGS THAT WE WANT TO 
NO ONE TO MAKE US WORK AT THE DRIVE-THROUGH 
  

GURTZ 
BE THE ONES WHO MAKE ALL THE DECISIONS 



 

WE’LL HAVE AT LEAST SEVEN TELEVISIONS 
  

FUCK DUDE 
DON’T YOU WANT TO GO TO? 
  

JENNY, GURTZ, ALEX 
AFTER PROM... 
  

FUCK DUDE 
IT’LL ALWAYS WORK OUT 
  

JENNY, GURTZ, ALEX 
AFTER PROM, AFTER PROM… 
  

JENNY 
IT’LL ALWAYS MAKE SENSE 
  

FUCK DUDE, GURTZ, ALEX 
AFTER PROM, AFTER PROM… 
  

(Music and lights fade.) 
  

SCENE 11 / LA-LA-LA-LITIGIOUS 
(Lights up on ALEX’S parent’s garage. It is a week or so later. There is a bunch of crap 
in there. JACK is sleeping in a sleeping bag behind a lawn mower. ALEX enters quietly, 
dressed for school. He has a couple Pop Tarts on a tray. It is early morning.) 

ALEX 
Jack? Hey, Jack? Are you awake? 
  

(JACK groans, rolls over.) 
  

ALEX (Continuing) 
I got some Pop Tarts for you. (Pause.) They’re blueberry. (Apologetically.) My mom only 
buys the unfrosted kind 
 

JACK 



 

What time is it? (Sits up.) Oh, my back. This floor… Why are the Pop Tarts on a tray? 
Who does that? Just hand them to me. 
  

(ALEX does and JACK starts eating them.) 
  

ALEX 
Sorry, I wish I had something better. 
  

(Nervously looks behind him.) 
  

JACK 
It’s okay. They’re self-contained. 
  

ALEX 
…Yeah… it’s around 7:30 and I have to get ready for school. My parents are awake, so 
I need to get back in. Have to do my morning homework. 
  

JACK 
They still make you do that? Jesus. 
  

(Starts getting up.) 
  

ALEX 
Oh, well, I don’t mind. It’s good for me to study. So, um… I should probably – 
  

JACK 
So, what are you working on this morning? 
  

ALEX 
English. Hemingway. I have to write a report. 
  

JACK 
The Old Man and the Sea? (ALEX nods.) The sea wins. End of paper. (Stares in the 
distance. Then, abruptly.) I could show you my paper from last year - (Realizes). Oh. 
Well, I could probably remember most of it. 
  

ALEX 
No, no. Thanks, I got it. (Pause.) I guess that we won’t be able to get together for study 
group anymore? 



 

  
JACK 

Probably not. At least not for a little while. I need to figure out what I’m doing. I need a 
plan. 
 

ALEX 
So… you think that this will blow over soon? You’ll be back in school? Graduation is not 
that far off. 
  

JACK 
(Pauses as the realization sinks in.) Fuck. Graduation. 
  

ALEX 
You’ll be at graduation, right? 
  

JACK 
Um. Sure. 
  

ALEX 
And don’t forget your senior trip. 
  

JACK 
Right. Mexico. 
  

ALEX 
You’re going, aren’t you? 
  

JACK 
Um. Sure. My parents already got me a ticket.  
  

ALEX 
Uh.You know… My parents… They don’t know you’re here and… 
  

JACK 
Are you kicking me out? 
  

ALEX 
No! No, but… It’s all over the news, Jack! They sent a whole squad of cops on BIKES 
through the park. Looking for you. 



 

  
JACK 

(Laughs weakly.) I would love to see that. A bunch of beefy cops in their tight spandex 
uniforms riding their dirt bikes in the woods. 
  

ALEX 
Can you go back to your place? I mean, your parents must be worried sick. 
  

JACK 
Yeah, I guess. Probably pissed more than anything. I just can’t face them right now. My 
mom… gets pretty upset about anything that might make the family look bad. They’re 
probably suing someone right as we speak. 
  

ALEX 
Really? Do you think that would help? Us? (To himself.) I mean, I’m in this, too. A bit. 
  

JACK 
Dude, are you kidding? They are on such a power trip. They get off on intimidating 
people. Do you know how many people they’ve sued over the years? (ALEX nods 
“no”.). My soccer coach. My piano teacher. Daycare teacher. The whole frickin’ 
Pampers corporation! (At ALEX’S look.) Leakage.  
 

ALEX 
Ew. 
 

JACK 
People hate my parents! I remember being eight years old and someone calling my 
mom a “prick lawyer”. You believe that? Half the teachers at school are afraid of me 
because of them. That’s where I first heard the word “litigious”. Fourth grade. (Sad 
laugh.) I went home and asked my mom what litigious meant and that’s when the shit 
really hit the fan. My favorite teacher gave me the cold shoulder after that. (Pause.) But 
I did get to to play George Washington in the school pageant. So, I guess it worked out. 
I wasn’t made to play a cherry tree. 
 

ALEX 
I bet they’ll get you out of this. That would probably help me, too. I don’t know, Jack. I 
think she could help. It’s like, it’s like the dark side of the Force - you need to embrace  
her powers! She should sue all of them! 
 



 

(Music starts, JACK & ALEX duet on La-La-La-Litigious. The band sings background 
vocals.) 

  
[PLAY: LA-LA-LA-LITIGIOUS] 
 

BAND 
SUE, SUE. HELP YOU. SUE, SUE. HELP YOU. 
  

JACK 
WHY DOES EV’RYONE HATE A PRICK LAWYER? 
  

ALEX (holds up his school book) 
THEY’RE AMERICAN AS OLD TOM SAWYER! 
  

JACK 
PEOPLE BITCH ABOUT MY MOM THE LAWYER 
  

ALEX 
TIL THEY TRIP AND FALL IN SOME JERK’S FOYER 
  

BAND 
SUE, SUE. HELP YOU. SUE, SUE. HELP YOU. 
  

ALEX 
THEY’LL BE LOOKING ‘ROUND FOR LEGAL COUNCIL 
  

JACK 
DIG IN THEIR SWEATPANTS, SEARCH FOR A PENCIL 
  

ALEX 
TAKING CONSULTS FROM LOSERS NAMED BERNIE 
  

JACK 
DESPERATELY NEED A PRICK ATTORNEY 
SHE MAY LOOK ALL MEEK AND MILDNESS 
  

ALEX 
BUT SHE’LL SHOW THEM WHO’S THE WILDEST 
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JACK 
JUST WATCH HER WHIP OFF HER GLASSES 
  

ALEX 
AND PUT HER FOOT UP THEIR ASSES 
  

JACK & ALEX 
IT’S A FEELING, ALMOST RELIGIOUS 
WATCH HER BURN DOWN ALL OF THE BRIDGES 
SHE SAID, “MY TALENT IS PRODIGIOUS 
JACK BABY, YOU KNOW I’M LITIGIOUS” 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
  

BAND 
SUE, SUE. HELP YOU. SUE, SUE. HELP YOU. 
  

ALEX 
WHAT A ROLE MODEL, SHE SHAPED A GREAT KID 
  

JACK 
I’M DOING THE THINGS THAT THEY WISH THEY DID 
 

ALEX 
YOU KNOW WHERE TO STICK THAT CONDUCT REPORT 
  

JACK 
MESS WITH OUR BOY AND WE’LL SEE YOU IN COURT 
 

JACK 
WAIT TILL THEY SEE HER GET VICIOUS 
  

ALEX 
SHE’S NOT AT HOME DOING DISHES 
  

JACK 
THINK SHE LOOKS  CONFUSED BY A FILE? 
  



 

ALEX 
THAT’S WHEN SHE’LL CAUSE A MISTRIAL 
  

JACK & ALEX 
IT’S A FEELING, ALMOST RELIGIOUS 
WATCH HER BURN DOWN ALL OF THE BRIDGES 
SHE SAID, “MY TALENT IS PRODIGIOUS 
JACK BABY, YOU KNOW I’M LITIGIOUS” 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
 

(The music comes down and quietly vamps.) 
 

ALEX 
We’re going to get out of it - this is great! 
 

JACK 
No. It’s not. She scares the hell out of me. Good luck, Alex. I’ll see you..whenever. 
 

ALEX 
You’re leaving? (JACK nods.) But… your mom? (Weakly sings.) La, la, la, litigious? 
 

JACK 
I think I need to deal with this on my own. For once. 
 

ALEX 
Well… goodbye, Jack. Let me know how you’re doing. 
  

(The bro hug and JACK exits.) 
 

ALEX 
(Staring after him.) Well, he didn’t say I couldn’t call her... 
 

(The music comes back to full volume, as the band sings.) 
 

[PLAY: LA-LA-LA-LITIGIOUS (REPRISE)] 
 

BAND 

https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/07-litigious-reprise?in=wild-bells/sets/senioritis-acoustic-demos-final
https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/07-litigious-reprise?in=wild-bells/sets/senioritis-acoustic-demos-final
https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/07-litigious-reprise?in=wild-bells/sets/senioritis-acoustic-demos-final


 

SUE, SUE. HELP YOU.  
 

ALEX 
WHO ME? 
 

BAND 
YES, YOU! 
  

ALEX 
IT’S A FEELING, ALMOST RELIGIOUS 
WATCH HER BURN DOWN ALL OF THE BRIDGES 
SHE SAID, “MY TALENT IS PRODIGIOUS 
ALEX BABY, YOU KNOW I’M LITIGIOUS” 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
 

(Repeating the chorus, ALEX encourages a sing along with the audience.) 
 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
LA, LA, LA, LA - LA, LA, LITIGIOUS 
  

(Lights and music fade out. End of Act One.) 
 
  



 

ACT TWO 

SCENE 1 / OVER THE BORDER 
(Lights slowly come up outside a dive bar in Mazatlan, Mexico. It is pretty 
seedy-looking. A large Corona sign reading “Mazatlan Welcomes the Class of ‘97!” 
hangs on the wall. We faintly hear Mexican music in the background as a series of 
voices speak in the dim light.) 
 

TALK RADIO HOST (VO) 
… can you even believe this story, people? What is going on with our kids? Here you 
have a group of wealthy Polk High graduates partying with a wanted felon in Mexico! 
And none of them think to turn him in? This is Shep Woodley at Northwest Talk, your 
moral compass. We’ll be right back. 
  

(JACK staggers out of the bar, rests against a wall.) 
  

GURTZ (VO) 
… hey, listen man - we take care of each other. You don't turn in your friends, even if 
you don’t like them anymore. In our eyes, the police are the bad guys. We just hung out 
and partied, gave him a little cash, like 500 bucks. It was no big deal… 
  

(JACK pulls money out of his pockets. It’s crumpled and not very much.) 
  

FUCK DUDE (VO) 
… it was kind of like a dream. [BEEP], dude, I just didn't think I'd ever see him again. 
But yeah, (BEEP), dude, the whole thing was really don't ask, don't tell. You almost felt 
like you'd get a little glare from people around you, that it wasn't cool to ask him about 
the robberies…(BEEP), dude... 
  

LORETTA (VO) 
… now, hold on now. As an attorney and a concerned parent in the community, I have 
some questions. Has my son been indicted? Is there a criminal complaint against Jack 
in any jurisdiction? That's something I'm curious about… I know the charges against my 
client, Alex Lee, are also unfounded...  
  

TALK RADIO HOST (VO) 



 

… and people, these are the good kids?? What do they have to say for themselves? 
(JACK wanders off stage and loudly barfs.) It's just incredible the way that school is run. 
Heads need to roll. Ok, now here’s what the D.A. had to say… 
  

D.A. (VO) 
… these kids, from the beginning, have had this bizarre attitude that there's nothing 
wrong with robbing people at gunpoint and assisting those who do. But our ability to 
charge them all would be complicated. I don't anticipate full-scale indictments of forty 
Polk High School students… 
 
(JACK wanders back onstage and sits down on the curb. He closes his eyes and slowly 

slumps over.)  
  

JENNY (VO) 
… they said he was armed and dangerous. To me, that doesn't describe Jack because 
he's not dangerous at all. I know that he didn’t actually hurt anyone... physically… I 
hope they take that into consideration... 
 
(The posse comes out and stands near him, it’s FUCK DUDE, ALEX and GURTZ. They 

are snacking on Doritos and sipping energy drinks. They look around at JACK and the 
bar. GURTZ snaps his fingers. Lights fade on the dive bar and up on the 7-ELEVEN. 

They nod to each other and get into position.) 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude. I can’t sit outside the store all night again. We should go see a movie or 
something. 
 

JACK 
What? 
 

FUCK DUDE 
I’m not talking to you. You’re not here yet. 
 

ALEX 
Can someone cover me? 
  

FUCK DUDE 
You don’t have enough for a ticket? 
 



 

JACK 
Where’d you guys get those snacks? 
  

ALEX 
I have enough for a ticket, but not popcorn. You can’t go to a movie and not get buttered 
popcorn. 
  

GURTZ 
You actually can. Or you can bring your own snacks in. LIke brownies. Though you’re 
not supposed to have outside food. (Everyone looks at him strangely.) It’s true. You 
could choke on it and then sue them for allowing you to bring it in. 
 

JACK 
My mom did that once. 
 

GURTZ 
You don’t have any lines, yet. 
 

JACK 
What? 
 

GURTZ 
Have you been getting into my stash? 
 

JACK 
You know I don’t get high that way. 
 

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude…(To audience.) Sorry, folks. He doesn’t know he’s in a flashback. 
 

ALEX 
We are? Neat. (Looks down) Could I wear something a little cooler? 
  

(LAWRENCE walks up after exiting the 7-ELEVEN. He takes a Gatorade and a bag of 
Funyuns out of his jacket and hands them to JACK.) 

 
LAWRENCE 

Here, man. You forgot this inside the 7-ELEVEN.  
 



 

JACK 
Funyuns. I’ve missed Funyuns. I missed you, Funyuns. And 7-ELEVEN. But we’re in 
Mexico... (Looks closely at LAWRENCE, confused) How are your balls? 
 

LAWRENCE 
Uh, my balls are fine.  
 

JACK 
Everything is? Down there? 
 

LAWRENCE 
Don’t be so concerned about my balls, dude. Now, get up. 
  

ALEX 
(Helping JACK to his feet.) You’re going to get caught stealing one of these days. 
  

LAWRENCE (To JACK) 
Say, “Maybe. But it ain’t going to be by wall-eyed Lois.” 
 

JACK 
Maybe. But it ain’t going to be by wall-eyed Lois… I’ve done this before. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
(To audience.) Okay, I think he’s got it. (Back to JACK.) Why don’t you ever steal 
anything I like? 
  

GURTZ 
Shoplifting’s ballsy. (Lights up a joint. Takes a deep drag.) And so illegal, man. 
  

(He passes it to FUCK DUDE. When the joint goes around, ALEX, LAWRENCE and 
JACK just pass it along without taking a toke. LOIS comes out of the store in her 

7-ELEVEN smock and stands off to the side. They all notice her and turn to look. She 
lights a cigarette and glares at JACK.) 

  
LOIS 

Enjoying the Funyuns? 
  

JACK 
(Now totally in the flashback.) I am. Would you like one? 



 

  
LOIS 

No. Next time you come into the store, I’ll have my eye on you. 
  

JACK 
Which one? The one on the right side of your head or the left side? 
 

(The posse laughs.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
Maybe she’s keeping an eye on you because she thinks you’re hot. 
  

JACK 
Really? Which do you find most attractive about me, Lois? My wavy hair or my tight butt 
cheeks? 
  

LAWRENCE 
Hair. 
  

GURTZ 
No way. Butt cheeks. 
  

LOIS 
You’ve got a smart mouth on you. You all do. I should call the cops on you kids for 
loitering. 
  

JACK 
Yeah. But you won’t. 
  

LOIS 
And why won’t I? 
  

JACK 
Because you know they won’t do anything. They’ll pull up. Chat with us. The student 
body president and a star athlete (They high five.) and his buddies all doing nothing but 
hanging out after supporting your establishment. They’ll tell you, “Hey, they’re just good 
kids hanging out. Leave ‘em alone.” 
  

LAWRENCE 



 

Don’t you have anything better to do than harass us good kids? 
  

ALEX (Bravely) 
Yeah. Don’t you need to clean the nacho cheese pump? (LOIS shoots him a look. He 
backs down.) Seriously, it’s kind of disgusting. 
  

(LOIS sighs/exhales a long breath of smoke, drops her cigarette and grinds it out with 
her foot. She flips off JACK and then goes back inside the store. After a tense moment, 

they all burst out laughing.) 
  

JACK (Laughing) 
Oh, my God, oh, my God, oh, my God, that was awesome! 
  

LAWRENCE 
(High fiving JACK again.) I think she does have a thing for you. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Wow! So, that’s why you steal from here. Just to bug the shit out of her.  
  

JACK 
Exactly! 
  

GURTZ 
That made my night. 
  

ALEX 
How are you ever going to top that? 
  

(JACK makes a show of thinking for a moment.) 
  

JACK 
With this. 
  

(He pulls out a handgun. Everyone ducks, scrambles back a bit, except GURTZ who 
continues smoking the joint.) 

  
LAWRENCE  

Hey! 
  



 

GURTZ 
Shit, man. 
  

JACK 
Relax, relax! It’s not loaded and it doesn’t even work. I found it in my dad’s workshop. 
The hammer’s fucked up on it. See? (He tries to fire it at GURTZ, who does not flinch. 
Nothing happens.) It’s worthless. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude. I thought you were going to go all, like, postal worker on us. 
  

GURTZ (To JACK, but still unfazed) 
That was deeply uncool. 
  

ALEX 
You scared the heck out of me. 

  
JACK 

That’s the point. I just want to scare the shit out of Lois. 
  

LAWRENCE 
But you’ll get busted. 
  

JACK 
I’ll wear a ski mask or something. She’ll never know it was me. It will be freaking 
awesome. 
  

FUCK DUDE (Making an excuse) 
Well, I have to go home and do homework. And clean the crap out of my drawers. 
  

ALEX 
Yeah, me too. I’ll walk with you. Later. 
  

(They exit. GURTZ stands for a moment, extinguishes the end of the joint with his 
fingertips and then pops the stub in his mouth. He shrugs and leaves. JACK looks 

expectantly at LAWRENCE.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
I have ski masks. 



 

  
(JACK smiles, but then it slowly dies.) 

 
JACK 

This is where it started. (Pause.) Hey, don’t shoot yourself in the balls. Ever. 
 

LAWRENCE 
Too late for that advice.  
 
(The lights fade from the 7-ELEVEN and back onto the dive bar. Bar sounds come back 

up. LAWRENCE takes the gun and the snacks and gestures towards the bar.)  
 

LAWRENCE (Continuing) 
Are you going back in there? 
 

JACK 
I don’t know. Those guys in there? They don’t get it. I’m not like them anymore. 
 

 LAWRENCE 
Tell me about it. 
 

(He claps JACK on the back and walks off. There is more laughter and shouting from 
inside the bar. JACK starts to walk over to the bar, but hesitates. The band starts 

playing Over the Border. Mariachi horns play an insistent riff. JACK shrugs and starts to 
sing.) 

 
[PLAY: OVER THE BORDER] 
  

JACK 
SO MUCH HAS HAPPENED SINCE THE SPRING FORMAL 
IT HELPS TO SEE THEM, ALMOST FELT NORMAL 
I WAS ONCE LIKE THEM, SO DUMB AND BOVINE 
NOW I’VE SEEN TOO MUCH, STEPPED OVER THE LINE 
  
THEY DID NOT JUDGE OR CONDEMN 
TOOK ME TO THE ATM 
GUESS IT’S TIME FOR ONE LAST ROUND 
THEN I’LL GO BACK UNDERGROUND 
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TO BE LIKE THEM NOW IS A TALL ORDER 
THERE’S NO RETURN, I’M OVER THE BORDER 
  
(LAWRENCE, GURTZ, FUCK DUDE, ALEX, JENNY, aka the “Posse”, come in dressed 

in serapes, sombreros and fake mustaches and do a goofy synchronized dance.) 
  

POSSE 
SORRY FOR THIS RACIST, DUMB INTERPRETATION 
BUT WE’RE JUST FIGMENTS OF HIS IMAGINATION 
AND WITH THE LEVEL OF HIS INTOXICATION 
WE GOT OFF EASY WITH THIS ABOMINATION 
  

(They go into a sad call and response with JACK.) 
  

POSSE 
HE’S OVER THE BORDER 
  

JACK 
WILL I END UP IN JAIL? 
  

POSSE 
HE’S OVER THE BORDER 
  

JACK 
AND BECOME A TALL TALE? 
  

POSSE 
ÉL ES SOBRE LA FRONTERA 
  

(The posse exits.)  
 

JACK 
BACK HOME IN OUR TOWN, WILL THEY THINK OF ME? 
LIVING ON THE RUN FROM A SMALL CRIME SPREE 
  
SO ONE LAST ROUND OF GOODBYES 
I’LL PUT BACK ON MY DISGUISE 
COSTUMED LIKE I’M A LOSER 
FIND A JOB, BE A SCHMOOZER 



 

  
WORRIED WHAT THEY MIGHT TELL A REPORTER 
WHEN THEY GO BACK HOME OVER THE BORDER 
THEY’LL PROB’LY BLAME THIS ON A DISORDER 
THERE’S NO RETURN, I’M OVER THE BORDER 
OVER THE BORDER 
  
(As the song ends, JACK slowly goes back to the bar, obviously shaken and sad. As he 

opens the door, he changes his attitude.) 
  

JACK 
Who’s ready for another round?? 
  

(There are cheers in the bar as the lights fade out.) 
  

SCENE 2 
  
(Lights come up in JENNY’S room. She is writing at her desk. There’s a sheepish knock 
at the door.) 
 

JENNY 
Dad? 
 

FUCK DUDE 
Hey, it’s Nan! Can I come in? 
  

(JENNY mouths “Nan?” to herself. She gets up and opens the door as FUCK DUDE 
enters.) 

  
FUCK DUDE 

(Looking around.) Fuck, dude. Cool room. (Points at a Grateful Dead poster.) I think I 
was at that show! 
  

JENNY 
Hey, Nan, what are... what are you doing here? I mean - it’s nice to see you. (Smiles.) 
  

FUCK DUDE 



 

(Sits on the bed.) Yeah, I just wanted to stop by and see if you heard about the fallout 
with that Mexico thing with Jack. They could be tapping our phones, you know? So I 
thought I’d just stop by. 
  

JENNY 
I heard. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude - this is so crazy. Everyone is freaking out! Like, because they didn’t rat him 
out. You believe that? 
  

JENNY 
Yeah, I heard that, too. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Well, what’s he gonna do now? 
  

JENNY 
I don’t know. I’m not in touch with him. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Fuck, dude, I thought you guys were tight and all. 
  

JENNY 
No… I haven’t seen or heard from him at all since prom. Just heard the rumors, you 
know. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
Yeah, it’s in the papers and the radio and TV and everything. I wonder where he is now. 
Maybe he went to like Bolivia, you know like in Butch Cassidy - you ever see that? 
  

JENNY 
I can’t really picture Jack in Bolivia. 
  

FUCK DUDE (Laughs) 
Fuck, dude, I can’t either. Jack’s a smart guy, but I’m pretty sure he can’t speak 
Bolivian. Alright, well, I should go, I’m meeting Gurtz at this house party. Supposed to 
be some cool bands and shit. Hey - you wanna go? I’ve got some most excellent 
‘shrooms. (Pats her nasty crochet bag. Defensively, at JENNY’S nonplussed look.) I 



 

washed the cow shit off them. 
  

JENNY 
Uh, no, thanks. I’m kind of working on something. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
(Heading to the door.) Right on. I’ll catch you later. 
  

JENNY 
Hey… Nan. 
  

FUCK DUDE 
(Turns.) Yeah? 
  

JENNY 
Do you ever feel like everything around you is a lie? Like everything you believed in 
turned out to be not true? 
  

FUCK DUDE 
I used to think the Presidential Fitness Test was my ticket to being in the Olympics. You 
mean like that? 
  

JENNY 
No. I’m just confused by all of this. It… hasn’t been a great summer. (Smiles weakly.) 
  

FUCK DUDE 
You know, the way I look at it is we’re all responsible for our own reality. We can listen 
to other people and let them like influence us, but the decision on what’s real or what we 
believe is really up to us. It’s like Lao Tzu said, life is a series of natural and 
spontaneous changes. Don't resist them; that only creates sorrow. Let reality be reality. 
Let things flow naturally forward in whatever way they like. (Points at the poster again.) I 
think that was the one where they played this intense version of Dark Star and Jerry’s 
all (Makes spastic guitar movement). Fuck dude, it was awesome. Later. 
  

(She leaves. JENNY sits back at her desk and stares into space. She slowly takes off 
the necklace that JACK gave her and starts to put it in the wastebasket. Then changes 

her mind and puts it in a drawer. Lights fade.) 
  



 

SCENE 3 / FRESH CUP OF COFFEE 
(Lights up on the Dessert Cafe, a quaint Mom & Pop diner in Nevada. GIL, the owner, is 
at the grill. ARLENE, his wife, is behind the counter and working the register. They are 
both in their 50s. SALLY, 18, a waitress, is taking an order from GRAHAM and 
MARNIE, two elderly customers in a booth. A TV on the wall is on with the sound off.) 
  

SALLY 
Good morning, folks. Welcome to the Desert Cafe. 
  

GRAHAM 
Desert Cafe? I thought the sign said Dessert Cafe…? 
  

SALLY 
No, that’s a typo. But we are in the desert and we do have desserts! So, how ya doing 
today? 
  

GRAHAM 
Oh, doing good, doing good. It’s a brand new day. Thought me and the missus would 
stop for a little breakfast before we head out on the old road! (Gestures.) That’s our rig 
out there. 
  

SALLY 
(Peering out.) Oh, that’s nice. Big. Plenty of room, huh? Well, lots of people stop here 
on their way to Vegas. 
  

MARNIE 
Vegas? Lord, no. That place is not Christian! (Slight pause.) We are going to Reno. 
  

GRAHAM 
We’ve never been. Want to see as many places as we can before we have to get back 
home. 
  

SALLY 
Sounds like an adventure. 
  

MARNIE 
We’re always looking for something new to do. 



 

  
SALLY 

Can I get you anything while you look at your menus? 
  

MARNIE 
I would love a fresh cup of coffee. 
  

(Music swells up as they start to sing Fresh Cup of Coffee.) 
 

[PLAY: FRESH CUP OF COFFEE] 
  

ARLENE, GIL AND ALL THE OTHER CUSTOMERS 
FRESH CUP OF COFFEE... 
  

SALLY 
You’re in luck! 
  

ARLENE, GIL AND ALL THE OTHER CUSTOMERS 
FRESH CUP OF COFFEE... 
  

SALLY 
We have the best coffee in the world. 
  

(SALLY goes to get them cups of coffee.) 
  

GRAHAM 
What makes it the best? 
  

SALLY 
It’s from here. 
  

SALLY AND EVERYONE 
FRESH CUP OF COFFEE, FRESH CUP OF COFFEE... 
  

SALLY 
IT’S A BRAND NEW DAY 
TIME FOR A FRESH START 
WHATEVER WAS IN YOUR WAY 
ISN’T THERE TODAY 
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ARLENE 

THE CLEAN PLATES ARE OUT 
THE CUPS ARE SPARKLING 
  

GIL 
FRESHLY CUT BACON ON A NEWLY SCRAPED GRILL 
  

ARLENE & GIL 
THE SUN IS SHINING IN YOUR FACE 
THE DAY IS JUST STARTING 
  

ALL 
FRESH CUP OF COFFEE, FRESH CUP OF COFFEE 
  

(JACK enters. He’s wearing a white uniform and apron similar to GIL. He pours himself 
a cup of coffee and takes a sip.) 

  
JACK 

POURING HOT COFFEE INTO A LITTLE WHITE CUP 
ADD CREAM AND WATCH IT ERUPT 
 
THE STEAM HITS YOUR FACE 
THE SMELLS HITS YOUR NOSE 
IT’S THE START OF A NEW DAY 
A NEW PLACE WITH A NEW FACE ON THE WORLD 
I THINK I’LL STAY HERE FOREVER 
  

ALL 
IT’S A BRAND NEW DAY 
TIME FOR A FRESH START 
WHATEVER WAS IN YOUR WAY 
ISN’T THERE TODAY 
WHATEVER WAS IN YOUR WAY 
ISN’T THERE TODAY 
  

JACK 
Howdy, Sally. 
  



 

SALLY (Smiling) 
Howdy, Jack. 
  

JACK 
Good morning to you, Arlene. You look lovely today. 
  

ARLENE (Giggles) 
Oh, thank you, Jack. 
  

JACK 
Gil, is there anything you need? 
  

GIL 
Take these coffees to table 38. 
  

JACK 
You got it, boss. 
  

GIL 
Jack. Thanks. 
 

(The music briefly swells up again as JACK delivers the coffee.)  
 
[PLAY: FRESH CUP OF COFFEE (REPRISE)]  
 

JACK 
FRESH CUP OF COFFEE 
  

ALL 
FRESH CUP OF COFFEE 
  

GIL 
(As JACK returns.) Listen, my boy. The wife and I were thinking of going to see a movie, 
tonight. 
  

JACK 
Ooh, date night. Be careful, Arlene. I’m not sure this man can be trusted in a darkened 
room. 
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ARLENE 
I hope not. 
  

JACK 
You are naughty. 
  

GIL 
Anyway, do you mind closing up tonight? 
  

JACK 
Sure thing. 
  

GIL 
We haven’t been out on a date in, well, who the hell knows. I think the last movie we 
saw was in black and white. 
  

JACK 
It would be my pleasure. You two kids go have a good time tonight, and don’t stay out 
too late. Don’t make Sally and me call the police. 
  

ARLENE 
Thanks, Jack. 
  

GIL 
(Puts a hand on JACK’S shoulder.) We appreciate it. You’ve only been here two weeks, 
but you’ve shown us you can really be trusted. When you close out the register, just put 
the money in the safe again. Still have the keys? 
  

JACK 
Yeah. (Pause.) Thanks for trusting me. 
 

GIL 
Why wouldn’t we? You’ve been a great employee! 
 

JACK 
Uh, thanks. 
  

(GIL and ARLENE go back to work. SALLY walks up and drops some dirty dishes off.) 
  



 

JACK (Continuing) 
Hey, Sally. Looks like I’m closing up the shop tonight. Want to go out after? 
  

SALLY 
Oh, I’d love to, but I already have plans. Hey. You should come. Me and some friends 
are going dancing. 
  

JACK 
Yeah. That sounds like fun. 
  

SALLY 
Great. It’s at St. Paul’s Episcopal Church. 
  

JACK 
It’s at a church? 
  

SALLY 
It’s a really good time. There’s a deejay, but if you have any CDs you want to bring, 
bring ‘em. 
  

JACK 
Okay. 
  

SALLY 
It’s a date. 
  

JACK 
It sure is. 
  

(The BANDLEADER walks up to JACK, who gives him a quizzical look. The 
BANDLEADER nods towards the audience and then wanders over to watch the TV.) 

  
JACK (To audience) 

Oh. You’re probably a little confused. You see, I couldn’t stay in Mexico. No way, Jose. I 
wanted to get farther away, but needed a ton more money. I bought a junk car for fifty 
American dollars – good deal, right? – bought a bag of skunk weed and hit the road. 
The plan was to go to Vegas, sell the weed and then double or triple it playing the slots. 
Good plan, right? But the car crapped out in this very parking lot. They had a “Help 
Wanted” sign in their window. Kismet, right? They even rented me a room above the 



 

diner for cheap. It’s really great. The mechanic next door is patching up my wheels, but 
I’m not in a hurry. This is a good life. 
 

BANDLEADER 
Hey. You may want to watch this. 
  

(The BANDLEADER gives him a look and uses a remote to turn up the volume on the 
TV. It is playing an episode of America’s Most Wanted. Everyone in the diner watches.) 

  
ANNOUNCER (VO) 

Coming up next on America’s Most Wanted. Jack Miller, high school golden boy, now a 
fugitive on the run from a string of ruthless armed robberies. Have you seen this man? 
He is considered armed and dangerous. Last seen in Mexico, the fugitive has... 
  

(As the show drones on, JACK looks impressed with himself. Everyone in the diner is 
looking at him.)  

 
JACK 

Are you guys seeing this? Armed and dangerous - that is awesome! About fucking time 
they put me on TV. 
 

BANDLEADER (To himself) 
That wasn’t the reaction I was expecting. 
 

(Shaking his head, the BANDLEADER turns off the TV.) 
 

JACK 
Hey! (Turns and notices everyone staring at him.) What, you’ve never seen a celebrity 
before? Anyone want an autograph? Sally? 

 
(SALLY looks at him in disgust and exits. JACK slowly looks around, sees GIL and 

ARLENE looking at him, shocked. GIL picks up the telephone and starts dialing. JACK 
realizing the implications, takes his apron off, throws it to the ground and heads to the 

door.) 
 

JACK 
(Pausing at the door.) One day you’ll tell people about this. About me.  

(He exits.) 
  



 

MARNIE (to BANDLEADER) 
Hey, Bono. I was watching that. 
  

(She gestures to him to turn the TV back on, as the lights fade.) 
 

SCENE 4 / DON’T SHOOT YOURSELF (IN THE BALLS) 
(Lights come up in the TV room of a prison. LAWRENCE wears an orange jumpsuit 
surrounded by other similarly dressed prisoners, watching the same episode of 
America’s Most Wanted. LAWRENCE watches, dismayed. OTTO, a prisoner next to 
him does a double take between the screen and LAWRENCE.) 
  

OTTO 
Hey, bro, that’s you! 
 

LAWRENCE 
Great. Now everyone in the world knows I shot my ball off.  
 

OTTO 
Come on, man - you’re a celebrity now! 
 

(The other prisoners crowd around and congratulate him. LAWRENCE gets up and 
turns off the TV in disgust. The other prisoners start to shout and object, but he holds 

his hands up to calm them.) 
 

LAWRENCE 
Stop, you guys. That (gestures at the TV) is bullshit. Now just shut up and listen. I have 
something to tell you. Something really, really important.  
 

(The prisoners quiet down as LAWRENCE starts to sing Don’t Shoot Yourself (In the 
Balls). The other prisoners join in during the call-and-response chorus.) 

 
[PLAY: DON’T SHOOT YOURSELF (IN THE BALLS)] 

LAWRENCE 
RECENTLY I’VE HAD A LONG TIME TO REFLECT 
LOOKING BACK AT A LIFE THAT’S BEEN WRECKED 
SO HERE’S SOMETHING I’D LIKE TO SHARE WITH YOU ALL 
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DON’T EVER SHOOT YOURSELF IN THE BALLS 
 
I TRIED TO BE GOOD, BUT I WAS LED ASTRAY 
MY GOOD REPUTATION WASHED AWAY 
I’VE SPENT MUCH TIME IN THE CHURCH AND VESTIBULE 
AND NOW I’M MISSING A TESTICLE 
  
NOW HERE’S THE THING ABOUT GUNS 
NOT IN THE WAISTBAND OR BETWEEN YOUR BUNS 
A COOL, CONFIDENCE BOLSTER 
BUT ALWAYS KEEP YOUR PIECE IN A HOLSTER 
  
I SAID DON’T SHOOT! 
  

PRISONERS 
DON’T SHOOT! 
  

LAWRENCE 
I SAID DON’T SHOOT! 
  

PRISONERS 
DON’T SHOOT 
  

LAWRENCE 
DON’T SHOOT YOURSELF IN THE BALLS! 
  

PRISONERS 
‘SELF IN THE BALLS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
DON’T SHOOT YOURSELF IN THE BALLS! 
  

PRISONERS 
‘SELF IN THE BALLS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE BALLS! 
 

PRISONERS 



 

IN THE BALLS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
OH, IN THE BALLS! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE BALLS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE NUTS! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE NUTS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE ‘NADS! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE ‘NADS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE SACK! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE SACK! 
  

LAWRENCE 
AND THE BOLLOCKS! 
  

PRISONERS 
AND THE BOLLOCKS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE SCROTE! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE SCROTE! 
  

LAWRENCE 



 

AND THE NUGGETS! 
  

PRISONERS 
AND THE NUGGETS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
I SAID DON’T SHOOT! 
  

PRISONERS 
DON’T YA SHOOT! 
  

LAWRENCE 
I SAID DON’T SHOOT! 
  

PRISONERS 
DON’T YA SHOOT! 
  

LAWRENCE 
OH, YOURSELF! 
  

PRISONERS 
YES, YOURSELF! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE BALLS! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE BALLS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
I SAID DON’T SHOOT... 
 
NO MATTER HOW MUCH YOU’VE RUN WILD OR RAMPAGED 
THAT FUCKING SAFETY SHOULD BE ENGAGED 
STOP ACTING LIKE YOU’RE WILL SMITH OR PACINO 
IN A MOVIE BY TARANTINO 
  
AND WHAT THE HELL IS THIS CRAZE 
WITH GANGSTAS HOLDING THEIR PISTOL SIDEWAYS? 



 

  
I SAID DON’T SHOOT! 
  

PRISONERS 
DON’T SHOOT! 
  

LAWRENCE 
I SAID DON’T SHOOT! 
  

PRISONERS 
DON’T SHOOT 
  

LAWRENCE 
DON’T SHOOT YOURSELF IN THE BALLS! 
  

PRISONERS 
‘SELF IN THE BALLS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
DON’T SHOOT YOURSELF IN THE BALLS! 
  

PRISONERS 
‘SELF IN THE BALLS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE BALLS! 
 

PRISONERS 
IN THE BALLS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
OH, IN THE BALLS! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE BALLS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE NUTS! 
  



 

PRISONERS 
IN THE NUTS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE ‘NADS! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE ‘NADS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE SACK! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE SACK! 
  

LAWRENCE 
AND THE BOLLOCKS! 
  

PRISONERS 
AND THE BOLLOCKS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE SCROTE! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE SCROTE! 
  

LAWRENCE 
AND THE NUGGETS! 
  

PRISONERS 
AND THE NUGGETS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
I SAID DON’T SHOOT! 
  

PRISONERS 
DON’T YA SHOOT! 
  



 

LAWRENCE 
I SAID DON’T SHOOT! 
  

PRISONERS 
DON’T YA SHOOT! 
  

LAWRENCE 
OH, YOURSELF! 
  

PRISONERS 
YES, YOURSELF! 
  

LAWRENCE 
IN THE BALLS! 
  

PRISONERS 
IN THE BALLS! 
  

LAWRENCE 
I SAID DON’T SHOOT... 
YOURSELF... 
(Spoken.) Well, anywhere really. 
BUT ESPECIALLY NOT 
IN THE BALLS... 
  

(As the song ends, OTTO looks sympathetically at LAWRENCE.) 
 

OTTO 
Yep. That’s why I always use a knife. 
  

LAWRENCE 
Good to know.  
 

 (OTTO looks around surreptitiously and then hands LAWRENCE a small bottle of 
prison hooch. He takes a sip. Makes a face. Then drinks the whole thing.) 

 
LAWRENCE 

(Handing back the bottle.) Damn. 
 



 

OTTO 
So, where do you think your buddy is now? 
  

LAWRENCE 
I don’t know. (Stares into space.) Probably laying on a beach somewhere in Mexico, the 
fucker. 
 

OTTO 
Oh, yeah, that’s the life. That’s the life. 
 

(OTTO takes a long sip as the lights fade.) 
 

SCENE 5 
(The lights come up outside the Tropicana Hotel in Las Vegas. It is a week after JACK 
left the Dessert Café. A red light flashes off and on, as if from a neon sign. We hear 
traffic sounds. JACK is sleeping on a bench, his battered backpack acting as a pillow. 
He is unshaven and shabby. MARCO, a janitor, walks by with a broom and garbage can 
on wheels. He sees JACK and stops.) 
  

MARCO 
Hey! Hey, man! You can’t sleep there. 
  

JACK 
(Stirring.) What…? 
  

MARCO 
You can’t sleep there. You need to get out of here or I’m going to call security. 
  

JACK 
Ok, hold on, hold on. (Sits up, looks around.) Huh. Lovely. (Takes a swig from a water 
bottle.) Though, frankly, I was expecting more from a luxurious penthouse suite. Are you 
the masseuse? How do you feel about happy endings? 
  

MARCOS 
(Not amused.) Real funny, kid. You need to beat it. The Tropicana is known for its 
world-class ambience, elegance and festive gaming atmosphere - and you ain’t any of 
those things. Though you do look a little gamy. (Chuckles to himself, pleased.) 



 

  
JACK 

Ha, ha. Good one. Just give me a minute. God, I’m starving. 
  
(MARCO sighs and goes to empty the trash barrel as JACK digs around in his backpack 

for something to eat. He finds an empty Pop Tarts box. There is nothing else. He puts 
his head in his hands.) 

  
JACK 

God. This fucking sucks. Okay. Okay. (Stands up, looks around and spies a phone. 
Fishes for change in his pockets and comes up empty-handed. Looks at MARCO’S 
name tag.) Now, uh, Marco. Look, is there any way you could lend me some change for 
a phone call, you know, until my suite is ready? 
  

MARCO 
Get the fuck out of here, kid. This is a classy place. We can’t have a bunch of dirty 
bums hanging around out here. 
  

JACK (Angrily) 
I’m not a bum! You wouldn’t say that if you knew who I was, people are - oh, never 
mind. 
  

MARCO 
(Looking at him closely.) You do look kinda familiar, actually. (Making a joke.) I know - 
you’re one of those high rollers, right? (No response.) Hit some hard times, huh? Why 
don’t you call collect? 
  

JACK 
My parents never accept collect phone calls. Especially from me. They say it helps me 
build character. 
  

MARCO  
How’s that working out? (Digging In his pocket.) Here’s 50 cents. Go make your call, 
high roller, and then you need to get out of here. 
  

JACK 
I will. Thank you. 
  

(JACK goes over to the phone booth. He puts in the change and dials. We hear the 



 

answering machine.) 
  

CHARLES and LORETTA (VO) 
(Singing.) La-la-la-la, la-la-litigous. (Laughter.) You’re reached Charles and Loretta. We 
can’t take your call right now. Leave a message at the beep - or we’ll see you in court! 
(Laughter. Beep is heard.) 
  

JACK 
Hi, Mom, hi, Dad. It’s Jack. I was hoping to talk to you. I’m in Vegas. (A little bravado.) 
That is so money, right? Checking out the beautiful babies… And… (Sadly.) I miss you 
and I’m hungry and broke and I just want to come home and - (The answering machine 
beeps.) Fuck. 
  

(JACK hangs up the phone and walks back over to sit on the bench.) 
  

MARCO 
Alright, you made your call. Now, move along. You don’t want me to call security. They 
are not nice people. 
  

(JACK gets up slowly, puts his backpack on. MARCO looks at him for a second, and 
then shaking his head, digs into his pocket and hands JACK some cash.) 

  
MARCO 

Here’s five bucks. Go get a Whopper or something. 
  

JACK 
(Quietly.) Thank you. (He starts to walk off, then stops and turns.) You know why I look 
familiar? You ever watch America’s Most Wanted? I was on that. And I think you should 
call security because… I’m giving myself up. I want to go home. Screw this. 
  

MARCO 
Holy shit! You’re that skinny-ass high school kid. I saw that - the one about the stupid 
pointless robberies? That was you? 
  

JACK 
Yeah. 
  

MARCO 
You shot yourself in the balls, right? You’re walking pretty good! 



 

  
JACK 

Yeah, that was me. I have bionic balls now, okay? Now, can you please just call 
security? 
  

MARCO 
Yeah, yeah, come on. Maybe I’ll get a reward. (Hustles JACK off stage.)  Hey, Vinnie, 
get security on the phone! You’re not going to believe this - we got a real fucking 
celebrity here! 
  

(Lights fade as they exit.) 
 

SCENE 6 / LET’S MOVE ON 
(As the lights come up, we hear the final notes of a marching band rendition of “Hang 
On Sloopy” or some other hit song from the ‘60s or ‘70s turned into a “fight” song. Lights 
up on a podium in a high school auditorium. PRINCIPAL IRENE HUNT enters. Some 
other teachers, including COACH and IMMEL stand behind her. COACH hands her a 
microphone.) 

PRINCIPAL HUNT 
Let’s hear it for the Polk High School marching band! They’ll be marching alongside our 
football team, the Generals, as they march on to victory this year! For those of you who 
don’t know me, I’m Principal Hunt. (Students start chanting what might be “Hunt! Hunt! 
Hunt!” but it’s more likely that they are saying “cunt”.)... Thank you. Thank you. Makes 
me feel like a rock star or a politician. Or both! President Celine Dion! Ha, ha, just 
kidding, kids. (Very seriously.) That would never, never happen – she’s Canadian. OK, 
just a quick announcement from our amigos in the lunchroom. (Whenever HUNT uses a 
Spanish word she meticulously pronounces and over-articulates the word in a Spanish 
accent, outrageously rolling her “r”s...). Today’s lunch is a burrito with beans and 
chorizo, with a side of salsa, guacamole and… Fritos. The burritos go fast, so make 
sure to get down there pronto. (Back to the speech.) Freshman, you are about to 
embark on a very special journey. A journey of finding out about yourself and the world 
through education and organized activities. I am very excited for you. And welcome 
back seniors! Whoo! (She pumps her fist in praise of them along with another 
smattering of applause. There’s one lone “boo” and she shoots someone in the crowd a 
look.) I am taking notes. (She is not.) Seniors, you are about to finish that journey of 
discovery and start a new one. Some of you will be going on to college. Some of you 



 

will be starting new lives not doing that. Working a good job, maybe. Earning a 
paycheck. Becoming a responsible adult. Hopefully, none of you will be going on to 
what last year’s student body president has gone on to. You may have heard a little 
something about good ol’ PHS in the news over the summer and a lot of talk about the 
upcoming trial. 

(The BANDLEADER plays the opening riff of Folsom Prison Blues. This goes 
simultaneously noted and ignored by HUNT.) 

And all the shenanigans that went on in (Spanish accent.) Mexico. Truly shameful. But 
we and all the teachers and administrators here are looking forward to a new day. A 
new attitude… 

(The BANDLEADER strums more chords to evoke a song. PRINCIPAL HUNT starts to 
sing Let’s Move On.) 

 

[PLAY: LET’S MOVE ON] 

WE DO OUR BEST AT PHS 
TO SEE YOU ON YOUR WAY 
SOME VERY BAD, BAD APPLE TYPES 
SHOULD NEVER SPOIL YOUR DAY 
 
A SMARTYPANTS WENT WAY TOO FAR 
WE DID ALL THAT WE COULD 
STERN TALKS AND FORCED APOLOGIES 
HE WAS SUCH A (Shakes fists in frustration.) HOOD 
 
LET’S MOVE ON 
PUT IT ALL BEHIND US 
LET’S MOVE ON 
NO NEED TO REMIND US 
  
NO ONE WANTS TO BLAME THE PARENTS NOW 
THEY ALWAYS BLAME THE SCHOOLS 
WE’RE STUCK WITH YOU TILL THE FINAL BELL 
THEN UNLEASH THE GHOULS! 
 
LET IT BE A LIFE LESSON LEARNED 
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RATHER PAINFULLY 
JAIL IS SERIOUS BUSINESS, BOYS 
THEY’LL RAPE YOU ANALLY 
 
LET’S MOVE ON 
PUT IT ALL BEHIND US 
LET’S MOVE ON 
NO NEED TO REMIND US 
WE’LL SWEEP IT UNDER THE RUG 
UNDER THE RUG, UNDER THE RUG 
 
THINGS ARE GOING TO BE DIFFERENT 
I’M NOT AFRAID TO DISCIPLINE YOU 
IF YOUR PARENTS DON’T SUE 
 
LET’S MOVE ON 
PUT IT ALL BEHIND US 
LET’S MOVE ON 
NO NEED TO REMIND US 
  
LET’S MOVE ON 
PUT IT ALL BEHIND US 
LET’S MOVE ON 
NO NEED TO REMIND US 
WE’LL SWEEP IT UNDER THE RUG 
UNDER THE RUG, UNDER THE RUG 
WE’LL SWEEP IT UNDER THE RUG 
  

(The music becomes slow and menacing. IMMEL and COACH step forward.) 
  

IMMEL 
SO DON’T DARE MESS WITH ME 
I’LL START TESTING YOUR PEE 
  

COACH 
WE’RE GONNA TO KEEP ORDER 
OR OVER THE BORDER 
 

IMMEL 



 

I’LL SEARCH ALL YOUR LOCKERS 
YOU’LL SHIT IN YOUR DOCKERS 
 

COACH 
YOU’LL BE WALKING LIKE LURCH 
FROM YOUR CAVITY SEARCH 
  

IMMEL 
EV’RY DAY’S DETENTION 
THAT GET YOUR ATTENTION? 
  

HUNT (Sweetly) 
SO LET THIS BE A WARNING 
WHEN YOU GET UP IN THE MORNING 
NO ONE IS SAFE FROM SUSPENSION 
IF IT THREATENS MY PENSION! 
 

(Catches a breath, recollects herself as the song ends.) 
  
Now, let’s all rise as the PHS marching band plays our school song. (Mutters to herself.) 
Oh, Lord, I need a mojito… 
  
(We hear the band play, quite poorly and with great gusto, the melody of “God Save the 

Tsar.” Lights out on HUNT as she simultaneously smiles and winces.) 
  

SCENE 7 / AFTER PROM (REPRISE) 
(Lights up on TAGGERT sitting behind a desk. He wears a suit. Not an expensive one, 
but one that shows he means business. Seated across from him is JACK wearing an 
orange prison jump suit. There is a long awkward silence as TAGGERT looks over 
JACK’S file. JACK tries to break the silence by smiling sheepishly.) 
  

TAGGERT 
Wipe that smile off your face before I have one of the guards smack it off. (JACK does.) 
You know why you're here? 

  
JACK 

You missed me? 



 

  
TAGGERT 

(Looking up.) Is that supposed to be funny? (Pause.) Seriously, was that supposed to 
be funny?  
 

JACK 
I guess so. 
 

TAGGERT 
Your attempt at humor, it’s pathetic. Buddy Hackett, Don Rickles, Bill Cosby. Those 
guys are funny. Think you’re as funny as one of those guys, Mr. Miller? 
 

JACK 
No.  
 

TAGGERT 
Goddamn right, you are not. First smart thing I’ve heard you say. You know who else 
isn’t funny? Your mommy. She called. 
  

JACK 
(Hopeful.) What did she want? 

  
TAGGERT 

To crawl up my butt and click her heels, apparently. Didn’t work. You’ll get no special 
favors, here, Mr. Miller.  In fact, every time she calls me, the worse things will get for 
you. What was so important that you couldn't leave the library when you were told to? 
  

JACK 
I was reading the Bible. 
  

TAGGERT 
Mr. Miller... 
  

JACK 
I was too busy circling the dirty parts. I didn't know the Bible had so many dirty parts! 
 

(TAGGERT gets up and gets in JACK’S face.) 
  

TAGGERT 



 

Cut the bologna, Mr. Miller. Your cutie-pie smarty-pants antics don’t fly, here. In fact, 
they could get you killed. You think prison is about rehabilitation? It’s not. It’s about 
survival. You think the biggest threat you have are your fellow inmates? They’re not. It’s 
me. You want to make it through prison unscathed? You can’t. The best you can do is 
keep your head down, your pants up, and your mouth shut. That’s the best you can do. 
You piss me off and the guards have a nasty habit of looking the other way when the 
next cellblock bully decides to make you his prom date. Now let me finish up this 
paperwork.  
 
(As TAGGERT bends over the file and writes, JACK sits there, stunned. We hear music 

swell up playing the chorus of After Prom. JACK starts to sing.) 
 

[PLAY: AFTER PROM (REPRISE)] 
 

JACK 
I REALLY WANT TO GO TO 
AFTER PROM 
 

TAGGERT 
NEVER GETTING BACK TO 
  

JACK 
AFTER PROM, AFTER PROM… 
  

TAGGERT 
BUT THERE’S NO SUCH THING AS  
  

JACK 
AFTER PROM, AFTER PROM… 
 

(The music fades. TAGGERT closes the file and stares intently at JACK.) 
 
TAGGERT 

This is reality, Miller. All that other stuff… it’s over for you now. You understand me?  
  

JACK 
(Taking this very seriously.) I understand. This won't happen, again. 
  

TAGGERT 
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I know it won’t. 
  

(TAGGERT presses a button on his desk. We hear a buzzer. RAMIREZ, a tall and 
beefy prison guard steps in.) 

  
TAGGERT (Continuing) 

Escort Mr. Miller back to his cell where he is to be confined for a week without 
privileges. 
 

JACK 
But, just for the library thing? You can’t do that! 
 

TAGGERT 
Ha! Now, that’s funny. The library infraction is just one day’s punishment. The rest of the 
week is for dear old mother.  
  

(RAMIREZ leads JACK out of the office. TAGGER, shaking his head, leans back in his 
chair as the lights fade.) 

 

SCENE 8 / THE FIRST TIME (REPRISE) 
(Lights come up in a drab jail visiting room. JENNY is sitting alone at a table. The door 
opens and RAMIREZ, a guard, brings JACK into the room. He is handcuffed and still 
wearing the orange jumpsuit. He has a black eye.) 
  

JACK 
Hi. 
  

JENNY 
Hi. 
 

JACK 
I’m sorry that we couldn’t meet last week. (Small smile.) I had detention. 
 

JENNY 
Detention? I thought that’s what jail was. 
 

JACK 



 

RIght. Well, actually I was confined to my cell. 
 

JENNY (Shakes her head) 
When are you going to learn? Same old story. You always think you can get away it. 
  

JACK 
Yeah, I know. (Pause. Tries to change the mood.) So, I booked the conjugal suite. I 
hope that wasn’t presumptuous. (No response. Tries again.) You know, I always 
thought I looked good in orange, it really brings out the – 
 

JENNY 
Jack, cut the shit. Seriously. For once. 
  

JACK 
Okay. I’m sorry. I just… don’t know how to behave. I didn’t want you to see me like this. 
  

JENNY 
How about we act like… adults. 
  

JACK 
Adults? Okay, sounds good. If I can be held without bail and tried as an adult, I should 
be able to act like one, right? SO, let’s be adult. After all, one of us is heading off to 
college soon. That’s pretty adult. U of O? 
  

JENNY 
Columbia in New York. I decided to go out of state. Just thought… it would be good for 
a change. I’m leaving next week. 
  

JACK 
Next week?! But, my mom is working on a thingie, an acquittal, and I thought... (Pause.) 
Well, I guess congratulations are in order. I’m happy for you. (He’s not.) There are some 
great welding classes here. I’m trying to decide if I should major in Welding or Auto 
Repair. Though the Sewer department has some interesting classes. What do you 
think? I bet Columbia has an excellent Sewer program… 
 

JENNY 
Jack, I wanted to see you because… Well... 
 

(Music swells up for a reprise of The First Time. JENNY sings.) 



 

 
[PLAY: THE FIRST TIME (REPRISE)] 
 

JENNY 
I’M SORRY ABOUT MISSING THE TRIAL 
GUESS I LIVE IN A STATE OF DENIAL 
WANTED TO SEE YOU, BUT NOT A SMART MOVE 
 

JACK 
GLAD YOU STUCK BY ME,  YOU’VE NOTHING TO PROVE 
 

JENNY (Spoken) 
Prove? What are you talking about? I’m not on your side. What you did was horrible! 
 

JENNY 
THINK OF THE VICTIMS,  THEY WERE TRAUMATIZED 
 

JACK 
THESE WERE STUPID PRANKS,  DON’T BELIEVE THE LIES 
DON’T GIVE UP ON ME , I’M STILL A GOOD GUY 
 

JENNY 
YOU JUST DON’T GET IT, I’M SAYING GOODBYE 
 
I’LL NEVER FORGET THE LAST TIME 
SEEING YOU IN HERE, LOCKED UP IN YOUR PRIME 
MY HEART IS BREAKING, OR SOMETHING 
THERE WAS LOVE FOR YOU, NOW I FEEL NOTHING 
AND I’LL NEVER SEE YOU AGAIN 
 

JACK 
AND I’LL NEVER SEE YOU AGAIN? 
 

JENNY 
 NO, I’LL NEVER SEE YOU AGAIN 
 

(The music ends. JENNY gets up to leave.) 
 

JACK 
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Jenny, hold on. Wait. I do feel bad for those people. I do. I just don’t - I mean, how am I 
in prison?? That’s not supposed to happen to me. I had a scholarship to Evergreen! 
  

JENNY 
I’m glad I got to see you. Be well. Good luck at the trial. Is that something people say? 
(She walks to the door, turns.) What happened to your eye? 
  

JACK 
(Pause.) Badminton injury. Don’t worry about it. (JENNY tentatively smiles.) So... are 
you going to write me? 
  

JENNY (slight smile) 
Goodbye, Jack. 
  

(JACK sadly smiles. JENNY leaves.) 
  

RAMIREZ 
Alright, Miller. Let’s go. 
  

JACK 
Hey, could you give me a minute? Please? I just got my ass kicked. 
  

RAMIREZ 
(Looking around.) Okay. I’ll give you a minute. One minute. And don’t give me any shit 
after, got it? 
  

JACK 
Got it. Thanks. 
  

(RAMIREZ exits.) 
  

JACK (Continuing) 
Jesus Christ. I really fucked up. 
  

BANDLEADER 
 (Walking over) No shit. 
  

JACK 
You think that’s it with Jenny? I mean, did I lose her? Really for good? 



 

  
BANDLEADER 

That’s hard to say. She doesn’t even know half the stupid shit you did. Like that time at 
the 7-ELEVEN when the cops came. Remember that? That was a real piece of work.  
 

JACK 
That was no big deal. We were just goofing around. 
 

BANDLEADER 
Oh, yeah? (Gestures to the audience.) Let’s see what these guys think. 
  

(The lights fade out on the jail visiting room.) 
 

SCENE 9 
(Lights come up on the 7-ELEVEN, in another flashback. JACK casually walks out with 
a bag of Funyuns and Ho Hos and walks over to LAWRENCE, who is waiting outside.) 
  

JACK  
Fuck that line, you know? (Offering some chips to LAWRENCE) I’m a busy man. 
  

LAWRENCE 
What - you snuck those out? Man, you’re a stone-cold thief. 
  

JACK 
What can I say? It’s in my blood, man. 
  

(They laugh and high five. LOIS comes out of the store, looking around. She spies 
JACK.) 

 
LOIS 

Hey! You! You didn’t pay for those items!  
  

JACK 
Sure I did, Lois. Why would I need to steal this crap, when I have this? 
  

(Pulls out a hefty roll of bills. LAWRENCE hoots.) 
  



 

LOIS 
I watched you walk out without paying! I’m sick of you kids thinking you can do anything 
you want. Now give me that stuff back before I call the cops. 
  

(LOIS reaches for the Funyuns. There is a scuffle. JACK punches her in the face. She 
goes down. JACK and LAWRENCE laugh and high five. We hear a quick siren screech 

from a passing police car and the sound of brakes and car doors opening.) 
  

JACK 
Holy crap! 
  

LOIS 
(Bleeding from the nose.) That little shit is going to get it now. 
 

(GURTZ and ALEX have come out of the store, along with some other people.)  
  

LAWRENCE 
What the hell…? Are you seeing this? How is a cop just passing by…? 
  

(Two cops, DELONG and WALKER run up and flank JACK.) 
  

LOIS 
(Pointing.) That’s him! That kid hit me! And shoplifted! 
 

DELONG 
(Turning JACK around to cuff him.) I know, we saw it.  
 

WALKER (To audience)  
I know this seems contrived, but it actually happened. Seriously. 
  

(DELONG clicks the cuffs on JACK’s wrists.)  
 

JACK 
Ow! That hurts! 

 
(The next few lines are overlapping.) 

 
ALEX 

Hey, he didn’t do anything - let him go! 



 

  
GURTZ 

Fucking cops! 
  

LAWRENCE 
Jack, just run! 
  

GURTZ 
Run! 
  

ALEX 
Officer, this isn’t right! 
  

WALKER 
Back off! I said, back off! 
  

JACK 
(Struggling.) I didn’t do anything - let me go! 
  

DELONG 
Hold still! 
  

JACK 
I am going to sue your ass - my mom is a lawyer! See that bench over there? That’s her 
face. (They all turn and look.) You’re going to be sorry big time! What’s your badge 
number, what’s your badge number? Fuckers! 
  

(WALKER starts pushing the others back.) 
  

WALKER 
Alright, back up, back up! 
  

(DELONG pushes a struggling JACK down to the ground and holds him as the others 
back up and quiet down.) 

  
DELONG 

You gonna settle down, now? 
  

(Jack starts to settle down.) 



 

  
ALEX 

Jack, are you alright? Should I call your parents? 
  

JACK (Muffled) 
Yeah. Do that. 
  

LOIS 
(Coming over.) Officer, he’s the one that hit me! Look at my nose! (It really is bloody 
now.) Stole these chips and some Ho Hos. (She is eating from the bag of Funyuns.) 
Him and his friends are always shoplifting stuff. 

  
JACK 

(Starting to regain his cool and sitting up.) Geez, Lois, you better stop eating the 
evidence. I think that might be a felony!  
 

(The posse laughs.) 
  

DELONG 
 (Helping him up.) Alright, alright, that’s enough. 
  

JACK 
(Turning on the charm.) Officer, do you have an x-ray machine at the station, because I 
think the Ho Hos might be a goner. (Posse laughs again.) Man, you really got me! I 
don’t know what I was thinking. (Officers do not react.) Look, officer, I really apologize 
for my behavior. I honestly didn’t steal anything, I was just coming out to borrow money 
from my friend (Indicates LAWRENCE.) and I was going to go right back in. And that 
lady hit me first, she was hitting a minor, isn’t that a crime? I was just acting in 
self-defense. 
  

LOIS 
You lying little shit! 
  

LAWRENCE 
It’s true, I saw it! 
  

JACK 
I was just really scared she was going to hurt me. Can you just let me go? I have a big 
test tomorrow and I don’t want to brag, but I need to keep up my 4.0 average. As 



 

student body president, it’s kind of expected of me, you know? 
  
(DELONG nudges WALKER and they step aside to quietly discuss. LAWRENCE sidles 

over to JACK. Everyone watches the cops intensely. The cops come back over.) 
  

DELONG 
Well, now. (Indicates WALKER.) He thinks you seem like a good kid. But I, as an 
experienced officer of the law, think you’re full of it. So we’re going to take you 
downtown. And you can call your lawyer mommy when you get there. Now, move it. (To 
LAWRENCE and the others.) The rest of you, get out of here before we haul you 
downtown, too. Get on home and work on your homework… at home. I hear there’s a 
big test tomorrow. Right, asshole? Student body president, my big cushy ass. 
  

(They push JACK offstage.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
Fuck it, let’s go. 
  

(The posse disperses. LOIS is left alone, nose still dripping blood.) 
  

LOIS 
 (Looking around.) Hey? 
  

(Lights fade.) 
  

SCENE 10 / BASED ON A TRUE STORY 
(The stage is in darkness. A light on the BANDLEADER.) 
  

BANDLEADER 
And that’s our last flashback. Promise. You know, nothing ever came of that. Even 
though it was in the middle of this year-long crime spree, the cops never put two and 
two together. After a couple of visits from his mom, they let Jack go and the spree 
continued. (Shakes his head.) And now we’re back to where we were. So... Jack, Alex, 
and Fuck Dude went to trial. It happened pretty much as you would expect. (Reflects.) 
You know, courtroom scenes suck, right? So let’s skip all that. You can go home and 
binge on Law & Order repeats if you’re jonesing for one. In a nutshell... they all pled 
guilty and were convicted of their crimes. Jack made out the worst: 19 counts of 



 

robbery. That could put him away for a long time. And now it’s time for the sentencing. 
Take it away, Judge! 
  

(Cheesy game show music plays as the JUDGE, in voiceover, starts the proceedings.) 
 

JUDGE (VO) 
Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to court! Where you can get the life sentence of your 
dreams! Let’s meet our two contestants! 

 
(As he reads each name a spotlight slams on FUCK DUDE, ALEX and JACK. They are 

wearing courtroom clothes, nice shirt and tie.) 
  

JUDGE (VO) 
Alex Lee. (Spotlight.) Nan Hamilton. (Spotlight.) Jack Miller (Spotlight.) Before you are 
sentenced, do you have anything to say for yourself? Mr. Lee? 
  

(ALEX looks up, scared. Has a sudden burst of inspiration and looks over to the band.) 
  

ALEX 
Ok, guys - here we go. A one, two, three… (Screams.) I JUST DROVE THE CAR 
TWICE!  
 

(He does a singing pose, but there is nothing from the band. Cricket sounds. He stops, 
abashed.) 

  
JUDGE (VO) 

Thank you, Mr. Lee. (Spotlight clicks off. Clears his throat.) Ms. Hamilton, do you have 
anything to say..? 
 

(Jack, Alex, the Bandleader and band all turn to the audience, raising their arms and 
prompting a large group ”Fuck, dude!” Fuck Dude smiles and gives a thumb’s up.) 

 
JUDGE (VO) 

Succinct. (Spotlight clicks off.) Mr. Miller? 
 

(JACK starts to sing Based on a True Story, starting off meekly.) 
 
[PLAY: BASED ON A TRUE STORY] 
  

https://soundcloud.com/wild-bells/12-based-on-a-true-story-1?in=wild-bells/sets/senioritis-acoustic-demos-final
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JACK 
I’M NOT REALLY SURE HOW WE GOT HERE 
STEPS THAT WE TOOK ARE VAGUE AND UNCLEAR 
JUST A WAY FOR US TO HAVE SOME FUN 
NEVER MEANT TO UPSET ANYONE 
  

(Starts to get more heated.) 
 
I KNOW I’M NOT TOTALLY BLAMELESS 
BUT I ALWAYS THOUGHT I’D BE FAMOUS 
SICK TO DEATH OF BEING THE GOOD BOY 
(Shrugs.) I GUESS SCARING PEOPLE BROUGHT ME JOY 
 
THERE WON’T BE A CLEAR EXPLANATION 
FOR THESE POINTLESS CRIMES AND CASTRATION 
NOW MY LIFE BELONGS TO ALL OF YOU 
EVERYTHING YOU’VE HEARD TONIGHT IS TRUE 
  
I'M RIPPED FROM THE HEADLINES 
AND FODDER FOR DEADLINES 
THOUGH SOME PARTS WERE SORT OF GORY 
IT’S ALL BASED ON A TRUE STORY 
AND YOU DON’T HAVE TO BE SORRY 
WHEN YOU’RE BASED ON A TRUE STORY 
WHEN YOU’RE BASED ON A TRUE STORY 
TRUE STORY 
 
YOU CAN TRY TO REPRIMAND ME 
BUT YOU’LL NEVER UNDERSTAND ME 
TELL YOURSELF THE FUCKED THINGS I DID 
COULDN’T BE DONE BY A GOOD KID 
IT TOOK YOU SO DAMN LONG TO SEE 
THE BIG LIE AT THE HEART OF ME 
THE HEART OF ME, THE HEART OF ME 
  
I'M RIPPED FROM THE HEADLINES 
AND FODDER FOR PUNCHLINES 
GO OUT IN A BLAZE OF GLORY 
‘CAUSE I’M BASED ON A TRUE STORY 



 

NEVER ADMIT THAT YOU’RE SORRY 
WHEN YOU’RE BASED ON A TRUE STORY 
WHEN YOU’RE BASED ON A TRUE STORY 
TRUE STORY 
TRUE STORY 
TRUE STORY 
 

(JACK pulls a piece of paper from his pocket and reads from it.) 
  

JACK 
(Eyes down.) I am truly sorry for what I've done, and I never intended to hurt anyone. 
And I hope we can all move on from this. And I would like to thank my parents and 
friends for still continuing to support me. I'm just really sorry for what I've done. Thank 
you. 
 

(Looks up. Slight smirk. Black out.) 
  

SCENE 11 / AMERICA’S MOST WANTED 
(Lights back up as the band starts playing an instrumental version of Based on a True 
Story as the curtain call begins. The cast members come out dressed in orange prison 
jumpsuits. As JACK finishes his bow, the scene changes behind them to a version of 
the set from Elvis Presley’s Jailhouse Rock video. 
  
As the band breaks into the last song, America’s Most Wanted, the cast members shed 
their jumpsuits and reveal that they are wearing the black & white striped Jailhouse 
Rock costumes, except for a few of the actors who played guards, cops, authority 
figures, who are dressed as prison guards.) 
 
[PLAY: AMERICA’S MOST WANTED] 
  

JACK 
JUST ONE LAST WORD BEFORE YOU ALL GO 
WE THOUGHT THERE WERE SOME THINGS YOU SHOULD KNOW 
  

LAWRENCE 
YOU MIGHT THINK THIS WHOLE THING WOULD SHAME US 
BUT UNLIKE YOU SLOBS, NOW WE’RE FAMOUS! 
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ALEX 

ANY OF YOU EVER ON TV? 
STARRED ON A SHOW LIKE THOSE TWO AND ME? 
 

JACK 
WE’RE MORE FAMOUS THAN CAIN AND ABEL 
SYNDICATED ON BASIC CABLE 
  

JACK, LAWRENCE, ALEX 
SO VALUABLE, THEY KEEP US ALL LOCKED UP 
BECAUSE WE’RE AMERICA’S MOST HUNTED 
WE’RE ALWAYS READY FOR OUR BIG CLOSE UP 
BECAUSE WE’RE AMERICA’S MOST WANTED 
WANTED 
 

JACK 
THERE’S PLENTY OF TIME FOR REPENTANCE 
WHEN YOU GET TWELVE YEARS FOR A SENTENCE 
  

LAWRENCE 
YOU CAN FIND PEACE AND SANCTUARY 
WITH A FEW DAYS IN SOLITARY 
  

ALEX 
THERE’S ALWAYS ROOM FOR MEN WITH VISION 
YOU’LL FIND LOTS OF US LOCKED IN PRISON 
  

JACK 
THE WAY THINGS LOOK FOR NEXT CENTURIES 
WE’LL ALL BE IN PENITENTIARIES 
  

JACK, LAWRENCE, ALEX 
SO VALUABLE, THEY KEEP US ALL LOCKED UP 
BECAUSE WE’RE AMERICA’S MOST HUNTED 
WE’RE ALWAYS READY FOR OUR BIG CLOSE UP 
BECAUSE WE’RE AMERICA’S MOST WANTED 
WANTED 
  



 

(The actors move into the audience.) 
  

LAWRENCE 
IT’S A PARTY IN THE PEN 
  

ALEX 
YOU CAN DANCE WITH US, IF YOU’RE MEN 

 
GURTZ 

CONVICT, CROOK, CULPRIT, FELON 
 

COACH 
GANGSTER, HOODLUM AND HOOLIGAN 
 

IMMEL 
LAWBREAKER, OFFENDER, THUG 

 
TAGGERT 

DESPERADO AND UGLY MUG 
 

LOIS 
DELINQUENT, MOBSTER, OUTLAW 
 

FUCK DUDE 
EX-CON, HOOD, JAILBIRD AND SCOFFLAW 
  

JENNY 
FUGITIVE EXTRADITION 
 

PRINCIPAL HUNT 
OH MY GOD - A POLITICIAN! 
 

ALL 
SO VALUABLE, THEY KEEP US ALL LOCKED UP 
BECAUSE WE’RE AMERICA’S MOST HUNTED 
WE’RE ALWAYS READY FOR OUR BIG CLOSE UP 
BECAUSE WE’RE AMERICA’S MOST WANTED 
WANTED 
  



 

(The band plays on as the actors dance off. The band finishes up and takes a bow. 
Lights fade out.) 

THE END 


