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More Great Plays Available 

From OWP 
 

 

Poona the Fuckdog 
and other plays for children 

by Jeff Goode 
cast of 8-17, depending on doubling 

Synopsis: Once upon a time there was a Fuck Dog. Named 

Poona. Poona was a very lonely Fuck Dog until one day she 

was visited by her Fairy God Phallus and taught how to play a 

fun game in her big pink box. Poona suddenly becomes a very 

popular Fuck Dog! Poona's adventures take her to the Kingdom 

of Do (where nobody did) ruled by a powerful television set. 

She meets, among others, Suzy-Suzy Cyber Assassin, a thes-

pian shrub, lost space aliens, and she even talks to God! Poona 

finally grows old and must tell her fabulous story to all you 

little kiddies. 

 

 

You May Go Now 
by Bekah Brunstetter 

2 Males, 2 Females 

Synopsis:  Dottie has trained young Betty to be the perfect 

1950s housewife; to cook the perfect pot roast, to bake a gor-

geous seven-layer cake, to remove any stain. And tonight, 

Betty’s 18th birthday, it is time for Betty to go out into the 

world.  Only Dottie has failed to mention that the year is 2007, 

that the world is a vast and complex place, and that there is s 

reason she cannot abide being called 'Mother'. Ghosts from the 

past haunt the women and shatter their idyllic, if odd, exis-

tence. When a mysterious traveler is stranded at their home, he 

brings a revelation that forces Betty to choose between the love 

of her 'mother' and her freedom and sanity.  YOU MAY GO 

NOW is an adult fairy tale about a 'mother' and 'daughter' 

whose love is as real as it is destructive. 
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CAST OF CHARACTERS 

 

BEN (30’s-40’s) Novice playwright & 1st time director of the play-

within-the play.  Nervous.  Uncomfortable with other people, or large 

groups.  Not into conflict. Wears glasses.  Finds some strength, and 

survives the nightmare. 
 

BRAD/ MICK (30’s-40’s) Producer & actor in the play-within-the-

play.  Ego-driven fellow who fancies himself a ladies man, and an 

actor with chops.  Brad portrays Mick:  the homophobic, gun-

wielding father figure.  Both come to an untidy end. 
 

VICTORIA/ LIZ (30’s-40’s) She is an actress with range and has had 

some good reviews. She books jobs. A cougar in the bedroom.  Victo-

ria portrays Liz: The downtrodden mother in a faulty existence. Lived 

in Lincoln all her life.  Smokes cigarettes and tries to hold it all to-

gether.    
 

HOWARD/ TED (30’s-40’s) A forty something massively talented 

homosexual actor. He’s done Inge, Shakespeare and Beckett. And 

several young spear-carriers. Howard portrays Ted:  Mick’s simple, 

loveable brother.  A monstrous departure from Howard.  Both men 

are likeable and ultimately efficient. 
 

ROSE/ SHEILA (30’s-40’s) Rose is an intelligent earth-mother les-

bian, who smokes too much weed and drinks a lot.  She likes the thea-

tre. And she has amazing range.  She is Ben’s guardian.   Rose plays 

Shelia: A smart-talking, dick-happy, born again Christian, cocktail 

waitress. Both characters die in the play.  We must love them.   
 

PFEIFFER/ BARB (20’s) Maniacal young actress who stops at noth-

ing.  She plays Barb: High School cheerleader in a redneck town. 

Both are sexually aggressive, and a bit dangerous. 
 

NIKKI/ CLOVER (20’s) Young, attractive, vapid actress who has no 

idea she reeks of sex.  She plays the innocent Clover; reluctant cheer-

leader and love interest to Young.  More flower child than cheer-

leader. More lovely than anything. 
 

PATRICK/ YOUNG (20’s) Fresh-faced actor from out of town. At-

tractive, but awkward. He plays Young; the high school senior bent 

on getting the girl by becoming a cheerleader.  Young is uncomfort-

able with his home life.  Ben’s alter ego. 
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7 REDNECK CHEERLEADERS was originally presented by The Ele-

phant Theatre Company in Hollywood, California on August 5, 2005.  

The production was directed by Amy French; scenery by Elephant 

Stageworks; costumes by Ronda Dynice Brooks; lighting by Bosco 

Flanagan; sound by Christopher Game; Cheer Track Composition by 

Shawn Parker; and Competition Choreography by Melissa Miles. The 

production Stage Manager was Shannon Simonds. 

 

The original alternating cast was as follows: 

 

BEN   Louis Jacobs, Don Cesario 

BRAD/ MICK  Dave Fofi, David Franco 

ROSE/ SHEILA  Dylan Jones, Cheryl Huggins 

VICTORIA/ LIZ  Alexandra Hoover, Mim Drew 

HOWARD/ TED  Tom Stanczyk, Brenden Conner 

NIKKI/ CLOVER Zibby Allen, Etienne Eckert 

PFEIFFER/ BARB Kerry Carney, Katherine James 

PATRICK/ YOUNG Dan McCoy, Jimmy Walker Pearson 
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7 REDNECK CHEERLEADERS 
 

ACT I 

 

(A stage.  It is set with a few black boxes, a chair, a table, and a lad-

der…we are in a theatre.  There is a warm glow.   
 

Ben enters from the entrance to the theatre, and takes a seat in the 

audience.  Possibly a latecomer for the evening’s show.  He is a like-

able guy, nervous; he wears glasses.  Finally, he moves to center 

chair.) 
 

BEN:  Growing up, I had this crazy aunt. Aunt Lottie.  She carried her 

bourbon and coke in a large, green Tupperware cup.  And she’d 

squeeze my forearm, and say, “Write me a story.” As a kid, I was 

always sitting in a corner, writing some little story, and she was sup-

portive of that.  I think she thought me to be artistic.  And I wasn’t 

typically surrounded by artistic types, if you know what I mean.    But 

that’s okay.  I’m only half redneck.  Most Americans are at least a 

little bit.  Except for Jews.  I try to conjure up a redneck Jew in my 

head, and it just doesn’t make sense.  My dad always said I should’ve 

been a Jew.  And he hates Joan Rivers, so you can imagine my sad-

ness.  But anyway, decades later, after I’d completed my first play, 

and Aunt Lottie lay dying in the hospital bed, with a copy of my script 

in her arms, she pushed a painted fingernail at me and said, “This is 

damn good, Benjamin.  Lotsa nasty cussing, but that’s okay.  You 

make it happen.  And direct it yourself.”  “What?” I said.  “Get to-

gether some friends, and have some fun,” she said, “and you should 

direct!”  And then she died.  Due to complications from a breast aug-

mentation.  She was seventy-two. And later on, in a dream, she said it 

to me again, “Direct it yourself.”  (The rest of the cast appears and 

take their places on the stage.) And I always thought you should pay 

attention to your dreams.  So there you are.  So I started searching Los 

Angeles for a place to stage this little redneck play.  There was the 

Hudson, the Complex, the NoHo Arts District…then one day…. 
 

BRAD:  (Quick spot up on Brad.) I’d been eavesdropping on this 

guy’s conversation with this lesbian at Trader Joe’s. He was telling 

her about this play he’d written, and how he was looking for a way to 

get it produced.   
 

BEN:  Out of nowhere, near the Pirate’s Bootie popcorn, this guy asks 

me if I needed a place to put on my play.   
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BRAD:  Well, I’m an actor, first and foremost, but I happened to be 

operating this sweet little theatre rental, on the east side of Holly-

wood.  And I had some down time.   
 

BEN:  This producer guy was also an actor, and I told him maybe 

even there was a part that he could play. 
 

BRAD:  I made a shit load of money doing a commercial for a men’s 

sexual supplement designed to significantly enhance performance and 

prowess.  I can’t say the name, but it rhymes with ShmyAgra.  Made 

me some dough, you better believe it.  So, I didn’t have to worry if the 

play tanked.  Now is the winter of our discontent, man.   
 

BEN:  So that worked out nice.  And then, of course, we had audi-

tions, and finally settled on seven, terrific, inspiring actors.  A little 

congregation of misfits ready to become someone else.   
 

(Lights bump up on cast of Seven Redneck Cheerleaders.  They speak 

as if appearing on “Actor’s Studio” or a reality TV show interview.  

Dreamy.  Hot lights.  Actors come alive.) 
 

NIKKI:  Hi!  Oh my god.  So, okay, my agent calls me up and asks 

me if I could play a cheerleader.  She said I needed some experience 

on stage.  I’m like whatevs.  So, I put on total pigtails and went to the 

audition. 
 

PFEIFFER:  Within four months of moving here from Barstow, I be-

came totally bulimic/anorexic.  Because I knew that all the great ac-

tresses are skinny with big heads. I’d have scrambled eggs and bacon, 

marmalade on toast, and ten laxatives for breakfast; it didn’t kill me.     
 

HOWARD:  Well, I was shopping for my cheese at my local Whole-

foods… 
 

VICTORIA:  Well, I was at Angel City Yoga, in Sava Sana, and my 

cell phone rang… 
 

HOWARD:  And I was reading an audition notice in the trades, for a 

waiver play about rednecks.  Or cheerleaders or gun racks.  And I 

remember thinking, “where does Wholefoods keep the damn Camem-

bert?”  Isn’t that something? 
 

VICTORIA:  I flew out of the yoga studio as fast as I could, and 

phoned my agent immediately. 
 

ROSE:  When you lose interest in the whole “claim your woman-

hood”, willowy voiced, don’t shave your pits or your pubes, goddamn 

Birkenstock wearing, Lilith-fair bullshit, you begin to think maybe 

you want a home.  In the theatre.  As many lesbians do. 
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PATRICK:  I was raised in Seattle, and I don’t know, Los Angeles is 

okay.  But it’s kind of like sunny all the time. 
 

HOWARD:  So, for the life of me, I absolutely could not find the 

Camembert.  I immediately sought the help of a strapping stock clerk 

with freckles, and dungarees, hanging from his hipbones. 
 

NIKKI:  And at the reading we had at Ben’s apartment, I’m all, “Ben, 

I seriously don’t know what’s happening in this scene.”  And he’s 

like, “just pretend you’re in the situation and it’s actually happening 

to you.”  Oh my god. 
 

ROSE:  I have a fabulous two and a half foot glass bong, one hit from 

which will make you sing Georges Bizet’s Carmen and pull out your 

vibrator. 
 

VICTORIA:  I’ll tell you; when you’re doing Evadne, widow of Ca-

paneus, in a passable production of The Suppliant Women, at The 

Odyssey Theatre, and your wig falls off, you find a way to get 

through the scene.  
 

HOWARD:  Ironically, though he “saved my day!” and brought me 

directly to the Camembert, all I could think was; I’d just love to give 

him a rim job that would make his head cave in. 
 

PFEIFFER:  Ben, our director, is a Virgo.  And they say that any guy 

whose astrological sign is Virgo is probably gay.  Which is total Bull-

shit! 
 

PATRICK:  I haven’t read the whole script yet. They usually take a 

while to sink in.  This one’s so sad. 
 

NIKKI:  But Pfeiffer, like, this guy that my friend Bonnie’s sister 

Kelly dated was a Virgo, and she said he liked it when she put a finger 

in his butt during sex, but he wasn’t gay; he was from Rhode Island. 
 

PFEIFFER:  Nikki, if Ben wanted me to stick a finger in his butt, I 

totally would.  You don’t even know. 
 

BEN:  The cast was a capable group of individuals. I felt that they 

were amazingly capable.  Talented.  Snappy dressers.  (Exits.)  
 

(Actors begin moving about the stage, finding home base for their 

belongings, etc.  Peas and carrots.) 
 

NIKKI:  Oh my gosh, I never imagined heaven like that.  Death seems 

so far away. 
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ROSE:  Well, you’re young.  Yeah honey, for me, its Lesbian 

Heaven.  Barbara Stanwyck and Kate Hepburn shooting hoops.  

Maybe Eleanor Roosevelt, kicking back, with her big, beautiful smile.  

Sign me up! 
 

NIKKI:  Oh my god.  Gross.  Who’s Eleanor Roosevelt? 
 

PATRICK:  You don’t know who Eleanor Roosevelt was?  She was 

like- the mother on Good Times, right? 
 

ROSE:  She was one of the first ladies, sweetie.  Lots of personality. 
 

HOWARD:  Jackie O, darling, was the only president’s wife that ever 

needs to be discussed.   
 

PFEIFFER:  Didn’t her eyes point in different directions? 
 

HOWARD:  Hush your button.  That woman put Oleg Cassini and the 

pillbox hat on the map. 
 

BRAD:  You actors plan on rehearsing today? 
 

PATRICK:  Um yeah, that’s why I showed up.  We’re waiting for 

Ben. 
 

BRAD:  Oh good.  Cuz I want to see some acting.  (To Victoria.)  I’ve 

heard some of you are truly, talented actors. 
 

VICTORIA:  Well, you should trust your sources. 
 

BRAD:  Should I? 
 

(Ben, wearing a jacket, enters with a script, tripping at the lip of the 

stage.  He collects himself.) 
 

BEN:  Good evening everyone.  Sorry I’m late.   
 

PFEIFFER:  I hope you like apples, Ben.  (She gives him an apple.) 
 

BEN:  Thanks, Pfeiffer.  That’s nice.  So, great reading last night.  

Now, we’ll put it on its feet.  Let’s start at the very beginning. 

(Moving some blocks to create a sofa.) So, places, everyone.  Just 

move, you know, organically.  For now.  Everyone set? 
 

BRAD:  The question is, Ben, are you set? 
 

BEN:  I think so.  Brad.  Thanks.  Okay, and Patrick?   
 

(Ben takes a seat in the audience, or center aisle. Patrick performs 

this in a center chair.) 
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YOUNG:  Webster describes family as “descendants of one common 

ancestor” or “parents and their children” and wouldn’t you…line. 
 

BEN:  You have a script. 
 

YOUNG: “You have a script.”   
 

BEN:  In your hand. It has the words you’re supposed to say. 

(Mumbling.) Something I came up with. 
 

YOUNG:  Oh, right.  Okay, so.  My parents are Liz and Mick.  Mom 

and Dad, I guess.    Actually, most of the time I call them other things.  

But that’s never out loud.  I’m just a seventeen-year-old, senior in 

high school, being me.  Hanging out.  Mostly I keep to myself and try 

to get by and pretend my life is, you know, all that TV at eight 

o’clock says it’s supposed to be.  With a carefree attitude and credit 

cards and some fucking survival of the fittest attitude, that leaves your 

breath smelling good and your life is heaven.  I’m all for it.  But 

mostly I want to graduate from high school and get the hell out a 

dodge.  And so, I give you, my father Mick and my Uncle Ted.  (Out 

of character.)  That sucked.  Sorry Ben. Am I supposed to be…?  

Who Am I talking to? 
 

BEN:  Everyone.  You’re talking to everyone.  But, that’s fine. We’ll 

get it. Let’s keep it going.  (Patrick moves off.)   
 

MICK:  Yeah, brother!  I am so fucking goddamn mother fucking 

sure you got yourself some ‘a that.  He he he. 
 

TED:  I ain’t lyin’. 
 

MICK:  Fucking liar. 
 

TED:  I ain’t lyin’, fucker. 
 

MICK:  Right.  (Slugs Ted..) 
 

TED:  Right. 
 

MICK:  Whatever, fuck wad.  (Slugs Ted harder. And proceeds to 

engage him in a head lock.) 
 

TED:  Ow. Why don’t you suck my ass?  (Howard pulls away an-

grily.) 
 

BEN:  Okay.  Okay.  Okay. Let’s hold it there.  Everyone take a min-

ute.  Okay, um, Brad?  It’s good.  It’s good.  But. 
 

BRAD:  But what? 
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BEN:  Well, Mr. Producer, and by the way, thank you for the space; 

it’s going to be great.  So, in the beginning, I’d like there to be a sense 

that… 
 

BRAD:  Am I too much of a man for you? 
 

BEN:  Yeah, uh, you seem violent right here.  It’s really kind of too 

amped up.  And- 
 

BRAD:  Patrick’s monologue sucks.  Really.  Not one nuance. 
 

BEN:  I’ll tell him. But, this scene.   
 

BRAD:  Why can’t you let me act? 
 

BEN:  Well, I am.  And it’s good. But, this scene; it’s too intemperate.   

They’re not really trying to kill each other. 
 

BRAD:  Who said? 
 

BEN:  The playwright.  Me.  And I kind of think it should have a light 

touch here.  Despite the fact that they’re quarreling. 
 

BRAD:  Well, what I was thinking was that maybe there’s another 

way to look at things. 
 

HOWARD:  Brad, Brad, Bra-ad. 
 

BRAD:  All I’m saying, Ben honey, is that I don’t really see it that 

way.  You know? How about this?  We do the scene, and you watch 

and listen; until we’re finished. Scribble some notes, whatever; flot-

sam and jetsam.  And then you can come along, and confuse us with 

your drivel. 
 

BEN:  I most certainly will.  Brad.  Great, does anyone else have any-

thing? Good, let’s go.  From Mick and Ted,  “right”…  
 

(Ben leaves the stage.  Brad and Howard are as before, on top of 

Ben’s “right.”) 
 

MICK:  Right.   (Slugs Howard.) 
 

TED:  Right. 
 

MICK:  Whatever, fuck wad.    
 

TED:  Why don’t you suck my ass? 
 

MICK:  Why don’t I go next door and ask little Sheila myself?    
 

TED:  She won’t tell you nothin’.   
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MICK:  I know, cuz there’s nothing to tell. 
 

TED:  Asshole, I’ll bet you ten bucks I nailed Sheila in the front seat 

of my— 
 

MICK:  There ain’t no back seat in a pick up- 
 

TED:  -pick up! 
 

MICK:  Dip shit.  That’s why they call it a pick up. 
 

TED:  So what?  Cuz, you know what?  You only got one nut.  So 

there.  (Snorts.) 
 

MICK:  Like that makes any goddamn difference.  You just can’t ad-

mit you’re a lame-ass looser and Sheila Perkins wouldn’t do you if 

you was at the end of a ten foot dick; which, come to think of it, she 

definitely would, cuz she’s a whore and that’s why she’s a waitress at 

The Weeping Willow in the first place. 
 

LIZ:  (Entering and coming between them.)  Quit your goddamn bel-

lyaching, Jesus!  I can’t hear myself think!  
 

(Blackout.  Banjo music. Actors vanish. Lights come back up to focus 

on Brad and Howard, who speak privately while they ‘warm up’. 

They have adjusted costumes slightly.) 
 

BRAD:  Yeah, so Victoria and I went to the pier last night. (He may 

work with a large pole in his warm up.) 
 

HOWARD:  Oh, did you. 
 

BRAD:  Yeah, because she lives in Santa Monica. And I like Santa 

Monica. 
 

HOWARD:  Oh, I do too. 
 

BRAD:  She wanted to ride the Ferris wheel.   
 

HOWARD:  Isn’t that darling.   
 

BRAD:  And I thought, that’s hot; kind of cozy, kind of adventurous.  

Of course, her license plate says LA ACTRESS, so you know I’m 

already on a fucking roller coaster.  
 

HOWARD:  Fasten your seat belts!   
 

BRAD:  Right? I mean, actresses, man.  It’s like ten women in one.   
 

HOWARD:  Oh, at least that many. 
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BRAD:  Right?  But, Victoria’s fucking sweet. Ya know?  Serious 

shit; this tomato walks into rehearsal and I’m ready for take off. 
 

HOWARD:  Houston, we have an erection! 
 

BRAD:  Do you have a girlfriend? 
 

HOWARD:  No.  Did you have someone in mind? 
 

BRAD:  No. Just wondering. 
 

HOWARD:  Well, thanks for the looking out for me. 
 

BEN: (Entering.  Victoria also enters, from up.) Victoria!  Hey, I 

brought you a laundry basket. 
 

VICTORIA:  Thank you, Ben. 
 

BEN:  Oh, maybe we’ll wait on that.  You’re still carrying a script. 
 

VICTORIA:  Nonsense, it’ll give me something to do. (Speaking like 

Shirley Temple.) 
 

BEN:  Oh. 
 

BRAD:  She’s a pro, Ben.   
 

BEN:  Great.  So, whenever you’re ready, Victoria.  (Sound cue, per-

haps the theme from Deliverance)  Oh, no, no, no, Shannon.  We’re 

going to hold off on that.  Just a little premature.  Sorry.  Okay, so 

let’s continue.  When you’re ready. 
 

LIZ:  (More costume, as if we’re further into the rehearsal process. 

She will pantomime folding laundry.)  Well, I sure hope to Christ you 

two’re finished with all your bullshit.   
 

MICK:  He’s finished all right.  You know, Ted, one of these days 

you’re gonna kill someone.  Just plain kill someone.  I don’t know 

how or why, and it’ll be a accident cuz you’re too much of a dummy 

to make something actually happen on purpose.  And they’re gonna 

hall your ass to jail for murder.  And it won’t even be your fault.  
 

TED:  Well, that’s pretty stupid. 
 

LIZ:  Yeah, it is, Mick. Now, why don’t you shut your pie hole, and 

go get me some hamburger from Whitey’s.  
 

MICK:  You sure are pretty when you’re being a bitch. 
 

LIZ:  Don’t make me stab you in the ball with a fork. 
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TED:  Is it true Young’s being on the cheerleading squad? 
 

MICK:  What’d he say? 
 

LIZ:  He didn’t say nothin’.  Shut your face Ted, and go find a place 

to live. 
 

TED:  God damn it! I did have a place to live.  And I didn’t mind 

stayin’ over at Beaver Black’s, cept that it ended up being a metham-

phetamine lab in his taxidermy shed behind the trailer.  Do you know 

what that smells like?  My truck’s a whole lot better than that situa-

tion, I’ll tell you.  But anyways, Beaver’s little sister said Young was 

going out for the cheerleading team cuz they were having boys on it 

this year.  To lift the girls up in the air.  
 

MICK:  Wait a goddamn minute.  No son of mine is being a cheer-

leader. 
 

TED:  Well, that’s what she said when I was helping Beaver with that 

septic tank on Friday. 
 

LIZ:  It’s not a big deal, Mick.  He’s already been practicing a week.  

And he says he’s workin’ real hard.   
 

MICK:  Get me a beer, Liz. 
 

LIZ:  Just go to Whitey’s first.  
 

MICK:  Sure, and maybe I’ll drive by Lincoln High with my rifle, and 

watch my son practice his kicks with the other girls. 
 

LIZ:  Now, ya know he couldn’t be on the swim team this year again, 

cuz the pool got closed down. 
 

TED:  Why’s that? 
 

LIZ:  Shittin’.  Because people were letting their babies shit in it last 

summer, and it got disgusting filthy, so they had to shut it up. 
 

MICK:  Haven’t they heard of chlorine? 
 

LIZ:  It don’t matter.  The diseases they got these days don’t care 

about chlorine.  Now get your ass to Whitey’s.  And get me a pack of 

Winston’s while you’re at it. 
 

MICK:  Well, Young’s not being a goddamn cheerleader.  And that’s 

all I got to say!   
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VICTORIA: (Out of character.  Enamored.)  I believe it’s your exit 

now. 
 

BRAD:  (Out of character, a flirtation.) I was waiting for you to join 

me. 
 

VICTORIA:  Well, aren’t you courtly.  Isn’t he courtly, Ben? 
 

BEN:  Nobody’s courtlier.  Good job with the scene.  It’s really com-

ing alive. 
 

BRAD:  Oh, it’s coming alive, Benny.  It pulses and it spits fire. 
 

BEN:  Okay. 
 

(Brad and Victoria exit.  Pfeiffer, Nikki and Patrick filter in.) 
 

BEN:  Okay; Nikki, Pfeiffer.  Top of the scene, please.  Nikki, good 

work last week, with the… 
 

NIKKI:  Oh, yeah.  Thank you so much, Ben!  (Nikki hugs Ben.  Pfeif-

fer glares, gives Ben another apple.. Ben fades off somewhere.) 
 

(Lights up on Redneck house.  The actors work without scripts.) 
 

BARB:  Okay, you guys, let’s take it from the top.  Try and remember 

the moves. 
 

CLOVER:  Thanks for taking charge, Barb.  You rule. 
 

BARB:  Shut up, Clover.  You’re doing great. Okay.  Ready, and one, 

two, three, four:  (They do a cheer; sluggish, but choreographed 

sharply in a simple manner.) 
 

BARB, CLOVER, YOUNG: 

Here’s mud in your eye, here’s mud in your eye! 

Here’s mud in your eye, here’s mud in your eye! 

Toss ‘em, fight ‘em, kick ‘em, throw ‘em, 

Hit ‘em, bite ‘em, lick ‘em, show ‘em, 

We’ll fight you til you die! 

We’ll fight you til you die!   

Gooooooooooo ZEBRAS!!! 
 

BARB:  Clover, are you even paying attention?  
 

CLOVER:  Ow!  I’m paying attention, Barb.  What’s wrong? 
 

BARB:  Whatever.  Let’s do the second one. 
 

YOUNG:  Dude, why’re you tripping out? 
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BARB:  I’m so not tripping out.  Am I Clover?   
 

CLOVER:  No. 
 

BARB:  That’s what I thought.  Ready!?  Okay!! 
 

ALL:  

(This cheer is faster, more confident.) 

We got spirit, yes we do!  We got spirit, how bout you? 

We got moves and kicks and torture, 

We’ll bury you like horticulture! 

Run, run, the devil’s gonna get ya! 

Run, run, your mama’s ugly! 

Go on home and go to bed, 

Otherwise you’ll end up dead! 
 

BARB:  That was so really great you guys!  That was totally, totally, 

totally, totally epic! (Bouncing off the walls and others.) 
 

CLOVER:  Jeez.  I think I’m getting it! 
 

YOUNG:  It was sweet.  Totally. 
 

BARB:  Well, it is my third year in Varsity, but I practice like four 

times a day too.  We could totally qualify for state competitions in 

Anaheim and Disneyland, if our school could afford to fly us there.  

But whatever.  Do you have any beer?  Let’s have a total beer!  

C’mon, you guys!  Open your heart to me, baby, I hold the lock and 

you turn the key… Ow. (Pfeiffer exits towards kitchen, singing 

Madonna, head pulsing, bumping into walls.) 
 

BEN: (Entering from the back of the house. Lights change.)  Okay.  

Let’s take a minute here.  Pfeiffer, come here, if you would.  You 

guys can take a break.  Great.  Um, you’re doing really great. 
 

PFEIFFER:  Oh my god, look what it is!  Ben! (She finds an eyelash 

on his cheek, presents it to him to make a wish. He blows.)  I hope all 

your dreams come true. Thanks, but Nikki has it so much better than I 

do, doesn’t she?   
 

BEN:  No, no, not at all.  I just wanted to say be careful during this 

scene about… upstaging yourself.   I know Barb’s trying to be the 

expert cheerleader.  But keep the blocking sort of clean, you know? 
 

PFEIFFER:  Yeah, no, yeah.  Help me with this, Ben.  Am I doing it 

all wrong?  I mean, maybe my character isn’t trying to impress 

Young.  What do you think? 
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BEN:  No, she wants to impress him, sure.  All I’m saying is to- I 

mean, there are concerns with safety, and I’m getting a sense that 

you’re a spinning top, or a jack in the box, or a giant wrecking ball. 
 

PFEIFFER:  Shut it!  Do you think I suck?  I mean, if you want to 

recast the part, it’s totally out of my hands.  But I’ll give you any-

thing.   
 

BEN:  No, I’m not saying that.  No.  God, no.  You’re wonderful.  

Really.  Just, you know, be careful.  That’s all. 
 

PFEIFFER:  Whatever.  Okay.  No, I’m good. 
 

BEN:  It’s really late, so… 
 

PFEIFFER:  Yeah.  Totally, let’s go.  Red leather, yellow leather.  

Red leather, yellow leather… 
 

NIKKI:  Are you ready? 
 

PFEIFFER:  Of course I’m okay.  Get ready. 
 

BEN:  Okay!  Young, Clover; thanks guys.  Call for line if you need 

to.  Everyone’s set, and action.   
 

(Lights up in Redneck house. Young and the girls in the living room. 

Liz enters immediately.) 
 

YOUNG:  Hi Mom. 
 

LIZ:  Hi, Young. Hello. 
 

CLOVER:  Hi! I’m Clover. 
 

LIZ:  Clover. Hi. 
 

CLOVER:  Hi! 
 

LIZ:  Hi.  Are you guys wrecking the house? 
 

YOUNG:  Mom! 
 

CLOVER:  That’s a pretty top.  We gotta go.  Barb? 
 

BARB: (Entering from kitchen. She plays this towards Ben; suddenly 

still and inanimate. Heartbroken.) All right already!  This beer’s not 

very cold, but whatever.  Oh my god, hi!  You must be Young’s 

mom!  Oh my god, he’s so good at the cheers; he rocks!  C’mon Clo-

ver, I’m getting my period and I don’t have a plug.  Bye Young!  Nice 

to meet you, Young’s mom!  Let’s go, Clover!  (Exit.) 
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LIZ:  How was practice? 
 

YOUNG:  Good. Mrs. Badger worked us hard.  I’m getting kinda 

good at the catches. 
 

LIZ:  Oh yeah?  What are you catching? 
 

PATRICK:  (Pause.) Line? 
 

BEN:  Cheerleaders. 
 

PATRICK:  Oh yeah.  Fuck.  “Cheerleaders.”  It’s just not sinking in, 

Ben. 
 

BEN:  Yeah, I’m a little concerned.  So, from “what are you catch-

ing?” 
 

LIZ:  Oh, what are you catching? 
 

YOUNG:  Cheerleaders. 
 

LIZ:  Oh, that’s right.  Where they some of ‘em? 
 

YOUNG:  Yeah, Barb and Clover.  Clover’s the one liked your shirt.  

She’s in my third period writing class. 
 

LIZ:  Really.  What are you writing this year? 
 

YOUNG:  Stage plays.  
 

LIZ:  Oh, isn’t that different? 
 

YOUNG:  I guess. Mr. Baines said we should write about poor people 

because they’re interesting.  Clover’s writing an ironic play about this 

poor family in Michigan who skins rabbits for money.  And they’re 

registered Republicans. 
 

LIZ:  Well, what’s so interesting about that? 
 

YOUNG:  Ya got me. 
 

LIZ:  Well good, cuz I don’t think that just because people are poor, 

or vote for a couple of presidents from Texas, that that makes them 

interesting enough to make fun of or write a play about. 
 

YOUNG:  But she got accepted a Chico State, Mom.   
 

LIZ:  Young, yesterday your Uncle Ted told your Dad you’re on the 

cheerleading squad.  And I don’t think he got a big kick out of it.  I’m 

just sayin’. 
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YOUNG:  Mr. Baines said to never feel afraid that something is too 

trite or unimportant- 
 

LIZ:  Young. 
 

YOUNG:  Why’s he care if I’m a cheerleader? (The following should 

overlap.) 
 

LIZ:  Well shit, cuz they’re nothing but extremely manipulating sluts 

and prisses… 
 

YOUNG:  Whatever, not all of them- 
 

LIZ:  … who always date the dumb-ass captain of the football team.  

And then they go off to college… 
 

YOUNG:  College is totally. Like, just because we- 
 

LIZ:  And pledge a sorority and, before you know it, marry the head 

of a big insurance company and move outa town and never remember 

their friends. 
 

YOUNG:  So. 
 

LIZ:  So, the boys who are on the cheerleading squad in high school, 

with those girls, who’s parents run the god damn town and had some-

one put in jail for shoplifting a stupid mascara from a Jewish depart-

ment store, are the same boys who, even though they got “best 

dressed” in the yearbook, will eventually move to Frisco and run a 

leather bar and die of AIDS, because no one gave a crap. (Beat) Go 

wash your hands for dinner. (She violently swats a fly on the table 

with a swatter.) 
 

BEN:  Okay. Nice. Maybe a little less fly swatter. 
 

LIZ:  What’s that? 
 

BEN:  Maybe don’t swat the fly. 
 

LIZ:  Oh.  I don’t know.  It’s an action, Ben.  I was kind of thinking 

the action might be good.  Right about now.  Nothing’s really happen-

ing. 
 

BEN:  Nothing? 
 

LIZ:  Ben, I really can’t compromise this. 
 

BEN:  Okay. 
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(Lights change.  Almost immediately, the actors are dispersed about 

the stage, warming up.  Howard may be eyeing Patrick, and Brad 

stretches near Victoria.  Time has passed. Lights up.)   
 

BEN:  How’s everyone doing tonight?  Just under two weeks left.  

Everyone ready for  ‘hubcap’?   
 

ROSE:  Oh, we’ve got our mo-jo working, Benjamin. 
 

HOWARD:  I believe we are, Ben. 
 

BEN:  Thank you, Howard. 
 

VICTORIA:  All set, Benjamin. 
 

BEN:  Okay.  And lights up.  (Sound Cue; perhaps the theme from 

Deliverance, again)  No, Shannon, sorry, we decided not to do that.  

Sorry.  And, Victoria? 
 

(Lights adjust to Interior Redneck House.  Actors, costumes, and per-

haps the set indicate something closer to performance level.  Liz lights 

cigarette. She works with a box of hair dye. There is a knock at the 

door.) 
 

LIZ:  Who is it?  Who?  Ted, what the hell are ya doing? 
 

TED:  Where’s Mick? 
 

LIZ:  Mick and Young went to the dump for a hubcap, for the Chevy. 
 

TED:  I told Mick to go to Tiny Bob’s, out near Folsom Lake.  He 

gots rows of them hubcaps nailed up on his shack out back.  Hey, you 

going to Mick’s ball game tonight?  He’s playin’ Ernie Keys and the 

guys from the bowling alley. 
 

LIZ:  No, I’m gonna stay home and dye my hair.  
 

TED:  Ah, I think your hair is fine just the way it is. 
 

LIZ:  Ah, thanks Teddy. (Sound of a truck engine outside.)  Well, that 

sounds like Mick’s truck.  I hope they brought home a pizza, cuz I 

don’t have anything for supper.  (Mick enters with a pizza.) 
 

LIZ:  Did you get- 
 

MICK: (Interrupting.) You can pick- 
 

LIZ:  Did you get sausage, because I told you- 
 

MICK:  (Interrupting.) You can pick it- 
 


