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CHELSEA is a slightly nerdy looking girl in 12* grade. She is wearing goggles.
KATIE 15 in a tankiop and has no sajety equipment. She s aiso m IZ"" grade.
(The play begins with a science safety demonstration already in progress. Katie and Chelsea stand in front

uf e cluss, wilh a lab beadh in front of o that’s covered in varivus wpparad. And yes, it is “apparati,”
not “apparatuses.”)

RATIE. Ok, and hicre’s how 1o deal with a deep flesh wound without staining your jcans.
CHELSEA. Hey, that cut looks bad. Do you need medical attention?

KATIE. Not uiless thic doclor is reatly cule.

CHELSEA. This is a safety demonstration. [ don’t think that attitude’s very safe.
KATIE. Oh, a cute doctor is always a safc bet i my book.

CHELSEA. Well, 'm going to stick with reading the lab manual. And it says to seek medical attention for
any cut that bleeds more than one mmute,

KATIE. This brings me to another important lesson in the Girls Guide to Science: ignore downers with
their lostng attitude. like this nerd. If vou dream vou can achieve. vou’ll reach for the stars.

CHELSEA. (flipping through the book) What are you talking about? Where are you getting this from?
KATIE. Girl power!

CHELSEA. (pulling Katie aside) How did you get assigned to do the freshman science ortentation,

myway?

KATIE. Iworked a little something out. If I do this, I don’t have to serve my 29 detentions that I got for
wearing revealing outfits.

CHELSEA. So you’re working off skank time.

KATIE. Ub hud

CHELSEA. Ttake this seriously, so... just don’t do anything too stupid.
KATIE. Gweenms to agiee) Ve

CHELSEA. (begins again)Ok, now, if you’re going to do a combustion reaction, then you need a safety
hih, aogates, and a profective hood,

KATIE. And a fiery new lip gloss! Yowza.
CHELSEA. [ thought we agreed on no stupidity. Besides, make-up s & oo! of the oppressors.

KATIE. Geek.



CHELSEA. What was that?

KATIE. {sing-song) Geek patrol

CHELSEA. Pardon me while I try not to burst into flames.

KATIE (ehokes heod) Vou will never have to worry about heing too hot
CHELSEA. Hey. Ihave a boyfriend. -

KATIE. What's his name? Chosior?

CIELSEA. CyberStud82. Ile’s my... online boyfriend.

KALLL. (shocked by the iameness of this) Wow. if L was capabie of feeling pity, you wouid be getung so
much right now.
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KATIE. But instead, you get the big Whatever, freak! (She does the hand signal to accompany this.) Now
ladies, let’s burn something. (She looks through her equipment) Compressed hvdrogen. Do not expose to
flame. Oh, this’il be swell. (She begins 10 light it.) Now, remember, point the canister away from your
face when you're lighting (She obviously points it towards Chelsea).

CHELSEA. for a foreed participant, you re pretty into this... hey, wart, what are you doing? Compressed
Hy- Oh my god (scrambles for goggles)

CHELSEA. Ow! That was my face!

KATIE. Don’t worry. Computer geeks don’t need faces anyway.

CHELSEA. That really stings.

EATIE The truth hurts habe.

CHELSEA. No, I mean my wound, on my face.

EATHE Tauess vou should have been wearing vour nerd hib.

CHELJSEA The lab bib doesn’t cover my face.

KATIE Toaese it shonld then

CHELSEA. T guess you should have not shot a giant column of flame at my eye!

. . e
HATIE, But Imissed, didn"t L
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CHELSEA. Your ditziness isn’t just annoying anymore. You're becoming one dangerous skank.

VATIE Vou're Smnv when vou're selfirishtenns. Do von smell that?

CHELSEA. Smell what?

KATIE Tike hyming hair
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CIELSEA. fpausey My hair iz on fire, ian't it
KATIE. (completely unaffected) Uh huh.
CHELSEA. wighss Pl go svak if m the toilel
KATIE. You might say you’re learned to a crisp!

CIELSEA. hate you.

KATIE. Remember girls, always wear your goggles! Get one with different colored bands, so they’ll
match vour designer Iab apron

CHELSEA. (disgruntled growl) Ugh.

UHhile Chelsea is gone, Kuiie tries iv sel ap an experiment ferself, bul ends up cusing trouble s
KATIE. Welcome back, brainy half!

CHELSEA. Shut it, syphiitic half.

KATIE. Rarr.

CHELSEA. Don’t D' alfowed o be disgruntivd because § just fiad to stick iy face mto s toilot that had
several tasteful limericks on the wall about “the sound and the fury” of the stall’s previous patrons.

KATIE. The next stall over has some great nursery rhymies in it.

CHELSEA. I'dlike it if we didn’t discuss the bathroom the bathroom. In fact, don’t say anything to me,
period. Me and my singed follicles are just not in the mood. For you or vour charming ignorance.

KATIE. Yo, take a chill pill.

CHELSEA. The oaly pill I'll be wking is my birth control... which is Just for my complexion.
KATIE. Duh.

CIELSEA. T'm sure you're not taking that particular medication.

KATIE. Right... because 'm not a ho.

CHELSEA. Yeah, ok, Yuu'rea ho.

KATIE. Thatsnice. I guess because I'm not Mrs. Wizard, I must be spreading my dumb little legs for
every jock that has hie own car.

CHELSEA. Or if his dad has a cool car.

SATIE. Whatever. Just stop anpregnating ine with your mind.

CHELSEA. (pause) That is the strangest thing a person has ever said to me.
diney buih putise, aid look ot the “aadience” of freshmen.)

KATIE. We should stay on track.



CHELSEA. Yes. Yes we should.

KATIE. (clears throal) Remember, never mix a low pH acid with a high pH base. 1 have a little saying to
remember it if you e fai with an §, then boys won'i jike you, but if you re Sat with the pil, ihen you're
phat with a ph!

CHET SFA  That inst made my brain die.

KATIE. Iknow, isn’t it so deep?

CHELSEA Deeply distirbing, ves,

KATIE. Mmmm, right. Let’s mix stuff. -

CHELSEA You can check your formulas with the periodic table.

KATIE. Mine’s laminated!

CHELSEA. My heatt overflows with costasy at the thought of your plastic coated potiodic twble. Oh may |
touch 1t? Please? May I be blessed with the brilliance of your laminated warmth?

KATIE Nope.

CHELSEA. I would have just tom it in half anyway.

KATIE. Youcan't - that's why it's lanunated. Uk, so the pertodic wbie. it's iike a wardrobe, very
coordinated. This side of the periodic table is like the blues, the transition metals are your fall colors, and
non-metals and metalloids are your blacks and whites. Anyway, the periodic table is jost like your closet at
home.

CHELSEA. If at home you happen to have a closet of death.

KATIE. That's righl! imagine reaching for your favorite miniskirt and watching as it dissolves straight
through to your bones. How fashionable you’ll be in chemistry class when you know about your periods!

CHELSEA. ! think vosu just jumped over to 2 health olass lesson,
KATIE. Ewww gross. We're talking about science here.
CHELSEA. Twonder . have vou ever read a hook?

KATIE. Like... the whole thing?

CHEYL SEA. Like, yenh

KATIE. Does War & Peace count?

CHELSEA. ... I suppose it does.

KATIE: It was erther read that or go oat with this totally disgusting guy Kevin. He had acne all down his
taek and Kis hair was parted right in the middle of Bz head  Wo wont 1o ono cvireort, Hike Hoohastank or
something, and then he tried to feel me up in the mosh pit. [ had to get rid of him somehow, so [ Jjust
pretended to read some Tolstoy... and I ended up actually reading it. What do you think of the Baron’s

motives in haok taa? Were they eingere? Vm not sore
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CHELSEA. Actuallv. . 1 haven'tread it
KATIE. Oh. It's good!
CHELSEA. Are you ready to vy fractional distillation”

KATIE. (sighs) Do I have a choice? (cell p/ione rings) Oh, I do! Excuse me. (she flips open the phone and
ANFWErY it)y

CHELSEA. Alright, you nced a source of power, a source of water,

KATIE. Ohmy god be did oot say that! They did what? [dide’t know you eould du that with o pumphin.
CHELSEA. Anda vacuu;lx, Then, you adjust the boiler,

RATIE Of course Ul be thore waight, Ul be cheeking out of loserville any second now,

CHELSEA. Acquire your acid from the teacher, and be very careful with it.

KATIE. Yeah wially. D just, fike, waiting for her to burn her fhce off or whatever so L have a chanice (o

dash.

CHEYT. ST A Yey

KATIE. (to C helséa) You heard me, Clarissa. (fo phone) Yeah, an 80’s joke. You gotta give these dorks
something to reference. So did vou find a Twister board for tonight vet? Uh huh. What about the Jello?
Ugh, 1 hate green. Whatever, we’ll deal. Just keep the pumpkins out of sight.

CHELSEA. This requires total concentration.

KATIE. This tramp is giving me so much bull. I gotta go. TTYL! (To Chelsea)y What’s up?

CHELSEA. Ok, now you have to hold the acid very steadily, and gt ready to fhp i ulo the solution. ..
have the distillation apparatus set up precisely, and then... hey, can you give me a hand here?

KATIE. Ne.

(There is an exchange of looks, and Katie finally accepts a beaker that Chelsea gives her)
CHELSEA. Just hold the beaker carelully, tike this (she puls hor hund on Kaiie s)
KATIE. Please don’t touch me.

CHELSEA. Ok, uh, aow, while watching the emperatuce and prossuce, stowly maaipulate the acid 3o that
it is directly above the boiling solvent.

KATIE Girls, make <ure vou have af least one aseky hanp-on who will do all this for v Tt saves so
much trouble.

CHELSFEA. (The experiment collapses) Ack!
KATIE. And gives you someone to blame.
CHELSEA. Um covered i acid! Are you happy? This Jemonsiralion reatly sucks.

KATIE. That's not a winning attitude.
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CHELSEA. You have the attitude of a mentally handicapped lemur!
KATIE. I'm just going to move along and forget your little tantrum.

CHELSEA. Yeah. I wish you would move along. But you won't. iShe grumbles a bit and waits for Katie
to keep going)

KATIE. Now, i most of these situations, its casicr 16 just ask & guy for a holp. T ey e much belter at
science anyway. Tests have proven it!

CHEI SFA - What are vou talking abort? Don’t tell them that!

KATIE. .
CHELSEA. Hold on This is demeaning to women. You've gone too far.

KATIE. (Ina suddenly intellectual tone) Please. Your feminist nay saying is so 1980°s. Isn’t it clear I'm
the postmodern rejection of all gender models, representing my disdain for all archetypes by replicating
them in 2 pastiche of kitsch and consumerism?

CHELSEA. (long pause) Skank, you did not just go there.

KATIE. Oh vezh, Nancy Reagan, T went there.

CHELSEA. That’s it! You’re about to get the business end of this pipette straight in your eye.

KATIE, Ohnovoudidn’t

CHELSEA. Then I'm going to titrate your brain!

KATIE. Suck my big long beaker, bahy.

CHELSEA. Make me.

KATIE. You.. wait Wehave to finish this demonstration

CHELSEA. (tryving to smiley Ok. Fine.

KATIE Mow. Hew bout you show the ladies how we prepare 2 solution of a metal in hydrochloric acid
CHELSEA. Tdon’t think you want to give me any acid just vet.

RATIE. Well thu Mrs Happypants, mix whatewer concoction you’d like.

CHELSEA. Ok This is how vou safely put together a solution of Sodium Prostitutide. [t’s my partner’s

favorite compound.

KATIE. Oh 1 have got to hear this.

CHELSEA, Toke vour hasker with distilled airhead.
KATIE. (grumbles under her breath)

CHET SEA T of’e inst miv a little <kank in

-

28



KATHL Look who's labelng wowmen sow
CHELSEA. A dash of smartass. ..
KATIE. Carelul, you don’t want to get the solulion o hypoeritical.

CHELSEA. If you don’t already have the appropriate spaghetti tops and frilly shirts, have vour mom and

Jdad go buy you some at Target.
KATIE. Hey, I don’thave a dad. Are you trying to make me feel bad for that too?
CHELSEA. Wail -

KATIE. Imean, first you criticize my postcolonial work of feminist protest art, then you try and drag my
family dowr ton?

CHELSEA. That’s not -

KATIE. My mom worked hard (o ratse mwe, it was hard on both of us.

CHELSEA. It doesn’t surprise me.

KATH. Yeah, well.

CHELSEA. Imean, it doesn’t surprise me that your Mom was too much of a hussie to keep a man around!
KATIE. You woll! My Dad died in the hine duty!

CHELSEA. Really...?

KATIE. Yes. It was tamible. A hclicoptor crash.

CHELSEA. Ohmy god.

KATIE. Yeah, God... @dou’treally do the whole God g anyinore cithior.

CHELSEA. So that’s why you got into science, huh? For your dad?

KATIE. That's part of it. [ mcan, tiere are cute dostors bou.

CHELSEA. I guess they are a nice bonus.

KATIE. Yeah ley, what’s your same? ' Katic,

CHELSEA. My name is Chelsea.

KATIE. Really? Because T thought it was “Gullible” for bolieving all that crap about my Jad.
CHELSEA. You skank! You evil, evil skank! (she snaps, lunges at Katie)

NATIE. Hold your horses! Ut back, T o nol golling i a cal Hght i frout of 84 freshien gils!

i)

CHELSEA. [don’t want to fight.

. N L P 3 I 3
KATIE. What olse voald you be duing?



CHELSEA. I was going to put you on the scale. You know, I was gonna find out how much your ass
welghed.

KATIE Why'd you wanna know?
CHELSEA. So I could see how much force it’d take to kick it.
KATIE Pmsorry, ok? Can vow hack off, please?

CHELSEA. You don’t get to boss me around. Just because you took Pete Peterson to the Junior prom when
he said he’d go with me first because he was the cool hot nerd and [ was the queen of the nerds so of course
! should go with him aid than we'd make sweat love in the back of his Honda Prefude with the weerer
sticker and our babies would grow up and go to harvard, vale, and maybe ambherst if they were artsy
drifters. Butno. He had to be the nerd who got the hot girl. And while you were making Pete feel like the

Ling of all dorkdom, dn vou now whe T went to prom with?

KATIE. No...

CHELSEA. Twent with 2 10® arader from the chess team! He waore shorts t the danee.
KATIE. Dress shorts?

CHELSEA. No. Cut offs,

KATIE. 'm sorry. But, uh, [ didn’t go there until this year. ['ve never met Pete.
CHFELSFA. Youmight as well have. How is Pete these daye Noes he still have the Preinde.
KATIE. Iguess...

CHELSBEA. How would vou know! You meant nothing to him. Uh Pete, 1'd do anything to be nuzzimg in
the hairy jungle of your chest again, your apelike arms squeezing me so tightly.

KATIE. Did you watch o lot of nuture videos as u hikd?

CHELSEA. (sighing out of love) 1 once gave an informational talk at the zoo about erangutans. I showed
#te Pete . heloved it Fihink he identified with the monkeys.

KATIE. Well, most men do.

CIELSEA. They're pigst That’s why the girls have to take over seience 50 we can rile the sarth

v
e

1

KATIE. 1like your style. Maybe we can be friends.

CHET SFA - Really? 1 neually don’™t make friends outside of the astrrmomy elub.
KATIE. Sure... there's just one thing I need you to do...

CIELSEA. What's that?

KATIE. (suddenly throwing flask at Chelsea) Eat this, you psycho!!
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Kinda real good.
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(Chelsea starts gnawing on arm )

KATIE. (Realizes she has to read the other side, does s0.) Methamphetamine. Uh oh.
CHELSEA. {uffering gnawed army You have gol to &y some.

KATIE. No thanks... too many carbs.

CHELSEA. Did you know you were 56 shiny?

KATIE. What?

CHELSLCA. You're like... a laminated me.

KATIE. Well, I do use conditioner.

CIHDLSEA. Ooolilibh... [ feel so.. sensual.

KATIE. Great.

CHELSEA. Who wants a body inassage?

KATIE. What did you just say?

CHELSEA. Body massage!

KATIE. Idon’t know... that would be nice. ..

CHELSEA. (Preparing bib, utensilsy Just lay down right here.

KATIE. Wait a minute.... are you gonna eat me?

CHELSEA. Ng, av, no at «ll.

KATIE. Then why did you just get out all that sodium?

CHELSEA. {puitses) Body suassage!

KATIE. Maybe this is a bad idea. (She gets up.)

CHELSEA. rolds hery No... Tve gotta cat you bofore this wears off

KATIE. Stll hallucinating, eh?

CHELSEA. Sure.

KATIE. Thendon’tdoit! You’ll regret it, I'm very fatty.(She sneaks out of Chelsea’s grip.)
CHELSEA. We bolli hiivw thal's srup. Thine di;iu vt setivod s siiost gogudar dish.

KATIE: Thinks of the carbs! The carbs! (She is about to be eaten when Chelsea suddenly reacts to

v,s}!.ue!!:ing Y

CLELSEA. (completely freaking outy Ahhhhh! Get them off of me! Oh jesus, they re everywhere, get
them off! .
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KATIE. What, what?

CHELSEA. The badgers! The evil badgers! (fearing at her clothes) how did they get into the back of my
shirt?!

KATIE. Idon’t know? What should I do!

say Ty
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(She begins to try prying the badgers out of her nose, eyes, etc.)

KATIH Weay et vh iast shake vour herd real hard and mavhe they’ W fy out
CIIELSEA. Ok! (She does this) Whoa! Look how many of them there are!
KATLE. Yeah. uh, that's a fot of badgers.

CHELSEA. [think I got them all... NO WAIT! (She tears at her leg for a few moments, then stops) Oh,

that’s not a badger. Thal's my leg.

KATIE. Well. You should be coming down now. Try and stay calm. Maybe I can get you some water, or
Like, whatever you give to total freaks when they go psycho.

CHELSEA. Oooooooh, you know what would be nice. Some figs. Some big old figs.
KATIE. Youreally think that figs are what you need?

CHELSEA. Baby, I need figs. I need them.

KATIE. Lot e see what T ean do.

(Katie leaves. Chelsea sees something and starts clawing at the air.)

KATIE. (eirming)y § actuatly found this, {ike, Zipios with somce old fig newions under the air conditionur,
y
I guess - what are you doing?

CHELSEA. Trying to rip 2 hole in space and time.

KATIE. Why?

CHELSEA. 1 think I'mi supposed o be a roman goddess. Ow! That sxe was pointy. Stupid Middle Ages.

Ooh, there’s Charlemagne. Hey Chaz!

VATIE {Leoning over ty lonky THD yov really. 7

CHELSEA. (Grabs Chelsea’s head) Gotcha! Noogies!

KATIE You fiendish olut! (They strapele ond neck over a lary

CHELSEA. Ohno! The ether!
KATIE. Gvsffingy Hunmaron. . L Bdak Dinight go (0 sloep now.

CHELSEA. No, youcan’t... uh, crap, what to do in this situation... crappity-crap-carp. Uh, Cafleine!

Dirink this cold pot of caffoe
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KATIE. Dude. like whatever. (she Jrmks ity Whaa, Totally un-mellon. (she starts 1o shiake)
CHELSEA. Too much! Uh... have some codine!
CATIE. Whaio do all diese drugs come from.

CHELSEA. The school district’s out of money, so they sold the chemistry department to Walmart. Thev
arve us all their evtra stuff

KATIE. Your eyes look kind of bloodshot.

CIHELSEA. Tactuad Iy cari L feed ity dyins ot lugb

KATIE. Maybe you should have some codine too.

CHELSEA. Yeah, and some caffcine! (She takes buth

(Both girls are feeling the effects of the drugs)

KATIE. Tleel like a hamster in the dishwasher.

CHELSEA. Iknow how you feel. Just how you feel.

KATIE. ... Yeuh?

CHELSEA I just keep thinking about all the things that are different between us, and I feel like they
shouldn’t he different, ke we can make them the same if we jnst work hard and do it vou know  We can
Just do it! See, like take my hand, and your hand, and put them together and its like we’re one person. Do
you feel 1t? Our oneness?

KATIE Swe!

CHELSEA. Oh! Oh you do, Katie, 'm happy! Maybe we can be friends on this special day of oneness.
KATIE, Uh..

CHELSEA. And I think it all comes from when I didn’t really have a good male role model growing up,
that T thonght T was very female, snd everything was female, so ¥ve always just tried to, vou know, be 2
good female, as opposed to a bad male, and I’ve never wanted to be a good person. But now I want to be a
good person. (she is nervously moving something back and forth, flicking a pen, doing many sorts of
randem little eventy.)

KATIE. Good, good. I'm glad for your... goodness.

CHELSEA. Now, if { could just get this pon to clivk tn tne o Gus othc poie (She trics to click them
Iogether, but her shakiness and jumpiness make this very difficulty ACK! Caffeine headache... must find
more...

{Chelsea reackwes wp atd drinks some random botle)
KATIE. No, wait! Ah, screw it. (She drinks it as well, and becomes quite delusional) You.

CIELSEA. Me?

KATIE. You're the one.
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CHELSEA. The one?
KATIE The one who mit my hamster in the Jdishwasher.

CHELSEA. 1don’t think that actually happened.

ATy

RATIL. Whatever. IR slap you silly with this Goul. {from fere on, wll fish are imagined, dihough iie

Sfighting is real)
CHET SEA Hey! Yoy atole that trout from my solloction,
KATIE. Yes, that’s right, I'm wailing on you with your own trout. Feel the pain!

CHi:L5iA. it bumns! it burns with the power of fish! itow far t've fallen . except, | fight back with a red
snapper! Weren't expecting that, were you? Your face is looking a bit... red, Katie!

NATIE. As you slip on s baitacuda ihat I've shyly plaved underneaih yous feet,

CHELSEA. Craﬁy But what you don't know is that I replaced all your barracuda with pseudo traction-
enhunced barmcmdas . or tractobarrapsendas, for short,

KATIE. Damn you! Foiled again. But this bass behind my back will knock you to the ground.
CHELSEA. 'l see your bass and raise you 2 flying octopus - flying at vour face, that is!

KATIE. Octopt are no match for me - I'm too little and quick for them to stop me.

KATIE Plys Ihave this electric eel that Fose a5 3 o gnn.

CHELSEA. Ha-ha, you forget - I'm already quite stunning!

VATIE Touché, my friend

CHELSEA. ..eh, ! forgive you. And I’'m out of fish.

KATIE Hey, wait. You just gid von were stmning. That is not the Chelien [ Inew fve minte ago.
CHELSEA. Wow... i strange this “self-confidence.”

vy} d(){anﬂ 14 ﬂ‘)

KATIE, Thisk it sonld perhaps stop you from going psyrho the nevt fime von see 2 “popnl-

CHELSEA. (doubtfully) I've been trying to prove that women are just as good as men at science. ..
everything I"ve done, to get ahead... 1t’s all neutralized by you. Titrated by your arrheaded ways. No...
it's POl i 1\.@2 >4 paultuuaii) h;uu\.xltmic . }'u.]t (u \hu =y steni. O l' diid dussii xxédzu. T 11\4 biu}»l\i

equilibrium of the fair and unfair. (She weeps dramatically)
¥ATIE Mmm Mavhe vh Hmm Tissne?

CHELSEA. No, no, in the state I'm in, I'll probably think its attacking my face or something.

KATIE ¥Yeah Dovouthink  nevermingd



CHELSEA. What

KATIE. Do vou really think I'm that bad?

CHELSEA. ... Yeuh.

KATIE. Come on, there are guys like me.

CHELSEA. Well, [ gucess.

KATIE. [ think that’s your problem.

CHELSEA. Stupid guys? No, they don’teven speah to me.

KATIE. No,no. There's no difference between girls and boys —

CHELSEA. Uh..

KATIE. The difference is only between smart and dumb people!

CHELSEA. What?

KATIE. Think about it... who do you get less — me, or the guy on the chess team?
CHELSEA. Well T did wnce skip a funcral so T could practice for the Mathlete Olymapiss.
KATIE. There you go. You’re more nerd than girls.

CHELSEA. 1lah. s that an insalt?

KATIE. No, just a fact. This silliness of boys and girls is just made up. Peoplé are just people...
CHELSEA. Smurt ur Jumab people.

KATIE. Yeah, or fat or short or whatever.

CLELSEA. You shouldn™t make fun of fat people cither.
KATIE. Hey, but neither of us is fat. We have that.

CHELSEA. Wl vue (She sighs} One stercstype at a time, T gucss.

KATIE. Sure.
CHELSEA. Tguess if [ wornied miore about being me, and less about being a girl ..

KATIE. You might find yourself enjoying being both.
CHELBEA, You musi be really high

KATIE. Why?

CHELSEA. You're actaally acting intelligent.

KATIE. T'dunno. Ikinda have this urge to scratch my ear really hard and bite my tail.



CHELSEA. Tadmit, I've been paying a lot of attention to your growing coat of fur.
KATIE. Then I am becoming a cool, glowing, rainbow colored dog!

CHELSEA. Weil... Uniess the meth, ox, and caiicine in my syswem 1s iying — yes, yes you arc. But can [
be a doggie too?

L a2t 2 0

RATIE. Sure! (Bhile peiting Chelsesy Nice doggie. Gomhi, your hair is sv crispy Tom when THETITIIN
burned you. Yes itis. You're a crispy little hot dog. My little wiener dog.

CHELSEA. (Parks enthusiosticath)
KATIE. My cutie-patootic wagamuffin. Give your mummy some kisses.

(Kntie mekes bizsy noices. Chelsea beging to Lok her frce enthusiastionlh ke puppy wonkf)

KATIE. Ilove you Nancy Reagan.

CHELSEA. {love you laminated gird

KATIE. Mwah mwah mwah. Mwah mwah ... (suddenly wakes up and stares. Chelsea stops and stares as
well There is silence for o long while)

CHELSEA. (reaching for Katie’s face) Let me get that...

KATIE  (elape hor band memyy Get what, Um fine. There’s nothing there Nething hapnened.
CHELSEA. Right.

KATIE Right

(Go back into science demonsration routine)
CHELSEA. Scivive is fuu!

KATIE. Remember girls, just keep your head in the game, and you can really lick this subject! Oh god.

CHET SFA  And whatever field of soienec von micht

ki ght chonge, vonr can™ Inee | nnless the hadgers gt von

N



