Characters:
Chester Harcourt, a librarian
Lindsey Parker, a teenager
Joanne Wilcynski, a teenager
Mrs. Parker, Lindsey’s mother
Mary Beth Simmons, a teenager
Mike, Lindsey’s brother
Film Strip Narrator
Pusher
Nadine, a teenager
Mr. Foster, Lindsey’s teacher
Mrs. Brower, Lindsey’s teacher
Neejka, a foreign exchange student
Cammy, a teenager
Tawny, a teenager
CHESTER HARCOURT: Good evening, I am Chester Harcourt, head of the
Akron Library’s young adult section! Tonight, with the help of some dear old
friends, we explore the topic: Adolescence in America! We begin with a tribute
to one of our much overlooked local authors: Nancy Sue Chaff. Although the late
Ms. Chaff was never widely known outside of Ohio, the Akron News Tribune
once called her the “Judy Bloom” of the Midwest. Tonight I’ll be reading from
Lindsey Parker—Reluctant Teenager. Chapter one entitled “Plain Girls’ Prom.”
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Teensploitation

The Secret Language of Fish

Written as a soap opera for young adults, playwright Scot Augustson,
in an excerpt from his play, Teensploitation, examines the plight
of teenagers set in the nostalgic decade known as the 1970’s. This
play is perhaps best performed by a female and could be entered in
Humorous Interpretation, or with careful editing, this selection could
also be performed by two females and be entered in Duet Acting or Duo
Interpretation. There is an earnest quality found within both Lindsey
and Joanne; therefore, keep each character honest and let the humor of
the dialogue be the driving force for each scene. Remember, to Lindsey
and Joanne, each day brings new drama to their lives, and together,
like most best friends, they tackle each challenge with the loyalty and
steadfastness that only best friends can possess. This play is episodic
and has several flashbacks and dream sequences, so be creative with the
technical aspects of blocking these scenes.
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NOTES

Jilly: (Singing) It haddock be you. It haddock be you. I was swimming
around, and finally found the somebody who—
Frieda: For a minute I thought you were going to sing “Salmon Enchanted
Evening.”
Jilly: Ah, Frieda, and I’m crazy about your name by the way—almost as
much as I’m crazy about you.
Frieda: Ah, Jilly, I’ve said it once, and I’ll say it again. You’re shrimply
the best!
Jilly: I love you, Frieda.
Frieda: I love you, too, Jilly.
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Lance: There. We’re finished.
Alexis: Good. I’d say we earned an A.
Lance: Except, of course, for the mutilated, bruised reproductive organs.
Alexis: (Awkwardly apologizing)Yeah, well, I’m sorry about that. (Beat)
If it makes you feel any better, I’m proud of you for not giggling when I
mentioned the words: testes and sperm ducts.
Lance: (Smiling) Well, if it’s worth anything, I think you’ll make a great
doctor someday.
Alexis: (Touched and a bit surprised) Thanks. (Beat) Maybe I misjudged
you, Fartwright.
Lance: Hey! I thought we had a deal!
Alexis: We do. (Smiling) I only tease boys I like.
Lance: Yeah? How many boys have you teased?
Alexis: (Beat) One. (Coyly) You’re the first.
Lance: (Hesitant) So, would you like to watch a movie together
sometime?
Alexis: (Beat) Sure. As long as it’s not Magnolia.
Lance: Hey, isn’t that the movie with all of those frogs falling out of the
sky and splattering all over the sidewalks and people’s cars?
Alexis: (Laughs) Yes, but the frogs wouldn’t bother me. (Beat) I just don’t
want to hear Tom Cruise sing. He’s crazy.
Lance: (Laughs, teasing) Oh, I think I know who’s crazy. (Beat) Come
on, let’s wash our hands and get out of here.
(Physical transition into the fish)
Frieda: Ah, young love. Well, Jilly, looks likes it just you and me until the
custodial staff comes in to clean the room.
Jilly: Want to fool around behind the sunken ship?
Frieda: (Laughs)

CHESTER HARCOURT: Next Saturday at eight. The Parker house.
MRS. PARKER: Oh Lindsey! You’re all dressed up. Special occasion?
LINDSEY: Mother! I told you like six times! Joanne’s coming over and—you
know.
MRS. PARKER: Oh, right. You’re having your little thing.
LINDSEY: We’re having Plain Girls’ Prom!
MRS. PARKER: Oh honey, do you have to call it that?
LINDSEY: Mother!
MRS. PARKER: (Sighs) I’ll be in the den if you need me.
LINDSEY: I’m sure we won’t need you, Mother.
(Knock)
JOANNE: Hey, Lindsey. How are you?
LINDSEY: Hey, Joanne. I just got the third degree from my mother; who I think
has a drinking problem!
JOANNE: Oh no, Lindsey! Is she drunk sometimes?
LINDSEY: Oh, Joanne! Don’t you pay any attention in Health class? You don’t
have to be drunk to have a drinking problem.
JOANNE: I’m sorry, Lindsey. Let’s not fight.
LINDSEY: Let’s go to my room.
(In Lindsey’s room)
JOANNE: I like how you’ve decorated your room for Plain Girls’ Prom. It’s
very…uh, special.
LINDSEY: Thanks.
JOANNE: I brought my date. He’s in my pocket.
LINDSEY: Your pocket?
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(Physical transition into the two freshmen)

LINDSEY: Hey, Joanne.
JOANNE: Hey, Lindsey.
LINDSEY: What’s wrong Joanne?
JOANNE: Oh, you know. All the girls in Home-Ec were talking about how much
fun they were going to have at the prom.
LINDSEY: Yeah, I know what you mean. It’s like this whole school has gone
prom crazy! Prom, prom, prom. That’s all people talk about! And the poster
is everywhere you look! With it’s stupid theme “Enchantment under the Sea.”
Stupid.
JOANNE: Yeah. It’s not easy being a plain girl this time of year.
LINDSEY: Only stupid girls who wear tight sweaters and whose mom lets ‘em
wear make up get asked to prom!
JOANNE: Like stupid Mary Beth Simmons!
LINDSEY: Joanne! How could you! We swore we wouldn’t mention that name!
Does swearing mean nothing to you?
JOANNE: I’m sorry, Lindsey. Let’s not fight!
LINDSEY: Hey Joanne! I just had an idea.
JOANNE: What is it, Lindsey?
LINDSEY: Let’s have our own prom.
JOANNE: Our own prom?
LINDSEY: Yeah! We’ll have Plain Girls’ Prom! It’ll be fun.
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the boys all want to be like Squid Rock.
Jilly: And teachers don’t teach anymore. Instead, they show movies—
The Codfather, Jurassic Carp, Pulp Fishin’, and The Blair Fish Project.
Usually those movies don’t have anything to do with what those kids are
studying. I’m not saying the acting’s bad. And, of course, Pike Lee makes
a quality film now and then. But times are changing.
Frieda: I know what you mean. Of course, my favorite actor has always
been Marlin Brando. He was so brilliant in StreetGar. (Beat) They still
have fine actors today: Mussel Crowe; Nicole Squidman; Finnie Driver.
(Nostalgic) But the good old days are over, I’m afraid. (Beat) The good
old days are over.
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think about all my poor ancestors who have been viciously filleted over the
years.
Jilly: Frieda—
Frieda: Stop it, Jilly. Just stop!
Jilly: Stop? All I said was your name!
Frieda: (Upset) I hate having the name ‘Frieda.’ It sounds too much like
the word ‘fried.’ We’re fish, Jilly. I’m sorry, but there are some words that
just cut to the gills, you know?
Jilly: I’m sorry, Frie—(Catching himself)—nd. I’ll try to refrain from
any more words that upset you. Besides, I know how you feel. I hate my
name, too. I mean, come on, Jilly Fish? (Laughs) Would you listen to
those two kids? Snapping at each other like a couple of turtles. They’re
both obviously attracted to each other, and yet neither one is brave enough
to admit it.
Frieda: (Changing the subject) Remember when this aquarium used to
be located in the hallway outside the choir room? Those kids could really
sing!
Jilly: Yes, they could. The whole school got involved when it was time for
the fall musical, didn’t they? Remember Evita?
Frieda: (Singing) Don’t koi for me, Argen-tuna! And who can forget Guys
and Dolls?
Jilly: (Singing) Lox be a lady tonight!
Frieda: (Laughing)
Jilly: Surely, my singing isn’t that funny.
Frieda: No, you sing nicely, Jilly. I was just remembering the time they
did a production of The Wizard of Oz, and they sang Somewhere Over the
Rainbow. You thought it was a musical about a trout. (Laughs)
Jilly: (Smiling) It was an honest mistake. And what about you?
Frieda: Me?
Jilly: Remember when the choir did a tribute to Fiddler?
Frieda: (Singing) Match Mackerel, Match Mackerel, Make me a match!
Jilly: You thought Fiddler on the Roof was about a crab! (Laughs) Then
the choir did that Broadway revue with songs from Meet Me in St. Louis—
Frieda: Octopi My Baby with a Dixie Manta Ray!
Jilly: What was the name of that other song I liked so much?
Frieda: Zing! Went the Strings of My Carp!
Jilly: Those were the days, weren’t they?
Frieda: Yes, they were.
Jilly: What’s happening to education?
Frieda: What do you mean?
Jilly: Nowadays, the schools don’t put on musicals anymore. They do
concerts—concerts with songs by MC Hammerhead.
Frieda: I know what you’re saying, but times change. Today’s girls are
all about fashion. They want to be like Heidi Clam or Skate Moss. And
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JOANNE: Yeah.
LINDSEY: Who is it?
JOANNE: It’s a picture I cut out of a magazine. It’s Shaun Cassidy.
LINDSEY: Oh! When are you going to get over your juvenile fixation on him?
JOANNE: Who’s your date?
LINDSEY: Mr. Jeans.
JOANNE: Your teddy bear?
LINDSEY: Mr. Jeans is not just a teddy bear! He’s…he’s very real to me.
JOANNE: I’m sorry, Lindsey. Let’s not fight.
LINDSEY: You should say you’re sorry to Mr. Jeans.
JOANNE: I’m sorry, Mr. Jeans. Hey, what do you think they’re doing at the real
prom?
LINDSEY: Hey! This is a real prom, too! But if you mean the other prom, I’ll bet
that Mary Beth Simmons has just been crowned Prom Queen.
JOANNE: Oh no!
MARY BETH SIMMONS: Oh, thank you. This is great. Just great!
LINDSEY: But she gets too close to one of those stupid Japanese lanterns and
catches fire!
MARY BETH SIMMONS: Ahhhhaaaaahhhhhhh!
JOANNE: (Giggles) Mary Beth Simmons on fire! Does her blonde hair burn off?
LINDSEY: Yeah. And then you know what?
JOANNE: No, what?
LINDSEY: Her boyfriend, Kenny Bowman, the one you’re in love with—
JOANNE: I wish I’d never told you that.
LINDSEY: Well, Kenny Bowman looks at Mary Beth Simmons, all charred up
and burnt to a crisp and realizes that Mary Beth was maybe pretty, but shallow,
‘cause she didn’t have a personality. And he says to himself, “Wow, you know
who I should have as my girlfriend? Joanne Wilcynski. She’s been in 4-H for
three years now; she can play the recorder, and she’s got a great personality. I’ve
learned my lesson about pretty girls who aren’t nice.”
JOANNE: Really? Do you think that’s what he’s thinking?
LINDSEY: Yeah.
JOANNE: (Giggles) Kenny Bowman.
MRS. PARKER: Knock-knock! I’ve brought you girls some snicker doodles and
Shasta cola.
LINDSEY: Mother! I’m sure that they don’t serve snicker doodles at a prom!
Snicker doodles are for babies.
MRS. PARKER: Oh, what’s happened to my little girl? You used to love snicker
doodles.
LINDSEY: Well, I’m not a little girl anymore!
JOANNE: Um. I’d kind of like a snicker doodle.
MRS. PARKER: I’ll just leave them here. I’ll be in the den if you need me.
LINDSEY: She doesn’t understand me! She doesn’t know what it’s like to be a
teenager today!
JOANNE: Yeah. My mom’s the same. Should we dance? This is prom.
LINDSEY: Yeah, in a minute. I’ll put my Burl Ives record on.
MIKE: Hey, Girls.
LINDSEY: Mike! Leave us alone!

