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INTRODUCTION

TRAPPED IN THE BODY OF A CHEERLEADER

There exists a lack of control, from the writer's standpoint, over

the reader/viewer in both the novel and the film. However, even if the

viewer of the film is ultimately more controllable, via sets,

soundtracks, and casting, the writer, unless the writer also serves as

the producer, director, editor, actors, and crew, runs a greater risk of

losing the intended message within the channels the script must travel

through before reaching its ultimate destination -- the viewer.

It is probably the aspiration of every screenwriter, at the time

of story idea conception, to maintain complete control over each aspect

of the film's production and release, but for very few does this become

a reality. Hence the screenplay, although not appearing as detail-

oriented a mechanism as the novel, must still be crafted with care to

safeguard against the author's intended message being lost in the

channels of production.

Film today is more than mere entertainment. There are art films

for the serious film student and the book-learned intellectual in need

of visual stimulation. Documentaries for the information seeking, and

how-to videos explaining every subject. Films are blamed for a rise in

American violence, changes in fashion, deluding America's sense of

reality to the point that we elect (and re-elect) an actor as President

and quote favorite films ("Frankly, my dear, I don't give a damn --
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NOT). Film is in the classroom, on airplanes, in training seminars, at

the Department of Motor Vehicles. Film is everywhere.

Novelist Ben Stoltzfus, author of The Eye of the Needle, sums up

the relationship between film and fiction with the following:

Is it a film or a novel? Is it a camera or a pen? Ever

since the films of the New Wave of the late 1950s and early

1960s, the audience has had the impression that film

directors write with their cameras and that innovative

novelists shoot scenes with their pens. The product, be it

a film or a book, may be different materially, but the

creative process for both is so similar -- 'bricolage,'

assemblage, montage, and mis-en-scene -- that the last

thirty or forty years, the two genres have developed

conventions that parallel each other and overlap." (qtd. in

Cohen 246)

The written screenplay itself is visually unappealing,

rhythmically nonexistent, and textually cumbersome. The screenplay is

a written account of life as it happens, and a loathsome way to read a

story. Even newspapers, the medium most often associated with real-

life, offer glossy pictures and complete sentences. But unlike the

newspaper, the novel, or any other medium, the screenplay's finished

product, the feature film, is the most expressive, most visual, and most

universally appealing means of relaying one's message that technology

offers today.

I chose to write a screenplay, instead of a novel, a short story,

or a poem, because a screenplay is more in line with my roots and
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upbringing. All the good writers I have researched, and even some bad

ones, talk of misguided and abusive childhoods that spurred them to

write. My abuse was always associated with film. At a very early age,

I was influenced by an older sister with a love for black-and-white

movies and control of the television dial. I was forced to sit in

darkened movie theaters with a father who nearly lost bladder control

over Walter Matthau's reference to Jack Lemmon's inability to "catch a

fart in a barrel," in a remake of The Front Page. And on those

occasions when I was invited to sit in on a hand of poker with the

adults, only if I could maintain my best poker face, I would inevitably

be seated across from my animated uncle who proceeded to act out stories

told him by his beer-swilling cronies who worked the projection booth at

the drive-in. Life to me wasn't a Norman Rockwell painting or an

F. Scott Fitzgerald book, it was a Billy Wilder comedy, minus the cross-

dressing.

My background aside, there are other reasons for choosing to write

a screenplay, one being the climate and the economics of the film

industry. The film industry is bursting with opportunities, turning out

films for release into theaters, art houses, video, and a host of cable

television networks, reaching an audience as diversified as the nation,

including the cash-rich teen market, presumably the intended audience

for a produced version of my screenplay, Trapped in the Body of a

Cheerleader.

The original screenplay that follows this introduction, Trapped in

the Body of a Cheerleader, is a teen-oriented, light-hearted,

occasionally dark, comedy. It will stop no war, control no world
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hunger, replenish no rain forest. It makes no earth-shattering

revelations greater than common sense. But it is fun.

Film Quarterly suggested, regarding the effectiveness of "message"

movies, that,

nobody pays attention to the political messages embodied in

. . . Hollywood movies. . . the "serious" "political" films

encourage viewers to live the entirety of their political

lives in the anonymity of a darkened theater, the result is

that films are incapacitated -- actively discouraged -- from

playing any role in the political life of the American

people." (Wood 62)

Film Quarterly advises audiences to "[play attention to what's on the

screen already. . . because it leads to the possibility of a lively

culture informed and enriched by its films, instead of a comatose

culture in which they serve as anodyne exclusively" (Wood 62). This

translates into watching the trends, an awareness of pop culture, and

may explain why a couple of low budget, youth-oriented films, Wayne's

World and Home Alone, sent box office receipts into the stratosphere,

attracting young and old viewers alike, while still targeting primarily

the preteen- to teen-audience.

The roots of teen-oriented films can be traced back to nearly the

beginning of motion picture history. During the 1930s and the 1940s,

teen-oriented films were used as vehicles for young actors, as in the

Andy Hardy movies (featuring Andy Rooney and often a young Judy Garland)

and the Deana Durbin series. These early teen-oriented films offered

stories portraying a day, or two, in the life of likable, white, middle
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class teens co-existing harmoniously with their likable, white, middle-

class families, friends and neighbors. What trivial plots existed in

these films usually revolved around the concept of doing what was good,

correct and right by society's standards, and it seemed best if a dance

was involved in the conflict's resolution. Moral issues, social

injustices, and prejudicial inequalities were avoided at all costs. The

scripts were naturally identified by light humor and romance.

During the 1950s and 1960s, three types of teen-oriented films

dominated the market. The first, teen-angst films, touched on social

ills and doubts concerning the ability and reasoning of authority

figures. Parent-child conflicts, student-teacher conflicts, youth-law

conflicts, and youth-youth conflicts dramatized the unrest that was

developing within the framework of the United States, particularly

focusing on attitudes of America's youth. Popular, and now classic

films of the period, such as Rebel Without a Cause and The Blackboard

Jungle, offered a glimpse at America's growing counter culture and

ultimately gave teens credit for their ability to understand and make

decisions concerning relevant issues that affected their lives and their

futures. Authoritative, adult figures were likely portrayed as buffoons

and ogres who had little or no ability to see past their own failures

and were completely incapable of relating to their children or wards

(Siegel and Siegel 423-4).

Rebel Without a Cause reflected cultural change in a decade

when youth embraced its own music, rock, and the drift

between parent and offspring widened until this

manifestation would be called "the generation gap" in the
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sixties. While this James Dean movie of the fifties was a

serious exploration of the theme, the 1967 The Graduate

became the quintessential satirical treatment a decade

later." (McCaffrey 160)

On the lighter side, the 1950s and 1960s also presented an

abundance of senseless teen-oriented films in which, similar to the teen

films of the 1930s and 1940s, the greatest concerns might be what dress

Sally would wear to the dance and would Biff ask Cathy to wear his pin.

As in the wacky "beach" movies featuring Frankie Avalon, Annette

Funicello, surf boards, bikinis and dance-beat music, where the members

of the cast might change roles, the conflict would differ, but

essentially the plot remained the same -- average-boy meets average-

girl; average-girl wants average-boy; average-boy, confident in his

ability to acquire average-girl, decides he wants sexy-girl; average-

girl makes average-boy jealous with above-average, muscle boy; average-

boy comes to his senses, drops sexy-girl, and rescues average-girl from

muscle-boy who believes average-girl is that kind of girl; and average-

boy and average-girl live happily ever after, at least until the next

movie. In addition to the beach movies (How to Stuff a Wild Bikini,

Beach Blanket Bingo, Muscle Beach Party), Hollywood also offered teens

the Gidget movies, and the Tammy-series starring Debbie Reynolds as a

young girl forever falling in innocent love.

Teen-oriented films of the 1950s and 1960s were quick to

incorporate music into their stories, often foregoing seasoned actors

and actresses in lead rolls and replacing them with attractive rock-and-

roll and popular music stars like Elvis Presley, Connie Francis and Pat
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Boone. Suddenly teen films were star vehicles for musicians and

dancers, turning them overnight into actors and large box-office draws.

Also during this period a third type of teen-oriented film

surfaced, the horror movie. Films like The Blob and I Was a Teenage

Werewolf, were intended to scare the pants off young viewers, featuring

rough special effects, simple story lines, and catchy marketing

materials. But the most remarkable aspect of teen movies in the 1950s

and 1960s was the number of movies being produced, proving that teens

were finally seen as a viable, independent market. This trend continues

today.

The selling of films to teens continued through the 1970s and into

the 1980s, with horror films (The Exorcist, The Omen, Carrie, the

Halloween series, and the Friday the 13th series), romances and teen-

angst movies dominating the teen genre. Evolved from the "beach"

movies were the pre-safe-sex, post-sexual-revolution, minimal romance,

teen films of the 1980s such as Little Darlings, Losin' It, Risky

Business, The Sure Thing, Porky's I, Porky's II, and III and any of a

hundred films dealing with Spring Break and high school graduation.

Most recently, a resurgence of teen-angst films seems to be developing a

trend in teen-oriented films, two examples being last summer's

Kalifornia and True Romance, in which teens are depicted in serious,

life-threatening, often violent situations.

But it was during the 1980s that teen-oriented films truly

littered the film industry, bringing in record box-office receipts and

establishing a place for themselves in cinematic history, and the bulk

of the credit for the progress can be bestowed on one man,
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writer/producer/director John Hughes. In the early 1980s, Hughes made a

name and a living with his teen-oriented films. Sixteen Candles, The

Breakfast Club, Weird Science, Ferris Bueller's Day Off, and Pretty in

Pink, were targeted directly to teens, and were financially quite

successful. Hughes's films traditionally followed a formula combining

characteristics of the teen-oriented films of the 1930s through the

1960s; white, middle class, teen-aged protagonists conflicting, through

use of comedy, with buffoonish authority figures, usually with a goal of

changing some small aspect of their social environment, representative

of a social wrong present in today's society. Hughes's films had

vibrant, popular music scores featuring contemporary rock artists and

were marketed in conjunction with the vinyl release of the music

soundtrack as well.

Films that Hughes wrote, directed or produced can be classified

mostly as pure comedies or teen-bonding comedy-dramas. Sixteen Candles,

National Lampoon's Vacation, and National Lampoon's Animal House, three

of Hughes's earlier writing efforts, are undeniably comedies, but some

of his later films from the decade that he also directed and produced,

such as The Breakfast Club, Pretty in Pink, and Some Kind of Wonderful,

although all undeniably containing comedic elements, would fall into a

category unique to Hughes's films, featuring deeply sensitive, and wise-

beyond-their-years teenage protagonists dealing honestly with issues on

a teen level that parallel un-surfaced conflicts within society.

Hughes's favorite themes included class distinctions, prejudice,

acceptance and individuality.
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According to Hughes, that was part of the master plan -- to create

films that teens would turn to over and over again. A 1991 feature on

Hughes in New York Times Magazine, credited Hughes with the following.

There was a strategy. I'm a growing market. Sixteen

Candles will come out on videocassette as The Breakfast Club

is opening. Breakfast Club will be on cassette as Pretty in

Pink is coming. It created this wave. It took three years

to get through it. And it worked. Those pictures are worth

a lot of money. They're going to be worth a lot in the

future because they play endlessly and they're a valuable

part of somebody's catalogue. They rent consistently. A

girl turns 16, she rents Sixteen Candles. It's the No. 1

pajama party movie, and every four years there's a whole new

crop of teenagers. And then again in 20 years it's going to

be their nostalgia. And their kids are going to watch.

It's going to be like Andy Hardy. (Carter 34)

And Hughes is right -- each of his youth-oriented films made money and

each continues to be worth money. As of 1991, the 1984 release Sixteen

Candles grossed $23.8 million, The Breakfast Club grossed $45.9 million,

Pretty in Pink took in $40.5 million, and Ferris Bueller's Day Off

grossed $70.1 million. Through August, 1991, Hughes's most expensive

film (excluding the non-teen film The Great Outdoors) was Home Alone, a

film that stayed well within its $18 million budget, and the highest

grossing comedy of all time. But more importantly, Hughes accomplished

at least three goals with his teen-oriented films; he achieved financial

success, name recognition, and wide-spread acceptance of his message to
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an audience consisting of more than just sex-starved

teenagers (Carter 30).

These "animal house" or "seduce the camp counselor" movies

are the modern equivalent of the "beach party"' pictures of

the sixties. The 1978 National Lampoon's Animal House, a

slapstick depiction of college life that shows youths more

interested in partying than studying, started much of the

trend, and various situations at high school reunions,

summer camps, and vacation spots were exploited. (McCaffrey

233)

I would like to think that Trapped in the Body of a Cheerleader

would not be classified as a nineties "beach" movie script, that it has

more substance in its theme and its writing, that the story says

something more than "let's go to bed." Yet in the socially responsible

nineties, how many films will be made that are nothing more than bed-

hopping fests intended for susceptible teenage eyes? Applying logic to

societal changes, I conclude that screenplays with plots that center

around the losing of a teenager's virginity (Porky'si, Risky Business,

Little Darlings, Fast Times at Ridgemont High) are not long for this

world, at least for now. Instead, for teens, Hollywood seems to be

opting to produce the safe box-office bets, for example Wayne's World, a

film that already had a following from television. Or modified concert

videos (Singles), screenplays that need no substance because they have a

great soundtrack and it is still cheaper to pay seven dollars a head to

watch a two-hour film than twenty-five bucks for a concert that lasts

fifty minutes and leaves the viewer with ears ringing, head spinning,
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and wallet hurting for at least a week. Or nineties versions of teen-

angst films, examples being Kalifornia and Private Idaho, with teen

antagonists searching through the screenplay for a meaning to their

young lives, ending up choosing all the wrong options and ultimately

transforming into tragic heroes that every parent would hate.

But there is more to Trapped in the Body of a. Cheerleader than

just a teenage story. There is accessible comedy and, hopefully,

laughter. I want my writing to be accepted universally, and one of the

ways I hope to accomplish this is by making people laugh. Comedy comes

in many forms, "narrative poems, plays, novels and short stories,

comedia erudita and comedian dell'arte, slapstick and the comedy of

manners, the jig, the droll, and the afterpiece, the pantomime, flyting,

and farce" (Neale and Krutnik 10). And comedy is universally

encouraged, understood, effective and appealing.

From Aristotle on, and in contrast to tragedy. . . comedy

was for centuries the most appropriate genre for

representing the lives, not the ruling classes, of those

with extensive power, but of the "middle," and "lower"

orders of society, those whose power was limited and local,

and whose manners, behaviour, and values were considered by

their "betters" to be either trivial, or vulgar, or both.

(Neale and Krutnik 11-12)

Comedy has structure. Humor is more than a pie in the face. It's

a properly layered cream pie heaved through space at the appropriate

moment to cause the exact impact, transported through the guise of

spontaneity. Fourth Century grammarian, Evanthius, is credited with
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determining that, ". . . narrative comedy consists of, or should consist

of, the following components or functions in the following order: a

protasis, or exposition, and epitasis, or complication, and a

catastrophe, or resolution," (qtd. in Neale and Krutnik 27). If these

were the only elements of a comedy, then Trapped in the Body of a

Cheerleader would readily comply (as would most television news stories,

Dear Abby columns, and every day in the life of a Huxtable child).

Trapped in the Body of a Cheerleader has exposition (protasis): the

introduction of each main character's home life, what links the

characters together, and the position each of the characters will play

in the story. As for complication (epitasis), Belinda's stealing of

Missy's history paper, Missy's act of flushing and accidentally

"killing" Belinda, Rodent's destroying Candi's hair, Porter's "Inducer"

not working properly. And resolutions (catastrophe) are plentiful, such

as Belinda's return from the "dead," Candi's revenge on Rodent, Chuck's

discovery of a "Belinda," and Missy's being offered a part in the play.

A more current explanation of comedy comes from playwright Neil

Simon,

[Tihere are various styles and attitudes towards

comedy. When I worked on Your Show of Shows, Larry Gelbart

was the wittiest, cleverest man I'd ever met, Mel Brooks the

most outrageous. I never knew what I was. I still don't

know. Maybe I had the best sense of construction of the

group. I only know some aspects of my humor, one of which

involves being completely literal. To give you an example,

in Lost in Yonkers, Uncle Louie is trying to explain the
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heartless grandmother to Arty. "When she was twelve years

old, her old man takes her to a political rally in Berlin.

A horse goes down and crushes Ma's foot. Nobody ever fixed

it. It hurt ever day of her life, but I never once seen her

take even an aspirin." Later, Arty says to his oldest

brother, "I'm afraid of her, Jay. A horse fell on her when

she was a kid, and she hasn't taken an aspirin yet." It's

an almost exact repetition of what Louie told him and this

time it gets a huge laugh. . . [That is] what is funny to

me; saying something that's instantly identifiable to

everybody. (Lipton 177-8)

Simon's comedy is accessible, or as he says, identifiable, to the

public. But comedy has its limits. On writer/producer/director Mel

Brooks, Simon says,

I think Mel Brooks is one of the funniest people in the

world, but when he makes a picture like Spaceballs, he's

telling us, "This is foolishness. No one is in danger," so

the audience knows it's too inconsequential to laugh at.

But when he does a picture like High Anxiety or Young

Frankenstein there's something at stake. He's taken a

frightening idea and twisted it, so we're able to laugh at

it. (Lipton 209)

I would like to think that I am hitting closer to Young Frankenstein

than Spaceballs with Trapped in the Body of a Cheerleader, reaching into

the absurd, but not so far that the concept becomes unbelievable and

therefore not funny. There is a fine line that must be crossed when one
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flushes another's head down a toilet. Yes, it happens, and yes, we have

heard of it happening, but the absurdity comes from a person's ability

to die by swirly. If I create a plausible absurdity, then the scenario

is funny. If I create an impossible absurdity, the humor dies.

Since satire twists normalcy and makes the everyday funny, then I

work in satire, and I have employed satire in the form of parody in

constructing Trapped in the Body of a Cheerleader. The parody present

is not that of any existing film in particular, but more a parody of a

recent and current wave of teen-oriented films. Films that situate

teens in serious, life altering positions where they are expected to

make important and earth-shattering decisions, instead of simply

enjoying their lives as teens and leaving responsibility to real adults,

and scripts that simply take themselves too seriously, are indirectly

targeted by what I have written. What I hope might present itself on

the surface as Thelma and Louise Go to High School turns out to be Lucy

and Ethel Spend a Day in the John. I have purposely altered something

as serious as murder and turned it into an event so asinine it's

laughable. Parody.

So if society is going to destroy the basis of teen-hood, that of

a time for irresponsible behavior and answering to no one but the

parents the teen hopes to fool, then I am for breaking down the

seriousness by overdoing, and again employing satire via parody to form

a lighthearted, somewhat black comedy. Last year's Buffy the Vampire

Slayer attempted the same, and gained mixed reviews. Heathers, from a

few years earlier, was the subject of the following quote, dealing with

not-dark-enough comedy:
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Another dark comedy on death in 1989, Heathers, suffers.

Director Michael Lehmann and his writer, Daniel Waters,

paint themselves into a corner as they lampoon murder,

suicide, and insanity, comic themes using the aberrations of

teenagers in a high school chain of being -- that is, the

social order that attempts to place groups into layers of

subjugation. Three rich, beautiful girls, all named

Heather, form a triad rule of Westerburg High. A hanger-on

named Veronica tries to escape the domination of the three

queen bees when she realizes the extent of their cruel

humiliations of young women they consider their inferiors.

A devil-like teenager, who goes by the name of J.D., helps

Veronica from her plight by dispatching the bitch-snobs

through ploys that disguise his murders as suicides; for

good measure, he arranges the appearance of a double suicide

of two football heroes who presumably cannot live any longer

as homosexual lovers in a society that would not accept

their alternate life-style. All of this intrigue and dark

comedy could have made a social statement; however, the film

makers capitulate to popular taste by revealing J. D. as

merely a psychopath, not something from another world.

Since Christian Slater as J.D. presents the viewer with a

weak mimicry of Jack Nicholson's devil in the 1987 Witches

of Eastwick, more was expected, and a way of establishing

something close to satire might have developed in the

resolution. Furthermore, Veronica, played by Winona Ryder,
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who has been an accomplice to the crimes, has a change of

heart and wishes to rid Westerburg High from a continued

threat of J.D. As a result, the total work fades even in

its attempt at dark comedy. Heathers cops out with an even

weaker ending than Parents. J.D., after a struggle with

Veronica, gets blown to atoms by the bomb with which he

intended to destroy the high school, and Veronica strikes up

a friendship wit the least desirable young woman in the

school -- the heroine offers a night of eating popcorn and

watching television. (McCaffrey 255)

If I were to want to make Trapped in the Body of a Cheerleader a

truly black comedy, I would chuck the happy resolution for the

protagonist (like Heathers) and opt for an antagonist-oriented happy

ending, as in the British film How to Get Ahead in Advertising in which

an un-lanced boil (the antagonist) on the neck of the film's protagonist

eventually comes to a "talking" head with a face that looks identical to

that of the protagonist on whose neck the boil grows. The evil boil

ultimately grows to assume the body of the protagonist, threatening

instead to lance the protagonist's real head. Although I'm not sure how

I would work Trapped in the Body of a Cheerleader into a formulaic black

comedy (if there is such a thing as a formulaic black comedy), it could

center around Belinda's ultimate victory, or at least around Missy's

self-inflicted demise. A more innovative twist might have Rodent as

Homecoming Queen, emerging as the one to be imitated and feared. But

right now, I want my screenplay to remain just the other side of

mainstream, veering enough to make it unique, but not venturing so far
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out that it has no chance of being produced until I've long been feeding

the ants.

There is something to be said for the art film, for the

experimental script, for complex story lines strangled by loose ends.

But one of my goals in everything I write is to make my audience laugh,

a momentary reprieve from societal pressures. I am not presenting

revolutionary ideas or concepts, but I do hope my work will make people

stop and think about their actions and reactions. Yet I love a soft

sell; I never plan to beat an audience over the head with pressure to

perform -- that, in my opinion, would discredit the public's ability to

reason, and render me ineffectual as a writer.

We write what we know. Of the John Guare play Six Degrees of

Separation, Neil Simon says, ". . . I couldn't write something like that

in a million years. I wouldn't know how to make it come out. It's very

original. But I don't understand it from a personal point of view"

(Richards 30). Nora Ephron, writer and director of 1993's Sleepless in

Seattle, writes and directs screenplays about male-female love

relationships, a few based directly on relationships to which she was a

party. David Mamet wrote Glengarry Glen Ross and Lakeboat, both about

real estate offices, and Mamet used to work in a real estate office

(Harriot 77-97). I write about juvenile experiences.

I want to have my message reach the largest number of people

possible, and I want it remembered. Therefore, it is imperative to me

that my audience take an active role in what I've written. To me, the

most effective way for this to occur is to offer the audience only what

could be known by the innocent bystander, or the voyeur. I don't want
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the audience to get into a character's head easily. I want them to work

their way inside.

A film is more than just a story with pictures. It is an

opportunity for the viewer to escape into someone else's world, to see

things the way another might, to be somewhere they are not. We are all

voyeurs. We watch, we comprehend, we predict, we react, and we judge.

I want my audience to experience and remember. To laugh or cry, to be

touched or moved. And most of all, to enjoy. Which is what I hope you

will do as you read the following original screenplay, Trapped in the

Body of a Cheerleader.
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TRAPPED IN THE BODY OF A CHEERLEADER

Written by

Jean M. Croasmun



"TRAPPED IN THE BODY OF A CHEERLEADER"

FADE IN:

INT. MISSY'S BEDROOM -- DAY

CLOSE UP of MISSY.

MISSY is a teenaged girl, seductively speaking to someone
unseen. She has brown hair, big brown eyes, and is very cute,
but now is attempting to look sexy, something she's not.

A single lighted candle flickers, illuminating Missy's seventeen
year old face. The rest of the room remains in darkness as if
it were night time.

Missy talks to the unseen person, presumably her date. Her
blouse is unbuttoned revealing a small bit of her bra in front,
and hanging off a shoulder to the side. She wears dark red
lipstick and has her dark hair tossed on top of her head. She
blots the sides of her mouth with a tissue and licks her lips.

MISSY
Why, yes, Chuck. Dinner was magnificent.

Missy rubs her hand across her collarbone and down to her
shoulder, tugging slightly at her blouse.

MISSY
(continuing)

This old thing? Why thank you. But you know,
it's what's underneath that counts, Chuck.

Missy tosses around her hair on her head, causing a few more
clumps to fall down. Still holding her hair in one hand, she
grabs a glass with the other hand and polishes off the liquid
inside.

MISSY
(continuing)

Mmm. Yes. More champagne would be nice. But
you know, I really must be. .

Missy holds the glass out in front of her, slowly reaching
toward her imaginary date. A loud KNOCK on the door is heard.
Missy jerkily clinks the glass into the mirror and sits upright,
pulling her blouse back on her shoulders.

2
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Camera PULLS BACK, revealing Missy sitting in front of a mirror.
She looks irritated.

MOTHER (O.S.)
Melissa! Better hurry. You'll miss the bus.

MISSY
I'm not taking the bus today. Trish is
picking me up.

Camera PULLS BACK further to reveal a bedroom with heavy drapes
covering the windows, allowing no light to pass through.

The bedroom is decorated appropriately for a seventeen year-old
girl, with a lot of flowers and trendy posters on the walls. A
few academic trophies and awards are displayed on a set of
shelves.

INT. HOUSE HALLWAY -- DAY

Missy's MOTHER stands
door, wearing a perky
and a smoothly curled

in the hallway, rapping on her daughter's
little house dress, buttoned to the top,
hairdo.

MISSY'S MOTHER
Then c'mon before your breakfast gets cold.

INT. MISSY'S BEDROOM -- DAY

Missy looks at her reflection in the mirror and eases her blouse
off her shoulder again, seductively talking to her imaginary
date in the mirror.

MISSY
I guess you'll have to kiss me now, Chuck.

INT. HOUSE HALLWAY -- DAY

Missy's Mother leans her ear next to the bedroom door.

MISSY'S MOTHER
What was that?
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INT. MISSY'S BEDROOM -- DAY

Missy straightens up.

MISSY
I said I'll be down in a minute.

INT. HOUSE HALLWAY -- DAY

Missy's FATHER, dressed in a suit and tie, holding a briefcase
in his hand, approaches Missy's Mother and kisses her on the
cheek.

MISSY'S FATHER
What's burning?

Missy's mother shakes her head. She yells at the closed door.

MISSY'S MOTHER
Your father wants to know what's burning.

INT. MISSY'S BEDROOM -- DAY

Missy blows out the candle and stands up, walking toward the
window to open the curtains.

MISSY
Nothing's burning.

INT. HOUSE HALLWAY -- DAY

Missy's Mother and Father walk away from the door.

MISSY'S MOTHER
Her stupid candles. Aren't light bulbs good
enough for her?

MISSY'S FATHER
It's just a phase.

MISSY'S MOTHER
A phase? What if it's devil worship? Jenny
Wilde's daughter doesn't burn candles. What
if. . .
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INT. MISSY'S BEDROOM -- DAY

Missy opens the drapes and looks at herself in the mirror,
mimicking her mother.

MISSY
Jenny Wilde's daughter doesn't burn candles.
Jenny Wilde's daughter does everything right.

Missy wipes off the lipstick and tucks in her blouse. She
brushes her hair and puts on a headband.

MISSY
(continuing)

Belinda has the right hair, the right friends,
the right clothes, fear of fire. Jenny
Wilde's daughter has everything, everything
but. . .

Missy leans in close to the mirror, prepared to kiss the glass.

MISSY
(continuing)

. . .you, Chuck Soarington. Baby, you're
mine.

MISSY'S MOTHER (O.S.)
(in a distance)

Missy!

Missy stands up, looks at her reflection in the mirror, and
starts to button the top two buttons of her blouse. She smirks
and leaves them unbuttoned.

INT. BATHROOM IN BELINDA'S HOUSE -- DAY

BELINDA, a tall, leggy, long-haired blond, wearing a
cheerleading uniform consisting of a white sweater and a plaid
skirt, rummages through a medicine cabinet. She pulls out a
bottle of prescription pills.

Belinda's FATHER enters the bathroom. Belinda quickly tucks the
bottle under her uniform.

BELINDA'S FATHER
What are you doing, Belinda?

Belinda flips her hair. She speaks with no pleasantries.

BELINDA
I was looking for a tampon.
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Belinda's Father looks down at the floor, embarrassed. Belinda
pushes him aside and leaves the bathroom.

INT. HALLWAY OF BELINDA'S HOUSE -- DAY

Belinda stands with Belinda's MOTHER by the open front door.
Belinda's Mother hands Belinda an envelope.

BELINDA'S MOTHER
And drop this off on your way to school.

Belinda takes the envelope and walks out the front door.

EXT. STREET -- DAY

Belinda walks down the street.

EXT. TRISH'S HOUSE -- DAY

A quaint, happy looking house from the outside. The shot
centers on the driveway, in which is parked a beat up old
convertible Dodge with the top up. The house has a detached
garage and a garage apartment.

TRISH steps out of the door to the house and looks back inside.
Trish is a teenager, about eighteen years old, with plum
colored, frizzy, unkempt and unbrushed, unevenly cut medium-
length hair. She wears a pair of beat-up sunglasses, and is
dressed in torn blue jeans, and black clothes. She is holding a
small stack of books and papers. She yells into the house.

TRISH
C'mon, Rodent. We're gonna' be late.

The door to the garage apartment opens. PORTER walks out to the
landing at the top of the stairs.

Porter, a man of undistinguishable age, somewhere between
eighteen and forty-five, wears a dingy white T-shirt and boxer
shorts, covered loosely by a well-worn terry cloth robe. His
dirty hair stands wildly atop his head and he could use a shave.
He waives to Trish. Trish waves back.

TRISH
(continuing)

Morning, Porter. Kinda' early, huh?



Porter scratches his head.

I got some work

was gonna' call

The "Inducer?"

Porter nods.

I'm impressed.
you got out.

(through
Rodent!

PORTER
to do on the, what'd I say I
that thing?

TRISH

TRISH
That's all you've done since

the doorway)

Porter reaches in the house and grabs the Inducer -- an
electronic device that looks like a cross between a potato
peeler and a hand-held mixer. He looks at it longingly as he
walks down the stairs, towards Trish.

I'm supposed
afternoon.

PORTER
to show it to someone this

An investor?

Porter nods.

Mmm. I think so.
psychotherapeutic

PORTER
He wants to see if it has

applications.

Porter reaches the bottom of the stairs and stands next to
Trish.

TRISH
He wants to use it on nut cases? Last week
you said the greatest potential was in the
fast food industry.

PORTER
Cook pork. Stun patients. It does it all.

Trish nods.

TRISH
(through the doorway)

Rodent!

7
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Porter caresses the Inducer.

PORTER
What's with the books?

Trish looks down at her books and the paper on top of the books.

TRISH
History paper.

PORTER
Wow. You wrote a paper?

Trish nods.

PORTER
Cool. It's good you're coming clean now,
while you're young. Don't wait like I did.

TRISH
You came clean?

Porter grins and looks proudly down at the Inducer and turns a
knob on the mechanism.

PORTER
If I can convince this guy to buy a gross of
these. . .man, I just wish I had a human
guinea pig.

RODENT, also known as Rodney, Trish's little brother, races
through the door. Rodent has a small frame, neatly coifed hair,
and wears very tailored, though not tacky, clothes. He carries
a book bag with a shoulder strap (not a back pack) and looks
irritated. He glares at Trish.

Trish, a few inches taller than Rodent, places her hands firmly
on Rodent's shoulders and physically offers her brother to
Porter.

TRISH
Would a rodent do?

Porter grabs the Inducer's plug and searches for an outdoor
electrical outlet.

PORTER
Just let me find a plug. .

Rodent's eyes grow wide in fear as he stares at Porter.
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RODENT'S POV -- PORTER

In a hazy, dream-like way, Rodent sees Porter as a back yard
chef, wearing an apron and a chef's hat. Porter is holding the
Inducer on which meat is cooking rapidly, shish kabob style.
Porter smiles broadly as the meat sizzles.

BACK TO SCENE

Rodent runs to the convertible and jumps in the back seat and
quivers.

Trish looks at Porter and shrugs. She waves goodbye.

TRISH
Knock 'em dead, Porter.

Porter nods his head and looks puzzled at the Inducer.

PORTER
What a thought. . .

Trish puts her books on top of the car to open the door. She
gets in the car without taking the books off the roof and drives
off. The history paper flies off the roof and lands on the
driveway.

Porter picks up the paper, starts to run after Trish, but,
seeing that they are too far off to catch, he takes the paper
with him, back upstairs.

EXT. POST OFFICE -- DAY

Belinda drops the letter in the mailbox. She stops to look at
the "Wanted" pictures on a bulletin board as if she were
shopping for a criminal. One poster grabs her attention. She
rubs her hand over it seductively.

BELINDA'S POV -- WANTED POSTER

The Wanted Poster depicts Porter, smiling broadly, and reads
"Wanted by the FBI." The poster is old and tattered and the
reason for Porter's being wanted is torn from the poster.

BACK TO SCENE

Belinda looks around and snatches the poster from the bulletin
board and takes it with her.
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INT. HOUSE FOYER -- DAY

Missy and Missy's Mother stand near the front door, inside the
house. Missy's Mother holds out a trench coat for Missy to put
on.

A car horn BEEPS.

Missy puts on the trench coat and her Mother adjusts the garment
for her.

MISSY
I won't be home until around six. Auditions.

The car horn HONKS again.

Missy picks up a large bag from near the door and reaches for
the door knob.

MISSY'S MOTHER
Oh, Missy, honey. I don't think you
get your hopes up so high. You know
stuff is so political.

should
that play

Missy's mother buttons Missy's top two shirt buttons for her.
Missy pushes herself free before her mother can completely
button the top one.

Missy blows her mother a kiss and runs outside.

INT. DODGE -- DAY

The interior of the Dodge is in relatively good condition, with
no more than a few rips in the black seats.

Trish is at the wheel
the radio, chews gum,
drink.

driving, and she sings to the music on
smokes a cigarette, and drinks a soft

Missy gets in the front seat of the Dodge, on
side. She closes the door, puts her purse on
sits her books in her lap.

the passenger
the floor, and

MISSY
Thanks a bunch, Trish. I really appreciate
this.

Trish drives away from the house.



No problem.
TRISH

MISSY
Mom suggested I take the bus.

Trish swerves wildly to avoid hitting a mailbox.

MISSY
(continuing)

I think you scare her.

Trish, cigarette
looks at Missy.

hanging loosely from the corner
She chuckles psychotically.

Missy blindly tosses her books in the back seat.
top of Rodent and he whimpers.

of her mouth,

They land on

Missy turns around and looks startled to see Rodent sitting up
in the back seat.

Sorry, Rodney.
MISSY

Didn't see you back there.

TRISH
It's Rodent, Missy. And he was probably lying
down. Weren't you, Rodent?

MISSY
Oh, Trish, he's probably just tired.
Rodney?

Right,

Rodent leans down and inspects the upholstery.
head.

Trish shakes her

TRISH
He is such a queer. You are such a fag,
Rodent.

Rodent reaches in his book bag and pulls out a travel manicure
set and files his nails.

Missy smiles and reaches on the floor of
She digs in the bag and produces a blond
glances skeptically.

the Dodge for her bag.
wig from it. Trish

TRISH
What the hell. . .man, I'm allergic to dogs.

Missy shakes the wig out, still holding it on her hand.

11
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MISSY
It's for the play tryouts.

TRISH
You need a dog for the play?

It's a wig.

Why?

MISSY

TRISH

MISSY
For my reputation, or lack of reputation,
whichever. Coach Carlson's casting the play
and he can't separate the character from the
person for long enough to cast me as a whore.
And I really want to be cast as a whore.

He's a coach.

It should help

TRISH
What'd you expect?

MISSY
if I look like a slut.

Missy puts the wig on and smiles at Trish.
the back seat and gulps loudly.

Oh my god, Missy.
Wilde!

Rodent pops up from

TRISH
You look just like Belinda

Missy turns the rear view mirror so she can see herself in it.

Cool. It works.
MISSY

EXT. MARY ANNE MOBLEY HIGH -- DAY

The brick entry to the school reads "Welcome to Mary Anne Mobley
Senior High School, Home of the Fighting Beauty Queens."

Mary Anne Mobley High School, an ominous cinder-block building
with few windows, but a grand, large entrance, sits in the
center of a circular driveway. School busses let out students
in front of the school. Cars pull into the parking lots
surrounding the school.

The Dodge pulls up to the front
next to the buses. A few books

of Mary Anne Mobley High School,
still remain on the car's roof.
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INT. DODGE -- DAY

Trish stops the car and opens her door.

Out, Rodent.
TRISH

Rodent grabs his book bag and rolls out of the back seat of the
car, through Trish's open door.

Trish looks around the car.

TRISH
Missy, do you see my books?

The girls look around
seat and looks in the

the car. Trish arches her body over the
back.

TRISH
I had them when I left the house..

A STUDENT reaches
sticking straight

in the car and taps Trish on her rear which is
up in the air as she leans into the back seat.

Trish. Roof.

The Student walks off.
out of the car.

Trish straightens up and pulls herself

EXT. PARKING LOT -- DAY

Trish thumbs through the books on the hood of the car.
pops up from the other side of the car.

My paper's gone.

History?

Missy

TRISH

MISSY

Trish nods.

TRISH
That's what I get for actually writing one.

Trish locks up the car and the girls start towards the school.

STUDENT



14

The parking lot is crowded with cars continually entering the
lot and STUDENTS walking from their cars to the school.

MISSY
I'd loan you mine but I

Bad move.

let Belinda borrow it.

TRISH

MISSY
She's just looking at the

Yeah.

footnote format.

TRISH

INT. MARY ANNE MOBLEY HIGH -- DAY

Trish and Missy walk into the school.

The interior of Mary Anne Mobley High School is crowded with
students and littered with signs on the walls. Most of the
signs display a picture of Belinda demanding students to "VOTE
FOR BELINDA" for student body president, for head cheerleader,
for most popular, for football captain, for homecoming queen,
for prom king, and one with Belinda wearing Spock ears that
reads "VOTE FOR BELINDA FOR CAPTAIN OF THE ENTERPRISE."

A banner spans the hallway,
reading "BELINDA WILDE JUST

showing
SAYS NO

a picture of Belinda, and
TO DRUGS."

Trish and Missy walk toward a corner, across from a window.
Trish slumps down and looks at her reflection in the window, and
proceeds to picks at her teeth, her ears, and her eyes, while
talking to Missy. Missy pulls out the wig and models it again.
Trish just shakes her head.

TRISH
Why do you want to be in this play so bad?

Missy strokes the wig and admires herself in the window.

MISSY
Play? Urn, I don't know.
Boob job?

What do you think?

Missy sucks in her stomach and sticks out her chest, prancing
somewhat.

TRISH
C'mon, Missy. What's up?



MISSY
Really, what does she have that I don't?

Missy shakes imaginary porn poms.

MISSY
(continuing)

Big fluffy por poms and really short
skirts.

TRISH
C'mon, Missy, what's up? Why are you
prancing around like queen of the
bimbos?

Missy grabs the wig from her head and stuffs it in her bag.

Chuck.
MISSY

A STUDENT approaches the girls.

Chuck?
TRISH

(dreamily)
Chuck Soarington.
have to kiss him.

MISSY

He's got the lead.

Trish spits
and sticks.

out her gum.
The Student

It lands on the passing Student's back
doesn't notice and continues walking.

Chuck Soarington?

He's sensitive.

An idiot.

Missy glares at Trish.
Missy on the back.

MISSY
He's confused.

TRISH

Trish stands up and smirks, patting

TRISH
Missy, you're pathetic. You'd have a lot more
fun getting a real reputation.

A bell RINGS.

15
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INT. HISTORY CLASSROOM -- DAY

A crowded classroom with a teacher in front of the room and
students in the chairs. A group of CHEERLEADERS sits around a
single empty chair. The teacher, MS. STANDISH, sits behind a
desk at the front of the room grading papers, rarely looking up.

Missy walks into the room and looks around for a seat. Her eyes
focus on a single young man wearing wire-rimmed glasses, sitting
next to an empty chair. The young man, CHUCK, writes in his
notebook.

MISSY'S POV -- CHUCK

Through a hazy, smokey kind of fog, Chuck leaps to his feet and
grabs Missy's hands, pulling her close and spinning the two of
them around. Chuck smiles, Missy laughs, they lean in to kiss.

BACK TO SCENE

The hazy fog clears and Missy takes the seat next to Chuck.

MISSY
Hi, Chuck.

Chuck grunts his reply.

MISSY
(continuing)

Um, you were really wonderful in play tryouts
yesterday.

Chuck grunts again.

MISSY
(continuing, nervously)

You know, I was thinking. . .maybe today,
after the tryouts, um, maybe you'd like to go
get a burger or something?

Chuck grunts again.

MISSY
(continuing)

Or there's that new pizza place. My treat.

Chuck grunts. Missy smiles.

MISSY
(continuing, confidently)

Great. Then I'll just find you after. .
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Chuck looks up.

CHUCK
Huh? Did you want something?

The smile leaves Missy's face. She looks embarrassed.

MISSY
Um, no. Not really.

Ms. Standish stands up and addresses the class.

MS. STANDISH
Open your books to page 253 and the Spanish
Civil War. . .

Belinda strolls slowly into the classroom. The cheerleading
uniform she's wearing is obviously different from the other
cheerleaders' uniforms, as she wears a sweater and a plaid skirt
while the others are in a solid color.

Chuck Soarington stops writing in his notebook when Belinda
enters the room. His eyes fix on her and her every movement.

CHUCK'S POV -- BELINDA

Through a hazy, smokey kind of fog, Chuck leaps to his feet and
grabs Belinda's hands, pulling her close and spinning the two of
them around. Belinda smiles and blows kisses at Chuck.

BACK TO SCENE

With a few exceptions, the other girls in the classroom quickly
fix their hair to match Belinda's as she enters the room. She
takes a seat diagonally behind Missy.

Missy turns around and silently mouths to Belinda.

MISSY
I need my paper.

Belinda ignores Missy, choosing instead to talk to the
CHEERLEADER #1.

CHEERLEADER #1
Belinda! You're wearing the wrong outfit
again.

Belinda shrugs and walks to the front of the classroom.
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BELINDA
(to Ms. Standish)

I have to call my mother.

The Ms. Standish nods for Belinda to leave.
Belinda's attention again.

Missy grabs

MISSY
(to Belinda)

My paper.

MS. STANDISH
Is there a problem, Missy?

MISSY
Um, no, no problem.

Belinda tosses her ponytail around and starts for the door.
Missy looks down at her desk and somewhat worriedly opens her
books. Chuck's eyes follow Belinda through the door.

INT. HISTORY CLASSROOM -- DAY

A bell RINGS.

Ms. Standish stands at her desk as the students begin to file
out of the room, each student dropping his or her paper on the
teacher's desk.

MS. STANDISH
Again, let me re-emphasize that I am not
accepting any late papers. It's now or
never. .

A STUDENT walks back in the room and whispers to
Ms. Standish nods. The student groans.

Ms. Standish.

Belinda drops her paper on Ms. Standish's desk. Missy stands
right behind her. Ms. Standish reaches behind the desk and
pulls out a duffle bag, handing it to Belinda.

Missy grabs Belinda's arm.
and begins reading it.

The Teacher takes Belinda's paper

MISSY
Do you have my paper?

Belinda shrugs.
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MS. STANDISH
This is quite impressive, Belinda.

MISSY
(to Belinda)

You do have MY paper with you, right?

Belinda wiggles free from Missy's grip.

BELINDA
I've got to go change.

Belinda grabs the duffle bag and runs out the door.

MS. STANDISH
Missy, I don't see your paper here.

MISSY
I don't have it right now.

MS. STANDISH
That's not acceptable.

Just give
just need

MISSY
me a little more time.
a little more time.

MS. STANDISH
know I can't accept a

MISSY
But it's not late. I just don't
now. I know who has it.

MS. STANDISH
Someone has your paper?

late paper.

have it right

Not to cheat.

I don't want to

Just to look at
just need a few

MISSY

MS. STANDISH
hear it.

MISSY
the format and
minutes to get

footnotes.
it back.

The Teacher shakes her head and pulls out her grade book and
begins writing in it, shaking her head.

Missy, you

I let. .I

I
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MS. STANDISH
I said I don't want to hear it. Now I'm going
to do you a favor and just pretend you didn't
bother to do the paper.

MISSY
But I did. I just let Bel. . .

MS. STANDISH
I don't want to hear it. You'll
for the midterm.

But that'll

get a zero

MISSY
drop my "A" to a "D."

MS. STANDISH
Missy, you're a wonderful student.
are rules. I can't reward you for
the assignment.

MISSY
But I did the paper. I
borrow. .

But rules
not doing

just let someone

MS. STANDISH
Either I say you didn't do it or you get sent
to office for cheating. And I think the "F"
would sit much better with college admissions
officers than an expulsion.

But I. . . My
MISSY

scholarship. . . I didn't.

The Teacher closes her book with a loud slam.

MS. STANDISH
Don't do it again.

MISSY
Yes ma'am.

Missy looks down, small tears forming in her eyes.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- DAY

Belinda walks with a group of three other Cheerleaders, still
carrying the duffle bag, still wearing the wrong outfit. One of
the three Cheerleaders, CANDI, stands closest to Belinda, and
acts friendliest to her.
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CANDI
I've let the cosmetology class do my hair
before. They're not bad.

Belinda holds the Wanted picture of Porter for her friends to
see.

BELINDA
Isn't he just the greatest?

CHEERLEADERS
Eeeeww.

CANDI
And it gets me out of study hall.

Belinda strokes the Wanted picture. Candi shudders and turns
away.

Belinda kisses the picture, then folds it up and lifts her
skirt, putting the picture in her panties.

The Cheerleaders, Candi, and Belinda stop outside the "Girls'
Rest Room" door. Belinda motions to the rest room.

BELINDA
I'll be out in a sec.

The Cheerleaders nod their heads and lean against the wall,
talking and laughing. Belinda disappears into the Rest room.

INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

A row of rest room stalls takes up most of the rest room. One
of the stalls has a small note taped to it reading "Out of
Order." Next to the stalls is a mirror above a row of sinks.

Belinda is standing in front of the mirror in the girls' rest
room. A GROUP of girls stands around watching her, mimicking
her every move.

Belinda brushes her hair and stares at herself in the mirror.
She grabs the front section of her hair and begins to braid it.
The Group does the same.

Belinda looks at her hair in the mirror, now with the front
braided and flipped back. She shakes her head. Each girl in
the rest room, now with her hair braided and flipped back like
Belinda's, shakes her head. Belinda undoes the braid.



Belinda, hair now hanging down, quickly brushes
flips her head over, then grabs the bulk of her
binds it in a pony tail on the top of her head.
the same.

her hair and
long hair and
The Group does

Belinda turns and walks into one of the rest room stalls,
closing the door behind her.

The Group of girls sighs and gathers its belongings and walks
out the door.

INT. REST ROOM STALL -- DAY

Belinda laughs as she lets her hair down from the ponytail. She
reaches into her panties and pulls out the prescription bottle
of pills she took from her parents' house. Belinda opens the
bottle.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- DAY

Missy runs into the rest room.

The Cheerleaders standing with Candi leave.
now.

Candi stands alone

INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

Missy stands in front of the mirrors, crying softly.

INT. REST ROOM STALL -- DAY

Belinda dumps three capsules
tosses them in her mouth.

INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

Missy splashes water on
rest room opens. Candi
can't see Missy.

Belinda. C'mon.

from the bottle into her hand and

her face at the sinks. The door to the
pokes her head in the room, but she

CANDI

22
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Candi goes back outside.

BELINDA (O.S.)
I'll be out in a minute.

Missy peers around the corner, looking for Belinda's voice.

MISSY
Belinda? Are you in here?

A toilet flushes.
carrying her bag.

The stall door opens and Belinda walks out,
She puts the bag on the floor near the stall.

I said I'd be outI
if you're in such

Belinda spies Missy. Missy'sE
has a little problem focusing I

(continuing)
Oh. It's you.

BELI NDA
in a minute, Candi.
a hurry. . .

Jesus,

eyes are red and puffy.
her own eyes.

Belinda

BELINDA

Belinda walks over to the mirror to check her hair. She talks
to Missy's reflection.

BELINDA
(continuing)

You really ought to think about using a
concealer.

Missy sniffles and glares at Belinda.

MISSY
I'll keep that in mind.

BELINDA
You're kind of young for that puff around your
eyes. My mother puts cucumbers on her eyes
every morning to reduce the swelling. It
really works wonders --

MISSY
I've been crying, you moron.
cucumbers with me.

BEL I NDA
Shame, they'd really. . .Did
"moron?"

I don't have any

you call me a

Missy doesn't acknowledge Belinda.
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BEL I NDA
(continuing)

Listen, puss head, no one calls me a moron and
gets away with --

MISSY
No, you listen, Belinda. Where's my history
paper?

Belinda leans back away from the sinks, reaching for an
imaginary ledge behind her, only to stumble as she realizes
there is no ledge.

I turned it in.

(surprised)
You did?

BELINDA

MISSY

Yeah.
in.

BELINDA
I whited out your name and

MISSY
You turned in my paper!
"F."

I got five
uniform.

typed mine

Standish gave ME an

BELINDA
demerits for wearing the wrong

Belinda turns and walks toward her bag
floor, swaying somewhat as she walks.
in the bag. Missy follows her.

in the middle of
She reaches down

the
to dig

MISSY
Because of this "F," I fall out of the top ten
percent of the class. . .1 lose a college
scholarship. . .1 flip burgers for the rest of
my life. . .I have six kids and go on
welfare. . .1 come after you in the middle of
the night with a bayonet. . .1 --

BELINDA
I might not be able to cheer
game.

in next week's

The bathroom door opens slightly.

CANDI (O.S.)
Belinda. My hair.
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BELINDA
(to Candi)

Just a minute!

Missy grabs Belinda by the hair and twists one of Belinda's arms
behind her back, shoving her forward, toward the door.

MISSY
No way are you getting away with this. You're
telling Standish, now.

Belinda's eye lids grow heavy as she kicks and punches aimlessly
at Missy.

BELINDA
If I told, then they'd know you helped me
cheat, and that'd probably get you expelled.
I don't want that kind of pressure.

Missy twists Belinda's arm harder and pushes her in the opposite
direction.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- DAY

A group of good looking boys surrounds Candi, talking to her.
She flirts with them and they flirt back.

INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

Missy has Belinda shoved up against a wall in the rest room.

BELINDA
(slurring her words)

You know. I'm just getting a little sick of
your attitude, Missy. You used to be such a
nice girl.

Belinda struggles to get free and succeeds. Missy stops her
again, pushing Belinda back a little, toward an open stall.
Belinda struggles to focus on Missy, her eyes opening barely
more than half-mast.

BELINDA
(slurring)

I'll get you tossed out of school.

MISSY
No you won't, Belinda.



26

Belinda pushes Missy.

BELINDA
Yes, I will, Missy, um, what's your last name?

Missy pushes Belinda.

MISSY
You whited the damn thing out.
know it by now.

Missy pushes Belinda into one of the sinks.
Missy. Missy hits and kicks back. The two
pull hair.

Surely you

Belinda kicks
girls fight, scream,

Belinda and Missy continue to fight. Missy grabs Belinda by the
hair and drags her into the open stall, not noticing the "Out of
Order" sign on the outside of the stall.

INT. REST ROOM STALL -- DAY

A plunger sits next to the toilet. Missy has Belinda turned
toward the toilet, and holds Belinda's hands tightly behind her
back.

Missy pulls Belinda up by the hair. Belinda looks Missy in the
eye.

MISSY
You gonna' tell 'em who gave you that paper?

Missy forcibly bends Belinda forward, holding Belinda's face
just inches from the bowl. Her hair dangles into the bowl.

BELINDA
(singing)

My lips are sealed.

Missy shoves Belinda's head down into the bowl. Belinda
struggles and releases a little shriek. Missy flushes.

INSERT - - BELINDA UNDERWATER

The camera is inside the toilet bowl, looking up. Belinda's
eyes are pressed shut and her mouth moves. Her hair swirls
wildly around her head.

BACK TO SCENE
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Belinda struggles. Missy lets up her grip and allows Belinda to
thrash her head back out of the water and come up for air.

BELINDA
I'm gonna' get --

Missy shoves Belinda back in the toilet and flushes.

MISSY
I'm sorry, Belinda, I just can't understand a
word you're saying.

INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

The flushing noise continues as Missy comes out of the stall and
stands in front of the mirrors, washing her hands.

MISSY (O.S.)
You're gonna' turn me in for this, aren't you?
I probably wouldn't blame you if you did. I
mean, I'd guess it's pretty disgusting inside
the bowl of a public high school toilet. I
wouldn't know first hand, mind you. But I did
go to homecoming last year with a guy whose
church group gave him one in kindergarten. He
wasn't too scarred, or anything. I mean he
was like five or six when it happened, and
sure he had eleven years to get over it. And
he could laugh about it. He did laugh about
it. I don't think it really hurt him at all.
He was perfectly cool with it. Ooh. But he
did have that perm. And he hung around that
gross Craig guy. And he drove a brown four
door. And he liked his brown four door. He
was proud of his brown four door. And he had
me home by 10:30. At night. And he talked
about the swirly. Why would anyone ever admit
to being given a swirly? Like it was some
sort of trophy. Oh, and that perm. That
hideous perm.

(beat)
You won't sue me or anything if you become
schizo, will you?

INT. REST ROOM STALL -- DAY

The flushing stops and Belinda tumbles out of the toilet,
landing flat on her back, beside the toilet her hair straight up
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and swirled above her head, somewhat cone-like. Water surrounds
her on the floor, crashing against her face like waves from the
ocean. The water picks up her body and moves it out of the
stall.

INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

Belinda's slowly twitching body makes a small coughing noise.

Missy turns off the faucet and drys her hands under an electric
dryer.

More water gushes from the toilet and moves Belinda to the
center of the rest room, in front of the stall.

MISSY
(continuing)

That's cool. God, I feel so good. I'll
probably be expelled because of this and I
have no fear. This is so cool. You steal my
paper, I flush your head. I GAVE BELINDA
WILDE A SWIRLY! C'mon, say it with me.
I. . .Belinda?

The hand dryer turns off. Missy wipes the excess water on her
clothes, then walks over to the stall.

Missy looks down and sees Belinda's body lying on the wet rest
room floor. Water stops spilling from the toilet. A single
beam of sunlight shines through the rest room window,
illuminating Belinda's body in a heavenly manner.

Belinda shows no signs of life. A quick look of fear crosses
Missy's face.

MISSY
C'mon, Belinda, get up.

Belinda remains still, her eyes open, unblinkingly glaring at
Missy.

MISSY
(continuing; nervous)

That's really cool how you can keep from
blinking and all, Belinda, but we really need
to get going.

Missy reaches down tentatively, touching Belinda on the
shoulder. Belinda still doesn't move.
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(scared)
Oh my god.

MISSY

Missy begins to shake and smack an unresponsive Belinda.
Missy's voice cracks with fear.

C'mon,
C'mon.

Belinda.
Get up!

MISSY
This isn't funny.
Get up, Belinda!

Get up.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- DAY

Candi giggles and bats her eyes as the Good Looking Boys leave.
Her happy expression quickly changes once the Boys are out of
sight. She pushes the rest room door open.

C'mon Belinda.
CANDI

We gotta' get going.

INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

Missy, hovering over Belinda,
room floor, looks up, scared.
cracked.

Am I
you?

still lying flat on the wet rest
The rest room door is slightly

CANDI (O.S.)
(continuing)

going to have to come in there and get

Missy stiffens in fear.

(continuing)
Belinda? Belinda?

CANDI (O.S.)

Are you alright?

Missy pauses a moment before answering in her best Belinda
voice.

MISSY
Um, um. No. I mean yes, I'm fine. I'll be
right out.
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INT. REST ROOM STALL -- DAY

Missy, holding Belinda by the arm pits, shoves a presumably dead
Belinda onto the toilet, propping Belinda's head against the
wall. She then reaches down and removes Belinda's shoes and
socks, and locks the stall door.

INT. HALLWAY -- DAY

Porter walks through the hallway, looking for something, holding
the Inducer in one hand and Trish's paper in the other. Candi
sees him and perks up.

Porter notices Candi. Candi rubs her tongue over her teeth.

PORTER
Do you. .?

CANDI
Probably.

Candi makes overdone love faces and blows kisses at Porter.
Porter slithers away. Candi looks irritated and yells to the
rest room.

CANDI
Bel --

Missy, dressed as Belinda (in the same uniform as the other
cheerleaders, the solid color uniform), and wearing the blond
wig, walks through the doorway.

CANDI
(continuing)

I thought you fell in or something. C'mon.
I've got to go.

Missy nervously clutches Belinda's books in her arms, trying not
to look at Candi

CANDI
(continuing)

Oh, you missed it. Brad was out here and we
were like talking and stuff and he like asked
me to go to the. . .did you like take a Hoover
to your boobs or something while you were in
there? I mean, you're looking a bit third-
world-ish, Belinda. Anyway, we're going to
the concert now, Brad and I, and. . .is that
like a new hairdo, again? Geez, Bel, how many
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times a day can you switch your 'do? It's
kinda' obsessive-compul. . .do you think you I
could have them do that to mine in
cosmetology?

The two girls walk up the hall.

INT. ENGLISH CLASSROOM -- DAY

A teacher, MR. BOULIN, stands in front of the English class. He
is tall and gangly and wears loose-fitting clothes. Mr. Boulin
points, with a long wooden pointer, to words and phrases on the
blackboard.

Missy, dressed as Belinda, enters the room. All in the class
stare at her. Missy looks very uncomfortable and takes the
empty seat closest to the door. Mr. Boulin puts down her
pointer and looks directly at Missy.

MR. BOULIN
Ms. Wilde?

Missy begins to open the folder on her desk and go through the
papers inside.

MR. BOULIN
(continuing)

Ms. Wilde? Belinda?

Missy looks around, then up at Mr. Boulin. She looks surprised.

MISSY
Yes? Oh, um, I'm sorry I'm late, I - I - I
had to change.

Mr. Boulin shakes his head.

MR. BOULIN
You're here now, that's what matters. But you
will have to explain why you're sitting in Mr.
Todd's seat.

Missy looks down at the seat, then looks up and smiles nervously
at Mr. Boulin.

MR. BOULIN
(continuing)

Will you please take your own seat, Ms. Wilde?
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Missy gathers her books and looks around, spying two empty seats
in the middle of the fourth row, and an empty seat at the front
of row three. She walks to the empty seat in row three and
begins to put her books down, looking up at Mr. Boulin all the
time.

Two GOSSIPY GIRLS sit near the front of the room, talking to
each other.

GOSSIPY GIRL #1
That is such a cool 'do.

Gossipy Girl #2 nods her head in agreement.

MISSY
Um, here?

Mr. Boulin shakes his head and the class chuckles quietly.
Missy continues to row four and stoops to sit down in one of the
two empty seats. She looks up at Mr. Boulin. Again he shakes
his head.

Missy sits down in the only remaining empty chair she hasn't
tried to sit in, and looks up at Mr. Boulin for approval. Mr.
Boulin nods as Missy settles into the seat.

He shakes his head and turns back to the board.

MR. BOULIN
Now, in sentence number two, you were asked to
diagram the. . .

A student, MR. TODD, runs through the door and quickly sits down
in the seat closest to the door. His clothes look charred. Mr.
Boulin looks disapprovingly at Mr. Todd.

MR. BOULIN
(continuing)

You're late again, Mr. Todd.

MR. TODD
I know, but there was this wreck and I had to
get this old woman out of her car before it
exploded. . ..

Mr. Todd's clothes smoulder. He digs in his pocket and pulls
out a note.

MR. TODD
(continuing)

I've got the police report right here.



Mr. Boulin begins filling out a pink form on a
rips the form from the pad and hands it to Mr.

MR. BOULIN
Tell it to the principal.

MR. TODD
But this is my second tardy.
off the wrestling team. .

MR. BOULIN
If you had been on time. .

They'll throw me

MR. TODD
But she would have died. What else could I
do?

MR. BOULIN
You could have taken the bus.

Missy slumps in her seat, trying to look inconspicuous.
Gossipy Girls try to fix their hair like Missy's.

INT. GYMNASIUM LOBBY -- DAY

The two

Missy is standing in the lobby area c
row of glass doors is opposite her.
still wearing Belinda's cheerleading

outside of the gymnasium.
She looks nervous, but is
uniform and the blond wig.

Banners and signs reminding students of "PEP RALLY, 2PM TODAY"
are everywhere.

A few passersby nod at Missy. She nervously nods back at them.
Trish rushes in.

Trish!
MISSY

Trish looks around.

(

Trish!

Missy motions to her again.

MISSY
continuing)

Trish looks around again. Missy motions for her.
sour look on her face.

What?

Trish gets a

TRISH
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note pad.
Todd.

He

A
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Missy moves the hair from her eyes.

MISSY
Trish, it's me, Missy.

TRISH
Missy? Oh shit, that wig.

I need your help.
MISSY

INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

Girls walk in and out of the rest room stalls. One stall
remains closed, a pair of bare feet dangling from the toilet.

Two girls, GIRL #1 and GIRL #2, stand in front of the rest room
mirrors talking. Other girls walk in front of the mirrors and
leave, washing their hands, brushing their hair, their teeth,
applying makeup, applying deodorant, generally primping.

The bell RINGS

All the girls leave, except Girl #1 and Girl #2. Girl #1 pulls
a pack of cigarettes and a lighter from her purse. She lights
two cigarettes and hands one to Girl #2.

You check?
GIRL #2

Girl #1 shakes her head and puffs.
away from her face and leans down
She sees the bare feet and points
now barely damp.

to
to

Girl #2 holds her cigarette
check under the stalls.
the stall. The floor is

GIRL #2
(whispering)

There's someone in there.

Girl #1 chokes on her cigarette.

GIRL #1
(whispering)

Who is it?

GIRL #2
(whispering)

I don't know, but she's not wearing any shoes.
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Girl #1 leans down to take a look along with Girl #2. They both
stare at the dangling feet.

GIRL #1
Wow.

The two Girls sit on the floor, indian style, watching the
dangling bare feet.

INT. COSMETOLOGY CLASS -- DAY

The class looks like a beauty parlor, with the addition of some
desks and a chalkboard. A row of mirrors line two opposite
walls. Each chair in front of the mirrors is occupied by a
student having his or hair worked on by another student.

Rodent stands at the chair on the end, closest to the door,
working on Candi's hair.

CANDI
So, like, I want it real flouncy, you know,
just kind of big and full and flowing with a
ton of body. Oh, and I don't want it to fall
out, not my hair, the style, immediately. I
want to be able to cheer in this tonight,
okay?

Rodent nods and curls Candi's hair on big rollers.

Two bottles of solutions sit on the work table next to him. One
is labeled "Setting Solution," the other says "Perming
Solution." Rodent picks up the setting solution and squirts
some on Candi's head, then continues to curl her hair.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL LOBBY -- DAY

Porter walks through the hallway and reaches the school lobby,
still holding the Inducer in one hand and Trish's paper in the
other.

A STUDENT passes in front of Porter.

PORTER
Hey. Hey you. Hey.

The Student walks on.
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PORTER
(continuing)

Snit.

Porter looks around and eyes the office. He glances through
window in the office door.

PORTER'S POV -- OLD WOMAN

A crotchety old woman with a fully warted face and moustache
looks up from her desk and licks her lips.

BACK TO SCENE

Porter shudders and turns the other direction, continuing
further into the school.

INT. COSMETOLOGY CLASS -- DAY

Rodent rolls Candi's hair.

CANDI
So, like I really thought he liked me or
something. Don't you hate that when they say
one thing and mean another. Guys are just so
damn insensitive.

Rodent begins to dream as he rolls Candi's hair.

INT. GLITZY COSMETOLOGY CLASS -- DAY

The cosmetology class, through Rodent's day dream, is lit with
spotlights. The industrial mirror in front of Candi's chair is
now outlined with clear-glass light. Candi's chair is facing
away from the mirror; Rodent works with his back to the mirror.

CANDI (V.0.)
(continuing)

But, like, I think it's like this. The more
you trust 'em, the more they dump on you.

Rodent turns Candi around to see her new hairdo, a modified bee-
hive mounted perfectly on Candi's head. Candi looks in the
mirror and gushes with pleasure.
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CANDI (V.0.)
(continuing)

Then, my mother thinks it's all my fault. I
don't know how I could be sending out the
wrong signals. I don't know how. I mean,
wouldn't I need to know what the right signals
are before I could purposely send out the
wrong ones?

A group of other students gathers around Rodent visually
praising him for the hairdo he created. Rodent beams, looking
proud, occasionally touching Candi's hair. Other women shake
their long hair at Rodent. He points for them to sit. They
oblige.

A hand taps Rodent on the shoulder. He smiles and turns around
to look to see who it is. He comes out of his dream.

INT. COSMETOLOGY CLASS -- DAY

Rodent turns to see who tapped him on the shoulder. Porter
stands next to him, holding Trish's paper in one hand and the
Inducer in the other.

PORTER
Yo, Rodent, you seen Trish.

Rodent begins to shake and quiver. He backs away from Porter,
hitting the work table next to him.

Candi's hair is completely rolled. She continues talking, her
eyes closed.

CANDI
So, like, then I had this friend, and her
brother went on this date with some girl he'd
been dying to go out with since like the day
before he was born.

Porter follows Rodent.

PORTER
Look, Rode, I just got this to give to. .

Rodent quivers more as Porter comes closer. Porter waves the
Inducer around, punctuating his speech with it. Rodent grabs
the bottle of perming solution and squirts it at Porter. Porter
ducks and the solution lands on Candi's head.

Rodent turns and runs off. Porter follows.



(continuing)
Yo, Rodent, wait up.

PORTER

I just need to. . .

Candi opens her eyes and looks in the mirror.

CANDI
So, you're a guy, what would you. . .am I
finished?

Candi looks around and
stands up and looks at
on the shoulder.

notices no one is attending to her. She
her watch. She taps the GIRL next to her

CANDI
(continuing)

Where's the tanning booth?

The Girl points and Candi walks in that direction.
her hair is wet with a glob of perming solution.

The back of

INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

Girls #1 and #2 still sit staring at the dangling feet in the
rest room stall, smoking their cigarettes. The rest room door
flies open and Missy and Trish walk in.

Girl #1 eats her cigarette, Girl #2 throws her cigarette over
the door of the stall.

Get out.
MISSY

Girl #1 and Girl #2 stand and quickly gather their books and run
for the door. As Girl #1 speaks, smokes puffs from her mouth.

GIRL #1
(to Girl #2)

Miss Congeniality my ass.

Girl #2 nods in agreement.
looks surprised at Missy.

They leave the rest room.

TRISH
So, you gonna' tell me why you're
impersonating the Homecoming Queen?

Missy puts her books down and walks to the closed stall. She
gets down on her hands and knees and starts to crawl under.

38

Trish
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TRISH
(pointing to the other stalls)

Look, Missy, there's plenty of others
available.

Missy slides under the stall door and stands up inside the
stall.

TRISH
So what's with the Belinda act?
play or something?

She took it.
hers.

Is it for the

MISSY (0.S.)
Erased my name and typed in

The lock on the stall door makes a cloud click. Missy swings
the stall door open from the inside. Missy blocks Trish's view
of Belinda.

Figures.
TRISH

MISSY
I go out of my way to be nice, thinking
maybe she'd put in a good word with
Coach Carlson 'cuz he loves her almost
as much as that stupid play, and she
dicks me over.

That's Belinda.

I killed her.

TRISH
What can you do?

MISSY

TRISH
We've all wanted to kill her, Missy.
Let's think of something new, something
a little more original, like melting her
plastic fingernails over a bunsen
burner.

Trish laughs, then gasps as Missy steps aside so Trish can see
Belinda.

TRISH'S POV -- BELINDA

Belinda's lifeless body sits upright on the toilet, her head
still leaning on the wall, her eyes closed, and her hair swirled
straight up above her head.
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BACK TO SCENE

Trish's mouth drops.

TRISH
No way. This is some sort of joke.

Missy shakes her head and walks out of the stall.

MISSY
I wish it were.

Trish walks into the stall and checks Belinda for a pulse.

TRISH
You killed her? You're serious. You killed
Belinda. She's dead.

Missy nods her head in agreement.

TRISH
(continuing)

Man. Remind me never to borrow homework from
you again.

Missy takes the wig off and holds it in her hands.

MISSY
It was an accident. I was pissed. I wanted
revenge. I didn't think she'd die.

TRISH
How?

MISSY
I gave her a swirly.

Trish looks at Belinda and then back at Missy skeptically.

TRISH
Nobody ever died from a swirly. .

MISSY
No one ever had that much hair.

TRISH
You mean. .?

MISSY
Backed up.



TRISH
Damn. My mom's serious
sink stuff then.

Look,
do?

MISSY
Trish, you've got

Let me think.

about that hair in the

to help me. What do I

TRISH

Trish walks out of the stall and stands next to Missy.

I mean, it was an
have any priors.
me.

MISSY
honest mistake.
I think they'll

I don't
go easy on

TRISH
Yeah, but this is Belinda
here. The girl farts and
in the yearbook to it.

Yeah, but they're
later. Someone's
looking for her.

MISSY
gonna'
gonna'

we're talking
they devote a

about
page

find out sooner or
miss her and go

Trish look at Missy.

TRISH
Why would they miss her? She's right here.

Missy shakes her head.

MISSY
No way. I'm not playing Belinda for the rest
of my life.

TRISH
No. No. Not for the rest of your life.
Just. . .just. . .just a little
while. . .until I can figure out what to do.

Missy bites her nails.

MISSY
I'm not sure how much longer I can keep this
up.
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C'mon, Missy.
already?

Well. . .

TRISH
How many people have you fooled

MISSY
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TRISH
Her teachers, her friends, her enemies. They
all think you're Belinda. Just be a bitch and
don't rock the boat. You want to act, don't
you? Think of it as the greatest role of your
life.

Missy smiles a little. Trish walks in the stall
Belinda around a few times, then kicks her.

She's gotta' be

and smacks

MISSY
dead. I couldn't get a pulse.

Trish smiles, satisfied.

TRISH
I know. I just wanted to do that.

INT. HALLWAY -- DAY

Rodent runs through an empty hallway, followed by Porter.
Rodent has a look of intense fear on his face; Porter, holding
Trish's paper in one hand and the Inducer in the other hand,
looks puzzled.

PORTER
Rodent. Hey, Rodent. Wait up.

Rodent runs faster, opens a door and runs inside.

INT. LOCKER ROOM -- DAY

Rodent runs through a crowded boys' locker room. Porter
follows.
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INT. HALLWAY -- DAY

Trish and Missy, dressed as Belinda, drop to their knees so as
not to be seen, and crouch through the hallway, slowly making
forward progress.

TRISH
Okay, here's the plan. . .you go to Belinda's
class, I'll come get you, say a dentist
appointment or something. . .

INT. CAFETERIA -- DAY

Rodent runs through the high school cafeteria.
Workers chop carrots, mushrooms, and the heads
follows.

Yo, Rodent.

Cafeteria
off rats.

PORTER
Hold up.

INT. HALLWAY -- DAY

Trish and Missy are crouched at the corner of a hallway. They
can't see the other side of the hall from their vantage point.

MISSY
I'm sorry, Trish, but it's a stupid idea.
Nobody's going to buy that Belinda drowned in
the pond in her front yard.

Teenage suicide.
TRISH
Ever heard of it?

MISSY
This isn't Heathers. I
off sitting her on a ra

think we'd be better
ilroad track.

TRISH
Oh, and they'd buy she was struck stupid and
decided to act out The Program?

Around the corner of the hallway, Rodent runs, looking over his
shoulder to see if Porter is still there.

Porter
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RODENT'S POV -- PORTER

Porter is running, shaking the Inducer. Rodent's vision is a
little blurry and all that can be made out of Porter is his red
shirt and khaki pants.

BACK TO SCENE

Rodent turns his head forward and continues running. He is
panting and sweating.

A HALL MONITOR, dressed in khaki pants and a red shirt, like
Porter, sits in a chair and eats an apple. Rodent runs past and
turns a corner. The Hall Monitor quickly stands up and blows a
whistle.

Porter passes the Hall Monitor, then stops and nods his approval
of the Hall Monitor's outfit.

PORTER
Which way did he go?

The Hall Monitor stands up and puts his hand out to stop Porter.
He throws his apple behind him. It lands on the floor.

HALL MONITOR
I'll have to see your pass first.

PORTER
Please. I'm old enough to be your. . . your.
. . your really cool uncle.

The Hall Monitor looks confused.

HALL MONITOR
You don't have a pass?

PORTER
Neither does he.

The Hall Monitor runs after Rodent. They run past Trish and
Missy who have ducked behind a trash can.

MISSY
Wasn't that your brother?

Trish shrugs.

TRISH
C'mon, we've got to get. .
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Porter sees Trish and Missy crouching around the corner and
approaches them.

PORTER
You two look guilty.

Trish looks up slowly and stands up at the sound of her name.
Missy turns around to run, but Trish grabs her hair to stop her.
Missy escapes from under her hair, leaving Trish holding the
wig, and runs a few steps, stripping pieces of the cheerleader
uniform from her body.

MISSY
They're not mine. I just
had dressed me this way.

TRISH
We didn't do anything. I
a. . .Porter?

(to Missy)
It's, it's, okay. It's jL
neighbor.

woke up and someone
Senior prank. .

didn't even see

ust my, my, my,

Missy's top is halfway over her head. She stops taking off her
clothes and turns around when Trish hollers. Missy's top is
still over her head, covering her face.

You dropped this.
PORTER

Porter hands Trish her history paper. Trish looks surprised.
Missy, still only halfway dressed, exposes her head from under
her top and looks as shocked as Trish.

PORTER
(continuing)

Um, thought you might need it. Okay?

Missy and Trish stare at Porter, they nod.

PORTER
(continuing)

I'm, um, going to be going now, okay?
induce a man.

Gotta'

Porter shakes the
at Porter and nod

Inducer, tentatively.
their heads.

Trish and Missy stare

(dazed)
Yeah. Thanks.

TRISH
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Porter turns to leave.

TRISH
(continuing)

No. Wait.

Porter turns around.

TRISH
(continuing)

What were you saying about a guinea pig?

INT. COSMETOLOGY CLASS -- DAY

Candi is walking around in a towel. Her hair, still
is smoking. She walks up to the Girl who is manning
booths and taps her on the shoulder. The Girl turns
stares.

in curlers,
the tanning
around and

CANDI
Um, I think there's something wrong with my
booth. It smells like it's burning.

The Girl backs away from Candi.
head.

Smoke billows around Candi's

INT. REST ROOM STALL -- DAY

Porter, Missy, and Trish stand around
again fully and properly dressed, but
uniform. Porter kneels down and puts
Belinda's body. He props her back up

MISSY
You think it'll work?

PORTER
If it does, it'll make me

Belinda's body. Missy is
still in the cheerleading
the Inducer next to
on a toilet.

a wealthy man.

TRISH
My parents will want rent then.

PORTER
I hadn't thought about this application.

MISSY
She just needs to get to the train tracks. .



The pond.
TRISH

MISSY
What about the pool?

TRISH
Yeah. Just get her to the pool.
can do it?

Think you

Porter scratches his head and plugs in the Inducer.

We']] see.
PORTER

He touches the Inducer to Belinda. Nothing happens. He shakes
the instrument around again and touches it to Belinda. Again,
nothing happens.

Why isn't she

I don't know.

MISSY
movi ng?

PORTER
Thing's not getting any juice.

Porter bangs the Inducer on the floor a few times.

PORTER
(continuing)

I'm going to have to get my tools.

Missy and Trish look horrified.

PORTER
(continuing)

They're in my car. Outside.
lot. You two get to class.
her.

In the parking
I'll take care of

The three start for the door.

We can't
stall.

MISSY
leave the Homecoming Queen dead in a

TRISH
Sure we can. Just lock the door.

MISSY
No way. Somebody's bound to go in.
Someone '11 notice.
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EXT. MARY ANNE MOBLEY HIGH SCHOOL -- DAY

Missy is standing on a wide ledge outside the Girls'
window. Belinda's limp body is being pushed through
Missy grabs the body and tugs.

A little harder.

rest room
the window.

MISSY

Belinda's body sticks in the window.

MISSY
(continuing)

A little more.

Belinda's body still sticks.

Huh?

PUSH!

TRISH (0.S.)

MISSY

Belinda's body shoots out the window. Missy struggles to retain
hold of the body. She falls backwards, Belinda's body falling
on top of her. Trish crawls out the window and sees Missy
squirming like a cockroach under Belinda. Trish pulls Belinda's
body from on top of Missy. Porter climbs out the window.

You okay?
TRISH

Missy stands and brushes her clothes off and shivers.

MISSY
I'm fine. I've just never had a
flail on top of me before.

Belinda's body lies face down on the ledge.
look at it.

Okay. Let's go.

dead body

Missy and Trish

PORTER

Trish and Porter head back in the building through the window.

C'mon, Missy.

You think this is

TRISH

MISSY
okay?
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TRISH
Yeah. You can't see from the ground, at least
not as long as she's lying down.

PORTER
I doubt she'll be getting up.

Missy stares at Belinda.

MISSY
Maybe we should turn her over.

TRISH
Why?

MISSY
I get the feeling she'd rather have a tan on
her front than on her back at her funeral. No
one's really going to see her back.

Trish and Porter roll their eyes and help Missy turn Belinda
over. The three go back inside.

Belinda's hair is still swirled on top of her hair and she still
wears the wrong cheerleader's uniform, minus the shoes and
socks.

INT. COSMETOLOGY CLASS -- DAY

Candi is seated in a chair, facing a mirror and looking
irritated. Her hair is still in curlers and smoke billows all
around it.

The COSMETOLOGY TEACHER walks around Candi, surveying the damage
from all sides. The Girl stands behind Candi and holds a fire
extinguisher behind her own back.

CANDI
Do you think it'll ruin the set?

The Cosmetology Teacher touches Candi's hair to remove a curler.
She pulls her finger back quickly and blows on it, then motions
for the Girl to sprays Candi's head with the fire extinguisher.
The Girl unleashes the extinguisher on Candi's head.
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INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- DAY

Missy walks out of a classroom through the crowd of STUDENTS.
Students stop and stare at her.

Hey, Belinda.
STUDENT #1

Missy looks around, then realizes he's talking to her.

Oh. hi.
MISSY

Hi, Belinda.
STUDENT #2

Missy looks down at the schedule in Belinda's notebook.
couple of students behind Missy look at her skeptically.

MISSY'S POV -- BELINDA'S CLASS SCHEDULE

Missy inspects the schedule in Belinda's notebook.

BACK TO SCENE

A

MISSY
(to herself)

Shit. Chemistry.

Further down the
of the hallway.

hallway, a wall of lockers stands on one side
A group of GIRLS stands next to Missy's locker.

She was in first
her since.

Yeah, I hear she
her paper.

GIRL #1
period, but

GIRL #2
got bitched

I haven't seen

at for not having

GIRL #3
I heard someone ripped off her
it published.

Missy walks up to the row of lockers.

Hi.

paper and had

MISSY

The group of Girls looks shocked at Missy, believing she's
Belinda.



Urn, hi, Belinda.

Missy turns the combination on one of
She digs for the lab coat. There are
everywhere. Missy finds the lab coat
out from the rubble of books.

Belinda.

Yeah?

the lockers and opens it.
books and papers
and attempts to pull it

GIRL #2

MISSY

Missy grabs hold of the lab coat and yanks it from the locker.

GIRL #2
Why are you going through Missy's locker?

The lab coat comes loose and Missy stumbles backwards, holding
the lab coat. She looks flustered and surprised.

Um,
lab
She

Oh. . .

MISSY
Missy's locker. We, um, we're sharing a
coat, and it's, um, my turn to use it.
- she gave me her combination.

GIRL #2

MISSY
Great girl that Missy.

Missy closes the locker and begins to shuffle
group of girls, taking the lab coat with her.
her, shaking their heads.

away from the
The Girls watch

GIRL #2
I can't believe that. Probably been stealing
stuff from Missy all year. It just makes me
sick. Poor, sweet Missy. Belindas can get
away with murder and it becomes a new trend.
But truly nice girls like Missy, always
willing to lend a helping hand, she can't even
turn a paper in late without being sent to the
principal's office for a severe beating. It's
just not fair.

GIRL #1
Should we tell her?

GIRL #2
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Who? Missy?

Yeah.

GIRL #2

GIRL #1

GIRL #2
What, and get Belinda mad? Not me, no way.
That's the nicest she's ever been to me. I'm
not screwing that up. That girl's got power.

INT. HALLWAY -- DAY

Candi enters the
left of her hair
in wiry clumps.

hallway from the Cosmetology Class. What is
smoulders and sticks out parallel to the ground
Candi looks like she is about to cry.

INT. CHEMISTRY CLASSROOM -- DAY

The laboratory classroom has rows of lab sinks and lab stations,
each with two people at a station.

The bell rings. Missy shyly enters the classroom, holding the
lab coat. She looks around, confused and leans down to a talk
to a GIRL.

MISSY
Um, I forgot where I'm supposed to sit.

The Girl looks strangely at Missy.

Try your ass.
GIRL

Missy looks appalled. Three LARGE GUYS immediately run over and
hover threateningly over the Girl.

LARGE GUY #1
Sne bothering you, Belinda?

The Large Guys hover over
She sits in a desk toward
fills up rapidly.

the Girl until Missy takes her seat.
the back of the room. The classroom

Missy puts her books down at a lab station. A SHY BOY sits next
to her. The two Gossipy Girls sit in the corner of the room.
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Candi and CHEERLEADER #3 sit directly behind Missy. Candi has
wrapped a turban around her head, but a few sprigs of her hair
escape and her head smoulders. The rest of the room is full of
students, very few of whom wear lab coats and goggles.

Missy puts on her lab coat and sits down. The
sitting behind Missy taps her on the shoulder.
around.

Cheerleader
Missy turns

Please, Belinda.
CHEERLEADER #3
Lab coat?

MISSY
Oh, are we not doing a lab today?

Cheerleader #3 turns to Candi.

CHEERLEADER #3
(Mouthing-no sound)

Are we not doing a lab?

Candi shrugs.

Missy straps on a pair of goggles and starts
test tube and measuring chemicals.

to work, filling a

CHEERLEADER #3
(continuing; to Candi)

Goggles?

Candi shrugs. She reaches for her lab coat and puts on a pair
of goggles. Cheerleader #3 does the same.

CHEERLEADER #3
(continuing)

Okay, I might look the part, but I'm not doing
the experiment.

Missy continues to perform the chemical experiment.
BOYS in the back of the room watch Missy and talk.
next to them and listens.

Two SCRAWNY
GIRL #2 sits

SCRAWNY BOY #1
You don't think that under all that hair and
body she's actually smart, do you?

SCRAWNY BOY #2
Man. Tits and a brain.

GIRL #2 joins their conversation.
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GIRL #2
Yeah. Well look at her. She's flat. Her
boobs shrunk. Guess she got desperate and
really had to wipe.

The Scrawny Boys glare at Girl #2.

SCRAWNY BOY #1
Oh, man, do you think it's like a Sampson
thing? Only in reverse?

Shit.
brain.

SCRAWNY
They took away her

What a waste.

Missy shows
centrifuge.

BOY #2
tits and she grew a

SCRAWNY BOY #1 and #2

a group of students how to correctly operate a
Two Gossipy Girls watch.

Drugs.
GOSSIPY GIRL #1

GOSSIPY GIRL #2
That's the only answer.

Cheerleader #3 protests to Candi, refusing to hold the tools for
the experiment.

CANDI
Something's up. She's planning something big.

CHEERLEADER #3
Like she wants us all to follow her lead and
become geeks?

Yeah. Or even

look like even

Oh, man. What

CANDI
worse, not follow
bigger queers.

CHEERLEADER #3
do we do?

her lead and

Candi shakes her head and reaches for a test tube, filling it
with a solution.
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INT. HALLWAY -- DAY

Rodent is running through the hallway, breathlessly sweating,
fearing for his life. Thrilling MUSIC plays in the background
(like the theme to Mission Impossible). The Hall Monitor
follows not far behind, blowing his whistle and yelling.

HALL MONITOR
I need your pass. Let's see your pass.

INT. COMPUTER CLASSROOM -- DAY

A classroom full of computer equipment.
gathered around one computer. Missy is
computer, frantically punching buttons.

Students are all
sitting in front of the
The screen lights up.

The Gossipy Girls speak to one another in the back of the room.

Unbelievable.

EXT. ROOF - - DAY

Porter sits outside
Belinda, with parts
He fiddles with the

GOSSIPY GIRL #1

the rest room, next to the horizontal
of the Inducer and tools surrounding him.
mechanism with the tools.

The "Wanted" poster sticks out from Belinda's cheerleading
panties and crackles in the wind.

INT. SCHOOL CAFETERIA -- DAY

The cafeteria seating area is crowded. A large group of
Students surrounds Missy, three deep, around a table. Missy is
the center of the attention, standing on the table, talking to
the crowd. Chuck Soarington watches Missy, never taking his
eyes from her. Missy makes constant eye contact with him.

MISSY
.and so I told him, I'm not royalty, I'm a

cheerleader!

The crowd of student laugh uproariously. Missy smiles
confidently and chuckles a bit herself, winking at Chuck.
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INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

Porter sneaks through the girls' rest room looking for an
electrical outlet, holding the Inducer in one hand. He plugs in
the Inducer and heads for the window, only to find that the
Inducer will not reach. He tugs, but the device comes
unplugged.

EXT. LEDGE -- DAY

Belinda wakes up on the ledge. She groggily rubs her eyes and
sits up, looking around.

BELINDA
What the?

She tries to stand up, but stumbles slightly.

BELINDA
(continuing)

Man, three is way too many. How did I. .?

She looks around, then down at her legs, lifting her skirt a bit
to check for tan lines. She puts the "Wanted" poster further in
her panties.

BELINDA
(continuing)

Wow. Tan.

She climbs back through the window, into the rest room.

INT. REST ROOM -- DAY

Porter is thumbing through the Janitor's closet when he hears
Belinda coming in from the window. Unaware of who is entered
the girls' rest room, he hides in the closet.

Belinda stands in front of the mirrors, looking at herself. Her
hair still stands on top of her head. She looks confused by the
reflection and touches her head a few times. Her hair is hard.

Qelinda looks around the rest room for her books. She grabs
Missy's books instead, the only books in the rest room. Belinda
looks inside the books.
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BELINDA'S POV -- MISSY'S BOOKS

The books all have Missy's name inside them.

BACK TO SCENE

BELINDA
Shit.

Belinda's eyes open wide. She walks over to the stall that
Missy stuffed her head into. She checks her uniform and lack of
socks, then she grabs her hair.

BELINDA
Missy Townes!

Belinda races out of the rest room, taking Missy's books with
her.

The janitor's closet door opens and Porter pops out, holding an
extension cord. He plugs it into the wall and the Inducer into
the cord.

INT. SCHOOL CAFETERIA -- DAY

Missy, still standing on the table in the middle of the
cafeteria, talks to the crowd. The crowd adores her.

MISSY
. . .so then they handed me the keys to the
Mercedes, and I say "so that's it? A
Mercedes? I wanted a Ferrari!"

The crowd of students laugh. Chuck Soarington sits right next
to Missy's feet, looking up at her in awe. Missy drinks in the
attention.

Candi, her hair still wrapped in a turban, talks to a
Cheerleader.

CANDI
I mean I wasn't trying to get my hair like
this. That stupid little Rodent. I'll kill
him if I can ever find him.

Trish rushes in the cafeteria. She looks around frantically.

TRISH
(to herself)

Where the hell is she?
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She walks over to the crowd of students, and grabs a GIRL by the
shoulder.

TRISH
You seen Missy Townes?

The Girl shakes
Missy perform.

Trish from her arm, then goes back to watching
Trish looks up.

Oh God!
TRISH

MISSY
(to crowd)

But I mean, you've really got to love parents,
no matter how embarrassingly un-hip they are
sometimes. Like last week for example. Mom
and I were out at the club and this towel boy
comes up. Mother leans in and starts. .

Trish's hand shoots in from behind the crowd and pinches Missy's
arm, pulling Missy down from the table and out of the crowd to a
table a few rows away from the crowd. The crowd of students
hisses and boos. Chuck looks hurt. Missy looks pissed off.

MISSY
What did you do that for?

TRISH
What the hell are you doing?

Stand up.
MISSY

The crowd
won't go.

You're making

hisses louder.

No.

What?

TRISH
a spectacle of yourself.

Trish grabs Missy by the arm, but she

MISSY

TRISH

I said no.
finished my

MISSY
I'm not going.
act.

Not until I've



TRISH
And which act would that be, Missy?
where you kill the head cheerleader
homecoming queen?

The one
and become

Missy hushes Trish. The crowd of students begs for more from
Missy. Chuck watches from around where the crowd stands, just
out of ear shot.

TRISH
(whispering)

I thought you were going to lay low, not draw
any attention to yourself.

MISSY
(whispering)

I was, I did, I tried. But I, they love me.
They think I'm wonderful. I'm cool.

TRISH
(whispering)

They think you're Belinda.

MISSY
(whispering)

It's the hair. I was thinking
own hair this way after.

TRISH
(raising her voice)

After you get out of the pen?

MISSY
You and you're stupid reality.
Belinda?

TRISH
Dead on a ledge last time I saw.
got to meet Porter.

about doing my

Where's

C'mon, we've

MISSY
Okay, but can it wait 'til after lunch? Or
maybe after the game? I told some folks I'd
go to. . . Then there's. . .how 'bout tomorrow
morning?

Now.
TRISH

MISSY
Sorry, Trish. No can do.
on me. You'll have to do

People are counting
this without me.
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Man, Missy.
like her.

TRISH
Snap out of it. You sound just

Trish looks pissed.
Missy.

Chuck Soarington inches closer to Trish and

MISSY
Oh, god, I do, don't I.
evil.

.. This hair is

Missy grabs at her hair. Trish smacks it back down.

Candi walks up to the crowd and grabs at her own hair.

CANDI
He knew what he was doing with that perming
solution. He probably fed me subliminal
messages to get me in that tanning booth. He
can't have me so he wants to destroy me. He
can't BE me so he wants to destroy me. Well,
I'll show him who's stronger.

Candi stands up and snaps her fingers. The group of boys from
earlier jumps to its feet and follows Candi out the door.

Chuck approaches Missy and Trish.

Um, Belinda. . .

Missy starts to sweat.

CHUCK

Missy looks up at Chuck and melts, quivering a little. She
looks back and forth between Trish and Chuck. Missy makes a
"can I, please" face at Trish. Trish nods reluctantly.

Yes, Chuck?
MISSY

Trish mouths "five minutes," and walks out the door.

EXT. SCHOOL -- DAY

Rodent, still running, still followed by the Hall Monitor,
climbs a permanent, external ladder leading to the roof of the
school. The Hall Monitor sees Rodent go up the ladder and
remains at the bottom of the ladder.

HALL MONITOR
You'll have to come down sooner or later.
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A door from inside the school opens and Missy and Chuck walk
out. The Hall Monitor cannot see them from his vantage point.

Missy looks anxious and scans the school grounds. A trash
dumpster stands near them and flies buzz around their heads.

CHUCK
And I've kind of had this crush on you
long time. But I never really thought
noticed me.

for a
you

MISSY
Notice you? How could I keep from noticing
you, Chuck?

Chuck leans closer to Missy. Missy moves back a little.

CHUCK
And I thought that even if you. . .I mean I
know you don't normally date high school boys,
but. . .well would this be too forward?

Missy's face lights up and her eyes open wide. Chuck pushes
Missy up against the dumpster. A couple of empty single-serving
milk cartons fall from an opening on the side of the dumpster.
They tumble over a positively beaming Missy.

MISSY'S POV -- CHUCK

Chuck moves in for the kiss. He closes his eyes tightly, opens
his lips slightly, and sticks out his tongue, wagging it at
Missy until impact. His tongue is huge, cow-like.

BACK TO SCENE

A tight close-up of Missy and Chuck kissing.
dumpster surround the couple. Chuck's tongue
face. Missy's eyes are wide with repulsion.
away from him and his bulldog-like kisses.

Flies from the
is all over her
She squirms to get

Missy ducks down and finally escapes Chuck. Chuck falls face
first into the dumpster. Missy wipes her face with her hand,
horrified.

A CAFETERIA WORKER opens a door near the dumpster and tosses
trash into the dumpster. The flies swarm.

Chuck looks confusedly at Missy. Holding his arms straight out
in front of himself, he grabs for her, his eyes again shut
tight, and his tongue in ready position.

Missy ducks his advances, still looking horrified.
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MISSY
I -- I -- I've got to go, Chuck.

Missy turns and runs. Chuck stands outside the dumpster,
looking lost and confused. Flies circle his head.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- DAY

The hallway is deserted. Trish shuffles from foot to foot,
looking irritated. Porter runs down the hall, holding the
inducer in one hand, some tools and wires in the other. He
looks scared as he runs up to Trish.

Well?

She's gone.

Who?

TRISH

PORTER

TRISH

PORTER
Belinda. That cheerleader Gone.

What?

She's gone.

The roof?

TRISH

PORTER
Not there.

TRISH

Porter nods his head.

Nothin' but
hair.

PORTER
a few really long strands of blond

Trish looks confused.

TRISH
Did she fall off??

Porter shakes his head.
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TRISH
(continuing)

Shit. You sure you were in the girls' rest
room?

PORTER
Right where you left me.

TRISH
She's gotta' be. How could she. . .? She's
dead.

Missy turns the corner and approaches Trish and Porter,
shivering in repulsion.

MISSY
There was this. . . this. . . this. . .
horrible tongue, and it was gagging the life
from me. . . like he was going after that
spaghettio I had for lunch . . it was awful.

PORTER
She's gone, Missy. . .

Trish motions to Porter to say no more.

TRISH
(to Porter)

Let me handle this. . .
(to Missy)

Um, Missy. Remember earlier this afternoon,
that swirly thing and all?

MISSY
But, Trish. He tried to drown me in his own
spit. I'd bob up for air and go right back
down. I thought I was going to die. I saw
this bright light.

Off-screen CROWD NOISES approach in the distance.

TRISH
Yeah, um, but about Belinda. .

MISSY
I mean, it was a short life, but my only one.
And it passed before my eyes and it bored me.
I wanted to change the channel but I couldn't
find the remote.

The CROWD NOISES get closer.



64

TRISH
Yeah, but see, um, you might have to go away
for awhile. See Belinda's.

MISSY
I mean he was supposed to be so perfect, so
wonderful. And he drools like a bulldog.

The CROWD NOISES are so loud that Trish has to yell to Missy.

TRISH
I'm sorry, Missy, but about Belinda.
gone.

She's

Missy can't hear Trish.

Huh? Blond?
MISSY

A huge crowd of STUDENTS waving pom-poms, holding spirit signs,
yelling and cheering, round the corner and surround Porter,
Trish, and Missy. The three get pushed and shoved.

TRISH
No, I said she's gone.

Candi, her hair tied in a make-shift ponytail and still sticking
out in all directions and smoldering, and a couple of other
cheerleaders bump into Missy. A few clumps of Candi's hair fall
off.

CANDI
C'mon, Belinda, we've been waiting on you.

Missy looks surprised.

Oh, yeah.
MISSY

Just a minute.

CANDI
No, no minute. C'mon.
to the pep rally.

Pep rally?

We're gonna' be late

MISSY

Candi flips Missy's short skirt.

Cheering? As
CANDI

in "cheerleader."

Cheerleader #1 glances disapprovingly at Candi.
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CHEERLEADER #1
(to Cheerleader #2)

God, she's been such a bitch since they burned
her head.

Cheerleader #2 nods her agreement.

MISSY
Oh, Candi, I can't, um, cheer. I. . .I. . .I
forgot the words.

Candi grabs Missy by the shirt collar and pulls her in close.

CANDI
Look, bitch. If I've got to yell with toast
for hair, jumping with a lobotomy ain't gonna'
kill you. Now c'mon.

Cheerleader #1 and Cheerleader #2 looks scared and get very
quiet. Missy swallows hard and waves meekly to Trish. Candi
realizes she's choking who she believes to be Belinda and
quickly lets her go, smoothing Missy's clothes back.

CANDI
Um, look Belinda, I'm really sorry. . .

Missy pushes Candi aside and walks off, toward the gym. She
smiles.

The crowd pushes forward, following Missy. Porter and Trish
resume their conversation, now yelling.

TRISH
So are you sure she just wasn't getting enough
juice?

PORTER
Positive. Nearly lost a finger testing it.

TRISH
Why would someone want a dead cheerleader?

PORTER
I don't know, but when I went back out on that
ledge, there was nothing there. No
cheerleader. No homecoming queen. No
clothes. No books. Nothing.

Trish looks disturbed. Porter digs in his pocket and pulls out
a prescription bottle of pills, the one Belinda's sleeping pills
came out of.
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PORTER
(continuing)

Except this bottle of pills.

A beat, then Trish grabs the bottle and glances at it, but pays
little attention to the contents or the name on the outside,
handing them back to Porter.

No books?
TRISH

Trish grabs the bottle of pills back and studies them.

TRISH'S POV -- PILL BOTTLE

The bottle reads "Jenny Wilde. Take one
Caution, do not operate heavy machinery.

BACK TO SCENE

Porter and Trish look at the label.

as needed for pain.

Muscle relaxers?

Yeah.

the bottle from Trish's hands
his own palm.

and dumps a couple of

PORTER
(continuing)

Couple of these and you'll be comatose for a
good three, four hours. Want one?

TRISH
Porter, how comatose is comatose?

I don't know.

Faint pulse?

PORTER
Slowed heart rate.

TRISH

Porter nods.

PORTER
If that. Completely unreactive.

TRISH
Dead to the world.

TRISH

PORTER

He takes
pills in
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Porter nods.

PORTER
They're great fun. Sure you don't want one?

Trish looks anxious.

TRISH
No, no. We've got to hurry. We've got to
find Belinda.

PORTER
Man, I don't know where a dead chick would go.

TRISH
She's not dead, just asleep.

looks down
She grabs

at the bottle of pills in his hand, then up at
the pills from his hand and takes off.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- DAY

Belinda storms through a mostly deserted hallway.
like the walking dead with her hair swirled on top
and her makeup smeared all over her face.

A STUDENT passes by her. She grabs him by the sho

BELINDA
You seen Missy Townes?

The Student looks frightened.

STUDENT
Man, Belinda. You look really bad.
happened to you?

Belinda slaps the Student.

Don't talk to me.

She looks
of her head

ulder.

What

BELINDA
Have you seen Missy Townes?

The Student holds his cheek in pain and looks oddly at Belinda.

STUDENT
I don't even know who she is.

Belinda pushes the Student away and storms through the hallway.

Porter
Trish.
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EXT. SCHOOL -- DAY

Rodent crawls through a grate on the roof of the school and
submerges himself inside. He still thinks Porter is chasing him
because of the confusion of the vibrations caused by the noises
below.

INT. GYMNASIUM -- DAY

The gymnasium is filled with shouting, cheering, hyper students
for the pep rally. Eleven Cheerleaders, including Candi, jump
and holler and tumble in the center of the gym. Missy, or
Belinda, is the only one missing.

Large banners read, "Go Fighting Queens!" "Go Mobley High
Beauty Queens. Kill the Vikings," and "Dethrone 'em, Queens."
A group of students holds flash cards in the far corner of the
gymnasium. A microphone stands in the center of the gym.

Candi stands around, hands on her hips, complaining to
Cheerleader #1 and Cheerleader #2. Her hair smolders slightly
as she tosses her head around.

CANDI
Shit. I asked for something hot. Not
smokin'.

Cheerleaders #1 and #2 nod in agreement as the crowd tarts to
chant.

CROWD
Belinda. Belinda. Belinda. Belinda.

Missy, still dressed as Belinda, looks nervously at the crowd.
Candi, ticked off because of her hair, yells at Missy.

CANDI
C'mon, Belinda. You're holding everything up.

Missy looks nervous and somewhat sick.

MISSY
Um, I don't know, Candi. I don't think I feel
up to it.

The crowd gets louder.

CROWD
BELINDA. BELINDA. BELINDA. BELINDA.



storms over to Missy.
look on her face.

She turns back to Belinda with an

CANDI
Look, Belinda. I don't care what your problem
is today. Cramps, wisdom teeth, split
personality. .

MISSY
You're getting close. .

CANDI
None of them beat smoldering bangs.
cheer, or you're off the squad.

Now

Um, Candi, I
right?

MISSY
thought I was head cheerleader,

Candi bites her nail and looks embarrassed.

Yeah.
CAND I

Missy walks up to the microphone,
smiles and waves and takes it all
in the center of the gym.

leaving Candi behind. Missy
in, approaching the microphone

The flash cards read, "Stick 'em with your scepter, Queens."

Missy taps on the microphone.

MISSY
Um, test, test, test.

The crowd goes nuts. Missy smiles and looks around at the
cheering students. She grabs the microphone from it's holder
and carries it around as she talks.

MISSY
Alright! How 'bout them Queens!

The crowd goes nuts. Missy looks a little more confident.

MISSY
(continuing)

Alright! And what are the Fighting Beauty
Queens of Mary Anne Mobley High gonna' do to
the Vikings tonight?

CROWD
Kill 'em.

Candi
angry
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The crowd goes wild. Missy starts cheering, confidently.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- DAY

Belinda
door to
door.

Belinda
budge.

walks quickly through the deserted hallway. She opens a
a classroom and looks inside, then quickly shuts the

tries to open a couple of locked lockers, but they won't
She looks rabid.

Gotta' find her.
BELINDA
Gotta' find her.

A FRESHMAN walks by.

Hey.

BELINDA
(continuing)

The Freshman ignores Belinda.

BELINDA
I said hey, freshman.

The Freshman turns around, scared.

Yes?
FRESHMAN

Belinda pants and foams at the mouth.

BELINDA
Where is everyone?

The Freshman looks ponderously at Belinda.

Is this a trick

Answer me!

At the far end of the hall,
smiles and quickly tip-toes
prod-like device behind his

FRESHMAN
question?

BELINDA

Porter peeks around the corner. He
towards Belinda, holding the cattle
back.

FRESHMAN
They're in the gym. At the pep rally.

70



71

BELINDA
Oh and I'm supposed to believe you wouldn't be
there?

FRESHMAN
I was going to the chess club practice. We've
got a big match tonight.

Belinda nods her head and looks at her watch, tapping the watch
a few times.

BELINDA
Yes, the pep rally, of course.
where she'd want them to. . .

The Freshman slithers off.
realizing Porter is just a f
his cattle-prod like device.

INT. CRAWL SPACE -- DAY

That's exactly

Belinda walks down the hall, not
ew steps behind, sizing her up with

Rodent crawls on his belly through the crawl space in the
school. The YELLS of the pep rally can be heard but are
muffled, only a faint, repetitive CHANT can be made out.
looks nervously behind him.

Rodent

RODENT'S POV -- PORTER

Rodent imagines he sees a blurry image of Porter crawling behind
him, holding the Inducer and smiling, quickly catching up. The
CHANT becomes Porter yelling "Rodent, Rodent, Rodent, Rodent."

BACK TO SCENE

SFX -- A LOUD ROAR from the pep rally.

Rodent scampers forward.

INT. HALLWAY -- DAY

Porter runs through the same section of the
just passed through. The confused Freshman
around.

hallway that Belinda
stills wanders

PORTER
You seen a chick with a bee-hive race through
here?



A chick?
FRESHMAN

PORTER
Yeah. 'Bout this tall, short skirt, showing
lots of leg.

FRESHMAN
Sir, do you really expect me to comment on
this. . .this. . . this grossly insensitive
description of a woman? To acknowledge an
understanding of your lingo with a response
would make me as guilty as you of undermining
all the Other has achieved over this century.
To demean these accomplishments my Sisters
have. .

PORTER
The babe's got it bad for freshmen.

FRESHMAN
She went that way.

INT. GYMNASIUM -- DAY

The crowd at the pep rally yells and screams and cheers.
school band plays.

The

Missy is jumping around, flailing her arms, and leading cheers.

Okay.
should

MISSY
This is a really new one. . .um, you
be able to follow.

The other Cheerleaders, including Candi, look at Missy like
she's out of her mind. Missy starts the cheer. The other
Cheerleaders watch her and mimic what she's doing.

MISSY
Let's go Queens. You're, um,
think, no, you are our team.
keen. Go go go go Queens.

really mean.
That's really

Missy jumps around as do the other cheerleaders.
are pathetic and spastic.

We

Missy's jumps

Candi stops cheering and turns to the group of BIG GUYS
surrounding the spot in which she's cheering.
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CANDI
Man, she is like out of control. Maybe if you
could kill that little Rodent guy first, then
maybe break Belinda's legs or something, my
week would be, like, so complete.

The Big Guys grunt and nod in agreement.

Trish enters the gym from the far end of the room, near the
students holding the giant flash cards on the floor. Chuck
follows not far behind Trish, completely oblivious to Trish's
existence. He searches the gymnasium floor for Missy dressed as
Belinda, then he sees her.

CHUCK'S POV -- MISSY

Missy bumbles around and starts another made-up cheer.

BACK TO SCENE

Chuck is fixated on Missy. His eyeglasses fog.

INT. CRAWL SPACE -- DAY

Rodent slithers through the crawl space. He comes up on a grate
in the floor of the crawl space and puts his ear to it and
listens.

INT. GYMNASIUM -- DAY

A GIRL sits on the gymnasium floor, scrawling a message with a
thick black marker on blank flash cards. She then gathers the
old set of flash cards from the other students holding them and
passes out new ones that read "Crown 'em, Queens!"

Trish looks at the cards, kicks the girl with the marker away
from the blank cards and begins writing on one of the cards.

Chuck spies what Trish is doing and tries to kick Trish away
from the marker and flash card. Trish punches him in the
kneecap (without looking), causing Chuck to fall to his hands
and knees.
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INT. GYMNASIUM LOBBY -- DAY

Belinda reaches for the door leading to the gymnasium, where the
pep rally is taking place. Porter grabs her hand and stops her.

PORTER
You can't go in there.

Belinda looks at him as if he were absolutely nuts.

BELINDA
What?

PORTER
You can't go in there.

Belinda smacks his hand away and tugs again.

BELINDA
Oh, yes I can.

Porter stops her with his other hand.

PORTER
You can't.

BELINDA
And why can't I?

PORTER
They're. . . not expecting you. You're not
supposed to be there. Or you already are
there. They. . .you just can't.

BELINDA
You're nuts.

Belinda starts to walk away. Porter plugs in the Inducer and
zaps her. Belinda jolts through the air and lands across the
hall. The picture of Porter dislodges from her panties and
lands on the floor.

INT. GYMNASIUM -- DAY

Chuck frantically writes "I LOVE YOU BELINDA" on the flash
cards. Trish looks pissed that Chuck beat her out for the
marker and forges through the crowd toward Missy.
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Missy jumps around and cheers pathetically. Missy still hasn't
noticed the other Cheerleaders stopped cheering. Candi,
surrounded by the Big Guys, stares at Missy.

CANDI
I should have been head cheerleader. It was
my hair.

One of the Big Guys pulls out a clump of Candi's hair. She
smacks his hand away.

Missy continues to cheer.

INT. GYMNASIUM LOBBY -- DAY

Belinda, seated smack against the wall, looks at Porter in
shock.

BELINDA
You're sick!

Porter sees the poster, crinkled on the floor and tries to reach
it with his foot, taking his eye off Belinda for a minute.
Belinda kicks Porter with her foot, grabs the poster, and
quickly scrambles into the gym.

INT. GYMNASIUM -- DAY

The crowd is still loud and yelling for the pep rally. Missy
jumps around.

Trish approaches Missy and taps her on the shoulder.

TRISH
Missy.

Missy blindly bats Trish's hand away.

MISSY
Not now. I'm busy.

The crowd, noticing that all the cheerleaders have stopped,
except Missy, quiets down in waves until Missy is the only one
yelling.

Belinda slowly walks toward Missy from the back of the room.
All eyes are on her. She looks bigger than life, somewhat
Frankenstein monster-like.



Mmm. Fight 'em.
Incite 'em.

Missy.

Missy glances at Trish.

Not now. . .

She's not dead.

Missy
still
sign.
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MISSY
Bite 'em. Ignite 'em.

TRISH

MISSY

TRISH

continues cheering. The crowd is a
doesn't notice. Chuck holds up his

most silent, but Missy
"I LOVE YOU BELINDA,"

Invite 'em.
MISSY

Polite 'em. Light 'em.

Trish gets nearer Missy's ear.

She's not dead.
TRISH

Belinda walks forward, standing in the center of the gym.

Missy covers the microphone and looks at Trish.

She's not. .
MISSY

Belinda points at Missy.

Dead.
TRISH

Trish turns Missy's head to
shock. The gym gets eerily

Candi sees the real Belinda
her foot.

Belinda.
quiet.

Missy's eyes open wide in

in the center of the gym and stomps

CANDI
God. I mean look at that, she can make her
hair do anything. I swear, if I ever get my
hands on that Rodent. .
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INT. CRAWL SPACE -- DAY

Rodent has his ear to an air duct covering on the floor of the
crawl space. Hearing no noise, he opens the duct covering and
puts his feet through it, prepared to jump back into the school.

INT. GYMNASIUM -- DAY

Rodent's feet dangle through the duct in the ceiling. Slowly
more of his body appears, feet first. The gymnasium is still
silent, with all eyes on Belinda and Missy.

Dead you idiot.
BELINDA
I'm not dead.

Chuck's face shows confusion. He counts the number of Belinda's
on his fingers and smiles.

Missy and Trish run out the far side of the gym, away from
Belinda. Belinda chases them.

The crowd starts to follow. Rodent falls completely from the
ceiling, just missing the back of Belinda's feet, landing in
front of the crowd. Chuck runs by.

Candi, playing with her hair, sees Rodent and points.

Get him!
CANDI

The Big Guys surround Rodent.

RODENT'S POV -- BIG GUYS

The Big Guys come nearer and nearer to Rodent.
and glares at him.

Candi leans down

CANDI
Fix his head like mine.

Candi produces a lighter and flicks a flame in front of Rodent's
face, very close. Rodent lets out a small whimper.

INT. GYMNASIUM LOBBY -- DAY

Missy and Trish run past Porter in the hallway.
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PORTER
Trish. Missy. I found her.

Belinda and Chuck follow, whizzing by Porter.
Inducer and follows.

He grabs the

INT. HALLWAY -- DAY

Missy runs through the hallway, stripping off her Belinda
costume, beginning with the wig.

Trish follows, dodging the wig. Belinda follows,
the wig. Chuck stops at the wig and picks it up.

Belinda, honey.

stepping over

CHUCK
You've lost your head.

He cradles the wig like a baby. Porter runs by.

PORTER
Man. You're sick.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- DAY

Missy runs through the hallway, shedding layers of the uniform
behind her. She kicks off her shoes and her socks, then turns
the corner, throwing the uniform top off behind her.

Trish follows not far behind. Belinda is behind her.

COACH CARLSON, a large, rather out of shape, stretch-pant
wearing man, talks to a TEACHER. He holds a clipboard and a
pencil and scribbles.

COACH CARLSON
I'm telling you. This has been the hardest
play to cast. There's just no one slutty
enough in the twelfth grade. .

Missy, wearing shoes, socks, bra and underwear, runs past Coach
Carlson and the Teacher and around the corner. Trish and
Belinda run by. Trish turns the opposite direction of Missy and
Belinda follows.

TEACHER
Was that girl naked?

Chuck and Porter run by. Coach Carlson follows.
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COACH CARLSON
Oh, miss. Miss. Can I have a word

Around the corner, Trish stops behind the wall,
out to trip Belinda. Belinda falls flat on her

Hey.

with you?

putting her foot
face.

BELINDA

Trish puts her foot on Belinda.

BELINDA
(continuing)

Let go of me. Let go of me!

Trish holds a squirming Belinda down.

BEL I NDA
(continuing)

So help me, both of you are going to be thrown
out of this school so fast. .

Trish takes her foot off Belinda and pulls the bottle of pills
out of her pocket and shakes them. Belinda turns over.

BELINDA
(continuing)

What? What's that?

Forget something?
TRISH

Belinda reaches/lunges for the pills.

Give me those.
BELINDA

Trish holds the pills behind her back.

Not on your life.
TRISH

BELINDA
Give me those or I'll break
body, Trish!

every bone in your

TRISH
No. I think I'd rather go give these to the
principal. Or is it the school nurse that
handles the drugs?
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Porter comes back from around the corner, holding the inducer.
Belinda puts Trish in a headlock.

Porter plugs in the Inducer and sticks it to Belinda. She flies
against the wall. Trish shakes herself off. The picture of
Porter flies from Belinda's panties and lands on the floor.

You again.
BELINDA

Porter shakes the Inducer at Belinda.

Get her, Porter.
TRISH

PORTER
You know, I never wanted to
good with this device. .

do anything but

He nears Belinda, who is snarling in a corner.

TRISH
You wanted to cook pigs with it.

Dead pigs.
application

PORTER
But I think I see
here. . .

a crime fighting

BELINDA
You stay away from me. . .you. . .you. 0.

BELINDA'S POV -- POSTER OF PORTER

Belinda spies the poster lying on the floor and makes the
connection between Porter and the picture.

BACK TO SCENE

Belinda jumps up and embraces Porter, tossing the Inducer from
his grasp.

You bad man.
BELINDA

Belinda wraps herself on top of Porter.
and picks up the piece of paper.

I'll be damned.

Trish looks confused,

TRISH

Belinda throws Porter down and smothers him sexually with her
body. Trish shakes her head and wanders off.
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BELINDA
Oh, Mr. Mail Fraud. Mr. I've-done-hard-time.
Mr. Lock-Me-Up-and-throw-away-the-key. Mr.
Right.

INT. CLASSROOM -- DAY

A group of eight boys, seven CHESS CLUB MEMBERS and the
Freshman, sits around watching two of the boys play chess.

FRESHMAN
But it's boring. If only we had some girls.
Did I tell you Belinda Wilde and I are really
close?

The Chess Club Members nod their heads and watch the chess
match.

Missy runs into the classroom wearing only a bra and underwear,
and sits down in between the boys. She is out of breath.

The Freshman's eyes bug out of his head. The other Chess Club
Members stop watching and playing chess and turn, giving Missy
all their attention.

MISSY
Don't say a word. If anybody asks, I've been
in here the whole time.

Coach Carlson pops his head in the door of the classroom. Missy
looks up and sees him.

MISSY
(continuing; to Freshman)

And, I'm with you.

Missy grabs the Freshman and kisses him very hard. The Chess
Club Members all watch in awe.

Coach Carlson takes off his jacket and puts it around Missy's
shoulders, removing her from the Freshman's lips.

CHESS CLUB MEMBERS
Wow. . .

The Freshman's mouth continues kissing for a moment, his eyes
closed. He opens his eyes and watches Coach Carlson escort Missy
from the room.
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FRESHMAN
I...I. .. was just molested. By a senior.

CHESS CLUB MEMBERS
Wow. Major senior babe.

Coach Carlson looks down, smiling somewhat at Missy as he
escorts her toward the door.

COACH CARLSON
It's Missy, isn't it?

Missy nods her head and puts her arms in the sleeves of the
jacket.

COACH CARLSON
I'm casting this play and I think you might be
perfect in the lead role. . .

Missy looks at the camera and smiles slyly.

MISSY
Whatever makes you think that?

INT. GYMNASIUM LOBBY -- DAY

Chuck paces back and forth in the hallway, looking down. He
caresses the wig.

A door opens and Rodent, with freshly scorched hair, is tossed
out. Chuck doesn't notice.

Chuck sniffs the wig and wipes a tear from his eye with it.
Then he tosses the wig behind him. It lands on Rodent's head.

Rodent lets out a small whimper. Chuck turns around and sees
Rodent wearing the Belinda wig.

CHUCK'S POV -- RODENT

Hearts swarm around Rodent's head.

BACK TO SCENE

Chuck looks at Rodent. Rodent looks scared.
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RODENT'S POV -- CHUCK

Chuck holds out his arms and runs, in slow motion, towards
Rodent. Chuck smiles.

BACK TO SCENE

Rodent turns to run, then looks behind him to reassess Chuck.
He shrugs and smiles, puffs up his hair, twirling a strand
around his finger. He puckers up for Chuck.

FADE OUT.


