Scene 1
The school hallway. - FRIDAY


Paul comes skateboarding down the hall.  Stops before he goes past the principle’s office, sneaks quietly by it, gets back on his board…  

Donnelly:
(Over the intercom.) Paul Sherby please report to the principal’s office. (He goes into the office.)
Classroom – WEDNESDAY

Ankart:
(He is very uncomfortable.) Good morning everyone… You all know why we’re here.  We’re here… to talk about… well you know what we’re here to talk about… Sex, we’re here to talk about sex.  Well, actually, I’m here to talk about… sex.  You’re here to listen… to me talk about… you know.  Right, so let’s get to the topic at hand.  Um… what’s there to say… Sex… Umm… Don’t do it.  You’re too young.  There, that should about cover it.  Any questions?  No.  Good, what do you say we go outside and play a game of touch football?  Girls against boys.

Hallway - FRIDAY


Janice comes around the corner, goes to the garbage can, pulls a couple of spray-paint cans out of her bag, goes to put them in…

Donnelly:
(Over the intercom.) Janice McConnelly please report to the principal’s office. (She goes into the office.)

Classroom – THURSDAY

Ankart:
Hello again.  Well, here we are.  Again.  Apparently yesterday’s game of football didn’t go over so well with the administration.  There seems to be more I’m supposed to tell you.  So…  When a man and a woman… a married man and woman… love each other very much… very much… they… well, they… It’s like… you see… Soccer anyone?

Hallway - FRIDAY

Beth comes around the corner, starts to put up a banner that says, “Stop sweat-shop labor” on the wall…

Donnelly:
(Over the intercom.) Beth Slewenchuck please report to the principal’s office. (She goes into the office.)
Classroom - FRIDAY

Ankart:
Good morning.  Anyone watch the news last night?  No?  How about the basketball game?  That was some 3-pointer to finish it off hey?  Nothing like waiting until the last second. (Pause.)  The baseball diamond is open. (He starts to go, changes his mind.)  No, I can’t.  We can’t.  Here, how about this?  You all promise me you’ll never… do it, at least not until you’re married, and then we can go play baseball.  Deal?  Show of hands.  Good.  Let’s go.

Donnelly:
(Over the intercom.)  Mr. Ankart, please report to the principal’s office (He goes to the office.)
