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Yellow Revisions 3/18/99 

FADE IN: 

EXT. DINER HANG-OUT - NIGHT 1 

SAM McPHERSON and HARRISON JOHN share a piece of chocolate cake. 

SAM 
Have you ever stood naked in front of a 
mirror and looked at yourself? I mean, 
really looked. I did. This morning. 

HARRISON 
How was it? 

SAM 
Completely horrifying. Guys have it so 
easy, the expectations for a woman are 
hellish, Harrison. You go into a store 
with raving PMS zits, and you turn, and 
who do you see staring at you? A 
Seventeen magazine cover girl. She has 
perfect skin, and one of those killer 
bods you see in a late-night ab crunch 
machine infomercial. So you buy a basket 
of products, and go home and sweat to the 
oldies, but eventually it dawns on you — 
you'll never be a Seventeen girl. 
Because they don't allow airbrushing in 
real life. 

HARRISON 
You think you've got it bad, try being a 
guy, taking freshman gym and then 
showering with all the senior wrestlers. 
I'm so glad we're sophomores now. 

SAM 
Starting tomorrow, I'm just gonna 
concentrate on keeping it real and being 
true to myself. Being single's not so 
bad, some of my role models were single, 
and that gave them the focus they needed 
to change the world. Gandhi. Mother 
Teresa. 

HARRISON 
Um, update — Gandhi had a woman. 

SAM 
He did not. 

/!*sn,», 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 1 

HARRISON 
Yes, he did, he got hooked up. I read it 
in eighth grade S.R.A. You know, Sam, 
I'm not saying this 'cause we're buds. 

(MORE) 

I ,#S»fc. 
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(CONTINUED) 
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HARRISON (cont'd) 
But sometimes under the right light, you 
totally escape troll status. 

SAM 
I'm not fishing, Harrison. I'm just 
being honest. I know what my assets are.. 
I know I'm smart, and a good friend. But 
I also know I have a lifetime of bad hair 
days ahead of me, and no boobs. 

HARRISON 
You don't need big boobs, more than a 
mouthful's a total waste. Hey, remember 
that girl in our seventh grade social 
studies class, Rebecca West? 

SAM 
The one you had a crush on who ignored 
you? 

HARRISON 
Yeah, her. Well, you're much foxier than 
Rebecca West. 

SAM 
Thanks, but I've moved beyond this topic, 

(pauses, a sweet, flustered 
smile) 

Really? 

Harrison nods as he sips his coffee, then his eyes widen with 
wonder before he can answer. Over her shoulder, he's seen 
something. Sam turns and sees the object of awe as well — 

BROOKE McQUEEN. She exits a booth, moves toward them in SLOW 
MOTION as she heads for the rest room. Sam and Harrison watch. 

SAM 
Am I foxier than Brooke McQueen? 

Harrison bites his lip, looks down at his lap. And as Sam sighs 
heavily, her fate so clearly sealed, we — 

FADE TO BLACK. 

2 EXT. MIDDLE-CLASS NEIGHBORHOOD 2 

FADING IN, clouds stream by at an accelerated rate over blue 
skies as heartfelt GUITAR STRUMMING is heard. We pan down, 

' j****. LANDING ON SUNNY THORTON, 16. She starts to move and we realize 
!C she's on a flatbed truck, which prowls through a middle-class 

neighborhood. 

(CONTINUED) 
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2 CONTINUED: 2 

^ SUNNY 
'Welcome to another year, of torture and 
despair... where your fate will be 
determined by the outfit that you wear or 
the color of your hair or where you place 
your chair, oh God it's so unfair...' 

(launches into chorus) 
'... To bend but not to break... chin up, 
try not to quake... grinning on the 
outside, a wreck internal-ly as your 
Skechers squeak a forlorn song, stridin' 
down the high school highway (dead teen 
walkin'! ooh la la la la ) ' 

3 EXT. SAM'S HOUSE 3 

The flatbed truck stops in front of a middle-class tract house. 

SUNNY 
(singing) 

'Our tale of two begins with the girl... 
sour 16/name Sam/her life's in a whirl... 
freckles on her nose, longing in her 
heart, pretending not to care is her 
science, no — her art.' 

As Sunny reprises her chorus, the POV JUMPS OFF the truck and 
HEADS UP Sam's walk. 

The front door opens and we TRAVEL UP a staircase. A BEDROOM 
DOOR WHOOSHES wide revealing — 

4 INT. BEDROOM - MORNING 4 

Sam, asleep, a pool of drool puddled on her pillowcase. Her 
ALARM CLOCK rouses her. She throws back the covers, and we see 
that she's slept in the clothes she will wear to school. She 
sits up, reaches for a box of Count Chocula. Suddenly her 
single mother, JANE McPHERSON, 40, bustles in, flustered and 
running late. 

JANE 
I don't know what I was thinking planning 
a cruise, I hated 'The Love Boat' when it 
was on. What am I doing, I'm not going. 

SAM 
You're going, Mom, you've been planning 
this for a year. I ironed the shorts you * 
were looking for last night, they're 
already packed. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 4 

JANE 
Hm, okay. Shorts packed, check. Tanning 
excelerator for the most pasty inner 
thighs on the planet... oops, they don't 
make that one, guess I'll be staying put. 

Jane exits. Sam follows — 

INT. JANE'S BEDROOM - MORNING 5 

— and sits on the edge of the bed as Jane finishes packing. 

SAM 
Mom, you trust me... right? You think I 
have good judgement, right? 

JANE 
You're smarter than I am. You've been 
telling me that since you were in fourth 
grade. 

SAM 
Great. Then... can I get a tattoo? 

JANE 
Nope, no way. Hey, I'm not a total 
square. Last year you wanted the magenta 
stripe in your bangs, we got the stripe. 
But if you recall, you hated the stripe 
and after one day wanted it taken out. 

SAM 
Yeah, I hated the stripe because it 
turned on me. I thought it was so daring 
and cool, and then I showed up and 
everybody had colored hair last year, 
even the special ed kids. I walked down 
the hall, I was just another crayon in 
the box. 

JANE 
No tattoos, no bikers named Satan showing 
up asking for dates, no, Sam. No. 

Sam gives up. For now. As Jane walks to the closet, Sam folds 
a dress for her mother, stops as she packs it. She's found 
something hidden — a FAMILY PORTRAIT taken two years ago. 

INSERT - FAMILY PORTRAIT 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 

Sam, her mom, her FATHER, a handsome man in his late 30s. A 
family. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Jane walks up with shoes, sees that Sam has found the picture. 

SAM 
It's been two years, you have to let go, 
Mom. Dad wouldn't want you carrying him 
around like this. 

JANE 
You and your father, having a discussion 
about tattoos. Now that I would have 
loved to see. 

SAM 
Come on, let's zip this sucker up. You're 
gonna have a great time. Ready? 

Jane shakes her head "no." Sam sweetly touches her mom's chin, 
moves her head in an up and down "yes" gesture. We PAN OUT the 
WINDOW... to see: 

f SUNNY 

sitting on the ledge. She begins to sing and we — 

JUMP CUT TO: 

EXT. UPPER-CLASS NEIGHBORHOOD 6 

Sunny moves on in her flatbed. 

SUNNY 
(singing) 

'Now onto girl two, the fetching jeune 
fille Brooke... those lips those eyes 
that hair, a radiant teen-queen look.' 

The flatbed truck stops in front of a modern upper-class home. 

SUNNY 
(singing) 

'But behind the perfect size two 
cheerleader pout— lives a ravenous 
starving artist... her paint her own 
doubt.' 

As Sunny sings, the POV JUMPS OFF the truck and we travel to. 

5. 



INT. BROOKE'S ROOM - MORNING 7 

Brooke sits at her vanity, spears a grape from a platter of 
fresh fruit, looks at it intensely for a second, then opens her 
journal. 

BROOKE (V.O.) 
Dear Diary... how many calories in a 
grape? I gained 1.7 pounds this weekend. 
A box of Raisinettes with Josh on Friday, 
that's what did it. He stopped holding 
my hand halfway through the movie and I 
crashed into a total panic, thinking he's 
disgusted, he's dumping me. And just 
when I got to the part in my fantasy 
where I had to go to prom alone and sit 
with all the other rejected sad girls... 
he kissed me. And it was okay. For now, 
anyway. 

She pauses, then scribbles furiously, exasperated with herself. 

BROOKE (V.O.) 
This is so stupid, everything I worked 
hard for is happening. Isn't this the 
part where I'm supposed to be happy? 

A head appears next to hers in the mirror. Brooke immediately 
closes her diary, lest her secrets are revealed to her father, 
MIKE McQUEEN. Mike is 40s, sweaty in his Adidas running sweats. 

MIKE 
Hey you. First day of your sophomore 
year. You're growing up too quick, 
Brooke. You're making your old nan look 
old. 

His smile fades as he looks at the elegant if spare platter. 

MIKE 
Maybe when I get back we should go see 
Dr. Nicewander. Just to touch base, you 
haven't seen him in a while. 

BROOKE 
I don't need to see him, I'm fine, Daddy. 

MIKE 
Hey, on the way back I jogged by the 
store, picked up the requested items. 

Brooke smiles sweetly, reaches in a bag. Her face drops. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 7 

BROOKE 
But, Dad... these are rafts. I use the 
kind with wings. 

MIKE 
Oh. Well, these came with a belt, I 
thought you'd like that. 

She tries not to show she's disappointed. She holds up a 
necklace. He starts to fasten the delicate chain, all fingers. 

BROOKE 
How long are you gonna be gone this time? 

MIKE 
I'm reorganizing a client's portfolio in 
New York, I'll be back Sunday, I left all 
the numbers with Clara. 

BROOKE 
I wanted to go over my routine with you. 

MIKE 
Why are you adding more classes? 

r BROOKE 

My cheerleading routine. I told you. 
I'll get it, just let go. 

MIKE 
No, I think I almost — 

BROOKE 
(angrily yanking it away) 

I said I'll get it. 

He pauses, guilty. This man wasn't built to be a mother. 

MIKE 
Brooke... honey, look at me. I'm trying. 

From outside there is a LOUD HONKING. She gathers up her stuff, 
dashes out the door. He watches, realizing he deserves the 
snub, then, Brooke is suddenly back and has thrown her arms 
around him with great force. Tears springing to his eyes for 
this daughter he doesn't really understand, he kisses the top of 
her head. She dashes out without saying a word, as he just 
watches, moved. 

** Xtfff^S. 



V 8 EXT. HOUSE - DAY 8 

Brooke runs across the lawn toward a cool '62 Fiat. Hand on the 
door handle, she pauses, to get it together. She takes a big 
breath, slaps on a controlled smile, enters. And we.meet — 

9 INT. '62 FIAT - DAY 9 

NICOLE JULIAN. Nicole just missed beautiful by a hair, and 
makes up for it by being totally trendy and viciously funny. 

BROOKE 
I am worshiping your Gwynethness. Calvin? 

NICOLE 
So Calvin. But, hi, Brooke, the mutual 
admiration society is screeching to a 
dead halt. Baby blue is so last year. 
Thank God I brought reinforcements. G.C. 
Top color, bottom shelf. 

Brooke opens Nicole's glove compartment, which she has 
transformed into a personal grooming center complete with dozens 
of products. 

BROOKE 
But... that's ugly. Who'd wanna wear 
that? 

NICOLE 
Everybody, after we do. 

BROOKE 
You know, I'm just gonna go bare... 
create a naked Zen millennium kind of 
look. 

NICOLE 
Oh. You mean like go... total 
Y2K. 

(a beat, then with a wicked 
smile) 

Senilis. 

She starts to remove her polish too. 

NICOLE 
Okay, check it out. I spent the entire 
morning copying these. I was so 

,jm^ exhausted from the Kinko's manual labor 
»f of it all — broke a nail — I had to 

stop and get us ice blendeds. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 9 

BROOKE 
(reading the party invite) 

Nic... my dad will kill me if he finds 
out I'm throwing a party. To him, having 
kids in the house unsupervised ranks 
right up there with having a baby at 
prom. 

NICOLE 
He doesn't have to know. He'll be out of 
town. He's always out of town, Brooke. 
The first party of the year creates the 
social Siberia. I, for one, will not be 
left out in the cold. If you bag, we'll 
be wearing Monica knee-pads for the rest 
of the semester. 

BROOKE 
(thinking after a pause) 

You're right. You're right, I'm in. 

As the car pulls away, Brooke pulls out a Nokia cell phone. 

ANGLE CELL PHONE 

Brooke presses a "1" for speed dialing and digital letters in 
the calling space spell out "JOSH." 

10 EXT. HIGH SCHOOL - SANTA MONICA - DAY 10 

Harrison skateboards past a sign: "Kennedy High." He passes — 

11 EXT. FOOTBALL FIELD - DAY 11 

COACH FRANCIS PERITTI blows his whistle as the Kennedy Amazons 
huddle. A quarterback calls out the play: JOSH FORD, 16. Just 
as Josh concludes the last "hut" a BEEPER GOES OFF and with one 
collective gesture the players immediately, comically, break 
form and lean up to examine theirs. It's Josh's talking pager. 
He hits "Play." 

BROOKE (V.O.) 
I love you, Joshie. 

He grins as the guys laugh and "oooooh" at his stud antics. 

COACH PERITTI 
You're thinkin' with the wrong head, 
Ford. Take a lap, then hit the 
showers... 

CUT TO: 
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12 INT. HALLWAY - DARKNESS 12 

We hear the sound of a COMBINATION LOCK SPINNING as — 

NICOLE (O.S.) 
Schedule coordination time: afterschool * 
we've got to run through the J.V. 
audition routine. Is three good for you? 

Darkness gives way to light as a locker is opened. 

POV - LOCKER 

decorated with tons of pictures of Josh and Brooke. Brooke's 
hand reaches in, grabs her Filofax. She CLICKS her PEN. 

BROOKE 
Cool, you're on the books. And let's go 
over the party invite list at lunch. 

Her BEEPER GOES OFF. She reaches in her purse for it. 

JOSH AND JOSH (V.O.) 
I love you too. 

( ^ She bites her lip, whirls around, throws her arms around his 
>•(' neck. 

BROOKE 
We still on for Tuesday night? 

JOSH 
Wouldn't miss it for the world. 

They kiss, he's off. As Nicole and Brooke walk down the 
hallway: 

NICOLE 
Spill — What's Tuesday night? 

BROOKE 
I'm making dinner at my house. You 
know a candlelight sorta thing. 

ANGLE HARRISON AT DRINKING FOUNTAIN 

HARRISON 
Hey, Brooke. 

r 
She smiles weakly, ignoring him. He looks on, crushed. 

(CONTINUED) 
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NICOLE 
When you guys do it., it's like one of 
those dirty Showtime movies, isn't it? 

BROOKE 
Actually, it's more romantic than that. 
It's like... opera. The perfect duet. 

Brooke literally collides into Sam and her friend, LILY 
DeMarcus. 

NICOLE 
Rude much? Watch where you're going. 

Sam and Brooke have eye contact. Brooke moves on, unphased, but 
Sam wilts a little here — others have heard the put-down. 

LILY 
Forget them, Sam, their karma is to 
become alcoholic housewives. Here, this 
is more important — sign my petition. 
He who saves one life saves the world. 

SAM 
Journalists have to be objective. If I 
sign it, I can't report on it. 

LILY 
I'll feed you a few facts then. 

Lily pulls Sam's tape-recorder from her bookbag, speaks into it. 

LILY 
As the Kennedy High member of PETA, 
People for the Ethical Treatment of 
Animals, my goal this year is everclear. 
Over ten million animals are disgustingly 
killed every year for the specific 
purpose of sophomore biology dissection. 
The amphibian holocaust must be stopped. 

Sam and Lily reach their lockers. A beat, then a thoughtful 
moment for Sam as she looks out down the hallway at the silent 
majority. 

HER POV - KIDS 

moving TOWARD and PAST her. 
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(;(*"* BACK TO SCENE 

SAM 
Look at them. They all dress alike, talk 
alike, they're terrified of having an 
opinion, or being different, because then • 
they risk being judged. They're like 
cattle. No — sheep. 

All the boys look at Sam and "moo" and all the girls "baa" as: 

SAM 
I'm bored with being corralled in a safe 
little pen. That is why I'm going to 
get... my nose pierced. 

(closes her locker, the 
brayings stop) 

That's transcending something, it's a 
true individualistic statement. You have 
to live through the pain... to be worthy 
of the reward. 

LILY 
That's so cool, a metaphor for the 
heinous high-school experience. Give me 

( AS^\, some of that. 

.. .' Just then MR. LUKE GRANT walks by. He's 26, masculine and 
\\i. hunky. 
* \t 

•MR. GRANT 
Hey, guys-, welcome back. Sam, we're 
still meeting tomorrow in my office, 
right? 

She nods, trying to play it cool. He winks, exits. A beat, 
then: 

LILY 
He is so your alternative nation God. 
Bow down, and worship him. 

SAM 
Please. Mr. Grant and I are just buds. 
I just admire him for marching to his own 
drummer. He gets it. 

LILY 
Hey, Carmen, sign my petition, will ya? 

/•' CARMEN TESSI approaches. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 

CARMEN 
Sure... God, Lily, if this works it would 
be genius. Bio's after lunch and I just 
know I'm gonna barf when we slice and 
dice. 

SAM 
How was your summer, Carm? 

CARMEN 
Galactically brutal. My mother sent me 
to fat camp again. So basically, I 
starved and sang Kumbaya for six weeks. 

HARRISON 
(walking up, a little) 
dejected) 

You guys see this? Brooke McQueen's 
having a party this Friday. Invite only. 

LILY 
And so another season of social fascism 
begins. You live three doors down from 
her, Harrison. You could disguise 
yourself as a kegger and crash. 

HARRISON 
I don't wanna crash. I want to be 
invited. Don't you, guys? 

SAM 
Who cares? All it's going to be is 
fashion victims eating Chex Mix, drinking 
their first beer and yakking in the 
bushes. You know, when did Brooke 
McQueen become the sun around which all 
of us revolve? 

(the trio stare, deadpan) 
Ooooookay, I guess I'll get on my broom 
now and ride off to first period.. 

Sam walks on, past — 

13 INT. AUDITORIUM - DAY 13 

MR. WAYNE VINCENT, the meticulous bachelor musical director. 
His drama club students watch as TEENAGE LADY SOUL sings. 

MR. VINCENT 
Okay, I'm going to stop you here. You're 
singing it. But are you... feeling it? 
Performing lets you call up feelings and 
fears you can't express in your life. 

(MORE) 
(CONTINUED) 
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13 CONTINUED: 13 

MR. VINCENT (cont'd) 
Use what you're afraid to show, let it 
out. 

Teenage lady soul continues with her song, more boisterously. 

MR. VINCENT 
I'm stopping you again, I only have one 
word to say. And that word is: Aretha. 

PANNING TO the door, we see Josh, outside looking in. 

14 INT. SCHOOL OFFICE - MORNING 14 

SUNNY 
It's just another Kennedy High mornin' * 
and I wish I was in bed...wishin' these * 
dreams of mine could just stay in my * 
head...But we got power and position and * 
status to think about through extra- * 
curricular activities...so we got some * 
auditions classmates... for "South * 
Pacific" and J.V. cheerleading. * 

15 INT. FIRST PERIOD CLASSROOM - DAY 15 

I /#tS*v 

(\f^^ 

Sunny's STRUMMING WAFTS from 1962-style corner SPEAKERS as we 
hear inner voices of various students, as they daydream/worry. 

JOSH (V.O.) 
My dad would kill me if I cut football to 
try out for the musical. But it's my 
life, not his. Right? 

HARRISON (V.O.) 
Is that a zit? It is, it's a big growing 
honker. Great, just what I need. 

BROOKE (V.O.) 
If I bring the condoms, will he think I'm 
a skank? Who do you talk to about these 
things, is there a web site? 

SAM (V.O.) 
I'm not gonna fight my feelings anymore 
for Mr. Grant, it's time to live them. 
An older soulmate is my bridge to 
womanhood. I'm gonna cross it. And then 
I'll visit him in prison, and be a great 
pen pal. 

CARMEN (V.O.) 
God I'm starving, I'm never gonna make it 
to lunch. Did I pack any snacks? Hm... 
Certs, one calorie. Whoopee. 


