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Lights up, INTIMATE FULL WASH.  
 
A girl, JULIE, in a simple dress appears on stage center.  
 

JULIE 
Do you envy people who are drop dead gorgeous? I do. Whenever I see them, it seems like they just 
came out of a hair salon, spent a million dollars on their nails, and are heading to a party where 
they’ll be the center of attention. I envy them big time.  
 

JULIE 
My dad once told me that as soon as you acknowledge your flaw, nobody can use it against you. I’m 
not sure if I agree with that because I have daddy issues, and I blame him for that, but I admit I have 
this “flaw” that we all share, which is wanting to appear better than who we really are. I wanted to 
look nicer than I was, but that was not written in the card. My family lived in California when I was 
growing up, San Francisco to be exact, in a neighborhood where nobody had an ongoing 
subscription to the Vogue magazine. My grandfather had a hard life. He was in the Marines and 
fought the Germans in WWII. He believes that paying attention to one's appearance is almost like a 
cardinal sin. If anything, he thinks everyone should wear clothes with patches on top of each other 
because those are the clothes that have proven to last. My dad, of course, valued honesty and what’s 
on the inside. He preached that intelligence and substance, or in my case, good grades, were worth 
more than anything else. My mom, she liked to doll up, but she couldn't because she didn't have any 
extra money for dresses. We got most of our clothes from garage sales in the neighborhood. I 
couldn't have looked more ordinary.  
 

JULIE 
In 3rd grade, the person I envied was Stephanie Trimmer. She had light brown hair and dark hazel 
eyes, and this “it” thing, whatever you call it. I told people:  
 

JULIE AT NINE 
(Points to Stephanie’s direction) 

She’s my best friend. We’re this close. (Fibbing) 
 

JULIE  
Sometimes she says I’m her best friend, too. (To audience, as if ‘between you and me’) I don't really know 
how much she means it, but you don’t ask questions when you have a chance to be in the inner 
circle of a super popular real life Barbie doll.  
 

JULIE AT NINE 
(Points to Stephanie’s direction) 
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She needs me. She and her two best friends over there, they’re called the glamour squad. The 
glamour squad needs to copy my homework every Thursday. I don’t mind, I do my homework 
anyway. They show their appreciation. They let me sit with them at lunch on Fridays.  
 

JULIE  
I want to sit with them, but it’s chaos. Boys, girls, too many people come up to Stephanie and try to 
talk to her.  
 

LAURA 
(Skips to the table) 

Is that the new Hello Kitty backpack? (Mesmerized) Can I touch it?  
 

JULIE AT NINE 
Hi Laura.  
 

LAURA 
(Apathetic, barely turns) Oh hi. (To Stephanie) Stephanie, I love your new Little Mermaid hair band. Can 
I touch it? 
 

JULIE 
I was sitting right next to Stephanie, but I was kind of not there, almost, what's the word, invisible. I 
was a 3rd grade nobody. So to not feel isolated in a room full of people, I liked hanging with 
Stephanie alone.  
 

JULIE 
I loved going to her house. Her mom and her big sister Chloe were nice to me, they'd always bake us 
apple jam green tea cookies. It's a real thing, and it's delicious. In their house, instead of wallpaper, 
their rooms were covered with huge black and white posters of movie stars. Her mom would say,  
 

CHLOE & STEPHANIE'S MOM 
(Points to the wall) 

Stephanie and Chloe, look at Audrey Hepburn's eyes before dinner, you like them? Grow your eyes 
like hers. Look at Sophia Loren's chin before bed, you like it? Grow your chin like hers. (Beat) 
 

JULIE 
Apparently, her mom had been talking like this to both of her daughters since they were born.  
 

JULIE AT NINE 
Mrs. Trimmer, what's this for?  
 

2 



CHLOE & STEPHANIE'S MOM 
It's, it's good, it's good, it's psychology.  
 
JULIE looks confused.  
 

CHLOE & STEPHANIE'S MOM 
I want them to look like these movie stars when they grow up. It's better to be a princess than a 
nobody. If they look like Grace Kelly, they can have anything they want. A girl can have many many 
things if she looks that good. Good life, big house, even another big house for her mother (takes a 
moment and thinks for herself). I want the best for my daughters, and you. Look at Angelina Jolie's nose, 
you like it? Grow your nose like hers.  
 

JULIE 
I got the message loud and clear. Her daughter was way more well liked, by everyone. She's a nice 
girl, (thinks for a sec) but I'm nice, too. (Discovery) Ha, could it be her Audrey Hepburn eyes, her Sophia 
Loren chin, her ever-changing hair bands and her Hello Kitty backpack? (Don’t be upset with it, be 
fascinated with it, ‘I’m seeing the world’, let it sink in, this is a revelation!) 
 

JULIE 
One day, on my way home from their house, I stopped in front of the Hello Kitty store (deer in the 
headlight). I couldn't go in because my grandfather would yell at me with his cane:  
 

JULIE'S GRANDPA 
They're bad. You don’t need them. It’s a sin to indulge before there’s no more hunger in Africa! 
 

JULIE 
I stood there for six minutes, which felt like forever. Eventually, I gave in. I mean, how do I know 
something is bad if I've never tried it? (say it like ‘how do I know masturbating with a dildo is bad if I’ve never 
tried it?’) I carefully stepped across the doorway with my left foot, as if I was stepping (whisper) into 
hell. I thought I’d see fire, or at least someone like Prof. Snape staring at me coldly, but all I saw was 
baby pink, baby pink, and more baby pink (like overwhelmed by ecstasy). I said to myself very quietly: 
yeah, if this is hell, let me stay here forever, pleeeease! 
 

JULIE AT NINE 
Ooo, (take a moment to see the watch) I like this Hello Kitty watch. If I wear this pink little thing while 
sitting at the table with Stephanie and the girls, people will want to talk to me, too.  
 

JULIE 
That night, I asked my mom.  
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JULIE AT NINE 
Hey mom, can I have a Hello Kitty watch for my 10th birthday?  
 

JULIE’S MOTHER 
How much? 
 

JULIE AT NINE 
It’s $12.99 
 

JULIE’S MOTHER 
Twelve dolla, no dolla, no twelve dolla! 
 

JULIE AT NINE 
Hey dad, can I have a Hello Kitty watch for my 10th birthday?  
 

JULIE’S DAD 
Hello Kitty? You don’t need pink.  
 
JULIE reacts disappointedly.  
 

JULIE 
A month later, my 10th birthday arrived. Being the wonderful daughter I was, mom and dad should 
get the Hello Kitty watch for me. They handed me a present when I got home from school and I 
was so excited. I danced with the gift box in my room. It’s got a pink little bow on it. I wanted to 
save the best for last, so I did my homework first. Then I opened the gift box.  
 
JULIE shakes the gift box. 

JULIE AT TEN 
It sounds like a watch!  
 
JULIE smells the gift box. 
 

JULIE AT TEN 
It smells like a watch!  
 
JULIE opens the gift box, then her face turns.  
 

JULIE AT TEN 
This is dad’s Casio brown leather watch. Didn’t he throw this out last year?  
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JULIE 
I pretended nothing happened, but inside I knew that without Hello Kitty, I’d never be popular. I 
dreamed. I dreamed that one day, (land here, be heartbreaking and raw!) I'd wake up and magically be 
beautiful. I'd be the cutest girl in the room and people would want to talk to me. And maybe, just 
maybe, after I pass everyone's threshold in the look department, people will even take a moment to 
notice that in addition to cute, I’m also really sweet, and I’m not just good at doing homework. I 
know, (fingers crossed) dream big! (Don’t be cute, be vulnerable!) I'm just looking for a little bit of attention, 
is that too much to ask?  
 

JULIE 
We moved to a different part of town the summer before I started middle school. This is my clean 
slate, and I hoped that Stephanie and Chloe can help me.  
 
JULIE hugs her friends.  
 

JULIE AT ELEVEN 
I’m gonna miss you. Hey, before I go, I need to ask you a favor. (A struggle to ask, don’t want them to 
think she’s a loser) I really want my new classmates to like me, do you think I can borrow like one 
outfit that you don't need anymore? We're the same size. I'll bring it back. (Beat) Please, can I? 
 

CHLOE 
Yeah, you can borrow three. (like a fashion critic) Here, take this white Barbie doll floral tank top, and 
here’s the matching white skirt. You can have this black shirt, v-neck looks great on you, and here’s 
the jeans that goes with it. And, you have this skater dress. Orange is not my favorite color anymore, 
but it’s good on you. Try it.  
 

JULIE 
I did and I took them all. I hung these three outfits in the middle of my new room, feeling ready to 
take on every new challenge in 6th grade. 
 

JULIE 
When I met David Cohen on the first day of my new middle school, he said to me:  
 

DAVID COHEN 
(like a dorky George Clooney) 

I need to get a library card because I’m checking you out.  
 

JULIE 
I know exactly why he laid his eyes on me. Thank you, white Barbie doll floral tank top with 
matching white skirt.  
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JULIE 

And the great David Cohen became my boyfriend. He was the most popular guy in our middle 
school, class president, plays basketball and soccer, and the first violin in the orchestra. I really liked 
him, but I couldn't tell if I liked him because I liked him or because he was popular. I had never 
been popular, and all of a sudden, people were talking about me because I was his girlfriend and I 
was kinda stylish. (Discovery) This must be how Kate Middleton feels. I felt like a princess, although, I 
actually didn't know how to put myself together. When the 3-outfit rotation got old, I just wore gym 
class uniforms and hoped people wouldn't think I had nothing else nice.  
 

JULIE 
And I was starting to get pimples, which looked hideous. I needed to cover them up. God, I wanted 
this CoverGirl compact, which the entire cheerleading squad had. But I knew my mom wouldn't get 
it for me. I went to the Macy's counter. 
 

JULIE AT TWELVE 
(pretend to be older) 

Can I have a sample of a honey beige shade powder? 
 

MACY’S SALESPERSON 
How old are you honey? Twelve? Go home.  
 

JULIE 
Ok. I came home, went into the kitchen, grabbed the wheat powder we made lasagna with and 
started mixing it in water and putting it on my face. (putting on face) 
 

JULIE AT TWELVE 
Maybe if I add apple juice instead of water, the color would look more natural on my skin? Ah, what 
about beer?  
 

JULIE 
Four days later, after 25 failed experiments, I decided that common household food and beverages 
were no substitute for makeup.  
 

JULIE AT TWELVE 
Good job, CoverGirl.  
 

JULIE 
I used bobby pins to hold my hair in place on the forehead and two sides of my face. That covered a 
third of the pimples.  
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JULIE 

I went on my nine-month anniversary date with David like that. It was summer, hot and humid. I 
took a whole week to prepare because it was our nine-month anniversary. I went through my mom's 
entire closet behind her back. I picked, ok stole, I mean borrowed the one tailor made outfit she 
had, a shiny lavender dress with matching cardigan. I felt beautiful in it. I danced in the bathroom 
and looked at myself in the mirror. 
 

JULIE AT TWELVE 
(Relax, believe it) 

He's gonna like me more, we’re gonna get married one day.  
 

JULIE 
David picked me up at six o'clock on that definitely overheated summer Saturday. We walked 
around the block. 
 

JULIE AT TWELVE 
You know that girl in our English class, Kayley Rosenberg, no, Kayley Edelstein, what’s up with her 
fascination with Brittany Spears? It’s so weird.  
 

DAVID COHEN 
Beats me. Hey did you see that shot Michael Jordan missed last night in the final four seconds?  
 

JULIE AT TWELVE 
No, I still don’t really watch basketball. But I’ll watch it with you.  
 

JULIE 
With my "hairdo" and the cardigan, I felt I was in a portable sauna. At the end of the date, around 
10:30 at night, he leaned in to kiss me.  
 

JULIE AT TWELVE 
Nonono, I’m too sweaty (waves her hands in front of her).  
 

JULIE  
But I was happy. He made me feel special. Yes, special. I came back home, stood in front of my 
bathroom mirror and looked at myself.  
 

JULIE AT TWELVE 
Special, that's the right word. (Really look at myself in the mirror) Sure the dress doesn’t really fit, the 
twinkling lavender is over the top, perhaps even a little ridiculous, but I feel like a princess.  
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JULIE 

I didn't want to take the dress off, like how a dethroned royalty would refuse to take off her crown. 
Yea, Beyonce wouldn’t take off her crown, Madonna wouldn’t take off her crown, and the 6th grade 
me wouldn’t do it either.  
 

JULIE 
The glorious evening came to an end though. When my mom opened the door and saw me in her 
dress, whatever happened before that moment became history.  
 

JULIE'S MOTHER 
You, you in my dress. Who let you in my dress?! Who let you?! Take it off, take it off! You know 
how expensive?! You get it dirty! You don't know anything, don't know how expensive this dress is! 
You get the most expensive dress dirty! My child is a thief! Hey, hey! Your daughter is a thief, you 
see that?! Daughter, yours, a thief! Expensive dress is dirty! 
 

JULIE 
She raced to get the dress off me, put it on a hanger like protecting a national treasure. I lost count 
how many times she yelled. 
 
Lights dim to BROWN OUT.  

JULIE 
After my mom went to bed, I grabbed what looked like a half bottle of cheap wine and drank for 
the first time. (JULIE chugs the wine). Ugh, gross, I thought this was supposed to make me feel better. 
 

JULIE 
My head started to get heavy.  
 

JULIE AT TWELVE 
(In drunken voice) 

Why can't I look better, why can't I have my own pretty dresses, why am I such a nobody?  
 
Lights down. 
 
Lights up, INTIMATE FULL WASH.  
 

JULIE 
When I became a high school freshman, the first thing I did was get tested out of 9th grade algebra 
into advanced math - (beat) what were you thinking? The second thing I did was get a job. Behind 
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my parents' back, of course. My dad would have been so angry if he knew I was taking valuable 
study time to work. 
 

JULIE’S FATHER 
Job? You have the rest of your life to work after you become the valedictorian of Berkeley.  
 

JULIE 
But instead of joining the debate team or the science club to make Berkeley happy, I became a part 
time receptionist at the Vidal Sassoon hair salon. My classmates on the debate team looked at me as 
if I was crazy and cool at the same time because I was doing something different. My boyfriend 
David Cohen, yes we were still together, showed me off to his older brother who ran a lemonade 
stand after school.  
 

DAVID COHEN 
Check out my girl, Vidal Sassoon, hubba hubba.  
 

JULIE 
I adored my receptionist job. Here’s my favorite part: I must look nice. Everybody, repeat after me: 
I must look nice. It's a pledge. I got free haircuts, and they paid me, in money, which I could use to 
buy clothes. How terrific is that? It’s a perfect system.  
 

JULIE 
For Christmas that year, I got myself a little pink skirt and a black top from Urban Outfitters. I felt I 
was buying Chanel.  
 

JULIE AT FIFTEEN 
I make six bucks an hour, I am loaded! 
 

JULIE 
During break time at work, the hair stylists would sit around and chat. One of the stylists talked to 
me.  
 

MALE STYLIST 
Hellohellohello, you go to high school? What year? 
 

JULIE AT FIFTEEN 
I’m a freshman.  
 

MALE STYLIST 
Oooo, freshman, that's the puurfect age. You know, you remind me of this girl I shot.  
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JULIE AT FIFTEEN 

You shot someone?! (naive, I really have no idea, don’t play the joke) 
 

MALE STYLIST 
C’est ca! Six years ago, Maison du Monde, I did her updo and shot a photo of her. It was 
fantastique! Incroyable! (he’s saying he’s fuckin’ amazing) You know, you've got the look, the look. You, 
ma cherie, should be modeling.  
 

JULIE 
What?! Are you saying I can do what this blonde girl on the magazine cover does?  
 

MALE STYLIST 
Yes, you know it's all about how marketable you are. You just have to find a way.  
 

JULIE 
I looked at him as if he was the most delicious cheesecake in the world. With all my savings, I signed 
up for a class at Barbizon. Yes, Barbizon, (strike a dramatic pose) to be a model or to look like one. 
Three Sundays later, totally determined to be a model or to look like one, I started class in 
downtown San Francisco. There was an elevated platform in the classroom, it was the runway. An 
average looking, bald, and slightly overweight man in his 40's walked in, he was our instructor.  
 

INSTRUCTOR 
Welcome, future superstars, you've made all the right choices by being here today. To be a model, or 
to look like one, is going to be one of the hardest things you'll ever do. You must carry yourself with 
poise at all times, silently. Remember, models don't talk. Shhhh.  
 

INSTRUCTOR 
Now, when you walk into the door of Hollywood Studio at 1600 Ventura Blvd, 90210, you'll open 
that door yourself, and how you open that door will determine if you'll be Tyra Banks or Miss 
Nobody.  
 

INSTRUCTOR 
Shall we practice? You'll use the hand that's on the side of the door hinge, turn the knob, glide 
inside, and close the door behind you with the same hand while looking front the whole time. 
Everybody will get to do this, starting with you.  
 
JULIE points to herself as she realizes she's being called on.  
 
JULIE stands up, practices opening door.  
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JULIE 

That was class one. Ten classes later, I "graduated" with a plethora of knowledge on opening single, 
double and revolving doors. I also got a stack of black and white "portfolio shots" of me looking 
like this. (Strike another dramatic pose) I hated that picture. But Mr. Barbizon said "uh-ah, models never 
pick their own photos", so there.  
 

JULIE 
I called every teen modeling agency I could find on the internet and dropped off my photo. See, I 
don't go to church regularly or anything, but there must have been a Goddess who answered my 
prayer. An agency with the name Light, Camera, Action called me and said they were interested in 
me for some projects. Omg, my fashion career is taking off. All my hard work, all of that is going to 
prove I’m pretty!  
 

JULIE 
The night before I went to Light, Camera, Action, I had a dream about Jackie Kennedy. She was 
wearing a light pink chiffon dress, flowy like a Goddess. (Discovery) Omg, she must have been the 
one who answered my prayer. And she said she’d give that dress to the fairest 15-year-old, me.  
 

JULIE 
Light, Camera, Action was on the 2nd floor in one of the tallest skyscrapers downtown. There were 
so many people. The photographer called us one by one. 
 

PHOTOGRAPHER  
That wall. Take a step forward. Good, don’t move.  
 
PHOTOGRAPHER takes one photo.  
 

PHOTOGRAPHER  
You can go. Next.  
 

JULIE AT FIFTEEN 
Whoa, that was fast.  
 

JULIE  
Then three weeks later, one of their agents called me.  
 
SOUND CUE: phone rings 
 
JULIE looks at her cellphone, sees the number and gets excited.  
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JULIE AT FIFTEEN 

Hello?  
 

MODELING AGENT 
Oh, sweetie, you're adorable. I got you something, you'll be modeling dance leotards for Kid's 
Closet.  
 

JULIE 
Kid’s Closet? Never heard of it. Here's a confession, I really wanted to model for Forever21, which 
also felt like Chanel to me at the time. It would have been amazing if I got to keep their clothes. But 
I'll do Kid's Closet.  
 

MODELING AGENT 
Oh, sweetie, this is splendid. You'll get experience and you'll be in next season’s store catalog.  
 

JULIE 
So I did it. The day of the shoot had gone by so fast. (Puts away the phone and steps on the block) 
Leotards constantly got thrown on and striped off me. One of the leotards had happy faces on it. I 
smiled with it as I struke a cute pose in the lights. I was exhausted, but I was happy, because you 
know why? I never had that many people taking care of me. I never had that many people around 
me saying I looked adorable, not without a Stephanie Trimmer or a David Cohen. And in that 
moment, I felt special. I didn't feel inferior to the pretty blondes next to me because we were 
wearing the same thing. I hope this feeling stays forever.  
 

JULIE 
One of these blondes became my friend. I know. Paula Sue O'Brien. She's gorgeous, like a young, 
pre-pubescent Marilyn Monroe. She wore 4-inch heels everywhere and only ate salad with light 
Italian vinaigrette dressing. It turned out she belonged to a clan of girls that I never thought I'd meet 
in real life. She was a beauty queen.  
 

JULIE 
I went to her house. Her 90-square-foot bedroom felt as grand as what I imagined to be Tiffany's 
showroom on Fifth Avenue. It was...sparkly. She had a knee length turquoise dress covered in 
rhinestones. She had a cloverleaf shaped necklace covered in rhinestones. She had a pair of silver 
pumps covered in rhinestones. And the crown jewel of her showroom, I mean bedroom, a tiara 
made of rhinestones.  
 

PAULA SUE O’BRIEN 
(ditzy) 
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These are my prizes when I became Miss Teen San Francisco. 
 

JULIE AT FIFTEEN 
Wait, so you got a tiara, you got ten modeling contracts, and you got a hug from the pageant's 
organizer, Donald Trump? Wow, dreams can really come true. (this is another revelation! talk to self) 
 

JULIE 
She pressured me into pageantry. I wasn't sure, I didn't want to embarrass myself. Look, I did the 
math, it's really a losing game because only one person wins, but I wanted to get a tiara so badly.  
 

JULIE 
After a week of researching on the internet, I decided to compete in a pageant by mail. How does it 
work? See, for some pageants, they can't pull off a competition in every state or city, so they pick 
some of the winners based on how good the girls look on paper, and yes, I really knew how to write 
a good essay on world peace.  
 

JULIE 
I competed in Miss Teen America. I won Miss Teen California because I had better grades than 
everybody else that year, duh, although I wish it was because I was photogenic. In the hot summer 
after my high school sophomore year, the organizer flew me to a 3rd world country, Charleston, 
South Carolina. I got off the plane and hopped into a cab. (Sit on the block) The woman driving the 
cab starred at me.  
 
WOMAN CAB DRIVER looks at JULIE from the rear view mirror.  
 

WOMAN CAB DRIVER 
Are you Kimiko Takamoto? 
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
No, who's that?  
 

WOMAN CAB DRIVER 
What?! You don't know her? She's the most beautiful porn star I've ever seen. Yes, she is (beat), and 
you look exactly like her, girlfriend.  
 

JULIE 
Thanks? It turned out the only Asian girls she had seen were from this porn website called Bangbus. 
And she thought we all look the same. That was a little uncomfortable, but I kept my cool. After 
what felt like the longest cab ride in my life, I got to the designated hotel and checked in. Little did I 
know, things were about to get even more uncomfortable.  
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Someone knocks on the door. JULIE opens door.  
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
Hello?  
 

TOMMIE RAE 
I'm Tommie Rae Miss Georgia, nice to meet you, baby doll. Oh your hair is gorgeous, I brought 
everyone a pie, can I come in? We're gonna be best friends. Tomorrow, you and I are gonna ride 
one bicycle, go to the dock and sign autographs for people. We're gonna have our periods together. 
(Beat) Now tell me all about you.  
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
Um, I...I...I have jet lag, I need sleep.  
 

TOMMIE RAE 
Oh of course, baby doll, I can't imagine flying all the way across the country. Gee, you and that poor 
girl from Hawaii, y’all have it rough. I'll go baby doll, bye bye, aloha, no, nono, I know this, alo'HA, 
(in Ninja stance) alo'HA! 
 
JULIE closes the door.  
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
Jesus Christ, what did i get myself into? I’m tired.  
 

JULIE 
By the time I was ready to think again the next day, more of...that...came my way.  
 

CARA 
I'm Cara from Illinois. Remember, there's no Illinois in Illinois, LOL... Yes, I want to win because I 
want to give every teenager a gift. Gift, G, I, F, T, Getting Involved Feels Terrific, G, I, F, T, 
Getting Involved Feels Terrific! (Beat) 
 

JULIE 
Everything became a blur. The next thing I remembered was me standing in the wing of 
downtown's historic theatre two nights later for the talent show.  
 
Change to SOFT COLOR LIGHTS (coming in and out optional).  
 

JULIE 
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The performer before me was Miss Teen Rhode Island. I knew very little about her. I didn't know 
she was already a celebrity on the East Coast and would go on to dance with the Radio City 
Rockettes and become the New England Patriots' cheerleading captain, but she was mesmerizing. 
Paula Sue O'Brien would have had nothing on her. (that poor girl Paula Sue got no idea)  
 

JULIE 
(as MISS TEEN RHODE ISLAND) 

She walked to center stage as if she had been there since the day she was born. I watched her from 
the sideline, how the lights hit her face when she stepped into them, and how she glowed 
like...magic.  
 
SOUND CUE: Chopin nocturne  

JULIE 
(Back to JULIE character) 

She danced ballet en pointe to Chopin's Nocturne Op. #9 in her Cleopatra inspired tutu. I 
mimicked her moves back stage. (Bulk of the dance go here and ends on a split) God, only if I could be 
mesmerizing like she is, how she moves across the stage like the thinnest silk brushing still water. 
 
SOUND CUE: applause  

JULIE 
Two minutes later, the thundering applause brought me back to reality. (JULIE hurries to get up from 
the floor) Oh dear, I have to follow that?  
 
SOUND CUE: announcer on loud speakers 
 

ANNOUNCER 
Our next performer, singing a song inspired by her chemistry teacher, please put your hands 
together for the young lady from California! 
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
Oh lord, breathe, what did I learn at Barbizon? I learned to be perky, and be normal, and be perky, 
and smile… I got this, I got this, and look front the whole time.  
 
Lights bright up to FULL ON.  
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
Hi, I'd like to sing a song that some may find pointless, but maybe not.  
 
SOUND CUE: the element song  

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 

15 



(Sing) 
There's antimony, arsenic, aluminum, selenium, and hydrogen and oxygen and nitrogen and 
rhenium, and nickel, neodymium, neptunium, germanium, and iron, americium, ruthenium, uranium. 
Europium, zirconium, lutetium, vanadium, and lanthanum and osmium and astatine and radium, and 
gold, protactinium and indium and gallium, (dramatic breath) and iodine and thorium and thulium and 
thallium. There's yttrium, ytterbium, actinium, rubidium, and boron, gadolinium, niobium, iridium. 
Strontium and silicon and silver and samarium, and bismuth, bromine, lithium, beryllium, and 
barium. 
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
Dance break! 
 
JULIE dances in a clumsy way.  
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
(Continues singing) 

There's holmium and helium and hafnium and erbium, and phosphorus and francium and fluorine 
and terbium, and manganese and mercury, molybdenum, magnesium, dysprosium and scandium and 
cerium and cesium. Lead, praseodymium and platinum, plutonium, palladium, promethium, 
potassium, polonium, and tantalum, technetium, titanium, tellurium, (dramatic breath) and cadmium 
and calcium and chromium and curium. (wave hands to back row) There's sulfur, californium and 
fermium, berkelium, and also mendelevium, einsteinium, nobelium, and argon, krypton, neon, 
radon, xenon, zinc and rhodium, and chlorine, carbon, cobalt, copper, tungsten, tin and sodium. 
These are the only ones of which the news has come to Harvard, and there may be many others but 
they haven't been discovered.  
 
JULIE takes out a piece of paper titled “Elements That Have Since Been Discovered” from her bra, unfolds it and 
runs across the stage to show it.  
 

JULIE 
They laughed, too, but I felt terrible. Maybe I was funny, but I know I didn't look like a beauty 
queen. I looked more like a clown.  
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
What am I even wearing? (Looks at self) Miss Teen Rhode Island was in a Cleopatra inspired tutu and 
had peacock feathers pinned to her hair.  
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
I feel so stupid. No, worse, I’m ashamed of myself. Why do I show myself to the world when I'm 
clearly not graceful? I thought I had a brain, but why didn't I know that I'm not a graceful girl to 
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begin with. Seriously, why do people always tell each other to follow their dreams? Why even bother 
to dream when the dream (probably) won't come true?  
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
Ok, it’s not over yet. I have to keep going. I got into my swimsuit, sprayed my butt with glue so my 
bikini bottom would stay in place (show butt to audience), and got my body judged by a panel of fully 
clothed men. (JULIE walks across the front stage like a bikini model)  
 

JULIE 
I prayed to Jackie Kennedy again that night in my bikini.  
 
Lights shift to INTIMATE FULL WASH.  
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
(kneel on the block, get snuggled up) 

If I could make these men think I'm pretty, if I could just win a tiara for real, if I could just be 
recognized for being beautiful, I would give up five years of my life (let this land, really mean it!). I'd 
rather die earlier than live a life not being the prettiest girl in the room. Please, Jackie, I don't care if 
they forget what they saw and decide to think I look good by mistake, or they accidentally click on 
my name when they cast their votes because the computer isn't working. As long as they say I’m 
pretty, whatever the reality is, I don't care anymore. If these men pick me and give me the tiara out 
of all the girls, then nobody else will think I'm not pretty. Even the people who didn't think so 
before will change their minds.  
 
Lights shift to BRIGHT BLUE COLOR.  
 

JULIE 
The night they made the announcement, I put on the shiniest gown I had. Yes, it's got rhinestones 
all over it. (look in the mirror, show vulnerability) I thought the rhinestones would go nicely with the tiara 
when Jackie grants my wish. I put on my smile and walked to the center of the stage with all the 
girls. The lights hit my eyes from all directions near and far. I thought I might have gone blind. I 
could barely see anyone sitting in front of me, not even the people in the very first row. A sharply 
dressed man came onto the stage from the side I came on. I never even noticed him before. He 
carried an oversized envelope in his left hand and gave it to the announcer. The envelope was coated 
with iridescent glitter and had a tiara shaped seal on the back. The announcer looked at the envelope 
and then looked in my direction.  
 

ANNOUNCER 
Good luck ladies!  
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JULIE 
He broke the tiara seal. In the midst of intertwining lights, I could see the glitter dripping off like 
flying dandelions searching for a new resting place. He pulled out the snowy white sheet of paper 
ever so slowly as I whispered to Jackie one last time:  
 

JULIE AT SIXTEEN 
I really want that tiara, Jackie, I...I believe in myself, I believe in you, and you will grant my wish. I’ll 
get my pretty dresses. I won’t need Barbizon to tell me what to do because I will already be 
beautiful. I’ll finally be that girl at the lunch table everyone wants to talk to, and my mom will get a 
big house.  
 

JULIE 
The center of the stage lit up even more as I kept trying to smile. Look at her, (really see her in my eyes!) 
Miss Illinois, the reflection of her rhinestones is twinkling like the rainbow. (I can’t compete with that) 
She's stunning, she is ravishing, with gold hair and gentle curls. There's a girl I know, they love her 
so, I'm not that girl.  
 
SOUND CUE: One In A Million 
 
JULIE takes tiara off from her head and puts it on the floor downstage.  
 

JULIE 
I left my rhinestone dress in the Carolinas. You know in the old time when a European princess 
married into a foreign court, she couldn't take anything into the new life with her, not even an 
underwear or her favorite ring. I liked my dress, but left it there anyway.  
 

JULIE 
When I got home, I found out my boyfriend David Cohen was trying to get into Princeton. I don’t 
know why he’d want to live in New Jersey, but he was studying hard for the SAT. My friends on the 
debate team won the state championship. And I realized, wow, I have nothing to show for myself. 
And I’m getting old. I’m gonna turn 18 in two years, what am I going to do?  
 

JULIE 
I spent the next 200 nights in the library in my pajamas, studying the SAT with my boyfriend. The 
test turned out to be a lot harder than I thought. And did you know, if you're an Asian or a Jew, 
some colleges discredit your score by 100 points; what can you do about it?  
 

JULIE 
When I prayed to Jackie Kennedy on my 18th birthday, I had almost forgotten how it felt to be in a 
dress.  
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JULIE AT EIGHTEEN 

Jackie, I'm going to college. Perhaps I'll find a job that pays a lot more than being a receptionist at 
the Vidal Sassoon hair salon and I'll be able to have as many cute dresses as my heart desires one 
day. Can you tell me, Jackie, does life really give people second chances to be beautiful, stylish and 
iconic like you? What do you call that chance? Tomorrow?  
 
Lights dim to BROWN OUT (something dark-ish but let the audience know the show isn’t over)  
 
Lights up. JULIE in casual sweats and Hello Kitty slippers.  
 

JULIE IN NYC 
It’s 2016, I’m a TV commentator in New York City. I go on television shows and talk about what’s 
happening in the world for a living. Last night I talked about the election (and Donald Trump). I 
overslept this morning because I’m hung-over. I better not be late for taping today.  
 

JULIE  
I headed to 42nd St. and Madison Ave. When I stepped out of the subway, two girls in NYU 
sweatshirts walked over to me.  
 

NYU GIRL 
Hey, are you who I think you are, from TV last night? 
 

JULIE 
(rubs face and eyes)  

Uh… Yes, what’s your name?  
 

NYU GIRL 
I’m Kelly, this is Sarah, so great to meet you, you’re like our favorite, we watch everything you do.  
 

JULIE 
Oh, great. I’m happy to meet you.  
 

JULIE 
I don’t feel so bad in my sweatshirt and slippers. I get to be pretty whenever I want now. (Discovery) 
I'm the blonde now, so who cares if I'm not put together in the subway? And you know what's the 
best part? I don't even have to die five years early anymore.  
 
Lights down.  
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SOUND CUE: curtain music  
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