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I’VE ALWAYS COUNTED YOUR KOTEX
1957: TALMADGE, GEORGIA.  SMALL TOWN 15 MILES NORTH OF ATLANTA.  DONNA WESTMORELAND AND HER MOTHER, HELEN, PREPARE FOR DONNA’S “SPEND-THE-NIGHT PARTY” THAT NIGHT.  




HELEN



What time are they getting here?





DONNA



Around five.

MOTHER AND DAUGHTER WALK INTO DONNA’S BEDROOM.  DONNA SEES NEW PINK SATIN PAJAMAS LYING ON HER BED.  



(Delighted, Donna buries her face in the p.j.’s)
  

Mother, they’re beautiful!  They look like something Marilyn 


Monroe would wear.





HELEN



They’re not low-cut enough for Marilyn.




(They laugh.)


How many Cokes and grilled cheeses will it take to fill you 


long-gutted girls up?  




DONNA




(Picks up Carlo, her Chihuahua.  Donna and Helen 



sit on the edge of the bed.)  





No idea.  (Donna holds Carlo up to her face.)  




If they get hungry enough, they’re liable to barbecue Carlo.




HELEN



They say Chihuahua tastes just like chicken.  Dibs on the pulley 

bone.



(They laugh.)







DONNA
That was just a cruelty joke, Carlo.   Sticks and stones may break your pulley bone, but I myself would never eat it.  (Stage whispers)  If Mother gets a hungry look on her face, I’d advise you to head for the high timbers.  (thoughtful)  I’m thinking about changing his name to Francois.




HELEN

I assume you’re aware that Chihauhaus come to us from south of the border, hence their name – Mexican Chihauhaus.  Why on earth would  name him Francois?       




DONNA


Within this tiny chest beats the passionate heart of a French man… 

dog.





HELEN

Passion shmassion.  What’s it gonna be for breakfast for you and the troops?





DONNA




(Ponders)



Hamburgers, French fries, and milk shakes.





HELEN



That pretty much covers all the major food groups.    



Don’t you dare tell their mothers about our questionable 



menus.  They’d boot me out of the P.T.A for sure. 




DONNA


That would certainly be a major tragedy.  I can see it now on 


the front page of the Talmadge Journal, “Society matron, 



Helen Westmoreland, has been deprived not only of the 



intellectual stimulation and camaraderie of the academic 



community….”





HELEN



When you’re through emoting…





DONNA



You’ll be the first to know.  “Helen Westmoreland’s ouster 


from the Parent-Teacher’s Association is certain to….”




HELEN



(Feigning anger)



Will you shut up!





DONNA



Why Mother, you were so much more maternal when you were 


in the PTA.







HELEN




(Looks heavenward)



Give me strength.



(Helen and Donna laugh; lie on their 





stomachs, feet in the air.)




DONNA



Tell me about when you were at Berry College.





HELEN



Let me see…I never told you this before because I didn’t want 


you to get the idea I ever did anything bad.  



(Donna is intrigued.)



One Sunday afternoon me and your Aunt Pat went for a walk 


with Gertrude Shankles.  That’s all we were allowed to do on a 


Sunday, besides go to church, was go for a walk.  Anyway 


Gertrude lit up a cigarette, and Pat and I just about dropped our 


drawers.  Smoking would get you shipped -- sent home -- 


quicker than anything, except talking to a boy.  



Well, bless Gus, here comes one of the faculty headed 


straight for us.  We took off like Moody’s goose back to the 


dormitory.  We flew into Marie Crow’s room, and flopped down like 

we had good sense.



(Donna laughs heartily.)



Then they started a room to room search.  When Marie’s 


door flew open, she bellered out, “Gertrude and them came 


running in here smelling like a smoke 
stack!”  Well sir, they 


hauled us all to the Dean’s office.  Gertrude told them she was the 

only one smoking, but they wouldn’t believe her!  



The United States was in the midst of the Great Depression.

Pat and me didn’t have enough money to buy a morsel of food much 

less cigarettes.  Not that we would have smoked anyway.  Mama and 

Daddy would have turned over in their graves.  


     Now where was I?  Back then one of the faculty was required  to 

accompany students who’d been shipped, back home.  So here 


we go traipsing along on the train with poor old Mr. Durden all the 

way from Rome to your Aunt Esther’s in North Carolina. (Helen 

laughs.)  Mr. Durden had narcolepsy, poor thing, so me and your 

Aunt Pat waited till he fell asleep, and we roamed that train to a 

fair-thee-well.  (Laughter.) 



In those days, it wouldn’t do for the families to not put the 

teacher up for the night.  Your Aunt Esther and Uncle Jim had 


just gotten married and didn’t have a pot nor a window.  But you 

know Esther, she would have died before she’d dishonor 
the family 

by not having a decent bed for Mr. Durden to sleep in.  She came up 

with the money to buy a whole new bedroom suite somehow.  The 

furniture in Esther’s guest room is courtesy of poor old Mr. Durden!  




(Donna and Helen laugh till they cry.)  









GATHERED ON DONNA’S BED ARE DONNA, HER BEST FRIEND STARR -- IRMA, LINDA, AND JUDY.      

(“Tonite, Tonite” by The Mellow-Kings comes on the radio; Donna turns up the volume.) 

DONNA


I love this song.  Y’all just think, on Monday we’ll be high 

schoolers.




LINDA
I’ll be in high school, and won’t even turn 13 till October.  Y’all...what if…Y’all, if I’m not popular?  I’ll just die.




JUDY

You…we’re already popular.




DONNA


The most popular girls from every seventh grade in Talmadge will all be 
sub-Freshmen.  Everybody can’t be popular. 
STARR
It says in the Bible.  “Verily, verily, I say unto you, there will never be enough popularity to go around.”



(All the girls, except Irma, laugh.)
IRMA
(To Starr)
Starr!  That was sacrilegious as all get out.
STARR

Jump up my butt, you odd wad.

DONNA

There really will be some cute girls om eighth grade.  Bootsie Lockamy’s cousin, Trish, for one.  She’s a doll, and she wears the cutest clothes.

STARR

Just think, our first high school party.  


(The girls squeal.)  

DONNA

Mother said she’d take us.  

(Song on the radio, barely audible: “Young Blood” by The 
Coasters)   





LINDA
I wonder if any juniors and seniors will be there.  My sister said 
some of the boys smoke, and some of them even drink!  


JUDY

Even some of the girls smoke.


DONNA

Don’t say anything about that stuff in front of Mother.  She’d never let me go to a high school party.





LINDA


Your mother is so sweet, Donna.  Y’all are just like best 



friends.  





DONNA



Yeah, except when she gets mad at me.  





LINDA


Your mother wouldn’t ever get mad.  You’re just saying 



that.




STARR

When I get in high school, I’m gonna start smoking.  Then y’all can all get me a carton 
of cigarettes for Christmas.  That’s what everybody does at Talmadge.



JUDY

I would never in a million years spend five whole dollars on a 
carton of cigarettes for you, or anybody like you.  What I will get 
you for Christmas, if you’re dumb enough to start smoking, is that 
book I saw at Rich’s, “God Speaks to Young Women.” 



DONNA

It’s about time he came out with another book.


(Starr laughs uproariously; the others look startled 


before laughing.)





IRMA

I heard everybody opens up in high school.

JUDY




(Horrified)
Opens what up?

DONNA

Don’t have a cow, Judy.  Open mouth, insert tongue.  French 
kissing. 


LINDA
I can’t even kiss American.

  

DONNA

Why not? 



LINDA
Y’all promise you won’t laugh?  When I think a boy’s about to kiss me, my lips pucker up.



STARR

You dumb cluck.  That’s what they’re supposed to 
do.

IRMA

Don’t talk to Linda like that.  She’ll get a complex.

LINDA
Not a kiss-type pucker.  Like this. 

(Linda screws her lips into a tiny hard circle; the girls roar with laughter.)
Y’all promised you wouldn’t laugh.  I can’t help it.  I promise I can’t help it.  My lips just automatically squench up. 


(Laughing, the girls screw their lips into little O’s.  
Irma falls off the bed.  They laugh harder.)




STARR

Oh, my sides.





DONNA



Laughed so hard, I thought I’d die.  Die?  I did die.

(Girls laugh hysterically.)
IRMA

Frenching sounds putrid.

DONNA
Ugh knock-um.  (All laugh.)
HAMP HAMILTON AND FRIENDS, HUGH CHATHAM, BO JACK SIMPSON, TOM SWEET (“SWEETIE”), AND IRBY FULMER (RISING HIGH SCHOOL JUNIORS), ARE RIDING IN HAMP’S 1956 RED AND WHITE CHEVROLET. 
Song on the radio: “Mule Skinner Blues” by The Fendermen.
HAMP

Boy, I love these glass packs.  I was going to get a ’57, but the car 
lots didn’t have any, so I got this ’56.
SWEETIE
It must be nice.  My old man bought a new Impala, and gave me the damn Metropolitan.  Boy, is it ever a rag.  


HAMP

Be thankful you’ve got some wheels, Sweet.  Now you won’t have to double date.  


SWEETIE

You mean triple date.  Me and Ruthie didn’t even get to sit next to each other Saturday night.  I sat in the front and Ruthie in the back while the other two couples made out.  I’ve got a chronic case of blue balls.

(All laugh.)


HAMP

Didn’t you say the Metropolitan uses oil?


SWEETIE

I put a quart in before I go somewhere and a quart before I go home.  



HAMP

The Metropolitan is a bona fide rag.  





SWEETIE

Told you.


BO JACK
Irby, move over you damn fairy.  



IRBY
Fairy?  I’ll kick your ass.


BO JACK

You’ll play hell.



HAMP

Something wrong, Chatham?



CHATHAM
Nothing.  Aw, my granddaddy died last night.



SWEETIE
Boy, that’s rough.



HAMP

I hate to hear it, buddy.  I liked old Paw-Paw.  What was it he said when we used to go out there fishing?  “Blue Jay…



ALL

“…..Blue Jay, sitting in a cedar.  Draw back, draw back, shoot him in the peter.”


(They laugh quietly.)


HAMP

I sure do hate it, buddy.  




BO JACK

Hamp, change it to WFOM.  That is without a doubt the most stupidest song I ever heard.


CHATHAM
I want to hear the end.
(The boys shout the last line of the song, “Cha, Cha, Cha.”  
Next song barely audible: “Papa Ooh Mow Mow”.)
CHATHAM
I bet every one of y’all are still cherry.    


SWEETIE

Cherry’s ass.  I get all the tail I want.   


IRBY
Who from?  Betty Jean Carmichael 


SWEETIE

Eat me, pecker breath.



IRBY
You know my phone number, five, five, oh, you ate one too.



CHATHAM
Personally I don’t cull any of ‘em.  Lame, lazy, or crazy as hell.



BO JACK

I’m having a nicotine fit.  Lemme bum a cigarette. 


CHATHAM
You scrounge.


IRBY

Nope.



BO JACK

I’d give y’all a cigarette any day of the week. 


CHATHAM
You would not.


SWEETIE

You’ve never even had a cigarette.
HAMP

“L.S.M.F.T.”
OTHERS

 “Lucky Strike means fine tobacco.”


HAMP

“Lord save me from Truman.”


IRBY

Well, well, well, you never can tell…you might go to heaven and you might…



ALL

Not!



HAMP

I’m starving!  Let’s go to the Varsity and get some gut bombs.





OTHERS




(Yell in agreement)

DONNA, STARR, LINDA, AND IRMA ARE COOKING FRENCH FRIES AT STARR’S HOUSE.  WHEN THEY HEAR THE AMERICAN BANDSTAND THEME SONG COMING FROM THE DEN, THEY HURRIEDLY DOUSE KETCHUP ON THEIR FRIES.  WHEN DONNA ADDS MUSTARD OVER THE KETCHUP…

STARR

 Urp slop, bring the mop.

GIRLS SIT ON THE FLOOR CLOSE TO THE T.V. WATCHING INTENTLY AS THE BANDSTAND KIDS DO THE STROLL 

(Record: “The Stroll” by The Diamonds”)

DONNA

Kenny Rossi and Arlene Sullivan are my favorites.  Bob and Justine are my second favorites.  

STARR

Peggy Leonard must not be going steady.  She dances with everybody. 

DONNA

Oh no!  Kenny’s dancing with another girl.

STARR

Why do you give a care?  

IRMA



He’s the cutest boy.  Where is Arlene? 




DONNA

(Touches the screen.)  

See, she’s standing over there by herself I wish they did the stroll at Talmadge.  And the chalypso.  

(Record:  “Johnny Angel” by Shelley Fabares)

 (Donna dances the chalypso with Starr; Irma with Linda.) 

??(Record: “My Prayer” by The Platters)

FRIDAY NIGHT BEFORE SCHOOL STARTS ON MONDAY.  PARTY IN THE BACKYARD OF A MODEST HOUSE. TEENAGERS TALK IN GROUPS. SOME DANCE ON A CONCRETE PATIO TO MUSIC FROM A SMALL 45 RPM RECORD PLAYER.  DONNA, STARR, IRMA, AND JUDY SIT ON THE BACK STEPS TALKING QUIETLY.

(Record: “My Prayer” by The Platters) 
DONNA

(To Starr, whispering.) 

Do you know if any of these boys are in the Rat Scats?

STARR

What?

(Irma leans in to hear.)


DONNA

Rat Scats.  It’s a secret club for boys.  They have to be invited to be in it, and they’re not allowed to tell anybody.  If a Rat Scat gets mad at you, they blackball you.  Then nobody in the whole school can have anything to do with you.  If they do, they get blackballed too.

(Record: “At the Hop” by Danny & The Juniors.)
IRMA

Gol-ly.  Look, there goes Hamp Hamilton.  He’s a football player, and a doll I might add.  Drool.



DONNA

Where?

STARR
That’s him walking towards those boys by the garage.  Get this.  Oh, his shirt sleeves and his Levis are pegged.  I love that!     

(Shortly Hamp walks over and sits down beside Donna.)




HAMP

Hey there.  What’s your name?



DONNA

Donna Westmoreland.  What’s yours?  

HAMP

Hamp Hamilton.  I’ve seen you around.  You and the rest of the clique.  Everybody says this is the cutest bunch of freshmen girls Talmadge has ever had.



DONNA

Yeah, we’re hot off the assembly line down at Cookie Cutter Cuties.

HAMP

(Hamp laughs.)


Touché.  (pause, looking at dancers) Can you do the Atlanta Bop?


DONNA

Let’s say I’ve been working on it.  I’m sure you’ll be impressed that 
I attended Miss Grissom’s School of Dance in fifth grade.


HAMP

Likewise.  Sixth grade.  My mother said I had to get some 
culture.  Something tells me it didn’t take. 


DONNA

They didn’t teach the Atlanta Bop at Miss Grissom’s.  I’m not sure 
what that dance was.


HAMP

Her version of the jitterbug.  


DONNA

No joke?  It’s just as well I didn’t learn the jitterbug now that 
everybody at Talmadge is doing the Bop.  I quit Miss Grissom’s 
before the session was over. 


HAMP

How come?



DONNA

Don’t laugh.  The lessons were on the same night Davy Crockett 
came on T.V., and my devotion to Davy far exceeded my desire to 
learn jitterbugging for the deranged, or that zippy box step.   



HAMP

I would never make light of anyone who kilt him a b’ar when he was 
only three.    

(They laugh.)


HAMP

Come on, let’s give it a shot.  (Gestures to the dancers.)  We 
can’t be any worse than they are.
(Hamp and Donna dance an awkward bop. When the next 
record begins, “Every Day” by Buddy Holly, Hamp dances the 
Chalypso.  A beaming  Donna follows his lead, and the 
others eye
 them quizzically.)


DONNA

You’re the only boy I know that can do the Chalypso!




HAMP



(laughs)

My sister beat me up every day till I learned how.

(When the song is over, the two walk over to an oak tree and talk.  
Records play: “Whispering Bells” by the Del-Vikings; “You Are 
My Special Angel” by Bobby Helms; “Keep A’Knockin” by Little 
Richard”.  Hamp and Donna return to the patio and slow 
dance to “One Summer 
Night” by the Danleers.)



DONNA
I’ve gotta go.  It’s ten-thirty.  My mother will be waiting out front.



(Record: “There’s a Moon Out Tonight” by The Capris”)

HAMP

I’ll walk you to your car.

DONNA

 That’s okay.  I’ll see you later.

HAMP

Yeah, see you later. 

DONNA

I had a nice time.

HAMP

Me too.



DONNA

(To her friends)

 Y’all come on.  Mother’ll be here.

(As the girls climb into the new white Cadillac, an intoxicated teenage boy staggers to the car.  Leaning into the window, he speaks to Donna’s attractive mother, Helen.)
BOY

Hey, sweet thing.  What’s your name?

HELEN




(Icily)

I don’t think you want to know my name.

BOY

Oh hell yes I do!
HELEN

Get off this car.  Now.

(She pulls away, sending him reeling.)
BOY

You goddam rich bitch.


(Donna appears to be very frightened on the ride 



home.)



IRMA
That boy was rude to a grownup!


JUDY

That boy cussed a grownup!




STARR

Everybody knows he’s a hood.  Do you mind turning on the 
radio, Mrs.Westmoreland?

(Helen turns on the radio to “Blueberry Hill” by Fats Domino.)




HELEN



(Cheerful)



Tell me, how was the party?





STARR



I had a ball.





IRMA



Somebody stole all their ping pong balls. 



(Laughter.  Helen drops off each girl at her 




home.)
LIVING ROOM OF THE WESTMORELAND’S LUXURIOUS HOME

HELEN STOPS DONNA IN THE KITCHEN.  MR.  WESTMORELAND IS TALKING ON THE PHONE IN THE NEXT ROOM. 


HELEN


(Helen, exuding danger, looks and acts like a different 
person.  Donna is obviously terrified.)
Sit down, and be quiet.  Your daddy’s trying to sell a car.  You did just what I knew you would.  Hook up with a low-class punk.  And knee-walking drunk to boot.  
MR. WESTMORELAND

(Background, during Helen and Donna’s 
conversation)
This Plymouth is a real cream puff. It’ll bring twenty-five easy.  Tell you what I’ll do.  I’ll let you have it for twenty-two if you’re at the lot by 7:30 in the morning

DONNA 

I don’t even know that boy.  


HELEN

Oh, you will.  He’s just your type.  I can’t stand to look at you.  
Go 
to bed.


(When Donna attempts to stand, she crumbles to the floor.)


HELEN

Get up.


(Helen watches coldly while Donna stands and falls 
repeatedly.)


MR. WESTMORELAND

I’ll even tote the note.  Make up your mind!  (Suddenly jovial)  You’re the one, Q.P..   (Hangs up)
HELEN DRAGGING DONNA TO THE CAR.





HELEN





(Mockingly)


Poor little thing can’t even walk.  
E.R. ATTENDANTS LIFT DONNA INTO A WHEELCHAIR.  HELEN, HER OLD SELF, IS SINCERELY CONCERNED.





TRIAGE NURSE



Dr. Benson is on his way, Mrs. Westmoreland.

EMERGENCY ROOM.  HAVING FINISHED EXAMINING DONNA, THE DOCTOR TURNS TO MRS. WESTMORELAND.





DR. BENSON 



Helen, Donna is apparently paralyzed.  The X-ray’s appear 


normal.  Did she fall or experience any other injury?





HELEN



On the contrary, she had just come from a party, happy as a 


lark.  The next thing I knew she fell to the floor like she’d been 


pole-axed.




DR. BENSON



Donna, did anything untoward, that is to say 
stressful or 



frightening, happen at the party?





DONNA



No, sir.





DR. BENSON



This is peculiar indeed.  If there was no physical injury, 


the logical conclusion would be “hysterical paralysis;” not an 


uncommon manifestation when a person experiences extreme 


terror or grief.  However, in the absence of any physical or 


mental trauma, I’m hard-pressed to come up with a viable 


diagnosis.




I’m going to prescribe a sedative, and something 



for pain.  I’d like to see her in my office tomorrow.  Helen, if 


you’re not able to get her there yourself, I’ll 
send an 



ambulance.





HELEN


There’s no need for an ambulance, Lester.  I’m her mother.  Of 


course I’ll get her there.  



(Donna gazes lovingly at her mother.)

THE NEXT DAY. HAMP DIALS THE PHONE IN THE HALLWAY OF HIS HOUSE.





HELEN




(Answers the phone in the hall; then walks towards 



Donna sitting in a wheelchair.  (Happily)


Telephone for Miss Westmoreland.




(Pushes Donna’s wheelchair into the hall.)




DONNA



Hello.




(Scene cuts to Hamp at his home.)





HAMP



Hey!  Whatcha up to?





DONNA



Oh, not a lot.





HAMP



I looked for you at school today.





DONNA


I was sick.





HAMP



Probably sick of school.




DONNA



I…Mother…I’ve got glandular fever.





HAMP



My cousin had that.  He was sick as a dog.  How long 



will you be out?





DONNA



They don’t really know.





HAMP



Look, give me your schedule, and I’ll get your homework from 


all your teachers, and bring it by every day.





DONNA



No!  uh…Mother has already arranged with the school to have 


my work sent to the house.  I appreciate it though.





HAMP



I’d still like to come by and see you.





DONNA



Dr. Benson said glandular fever is very contagious.  I’m  



under…in quarantine.  I’m quarantined.




HAMP



Sick, and in isolation too.  Durn burn it!  I was hoping to get to 


see you.




DONNA


I’d give anything if I could.



HAMP

Look, I wanted to ask you something.  You can say yes or no.


DONNA

Okay.

HAMP

I like you a lot…and I…well, I wondered… wanted to ask you if you wanted to go steady.  You don’t have to if you don’t want to. 

DONNA

I want to.  



HAMP

So we are? 

DONNA

I guess we are.

HAMP

Ah, perfect timing.

DONNA

What?

HAMP

Okay, listen, I’m holding the phone down to the radio.

DONNA

(Hears Ritchie Valens’ “Donna”)
I’ve never heard that before.  

HAMP

I wrote that song.


DONNA


(Laughs.)  
Sure you did. 
SCENES OF A JOVIAL HELEN BRINGING DONNA MEALS; THE PAIR WATCHING “AMERICAN BANDSTAND”, CHAT HAPPILY.  HELEN HELPS DONNA TO HER FEET ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, BUT DONNA IS STILL UNABLE TO STAND.  WHEN DONNA’S LEGS FINALLY COOPERATE, HELEN EMBRACES HER.
THE KITCHEN OF HAMP’S HOUSE.




HAMP






(To his mother who is washing dishes.)


I really want to go to the show.  Everybody else going.  




HIS MOTHER


You know the rules.  If you don’t go to church, you don’t go 


anywhere else. 




HAMP



Can I at least go to the drug store?





HIS MOTHER



No church.  No movies and no King’s Drug Store.    






HAMP



Why didn’t Patsy and Winston come eat with us today?





MOTHER



I don’t know.  Your sister called this morning and said they 


couldn’t come.  She didn’t say why.




HAMP



Can I go to their house?





MOTHER



I suppose so.




(Hamp drives to his sister’s small house, and knocks on 



the door.)




WINSTON



(Answers the door, smiling.)


Hamp, my boy!  Has the new worn off that ’56 yet? 





HAMP



(When Winston doesn’t step aside, Hamp goes around 



him.)



That car’ll always be new to me.  Where’s Patsy?





WINSTON


Your sister’s a little under the weather.  She just has gone to 


sleep.



(Hamp walks towards the bedroom.)





WINSTON


You don’t want to wake her up, buddy.  She needs her rest.




HAMP




(Opening the bedroom door, Hamp sees Patsy in the 



bed, eyes black and lips swollen. Bob’s car is heard 



pulling away.) 



What happened to you?




PATSY



Oh, honey, it was all my fault.  




HAMP



What was?





PATSY



I just shouldn’t make him so mad.




HAMP


Who?  Winston?  




PATSY



I made him mad.





HAMP



If that….if he thinks he’s getting away with this, he’s 



got another think coming!  




PATSY



No, Hamp, listen, I talked to my Sunday School teacher about 


it the last time….





HAMP



Last time?  You mean that s.o.b. has done this before?  



Why in the world didn’t you tell us, Patsy?  




PATSY



Mrs. Dover, you know, my Sunday School teacher, says that the 

wife has to be diligent not to provoke her husband.  Ephesians 


5:22-24 says “Wives, be subject to your husbands, as to the 


Lord.  For the husband is the head of the wife as Christ is the 


head of the church.”



(Tears run down Patsy’s face.   Hamp, now racked with 



sobs, holds her close.)

(Song: ABC Boogie by Bill Haley & The Comets) 
EARLY MORNING: TALMADGE HIGH SCHOOL SCENES.  NO SCHOOL BUSES.  PARENTS DROPPING KIDS OFF AT SCHOOL; A GIRL KISSES HER FATHER GOOD-BYE; KIDS WALKING TO SCHOOL; BOYS “FROG” EACH OTHER’S ARMS; GIRLS COMPARING SCHOOL PICTURES IN WALLETS BULGING WITH THEM.  

MORNING ASSEMBLY (QUIET AND ORDERLY).  A STERN, ELDERLY FEMALE PRINCIPAL PRESIDING.  SHE  CALLS FOR THE PLEDGE OF ALLEGIANCE AND THE LORD’S PRAYER.   THERE IS A TITTER OF EXCITEMENT WHEN THE PRINCIPAL SAYS SHE WILL ANNOUNCE THE OUTCOME OF “OUTSTANDING STUDENT” ELECTION.  DONNA IS ELECTED OUTSTANDING FRESHMAN GIRL; HAMP, OUTSTANDING JUNIOR BOY.  WHEN THE STUDENTS FILE OUT, THEY GATHER AROUND HAMP AND DONNA.  




PRINCIPAL



Get to class, people!






(Kids scatter.)
(Music: “I Wonder Why” by Dion & the Belmonts.” The entire song.)
SCENES OF DONNA AND HAMP:  HORSE-BACK RIDING; AT KING’S DRUGSTORE, THE HANGOUT; AT EVENING CHURCH SERVICE – TEENAGERS FILL THE LAST THREE ROWS.  DONNA & HAMP, BAPTIST HYMNALS IN THEIR LAPS, TAKE TURNS POINTING OUT SONG TITLES:  “O LOVE THAT WILT NOT LET ME GO,” “LOVE LIFTED ME,” “SO LET OUR LIPS AND LIVES EXPRESS.”

STARR’S BEDROOM.  STARR, IN BED SOBBING, IS COMFORTED BY DONNA.

DONNA

It’s okay. I promise it’s okay.  

STARR

God, it was awful.  It was in this icky old house.  The pain was awful and they didn’t give me anything for it either.  The lady stuck something up in me – I think it was a piece of glass. I thought it would never stop.  

DONNA


Bless your heart.  Did you tell Larry?

STARR

He said maybe the baby was somebody else’s.  He knows good and well it wasn’t.  

DONNA

That crumb bum.   

STARR

I took a douche with Lysol.  I was going to drink gasoline, or stick a coat hanger up in me, but…

DONNA

Oh, no.  Oh, my Lord, Starr, no.  Just think, we’ve got cheerleading practice Thursday, and that game with Rossville Friday night.  Every little thing is just like it’s always been.  Listen, Starry, don’t tell anybody else about the operation.  Your reputation would be shot.  Nothing would…..promise me you will never, ever tell another living soul about the operation.

STARR

Cross my heart and hope to die.

Record: “Whispering Bells by the Del Vikings”.
LAST PARTY BEFORE SCHOOL STARTS.  DONNA AND HAMP DANCE AN EXPERT BOP ON THE BACKYARD LAWN.  IRMA DANCES WITH FRANK WHO, TOWARDS THE END OF THE SONG, DEVIATES FROM THE REPETITIVE STEP, AND KICKS CALF-HIGH BETWEEN HER LEGS.  WHEN THE DANCE IS OVER…

HAMP




(Preoccupied, to Donna)

I’ll be back in a minute.

(Hamp disappears into the crowd.)
(Record: “Come Go With Me” by the Del-Vikings)
SEVERAL BOYS GATHER MENACINGLY AROUND IRMA.  

FIRST BOY

How trashy can you get, Irma?

(Irma looks terrified.)
SECOND BOY


What is wrong with you?

(Frank, disinterested, is dancing with another girl.) 
FIRST BOY

Don’t you have one bit of decency?

DONNA




(Moves close to Irma)

Irma didn’t do anything.  It was Frank that kicked.  
THIRD BOY

Big deal.  Irma’s not supposed to let him.

DONNA

If you want to jump on somebody, jump on Frank.    

(Still indignant, the boys eventually turn away.)
IRMA

My Lord, Donna.  If it weren’t for you, I’d have a bad reputation right this very minute.  It’s a wonder me and you both don’t have a bad reputation right this very minute.

DONNA




(Staring after the boys)

They’re so holier-than-thou.  

(Starr and Trish walk towards the girls purposefully.)




STARR

Good grief, Irma.  Don’t you care one iota about your reputation?
TRISH
(To Irma)

That wasn’t very nice. 
IRMA

Y’all please don’t be mad at me.  I’ll never do it again, I 
promise.

(Record: “Earth Angel” by The Penguins.)
(Starr and Trish glare momentarily at Irma, then turn to watch the dancers.)
IRMA

(Looking heavenward, whispers)
 Thank you, thank you.
DONNA

(Whispers to Irma) Act like nothing happened. 

(To girls) I wonder where Hamp is.

TRISH
(Gesturing towards the darkness)  

Back there.

DONNA

Back where?  What are they doing, Trish? 
TRISH
They’re just cutting up.  It’s the Rat Scat’s initiation.  Hamp and Sweetie are going through the belt line.

DONNA

Hamp promised me faithfully he wouldn’t join.  The Rat Scats are all juvenile delinquents.  Is Hamp drinking? 





STARR



No hock, Sherlock.

TRISH
When I saw him, he was swigging down a beer out at the street.

(From the darkness: whacks, cheers, an occasional cry of pain.)
DONNA




(To Starr)

I want to go home.  Please, please take me home.

STARR 

For Pete’s sake, I’m gonna clobber you.   
 (Record:  “Could This Be Magic?” by The Dubs)
DONNA

I knew I should have driven.  I can’t stand this.

STARR

Good grief, y’all come on.  Little Donna wants to go home.

HAMP AND SWEETIE ARE IN THE CAR WITH FOUR RAT SCATS.  HONCH, PRESIDENT OF THE CLUB, IS DRIVING A BLACK AND WHITE 1950 FORD.

HONCH

I gotta get some gas.  You boys ante up with some goddam moo-lah, or you’re goddam walking home.  (Each boy hands Honch a quarter.)  The next part of these boys’ initiation is the dah dah dahdah BARN.





HAMP

I’m game.

SWEETIE
Haul ass on over there. 
HONCH

Not so fast, Sweetie Pie.  Nobody, and I mean no-damn-body, goes to the barn without a date.

(Hamp and Sweetie say nothing.)

Scared?  Say scared. 
HAMP

I can’t take Donna to the barn.  She’s a nice girl. I’ve heard what goes on at the barn, and she probably has too.  She’d never go.

SWEETIE
Neither would Sheila.

HONCH

Tough titty said the kitty.  I’m getting a sneaking suspicion you boys don’t want to be Rat Scats.

BOTH BOYS

I do.

HONCH

Then come up with a way to get your honeys to the barn Friday night.  Old Sheila’s stacked.  I used to have the hots for her bad.  Sweet, if you don’t show up with Sheila and her big jugs, just stay your ass home and watch Liberace.
HAMP

Tell you what.  I’ll bring some other girl, Honch.  Donna won’t even have to know about it.

HONCH

Lemme tell you one goddam thing, Hamilton.  You won’t be shit at Talmadge if you ain’t a goddam Scat.  You’re pretty decent on the football field, and the way things look now, you’ll probably be captain, but a word to the shit-eating wise.  Somebody else could just happen to get captain if you chicken out of this initiation.  I don’t want another girl at the barn.  Donna’s a real honey -- rat’s ass.  It’s goddam Donna, or goddam nobody.

HAMP

What’s it to you who I bring?
HONCH

You writing a book?  Well, kiss my ass and call it a love story.  
(Laughs jovially.  Passes a hitch hiker; stops.

To hitch hiker.)
 Wanna lift?


HITCH HIKER


(Running to the car)
Yeah!


HONCH


(Pulls away, laughing)
Stick a jack up your ass!
NIGHT.  DONNA AND HAMP ARE RIDING IN HIS CAR.

(Song on the radio: “Party Doll” by Buddy Knox: “All I want is a party doll to be with me when I’m feeling wild.”)
HAMP




(Hamp turns off the radio.)

I wouldn’t join the Rat Scats for all the tea in China.  Big bunch of stooges.  I can’t believe I went through that stupid belt line.  You’re not still mad at me, are you?

DONNA

You know I’m not.  Where are we going?

HAMP

Ah, the Rat Scats are having a blame party.  I already told them I’d come, so I hated…I couldn’t back out.  

DONNA

Why couldn’t you back out?  I wanted to go to the picture show.

HAMP

We won’t stay long.  Anyway, they said it was gonna be a large charge.

DONNA

I have a big 8X10 glossy of us having fun at a Rat Scat party.  I wonder what activities they have planned.  Seeing who can steal the most hub caps?
HAMP

I’m telling them right off the bat I’m not joining their cruddy club.  That’s why we have to go, Donna!  So I can tell them I’m not joining.

OUTSIDE THE BARN. A CROWD OF TEENAGE BOYS; HALF A DOZEN INITIATES WITH DATES. 
HONCH

(Seeing Hamp and Donna approaching.)
Come into my parlor, said the spider to the fly.



FIRST RAT SCAT

I bet her shit don’t stink.



SECOND RAT SCAT

Sweet things like that don’t shit – they candy. 

(They laugh.)


HONCH


(To boys)

If I want any crap out of y’all, I’ll take the top of your heads off and 
dip it out.

(To Hamp)

Wha’ya say, buddy.

HAMP

Wha’ya say, Honch.

RAT SCAT




(Gives Hamp a beer, then looks around.)
Who’s got the church key?  Honch, where’s the church key?  

DONNA




(Shocked, whispers to Hamp)


Are you going to drink?





HAMP




(Whispers to Donna)



I’ll just play like I am.





RAT SCAT

(To Donna) 

You’re a real skin queen. 



RAT SCAT



(To Donna)

Shake it, don’t break it.





RAT SCAT


(To Donna)
Hamp here’s a real fart smeller.  I mean a real smart feller.

RAT SCAT

(To Hamp) 

Boy, you coulda threaded a needle with that ball the other night.





RAT SCAT




(To Donna)

You’re not a prick teaser, are you?

DONNA

(Whispering to Hamp) 

Can you not hear what they’re saying to me?  Let’s go.

HAMP

(Whispering) 

I gotta tell them I’m not joining first.





DONNA




(Whispering)




Well, hurry up and tell them.  I’m scared of these boys.


HONCH HERDS EVERYONE INTO THE BARN.  THERE IS A SINGLE LIGHT BULB HANGING FROM THE RAFTERS AND A SMALL PLASTIC RADIO PLAYING “Dream” by the Everly Brothers.  HONCH TURNS UP THE VOLUME AND THE SCATS STOP IN THEIR TRACKS.  THE OTHERS GLANCE AT EACH OTHER IN DISBELIEF THAT THE RAT SCATS WOULD LINGER OVER A LOVE SONG.
AFTER THE LINE “I CAN MAKE YOU MINE, TASTE YOUR LIPS OF WINE, ANY TIME NIGHT OR DAY.  ONLY TROUBLE IS..…,” THE RAT SCATS HOLLER “GODDAM, SON OFA BITCH!  I’m DREAMIN’ MY LIFE AWAY!” THEN HOWL WITH LAUGHTER.   
HONCH CLIMBS THE LADDER TO THE LOFT AND EVERYONE FOLLOWS.  IT IS DARK EXCEPT FOR MOONLIGHT.   HONCH BECKONS AND THE BOYS FOLLOW HIM INTO THE DARKNESS.  
IN ADDITION TO DONNA, SIX OTHER GIRLS STAND ALONE IN DIFFERENT PARTS OF THE LOFT.  MUFFLED VOICES CAN BE HEARD FROM THE BOYS’ DIRECTION.  DONNA CALLS OUT FEEBLY FOR HAMP.
BARELY VISIBLE:  TWO ROWS OF BOYS FACE EACH OTHER; INITIATES WALK NAKED BETWEEN THE ROWS.  THERE ARE DERISIVE HOOTS AS WELL AS COMMENTS OF RESPECT, “NEEDLE DICK,” “HE’S A BIG BOY.”  FINALLY HAMP RETURNS TO DONNA. 

DONNA




(Donna falls against Hamp when he returns.)
Thank the lord.  Can we go now?  

HAMP

(Slurring words) 

When I told them I wasn’t gonna join, they were ‘stremely p.o.’d.  They said they’d whip my butt if I didn’t stay for the party.  I’ll get creamed if I leave now.

DONNA

They just better not hurt you.  They’re awful.  This is awful.

HAMP

Come on, we’ll go over there in that corner, and wait it out.  Then we’ll say sayonara to these boys, and bee bop back to town.

DONNA

Were y’all doing the stroll naked?

(Sitting in a pitch black corner, Hamp begins to kiss Donna; then pushes her back onto the floor.  Suddenly a brilliant light flashes on in the far corner of the loft.  It goes off in about ten seconds.  Momentarily another part of the loft is hit with the blinding light. Then another, and another)  



DONNA

What are all those lights?




HAMP

Don’t sweat the small stuff, honey.

IGNORING HER, HAMP CONTINUES TO KISS DONNA.  SHE STRUGGLES AS HE FORCEFULLY UNFASTENS HER BRA, AND JERKS DOWN HER PANTIES.  SUDDENLY THE COUPLE IS ILLUMINATED IN LIGHT.   
HAMP YANKS DONNA’S SWEATER AND SKIRT UP, AND QUICKLY ROLLS AWAY LEAVING HER NAKED IN THE SPOTLIGHT.  BEHIND THE LIGHT, SHE SEES THE LEERING FACES OF HONCH AND THE OTHERS.  
HAMP SWAGGERS TO THE CAR WHERE DONNA IS SITTING, EXPRESSIONLESS, STARING STRAIGHT AHEAD.  DRIVING BACK TO TOWN, THEY SAY NOTHING.  WHEN HAMP SEES A MAN FISHING IN THE MOONLIGHT, HE LEANS OUT THE WINDOW AND HOLLERS.




HAMP


You catching anything ‘sides shit fish?

DONNA’S BEDROOM.  SHE SITS ON THE SIDE OF THE BED.

KING’S DRUG STORE, SATURDAY AFTERNOON: THE KIDS WHISPER AND STARE AT DONNA AS SHE MAKES HER WAY THROUGH THE CROWD TO STARR.

DONNA

I have never been so glad to see anybody in my whole life.

STARR

I suppose you’re aware the whole school has heard about your little stunt at the barn.

(Donna looks stricken.)
Your reputation is ruined, down the drain.  What is the matter with you?  You’re soiled goods.  Whatever possessed you to go to a place like that?  I thought you were a Christian.  I can’t believe you’d…..well, you know what you did.

DONNA

I…

STARR

God, if you keep standing here, you’ll ruin my reputation.  Just get outta here. 

(Leaving King’s, Donna passes in front of Honch and two other Rat Scats leaning against the outside wall.  She ignores them.)  

HONCH

(Mutters) 

Blackball.  

RAT SCATS’ MEETING.  BOYS ARE TALKING AMONG THEMSELVES.  
Radio: “Wake Up, Little Susie” by The Everly Brothers.  Audible:
“The movie wasn’t so hot.  It didn’t have much of a plot.  We fell asleep.  Our goose is cooked.  Our reputation is shot...” 

HONCH

Y’all shut the hell up.  We’ve got official Scat business to take care of.

RAT SCAT

Yeah, Eddie, like that dance you was talking about having.

HONCH

You son-of-a-bitch!  Don’t you ever call me that again.  My name is Honcho.  Goddam Honch.  I’m talking blackball.

HAMP

Blackball?  Who?

HONCH

Your honey, that’s who.  I’m sick and tired of that little pig.  She needs to be brought down a notch or two. 

HAMP

Donna didn’t do anything.  I thought we blackballed people that did something bad.     

HONCH

Little bitch thinks she’s rat’s ass.  Shit on a stick.

RAT SCAT

Damn rich bitch.



HAMP

Donna doesn’t deserve to be blackballed.

HONCH



(Exudes intimidation.  To Hamp.)
You best not let your alligator mouth overload your mockingbird ass.  Everybody in favor of blackball, raise your hand.   

(All hands go up, except Hamp’s.  Hamp slowly raises his hand.)
 DONNA, LYING IN BED, STARES AT THE CEILING.  A CAR APPROACES, HORN BLASTING, BOYS YELLING.  FINALLY DONNA MAKES OUT THE WORD “BLACKBALL.”  SHE CLOSES HER EYES, AND PULLS THE COVERS OVER HER HEAD. 

SUNDAY MORNING.  DONNA PICKS AT BREAKFAST

HELEN

What’s the matter, honey?

DONNA

Nothing.

HELEN

Tell me.
DONNA

Did you hear that car go by last night, and those boys hollering?

Those boys…they’re a club.  The Rat Scats.  They blackballed me.  Now nobody at school is allowed to speak to me.

HELEN

Don’t let those little finks get to you.  Beat them at their own game.  

(Helen goes out of the room, and returns with a pendant on a chain.)  

This is an 8-ball.  If you wear it backwards, nobody will see the eight.  Voila.  Blackball.  Laugh about it.  “I’m blackballed.  Big deal.  Who cares?”    



DONNA

Mother, please.  Don’t make me wear that.



HELEN

Making fun of the whole thing will take the wind out of the little piss ants’ sails.  Hold up your hair.
(Helen fastens the black ball around Donna’s neck.)
MONDAY MORNING. THE STUDENTS STARE INCREDULOUSLY AS DONNA SLOWLY WALKS DOWN THE HALL WEARING THE PENDANT.

FOOTBALL GAME HALF-TIME: DONNA SITS IN THE BLEACHERS LOOKING AT THE FIELD.  STARR AND BOOTSIE REPRESENT THE TENTH GRADE IN THE HOMECOMING COURT.  
STARR IS ESCORTED BY HONCH, DRESSED IN A WHITE SPORT COAT.  TRISH’S ESCORT, IN A FOOTBALL UNIFORM, IS HAMP, THE TEAM CAPTAIN, AND STAR QUARTERBACK.  

KING’S DRUG STORE, AFTER SCHOOL.  DONNA AND TWO GIRLS, STANDING AT THE COSMETICS COUNTER LOOKING AT THE STUDENTS (INCLUDING TRISH, HAMP, STARR, HONCH) IN THE LIMELIGHT AT THE SODA FOUNTAIN. 

SATURDAY NIGHT.  DONNA IS WITH HER DATE IN A BLACK ’57 FORD.  THE BOY PULLS ALONGSIDE A CARLOAD OF HIS FRIENDS AT A TRAFFIC LIGHT.
DONNA’S DATE



Howdy, boys.



BOY IN OTHER CAR

Hey!  Where y’all headed?



DONNA’S DATE

(Grinning wickedly, he cuts his eyes towards Donna.)

You got eyes, ain’t you?  You figure it out. 

(He burns rubber as his friends laugh and cheer.  Donna’s jaw tightens.)




DONNA’S DATE


(Car approaches with one headlight.)
Popeye. 
(Donna resists when he tries to pull her to him.)

DONNA

Don’t.


DONNA’S DATE
What the hell’s the matter with you?  That was a popeye.  You’ve got to kiss me.
(Donna looks out the side window.)


 I didn’t know you were a D.D.H.

DONNA 

A what?

DONNA’S DATE

Damn door hugger.

DONNA

Take me home.  Right now.

TALMADGE HIGH: DONNA AND UNKNOWN FRIEND WALKING DOWN THE HALL.  STARR IS WALKING TOWARDS THEM.

FRIEND
That Starr Wimer thinks she’s hot snot.  

DONNA

She’s really not that way.

FRIEND
Do you know her?

DONNA

I used to.




(Donna and friend pass two other girls in the hall.)
FIRST GIRL

Wasn’t that Donna somebody?

SECOND GIRL

Westmoreland.  She has a bad reputation.





FIRST GIRL


Oh.

(Music: Pomp and Circumstance)

DONNA’S GRADUATION CEREMONY.  HAMP, HONCH, AND SWEETIE SIT IN THE AUDIENCE WITH OTHER PAST GRADUATES.  HAMP LOOKS UNCOMFORTABLE WHEN HE SEES DONNA WATCHING HIM.
HAMP WALKS INTO HIS ROOM WEARING A UGA SHIRT, CARRYING A SUITCASE & LAUNDRY BAG.  HE SITS ON HIS BED, BEGINS TO CRY AND FALLS FACE DOWN INTO THE PILLOW. HE GOES TO THE WINDOW, WATCHES THE RAIN, GOES INTO THE HALL AND PICKS UP THE PHONE.  

DONNA WALKS INTO THE DEN WHERE HER PARENTS ARE WATCHING “HAVE GUN WILL TRAVEL”
DONNA

I’m going to the show with Mary Ann and Carol.

(Helen walks Donna to the door.)


HELEN

(Stern)

When you’re out of my sight, I want you to imagine that I can hear 
every word you say, and see every move you make, and act 
accordingly. 


DONNA
Yes, ma’am.



HELEN


(Angry)

Don’t “ma’am” me.  You know I despite that antiquated custom.  (Cheerful)    You know, people say you’re supposed to love your husband more than your child, but not me.  I’m devoting my life to you.  To making you perfect.  I wish I’d had it as good as you do.  After Mama and Daddy died, I didn’t have anybody or anything.  (Beams.)  Then you were born.  It was the happiest day of my life.  Tell Mary Ann and Carol I said hi.  
Radio: “You Send Me” by Sam Cooke       
NIGHT.  DRIVING THROUGH RESIDENTIAL STREETS, DONNA TURNS DOWN A STREET WITH NO HOUSES, AND GOES TO THE DEAD-END.  SHE PARKS NEXT TO HAMP’S CAR AND GETS IN BESIDE HIM. 
HAMP

Hey.

DONNA

Hey.  Hi.

HAMP

How you been doing?  Are you okay?
DONNA

Fine, thank you.

HAMP




(Very emotional)

God, I can’t believe you came.  I wouldn’t blame you if you never spoke to me again.  (Puts face in hands, and moans.  Donna gently touches his arm.  Hamp pulls away.) God, don’t comfort me.  I don’t deserve it.  You should hate me, hit me, stomp on me.  What kind of monster would do what I did? My heart is so rotten, I don’t know how it keeps on beating.  I loved you – love you -- more than anything in the world.  Dear God.

(Donna drapes herself across his back and he turns to her.)
I will never forgive myself.

DONNA

You didn’t do anything.   
(Song: “Sea of Love” by Phil Phillips) 

THEY EMBRACE AND KISS PASSIONATELY.  SCENE FADES.  

HAMP

Donna, my God.  I asked you out here to apologize, explain, to  get you to give me another chance.  I…I never meant for us to go all the way.



DONNA

I wanted to.  I love you.


HAMP

Look, I know you were saving yourself…to be a virgin when you got married, but well, I hope…I want me and you to get married.  Will you?  Marry me?  When I get out of college?


DONNA

Of course I’ll marry you.    


HAMP

Since we’re getting married, surely going all the way isn’t all that terrible. 



DONNA

We love each other so much, it can’t be. 
DOCTOR’S OFFICE.  DONNA, IN A HOSPITAL GOWN, SITS ON THE EXAMINATING TABLE.    

DR. BENSON
Uh…you are expecting a baby, Donna, uh… Miss Westmoreland, but don’t even consider doing the wrong thing here.  Some girls…well, some girls do the wrong thing, but, that is…not…that is unacceptable.  The law…uh…you can cope with a baby easier than you can cope with doing the wrong thing here.

HAMP PULLS INTO HIS DRIVEWAY, SUITCASE, AND LAUNDRY BAG IN CAR.  HIS MOTHER OPENS THE DOOR.





MOTHER



Hamp, Donna’s on the phone!



(Hamp runs up the sidewalk; pecks his mother on the 



cheek; runs to the phone.)


HAMP

Hello.



DONNA

It’s me.

HAMP

I just this minute walked in.  What’s going on?

DONNA

Oh, Hamp.

HAMP

What is it?

DONNA

I went to Dr. Benson.  I’m pregnant.

HAMP

Angel, it’s alright.  We’ll get married.  A baby.  I’m happy as all get out.  I love you.  
DONNA

I love you too, but Mother will kill me.  She will kill me.

HAMP

Don’t worry about your mother.  I’m going to talk to my parents right now.  We’ll get married tomorrow.  I’ll call you back right after I talk to Mama and Daddy.    

HAMP’S LIVING ROOM.  UNINTELLIGIBLE TALKING BETWEEN HAMP AND HIS FATHER (MOTHER REMAINS SILENT).  CONVERSATION BECOMES AUDIBLE

HAMP

Donna is my whole life, Daddy.  I love her more than anything.   We’re getting married right away.

FATHER

Son, you’re not about to get getting married.  You’re a sophomore at the University of Georgia, my alma mater.  A topnotch education on a football scholarship.  Most young men would kill for this opportunity.  What happened to Donna…this sort of thing is the girl’s…Donna’s, problem.     




HAMP


(Stands up)

I’m going over there, Daddy.  I’ve got to at least talk to her. 





FATHER



(Takes Hamp by the shoulders.)
You’re not going anywhere.  Sit down, Son.   



(They sit without talking.)
(DONNA IS SITTING ON HER BED WHEN HELEN WALKS IN.)





HELEN




(Eyes cold.)



I believe you have something to tell me.





DONNA



No, I…no….





HELEN



Oh, I think you do.  You’re pregnant.




DONNA



Mother…I’m so sorry.  




HELEN



Sorry’s a big help.





DONNA



How did you know?




HELEN



I’ve always counted your Kotex.




DONNA AND HELEN IN THE CAR; AIR OF DOOM.  





HELEN



What did I do to deserve this?  I thought I had raised the 



perfect child.  You just couldn’t wait, could you?   You 



just had to let him get in your pants.



(Donna winces.)
THEY PULL UP TO A LARGE BRICK HOUSE IN ATLANTA, PARK, AND GO INSIDE.

MRS. BOATWRIGHT, HEAD ADMINISTRATOR, IS IN HER OFFICE WITH THE DOOR CLOSED.  BEHIND HER ON THE BOOKSHELF ARE THE WORKS OF SHERLOCK HOLMES.  SHE IS READING “THE ADVENTURE OF THE COPPER BREECHES.”  HER SECRETARY RAPS ON THE DOOR. AFTER POINTING TO THE NAME “VIOLET” IN THE NOVEL, MRS. BOATWRIGHT MAKES A NOTATION IN A LARGE BOOK.  




MRS. BOATWRIGHT



Come in.





SECRETARY



Your two o’clock is here.  Helen Westmoreland and her 



daughter, Donna.





MRS. BOATWRIGHT



Show them in.




(Mrs. Boatwright is smiling, genuinely gracious.)
Please have a seat.  Welcome to the Florence Crittenton Home for Unwed Mothers.  Let me tell you a little about our facility.  The Florence Crittenton staff consists of the finest social workers, registered nurses, and a first-rate dietician.  Our teachers are licensed with the state of Georgia.  We have a world of activities, a telephone, a record player, a brand new television set.  Believe me when I say that Florence Crittenton deeply cares about each and every one of our wayward girls.  Welcome, my dear!

DONNA

Thank you.

MRS. BOATWRIGHT

Before we show you to your room, we have to finish up your questionnaire, dear.  Now then, you agree to surrender your baby for adoption, do you not? 

DONNA

What?  I’m keeping my baby.

HELEN

You know good and well what they call a baby when its mother is in the fix you’re in.   
MRS. BOATWRIGHT

Violet?

DONNA

I’m Donna Westmoreland.

MRS. BOATWRIGHT

Florence Crittenton girls never use their real names for obvious reasons.  I’m sure you understand, dear.  While you’re here, your name is Violet.  You will reveal your true name to no one.  Now then, you agree to surrender the baby for adoption, do you not?

DONNA

I can’t bear the thought of never seeing my very own child. 
HELEN

You don’t have anything to say about it.  Tell Mrs. Boatwright you’ll surrender the little…baby.  Now.
DONNA



Please, I…





HELEN



Violet!




DONNA



I surrender.  

MRS. BOATWRIGHT

Yes, of course, dear.  That’s always best.  Now then, are you now, or have you ever been, married?

DONNA

No.

MRS. BOATWRIGHT

How many times did you have sexual intercourse before you were in fact impregnated?  You may approximate.

DONNA

I don’t understand why…


HELEN

Tell her!



DONNA

It was…once.
MRS. BOATWRIGHT

One act of sexual intercourse, is that correct?

DONNA

Yes.

MRS. BOATWRIGHT

(Smiling brightly) 

Of course, that’s highly unusual, but not completely unheard of.  I guess that answers my next question!  “How many sexual intercourse partners have you had?”  O-n-e.  Now then, oh my, I skipped a question.  “Now, my dear, were you a willing participant during sexual intercourse?”
HELEN

Champing at the bit.

HELEN AND DONNA STANDING IN HER ROOM AT CRITTENTON.





HELEN



I have to go to a used car convention with your daddy.  I was 


hoping he’d decide not to go, but no such luck.




DONNA



Oh, Mother, please hurry back.

(They embrace  warmly,  parting reluctantly.)  




HELEN




I’ll bring you back a cute outfit for next summer.  Hip hugger 


pants and a crop top.  We’ll play like this never happened.
SCENES AT UGA.  HAMP QUARTERBACKS TECH/GA GAME.  THE UGA REDCOAT BAND MARCHES ONTO THE FIELD PLAYING “DIXIE.”
IN HER ROOM, DONNA LIES ON ONE OF TWO TWIN BEDS FACING THE WALL.

A ROWDY PARTY SCENE AT THE KAPPA SIGMA HOUSE, HAMP’S FRATERNITY.

SHEBA, THE CRITTENDON AFRICAN-AMERICAN COOK/DIETICIAN BEFRIENDS DONNA AND BEGINS TEACHING HER HOW TO COOK. 

SHEBA

When the milk and sugar are right ready to boil, you pour a little bit of it into the beaten egg, and stir it.  Then you pour the egg mixture back into the hot milk.  Stir the fool out it the whole time.  Mind now, if you put the egg straight into the milk while it’s cold, the egg will cook up by itself, and you’ll have little bits of cooked egg all in your custard.  If you do it like I told you, the eggs’ll do right, and thicken the milk mixture.  You separate the eggs this time.

(Donna hesitantly begins.)
SHEBA

Make sure you get that little white thing out of each egg.  Fish it out with a piece of the eggshell.  Umm-hmm, ease it right on out.

DONNA

What is it?



SHEBA

Oh, you know.

DONNA

No, I don’t.

SHEBA

Great day in the morning.  You know when the rooster and the hen…when they go to making a chick, the rooster…

DONNA

Oh.

(Sheba laughs at Donna’s shocked realization.  They dissolve into fits of laughter.) 

CRITTENTON. PREGNANT FEMALES OF ALL AGES STUDY IN A VARIETY OF CLASSES.  YOUNGER GIRLS TAKE HIGH SCHOOL CLASSES.  OLDER GIRLS, INCLUDING DONNA, SEW AND HONE TYPING AND SHORTHAND SKILLS.  DONNA, SEWING A MATERNITY OUTFIT, IS SUMMONED TO MRS. BOATWRIGHT’S OFFICE.  

MRS. BOATWRIGHT

I can’t tell you how it pains me to tell you this, my dear, but your parents have been killed.  Their airplane crashed on take-off out of Miami Beach Florida. My dear, you have the heartfelt sympathy of the entire staff.  If there’s anything at all we can do…


DONNA

(Bursts into tears)



Thank you.  Excuse me, please.

(Donna runs to the kitchen where she is comforted by Sheba.)
SUNDAY AFTERNOON IN THE DAY ROOM.  SHEBA SEES DONNA WISTFULLY LOOKING ON AS THE OTHER GIRLS VISIT WITH THEIR PARENTS.
SHEBA




(Puts her arm around Donna and they go to the 




kitchen) 

Come on, baby.  I’ll fix you some chocolate milk.  It’s good for your bowel movements.  Here.  Eat you some of these oatmeal cookies.  Still warm from the oven.  (They sit at the table, both eating a cookie.) Umm-umm-umm!  You eating for two now, baby.  Don’t say nothing about it to the other girls, but I got you a little something for Christmas.  Mind now, it’s nothing much.

DONNA




(Smiling)


I got you something too.

THE LIVING ROOM IS DECORATED FOR CHRISTMAS; GIFTS ARE UNDER THE LARGE TREE. THE GIRLS ARE LAUGHING; TALKING; PLAYING CARDS.  MOST ARE SMOKING, INCLUDING DONNA.  CAROLS ARE PLAYING. WHEN “WINTER WONDERLAND” COMES ON, THE GIRLS SING ALONG -- ONE PARTICULAR LINE THEY SING AT THE TOP OF THEIR VOICES…

GIRLS



“In the meadow, we can build a snowman and pretend that he 


is Parson Brown.  He’ll say, ‘Are you married?  We’ll say, NO, 


MAN, BUT YOU CAN DO THE JOB WHEN YOU’RE IN 


TOWN.”




(Fits of laughter)

HAMP SITS MOROSELY IN THE MIDST OF A CAMPUS NEW YEAR’S EVE PARTY.  

THE UGA CAMPUS IS WHITE WITH SNOW WHEN  HAMP TOSSES HIS BAGS INTO HIS CAR AND DRIVES AWAY.  HAMP RUNS THE RADIO STATIONS LISTENING TO EACH SONG FOR ABOUT  20 SECONDS; “Annie Had a Baby” by Hank Ballard; “Will You Still Love Me Tomorrow?” by Shirley Reeves; “Why Do Fools Fall in Love” by The Teenagers”) 




RADIO DJ


For all you love birds out there, next up is the coolest cat of all.  It’s 
 
“Over the Mountain” .”




(Hamp lets it play.)
A SOMBER HAMP WALKS INTO THE HOUSE, DROPS HIS BAGS IN THE FLOOR, AND STANDS OVER HIS FATHER WHO IS READING THE PAPER.

HAMP CALLS DONNA’S HOUSE REPEATEDLY BUT GETS NO ANSWER; GOES TO HER HOUSE AND SEES THAT IT IS VACANT.  




HAMP




(Talking on the phone.)


Mr. and Mrs. Westmoreland?  When?  Good God!  What about 


Donna?  (listens)  Something’s not right!  (listens) I don’t care 


where in hell she is.  Donna would never have missed her own 


parents’ funeral, for God’s sake!  Has anybody been in contact 


with her?  (listens)  Has anybody attempted to verify her 



whereabouts?  (listens) This is insane!
HAMP, ON AN AIRPLANE, TALKS TO THE WOMAN 
OCCUPYING THE SEAT BESIDE HIM.

WOMAN

Are you going on vacation?

HAMP

No, I’m going to work at my uncle’s company in Chicago.  

WOMAN

You don’t sound very happy about it.

HAMP

I had to leave my girl.  She was my girl.  I don’t even know where she is now.  Everybody says she went to Switzerland.    

 (Fade out with Hamp talking earnestly.) 

THE PLANE HAS LANDED.  WHILE THE OTHER PASSENGERS DISEMBARK, THE WOMAN SPEAKS TO HAMP.

WOMAN

Our life’s direction is determined by what touches us when we are young.  A path will be revealed to you.  If you choose to take it, you will be party to the extraordinary.   

(She hands him a book, hugs him, and walks away.  Settled in a taxi, Hamp glances at the book, “The Feminine Mystique” by Betty Friedan.  He stuffs it in his satchel.)
FLASHBACK TO THE BEGINNING OF THE PLANE RIDE. 

HAMP

How ya doing?  My name’s Hamp Hamilton.

WOMAN
(Extends her hand.)

Betty Friedan.

HAMP’S UNCLE’S COMPANY.  HAMP SITS ACROSS FROM HIS UNCLE.





UNCLE



God a’mighty!  My sister’s boy, a football all-star, all the way from 

Atlanta.  I can always find a place for a rough and 
tumble go-


getter like yourself.  You come from fine stock.  Yes, sir!  Fine 


stock!      

THE KITCHEN. DONNA AND SHEBA WORK IN SILENT HARMONY BAKING CAKES. 

SHEBA

Eh law, you’re the only person I’ve ever been able to abide in my kitchen.  You and me don’t get in each other’s way.  Seem like we always know what the other one’s liable to do.

DONNA

I love it in here with you.

SHEBA


(Hugs her)

My little Violet.
DONNA

(Whispers) 

My real name is Donna.

SHEBA

(Whispers) 

Donna.  That’s a right pretty name.  Donna.  It suits you.  It most assuredly does.    

A WEEK LATER, CRITTENTON RESIDENTS ARE MAKING VALENTINES.  DONNA, CARRYING A VALENTINE, IS ON HER WAY TO THE KITCHEN WHEN SHE  PASSES A WOMAN WALKING WITH MRS. BOATWRIGHT.

MRS. BOATWRIGHT

I’m certain you’ll be very happy here.  You’ll find every modern convenience in the Crittenton kitchen.

WOMAN

I’ll tell you right now the menu will be revised to something more in keeping with the girls’ condition.    

(Donna runs to the kitchen.  Mrs. Boatwright and the woman walk in behind her.)
DONNA

Mrs. Boatwright, where’s Sheba?

MRS. BOATWRIGHT

Unfortunately, we had to let Sheba go. (To woman) Don’t hesitate for a minute to make whatever changes you deem appropriate.  From now on this is your kitchen.
(When Mrs. Boatwright leaves, the woman tosses the chocolate syrup into the trash can.)

WOMAN

Junk, pure junk!  No nutritional value whatsoever.
(Showing no emotion, Donna walks slowly back to her room.)
HOSPITAL MATERNITY WARD.  DONNA IS LYING IN BED; A NURSE WALKS IN WITH A BABY.  





NURSE

Here’s your little boy, Violet.  He’s the cutest little thing.
DONNA

(Looks away so as not to see the baby.) 

I’m not allowed to have it!  They said I couldn’t have it!

NURSE

Unless it is specifically stated ahead of time that the mother does not wish to see the baby, the baby is brought to the mother.




(Places the baby in Donna’s arms.)

DONNA

I didn’t know that.  Nobody told me that.  

(Beams at the newborn)  

Well, hello.  I’m your mama.  You’re my little boy.  Goodness gracious, you’re the most beautiful baby I’ve ever seen.

TWO DAYS AFTER THE BIRTH, DONNA AND THE BABY ARE TRANSFERRED TO THE CRITTENTON INFIRMARY WHERE SHE CONTINUES TO CARE FOR THE BABY FOR THE NEXT FIVE DAYS.   SHE IS GIVING HIM A BOTTLE.

DONNA

You’re such a good boy.  Yes, you are.  Mama loves you.  Mama loves you so much.  Yes she does.           




(The baby spits out the bottle and yawns.  Donna 




beams.)



Aaaaaah, is my little boy s’eepy?
SCENES OF DONNA CARING FOR THE BABY.  

DONNA OVERHEARS MRS. BOATWRIGHT DEMANDING THAT THE ADOPTION AGREEMENT BE HONORED.  YOUNG WOMAN CLUTCHING A BABY RUSHES FROM BOATWRIGHT’S OFFICE.  DONNA WATCHES OUT THE WINDOW AS THE WOMAN CLIMBS INTO A TAXI. 
THE NEXT DAY, DONNA KISSES AND NUZZLES THE BABY LOVINGLY, THEN CONFIDENDLY LIFTS HIM TO HER SHOULDER AND PATS HIS BACK.
NURSE


(Enters, smiling)
Time to say good-bye.
DONNA

Oh my God, no! (Sobbing, she wraps herself around him) He’s my baby!  He’s my little boy!  Please don’t take him away from me!  I’m his mother! 
NURSE

Heavenly days, Violet, behave yourself.  This was all settled ahead of time.  His parents are here to take him home.  
(The nurse takes the baby.  Donna remains in the infirmary for three more days.  She neither eats nor speaks.)
(Background music:  “Our Town” by Iris Dement)

BACK IN TALMADGE DONNA DRIVES PAST HER OLD HOUSE, TALMADGE HIGH SCHOOL, KING’S, HAMP’S HOUSE, CITY SWIMMING POOL, HER CHURCH, ETC.  THEN SHE DRIVES TOWARDS THE SKYLINE OF ATLANTA.
SCENE OF DONNA’S COURTHOUSE MARRIAGE TO DOUG JONES.  
HAMP’S OFFICE BREAK ROOM.  HAMP IS DRINKING COFFEE WHEN A CO-WORKER COMES IN.






HAMP



What’s the matter, June?






JUNE


I’m so mad I could chew nails!  My little boy…oh just 



forget it!






HAMP



Come on, spill it.





JUNE


I started teaching my little boy how to read when he was two 


years old.  He’s four now, and reading on a first grade level.  


When I took him to the library to get his library card, they 


wouldn’t let him have it unless my husband signed for it.  


Scottie was so excited, and we had to leave without it. 



(She 
bursts into tears.  Hamp puts his arm around her 



shoulder.)


HAMP
I know it’s rough, June bug.  Go ahead and cry. One of these days it’ll dawn on people that rules like that are just plain ignorant.  Hey, I thought I’d go to the O’Hare dedication tomorrow.  President Kennedy is going to be there.  Come go with me.



JUNE

You know I can’t.  I’d lose a day’s pay, and get put on report besides.



HAMP

I’ll square it with the boss.  You’ll be paid, and big, bad demierits.



JUNE

You can do that?  Well, sure.  I love President Kennedy.

DONNA’S NEIGHBOR VISITS IN DONNA’S LIVING ROOM 






NEIGHBOR

Did you and Doug decide not to have kids?  A lot of people are doing that these days.  





DONNA

We can’t….the doctor said I can’t have any m….  I can’t have children.

NEIGHBOR

Listen at me, always putting my foot in it.  Let’s just change the subject.  My insomnia has been acting up something awful.  The other night I was spending the night at my sister’s house, and I couldn’t get to sleep for love nor money so I decided to soak in a hot tub.  I had the water running and suddenly my sister hollered out, “Turn off that goddam water!”……. She’s a Pisces.

DONNA


And…Pisces have bad tempers?





NEIGHBOR

Oh, no.  They can’t stand the sound of running water.


(Doug walks in the back door carrying a brief case, and 
storms past Donna and the neighbor.  The neighbor 
quickly leaves.)
SCENES OF DONNA AND DOUG ARGUING.


 DONNA AND DOUG IN DIVORCE COURT.

DONNA DRINKING AT HOME, IN BARS, WITH A VARIETY OF MEN.

HAMP’S UNCLE’S COMPANY – DESK AFTER DESK OF WOMEN CLERKS.  HAMP IS CONFERRING WITH ONE OF THEM WHEN POTTS, PERSONNEL MANAGER, BRINGS IN A YOUNG MAN.  POTTS IGNORES HAMP.

HAMP
(Holds out his hand to the young man.)
I’m Hamp Hamilton. 

(They shake hands.)
POTTS
(To Ricky.)

Hamp’s the boss’s nephew, and fair haired boy.

RICKY
(To Hamp)


It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir.  
I’m a freshman at Loyola 


working here for the summer. 




HAMP



Glad to have you on board, Ricky.

(There is a small office at the edge of all the desks.  


Potts 
goes in and speaks to the middle-aged woman who 

occupies it. 
She immediately begins to move her things out 

of the office onto a desk alongside the other women.  Ricky

takes the office.)    




POTTS


(Still looking at the clip board)

Get me an ink pen.


(Ricky hurries out of the office bringing a pen.)



HAMP
Potts, why did Miss Montgomery move out of her office?

POTTS


(Looking at clipboard)
She’s a girl.

HAMP

She’s a supervisor.  She was one of this company’s first employees. She knows everything there is to know about this business.  She’s the most dedicated person we’ve got.

POTTS


(Never looks up)

She’s a girl.

CHURCH BASEMENT.  DONNA, AFTER MILLING AROUND, CHATTING,  AND DRINKING COFFEE EVERYONE SITS IN ONE OF THE FOLDING CHAIRS.   

DONNA

Hi, I’m Donna, and I’m an alcoholic.

DIRECTORS’ MEETING IN CONFERENCE ROOM. 

HAMP’S UNCLE

Brewer, Judean said you told her she couldn’t have a raise because she wouldn’t put out.  (amused) Said you laid your pecker right out on your desk.

BREWER
That little bitch’s work has gone to hell in a hand basket.  Get her…..get me another girl.

UNCLE

Potts, give Judean two weeks notice.  Hollingsworth, where’s Dot?  

HOLLINGSWORTH

One of her boys has pneumonia.

UNCLE

Goddam it, Potts, give her walking papers too!  Hire a girl that doesn’t have any kids!  Let that be your first question when you interview a girl, “Do you have any kids?”  Hell, get somebody that’s not married, with no plans to ever get married.  No kids now and no kids in the future.  Understand?  (To Hollingsworth) Darlene.
HOLLINGSWORTH

She got burned when that light fixture exploded over her desk.  Workman’s Comp is paying out on it.

UNCLE

That’s goddam fantastic!  Now Workman’s Comp’ll raise my premium.  I’m sick and tired of these girls feeding outta my trough.  Get rid of Darlene too.  Say she’s been embezzling for years.  She’s divorced with two or three kids.  She’ll be so busy trying to keep body and soul together, she won’t have the time or money to fight us.  Starve ‘em out.  Works every time. 

POTTS

I interviewed a fellow for Faynette’s old job.  I’m thinking about hiring him.  What kind of money do you want me to give him?

UNCLE

Does he have any college?

POTTS

Nope.

UNCLE


Experience?

POTTS

This’ll be his first job, but I think he’ll be a good man.

UNCLE

What was Faynette making?

POTTS

Eight-fifty a month.

UNCLE

Give him a thousand.

HAMP

Joyce Tyson, one of the new employees, had an emergency appendectomy.  Her health insurance wasn’t due to go into effect until the next day.  I told her we’d see to it she was covered.  

UNCLE

In a pig’s eye we will.  Boy, have you lost your ever loving mind?  Tell her you were sadly mistaken.  Tell her she was a day late, and a dollar short.  Tell her you hate it like a son of a bitch, but that’s life in the big city.



HAMP


(Indignant)

When Mulligan got the shingles, he’d been here precisely six days, and you approved him! Five weeks early! 



UNCLE
Mr. Mulligan had a family.

HAMP

Likewise, Joyce Tyson is the sole support of two boys.    

UNCLE

Lookit.  What’s Her Name’s appendix crapped out on her.  She didn’t have any goddam insurance.  Period.  End of story.  


POTTS

It’s a dog-eat-dog world, pal.  



HAMP


(Furious, stands up)

Potts, you’ve been balancing on that leg so long, you could twirl on it twenty-four hours a day.  It’s about time we put the skunk out here on the table.  This company owes its considerable success to the con jobs consistently perpetrated against our female employees.  It’s the most despicable example of man’s inhumanity to man I’ve ever witnessed.  Working with you people is like trying to pick up a turd by the clean end.    



UNCLE

Meeting adjourned.


(Everybody, except Hamp and Uncle, leaves the room.)

Don’t get so worked up, Son.  It’s a cold cruel world.





HAMP


Not for Mulligan, by God.

(Hamp storms out, and goes to the men’s room.  Breathing heavily, he douses his face with water and looks in the mirror.)



Cool off, Hamilton, you ain’t got no dog in that fight.

(Hamp returns to his office.  Eyes closed, he  leans back in his chair.  Suddenly his eyes pop open in epiphany.)
HAMP SITTING ACROSS FROM UNCLE IN HIS OFFICE. 

UNCLE

I hate to lose you, Hamp.  I was grooming you for the top.  The top, what I’m talking about!  Ah, you’ll be back.  I give it six months.    
(They shake hands and Hamp walks out of the office where co-workers  are waiting.  The men shake his hand; the women, some in tears, hug him and beg him not to go.  Hamp overhears Potts.)


POTTS

I’m glad to see the little fairy go.  Having him flying around all over the place gets on my nerves.  

(Hamp walks over to Potts.)


HAMP

I’ve had a bead on you since my first day on the job.  I ought to knock you through that window.





POTTS

(Intimidated)

Stand down, Hamilton.    



 (Hamp knocks Potts unconscious, steps over him, gets on the 


elevator, and salutes his former co-workers.)
HAMP PARKS IN FRONT OF A MODEST HOME, KNOCKS ON THE DOOR.  JOYCE, TERMINATED EMPLOYEE, ANSWERS.




HAMP



Good morning!  





JOYCE


Well good morning to you Hamp!  You’re the last person I 


expected to show up at my doorstep.





HAMP


I wanted to make sure you were doing okay.  Your 




appendectomy? Is your recuperation…recuperating?  





JOYCE


(Laughs) Yes, thank you for asking.  (Holds up newspaper.)  


I’m calling about jobs while the kids are at school.  



Mother’s at a student’s house.  She had to go back to teaching 


piano, and her with a bad heart, but I’ll get something soon.  


People just don’t want to hire you once they find out you’ve got 

kids.  




HAMP



That’s what I wanted to talk to you about, Joyce.  I’m starting a 


new company, and I need an accounting manager.





JOYCE



And you want me?  





HAMP



I’d be darn lucky to have you.  




(Gives her a check.)


We won’t be up and running for about a month.  Will this bring 


you up to snuff, and cover you until then?




JOYCE




(Looks at check.)


 This is a miracle.





HAMP



I’ll call you when I’ve got everything nailed down.




JOYCE



Yes, okay, I’ll be waiting.  Hamp, I don’t know 




how to thank you.





HAMP



I should be thanking you.  This really takes a load off.

HAMP KNOCKING ON A DOOR IN A LOW-INCOME HOUSING PROJECT.  YOUNG BOY OPENS DOOR.




HAMP



Hi, buddy, is your mama home?





BOY



Just a minute.





DOT



(Dot comes to the door.)


Hamp, how in the world are you?





HAMP



Fine as frog hair, Dot?  Yourself?





DOT



Oh, you know.  





HAMP



Was that the boy that had pneumonia?





DOT



You remembered!  None of the other bosses 
cared at all.  It just 


made them mad when anyone had to be out for any reason 


whatsoever.




HAMP



I know it, Dot, and sickness is just a fact of life.



(When Dot begins to cry Hamp puts his arms around her 


shoulder.)




HAMP


Dot, listen.  I’m starting up a new business and I can’t do it 


without you.





DOT



You can’t?





HAMP



Of course not.  Your work ethic is without precedent.





DOT



It is?





HAMP



You’re one in a million, Dot.  Are you on board?





DOT



Absolutely!




HAMP



This’ll keep you going until we’re up and running.  




(Dot beams.)
 SIMILAR SCENES OF HAMP AT THE HOMES OF TWO OTHER TERMINATED WOMEN EMPLOYEES
SCENES OF HAMP’S FLEDGLING COMPANY

SCENES OF HAMP POURING OVER FREIDAN’S “THE FEMININE MYSTIQUE”

SCENES SPANNING SEVERAL YEARS:

HAMP APPROACHES A THRONG OF WOMEN ABOUT TO EMBARK ON A WOMEN’S LIB MARCH.





WOMAN




(Threateningly)



I suggest you turn your ass around, and slither back to the pile 


of shit you crawled out of.




(Women gather menacingly around Hamp.)





2nd WOMAN



What the hell are you doing here?





HAMP



Same thing you are.




(Hamp marches alongside the women all of 




whom ignore him.)

HAMP MEETS WITH WOMEN TO DISCUSS THE WOMENS’ MOVEMENT IN A VARIETY OF LIVING ROOMS, BARS, CHURCH BASEMENTS, ETC.

HAMP AT HIS APARTMENT.





HAMP





(Answers phone)



Hello.  (Listens)  A rap session?  Sure.  Where’s it gonna be? 


(Listens)  Yeah, sure.  See you there. 





PRIVATE HOME 





1st WOMAN



I read in the paper that Yale is accepting women students!





HAMP



Women at Yale?  Man, that just doesn’t sound right.





WOMAN


Like Yale is a hermetically sealed sector of the wonderful world 

of men?




3rd WOMAN




(Livid)



It “just doesn’t sound right” to you, you goddam contaminated 


Trojan horse, because in reality, you are nothing but a sick, 


conniving, male chauvinist pig who’s come up an ingenious plan to 

get next to women.  




HAMP



That couldn’t be further from the truth!  Look, I spoke before I 


thought which I have a propensity to do.  The truth is the 



anachronistic mindset that has barred women from elitist all-


male institutions is on its last leg.  I humbly apologize for 


letting my alligator brain overload my mockingbird ass… 


(Looks at 3rd woman who is still staring daggers at him), Mugsy.




(The tension broken, they all laugh.)

AT HOME: HAMP IS TALKING ON THE PHONE.





HAMP

I’ve lost count of how many of you guys I’ve hired to find this woman.  How hard can it be, for God’s sake?  (Listens)  No, I’m sure her last name is still Westmoreland.  (Listens)  Okay, okay, it could have changed!  (Listens) Paige.  Donna Paige Westmoreland.  (Listens)  I know that!  (Listens)  I already told you money is irrelevant. (Listens.) Maybe you’re right. Maybe I won’t ever find her, but I’ll die trying, pal. 

RAP SESSION IN THE DINING ROOM OF A PRIVATE HOME.  HAMP AND 6 WOMEN SIT AT THE TABLE.




HAMP


Did you ladies play tennis today?





1st WOMAN



We did.  Our coach wanted to know what lit a fire under us.




HAMP



I could have told him that.  It was Bobby Riggs’ severe 



trouncing of Margaret Court.





2nd WOMAN



I can’t believe that old man beat Margaret 6-2, 6-1.  Margaret 


Court, for God’s sake!  





1st WOMAN



And on Mother’s Day!  The old coot was a has-been in the 


50’s.  
I wish I could get him across the net from me!  I’d turn 


him every which way but loose!




3rd WOMAN



It wouldn’t be so bad if he weren’t such a slimy little reptile.  




2nd WOMAN


Let’s talk about something else.  This whole thing makes me crazy.





HAMP



Did y’all know New York had the first birth control clinic in 


history ?  Yep.  1916.  They had to close it down because it was 

against the law to discuss birth control!



(Hoots)





3rd WOMAN


My mother had eight children.  I thank God every day 



that by the time I came of age, so to speak, “the pill” had 



been invented.  1961 it was.  The little pink pill.




2nd WOMAN


Back then a friend of mine said if she got pregnant while she 


was on the pill, she was going to name the baby “Pinky.



(Laughter)

DONNA PARKS HER CAR IN FRONT OF A SMALL WHITE FRAME CHURCH AND GETS OUTS LOADED DOWN WITH GIFTS AND A HUGE BIRTHDAY CAKE.  THE SIGN READS 
”CONSOLATION BAPTIST CHURCH AND CHILDREN’S HOME.”  DONNA GIVES THE PACKAGES TO A BEAMING LITTLE GIRL WHO RUNS TO GREET AND HUG HER.  DONNA PLACES THE CAKE ON A TABLE.  

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE ROOM TWO EMPLOYEES TALK QUIETLY.
ORPHANAGE WORKER

That’s Donna Jones.  She’s the sweetest thing.  Every time one of the children has a birthday, she brings a cake and presents.  Toys and a new dress to a girl; toys and a new suit of clothes for the boys.  She doesn’t have any kids.




(Scenes of Donna cutting the cake and serving the 



children; playing with them; watching the little girl 



open her presents.)

HAMP AND SEVERAL WOMEN SETTING UP OFFICE IN A SMALL STOREFRONT.  AFTERWARDS THEY PROUDLY NAIL UP A SIGN OUT FRONT:  “CHICAGO E.R.A. HEADQUARTERS.”
HEADQUARTERS: HAMP, ALONG WITH THE WOMEN, MAKES PHONE CALLS URGING PEOPLE TO SUPPORT THE LEGALIZATION OF ABORTION AND THE ERA.  KATHLEEN, AN AFRICAN-AMERICAN, SITS DOWN BESIDE HAMP’S DESK.

KATHLEEN

You know, at the beginning of the Women’s Rights Movement, I thought it would take off like gangbusters, but I’m beginning to think things may never change.

HAMP

It’ll probably be years and years before we can expect widespread social change.      

KATHLEEN

I’m working for the liberation of women, but sometimes I think what I really want is to be un-liberated.

HAMP

Kathleen!

KATHLEEN


One of the main things on our agenda is for women to have an equal voice at home.  I’m aware that a lot of women are on the same level as children at home, but that’s not true with most black women.  Many of us are already the breadwinners.  I know I am.  My husband has no desire to have that distinction.  Being taken care of by his woman is a badge of honor to my man – to most black men.  


If he were suddenly forced to support himself, he would be mad as hell!  Not to mention scared to death!  On the plantation, black men were sold away from their wives and children, leaving the women in the role of caretakers.  To our men, taking care of themselves, much less anybody else, is an alien concept.    

HAMP

I hear what you’re saying, but consider this.  Black women are the lowest paid members of the work force.  A black man with almost no education has a higher median income than a black woman who went to college.  This movement will improve the lives of not only white women, but Blacks, Hispanics – everybody!  Whether or not it’s apparent now, change is coming.  It’s started already!  You’re up to your handle bars in women’s lib, and… and, you’ve come a long way, baby! (They laugh.)
(Kathleen is almost to the door when she turns to Hamp.)
KATHLEEN

Hamp, you’re the only man I know who consistently puts his neck on the chopping block for this movement, for women.  Why do you do it?   

HAMP



How can I not?

SEPT. 1973.  HAMP AND A LARGE GROUP OF WOMEN ARE CRAMMED INTO THEIR HEADQUARTERS TO WATCH THE “BILLIE JEAN KING/BOBBY RIGGS TENNIS MATCH”  ON T.V.




Rosie Casals, Commentator




(In the film, everything shown on T.V. is footage 




from the original telecast.  The following quote is 




factual.)


There are 30,472 people here at the Houston Astrodome, and 50 

million viewers watching on T.V., the largest audience in 


history to watch a tennis match.  Billie Jean King is a living 


legend.  She has won 20 titles at Wimbledon.  She had the 


wisdom and foresight to unionize women tennis players.  This 


union has enhanced the bargaining power of every 




professional woman tennis player.  As a result we will 



undoubtedly see the day when women are paid on the same 



scale as men.  Bobby Riggs, on the other hand, is an old man 


who walks like a duck, can’t see, can’t hear, and besides, he’s 


an idiot.



(Original footage:  Camera cuts to Riggs 





who is entering the arena in a carriage pulled by 




women.  Interspersed:  scenes from match with Hamp’s



 group pulling vigorously for Billie Jean.  When she 



wins they go wild.  
A BAR CALLED “THE FIFTH PEG.”  HAMP DRINKS BEER AND LISTENS TO GUITAR PLAYING SINGER, JOHN PRINE, SINGING “PARADISE.”  DURING PRINE’S BREAK, HE JOINS HAMILTON.





PRINE




(Sits with Hamp.)



How’s it going, man?  








HAMP



Couldn’t be better. 





PRINE



Where’s Penny?





HAMP



Girls’ night out.  That was one helluva song.  Did you 



write it?




(Waitress gives Prine a beer.)


PRINE

Yeah, wrote it so my old man would know I really was a song writer.  I took a copy of it over to the house.  He went in the bedroom and sat in the dark to listen to it.  I asked him what he was doing and he said he was imagining it was on a jukebox.  



(They grin.)


When are you and Penny gonna tie the knot?





HAMP



We decided to the go the, “If it ain’t broke, don’t fix it” 



route.   She’s already been married a couple of times, and I 


don’t think I’m the marrying kind.  Don’t get me wrong, 



Penny’s good people.  So…how you been?


PRINE
Medium shitty.



HAMP

Don’t tell me the king of laid-back has problems. 




PRINE



Nah, just heard something that didn’t set too well.





HAMP



Wanna talk about it?





PRINE


Nah….about a year ago a friend of mine got his girl pregnant, and skipped out on her.  It got around town that she had got an abortion.  About a month ago he got another girl pregnant.  He called his old girlfriend, acted all lovey dovey and got the lowdown on her abortion.  

Then he told the new girl that he knew all about abortions and would take her to get one.  He told her the abortion would be $300 and since he was broke she’d have to come up with the money.  On the way, he told her to give him the cash, and he’d handle it.  Truth be told, the thing only cost $200 so now the s.o.b. is bragging around town about the easy hundred he made.


HAMP




(Long pause) That’s low.

(They drink without talking.)
LATE NIGHT –HAMP LEAVES THE ERA HEADQUARTERS, AND STOPS AT A NEWS STAND. LOOKING OVER THE SHELVES, HIS MOUTH DROPS OPEN AND HE GRABS A MAGAZINE: THE MARCH 20, 1972, SPECIAL ISSUE OF TIME MAGAZINE, “THE AMERICAN WOMAN.”
EVERY TIME HE ROLLS IT UP TO WALK AWAY, HE UNROLLS IT AND THUMBS THROUGH IT AGAIN.  FINALLY, HE LEAVES.  COMING TOWARDS HIM ARE TWO CONSERVATIVE MIDDLE-AGED WOMEN.  HAMP HOLDS THE ROLLED UP MAGAZINE ON HIGH LIKE A TORCH. 





HAMP




(To the women)



Keep the faith.

(When the women are passed him, they roll their eyes.)

HOSPITAL ROOM.  HAMP TALKS TO ONE OF HIS FEMALE EMPLOYEES, BADLY BEATEN.
HAMP 

Marvalyn, tell me you’re not going back to the heavy weight chump…champ.  

MARVALYN

I don’t have anywhere else to go.

HAMP

Surely to God there’s someplace.

MARVALYN

There’s not.  For real.

HAMP

Stay at my place.


MARVALYN

You know I’ve got to work.

HAMP



Your work will be done and, your paychecks won’t stop.  My 


place.  Case closed.
HAMP’S APARTMENT.  FOR THE NEXT SEVERAL DAYS, MARVALYN IS SUBDUED, FREQUENTLY IN TEARS.  ONE MORNING AS HAMP IS ABOUT TO LEAVE FOR WORK. 

HAMP




(Gestures towards a large aquarium)

I

You’re probably not up to feeding these fish.

MARVALYN

  

Yeah, sure, I’ll feed them. 
(Hamp’s housekeeper assumes a knowing look.)

HAMP

Pinch or two of this stuff a couple times a day is all they need.

(When Hamp returns home from work, Marvalyn is happily engrossed in the aquarium.)
MARVALYN

Those two gray fish with the black stripes stay right together all the time.  When I dropped the food in, I was worried about that little orange one with the pointy nose.  It didn’t dart around eating like the rest of them did.  The little thing waits till the food falls to the bottom, then sucks it up like a vacuum cleaner.  I like the pretty pink one.  She likes to hide in the plants.   See that tiny black speck on her face.  It’s her beauty mark.  Did you see what she just did?  She swam under the little bridge.

HAMP

(Studying the aquarium intently.)
What in the world is that black molly doing?  The Teaberry Shuffle?

DONNA CHAIRS A SUPPORT GROUP OF WOMEN LOOKING FOR THEIR CHILDREN, “SEARCH AND SUPPORT.”

DONNA

On Mother’s Day, everyone who would like to participate is invited to join us in the parking lot.  We will be releasing black balloons for our missing children. 

(When Donna adjourns the meeting, she approaches one of the women.)
Excuse me, but you look so familiar.  By any chance, did you….?

WOMAN
Violet!

DONNA

It’s Donna.  Donna Jones.

(They embrace)

You’re looking for your baby.

WOMAN
Yes.

DONNA

I am too.  (Laughs)  I guess that goes without saying.  Anyway, to coin a phrase, “Join the club.”

(They laugh.) 

Seriously, we will do everything in our power to help you find your child.
WOMAN
I live for that day.  I can’t tell you how glad I am to see you, Violet.  Sorry….Donna.  


(They laugh)

DONNA

Do you ever wonder how any of us survived Florence Crittenton?

WOMAN
Do I ever!  Remember those torturous examinations when we first got there, for head lice, and…

BOTH WOMEN

(laughing)

 Crabs!

DONNA

When I asked the nurse what she was doing, she said, “Some girls have bugs down here.”  I had no idea.

WOMAN
Me neither.

DONNA

And the regularly scheduled meetings with God’s almighty social workers.  I thought if they asked me one more time how many times I “did it” before I got pregnant, I was going to croak.  

WOMAN
Remember the weekly shopping trips to Cumberland Mall?  I couldn’t go because I had relatives in Chamblee that might see me.
DONNA


Bless your heart.  To this day, I wonder why I didn’t just take my son and leave.  I remember one girl leaving with her baby.  She was older….in her 30’s.  She got in a taxi in the rain.  Obviously, there was nothing keeping me from doing the exact same thing.  I could have taken my baby, and just walked out.  Do you know it never once entered my mind?  

I was like a caged bird that didn’t fly out when the door was open.  For years I’ve tried to analyze the person I was back then.  The only thing I know for sure is that I lived to please other people.  It made me physically sick if I thought anyone was mad at me, or didn’t like me – even total strangers.  What a moron.


WOMAN
We were all morons.  Brainwashed morons.  Our parents, and the social workers all said they knew what was best.  And what was best was for us to…

BOTH WOMEN

“Give up your baby!”

DONNA

How long have you been looking?

WOMAN
Five years.  The powers that be make it next to impossible.  You can believe this though.  I will find my daughter.

DONNA

I’ll look for my son for as long as I live.  

WOMAN
Do you remember when that new dietician came?  She told us we were all…

BOTH WOMEN

Whores at heart.

(they laugh)

DONNA
 

The old goat.  Crittenton wasn’t all bad though.  We had fun 


times too.
WOMAN

We did indeed.

AN ENORMOUS HALL WITH STANDING ROOM ONLY: MOSTLY WOMEN.





EMCEE


The woman who is about to stand before you, Betty Friedan, is 
the undisputed mother of the women’s movement.  In 1963 Betty wrote the book that catapulted the United States headlong into the modern feminist movement.  Friedan’s “The Feminine Mystique” is one of the most influential books of the 20th Century.  



In her book, Betty Friedan exposed as hogwash the notion that the American wife was thrilled with her lot in life.  She exposed as 
hogwash the notion the American wife relished her subservient role.  
She exposed as hogwash that the American wife thought it fair and just that she was paid less than a man for doing precisely the same job.  Betty Friedan exposed as hogwash that the American wife believed that she was nowhere near as capable; nowhere near as valuable as her husband, or indeed, any man at all.  


It was Betty who got you your rights; Betty who got you your job.  It was Betty Friedan who got you your life.


(Friedan walks onto the stage to a standing ovation.)



FRIEDAN 



At the beginning of the Women’s Movement, people interpreted what I was saying to be, “Women of the world unite – you have nothing to lose but your men.”  That wasn’t true.  I was saying, You have nothing to lose but your vacuum cleaners.”  (Cheers) 


Emerson said, “Hope writes the poetry of the boy, but memory that of the man.”  I am pleased to introduce to you a man whose life bespeaks poetry born of a boy’s memory.  He has been on the front lines of the women’s rights movement almost since its inception.  He has worked tirelessly, and given generously.  He gave enormous support to the National Organization for Women, the National Women’s Political Caucus, the Women’s Equity Action League.  He has never hesitated to use his considerable clout to further our cause.  He is our benefactor, our mentor, our friend.  I give you Hamp Hamilton!

 (A roar goes up, and the audience is on its feet; (Hamp walks onto the stage; he bows slightly to Friedan and holds her hand in the air.)
HAMP

We are in the presence of greatness.  

(The audience applauds wildly.) 



FRIEDAN


(Embraces Hamp, and smilingly whispers in his ear.)

You’re only slightly less full of shit than you were when I met you on that plane.  (Leaves the podium to Hamp.)



HAMP


I am honored and humbled to be in the company of the most gifted visionaries in all the world.  It was you who recognized that the manner in which women were treated was an abomination.  You who demanded that it cease, not just for yourselves, but for women everywhere.  Not just for the present, but forevermore.  You sought to change life as we knew it.  

You were cursed for presuming to usurp man’s reign of supremacy; rebuked for demanding that he relinquish his power and wealth.  Those who disparaged you at every turn have been proven wrong.  Those who said it was impossible to reconfigure the status quo were wrong.  Those who swore that your cause was doomed, hounded you to admit defeat – they were all dead wrong.  

It has come to pass.  Man no longer reigns supreme.  Man’s exclusive right to power and wealth is at an end. You have changed the way of the world.  


A path was revealed to you, and the decision you made was so courageous, so inspired, that the world will never again be the same.  Because of you, humankind has seen the extraordinary.  

You are not perfect.  You are not infallible.  You are not invincible.  But you are equal.


(Standing ovation.)  
A SHOT OF THE MASSIVE HAMILTON BUILDING IN DOWNTOWN CHICAGO.   INTERIOR SHOTS REVEAL THE HUSTLE AND BUSTLE OF THE MEN AND WOMEN WHO COMPRISE THE ENORMOUS WORK FORCE.
THE IN-HOUSE DAYCARE FACILITY.  HAMP IS SITTING AT A CHILD-SIZE TABLE WITH THREE CHILDREN (2 GIRLS AND A BOY) SIPPING IMAGINARY TEA.





GIRL



Mr. Hamilton, we’re so glad you could join our tea party.





HAMP



I wouldn’t have missed it for the world, Miss Stanton.
.

MARVALYN, SITTING IN HER OFFICE, IS SPEAKING WITH A NEW EMPLOYEE WHO HAS A TODDLER AND INFANT IN TOW.  NAME OVER THE DOOR READS, “MARVALYN PARKER, DIRECTOR OF DAYCARE”. 
MARVALYN  

Our daycare is so innovative that it sets the standard for all the others.  It is provided at no cost to the employees.  Besides the care-takers, we have a full-time nurse, and a child psychologist.  Mothers and fathers can visit their children during their breaks; check on them when they’re sick; have lunch with them every day if they want to.  The daycare operates on an unbelievably high budget.  Mr. Hamilton requests that we schedule weekly entertainment of some sort -- a puppet show, a clown.  We had Big Bird once.  Look around; talk to the kids; make yourself at home.  I’ll answer any questions you might have.

(The new employee looks around, then goes over to Hamp.)
HAMP



How do you like the nursery? 





EMPLOYEE
It’s glorious, a dream come true.  Do you have children, Mr. Hamilton?

HAMP

I never married.

HAMP’S APARTMENT.  HE ANSWERS THE PHONE.

DONNA ANSWERS HER DOORBELL.  HAMP IS STANDING THERE.   DONNA BURIES HER FACE IN HER HANDS.  HAMP TAKES HER IN HIS ARMS.

HAMP



My darling Donna.




(They cling to each other.  Donna pulls him inside.)  
 



There’s nobody here….I hope.



DONNA


No, nobody.  Hamp, you look wonderful.  I’ve never been so 


happy to see anyone in my life.  


(They sit, and fall into each other’s arms.) 

HAMP

I have to ask you something.  

DONNA

The baby was adopted shortly after he was born.

HAMP

(A beatific look on his face.)

We had a boy.  We had a boy.  I’ve been haunted all this time by the 
fear that you had an abortion.



DONNA
It was never even discussed, babe.  I begged Mother to let me keep 
him, but she wouldn’t.  



HAMP

Where was he born?  



DONNA

Mother made me go to The Florence Crittenton Home for 
Unwed Mothers in Atlanta.



HAMP

That would be Helen’s style.  I left Athens, quit college, to come back for you.  Nobody even told me your parents’ had been killed!  It’s been so long now…I’m sorry for your loss, Donna.  When I found out you hadn’t come to the funeral, I was scared to death something had happened to you.  And the baby.  Everybody in Talmadge said you were in Switzerland.  





DONNA
That was Mother’s story.  The baby was born at Piedmont Hospital on April 5th.  I took care of him for five days after he was born.



HAMP

Oh man!  That’s great!



DONNA

It was bittersweet.



HAMP

For years, I had a recurring dream -- that babies were chasing me.  

DONNA

Oh, Hamp, I’m so sorry.  I wish you could have seen him.  
Everything about him was perfect.  (Pauses.)  I read about all the 
things you did for the women’s movement.  You’re a hero.  I saw 
you on T.V. lots of times.


HAMP

Donna, my involvement with the women’s movement was not
serendipitous.  Everything I ever tried to do for women was for one 
woman.  


DONNA

It was?  Who?



HAMP

Everything I’ve ever done – every accomplishment-- was for you.  To honor you.    


DONNA

(She embraces him.) I don’t know what to say.




HAMP

Just know that I mean what I say.



DONNA

(Donna gazes into his eyes, a pleased look on her face.)
Now there’s something you must tell me.




HAMP

I have nothing for you.  No excuses.  I was gutless.  If I’d been autopsied, my backbone would have weighed in at under an ounce.  I didn’t call you for the simple reason that my father told me I couldn’t.  



DONNA

Believe me, I understand.  I’ve asked myself a million times why I didn’t leave Florence Crittenton when Mother and Daddy died.  I could have gone to their funeral.  I could have kept our baby!  Money certainly wasn’t a problem.  I received a 
substantial inheritance.  It never even crossed my mind to do anything other than what Mother said I had to do.  It’s as if my 
will had been surgically removed.  I goose-stepped through life following orders – anybody’s orders.  I was like that Japanese soldier who they found hiding in a cave 50 years after World War II was over.  Somebody probably told him to go in the cave, and forgot about him.  I totally identify with that poor schmuck.     



HAMP
Sometimes, curled up at home, we are mauled.  Your mama had good intentions, God rest her soul, but she was a cross between June Cleaver and Baby Face Nelson.  You were in the hot seat all your life.  Houdini himself couldn’t have escaped that trap unscathed.  

Come to think of it, I probably don’t know the half of it.  
I’ve always wondered… that day, the first time we talked on the phone, and you said you had glandular fever…




DONNA
I was paralyzed.




HAMP

Paralyzed?




DONNA

Mother started raging at me when we got home from Mondra’s party, and I just fell.  I couldn’t stand up or walk.  It was exactly like when my cousin came down with polio.  Dr. Benson said I had hysterical paralysis.




HAMP
Heaven help us.


(Hamp closes his eyes;  takes a deep breath; and holds 


Donna close.)
Donna, I humbly apologize for what I did, and what I failed to do.  It was unspeakable.  Will you ever be able to look at me without thinking about it?



DONNA

It never happened, Hamp.


(Donna stands up and disappears into the back.  When 


she doesn’t return, Hamp follows.) 

Music: “If I Needed You” by Don Williams & Emmylou 
Harris  



(Donna’s bedroom is flooded with moonlight; one wall 


is glass with a sweeping view of Atlanta.  In bed, 



only Donna’s  bare arms and shoulders are uncovered.)   

        



HAMP

Lord.


(Hamp hurriedly undresses and lies down.  Feverishly, 
Donna pulls him onto her. Afterward, lying in each 
other’s arms, their first words are covered by music.)


DONNA

(Sings in a low voice…)
I love you a bushel and a peck…


BOTH

You bet your dirty neck I do.
(They smile, sleep, wake.)  

HAMP

When can we get married?         

DONNA

Married.   Hmmmmmm, I’m washing my hair tomorrow.  How about the Twelfth of NEVER?         

HAMP



You don’t want to get married?





DONNA



Not my cup of tea.





HAMP



Not your cup of tea?!  Why not?





DONNA



For starters, the hours are too long.





HAMP



I’ve been waiting, looking for you all my life.  I thought you 


wanted me too.  
DONNA

You must know that we were never meant to be together. 
HAMP

I must not either.  Are you already married?   
DONNA

I was married once years ago.  It was a disaster.  Babe, I experienced the greatest love I’ve ever known because of you, I experienced the holiest of earthly raptures -- giving birth.  But a future together?  Way too many dreams ago.     





HAMP




(Looks heavenward)
Please, in the name of….Buddy Holly.  (Looks at Donna.) Did you hear what I just said?  I prayed to a rock and roll god.  I will definitely not be on the first bus to heaven.  Donna, more than I’ve ever wanted anything, I want you and me to be a family.  Do you have other kids?    



DONNA

No…no…I…I…couldn’t have any more.  Honey, I’m sorry if our making love gave you false hope, but I decided years ago that I would never, ever get married again.

(Hamp puts his head in his hands.)
I’m so, so sorry.

 (Song: “Last Date” by Floyd Cramer)
SCENES OF DONNA AND HAMP AT AT THEIR APARTMENTS SPANNING A SEVERAL DAY PERIOD.  
DONNA PACES; THUMBS THROUGH MAGAZINES; STARES OUT THE WINDOW.  

HAMP WALKS THE STREETS OF CHICAGO; DRINKS COFFEE  IN VARIOUS CAFES; PICKS AT FOOD.  GOES HOME.  STARES AT AQUARIUM.
DONNA RETRIEVES A BOX FROM A CLOSET SHELF; LOOKS THROUGH A HIGH SCHOOL PHOTO ALBUM; PICKS UP A “BLUE HORSE” SPIRAL NOTEBOOK, WRITTEN ON THE FRONT IS “DONNA WESTMORELAND, SENIOR ENGLISH, 2ND PERIOD, 1960-61.”  THUMBING THROUGH IT, SHE STOPS TO READ.  





DONNA



“Alice Through the Lookinglass” by Lewis Carroll. 



“There is no use trying,” said Alice.  “One can’t believe 



impossible things.”  
“I dare say you haven’t had much practice,” said the Queen, “When I was your age, I always did it for half an hour a day.  “Why, sometimes I’ve believed as many as six impossible things before breakfast.”  




(Donna’s doorbell rings.  When she opens her door, the 


postman has her sign for a small package 





postmarked Chicago.  Inside is a pair of 





men’s socks.  Puzzled, Donna sits at the kitchen table 



and stares at the socks.  That evening she is watching 



TV when a smile crosses her face. Flashback of Hamp 



lying beside her in bed, “The first time, you 




took my breath away.  This time you 




knocked my socks off.”





DONNA 




(Dials the phone)
What would you say to some sort of joint venture….say a wedding ?     





HAMP



I knew Buddy Holley wouldn’t let me down.
DONNA’S APARTMENT.  THE COUPLE IS HAVING COFFEE AT THE DINING TABLE.





DONNA



I always promised myself I wasn’t ever going to commit to anyone 

until I found him.





HAMP



Jeez, I knew there was somebody else.





DONNA



The baby, Hamp.  I have to find my son!




HAMP

Of course we’ll find our baby.  That goes without saying.  I thought you knew that.  Donna and me and baby makes three.  Our family will be complete when we find the little chap.    





DONNA

It’s not as easy as you think.  I’ve been looking for years.  They…the powers that be….make it impossible.  Believe me, I left no stone unturned.





HAMP



Me darlin’ lass, you left the criminal stone unturned.



How do you think I found you?    




DONNA



How did you?  




HAMP



There are people who find people for money these days.  




(Hamp dials the phone.)
One down, one to go, my man.  Front burner.  (Speaks slowly, dead serious.) Do you understand?  



(Listens; gives the phone to Donna.)




DONNA


Hello.  Yes, well, he was…he was a boy born on April 5, 1962 


at Piedmont Hospital in Atlanta, Georgia.  I was a resident at 


the Florence Crittenton Home for Unwed Mothers.  The home 


handled the adoption I guess.  (her voice begins to quiver)  I had a 

picture of him that was made when he was two days old, but I 


tore it up years ago thinking it would… (unable to speak, she 


returns the phone to Hamp.)





HAMP



Yeah. (listens)  Thanks a million, buddy.  (hangs up.)  As it 


happens, adoption information is fairly easily obtained from the 

good people who work in the government agency where 



the files are interred.  Anyhow, my guy has some of these 


good people on his payroll.  They take great satisfaction in  


resurrecting said files.  Great satisfaction, and a substantial 


amount of money. 






DONNA



(Delighted, then troubled)

Is it against the law?



HAMP

Don’t know.  Don’t care.  Last time I checked there was no legislation, in place or pending, against researching ones family tree.  



DONNA

Come to think of it, genealogy has always intrigued me.



(They laugh.) 
(softly)  I hope the people who adopted him allowed him a voice in his own life, Mother always said that if she allowed me to make my own decisions I would have an exaggerated sense of my own importance.



HAMP

 Sweet Lord.  (long pause)  Clarence Darrow said, “Our parents ruin the first half of our lives.  Our children ruin the last half.”



DONNA

(long pause)  Okay, here’s a pop quiz. What was your favorite thing on the menu at King’s?


HAMP

Hmmmm.  The pound cake, I guess.  What’s his name, the cook, would throw a slab on the grill, toast it in butter, and serve it with vanilla ice cream, and chocolate syrup.   What was yours?


DONNA

Chocolate float.  A glass of chocolate milk filled with vanilla ice cream.  Whipped cream and a cherry on top.  I’ve never seen them anywhere but King’s.  Chocolate floats tasted like you thought ice cream sodas would.  Sodas were ghastly.  What was that stuff in them anyway?

HAMP

Carbonated water.  Ice cream sodas have been banned from every soda fountain in America.  Speaking of food that might possibly verge on the peculiar --  do you still slather mustard on your French fries?

DONNA

I did that to keep everybody from stealing them.  Nobody liked mustard on fries but me.  I could hardly stand it myself. 

(They laugh)

HAMP

Do you remember Sweetie, Tom Sweet?  He called me a couple 
of months ago to invite me to our high school reunion.  You 
know, he was elected “Most Likely to Succeed.”



DONNA

I thought he got, “Most Likely to Suck a Seed.”



HAMP

No, I got that.


(They laugh)

Here’s one of the things I’ve been wanting to talk to you about all these years.  What was with that song, “Duke of Earl?”  Correct me if I’m wrong, but Dukes and Earls are both inherited titles of British nobility.  The song insults our intelligence.  It’s stupid, and…and…goofyfied.  I 
hate the thing.  Every time I hear the word “dukedom”, I want to barf.  


DONNA

Barf if you will, but “dukedom” is a legitimate word, and “The 
Duke of Earl” is a
compelling example of early Rock.


HAMP

Okay, fine.  I give you “compelling.”  (Stage whispers)  The
woman is killing me with semantics.  



DONNA

If memory serves, your favorite song was the profoundly 
profound, 
“Rama Lama Ding Dong.”



HAMP

(Indignant)

“Rama Lama Ding Dong” is head and shoulders above “The Duke 
of Earl!” (mutters) I hate that damn song.

(The phone rings.  Hamp answers, listens, smiles.)

Say again.


(Smile broadens.)

Hold on a minute.  (Picks up a pen.)  Go ahead. Thanks, buddy.  

(To Donna) 

Our boy’s name is Joe Backus.  He lives in Griffin.  A mere 25 mile drive.  Here is our son’s phone number.  Did I happen to mention that his name is Joe Backus.  Joe Backus.      


DONNA

My baby is twenty years old.

ATLANTA RESTAURANT.  HAMP AND DONNA WAIT NERVOUSLY AT A TABLE SET FOR FOUR.  TWO CLEAN-CUT YOUNG ADULTS WALK SLOWLY TOWARDS THEM.  THE WOMAN IS VERY PREGNANT.  HAMP AND DONNA STAND UP, BEAMING.





DONNA AND HAMP



(Smiling, they walk around the table 






towards the couple.)



Joe?  




JOE




(smiling)


I’m Joe, and this is my bride, Holly, and (indicates her 



protruding belly) another little someone. 




DONNA



How wonderful!  This is wonderful!  We’re your….Donna and 


Hamp. 
(All four embrace, and sit.)




HAMP



I’ve visualized this day for 20 years.  I can’t believe it’s 



happening, and I really can’t believe your name is 




still Joe.





JOE




 Still Joe?





DONNA

When you were born, you were named after (gestures to Hamp) your father, Carroll Joe Hamilton. Your adoptive parents never knew what your birth name was.  Joe suits you.  It most assuredly does.  And Holly, you’re so lovely!  And a baby!  I’ve dreamed about this my whole life.  






JOE
So have I.  There was never a time I didn’t wonder about my real parents – you guys.  



HAMP

Well, here we are.  When’s the wee babe due?



HOLLY

Next month.  


JOE

I always wanted to start my family while I was young.  Like I told you on the phone, my parents, my adoptive parents, passed away.  They were kinda old when they adopted me, but they were good folks.  Man, was I ever surprised when you called.  I had been thinking for the past couple of years about trying to find you, but I didn’t know where to start.  I always wondered why you gave me up.


DONNA


(tears up)

Believe me, Joe, we wanted to keep you more than anything in the world, but things were different back then.  Getting pregnant before marriage was not something that was socially acceptable back then.  I was just out of high school. We were under tremendous pressure by our parents to give you up.  I would give anything to be able to take it all back, to have refused to let them take you from me.  I’ve agonized over it my whole life.



HAMP

Make no mistake, Joe, Donna -- your mother -- and I, loved each other, and you.  We still do.  God knows, I wish I had been stronger.  I wish I had been able to stand up to my father, but there’s nothing we can do about any of that now.  All we can do is to begin our lives together right now – the four, almost five, of us.  We are your parents, Joe, your flesh and blood.  If you want us to be in your life, we want very, very much to do just that.    

(Hamp places his palm in the middle of the table.  Joe, Donna, and Holly lay their hands on top of his.)   

DONNA AND HAMP’S WEDDING.  THE COUPLE, ALONG WITH THE WEDDING PLANNER, ARE IN A ROOM ADJACENT TO THE SANCTUARY.  HAMP SMILES BROADLY AT DONNA.  SHE APPEARS REMOTE.

Hamp



What’s the matter?  Cold of foot? 





Donna



On the contrary, I’m trotting hotly.

(Hamp laughs.  Donna and Hamp begin to laugh 

hysterically. When one stops, the other starts. The 

wedding planner attempts to quiet them.  The longer 

they laugh, the more annoyed the woman becomes.  
Donna finally contains herself, but Hamp continues to laugh.)




DONNA

(Points to a door) 

Go.  I’ll meet you at the starting line.
(Hamp can’t stop laughing.)
 Hamp, un-ass the area!  Now.




HAMP

(Wiping away tears.)
I have been told to un-ass the area by my bride, the inimitable (laughs hysterically) Stupefying Jones.  

(Donna looks determined.  Hamp walks away from her, shoulders heaving.  He waves to Donna behind his back, and goes out the door.  Donna exits the other door and walks down the aisle.)
DONNA AND HAMP ON THE SOFA IN THEIR OPULENT LAKESIDE ATLANTA HOME.  HAMP, EYES CLOSED, LIES WITH HIS HEAD IN DONNA’S LAP.  

HAMP

I imagined every possible scenario of you over the years.  You with a husband.  You by yourself.  You and the baby.  You with a husband, and my baby.  That was the worst.  I began to believe you really were in Switzerland.  You and the baby living in a Swiss chalet, eating Swiss steak, wearing wooden shoes. 





DONNA

Holland.





HAMP

Yodeling, making clocks, fraternizing with those annoying Von Trapp’s.  Austria.   Remember that tow-headed kid that lived next door to me.  You used to touch his eyes and nose and say a little rhyme.





DONNA

(Donna touches a finger to Hamp’s closed eyelid.) 

Eye winker. 

(Touches the other eye.)
 Tom Tinker. 

(His nose) 

Nose dropper.

(His mouth)  

Mouth eater. 

(His chin)

Chin chopper.

(A tear slides down Hamp’s face.)
 





DONNA

I feel the need to whip up something scrumptious.   

(She disappears into the kitchen.)




HAMP



Tell me this delicacy doesn’t sport cloven hooves.
DONNA

I never cook with cloves.  If you must know, it’s the poached heart of a three-legged raccoon recently yanked from the wilds of Piedmont Park



HAMP

A dish I hold in high regard.

DONNA

Come and get it.

HAMP

(When he sees the pound cake concoctions, he imitates Jed Clampett.) 

Wheeeeeee, doggies.   Let’s see how these measure up to the ones at King’s.  What was that cook’s name?  (They think.) 

BOTH



Clell. 




HAMP



I wonder whatever happened to good old Clell.  We all



thought he was so old, and he was just in his early 20’s.  



 (They eat.) You’re a good cooker woman.  Gad, I feel like I’ve 

gained leb’m-de-leb’m pounds.  Let’s waddle down to the lake.  

I want to throw out a worm.  

HAMP AND DONNA ON THE LAKESIDE DOCK. 

DONNA

Shouldn’t they be here by now?

HAMP

They’ll be here in a minute.  

(They see Joe and Holly with their new baby walking towards them.  Golden Oldies station on a dockside radio.  Song:  “Duke of Earl,” by Gene Chandler)
DONNA



Y’all come on down.
HAMP

Ma and Pa Kettle come to call.  

JOE

Ma and Pa who?

(They all sit on the dock.  Donna, a rhapsodic look on her face, holds the infant.)
HOLLY

C.J. never seems to get full.  He nurses for hours.

DONNA

His daddy was the same way.  Of course, Joe was a bottle
 baby, but he wanted to eat day and night.  

(Hamp and Joe exchange pleased glances.  Hamp casts.)
HAMP

(Mutters)  I hate that song.

Hey Joe, did you and Holly get a chance to look at that empty house next door?

JOE

You mean the empty mansion next door?  Yeah, we went through it with Mom.  It’s too rich for my blood, but it’s a nice little dwelling.

DONNA

If you two think you could stand living next door to a couple of soon-to-be AARP members, that little dwelling is yours.

JOE

Mom, you’re kidding.  Dad?  Are you serious?  That thing’s enormous.  It’s got a hot tub.  Jeez, and a rec room.  Far out.  

(hugs his parents, and whispers)  Thanks.  Thank you.
HOLLY

It’s the most beautiful house I’ve ever seen.  I’ve always wanted a house with a screened porch.  And that room with all the windows can be C.J’s.  Hamp, Donna, how can I thank you?  

JOE

Dad……..  I guess I should ask you if that’s okay?  The “Dad” thing?  Mom said it was okay with her…





HAMP



Dad.  Hmmmmm.  It does have a certain ring to it.  



(delighted) Of course it’s okay.  Music to me ears.   





JOE

There’s a lot I want to learn from you.  About business.  You know, a lot of things.

HAMP

All these years, if I could have just laid eyes on you….  (Chokes up; tone changes to mock-serious)  I wanted to tell you not to eat yellow snow.  (All laugh.)  Mainly I wanted to instruct you on the fine art of blowing a loogy.  (The women shriek; Joe roars with laughter.) Now in my day we called it a hanger.  




DONNA

(laughing) 

Hamp, that is so disgusting.   




HAMP

 It’s best when you blow it out the window of a car. 

DONNA

Will you shut up!



HAMP

You curl your tongue up to channel the air.

(Donna puts her hand over Hamp’s mouth.

Hamp gives Holly a worm.)

 How about baiting this hook for me, Holly Holly Bo Bolly.

HOLLY

Get away, you.

HAMP




(Continuing to cast)

I have never been able to catch a fish.  Nobody in my general vicinity has ever been able to catch a fish either.  I’ll probably never even see another fish except in an aquarium somewhere.  Hey, why don’t we get us a couple of aquariums?  C.J. would love it.  Speaking of C.J., do you think I might get a turn to hold him before I’m balder than he is?

(Donna puts the sleeping baby in Hamp’s arms).
HAMP

  (Gently touches one of C.J.’s eyes.)
Eye winker.  

(Touches the other eye.)
Tom tinker.


(Nose)

Nose dropper.


(The baby opens his eyes and sneezes.)
Scat. 

(“La Bamba” by Ritchie Valens is playing on the radio.  Hamp is looking at the baby. 

Donna is looking at Hamp. 
Holly is looking at their new home. 
Joe is looking at a family of ducks swimming in line.  

All four are murmuring fractured versions of “La Bamba.”  
The next song begins: Ritchie Valens’ “Donna.”)        

HAMP


(Looks up, smiling brightly)

Y’all probably didn’t know it, but I wrote that song.

DONNA

We know you did, Babe. 

DURING THE CREDITS, THERE ARE SCENES FROM THE MOVIE AS WELL AS THE FOLLOWING UP-DATES ON THE LIVES OF THE CHARACTERS.

(Music: “Remember Then” by The Earls)
HAMP HAMILTON was lauded as one of the women’s movement’s most highly revered advocates.  
He won his community fishing rodeo with a bass weighing in at 13.46 pounds. 
DONNA WESTMORELAND HAMILTON would decipher the code Florence Crittenton used to conceal the identities of its residents  – a meticulous system of substituting given names with those taken from the novels of Sherlock Holmes.  Linking a woman’s alias to her real name enabled DONNA to reunite hundreds of women with their children. 

After serving as Superior Court Judge in Atlanta, DONNA and HAMP’S son, JOE, hosted the country’s most popular courtroom television show, “See You in Court.”





The End                                 
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