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SLEEPING DOGS
Lights come up to reveal a simple, middle-class living room: Couch, tables, 

etc.  There are candy dishes and snack trays set on the tables, and a large brown paper shopping bag at one end of the couch.  At the moment the stage is occupied by JAYNE ANNE; she's early thirties, dressed in a nightgown and robe, putting out a large bowl of popcorn.  She looks up at on off-stage shout:

ALLY (O.S.):  Oh my god, Jayne Anne, I don't believe this...

JAYNE ANNE:  What?

(ALLY enters.  She's slightly younger, late twenties, dressed in goofy 

pajamas or nightgown complete with big silly, fluffy slippers.  She gives the immediate impression of being someone who never quite outgrew adolescence.  She's holding a box of junk food with almost reverence)
ALLY:  Where on earth did you find Fiddle-Faddle?

JAYNE ANNE:  What do you mean, where did I find it?  They still make it, 


you know.  Check out any Seven-Eleven.

ALLY:  I can't believe I've been missing it all this time.  I had no idea...

JAYNE ANNE:  That's because you haven't looked for it in fifteen years.  If 

you like that, you're gonna love this...

(JAYNE ANNE opens the brown paper shopping bag.  ALLY looks within and 

shrieks)

ALLY:  Abba-Zabbas?  Chick-O-Stix?!  Bazooka Joe Bubble Gum?!

JAYNE ANNE:  Regular and Cherry flavor!

(ALLY unwraps a candy-bar and bites into it ecstatically)

ALLY:  This is the fountain of youth - I feel twelve again.

JAYNE ANNE:  That's the idea -

(She breaks off at the sound of an off-stage knock.)

JAYNE ANNE:  Oh good, they're coming.

(JAYNE ANNE crosses to open the front door to reveal CAROL.  CAROL is 


also late twenties, but markedly different from the bubbly ALLY - 


she's in a business suit, serious to the point of being grim, only a 


small bag slung over one shoulder)
JAYNE ANNE:  Carol, hi, glad you made it.

CAROL (suspicious):  Why, did you think I wouldn't?  

JAYNE ANNE:  No, I mean - it's good to see you.  C'mon in.

(CAROL enters, and JAYNE ANNE moves to make introductions)

JAYNE ANNE:  Carol, this is my best friend, Ally.  (to ALLY)  Carol's our lone 

female executive in that den of thieves where we work.

CAROL:  Please, I'm not sure I'd call it a den of thieves.  Den of murderous 

misogynistic cutthroat bastards maybe...

(CAROL then smiles and extends a hand to ALLY, who takes it, laughing 


nervously)

ALLY:  Hi.

CAROL:  What do you do, Ally?

ALLY:  Oh, I'm a nurse.

CAROL:  Uh-huh.  That must be nice... to have access to all those stainless 

steel surgical implements.

(ALLY stares, and JAYNE ANNE interposes herself)

JAYNE ANNE:  So, Carol, did you bring jammies and sleeping bag?

CAROL:  Did I bring what?

JAYNE ANNE:  I did tell you it was a slumber party, didn't I?

CAROL (patting the shoulder bag):  Oh sure, I'm ready.

JAYNE ANNE:  Good.  Well, if you want to change -

CAROL:  Change?  What's wrong with me now?

ALLY:  We meant - you know, into the costume...

(ALLY plucks at her own nightclothes, and CAROL gets the idea)

CAROL:  Oh, right.  Look, I'm sorry.  It's just that bastard Dennis has really 

got me on edge.

ALLY:  Dennis?

(Again, JAYNE ANNE steps in)

JAYNE ANNE:  Like I was saying, the bathroom is right down the hall to the 

right.

CAROL:  Fine.  

JAYNE ANNE:  That's the spirit!

(CAROL exits in the indicated direction.  ALLY turns to JAYNE ANNE)

ALLY:  She's the one you were telling me just divorced her husband, right?

JAYNE ANNE:  What gave it away?  The interest in sharp objects?

ALLY:  Must be an ugly court battle.

JAYNE ANNE:  Makes the '92 riots looks like day care.  Anyway, she's 

actually a nice person most of the time, and I'm hoping tonight'll mellow her out a little.  As long as we can steer clear of the subject of men in general, Dennis in particular.

ALLY:  Oh sure, with four women spending a night together that should be 

real easy.

(Another offstage knock)

JAYNE ANNE:  That should be Lori.

ALLY:  Great.  Who's she wanna knife?

JAYNE ANNE:  Nobody.  You'll like her.

(JAYNE ANNE opens the door to reveal LORI.  She's much younger than the 

others, early twenties, dressed in t-shirt and shorts, carrying a 


sleeping bag)

JAYNE ANNE:  Hey, girl, come on in.  Lori, this is Ally, Ally, Lori.

(ALLY and LORI waves at each other from across the room)

JAYNE ANNE (to ALLY):  Lori works at the office, too.

LORI:  Is Carol here yet?

JAYNE ANNE:  In the bathroom changing.

LORI:  How is she tonight?

JAYNE ANNE:  Fine.  A little cool, but okay.

LORI:  Good.  She must be taking her Prozac again.

ALLY:  Prozac!

(They both shush her loud exclamation)

LORI (to JAYNE ANNE):  Does she know about the divorce?

ALLY:  I know about the divorce.  It's the Prozac I'm questioning.

JAYNE ANNE:  Oh please, Ally, lots of people take Prozac, you're a nurse, 

you oughta know.  It's not like she's gonna off herself in the middle of the night.  (to LORI) If you wanna get changed, there's a bedroom to the left...

ALLY:  Oh, that's okay.  I don't need to change.

JAYNE ANNE:  You don't?  I thought - you know, it's a slumber party is all...

LORI:  So this is what I sleep in.  Sorry, Jayne Anne, but you're not gonna 


catch me screaming in the streets in a flannel nightie if the Big One 

hits.

(JAYNE ANNE and ALLY just look at each other and shrug)

JAYNE ANNE:  You're obviously not married.

LORI:  Why?  What difference would that make?

ALLY:  Are you kidding?  Jimmy would never let her wear something like 


that to bed.  Too hard to get off, if you know what I mean...

(ALLY snickers and nudges JAYNE ANNE, who looks faintly embarrassed)

LORI:  Jimmy's your husband?

JAYNE ANNE:  That's my man.  He's off this weekend on a fishing trip with 

the boys, so I decided to take the opportunity to give the girls a good 

time.

LORI:  God, you live in the suburbs, work in an office and your husband goes 

fishing on the weekends.  I expect the Beav to walk in any minute.

ALLY (nudging JAYNE ANNE playfully):  Yeah, me too.  When is there gonna be 

a little Beav, huh?
(JAYNE ANNE looks acutely uncomfortable)

JAYNE ANNE:  Don't count your Cleavers before they're hatched.
(ALLY is about to question JAYNE ANNE's strange tone when CAROL steps 

onstage, wearing a designer bathrobe)

LORI: Hi, Carol.

CAROL:  Oh, hi, Lori.  What'd I miss?

JAYNE ANNE:  Well, why don't we all get comfortable...

(They all move to couch, chairs or floor)

JAYNE ANNE (playfully):  Now Carol, that bathrobe's not quite in the 


slumber party spirit, is it?

(CAROL shrugs, removes the robe to reveal she's wearing a very adult 


negligee beneath.  The others gape)

LORI:  Jesus, Carol...

CAROL:  What?

JAYNE ANNE:  Carol, that's - uh - it's very nice, but -

CAROL:  But what?

ALLY:  We're not here to seduce each other!

CAROL:  I don't have anything else.  This was the only kind of thing Dennis 

ever let me wear to bed.  When he let me wear anything at all, that is.

JAYNE ANNE:  Really?

LORI:  Wow, Carol, you never struck me as the submissive sex slave-type 

before.

CAROL:  Yeah, well, I'm divorced now, remember.  Or almost.  Soon as the 

Menace comes to his senses on the settlement.

ALLY:  So this Dennis was really an animal, huh?

(JAYNE ANNE and LORI try to stare her down, silently reprimanding)

CAROL:  Let's just put it this way:  Have you ever had continual fantasies 


involving the number eleven "Puree" setting on a blender?

JAYNE ANNE:  I thought you wanted to get away from the Dennis disaster 

for one night -

CAROL (interrupting):  Are you kidding?  Dishing Mr. Disgusting?  I love 


this - !

JAYNE ANNE (overriding): Well, maybe the rest of us would like to spend 


the evening another way.

CAROL (bitterly):  What'd you have in mind, Jayne Anne?  A coupla tubes of 

Clearasil and a game of Twister?

JAYNE ANNE (defensively):  No.  Not exactly.  I thought it'd be fun just to be 

a teenager again for one night, not to have to hear talk about divorce settlements, and all those other things on Oprah - office politics, and overdue bills, and weight problems and husbands who don't want to talk about kids because they'd have to care one way or the other -

(Emotional now, JAYNE ANNE breaks off sharply and turns away)

CAROL:  Now that didn't sound like Dennis.

ALLY:  Are you and Jimmy having problems?  Why didn't you tell me?

JAYNE ANNE:  Oh, it's not really anything.  It's just that we've been in 

a little rut lately.  I'm sure it's one of those things all marriages go through after ten years or so.  Jimmy and I are a teensy bit tired of each other is all.  He goes fishing every weekend, and I stay home and think too much about it.  So I wanted to think about something else this weekend, and I wanted to feel the way I did when I was a kid and everything was so simple and sweet...

(JAYNE ANNE flops down on the verge of tears.  ALLY rushes to her side)

JAYNE ANNE:  Is that so terrible, to just want to be fourteen again for one 


night?

ALLY:  No, not at all.  I'm sorry, honey.  I thought this party was just about 


having fun.

JAYNE ANNE:  It is...

(CAROL pulls her robe back on)

CAROL:  I'm sorry, Jayne Anne.  Sometimes I get so wrapped in Dennis 


problems I forget other men are shits, too.  C'mon, you're right, let's 

have some fun.

JAYNE ANNE:  Okay.  Okay, damn it, we will!

(She rises and crosses to a pile of rental videocassettes)
JAYNE ANNE:  I know:  Let's watch a movie.

LORI:  Good idea.  What've you got?

CAROL:  No porno, I hope.  Those men are really gross.

JAYNE ANNE:  No... (reading off the titles)  Grease... Star Wars... The Omen 

- that one's got a man getting decapitated, after all -

LORI:  Do we, like, have anything from this century?

JAYNE ANNE:  I tried to get movies we all loved when we were teenagers...

LORI:  Excuse me... my favorite movie when I was a kid was Nightmare on 

Elm Street.

JAYNE ANNE:  But that was only, what, ten years ago -  (She breaks off, 


realizing LORI's age)   Right.  You were a kid then, I forgot.

CAROL:  Jesus, no wonder kids are so fucked up today.  We grew up with 

Star Wars and they grew up with a guy who likes to gut kids with 


razors.

LORI:  Excuse me, but you grew up in the seventies, right?  The Omen, 


Taxi Driver, The Exorcist -

ALLY:  Yeah, but we didn't see those until... well, actually I've never seen 


those.

JAYNE ANNE (smiling):  I saw The Exorcist 'cause my older sister snuck me 

in.  Shoot, I should've gotten that -

LORI:  And I saw Nightmare on Elm Street 'cause my older sister snuck me 

in, so what's the difference?  At least Freddy was funny when he killed people, you know, he wasn't jerking off with a crucifix -

JAYNE ANNE:  Oh, so it's better to be funny when you're killing people?!

CAROL:  I'll bet Dennis liked Nightmare on Elm Street.

ALLY:  Hey you guys, I've got an idea:  Let's not watch a movie.

JAYNE ANNE:  Okay, we'll just gab.  And listen to music.

(She pulls out a ghetto blaster and gets some tapes ready)

JAYNE ANNE:  I know it's not a turntable...

ALLY:  Remember how you used to be able to put a whole stack of 45's on, 

and they'd drop down one after the other?  I miss 45's.

LORI:  Why?  They were vinyl.  CD's are so much better.

CAROL:  No, Ally's right.  It used to be you could buy your favorite song off 

the radio for 89 cents.   Now even CD singles are the price of a 


meal...

LORI:  Because they sound better, that's why.  It's worth it.

JAYNE ANNE:  You two, shut up and listen to this.

("More Than a Woman" from the Saturday Night Fever soundtrack starts 


playing)

ALLY:  Oh, I love this song!

CAROL:  Isn't this from Saturday Night Fever?

JAYNE ANNE (nodding):  John Travolta and the Bee Gees.

ALLY:  This was the song they played at the end of the movie when he and 

the girl finally danced in the contest, and they kissed, and it was so 

romantic...

JAYNE ANNE:  I had the biggest crush on John Travolta after this movie.

CAROL:  He was probably the only man in history who ever looked good in 

one of those white polyester Angel Flight suits.

ALLY:  He did look good, didn't he?

JAYNE ANNE (to Lori):  Sorry, Lori, you probably don't have any idea what 

we're talking about...

LORI:  I've seen Saturday Night Fever.

ALLY:  You have?  On t.v., right?

LORI:  No, in a theater.  It's one of the late shows now at the Pasadena 

movieplex.  I thought it was hilarious.  Those corny songs, those weirdo clothes.  And the haircuts - !  Oh my god, I've never seen so much time spent in a movie on hair!

(The other three look quietly abashed)

CAROL:  It was pretty silly I guess, huh.

ALLY:  You know, I never really liked the way the Bee Gees sang all 


falsetto...

JAYNE ANNE:  Yeah...

(She stops the cassette and puts in another)

JAYNE ANNE:  Okay, remember this?  

(It's a song by The Village People)

LORI:  The Village People!  Cool!

CAROL:  God, Lori, I barely remember The Village People, and I was there.

ALLY:  I guess they have made a comeback.  As bizarre as it seems. 

JAYNE ANNE:  I don't know.  I always secretly liked them.  Especially the 


Construction Worker.

LORI:  But they're all gay.

JAYNE ANNE:  Well we didn't know that then.

LORI:  Please, how could you not know that?  Just because they did not sing in 

falsetto...

ALLY:  Oh my god, were the Bee Gees gay?!

JAYNE ANNE:  Look, I was fourteen and I didn't want somebody that 


gorgeous to be gay, okay?!

LORI:  Okay.  Jeez, Jayne Anne, I had no idea The Village People could set 

you off like that.

(CAROL reaches into her bag and pulls out a baggie of pot with one or two 

rolled joints contained therein)

CAROL:  I think we need something to chill us out.

ALLY:  Aren't you taking Prozac?  How much chillier do you need to get?

JAYNE ANNE:  Is that... (she actually whispers the next word) - marijuana?

CAROL:  Yes, it's pot, MaryJane, dope, the devil's weed. 

JAYNE ANNE:  Well, I guess if you want to, it's okay, but...

CAROL:  But what?  Are you telling me the rest of you never light up?

JAYNE ANNE, LORI, ALLY:  Well, not never... sometimes... sure, every once 

in a while...

CAROL (realizing they're lying):  Oh my god, I'm in Barbara Bush's house.

JAYNE ANNE:  I'm not sure it's... in keeping with the theme here, is all...

CAROL:  What, are you kidding me?  We're supposed to be like teenagers 

at a party, right?

JAYNE ANNE:  A slumber party...

ALLY:  Yeah, we never smoked grass at any slumber party I was ever at.

JAYNE ANNE:  Me neither.

CAROL:  Are you serious?  Did you guys grow up in Orange County?

JAYNE ANNE:  No, Oregon.

CAROL: Same thing.  Last slumber party I was at smelled like a Grateful 


Dead concert, okay?

(The others aren't convinced, so CAROL puts the baggie away)

CAROL:  Okay, look, I'm just saying no.

(A long beat as the music plays, then LORI reaches into her bag and 


produces a bottle of rum)
LORI:  I brought this.

CAROL:  Oh, like alcohol's okay and grass isn't?

LORI:  I thought all kids drank rum and coke, so...

JAYNE ANNE:  We didn't in Sweet Home, Oregon.

CAROL:  Oh jesus, you grew up in a place called Sweet Home?  That 


explains a lot.

ALLY:  That's where Jayne Anne and Jimmy met.  They were high school 


sweethearts.  It's so sweet.

JAYNE ANNE:  It was, anyway.

ALLY:  It's not over, Jayne Anne...

CAROL:  Grow up, Cinderella, it probably is.

ALLY (angrily):  Cinderella?!  Well I least I knew better than to marry Captain 

Hook!

(A stand-off between the two women.  A long pause, then JAYNE ANNE 


pulls out the brown shopping bag)
JAYNE ANNE:  Would anybody like a Ding-Dong?

(LORI takes one and begins chomping into it.  CAROL watches in disgust)

CAROL:  That shit'll kill you, you know.

LORI:  So?  We're all gonna die of pollution anyway.  

ALLY:  Lori - !

LORI:  It's true.  I don't see what difference a Ding-Dong makes compared 

to everything else poisoning us.

CAROL:  So you'd rather hasten the end, is what you're saying.

LORI:  No, I'm saying as long as it's coming anyway I'm gonna enjoy myself.

CAROL:  Sorry, but I'd rather do what I can to stay healthy as long as 


possible.

ALLY:  Like Prozac and grass.

CAROL:  Hey, they may not be healthy but they keep me sane.

(ALLY takes a chocolate bar from the bag)

ALLY:  I can say the same for chocolate.

(CAROL watches ALLY and LORI eating)

JAYNE ANNE:  I've got some granola bars in the kitchen I think...

CAROL:  No, it's okay, I'm not hungry anyway.

LORI:  Is this tape all Village People?

JAYNE ANNE:  I thought you liked the Village People.

LORI:  Not that much.  Do you have any, you know, Police or Michael 


Jackson?

ALLY:  Police or Michael Jackson?

LORI:  Yeah.  That's what I grew up listening to.  Thriller was the first album 

I ever bought.

CAROL:  And look where Michael is now.  A pig, like all the rest.

JAYNE ANNE:  Wait, you have got to check this one out...

(She puts on a new tape, and The Carpenters' "Goodbye to Love" comes on)

ALLY:  Oh god, The Carpenters...

CAROL:  Poor Karen.  

LORI (mimicking):  "Karen, what are all these laxatives doing in your medicine 

chest?!"

(The other stare at her in bewilderment)

LORI:  Didn't you see the t.v. movie they did about her?

CAROL:  I suppose you thought that was hilarious, too.

LORI:  Well... 'course...

(They listen to the melancholy song for a few bars, then JAYNE ANNE dives into 

the box of Fiddle Faddle)

JAYNE ANNE:  I still can't believe she died of anorexia...

(She offers the bag to ALLY, who takes more food)

ALLY:  It was so sad.

(CAROL watches ALLY takes another candy bar, then finally snatches at the bag)
CAROL:  Oh goddamnit, I can't hear this without eating something.

(LORI cracks the seal on the rum)

LORI:  Anybody want some of this?

JAYNE ANNE:  Yeah...

(JAYNE ANNE is the first to take a huge swig, then the bottle gets passed 

around.  This is almost like communion, as the morose quartet chows down and drinks to Karen Carpenter.  They get closer to bluesy tears throughout as the liquor starts to work on them)
CAROL:  Karen was right.  You're a lot better off when you just say 



"Goodbye to Love".

ALLY:  I'm just like that part where she says, "Time and time again the 


chance for love has passed me by... "

JAYNE ANNE:  Oh Ally, you date all the time.

ALLY:  But they're just dates.  Not love.

(Another beat, then)

CAROL:  It was that bastard Richard who killed her.

LORI:  I wonder if this is on CD.

JAYNE ANNE:  I actually saw them in concert once.

ALLY:  You did?

JAYNE ANNE:  Yeah.  My mom drove me and my best friend all the way into 

Portland for it.  I thought she was really hip because she was a girl 

and she played drums.  We didn't know any of the stuff about her being in trouble, and I actually kind of admired her. (A beat, then, sadly)  Now she's just another bad seventies joke.

CAROL:  I guess a lot of the things we grew up with are just bad jokes now.

LORI:  No, they're not bad jokes.  They just don't last.

ALLY:  Well, voice of wisdom from the younger set.

LORI:  Hey, even the Police broke up.

JAYNE ANNE:  I guess this party was a stupid idea, huh.

CAROL:  No, it wasn't.  It was a very nice idea.  Just - impractical.

ALLY:  Maybe we really are better off trying to let sleeping dogs lie.

CAROL:  No way - Dennis is a dog who's never gonna lie to me again.

(CAROL laughs, and the others join her)

JAYNE ANNE:  We're not kids any more, after all.  It was pretty silly of me to 

expect we could talk about kid things again.

LORI:  Myself, I'd rather talk about adult things anyway.  Being a kid wasn't 

everything it was cracked up to be.

ALLY:  I dunno... I had a great time in high school...

JAYNE ANNE:  Jimmy and I were so cute together...

LORI:  You guys...

JAYNE ANNE:  You're right, no more dwelling on the past.  Sorry, Karen.  

(She shuts off the tape, pops it out, puts in a k.d. lang instead)

JAYNE ANNE:  That's more like it.

(They all listen for a beat, then)

CAROL:  Funny, she's singing about the same things.

ALLY:  I never realized this before, but - she sounds kind of like Karen.

JAYNE ANNE:  I guess it's nice to know some things don't change.  

ALLY:  There'll always be love songs...

LORI:  Older sisters who sneak you into movies...

CAROL:  And men will always be shits...

(Just then the front door opens and JIMMY enters)

JAYNE ANNE:  Jimmy, what are you doing back?

JIMMY:  I had a fight with Ron... I'm sorry, hon, I forgot all about your party.  

I'll just go get a room for the night somewhere -

(He starts to leave, but ALLY jumps up and grabs his arm)

ALLY:  No, wait a minute - would anybody care if Jimmy joined us?

JIMMY (laughing):  I thought you were having a slumber party...

LORI:  So?  We had guys at my slumber parties.

ALLY:  I'll bet.  Jayne Anne?

JAYNE ANNE:  Well, I... Carol?

CAROL (a beat, then, to Jimmy):  What do you think about a man who 


makes thirty-five thousand a year and asks for alimony from his wife 

in the divorce just because she makes more?

JIMMY:  Sounds like a shit to me.

CAROL:  He can stay.

ALLY:  C'mon, Jimmy, have an Abba-Zabba...

(She leads him over to join the circle.  He sits down and ALLY gets him a 


candy bar.  He looks at it in astonishment)

JIMMY:  I haven't had one'a these since I was a kid. (to JAYNE ANNE) 


Remember when we took John Barrett's dare and stole a couple of 

these from the drug store, honey?

JAYNE ANNE:  Yeah, I do, but... let's not talk about the past any more, 


okay?

JIMMY (smiling):  Okay...

LORI:  Hey, have you guys seen Hard Target with Jean Claude Van Damme?  

'Cause I rented it and still have it in the car.

ALLY:  He's so gorgeous...

JAYNE ANNE:  Sounds good to me.  

LORI:  I'll go get it.

(She exits.  JIMMY speaks around a mouthful of sticky candy)

JIMMY:  Wow, I don't think I'll go on a fishing trip again.  Jayne Anne, I had 

no idea you knew how to throw such a great party.

JAYNE ANNE:  Well, Jimmy, maybe we can find a few other things we don't 

know about each other yet...
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