UPTOWN GIRLS


(MOLLY STARTING TO WALK INTO RAY’S ROOM…SHE STOPS HER.)

RAY:
Shoes!

MOLLY:
(TAKES OFF SHOES BEFORE STEPPING IN)
This is your room?

RAY:
There's no fooling you, is there?

MOLLY:
(NOTICING RAY’S PRFECTLY NEAT AND TIDY BEDROOM)
It's so...orderly.
(GOES TOWARDS THE BARBIES, STARTS PLAYING WITH THEM)
WOW, these are so neat! I remember when there were
only four models. I can't believe this. She's beautiful. Look at these legs.

RAY:
That's Pliéing Polly.
(NOTICING THE MESS MOLLY IS MAKING)
Put her back!

MOLLY:
How cool is this? Look at this little tea set!

RAY:
You don't touch that unless I happen to invite you to tea.

MOLLY:
Look at these cute little scones.

RAY:
Get away from there.


MOLLY:
(STARTS PLAYING TEA PARTY)
Well, I say, Lady Sassafras, would you like some crème fraîche to go with
your darling pastries?
(BITES ONTO WHAT SHE THOUGHT WAS A REAL PASTRY)

RAY:
You just got your germy drool over my plastic scone, you freako.

MOLLY:
Kid, have you ever been to a shrink?

RAY:
Since I was three.

MOLLY:
What?

RAY:
Come help me with the dishes.

MOLLY:
Isn't doing the dishes what the maid is supposed to be for?

RAY:
She doesn't know how to dry without leaving spots.

MOLLY:
You don't know how to dry without destroying the environment. For every roll
of paper towels you waste, a tree in the rain forest dies.

RAY:
I'm gonna die of botulism from the germs on that gunky towel, you tree-loving hippie.

MOLLY:
At least I don't prefer tofu to normal hamburgers.

RAY:
Why don't you get your plastic baggie and dig up some penicillin?

MOLLY:
Excuse me?? I’m leaving.

RAY:
When you work for me, you leave when I say you can leave.

MOLLY:
For your information, I do not work for you.
I am employed by your mother.

RAY:
Yeah?
Take a look around. Do you see her anywhere?
News flash... you're not gonna.
 Unless you make an appointment with her assistant 
or hang around her bedroom door at 3:00 in the morning.
In the meantime,you're workin' for me.

MOLLY:
Is that so?
News flash, Mussolini...I quit!
(SHE LEAVES SLAMMING THE KITCHEN DOOR)

