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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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Can’t Be lieve It was de vel oped at the In di ana Rep er tory
Thea tre, In di a nap o lis, as a win ner of a Bonderman Na tional 
Playwriting award. The staged read ing in April 2005 in -
cluded the fol low ing art ists:

TERESA. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Anne E. Thomp son
RON. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Nich o las Abeel
CALLIE. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Grace Mor gan
RAZ . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cody Nicoletti
KATHRYN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ra chel Konchinsky-Pate
AR THUR / SALES MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rob ert Neal
MS. MILLER / MAD ELEINE . . . . . . . . . . Beverly Roche
MRS. GOLDING / ANNA . . . . . . . . . . . . Con stance May

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Adam Burke
Dramaturge . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sa rah Gubbins
As sis tant Dramaturge . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Talleri McRae
Team As sis tant . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mary Hynes
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Joshua Fried man

Can’t Be lieve It was fur ther de vel oped with The Open
Eye The ater, Margaretville, N.Y., in their Bear Bones Se -
ries, Jan u ary 2007. The work shop pro duc tion in cluded the
fol low ing art ists:

TERESA. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jodi Mathis/Alisa Fersch
RON. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dan Devita
CALLIE. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Crys tal Kelly
RAZ. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Shane Delameter
MR. MILLER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Thomas Hafner
KATHRYN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ann Sylvester/Aja Jenkins
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MRS. GOLDING . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Monica Wildermuth
MAD ELEINE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Leslie Roselli
AR THUR / SALES MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid J. Turan
ANNA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Laura Battelani

Di rec tor/Pro ducing Ar tis tic Di rec tor . . . . . Amie Brockway
Set and Lighting . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid J. Turan
Cos tumes . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Eliz a beth Sherr
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Monica Wildermuth
As sis tant Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Aja Jenkins
As sis tants to Set De signer . Allison Comer, Jennifer Snyder
Pro duc tion As sis tants . . . . Greg Montminy, Em ily Heverin
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CAN’T BE LIEVE IT

CHAR AC TERS *

TERESA – fresh man **

RON – ju nior

CALLIE – fresh man

RAZ – ju nior

MS. MILLER – drama teacher

KATHRYN – ju nior

MRS. GOLDING – Ron, Teresa and Kathryn’s history
teacher

MAD ELEINE – Ron’s mom

AR THUR – Ron’s dad

ANNA – Teresa’s mom

SALES MAN

EX TRAS can be added as de sired.
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Pos si ble Dou bling for 2m. and 4w.

TERESA
RON
CALLIE / KATHRYN
RAZ / AR THUR / SALES MAN
MS. MILLER / MAD ELEINE
MRS. GOLDING / ANNA

* None of the char ac ters are writ ten to be of a spe cific ra -
cial or eth nic back ground. At one read ing, Teresa and
Anna / Mrs. Golding were read by Af ri can-Amer i can ac -
tors. At an other, all the ac tors were Cau ca sian. Both
cast ings worked well as could a va ri ety of other choices.

** In many states, 14 is the age at which kids can be hired
to do re tail sales, cler i cal and other work. By fresh man
year, most stu dents are 14 and thus able to get a job.
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CAN’T BE LIEVE IT

SCHOOL. THURS DAY MORNING.

(TERESA en ters. She looks around. She looks at the au -
di ence and stands un com fort ably for a mo ment.)

TERESA. I’m, uh, gonna hang out here for a lit tle, okay?
I’m kinda waitin’ for some one. (She waits.) I’ve got this 
pe riod free. So does the per son I’m waitin’ for. His
name’s Ron. He’s a ju nior.

(RON, a charm ing, good-look ing high school stu dent,
en ters through the au di ence. TERESA watches as he
talks to the au di ence.)

RON. Hey, how’s it goin’? Nice shirt, man. Where’d you
get that?

TERESA. He’s re ally pop u lar. But he’s not one of those,
ya know, jerks.

RON (to oth ers in the au di ence). How you doin’? You
wanna stick of gum? (He gives a piece to some one.)

TERESA. He does n’t re ally know who I am. I’m only a
fresh man.

RON. How ’bout you? (Gives out an other stick.)
TERESA. I’m in his his tory class. 
RON. Last one’s for me.
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TERESA. I know that’s weird. Fresh man, junior. I changed 
schools. I’m takin’ two his to ries. It’s stu pid. I like his -
tory.

RON. I am feelin’ so good! Col lege coach called this
morn ing. As sis tant was at the game yes ter day, head
man’s comin’ to see me next week. I can feel that schol -
ar ship.

TERESA. He’s amaz ing.
RON. I’m gonna rock the PSATs, kick the his tory test next 

week, daz zle the coach at the game, then party like
crazy at home com ing. Life will be good. Now, got a lit -
tle busi ness to take care of. (He be gins writ ing.)

TERESA. I have n’t re ally talked to him. I’d like to talk to
him. I think to day’s gonna be the day.

(CALLIE en ters to her.)

CALLIE. There he is, huh? (She ogles him.) Hi, Ron.
RON. La dies. (They swoon and gig gle. RON checks them

out as he con tin ues to work. To the au di ence:) Sweet,
but clue less. Still, ya gotta show women re spect, right?
That’s the only way. Re spect peo ple and that’s what you 
get back.

CALLIE. He is so much cuter than Mark. I don’t get why
Deb’s all over Mark. She’s got no taste. That top she has 
on to day, makes her look like an el e phant.

TERESA. Don’t you have to get to class?
CALLIE. He’s look ing at us. He is so hot.
TERESA. Callie.
CALLIE. What?
TERESA. Jay?
CALLIE. So?
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TERESA. He’s your boy friend and sweet.
CALLIE. Hey, he’s eyein’ you. Look at him over your

shoul der and smile.
TERESA (to the au di ence). I could n’t.
CALLIE. Come on, he’s prob a bly dyin’ to—
TERESA. No. (To the au di ence.) I mean, should I?
CALLIE. Just do it.
TERESA. I can’t. (To the au di ence.) It’s just not the kinda

thing I do.
CALLIE. You’re such a baby. (She looks back over her

shoul der and smiles se duc tively at RON.) Oh Ron.
TERESA. Callie!
RON (to the au di ence). Don’t know what they see in me.

But what ever it is, thank you.
TERESA. Come on, you need to go. 
CALLIE. Bye bye, Ron.
RON. Hold on, I’m just finishin’ up here. (TERESA pulls

CALLIE off.) I gotta find out their names.

(RAZ en ters.)

RAZ. Yo, Ron, how’s it goin’?
RON. Wassup, Raz.
RAZ. It’s bad, man.
RON. Yeah?
RAZ. Math.
RON. What?
RAZ. The home work sucked.
RON. You for real?
RAZ. What, you did it?
RON. The boy is al ways cov ered, you know that.
RAZ. Lemme see.
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RON. It’s only five prob lems. You don’t need me.
RAZ. Don’t play with me. Lemme have it.
RON. And whata I get?
RAZ. Come on, Ron.
RON. Am I the one askin’?
RAZ. Are we friends?
RON. Do I get hun gry ev ery time I walk by the caf e te ria?
RAZ. All right, all right.
RON. And I don’t mean a bot tle of wa ter. Fries and a bur -

ger is what I’m talk ing about.
RAZ. Just give me the pa per. I don’t got much time.
RON. I’m just playin’. Make sure you change some thing.
RAZ. Yeah, yeah. (Exits.)
RON. You’re lucky you got me, man. Cheaper than a web

site and al ways here for you. Raz, he’s a funny kid.
Goes crazy on the week ends. You should see him
goofin’ at par ties. Then he gets here and he’s all like “I
gotta do my home work! I gotta do my home work!”
Cracks me up… Ya know, that one girl be fore, she was
cute. I know her.

(MS. MILLER en ters.)

RON. Oh, hey, here’s the teacher I need to see. Ms. M,
how’s it goin’? I was just comin’ lookin’ for you.

MS. MILLER. Were you?
RON. I’m think ing about au di tion ing for the play. You did

an amaz ing job with the mu si cal.
MS. MILLER. Thank you.
RON. I would have au di tioned for that, but with soc cer and 

stuff, ya know. Any way, I was think ing the play’d be a
fun way to get my arts credit and I was wonderin’ if you 
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had any point ers for me for the au di tion and all. Ya
know, I did a lot of act ing in mid dle school and—

MS. MILLER. Just show up, Ron. You don’t have to pre -
pare any thing. (She ex its.)

RON. Hey, thanks. That re ally puts me at ease… She hates 
me. Does n’t even know me and she hates me. That
sucks. I need the arts ser vice credit for honor so ci ety. I
need honor so ci ety for a schol ar ship. What am I sup -
posed to do?

(KATHRYN en ters. She co mes up to RON and holds out
her hand. They’re both flir ta tious.)

KATHRYN. All right, time’s up.
RON. Lovely lady.
KATHRYN. C’mon, Ron.
RON. What, I don’t think you’re lovely?
KATHRYN. Hand it over.
RON. If you’re gonna be like that, you did n’t have to give

it to me in the first place.
KATHRYN. Maybe next time I won’t.
RON. I did n’t ask for it.
KATHRYN. You’re al ways askin’ for it.
RON. You wound me.
KATHRYN. Just what I was hop ing for.

(TERESA en ters.)

TERESA. Oh, he’s with Kathryn. They’ve been goin’ out
for—I don’t know how long. Like more than a month.

RON. You’re so good to me.
KATHRYN. You’re so full of it.
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RON. And that’s why you love me.
TERESA. I prob a bly should n’t be here.
KATHRYN (with an af fec tion ate laugh). You never quit,

do you? 
RON. How can I? When you’re so— (He moves in to kiss

her.)
TERESA. Oh.
KATHRYN. Come on, not now.
RON. In cred i bly—
KATHRYN. You know I don’t like—
RON. Beau ti ful. (He kisses her.)
TERESA. Oh my.
KATHRYN. Not in school.
RON. I’m or der ing my tux af ter prac tice. You get your

dress?
KATHRYN. This week end with my sis ter in the city.
RON. Home com ing is gonna be so sweet. (He goes to kiss

her again.)
KATHRYN (stop ping him) Can I have my math? (He

hands her a pa per.) Thank you. (She starts to go.)
RON. Hey. There’s an eas ier way to do num ber four.
KATHRYN. Oh yeah?
RON. Two sets of equa tions.
KATHRYN. Huh. You’re right. That’s why I love you.

(She blows him a kiss and ex its.)
TERESA. They are re ally good to gether, aren’t they? So

smart and funny. Es pe cially him. (RON is star ing at
her.) Oh. I—I’m sorry. (TERESA turns to leave.)

RON. All right, be that way.
TERESA. Ex cuse me?
RON. Just walk away. 
TERESA. I won’t say any thing.
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RON. What are you talk ing about?
TERESA. What are you talk ing about?
RON. You don’t know?
TERESA. You’re con fus ing me.
RON. Is that hard to do? No, hey, look, I’m just playin’

with you. Don’t sweat it, okay? We’re cool, right?
TERESA. She’s re ally pretty.
RON. She is. But then, there are lots of fine-look ing girls

around.
TERESA. No.
RON. Ev ery which way I turn. I’m Ron. You’re…?
TERESA. Teresa—Teri.
RON. I knew that.
TERESA. I’m in your his tory class.
RON. That’s it. Wait, you’re the fresh man, aren’t you?
TERESA. I’m tak ing two his to ries. I know it’s stu pid. But

I—
RON. Hey, it’s okay. Am bi tion’s a good thing.

(MRS. GOLDING en ters.)

MRS. GOLDING. Ron ald, may I speak with you?
RON (to TERESA). I’ll catch you later, okay?
TERESA. Okay.
RON. And in case you don’t know, I like smart girls.
TERESA (to the au di ence). Wow. He’s not like other guys, 

is he? If only there were n’t Kathryn. But I talked to him, 
right? And I can talk to him again. (She looks at the au -
di ence over her shoul der a la CALLIE.) Bye, Ron. (She
ex its, smil ing.)

RON. Wassup, Mrs. G?
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MRS. GOLDING. I hap pened to be go ing through the re -
search pa pers and for some strange rea son, I could n’t
find yours. 

RON. Whata you talk ing about?
MRS. GOLDING. I was won der ing if by any chance it’s in 

your locker.
RON. Why would it be there?
MRS. GOLDING. I don’t know, Ron ald, but it was n’t in

with the oth ers.
RON. Did it fall off your desk or some thing?
MRS. GOLDING. No.
RON. You don’t think—I mean, you could n’t have lost it,

could you? ’Cause I mean last year—
MRS. GOLDING. Now, Ron ald—just print me out an other 

copy, all right?
RON. What?
MRS. GOLDING. An other copy. And don’t worry, I’m

sure you meant to turn it in, so there won’t be any pen -
alty for my get ting it late. It’s not that big a deal.

RON. Yes, it is, Mrs. Golding. I don’t have a copy of the
pa per. I wrote it at my fa ther’s of fice. Af ter I printed it,
I tried e-mailin’ it to my self—but the com puter crashed.
I lost the whole thing. The copy you have is the only
one. So this is a very big deal. 

MRS. GOLDING. I’ll go through things one more time.
But I sug gest you try to find the copy you thought you
handed in. (She goes.)

RON. Can you be lieve that? Last year my buddy Tom had
her. Twice, twice she lost things of his. One was some
stu pid home work, but the other was a ma jor pa per. And
she lost it. Tom’s mother took Golding apart. I mean, a
teacher losin’ a stu dent’s work? How bad is that? Af ter

16 CAN’T BE LIEVE IT

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



Tom’s mom fin ished with her, Golding never brought it
up again. Now I gotta deal with this. (RON ex its.)

(On a dif fer ent part of the stage, TERESA en ters as the
scene shifts.)

THE MALL. FRI DAY AFTER SCHOOL.

(TERESA’s ex cited, maybe even a lit tle giggly.)

TERESA. I work here at the mall. It’s not such a great job, 
but to day’s a re ally good day, ya know? Lately Callie’s
started comin’ by, like on my breaks or af ter wards? She
wants to have some fun. So we like—do stuff. (Holds up 
a tube of lip stick.)

CALLIE. That was so cool. 
TERESA (laugh ing). I re ally don’t like doin’ this.
CALLIE. Lemme see. 
TERESA. No, we gotta get fur ther away.
CALLIE. Come on, they would n’t no tice if you snatched

the pant ies off their butt.
TERESA. Keep walk ing.
CALLIE. What color’d you get.
TERESA. Just walk. (CALLIE grabs the lip stick.) Callie!
CALLIE. Oh yeah, Blazin’ Berry. That is hot.
TERESA. Don’t put it on now.
CALLIE. I love this stuff.
TERESA. Lemme try it.
CALLIE. I’m blazin’ now. (She tosses the lip stick to

TERESA and starts root ing through her bag.)
TERESA. It’s re ally dark. You think it’ll look okay on me?
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CALLIE. Hey, check this out.
TERESA. What? It’s your ID.
CALLIE. Yeah, and I was born in—
TERESA. Oh my.
CALLIE. Gonna be clubbin’ to night.
TERESA. How’d you—
CALLIE. That long-haired guy who hangs by the square.

I’ll hook you up with him. Fifty bucks and you can be
eigh teen too. Next time, you’ll be able to come.

TERESA. I thought you were goin’ to Mike’s party.
CALLIE. Hold on a min ute. (She’s on her cell.) Lemme

talk to Mom. Shut up and just get her. (To TERESA.)
You’re so lucky you don’t have all this crap at home.
Hi, it’s me. Yeah, I’m with Teri up town. She wants me
to stay over, to night.

TERESA. Callie, no—
CALLIE. Mom, I told you. Don’t get so—All right, all

right. I’ll do it to mor row. I will. I do so. I don’t know.
Hang out, rent a movie, some thing.

TERESA. Callie—
CALLIE. Yeah, okay. Bye.
TERESA. What if she calls.
CALLIE. She won’t. She loves you.
TERESA. But if she does, and my par ents an swer—
CALLIE. Don’t let ’em. 
TERESA. I’m not you.
CALLIE. Go out then. There’s Mike’s crazy big party, right?
TERESA. Do you know what it’s like tell ing my mom I’m

goin’ to a party?
CALLIE. Tell her you’re goin’ to a movie with me, then

you can go and no body can check on ei ther of us. 
TERESA. Oh right.
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CALLIE. I don’t know why you’re such a baby. I’m the
one with the hell ish fam ily. Do you know my stu pid fa -

neve t’n evah I ?oot tat eht tuoba niaga em no saw reht
got ten it and it’s like he’s ob sessed. Over a flower on
my an kle. So now I’m thinkin’ of get ting some thing

,em ekaT“ ekil htiw ekans gib A .mih llik ylla er ll’taht
I’m hot”—right here.

TERESA. Oh my!
CALLIE. Jeez, that color makes you look all sick. Rub a

rof ydaer uoy teG .ti od ll’I ereH .skeehc ruoy no elt til
the party and more. Yeah, that’s better. Now you’re
blazin’. Call to mor row, okay, babe? And don’t do any -

 .od t’n dluow I gniht (She goes.)
TERESA. She does n’t care what any one thinks. She

just—goes for it. I wish I could be like that. (TERESA
stares at the lip stick in her hand.) Get a blazin’ bright

tuoba hcum os erac toN .erac ton dnA .erehw yna oot tat
 .siht tnaw t’nod I ,ereH .gniht yre ve (She gives the lip -

stick to some one in the au di ence.)
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