The First Gig

Int. Garrison’s Kitchen

(Mr. Garrison is sitting at the table reading the paper, Mrs. Garrison enters and drops a fruit basket on the table and pulls the paper away from him)

Mrs. Garrison: Thank you dear, (Jenny enters) Good morning Jenny!

Jenny: Is it good? Had’nt noticed, Can I have the front page please? (She pulls it out of her dad’s hands without waiting for a response, she sits down)thank you. Oh no, it say’s here that more Americans are saving money.

Mrs. Garrison: Everyone but you would consider that a good thing.

Jenny: Don’t you get it? If they save it they don’t spend it and if they don’t spend it they’re not going to go to college, which means college teachers like dad will be out of work, which means I’ll be homeless.

(Just as Mr. Garrison is laughing at the comics Dennis enters)

Dennis: Morning, Oh great comics! (He pulls the comics out of his dad’s hands)

Mr. Garrison: S’cuse me I was reading that.

Dennis: But dad I thought you wanted me to take an interest in reading… Oh well I guess I’ll just become a terrorist.

Mr. Garrison: Keep it! Besides I still have the classifieds, maybe I can find us some discount tickets to the grand canyon.

Everyone: Oh sure.

(Matt enters)

Matt: Hey come on, leave dad alone don’t knock his dreams.

Mr. Garrison: Thanks Matt, at least one of my offspring still believes in me.

Matt: Well, I also believe Dougie Houls was a real doctor. (He puts a box of cereal on the table)

Mr. Garrison: Go on mock me, but one of these days we are going to go to that great canyon.

Mrs. Garrison: Of course we are dear.

Mr. Garrison: Thank you.

Matt: Hey dad can I, ah, see that… (He pulls the classifieds out of his hands) I want to buy a new amp, I want one that will blow out the windows. 

(Mrs. Garrison looks at him in dismay)

(Mr. Garrison puts on his glasses and picks up the cereal box, he starts to read the side.)

Matt: Jenny lets get the band together and practice I’m working on a new song.

Dennis: (Standing up) Oh yeah I heard it; 

“Oh oh, Randy Jo”

(Matt stuffs a banana into Dennis’s mouth)

Matt: You need a little more fruit in you’re diet dennis.

Dennis: MMM!!!

Jenny: Sorry Matt I can’t practice today Cathy and I are going boot shopping on Mel Rose.

Matt: Oh come on, you can do that any time , if we practice we’ll get a real gig this summer I know it.

Jenny: (Shrugging her shoulders) Sorry

(Sly enters)

Sly: Good Morning Neighbours and let your day start right, because Sly’s in sight!

Everyone: Morning Sly.

(Mr. Garrison hands him the cereal box)

Sly: Hey Jenny what do you say you and

 I take romantic little joint up the coast and find a cosy spot in the sand for two.

Jenny: That sounds wonderful!

Sly: It does?

Jenny: Oh We spread out a little blanket, you put your arm around me, our lips move closer… and closer… and just as we’re about to kiss… YOU wake up and remember you’re a lonely disgusting slime ball, toodles!

(Jenny leaves)

Sly: Ahh! I love it when she talks rough. C’mon Matt lets go down to Sharkey’s, you know what they say; 

“The early bird gets the babe”

Matt: Alright, see you guys!

Mrs. Garrison: Bye Honey

(Matt and Sly leave, Mr. Garrison picks up the classifieds)

Mr. Garrison: Maybe, we can find Matt a New best friend in here. 

(He clinks his coffee mug with Mrs. Garrisons)

Int.Sharkey’s

(Matt and Sly enter)

Sly: Y’know the only thing standing between you and thousands of beautiful screaming groupies, is lack of good management.

Matt: For the ten millionth time sly; we don’t need a manager!

Sly: Of course you do, who put the e in bowie? 

A manager!

Who put the U in U2?

A manager!

Who put the n’ in Guns n’ Roses

A manager!

Matt: Who put the up in Shut up!

(Tony walks over)

Tony: Hey what’s up guys?

Matt: Hey what’s up I thought today was  your day off?

Tony: I need the extra cash, there’s a major defence in my dating budget.

Sly:
 Well I’m glad you’re here, we have to talk about  some vital band biz.

Tony: Yeah, hold that thought. (A girl walks by) Excuse me Vanessa , now I’m gonna have to place you under citizens arrest, because your looks… Are killer.

Vanessa: Oh, Tony you’re too much.

Tony: Oh, I love being me. So what’s up man?

Matt: He still wants to manage are band.

Tony: Man… Do the words not in this lifetime mean anything to you, Slyvester? 

Sly: The name’s Sly. Never… Ever… call me Slyvester!

Tony: You got it… Slyvester.

(Tiffany enters)

Matt: Tiffany! What are you doing inside the surf out there looked pretty gnarly.

Tiffany: It is… But every time I line up to catch a good wave suddenly there’s twenty guys around me. I don’t get it, it’s such a big ocean.

Tony: Your hot baby, maybe they like you.

Tiffany: That’s stupid! How could they like me they don’t even know me?

(Randi Jo enters)

Matt: Oh man, it’s Randi Jo, she is so beautiful.

Sly: And so rich.

Matt: I’d love to go out with her just once.

Tony: Well in that case let me give you some advice Matthew…

(Sharkey is standing right behind Tony)

Sharkey: No no lemme give you some advice there Mr.wicks, you wanna keep your job? Try doin’ your job.

Tony: Sharkey, Sharkey my man, c’mon I’m on my break, y’know the one you are required to give all employees by California law.

Sharkey: Oh, I’m all aquiver. In this place I am the law, now you got two minutes and ah, tuck in that shirt.

Tony: (sarcastic) Tuck in that shirt

Tiffany: Look Matt if you wanna go out with Randi Jo why don’t you just go over there and ask her?

Matt: I can’t I get all stupid, in my mind I’m saying “You’re so beautiful” but my mouth say’s 

“You’re so blah,blah,blah.”

Tony: Well, you better hope she’s a mind reader cause her she comes. Oh…

(He doe’s a drum roll with his fingers on the table)

(Randi Jo walks over)

Randi Jo: Hi you’re Matt Garrison right?

Matt: (Nervous) Yes um  blah.

Randi Jo: Okay… I’m Randi Jo Manning, I hear you have a band.

Sly: Yeah they’re the California Dreams.

Randi Jo: Can I hear you guys play some time?

Matt: Yeah, sure we practice every day.

Randi Jo: Great, Can I come by today?

Matt: Sure… Two O’clock at ahh… At ahh…

(Sly comes to the rescue, putting his hand in front of Matt’s mouth)

Sly: 128 Ocean Drive

Randi: Great, I’ll see you later.

Tony: Smooth Matt, very smooth, very smooth.

Int. Matt’s Garage

(Tony is practicing his drums, Matt walks over to the window and takes a look outside.)

Matt: Here she comes

Randi Jo:  Hello, Matt!

Matt: Hi, Randi Jo, what a surprise, (nervous) I mean I knew you were coming, I mean… How was your trip?

Tony: The dudes a poet.

Sly: Excuse me, here you go front row seat (he pulls out a chair a Randi Jo sits in it)

Randi Jo: Thank you

Sly: By the way we’re taking applications for groupies.

Jenny: Don’t worry if he touches you it comes off with sandpaper.

Matt: Alright lets do it, one two three four!

(They sing a short version of “In To The Tube”):

You know you can't stop

The tide from rising

Surf's up

and breaking outside

From the light of dawn

To midnight sun

We're gonna ride, ride, ride

Into the tube

(Can't stop

Surf's up

Catch a wave and ride, ride, ride)

Into the tube

(Can't stop

Surf's up

Catch a wave and ride, ride, ride)

Into the tube

Randi Jo: You guys are great, listen I’m having my sweet sixteen party at my parents yacht club this Friday, is there any way you guys can play?

Matt: You mean like a gig?

Randi Jo: Yeah.

Sly: they don’t play for less than $250

Matt: Sly no.

Randi Jo: $250? Okay great, I’ll call you later.

Matt: Bye… WE GOT A JOB! (Matt turns round and high fives everyone) 

Everyone: YEAH!

(Tony hugs sly and sly hugs Jenny)

Sly: Yes!

Jenny: No! (She starts brushing her self off)

Int. Matt’s Kitchen

(Mrs. Garrison is holding a stack of dishes; Jenny and Matt come running in)

Matt: MOM! MOM!

(Mrs. Garrison turns around too fast and drops the dishes, they smash as they hit the floor.)

Mrs. Garrison: You wanted me? 

Matt: You won’t believe this we’re playing a party.

Jenny: And they’re actually paying us $250.

Mrs. Garrison: That’s great it’ll pay for the dishes. Well when is it?

Matt: This Friday night!

(Mr garrison enters Matt and Jenny run over)

Matt: OH DAD! DAD!

Mr. Garrison: Wow, what a greeting!

Matt: Dad, we’ve got great news.

Mr. Garrison: Me too, now you’ve been kiddin’ me for a long time but I finally did it, there’s no backing out now I bought us tickets to the Grand Canyon and we fly out this Friday afternoon.

Everyone: FRIDAY? 

Mr. Garrison: Yep!

Int. Matt’s Garage

(Matt and Jenny are waiting inside, Tiffany, Sly and Tony enter)

Tiffany: I am totally stoked this is the most exiting news of my life.

Sly: You guys better practice till your fingers peel.

Tony: I can’t wait man, all those lovely ladies screaming… For me!

Matt: Guy’s sit down. We’ve got a very minor little problem with Randi Jo’s party. (He turns to Jenny)

Y’see how do I put this delicately?

Jenny: WE CAN’T PLAY, DAD BOUGHT TICKETS TO THE STUPID GRAND CANYON AND WE FLY OUT FRIDAY.

Everyone: WHAT? (they stand up)

Tiffany: You kiddin’?

Matt: Very Delicate (She shrugs her shoulders)

Tony: C’mon man tell him you got plans he’ll understand.

Jenny: No he won’t, he’s going to be really angry if we tell him we don’t want to go.

Matt: I guess there’s only one thing left for us to do.

Jenny: Yeah, get Mom to tell him.

Int. Matt’s Kitchen

(Everyone (except Mr. Garrison)is standing around Mrs. Garrison even Dennis)

Mrs. Garrison: Absolutely not! I’m not telling him.

Matt: Come on mom you know how important this is to us.

Everyone: Yeah

Mrs. Garrison: And you know how important the Grand Canyon is to your Father. I’m sorry, it’s your party, it’s your responsibility to tell him.

Matt: Yeah, I guess you’re right.

Mrs. Garrison: But when you do tell him, make sure he isn’t near any thing breakable.

Dennis: Hey Matt, can I have your guitar after Dad kills you? 

Jenny: Dad’s not going to kill any one.

Dennis: Face it, you guy’s are doomed, DOOMED!

(Matt points a finger at Dennis and he runs away from the table and out the door)

Dennis: DOOMED!

Tony: Come on guys we gotta think of somethin’ it is our first gig.

Tiffany: Well, Randi Jo like liked us a lot, maybe she would move her party to next week.

Jenny: That’s a great idea (she picks up the phone and points it at Matt) yoy have to call her right now.

Matt: Actually I’ll ask her tomorrow night we sort of have a date.

Sly: Matt I’m proud of you.

Int. Matt’s room (next day)

(Matt walks into his room followed by Jenny, Matt has a dazed look on his face)

Jenny: How was your date, she wouldn’t move the party right? I knew it was a waste of time.

(Dennis enters)

Dennis: How was your date? Did you kiss her? (he sits down on the bed)

Matt: Let me explain something to you: That is the door to my room, before you come into my room you’re supposed to knock on the door to my room!

Jenny: Matt you’re obsessing did she or didn’t she move the party.

Matt: Plus, it’s not polite to ask personal questions about someone’s love life.

(Matt’s mom knocks on the door and comes in)

Matt: See, Mom respects my privacy.

Mrs. Garrison: So how was your date?

Matt: MOM!

Mrs. Garrison: I mean did Randi Jo move the party?

Matt: I couldn’t ask her

Jenny: Why not?

Matt: She was too beautiful and the room was too nice and… (Dazed look again) She was too beautiful.

Jenny: There’s only one thing left for us to do; Friday morning we tell dad we caught the 24-hour mumps, we’ll say: (she pushes her cheeks together) You go ahead and we’ll catch up tomorrow.

Dennis: DOOMED!

(Matt points at Dennis and he runs over to his Mom. Mr. Garrison knocks on the door and enters.)

Mr. Garrison: You guys all exited about the (He pulls out a book entitled the Grand Canyon) Grand Canyon?

Jenny: That’s one way of putting it.

Mr. Garrison: Me too, oh check this out,(he sits down on Matt’s bed) I’ve arranged for us to ride to the bottom of the canyon… (He starts moving his head and shoulders up and down)On burrows.

Jenny: (Sarcastic) Burrows, How nice.

Mrs. Garrison: Honey, Matt and Jennifer have something to tell you. Good luck. Good Night.

Dennis: DAD!

Mrs. Garrison: (Grabbing Dennis) C’mon Dennis. 

(She drags him out of Matt’s room)

Mr. Garrison: Guys what was all that about?

Matt: Dad… Jenny really wanted to tell you.

Jenny: I did (fake) Oh, my head it’s swelling I must be getting the mumps. (She walks out of the room)

Mr. Garrison: What’s going on Matt?

Matt: Dad, right before you came home last night we got hired to play our first gig.

Mr. Garrison: That’s great! Why didn’t you tell me?

Matt: Well you were so jazzed about the Grand Canyon…

Mr. Garrison: Ahh, ya should’ve told me now we both have great news!

Matt: Not really… The gig’s this Friday night.

Mr. Garrison: How can it be this Friday you’re gonna be at the Grand Canyon? Oh…

Matt: Yeah Oh…

Mr. Garrison: I guess you and Jenny don’t want to go then. I understand, obviously it wasn’t a good time.

Matt: Really, you mean your not mad?

Mr. Garrison: No, I should have asked if you had plans. It’s my fault.

Matt: No, no it’s not it’s our fault, c’mon dad get mad… please!

Mr. Garrison: No it’s okay… I guess we just won’t go.

(He pats Matt on the shoulder and heads for the door)

Congratulations on the gig! 

Int. Sharkey’s

(The gang are sitting round a table arguing)

Sly: I can’t believe you guys aren’t playing at Randi Jo’s party.

Matt: I’m sorry guys I just can’t do it to dad. It was his dream to go to the grand canyon long before it was ours to be a band.

Jenny: I’ve never seen my father so bummed out before.

Tiffany: Boy your Dad is one lucky to have such thoughtful children.

Sly: Tiffany! You’re not helping.

Tony: I don’t believe this we have practiced together practically every day for the last two years and you guys are just gonna bail? Nah nah you can’t do that.

Matt: You think this was easy for us? What would you do if it was your Dad?

Tony: Are you kiddin’? I’d tell that big mean gig wrecking, move this family out of the Ghetto to have a better life popsicle head that I’m…(he sits down) going to the Grand Canyon.

Sly: If I could find away for you guys to take alater flight like after the show would you still play?

Matt + Jenny: Yes

Jenny: But the tickets are non-refundable.

Sly: Jenny, Matt, I’ve known you for twelve years; have I ever let you down?

(Matt and jenny look at each other sarcasticly)

Sly: Okay but I’ve never gotten you arrested.

Int. Sharkey’s

(The restaurant is all-empty except for Sly and a family of Indian tourists)

Sly: Okay Mr. Shabadad, lets exchange those tickets to the Grand Canyon.

Tourist 1: No, no, no, no I am most apologizing; 

no exchange tickets until we meet famous rock stars as you promised.

Sly: Well get your cameras ready because you and you’re family are about to meet the one… the only… 

Van Halen!

(Matt, Jenny, Tony and Tiffany walk in dressed as Van Halen, matt is wearing a wig and giving peace signs to an imaginary audience)   

Tourist 1: It is an honour to meet me Mr. Van Halen.

Matt: It’s a pleasure to meet you to sir.

Tourist 2: I saw you last week at the Gandhi stadium in Calcutta; even from the back row you were most awesome dude! (He high fives matt)

Tiffany: I can’t believe they’re actually buying this.

Jenny: We’re gonna get arrested and deported.

Tourist 1: Mr. Sly sir will you please do us that scream pleasure of snapping us in a picture with Mr. Van Halen.

Sly: Sure I’ll snap you a picture.

(They all bunch together and sly snaps a picture)

Matt: wait, I can’t go through with this, this whole things a lie (He pulls of the wig)

Tourist 2: Holy Moly, Van Halen wears a wig!

Tourist 1: (grabbing his camera) Quickly we must snap pictures and send them to the Inquirer.

Sly: Okay, it’s time to say sayonara, Mr. Van Halen has a concert to perform I’ll take those tickets, thank you very much (sly starts pushing the tourists out the door but the still fumble around trying to take pictures)

Int. Randi Jo’s Party

(The gang are just finishing playing “In To The Tube” and the audience start clapping)

Matt: Alright you guys are the best audience we’ve every played for we’re gonna take a quick five and we’ll be right back.

(The audience start clapping again)

Tony: Wow what a rush man

Tiffany: I know They were clapping for us, I got chills.

Jenny: Don’t jinx us we still have another song to play.

Randi jo: You guys are hot you made my party.

Matt: Hey thanks we’re having a blast.

Randi Jo: Oh, this is my friend Dawn, she’s having her sweet sixteen next month. Maybe she’ll want the California Dreams to play.

Dawn: Like I want it to be a bodacious shindig, it’s gonna be on the beach, like a surfin’ sweet sixteen.

Tony: I’ll take this one bro,(he walks off with Dawn) so sweet thing when’s this beach blanket, Frankie and Annette happnin’, happning?

Mr. Garrison: Hey! All right!

Matt: Lookin’ good Dad. (Mr. Garrison is dressed in full Safari gear)

Mrs. Garrison: You were wonderful.

Mr. Garrison: Hey I’m prouda you guys, I don’t know how you managed to change those tickets, but most kids wouldn’t have gone through the trouble.

Matt: Well most kids don’t have you for a father.

Everyone: OWWWWWWWWWWWWW!

(Matt and his Dad hug)

Jenny: How about one more song?

(The audience cheer)

Mrs. Garrison: I guess that’s you guys.

(They run up on stage and lift their instruments)

Matt: Okay this is going to be our last song, I wrote it special for tonight.

(He smiles at Randi Jo and she smiles back. They play the theme tune and there is a clip show which mainly involves them running around on the beach and sing against a silver back round.):

Surf dudes with attitudes


(Kinda groovy)

Laid back moods

Sky above, sand below


(Good vibrations)

Feelin' mellow

Don't wake me up

Don't wanna stop

CHORUS:


(Don't wake me up)

Don't wake me up if I'm dreaming


(California dreams)

Just let me lay here in the sun

Until my dream is done

CHORUS

Noise and confusion

Tough times in the neighborhood

Let me keep my illusion

These dreams are good

CHORUS
Matt: Alright Thanks a lot good night

(Another huge cheer from the audience)

Sly: You guys are great, I’m glad to be a part of it even if it is just as a friend.

Jenny: Sly we don’t want you as our friend.

Sly: What? Why not?

Matt: Because we want you as our friend and our manager.

Sly: Really? You mean it?

Tiffany: Yeah well we figured after all you did you kinda deserve it.

Everyone: Yeah!

Tony: Just don’t screw up Slyvester. 

Sly: You got it!

THE END

