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ACT I, SCENE 9
MOM: "Oh, hon -- Gotta go. Donna Reed's on. Love you!"
VAMP under CAROL: "Gonna tell you a little story. 
It goes something like this. You wan't me to be that 50's
wife, but momma that's not the way it is, you see."
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I come a round
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Spoken
So what if my hair isn’t styled
So what if my dress isn’t pressed 
If that blonde bitch were here right now 
I’d tell her You’re just a chicken head!

You can’t tell me how to do this, do that 
You can’t tell me his feelings are my fault 
You can’t tell mesex isn’t pleasin’ 
Or that blame is upon me when I see no rhyme or reason
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