Personality Flop


By Angel





(OK, I know when you really start reading this your gonna think "now hold on a minute! Their personalities are messed up!!" but dont worry, it's all part of the story. So dont freak out or anything. And if you don't notice right away, get ready, because it will be painfully obvious when they play.)








Davy Jones lay in a heap in his bed, slowly beggining to awaken. His eye's fluttered open, then snapped shut at the blinding sunlight that filled the room. He moaned and turned over in his bed, pulling the sheet's over his head. "Daaaavvyyyyyyyy!?" Came the annoying call from downstair's. Davy did not reply, only moaned again and shifted. Heavy, running footstep's could be heard as someone came barelling up the stair's. Peter slid on his cotten sock's into veiw in front of the door, grinning happily. His black boxers could be seen through his open robe. "Come on, Dave. Breakfast's ready!" Davy uncovered himself and smiled from ear to ear. "Pancakes?" He asked, his English accent visably clear. "Even better, Micky made French Toast!" Peter said, the rediculas excitement crawling into his voice. "YIPPEE!!" Davy cried, leaping out of bed wearing yellow pajama pant's and shirt. Peter was already barreling back down the stair's when Davy came sliding down the banester. "Bout time you got up, Davy, your breakfast was gettin' cold." Micky said, setting a third plate of French Toast on the table as Davy and Peter sat down and began to dig in. "Oh, and keep it down. Mike's still asleep." Peter's face brightened at this new's, and Davy noticed. "Not for long." Davy mumbled through a mouthful of food. Micky looked over at Peter. "Don't you dare-" He was cut off when Peter suddenly yelled at the top of his lung's: "MICHAEL!!!!" A scream was heard from upstair's and Mike came rushing down the stair's in a huge nightshirt and little green hat. "What! What's'e'matter!?" He asked. "Nothin', breakfast is ready." Peter smiled, then he stuffed another forkfull into his mouth. "Geez, is that all. I was havin' the best dream." Mike said, sitting down in front of the fourth plate of french toast. "What about?" Micky asked before taking a drink of his milk. "It was wonderful, see, there were these girl's down at the beach, and I was playin' tag with you guy's. Well, one of 'em comes up to me and say's, "Hey, I'm Samantha, what's your name?" And I fell instantly in love! She was the most beautiful creature I'd ever seen." Mike began to ramble a bit at the end as his mind wondered off. "Oh yeah? That's whot ye'said about Kelly." Davy said, grinning a bit. "And Rhonda." Micky threw in. "Not to mention Nicole, Kathy, and Teresa." Peter said, almost lauphing. Mike snapped back to reality and frowned. "This is different, she was-" "Yeah, we know. The most beautiful girl you'd ever seen. Prettier than the rest of 'em." Peter said, mocking. Mike just scowled and shoved a large peace of french toast into his mouth. Micky put a hand over his mouth to surpress the lauphter.





 Later on that day, Peter came down the spiral stair's, fully dressed, just as the phone rang. He was about to answer it when there was a knock at the door. Peter hesitated, then he headed tword the door. "Micky, can you get the phone?" No answer. Peter stopped before he opened the door. "Mike?" No answer again. But Peter didn't need one when he noticed Davy comming in through the sliding door. "I'll get it." He said, picking up the phone. "Ello?" Peter smiled and opened the door. He emmediately wished he had answered the phone instead when he saw Mr. Babbitt standing in the doorway. "You're a month late with the rent!" He growled before Peter even had a chance to say hello. "Get it or get out!"  "No sweat, Mr. B, We'll 'ave it by tomorrow." Davy called over his shoulder as he hung up the phone. "Oh, is that so." Babbitt said smugly, crossing his arm's across his chest in disbelieve. "Yep." Davy said, strolling over to the door. "We just got a new gig." "Hm, well, I guess I can wait one more night then. Ya done ok this time, Jones." Babbitt said, a very small grin comming to his face. "Thank you!" Davy said, smiling from ear to ear. 


After Babbitt left, Peter turned to Davy. "Who was on the phone?" He asked. "Mr. Easten want's us t'play at 'is daughter's birthday party." Davy explained. "Who's Mr. Easton?" Peter asked. Davy looked blankly at him. "I don't know." He said finally. Peter shrugged. "We'd better tell the other's." "Yeah, that'd be a good thing ta'do." Davy said. "Theh outside." He continued, heading tword the sliding door. Peter followed him outside. Davy was just a tad slow, he thought. 





That night, Micky pulled the Monkeemobile up to a bid beach house at the end of the town. They weren't sure what to expect as they headed tword the door, equipment in hand. "What kind of party did you say this was?" Micky asked, ringing the doorbell. "A birthday party." Peter answered. "Oh, it'll be such fun! Games, cake, goodie-bag's!" Davy said with a wide grin. "Great, we're being highered to play for some kid's birthday." Mike said to himself mostly. He sucked the word's back in when a young women in her late teen's open the door and smiled. "Hi, we're the Minkees." Micky said. "Is this the right house?" "Yes, my father hired you didn't he? Paul Easten?" She asked. Micky nodded. "Come on in, the party's going to be down in the basement. We cleared it all out so there would be plenty of room." She explained as they entered into the large living room, then she paused. She looked down at her watch. "You're here awfully early. It's only 4 o-clock." She said. "Isn't that when we were supposed to be here?" Mike asked. "No, the party doesn't start untill six." Micky glared at Davy. "You said four." He said. Davy shrugged. "Sorry, I could've sworn he said fou'h." The girl smiled at Davy. "That's ok, it'll leave you plenty of time to set up. And it'll give me someone to talk to while I finish decorating." She said. Davy noticed that there was something funny about her voice, as if the funny sound was being forced. "Well, we betteh get a move on." She said, a sudden look of emberresment crossing her face as she turned and opened a door that shown a flight of stair's leading down. She held the door open as Micky, Mike, and Peter carried their equipment down the stair's into the brightly lit basement. Mike had stopped to fully introduce himself to her, before being called by Micky to hurry up. Davy passed the girl and headed into the basement. He noticed that she had been looking at him strangly, as if there where something weird about him. He pushed the thought out of his head as he began to help the other's set up at the end of the large room. 





During the time that the Monkees got set up and practiced, they learned that the girl's name was Jeanie, and that she was turning nineteen. As they talked, Davy realy started to notice the strange sound in her voice. When she had left for a moment, he mentioned it to Micky. He said that he hadn't noticed. While Jeanie was gone, her father came down into the basement to greet them. "Well, well, you boy's shuh look like ya know what yuh doin'." His English accent was astonishing! Davy was surprised none the less. "What kind uf music do yuh play?" He asked. "Rock and roll." Micky said, lightly tapping out a soft tune on the simbles. "Well, if the's anything ya'need, just gimme a call." Easten said as he headed back up the stair's. "Theh! Did ya hear it!" Davy said after he was out of ear shot. "Hear what?" Mike asked Davy suspiciously as he strummed his guitar. "His accent! It's just like mine!" "So?" Peter said. "So that mean's their English like me!" Davy said. The other's looked at each other. "Again, so?" Peter said. "So what?" Four head's turned to see Jeanie coming down into the basement with a large bowl of popcorn. "Oh! Um....nothing, we were just talking about...uh.....what song's we're gonna sing." Davy said. "Did you make any final discision's?" She asked. "Um, well......We thought since it's your birthday, you should decide." Micky smiled. "Oh, well I don't know what song's you know, so I guess it doesn't really matter to me." She said. "Any kind of rock and roll is good enough for me." Micky smiled at that. "Now that's the kind of attitude everyone should have!" He said. "And that we can do." Mike added. 





By seven o-clock, the party was in full swing! Everyone was enjoying themselves tremendiously. It wasn't untill seven thirty that the Minkees started playing the real music. Micky tapped the mic and it made a very high pitched sound for just one minute, getting everyone's attention. "Hello everybody, we're the Minkees. And, uh, first off we're gonna play "I'll be back apon my feet", Just to get everyone in the mood. (covering mic) OK, guy's, let's make'er look good." Micky started off the song with the first guitar solo on his 12-string, then was joined by Peter at the drum's, Davy at the keyboard, and Mike with the tamborine and maraca's(If you can't tell who's who by now, then you're really lost!). Everybody started dancing, fully enjoying the music. After playing a few other song's, Jeanie put the record player on and let them take a brake. 





Davy was just coming out of the up stair's bathroom when he bumped into Jeanie, who droppen a small pile of birthday card's on the floor. Davy jumped back, startled. "Oh! Gosh, I'm sorry. I didn't know you we'theh." Davy apolegized, squatting down to pick up her card's. "That's alright, I should have been watchin' wheh I wos goin'." That look of emberasement crossed her face again. Davy struggled to get all the card's into his left hand as he picked them up with his right, contunially dropping them in the proccess. But he cought the accent she was trying to hide emmediately. He stoud up straight to hand her the card's he had gotten, then squatted to get the rest. "No, really. It's my folt." He said, handing her the rest. She looked at him strangely for a moment, then mumbled a thankyou and walked past him, tword her room. He stoud and watched her go. Had he done? Did he do something to upset her. He wanted to shoot himself at the thought that he might have. 'Maybe I should talk to her?' He thought. No way! He'd make a fool of himself. He didn't know how to act with women, that sort of thing only came natural to people like Mike. But then again, he really wanted to know if he'd done something wrong, so that he could fix it. Davy gathered up his wit's and courage and walked over to the door of the room Jeanie had entered. He inhaled deeply and raised his fist to knock, then he paused. He exhaled, sighing as he lowered his fist and truged  away from the door. 'What's wrong with me?' He thought. 'Why can't I just talk to girl's, it can't be all that hard.' He decided to get a glass of water before going back downstair's. Paul Easten was sitting in a lounge chair in the living room reading when Davy approached him and asked if he could get a glass of water from the kitchen sink, and Easten said he could. Davy turned and started walking, then paused again. He slowly turned and flushed slightly as he asked whare the kitchen was. Easten smiled and told him. 


As Davy entered the kitchen, he looked around absent mindedly for a glass. Finding one, he filled it with water and touk a quick drink. After that, he walked out of the kitchen and headed tword the basement door. Before opening it, he thought for a moment. 'One more try'. He thought. 'I'll give it one more try'. He went back to her room and paused for a moment before knocking on the door. No answere. At first, Davy was thanking God, but then he knocked again, not knowing why. Again there was no answere. Davy turned at the sound of someone in the bathroom. He walked over to the bathroom door and listened. He could hear someone hurling inside. 'Jeanie?' He though. He knocked on the door and heard a small gasp. "Who is it?" It was Jeanie. "Uh, i-it's Davy. A'you ok?" He asked through the door. "Yeah, I'm fine." She said. Davy hesitated. "Well, you'a not sick a'you?" He asked. "Um...no. No, I'm a'right. Thank y'Davy." She replied. He heard noises inside the bathroom and the door opened. Jeanie stepped out, straightening her dress. Her eye's were hot and red rimmed. "We'd bettah get back to the party." She said, turning to go. 'This is your last chance, stupid! Say something!' Davy thought. "Uh, Jeanie?" She turned to him. "Yeah?" "Well, um....I was wondering.......Are you English?" Davy asked. 'Yes!' He thought. 'I did it!' Jeanie looked away, bitting her lower lip. 'Now you've really done it'. "Y-yes." She mumbled. "Um, I kinda noticed since you talked kinda funny". Davy realized what he had just said. Jeanie looked at him, ready to cry. "How da'you!" She said, anger flushing in her face. "As if you'a voice sound's any different!" And with that she ran to her room, slamming the door and locking it! Davy stared at the place whare she had stood. "You stupid idiot!" He said outloud to himself. "Now look whot you've done!" "What happened?" Davy looked up startled and saw Peter standing there in the hallway. He looked at Davy with question in his eye's. "Do you know whare Jeanie is, everyone's askin' for'er." Davy wasn't sure how to respond to that. "Well..." He started. "She was he'ah.....I was talking to'eh.....then I said something on accident and she ran into e'room." Peter looked confused eye's at Davy. "What did you say?" Davy hesitated, but then ended up telling him the whole story in one huge rush, from the point whare he bumped into her to the point when Peter came. By now, Davy was depressed and looked as though he were on the verge of tear's. "Oh Petah, why is it that Mike can talk t'girl's oll the time and not think anething of it, but I con't even talk to one girl without saying something stupid like the dummy that I am!" A tear rolled down his cheak. "Why dose it some so naturally t'Mike! Why is it so easy fo'im!" "Peter?" Peter and Davy turned as Mike walked over. Seeing Davy he looked at Peter and asked. "Hey, what's goin' on? Whare's Jeanie?" Davy emmediately started drawing his own conclusion's on why Mike was looking for Jeanie, and pushed past him, almost running, out the front door. Mike looked taken aback. "What's wrong with Davy?" He asked. Peter knew exactly what was wrong, but wasn't about to say. "Uh...I'm not sure." He lied, turning to go back down into the basement. Mike followed him, puzzled. 





Davy sat on the front porch of the house, crying softly to himself. He didn't mean to feel bitter tword Mike, it was just so frustrating. Why couldn't he just say the right thing for once? There had been a few girl's he had like before, but by the time he said something he felt slightly proud of, he found out that she had already started dating Mike. After that, Davy had been nervouse around any other girl that he liked who seemed to like Mike in any way. It was all so frustrating to him. Many time's, he had even blamed it on his accent, but that didn't last long. Davy liked his accent, and he knew that that wasn't any reason to not like somebody. It just depended on what he said. All he wanted was to hear one girl tell him that he was smart, or that he had said the right thing. Was that so much to ask? "Well, is it!?" He said to the star's over head. "Is it what?" Davy jumped at the sound as Micky sat down next to him on the step's. "Oh, nothin'". He mumbled. Micky put an arm around his shoulder. "Come on, y'know you can alway's talk to me, shotgun." He said. Davy smiled slightly, whiping away the tear's with the back of his hand. "Are you upset bacause of yer hight? 'Cause y'know we already had this talk--" "No, it's not that." Davy said, cutting him off. "Well then, what is it?" Micky asked. His voice sounded slightly persistant, but he didn't want to force Davy into telling him before he was ready. "Well, I tried to talk to Jeanie about how I thought maybe she was English." Davy said. "And?" Micky asked. "And I guess I said something I shouldn't have." Davy finished, looking down, ashamed. That was enough for micky, he didn't expect a whole lot of detail's. After all, this is Davy we're talking about here. "Maybe you should go tell her ya didn't mean to." Micky sugested. "I don't know if I can face her now." Davy said, looking up into the star's again. "Well, I think you'll regret it if ya don't." Micky said, standing. "Whatever ya do is up to you, shotgun. And if I were you, I'd think how lucky I was that I had something so groovy in common with a girl like that." And with that, Micky went back into the house. Davy thought about what he said.





Later on, they had continued playing in the basement. Jeanie had come back down. Some people had asked her if she had been crying, and she told them that she had absent mindedly gotten soap in her eye's while washing her hand's in the bathroom. Davy knew the truth, but everytime she cought his eye's, she turned away, involving herself in danceing or in a conversation. Davy tried to consontrate on the music, so as not to fall out of beat. The last thing he needed to do was embarres himself or his friend's by screwing up. It had worked for a while, and Davy actually started to forget about Jeanie as he consontrated on the music. But deep in the back of his mind, he was still mentaly kicking himself. 





The party had ended pretty late, and there were only a few people left when Jeanie started to clean up. Micky, Mike, Peter, and Davy got to work gethering up theire stuff. Davy still wasn't sure what to do, he didn't want to just leave the situation hanging like this. Suddenly, he was jerked from his thought's when Micky nudged him and gestured tword Jeanie, who was on her way upstair's with the empty popcorn bowl. Davy touk the hint and headed off tword the stair's right after the basement door was closed. He headed up the stair's, leaving the basement. "Whare'd Davy go?" Mike asked. "Bathroom." Micky answered a little too easily, snapping the latches on his 12-string case. Mike eye's him suspiciously before shrugging it off and turning his attention back to his work. 





Davy stoud by the kitchen door, listening to make sure she was in there. 'Ok, buddy. This is it.' He braced himself, trying to hold in the fear, and walked casually into the kitchen. Jeanie glanced up briefly, seeing who it was --someone she didn't want to see at the moment-- she turned back to washing out the large popcorn bowl. Davy tried to think of an excuse for coming into the kitchen, which he mentally kicked himself for not doing earlier. A glass of water seemed like a good idea, but Jeanie was standing right in front of the sink whare he had left the glass he had used last time. 'Now what?' He thought. Jeanie turned to him then, looking right at him, and he realized that he'd been standing thare for an erritatingly long time. He noted that she had already dried the bowl and put it away above the refrigerator. "Is there something you want?" She asked, a small hint of agitation edging into her voice. "Uh....Yeah, I...um....I wanted to a-apol....ap-pole-" "Apolegize?" She interrupted. He grinned sheepishly. "Yeah." "Don't mention it." She said in a forgiving tone. Davy frowned in confusion. "But I already did." He said, not quite catching her forgivness. She smiled a little at that. "I meant it's alright, I forgive you. I guess I shouldn't've bah'ked at you the way I'did." She said, her accent beggining to show again. "That's ok, you had every right to." Davy said, feeling just a little more confident. "But y'know, you really shouldn't hide the fact that you'ah English. You should be proud uv'it. It make's you stand out!" He said. 'Yes! I said something right without screwing up!' Jeanie leaned against the counter, looking down in shame. "That's why I hate it so much, it make's me stand out, like I'm different from everybody else, here. I wish my fatheh had just chosen to stay in England, whare I could be normal." Jeanie said, one simple tear threatening to slide down the side of her face. Davy slowly and cautiosly slid next to her, leaning against the counter. "But Jeanie.....You shouldn't be ashamed uv'it. I mean, I'm English, I came to America, and look'it how well I tuhned out!" He waved his arm in a 'look at me' gesture saying the last sentance, and Jeanie lauphed slightly. 'He's got a point'. She thought. "Well......I guess so...." She said, hesitently. "You guess so?" Davy asked/mocked, tilting his head to look at her. "You've got something very special, you should use it to the fullest. An accent and an'English backround can be pretty groovy when you'ah tryin'ta impress sum'one." He said, smiling. She lauphed a little again. By now, Davy was feeling very confident that he wouldn't screw up again. "Wot about you?" She asked then, turning to him. He looked at her with puzzled eye's. "Wot about me?" He asked. "Do you get alot'uv attention from th'ladies with that accent uf you'ah's?" She asked, grinning at him. Davy thought about that for a moment. If he had gotten any attention from it, he hadn't noticed before. "Well, not that I know uv, but Petah told me once that he noticed this one girl gazin' at me while I sang during one uv ou'ah gig's." He said, Then his eye's went dreadfully wide when he felt Jeanie lightly kiss his cheek! At first, he was frozen in his position. '.................' Davy's mind was a complete blank. Slowly, he turned his head to look at her, and she was smiling. "I'll be numbah two if y'd like." She whispered. "N-numbah....two? Numbah two what?" He apparently hadn't caught it right away. Then, very slowly, the pieces fell into place and he smiled. "I think I'd like that." He said. Jeanie smiled and leaned tword him, kissing his lip's with great feeling. Davy's eye's went wide again, especially when he returned it! She wrapped her arm's around his waste and he pulled her closer to him.....





"DAVY!! Getcher rear end outta that bed before I come up there and give you a little PUSH!!" Mike bellowed from the bottom of the spiral stair's. Davy opened his eye's slightly as memory flooded back. 'I don't want to get up'. He decided emmediately as he burrowed deeper into the blanket's. After a moment, he heard a set of very familiar footstep's coming up the stair's and into the room. Davy gasped and curled his body up with a start at the chilly breeze as his blanket's where pulled completely off the bed, revealing that all he was wearing were his bright yellow boxer's. He kept his eye's tightly shut. "Get up." Mike said as he dropped the blanket's on the floor and strode out of the room. "All your's." Davy heard him say at the bottom of the stair's. He cursed and pulled his pillow over his head, knowing what would be coming next. As soon as he heard Mike say the two word's, he heard a loud, exited pair of footstep's leaping up the stair's, two at a time. Then he felt the spring's at the end of the bed sink with a *BOOM* and he was thrown almost three feet into the air. Falling onto the floor, he heard Micky burst into histarical laughter. Davy hurled the pillow in the direction of Micky's voice, hitting him in the face and knocking him off the other side of the bed. Micky was still choking with laughter as he got to his feet and ran from the room, with Davy at his heel's, wapping him with another pillow. Davy stopped at the door and watched as Micky leapt down the stair's, still laughing. He went back into the room, shutting and locking the door behind him. "What a dream." He said, opening up the closet and digging through it for something to wear. Pulling out a simple red t-shirt, he shook his head. "My actin' like Petah, that's rediculas." He said to himself as he pulled a pair of navy blue jean's from the closet. "And whah in the world did I think up that Jeanie person." He said, slipping out of the boxer's and into the jean's and t-shirt. Then he paused for a moment. Whare had he thought her up? When he thought about her, it seemed as though he had seen her before. "Oh well," He said, opening the door and walking out. "No poi'in ge'in all worked up over someone who isn't real." He said as he made his way down the stair's. Though he had to admit, it was a pretty interresting dream. He bein' like Peter, Micky taken on the leader bit, Peter with Micky's antic's and jokin around, and Mike......Davy paused at that thought, how could he think up Mike with HIS personalities!? Davy simply laughed at the thought. 


It was only a dream, after all.








The End
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