“LUN4. bocan tell you everything you need to kmow in five
minutes, Helps if you throw in some women’s lib stuff too, Tell
‘em you're real worried cause the ERA’s in trouble, i
RICKY. (Pause) Would you'say you've had a pretty good
ratio with this technique?

CLINT. It's dynamite.

RICKY. Talk some numbers. How many?
CLINT. My whole freshman year? Five, six.
RICKY. That means two. And a couple more yo
found out you were a freshman.

CLINT. Listen, college happens to be a fantg
You don’t even know what you're missing.
RICKY. I'm sure that’s true, Clint. But withJ8
pot one evening to operate here, not ty
mind that although my ofd man is n
fdat e through four years of summ
of my“#avels and in my own humb
twd points of practical interest, Ma
CLINT. (Sourly.) Be my guest,
RICKY. Point One: Surprise.
CLINT. Surprise.

RICKY. Key element. Thes
restaurant, correct?
CLINT. We're not? :
RICKY. No way. Picnic. Jonlight. I-so-la-tion.

CLINT, But we invited@Fm to a restaurant! What if they don’t
acoept going on a picnid

RICKY, You don't

p, till they
place to score!
i due respect, we've

wing several grand to
Famp, I bave, in the course
¥, stumbled across one or
baby.

o~

cks think we're all going out to a

icks 2 choice, idiot. You tell them.,

won’t go? g

ey'll go. If there's one thing chicks like

d, it’s eating. We bring along the food and
s in their direction,

CLINT. I don’td fow . . .

Jprow you've caught them off-guard and you're ready

@ : Beer. Plenty of it. We serve lots of extra-salty

and we make sure there’s nothing non-alcoholic to

for Point
fried seafq
. Vi me so far?
CLINT. Cot it.
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mDA. Where's my bracelet?
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.

that are a litde off-color. They pretend to be shocked, but actu-
ally they find it titillating, and | think that word says it all.
CLINT. Is this what you did all through high school? Develaped
this systern? ot
RICKY. Point Four: Divide and Conquer.
CLINT. Meaning?

RICKY. Meaning we caive the gargoyle away frc
prive her of the naturat zlly! One of us waves ad

Stick and you'll get an
CLINT. Great, then wgi
RICKY. A set on th

racal

y! (Pause.) There’s just cne little thing,

hat's that? .

autse.) Which ore of us is going to walk thé dog?

(Blac?;_gu L)

’ Scene Five, Saturday Evening.

|
q Jhe women's room. They are almost finished dressing to
go out. They wear pretty summer dresses, bigh beels,
jewelry, etc. Cheryl smokes, puts on makeup.

CHERYL. t haven’t seen it
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RONDA. 1 ler you wear it yesterday. You were the last to sec it

CHERYL. I gave it back.

RONDA. You did not.

CHERYL. Yes 1 did.

RONDA. When?

CHERYL. Last night, when we were unpacking.

RONDA. You better not have lost that bracelet,

CHERYL. Ronnie,

RONDA. If your have 1] murder you. Jerry Potis pave me that

bracelet. It’s very special.

CHERYL. It imust be 2round here somewhere,

RONDA,. I've looked everywhere. It's gone. _

CHERYL. Well, you must've put it in with your makeup and your

ather jewelry. Did you look in here? iy

RONDA. Of course I looked in there! P'm rezlly not a total mdion,

thantks a lot. _ _

CHERYL. (Looking in tiakeup bag.) Ronnie, why are you being

s0 hostile? T

RONDA. Pm not being hostile. T just want that bracelet you stole.

CHERYL. I you didn’t want to 80 out tonight you conld’ve just

said something.

RONDA. Oh sure. I could’ve said excuse me, but [ really think

both you guys are gotal creeps. They wouldn’t have even hezrd

meE—you were panting too loud for normal conversation,

CHERYL. T see. We should’ve stayed in our room 4onight and

watched the lightbulb burn out. A

RONDA. How in the world you could just stand there and pre-

tend you believed that crap about the movies—ir was enough to

turn my stomach!

CHERYL. Ronnie, it was fun! Didn't you think it was fun to Jet

those ewo kids think they could impress us into going out 1o

dinner?

+ RONDA. But we are gofng out to dinner!

CHERYL. So?

RONDA. So who’s so smart?

CHERYL. When he started talking about Paul Newman it was il

I could do to keep a straight face. And when he did that scream—?

(Imilates Ricky's expression and arm-flapping.) Could you just

die? (She laughs.)

RONDA. Great logic, He can throw 2 spastic fit on a public
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beach, so ke must be a good date. What does he have to do to be
the father of your children—dribble dewn the side of his chin?
CHERYL. [ think you're getting a Little carried away here, It's just
a dinrier date.

RONDA. Terrific. And who do I get, the bodypuard?

CHERYL. | think he’s cute tao. :

RONDA. Great. Remind me to go down on him under the table,
CHERYL. T don’t know how you can be so cynical. Don’t you
evér-just want to have a good time? . :

RONDA., A quickie on Cape Cod with 2 eouple of jerky strangers
is not my idea of a good time, )

CHERYL. Who said anything about a quickie?

RONDA. Oh don't tell me the thought hadn’t occurred to you,
CHERYL. Ron, they’re kids!

RONDA. Don’t tell me it hasn’t occurred to them,

CHERYL. Of course it has, It's the only thought their little heads
are capable of holding at one time. That's the fun part.

RONDA. Fun part? .

CHERYL. Leading them by the nose.

RONDA. Or whatever else is straight and sticks ont,

CHERYL. Sure! S

RONDA. Yew're not back in junior high, even if you act like it.
CHERYL. And you're not the principal, even thotgh vou talk like
him.

RONDA. You make me sound fike soine kind of prude.
CHERYL. You are.

RONDA. Pve slept with men!

CHERYL.. Two.

RONDA. Three!

CHERYL. Well, Two and 2 half.

RONDA. (Angrily.) You leave Jerry Potts out of this! He's
suffered enough.

CHERYL. [ didn’t say anything,

RONDA. Anyway it doesn't matter who Pye slept with. It's not
something you keep a scorecard in! .

CHERYL.. Of course not.

RONDA. Even though you think it is.

CHERYL. I do not!

RONDA. I don't know how you could do this to David. You're
practically engaged to him,
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CHERYL. Oh-Ho! Now it's David.

RONDA. I think this is just 2 crude attempt to score peints on
him in some kind of dumb game you've made up. I’d ask myself
what [ was afeer if T was vou.

CHERYL. David wants me to feel middleaged. David wants me to
be the mother of three in a ranch wagon on my way to the PTA!
Well forget that.

RONDA. Try your real age.

‘CHERYL. Oh, okay, what's that? How are you supposed to act
when youw're 257 You tell me, you're the expert—does it mean
you're still allowed to have fur, but not quite as much? Or you
can have it, but you can't et it show? '
RONDA. Being a kid and acting imsitature are not the same thing.
CHERYL. (Pause.) You know what you are, Ron? You're 2 con-
scientious objector. When the trumpets sounded for the sexgal
revolution, I think you just charged in the opposite direction,
RONDA. Maybe I just refused to be drafted!

CHERYL. Well you can relax now, the revolution’s over, This is
just 2 mopping-up operation. _

RONDA. (Very upset.) I hate it! 1 hate being s free that I’m
compelled to do something I never asked for the fréedom to do in
the firse place! I never asked for it, so thanks  lot! And something
that somebody 35 pretty as you could've afways done anyway.
Well where does that leave me if T don’t want to? Where does that
leave me

CHERYL. (Pause.} You really are getting very worked up over a
crummy little seafood dinner. A couple shrimp and a lousy clam
roll? (She laughs,)

RONDA. Where's my bracelet?

CHERYL. Ron, talk to me,

RONDA. I I'm going to have zits a]l over my face from seafood,
I can at least wear something shiny. Maybe il distract them.
CHERYL. Your're really'mad at me, aren’t you?

RONDA. (Pause.) 1 thought 1 came to the beach to be with you.
I thought you wanted to get away from guys for one weekend, and
we'd talk. Maybe get some sun, and talk things out. (Pause.} This
isn't fair, Cheryl,

CHERYL. I'm sorry, Ron. (Pause.} | guess [ got 2 little carried

away here, (Pause.) Listen. We'll have a couple drinks, we’ll eat,

we'll say goodnight and come home together. Alone. Olay?
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RCONDA. Do you mean it?
CHERYL. Yes.
RONDA. But do vou really mesn it? -

'CHERYL. 1 promise,

RONDA. (Pause.) Okay. _
CHERYL. Olay. (Ronda runs to Cheryl, bugs ber impulsively.
The doarbell rings.)

RONDA. Oh God it's them. The epileptic and his_k
Cher, what am I going to do? —
CHERYL. Get the door. e

T

L o answer the door. Cheryl
- —Ronda relurns with Clint and Ricky, who
Jear——jeans, shirts, windbreakers, Ricky carries g large

T et
L— el

Picnic basket and a blanket. Clint struggles with the cooler, now

very beavy. The men are tensely cheerful, open warfare is just
below the surface.) ’

- “RICKY. Hey hey hey!

CLINT. Whattya say?

RONDA. Go a-way,

RICKY. Pardon? '

RONDA. Did | say something?

CHERYL. What's all this?

RICKY. This—is dinner.

CLINT. And this is liquid refreshment. Whew! Long way from the

parking lot. (He drops the cooler on a bed.)

RICKY, We had to drive all the way into town to get this stuff.

Cost us an arm and a leg.

CLINT. Guy wouldn't even let us rent the basket.

RICKY. Had to flat out buy the damned thing.

CLINT. No problem, though. s -

RICKY. No problem. Care for 2 starter> (Offers & beer to

Cheryl) -

CHERYL. Wait a minute! What happened to dinner out? | thought

there was this great place you guys knew.

CLINT. Uh, that place was closed.

RONDA. Closed?

CLINT. Yeah, health inspection. Lost their license,

RICKY. What he means is, we thought it would be a lot more fun,

since none of us gets to the beach that often, and since it's such a

nice: night, maybe you guys—I'm sorry—maybe vou ladies—
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