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Bossy. My Dad ain’t my business? You tellin me
my Dad ain't my business? .

Jouw, I wouldn't try to tell you anything, Horvath,
You know it ali don’ you? I'd be crazy to try to tell
you anything wouldn’t 17 E :

Fraxk. What the hell kinda’ conversation is thi: to
be havin’, John?

Jon~y, A .. . 1 don’t want tg get into no con-
versation with that son of a bith, {Bonpy goes o'ter
Joux, a5 Fraxx Jnmps up to stop im, he knocks gper
the table and chairs, JOHN, moting Down-Stape.)

Yenh, star swinging! That's alj you know ismi it .

Horvath? Siarg swinging, Listen, T heard what wont
on between yon and Joarn and goddam, if T'd a kaewn
you were beatin' up on her | |

Bonsy. What the hell you tadkin’ about? T never |

Jonx, Don't lie to me you loud monily prick, (Bomy
again starts for Joux, Fuaxx and the Two Mexn ing -
vene.) Leb me {ell you something, Horvath . . | dive
your punches for the Ludies, Cause you eome xt e
« -« and Tl hand you more trouble than you™ve scen
it your [ife. .

FRAXK. (To.Jony.} Now goddammit, that's enongh.
There's nothin® Ini Westinehouse hepn tonight. Tt doat
look good, C'men lot's al] take it eaxy,

Jouy. I made vou o promise, ITorvath. You sbay
away from us . . . or clse, {(Joux and MEx start out
Up-Left) i

Boesy. Go to hell, (BoBpy moyes Down-Left. Jory
crosses Down-Stage.)

Jonx. (Swiles, shalking his head) Do me a faver,
big time race driver. Race your car into 2 cement well
somewhera, ,

FraNK. Okay John! . . . okay . .. Jesus' (Joux
and Two AMex erit Up-Left. FRaNK resets table and
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~ chairs, then sits in Up-Stape chair. Warthess clears

bar, puts stool Up-Stege end of bar.) C'mon sit down.
At least the air's clear. You know where you stand,
right? She don't want to see you, '
Bosey. He said I hit her, Frank . . . did 1?
Fravg. C’mon let's have another beer, okay?
Bopey. T did Frank, goddammit T did,
Frank. Il even go get it.

{Lights change. Traxk exils Up-Left with two chairs.
FOANN enters Up-Right with sewing basket shirt
and socks, sifs left of round tabls. WalTress
{CanoL) crosses to Lefl puts kitchen table under

den shelf with chair and exits Up-Left. Bommy

“erosses Right plvots bar wnit lo angled position
Left of Center. He cxits Up-Right for recing
jacket which is preset on motel bod Ofstage, He
then returns putting on jacket, and picks wp dufle

- bag from floor in Up-Right entrence.)

/ Bonpy. Be hack Sunday night, Late probably.
==Joaxn. Sunday?
Bouny, Yeah. .
=JoaxN. I thought you said it would be Saturday,
Bosny. (Cross (o Right-Center.) They rare over to
At Hope on Sunday afiernoens. 1 fizured as long as
I was halfway there, T might as well go over after
Zanesville . . . we can use the money.
weFoaxn. For the ear.
Booey. You gol something panred for Saturday?
—=Josny. 1 told Jan you might take her to the State
Park.
Bopey. Can’t you take her? ,
Joaxy. She needs to spend time with vou,
Besey. Well, I'll take her someplace next week.
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JoaN¥. Yeah.
Bosny, Well, T will,

Joaww. ¥ said aliright. (Bosay slams d '
on bar unit.) e bag down

Borpy. Godd.ammit! Whatta you want, rem me any.

_JOANN. And race. (Bopny cross above table to Stage-
Right )

Bonn*_r. Hey, listen! Racip’ is the only way thing;:
ever goin’ to change, You oughta know that,

Joanx, Right, Bobby.

Bomn'_. Allright then, what the hell? All of 1 suddey
¥ou're bitchin’ at me about it?

Joaxn, I'm not bitching at you alout, jt,

. Bo_np'r. No, I heard the wayY you said, "and race”
like it's , . . (Joaxw starts Of Dawn-Rz‘gkt.)

_ Joaxnn. Oh o on, get out. Go race your damn car,
Just . .. (Bosoy moves down grabs her arm, and spins
her to him.) '

Bonoy. Wait o minute, I'n talkin’ to you,

Joaxy. Let o of my arm, (She puils away from
him.)

Borny, What are you pissed off about?

Joax~, Forpet it) {(She crosses 1p tabie,)

Bomay. Now what the hell kinda answer is that?

Joaxx. Just forget it! {She takes sewing basket and
clothes and exits Up-Right.)

Boeay. Shit! (/e crosses Left picks up duffle bag
and moves _d’mcn Center.) Call voy tonight, (Joaxn
re-enters without baskel byt with clothes which she
puis on lable.)

JoANN. Wait & minute Bobby! We can*, keep doing
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this over and over. I do want to talk . . . but you
don’t listen,

Boury. You don’t want me to go?

Joaxy. No. You're my husband. T want you to be
here. I want you to be with us. I want something solid
for us all. Something solid and worthwhile.

Boeny. Like what?

Joaxx. I am saying that there is a growth to things,
You plant something and wait for . . . (Bopey moves
Up-Stage throws dufflc bag on floor and crosses to
Down Right.)

Bonsy. (Interrupting.) Builshit! .

Joaxx. (Trying to conlinue.) There's an order | .
you want cveryene to go racing around gambling on
some strange kind of quick fortunc? You think that
makes sensc?

Boony. For me,

Joaxx. For you, Everything for you. What about
everybody clse?

Bosby. T ain't everybody.

Joaxx. Well, I am.

Bonsy. What?

Joaxx, Jesus Christ, will you stop being so damn
selfish? ) ]

Bonpy. Selfish . . . You wanna come with me, is
that it? What o you want, Joann, what? (Cross above
table lo bar.) You want me to take a job at \‘}’cstmg—
house? You want that for me? Well that aint me.
Never was,

Joaxx. Who are you Bobby? You'll never find mit.
by racing. IVil change ev'ry weekend ev'ry race, Don't
you see that? :

Boppy. You know what . . . you're scared. You are
scated to move. Scared of anything different. You
didn’ used fo be that way but now something is scar-
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ing you. If you haq your way you'd pever move your
butt out of this house, (He erosses o Down-Right )

Joaxw. (Hit hard by this) That's not trye,

Bosey. The thing 1 don't understand s, where the
hell was all this hate for raein’ when we got married?

(Joanx sils Left of table,} What Were you penng da
<« » try and change me or something? I don’ chamge.

Joaxw. (Tired, suddenly.) That wag seven years
ago, Bohby. Alot of things were different then.

Bomny, You ean gay that agajn, -

:Io.azs.'.\'. You never really wanted me o share any-. -
thing with you anyhow, Mozt of the time when I7¢
ask about your ear or & Face, you just muiible bael
at me. When I did go out 1o the track, you act Il
I duln't belong to you. Like You were ashamed of me.
Were you Bobby? -

Bounv. I just asked vou to come along?

JoaxN, This is hefore.

Bonry. Fuck Defore! I'm talking abont now,

Joaxy, {Rises} And I'm talking about how You
made me feel, Yoy macle me feel out of plaee and -
adequale, You eut me out of vour life, Bubby. I have
flever turned my back on ¥ou. -

Bomnv. Ixeept in bed. ;

JoANN. What?

Bouny. You turn your back in bed, don'y you? You |
sure us hell turn vour back there, i -i

Joaxy, Whaet (Bobny cress above lable o U;;J-
Center.)

Borny. You're like that joke . . “You know low
to stop an Irish-Catholic from fuekin’? Ya marry
her.” That’s you, :

Joaxy, You bastard? Ob, vou bastard? (Joaxx exits
Dﬂu'n-Rig}:t.)

Boany-. {Crossing to Down-Rinh¢ ang yelling after
‘her.) It's the truih an'tii? , |, Hey, come haek lers
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- -« I'm asking you a question . . . It's the truth,
ain’t.it?

JoaxN. (Offstage yelling back.y No it's not the truil)!
It’s not all me, What about you? You ., .,

Bomny. No, oh no. I know about me. You were nover
the hottest thing comin' down the pike you know.
Christ, T never knew 3 woman got wet until . . .
{Realizing whai he 75 saying. He stops, and crosses to
Center. Joanx rushes back to below table))

_JoaxN. Until what? Goddam you until what? Until
You made it with one of those twitehy-nssed teeny
“boppers that hang around the track? :

Bobov. T said .-, . a woman. :

Joawx, (Goes crazy.) You son of n biteh . . . You

" son of a biteh , . | just get out of here . . . just et

the hell out of lherc.

Bowpy, Take it easy lady. Take it goddam sy,
you hear? Or someday Il go out that door for pood.
(She sinks into chair and sweeps clothes off labic) -

Joaxx. Then go! . .. Oh damnt Damn! Damn!
{Borny crosses up for duffle bag returns Down Stane,
hesitates, then puts dufle bag on counter.)

Bonny. Listen, Joann . . . Listen. {Ile grabs her
arm, she pulls away from him, rises and crosses to
Down Right )

Joaxy. No. No more. Just leave me alone get out.

Bornv. {As he grabs her egatn.) Wait . . . God-
dammit wait. (She pushes her hand into his face. Iis
reaction 1s tmmediate. e swings her around ns they
struggle, and when she is Up Stage, slaps her. She col-
lapses onto lable.)

Joaxx. (Crying.) Goddam you . . . you son of a

_ biteh . . | poddam vou.

" (Lights change. Wics enters Up-Left. BoBoy pivols bar
unit to angled position Right of Center, throws




