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Early evening. Lights up on a shorn, dusty and overtrod campsite. A pickup truck, tailgate facing downstage, is parked near two dome tents, a wooden picnic table and an unlit fire ring. A number of folding camping chairs sit near the fire ring and three or four coolers rest in the shade of a spindly tree.


JASON COBBS, dressed in jeans, tennis shoes and a T-shirt, enters. His right leg is on fire as he runs toward a plastic cooler.


JASON. Ahhhghhh!


Tripping over the cooler, JASON falls hard into the dirt. Entering quickly, BILL RONFELDT, wearing khaki shorts, a button-up long-sleeve shirt and tennis shoes, runs to his tent, opens the flap and grabs a small fire extinguisher. Rushing to JASON, BILL sprays the extinguisher on JASON’s leg.


A pause. JASON laughs.


BILL. Your leg caught fire.


JASON (laughing). You don’t think I realised?


BILL. Sure –


JASON. There was no goddamn need to spray me –


BILL. But your leg was on fire?


JASON. I was gonna dump water on it –


BILL. Still, but –


JASON. I was headed to putting it out!


BILL. You woulda got burnt –


JASON. I was hardly on fire! Jesus! I fucking cooler-jump that shit every year anyhow!


BILL. First year you ever caught fire, though. Gettin’ a bit slow on the take.


JASON. No I ain’t.


JASON checks over his pant leg. In the distance, a voice yells, ‘Redbuuuuuuud!’


Just singed the pant leg. (Beat.) Redbuuuuuuud!


BILL. You gotta be careful, pants like those can go up like that. (Snaps finger.)


JASON. No they can’t.


BILL. You never seen anybody’s pants go up before and I have like a million times.


SHANE CUPPLES enters. He wears green cargo shorts, a button-up short-sleeved shirt and sandals. He sips a can of beer.


SHANE. Redbuuuuuuud!


JASON. Redbuuuuuuud!


SHANE. Your leg was on fire!


JASON. Oh damn, you know it!


SHANE. Shit! That’s a fucking first!


JASON. I know, can you believe it? I was up in the air and then – smash, there I was right in the flames!


SHANE. If you weren’t so fat you’d have cleared it –


JASON. Fuck off, I ain’t fat –


SHANE. Damn Fireman Pete anyhow got you all fixed real quick. Fireman Pete sure is a good fire putter-outer.


JASON. Yeah – somebody should award Fireman Pete a big old Fireman Pete medal for saving the fuck out of my pants.


BILL. Jason’s pants were on fire.


SHANE. And you put out the fire in his pants. You’re a goddamn American hero.


A pause.


BILL. You guys seen Jana?


SHANE. What?


BILL. Jana –


SHANE. Seriously?


BILL. Seriously what?


JASON. That girl ditch you already?


SHANE. Probably ditched you right after you went to run and save Jason’s goddamn pants.


JASON. Like every other girl you ever bring out here who ditches you.


BILL. I never got ditched out here before, that doesn’t even make any sense.


SHANE. Makes more sense than you.


BILL. What?


SHANE. I said it makes more sense than you.


A beat. BILL tosses the extinguisher back into the tent and exits.


A pause.


JASON. You want a new beer?


SHANE. You know it.


JASON crosses to one of the coolers and removes two cans of beer. Crossing back, he hands a can to SHANE.


You were in that fucking fire.


JASON. Sure enough. (Pause.) Gonna be a hot one tonight I think.


SHANE. Always a hot one.


JASON. Not if it rains like it did those three other times like four years ago and nine years ago and fifteen years ago.


SHANE. It ain’t gonna rain.


JASON. I’m sayin’ it wouldn’t be hot if it rained because of the rain. Anyhow, humidity is the problem, not the heat.


SHANE. ‘It’s not the heat – ’


JASON. ‘It’s the humidity.’


SHANE. Don’t matter to me whichever one, can’t change the weather.


JASON. Yeah, just glad to be away from it all.


SHANE. What all you got to be away from?


JASON. You know, the pressures.


SHANE. What the fuck pressures you have?


JASON. Just ’cause I’m laid off don’t mean things ain’t pressured. Plus like your job is all that anyhow.


SHANE. It’s something, which is more than you got.


JASON. Fucking secretary ain’t much of something –


SHANE. I ain’t a fucking secretary.


JASON. It’s just Red Bud makes the pressure better, okay? It’s the excitement.


SHANE. The Red Bud excitement?


JASON. It’s always a fucking good time so yeah, excitement.


SHANE. Let me know if I ever say Red Bud’s the most exciting thing in my life and I’ll fucking kill myself.


JASON. I never said Red Bud was the most exciting thing in my life. It’s just an exciting thing. In my life. Like every time we go. It’s exciting. And fun. Every fucking time. It’s exciting. (Pause.) What you think, that Bobby Wenthower, you think he might win it all tomorrow? Either him or Kevin Landish. Either one of those guys should take it this year. Either guy’s got it. That’s my opinion. Bobby or Kevin.


SHANE. Kevin won it last year.


JASON. He’s the favourite.


SHANE. Gotta like the favourite.


JASON. You always like the favourite.


SHANE. And you always pick the asshole underdog.


JASON. I like the scrappers.


A pause. SHANE pulls a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and lights up, then quickly re-pockets the pack.


SHANE. Greg’s late.


JASON. They probably hit the road late.


SHANE. Probably Jen waddling around the house getting ready takes fucking for ever. She’s fucking huge.


JEN. She is fucking huge.


SHANE. Like – (Gestures out from his stomach.) fucking – bam.


JASON. Like one of those giant tuna they got in Japan.


SHANE. Like what?


JASON. Didn’t you see that? The giant-ass tuna that sell for a cool million?


SHANE. You’re fucking nuts.


JASON. Giant fucking tuna for giant fucking sushi. It’s fucking true.


SHANE. Fucking Japanese.


JASON. I know, right? A cool million for some tuna when you can fucking get it in a can for like a buck. But damn if I had that Jap tuna, I’d have a fucking million bucks, swear to God.


SHANE. You gonna set up your tent some time?


JASON. I’m sleeping in the truck.
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