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We’re going back to a time when people used land line telephones.  And Pagers and answering machines and we still used payphones.  That’s when the majority of these writings were writ.  In the 1970’s and 80’s.  Stories 

herein are silly, possibly a little perverted, nonsensical  and askew.  My hope is that the reader has a certain silly sense of humor.  I’ve just realized that there

is a lot of violence/mean spirited things within these pages.  I don’t want

people to think I’m sick or twisted that way. My sense of humor has always

been shock humor.  

Included are random old drawings of mine.

I was sitting on a wooden crate in a one-room dwelling in Arles, France working on my novel when I  decided what I really wanted to do was be a Rap Star.

After all, writing books didn’t seem to be working out for me. I had sold thousands of books the previous year, but I didn’t write them.

4/20/92

––––––––
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At Clark Junior High School

It is the end of the day and I have this to report: Cruel and

unusual punishment is a funny little term.  In an unrelated 

incident, some kid smashed his teeth against my head while

playing football.  He was wearing braces and I felt his entire top

row of teeth give.  The kid was bawling but I continued through

the mud to - and passed - the goal line.  Later, when this kid

gained control of his sniffles, he wanted to beat me up.  He

recruited a large friend of his to assist him.  I held no remorse for

his bloody mouth for it wasn’t my fault.  When they approached

me and asked how I’d like my ass kicked, I demonstrated on the 

big oaf.  The kid with the inward teeth looked at me, forced a 

laugh and reached out to shake my hand.  As I reciprocated,

grasping his hand he said  “Hey, I’ll see ya in Fields’s class.”

I replied “Yeah” and walked to the locker room a little bit

muddier, a little bit bloodier.

Sometimes cruel and unusual punishment is all part of

appreciating  childhood. 

Early one morning as I was munching on my Grape Nuts, I heard

A spilling sound.  I put down my spoon in mid-munch, wiped the

milk  from my chin and stood up.  I attempted to detect the source 

of the sound.  Suddenly a stray baby slid across the kitchen floor

and came to a stop wedged between the refrigerator and cat box.

I scooted the chair out of my way and strode to the new arrival.

I squatted, peered at the infant.  It had a twisted grin on its face

as spit bubbles squeezed out of its mouth. I was about to pick

it up when I was caught in the spine by a large fish hook.

my first reflex was to scream but my throat became blocked by 

Grape Nuts. I was suddenly yanked back.

She’s got a pair of lips

But one mouth

She has a pair of eyes

But one sight

She owns a pair of breasts

I would eat
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Ode to Kawasaki Man
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Every day and all night long

The goats are singing out their song

And so the butler mows the grass 

While  little Kay pees in a glass

The crows are barking at the sun

And wake up nude sunbathing nun

Garden hose lies cracked and seeping

Drowning limbless cricket creeping

Motorcycle paints sky black

Its driver's  head meets street with thwack!

Man behind a podium in front of a large audience.  He’s rather rotund, dressed business-like

OLIVER

Ladies and gentlemen, I can’t think of a better way to

introduce this young lady who  will next speak to you

Then to relate to you the scene when I first met her.

I was in a public laundromat waiting for my clothes as

they dried. I was sitting on a plastic bench mulling over

the Sean O’Sheery account – (a laugh from the audience)

– It’s the truth.  I was sitting there when I became

Aware of a jabbing in my ribs.  I looked up to see a 

Startling act...

We were drunk.  We’d been dancing for hours.  Every bit of our 

clothing was damp with sweat.  We’d left the Continental and

walked down Cahuenga to Hollywood Boulevard just to cool

off and give our ears some peace.  We sat on a dewy bus bench.  

She was wearing a chocolate brown dress.  It was cool out.

I took off my sweat-heavy jacket and draped it over her

shoulders.  She stuffed her hands into the sleeves.

“Now you’re going to freeze,” she said.

“Hell, I said  this feels great”.

I put my arm around her.  She kissed my chin.

I wore a chain on my right wrist that I never took off.  I did now.

I took her hand and slipped it over.  She looked at me and smiled

silently, sweetly.  I smirked back

“I want to be here...forever” I said, tapping her head.

“ I want to be here...always” said I, my hand over her heart.

“I want to be here...for at least a couple of hours” I told her, 

My hand half a foot below her navel.

“ Why are you so cute?” She asked in a purr.

My mind was working quick; lubricated.

“I am a mirror”, I answered.

She leaned in for a soft kiss.  I gulped it down.  Our first kiss.

“You’re fucking delicious”  I said.  “And  you know what?” I

continued, “I sucked in your breath.  It went down my throat

and has dispersed throughout my body.  You will always

be a part of me now.”

I want to sweat!  He exclaimed, buttoning his sweater.

I want to hit someone!  He remarked, pulling on his socks.

I want to look like a funny TV host!  He said, putting on

his letterman’s jacket.

And I want these flies to leave me be!  He barked, tying his 

shoes.

Now I want to go out and do something different!

he cried excitedly, putting on his old hat.  He was so excited

he almost left his round flat without hiding his jewels

in his drawers.  “Well, I’m leaving” he spat to his cat.

December 18, 1981

––––––––
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Frozen article thaws under breath of blind boy who smells

the freshly baked chocolate chip cookies.

Ginger dog snaps set out to cool melt on tongue when laid upon.

Dumb boy breaks a biscuit, spreads on some melting butter

then passes it to blind one

This is it.  I will never write another letter again.  I hope you realize

this.  Try to enjoy it.  Today is hot as hell.  How are you?

I’m sweaty. Hope you enjoyed your trip to the woods and

If you were mauled, I hope it wasn’t grisly.

Today is the 4th.  Oh, boy

June 30, 1985

––––––––
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The egg on my face had dried.  Stiff yolk pinched my face.

My eyes I could barely open. It was impossible to judge how 

long had been my slumber.  I crawled out of bed and 

stumbled to the bucket in the corner and put my head into

it.  The kerosene burned but when I pulled out and wiped

my face on a pillow case, the egg came off easily.

So did my lips.  No big deal.  I mean what are lips anyway?

Fat calluses I tell you.  That’s all they are! And what is

a nose?  Nothing but a gross hunk of cartilage disguised

with flesh.  Yuck! I’m not going to get into the more

Grosser parts of the human bod.  Such as..... Oh figet it.  

Let’s get back to the story...

Well, my hickey-giving days were over. That sucks. (heh-heh) 

As I drove my car one night

Hypnotized by dashboard light

My eyelids working hard to close
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I called up my girlfriend to take her out one night

She said I was ugly, pale and not too bright

I said What’s the matter - what bug crawled up your butt

She said she finally realized that my life was in a rut

And she didn’t want to be with me or know me anymore

Then said she had to go ‘cause her date was at the door

I hung up the telephone and then walked outside my door

My mind was still in shock as I walked in the liquor store

I asked the guy for vodka and he put it in a sack

I realized then, I left my wallet and he took it back

{CHORUS}

It seems to me the only time I don’t get screwed is when I’m in the mood

NATURAL SPLENDOR

The final death throes of agonizing pain were present as Karin watched

her boyfriend Tom on the table.  He writhed and squirmed but the pretty girl was helpless to do anything.  Although there was one thing the mad

the professor wanted... An avocado yogurt crunch.  Yes, that’s what he wanted out of life.  And the petite girl was just the one to get it for him.  But, of course, he’d have to beat her on the head until it got soft, with a lead club.  But in the  

meantime, he had to put the finishing touches on Tom...And put the finishing touches he did.  First, he killed Tom.  And that was that.  Now, about the delicious avocado yogurt crunch.  The zany scientist paced his steps over towards the beautiful girl hanging from the rafters. With methodical quickness, he lowered her down to the floor.  There she lay, in all her natural splendor... And then, that crazed sick doctor reached up on his shelf and brought down - to Marlene’s  horror and complete shock, a bottle of B. Bunnies hare restorer and told his wife to take a walk.  Not having a brain in her head, she promptly did just that.  Now that the wacky man was at last alone with his captured fox, he attempted to communicate...

“Hi” he said to which she threw her arms up in the air and began running around the O.R. while wielding the most blood curdling screech.  The doctor watched in amazement as she ran up the stairs and slid down the wooden bannister.  He began to take notes as she bobbed for Tom’s bladder.  She then knelt beside her ex-boyfriend and as a faithful dog would, began to lap at his toes, groaning in ecstasy.  Having two thousand wooden slivers up her ass, that poor girl would scream, the doctor thought to himself.  But this odd behavior -

eating human organs, sucking toes like a mosquito - most unusual!  The disabled old man now decided to send out for yogurt and when it arrived, the amazed delivery boy realized what was happening....The crazed old man was holding an orgy in his basement.  He asked the boy to join in so he did and they all made phone calls and soon, one hundred sweaty naked bodies were swaying to demented music until it came time for them to open the bowels and...

Dull green gastric juices flooded the room where all the satisfied sadists were flopped on fifty reproductive juice stained mattresses.  “Bile, anyone?” the doctor queried.  But none answered because they were all stoned on the good doctors Dr. Demento hits from nineteen seventy two.  Then they began to stone the doctor with rocks and pigmy heads that he kept in a jar by the door.  Then via nerves, Tom sat up and squirted the partiers with a thick goo, from his lower intestine and they all laughed.

Dear sir,

I’m canceling my subscription for Vogue because I’ve farted and

this sort of behavior obviously disqualifies me

‘92

––––––––

[image: ]


I am truly undesiring to write right now at this particle tyme aunt

place.  Ewe may axe me why is it then that ewe doo rite, McCool?

Well, the ant sore is pimple.  But I refuge too tellya.

Hay! Thisiz  kinduh fun, sew let me stop write hear.

The bones of Mr. Goforth were spit out of the mouth of the

humongous wet slippery skinned cat.  Mr Christopher

Elliott would wonder why Mr. Goforth did not show for work.

Mrs. Goforth would die of ulcer complications later that night

while worrying about her husband’s whereabouts.

Tiny ten year old Willy Goforth refused to let this get him

down.  There was plenty of food in the beautiful Goforth home.

Willy would not go hungry.  He would in fact spend that night

celebrating his independence. In the morning he would wake up

Surrounded by twinkies
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SPACE SUCKERS 
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Way beyond the farthest stars

The first men ever to reach Mars

Had just landed on the globe

To search, examining, seek and probe

But what they’d find was not quite clear

For what could survive this atmosphere

The air was thin making hard to breath

With an odor that made the three men heave

The astronauts were different types

Who led three very different lives

Colonel Willy drove a Mack

Kinda smart and also black

Petrocelli was obese,

Half Italian, two-fourth’s grease

The third-Jake Smith- was plenty dumb

Born American in a slum

They left the craft in flannel suits

With dirty, dusty spaceman boots

They slowly walked the red-dust sphere

Suckin’ and burpin’ on bottles of beer

Roaming around the jet black night

They came upon a grotesque sight

A bright blue creature shaped like a worm

With four or five tongues that started to squirm

It stood about three foot high

With only one bright red eye

It had antenna sticking out

That turned and twisted all about

It’s one eyeball was dangling loose

And from its mouth oozed yellow juice

It had no legs, just squirmed around

And when it moved, made sloshing sounds

Atop it’s head there sat a spout

Which pumped some brownish-green pus out

A slab of dry skin hung

From the being’s slimy tongue

The astronauts just stood and stared

While the Martian’s red eye glared

Willy said “Let’s have some fun”

And zapped it with a hot ray gun

He ripped the sucker in the eye

Some blood and fluids squirted high

It was funny, yes indeed

To see the suffrin’ moon-freak bleed

“That thing won’t bother us no more

‘Cause now it’s just a bloody gore”

Said Petrochelli with a grin

“That’s right” agreed the other men

They laughed and laughed as it slowly died

Then skipped away, side by side

The did a jig on the hard red granite

And danced right off the edge of the planet

All three were destroyed

By a speeding asteroid

And they fell

Right down to Hell

They fried

And died

That’s it, you twit!
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RADIATED REPTILES
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And then Mike exclaimed  “But I want two pieces of meat!”

to which his mother replied “I’m sorry, but this was a small catch.  Tomorrow maybe we’ll catch something bigger.”

“But I want it now!”

“You shut up and eat your pancreas before I have to blow them down your throat with a straw.”

“Oh, ma, I hate your guts!”

“Well, that’s all you’re gonna get until you learn how to marinate  your own.”

“Hell fire, ma.  You treat me like I was human or something.  Geez.”

“Now that does it!  If you don't gargle your worm juice and swallow every bit of those wamprat innards, you’re gonna be living with the humans!”

“Damn you, bitch”

And the stinging sensation from his mother’s tail across his mouth did not cease to burn until at least two yogos later.

When at last the leader spake: When in the course of androidian events, it becomes necessary for an alien to take up arms against his brethren, said time shall be when we, the people, will take human women for wives the way the gargoyles did six hundred yogos ago...

And then the human girl lay across the grill as she was stripped and devoured by the sharp-toothed boladeers.  For as we have all learnt in school, the boladeers are a fierce, vicious tribe of sickening, mutated, radiated reptiles

that hunger and crave the young, delicately virginal bodies of the sweet, succulent human maidens, and - what?  Oh, yes, I am getting carried away, forgive me.  Oh, no, for that is what all creatures fear (even more than becoming like a human).  That is to be carried away by the dastardly

boladeers with their long sleek and slippery tentacles and their mildew-

soaked breath.  No creature does not fear these scaly hairy freaks.  Sea and land mammals alike, when upon the sight of a boladeer see, they cower with such animal fright and horror that they piss in their pants.

But here is the answer - the heavenly hope - for the piss from these beings

(especially when bright orange) scare the living piss out of the horned 

boladeers and they slither away across the stones and baby bobs.

And it was such a case when Greebo the boladeer caught sight of an animal’s liquid excrement and was struck down in the dead of night.

I’m glad I’m not a fish,

A lizard or a tree

I’m glad I’m not a window

‘Coz people’d see right through me

I’m glad I’m not a freeway

They’d tread all over me

I’m glad I’m not a chicken

I’d be scared of being battered
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03/09/82    
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The strange disappearance of Kissy


[image: ]




The tiny young kitten softly walks upon the thick bright green grass

Her sky-blue eyes wide with naive wonderment.  Suddenly she is

Still.  She has sighted something in the distance.  She crouches

Down low and stares hard.  Her pink nose twitches.  Her ears reposition for maximum reception.  And in an instant...She is gone...with no

Trace. Except...maybe...what’s this...?  A fur ball?  No, it’s a humble squid brain sloshing in the sprinklers.  Could this slippery mass of slush be at least partly responsible for the strange disappearance of Kitty?

It has been accused.  And there, up above...a pretty little blonde girl

Searches for her soft fluffy pussy.  The ribbon in her silky hair, her

White knee high socks and her felt laced Sunday dress reflect her 

Innocence.  She calls... “Kissy...Oh, no...Kissy, where are you?”

Her courage breaks and she begins to cry.  “Oh, Kissy...I love you...

Please come back...oh...please...”  The little girl drops to her knees, her

Baby eyes emitting a steady flow of tears.  She opens her arms up

To the sky and - still crying her little broken heart out - she pleads to the Heavens...between sniffles...”Oh...(sniff)...Kissy...please come back.”
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SUCKING MOSQuITO
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Put milk in the oven and it will curdle

He jumped the gun and hit the hurdle

I said “uh”

But I meant “Duh”

What did the typewriter say to the pipe?

“Sorry, sucko, you’re not my type.”

The dog hiccuped

Then his barf he did lick up

Why am I here when I should be in bed

Not thinking of poem lines off the top of my head

While the little girl sits and sucks on her fingers

The sucking mosquito on her mother still lingers

When you drop fish in water they often times swim

Is being amphibious your lifelong whim?

The man stands alone with his hands in his pocket

I don’t like his face, I’d sure like to sock it

The horses are bedded down safe in their stable

Some people sell chinchilla and sable

Life is like a little pigmy

Really short and has a trick knee

The famous horse Ed, too bad now is through

Lucky for the factory where they make Elmer’s glue

Sex is like a car

If you live on your sex drive, you won’t get far

Ed has been immortalized with a gold statuette

Big bucks it will cost - on that you can bet

My dog chased cars.  His name was Lazy

When along came a bus.  Now he’s pushing up daisies

I feel terrible hanging around here all day

If Gina had guts, she’d chase me away.

You are the one

Who speaks before she thinks

You are the one

who makes the bathroom stinks

And if you try to do

the things I want you to

I’ll sell my soul, my darling

to fill your racks with minks

She’s got

A hairy lot

Need I go further into it?
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HABLA EEGLA DUSH  page 1 of 3
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Heat. Sweat. Terrible odor. Incredible stench. “So next time 

you find yourself on a dark street...”

We sought a restaurant; Farrell’s was on the border. Said Randall the waiter, “Habla eegla dush?” which meant “want to order?”

We ran by a phone booth, ringing as it rang

while inside the parlour, grinning christian still sang

Happy as two Jews returning from a cheery bar mitzvah, it was

obvious they were drunk; skipping and waddling to the fair they

slipped and slid smiling as they went.  They came upon an old 

Chinese woman wearing a blue face and trembling bottom lip,

weeping as she sat.  She related to the two Yamaha-headed fellows 

of her encounter with the Browns who had stolen all of her mail.

So outraged were the two that they left the old woman.  A wandering

transvestite beat her up later.  

Oh, I...I’m so upset!  I...I...don’t know what to...to do!  I’m so...

I am so confused and muchly concerned I...I...I...Just...don’t know

how...what to... exactly how to...to...do.........this!

Premature ejaculation of a parachute when used as a slowing

down process of a person falling from the sky can usually be

controlled via careful examination by leaper prier to dive or can

at least be thought about by others after the poor soul with

the chute has, uh, landed - shall we say.  More appropriately

though you might call it colliding with the ground with extreme

impact. 

Have any dreams you would like to share with the rest of us?

C’mon now.  Oh, please tell us. Oh, thank you oh so much.

Well, OK.  You see, well, I had this dream -no I guess you could 

call it a vision or you can call me Johnson or you can call me

Morrie or you can...What?...My story?  Okay.  My name you see

is - well let’s just say it's Dirk.  But you can call me Mirk or you can call me Girk or you can...What? OK, alright already...no need to get

testy.  A black man was, well actually he wasn’t really black, he was more like dark brown, but, well he was reading this to my Ma as he was in a, well, you know- a priest suit.  Those black get-ups with the white

collars.  Well, I think you know what I’m trying to say.  He said-

or read really: “My dear Shalia, we are greatly afflicted by the

melancholy intelligence which has reached us that Dirk is no more

with us.  He carried the riches of God within himself and was a 

royal-hearted man.  He was greatly beloved by all of us.  With a

prayer for every blessing on yourself...

(To be continued)

And that’s where I woke up in a sweat.  But I thought about it later and realized that the man really didn’t say what I thought he said and actually, in reality, though it wasn’t reality really - he really said, I presume,

“How’s the boy?  I am after all you know, his true father.”

Well that’s about all of my entire complete absolutely finished dream.  But after that I thought I’d get back to sleep.  After all, I was very exhausted and needed much sleep.  So I went back to sleep and just when I was on the verge of going to sleep, that damn telephone rang and woke

me from my long sleep.  I dreaded that damn clanging of the telephone.  I didn’t want to answer it but it would’t SHUT UP!  So, finally, after it rang for three hours, I figured the caller was too persistent  and I slipped out of bed and dragged myself across my bedroom floor which was very cold - through the hallway - and into the living room to the phone.  It still rang and rang and I felt like picking it up and heaving it against the wall but instead I slowly placed my hand on the receiver.  I could feel the bell ringing as it rang.  I fumbled with the receiver for about half an hour before I managed to pick it up.  I drew it to the side of my face, which is where phones are made to be worn, and I listened and heard a distant voice on the other end say  “Well, I guess nobody’s home”  and the voice hung up and that damn dial tone soon became evident in my  ear and hurt me.  I quickly and effectively SLAMMED down the receiver into its cradle and began to sob.  

I drudged back to my room and crawled into bed where I found I hadn’t really left.  The next thing I knew, Todd walked in on me cursing me as he did under his breath.  He then fixed himself breakfast which reminds me of the time we fixed our cat.  We did that ourselves at home with simple tools like pliers and wrenches before we became aware of the fact that it was a spayed female.

Then I found myself saying over and over again “I’m Hungry.  I’m so hungry Momma that I could just eat some food.  So thirsty that I

could drink a horse”  But that conversation didn’t go too far

because my mother refused to participate.  We then gathered together our old milk bottles and proceeded to throw them out the window onto the animals down below to which they whined.

This is all very amusing and interesting but quite useless.  

03/02/84

“Go lay down, Loverboy” she ordered.

He walked into the bedroom and jumped up on the bed.

“I’ll be in once I scrub my cuticles” She called to him.

Loverboy lay there waiting, panting.  She came in, disrobed

and slid between the sheets.  She patted Loverboy affectionately

on his haunches then kicked him out of bed.

He landed with a thud and a whimper on the cold wood floor.

“You know better than to get on the bed you bad dog!” she

scolded him.

03/02/84

––––––––
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I looked in the mirror and saw a strange face

and wondered why I had been born of this race

My face started changing.

It warped, stretched and squirmed,

melting my mind, spilling all that I’d learned

I tried to scream but I couldn’t.  My feet

left the ground then I floated so quiet

Dustin Sinclair bounced merrily down Hollywood Boulevard

wearing his new yellow shoes, his new yellow pants and his

new yellow shirt.  His left hand was busy in his pocket while

his right pinched a thin brown cigarette.  He drew full puffs and 

blew his cares to the sky.  A filthy beer-smelling hobo grabbed at Dustin’s sleeve.  “Say brother, you got any money you don’t want?  Maybe a ten or just a quarter?”  the bum begged in a scratchy voice.  Dustin glared at the scumbag.  “Certainly not” he stated sternly.  “Go wash your feet” he added and continued on his

foot cruise.  Dustin was full of gayity this morning.  He had

gone to sleep the night before after five suck-offs from an old

whore and he felt fresh.  He stopped at a Don’t Walk sign and

waited at the curb, wiggling his toes to the beat of

“Afternoon Delight” which was floating in the air from
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‘They both have drinks.
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Micole is seated on a couch, Peter sits in

PETER
(can't believe he heard her correctly)

What?1

Nicole is startled by his tone of voice and doesn't spesk.

PETER
(continuing, calming himself)
Now, I'm fine. Just...repeat what you
Just said.

I'm just telling ymg what she said.
PETER
Okay, what did she say?

NIQOLE
Well, she said you're an idiot.

PETER
She said that? Wy the hell would she
say that?

NICOLE
T don't kow. She just kinda said it
in the middle of conversation.

y the most

After...I've
e ek o Wt a...
what a bitch.

t NICOLE
Look, xm‘zmm.mmm

PETER
No, I'm glad you told me. That just
confirms for me how screwed-up she is.
You have no how ouch I've done
for her. ‘probably hasn't even
been aware of it. m;.u It's
over. That's it. (pause) Has she
made any other negative mention of me?

I've ever known.

Nicole is not sure she sould go on. She feels a bit like she's sparked a war.

PETER
it S R B i,

Nicole--still not suce she 3

PETER

(cont .
1% iy Tee o 6 i 1
‘can handle it.





OEBPS/d2d_images/image031.jpg
2
DALE
Gimme them corn chips.
DEAN
(picks up bag)  ALL gone.
DALE
(upset) You kiddin' me!
DEAN

Nope.
Dale takes the chip bag and cleans it with his Fingers.

DALE
Welp, reckon T should go empty them buckets.
DEAN
1 reckon.
Dale slaps sucking insect on his leg.
DALE
Odie's big hog Chelsie died yesterday.
DEAN

Odie's hog? Chelsie?

DALE
Yup. Jus' up n' died from sone malnutritious
disease or somethin'.

DEAN
Dang.

DALE
Jus' up n' died the fat bugger.

DEAN
Dang.

DALE
¥up. Good ole Chelsie. Wilat're you gonna do?
He loved that porker.

DEAN
What're you gonna do?

DALE
What can you do?

DEAN

Aint a dam thing.

Silence.
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DALE
You reckon them buckest are full yet?

DEAN
Reckon so.

DALE
Reckon T oughta tend to 'en. You see my boots?

DEAN
I seen 'en.
DALE
Where?
DEAN
1 forget. That vas yesterday.
DALE
What're you eatin'?
DEAN
Hem sandvich. Odie's Ma give it to me.
DALE
It's Chealsie.
DEAN
She's good.
DALE
Leme see.
Pale reaches for sandvich, Dean gives it to hin. Dale takes a bite and hands it back,
DALE (cont.)
She's good all right. I don't taste mo disease,
DEAN
Un-uh,
DALE
Hom,
DEAN

Odie's Ma fried 'er up real good.

foreen door slans. Zelda Lee, Dales sister entérs. She's dressed like a Dukes Of
Hazzard girl. Dean can't keep his eyes off hor-

2ZELDA
Hey, James Dean.

Dean
Hey, Zelda Lee,

She looks at T.V., plays with Dales haic. After a moment he slaps her hands.
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Nicole nods.

NICOLE
She complained about the sex.

PETER
Complained about it?

; b
continuing)

What do you mean--the fact that ve
had it-or the...quality?

NICOLE
The quality.

PETER
Oh, ay God. We've only done it
three times and each time it was
late--about three o'clock in the
worning and usually after some
drinking. She ought to take that
in to consideration. Sure I wanted
to have sex but I just wanted to
get to sleep too.

NIGOLE
1 canunderstand. You know--she's
my sister. I just had to come over
to find out for myself-—-

PETER
~--She's your sister!
(you should know she's nuts)
I've alvays thought she was nutty.
T guess I thought she really nesded
520 frtend on her side. T
thought I'd be good for her. I felt
sorry for her. 1 had no idea about
all this. She never talked
negative ‘about me to me. I'm
gorry=-1 know she's yout sister
t she's missing something.
Maybe she sctually believes that
1 seduced her.

NICOLE
Actually she said you raped her.

PETER

She vanted me to! It wasn't ...
rape. She vas...I'm not going
%50 into 12 but. beliove aars
I would never force a woman to
have sex with fe...against her

NICOLE
I could tell that about you.
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quitt
She does it sone more.
ZELDA
Is Ma hone yet? I'm hungry.
DALE
No. Now quit it!
ZELDA (pouty)

I'm starving. James Dean you alvays have food. Don't

you got nothing to eat?
DEAN

(Priviliged to speak to her) I had me a pork sandwich but I ate it up.

Zelda suddenly realizes. .. ZELDA
Hey, 1 got some corn chips!

She begins to run off for them.

I ate 'em.
Zelda re-enters.

ZELDA
Huh?

Dean picks up empty bag and shows it to her. She grabs bag to inspect.

ZELDA (cont.)
You ate all of 'em?

DALE
Yeah, now damit, Zelda Lee leave us alone.

She heads off to another room.

I'n hungry.
Dean vatches her leave and stares off after her.

DEAN
I'11 bet your sister is the best lay.

Dale makes "so-so" gesture, They both stare again at the T.V.

DEAN (cont.)
What's this?

DALE
Some show.

Znem intn TV

After aunile
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shaking his head)
What lse did she say?

Micole holds cut her glass. NIOOLE
1T get

sone more tea?

PETER

Yeah, sure
He takes it and goes to £ill it.

NICOLE
It's good.

PETER
Thank you.

NICOLE
She said that you begged her to have

sex with you.
He throws an ice cube, PETER

You're . Where the hell did

she cone up with that?! Sae's lost

it! T have no idea vhere she came up

with this. her? Ts she

s
confusing me with someone else or
what the hell...Sheez. From what

NIQOLE
be a little, But I also have to
into consideration everything
she tells me. She's not crazy. I
know she.. .she has problems, But
she really does like you a lot.

e

(laughs)
Well, she's lost me, (pause) anything
else}
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PETER
What do you mean?

NICOLE
Well you seen like a sincere,
honest man.

PETER
Well T am! Thank you.

He suddenly assumes she loves him and he suddenly lusts her and throughout
the remaining of the scene he's working his way closer to her.

PETER

Well, I'n a pretty good judge of
character and I think you're a
very sweet guy and she blew it.

1 don't understand her sonetines.

Peter is on the couch with her now and getting closer to her all the time.

NIOLE
(contil )

This is not regular dced tea.

hat did you pat n it L'

£ drumk.

PETER

It's my own...You know she's

definatly out of the picture
God you're 80 sveet and

and lovely as shit...

His lips lay into hers.
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THE WEEDS 51693
M.N.Robins®

le Wecd is loafing on his worn sofa watching T.V. A show just ends.
DALE

Geez...that vere the stupidest program I ever saw.

He continues to vatch screen. We hear screen door slam, in walis James Dean, Dales best
friend--another fam boy. He walks up behind the sofa and stands while eating a sandwich.

DEAN
Hey, Dale.
DALE
Hey.
DEAN
What're you vatching?
DALE(wearily)
Some show. (Yawns and stretches) I wanna go to sleep.
DEAN
You gonna take a nap?
DALE
I jus' got up. (scratching himself)
Dean sits on sofa. DEAN

Me. too.
They both continue to stare at T.V. After a moment:

DALE
Hand me the remote.

Dean picks up & long dowel that's near hin and hands it to Dale. Dale switches chamels
=

DALE (cont.)
T reckon I oughta empty them buckets.
DEAN
Gettin' full, huh?
DALE
Yop.
DEAN
Yup
DALE s
What's this progran?
DEAN

Same show.

Dale picks an insect off his neck, takes a good losk at it and squshes it then wipes
the remains sonewhere.
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