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(they drink as lights fade to black)  

Scene 8  

Very early morning, between night and day. No crickets, coyotes yapping feverishly in distance 
before light comes up, a small fire blazes up in the dark from alcove area, sound of LEE 
smashing typewriter with a golf club, lights coming up, LEE seen smashing typewriter 
methodically then dropping pages of his script into a burning bowl set on the floor of alcove, 
flames leap up, AUSTIN has a whole bunch of stolen toasters lined up on the sink counter along 
with LEE's stolen T.V., the toasters are of a wide variety of models, mostly chrome, AUSTIN 
goes up and down the line of toasters, breathing on them and polishing them with a dish towel, 
both men are drunk, empty whiskey bottles and beer cans litter floor of kitchen, they share a half 
empty bottle on one of the chairs in the alcove, LEE keeps periodically taking deliberate ax-
chops at the typewriter using a nine-iron as AUSTIN speaks, all of their mother's house plants 
are dead and drooping.  

AUSTIN: (polishing toasters) There's gonna' be a general lack of toast in the neighborhood this 
morning. Many, many unhappy, bewildered breakfast faces. I guess it's best not to even think of 
the victims. Not to even entertain it. Is that the right psychology?  

LEE: (pauses) What?  

AUSTIN: Is that the correct criminal psychology? Not to think of the victims?  

LEE: What victims?  

(LEE takes another swipe at typewriter with nine-iron, adds pages to the fire)  

AUSTIN: The victims of crime. Of breaking and entering. I mean is it a prerequisite for a 
criminal not to have a conscience?  

LEE: Ask a criminal.  

(pause, LEE stares at AUSTIN)  

What're you gonna' do with all those toasters? That's the dumbest thing I ever saw in my life.  

AUSTIN: I've got hundreds of dollars worth of household appliances here. You may not realize 
that.  

LEE: Yeah, and how many hundreds of dollars did you walk right past?  

AUSTIN: It was toasters you challenged me to. Only toasters. I ignored every other temptation.  

LEE: I never challenged you! That's no challenge. Anybody can steal a toaster.  
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(LEE smashes typewriter again)  

AUSTIN: You don't have to take it out on my typewriter ya' know. It's not the machine's fault 
that you can't write. It's a sin to do that to a good machine.  

LEE: A sin?  

AUSTIN: When you consider all the writers who never even had a machine. Who would have 
given an eyeball for a good typewriter. Any typewriter.  

(LEE smashes typewriter again)  

AUSTIN: (polishing toasters) All the ones who wrote on matchbook covers. Paper bags. Toilet 
paper. Who had their writing destroyed by their jailers. Who persisted beyond all odds. Those 
writers would find it hard to understand your actions.  

(LEE comes down on typewriter with one final crushing blow of the nine-iron then collapses in 
one of the chairs, takes a drink from bottle, pause)  

AUSTIN: (after pause) Not to mention demolishing a perfectly good golf club. What about all 
the struggling golfers? What about Lee Trevino? What do you think he would've said when he 
was batting balls around with broomsticks at the age of nine. Impoverished.  

(pause)  

LEE: What time is it anyway?  

AUSTIN: No idea. Time stands still when you're havin' fun.  

LEE: Is it too late to call a woman? You know any women?  

AUSTIN: I'm a married man.  

LEE: I mean a local woman.  

(AUSTIN looks out at light through window above sink)  

AUSTIN: It's either too late or too early. You're the nature enthusiast. Can't you tell the time by 
the fight in the sky? Orient yourself around the North Star or something?  

LEE: I can't tell anything.  

AUSTIN: Maybe you need a little breakfast. Some toast! How 'bout some toast?  

(AUSTIN goes to cupboard, pulls out loaf of bread and starts dropping slices into every toaster, 
LEE stays sitting, drinks, watches AUSTIN)  
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LEE: I don't need toast. I need a woman.  

AUSTIN: A woman isn't the answer. Never was.  

LEE: I'm not talkin' about permanent. I'm talkin' about temporary.  

AUSTIN: (putting toast in toasters) We'll just test the merits of these little demons. See which 
brands have a tendency to burn. See which one can produce a perfectly golden piece of fluffy 
toast.  

LEE: How much gas you got in yer car?  

AUSTIN: I haven't driven my car for days now. So I haven't had an opportunity to look at the 
gas gauge.  

LEE: Take a guess. You think there's enough to get me to Bakersfield?  

AUSTIN: Bakersfield? What's in Bakersfield?  

LEE: Just never mind what's in Bakersfield! You think there's enough goddamn gas in the car!  

AUSTIN: Sure.  

LEE: Sure. You could care less, right. Let me run outa' gas on the Grapevine. You could give a 
shit.  

AUSTIN: I'd say there was enough gas to get you just about anywhere, Lee. With your 
determination and guts.  

LEE: What the hell time is it anyway?  

(LEE pulls out his wallet, starts going through dozens of small pieces of paper with phone 
numbers written on them, drops some on the floor, drops others in the fire)  

AUSTIN: Very early. This is the time of morning when the coyotes kill people's cocker spaniels. 
Did you hear them? That's what they were doing out there. Luring innocent pets away from their 
homes.  

LEE: (searching through his papers) What's the area code for Bakersfield? You know?  

AUSTIN: You could always call the operator.  

LEE: I can't stand that voice they give ya'.  

AUSTIN: What voice?  
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LEE: That voice that warns you that if you'd only tried harder to find the number in the phone 
book you wouldn't have to be calling the operator to begin with.  

(LEE gets up, holding a slip of paper from his wallet, stumbles toward phone on wall, yanks 
receiver, starts dialing)  

AUSTIN: Well I don't understand why you'd want to talk to anybody else anyway. I mean you 
can talk to me. I'm your brother.  

LEE: (dialing) I wanna' talk to a woman. I haven't heard a woman's voice in a long time.  

AUSTIN: Not since the Botanist?  

LEE: What?  

AUSTIN: Nothing. (starts singing as he tends toast)  
"Red sails in the sunset.  
Way out on the blue  
Please carry my loved one  
Home safely to me"  

LEE: Hey, knock it off will ya'! This is long distance here.  

AUSTIN: Bakersfield?  

LEE: Yeah, Bakersfield. It's Kern County.  

AUSTIN: Well, what County are we in?  

LEE: You better get yourself a 7-Up, boy.  

AUSTIN: One County's as good as another.  

(AUSTIN hums "Red Sails" softly as LEE talks on phone)  

LEE: (to phone) Yeah, operator look--first off I wanna' know the area code for Bakersfield. 
Right. Bakersfield! Okay. Good. Now I wanna' know if you can help me track somebody down. 
(pause) No, no I mean a phone number. Just a phone number. Okay. (holds a piece of paper up 
and reads it) Okay, the name is Melly Ferguson. Melly. (pause) I dunno'. Melly. Maybe. Yeah. 
Maybe Melanie. Yeah. Melanie Ferguson. Okay. (pause) What? I can't hear ya' so good. Sounds 
like yer under the ocean. (pause) You got ten Melanie Fergusons? How could that be? Ten 
Melanie Fergusons in Bakersfield? Well gimme all of 'em then. (pause) What d'ya' mean? 
Gimmie all ten Melanie Fergusons! That's right. Just a second. (to AUSTIN) Gimme a pen.  

AUSTIN: I don't have a pen.  


