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CAST

LARRY.......a man tall and thin he is thirty-two.

DOTTIE......a pretty girl she is eighteen.

BOB.........a man of average build he is thirty-five.
One set:  The front of an old gas station, on a Texas farm to 
market highway, near Texas City.

TIME:     1982

PLACE:    The rural gas station.
SETTING:
AT RISE: DOTTIE, a young girl of eighteen, stands in the front door. LARRY, a man of thirty-two, sits in an old metal chair leaning up against the side of the building.  DOTTIE is speaking to BOB, who is unseen in the gas station.

DOTTIE: (to BOB)

If you need more change I can get you some.

BOB: (off)

No, thank you, Missy.  I think I got it.

(DOTTIE opens the door and steps out on the front step.)

DOTTIE: He sure talks a lot.

LARRY: Always.

DOTTIE: On the phone.

LARRY: Everywhere.

DOTTIE: Important business?

LARRY: Bob feels just about everything he does is important, Girly.

DOTTIE: My name's Dottie.

LARRY: Hello, Dottie.  Mine's Larry and that's Bob the important businessman.

DOTTIE: Going to Texas City?

LARRY: Yeah.  Rodeo.

DOTTIE: Oh, yeah, that's right.  What event?

LARRY: We're bull riders.

DOTTIE: Really?  Brahman Bulls?

LARRY: They use some.

DOTTIE: Bull riders.  Damn...I mean, that's...for real?

LARRY: No lie, Honey.

DOTTIE: That's wonderful.  I mean, do you do it for money?  Like a job and nothing else?

LARRY: I don't know if I'd call it...well, yeah, it's like a 
job.

DOTTIE: My brother, Berry, does it sometimes.  He says it's for the prize money, but he doesn’t stay with it.  So, you go all over Texas doing rodeos?

LARRY: Me and Bob travel all over the country climbing on the 
backs of dirty bulls.

DOTTIE: Barry, my brother, said no one could really make money doing that unless you were rich or good. Are you?

LARRY: Rich?

DOTTIE: Oh, I know you're not that.

(LARRY stares at DOTTIE unsure as to what to say.)

LARRY: Well, I guess I'd have to say I'm fair to midland rider.  And how much money you make depends on how good you are and how much bad luck the other riders have.

DOTTIE: Barry told me that bull riding was the hardest event.

LARRY: Not hardest.  You just must be crazy to do it.  The hardest thing is roping. Got to practice all the time and have the money to keep a good horse.

DOTTIE: That's what my brother does.  Well sometimes.  He's got a real good Quarter horse.

LARRY: Sure, can't beat a good roping horse.  We did some traveling with a kid a while back that had a damn good horse.  (pause) He was an all right bull rider too, but he got (pause) Just tell your brother he had better practice if he wants to be any good.  That's the important thing.  Bob tells me that all the time.

DOTTIE: He doesn’t keep his mind on things very long, except drinking and fixing up cars.  But I ride her every now and then.

LARRY: That's what they need.  Can't let them just eat and sleep.  A horse is a work animal, and no work just makes them get old faster.  Then they're just good for glue.

DOTTIE: That's horrible.  They still use horses for glue.
LARRY: Oh sure.  BIG business.  That or dog food.

DOTTIE: I remember once we were on this trip, and we stopped at this restaurant...sort of a bar-be-que place and they had horse meat on the menu.  I started to cry.  I just was a little kid, but I don't know just the thought of eating an animal that's that beautiful kind of makes me sick. (pause) You know?

LARRY: Sure.  (pause) Got any more beer?

DOTTIE: Yeah.

(LARRY hands her three dollars.)

LARRY: Here
DOTTIE: Oh, that's okay.

LARRY: No, no, take it.  I know how it is when you ain't got money for beer.

DOTTIE: But this is too much for just a couple of beers.

LARRY: Well, maybe we should have more than a couple of beers.

DOTTIE: Really?  Like...like a kind of party...you and me.

LARRY: I like the sound of that.

DOTTIE: Great!  This is really something.  I always...well...well, this is just great.

(DOTTIE jumps up and goes into the door.  She stops when she remembers BOB talking on the telephone.  She looks back at LARRY and quietly asks.)

DOTTIE: Should I get one for your friend?

LARRY: Sure.

DOTTIE: (hesitate)

All right.

LARRY: It'll keep him out of our way.

DOTTIE: Great...I mean, okay.  Be right back, don't go anywhere.

(DOTTIE EXITS into the station.  LARRY leans forward in his chair.)

LARRY: Bob.  Hey, Bob!

BOB: (off)

What?

LARRY: What the hell are you doing in there?

BOB: (off)

Be out in a minute.

LARRY: Who were you calling?  (pause) Hey!

BOB: (off)

Just a minute, Larry!

(LARRY leans back in the chair and reaches into his canvas bag taking out a pint of bourbon.  He drinks as DOTTIE ENTERS.)

DOTTIE: Here you go.  (pause) Oh, I love that stuff.

LARRY: I tend to kiss the bottle myself on occasion.  Want some?

(DOTTIE takes a long drink from her beer and holds the can out to LARRY who pours some liquor in the can.)

DOTTIE: Daddy showed me how to drink it this way.  Well, I see him do it this way.

LARRY: Lot of ways to drink, Honey.

DOTTIE: Daddy always tells me it's because of something...he said, most men have a reason to drink.

(DOTTIE and LARRY sit and drink in silence.)

DOTTIE: I guess you've been all over.

LARRY: Just about.

DOTTIE: California?

LARRY: Yeah.  Parts of it.

DOTTIE: I bet it's real nice.

LARRY: Depends on what you want or like.

DOTTIE: Hollywood.

LARRY: Want to be a movie star?

DOTTIE: Oh, I don't know.  I just like to hear about everything that goes on out there.

LARRY: Such as?

DOTTIE: Oh...you know.  Just things...the people, I guess.

LARRY: People like movie stars?

DOTTIE: I just think it's wonderful how they dress and the cars and all the fancy things they do and go all the time.  I just bet it's real nice.

LARRY: Bob knows a movie star.

DOTTIE: He does!  Who?

LARRY: Slim Pickens.

DOTTIE: (unimpressed)

Oh.  He's that cowboy star, ain't he?

LARRY: Done a hell of a lot of movies.

DOTTIE: Yeah.  Know anyone else.

LARRY: He was a rodeo rider for awhile.

DOTTIE: Who?  Oh, yeah, I think I heard that.

LARRY: But you like those young, sexier ones.

DOTTIE: (smiling)

Well, I suppose.  (pause) I like someone that's...well, like you.

LARRY: Me!  Shit, Girly, I ain't something a pretty girl like you should connect with.  Once you come to know me you’ll re-think that.

DOTTIE: You don't know me either.  (pause) I might be too much 
for you.

(LARRY looks at DOTTIE who continues to smile at him.  He takes a drink from his bottle.  They are silent for a moment.)

LARRY: So, you want to go to Hollywood.

DOTTIE: I've never been there.  I think I would like it.  How 
about you?

LARRY: It's okay.  I like Northern California better.  It sure is beautiful up there around Redding.  They also got a hell of a rodeo there.

DOTTIE: You might have to take me...sometime.

(BOB, a man in his late thirties ENTERS from the gas station.  LARRY quickly speaks to BOB.)

LARRY: Bob has a girlfriend up there, right?

BOB: What?

LARRY: Redding.   

BOB: What about it?

LARRY: You know.

BOB: I don't know anyone in... I thought you were off of that. Shit.  Sorry, Missy.

DOTTIE: That's okay.

BOB: What's he been filling your young head with?

DOTTIE: Nothing.

BOB: I believe that.

(The telephone rings.  DOTTIE jumps up and EXITS.  BOB stands and looks at LARRY.)

BOB: Back on me and Mary.

LARRY: No.  No, I wasn't.  I wasn't thinking about that sweet woman.  I forgot she moved up there.  Honest.  Honest, old buddy, I swear that's not what I was thing about.

BOB: Then what?  Who do I know up there other than Mary?

LARRY: Wasn't there a little blonde, once?

BOB: That was you.

LARRY: Oh, yeah.  (pause) I guess you're right.  I was talking about Horse Mary, and y’all dream of making little ponies.

(BOB playfully grabs at LARRY'S cap.)

BOB: I know how you think.

LARRY: You just think you do, Old Buddy.

BOB: Whatever you think.

LARRY: Okay, Mister Mind Reader, prove it.

(BOB takes a drink from the pint of liquor.)

BOB: You're thinking how can I get that sweet young thing in between the sheets before we must leave.

LARRY: Bull shit.  All wrong.

BOB: What then?

LARRY: Well...I was...I was wondering who you were in such a hurry to call. That's what.  That's what I'm thinking.

BOB: Sure, it is.  You've always shown such a strong interest in what I do, especially when you have a cute girl sitting and drinking with you.  (pause) I heard what she was saying.

LARRY: Heard what?

BOB: (mocking DOTTIE)

Oh, I mean...you know...it's so exciting to meet such a wonderful bull rider.  I bet it's real hard and that you're good.

LARRY: She didn't say that Shit head.

BOB: Close to it.

(DOTTIE APPEARS at the front door.)

DOTTIE: That was my brother, Berry.  He's over at Holens, that's his hot rod buddy.  I told him you need a tow for your truck, and he'd better get over here quickly.

LARRY: How long before he gets here?

DOTTIE: Oh, not long, ten maybe fifteen minutes.  He said he was leaving right then.

BOB: That's plenty of time.

(The telephone rings.  DOTTIE turns as she speaks and EXITS.)

DOTTIE: That better not be him.

LARRY: That'll give me more than enough time to kick your ass.

BOB: And miss you chance at conquering another young, sweet female.

LARRY: Hey, I ain't trying nothing with this kid.  I don't like the look in her eyes.

BOB: Come on, Larry, you telling me you won't like to indulge with that pretty thing?

LARRY: Bob, I ain't saying anything else.  And you better not either if you don't want me to kick your ass around this building.

BOB: Shit, here I am trying to do you a favor and all you can do is threaten my poor old ass.

LARRY: Favor?  What?

BOB: You'll see.

(DOTTIE APPEARS at the door. BOB hands LARRY the bottle and EXITS, as he goes past DOTTIE he kisses her on the head.)

DOTTIE: He kissed me on the head.

LARRY: He does that to me all the time.

DOTTIE: Really?  Oh, you're joking...ain't you?

LARRY: Yeah.  Who was that on the phone?

DOTTIE: A girl.

LARRY: Give a name?

DOTTIE: No.  She just asked for Bob.  I almost forgot his name.

(They sit silently for a moment.)

LARRY: You sure your dad won't mind you closing and taking us into town if Berry can't fix my truck?

DOTTIE: Nope.  He won't be home for a few days.  Who'll know, right?  Besides it gives me a good reason to go into town.  Don't get too much during the summer.  Working here and cooking for Berry or Daddy when they're home.

LARRY: Gets lonely, huh?

DOTTIE: I got a couple of friends that came out and had a beer with me...but...well, yeah, kind of lonely.  (pause) Always just wanted to...well, you know, just go.

LARRY: That's why all the questions about California?

DOTTIE: There's a lot of people and things here.

LARRY: True.  But you got to be careful and not just go off half cocked.  Things are tough out there and with a young...pretty girl you never know what might happen.

DOTTIE: No preaching.  I've heard it all from Daddy...when he's talking.  I just want to see other places.  I've just been to Houston three times in my life and it's just an hour drive from here.

LARRY: All right, Dottie, tell me what's stopping you from going?

DOTTIE: Well...I... I guess.  Money.  I don't have enough money.

LARRY: Why don't you get it?

DOTTIE: How?

LARRY: Can't tell you.

DOTTIE: Why not?

LARRY: It would sound like I'm preaching.

(DOTTIE stares at LARRY for a moment and then she smiles.)

DOTTIE: You're teasing me.

LARRY: Just a hair.

DOTTIE: Tell me.  Come on.

LARRY: It's as old as the hills of Texas.  It works.

DOTTIE: You do it?

LARRY: No.  Wish I had.  I really do.

DOTTIE: What?  What?  Tell me, Larry!

LARRY: Just save your---

DOTTIE: Money.  Yeah, yeah.  I thought you knew something that would---

LARRY: There ain't no magic formula unless you're born rich.  And then you'd been living in Houston and want to move out to a simple little gas station on a farm to market road.

DOTTIE: Grass is always greener, right?

LARRY: Or the beer is always colder.

(BOB ENTERS.  They watch as BOB takes a seat on an oil barrel and takes a drink from his beer.)

LARRY: So?

BOB: What?

LARRY: Don't play games.  Who the hell was that?

BOB: You wouldn't believe me.

LARRY: Try me.

BOB: You really...no, I want to keep it a surprise.

LARRY: I don't like surprises.

BOB: I think you'll really like this one.

LARRY: Okay, okay, who was that?

BOB: You really want to know?

LARRY: Yeah.  Who was it?

BOB: Well...you'll know soon enough.  Remember back to a few months when we were up in Kansas?

LARRY: This year?

BOB: Yeah.
LARRY: Sure.  Yeah, I guess I do.

BOB: You said this was where you---

LARRY: Oh fuck, yeah.  I lived in that little town.

BOB: Got married there and you told me you had---

LARRY: A kid.  So, what’s got to do with the phone call?

BOB: I found her for you.

LARRY: Who? 

BOB: Your daughter.

LARRY: What?!

BOB: Dennis...Denise.

LARRY: What the hell are you talking about, Bob?

BOB: Your daughter lives just up the road in Texas City.

(LARRY stands and crosses away from the others.)

BOB: It was hard at first, but things just fell in place.

LARRY: You've been trying to find my kid for me?

BOB: I did.  She lives here in Texas City.  She moved here a year ago.

LARRY: Why?

BOB: I didn't really ask her.  But she did mention---

LARRY: No, not her.  Why you?  Why did you try and find her?

BOB: For you.

LARRY: I don't remember asking you to do that.

BOB: Well, no.  But I---

LARRY: But you decided you would.

BOB: You haven’t seen her for awhile.

LARRY: Over ten years, I guess.

BOB: Twelve years but what I thought now you---

LARRY: Not now, Bob.

(BOB crosses to LARRY and touches his arm.  LARRY swings around and grabs BOB's arm.)

LARRY: Why?

(DOTTIE stands and crosses to the front door.)

DOTTIE: I got some stuff to do in...in the back.

(DOTTIE EXITS.  LARRY pushes BOB away.)

BOB: I did it for my friend.  That's why.

LARRY: This is the stupidest thing you've ever done.  Shit.

BOB: I figured you would like to see her.  She is your kid.

LARRY: No, she ain't.  I ain't got a kid.  (pause) I ain't a father and I got no kid.

BOB: She said she wanted to meet you.

LARRY: She knows I'm here.
BOB: Yeah.

(LARRY stands staring at BOB.  After a moment LARRY crosses to the canvas bags and stands looking at them.)

BOB: Look, Larry, it's been years.  Whatever happened I'm sure is forgotten.

LARRY: I ain't forgotten it.  I've tried.

(LARRY bends down and picks up his bag and turns walking away from BOB.)

BOB: Hey.  What are you doing?  Where do you think you're going?

(LARRY stops, he does not turn around.)
LARRY: Somewhere else.

(BOB quickly crosses to LARRY and takes the bag from him.)

BOB: You can't leave.

LARRY: Like hell.

BOB: We still got to get the truck.

LARRY: You keep it.  I owe you that much.

BOB: You don't owe me anything.  Hell, we're friends.  Partners.

LARRY: Friends?  You really think that?

BOB: Sure.  Hey, hey, look I know you're mad.  But let's just sit down and have a drink.

LARRY: You really stepped way out of line on this one.  Way out!

BOB: Just settle down.  It isn’t that bad, old buddy.
LARRY: Shut up!  Just shut up!  I'm tired of hearing You tell me what's bad and what's good.  Especially when it comes to me.  Now, give me my bag.

BOB: No.  I think you should see your kid.

LARRY: Give me my bag.

BOB: Come here and we'll have another beer and talk.  I guarantee it'll be all right.

(LARRY crosses to BOB and reaches for the bag. BOB pulls back.)

LARRY: I'll bust your fucking face.

BOB: Sure.  Sure.  I'll call your little, sweet thing and have her get us another beer.

LARRY: NO!

(LARRY grabs for the bag.  BOB holds tight.  DOTTIE APPEARS at the door.  LARRY throws a punch at BOB knocking him to the ground. LARRY stands over him as the LIGHTS GO TO BLACK...we hear an old truck pulling away from the station.  LIGHTS UP, it is later that night.  The lights in the gas station are on.  BOB sits on the canvas bags.  He holds a beer can to his eye.  DOTTIE APPEARS at the door with a sandwich.)

BOB: Thanks.  Don't think I've eaten since yesterday.

DOTTIE: I thought cowboys were supposed to take care of themselves.
BOB: When you get as old as I am and have been doing it for as long as me your old body does things kind of automatic.

DOTTIE: Ever get hurt?  (pause) I mean riding...bad hurt?

BOB: A broken leg once.

DOTTIE: Bull step on you?

BOB: Got my boot stuck in the gate when they opened it I went with the gate and the bull went the other way. Been really lucky though.


(silence)

DOTTIE: Larry takes care of you.
BOB: He was...he was with me, yeah, I suppose.

DOTTIE: You take care of him?

BOB: We take care of...pause...let me tell you something about Larry.  He's not a bad bull rider.  But he gets lazy sometimes and likes to party too much.  I just kind of guide him.  You know?

DOTTIE: Kind of like a big brother?

BOB: Kind of.

DOTTIE: How long have you two been together?

BOB: Almost fifteen years.  On and off.  But the last five we've been together regularly.

(DOTTIE stares at BOB for a moment.  BOB becomes uneasy.)

BOB: What, Missy?

DOTTIE: Nothing.

BOB: Come on.  What?

DOTTIE: I'm just being nosey.

BOB: Ask?

DOTTIE: You have got a family...wife or kids?

BOB: No wife or kids.  I have a sister in Arkansas.

DOTTIE: Seen her lately?

BOB: Couple of years ago.   I rode in a rodeo in Little Rock.  She brought her kids to see their uncle ride.  But...no, I haven't seen her since then.  (pause) I called last Christmas.  (pause) But hell she's got a big family, and I guess it keeps her busy.


(silence)

BOB: Larry's...well, he's my family.

DOTTIE: You two sure fight like family.  Berry and I really get in some knock downs and drag outs sometimes.  But I care for him.

BOB: Same for Larry.  I was just doing something I thought he would like.

DOTTIE: I don't think he was so happy about it.

BOB: No.

(BOB sits quietly.  DOTTIE watches for a moment and then stands.)

DOTTIE: Want another beer?

BOB: A ice pack would be nice.

DOTTIE: Okay.

(DOTTIE crosses to the door.  She turns to BOB.)

DOTTIE: You think he'll just leave if Berry can fix the truck?

BOB: He can't.

DOTTIE: He sure was mad.

BOB: Well, he'll probably try but he'll have to come back.  (pause) I’m sitting on his gear.

DOTTIE: That's sneaky.

BOB: Dottie.

DOTTIE: Yes.

BOB: I need a big favor.  Just in case I'm not as...well, as sneaky as I think.

DOTTIE: What's that?

BOB: Can I borrow that pick-up and run into town.

DOTTIE: I... well...why?  You said Larry will be back.

BOB: Oh, sure, yeah.  But I told his kid...his daughter we would meet her, and I thought I would see if she would come out here.

DOTTIE: Won't that make him madder?

BOB: Not when he sees her.

DOTTIE: Oh, I don't know.  I mean I would like to help you but I... I don't want Larry to...oh, you know get mad at me.  (pause) So, I couldn't let you use it.  You know what I mean?

BOB: Dottie, I've known Larry for a long time.  He's all right guy but sometimes he doesn't know what's right for him.  And I really think meeting his kid will do him a lot of good.  (pause) People who like each other help each other.

DOTTIE: You think she will come with you?

BOB: Don't know.  But I think it's worth trying...for Larry's sake.

DOTTIE: If they...do you think...he'll stay?

BOB: No.  Not Larry.  He's got to travel.  No, I just want this to be something he'll be happy about later. A good feeling when things ain't going right.  You really need good memories when you’re lucky with someone else.  No, Missy, he won't stay.  (pause) And he won't forget you for what you helped me do for him.  How about it?

DOTTIE: What'll stop him from leaving when he finds out you're gone?

(BOB stands and picks up the two canvas bags.)

BOB: He won't leave without this.

(DOTTIE goes into the door of the station.  She pauses just in the doorway and turns to BOB.)

DOTTIE: I'm going to get you that ice pack.  (pause) And well, sometimes the keys are left in the ignition.  You never know who'll drive off in it.

(DOTTIE EXITS.  BOB slowly crosses to the upstage corner of the station with the bags and EXITS.  A moment and we hear a pick-up driving away.  DOTTIE ENTERS with a beer and sits on the step.)

DOTTIE: Girl, you better know what you're doing.

(LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK...A moment and the LIGHTS UP.  It is later that night.  LARRY is standing at the corner of the station looking off. DOTTIE sits on the metal chair.)

LARRY: I should have known he would do something like that..(pause) Damn, him.  You'd think after all those years I would be able to outthink him.  But I don't.  You wouldn't believe how many times I wanted to just pack it up and get out of the rodeoing.  But each time good, old Bob, my dear, old buddy would talk me into it.  How I don't know but he would.  (pause) Lost a kid...not my kid.  This young boy was traveling with us for awhile.  Well, he got killed.  Right there I was ready to finally get out and maybe settle down and do something with myself.  But hell, no.  Old Bobby Boy kept me moving on to the next rodeo.  (pause) Shit, his head is so full of dreams.  He doesn’t hear anything else...shit, nothing but dreams.

DOTTIE: You don't like dreams?

LARRY: Bobs got enough of them for both of...no.  NO!  I don't like dreams.  No point for me to like them or have them.

DOTTIE: Why?

LARRY: Too damn old.

DOTTIE: I don't think so.  My daddy's a lot older than you and he still has dreams.

LARRY: (sarcastically)

He has all of this and still dreams.  (pause) Now, who would have thought that.

DOTTIE: Yeah, what do you have?

LARRY: Girl, I ain't got silly dreams.

DOTTIE: Don't you ever just think maybe what it would be like to have lots of money?  About buying, oh, maybe a big ranch or fancy truck.

LARRY: A small ranch is too much work, and I got a truck, that'll do me just fine.

DOTTIE: How about love?

LARRY: What is it with you, Kid?  (pause) Shit, why don't you 
go read something.

DOTTIE: Don't want to.

LARRY: Then fix your hair or face or whatever.

DOTTIE: Answer my question.  Do you dream about love?

(LARRY turns and crosses to DOTTIE,)

DOTTIE: Do you?

LARRY: What do you want me to say?

DOTTIE: How do you feel?

LARRY: What about?

DOTTIE: Love.

LARRY: Love.  Is it a dream for you?

DOTTIE: No.  I mean, I think about it...real love with a man 
that loves me.

LARRY: And I bet you'll do anything for this white knight of yours.

DOTTIE: Yes.  (pause) Anything.

(LARRY takes DOTTIE in his arms and kisses her.)

LARRY: Jesus, Girl, what'd he gives you?

(LARRY walks away from DOTTIE.)

DOTTIE: Who?

LARRY: Bob.

DOTTIE: Nothing.  I don't know what you mean.  I just wanted to be with you.  I lied to Berry about his friend calling and needing the wrecker.  I wanted time to be with you.

LARRY: And time for bob to get back here.

DOTTIE: No.  I told him I wouldn't have anything to do with that.

LARRY: You gave him the truck.

DOTTIE: I didn't.  He just took it.  I swear I didn't tell him he could take it.

(LARRY sits and stares at DOTTIE.)

LARRY: So, what do you want?

DOTTIE: To know you.

LARRY: Kid---

DOTTIE: I'm not a kid, Larry!  I know what I want.

LARRY: Yeah, and what's that?

(DOTTIE crosses to LARRY and takes his hand in hers.)

DOTTIE: I want to make love to you.

LARRY: You mean you want me to take you to bed.

DOTTIE: No.  It would be special with you.

LARRY: I'm an old rodeo cowboy that ain't got---

DOTTIE: No.

LARRY: Kid, you don't just decide to fuck some stranger stopping off for some gas.

DOTTIE: It's not that way.  Don't make it sound so...so dirty, so ugly.  (pause) It’s not.  It's more to me than...it's my
dream...my white knight.

(DOTTIE pulls herself into his arms and kisses him.  LARRY struggles for a moment but gives in and returns the embrace and kiss.)

DOTTIE: It can be everything you ever dreamed about, Larry.  Everything.

(DOTTIE crosses to the front door.  She holds it open as LARRY crosses to her as the LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK...The sound of a truck pulling up is heard.  Then LIGHTS UP on early morning.  We see BOB walking around the corner of the station.  A moment and DOTTIE ENTER from the front door.)

DOTTIE: Good morning.

BOB: (staring)

Morning.

DOTTIE: Did you see her?

BOB: I see Larry didn't leave.

DOTTIE: It's not what you think.

BOB: And what's that?

DOTTIE: Larry and me.

BOB: I ain't giving it a thought, Missy.  He fucks who he wants.

DOTTIE: Don't say that.  We didn't just...it was special.  He told me---

BOB: Save it for your diary.  I've heard it all before.  Just wake him up for me.

DOTTIE: You really do try and run his life.

BOB: I'm just trying to...look I ain't got the time or patience to deal with a girl that thinks she's in love...so just go and tell Larry I'm out here with his gear.  (pause) Please.

(DOTTIE stands determined not to move.  BOB crosses to the door and opens it.)

BOB: It won't take long.  Please.

(DOTTIE EXITS.  BOB crosses away from the door. 
A moment and LARRY ENTER.)

LARRY: Where's my gear?

BOB: Left it in your girl's pick-up.

LARRY: What?  Shit!  You gave me...where the hell is she?  Why didn't you tell me she was here.  Where is she?  Goddamn you, where?

BOB: Dottie's truck.  Not your daughter's.  She decided she didn't want to waste the time or gas on driving out here to meet you.  It seems your power over women is just limited to one at a time.

LARRY: Fuck you, asshole.

(LARRY sits on the step of the front door.  BOB crosses toward him.)

BOB: Sorry.  I didn't mean it that way.  (pause) She was very nice about it.  She's a very cute girl.

LARRY: Yeah, it was a cute baby.  (pause) She would say anything?

BOB: Just that she never was told much about you until a couple of years ago when her mother's sister---

LARRY: Now, that was some woman.

BOB: Quite a story, Old Buddy.  Why didn't you ever tell me?

LARRY: Why?

BOB: Yeah.

LARRY: Because it wasn't any of your business.

BOB: I might have been able to help.

LARRY: You really kill me sometimes, Bob.  (laughing) You really do.

BOB: All right, all right.  I was just trying to be a friend.

LARRY: Cut that shit.  You go and stick your hands all over my past thinking maybe if I do this it'll make Larry more like me and then there'll be two Bob's and then maybe more and the world will be like Bob.

BOB: I don't think that.

LARRY: Bob.  Bob.  The world of Bob.  Bob can make it right.

BOB: Get off it.

LARRY: I'm getting out of it.  (pause) You want to help?  Then take that old truck and just leave.  Her brother told me just keep oil and water in it and it'll run forever.

BOB: We're entered in the rodeo this afternoon.

LARRY: You are.  I'm sitting here.

DOTTIE: All right, all right.  Look, Larry, I know how some of these little girls can turn your head, so I'll just wait.  

LARRY: For what?


(LARRY crosses to BOB.)

LARRY: For what, goddamn it?  What?

BOB: Easy.  (pause) Easy, just take a second and think.  Just settle down.  I'll get your gear and wait for you in---

(LARRY begins to laugh.  BOB stops and stares at him.)

BOB: What?  What's so funny?

LARRY: You really took the cake, Bob.  I don't think I'll ever be able to understand the way you think.  (pause) I just told you to get.  Understand.  We ain't riding together anymore.  You hear what I'm saying?  I'm tired.  I don't want you in my life.  (pause) Goodbye.

(BOB crosses away from LARRY.  He stops and stares back at his friend.  DOTTIE APPEARS at the door.)

BOB: I'll admit I made a big mistake not telling you what I was doing.  But I want you to hear me.  I really thought it would make you happy.  And I was just doing something for a good friend that has stuck with me through a lot of shit.  (pause) What happened all those years ago doesn’t mean anything to me.  I'm just sorry you didn't feel you could trust me with it.  (pause) I’m sorry if I hurt you.

(BOB turns and EXITS around the corner of the station.  DOTTIE steps out the door.  LARRY sits on the ground and stares out toward the road.)

DOTTIE: I don't understand.

(LARRY is silent.  DOTTIE crosses to him.)

DOTTIE: Larry what was he talking about?

LARRY: Nothing.

DOTTIE: Maybe if you talk about it you might feel better.

LARRY: I won't.

DOTTIE: I don't mind listening.  I'll just sit here, and you can---

LARRY: Back off!

DOTTIE: I just want to help.

LARRY: Then go get me a beer.

(DOTTIE slowly EXITS.  LARRY sits for a moment and begins to cry softly as the LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK...A moment and the LIGHTS UP it around noon, we hear a telephone ring.)

DOTTIE: (off)

Larry!  Larry, telephone.

(LARRY APPEARS at the corner of the station.  He drops his canvas bag at the door and EXITS into the station.)

DOTTIE: (off)

A girl.

(DOTTIE ENTERS.  She stands for a moment and sees the canvas bag.  She quickly picks it up and EXITS around the corner of the station.  A moment and LARRY APPEAR at the door; he sees his bag is gone.)

LARRY: DOTTIE!  Goddamn it, girl!  (pause) DOTTIE!

(LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK...We hear a truck pulling away from the station and the LIGHTS UP late evening and LARRY sitting on the chair drinking from his pint of bourbon.  DOTTIE ENTERS and stands at the corner of the station.)

DOTTIE: You drink too much.  (pause) Did you hear me?  I said 
you're drunk.

(DOTTIE crosses toward him. He makes a quick movement as if getting up causing DOTTIE to step back quickly.  LARRY smiles.)

DOTTIE: I'm not afraid of you.  (pause) Well, I'm not.

(She sits and stares at LARRY as he continues 
to drink and smile.)

DOTTIE: I'll take you if you promise--

LARRY: I said no, Kid.

DOTTIE: Then you can forget your bag.

LARRY: (laughing)

I've been sitting here trying to figure out what the hell you want and by damn I can't.  (pause) You got a pick-up and I'm sure your old man or brother has money you could get.  So why this game with me?  Why?  Tell me?

DOTTIE: I like you.

LARRY: You treat all the people you like this way?

DOTTIE: I just want you to realize what I could do for you.

LARRY: For you?  You're a kid.

DOTTIE: NO!  I'm a woman, Larry.  You know that.

LARRY: A few minutes in a bed don't make you a woman, kid.

DOTTIE: I know what you're trying to do.  And it won't work.  I've decided that you need me.

LARRY: I don't need you.

(LARRY crosses away from DOTTIE.  She stands.)

DOTTIE: You can't leave.  I've got your stuff.  You can't ride without it.

LARRY: I don't think I need it anymore.  Keep it.

DOTTIE: I don't care about that stuff.  I care about you, Larry.

LARRY: You're in love with a dream, kid.  I ain't that dream.

DOTTIE: I want you to be and if you let yourself feel---

LARRY: You ain't going to save me if that's what you're trying 
to do.

DOTTIE: (crying)

No.  (pause) Save me.

LARRY: Tears won't work.

DOTTIE: They help me.

(DOTTIE crosses to the door.)

LARRY: A bit of advice, don't grow up faster than you must. I know.  It doesn’t help things later.

DOTTIE: You really don't understand.

LARRY: You want to get out in the world where everything is flashy, clean and all laughs.  Money for clothes, wonderful places to visit and exciting people to be with.  It ain't out there.

DOTTIE: And what's here?

LARRY: You have got friends and family.  A place to sleep and... look, Dottie, most people just find a place like the one they were running away from and do the same thing all over again.  They complain how no one cares or how no one understands.  The grass ain't greener.  (pause) I know.

DOTTIE: You don't know.  You don't care about anything, not even yourself.  You don't know how you really feel.  You just blame everything on Bob.  He had nothing to do with your past.  Yet you go right on believing Bob caused you to be nothing.

LARRY: Think what you want.

DOTTIE: I think you're scared to look at yourself.

LARRY: You're wrong.  I know what I am.  And I... don’t want to hurt...I can live with what I am.

DOTTIE: But not being happy.

LARRY: Fuck, Woman.  Life ain't no fairy tale with people living happily ever after.

DOTTIE: Why not?

LARRY: They just don't.

DOTTIE: We can try.

LARRY: No.

DOTTIE: Yes, Larry.  Here.  You and me.  It can be so wonderful.  And if we decide we're not happy we can go somewhere else and do different things.  We don't always have to be just the same.  You don't always have to be Larry the winner.  (pause) Larry, we can do anything you want.  But let’s do it together.

LARRY: You're dreams, Dottie, can't change me overnight.

DOTTIE: I don't want them to change you just let you see and feel how wonderful life can be...with us together.  Then you'll have dreams and not what Bob thinks is right for you.

LARRY: Just what you dream of for me, right?

DOTTIE: No.  What we dream together.

(DOTTIE runs to him.  LARRY doesn't respond at first to her embrace but slowly puts his arms around her as the LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK...A moment and LIGHTS UP on a dark station the moon light baths the old building in a pale blue light.  BOB is sitting in the chair leaning against the building.)

BOB: Larry!  (pause) Hey, Larry, wake up!

(Light come on in the building.  BOB takes a drink of his beer.  A moment and LARRY and DOTTIE APPEAR at the door.  LARRY slowly steps out of the doorway.)

BOB: Good morning, Partner.  Ready?

LARRY: What the fuck?

BOB: Time to move on.

(BOB stands and offers his beer to LARRY.  LARRY slowly takes the beer and drinks.)

BOB: Get your gear.  I want to be in Fort Stockton by noon.  They got a bull riding event there and paid two thousand top money.  Some local ranchers put it together to celebrate the founding of something.  I figured we could get there early and bullshit with them locals and see if they would let us enter.  Be a quick couple of thousand.  (pause) I got the old truck all watered and oiled.  So, let’s move it, old buddy.

DOTTIE: (stepping out)

Not going.

BOB: Larry?

DOTTIE: He's staying here.

BOB: Look, Missy, I'm talking to my friend.

DOTTIE: He isn't going anywhere with you.  (pause) Tell him, Larry.  (pause) Please.

BOB: Yeah, Larry, tell me.  That is if you can talk for yourself.

LARRY: What the hell are you doing here?

BOB: Time to move on.  Rodeo's over here and we're off to the next one.

LARRY: I ain't leaving...not with you.

BOB: Let's not go through this again.

LARRY: We ain't.

BOB: Good.  Then get dressed and let’s roll.  I want to get there early so we can---

DOTTIE: Larry, make him leave.

LARRY: Shut up!

BOB: Oh, boy, it sounds like the honeymoon is over.

LARRY: Get out of here, Bob.  I don't want you around...around me anymore.  I've got my own plans and doing my own thinking.

BOB: Yeah, it really sounds like it to me.

LARRY: Dottie, go inside.

(DOTTIE stands for a moment and then turns and EXITS into the building.)   

BOB: Good move.  It will be easier this way for the kid.

LARRY: Sit down, Bob.

BOB: Jesus, Larry, we ain't got time--

(LARRY pushes BOB back down in the chair.  BOB stares up at LARRY.)

BOB: All right.  All right, say what's on your mind.

(LARRY stares down at BOB.  Then he knocks BOB'S hat off his head.  BOB starts to get it, but LARRY pushes him back.  BOB starts to move again just as LARRY takes the bottle and pushes it neck first against BOB'S throat.  BOB doesn't move.)

LARRY: Remember that old bartender pushing one of these through that smart-mouthed boy's throat to shut him up?  Well, I'm thinking maybe I should do the same thing right now, so I won't have to hear another fucking word out of you.

(They stand frozen for a moment.  LARRY slowly pulls the bottle back just as BOB kicks LARRY'S feet out from under him.  LARRY hits the ground as BOB jumps to his feet.)

BOB: Fifteen years together and just like that I don't know you.  I thought we were friends.  Brothers and now you lay this shit on me, and I'm supposed to just drive off in the sunset.  (pause) Goddamn it, Larry!  We've been through too much shit to kiss off in a nowhere gas station.

LARRY: Get out of here!

BOB: Why?  Goddamn it, why!?

LARRY: We've got nowhere to live, Bob.  Wake up and see it. We're both bums...gypsy cowboys looking...shit, not looking, hoping something will fall out of the sky and make us something we ain't...I don't want your dreams.  I don't want any one's dreams, just my own peace.

(LARRY stands and looks at BOB who is prepared for another attack.)

LARRY: I really hate you for what you did.  (pause) That person you call my daughter isn't mine.  She never was. I was never anything to her or her mother.  It just happened and I'm sorry.  (pause) They just wanted too much from me.  And I didn't have to give them.

BOB: But she wanted to meet you.

LARRY: You wanted her to meet me.  You wanted to feel you did something for Larry he could never do for himself.

BOB: No.  I really thought it would make you---

LARRY: No.  No more talk.

BOB: Yeah, but, Larry, we---

LARRY: Don't say anything else.

(LARRY steps toward BOB.  They stand staring at each other.  Then slowly LARRY extends his hand to BOB.  BOB takes it and they shake.  LARRY pulls back.)

LARRY: That was for the good times.

(DOTTIE APPEARS at the door and watches as BOB crosses to the corner of the station.  LARRY turns away from BOB.  BOB stops and looks back.)

BOB: Keep a full pint of bourbon in his gear, Missy.

(BOB turns and EXITS.  LARRY crosses and sits on the step of the front door.  DOTTIE crosses out to the corner of the station as we hear an old truck pulling away.  She turns and looks at LARRY.)

DOTTIE: Larry, I'll always listen to you.

LARRY: (distant)

Sure.

DOTTIE: We'll do whatever you want.  Okay?

LARRY: Fine.

DOTTIE: I promise I won't be like him.

LARRY: Yeah.

DOTTIE: Just like I promised you, anything.

LARRY: All right.

DOTTIE: It's going to be so wonderful for us.

(DOTTIE crosses to him and sits.  She takes his arm and puts it around her.  He sits and stares out into the night.) 

DOTTIE: Larry?  (pause) I think I love you?


(silence)

DOTTIE: Did you hear me?
LARRY: Sure.

DOTTIE: Is it okay with you?

LARRY: I guess it is.

DOTTIE: Maybe...I don't know...but maybe someday you'll...well, maybe you'll love me.  You think someday maybe...someday, Larry?

LARRY: Hard to say, Kid.  I was with Bob for fifteen years.  It's just hard to say.

(LARRY sits back and DOTTIE makes herself more comfortable in his arms.  We watch for a moment as the LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK....

THE END
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