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m> H. Sure. . :

ﬁ_wwnrnenw . ;
X, Come on, 'm horrible. inwﬁnﬁm

SARAH. L SRS {1 3;
WALLACE. Xqrab, you're the ﬁma&ﬁc raf our elass,
for Chrissakes. Myou can’t make a don; who' wan?

SARAH. Unun, dyor want o ./ stay Aered
WALLACE. Yes.
SARAH. Okay. Let's sy
WALLACE. Settled. Do
SARAM. Umm, sure.
mzbm.rwﬁm‘ What d

8 L

ome winey ..»,.wnw%m&ﬁﬁu
1o drink. § don! n&nwr

Tl be vmg back.
SARA OEE Wallacr walks out. Sareh

sghhs i, sipping a ginss of wine.)
ALLACE. Invinoveritas.
SARAH. Who's this?
WALLACE. It's oy mother.
SARAH. She was beautiful, i,
WALLACE. She was okay, I'm going tofighta Qsm.n. Qﬁwm,
SARAM. Sure. (Wallzcegets s candle.. mw 23 @ﬁw«gg
pocket.}
WALLACE. My great-grandfather was rm ting a pipe 5%
this lighter when he died. lt's 2 Nﬁmo Pretiy shurp) ¥
SARAH. It's very nice. (Wallacs iriesto %ﬁhﬁ§ twon’t
light) e
WALLACE, I thivk .pgs.cgawv (Pause, §u. ; m&w 53
light'the lightsr a firw move times. 1 won'tlight.) Ubh, w\%ﬁw
great-grandfathier fo; 383@:#&?%&”&&??“?
well, I hate 9:&3 hey're so &REARB&.V Ko:s%m:ﬂhv
listen to'% AR " T
SARAH; Sure, e Aol
WALLACE. What do you like? - -z
SARAH. Oh, anything. g
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WALLACE. You like James Taylor?

SARAH.-Sure.

WALLACE. Let me just findithe rape. ASSFRQ looks for the
tapé)y1don’t know where I put it. Maybe it'soutin the car. I
can'go check —~

SARAH. That's okay. We don’t need music. Do we?
WALLACE. Uhh, no, I guess not. (Pause.) Well

SARAT. What was your mother tike, Wallace?
WALLACE. What was she like?

SARAH. Yeah.

WALLACE. She was fike Sylvia Plath without a Fulbright
schifslarship.

SARAH. What do you mean?

WALLACE. I mean—1 don’t know what I mean, 'm six-
#een. (Wailace drinks his glass of ex wine.) Would you mind if §
kissed you?

SAR: AH. The wine works mwwn.

WALLACE. No,Jdo. Can ¥ |

SARAH. Ui, can’t we wlk fora while—

WALLACE. I don’t want to talk, I want 1o &iss. Can I kiss
vou?

SARAH. I'd really feel better i we just—

WALLACK. Oh, come on— (Wailace kicses Savah, long and
hard.}

SARAFL. Maybe I should go.

WALLACE. What? Oh, come sn— 5

SARAH. No, I mean, maybe this wasn't such a good idea.
WALLACE. Don't you like me?.

SARAH. Very tnuch, Wallace. But I don’t want this to be

just—Tdon’tknow, a lot of stupidity. Just kissing and nothing
else. 1 suana to talk to you, woa .»boiwﬁ

CE. Bur wotking, Juat, pleose, go.
RAH. 1—fine. Bye, Wallace.
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