BULL DURHAM

Annie:

These are the ground rules.  I hook up with one guy a season.  Usually takes me a  couple weeks to pick the guy.  Kind of my own spring training.  And well, you two are the most promising prospects of the season so far.  So I just thought we should kinda get to know each other.

Crash:

Time-out.  Why do you get to choose?

Annie:

Why?

Crash:

Why do you get to choose?  I mean, why don’t I get to choose?  Why doesn’t he get to choose?

Annie:

Well actually, nobody on this planet ever really chooses each other.  I mean it’s all a question of quantum physics, molecular attraction and timing.  There are laws we don’t understand that bring us together and tear us apart.  I mean, it’s like pheronmones.  You get three ants together, they can’t do dick.  You get 300 million of them, they can build a cathedral.

Nuke:

So is somebody gonna go to bed with somebody or what?

Annie:

Honey, you are a regular nuclear meltdown.  You better cool off.  Where are you going?

Crash:

After 12 years in the minor leagues, I don’t try out.  Besides, I don’t believe in quantum physics when it comes to matters of the heart.

Annie:

What do you believe in, then?

Crash:

I believe in the soul, the cock, the pussy, the small of a woman’s back, the hanging curveball, high-fiver, good scotch, that the novels of Susan Sontag are self-indulgent, overrated crap.  I believe Lee Harvey Oswald acted alone.  I believe there oughta be a constitutional amendment outlawing Astroturf and the designated hitter.  I believe in the sweet spot, soft-core pornography, open your presents Christmas morning rather than Christmas Eve and I believe in long, slow, deep, soft, wet kisses that last three days.  Good night.

Annie:

Oh my.  Crash.

Nuke:

Hey Annie, what’s all this molecule stuff?

Annie:

Crash, Crash wait.  All’s I want is a date.  I’m not gonna fall in love with you or nothing.

Crash:

I’m not interested in a woman who’s interested in that boy.  Good night.

Annie:

I’m not interested yet.

Nuke:

Who you calling a boy?

Crash:

See you at the yard, Meat.

Annie:

Damn, nobody’s ever said no to a date with me before.

Nuke:

He’s crazy.  I want you bad.

Scene 2

Annie:

I am so proud of you guys.  You want some more soup, honey?

Nuke:

No, thanks.  That was great.

Annie:

How about a little back rub?

Nuke:

No, I’m okay.  I think I’ll just take a little nap.

Annie:

You want me to tuck you in?

Nuke:

Annie, you can’t seduce me.

Annie:

Sweetie, I’m not gonna try to seduce you.

Nuke:

What’s that?

Annie:

That’s my leg.

Nuke:

I know what it is.

Annie:

I just thought maybe we could work on some fundamentals since we’re not gonna make love and improve your hand-eye coordination.

Nuke:

My hand-eye coordination?

Annie:

Um-hmm.  Unsnap my stocking.

Nuke:

The other day, Crash called a woman’s pu…pussy…you know how the hair is kind of in a V-shape?

Annie:

Yes I do.

Nuke:

Well, he called it the Bermuda Triangle.  He said that a man could get lost in there and never be heard from again.

Annie:

What a nasty thing to say.

Nuke:

He didn’t mean it nasty.  He said getting lost and disappearing from the face of the earth was sometimes a good ting to do, especially like that.  But, he also said there were times for discipline and self-control.  And I think this is one of those times.

Annie:

Crash is a very smart man.  Now honey, let’s give this a try.  Here, wait.  Watch.  Now you try.  Go ahead.  Um-hmm, yep.

Nuke:

You’re playing with my mind.

Annie:

I’m trying to play with your body.

Nuke:

I knew it.  You’re trying to seduce me.

Annie:

Well of course I’m trying to seduce you, for god’s sake.  I’m doing a damn poor job of it.  Aren’t I pretty?

Nuke:

God, I think you’re real cute.

Annie:

Cute?  Baby ducks are cute.  I hate cute. I wanna be exotic and mysterious.

Nuke:

You are.  You’re exotic and mysterious and cute.  That’s why I better leave.  

Annie:

Nuke, you got it all wrong.  There’s no relationship between sex and baseball.  Ask Crash.

Nuke:

I did.

Annie:

And what did he say?

Nuke:

He said if I give into you, I’ll start losing again.

Annie:

He did?

Nuke:

Yeah.  I’ll be back when we lose.

Scene 3

Annie:

How dare you tell Nuke to stay out of my bed.  You are messin’ with my private life!

Crash:

Knock knock, you know?  Come in.

Annie:

You’re confusing him.

Crash:

Like, thank you.

Annie:

You’re confusing him.  You’re bending his mind all out of shape.

Crash:

I’m what?

Annie:

You’re confusing him!

Crash:

I’m confusing him?  You got him breathing out of the wrong eyelid.  You got him parading around the locker room like a fruit.

Annie:

That is a religious ritual and happens to be working if you don’t mind my saying.

Crash:

Wait a second.  Who dresses you?

Annie:

What?

Crash:

Who dresses you?  I mean, you think this is a little excessive for the Carolina League?

Annie:

 “The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom.”  William Blake.

Crash:

William Blake?

Annie:

William Blake.

Crash:

William Blake?

Annie:

William Blake.

Crash:

What do you mean “William Blake”?

Annie:

I mean “William Blake.”

Crash:

Who are you?  I mean, do you have a job?

Annie:

I teach part-time at Alamance Junior College.  English 101 and Beginning Composition.

Crash:

Having a conversation with you is like…is like a martian talking to a fungo.

Annie:

Oh cute.  That’s really cute.  Just because sometimes you manage to be clever and you have a nice smile, does not mean you are not full of shit.

Crash:

I’m full of shit?

Annie:

You’re full of shit.

Crash:

I’m full of shit?

Annie:

You are full of shit.

Crash:

Nuke’s chastity was your idea.

Annie:

I know!  I’m telling you keep your hands out of this.

Crash:

I never told him to stay out of your bed.

Annie:

Oh yes you certainly did.

Crash:

I never told him to stay out of your bed.

Annie:

Yes you did.

Crash:

I told him a player on a streak has to respect the streak.

Annie:

Fine

Crash:

  You know why?  They don’t happen very often.

Annie:

Fine

Crash:

If you believe you’re playing well because you’re getting laid or because you’re not getting laid, or you wear women’s underwear, then you are, and you should know that.  Come on Annie.  Think of something clever to say.  Something full of magic and religion bullshit.  Come on, dazzle me.

Annie:

I want you.

Crash:

What?

Annie:

I said, “I want you.”

Crash:

Stop it.

Annie:

You’re scared.

Crash:

Maybe I am.  But I still think you should leave.

Annie:

Okay, well, this is the damnedest season I’ve ever seen. I mean, the Durham Bulls can’t lose, and I can’t get laid.

