        INT:  BAR-RESTAURANT 

        PUPKIN goes to the near end of the sparsely-populated bar.

                                PUPKIN

                Miss!

        RITA comes over.  PUPKIN smiles knowingly. 

                                PUPKIN  

                A beer please, Miss.  Something imported.

                                RITA

                Heineken's alright?

                                PUPKIN

                Fine.

        RITA serves him a Heineken's.  She stares at him, searching

        his face.

                                PUPKIN 

                How have you been, Rita?

        She stares again.

                                RITA

                You're not Rupert Pupkin!

        PUPKIN smiles broadly.

                                RITA 

                How the hell did you find me?

                                PUPKIN

                Sally Gardner, I met her after a matinee.

                Aren't you glad to see me?

                                RITA

                Sure, sure.  How is old Sally?

                                PUPKIN

                The same, I guess.  You know, two kids,

                a nice husband, living in Clifton.

                                RITA

                It figures.

                                PUPKIN

                A lot of the kids in our class have 

                moved back.

                                RITA

                What are you doing here?

                                PUPKIN 

                I just thought I'd say hello.  Here,

                I brought you a little something.

                                RITA 

                        (recognizing his style) 

                Oh, yeah, Mr. Romance.

                                PUPKIN 

                Don't forget to put in an aspirin.

                It lasts longer.

        RITA fills a glass of water and puts in the rose.

                                RITA 

                Nothing's gonna keep it alive in this place.

                                PUPKIN 

                How have you been, dear, sweet Rita?

                                RITA

                I don't have an aspirin.

                                PUPKIN 

                Maybe a Rolaids would work. 

        PUPKIN pulls out a pack of Rolaids and hands one to RITA 

        who smiles vaguely and drops it into the glass.

                                RITA

                Well, what are you up to these days, 

                Rupert?

                                PUPKIN 

                Didn't you know you'd see me again?

                                RITA 

                You still going to the movies?

                                PUPKIN 

                You're looking as beautiful as ever.

                                RITA

                Oh, yeah.  I was a real knockout.

                                PUPKIN

                I thought so.

                                RITA

                Well, here I am.  Local cheerleader 

                makes good.

                                PUPKIN

                I voted for you for Most Beautiful.

                                RITA

                Yeah?

                                PUPKIN 

                I didn't have the nerve to tell you then, 

                but I guess it's alright now.

                                RITA

                Well, nothing terrible's gonna happen, 

                if that's what you mean.

        There is an awkward pause.  PUPKIN stares admiringly at 

        RITA.

                                RITA 

                Well, how are things with you, Rupert?

                                PUPKIN 

                Great!  Everything's starting to break.

                                RITA

                Is that right?

                                PUPKIN 

                Yeah.  As a matter of fact, that's why

                I'm here.  I've known about this place

                for a long time.  I just didn't want 

                to make my move until I had something  

                to offer you.  Everything's a question 

                of timing.

        RITA stares at PUPKIN as he rattles on.

                                PUPKIN

                What's the matter?

        RITA shakes her head in disbelief and chuckles.

                                RITA

                Jesus Christ, Rupert Pupkin!

                                PUPKIN 

                        (smiling) 

                The two of us are often confused.  He's

                the one with the famous father.

        PUPKIN waits for a laugh. RITA just keeps shaking her 

        head.  PUPKIN looks around.

                                PUPKIN 

                        (critically) 

                You like this place?

        RITA shrugs.

                                RITA

                Why, you got something better?

                                PUPKIN

                Maybe.

                                RITA

                What?

                                PUPKIN

                What are you doing tonight? 

                                RITA

                Tonight?

        RITA starts laughing.

                                PUPKIN 

                        (smiling reluctantly)

                What's so funny?

                                RITA

                        (still laughing)

                You call me up all junior and senior year. 

                Night after night after night, right?  And 

                every time I'm wondering 'when is this guy

                going to stop talking and ask me out?'

                Well, now I know the answer.  August

                twelfth, nineteen seventy-six.  It only 

                took you ten, eleven years to work up to it.

                                PUPKIN 

                If I had asked you out?  Would you 

                have gone?

                                RITA

                Oh, no.

                                PUPKIN

                Why not? 

        RITA starts laughing again.

                                RITA

                Because I thought you were a jerk!

                                PUPKIN 

                You see!  I was right!  But that guy isn't 

                me anymore.  I look at my picture in the 

                yearbook and I don't even recognize myself.

                I'm not the same guy, Rita.

        A bull-necked MAN in his early forties enters.  He waves 

        a brief hello to RITA as he walks by.  RITA smiles and 

        the MAN takes a seat at the far end of the bar.

                                MAN 

                Rita!

                                RITA 

                        (to PUPKIN)

                Excuse me a minute, honey.

                                PUPKIN 

                I'm not honey!  I'm Rupert.

        RITA goes to the far end of the bar and serves the MAN a 

        beer.  They chat briefly as PUPKIN watches uneasily. 

        Finally PUPKIN downs his beer and raises his glass.

                                PUPKIN 

                Miss!  Miss!

        The MAN gets RITA's attention for PUPKIN.  RITA returns

        to PUPKIN and serves him another beer.

                                PUPKIN 

                I'm in the mood to celebrate tonight.

                Why don't we go to this nice restaurant

                I know, talk over and times, get to 

                know each other all over again.

                                RITA 

                And then?

                                PUPKIN 

                Well, tomorrow night I thought we'd 

                go out again, talk some more, get to 

                know each other even better.

                                RITA 

                How much?

                                PUPKIN

                How much what?

                                RITA

                How much do we have to get to know 

                each other?

                                PUPKIN 

                I don't understand.

                                RITA

                        (emphatically)

                How much do we have to get to know each 

                other before we start talking about

                that job?

                                PUPKIN

                I'm not talking about any job.

                                RITA

                Then what's this big offer you were 

                talking about?

                                PUPKIN

                You'll see.  Right now I'm asking you

                for a date.  How about it?

                                RITA

                I'm sorry, Rupert.  But I'm busy.

                                PUPKIN

                Busy?

                                RITA

                Yeah.  Busy.

                                PUPKIN 

                But this is the biggest night of my life.

                                RITA 

                I've already got a date.

        The MAN at the end of the bar raises his glass.

                                MAN 

                Rita!

        RITA goes to the far end of the bar.  She pours him another

        beer and settles against the bar, resuming her chat with

        him.  PUPKIN looks for a moment and downs his beer.  He 

        raises his glass.

                                PUPKIN 

                Miss!  Miss!

        RITA returns to him.

                                PUPKIN 

                Is that your date?

                                RITA

                None of your business.

                                PUPKIN 

                What do you want to go out with him for?

                                RITA

                He's a good friend of mine.

                                PUPKIN 

                Tell him you're busy.

                                RITA

                What's so important about tonight?

                                PUPKIN

                Everything!  You don't understand.

                                RITA

                No.  I don't.  It's been really nice

                seeing you, Rupert.  Thanks for dropping

                in.  But I've got some work to do.

        RITA leaves PUPKIN and returns to the far end of the bar

        where she once again resumes talking with the MAN.  PUPKIN 

        sits for a moment, gets up slowly and heads for the john.

