SHE

Hey - read me one of your stories. Read me your latest one.

HE

You won’t like it.

SHE

If it puts me to sleep I’ll love it.

HE

(reading) Scream -

SHE

“Scream”. That’s the title, right - “Scream?”

HE

Yes.

SHE

That’s a wild title.

HE

Than you. (Reads)The sun spit morning into Werner’s face – one eyelid fluttered - dragging the soul back screaming from its stealthy flight to death --

SHE

The sun spit morning into this guy’s face?

HE

Yes.

SHE

You were right.

HE

When?

SHE

I don’t like it. I hate it.

HE

It wasn’t written for you to like.

SHE

Why wasn’t it written for me to like? I’m the public.

HE

You’re raising your voice.

SHE

The sun spit morning into his face!

HE

Shh! What are you getting angry about?

SHE

What right do you have to put down a terrible thing like that in a story? “The sun spit morning in a man’s face.”

HE

All right - you don’t like it – but calm down.

SHE

Yeah-look at me! I always get mad at stuff like that.

HE

Why do you get so angry at anything that’s over your head?

SHE

I can’t help it. When I was going to this head shrinker - every once in a while he’d start talking big words and I’d get so boiling mad! Once I put my dress on inside out --

HE

You took psychiatric sessions with your dress off?

SHE

O hell - why did I let that slip out?

HE

It’s perfectly all right. The barter system is time-honored.

SHE

Now I don’t know what that means either, Mister.

HE

Take it easy now -

SHE

You know what you are? You’re inflabious.

HE

Inflabious?

SHE

Yeah.

HE

What does that mean?

SHE

Ah ha! How does it feel? I’m not gonna tell you!

HE

You just made up a word?

SHE

How do I know you’re not making up yours?

HE

Mine are in the dictionary.

 SHE

That’s your story!

