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]0 ANN: Wait a minute, Bobby! We can't keep doing this over and over again. I do 
want to talk ... But you don't listen. 

 
BOBBY:  You don't want me to go? 

 
]0 ANN:  No. You're my husband. I want you to be here. I want you to be with us. I 
want something solid for us all. Something solid and worthwhile. 

 
BOBBY: Like what? 

 
]0 ANN:  I am saying that there is a growth to things. You plant something and wait 
for ... 

 
BOBBY: Bullshit! 

 
]0 ANN: There's an order ... You want everyone to go racing around on some 
strange kind of quick fortune? You think that makes sense? 

 
BOBBY:  For me. 

 
]0 ANN:  For you. Everything for you. What about everybody else? 

BOBBY: I ain't everybody. 

]0 ANN:  Well, I am. 

BOBBY:  What? 

]0 ANN:  Jesus Christ, will you stop being so selfish? 
 

BOBBY:  Selfish ... You wanna come with me, is that it? What do your you want, JO 
ANN, what?  You want me to take a job at Westinghouse?  You want that for 
me?  Well that ain't me. Never was. 

 
]0 ANN: Who are you Bobby? You'll never find out by racing. It'll change every 
weekend, every race. Don't you see that? 

 
BOBBY:  You know what. You're scared. You are scared to move. Scared of anything 
different. You didn't use to be that way. But now something is scaring you. If you had 
your way you'd never move your butt out of this house. 
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BOBBY:  The thing I don't understand is where the hell was all this hate for racing 
when we got married?  What were you gonna do? Try and change me or 
something?  I don't change. 

 
JOANN:  That was seven years ago, Bobby. A lot of things were different then. 

BOBBY: You can say that again. 

JOANN:  You never really wanted me to share anything with you anyhow. Most 
often time when I asked about your car or a race, you just mumble back at me. When 
I did go out to the track, you act pike I didn't belong to you. Liked you were ashamed 
of me. Were you Bobby? 

 
BOBBY:  I just asked you to come along. 

JOANN:  This is before. 

BOBBY: Fuck before. I'm talking about now. 
 

JOANN: And I'm talking about how you made me feel. You made me feel out of place 
and inadequate. You cut me out of your life, Bobby. I have never turned my back on 
you. 

 
BOBBY:  Except in bed. 

JOANN:  What? 

BOBBY:  You turn you your back in bed, don't you?  You sure as hell turn your back 
there. 

 
JOANN:  What? 

 
BOBBY:  You are like that joke. You know how to stop an Irish catholic from 
fucking?  Ya marry her. That's you. 

 
JOANN:  You bastard. Oh you bastard. 

 
BOBBY:  It's the truth ain't it?  Hey come back here. I'm asking you a question. It's the 
truth  a i n ’ t  it? 

 
JOANN:  No it's not the truth. It's not all me. What about you?  You ... 

 
BOBBY:  No. Oh no. I know about me. You were never the hottest thing coming down 
the pike you know. Christ I never knew a woman got wet 
until ... 
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JOANN:  Until what?  God damn you. Until what? Until you made it with one of those 
twitchy  assed  teeny  hoppers  that  hang  around  the  track? 

BOBBY:  I said. A woman. 

JOANN: You son of a bitch. You son of a bitch. Just get out of here. Just get the hell 
out of here. 

 
BOBBY:  Take it easy lady. Take it god damned easy. Or someday I'll go out that door 
for good. 

 
JOANN: Then go. Oh damned. Damn. 

BOBBY: Listen. JoAnn. Listen. 

JOANN: No. No more. Just leave me alone. Get out. 

BOBBY: Wait. Goddamn it. Wait. 

JOANN: Goddamn you. You son of a bitch. God damned you. 


