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(RALPH walks through hi
Hobman, Indiana, past the
the playgrounds, the Warren f
Harding High Schonl, the local mov-
1o house, the alleys and the backyards
of this steel mill town in the Mid-
west )

Narrator: It all began here, in that
areat mnverted bowl of darkness, the
Midwest. Qurs was not a genteel
neighborhood, by any stretch of the
imagination. Nested picruresquely
between the looming steel mills and
the verminously aromatic oil refin-
eries and encircled by a colorful con-
glomerate of city dumps and ferid
rivers, our northern Indiana town

was and is the very essence of the |

Midwestern industrial heartland of
the nation. There was a standard
barbershop bit of humor that said it
with surprising poeticism: If Chicago
fonly a stone’s throw awav across
the polluted lake waters) was Carl
Sandburg’s “City of the Broad
Shoulders,” then Hohman had o be
that eity’s broad rear end. . . It's
Amcrim thousands of little kids

growin’ up...just beginning to walk
al(mg the y:llw brick road of life,
walking hand in hand with Judy
Garland to that vast emerald city of
eternal popularity, success, all won-
derful things, paradise, The only
thing you have to do is to steer clear
of poppy felds, don’t listen to too
many cowardly lions, and by
George, you're gonna make i

(RALPH is joined by WaNDA |

HICKEY, a pleasant but pilain gv
wha emerges from & comer grocery
store carrying a bundle. RALPH
tries to wenore her.)

nda: Hi, Ralph.

Oh, hi, Wanda.

Did you have to work today?

'a; just half a day on Saturday.

‘Want a jaw breaker?

Ralph: Thanks.

(Both put giant jewbreakers into
their mouths, and walk along to-
gether, chewing. At the end of the
NARRATOR's speech, they head off
n different directions.)

Narrator: Wanda Hickey was the only
girl who I knew for absolute fact liked
me. Ever since we had been in third
grade, Wanda had been hanging
around the outskirts of my social cir-
cle. She Laughed at my jokes and once,
when we were 12, actually sent mea
valentine. She was always loitering
around the tennis courts, the ball
diamonds, the alleys where on long
summer nights we played kick-the-
can or siphoned Igns to keep Flick’s
Chevy running. fact, there were
times when T couldn’t shake her.
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Wanda: Seeva
(We are in a greasy spoon which
caters to the fiigh schopl erowd.
RALPH juins his friends.)

Schwartz (moulhs full of french fries): 1
bet you couldn’t guess what 'm get-
tin’ for graduation.

Rnlph (;[;ppmq into: daydream):

¥ lxck (hut.’enng over general hullabalon
aned 400 watts of jikebox): This ket-
chup is rotten. It's all clotted on the
bottom: (Top of his lungs.) Hey,
John, how about some fresh ketchup
here? This bottle’s been on the table
. for six years!

Schwartz: You wouldn’t believe what
I'm gettin’ for graduation.

Flick (standing up, wasing hetchmp

battle): Hey, John, ketchup over here
for the troops]
OHN, a short swarthy man of el
temper due to a life of continual ha-
rassment by acne-plagued adples
cence and a successinm of shyrt-order
cooks who quil corry three days,
walks to thetr booth.)

John: Who the hell’s hollerin™ for ke~
chup?

Flick: Me. Over here.

(Ketchup in bottle, still being waved,
suddently unclols, spraving surround-
g customers, including renctmed
defensive halfback, who rises menae-
ingly and settles back, fizuring that it
st aworth it.)
Ifback: Watch it, punk.
_]'clhn 1 don’t have ten arms, kid.
Here’s your mustard.
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Flick: 1 wanted ketchup.
John: Oh, why don’t you make up your
ind!
(JOHN disappears into smoky-blue
kilchen.)

Schwartz: Yep, it's gonna be some
graduation.

Ralpk (coming out of a daydream):

Hmmm?
(ELICK, resigned to his fute, scoops
mustard out of the bottle with a
finger and smears it on his cheese-
burger.)

John (reappearing): Who wanted the
ketchup here?

Halfback: Hey, Shrimp, you wanted
the ketchup, right? (He grabs ket
chup fram JOHN, pours half on
FLICK’s cheeseburger.) That
enough? Or wouldja like a little on
top of your head?

Ralphs: Pass the ketchup, please.

Halfback: You trying to get smart,
kid?

Schwartz: [ think my old man's get-
1ing mea power saw.

(shoving ketchup botlle at
RALPH): Just watch it, kid

Schwartz: Yessir, I'm gonna mount it’

on my workbench.

John: Which enc o’ you gets the coffee
malt?

Flick: Here.

John: You two guys get the Cokes,
right?

Ralph and Schwartz: Yeah.
(gﬂzfprnad of guiping.)

Schwartz: You gomg to the Prom?

Ralph: Yep, I guess sa.

Flick: Who ya takin'?

Ralph: 1 don’t know. I was thinking of
Daphne Bigelow,

Narrator: | had dropped the name of
the most spectacular girl in the entire
high school, if not the state of In-
dianaitself,

wartz: No kidding!

Ralph: Yeh. | figure I'd give her a

break.
(FLICK snarts, the gassy soda e
going dewn the wrong pipe. He
coughs and wheezes for several mo-
ments. Dissolve to a fong shot doum
the schoal corridor. A very attractive
girl walks towards the camera. Dis-
solve tn other shots of her in glamor-
ous adolescent activitics—sunbathing
on beach, riding in a convertible, ¢tc.)

Narrator: Why does a man become a
revolutionary? Just when is that pre-
cise instant of stark realization when
he perceives with unmistakable clari-
ty that he is but a humblc tenpin in
the cosmic bowling game of life? And
that others arc balls in that game?
Look closely into the early private life
of any great revolutionary and you
will find a girl- Somewhese along the
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line, 2 pair of elfin eyes put Karl
Marx down so decisively that he
went home and wrote the first words.
of his Manifesto. I well remember my
own turning point. Like most pivotal
moments in our lives, it came unex-

tedly and in the guise of rare good
ortune. Her name was Daphne Bige-
low. Even now, I cannot suppress a
fugitive shiver of tremulous passion
and dark yearning: There was some-
thing about her, something I am not
quite sure [ can adequatcly convey
through the sadly lacking means of
imperfect mman language. Daphne
walked in a kind n'?umn haze of

arprnaching dawn. A suggestion
always lingered about her that she
wasn't there at all. Rosy gold and
blue tints flushed and were gone; soft
winds blew. Somewhere exotic birds
called out in their sleep as Daphne
drifted into Biology 1, trailing mimo-

sa hlossoms and offering ccstasies not
vet plumbed by human experience.
Way down deep among the lower
one-third of the ¢lass, ammd thar great
rabble of faceless mankind who squat
among the rancid lunch bags and
musky galoshes of academe, who are
forever condemned to view the great
pageants of life from parked third-
hand jalopies amid the apple cores
and beer cans of drive-in movies, [
sat, hardly daring to hope—from
over a gulf so vast as to make all
carthly distances pale to triviali-
ty—and devoured her daily with my
eyes from behind a Biology: 1 work-
book_

(Gut back to “John's place.”)
Schwartz: Ya gotta go formal. I read

on the bulletin board where it said

y®i wear a summer formal to the

Prom.
Flick: No kidding? What's a summer
formal?
Ralph: That’s where you wear one of
those white coats. Ya gotta rent "em.
Halfback: Did you say Bigelow, Kid?
Ralph: Yezh,
Hals:h-rl: That's what T thought you

said.
(HALFBACK takes a huge swig of
root beer, burpis menacingly, hitches
up his pants, and swaggers oud.)
Schwartz: What was that all about?
Ralph: Search me.
Flick: You never can figure what them
jocks are thinking. If anything.
Narrator: You know, it's a funny thing
about being an American. Tdon't
think anybody else in the world un-

derstands how it i3 1o be an Ameri-
can...and I'm not so sure that we
understand it either. The American
is the only person in the world who
really believes that the past used to be
tremendous, the future’s gonna be
fantastic; it’s only now that's rotten.
(Closenp of invitation card on shelf in
bathroom, where RALPH is fimish-
ing washing his hands: “The Junior
Class i proud to invite you to the
Junior Prom, to be held at the Cher-
rywood Country Club beginning
exght pm., Junc fifth. Dance to the
music of Mickey Exley and kis Ma-
gic Music Makers. Summer formal
required. The Commattee.”)




Mother (from downstairs we hear her
woice): Come on, breakfast’s ready.
(RALPH joins his FATHER af the
table)

Dad: Who ya gonna take to the Prom?

Ralph: Oh, I don’t know. T was think-
ing of a couple of girls

Mother: Why not take that nice Wan-
da Hickey?

Ralph: Aw, come on, Ma. This is the
Prom. This i¢ important. You don’t
take Wanda Hickey to the Prom. I
haven’t decided who I'm gonna take.
1 was kind of thinking of Daphne
Bigelos.

Dad: You're a real glutton for punish-
ment, ain’t you? Oh well, you might
as well learn your lesson once and for
all. Yep. Too many guys settle for the
first skirt that shows up. And regret
it the rest of their lives.

(lonoring the innuendo, MOTIHER
sets the lumpy eatmeel down on the

table.)

Mother: Well, T think Wanda is a very
nice girl. But then, what T think
doesn’t matter.

R:ﬂ) gotta rent a summer formal.

D You're gonna wear one a° them
monkey suits?

Ralph: I'm going down to that place
on Hohman Avenue tomorrow with
Sehwartz and see about it.

Randy: Oh, boy! Lah-di-dah.

Narrator: A characteristically elo-
quent understatement, Like father,
like son.

(Shots of RALPH end FLICK walk-
mg o sehoot. Other kids armive by
bus. They head tnto school and
r'/mw hes a plence of

BIGELOW.)

Pubcrty rites in the more

primitive tribal societies are almost
invariably painful and traumatic ex-
periences. And step by step, in the
ancient tradition, the tribal ritual
was being acted out-ar the High
School.
(RALPH tries to work up courage to
ask DAPHNE to the Prom. He trails
her tu her focker, and walks up to er
as the final beil rings.)

Narrator: The Prom, which was now
two weeks off, began to ocoupy our
minds most of the waking day. The
semester had just about played irself
our; our Junior year was almost over.
The trees and flowers were in blos-
som, greal white clouds drifted across
deep-blue skies and baseball practice
was in full swing—but somehow, this
spring was different from the rest
The Prom was something that we
had heard about since our earliest
days. A kind of golden aura hung over
the word itself. There was only one
thing wrong. As each day ticked inex-
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orably by toward that magic night at
the Cherrywood Country Club, 1 still
could not steel myzelf to actually seek
out Daphne Bigelow and ask her the
fatal question. Time and again, I
spotted her in the halls, drifing by
on gossamer wings, her radiant com-
plexion casting 4 glow on all those
around her, her brilliant smile light-
ing up the corners of 202 homeroom.
But each time, I broke into a fevered
sweat and chickened out at the last
instant.

(DAPII rushes off o class and
RALPI &5 left again without having
kad g chance to atk her to the Prom.
Ashe terns around. fie sees WANDA
HICKEY.)

Waada: Hi.

(RALPH, in the classroom, starey ab
DAPHNE.

Narrator: Another day had faded for-
ever into history. As my intricately.
contrived glandular system ripened
and matured, so my carefully con-
cealed passion for Daphne Bigelow
burgeoned, until finally it engulfed
me and I was swallowed up like
Jonah into the inky blackness of the
whale's belly.

(RALPH 15 joined by SCHWART
They walk dowm the road to Ralph's
house.)

Schwartz: How ya doin’ with Daphne
Bigelow?

Ralph: Oh, that. [haven't had time to
ask her.

Schwartz: Ya betterger on the stick.

Ralph: Who you got Tined up?

Schwartz: Clara Mae ‘v!alungly Yep.

Ralph: Boy, shesure can spell-

Narrator: It was all [ could think of to
say that was good about her, other
than that she was female.

Schwartz: Sure can.

Ralph: You gonna send her a corsage?

Schwartz: Already ordered 11. At the
Cupid Florist.

Ralph: Anorchid?

Schwartz: Yep. Cost eight bucks. That
includes a gold pin for it
(Camera pulls back from an exlreme
closeupy of a face to reveal it 45 parl of
2 sign hanging out over the street. It
s the cutout of a tall, creamfaced
man dressed 1 high silk hat, sterched
shire, swallowitailed coal, striped
trousers; and an ionry-headed iwalk-
mg stick held with an easy grace by
his dove-gray gloved hand, Be-
neath, in red, spullering neon seripl,

are, the words: “AL’S SWANK

FORMAL-WEAR. RENTED BY

THE DAY OR HOUR, FREE

FITTINGS.”" RALPH  and

SCHWARTZ pass under the sign,

enter the doorway, and climb the

narrow, dark, wooden sieps fo the

second floor. 5

,':cmsz on e wall are the words:

. NK  FORMAL—TURN
LEFT.” They pass a couple of den-
tists” affices and @ door marked:
“BAIL. BONDSMAN—FREE-
DOM FOR YOU DAY OR
NIGHT.™)

Schwartz: 1 wonder if Fred Astaire
ever comes here?

Ralph: Oh, come on, Schwartz. This is
serious!

(RALPH and SCHWARTZ enter a
small roam with a yellow light bulh
hanging from the ceiling, a couple of
tull glass cases contaning sl on
hangers, a counter, and o couple of
3 3, full-length mirrors. A
rihy, bald, hawk-eyed, shirt
sleeved man w5 standing hehind the
counter. Around his neck hangs a
yellow measuring tupe. He wears &
orn vest with o half-dozen chalk
penils sticking vut of the pocket.)

Schwartz: Uh...we'd liketo....

Al: OK, boys, va wanna make it big'at
the Prom, am I righﬁ ¥a come to the
right place Ya goin® to the hop out at
Cherrywood, right?

Ralph: Uh.__yeah.

Al: And ya wanna summah fawmal,
right? (Shouting.) Hey, Morty!
Here's two more for that bash at
Cherrywood. I'd say ene thirty-six
shawt, one fawty regulah.

Morty (from the bowels of the es-
tablishment): Comin® up! (Humming
1o hipeself, AL beginy to pile boxes as
if SCHWARTZ and RALPH are
nith even there. SCHWARTZ 35 busi-
by inspecting a collection of bow ties
dighlayed wnder gloss in ine of the
showicases. MORTY shouls fr:am the
back roorm.) OK on the thirty-six
shawt, Al, but I'm outa fawties. How
“bout that fawty-two regulah that
just came back from that wedding?

Al: Cut the talk an’ bring the goods!

Morty: The fawty-two ain’t been
eleaned yet!

Al Bring it out, awready! This suit
just come in from another job. Don’t
worry about how it looks. We'll clean
it up an’ take it in so’s it'll fit good.
(MORTY emerges, a tall, thin, sad
man i @ gray smock, even balder
than AL. He carries fwo suits on
hangers, drapes them over the
counter, gives AL a dirty look, and
stalks back into the shadews.) OK
now, hoys. (7o SCHWARTZ.) First
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you. Take this and rry it on behind
the: curtain, It should fit good. It's
maybe a little long at the cuffs, but
we'll take them up. (SCHWARTZ
grabs the hanger and seurries bebind
the green curlain. AL holds up the
ather suil. In the middle of a dark
reddish-browm stain that covers the
critire right breast pocket is @ neat lit-
He hole right through the jacket. AL
turns. the hanger around and sticks
;.’;; finger through the hole.) Hey

orty!

Morty: What now?

Al: How 'bout this
fawty-two? Can ya fix it?

Morty: Waddaya want, miracles?

Al Don't worry, kid. We can fix this

up good as new. You'll never tell it
amn’ta new coal. (SCHWARTZ
emerges from the fittmg room
shrouded in what tooks (ke o para-
chute with sleeves. AL mpasures him
quickly and roughly.) Perfect!
Couldn't be bertuh! It's made for
you. Just perfect. Couldn’t be bettuh.
Perfect. Like tailormade. OK, kid,
take it off. I'Tl have it ready for you
next week (SCHWARTZ disap-
pears: into the fitking raom.) Here,
slip on this coat. (RALPH puts on
the jacket. AL spms ham around.)
Just perfect. Couldn’t be bettuh. Fits
fike a glove. Take it in a little here;
pull in the bias here. . (He takes out
his chalk and makes a few marks on
RALPH'’s back.) OK, slip outa it.
And don’t worry 'bout the stain
we'll get it out. Musia been some
party. Here, try on these pants.
(He tosses a pair of madnight-blue
trousers o RALPH, who catches
them and disappears inte) the chang-
ing cubicle.)

Narrator; Inside the hot little cubicle,
as | changed into the pants, I stroked
the broad black-velver stripe that
lined the outer seam. 1 was really in
big time now. They were rumpled, of
course, and they smelled strongly of
some spilled bc\:m?e, but they were
truly magnificent. ‘The waist came 1o
just a shade below my armpits, beau-
tfully pleated. Tossing the curtain
aside, | shashayed out like Cary

Grant

Al: Stand up straight, kid. (AL leans
close to RALPH and speaks i his
ear.)

Narrator: An aromatic blast of pas-
trami and pickled herring made my
head reel. S

Al: Ah. Pesfect. Just right. Put a little
tuck in the waist. So. And a litdle in
here.

Narrator: A sudden thrill of pain as he
violently measured the inseam. Then
it was all over.
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hole inna

Al: Now, how do va see the shirts? You
want "em straight or ruffled? Or
pleated, maybe? Very smart. I would
recommend our Monte Carlo model,
a real spiffly numbah.

Schwariz: Boy, now that’s a shirt!

Ralph: That's what [ want.

Schwartz: M, too.

Al: OK now, how "bour studs? Ya got

em?

Ralph: Uh.._what?

1: OK, I guess not. I'll throw ‘em in.
Because you're high-class customers.
Now, I suppase ya wanna go first-
class, right>—Right?

Schwartz (uncertmn): Yeah!

Al T knew that ‘the minute you two
walked in. Now, I'm gonna show you:
somepin that is exclusive with Al's
Swank Formalwear. (With an atr of
mystery, he bends over, slides open a
drawer, and places an abject on the
counter.) No place else in town can
supply you with a genuine Hull)’-
wood p::sley cummabund. It's

our trademark, (RALPH and
S(.HIIART/ examine iL.) It's only
a buck extra. And worth five times
the price. Cary Grant always wears
this model. How "bout it, men? (Both
nod yes.) OF course, included for only
half & dolla more is our fawmal bow
tic and matchin’ botteneer. T would

est the maroon.
: Sounds grear.

artz: Isn't that everything?

Al: Ts that all! You gotta be klddm
senny. How do you expect to trip the
“light fantastic without a pair a black
patent-leatha dancin’ pumps?

Ralph: Dancin’ what?

Al: Shoes, shoes, and we throw in the
socks for nuttin. How "bout it?

Ralph: Well, uh..

AL Fine! So that's it, boys. Tll have ev-
crything all ready Ihc day before the
Prom. You'll really knock "em dead.

(RALPH and SCHWARTZ walk
out of AL's store. They pass a store
window in which can be seen a reflec-
tion of a steel mill. A loud klaxon
sotinds. )

Narrator: One week 10 go; less, now,
because you couldn’t count the day of
the Prom itsell. My cowardly soul,
could T ever ask Daphne Bigelow for
a date? A softness was in the air, a
quickening of the pulse. Expectation
long lying dormant in the blackened
rock ice of winter sent out tentative
tender green shoots and yawned to-
ward the smokey sun. (RALPH, out-
side his house now, picks up the hose
and starls {o sprkle the lawn.) |
sank into a moody sea of reflection.
Was 1 5 to boot the Prom? All
week, I had been cleaning up my
Ford for the big night. Everything

Ral
Schras

was set 10 go, except for one thing—
no girl. A feeling of helpless rage
settled over me. T sprmldcd on, not
knowing that another picce was be-
ing fitted into the intricate mosaic of
adolescence.

‘Wanda: What are you doing?
(Startled, RALPH flings the hosi
around, spraving the whate figure on
the stdewalk ten feet away, dressed in
fennis clothes.)

Ralph: I'm sorry! Oh, hi, Wanda. 1
didn’t see you there.

(WANDA dries herself unth a Kleen-

er.)

‘Wanda: What are you doing”

Ralph: I'm sprinkling the lawn. You
been playing tennis?

Wanda: Mc and Eileen Akers were
playing. Down al the park. I'm sure
glad school's almost over. [ ean hard-
Iy wait. [ ncver thought I'd bea

senior.

Ralph: Yeah.

Wanda: I'm going to camp this sum-
mer; Are you? (WANDA swings her
tennis racket at a June bug that flaps
above. She misses. The bug soars
angrily up and whirrs aff) Are you
going to college when you graduate
next year?

Ralph: Yeah, [ guess so, if I don't gee
drafted.

Wanda: My brother’s in the Army.
He's in the Artillery.

Ralph: Yeah, T heard. Does he likeit?

Wanda: WE". he doesn't write much.
But he's gonna get a pass next Sep-
tember, before he goes overseas.

R.IIlI,h How come he's in the Ar-
il

Wamh: I don’t know. They just put
him there. | guess because he's tall.

Ralph: What's that gotta do with it?
Do they have to throw the shells, or
something?

Wanda: 1 don’tknow. They justdid it.

Ralph (after @ moment's hesitation):
You going to the Prom?
(For o long instant WANDA vays
nothing, ust swings her tennix racke!

)

eakly): I guess so,
T begreat.
Wanda: Uh. . who are you going

Well, I haven't exactly made

up my mind vet. (He bends down tin-
concernedly and pulls a grant milk-
weed out by the ronts.)

Wanda: Neither have 1.

(They look at cach other, frozen -in
fme!

Narrator: [t was then that | realized
there was no sense fighting it. Some
guys are born to dance forever with
the Daphne Bigelows on shining
ballroom floors under endless starry
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skies. Others—well, they do the best
they can.
Ralph: Wanda?
Wanda: Yes?
Ralph: Wanda. Would you. .. well ..
would you, you see, I was

Narrator (whupmnq) Here Tgo in
over the horn:

Ralph: Wanda, uh... how about..
ing to the Prom with me?

Narrator: She stopped twitching her
tennis racket. The crickets cheeped,
the spring air was filled with the
sound of singing froglets. A soft
breeze carried with it the promise of
a rich summer and the vibrant
aromas of a nearby refinery.

Wanda: Of course, P've had a lot of in-
vitations, but I didn’t say ves to any
of them yet. [ guess it would be fun to
go with you.

Ralph: Yeah, well, naturally, I've had

four or five girls who wanted to go
with me, but [ figured that they were
mostly jerks anyway, and...ah...1
meant to ask you all along.
(As the camera slowly pulls back and
up, RALPH and WANDA grow
smailer and smaller. The sun has al-
most sat and already the steelworks
have begun to reflect thetr glow in the
cvening sky.)

Narrator: The die was cast. There was

no turning back. It was an ironclad
rule. Once a girl was asked to the
Prom, only a total crumb would even
consider ducking out of it. There had
been ane or two cases in the past, but
the perpetrators had become social
pariahs, driven from the tribe to fend
for themselves in the unfriendly
waoods, (Pause.) The great Atlantic
salmon struggling thousands of miles
upstream, leaping waterfalls, bat-
tling bears to mate is nothing com-
pared to your average high school
junior. The salmon dies in the at-
tempt, and so, often does the junior,
in more ways than one. As we am-
bled on through the gloom, I didn’t
have the slightest hint of what wag
coming; neither, T suppose, does the
salmon, He just does what he has to
do. Sodid 1.
(RALPH and SCHWARTZ dre al
schuol, hurrying through the balls be-
fween classes on their way to their
lockers.)

Ralph: Hey, Schwartz, how ahout
double-dating for the Prom?

Schw-u-lz Great! I'll help you clean
uj car.

Ral ph. I've already simonized her.
She’s all set.

Schwartz: Are you gonna send
Daphne an orchid, or what?
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Ralph: Well, no.-

Schwartz: What do you mean? Ya got-
ta send a corsage.

Ralph: Well, I am going to send a cor-

sage-

Schwartz: 1 thought you said you
weren't,

Ralph: I never said 1 wasn't gonna
send 2 corsage:

Schwartz: Are you nuts? You just said
you weren’t gonna.

Ralph: I'm not gonna send a corsage to
Daphne Bigelow. You asked me if I
was gonna send a corsage to Daphne.
F'mnot.

Schwartz: She’s gonna think you're a
real cheapskate.

Ralph: Schwartz, I have decided not to
ask Daphne Bigelow to the Prom:
(SCHWARTZ stops and looks di-
rectly at RALPH, causing ham (o
slam ints two strolling freshmen
girls. Their bovks slide across the

ere they are trampled un-
derfoot by the thundering mob.)

Schwartz: Well, who are you taking?

Ralph: Wanda Hickey.

Schwartz: Wanda Hickey!

(They walk v, saying nothing, until
Jinally, they veach their luckers.)

Schwartz: Well, she sure is good at al-
gebra
(1t is afternoon and RALPH is seated
at one of the study hall tables. Hiy
bonks are open, but he is staring ab-
sently across the room at WANDA,
who, unaware of kim, 15 busily at
work.)

Narrator: She was kind of cute. I'd
never really noticed it before. Ever
since second grade, Wanda had just
been there. Along with Aileen Akers,
Helen Weathers, and all the other
girls who—along with me and
Schwartz and Flick and the rest—
had moved together step by step up
the creaky ladder of education. And
here I was, at long last, taking Wan-
da Hickey—Wanda Hickey—to the
Prom, the only Junior Prom I would
ever attend in my life. Ahead, our
long summer in the sun stretched out
like a lazy yellow road. For many of
us, it was the last peaceful summer
we were to know. (RALPH is busily
doing sums in his notebook.) The
eight dollars for the orchid didn’t
help, Schwarez and I split on the gas,
which would come to maybe a buck
apiece. After paying for the summer
formal T had a fast ten dollars left for

the night. My 24 dollars was shrink-
ing fast. (SCHWARTZ, who is seal-
ed behind RALPH, passes a note to
A “How about the Red Rooster
afterwards?”” RALPH writes,
“Where else?” and passes the note
back to SCHWARTZ) The Red
Rooster was part of the tribal ritual.
Tt was the place you went after a big
date. I you could afford it. (RALPH
wlances across the room at WANDA
and catches hér {voking at fum. She
instantly buries her head in her
baok.) Good old Wanda.

(RALPH is seated at the kitchen ta-
ble eating ¢ liverwurst on whole
wheat and drinking a glass of choco-
late milk. It's wighttme. The back
dovr slams open and DAD enters,
carrying hs bowling bag. He slides
the bag across the floor, pretending
to fay one doum the gronve, his right
erm held oul in a groceful follow-
through, right leg trailing in the clas-
sic bawling stance.}

Dad: Right in the pocket
Ralph: How’d you do tonight?

ad: Not bad. Had a two-oh-seven
game. Almost cracked six hundred.
{(DAD opens the refrigerator and
fishes around for a beer, then sifs
down heeuily, taking a decp drag
Jrom the botile, burping {oudly.)
Well, tomortow’s the big day, ain’t

R Fh: Yep, sureis.

You takin' Daphne Bigelow?
(Fh: Nah. Wanda Hickey.

Dad: Oh yeah? Well, you can’t win
’em all. Wanda's old man is some
kind of a foreman at the mill or some-
thing, ain’t he?

Ralph: I guess so.
anrz He drives a Srudebaker Champi-
on, don’t he? The green two-door
with the whitewalls. Not a bad car.
Except they burn oil after a while.
They used to have a weak front end.
Bad kingpins. (DAD shakes his head
eritically, opens another beer, and
reaches for the rye bread.) How ya
fixed for tomorrow night?

Ralph: What do you mean?
adp: T mean, how are ya fixed?

Ralph: Well, I've got about ten bucks.

: Hmm. (There is silence fora
momtent or two.) You know, [abways
wished I coulda gone to a Prom. Oh
well. (DAD cuts himself a slice of
botled ham and makes a sandwich.) 1
was really hot tonight. Got a string
of six straight strikes in the second
game. The old hook was movin’, get-
ting a lot of wood. (He reaches mto
his fup pocket, takes out his wallet.)
Look, don't tell Ma. (He hands
RALPH a §20 bill:) 1 had a couple of
bets going on the second game, and
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TP'm a money bowler.
{

e to cal their

\ fooking at each other but
saying nothing.)

Narrator: | was so at this

coat was ceady for another night of | stll (She carefully works the stud

celebration. (RALPH beging to get and then ariistically erases

\fter donning his shirt, he is munstrous thumbprn
£

unprecedented gesture that it never
occurred to me to say thanks, He
would have been embarrassed if 1
had. A miracle had come to pass.
There was no doubt about it—the
Prom was to be an unqualificd gas.
(Camera holds on apen bathroom
door. From inside can be heard z.'m
sound of splastung water, follmved by
a muffled curse from RALPH. Final-
I he appears in the doorsay, He is
wearmy a towel and his Jace 15 be-
decked with little preces of tovlet
faper. His hair is smo
Camera follows him along to his bed-
mom. His enfire summer form
semble 1 lawd out o the be

t was fast approaching when
I emerged from the bathroom, redo-
lent of rare aromas, pink and svelte.
But the real battle had not yet begun.
Al was right: the clegant white coat
truly gleamed in virginal splendor.
Not a trace of the red stain nor the
sinister hole could be detected. The

d it has ma buttens. Where's your tie?
ely e rummagei in the box | Ralph (strangling under the tightness
e isciiers the Shids it 8 grve of the collary: Tr. . _ack.: . must
lope. He opens the envelope and they be. . .in the bax.
inevitably slip fram his grasp and | (MOTHER rummages around and
disappiear under the bed. RALPH finds the bowr tie. 1t is black and has
ries to retrieve them.) Although 1 "mu metal clips. s it onto the
didn’t know it at the time, I had ob- wng collar and stands back.)
served a classic maneuver executed by Mu:hzr: Now, look at yourself in the

at least one stud out of cvery set rent- mlrrnr (\Ir’) THER picks up the
ed with a nux. T was already begin- kt-blue trousers and kolds
ning to lose my L:fchun} sheen. 50 that RALPH can slip
(.’\ ALPIH fina rithout bending aver.)
ing the studs nnd turns to the mirror mmc your fool.

o flt them in hir shirt. There 15 a t\J’f) THE
tremendous struggle. Suddenly two | pulling the silky biack socks onto
large smudgy fingerprivte appear on RALPH’s feer. T ¢ of a box on
the collar of the shirt,) the bed, ihe removes the gleaming

on all fours,

Ralph (screaming): Ma! Look at my | pair of patent-leather dancing
shirt! pumps, grabs RALPH's right foot,
(MOTHER rushes tn from the kitch- and sh i inta one of them, using
e, carTying @ fraving kmfr and a pen her finger as a shochorn, RALPH
of appples.) tromps doum. MOTHER squeals m

Mother: What's the matter? pan.) I can’t get my finger out!

Ralph: Look! (RALPH hobbles around.) Stand

Mother: Don't touch it. (She darts out stilll (RALPH stands like a crane,
aof theroom and returns instantly ane foot air. His MOTHER

with an arigum eraser.) Now hold tugs off © . then tapples back-




ward in relief, rubbing her index

Smger. RALPH straightens up and |

the other shoe & put on withoul fur-
ther incident. )‘ﬂha(«lh:sihmg‘
Ralph: Oh, that's my cummerbund.
Mother (smiling): A cummerbund!
How does it work? Oh, I sce. It has
clips on the back. Hold stll
HER snaps the cummerbund
o RALPH, holds out the white coat
which he puts on, and then darts
raund to the front i do up the single
hutton. RALPH quickly goes to sur-
vey himself in the bathrovm mirror.
MOTHER calls out from the next
room.) Hey, what's this thing?
(SHE comes out holding a e elloprhane
hay containing @ maroon object.)
Ralph: Oh, that's my boutonmiere.
Mother: Your what?
Ralph: It’s 2 thing for the lapel. Like a
fake flower.
(RALPIH seunters out the front door,

turns, and gives his MOTHER a |

Jaunty waye. She calls him back fust

i tme 1) give im WA

. RALPH gets into th and

off. He pulls up at WANDA's

house. She is out on the porch, her

MOTHER | g about her,

FATHER lurk the background,

heamning.)

arrator: With stately tread, [ moved

up the walk. My pants were 50 tight

that if T'd taken one false step, who
knows what would have happened.

In my sweaty, Aqua-Velva-scented

paim, I clutched the ritual largess in

its shiny box. (RALPH reaches
NDA, who aring a long
turguoise taffeta grum. Her milky
skin and golden hair radiate in the
glovs of mcpurrh iight.) This was not
the old Wanda. For onec thing, she
didn’t have her glasses on, and her
eves were unnaurally large and lig-
uid, the way the true myopia victim's
always are.

Wanda: Gee, thanks for the orchid.

Narrator: Her voice sounded strained
In accordance with the tribal custom,
she, too, was being mercilessly
clamped by straps and girdles.

Wanda’s Mother: You' II take care of
her now, won't you?

Wanda's Father: Now, Emily, don’t
start yapping. They're not any-
more.

(WANDA and R
and drive doum &
pulls up in front (
house. He jumps in
AR

LLPH enter car
road. The car

pirking lot 3, front of c herryrood
Country Club as streamy of cars pull
i, We see RALPH and friends jump
out of the car and thread their way
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througlr the crawd and into the club.)
Narrator: [ found myself saving things |
like, ** hello there, Albert, how
are you™" and, “Yes. I believe the
weather is perfect.” Mickey Eisley
and his Magic Music Makers struck
up the sultry sounds that had made
them [amous in every steel-mill town
that ringed Lake Michigan. Dark
and sensuous, the dance floor en-
gulfed us all. T felt tall, slim and
beautiful, not realizing at the time
that evervbody feels that way wear- |
ing a white coat and rented pants. I |
could see myselfl standing on a myste-
rious balcony, a lonely, elegant fig- |
ure, looking out over the lights of |
some exotic city, a scene of sophis— |
ticated gaiety behind me.
CA ek el e e flatred
as MICKEY EISLEY, standing be- |

fore a microphane thaped like a chro-
mium bullet, announces in a metallic
wotce, ringing with feedback.)

Mickey Eisley: All right, bovs and
girls. And now something really ro-
mantic. A request: “When the Swal-
fows Come Back to Capistrano,”
We're going to turn the lights down
for this one.

green, yel-
enchar ted

A and RALPI

II‘A.\
begin tn manever around the floor.)
Narrator: It was unquestionably the
high point of my existence. My sole
experience in dancing had been
gamned from reading Arthur Murray
ads and practicing with a pillow for 3

darkness.

partner behind the locked door of the

bathroom. As we shuffled across the
foor, 1 could see the black footprints
before my eyes, marching on a white |
page: 1-2-3; rh:n the white one that
said,

Pause.” (Back and forth, up
they move metronomical-
{y. RALPH's ‘box step i s0 square

that he goes in Little right angles. The
wool carnation rides high up on his
lape! and _aq;f—; to scratch his cheek

and. its incessant abrasive action has
removed a wide strifi of skin en-
cireling his nech.)

Narrator: Wanda's orchid was leering
up at me from her shoulder. It was
the most repulsive flower T had ever
seen. It looked like some kind of
overgrown  venus's-flytrap  waiting
for the right moment to strike. Decp
purple, with an obscene yellow
tongue that stuck straight out of it,
and greenish knobs on the end, it
clashed almost audibly with her tur-

quoise dress. It looked like it was
breathing, and it clung to her
shoulder as if with claws. {(*“HWhen
the decep purpullll falllillls . over
sleceechy  gacardenmnwallllls..

warbles the vocelist into his micro-
phone, with which he seems o be
dancmg the tango.) Wanda started to
sweat through her taffeta. I felr it
running down her back. My own
back was already so wet you could
read the label on my undershirt right
through the dinner jacket. Back and
forth we trudged doggedly across the
crowded floor. Another Arthur Mur-
ray ad man, Schwartz, was doing ex-
actly the same step with Clara Mae
directly behind me. We were all ina
Four-part lock step. (In contrast to
the descriplion in_the narration, the
camera covers the dance romankcal-
by, with star filters, swirling gawns,
mirror balls, ete) The orchid was
getting riper by the minute and the
sweat, which had now saturated my
jockey shorts; was pouring down my
legs in rivalets. My soaked cummer-
bund turned two shades darker. So
that she shouldn’t notice, I pulled
Wanda closer to me. Sighing, she
hugged me back. Wanda was the
vaguely chubby type of girl that was
so papular at the time. She strongly
resembled a pink beach ball—but a
cute beach ball, soft and rubbery. 1
felt bumpy things under her taffeta
gown, with little hooks and knobs.
Schwartz caught me a nasty shot in
the rib cage just as [ bent over to Kiss
her lightly on the bridge of her nose,
It tasted salty. She looked up at me,
her great, liquid, myopic eves catch-
ing the reflection of the red and green
Ianterns overhead. (7he dance ends,
and RALPH and SCHWARTZ




ere they collect

a purpiish

il their way
back tn. H‘v:r table. R-I!I’H buritps
nto a girl.)

Daphne: Hi, Howard

Ralph: Hi, Daph:

Daphne: Oh, Howard, I'd like you to
meet Budge. Budge Cameron. He's
at Princeton. Budge, this is Howard.

Badge: Hiya. fella.

saunter by the bar,

The urchestra
* RALPH

band plays

ctheart.” The de
ously oper. We follow R fI’H and
outside where a
wr has pust comme 7
stand hesttantfy under the
amoment

Ralph: You guys stay h('rr I'li get the
LF h 1

a foat of water in
srkich pours aut as he
RALPH tries to rai
pushing téhe butfon.
raises half-wa
with rain pourtng i
kair matted in front of
RALPH continues 2o po
button. Finally the
RALPH tries (o start the engine
the effort of raving the &
sy drasned the battery
dead. RALPH ye
u at @ passing car.
FLICK m his Ch
push! My batgery's dead!
Narrator: This had never, to
knowledge happened o Fred As

It s
Gimme a

just gang. (FLICK
bekind RALPI's, give
and the car finally starts. I.' ICK

(I\Ai PII drives over to pick up
SCHWART WAND
CLARAMA. hey leap m uu.f Urf
car moves off into the dowmpour.)

Narrator: Do you know what happens
to a maroon-wool carnation on a
w -serge lapel in a heavy June
downpour in the Midwest, where it
rains not water, but carholic acid
from the steelmill fallowt? (Camera
cuts to a derk, unde, spreading
mardon stripe that goes all the way
dowm to the bottom of Ralph's white
caat, The French cuffc are covered
with grease from fighting the top,
and R ALPH has crocked o thumi-
nail, which i beginning to throb.)
Undaunted we slogged Intrepidl}
through the rain toward the Red

18

Rooster, (Wedged against his i
DA looks up at him-—oblivie
.m the o th luminous {ope
in hier ruly ant incurable

i the back seat
Jrom time to time.
uth was nearing its rm.ﬂ and most
vicious phase. (Dassolen (o o sign of &
gignt red nenn rooster with Mm
il that flicks u,u arnd i
the rave. RALPH's
tfu park lot am,u‘
peryone rund ko the dovry
aura of undefined sin was always con-
nected with the Red Rooster. Sly
winks, nudgings, and adolescent
cacklings about what purportedly
m-n: on al the Rooster made it the
spot for such a momentous
rwct Its waiters were rumored really
to be secret henchmen of the Mafia
But the only thing we knew for sure
about the Rooster was that anybody
on the far side of seven years old
could procure any known drink with-
out question. The jukehox, in full
200-watt operation, could be felt, if
not clearly heard, as far north as
Gary and as far south as Kankakee. A
triumph of American acsthetics.
(RALPH guides WANDA through
the uprog us throng of peers.
SCHWARTZ and CLARA MAE

traid behind, ¢ remarks
vith the gang. The the only
rematning. table. Immediately a
beady-eyed WAITER with vaseline
hair-ul handy them the Red Rooster
@ la carte deluxe menu, fle ¢
stands back, smirking, and waiting
Jor the nm'tr)
aiter: Can 1 bring you anything to
drink, gentlemen?

Ralph: Uh...muke mine... hourbon
(SCHIWARTZ grunts i admiration.
WANDA ogles at RALPH zith
yreat swimming, log

Waite:

i
Tow will wuhu.t' it, sir?
W:-ll in a glass, | guess

evsly): Sure. Why not?
And make it a triple,

Waiter: A triple? Yes, sir
SCHWARTZ) And you, sir?

Schwartz: Make it the same.

Waiter: And for the ladies? (RALPH
.:ml SCHWARTZ eye each other
blankly.) May [ hum hly suggest, sir,
two Pink Ladies? (They nod approc
al and the W, MU’R diparis with
their order. An embarvasied silence
descencds on the table, It is finally
broken by RALPH, who picks up
renuy and hands them round the ta-
ble. The WAITER roturny with the
drinks and places vne bafore cach of
them. Ta RALPILY And will we be
ordering dinner t-:n:g]lt‘

Ralph: I would like lamb chops, yellow
turnips, mashed potatoes and gravy,
a side dish of the Red Roster Roque-
fort Ttalian C :\Ip Slaw—and a straw-
berry shorteak
(Eoen the I .I-’.’I‘i\ soems impressed

(T




by the immensity of RALPH s order.
He turns o the others who have been
Bistening tn RALPH in amozement.)

Waiter: And the rest of you?

Schwartz: [ think we'll just stick with
our drinks.

Narrator: Moment by moment, I felt
my strength and maturity, my dash-
ing bonhommie, my clean-cut hand-
SOMEness :nvdopmg my [riends in its

benevolent warmth. Schwartz, too, |
seemed to scintillate as never before. |

Clara giggled and Wanda sighed,
overcome the romance of it all
Even when Flick, sitting three tables
away, :'J:u‘l Schwartz behind the
left ear with a poppyseed roll, our ur-
banity remained unruffled. (RALPH
brings the bourbon to his lips, intend-
ing fo down it in @ single, desib-may-
care draughl, the way Gary Cooper
used to do in the Siluer Dollar Sa-
loon. He does so and SCHWARTZ

[nﬂm.u suit.) Down it went—a |

90-proof rocket searing
savagely down my gullet. For an in-
stant, I sat stunned, unable to com-
prehend what had happened.
(RALPH’s eyes begm to water, and
he turns purple. SCHWARTZ ap-
pears from under the table, as he iries
o reseat hrmself. Hu fm.-r s begt-red
and his eyes are bug, mg, his jau
slack aua’)gu tongue bo
anda (her voice seems far away):
Isn’t this romantic? Isn’t this the
most wonderful night in all our lives?
1 will forever treasure the memories
of this wonderful night.
(RALPH struggles to reply, to main-
tain his &lan. Finally ke manages
with mpcvhuma.n :ﬂurr y]

Ralph: Urk.. urk...yeah.

w::m (smirking): Another, gents?
(SCHWARTZ nods dumbly. An in-
stant later, two more tnple bourbons
matenalize.

)
Clara Mae: Ler’s drink to the happiest |

night of our lives.

Narrator: There was no turning back.
Another screamer rocketed down the
hatch. For an instant, it scemed as
though this one wasn’t going to be as
lethal as the first. Then...(RALPH
downs his drink. Suddenly the room
seems to lurch sideways.)
gration deep inside me was now
clearly out of control. My feet were
smoking; my diaphragm heaved con-
vulsively, jiggling my cummerbund;
and Schwartz began to shrink, his
face alternating between purple-red
and chalk-white, his eyes black holes
staring fixedly at the ketchup bottle.
He sat stock-still. Wanda, mean-
while, cooed on ecstatically—but T

| Waiter: The

"The confla- |

was beyond understanding what she |

was saying. (Out of the maelstrom,
February 1977

suddenly a plate and hand mysterr-
ously enter frame. It is a paper-
paniied lamb chap hissing in bubbly
rease, pited yellaw turnips, gray
mashed potaloes awaxh in rich brown
gravy. The plate swings dangerously
i and aul of frame and focus. A jork
enlers the frame and attempis to
spear the chop. Suddenly the fork
misses, sending the chop spinning off
the plate and into the aisle between
the tables. The fork enters the frame

and chases the other chop around the |

plate. RALPH leans closer io i, un-
&l he is only an inch from ils surface.
We see him desperately eating every-
thing on the plate. Camera then pans
to sérawberry shortcoke piled high
with whipped cream. The fork enters
and rapidly demolishes that also. The
plates are now clean. The camm
sways from side to side and becom
increasingly out of focus. RAL .PH
rises and staggers through the tables
towards a doar with a sign on it
which swims in and out of kis zision.
RALPH Jalls. Usnmgh daor marked
“Men’s Raom™
Jollowed by SCHWARTZ, also stag-
gering.) Lamb chops, bourbon, rur-
nips, mashed potatoes, cole slaw —all
of it came rushing out of me in a great
roaring torrent—out of my mouth,
my nose, my ears, my very soul. Then
Schwartz opened up and we took
turns retching and shuddering. A
thrust itself between us dirl.-ﬂly
into the pot. It was Flick, moaning
wretchedly. The three of us stood
there limp and quivering, smelling to
high heaven, too weak to move It
was the absolute high pont of the
Junior Prom; the rest was an-
ticlimasx.
{The ‘door opens and, ashen-faced.
the three slowly return to thewr
tables. RALPH has lost his tic and
his shirt is open. L un,;’lmammt.rpa.rr
but gradually RALPH and
SCHWARTZ resume their balance.
The WAITER arrives and hands
RALPH the check.)
es, gentlemen.
(Without looking at the check,
RALPH fumbles in his jacket, drags
out the $20 bill, and honds it to the

h: Keep the change.
( car drives through the night.
WANDA gazes with unconcealed ec-
stasy at RALPH. SCHWARTZ sits
in the back, his ﬁmd ﬁb:.tu;ccn Kis
knees, saying nothing, but belching
accasionally. RALPH drops off
SCHWARTZ and CLARA MAE,
and drives through the dawn to
WANDA's house, The car stops n
front. They both get out and walk up

and i smmediately |

to the porch.

[ Narrator: We stood on her porch for
the last ritual encounter. A chill
dawn wind rustled the lilac bushes.

Wanda: This was the most wonderful,
wonderful night of my whole life. T
:llwa'E_ dreamed the Prom would be

s.

Ralph: Me too.

Narrator: Tknew what was cxpected of
me now. (WANDA's eyes close
dreamily. RALPH, swaying slighily,
leans forward.) The faint odor of sau-
erkraut from her parted lips coiled
slowly up to my nostrils. This was
not in the script.

(RALPH gets off the porch fast,
backpedaling desperately, and down

| the stairs, blurting “Bye.” He jumps
inlo the car amf races off, leaving
WANDA staring after him, alone on

the porch. RALPH’s car screeches
round the corner and stops w front of

a vacant lot. RALPH leans out. The
sound of retching can be heard. It

| slops finally and the car slowly moves
off into the sunrise. At hame, in the
kitchen, Raiph’s FATHER s read-
ing the paper. The car Euﬂs up.

RALPH enters. In the cold light of

we can see how disheveled he re-

lf‘ logks. His FATHER looks up.)

Father: You look Tike you had & hell of
a Prom.

| Ralph: I sure did.

| Father (sardonically): You want any-
thing to eat? (RALPH shakes his
head.) That's what I thought. Get
some sleep. You'll feel better in a
couple of days, when your head stops

banging.

{FATHER turns back to his newspa-
per. RALPH slowly heads upstairs.
His cummerbund falls off and lays at
the bottom of the stairs. Comera
holds on the stairs as RALPH disap-
pears into his bedroom.)

Narrator: The male human animal,
skulking the impenetrable
fetid jungle of Kidhood, learns early

[ in the game just what sort of animal
he is. agungk he stalks is 2 howl-

ing tangled wilderness, infested with

crawling, flying, leaping, nameless

dangers. There are occasional bril-

| liant patches of rare, passionate or-
chids and other sweet flowers and
succulent fruits, but they are rare. He
daily does battle with horrors and
emotions that he will spend the rest
of his life trying to forget or ress.
Or recapture. His junele is a wilder-
ness he will never fully escape, but
those first early years, when the
bloom is on the peach and the milk
teeth have just barcly departed, are
the crucial days in the Great Educa-
tion of Life. (Fade to black.) Lgs
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