LAUNDRY AND BOURBON 
by James McClure


A lady (in her late twenties) from Texas remembers a better time in her life.


ELIZABETH:    I remember I was coming out of the drug store with an ice cream cone...Vanilla.  And the sun off the hood was blinding.  Couldn't even see the car.  Then it passed into one shadow and I saw it.  For the first time.  It was beautiful, and Roy hardly even knew me then but he waved at me, and I dropped my vanilla cone right there on the pavement.  And I knew...he was the one.  

Remember drive-ins, Hattie?  One couple would get the car one night...We'd drive around and drive around and then go make out...Man, I want them back.  

I wish tonight was ten years ago and Roy was coming to pick me up in that pink Thunderbird.  I wish I could buy back some of the nights of summer I had in that car.  When everything was cool and free and driving along the highway away from this stupid town.  With the wind coming at you and the stars all the way to the horizon, like diamonds that went all the way to dawn. 

Then driving off the road somewhere.  By a lake maybe.  Anywhere.  Being off from town with the boy you loved better than anything in your whole life.  

I remember us making love for the first time.  Really slow and gentle.  He was gentle then.  He taught me my body.  I'd never really felt with my body before Roy.  Suddenly it was like every pore of my skin was being opened like in a rain storm, feeling and holding everything you possibly wanted right there in your arms.  

What I wouldn't give to have one of those nights again.  

Just one night when the back seat of that Thunderbird was sweeter than all the beds in the world.
