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(ABBY has just ended her song, RED, a Texan, approaches.)

RED

You got a voice as cool as a mountain spring.

ABBY

Oh yeah? 

RED

Yeah.

ABBY

Haven't heard that one. 

RED

Perhaps, in the history of the earth, its never been said before.

ABBY

Wouldn't that be something...

RED

Sure would. You like a drink? (hands her a beer)

ABBY

Belgian. My favorite. 

RED

I know.

ABBY

Who told you?

RED

I pick things up...

ABBY

Are you some kind of obsessed fan who's been Facebook stalking me?

RED

Never read that book. Don't own a computer.

ABBY

A traditionalist. I respect that.

RED

Some traditions are better than others. (They toast. She chugs her beer.)

ABBY

Have we met before?

RED

Feels like it, don't it?

ABBY

Where are you from?

RED

Here'n there.

ABBY

Are you the kind of guy that gets a girl drunk, takes her home, fucks her, then disappears the next morning, or the next month, or whenever, and then finds a new girl and does it again?

RED

Naw, that's too fast and slippery fer me.

ABBY

What kind of guy are you, then?

RED

I'm not a "guy" at all. Some days, I'm like a tree. Deep roots, rough bark, smooth, bright leaves. Other days, an ocean... tossin', turnin', dark currents threatenin' to swallow everythin' up. One day I crash on top a ya, the next I lie there, silent and still, waitin' for ya to dip a finger in me.

ABBY

You drive a truck, don't you.

RED

Sure do.

ABBY

I've been looking for a guy with a truck who's not an idiot for a very. Long. Time. 

RED

Looks like I came to the right bar. Wanna go for a ride?
