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Foreword

Robert Litz was both a spectacularly successful human being and a spectacularly good 
writer.  He was a person who loved his work and knew it, whatever frustrations it 
entailed.  I o�en called him a psycho-optimist, but everyone around him felt better 
a�er talking with him – and not primarily because of his incandescent smile, but 
because he managed, in every single conversation, to make it so clear what the true 
stakes are in life, and what’s worth �ghting for. 

�is publication puts together four of his plays, two contemporary and two historical 
plays, that were dearest to his heart.  �e plays were optioned multiple times at the 
major Hollywood studios (e.g., Paramount), but the options always lapsed, and always 
for bizarre reasons, including this: at the time when Bob was pushing for Helen Mirren 
or Annette Benning, the studio executives were sure that these actors weren’t famous 
enough and that they needed to get Julia Roberts to play Cassatt instead.

Like most artists, Bob was usually stone-broke, because producing plays, writing scripts 
for documentary �lms, producing experimental work, and writing movies “on spec” 
does not usually conduce to making money. (Also, whenever he came into big money, 
as when o�ered a �ve-picture deal, he had no trouble giving most of that money away 
to people he admired, as well as to virtual strangers whom he knew to be poorer than 
himself.)  

As Eudora Welty noted, “No art ever came out of not risking your neck. And risk – 
experiment – is a considerable part of the joy of doing, which is the lone, simple reason 
all [writers] are willing to work as hard as they do.”  Bob had an exceptional talent for 
writing, as well as a passion for friendship.  As a neighbor of mine says, “Bob could 
do anything, from �xing a piece of plumbing to building a lamp to writing a piece of 
theater that was so good that it le� you breathless.” He was a romantic fool in the best 
possible sense of that word.  �e only tribute we can pay Bob is to read his work, and 
this book should further that project in his honor.

Michael Nylan
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M O B I L E 
H Y M N
a play in two acts
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ACT ONE

[Pre-set with julie as the ranger presenting the Parks’ slide-show. 
A t  �r s t  s h e  s i mp l y a d va n ce s  t h e  s l i d e s  a s  ca l l e d - fo r  by be e p s  i n  t h e  p r e -
r e co r d e d  n a r r a t i o n .  �e n , a t  a  s l i d e  w h i ch  r e s o n a t e s  fo r  h e r , t h e  t a p e  
mut e s  a n d  s h e  be g i n s …]

julie /ranger: I used to watch nature shows on TV. … �e mating habits 
of condors, the propagation of trees. One show was about the biggest 
species on Earth. Elephants and whales, sequoia and banyans, huge 
giant squids.

But the single biggest living thing on Earth, bigger than the biggest 
dinosaur, is… a tree.  A stand of aspen in Colorado. It covers an entire 
foothill of the Rockies.  It looks like a whole forest but it’s all one plant, 
connected underneath. One humongous cross-rooted organism. 

I really needed to see that tree. To walk through it, lay down in the 
middle of all that aspen and listen to the wind rattle. … Just me, the 
mountain, and the aspen quaking on the wind.

[ LIGHT S co me  up  o n  t h e  towtrucker  w o r k i n g  o n  a  mo t o r cycl e  
p a r t .  dad, a t  h i s  s i d e , s ur ve ys  a  RO A D MA P  o f t h e  We s t e r n  St a t e s .
mom  i s  d i s co ve r e d  d i s t r a ct i n g  h e r s e l f w i t h  s o me  a ct i vi t y – fo l d i n g  
l a un d r y, p l a yi n g  mus i c, r e a d i n g , e t c.  – w a i t i n g  fo r  julie  t o  co me  h o me . ] 

dad: Lotta country right here. �e roads make a simple pattern, y’know… 
like mountains and rivers. And there’s a sweep to it, from Colorado to 
California; from down here at Nogales right up to Saskatoon. … Had the 
itch ever since I was a kid. Roads, highways, truckstops at 6 AM, driving 
all night. Fought it my whole life. �e day I made the last payment on 
the house, I thought it’d go away. … �en the furnace blew. My Chevy 
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threw a rod and Julie needed a new computer. 
[ w i t h  p r i d e ]  My kids are out here someplace. Both of ‘em. Moll and Julie.

[ julie e n t e r s , d r un k , w e a vi n g , o ve r co mp e n s a t i n g . ]

mom: Julie?
julie [ un d e r  h e r  br e a t h ]: Oh God.
dad: Marge too. �at’s my wife. You from these parts?
mom: Are you all right?
towtrucker: Nope.
dad: Ah… You got it too.
towtrucker: Got what?
dad: �e “itch.”
mom: I hope Frank behaved himself.
julie: As well as could be expected from somebody who got a 
C-minus in Health.
mom: Isn’t senior Health “human sexuality”?
julie: Not in Frank’s case.
mom: Physical love between two people is not something to be taken lightly.
julie: I was about to become the oldest living virgin in Upstate New York.
mom: Liberation’s one thing but…
julie: Can we talk tomorrow? I gotta lie down. 

[ julie s ud d e n l y l i e s  d o w n .  “Sp i n s . ”] 

mom: �e �rst time can be very upsetting.
julie: From the beer, Mom. I’ll be all right. 
dad: Bet you’ve seen a lotta guys like me.
towtrucker [ s t i l l  w o r k i n g ]: I’ve seen my share.
julie: So what’s with Dad all of a sudden? Male menopause?

Or has he �nally just �ipped from the fumes at the mill?

[ dad, fe e l i n g  i g n o r e d , be g i n s  t o  fo l d  up  h i s  ma p , s t a r t s  t o  g o . ]

dad: I oughta get going.
towtrucker: Just give me a few more minutes.
dad [ a p p e a s e d ]: Your bike?
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towtrucker: Naw. Some kid’s. … Aw, forget it. Let me see.

[ towtrucker w i p e s  h i s  h a n d s , t o s s e s  h i s  r a g , t h e n  l o o k s  a t  dad’ s  ma p . ]

dad: I was thinking of heading down through Zion and then on to the 
Grand Canyon.

mom [ g e n t l y s t r o k i n g  julie ’ s  h a i r ]: Your hair’s so �ne and so�. Like it was 
when you were a little girl.

[ julie g r o a n s , t r i e s  t o  e va d e ]

mom [ C O N T ’ D]: Have you been using that new conditioner I got?
julie: It doesn’t work.
mom: It has to, it’s got egg in it.
julie: I put a whole raw egg on yesterday.
mom: �at was for your father’s breakfast.
julie: He eats toast.
mom: Because you put all the eggs on your head.
julie: Why’d I have to get your hair? Why couldn’t I have gotten Dad’s.

Look! It just breaks o�!
mom: Your father’s had to clear the bathroom traps twice in the past month. 

Maybe you should rinse in the basement. 
towtrucker: Why don’t you just follow the route you’ve got marked out?
dad: I took that way ten years ago. I’d like to see something new. I’m not 

in any rush.
towtrucker: Just goin’ around?
dad: Yeah. Just me this time.
towtrucker: Only way to go.
mom: We’ve all got to be careful not to do anything upsetting to him for a 

while.
towtrucker: If I were you, I’d go the same way. Ten years is a long time. 

You forget a lot. Where’d you say you were from?
dad: Back East. … Took me a long time to �nally make the move and go. 

Kinda scary, just jumping o� like that, not knowing where I’d land.
towtrucker [ r e s umi n g  w o r k ]: Still, once you do it, you can’t believe you 

made such a big deal out of it. Hell, by the time I hit high gear, they 
coulda tore the roads up behind me. 
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dad: You ever been back?
towtrucker: Nope.
dad: You don’t want to? I mean, sometimes, just now and then?
towtrucker: I had this weird feeling when I crossed the Mississippi that 

somebody burned the bridge behind me and the road just… evaporated. 
And way back on the other side someplace there’s this guy with a face 
kinda like mine but who’s a total stranger – like somebody somebody 
like you told me about, like a story that sounded familiar when you 
heard it but you don’t know why. … If I ran into him now, we’d never 
even recognize each other.

[ dad  fo l d s  up  h i s  ma p .
In  a n o t h e r  a r e a , julie  r e a d s .  mom  a p p r o a ch e s  w i t h  co mb a n d  s ci s s o r s .
towtrucker  k e e p s  w o r k i n g , h i s  co n ce n t r a t i o n  t i g h t  o n  t h e  ma ch i n e .
dad  w a t ch e s  h i m cl o s e l y, ci r cl i n g  a r o un d  be h i n d  h i m, l o o k i n g  o ve r  h i s  
s h o ul d e r .  �e  Bo y, t ur n i n g  h i s  ca p , be co me s  n o t i ce a bl y a w k w a r d  a n d  
n e r vo us .  St r i p s  a  bo l t , d r o p s  t h e  t o o l .  Gl a n ce s  up .  He ’ s  n o w  moll . ]

moll: You’re standing in my light. 
dad: Now what’re you doing?
moll: What’s it look like?
dad: Like you’re making a mess.
moll: Plug’s just a little tight.
dad:You’re turning it the wrong way.

[ moll, fe e l i n g  fo o l i s h , r e ve r s e s  t h e  r a ch e t .  
dad, i r r i t a t e d  by i n co mp e t e n ce , t r i e s  h a r d  t o  s t a y p a t i e n t . ] 

dad: How’s the job-hunting?
moll: Jobs are o�-season.
dad [ n o t  a mus e d ]: Where’d you look today?
moll: Nowhere.
dad: Yesterday.
moll: I was working on my bike.
dad: Did you go see my friend over at the sporting goods store?
moll: Not yet.
dad: Did you at least call him?
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moll: Didn’t get a chance to.
dad: You had all day. And yesterday.
moll: Look, Dad, if I don’t get this thing running, I’ve got no way to get to 

work even if I got a job. I can’t even get around to look without wheels.
dad: You’ve got feet.
moll [ d i s mi s s i n g  h i m]: Yeah.

[ Si l e n ce .  moll  co n t i n e s  t o  w o r k , i g n o r i n g  h i m. ]

dad: Look at me when I’m talking to you.
moll: You weren’t saying anything.

[ mom co mbs  a n d  s n i p s .  �e y ca n  h e a r  t h e  s ce n e  be t w e e n  dad a n d  moll. ]

julie: Just the split ends, huh.
mom: Take that sweater o� – you’ll get little hairs all over it and itch forever. 

… It’s Moll’s anyway.
dad: You’re almost twenty years old. What the hell’s wrong with you? I was 

out and on my own when I was seventeen.
moll [ un d e r  h i s  br e a t h ]: Yeah, and look where it got you.
dad: Your problem is that I’ve been too easy on you.
moll: Dad, believe me, if there’s one thing you haven’t been, it’s “easy.” I’ll 

call the guy at the sporting goods store tomorrow. First thing. I promise.
dad: Call him now.
moll: I’m in the middle of something. Besides, it’s too late.
dad [ g r a bbi n g  t h e  t o o l ]: I said NOW!
moll: Did it ever occur to you that I might not want to spend my life 

selling jockstraps and tennis balls for some buzzhead?
dad: �en don’t. Find something else. And don’t come home ‘til you do!
moll: Ease up, Dad. Between the stress and Mom’s high-fat cooking we 

can’t let these situations get out of hand. … I’ll get a job. Don’t worry.
dad: I’m tired of hearing your excuses. Get moving.
moll: You know what kind of jobs are out there waiting for me? Stockboy 

at the 7-Eleven. Busboy at IHOP and pumping gas at the one full-serve 
station le� in Upstate New York! I’m competing with high school kids 
and old geezers for less than minimum wage. �ey look at me like I’m 
some kind of freak. I feel like an idiot. Aw what’s the use talking to you?!
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[ moll  s p l i t s .  dad w a t ch e s  h i m g o .  Fi d d l e s  w i t h  t h e  t o o l , t h e n …]

dad: Moll?

[ dad  s t a r e s  a t  t h e  bi k e . mom  a cci d e n t a l l y cut s  t o o  much . ]

julie [ l e a p i n g  up ]: Look what you did!!
mom: I’m sorry, I –
julie: My hair’s a mess! Everything’s a mess!

[ julie  t e a r s  o � t h e  s w e a t e r  a n d  h ur l s  i t  a t  h e r  mo t h e r .  julie  s t o mp s  
o �, p a s s i n g  h e r  fa t h e r . ]

dad: Julie? [ t h e n  t o  mom] What’s wrong now?
mom: She’s… upset.
dad: Her hair again?
mom: No.
dad: �e only thing that hair goop does is plug up the drains. If she keeps 

this up, she’ll be bald before me.
mom: It’s Moll.
dad: When’d he come back? 
mom: He didn’t. … Julie thinks he’s gone for good. She heard you last night.
dad: And she blames me. So what would you do with him?
mom: I’d stop badgering him.
dad: Right. I’m the bad guy. Again.
mom: He’s a good kid. He just needs time.
dad: Just how much time does he get? 
mom: As much as he needs. 
dad: He’s not going to have us around his whole life. He’s got to get out 

there on his own and –
mom: You’re pushing him out of the house.
dad: For chrissakes, even birds do that much for their kids! 

[ p a us e ] I tried to talk to him. I try and try and try… Damn freaky kid. 
Black nightgowns.

mom: �e boy was ten years old.
dad: I should have known about that kid.
mom: He gave it to me as a birthday present. He wanted to give me 



mobile hymn

21

something nice. He didn’t know.
dad: I don’t even give you that kind of stu�, Marge.
mom: I know.
dad: I’m too embarrassed to ask the salesgirl for chrissakes. Ten years old, 

Jesus.
mom: I thought it was cute.
dad: Cute? … Like the motorcycle?
mom [ g r i n n i n g ]: Oh, John…
dad: You think this is funny?
mom: Not funny. Silly.
dad: It’s time, Marge. [ l o n g  p a us e ] As long as I can remember we’ve had 

somebody else to think about. I was his age when he was born and you 
weren’t much older than Julie. 

mom: Maybe we should have waited.
dad: I’ve pumped my paychecks into this crakerjack box for twenty years 

and what’ve we got to show for it?! … I’m going for a drive.
mom: Again?
dad [ e xi t i n g ]: We oughta sell this place.

[ BLUE  P O LIC E  LIGHT S be g i n  t o  �a s h .  Li g h t  t i g h t  o n  moll, g i vi n g  
h i s  ve r s i o n  o f e ve n t s  t o  a  “De t e ct i ve . ” dad  r e a p p e a r s  a t  t h e  e d g e  o f t h e  
s p i l l , h i s  ba ck  t o  moll . ]

moll: I was just running. I run all the time. I like to run. I was trying to 
work something out. Something personal.
So I was there, at the shop, so what? I’ve gone to lots of places looking 
for jobs. �ey didn’t want me. I’ve got nothing against sporting goods – 
some of my best friends are so�balls. … Sorry. Look, I might have said 
something to the guy but I didn’t go back and bust his windows.

[ moll  s qua t s , a s  i f i n  a  ce l l .  mom  e n t e r s  “t h e  ja i l . ”]

moll: Mom?
mom: Oh, Moll, they said you –
moll: I didn’t do anything.
mom: You were frustrated and angry and –
moll: Mom, I didn’t do anything!



 four pl ays abou t histories 

22

mom: It’s always better if you tell the truth.
moll: Go home, Mom.
mom: I came here to get you but… [ o � h i s  l o o k ] I don’t have the money for 

your bail. I tried to use my Shop-Rite card but they won’t take it. �ey 
need something like the car or house as collateral. So as soon as your 
father gets home – 

moll: Don’t tell Dad.
mom: I have to. I’ll be back in a few hours, that’s all. Everything’s going to 

be all right. I promise.

[ mom  e xi t s .  moll  s l ump s .  He  s t a r e s  a t  t h e  s h a d o w y ma n  a t  t h e  e d g e  
o f t h e  l i g h t  s p i l l .  �e n …]

moll: Dad? … Dad?

[ Hi s  s e co n d  “Da d ?” i s  i n  t h e  vo i ce  o f a  ve r y yo un g  ch i l d .  dad  w h e e l s  
a r o un d , ch a r g e d  w i t h  g r e a t  e n e r g y a n d  a  s e n s e  o f a d ve n t ur e  a n d  fun .  ]

dad: Okay, Navigator, let’s go!! 

[ dad  bus t l e s  t h e  yo un g  moll  o n t o  t h e  �o o r  i n  fr o n t  o f h i m a s  i f d r i vi n g  
w i t h  h i s  s o n  o n  h i s  l a p .  �e y p l a y a  fa mi l i a r  g a me  ca l l e d  “N a vi g a t o r . ” 
moll  r e l i s h e s  t h e  a t t e n t i o n  a n d  a �e ct i o n . ]

dad: We’re just about out of Pennsylvania, way up there at the tippytop of 
the Pennsylvania smokestack heading West, coming right down along 
what lake?

moll: Uhhhh… Ontario!

[ julie g r o a n s , e mba r r a s s e d  fo r  h i m. ]

dad: No. We’re just west of Erie, PA. Now what lake is it over there on our 
right?

moll: Erie?
dad: Right! Good boy!

[ dad  h ug s  h i m.  moll  be a ms .  mom  w a t ch e s  t h e m w i t h  p l e a s ur e .  
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julie w o r k s  h a r d  t o  p l a y by t h e  r ul e s  a n d  n o t  bl ur t  o ut  t h e  a n s w e r s . ]

moll: Lake Erie, right, Dad?
dad: �at’s right, son. Now – 
moll: It’s right over there, right next to Pennsylvania.
dad: You’ve got it.
moll: And Lake Ontario’s way back there, ain’t it?
mom & julie [ i n t e r je ct i n g ]: Isn’t it?
dad: �at’s right, and –
moll: And Lake Erie’s –
dad: Forget about the Lake for a minute. Up ahead, what state are we 

coming to?
moll [ e xci t e d l y]: Ashtabula!
dad: �at’s the town, but what state is it in?
moll: Oklahoma.
dad: It starts with an “O” but what state is Toledo in?

[ julie  mo ut h e s  “O - h i - o ” fo r  h i m but  t h a t  o n l y co n fus e s  moll  mo r e . ]

moll: Omaha?
dad: No.
moll: Oregon.
dad: No.
moll: Uhhh…
dad: �ink hard.
moll: Oklahoma.
dad: You said that already. It’s right under Lake Erie.
moll: Right over there.
dad: Right.
moll: Ontario.
dad: No.
moll: Oh.
dad: “O.” Now think real real hard.
moll: I don’t know, Dad.
dad & julie: �e state where Grandma used to live.

[ mom  mo ut h e s  “O - h i - o . ”]
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moll [ �n a l l y]: Ohio!! [ C h e e r s ]
dad: Ohio!! 
dad & moll: �en on to Indiana, Illinois, Iowa… Nebraska, Wyoming…

[ dad  co n t i n ue s  t o  “d r i ve . ” moll  r i s e s , a g e s .  So  d o e s  julie . ] 

julie: Dad should have been a bus driver. He always had a yen for travel. It 
was his way of coping. When things got bad at home, he’d go for a drive. 

mom: Bad days, long drives.
julie: If things got super-edgy, he’d plan long trips.
dad: To Montana, Idaho…
moll: �e last I saw of Mom and Dad they were leaving. �ey’d already 

sold the house, the car, and bought a Jeep Sedan to pull the mobile home.
dad: To Washington…
moll: I was there the day they le�. I was going home. I was going to talk 

to Dad. I was going to tell him I got a job. But they were leaving. �ey 
didn’t see me. … I watched them pack the mobile home from some 
bushes across the street. �en they drove o�.

dad: To Oregon…
moll: I stayed there a long time, just looking at the house. New people 

moved in that a�ernoon.
dad: CALIFORNIA!
moll: Now they’re gone. All of them. Even my sister.

[ julie  w a n d e r s  l o s t  w i t h  h e r  ba g . ] 

julie [ t o  a ud i e n ce ]: Excuse me, is this the Amelia Earhart Memorial 
Dormitory?

moll: Julie went o� to school.
julie: It doesn’t look like the picture in the catalog.
moll: Forestry major.
julie: Where are all the trees?
moll: She did great.
julie: And the ivy?
moll: A’s and B’s in everything.
julie: �e cute guy in the polo shirt and track shorts?
moll: Chemistry even.
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julie: �e statue of the guy with the pigeon on his head, with white streaks 
all over him?

moll: When Julie started playing tennis, Dad’d play with her all the time. 
He never spent much time with me. But he’d take me camping, once or 
twice a summer, just him and me.

julie: I checked the map. �is has to be either the library or my dorm.

[ SO UN DS o f a  Bus  St a t i o n .  dad  be co me s  a  bus driver  a n n o un ci n g :]

driver: Outbound local, now boarding at Gate Six! Repeat: Now boarding 
at Gate Six!

[ A s  moll  h e a d s  fo r  t h e  bus , h e  br us h e s  p a s t  julie . ]

julie [ t o  t h e  p a s s i n g  yo un g  ma n ]: Excuse me, do you know which way 
North is?

[ sweetmeat, a  w o ma n  w h o s e  yo ut h ful  e n t h us i a s m be l i e s  h e r  a ct ua l  
a g e , e n t e r s  w i t h  h e r  t r a ve l i n g  ba g s . ]

sweetmeat: �ose trees!!!
julie [ o � sweetmeat]: Where?

[ julie  s t a r t s  o � i n  t h e  d i r e ct i o n  o f sweetmeat  e n t r a n ce .  moll
t a k e s  a  s e a t  o n  w h a t  w i l l  be  a  “bus .”]

driver: Please have your boarding passes ready.
sweetmeat: So many colors. God! It’s amazing!

[ sweetmeat  g i ve s  t h e  driver  h e r  t i ck e t  a n d  e n t e r s  t h e  “bus .” In  t h e  
fo l l o w i n g  s e que n ce , moll  a n d  sweetmeat  a r e  o n  a  “d i �e r e n t ” bus  
fr o m t h e  driver  a n d  julie . ]

julie [ t o  t h e  driver]: Here’s my dorm pass, my pre-registration, my 
comptroller’s voucher, and my… I don’t know what this is.

sweetmeat [ t a k i n g  t h e  s e a t  n e xt  t o  moll]: Hi.
driver [ t o julie]: Go ahead.
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[ julie  t a k e s  t h e  s e a t  r i g h t  be h i n d  t h e  driver . ]

sweetmeat: You got a name?
moll: Uh… Mark.
sweetmeat: You on vacation? … To see the leaves?
moll: Me? No. I’m going…
sweetmeat: Where?
moll: I just le� home see, and uh…
driver: First time away from home?
sweetmeat: Runaway?
julie: Besides girlscout camp. But that doesn’t count.
sweetmeat: You look too old to be a runaway. But if you’re not going 

anyplace in particular then I guess it doesn’t much matter how old you 
are, right?

julie: How’d you know?
driver: I see a lot of people.
sweetmeat: I used to run away a lot, up the coast and back. �is time I’m 

going someplace particular – this place in the country. Lots of big red-
orange and yellow trees. Sugar maples with the sap still running. Cook 
it down and toss that hot syrup on the snow, listen to it sizzle into candy.  

moll: Sounds great.
sweetmeat [ t e a s i n g ]: Wanna come?
moll: You got family? … �ere? �is place you’re going?
sweetmeat: I’ll start with a garden and see what grows.
moll: Kids and everything?
sweetmeat: Decorative gourds mostly. God, I hope this is the right bus.
julie: You have buses that go to Vermont from here?
driver: We go everywhere. Why do you ask?
sweetmeat: I feel like I’ve been traveling forever. I’m so afraid I’ll fall 

asleep and get o� in the wrong place or lose my ticket or my money or 
my… bags.

[ sweetmeat  l o o k s  fo r  h e r  ba g .  C a n ’ t  �n d  i t .  p a n i c.  moll  s e a r ch e s . ] 

julie: My brother’s there.
driver: He in school too? 
julie: Naw. Living with some woman he met.
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driver [ mo vi n g  julie ’ s  ba g ]: �is your bag?
julie: I’ve got a stub for it someplace.
sweetmeat [ w h e n  moll  h a n d s  o ve r  h e r  ba g ]: �anks.
driver: No problem.

[ SO UN DS o f BUS o n  o p e n  r o a d ]

sweetmeat: I came all the way across the country.
moll: By bus?
sweetmeat: Mostly. … I feel so free! I associate the fumes with freedom. 

I open all the windows, air in my eyes, ears popping, stomach sloshing 
around…

julie [ n o t i ci n g  p h o t o  o n  d a s h ]: Who’s that?
driver: My kids. �e summer we all went crosscountry together.
julie: Station wagon?
driver:  Camper. … I’ve got pictures. You wanna see?

[ driver w h i p s  o ut  a  l o n g  a cco r d i o n  o f p h o t o s  fo r  julie . ]

sweetmeat: �is morning was the �rst time I got afraid of getting lost. 
Back in California I was heading East. Who could miss, right? Plenty of 
room for mistakes. So you miss Indiana, there’s always Ohio. But now 
that I’m closing in I’ve got to be more careful. I’m so tired I’ll probably 
end up in Caribou, Maine.

moll: Hardly a place to raise gourds.
sweetmeat: You ever cross the country?
moll: Once. Dad loaded the whole family into the station wagon. He 

asked for our tickets then spent the next three weeks accusing us of 
being stowaways. Real sense of humor.

driver: Great country. I used to drive the I-80 route. Now
I’m stuck here on this local run.

sweetmeat: You ever been lost?
moll: Me? No.
sweetmeat: Never?  Not even a little lost?
moll: Well, maybe once, when I was little.
sweetmeat: So where were you?
moll: I was lost, how do I know?
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