Man:  I know; I know.  I've told you about some women I've described as

"beautiful."

Woman:  Have you told us about any that weren't?

Man:  Point taken.  But, I haven't mentioned Jewel. If I tell you that

she was in Playboy would you believe that she was really good looking?

Woman:  Well, that does help to make the argument.  There aren't many

uglies in the Pajama Man's magazine.  OK, let's give you this

one.....Jewel was beautiful. By the by, I bet she named herself.

Man:  Bingo; her mother called her Marfa or something like that.

Woman:  Where did you meet her?

Man:  Playboy's photographer....David Chan, if memory serves....had come

to town.   He got a write-up in the paper which said that he was looking

for women to photograph.  Dozens applied; he picked ten.  These ten

 were given a black-tie reception at one of the hottest nightclubs in

the city.   One way or another, I wrangled an invitation.

Other guys:  Right on; way to go; lucky dog.

Man:  Yeah.  Well, with a bit of charm and a good deal of luck along

about midnight,  I peeled Jewel off from the party.   We were driving

along, heading to my place, when she said, "You haven't thanked me."   I

said, "That's true; why should I thank you?"

Woman:  Fair question; what did she say to that?

Man:  She said, "You haven't thanked me for turning all the

traffic-lights green."

Woman:  Whoa!  >>>>She<<<<was turning the lights green?  So you wouldn't

have to stop?  

Man:  Right; super-natural powers and all that.

Woman:  Totally goofy, right?

Man:  Totally.   

Woman:  So....did you....uh, you know.....?

Man:  No, thanks be to all gods everywhere.

We didn't.   Imagine, if we had.   And, long shot but possible, she got

pregnant.   My life would have been an absolute, total living hell.

Woman:  So, really, you were lucky that she "turned the lights green"

for you?

Man:  Totally.  (looks up)  Thank you, Jewel, wherever you are.

Paul

I sometimes use the word "date" as in "We went on a date" or "We had a

date."   Tell me.....is that passe now?  I know that people all the way

up to 40 now hook-up....and hang-out.   So, is it OK to use "date" the

way I do or should we come up with another word or phrase?

---------------------------------------------------

Man:  Tina had answered my I.S.O. ad.....an ad in what used to be called

"the personals".  This was our first date.  We hit it off nicely; went

to dinner; had a nice bottle of wine.

Woman:  Sounds about right.

Man:  Well, yeah.  The restaurant we went to had tables and a few

booths.  We got a booth and Tina asked me to sit beside her, rather than

across from her.

Woman:  Sounds about right.

Man:  Well, yeah.   Then, toward the end of the meal, I found my hand on

her knee.

Woman:  An accident, right?

Man:  Oh, no.   Way back in high school, I leaned two things.  

Woman:  And they were?

Man:  One:  if a woman says "stop,"  I stop.  And two:  if she doesn't

say "stop,"  I don't stop.

Woman:  OK, hand on knee.....

Man:  ....on knee.   And thigh.   And....so on.  And on.   Until there

was no....further.....place....to go.   If you catch my drift.

Woman:  You didn't!   She didn't!!!

Man:  What she "didn't" was that she "didn't" wear any underpants.

Woman:  Whew-ee.

Man:  Right.  So, we drive back to her place;  jump in the sack; give

each other great pleasure.   And, after the storm, lie there, side by

side, and make small talk.  About then, I noticed that Tina's head was

turned away from me.   So, I asked, "What's wrong?  Do I have bad

breath?"

Woman:  Go on; what did she say?

Man:  She said, "No; it's not that.  I'm just shy."

Man:  People sure do come in different flavors.

Woman:  Tell us what brings that to mind.

Man:  Oh, I don't know.  Something someone said a bit earlier reminded

me of Jessica.

Woman:  ...and she was.......?

Man:  She was a housemate of mine when I was in collage.   It was a

huge, old place and l2 of us rented it as a group.   Actually, it was a

big house plus a garage.  There were living quarters for.....I guess a

chauffer in the old days....over the garage and that's where Jessica

lived.  I was working on my dissertation at the time and only knew her

to nod to.

Woman:  Yeah....

Man:  Well, we, all the people living there, gave a group party one

spring night.  Full moon; lots of champagne.  AND I had finally finished

the damn dissertation.

Woman:  So you were ready to party?

Man:  It >>>was<<<< a party.  But, you're right, I was in a mellow mood.

And so was Jessica.  By 2 o'clock or so, people had either paired off.

Or gotten pissed off.    Anyway, Jessica and I were the last ones in the

hot tub.

Woman:  Ah.....

Man:  Champagne; moon; hot tub; great looking woman sitting next to me

in all that warm, rushing water.

Woman:   And you.....

Man:....did what most guys would do.  I reached for her.  We kissed.  I

stoked her lovely butt.  And then she said.....

Woman:  ....yes!!!

Man: ...she said, "I'm really a lesbian."

Other man:  Geez-us!

Woman:  So, what did you say?

Man:  I said, "Well, I'll have to be very gentle, won't I?"  (Pause)

Jessica and I dated for several weeks after that.   She was a good

lover; we had a lot of fun.  (Pause)

Woman:  So...what happened?

Man:  What happened was that she went back to Elliot....her lesbian

lover.

Woman:  Wow; that must have pinched.

Man:  No, not really.  She'd been up front with me from the beginning,

remember.   She liked me; we got along; she just wanted Elliot more than

she wanted me.

Woman:  So you weren't pissed off?

Man:  Not at all; I'd given my best shot; it wasn't enough.

Woman:  But I sense a bit of anger in your voice.

Man:  Oh, yeah.  I wasn't p.o.ed that she went back to Elliot.   But,

six months later, she married a guy!

Paul

I'm going to send you dialog.   If you like any, I can work out a segue

to fit it or them into the existing script.  I have no way to underline,

for emphasis, so I use >>>><<<<<.

-----------------------------------------------------

Man:  Isn't the English language wonderful?  It can, sometimes, make

things crystal clear.  And, in the next sentence, sprinkle confusion

like confetti.

Woman:  Yeah?  Give us an example.

Man;  Well, take homonyms.

Woman:  Hey, we're not gay bashing here, are we?

Man:  No, dummy.  Homonyms (he spells it out)

........you remember from 7th grade?.....those words which

>>>sound<<<<alike but mean totally different things?

Woman:  Like what?

Man:  (Says each word and then spells it) Sight; site; cite.

Woman:  Oh, yeah, now I know what you mean.   But how did a homonym

(really emphasises the word) cause confusion for you?

Man:  OK.  I was on a first date with a great looking woman.

Woman:  Notice how ALL of his dates are with "great looking women"?

Man:  No, no....she really was beautiful.  And I thought we were getting

along pretty well.  Then, I don't know what I said but she got all huffy

about it.  Frankly, guys, this was a bit of a surprise as I'm usually

pretty delicate.   I mean, I might make a suggestion that it would be

more than pleasant if....some time in the future.....she and I were to

be a bit more than friends.

Woman:  Oh, yeah, you silver tongued devil you.....

Man:  No, no....we were just chatting along.

I thought we were making the usual

 tentative remarks that two people of the opposite sex make to each

other as they get acquainted.

Woman:  Oh, oh....maybe what you're trying to tell us is about are

HETEROnyms?

Man:   Good one.  Yes; I was hoping for a heterosexual relationship and

got hung up with a homonym .

Woman:  Enough preamble.  What did you actually SAY?

Man:  In a sec.  First let me give you another example   You can have a

ceremony can also be called a "rite."  R i t e. (he spells it)

Woman:  As in "last rites."

Man:  Exactly.  But you can also 

  take a pen and >>>write.<<<<  The word sounds exactly the same; no way

to tell, by listening, whether the "W" is there or not.  You have to

deal with the context.

Woman:  But what did you say!!

Man:  Well, she totally surprised me.   We're gabbing along and she

said, out of the blue, 'You are only interested in one part of me.'

Woman:  And you said.....

Man:  Well, I was stung.  I wanted to reassure her that I thought of her

as an entirety....a complete person.   But what I said was,  "No; that's

not true.   I think of you as a whole."

Woman:  Ah, yes.  W (emphasizes it) h o l e.

Man:  Right.  If she'd had a modicum of humor, she'd have laughed out

loud.....

Woman.....and fallen into your arms.  Did 

she?

Man:  She had no sense of humor and so, no, she didn't.

