Lor: What are you grinning about? 

(Doo chuckles)

L:  Doo!  What are you up to?

D: (at bar)  How bout one of those beers please?  Plus one coca cola.

(at table)

Man:  How bout a dance darling?

L: I can’t, I’m married.

M:  Must not be too married, you ain’t wearing no ring. (leaves)

(Doo comes back)

L: I bet I know what you’ve gone and done.

D: Oh, dang, you guessed it!  Wait right here, I’ll be right back.

(Doo goes to talk to band.  Wants Loretta to sing, motions for her to come.  She refuses, then runs from room.  Doo follows)

D:  Loretta!  What the hell are you doing running off and hiding like a-

L:  Don’t make me get up there and sing Doo.  Please, I’m sick.

D:  Aw, hell you’re not gonna have to get up there and sing.  Old boy wouldn’t allow it.

L: Thank the Lord.

D: You gonna have to audition for him in the morning.

L: I ain’t no singer, Doo, I can’t sing for no strangers!

D:  Yes you can, I don’t fixed it up for you.

L:  You didn’t ask me nothing about it.

D:  How can I ask you something about it if you’re running off and hiding like a stupid hillbilly!

L: Don’t call me that!  I might be ignorant but I ain’t stupid.  What do you want me to sing so much for anyway?

D: Cause I’m proud of you when you sing!

L:  Doo, I’m glad I make you proud honey, but I can’t sing in front of people.  I just can’t!

D: Yes you can, baby.  You’re gonna sing for these old boys in here in the morning, and next week you’re gonna be up on that stage singing for all these people here if I have to kick your st-  ignorant hillbilly ass every step of the way!

