Dawons Creek

[Dawson's roont Joey and Dawson fying on his bed waiching a movie. ET is
playing, but only can here it ]

Movia: "Til ba right he-e-era.”
Joey: | love this movie. This won the Oscar, didn't it?

Dawson: Gandhi. Spleiberg was robbed. This is bafore he ouigrew his Peter Pan
syndrome.

Josey: But Gandhi? Why give an Oscar to & mavie you can't evan sit through?

Mrs. Leery - TV: .. 5:00 this moming all the airiing’s scheduled flights were
canceled...

Joey: New ao?

Dawson: Yeah. She likes big hair,

Joey: It mus! weigh a lot. How does she walk upright?
{They laugh, Josy gets up end starts to put her shoes on |
Dawson: VWhere are you going?

Jogy: Homs.
Dawson: SPEnd the night.

Joey: Carl
Dawson: Come on. you ahways spend ine night.
Jogy: Not tonight.
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Joey: Ve start high schoal Monoay.

Dawson: Yean.

Joay: And | have breasts,

Dawson: What?

Jeay: And you have genitalia,

Dawson: ['va elways had genilalia.

Joay: But there's more o it.

Dawson: How do you know?

Joey: Long fingers. | got Lo go.

Dawson: Whoa, , don't hit and run. Come on. Expiain yourself,

Joey: | just think our emeiging hormones are destined to alfer our relationship
and I'm trying te timil the Tallout. ;

Dawson: Your emerging honmones aren'i deveioping a thing for me, are they?
Joey: A thing? No, 'm not getting a thing for you, Dawson I've known you too
long. I've sean you burp, barf, pick your nose, scratch your butt .. | don't think I'm
getting a thing for you.

Dawson: Then what's the problem?

Joay: We're changing and we have to adust or else the male-female thing will
get in the way.

Dawson: What is with this when-hamy-met- eighties crap? I doesn't epply to us.
We transcend It

Joey: And how do wa do that?
Dawson: By going to slesp. I'm trsd.

Jowsy: That's avcldance.

Dawson: No, it's proof... Proof that we can still remain friends despite any
mounting sexual theoratics.

Joey: ! don't think it works ihat way, Dawson,



Dawson: Come an, don't get Temale on me, Joey. | don't want lo have to start
cglling you Josephine.

Joey: Oh, Josephine this. [She tackles him on the bed, and they start 1o wrastle]
Ok. | give. Give.

Dawson: We'rs friends, ok? | mean, no matter how much body hair we accuire.
Desl?

Joey: Daal.

Dawson: And we don't ever talk about ihis again? Deal?
Joey: You gol it. Cool. Cool.

Dawson: Good night, Joay.

Joey: Gnight, Dawson.

[They climb under the covars and go o sleep. Dawson rolls on his back and
looks up at the ceiling)

Dawson: Why'd you have 1o bring this up, anyway?
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