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JAMES:

 Hey. Oh, don’t stop.

SALLY:

 You haven’t answered my question.

JAMES:

 What question was that?

SALLY:

 Did you talk to Russel?

JAMES:

 Yeah, I did.

SALLY:

 Well what did he say?

JAMES:

 He wants $1000.

SALLY:

 Is that all?

JAMES:

 And some cds.

JAMES:

 Oh, come on.

SALLY:

 Did you get the gun?

JAMES:

 No, not yet.

SALLY:

 Why not?

JAMES:

 I don’t know.  I guess I thought you’d ask Lydia.

SALLY:

 I can’t ask Lydie. You have to ask Lydie. Don’t you understand?

JAMES:

 I guess so, but, I thought…

SALLY:

 Do you want me to keep doing what I was doing?

JAMES:

 Yeah.  Please.

SALLY:

 Okay.  Then you have to do what you have to do.

JAMES:

 Oh God…

SALLY:

 So when will it happen?

JAMES:

 Oh come on, please don’t…

SALLY:

 I just want to know when.

JAMES:

 Let’s just do this.  I don’t know. Whenever, Jesus.

SALLY:

 Look, if you don’t know I guess I’ll have to find somebody that does.

JAMES:

 Oh, Mrs. Moretto, you have to understand…

SALLY:

 No, I think I do understand.  Obviously you’re not the mature individual that I thought you were.

JAMES:

 No.

SALLY:

 Actually, I just had a thought. Maybe a better way to go on the whole thing.

JAMES:

 What’s that?

SALLY:

 Russel.

JAMES:

 What about him?

SALLY:

 Russel’s enough of a man to take charge of the situation.  He looks at me in a certain way.  I think he’d be very appreciative of what I could do for him. What do you think?

JAMES:

 I think we could probably do it next week.  Is that soon enough?

SALLY:

 Would you really do that for me James?

JAMES:

 Anything.

SALLY:

 And then we can be together.  And you can sleep over. And we can do anything you want to do.

JAMES:

 Anything?

SALLY:

 Yeah.

