              RACHEL

            Fuck you. When you needed

            information, I got it. You didn't

            care how.

                        DEAN

            I did care how.

                        RACHEL

            This conversation's over.

                        DEAN

            What're you gonna do, Rachel? You

            gonna sit in a bar in Baltimore?

            You want your job back? You want a

            life?

                        RACHEL

            I don't have a life, Bobby. I'm in

            love with a married man.

                        DEAN

            I'm sorry about that.

                        RACHEL

            What makes you think it's you?

                        DEAN

            It's not me?

                        RACHEL

            You're a moron, you know that?

                        DEAN

            Yeah.

                        RACHEL

            When I need to reach Brill, I chalk

            the mailbox on 14th and Main.

            When he sees the mark, he knows

            there's a drop. The location's

            always the same. The number twelve ferry 


    to Glen Burnie. Tuesdays or Fridays.

            The drop's behind Seat 74. I leave

            something, he picks it up later.

                        DEAN (V.O.)

            Any idea what he looks like?

                        RACHEL (V.O.)

            My guess is male, somewhere in his

            40's or 50's. Race, height, weight,

            you're on your own. Now I don't know

            how he's gonna feel about someone

            tracking him down. He's reclusive. I'm sure he

            has his reasons.

