INT. CONSTRUCTION TRAILER - EVENING

GINGER and NICKY are alone in the large trailer. They are 

sitting close together on a couch.

                      NICKY

          I mean, listen, two people don't get 

          along, at some point you gotta call 

          it... I mean, it's none of my 

          business, but I ... I think that's 

          what you gotta do. You gotta take it 

          somewhere -

                      GINGER

               (Smoking a cigarette)

          Oh, you're right, I know.  It's... 

          well, I was just -

                      NICKY

          What? What?

                      GINGER

          Nothin'.

                      NICKY

          What were you gonna say? Go ahead.

                      GINGER

          I don't -

               (Sighs.)

                      NICKY

          Tell me what you were gonna say. Go 

          ahead.

                      GINGER

          Yeah?

                      NICKY

          Yeah.

                      GINGER

          Well, I was thinkin', maybe... you 

          know somebody at the bank...  could 

          help me get my jewelry out?  There's 

          a lot of money in there. Lot of money 

          in there, and I'd be willing to take 

          care of anybody who helped me out.

                      NICKY

               (Pauses)

          Let me think about that.

                      GINGER

          Okay.

                      NICKY

          See who I got in there. Gotta get 

          somebody I can trust.

                      GINGER

          Mm-hm.

                      NICKY

          You know?

                      GINGER

          Yeah. 'Cause, you know,

               (leaning her head 

               back)

          He's never gonna give me my jewelry.

                      NICKY

          Hm.

                      GINGER

          He holds that key so tight, he's 

          probably got it stuck up his ass.

                      NICKY

               (Chuckles)

          Yeah, right. That's Sammy. And he's 

          probably got it there too.

Takes a sip of his drink.

                      GINGER

          He's so fuckin' lucky. I could have 

          buried him. I could have gone to 

          Europe and taken the baby. And then 

          he'd've tracked me down and he'd've 

          killed me.

                      NICKY

          No, he wouldn't. I would have.

               (GINGER chuckles.)

          And he'd've been right, too. I mean, 

          seriously.

               (She cuddles closer 

               to him.)

          Well, there's one thing you don't 

          do. You don't take a guy's kid and 

          then take off.

                      GINGER

               (Quietly)

          I didn't.

               (Chuckles.)

          I didn't. I mean, I did, but then I 

          did exactly what you told me to do, 

          and I came right back.

                      NICKY

          You did. You're right.

                      GINGER

          Exactly.

NICKY embraces her.

                      NICKY

          You did. I like that. I like that. 

          That's what I like about you. You 

          did the right thing.

                      GINGER

               (Playing with his 

               jacket)

          I did what you told me to.

                      NICKY

          Yes, you did.

                      GINGER

          'Cause you always tell me the right 

          thing to do.

                      NICKY

          Yeah.

               (Pause, with his arm 

               around her.)

          Boy, he really fucked himself up out 

          here -

               (She caresses his 

               face.)

          - didn't he?

                      GINGER

          Sure did.

                      NICKY

          Everything went to his head.

               (He sighs, rubbing 

               her neck.)

                      NICKY/GINGER

               (In unison)

          Changed.

                      NICKY

          He did. He ain't the same person, 

          right?

                      GINGER

               (Whispering)

          No, he's not.

                      NICKY

          He really thinks who the fuck he is, 

          I'll tell you that.

                      GINGER

               (Holding back tears)

          Exactly.

               (Sighs.)

          He hates me.

She rests her head on NICKY's shoulder, starting to weep.

                      GINGER

          He hates my fuckin' guts.

                      NICKY

          Come on, come on, you're a toughie. 

          You can take this.

               (Runs his hand down 

               her cheek.)

          Don't cry.

                      GINGER

               (Crying)

          I'm not as tough as you think I am.

                      NICKY

          Yes, you are.

                      GINGER

               (Sobbing)

          I'm not and he scares the shit out 

          of me. I never know what he's gonna 

          do.

                      NICKY

               (Whispering)

          Come on. Don't be scared.

                      GINGER

               (Softly, through tears)

          I need some help. I do. I need some 

          help.

               (Strokes his chest.)

          You gotta help me. I need a new 

          sponsor, Nicky.

GINGER's sobs subside a little and her hand starts to stroke 

NICKY's neck.

                      GINGER

               (Whispering)

          I do. I need a new sponsor.

                      NICKY

               (Quietly, cheek to 

               cheek)

          Is that what you want?

                      GINGER

          Yeah.

                      NICKY

          A sponsor.

                      GINGER

          Yeah.

                      NICKY

          Mm... okay. Don't worry about it. 

          Nobody'll fuck with ya anymore.  

          I'll take care of ya.

                      GINGER

               (Whispering)

          Nicky, please...

                      NICKY

          Yes, I will. It's what you want, 

          isn't it? Huh?

                      GINGER

               (Sobbing)

          Thank you. Yeah, yeah, yeah.

                      NICKY

          It's what you want?

                      GINGER

          Yeah. Uh-huh -

NICKY interrupts and kisses her. She kisses him back. He 

pushes her head down to his lap.

