SEA OF LOVE (Universal, 1989)

INTERIOR.  SQUAD ROOM – 5:00 PM

Frank is going over a handwritten list of women’s names, checking them against the address book he found on the coffee table.  The squad clerk escorts another woman over to Frank’s desk.  The woman is attractive, thirty-five, staring straight at Frank all business.  It’s Denice.

FRANK: You looking for Gruber?

DENICE: For you.

F: For me?  You want to get some coffee or something?  Cappuccino?  Espresso?  Double Espresso?

D: Frank, you have to leave me alone from now on…

F: Hey, Denice.

D: You beat up my husband…

F: Beat up…hey…he started…

D: “He started.”  That’s what a kid says.

F: Well he did.

D: You know what else a kid does?

She produces a ringed picture of herself that Gruber ripped out of Frank’s locker.  Frank looks at it, embarrassed.

D: Nyah nyah nyah nyah…real clever, Frank.

F: I dunno, I was hurt…it was stupid…You know, Denice…I waited until I was thirty-nine years old before I got married.  Why’d I do that?  You know why?

D: Frank…We get married, all you do is hang out with the guys, drink, screw those…cop piglets up at the bars…lot of fun for me…lots of center…I cut you loose, nothing stopping you.  All of a sudden you’re lonely, you want me…woof…too much…too much.

F: Hey…I’m in the trenches here every night…

D: C’mon…don’t give me that “trench” bullshit…you’re not in a squad car…it’s you, Frank…you’re one of the boys…good for you, enjoy it…you don’t have to make excuses.  You hate to go home, that’s that.

F: I can’t go home!  Something’s up with me now.  The nights are real bad.

D: Yeah, well, I know about bad nights.  Look…I just need another kind of man than you, you know what I mean?

F: Donald Gruber…a man among men.

D: You bet…he’s there…he’s steady like a mountain…he don’t screw around, he don’t drink and he sleeps like a rock.

F: Denice…do you have any inkling of how boring a summary of a human being that was?  Straight up…how’s making love with him compared to making love with us.  You tell me it’s as good, I’ll call you a liar to your face.

D: I’m pregnant.

F: How do you know it’s yours?

