SHORT CUTS (Fine Line, 1993)

Doreen and Earl are an unhappy, blue collar couple in their forties.  They live in a small trailer-type house in a bad section of Los Angeles.  Doreen works at a diner as a waitress.  Earl works a string of dead-end jobs, his current one being a limo driver.  She’s just had a close brush with disaster; on her way home from work, she suddenly braked to avoid hitting a small boy who crossed the street in front of her.  She tapped him with her car, and he fell to the ground, but he was apparently unscathed.  She tried to take him home, but he wouldn’t get in the car with a stranger.  She left the scene without getting his phone number or address, or giving hers to him.  She arrives home, shaken.

INTERIOR. PIGGOT TRAILER – DAY

Earl is watching bowling.  He’s stripped down to his undershirt and he’s had a few drinks.  When he hears Doreen’s car outside, he gets rid of his drink and sniffs to be sure there’s no liquor smell.  He returns to his original position and starts playing with a stethoscope.

DOREEN: What’s the door standin’ wide open?  Hey, you hungry, honey?  What are you doin’ anyway?  How come you’re not workin’?  You’re not gonna lose your job again are you?  You better give that back, some doctor’s gonna be lookin’ for it.  I got London Broil from the Greek.  Want me to fix it?  Want me to freeze it?

EARL: Doreen, Doreen, the question queen, stole a London Broil thick and lean.

D: How about a fruit plate?  Something light.

E: How bout a short skirt, Doreen.  Short enough so I can see every inch of your ass.  How’d that be?

D: What are you talking crazy for?

Doreen goes to the bedroom to change out of her uniform.

E: Well we don’t want to talk about that, do we?  We just want to talk about Earl.  Let’s hear more about Earl.  How ‘bout cops, baby, I bet they love those short skirts.  I know fishermen like ‘em.

D: Listen, honey, today something terrible happened.  I hit this little kid with my car.

E: Oh, God.

D: Oh he didn’t get hurt, I swear to God he’s okay, but Jesus it scared the hell out of me.

E: Oh, Jesus, all right, were the cops there?

D: I told you, he wasn’t hurt.

E: Okay, all right, listen.  Did they get your name?

D: I told you.  Nobody was there.  He’s all right.

E: Okay, all right, I just don’t want to get sued.

D: Earl, it was just a stroke of luck that I didn’t kill him.

E: Well, I’m glad somebody’s luck is holding out.

D: He’s eight years old, I asked him.  Tomorrow’s his birthday.  Such a close call.  Everything could have changed.  Our whole lives could have changed.

E: Yeah, well, I wish something would come along and change our lives.

D: What’s that supposed to mean?

E: Oh, nothin’, but maybe I’m just sick and tired of watchin’ you show off your ass at work.  You know.

D: Oh, you’re drunk, and you lied to me.  Get the hell out of here.

E: You want me outta here?  You got it.

D: You told me you weren’t gonna lie no more.  That was the deal.  No more lies.

E: Okay watch me go, baby.  You know a lotta guys don’t like a big ass in their face when they’re tryin’ to eat.

D: Ah, pick a fight.  Go ahead, pick a fight.

E: Tell you something, you know, I don’t know who you think’d want to look at your sad, middle-aged ass anyway.

D: Don’t you talk to me like that and don’t you come back.  I’m not takin’ you back no more.  You understand?

E: Oh yeah?

D: No more.  No more.  I’m not takin’ you back.

E: I’m not comin’ back.

D: Slobbering all over Honey like that.  It was so embarrassing.

E: I didn’t touch Honey!

D: I didn’t say you touched her.  I said you slobbered on her.

E: How come you don’t wear your wedding ring to work anymore?

D: Oh you’re such a bullshit artist.

E: You’re the one chippin’ away at our mansion of love, baby, not me.

D: Why don’t you go get drunk and pee on Irmadine’s drapes again?

E: I’m gonna get drunk.  I’m gonna get drunk right now, goddammit.

D: Look how stupid you’re acting.  What if I killed him, then what?

Earl leaves.  Doreen looks around and sees her neighbor Pat has been watching the whole fight.  Doreen turns around to go back inside.

D: Oh, Pat, what are you lookin’ at?  It’s nothin’ new.  Have a nice day.

