THE GRIFTERS (Miramax, 1990)

LILLY is a very handsome and sexy woman, hovering around forty.  She is tough when she needs to be but quietly desperate.  She can “take care of herself” and is more sophisticated than most other women of her class and education level.  She has never worked a “legit” job in her life; she’s always been a grifter.  She runs playback money for the mob; they pay her to go to the track and bet money on the long shot to lower the odds and protect them from big payouts.  She always skims a bit off the top for herself and stashes it in a suitcase in the trunk of her car.  She has a good chunk of cash by now, but she skims carefully and her boss, BOBO, expects that sort of thing.  BOBO has sent LILLY out of her regular territory in Baltimore to La Jolla, California; she decides to stop in L.A. and drop in on her son Roy.  It’s been eight years since they’ve seen each other.  She finds him sick and checks him into the hospital; he’s been hit in the stomach.  She stays until she’s sure he’s okay, then heads up to La Jolla late.  She misses the race she’s supposed to fix and is in big trouble with BOBO.  He shows up at the track soon after.

EXTERIOR. DELMAR – DAY

LILLY exits the building, heading toward the parking lot.  BOBO JUSTUS, 50, a blunt hoodlum in a good suit and a civilized veneer, stands leaning against her car.

LILLY: Hi, Bobo.

BOBO: Did I buy you that dress, you piece of shit?

L: Well, I guess so.  You’re the guy I work for.

B: You work for me, huh?  Then I just may flush you down the toilet.  Drive me to the Durando.

They get in her car and begin to drive.

B: Bluebell.  How’d you figure you were gonna get away with that?

L: I’m not getting away with anything, Bobo.

B: You’re fuckin’ right you’re not.  How much did your pals cut you in for on that nag, huh?  Or did they give you the same kind of screwing you gave me?

L: I was down on that horse, Bobo.  Not as much as I should have been, but there was a lot of action on those – 

BOBO gestures that he’d like her to shut up.

B: One question.  Do you want to stick to that story, or do you want to keep your teeth.

L: I want to keep my teeth.

B: Now I’ll ask you another.  You think I got no contacts out here?  That nag paid off at just the opening price.  There wasn’t hardly a flutter on the tote board from the time the odds were posted.  There ain’t enough action to tickle the tote, but you claim a ten grand win!  You send me ten thousand dollars, like I’m some mark you can blow off!

L: Bobo, no, I – 

B: You wanna talk to me straight up?

L: My son – 

B: Your what?

L: My son was in the hospital – 

B: What the fuck are you doin’ with a son?

L: He left home a long time ago.  He was in the hospital, up in Los Angleez, real sick.

B: Motherhood.

L: I never fucked up before, Bobo.

B: You expect me to buy this?

L: You do buy it, Bobo.  I cost you, and I’m sorry.

B: I got a lot of people work for me, Lilly.  I can’t have shit like this.

L: It’ll never happen again, I swear.

B: It happened once.  With me, that’s making a habit of it.

L: You’re calling the shots.

B: You got any kind of long coat in the car?  Anything you can wear home over your clothes?

L: No.

B: I’ll loan you a raincoat.

INTERIOR. HOTEL SUITE – DAY

Living room of a high-floor suite.  A supermarket shopping bag is on the coffee table.  Two thugs sit on the sofa, watching TV.  The door opens and LILLY enters, followed by BOBO.  The thugs immediately rise and switch off the TV.

B: (to the thugs) Take a walk.

The thugs leave the room.  LILLY turns to BOBO who abruptly punches her hard in the stomach.  She falls to the floor.  She falls to the floor.  BOBO steps across her and goes over to close the drapes. LILLY sits up, watching him.  BOBO then sits on the couch and lights a cigar.

B: Get me a bath towel.

She gets up, hurting, and hurries to the bathroom.  She returns with a large white bath towel.

B: You ever hear about the oranges?

L: You mean, the insurance frammis?

B: Tell me about the oranges, Lilly.

He kicks over the supermarket bag.  Oranges roll on the floor.

B: While you put those in a towel.

She drops to her knees, spreads the towel, and crawls around gathering oranges as she talks.

L: You hit a person with the oranges in a towel, they get big, awful looking bruises, but they don’t really get hurt, not if you do it right.  It’s for working scams against insurance companies.

B: And if you do it wrong?

L: It can louse up your insides.  You can get puh, puh, puh…

B: What’s that, Lilly?

L: Permanent damage.

B: You’ll never shit right again.  Bring me the towel.

She folds the towel edges together to make a bag, then stands, brings the towel to BOBO.  He makes a production out of getting his grip on the edges just right.  She stands as limp as she can, just wanting to get through this.  He looks at her without expression, rears back with the towel, swings it forward, lets it drop open.  Oranges roll on the floor.  BOBO tosses the towel behind him onto the sofa, then gestures contemptuously for her to pick up the oranges again.  LILLY turns, bending toward the oranges, and BOBO picks up his cigar, then lifts a foot and kicks her, flat-footed, hard, in the back.  She sprawls on the floor.  He follows and drops to his knees on her back.  He leans forward, left hand bracing himself on the floor beside her head as he reaches down with the cigar held in his right hand and presses the ember against the back of her splayed out right hand.  He gets up.

B: Go clean yourself up.  The raincoat’s on the bed.

She leaves and comes back wearing the raincoat.

B: Almost forgot.  That ten grand of yours.  It’s in the envelope by the door.

L: Oh, thanks, Bobo.

B: You want a drink?

L: Gee, I better not, if it’s okay.  I still gotta drive back up to Los Ang-gleez.

B: See your son, huh?  Well, that’s nice.  A side of you I didn’t know, Lilly.

L: He’s a good kid.  A salesman.

B: On the square, huh?  And how are you making out these days?  Stealing much?

L: From you?  My folks didn’t raise any stupid kids.

B: Not skimming a thing, Lilly?

L: Oh, well, you know.  I just clip a buck here and a buck there.  Not enough to notice.

B: That’s right.  Take a little, leave a little.

L: A person that doesn’t look out for himself is too dumb to look out for anybody else.  He’s a liability, right, Bobo?

B: (this is his creed) You’re a thousand percent right!

L: Or else he’s working an angle.  If he doesn’t steal a little, he’s stealing big.

B: You know it, Lilly.

L: You know, I like that suit, Bobo.  I don’t know what there is about it, but it somehow makes you look taller.

B: Yeah?  You really think so?  A lot of people been telling me the same thing.

L: Well, you can tell them I said they’re right.  I better get going.  Roy’ll wonder where I am.

B: Worries about his mother, eh?  Give him a huge for me.

L: I will.  So long, Bobo.  (she exits)

