Looking for Mr Goodbar

(entering Sonya’s apartment)

Sonya: You’re really something, you know that?  You are really something.  How did you manage it?  Jesus, you’re practically one of the family.  Apple of my father’s eye, my mother’s son she never had.

James: I wanted to help.

Sonya: Why?  Why is it when there’s trouble you’re always there?  Is that how you get your kicks, feeding off of cripples?

James: You’re upset.  I understand.  You’re worried and you’re lonely.

Sonya: Alone!  I’m alone.  Not lonely.  And depressed.  And you’re depressing me.  can you understand that?

James:  (looking around place)  This place isn’t like you at all.  Not at all.

Sonya: It’s exactly like me.  Especially this.    Have you ever had a woman that way, hmm?  You got a woman?  How about some of those welfare cases of yours?  All those scared, friendly women begging for favors?  Hmm?

James: (starting to leave) I’m going to the hospital tomorrow.

Sonya: Fuck.  Of course you will.  Hey!  I want you here.  Right here. (tries to seduce him)  Or maybe you don’t like women.  Maybe you go—

James: Shut up.  You don’t like to hurt people, so why do you do it? I’ll pick you up at six tomorrow.  Night.  (exits)

