INT. X FLAT - NIGHT

Joe awakens in a cold sweat, fighting the blankets, wild-eyed

as he sees Ratso at the table, examining Joe's radio by

candle-light. Joe lunges across the room to snatch the radio

from Ratso's hands.




RATSO


For crissake!

Still wild-eyed, Joe suddenly points at his stocking feet.




JOE


Where's my boots -- ?

EXT. TIMES SQUARE - DAY

Joe facing the crowd, naked except for his boots.

INT. X FLAT - NIGHT

Ratso points to the boots on the floor by the mattress.




JOB


How'd they get off me?




RATSO


I took 'em off.




JOE


What for?




RATSO


So you could sleep! I mean Christ!

Joe inspects the boots, seats himself on a battered Army cot 

- which has been added while he slept -- swinging a boot by

its strap, considering whether to stay or go.




RATSO (CONT'D)


I drug in a cot, if you want to


stay.




JOE 


Well now, Ratso, I'm gonna tell you


something for your own good, only


first gimme a cigarette.

Ratso offers a cigarette from his crushed package, Joe

strikes a match on his thumbnail and lights up, staring at

Ratso.




JOE (CONT'D)


You want me to stay here tonight,


is that the idea?




RATSO 


I ain't forcing you, like, I mean,


who's forcing you?




JOE 


Oh. Guess I got the wrong


impression.

Joe makes a slow move to pull on one boot.




RATSO 


I want you to stay, okay? I goddam


invited you, didn't I?




JOE 


Well, I hope you know what you're


in for. I'm a very dangerous


person. Someone does me bad like


you. If I caught up with you that


night, there'd be one dead Ratso


long about now. Hear?




RATSO 


I'm impressed. You're a killer.




JOE 


So if you want me to hang around


for a few days, I thought you


should know.

Joe yawns, picks up a few blankets and spreads them on the

cot. He puzzles out the faded printing on one blanket.




JOE (CONT'D)


Property of the YMCA. You make me


wanna puke sometimes, Ratso.

Ratso blows out the candle and wraps himself in blankets.




RATSO 


Joe -- do me one favor -- this is


my place, am I wrong? You know, in


my own place my name ain't Ratso. I


mean it so happens my name is


Enrico Salvatore Rizzo.




JOE 


Shee-it, man, I can't say all that.




RATSO 


Rico then, at least call me Rico in


my own goddam place.




JOE 


Rico! Rico! Rico! Is that enough?



(then)


And keep your meat hooks off my


radio.




RATSO 


The two basic items necessary to


sustain life are sunshine and


coconut milk. That's a known fact.


If I can find the goddam hole the


milk squirts out.




JOE 


This is an okay setup you got here,


but I'd say you ain't just exactly,


uh, flush, is that right or not?




RATSO


I been sick. Hold this, will ya?

Joe takes his time rising to hold the coconut while Ratso

tries to poke a hole with a bent ice-pick.




RATSO (CONT'D)


In Florida, they come smooth, ready


to eat.


Down there, your only problem is,


diet-wise, you gotta lift an arm to


wipe warm milk off your chin.


Tough, hey?




JOE 


I think finding you's the smartest


thing I ever did, for both of us.


You just the crooked kinda sneaky


little sidewinder I need to get me


hustling in this town. Hey!

Joe jerks his hand away just in time to avoid the ice-pick.

The coconut bounces on the floor. Ratso picks it up, holds

it, while Joe tries to crack it, swinging his boot like a

hammer.




RATSO 


Miami Beach is the only place for a


real hustler. Florida has more rich


chicks per square yard than any


resort spot in the world. They lie


out in their pagodas and pergolas


waiting to grab the first jockstrap


that passes.




JOE 


What's all this sweet talk about


Florida? Your friend O'Daniel got a


stable down there now?

Joe swings violently. Ratso yelps, hopping on his one good

leg, sucking his thumb.




RATSO 


Cowboy killers! Break my finger,


Christ! I got news for you, baby,


no chick with any class buys that


big dumb cowboy crap...

Ratso holds his thumb under the tub-sink faucet.




RATSO (CONT'D)


... the cowboy bit's out, except


among fags of a certain type, which


take a certain, type hustler to


exploit. Like I could handle it --


being a stealing operation


basically -- but take your average


fag, very few of them want a


cripple.

Joe holds the coconut like Yorick's skull, thinking hard.*




JOE 


Well, I am dumb, that's for sure. I


don't talk right. I can't think too


good. Just only one thing I ever


been good for's loving. Women go


crazy for me. Fact. Crazy Annie.


Had to send her away. So I don't


cash in on that, what am I? I'm


shee-it. May's well flush me down


that hole with the dishwater.

Joe sets the coconut on the floor, holding it with both hands

while he tries to smash it with the heel of his boot.




JOE (CONT'D)


That's why you gonna stop crapping


about Florida and get your skinny


butt moving to earn twenty bucks


worth of management you owe me...

