INT. CLAUDIA'S BEDROOM - THAT MOMENT

     Claudia is asleep. Jimmy enters, stands near the edge of the bed.

     After a moment, Claudia's eyes open, look over and see Jimmy.

                                CLAUDIA

                      ...what the fuck is this...? 

                                JIMMY 

                      It's me.  Claudia.  It's me. 

     She sits up a bit, covers herself, looks past him and sees the

     Middle Aged Guy, sitting in his underwear in the living room,

     watching them.  She looks back to Jimmy; 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      What do you want? Why are you here? 

                                JIMMY

                      I'd like to talk to you.  Your boyfriend

                      let me in, I just knocked on the door -- 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      He's not my boyfriend.

     Jimmy hesitates a beat, then:

                                CLAUDIA 

                      Wanna call me a slut now, something?

                                JIMMY

                      No.  No. 

     She starts to move towards tears, nervousness;

                                CLAUDIA 

                      What the fuck do you want?

                                JIMMY 

                      I want to sit.  I want to talk to you. 

                                CLAUDIA

                      Don't sit down. 

                                JIMMY 

                      ...I want to....I want so many things, Claudia.

                      Maybe we can just talk to straighten

                      our things out....there are so many

                      things that I want to tell you -- 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      I don't wanna talk to you.

                                JIMMY 

                      Please.  It doesn't have to be now. 

                      Maybe we can make a date to sit down, 

                      I didn't mean to walk in on you like this -- 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      Why are you here, why are you doing this?

                      Coming in here -- you wanna call me a whore? 

                                JIMMY 

                      I don't want you to think that I'm that

                      way to you -- I'm not gonna call you

                      a slut or something -- 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      Yeah, yeah right -- what the fuck are 

                      doing?  WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING IN MY HOUSE? 

                                JIMMY 

                      Don't yell, honey.  Please don't go crazy -- 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      I'M NOT CRAZY.  Don't you tell me I'm crazy. 

                                JIMMY 

                      I'm not saying that, I'm sorry -- 

                                CLAUDIA

                      I'M NOT CRAZY.  You're the one.  You're

                      the one who's wrong.  You're the one -- 

                                JIMMY 

                      I have something, so much -- I'm sick, Claudia.

                      I'm sick. 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      Get out of here, get the fuck out of

                      my house -- 

                                JIMMY 

                      Now STOP IT and LISTEN to me right now.

                      I AM DYING, I GOT SICK...now I fell

                      down and I'm Not...DON'T -- 

                                CLAUDIA

                      GET THE FUCK OUT. 

                                JIMMY 

                      I'm dying, Claudia.  I have cancer.

                      I have cancer and I'm dying, soon. 

                      It's metastasized in my bones and I -- 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      FUCK YOU.  FUCK YOU, YOU GET OUT. 

                                JIMMY 

                      I'm not lying to you, I'm not -- 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      FUCK YOU.  YOU GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE.

                                JIMMY

                      baby, please, please -- 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      I'M NOT YOUR BABY, I'M NOT YOUR GIRL.

                      I'm not your fuckin' baby -- 

     She moves up in the bed, exposes a bit of her breast, tries to

     cover herself --

                                JIMMY 

                      Please put your clothes on, please -- 

                                CLAUDIA

                      YOU BURN IN BELL.  You burn in hell 

                      and you deserve it -- YOU GET THE FUCK OUT.

                                JIMMY

                      Honey. 

                                CLAUDIA

                      GET OUT. 

     BEAT.  He stands a moment. 

                                JIMMY 

                      Your mother wants to hear from you -- 

                                CLAUDIA 

                      GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE.

     He walks out of the bedroom

