THE APARTMENT INSIDE

               Hasn't been very well looked after lately. Either has the 

               occupant. Sitting slumped in a kitchen chair, staring at the 

               floor, he peers through dully yellow eyes that barely seem 

               to register his visitor.

                                     GABRIEL

                         Gee Jerry, you look like shit.

               The eyes lift to Gabriel, revealing a pale, bloodless face 

               eaten with dried sores.

                                     JERRY

                         Leave me alone, Gabriel.

                                     GABRIEL

                         Soon, pal. Soon.

               Gabriel drops into the chair across from Jerry and pushes 

               aside with distaste the maggot-ridden plates of food piled 

               on the table. He reaches his hand out to Jerry.

                                     GABRIEL

                         Come here.

                                     JERRY

                         Go away.

                                     GABRIEL

                              (sing-song, like to a 

                              baby)

                         Come here...

               Gabriel puts his hand under Jerry's chin and turns the face 

               side to side, examining the cracked, decaying skin and filmy 

               eyes.

                                     GABRIEL

                         Hmmm. Still a little life left in 

                         you. Barely.

                                     JERRY

                         Fuck you.

               Gabriel releases Jerry's chin and slouches down in the chair.

                                     GABRIEL

                         There's something I want you to do 

                         for me.

                                     JERRY

                         What a surprise.

                                     GABRIEL

                         Don't be that way.

                                     JERRY

                         I just want to... Why won't you let 

                         me...

                                     GABRIEL

                         I will, I will. Promise.

               A dark, intestinal looking amber fluid begins to pool out of 

               Jerry's pant leg.

                                     GABRIEL

                         You need some new clothes, son.

               A tear wells in Jerry's decomposing face.

                                     GABRIEL

                         Aw come on, don't start. You know 

                         how I hate that...

                                     JERRY

                         I'm so tired. I'm so goddamn tired.

                                     GABRIEL

                         Watch the profanity. -- Just one 

                         more favor. Honest.

                                     JERRY

                              (deep sigh)

                         What?

                                     GABRIEL

                         I want you to get something for me. 

                         A few personal effects the cops ripped 

                         off from the lovely Allenwood Arms 

                         on Seventh Street. It'll be sitting 

                         in their property room down on San 

                         Julian.

                                     JERRY

                         I'm supposed to just go in there? 

                         Like this?

                                     GABRIEL

                         Give you a bath, put on some decent 

                         clothes,

                              (beat)

                         Maybe a very large brim hat, you'll 

                         be fine. Just go in between five and 

                         five-ten, it's a shift change and 

                         nobody'll notice you.

                                     JERRY

                         How do you know?

                                     GABRIEL

                              (cocks an eye)

                         C'mon.

                              (tosses yellow ID 

                              card onto table)

                         This should be more or less up to 

                         date.

                                     JERRY

                         Got a name this stuff is under?

                                     GABRIEL

                         John Doe.

                                     JERRY

                         Why doesn't that surprise me.

               Gabriel gets up, pats Jerry on the head, and walks to the 

               door.

                                     GABRIEL

                         I'll see you tonight.

                              (flips him silver 

                              dollar)

                         Here's some bus fare.

