MARTIN AND GROCER

        Martin draws a nasty little PPK pistol from his waist, and 

        levels it at Grocer under the table-- but Grocer is already 

        drawing his pistol down there, and there is an instant Mexican 

        breakfast stand-off.

                                  GROCER

                Easy there chief. I don't see hollow 



    point wound care on the menu.

MARTIN         



    Up, up, up.


  They raise their guns and put them on the table.

MARTIN         


          What are you in detriot for, red wings 



    need a new goon?

        A waitress approaches.

                                  WAITRESS

                Hi. Welcome to B.I. McCafferty's. My 

                name is Melanie and I'll be your 

                server this morning. Let me tell you 

                about some of our specials. Today we 

                have the "Alfalfa on My Mind," our 

                feature omelette. And there's our 

                "Gatsby's West Egg Omelette." And if 

                you're in the mood for something 

                different there's the "I left my 

                heart in San Franchezie."

        Martin and Grocer's eyes remain locked.

MARTIN         



    What'll you have?

                                  GROCER

                I want two eggs poached scrape off the 

                milky white stuff, hash browns 

                well-done. English muffin for the 

                bread. And a coffee.

                                  MARTIN

                Whole-grain pancakes. And an egg-

                white omelette. Please.

                                  WAITRESS

                What would you like in the omelette?

                                  MARTIN

                Nothing in the omelette. Nothing at 

                all.

                                  WAITRESS

                Well that's not technically an omelette.

                                  MARTIN

                Well I don't want to get into a semantic



    argument over it. I just want the protein.

                Alright?

        The waitress nods pertly and leaves.

                                  GROCER

                Come on there ice man, live a little. Let



    chef Raoul put in cilantro for your liver.

                                  MARTIN

                I don't want that.

                                  GROCER

      
    A little onions for the blood. (chuckles)



    What are those.

                                  MARTIN

                Nutrients.

                                  GROCER



    Here's the new stuff kid. Durazac-15. Makes



    Prozac feel like a decaf latte. You want a 



    couple I got jars.

                                  MARTIN

                I don't do that stuff anymore.

                                  GROCER



    No waonder you got the shakes. And don't say



    “do it”. Because I don't “do it”. I ingest it



    on orders from my neurophysiologist. It's legal.



    In five years they'll be puttin' it in the water 



    for the citizens.

                                  MARTIN

                That's fascinating. Is there anything eles you



    want to talk about? Because I was gonna have breakfast.

                                  GROCER



    I heard about that little blowup at the Ultimart.



    It was a wicked rippin' shame.

                                  MARTIN

                One of your fraternal brothers?

                                  GROCER



    No! Hey, listen, I wanna work with you. That was some



    indie frog. Some Basque whacker from the Pyrenees.



    You sure Oregon doesn't ring a bell? Pacific Northwest,



    a couple of months ago? Something about you doin' some



    wonder dog named Cujo?


                                  MARTIN

                ohhhh Budro. Yes, Budro. Jesus Christ.

                                  GROCER



    (Laughing) He knows the dogs.

                                  MARTIN

                I was out there trying to whack these junk



    bond fuckos...

                                  GROCER



    Yeah.

                                  MARTIN

                and these idiots were flushing game with sticks



    of dynamite. And the dog that they borrowed, little



    Burdro, was a retriever. Get it? Budro was never



    a target. Budro was acting on instinct. I would 



    never hurt an animal. And I'm offended at the accusation--

                                  GROCER



    Whoa whoa whoa Chatty Kathy. Clip your string. I don't



    need to know. But just for the record, here's what I



    heard. The marks borrowed your clients prized hunting



    pup. So bad luck for Budro and bad luck for Blank.



    Poodle pumper. Hound hitter. Pooch puncher.

                                  MARTIN

                Lets not talk about Budro, huh? What about those two



    guys in the Caprice Classic outside? The word is you



    turned two goverments on me, you turncoat.

                                  GROCER



    Me?

                                  MARTIN

                You

                                  GROCER



    Go “G”?

                                  MARTIN

                yeah.

                                  GROCER



    On you?

                                  MARTIN

                Yes.

                                  GROCER



    Never. Listen, why don't we get out 



    relationship straight alright--?

                                  MARTIN

                I didn't get into this business to 

                have "relationships." And I don't want 

                to join your Goddamned union alright? "Loner--

                " "Loner gunman." Get it? That's the whole 



    point. I like the lifestyle, the image, look 



    at the way I dress. Why don't you become a 



    cop, or something. 

                You can have coffee in the morning... 

                with friends!

        Grocer looks a little hurt.

                                  MARTIN

                Look, this is a one-on-one business... 

                Every time you get to know people, 

                bad things happen. If it'll make you 

                feel any better, I think this is my last 

                job.

                                  GROCER

                Ohh, I believe that.

                                  MARTIN



    So what do you say we put our 

                guns away and forget the whole damn 

                thing and have some breakfast alright?

        Grocer and Martin both go for their guns.

                                  GROCER

                No scabs. From now on, all arrangements, all

                contracts are regulated.

                                  MARTIN

                Ooohh meet the new boss.

                                  GROCER



    Yeah.

                                  MARTIN

                No deal.

                                  GROCER

                Ok. But we're not going to let you 

                do your litte job here. 

                                  MARTIN

                No?

                                  Grocer

                Because we're gonna do for you.

                                  MARTIN

                Is that right?

                And then, after we do your job, 

                we're gonna do another little job...

                                  MARTIN

                Tell me about it.

                                  GROCER

                I'm gonna put a bullet hole in your



    fuckin' forehead. And the I'm gonna fuck 



    the brain hole!

                                  MARTIN

                Nice talk, Sugarmouth.

Waitress arrives.

                                  WAITRESS

                You had the nada omelette.

Martin drops his plate and jumps up holding out his gun.

Martin leaves the diner imitating monkey noises.

