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I NT. TAXI KIOSK - MJGGY SUMMVER NI GHT.

FRANKI E (52), overweight, wears a vest that needs
washi ng; he is balding and perspiring.

The TAXI KIOSK is a snall shop with a bench agai nst the
wi ndow front; it contains a wi ndowed control kiosk -
both are sparse and tired.

Frankie is in the control kiosk. He places a handset
back on its holder and wi pes his browwth an old
handker chi ef .

He turns toward the wi ndowed shop-front.

FRANKI E
Gets kinda warmin here, hu?

Franki e continues to stare toward t he w ndow.

FRANKI E
So what are you doing here? Cetting
kinda late isn't it? You got a hone
to go to?

A car speeds past the w ndow.

FRANKI E
You know you can’t keep on coming in
here? People got jobs to do.
understand if you want to tal k and
all. (beat) That is, if you want to
tal k.

The radi o crackles, drivers drop bit-part messages over
t he waves.

I NT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

Typi cal GROCERY STORE, bright summer norning. Frankie is
at the check-out, and hol ds assorted goods in his arns.

FRANKI E
A ot of good stuff here. CGotta keep
yourself in top tip eh?

BRENDA, (50), large curly redhead.

BRENDA
Oh yeah, got to | ook after yourself.
Ei ghteen forty six, Frankie.



JIM (70) sidles past Frankie, slaps himon the back.

JIM
Hey Franki e.

FRANKI E
Hey, Jim

BRENDA
One fifty four, Frankie. You take
care.

I NT. TAXI KIOSK - CLAMW SUMMER NI GHT

Frankie chews. He is in the control kiosk |ooking toward
the shop front w ndow.

FRANKI E
Want to eat?

Frankie throws a C enentine through the control w ndow.
We hear an enpty thud.

He |l eans forward on the edge of the control Kkiosk
wi ndow, and shakes his head.

FRANKI E
I know you're pissed. |I'd have been
pi ssed. Real pissed. And | know you
| oved her. She was a great Kkid.
Shoul dn’t have died |like that. Not
t hat young. Not - |ike that.

| NT. DRUG STORE - SUMVER DAY
Frankie is at the till of the | ocal DRUG STORE

FRANKI E
G me sone snokes, | got to have ny
snoke, go stir crazy wi thout ‘em

REG (64) slim shoulder length grey hair serves at the
cash register.

REG
(Munmbl es)
Al ways sonething to drive a nman
crazy round here.

FRANKI E
Sonme people just can’'t nove on, hu?



What do you think? You got to nove
on fromstuff hu?

REG
Well, you can nove on or you can
stay around, just you aint staying
round here, not in ny store, you can
nove your ass out. Five eighty six.

FRANKI E
Just what | say, nobve on or nove
out .

REG
Fourt een.

I NT. TAXI KICSK - HUM D SUMVER NI GHT.

Franki e draws heavily on a cigarette, facing the shop
wi ndow.

Takes a cigarette fromthe packet, offers it out through
the control kiosk w ndow.

FRANKI E
Snoke? You want a snpke?

Franki e shrugs; he returns the cigarette to the packet,
and hol ds his position.

FRANKI E

You know we screwed it up. The whol e
thing. From beginning to end. W
didn't plan enough. They know how to
protect their stuff.

(1 aughs)
We t hought we could just walk in and
wal k out a hell of a lot richer. W
wer e dunb.

(1 ooks up)
Al of us. W were all pretty dunb.
We each got to take the blame. W
went in together and we got screwed

t oget her.

(si ghs)
I know it was tough when you went
down. | didn’t want that for you.

( CONT’ D)



FRANKI E ( CONT’ D)
Five years is a long tine. Hard
time. Screwed nme up to. Could I find
a job for the life of me? Look at ne
now. | got this. Aint a whole deal

I NT. LAUNDRETTE - SUMMER DAY.

Frankie is in the launderette, SHOVI NG his danp cl ot hes
into the dryer

MARG (48), plunp, noves toward him

MARG
Ok there Frankie?

Franki e grabs a clunp of his clean, danp cl othes, hunps
themup to his nose.

FRANKI E
Love the snell of clean.

MARG
(1 aughs)
Oh yes, one of the best snells
you' || get Frankie, just clean,
not hi ng but cl ean.

FRANKI E
(continues shoving clothes into
t he dryer)
Sonetimes you got to just clean
t hi ngs up, clean your act up, clean
out, it’s like a new start.

MARG
Ki nda deep today Frankie?

FRANKI E
Sonetinmes, Marg, you have to make
deci sions. Decided to clean things
up today. It was a good deci sion.
Aint the only decision I’mgoing to
make today, either

MARG
(shruggi ng)
I"’mleaving it to you.

Marg wanders on, |leaving Frankie a smle, but a benused
one.



I NT. TAXI KICSK - MJ ST SUMMVER NI GHT.

Frankie is in the control kiosk. H's back to us, on the
handset to the drivers.

FRANKI E
Yeah, yeah, k. Then Mil berry,
nunber 21. k.

Franki e continues to hold the handset, just below his
ear. Thinks. He sits back, and puts the handset back to
t he hol der.

Franki e gets up; turns to the kiosk w ndow and gazes
out .

FRANKI E
Decision tinme. Had enough of this
crap. | feel for you, but’s there’'s
alimt.
Frankie slips his hands into his pockets, and pushes his
chest out, posturing. Rocks on his heels.

FRANKI E ( CONT’ D)

And | know what they said to you
i nside. Yeah, | heard, sone of them
canme out and | heard what was said.
People saying it was all ny fault.
Peopl e saying | screwed up and got
her shot. Crap. Great pile of crap.
Al so know they said that | fitted
you up. Yeah, | heard it all.

(shakes his head)
You going to believe everything you
ever hear? | never got her shot. |
never set you up. Wuldn’t do that.
Couldn’t do that.

(put his hands on his hips)
So it's decision tinme. You got to
nmake a decision, else I'’mgoing to
make the decision for you. You hear
me? Decision time, |ike or not.
Ei t her you get your sorry ass out nmny
pl ace and out ny face or |’ m going
to make the decision for you. So,
what’s it going to be? Decision
tinme.

A LOUD BANG Bl oodied matter spews fromthe back of



Frankie; |arge specks of blood fly out fromFrankie’s
stomach. He is flung backwards and hits the rear wall of
the control kiosk. Falls forwards onto his knees, and

sl unps forward; eyes open, w thout focus.

Move slowy to the seating area in front of the shop-
front wi ndow, stay side on

WLL (54), unshaven, scraggy graying hair, and a |ong
trench-coat sits perfectly still. Hs hand is in his
trench-coat pocket: and also there is an object, a
ragged hol e, a whisper of snoke.

WIIl rises, takes a step forward, and halts.

W LL
Deci si on made, Franki e.

FADE QOUT:

THE END



