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FADE IN:

INT. SMOKEY JAZZ CLUB – NIGHT

A large black woman, MAE (late 30’s), is singing a song, focusing her attention on the only person sitting near the small stage, a young, sophisticated man, SAM (late 20’s), smoking a cigar. She finishes the song. 

SAM


How do ya do it, Mae?



MAE


What’s that, Sam?



SAM


How do you make me burn up inside like that?



MAE


That burnin’s probly jus’ yo drink, handsome.



SAM

Well, whiskey’s not supposed to burn that way, gorgeous. You’ve set my very soul on fire.



MAE

That’s cause you a sentimental muthafucka, Sam. Jus’ like every other white boy that sits around here by hisself, getting all romantic with theyself.



SAM

You mean you’ve been putting on the same show for other men? I’ll murder the bastards.


MAE

Don’t worry baby, you my numba one. But you always want somethin’ besides my singin’. Don’t play me like a fool, young man. And it ain’t my body you want, neitha’.


SAM

That ain’t true.

MAE

Don’t lie to me, boy, I know what’s on ya mind. You think you a slick muthafucka. Too slick for this part of town.


SAM

Well thanks for putting me in my place so often, Mae. I’d become a real jackass without you. 


MAE

Town fool is what.


SAM

How’s your boyfriend?


MAE

Who, my man J.D.?

Sam reveals a folded five-dollar bill under his drink. Mae takes it.

MAE


I haven’t seen his ass around here…

Sam’s expression quickly shows he’s annoyed but is engaged playfully.



MAE

…fo’ a couple days. He was shootin’ pool with some dried up lookin’ cats the otha’ day.


SAM

Yeah? Who?


MAE

Some ol’ muthafuckas. Sittin’ around. They all was dressed real fine.


SAM

Who were they?

As Mae answers him, Sam notices one of May’s nipples is slightly popping out the top of May’s dress. At this point Sam seems to be drunk, but not wasted. 

MAE

I don’t know. Some big money whops from downtown. Gold chains and shit.


SAM

Oh yeah? Johnny introduce you?


MAE

Hell no. J.D. don’t introduce me to nobody. I know one muthafucka they was callin “Buddha,” though.


SAM

Did he look like a Buddha?


MAE

I don’t know. What the fuck does a Buddha look like?


SAM

Fat, Chinese...

MAE

Nope. I told you, they was Italian men. They look like all the men J.D. brings around here.


SAM

  (with a smile)

Why do you make this like pulling teeth, Mae?


MAE

Because you so cute, baby...when you get frustrated with me.
Mae sings the first few lines of the first verse of a slow, jazzy song into a microphone as her saxophonist and pianist also resume.



MAE


  (away from mic)

But this cat Buddha...had some sharp lookin teeth, baby. Mean lookin’ muthafucka. 
Mae sings another couple lines while black and white flashes of a mouth is shown smiling, with sharp, menacing looking teeth. Flash to Sam’s face to see his expression is thoughtful, but he also seems drunk. 

MAE


  (away from mic)


...and they say he run a cigar shop over on East Ninth.

Mae’s song continues as camera pans slowly tighter on Sam’s face, toward his eyes as he takes slow, contemplative sips from his glass. Slow crossfade to camera locked on Sam’s eyes. Flash to Sam’s mental image of the same sharp teeth in a smile, biting a cigar this time. Flash back to Sam’s face.
FADE OUT


  END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO

COLD OPEN:

INT. SAM’S BEDROOM – MORNING

Knocking on a door is heard before cold open. Video opens to reveal knocking is coming from Sam’s MOTHER on his door. Sam is asleep still.

MOTHER

Sam! Sammy! Get your Jewish ass out of bed or I’ll pick the lock again!

Sam rises from bed disheveled. He does a quick morning routine montage that starts with lighting candles in front of photos of relatives. The routine includes brushing teeth, shaving, dressing, hair combing, and ends with Sam blowing out the candles. Sam enters the kitchen directly from a staircase. His GRANDFATHER is seated at a breakfast table, eating slowly. His mother holds a baby and another sits in a highchair at the table, which is a mess of clutter. His mother is cleaning, dealing with children, etc.


MOTHER


  (frustrated)


Why aren’t you wearing your goddamn uniform this morning?

Sam sits down at the table and eats from a plate that was waiting for him.



SAM

Ma, if you keep cursing around these kids, they’re gonna pick up on it.


MOTHER

Who the fuck are you this morning?! Sitting down in MY kitchen, giving me on-the-job suggestions. I asked you why your uniform is not on your body.

SAM

I have the day off.


MOTHER


Do you mean to tell me you’re TAKING the day off?



SAM


  (speaking over her last few words)


I’m taking the day off to invest my time, yes.



MOTHER

If you’re planning on going over to that goddamn newspaper...


SAM

  (cutting her off)

I have an appointment with Roland White, who is the managing beat editor...(is interrupted)for the entire city...


MOTHER

  (speaking over him)

I don’t give a shit who you’re going to see; you need to work if you’re living in this house!

Children are both crying. Sam’s mother does kitchen work and cares for children.

GRANDFATHER


Here Sam, take a look at this award I won this morning.

Grandfather hands Sam a Ty Cobb Cracker Jack baseball card.



GRANDFATHER


He could knock the shoe polish off a ball.



SAM


  (laughs a little)

Grandpa, I don’t think they’re allowed to use shoe polish in the big leagues.


GRANDFATHER

The rules were different back then. I wanted to show you it ‘cause Cobb was one of your dad’s all-time favorites.


SAM

Thanks, Grandpa.

Sam goes to put the card in his pocket.
GRANDFATHER

What the hell are you doing, that’s my Ty Cobb card there. Hand it back over.

Sam gives him back the card.



GRANDFATHER


I just wanted to show it to you for chrissake.



SAM

Alright, geez. And it’s not an “award,” it’s a prize.



GRANDFATHER

Well whatever the hell it is, I won it this morning and I wanna hang on to it.


SAM

You had a box of Cracker Jacks this morning?


GRANDFATHER

  (smiling)

And a beer. Out on the fire escape. But don’t tell your mother.


SAM

Don’t worry.

Sam gets up and walks to the front door.



MOTHER


  (as Sam is heading out the door)

Don’t you dare walk outta here without cleaning (door slams) your plate!

Sam walks out of his house onto a busy downtown sidewalk. The day is overcast and the ground is wet. Street sounds fade into a peppy, bassy jazz beat, with no natural/ambient sound. He wears a suit slightly too small and dirty “street” shoes. As he takes out a cigarette for himself, a homeless looking man approaches Sam and the two exchange handshakes and smiles/greetings before Sam gives the man a cigarette. The two depart in laughter. Sam is seen moving along the sidewalk. Three street signs float across the screen diagonally from top to bottom (132nd St, 131st St, 130th St) over a waist-up shot of Sam as he walks. He walks by kids playing jax and does a hopscotch which makes a group of little girls laugh. He passes pawn shops, liquor stores, homeless people, cafes, cars, and cats from different camera angles. More street signs float across Sam across the screen, this time over his shoes as he walks. He goes into a pawn shop. Inside is MARTIN, an employee, at a glass counter.
MARTIN

Sir, if you’re back to ask about purchasing a gun, I must ask you to leave. I WILL call the police.


SAM

Is Charlie here?


MARTIN

If you’re asking because you think another salesperson will sell you a gun, then I suggest you do your business elsewhere.


SAM

He’s a friend of mine. Will he be here today?


MARTIN

Sir, I can’t give out that type of information. But I can tell you that if I suspect another employee of participating in anything that goes against store policy, like helping a FRIEND buy a gun, I will make the appropriate authorities aware.


SAM

Well I don’t think you should hesitate to do that for any reason.


MARTIN

To do what?


SAM

To alert the proper authorities as to this urgent situation, clearly.

MARTIN

Sir, you may think your demeanor to be interesting or even humorous, but I find it very objectionable...on a consistent basis, every time you’ve come in here.

Sam reaches behind the desk for the telephone. Martin moves to stop him



MARTIN


What are you doing?
SAM

I agree with you wholeheartedly, so I’m contacting the authorities regarding this atrociousness.



MARTIN


  (struggling with Sam for the phone)


This phone is for STAFF USE!



SAM


  (into the phone)

Police! I’d like to report an excessively hideous man     posing as a pawn store clerk!


MARTIN

  (continuing to struggle for the phone)

No! He’s a liar!


SAM

Yes! He’s exposing himself to children! No, just his face!


MARTIN

It’s not true!

CHARLIE enters and grabs the phone.


CHARLIE


  (to Sam)

What the fuck are you doing?!

Charlie puts his ear to the phone



CHARLIE

Hello?!
Charlie hangs up the phone in a manner that clearly shows no one was on the other line.



CHARLIE

 (to Sam) 
What are you doing, coming in here messing with Martin like this? (to Martin, who is exasperated and looking emotionally hurt from the ordeal) Martin, go clean up the goddamn stockroom.

MARTIN

  (exasperated breathing)
No.

Charlie slaps the countertop while looking sternly at Martin, and Martin scampers away.



SAM


So what’s the story?



CHARLIE


  (as he walks behind the counter where Martin was)

What story? Aren’t you supposed to be the one with the big stories?


SAM

Ideally. What’s the story on the (quietly) G-U-N?


CHARLIE

  (louder than necessary, for comic effect)

Oh, the GUN?!

Sam looks around, worried by his volume. Charlie laughs a little.



CHARLIE


This week.



SAM

Goddamnit, Charlie, this week for sure? If I don’t have it this week I’m totally fucked.


CHARLIE

Listen to you. It’s this preoccupation with the guns and the crime and the gangster shit.


SAM

Don’t start coming at me like that, Charlie.

Sam gets out a cigarette and lights it.



SAM

I got enough to worry about withOUT thinking you’re not gonna come through on this ONE favor.

CHARLIE

Sammy, I already said I’d get it and gave you my word on it. Alls I’m saying is that you and your “G-U-N” might end up making front page news, except instead of written by you, it’ll be ABOUT you, catching a bullet in your head.


SAM

(with his attention on something in the glass counter as         he is kneeling, looking in it)


Don’t be an asshole.



CHARLIE


I’m not. I’m bein’ real.



SAM


Hey let me see those cufflinks.

Camera shows two cufflinks in the counter with an insignia bearing the initials “TC.” Charlie takes them out and puts them on top of the counter.



SAM


  (examining cufflinks closely in his fingers)


What do you want for these?



CHARLIE


Lemme see.

Charlie takes them and examines them himself with a monocle.



CHARLIE


Ten cents and a rim job.

Sam slams two nickels on the counter



SAM


You’re a sick man, Charles. 

Sam puts the cufflinks in his pocket and walks backwards towards the door.



SAM


I love you, but you’re a disgusting individual.

Sam glances at a wall clock somewhere

SAM


Is that clock fast



CHARLIE


It’s slow twelve minutes.



SAM


Christ! I’ll be back Wednesday.

Sam opens and walks out the door as Martin reappears from the back room and walks over near Charlie, who is still looking towards the door.



MARTIN


  (looking upset and suspicious)


What is a rim job? And don’t lie to me.


END OF ACT TWO

ACT THREE

COLD OPEN:

INT. BUSY NEWSPAPER OFFICE – LATER THE SAME DAY

Sam enters, approaches a front desk area where a receptionist, SANDRA, is sitting, busy writing something. She is facing away from Sam.



SAM


Hi, good morning. I have an appointment to see Mr. White.

Sandra turns, looks at Sam and quickly removes her eye glasses. She is an attractive girl.



SANDRA

Oh, umm...and your name?



SAM


Sam.



SANDRA
Ok...uh Sam, I’ll ah...let him know you’re here. (she smiles)

SAM

Ok.

There is a short moment of awkwardness.



SANDRA


Can I get you a...

She is interrupted by a private office door bursting open. Two men walk out, yelling at each other. One is ROLAND WHITE, the other is a REPORTER (Dave).



ROLAND


...because she’s fucking dead, you moron!



REPORTER


I can still DO the story!

ROLAND

This is how you pissed me off in the first place, telling ME what YOU’RE gonna write. Now you can go to your office and do the Chinatown story or you can take that elevator downstairs for the last time in your pathetic career and get the fuck off Examiner property.


REPORTER

If there wasn’t a lady present, Roland, I might tell you what a cocksucker you really are.

The REPORTER walks away.



ROLAND

Oh, Sandra don’t care, but it doesn’t matter, Dave, ‘cause I already know. A heartless, insensitive one, right?

The REPORTER holds his middle finger in the air, directed back at Roland as he walks away.



SANDRA


  (to Roland)


This is Sam. He’s here to see you. (nodding toward Sam)



ROLAND

Oh yeah? Ok, come on back then. (to Sandra) And will you make some friggin’ coffee please?

Roland and Sam enter Roland’s office.



ROLAND


Sam...from the Bugle or something, right?



SAM


Aah, well I’ve had a few stories run in the Bugle, yes.



ROLAND

That’s good, Sam. (as they sit down, Roland shuffles through papers on his desk.) Neighborhood papers need determined young reporters. And sitting in front of an important son of a bitch like myself on a very busy morning is a bold think to be doing at your age.


SAM

Oh, thank you.
ROLAND

Now in your most professional sounding, newspaper-man voice, tell me why you’re here and for godsake, Samuel, make it quick.


SAM

Oh...uhh, well I...I came to introduce myself...


ROLAND

Uh huh, you’ve done that


SAM

And to inform you that I’m working on a story...that uhh...I think you will be interested in...or in which you’ll be interested in...well, running...or...printing.


ROLAND

Alright Sam, (he stops rifling through papers and looks squarely at Sam, devoting his attention) tell me very quickly.


SAM

Ah well, I can really only say that it’s ahh...it’ll be an exclusive story involving members of the ah...the organized crime gangs here in town.

ROLAND

(searching for overdramatic phrase to seem deliberately patronizing, as he opens a pack of seltzer tables and drops them in a glass of water, making it fizz)


You don’t mean some kind of...big MOB SCOOP?



SAM


Well yeah, one might call it that.

Roland drinks his water, burps a little, then looks at him curiously for a moment.



ROLAND

You know, and this could be the seltzer talking, but I find your naiveté...(searching) less than nauseating.


SAM

  (unsure)

Oh, thanks.

ROLAND

And how are you gathering credible information for this exposé?

Video cuts to an East 9th Street sign. Conversation continues over video. Natural/ambient sound from street is heard. Camera pans over to show Sam walking cautiously, close to the side of a building


SAM

Well actually I gather from a few various, reliable sources.

Camera shows close shot of Sam creeping up to the corner of the same building, peeking around. He is wearing dark sunglasses and a fake mustache.



SAM


I try to get first hand accounts when possible

Sam creeps around the corner and looks in the window of a cigar shop, lifting up his glasses.



SAM


And I’m always, obviously, very discreet.
Back to a shot of Roland. 



ROLAND


  (facetiously)

Obviously.

Camera looks into shop from Sam’s perspective at the window. Sam’s grandfather appears from a backroom, chatting with a man who walks behind a counter. He shows Sam’s grandfather cigars as his grandfather inspects, smells them, etc. Sam watches intently, surprised to see his grandfather. As he watches the man and his grandfather talk, Sam sees the man laugh, exposing small, sharp teeth. Video flashes back to Sam’s black and white mental image from before of sharp teeth and cigar. Sam’s grandfather exits the store and Sam grabs him as he turns the corner.



SAM

Grandpa! (GRANDFATHER is startled) What are you doing in there?


GRANDFATHER


Sammy? Is that you?



SAM


Yes Grandpa, it’s me.

Grandfather squints, looking closely at Sam’s face.



GRANDFATHER


  (laughing a little)

The hell are you doing with that silly mustache on?

Sam touches at the mustache self-consciously.



SAM

Nevermind about that. What were you just doing in there, Grandpa?



GRANDFATHER


What, in there?



SAM


In the cigar shop.



GRANDFATHER


I was buying cigars in the cigar shop, what do you mean?


SAM

  (flustered)

And the man, who’s the man you were talking to in there?


GRANDFATHER

Who, Tom? Tom Budanelli, my cigar guy for twenty-three years.


SAM

(to himself but out loud, looking away from GRANDFATHER momentarily in frantic thought)


Budanelli...(his eyes widen) Buddha.



GRANDFATHER


What the hell...Sammy have you been drinking today already?

SAM

No, Grandpa listen, I think I may need your help with something very important.
END OF ACT THREE

ACT FOUR

FADE IN:

INT. COFFEE SHOP – LATER THAT DAY

Sam and Grandfather are sitting at a table, drinking coffee.



GRANDFATHER


So I would talk to him about what exactly?



SAM

I will let you know in more detail when the time is right so it can be more fresh in your mind, that way it’ll be much easier and go more smoothly.


GRANDFATHER

And this is all for one of your stories? Is it about cigars? Sammy, I know cigars myself, almost as well as Budanelli...


SAM

No, Grandpa, I don’t know, it might be cigars, but I definitely need you to talk to him.


GRANDFATHER

Why don’t I take you in, you can meet the man and talk to him...(he’s interrupted by Sam)


SAM

No, he can’t know that I’m involved or that you or anyone else even knows me or anything about any kind of story or anything, Grandpa. It’s just the way it has to be for this.


GRANDFATHER

Well Sammy, I’ll help you in any way I can, I suppose. (he takes a sip of his coffee) It does...it does seem like a lot of work for your old Grandpa. (with his eyebrows raised, looking at Sam)

SAM

  (an idea seems to come to him)

Ok. Maybe you’re right. Why don’t you consider these...(Sam reaches in his pocket and pulls out the cufflinks he bought earlier) a down payment.

Sam opens his hand to reveal the cufflinks. Grandfather’s eyes light up and he takes them from Sam’s hand. He analyzes them.



GRANDFATHER


TC? Who’s TC?



SAM


Cobb. Ty Cobb.



GRANDFATHER


  (smiling big)


I’ll do it.



SAM

I think this is the beginning of a beautiful thing, Grandpa.



GRANDFATHER

That’s what I said the day you were born, my boy.

SCENE FADES OUT

