TRIPARTITE

(By Fabio Mezzo)

FADE IN;

INT.  DARK RESTAURANT  JOHNNY REGULATOR-DAY

Tall and slim, with a long coat complemented with a face-covering hat, crime lord, Johnny Regulator sits alone at a round table. He is alone in the dimly lit restaurant. With elbows placed on the table, his fingers, rimmed with gold rings of frightening shapes snap intermittently. The rings clang. He talks to an unseen guest.






Johnny Regulator


This is how we do it. You never get to see a 

Police patrol on 419 make a detour except to 

a woman’s distress.

EXT.  SINGLE CARRIAGE CITY ROAD  POLICE PATROL-DAY






Woman in distress (v.o)


Help, somebody. My boyfriend just came down

the roof and is threatening to blow my head 

off if I don’t turn my pay cheque over to

him. Somebody help.

The police patrol sedan makes a screeching u-turn and speeds away past a man by the roadside as the sirens come on.

The man by the roadside, in Puma jacket walks backwards and turns around to go into a garage behind him. He drives a van out of the garage and takes the direction opposite the police patrol.






Johnny Regulator (v.o)

There would have been two police checkpoints without 4194’s detour. But now, there’s only 

one- mean, water-tight and ruthless.

The van approaches a waste disposal truck trying to empty a dustbin into its rear. The visible police checkpoint is about a hundred metres ahead. 






Johnny Regulator (v.o)


But you always have a way. G.As don’t check 

G.As. And what the hell do you expect from 

a thrash carrier? And that was where the 

Federal Waste came in.

The van stops behind the waste truck. The driver pulls a large black nylon bag out of the van’s rear and dumps it in the upward-moving bin just as it was about o get beyond his reach. He drives away towards the checkpoint as the waste is squeezed into the waste truck.

INT.  DARK RESTAURANT  JOHNNY REGULATOR-DAY

Still alone at the table, he has a half full bottle of Johnny Walker whisky and a glass half full before him. He sips from the glass and snaps his fingers as the rings clang once again. 






Johnny Regulator

You only need to count to sixty just fifteen 

times before you get your delivery, safe 

and untampered with. And the safest destination-

EXT  WASTE DUMPSITE  WASTE DISPOSAL TRUCK-DAY

The truck turns into the site and maneuvers to discharge its contents. 






Johnny Regulator (v.o)


The dumpsite, a government facility. This 

makes for bilateralism. 

As the truck discharges the waste, the van pulls up outside the site and the man from the van walks briskly but cautiously into the site to the rear of the truck. As the black bag comes out, he grabs it and hurries out of the site and drives away along the dusty road leaving a trail of dust.






Johnny Regulator (v.o)


Where in the world would you see a man in 

Puma jacket, Sean John pants and Lugz Visor, 

with the darkest shades from Oakley drive 

nothing else but a van?

EXT  MIAMI  FREEWAY-NIGHT

A “Welcome to Miami” song introduces us just as the van drives past a Welcome to Miami monument. We see a beautiful city of lights. The van moves fast, overtaking five cars at a stretch and makes two turns. 

INT  DARK RESTAURANT  JOHNNY REGULATOR

Johnny Regulator lights a big cigar and puffs a while. A mild cough, then he pops a pea from his pocket into his mouth. 





Johnny Regulator


I don’t sweat to make my money. And I don’t 

make my money from others’ sweat. The world

operates like a clock-

We hear the tick of a clock.






Johnny Regulator


Every moment between two ticks, money is made, 

and money is lost.

He puffs again.






Johnny Regulator


I don’t even call it money. Because it can 

get you whatever you want, it’s pussy. But everything that happens, even if not in the original plan, works towards the goal.

EXT.  MIAMI  THE VAN-DAY

The van turns from an adjacent road onto the major road and gets on the wrong side of the road, moving against the traffic causing mild confusion to motorists. It moves to the outermost lane and stops in front of a middle-class coffee shop, the Tripartite. Its head post has its catch phrase, “U, ME & THE COFFEE”.

The man bends to bring out a map from under the passenger’s seat. Suddenly, the van jerks as the rear is raised up making the windscreen look onto the tarred road. The van is pulled backwards away from the coffee shop as the man struggles to regain his composure.






Johnny Regulator (v.o)


If you had some legitimate deal on hand, and 

you get jerked from the heavens, you would 

scream for help. You would let the White House 

you have been car-jerked, no, van-jerked. But 

if you’ve got it shady, even if on an errand 

by the White House, everything might be 

working towards the same end. So-

The van is pulled away. The man puts the radio on and shuts his eyes in a meditation.






Johnny Regulator (v.o)


You keep mute. And if the time isn’t right 

for the delivery, the time just isn’t right.

INT.  DARK RESTAURANT  JOHNNY REGULATOR

Johnny Regulator still bites at his cigar. 






Johnny Regulator


Few wrongs still have to be put in the 

right perspective for a perfect delivery. 

Every man, every party has to play his 

part right.

INT  MIAMI  VAN-DAY

The van-jerk stops and the van lands with a thud. The man opens his eyes to look out of the window. There is a row of terrace houses with “For Sale” notices on all doors. He checks his map again to see the direction-“1,2 right of left”. He is confused. He mutters the directive to himself again. Made up, he pulls a black suitcase out of the black bag in the van. Moving briskly towards a door, he jangles a bunch of keys in his hand. 






Johnny Regulator (v.o)


Like I said, every party has to play his 

part right. If a party is about to make a 

mistake, there’s always someone to put him 

right.

The man enters the house. As he shuts the door, we hear a gunshot.






Johnny Regulator (v.o)


Wrong house.

An FBI agent in long black coat and dark glasses comes out with the suitcase and gets in the doorway of the next flat. He exchanges the suitcase for a similar one with an unseen occupant of the flat. As he walks towards the roadside, a car pulls up close to him. The driver is in similar clothing. They drive away.

EXT.  TRIPARTITE  FBI AGENTS-DAY

The two agents walk into the coffee shop with the suitcase.

INT.  TRIPARTITE  

The seats are empty. The bar man is old, graying and frail-looking. The two agents take their glasses off to see Johnny Regulator sitting ahead, alone at the round table.

DISSOLVE TO

INT  TRIPARTITE  ROUND TABLE

A pair of handcuffs lies next to bottle and glass of Johnny Walker whisky. Two FBI badges and two short guns lie next to the cuffs. The guns point at Johnny Regulator.






Johnny Regulator


I got clean hands in this whole deal. The 

Police, the Federal Waste, and the FBI 

perfected everything. That’s tripartite. 

I took the delivery. 






Agent’s voice


So who’s the van guy?

The two agents look on Johnny Regulator from two seats across the round table.






Johnny Regulator


The fall guy. An agent gone bad, with the 

same anecdotes as you.

The two agents exchange looks.






Johnny Regulator


He went into the right flat. But he was meant 

to be the fall guy, the Mark Sheridan.

Silence. The agent with the suitcase puts it on the table and opens it to himself, beyond Johnny Regulator’s view. He stares at the contents, then at the crime lord. 

The two pick their badges, guns and handcuffs and walk out as the bar man and Johnny Regulator watch. He stares at the bar man briefly, then turns the suitcase to himself. It contains bales of $100 bills.

FADE OUT.

