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INT. QUINCEY’"S BAR (NIGHT)

Amber sits at the bar with her hand on her butterfly
knife. The bar is as dark inside as it is outside. It
is nearly empty because it is closing time. Amber has
been guzzling vodka tonics for quite a while as we can
see from the display of glasses in front of her.

AMBER

So BOB, have you ever heard of King
Henry the Great?

Bartender BOB
Can’t say as I have.
AMBER

The French called him the Green
Gallant. On account of his suaveness.

BOB
Sounds like a swell guy.
AMBER

Bet yer ass he’s swell. He’s so suave,
he didn’t even have to go to war with
other Nobles, he goes 1look, I just
want to put a chicken in the pot of
every one of my citizens. Why go
through the hassle of killing
thousands of our guys and leaving our
children fatherless? So he just bribes



them to do what he wants. Guy’s got
class.

Amber devours an entire glass of vodka.
BOB

What did he do when he wanted to go to
war?

AMBER
That would be hypocritical of him.
BOB
I guess.
Amber caresses her blade like it’s her new lover.
AMBER
Here, for you.

Amber places one thousand dollars on the bar.

BOB
Why?
AMBER
It’s yours.
BOB

For what?



AMBER
Just for playing along.
BOB
Playing along with what?
AMBER
I don’t expect you to empathize with
my position, but I do expect you to
have an idea of what I'm talkin about.
I’'m gonna ask you a simple question.
Do you have any i1dea who this 1s?
Pulls out a photo of her father.
BOB
I mighta seen em.
AMBER
I need less ambiguity. You’re testing
King Henry’s patience. King Henry is
very sharp, and very deadly.
Amber cups the knife, KING HENRY, in her hand.
AMBER
Put on your thinking hat.

BOB

Thinking what?



AMBER
Hat.
BOB

You mean thinking cap.

AMBER
Who does?
BOB
You do.
AMBER

What do you mean, I mean thinking cap?
BOB

That’s what you mean, dontcha.
Thinking cap.

AMBER

(strongly) If I say thinking hat I
mean fucking thinking hat!

BOB

What do you mean by thinking hat is
all I mean.

AMBER
It’"s a turn of phrase, put on yer

thinkin hat, it’s a turn of fuckin
phrase!



Bob glances at the photograph.
BOB

The picture is blurry, I think I'm
sure I’ve never seen the guy.

AMBER
Think you’re sure you’ve never seen my
father, that sounds awfully ambiguous
BOB. I want you to think carefully
about your next words, because I am a
very dangerous, highly trained..
historian. And history, BOB-0, 1is very
violent.

BOB
Bastard got what was comin.
Amber’s butterfly knife SNAPS open.
AMBER

Ever feel pain so bad blood squirts
out yer ears?

BOB

I got work to do.

AMBER

Empty bar Bob. Well?



BOR
What?
AMBER

Ever felt pain so bad blood squirts
out yer ears?

BOB
You’ re done drinkin.
Amber clasps Bob’s right wrist in her left hand and
SWINGS her right hand (clenching a crimson red
butterfly knife) in an arc over their heads stopping
the tip of the blade right in the middle of BOB’s hand,
about 1/8"" of an inch through the skin surface. A
dribble of blood runs down his hand onto the bar.
AMBER
Let’s talk.

The blood drains from Bob’s face; he inhales a deep
breath, and looks at his trapped hand.



