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               INT. PRISON CELL -DAY

               CLOSE ON WILSON

               --about 30, prison uniform, lying with his eyes closed on

               a cheap jailhouse bunk bed.   Fast asleep. 

                                   VOICE

                         All rise.

               SPLASH!  A pale of dirty WATER is thrown in Wilson’s face.  
               Wilson opens his eyes and sits up quickly.

                                   WILSON

                         Jesus!  What the h---

               Wilson blinks, trying to clear his head, looking around

               the fairly large HOLDING CELL.  He’s not alone.
               FOUR fellow CONVICTS are staring at him:  JUDGE, an avuncular

               senior citizen, RAMONE MARTINEZ, (hispanic, 30's), and MILTON
               LAWRENCE, studious, (40's).

               Oh - and BOB, a nondescript convict who sits quietly alone on
               one of the other bunks.  He doesn't say much.  
                                   WILSON

                         What the hell is this? 

                             (looking around)

                         Where am I?

               Judge ignores Wilson, gives Martinez a dubious look.

                                   JUDGE

                         Don't tell me.  "Amnesia?"  That's
                         the best you can come up with?

               MARTINEZ shakes his head "no way.'  Wilson glances around,

                puzzled, trying to clear his head.
                                   JUDGE

                             (to Wilson)

                         You know where you are, son?

                                   WILSON

                          ...Yeah.

                                   JUDGE

                         Where?   .... Humor me.

                                   WILSON

                         Folsom prison.   But I can’t seem to--

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Let the record show that the drug

                         we put in his coffee has worn off

                         and the defendant is now in full

                         command of his faculties.

                                   JUDGE

                         So noted.

                                   WILSON

                         What the fuck?  --You drugged my

                         coffee??!  Who are you?  --What do you

                         want?

                                   JUDGE

                         It's not what we want, Mr Wilson.

                         It's what we can give you.

                                   WILSON

                         Yeah?  And what is that?

                                   JUDGE

                         A fair trial.

                                   WILSON

                         Yeah, well - here's a news flash. I

                         already had my trial.  I lost. 

                         That's why I'm here, genius. 

                                   JUDGE

                         We're well aware of ‘double

                         jeopardy,’ Mr Wilson.  This is a

                         another trial.

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Approach, your honor?  --The defendant

                         is new to the ways of this prison.

                         He's only been here two weeks. He doesn’t 
                         know who we are.  I move for an immediate 

                         postponement. 
                                   LAWRENCE

                         Nice try, Martinez.

                                   JUDGE
                                 (to Martinez)
                         Ramone-- you know how hard it is to

                         book this courtroom.  Motion

                         denied.

                                   WILSON

                             (he's had enough)

                         Okay, that's it! I don't know

                         what's going on, but joke's over,

                         it's chow time and I’m fuckin’ hungry.
       Wilson paces, looking for a way out--
                                  JUDGE

                         We know that, Mr Wilson.  We hold all our

                         trials at dinner hour.

                                   WILSON

                             (calling through bars)

                         Guard!!

                                   JUDGE

                         --Because that way, there's only

                         one guard we have to bribe.

               HARVEY, a lone prison guard looks up from his magazine,

               smiles, gives a slight wave... and goes back to reading. 
               Wilson realizes he’s stuck.  At least until after chow time.

                                   WILSON

                         Okay.  Fine. You want a 'trial?’
                         Let’s have one.
                         I admit it...whatever it is, I'm

                         guilty. Okay?  ...Happy?

                             (chuckles)

                         What are you dickheads going to do? 

                         Send me to jail?!

                                   LAWRENCE

                         I'd take these proceedings a little

                         more seriously if I were you, Mr

                         Wilson.

                                   WILSON

                         Oh yeah?  We'll you ain’t me. 

                         You're some guy who thinks he's

                         he's a lawyer.

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Prosecuting attorney, actually.  Or

                         at least I was. On the outside.

                         Before..my wife died..

                                   MARTINEZ

                         --He poisoned her.

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Move to strike!

                                   MARTINEZ

                         He caught her with another man and

                         put weed killer in her coffee.

                                   LAWRENCE

                         It was insect repellent! And that

                         was never proven beyond a

                         reasonable doubt!

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Come on, Milt.  Don't be so

                         sensitive. 

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Fine. Then why don't you tell your

                         client about your own closet

                         skeletons?

                                   WILSON

                         "Client??"

                                   MARTINEZ

                             (to Wilson)

                         I'm your defense attorney.

                                   WILSON

                         What?!  Look--if this is some shake-down, I

                         ain't paying.

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Don't worry. I'm entirely pro bono.

                                   WILSON

                             (looks to Lawrence)

                          What’s  U-2 got to do with it?

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Me too?
                                   WILSON

                         No, jerkweed.  "U-2."  You know -- 

                         the band with that guy.

                                   LAWRENCE

                         The one who saves rain forests and

                         has Tantric sex?
                                   MARTINEZ

                         That's Sting.  I think he means

                         Bono.

                                   JUDGE

                             (gavels)

                         Gentlemen! Gentlemen!  We're

                         getting sidetracked - and as you

                         well know, he haven't got much

                         time. 

                                   WILSON

                         Oh yeah? Who died and made you king?

                                   JUDGE

                         The United States legal system.

                                   MARTINEZ

                                (introducing)
                        This is Judge St Ives.  ...Formerly.

                                   JUDGE

                         But everybody still calls me judge.

                                   WILSON

                         I'll bet.

                             (low; to Martinez)

                         What'd he do?

                                   MARTINEZ

                         He...had a few issues.

                                   JUDGE

                         I hate that word.  "Issues." Sounds

                         like a magazine. In my day...we had

                         "problems."

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Okay.  He had a few problems.

                         He began sentencing people to

                         death.

                                   WILSON

                         So?  He’s a judge.

                                   MARTINEZ

                         He sentenced innocent people not

                         even in his court.  Just because he

                         didn't like them.
                                   LAWRENCE

                         --His mailman.  A representative of

                         the IRS...

                                   JUDGE

                         My brother in law doesn't know how

                         lucky he was.

                                   LAWRENCE

                         At least His Honor would carry out his own

                         sentences.

                                   JUDGE

                         Lethal injection. My ex-wife was a

                         nurse.

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Until he was arrested and put under

                         psychiatric observation.

                                   JUDGE

                         A simple nervous breakdown.  I'm

                         much better now.  As long as I take

                         my medication. 
                                   MARTINEZ

                         Due respect-- can we move things

                          along, your honor?

                                   JUDGE

                         Yes, of course.  

                         Mr Wilson - you're charged with

                         conspiring and colluding with

                         prison officials for monetary gain.

                                   WILSON

                         Say what?

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Ratting people out for money to get

                         in good with the guards.

                                   WILSON

                         Now wait just a minute---

                                   JUDGE

                         How do you plead?

               Wilson looks at Martinez, who shrugs as if it say "Up to

               You."

                                   WILSON

                         Not fuckin' guilty!

                                   JUDGE

                         Mr Wilson! May I remind you that

                         you're in a court of law!

                                   WILSON

                         I'm in a fuckin' prison cell!!

               Everyone glares at him.  A long, long glare.  

                                   WILSON

                             (takes the point; corrects

                              himself)

                         I plead not guilty.

               Wilson sits back down.  He might as well play along.

                                   JUDGE

                         Let's proceed immediately to

                         opening statements. Mr Lawrence?

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Thank you, your honor.  The people

                         will prove beyond a shadow of a

                         doubt that Mr Lee Wilson did

                         willfully and without a thought to

                         the consequences... give privileged

                         information to prison authorities

                         at the expense of his fellow

                         inmates.
                                   JUDGE

                         Mr Martinez?  Opening statement?
                                   MARTINEZ
                                  (stands up)

                         He didn't do it, trust me.

               Martinez sits back down.  Wilson stares at him.
                                   WILSON

                         That's it?  ‘The fuck is that?

                         "Trust me?!"

                                   JUDGE

                         Mr Wilson--

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Short but sweet.

                                   WILSON

                         Are you sure you were a defense lawyer

                         before they put you in the joint?

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Well..public defender.

                                   WILSON

                         Figures.

                                   JUDGE

                         Call your first witness, Mr.
                         Lawrence.

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Begging the court's permission,

                         your honor --but (points to his

                         wristwatch) I move we forgo
                         witness testimony and go right to

                         evidence. That way, we still might

                         have enough time to have dinner. 

                                   JUDGE

                         Mr Martinez?

                                   MARTINEZ

                         No objections, your honor.

               Lawrence holds up a beat-up portable RADIO.

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Could you please tell the court

                         what this is, Mr Wilson?

                                   WILSON

                         Hey!  My f--  My radio! Someone

                         took that out of my cell!

               Martinez winces.

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Objection. 

                                   LAWRENCE

                         So you admit this is your radio?

                                   WILSON

                         Yeah.   I mean, I...

                                   LAWRENCE

                         A simple question, Mr Wilson. Is

                         this...or is this not your radio?

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Badgering the witness!

                                   JUDGE

                         Overruled.  Answer the question.

                                   WILSON

                         Yeah.   It's my radio.
               Lawrence opens the back of the radio, pulling out a small

               notebook.  Hidden inside.
                                   LAWRENCE

                         And is this notebook...also yours?

                                   WILSON

                         I--

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Exhibit A.  

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Objection.   Inadmissible.  
                                   LAWRENCE

                         Prison search and seizure rules, ‘People vs. Bobby
                         “the horse” Bracciado’ last summer – precedent.
                                   JUDGE

                         I'll allow it.
                                   LAWRENCE

                             (hands the notebook to

                              Wilson)

                         Would you please read the page

                         marked?

               Wilson looks at his 'lawyer' Martinez, who nods "it's okay."

                                   WILSON

                                (reads)
                         "Escape attempt...

                                   JUDGE

                         Louder please, Mr Wilson.

                                   WILSON

                         "Escape attempt, Joey Nickels.

                         Tuesday the 27th.  Laundry room."

               Lawrence takes the book himself and reads from another page.
                                   LAWRENCE

                         “Knifing in shower.  McPherson

                         involved.  Wednesday: Convict Kowsonofski --

                         contraband under mattress..."  Isn't

                         it a fact, Mr Wilson -- that this

                         is your secret book. Your ledger,

                         if you will.

                                   WILSON

                         It's a diary--
                                   LAWRENCE

                         A 'diary' of information you

                         gathered ....to trade with prison

                         officials for extra privileges or

                         money--
                                   WILSON

                         I don't have to listen to this.

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Joey Nickles was shot trying to

                         escape. Because the guards already

                         knew his escape plan!  Knew, because you--

                                   WILSON

                         Alright! Enough of this! Jesus. You win,

                         Okay?  So I told the hacks a few

                         things.  You're right. I did it. I'm

                         guilty. 
               Martinez lets out a long sigh. A confession.  Wilson suddenly
               GRABS the notebook, begins ripping up the pages.

                                   WILSON

                         But now...it's just my word against

                         yours, ain't it?   What do you think

                         of that?

                                   LAWRENCE

                         In light of Mr Wilson's

                         confession...the people rest, your

                         honor.

               The Judge turns solemnly to BOB...who's said nothing so far.

                                   JUDGE

                         Ladies and gentlemen of the

                         jury...have you reached a verdict?

                                   BOB

                         Yup.

                                   JUDGE

                         How say you?

                                   BOB

                         Guilty.
    The others react slightly to the ‘guilty’ verdict. 

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Sorry, Wilson.  You’re taking it very well.
                                   WILSON

                             (not that worried)

                         Hey. You gave it your best shot.

                                   JUDGE

                         Mr Wilson, you have been found

                         guilty of informing.  And, since

                         the rules of prison are far more

                         severe than on the outside, the

                         punishment for breaking those rules

                         is also severe. We cannot..and

                         will not tolerate an informer in

                         our midst. Therefore, I sentence

                         you to death by electrocution.

                                   WILSON

                         What?!  You can't just--

                             (pause)

                         Wait a minute. What am I getting so

                         worked up about?  It's not like you

                         guys can do anything.

                                  JUDGE

                         Sentence to be carried out

                         immediately.

                                   WILSON

                         I mean, this whole thing's crazy. 

                         An ex-judge.  An ex-prosecutor. An

                         Ex-public defender--

                             (now, to Bob)

                         What were you on the outside?  A

                         professional member of the fuckin'

                         jury?

                                   BOB

                         An electrician, actually.

               And now Bob holds up a previously unseen homemade BOX with wires

               coming out of it.  Wilson has just enough time to observe a long 
               WIRE and the exposed metal mattress springs, forming a grid.
               A grid he’s sitting on.   Not to mention he’s wet.
               Before he can react, Bob pushes a button, and--

               ZAP!!!  Wilson bucks and shakes as he's hit with five thousand
               VOLTS of electricity.  And then it’s over as quickly as it began.  
               Wilson slumps over.     Dead.
               Wisps of smoke emanating from his collar.     Finally--
                                   JUDGE

                         Okay!

                         Court adjourned!  Harvey!  We're

                         done!  Open the courtroom!

               HARVEY, the obviously bribed prison guard BUZZES OPEN the cell

               door.

                                   BOB
                               (re: Wilson)
                         What's the cause of death this

                         time, judge?

                                   JUDGE

                         Let’s see.  ..He had... an accident in the prison

                         basement.  By the generator.

                                   BOB

                         No problem.

               Bob starts dragging Wilson's body--

                                   JUDGE

                         Well--

                             (looks at watch)

                         We still have eight minutes to dine

                         if we hurry.

               Judge, Martinez, Lawrence and Bob - dragging Wilson's still-
               smoking body behind him.  As they pass by Harvey the guard--

                                   MARTINEZ

                         What do they have tonight?

                                   HARVEY THE GUARD

                         Tuesday.  Meatloaf.  --Good case, by

                         the way, your honor.
                                   JUDGE

                         Thanks, Harvey.

                         I just wish defendants wouldn't use

                         that language in my courtroom.

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Well, to be honest, Judge-- Wilson was right.

                         Technically...it is a prison

                         cell...

               And, as they walk further down the prison corridor, Bob still

               dragging Wilson, their voices fading--

                                   JUDGE

                         By the way.  When's our next trial?

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Well..I hear one of the Aryan

                         Brotherhood's been bringing drugs

                         in again without permission.

                                   JUDGE

                         Those guys never learn.

                         You need a warrant?

                                   LAWRENCE

                         Well, it would help.

                                   MARTINEZ

                         Wait a minute.  On what grounds?  My

                         client has rights, you know.

               And, as they turn the corner--

               End.

