FADE IN:

EXT. PARK- DAY

The grass is a healthy green.  In the middle of the 

park, a bench sits idle.  Sitting on the bench is MR. 

GREEN, gambler and horsetrack extraordinaire.  He sits 

alone, reading a book.

A man walks into view.  He stands looking down upon Mr. 

Green.  The man wears a suit.



MAN IN SUIT


May I sit?



GREEN


Yeah sure.

There is an uneasy silence between the two.



MAN IN SUIT


Nice day isn't it?  Perfect weather.  


Birds chirping.  Life is worth more 


than what a human being deserves.  


It's taken for granted.  Nonetheless, 


Mr. Green, it's a nice day to be 


alive.

Mr. Green is taken aback.



GREEN


How do you know my name?



MAN IN SUIT


I know quite a lot about you Mr. 


Green.  I know you're an orphan.  I 


know you grew up in a rather rough 


part of Los Angeles.

Mr. Green does not seem convinced.



MAN IN SUIT


(cont'd)


I know you're frustrated with your 


life.  Frustrated with your wife... 


and your kids.  And just about 


everything in your worthless 


existence.



GREEN


(nervously)


Okay buddy.  A joke's a joke.  Now- 


who put you up to this?



MAN IN SUIT


(ignoring)


You prefer your thermostat at home to 


keep your house a cool 68 degrees.

A bewildered Mr. Green gets up to leave.



MAN IN SUIT


I know that you fix horse races.  The 


track downtown.  So you and your fat 


cat friends can bank off of John Q and 


Joe Everyman.  Your business is making 


money off of the unsuspecting public.  


Making money off of unsuspecting, 


honest men like me.

Mr. Green fearfully walks off screen.  The man stands 

and watches him walk away.



MAN IN SUIT


This time, Mr. Green, you bet on the 


wrong horse.

The man follows him off screen, reaching into his 

jacket before we-




CUT TO BLACK:
