‘The American Dream, Overrated Freedom’ Original Script by Ross McNeil


an Original Script


by Ross McNeil

FADE IN:

INT. A CHURCH IN A WEALTHY SUBURB OF NYC. –- DAY

There is a man and a woman at the alter declaring there vows. The sun is beaming through the church window, making the church glow. The man is THOMAS CRAWFORD, 36, medium build, handsome, dressed impeccably in a tuxedo and extremely happy (smiling). Opposite him is the soon to be Mrs. ELIZABETH CRAWFORD, 30, beautiful, dark hair and dressed in a typical expensive wedding gown. Behind them is the priest and to their right stands the best man ANDREW JACKSON, 35, good looking, athletic build, he is also smiling. As the camera moves back down the aisle, we see the church is full of family and people tearfully happy.





 THOMAS (V.O)



August 15th 1996. The happiest day of my





life. I could see the joy in my fathers 





face, as he got to see his only son get





married.



   (beat)



He had cancer and passed away 2 days later.

EXT. THE FRONT ENTRANCE OF THE CHURCH -- DAY

The happy couple leave arm in arm to cheers from family and friends and upon exit confetti is thrown, reflecting in the sunlight as it falls. The couple share a kiss on the steps of the church.





  THOMAS (V.O)  







My mother had died during childbirth, but I




am sure she would have been as happy as Dad,




just more tears. 




(beat)



Elizabeth shone in that dress, she lit up 




the church. I believed my love would never 




end. Little did I know.




(beat)



Little did I know.

BLACKOUT:










CUT TO:

EXT: DARK ALLEY IN THE BACKSTREETS OF NYC – EVENING (COLD/RAIN)

FIVE YEARS LATER

In the alley we see THOMAS CRWAFORD. He has a long beard, dressed in rags and has blistered, bleeding feet. His hair is long and unkempt down to his shoulders and his face is dirty. He is a homeless man. We can see his breath clearly in the street light, it almost freezing. A small dog, 8 years old, is at his feet.

THOMAS is stacking up crates that he has gathered from other alleys underneath a fire escape landing. He is drinking from a whiskey bottle as he works. He pulls down the ladder from the fire escape landing and begins to climb it. Once at the top he starts to tie a length of rope to the landing lowering it down above the crates. The camera pans down to a noose at the end of the rope, we realize he is going to hang himself. The odd car rolls by in the background.

He climbs the crates, puts the noose over his head, looks skywards and kicks the wooden crates out from under him. The rope goes tight.

He hangs for about 5 seconds. Dog barking.

BLACKOUT: (During the blackout we hear a snap and then the sound of the crates being broken) Up comes the title of the movie ‘THE AMERICAN DREAM’ 

EXT: ALLEY IN THE BACKSTREETS OF NYC –- DAY

The opening credits roll over shots of THOMAS awakening and realizing that the rope had broken the night before. He is lying on the smashed crates that broke his fall, where he passed out. We get a good shot of his face that is cut and dirty. The dog licks his face, waking him up. He sits up. 

EXT: A TYPICAL BUSY NYC STREET – DAY (WINTER- RAINING AND COLD)

The credits continue to roll as THOMAS is shown to be wandering the streets dazed with his dog by his side. He is physically thrown out of shops and verbally abused. He is limping.

Across the street he sees a group of 4 homeless men gathered around, drinking soup. He limps over.






THOMAS





    (Nervous)



Where did you get that soup from?





   HOMELESS MAN 1



Does this look like soup to you boy?



This aint no damn soup, just heated water
with




ketchup init’. Tasted motherfuckin’ dirt that 




be better.

Another member of the group speaks, he is an old man.





   HOMELESS MAN 2



Its in there son. Better be quick there though, 



they is nearly out.






 THOMAS



Thanks.

He hurries off into the building nearby. The dog follows him.

INT: HOMELESS SHELTER – DAY

The shelter (A makeshift church) is packed with vagrants. There is a crucifix on the wall and on the far side a table, with a soup kettle on it. A huge line of people dressed like THOMAS extends to the other end of the room. There are three Salvation Army workers handing out cupfuls of soup. In the middle of the room there are long tables where people are sitting almost in dead silence drinking their soup. On the near side, to the right of the entrance are 3 fold-away beds, each of which are being slept upon. Men are also sleeping on the floor. THOMAS joins the queue watched by GILBURT SULIVEN (GIL), from across the room.





  GILBURT (V.O)



I first laid eyes on THOMAS CRAWFORD in early 




December 2003. He looked a broken man. I remember 



OSCAR, his dog, by his side, obviously a 





pedigree and in far better health than his owner. 

Thomas looks around nervously.





  GILBURT (V.O)



I don’t know why, but he looked intelligent, still



had that sparkle in his eyes which meant the 




street hadn’t quite beaten the living shit out 




of him. I thought he’d be easy pray.




(beat)




The best thing I ever did in my life was meet 




THOMAS CRAWFORD.

A Salvation Army worker approaches.





  SHELTER WORKER 



I’m sorry but there are no animals allowed in




in here.





     THOMAS








He has never been on his own before ...





  SHELTER WORKER







Well ... These are the rules.





     THOMAS





  (Getting Angry)







Come on! Its freezing out there, give him





a break, he’s just as cold and hungry as me.





 GILBURT SULIVAN









   (Impatient)







Are you gonna’ get that fuckin’ thing outta here



so I can get my soup.

THOMAS feels a tap on his shoulder and turns to see GILBURT SULIVAN, 59, African American, unshaven, wearing a torn raincoat and rain hat.





      THOMAS









 (Now really angry)



Would you excuse me sir, I am trying...





     GILBURT

(Interrupts)



--I knows what you is trying and it aint hapnin’



while the soup is runnin’ out. You understands




me son.—





  SHELTER WORKER

(Firmly)



Would you keep your voice and language down. This 



is a house of God.






THOMAS





  (Calming down)



Well, would you take him outside and see he is 




alright? I don’t want him stolen.





   SHELTER WORKER





   (Softly Spoken)



I’ll put him in the back out of sight, he should



be alright there.






 THOMAS



Thank you.

Gilburt rolls his eyes





      GILBURT



You aint’ been on the streets for long have you




boy.






 THOMAS



Five months, what’s it to you?






GILBURT



Bullshit! You aint’ been out here for more than




three weeks.






 THOMAS



What would you know?






GILBURT

Way you talk. That pedigree dog you drag around.


Heck no one called me sir in 15 year and that 


was the cops, you just a poor, down on your luck

yuppie boy, prob’ly blew all ya green on crack,



sumthin’. Take a look around, these guys were 


born into this shit. You stand out like gold on



a nigga. If I were you, I’d stop talkin like



that son, that shit get ya killed.






 THOMAS 



What do I care?






 GILBURT

--You’ll care when the fuckers in here get to know

 you must be carrying about $3000 worth of gold 

  round you finger--

THOMAS covers his wedding finger up with his other hand. He looks around the shelter and sees a group of four vagrants staring at him.





  
 THOMAS







Maybe I want to die?














 GILBURT







If ya wanted to die my white brother, ya would av’ 



done it already. Got no fuckin’ balls.

Both men keep moving as the line keeps moving.






 THOMAS



I’ve already tried.






 GILBURT



When ... ?




(laughs)






 THOMAS



Last evening.






 GILBURT



What the fuck happened?






 THOMAS




    (Almost under his breath)



Rope broke.



GILBURT is really laughing now






 GILBURT



The rope broke! The fuckin rope broke!






 THOMAS





 (Getting quieter)



Yes.







 GILBURT

The rope doesn’t just break man. You knew it would
  snap. You are just one more sorry fucker, looking for

 a way out. When you are ready you’ll blow your 
     fuckin’ head off or jump your white ass of the

 Broklyne Bridge someday. If your serious you don’t 
   use rope.

The two vagrants move closer to the table.





   GILBURT (cont’d)






Sure, you may have choked to death, but most of the



time that shit breaks, especially if you used some



old rope out the garbage. Why do ya think people



throw that shit out.






 THOMAS







Why are you telling me this?






 GILBURT



I like ya kid. Stick wit me, I can help.






 THOMAS 

(agitated)

I don’t believe you, your only speaking to me for my
  wedding ring. This is a scam. Leave me alone. 




 GILBURT

Easy man, don’t want you killin’ youself.


 (laughs)




 


Both men move to the front of the queue. THOMAS gets the last cup of soup as the shelter has just run out. GILBURT realizes as he approaches the table.

Gilburt appears to snap.






 GILBURT







You yuppie son of a bitch. Give me my fuckin’ 




soup. You stole fuckin’ my soup, ya ungrateful




bastard.

He lunges at THOMAS, but THOMAS is much younger and quicker and avoids his advancing fists, causing GILBURT to fall to the ground, knocking over a table and others soup. Thomas exits quickly and whistles causing the dog to follow him out.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN: 

EXT. 5th AVENUE NYC RUSH HOUR —- EVENING (LIGH RAIN – COLD)











CUT TO:

INT. MERCEDES SALOON CAR – EVENING

The car, a brand new Mercedes, is being driven by ELIZABETH CRAWFORD. She is dressed in a business suit and talking on a cell phone.






ELIZABETH






 (Angry)



Fire him. I don’t give a... I told him to





have those figures on my desk by 5.00pm, it




is now—




(looks at watch)

--8.02 and your telling me they are not




there. I am not running a day care here. I know



this is common threat but I mean it, if he is 



there Monday, you wont be there Tuesday.

She hangs up the phone.





  ELIZABETH (Cont’d)



Fucking asshole.




(to herself) 





  ELIZABETH (Cont’d)



What is up with the traffic! Come on!

Gives 2 long blasts on the horn.











 CUT TO:

EXT. A LARGE SUBURBEN HOME –- EVENING

ELIZABETH pulls into the driveway.











 CUT TO:

INT. A LARGE SUBURBAN HOME (Lobby/Hall) -- EVENING





       ANDY (O.S)

(Loudly from another room)



Honey is that you?






 ELIZABETH

(Her mood lightens)



Yeah. Is dinner ready?






 ANDY (O.S)



Sylvia is just putting it on the table now. We’ve




got lobster.

We see ANDREW JACKSON, now 40, sitting in the living room in front of a roaring fire place. He is watching football on a large screen television. There is a large brandy on a side table next to ANDY’S chair. We see the maid, SYLVIA, 65, placing the food on the table in the background.

ELIZABETH enters the room behind ANDY. He cant see her, so she moves slowly up behind.






    ANDY



Oh. You scared the b’jesus out of me.






 ELIZABETH



Scary good or scary bad?

She leans over and they share a passionate kiss.






    ANDY



Scary good.






   SYLVIA





  (Polite and cheerful)

(Latino accent)



Mrs. Jackson good evening. Dinner is ready.






  ELIZABETH



O.K. Sylvia. Give me 1 minute ...




(irritated)





    ELIZABETH (Cont’d)



Cant I just have 2 minutes to relax when I get




in?






    ANDY



Give this one a chance hey. She does a good job.

ELIZABETH stands up, gives ANDY a small kiss and leaves the room.






  ELIZABETH



Just got to get out of these work clothes.

ANDY also gets up and enters the dining room.






    ANDY



This looks wonderful. You’ve done another great




job.






   SYLVIA



Oh! Thank you Mr. Jackson.

ANDY takes a seat.






    ANDY



Sylvia. What wine do we have? Bring in two 




bottles of red would you.

SYLVIA returns and displays two bottles of red wine.






ANDY (Cont’d)



Ah! The ‘76’. That will be fine. Thank you.






   SYLVIA



Your welcome Mr. Jackson.

ELIZABETH returns.






   ANDY



Hard day at work?






 ELIZABETH



You have no idea. I fired Bradbury, Financial




Analyst for the Jameson Project. 






   ANDY



Why? What did he do?






 ELIZABETH



Missed a deadline.






   ANDY

(Sarcastic)



How dare he?






 ELIZABETH



Don’t start O.K.I am not going to let some




lazy asshole screw my company out of clients.




He seems to think we are the only financial 




advisors in New York.






   ANDY



Well, honey you just need to relax. Let one of




the other partners do the work for the change.






 ELIZABETH

(Drinking wine)



I can’t relax. If I relax I lose control.






   ANDY







Oh, the bank wanted you to call.












 ELIZABETH




They found me. Which reminds me. They faxed over



our account papers which I need your signature on.






   ANDY







I’ll sign it tomorrow.






 ELIZABETH







No, I’ll get it now, one of us will forget 




tomorrow.

She leaves the table.






   ANDY







Sylvia! You haven’t got a spare napkin in there 



have you? I’ve got lobster all over me.

ELIZABETH returns.






 ELIZABETH







Just sign where the cross is.






   ANDY



Honey, have I got sauce all over me? Sylvia




must be in the laundry room. She can’t hear.






 ELIZABETH

(Begins to wipe his face)



I’ll clean you up. You get this thing signed




so I can drop it into the bank tomorrow morning.






   ANDY



You’re the expert.

He signs. We see ELIZABETH smile

Both ELIZABETH and ANDY take bites of the lobster dinner and sip their wine.










WE MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. A CONCRETE AREA UNDER AN OVERPASS – EVENING

THOMAS picks an old sandwich out of a garbage can. (Contrast of the two different worlds) He begins to eat it, sits back and looks around. He tries to clean up his bleeding feet. The camera pans round and we see various other homeless people. 

Two homeless people, a man and a woman are just having sex. Others just lay wrapped in what ever they can find.

Suddenly THOMAS gets hit across the head with an iron bar. He falls to the ground bleeding, dropping the moldy sandwich. Lying in a rain puddle he looks up. He is still conscious. He realizes that it is the same group of four men that were eyeing him up in the homeless shelter. 






  THOMAS

Dazed.




No. Don’t --

The vagrant jars the butt end of the iron bar into THOMAS’ stomach. The four men drag THOMAS to his feet and push him up against the wall. We see one man drop his trousers.

TIGHT ON THOMAS’ FACE

THOMAS’ face shows pain as he is raped by each of the four men. When they are finished they drop him to the ground, spit on him, laugh and walk off. THOMAS passes out.

BLACKOUT

FADE IN:

THOMAS awakens. The puddle that he lays in is now red with blood. In his blurred vision he sees someone lying on the ground without a blanket. He moves over. As he gets close we realize that the person is just a small boy, maybe 15 years old. He shakes him, but gets no response. We see no breath into the cold air. THOMAS checks his pulse.

  THOMAS






(Frantic)



HELP, HE’S NOT BREATHING, HELP! --

No one moves.





   THOMAS (Cont’d)



--HELP! Will no one help.

No one moves. THOMAS sees a payphone and runs towards it. OSCAR the dog stays with the boy.

We move to shots of an ambulance showing up. THOMAS is wrapped in a blanket that the ambulance crew have given to him. They are dressing his wounds.





      THOMAS (V.O)

About 5 years prior, I was on my way to work



and I passed a homeless man, who was being



robbed. I did NOTHING, the police officers



across the street did nothing, I gave it no 


more thought, I was late to work. Now here I 


am. All of the homeless, the bums, the hobo’s,



the tramps, swept in under bridges. Out of



sight out of mind. 

We see the boys body being zipped up in a body bag on a gurney.



  THOMAS (Cont’d V.O)

The boy, that had probably been dead for a day


 or so, was picked up and taken away. He died

  from exposure, meaning he froze to death. There


 will be no obituary in the paper or report on


 the local news. No flowers laid where he died. 

   It’s just easier to believe he was just some crack

 head junkie, one less to warp our children’s 
       minds.

THOMAS leans back and closes his eyes.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

EXT. A CONCRETE AREA UNDER AN OVER PASS -– DAY

THOMAS wakes up and notices that OSCAR, the dog, is missing.





     THOMAS



Oscar, Oscar, here boy!

(Whistles)





  THOMAS (Cont’d)



Hey Oscar, where are you boy.

Begins searching around.











   CUT TO:

EXT. A TYPICAL NYC SIDE STREET –- DAY

We see, OSCAR, searching around in a garbage can for some food.

EXT. A TYPICAL BUSY NYC MAIN STREET –- DAY

OSCAR is trotting along the street. The camera is just above him, following him. 











   CUT TO:

EXT. A TYPICAL BUSY NYC MAIN STREET --DAY

A shot of GILBURT SULLIVEN smoking, leaning against the wall. He looks on the ground about 20 yards away and notices something shiny, it looks like a small purse. Just as he is about to pick it up, OSCAR, grabs it and runs off. 






   GILBURT




Hey! What the fuck.

Begins to chase





   GILBURT (Cont’d)




Stop that dog!

We see the dog cut down an alley, with GILBURT running out of breath behind. GILBURT slows and leans against a wall, then continues to chase.

EXT. A CONCRETE AREA BELOW AN OVERPASS -- DAY

 The dog runs up to THOMAS who is still looking for him.






   THOMAS




There you are boy. What have you got?

The dog doesn’t want to drop it. So Thomas begins to tug on it.





    THOMAS (Cont’d)




OSCAR! Drop it!

The dog relents and drops the purse on THOMAS lap. It is a small purse about 5 inches with a brass clip.

GILBURT comes round the corner and sees THOMAS with the purse.






   GILBURT




You son of a bitch. You stole my soup and





now your taken my ... 






   THOMAS




Your what?

Hides the purse.






   GILBURT

Aggressively approaches




My coin purse. You stoles my coin purse.






    THOMAS




Oh yeah! How much is in it?

Stands up






   GILBURT




Bout’ 10.

THOMAS shakes the purse






    THOMAS




There isn’t any coins in here.






    GILBURT




Alright, but I’s found it first.






    THOMAS




If you found it first then you would be





holding the purse.






    GILBURT




Well what the fuck is in it, man?
 

Brings the purse out from behind his back. GIL tries to grab it.






    THOMAS




What the hell are you doing?

THOMAS pushes him away.






    GILBURT




Alright just open it.

THOMAS opens the purse nervously.






     THOMAS






    (Loudly)




Holy ... There must be $500 in here!






     GILBURT




Would you keep your fuckin’ voice down. You




start shoutin’ that shit, we be dead before




we hit the ground.






     THOMAS




Well we better hand this in.






     GILBURT




You crazy boy. You gone and lost your damn 




mind.






     THOMAS




Well, this belongs to someone.






    GILBURT




You damn right ... us!






     THOMAS




No, this could be someone’s rent money or





something.






    GILBURT








Man, you really don’t know shit. You think 




this is some little old ladies savings! Who




carries around 500, in a small black purse,




with no motherfuckin’ I.D., credit cards, or




change in it?






     THOMAS




I ... I ... don’t –-






    GILBURT




Dealers boy. This is drug money!






     THOMAS




What are we going to do with it?






    GILBURT

We are going to keep it and we aint gonna

    say nothin’ to nobody. 











    CUT TO:

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING IN NYC –- DAY

We see a shot of an expensive office building. Outside the main entrance is a revolving sign ‘JACKSON, HOLDEN, MCINTYRE Consultancy’.

INT. BOARDROOM – DAY

ELIZABETH is at the head of a large oval table. We see the room is very grand. There is a chandelier hanging above. You can almost smell the rich mahogany wood that encumbers the room. There are 15 other business men and women sitting around. Giving a presentation at the front of the room is GARETH DICKERSON, 31, Hispanic decent.






     GARETH




The change is simple. We are not focusing





on the correct areas and are losing clients




who are perceiving us as not being state of




the art in offshore banking. Our turnover 




last quarter was 6.34 million dollars --

ELIZABETH is looking disinterested causing GARETH to lose his focus.

     GARETH (Cont’d)

-- Um yes, this figure is under that of 

  other consultancy firms, such as TRANS 
     GLOBAL, that have released the previous 
    quarters income statement to stockholders.

Turns to the graphics projected behind him 





     GARETH (Cont’d)







Our market —-

ELIZABETH interrupts






       ELIZABETH




--And what market might that be Mr. 





Dickerson?






  GARETH






 (Nervous)




Our market, Ma’am, is that of big business




who need their finances to work for them.






 ELIZABETH




And, why do you think they come to us?






  GARETH




Reliable invested expertise, sound advice





and peace of mind.






 ELIZABETH




Is there any information coming from you 





that I couldn’t get from our brochure or





commercials?






  GARETH




Is there a problem ma’am?






 ELIZABETH




Two actually. First, don’t call me ma’am.





I am not your grandmother. Secondly, our





clients come to us because we are experts





in one particular area of finance.




   (beat)

 And what is that?






  GARETH




Mergers and takeovers?






 ELIZABETH




Good guess. Mergers and takeovers. If we 





lose focus on that and start switching to 




other areas, our clients lose, our 






stockholders lose, and therefore I lose.





You said it yourself we are not known for





off-shore taxes, and I am not going to risk




my company by spreading ourselves too thin.




Steven, Alec would you like to add anything?






  STEVEN




Not from me? Alec?






  ALEC




No. Anybody who has a question?

Nobody wants to answer.




           ALEC (Cont’d)




O.K. We’ll end here and meet again on





Wednesday 1600 hours.

The two gentleman speaking are STEVEN HOLDEN, 61, and ALEC MCINTYRE, 65. Both men are equal partners in the company with ELIZABETH.

All the middle level managers get up and begin to leave the boardroom. ELIZABETH gets up out of her chair.






  STEVEN




Excuse me ELIZABETH, can I speak with 





with you in private for a moment.






 ELIZABETH




Can it wait until tomorrow?






  STEVEN




No. I really must ...

Steven is interrupted by a young man, he knocks on the door and enters.






  JOSHUA




Mrs. Jackson, you have a phone call.






 ELIZABETH




Who is it?






  JOSHUA




Sir Stanley Rickman. He’s calling from





L.A.

On her way out of the room.






 ELIZABETH




Steven, I must take this phone call. He’s





our most valuable west coast client. I’ll





speak to you later.

She leaves.

The man interrupting is JOSHUA BUCKLEY, 28, tall, dark and handsome. He is ELIZABETHS personal assistant.

ELIZABETH walks down the office corridor.

INT. LARGE OFFICE –- DAY

JOSHUA is waiting. ELIZABETH enters and he closes the door behind her. They both share a long passionate kiss, moving over to the desk. She sits on the desk and he starts to unbuttons her shirt, revealing her bra.





       ELIZABETH




What about the call?






  JOSHUA




There was no call.

She smiles and they continue to kiss.





    JOSHUA (Cont’d)




Did he sign the papers?






 ELIZABETH




Yes. I have them.





        JOSHUA




Then we are in the clear.

In between kisses





    JOSHUA (Cont’d)




You ...




    (beat)




Can ...




    (beat)




Leave ...




    (beat)




Him now.






 ELIZABETH




Not yet.

JOSHUA pulls away.






  JOSHUA




What do you mean not yet? You said once




he signed we could be free to be 






together.






 ELIZABETH




Yes, but we need his money.






  JOSHUA




We don’t need his money, you’re already





rich.






 ELIZABETH




All my capital is invested in this place.





And soon this company is going to crash





and burn.






  JOSHUA




How? ... Why?






 ELIZABETH




There is only a certain amount of time





before stockholders realize that the 





company has inflated its earnings.




    (beat)




Stock prices will fall, employees will





be laid off –-

JOSHUA interrupts --






  JOSHUA




Bankruptcy?






 ELIZABETH




Yes.






  JOSHUA




What about HOLDEN and MCINTYRE?






 ELIZABETH




They are too old and senile to know what





day of the week it islet alone what I’m 





doing. 






  JOSHUA




How long do you think we have?






 ELIZABETH




Ten maybe eleven —-






  JOSHUA




Months!






 ELIZABETH




Weeks.






  JOSHUA




Listen Beth. This better be over by then.





I am not going to prison.






 ELIZABETH




Don’t worry, nothing can be traced to you. 




To them you’re just my P.A. Relax baby, were 




going to be rich.

They have another passionate kiss.











    CUT TO: 

EXT. SECLUDED AREA IN NYC SIDE STREET -- DAY

Both THOMAS and GILBURT are sitting on the ground there is an upturned crate in front of them. THOMAS is counting out the money.






   THOMAS




Five hundred and sixty seven dollars.






   GILBURT




Well, give me my share and I’ll be on 





me way.






   THOMAS




Your share?






   GILBURT









Yeah, my share?






   THOMAS




How does that work?






   GILBURT




We found the money, we keeps the money,





I get my half, you get yours.






   THOMAS




Say, I was to give you some of MY money,





what the hell would you do with it?






  GILBURT








Decent bed, shower, shave, food ...




  (beat)




Perhaps a steak. Yeah! a steak. Medium 





rare.




  (beat)




With some A1 sauce ... and some roasted





potatoes.






   THOMAS




Well, what will you do after that?






   GILBURT




Be back out here, with your sorry white 





ass.





(beat)




What you gonna do wit it?






   THOMAS




Invest it.






   GILBURT




Invest it? Boy what you gonna do that for?







   THOMAS




Well, after you spend your money, you’ll





be back out here. As soon as you sleep





outside, you’ll stink just as bad and look




just as bad. And soon as you take a shit





that steak that you ate will be gone.

GILBURT appears to be interested.






   GILBURT




O.K. What do you suggest?






   THOMAS




We use this money to start a company. We





start small and reinvest, until we have 





enough to get off the street. Who knows





what from there.






  GILBURT




How long will this take?






  THOMAS




Depends how much work you’re willing to





do.






  GILBURT




Hell, I don’t know. 






  THOMAS




Well this is the deal, I give you fifty





dollars right now, and we go our 






separate ways, or you stick with me and 





we get rich.






  GILBURT




Why don’t you do this on you own?






  THOMAS




I’m just a poor down on my luck yuppie





boy remember.





(beat)




Plus I need you, just as much as you need





me.






  GILBURT




You need me?





(beat)




For what?






  THOMAS




You know people. We need more than two of us.






  GILBURT




How many?






  THOMAS




At least two. Two we can trust.






   GILBURT




I know just the motherfuckers.

THOMAS offers a handshake to GILBURT.






   THOMAS




My name is THOMAS CRAWFORD, I don’t believe 




we’ve met.






  GILBURT




GILBURT SULIVAN, my friends call us GILL.






   THOMAS




Well GILL, are we partners?






  GILBURT




GILBURT, we partners, but we aint friends.




You still owes me a soup.

THOMAS smiles. They shake hands.










WE MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. GOLF COURSE –- DAY

STEVEN HOLDEN and ALEC MCINTYRE shake hands on the 18th green at a prestigious golf club.






    ALEC




Good game today STEVEN. Almost got you 




there on the back nine.






   STEVEN




Well, the old lady behaved herself today.

(kisses his putter)





     STEVEN (Cont’d)




If only the wife would do the same I’ll





be onto a winner.

(both of the men laugh)






    ALEC




You want to take a steam?






   STEVEN




Sure.











    CUT TO:

INT. THE STEAM ROOM –- DAY

ALEC is sitting on the wooden beach, with a towel wrapped around him. STEVEN comes in and takes a seat. 






  STEVEN




No too hot in here for you?






   ALEC




Just perfect.




   (beat)




I was just thinking about ELIZABETH ...






  STEVEN




I was thinking about the same thing.





She is placing too much pressure on






the rest of the board. I mean GARETH





is expecting a pink slip on Monday.




   (beat)




She better let up or they’ll blow






their heads off before the AGM.






   ALEC




Why do you suppose that is? Our stock





price is the highest it has been in 





four years. Our EBIT is up on last






quarter.






  STEVEN




Something is not right.






   ALEC




Might be problems at home.






  STEVEN




Perhaps. I was actually going to ask





her about it today after the meeting





but she had to take a phone call.






   ALEC






 (Firmly)




Well, we have to do something about it





she has everyone on edge.






  STEVEN




I’ll look into it. She’ll never tell me





herself.






   ALEC

Do it quietly. If it gets out that one of

    the partners is doing something illegal, 

     we all suffer.

ALEC pours more water on the coals. The room steams up.











   CUT TO:

EXT. LARGE CHURCH – EVENING

The shot is that of the outside of a large church. It is raining heavily.











   CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT -– EVENING

We see THOMAS and GIL sitting next to each other around a small circular table. OSCAR the dog is at his feet. At the other end we see TERRANCE (KID) PARKER, 17, a baby faced kid, wearing a torn shirt and a grimy wool ski hat. Next to him is TONY SERENTO, 36, Italian American, chubby and unshaven. He is also wearing torn, dirty clothing. On his left is ERIC MICHEALS, 40, he is also unshaven, yet his stubble is gray, he is drinking from a whiskey bottle. You can smell the alcohol on his breath from across the room.

THOMAS speaks quietly to GIL while the other three speak amongst themselves.






    THOMAS




How did you get us in here?






     GIL




I did some shit for the boss one day 





last year.






    THOMAS




Oh yeah. What was that?











    CUT TO:

INT. LARGE HOUSE – LONG ISLAND N.Y. (EVENING)

We see GIL dressed like a waiter at a large house. He is serving well dressed people with drinks. He describes what is happening. 






    GIL (V.O)




Well last years the priest had a






Christmas party at his home on Long






Island.




   (beat)


He asked me to help. You know serve 



drinks, suck up to rich fuckers.

   (beat)

Well its about 2.30 and I cant find 


the old bastard. He owed me a fifty 


for the day –






   THOMAS (V.O)




Yeah –






     GIL (V.O)




I go upstairs ...

We see GIL go up a grand staircase and enter a room.

(interrupts)






    THOMAS (V.O)




And –-






     GIL (V.O)




I walked on the priest fuckin’ some 





sixteen year old bitch. I can tell






you she wasn’t his wife.





(laughs)

We see GIL’S expression as he stands in the doorway. The priest looks around to see GIL standing there.











    CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT – (EVENING)






    THOMAS




Holy fuck!




      (laughs)






     GIL




Damn right it was a holy fuck




    (beat)




He was pounding the shit out of her.






    (beat)





So he lets me have the keys to this basement 




when I need
them, plus other perks. 






     THOMAS




Wow! That’s some story.







GIL




Gets better each time I tell it.

THOMAS turns to address the other three men at the table.

    THOMAS




Alright, you guys are probably wondering





why you are here.






     TONY




Betta be fuckin’ good. 






    THOMAS




Don’t worry I am sure you’ll want to stay,




once I tell you what’s happening.






     ERIC




Hey, Gill, what the fucks goin’ here?




   (beat)




Is this fucker legit or what?

TERRANCE butts in






   TERRANCE




Would you shut up and let him get on wit’





it.






     TONY




Hey kid, watch ya fuckin’ mouth O.K.






     ERIC

(Whispers to TERRANCE)




You speak to me like that again, and I’ll





cut ya hairless balls off. You getting’





me?

GILL interrupts






     GILL




Hey that’s enough. All you motherfuckers





shut ya mouths. THOMAS ...

GILL gestures to THOMAS to proceed.






    THOMAS




I want you guys to start a business up





with me and GILL here.






     TONY




A business! What the fuck, you crazy?






    THOMAS




Maybe.






   TERRANCE




Don’t you need money for that? And if





you hadn’t noticed we aint exactly






Donald Trump.






    THOMAS




You don’t need money.

He pulls out a black bag and places it on the table. GILL stares at the bag.






     ERIC




What the fucks in there?






    THOMAS




Five hundred dollars.

As he speaks, GILL jumps up and pulls a knife on THOMAS. He puts it up to his throat. The other three guys slide their chairs back away from GILL. OSCAR starts barking.






    THOMAS






   (Calmly)




Hey, what you doing GILL?






     GILL




I’s thinkin’ man, and I aint gonna let





you take my fuckin’ money.

He pulls the knife tighter to his throat. OSCAR continues to bark.






    THOMAS




Take it easy.






     GILL




You think you can screw my black ass?






    THOMAS




Take the money, you fuckin’ black asshole.




I’ll find you






     GILL




Oh! Now it comes out. 

                      (beat)

Your just a racist fucka’ aint’ ya.




    (beat)








Don’t worry. You aint gonna find me.






    THOMAS




You fucking think?






     GILL




I fuckin know, yuppie boy!

GILL grabs the bag and walks towards the exit backwards. THOMAS is left bleeding on the floor, his chair knocked over.






     GILL




Any of you fuckers follow me and I’ll slit




ya’ sack.

He turns and runs out.

THOMAS gets up and dusts himself off.






   TERRANCE




Oh fuck man, you’re bleeding.

Touches his neck with his hand.






    THOMAS




I think its O.K.






     ERIC




Fuck me. I’m gone.






    THOMAS




You’re going.






     ERIC




Yeah you crazy asshole. He got the money.

THOMAS tosses another black bag on the table.






    THOMAS




No he doesn’t.

All three vagrants stare in shock at the bag on the table.






     ERIC




Oh man, is that the fuckin’ money?






    THOMAS




Well now I know the guys I can trust.

There is a pause as all three men comprehend what’s happened.






     TONY




Not quite yet.

TONY pulls a gun from his coat and points it at THOMAS. TERRANCE and ERIC get up out their chairs.






  TONY (Cont’d)

(uses the gun to point)




NA AH! Sit the fuck back down.

They sit back down. THOMAS puts his hands up in front of him. There are claps of thunder and flashes of lightening, lighting up TONY’S face.






   TERRANCE




HOLY FUCK! 






    THOMAS




Don’t do this.






     TONY




I’m fuckin’ doing it.

TONY snatches the bag and exits the shelter. THOMAS breathes out and sits back in his chair. About five seconds pass without anybody speaking.






    THOMAS




Guess we’re down to two.






     ERIC




You what?






   TERRANCE




That bag had no money in it either?






    THOMAS




That bag didn’t.






   TERRANCE




So what was the point of the second bag?

THOMAS leans back.






    THOMAS






   (Shouts)




HEY GILL!

GIL reemerges with the bag in his hands. He enters the basement and puts the black bag back on the table.






 THOMAS (Cont’d)




Why in the name of hell, did you cut me?

THOMAS touches his neck with his hands.






     GIL




Add a bit more realism.






    THOMAS




You could have hit my artery.






     GIL




You crazy, I know what I was doin’.




    (beat)




So TONY was the one that took the fuckin





bait? You know I knew it be that






motherfucker. 






     ERIC




So this whole fuckin’ thing was one big





setup.






   TERRANCE




Aint’ he gonna find out that bag has nothin’




in it?






    THOMAS




He’ll look in there on his way and see





thirty ones wrapped in a twenty.






     GIL




Shit boy, you gave away fifty bucks of





my money?






    THOMAS




This way he’ll be long gone before he 





realizes. If he’d looked in there just





outside he’d be back in here.




   (beat)






     GIL




He aint gonna be back for a while. He ran





right by me. Never stoped till’ I couldn’t




see him.






     THOMAS




We had to find out if we could trust any of 




you.






     ERIC




How do we know we can trust you?






    THOMAS




You can’t, but I’m not going to screw you





I’m the one with the money. 

He places his hand on the bag.






  THOMAS (cont’d)

I just need
you’re help.






     ERIC




Why should we help you?






    THOMAS




You will be an equal partner in the business,




including an equal share in the profits.






     ERIC




Say I will help you, what guarantees do I





have?






    THOMAS




None, just my word.

ERIC, leans back in his chair. While TERRANCE looks on.






 THOMAS (Cont’d)




Hey, its not as if you’ve got anything 





better to do.




    (beat)




Listen, GILL told me you guys could be





trusted, he was wrong about one, but you





two guys passed the test.






    TERRANCE




Hell I’m in.






     THOMAS

(towards ERIC)




You?







ERIC




Shit man... Alright count me in.







GIL




Hey THOMAS, how did ya know you could





trust me?




   (beat)




You know with the money.






     THOMAS




I didn’t --

GIL grabs the bag and empties it out on the table. A bundle of cardboard falls out.






  THOMAS (Cont’d)

-- But I do now.






      GIL




Son of a bitch.





(slight smile and laugh)






     THOMAS




Before we go into business, we should





no each others names.

TERRANCE reaches over to shake THOMAS’ hand.






    TERRANCE




TERRANCE... People call me KID.

They shake hands






     THOMAS




Welcome to the team KID.







ERIC




I’m ERIC MICHEALS. The ROADRUNNER.




  (beat)




Never been caught.






     THOMAS




O.K. My name is THOMAS CRAWFORD and this





is OSCAR.

THOMAS pats the dog






     THOMAS




O.K. This is the board.




   (beat)




One thing. No drugs, no alcohol -- 

ERIC hides the bottle of whiskey under the table.






 THOMAS (Cont’d)

-- and no glue sniffing. If anyone 



of you even appears in the clouds 


you’ll be out, back in the shit you 



came from. We cant afford any liabilities 

Everyone understand?






    TERRANCE




We aint dealin’ drugs then?






      ERIC




Fuck man, not guns, I hate guns.






     THOMAS




Nope. We’re going to sell lemonade.




   (smiles)

The others look bemused.











  CUT TO:

INT. ELIZABETH’S HOUSE. SUBURB OF NYC –- DAY

ELIZABETH and ANDY are in bed. The alarm sounds. ELIZABETH opens her eyes slowly and turns off the alarm quickly. She gets out of bed carefully in order not to wake ANDY. She starts to get dressed.






      ANDY






    (sleepy)




Have a nice day at work.

ELIZABETH is grumpy






    ELIZABETH




Well one of us should go.







ANDY




Call in sick and come back to bed.






    ELIZABETH




I wish I could, but people are counting





on me.




   (beat)




And how about doing some work around the





house today. Repair the guttering and





mend the heating. If I have to take one





more cold shower –-

ANDY interrupts --







ANDY

(sarcastic)




-- What, you’ll leave me?

ELIZABETH walks around to ANDY’S side of the bed.






   ELIZABETH




Love you honey.

She kisses him on the forehead and leaves the room. ANDY goes back to sleep.

EXT. ELIZABETH’S HOUSE. SUBURB NYC –- DAY

ELIZABETH exits the front door and gets into her Mercedes. She drives about four blocks and stops. JOSHUA gets in the passenger side. They share a passionate kiss. The car moves off.











   CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT –- NIGHT

The basement is small. The table where the meeting was held is in the center of the room. There are two dirty, stained mattresses on the ground. THOMAS occupies one, GIL occupies the other. It is cold in the room as we can see the breath of both men.






    THOMAS




Thanks for letting me stay here tonight.






     GIL




Don’t thank me, I’m protectin’ my fuckin’





interest.




  (beat)




Where ever that money goes, old GIL gonna





be right there wit it. If I let you sleep





outside GIL gonna have to sleep outside,





and GIL don’t like that.






    THOMAS




You always get to sleep down here?






     GIL




Na, sometimes the priest he has to show





other religious folk around. I has to





clear out. 




   (beat)




Don’t you say nothin’ bout this to those





motherfuckers that were in here tonight.





If it got out that I have a place to crash




all shit break loose. You only here cause





you have the money.






    THOMAS




I know when to keep my mouth shut.

THOMAS rolls over and tries to go to sleep. GIL stares into the darkness.






   GIL (V.O)




Most of the time I could never sleep. Just




stare upon a blank area on the ceiling.





Nothing but my thoughts. I would lay there




contemplating if I should go and steal a gun.




Start shooting folk. I imagined what prison




would be like. Out here, on the street,





prison seemed like a palace. Daily food,





clean clothing, a regular bed. Jail had 





bars, but there are invisible bars on the





street.




   (beat)




Freedom was overrated.




   (beat)




I was glad THOMAS was here. 




   (beat)

He kept me from that gun.

GIL turns and looks at THOMAS  






     GIL




Hey THOMAS, you asleep. Wake your lazy 





white ass up.






    THOMAS




I’m here.






     GIL




I’ve gotta ask you sumthin’. Why you 





here.

THOMAS opens his eyes fully. It is a clear night and the moonlight lights the room.






  GIL (Cont’d)




I haven’t known you but five days, but





you seem intelligent boy. How you end





up lying next me?






    THOMAS




I don’t want to talk about.






     GIL




Come on. It can’t be drugs. I aint seen ya




take nothin’.




  (beat)




Hey THOMAS you there boy. You aint jerking




off now are ya. This is a house of God.






    THOMAS




Just drop it would you.

He rolls over. Covering his face with the sheet.







GIL




Hey man, we’re supposed to be partners. I 




should know.






    THOMAS

THOMAS speaks aggressively




I SAID LEAVE IT THE FUCK ALONE!






      GIL




Alright man. I donts have to know.

Both men lay there in silence. THOMAS rolls back over.






    THOMAS




All I ever wanted in life was a family.





A wife that loved me and who I loved twice




as much. A son and a daughter. Running





around the garden on a summers day. You 





know wearing their bathing suits, while I





spray them with the hose. The dog trying




 
to drink the spray as it falls. That was 





my dream. 




   (beat)

I married my wife on August 15th 1996, at 



St Mary’s church. The happiest day of my 



life. For the first time, I believed my 



dream would come true.











    CUT TO:

INT. AN APARTMENT. BEDROOM. DOWNTOWN NYC –- DAY (1997)

4 YEARS EARLIER

We see THOMAS lying on a large bed. ELIZABETH is lying next to him asleep. THOMAS has just awoken as the alarm clock is ringing. He bashes it with his hand and knocks it on the floor, it continues to ring. OSCAR the dog jumps off the end of the bed.

ELIZABETH stirs.






      ELIZABETH




Would you shut that thing up.







 THOMAS




I’m sorry honey.

He creeps out of bed and goes into the bathroom down the hall. He turns on the shower. He gets undressed and jumps under the jet of water. ELIZABETH is still in bed and asleep.

THOMAS returns and starts to get dressed into his suit. He checks his watch and begins to dress quicker. He has a quick look in the mirror and goes over to ELIZABETHS side of the bed.

  





 THOMAS




I love you

He kisses her on the forehead.







ELIZABETH







 (sleepy)




I love you too.

EXT. LOBBY APARTMENT BUILDING –- DAY (Morning)

THOMAS comes out of the elevator. There is a doorman, ALFRED, 71, sitting behind a small desk. 







 ALFRED

 


Good morning Mr. CRAWFORD.







 THOMAS




Morning Alfred. Did you have a good weekend?







 ALFRED




Yes thank you sir. And you?







 THOMAS




Good. Good. Um, could you do me a favor?







 ALFRED




Yes of course.







 THOMAS




Could you call this florist –-

He hands ALFRED a business card.






 THOMAS (Cont’d)




--And order a dozen roses to be delivered





today.






      ALFRED




Where to sir?







THOMAS




Here, there for my wife.







ALFRED




Splendid sir. Anniversary?







THOMAS




No. No. Just to let her know I love her.




  (beat)




I written the message on the back of the




back of the card.




  (beat)




Oh and here for your trouble.

He hands ALFRED a twenty dollar bill











  CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT –- NIGHT (2003)

GIL is listening to THOMAS’ story.







 GIL




I knew it. You were a yuppie boy. No 




poor folk would tip a doorman twenty




dollar.






      THOMAS




You want me to continue?







 GIL

(sarcastic)




Go ahead. Excuse me for interrupting!











  CUT TO:

EXT. ENTRACE. A LARGE OFFICE BUILDING. NYC –- DAY (1996)

THOMAS pulls into the parking lot. He punches in and the barrier lifts 

to let THOMAS in. He checks his watch.











  CUT TO:

INT. ELEVATOR –- DAY

THOMAS continues to check his watch.







THOMAS




Come on. Come on.

The elevator gets to the 14th floor. The doors open he hurries out.











   CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE BUILDING. 14th FLOOR –- DAY (1996)

THOMAS passes about five or six cubicle offices, before he gets to the

end corner office. He enters. On the door is ‘THOMAS CRAWFORD-HEAD OF PURCHASING’. He takes his seat behind his large desk. He looks through the glass divide and sees ANDREW (ANDY) JACKSON on the phone. ANDY points at his watch and laughs. THOMAS shakes his head and jokingly throws a pen at ANDY, which obviously hits the glass divide. ANDY hangs up the phone, gets up and walks out of his office. He stands in the entrance to THOMAS’ office.







ANDY

Looking at his watch




Eight thirty, a new record. That new wife





of yours giving you a hard time.






     THOMAS




The alarm clock was still set on Sunday





time.







ANDY




O.K, well don’t be late tonight.






     THOMAS




What’s tonight?







ANDY




Racquetball.






     THOMAS




Oh! Nuts. I totally forgot.







ANDY




Don’t tell me you’re not going. We’re playing




Eastside tonight.

ANDY pretends to swing a racket.






     THOMAS




You don’t need me. Eastside couldn’t hit fish




in a barrel.







ANDY




Thomas where have you been. Eastside beat the 




the living crap out of us last month.






     THOMAS




You’ll be O.K. Just tell them not to hit it




to your backhand.







ANDY




What’s wrong with my backhand?






      THOMAS




It so bad that most paint has been chipped 




off the back side of your racket.

ANDY laughs.







 ANDY




Hey! That’s from hitting the wall.




   (beat)




O.K. Because I’m so bad is the reason we 





need you on our team.







THOMAS




Because I’m so good.







 ANDY

Reluctantly agreeing




Yes –-







THOMAS




-- Yes what?







 ANDY




Yes because you’re so good.

THOMAS gives in.







THOMAS




Alright. I’ll be there. At the ‘Y’ right?

ANDY smiles.







 ANDY




Three o’clock baby.

ANDY plays his messages. It’s a woman’s voice.






    WOMAN #1 (O.S)




Yes hello Mr. Crawford. This is Erica at





Tiffany’s. Just to let you know the diamond




bracelet set that you ordered has now 





arrived and you can collect it today. We 





will be open until six o’clock if...

THOMAS stops the messages.






AUTOMATED VOICE (O.S)




End of messages.






       ANDY




You didn’t have to get me anything. You 





know I’m an earring man. 







THOMAS




I am waiting for the Dollar General to 





call for your gift.

They both laugh.







 ANDY




For Beth I presume.







THOMAS




Yeah. First Christmas as husband and wife.




I thought I’d get her something special.







 ANDY




Well if you need me to cover your phones 





at lunch.







THOMAS




Would you? That would be great. Give me a 




chance to pick it up.







 ANDY




Sure. No problem. You just be ready for the`




game tonight.











    CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE JEWELRY STORE. BUSY STREET NYC –- DAY (1996)

THOMAS goes into the Jewelry store and emerges empty handed. He is unhappy and is in a hurry. He gets into his car and drives off.











    CUT TO:

INT. THOMAS’ CAR – DAY (1996)

THOMAS is driving quite fast. He looks at his watch.






    THOMAS (V.O)




Andy was my best friend. We’d gone to middle




school together. Copied each others homework,




if one got in trouble the other would take 




the blame - that sort of thing. We both majored 



in Retail Management at NYU. When I lost my job




ANDY was right there again.











    CUT TO:

EXT. THOMAS’ APARTMENT BUILDING – DAY (1996)

A van pulls up with ‘R.J’s FLORIST’ written on the side. The delivery man gets out and enters the building.






    THOMAS (V.O)




It was ANDY that got me my current job. He




even introduced me to my wife ELIZABETH.











    CUT TO:

INT. THOMAS’ APARTMENT –- DAY (1996)

The camera is shooting the front door, there is a knock. ELIZABETH comes to the door dressed in a dressing gown. She opens the door and it is the delivery man with the roses. 






     ELIZABETH






    (Surprised)




Oh! My. Thank you.






  DELIVERY MAN




Just sign here.

He gives her a clipboard. She signs and he gives her the flowers.






    ELIZABETH




Thank you.

She reads the card and smiles. She walks into the kitchen and fills up a vase with water. She puts the flowers in.

There is another knock at the door. ELIZABETH opens the door and there is ANDY standing there. The two share a passionate kiss and ANDY begins to take off his tie. They move towards the bedroom.






    ELIZABETH




I got your flowers.

ANDY looks somewhat confused but goes along with it.







ANDY




Sure... I thought you’d like them.

The two continue to kiss. They enter the bedroom and ANDY closes the door just as ELIZABETH removes her gown. 











    CUT TO:

EXT. THOMAS’ APARTMENT BUILDING –- DAY (1996)

THOMAS’ car pulls up. He jumps out and hurry’s into the building.











    CUT TO:

INT. THOMAS’ APARTMENT – DAY (1996)

THOMAS opens the door and sees his wallet laying there on the side table. He picks it up. As he does so, he notices a pair of men’s dress shoes lying by the door.






     THOMAS

  (Inquisitive)




Elizabeth.











    CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM –- DAY (1996)

ANDY and ELIZABETH are under the covers. She hears THOMAS’ voice. She immediately puts her head above the covers.






    ELIZABETH




Oh Shit! I think that’s Thomas.

The camera pans round to the door. Thomas opens the door. We just see a shot of THOMAS’ expression.











    CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT –- NIGHT (2003)

THOMAS is staring at the ceiling. GIL is watching him.






     THOMAS




That’s basically it.







GILL




Bullshit! So your wife was banging ya best




friend. Happens ev’ry day. Still don’t explain




how ended up here.






     THOMAS




Well I went to check into a hotel that night.











    CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL LOBBY. MAIN DESK –- NIGHT (1996)

THOMAS is standing in a queue of maybe two people. He has been drinking. His tie is loose and dangling from his neck. His hair is scrufy. He moves to the front of the queue.






   RECEPTIONIST




How may I help you sir?







THOMAS






    (solemnly)




I need a room for the night.






   RECEPTIONIST




Smoking or non-smoking?







THOMAS




Non-smoking. Please.

The receptionist continues to type away on the computer.






   RECEPTIONIST




O.K. That will be two hundred and thirty





three dollars including tax.




  (beat)




How would you like to pay for that?







THOMAS




Credit card.






   RECEPTIONIST




We take all major credit cards.

THOMAS slaps a credit card down on the counter. The receptionist runs it through the machine.






   RECEPTIONIST




I’m sorry sir, this card hasn’t been accepted.







THOMAS

Getting angry.




That’s wrong. Can you try it again please.

The receptionist runs the card through the machine.






    RECEPTIONIST

Remaining cheerful.




No. I’m sorry, it’s still not ...

Interrupted by THOMAS.







THOMAS




Try this one.

The receptionist tries again.






    RECEPTIONIST




No. This one has been declined as well.

There is a queue forming behind THOMAS. One man is becoming impatient and lets out a heavy breath.

Thomas becomes irate. He turns to look at the man.







 THOMAS




Just wait your turn alright pal.






    IMPATIENT MAN

Sarcastic.




Can’t you find one card that works. 







 THOMAS




Just shut your mouth alright. Before I take




you outside and shut it for you.

The receptionist calls for security. The security guards come over. One of them touches THOMAS’ arm and he shrugs him off. The other guard goes to detain him and THOMAS’ pushes him. The guard goes to restrain THOMAS and THOMAS punches him in the mouth.











    CUT TO:

INT. A JAIL CELL –- NIGHT (1996)

THOMAS sits on the wooden bench seat in the jail cell. His head is in his hands. He quietly sobs.











   CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT – NIGHT (2003)

THOMAS and GIL are still lying down. GIL is rolled over looking at THOMAS. THOMAS is staring at the ceiling.







 THOMAS




My credit cards wouldn’t work. When I got





out the next day I went to the bank. 





ELIZABETH had cancelled them. 




  (beat)




Over the 4 months we were married she had





me sign various forms. To be honest I 





didn’t really look what they were. She





was the financial analyst, I just left all




the finances up to her.







   GIL




Shit man!







 THOMAS




All of it. The deed to the apartment, our





savings accounts, my future pension had 





all been signed over to ELIZABETH.







   GIL




Well. What about your job.











    CUT TO:

INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE BUILDING –- DAY (1996)

THOMAS describes what is happening.






     THOMAS (V.O)




The next week I came into work. I got out





of the elevator and moved past the cubicles




as always. Everybody was staring at me. It 




almost went silent as I walked by. I sat down




at my desk. Then in comes Mr. Walker.







GIL (V.O)




Who‘s he?






     THOMAS (V.O)




My boss.




   (beat)




Anyway he asks to see me. So we both go into




his office. I take a seat.











    CUT TO:

INT. MR WALKERS’ OFFICE –- DAY (1996)

WALKER, 60, is dressed in a grey suit that almost matches his hair color. He is thin and is sporty big thick rimmed spectacles.






       WALKER




I am sorry to ask you in here under such





circumstances.







 THOMAS




Why be sorry?







 WALKER




I am sorry to hear about your personal life,




but I have no choice, THOMAS, I am going to




have to let you go.







 THOMAS




Excuse me?

He realizes that WALKER isn’t joking.






    THOMAS (Cont’d)




What for?







  WALKER




We had a tip from one of your colleagues that




you were on drugs.







  THOMAS




DRUGS! Sir this has to be a joke.







  WALKER




I wish it was. We searched your desk and 





found drug paraphernalia.







  THOMAS




What?







  WALKER




Pipe, spoon, lighter. All with white residue.

THOMAS looks on in disbelief. 






   WALKER (Cont’d)




We found no actual drugs. Which kept me from




calling the police. But I have no choice but




to let you go. I’m sorry.







  THOMAS







  (Angry)




It was ANDY. The colleague who phoned in.







  WALKER




I can’t say. 







 THOMAS




I am fucking innocent. I have been set up by




ANDY and my wife.

WALKER goes to shake ANDY’S hand. He refuses his handshake, turns and exits the room.











    CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT –- NIGHT (2003)







  GIL




Why would they want to set you up like that?







 THOMAS




To discredit me, incase I found a way of





coming after them.




  


  GIL




Holy shit. That’s fuckin’ rough.







 THOMAS




Yeah. I started drinking. Here I am.
THOMAS rolls over and goes to sleep.











   CUT TO:

EXT. STREET. SHOP DOORWAY. NYC -- NIGHT

THE KID (TERRANCE) and THE ROADRUNNER (ERIC) are lying next to each other in a shop doorway. It is late at night.







   KID




Hey. Old man. You awake?

THE ROADRUNNER is lying with his face in a dirty stained blanket.







ROADRUNNER




  




Heck. I can never sleep.




  (beat)




Well... What you wantin’?







    KID




What you think about this THOMAS guy?







ROADRUNNER




Shit knows boy.







    KID




You think his straight.







ROADRUNNER




Don’t sound like his been out here for long.




Probably aint had long enough to become





fucked up.







   KID




Fucked up?







ROADRUNNER




Yeah. Fucked up. This place will screw with




ya head. You stay out here for long enough,




ya head goes. Aint the same.




   (beat)

You know, the Chinese used to torture their    enemies by sittin’ a man in room on a chair and         attachin’ a collar full of spikes just a 

   few fingers
away from ya skin. This collar
 would be attached by chains to the four 
     corners of the room. If the man slept. The       spikes would stick in. You’d bleed to death.

   (beat)

Guy’s sit there for days. Until they cracked.







   KID




What’s that gotta do wit me?







 ROADRUNNER




See the victims would train themselves to





keep their eyes open to sleep. Out here if 




you close them pretty little eyes, someone




will eventually stick ya. You keep them eyes 




open long enough, you’ll crack. Everyone 





cracks.

He turns back and goes to sleep.











 CUT TO:

INT. ELIZABETHS OFFICE –- NIGHT

We start at the first person view. This person is holding a flashlight. He is dressed all in black and has a ski mask on. He enters ELIZABETH’S office. We see her name on the door. The office is totally black. The mystery man starts rummaging through filing cabinets.

He pulls on a drawer in ELIZABETH’S desk it is locked. He continues searching. He looks underneath the lamp and a plant. He then begins looking behind the pictures that hang on the wall. We see a key taped behind the picture. He takes it off the wall carefully, goes over to the drawer and unlocks it. Inside there is a diary, notes (calculations, figures) and documents. The man puts the items into a bag. He exits the room.











 CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT –- DAY

THOMAS, THE KID and THE ROADRUNNER are sitting around the same table as they were earlier. GIL is at a small sink in the basement. He is shavin’ with an old razor in a shattered mirror. OSCAR the dog is lying asleep in the corner. GIL cuts himself cuts himself.

     





  GIL




SHIT DAMN MOTHERFUCKER.

The others turn around.






    ROADRUNNER




Didn’t think you black guys felt pain.







  GIL




Shut ya white, cracker mouth up.

THOMAS smiles.






    GIL (Cont’d)




Oh All you white boys find it funny. See





the negro cut his black self. You try





shavin’ with this rusty blunt, piece of





shit.






      THOMAS




Are you about done GIL, we have a meeting.







  GIL




Yeah give us a minute. 

The others turn back to face each.






        KID




Hey THOMAS, is this shit for real. We 





gonna sell lemonade!

 




    ROADRUNNER




Yeah, we aint fuckin’ girl scouts.







THOMAS




You’ve got to crawl before you can run





ERIC.

GIL returns to the table. He has a dirty towel draped over his shoulders.







  GIL




So what’s the deal?

The guys listen intently.







 THOMAS




We each set up lemonade stalls around town.




Each stall will be small, about three feet.




We will sell fresh lemonade.






     ROADRUNNER




Don’t ya need some sort of juicing device





for that?






     THOMAS




They have been bought. Along with bags of 




sugar and water. Sparkling and still.

THE KID (TERRANCE) is becoming more confident. He is almost cheeky amongst the adults. On the street everyone is equal.






       KID




What are we gonna sell it from? We aint 





gonna sell jack shit if we sittin’ on 





the damn sidewalk. 






     THOMAS




There’s the problem. We need to find four





small, portable tables. If we buy them,





there isn’t going to be any money left





for inventory.







 GIL




What the fucks inventory?







THOMAS




Lemons.

GIL furrows his brow and then realizes what he means.







  KID




Where are we gonna find four small, portable




tables?







THOMAS




Dumpsters. Dumps. Sometimes people will just




lay old furniture in an alley.







 GIL




That aint gonna work boy. I aint seen fuck




round here.







 THOMAS




If we cant find any, we’ll have to make 





them.






     ROADRUNNER




Make em’.







 THOMAS




You got a better idea?






     ROADRUNNER




What about them thrifty stores?







   KID




That’ll still cost us at least 10 a piece.




We could make the lot for five.






        THOMAS




GILL. The priest here, has he got tools, some




paint?







   GIL




Shit. That boy better. If his wife don’t





want a phone call.

(laughs)











    CUT TO:

EXT. ALLEY. DUMPSTER –- DAY

THE KID (TERRANCE) and ROADRUNNER (ERIC) are looking in a dumpster, for any bits of old timber. THE KID is in it. He throws out two pieces of wood.







GIL (V.O)




And that’s how it began. We had a job





now. And not just some shitty cleaning 





job, for next to no pay. We were working





for ourselves. Wasn’t much at the time 





but we all felt we were part of something





great, that was just about to happen. 











    CUT TO:

EXT. STREET. NYC. –- DAY

THOMAS and GIL are arguing with a street vendor. OSCAR the dog is at THOMAS’ feet. There is timber leaning against the wall. The man gestures 5 dollars to THOMAS. He shakes his head and walks away. GIL is visibly angry at THOMAS for not buying it.







GIL (V.O)




For the first time in my life, I felt I was 




part of something pure and good. THOMAS was




not stupid, which gave me great comfort, he




knew what he was doing.

The street vendor comes running up to THOMAS. They talk and money and timber are exchanged.







GIL (V.O)




That boy may have been a yuppie, but he





sure got what he needed.











    CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT – NIGHT

The four vagrants are busy sawing, nailing and painting. The paint that is being used is yellow. OSCAR has yellow paint all over him. All four men laugh when they see him.







GIL (V.O)




That night we began assembling the tables. We




took great care, as these things would be our




first offices. Well for me anyway. And I’m




sure for THE KID and ERIC as well. I felt as




free as bird. Looking around I could have been




in my own basement, with my buddies, I felt




like a working man. And I liked it.

All four guys are falling asleep. THOMAS is lying on his mattress. THE KID is washing his hands in the small dirty sink and THE ROADRUNNER is waiting. GIL is looking out of the window.






     ROADRUNNER




Hey KID, You wanna hurry it up a little.







  KID




What you have date or something?

(smiles/laughs)






     ROADRUNNER




Yeah. I don’t wanna keep ya mother waitin’.

THE KID starts to go even slower and starts massaging his hands under the running water. Looking at every inch of his hands.






     ROADRUNNER




That’s it out my way.

He grabs THE KID (TERRANCE) and they playfully tussle. We see THOMAS and GILL smile when they see the two guys bonding. ROADRUNNER (ERIC) 

manages to remove THE KID from the sink. THE KID laughs as he walks away.







  KID




Well I guess we’ll see you tomorrow.







 THOMAS




Bright and early.

THE KID goes to exit the basement.







  GIL




Heck boy. Where do ya think your goin’?

THE KID looks at him inquisitively.






    GIL (Cont’d)




Aint no member of my company gonna sleep





out in the cold.






    ROADRUNNER




You mean we all get to stay in here.







  GIL




At least until the priest kicks us out.





Or the paint fumes kill us.







THOMAS






     (happy)




Well alright. 







 GIL




Hey it aint much --

ROADRUNNER is so excited he interrupts GIL--






   ROADRUNNER




Shit. It’s better than livin’ out there.




   (beat)




Thank you.







 GIL




Your welcome son. What ever you can find





you can sleep on.

We see all four men sleeping on the ground. GIL and THOMAS are sharing their mattresses with KID and ROADRUNNER.











    CUT TO:

INT. A DINER –- DAY

The diner is small, slightly rundown. MCINTYRE and HOLDEN sit across from one another in a booth next to a window. They both are drinking coffee. A waitress walks over.






    WAITRESSS




Are you ready to order?






     HOLDEN




No just the coffee for me.






    MCINTYRE




I’ll have 2 eggs on 2 toast.






    WAITRESS




How would you like your eggs?






    MCINTYRE

Impatient.




I don’t know however you want. 






    WAITRESS




Over easy, medium, well, sunnyside?






   MCINTYRE




Just chose one yourself.

She just stands there.






MCINTYRE (Cont’d)




O.K over medium.






   WAITRESS




What type of toast?






   MCINTYRE




Any type of toast. Whatever easiest.






   WAITRESS




Well any type of bread is easiest.






   MCINTYRE






   (firmly)




Wheat. I’ll have wheat.

MCINTYRE puts his head in his hands, as if he has a migraine. There is a slight pause in the conversation.






   WAITRESS




How toasted do you want your bread?




  (beat)




Light, light medium, medium or dark?






   MCINTYRE

Aggravated. 




Listen. All I want is egg on toast. I





didn’t know that this was could be so 





complicated.




Would you please just go and get me that.





PLEASE.

The waitress turns as if she has been insulted and walks back towards the kitchen.






   WAITRESS





   (Under her breath)




Asshole.

MCINTYRE returns to putting his head in his hands. He runs his fingers through his thinning grey hair. He looks like he is sweating.






    HOLDEN




Hey relax.






   MCINTYRE




What do you mean relax, we did something





illegal.






    HOLDEN




Know one knows. Any way we own that office.






   MCINTYRE






(firm whisper)




We hired someone to break into a partners





office. I think that’s a crime! 






    HOLDEN




Calm down. The guy will be here in a 





minute.






  MCINTYRE




Yes I know I’m sorry. I’ve just got a





bad feeling about all this.






    HOLDEN




Hey we needed to find out.






   MCINTYRE




Did he say he found anything?






    HOLDEN




Papers. 




  (beat)

Found in a locked drawer.

Out of the window we see a car pull up.











   CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE THE DINER –- DAY

A man gets out of the car but all we see are his shoes and bottom of a pair of blue jeans.











  CUT TO:

INT. THE DINER -- DAY

The door to the diner opens. We here the jingling of some bells that have been placed to alert staff of a customer. HOLDEN gets up to allow the man to sit opposite of the two business men. We now see it is JOSHUA. 






    MCINTYRE




Do you have the papers?






     JOSHUA




Yeah I have them, but I don’t feel right





about you having ELIZABETHS personal





things.






    HOLDEN




Well lets see them.

JOSHUA goes to give HOLDEN a large brown envelope. As HOLDEN goes to take it JOSHUA pulls the envelope away.






     JOSHUA




Hey, if I’m going to betray my boss I





think its worth a little more.






    MCINTYRE




You cheating –-

HOLDEN interrupts —-






     HOLDEN




We’ve already given you $5000.




   (beat)




What else do you want?






     JOSHUA




$10,000 more.






    MCINTYRE




You’re out of your mind.






     JOSHUA




Well then I’ll keep these then.

He gets up to leave. HOLDEN grabs his arm.






     HOLDEN




We’ll give you five more. Making ten in





total.






     JOSHUA




Sorry.

Tries to shrug HOLDENS arm off.






     HOLDEN




Six.






     JOSHUA




Deal for eight.






     HOLDEN




Alright, deal for eight.






     JOSHUA




When the money is put into my account





I’ll hand them over. Just put it down





as ... an executive bonus.

He pats HOLDEN on the shoulder as he leaves with the envelope. The waitress comes over with the coffee and the eggs. She spills the coffee on MCINTYRES lap. He goes back to holding his head.











    CUT TO:

EXT. BUSY STREET NYC. –- DAY

The street is very busy. THOMAS, GIL, KID and ROADRUNNER are standing in the middle of the sidewalk they are holding their newly made stalls. People keep knocking into the four men. THOMAS is holding four bags.






      THOMAS




Right. The plan is to find an area to set





up. Each of you will take one of these bags.

He holds up the four bags in his hand.






    THOMAS (Cont’d)




Each bag contains, a juicer, a large bag of




sugar, a pack of large plastic cups and water.




Still and carbonated.







  KID




What about the lemons?

Pauses for a moment.







 THOMAS




DAMN IT! DAMN.

The KID holds up the large bag of lemons.







  KID




I saw that you left in the basement. Good





job I’m here.







 THOMAS




Thanks KID.







  GIL




How much we sellin’ these cups for?







 THOMAS




One dollar.






        GIL




Shit aint’ nobody gonna buy a glass of lemon




for ONE DOLLAR.







 THOMAS




Time and place utility my friend.

They all stare at him blankly.






    THOMAS (Cont’d)




Look around you, what do you see?







ROADRUNNER




A shit load of people.







  THOMAS




And where they going?

The guys look around and we see that most of the people are dressed in shirts and ties. Some are carrying briefcases. 







  GIL




They’re goin’ to work.







 THOMAS




You will find that you will sell more lemonade




in the morning, at lunchtime and early 





evening. This is when people are in a hurry.




They don’t have time to go into a store, so




remember, quick service is vital.






 GIL, KID, ROADRUNNER

(mumbled agreement)




Yeah, yeah.







  THOMAS




But this is New York City. People are always




in a hurry. So we will continue to sell





throughout the day.







   KID




How do we make this lemon drink?







  THOMAS




In each bag are the instructions for making




the lemonade.

GIL looks worried.






   THOMAS (Cont’d)




Everything O.K. GIL?







 GIL




Yeah boy, everything O.K. Just ready to 





go make me some money.







THOMAS




Oh yeah money. Each man is responsible 





for the money. And at the end of the day





say nine, we will return to the basement, 




see what we want to do.




  (beat)




O.K. You guys ready to make some money.

THOMAS puts his fist out. Each guy hits THOMAS’ fist with their own.







  ALL




Come on! YEAH.











    CUT TO:

INT. ELIZABETHS OFFICE –- DAY

ELIZABETH and JOSHUA are making out on her desk. There is a knock at the door and in walks HOLDEN.







HOLDEN 




ELIZABETH.

The two lovers somehow manage to avoid being caught. They look like they are doing work related things. ELIZABETH is sitting at her desk.






     ELIZABETH




Yes Steven. What is it?

STEVEN HOLDEN looks at JOSHUA in a displeased way. JOSHUA smiles.







HOLDEN






  (To ELIZABETH)




I need to know if you can take Jacob-Felz





project on for a couple weeks. I’ve got





to go to Atlanta for a meeting. 







ELIZABETH




I do have a lot to do myself.







 HOLDEN




All you have to do is read the file and





advise the client when they call in. Say





I’m out of town for two weeks.







ELIZABETH




Throw it down there. I’ll get to it






tonight.

HOLDEN places the documents on ELIZABETHS desk. He looks at JOSHUA on his way out.







ELIZABETH




What’s going with you and HOLDEN?







  JOSHUA




Nothing. I don’t think he likes me. That’s




all.







ELIZABETH




Do you think he knows about us?







  JOSHUA




Maybe. No. He might suspect something, but 




there is no way he knows anything. 




  (beat)




Let me find out.







ELIZABETH




No. JOSH it’s too risky.







 JOSHUA




Trust me babe.

He kisses ELIZABETH on the lips and exits the office.











   CUT TO:

INT. CORRIDOR. OFFICE BUILDING –- DAY

JOSHUA catches up to HOLDEN. Taps him on the shoulder.






     JOSHUA




Sir.

HOLDEN turns.






   JOSHUA (Cont’d)




I want to talk to you about –-

He looks around to see if no one is listening






   JOSHUA (Cont’d)







(quieter)




My executive bonus.

JOSHUA smiles.

HOLDEN turns away and walks into his office. It is large and has a grand oak wood desk at the far side.






     HOLDEN




Your money will be in at noon.






     JOSHUA




When it is confirmed, I will tell you





where your papers are.

JOSHUA turns to walk out.






    HOLDEN




You ever mention this to anyone. I’ll





kill you.

JOSHUA chuckles and leaves the offices where –

THE CORRIDOR

-- he runs into ELIZABETH exiting her office.






   ELIZABETH






   (quietly)




Does he know?






    JOSHUA




He knows nothing.

JOSHUA and ELIZABETH pass each other. JOSHUA smiles again as he walks on.





     





    CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT –- NIGHT

THOMAS is sitting at the table. He is counting out the money that he has made. OSCAR is by his feet. The money isn’t much. THOMAS looks disappointed. He writes ‘Day 1 $34’ next to his name on a piece of paper. He leans back in his chair.

The door opens and in walks GIL. He is staggering around. He looks upset.






   THOMAS




Good day?

He throws his table and bag down on the ground. The table breaks.






    GIL




Just shut ya face. Always shoutin’ 






ya fuckin’ mouth off. Well that’s 






it I’m out.






   THOMAS




What do you mean you out?






     GIL




I’m OUT. No more. Just give me my






money and I’ll go.






   THOMAS




You’ve been drinking.






    GIL




Yeah. What’s it to you. Fuckin’ yuppie





motherfucker.






   THOMAS




GIL. Tell me what happened.

GIL begins to cry.





    THOMAS (Cont’d)




You didn’t make much. Neither did I.






    GIL






(sobbing)




I didn’t make SHIT. NOTHING.






  THOMAS

Surprised.




You made nothing. How?






    GIL




You really wanna know?






  THOMAS




Yeah.






    GIL




I can’t fuckin’ read

Starts heavy sobbing.






  GIL (Cont’d)




I fuckin’ stupid




  (beat)




I’m a sixty one year old man. Can’t fuckin’




do what a six year old can.




  (beat)




I couldn’t read your fuckin’ instructions.




Just sat all day. Drinkin’.






    THOMAS




Why didn’t you say?







GIL




Didn’t want you guys to think I was stupid.




Didn’t wanna let ya down boy.






    THOMAS




Listen. I’ll help you. I’ll teach you.







GIL




You’d help me.






    THOMAS




Me and you will work together on the street.







GIL




I’s don’t want the others knowin’. Didn’t





even want you knowin’.






    THOMAS




That’s fine. We’ll come back here after KID




and ERIC go out. Class will be for one hour




each day.







GIL




I don’t know what to say boy. No ones ever




helped me before.

GIL dries his eyes. The door opens and in walks THE KID.







KID




DAMN people. What’s wrong wit my fuckin’





drink. Tasted fuckin good.






     THOMAS




How much did you make?







KID




Eleven bucks.




  (beat)




Eleven fuckin’ bucks in ten hours. Most





the time just standin’ there.

THE KID takes a seat at the table.






      KID




How much you guys make?






    THOMAS




Me and GILL made seventeen bucks a piece.

GIL looks up and smiles.







KID




Shit I’m last.






      GIL




Not yet. ROADRUNNER aint in.

In walks Roadrunner.

He walks in whistling with a skip in his step. He tosses a bag of coins on the table.






  ROADRUNNER




Ninety six dollars boy’s. Look at it and 





weep.

THOMAS empties the bag. A lot of coins and notes falls onto the table.






      KID




SHIT, RUNNER, how’d you do that?






  ROADRUNNER




Gift of the gab fella’s.






    THOMAS




I think we’ve got ourselves a natural





salesman.






  ROADRUNNER




I used to sell cars with the old man when





I was a kid. Got pretty good at it.






      GIL




Fuck, I’ll say.






  ROADRUNNER




Secret is boy’s to attract the customer. Make




them feel comfortable. Compliment the ladies, 




be forceful to the men. I was even getting’ 




tips, for fuck sake.






    THOMAS




Don’t get too excited ERIC. We can do a lot




better than that.




  (beat)




Hey KID, what went wrong with you.






       KID




I don’t know. It was like people weren’t 





takin’ me seriously. 






      THOMAS




Yeah.




  (beat)




ERIC. You did pretty good. What do you think




you could have done to get passed one hundred




dollars?






     ROADRUNNER




Well. Some of the assholes were looking at me




like I was dirt. Look at me than turn away.






THOMAS pauses for a while in thought.







 THOMAS




We look like we belong on the street!







  KID




We are on the street.







 THOMAS




It’s all about image. We need to look like




we know what we are doing. I used to be a
 




business man. I wouldn’t have bought 





anything from a homeless man.




 (beat)




We need to look the part.











   CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT –- DAY (MORNING)

There is queue forming at the basin each man is brushing their teeth, shaving and combing their hair. Most are standing in vests and pants. 

EXT. BUSY STREET. NYC. –- DAY

All four men are standing like they were the day before on the street. The camera rolls up and we see all four wearing a blue shirt and matching tie and dress pants.






     ROADRUNNER






     (excited)




I feel like a millionaire.







THOMAS




So you like it yeah. Well that’s what we





bought from yesterday’s pay. Well done!




If you feel like a millionaire you’ll act





like a millionaire.




  (beat)




One more thing before you go, whoever is





the first to break the one hundred dollar





barrier will get a bonus at the first





pay day.

THOMAS puts his fist out. All three guys tap their fists onto his.







 ALL




Alright! YEAH.

ROADRUNNER (ERIC) and KID (TERRANCE) walk off.







THOMAS




You ready?







 GIL




Yes sir.

GIL laughs.







THOMAS




Well, let class begin.











    CUT TO:

INT. JOSHUA’S CAR –- DAY

JOSHUA is driving along a street in NYC. He looks at his watch. It shows 12.10pm. He makes a call on his cell phone.






     JOSHUA




Yes. This JOSHUA BUCKLEY. Account number





56747737. Yes.




 (beat)




Password. BERKOWITZ. B-E-R-K-O-W-I-T-Z.




 (beat)




Thanks. Was there any deposits placed 





today?




 (beat)




Yah ha. Thank you.

He hangs up the phone. Smiles. He dials another number on the cell phone.






     JOSHUA




Yeah. It’s me. The moneys been confirmed.




  (beat)




Oh yes the papers.




  (beat)




Where are you?











    CUT TO:

INT. HOLDENS OFFICE. NYC –- DAY

HOLDEN is standing up on his cell phone.






     HOLDEN




I’m in my office.











    CUT TO:

INT. JOSHUA’S CAR –- DAY






    JOSHUA




Go to the bathroom on the sixth floor.




  (beat)




Just do it. If you want your papers 





you’ll go.











    CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE CORRIDOR -- DAY 

HOLDEN is waiting for the elevator.






    HOLDEN




You still there?

The elevator doors open. People walk out. HOLDEN steps in.

TIGHT ON ELEVATOR BUTTONS

He hits number six. The door close.






   JOSHUA (O.S)

As if on phone




I’m here old man.

The elevator is slow.






   JOSHUA (O.S)




So. What are you wearing?






      HOLDEN




Fuck you.

The elevator opens on the sixth floor






   HOLDEN (Cont’d)




Alright I’m here.






    JOSHUA (O.S)




Go into the women’s bathroom.

HOLDEN enters the woman’s bathroom.






    JOSHUA (O.S)




Make sure no one is there.






       HOLDEN




There is nobody.






     JOSHUA (O.S)




Go into the third stall from the left.

HOLDEN enters the third stall from the left. A woman is sitting on the toilet. She screams.






     JOSHUA (O.S)




I was hoping that would happen.




  (laughs)







  HOLDEN





(to the woman)




I’m sorry ma’am excuse me.

HOLDEN exits the bathroom hurriedly.






     JOSHUA (O.S)




Take it easy gramps. I meant to say men’s 




bathroom. Hope she didn’t scare you.







  HOLDEN




Asshole!

HOLDEN walks across the corridor and enters the men’s bathroom. He looks under each stall to check if there is no one there. He goes to the third stall. He checks behind the system and there is the file.







   HOLDEN




I’ve got it. Don’t call me again.

HOLDEN hangs up his cell phone.











    CUT TO:

INT. JOSHUA’S CAR -- DAY








JOSHUA hangs up the phone. Smiles. 











    CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT –- DAY

GIL is sitting down at the table which has been moved to the front of the room. The door opens and incomes THOMAS with a large blackboard. He is struggling to carry it. He places it at the front of the room.






        GIL




Where you get that?

THOMAS corrects him.







THOMAS




Where did you get that?







  GIL




That’s what I said.







THOMAS




You said ‘where you get that’. You missed





out ‘did’.







  GIL




Heck, I can speak boy. Can’t read or write,




that’s the fuckin’ problem.







THOMAS




The’re all connected. If you can master one




you are well on your way to getting the 





others.

GIL looks impressed.







  GIL




So, where DID you get that?






       THOMAS




 At N.Y.U.







   GIL




You stole it!







 THOMAS




I borrowed it. They’ll get it back.

GIL laughs.






    THOMAS (Cont’d)




Shall we begin?

He hands GIL a pencil and piece of paper. GIL is having trouble holding the pencil correctly.







  THOMAS




You want to hold it like this.

THOMAS motions with his hand which holds some chalk, the correct way to hold it. GIL still is getting it wrong.






    THOMAS (Cont’d)




No. Like this.

THOMAS moves over to GIL and physically puts the pen in the correct position in his hand.






     THOMAS (Cont’d)




That’s it.




  (beat)




Copy these letters that I’ll put on the board.

THOMAS begins to write the alphabet on the blackboard. GIL eagerly, but slowly copies them down.







  GIL (V.O)




Everyday at nine o’clock class began. I think




THOMAS enjoyed being the teacher, as much as 




I enjoyed being the student. In about two





weeks ...

THOMAS is now writing longer words on the blackboard. GIL now has a ring binder and various books open on the table. He is intently listening to THOMAS.







 GIL (V.O)




...  I was understanding verbs and nouns.





By them time presidents day rolled around





THOMAS had me ...

GILL is writing in a ledger. There is cash on the table, he is adding up the cash and making a note of it in the ledger. THOMAS, KID and ROADRUNNER are playing cards. There is open pizza boxes lying about.

...writing down the daily takings. Kept my


mind active. ‘A lazy mind is a liability’



THOMAS kept saying. There were always small


discrepancies, people sometimes left their


change. Fine by us. Paid for the pizza.

  (beat)

It wasn’t long after that... 











   CUT TO:

EXT. BUSY STREET. NYC –- DAY

THOMAS and GIL are manning their stall. THOMAS is selling a drink to a customer. GIL is reading.







GIL (V.O)




...I was reading my first novel.




Of Mice and Men, by John Steinbeck. I





read it slow, but I finished it.






       THOMAS




Hey GIL, put that down for now. We got





lemonade to sell.







  GIL




We HAVE got lemonade to sell.

Both men smile.







GIL (Cont’d)




Alright what do you need me to do?







 THOMAS




We are running out of lemon juice. You need




to process some more lemons.

GIL begins to do it under the table.






     THOMAS (Cont’d)




No. Do it so the customers can see. That way




they know it is real lemon juice.

A woman walks up to the stall. SOPHIE, 31, short brown hair, good looking.







 SOPHIE




May I have a glass of lemonade?

THOMAS stares at her. He can barely speak.







  THOMAS




Sure um...

THOMAS begins to make the lemonade. SOPHIE smiles as she watches him squirm in front of her.







  SOPHIE




How much do I owe you?







  THOMAS




Just... um –-

GIL is looking over smiling. Giggling under his breath.

SOPHIE interrupts—-







  SOPHIE




--Oh it’s written here.

TIGHT ON 1 DOLLAR SIGN






    SOPHIE (Cont’d)




One dollar.

She hands him the money. THOMAS can barely contain himself.







THOMAS




Thank You.

He watches her walk away.






    THOMAS (Cont’d)




I’ll marry her one day. You’ll see.







  GIL




Ha. She’ll never take you.







 THOMAS




I don’t know I think she liked me.




   (beat)




She was looking at me.







   GIL




I’m lookin’ at you too, doesn’t mean I like




you.







 THOMAS




Yeah. Well. We’ll see.

THE KID suddenly comes running up to GIL and THOMAS. He is out of breath, scared and winded.







  GIL




KID, what’s going on.







  KID

(Out of breath)




It’s ... RUNNER ... He’s got a knife

GIL and THOMAS look at each other. THOMAS grabs the money.











    CUT TO:

EXT. ALLEY OFF BUSY STREET. NYC –- DAY

THE KID comes rushing around the corner with THOMAS and GIL shortly behind. They find ROADRUNNER (ERIC) with a knife up to a boy’s throat. The boy could only by about 16.







  KID

(Soft voice)




Hey, RUNNER, why don’t you just calm down





O.K. 






     ROADRUNNER




Don’t tell me to calm down you son of a 





bitch.







  KID




I’m gonna find a cop.







 THOMAS




You stay right there. We’ll handle this.




  (beat)




Hey, ERIC, just put the knife down, relax.

The young boy is terrified.






     ROADRUNNER




I’m gonna cut his fuckin’ throat.







  GIL




What’s this boy done to ya?






     ROADRUNNER




Fuckin stole my money is all. Aint that right




boy. Now ya gonna’ pay.

TIGHT OF BOY’S PANTS

The young boy wets his pants.

ANGLE WIDENS







 THOMAS




Look ERIC, he has pissed his pants. He’s scared.



Let him go. Come on.












  BOY






  (terrified mutter)




I’m sorry sir. Real sorry.







  GIL




He’s sorry RUNNER, let him go. I’m sure we’ll




work something out.




  (beat)




Aint that right son.

The young boy nods.






     ROADRUNNER




FUCK. AHHH

ROADRUNNER relnts his grip on the young boy. The boy runs as fast as he can down the alley and away. ROADRUNNER drops the knife and begins to sob.






     ROADRUNNER

(sobbing)




Sorry man. I’m so sorry.

THOMAS comforts him. The others want to understand why he is consoling him rather than shouting at him. THOMAS looks at them if to say let it be for now.











CUT TO:

EXT. BUSY STREET NYC -– DUSK

THOMAS and GILL stand by their stall. They are packing items away and folding up the table.






       GIL




What happened back there? Just don’t 





understand.




  (beat)




Boy gone crazy.






      THOMAS




He hasn’t gone crazy. Probably the first time




in the man’s life he is actually making his




own money.




  (beat)




Just a little bit attached to it is all.







  GIL




Attached my ass. Still crazy.







THOMAS




Just shows us how much he cares. Heck 





these streets can do that. If you believe 




in something, you care about it.







  GIL




Just need to stop him cutting boy’s throats.

The two men pack up all the items and walk off.











    CUT TO:

INT. ELIZABETH’S BEDROOM. LARGE HOUSE. NYC. –- NIGHT

ELIZABETH and ANDY are in bed making love. ANDY is on top. ELIZABETH is crying out in orgasm.






     ELIZABETH




Oh... OH... GOD!

Heavy granting from ANDY






ELIZABETH (Cont’d)




FUCK ME! HARD... HARDER. 

The passion is over. Both are out of breath.






     ELIZABETH




Oh that was good. Ummm...






        ANDY




Yeah. You were great.

ELIZABETH rolls over and takes papers out of the bedside table.






     ELIZABETH




Honey, the bank needs your signature again.







  ANDY




What for this time? This is the forth time 




this week.






     ELIZABETH




The mortgage. It is a joint thing. They





need both of us to sign.







  ANDY




Alright pass me the papers.

ANDY takes the papers from ELIZABETH. He scans through it.






    ANDY (Cont’d)




Where do I sign?







ELIZABETH




Next to my name at the bottom of page four.

ANDY flicks through the pages to page four. He signs the form then pauses, noticing something.







   ANDY




Hey. Why is it written that you’re a 





beneficiary?

ELIZABETH looks worried. She thinks quick.







ELIZABETH




Hey do you want to go again?

ANDY excitedly dives back under the covers tossing the papers on the floor.











    CUT TO:

INT. ELIZABETHS OFFICE -- DAY

ELIZABETH is sitting at her desk, reading some forms. There is a knock at the door.







ELIZABETH




YES

JOSHUA enters. 







 JOSHUA




Hey.






      ELIZABETH




Hello.

JOSHUA walks over and gives her a kiss.







  JOSHUA




Did you get him to sign?







ELIZABETH




He almost found out. I had to screw his brains




out to get him to sign it.







  JOSHUA




That’s it. We have the money.






  
ELIZABETH







(anxious)




Yeah, yeah. We’ll have the money next week, 




when the forms are processed.







 JOSHUA




What’s wrong?







ELIZABETH




Nothing.

She turns away and starts flicking through papers. Joshua puts his hand on ELIZABETHS hand.







 JOSHUA




 Tell me. What’s up?







ELIZABETH




Well. It’s fine. In a week we can be free,




but –-







 JOSHUA




--But what?

ELIZABETH stands up from her desk.







ELIZABETH




I’m still not going to be rid of this place.




Once the shit hits the fan, they will be 





looking for me. 




  (beat)




Even if we leave the country, I’m still 





going to be looking over my shoulder.







 JOSHUA




They won’t find you.







ELIZABETH




There is always a trail. No matter how well




you’ve covered your tracks.




  (beat)




What we need is a scapegoat --

ELIZABETH looks at JOSHUA with an evil look, as though she has an idea.






 ELIZABETH (Cont’d)




-- One that won’t talk back.











    CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT –- NIGHT

The door opens and in walks THOMAS, KID and GIL. ROADRUNNER is sitting at the table waiting for them to return. He stands up when they enter.






    ROADRUNNER




I’m so sorry guys. I lost my head.







THOMAS




No one got hurt ERIC.







  GIL




RUNNER, how much did he steal?






    ROADRUNNER




Bout’ six bucks.

GIL sits down on the mattress. 







  GIL




You were gonna’ slit a kid’s throat for





six bucks!






     ROADRUNNER




I wasn’t gonna slit his throat. Just scare him




is all.







 THOMAS




Well you certainly achieved your aim.







   KID




Yeah. Guy pissed himself.





 

 THOMAS




You have got to relax out there.




 (beat)




Alright. How did everybody do today?







   KID




Hundred and thirty four.







 THOMAS




Did you record all transactions?

THE KID places a pad of paper on the table.







 THOMAS




ERIC?






     ROADRUNNER




Ninety eight minus six.






 
 THOMAS




Ninety two.




  (Beat)




Myself and GIL took in one hundred and sixty




two.

The other two clap.






   ROADRUNNER/KID




Yeah. Good job.







  KID




Nice job fellas.

GIL is busy recording all the data in the ledger.







ROADRUNNER




Hey THOMAS.

THOMAS looks up.






  ROADRUNNER (Cont’d)




I don’t want seem ungrateful or nothin’




  (beat)




I mean I’m eternally grateful for what you—-

THOMAS interrupts—-







  THOMAS




Just spit it out. Tell me what’s on your





mind.






      ROADRUNNER




We’ve been working now for nearly two months




and




  (beat)




Well, when are we gonna get paid?

THOMAS smiles. The other guys look at him. Waiting for an answer.







  THOMAS 




I’m glad you asked.







   KID







(excited)




Are we gonna get some pay?







 THOMAS




Hold on KID.




  (beat)




I could pay you guys cash, right now.







   KID




How much?







 THOMAS




Five hundred.






   KID/GIL/ ROADRUNNER




Oh God.







   GIL




A piece? 







 THOMAS




A piece.






      ROADRUNNER




Fucking hell. THOMAS. We doin’ that good?







  THOMAS




We’re doing pretty good now.




  (beat)




Sales are steady. We are now getting discounts




on inventory. We need to update the juicers




soon, but that can wait. 







    KID




Lets get paid then.







  THOMAS




Alright.

THOMAS walks over to the back of the room. He kneels down and pries up two floor boards. He removes a large black bag. He replaces the boards and walks back to the table. The others watch him.

He empties the bag and gives each person fives hundred dollars, wrapped in a bundle.







    KID




Holy shit. Five hundred big ones.

He puts the cash up to his nose and inhales the aroma.







ROADRUNNER




This is the largest amount of cash in one





place that I’ve seen. Legally anyway.







  THOMAS




I’ve got a proposition for you.

He gets the guys attention.






    THOMAS (Cont’d)




Now you can take the cash. No regrets. And we




carry on like we are. Or –-







   GIL




Or what THOMAS







  THOMAS




We expand.






      ROADRUNNER




Expand?







  THOMAS




Yeah. We move into a store. A shop.







    KID




You’re kidding.







  THOMAS




Small at first. Its cold out, we could sell




four, five, six times as much. And we wouldn’t




just sell lemonade. Snacks, soda, all sorts of




fruit juice, freshly made.







    GIL




What about your time, place utility you keep




saying?







  THOMAS




We’ll still have guys selling from stalls.







    KID




You mean we’ll be employing people.







   THOMAS




That’s right.

GILL, ROADRUNNER, and THE KID sit pondering.







THOMAS (Cont’d)




Listen. I’m not saying its risk free. But 




wouldn’t you trade this, for one chance to




own your own place, your own car, maybe a





wife, a dog.

He pats OSCAR. 







THOMAS (Cont’d)




It’s in our hands.







   GIL




Don’t you need bank accounts, loans, credit?







 THOMAS




Yes.







   GIL




Well there’s no one here who has that.







 THOMAS




Well to get a bank account, all you need is




an address and a social security number. Mine




is still valid. The problem is the loan.




  (beat)




My credit isn’t going be good. I’m sure





ELIZABETH took care of that.






      ROADRUNNER




A bank aint’ gonna give you shit if you don’t




have good credit, or even business experience.







  THOMAS




What we need is good accounting records and a




whole lot of luck.




  (beat)




I’ll make them listen.




  (beat)




What do you say?







   GIL




Hell THOMAS, I’d love to say yes, but I don’t




know.

The other guys nod in agreement.







  THOMAS




Well sleep on it. But take this with you. Just




look how far we’ve come. We have taken five 




hundred dollars and turned it into a small




business within two months. This time next




year we could be millionaires. 






  (beat)










Just dare to believe.

The three other guys think about THOMAS’ words.






     THOMAS (Cont’d)




O.K. We need to wash the shirts before 





tomorrow. I’m going to go down to the Laundromat 



so if you need anything washed—-

All three take off their shirts and throw them at THOMAS






     THOMAS (Cont’d)




-- Pass them here.

The guys sit there in old T-shirts. THOMAS takes some change from the bag. He gets up and goes to leave the room. OSCAR the dog, follows him.







   GIL




THOMAS. Wait up. I’m comin’ too. Need some




fresh air.

GIL gets up and follows THOMAS. KID and ROADRUNNER are left sitting at the table alone.






     ROADRUNNER




So, what you think?







  KID




I want to be a millionaire.











    CUT TO:

INT. LAUNDROMAT –- NIGHT

THOMAS and GIL sit watching the laundry spin in the machine. They are sitting in the center of the room. There are perhaps fourteen machines, seven on each side of the room. The place is old, slightly run down. An elderly lady works at the back of the room, folding sheets.







 THOMAS




What are you thinking?







  GIL




Bout the store?

THOMAS nods.






    GIL (Cont’d)




Heck, I don’t know THOMAS. I’m not much of 




a business man. 




  (beat)




I trust you now. You’re an educated man,





intelligent –-

THOMAS interrupts—-







 THOMAS




--Yet here I sit. Right next to you.




  (beat)




Tell me how did you come to sit here.







   GIL




Shit, I’ve been out here since I was sixteen.




Never had a childhood. Never really had any




normal part of my life. What you call normal




anyway.







 THOMAS




Tell me about it. I’ve told you my story. And




we have still got...

TIGHT ON WASHER DISPLAY






    THOMAS (Cont’d)




...thirteen minutes.







  GIL




My whole life in thirteen minutes. Won’t





even take that long.











    CUT TO:

EXT. FARM. KANSAS –- DUSK (1955) 

A ten year old GIL is sitting out under a tree in an open field. The tree has a rope swing attached to an outstretched limb. In the background there is a typical Mid-west wooden house. A front porch, with two solitary rocking chairs placed either side of a small white front door. The house is isolated. A working class farming house.






     GIL (V.O)




I grew up in Hanceville, Kansas. A small





farming community. My father worked for





a wealthy white family on their farm He 





would plough the fields ...











    CUT TO:

EXT. LARGE FIELD –- DAY (1955)

We see a black male, ploughing a field with horses. He is GIL’s father.






    GIL (V.O)




Tend to the animals. To others he was a





model father... 











    CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT PORCH. SULIVAN HOUSE –- DUSK

GIL’S father, 32, steps out onto the front porch, he is drinking from a whiskey bottle.






     FATHER




YOU OUT HERE BOY.











    CUT TO:

EXT. UNDER GIL’S TREE –- DUSK

GIL looks back scared. He begins to cry.






    GIL (V.O)




...to me he was a bitter drunk.











    CUT TO: 

INT. SMALL FARM HOUSE – NIGHT.

GIL is hiding in the corner of a bedroom. He hears footsteps coming up the stairs. He is really scared. We see the small boy wet his pants.






   FATHER (O.S)




WHERE ARE YOU? I isn’t gonna hurt you.

He sees the young GIL hiding.






   FATHER (O.S)




There you is.

His father grabs him by the hand and pulls him up on his feet. 






   FATHER (O.S)






   (angry drunk)




You fouled your pants. You gone AND FOULED




YOUR PANTS!

He takes off his belt.






     YOUNG GIL




NO Dad NO!

The father then begins to hit GIL with the belt.






     GIL (V.O)




I would scream, but we were the only people




for two miles. 




  (beat)




His arm would eventually get tired and he





would give up. I would usually pass out from




the pain.











    CUT TO:

INT. GIL’S BEDROOM –- NIGHT

GIL lays in bed wide awake. He stares at the ceiling. He rolls over and we see the wounds his father inflicted. The door opens and his father is standing there. 











    CUT TO:

INT. LAUNDROMAT –- (2003)






         GIL




Most nights he would come into my bedroom--

GIL has tears in his eyes. THOMAS puts a hand on his shoulder to comfort him.







GILL (Cont’d)




and...




 (beat)




Do things to me.

He looks at THOMAS, who looks confused.






     GILL (Cont’d)




Sexual things.











    CUT TO:

INT. GIL’S BEDROOM –- NIGHT (1957)

Young GIL is putting some clothes in a small bag. He is being very quiet.







GILL (V.O)




So. When I was thirteen years old. I packed




a bag and left home.













    CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT GATE. SULIVEN FARM –- NIGHT (1957)

Young GIL opens the front gate to the farm and leaves. As he leaves the shot, his fathers bedroom light is switched on.







GILL (V.O)




I never looked back.











    CUT TO:

INT. LAUDROMAT –- NIGHT (2003)

THOMAS is listening intently to GIL.







 THOMAS




What happened after that?







  GIL




I spent the next three years working wherever




I could.











    CUT TO:

INT. MACHINERY FACTORY. CHICAGO –- DAY (1958)

GIL is working on the assembly line. He is taking parts from a box and attaching it to other parts from the line. 







GIL (V.O)




For six months I worked the line fixin’





together engines. Barely made enough to 





eat.











    CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE. FACTORY –- NIGHT (1958)

A young GIL opens the door to the office and goes to sleep on the couch.







GIL (V.O)




I had no money to afford a place to stay, so




one day I broke into the bosses office to





sleep on the couch ...

The boss, 45, white hair glasses, enters the office.







GIL (V.O)




The boss caught me and fired me on the spot.











   CUT TO:

INT. LAUNDROMAT –- NIGHT (2003)







GIL (V.O)




I’ve been livin’ on the streets since then.




Shelter to shelter, doorway to doorway.







  THOMAS




I’m sorry GIL. I thought I had it bad.







    GIL




I wouldn’t trade with you. You had it all,




and lost it through no fault of your own.




You tasted the good life. I’d rather never




have a good life, than lose it.

The buzzer sounds on the washer/dryer.







   THOMAS




Come on. Lets go.











    CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE LAUDROMAT –- NIGHT

The two men are walking away from the Laundromat. Both are carrying a bag of clothes each. 







   GIL




Man. It is damn cold tonight

GIL rubs his hands together. Four men move out of the alley obstructing GIL and THOMAS. They try and walk round but one of the men pushes THOMAS back. The four men were the one’s that raped and beat up THOMAS earlier. THOMAS and GIL drop the bags of clothing.







  THOMAS




Hey guys, we don’t want any trouble.







 MAN #1




Too fuckin’ bad. I want another shot at that




pretty little ass of yours.







  GIL




You want to start something motherfuckers, you




can start wit me.







 MAN #2




You bout’ seventy years old.




    (laughs)







 THOMAS

Gets aggressive. Street language that he never uses.




You start somethin’ you fuckers, and I’ll





kill ya’. 

THE group of men laugh at THOMAS’ remarks.







 MAN #1




There is four of us—







THOMAS




That maybe true. And we may lose. But at least




one of you will die tonight. 

THOMAS pulls out a big kitchen knife from his pants.






    THOMAS (Cont’d)




Even if all of you come at us, I’ll get one




of you motherfuckers. NO WHO IS GONNA BE?




  (beat)




YOU.




  (beat)




You want me to stick this in your gut, BOY?




  (beat)




WELL COME ON!

The four men look at each other as if to say ‘what do we do now’.






      MAN #2




Fuck this.




 (beat)




You’re a fuckin’ psycho motherfucker.

The man turns and quickly walks away.







MAN #1




You better watch ya’ back.

He turns and walks off. The other two men follow. GIL is shocked. 







 GIL




You had a kitchen knife –-






     THOMAS

Interrupts --    




Yeah.







 GIL




I mean... You could have cut your nuts off!

The two men pick the bags of clothing back up.







 GIL




Damn boy. You used some street language back




in there.






     THOMAS




Must have picked it up from you.







 GIL




Shit. Even I don’t talk like that anymore.

The two walk out of shot.











    CUT TO:


INT. CHURCH BASEMENT –- NIGHT

GIL and THOMAS enter the room with the clothing. ROADRUNNER and KID are standing up excitedly. 







   THOMAS




What do you guy’s want?

THOMAS drops the bags.







 ROADRUNNER




We want to be millionaires.

THOMAS turns and looks at GIL inquisitively.







    GIL




It would be nice to taste that good life. 




But I aint’ gonna’ lose it. 











    CUT TO:

EXT. ENTRANCE TO BANK. STREET. NYC – DAY

THOMAS enters the bank. He is wearing his blue shirt, dress pants and tie. He is carrying a file.











    CUT TO:

INT. BANK OFFICE –- DAY

THOMAS is sitting across from MR. DONALD, 45, thin, gray hair, glasses. There is a name sign on the desk stating ‘MR. DONALD - FINANCE MANAGER’. DONALD is looking through THOMAS’ papers.







   DONALD




Your accounts are flawless Mr. CRAWFORD.







   THOMAS




You have to know where you stand financially,




in order to be precise in reinvesting.

DONALD is impressed and nods. He takes off his reading glasses.







   DONALD




O.K. Tell me about your plan.







   THOMAS




Alright. My partners and I, would like to





open up a small store. A place where the 





public could sit out of the cold.







   DONALD




What would you serve?







   THOMAS




A selection of fruit drinks, that are freshly




prepared on the premises. We also would like




to still keep the stalls out on the street.







   DONALD




How many different drinks to you intend to




sell?

THOMAS tries to recall the flavors.







   THOMAS




Strawberry, orange, kiwi, apple, banana and




oh, and lemon.







   DONALD




Well MR. CRAWFORD. I have looked at your plan




and I must admit it is very professional. 




But--





  

   THOMAS

As if expecting rejection




But—-







   DONALD




--Your credit history is very poor. It is 




one of the lowest that has ever crossed my




desk. And although I applaud your efforts





for trying to better yourself, it is too





much of a risk in today’s climate.







   THOMAS




With all due respect MR. DONALD, it is not




as if I am asking for the GNP of the





country, I am asking for ten thousand dollars.




This place must make that in a day.







    DONALD




I’m sorry but I have to decline. It is my job




to access risk.







    THOMAS







   (angry)




All I am asking for is a bit of faith.

He stands up and takes the file off the desk. MR. DONALD offers a hand shake.







    DONALD




If there is anything else please call.







  THOMAS







 (angry)




Have a nice day.   

THOMAS does not accept the hand shake and leaves the office. Out side the door he takes a list from his pocket. He crosses off the first one on the list ‘NewSouth Bank’. There are about eight banks on the list.











  CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE MIDTOWN BANK –- DAY

THOMAS looks at his watch. He enters the bank.











  CUT TO:

INT. BANK OFFICE 2 -- DAY

Another finance manager sits across from THOMAS. The camera is at THOMAS’S view (1st Person).







 MANAGER 2




No.











  CUT TO:

INT. BANK OFFICE 3 – DAY

A fatter manager sits across from THOMAS. He is bald.







 MANAGER 3




I’m sorry but it’s no.











  CUT TO:

INT. BANK OFFICE 4 -- DAY

Another finance manager sits across the desk. He is reading the files. He looks up.







 MANAGER 4




No.











  CUT TO:

INT. BANK OFFICE 5 –- DAY







 MANAGER 5




I would like to say yes—-

THOMAS interrupts.







  THOMAS




But you won’t.







 MANAGER 5




No.











 CUT TO:

INT. BANK OFFICE 6 -- DAY

Another manager sits across from THOMAS.







 MANAGER 6




No.

THOMAS gets up and exits the office. Outside he crosses off all the banks but one.











 CUT TO:

INT. BANK OFFICE 7 -- DAY 

This is the last bank on the list. Across the desk is a younger man, 34. He is looking over the papers that THOMAS has given him.






      MANAGER 7




How many banks have you come to before me?







  THOMAS




Six.

The manager smiles. THOMAS has been rejected so many times he isn’t confident of an approval.







MANAGER 7




And how much of a loan do you need?







  THOMAS




Ten thousand.







MANAGER 7




O.K.







  THOMAS




O.K?







MANAGER 7

You have a deal. The interest rate is going to


be high though.
THOMAS is shocked.







  THOMAS




Um. Wow. Don’t worry it’ll be paid back in half




the time. Is this real? Are you kidding?






MANAGER 7

Happy that THOMAS is happy.




No sir I am not.







  THOMAS




Thank you.




 (beat)




YES. (loudly)







MANAGER 7

Alright. I’ll go and get the forms and we’ll   discuss specific terms and conditions.

 (beat)

Can I get you a cup of coffee?







  THOMAS




Yes... sir. Black.

MANAGER 7 exits the office. THOMAS sits there smiling and cheering under his breath, waving his arms in the air.











    CUT TO:

EXT. BUSY STREET. NYC –- DAY

GIL is manning the stall. Selling drinks. He serves a gentleman in a business suit. THOMAS comes strolling up as if he has no cares in the world.






      GIL






   (excited)




Well. Did we get it?






     THOMAS




Get what?







GIL




The money, you asshole.






     THOMAS




No.







 GIL




DAMN. Motherfuckers. Excuse me language.






      THOMAS

Cant stop smiling.




That’s alright.

THOMAS is grinning.







  GIL




Why the hell are you smiling?






       THOMAS




Well the first six banks turned me down.




  (beat)




But the seventh—







   GIL







(excited)




You lying son of a bitch. We got the money!







 THOMAS




We got the money baby!







THOMAS/GIL




Oh yeah.

The two guys hug in celebration.







  THOMAS




Let’s go tell the others.











   FADE TO:

INT. HOLDENS OFFICE –- NIGHT

HOLDEN is in his office late at night. He is working on the computer. He checks his watch and mutters. There is disused cabinet on the far side. There is a knock at the door.







HOLDEN




Yeah.

MCINTYRE enters the office.






   HOLDEN (Cont’d)




What time do you call this ALEC?






      MCINTYRE

Sorry I’m late. I had to be careful not to
  wake MARY.

MCINTYRE takes a seat on the couch to the right of the door.







 HOLDEN




How is she?






      MCINTYRE




She is doing O.K. Almost back to full health.

MCINTYRE takes off his jacket and loosens his tie.







 HOLDEN




Well give her my best.







MCINTYRE




Thanks STEVEN. She’ll appreciate it.




  (beat)




So what this all about?







 HOLDEN




Hey?







MCINTYRE




Well, what do you need me for?




  (beat)




I thought it might be about the files we





obtained from ELIZABETH’S P.A.







 HOLDEN

But you sent me a fax telling me to meet

   you here.

HOLDEN takes a piece of fax paper off his desk and holds it up. MCINTYRE also takes a piece of paper out of his suit pocket.







MCINTYRE




You mean like his.







 HOLDEN




Holy shit. Lets go. Now!

JOSHUA bursts out of the cabinet. He is wearing a clear plastic sheet. He is brandishing a handgun with a silencer. He unloads two rounds into the chest of MCINTYRE and one round into the head of HOLDEN. Both men lay still on the ground. JOSHUA’S leaves. 











    CUT TO:

INT. FIRE ESCAPE STAIRS -- NIGHT

JOSHUA calmly runs down the stairs and exits through the fire escape.











    CUT TO:

EXT. BACK ENTRANCE. FIRE ESCAPE -- NIGHT

ELIZABETH is waiting for him outside.






    ELIZABETH




Did you do it?






     JOSHUA




It’s done. Were in the clear.






    ELIZABETH




Lets go.











    CUT TO:

INT. HOLDENS OFFICE –- NIGHT

MCINTYRE is still alive. He is crawling along the office floor, leaving a smeared blood stain. We see HOLDEN slumped over the desk, blood pouring from the head wound. He reaches up onto the desk and knocks the phone onto the floor. He slowly types in ‘0’, leaving blood on the phone. 






 SECURITY GUARD (O.S)




Security.







MCINTYRE

Whispered dying.




Help...me. HOLDENS office.






 SECURITY GUARD (O.S)




Sir. Sir.

He lets out one final breath, his eyes close. Blood on the floor. About five seconds pass. The door opens and the guard notices the blood and the two bodies. He dashes over to check for signs of life. He picks up his two-way.






   SECURITY GUARD




FUCKING HELL. JESUS.




 (beat)

(Into 2-way)




SECURITY. APPREHEND ANY SUBJECTS LEAVING





THE PREMISES. I REPEAT APPREHEND ANY





SUBJECTS LEAVING THE PREMISES.











    CUT TO:

EXT. PARKING LOT OUTSIDE BUILDING – NIGHT

JOSHUA and ELIZABETH are walking fast in the parking lot away from the building. A guard, holding a flash light and an Alsatian walk around the corner. He sees the two walking away.







GUARD 2




FREEZE!

ELIZABETH and JOSHUA start running. The guard releases the guard dog, which begins to chase down the two running fugitives. JOSHUA and ELIZABETH get to a high wall. There is no way of escaping without climbing over it. JOSHUA jumps up and pushes his way to the top. ELIZABETH reaches up her hand.






      ELIZABETH




Give me your hand. I cant get up there alone.

JOSHUA looks at ELIZABETH.







ELIZABETH




JOSHUA your hand.

The guard dog comes around the corner, closing in on ELIZABETH.

JOSHUA still doesn’t extend his hand. He is almost enjoying watching ELIZABETH plead with him.







ELIZABETH




PLEASE. HELP ME.

She tries to climb the wall alone, but falls back down.







ELIZABETH




Give me your fucking hand.

The guard dog is closing in. Joshua smiles.







  JOSHUA




I’m sorry baby. Wish me luck.

He jumps over the other side of the wall. The guard dog jumps on ELIZABETH, seizing her arm. The security guard approaches.







ELIZABETH




AHHH. Get off. Get off me!







 JOSHUA




FREEZE LADY! DOWN REX DOWN!!

The dog releases ELIZABETHS arm and lays on the ground. In the background we see an army of police cars arrive. ELIZABETH is on the ground facedown

TIGHT ON ELIZABETHS FACE

ELIZABETHS lifts her face. It is dirty. She is in shock and tearful. The security guard secures her hands in cuffs. 

SLOW MOTION

The police closing in.











   FADE TO:

EXT. BUSY STREET. NYC –- DAY

GIL and THOMAS are selling lemonade from their stall.







    GIL




So when is the money being deposited?

A customer approaches.







  CUSTOMER




One lemonade.

GIL hands her a cup of lemonade. She gives him a dollar.







    GIL




Thank you. Come again.




  (beat)




Well?







   THOMAS




Today at noon. Looking at stores this 





afternoon.







     GIL




Do you want me to come? 







   THOMAS




No. I should be alright. Besides someone needs




to watch the stall.

There is another transaction with a customer. GIL takes the money.







    GIL




Thank you, come again.

SOPHIE walks past.







 GIL (Cont’d)




THOMAS. Isn’t that the girl your gonna’ marry?

THOMAS looks around and sees SOPHIE. He gets embarrassed and goes red.







  THOMAS

(Longingly)




Yes. There she is.







   GIL




Go and talk to her man.







  THOMAS




Hell no.







   GIL




Why not? You’re successful now.







  THOMAS




Not yet. Not yet.







    GIL




If you don’t go now, you might miss your 





chance.







  THOMAS




If I go now I’ll blow my chance.




   (beat)




If it’s meant to be, I’ll see her again.

The two guy’s watch as SOPHIE disappears.







    GIL




I hope your right. I hope your right.

A lady customer is standing waiting for service. THOMAS notices.







  THOMAS




I’m sorry madam. What would you like?







 CUSTOMER




One lemonade please.







  THOMAS




O.K. It’s on the house. For the wait.







 CUSTOMER




Why thank you.







  THOMAS




You’re welcome.











   CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE SMALL VACANT STORE –- DAY (SUNSHINE)

THOMAS, GILL, ROADRUNNER and THE KID are unloading a van that is parked next to a small store on and NYC side street. The store is bare, with white walls. There is a food bar at the back of the room and a door to left of it, leading into a small kitchen area. The guy’s are carrying chairs, tables, signs and other boxes. GIL is in the back of the van handing out boxes to THOMAS who passes it to KID who hands it to ROADRUNNER who is placing it in the store.






    
 GIL (V.O)




Four months after finding the five hundred 




dollars, we began our business in our very




own shop.











   CUT TO:

GIL is standing in the shop looking around at the bare walls, holding a box. He has a big grin on his face. The three other guy’s walk past carrying various boxes.







 GIL (V.O)




It was small, but to the four of us, it





was better than Macy’s. The smell of new





paint, the newly laid floor all added to 





my excitement so much so that I could 





barely keep my concentration.

GIL drops a box. KID walks past.







   KID




Hey GIL. You wanna do some work?







   GIL




Yeah. With you in a minute.







 GIL (V.O)




Yes. I was as happy as a reindeer in the





snow at Christmas. 

ROADRUNNER walks by with a small refrigerator.







   GIL




Let me take that.







 ROADRUNNER




Thanks.











    CUT TO: 

EXT. OUTSIDE STORE. SIDE STREET. NYC – DAY

The store, which is now totally furnished is set up with tables and chairs. The food bar has various products assortment displays and a small fridge sits on the back shelf. The fruit processing equipment is displayed also. There are pictures hanging on the wall, various fruits. The walls have been painted a lemon colored yellow.   

All four guys stand outside and admire their new acquisition.

The camera pans up and we see the sign area above the store is blank.











    CUT TO:

INT. THE SMALL STORE –- NIGHT 

GILL, THOMAS, KID and ROADRUNNER all sit around a table in the new store. There is pizza in the middle of the table. It is late at night and everybody appears tired and frustrated.

 




        GIL




Shit. Can’t any of you boys agree on a name?






     ROADRUNNER




You aint come up with anything good.







  GIL




Maybe the last piece of pizza will stir my




imagination.







  KID




No fuckin’ way. That slice is mine. I’ve 





only had two bits







 THOMAS




Hey hey. Stop the cussing. Whoever comes up




with the best name idea in ten seconds, gets




the last slice.




  (beat)




Fair?







  KID




Sounds fair.







  GIL




Who judges what’s best?







 THOMAS




Me and ERIC.







  GIL




You guys don’t know shit, but seeing as





there is nobody else.







 THOMAS




Alright. Ten seconds... starting now.







  GIL




MR. FRUITY Umm —-

THOMAS and ROADRUNNER laugh.







ROADRUNNER

Almost uncontrollable laughter




MR. FRUITY!!







   KID




Fruit on a stick. Errr... Fruit in a cup!







   GIL




Taste that fruit.

THOMAS and Gil are still laughing.






     GIL (Cont’d)




Hey shut up.







 THOMAS




Two, one, times up.






     ROADRUNNER

Still laughing.




MR FRUITY! I almost pissed myself.







  GIL




What’s wrong with Mr. Fruity?






     ROADRUNNER




It sucks.







  GIL




Damn good name.







 THOMAS




ERIC is right it does suck. But you both





sucked, and KID, what the hell is fruit





on a stick?

They all laugh except KID who looks embarrassed. He lightly chuckles.






     ROADRUNNER




Why would someone buy a piece of fruit on





stick?







   KID

Embarrassed




Might not want to uhhh... get their hands





dirty.

They all laugh.

The laughter dies down.







 THOMAS




Listen, we are not going to come up with a 




name tonight, let’s sleep on it and convene




in the morning.

THE KID yawns and stands up.







   KID




Sounds damn good to me.






      ROADRUNNER




How about tomorrow, to like save space in the




basement, two of us move in here? Out the 




back of course.

All three look to THOMAS







  THOMAS




Should be O.K. Do you think there is enough




room?







    KID




Two fold away beds should fit in there.




  (beat)




It’s only temporary right.







  THOMAS




In about two to three months we should have




enough for a deposit on a small apartment.







 ROADRUNNER




ALRIGHT!!







  THOMAS




But for tonight, we’ll all have to sleep in 




the basement.







    GIL

One last night in the basement.

(Sarcastic)




Kind of emotional.







    ALL




Yeah right.




  (mixture of laughs)

All four guys get up out their chairs and head out towards the exit. GIL looks around again proudly. THOMAS places a hand on his shoulder.







   THOMAS




Congratulations. You deserve it.

GIL smiles at his friend.







    GIL




All because of you.







   THOMAS




Well I couldn’t have done it with out you.




  (beat)




Come on. Lets get back. I’m tired.







    GIL




I’ll be with you in a sec. Just need to drain




the snake.

GIL leaves to go the bathroom in the back of the store. THOMAS exits to the street.











    CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE SMALL STORE –- NIGHT

THOMAS walks out on the street. TONY appears. He is pointing a gun at ROADRUNNER and KID. They have their hands in the air. THE KID is scared, shaking.







 TONY




You fuckers thought you could fuck me over.








     ROADRUNNER







(calmly)




Easy TONY.







  TONY




Shut the fuck up. Now give me your fuckin’




money.

THE KID is silent. THOMAS realizes that is TONY that tried to steal the five hundred dollars four months earlier.







THOMAS




TONY?




 (beat)




What do you think you’re doing?







 TONY




All you motherfuckers tried to screw me.







THOMAS






   (loudly/angry)




What are you talking shit for? You screwed 




yourself. 







 TONY




Just shut your mouth.

TONY points the gun directly at THOMAS’ head.







THOMAS




Alright, take it easy. ERIC give him the money.











    ROADRUNNER




I aint givin’ him shit.







  TONY




Don’t fuck wit me man. I’ll fuck your ass





with lead.







 THOMAS




Do it ERIC. It isn’t worth dying over.

ROADRUNNER puts his hand inside his jacket. At the same time the shop door opens and GIL walks out. TONY looks over at GIL. Seeing TONY’S attention has been diverted ROADRUNNER dives on TONY. He tries to grab the gun it discharges. THOMAS and the KID wrestle TONY to the ground.






       TONY




Get the fuck off me.

THOMAS looks over at GIL. He is slumped against the door. He has been shot in the chest.







THOMAS




GIL!

THOMAS runs over to where GIL is sitting. He is barely alive. THOMAS is panicking.







THOMAS




KID! Call an ambulance.

THE KID gets up from TONY, leaving ROADRUNNER holding him down. The gun is lying out of reach. KID runs out off screen.

TONY thinks they are going to kill him.







 TONY






     (scared)




Fuck man. I didn’t mean it fella’s. It was




an accident.




  (beat)




Don’t hurt me.







THOMAS




GIL. Stay with me. GIL. Hold on!

                    (To TONY)




If anything happens to him, I’ll kill you.




  (beat)




You’re going to be alright. Hang on.

THOMAS opens up GILS shirt. He sees the bullet wound. He tears up as GIL begins to lose consciousness.







THOMAS




Oh my GOD!

He takes off his shirt, wraps it around his hand and presses it against the wound.







THOMAS




Where the fuck is that ambulance.

GIL motions that he wants to speak to THOMAS.







THOMAS




What is it GIL?

TIGHT ON GILS FACE.

GIL is pale. All the color is gone from his face. He is finding it hard to breath.

THOMAS moves closer.







 GIL

Quietly in a dying voice. 




Live your dream.

GIL closes his eyes and dies in THOMAS’ arms.






      THOMAS






     (crying)




No. Stay with me. Don’t go. DON’T GO.

The ambulance and police arrive. The paramedics rush over to GIL. The police close in on TONY and ROADRUNNER.











    CUT TO:

INT. STORE –- NIGHT

THOMAS, KID and ROADRUNNER are sitting around the table. Through the glass window of the store we see GIL’S body in a body bag being placed on a gurney and placed into the ambulance. TONY is being led away by the police in the back of a squad car. The three guy’s are soaking wet and cold. ROADRUNNER is crying, with his face in his hands.






    ROADRUNNER




I’m sorry.

THOMAS puts his hand on his shoulder.






  ROADRUNNER (Cont’d)




It’s all my fault. I killed GIL. ME.







THOMAS

(withdrawn)




TONY fired the gun.







  KID




If I had been quicker getting to a pay phone




then maybe ...







THOMAS

(withdrawn)




Stop this. None of us are to blame. 






      ROADRUNNER

(sobbing)




If I hadn’t of jumped that piece of shit, GIL




would still have been here.

The three guy’s sit in silence.






    THOMAS (V.O)




GIL died my best friend. His death hit us





all hard.

TIGHT ON ERIC






    THOMAS (V.O)

 


ERIC blamed himself, he was never






the same after that. Didn’t speak much.




 (beat)

 


He just couldn’t stand to see someone steal




his hard earned money. 











   CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE THE STORE –- DAY (SUNSHINE)

There is a man on scaffolding finishing the sign above the shop. The sign shows the name of the store and company to be ‘GILBURT SULIVANS’. The man painting the sign is just finishing the last ‘S’. THOMAS is standing watching the man work.






   THOMAS (V.O)




There was only one name that we all could 




agree on.




I think he would have liked it.











  FADE TO:

INT. A LARGE BOARDROOM –- DAY

THOMAS is sitting at the head of the table. He is dressed immaculately in a blue business suit. There are ten men and woman in business suits sitting around the rich mahogany table. Sunshine beams through the window lighting up the room.

FOUR YEARS LATER






     THOMAS






   (cheerful)




Alright. Everybody have a good weekend?







 ALL




Yes sir.






     THOMAS

Good. Good. I played a bit of golf. Well,
   attempted to play a bit of golf.

There are mild laughs from the men and woman in suits.






   THOMAS (Cont’d)




O.K. Any news?







SUIT




Yes sir. We have started to screen our new




commercial, which has received positive





reviews.






     THOMAS




I haven’t seen it yet. Can I see it?






      SUIT




Of course. SAM would you play the tape.

The man in the suit motions to a young man, SAM, 18, obviously an intern, to put the tape in the player. He does. Thomas swings round to view the monitor.

TIGHT ON TELEVISION MONITOR BEHIND THOMAS  

The commercial on the television is set in a large shop. There are waitresses running around taking orders. The shop is very busy. Customers are drinking fruit drinks, eating snacks, happy, they are conversing with each other. There are men and woman in casual wear and business wear. A television voice over man is voicing off screen.






  VOICE OVER (O.S)




Need a place to sit and unwind —-

TIGHT ON WOMAN DRINKING A FRUIT JUICE

A woman, in business attire is smiling, drinking a cup of freshly squeezed fruit juice.






  VOICE OVER (O.S)




-- Relax over a glass of freshly prepared 




fruit
juice --  

TIGHT ON SEVERAL GLASSES OF FRUIT JUICE






  VOICE OVER (O.S)

-- from our wide selection of flavors. Take


it easy with ‘GILBURT SULIVAN’S’--

TIGHT ON A CHILD DRINKING SOME FRUIT JUICE






  VOICE OVER (O.S)




-- The fruity flavor of America.

The man in the suit turns off the television using a remote.






     THOMAS




Very nice. Professional.




  (beat)




Who was the project organizer?

SARAH, 33, raises her hand.







SARAH




It was me sir.






     THOMAS




Ah. Miss THOMPSON. Excellent job.

THOMAS reaches into his pocket and takes out a set of keys. He tosses them in SARAH’S direction. They land on the table and slide up to where she is sitting.






  THOMAS (Cont’d)




For you.






       SARAH




What’s this?






       THOMAS




Every month from now, on the board member who




exhibits hard work and good performance will




receive the keys to a Mercedes SLK convertible.

SARAH looks surprised.







 SARAH




Thank you MR. CRAWFORD

SHE stares at the keys in disbelief.







 THOMAS




Your welcome.




  (beat)




Don’t get too excited you only get to lease 




it for one month. Can’t afford to give away 




a Mercedes every month.




   (laughs)




If you do a good job, you won’t be forgotten.

Everybody in the boardroom looks pleased. They all look at one another as if to say ‘this is great’.

A woman knocks on the boardroom door and enters. She is SANDY, 24, and THOMAS’ personal assistant.

THOMAS swivels on his chair.







  SANDY




Um. Sorry to interrupt. I have a Mr. Parker




on the phone.







 THOMAS




Great. 




  (beat)

I’m sorry would you excuse me.

THOMAS rolls back his chair, gets up and exits the boardroom. He takes the portable telephone from SANDY.







 THOMAS




Thank you Sandy.




  (beat)




KID. How are you buddy?






       KID (O.S)







  (phone)




Pretty good THOMAS. You want to do lunch?



THOMAS looks at his watch.







   THOMAS




Sure. Um. How’s One thirty?







 KID (O.S)




Great. Hampshire’s Restaurant?







   THOMAS




Sounds good. See you soon.







 KID (O.S)

(jokingly)




Don’t work too hard.







   THOMAS




You know me. Bye.

THOMAS re-enters the boardroom.







   THOMAS




O.K. Where were we?

THOMAS closes the large oak boardroom door behind him.











    CUT TO:

INT. LARGE COURTROOM –- DAY

A typical courtroom. The judge is sitting up high in the center of the room. The accused, MRS ELIZABETH JACKSON, is sitting next to her attorney at the front. She is pale. A shell of the strong confident woman we have seen earlier. They sit on the left side of the court and the prosecution sits on the right of the court. There are television cameras at the sides of the room recording the action.

ELIZABETH and her attorney are in conversation. The attorney stands up.






    DEF. ATTORNEY




Your Honor, I would like to call MRS ELIZABETH




JACKSON to the stand.

There are murmurs from the gallery.







  JUDGE







 (firmly)




Quiet please.

The noise dies down






     JUDGE (Cont’d)




MRS. JACKSON, you understand that if you





testify, you will be open to cross






examination.







 DEF. ATTORNEY




My client understands your honor.

The judge motions to ELIZABETH to take the stand.







    JUDGE




MRS. JACKSON, if you will.

ELIZABETH stands up walks over to the witness stand, enters and takes a seat.

The bailiff approaches with a bible. He holds it out. ELIZABETH places her hand on it.







   BAILIFF

(formal tone)




Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole





truth and nothing but the truth so help you




God?







  ELIZABETH




I do.

She removes her hand from the Bible.







    JUDGE




Witness has been sworn in. You may proceed.

ELIZABETHS defense attorney, 51, stands. He is thin man, graying hair, glasses.







 DEF. ATTORNEY




MRS. JACKSON, could you please tell the court




what happened on the evening of March 3rd.

ELIZABETH is sweating. She is very nervous.







    ELIZABETH




Um. Yes. Can I get some water?

The bailiff brings some water over to ELIZABETH.







ELIZABETH




Thank You.




  (takes a sip)




JOSHUA told me to wait down stairs. He said




he was going to speak to STEVEN and ALEC —-

Defense attorney interrupts –-






    DEF. ATTORNEY




-- Your partners, STEVEN HOLDEN and ALEC





MCINTYRE.







ELIZABETH




Yes.






    DEF. ATTORNEY




So it was he that deceived you. You believed 




that MR. BUCKLEY was going to talk to your




business partners.







ELIZABETH




Yes.






    DEF. ATTORNEY




And what was the reason for the conversation?







ELIZABETH




JOSHUA had discovered some papers that showed




financial irregularities within the company.






    DEF. ATTORNEY




These papers would have proved a felony charge




among the three partners.






      ELIZABETH




Um. Yes






    DEF. ATTORNEY




Is it true that your self and MR. BUCKLEY were




involved romantically?







ELIZABETH




We were in love. Or at least I thought we were.






    DEF. ATTORNEY




You were so much in love with this man you 




would have believed anything he said.







ELIZABETH




Yes. I did.

Attorney turns to face the jury.






    DEF. ATTORNEY




This man. JOSHUA ALEXANDER BUCKLEY, a history




of abuse against woman, a con artist, tricked




the defendant into taking her husbands money.




  (beat)

 


He could not stand to see all his hard work,




he had spent coning my client, thrown down 




the drain.




  (beat)




MRS. JACKSON did you know that this man, your




lover had this criminal history? Fraud and




theft?






      ELIZABETH




No I did not.






    DEF. ATTORNEY




Would you have continued your relationship had




you known of this?







ELIZABETH




No.






    DEF. ATTORNEY




No further questions you honor.







  JUDGE




Your witness.

The judge motions to the prosecution.






    ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




MRS. CRAWFORD. You say you loved MR. BUCKLEY.







 ELIZABETH




Very much so.






    ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




And you also claim that it was he who persuaded




you to transfer all your husband’s wealth into a



joint bank account for you and MR. BUCKLEY.







 ELIZABETH




That’s also correct.






    ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




But... you have a history of doing this. Way




before you even met Mr. BUCKLEY.







 ELIZABETH




That was different.






    ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




How exactly? Although you had your first husband,



MR. THOMAS CRAWFORD, sign the financial papers,




there were question marks as to whether his 




signature was gained illegally.

Defense attorney stands.






      DEF. ATTORNEY

Objection. Your honor. That matter was 
     decided by the court that there was no wrong 
 doing on the part of my client.






       JUDGE




Sustained. Rephrase the question or move on.






   ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




I’ll withdraw it your honor.




  (beat)




These papers that you claim Mr. BUCKLEY found.




They would have placed you squarely in the 




frame, for embezzlement and accounting fraud.







ELIZABETH




I had no idea that was the case.






   ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




Aren’t you the company financial director?







ELIZABETH




Yes.






   ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




Well wouldn’t you know? The one person in the




entire organization that would know if the 




company had hidden 25 million dollar losses




from stockholders.







ELIZABETH




I had nothing to do with that.






   ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




So who could have done it?






      ELIZABETH




Well. The only other people who could 





manipulate that kind of money would have 





been STEVEN and ALEC.






   ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




The deceased.

ELIZABETH doesn’t show any emotion.






   ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




I believe that you and the infamous MR. BUCKLEY




were planning to run away together with your




husbands money. But when you saw a chance to




screw the partners you hated for four years




out of their company, you couldn’t resist. 






       ELIZABETH




No.






   ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




There was just one problem. You timed it wrong.




The malpractices in your company were going to




be revealed before you had a chance to trick




your loving husband into signing all the 





necessary financial papers. You stated that the




‘stupid son of a bitch lost the remaining form’.






    ELIZABETH

(crying)

No. You’re wrong.






  ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




You tell JOSHUA. He can’t stand to see his 




portion of the money get taken away, because




all the time he is coning you. So one of





you decides that the only way out, is to





kill your partners. Say the fraud and embezzlement



was all their doing.




  (beat)




You waited outside, to check that no one came up 



the fire escape steps, while your lover murdered



your partners.




  (beat)




But in a twist of irony, Mr. BUCKLEY did not kill



Mr. MCINTYRE instantly and he crawled in agony,




fifteen feet, to the phone for help, raising the



alarm.




  (beat)




You both try to escape on foot, but are spotted




by a security guard, who testified earlier.






     ELIZABETH




That is a lie.






    ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




JOSHUA realizes that if he is to get away then he



has to let you be caught. Quite the gentleman.




 (beat)




And so, he withdraws his hand. Leaving you to 




the mercy of the guard dog.







ELIZABETH

(sobbing uncontrollably)




I didn’t kill them. I DIDN’T KILL THEM.






    ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




The thing is MRS JACKSON. Your husband had 




already mailed the missing form to the bank.




He had no idea that he was mailing away his




financial life. All he did was love you and




trust you, just like your first husband, and




you sucked them dry and spat them out.

ELIZABETH continues to sob.











   CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE ENTRANCE. HAMPSHIRES RESTAURANT –- DAY

THOMAS is waiting outside the restaurant. Lots of busy people walking quickly, pass by. THOMAS sees a newspaper dispenser outside the restaurant. He delves into his pockets and digs out two quarters. THE KID walks up. He is wearing a sharp black, groomed and carrying a briefcase. THOMAS bends over and purchases a newspaper. KID taps him on the shoulder. TURNS looks around.







  THOMAS




KID! How are you doing buddy?

The two guy’s shake hands.







   KID




I now own and manage this restaurant.







  THOMAS




You own Hampshire’s.







   KID




Yeah. For about a month now.




  (beat)




Just so I can get free food.



   
  (smiles)

THOMAS lightly laughs.







  THOMAS




You want to eat. I’m starving.







    KID




Sure. Lead on.

KID opens the door for THOMAS. THOMAS looks at the paper on the way in. He stops in the doorway.







  THOMAS




TERRANCE.

KID turns around.







   KID




Yeah.







  THOMAS




I’ve got to go. I’m sorry we’ll have lunch




tomorrow.

THOMAS drops the paper on the ground. He walks down the street and waves his hand to hail a taxi. A yellow cab pulls up. THOMAS opens the door.







  THOMAS

(To KID)




I’ll call you.

TIGHT ON FRONT PAGE OF NEWSPAPER.

A picture of ELIZABETH is on the front page, she is pictured in the dock of a courtroom. The headline states ‘EXECUTIVE ACCUSED OF MURDERING PARTNERS- ACCOMPLICE STILL MISSING’.











    CUT TO:

INT. LARGE COURTROOM –- DAY

It is at the end of the day. The courtroom is almost full as the verdict should be announced by the jury. ELIZABETH is sitting down next to her attorney. She is almost white. The attorney for the prosecution is delivering his final argument. 





      ATTORNEY FOR PROS.




MRS. JACKSON has shown no remorse for her





actions. She willfully participated in





the murder of two of her colleagues for her




own financial benefit. 




  (beat)




These two men left behind eight grandchildren,




six of them are less then three years old.




They will never know their grandfather.

A young couple begin to cry in the gallery. They are obviously the children of MR. HOLDEN or MR. MCINTYRE.




  (beat)




I ask you, ladies and gentleman of the jury




to return a guilty verdict, for murder in





the first degree.




  (beat)




Thank you.






      JUDGE




Ladies and gentleman of the jury would you




please retire to the deliberation room to





consider your verdict. Weigh up all the





evidence you have heard in the last two





weeks and return a verdict that you believe




in.




 (beat)




Court is in recess.






     BAILIFF




All rise.

Everybody in the court rises and the jury exits to the deliberation room.











 CUT TO:

INT. DELIBERATION ROOM –- DAY

The jury members sit around a table. There is a jug of iced water in the middle of the table. The jury is made up of a mixture of men and woman. Some are of ethnic origin, some a big and some are small.

The jury members are deep in conversation. All we hear are little statements or phrases.






 JURY MEMBER 1




It is possible that she had no idea ...

Time passes.






JURY MEMBER 2




With her history she had to know ...











    CUT TO:

INT. LARGE COURTROOM -- DAY

The jury are returning from deliberation. THOMAS enters the courtroom and sits at the back. ELIZABETH is watching the jury come in and sees THOMAS dressed in his business suit. She smiles he doesn’t flinch. THOMAS looks down at his wedding ring, he removes it, holding it in his palm.






       JUDGE




Ladies and gentleman of the jury have you





reached a verdict, upon which you all





agree.

Each member of the jury stands up individually and speaks.






  JURY MEMBER 1-12




Agree.







 JUDGE




Would the foreman please stand.

The foreman stands.




How do find the defendant on count 1,





murder in the first degree?

THOMAS clenches his fist tight around the ring.






      FOREMAN




GUILTY!

There is a huge amount of noise from the gallery. There are some tears, some cheers, some screams.

THOMAS looks down and closes his eyes. He is sad. He stands up. ELIZABETH sees him stand. Shocked with tears in her eyes.






    ELIZABETH






     (shouts)




THOMAS!!

THOMAS looks right at her, then turns away and exits the courtroom.

ELIZABETH is left there.











    CUT TO:

EXT. COURTHOUSE STEPS –- DUSK

THOMAS walks down the steps. He has his wedding ring in his hand. A large fountain stands outside the courthouse. THOMAS walks over to it. He looks at it one more time and throws it into the water. 

TIGHT ON RING

We see the ring float to the bottom of the fountain.

THOMAS has put his old life behind him. He walks away from the courthouse, briefcase in hand. He is still dressed in his blue suit.











    CUT TO:

EXT. QUIET SIDE STREET NYC. –- DUSK

THOMAS slowly proceeds down the street, contemplating what just happened. He is not happy but he isn’t really sad either. He looks at an old car parked on the road. On his way passed he sees a man lying on the back seat. It’s ANDREW JACKSON. He’s looks like he is dirty and unclean. He is unshaven and his hair is tangled.






       THOMAS




ANDY is that you?

ANDY sits up and looks at THOMAS through the window.







  ANDY




THOMAS?







  THOMAS




Yes.

ANDY steps out of the car.







   ANDY

(Awkward speaking)




You look good.







  THOMAS




You don’t.







   ANDY




Hey THOMAS, you haven’t got any money for me




have you? You heard what happened to me?







  THOMAS







 (angry)




You and my wife did the same thing to me.





Why the fuck should I help you?







   ANDY




I don’t blame you for being angry.







  THOMAS




Well thank you very much for that. I had to 




live on the street for four months because




of you.

ANDY begins to cry.







   ANDY




I’m sorry THOMAS. If I could take it back I 




would. I was in love with her.







  THOMAS




That’s no damn excuse.

THOMAS walks off. ANDY is left sobbing. THOMAS takes about five steps. He stops. We hear ANDY sobbing in the background. THOMAS looks upset himself. He walks back to ANDY.







  THOMAS




ANDY. I never want to see your face again.

THOMAS reaches in to his jacket pocket and pulls out his wallet.







THOMAS (Cont’d)




Here is five hundred dollars. Use it wisely.

He gives him the money. THOMAS leaves.







   ANDY

(shouted at THOMAS)




Thank you.

THOMAS tears up as he walks off. He looks up and notices SOPHIE is standing, waiting for a bus, across the street. THOMAS smiles. He walks over to a car mirror and checks how he looks. He breathes on his hand. Finally he walks over to SOPHIE.

We see the two talk from across the street.










    LONG FADE TO:

INT. SMALL STORE –- DAY (2 years earlier)

TIGHT ON ROADRUNNER

ROADRUNNER is sitting around the table. He is laughing and joking with the other four guy’s. he is drinking a glass of fruit juice.






   GIL (V.O)




ERIC, the ROADRUNNER, MICHEALS sold his





share of GILBURT SULIVAN’S after eighteen 




months for eight hundred thousand dollars.




He invested his money in the stock market 




and after ten years he lost over half in 





the collapse of the dot com industry.




  (beat)




Months later he met his wife and had 





six children. All girls. 




  (beat)

After his last child was born he started



his own internet auction site. Meepmeep.com 


He made back most of the money he lost.  

(beat)

At the age of 56, THE RUNNER went to get



gas at a local gas station. He got into



an argument with another customer and 



was stabbed fourteen times in the chest.



He left behind his wife and six kids.

TIGHT ON KID

The KID is laughing and joking along with GIL, THOMAS and ROADRUNNER. He falls off his chair backwards. The other guys laugh at his misfortune. The KID doesn’t worry and begins again to have a good time.






    GIL (V.O) 




TERRANCE PARKER. Nicknamed the KID was the 




youngest member of the group. He had been





on the streets since he was thirteen. We





never found out why, wasn’t our business.




  (beat)




He sold part of his share in the company





to THOMAS and reinvested it in his own





restaurant. Turns out he was quite the chef.




  (beat)




The KID made his first million by the time




he was twenty eight.




  (beat)




He still lives in New York, with his fiancé.











    CUT TO:

EXT. BUSY STREET. NEW HOMELESS SHELTER –DAY

We see THOMAS cutting a red ribbon to open a new homeless shelter. He is shaking the hands of everybody he can. There is a large crowd with photographers taking pictures and people clapping and cheering.






    GIL (V.O)




THOMAS CRAWFORD. My best friend.




  (beat)




THOMAS was named the 102nd richest man in





America. He donated most of his wealth into




homeless projects and because of his efforts




he cut homelessness in New York down by





twenty two percent.











   CUT TO:

EXT. STEPS OF MAYOR’S OFFICES. NYC –- DAY

THOMAS is receiving a large gold key, in a red presentation case. He is shaking the hand of the mayor of New York. Photographers are taking his picture.






     GIL (V.O)




New York loved him so much, that the mayor




presented him the key to the city.










          CUT TO:

EXT. NYC SUBURB –- DAY (SUNSHINE)

It is a bright sunny day in the middle of summer. We see shots of a quiet neighborhood. Children are playing in the street, smiling, happy.






     GIL (V.O)




All THOMAS ever wanted was a simple life. 




His small house, a wife that loved him and




who he loved twice as much, his two 





children, a boy and a girl, and his
dog 





OSCAR –-

The camera pans from the smiling children to THOMAS’ backyard. He is playing in the garden with his two children. His wife, SOPHIE, watches on. There is a pool in the garden. He grabs the hose and begins spraying them playfully. The children’s faces are full with laughter. The dog begins to try and bite the spray. THOMAS, SOPHIE and the two children are smiling and joyful.






    GIL (V.O)




My friend lived his dream.

TIGHT ON THOMAS

Thomas is smiling as last he is truly happy.

FADE OUT

Roll credits.

