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EXT. DOWNTOWN STREET - DAY. 


DAMIEN OLIVER, a man in his thirties, walks quickly down the sidewalk.



Tall office buildings flank the street. Traffic moves continuously in both
directions.



Oliver enters the premises of a jeweller.



CUT TO:




MEDIUM SHOT - SHOP SIGN. 


A garish red and gold sign says, “JACK HUGHES GOLD AND DIAMONDS.”



CUT TO:




INT JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Oliver steps up to a display counter.



A man in his fifties, JACK HUGHES, stands behind the counter.



HUGHES



Good morning Damien.



OLIVER



I need to talk to you.



Hughes sighs.



HUGHES



Of course you do.



Oliver angles his head and squints slightly.



A man, NATHAN GLOVER, and a woman, ELLEN LAWLOR, enter the shop behind Oliver.
Glover’s hair is slicked back. He has applied just enough gel to hold his
hair in position. It looks slightly damp rather than greasy.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



(quietly to Oliver)



Not now.



OLIVER



I’m out.



Hughes moves away from Oliver.



HUGHES



Good morning. Can I help you? Let me guess. An engagement ring? Or a wedding
ring?



Glover and Lawless exchange glances and smile.



GLOVER



Ah. Well. We’re just looking at this stage.



HUGHES



Yes of course. It’s a major investment. Did someone refer you to me?



Oliver stands and stares down into the lit display case.



Hughes turns to Oliver.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



Mr Oliver, I will talk to you at noon. Can you come by then?



Oliver continues to stare into the display case. He sniffs the air and looks
thoughtful. His expression indicates that he smells something strong.



LAWLOR



Nobody referred us. We read a review on the internet that said your prices were
reasonable.



HUGHES



That they are. So it must be an engagement ring that you’re looking for.



LAWLOR



Why do you say that?



HUGHES



Because you’re not wearing one. If you were, I’d say you wanted a
wedding ring. Most people don’t buy jewelry on a regular basis, only for
special ocasions. I’ll take a guess and say that you’re not married,
yet.



Glover smiles.



GLOVER



Yes. That’s true.



HUGHES



So I’ll show you some engagement rings then?



Lawlor nods her head.



LAWLOR



Yes please.



Oliver turns around and exits the shop. He does not look at the couple.



CUT TO:




EXT. DOWNTOWN STREET - DAY. 


Damien Oliver walks away from the jewelry shop. He goes in the direction from
which he came.



OLIVER



Come back at noon.



(scolding himself)



It’s your own fault. You got yourself into this.



(replying to himself)



No. I didn’t. I didn’t do anything. He’s got nothing on me. I
just can’t prove it. That’s all.



(scolding)



Yeah. He’s got you. No sense complaining about your choices now. You have
to follow through.



(replying)



I can’t do this.



Oliver walks down the sidewalk muttering to himself.



He stops.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



No.



(pause)



No. No. No. I’m out.



Oliver turns around and walks in the opposite direction.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



(arguing with himself)



He’ll never let you out.



(reacting to himself)



Who’s side are you on?



(replying)



I’m just telling it like it is.



CUT TO:




EXT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Oliver stands at the door and tries the handle. The door is locked.



OLIVER



Where has he gone?



(arguing with himself)



Go home. Come back at noon.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


The salesroom is empty.



The door to the street opens. Damien Oliver enters.



OLIVER



I’m back.



Hughes steps into the salesroom from the back room.



HUGHES



They were losers just like you.



OLIVER



Who were?



HUGHES



That couple that came in when you were here.



OLIVER



Wanted what they couldn’t afford? That doesn’t make them losers. It
makes them poor.



HUGHES



What was so important that you wanted to talk to me about?



OLIVER



I want out.



Hughes laughs.



HUGHES



Can’t help you.



OLIVER



I’m getting cold feet.



Hughes smiles.



HUGHES



What do you want me to do about it? A deal’s a deal.



OLIVER



I need to renegotiate.



Hughes shakes his head.



HUGHES



There’s nothing to negotiate. You do the job, or I tell the police about
your nasty needs, and I take your box and say sayonara.



OLIVER



I’m out, and I haven’t done what you think I did.



Hughes shakes his head.



HUGHES



Yes. You did. And you still do I’m sure. And No. You’re not out.
I’ll see you at six.



Oliver starts to shake as if he were having a seizure. He clenches his fists and
steadies himself.



Hughes grimaces and scratches his head.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



(to himself)



What a basket case.



Oliver spins around and leaves the shop.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. JEWELRY SHOP - NIGHT. 


A white van is parked at the curb. A middle aged man, CARL ZINTZ, sits in the
driver’s seat with the engine idling. The rear doors are open. Zintz is
visibly older than Hughes.



Oliver and Hughes appear at the back of the van. They carry a black box. They
load it into the van. Hughes closes the doors.



CUT TO:




EXT. TWO-LANE HIGHWAY - NIGHT. 


The van passes. Its headlights illuminate the road ahead. The highway is
bordered by darkened fields.



CUT TO:




EXT. RURAL GRAVEL ROAD - NIGHT. 


Zintz drives the van toward a lone yellow brick, two-story, Victorian farmhouse
set back from the road.



CUT TO:




EXT. FARMHOUSE - NIGHT. 


Zintz drives up the dirt track driveway of the house and stops. The men get out
of the van.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE HALLWAY - NIGHT. 


To the left is a living room. We see sheer white curtains hanging in the window.
Moonlight casts a slight glow onto a hardwood floor. In front of us is the front
door.



The lock of the door rattles. The door opens. Zintz walks into the hallway. He
carries two overnight bags and puts them on the floor. He flips the light
switch. The hallway is illuminated.



Hughes and Oliver come through the open door carrying the black box.



Zintz exits and closes the door behind him.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Hughes and Oliver put down the box on the hardwood floor. The box has wheels.
The living room is empty but for a single old brown couch. The men sit on it.



OLIVER



What happens now?



HUGHES



We wait for the delivery. Are you hungry? There’s bacon and eggs in the
fridge.



OLIVER



No thanks.



Hughes walks out of the room.



Oliver rolls the black box toward him. He dials the combination on a lock that
hangs from a latch. He lifts the lid, looks at the contents of the box, and then
closes the lid. He locks the latch and rolls the box to the end of the couch.



Oliver sits back. He pulls out his phone and reads something. He loses interest
after a few moments and puts the phone away.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



(loud enough for Hughes to hear in the kitchen)



I’m going outside.



CUT TO:




EXT. FARMHOUSE FRONT LAWN - NIGHT. 


Oliver stands on the grass under the moonlight. In the distance to his left the
intersection of the gravel road with the two-lane highway is visible.



Hughes steps outside.



OLIVER



How long is this going to take?



HUGHES



As long as it takes.



OLIVER



Who’s place is this?



HUGHES



Zintz’s. His family were some of the original settlers here.



OLIVER



Is the john upstairs?



HUGHES



Yes. Don’t leave a mess.



OLIVER



Is there more than bacon and eggs in the house?



Oliver goes inside before Hughes answers.



HUGHES



(talking loudly)



There’s a supermarket in the next town.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE WATER CLOSET - NIGHT. 


The house is old enough to have separate rooms for bath and toilet. The water
closet is a small room containing only the toilet.



Oliver sits on the toilet with his trousers around his knees. He stares into
space.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. OLIVER’S APARTMENT [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Oliver stands before a bulletin board with various papers pinned to it. He truns
around and walks to his couch. HOLLY EVES, a woman in her thirties and
Oliver’s girlfriend, sits on the couch. She reads a paperback.



EVES



(slightly teasing)



Another clue to the mystery?



OLIVER



Yes. Another woman was robbed of her purse.



EVES



Hardly seems worth it.



OLIVER



That’s what makes it interesting. It’s not a kid or a homeless
person or a druggie. It’s somebody who likes robbing old ladies for kicks.



EVES



How do you know?



OLIVER



It’s someone who dresses respectably and smells nice.



EVES



I don’t remember that in the news.



OLIVER



It was. Strong cologne.



EVES



That’s not nice.



OLIVER



That’s the only reason we know that the robberies were committed by the
same person. There are no security cameras on the floodplain of the river.



EVES



Maybe it’s a homeless person using cologne to cover up the fact that he
hasn’t washed.



OLIVER



Where would a homeless person get cologne? It’s somebody well groomed,
someone with slicked-back hair.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE WATER CLOSET - DAY. 


Oliver purses his lips.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. JEWELRY SHOP [FLASHBACK] - DAY. 


Oliver stands in the shop and stares into the display case.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP [FLASHBACK] - OLIVER’S NOSE. 


Oliver sniffs the air.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. FARMHOUSE FRONT LAWN - NIGHT. 


Hughes stands with his arms akimbo on the front lawn. Through an open second
floor window we clearly hear a toilet flush in the silence of the night.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Oliver and Hughes sit on the old brown couch. Hughes reads a newspaper. Oliver
watches video on his phone. He wears earbuds.



Headlights illuminate the living room sheers.



Both men look up. Hughes smiles. Oliver grimaces and puts his phone away.



HUGHES



The delivery has arrived.



Hughes slaps his knee and stands.



Oliver stands.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



Time to do your trick monkey.



Oliver wipes his palms on his jeans.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Oliver and Hughes stand at the window. Through the sheers, they watch a pickup
truck drive up to the house. Hughes and Oliver are bathed in the glow of the
headlights.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE BASEMENT - NIGHT. 


Carl Zintz, Damien Oliver, and Jack Hughes stand in the basement. The black box
sits on the floor. Zintz carries a steel lunchbox in one hand.



The basement is bare but for a furnace and ductwork. The floor and walls are
poured concrete. The floor joists sit just above the level of the heads of the
men standing in the basement. One bare light bulb mounted on a joist illuminates
the scene.



OLIVER



This is the most stable surface in the building.



Oliver opens the black box. It contains various tools and fixtures in stainless
steel.



ZINTZ



What’s all that shit?



HUGHES



It’s his gear.



ZINTZ



I’ve seen people cut diamonds before. They didn’t have this shit,
and they didn’t do it on my basement floor. They couldn’t do it on
my basement floor.



OLIVER



I’m the only one who has this. I invented it. This is a computer
controlled laser cutter, polisher, and engraver in one portable unit. I’m
trying to sell the rights to it, but it’s for a specialist market. No
manufacturer is interested yet.



Oliver sits on the floor. He sets up his equipment on the concrete and adjusts
it while he talks.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



The truth is I haven’t actually approached manufacturers in the industry
because they’ll just make a knock-off. At least they’ll try to. The
people I’ve talked to make laboratory equipment, and they weren’t
convinced it was worth their while. Not yet anyway. They’re smart people,
so I’m not sure hoping they’ll do a little research and realize
they’ll disrupt the market with this baby. Also, they can patent it. I
tried, but I gave up when I found out you have to get an expensive lawyer. I
spent all my money making this thing.



HUGHES



Industry players? What are you? A bigshot? You sound like an idiot.
You’re just a boy genius with problems. You came to me in desperation. I
gave you the money you needed to finish this thing. This is my contraption, not
yours.



Olivers face registers anger. He starts to shake, but the shaking immediately
subsides.



OLIVER



OK. Where’s the diamond?



Zintz puts the lunchbox on the floor.



HUGHES



Let me see that.



Hughes bends down and picks up the lunchbox. He opens it. Inside is a ball of
soft cloth. He unwraps the cloth to reveal a rough diamond the size of a large
marble with a distinctly blue hue. He pulls out his loup from a pocket.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



(jovially)



That’s a diamond all right. A big blue diamond. It’s got a nice ID
engraved on it.



OLIVER



Not for long.



HUGHES



Don’t mess this up. Remember what’s on the line.



ZINTZ



There will be consequences if you screw this up.



Oliver sighs.



OLIVER



I’ve never actually used it on a jewel-quality gem before. I don’t
have the means, but a diamond is a diamond chemically speaking.



ZINTZ



(concerned)



What?



HUGHES



Relax. I’m not a moron. I’ve seen it work. We tried it on a bunch of
shitty stones in my shop. It’s actually kind of amazing.



Hughes hands the diamond to Oliver.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - LASER CUTTER. 


The diamond is secured by clamps into the device. The device moves the diamond
in front of a highly focused but invisible laser beam. When the laser strikes
the diamond, it glows. Smoke rises from the diamond.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE BASEMENT - NIGHT. 


Zintz and Hughes sit on their haunches. Oliver crouches over the machine. The
three men wear dark protective glasses. The laser continues to cut the diamond.



OLIVER



The computer has determined the shape that will maintain the largest finished
mass. It will have two hundred facets.



ZINTZ



What about refraction? Will it sparkle more?



OLIVER



Definitely. Like a disco ball. Is this Gem from the Northwest Territories?



ZINTZ



Don’t worry about where it’s from.



Oliver chuckles.



OLIVER



I know where it’s from. I’m just making conversation. The ID and the
color give it away.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE BASEMENT - NIGHT. 


The laser shuts off. The machine whirs and whines to a stop.



OLIVER



It’s done.



The men take off their protective glasses.



HUGHES



Let me see it.



OLIVER



It’s too hot to handle.



Oliver raises his hands to cover his face. Hughes and Zintz watch Oliver.



HUGHES



What’s the matter with you?



Hughes laughs.



Oliver removes his hands from his eyes. He bends over with his hands on his
thighs. He breathes heavily.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



(to Zintz)



Don’t mind him. He’s having a panic attack. He has them all the
time. There’s something deeply wrong with this one. He’s afraid of
everything.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE KITCHEN - DAY. 


The kitchen has a decades old formica-topped steel table with matching chairs
and a gold refrigerator and stove. The cupboards have their doors removed. The
floor is wide hardwood planks.



Zintz and Oliver sit at opposite ends of the table. Hughes cooks at the stove.
Zintz and Oliver drink from mugs.



OLIVER



I don’t want any.



HUGHES



Suit yourself.



Oliver stands and walks to the fridge.



OLIVER



Hey. There’s an avocado in here.



He pulls out the avocado.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



It’s ripe.



ZINTZ



That’s mine. I’ll split it with you.



Oliver cuts the avocado in two with a knife and nudges the pit into the garbage.
He puts a half in front of Zintz, gets a spoon from a drawer, and sits down. He
salts his avocado half with a cellar that sits on the table.



Hughes slides bacon, eggs, mushrooms, cherry tomatoes, and potatoes from a large
skillet onto two plates. He puts a plate in front of Zintz and sits down.



OLIVER



(pleased with himself)



That machine is the shit. I am one clever guy for inventing it.



(pause)



You know, I just suddenly realized something. I’m not going to take your
shit anymore. You don’t really have anything to hold over my head.



Oliver eats a spoonful of avocado.



HUGHES



Is that so?



OLIVER



I think that if you told the police what you think I did, they would just ignore
you.



ZINTZ



What did he do?



HUGHES



Sick stuff. He’s a mugger of old ladies. They’re the only ones that
still carry cash.



ZINTZ



That’s not nice. What’s the matter with you? You get off on scaring
old ladies?



Oliver shakes his head slowly several times.



Hughes shrugs his shoulders.



OLIVER



No. Bullshit.



HUGHES



If I told the police what I know, they would be forced to arrest you.



OLIVER



I’m sure they would talk to me, but you can’t arrest someone on
hearsay. If you accuse me of a crime without evidence, I have a case for fraud.



HUGHES



It’s not hearsay. I have evidence, and it’s compelling. So do what
you’re told and shut up.



Zintz pushes his uneaten avocado half away from him.



ZINTZ



Let’s get rid of him now.



Oliver sighs. He finishes his avocado half and takes Zintz’s rejected half
in hand. He salts it.



OLIVER



I’m here for the money, not because you have anything on me.



Hughes gets up from the table and walks to the door that leads to the basement.
We hear him walk down the wooden steps.



We hear him walk back up to the kitchen. He appears with a sledgehammer in hand.



Oliver’s face registers concern.



Zintz stands up from the table.



ZINTZ



I’m not sure this is a good idea.



HUGHES



You’re the one who said we should get rid of him.



ZINTZ



That’s not what I meant. I meant let’s take him back to the city.



HUGHES



Relax.



Hughes walks into the living room. Oliver stands up.



We hear Hughes hammer the portable diamond processor.



Oliver rushes from the table.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE LIVING ROOM - DAY. 


Oliver runs up to Hughes and grasps him around the midriff before he can raise
the hammer again. Hughes struggles to free himself.



Zintz comes into the room. He stands and watches.



HUGHES



Your toy is broken now purse snatcher.



Oliver says nothing. He holds on to Hughes tightly.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



(annoyed)



Carl, get him off me.



Zintz steps forward and takes the sledgehammer from Hughes’s hand. Oliver
tries to kick the sledgehammer.



Zintz steps back and swings the hammer at Oliver’s head. Oliver moves
Hughes in the way of the hammer. Zintz pulls the hammer to the side so that he
misses Hughes. The hammer strikes the floor.



Oliver holds Hughes to face Zintz. Hughes kicks backwards at Oliver.



Zintz brings the sledgehammer up suddenly between Hughes’s legs and into
Oliver’s crotch. Hughes jumps up to avoid the hammer head. At the same
time, Oliver lets go of Hughes.



Hughes grabs the sledgehammer and swings the hammer at Oliver’s head.
Oliver raises his hands to stop the hammer, but its momentum causes it to pivot
and hit him in the head.



Oliver sinks to the floor, dazed. He closes his eyes.



Zintz shakes his head in disgust.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



I’ll finish him off and bury him with his machine.



ZINTZ



Not around here you won’t.



HUGHES



I know a place.



ZINTZ



You better do it right away in case he bleeds on my floor.



HUGHES



Really? That’s what you’re worried about?



ZINTZ



DNA.



Hughes grabs Oliver’s ankles and drags him toward the front door. Zintz
walks ahead and opens it.



CUT TO:




EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY. 


Hughes drags Oliver onto the front lawn.



ZINTZ



You’re not using my van.



Hughes stands up.



HUGHES



(calmly)



Listen. What else can I use?



ZINTZ



And he can’t just lie on my front lawn where everyone can see him.



HUGHES



There’s nobody anywhere near enough to see him. What do you want me to do?



ZINTZ



Figure something out. Call someone. This is entirely your problem. I want him
gone before noon. The buyer will be here some time after that.



Hughes straddles Oliver and puts his hand over his nose.



HUGHES



He’s out like a light. Let’s roll him up in a blanket. We’ll
put him and his box into the back of the van. I’ll drive him to this place
I know. You can stay here.



Zintz stands and thinks.



ZINTZ



Dirty up the license plates. Why do you want to put him in a blanket?



HUGHES



So nobody looking in will see him.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. RURAL ROAD - DAY. 


Hughes drives the van toward concrete bollards that block a disused road. He
drives carefully around the bollards onto the road.



The tarmac is cracked. Old trees overhang the road. Tall brush borders it.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. VAN - DAY. 


We see over Hughes’s shoulder into the back of the van. Oliver lies on the
floor wrapped in a blanket. His hair is visible. Oliver’s head turns from
side to side. He says something that is muffled.



Hughes stops the van and looks over his shoulder.



HUGHES



(loudly)



Shut up.



Oliver tries to wriggle out of the blanket but only manages to free his head. He
moans.



Hughes climbs between the front bucket seats and into the rear of the van. He
sits on Oliver. Oliver blinks his eyes. He appears to struggle to focus on
Hughes. Hughes wraps his hands around Oliver’s throat. Hughes presses his
thumbs against Oliver’s windpipe.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



If you had your full strenth, Mr Oliver, I don’t think I could manage
this, but as it is, I think I can.



(pause)



What do you have on you? A wallet and keys probably. Must remember to take the
wallet to make it harder to identify you.



Hughes lets go of Oliver’s neck.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



There. Bye-bye Mr Oliver. Thanks for cutting our diamond. You did a wonderful
job.



CUT TO:




EXT. DISUSED ROAD - DAY. 


Hughes has dug a shallow trench in the ditch at the side of the road. He has
essentially just made the trench deeper. He stands before it and looks it over.
His face expresses doubt, but the sweat on his brow tell us that he is loathe to
do more work.



Hughes returns to the van with the shovel. The rear doors are open. Hughes
slides the shovel beside Oliver.



OLIVER



I feel terrible. Where are we? Is this the delivery point? What do you criminals
call it, the place of rendezvous?



HUGHES



(annoyed and amazed)



What is wrong with you? Yeah. We call it the place of rendezvous. That’s
exactly what criminals call it: the place of rendezvous.



OLIVER



Where’s the diamond? I’d like to have a good look at it in sunlight.



Hughes slides the shovel out of the van.



HUGHES



You’re not having a look at anything, Sunshine.



Oliver slides forward out of the rug and falls into onto the tarmac. Hughes
swings the shovel. Oliver grabs it and holds on.



OLIVER



Are you digging my grave?



Hughes closes the rear doors of the van and walks to the driver’s side. He
gets inside and starts the van. He turns it around.



Hughes drives away down the disused road.



CUT TO:




EXT. TWO-LANE HIGHWAY - DAY. 


Oliver walks at the side of the road. A pickup truck pulls over.



DRIVER



Do you want a lift?



OLIVER



Sure.



CUT TO:




EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY. 


Hughes drives the van up the driveway.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE LIVING ROOM - DAY. 


Hughes walks into the room. Zintz sits on the old brown couch. He raises his
eyebrows.



HUGHES



It’s done.



ZINTZ



The buyer is on his way. We are going to meet him on a back road. I’m
waiting for the call.



Zintz’s cell phone rings.



ZINTZ (CONT’D)



Speak of the devil.



Zintz answers the call.



ZINTZ (CONT’D)



Hello.



(pause)



No. Not right now. I’m waiting for an important call.



(pause)



I told you I would call you I’m done with business. All right? Goodbye. No
I can’t bring it. I ate the last one.



(pause)



I like them now.



(pause)



Really.



Zintz hangs up.



The phone rings again.



ZINTZ (CONT’D)



Hello.



(pause)



OK.



Zintz puts his phone away.



ZINTZ (CONT’D)



Let’s go.



CUT TO:




EXT. GRAVEL ROAD - DAY. 


The van is parked at the side of the road. Zintz and Hughes sit in the front
seats.



A black SUV with darkened windows stops beside the van. A twenty-something man
in a bright red t-shirt and khaki shorts gets out of the SUV. He wears a pair of
stylish sun glasses.



Zintz rolls down his window.



MAN



Give me the diamond.



Zintz passes the lunchbox out the window.



MAN (CONT’D)



Really?



The man takes the lunchbox and gets back into the SUV.



The SUV parks in front of the van.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. WHITE VAN - DAY. 


Zintz and Hughes exchange glances.



ZINTZ



I hope he’s impressed.



HUGHES



You and me both. That weirdo really did invent something extraordinary. All
those tiny sparkling facets. You ever seen that before? I haven’t.



ZINTZ



What did you do with the machine? Did you bury it with him?



HUGHES



It’s a pile of junk now. I tipped it in the river.



ZINTZ



What river?



HUGHES



I don’t know. The one I drove over.



ZINTZ



There’s lots of little rivers around here.



HUGHES



This was a bigger one. It made a big splash, and then it sank like a rock.



ZINTZ



That was probably a mistake. We could have sold it to these guys. Maybe.



HUGHES



Too late now. Computers don’t like water.



ZINTZ



Or sledgehammers.



The young man gets out of the SUV. He hands over the lunchbox.



MAN



Here. You can have this back.



Zintz takes the lunchbox. The young man gets back into the SUV.



The SUV drives off. Zintz opens the lunchbox. Hughes draws the lunchbox toward
himself.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - OPEN LUNCHBOX. 


The lunchbox is empty.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. JEWELRY SHOP BACKROOM - DAY. 


Jack Hughes sits on a stool in the back room of his shop. He waits with his
phone to his ear. Beside him on a work bench is the portable diamond processor.



HUGHES



His name is Damien Oliver, and he’s the Riverside Park Purse Purloiner.
You need to go to his place. He’s got all these photographs and news
clippings on a wall. He’s got pictures of the victims, and he’s
written things on them. I think I saw old lady purses in his living room.



(pause)



I was delivering pizza. I’m a pizza delivery guy. He’s a regular. I
thought this was an anonymous tip line?



Hughes hangs up. He uses tweezers from his work bench to remove the SIM card
from the phone. He puts another SIM card in the phone and puts the phone in a
pocket.



CUT TO:




EXT. CITY STREET - DAY. 


Damien Oliver walks to a door. He opens it. Inside, we see stairs rising to the
second floor.



CUT TO:




INT. OLIVER’S LIVING ROOM - DAY. 


Oliver unlocks the door and walks inside. He walks down the interior hallway and
out of view. We hear the shower turn on.



TRACK TO:




CLOSE UP - CORK BOARD. 


Printouts from news websites are pinned to the cork, neatly arranged in a grid.
Small hand-written printing fills the margins. One page displays the headline,
“Another Mugging in Riverside Park.” Below, the subheading reads,
“Spate of Park Purse Thefts Continues Despite Increased Police
Presence.”



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. CITY STREET - DAY. 


Damien Oliver walks into a greasy spoon.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


The restaurant’s streetside wall is a large window. Oliver sits in a
window booth.



A middle aged waitress in uniform, MERYL FRENCH, approaches with a menu and mug
in one hand and a coffee jug in the other.



On the way, she stops to fill the coffee cup of a Ellen Lawlor who sits by
herself in a two-person booth. A second abandoned mug sits opposite Lawlor.



CUT TO:




OLIVER’S POV. 


French puts down the mug and fills it while she speaks.



FRENCH



Good afternoon, Damien.



OLIVER



Good afternoon. I’ve lost track of time.



FRENCH



Were you in your Tardis?



OLIVER



(seriously, ignoring the joke)



No. I was out of town. I had a really bad weekend. I needed to recover.



FRENCH



Me too. I worked right through it.



OLIVER



That is bad.



FRENCH



Tragic.



French offers the menu to Oliver. He holds up a hand.



OLIVER



What’s the soup and sandwich?



FRENCH



Cream of mushroom. Monte Cristo.



OLIVER



I’ll have that and a large water.



French walks away. She stops at the Lawlor’s table to take away the second
cup.



Oliver pulls out his phone and reads the news headlines.



DISSOLVE TO:




OLIVER’S POV. 


Oliver spoons soup into his mouth. He looks around the restaurant. He sees
French behind the counter polishing spots off the silverware. He sees the cook
through the service window, head down, cooking something on the flat top.



Oliver notices that the Lawlor has gone. Her coffee cup sits on the table.



CUT TO:




FRENCH’S POV. 


Oliver has finished lunch.



French returns to Oliver’s booth with the coffee jug. She asks if he wants
a refill by raising her eyebrows.



Oliver nods.



French refills his cup. She picks up his plate and motions for him to put the
bowl on the plate. He complies.



Oliver downs the last of his large water and puts the glass in the bowl.



OLIVER



Everything tastes wonderful today. Is it me or the food? New guy in the kitchen?



French shakes her head.



FRENCH



I worry about you, Damien.



OLIVER



Did you hear about the big diamond that was stolen up north? It was in the news
a couple of days ago.



FRENCH



Yeah.



OLIVER



I know who did it.



FRENCH



You’re in the wrong line of work, Damien. Join the Mounties.



French walks away.



CUT TO:




EXT. CITY STREET - DAY. 


Oliver walks down the street. He smiles.



CUT TO:




INT. FOYER OF SMALL OFFICE BUILDING - DAY. 


Oliver enters the foyer. He opens the inner door.



CUT TO:




INT. RECEPTION AREA OF SMALL OFFICE BUILDING - DAY. 


The secretary, Holly Eves, looks up. She smiles when she sees Oliver.



OLIVER



Hols.



EVES



(in a midly scolding tone)



You shouldn’t be here. My boss doesn’t like it when you come. You
make me look unprofessional chatting at the front desk.



OLIVER



Yeah. I know. I just came by to let you know that I’ve decided to break up
with you.



EVES



OK. Have a nice life.



OLIVER



No. I’m serious. I can’t explain it right now, but it’s better
for you. You’ll realize what I’m talking about later.



Eves looks mildly annoyed.



Oliver walks away.



EVES



Does this have something to do with your secret weekend?



(incredulous)



Have you found somebody else? Did you just have a fling?



OLIVER



(from offscreen)



No. I’ve entered a new stage of life. I need to live it alone.



Eves’s face registers confusion.



CUT TO:




EXT. EXTERIOR OF SMALL OFFICE BUILDING - DAY. 


Oliver exits the building. We see the lettering on a display window that reads,
“Desoto Cleaning Service,” in large blue letters with, “Let us
do the dirty work,” in smaller black letters below.



CUT TO:




EXT. EXTERIOR OF JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Oliver peers in the window. He looks at the door handle. He turns and walks down
the sidewalk.



CUT TO:




EXT. UNIVERSITY GATES - DAY. 


Stone pillars flank the street that leads into a university campus. Stone arches
connected to the pillars arc over the sidewalks on either side.



Oliver walks under an arch. The attached pillar carries raised lettering that
reads, “WINSTON CHURCHILL UNIVERSITY.”



CUT TO:




INT. UNIVERSITY LABORATORY. 


Benches fill the room. Shelves of equipment line the walls.



Oliver wears a light blue work coat and sweeps the floor.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. UNIVERSITY STORAGE ROOM. 


Oliver measures metal shims with a micrometer.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. UNIVERSITY STORAGE ROOM. 


Oliver stands at a computer on a standing desk. He enters figures into a
spreadsheet.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. UNIVERSITY LABORATORY. 


Oliver sits at a bench and tests electrical components with a multimeter.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. UNIVERSITY LOADING DOCK - DAY. 


Oliver drives a fork truck into the back of a tractor trailer and backs out with
a pallet of boxes.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Oliver sits in a window booth. He stares at the stopped traffic. When the cars
start moving, he turns his attention to the dining room.



Meryl French comes to his table with an ice cream sundae.



FRENCH



This is a first.



She puts the sundae on the table. She puts a hand to Oliver’s forehead.



OLIVER



I have no reason to worry anymore, Meryl. I’m cruising to the finish line,
and there’s no one behind me. To the victor go the sundaes.



French shakes her head and walks away.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Oliver enters the restaurant. He does not take a booth. He sits at the lunch
counter. Another waitress, JENNY TRAVIS, works the counter.



TRAVIS



Morning Damien.



OLIVER



Morning. I’ll just have a coffee to go.



Travis gets a paper cup and pours the coffee. She puts the lid on and slides the
cup to Oliver.



TRAVIS



Holly tells me you broke up with her yesterday, but she’s not sure.



Oliver nods and takes his coffee to the cash register.



OLIVER



I’ve decided to move on.



TRAVIS



You’re not going to find another one like her.



OLIVER



I don’t intend to.



TRAVIS



(quietly annoyed)



How dare you play games with her.



OLIVER



Oh please. Women are so quick to support each other against a man. Give it a
rest. You’re not special, and I’m not bad.



Oliver pays for his coffee. As he exits the restaurant, he pushes the door open
with his back and pauses.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



Holly and I just don’t have enough in common.



Someone opens the door from the outside and Oliver stumbles onto the sidewalk.



CUSTOMER



Sorry.



CUT TO:




EXT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Oliver walks away from the restaurant. We see the sign naming the restaurant,
“The Pleasant Melody.” The letters are suspended in the lines of a
musical stave.



CUT TO:




INT. RECEPTION AREA OF SMALL OFFICE BUILDING - DAY. 


Oliver stands before the desk of Holly Eves.



EVES



I can’t believe you haven’t called me to apologize.



Oliver stares at Eves.



OLIVER



I need a favor.



EVES



I need an apology.



OLIVER



I’m not sorry.



EVES



So you are breaking up with me?



Oliver nods.



OLIVER



Please don’t cry.



EVES



Get lost.



OLIVER



What?



EVES



Get out of here, you weirdo.



OLIVER



Do you clean Jack Hughes’s place?



Eves gives Oliver an exasperated look.



EVES



Leave!



Oliver lowers his head. He thinks for a moment, and then he turns and leaves.



EVES (CONT’D)



Stay away from me!



CUT TO:




EXT. EXTERIOR OF SMALL OFFICE BUILDING - DAY. 


Oliver walks away.



CUT TO:




EXT. UNIVERSITY GATES - DAY. 


Oliver passes through the sidewalk gate.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. OLIVER’S APARTMENT. 


Oliver sits at his computer and stares at the source code for his diamond
processor.



A knock sounds on the door.



Oliver answers the door. Two police constables stand in the hallway.



OLIVER



Hello.



CONSTABLE 1



Good day. Are you Damien Olivers?



OLIVER



Oliver. Yes.



CONSTABLE 1



We’d like to ask you some questions.



OLIVER



All right. Do you want to come in?



The two constables exchange glances.



CONSTABLE 1



OK.



The constables walk inside. Oliver closes the door behind them. The police scan
the room. Oliver starts shaking.



The second constable catches the eye of the first and nods to Oliver.



He manages to regain control.



OLIVER



What is this about?



CONSTABLE 2



What sort of drugs are you on?



OLIVER



I’m not on drugs. I suffer from anxiety, but I don’t take the drugs
for it. I like to stay real.



CONSTABLE 2



You have been the subject of an anonymous tip, and we are required to follow it
up.



OLIVER



I know who it is. He’s trying to me up.



CONSTABLE 1



OK. Mr Oliver, We’d like to introduce you to a detective for further
questioning. We need to eliminate you from the suspect pool. If you come with
us, we can get this over with quickly.



CONSTABLE 2



If you don’t cooperate, it gives us cause for suspicion.



OLIVER



Right this minute?



CONSTABLE 1



Are you busy?



Oliver considers. He takes a deep breath.



OLIVER



No. Let’s go. Why didn’t the detective come with you?



CONSTABLE 2



He’s a busy man.



CUT TO:




INT. POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM. 


Oliver and Detective JAMES SLICK sit on chairs on the same side of a long table
that is up against a wall.



SLICK



Are you the man l’m looking for?



OLIVER



I’m not the Riverside Park mugger. I have a good job. I don’t need
to rob old ladies for pocket money.



SLICK



You do it for kicks.



Slick passes a tablet computer to Oliver.



SLICK (CONT’D)



This looks a lot like you.



OLIVER



What’s this?



Slick reaches forward and touches the screen. The image changes.



SLICK



And so does this.



OLIVER



These are photos of me in the park. Are you guys doing surveillance? It’s
about time.



SLICK



These were taken by a member of the public who wants to help us identify the
robber, someone who was in the park at the same time you were.



OLIVER



That doesn’t make me the purse snatcher.



SLICK



I’ve showed these to your victims. They tentatively identified you. Why
don’t you tell me why you’re committing these robberies?



OLIVER



I have a good job. I can afford anything I want.



Slick touches the screen. A video plays. Oliver watches it.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - TABLET SCREEN. 


The video shows a man take a bag away from a middle aged woman on a path beside
the river.



CUT TO:




INT. POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM. 


When the video ends, Oliver looks up.



OLIVER



You can tell it’s not me when he jogs away. I don’t move like that.



SLICK



How would you know? Have you watched yourself jog? It looks convincing to me.
You’re wearing the same clothes you wore in one of these pictures. You did
this on the same day. There you are robbing a woman, and there’s the river
behind you. Tell me what I will find when I search your apartment? Do you keep
anything you take from your victims?



Oliver shakes his head.



OLIVER



I’m not the robber. They’re searching my apartment right now.
Aren’t they? Those two who brought me here. In fact, they’re
planting evidence. Aren’t they? You’re in cahoots with Hughes. I can
feel it in my bones. Does he run this town, or what? I’d like to go now.



SLICK



We’re going to hold onto you for a little bit longer, Mr Oliver, until we
see what turns up.



OLIVER



When do I get to see a lawyer?



SLICK



When we lay charges.



Oliver starts shaking. He stands.



OLIVER



I’m leaving. You can’t hold me without laying charges.



SLICK



I’m holding you on suspicion of robbery. Sit down.



OLIVER



I’m not going to sit here and be railroaded.



Oliver walks to the door. He tries the handle. His arm shakes. The door opens.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



(surprised)



Why isn’t this locked?



Oliver walks out of the room. He regains his composure as he does so.



CUT TO:




EXT. EXTERIOR OF POLICE STATION - DAY. 


Oliver walks out of the front doors and into the sunshine.



The two constables that brought Oliver to the station emerge from the building
and arrest him. They handcuff him and take him inside.



CUT TO:




INT. HOLDING CELL. 


Oliver sits on a bench and stares at the ground. He shakes his head slowly.



OLIVER



I didn’t come back from the dead for this shit.



A clerk unlocks the cell. Detective Slick stands nearby.



SLICK



We’re letting you go, Mr Oliver. Another robbery has been committed in the
park.



OLIVER



You owe me an apology.



SLICK



For what? Doing my job?



CUT TO:




EXT. EXTERIOR OF POLICE STATION - DAY. 


Olver walks out of the doors into the sunshine.



A sedan idles at the curb. The station is on the south side of an east-west
street. The car faces east. The passenger side of the car is at the curb.



The driver honks his horn. Oliver bends down to look inside the car.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. HUGHES’S CAR - DAY. 


Hughes motions to Oliver to get inside.



HUGHES



Get in, already. I can’t park here.



Oliver stands up. We lose sight of his face.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



Hey! You want your machine back or what? Get in the car.



Oliver bends down. We see his face. Oliver gets in the car. Hughes drives away.



CUT TO:




INT. JEWELRY SHOP BACK ROOM - NIGHT. 


Oliver sits at the work bench and works on his diamond processor.



OLIVER



I need to take this to the university with me. You don’t have the tools I
need.



HUGHES



Bring the tools here. That box is not going anywhere.



OLIVER



That’s not possible.



HUGHES



Give me a list, and I’ll see what I can do. We’re partners now. We
do everything together.



Oliver peers into his machine.



OLIVER



It’s not as bad as I thought it would be. I can definitely fix this, but a
number of these parts have to be machined from scratch.



HUGHES



I know a guy. He can do whatever you need.



OLIVER



I sincerely doubt that. I did all this at the university on my own time.
I’m going to make the replacements there.



HUGHES



But the box stays here.



OLIVER



Maybe.



HUGHES



No. For sure. The box stays here, Sunshine.



OLIVER



How do I know that you’re not going to kill me when I’m done?



HUGHES



You scratch my back, I scratch yours. Neither one of us can rat the other out
without incriminating ourselves, so I don’t have to kill you.



OLIVER



I don’t believe you for a second.



HUGHES



You’re here. You didn’t have to get into my car. You chose to trust
me for some reason.



Oliver considers this statement. He grimaces and gets back to work.



OLIVER



You turned me in, and you must have got me out. You were making a point.



HUGHES



Maybe.



OLIVER



Clearly, this device is a strong enough reason for you to kill me. It looks like
I have to kill you before you kill me.



HUGHES



Stop talking shit.



OLIVER



Did you sell that blue diamond?



HUGHES



Yep.



OLIVER



Do they want more?



HUGHES



Too soon to say.



OLIVER



Uh huh. That’s why you’re so eager to have me repair my machine:
because nobody cares. I’ll be damned if anyone steals my intellectual
property, my life’s work. This partnership has to benefit more than just
you. I’m the brains of this operation.



Oliver starts shaking.



HUGHES



I’m the money. The brains can’t do anything without the money, so
the brains have to settle for what the money will give them, or else
there’s no way for the brains to get anything at all.



Oliver stops shaking.



OLIVER



The brains can walk, find other money. Brains are rare. Money is not.



HUGHES



Not when the money has the prototype.



OLIVER



The brains can make another one.



HUGHES



Shut up. Now I want to kill you.



Oliver and Hughes chuckle.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



What’s up with the shaking? What’s really wrong with you?



OLIVER



Nothing’s wrong with me.



HUGHES



Yeah. Right. You’re perfectly normal.



CUT TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Meryl French sits at the lunch counter in her own clothes after her shift. Holly
Eves sits on the next stool.



EVES



He’s not telling me something. He had a secret meeting with Jack Hughes
about his diamond cutter, and he came back changed.



FRENCH



What is this diamond cutter? Is it a computer thingy?



EVES



Yes. It’s his obsession.



FRENCH



That’s funny. He likes to overshare, but he never talks about it in here.



EVES



He’s paranoid that someone will steal his ideas.



French rolls her eyes.



FRENCH



That’s what we’re known for here: industrial espionage and all-day
breakfast. Actually, we may be a criminal hangout. They caught
the Riverside Park Purse Snatcher today. There’s a picture of him online.
He came in here once in a while.



CUT TO:




INT. OLIVER’S APARTMENT. 


Oliver sits at his computer.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - COMPUTER SCREEN. 


The headline of a local news website reads, “Riverside Park Purse Snatcher
Caught.” Below the headline is a photo of Nathan Glover.



A notification of a new email appears onscreen. Oliver reads his mail.



From: hughes@hughesjewellers. Subject: Party, Saturday night, 8:00PM. Body: Your
presence is required. Don’t make me come get you. You’ll have fun.



OLIVER



You don’t get to ruin my weekends.



CUT TO:




EXT. HUGHES’S HOUSE IN RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT. 


Oliver stands before a small two-floor house that resembles its neighbors. A
covered porch spans the facade. The porch is in shadow, but lights are on
inside. People are visible standing in the living room. Cars are parked in the
driveway. Cars are parked at the curb.



Oliver sighs.



Hughes come to the window. He smiles and waves to Oliver to come inside. Hughes
starts with his hand behind himself and ends with his hand held low before
himself.



OLIVER



Totally pissed. Probably manageable.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Hughes pushes Oliver into the room. Eight people stand or sit in the room. They
all appear to be around the same age as Oliver. Hughes is clearly the oldest
there.



HUGHES



Attention people. This is my business parter, Oliver Damien. He was arrested on
suspicion of being the Riverside Park Purse Snatcher, and was only released when
they caught the guy. How about that for a conversation starter?



A woman’s voice squeals.



CUT TO:




MEDIUM SHOT - WOMAN’S FACE. 


The woman is DAPHNE HORNIMAN. She is the same age as Oliver.



HORNIMAN



I know you! Bill!



Horniman holds her hands up beside her face. She opens her eyes wide.



After a pause, Horniman’s face expresses concern.



HORNIMAN (CONT’D)



It is you. Don’t pretend it’s not.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Oliver looks surprised and slightly alarmed. He turns his arms out and shrugs
his shoulders.



OLIVER



You must have me confused with somebody.



HORNIMAN



It is you. I know it’s you. Bill. Bill?



(pause)



You lying bastard.



HUGHES



Oh-kaaay. Let’s get you a drink, Bill.



Hughes drags Oliver to the dining room.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S DINING ROOM. 


A table is spread with plates of cheese and crackers, liverwurst, celery,
carrots, and radishes. A bowl of dip sits in the middle.



OLIVER



Why am I here?



HUGHES



I have something in the basement for you. Come on.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S KITCHEN - NIGHT. 


Hughes leads Oliver to a door. Hughes pulls open the door. Wooden stairs lead
down.



HUGHES



Remember my friend Zintz? He got his hands on another diamond. It’s down
here. So is your box.



OLIVER



I suppose you won’t kill me down there now that you’ve introduced me
to your guests.



HUGHES



Don’t count on it. I’ll just tell them something came up, and you
had to go. Daffy Daphne will think it was her.



Hughes looks over Oliver’s shoulder.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



Speak of the devil.



Horniman enters the kitchen.



HORNIMAN



What are you guys up to? Having a secret convo at a party?



HUGHES



We’re doing some business if you don’t mind, Daphne.



HORNIMAN



Of course I mind. Do you really not recognize me?



Oliver considers Horniman’s face. He shakes his head.



She turns around and leaves the kitchen.



HORNIMAN (CONT’D)



Humph. Men. How soon they forget. And it’s Phil isn’t it?



Oliver shakes his head.



HUGHES



What’s going on there? Do you know her?



Oliver shakes his head.



OLIVER



I don’t think so.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S BASEMENT - NIGHT. 


Hughes and Oliver stand in a finished basement furnished similarly to the living
room.



HUGHES



This is my man cave.



OLIVER



Nice. Who are these people to you?



HUGHES



Some of them are my nieces and nephews. The others are their spouses. This is my
birthday party. I haven’t had one for thirty years. They all happened to
be in town this weekend, so they decided to give me a birthday bash. I
don’t have any kids of my own.



OLIVER



That’s why you invited me. You wanted an escape.



HUGHES



They mean well.



OLIVER



Are you sick? Are they hoping for an inheritance?



Hughes face hardens.



HUGHES



Go back upstairs. I’m not showing you this diamond. You can go.



OLIVER



Suits me.



HUGHES



Go out the back door.



CUT TO:




EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - DAY. 


Oliver walks home.



Some young men pass by Oliver from behind. One of them brushes Oliver.



YOUNG MAN



Share the sidewalk, Grandpa.



OLIVER



(shouting)



You want to dance with me? I’ll come to your house in the middle of the
night and reset your cable modem. I’ll steal your identity and schedule
elective surgery. You want a tummy tuck, you ignorant excuse for a human being?



The young man makes a circle in the air beside his head.



Oliver jumps up and down.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



(shouting)



I’m crazy! I’ll do it!



The young men walk away.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



Yeah. That’s right. Keep walking. I’ve come back from the dead, and
I’m not taking shit from anyone.



(to himself)



Except Jack Hughes.



Oliver stops walking. He brings his hands to his head. He drops slowly to his
knees.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



Shit I feel weak.



He takes a deep breath and lies down flat on the lawn closest to the sidewalk.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



Now I know who she is. She sat behind me in high school. Always called me Bill
for no reason. Oh no. Is she his niece?



(arguing with himself)



How would I know?



(answering himself)



Shut up.



(arguing)



I think she likes you.



Oliver pulls out his phone.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - PHONE SCREEN. 


The screen displays, “Send-A-Cab,” which is a cab company’s
name and logo, the word “to,” and a giant question mark. While we
watch, the phone’s GPS system replaces the question mark with the address
of the house of the lawn on which Oliver lies. Oliver’s finger presses a
button labelled, “Confirm.”



CUT TO:




EXT. RESIDENTIAL LAWN - NIGHT. 


We see Oliver from above. His arms are spread wide.



OLIVER



(wearily)



Can’t see a single star. Light pollution.



(pause)



Remember that cab driver years ago who asked you if you liked apple pie, and
when you said yes, she said she had some at her place, and did you want to go
there?



(answering himself)



Definitely. She was frightening.



(asking)



And then the next time we saw her, she had an obvious baby bump?



(answering)



Uh huh.



(asking)



She wanted to get you to sleep with her so that she could tell you that you were
the father and be a sugar daddy for her and her baby. She picked you up at the
university. She knew you had a decent job.



(answering)



No doubt.



(pause)



If I had a drink, I’d say that he drugged me, but I didn’t have a
drink.



(asking)



Do you remember why you took a cab that day?



(answering)



Yes. I slipped off a step ladder and sprained an ankle. I couldn’t walk
home. Why did you bring it up?



Oliver passes out with his phone on his chest.



TRACK TO:




EXT. PORCH - NIGHT. 


Beside the door, in the glow of the porch light, we see the street number we saw
on the screen of Oliver’s phone.



The door opens. A woman stands silhouetted in the doorway. She steps out into
the light.



WOMAN



Hey! Go home and sleep it off there.



Oliver opens his eyes. He sits up.



DISSOLVE TO:



KAREN PARK, a university administrator, sits at her desk. Damien Oliver sits
across from her. On her desk is some metal parts from Oliver’s diamond
processor.



Park motions to the parts on her desk.



PARK



Are these related to your job?



OLIVER



No. They are part of a personal project.



PARK



I see. Well, because you admit it, I have no choice but to fire you.



OLIVER



Who turned me in?



PARK



I can’t tell you that. You might seek revenge.



OLIVER



I’m just curious.



PARK



I’m sure you are.



OLIVER



What’s the point of your life?



PARK



Excuse me?



OLIVER



Let me speak more generally. The purpose of my life is to make cool shit.
What’s yours?



PARK



Mr Oliver, I don’t have time for this.



OLIVER



The arch of happiness is built of several stones: health, income, companionship,
love, security, but the keystone is achievement. Don’t you agree?



Park looks at Oliver but says nothing.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



A life without purpose is an unhappy life. It’s a cliche that if you
don’t have a constructive challenge, you tend to find a destructive
challenge.



PARK



Mr Oliver, I don’t need a life lecture by a thief. Once security arrives,
you will be escorted to you office to retrieve your personal items, and then you
will be escorted off campus. If you return here, you can be arrested by the
campus police.



OLIVER



It’s a cliche that you can go to the right school, get the right job,
marry the right person, have the right number of children, but still feel
fundamentally unfulfilled. Achievement brings confidence, ambition, and the
surprise and delight of invention and discovery. Your highs are higher, and your
lows are higher. Expertise enables you to pull yourself up by your bootstraps
and go from being a have-not to a have.



PARK



Do you mind shutting up?



OLIVER



Those parts are part of a machine I have developed to change my fortunes. I
machined them here because of the department’s high precision tooling.
Because they are useless to the university, and because I purchased the material
myself, will you let me have them?



PARK



Nice try, Mr Oliver, but they don’t belong to you.



OLIVER



Says who? I think they do strictly speaking, under the law.



Park stands and slides the parts toward Oliver. She says nothing.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



Thank you.



PARK



Get out of my office. Wait for security in the hallway. Don’t come back.



OLIVER (V.O.)



Let her have the last word. Let her have the last word. You won. Let her have
the last word.



Oliver smiles.



CUT TO:




INT. JEWELRY SHOP BACK ROOM - DAY. 


Oliver installs the parts he machined at the university into his diamond
processor.



Hughes watches.



HUGHES



Is this it?



OLIVER



Almost.



HUGHES



Here.



Hughes passes a diamond to Oliver.



OLIVER



Here’s the thing. You need to fund a patent application before I do any
more jobs.



HUGHES



In that case, I’ll fix it myself. Move out of the way.



Hughes motions for Oliver to return the diamond. Oliver hands it back.



OLIVER



I need to sell this thing before I go broke.



Oliver motions to the diamond processor.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



I lost my job. This thing cost me my job. You cost Me My job. I’ll give
you ten percent ownership.



HUGHES



How generous. You want me to hire a patent lawyer, you give me sixty percent.



Oliver considers for a moment.



OLIVER



OK. Get a lawyer to make up the papers, and I’ll sign them.



HUGHES



No. You need to do this job to make the money for the lawyer because I
don’t have it.



OLIVER



Bullshit. You’re just a cheapskate.



HUGHES



It’s that or nothing.



CUT TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Holly Eves sits in a booth with her friend, JANE CROW.



CROW



Is everything here drenched in grease?



EVES



Yes. That’s its charm. They make a nice salad.



CROW



What are you having?



EVES



My usual: a clubhouse sandwich.



CROW



All right. I’ll have the same.



The women put down their menus.



Meryl French comes to the table.



FRENCH



Do you know what you want?



EVES



I’ll have a clubhouse sandwich no fries.



CROW



I’ll have the same, but I’ll have fries with gravy.



FRENCH



Our gravy’s turkey gravy. Is that OK?



Crow exchanges a glance with Eves. Eves nods.



CROW



Sure.



Eves turns to look out the window.



EVES



Speaking of turkeys.



CUT TO:




EXT. EXTERIOR GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Oliver walks down the sidewalk outside the diner. He does not look at the
window. He does not notice that he is being observed.



CUT TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


FRENCH



What’s going on? Has he caved yet?



EVES



No.



CROW



Who is that?



EVES



Damien.



CROW



Your ex? I didn’t recognize him.



FRENCH



You need a plan.



The two other woman look at French.



FRENCH (CONT’D)



For revenge.



EVES



I don’t want revenge.



FRENCH



He needs a wake up call.



EVES



I don’t want someone who doesn’t want me.



CROW



Exactly. Don’t be a doormat. Make him crawl back.



EVES



You’re not listening.



FRENCH



He needs a lesson in treating people right. You’re stupid if you
don’t create consequences for his actions.



EVES



I’m not that sort of person.



FRENCH



That makes it even more necessary. He hasn’t been in here for days.
He’s up to something for sure.



EVES



He must have sold the rights to his machine. He doesn’t want anyone to
know. He doesn’t want me to know because he thinks I’ll want to get
married, and I’ll want him to buy me things. He told me that he
didn’t want to live together because living common law is the same as
getting married, and he’s afraid of having to pay spousal support for the
rest of his life if it doesn’t work out.



FRENCH



Reminds me of that guy who won the lottery and left his girlfriend before she
found out.



EVES



If that’s the sort of person he is, then I don’t want him.



CROW



Exactly. You’re better off without him. How much money do you think he
has?



Eves shrugs.



EVES



I have no idea.



CUT TO:




INT. JEWELRY SHOP BACK ROOM - DAY. 


Oliver and Hughes stand before the diamond processor, which rests on the floor.
A throw rug has been turned back to expose concrete.



OLIVER



This is not good enough. The traffic shakes the floor slightly, especially
trucks. You see the numbers on that display? They would not change if the floor
was perfectly still. The machine will refuse to run.



HUGHES



We ran it here before. What did you do? Change it to screw me over?



OLIVER



I turned off those sensors for our tests. We did those at night if you remember.
There was hardly any traffic. You don’t want to mar an expensive gem. Do
you?



HUGHES



We’ll take it back to my house. First, I have to get rid of Zintz.
He’s staying with me for a few days.



OLIVER



Oh?



HUGHES



He thinks you’re dead and this thing is at the bottom of a river.
I’ll get you inside while he’s out. You have to stay in the basement
in case he comes back. Don’t make any noise. The couch down there is
comfortable. If he doesn’t leave, you leave at night when he’s
asleep.



OLIVER



Why is he staying with you?



HUGHES



He has some business to conduct in town. I don’t know what it is.
It’s better if he doesn’t leave a record of credit card
transactions. Also, he remembers and returns favors. He’s built up some
debt with me, and I like it. Puts me in a good position with him. Better to be
in a good position than a bad with Zintz. He’s a bit of a hothead.



OLIVER



You tried to kill me.



HUGHES



I’m a nice guy compared to Zintz. He would have finished the job.



OLIVER



(with sarcastic sincerity)



Jack, thank you for all the favors you’ve done me.



HUGHES



You’re welcome, Sunshine. I got leftover birthday cake at home. Play your
cards right, and you might get some.



OLIVER



How old are you?



HUGHES



Older than you need to know. Do you have a car?



OLIVER



Yes.



HUGHES



How come you never use it?



OLIVER



I use it once a week to do my grocery run. I like to walk everywhere else. When
you live downtown you can do that.



HUGHES



We need your car. I’ll give you a call when Zintz goes out on business.
You drive by my place. If the porch light is on, everything is OK. If the porch
light is off, Zintz has come back, and you drive away. We’ll hide your car
in my garage. If you see the porch light on, then honk your horn. If I
don’t come out, something’s wrong. Drive away.



OLIVER



What do you need my car for?



HUGHES



I don’t know, but if we need a car, it will be better to have a vehicle
that Zintz has never seen before.



OLIVER



You’ve got soemthing planned.



Hughes just shakes his head.



HUGHES



No. I just know it’s best to be prepared with Zintz around. He’s
unpredictable.



CUT TO:




INT. HOLLY EVES APARTMENT - DAY. 


Eves sits on her sofa and reads a paperback. The TV is on with the sound muted.
A knock sounds on the door. Eves gets up and goes to the door. She looks through
the spyhole.



EVES



What do you want?



OLIVER



(muffled by the door)



I need a favor.



Eves opens the door. Oliver stands with his arms folded.



EVES



What is wrong with you? Do you know the difference between right and wrong?



OLIVER



Yes. I still need a favor.



EVES



You’re either completely oblivious or compeletly crazy. I misjudged you. I
saw something in you that wasn’t really there.



OLIVER



Here.



Oliver holds out a large yellow padded envelope.



Eves stares at Oliver.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



Just hold onto this stuff for me.



EVES



(forcefully)



No.



Eves shakes her head. She sighs and closes the door.



Oliver bends down and tries to shove the envelope under the door.



EVES (CONT’D)



(muffled by the door)



Stop it. Go away.



CUT TO:




INT. POST OFFICE - DAY. 


Oliver stands in line. The woman in front of him at the counter walks away.
Oliver walks up to the counter.



OLIVER



I need postage for this.



He puts the padded envelope on the counter.



The woman behind the counter puts the envelope on a scales.



CUT TO:




EXT. EXTERIOR OF GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Oliver walks past the window. He glances at it. He sees French staring at him.
She waves for him to come inside. He shakes his head. She points downward.



FRENCH



(silent. mouthing.)



Get in here. Right now.



Oliver stops and considers. He resumes walking.



French bangs on the glass with a fist.



Oliver stops again. He turns around and enters the restaurant.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Oliver stands by the cash register. He puts his palms out and shrugs.



OLIVER



What?



The lunch counter is full. The people who sit there take momentary notice of
Oliver and then go back to their meals.



French stands in the aisle beside the window booths. She points to a booth in
which Holly Eves sits with her back to Oliver.



FRENCH



Apologize to her right now.



Oliver puts his hands on his waist.



OLIVER



For what?



FRENCH



For being a jerk.



Patrons in the dining room begin to take notice of the conversation near the
cash register.



Eves turns around. She sees Oliver, rolls her eyes, and turns back. She looks
down into her coffee mug.



OLIVER



I don’t expect you to understand this, but I was hit on the head with a
sledgehammer, and it changed me. I’m a different person now.



Some nearby patrons laugh.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



(loudly)



Hang onto the envelope.



Oliver leaves the restaurant.



Eves head sinks lower.



CUT TO:




INT. PARKING GARAGE - DAY. 


Oliver sits in his compact car and starts the engine. He pulls out of his
parking spot.



CUT TO:




EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - DAY. 


Oliver drives down Hughes’s street. He drives past Hughes’s house.
Hughes’s car is in the driveway. The porch light is on. Oliver does a
u-turn and stops at the curb. He honks his horn.



After a moment, Hughes comes outside.



HUGHES



Stay there. I’ll open the garage for you.



Hughes gets into his car. He backs onto the street and parks at the curb.



Hughes walks to his garage and opens the door. Oliver drives up the driveway and
into the garage. Hughes slides the door closed.



Hughes walks back to his car and drives it up to the garage.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S GARAGE - DAY. 


Oliver sits behind the wheel. The engine is off. Hughes gets into the passenger
seat.



HUGHES



All right. So far, so good.



OLIVER



Why do you need my car?



HUGHES



I’m not sure yet. Don’t you feel better with your car nearby?
It’s mostly so that we can get away fast if something goes wrong, but I
may figure out a better use for it. I like having it here.



OLIVER



Hmm. Why do I have the feeling that I’m never going to see it again after
today?



HUGHES



Don’t be silly. I don’t want your shitty car and neither does Zintz.



OLIVER



In my mind, I see it in flames tumbling down a ravine. Are we going inside?



HUGHES



Hold your horses. I want to think for a bit.



OLIVER



I want my stale birthday cake.



HUGHES



It’s not stale. It’s in the freezer. This is a good place to think.



OLIVER



Cake is brain food.



HUGHES



Like hell it is.



OLIVER



The brain runs on glucose. Cake is brain food.



HUGHES



Shut up already.



CUT TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Meryl French, Jenny Travis, and Holly Eves sit in a window booth and drink
coffee. The two waitresses have finished their shift.



TRAVIS



What’s in the envelope?



EVES



It’s technical drawings and other documents about his diamond processor.
For some reason he wants me to keep them. I’m going to destroy them. You
wanted me to teach him a lesson. That will tell him that I’m serious.



FRENCH



Give them to me. I’ll have Larry shred them and put them in our recycling.



TRAVIS



Can I look?



Eves passes the envelope to Travis. She slides out a stack of papers.



TRAVIS (CONT’D)



Why doesn’t he have this on a computer like everyone else?



EVES



He does.



TRAVIS



Then why print it all out? He could have given you a USB key, but he gave you
all this hard copy. I wonder why? He’s a computer guy. Isn’t he?



FRENCH



He’s eccentric. Give all that shit to me, and I’ll get rid of it.



TRAVIS



I want to look at it. Maybe there’s a reason he wants you to have it.



EVES



Something selfish I’m sure. I don’t want it.



Travis opens a folded paper. She holds it up above her dinner.



TRAVIS



I think this is a blueprint. It’s all Greek to me.



Travis folds up the drawing and puts it down.



TRAVIS (CONT’D)



Here’s a letter to you. Want to read it?



EVES



You read it.



TRAVIS



Hols, this is all the data needed to establish prior art. Keep it safe.
I’ve put your name on everything. If I don’t make it, you’re
the sole owner of the intellectual property.



Eves takes the letter from Travis.



EVES



Holy shit.



(to French)



You’re not shredding this.



(to Travis)



Put it all back in the envelope.



Travis puts all the papers into the envelope. Eves takes the envelope from
Travis and puts it beside her on the seat of the booth. She smiles and returns
to her salad.



FRENCH



If I don’t make it. What does
that mean?



TRAVIS



Oh no. He’s dying. He has an incurable disease. That’s what this is
all about. He’s trying to spare you from suffering.



Eves face drops.



EVES



That actually makes sense. That explains his strange behavior.



FRENCH



Maybe it’s all in his head.



EVES



He doesn’t go to the doctor unless he has to. He said he got hit in the
head with a sledgehammer.



TRAVIS



He left it too late, and now they can’t treat him, or he’s chosen
not to be treated because it’s hopeless.



EVES



Stop saying that.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S GARAGE - DAY. 


Hughes and Oliver sit in Oliver’s car in silence. Both stare down at the
dashboard.



HUGHES



How do I explain a finished diamond that he gave me rough after I murdered you?
I could say that we cut this one before but kept it from him, but he’ll
know that this is his diamond.



OLIVER



We cut it with a traditional pattern. Tell him that someone you know cut it.
That’s what he’s expecting isn’t it?



HUGHES



Not quite. I’m not a diamond cutter. He gave me this to make up for a deal
that went wrong, but it’s a rebound gift.



Oliver looks to Hughes for an explanation.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



I can’t do anything with it without involving him. It’s not really a
gift. That’s the sort of gift psychopaths give you.



OLIVER



You would know.



HUGHES



There has to be a way out of this, and it involves this car. I know it.



OLIVER



I can’t believe I’m sitting here while you figure out a way to kill
me in my own car. I still see it rolling down a ravine, on fire, with me at the
wheel, unconscious.



HUGHES



That would be a pretty sight, but I can’t think of a suitable ravine off
the top of my head. I would need to consult a topographic map.



(pause)



Do you have a girlfriend?



OLIVER



We just broke up.



HUGHES



I’m not surprised.



(pause)



I’m not killing anyone unless there’s a decent payoff.



OLIVER



Right. Stick to your principles. You can’t involve my ex in anything. I
shouldn’t have told you about her. I should have said, “No. Of
course not.” You would have believed that.



HUGHES



Frankly, I am surprised. Let’s just cut that diamond fancy and then figure
it out as we go along.



Hughes gets out of the car.



Oliver sits in the car and shakes his head.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



Come on, Sunshine. Let’s have some birthday cake.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S BASEMENT - DAY. 


Oliver hovers over his machine.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S KITCHEN - DAY. 


Hughes takes a foil wrapped package from his freezer. He unwraps the cake. It
has been cut into squares. He places two squares on a plate and puts the plate
in the microwave.



Carl Zintz walks into the kitchen from the living room.



ZINTZ



Where’s my cake?



Surprise registers on Hughes’s face.



ZINTZ (CONT’D)



So diamond boy is still alive, and his machine is in perfect working order.



HUGHES



I saw you drive away.



ZINTZ



I’m back.



HUGHES



Where’s your car?



ZINTZ



I parked it down the street.



HUGHES



I see.



ZINTZ



You spent a long time in the garage.



HUGHES



We were having a heart to heart.



ZINTZ



What about?



HUGHES



Diamonds.



ZINTZ



Right.



HUGHES



So if we cut that diamond, can you sell it?



ZINTZ



I can.



Zintz pulls out a folded envelope from a trouser pocket. He rubs it with a palm
and passes it to Hughes. Hughes opens it. Inside is a thick stack of one hundred
dollar bills.



HUGHES



I’d say that’s eight grand.



ZINTZ



Bingo. The client paid up. He likes our work and wants more.



HUGHES



Our work?



ZINTZ



Yes. My work really. He doesn’t know about you or diamond boy downstairs.



HUGHES



I was expecting more.



ZINTZ



That’s your share. What’s the matter with you? First you try to fool
me, and then you accuse me of ripping you off?



HUGHES



We agreed on a sixty-forty split.



Zintz shakes his head.



ZINTZ



I don’t have to give you anything. You’d never know the client paid
if I didn’t tell you.



HUGHES



You want more diamonds myriad facet cut. It’s not enough. That gem was
five carats.



ZINTZ



It was four after cutting. Are you going to give any to diamond boy downstairs?



The microwave dings and shuts off. Hughes turns to attend to it.



HUGHES



Maybe.



ZINTZ



What’s he up to down there?



CUT TO:




EXT. CITY STREET - DAY. 


Holly Eves walks down the sidewalk. She carries the envelope with the diamond
processor documents. She walks up to the shop window of Hughes’s shop and
peers inside.



CUT TO:




EXT. EXTERIOR OF JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


We see Eves from across the street. The garish red and gold sign sits above her
head. The interior of the shop is dark.



CUT TO:




EXT. STREETSCAPE OPPOSITE JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Carl Zintz’s white van is parked at the curb. Zintz stands with his hands
in his trouser pockets. He stares across the street. He looks both ways then
crosses it.



CUT TO:




EXT. EXTERIOR OF JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Zintz approaches Eves.



ZINTZ



Excuse me, Miss Eves?



EVES



Yes.



ZINTZ



You don’t know me. My name is Carl Zintz, and I’m in love with you.
I know your ex, and I think he’s an idiot for dumping you. Would you like
to come with me right now for fish and chips? I can tell you a little about
myself and how I know about you.



Eves smiles and considers.



EVES



How do you know Damien?



ZINTZ



From work.



EVES



Oh. You’re from the university.



ZINTZ



I’m his boss.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S BASEMENT - DAY. 


Oliver stands at the bottom of the stairs and listens.



The door at the top of the stairs opens.



ZINTZ



Cake delivery.



Zintz and Hughes descend to the basement. Oliver backs away toward his machine.



ZINTZ (CONT’D)



Are we all ready to go? Let’s cut that diamond. My buyer liked the last
one, and he wants another.



Hughes looks at Oliver and raises his eyebrows. Oliver nods.



Hughes passes the diamond to Oliver. Oliver puts it into his machine.



ZINTZ (CONT’D)



Let the light show begin.



Hughes scratches his head and puts his hands in his pockets. He grimaces while
Oliver sets up the machine.



Oliver hands out the safety glasses. The machine begins to whir.



Zintz smiles with satisfaction.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY. 


Zintz’s white van is parked in the lot of a strip mall. A convenience
store, a fish and chip shop, a hardware store, and a bakery, sit next to a gym.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. WHITE VAN - DAY. 


Holly Eves sits in the passenger seat of the van. She eats fish and chips from a
cardboard box. She puts down her plastic knife and fork and wipes her face with
a napkin. She stares into space.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. CONNECTED LIVING AND DINING ROOMS OF HOUSE [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


A group of men and women sit around the dining room table. They have drinks in
front of them. One of the women is Holly Eves.



EVES



They told me they might come, but I don’t think they will make an
appearance.



Visible from the dining room, two men sit on a sofa in the living room in
silence. One of them is Damien Oliver.



OLIVER



Good. I can’t stand them.



EVES



They’re happy in their world. They’re not hurting anyone.



OLIVER



She’s a bully, and he’s her basket case follower. With a bully,
that’s all you can be: a follower or the competition. If you are not
willing to be a follower, you are the competition, and you get bullied. Poor
sod.



Oliver stands.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



You can’t see it because it’s how you’ve all paired up.
I’ll show you.



Oliver points to a woman sitting at the dining room table.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



You’re the bully.



He points to the man on the sofa.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



And you’re the basket case. See what I mean?



The man on the sofa looks slightly insulted.



The host enters the dining room. He carries a large bottle of liquor.



HOST



Look what I found. Very old scotch. Someone gave this to me in exchange for a
painting when I was young. I’ve been saving it for a special occasion, but
it’s clear to me that occasion is never going to come mainly because I
don’t like scotch.



He holds up the bottle.



HOST (CONT’D)



Let’s kill this thing. Who wants some?



EVES



Fill me up.



Oliver points to the host.



OLIVER



You’re the bully.



He points to another woman sitting at the table.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



And you’re the basket case. You’re all in codependencies. I’m
the only one who is free. Except for you.



Oliver points to Eves.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



But don’t give up hope. Your bully or basket case is out there.
There’s one for everyone.



EVES



(jovially)



Which one are you?



MAN ON COUCH



Sit down. You’re making an ass of yourself.



HOST



Somebody’s had a little too much, I think.



Oliver sits down. Then he stands up and leaves the room. The sound of the front
door opening and closing is heard by the other guests.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT./EXT. WHITE VAN - DAY. 


Holly Eves picks up a paper cup of coleslaw and eats it slowly.



EVES



So which one are you?



(pause)



This is surprisingly good.



CUT TO:




EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY. 


A car parks beside the white van. Meryl French gets out of the car.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S BASEMENT - DAY. 


The machine whirs and light flashes in the room. Oliver hunches over the machine
and watches a display. Hughes and Zintz stand and watch. Zintz’s arms are
crossed.



Zintz uncrosses his arms and walks up the stairs to the kitchen.



CUT TO:




EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY. 


Meryl French recognizes Holly Eves.



FRENCH



Holly? What are you doing here?



EVES



I’m eating fish and chips.



FRENCH



Ours are better. They make everything in advance. Who’s van is this?



EVES



I’m on a date. I decided to be impulsive.



FRENCH



Good for you, girl.



EVES



He’s been gone a long time. I think that’s why he got me food.



French angles her head.



FRENCH



Where did he go?



EVES



The hardware store.



FRENCH



What’s this guy’s name?



EVES



Carl.



FRENCH



Carl who? Do I know him?



Eves shrugs.



EVES



I don’t know. I don’t know him.



FRENCH



Where did you meet him?



EVES



He came up to me on the street. He was very sweet. He said he’d been
watching me for some time before he could work up the courage to ask me out. He
works with Damien.



FRENCH



Get out of that van right now and come with me.



EVES



You’re paranoid. I’m flattered. It’s nice for a change.



FRENCH



How long has he been gone?



EVES



Fifteen minutes maybe.



FRENCH



Get out of the van, Holly.



In the distance, Carl Zintz walks toward the van. French can see him, but Eves
cannot.



FRENCH (CONT’D)



Is he older?



Eves nods.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S BASEMENT - DAY. 


The machine’s whirring subsides. Oliver and Hughes take off their safety
glasses.



OLIVER



Success. Now it has to cool down. I used a different pattern on this gem.
It’s unusual. The computer discovered it for itself. I set some parameters
and this it what it came up with. It’s spectacular. Big windows. Small
windows. Fractal patterns. Very cool.



Oliver glaces at the stairs.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



Where did he go?



HUGHES



Don’t know. I assume he went to use the facilities.



OLIVER



He’s been gone a long time.



CUT TO:




EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY. 


Zintz walks up to the driver’s side of the van, notices that Eves is
speaking with a woman on the other side, and walks around to that side.



ZINTZ



(jovially)



Hello.



He holds out his hand to Meryl French.



FRENCH



Hello.



French does not take the offered hand.



EVES



This is Meryl. She’s a friend of mine.



ZINTZ



(to French)



Hello Meryl. Nice to meet you.



(to Eves)



Sorry I took so long. I met an associate and had to do some business.
How’re the fish and chips.



EVES



Good.



ZINTZ



I’m glad. I just discovered this place.



Zintz gets into the driver’s seat and starts the car.



ZINTZ (CONT’D)



Nice to meet you again, Meryl.



EVES



Bye.



French stands and watches the van back out of its parking spot. She grimaces and
takes out her phone. She makes a note of the van’s license plate number.



CUT TO:




INT. HUGHES’S DINING ROOM - DAY. 


Hughes and Oliver sit at the dining room table and eat birthday cake.



OLIVER



I want to take my machine home. Help me put it in my car.



HUGHES



That’s not what it’s for.



OLIVER



That’s what I brought it for.



CUT TO:




EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY. 


Oliver drives his car past the parking lot. Hughes sits in the passenger seat.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY. 


HUGHES



Whoa. There he is. Turn in.



CUT TO:




EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY. 


Oliver pulls into the parking lot. He drives down the lane in front of the row
containing Zintz’s van. The van pulls out and drives away. Oliver follows.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY. 


OLIVER



I don’t like this.



HUGHES



This is lucky. Don’t make it obvious we’re following.



OLIVER



How do I do that?



HUGHES



Don’t ride up his arse. Put a car between us.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. ZINTZ’S VAN - DAY. 


ZINTZ



Want to see a movie?



EVES



I don’t know. Aren’t you hungry? You didn’t have any fish and
chips.



ZINTZ



I am.



EVES



This is the weirdest date I’ve been on. I don’t usually jump onto
cars with strange men. And guys don’t usually disappear when we’re
supposed to be having a date.



ZINTZ



Mmm. I know. Sorry about that.



EVES



I’d like to go somewhere where we can talk. I know a greasy spoon with
good burgers.



ZINTZ



Sounds good.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY. 


OLIVER



(alarmed)



He’s got Holly with him.



HUGHES



This is bad.



OLIVER



(angrily)



You know more than you let on. That’s why you made me follow them.
What’s he up to? What are both of you up to?



HUGHES



I don’t know what he wants with her. I just know its bad.



ZINTZ



He wants leverage over me, obviously.



HUGHES



If he wanted your machine, he would have killed you.



OLIVER



I just memorized his license plate.



HUGHES



He’s not going to hurt her.



Hughes turns around.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



We may be being followed ourselves.



Oliver looks in the rear view mirror.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. MERYL FRENCH’S CAR - DAY. 


French drives behind Oliver’s car. She does not recognize him from behind.
She stares intently ahead.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. ZINTZ’S VAN - DAY. 


Zintz stops the van at a red light.



EVES



I’ll get out here.



Zintz locks all the doors.



Eves pulls out her phone. Zintz reaches across and wrestles away the phone.



EVES (CONT’D)



Are you a rapist?



ZINTZ



You need to relax. I’m not a rapist, and I’m not in love with you. I
know your ex, and I don’t like him. If you want to get back at him, I can
help you do that. Are you interested? I have a plan.



EVES



I said I’ll get out here. Unlock the doors, or I’ll scratch your
eyes out.



Zintz laughs and unlocks the doors.



Eves exits the van as the light changes.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY. 


Oliver does not recognize French. He turns to face forward.



Oliver and Hughes watch Eves make her way to the curb.



HUGHES



Don’t let her see you. She’ll give us away to Zintz.



OLIVER



I don’t intend to.



HUGHES



Don’t worry about her. She’s safe now.



A horn honks from behind. Eves looks in the direction the sound came from. She
recognizes French.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



I told you we were being followed.



Both men turn around in their seats.



CUT TO:




EXT. FRENCH’S CAR - DAY. 


Meryl French rolls down her window.



FRENCH



Holly!



French pulls to the side of the road.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. FRENCH’S CAR - DAY. 


Holly Eves gets into the passenger seat.



EVES



You were right. He’s some kind of weirdo. I should have known better.



FRENCH



I knew it.



EVES



He said he’d been watching me from afar. Then he dropped the facade and
said he knows Damien and wants to help me get back at him. He wants to steal his
machine.



FRENCH



What did you say?



EVES



I got out of the car.



FRENCH



Good thinking. I wonder if he’s the Riverside Park mugger? Damien said he
knew who he was.



EVES



You told me they arrested the mugger.



FRENCH



They arrested someone. Why does this old guy hate Damien? What did that weirdo
do to him?



EVES



Which weirdo?



FRENCH



How many weirdos does Damien know? Are all his friends like this?



EVES



He doesn’t have any friends.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY. 


OLIVER



(intensely)



I am the hero of my own story. I want success. I want to quit my job and devote
myself to my creative endeavors. I want a life of the mind. I want the surprise
and delight of invention and discovery!



CUT TO:




OLIVER’S POV. 


A kaleidoscopic array of sparkling facets fills the screen.



OLIVER



Oh wow. Oh wow. Oh wow.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY. 


HUGHES



Shut up.



The car slows. Oliver passes out. He slumps over the steering wheel.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



What the hell?



Hughes grabs the steering wheel and guides the car to a creep. A horn honks from
behind.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



This is no time to freak out, Sunshine. Pull yourself together.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. FRENCH’S CAR - DAY. 


The car in front slows suddenly.



FRENCH



What the hell?



French does a u-turn. Eves stares at the dashboard, lost in thought.



FRENCH (CONT’D)



Let’s put some distance between us and your stalker.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. ZINTZ’S VAN - DAY. 


Zintz hears a horn honk behind him. He looks in the rearview mirror. He pulls
over to the side of the road.



CUT TO:




EXT. TWO LANE THOROUGHFARE - DAY. 


Zintz stands beside his car at the side of the road. He looks back in the
direction from which he came.



CUT TO:




ZINTZ’S POV. 


Oliver’s car creeps forward in the middle of the road.



Hughes gets out of the car and walks around to the driver’s side. Hughes
opens the door, puts the car in neutral, and stops the engine. The car stops.



CUT TO:




EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY. 


Hughes takes the keys from the ignition and walks to the trunk.



He opens the trunk and pulls the diamond processor onto the edge of the trunk
opening. He slowly lowers the heavy black box to the asphalt. Hydraulic fluid
leaks from the box to the tarmac. The street here has a significant downward
grade. The hydraulic fluid runs down the grade away from the rear of the car.



Hughes waits for a break in the traffic. He drags the box away from the car.



CUT TO:




EXT. TWO LANE THOROUGHFARE - DAY. 


Zintz walks down the side of the road until he is parallel with Hughes.



Zintz hurries to Hughes. Together they lift and carry the box to Zintz’s
car.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. ZINTZ’S VAN - DAY. 


Zintz drives. Hughes sits in the passenger seat.



ZINTZ



Were you guys following me?



HUGHES



Not intentionally.



ZINTZ



Where were you going?



HUGHES



To his place. He wanted to show me something he’s working on.



ZINTZ



Oh?



HUGHES



I don’t know what it is.



ZINTZ



Why don’t we go there and find out?



HUGHES



The police are bound to go there. Do we want to leave evidence for them to
connect his death to us?



ZINTZ



Are you sure he’s dead?



Hughes shrugs his shoulders.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. FRENCH’S CAR - DAY. 


FRENCH



Where do you want me to take you?



EVES



I was on my way home before all this started.



FRENCH



You’re acting as crazy as Damien.



EVES



I’m fine. They say you should take risks in life. I took a risk.



FRENCH



That’s not what they mean. There are risks, and then there are risks.



EVES



(dismayed)



Oh no.



FRENCH



What?



EVES



I left the envelope in his van.



FRENCH



That’s bad.



EVES



My name’s on everything, so...



FRENCH



He can make copies and remove your name.



EVES



I just realized that I accidentally gave him what he really wanted.



FRENCH



How could he know about it?



EVES



He could have been watching in the restaurant.



FRENCH



Maybe. You think this guy’s been stalking you?



EVES



I don’t know. He had to have done some research to know where to find me
on the street. He said he was in love with me.



FRENCH



(surprised)



Oh for goodness sake. You fell for that?



(after a pause, calmly)



You’re a babe in the woods.



EVES



I took a risk.



CUT TO:




EXT. TWO LANE THOROUGHFARE - DAY. 


Zintz drives past a donut shop.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. ZINTZ’S VAN - DAY. 


Hughes picks up the thick envelope from the seat beside him. He places the
envelope on top of the dashboard.



HUGHES



I want to shove donuts in my face. That cake has woken something in me.



ZINTZ



There’s no time for donuts. The time for empty calories is over.
It’s time for worthless diamonds now.



Hughes raises his eyebrows.



ZINTZ (CONT’D)



Stupid rocks. What a scam. Buying and selling useless, transparent rocks for
ridiculous prices. Who ever heard of such a thing?



Zintz laughs.



HUGHES



I have. If everybody felt that way, I’d be out of business.



CUT TO:




EXT. HUGHES’S HOUSE - DAY. 


Zintz parks the van in the driveway. He and Hughes get out.



ZINTZ



Don’t forget your envelope.



Hughes stops walking but says nothing. He goes back to the van and retrieves the
envelope. He tucks it under his arm.



CUT TO:




EXT. TWO LANE THOROUGHFARE - DAY. 


Oliver sits slumped over the steering wheel of his car. Other drivers drive
around his car. They peer into his cabin as they pass.



A police car with its lights flashing stops directly behind Oliver’s car.



A constable gets out with his hat in hand. He puts the hat on and walks to
Oliver’s door.



The constable stoops and peers inside. He opens the door and touches
Oliver’s neck.



CUT TO:




EXT. TWO LANE THOROUGHFARE - DAY. 


An ambulance siren grows louder. The ambulance appears and stops in a space
cleared by the police constable.



CUT TO:




EXT. REAR OF AMBULANCE - DAY. 


Two ambulance technicians roll a gurney with Oliver strapped in it to the rear
of the ambulance. The technicians both slip and fall on the spilled hydraulic
fluid that has oozed under the ambulance. Both technicians inadvertently push
the gurney backward.



The police constable tries to stop the gurney, but he slips on the hydraulic
fluid and falls.



CUT TO:




AMBULANCE TECHNICIANS’ POV. 


The gurney rolls toward an approaching car. The car turns into the other lane to
avoid the gurney and the ambulance.



The gurney continues rolling toward another car. The car slows. The gurney hits
the bumper and turns sideways. The driver puts the car into reverse. The gurney
rolls into the other lane. The driver drives forward and into the other lane to
avoid the ambulance.



The traffic in the other lane slows to stop. Horns honk. The ambulance
technicians run after the gurney. The police officers waves to the oncoming
cars, motioning for them to stop.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY. 


Oliver wakes in bed. His head is bandaged. His mouth moves.



OLIVER



(whispering)



Shit.



CUT TO:




EXT. TWO-LANE HIGHWAY - DAY. 


Zintz drives his white van down the highway through the countryside.



CUT TO:




EXT. BACKYARD OF FARMHOUSE - DAY. 


Hughes digs a hole in the backyard. Zintz watches.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. BACKYARD OF FARMHOUSE - DAY. 


The diamond processor sits in a shallow hole. Hughes shovels in dirt.



CUT TO:




INT. FARMHOUSE LIVING ROOM - DAY. 


Hughes and Zintz sit on the old brown sofa. Zintz reads a paperback thriller.
Hughes reads another by the same author.



ZINTZ



I love this guy. Writes like a champ.



HUGHES



I’m not a big reader.



ZINTZ



Once I pay you, you have to stay away from me until the kerfuffle dies down
about diamond boy, at least six months. I don’t want to hear from you.
Don’t call me. I’ll call you.



HUGHES



Shouldn’t they have called by now?



ZINTZ



(annoyed)



Who?



HUGHES



The client.



ZINTZ



(annoyed)



Don’t expect consistency from my clients.



CUT TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Daphne Horniman sits in a booth in the middle of the dining room. Holly Eves
still sits in her window booth. We see the room from Horniman’s POV.



Jack Hughes enters the restaurant. He stands at the cash register. Jenny Travis
approaches him.



HUGHES



Large coffee to go. Cream no sugar.



Horniman notices Hughes. She waves.



HORNIMAN



Uncle Jack!



Hughes turns and smiles an insincere smile.



HUGHES



Hello Daphne.



Hughes continues to stand at the register and smile. By increments, he turns his
back to Horniman.



CUT TO:




MEDIUM SHOT - HORNIMAN. 


Horniman frowns.



CUT TO:




MEDIUM SHOT - EVES. 


Eves’s face is still as she listens to Horniman speak offscreen.



HORNIMAN



How’s Phil?



CUT TO:




MEDIUM SHOT - HUGHES. 


Hughes turns to look at Horniman.



HUGHES



Phil who?



HORNIMAN



The guy at your birthday party. You made me go away because you were talking
business.



HUGHES



His name isn’t Phil. He’s not doing so well.



HORNIMAN



Oh?



HUGHES



He was in a car accident.



HORNIMAN



Oh no.



CUT TO:




MEDIUM SHOT - EVES. 


Concern registers on Eves’s face. She turns to look at Horniman.



CUT TO:




MEDIUM SHOT - HORNIMAN. 


Horniman looks deflated.



HORNIMAN



Is he OK?



HUGHES



He’s in the hospital.



CUT TO:




MEDIUM SHOT - HUGHES. 


HORNIMAN



Which hospital?



HUGHES



I don’t know.



HORNIMAN



You don’t know? Don’t you visit him?



Hughes shakes his head.



HUGHES



We’re not that close.



Hughes shrugs.



CUT TO:




MEDIUM SHOT - HORNIMAN. 


HORNIMAN



What’s his last name?



HUGHES



Oliver. Damien Oliver.



HORNIMAN



His name’s Phil. We went to high school together. Or Bill. One or the
other. He must have changed it. He must not have liked “Bill.”
“Damien”’s pretentious.



Hughes shakes his head slightly. He pays for his coffee and leaves the
restaurant. He waves goodbye to Horniman as he leaves.



Eves walks up to the cash register.



CUT TO:




EXT. CITY STREET - DAY. 


Holly Eves follows Hughes down the sidewalk.



CUT TO:




EXT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Hughes unlocks the door of the shop and enters it. Eves walks by. When Hughes
has gone inside, she stops and turns back.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET [FLASHBACK] - DAY. 


Damien Oliver walks away from the house party that he walked out of. Holly Eves
hurries up to him.



EVES



Hey. Where do you think you’re going?



OLIVER



Home.



EVES



Want some company?



OLIVER



No.



EVES



I mean on the walk not at the destination.



OLIVER



Go back to your friends.



EVES



I live nearby.



OLIVER



I have some distance to go.



EVES



I think you’re right about bullies and basket cases.



CUT TO:




EXT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Eves opens the door and walks inside the shop.



CUT TO:




INT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Hughes rummages around behind the counter. When he hears the door open, he
stands up.



HUGHES



Good morning.



EVES



Hello. I was just in The Melody with you. I heard you say that Damien Oliver is
in the hospital.



HUGHES



Is he a friend of yours?



EVES



Sort of.



HUGHES



I don’t know what hospital. His family will know.



EVES



What happened?



HUGHES



Are you Holly Eves by chance?



EVES



Yes.



HUGHES



I have something that belongs to you.



Hughes goes into the back room and returns with the envelope.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



Here.



He passes the envelope to Eves. She takes it.



EVES



Thank you. How did you come to have this?



HUGHES



I found it.



EVES



Oh.



Eves waits for more information, but it does not come.



EVES (CONT’D)



OK. Thank you. Goodbye.



HUGHES



Goodbye.



Eves leaves the shop.



CUT TO:




INT. HOLLY EVES’S APARTMENT - DAY. 


Eves sits in a chair and talks on her phone to a hospital receptionist.



EVES



Hello. I’m trying to find out what hospital my friend is in. His name is
Damien Oliver.



RECEPTIONIST



I can’t give out that information on the phone. It’s against federal
privacy laws.



EVES



Oh. OK. When are visiting hours?



RECEPTIONIST



I can’t give you the information in person either. If this person is
missing, you need to call the police.



EVES



No. He’s not missing. He’s my ex-boyfriend, and I heard that he was
in a car accident.



RECEPTIONIST



All I can tell you ma’am is to contact a family member or the police for
information.



EVES



OK. Thank you.



Eves hangs up.



She picks up the envelope and opens it. Her face registers surprise. She pulls
out a stack of hundred dollar bills held together with an elastic band.



CUT TO:




INT. OLIVER’S LIVING ROOM - DAY. 


Eves let’s herself into the apartment with her key. She closes the door
and looks around. She scans the room.



She walks down the hallway and out of sight.



CUT TO:




INT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Ellen Lawlor talks to Jack Hughes.



HUGHES



I don’t appreciate you coming here in person.



Eves enters the shop. Hughes motions with his head for Lawlor to leave. Eves
waits to be attended to. Lawlor leaves the shop. Hughes makes eye contact with
Eves, but he says nothing.



EVES



Hello again. I have a couple of questions for you.



Eves waits for a reply but receives none.



EVES (CONT’D)



Where is Damien’s machine?



HUGHES



I can’t help you with that.



EVES



Is this money yours?



She holds up the stack of bills.



HUGHES



It’s Damien’s.



Eves stands still and says nothing.



HUGHES (CONT’D)



How’s he doing?



EVES



I don’t know. What’s the money for?



HUGHES



His share of a joint venture.



EVES



With diamonds?



Hughes nods.



EVES (CONT’D)



OK. That’s all I wanted to know.



Eves leaves the shop. As she walks out the door, Hughes speaks.



HUGHES



(flatly)



Don’t come back here.



CUT TO:




EXT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Eves steps onto the sidewalk. Lawlor waits outside the shop.



LAWLOR



Don’t trust him.



Eves makes eye contact.



LAWLOR (CONT’D)



Whatever it is you’re doing with him, don’t trust him. He’s
not going to follow through for you. He’s using you, and you’ll end
up screwed. Believe me. He’s a bad character. What does he have on you?



EVES



Nothing.



LAWLOR



(agitated)



Don’t do anything for him. Walk away. Don’t get involved. My
husband’s in jail because of him. He tricked him into becoming the
Riverside Park Purse Snatcher.



Eves eyes widen.



LAWLOR (CONT’D)



He gave us a loan that we couldn’t pay off because my husband lost his
job, and then he made us do stupid shit to help him get at someone he
didn’t like. We were supposed to be working off our debt, but he was just
setting us up because he needed to punish us as an example for others. You took
a loan from him. Didn’t you?



Eves shakes her head. She walks a few paces then stops.



EVES



You’re being blackmailed into snatching purses? Do you know how stupid
that sounds? Why would he want you to steal purses?



LAWLOR



To set someone else up. We were helping him frame someone else for the crimes.



CUT TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Holly Eves sits in a window booth. Meryl French comes to the booth. She stares
at Eves.



EVES



What?



FRENCH



Have you heard about Damien?



EVES



(flatly)



He’s in the hospital. Blah, blah, blah. He was in an accident. Blah, blah,
blah. I don’t care. I just want to forget that he exists. He’s dead
to me.



Eves lowers her head.



EVES (CONT’D)



(whispering)



I don’t care.



French stares at Eves, but Eves does not make eye contact.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Oliver and Eves walk home.



OLIVER



I hate parties. I should know better. My tribe is not the so-called creative
community. It’s dominated by performers, people who crave recognition more
than they crave achievement. At every gathering they suck the life out of the
room. As long as you’re willing to be the audience, you don’t notice
it. As long as you’re charmed and amused, you see the funny, self-assured
persona. Just try to have a conversation as an equal. You’re drowned out.
Your job is to shut up and laugh.



EVES



I know. It’s overwhelming.



OLIVER



And they never change. Their lives are endless, anxiety-ridden dominance games.
Not even having children makes them better people. My tribe is the people who
make things: engineers, architects, computer programmers, avid knitters,
gardeners, or poets, painters, and filmmakers, but the ones who live for the
surprise and delight of invention and discovery. When you make things, you gain
confidence because you prove yourself capable to yourself. When you achieve a
goal, other goals become possible. You become ambitious. When you gain
expertise, you make the world less scary, less inscrutable. You make yourself
less helpless. You increase your earning power. You pull yourself up by your
bootstraps. You become less needy, more generous. It matures you.



EVES



Inventors are mad too.



Oliver stops walking and makes eye contact with Eves.



OLIVER



That’s true. They’re also capable of being quite nasty to their
competition. A lot of cases of arrested development in the technical community.



EVES



So everything you just said is BS.



OLIVER



No. You know it’s not. There are exceptions, but it’s basically
true. Makers good. Performers bad.



Eves laughs a laugh of surprise at Oliver’s arrogance. They resume
walking.



EVES



In another life I was an actor.



OLIVER



I think I knew that. Someone said something to me about you. Were you the one
that dated what’s-his-name? The newscaster that just retired? Paul
Boysferry?



EVES



Yes.



OLIVER



Wow. He’s way older than you. So you gave up acting, came home, and got a
real job?



EVES



I did a lot of commercials. I paid the bills. I could have gone on doing that.



(pause)



There’s just too much competition. It’s hard to stand out. No matter
how good you are, you still need someone to give you a break.



OLIVER



You got tired of waiting for your big break?



EVES



I got older, and I started to doubt myself. I came home where the cost of living
is cheaper. My uncle gave me a job at his company.



OLIVER



You don’t think you’re a good enough actor?



EVES



I don’t know. I used to think I was, but now I don’t know. Maybe
others are better. Maybe that’s the problem.



OLIVER



Maybe you flatlined. Maybe you didn’t push yourself up the learning curve
far enough, so you didn’t stand out.



EVES



(annoyed)



Maybe.



OLIVER



Maybe you didn’t find your affinity. Talent is affinity not ability.



EVES



Acting is a pipe dream.



OLIVER



Yes. Confidence and ambition make you ignore that, but I suppose if you
can’t make the world care, eventually you have to walk away.



EVES



I’ve never had a lot of confidence or ambition. Acting just felt natural.



OLIVER



What does that mean? You say lines that other people write. How does that feel
natural?



EVES



I enjoyed it. I have an affinity for it.



OLIVER



You pretended to be characters who did exciting things instead of doing exciting
things Yourself.



EVES



I can’t figure out if you’re teasing or being serious.



OLIVER



Performers bad. Makers good.



EVES



Besides being obnoxious, this lecture sounds rehearsed.



OLIVER



Of course it’s rehearsed. I talk to myself continously. It’s how I
figure things out.



EVES



Then you’re a performer.



OLIVER



Nice. I invent undeniably cool things.



EVES



(mockingly serious)



Undeniably.



(pause)



You don’t anything about me.



Oliver starts shaking. He stops walking. He shakes his head.



OLIVER



No. Not now.



EVES



What’s going on?



Olivers stops shaking.



OLIVER



I have a condition. There. It’s gone.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. OLIVER’S LIVING ROOM [FLASHBACK]- DAY. 


Oliver and Eves sit on separate pieces of furniture. The TV is on, the sound
muted.



EVES



This sounds like a bad idea.



OLIVER



I’m going to take a chance on this.



EVES



Rumor is Hughes is a loan shark.



OLIVER



It’s not illegal to give private loans. If he gets caught for anything, it
will be tax evasion. And I’m not asking for a loan. I’m offering an
investment opportunity.



(pause)



He’s a jeweller willing to help me. If he has some connections with
undesirables, that means he keeps his mouth shut. That works for me. I can trust
him.



EVES



You can trust a criminal? There’s no loyalty among thieves.



OLIVER



I’ll take that risk. I think this is a lucrative opportunity for him, and
he’s just the guy to recognize that because of his diamond business.



EVES



I won’t date a criminal.



OLIVER



I won’t be one. Are we dating? I thought I was your boyfriend. Do you see
other guys?



EVES



It’s easier to say “dating” than “I won’t be the
girlfriend of a criminal.”



OLIVER



Women are attracted to bad boys. If you haven’t figured that out, you
haven’t been to high school. They also like to block the aisles in the
supermarkets.



EVES



No they don’t.



OLIVER



You’ve never been to a supermarket. It never occurs to them to move their
carts to the side if they want to browse.



EVES



All women do this?



OLIVER



Enough of them for it to be a problem.



EVES



And no men?



OLIVER



Less of them.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Eves gets up from the booth and hurries to the cash register.



CUT TO:




INT. LAWYER’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Eves sits before the desk of a patent lawyer. He looks over the documents that
he has taken from the large envelope.



LAWYER



I’ll examine these and get back to you, Ms Eves. If I decide this is worth
pursuing, I’ll need a retainer. Patent applications take a lot of time,
and your application may be denied in the end, and when I say time, I mean
years.



EVES



(firmly)



I know. I have money. Let’s do this.



LAWYER



All right. I’ll get back to you when I’m know.



The lawyer stands. Eves stands.



LAWYER (CONT’D)



This is a very impressive invention. I assume you have a prototype that I can
see? I’ll want to see it in action if I agree to represent you.



EVES



(nodding)



There is.



CUT TO:




INT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Eves stands before the counter. Hughes stands behind it.



EVES



Where is the machine? I want the machine back.



HUGHES



I told you not to come back here. I don’t have the machine. I don’t
know where it is.



EVES



You must know. You financed it. I’ll buy it from you. How much do you
want?



HUGHES



You need to let this go. I don’t have the machine. The guy who does have
it is a nasty customer not a teddy bear like me. You wouldn’t be able to
sweet talk him. It’s gone for good, and it’s too late for
anyone to do anything about it. Now please leave my shop and don’t come
back. I mean it. You’re presuming on my generosity, and it has reached its
limit as far as you’re concerned.



EVES



Tell me his name, and I’ll leave you alone.



Hughes sighs.



HUGHES



Absolutely not. He’d kill me.



CUT TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Holly Eves walks into the restaurant and sits at an interior two person booth.
The window booths are full. Meryl French comes with a menu, a mug, and the
coffee jug.



FRENCH



I remember the first time you came in here. Damien brought you.



Eves looks at French. French pours coffee into the mug.



FRENCH (CONT’D)



I was surprised to see him with a girl. Didn’t know he had it in him. Now
you’re the regular, and he’s gone.



EVES



I was here all the time when I was a kid. Then I moved to the city for ten
years, and that was my first time back.



Daphne Horniman enters the restaurant. She sits in a two person booth opposite
Eves.



French brings a mug, menu, and the coffee jug to Horniman.



FRENCH



Coffee?



HORNIMAN



Yes, please. Do you know a Bill Oliver? I heard he comes here a lot. I’m a
friend of his from high school. I might have his name wrong. It was a long time
ago. Bill or Phil?



French shakes her head. She glances at Eves.



HORNIMAN (CONT’D)



Oh. OK.



FRENCH



Menu?



Horniman nods and takes the menu.



French walks away.



EVES



You aren’t by any chance looking for Damien Oliver?



Horniman shakes her head.



HORNIMAN



That doesn’t sound right. The guy I’m looking for is an associate of
my uncle’s. He’s Jack Hughes the jeweller. The guy I’m looking
for was recently in a car accident. Does that sound familiar?



Eves takes a moment to process this information.



EVES



Do you know someone named Carl Zintz?



Horniman grimaces.



HORNIMAN



He’s my ex.



Eves nods slowly in recognition of this fact.



HORNIMAN (CONT’D)



How do you know him?



EVES



Damien Oliver is my ex.



HORNIMAN



Do they work together?



Eves nods.



HORNIMAN (CONT’D)



Wait. When did he change his name?



EVES



I think he’s always been a Damien.



HORNIMAN



Maybe, but it doesn’t sound right to me. Maybe this is a different guy?



EVES



Maybe.



Horniman looks disappointed.



HORNIMAN



Do you visit him in the hospital?



EVES



No. I’m over him.



HORNIMAN



That’s cold. Was he nasty to you?



EVES



He was selfish.



HORNIMAN



I liked him when I knew him. He seemed like he was on his own path.



EVES



You could say that.



HORNIMAN



My ex is nasty. I think he’s involved with the mob, but I’m not
sure. I ditched him anyway.



EVES



My ex is an inventor. I’m looking for a machine he developed with your
uncle. I want to get it back because I own the intellectual property.



HORNIMAN



You should talk to him. His bark is worse than his bite.



EVES



I did. He said he didn’t have it. Maybe your ex has it?



Horniman’s face lights up.



HORNIMAN



My ex buried something in his backyard.



EVES



Do you think that’s it?



Horniman laughs.



HORNIMAN



It’s too small to be a body. I went there to get my stuff after we broke
up, and there was a spot in the backyard that had been dug up. We could go there
and dig it up.



Eves smiles.



EVES



OK.



CUT TO:




EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY. 


A “For Sale” sign on a stick is inserted into the front lawn. Daphne
Horniman drives her pickup truck up the drive. Eves sits in the passenger seat.
The women get out of the truck.



Daphne searches for her key to the front door.



EVES



We don’t need to go inside. Do we?



HORNIMAN



No. We don’t. You’re right.



Eves walks to the rear of the pickup truck, lowers the tailgate, and pulls two
shovels across the bed.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. BACKYARD OF FARMHOUSE - DAY. 


The women dig dirt out of the ground.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. BACKYARD OF FARMHOUSE - DAY. 


The women stand and wipe their brows. They breathe heavily. The underarms of
their clothing are wet. The black box sits exposed in the hole.



CUT TO:




MEDIUM SHOT - BOX IN HOLE. 


The lock hangs loose from the latch. The U of the lock is bent because the lock
has been forced.



HORNIMAN (V.O.)



Is that what you’re looking for?



A female hand reaches down and opens the lid. We see stainless steel fixtures
and cabling.



EVES (V.O.)



That’s it.



HORNIMAN (V.O.)



I hope this pisses Carl off big time. This is revenge for trying to hit me.



EVES (V.O.)



He hit you?



HORNIMAN (V.O.)



He tried to slap me, hard, but he missed. Just once, but that’s enough.



EVES (V.O.)



Once is too many times.



HORNIMAN (V.O.)



He called me Daffy Daphne. That’s when I realized he hated me. It was
building up to that. I see that now. Some people need someone to hate.



EVES (V.O.)



They’re called bullies.



The women drag the box out of the hole. They pick up the box by its handles.



CUT TO:




EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY. 


The women load the box into the bed of the pickup truck.



CUT TO:




EXT. TWO-LANE HIGHWAY - DAY. 


Horniman drives her truck down the highway. Eves sits in the passenger seat.



CUT TO:




INT. BACK ROOM OF JEWELRY SHOP - DAY. 


Jack Hughes sits on a stool in the back room of his shop. He waits with his
phone to his ear.



HUGHES



The blue diamond that was stolen up north a few weeks ago went through the hands
of Carl Zintz. Put Zintz under surveillance, and you’ll catch him
red-handed with stolen gems, and he’ll lead you to his ring of fences.
Over and out, Space Cadets.



Hughes hangs up. He uses tweezers from his work bench to remove the SIM card
from the phone. He puts another SIM card in the phone and puts the phone in a
pocket.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. HORNIMAN’S PICKUP TRUCK - DAY. 


The truck drives through the city.



EVES



I owe you one.



HORNIMAN



Don’t mention it.



EVES



Are you worried what your ex will do when he finds out?



HORNIMAN



He thinks I’m a idiot. He’ll never suspect me.



Both women smile.



EVES



Good. For helping me, I’m going to give you a percentage or two of
ownership in this box.



HORNIMAN



You don’t have to do that, but OK. Great.



EVES



I wouldn’t have it, otherwise. When I license the patent, you’ll get
a bit of the revenue. It may be significant. It may not. I can’t make any
promises.



Horniman chuckles.



HORNIMAN



OK.



(pause)



Did your ex ever hit you?



EVES



No. He was a basket case not a bully.



HORNIMAN



He was your bitch.



Eves’s eyes widen.



EVES



No. I wouldn’t say that.



HORNIMAN



So you’re not a ball buster. Do you like avocados?



EVES



Not really. I think they’re kind of boring.



HORNIMAN



That’s what I used to think. Now I like them. You should consider a
relationship with the avocado. They’re good for you.



EVES



Daphne, where do you work?



HORNIMAN



I’m a teacher. High school math.



EVES



Why do you have a pickup truck?



HORNIMAN



I like to sit up high. It feels better. Also the power. This is my monster.



(pause)



I can’t believe your ex is dead. I just met him again, and now he’s
gone.



EVES



He’s not dead.



HORNIMAN



How do you know? You don’t visit him in the hospital. For all you know, he
may have shuffled off this mortal coil. You said he was dead to you. Same thing.



(pause)



I still don’t believe his name is Damien.



EVES



I saw his birth certificate, and he’s not dead.



HORNIMAN



He must not have liked his name, so he told people he was Bill.



(pause)



Now that we have your diamond polisher, let’s go eat some avocado salad
with a nice tangy dressing and feel good about what we’ve accomplished
today.



Eves’s phone vibrates. She looks at it. She breaks down. She sobs quietly.



Horniman reaches down and holds a tissue box up to Eves. Eves takes a tissue.



HORNIMAN (CONT’D)



Let it all out.



EVES



Damien’s dead.



HORNIMAN



Oh.



(pause)



That’s sad. I’m sorry.



Horniman stops at a red light. She looks in the rear view mirror.



HORNIMAN (CONT’D)



Oh no. It’s Carl.



Eves turns around.



HORNIMAN (CONT’D)



Don’t look.



Eves turns back. Her expression is a mix of sadness and fear.



EVES



When the light changes, I’ll turn somewhere and see if he follows.



CUT TO:




EXT. CITY STREET - DAY. 


Horniman drives her pickup truck onto a side street. Zintz’s white van
drives past. A police car with its lights flashing follows Zintz.



CUT TO:




EXT. PARKING LOT OF STRIP MALL - DAY. 


Horniman pulls into a parking spot.



CUT TO:




INT./EXT. HORNIMAN’S PICKUP TRUCK - DAY. 


Eves stares at the screen of her phone.



EVES



He had swelling of the brain.



HORNIMAN



That’s terrible.



EVES



I’ll never know if he actually wanted to break up with me, or if it was
the brain injury.



HORNIMAN



Well. It must have been the brain injury if you didn’t see it coming.
People change after brain injuries.



EVES



Or he thought he was going to be rich and didn’t want to share it.



HORNIMAN



He was like that, was he? What do we do now? Want me to take you home?



Eves nods.



HORNIMAN (CONT’D)



Do you want company?



(pause)



Or do you want me to go away?



EVES



I want to go to the Melody. This text is from Meryl French. I want to talk to
her.



HORNIMAN



All right. We should take the machine to your place first.



EVES



OK.



(pause)



No. What am I saying? He gave me the intellectual property. If anyone gets rich,
it’s me.



HORNIMAN



Me too don’t forget. He must have known he was dying.



(sadly)



So long Bill. Thanks for the future riches.



CUT TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Damien Oliver walks into the restaurant. He wears a tuque. He sits in a window
booth.



Meryl French comes to his table.



FRENCH



Hello.



OLIVER



Hello.



French hands Oliver a menu.



FRENCH



Coffee?



OLIVER



I’ve given it up. Water.



FRENCH



Rumor is that you’re dead.



OLIVER



I’m not dead. I came back from the dead. Twice.



FRENCH



Nice hat. Are you a hipster now?



Oliver ignores the question.



OLIVER



I’ll have eggs over easy with bacon, well done toast.



French walks away.



CUT TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON CASH REGISTER - DAY. 


Eves and Horniman enter the restaurant and stand near the cash register.



EVES



Take a window booth.



The women move out of frame.



CUT TO:




INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY. 


Eves and Horniman take the booth behind Oliver’s booth. They do not
recognize him from behind because of his hat.



Meryl French watches the women choose their booth.



Horniman motions to French to come to the table.



CUT TO:




INT. OLIVER’S BOOTH - DAY. 


Oliver recognizes the voices behind him. He listens to the conversation.



HORNIMAN



What’s she doing? She must know we want to talk to her.



EVES



She’ll come when she’s free.



HORNIMAN



I can see her. She’s free.



CUT TO:




INT. WOMEN’S BOOTH - DAY. 


Eves turns around to look at French.



French comes to the table with menus. She puts a finger to her lips and nods
toward Oliver.



EVES



What?



CUT TO:




INT. OLIVER’S BOOTH - DAY. 


Oliver turns around to look at the women. They recognize him.



French walks away.



HORNIMAN



Bill. You’re alive.



Oliver turns his back to the women.



HORNIMAN (CONT’D)



Are you a zombie? Is that a zombie hat?



Oliver turns around and removes his hat to reveal his bandages.



OLIVER



I have come back from the dead a second time. You are ghosts from my past come
to haunt me. I will send you back to the past where you belong.



Oliver turns back to his table and puts his hat back on.



French arrives with his breakfast and coffee jug.



EVES



(angrily)



What is your problem? What is going on? You said you got hit on the head? And
now you’re a jerk? I think you’ve been a jerk all long. Why did you
give me the intellectual property for your stupid diamond processor?



FRENCH



Yeah.



French pours coffee for Eves and Horniman.



OLIVER



I died and came back from the dead, twice. I made you the custodian of my legacy
in case I didn’t come back.



Oliver returns his attention to his breakfast.



French walks away.



EVES



I’m the custodian of your legacy? You vain and crazy bastard!



HORNIMAN



If you guys aren’t going to get back together, would you like to go out
sometime, Bill? Why did you change your name anyway? “Bill”’s
a good solid name. “Damien”’s pretentious.



Eves face registers surprise. She looks at Horniman then back to Oliver.



EVES



We saved your precious machine today. We dug it out of a hole in someone’s
backyard. It’s mine now. I’ve got all the paperwork to prove it.



HORNIMAN



It was my ex’s backyard, actually.



EVES



Your ex told me he loved me and tried to get me to help him punish Damien for
something I don’t know about.



HORNIMAN



It’s OK. You can have him. Is that what this is all about?



EVES



Is what is all this about?



(to Oliver)



Did he hit you in the head with the hammer? Or was it Hughes?



HORNIMAN



Uncle Jack wouldn’t do that. His bark’s worse than his bite. Carl
would do it if you got him really mad. I think he’s capable of anything. I
didn’t see it for a long time. He’s a sweet talker.



Eves shakes her head.



Oliver continues to eat his bacon and eggs with his back to the women.



OLIVER



I want my machine back. Thank you for rescuing it.



EVES



Too late. I’ve already hired a lawyer to secure a patent. You’re out
of the picture.



CUT TO:




INT. WOMEN’S TABLE - DAY. 


French returns.



FRENCH



Do you guys want to order from the kitchen?



HORNIMAN



Do you have anything with avocados in it?



French shakes her head.



EVES



(to Oliver)



I thought you were dead. Maybe you are after all.



OLIVER



It would have been better for you that we had already broken up if I had died. I
had to take a risk. I softened the blow for you.



EVES



Did you break up with me for real?



OLIVER



What could I do? You weren’t happy that I went into partnership with
Hughes.



EVES



But do you actually feel that way?



Oliver shrugs.



OLIVER



What do we really have in common? You’re a performer. I’m a maker.
Oil and water.



EVES



You were an idiot to go into partnership with Hughes. Look at your head. I was
right. You were wrong.



(pause)



You arrogant prick. I have your machine. It’s mine, legally. And
it’s going in the garbage with the rest of your stuff.



OLIVER



I don’t think so.



HORNIMAN



Wow. Are you guys going to have a custody battle over a machine?



Oliver puts down his utensils and turns to face the women.



OLIVER



The wording of those documents makes it conditional. If I am found to be alive
six months subsequent to the date of those documents, ownership reverts to me.
If you had really taken it to a lawyer, he would have brought that up.



EVES



I did take it to a lawyer. He’s looking into it. He hasn’t
agreed to file the patent application yet.



OLIVER



I’ll talk to him. Where did you get the money?



EVES



It’s yours. Hughes gave it to me, and I have money of my own.



Oliver smiles and chuckles.



OLIVER



(with condescension)



We can get back together if you like. I’m unemployed for the time being,
but I have some savings I can live on.



EVES



(amazed)



You actually think I’m still interested in you? Just like that you turn me
off and on when you like it? What am I? A TV?



OLIVER



It was hard for me too, but I had to do something. I had to take a chance. I
couldn’t go on feeling like I’d taken a wrong turn in life. I needed
to get back on my path. I was meant for more.



EVES



Everyone thinks that, you fool.



OLIVER



Everyone has dreams, but they don’t have ambition. Once they realize it
doesn’t come easy, they’re out. I put all my chips in.



HORNIMAN



Look at you Bill, all pumped up and raring to go with a brain injury and
everything. Wow.



Horniman winks at Oliver in an exaggerated manner.



EVES



Daphne, what are you doing?



Oliver turns back to his breakfast. He starts shaking. He takes a deep breath
and stills himself.



He takes out a bottle of pills and swallows one.



OLIVER



Actually, I tried to chicken out of the whole thing at the last minute.
Didn’t I?



(pause)



This shit helps.



Oliver gestures with the pill bottle.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



I think Hughes tried to make friends with me, but he didn’t know how to do
it because he’s a bully. He made me hang out with him at his birthday
party, and then he sent me away. That was weird.



HORNIMAN



He’s never bullied me. He’s a good uncle. He’s always been
kind to me. I’m his favorite. So, are you guys getting back together or
what?



OLIVER



He tried to kill me, but then he wanted to be friends.



Eves sighs and stands up from the booth. She looks at Oliver and then at
Horniman.



EVES



Your uncle is a loan shark and who knows what else? I met a woman who claimed he
was behind the Riverside Park robberies. He was framing one of his enemies for
them.



(to Oliver)



I’m out of here. I’m going home to smash your machine into little
pieces.



Eves walks to the cash register.



HORNIMAN



Do you think she means it?



Oliver shrugs his shoulders.



OLIVER



No. Not if she actually went to a lawyer. It will take a little time, but things
will get back to normal for us.



Horniman sighs.



HORNIMAN



No. I think you’re finished, Bill. You’re too self-involved to see
it. Well, there’s no point in me sticking around. I’ll tell uncle
Jack you’re out of the hospital.



Horniman stands up. She reaches into her jacket and pulls out a bright pink
squirt pistol. She squirts Oliver in the eyes, one squirt for each eye.



OLIVER



Ow! What is in that?



HORNIMAN



White vinegar. I use it on the squirrels that raid my bird feeder and anything
else that pisses me off.



Oliver wipes his eyes with napkins. He puts his head down.



OLIVER



Shit.



He stands and heads for the toilet.



Horniman holsters her pistol and walks to the cash register.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. LAWYER’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Oliver and Eves sit across the desk from the patent lawyer. Oliver wears the hat
he wore in the diner to cover his bandages.



OLIVER



So? Good news? Bad news?



LAWYER



Good news.



EVES



You’ll take the case?



LAWYER



Well, I may not have to. It depends on what you think of an offer I have
received.



OLIVER



What offer?



LAWYER



DeBoers wants your machine. They want to buy the prototype and all associated
intellectual property. They will patent it themselves. This is a much less
expensive option for you. My fee will be minimal compared to that for a
successful patent application.



The lawyer slides a piece of paper across the desk. Oliver leans forward and
retrieves the paper.



OLIVER



Holy shit.



LAWYER



You would get more if you had the patent already, but you don’t. They want
to save themselves some money, and so do you, so what do you think? I can tell
you from experience this is a decent offer. You’re not being ripped off.



OLIVER



I like this figure.



Oliver hands the paper to Eves.



EVES



That’s more than I thought it would be.



LAWYER



Take your time if you want to consider the matter. I’ll have the papers
drawn up in the meantime. If you decide not to sell, no harm done.



OLIVER



I’m out of work. This is my lifesaver. Let’s do this.



LAWYER



Very well. I assure you that you’ve made a sound decision, financially
speaking.



The lawyer smiles. Oliver smiles. Eves smiles.



OLIVER



Damn it. I’m a success at last. My legacy is assured.



Eves sighs and shakes her head. Oliver turns to her.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



Want to get with a successful inventor?



EVES



I’m not sure I do.



OLIVER



Well, there is bound to be gold diggers galore for me to choose from once the
word gets out that I’m rich.



EVES



You’re semi-rich. You’re not even seven figures rich just six.



OLIVER



But a decent six. Close enough. This is just the beginning of my great invention
empire.



Oliver stands and offers his hand. The lawyer stands. They shake hands.



OLIVER (CONT’D)



So, how do you get paid?



LAWYER



I’ll be billing both parties for my services.



OLIVER



Ah. I see. Isn’t that a conflict of interest?



The lawyer shrugs.



LAWYER



This way both of us get paid. If you want to pursue a patent, then only I get
paid, and you do the paying.



Oliver nods.



OLIVER



OK. Let my glorious future begin.



Oliver takes off his hat and reveals his bandages.



TRACK AND ZOOM TO:




CLOSE UP - OLIVER’S SMILING FACE. 


Oliver stares into the camera and wiggles his eyebrows up and down.



END of KEYSTONE 
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		CLOSE UP - OPEN LUNCHBOX.


		INT. JEWELRY SHOP BACKROOM - DAY.


		EXT. CITY STREET - DAY.


		INT. OLIVER’S LIVING ROOM - DAY.


		CLOSE UP - CORK BOARD.


		EXT. CITY STREET - DAY.


		INT./EXT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		OLIVER’S POV.


		OLIVER’S POV.


		FRENCH’S POV.


		EXT. CITY STREET - DAY.


		INT. FOYER OF SMALL OFFICE BUILDING - DAY.


		INT. RECEPTION AREA OF SMALL OFFICE BUILDING - DAY.


		EXT. EXTERIOR OF SMALL OFFICE BUILDING - DAY.


		EXT. EXTERIOR OF JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		EXT. UNIVERSITY GATES - DAY.


		INT. UNIVERSITY LABORATORY.


		INT. UNIVERSITY STORAGE ROOM.


		INT. UNIVERSITY STORAGE ROOM.


		INT. UNIVERSITY LABORATORY.


		INT. UNIVERSITY LOADING DOCK - DAY.


		INT./EXT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		EXT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. RECEPTION AREA OF SMALL OFFICE BUILDING - DAY.


		EXT. EXTERIOR OF SMALL OFFICE BUILDING - DAY.


		EXT. UNIVERSITY GATES - DAY.


		INT. OLIVER’S APARTMENT.


		INT. POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM.


		CLOSE UP - TABLET SCREEN.


		INT. POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM.


		EXT. EXTERIOR OF POLICE STATION - DAY.


		INT. HOLDING CELL.


		EXT. EXTERIOR OF POLICE STATION - DAY.


		INT./EXT. HUGHES’S CAR - DAY.


		INT. JEWELRY SHOP BACK ROOM - NIGHT.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. OLIVER’S APARTMENT.


		CLOSE UP - COMPUTER SCREEN.


		EXT. HUGHES’S HOUSE IN RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT.


		INT. HUGHES’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT.


		MEDIUM SHOT - WOMAN’S FACE.


		INT. HUGHES’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT.


		INT. HUGHES’S DINING ROOM.


		INT. HUGHES’S KITCHEN - NIGHT.


		INT. HUGHES’S BASEMENT - NIGHT.


		EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - DAY.


		CLOSE UP - PHONE SCREEN.


		EXT. RESIDENTIAL LAWN - NIGHT.


		EXT. PORCH - NIGHT.


		INT. JEWELRY SHOP BACK ROOM - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		EXT. EXTERIOR GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. JEWELRY SHOP BACK ROOM - DAY.


		INT. HOLLY EVES APARTMENT - DAY.


		INT. POST OFFICE - DAY.


		EXT. EXTERIOR OF GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. PARKING GARAGE - DAY.


		EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - DAY.


		INT. HUGHES’S GARAGE - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. HUGHES’S GARAGE - DAY.


		INT. HUGHES’S BASEMENT - DAY.


		INT. HUGHES’S KITCHEN - DAY.


		EXT. CITY STREET - DAY.


		EXT. EXTERIOR OF JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		EXT. STREETSCAPE OPPOSITE JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		EXT. EXTERIOR OF JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		INT. HUGHES’S BASEMENT - DAY.


		EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY.


		INT./EXT. WHITE VAN - DAY.


		INT. CONNECTED LIVING AND DINING ROOMS OF HOUSE [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT.


		INT./EXT. WHITE VAN - DAY.


		EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY.


		INT. HUGHES’S BASEMENT - DAY.


		EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY.


		INT. HUGHES’S BASEMENT - DAY.


		EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY.


		INT. HUGHES’S DINING ROOM - DAY.


		EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY.


		INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY.


		EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - DAY.


		INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY.


		INT./EXT. ZINTZ’S VAN - DAY.


		INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY.


		INT./EXT. MERYL FRENCH’S CAR - DAY.


		INT./EXT. ZINTZ’S VAN - DAY.


		INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY.


		EXT. FRENCH’S CAR - DAY.


		INT./EXT. FRENCH’S CAR - DAY.


		INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY.


		OLIVER’S POV.


		INT./EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY.


		INT./EXT. FRENCH’S CAR - DAY.


		INT./EXT. ZINTZ’S VAN - DAY.


		EXT. TWO LANE THOROUGHFARE - DAY.


		ZINTZ’S POV.


		EXT. OLIVER’S CAR - DAY.


		EXT. TWO LANE THOROUGHFARE - DAY.


		INT./EXT. ZINTZ’S VAN - DAY.


		INT./EXT. FRENCH’S CAR - DAY.


		EXT. TWO LANE THOROUGHFARE - DAY.


		INT./EXT. ZINTZ’S VAN - DAY.


		EXT. HUGHES’S HOUSE - DAY.


		EXT. TWO LANE THOROUGHFARE - DAY.


		EXT. TWO LANE THOROUGHFARE - DAY.


		EXT. REAR OF AMBULANCE - DAY.


		AMBULANCE TECHNICIANS’ POV.


		INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY.


		EXT. TWO-LANE HIGHWAY - DAY.


		EXT. BACKYARD OF FARMHOUSE - DAY.


		EXT. BACKYARD OF FARMHOUSE - DAY.


		INT. FARMHOUSE LIVING ROOM - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		MEDIUM SHOT - HORNIMAN.


		MEDIUM SHOT - EVES.


		MEDIUM SHOT - HUGHES.


		MEDIUM SHOT - EVES.


		MEDIUM SHOT - HORNIMAN.


		MEDIUM SHOT - HUGHES.


		MEDIUM SHOT - HORNIMAN.


		EXT. CITY STREET - DAY.


		EXT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET [FLASHBACK] - DAY.


		EXT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		INT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		INT. HOLLY EVES’S APARTMENT - DAY.


		INT. OLIVER’S LIVING ROOM - DAY.


		INT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		EXT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT.


		INT. OLIVER’S LIVING ROOM [FLASHBACK]- DAY.


		EXT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. LAWYER’S OFFICE - DAY.


		INT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY.


		EXT. BACKYARD OF FARMHOUSE - DAY.


		EXT. BACKYARD OF FARMHOUSE - DAY.


		MEDIUM SHOT - BOX IN HOLE.


		EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY.


		EXT. TWO-LANE HIGHWAY - DAY.


		INT. BACK ROOM OF JEWELRY SHOP - DAY.


		INT./EXT. HORNIMAN’S PICKUP TRUCK - DAY.


		EXT. CITY STREET - DAY.


		EXT. PARKING LOT OF STRIP MALL - DAY.


		INT./EXT. HORNIMAN’S PICKUP TRUCK - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON CASH REGISTER - DAY.


		INT. GREASY SPOON - DAY.


		INT. OLIVER’S BOOTH - DAY.


		INT. WOMEN’S BOOTH - DAY.


		INT. OLIVER’S BOOTH - DAY.


		INT. WOMEN’S TABLE - DAY.


		INT. LAWYER’S OFFICE - DAY.


		CLOSE UP - OLIVER’S SMILING FACE.


		END of KEYSTONE








