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| NT. BAR- MORNI NG

10: 00am Small |ocal bar, diminterior, oldies song playing
softly in the background. The bartender (30’s) slender,

bl ack tank top and jeans is standi ng behind the bar talking
to an older man (50's) Italian, average height, paunchy,
dressed in baggy black sport shirt and sl acks.

The only other custoner newspaper columist PH L
Randal | (40's) sits alone at a booth, one enpty drink in
front of him

The entry door opens letting in the unwel cone |ight and
sounds of the city.

A wonen JOAN Randal | (30’ s) Blond, curvy and pretty stands in
t he open doorway. She see’s Phil and scow s slightly. Phi
rai ses his hand and waves.

Joan wal ks across the room and stops at the booth where Phi
is sitting.

JOAN
Way didn’t you just have ne neet
you in a damm back alley?

Joan shakes her head as she surveys the surroundi ng.

JOAN CONT.
(Sarcastically)
Nice place. It suits you. |I'll have
to bring ny girl friends here
soneti ne.

PHI L
| find it quite charm ng actually.
And the conpany stellar

JOAN
Let’s cut the crap, shall we. What
did you want to see ne about?

PHI L
A sinple hello fromny wi fe would
be nice start.

JOAN
Ex-w f e.

PHI L
Not yet.



JCOAN
Vell it won't be soon enough for
ne.

PHI L
A bit testy this norning, aren’t
we?

JOAN
Just spit it out. | have things to
do today.

PHI L

Sit, please.
Phil pats the seat next to him

Joan narrows her eyes and slides into the booth across from
Phi | .

PHI L CONT.
That’'s better.

JOAN
For who?

PHI L
Drink?

JQOAN
No

don’t want a friggin drink.
te

I
It’s n o' clock in the norning.

PHI L
Suit yourself.

Phil raises his glass to the bartender. He nods and begins
m xing a drink.

JOAN
Tell me you' re not driving.

Phil shakes his head and sm | es.

PHI L
Cel ebrating actually.

JOAN
| don’t even want to know.

PHI L
Pitty. You of all people
woul d appreciate it.



JOAN
Look, Phil, I'"mkind of in a hurry.
Frank is outside waiting in the
car.

PHI L
Ah, the doctor. | hear he has quite

t he bedsi de manor.
Joan shakes her head and si ghs.

JCOAN
You really want to go there?

Phil sm | es.

The bartender wal ks over and places a new drink on the table
and | eaves.

Phil raises the gl ass.

PH L
Cheers.

Phil takes a sip, closes his eyes, savoring the al cohol, and
pl aces the gl ass on the table.

JOAN
Did you get the letter fromny
attorney?

PHI L
Yes | did. It cane in yesterday’'s
mai | .

JOAN
And?

PHI L
Well, let ne see. The plot is

virtual Iy nonexi stent. The di al og
is flat, uninteresting and
pedestrian. It |acks any real
enotion and the endi ng where our
protagonist is left penniless and
alone left nme quite col d.

Phil grins.

Joan scow s.



JOAN
You just love to hear yourself
talk, don’t you? Save it for your
newspaper colum. 1’1l bet Sandy
wor shi ps the holy ground you wal k
on. By the way, howis the little
tranp? Oh, excuse ne, stripper.

Phil takes another sip of his drink and cl oses his eyes.

PHI L
| prefer the termexotic dancer. It
conjures up such delicious inages.

Joan | aughs.

JOAN
You prefer anything with two | egs
that will hop in the sack with you
and | eave before you wake up.

PHI L
Touche. You know ne too well.

JOAN
So really, Phil. What is this all
about? My lawer told ne we
shoul dn’t be neeting al one.

PHI L
We’'re not alone. It a public place.
And besides, | just wanted to say
good- bye.

JOAN

| can’'t believe it. The great Phi
Randal | finally takes a vacation
after all these years.

PHI L
Me? No. Much too busy.

Joan | ooks puzzl ed.

Phil produces a gun fromunder the table and gently lays it
on the table.

Joan’ s eyes go w de.

JOAN
Ch ny God! You' re going to shoot
yourself in front of ne, aren’t
you? That’s sick, Phil. You need to
get sone professional help.



Phi | | aughs.

PHI L
| believe | already have.
JOAN CONT.
Put that damm thing away before you

get hurt.
Joan nervously | ooks towards the bar.

JOAN CONT.
Sonmeone’ s going call the police.

PH L
Don't be so nel odramatic, Joan.
Those gentl eman are friends of
mne, as is the ower of this fine
est abl i shnent .

Joan | aughs softly.

JOAN
You don’'t have any friends. | would
know. | was nmarried to you for five
years and | wasn’'t even your
friend.

PHI L
Ch, but you' re wong. You renenber
the young nman who | took to the
hospital ? The one that was hit by

the taxi?
JOAN
(Dead pan)
Yes, Phil. You're a real hero. A

credit to society. Everybody in
this city |oves you.

PHI L
Well, as it turns out his
grandfather is very well connected
inthis city.

Joan smrks.
JOAN

|’ m sure he gave you a big fat
reward.



PHI L
Rewar d? Hmm Per haps you coul d say
that. But I'd call it nore like a
W sh.
JOAN
Fai ry godnot her, eh?
Phi | | aughs.
PHI L
Something to that effect.
JOAN

Look, | don’t know what kind of
sick gane you' re playing here, but
" m | eavi ng.

Joan slides out of the booth and stands up.

PH L
| don’t think so.

Phil picks up the gun and points it at her.

She freezes; | ook of panic on her face for a brief nonent.
Then her eyes narrow.

JOAN
| knew it woul d happen. You’ ve
finally lost your m nd.

She snil es.

JOAN CONT.
You’ re not going to shoot ne.
You' re crazy, but not that crazy.
And in front of witnesses? | don't
think so. Too nmuch to |ose. Can’'t
wite a columm from prison, can
you? And | told you, Frank’s right
out si de.

Phil smles and | ooks at his watch.

PHI L
| beg to differ, ny dear. Right
about now your doctor friend is on
a boat two mles out to sea having
the time of his life.



JOAN
VWhat ?

PHI L
|’msorry, but | don’t think he’l
be com ng back

JOAN
You |ying bastard. He's right
out si de.
Phil, |ips pursed, shakes his head.
JOAN CONT.
You' re friggin crazy. You cone
near nme and |I'I|l scream
The vol ume of the jukebox gets | ouder.
Phil’s eyes are cold.
Joan’s eyes are wide and terrified.
The sound of a gunshot fills the room
Phil’ s eyes | ook puzzl ed.

Phil slunps to the table.

The Italian MAN (50’s) that was seated at the bar is now
standi ng behind Phil’s body, a gun in his hand.

MAN
Tell the doc that ny boss
appreciates all he did to save his
grandson’s life.

FADE



