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CREDI TS SEQUENCE: EXTREME CLOSE- UPS

An unfini shed nmechani cal device: a scaffold of thin netal
pi pes, |levers, pulleys, wiring, serve-notors.

THOVAS CRAWFCORD works on it: in his 40s, well-dressed but in
di sarray, graying stubble, hair and cl othes unkenpt.

Magni fyi ng gl asses distort his eyes, making them huge and

st range.

He sets aside a tool, takes a marbl e-sized ball-bearing and
drops it into a slot at the top of the device.

Hi s enl arged eyes follow the netal ball -

- as it rolls and flips and spirals through a Rube- Gol dberg-
style maze, setting off bells, clicking past turnstiles -

- then mssing a leap and clattering across the work-table.
Eyes on the device, Crawford’ s hand traps the ball

He stays still, analyzing.

He selects a tiny screwdriver froma neat array of netal -
wor ki ng and el ectronics tools. Makes a mniscul e adj ust nment
to a single joint. Drops in another ball

It rolls and flips and spirals all the way down.

Crawmford doesn’t react. Just studies the machine.

Behind him on a desk: a franmed photograph of a beauti ful
woman in her m d- 30s.

Hs wfe.

| NT. LUXURY BEACH HOTEL ROOM - THE SAME TI ME

JENNI FER CRAWFORD i s just reaching orgasm -

- with ROB NUNALLY: m d-30s, good-I| ooking, aging-boyish.

They clutch each other, shuddering, lost in passion. And
then, breathing heavily, caressing each other - Nunally rolls
off her - slowy com ng back to earth.

Jenni fer studies her lover, a quiet play of relief and
gratitude and satisfaction on her face -

- darkened by a troubl ed di stance, maybe even fear.

She is, after all, having an affair.



I NT. CRAWFORD S COFFI CE - DAY

Crawmford stares through the grotesque |enses, notionless,
expr essi onl ess.

He takes a deep breath and checks his watch. Then he stands,
renovi ng the gl asses.

W now see his office: |large, austere. Decor and equi pnent
related to aircraft engineering. Qutside big wi ndows, jets
take off froman industrial airstrip.

Crawford gets a brand-new bottle of Jack Daniels froma desk
drawer, uncaps it and swigs as he opens the door to a private
bat hr oom

He gargles, spits into the sink. He pours out nore, then
puts the half-enpty bottle back on his desk.

He coll ects a hone-made device fromthe workbench: it | ooks
i ke a PDA connected by wires to a blank credit card.

He puts it in the pocket of his suit jacket, which he sets on
the desk. Adjusts the placenent of the open bottle, nearby.

Crawford goes to a light-box, studying a set of |arge X-rays:
dark strips of welding in a grayish fuzz of netal.

TINA, his assistant, appears in the doorway.

TI NA
The N. T.S.B. guys are here.

CRAWFORD
(Doesn’t | ook up)
Yep.
She hesitates a second, glancing at the bottle.

Crawford ignores her, pulling an x-ray off the |ight-box and
grabbi ng his jacket -

- whi ch knocks over the bottle. It skitters across the desk,
I iquor spilling.

Crawford just wal ks out past Tina.

I NT. Al RPLANE HANGER - SOON AFTER

The twi sted, torn and burned weckage of a |arge private jet
I's being reassenbl ed on the big enpty concrete fl oor.



N. T.S.B. | NVESTI GATORS in shirtsl eeves and Al RCRAFT COVPANY
EXECUTIVES in suits cluster around wor k-boards covered with
phot ogr aphs and di agrans of a crash site.

They ook up, falling silent, as Crawford conmes in carrying
the X-ray. A few exchange surprised, concerned glances; this
s not a man who skips a shave.

But when he gets to them Crawford is laser-like - hol ding
the X-ray and pointing to a spot three inches above it:

CRAWFORD
It’'s here.

He hands a startled Investigator the filmand strides off
toward the giant open doors out to the airfield.

H s foot knocks a piece of the carefully-Iaid-out weckage in

passing; it clatters across the concrete, but Crawford
doesn’t slow or | ook back.

I NT. LUXURY BEACH HOTEL ROOM - SOON AFTER

Rob is still in the bed, naked under the sheet - watching
Jenni fer adjust the straps of her bathing suit.
ROB

What about di nner tonight?

She | ooks at him surprised. Smles, cones to sit beside
him Gently:

JENNI FER
W go out to dinner - we mght never
conme back

Beat. Rob nods.

ROB

Ckay.
(Beat)

| want to wake up with you. | want
to...

He gropes for words, but it’s too big and he relents - scales
back, si ghing:

ROB _
...at least see where you live.

She regards himtenderly, feeling the same reckl ess yearning.
But also fear. She rubs his hair.



JENNI FER
| live...here.

She | eans over to kiss himdelicately on the |ips.

EXT. SANTA MONI CA STREET - DAY

A bl ack Porsche speeds down a quiet street near the beach,
pulls into a parking space.

Crawford gets out, goes to a pay phone. He puts his cel
phone on top of it, drops in sone change and dial s.

OPERATOR ( ON PHONE)
L. A P. D.

CRAWFORD
Li eut enant Nunal |y, please.

He |istens to hold nusic and checks the tine.
OPERATOR ( ON PHONE)
He doesn’'t cone on til six. You want
his voice mail ?

CRAWFORD
No. Thank you.
(beat)
'l see himlater.

He hangs up, grabs his cell, and takes off down the sidewal k.

| NT. HOTEL LOBBY - DAY

Crawford enters. He knows where he’s going - past the front
desk and outside to the -

EXT. HOTEL POOL - DAY

Jennifer swins |aps with strong, even strokes. Rob is
enjoying the sun in a | ounge chair.

Crawford eyes them as he passes on the other side of a | ow
fence. Unnoticed, he heads upstairs.



| NT. HOTEL CORRI DOR - DAY

Crawmford stops at a roomwi th a DO NOT DI STURB sign on the
knob. He takes out his PDA-device and slides its card into
the key-card slot of the I ock.

The lock clicks to green.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY
Crawford enters, quietly closing the door behind him

He just stands there, taking it all in. The unnade bed, the
ri pped- open condom packet, the clothes on the floor.

He is silent. Very still.

EXT. CRAWFORD S STREET - LATER

Jenni fer drives her Mercedes converti bl e past expensive
houses in the | ate-afternoon |ight.

She goes up the driveway of the Crawfords’ stark nordern hone.

Across the street, MR G FFORD is playing catch with his
GRANDSON. He waves to Jennifer.

She waves back, friendly but distracted, on her way to the
front door.
| NT. CRAWFORD HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Cold. Elegant. Metal planters with banboo trees. dd ass
doors out to a back garden. A fire in the firepl ace.

In a corner is another of Crawford’ s Rube Gol dbergs - this
one the size of a refrigerator. On a coffee table in the
center of the room a big wooden bow of ball-bearings.
Jenni fer hurries in, dropping her keys on a table and -

- freezes, startl ed.

Crawford waits in the center of the room despite the outer
"disarray", he is calmand focused.

JENNI FER
You're - hone early.



CRAWFORD
| just felt a sudden urge.

JENNI FER
Are you. .. okay?

Crawford shrugs, smling strangely. He |ooks pained.

CRAWORD
| could use a hug.

Jennifer submts guiltily. Crawford enbraces her, tight.
She waits it out, until:

JENNI FER
Have you been dri nki ng?

He lets go and she steps back. Studying him Scared.

CRAWFORD
|’ ve been watching you sleep. At
ni ght.
JENNI FER
(Gently)
That' s creepy.
CRAWFCORD

Sonetinmes when I"mat work, |I'Il start
t hi nki ng about you and 1’1l just get -
just - overwhel ned.

JENNI FER
Tomy -

CRAWFORD

It’s a dense, crushing -
geophysical force. Like I'm
pi nned. At the core - where things
change.

(beat)
You ever get that way about ne,
Jen?

JENNI FER
What are you tal ki ng about ?

CRAWFORD
I"’mtrying to describe mnmy feelings.

JENNI FER
Those don’t sound |ike feelings.



CRAWFORD

No?
(Beat)
What’ s the sound of one feeling...in a
forest?
JENNI FER

You think you re so nmuch smarter
than I am That nust make you fee
very powerful.

CRAWFORD

Hel pl ess, actual ly.

Si | ence.

JENNI FER

kay. Maybe it’s tine to really talKk.
CRAWFORD

No.
JENNI FER

No?

He shakes his head. Frayed and worn, she sighs.

JENNI FER
Fine. \Whatever. 1'Il nmake you sone
di nner.

He wat ches her turn and head for the kitchen. To her back:

CRAWFORD
| know. Everything.

She stops, exhales. Looking down. Afraid. Gateful it’'s
happeni ng at | ast.

JENNI FER
|’ m so sorry.
CRAWFORD
Don't be. Know edge is pain. [|I’'m

used to that.

Jenni fer winces, feeling sonme synpathy. Preparing herself to
turn and end it, to grow, to nove on.

CRAWORD
[t’s not like | don't let little
pl easures, in return for the pain.



She frowns and turns - and her eyes go big with fear.

Crawford is holding a sem -autonmatic pistol, ained at her
face. Very still.

The gunshot expl odes out of the nuzzle - bright, harsh, |oud.

EXT. G FFORD HOUSE - FRONT YARD - CONTI NUCUS

G fford and his Grandson turn to | ook at the Crawford house.

| NT. CRAWFORD HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Crawford stands, tilting his head to watch the sl ow hypnotic
curl of snoke |eaking fromthe gun in his extended hand. The
hand, we m ght notice now, wears a surgical glove.

He | owers the gun, bends to pick up the ejected shell-casing
fromthe floor. He wipes it and tosses it aside, on his way
to Jennifer

He stands | ooki ng down at her: face-up on the floor, head in
a small pool of blood, eyes and nouth open.

The doorbel |l rings.

EXT. CRAWORD HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

G fford |l eans on the frosted-glass panel next to the door -
hands cupped around his eyes, trying to see in.

G FFORD
Ton? Jen? Everything okay in there?
I NT. CRAWFORD FOYER - CONTI NUOUS
Crawford steps in fromthe |iving room

CRAWFORD
Everybody just LEAVE US ALONE

He calmy ainms up at the frosted-glass transomand fires
three tines - watching Gfford fling hinself away.

Crawford collects the shell casings, w pes them drops them
back on the fl oor.

Peeling off the rubber gloves, he crosses to the fireplace
and throws theminto the flames. They curl and bl acken.



Crawf ord wat ches, expressionless - then | ooks around,
satisfied. Witing.

EXT. CRAWFORD S STREET - DUSK

Hel i copters overhead, SWAT teans setting up. Nearby houses
have been enptied, gawki ng NEI GHBORS and nedi a vans noved
back to a bl ock away.

UNI FORM COPS pul |l aside the barriers as a plain-wap sedan
rolls through. It pulls up by the SWAT Conmand Truck.

ROB NUNALLY gets out, surveying the scene. The guy who spent
his afternoon with Jennifer Crawford in the hotel is an
L. A P.D. Detective.

SWAT COMVANDER
You the Negoti ator?

NUNALLY
Yeah. What do we know?
| NT. CRAWFORD HOUSE - SOON AFTER
Crawmford waits, with the gun. The phone rings. He picks up:

CRAWFORD
Yes?

| NTERCUT W TH

EXT. CRAWFORD S STREET - CONTI NUCGUS

Nunal Iy is standing by the open trunk of his sedan, wearing a
Kevl ar vest now - putting on his shoul der-hol ster over it.
Into his cell-phone:

NUNALLY
M. Crawford?

CRAWFORD
Who is this?

NUNALLY

My nane is Lieutenant Robert Nunally.
I’ ma hostage negotiator for the Los -

Crawford hangs up. Thoughtful.
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NUNALLY
M. Crawford?

Nunal | y grimaces, shuts his phone, shaking his head. But
then he turns - with the SWAT Conmander and everyone el se -

- as Crawmford s front door unlocks and opens a few inches.
Nunal Iy considers this, |ooks at the SWAT COMVANDER

NUNALLY
Ckay then. Here we go.

He pulls his suit jacket back on, then reaches into the trunk
for his back-up gun. He tucks it into the back of his belt,
conceal ed under the jacket.

He takes a wal ki e-talkie and starts for the house.

The spectators fall silent. Radios crackle and hiss as he
heads up the driveway.

I NT. CRAWFORD HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

Crawford wat ches Nunally’s sil houette appear on the frosted
gl ass, fromacross the |iving room

NUNALLY (O.S.)
M. Crawford?

The door pushes open very slowy. Nunally stays in the
door way.

NUNALLY
Hey.

Crawford studies him staying back.

CRAWFORD
Get rid of the vanpires.

Nunal Iy is confused; Crawford gestures at the flood-lit |awn
outside. Nunally glances back, sees the SWAT teans and -
down the street - the distant barricades, the nedia.

He nods, steps in and |lets the door shut. Careful silence.

CRAWFORD
Do | call you Rob?

NUNALLY
[f you want.
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CRAWFORD
Not vanpires.

NUNALLY
What ?

CRAWFCORD

Not vanmpires. Giouls. Sorry.

Nunal Iy nods, hunoring him glancing around. Sees the small
pool of bl ood where Jennifer fell. Plays it cool.

NUNALLY
M. Crawford, what do you say you give
me the gun - so | can pay nore
attention to what you' re sayi ng?

Crawf ord si ghs.

CRAWFORD
Is that your best shot?
(Beat)
So to speak.

NUNALLY
| just think - maybe it would -

CRAWFORD
Tell you what: | will if you will.

Nunal |y frowns, wary.

Crawford noves to the coffee table in the center of the room
hol ds his gun out over it.

CRAWORD
We both put down our guns. At the
same tine.

Crawford gestures to a chair across the room- by the foyer
door, near Nunally.

CRAWFORD
W set them down and step away.
(Beat)
Then you can "pay nore attention” to
what |’ m sayi ng.

Nunal |y studies Crawford...and the gun, hovering above the
coffee table. Looking for a trick, a catch. But there isn't
one. If Crawford sets down his gun and steps away, he'll be
standing in the open center of the room
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CRAWFORD
Happy endi ng, then.
Nunal |y stares Crawmford in the eyes -
- then slowy takes his gun from his shoul der hol ster.

Eyes on each other from across the room- noving very slowy -
the two nen cautiously set down their guns -

- and step away. Crawford smles.

Nunally smles, too, reassuring and false. Begins to edge
forward - alert to the possibility of a lunge for the gun or
havi ng anot her weapon. But Crawford stays absolutely still.

NUNALLY
M. Crawford, your neighbor nentioned
that your wife -

CRAWFORD
It’s Tom
NUNALLY
["msorry?
CRAWFORD
You can call nme Tom
NUNALLY
Tom Your wife. Is she here?
CRAWFORD

Yes.

Crawmford gestures to a library alcove, behind him out of
Vi ew.

NUNALLY
Is she all right?

Nunal |y begins to drift slowy to the side, to see.
CRAWFORD
| don’t think she is. | shot her,
Rob.
Nunal Iy’ s noddi ng, edging to look into the al cove -

NUNALLY
You shot your wife.
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CRAWFORD
It was like | just suddenly - snapped.
W were arguing - and | got the gun.

NUNALLY
- okay - | hear you -

CRAWFORD
And | shot her in the head. | know it
was Wrong.
(Beat)

Are you listening to ne?

But Nunally is not. He's frozen - staring, shocked, at the
back wall of the al cove - which he can now see.

There’s a big franmed bl ack-white photograph: a portrait of
Jenni fer Crawford.

NUNALLY
Oh Jesus Chri st.

Nunal Iy funbl es for his wal ki e-tal kie, rushing past Crawford
toward the al cove -

- kneeling by Jennifer, who lies, face-up in a red puddle -

NUNALLY
(into wal ki e-tal ki e)
We need a nedic in here!l Get the
anbul ance up! RIGHT NON NOWN NOW

Nunal |y feels her neck frantically for a pulse - looking in
her open, vacant eyes for sone sign -
NUNALLY
Chno- God no - | can't - get a -

Nunal |y desperately starts C. P.R, his hands getting bl oody.
He stops to check her neck for a pul se now and then -

- as Crawford slowy approaches fromthe living room
st andi ng behind Nunally. Cold.

CRAWFORD
You know, | think I read sonewhere
that a good place to find a pulse is
the fenoral artery. It’s on the inner

surface of the upper thigh. 1If you
put your fingers - you know, right up
I nside her dress -
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Nunal |y turns and lunges up, smashing a fist into Crawmford’ s
face. Crawford reels backward with Nunally -

- the two of themfalling with Nunally on top, beating
Crawford furiously, cursing -

- as SWAT COPS burst in, grabbing Nunally, dragging himback -
knocki ng into PARAMEDI CS trying to get to Jennifer -

- Nunally kicking, flailing, spitting at Ctawford - who's put
face-down on the floor, to get cuffed.

Nunally pulls free fromthe SWAT cops, distraught, angry -
going to retrieve his gun and shove it in his shoul der-
hol ster, struggling to regain control.

PARANMVEDI C
Wait a second - she’s not dead!

Nunal ly whirls - everyone freezing, breathless, falling
silent.

The Paranedi cs kneel i ng around Jennifer work -

- as Crawford lies on the floor, staring at his wife. Like
she’s a machi ne that defied astronom cal odds and refused to
behave according to his cal cul ati ons.

EXT. CRAWORD HOUSE - SOON AFTER

Jennifer's stretcher is | oaded i nto an anbul ance, doors
sl anm ng shut and sirens kicking on -

- as Crawford, cuffed behind his back, is pushed into the

back seat of a police car. H s eyes on the anbul ance as it
pul | s away, carrying his wfe.

I NT. CRAWORD HOUSE - SOON AFTER

A DETECTI VE uses a pencil to lift Crawford s gun fromthe
coffee table and carefully put it in an evidence bag.

Nunal Iy stands back, watching the COPS and TECHNI Cl ANS wor k
the scene - lost in his thoughts, shaken.

SWAT COMVANDER
You all right?

Nunal Iy "wakes" - nods. Absently:
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NUNALLY
Yeah. |1’ m good.

To avoid tal king nore, he heads out to the glaring Iights and
chaos out si de.

FADE OUT

I NT. WLLY S APARTMENT - THE NEXT MORN NG

The alarmclock shifts to 6:00 am and pops on to | ocal news
and traffic -

- but the narrow futon bed is al ready enpty.

WLLY SLOCUM works at a | aptop on his second-hand desk, it
by a solitary | anp.

He is in his | ate-20s, good-looking. Short hair, office-pale
but athletic, wearing m s-nmatched sweats from Eastern
&l ahoma St ate Col | ege.

He jots a final note, sets his yellow |l egal pad aside. As he
goes to the closet-sized bathroom pulling off his sweatshirt
and starting the tiny pre-fab shower, we linger on the | aptop
screen: rental listings for a new apartnent.

TI ME CUT

The bare overhead bulb is on, revealing the concrete floor
and pai nted-pl ywood walls. H's clothes hang neatly on a

| engt h of pipe suspended by ropes fromthe exposed rafters.
Law school texts fill cinderbl ock-and-board shel ves.

The radio chatters. WIIly knots a tie in his crisp white
col | ar.

TI ME CUT

WIlly nethodically packs | egal folders fromlast night’s
"homewor k" into his big, battered briefcase. He has to work
to stuff all the files in.

He pulls on his suit jacket, settles the shoul ders, tugs at
his cuffs. Uncaps a pen, |eans over a one-sentence letter
waiting on the desk. Reads it over.

As he signs, we glinpse:
- hereby give notice that | will be resigning ny

position at the District Attorney’s O fice as of
Novenb-
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WIlly savors the nonent.

Then he tucks the letter into an envel ope, gets the heavy
bri efcase - goes to shut off the |ight and open the door -

- which swings about six inches, then clonks into sonething.
WIlly grimces. Peeks out, goes to pound on a wall.
WLLY
Ms. Denell o?
(Beat)
MRS. DEMELLO  Your CAR

Silence. He sighs. Shuts the door and presses a button near
the light-switch

There’ s nechani cal grinding noise as the far wall slowy
rolls up, letting in daylight and revealing an alley beyond

t he hangi ng cl ot hes and ci nder bl ock shel ves.

He presses the garage-door-opener button again, and hurries
across the apartnent to duck out under the cl osing door.

EXT. ALLEY - CONTI NUOUS

WIlly straightens and takes a breath, re-settling his suit
jacket with an irritable glance at his | andlady’s car, parked
sloppily next to the garage, blocking his door.

As he wal ks away, down the alley, we rise up to reveal the

hazy sprawling | andscape of L. A - and the towers of
Downt own, rising ahead of Wlly Iike Qz.
WLLY (V.Q)
Conme on, Phil: | called you as a

courtesy, and you start |ooking to
t ake advant age?

INT. WLLY' S OFFI CE - LATER THAT MORNI NG

An ancient fluorescent-lit cubby crammed with docunents, case
files, notes, reference books. WIIly on the phone:

WLLY
I’ mnot knocking it down to a Class C.
My backl og of open cases does not
mtigate the fact that your client
tried to kill his brother-in-lawwth -
oh, right, a "golfing accident"? Your
client owns one golf club and no golf

( MORE)
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WLLY (cont’d)
balls - and the "accident” took place
in the stairway of an illegal after-
hours ganbling club. Yeah, okay -
"1l see you in court.

H s cell phone rings. As he gets it:

W LLY
Well, I won’t see you in court, but
soneone fromthis office will. You

take it up with them | gotta go.
(sw tching phones)
WIlly Slocum OCh - hey, hi, yes.

Assi stant District Attorney NORVAN CHANG (m d-30s) throws the
door open without I ooking:

NORVAN
Woot on Si ns?!

WIlly holds up a finger, talking into his cell

WLLY
No, | didn"t. Ww Ckay.

Nor man nout hs "WOOTON SI M5?!'" repeatedly during:
WLLY
No - short notice is...fine. No, |
can. Black tie. Sure. Wat tine?
kay. Yes. Thank her.

He hangs up, exhales slowy. Looks at Nornan.

NORMAN
Woton Sins?! Woton - SIM?!

WLLY
Pl ease stop saying, "Woton Sins" over
and over. It’s starting to sound |ike
nonsense wor ds.

NORMAN
You asshol e!

WLLY

kay: go back to "Woton Sins."
As WIly gets up and goes out, past Nornman -

NORMAN
How the hell did you get a job at
Woton Sins?! | can’'t even get an

i ntervi ew



I NT. DI STRICT ATTORNEY' S OFFI CE - DAY

Norman follows WIly out to a central bull pen area where the
shared ADM NI STRATI VE ASSI STANTS wor k: MONA and GLADYS.

NORMAN
|’ ve been here five years. |’'myour
supervisor. | graduated USC, sunma!
W LLY

W' re just going to pretend he s not
tal ki ng, okay?

MONA NORMAN
No probl em |’ m serious.

WLLY
I"’mreally janmed-up all day, and I
need to rent a tuxedo - for tonight.

NORNVAN
A tuxedo?! Oh, cone on! You are so
full of shit.

W LLY

(Jotting notes)
There nmust be a place that does that,
right - same day? |1’ mal so gonna need
a nessenger to bring it here. This is
ny suit size and ny shirt size...|I

really appreciate this.

Mona nods, taking notes as WIlly gets out a credit card.
O her DDAs are gathering to soak up sone vicarious kicks.

MONA
What’ s goi ng on?

WLLY
Woton Sinms buys a whole | ot of seats
to this charity opera thing every
year, because Bob Woton is the
chairman of this commttee -

NORVAN
"Bob" Wbot on?!

W LLY
(Enj oyi ng, nock- hel pl ess)
lt’s what the man told nme to call him



You' re gonna need to pick out a style,

GLADYS
Wily.

WLLY
A style.

GLADYS

For the tuxedo.

WIlly hesitates, in over his head. A DDA helpfully does the

Travolta finger-in-the-air

pose.

W LLY
| just don’t want to
|l ook like I"mgoing to the prom

| don’t know -

GLADYS

You wanna go C assic. Fix himup.
MONA

W'l get you something C assic.

(Picks up a ringing phone)
WIly Slocums office.

NORVAN
Make sure it cones with cuff-1links and

knee- pads.

WLLY
Oh, that’s very nice: it’s good to be

back in high school.

MONA
(Hangi ng up)

Wily?

Her tone nakes him - and everyone else - turn.

MONA
God wants to see you

WLLY

(Beat)
Qur God?

MONA
Who art on the El eventh Fl oor.

WIlly, startled, |ooks around.
eyebrows. He tightens his tie and heads for the el evators.

Approvi ng nods, raised

19
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NORMAN
There is no justice! There is n

justice in the city of Los Angel es!

I NT. LOBRUTO S OFFI CE - SCON AFTER

District Attorney JOE LOBRUTO 50-ish, sits behind a nassive
oak desk, studying a thick file. Doesn't |ook up as a
SECRETARY shows WIlly in.

WIlly hesitates. Looks around: he’'s never been here. Fl ags,
wood panel ling, leather furniture, w ndows overl ooking the
city. Finally Lobruto | ooks up, takes WIlly in.

LOBRUTO

WIlliam No-Mddle-Initial Slocum
W LLY

Yes sir.
LOBRUTO

Sit.

(As WIly does:)
Ei ghty-four-percent conviction rate.
That’ s remar kabl e.

WLLY
Thank you.

LOBRUTO
Wth a case load thirty percent higher
than any other first-year DDA
(Beat)
O course - you al so swapped nore
cases than the rest of them put
t oget her.

WIlly considers his options. He always does.

WLLY
| offered nmy | osing cases in exchange
for two or three of anyone else’s
possi bl e convictions. They coul dn’'t
handl e their workl oads, and | prefer
not to | ose.

Lobruto knew this; the question was would WIlly admt it.

LOBRUTO
You're going to need a mddle initial.
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WLLY
Sir?
LOBRUTO
You' re going to Woton Sins.
WLLY
In two weeks.
LOBRUTO
You'll be able to afford a better

suit. But those guys all play squash
and have m ddl e nanes. They go in for
the nother’s mai den nane a | ot.

Beat. WIIly doesn’'t like the inplied personal judgenent, but
the only way it shows is how cal m he stays.

WLLY
My nother didn't have a nmiden nane.

Lobruto nods, unruffled by WIly's hard cal m
LOBRUTO

So you' re a bastard; sonetines | can
be a son-of-a-bitch. Maybe you bel ong

her e.

WLLY
| didn't work this hard to stay where
| bel ong.

LOBRUTO

You're a street-fighter, WIlly. You
should be in court. W can nove you
up to better cases.

WLLY
| appreciate the offer.

LOBRUTO

| didn’t think so.

(Closes the file, stands)
Wll - you got your litigation
experience. Your chops. And your
juicy private sector job. Anything
else the City of Los Angel es can do
for you?

WIlly' s amused. He stands, too. As they shake hands:
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WLLY
No, | think that’s everything - thank
you.

LOBRUTO

The offer stands. |If you get tired of
carrying a spear

WIlly nods - but Lobruto notes the tiny flicker in his eyes:
not getting it and trying to cover. Lobruto smles gently.

LOBRUTO
It’s an opera joke. Gve ny regards
to Bob.

INT. WLLY S OFFI CE - LATER

WIlly s twisting in his rented tux, trying to adjust a buckle
on the side of the vest.

The phone rings and he gives up, frustrated - pushing the
pl asti c garnent-bag aside to answer -

- knocking a full cup of take-out coffee on to his chair.
Which is where he left his suit.

WIlly freezes. Watching the coffee seep into the fabric.
Into the phone, distracted:

W LLY
WIlly Slocum

| NTERCUT W TH

| NT. NORMAN S OFFI CE - THE SAME TI ME
Nor man’ s | ooking at a case file.

NORVAN
|’ ve got an Attenpted Honi cide.
Conl ey caught it last night, but he's
hung up in notions with Gardner.
Arraignnment in Part Seven, at three
o’ cl ock.

WLLY
Three o'clock is in fifteen m nutes.

NORMAN
Thank you. What’'s the tenperature?
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WLLY
| can’t do it.

NORNVAN
You do still actually work here,
WIlly, right? | nean, you' re stil

goi ng to be cashing your paycheck for
anot her two weeks and everythi ng?

W LLY
Just get sonebody else for this one.

NORMAN
Everybody’ s booked up. Look: it’s not
going to trial. There’'s a weapon with
prints, and a confession. Take the
arrai gnnent and wait for the plea.

WLLY
(Beat)
A real confession?
NORVAN
Spont aneous and si gned. Cone on,

Wily.
WIlly sighs. Looking down at his coffee-soaked suit.
WLLY
Okay. Here’'s the problem

I NT. NORMAN S OFFI CE - CONTI NUQUS

Norman slowy smiles, |istening.
NORMAN
You know - | really wish I was going

to see this.

I NT. COURTROOM - LATER

WIlly slips self-consciously through the doubl e-doors,
weari ng the tuxedo.

He gets even nore sel f-conscious when he notices a handful of
| ocal REPORTERS. He hurries in -

- passing Nunally, in the back row. Nunally is making a good
show of keeping it together...but it’s only a show.

JUDGE | RENE FELDMAN, 50-ish, |ooks over her half-glasses.
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JUDGE FELDVAN
M. Sl ocum Nice to see a man who
dresses for court.

WLLY
Sorry, your honor. Long story.

WIlly, hurrying to Prosecution Table, barely glances at the
Def ense Table -

- but Crawford, sitting beside his PUBLI C DEFENDER i n an
orange junpsuit and handcuffs, never takes his eyes off
WIlly, intrigued.

JUDGE FELDVAN
Grapevine has it the punch-line is
Wot on Si ns.

WLLY
Yes, nm’am

JUDGE FELDMVAN
Good for you, doubl e-oh-seven.
(Signaling the Bailiff)
Let’s see what public service is
of fering you by way of a send-off:

BAI LI FF
The State of California Versus Thonmas
Crawf ord.

The Defense rises; Crawford hardly pays any attention to the
Judge - gl ancing back and noticing Nunally, whose eyes bore
into him haunted and burni ng.

Crawford stares at himinpassively a second, then turns to
| ean past his P.D. and watch WIlly hastily skimthe file.

JUDGE

M. Crawford, you’'ve been charged with
section 664 slash 187 of the
California Penal Code: Attenpted
Murder, with additional allegations of
Assault Wth a Deadly Wapon - Pena
Code section 245 dash A2, with G eat
Bodily Injury, P.C Section 12022.07.

(Beat)
Do you wai ve further reading of the
conpl aint and conpl ete statenent of
rights?
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P. D. CRAWFORD
(sotto) | do. But, your honor -
You do.

JUDGE FELDVAN
And do you wish to enter a plea at
this tinme?

CRAWORD
Not guilty. But | also want to waive
nmy right to counsel, and represent
nysel f.

WIlly looks up fromthe file - startled.

JUDGE FELDMVAN
Do you have a problemw th your
appoi nted counsel, M. Crawford?

CRAWFORD
No. | just want to do it nyself. |
believe it’s within ny rights.

P.D
Your honor, if | could have a nonent
with ny client -

CRAWFCORD
["’mnot your client. Try and keep up,
woul d you?

The P.D. shuts up, taken aback. The Judge considers
Crawford, thoughtful, then turns to Wlly.

JUDGE FELDNMAN
Do the People have an objection or a
coment for the record, M. Slocunf

WIlly hesitates, held by Ctawford s strange, anused gaze.
Shakes it off:

WLLY
|’ msorry, your honor: we’ve got the
weapon and a si gned confession.
really think M. Crawford needs a
conpetent attorney to - frankly -
negoti ate a pl ea.

Crawford reaches up with cuffed hands and adjusts an

i magi nary bowtie. WIIly self-consciously touches where
Crawford indicated on his own collar, straightens his clip-
on.



Crawford nods: you're welcone. WIIly turns to the Judge.

Beat .

WLLY
| - can’t - this was supposed to be -
with a pro se defendant, this is going
to drag out for nonths - and |’ m not
even going to be here. The People
request a continuance to -

CRAWFORD
Excuse nme? Your honor? I'mwlling
to waive ny right to a prelimnary
hearing and go directly to a jury

trial.
(To WIlly)
Does that hel p?

JUDGE
You don’t need to | ook out for M.
Slocum M. Crawford. The District
Attorney’'s office can shift another
prosecutor to the case -

CRAWFORD
No, | like M. Slocum

JUDGE FELDVAN
M. Slocun? He |likes you.

W LLY
Terrific.

JUDGE FELDIVAN
M. Crawford seens to understand his
rights and responsibilities.

WLLY
Al'l due respect, your honor, |'m
worried this may turn into some sort
of a - circus -

JUDGE FELDMAN
| appreciate your concern for the
dignity of my courtroom M. Slocum -
consi dering you' re making the argunent
dressed as a game-show host.
Unfortunately, the man is a tax-paying
citizen, entitled by our Constitution
to try and mani pul ate the | ega
system |ike everybody el se.

(turning)
( MORE)
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JUDGE FELDWVAN (cont’ d)
As for you, M. Crawford, | strongly
urge you to retain counsel. Lack of
same w Il not be grounds for appeal.

CRAWFCORD
| understand. Thank you.

JUDGE FELDNMAN
Are the People ready to go to trial
wi thout a prelimnary hearing?

WIlly hesitates, irritated. Looks through the file again.
Checks Crawford - waiting, polite.

WLLY
Sure. Wy not.

Crawford smles at him as the Judge opens her cal endar.

I NT. PARKI NG STRUCTURE - LATER

WIlly, in his tux, conmes out of a staircase and stops. Rob
Nunally is waiting by WIlly' s parked car.

NUNALLY
You' re supposed to be good.

WIlly takes himin - wary, seeing an edge of anger and fear
beneath the tough controlled cop manner.

W LLY
Is that what |’ m supposed to be?

NUNALLY
| asked around. You're supposed to be
top-notch - but to nme it |ooks like
you’ ve got one foot out the door, and
you're wi ping the rest of us off the
bott om of the other one.

WLLY
l’msorry to...disappoint you.

Nunally is silent - frustrated. The concrete walls and
ceilings echo fromdistant cars.

NUNALLY
| took Crawford’ s confession.

WLLY
And now you want m ne?
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NUNALLY
I’mhere to warn you. Take this
seriously, because it’s serious. This

guy is stone cold - and his wife - is
lying in a hospital bed - with brain
damage. . .

He struggles to keep hinself under control.

WLLY
Are you all right?
NUNALLY
Are you gonna be on this, or what?
WLLY
Yeah. |’mon it.
(Cently)
You got a confession. You took the
gun out of his hand. 1t’s done.
NUNALLY

["mjust - telling you. Is that okay?
O are you too friggin busy?!

WLLY
No. [It’s okay.

WIly waits. Watching the tortured cop westle with denons.

NUNALLY
Forget it.
(Beat)
It’s a lock. W’'re good. Put him
down. Bury him

WIlly nods. Nunally turns and wal ks away, down a ranp.

WIlly watches himgo. Sad. Like he’s watching Nunally
drown. But he’s seen people drown before...and he’ s not
about to put out a hand. M ght get pulled in hinself.

| NT. CHANDLER PAVI LI ON - LOBBY - LATER

WIly noves uneasily anong clusters of |aughing, chatting,
spar kl i ng FORVAL- DRESSED PEOPLE

NI KKI GARDNER joins him strolling alongside. She's his age,
but her el egant dress, unlike his tux, was made for her.

NI KKI
Are you a shark?



WIlly stops

WLLY
Sorry?
NI KKI
You’ ve been circling the | obby for
hal f - an- hour now, |like if you stopped
you' d die.
WLLY

If | stopped, |I'd be standing around
with no one to talk to. At which
poi nt, death would be a relief.

NI KKI
Wiy don’t you talk to Bob?

wal ki ng, getting a little careful.

WLLY
"Bob" is talking to the Governor
(Beat)
Do | know you?

She puts a hand out, gently anused.

N kki nods,

They’ re each consci ous of an unexpected buzz of attraction.

NI KKI
Ni kki Gardner. Senior Associ ate,
Whot on Si nrs.

W LLY

( Shakes)

Oh - hey, hi. It was your office that
called, with the invitation

NI KKI
On Bob’ s orders.

WLLY
Listen, | don't...actually know "Bob."
| nean, |1’ve only nmet the nan once.

considering this. And him

NI KKI
I nt eresting.

The | obby lights flicker, breaking the spell alittle. As
the CROND begins to drift toward the auditorium doors:

NI KKI
You | i ke opera?
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WLLY
Truth is, | haven't really had that
much expos-

NI KKI
Nei t her do |

Wth a conspiratorial head-tip, N kki noves toward the plaza
doors. WIlly follows.

EXT. ARTS CENTER - SOON AFTER
They stroll the enptying plaza, dressed to the nines.

NI KKI
Bob assigned you to ny team 1’|
supervi se your case-work, steer you
through the of fice arcana, and
general ly keep an eye on you.

W LLY
Kind of |Iike a nentor.

NI KKI
Kind of Iike a probation officer.

Beat. WIIly nods, neeting N kki’s gaze as she | ooks to nake
sure he's got it.

WLLY
kay.

NI KKI
Woton Sinms expects absolute |oyalty
and a hundr ed-and-ten- percent
performance. But: you get to work on
| egendary litigation. National,
sonetines global, in scope. |It’s high-
stakes. And cut-throat - even within
the team W burn out associ ates at
an astoni shing rate.

WLLY

You're trying to scare ne.
NI KKI

Yes.
WLLY

You're going to have to try harder.

She stops wal king. Studying WIly.
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NI KKI

Can | ask you sonething personal ?
WLLY

Sure.
NI KKI

Who are you?

WIlly doesn’t answer. Maybe uncertain what she neans. Maybe
not wanting her to know. O even not know ng, hinself.

NI KKI
We have a guy in our crimna
di vision, fresh out of Yale, nanmed
Calvin Tyler. One of our very rich
clients gets pulled over, D.UI. -
which is routine bullshit, so Calvin
gets it. Against you. Next thing we
know, Calvin is fired, and Bob Wot on,
who has never even interviewed a
junior associate before - |let al one
hired one - says you're on ny team

WIly weighs his options. Decides to |evel:

W LLY
It was a good bust, so Calvin canme to
me for a deal. | told himif he could
arrange an interview for ne wwth M.
Woton, | would throw the case. |
| ai d out his argunments and evi dence
for him- and I showed himhow | woul d
| ose. Calvin set up ny appoi nt nent
for the day after our court date.
Then he did what | had suggested in
court - and I wi ped the floor with
him Your client got the maxi num
Next day, | net with M. Woton.

( Shrugs)
Bob.
Beat .
NI KKI
VWw. You know what’'s brilliant about
that ?
WLLY

Yes.
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NI KKI
You didn’t actually do anything all

t hat w ong.

WLLY
Vell - | wasn’t entirely honest with
Cal vi n.

Hi s cell-phone rings. He ignores it.

NI KKI
You gonna get that?

WLLY
Everyone | need to talk to is here.

They are both feeling the electricity in the air between them
They wait the phone out, enjoying the forbidden insanity of
it. But then:

She st udi es

Beat .

NI KKI
We need to tal k about your transition
tinmetabl e.

W LLY
Al'l right.

NI KKI

Bob believes in trial-by-fire. He
wants you up-to-speed two weeks from
Tuesday, because we’'re getting on a
pl ane to Chicago for depositions in a
cl ass-acti on agai nst our biggest
client, Arnstead Pharnmaceutical .

W LLY
No probl em

WIlly, trying to nake sure he under st ands:

NI KKI
That’ s catch-up on three years’ work -
and you haven’t closed out your old
j ob yet.

WLLY
I’mgood at trials. Even by fire.

NI KKI
You know, a little bit of fear can be
a very healthy thing to have.



WLLY
I’ m 1 ooking forward to when | can
afford the luxury of having sone.

Ni kki sighs, smles. Enjoying him sonewhat reluctantly.

NI KKI
"1l have them put the Arnstead
materials in your new office.

W LLY
Thanks. Boss.

He wat ches her head off into the night. He remains, alone,
in his tuxedo, |ooking at the elegant glittering arts plaza.

Then he checks his cell-phone. Dials.

| NTERCUT W TH

I NT. FORENSI CS LAB - LATER

MARCHAND, Senior S.1.D. (Scene Investigation Division) Tech,
works as he talks into a speaker-phone. He and WIIly have
teamed-up often, and an underlying respect |lets them nock
each ot her.

MARCHAND
Mar chand.
WLLY
It’s WIly Slocum \What’'s up?
MARCHAND
Your gun in that Palisades shooting is
no good.
WLLY
How can the gun be "no good"?
MARCHAND
It’s a perfectly good weapon. A
Heckl er & Koch nine-millineter. 1It’s
just no good as evidence. |It’s never
been fired.
WLLY

It’s the gun fromthe scene?
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MARCHAND
Yep. Bought by M. Thomas Crawford
and registered to his wife, about a
nonth ago. Apparently a gift.

WLLY
And between the shooting and arrest,
this guy was | ocked inside his house.

MARCHAND
Is that a question?

WLLY
No, | nean, just: what’'s the point?
Pl ayi ng ganes with the gun. He's
alone in the house with the victim
and he confessed - it’s not like the
gun’s gonna get himoff the hook.

MARCHAND
Do you have a question | can answer?

Beat. WIIly shakes the puzzle off, irritated:

WLLY
Look, our weapon is in that house
somewhere. Cet a teamout to search
It tonorrow norning.

MARCHAND
Ya t hi nk?
WLLY
(Sighs, smles)
Thank you.

He shuts the phone. Takes a nonent, |ooking around again at
where he is. Absently tugs at his tie and vest, lets the
case go. Heads in to the opera.

INT. WLLY' S OFFI CE - A WEEK LATER

Controlled chaos. A week’s work has enptied the shelves and
cleared the surfaces, but the file-cabinet drawers are al

hal f-open: WIlly sorts folders, neatly marki ng and packi ng
them \White "trans-file" storage boxes are piled all over.

MESSENGER (O. S.)
Sl ocunt?

WIlly | ooks up, at a MESSENGER wi th another file box.
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WLLY
Yeah.

MESSENGER
Where do you want it?

WLLY
The idea here is we’'re trying to take
boxes out - not bring nore in.

MVESSENGER
Is that the idea?

WIlly sourly gestures to a chair; checks the | abel as the
Messenger sets it down -

W LLY
Whoa - wait a second, this is a screw
up. | already have these docunents.
| sent this box: to the Defendant, at
County.

MESSENGER

| picked up at County. Slip says

bring 'em here.
Messenger holds out a clipboard. WIIly reluctantly signs.
As the Messenger |eaves, WIly cuts the tape and takes out a
folder. Opens it:
Crawford has scrawmed NO in red marker across the top sheet.
WIly turns to the next page. A big red NO across that, too.
Pul | s out nore docunents - flips through: NO - NO - NO - NO -
red letters wiggling across the typed pages, |ike flip-book
ani mati on.
Beat. Disturbed, he picks up the phone, dials.

| NTERCUT W TH

| NT. CRAWFORD HOUSE - THE SAME TI ME

S.1.D. TECHS are taking the place apart: opening HVAC vents,
pul I'i ng books off shel ves, upending chairs and tabl es,
renovi ng drawers from cabi nets.

Mar chand, supervising, answers his cell-phone:

MARCHAND
Mar chand.
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WLLY
VWhere are we on this gun?
MARCHAND
W can't find it, WIly.
W LLY
[’min trial on Monday.
MARCHAND
| know. | don’'t know what to tel
you. |’mthere now.
WLLY
You said you' d get a team out a week
ago -
MARCHAND

I’ mhere now M/ team has been here
tw ce al ready.

(Beat)
Do you really need it?

W LLY
Do | need it?! The weapon?!

He takes a second. Sighs, exasperated - but honest:

WIlly takes

WLLY
| don’t know. Probably not.
Def endant’ s a whack-j ob.

MARCHAND
He went pro se, right?
W LLY

Yeah. Just when you think they' re not
really stupid, they defend thensel ves.

MARCHAND
You’ ve got a confession and an
airtight bunch of circunstantial.
( Apol ogeti c)
W’ ve gone over this place top-to-
bottomthree tinmes now, WIly.

a breath. Thinks it through.

WLLY
Yeah, okay. Don’t worry about it.
(Beat)
Sorry - got a |ot going on.
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MARCHAND
Must be rough, figuring out what
you’' re gonna do wth all that noney.

WLLY
Hey, | had to sit through an opera
| ast week.

MARCHAND
Oh gee - lemme see if | can express

how much synpathy | have:
Mar chand snaps his phone shut.

WIlly smles, hangs up. But then his smle fades, as he
gl ances down again at Crawford s box of papers.

Hundr eds of pages. Every single one scrawl ed NO

WIlly considers them

I NT. COUNTY JAIL - | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - LATER

Metal chairs. Bad light. Crawford sits, cuffed, at a table,
wai ting. Looks up as the door unl ocks.

A GUARD lets WIIly in, locks the door behind him

Crawmford watches WIlly take a | egal pad, files, pens fromhis
bri efcase, set themon the table.

CRAWFORD
How s ny w fe?

W LLY
| don’t know.

CRAWFORD
| heard sonewhere, | think it was on
N.P.R, that you re supposed to talk
to people in a cona. Play their
fﬂvorite musi c. Supposedly it reaches
t hem

WIlly, now ready, lets Crawford study him

CRAWFORD
You represent Jennifer. The voice of
the victim judicially speaking. But
you haven’'t gone to see her?



Beat .

WIlly tries

WLLY
Not yet.

CRAWFCORD
Too busy getting up to speed on
Ar st ead Phar maceuti cal ?

W LLY
| beg your pardon?
CRAWFORD
|’ mnot judging you. | think anyone -

comng from..what you cane from -

t hen payi ng your way through East-Kie
Cowshit Coll ege and Tul sa Law by
writing papers for Princeton kids on
the internet - ny God, it nust have
eaten your liver! Sixty-thousand
dollars in debt, eighty-four percent
conviction rate: you deserve this.

to stay in control.

WLLY
VWhat the hell have you been doi ng.

CRAWFORD
|"mpermtted the use of a private
I nvesti gator.

W LLY
Not to investigate ne!

CRAWORD
Wiy not? You' re investigating ne.

WLLY
You shot your wife.

CRAWFORD
Al'l egedly. That’'s how it works,
right? If | can’t introduce sonething
in court as evidence - it doesn't
exist. Legally.

WLLY
Look - | don’t want to play ganmes with
you.

CRAWFCORD

I’mafraid you have to.
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Beat .

scrawl ed NO from a fol der

Beat .

WIly reconstructs his formal cool. Takes sone pages
pushes them across the table.

W LLY
Is this sonme formof - conmuni cati on?

CRAWFORD
You sent nme a box of papers.

WLLY
It’s called Discovery. The State has
a |l egal obliga-

CRAWFORD
There’s nothing init, WIlly. You
haven’t ' di scovered anything. Have
you found the gun?

WLLY
Not yet.

CRAWFORD
No.
(Beat)
Does it bother you that | call you
WIly?

WLLY
(Li es)
No.

Crawf ord nods. Pl eased. Leans forward.

CRAWORD
I'"d like you to consider becom ng ny
lawer. 1’1l pay you. A lot of
noney.

WLLY

|’ m - prosecuting you.

CRAWFORD
Yeah, but I'moffering you a chance to
get on the right side of this whole
ness while you still can.

WLLY
Are you out of your m nd?
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CRAWFORD
I think - on advice of counsel - [|’11I
decline to answer that one.

WIlly studies him Decides: it's an el aborate act. Begins
to put away his papers.

W LLY
I don’t need the gun to convict you,
by the way.

CRAWFORD

She was cheating, you know.

WIlly looks at him slightly taken aback. He didn’t know, it
wasn’t in the confession.

As he considers whether it nakes a difference - he notices
Crawford wat ching, enjoying. WIIly shuts his briefcase.

W LLY
It doesn’'t natter what she did...Tom
What you did is a crine.

CRAWFORD
Per haps. But - maybe ny so-called
peers will | ook at me and see

t hensel ves. Betrayed. Frustrated.
Hum | iated. And you and | both know,
WIlly, that people have an infinite
capacity for believing in their own

I nnocence.
W LLY
G eat. Take the stand. Tell your
story. |’d appreciate it.
CRAWORD

Not to nention the fact you have no
actual evidence connecting ne to the
crime.

WIlly smles, gets up.

WLLY
Except your confession.

Crawford watches himgo to the door.

CRAWFCORD
My grandfather was an egg farner.

WIlly stops, annoyed.
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WLLY
I's this gonna be about how you had a
rough chi | dhood?

CRAWORD

| used to candle eggs at his farm
You know what that is? You hold an
egg up to a light, and | ook for
I mper f ecti ons.

(beat)
The first tine | didit, he told ne to
put the ones that were cracked or
flawed in a bucket - for the bakery.

(beat)
He canme back an hour later and there
were three hundred eggs in the bakery
bucket. He asked nme what the hell
was doi ng.

(beat)
| found a flaw in every single one.
Thin places in the shell, mnuscule
cracks.

(sm | es)
Look cl osely enough and you' Il find
everything has a weak spot...where it
can break.

WLLY
Looki ng for m ne?

CRAWFCORD
No, |’ve found yours.

W LLY
Il um nate ne.

Crawford considers how to put it.

CRAWFORD
You're a winner, WIly.

Silence. WIIly pushes the call-button by the door.

W LLY
Huh. Well. Joke’s on ne then, |
guess.

CRAWFORD
Yes. It is.

WLLY

[l see you in court, M. Craw ord.
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The door unl ocks. Crawford w nks.

WIlly hesitates for a second - then |eaves.

I NT. WOOTON, SIMs - EMPTY OFFI CE - LATER

It’s big. It’'s got a wndow. It’s got a sofa. Undecorated,
except for a pile of materials & boxes marked ARMSTEAD
PHARVMACEUTI CAL.

WIlly is filling out forns - tax, citizenship, benefits. He
doesn’t notice N kki when she cones to the door.
NI KKI
Make sure you sign the one with the
devil in blood. [It’s not binding
ot herw se.
He | ooks up, smles.
WLLY

Just want to be ready for Chicago.
[’mall closed-out, downtown. Last
trial starts Monday.

Beat. Not pl eased:

NI KKI
You' ve got a trial Monday?

WLLY
Yeah: attenpted nurder.

NI KKI
That gives you three days. You told
me - and | told Bob - that you would
be ready to hit the ground r-

WLLY
The man confessed. And he’'s pro se.

NI KKI
WIlly, some but acting as his own
| awyer - he could drag it out for
nont hs!

W LLY
You want to hear his witness list?

Ni kki nods. WIly is silent. She frowns.
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NI KKI

No w t nesses?

WIlly | eans in,

t hi nks we’ | |

enjoying this part - anal yzing, even
admring, Crawford' s ploy:

W LLY

It’s kind of clever: this guy is
trying to provoke the systeminto
declaring himinsane. | think he

call in the doctors and

he can fake 'em out by refusing the

def ense.

He's acting out this really -

organi zed plan to appear crazy.

Beat. Ni kki considers WIlly.

NI KKI
You' re gonna mss being in court,
aren’t you?

He studi es her,

confi dent.

Arnstead nmateri al s:

Gestures to the stacks of

WLLY

" m al nost hal fway through these. And
I think 1I’ve already found about six
di squalifiers in Delaware, GChio, and
Florida. | have to check case law in
each state, but
get the rest done over the |ong
weekend.

it looks good. [I'1I

Ni kki sighs, smles a little, against her will. He' s won her

over...again.

WIlly shrugs, grins.

electricity returns. After

NI KKI
You don’t go hone for Thanksgi vi ng?

Sli ght beat.

No.

She studies hima nonent,

In the silence, the inpossible

a nonment - to defuse it:

WLLY

t houghtful. Careful.

NI KKI

- you're wel cone at mne
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WLLY
Real | y?

She nods. Smling a little, knowing her famly and starting
to know Wl ly:

NI KKI
| think it would be interesting.

Beat .

W LLY
Yeah. kay, thank you.

NI KKI
Cool .

Beat. She |leaves. WIIly doesn’t go back to work right away.

I NT. COURTROOM - THE NEXT DAY

JUDGE ROBI NSON presiding. A md-sized crowd, including a few
REPORTERS. A UNIFORM COP is in the witness box, WIIly stands
in the Prosecution Table.

UNI FORM COP
We established a perinmeter around the
house and then waited for SWAT and the
Bbggtiator. It was strictly by the
ooKk.

WLLY
So the house was conpletely surrounded
wi thin how long of the first shots?

Crawford sits alone at the Defense Table. He wears an
expensive suit and no handcuffs, but two DEPUTIES sit behind
him He's barely listening to the testinony - drawing on his
| egal pad: intricate, dense conplex diagrans of "Rube

Gol dberg" contraptions.

UNI FORM COP
Maybe ten m nutes.

WLLY
And when you arrived at the sc-

Crawford noisily tears a page off his pad. Looks up - sees
WIlly, 