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FADE IN:

INT. BAR – NIGHT

Small, wood-panelled. A few tables and chairs are scattered forlornly on the outskirts. The only light comes from the lone bulb hanging over a pool table in the middle of the room, and from the low hanging lamps over the bar, illuminating a row of desolate stools.

Seated at one of these is a lone man, hunched over the remains of his pint, scrutinizing a thick wad of text before him, cigarette in hand. We can’t tell how old he is. This is DAN RICHARDS, a little bit grizzled, a little bit weary. He’s seen all sorts of things, thank you very much, but he’ll be damned if he’ll sit there and tell you about it all day.

There’s no one else in the bar save the BARMAID, who’s scrubbing away at a glass as if her life depended on it.

Silence.

He turns a page and reads.

He turns a page and reads.

The quiet in the room is disturbed when the door OPENS, and we briefly hear the sound of the outside world. 

Dan and the barmaid glance up briefly at the interruption – the cheek of it! – then resume what they were doing.

A YOUNG MAN saunters up to the counter. He must be in his twenties, fresh faced and smiley. He doesn’t seem to have noticed the bar’s silence policy, and if he has, he doesn’t care. He clears his throat loudly.

YOUNG MAN(AMERICAN ACCENT)

Can I get a JD and coke, please?

The barmaid sulkily begins to assemble his order.

The young man starts whistling an off-key tune and looks around the room. His gaze falls on Dan. 

He does a double take. He blinks a few times, then his face lights up in gradual recognition.

YOUNG MAN

Hey! It’s you!

Dan looks up, puts on his ‘yes, it’s me’ face and smiles awkwardly. He gets this all the time.

YOUNG MAN

Dan Richards? For real?

Dan looks at him from the corner of his eye and inclines his head slightly. Yep.

The young man plops onto a stool right next to Dan. Dan takes another swig and keeps his eyes on the stack of paper.

The young man gestures at it.

YOUNG MAN

That your next book, huh?

Dan gives a slight shrug. Maybe.

YOUNG MAN

Oh my gosh, I can’t believe it! I mean, of all the places I walk into…

The barmaid slams his drink down in front of him. Some sloshes onto the counter. He doesn’t notice.

YOUNG MAN

I’ve read all of your novels. I mean, war stuff isn’t really my thing, I’m more into sci-fi. Do you read sci-fi?

Dan looks thoughtful, then opens his mouth to speak.

YOUNG MAN (CONT.)

Nah, you probably don’t. Too childish, huh? Anyway, I really love your stuff. I think my favourite’s ‘Dog Zone’, because I really like how you did that interrogation scene, with all the guns and bombs and stuff going off in the background so they couldn’t hear what he was saying anyway…

Dan again tries to speak, but before the words can come out…

YOUNG MAN (CONT.)

But back in New York, my friend Jimmy didn’t like it. He thought it was a little corny. Have you ever been to New York? Oh yeah, of course you have. You did a book signing there, do you remember? I was there, but it was a little crowded and my girlfriend wanted to catch the stores before they closed…

Dan props his chin up with his hand. A look of general indifference has begun to surface.

Behind the bar, the barmaid leans against the back wall, critically eyeing the scene before her. 

YOUNG MAN (CONT.)

But there’s one thing I don’t get…

Dan quirks his eyebrows slightly in mock surprise.

YOUNG MAN (CONT.)

In your last book, why did you kill the main character’s brother? I mean, it was totally unnecessary! It didn’t add to what we thought of him, or the plot, or anything! I mean…

Dan signals to the barmaid. Better make it another.

YOUNG MAN (CONT.)

…It’s just pointless.

FADE TO BLACK:

FADE IN:

The scene’s the same as before. The young man’s still talking, but now Dan’s eyes have glazed over.

The barmaid’s making a house of cards at a corner of the bar.

YOUNG MAN

 …So by the time I got there, it was too late, and I almost missed the deadline! I mean sure, I was late, but it wasn’t really my fault! See…

FADE TO BLACK:

FADE IN:

YOUNG MAN

…And I said to him, who the hell do you think you are? And you know what he said? He said…

FADE TO BLACK:

FADE IN:

Dan listlessly puffs at his hundredth fag of the night.

YOUNG MAN (CONT.)

…they just love to blame somebody, don’t they!

The young man’s pretty wound up. He gestures wildly.

YOUNG MAN (CONT.)

I mean…

 A sudden RINGING cuts through the air.

The startled barmaid jumps, but her house of cards stays up.

Dan pulls a mobile phone out of his pocket and answers.

DAN 
John! How’s it going…? Yeah? Really? Never! When…? What, now…?

The young man stares at Dan open-mouthed. 

DAN

Alright then, see you on the corner… Yeah, bye.

Dan gets up to leave. The young man stares at him agape.

DAN

See you Julie.

The barmaid smiles for the first time this evening.

Dan starts to leave, but then pauses and turns to the young man. He has a wry smile.

DAN

The book’s based on a true story. His brother really did die. But I’m sure you already knew that.

He leaves. 

The young man sits stunned, in silence. The barmaid comes to take away the empty glasses. 

YOUNG MAN

Did you see that? He just walked out on our conversation!

The barmaid doesn’t even bother to look at him. She arches an eyebrow and leaves with the empty glasses.
The young man looks down at the table.

He’s been left with the bill.

He sits in silence.

Silence.

The house of cards falls.

FADE OUT







PAGE  

