1

                         DOUBLE DOWN
                             BY

                         A. JAY ADLER 

EXT. A Dry Valley - DAY/Night 

A panoramic view of Caifornia’s Central Valley. Bright, washed out sunlight. Slowly, day turns to night. Superimposed at the end: 

EXT. HIGHWAY - Night
The sign says, "Welcome to Heaven"; in smaller print below, "California. Population 53,259."

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Dimly lit. A commercial strip in Heaven, California, a small city in the Valley.

JACK Miles, late 30's, an ex rock & roll roadie who's knocked around life and been knocked around by it. With no guiding light, he's got a gambling spirit and a losing soul. He crosses the street in the direction of an old bar. It's broken neon lights read only "Bar. Pool."

MAN'S VOICE (V.O.)

A guy walks into a bar, looking for someone.

Jack enters the bar.

INT. BAR

A little seedy, but dangerous only to the faint of heart. Jack's seen plenty of them. 

He walks to the half-filled bar.

JACK

(to the bartender)

Bourbon up.

The BARTENDER, born 50's and behind a bar, pours the drink indifferently.

JACK (CONT'D)

I'm looking for Ray Hansen. Is he here?

The Bartender stares at him.

BARTENDER

And whom shall I say is calling?

JACK

Jack Miles.

The Bartender takes a moment. He heads to one of several pool tables in the back, where two men play beneath a low hanging light. The Bartender speaks to one of the men. He looks up.

RAY HANSEN is Jack's age, looks older. Not a bad guy, he can't imagine life with any opportunities bigger than a small-timer's vision of big. He walks to Jack. 

RAY

Jack fuckin' Miles.

JACK

(shrugs)

Too many miles.

He shakes Ray's hand.

JACK (CONT'D)

How you doing, Ray?

RAY

When'd you get back into town?

JACK

Few weeks ago.

RAY

How's rock n' roll?

JACK

Dead. Haven't you heard? Rap's the thing.

RAY

All I know about raps is trying not to take one. You home now?

Jack shrugs.

JACK

I'm looking for a job. Someone told me you drive trucks now. I can drive them, any size.

KYLE CORBETT, Ray's pool mate, also Jack's age, also looking older, approaches. A hard ass, he’ good enough to love his brother, bad enough to like no one else.

KYLE

Is that Jack Miles, high school guitar star? 

They shake hands.
KYLE (CONT'D)
You home to lick your wounds?

JACK

Nice to see you, too, Kyle. 

KYLE

It’s always good to see old high school buddies. How's your brother?

Jack turns away to the bar and his drink.

Kyle and Ray glance at one another.

KYLE

You’re not still nursin' a grudge, are you?

RAY

Carrie left him a long time ago. 

KYLE

(to Kyle)

He’s still nursin’ a grudge. 
(to Jack)

That's too bad. Cause the brother you ain't got just came into a lot of money.

Jack shows no interest.

KYLE (CONT'D)

I figured that's why you came home.

Jack is expressionless.

RAY

Didn't you know?

Jack didn't know. He doesn't care.

KYLE

He married Mirabella Kort. You know, that olive grower up by Los Carneros.

RAY

She died six months ago.

KYLE

Poor rich bitch. Heart disease or some such shit.

RAY

(to Kyle)

He didn't know.

KYLE

I thought identical twins were supposed to be close. I know I love my brother. 

(beat)

So what did you come home for? 

JACK

I wanted to go to Heaven. 

(to Ray)

Like I said, I'm looking for a job.

Suddenly two women appear behind the men, one a cop, the other plain clothes, flashing a detective's shield. 

The cop, PATTI HALE, 30's, broad and sturdy, pushes Kyle against the bar. The detective, EVELYN "SONNY" MORALES, also 30's, a tough beauty with the lid on, does the same with Jack and Ray.

SONNY

Hands in front fellas. Let us see 'em.

The men are startled, Kyle and Ray momentarily nervous.

PATTI

They look like trouble. Should we spread 'em?

SONNY

Just the one in the middle. Spread him wide.

Jack smiles. The men relax.

KYLE

Shit.

RAY

Fuck, Kyle, that's Sonny Morales.

SONNY

Evelyn Morales, if you're not my friend. Detective Morales to you.

KYLE

It's a fucking high school reunion. 

SONNY

I don't seem to recall that you graduated from high school, Kyle.

KYLE

If you're a detective Sonny, I know I'm on the right side of the law.

Sonny edges up close to Jack.

SONNY
I thought I told you to spread 'em.

Jack stares at her.

JACK

I will.

Kyle and Ray take this in, look at each other.

RAY

You didn't waste any time, Jack. Didn't know you liked 'em south of the border.

SONNY

I was north of the border when you were still traveling steerage.

KYLE

How's your father, Sonny? He outta Soledad yet?

Sonny walks into his face.

SONNY

Nah, he's gonna wait for you, Kyle. You know, break you in.

PATTI

I thought we were here for a friendly drink.

SONNY

We are. With friends.

Ray and Kyle get the message.

RAY

Catch you around, Jack. I'll see what I can find out.

JACK

Thanks Ray.

Ray and Kyle go back to the pool table. Sonny and Patti sit.

SONNY

(to Jack)

You stayed carefully out of things.

(to the Bartender)

Bourbon.

JACK

You didn't need any help from me.

PATTI

(to the Bartender)

Club soda.

SONNY

Jack Miles, Patti Hale, my best friend.

Jack and Patti reach across Sonny to shake hands.

JACK

Hello, best friend.

PATTI

Hello, Jack Miles. So you all go back a ways.

SONNY

We went to high school together. That's all. They were ass holes then, too, especially Kyle.

(to Jack)

They your new old friends?

JACK

Just looking for a job.

PATTI

And so you two knew each other in high school.

SONNY

Only a little. Jack was a few years ahead of me. I had a crush on him, though he didn't know it. He was one of the few Anglos didn't call me wetback while trying to get into my pants.

JACK

I didn't call her wetback, anyway.

SONNY

He even fought a guy once in the cafeteria when the guy got all touchy.

JACK

(facetious)

Was that you?

PATTI

He's a gentleman, too. And now, after all these years --

Patti lifts her glass.

PATTI (CONT'D)

To new old friends.

EXT. BAR

Jack, Sonny, and Patti exit happy.

PATTI

My car's this way. Nice to meet you, Jack Miles.

JACK

(nods)

Best friend.

Jack and Sonny head in the other direction, arm in arm. Sonny glances back over her shoulder. 

Patti doesn't look back, but her arm is extended with a thumbs up.

EXT. JACK'S BUNGALOW

A small rental in a rundown part of town, most of the lots empty. Jack and Sonny's cars are parked in the back. A light is on. Slow R&B PLAYS on the RADIO.

INT. JACK'S BUNGALOW

Sonny is seated, feet up, at one end of an old sofa by the window. 

Jack carries a fresh bottle of bourbon from the kitchenette, refills their glasses. He leaves the bottle on the coffee table in front of them, beside a bowl of pistachio nuts. He sits at the other end of the sofa.

SONNY

So it just never happened.

JACK

I was okay for a piss hole like this. I got my gigs in local bars. But I didn't have the talent. I met people, though, and the roadie thing was fun. Close to the action. Money was good.

SONNY

So?

JACK

Got tired. It can be rough. The work and the play. I'm too old.

SONNY

Give me a break. Mick Jagger's sixty what?

JACK

Jagger's got two hundred and fifty million dollars. For that money I could put up a few more stages, sleep in a few more hotel rooms.

SONNY

(coy)

You don't seem out of energy to me.

Jack finishes his drink. Pours another for both of them.

JACK

It's a cold, lonely life, you know.

SONNY

Tell me about it.

JACK

I mean the road. It's not much about getting close to other people. That's not the nature of it. I mean it happens, but -- Everybody's after something. One way or another you've always got a small part of what they want, or you can get them close to it.

SONNY

You mean the groupies? No real love for Jack Miles?

JACK

Oh, I had plenty of women.

SONNY

I'm sure you did. Thanks for sharing.

Jack reaches for a handful of pistachio nuts, dumps it in Sonny's lap. He takes another for himself.

JACK

There might have been a couple who said they loved me. Maybe even meant it. In the end they were like the others -- star fucked me with their eyes closed, dreaming of fame and fortune. Shit, even I was always wondering what that entrance into the bright lights on stage was like.

They both crack shells with their fingers or teeth.

SONNY

It's been different for me. The same. Men suck, you know?

JACK

I should know, right?

SONNY

I'd like to hear the groupies' side. Anyway, there's not many good ones around, at least not in the world I see.

JACK

Why did you become a cop?

SONNY

Maybe because of my father. I don't know. Wanted to do good. Wanted to help. Most of the time you can't do good, no matter what you do. You sure can't help. I live in central California, land of sunshine -- the Golden West, right? -- but I don't see the sun, Jack. I never see the sun.

Sonny finds a nut she can't crack with her teeth. She tries again. Jack reaches over, takes it from her, cracks it in his own teeth. He puts it in her mouth.

JACK

And no good men.

SONNY

You think a male civilian can take being involved with a female detective?  I haven't found any with balls that big. The other cops, detectives -- soon as they think you're theirs, you're not really on the job for them anymore. You're just some girl who got her Shield by mistake. It's dangerous out there, honey. Why don't you just stay here in my pocket.

Jack reaches over with a nut for Sonny to crack with her teeth as he holds it. 

JACK

You blame them.

Sonny cracks the shell. Jack takes the nut out. She eats it from his fingers.

SONNY

I blame them.

When Jack sits back, Sonny leans forward with her own nut. She holds it to his mouth. 

SONNY (CONT'D)

I'm nobody's girl --

Jack cracks the shell. Sonny feeds him the nut.

SONNY (CONT'D)

Not to be fucked around with or fucked around on.

Sonny sits back. They stare at one another.

SONNY (CONT'D)

I won't let a man do that to me again, Jack. I won't. 

Jack leans forward with another nut. Sonny cracks the nut in his fingers. He feeds it to her, remains hovering over her.

JACK

But you are somebody's girl.

Sonny opens her lips to reveal the nut still between her teeth. Jack leans down to take it from her mouth with his mouth. The exchange becomes a long, slow, passionate kiss.

INT. BEDROOM

They enter the room kissing, and the love they make, undressing themselves and each other, on the bed and pressed against the wall -- her back to his front -- pausing to wonder at the sight of each other, is a tender and frightening fall.

INT. CAB OF A TRUCK - MOVING - DAY

Ray is at the wheel. Jack rides beside him, looking glum.

RAY

So that's the run. Fresno, Modesto, and back.

EXT. STREET - DAY

The twenty foot truck turns a corner onto the street. It comes to a stop at the curb, across from the bar. Kyle stands there waiting.

Kyle hops in beside Jack. Jack wasn't expecting this. Ray drives off again. 
INT. TRUCK'S CAB - MOVING

Jack eyes Kyle carefully

RAY

So what do you think?

Jack looks at him uncertainly.

RAY (CONT'D)

About the job. 

JACK

I can do it. I need the work. Don't know that I want it. Can I let you know?

RAY

Sure.

KYLE

You looking for something better?

RAY

I'm looking for something better.

KYLE

Aren't we all. Question is, how do you get it?

Kyle offers Jack a cigarette. Jack takes it. Kyle lights them up.

KYLE (CONT'D)

Look, Jack, I'm not looking to piss you off, but I want to talk about your brother for a second. Can I talk about Joseph? Shit, it used to be Joe. Jack and Joe Miles, right? Then he became high and mighty.

Jack stares at Kyle. Kyle stares back.

KYLE (CONT'D)

I know you don't like him. That's really why I brought him up the other day -- just making sure you still felt the same way. You know what I mean?

Jack listens.

KYLE (CONT'D)

First off, he's a prick. Everybody knows that, probably you better than anyone, right?

RAY

Thing is, now he's a prick with a lot of money.

KYLE

Well, not yet. The will's still in probate. Here's the thing, though -- Kort never trusted him. I don't know that it was personal -- hell, she married him -- but a rich old gal like that, not so great looking, marries a man ten years younger -- 

(to Ray)

Maybe more, huh? --

Ray shrugs.

KYLE (CONT'D)

She's gotta wonder. She's gotta be careful.

RAY

So she kept him on a pretty tight spending leash. Not much money in his own name he could control.

Kyle and Ray examine Jack's reaction so far. There is none.

KYLE

We know this cause we got a source, an inside source, you might say. He tells us your prick brother played all sorts of games with the money he did control.

RAY

Inflated his expenses. He ran part of the farm, made deals with vendors to skim off the top on their contracts. He cut corners, there was money in it for them, too, so nobody squawked.

KYLE

So our source tells us, over five years, he put away maybe two hundred grand, in cash. It's in a safe she didn't know about, in the house. We know where it is.

RAY

If we can get into the house --

KYLE

If we know when he'll be away, and his -- what do you call him -- manservant, Manuel, is away, we can get into the house. I can get into the safe.

RAY

But we need to know when he'll be away.

KYLE

We can't know that. Our source says he's not in a position to know right now, either.

RAY

And once the probate's complete -- soon -- there's no reason for the stash anymore.

KYLE

You see what we're gettin' at. You need the money. You'd get a cut. We can talk about that.

EXT. P & R TRANSFER - LOADING DOCK

Ray comes to a stop some distance from the dock.

INT. TRUCK'S CAB

Kyle and Ray wait for Jack's response.

JACK

Don't misunderstand me. If you can do it, you do it. It's not his money either, is it? But not with me.

Jack points past Kyle to the door. Kyle opens it and gets out. They all do.

EXT. TRUCK

Ray comes around the cab to Jack and Kyle. Jack tosses away his cigarette. 

JACK

I know you took a chance telling me this. With my answer, you might think you've got reason to worry. You don't. 

(to Ray)

I'll let you know about the job.

He walks off toward the street.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

Sonny's unmarked sedan travels a long empty stretch of a four lane route in the center of the sun-baked basin of the valley. Flat, wide open farm land on either side. Mountains in the distance.

There is one other car, a convertible, behind her.

EXT. JACK'S JUNKER CONVERTIBLE

Jack notes the car up ahead, thinks he recognizes it.

INT. SONNY'S SEDAN

Sonny checks the rear view mirror, notices the convertible gaining on her, thinks nothing of it.

EXT. HIGHWAY

Jack edges up on Sonny's left, hits the horn to draw her attention.

Sonny glances over.

Jack grins.

Sonny lights up.

Jack points at her, then at himself, then to the highway ahead of them. But Sonny doesn't get it.

Jack grins again.

INT. JACK'S CONVERTIBLE

His foot hits the pedal.

EXT. HIGHWAY

Jack takes off fast, ahead of Sonny.

INT. SONNY'S SEDAN

Surprised, Sonny shakes her head but takes the challenge. She takes off after him.

EXT. HIGHWAY

The two cars speed along. Surprise helped Jack put distance between them. But his junker is no match for Sonny's sedan. Steadily, she gains on him.

INT. JACK'S CONVERTIBLE

Jack sees this in his rear view. He scans the road ahead. 

INT. SONNY'S SEDAN

Sonny pursues him with determination and pleasure.

INT. JACK'S CONVERTIBLE

Jack eyes the length of grassy median ahead.

EXT. HIGHWAY

Suddenly, Jack does a quick, screeching u-turn over the wide median, dipping down into the trough at its center, bumping up again, gaining traction on the other side, taking off in the other direction. Sonny speeds past him.

INT. SONNY'S SEDAN

Sonny's both pissed and excited. She starts her own u-turn.

EXT. HIGHWAY

Sonny makes it across and is again in pursuit.

INT. JACK'S CONVERTIBLE

Jack checks the distant Sonny in his rear view, laughing.

INT. SONNY'S SEDAN

The angry Sonny claps on her red, rooftop light.

INT. JACK'S CONVERTIBLE

Jack sees the red light whirling in his rear view. Now he really laughs.

EXT. HIGHWAY

Sonny gains fast.

INT. JACK'S CONVERTIBLE

Jack sees this. Again he scans the road ahead.

P.O.V.

A crossroad ahead, a dirt road cutting through farm land.

EXT. HIGHWAY

With Sonny nearly at his tail, Jack makes a quick right onto the dirt road.

This time Sonny's with him.

EXT. DIRT ROAD

Sonny accelerates better out of the turn. She is on his tail now. Jack's been run down.

But now he cuts right, off the road, over the plowed grooves of the field.

Sonny follows.

EXT. FIELD

Jack does a series of quick rights and lefts, to shake Sonny. But he doesn't. She anticipates, and on his next cut left, she cuts in front of him.

Jack brakes before he hits.

EXT. SONNY'S SEDAN

Sonny's out of the car in a heartbeat, charging around the sedan to

EXT. JACK'S CONVERTIBLE

Sonny whips open the door.

SONNY

Reckless asshole. You want to play with me?

Jack is laughing. He tries to get out, but Sonny pulls him up by the shirt instead, slams him against the car.

She glares at him, furious.

But Jack keeps laughing.

She angrily tightens her grip on his shirt.

But she's lost to his laughter. To the excitement of him.

She pulls herself with her grip to his face. Kisses him hard. Their arms wrap around in a hard, hard kiss.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

A weekend CROWD. All the pool tables active.

Jack and Ray play at a table against Kyle and his younger brother BILLY, 20's, a community college student trying to play it straight against his own worst instincts.

They've all got drinks. They all smoke a lot.

RAY

The boss wants to know. That's all.

Jack lines up a shot, a cigarette dangling from his mouth.

JACK

I'm thinking about it.

RAY

He's thinking about it.

KYLE

He's a thinker, that Jack. Always was. He's what you call a deliberate man.

RAY

"Deliberate"?

KYLE

Yeah. He deliberates. 

(beat)

Like on this shot.

Jack glances up at Kyle. Finally he takes his shot. Sinks it. The eight ball is left.

RAY

Sounds like a college word to me, Billy. You teach that word to your brother?

Billy shrugs.

Jack lines up his shot on the eight ball.

KYLE

Thing is, sometimes you can deliberate too much.

JACK

I made the shot.

Jack shoots on the eight ball. Misses.

Kyle moves past him to take his shot, lines it up, shoots.

KYLE

It's the game that counts.

Kyle sinks the eight ball. He looks at Jack. Jack gives him the finger.

Ray goes to rack up the balls for another game.

Kyle edges over to Billy.

KYLE (CONT'D)

So what's this work you're talkin' about?

BILLY

Nothin'. Kyle, man, I just gottta have more money. This school shit takes a lotta time. Guys around me are makin' things happen --

KYLE

So what's the work? 

BILLY

Just some guy I know at school, lives downtown here, says he could get me some errand work.

KYLE

Errand work? What kind of errand work?

BILLY

I don't know. With some people he knows.

KYLE

What people? What's his name?

BILLY

Garcia.

KYLE

Garcia. What Garcia?

BILLY

Just Garcia.

KYLE

Just Garcia. Just fucking Garcia. Who are these people, Billy?

BILLY

I don't know. Why are you pushin' me? What the fuck's the matter with you?

Ray and Jack listen.

KYLE

What the fuck's the matter with me? I'll tell you what the fuck's the matter with me. Errands? Just Garcia? I think this guy's with El Puño. Is this guy with El Puño, Billy?

BILLY

Maybe.

Kyle gives a mocking smirk, suddenly grabs Billy's shirt with his forearm across Billy's chest, pushes him against the pool table.

KYLE

Are you fucking crazy? Are you fucking crazy, Billy? What the fuck are you thinking?  You think you're gonna be a bad ass mothafucker like them? You think you're gonna be one of them?

Billy struggles against him. Looks around embarrassed.

BILLY

Let me go.

KYLE

Those fuckin' Mexies think you're shit. They'll use your pale gringo ass and toss you on the side of the road. And then they'll kill you.

BILLY

(softly, imploring)

Kyle, let me go.

Kyle lets up a little.

KYLE

I wouldn't fuck with El Puño.

Kyle lets up, releases him. But he stays close.

KYLE (CONT'D)

(softer)

You need more money? I'll get you more money.

BILLY

How? I know you don't --

KYLE

I'll get you more money. But you stay the fuck away from El Puño. And you stay in school. You wanna fuckin' end up like me? You wanna end up like me, Billy?

Kyle stares at him seriously. Then he walks to the nearby table to knock back his beer.

Ray walks to Billy. He stares at him seriously, too.

RAY

Listen to your brother.

Jack watches. 

INT. BAR - BACK ROOM - LATER

A non-nondescript storeroom, cases of liquor lining the walls. A filthy window.

Two tables. At one SEVERAL MEN play poker. At another, Jack and Kyle play blackjack, the Bartender dealing. Ray and Billy look on.

AUGUSTUS "CRANK" WILSON, another old high school acquaintance of Jack, slips through the door. Tall and lean, he looks like the scion of a lost railroad fortune he is, the remnants of an almost ante-bellum breeding a tattered cloth over the degenerate hustler he's become.

Kyle stands up.

BARTENDER

You cashing in?

Kyle takes his remaining chips.

KYLE

You've taken enough of my fuckin' money.

The Bartender looks up at Crank, rises.

BARTENDER

Here. You take over. Rock and roll over here has won a lot more than this joker's lost. I've gotta relieve Sal at the bar.

Jack stares at Crank as he sits.

KYLE

Jack, you remember Crank Wilson, don't you?

CRANK

(to Jack)

Augustus. I don't choose to be called by that name anymore.

Crank immediately begins dealing.

KYLE

Still got it between your legs though.

CRANK

You want to go in the locker room, like the old days, and see?

Jack motions for a hit. Crank hits him.

CRANK (CONT'D)

How you doing, Jack? Welcome home. Is it good to be home?

Jack waives off another hit. Crank pushes chips his way.

JACK

You run back room games now?

CRANK

I'm in banking now. I have a small interest in this place.

Jack gives the room a sideways glance.

JACK

Really.

Crank catches the glance.

CRANK

"An ill-favoured thing, but mine own." My own little piece of Heaven, you might say.

The Bartender appears in the doorway with Sonny behind him. He looks to Crank, who looks at Kyle, who looks at Jack. 

Jack turns to the door, then looks at Crank, who nods to the Bartender. Sonny enters.

SONNY

You can put your hands back in your pockets, fellas. I work homicide, not vice. I'm just here to see a friend.

CRANK

Is that Evelyn Morales? My, isn't this cozy. You have friends here?

Sonny stands behind Jack.

SONNY

One.

JACK

Last hand.

He pushes the larger portion of his chips over as his bet. Crank eyes the chips. 

Crank deals the cards. Jack has a Jack up, Crank a King. Jack peeks at his down card. He considers calmly for a moment.

Jack turns up his down card. Another Jack. He splits them.

JACK (CONT'D)

Double down.

Everyone looks amazed. The barest twinkle in Crank's eye.

Crank deals a four to one Jack, a three to the other. Jack has no choice but to hit again.

The first Jack gets an eight, the second a ten. Jack loses it all.

Low groans from the others.

KYLE

(low, to Ray)

What a fuckin' asshole.

Jack rises easily, without reaction.

CRANK

I'll trust you for what you owe, Jack. I'm a trusting man.

Jack heads out of the room with Sonny.

INT. BAR

Jack and Sonny head for a table at the back of the bar, near the jukebox. On the way, Kyle catches up to them and pulls Jack aside.

KYLE

Listen, Jack --

Kyle looks at Sonny.

JACK

(to Sonny)

I'll be right with you.

Sonny moves on to the table.

KYLE

I don't mean to rub it in or anything, but you just lost a load. I wanna let you know that the offer is still open -- in case you're suddenly feeling in need of money. You just met our inside source.

Jack looks at Kyle a moment. He turns and heads over to the table, sits beside Sonny.

SONNY

What was that about?

JACK

He thought I might be in need of some work.

SONNY

You didn't seem to have much to say to him.

JACK

It's not the kind of work I'm interested in.

Sonny thinks about this. The bar's one WAITRESS delivers two bourbons.

SONNY

I'm glad. I don't like him.

JACK

I know.

SONNY

I don't like you with him. I thought these guys weren't your new friends. They weren't your old ones.

JACK

We hung around some times. And I might need that job with Ray.

SONNY

But you don't want it.

Jack shakes his head.

SONNY (CONT'D)

Any idea what you do want?

Jack shakes his head again.

JACK

I'm in "transition."

SONNY

"Transition?"

JACK

(grins)

Uh,huh.

SONNY

(carefully)

What about your brother? He could get you some good work -- work with your background you could learn fast. 

Jack looks straight at her. He shakes his head very deliberately.

SONNY (CONT'D)

What's the story with you and Joseph? Aren't identical twins supposed to be incredibly close?

JACK

Yeah, well, every now and then, it goes the other way.

Sonny waits for more 

JACK (CONT'D)

It's complicated. Maybe we were too close. Maybe the one thing we were was the one thing we didn't want to be.

SONNY

Identical.

JACK

Look, I don't want you to think I'm like them.

Jack gestures toward Kyle and Ray at the bar.

SONNY

I know you're not.

JACK

I know I need a job

He gives Sonny a look. 

JACK (CONT'D)

Maybe now even more. A man needs a job.

SONNY

A woman, too.

JACK

(smiles)

You know what I mean.

SONNY

I know what you mean.

JACK

I guess what I'm saying is, stick with me.

SONNY

I never thought of doing anything else.

INT. BAR - LATER

Jack and Sonny still at the table, a lot of drinks later. Jack calls to the passing Waitress.

JACK

Two shots of tequila.

SONNY

Whoa. You really want to put me on my ass.

JACK

You reach your limit?

SONNY

Not till you reach yours.

JACK

Competitive.

SONNY

Like you.

Sonny gestures toward the back room.

SONNY (CONT'D)

Back in there. I don't play blackjack, so I don't know. But was splitting the Jacks a smart move? Everybody seemed to think you played the hand wrong.

Jack is untroubled.

JACK

They'd have thought different if I'd won, wouldn't they?

Sonny takes this in, takes Jack in.

SONNY

Are you a gambler, Jack?

Jack smiles.

SONNY (CONT'D)

You want to gamble and win?

JACK

Sure.

Sonny knocks back the last of her drink. The Waitress puts the two shots of tequila on the table.

SONNY

Me, too. I think I want to gamble on you. You want to gamble on me?

Jack looks at her. He puts a shot glass in her hand, picks up the other in his. He circles their arms around each other. 

They knock back the shots to seal it.

The shot and the place they just reached put Sonny over the edge. She throws her head back and rises suddenly, moved by the beat of a slow, sexy R&B SONG on the JUKE.

Sonny begins to dance. Moves Jack has never seen -- except maybe in bed.

Sonny reaches out for Jack to join her, but he shakes his head. 

He sits back to watch.

So Sonny dances alone. An intense, seductive dance just for Jack. 

Head by head, almost everyone in the bar turns to watch.

Sonny may be a "Sonny," but she's no man, and what she delivers in the dance is all she's had waiting for the right man. Jack is completely seduced. 

Sonny dances over to him and this time pulls him up to join her. They dance together, Sonny leads the way with her body close to his.

The whole bar watches. 

But the two are oblivious, virtually making love in slow grinding dance moves. 

Finally, as the song reaches a climactic end, Sonny edges Jack back into a chair

-- sits astride him

-- begins to kiss him. 

Their descent into love and desire is now so total, their passionate necking literally does become love making 

-- and the fascinated onlookers actually look away.

EXT. THE KORT MANSION - NIGHT

Jack's beat up junker turns into the long driveway, travels the distance to the circle before the entrance.

INT. JACK'S CONVERTIBLE

Jack sits a moment, prepares himself. He lightly taps his forehead against the steering wheel, half in anger at having to do what he's about to do, half like a football player pumping himself up. He gets out.

INT. THE KORT MANSION 

MANUEL, 50's, the manservant, short and trim, mildly proper and contained, opens the door to Jack. Manuel is dressed to go out, an overnight bag by the door.

He's startled at the sight of Jack.

JACK

Jack Miles. I'm here to see Joe. If he's in.

MANUEL

Yes. Yes, of course. I'll go get Mr. Joseph.

Manuel stands back to admit Jack. 

JOSEPH (O.S.)

No need, Manuel. Mr. Joseph is already here.

Joseph stands at the entrance to the foyer.

MANUEL

I was just about to leave. If there's nothing else you need.

JOSEPH

Nothing else, Manuel. Enjoy your evening off. I'll see you in the morning.

MANUEL

Thank you, sir.

Manuel nods to Jack and leaves.

Jack and Joseph stare at one another a moment.

JOSEPH

I heard you were back. It was hard to believe.

JACK

How are you?

Joseph offers the barest acknowledgement of the space around him.

JOSEPH

How could I be?

Jack nods at the smug message.

JOSEPH (CONT'D)

Glad you found the time to stop by. Let's go into my study. It's comfortable.

Joseph leads the way.

INT. STUDY

Well appointed. Old California wealth. Joseph walks to a bar table.

JOSEPH

What are you drinking these days?

JACK

Nothing right now.

JOSEPH

No shit. So that's the rock and roll life. I'll have a gin and soda.

Joseph pours his drink.

JOSEPH (CONT'D)

So what's it been? Fifteen years?

Jack shakes his head.

JACK

I was back about ten years ago.

JOSEPH

Oh, yeah. Not for long. Not much reason either one of us would want to remember that.

JACK

Not much.

JOSEPH

The proverbial hat in hand, looking for a job. Of course I wasn't in much of a position to help out then. You're in better shape now, I guess.

This all makes it as hard as possible for Jack.

JACK

Not really.

Joseph mildly feigns surprise.

JOSEPH

(coolly)

That's too bad.

JACK

Look I just came by to visit. Can't --

JOSEPH

No you didn't. If you were "just coming by to visit," you would have come a month ago. No, that would have been too obvious. I would have known you were looking for a job. The better strategy was to wait a month. Of course, I still know.

Jack is exasperated enough to leave.

JACK

Fuck this.

JOSEPH

(calmly)

Fuck what?

JACK

Fuck you.

JOSEPH

Insult the hand that could feed you. Not smart, Jack.

JACK

Coming here was not smart.

JOSEPH

Why did you?

JACK

Because I hoped ....

JOSEPH

You hoped?

Jack swallows his pride.

JACK

I met someone. Someone I care about a lot.

JOSEPH

You did it for love. I guess I should be touched by that. I'm not. What about brotherly love, Jack?

JACK

What about it?

JOSEPH

Well, there's my answer.

JACK

Come on, Joe.

JOSEPH

Come on, what? Am I supposed to believe you give a flying fuck about me? So you met someone. And even though you hate my guts, I'm supposed to give you a job?

JACK

It works both ways.

JOSEPH

It only worked one way as far as I could tell. Still does. Gimme. Gimme.

Jack is ready to bolt.

JACK

What an asshole I am. You were never a brother to me. What the hell made me think you'd know how to be one now.

Joseph slowly advances on Jack in his growing rage and venom.

JOSEPH

Oh yeah, be there for me, whenever I need you. Identical twins, right? Close as that.

Joseph holds up two fingers together.

JOSEPH (CONT'D)

Close as that.

Joseph crosses the fingers.

JOSEPH (CONT'D)

From the moment you knew I existed you tried to take everything that was mine. You came out of the fucking womb after me, and from that day on you tried to copy me, tried to be me. You sucked the fucking air right out of my lungs. You didn't have an original thought in your stupid head. You even took up the goddamned guitar after I did.

Joseph is in his face now.

JOSEPH (CONT'D)

I, at least, wanted to be my own person. But you -- you were never good at anything unless you were imitating me, and even then you were a poor reflection. You're a born loser, Jack, a dust eating Okie just like your parents, and the only trouble with your being a twin is that you're always thinking you're you.

Jack is insane with rage at the onslaught. He grabs Joseph by the shirt collar and pulls so hard he's choking him.

Joseph grips Jack's arms, tries unsuccessfully to pry them away -- but stares Jack angrily and defiantly in the face.

At last Jack releases his grip and storms from the room.

EXT. THE KORT MANSION 

Jack races in a fury to his car and tears down the driveway.

EXT. HIGHWAY

Jack speeds down the road.

INT. JACK'S CONVERTIBLE

Jack grips the wheel hard, stares intensely ahead.

EXT. A DOWNTOWN STREET

Jack turns onto a main drag. In a little bit of traffic now, he drives slowly. But the mad intensity of his thoughts is written all over his face.

Jack cruises by bars and restaurants, a movie theater. These could be scenes of his youth.

Abstractedly he watches people come and go, stroll the street. But he is not himself.

EXT. ANOTHER STREET - WORKING CLASS NEIGHBORHOOD

Jack passes small, inexpensive houses, gazes at them. He slows in front of one.

EXT. ANOTHER STREET

Jack passes by a high school, maybe the one he went to.

EXT. ANOTHER STREET - OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN

Jack suddenly pulls over to the curb. He nearly explodes from the car, as if he feels trapped.

He stands a moment, the madness, the anguish of his thoughts imploding on him.

And then he runs.

Like a fast jogger at first, he quickly picks up speed.

EXT. AN OPEN FIELD

Jack races across the field toward a wooded area, running as if pursued.

EXT. WOODS

Jack weaves his way among the trees, dodges low hanging branches, skirts around boulders, jumps over fallen trunks.

Quickly the woods become thicker. Branches begin to swipe at him. But he doesn't let up his pace.

Soon Jack is headed down hill, then STEEPLY down hill 

-- until he is in an almost headlong descent

-- down ever further -- into what kind of hell? 

-- the twigs and branches battering him as he goes, whipping him, lashing at his face. 

But still he runs.

EXT. AN OPEN FIELD

Jack emerges from the woods. He runs further still, and a little bit further, as if racing for a finish line with his last breath.

And then he stops, winded and crazed, off balance. 
Dizzy, he falls to the ground, on his back, staring up at the sky, the world spinning around him, with no center.

INT. JACK'S BUNGALOW

Jack enters with a sense of mission. He goes to a closet in

BEDROOM 

Jack pulls one SUITCASE out of the way to get to ANOTHER. He digs around at the bottom among several VIALS OF PILLS until he finds the one he wants.

LIVING ROOM/KITCHENETTE

Jack goes to the kitchenette counter with the pills and pulls from the cabinet a BOTTLE OF BOURBON and one of GIN.

Then he calls Joseph on the phone.

JACK

It's Jack. 

(beat)

Yeah, I know. I am an asshole.

(beat)

I'll tell you what I want. I want to make you a proposition. Coming back was a mistake, obviously. I'm going to correct that. I'm going to leave, for good.

(beat)

You should give a shit, because if you help me leave, I'll tell you about some people who are looking to hurt you.

(beat)

It's not bullshit.

(beat)

I didn't know before. I stopped in a bar on the way home. These people talked to me.

(beat)

So? You got a safe Mirabella didn't know about?

(beat)

Now you believe me.

(beat)

I'll tell you the rest when you get here.

(beat)

Because I already came to you. And what I know is worth more to you than what I'm asking for.

(beat)

When you get here. That's the deal.

(beat.)

Right. I live -- You do? Really? Good. See you.

Jack hangs up.

He opens the bottle of gin. He gets to work emptying the contents of the pills into the bottle.

INT. JACK'S BUNGALOW - LATER

Jack sits on the sofa drinking a bourbon.

The PURR of a car engine. The HEADLIGHTS sweep the window. The engine cuts off.

Jack goes to the door. When he opens it, Joseph is there. Jack lets him in.

JOSEPH

All right, so tell me.

JACK

You want a drink?

JOSEPH

No, I don't want a fucking drink. I want to know what bullshit you dragged me out here for.

JACK

Is there any way I could know about the safe, if I'm not telling the truth?

Joseph can't answer.

JACK (CONT'D)

Good. We understand each other. We're on my clock. First I tell you what I want.

He holds up his glass.

JACK (CONT'D)

I'm having bourbon. Gin?

Joseph thinks. He gestures okay.

Jack goes to the kitchenette counter to pour Joseph a stiff gin and soda.

JACK (CONT'D)

I want to tell you about this woman I met.

INT. JACK'S BUNGALOW - LATER

Jack is on the sofa, Joseph on the chair opposite. The coffee table is between them with the bottles on it. They've already had plenty to drink.

Jack studies Joseph.

JACK

That's the plan. I go, but I go with her. That takes money. Twenty thousand dollars of money.

JOSEPH

(slurring)

You got a lot of fucking balls.

JACK

No. I've got information worth much more than that. You get it if I get the money.

Joseph laughs in his growing stupor.

JOSEPH

You're still trying to be me, Jack. Let me hear the fucking information. Then we talk about your ten thousand dollars.

JACK

Twenty.

Joseph tries to rise.

JOSEPH

Fuck you.

Jack gets up and easily pushes Joseph back into his seat. He stands over him.

JACK

How do you know they're not robbing the safe now? How do you know that's not why you're here?

JOSEPH

I took the money out.

JACK

You're a clever man, Joe. I'm more clever. I think I want thirty.

JOSEPH

Kiss...my ass.

JACK

You having trouble talking?

Joseph barely manages a glance up at Jack.

JACK (CONT'D)

Having trouble moving?

The glass slips from Joseph's hand. He's out.

Jack stares at him.

He slaps Joseph's face.

Nothing.

Jack goes to the kitchenette cabinet, gets the rest of the pills.

He returns to Joseph, pries open his mouth, slips some pills in. He pours in a little gin.

Jack massages Joseph's throat, so the pills go down. He repeats this all two more times. He leaves the bottle of pills, not quite empty, on the table, along with the bottle of bourbon.

He goes to the kitchenette and empties the gin bottle and Joseph's glass, along with a bottle of scotch, into the sink. He rinses them all out and tosses the bottles into the trash.

Jack returns to Joseph. He begins to undress him.

INT. BATHROOM - LATER

Jack finishes dressing in Joseph's clothes. He looks in the mirror and notices the scratches on his face from his run.

He pauses and thinks.

LIVING ROOM/KITCHENETTE

Jack walks past Joseph, still in the chair, now in Jack's clothes, and dials the phone.

JACK

Kyle? Jack. I know it's short notice. I'm sorry. I had to work myself up to it. But Joseph's out for the night. So's Manuel, his man. If you still want to do it -- if you can -- tonight's the night.

(beat)

I paid him a visit earlier.

(beat)

All night.

(beat)

Good. Talk to you.

Jack hangs up. He stares at Joseph.

JACK (CONT'D)

Now let's see if I really can be you, brother.

He heads for the door.

EXT. THE KORT MANSION - NIGHT

Jack drives Joseph's Jaguar sedan to the large garage a small distance from the house.

INT. JAGUAR

Jack searches the glove compartment, finds the garage door opener, clicks it.

EXT. GARAGE

Jack drives in. The door closes behind him.

INT. GARAGE

Jack gets out of the car, goes to a window facing the house. He checks the view, then he crosses the garage and looks out another window, facing the entrance to the mansion grounds. He turns away, prepares to wait.

INT. GARAGE - LATER

Jack stands by the window in darkness, smoking a cigarette.

He hears the LOW HUM of an approaching engine. He quickly puts out the cigarette and carefully looks out the window.

An old Camaro drives slowly toward the house. Jack watches until it is out of view. He crosses to the other window, sees the Camaro stop in front of the house.

Kyle and Ray quickly exit the car, look around, go to the front door.

Jack watches through the window as Kyle kneels before the door, works the lock. Then they’re in, and the door closes.

Jack turns from the window, checks his watch: 1:05 a.m.

Then it's 1:07 a.m., Jack still checking the watch. He heads for the door.

EXT. GARAGE

Jack exits and walks deliberately toward the house.

He pauses at the door, then enters with Joseph's keys, taking no care to be quiet.

INT. THE KORT MANSION

Jack closes the door loudly, stops and listens. Nothing.

He walks to a TABLE in the front foyer and drops the keys onto it. Still nothing.

He looks around, tries to guess where the safe might be.

He heads toward the study.

He stops before its closed door, prepares himself for what might be behind it.

He opens it.

Two figures -- Kyle's and Ray's -- charge past him, over him, knocking him down in their break to escape.

Kyle is first and gets by. But as Jack goes down, he grabs hold of Ray's leg.

JACK

(feigning surprise)

What!?

He makes a show of trying to hold on to the leg as Ray is brought to the ground, tries to crawl away.

RAY

Fuck. Get the fuck --

Ray kicks at Jack's face, glancing blows that Jack allows to beat him off.

Ray scrambles to his feet and runs off.

Jack gets up, makes no attempt to follow. He turns back to the

STUDY

Looks around. He sees the door ajar on a SMALL REFRIGERATOR built into the wall near the liquor table. He goes to it.

The door has a key lock on it. Its interior panel, on disguised hinges, is pulled away. 

Inside, the secret compartment is empty. Except for a note, presumably written by Joseph. It reads: FUCK YOU.

Jack shows the trace of a smile. He crumbles up the note and turns away.

FOYER

Jack approaches the open front door. Outside the Camaro is gone. He locks the door.

Then he goes to the PHONE on the table, where he dropped his keys. He dials.

JACK

Hello? This is Joseph Miles at the Kort Orchards. That's right, on Los Carneros Road. I'd like to report a burglary. And assault.

EXT. JACK'S BUNGALOW - MORNING

Several police cars, marked and unmarked are parked around the house. Another unmarked sedan pulls up.

INT. JACK'S BUNGALOW

Sonny stands watching beside the body as the MEDICAL EXAMINER zips up the body bag. A PHOTOGRAPHER snaps some final photos. A COUPLE OF CRIMINALISTS bag evidence.

Enter GENE SLOCUM, 40's, Sonny's partner, hard and steady, soft on Sonny, though she'll never know it. He looks around, comes up beside Sonny.

SLOCUM

You okay?

Sonny nods.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

What do we have?

SONNY

(slow to respond)

Apparent overdose. Alcohol and --

Sonny indicates the vial of pills on the coffee table as a Criminalist bags it.

SLOCUM

Accidental?

Sonny shrugs. 

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

I'm guessing you knew him to drink his fair share.

Sonny glances at him, nods.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

Was he a pill popper, too?

SONNY

Not since I knew him. On the road he probably did about everything.

SLOCUM

So he'd tend to know how much is too much.

SONNY

You'd think.

Slocum pulls Sonny aside, away from the others.

SLOCUM

Any reason you know of it wouldn't have been accidental?

Sonny looks in Slocum's eyes sadly, shakes her head firmly.

Slocum feels for her, presses on.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

What brought you here?

SONNY

I was calling him. All night. He didn't answer.

Slocum looks around.

SLOCUM

No sign of anyone else?

Sonny shakes her head.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

Look, I can take the lead on this.

SONNY

I was first on the scene, Slocum.

SLOCUM

Good, you know procedure. Morales. Let me --

SONNY

(steely)

First on the scene.

(beat)

I'll go check out what he did last night.

Sonny heads for the door.

SLOCUM

I'm sorry, Sonny.

Sonny stops, nods, leaves.

Slocum watches through the window as Sonny gets into her car. He sees her start it up, pause, then break down in sobs. 

But she quickly pulls herself together. She peels out.

INT. KORT MANSION - DAY

Manuel opens the door to Sonny.

SONNY

Detective Morales. Mr. Miles is expecting me.

Manuel lets her in. 

MANUEL

I'll let Mr. Joseph know you're here.

JACK (O.S.)

No need, Manuel. Mr. Joseph is here. 

Jack stands at the entrance to the foyer. He and Sonny are both stopped by the sight of the other, though Jack tries not to show it. 

Sonny does. Manuel leaves them alone.

JACK (CONT'D)

I know. Identical. Still.

SONNY

I'm sorry.

JACK

About what?

SONNY

I should tell you. This is not just professional. You're brother and I -- we'd been involved.

JACK

Then I guess I should say I'm sorry.

SONNY

But I am here on police business.

JACK

Of course. Let's go into the living room.

INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM

Neither Jack nor Sonny sits. 

SONNY

Don't misunderstand me -- I have to ask about it. I gathered from --

Sonny has a hard time saying Jack's name.

SONNY (CONT'D)

You didn't get along very well. Others say the same thing. I never noticed that in high school.

JACK

Well, you didn't know us very well in high school, Evelyn. Me even less I think.

SONNY

Why didn't you?

JACK

Get along? It's supposed to be the other way, right? I don't know exactly. It's like -- it's like we were two people trying to occupy the same space. We both felt crowded. I think that's why he left all those years ago.

SONNY

It's almost the way he explained it.

JACK

My point, I guess.

Sonny becomes lost in thought, for a moment seems a little unsteady. Jack is genuinely concerned.

JACK (CONT'D)

Are you all right? I'm sorry. I should have offered you a seat.

SONNY

No. No. I'm just trying to figure out why he would do it. I can't make any sense of it.

JACK

Do it? You think he killed himself? When you called, I don't know, I just assumed it was an accident.

SONNY

There's no way tell right now. Maybe never. The reason I came -- I thought he might have come to see you, about a job?

JACK

He did, actually.

Sonny reacts alertly to this news.

JACK (CONT'D)

It was hard for him to do. I could tell. Probably the last thing he wanted to do. He did say it was because of a woman. He just didn't say who.

Sonny waits eagerly for more.

JACK (CONT'D)

I didn't have anything for him. Really. And to be honest with you, I didn't look forward to his working for me anymore than he did. I guess that makes me sound terrible, but it could never have worked. I did offer him money, though. To tide him over until he found something else.

SONNY

Did he take it?

Jack shakes his head. 

JACK

Probably the one thing it would have been harder for him to do than work for me.

SONNY

How was he when he left?

JACK

Disappointed. Wishing he'd never come, I guess.

SONNY

What time was it?

JACK

Eight. Eight thirty.

(beat)

I don't think he would have killed himself over anything I did. And apparently he had something to live for.

They look at each other, seeing what they want to see.

SONNY

I heard at the station you had a burglary last night.

JACK

Yeah, it was quite a night all around.

Jack heads in the direction of the study, Sonny following.

JACK (CONT'D)

I gave the detectives all the details when they were here this morning.

SONNY

You surprised them?

JACK

It was Manuel's night off. I was planning to get away for the night, too.

SONNY

Did Jack know that? 

They stop outside the study.

Jack nods. 

JACK

I told him he was holding me up. Seems cruel now. 

SONNY

Where were you heading?

JACK

Pismo Beach. Sometimes, since Mirabella died, I just need to get away from the house. Couple of hours out I thought, "This is stupid. The night's gone anyway." I turned back.

INT. STUDY

Jack leads Sonny to the refrigerator. He shows her the hidden compartment.

JACK

They must have known where to look. I guess they thought they could get in and out fast. You think they knew I'd be gone?

Sonny examines the refrigerator.

SONNY

Seems that way.

Sonny considers a difficult thought.

SONNY (CONT'D)

You think there might be a connection?

Jack pretends not to get her drift. Then --

JACK

You mean with Jack?  That's why you asked if he knew I'd be gone. I don't know. I identified the two men as Kyle Corbett and Ray Hansen. Jack used to know them. Were they back in contact?

SONNY

(ignores the question)

The report said they got away with some money.

JACK

A few thousand dollars I kept for convenience.

Sonny looks closely at his face. Their eyes lock. 

SONNY

There was a struggle?

Jack touches the scratches on his face.

JACK

Oh. Yeah. I don't think I did too well.

Sonny heads out of the study.

SONNY

You're alive. You did fine.

INT. FOYER

Jack walks Sonny to the door. They stop.

SONNY

Did you hate him?

JACK

It's hard to know what you feel for someone so close when things go wrong. I think maybe you know what I mean. I'm sorry, truly.

Sonny nods, leaves.

EXT. THE KORT MANSION - REAR TERRACE - AFTERNOON 

Jack strolls comfortably along the wide terrace, appointed with UMBRELLAED TABLES and LOUNGE CHAIRS. He looks out over the olive orchards below.

Manuel opens the door from the living room.

MANUEL

Excuse me, Mr. Joseph. Would you like your dinner on the terrace again this evening?

JACK

(beat)

No. I don't think so, tonight, Manuel. I think I'll order in.

MANUEL

Order in, Mr. Joseph?

JACK

Yeah. You know, Chinese, something like that. You don't cook Chinese, do you?

MANUEL

No, sir.

Jack smiles.

MANUEL (CONT'D)

But no one delivers this far, sir.

JACK

They will if I pay them enough, don't you think?

Jack comes up close, friendly.

JACK (CONT'D)

And if they won't, I'll fix myself something in the kitchen. You don't get off enough. You should take at least another night.

MANUEL

Two nights a week, sir?

JACK

Sure. Even three. I'm a big boy. I can take care of myself sometimes. You work hard. Why don't you go ahead now. I'll see you in the morning.

MANUEL

Yes, sir. Thank you, Mr. Joseph.

Manuel reenters the house. Jack looks after him benignly.

INT. STUDY - NIGHT

Jack rummages around in the drawers of the desk. He finds a set of KEYS, looks over at a couple of bureaus, takes the keys with him.

Jack opens a bureau with a key, shuffles through some books and papers, including a couple of CONTRACTS WITH JOSEPH'S SIGNATURE ON THEM. He finds nothing.

Jack goes to the book shelves, checks the books for fakes, looks behind them.

Then he stumbles upon his HIGH SCHOOL YEAR BOOK, "THE  GOLDEN WEST. 1980." He's curious.

He sits at the desk and opens it, going quickly to the PHOTOS in the back. He finds himself and Joseph, beside each other, stares at the photos.

Then he flips through the pages. He passes then returns to a GROUP SHOT, part of a TWO PAGE PHOTO MONTAGE.

Six longhaired teens -- an apparent rock band -- mug for the camera in front of their instruments, their arms around each other. In the center are Jack and Joseph. 

As Jack stares at the photo, his attention is drawn to some young girls in the background. One of them is Sonny.

Jack rips the page from the book. He carefully tears the page in half, splitting himself from Joseph. Sonny remains in the background with him.

Jack folds the half of the photo of him and Sonny and places it in his pocket. He crumples the other half up and throws it away.

The phone rings.

Jack stares at it. Then he punches the speaker phone button.

JACK

Hello?

MAN'S VOICE

(on the telephone)

Joseph?

JACK

(beat)

Yes.

MAN'S VOICE

(on the telephone)

It's Arthur Perry.

JACK

(tentative)

Hello, Arthur.

Jack waits a long moment.

MAN'S VOICE

(on the telephone)

I'm fine, thank you. Kind of you to ask. If you're free tomorrow morning, I'd like to stop by.

JACK

Really? What about?

MAN'S VOICE

(on the telephone)

Oh, I don't know. Discuss this year's crop, who you like in the World Series.

Jack is speechless.

MAN'S VOICE (CONT'D)

(on the telephone)

The probate, Joseph. I told you last week I'd have some papers for you to sign. Their ready.

JACK

Of course. Sorry, Arthur. I'm a little out of it this week.

MAN'S VOICE

(on the telephone)

I imagine so. I read about it in the paper. I'm very sorry. You weren't close, though.

JACK

No. We weren't close.

Silence.

MAN'S VOICE

(on the telephone)

How's ten o'clock.

JACK

Ten's fine.

MAN'S VOICE

(on the telephone)

See you then.

Perry hangs up the phone. Then Jack does, concerned.
INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jack sits at a small writing desk against the wall. On the desk are two of the CONTRACTS with Joseph's signature on them. 

Jack practices writing Joseph's signature, smokes fiercely, the ASHTRAY full of cigarettes, the desk littered with CRUMPLED SHEETS OF PAPER.

But Jack's attempts are nowhere close.

He squashes his cigarette out and sits back in frustration.

He notices the cloud of smoke about him.

Jack glances at one of the two large windows on either side of the bed and goes to the nearest one.

He lifts the window easily, turns back to the desk.

The window SLAMS back down, hard.

Jack turns back and lifts the window again. It falls again, instantly.

Jack plays with the window, sliding it up and down, testing it. He lifts it all the way. It drops hard.

Jack sits on the bed. He glances at the writing table, then at the window. 

He thinks.

He goes to the table and places the contracts in a drawer. He gathers up the scratch paper, throws it all into the bedroom fireplace.

Next Jack returns to the window. He raises the window as far as it will go and holds it there with his left hand. Then he places his right index finger on the window sill.

He braces himself. 

Lets the window drop.

Jack bites his lip as he chokes back a groan of pain.

EXT. A NEIGHBORING MANSION - NIGHT

Expensive cars parked before the house, along the grounds. VALETS greet arriving cars.

EXT. MANSION TERRACE

Casually but expensively dressed MEN AND WOMEN mingle and talk. WAITERS wend their way among them with drinks and hors d'oeuvres.

Jack enters on the arm of PAULINE SCHEER, 50's, beautiful and glittering, the hostess. Jack's right index finger is in a SPLINT. They pass a small group of men and women.

Pauline holds out Jack's hand to NICOLE, 40's, one of the group. 

PAULINE

Nicole, look at this poor broken man.

NICOLE

A battle scar from fighting off the fairer sex, Joseph?

JACK

(smiles)

Hello, Nicole.

PAULINE

Only you, dear.

They head past a COUPLE, 40's.

PAULINE (CONT'D)

(whispers to Jack)

Word is Gordon's thinking of selling to a conglomerate. Cynthia's furious. 

GORDON

Good to see you out and about, Joe.

JACK

Thanks, Gordon. You're looking lovely, Cynthia.

PAULINE

(to Jack)

My, haven't we become the gallant.

Next they approach a foursome, ARTHUR PERRY, 40's, Joseph's blunt, brash attorney, and his wife, CAROLYN, and GREG and his wife, TERRY, 30's.

PAULINE (CONT'D)

A wounded male for anyone who cares to nurse him.

TERRY

You seem to be tending to him just fine, Pauline.

PAULINE

Don't be sly, Terry. The man's still in mourning.

CAROLYN

Arthur told me about your encounter with the window, Joseph. You should be more careful climbing in and out.

Everyone chuckles.

GREG

Shit, that must have hurt.

ARTHUR

Not too much pain to sign a few documents, ay, Jack?

JACK

Someone had to do it, Arthur.

ARTHUR

And Carolyn says you were just the one.

Jack looks at Carolyn.

JACK

Carolyn's as perceptive as Terry. I need a refill already. Anyone?

No one.

JACK (CONT'D)

(to Pauline)

Nothing fun without me.

Jack heads off for a drink, squeezing Greg's arm familiarly as he leaves.

He nods to a few others on the way to lifting a drink from a waiter's tray. He glances around and explores around the corner of the terrace.

The blinds are drawn behind a sliding glass door. He tries the door and slips in.

INT. INFORMAL LIVING ROOM

Jack is relieved to have gotten away. He looks around, sipping his drink. He takes a seat by the fireplace.

CRANK (O.S.)

You thought you got away with it, huh? 

Jack freezes, then turns around.

Crank has just slipped in behind him.

Jack is speechless.

CRANK (CONT'D)

He stares. Long time no see, precious.

Jack nervously tries to form a question.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Sneaking in here without saying hello. You could hurt Augie's feelings that way.

JACK

I needed to get away by myself.

Crank approaches him.

CRANK

Such a private person we've become. It's been months. Didn't you miss me a little?

Crank takes hold of Jack, tries to kiss him.

Startled, Jack pushes him away.

JACK

Hey! Hey! What's up?

CRANK

I'm up sweetheart. What about you?

Jack tries to remain composed while his mind does a million calculations.

JACK

Well, actually, I'm kind of down. You know, Jack's death and all.

CRANK

Yeah, I know. You're all broken up. Boo hoo.

Crank moves toward him again. Jack carefully moves away.

JACK

Augie, somebody could walk in any second.

CRANK

Let 'em. I'm gonna out you to the olive growing world. Being in the closet's the pits.

JACK

Funny Augie. But not smart.

Crank stops at this. 

CRANK

What can I say. It's been awhile. I'm frisky.

JACK

So find some catnip. Be cool.

CRANK

(re: Jack's broken finger)

That the boo boo Pauline's cooing about? 

(beat)

You sign the papers?

JACK

(a calculating beat)

Yesterday. 

CRANK

Then you're almost there, baby. Five years of watching a slow death -- hers or ours, I wasn't sure for awhile -- it's about to pay off. Soon we really start to live. No more hiding.

JACK

Well, let's not rush it.

CRANK

You've been saying that for six months. Don't rush it. Be cool. Let's keep our distance.

JACK

It's still true.

CRANK

A technicality.

JACK

Technicalities count.

CRANK

Fine.

(beat)

Did you hear? They got Kyle and Ray.

JACK

When?

CRANK

This morning. Found 'em in Guadalupe of all the fucking places. What a couple of morons.

JACK

Yeah. Weren't they.

CRANK

I told you the fridge wasn't such a clever idea. They really get away with some cash? Police didn't find any.

Jack doesn't answer.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Then I take it back. You are a clever prick.

Crank acts out an interrogation.

CRANK (CONT'D)

"Where's the money, Kyle. Give it up, it'll go easier on you."

Now he plays Kyle.

CRANK (CONT'D)

"I don't know, I'm tellin' you. I don't know. We didn't get any money." Eight to fifteen, easy. Keep 'em out of our hair longer. Beautiful, Joe.

Jack heads for the sliding door.

JACK

We better get out of here. I want to go home, anyway.

Crank follows him.

CRANK

I could meet you there.

Jack gives him a look.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Thursday, then. Manuel's night off. I'm free. No reason a man can't visit his grieving friend.

Feeling pressured, Jack nods. He slips out the door.

EXT. TERRACE

Jack stands outside the sliding door. He sighs.

INT. CITY JAIL VISITING ROOM - DAY

Kyle and Billy talk on either side of a glass partition.

KYLE

I fucked up, Billy. I'm sorry.

BILLY

What are you apologizing to me for? Besides, you didn't fuck up. Jack did.

KYLE

Fuck that scumbag. I didn't know he was that big a pussy. What'd he do, kill himself?

Billy shrugs. 

KYLE (CONT'D)

You're on your own now.

BILLY

I can take care of myself, Kyle.

KYLE

Yeah.

BILLY

I can. You'll see.

KYLE

Well, you're gonna have to. 'Cause now I need your help. Joe's as big a prick as his brother was a pussy, told the cops we got away with some money. This is the second time I'm goin' down. I'm goin' away for awhile.

BILLY

At least it wasn't your third.

KYLE

Yeah.

BILLY

What do you need me to do?

KYLE

I gotta fuckin' survive, Billy. Maybe I'll hook up with the Aryans. Maybe better not to. But I need a game. I need to be worth something. I need a source of weed, at least, maybe more. I need you to do that for me.

BILLY

Anything, Kyle.

KYLE

Not anything. That. I need a lot and I need it regular.

Kyle leans in close.

KYLE (CONT'D)

Go see Crank. He's the piss ass set this whole thing up.

Billy's eyes go wide.

KYLE (CONT'D)

That's right. He owes me now. Let him know you know that. He can supply you. Tell him to get you a job, too. A good one. And don't let him hand you any bullshit. He doesn't just have a major prick between his legs. He is one.
INT. KORT MANSION - GAME ROOM - NIGHT

Crank stands at a POOL TABLE. He holds his cue stick straight up in front of him, both hands wrapped around it.

There's also a ping pong table, a dart board, an expensive chess board set up at its own table, and a round poker table.

CRANK

So the little punk tells me Kyle says I owe him.

At the other end of the table, Jack holds his cue stick gingerly, taking care around his broken finger. But he's skilled. He makes his shot. 

JACK

Why would he say that?

Jack takes his empty glass, goes to the bar and fills it up high with bourbon.

Crank observes, thinks.

CRANK

You know. Kyle's done me little favors over the years. I didn't always pay him. I knew he thought he was earning credits.

Jack kicks back a large portion of his drink.

CRANK (CONT'D)

What do you do with a small-time hustler? You hustle him.

Jack returns to the table for his next shot.

JACK

Small time or big time?

CRANK

Big time if he'd managed to keep his lazy ass out of prison. I'll have to settle for small time.

Jack lines up a difficult combination shot. Shoots. Sinks both balls. 

CRANK (CONT'D)

Very skillful. How unusual.

(smiles)

But I like a good stick man.

At that, Jack misses an easy shot. Crank walks around the table to shoot.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Aah, what happened, baby? Performance anxiety?

Jack quickly swallows the rest of his drink, heads to the bar to refill. Crank holds out his own glass.

CRANK (CONT'D)

You want to share some of that alcohol?

Jack returns for Crank's glass. Their eyes meet for a moment. Jack turns away.

JACK

So what'd you do?

Crank looks up from lining up his shot, uncertain.

CRANK

About Billy? Offered him Teller training at min wage. I knew he wouldn't take it. What the hell do I want him around for?

Jack lights a cigarette, takes a long drink. Crank makes his shot. Jack brings him his drink. Crank waives the cigarette smoke away from his face with disgust.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Why don't you take a seat. Augie's gonna be up here for awhile.

Jack drinks some more bourbon, heads to the bar for another refill, then sinks deeply into a lounge chair.

Crank quickly lines up a shot and makes it. He looks over at Jack with a smile.

CRANK (CONT'D)

So tell me, what happened with Jack? He asked for a job and you turned him down, right?

Crank makes his shot. With one ball on the table, he racks up again.

Jack smokes with nervous intensity, sips at his drink.

JACK

That's right. What the hell did I want him around for?

CRANK

Peas in a pod, you and I.

Crank takes his shots quickly and with confidence. Makes them.

CRANK (CONT'D)

What do you figure? You think he killed himself? Or was it an accident?

JACK

Don't know. Don't really care.

CRANK

So cold!  I figure it for an accident. You should have seen him play blackjack over at the bar one night. Fool doubled down on a pair of Jacks. Played it cool, though. I'll give him that. Lost his shirt and stayed very calm. But stupid. Stupid and reckless. I figure he just mixed it up too much.

JACK

Let's not talk about him. It's enough I had to see him once.

Crank's got only a few balls left on the table.

CRANK

Whatsamatter? Augie's little run here takin' your breath away, makin' you moody?

Crank lines up a shot. 

CRANK (CONT'D)

Let's talk about us then. Us and millions of dollars.

Crank slams the ball with authority across the table into a corner pocket.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Ouch!

He looks over at Jack.

CRANK (CONT'D)

You gotta love me, Joseph. You gotta love me.

Jack smiles, looks into his drink.

CRANK (CONT'D)

It's like a whole new beginning. That's a cliché, I know. But it's funny how clichés don't feel like clichés when they're your own. All the shit you and I have had to go through not to live like pigs. You starting out that way, me left like that because my damned fool grandfather couldn't run a railroad right.

Crank lines up his last shot down the barrel of the cue stick.

CRANK (CONT'D)

But now it's a whole new start. For you. For me. For you and me together.

Crank sinks the shot. He turns to Jack with satisfaction.

CRANK (CONT'D)

You lose.

He walks over to Jack's chair, towers over him holding his cue stick against the floor at Jack's feet.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Or then again, maybe you win. 'Cause I feel good, lover boy. So good. Why don't we go upstairs. After all these months, it'll be like the first time all over again.

Jack looks up at Crank, smiling over him, and then down at his drink. 

He knocks the bourbon back in a single gulp.

EXT. THE KORT MANSION - NIGHT

A single light is on in an upstairs bedroom. It goes out.

EXT. THE KORT OLIVE ORCHARDS - DAY

The harvest has begun. MEXICAN PICKERS stand on high LADDERS and pick the olives from the trees by hand. 

Jack watches from a grassy avenue running through the trees. 

Sonny approaches from behind, from the direction of the house. Jack senses a presence, turns.

JACK

Evelyn. Hello.

SONNY

Hello, Joe.

JACK

What a surprise to see you down here. Is this police business?

Sonny is taken aback by the idea it might be something else.

SONNY

Yes.

JACK

I've already heard about Kyle and Ray, if that's why you've come.

SONNY

I know. That's not my case.

JACK

No, of course not.

SONNY

How's the harvest going?

JACK

It's just begun. Looks like it'll be a good one.

They stroll along the avenue through the trees, back in the direction of the house.

SONNY

I just came to let you know how the investigation is going.

JACK

It was nice of you to come in person. Instead of just calling.

Sonny realizes that she could have done just that.

SONNY

We'll probably close the case in another day or two. There's no sign of foul play at all.

JACK

Did you think there might be?

SONNY

You always have to consider the possibility.

JACK

What conclusion have you come to?

Sonny shakes her head. 

SONNY

That's why we haven't closed it. The amount of alcohol wasn't too extraordinary. The secobarbital was.

JACK

So he killed himself?

Sonny recoils a little at this. Jack sees this.

JACK (CONT'D)

Why would he have?

SONNY

Kyle and Ray say he's the one who told them you'd be gone. He was in on it.

(beat)

I'm sorry.

JACK

I suppose he thought I did worse to him.

SONNY

Did you?

JACK

I didn't give him a job. 

(beat)

We started playing this game when we were pretty young. Pretending to be each other. Fooling people. A lot of identical twins do it. We could even fool our parents. The games got meaner as time went by. You remember Josie Corwin?

SONNY

Didn't you date her?

JACK

Jack did first. We hung out a lot together, with a bunch of others. Jack was pretty in love with her. I didn't know. He never said anything. Then she started calling me. I could never convince Jack I hadn't played the game with her.

SONNY

Did you?

JACK

Just a little as a joke. We both did that, but -- Would you believe me if I told you I lost track sometimes?

Sonny considers this all. They walk in silence, climb the stairs to the rear terrace of the house.

TERRACE 

Manuel dusts the chairs and tables. 

JACK (CONT'D)

That kind of remorse so soon after he told them doesn't make a lot of sense.

SONNY

No.

JACK

(kindly)

There's that then. He was a reckless man.

(beat)

Do you hate him now? 

Sonny has to hold her emotions in check.

JACK (CONT'D)

This must be very hard for you. And looking at me --

SONNY

It must be hard for you, too, whatever you felt about each other.

JACK

(beat)

I lost my parents years ago, my wife, and now -- Now I just am. 

SONNY

You're not what I imagined you to be.

Jack looks around him. 

JACK

People can be envious. And maybe I wasn't as nice a person as I could have been once. I was very young. I'm not that person anymore.

They stare at one another.

JACK (CONT'D)

If there's anything I can ever do.

SONNY

(softly)

What?

JACK

Just anything. You're welcome any time, Evelyn.

SONNY

Not many people call me Evelyn.

They stare.

SONNY (CONT'D)

I'd better go.

Jack nods. 

JACK

Manuel, would you see --

Manuel looks up. 

SONNY

No. I can see myself out.

Sonny enters the house. Jack and Manuel both watch her go. Manuel turns to Jack.

MANUEL

If I may be permitted, Mr. Joseph. You're very kind to her.

JACK

Am I?

MANUEL

If you remember, sir, what we spoke about some months ago. About my leaving? If it would please you, Mr. Joseph, I would like to reconsider. I would be very pleased to continue working for you, sir.

Jack takes this in. 

JACK

That would please me, too, Manuel.

MANUEL

Very good, sir.

Jack looks out thoughtfully over the orchards.

EXT. THE KORT MANSION - REAR GARDEN - DAY

A gazebo. A fountain. Flower beds. Long winding walkways. Benches.

Jack lounges in a garden chair, his legs stretched out. On the table beside him sits a glass of BOURBON, a pack of CIGARETTES. An IPOD WITH SPEAKERS plays POST-ROCK guitar music.

Jack gazes out at the orchards peacefully, thoughtfully. His eyes start to close in an afternoon doze.

He opens them: the ORCHARDS again.

His eyes start to close once more: the orchards slowly fade into darkness.

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Jack runs in his headlong descent, through a murky darkness.

EXT. THE ORCHARDS - JACK'S POV - DAY (END FLASHBACK)

The peaceful scene.

EXT. THE KORT MANSION - REAR GARDEN - DAY

JACK'S EYES: OPEN WIDE

A male hand descends to his shoulder, a face, lips, to his neck.

Jack jumps out of his chair, startled, afraid.

It's Crank.

CRANK

Whoa, precious, take it easy. A little jumpy for a quiet Saturday morning.

JACK

You scared the shit out of me. I was sleeping.

CRANK

Poor baby. So sensitive these days. Let Augie make it better.

Augie moves toward him. Jack backs away.

CRANK (CONT'D)

What's the matter with you?

JACK

(nervously)

What's the matter with me? Anybody could see us. Manuel, up in the house.

Jack circles around back to his chair. He takes a drink of his bourbon, lights a cigarette.

CRANK

I do hope this excessive caution is going to change, Joseph. The bitch is gone. The money's yours. There's no need.

JACK

Well, you count a little quicker than I do. It's not in my name yet.

CRANK

All right, fine. That's why I came anyway. Let's get away. Let's be private. A couple of nights in Pismo Beach, all to ourselves.

Jack drinks, smokes.

JACK

No. I don't think so.

CRANK

(coolly)

Why not.

JACK

I've got a lot to do.

CRANK

(re: the chair, the drink, the music)

Yes. I see that.

JACK

Besides, I hate Pismo Beach.

CRANK

Really?

EXT. PISMO BEACH - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Crank and Joseph sit in chairs under an umbrella on the beach together.

EXT. THE KORT MANSION - REAR GARDEN - DAY (END FLASHBACK)

Crank stares at Jack.

CRANK

I didn't know that.

Jack shrugs. He sips some bourbon.

Crank's eyes focus on the glass at Jack's lips.

Jack takes a drag of his cigarette.

Crank's eyes focus on the cigarette leaving his lips, Jack drawing the smoke in, exhaling it.

CRANK (CONT'D)

I didn't know you hated Pismo Beach. I didn't know you liked bourbon. I didn't know you smoked.

Jack is running out of room to maneuver.

JACK

I always snuck one every now and then.

EXT. RESTAURANT/BAR - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Busy and crowded with late night revelers.

Crank and Joseph sit at a table near some smokers. Joseph waves the smoke away with disgust.

EXT. THE KORT MANSION - REAR GARDEN - DAY (END FLASHBACK)

Crank stares at Jack.

JACK

And now, since --

CRANK

You always loved my touch. Made you quiver, you said. Now you run away from it. Don't you still love my touch? Tell me you love my touch.

Jack squirms.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Can't bring yourself to say it, Joe? Not even for millions of dollars?

JACK

Augie, the last six months -- Mirabella. Jack. I'm not myself.

CRANK

No. You're not.

JACK'S POOL SHOT SPLITS TWO BALLS INTO DIFFERENT POCKETS

TWO JACKS GET SPLIT AT THE BLACKJACK TABLE

SONNY SITS ASTRIDE JACK, KISSING HIM

CRANK (CONT'D)

Are you, Jack?

Jack stares at Crank, completely alert, calm now.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Doubled down again, didn't you?

Crank cackles and howls.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Oh, fuck your brother. You're better than he was. Beautiful. Beautiful. Joseph is Jack and Jack is Joseph. One dead in the ground, the other just hanging around.

(dead serious)

Waiting for his millions. 

JACK

I don't know what you're talking about.

Crank advances on him.

CRANK

I'll bet you don't. How'd you break your finger, Jack? Accidentally on purpose?

Crank grabs Jack by the shirt.

CRANK (CONT'D)

How'd you like me to break the rest of them?

Jack tries to resist, but the broken finger hobbles his efforts.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Think I can't? You could ask your brother, if he was still with us. I'm very strong. He liked that.

Crank throws Jack to the ground, holds him there.

CRANK (CONT'D)

I want what's mine, Jack. What would have been mine if you hadn't decided to be so very fucking clever. You can start with the money in the safe you fucked me out of.

JACK

I can't.

Crank slaps Jack in the face.

CRANK

I beg to differ.

JACK

I don't know where it is. He hid it. I can't find it.

CRANK

Look harder.

Crank drags Jack to his feet, pushes him against a tree.

CRANK (CONT'D)

Because that's just the start. You're splitting the pot with me, gambling man. Those are the table stakes, if you still want to play the game.

SONNY (O.S.)

Wilson!

Crank and Jack turn to see Sonny approaching in the distance.

SONNY (CONT'D)

Take your hands off him! Now!

Crank lets go. He throws Jack a warning glance. They separate as Sonny arrives. She points Crank to the other side of the chair and table.

SONNY (CONT'D)

Over there.

Crank doesn't move.

SONNY (CONT'D)

You want to try me? My finger's not broken -- and I'm on the rag. I'd love to draw some blood from a man today.

Crank walks away.

SONNY (CONT'D)

(to Jack)

What's this about.

CRANK

Just a little disagreement between friends that got out of hand. Joseph called me here to tell me he's moving his business to another bank.

SONNY

(to Jack)

Is that true?

Jack nods.

SONNY (CONT'D)

(to Crank)

What difference does that make to you? You don't own the bank.

CRANK

It's a major account, Detective. It's been mine for ten years. How do you think a loss like that is going to make me look?

SONNY

How do you think an assault charge would look? I'd say you need to think a little about what kind of business you're in. Get out of here. Now. Don't come back. You do and I'll talk him into pressing charges.

Crank walks off. Sonny and Jack watch him go.

SONNY (CONT'D)

You all right?

Jack nods. 

SONNY (CONT'D)

You two really friends?

Jack shakes his head.

JACK

We're in some of the same circles. He was Mirabella's banker.

SONNY

Why are you moving your business?

JACK

Is he the kind of banker you'd want to do business with? I've been looking over the accounts. I don't like the ways he's been handling them.

SONNY

What?

JACK

Nothing I can put my finger on.

SONNY

Well, then maybe you oughtta have your accountant look things over. There's something not right about Wilson. You should be careful.

JACK

I will. Thanks.

SONNY

I came to tell you we've closed the investigation, ruled it an accident. You can make whatever arrangements you need to now.

JACK

Then it's done.

SONNY

It's never done.

JACK

I think you must have loved him very much.

SONNY

He wasn't -- It's not like I had any illusions, you know. He was a reckless man. Kind of aimless, too. Lived too hard. I guess the way I see it, neither of you were saints. But he was very kind. He was unusually kind. He treated me like a woman. But he had no trouble with any part of me. He made me feel whole.

JACK

When he came to me, Evelyn -- it was so hard. He loved you, too.

(beat)

I guess -- the way things go -- not much reason we would see each other again.

SONNY

I guess not.

They look at each other with all their contradictory feelings.

Sonny walks away.

Jack looks after her, on his face the knowledge of all he threw away.

EXT. DOWNTOWN OFFICE BUILDING - DAY

Jack walks with purpose into the building. 

INT. ARTHUR PERRY'S LAW OFFICE

Arthur stands as his SECRETARY shows Jack in.

ARTHUR

Joseph. This is unexpected. Have a seat.

(to the Secretary)

Get Mr. Miles a cup of coffee, would you?

Jack motions "No" as the Secretary withdraws. He stands.

JACK

I won't be staying long. I just want to throw some things at you.

ARTHUR

The kids are fine. Thanks for asking. Life's good for you, too?

Jack stares at him.

JACK

The last six months have given me a lot of time to think.

ARTHUR

Comes a time in every man's life.

JACK

I don't know that I'm up to olive farming. It's still new to me, obviously. It's not in my blood. I don't know enough.

ARTHUR

There's not much you have to do, Joseph. You've got people for that.

JACK

So I just sit on this business that isn't really mine, that I don't really know, and just take in the money?

ARTHUR

There are worse ways to live. People have been known to do it. 

JACK

I don't want to. Without Mirabella --

(beat)

I think I want to sell. One of the conglomerates. I'd like you to look into that for me.

ARTHUR

Okay.

JACK

I need to get away. Think about what to do with all I've got. Like you say, there comes a time in every man's life. I want to travel, maybe for a long time. When will it all be final?

ARTHUR

About a week or so.

JACK

I'll need ready access to cash. A lot of it. I want to be able to draw on it from any part of the world, without any trouble. Can you arrange that for me?

ARTHUR

I can arrange it.

Jack nods.

EXT. CENTRAL VALLEY BANK - DAY

Jack walks with determination along the street. He enters the bank without pausing.

INT. CENTRAL VALLEY BANK

Jack enters and looks around. He spots Crank behind the teller windows, working with a TELLER. Jack walks to the window and stands off to the side of the line, where Crank will see him when he looks up.

Crank looks up and sees Jack staring at him. Crank walks out to join him. Jack waits, scanning the bank, sees the office that says "AUGUSTUS WILSON. VICE PRESIDENT."

Crank reaches him.

JACK

We need to talk. In your office.

Crank studies Jack a moment, senses something.

CRANK

I don't think so.

JACK

I do think so.

CRANK

You do?

JACK

Unless you'd like me to share with your customers what a COCKSUCKER you are.

Crank quickly glances around.

CRANK

Right this way, Mr. Miles.

Crank leads Jack to his office, behind an arrangement of desks and BANKERS.

CRANK'S OFFICE

Crank closes the door behind them.

CRANK (CONT'D)

I'm funny this way. I sense disagreement with the plan I laid out for you.

JACK

Check your intuition. You're only partly right.

CRANK

Partly?

JACK

Partly. I've been doing some thinking.

CRANK

That's proven to be dangerous where you're concerned, Jack.

JACK

Yeah, it has been.

CRANK

I mean for you.

JACK

That's not the way I see it.

CRANK

That's not the way you see it?

JACK

No. It's not the way I see it. You want me to tell you how I see it?

CRANK

Oh, please, do, Jack. Tell me how you see it.

JACK

This is the way I see it, Crank. You want a big chunk of change quickly, right? Why take any chances.

CRANK

Why take any chances.

JACK

You're not going to get that.

CRANK

I'm not.

JACK

You're not. I give you a big chunk of change, you don't need me anymore. I need to be needed. I'm funny that way. You'll get ten thousand a month. I'll leave just enough of my money here so you can do that -- I am going to move my business -- thanks for the idea -- you figure out how to do it. Run it by me.

CRANK

That's not enough.

JACK

It'll have to be. That way you don't do anything stupid and low and crummy. You need me. See?  Now that might piss you off right now, might tempt you to do something rash. Don't. I'll risk an investigation if I have to. You've got no evidence, and the DNA's on my side. It would be a gamble. But I've been known to gamble before, haven't I? And either way, you'd get nothing.

Crank is trumped, doesn't like it.

CRANK

Who the fuck do you think you are?

Jack heads for the door.

JACK

I don't know who I am, Crank. Isn't that obvious? But I feel like I'm starting to know. I feel like I'm coming into my own. It's liberating.

Jack closes the door behind him.

EXT. SONNY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Jack sits in his Jaguar, the lights off, across the street. He watches.

Then, through a window, he sees Sonny enter the kitchen. He watches her at the sink as she starts to wash some dishes.

Sonny pauses, hangs her head a moment. She turns off the faucet and leaves the kitchen. The light goes off.

Jack stares.

INT. EL PUŃO CLUBHOUSE BAR - NIGHT

Seedy, sparse but clean. 

TEN OR FIFTEEN CHICANO MEN AND WOMEN -- some 20's, vatos locos with baggy pants, long t-shirts and shaved heads, most 30's, Eme types, longhaired, mustachioed, tattooed -- sit at tables and the bar, drinking, talking, flirting. 

CHICANO GROOVE plays from a SOUND SYSTEM behind the bar.

Billy Corbett enters.

Those at the bar see him first, turn and stare.

Slowly, so do those at the tables.

BILLY

(nervous)

I'm looking for Garcia.

The young vato loco closest to Billy comes up in his face with slow, intimidating swagger.

MAN (O.S.)

Who is looking for Garcia?

The vato loco and Billy look in the direction of the voice. Other heads turn.

At the table farthest back, the EL PUŃO LEADER, 30's, steely of expression and body, stares back between the heads around him. 

EL PUŃO LEADER

Quièn, gringo? Hijo de la chingada.
Some TITTERING LAUGHTER. 

BILLY

Billy Corbett.

The EL PUŃO LEADER looks immediately to his side as a HEAD between them and Billy moves out of the way. A young man with shaved head, GARCIA, nods at Billy.

GARCIA

Hey ese. Qué pasa?

INT. KORT MANSION - GAME ROOM - NIGHT

Jack drinks as he shoots pool alone, troubled. He studies the table, passes up some easy shots for a more difficult one. He makes it.

Jack lays down his stick and goes to the bar. He refills his glass, studies it. He studies the CORDLESS PHONE on the counter.

He walks to the window with his glass, gazes out at the orchards, then back at the phone. He walks to it and dials. 

JACK

Hi.

INT. SONNY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

On the living room sofa, Sonny has the phone to her ear. Slow JAZZ plays on her STEREO. On the coffee table in front of her are a DRINK and DECK OF CARDS laid out in a game of solitaire.

INT. KORT MANSION - GAME ROOM - NIGHT

Jack walks toward the window.

JACK

It's Joe.

INTERCUT AS NEEDED

SONNY

I know.

JACK

I wasn't sure you'd be home.

SONNY

I'm off Friday nights. It's my party night.

JACK

I've been drinking a little.

Sonny reaches for her drink.

SONNY

That's not good for you, Joe.

JACK

Staring out at the groves.

SONNY

Must be nice to have that to look at.

JACK

They're so fixed, you know -- in the earth. So there.

(beat)

And I've been thinking about you. I don't know, would it be strange -- inappropriate -- for me to want to see you?

SONNY

I don't know.

JACK

I mean, of course, if you wanted to see me, too.

SONNY

Of course.

JACK

I guess that's the question, isn't it? If you would like to see me, too.

SONNY

Yes.

Jack is unsure in the long silence what Sonny has said yes to. Sonny struggles with herself.

SONNY (CONT'D)

I would like to see you.

INT. KORT MANSION - INFORMAL LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Sonny stands before the fireplace. 

Jack comes to her with drinks in his hand. They sip, stand and look at each other uncomfortably for a moment. Then Jack takes the POKER and stirs the fire. The fire blazes up. Sonny is momentarily startled.

JACK

You're uncomfortable.

SONNY

A little.

JACK

A lot. Why don't you sit?

Sonny bypasses the sofa in front of the fireplace, sits instead in a Queen Anne armchair beside a light table against the wall. 

Jack stares at her.

JACK (CONT'D)

I read once about the original Siamese twins, Chang and Eng -- the ones the name comes from. They ended up as farmers in Virginia. You believe that? They married a pair of sisters.

SONNY

Don't even go there.

JACK

(laughs)

They owned and worked two adjacent farms together. One week Chang's farm, the other Eng's. I always wondered about that. Why two farms?  I read that they played a kind of game with each other -- not a game, I guess. They would take turns entering into a kind of dream state, so that each could have his own will for a while. A way of pretending to be separate people, I guess.

SONNY

You and Jack weren't Siamese twins.

JACK

You mean we weren't physically connected?

SONNY

Let's not talk about it.

JACK

We have to. Don't we?

Sonny thinks, takes a long drink.

JACK (CONT'D)

Do you believe in second chances? 

SONNY

I don't know what that means. Sometimes you get them. Sometimes you don't. Some people get them. Some don't.

JACK

Once, when we were about 12, we both went away to a summer camp, something the school sponsored -- our parents couldn't have afforded it. We were already playing guitar, and there was a competition. I came in first, Jack second. They gave us certificates, but they printed the names with only the first initial -- J. Miles. Somehow, when we got home, Jack had the first place certificate, even though I had won. At least I think I won. I think he came in second.

Jack walks toward her.

JACK (CONT'D)

I can't stop thinking about you.

(beat)

When you look at me, who do you see?

SONNY

I don't know.

JACK

I want you to see me. See me, Sonny.

Jack stops in front of her. The light from the table lamp glows warmly on her face.

Jack reaches out, lifts the hair from one side of Sonny's face, caresses her cheek.

JACK (CONT'D)

You're so strong. But you're so tender underneath. And nobody knows that.

Jack's hand comes around her face, lifts the hair from the other cheek.

JACK (CONT'D)

And you're so beautiful. I've never seen anyone so beautiful.

Sonny is powerless before the seduction as Jack's hand travels down her neck. 

His hand travels across the skin of her chest, above the button of her blouse. 

Their eyes lock. 

Jack loosens the button. Sonny's chest heaves.

JACK (CONT'D)

See me.

Jack reaches his arm around her, half lifting her -- she half rising -- into his arms as they kiss with slow passion.

FOYER

Jack and Sonny kiss deeply and hard. Jack pulls away, at arm's length, but Sonny catches his hand, tugs back. Jack pulls her to him. They kiss again.

FOYER - FURTHER ALONG

Jack and Sonny kiss deeply and hard. Sonny pulls away, at arm's length, but Jack catches her hand, tugs back. Sonny pulls him to her. They kiss again.

FOYER - FOOT OF THE GRAND STAIRCASE

Jack and Sonny kiss deeply and hard. Jack pulls away, starting up the stairs, but Sonny lets his arm go. Jack stops, looks down at her. 

He extends his hand. Sonny reaches for it, follows him up the stairs.

BEDROOM

Naked on the bed, Jack lowers himself over Sonny. They kiss and touch with the wonder of an experience both thought they would never have again. 

On SONNY'S FACE: both a dream come true and something she doesn't understand.

They both cry out with the passion of their release.

BEDROOM - MORNING

Daylight streaming in. Jack is asleep in bed. Sonny is awake beside him, her eyes wide with horror.

BATHROOM

Sonny enters buttoning her blouse, now dressed. She glances at herself in the mirror, quickly brushes her hair.

BEDROOM

Sonny exits the bathroom, on her way out of the bedroom. 

She stops.

Jack sits at the edge of the bed, puzzled.

SONNY

I have to go.

She starts out of the room.

JACK

Why?

He goes to intercept her.

SONNY

I have a lot to do.

Jack takes her arm.

JACK

You're sorry.

SONNY

I just have be somewhere.

She turns away, heads toward the stairs.

JACK

Sonny, please don't --

Though the door he sees her descend the stairs quickly.

JACK (CONT'D)

I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.

EXT. HIGHWAY 101 - SONNY'S CAR - MOVING - DAY

Sonny approaches the State Prison at Soledad.

EXT. PARKING LOT

Sonny drives into a parking lot, gets out of the car.

INT. SALINAS VALLEY STATE PRISON

Sonny checks in at the visitor's entrance.

CORRIDOR

Sonny stands before the barred gate to the infirmary. It opens. She walks down the corridor.

PRISON INFIRMARY

A NURSE escorts Sonny to the bed of ARTURO "POPPY" MORALES, late 50's, a handsome, once vital man now grossly debilitated by advanced emphysema.

The Nurse goes to wake the sleeping Poppy, but Sonny waves her off. She pulls a chair up beside the bed and sits.

In a moment Poppy's eyes open.

SONNY

Hola, Poppy.

Poppy focuses on her.

POPPY

Sonny.

SONNY

(smiles)

How are you?

A little excited at the sight of her, Poppy can't breathe. He reaches for the MASK at his side, attached to an OXYGEN tank beside the bed. He inhales. 

POPPY

Full of hot air. Can't spit it out like I used to.

SONNY

Didn't think anything would ever keep you quiet.

POPPY

I have my days.

SONNY

I'll bet you do.

Poppy presses a BUTTON CONTROL to raise the back of the bed.

POPPY

Qué pasa?

SONNY

Time for a visit.

POPPY

You were here just a few weeks ago.

SONNY

Time for another.

They stare at each other.

POPPY

They're moving me to Corcoran.

SONNY

Por qué

? 

POPPY

Acute care facility. I guess they are not expecting Poppy to improve.

SONNY

Don't.

POPPY

No, you don't, hija. We've talked. No pretending. Soon you will be on your own.

SONNY

I've been on my own a long time, Poppy.

POPPY

Si. You hate me for it?

SONNY

Everybody hates you, Poppy. You know that. Big mouth.

POPPY

(laughs)

Tough talking detective.

He reaches for the oxygen mask, breathes in.

POPPY (CONT'D)

Cesar loved my big mouth. You couldn't fight the growers -- I couldn't fight for mi gente -- without one. I told you that, Sonny. Now you have one.

SONNY

(smiles)

I have a question for you.

POPPY

Ah. Why you came.

Sonny shakes her head no. 

SONNY

Why did you call me Sonny?

POPPY

Now you ask me this? 

(beat)

It wasn't me. It was the others. The way I treated you. Like a son.

SONNY

Why?

POPPY

Do you think I wanted a daughter of mine to grow up in the fields? Do you think I wanted you to be like shit to the fucking gringo? You don't want to be shit, you don't let people treat you like shit. I treated you like a male because I wanted you to be tough like the male. The world is like that. At the center of the olive there is a pit.

He labors to breathe, but doesn't reach for the mask.

POPPY (CONT'D)

Tu madre learned that. 

SONNY

But she stood by you, Poppy. That's what I want to ask you.

POPPY

Why you really came?

SONNY

Why did you she stand by you?

POPPY

Because she was soft, like a woman. She loved like a woman. She was an angel. But she should not have been. She should not have stood by me. When I killed that guard, I put a bullet in her heart, too. She should not have stood by me.

Poppy begins to cough. More loudly. More roughly. 

The Nurse comes to the bed. Poppy waves her away as he reaches for the mask, but the Nurse checks the oxygen flow on the tank anyway. Then she looks at Sonny and points to her watch. Sonny nods.

Poppy withdraws the mask, tries to breathe normally, calm down.

POPPY (CONT'D)

Why do you ask me all these questions?

SONNY

No reason.

POPPY

You will be all alone.

(beat, eyeing her)

No. You have met someone. I see. He is wonderful. And you love him. But there is a problem. You think --

Poppy reaches for her hand. She gives it to him.

POPPY (CONT'D)

You think you found Heaven in his arms, mijita?

His eyes search hers.

POPPY (CONT'D)

Heaven is for when you die.

Poppy starts to cough again, badly. The Nurse comes again. Sonny rises.

PRISON CORRIDORS

Sonny walks from the infirmary, through various barred doors and gates. Whatever turmoil she felt in coming to see Poppy is only greater now.

EXT. SALINAS VALLEY STATE PRISON

Sonny exits the prison on the way to the parking lot.

EXT. PARKING LOT

Sonny gets into her car. She stares ahead at the prison.

EXT. HIGHWAY 101 - SONNY'S CAR - MOVING

Sonny, deep in thought 

On straightaways.
Curving up into the mountains. 

Heading up, we leave her, lose her in a wide vista of California's great central valley and mountains.

EXT. MOUNTAIN LOOKOUT - LATER

We find Sonny again, pulled over below, in the distance, next to Patti's black and white. 

The two lean against Sonny's car together, their back's to us. Patti's hand is on Sonny's shoulder.

As we descend to them, come around, Sonny's head is hanging. She sobs.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Slocum turns from talking with the Lieutenant. He grabs his coat from the back of his chair and starts to leave. On the way to the door Sonny enters. Slocum stops her.

SLOCUM

How's your father?

SONNY

Dying.

SLOCUM

(nods)

We got one already dead.

Slocum heads for the door.

SONNY

Where?

SLOCUM

Central Valley Bank. Vice president. Augustus Wilson. In his office.

INT. CENTRAL VALLEY BANK - DAY

UNIFORMS interview BANK WORKERS while other workers stand around talking to each other, waiting.

One Uniform ends an interview, walks into

CRANK'S OFFICE 

where Sonny, Slocum, TWO CRIMINALISTS, and the MEDICAL EXAMINER are at work. Crank's body lies shot behind his desk, his chair overturned, baskets and papers on the floor around him.

UNIFORM

The head teller says he left at ten o'clock. Wilson was still here.

Sonny and Slocum look at the Medical Examiner.

MEDICAL EXAMINER

Yeah. I'd say ten, twelve hours. Maybe midnight.

SLOCUM

Hard working fuck.

Slocum looks through desk drawers.

SONNY

Yeah, who's working at that hour?

Slocum sorts through some papers in a drawer. Sonny surveys the front of the office.

SLOCUM

Meaning?

SONNY

There's always been talk on the street.

SLOCUM

About him and El Puño? You figure them for this?

SONNY

That's one possibility.

SLOCUM

And another?

SONNY

I don't know.

Slocum holds up a slip of paper.

SLOCUM

Well, whoever he was working for, it made him enough to have something in Pismo Beach worth cleaning. A bill from a cleaning service.

Sonny leans in close to a file cabinet. She removes a tweezers from a small pocket case and carefully removes something wedged into the handle of a drawer. Slocum watches.

SONNY

A swatch of cloth.

She bags it.

SLOCUM

So the struggle started on that side of the desk.

SONNY

He let whoever it was in and never sat down again.

SLOCUM

Not a friendly meeting.

SONNY

Someone he wanted to talk to but didn't necessarily trust.

MEDICAL EXAMINER

They bumped into the cabinet, fell back along the desk --

The Medical Examiner points out the papers on the floor.

MEDICAL EXAMINER (CONT'D)

Which means the shooter was the aggressor.

SLOCUM

Or stronger.

SONNY

Or angrier.

MEDICAL EXAMINER

And then they fell to the floor.

He squats beside the body, points to the stomach wound, then rolls the body up away from the floor.

MEDICAL EXAMINER (CONT'D)

Burn marks and the bullet hole in the floor - the shooter fell on top of him.

The Medical Examiner lets the body down. His eye is caught by a slip of paper under the desk. He retrieves it, glances at it, hands it over to Slocum.

SONNY

What is it?

SLOCUM

Register receipt. Looks like books, maybe.

SONNY

Name of the store?

Slocum shakes his head.

SLOCUM

Looks like we get to be detectives.

He heads for the door.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

Time to round up the usual suspects.

Sonny follows. 

SONNY

You see too many movies.

SLOCUM

I wish.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

A blinding dust storm. SCREECHING TIRES. The CRASH of impact. More TIRES SKIDDING over the road. MORE CRASHES. Chain reaction.

Then voices, as drivers call from their windows, cautiously leave their cars.

VOICES (O.S.)

What happened? Everyone okay? I couldn't see a thing. David, David, be careful! Some one call the Highway Patrol. Suddenly he was right in front of me. Anyone hurt? Tell them we need an ambulance. Pull over. Pull over.

More crashes. The scene becomes barely visible amid the wind-driven dust.

Sonny walks along the side of the road, peering into cars, checking on the occupants. She looks into a car.

SONNY

Everyone okay here?

The DRIVER nods.

SONNY (CONT'D)

Good. All right. Look, see if you can pull off the road. As far as you can.

She moves on. A CHIP on motorcycle slowly comes up.

CHIP

You all right?

Sonny flashes her badge.

SONNY

I'm checking cars. I think there's a big rig over, about a quarter mile.

The CHIP heads off. Sonny approaches a Jaguar pulled onto the shoulder. 

It's Jack. 

Sonny stops. They stare through the windshield. 

Sonny gets in.

INT. JAGUAR

They're silent.

JACK

I hoped we'd meet next under better conditions.

Sonny is silent. 

JACK (CONT'D)

So it's not funny.

SONNY

Crank Wilson's dead. Shot in the chest.

Jack takes it in. 

JACK

Do you know who did it?

SONNY

Not yet. You don't seem surprised.

JACK

Should I be. Crank was Crank, right? Anyway, I don't surprise easily. Except the other morning.

SONNY

I was going to drop by later and tell you.

JACK

Me? Why?

SONNY

I'm investigating a homicide, Joe. The two of you fought. You didn't like each other.

The SOUND OF A CRASH nearby. FIGURES run by. 

The two look. 

Jack looks back at Sonny.

JACK

Are you serious?

SONNY

I'm investigating a homicide. Witnesses saw you in his office last week.

JACK

Witnesses? You mean people in the bank. You did say last week.

SONNY

Why did you see him?

JACK

To tell him I wasn't moving my accounts. You can check with my attorney. I never gave him any instructions.

SONNY

Why'd you change your mind?

JACK

Evelyn. What happened the other morning? Was it because --

SONNY

Let's finish with this first. Why'd you change your mind?

JACK

I just figured there was value in a long-term relationship. I figured he got the point. It's business -- you don't have to like people. I can't believe you think I killed him.

SONNY

I didn't say I believed it. Did you, Joe? Did you kill him?

JACK

No. I did not kill him. I wouldn't -- What about us?

SONNY

That was a mistake.

JACK

And when you learn I didn't do it? Will it still be a mistake?

SONNY

It was a mistake. Regardless of the reason.

JACK

Regardless of what we lose?

Sonny doesn't answer. She gets out of the car.

A SIREN. An AMBULANCE passes on the passenger side of Jack's car.

EXT. JACK'S BUNGALOW - NIGHT

Jack gets out his car, looks around, and walks toward the door. He tries it. It's open. He enters.

INT. JACK'S BUNGALOW

No new occupant. Everything as it was. Jack walks into the living room. He stares at the sofa, at the coffee table, a BOWL OF PISTACHIO NUTS still on it.

He glances at the chair where Joseph sat, then moves on to the bedroom doorway.

BEDROOM - JACK'S POV

The bed and the wall behind it.

BACK TO SCENE

Jack's cell phone rings. He takes it from his pocket and turns back into the living room.

JACK

Yeah. Hello, Arthur.

Jack sits in the chair, listens.

JACK (CONT'D)

It's all done then. 

(beat)

Uh, huh. Buyers, too. You've been a busy man. 

(beat)

I don't know. What does happy sound like? 

(beat)

I am. I am happy. I'm happy to be a wealthy man. 

(beat)

What time? Yeah, that's fine. All right. I'll see you then.

Jack clicks off the phone. He sits and stares.

EXT. PISMO BEACH - DAY

The ocean. The beach. People. Traffic passing on the Pacific Coast Highway.

INT. CRANK'S PISMO BEACH APARTMENT

Sunny, airy. Cool, spare luxury. Soulless.

Sonny, Slocum and TWO PISMO DETECTIVES conduct a search.

PISMO DETECTIVE 1

Place is in the name of Augustus Wilson. Owner's off site, but he says Wilson used the place summers and weekends.

SONNY

Pretty standard.

PISMO DETECTIVE 2

The neighbors say there were a lot of parties.

Sonny shrugs.

PISMO DETECTIVE 2 (CONT'D)

Always men. Only men.

SLOCUM

Interesting.

(to Sonny)

Did you know?

Sonny shakes her head.

Slocum wanders into the bedroom while the others search the living room.

PISMO DETECTIVE 2

Everybody likes to party. Even the sexsuals.

Sonny glances at him.

PISMO DETECTIVE 2 (CONT'D)

Neutral term. Non-offensive.

Slocum opens a chest at the foot of the bed, puts aside some blankets.

SLOCUM

What have we here?

Sonny enters the bedroom as Slocum pulls out of the chest first a pair of HANDCUFFS, then a WHIP.

BEDROOM

Slocum turns to Sonny.

SLOCUM

Down girl.

Sonny reaches into the chest, comes up with a full LEATHER HEAD MASK.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

I'll be good. I promise.

SONNY

In your fucking dreams, Slocum.

Sonny moves on to a chest of drawers.

SLOCUM

You think they lead more interesting sex lives than we do?

SONNY

More painful by the looks of it.

SLOCUM

Pleasure. Pain. Where do you draw the line?

Sonny stares at him.

SONNY

Ouch.

Pismo Detective 1 enters carrying a FINANCIAL REGISTER.

PISMO DETECTIVE 1

This guy was a banker, right?

Slocum looks at him. Sonny comes over.

PISMO DETECTIVE 1 (CONT'D)

Don't they have computers where you guys come from?

He hands the book to Slocum. Sonny looks over his shoulder.

SLOCUM

(reads)

P & R Transfer. Carga Larga. Those are trucking companies.

SONNY

El Puño fronts. Deposits. Those are transfers. Look.

SLOCUM

A slice off the top every time.

PISMO DETECTIVE 1

Question is, was it the right slice?

SONNY

Was he even supposed to get one?

Sonny turns to look around the bed.

SLOCUM

I love this job. Always something new.

(to Sonny)

I told you the usual suspects.

Sonny smiles back as she gets down to look under the bed. Pismo Detective 2 enters as she comes up holding a vaseline-sized JAR.

SONNY

What's this?

She hands the jar off to Slocum. The jar has CHINESE LETTERING on it. Slocum hands off to Pismo Detective One, equally mystified, who turns it over to Pismo Detective 2. He opens the jar, sniffs.

PISMO DETECTIVE 2

Chun Su.

SLOCUM

Uh, huh. Translation?

PISMO DETECTIVE 2

I think. I'm not sure. It's a -- what do you call it? -- aphrodisiac. Become popular among the --

He glances at Sonny.

PISMO DETECTIVE 2 (CONT'D)

Our gay brothers here. It's scraped from the skin of toads. They say it sustains performance.

PISMO DETECTIVE 1

Only it can be fatal if ingested.

SONNY

Ugh.

PISMO DETECTIVE 1

Some have tried that. One man died already.

SONNY

Jesus. What's it all about with some men, anyway?

SLOCUM

Coming and going.

Sonny turns in disgust to the night table by the bed. She opens a drawer.

SONNY

God. This place is a treasure trove.

Slocum heads over.

SLOCUM

What is it?

SONNY

Photos.

PISMO DETECTIVE 1

Of course.

Sonny shuffles through the PHOTOS, hands them off to Slocum. They show Crank with various men, using all the paraphernalia. 

Slocum hands them off to Pismo Detective 1.

SLOCUM

You ever try that?

PISMO DETECTIVE 1

Whew.

PISMO DETECTIVE 2

They do tend to be creative types.

Suddenly Sonny is stopped. She can't hide it. She drops some photos on the table and turns away. Slocum picks them up.

The photos are of Crank and Joseph.

Slocum looks at Sonny.

PISMO DETECTIVE 1

What's up?

Slocum's cell phone RINGS.

SLOCUM

Slocum.

He listens.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

Right. We've made some finds, too. We're heading back.

He shuts off the phone.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

They've traced the cash register receipt to Fresno City College. The bookstore. Paid for with a financial aid check in the name of William Corbett.

INT. KORT MANSION - STUDY - DAY 

Jack and Arthur Perry sit around a coffee table. Arthur gathers up the PAPERS into a PORTFOLIO.

ARTHUR

So that's it. The farm, property, investments, and cash -- minus Mirabella's various bequests -- you're worth about sixty million dollars.

Jack is quietly wowed. He stands, moves away.

ARTHUR (CONT'D)

But I assume you pretty much knew that.

JACK

It's a little different to hear it in so much detail.

ARTHUR

Yes, I suppose it is.

JACK

To have the responsibility myself.

ARTHUR

I'm not sure how many people would think of it as a responsibility, Joseph. Controlling that much money -- it's a lot of opportunity. And speaking of opportunity, I told you on the phone, I put out some discreet feelers. There may be a couple of takers so far, one private, one a large corporate interest.

JACK

Actually I've changed my mind about that.

ARTHUR

Really?

JACK

I've decided to really learn the business, take on the challenge of running it myself.

ARTHUR

That is a change.

JACK

You know, Arthur -- let's be honest -- I've never really done anything useful with my life. You know what a lot of people thought about my marriage to Mirabella. Maybe this is my "opportunity." I'd appreciate it, though, if you continued to keep all this to yourself. No point in letting any uncertainty about the ownership of the farm interfere with business.

ARTHUR

Of course not. And the liquidity?

JACK

I may still do some traveling. Might even be a way to learn more about the business.

ARTHUR

This might be the time, then -- I was Mirabella's attorney. I had to complete her affairs. I'd understand, Joseph, if you'd like to continue working with someone of your own choosing.

JACK

No. No, you've done a good job. Who knows my affairs better than you do? I see no reason to change. In fact, I very much don't want to.

Jack extends his hand. Arthur shakes it.

EXT. STREET - DAY

A line of Black and Whites, and one unmarked sedan, speed quickly.

INT. UNMARKED SEDAN - MOVING

Slocum at the wheel. Sonny beside him.

SLOCUM

Are you sleeping with him?

SONNY

It's none of your business, Gene.

SLOCUM

None of my business? You're my partner, Sonny. First you lay down for --

SONNY

Fuck you!

SLOCUM

Lay down for. The whole fucking world saw you in that bar. Or did you imagine there was nothing in the world except your two sets of exploding hormones? A dead-end rocker wannabe who tries to rip off his own brother and drowns himself in booze and pills. And then you sleep with -- are you sleeping with him?

He shoots her a look.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

Yeah, you're sleeping with him.

Slocum turns a corner hard.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

The goddamned identical twin brother you didn't know likes his neck choked with leather and a lash on the ass from the banker who got offed by the local drug cartel he was laundering money for. And it's not my fucking business?

SONNY

Yeah, well, it's not easy out there, asshole. Ask all your ex's won't give you the time of day.

SLOCUM

Oh, you're gonna cry me that river? Hard life of the female cop, the poor Chicana? All on your own? You're tough. You can take it. No different than anyone else. Isn't that the way you want it?

SONNY

Yeah, that's the way I want it. Thanks for caring.

SLOCUM

You wouldn't know who cared if he slapped you in the face.

EXT. EL Puño CLUBHOUSE BAR 

The sedan and the Black and Whites screech to a halt at all angles on the street.

UNIFORMS rush out their cars, REVOLVERS drawn, to either side of the door. 

Slocum and Sonny come up quickly between them and lead the way, on Slocum's signal, through the door.

INT. EL Puño CLUBHOUSE BAR 

Slocum and Sonny enter quickly, revolvers at the ready, the Uniforms fanning out around them.

The bar is empty.

Everyone eases up a bit as they spread and look around.

Sonny walks ahead to a back room door. Stops, listens, motions to Slocum.

She motions to the rest to be still. WHIMPERING CRIES are audible from behind the door.

Sonny gestures her intent to go in first. Slocum nods. They go through.

BACK ROOM

Crates and liquor boxes stacked high. Nothing visible, but the WHIMPERING louder.

Sonny and Slocum search carefully, Uniforms behind them. The path to the crying is easy.

Billy Corbett hides crouched among the liquor boxes, half crazed, reduced to simpleness, cowering and crying with fear and desperation. 
They pull him to his feet. 

Sonny cuffs him as Slocum pats him down. He comes across Billy's torn jacket pocket and shows it to Sonny.

SONNY

William Corbett, you're under arrest for the murder of Augustus Wilson.

Billy collapses in their arms. Sonny and Slocum catch him. Two Uniforms take him from their arms, carry him along.

SONNY (CONT'D)

You have the right to remain silent --

SLOCUM

Always something new.

INT. KORT MANSION - STUDY - DAY

Jack sits looking over some of the PAPERS Arthur left with him.

The phone rings.

Jack goes to the desk to answer.

JACK

Hello?

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Sonny sits at her desk, turned toward the window for greater privacy.

SONNY

I just thought I'd call -- I wanted to let you know that we arrested Billy Corbett this afternoon for Wilson's murder.

INTERCUT AS NEEDED

Jack looks relieved.

JACK

Good. That's out of the way then.

SONNY

I guess I owe you an apology.

JACK

Suspicion is a part of your work. I'm a forgiving man.

SONNY

We searched Wilson's apartment in Pismo Beach. We found some photographs.

JACK

Uh, huh. Nothing too kinky I hope. I know how sensitive you detectives can be.

Sonny doesn't know what to make of this.

SONNY

I suppose it depends on what you think of as kinky.

JACK

In Wilson's case -- Listen, whatever I did, I want to make it up to you. I want to see you again Evelyn. I want that very much.

Sonny is totally confused now.

SONNY

No. I don't think so. I have to get back to work.

JACK

Then let me call you. Please, Evelyn, just let me call you.

SONNY

Okay. Call me. No. No. I've got to get to work. Goodbye.

INT. KORT MANSION - STUDY

Jack hangs up the phone: Sonny's conflicted but the door's not shut.

Jack pours himself a drink at the bar. He gathers up the PORTFOLIO of papers and wanders out onto

EXT. TERRACE

Jack strolls easily: Sonny's an unsettled issue, but the Crank murder no longer hangs over him, and he is now a very wealthy man with a very different life ahead of him. He feels good.

Jack sits at a table. 

He sips his drink. He glances through the portfolio again and puts it down contentedly. 

He sips his drink and looks out over the orchards with quiet pleasure.

Manuel appears through the doors from the living room.

MANUEL

Excuse me, but dinner will be ready in half an hour. Would you like to dine here on the terrace again tonight, sir?

Jack, thoughtful, is slow to respond.

JACK

Yes. I think I would.

MANUEL

Very good, sir.

JACK

Manuel. We haven't had much time to talk these last weeks. How have you been?

MANUEL

How have I been, sir?

JACK

Yeah. You know. Your life. Is it going well?

Only Manuel knows how unusual Jack's interest is.

MANUEL

Actually, sir, I have had some difficulty, but things are better.

JACK

What kind of difficulty?

MANUEL

My son, Tonio. He and his wife. These modern marriages. And the children. What can I say? It is not as it once was.

JACK

No. But things are better between them now?

MANUEL

Yes. Things are better.

JACK

And you? Is there a woman for you?

MANUEL

Only Esperanza, my wife. She is dead many years.

JACK

No one since?

MANUEL

The memory is long, sir.

Jack thinks about that. 

JACK

What about Tonio? What does he do?

MANUEL

He works here in the orchards, sir.

JACK

Of course. Stupid. I'm not thinking.

MANUEL

I don't believe you actually know him, sir.

JACK

How does he like it in the orchards? It's hard work.

MANUEL

It's not easy. For him. His wife. Or the children.

JACK

(thoughtful)

I could always find them work outside the orchards.

MANUEL

That would be very generous of you, sir. You --

(hesitates)

-- could also make things better in the orchards.

Jack looks out at the orchards.

JACK

I could, couldn't I?

(beat)

Anyway, I'm glad things are better for you now. Life starts to seem good again, doesn't it, after you've made it through rough times?

MANUEL

Yes, sir. It does. If I may say so, sir, I think for you, too. You have had the rough times.

JACK

Yes.

MANUEL

But life starts to seem good again?

JACK

I think so. Maybe. Yes.

(beat)

Thanks for talking with me, Manuel.

MANUEL

No, sir. Thank you. Mr. Miles.

Manuel turns away. Jack is struck by the last words: Mr. Miles, not Mr. “Joseph.” A cloud passes over his face.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

STEVE TAKAMURA, 30's, a slight, youthful toxicologist, walks through the squad room in the direction of Sonny and Slocum's desks.

Slocum sits at his desk, with Sonny perched on it, both eating burritos.

SONNY

(to Slocum)

I'm telling you it's not really Mexican. Just like chow mein isn't really Chinese.

SLOCUM

Chow mein's not Chinese? 

Takamura arrives, holds out a folder to Sonny.

TAKAMURA

I know it doesn't really matter anymore, since you got your guy, but I thought you might still want to know what was in the jar.

SLOCUM

Takamura. Chow mein's Chinese food, isn't it?

TAKAMURA

What makes you think I'd know?

SONNY

(to Takamura)

And?

TAKAMURA

It was Chun Su. Chemically, a bufadienolide.

SLOCUM

That's easy for him to say.

TAKAMURA

Whoever's using it is crazy. It's deadly.

SONNY

So we heard. Thanks, Steve.

Takamura starts to leave.

SONNY (CONT'D)

How is it used?

Slocum shoots her a salaciously curious look. Sonny shoots a nasty one back.

TAKAMURA

Well, normally, I gather, as a topical anesthetic. It would increase stamina.

SLOCUM

Staying power.

Takamura stares at Slocum.

TAKAMURA

Improve performance, I guess, for those who feel in need of it.

SONNY

But that's not fatal.

TAKAMURA

No. But sometimes people ingest it. I don't know what they think they're going to get from that. 

SLOCUM

A big stick that won't quit. I'll tell you about it some time.

Takumura glances at Slocum, goes on. 

TAKAMURA

Swallow enough and it can cause cardiac dysrythmia. It has all the physiological appearances of a fatal arrhythmia, even to the point of being accompanied by vomiting.

Sonny nods. Takamura throws Slocum another look, leaves. 

Sonny walks around to sit at her desk, her thinking troubled. She turns in her chair, her back to Slocum.

Slocum stares at her back. 

SLOCUM

Lose your appetite?

Sonny doesn't answer for a long moment. She turns around, faces Slocum. 

SONNY

What did Mirabella Kort die of?

Slocum shakes his head.

SLOCUM

Kraft worked the investigation.

Slocum turns to a desk in the middle of the room.

SLOCUM (CONT'D)

Kraft. Mirabella Kort. What'd she die of?

KRAFT, 50's, heavy, slow in every way, looks up from his desk.

KRAFT

Mirabella Kort? Heart attack.

SONNY

Is that the medical term?

KRAFT

You want a doctor, Morales, call an HMO.

SONNY

No, how about you check the case file.

Kraft's glance at Slocum says, What's up with her?

Slocum rolls his eyes, nods to Kraft to do it.

Kraft slowly, reluctantly rises to go get the file. 

Sonny withdraws into herself.

INT. POLICE STATION - EVENING

Sonny sits at her desk in the growing dark, staring out the window.

Slocum walks by the door to the squad room as Kraft enters with the case file. They talk. Slocum looks in Sonny's direction.

Sonny looks away from the window, sees the two talking. They walk to her.

SONNY

So?

KRAFT

Says here Mirabella Kort was suffering from congestive heart failure. She was taking a medication called di-gox-in to regulate her heart beat. Apparently she took an overdose. She suffered --

Kraft checks the file.

KRAFT (CONT'D)

Digi... digi... digitalis intoxication, causing a fatal arr--

SLOCUM

Arrhythmia.

SONNY

Was there any vomiting?

KRAFT

Shit, I was first on the scene. It was everywhere. Practically drowned in it.

Sonny looks at Slocum. He stares at her as he speaks.

SLOCUM

Where was her husband?

KRAFT

Off in Pismo Beach for the weekend. She was dead two days before her body was discovered. Their manservant was off too.

Sonny and Slocum stare at each other.

SONNY

I'll get the court order.

KRAFT

Court order for what?

SLOCUM

Exhume Mirabella Kort's body.

Sonny comes between them on her way out.

SONNY

(to Slocum)

Don't say it.

She moves on.

INT. KORT MANSION - STUDY - NIGHT

Jack is at his desk with PAPERS scattered everywhere.

The PHONE RINGS.

JACK

Hello? Evelyn?  I am so glad to hear from you. Really, I'm so glad. I'm sitting here going over the whole operation, everything.

EXT. COUNTY COURT HOUSE - NIGHT 

Sonny stands on the front steps, CELL PHONE in hand.

SONNY

I'm at the county court. I just got an order to exhume Mirabella's body.

INT. KORT MANSION - STUDY

Jack is perplexed.

JACK

Why?

EXT. COUNTY COURT HOUSE

Sonny sits on a step.

SONNY

We have reason to reconsider the cause of death.

INT. KORT MANSION - STUDY

Now Jack is stunned.

JACK

Why?

EXT. COUNTY COURT HOUSE

Sonny wipes tears from her eyes.

SONNY

If you don't know, don't worry.

Sonny ends the call.

INT. KORT MANSION - STUDY

Jack lets the phone fall from his hand. He's motionless with shock. He tries to put it all together. A frenzy grows in him.

He shoots up. His arms, his legs, go this way, that. He doesn't know what to do with himself.

He looks at a wall filled with PHOTOS of Joseph: public events, parties, the country club. 

He storms to the wall, takes a photo of Joseph smiling between two men, grips it between his hands in a rage, as if he would strangle it.

JACK

Identical--

He SLAMS the photo against the wall.

JACK (CONT'D)

-- twins!

The glass SHATTERS loudly. 

He turns wildly, walks almost drunkenly to the terrace door.

EXT. TERRACE

Jack staggers along, straightens himself, staggers again to the steps down into the orchards.

He navigates the steps uncertainly. 

He stumbles near the bottom, falls to the ground. 

He lies there, winded and crazed, dizzy, on his back, staring up at the sky, the world spinning around him, with no center.
UNDER SLOW, TRAGIC, ALMOST FUNERAL MUSIC, Jack rises slowly. He steadies himself. He walks into

THE ORCHARDS

calmly, as if in a trance. 

He walks on and on, deep among the trees. 

And then he stops.

He stares into the night, as if in another world.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

UNDER THE SAME MUSIC. 

SHOVELS stand in a mound of dirt beside Mirabella Kort's grave. 

Sonny and Slocum watch with two cemetery workers as a LIFT raises the CASKET from it's vault.

EXT. THE ORCHARDS - NIGHT

THE MUSIC CONTINUES.

Jack stands beneath a brilliantly FULL MOON. He stares into the darkness, along an avenue between the trees.

INT. SONNY'S SEDAN - MOVING - NIGHT

THE MUSIC CONTINUES.

Sonny's cell phone rings. She picks it up.

INT. MEDICAL EXAMINER'S LABORATORY - NIGHT

THE MUSIC CONTINUES.

Slocum stands by a desk, talks on the phone.

SLOCUM

It's me. They found it. There's no doubt.

INT. SONNY'S SEDAN - MOVING

THE MUSIC CONTINUES. 

Sonny is silent.

SONNY

Back me up. But don't come in. I'll bring him out.

Sonny turns off the phone.

INT. MEDICAL EXAMINER'S LABORATORY

THE MUSIC CONTINUES.

Slocum hangs up the phone.

EXT. SONNY'S SEDAN - MOVING

THE MUSIC CONTINUES. 

Sonny does a u-turn and speeds off.

EXT. THE ORCHARDS - NIGHT

THE MUSIC CONTINUES. 

Jack stares into the darkness.

Suddenly he shivers from the cold.

He turns and looks back at the house.

He walks toward it.

He walks with purpose, as if headed toward something.

He walks steadily, deliberately, up the stairs to

THE TERRACE

Jack pauses. He walks toward the study doors, then stops.

He looks along the wall of the house, toward the living room doors.

INT. KORT MANSION - FOYER

THE MUSIC CONTINUES. 

Sonny walks beside the wall toward the living room. Manuel stands in the b.g. by the closed front door.

EXT. TERRACE

THE MUSIC CONTINUES. 

Jack walks along the wall of the house toward the living room doors. He glances at the wall as if sensing, seeing something on the other side.

INT. FOYER

THE MUSIC CONTINUES. 

Sonny walks beside the wall.

EXT. TERRACE

THE MUSIC CONTINUES. 

Jack walks along the wall.

INT. FOYER

THE MUSIC CONTINUES. 

Sonny approaches the entrance to the living room.

EXT. TERRACE

MUSIC ENDS. 

Jack reaches the doors as Sonny enters the living room.

He sees her.

INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM

Sonny stops.

She sees Jack on the other side of the glass doors.

Jack enters and walks to her.

JACK

How did she die?

SONNY

Don't you know?

Jack doesn't answer.

SONNY (CONT'D)

We found something at Crank's apartment in Pismo Beach -- an aphrodisiac. We also found some photos. I told you. You -- were in them. The aphrodisiac was in Mirabella's body. It kills, just like an overdose of her heart medication.

Jack is quietly overwhelmed by the irony of his fate.

JACK

Is this really what you want to do?

SONNY

That's a question you should have asked yourself, isn't it? This is my job. I solve crimes. I arrest the bad people. I make the world a better place.

JACK

But you love me, Sonny. I know you do. I love you. I never loved anyone like you.

SONNY

Not even Mirabella?

(beat)

I loved a man named Jack Miles. He's dead now.

JACK

You know who I am.

SONNY

Who? Who are you? Do you even know?

JACK

You know who I am. I don't think anyone else ever has known.

SONNY

I don't know who you are. All I know is what you did.

A slowly developing but hard driving ROCK SONG, something like U2, begins to play.

SONNY (CONT'D)

I have to take you in now. Will you come with me?

Jack stares at her. Can this be? Is this it?

Sonny holds out her hand.

SONNY (CONT'D)

Come with me.

Jack looks at, then takes, her hand.

They walk together, hand in hand, into

THE FOYER

and walk slowly, neither looking at the other, to the front door.

They stop.

Jack looks up toward the top of the stairs.

Manuel stands looking down at them sorrowfully.

Jack turns to Sonny.

JACK

You're the closest thing to Heaven I ever knew.

SONNY

Heaven's not on this earth.

Suddenly but gently, she turns him around, cuffs him.

SONNY (CONT'D)

It's for when you die.

She stares at his back.

SONNY (CONT'D)

Didn't you know that?

She turns him and looks at him.

The MUSIC is about to go full out.

As Sonny opens the door, it does.

Jack is bathed in LIGHT.

EXT. KORT MANSION

Black and whites, on both sides of the driveway, have their high beams and spot lights trained on the door.

EXT. DOORWAY

Jack is framed in the doorway, almost blinded by the light, Sonny behind him.

The MUSIC is full tilt. 

Jack hesitates, then slowly walks out. As he advances --

-- the faint ROAR of a crowd CHEERING.

Jack walks on slowly, and out of sight, into the bright lights.

Sonny looks on after him from the door.

THE END
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