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INT. FRENCH RESTAURANT - DAY

The clinking of silver on china mars the pretentious
hush of a fine dining establishment.

A lone figure sits at a table near a series of large
windows.

HORST (accelerated 40s) is uncomfortable in his own
skin and constantly living in fear: a natural-born
victim. Picture a young William Hurt.

A WAITER saunters over to his table to refill his glass
of ice water.

Horst acknowledges his service with a nod, lost in
thought or worry.

The Waiter departs.

Horst looks at his watch, fumbles with the menu, giving
it half his attention.

Through the series of windows, we see a man outside,
loitering.

EXT. FRENCH RESTAURANT - SAME

GRABEN (40s), donning an army jacket and a rucksack, is
an unwashed, outdated street urchin/hustler--the kind
of guy that would graffiti your psyche. Think Mark
Ruffalo...greasy, but not slick.

He presses his face into the window overlooking Horst's
table.

He spots Horst and raps on the window.

INT. FRENCH RESTAURANT - SAME

Befuddled, Horst looks up at Graben in the window.

Graben disappears.

Agitated, Horst looks around, expecting someone to
arrive.

After nothing happens, he finally relaxes, when...

Graben enters with the Waiter, who points toward Horst's
table.



2.

Graben approaches and points gun-like fashion in a
strange parody fusing the braggadocio of Tom Cruise
with the suavity of Elvis Presley.

GRABEN
Harry!

Horst is taken aback by the intrusion.

GRABEN  (CONT'D)
Hogan?

Horst grows uncomfortable.

Graben shakes his finger at him...

GRABEN  (CONT'D)
Hans.

Horst puts down his menu.

GRABEN  (CONT'D)
Preston?

Horst waits to see if Graben is going to say something
else, then...

HORST
Horst.

GRABEN
That's right. Horst. Of course. How the
hell are you, man?

HORST
Do I know you?

GRABEN
Graben. Remember?

HORST
No.

GRABEN
Graben? Come on, man, you gotta remember
me.

HORST
Graben?

That's right. Graben. You remember.
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HORST
I don't.

GRABEN
Come on, man, you gotta remember me from
the desert.

Prompting him...

GRABEN (CONT'D)
We were waiting for a bus.

HORST
(slowly)

Kinda.

GRABEN
Remember now?

HORST
Ah, you're the one who told me no bus was
coming.

Clearly lying...

GRABEN
Hey, I was wrong, dude. I didn't know a
bus was gonna come.

HORST
You could have asked the driver to wait.

GRABEN
Well. Yeah. I guess.

HORST
You practically left me in the desert to
die.

GRABEN
Don't be so dramatic, Horst. Besides,
that was a long time ago.

(beat)
You waitin' for somebody?

HORST
Yes.

GRABEN
Who is it?

HORST
It's none of your business.
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GRABEN
Who is it? A date?

HORST
Yeah, a date. I got a date tonight.

GRABEN
Mind if I join you?

HORST
Yeah, I mind.

GRABEN
Hey, don't worry about it. I'll disappear
when he or she shows up.

HORST
She.

Graben sits down and leans his rucksack against his
chair.

GRABEN
Whatever, man.

HORST
She's supposed to show up pretty soon.

GRABEN
Yeah, soon. Look, I'll take off when she
gets here, how's that?

Visibly irked...

HORST
No, I mind.

GRABEN
I don't. Like I said, I'll fly outta here
when she shows up.

(beat)
When's she supposed to get here?

Graben glances at his non-existent watch.

HORST
Seven o'clock.

GRABEN
Well, yeah, it's ten past seven. I don't
think she'll show up.

HORST
She'll show up.


