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INT. PATTERSON BEDROOM - TUESDAY, MAY 15TH -- 7:01 AM

ANGLE DOWN BARREL OF A 5-SHOT REVOLVER: we see a nighttable,
on it a lamp, a photo of a COUPLE and their KID, a clock
radio...

GUN IS AIMED AT BED: Sound asleep is KRISTEN PATTERSON, late-
20's and unbearably attractive...she's the woman in the photo.

Kristen turns over as the gun is thrust inches from her face. 
She wakes up.  It takes a moment for the gun to register.

KRISTEN'S POV of the wild, mostly-toothless grin of her eight-
year-old son, CASEY, the kid in the photo.  Dressed in
pajamas, Casey aims the gun playfully at his mom.

CASEY
Bang!  Bang!  Bang!

KRISTEN
(bolts upright in bed)

Oh, my God!  Casey, what time is it?

She glances at clock.  Her face registers relief.

CASEY
Where's daddy?

Kristen glances over at the other side of the bed...it's
empty, and unslept in.  The sadness and anger registers in
her face.

KRISTEN
He's...ah...

Kristen looks back at her son...finally noticing the gun.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Casey?

CASEY
Bang!  Bang!  Bang!  What?

KRISTEN
Where'd you get that gun?

CASEY
Found it?

KRISTEN
You found it...where?

Casey points over at the open top drawer of a six-drawer-
tall bureau.  A few men's shirts spill over the drawer's
lip.  There's a makeshift ladder in front: books atop an
over-turned crate.
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Realizing, Kristen lunges at Casey, grabbing the gun...

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
For Christ's sake.  That thing's
real.

...but he won't let go.

CASEY
I'm being careful.

CLOSE ON THE GUN.  In the struggle, the trigger is
accidentally pulled, resulting in a loud...CLICK.  The chamber
was empty.

Kristen and Casey fall backwards, and she pulls the gun free.

KRISTEN
Careful?!

CASEY
Oops.

She turns angrily on Casey.

KRISTEN
Oops.  That's all you've got to say? 
What if it were loaded?  Someone
could have gotten killed.

CASEY
I wanted to bring it to school.

KRISTEN
You can't bring a handgun to third
grade.

CASEY
All my friends have guns.

KRISTEN
Not real guns!  At least...I hope
not.

She lets out a frustrated "ARGH!"

CASEY
I'm sorry.

KRISTEN
Casey.  Listen to me.  Gun are
dangerous.  Guns kill people.  Every
day...kids die.  I don't want you to
be one of them.  You're my son.  And
you are not, I repeat, not allowed
to play with guns.  Toy guns.  

(MORE)
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KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Real guns.  Any kind of guns.  I
don't even want to see you looking
at pictures of guns.  When someone
pulls out a gun on TV, I want you to
change the channel.  Got it?

CASEY
But, mom...

KRISTEN
No buts!  Otherwise I swear you'll
get a time-out that lasts until your
eighteenth birthday.

Exhaling loudly, she softens, gets up, sits on the bed, then
tussles her son's hair.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Now let's get moving.  We've got to
get you to school.

CASEY
(sulking)

Daddy's supposed to take me to school.

KRISTEN
Yeah, well...he's not here...again.

CASEY
(smiles hopefully)

Then I don't have to go.

KRISTEN
Life doesn't work that way, kid.

Casey's smile fades, as he trudges off to his room to get
ready.

CASEY
Life sucks.

Kristen looks at the gun, still in her hand, then shoots a
dirty look at the vacant side of the bed.

KRISTEN
You got that right.

INT. HAMILL BEDROOM - 7:29 AM

The nighttable: a lamp, clock/radio, and a wedding photo.

CLOSE ON PHOTO, a GROOM hold hands with a BRIDE, but her
face is obscured, covered with a yellow smiley-face sticker.

CLOSE ON CLOCK RADIO, as the digital numbers change: 7:30,
time to rise and shine.  The wake up call is loud, VERY LOUD!
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MUSIC UP: "I Love You More Than Life Itself," a really sappy
love song, annoyingly reminiscent of Whitney Houston's "I
Will Always Love You."  This song will be used throughout. A
Man's hand appears.  But instead of tapping the snooze button,
it curls into a fist and BEATS DOWN on the clock radio --
really pounding the hell out of it -- but the music will not
stop. In bed, the Groom in the photo, DOUGLAS HAMILL, mid-
30s and handsome with amazing eyes, opens one of those eyes,
and shoots a deadly glance at the radio.  He GROANS.

One more time...his fist comes SMASHING DOWN on the clock
radio ...and...finally...silence.

INT. PATTERSON BATHROOM - 7:41 AM

Freshly showered, and wearing a black skirt and tank top,
Kristen stands before the mirror.  A tattoo on her shoulder
peeks out from under the straps of her top.

Taking a long breath, she pulls off her wedding ring, and
tosses it into the soap dish.

CLOSE ON RING, a gold band sits nestled in the soap scum.

CLOSE ON KRISTEN as she hurriedly brushes her hair, and
attempts to get a face on, when finally she breaks down,
SOBBING loudly.

CASEY (O.S.)
Are you okay, Mom?

Turning, she sees Casey standing in the doorway.  She dabs
at her tears but can't hide the fact she's crying.

Casey rushes over to her.  They hug tenderly.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Don't cry, Mom.  I don't like it
when you're sad.

KRISTEN
I'm okay, honey.  Honest.

(kisses top of his
head)

And I'll be a lot better if you
promise to never touch a gun again.

CASEY
I promise.  Really.  I'm sorry.

INT. HAMILL BATHROOM - 7:49 AM

Douglas stands before the mirror in the tiny bathroom to his
tiny apartment, splashing water onto his face, attempting to
wake up.
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Rubbing at the smooth band of skin on the ring-finger of his
left hand, he looks in the mirror and shakes his head in
disgust.

INT. PATTERSON KITCHEN - 7:58 AM

Casey is seated at the kitchen table eating cereal and fruit.

While preparing his lunch, Kristen goes over to the fridge,
reaches up and switches on a small boombox.

MUSIC UP: "I Love You More Than Life Itself" Her distaste
apparent, Kristen reaches up and switches stations, and the
annoying ballad is replaced by an angry female ROCK SONG.

She puts the lunch in Casey's knapsack, then lifts a shirt
off the back of a chair, holding it up for inspection,
sniffing it.

CLOSE ON VERY WRINKLED WHITE SHIRT.  On its back: the familiar
Jimmy Mosh logo -- the world's largest music store chain. 
On the front, over the pocket, the famous saying, "We carry
your tunes."

Pinned over the pocket, a name tag: "Kristen Patterson,
Manager."

KRISTEN
Not too wrinkled.

She puts it on over the tank-top, and turns to Casey.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Let's get going.

As he grabs his knapsack, and heads off toward his bedroom,
Kristen jots down a note.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Where're you going?

CASEY
Forgot something.

KRISTEN
Well, hurry up.  We don't want to be
late.

As she magnets the note to the fridge, Casey, knapsack slung
over one shoulder, comes running over.  They make a hasty
exit.

CLOSE ON NOTE, held in place with a bullet-shaped magnet.

It reads: "Dear Bill,  Fuck you.  It's over.  Get out.  Love,
Kristen." 
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INT.

KRISTEN'S CAR - 8:09 AM

The beginnings of a blisteringly hot day...

As Kristen's Karman Ghia, hardly pretty and not pink, heads
down a street in Trumbull, Connecticut -- a middle class
town, she and Casey play a word game: the point is to tell
some sort of story.

The dialog is VERY FAST.  Each speaking every other
word/phrase.

CASEY/KRISTEN
Once...upon...a time...that's two
words...sorry...there...was...a...
beautiful...princess...who...liked
...kissing...pigs...this about daddy
again?...you want to ask questions
or want to play the game?...play the
game, and...one... day...she...
got...really...really ...mad...it's
about daddy...

EXT.

TRUMBULL ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - 8:21 AM

The car pulls to a stop in front of the red brick building.

INT. KRISTEN'S CAR - SAME

Casey opens the door and begins to get out.

KRISTEN
Hey!

CASEY
Hey, what?

KRISTEN
How 'bout a kiss?

He shoots her a mortified look.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
(taps her cheek)

Right here.

She leans over, and Casey pecks his mom on the cheek.  He
gets out of the car, so embarrassed that he's forgotten his
knapsack.

Kristen reaches onto the floor and picks up the knapsack.
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KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Don't forget your...

The knapsack is awfully heavy. CLOSE ON KRISTEN.  As the
truth dawns, she flushes with rage.  Her hands shaking, she
flings the knapsack onto the seat.

CASEY
No, Mom.  What are you doing?

She unzips the knapsack, and, sure enough, there's the pistol.

KRISTEN
What did I just get through telling
you?

There's such anger in her tone and eyes, that he starts to
cry.

CASEY
Gun are dangerous.

KRISTEN
Obviously not too dangerous for you.

(shaking his arm)
You promised me, Casey.

CASEY
Am I gonna get a time-out?

Kristen lifts the gun from the knapsack, holding it on her
lap.

KRISTEN
We'll talk about it tonight.

CASEY
But...

KRISTEN
I said, tonight.

He grabs his knapsack off the seat, and gets in the last
word.

CASEY
Daddy would have let me take it.

He SLAMS the door, and runs into the school.

KRISTEN
He probably would have.

Kristen quietly steams, until a HORN gets her attention.

She turns and notices the WOMAN in the car behind her.  The
Woman flips Kristen the finger, and blows the HORN again.
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Kristen turns back, takes the pistol from her lap, and not
knowing what else to do with it, puts it in her pocketbook.

The HORN blares again, as she slaps the car into gear.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
(softly, to no one)

Yeah, fuck you, too.

INT. HAMILL BEDROOM - 8:28 AM

The bedroom is his entire apartment: a small studio, hardly
furnished, with many unpacked boxes and piles of junk
everywhere.

Douglas buttons his shirt, grabs a shoulder holster off a
table, puts it on, then takes a handgun from the table, and
holsters it.

He slips on a tie, grabs a sports jacket, picks up his wallet
and lastly...his Ashwood Police Department badge.

EXT.

MERRITT PARKWAY, ASHWOOD EXIT - 8:38 AM

Kristen is stopped at a red light, when there's a loud
CRASH...

...as her car is rear-ended by a Lexus, driven by a 50-
something male DRIVER.

INT.

KRISTEN'S CAR - SAME

KRISTEN
What the...?

Looking back, she spots the Driver.  He exits his car, enraged
and SCREAMING as if it's her fault.

Totally frustrated, Kristen goes to glance at her watch, but
in the rushing around she's forgotten to put it on.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Should have stayed in bed...

(exits car, with groan)
...and gotten shot by my son.

INT. DOUGLAS' CAR - 8:45 AM

Douglas in his Crown Victoria, stuck in a traffic jam on I-
95.  The car's a mess: its floor littered with Dairy Queen
wrappings.
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He fools with the radio/cassette player, looking for a
station.

MUSIC UP: "I Love You More Than Life Itself" Next: another
station playing the same song.

Next: a DJ's VOICE...

DJ (On Radio)
And here's the song you've been
begging for.  The number one single
in America for twelve weeks running. 
"I Love You More Than Life Itself."

Before the first note, Douglas switches stations.

Next: a Spanish station.

Frustrated, Douglas leans over and checks the glove
compartment, pulling out a few ruined cassette tapes.  Making
a face, he tosses them back into the glove compartment and
SLAMS it shut.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 9:26 AM

An upscale strip mall on Delany Street, in Ashwood, a very
wealthy community on Connecticut's gold coast.

The tenants, from left to right: Ashwood Savings, Chic
Boutique, Java the Hut, Jimmy Mosh Music Store, and Between
the Covers.

There is a wrought iron bike rack near the book store
entrance.

ED TIMMONS, briefcase in hand, stands by the Jimmy Mosh store. 
The meticulously dressed 40-something is Kristen's dickheaded
district manager.  Pissed, he glances at his watch.

CLOSE ON WATCH: It is 9:27.

CLOSE ON JIMMY MOSH HOURS-OPEN SIGN: 9 AM to 9 PM, every
day.

INT. KRISTEN'S CAR - SAME

Kristen pulls into the Delany Plaza parking lot, just as a
number of construction trucks RUMBLE past the plaza.  In the
distance construction SOUNDS are coming to life.

She spots Timmons waiting, and immediately tenses up.

CURSING under her breath, she pulls into a space right next
to a Corvette, and kills the engine which SPUTTERS and
BACKFIRES.
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Grabbing her handbag, she exits her car, the bumper of which
is now tied on with rope.  She shoots it a worried look.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 9:28 AM

Timmons glares at Kristen, too angry to speak.

Keys in hand, Kristen rushes past him, unlocks the door, and
goes inside.  She doesn't even bother with an excuse.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 9:33 AM

The store is five times longer than it is wide. There are
only two windows up front, one on each side of the entrance. 
Each is covered with huge posters.  A neon sign proclaiming:
TicketBroker, is hung over the door.

The cash register and TicketBroker machine are on a counter
about half way back, against the left wall.  Running the
length of the store are rows of browsers holding CDs, while
cassettes can be found on the right_hand wall.

Near the counter area is a live-sized standup for the "I
Love You More Than Life Itself" artist, which holds copies
of the product.

There is a small storage room/office in the rear of the store.

Kristen goes to the counter.  She places her purse on a shelf,
under the counter, near the safe, then quickly opens the
store.

Timmons goes to put down his briefcase, but notices a solitary
crumb on the counter top.  Making a face, shaking his head,
he brushes it aside, then places the briefcase down.

TIMMONS
The sign says we open at nine.

KRISTEN
I know what it says, Ed.

TIMMONS
It's now 9:34.

KRISTEN
In four years of running this store,
how many other times have I opened
it late?

TIMMONS
Patterson, believe me when I tell
you, I don't care.

KRISTEN
I'll tell you anyway.  

(MORE)
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KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Once, this past February.  And that's
because there was fourteen inches of
snow on the ground, and you insisted
that the store be open.  You know
how much business we did that day,
Ed?  I'll tell you, because I remember
it well.  We did exactly thirteen
dollars and seventy-seven cents in
sales...one CD...all day.

He stares at her for a long beat.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
What?

TIMMONS
(motions at her shirt)

Invest in an iron.

She glances down at her wrinkled Jimmy Mosh shirt, then
shaking her head, brushes past him toward the office.

ANGLE FROM ENTRANCE, as the lights go on, one-by-one.

Keys in hand, Kristen walks from the back of the store all
the way up the middle aisle, right up to the front door.

CLOSE ON DOOR LOCK, as Kristen inserts the key, twists it to
the left, then pockets her set of keys.  They are open for
business.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 9:45 AM

The Spanish station still on, Douglas pulls into the plaza,
parks, and gets out of his car...

...immediately annoyed by the constant construction NOISE
that now pollutes the air.  (These sounds will add a CLANKING
back-beat to all EXT. DELANY PLAZA scenes until otherwise
noted.) He makes a bee-line to Java the Hut.

INT. JAVA THE HUT - 9:47 AM

A bizarre looking coffee shop with lots of bamboo and palm
trees.

A few CUSTOMERS sit about the shop sipping coffee.  Behind
the counter is a Bohemian-looking clerk, JONATHAN.  He's 20-
ish, thin, with a long sideburns and a snooty attitude.

Douglas walks up to the counter.

DOUGLAS
Coffee to go.
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JONATHAN
Small, large, or King Kong?

DOUGLAS
Large.

JONATHAN
House blend, decaf, French roast,
decaf French roast, Hazelnut-vanilla,
or special jungle brew of the day?

DOUGLAS
(annoyed)

House.

JONATHAN
Room for milk?

DOUGLAS
(losing patience)

Black.

JONATHAN
Want a lid on that?

DOUGLAS
(snaps)

How long've I been coming here?
(off Jonathan's look)

I'll tell you.  Every morning for
three years.  And every morning I
see you.  And you know what you've
asked me on each and every one of
those mornings?  I'll tell you, you've
asked if I wanted a lid on my large
cup of regular black coffee, when
you know very fucking well I want a
lid on it.

JONATHAN
(unaffected)

Somethin' else, man?
(off his glare)

One fifty-nine.

Douglas slaps a buck-sixty on the counter.

DOUGLAS
Keep the change.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 9:53 AM

Rubbing his temples, Douglas heads to his car, when a thought
occurs to him: Jimmy Mosh, they carry his tunes!
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INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 9:54 AM

Behind the counter, Kristen turns on the stereo, pops in an
indie-label tape, and hits PLAY.

Douglas enters as the MUSIC pours from the speakers.  He
smiles.

Kristen, spotting the customer, heads over in his direction.

Timmons, doing some paperwork, casts a disparaging glance at
the stereo.  Shaking his head, he leans over, wipes some
dust off the cassette deck, then presses STOP.

Stopping dead in her tracks at the sudden SILENCE, Kristen
turns and glares at her DM.  If looks could kill...

Douglas looks feebly around the store...his lifeline cut.

CLOSE ON TIMMONS, who glances at the Jimmy Mosh top-ten list. 
He picks out the number one tape, and pops it in.

MUSIC UP: "I Love You More Than Life Itself" Both Kristen
and Douglas cringe.  She continues toward Douglas.

KRISTEN
Hi.  It's Douglas, right?

DOUGLAS
You remembered.

KRISTEN
Haven't seen you in a while.

The look on his face betrays his attraction to her.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
So, looking for anything special,
today?

DOUGLAS
How 'bout a new life?

Kristen smiles warmly.  The attraction is mutual.

KRISTEN
Don't know if I can help you with
that.

DOUGLAS
Okay.  Some new music, then. 
Something that'll...make me feel
alive...that'll jumpstart my soul
...that'll make the crap I go through
every day seem inconsequential...

(MORE)
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DOUGLAS (CONT'D)
(beat)

I'm sorry.  Is that asking for too
much?

KRISTEN
(a great smile)

Not at all.

DOUGLAS
I need something...

(points at speaker)
...that's the exact opposite of this.

KRISTEN
Something...left of the dial?

DOUGLAS
Yes.  Exactly.  Way left.  Off the
dial.  Something I won't hear on the
radio every time I turn it on.  Give
me a history lesson in...oh, what
the hell... we're talking change of
life here ...ten tapes.

KRISTEN
Hmmm.  A challenge.

DOUGLAS
Are you up for it?

KRISTEN
The questions is...are you?

Turning to face the wall of tapes, she begins, pulling each
tape out as she calls its name.  There is no hesitation.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Patti Smith, "Horses," 1976...Mr.
Costello, "This Year's Model,"
1978...The Clash, "London Calling,"
1979. Though ironically the Village
Voice named it the best album of the
80s...R.E.M. "Murmur," 1983... Hüsker
Dü, "Zen Arcade," 1984...
Replacements, "Tim," 1985, which is
my desert island choice...Let's
see...The Pixies, "Doolittle",
1989...Archers of Loaf, "Icky Mettle,"
1993...Hole, "Live Through This,"
1994...and Wilco, "Being There,"
1996.

She hands Douglas the ten tapes.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
All different.  All wonderful.
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DOUGLAS
I'm impressed.  I mean...you're good
at this.

KRISTEN
The music means a lot to me.

DOUGLAS
Well, your passion is contagious.

KRISTEN
Thank you.  Can I...help you with
anything else?

Douglas takes a quick glance at the ring-less ring finger on
her left hand, but chickens out.

DOUGLAS
Um...no...no...but I'm gonna look
around a little bit.

Their eyes lock for a moment...there is a real spark.  Then
Kristen smiles, and goes to the counter to confront Timmons.

KRISTEN
You are aware that company policy
states we're supposed to play tapes
through in their entirety?

TIMMONS
This is the number one selling album
in the Jimmy Mosh chain.

KRISTEN
Not in this store.  I'm stuck with
hundreds of those CDs and I'm lucky
if I move two a week.

TIMMONS
One: if I wanted your opinion,
Patterson, I'd ask for it.  And two:
I don't care.

Douglas comes over to the counter, carrying the tapes.  He
hands them to Kristen, along with a credit card.

She takes a deep breath, and smiles for Douglas.

KRISTEN
(picks up one of the
CDs)

If you like these guys...

DOUGLAS
I'm sure I will.
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KRISTEN
They're playing the O-Zone in Danbury
later this summer.  They're one of
the best live...

Timmons cuts her off, speaking directly to Douglas, as if
Kristen were not even there.

TIMMONS
We're having a great sale on blank
tapes.  Buy a three-pack, get two
additional tapes for free.  That's
five tapes for six-ninety-nine.

DOUGLAS
Um...no...

TIMMONS
If you change your mind, the sale's
on till Saturday.

Kristen stares at Timmons as if she can't believe what he
just did.  He turns on her.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
Do we sell tickets for the O-Zone? 
No.  Our competition sells tickets
for the O-Zone.

Kristen sucks in a breath.  The comment's a slap in the face. 
She looks at Douglas.  They exchange a heartfelt glance.

Douglas goes to speak, but thinks better of it.

The register spits out the receipt.  She hands it to Douglas.

KRISTEN
Please sign at the X.

He does, and she places the tapes in a bag and hands it to
him along with his credit card.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Thank you for shopping Jimmy Mosh.

Douglas nods, staring at her with such intensity that she
finally looks away.   And he exits the store.

TIMMONS
You know we've got a blank tape
contest going on...or do you not
bother reading the sales materials?

Kristen glares at her DM, as he thrusts three forms at her.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
Sign these.
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She glances at the forms, then shakes her head in disgust.

CLOSE ON FORMS: They are written warnings: one for opening
the store late, one for insubordination, the last for her
shirt being wrinkled.  She signs them.

KRISTEN
Anything else?

TIMMONS
The store's a fucking mess.  Crumbs
on the counter.

(points at a sign)
That signage is crooked.

(points toward ceiling)
Look at that dust.

Kristen looks up, following the direction of his point.

CLOSE ON LIGHT FIXTURE, there are some dustballs.

KRISTEN
(sarcastically sweet)

Y'know, Ed.  We're up thirty percent
over last year, with half the staff. 
Come to think of it, last year we
were up almost fifty percent from
the year before that.  In the four
years that I've been running this
store, sales have gone from nine
hundred thousand a year to just under
two and a half million.

TIMMONS
Your point?

KRISTEN
I don't have one.

TIMMONS
Tell me about it.

(points at dust again)
The dust?

KRISTEN
Don't know how I could have missed
it.

TIMMONS
You'll take care of it?

KRISTEN
I'll get right to it.

TIMMONS
That's what I like to hear.
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Timmons picks up a few boxes of CDs, as well as his briefcase.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
I've got to drop these off at the
Stamford store...

KRISTEN
(sarcastically)

Say hi to Lori for me.

TIMMONS
(ignores her)

...but I'll be back around lunch
time.

Timmons exits the store.

Kristen lets out a loud GROAN, then, kneeling, she hits STOP
on the tape deck, ejecting the "I Love You..." tape, then
standing, she meticulously pulls strands of tape out of the
cassette shell.

Kristen's enjoying herself.  When there is no tape left to
pull, when a pile of the thin strands lay at her feet, she
smiles.

KRISTEN
That felt good.

Picking up the ruined tape, she tosses it into the trash
can.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
The machine ate it, Ed...I was very
upset...Really...If it's number one
at Jimmy Mosh, you know it's number
one with me.

She goes to cassette player, pulls out another tape, pops it
in the machine, and presses PLAY.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
But here's your theme song instead.

MUSIC UP: "Loser" by Beck She stands, lets out a long EXHALE,
then her eyes go wide.

HER POV of a MAN, 40-ish, standing in front of the counter.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
(very friendly)

Oh, hi.  Can I help you?

MAN
I'm looking for this song.  They're
playing it a lot on the radio.
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KRISTEN
Yes.

MAN
I don't know the name.  But the last
line is, "whoa, like my eating son."

He SINGS the line off key.

KRISTEN
(thinking)

Hmm...that's...

MAN
(getting impatient)

There's an organ in it.

KRISTEN
(it dawns, she smiles)

"Warm like the evening sun."

MAN
Huh?

KRISTEN
The line's, "warm like the evening
sun."  It's from "Shine A Light" by
the Rolling Stones.

MAN
(very snotty)

I think a woman sings it.

KRISTEN
I'm pretty certain...it's been getting
a lot of airplay...it's on the
soundtrack to the new movie of the
same name.

(off his confused
look)

You can find it on their "Exile On
Main Street" CD, live on their
"Stripped" CD, or you can get the
soundtrack.

MAN
I'm not getting anything here.

(angrily)
I know what the Rolling Stones sound
like.  And that's not the Rolling
Stones.

KRISTEN
I'm pretty sure...
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MAN
I don't know why the hell people
work in record stores when they don't
know the first Goddamn thing about
music.

INT. ASHWOOD POLICE DEPARTMENT - 10:39 AM

At one desk sits Douglas, while at another desk nearby is
his partner, FRANK HUNT, 45 and overweight.  He munches on a
donut.

DOUGLAS

SHOULD HAVE SAID SOMETHING.  BUT NO, I HOLD IT IN.  I HOLD
EVERY-

thing in.  I never say or do the right thing until it's too
late.  That's why Heather left me.

FRANK
Partner.  Let's be honest here.  The
day Heather walked out on you was
the best day you ever had.

(off Douglas' pathetic
look)

Yeah, yeah...the Goddamn Blizzard.

DOUGLAS
I just...it's really bothering me.

FRANK
So, swing back on your way home.

DOUGLAS
And what?  Go in there and say, "Hey,
I'm Douglas, remember?  The guy you
were helping when your asshole boss
drilled you a new one.  How 'bout a
drink later?"

FRANK
Works for me.

Douglas shoots Frank a look.

Suddenly a voice BOOMS out.  It's Captain Harry Dickler.

DICKLER (O.S.)
Hamill.  In here.

FRANK
Speaking of asshole bosses.

INT.
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JIMMY MOSH STORE - 10:44 AM

Kristen carries an armful of CDs, when a business WOMAN,
cell-phone pressed to her face, heads right for her.

WOMAN
(into phone)

Make it quick.
(to Kristen)

There's a new recording of
Shostakovich's fifth symphony.

KRISTEN
It just came in.

The Woman gets annoyed waiting for Kristen to put the CDs
down.

At the counter, Kristen pulls the CD from a box.  She hands
it to the Woman, who waves it off, then tosses a credit card
down.

WOMAN
Ring it up.

(into phone)
No, I said the deposition.

KRISTEN
Can I help you find anything else?

WOMAN
Did I say I was looking for anything
else?

Kristen stares at her in disbelief, then rings up the CD.

KRISTEN
That's thirteen, seventy-seven.

WOMAN
I already gave you my card.

As the sale is processed, the Woman glances at the CD.

WOMAN (CONT'D)
This isn't what I want.

It's not clear if the Woman is speaking into her phone or to
Kristen...until she glares suddenly at Kristen.

WOMAN (CONT'D)
Are you deaf?  I said, this isn't
what I want.

KRISTEN
You said the new recording of 
Shostakovich's fifth.
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WOMAN
Conducted by Leonard Bernstein.

KRISTEN
That came out years ago.

WOMAN
Well, that's the one I want...

(throws CD on counter)
...not this.  If you'd been listening,
you'd know that.

(point a finger in
her face)

Next time, pay attention.

INT. CAPTAIN DICKLER'S OFFICE - 10:55 AM

Captain HARRY DICKLER, late-40s, is at his desk.

Douglas sits in front of him, not happy about the
conversation.

DICKLER
I've been divorced twice, Hamill,
and it's never easy.

DOUGLAS
I'm holding up, okay, Captain.

DICKLER
If you need some time off.  A leave
of absence.

DOUGLAS
No.  Work's the best thing.

DICKLER
(nods)

She was a pretty girl.

DOUGLAS
Yeah.  Who slept with both my
brothers, our neighbor, his twenty-
year-old son, the oil delivery guy,
and the manager of the fucking Dairy
Queen.

DICKLER
I'm detecting hostility.

DOUGLAS
Damn right you are.

(shakes head in disgust)
I used to fucking love the D.Q.

EXT.
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JIMMY MOSH STORE - 11:29 AM

There's a sign taped to the door: "Be back in 5 minutes."

INT.

BATHROOM, JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Kristen sits on the toilet peeing.  Her purse is on her lap.

Opening it, she reaches inside...and remembers.  She pulls
out the revolver, and puts her purse on the floor.

She holds the gun, transfixed, wrapping a finger around the
trigger, but not really aiming at anything.

Then LAUGHING nervously, she puts the pistol back into her
purse, and pulls out the bottle of aspirin she originally
wanted.

She stands, flushes, then goes to the sink.  But the water
is brown and rusty.

KRISTEN
You've got to be kidding me.

Rubbing at her temples, she takes a few aspirin anyway. 
Making a face at the bitterness, as she chews them down.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 12:15 PM

There's a small lunchtime crowd browsing the store:

SUSAN, an African-American in her late-50s, is looking through
the jazz music cassettes.  She wears white nurse shoes.

GARY, white, mid-30s, overweight, and bearded, is checking
out the country CDs.  He is dressed casually, and wears cowboy
boots.

DEANNA, 17, beautiful, but very introverted, wears headphones
plugged into a CD Walkman.  She browses the rock CDs.

While over at the counter stands a RUDE MAN, in his mid-40's.

Kristen seems frazzled as she points at a thick CD catalog.

RUDE MAN
I don't give a good Goddamn what
your book says!  I've seen that Miles
Davis on CD.

KRISTEN
(trying to be nice)

Could it have been an import?
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RUDE MAN
No, it wasn't an import.  I know
what imports look like.

KRISTEN
I can check with my distributor, see
if they've ever heard of it.

RUDE MAN
I don't have time for that.  I need
it for my sister's birthday today.

KRISTEN
I'm sorry, maybe...

RUDE MAN
You certainly are.

(turns away)
This is the last time I shop here.

He takes a few steps toward the exit, then turns and snaps.

RUDE MAN (CONT'D)
And you know...you really are a bitch.

As he exits the store, in walks Kristen's husband, BILL
PATTERSON, the guy in the photo on Kristen's nighttable.

Smiling, Bill holds the door open for the Rude Man, then
walks over to the counter.  Kristen is pissed.

BILL
He's sure got you pegged.

KRISTEN
Where the hell were you last night?

BILL
Whoa...no, Hi, honey.  I missed you.

KRISTEN
Bill, I stopped missing you the first
night you didn't come home.

BILL
That was a long time ago.

KRISTEN
Tell me about it.  Where were you?

BILL
I was working.

KRISTEN
Yeah, and I know exactly what you
were working on.
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He steps behind the counter as if he owned the place, then
goes directly for her pocketbook and picks it up.

This only infuriates her more.  She grabs her bag away from
him.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
What do you want?

BILL
Like twenty bucks.  Gotta retank the
Buick.

KRISTEN
Use your own damn money.

BILL
C'mon, baby.  You know I don't get
paid till Friday.

Nodding, Kristen reaches into her purse, SNICKERS once to
herself, and pulls out...a ten dollar bill.

BILL (CONT'D)
You're the bomb, babe.

Bill snatches the bill from Kristen's outstretched hand.  He
goes to give her a kiss, but she pulls away.

KRISTEN
I left you something at home, Bill.

BILL
Oh, yeah.  What's that?

Kristen goes to speak, but the RINGING of the phone interrupts
and startles her.  She jumps out of her skin.

KRISTEN
(answering, pointing
a finger at Bill,
telling him to wait)

Thank you for calling Jimmy Mosh,
where you can get Pearl Jam's
"Greatest Hits."  How can I help
you?

She is immediately annoyed, SNAPPING into the receiver:

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Are you really sick this time, or
just hungover?

Seeing this as his cue, Bill steps away from the counter.

BILL
Gotta run.
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Kristen covers the mouthpiece with her hand and yells after
him.

KRISTEN
Don't forget to pick up Casey.

As he exits the store waving a half-hearted acknowledgement,
Kristen turns her attention back to the caller.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
What do you expect me to say, Jessie? 
You do this once a week, and always
at the last minute.

(beat)
It's Tuesday...new release day. 
I've got fourteen cartons of product
to put away, and you know damn well
no one else is coming in till five.

She SLAMS down the phone, then reaches for the thick CD
catalog, and is about to put it away when...

...a WOMAN, standing before the counter, BARKS at Kristen.

WOMAN
Tickets.

KRISTEN
(startled again)

What?

WOMAN
You sell tickets?

KRISTEN
Yeah.

WOMAN
Two for Barry Manilow, at the Arts
Center?

KRISTEN
Those tickets don't go on sale until
Saturday.

The woman glares at her for a moment.

WOMAN
Aren't you even going to check?

Kristen points out a huge Art Center poster.  It lists the
up-coming shows and the dates their tickets go on sale.

WOMAN (CONT'D)
The radio said they were on sale.
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Turning, Kristen punches a few keys on the TicketBroker
machine.

KRISTEN
They go on sale on Saturday at ten.

WOMAN
That's just great.

She turns and walks away.

As soon as the woman has exited the store, Kristen picks up
the order catalog and SLAMS it down hard in its place.

The SLAP echoes throughout the store.

CLOSE ON THE ENTRANCE as EVAN, white, 19, tall, thin, and
cute, with long straight hair, enters.  He's a regular
customer.

Behind him is SHELLEY, a hip-hop African-American girl, 16,
who's dressed like a rap video extra, with ten times the
attitude.

Gary, the cowboy boots shopper, goes to the counter, CD in
hand.

GARY
This new John Tesh is cheaper in the
mall.

Kristen looks at him for a beat, then takes a deep breath.

KRISTEN
I'll gladly match their price if you
have a coupon or an ad.

GARY
Can't you just call them?  I'm sure
they'll tell you how much it is. 
Just ask for Joey.

KRISTEN
I'm sorry.  No.  I, ah...how much
are they selling it for?

GARY
Twelve, eighty-nine.

KRISTEN
We're selling it for twelve, ninety-
nine.

GARY
Right.  They're cheaper.

Shelley goes to the counter, interrupting rudely.
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SHELLEY
Yo.

KRISTEN
I'll be right with you.

Shelley makes a face.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
(to Gary)

I'll match their price.

GARY
Without calling?

KRISTEN
I believe you.

Nodding, he heads back to the CD browsers.   Kristen then
turns to Shelley.

SHELLEY
Gimme the new Wu-Tang Clan.

KRISTEN
I'm sorry.  It's not out yet.

SHELLEY
What the fuck you talkin' about?

KRISTEN
It's, um...release has been delayed. 
The record company said it'll be at
least another month.

SHELLEY
Bullshit, another month.  I saw it
in Record World the other day.  It
was on sale.  And now you trying to
front me, telling me it ain't even
out yet.  What kind of Jimmy Mosh
shit is that?

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 12:24 PM

Timmons' Corvette speeds into the parking lot.  But all the
spaces near the store are taken, except for the handicapped.

He goes for it, getting out with his briefcase, a soda and
small fastfood bag.  Lunch for one.

Slamming the door shut, he arms the car alarm, a BEEP is
heard, then heads for the Jimmy Mosh store.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 12:26 PM

The discussion between Kristen and Shelley escalates LOUDLY.
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KRISTEN
You couldn't have seen it in Record
World.

SHELLEY
You believe that Conway Twitty mother-
fucker, but you callin' me a liar?

KRISTEN
It isn't out.  Record World doesn't
have it.  We don't have it.  No one
has it.

Timmons approaches the counter, placing his food down.

TIMMONS
What's going on here.

KRISTEN
I'm trying to explain that the new
Wu-Tang Clan is not out yet.

SHELLEY
Which is a load of crap.

TIMMONS
Did you check?

KRISTEN
There's nothing to check.

TIMMONS
See, this is your problem.  You think
you're always right.

KRISTEN
It was the cover story in this week's
Billboard.

SHELLEY
I don't know nuthin' about no
Billboard.  I just know what I saw,
and I'm telling you, they got the
new Wu-Tang Clan in Record World.

TIMMONS
Why would Record World get it before
us?

KRISTEN
They didn't.  It's not out.  She's
wrong.

TIMMONS
Excuse me.
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SHELLEY
There she go, calling me a liar again.

TIMMONS
Wrong?

KRISTEN
Yes, Ed.  She's wrong.  Mistaken. 
Incorrect.  Her information is
erroneous.  What part of that don't
you understand?

TIMMONS
(angrily)

She is the customer.  And at Jimmy
Mosh, the customer is always, let me
stress that word again, always, right. 
What part of that don't you
understand?

SHELLEY
You tell her, boy.

By now everyone is looking at her.  Shaking with rage, tears
beginning to well in her eyes, Kristen points at Timmons.

Their volume and tension and anger escalates...

KRISTEN
She's wrong.  And you're wrong.

TIMMONS
You are way fucking out of line here.

KRISTEN
Get out of my store.

TIMMONS
Your store?

KRISTEN
Yes.  My store.

TIMMONS
Your store?

KRISTEN
I turned this store around.

TIMMONS
You've turned it into a pig sty.

KRISTEN
Fuck you!  It's not a pig sty.

TIMMONS
I don't fucking believe this.
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Timmons steps behind the counter.  He picks up Kristen's
purse, and SLAMS it into her chest, knocking her into the
back wall.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
(right in her face)

You're fired.  No one talks to me
that way.  Get the fuck out of here
before I call the cops and have you
thrown out.

Kristen stares at him in open-mouth shock.

Taking a deep breath, Timmons turns and addresses the
customers.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
I want to apologize for the behavior
of this woman.  She is not
representative of what we expect
from our Jimmy Mosh staff.  At this
store, as at every Jimmy Mosh store,
customer service comes first.  Not
only is the customer always right. 
He's our best friend.

Smiling now, back in control, Timmons looks at the customers. 
For some reason, they all stare back in wide-eyed terror...

...except for Deanna, whose back is to them, her headphones
still on, as she looks through the CDs.

Evan points at him...no...he's pointing over Timmons'
shoulder.

This dawns on the DM.  He turns slowly and finally, coming
face-to-barrel with the pistol aimed right at his head. CLOSE
ON KRISTEN, who holds the gun in her hands.  Her breathing
hard, her hands clammy, she's shaking with fear and rage.

ANGLE DOWN THE BARREL at Timmons' face.  The smile fades
just barely, as a few beads of sweat suddenly appear on his
forehead.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
What the fuck do you think you're
doing?

KRISTEN
(crying now)

Please.

TIMMONS
If you think this is any way to get
your job back.
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KRISTEN
Just get out of my store.  Just...
get...out.

Suddenly piercing the eerie silence...

The telephone RINGS.

The sound once again startles Kristen, who YELPS, jumps
back...

...and mistakenly SHOOTS OFF A ROUND...

INT. JAVA THE HUT - 12:47 PM

The CUSTOMERS sip coffee.  Jonathan is behind the counter.

But their caffeine bliss is shattered, and absolute chaos
erupts, as the GUNSHOT from the adjacent store RINGS out
loud and clear.

Jonathan jumps under the counter.  The startled Customers
run for their lives.  Lot of SCREAMING!  Panic!

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 12:48 PM

Timmons raises his hands as if being robbed.

Deanna turns finally, and SCREAMS at what she sees, as she
pulls off her headphones, and ducks under the browser.

Everyone is terrified...but no one is hurt.

They all turn and look at Kristen's unintentional target.

CLOSE ON "I Love You..." STANDUP.  The CDs blown to
smithereens.

The customers all turn back to look at Kristen.

CLOSE ON KRISTEN.  The look on her face is fright mixed with
nausea, as the implications of what happened plays in her
head...

...she thought there were no bullets in the gun.

TIMMONS
Are you fucking crazy?

KRISTEN
No...

(her voice shaking)
...just mad.
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INT. ASHWOOD POLICE DEPARTMENT - 12:51 PM

Douglas and Frank sit at their desks.  Frank is munching on
potato chips.  The phone on Frank's desk RINGS.  He answers
it.

FRANK
Detective Hunt.

(jotting down notes)
Un-huh.  Un-huh.  Un-huh.  Just one? 
Un-huh.  Un-huh.  We'll be right
there.

Frank hangs up the phone and turns to Douglas.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Feel like making it up to that girl
in the record store?

CLOSE ON DOUGLAS.  He's up and out the door in a heartbeat.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 12:54 PM

Gary, who's standing closest to the door, lunges toward it. 
He has a few CDs in his hands.

The sudden movement grabs Kristen's attention.

KRISTEN
Don't!

Gary stops dead in his tracks.  He puts his arms up, and
SPEAKS slowly and calmly, as if he were just taken prisoner.

GARY
Please.  Don't shoot me.  I've never
done anything to you.  I'll put the
CDs back.  I meant to pay for them.

Kristen steps from behind the counter, and heads toward the
door.  She motions with the revolver.

KRISTEN
I'm not going to shoot you.  Just...

A sudden RUMBLE of construction noise grabs her attention. 
She shoots a look out the windows, a little spooked.

HER POV through window of parking lot...

...then down at the gun in her hand.

It dawns: if she see out, others see in.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
...get away from the door.
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CLOSE ON DOOR LOCK, as Kristen twists the key to the right.

She turns to the others, who stand in the center of the store.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
(points to back of
store)

Back there.  All of you.

Susan and Gary look pleadingly at Timmons.  Deanna, who peeks
from under the browser, stares instead at Kristen.  As does
Evan.

GARY
You're her boss.  Make her put the
gun down.

Timmons shoots him a look, then turns to Kristen.

TIMMONS
You're making a big fucking mistake.

KRISTEN
(really angry)

My mistake was taking your abuse for
four years.

Shelley steps forward.

SHELLEY
This is bullshit!  You pull that gun
on me, bitch, you better fucking use
it.

Kristen shoots the "I Love You..." standup in the groin.

KRISTEN
Like that?

EXT. ASHWOOD - 1:01 PM

His siren BLARING, Douglas attempts to maneuver his car around
the construction zone that is downtown Ashwood.

Frank is in the passenger seat finishing that bag of chips.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 1:04 PM

In the very back of the store, behind the last browser, in
front of the open office door: Susan, Evan, Deanna, and Gary
(still holding onto the CDs) are huddled silently together
in a corner, sitting on the floor.

An angry Timmons sits off to one side.  Shelley off to the
other.
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Kristen paces nervously.  Holding the revolver, she glances
at the "hostages," then peeks around a browser, down one
aisle at the front of her store, as if she expects the cops
to burst in.

KRISTEN'S POV OF THE SUNLIGHT AS IT BLARES THROUGH THE NON-
POSTER-COVERED GLASS.  FROM THE BACK OF THE STORE, VERY LITTLE
OUTSIDE CAN BE SEEN.

Timmons' voice finally pierces the silence.  He's softened.

TIMMONS
Look, Patterson...

Kristen turns to face him.  Suddenly and finally, she begins
to cry.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
It's not too late.  And no one's
been hurt.

Cautiously, he stands.  The others watch him hopefully.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
It was a misunderstanding.  You were
angry.

KRISTEN
You shoved me.

TIMMONS
And I'll explain that to the cops.

Kristen shoots a quick look around the browser, toward the
door.

KRISTEN
The cops?

TIMMONS
(stepping toward her)

You shot off that gun.

KRISTEN
You know it was an accident.

TIMMONS
I know that.  But the cops...

(shrugs)
Let's end this now.  Otherwise, you're
going to jail.  You don't want to go
to jail, do you?

KRISTEN
(looking away, then
softly)

Casey.
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TIMMONS
Your son?

KRISTEN
Yes.

TIMMONS
Do you want him to grow up without
knowing his mother?

Kristine begins to sob.  She shakes her head, no.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
I grew up without a mom.

KRISTEN
It shows.

TIMMONS
Perhaps.

Timmons keeps getting closer.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
Let me take care of everything. 
That's my job.

KRISTEN
(almost a whisper)

Dustballs.

TIMMONS
What?

KRISTEN
The Goddamn dustballs.  It's like
you need something to complain about.

TIMMONS
And I was wrong.  The store looks
good.  Right?

He looks to the others, who nod, say "yes," or "oh, yeah." 
Except Shelley, who seethes.

Kristen rubs at her temples, but still she has to LAUGH.

KRISTEN
You don't know the first thing about
running a store.

TIMMONS
Let's chalk it up to being just one
of those days.  A bad day.  You were
late...
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KRISTEN
I was rear-ended on my way to work.

TIMMONS
You didn't tell me.

KRISTEN
You wouldn't have cared.

TIMMONS
You're probably right.  No, you are
right.  Please.  Accept my apology.

He's only a few feet from her.  He reaches out with his hand.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
Now...for Casey's sake...and your's...

(almost fatherly)
...let me have the gun, Patterson.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 1:16 PM

The outside temperature is pushing into the high 90s.

SIREN blaring, Douglas' car pulls up to a screeching stop.

A small group of PEOPLE are on the sidewalk near the coffee
shop.

Jonathan rushes over to the detectives, as they walk toward
the Jimmy Mosh store.

DOUGLAS
Talk to me.

JONATHAN
I heard, like, gunshots, man.  They
were coming from J.M.'s, Jimmy Mosh. 
I came outside to see if the chick
in there is okay, but their door is
locked.

Frank pulls on the door.  It doesn't budge.

Douglas glances around.  The bike rack catches his attention.

DOUGLAS' POV of a lone mountain bike chained to the rack.

Douglas turns and glances through the window into the store.

DOUGLAS' POV.  THE LIGHTS ARE ON, BUT BECAUSE THE STORE IS
SO LONG, AND BECAUSE OF THE BROWSERS, THE BACK CANNOT BE
SEEN.

FRANK
Sure she's not just out for lunch?
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They both look into the store.

DOUGLAS' POV of the gunshot-riddled "I Love You..." standup.

DOUGLAS
Yeah.  I'd say I was pretty sure.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 1:18 PM

KRISTEN
I never meant to...

TIMMONS
I believe you.

Kristen looks as if she's going to hand over the gun.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
It's the right thing to do.  We'll
walk out of here...together.

Suddenly Shelley's voice cuts through the intimacy of the
moment.

SHELLEY
And I'll get my ass right down to
Record World and come play you the
new Wu-Tang Clan in jail.  Cause
that's where you're gonna fucking
be.

Both Timmons and Kristen turn to face her.

He seems crushed, thrown off balance.

Kristen looks as if she were awakened suddenly with a slap.

GARY
What the hell are you doing?

SHELLEY
Don't you use that tone on me, Conway.

SUSAN
Why not?  You seem to use it on
everyone else.

SHELLEY
You talkin' to me, grandma?

SUSAN
Believe me, young lady, if I were
your grandmother, I'd have washed
your mouth out with soap years ago.

Kristen's hand tenses on the pistol grip.  She raises it,
aiming at Timmons' face.  He raises his hands.
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Kristen motions with the gun for Timmons to move away.

KRISTEN
Sit down.  And shut up.

(to everyone)
All of you.

Timmons goes to speak, but stops himself short.  He steps
back and takes a seat.

The phone RINGS, cutting through the tense silence.

Everyone ducks for cover, but this time Kristen doesn't
react... she can't take her eyes off Timmons.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 1:23 PM

A cell-phone pressed to his face, Douglas stands beside
Timmons' Corvette.

INT.

JIMMY MOSH STORE - 1:24 PM

The RINGING continues...but Kristen makes no move to answer.

Finally, Evan speaks up.

EVAN
Would you like me to get that?

It takes a few additional RINGS for Kristen to answer.  Her
voice is even, angry.  She points at the open office door
with the gun.

KRISTEN
There's an extension in the office.

Nodding, moving cautiously, Evan walks to the office door.

The office is packed with overstocked product, and an open
box filled with extra Jimmy Mosh shirts.

On the wall above the desk, there are photos of Casey, and a
drawing of his mom at work, next to the calendar and schedule.

On the desk is the new issue of Billboard Magazine.  It's
headline: "New Wu-Tang Clan Delayed.  Back to studio for
remix."

Besides the door to the bathroom, and the nailed-shut door
to the basement, there is also an alarmed steel emergency-
exit door. Peering inside, Evan spots the wall-mounted phone. 
He answers, sounding as if he's called the store many times.
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EVAN
Thank you for calling Jimmy Mosh,
where you can get...

He looks over to Kristen for help.

KRISTEN
(smiles despite
everything)

Pearl Jam's "Greatest Hits."

EVAN
You're kidding?

Kristen shrugs.

EVAN (CONT'D)
...Pearl Jam's "Greatest Hits."  How
can I help you?

INTERCUT BETWEEN DELANY PLAZA PARKING LOT and JIMMY MOSH
STORE:

DOUGLAS
This is Detective Douglas Hamill of
the Ashwood Police Department.  Who
am I speaking with?

EVAN
Evan, Sir.

DOUGLAS
Are you in charge?

EVAN
Um...no, sir.

(covers mouthpiece)
He wants to speak with the person in
charge.

The hostages exchange glances...then finally look at Kristen.

Timmons motions toward her gun.

Nodding, Kristen goes to the office doorway.  Evan hands her
the phone, grabs the Billboard, and returns to the group.

CLOSE ON EVAN, as he takes a seat near Shelley, handing her
the rolled-up magazine.

EVAN (CONT'D)
Knowledge is a good thing.

SHELLEY
What the fuck you talkin' about?
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EVAN
Take a look for yourself.

SHELLEY
I don't need to look at nuthin'.

Evan stares at her until she breaks down, and unrolls the
magazine, the headline making her frown.

SHELLEY (CONT'D)
No fucking way.  I thought for sure
I saw it.

(reads a little)
Shit.

It dawns, and Shelley softens a lot.

SHELLEY (CONT'D)
I fucked up.

EVAN
(nods at Kristen)

Tell her.  Not me.

CLOSE ON KRISTEN, who takes a deep breath, then raises the
receiver to her face.  She SPEAKS, sounding surprisingly as
if she were talking to an overly-demanding customer.

KRISTEN
This is the manager.  How can I help
you?

DOUGLAS
This is Detective Douglas Hamill. 
Who am I speaking with?

KRISTEN
It's me, Douglas.  Kristen Patterson.

DOUGLAS
Are you okay?

KRISTEN
Well...yeah.  Considering.

DOUGLAS
Can you tell me how many gunmen there
are?

Kristen snorts out a little disgusted half-laugh.

KRISTEN
Just...one.

DOUGLAS
And how many other people are in
there with you?



42.

KRISTEN
Six.

DOUGLAS
Counting yourself?

Kristen looks out toward the front door.

KRISTEN'S POV of the front door.  Blocked by browsers, it
cannot be seen from the office.

It dawns on her...he doesn't know.

KRISTEN
Yeah.

Douglas holds up three fingers of one hand, pumping twice,
and mouths the word "six" to Frank, who's sitting in Douglas's
car.

DOUGLAS
Is anyone hurt?

KRISTEN
No.

DOUGLAS
That's good.  Good...Now, Kristen,
listen...everything is going to be
okay.  I'm going to get you out of
there.  I promise.  You know, ah...

KRISTEN
What?

DOUGLAS
...that concert at the Ozone?

KRISTEN
(fighting back tears)

Yeah.

DOUGLAS
It's no fun to go alone.

KRISTEN
Are you asking me...?

DOUGLAS
Yeah.

KRISTEN
Then the answer's yes.  I'd love to.

DOUGLAS
Good.  I mean, great.  But...

(MORE)
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DOUGLAS (CONT'D)
(takes a deep breath)

...you've got to remain calm.

KRISTEN
I will.

DOUGLAS
I mean now.

KRISTEN
Oh.

DOUGLAS
Everyone in there needs to remain
calm.

KRISTEN
I understand.

DOUGLAS
He was...he was so wrong before. 
The way he spoke to you.

KRISTEN
Who?

DOUGLAS
Your boss.  You don't treat people
like that.

KRISTEN
I know.  Thank you.

DOUGLAS
You're welcome.

(back to business)
Now...I need to speak to the gunman. 
Can you get him to come to the phone?

KRISTEN
I...I don't think that's going to be
possible, Douglas.

DOUGLAS
Okay.  That's okay.  Do you know
what he wants?  Has he mentioned
ransom, or some sort of demands?

KRISTEN
Um, well...no.  Not yet.  Nothing
like that.

DOUGLAS
What about a name?  Do you know his
name?
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Kristen goes to speak, but instead, and in a panic, hangs up
the phone with a loud SLAM.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

He pulls the receiver away with a grimace.

DOUGLAS
Goddamnit!

FRANK
What happened?

DOUGLAS
The sonofabitch must have been
listening.

FRANK
Just talked to the captain, he's on
his way.

They turn and look.

DOUGLAS' POV of the entrance to the plaza just as a few
CRUISERS, and a WTSG-TV news satellite truck pull into the
parking lot.

DOUGLAS
And so's everyone else.

EXT. STREETS OF ASHWOOD, CONNECTICUT - 1:45 PM

Dozens of additional SIREN-WAILING, police-type vehicles
rush past the construction zone, toward Delay Plaza.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 1:51 PM

Kristen still stands, leaning against the doorway to the
office, her eyes clenched shut.  The hostages are seated as
before.

Shelley guilty lowers the Billboard Magazine.  She doesn't
look at Kristen at first.

TIMMONS
Who authorized a subscription to
Billboard.

KRISTEN
(distracted, rubs at
temples)

I buy it every week at the bookstore
next door.  And don't worry, Ed.  It
comes out of my pocket.  It helps to
know what's going on, y'know?
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SUSAN
I agree completely.

(off Kristen's look)
And I'd like to know why you're doing
this?

KRISTEN
Doing what?

SUSAN
Holding us hostage?

Kristen looks at Susan, then at each of the others.

KRISTEN
(matter-of-factly)

You're not hostages.

GARY
Then we're free to leave?

Kristen looks at Gary, then turns away, not sure what to
say.

SUSAN
What are you trying to prove, Ms.
Patterson?

KRISTEN
Kristen, please.

SUSAN
(nods)

Kristen.

KRISTEN
Prove?  Um...nothing...I...I...I'm
not trying to prove anything.

(muttering to herself)
I was the one having one of those
days, y'know, one of those...

(waves at Timmons)
...and this...

She's at a loss for words, when suddenly the proverbial
lightbulb goes on over her head.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
No.  That's not right.  I'll...I'll
tell you...I'll tell you why.

(inspired)
That just because I work in a music
store gives no one the right to treat
me like shit.  Customers, or district
managers.  I'm not an idiot.  I run
a good store.  I know my stock.  

(MORE)
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KRISTEN (CONT'D)
I know music.  Why do people feel
the need to argue?  I don't go to
the doctor and say no, you're
wrong...this is what I have.  I don't
go to a mechanic and tell him how to
fix my car.

Deanna SPEAKS up, her voice but a sympathetic whisper.

DEANNA
You want respect.

The others turn and look at Deanna.  Kristen nods.

SUSAN
But you can't get respect with a
gun.

Kristen holds Susan's look for a moment, then she begins to
pace.

KRISTEN
When I greet a customer.  When I say
hello.  I'd like
acknowledgement...something other
than a grunt, or a dirty look.

(loudly)
And what happened to thank you? 
Have we all forgotten how to be
polite?

(glares at Timmons)
Well, have we?  Are we all so caught
up in our own little worlds that we
can't even be considerate to one
another?

Timmons shakes his head.

TIMMONS
Enough!

KRISTEN
Excuse me.

TIMMONS
I've heard enough of this crap.

Kristen glares at him.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
You want respect.

(he emphasizes each
word)

This woman wants respect.  This music
store clerk wants respect.  Well, I
ask you...

(MORE)
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TIMMONS (CONT'D)
(suddenly yelling)

...what have you ever done to earn
that respect?  What have you done? 
You work in a job that requires zero
intelligence.  You make five dollars
an hour...

KRISTEN
You know damn well I make I make
three times that.

TIMMONS
...Someone hands you a CD, you ring
it up.  You make change.  You put it
in a plastic bag.  Where the hell do
you get off demanding respect for
that?  And when things don't exactly
go your way...

(as if talking to a
baby)

What happened, got a run in your
pantyhose?  Got into a tiff with
hubby?

(yells)
Or is it that time of the month?

The other women are taken aback by his PMS comment.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
What do you do?  You go off the deep
end and start shooting up my store. 
That's right, my store.

KRISTEN
You've got nothing to do with the
success of this store.

TIMMONS
I'm responsible for what happens in
this district.

KRISTEN
I place the orders, I service the
customers.  I run this place as if
it were my own.

TIMMONS
(mimics Kristen)

Oh, please, respect me.  Please.  I
work so hard.

There is a moment of silence...if looks could kill.

A WAIL of SIRENS cuts through, increasing the tension.
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EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 1:56 PM

The other stores have been closed.  The parking lot quickly
secured.  COPS surround the strip mall, keeping the growing
throng of ON-LOOKERS away.

A half-circle of rifle-armed Cops has formed in front of the
Jimmy Mosh store.  Just at its edge, Timmons' Corvette, the
flat hood of which is now being used as a command center. A
Media circus brews: Numerous television satellite trucks
have set up on the edge of the parking lot.  A dozen cameras
aimed at the store, as REPORTERS holding microphones begin
their BABBLING.

A SWAT TEAM van arrives.  A dozen COPS exit the van and set
up.

Dickler has joined Douglas and Frank at the command center. 
Their conversation is fast, heated:

DICKLER
No demands?

DOUGLAS
Nothing so far.  She told me there
was one gunman and six hostages.

DICKLER
(lets it sink in)

If we rush in, can we take the gunman
down?

DOUGLAS
I don't think we should risk it.  At
least not yet.

SWISH PAN to the SWAT TEAM COPS as they walk past...then
SWISH PAN back again...

DOUGLAS (CONT'D)
Time is on our side, Captain.  No
one's been hurt.

DICKLER
Yet.

INT.

JIMMY MOSH STORE - 1: 59 PM

As before...

DEANNA
(still very quiet)

I work in a store.
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TIMMONS
Believe me when I tell you, I don't
care. Deanna shoots him such a wounded
look...

...as Kristen brutally thrusts the gun in Timmons' face.  It
really looks for a moment as if she's going to pull the
trigger.

The hostages squirm and move away from Timmons.

KRISTEN
Say it again, Ed.  One more time.  I
dare you.

Timmons backs off.  Kristen keeps the gun aimed at his head.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
(to Deanna)

You were saying.

Deanna shoots Timmons a look, then glances up at Kristen.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
It's okay.  Say whatever's on your
mind.

DEANNA
I...um...work at the Gap, over on
the Post Road, and...

(looks at Kristen)
...you're right.  People treat you
bad.  And the boss, he treats you
worse.  Yells at you like you're...

(shakes her head)
No matter how nice you are.  No matter
how much you try to help.  It's like
you're below them.  Like a
servant...or...

Shelley SPEAKS up.  Her tone is much different than before.

SHELLEY
A slave.

Kristen looks at Shelley, who shrugs.  Kristen nods.  As
does Susan.

TIMMONS
(glares at Shelley)

Jesus Christ!  What the fuck is this,
a retail "Roots?"  Every boss
responsible for the oppression of
their stupid fucking employees.

KRISTEN
Try retail rage.
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TIMMONS
Oh, please.  Just get it over with. 
Shoot me before I have to hear another
word.  Put an end to this misery
now.

KRISTEN
Don't tempt me.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 2:08 PM

Douglas is out back, behind the plaza, checking out the rear
emergency exit of the store.  It is sealed tightly.

COPS are everywhere, keeping watch, their guns drawn...

Seeing that the only way to gain entrance through the back
door is to knock it down, Douglas heads back to the command
center.

Out front, the other SWAT TEAMERS have taken position: six
high-powered rifles are aimed at the front of the store,
while three of the team patrol the roof of the complex.

Walking toward the Corvette, Douglas eyes them nervously.

A man's voice is heard, it seems to be reading his mind...

MAN (O.S.)
Don't worry.  They never miss.

Turning, Douglas comes eye-to-eye with Connecticut State
Police Major JEFFREY TURTURO, mid-50s, a hard-nosed, by-the-
book cop, who's just arrived on the scene.  He means business.

Douglas nods.  They both turn just in time to see Dickler
give a brief statement to the awaiting media.

DICKLER
...one gunman and six hostages.

JENNIFER JORDAN, 30, an pretty reporter, asks the first
question.

JORDAN
Captain Dickler.  Any truth to the
rumor that the gunman is a crazed
Barry Manilow fan?

CLOSE ON DICKLER.  He hasn't heard that one.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 2:23 PM

CLOSE ON TIMMONS, who is frustrated and angry.

WIDEN to reveal, the six are no longer sitting as close
together.
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Kristen leans against the entrance to the office.  She stares
at the photos of Casey tacked up on the wall over her desk.

CLOSE ON ONE OF THE PHOTOS: Casey and Kristen sit next to a
sand castle, on some beach.  They are both happy, smiling.

CLOSE ON KRISTEN.  She now seems so terribly sad.

The phone RINGS.

EVAN
Can I get it?

KRISTEN
Sure.

He walks over to the office doorway and answers the phone.

EVAN
Thank you for calling Jimmy Mosh
where you can get Pearl Jam's
"Greatest Hits."  How can I help
you?  Um...let me check on that for
you, Ma'am.

(covers mouthpiece)
She wants to know if we have any
Barry Manilow tickets left.

KRISTEN
They don't go on sale until Saturday.

EVAN
Um, ma'am, those tickets don't go on
sale until Saturday...un-huh.

(covers mouthpiece)
The radio said they went on sale
today.

KRISTEN
Tell her the radio's wrong...

TIMMONS
There you go again.

KRISTEN
(ignoring him)

...and that you're sure, and that
she can come get her tickets on
Saturday, anytime after ten.

Evan nods and begins to explain.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

Douglas is on the cell-phone.
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Dickler, Frank and Turturo stand by his side.  It doesn't
take long for Turturo to take charge of the situation.

DOUGLAS
Busy.

DICKLER
What do you mean, busy?

DOUGLAS
The line is busy.  They're talking
to someone else.

TURTURO
(to Dickler)

You didn't secure the line?
(off Dickler's guilty
grimace)

Brilliant.  Fucking brilliant.  How
the fuck are we supposed to negotiate
a settlement, if we can't contact
the people inside?

DICKLER
(glares angrily at
Turturo)

Frank, get the line secured.

FRANK
Sure thing.

Dickler's pissed at being shown up in front of his men.

DICKLER
(to Turturo)

If you want my opinion, I say, fuck
negotiating.  Let's go in.

TURTURO
Let me ask you: in all your years on
the Ashwood force, how many hostage
situations have you been involved
in?

The answer's too obviously "none."

DICKLER
You wanna run this show...

TURTURO
No offense, Captain, I am running
this show.

(to Douglas)
Try it one more time.

Douglas presses the redial button, listens, then shakes his
head.
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INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Evan's still on the phone.  As he listens, he pulls one of
the Jimmy Mosh shirts from the box filled with them.  He
holds it up to Kristen, asking with a look if he can have
it.

She nods sure.

EVAN
(covers mouthpiece)

She wants to know how much the tickets
cost.

CLOSE ON KRISTEN, as she rattles off the price, as if by
heart.

KRISTEN
All seats are ninety-five dollars,
plus there's a seven_dollar service
charge per ticket, and explain that
it isn't our service charge, it's
TicketBroker's.

Evan puts on the shirt, and in exasperation, begins to
explain.

EVAN
Oh, you heard that...Ma'am...no
offense, but we're sort of in the
middle of this hostage situation. 
You'll have to call back...

(beat)
Well, ma'am, I'm honestly sorry you
feel that way.

Kristen holds out her hand for the receiver.

EVAN (CONT'D)
My manager would like to speak with
you.

He hands her the receiver.

KRISTEN
Lady.  Get a life.

She hangs up the phone with a SLAM.

EVAN
She was really rude.

KRISTEN
Welcome to retail.
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EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

CLOSE ON THE TV MONITOR of a news satellite truck, as Jennifer
Jordan does a live remote.

JORDAN
...and the police are frantically
attempting to re-establish contact
with the store.  But according to
our sources within the Connecticut
State Police, there seems to be a
problem with the phone lines...

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

The phone is off the hook.  A computerized voice can be heard.

VOICE (V.O.)
Please hang up and try your call
again.  If you need assistance, dial
the operator.  Please hang up now. 
This is a recording.

This is followed by a repetitive and very annoying BEEP.

SIGHING, Timmons turns and stares for a moment at Deanna. 
He looks at her as if he were inspecting a steak at the
butcher's.

Deanna looks back at him for a second, then turns away.

TIMMONS
(softly, seductively)

Do you believe in fate?  That two
people brought together by
extraordinary circumstances were
meant to be together all along.

DEANNA
Um...I guess that would depend on
the two people.

TIMMONS
You're a very beautiful girl.  Perhaps
you and I could...

DEANNA
(cuts him off)

Excuse me.

Timmons thinks she wants to ask him something.

TIMMONS
Yes...?

But instead of speaking, Deanna moves over to where Evan
sits.
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DEANNA
Is this seat taken?

EVAN
Um...

(looking at space on
floor)

...no.

Smiling very slightly, she sits next to him.

Timmons watches her, an arrogant smile playing on his mouth. 
He turns and catches Kristen staring at him.

KRISTEN
You disgust me.

TIMMONS
The feeling's mutual.

KRISTEN
Why?  'Cause I wouldn't fuck you for
a raise?

Everyone looks.  She addresses her audience.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Last time I was up for review, this
sonofabitch tells me he wants to
discuss my raise over drinks after
work.  I told him, no.  We discuss
it now.

(a small laugh)
So, much for that raise.

TIMMONS
You didn't deserve it.

KRISTEN
Right.  But Lori in Stamford did.

(to the others)
Her store was down twenty percent
from the previous year, but still
she gets a five thousand dollar raise.

SHELLEY
Sounds like she's knobbin' the boss.

KRISTEN
She's bending over backwards from
what I hear.

TIMMONS
What exactly do you hear?
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KRISTEN
Her assistant told me about the grunts
and groans coming from the office
when you guys have your private
meetings.

TIMMONS
(smiles)

Someone else to fire.
(sneeringly)

Or maybe I'll just fuck her instead. 
Make her beg for my forgiveness.

Deanna shoots him an injured and appalled look.

DEANNA
(softly)

You're so gross.

SHELLEY
Yo, gross is the nice word for what
he is.

SUSAN
(to Kristen)

Why haven't you ever reported him?

KRISTEN
(glares at Timmons)

I can't afford to.  I need the
paycheck.  I need the health
insurance.

(to Susan)
It's a big boys club.  The regional,
the VP, they all know how he is. 
Couldn't care less.

Shaking her head, Kristen starts to pace.

Gary, who's been eyeing Kristen, turns to Timmons.

GARY
How'd you get to be district manager?

TIMMONS
Headhunter.

GARY
Beg your pardon.

TIMMONS
I was a DM for Chase Vending.  Ran
all their vending machines in
Connecticut and Western Mass.  Figured
it was time for a change.  Made a
few calls.  And what do you know. 
Jimmy Mosh was looking for someone.
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GARY
What'd you sell?  In the vending
machines?

TIMMONS
Condoms and tampons.

(off their look)
In the bathrooms of bars and
restaurants.

The last comment makes Kristen LAUGH.  Turning her back on
Gary, she confronts Timmons.

KRISTEN
You've got to be kidding me.

TIMMONS
Not at all.

KRISTEN
And that made you qualified for this
job?

TIMMONS
I'd say so.

And Gary makes his move. Lunging, moving fast, he trips
Kristen...

...pulling her down to the floor...

...throwing himself on top of her.

GARY
(screaming)

Just give me the fucking gun and you
won't get hurt.

PANIC, as the others CRY out, or duck from fear of getting
shot.

EVAN
What the fuck, man?

Kristen and Gary WRESTLE on the floor...

...kicking, elbowing, rolling over and over.

Four hands grappling for the revolver...

...but no matter how hard Gary tries...

...he can't seem to pull the gun from her grip.

Evan joins the fracas: jumping onto Gary's back.

He wraps an arm around Gary's neck...
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...getting him into a headlock, choking him...

...trying to pull him off Kristen.

Everyone SCREAMS.

Then a single SHOT rings out.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

A number of huge construction trucks speed past the plaza. 
They are so LOUD, no one hears the gunshot from inside the
store.

FRANK
(yells)

The phone's off the hook.

TURTURO
What?

Frank goes to speak, but his words are drowned out by the
NOISE.

Furious, Turturo turns and motions toward a STATE COP.

As soon as the trucks pass, he begins:

TURTURO (CONT'D)
(points at trucks)

Shut those fuckers down.  I hear so
much as a peep from that construction
site, everyone of those hard hats'll
be spending the night in jail.

STATE COP
Yes, sir.

As the Cop hurries away, Turturo turns back to Frank.

FRANK
The phone is off the hook.  There
isn't a goddamn thing the phone
company can do.

Shaking his head in disgust, Turturo turns and glares at
Dickler.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

SHRIEKS of pain... Kristen, gun clenched firmly in hand, and
Evan, both sit back in shock.  Blood stains their clothing
and hands.  They are covered with sweat, shaking with fear
and rage.

Gary rolls on the floor in agony, clutching his leg.  Blood
oozes from between his fingers.  He is hysterical...SCREAMING.
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GARY
I can't fucking believe this!  My
leg!  You shot my fucking leg!

Still frightened, Susan moves closer to Gary, reaching out
to touch his wound.

GARY (CONT'D)
Don't touch me.

SUSAN
(evenly)

You're going to bleed to death.

TIMMONS
It's what he gets for acting like an
asshole.

Gary turns on Timmons.  He is YELLING.

GARY
An asshole?  You sit there and mouth
off.  At least I tried to do
something.

TIMMONS
And you did.  You got shot.

Ignoring them, Susan goes into the office.  Once inside, she
looks around and spots the photos of Casey tacked to the
wall.

CLOSE ON PHOTOS OF CASEY, as Susan reaches out to touch them
with motherly affection.

Gary's GROANS snap her back to reality.

Turning, Susan sees what she needs: a Jimmy Mosh shirt.

Evan helps Kristen up.  She seems more shaken up than hurt.

EVAN
You okay?

KRISTEN
(taking a deep breath)

Yeah.
(looks into his face)

Thanks...for...

EVAN
(smiles, wipes blood
on his pants leg)

Don't mention it.

Kristen attempts to smile back, but can't.  She turns to
watch Gary, and seems more frightened now than ever.
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KRISTEN
(softly)

I'm sorry.  I'm truly sorry.

Gary looks at her for a moment, then turns away, angry.

Susan arrives, ripping the shirt into make-shift bandages. 
At first Gary tries to push her away...

SUSAN
I know what I'm doing.

Gary gives in and lets her bandage his leg.

CLOSE ON WOUND.  It really is only a flesh wound.

Nonetheless, Gary punches the floor and grits his teeth at
the pain.  Then he turns a hateful stare on Timmons.

TIMMONS
What are you staring at?

Gary snorts a LAUGH, then turns away, MUTTERING:

GARY
Vending machines.

Having stopped the bleeding, Susan takes a bottle of Advil
from her purse, and hands Gary a bunch of tablets.

He looks at Timmons.

GARY (CONT'D)
Didn't you come in here with lunch?

Before Timmons can answer, Kristen turns to Evan.

KRISTEN
It's on the counter.  Will you please
get it for him?

Evan obliges, returning with Timmons' lunch, holding the bag
and the soda out to Gary.

Gary looks at Evan for a beat, before taking them from him.

GARY
Thanks.

Gary takes a sip, then swallows the Advil.  Grabbing a few
french fries, he turns to Kristen.

GARY (CONT'D)
I wasn't going to hurt you.  I just
wanted to get the gun away.

(MORE)
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GARY (CONT'D)
(shakes head)

What the hell's someone like you
doing with a gun, anyway?

SHELLEY
Yeah.  You been, like, raped, or
some shit like that?

KRISTEN
(far away, tired)

No.  Nothing like that.
(looks at Shelley)

The gun's not mine...it belongs to
my husband.  I think he won it in a
poker game.  I didn't even know the
thing was loaded.

SHELLEY
Damn.

GARY
It's loaded, alright.

SUSAN
What's it doing in your purse?

Kristen looks over at the woman, and sees that she sincerely
wants to know.  She looks at the others.

EVAN
I'm kind'a curious.

Deanna nods.

KRISTEN
Well...

She takes a deep breath.  It's time to explain...

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 2:46 PM

Frank comes over to the Corvette command center.  He starts
to speak, when the construction SOUNDS all abruptly cease.
There's dead silence for a beat, as everyone looks around.

FRANK
Got word on the cars.

He motions over toward the parking lot.

The only non-official autos remaining besides the Corvette
and Kristen's clunker, are a Land Rover Defender 90, a Chevy
Cavalier, a pickup truck, and an old Datsun.
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FRANK (CONT'D)
(reads from notepad)

Land Rover belongs to Deanna Pruet,
seventeen, just graduated from
Greenwich Hall High, works part time
at the Gap.  No record, unless you
count a couple of speeding tickets. 
Her parents are richer than God. 
But according to the butler who
answered the phone, they're on a
photo safari in Kenya.

DICKLER
What the fuck's she doing working at
the Gap?

FRANK
I asked the butler the same thing. 
He told me it was to build character.

(flips page)
The Cavalier to Susan Portillo, fifty-
nine, a nurse at Saint Vincent's
Hospital in Stamford.  No record. 
Got an answering machine.

(flips page)
The Datsun to Shelley Coleman,
sixteen, high-school student, mother
of one.

TURTURO
Christ!  At sixteen.

FRANKS
Her parents were killed in a
convenience store robbery in Stamford
a few years back.  Went in to buy
some smokes.  Scared the perp.  He
shot 'em both dead.  Now she and the
baby live with an aunt.

(shakes his head)
She's one angry kid.

DOUGLAS
Can you blame her?

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Shelley now sits much closer to Kristen.

SHELLEY
That's like my biggest fear.  That
my boy's gonna grow up and be getting
into that shit.  Drugs and guns and...

(wipes at a tear)
Darryl, that's my boy.  

(MORE)
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SHELLEY (CONT'D)
His daddy, he held a gun to my head,
put his hand over my mouth, said I
ever tell anyone about it, he'd kill
me.  He said, if I didn't act like I
was lovin' it, he'd fucking kill me.

KRISTEN
How old were you?

SHELLEY
(a long beat)

Twelve.  He was, I don't know, a lot
older.  He seemed a lot older.

She touches a locket that's around her neck, and opening it,
shows it to Kristen.

SHELLEY (CONT'D)
That's him.  That's my Darryl.

CLOSE ON LOCKET.  It contains a photo of an adorable BOY.

KRISTEN
(smiling)

He's beautiful.

SUSAN
Could I see?

SHELLEY
You really want to?

SUSAN
Yes.

Susan looks at the locket and smiles warmly.

SUSAN (CONT'D)
I have a grandson his age.

Susan and Shelley exchange a look, as Gary glances at the
locket.

GARY
He's one handsome little boy.

(joking)
But, ah, he's kind of got Conway
Twitty's nose, don't you think?

Shelley LAUGHS, as does Gary, who stops immediately, and
GROANS instead, pressing a hand to his wound.

GARY (CONT'D)
It does hurt more when you laugh.

Deanna looks at the photo, but her thoughts seems far away.
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DEANNA
My dad wanted a boy.  Was going to
name him Dean.  Had it all planned
out.

(shrugs)
Got me instead.

They all look at her, sensing her sadness.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

Frank continues, with a nod toward a mountain bike chained
to the bike rack in front of the bookstore.

FRANK
The bike.

(shrugs)
My guess is it belongs to that Evan,
who answered the phone.

TURTURO
What about the pick-up?

FRANK
I was saving the best for last.  But
you're not going to like it.

DICKLER
I don't like any of this.

FRANK
Gary Houle, thirty-seven.

(as if predicting the
apocalypse)

Postal worker.

A look of dread crosses everyone's face.

TURTURO
Fuck!

SWISH PAN to Satellite News Truck TV Monitor.  Jennifer Jordan
is still reporting live:

JORDAN
...This word just in on the identity
of the gunman.  According to
unconfirmed police reports, his name
is Gary Houle, a postal employee
from Norwalk, Connecticut.

WIDEN to reveal a BUZZ as word spreads that another postal
employee's gone postal.
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INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 3:04 PM

TIMMONS
(to Deanna)

Your mom should have just had an
abortion and started over.

(to Shelley)
You should have had one as well.

Everyone glares at him.  Deanna is aghast at the comment.

SUSAN
Unbelievable.

TIMMONS
What?  Don't tell me I'm the only
pro-choice person here.

SHELLEY
I'm pro-choice.  And keeping him was
my choice.

TIMMONS
What kind of life is that kid gonna
have?  He'll end up getting shot, or
dying of an overdose, before he
reaches his teens.

SHELLEY
Why, because he's black?

TIMMONS
Because he needs guidance that you
can't give him.  He needs a father
figure.

DEANNA
That's the last thing he needs.

SUSAN
Someone like you, Timmons?

KRISTEN
Or my husband.

Remembering, she goes to look at her watch, but it's not
there.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Shit!  What time is it?

EVAN
(looks at watch)

About five after three.

KRISTEN
Oh, God.
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SHELLEY
What's up?

KRISTEN
Casey.  Someone's got to pick him up
from school.

SHELLEY
You don't think your man will
remember?

She stands, and goes to the office doorway, where she picks
up the off-the-hook receiver.

KRISTEN
He might remember.  But I don't think
he'll care.

SHELLEY
Sounds like he needs a severe attitude
adjustment.

KRISTEN
He needs to be neutered.

TIMMONS
That would solve all of your problems,
wouldn't it?  Neuter every man.

KRISTEN
Not every man, Ed.  Just two.

SHELLEY
Make that three.

DEANNA
Four.

SUSAN
Oh, God.  I wouldn't know where to
begin.

GARY
(looks at Evan, shrugs)

Tough room.

Smiling, Kristen turns away from the others, and presses a
finger to the phone's switch hook, holding it down.  She
seems confused.

EVAN
Try 9-1-1.

KRISTEN
You think?

Evan shrugs.  Kristen releases the switch hook, and dials.
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KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Yeah.  Hi.  This is Kristen Patterson,
manager of the Jimmy Mosh store in
Delany Plaza.  Yeah ...that's the
one.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

Alone at the command center, Frank, eating a slice of greasy
pizza, presses the cell-phone to his ear.  He nods.

FRANK
Uh-huh.  Uh-huh.  Uh-huh.

Oh, shit!  Hold on.

Putting the slice of pizza down on the hood of the Corvette,
Frank hightails it toward the Between the Covers bookshop.

INT. BETWEEN THE COVERS - SAME

The store is deserted, except for a number of COPS.  Frank
enters, heading toward the rear of the store.

In the office/stockroom, he spots the open door that leads
to the basement.  He hears VOICES coming from the basement.

INT. BASEMENT OF BETWEEN THE COVERS - SAME

Frank creeps down the staircase into the basement, which is
filled with boxes of books.

Following the SOUND of Douglas' voice, he walks through an
opening that connects the basement of the bookstore with
that of the Jimmy Mosh store.  It's also filled with boxes
of books.

He finds Douglas, Turturo, Dickler, and another COP standing
in front of a boarded-over staircase.

COP
No way we can be quiet about it. 
They'll know we're coming.

Not what Dickler wanted to hear.

FRANK
(hands phone to Douglas)

For you.

Douglas shoots him a questioning look.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Kristen Patterson.

Douglas snatches the phone from Frank's hands, as Turturo,
Dickler and the Cop turn their attention toward them.
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INT.

JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

CLOSE ON SUSAN AND SHELLEY, who look at the beach photo of
Casey on the office wall.  Susan takes down the photo.

SUSAN
(softly to Shelley)

You and Kristen are very lucky.

INTERCUT BETWEEN BOOKSHOP BASEMENT and JIMMY MOSH STORE:

DOUGLAS
Kristen?

CLOSE ON KRISTEN, as she speaks into the phone.

KRISTEN
Douglas.  My son...

DOUGLAS
(taken aback)

Your...son?

KRISTEN
Casey.  He gets out of school at
three-thirty.  I need for someone to
pick him up.

DOUGLAS
Um...yeah...sure.  What...um...what
school?

As the others look at him in confusion, he shrugs.

KRISTEN
Trumbull Elementary.  Can you do it?

DOUGLAS
Yeah.  Of course.  Is there anyone I
can call to watch him?  His father?

KRISTEN
His father's...out of the picture. 
And no, there's no one.  Can you?

DOUGLAS
(a small smile)

I'll make sure he's okay.

KRISTEN
Thank you.
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DOUGLAS
Now, I need you to do something for
me.  Get the gunman to come to the
phone.

KRISTEN
I'll try.

She covers the mouthpiece, then looks over at the hostages
...into every face...Timmons' last.

They all seem confused: what exactly is she doing?

Kristen turns and WHISPERS into the phone, so they won't
hear.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Not part of his plan.

DOUGLAS
Has he said anything about demands? 
A ransom?

KRISTEN
Nothing.

DICKLER
Ask her if this has anything do to
with Barry Manilow tickets?

Both Douglas and Turturo shoot Dickler a look.

DOUGLAS
Okay.  Is, um...he listening in right
now?

KRISTEN
(cautiously)

No.

DOUGLAS
Okay...good...are you and the other
hostages isolated from the gunman?

KRISTEN
I'm not sure I know what you mean.

DOUGLAS
(eyeing Dickler)

If we were to rush in, could we take
him down without putting anyone else
in jeopardy?

KRISTEN
(dumbfounded)

I...don't see...I don't think that's
going to be possible.
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DOUGLAS
Okay.  That's okay.  Don't worry. 
Now.  Can you do me one favor?

KRISTEN
I'll try.

DOUGLAS
Get him to keep the phone line open?

KRISTEN
(still reeling)

Um.  Yeah.  I think that's doable.

DOUGLAS
Good...good.  And, ah, one more thing,
how close are you and the other
hostages to the basement door?

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Kristen shoots a frightened look at the nailed-shut door.

KRISTEN
(panicked)

I've got to go...

She hangs up the phone, then turns back.  Everyone is staring
at her...they know something is terribly wrong.

TIMMONS
You're not getting away with this.

Kristen nods, sadly, knowingly.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 3:18 PM

They exit the book shop...

TURTURO
The gunman must have kids.

DOUGLAS
How do you figure?

TURTURO
He lets her call 9-1-1 to arrange
for someone to pick her son up from
school.

DICKLER
Great, a compassionate fruitcake.

TURTURO
Frank.  Get me everything you can on
that Gary Houle.  

(MORE)
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TURTURO (CONT'D)
I especially want to know if he has
kids, if he's ever had kids from a
previous marriage, if his wife's got
a kid on the way.  Anything.

FRANK
Got'cha.

Frank heads off to use the radio in his car.

DOUGLAS
What are you thinking?

TURTURO
That maybe if we're lucky he's got a
wife and kids somewhere that he
adores.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 3:46 PM

The tension is getting to everyone.

Kristen sits on the floor.  The gun is on her lap.  In front
of her are boxes of the "I Love You..." cassette and CD.

Meticulously, she unwraps a cassette, pulling the tape from
it's plastic case, and destroying it.

Next, she turns to a CD, unwrapping it, taking the disc from
its case, and snapping it in half.  She repeats the process...

They all watch Kristen with grave concern...

TIMMONS
You couldn't have just told her what
she wanted to hear?  You couldn't
have just said, sorry it's out of
stock like every other fucking record
store.

Kristen ignores him, and just keeps on cracking those CDs.

SHELLEY
But it wasn't out of stock.  What
she told me was right.

TIMMONS
Right?  Who gives a fuck?  There's
no right or wrong here.  It's just a
fucking compact disc.

(disgusted, shaking
head)

Just some fucking jungle music.

They stare at him in shock, as if they can't believe their
ears.
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SUSAN
(enraged)

You racist mother-fucker.

SHELLEY
Whoa.

TIMMONS
(screaming)

It's got nothing to do with race.

SUSAN
It's got everything to do with race.

TIMMONS
Why?  Because I don't listen to your
people's music?

SHELLEY
Your people's music!  What the fuck
you mean by "your people's music?"

TIMMONS
Yours...

(points at Gary)
...and yours...

(points at Deanna)
...and yours...

(points at Evan)
...and yours.

GARY
What the hell?  You think I come
from Country-Western land?  Or Easy-
Listening land?  Give me a fucking
break.

TIMMONS
No.  You give me a fucking break!

Finally, Kristen has heard enough, lifting the gun from her
lap, she calmly aims in toward the ceiling and SHOOTS off a
round. The SHOT echoes in the store, as bits of ceiling tile
rain down on their heads.

KRISTEN
(to Timmons)

Give us all a fucking break.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

The SHOT catches everyone off guard.

PANIC...as COPS, both in front of and in back of the store,
duck and hide for cover, then draw their guns and take aim
at the store's entrances. ON-LOOKERS scramble away, as do
the members of the MEDIA.
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At the command center, all attention is turned toward the
store.

Douglas is already picking up the cell-phone.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Kristen places the gun back on her lap, and glares at Timmons.

KRISTEN
If I wanted your opinion, Ed, I'd
ask for it.

Timmons goes to speak, but she cuts him off.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
Believe me when I tell you, I don't
care.

The phone RINGS.

Shaking her head, Kristen stands and goes over to answer it.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

Douglas in on the cell-phone.

Turturo and Dickler listen in on headsets.

DOUGLAS
Talk to me, Kristen.  Please.  Tell
me you're okay.

INTERCUT BETWEEN JIMMY MOSH STORE and DELANY PLAZA PARKING
LOT: Kristen sounds as if she has everything planned out. 
This time she doesn't turn around, and instead glares at
Timmons.

KRISTEN
(into phone)

I'm fine, Douglas.  His gun went off
by accident.  No one was hurt.

DOUGLAS
I've got to speak to him.  Now.

KRISTEN
Sorry.

Kristen pauses a beat, goes to speak, but instead hangs up.

Timmons glares back.  He's finally figured it out.

TIMMONS
They don't know it's you.
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The others look first at Timmons, then at Kristen...it's all
beginning to make sense.

EVAN
Cool.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

Noticing the COPS and SWAT TEAMERS all seem ready to storm
the store, Douglas goes slightly over the deep end.

DOUGLAS
(yells at COPS)

It was nothing!  An accident!  Put
your fucking guns away.

CLOSE ON COPS AND SWAT TEAMERS, who eye him suspiciously,
while slowly holstering their weapons.

Douglas turns and faces the others at the command center.

Douglas goes to speak, but stops himself, as Casey Patterson,
accompanied by a ROOKIE, is brought over to the command
center.

Douglas takes a deep breath and tries to compose himself, as
he and Frank turn to greet the child.

DOUGLAS (CONT'D)
Hi.  I'm Detective Douglas Hamill. 
And you must be Casey.

CASEY
(worried)

Yeah.  What's going on here?  Where's
my mom?

Douglas and Frank exchange glances.  Douglas squats down so
that he is eye-to-eye with the child.

DOUGLAS
Well...um...your mom is helping us
out right now.

CASEY
Helping you out.  How?

DOUGLAS
We're in the middle of a little...

FRANK
Situation.

Douglas shoots Frank a look.

DOUGLAS
Yeah, a situation in her store.
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CASEY
(panicked)

She's not hurt, is she?

DOUGLAS
No, no, of course not.  I just talked
to her.

CASEY
You did?

DOUGLAS
Yeah.

CASEY
She's okay?  She's not going to get
hurt?

DOUGLAS
I promise you, she'll be fine.

(stands, to Rookie
Cop)

Can you keep an eye on him for me?

The Rookie Cop nods, and leads Casey away by the hand.

CLOSE ON CASEY, as he stares back at Douglas.

CLOSE ON DOUGLAS and FRANK.

FRANK
Now what?

DOUGLAS
I deliver on that promise.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 4:11 PM

Once again seated on floor, Kristen reaches for and destroys
the final "I Love You..." CD.  Unfortunately, it hasn't
helped.

Gary, who's been watching her throughout, holds up the copy
of the "I Love You..." CD, which he still carries with the
others.

GARY
There's one more.

Kristen sees what Gary is offering and smiles.  Gary smiles
back.  The moment seems oddly touching.

KRISTEN
Keep it.
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GARY
But I didn't pay for it, for any of
them, yet.

KRISTEN
Courtesy of Jimmy Mosh.

GARY
Thanks.

TIMMONS
You're a fucking piece of work.

(off her look)
How much other product have you given
away over the last four years?

KRISTEN
How many stores are there in the
Jimmy Mosh chain?

TIMMONS
Over a thousand.

KRISTEN
One thousand, fifty-seven to be
precise.

TIMMONS
What's that got to do...?

KRISTEN
And what was my shrink last year?

TIMMONS
I don't care.

KRISTEN
Of course not, but I'll refresh your
memory anyway.  One tenth of one
percent.  The second lowest shrink
in the entire company.  So, don't
talk to me about giving away product.

GARY
What's shrink?

KRISTEN
Product that's stolen.

SHELLEY
She ain't shittin' us either.  I
know lots of kids at school who've
tried to take stuff from here.

(looks at Kristen)
You always catch 'em.  They say at
Music World you can walk out with
half the store and no one even cares.
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KRISTEN
You could have had the new Wu-Tang
Clan for free.

SHELLEY
Yeah, well...

(looks at Evan)
...I read that Billboard magazine.

(looks at Kristen)
They know about this stuff, right?

KRISTEN
Right.

SHELLEY
Then...I apologize for all that shit
I said before.  Y'know.  I'm sorry.

KRISTEN
(nods slowly)

Apology accepted.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 4:33 PM

Frank escorts LISA HOULE over to the command center.  She is
a plain-looking, overweight woman in her mid-30s, accompanied
by two overweight children, a BOY, 7, and a GIRL, 5.

FRANK
This is Mrs. Houle.

The woman is hysterical...the kids are almost, as well.

LISA
Oh, my. God.  Gary!  Has something
happened to my Gary?

(shrieking)
Gary!

TURTURO
Calm down, Mrs. Houle.  From what we
know, no one's been hurt.

FRANK
We need to ask you a few questions.

BOY/GIRL
(shrieking)

Daddy!  We want our daddy!

Frank stares at the woman and children uneasily...he and
Turturo exchange a glance.

FRANK
Does your husband own any weapons,
Mrs. Houle?  Handguns?  Rifles?  An
AK-47 perhaps?
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Lisa's eyes go wide...she SCREAMS, HYPERVENTILATES and SOBS
all at the same time.

LISA
Oh, my God...Gary!!!

BOY/GIRL
Daddy!

Frank continues in vain...

Douglas turns and spots Casey standing with the Rookie Cop,
next to a police cruiser, parking at the outer edge of the
lot.

DOUGLAS' POV of Casey.  The kid looks worried.

Turning back, Douglas pulls Turturo away from Frank and Lisa.

DOUGLAS
I want in.

TURTURO
Are you crazy?

Douglas shoots the store a look, then SIGHS.

DOUGLAS
No.  Just mad.

TURTURO
You can't negotiate with a gun pointed
at your head.

DOUGLAS
We can't negotiate if the sonofabitch
won't come to the phone.

(sincerely)
I can get those people out of there.

Turturo thinks for a moment, never taking his eyes off
Douglas.

DOUGLAS (CONT'D)
I know the manager.  I know the layout
of the store.  I was in there this
morning, for Christ's sake.  I have
to help that woman.

After an agonizing beat, Turturo nods.

TURTURO
I'll give you thirty minutes.  At
which point you either come out,
or...

(MORE)



79.

TURTURO (CONT'D)
(hates having to say
it)

...get those hostages down, 'cause
we're coming in.

Taking a quick glance at his watch, Douglas nods.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 5:09 PM

Kristen stands, stretching her legs, and takes a peek around
one of the browsers.  Then taking off her Jimmy Mosh shirt,
tying it around her waist, she starts pacing again.

Timmons LAUGHS.

Everyone turns to face him...Kristen last.

It's as if he's waiting to be asked.

KRISTEN
What, Ed?  What's so damn funny?  Is
my tank top wrinkled, too?

TIMMONS
Actually, yes.  But that's not why
I'm laughing.

(off her look)
Just the other day I fired a kid in
New Haven for having a tattoo.

He motions at the tattoo peeking out from under the strap of
her tank top.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
What is it?  A rose?  A serpent?  An
upside-down crucifix?

KRISTEN
(displaying it)

None of the above.  It's the angel
Gabriel.

SUSAN
(smiles)

Watching out for you.

TIMMONS
Guess, ol' Gabe must have taken the
day off.

KRISTEN
You were never tempted?  Not even
back in your vending machine years?
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GARY
(laughing)

A tampon tattoo on his biceps.

TIMMONS
It's never even crossed my mind.
It's fucking stupid.  Freaks of nature
scarring your own bodies.  Why anyone
would...

Shelley hikes up her right pant leg, displaying a tattoo on
her ankle.  She proudly cuts Timmons off.

SHELLEY
It's my boy's name in baby blocks. 
Got it the day after he was born.

Gary unbuttons his shirt.  There's a huge American flag tattoo
on his chest.

GARY
I'm proud of mine.  Got it the day I
got back from fighting in the Gulf. 
Came home without a scratch.  'Course,
I get shot buying some CDs.  Go
figure.

Susan rolls up a sleeve.  There's a small tattoo on her
biceps.

SUSAN
I thought it would hurt more than it
actually did.

DEANNA
Um...mine's...ah...oh, what the hell?

Deanna stands, unbuttons her jeans, and displays a little
tattoo near her panty line.

DEANNA (CONT'D)
I didn't want my father to know about
it.  He'd'a had a shit-fit.

Only Evan remains.  He looks in a panic at the others, then
at Timmons.

TIMMONS
Don't tell me.

EVAN
Well...um...do nipple rings count?

He hikes up his t-shirt revealing a silver ring in each
nipple.
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It takes a beat, but the others smile.  Only Timmons shakes
his head in disgust.

DEANNA
(smiles, blushes)

Way cool.

GARY
That's as ballsy as a tattoo in my
book.

The others agree.  Deanna reaches over and gently touches
one of the rings with a fingertip.

KRISTEN
But you've got to promise to get a
tattoo as soon as you get out of
here.

EVEN
Yes, ma'am.

DEANNA
(to Evan)

We can go together...I mean, if you
like.

(motions at nipple
rings)

And I can get those.

There's a beat of bliss at the discovery of their "club."

KRISTEN
See Ed, you can hide behind the well-
pressed Italian suit all you want,
but still you're nothing more than a
guy who used to stock bathroom vending
machines with condoms and tampons.

SUSAN
Who sexually harasses his employees.

GARY
Pretty pathetic, when you think about
it.

There's a sad beat, as the realization hits home that Timmons'
life is pretty damn pathetic.

CLOSE ON TIMMONS.  No one realizes it more than he does.

EXT.

DELANY PLAZA - 5:21 PM

CLOSE ON Turturo and Dickler who stand by the command center.
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DICKLER
This is crazy.  You can't send Hamill
in there.

TURTURO
I'm running this show, Captain.  Or
do I have to remind you?

DICKLER
Being in charge doesn't give you the
right to put one of my men at risk.

SWISH PAN to Douglas, who stands in front of the open side
door of a state police van.

Inside, the van is loaded with tons of surveillance equipment.

Douglas wears a bullet-proof vest.  Though it is unzipped,
he is sweating profusely.  The transmitter is taped to his
stomach.

A LANKY COP that stands at least six-six, taps Douglas on
the left shoulder.

LANKY COP
The mic's right here.

CLOSE ON ARM HOLE OF VEST, the small microphone sticks out,
just barely.

LANKY COP (CONT'D)
It'll pick up every sound.

DOUGLAS
I don't have to turn it on?

LANKY COP
Nope.  Just try not to sweat.

Shorts out the battery pack.  Burns like hell.

DOUGLAS
It's a hundred degrees out, and you
want me not to sweat.

Shrugging, the lanky cop puts some headphones on and pushes
a few buttons on a tape recorder/receiver.

LANKY COP
Say something.

It takes Douglas a beat to figure out what to say.

DOUGLAS
Okay.  I'll take a Cappuccino Heath
Bar Blizzard.  

(MORE)
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DOUGLAS (CONT'D)
No, no, make that a large Very Banana
Blizzard with Vienna Fingers.

LANKY COP
Sill hurting, huh?

(off his look)
I know how you feel.  My ex runs the
Dunkin Donuts across the street from
the barracks.

DOUGLAS
(empathizing)

That must be rough.

LANKY COP
I've dropped twenty pounds in the
past six months.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 5:31 PM

The Timmons' moment ends...the predicament remains...and
Kristen begins pacing again.

EVAN
(politely clearing
throat)

Can...um...we put some music on,
maybe?

Kristen turns to face him.

DEANNA
Yeah.  Please.

GARY
Might make the time pass a little
faster.

KRISTEN
Don't see why not.

(motions toward counter)
The stereo's under the register.

EVAN
I can do it?

KRISTEN
Knock yourself out.

EVAN
(standing)

Can I put on anything I want?

KRISTEN
Except "I Love You More Than Life
Itself."

(MORE)
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KRISTEN (CONT'D)
(looks at Gary)

No offense.

GARY
None taken.  It was a gift for the
missis.

EVAN
Cool!

(happy, nodding to
himself)

Let's see...um...Nirvana.  Yeah. 
This is definitely a Kurt Cobain
sort of day.

He begins walking toward the front of the store, when Timmons'
voice stops him in his tracks.

TIMMONS
Kurt Cobain.  Now there's someone
who couldn't have blown his brains
out soon enough.

Evan turns.  He's so absolutely offended and angry by what
Timmons has said, he's shaking. He turns to Kristen.

EVAN
(points at gun)

Could I please see that for a minute.

There's a connection between them.  SHE HANDS HIM THE GUN.
Gripping it in his hand, Evan walks over to Timmons and
forcefully presses the tip of the gun against his forehead.

There is a tense, deadly silence that fills the room.

SUSAN
Don't, Evan.  He's not worth it.

EVAN
You evil sonofabitch.

TIMMONS
(through clenched
teeth)

What the hell are you doing?  You've
got the gun.  Shoot her.

(points accusingly at
Kristen, yells)

Shoot her.  She's the one who took
us hostage.  Shoot her and I'll give
you a job.  You can manage your own
record store.

EVAN
I don't think so.
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TIMMONS
(to Gary)

Do something!
(to Deanna)

Don't just sit there!

EVAN
(trying to control
his anger)

No, man.  You don't understand. 
This ain't us against her anymore.

(beat)
It's us against you.

Everyone nods at the truth of his words.

Evan is breathing heavy.  He goes to speak, but it is
Kristen's voice we hear...

KRISTEN
Let me have the gun, Evan.

Evan turns to look at her.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
If anyone's going to shoot the
sonofabitch, it's going to be me.

Nodding, letting out a guttural GROAN, Evan pulls the gun
away.

Then, taking a few steps back, he turns, hands the gun back
to Kristen, then walks off toward the awaiting stereo.

Deanna turns to Timmons.  Her voice still soft.

DEANNA
You must have a guardian angel
watching over your shoulder.

TIMMONS
(trying to calm down)

Why's that?

DEANNA
'Cause I would have blown your fucking
head off.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 5:36 PM

Lisa Houle sits on the front passenger seat of Douglas's
car.  The kids stand nearby.  Frank squats in front of her,
still trying to get some info.

FRANK
Has Gary been happy at work...at
home...
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LISA
I think...I guess...

FRANK
Has he mentioned any problems?  Does
he gamble?  Drink?

LISA
No...not really...no...oh, I don't
know...he was going to buy the new
John Tesh CD for my birthday.  I
told him to go to the mall.  It's
cheaper in the mall.

FRANK
He wasn't here for Barry Manilow
tickets?

LISA
Barry Manilow tickets went on sale
today?  Oh, my God!  I love Barry!

(shrieking again)
Barry!!

Frank shakes his head.  His look of frustration says it all.

MUSIC UP: "Oh, the Guilt" by Nirvana

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 5:51 PM

The music is LOUD...and the mood has changed drastically.

Evan and Deanna are standing quite close to one another,
heads bopping in beat to the music.  She now wears a Jimmy
Mosh shirt.

Susan is watching them...smiling.  She sits next to Gary.

Kristen, still holding onto the gun, sits with Shelley. 
They're TALKING about alternative raps bands.

SHELLEY
I ain't never heard of them.  They
sample and all that shit?

KRISTEN
(nodding)

Usually the best bands are the one's
you've never heard of.

Finally, the CAMERA moves right...and there's Ed Timmons,
tied up with the extra Jimmy Mosh shirts.  One shirt is around
his ankles, one around his wrists, and most importantly, one
is being used as a gag in his mouth.

CLOSE ON TIMMONS' FACE.  His eyes are wide and furious...but
there isn't a damn thing he can do.
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EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 5:52 PM

The graphics are tacky: "Music Mad Mailman"; "Ashwood Held
Hostage"; "Revenge of the Mailman"; etc.

The BUZZ from the REPORTERS continues:

REPORTER #1
Over five hours have passed since
deranged postal employee...

REPORTER #2
...in what's being called a Barry
Manilow ticket scandal of epic
proportions...

JENNIFER JORDAN
...my sources indicate that a police
hostage negotiator is expected to
enter the store...

SWISH PAN to the Corvette command center.

Douglas is ready.  He exchanges an apprehensive look with
the others, then picks up the cell-phone.

He looks over at Dickler who's shaking his head, then over
at Turturo, who nods, then barks an order into a walkie-
talkie.

TURTURO
Now.

MUSIC UP: "Oh, the Guilt" by Nirvana

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Everything as before...when suddenly the music slows and
dies.

EVAN
Hey!

A loud CLUNK, as the air_conditioning unit shuts off.

KRISTEN
Shit!

One-by-one the lights in the store shut off, so that the
only illumination comes from the exit light over the office
door, and the sunlight that streams in from the windows up
front. Everyone looks at each other with apprehension...

The phone RINGS.
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EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

Douglas presses the cell-phone to his ear.

Turturo and Dickler listen in on their headsets.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

The persistent RINGING and the cutting of electricity, have
brought on a sudden dread.  Kristen stands.

EVAN
Want me to get it?

KRISTEN
I think I better.

(answers)
Hello.

INTERCUT BETWEEN DELANY PLAZA PARKING LOT and JIMMY MOSH
STORE:

DOUGLAS
Kristen.  It's Douglas.  I'd need to
come inside.  Tell him, I just want
to talk.  I know this can be resolved,
but not without an open dialogue.

KRISTEN
Hold on a minute.

Kristen lowers the phone.  Looking into the eyes of each of
the hostages, she nods, and makes her decision.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
(into phone)

Okay.

Douglas gets a thumbs-up from Turturo, while Dickler just
looks away in disgust.

DOUGLAS
Good.  Now...we'd like to see one of
the hostages released.  In exchange
for me.  See if that's agreeable?

Kristen covers the mouthpiece, and speaks to the group.

KRISTEN
They're sending in a cop, a hostage
negotiator, to talk to us.  One of
you can leave.

They exchange glances.

EVAN
Not me.
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DEANNA
(looks at Evan)

Me either.

SUSAN
(shakes head, to Gary)

But you should go.  Get that leg
looked at.

GARY
(waves it off)

Ah...
(in Monty Python accent)

...it's only a flesh wound.

KRISTEN
(to Gary)

You sure?

GARY
(shoots an angry glance
at Timmons before
answering)

Yeah.

They turn to Shelley, who looks first at them, then at
Timmons.

SHELLEY
No fucking way, man.  This is good. 
I wanna see how this ends.

Timmons' turn, but he's knows it's not even a possibility.

KRISTEN
(into receiver)

Sorry.  You can come in but no one's
leaving.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

DICKLER
Bullshit!  Let's rush in now!

TURTURO
(shakes head, to
Douglas)

No way.

DOUGLAS
(covers phone)

What choice do we have?
(beat)

I want in.

Turturo and Douglas lock eyes for a moment, then Turturo
nods.
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DOUGLAS (CONT'D)
(into phone)

Have someone meet me at the door.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Kristen hangs up the phone, then turns to Evan.

KRISTEN
Evan, go unlock the door for Detective
Hamill.

EVAN
Want me to frisk him?

KRISTEN
Um...yeah.  Maybe you better.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 6:12 PM

The COPS and SWAT TEAMERS have their guns drawn, their high-
powered rifles aimed, at the entrance to the store.

The ON-LOOKERS watch with anticipation.  A few hold up hand-
made signs: "Postal Employees Are People Too"; "Barry Writes
The Songs That Make The Whole World Sing," and "John 3:3".

CLOSE ON A NEWS TRUCK TV MONITOR: a graphic that reads: "Held
Hostage" dissolves into a wide shot of Douglas, as he walks
from the command center, with Frank and three COPS covering
him.

Jennifer Jordan narrates the action, WHISPERING the play-by-
play.

JORDAN (VO ON TV)

You could cut the tension here with a butter knife, as hostage
negotiator, Detective Douglas Hamill, approaches the entrance
to the store...

ON TV: Just as Douglas steps onto the sidewalk, a WOMAN in
her 50s, rushes toward the Jimmy Mosh store.

JORDAN (VO ON TV)

Oh, my.  Where did she come from?  A woman, an older woman,
is rushing toward the store...

ON TV: Frank and a Cop rush over and tackle the Woman.

JORDAN (VO ON TV)

It looks as if she's been immobilized by the police officers. 
And right now we can only speculate.  Could she be related
to someone trapped in the store?  Bereaved, confused,
frightened.  
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Or could she be an accomplice, partners with whomever it is
holding Ashwood hostage?  She doesn't appear to be armed...

SWISH PAN to the front of the Jimmy Mosh Store: Frank is
holding the Woman down on the sidewalk.  She is hysterical.

WOMAN
(screaming)

Help!  Help!

FRANK
(showing badge)

Police.  What the hell are you doing
here?  Are you nuts?

WOMAN
I only wanted...

FRANK
(yelling)

Didn't you notice the barriers? 
We're in the middle of a Goddamn
hostage situation.

WOMAN
...my Barry Manilow tickets.  I drove
all the way from New Caanan.

FRANK
There's an armed gunman inside the
store.

WOMAN
But it'll only take a minute.

(whining, crying)
The radio said they went on sale
today.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Evan walks up to the front of the store.  Spotting the cops
through the window, he unlocks the door, and opens it.

Scanning the parking lot, Evan notices the guns aimed at
him... and then he spots the TV cameras...

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

CLOSE ON TV MONITOR: Evan can be seen waving from the doorway.

JORDAN (VO ON TV)

He's waving now.

A pretty young woman of about 15, who's watching the monitor,
SCREAMS hysterically.  Her name is NOREEN.
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NOREEN
Oh, my God!  That's my brother!

REPORTERS descend upon Noreen for information.

SWISH PAN to the front of the Jimmy Mosh Store, as Evan,
smiling, raises a fist in the air, and YELLS toward the ON-
LOOKERS.

EVAN
Attica!  Attica!

This makes some of the COPS particularly jumpy.

Douglas holds a hand up toward the Cops: keep cool...

...just as the chant of "Attica" is ANSWERED by some of the
On-lookers, causing Evan to LAUGH.

EVAN (CONT'D)
Cool!

(turning to Douglas)
You Detective Hamill?

DOUGLAS
Yeah...and you are?

EVAN
Evan Stinson, sir.

Douglas looks into Evan's eyes, then shoots a glance back at
the other cops, one of whom is leading the Manilow fan away.

Frank steps forward, brushing the dust off his pants.  He
motions toward the bike rack, while questioning Evan.

FRANK
That your bike, son?

EVAN
Yes, sir.  It sure is.  Would you,
um, like me to move it?

FRANK
No.  It's fine right where it is.

EVAN
Okay.

Frank nods toward Douglas, who takes a deep breath, then
turns to Evan, and follows him into the store.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Evan closes and locks the door.
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EVAN
I'm supposed to frisk you.

Douglas assumes the position, and Evan pats him down.

While being frisked, Douglas examines the "I Love You..."
artist standup, and is forced to smile despite himself.

Finding no weapons, Evan motions for Douglas to follow him.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

Turturo, Dickler, Frank, all wearing headsets, listen to the
broadcast from Douglas' wire.

The Lanky Cop wears headphones, and controls the receiver.

EVAN (through headphones)
Back here.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Evan leads Douglas to the rear of the store, then walks over
to Kristen and the others, taking his place by their side.

CLOSE ON DOUGLAS, as the look on his face morphs from serious
caution to complete confusion.

HIS POV: on one side, Timmons bound and gagged...

...on the other, Evan, Deanna, (both in Mosh shirts), Gary
(his shirt tied around a wound in his leg), Susan, Shelley...

...and Kristen...she's the one holding the gun. Everyone is
silent.

Douglas looks at Kristen.  Despite the fact that she's even
more beautiful than he remembered, he feels betrayed.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

As before...they wait anxiously.

DICKLER
Why the fuck can't we hear anything?

LANKY COP
Cause no one's saying anything, sir.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Staring at Kristen, Douglas goes to speak, but stops himself
short...it's all being recorded.

DOUGLAS
(muttering)

Sonofabitch.
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With his eyes locked on Kristen's, Douglas reaches his right
hand to his left shoulder, finds the microphone, and rips it
off.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

The Lanky Cop frantically pulls off the headphones.

Turturo, Dickler, and Frank do likewise with their headsets.

The receiver SQUEALS out loud white noise.

TURTURO
What the fuck is that?

LANKY COP
(fiddling with receiver)

We've lost him.

TURTURO
Fuck!

DICKLER
(to Turturo)

Bullshit!  I told you this was a
stupid fucking idea.

The Lanky Cop pulls plugs, checks this and that...

LANKY COP
The problem's inside, Major.

Looking at the Lanky Cop, then at Dickler, then at the mob
scene surrounding him, Turturo finally turns away,
screaming...

TURTURO
Fuck!

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 6:28 PM

Douglas glares at Kristen.

DOUGLAS
You?  You're the gunman?

KRISTEN
I...ah...meant to tell you.

DOUGLAS
(angrily)

I can't fucking believe this.

Kristen is upset.

The phone RINGS.
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EVAN
Should I get it?

No one answers for a few rings, as Douglas and Kristen glare
at each other, the lack of air conditioning taking its toll.

Finally, Douglas breaks the silence.

DOUGLAS
Let me.

He walks over to the phone, takes a deep breath, then answers.

INTERCUT BETWEEN DELANY PLAZA PARKING LOT and JIMMY MOSH
STORE: Turturo is on the cell-phone.  The others listen in
on headsets.  They stand at the Corvette command center.

TURTURO
What the fuck is going on?

DOUGLAS
I guess being taped wasn't part of
the plan.

TURTURO
Are you okay?

DOUGLAS
Just dandy.

TURTURO
I don't like this.

DOUGLAS
(staring at Kristen)

Yeah, well...neither do I.

TURTURO
Thirty minutes, detective.  Then
we're coming in.

DOUGLAS
(glances at his watch)

How will I know?

TURTURO
Don't worry.  You'll know.

Turturo hangs up, and spots Dickler glaring at him.

DICKLER
Let's go in now.

TURTURO
We go in when I give the order.  And
not a second before.  Do you
understand that, Captain?
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DICKLER
Loud and clear...

(condescendingly)
Major.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Hanging up the phone, Douglas turns on Kristen.

DOUGLAS
You lied to me.  I...I...can't
believe...

Exasperated, Douglas turns and looks into each and every
face.

DOUGLAS (CONT'D)
Would someone like to tell me what
the fuck is going on here?

KRISTEN
Y'know, there's no need to be an
asshole about it.

Kristen turns away pissed.

DOUGLAS
Excuse me.  But I'm not the one who's
holding six people hostage in the
back of her store.

DEANNA
She's not holding us hostage.

Douglas looks at Deanna for a beat, then turns to Kristen.

DOUGLAS
(softens a little)

I'm not the one who's got a little
boy out there who's worried sick
about his mom.

She looks at him at the mention of her son.

DOUGLAS (CONT'D)
(frustrated again)

I'm not the one who's throwing her
life away...for....

(screams)
...for what?  So you can live out
the fantasy of...

(shrugs)
...killing your boss?

There's a long beat of silence which Susan finally breaks.
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SUSAN
You want to know what happened?

DOUGLAS
Yeah.

SUSAN
Well...

They all SPEAK very fast.

SHELLEY
It all started when I thought I saw
the new Wu-Tang Clan at Record World.

DEANNA
It all started when...

(points at Timmons)
...he was born.

GARY
Maybe it's Timmons' father who should
have been castrated.

Douglas holds up his hands.

DOUGLAS
One at a time.

They all turn to Kristen.  She takes a deep breath.

KRISTEN
(matter-of-factly)

I woke up with Casey pointing this
gun at my face...

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

CLOSE ON the dozen of guns aimed at the store.  The steely-
eyed looks on the faces of the Cops.

SWISH PAN to the concerned looks in the faces of the On-
Lookers.

SWISH PAN to Lanky Cop, trying desperately to fix the
receiver.

SWISH PAN to Turturo, Dickler, Frank, and some other COPS as
they lay out a blueprint of the plaza on the hood of the
Corvette.

CLOSE ON BLUEPRINT, as Dickler's finger points out the store
office, and the rear emergency exit.

DICKLER
We'll hit 'em with gas through the
front, then go in here.

(MORE)
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DICKLER (CONT'D)
(looks at Turturo)

It'll be a hell of a lot faster than
trying to get in through the basement.

Reluctantly, Turturo nods.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 6:41 PM

KRISTEN
(shrugs)

And here you are.

Douglas looks at her, then at the others, who nod in
agreement...

...except for Timmons, who shakes his head, and GROANS.

Douglas glares at Timmons for a beat, then goes over, and
pulls the gag from his mouth.  He unties him.

TIMMONS
(angry and embarrassed)

You want to hear the real story?

DOUGLAS
(exasperated)

Can't wait.

TIMMONS
I'll tell it to you.  My name Edward
J. Timmons.  I'm a district manager
for the Jimmy Mosh chain.  This woman,
Kristen Patterson, I fired her for...

DOUGLAS
For what?  For not pushing some blank
tape?

TIMMONS
(as if it means the
world)

We're in the middle of a blank tape
contest, Detective.  Sorry if you
fail to grasp the seriousness of
that situation.

Douglas looks at Timmons as if he were nuts.  But Timmons
ignores the look, and continues on with his version of the
events.

CLOSE ON SHELLEY, who leans over and WHISPERS to Susan and
Deanna, as if she couldn't care about what Timmons has to
say.
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SHELLEY
(nods at Douglas)

Great eyes.

SUSAN
Great ass.

(off their looks)
I may be old, but I'm not dead.

SHELLEY
Obviously not.

DEANNA
(nods at Kristen)

They'd make a cute couple, don't you
think?

SHELLEY
And he seems to like her son.  That's
big.

CLOSE ON GARY and EVAN, who likewise share a moment.

EVAN
If you like country, you should check
out some of the "no depression" bands.

GARY
What do they sound like?

EVAN
Well...alternative-country-rock-rhythm
n' blues.  Y'know like, Keith Richards
and Hank Williams sharing a bottle
of bourbon in Minneapolis.  Know
what I mean?

GARY
(hasn't a clue)

Oh, yeah.  I know exactly what you
mean.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

TWO COPS load tear gas canisters into a bazooka-like weapon.

SWISH PAN to some other COPS, as they unload riot-gear shields
from a police van.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 6:44 PM

TIMMONS
And here you are, detective.

Douglas buries his face in his hands.
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TIMMONS (CONT'D)
Fine.  Don't believe me.  I'm just
the one who was bound and gagged.  I
must be the bad guy.

Douglas stands, and walks over to Kristen.

DOUGLAS
Okay.  So, I think I piece together
how you got here.  But the question
is, why?

KRISTEN
There wasn't much thought process
involved.

(shakes her head)
There wasn't any.

Douglas exhales loudly, his tone becoming urgent.

DOUGLAS
Okay...look...we're on a schedule
here.

KRISTEN
What do you mean, a schedule?

He addresses the entire group.

DOUGLAS
We've got...

(glances at watch)
...exactly fourteen minutes before
cops come bursting through that
door...

(points at rear exit)
...with the sole intent of taking
you...

(he looks at Kristen)
...down.

Kristen exchanges looks with Susan, and Shelley, and the
others.

Between the heat and tension, everyone is now covered in
sweat.

Kristen goes to speak, but it is Timmons' voice we hear...

TIMMONS
Why the fuck would you tell her that?

DOUGLAS
'Cause I don't want to see her get
shot.
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Timmons stands, and walks over to Douglas and Kristen.  He
gets all red-faced, losing it completely, YELLING like never
before.

He points a finger at Kristen's face...

TIMMONS
The fucking bitch deserves to get
shot.  She deserves to rot to jail. 
To rot in a fucking jail cell for
the rest of her life.

...which Douglas slaps away.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

THREE COPS unload a huge black battering ram from a police
van.  They run it over to the rear exit of the Jimmy Mosh
store.

SWISH PAN to COPS who put on their riot-gear helmets and
bullet-proof vests, then load their precision rifles.

SWISH PAN to Casey and the Rookie Cop, as they stand near
the Police Cruiser.  Casey is very quiet, staring at his
mom's store.

ROOKIE COP
You thirsty?  Want a soda, or
something?  An ice cream?

CASEY
No, thank you.  I'd just like to see
my Mom, please.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 6:46 PM

As everyone stares at him as if he's completely lost it,
Timmons turns away, running his hands through his hair,
slicking it back with the sweat.  He tries to calm down.

TIMMONS
So, what's your plan, Detective?  Do
you even have one?  Only...

(looks at watch)
...twelve minutes left.  You must
have a fucking plan.

Douglas is in no mood...

DOUGLAS
I don't know, Timmons.  What would
you suggest?

SUSAN
Can't wait to hear this.
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TIMMONS
They should all give up now.  The
longer this goes on, the harder it'll
be for all of them.

KRISTEN
(looking at the others)

Them?

TIMMONS
They're your accomplices.

(looking around)
They tied me up.  Gagged me.

(motions toward Evan)
He shoved a gun in my face.

(mimics Evan)
It's not us against her anymore,
it's us against you.

(motions at Kristen)
She was going to let one of you go,
but did anyone leave?

(to Shelley)
You want to see how this ends, like
it was some fucking TV show.

DOUGLAS
(distracted)

Give it a rest.  Or haven't you ever
heard of the Stockholm syndrome?

GARY
What's that?

Douglas goes to speak, but it is Susan's voice we hear...

SUSAN
It's a psychiatric term for when
hostages become emotionally attached
to their captors.

GARY
It's an intellectual attachment.

TIMMONS
Please.

SHELLEY
Uh-uh.  It's a race thing.  The human
race versus...

(points at Timmons)
...this piece of shit.

DOUGLAS
Not exactly what your defense attorney
would argue.
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GARY
Defense attorney...?

As everyone looks around, a realization slowly dawns that
they are all in serious trouble.

SHELLEY
Damn.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

Another squad of SWAT TEAM COPS takes position.  They aim
their high powered rifles, and wait...

SWISH PAN to the command center.  Dickler and Turturo argue:

DICKLER
If anything happens to Hamill...

TURTURO
He wanted in, Captain...or do I have
to remind you?

DICKLER
You're supposed to be running this
show...or do I have to remind you?

Frank's heard enough.  He YELLS at Dickler and Turturo.

FRANK
This ain't a pissing match.

Dickler goes to speak, but Frank holds up a hand to shut him
up.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Put your egos aside until this is
over.  Then you can both go back to
being assholes, and no one'll give a
damn.

SWISH PAN to outer edge of parking lot where a throng of
SPECTATORS are held back by police barriers...even the hard
hatted construction WORKERS watch and WHISPER.

Bill Patterson pushes his way to the front of the line,
watching the scene with -- could it be? -- concern.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

It's hot, breathing is difficult.

Kristen is pacing.  Douglas leans up against a wall.  Everyone
else is seated, watching either Kristen or Douglas.

KRISTEN
This is all my fault.
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SHELLEY
(angrily)

No.  I started this thing.
(turns, glares at
Timmons)

And then that asshole pushed you.

KRISTEN
And that gave me the right to pull
out a gun?

SUSAN
According to some, it's your God
given right...

TIMMONS
Now you're gonna quote the second
amendment.

SHELLEY
He pushed you!

TIMMONS
Yeah, I fucking pushed her.  Yeah, I
didn't give her a raise cause she
wouldn't fuck me.  And yeah, I'm
fucking the manager in Stamford.

(screams)
But so fucking what?  So fucking
what?  So fucking what?

(shakes head)
I've had it up to hear with you
people.  The fucking good ol' boy,
little miss ghetto mouth, miss civil
rights, and the rest of you, tattooed
and pierced freaks.

Douglas turns on him.  He's enraged, SCREAMING right in his
face.

DOUGLAS
You self-righteous bastard.  What
gives you the right to speak to them
that way?  What gives you the fucking
right!?

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - SAME

At the front entrance, TWO COPS hold a bazooka high, ready
to launch canisters of tear-gas through the windows.

At the rear exit, the FIVE COPS hold the batting ram steady,
aiming it at the door, waiting for Turturo's order.

Turturo, Dickler and Frank stand at the Corvette command
center ...counting down the minutes.
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SWISH PAN to Casey and the Rookie Cop...

...then to Bill Patterson and the other spectators...

...then to the media...

...cameras roll, REPORTERS whisper...

Jennifer Jordan speaks to her camera.

JORDAN
...In trying to describe this
situation, the word explosive
immediately comes to mind...

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Douglas tightens his fingers into fists.  He wants so badly
to hit Timmons, but instead he only turns away.

Kristen walks up to his side.

KRISTEN
Let's stop this now.

(looks over her
shoulder at Timmons)

I can't stand listening to that
sonofabitch for another second.

Taking a deep breath, Kristen puts the gun down on top of
one of the browsers, then turns back to Douglas.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
I just want to see my son.

Douglas looks deep into her eyes.

Timmons LAUGHS loudly, obnoxiously.

TIMMONS
Your son.

(mimicking Kristen)
You just want to see your son.

(sadistically)
Well, you should have thought of
that before you pulled out that gun.

KRISTEN
(nervously, to Douglas)

What's he talking about?

TIMMONS
Don't bother, Detective.  I'll fucking
tell her.

She turns to look at him.
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TIMMONS (CONT'D)
Your son is history.  Bye-bye.  No
more.  Your husband's going to get
custody, full fucking custody.  And
if he doesn't want him, I'm sure a
nice foster home can be arranged. 
You'll be lucky to ever see Casey
again.

Kristen blanches.

Susan picks up the snapshot of Casey and stares at it.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
The courts aren't high on convicted
felons.  That's what this is...

(spits out her name)
...Patterson.  A felony, punishable
by...by what, Detective?

DOUGLAS
(softly)

Twenty years to life.

TIMMONS
Whoa!  You hear that?  Twenty years
to life.  And believe me when I tell
you, I will work day and night, 
I'll give up this job if I have to,
just to see you locked away.  Today
you have become my fixation, my
obsession.

(screams)
Who needs dustballs, when I've got
you?

Kristen stares at Timmons for a beat, then turns and takes a
few steps away.

Douglas, who's glaring at Timmons, goes to Kristen.

Her face is downcast, and she is crying.

Douglas lifts her chin.

Kristen looks into Douglas' eyes.  Her tone is desperate.

KRISTEN
Isn't there anything I can do?

Susan goes to Kristen's side.

SUSAN
(to Douglas)

There must be something.
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Shelley, Evan and Deanna join Susan by Kristen's side.  They
try to console her.

SHELLEY
I'll tell everyone it was my fault. 
And that he pushed you.

Kristen forces a smile.  She goes to speak but it is Gary's
voice we hear.

CLOSE ON GARY.  His eyes are wide with surprise.

GARY
Oh, shit!

Everyone turns to Gary, then follows his line of sight.

TIMMONS (V.O.)
Will you look at this?

THEIR POV of Timmons...and all eyes suddenly go wide with
apprehension and fright.

CLOSE ON TIMMONS.  He holds Kristen's revolver.

He raises the gun high, right at Kristen's head, and takes a
few steps toward her...

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
How does it feel?

...pressing the tip of the barrel hard under Kristen's chin.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
How does it fucking feel?

(enraged)
Not so brave now, Patterson.  Huh? 
Not so fucking brave.

DOUGLAS
Cut the shit, Timmons.

Timmons has gone over the deep end.

TIMMONS
No.  No one fucking treats me like
that.  No one talks to me like that. 
No one.

(right in Kristen's
face)

I told you you'd never see your son
again.  And I meant it.

He pulls back on the trigger.

CLOSE ON KRISTEN'S FACE.  She GULPS hard as she hears the
resounding...
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...CLICK!
The 5-shot revolver is out of bullets.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 6:58 PM

Turturo raises a walkie-talkie to his face.

TURTURO
Now.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - SAME

Suddenly the music that had been on earlier, starts up slowly,
then hits full speed and VOLUME.

MUSIC UP: "Oh, the Guilt" by Nirvana Timmons pulls the trigger
again and again...but nothing.

TIMMONS
What the fuck!

As the lights in the store begin to come on one-by-one...

...Kristen and the others glare at Timmons, all a little
warbly on their feet from the shock of him pulling the
trigger.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
(smiling satanically)

Doesn't matter.  This is the end,
Patterson.  Time to pay the fucking
piper.

A LOUD CRASHING SOUND, as tear gas canisters come shooting
through the front windows of the store.

Shelley SCREAMS.

Evan pulls Deanna down toward the floor.

Douglas grabs Kristen and pushes her to the floor, covering
her with his body...

...just as the back door comes crashing open.

CLOSE ON TIMMONS, as he turns toward the door.  He takes a
step toward it, then grins sarcastically at Susan.

TIMMONS (CONT'D)
Finally! COPS rush into the
store...guns drawn, they mean
business.

COPS' POV of Timmons, walking toward them, waving the pistol.
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TIMMONS (CONT'D)
(laughing)

Free at last.  Free at last.  Dear
Lord, I'm free at last!

CLOSE ON COPS.  They notice nothing but the pistol in his
hands.

Timmons goes to speak again, but it is the explosion of
GUNSHOTS we hear, as the Cops open fire on Timmons. CLOSE ON
TIMMONS, as bullets riddle his body.

CLOSE ON DOUGLAS AND KRISTEN, huddled together on the floor.

CLOSE ON COPS, as they continue to shoot.

CLOSE ON TIMMONS, as the gun falls in SLOW MOTION from his
hands onto the floor, landing and splashing in an ever-
expanding pool of his blood.

SLOW FADE TO BLACK

OVER BLACK:
The BUZZ of activity at the crime
scene can he heard.

FADE IN:

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 8:17 PM

PEOPLE everywhere: the media, on-lookers, cops...

Sitting together as a group, the "hostages" tell their version
of what happened in the store, as Douglas, Turturo, Dickler,
and Frank listen and take notes.

Their delivery is fast, similar to the word game Kristen and
Casey played in the car on the way to school, with one
character finishing the other's sentences.

KRISTEN
(all business-like)

He came bursting into the store...

DEANNA
(softly)

...raving on and on about what a bad
day he was having...

SUSAN
(pretending
embarrassment)

...and about how those...
(lowers voice)

...mother-fucking...
(normal volume)

...dustballs...
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DICKLER
He said mother-fucking?

KRISTEN
His exact words.

EVAN
(very animated)

How those mother-fucking dustballs
were ruining his life.

DEANNA
He said they spoke to him.

TURTURO
The dustballs?

KRISTEN
They told him to buy the gun.

SUSAN
Everything down to the make and model.

EVAN
He even did their voice.

(mimics dustball speak)
Ed.  It's time, Ed.  It's time.

SHELLEY
He was fucking whacked.

SUSAN
We tried to reason with him.

KRISTEN
Told him that, well...

EVAN
...dustballs can't talk.

SHELLEY
But he wasn't hearin' none of that.

DEANNA
All he kept saying was...

SUSAN
I...

SHELLEY
...don't...

KRISTEN
...care.

They all look at each other for a moment.
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SWISH PAN to Gary, who's having his leg bandaged by a MEDIC. 
He CRIES out, almost as if on cue:

GARY
My leg!

(screaming)
I can't believe he shot my fucking
leg!

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 8:51 PM

Kristen is searching the crowd for her son.

Likewise, Casey, with the Rookie Cop only steps behind him,
frantically searches for his mother.  Finally, he spots her...

CASEY
Mom!

Kristen turns, the relief on her face is overwhelming.

He runs over to her, jumping into her open arms.  They give
each other a tremendous hug.  Kristen begins to cry.

KRISTEN
(kissing him)

I'm so glad to see you.  I love you
so much...

Despite the fact that they're in public, Casey doesn't mind
the affection.

CASEY
I'm so sorry, Mom.  About the gun.

KRISTEN
Ssshhh, baby.  Forget about it. 
Don't ever mention that gun again.

CASEY
I won't.  I promise.

KRISTEN
I know you won't, baby.  I know.

They hug again.

INT. JIMMY MOSH STORE - 9:07 PM

Douglas, Dickler, Turturo, Frank, a MEDICAL EXAMINER, and
other COPS are in the rear of the store, as Timmons' body is
rolled by on a stretcher.  There is a blood-soaked sheet
over the corpse.

Frank turns from the commanding officers, and speaks in hushed
tones to Douglas.
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FRANK
You did good.

DOUGLAS
(thinks about it)

Everything worked out for the best.

EXT. DELANY PLAZA - 9:13 PM

Kristen stands in the parking lot holding Casey's hand. 
There's so much activity swirling around them.  She looks
around.

KRISTEN'S POV of Shelley.  Her AUNT and her SON are waiting
for her.  They both hug and kiss her.

SWISH PAN to Susan, walking toward her Cavalier.  She finds
the photo of Casey in her pocket, stops, looks at it, then
continues on, pocketing the souvenir.

SWISH PAN to Evan and Deanna.  They stand by the bike rack
in front of the store.  Evan is unchaining his bike.

DEANNA
Um...do you believe in fate?

EVAN
I beg your pardon.

DEANNA
That two people brought together by
extraordinary circumstances were
meant to be together all along.

EVAN
Um...well...now that you mention it. 
Yeah.

DEANNA
(smiling beautifully)

So do I.

She begins walking, and after a beat, he nods and rolls his
bike after her, toward her Land Rover.

SWISH PAN to Gary as he is being loaded into an ambulance. 
His wife and kids are at his side.  She holds his hand, and
is still SCREAMING hysterically, as the doors to the ambulance
are shut with a loud SLAM.

SWISH PAN to Bill, who walks toward Kristen.  He's got a
slip of paper in his hands.

CLOSE ON PAPER: it's the refrigerator note from that morning.
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BILL
(motions at note)

This ain't serious?

KRISTEN
(evenly)

Yeah, Bill.  Dead serious.

They hold each other's look for a beat, before Bill finally
turns away guiltily.

BILL
There anything I can say?

KRISTEN
(thinks for a beat)

Goodbye.

With a small nod and a shrug, he gives Casey a pat on the
head...

BILL
Take care, kid.

...then opens his arms to her.

BILL (CONT'D)
A hug to remember me by.

KRISTEN
(shakes head sadly)

I've got plenty to remember you by.
I don't need a hug.

Nodding sadly, Bill turns and disappears into the crowd.

CLOSE ON KRISTEN, as she turns to Casey.

KRISTEN (CONT'D)
You hungry?

Casey goes to speak, but it is Douglas' voice we hear...

DOUGLAS
Famished.

Their eyes lock.  And suddenly he's worried that maybe he's
not welcome at dinner.

DOUGLAS (CONT'D)
I mean, if you'd like some company.

KRISTEN
Actually...

CASEY
I want some ice cream.

(MORE)
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CASEY (CONT'D)
(off their looks)

There's a Dairy Queen down the street. 
Please.

DOUGLAS
Come to think of it, I could go for
some ice cream.

Douglas holds out his hand.

Kristen looks at him, then down at his hand...she takes it.

Casey, watching his mom, reaches for Douglas' other hand.

Douglas leads them toward his car.

CASEY
Can I get a Blizzard?

KRISTEN
Honey, you can get anything you want.

SLOW FADE TO BLACK

FADE IN:

INT. BEDROOM - WEDNESDAY, MAY 16TH - 6:55 AM

Kristen wakes up with a start, as if from the worst dream. 
She is sweating and breathing heavily.

Glancing at the clock radio, she sees that it is 6:55 AM.

Still, a little shaken from uneasy sleep, she gets out of
bed, quietly so as not to wake the PERSON sleeping beside
her, and leaves the bedroom.

INT. HALLWAY - SAME

Kristen goes down the hall to the next doorway.

Pushing the door slightly open, she peeks inside.

KRISTEN'S POV of Casey as he sleeps soundly in his bed.

Smiling, content, Kristen turns and heads back to bed.

INT. BEDROOM - SAME

As she quietly slides back under the covers, a rustling is
heard.

The man who had been sleeping beside her turns.  It is
Douglas.
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DOUGLAS
Everything okay?

KRISTEN
Everything's wonderful.

He kisses her lightly, then snuggles up next to her.  They
fall blissfully back to sleep.

CLOSE ON CLOCK RADIO.

The numbers on the digital clock dial change from 6:59 to
7:00 -- time to rise and shine.  The wake up call is loud,
VERY LOUD!

MUSIC UP: a punked-up version of "I Love You More Than Life
Itself" TWO SHOT of Kristen and Douglas in bed as their eyes
go wide in horror at the instant recognition of the song.

FADE OUT
THE END
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