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INT. RECORD PLAYING

A record starts playing on a victrola, humming out an aria.

INT.ILEANA’S ROOM - EVENING

Ileana is an unnaturally still, beautiful woman in her late

teens is wearing a formal gown. She is dressed for a night

out, her long hair curled, sitting introspectively in front

of a mirror, putting on a bracelet. On her left hand is a

large engagement ring. Sitting casually on her dresser amid

beauty paraphernalia is a picture of Clyde.

MACMILLAN (V.O)

You see, my dear, even from a

little girl you possessed a certain

charm.

INT.CLYDE’S ROOM - EVENING

Clyde, a rough-and-tumble twenty-something is dressed in a

smart, black-tie outfit. He is sitting in a dingy office in

front of a small mirror, fixing his cuffs, his leg bouncing.

Files protrude helter-skelter and his desk is covered in

papers. Sitting on his desk unobtrusively is a picture of

Ileana. He has a cleaned-up ruffian look to him. A tattoo or

two peek from beneath his clothes.

CLERK (SAM) (V.O)

...you see...uh, Clyde... uh...Mr

Macmillan he, um...uh...those

accounts...

INT.ILEANA’S ROOM - EVENING

Ileana leans toward the mirror to apply lip liner.

ILEANA (V.O)

...but...you are so much

older...Mr. Macmillan...I could

never...

(mouthing with words)

ILEANA (V.O)

you’re practically my father
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INT.CLYDE’S ROOM - EVENING

Clyde leans forward to adjust his tie in the mirror.

CLYDE (V.O.)

...but...you...come on, Sam, you

know I have full access to those

accounts...

(mouthing with words)

CLYDE (V.O.)

he’s practically my father

EXT. OPERA HOUSE

The aria reaches its climax as a sign is shown outside the

opera house reading "(title of film)".

INT. OPERA HOUSE - FRONT

An OPERA SINGER is standing under a spotlight on a stage,

continuing the aria.

Ileana is sitting in an elevated box, watching the woman.

Ileana looks down at her hand, resting possessively over it

is MACMILLAN’S gloved one.

CUT TO

INT. OPERA HOUSE - BACK ROW

Clyde’s hand is resting on the arm of the seat as he watches

the opera from the back row. He bounces his leg.

INT. OPERA HOUSE - FRONT

Once again, the woman’s aria rises to a dizzying pitch.

Ileana’s agitation is obviously rising as well. She keeps

glancing from her right hand, which is held by Macmillan, to

her ring.

INT. OPERA HOUSE - BACK ROW

As the music intensifies, so does Clyde’s stance. He glances

down at his right hand, which is gripping the arm of the

chair so hard it looks as if the wood will split. He glances

down at his left, which is playing with a crumpled business
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card. It reads: "Clyde Day - Personal Financial Assistant to

Charles Macmillan"

INT. OPERA HOUSE - FRONT

As the music rises more and more, Ileana stands suddenly and

starts to walk out of the theater. Macmillan checks his

pocket watch.

INT. OPERA HOUSE - BACK ROW

Clyde stands suddenly and exits the theater.

INT. OPERA HOUSE - UPPER HALLWAY

Ileana reaches the top of a staircase, finding herself in a

quiet hallway. She leans her head against a wall and inhales

shakily.

CLYDE

Ileana?

Ileana jumps, looking up suddenly she sees Clyde sitting in

a darkened corner holding a full champagne glass in each

hand. Leaving behind his glasses, Clyde hurries toward her,

taking her arm.

CLYDE

Is everything alright?

Ileana leans away, straightening and regaining her

composure.

ILEANA

yes, of course

Clyde leads her over to the bench. He sits and hands her one

of the glasses.

CLYDE

was gonna have both myself, but...

He touches his glass to hers. As he does so a SCREAM tears

through the distant orchestra.

Ileana freezes as Clyde jumps up. They look at each other

guiltily.

(CONTINUED)
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CLYDE

Do’yah know what...

Ileana rises slowly. They walk to the door leading to the

balcony. A cacophony of CONFUSED SHOUTS are heard. Clyde

opens the door and leans his head in. He leans back out.

CLYDE

...it’s Mac...someone’s...

They look at each other, tense.

Clyde goes back over to the bench, collapsing on it and

tossing back his glass of champagne. He massages his eyes.

Ileana leans back against the wall, stoic.

ILEANA

Not surprising, really.

CLYDE

(agitatedly gesturing with his

glass)

Not surprising?! The man raised

you!

ILEANA

And you.

CLYDE

(bouncing his leg restlessly)

He made you part of his home and --

He notices her ring.

CLYDE

What’s that?!

Ileana looks down at the ring. She twists it.

ILEANA

...part of his home, in more ways

than one.

CLYDE

How come I haven’t heard -- (about

this)

ILEANA

-- it was only yesterday

Clyde automatically grabs Ileana’s champagne and brings it

to his lips, still holding his empty glass. He catches

himself.

(CONTINUED)
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CLYDE

You want this?

Ileana shakes her head. Clyde tosses her champagne back as

well. He sets both glasses down tiredly and puts his face in

one of his hands, using the other to rub the back of his

neck.

CLYDE

...well...this is awkward...

ILEANA

Because you killed him?

CUT TO

INT. OPERA HOUSE - ENTRANCE - FAST MOTION

Clyde walks into the opera house. A waiter walks by him

holding a tray containing a champagne flute. Clyde bumps

against him, almost spilling the drink.

CUT-IN:CLYDE POURS A WHITE POWDER IN THE CHAMPAGNE

INT. OPERA HOUSE - UPPER HALLWAY

Clyde looks up at her sharply.

CLYDE

Why would you -- (say that?!"

ILEANA

Sam called, told me what Mr.

Macmillan did.

Clyde picks one of the empty glasses back up and rolls it

between his hands.

CLYDE

What if I told you I needed

something from old Mac before he

died?

Ileana just gazes at him, then --

ILEANA

(quietly)

I could scream now.

(CONTINUED)
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CLYDE

And let me take the blame?!

Ileana twists her ring again. Clyde stops rolling the glass.

For once, he is still, watching her. She stops twisting the

ring and looks at him, cocking her head insolently. Finally

--

CLYDE

Can’t say you wanted to be engaged

to a coot like him.

She stares at him, challenging.

CLYDE

It was just how you would do it,

too!

(mimicking her voice)

Oh, Mr. Macmillan, one scoop of

cyanide or two?

INT. OPERA HOUSE - FRONT - FAST MOTION

Waiter brings Macmillan a champagne flute. Macmillan takes

it. Ileana points to something on the stage, handing

Macmillan opera glasses.

CUT-IN:WHILE MACMILLAN IS LOOKING, ILEANA POURS WHITE POWDER

IN THE CHAMPAGNE GLASS

Macmillan brings the drink up for a sip.

INT. OPERA HOUSE - UPPER HALLWAY

She looks down at her ring.

CLYDE

Well?

ILEANA

(quietly)

I know what you sacrificed for that

company.

CLYDE

yeah?

ILEANA

And I know how you are when you’re

angry.

(CONTINUED)
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CLYDE

(louder)

yeah?

ILEANA

Your money...your career, your

reputation.

CLYDE

(even louder)

yeah?

ILEANA

You’ve been working toward this for

-- (over a decade)

CLYDE

(slamming the glass down

explosively)

I know what I lost!

Ileana stands archly, and begins to head toward the stairs.

Clyde folds his arms and leans against the wall, watching

her. Ileana pauses to run her fingers through her hair and

smooth her dress. She pulls out a compact. Clyde softens as

he watches her fix a stray bit of makeup on her cheek.

CLYDE

Wher’re you gonna go?

Ileana ignores him.

CLYDE

You know he left his money to

charities?

Ileana begins deliberately applying lipstick.

CLYDE

Wanted to be remembered well, I

guess.

Ileana snaps her compact closed and begins to step down the

stairs.

CLYDE

(pained)

Ileana

She stops.

(CONTINUED)
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CLYDE

Just come back up here.

Ileana turns slowly and looks at him.

CLYDE

Please

Ileana walks toward him, stops at a distance, and leans

against a wall, staring at him in disgust.

CLYDE

They’re gonna say it was

deliberate, you know. And you and

me, we’re the first they’ll check.

Clyde runs his fingers through his hair, looking at the

ceiling in frustration.

ILEANA

You think I did it?

CLYDE

Truth is, you probably still

suspect me too.

Ileana doesn’t respond.

CLYDE

And doesn’t matter anyway. I’ve

already been contacted for a court

hearing.

Ileana absentmindedly starts twisting her ring again.

CLYDE

Even if I can stay out of the

slammer. After what Mac pulled --

I’ll be lucky, luck-ey to find

employment anywhere.

He scrubs his face with his hands again. Then he turns and

kicks the wall.

CLYDE

I’m screwed, that’s the truth of

it.

He puts his head against the wall, eyes closed. His

shoulders slump in defeat. He looks years younger.

(CONTINUED)
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Ileana twists her ring absentmindedly. Suddenly realizing

what she’s doing, she glances down at it. She removes it and

makes her way to Clyde. Gently, she touches his shoulder.

He turns his head to look at her.

ILEANA

(holding up the ring)

This is worth a lot.

Clyde turns all the way now. Ileana takes his hand and

places the ring in it.

Clyde looks at his hand. Then grabs Ileana in a tight bear

hug.

CLYDE

(still holding her)

I missed you.

For the first time, Ileana relaxes, burying her head in his

shoulder. Then she pulls away. She runs her fingers through

her hair, getting ready to move back into the public eye.

CLYDE

Nope. You’re coming with me.

She just looks at him.

CLYDE

Like you always wanted.

Ileana’s elegant exterior cracks. She wraps her arms around

her body, suddenly looking very young and vulnerable. Clyde

chucks her under her chin.

CLYDE

I forgot what a young thing you

were.

Clyde takes off his suit jacket and puts it over her

shoulders, leaving his arm around her.

CLYDE

Keep that expression, you’ll be

perfect. Like when we told Sue you

were sick to get out of lessons.

Clyde leads her downstairs.
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INT. OPERA HOUSE - ENTRANCE

A POLICEMAN (BOB) is putting caution tape over the opera

doors. A SECOND POLICEMAN (BILL) is interviewing the THEATER

DIRECTOR (FRANK). Frank points at Clyde and Ileana as they

emerge.

BILL

Sir!

Clyde’ arm tightens around Ileana as Bill hurries over.

BILL

(to Ileana)

You are Miss Yehzov?

Ileana nods.

The policeman looks Clyde up and down.

BILL

Sir, please let go of Miss Yehzov

and identify yourself.

Clyde keeps his arm around Ileana.

BILL

(with more authority)

Sir, if you do not release the lady

immediately I will charge you with

contempt of police authority.

Clyde reaches in his pocket. The officer starts forward but

is too late. Clyde extracts a knife, flicking it open. He

holds it to Ileana’s side.

CLYDE

(quietly)

I’ll gut her.

There is a startled silence, then Ileana utters a terrified

shriek. Frank and the other officer have noticed the what is

happening and start forward. Bob reaches for his radio.

CLYDE

Don’t do that.

Clyde moves Ileana in front of him.

CLYDE

On second thought

Clyde runs his knife blade up Ileana until it hits her chin.

(CONTINUED)
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CLYDE

Radio and say that you found two

guests who are coming out now. Tell

them to let us pass.

Clyde gently plays with the knife across Ileana’s face. Bob

looks at Bill, who nods.

BOB

(into radio)

Two more are coming out.

OUTSIDE OFFICER (BO) V.O

Got it.

Clyde backs against the door, opening it. As the door swings

closed he turns, keeping his arm around Ileana as if they

are sweethearts. The officers and Frank can see the knife

again pressed to her side.

EXT. OPERA HOUSE

Clyde and Ileana emerge. BO is stationed on the sidewalk

watching the last few opera guests meander away. Clyde nods

at Bo as they pass him. After rounding the corner, Bo’s

radio CRACKLES. Muffled communication is heard.

Clyde hurriedly snaps the knife closed and pulls Ileana

forward at a run. They duck into the first alleyway they

come across.

EXT. ALLEY WAY - NIGHT

SIRENS begin sounding in the distance.

Clyde pulls Ileana down behind a dumpster, laughing,

delighted with the adrenaline of the chase.

CLYDE

(whispering)

You still trust me!

Ileana looks terrified still. She nods, shivering, then

grins at him, suddenly drunk with freedom.

ILEANA

Spain or France?

CLYDE

Wha- (-t are you talking about?)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 12.

ILEANA

We couldn’t ever decide.

Clyde chafes his hands up and down her arms. The siren grows

louder as the police car speeds past.

CLYDE

Dunno if we have cash to get that

far.

ILEANA

You underestimate me

She briefly withdraws into herself.

ILEANA

Mr. Macmillan liked to see his

woman in the best jewelry.

Clyde watches her, slightly pained. Ileana grins at him

wryly.

ILEANA

Spain I think.

Clyde jumps back up.

CLYDE

Not gonna to take them long.

Clyde pulls Ileana back down the alleyway. They turn a

corner.

FADE TO

EXT. STORM DRAIN

Water is trickling down into a storm drain. Laying in the

drain is Clyde’ business card reading "Clyde Day - Personal

Assistant to Charles Macmillan". Camera pans up to a large,

dingy sign proclaiming "Pawn Shop" lit against the gray

evening. Camera zooms in on window.

INT. PAWN SHOP

Following shot from outside, the camera pans to Ileana’s

ring in a display case. The ring is dusty. The aria is heard

once again, this time sounding scratchy and old. The camera

pans over, revealing the victrola, which has a record

spinning on it. Music rises.

FADE TO BLACK


