
INT. JACKSON'S BAR - NIGHT

It's a weeknight.  There are only a few customers.  RYAN 
JOSEFSON (Caucasian, 40 Y.O. Greying hair, bearded, wearing 
thick glasses) is hunched over the bar and is nursing a 
scotch on the rocks.

Music starts playing from a jukebox.  SAM LARCOMBE (dressed 
in blue jeans and black leather jacket) casually makes his 
way to the bar and sits near Josefson. 

Larcombe orders a drink and starts humming along with the 
music. 

The sound of laugher from the bar entrance cues the arrival 
of a pair of beautiful WOMEN. 

One is tall and blonde, the other is short and has dark hair. 
Both are slim and dressed in skimpy clothing. 

They make their way to the bar and sit next to Josefson. 

The women start talking to the BARTENDER and laugh until the 
brunette bumps into Josefson.

BRUNETTE WOMAN
Oh I am so sorry Mister!

JOSEFSON 
( )turns to the woman

It's okay, not a problem. 

BRUNETTE WOMAN
Oh, I feel so bad.  Did I make you 
spill your drink?  I'll buy you 
another!

JOSEFSON
No that won't be necessary. 

The blonde continues to talk to the bartender, while the 
brunette reaches over and holds Josefson's hand and continues 
chatting him up.  Josefson is polite.  The brunette then 
joins her friend who is flirting with the bartender.  They 
drink a few glasses of alcohol and soon leave. 

Josefson starts to drink his scotch on the rocks. 

After a few minutes, he tries to stand up and nearly falls 
off the bar stool.  Larcombe reaches out to steady him. 

LARCOMBE
Whoah!  Hey, you okay buddy?

JOSEFSON
( )speech slurring

I don't know.  Feeling a bit dizzy.
(MORE)



Don't know why...
JOSEFSON (CONT'D)

Josefson loses consciousness and Larcombe keeps him from 
falling to the floor. 

The Bartender laughs as Larcombe struggles to keep Josefson 
upright. 

LARCOMBE
I just better call him a cab.  Some 
people just can't handle their 
liquor. 

Larcombe half drags, half carries Josefson outside. 
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Larcombe moves Josefson to his car. 

He zipties Josefson's hands and legs together and dumps him 
in the passenger seat. 

Larcombe hears a whistle. 

He looks over and sees the two women waving at him. 

Larcombe smiles and runs over to them.  He reaches into his 
jacket pocket and hands them some cash. 

He turns to leave but the women grab him and give him a kiss 
on each cheek. 

Larcombe laughs and waves goodbye, as he jogs to his car. 

He gets in, takes out his cell phone. 

LARCOMBE
Hey Carly.  Just checking in.  I've 
got Josefson.  See you in a bit. 

He hangs up and makes another call. 

LARCOMBE  (CONT'D)
Hey Jenny.  Got a special delivery. 
Get the paper work ready.  I want 
that check as soon as I get there. 

( )smiles
Thanks!  You're the best.  Love 
your work. 

He hangs up. 

Josefson is still unconscious in the passenger seat.  He's 
snoring and is drooling from the corner of his mouth. 



LARCOMBE  (CONT'D)
Well Mr. Josefson, it must have 
been fun being on the run for a few 
years but the investors you fleeced 
in LA will be mighty glad to make 
your re-acquaintance. 

Larcombe starts the car and drives off. 


