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FADE | N:
EL CORTEZ BAR. GUADALESTE, MEXI CO. LATE AFTERNOON.

Jorge Hernandez, 55 sits at a table in the back of the
snoke-filled bar opening Wal nuts with nutcrackers shaped
like a pair of female | egs. He has a heavy build and a
greasy, shifty air which is accentuated by his stubble and
stained tan suit.

A young waitress collects the tray of enpty wal nut shells
fromhis table and he playfully slaps her arse as she passes,
maki ng the noise of a stag in rut.

The waitress forces a weary snmle at him a look of mld
fear in her eyes.

Jorge | ooks up at the open entrance door. The hot sun
outside creates a stark contrast to the dark interior of the
bar creating a rectangle of white light.

Jorge cracks another nut and | ooks up agai n.

The sil houette of a mexican peasant wonen is franmed in the
doorway. Maria enters and noves in hunched nervous steps
t owar ds Jor ge.

As she reaches his table she renoves her bonnet and shifts
it between her work-worn fingers. Wien it is clear he is not
goi ng to speak, she begins.

VARl A
Senor. You wanted to see ne..?

Jorge cracks a particularly |arge nut between the silver
| egs of the nutcracker and studies the reveal ed nut between
t hunb and forefinger.

JORGE
Si Maria. It was nost unfortunate
about your husband. Most unfortunate.

He beckons for the waitress to approach.

JORGE (TO WAI TRESS)
Anot her Cassis... Maria, would you
care for a drink?

VARl A
No Graci as.

JORGE
Your husband was a good worker. One
of ny best. Pedro was a good nan.



MARI A
I knew ny husband, Senor.

JORGE
But of course.

( BEAT)

A nost unfortunate acci dent.

The waitress arrives with his drink. He swirls the opaque
liquid as if |ooking for an answer.

JORGE
But who coul d have known that the
scaf fol di ng was not assenbl ed
correctly? My building sites have
an excellent record for safety,
you'll not find a safer site in al
of Mexi co..

He | ooks up at her waiting for agreenent.
She | ooks down at the stone flaggi ng.

JORGE
| want to give you sonething Mria,
but I want you to understand I
don't have to do this. | realize
things will be difficult for you
now, with no noney for the little one.

Maria fights to hold back a tear. She raises her head and
the water welling up in her eyes reflects of the ceiling Iight.

She touches a snmall silver cross around her neck and with
conmposure matches his gaze once nore.

JORGE
So | amgiving you this...

Jorge reaches into his jacket and pulls out a fat battered
bl ack | eather wallet. He opens it and carefully pulls out
one of many 100 dollar bills. He lays it on the white

tabl ecloth in front of Maria.

MARI A
Senor! You are nost gracious! This
Is the nost noney | have seen in ny
life. May God bl ess you.

The canera zoons into the The 100 dollar note until it fills
the screen. The face of Benjamin Franklin stares inplacably out.



JORCGE (VO
This is the last tinme we speak of
this, yes?

THE POLO LOUNGE, BEVERLY W LTSH RE HOTEL. LOS ANGELES CA

The canera pulls back fromthe bank note to reveal the

af fl uent surroundi ngs of The Pol o Lounge. The 100 now rests
on the noni kered cloth of a drinks table. Either side, sat
on two green | eather chairs are MONTAGUE LEI BERVAN and HARRY
TOMNE. Both in their early 60's and | ooking every part the
wel | heeled film producers.

They continue a conversation that seens to have been going
on for a some tinme. Montague puffs lazily on his Mntecristo
ci gar.

MONTAGUE
I"mtelling ya H Light Blue!

Harry shakes his head in disbelief and reaches for his
bal | oon brandy gl ass.

HARRY

Bl ue? You gotta be outta your gourd

Monty. They're gonna be pink.
They both | ook over in the same direction.
A beautiful waitress is bending over the bar, fishing for
sonet hing out of sight. As she | eans over, the curve of her
i nner thigh becones visible for an instant,
Both nmen |l ean forward on their chairs.

The waitress | eans back fromthe bar, holding a drinks straw.
She | ooks round, instinctively aware that she's bei ng wat ched.

MONTAGUE
Agirl like that wouldn't wear pink.
Look at her for Chrissake. She's a
bal | buster.

HARRY

Wll then. There's only one way to
settle it. Let's call her over.

He sl aps his open palmon the 100 dollar bill
HARRY

Benjam n here tells me she's
weari ng pi nk pantyhose.



(To the WAitress)

Mss. | wonder if you could settle
a bet for us...

FADE QUT.



