Shut Up- the screenplay

By James J. Marry

SCENE ONE

Titles will run during opening scene where we enter the universe from a great distance and circle the great planet Saturn.  As we turn 2/3 , we reach a space station of immense size that seems dead.  Then our trip passes the moon Titan and we can glimpse a scientific outpost.  Further around, another larger station looms and we enter the station through a portal that leads to a woman lying on a couch reading.  As titles still pass, the woman nods off slowly to sleep.  The woman is Marie Cherillo.  When her eyes close the camera seems to re-enter space through her head and travels back through space passing  Jupiter, Mars, our Moon and then from the dark side and counterclockwise we watch as the P.O.V. sees Florida and plummets to a stop in a parking lot in a convenience store in Tarpon Springs, Florida.  We stop at two unsavory drunks verbally molesting an old man.

Big Drunk: Come on old shit, what you carrying around in that nasty old bag? Your underwear?

The two bullies laugh and look at each other in support.

Smaller Drunk: Yeah. Underwear.

The Big Drunk reaches over to grab the bag.

CASEY: (voice without viewpoint) Leave him alone.

We see both drunks turn and look at where the voice comes from. POV goes to Casey’s boot tapping on the ground, then slowly scales up to a too much close-up of his nose and eyes. We watch Big Drunk’s eyes enlarge and smile widen.

Big Drunk:  I thought that was you, dick head.  (turns to old man) Get out of here you old fuck.  I’ll catch up with you again later.  (turns back to Casey) I told you I would get even with you fucker.

CASEY:  Yeah, I seem to remember something about that the last time I had to throw your ass out of Fuddy’s.  You know I don’t work there anymore.  Don’t you?

Smaller Drunk:  That don’t mean he’s likely to forget the whippin’ you gave him when he was drunk, you  asshole.

Big Drunk looks at Smaller uncertain but then nods head and returns to smile.

Big Drunk: That’s right, asshole.

CASEY:  You mean the third ass whippin I gave him and by the way, he’s always drunk.

BIG DRUNK: (angry look) Yeah, well two of us ought to even the odds up pretty fair…. Especially with my little friend here.  ( he removes a large Bowie style knife from the sheath on his belt)

CASEY:  (disgusted look) You really shouldn’t have done that.  I have a great dislike for men who fight with knives.

Casey kneels down and brushes the ground with his hands, then rubs them together while standing again.

Big Drunk: This won’t be a fight then fucker.  It’ll be a CARVING. (Big Drunk attacks with Bowie)

FIGHT scene ensues with Big Drunk losing first, Little Drunk takes two by four to CASEY and loses also.  Casey brushes off a dirty knee and POV shows him walking to a black 1969 Duster from behind. He tosses the Bowie into a nearby dumpster without looking.

SCENE TWO

Scene opens with Casey entering a dark hallway to a staircase with a neon dance couple under a sign saying “CLUB GO” in red and green neon to the right of the hall on a large outside wall. He walks up the stairs and through standard outside glass paired doors saying Club Go on them also. He meets a dark skinned Hispanic bouncer type at the door.

 RAMON: What’s up, Bubba? (they shake hands with a chest bump)

CASEY:  Not much.  Danny get in yet?  (Ramon nods towards the end of the bar)

RAMON:  Waitin’ for you Boss.(Casey heads down the front bar towards Daniel with two sexy women)

CASEY: Ahh, let him wait a little bit.  I don’t want him to think he owns me. (tips his head toward Daniel- DANIEL responds in kind.)

RAMON:  He does own you though.

CASEY:  Sure he does. I just don’t want HIM to know that he does. (the two chuckle)

Daniel dis-embraces the broads and meets Casey a third of the way.  They hug and we close up.

DANIEL: (in Casey’s ear) I sure hope I didn’t hire a manager who likes to come in on his own hours, Casey.  (he grins)

CASEY:  I needed to spend some time on my kids, buddy.  Plus, you know the place nearly runs itself anyway.  You just pay me to keep the riff raff under control and they don’t get here ‘til later.  (the two break their embrace)

DANIEL:  As long as I’ve known you, you’ve always taken care of business first, Case.  (smiles) How is your ex-wife anyway?

CASEY:   The best wife a man could have ever divorced Danny.  (returns smile)

DANIEL:  Hey, what do think of my ring?  (shows Casey a college style sapphire ring with placed diamonds around the stone and in center)

CASEY:  What about it? Looks like the same one you always wear.

DANIEL:  I got it cleaned and polished, dumbass.  You just can’t make a sow’s ear look like a silk purse.  Can you?  I thought that you of all people would recognize that.

CASEY:  Guess my powers of observation are starting to dim.  Like I care about your shiny baubles Danny.(smiles)

DANIEL:  I suppose. Listen.  Try and save some energy for later.  I need to take a private meeting in my office and after we close I’ve got a party out at the Ranch I want you to be at.

CASEY:  That means that I’m driving since you’ll be doing the drinking until then.  Right?

DANIEL: (backing away with his arms out- the two girls find their places with in them) But, of course, Case.  What else?

Casey turns from Daniel halfway and he waves at Robin, the bar manager. She blows him a kiss and giggles. He walks up to the bar.

ROBIN: (Leaning forward on the bar and looking Daniel up and down- exposing some cleavage to POV and Casey) So, the Master of Ceremonies has his knight in shining armor to defend the castle?

CASEY:  That’s more Ramon’s place than mine Robin.  I just watch the money.

ROBIN:  And the rich get richer with smiles all around the house.  (she points to Daniel his audience and pirouettes away with a smile)

We watch as Casey roams the room to dance club music and he schmoozes the clientele and jumps behind the bar to handle cash issues. Interlude lasts seven  seconds and he visits the DJ, the office, the safe, and then an emptying Club Go.

TIME is called by the bar and Casey takes the final cash back to the office. He sees Daniel at the fire door showing a small blonde a quiet escape.  Daniel turns and is mildly surprised to see Casey there.

DANIEL:  Hey bud!  Let’s wrap this thing up and get the hell out of here.  I’ve got people waiting for us both at the house.

CASEY: Both of us?

DANIEL:  (big smile) An old friend wants to see you there.  You’ll see. (and walks off)

SCENE THREE

Casey and Danny walk from the Duster to a large ranch style home on some noticeable acreage. We see a bass boat, boathouse and a lake as POV goes from behind them, up and over them, and then to show them entering the well lit and noisy home of Daniel Newman. Danny leans into Casey and points across the room at a gorgeous brunette who is bouncing and waving at the two of them.

DANNY: There you go, Ace. I told you someone was waiting to see you again. (Pushes Casey’s shoulder) Go get her, Sport.

Casey looks back at Daniel with an embarrassed smile and then turns to head towards a rendezvous halfway with the bombshell. Guys and girls both watch the two come together.

CASEY:  What’s happening, Kitten?  Seems like when I saw you this last time, you might not have been nearly as relaxed (CASEY points at the glass in AMY’s hand), but you sure are a sight for sore eyes, gorgeous.

AMY:  Don’t sweet talk me, lollipop.  I don’t plan on keeping my clothes on around you for long without the compliments.  I’ve been off of the snowflake (Amy points to her nose) and the glass arm (points to the inside of the elbow) and I plan on collecting some of my reward from you tonight no matter what you have to say about it.

CASEY:  Darlin, its all I can do to keep from dropping my drawers right here and now.  I’m always glad to see you staying on the straight and narrow.

AMY nuzzles in and nibbles at CASEY’s  neck while her hand investigates below his belt line.

AMY:  I’m only interested in my own straight and narrow right now, Big Boy.

CASEY breathes deeply and takes AMY by the arm after catching a glimpse of DANIEL with a strange look on his face and sitting at a table through a passway to Daniel’s kitchen. He removes Amy’s arm and starts toward the doorway for a better view.

CASEY:  Hang on a second, Amy.  Get me a Dewar’s and water, while I let Daniel know where I’m at.  We can walk down to the lake.  

AMY:  (pouts) Well, don’t take too long or I’ll get another drink for me too.  (AMY  smiles brightly and chuckles- turns to find the bar)

CASEY looks around the room to find DANIEL still sitting at a table in the kitchen.  DANIEL is having a whispered discussion with an UGLY older man dressed in the gaudiest of garb possible.  A SLICK young man built like a brick shithouse stands over the conversation watching over the room.  DANIEL makes eye contact with CASEY and waves him off.  CASEY signals that he is going outside by the lake.  CASEY finds AMY and the drink and the two head down to the lake. 

SCENE FOUR

On the dock, at the back of a boathouse, AMY takes the drink from Casey and begins to get close.

AMY:  You and Daniel have been friends for a long time, Casey.  It’s nice that he brought you in with his biggest success at Club A Go Go.  (AMY starts to unbutton Casey’s shirt while kissing his neck).  

CASEY:  (looking back at the boat in the boathouse) Danny and I have been through a lot over the last few years.  About the only thing we don’t share is his love for fishing.

AMY:  (her big brown eyes stare into CASEY’s with a demure grin) I think that your LOVE for FISHING just takes on a different species with a PART-TIC-U-LAR gender. (Amy’s hand move down as we hear the sound of his zipper.

CASEY: (face shot, eyes to the sky) OOOOOOH man.  (AMY kneels down before him) Geez, girl.

Distant shot from the mist, we see Amy performing on CASEY orally.  Come back in to watch CASEY pull her up by the arms.

CASEY:  Wow, Amy.  It’s been a little while, but I think we need to take this party back to my place to make it all worthwhile for the both of us.

AMY: (stands up and wipes her mouth)  I think we could have done that also. (smiles) But you’re the boss Casey (Amy chuckles as Casey fixes his pants and they turn back towards the house)

CASEY:  So how did you get out here to Danny’s house, beautiful?

AMY:  I met some party boys down south that had a limo and they said they were going to a party at Daniel’s.  I told them that my boyfriend was Danny’s muscle and they told me they’d give me a ride.  I think they were hoping that I was pulling their leg, but when you and Daniel showed up, they disappeared back into the kitchen.

CASEY:  (stops to think)  So that’s the guys that were talking with Daniel in the kitchen?

AMY:  Yeah, a real ugly dude and his punk nephew.  Greeks, I think.  The young one was cute, but definitely not my type (AMY smiles at CASEY).  Not enough equipment on him. (AMY chuckles)

CASEY:  (takes AMY by the arm) Yeah, right.

SCENE FIVE

CASEY leads AMY to the house and they are both startled by a rustling sound.  When Casey steps in front of Amy to see what is making the noise -  DANIEL surprises them both.

CAEY:  Damn man, you could have told us you were out here.  Amy almost got a gray hair the way that you surprised us.

DANIEL: (looking down at the ground) Sorry, Case.  I wasn’t paying attention. I thought that might be you two in the boathouse.  (DANNY pushes past the two and CASEY looks after him thoughtfully before proceeding with AMY around the house to his Duster.)

As Casey and Amy are starting to leave Casey notices Daniel in front of the house holding the hand of the pretty little blond from earlier at the club.  He is saying good night to the UGLY old man and his goon nephew.  Casey drives on.  After a few moments, Casey looks in the mirror to see a tail, he thinks.

AMY:  Is Ramon still managing the trailer park?

CASEY:  Oh yeah.  He and his wife probably always will.  Ramon’s a great earner for those three little girls of his.  He loves his women more than he loves his life.

We watch Casey’s Duster drive through a run down trailer park and looking ahead see that the road ends at a very nice double wide trailer- new- on a clean acre of property. 

AMY:  Ya know, with all the preaching you did to get me to clean up my act, I would think that even the little bit of pot that Ramon’s wife smokes would bother you.

CASEY:  (eyeing AMY cautiously) You don’t mean to tell me that your shooting up a baggie of heroin is the same thing as her puffing on a joint- do you?

AMY: (strokes CASEY’s chest) No… I don’t Casey.  But, thanks for helping me out any way.  (the car stops)

CASEY: (looking in AMY’s eyes deeply)  Listen, Amy.  You and I get together every few weeks, maybe a month or two and we have some the hottest sex that I could ever imagine.  Nobody can burn down a house the way that we can.  And if any man on earth ever threatened to pluck one hair from top of you gorgeous head, the puddles of blood would be mixed with his and mine before he ever lifted a hand to do it.  I care about you like no other woman I know and you know more about me than any other woman save my ex-wife and she hardly knows me at all today.

AMY:  So what are you saying, Casey?

CASEY:  Between you being who you are, and me being who I am.  The relationship we do have is a pretty great thing, Amy. Whenever you get close to some other guy… don’t I always bow out and let you get the fire burning?

AMY: Yes, Casey.  You have.

CASEY:  Then let’s not ruin a good thing until we need to.  I’m not exactly looking to settle down and I don’t think you are either, but we can still have some fun because we care about each other.  And you know that I couldn’t care about you if you were using that shit in your arms again.  I just couldn’t.

AMY:  (builds to an impish smile)  Well then?  Lets go have some fun!!! (and she scrambles from the car and in through the front door.)

SCENE SIX

After CASEY closes and locks the door he looks through the window and notices a late model black Lincoln driving slowly around the cul-de-sac in front of his home.  He turns and AMY attacks him.  LOVE making til dawn with an insistent condom.  

SCENE SEVEN

They rise with daylight and CASEY drives AMY home.  As she leaves the car and CASEY watches her walk (nice butt) admiringly, she turns and comes back to the driver’s side.  A long languorous kiss and then a thoughtful Amy look as she stands again. 

AMY:  I guess that my being at Danny’s was a pretty big surprise for you last night, huh?

CASEY: (a pause to estimate AMY’s odd actions, Casey looks back with curiosity)  I’d have to say I’m curious now girlfriend.  So what’s the deal?

AMY: (looking at the ground)  My overbearing and well to do loving mater has decided that I need a vacation, so she’s taking me with her to Hawaii tomorrow.  We should be back in six days.

CASEY: (smiling) So you figured to have a good time before Mommy dearest had you under lock and key?

AMY:  Partly, but you know those two guys that brought me to the party?

CASEY:  You mean UGLY and his dumber nephew.

AMY:  Yeah.  I know you make it a pretty regular habit of taking good care of yourself, Casey, but I want you to be extra careful.  I think that guy is a lot more dangerous than he looks and I want to see you when I get back.

Amy leans into the car for an even longer sexier kiss and then stands up straight, fixes her blouse and walks into her house.

CASEY:  (softly) Thank you.

SCENE EIGHT

Scene changes back to CASEY’s house and a cup of coffee.  Casey fixes some beans and heads to the bedroom.  We see the mess from Hurricane Amy.  CASEY opens the back closet and there is a super computer on the home scale.  He boots it up, then walk to his front door and inspects over the doorway.  There is a label on the camera/smoke detector that’s says HICCUP.  CASEY returns to the computer and the screen says “Hidden In Closet Computer for Unusual Purposes.  He point and clicks on a camera icon and we see the drive in front of the house.  Above the computer screen is a diploma from the Community College of the Air Force in Computer Sciences.  The screen shows play controls and CASEY engages the REVERSE arrow until he gets to the black LINCOLN still.  He CUTS and PASTES to ENHANCE to “voila” show the nephew of the DANIEL’s UGLY visitor.

CASEY:  Hmmm.

SCENE NINE- FX OUT 8 seconds

Camera pulls away from CASEY head shot to room overhead to Doublewide overhead and up and up slow turn from Florida around the circumference of Earth.  Past the Moon, zip by the other side of Mars and through a space cloud.  Come in from deep away towards obviously Saturn, over Titan, past a wrecked space station, heading into a new gleaming white and silver mega-station and seeing the name Cassini Three emblazoned upon the outside. We enter through a port and pass thousands of people busily commuting, working, transporting, and living amongst numerous SHUTTLE bays and enter another corridor to stop and pass through a dark steel doorway with name “Marie Cherillo” engraved upon it.  Through the door, we turn a few corners and find a 28-34 year old physically fit woman asleep with a book in her lap.  The books title is “Casey Kowalski - 2000”.  (date is changeable)

SCENE TEN

Marie awakens and looks at the dated clock- "07:02 GMT 09-09-2248". 

MARIE: Shit.  

Marie looks around her living space and locates a laptop/pda in the form of sunglasses.  We watch as she scrolls through her mission description with a 09-09-2248 entry to meet with Mission Consultant- Stanley Merton at 0800 hrs.

MARIE: Stanley.  (Marie shakes her head and looks at a picture on the PDA of her and a younger Stanley in front of a banner- Culture University for Productive Development Section 9, 2227.  They are holding each other lovingly.  Marie switches the display).

MARIE: Roger. (The new picture gives a healthy and swarthy physical looking man with great teeth.  He is holding Marie almost in a subdued fashion beneath her).

Marie goes into the bathroom, taking off the info-glasses, and getting ready for the day.  On entry a projection set begins over the mirror.  The unit says PROScribe on it.

PROScribe: Good morning, Miss Cherillo.  Today is your 43rd day on the Cassini Three  Saturn Hydrogen Mining Station as built by our wonderful Culture in the year 2240.  Important news items today include "Cassini Three Reaches Twenty Two Million Inhabitants", "The Culture Continues to Debate Possible Destruction of Cassini Two Remains.", and "Cloning Outlaws Discovered in Earth Section Two Deny Entire Human Clone Exists".  Would you like to hear any of the stories?

MARIE:  Hell, no.

PROScribe: You are to begin your Culture contracted assignment with Glazium-Rush Federated Products today.  You are to meet Stanley Merton on deck 602 at office 2021 to discuss the terms of your agreement to temporarily relocate to Cassini Three and review the Casey Kowalski journals.  You have been medically cleared as fully decompressed after your eleven and a half month journey as of 7:30 this morning.  Will you require a breakfast?

MARIE:  A biscuit and a large coffee with two sugar subs. 

A small door behind Marie opens and she grabs the coffee and bites the biscuit- with distaste she discards the remains of the biscuit and takes the coffee in to the bedroom area.  She pushes a button and Air and mechanics makes the bed.  Marie grabs her briefcase, puts the PDA visor inside and heads out the air loaded door. Cat call whistles.

MARIE: Damn it.

SCENE ELEVEN

POV goes to an outside look at Marie in the doorway. People are zipping by on powered walkways as Marie notices her zipper is down on her leather looking jump suit to the navel.  She turns around and fixes it. She turns around, braces and jumps into a vacant spot on the walkway.  We follow her through the maze and several change of walkway stations to DECK 602, then Office 2021.)

MARIE:  Here we go now, Judy.  Open the damned door, chickie. (She straightens herself up and opens the door with a switch.  

SCENE TWELVE

The room is darkened, but she can see Stanley Merton on the other side in a shadow.

MARIE:  Stanley?  (Pause and then a smile).

MARIE:  Hello PUNCH. (Pause)

MARIE:  PUNCH?

STANLEY MERTON: Hello, Judy.  (As Stanley turns, the light comes up and Marie is shocked.  Stanley is a cyborg in a chair for locomotion with cables coming from his left skull to the chair.)

MARIE: (gasps) Stanley!!

STANLEY: (smiles) I'm sorry that we have been so out of touch for so long Marie.  I believe that was your decision since you left me in college for your instructor Roger Chanbourd.

MARIE:  My God, Stanley.  What have you done to yourself?

STANLEY:  A strange way to say "hello", Marie.

Pause and Marie looks demurely down.

MARIE: Hello, Stanley.

STANLEY:  Not that it's any of your business, Marie, but in the interest of the mission, allow me to explain.  When you and I were in the Culture's college, I had  been interested in serving for the Intelligence Service.  You might remember since I thought you were going WITH me. (pause) Well, after the years of service that YOU chose to miss- I think you were quite happy with Roger, in fact- I was offered the opportunity to join a test program that was developed to enhance our ability to interface with large computer networks directly.

MARIE: But Stanley, look at yourself.

STANLEY:  As usual, you wear your heart on your sleeve my dear.  The procedure was outlawed shortly after they discovered the health implications. My legs are essentially useless and my life expectancy has been reduced to just less than a hundred years, but I am in no pain and you would be amazed at the things my imagination can now create for me as a reality. (he leers at Marie)

MARIE notices Stanley's leer and looks down embarrassed.

STANLEY:  If you like, maybe we can have some more personal conversations after we get you started on your contracted assignment.  (smiles)

MARIE: Yeah… maybe.

STANLEY: (obviously insulted)  If you would be so kind as to look into the eyepiece for security identification (an eyepiece confronts her from the desk), then we can proceed with your briefing.

MARIE gets scanned.

STANLEY:  The Culture has contracted with Glazium-Rush Federated Products for you to comply with a three year contract at the Cassini Three station reviewing a document nearly two hundred and fifty years old.  Do you understand our security precautions?

MARIE:  Quite honestly, I have to say "NO" Stanley.  The payment for my services was very nice, but I think that I could have kept my end of the bargain from my home in Florida as opposed to shipping my comatose body a million miles into space.

STANLEY:  The "million miles" that you refer to is exactly the type of security that the Culture desires for this exercise Marie.  This historical document has been kept under wraps for a long time and we have chosen you to review and analyze the document to see what impact the knowledge it imparts might have on society.  Some very precious history is at stake and could be abused. That is "why" the security was required.

MARIE:  This much security?

STANLEY: (squints)  Past that, I'm sure that the Culture has their reasons for determining your pay based on your security, Marie.

MARIE: (disgusted) I'm sure, Stanley.

STANLEY: Maybe we do need to have a little personal discussion, Marie. I mean, it is obvious that we have both grown in quite different directions since we left school. You ran off with your teacher, Roger, and I…

MARIE: Turned into a toaster with less personality.

STANLEY: That was a choice I made to increase my service to the Culture, Marie.

MARIE: The secret service to be more clear, if I recall.

STANLEY: Yes, Marie. I served the Culture in the Department of Espionage and there are some things that I had to do that might seem… tasteless to you. But the perspective gave me a whole new view of the world we saw at the institution when I thought that our lives would be together.

MARIE: And did it give the perspective that led you to request my assistance with this cloak and dagger project?

STANLEY: Possibly it did. Regardless of your distaste with me or your lack of vision regarding the Culture's intent for employing you with such a rewarding task, Marie, the job is the thing. Glazium- Rush Federated Products has determined that you are the most qualified person to read this ancient text and decipher the turn of the 21st century language.  There is a lot of slang and idiom use for English formed in the United States and that is your specialty.  You've been paid, so lets get down to work. 

MARIE:  Fine, Stanley.  You sent me the first chapter as a tease to get me to this God forsaken place, Now where's the rest?

STANLEY:  I am receiving the chapters in packets.  (Stanley reaches into a drawer) Here are the next two chapters.  Tell me when you are finished and I will get more for you. Any questions?

MARIE:  Just one, Stanley.

STANLEY Yes?

MARIE: When are you going to get the hell out of here so I can start my work?

SCENE THIRTEEN- FX IN 6 seconds

Flash on out of the Cassini Three station, past Titan and on back to Casey's world. Same effect in reverse, just quicker and simpler.

SCENE FOURTEEN

Casey is performing Kata at home (martial arts exercises) in front of awards from the military in Japan and the Philippines. He wipes off and throws on a sweat jacket and gets in his Duster.  He drives a minute reminiscing Amy's warning, Danny sneaking up at the party, the little blond girlie, and the meeting with Ugly and his nephew.  He pulls up in front of a bar called Fuddy's which is large but more rural than the outside of Club A Go Go. 

SCENE FIFTEEN

He walks in through a heavy wooden door to the double sided round bar. MARK is at the bar and turns to Casey.

MARK:  Hey you blue and orange reptile.  Did you come in here to donate me some more of your money?

CASEY:  Only if I'm dumb enough to take your Seminole point spreads again, Mark. 

MARK:  Great!  Then you must have come to your senses and decide to work for me again running this shit hole.

CASEY:  Only if I lost my senses completely. Though I had a lot of fun throwing customers out into the parking lot back then Mark, I only came in for the chit-chat. (smiles)

MARK: Oh.  This sounds interesting then.  Maybe we ought to take this little pow-wow in my orifice then. (winks and reaches over the bar to grab a bottle and two glasses of ice)

The two walk around behind the bar into an office.  They sit and Mark fills the glasses with Dewar's.  "Clink" and they both swallow down.

MARK: Damn, it took me a while to get used to your whiskey, but I gotta say it was worth it.  So, since you won't come to work for me again, what can I do for ya?

MARK fills the glasses again.

CASEY:  Well, it seems like every time something nasty rears its ugly head around Tarpon Springs, Florida that somehow Fuddy's seems to catch wind of it first.

MARK:  I don't know whether to take that as a compliment or an insult, buddy.(smiles)

CASEY: Well, you know how shit always rolls down hill.

MARK: Right.  So, what can I help you out of?

CASEY:  A couple of strange faces showed up at Daniel's the other evening and they weren't regular folks from the area, if you know what I mean.  One was a real ugly old guy and the other was his nephew.  Their ride is a new Town Car.

MARK: They makin you nervous?

CASEY: Only because Daniel didn't introduce me, then I find the nephew tailing back to my place.  Self defense, if you know what I mean.

MARK: Nephew, you say?

CASEY: So, I'm told anyways.

MARK:  Well, we've got this regular afternoon style drunk- you know, gone after he blows his wad.  His name is Arnie.  Well, Arnie does a lot of day labor since he gets a dole off of the government for a limp he's always had.  He usually finds work cleaning up garages, or some painting or shit like that.

CASEY: He works to get drunk then.

MARK: Yeah, we got a couple of those losers that come around here.  Helps pay the electric. You know.(pause) Well, this Arnie comes in maybe a week ago with a young guy who might fit your description.  Three drinks later, the ugly dude you describe with a big nasty nose comes in leaves a twenty dollar tip and drags the two of them away with the Town Car you just described.  Pretty wheels too- gold package, it looked like.

CASEY:  That's the one, Mark.

MARK: So, the next night Arnie shows up with all of this grease, buying  drink for any split tail that crosses the doorway, so I ask him where he got the juice.  He says that this guy, Jimmy Mavropoulos, has a sixty foot yacht out behind Llanos Yacht Builders and the ugly dude is paying him a C-note a day to keep an eye on it when they're not on board.

CASEY:  Mavropoulos' name ring any bells?

MARK:  Not until you came in and asked, but I'll check around.  (hoists the shooter again and they both drink)

MARK: Whew!!!  I gotta stop doing that.  Let's go out and have a beer.

CASEY: Cool.

They both return to the bar and sit for a moment when a scary looking woman with a red body suit and tight jeans walks into the bar and stares a smile at Casey.  After a moment or two- in to join VICKI (big silver letters on her necklace) come two muscular skin heads who seem directed to acknowledge Casey's presence as well.

CASEY:  Hey Mark.  You recognize these jamokes?

MARK:  Nobody I ever saw before, Case.

CASEY:  Hmmm. (throws a twenty on the bar)  See ya later, Mark.

MARK:  Cool. CASEY walks past the threesome and out the heavy wooden door.  

SCENE SIXTEEN

Casey notices the Black Lincoln in front and sits on the hood. Dumb and Dumber come out the door shocked to see CASEY sitting on the hood of their ride.

CASEY: Let me guess.  You two brain surgeons are looking for me.  Right?

The two advance towards CASEY and receive their due ass whipping with carcasses unconscious in the doorway.  MISS VICKI exits the bar and looks at her fallen muscle and then smiles at CASEY disarmingly.

VICKI: Well I hope my escorts didn’t cause you too much trouble out here, honey. ( she advances to Casey and puts her hand on his crotch.)

VICKI:  Is there some way I can make this up to you?

CASEY: (grabs her wrist ) Not in this lifetime lady.

CASEY climbs in the Duster and drives away. 

SCENE SEVENTEEN

Casey wakes up on the couch with half a bottle of scotch. Doorbell is ringing repeatedly. Casey looks through the window and sees who it is- a swarthy bad dresser with an obvious cop car. He opens the door and stands in it.

PHIL:  How you doing, Casey?  It looks like the club is filling up real nice with all of those cars in your parking lot night after night.  

CASEY:  I can’t complain.   Danny seems content with the income.

PHIL:  Well, I guess you know I wouldn’t come looking for you if I didn’t have a good reason, Casey.

CASEY: (looks up) And what might that be, Phil?

PHIL:  Well, I’m not in the mood to upset you or anything, Casey, but there’s a few nasty rumors swimming around and-

CASEY: What, Phil?

PHIL:  I thought it might be better if I asked you here-

CASEY:  -than at the station??? Spit it out Phil.

PHIL: (pause) I need to know if you’ve heard anything about any heroin at Club Go.

CASEY: Wait a minute here Phil.  Are you asking me to tell you if one of our customers is selling heroin at our bar?

PHIL:  Word from above is that somebody in Tarpon has a shipment of heroin on their hands, Casey.  I’m checking with Fuddy’s too.  

CASEY:  You just thought you needed to ask me about it first then. Right?

PHIL:  Well… Yeah.

CASEY: Listen.  You want an honest answer, then try an honest question.  What are you talking about, Phil?

PHIL:  I’m talking about a shitload of smack, Casey, and I want to know what you know about it.

CASEY:  Well now, you see how easy that was, Phil. Until you can come up with some more information or at least a better question- Fuck you. (CASEY turns and shuts the door)

SCENE EIGHTEEN

We watch Marie reading her notes by a large view screen looking out of the night club of the space station. BETTY a fellow traveler sidles up to her and both watch a harvesting by space shuttles that are severely reminiscent of the ones from CASEY’s era.

BETTY:  Pretty neat, huh?

MARIE: (startled) Oh, hi. (Marie closes her notes and puts them in a bag attached to her belt.) Yeah, it reminds me of the bees I used to see on Earth when I was a kid.

BETTY:  I’m Betty.  I maintain the flight schedules for our- um- bees. (offers a handshake) Do you see the big yellow ones out from there? (Betty points)

MARIE: Yeah?

BETTY: Those are the true Queens. The workers fill those up and with their windowless pilots, they carry the hydrogen loads back to Earth.

MARIE: No kidding. Hi.  I’m Marie.  I just got released a few days ago from quarantine from Earth.

BETTY: Those bees you’re watching are harvesting hydrogen liquid from the Saturn atmosphere.  Are you a Brother James’ follower?

MARIE: Who isn’t?

BETTY: Well, back before the Four Horsemen arrived and devastated the Earth, petroleum was the main source for energy with nuclear fission running a close second.  Aside from the pollution, danger and costs were major concerns- especially after the cataclysm.  Brother James gave the Earth a safer and healthier option when he proposed the development of hydrogen as a source.

MARIE: So the harvesters are a product of Brother James?

BETTY: They are also the beginning of the Culture as a political entity.  Brother James and the Culture worked hard to unify the Earth after the first shipment of hydrogen was delivered.

MARIE:  So the harvesters scoop up the hydrogen. Then they pump their catch onto the large carrier crafts that are anchored to Cassini Three. Culminating with a long Earthbound mission to reverse the project and deliver energy to our home. Right?

BETTY:  Pretty much. Cassini One was a penal colony that served for nearly forty years. Cassini Two died a space death and then they built us. Of course the real strange part is that we really deliver the power FROM our home for now. (smiles)

MARIE: I’m still getting used to that idea, I’m afraid.  (the two giggle)

BETTY:  So what do you do for the Culture?

MARIE:  I’m a historian.  They have me reviewing some old papers for them.

BETTY: Wow.  A historian, huh? Our commander has a bit of a taste for some history.  She took part in compiling the history that led up to Brother James saving the world.  Have you seen it?

MARIE: No, I haven’t. But, I heard that a new presentation was commissioned.

BETTY: I can lend it to you if you like?

MARIE: Thanks. Do you know the commander that well?

BETTY: Not exactly, but we both pray in the same chapel.   (reaches into a purse-pouch on her side and takes out a silver mini-disc) I think I have it right here.

MARIE: Are you sure?

BETTY:  You had better take what you get offered, sister.  We don’t get a whole lot of new stuff around this place.  Unless that stuff you’re reading for the Culture is keeping you entertained…

MARIE: Well, okay.  But, I won’t take it for free.

BETTY: Cool, then you’re buying the first round. 

MARIE: Sounds like a plan.

SCENE NINETEEN

Straight fade to Marie lounging in her cabin, fiddling with the disc.  She leans over and puts the disc in the player.  A ringing begins.

MARIE: Answer!

MARIE:  Hello?

STANLEY:  Marie! I’ve only got a few minutes, but I wanted to catch up with you and see how your review is going.

MARIE:  Pretty good.  I haven’t had a lot of difficulty with the language yet.  It feels almost as though I was trained for this job specifically.

STANLEY:  I guess that is why you were chosen for the job then.

MARIE: I suppose. Have you read my daily reports?

STANLEY:  Most of them.  I’m intrigued by your opinion of the writer.

MARIE: Casey Kowalski? I think he is a pig.  A lot of men in that day and age treated women this way, though.  Sex seems to pre-occupy his daily life a bit too much though.

STANLEY: Not much in the way of historical background, I noticed.

MARIE: The only noteworthy response came from a review of his daughter Andrea. She was involved in the early revolution that became Brother James’ Culture just after the Upheaval.  Daniel Newman brought back nothing. Now, Mavropoulos might be worthwhile, but I’m waiting for some Earth researchers to get back to me.  He died in 2023, five years before the Upheaval, and most of his life he seemed to be dodging Congressional investigations.  A lot of tax inquiries that began in 1960 and grew mega-large after a sizeable donation in 1972 towards the Nixon Re-election Committee.

STANLEY:  So there aren’t any connections that raise your eyebrows then?

MARIE:  Nothing, so far. But, realize that I am not really sure of what I’m looking for and I can only review each chapter as you give it to me. Which, if you don’t mind me saying- is BULLSHIT.

STANLEY:  (laughs mildy) Sorry, Marie. But that’s the way it is.  Keep sending me your reports and stay aware of the security requirement of your contract.

MARIE: I meant to ask you.  I met a nice young lady the other day and we were getting along pretty good.  I told her I was a historian looking into some Culture papers.  Is that okay?

STANLEY: Send me her name and station and a photo if you can.  I’ll look into it, but I don’t think it’s a problem.  I do need to check it out though.

MARIE:  I’ll do that.  Anything else?

STANLEY: Nope.  Just keep e-mailing your reports.  I’ll let you know if I see anything you might have missed. Bye.  (Click)

MARIE:  Asshole. (looks at picture on wall)

MARIE: Screen! (picture changes to computer/video screen)

MARIE: Disc Play! (the disc plays and the screen begins)

(We stay with Marie momentarily and then fold into the documentary as a scene change)

SCENE TWENTY

A HISTORY OF THE UPHEAVAL

As narrated by Kevin Charles for Culture Broadcast Television

Narrator: The Culture began as a product of the Upheaval.  The Upheaval is indirectly responsible for the evolution of our great leader- Brother James.  This brief program is designed to allow our audience to see the history that brought our civilization to the point that we are at today.

N:  The Upheaval began on March 9th, 2028.  It began with a worldwide news release given to the people by the then President of the United States- Arthur Hammond.  The United States had been the singular super power for Earth due to the non-involved Chinese and economically challenge Russia of the early 21st century.  Hammond’s speech shook every human household on one level or another.

(Switch to Presidential speech setting)

HAMMOND: My fellow Americans and all of the people of our benevolent Earth.  I come to you this afternoon with a heavy, heavy heart.  We are all, as citizens of this third planet of our solar system, right now in grave danger.  (pause)

NASA- coordinating with the European Space Agency at Erice, Italy as well as the Russian Space Agency at Snezhinsk, Russia- has confirmed a space incident of the gravest importance to our welfare and humanity’s future.

The asteroid 1997xf11 was expected to enter our solar system this month and to leave in approximately three months.  We have been expecting the asteroid to encounter our system between the orbits of Mars and Jupiter without event for some time now.

Since the path represented no threat to our system, we have not been monitoring the asteroid on a continuous basis- until recently.

Between Mars and Jupiter lies a barren field of space debris that scientists have previously postulated may have once been another planet.  This debris has been struck by 1997xf11. The impact point did not change the path of 1997xf11.  If it had and an astronomic collision would have occurred with this rock, Earth would have no chance of survival.  On the other hand, the debris that the asteroid struck has been propelled in a highly precarious direction.

NASA is currently tracking 22 large pieces of belt material ranging from one half cubic kilometer to two and a half cubic kilometers. The likelihood that one of these pieces should hit the Earth is extremely probable.  The largest piece may very well be a planet killer. We have designated all of our nations assets and our allies to this impending catastrophe.  In two weeks, I am told that we should be able to determine the points of impact and the damage to expect.  All nations are declaring martial law in response to my address.

I ask you as the chosen leader of the free world to stay calm, listen for the broadcasts and updates, and stay close to your homes and families.  My prayers are with you. Good night and God bless all of you.

NARRATOR:  The reaction of humanity was predictable. Incredulous, then aware, then insane, might best describe the reaction. (Riots and destruction fill the screen) Hammond and the United States bore a major brunt of the blame since NASA (Shows NASA and Space stuff) was at the lead for space technology, though government itself became sacrosanct. Mankind reacted violently until March 23rd, 2028 when President Hammond spoke again.

HAMMOND: My fellow members of humanity.  As we are becoming more aware, the pieces of debris are starting to foretell the coming holocaust that I have warned you of.  Strikes on the Washington Monument, Golden Gate Bridge, and the St. Louis Gateway have been replicated in all of the other continents and less auspicious locales a hundred fold.  These pre-cursors are beginning to cease, but scientists tell me that this is a warning of the on coming debacle that awaits our fate.

As the press has noted AARDI or the Apollo Asteroid Reactive Debris Incident will begin in four days, on March 27th.  Four ice and rock missiles are anticipated to strike and we have named them Abel, Baker, Charlie and Delta.

NARRATOR:  And strike they did. (Earth strike animations begin) Abel in North America, Baker in the South Pacific, Charlie in India/ Pakistan and Delta with the kiss of death to Central Africa.  The initial destruction had a deat6h toll of nearly 3 billion people of an estimated populace over eight.  Then the darkness began and the Earth’s atmosphere dust bowled to reduce our frail environment to catastrophe for a year.  When the light began to break through a settled atmosphere, weather ravaged and then tectonic plates erupted.  The Earth had held on by a thread and was ready to begin a chrysalis to form a new butterfly.  A butterfly without more than five billion humans though.

In the midst of these survivors, the healthiest and strongest resorted to terrorism and rulerships.  Armageddon had rained from above to leave hell on Earth and mankind was enslaved in small castes by the result. (File footage of rulers and slaves)

Until a new voice rose from the remnants of North America and this voice held power. (Picture of Brother James) The center of this power was armament and to this day, we question the source without satisfaction.  And the power had nourishment as well.  Brother James began to feed the North American heart as well as the body.  (Battles) He either crushed warlords or absorbed them.  His will was unstoppable and his faith in God was spoken loudly.  In eighteen months time from the evolvement of his North American base to His capture of the Beijing War Party, he ruled 78% of civilization.  And he allowed basic rights of free speech and of free religion (Brother James preaching).

The infrastructure required a ruling body though, and with that was created the Culture to monitor free enterprise and the rights of humanity. (The Culture symbol) Shortly thereafter, the Culture began the reach toward space for the people’s energy.

First, the Culture provided Cassini One- a penal colony- to begin the trade for Hydrogen based fuels, Brother James elaborated on the reasoning(Cassini One animation).  “We go to space for comfort- but we also go for protection. The Four Horsemen shall never catch the Earth off guard again.” (Brother James)

His reference to Abel, Baker, Charlie and Delta could not be mistaken.


With the death of the two million settlers on Cassini Two- a drifting hulk we can barely see at the western horizon of Saturn (Cassini Two carcass photos)- Brother James and the Culture pressed on to build the mega-station Cassini Three. (Cassini Three pictures) Its forty one million support persons will enrich the Earth with energy for generations.

(on the screen flashing in red)  URGENT TEXT MESSAGE FOR MARIEC from GRFP.







ACCEPT???/ DENY???

Marie looks at the page of her contract and recognizes GRFP stands for Glazium Rush Federated Products- looks at the screen puzzled

MARIE: Glazium Rush?  (pause) Accept message.

Text begins on screen over frozen program.


MARIE CHERILLO-


THIS MSG WILL NOT SAVE TO YOUR TERMINAL


I AM A FRIEND 


I KNOW YOUR MISSION


BE CAUTIOUS WITH STANLEY AND KEEP MY WORDS SECRET


HE CONTROLS THE STORY YOU GET TO READ


YOU MUST KEEP READING


THE STORY IS THE THING
End and destroy message will commence immediately.

(SCREEN goes blank then to original picture mode)
MARIE:  (looks at the pages with heading – CASEY KOWALSKI)  This is getting deep, Casey.

SCENE TWENTY ONE

Float out and zoom to Earth at Casey’s home, living room where he is sitting in his easy chair and looking at a scribble pad.) On Casey’s pad we see: MAVROPOULOS, PHIL’S HEROIN, AMY’S WARNING, DANNY.   Casey circles DANNY.  Dials the phone and we hear the answering machine click on and Danny’s voice starts.  CASEY hangs up.  Goes to bedroom and checks HICCUP.  Sees Daniel, Mavropoulos and the nephew knocking at his door under the Video Retrieval heading.

CASEY:  Shit.  I guess I’ll catch him later.  (knock, knock, knock at the front door)  

Casey goes to answer door.  Phil Georgiou is there.  Opens door and lets him in. Goes to bar and pulls the Dewar’s up.

CASEY: Sorry, I was such an asshole before, but you really laid a brick on me, Phil.  Want a drink?

PHIL: Not here for a social call.

CASEY:  Ya know, I’ll ask you to leave if you accuse me of selling drugs again.

PHIL: Wasn’t ever heading that way, Casey. Before you threw those two choice words at me beginning with “F” and ending in “YOU”, you made me a challenge.

CASEY:  Yeah? What’s that?

PHIL: You said that until I came up with some better information or at least a better question- then f--- you.  Well, I decided that I should do both.

CASEY: Really, now.

PHIL:  (sits down and makes himself comfy) Well yeah.  I figured that maybe if I got you a little better informed, then maybe you could see what good you could do me.

CASEY: Well, lets see how I feel about it after you tell me what got you sniffing around this way.

PHIL: All right.  I can do that. Let me give you a little background first.  (pause) First, lets say that drugs are fairly common in our Sunshine State with the relative proximity of Mexico, South America and the Caribbean.

(Casey shrugs)

PHIL: Florida makes an easy corridor to the drug world for cocaine and marijuana- though heroin usually comes through a different direction. Well, the Drug Enforcement Agency sends out these bulletins with people and items and the like to keep our eyes out for, but to be honest- we rarely have the time or the manpower to pay much attention. Hell, you and I both know that I’m the entire Tarpon Springs Detective Division and that position is mostly political.

CASEY:  Yeah. You’re overworked and underpaid- or vice versa.

PHIL: Cute. So anyway, along comes the Florida Department of Law Enforcement barking like a junkyard dog- telling my boss to wake the fuck up.  The Chief figures that makes me a decent scapegoat, so I start poking around a little after the standard ass chewing.

CASEY: You call this morning a “LITTLE poking around”?

PHIL:  No, I’m talking about a week or so ago.  This morning was the result of watching the Dulcinea pull in to dock in Tarpon and then finding the owner snuggling up to your boss, Casey.

CASEY:  You’re not adding up, Phil. How does two plus two equal five?

PHIL: The Dulcinea is owned by a guy named Dimitri Mavropoulos.  Dimitri has sheets of paper with the DEA and just about none of it has stuck to his ass.  But they know that he has fronted some big white shit coming across borders in the past.

CASEY: What’s that got to do with Daniel?

PHIL:  Well, the big nasty met with Daniel since he got here and you know about Daniel’s little federal offense in Michigan- don’t you?

CASEY:  Michigan? His family is there but-

PHIL: (waving his hands) No, no, no.  Danny got busted trafficking weed in 1984 up to Detroit- an interstate charge.

(Casey just stares at Phil a moment)

CASEY:  I was in the Air Force- Japan, I think.

PHIL: (pause) Well anyway, he took the rap and wouldn’t give up his contacts. So he went to camp for two and a half of a five year sentence for twelve pounds of dope.  Daniel’s lawyer just got the charge reduced as served time to a Michigander misdemeanor for possession.  That way he could buy Club A Go Go.

CASEY:  No shit.

PHIL:  Listen. It seems to me like you’re being kept out of the loop here.  But I could use some big Brownie points to dig my career out from under a pile of shit.  This just might be my shovel.  I know you and Daniel Newman are close friends, but with this much slime swimming around, if he’s in it- he’s going down anyway.

CASEY: Yeah, if.

PHIL:  Sure, I’ll give you that much.  But if you can keep your moth shut about this little talk- even to other cops- I might be able to save your buddy.  I could get my dick in a jam or sticking it where it don’t belong, but I might just hit the Lotto by stirring it around in here.

CASEY:  Well, I won’t lie for you, Phil.  But, I will try to keep you up to date if I hear anything.  I’ll try, but I can’t promise you anything.  And Phil… Do me a favor. Don’t come by the house any more. Assuming what you say is true, then that’s not a good idea unless I become suicidal.  Use the phone.

PHIL:  Okay. I gotta go anyway. Thanks for the time and for keeping this between us.

As Phil leaves we see Ramon with his dog outside of Casey’s house. 

CASEY: Huh?

SCENE TWENTY TWO

CASEY awakens and we time travel through a painful KATA workout and a memory review up to date.  We see him with two seniors at lunch and helping his Mom out of his Duster back seat. In the house- Mom goes to bedroom- CASEY and DAD go to a den.  We hear a loud voice in the background and recognize MOM is yelling at the ex-President and his wife.  CASEY picks up a bottle on a counter and looks at it.

CASEY:  Any changes in Mom’s Lithium prescription, Dad?

DAD: No. Why? I thought she was real good at lunch.  Wasn’t she?

CASEY:  Sure. I just like to be kept up on things. Ya know?

DAD:  Yeah, sure.  

CASEY:  I gotta tell you, Dad.  The way you love Mom, makes me awfully proud.

DAD: Well, I know the world has changed. You, your sister, and your brother proved that to me regarding marriages. But, I was raised by stubborn old Polacks and I guess I’m one too.

CASEY:  I sometimes wish I were too, Dad.

DAD: Oh, you will be… someday.

(pause)

DAD: That sounds like an interesting situation you’ve got there with Daniel, Casey.

CASEY:  You know how I feel about drugs, Dad.  But my faith in Daniel is strong enough that I have to see this through.  And even with the mistake he made in his twenties, I can'’ believe he’d have a good reason to involve himself in heroin smuggling now.

DAD: What do you mean?

CASEY:  Well, I’m just guessing, but if the dope involved here is worth a million dollars, Club Go could earn that for Danny in three years… maybe four.  The value of the joint would loan him half of that tomorrow.  So why take the risk?

DAD:  Could be more than a million dollars involved here then.

CASEY:  Might be. But wouldn’t there be more cops on my doorstep than just a Tarpon Springs, Florida political detective?

DAD:  Yes.  That does make sense, Casey. (pause)

DAD:  This incident at Fuddy’s might be the key.

CASEY: Oh?

DAD:  The guys were both skinheads.  Weren’t they?

CASEY:  Yeah, I guess so. That’s kind of a style these days, though.

DAD: And that “VICKI” didn’t sound very Greek to me either.

CASEY:  Where are you going with this?

DAD:  Could be one of those white supremacy groups.  You know there’s a strong following in the Midwest with that.

CASEY: In Michigan though?

DAD:  Well, I don’t know, but it might be worth a look.

CASEY:  Well Dad, I think for now I’m just going to corner Daniel on the issue.  Past that, I really don’t want to get involved, if I can help it.

DAD: I’m sure you’re right.  It does make for an interesting mystery though.

CASEY:  Yeah- a mystery that could get someone hurt, I think.

(from the bedroom MOM yells)

MOM: Casey!

Casey looks at Dad in an understanding father-son look.  Both shrug and Casey goes to the Mom summons.  We see MOM mumbling actively to herself when Casey enters the room.  She turns her head to the side, wags a finger with a smile, and pats the bed for her son to sit down on the bed.

MOM:  I need to talk to you, Casey.

CASEY:  Here I am.  Something need to be fixed or hung on a wall?

MOM:  I have a few things on my list for you, but they can wait until next week. (pause)

MOM:  I know you’ve had a long week and things are seeming a bit crazy to you right now.

CASEY:  They’re a little wound up right now, I’ll admit.

MOM:  Well, they’re going to get even crazier.  And I think that girl Amy might be in danger too.

CASEY: (looks at Mom curiously) Amy? (pause)  I haven’t even mentioned Amy to you in three or four months.

MOM: I know.  I have some concerns about your relationship with Daniel too. Not that I was ever thrilled about your working in bars anyway, but I think I need to tell you that he is in a lot more trouble than you might think he is. 

CASEY: Oh really now.  You THINK so, do you?

MOM: Well, yes Casey.  I only tell you because I worry about you, but there is something dark going on there, though I don’t know what it’s all about. (pause) One more thing too.

CASEY:  (smiling) What’s that?

MOM: I think that you will always remember to do the right thing.  I’ve seen the trouble that this causes your mind sometimes, but you always seem to try and that makes me very proud… but…

(she looks in Casey’s eyes with tears getting near to flowing)

MOM: Shut Up!!!

CASEY:  (backs up stunned) Huh?

Mom looks down at her hand s for a moment, begins to smile, gets up.  She goes to the TV and turns on a Home Shopping Channel, turns to Casey and seems surprised that he is even sitting there.

MOM: Oh! Were you going to help me make some jewelry?

CASEY:  (smiles) No, Mom.  I just wanted to give you a big kiss before I leave.  I’ll work on your list when come back next week. (hugs and kisses MOM)

MOM:  You have always been such a mush, Casey. I don’t know how these women keep letting you get away.

CASEY:  They don’t, Mom.  Since my marriage ended, they all just keep throwing me back. (both grin)

MOM:  Well then.  Go ahead and run off now before I come up with something for you to do.  (another big smooch.

SCENE TWENTY THREE

Scene switches to Casey at the club and setting a few of the service bars up.

CASEY: (to bar tender) With Robin taking a few nights off, I’m going to need you all to be on your toes.  Pass it on to the other bar tenders for me.

BARTENDER:  Sure thing Boss.

Casey walks to an office in the back.  On his desk is a note.



CASEY_



I won’t be in on Wednesday-



Have business out of town-



Tried reaching you-



Should see you on Thursday-



D.N.

CASEY:  When did Daniel learn to turn on a computer- more or less use Word or the printer?

Casey checks a pager from his belt loop

CASEY: And the boy usually pages me when he needs to let me know the price of tea in China.  Something’s not right here.

Casey leaves the office and checks with the BARTENDER 

CASEY: Hey, did Robin leave you with a set of keys?

BARTENDER: Nope!  I was counting on you being here to let me in.

CASEY: And you haven’t seen Ramon yet either?

BARTENDER: Sure haven’t, Boss. Is there a problem?

CASEY:  Nothing I can’t handle.  Listen, I’m going to be in the stock room for a little bit doing an inventory. You’ve got it all under control?

BARTENDER: Sure enough.

CASEY: Cool. (he turns and walks away)

We join Casey again in the stock room with a clipboard.  He begins to count bottles and time folds. On the page we can see INVENTORY with ITEMS MISSING and 1 OUZO circled.  Casey picks up a box for another one and we read together- “licorice  liqueur- A Fabulous Greek Tradition”.

CASEY: Oh really.

He leaves the stockroom locking the door behind him.  We watch as the night at Club Go continues as normal through to the end.  Casey is locking up.

BARTENDER: Another quiet Wednesday night, huh Chief?

CASEY: Well, Friday and Saturday always make our profit margin here.

BARTENDER: Did you hear anything from that bartender Peter?

CASEY: Peter?

BARTENDER: Yeah. When he didn’t show up on Saturday, Robin scheduled me for tonight.

CASEY: No. I’ll try and ask Robin about him.

BARTENDER: Well, how about a drink over at the after hours club? I’m buying!

CASEY: NO, I can’t.  Maybe another time, I’ve got to check up on a friend. (Casey looks at the computer note from Daniel)

BARTENDER:  All right man. See you tomorrow.

CASEY: See you.

SCENE TWENTY FOUR

Scene changes to Casey driving to Daniel’s.  He pulls in to the parking area and finds a full sized Chevy Blazer with large mudding tires on it.  He walks up to the side of the truck and opens the door. Inside, we see “Daniel’s Dream” on the dashboard.  The keys are in the ignition. He also sees that there is a decorative bottle of Ouzo in the back seat. It says “Greek Liqueur” clearly on the label. Casey closes the door quietly and starts back to the house.  When he gets to the door of the house, he observes that one of the glass panes has been broken from the outside in.

CASEY: (softly) Brilliant.  So now Danny is breaking in to his own house. 

SCENE TWENTY FIVE

Casey enters the house ad finds it a shambles- den then kitchen- and the lights are all off.  He takes a left and is looking through the trophy room at the living room, with a fireplace and mantle at the end of his vision. To the right is a hallway to the bedrooms and baths. The place has very obviously been tossed.  Casey progresses forward to the hallway and as he enters:

THEO:  AAAARRRGGH!

Theo bull rushes Casey in the barely moonlit passage and both crash into the brick side of the fireplace the forms the left side of the right turn hallway. Casey semi-regains composure first and strikes out with a right footed kick at the unknown assailant’s mid section successfully.

THEO:  Oof!!!

The assailant falls backwards dropping a heavy item on the floor near Casey. Casey grabs the mystery item. Casey slides along the floor to escape until he gets to the first doorway.  He locks the door behind him. It is a bathroom with a 3’X4’ window to the outside forward- sink left, tub right, toilet forward right.  Visibility is limited by the dark though enhanced by some moon. Casey turns right and gets caught up in the shower curtain falling into the bathtub. He shakes his head that struck the tub hard and hits it again with the mystery item he grabbed off the floor.  He still can’t see what the item is.

(female voice mumbling)

(quizzical look on Casey’s face)

 Casey starts to unravel himself from the shower curtain sheath and discovers the item is a pistol.  

CASEY: Shit.

(four gunshots report through the door)

The female voice starts yelling unintelligible foreign language at someone.  Casey ducks down scared and holding gun to his cheek.  We hear thumps of doors and some clicks.  Then we hear a car engine start and drive away.

CASEY:  Dad always says that sometimes its just better to be lucky than smart.

As Casey seems to relax and move towards getting up, our viewpoint changes.  

SCENE TWENTY SIX

Now we are looking at the Melon Bass Ranch (Daniels home) from 75 feet away.

KABOOM!!!  The joint is blown to bits.

SCENE TWENTY SEVEN

Viewpoint leaves 2000 Earth and shoots through space to our Cassini Three station and Marie. Marie is sitting at the bar “Hoochee- Coochee” that Betty had introduced her to. She sits at the bar.  A tall, muscular, manly-man comes up near her and they flirt actively with each other without speaking for a few minutes.  Viewpoint shows us that Marie is VERY attracted to his rear end.

MARIE:  Hmmm, a little Thunder Butt might be nice about now.  (to herself)

A thin, black, male with glasses and a bald head sits directly next to Marie on the opposite side of Thunder Butt.  Marie looks his way and he smiles at her holding his glass up as a toast.  The bartender brings Marie drink from the man and she smiles and raises the glass towards him.  She looks back at Thunder Butt and he looks angry.  He walks around Marie and nudges the bald black man.

TBUTT: Hey buddy. If the lady wanted you to buy her a drink- don’t you think that she would have asked me for one first? (Laughs out loud in his face)

ARVIN: (fearful) I-I’m s-sorry. I didn’t know she was with you tonight.  I o-only w-ant-ted to- to t-talk with h-her.

MARIE gets a look of pity on her face towards ARVIN.

TBUTT: Well, the lady is going to be with me later, needle nose. So she don’t need a drink from the likes of you Sammy Hairless Junior.

MARIE’s facial expression change to pissed off.  Thunder Butt pushes Arvin and he nearly falls off of the barstool.

ARVIN:  I w-was only-y g-g-going to speak with her ab-b-bout her work.

Thunder Butt whirls around towards him and gets red faced.

TBUTT: (yelling in Arvin’s face) SO NOW YOU’RE GOING TO GET LIPPY WITH ME??!??!

Marie stands up and puts her hand on Thunder Butt’s shoulder.  She looks angry.

MARIE:  THAT’S IT!!!

Marie turns Tbutt around and at the same time takes her drink glass from the bar and picks it up over his head. As he looks up, Marie brings the glass down swiftly and thumps him square center of his forehead. Marie turns the glass over in her hand with Tbutt stunned and jabs him with it (not breaking) in the mid section.

Tbutt: Oof!!!

As he straightens up slowly, Marie grabs him by his shirt-front and pulls down hard and quick- smashing Thunder Butt’s face into the bar top.  She steps around him, crumpled under the bar lip, and takes Arvin arm in arm and heads for the exit.

MARIE:  Come with me pal.  This just became a real bad place for us to have a drink.

SCENE TWENTY EIGHT

They both go through the door and head to the nearest lift station.  Some folks try to join them.

MARIE:  Sorry folks.  This one is private.

Doors close and the car starts to move.

MARIE: STOP lift.

The lift stops.

MARIE:  Listen Poindexter. As far as I am personally concerned here, it could have easily been your face that got smashed back there. Couldn’t have made a smaller difference to me.  That jackass just caught me in the wrong mood at the wrong time.  So if you think we’re going to run back to my place and play cowboy and steer together, think again.  Jackass had a better chance until he opened his damned mouth.  I just didn’t think you had the smarts to get yourself out of there in one piece.

(pause while the two stare at each other)

MARIE: Well?

ARVIN: (pause) Miss Cherillo… I’m gay.

Marie gapes at Arvin

ARVIN:  I really did need to speak with you about your work.

MARIE: How’d you know my name?

ARVIN:  It’s my job to know your name.  I am the first assistant to the Director of Cassini Three.

MARIE:  Commander O’Hara???

ARVIN:  Yes, Miss Cherillo.  Commander Ryukyu O’Hara asked me to retrieve you for an informal meeting with her.  Commander O’Hara awaits us on the bridge now.

Marie shakes her head.

MARIE:  Wait a minute…Arvin.  Is that right?  You came looking for me in a bar so that I could meet the station’s commander?

ARVIN:  Yes ma’am.  We need to take another lift and get suited for zero gravity first though.

Pause as Marie looks at the ceiling dejectedly. She looks Arvin in the eye.

MARIE:  Why didn’t she just call me and ask me to meet her then?

ARVIN:  I’m sure that she would have done that if she had desired to, Miss Cherillo.  I must admit that I hadn’t thought for a moment about asking her for her reasoning though.  Shall we?

Arvin points to the door with an open hand.

MARIE:  And you’re really gay, then?

ARVIN:  My husband seems to think so.

(mutual smiles)

MARIE: Well.  Let’s go then.

SCENE TWENTY NINE

Scene changes to Stanley sitting in a dark room and watching Marie and Arvin on a screen.  He looks disturbed.

STANLEY:  Damn that woman.(pause) Marie is too good at her job apparently.(pause) What the hell is she doing with that fagot, Arvin.  He’s just the second to that damned Culture whore Ryukyu. (pause) You’d better watch yourself my little pretty before you put your tits in a ringer.(pause) Shit, I’ve got to get you back under my wing, you bitch.  I’ve got to.(long pause)  Its either that or I will need to start erasing my mistakes.

Stanley stares at the monitor. We see the screen has Marie on it. 

SCENE THIRTY

Leaving Stanley we see Marie and Arvin in blue helmeted terry cloth suits climbing out of a Jeffries tube to an area of zero gravity and multi station video panels.  Approximately forty people are on the bridge working and moving about. We notice that Velcro is used to keep people in place or from floating aimlessly.  Arvin goes to a center station and talks quietly to the back of a dark haired woman’s head.  The console slowly turns and we are greeted by the casual a smile of a breathtakingly beautiful Oriental woman. She is middle aged by today’s standards.

RYUKYU:  Miss Cherillo.  How pleased I am that you were able to join us.  That will be all for now Mr. Lansing.

ARVIN: Yes Commander.  ( he bows and exits)

RYUKYU:  Come closer.  May I call you Marie?

MARIE: (moving close) Yes, ma’am.

RYUKYU:  (chuckles) Oh dear.  Please.  You’re making me feel so much older.

MARIE: Sorry, Commander.

RYUKYU:  That will be enough of that.  I so rarely get to hear my own name around here and you are working for Glazium Rush while I am a Culture official.  Please call me Ryukyu.  It would be so much nicer.

MARIE:  Yes. Thank you… er… Ryukyu.

RYUKYU:  That’s much better. 

MARIE: This part of the station has an interesting scent, Commander.

RYUKYU: (smiling) Thank you. That is a perfume that I have been able to… let’s say, hoard. I get it from ships just like the one that transported you here. It is a mixture of oleander, juniper and lilac. Do you like it?

MARIE: It’s very powerful, but pleasant. I take it you designed it yourself?

RYUKYU: In fact I did. It is my only requirement from the world you left behind, I think.

(Pausing, Ryukyu bends her head down and speaks softer to Marie. Close-up for Ryukyu’s lips.)

RYUKYU: I have asked you to meet me here, Marie, because it is one of the few places that we can speak that will not be easily monitored for audio. For added assurance, I think you might wish to look down to hinder a lip reader and speak softly in case I’ve missed any devices that could be hidden here in spite of my efforts.

Marie looks around suspiciously and then complies.

RYUKYU: I realize that you have a very limited understanding of the reason that you are actually here, Marie. Please allow me to explain. I am aware that Glazium Rush has contracted you for the Culture.  I also know that you are reviewing an important historical narrative from the turn of the twenty-first century.

Marie tries to speak with a shocked look on her face to be halt by Ryukyu raising one finger.

RYUKYU:  I understand that you would not expect me to have such an intimate knowledge of your mission since security has been very much impressed upon you since the start of your trip to my Cassini Three Station. I can only say that my sources are impeccable.

Marie listens calmly with a doubtful look now.

RYUKYU:  I want you to consider the possibility that your studies may be searching for a character that might be responsible for the existing political system that we are governed by today.

MARIE:  What???

RYUKYU: An understandable reaction.  Please consider that the recommendation of a fellow historian.  It is one of the few hobbies that can keep my interest.  Your security is exactly what leads me to this conclusion though.

MARIE:  Commander.  For all you know, you must realize that I can’t discuss this matter with you at all.

RYUKYU:  Of course, Marie.  With the constant scrutiny of your controller, I realize also that you may feel the need to report this incident.  I only ask you that might wait a few days before you actually tell your controller.

MARIE:  Why would I do that, Commander?

RYUKYU: Ryukyu- please, Marie. 

MARIE:  Ryukyu then.

RYUKYU: You might want to wait since I have a message that is, I think addressed to you specifically.  One of my communications people picked this up and rerouted it so that you would not receive it.

MARIE:  Excuse me?

Ryukyu hands Marie a piece of paper and we read along with her.



MARIE-



PLEASE KEEP SECRET FROM STANLEY-



HE WATCHES YOUR EVERY MOVE-



DO NOT TELL HIM EVERYTHING YOU DISCOVER- 



TELL CULTURE FIRST-



DATA MAY BE VOLATILE-



A FRIEND

RYUKU:  Stanley is the black operative with the cybernetics who joined me a few months before your arrival.

MARIE: You know Stanley?

RYUKYU:  Only by a very nasty reputation that he had as an operative.  He erased a few people that I cared about.

MARIE:  Stanley was a killer?

RYUKYU:  One of the best.  Ask him.  I think he would tell you.

(pause)

RYUKYU: As I said, you may want to keep our discussion between the two of us.  I hope that I can assist you if you feel the need.  If you still feel a need to protect Glazium Rush Federated Products, I fully understand though.  I will tell you that your mystery mailman is sending his messages from a science station on Saturn’s Titan moon.  You can see Titan from the western perspective- though rarely is the station visible.

MARIE: Huh.

RYUKYU: I hope we can get together sometime soon Marie, regardless of your mission.  We need to go our separate ways for now though.  I assure you that Stanley Merton is watching us right now.  If you play racket ball, I would love some competition.  For now though, I bid you “Adieu.”

Marie watches while Ryukyu turns in her chair once more. Marie turns and walks away.  At the Jeffries tube, she turns and looks back at Ryukyu.  Ryukyu looks powerfully sad back.

SCENE THIRTY ONE

Our POV spins out from the center of Cassini Three around passing Titan and showing the station then zooms back to Earth. We arrive at the smoky and burning aftermath of Daniel’s destroyed home.

SCENE SEVEN

We circle the remains and stop at a higher than expected piece of drywall.  As the camera stops moving, the drywall makes a first attempt at lifting up.  After a few tries, we see Casey is still in the undamaged bathtub.  He coughs and sputters, rolls over the side and crawls away from the wreckage.  After a while he crumbles.  He opens his eyes to see the ring finger and ring of Daniel Newman.  He screams.

Scene changes to find Casey’s Duster in front of Ramon’s home laying on the horn.  Ramon comes out in gym shorts and a tank top, holding a baseball bat.  He moves up to Casey’s car door.  Ramon looks at the disheveled Casey gape jawed.  He opens the car door.

RAMON:  Holy shit, Casey!!

CASEY:  (waves his hand around) Can’t hear shit buddy.  Take me up to Mad Dog’s and hide the car.  I’m going to pass out any minute.  Hide my wheels too.  If anybody asks, you haven’t seen me.

RAMON:  (mouthing words without sound as Casey’s POV fades out slowly.

Scene changes to a couch in a single wide  trailer.  Comfortable but inexpensively furnished, Casey wakes up on the couch. Bald, muscular Mad Dog sits before him with a quart sized mug of brew. Casey’s POV.

CASEY:  (squinting in pain as he sits up) Oooooooohhh! That hurts.

MAD DOG: It doesn’t look so good either.  Here.  Drink this. (hands Casey the mug)

CASEY:  Thanks. (takes mug, drinks, makes face) What the hell is this?

MAD DOG: Concoction of my own vita-mix.  Just drink it.

CASEY: (drinks a lot) Not bad after the first swallow punches you in the chest.  What time is it?

MAD DOG: Whataya think?  Two o’clock in the afternoon.

CASEY: Any cops?

MAD DOG: (double takes) Cops? Why no, shithead.  Should I be expecting an asshole parade?

Ramon steps in from the back room.

RAMON:  Yeah Casey.  What’s the deal anyway?

RAMON: Ramon I will fill in a bit on the way to the club.  Mad Dog would be better off knowing as little as possible until I can get a better grip on this thing. I am pretty sure that you would be better off not knowing right now.  Can you handle that, Dog?

MAD DOG: No sweat and not a peep.  Just fine with me.

RAMON:  The cops have called my house three times, then they came by and asked about you.  They didn’t say why though.

CASEY: Well, I’ll probably need to use Matt for my alibi after I closed the bar last night.

MAD DOG: What’d we do? Smoke out a few blunts or rape a few underagers? (smiles)

CASEY: How about we watched Final Fantasy again?

MAD DOG: Cool- and you brought the beer- Sam Adam, right?

CASEY:  Works for me. Go run up to my place and get me some clothes and my wash kit.  I’m going to use your shower to wash away some of the aches.

RAMON:  Well, take some time looking at your face, Casey.  And what do you want me to do with this heater?

CASEY: Shit. I forgot about the damned pistola.  Put it in my safe spot.  You know what I mean.

RAMON:  (turning with Mad Dog to leave) Sore enough.  I’ll get the whole story later though.

CASEY: Yeah man. (struggling to rise)

Casey goes to the bathroom where he sees the light bruising and a cut from the night before in the mirror.

CASEY:  I’m going to make sure that somebody pays for this. (pause) BIG. Real Big.

Scene changes to Casey and Ramon getting out of Ramon’s mini-van and climbing stairs to Club A Go Go.

RAMON:  Man, that really sucks. So what you’re saying is that the only people who know you were there are Daniel’s murderers then. Do you think that Danny had a will then?

CASEY:  Danny put a lot of faith in the people that worked for him Ramon. He could have left us all hanging, but I wouldn’t think so.

RAMON:  So what’s next?

CASEY: Leave that to me.  Our first thing to do is to see how the chips start to fall.  I’ll figure out the rest of this as we go.

RAMON: You know you could wind up as a suspect, Casey.

CASEY:  Not as long as we all keep this to ourselves and I don’t wind up with anything to gain from Daniel Newman’s death.

RAMON: Yeah, I guess so.  

The two enter Club A Go Go and Casey mixes a drink while Ramon starts turning on lights and checking doors.  Casey welcomes a bartender and waitress as they come in.  He heads to the office. In the office he turns the answering machine to PLAY.


(MSG) Phil:  Hey Case.  It looks like there was a big accident out-

Casey hits the NEXT MESSAGE button.  


(MSG) Jen: Mr. Kowalski.  This is Jennifer Weaver with the Pinellas County Sheriff’s Office. I am investigating-

Casey hits the NEXT MESSAGE button.

(MSG) JohnN: Mr. Kowalski, you might not remember me. No, of course you wouldn’t.  (pause) This is John Newman.  I’m Daniel’s father, I guess… I mean. (pause) Well, anyway.  An accident has apparently taken place at Daniel’s home and Daniel always told me to call you if I couldn’t speak with him.  So I guess that is why I am calling.  Please call me here in Michigan as soon as possible. My cell number is 555-1969. (click)

CASEY: Good thing that I know the area code. (pushes HANDS FREE and dials)

Phone rings then picks up

JOHNN:  Um… hello?

CASEY: Mr. Newman? This is Casey Kowalski- Daniel’s friend.  I received your message when opened Club A Go Go. What’s up? (sour look on Casey’s face, knowing the distastefulness of his lie).

JOHNN:  Casey… Have the police contacted you yet?

CASEY: (pause) I have a few calls on the answering machine, but I haven’t called them yet to see what’s going on.

JOHNN:  They said that they would be calling you.  I didn’t know whether you might have found out yet.

CASEY:  Found out what, Mr. Newman?

JOHNN: Please Casey. Call me John.

CASEY: Yes sir. What’s going on, John?

JOHNN: (long pause) Casey… Daniel is apparently dead.  There was a fire at his home and some type of an explosion.  I just landed in Tampa and should arrive at the night club in less than an hour.

CASEY: Mr. Newman…

JOHNN:  Please, Casey… John.

CASEY: John. You mean to tell me that Daniel is dead? (sits at desk and scratches furrowed brow)

JOHNN:  Yes. I’m sure that the police will need to speak with you as well. Another reason for me to come to Florida, I’m afraid. The Sheriff’s office is insisting on an investigation.

CASEY: An investigation? I’m sorry, John but this is all coming on to me a bit fast.

JOHNN:  They claim that an investigation is normal protocol for an accidental death by fire.  She said that a Fire Marshall would need to clear the scene before an investigation could begin.

CASEY:  That makes some sense, John. So are there any arrangements that I can assit you with?

JOHNN:  No, I’m all set for now. There are some details that w do need to go over right away. Can we meet at Club A Go Go?

CASEY: Certainly. I will contact the Sheriff’s office next- see if there is any way that I can assist them.

JOHNN: Good thinking. Casey, I want to share something with you. (breathing in heavy sobs). Daniel always said that you were the friend he had counted on the most.

CASEY: (pause) Thank you, John.

JOHNN: I will see you shortly, Casey.

CASEY:  Yes sir. (click)

Casey rises and goes to the bar. Pours a large straight Dewar’s over rocks to the amazement of the few staff members present.  He downs the glass.

CASEY: I’ve got an announcement. This is going to be one hairy night folks.

Scene goes back to Casey’s office. Casey sits at the desk with a still full glass of Scotch, staring at the telephone. Knock Knock, and Ramon sticks his head in the door.

RAMON: There’s a lady here from the Sheriff, Case.

CASEY: Send her in, bud. (Ramon leaves)

Moments later the door opens for a thin, tall, brunette with green eyes.

JEN:  Hi, Mr. Kowalski. My name is Officer Weaver with the Pinellas County Sheriff’s Office.  You don’t remember me. Do you?

POV turns to Casey and turns slowly as we enter his head and thereby his memory.  We see Casey reappear with Daniel entering a nightclub looking establishment- Clearwater Bartenders Academy. They are dressed up.

CASEY:  Well, just don’t take your time Danny.  I know you too well and I expect this little side trip has something to do with one of your broads.  I just want to be clear that we are going to hit some clubs tonight. Right?

DANIEL: (entering an empty establishment) Listen. I promise you.  We can go just as soon as I talk to this guy.  It’s a personal matter, but not a broad.  It’s a family thing.

CASEY: (looks up to catch a knockout blond bartender eyeing him up and down) Yeah, right. And this cutie is a stranger to you. I suppose.

DANIEL: (surprised then amused) Well, yeah.  But not for long … I hope. 

JEN:  Good evening, gentlemen.  My name is Tiffany.  Have you been to our school before?

CASEY: School?

DANIEL:  Yeah. They train dealers here during the day for the gambling ships.  At night they run a bartender school.  What are you? A graduate?

JEN: (smiling) You could say that. I hold down the bar on Fridays and Saturdays when there are no classes.  You must be Mr. Newman then.

DANIEL: Sure am.  I’m supposed to meet with…

JEN: Yes sir.  The owner told me to ask for your patience.  He has been detained but will return shortly.  What can I get you to drink?

FADE back to the office with Jen and Casey.

CASEY:  I remember you just fine, though I think Tiffany might not be the right name to address you with. Do you remember my drink?

JEN:  (smiles) Dewars and water on the rocks without any vegetables… a little stiff, unless I made it wrong. My name is Jennifer Weaver.

CASEY: Well Jennifer, the drink was fine and I have to admit that I’m glad the blond thing was only temporary.  Sit. I think we have some things to discuss.

JEN: Then I assume that you are aware of the reason for my visit this evening?

CASEY:  Yes. I just spoke with Daniel’s father.

JEN:  Then you are aware that Daniel was killed in an explosion at his home.

CASEY: So I was told.  I feel that I should tell you, I have had a few drinks all ready this evening.

JEN:  I can understand that Casey.  I remember how close the two of you seemed.

CASEY:  That sounds almost like an accusation, Miss Weaver.

JEN: No, no. And it’s “Mrs.” Weaver for now. May I ask you a few questions?

CASEY: So long as I get to ask some back.

JEN:  I’ll answer if I can, and please call me Jennifer.  (she takes out a micro-cassette and turns it on)

JEN: Mr. Kowalski. You are aware that this discussion is being recorded- are you not?

CASEY: Yes ma’am.  May I ask a question now?

JEN:  (startled)  Um… yes… I suppose so.

CASEY:  Would you please call me Casey?

JEN: (smiles slightly) Yes… Casey. 

CASEY:  Thank you.

JEN:  In order to bring us up to date, I would like to review a few things first. (pause)

You have all ready been advised that your friend Daniel Newman has died in an explosion which the Pinellas County Sheriff’s Office is investigating.  I, Officer Jennifer Weaver, with the PCSO and you, Casey Kowalski- have met before.  Have we not?

CASEY: Yes we have.

JEN: I am authorized to advise you that at that time I was investigating that place of business.  I was not investigating you or Mr. Newman, and at this time have no charges or suspicion of charges against you, Mr. Kowalski.

CASEY:  Thank you again. But, I’m sure that if that should change, you would advise me of my right to a lawyer. (smirks)

JEN:  As I am about to do now, Mr. Kowalski.  Do you need to contact an attorney before we proceed?

CASEY:  No, of course not, Jennifer.  Are you saying that you believe that Daniel was murdered?

JEN:  Casey.  When any person dies in an accident of this nature, it is incumbent upon the Sheriff’s Office to make sure that it was not a murder.  It is still a possibility that your friend’s death was an accident.

CASEY:  Great.  So what is it that you propose that I tell his father when he gets here?

JEN:  Daniel’s father?

CASEY:  Of course.  I called him at the airport just before calling your office.

JEN:  Well, tell him the truth, of course.

CASEY: My only problem with that concept, Jennifer, is- how much truth am I supposed to tell him? Do I tell him that the first time that Daniel and I met the detective who is now going to decide whether or not he was murdered was when she was an undercover bartender?  In a school for bartenders that Daniel and I had never been to before?  Do I tell the man that someone may have killed his son?  Come on officer.  What’s the deal?

PAUSE

JEN:  Somewhere between three and four o’clock this morning, there was an explosion at Daniel Newman’s house.  The blast destroyed most of the home and we believe left only small bits and pieces of Daniel Newman’s remains. (pause) I’m sorry to say it like that.  The Fire Marshall has done some preliminary testing and has determined that the explosion was caused by a chemical known as “ammonium nitrate.”   Are you familiar with that compound?

CASEY:  It’s a fertilizer.  Isn’t it?

JENNIFER: (crooked brow) Yes, it is.  The Fire Marshal said that he could smell it as he walked on site.  He said that I should ask if Daniel kept a lot of the stuff around.

CASEY: He might have.  I’d have to guess though.  Daniel entertained at his home a lot and he was fairly finicky about the appearance.  I mean, take a look around Club A Go Go.  Appearances were very important to him.  So, I would think he might very well keep a lot of fertilizer on he premises.

JEN:  I want to clear with you that this type of an accident happens much more often than most people think it does according to the Fire Marshall.  And the power of the explosion is normally very strong.  I must also advise you that this could also have been the results of a bomb. (stares at CASEY for a moment)

JEN:  There is another application for ammonium nitrate called ANFO.  The anachronism stands for Ammonium Nitrate Fuel Oil in some circles.  Though kerosene and fertilizer are the same thing, the mixture is used with blasting caps for sheet mining in some parts of the world. Very popular with terrorist groups of the sixties and seventies. In fact the Federal Building in Oklahoma City was an ANFO type of bomb- much larger though.

CASEY: Wow.

JEN:  If the Fire Marshall doesn’t find some type of an accelerant or a timing fuse, he may have to dispose of Daniel’s death as an accident.

CASEY:  You don’t emit much confidence that this was an accident, Jennifer.

(pause with Jennifer’s wrinkled brow then she reaches into her purse and takes out a piece of 8X12 paper) 

CASEY:  What?

JEN:  I have some doubts, Casey.  The Department believes that Daniel may have been familiar with some very bad individuals. Do you recognize the man in this picture?

(Jen extends the printed copy forward and we see the badly reproduced photo of Dimitri Mavropoulos)

CASEY:  This guy was at the party Daniel had after work on Saturday night.

JEN: You don’t seem very surprised, Casey.

( a serious look from Casey)

CASEY:  Jennifer.  Daniel was in the business of knowing people.  Not all of the people he knew were without sin.  That’s kind of the nature of owning a bar.  But Daniel had other business too.  He also ran a floor tile company, and even bad people like to have nice floors.  This guy is someone who I don’t know and Daniel’s welfare is something that I have always considered my responsibility. I watched Danny carefully and I can’t really imagine anyone wanting him dead.  That means that if he was murdered, then he was murdered by someone that I didn’t know.  Therefore, this guy rings a bell for me.  Make sense? 

JEN: Makes sense.

CASEY:  Danny was a good guy.  Everybody liked him even if they had just met him.  He was one of those rare people.  The only odd thing about that guy was that he had a young kid with him who was built like a brick shithouse- and yeah…  the fact that Daniel didn’t introduce me to the guy.

JEN:  Well then let me ask you. Does this fit the profile that Daniel Newman might have been working in some way for this gentleman?

CASEY:  No.

JEN: No? Why do you say that?

CASEY:  Danny Newman wasn’t working for anyone, Jennifer. He didn’t have to, and I know he wouldn’t want to.  Maybe back when he was a younger- but not today. He had it all and he was too smart. I don’t mean book smart- I mean I’m more the guy that you would ask about Tolstoy or Mendelev- I mean street smart.  Friendship for Danny was a means to an ends with most people, and usually a short term goal too.  His real circle of friends was pretty small, and nobody I ever met acted like they were Danny’s boss.

JEN:  Really. (smugly)

CASEY:  To mix it up with this guy? Never happen. Yeah- maybe the guy had something to do with icing my friend- if he was murdered in the first place- but not because Daniel was working for him. No way.

JEN:  So you’re saying that this man COULD have killed Daniel, but not because he was working for him?

CASEY:  Jesus lady.  I’m not saying anything like that.  I don’t even know who this guy is unless you’re going to tell me!!!

JEN: (pause) His name is Dimitri Mavropoulos.  We believe he is connected to an organization that is importing drugs into the United States.  We think that Daniel’s death might just be involved with him.

CASEY:  Unless Daniel’s death was an accident.

JEN:  Accidents happen all of the time, Casey.

CASEY: (pause) So what does Officer Weaver think?

JEN:  I don’t know, Casey.  I just don’t know.

Swirl and swoop back to 2248 Cassini Three and down into a chamber where we see Stanley in his chair in a dimly lit engineering style room.  On a small screen attached to his chair we see that he too has been looking at the Kowalski manuscript

